+Dead of old, the young are dying
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YOUR HEALTH

By ANDREW F. CURRIER, M. D.
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We can therefore say that baldness
is one of the ills which has come with
soclal development.

Dandruff often causes baldness and
means an excessive supply of the oily,
greasy substance provided by the se-
baceaus glands to keep the hair smooth
and soft under normal conditions.

When it is very abundant in the
form of dry scales, or small oily lumps,
it loosens the attachment of the root
of the hair to its follicle, and the hair
falls out or may be easily pulled.out.

If there is an insufficlency of this

same oily material, the hair be-
comes dry and brittle and breaks
or splits off*

There are mumerous diseases of

the scalp in which the hair is lost.

When these diseases are cured, the
halr will grow again in some cases,
and in others it will not, its root struc-
ture having been destroyed.

The treatment of these diseases is
an important branch of dermatology,
and includes the treatment of bald-
ness and diseased structure of the hair

+ s--s HAIR RMEDIES.

for
There may be diseases
among savages.
ers who never wear any head
not remember to

hair |
ve callllike fashions in clot
for fear ago, pomades and oils for the hfir
| were popular, and ofled and scented

a few weeks, the hair gets longer an
thicker or grows where it previousl,

{had something to do with it.
Fashions in hair

|ringlets were marks of beauty.

| Such overdosing of the bair and sur

caused
vices and restraints |much baldness-.and perhaps that is

| rounding tissues, probably

| why it was given up.

| Hair that is dry and brittle needs
|oll; hair that is normal does not. Hair
that is greasy from too much sebac-
eous matter, needs an astringent to

dry up the excessive secretion.
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root structure is not dead,
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MEMORIAL DAY.

Dead of old and ancient glory, |
Do you hear the solemn drumming? |
Do. you hear the musket rattle?
"Ms the young dead who are com-
ing,
Coming from the field of battle,
Here to share your silent valley,
Adding luster to your story,
Coming here with you to rally,

Youthful dead ¢o sleep beside you
Mothers brave today are bringing,

Out of Picardy and Flanders
Splendid souls are homeWward wing-

ing,

Under freedom’s brave commanders,
For the Flag that you kept flying,

Facing all the cares that tried you,

MEMIRIAL DAY.
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Dead of old, no more with roses
| But in sacrifices splendid
]You(hfuﬂl dead who have

Now, with every’day that closes,

hage. I would advise you to go to a
speclalist dn the diseases of women
and have it removed. sually the opera-
ton is not a difficult one.

For the Flag which
lifted;
Not to paths of selfish pleasure
Have your children’s children drift-
ed

once you

Not in \"al_n you drank death’s meas-

ure
For the banner high above you;

Now, with you young men are lying,
Soldiers, truly worthy of you. ~

Do we pay our tributes to you,
Lies the glory that is due you;
defended

Freedom from the tyrant’s numbers,

Come to share your peaceful slum-
bers.

Debbers—l1 understand his wife Is
an exponent of ruthlessness on her,
busband.

If, after using such a preparation

was absent, and if dandruff disappears
{it is fair to say the preparation used | -

remedies change,
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Simple, diluted alcohol or bay rum
will. do this as well as expensive lo-

If the hair has fallen out, and the
stimulant
substances, like cantharides or mus-
tard or nux vomica, will often start a
new growth and hair tonics containing

sebaceous
glands connected with the hair struc-

wiser to get the opinion of a dermatol-
ogist as to what may. be useful, than to
depend upon one's own opinion or the

dreary time of it.
died and Aunt Josephine had come to
take charge of Eve Marie's life.
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and is worn
over a petticoat or ankle length bloom-
ers, according to choice,
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Resting Pajamas In Black a New Fancy

to discuss her.  Now that’s she’s gons,
let’s make the most of our breathing
spell. After all, my dear, you'reé of
age and entitled to having your-own
way in some things. I want _you to
come over and stay with me while
Josephine 18 gone. It’s lonesome for
me with my only girl at college. And
it will be lonesome for you here alone

THE EVENING STORY

in the house. Seems to me we might
take a great deal of comfort to-
gather.”

‘T'd love to come. You are so good.

“1 suppose I ought to get a

hat,” Eve Marie sighed, “but what

the old one.
does.”
Yet the milliner's window with

& yellow hat, Miss Green,

liner, plucked it from its

ing for the hat.
‘a sick heart.

hat he was going to be
forever.

living
~

She Looked So Different.
David McAlpine ever since she had
found she had nothing else to live for,
That was when she was fifteen Years
old. Her father had Just died, and
David, being a near neighbor, was very
good to her. He himself had no father.
Then he went to another state. When
he came back again Eve Marie was
twenty-two and he seemed to have for-
gotten all about her.

