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Fanciei of F ashion

Wig”s That e
‘Match Gowns
Win Favor

By Madge Marvel

R E E N wigs
and trouser
skirts sound

worse than they
look. The Poiret
version of the trou-
ger skirt is a more
attractive garment
than *he skirt with
the exaggeratied
glash, and, under
certain conditions,
colored wigs have 2
possible charm.
I have no idea they will be generally
worn on the street, but with the right
gowns, under the right light for even-
ing, it is perfectly simple to see they
aré hot impossible.

They were displayed recently at a cos-
tume salon in New York city, surmount-
ing some of the neweet Poiret creations,
and women weré rather enthusiastic

about them. To be sure, they were
given a Poiret setting, rose and violet!
hangings, rose lights, gray surniture and |
heaps and more heaps of Poiret pmov\)sl
thrown about, which aided the éffect.
Six costumes were shown, and there|
was a colored wig to match each l:me."|
The models were typical of the ultra-!
slender woman of the moment, and tray |
had mastered the slinky, slouch walk,l
which represents the most extreme man- ;
ner of locomotion, |
|
!

Two Decided Novelties.

The most decided dress novelties shown
were the trouser skirt and the street|
suit with pockets. 1

The former did not startle any one,
1
hecause it is fully six months sln(‘?l,

trousers were shown as possible substi- |
tutes for skirts, but this is the first lime?
such an eminently practical edition of |
the style has been shown. They, or it,
whichever is correct, are, oOr is, so miM:
and inoffensive one can readily bpelieve |

the fashion will obtain to some vonsid-r

erable extent. |

The trouser skirt a la Poiret is of taf-
feta. The model shown was in a dark
blue gray. At flrst glance it 1o0ks like
a perfectly plain and narrow skirt with
a tiny pleated frill at the hem. The
bifurcation is only in the front breadth.
The, back of the skirt is exactly like a
perfectly straight plain skirt. There is
not the suspicion of a pleat or a gather.
The division is made down the centre
front with elastic bands attaching it to
the back breadth.

When the wearer is standing still there
{s not the least indication of the bifurca-
tion. When she walks it is not startling, l
but looks like any narrow skirt which |
catches about the feet when one walks |
fast. It is said to be very comfortable,
and it ts not unattractive. Over it was
worn a tunic of silk striped in Roman
effect with the color of the skirt and a
dull brick red. This had a wide sash
of the material of the skirt and a vest
of white muslin edged with gilt galloon.

The wig exactly matched the red stripe
in the tunic. .

Pockets Seem Mannish.

The sult with pockets was a far more
mannish affair than the (rouser skirt.
It was developed in green and white |
checked suiting. The skirt was longer
than we have been wearing for the trot-
teur suit, and was worn over tights. The
front was cut very long, and this extra
length was folded up and buttoned |
across just below the waist line, making
deep pockets possible at each side, qite
like the side pockets in real trousers,
and giving full draping over each alp
and a series of folds at the back of the
skirt.

The coat was exactly on the loose
fines of a man’s sack coat, and the
wearer thrust her hands in her pockets
with the little coat pushed back of them.
There was a simulated belt at the back
of the coat with a bit of red showing at
each end, and at the bust line there
were long ends of the material of the|
suit with red embroidery for the finish.
Underneath was a soft mulle blouse, and
the wig was of silver white,

A bright blue wig was worn with a
charming frock of Dblue and bronzeé
changeable taffeta. The skirt was plain,
narrow, and instead of the slash there
was an inverted pleat in the front where
the closing wa&s. On each hip were
pleatings in exaggerated pannier cffect.
They weré confined entirely to the *»ip.
stopping each side of the centre back |
and leaving a plain panel in front.

Live, Laugh s |
s¢ and Love |

By Brett Page |

|
T o o

LITTLE life, a little love,

A A little time to stay,
- A few short years of smilesand tears
And then we g0 away;

Enjoy the laughter, songs and wine,
There’'s none to say you sha'n’t.

Live, laugh and love your fill, until,
The time comes when you can’t.

For what’s Life worth, if not with mirth
To crowd each blessed hour?

N6 merit Hes in frightened eyes
And faces sad and sour.

- <
The smile’s the thing, thelaugh whosering
Wakes joy in ev’'ry heart
And knows that HYé i€ only sad
When good friends have to part.