But Eve Marie had remembered
him only too well. She had had a
Her mother had

Eve Marie turned suddenly now

from Miss Green's window and hur-
ried toward home.
enough of hats.

though she had had enough of life.

She had had
She almost felt as

Gubbers—Yes, he has to attend all
her knitting partiea

It really seemed as though tirere would

THE SHADOW CASTER.

(Copyright, 1918, by W. Werner.)

new
's
the use? When I get it I shan't look
a mite different from what I did in
Aunt Jgsephine never

its
fresh spring display charmed her. As
HEve Marie lingered, hungrily eyeing
the mil-
stand.
Through the opening thus made Eve
Marie could see Frances Arden wait-
Frances was dark,
tall and elegant, and Eve Marie, who
was none of these, turned away with
She knew that when
David McAlpin saw Frances in that
lost to her
To lose him meant to lose

all that was dear and worth while and
precious in life.
Eve Marie had been
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4t a nunnery, shutting out lght, cheer,

Frances Arden donned

that
hat.

he had his law office and
across ¢o the post office

with
hands full of letters

other side.
Eve Marie could never see David
without her heart doing queer things
inside of her. She loved his step and
the winglike eweep of his dark hair
and the way his chin jutted out from
his fine profile.. She loved,too, to re-
member how he had brought her nuts
and apples and floyers in the days
when he really kuew she existed.
Thinking a great deal more than was
good for her, Eve Marie @eged home,

ing every possible pretense to stay out
of ber. own house. Aunt Josephine
had made #t seem & different place
ever since she had Hved there.
Aunt Josephine, however, was no-
where in sight. There was only her
crayon portrait on the living room wall
in the one place where you could not
fall to see it. And under the crayon
portrait on the little reading table was
& note which said: “My dear miece—
I have just received a telegram from
my brother, saying his wife is very
sick, and that I must come at once,
The train leaves in twenty-five min.
utes. I've just time to make it and
write this note. I shall return at the
earliest possible momens.

AUNT J.”
Eve ‘Marie could not belteve it. She
sank into a chair and tried to think.
It was the first time in five years that
she had been free from" Aunt Jose-
phine, and it gave her a strange feel-
ing. Aunt Josephine had come when
her mother died, turned the house in-

young company, anything that did not
coincide with her own peculiar ideas,
Eve Marte needed moulding, she sald,
and she had moulded her.

The worst of it was, Eve Marie be-
lieved that she was going to look
more and more like Aunt Josephine
each day. When she gazed wupon
Aunt Josephine she grew sick and chill.
She hated her own reflection in the
glass. Aunt Josephine did not approve
of any more clothes than were needful
to keep the body decent and clean. She
wore a hat or garment as long as there
was anything left of it and ehe saw no
reason why Eve Marie should not do
ilkewise,

Now she was free for the first time
in five years! Five ymars before Eve
Marie would have selzed upon this
freedom to do what she pleased, but
she had had too severe training to be
able to do that now. Eve Marie sat

be no joy in all the world for her aftier
yellow

Twenty feet ahead of her David Mc-
Alpin came out of the building where
hurried
his
He did not see
her, yet he saw June Reed, a pretty
girl, coming down the street om the

She had been gone all afternoon, seek-

and fell to sobbing furiously,

in the doorway.

Eve Marie Waited With Clasped Hands
and Agonizing Eyes.

ed to understand them and crossed the
room and put her arm around the girl's
shoulders and looked into her face.
“I"wouldn't cry if I were you,” she

said, gently, “Your aunt’s ' gone,
hasn't she? I saw her. Well, there!"
“Oh, Mrs. Bird!”

Marie. “She’s gone, but—but she'll be
back.”

“Not for several days. I overheard
her telling Myra Morse about it on
her way to the station. Myra called
out the window and asked her where
she was going and she said that her
brother's wife was sick and he'd tele-
phoneed her to come.
came over. I've mever been in the
house, Eve Marie, since that woman
entered it, and yet I was your moth-
er's friend.  I've often felt guilty
when I've seem what you were going
through, but I couldn't help you I
know my limitations. I'm no match
for Josephine. So I stayed eway. I
suppose there have to be such women,
but they ought to serve as guide posty

a2 misery she could’ not explain, she
crumpled upon on the arry of the chair

Presently she heard the outer door
open amd steps come down the hall,
Eve Marie lifted her head and met
the eyes of the woman who appeared
She was a small
pretty woman with gray hair, red Myps
and sparkling dark eyes. In her fresh
suit of tiny white and black check,
with violets on her smart hat she look-
ed like a picture of what an elderly
woman should be. She did not stand
staring at Eve Marie’s tears. She seem-

exclaimed Eve|had

That's why I|t

taffeta frock were wonder workers, She

Mother always said you were. Thank
you a thousand times.”

it d with thr to .
w ning eye ed Mrs. Bird's pretty hand and kissed

;i?;dhnr to break the estdb-|; h gt

ished order of things. “Oh, dear!”| ' . Bird’s h large

moaned Eve Marie. And then, with o ebrigprglighe e

sunny and pleasant. Eve Marie had
Margaret's room—bright, modern, sug-
gestive of young, acfive life, Bve
Marie hadn’t been in that room two
minutes before she loved it. = There
was no reason why she could not have
one like-it in her own house if Aunt
Josephine would let her. This room
was only one.of the many pleasant
changes she found at Mrs. Bird's and
before the second day was over Eve
Marts began to look younger and hap-
pier.
That evening Mrs. Bird made Eve
Marie put on one of Margaret's left
behind frocks and go to a concert
The frock fitted Eve Marie very wall,
and it was Of & blue that became her
fairness,
“You're really quite a pretty girl,”
Mre. Bird sald when she had dome
her best by Eve Marie.
Eve Marie lifted great, wistful eyes
“Oh, Mrs. Bird- do you mean" it?
Don’t you think I'm golng to iook just
like Aunt Josephine when I'm her
age?” she asked.
“Who ever put such a thing In your
head ?”
“She did. She says every day I'm
getting to be more and more like her
externally. And she says when she
has formed my character I shadl be
exactly like her, inside and out. It
almost makes me sick of the thought
of Mving. 1 try to be different, but
she’'s stronger than I am. I see her
and feel her and breathe her. until
I give up and don’t care. But being
with yoy. Mrs. Bird, is like—waell,
it's like hearing drums beat or read-
ing something grand and good all
the time. I feel inspired. I'd give
all the world to be like you and Mar
garet. I'd have some chance then,
wouldn't 1?”
“You shall have it, anyway,” prom-
ised Mrs. Bird.
As it chanced, David McAlpin sat
in"the eeat behind Mrs. Bird and he
talked to her before the comcert be-
gan and in the intervals of music. He
come alone.
~“Eve Marie is staying with me for
a few days,” Mrs. Bird remarked, ‘I
wish you'd happen in tomorrow even-
ing, David. I'll invite in a few others
and we'll have a little party. Since
Margaret went away you never come
to the house. Old as I am, I hate to
think that Margaret is the only at-
raction.”

"1l come without fail’ David said,
eagerly. And he glanced curiously at
Eve Marie, who looked so different
and 80 sweet in ithe blue taffeta frock.
For & week Eve Marie blossomed
like a flower and sang like a bird.
David and Mrs. Bird and  the blue

almost forgot Aunt Josephine.
One afternoon when she returned

under Aunt Josephine's picture amd

to the rest of us, pointing out ways

from a long, exhilarating motor ride
turned
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“Oh, Mrs. Bird!” Eve Marie eaid. «y

brain fever.

tunity and he will
himself.

things if he didn’t
already knew them.

your Gt
furrows,
they will s

in hills, and grow
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|emphatic hand. It was the first
Aunt Josephine had written, and it
meant she was coming back. She
made one attempt to read the letter
and then she held it out to Mrs. Bird
with a shaking hand. “You read it,
please,” she begged.

Mre. Bird took the letter and ad-
Justed her glasses. “Oh! From Jo-
sephine,” she said. Her glance slipped
over the page, while Eve Marie wait-
ed with clasped hands, and agenized

s,

“When is she coming back?” Bve:
Marie faltered.

Mrs. Bird laughed. “Why, she isn't
coming back at all, dear,” she an-
swered brightly. ‘“Her-bréther's wife
has died and he has hired her to keep
house for him. She doesn’t say much,
but just that. Youll have to etay
with~me, Eve Marie, until you can
find some sort of companion. Why,
my dear child!”

For Eve Marie was weeping wwildly.
“Oh, it's like getting well from &
terrible sickness,” she |sobbed, ‘or
escaping some awful evil or waking
up from a dreadful nightmare! I'm
free, Mrs, Bird. I can be like myself
now. I can spend my .own money
anu have things the way I want them.
I—I can even have a pink -dress if it
is foolish,”

“Nothing is foolish that makes
youtn younger and happier and
sweeter,” Mrs. Bird replied. “Have

Marie, only dry your face quickly, for

twenty pink dresses if you choose, Eve Y
David McAlpin's coming in  at the
gaite.” P
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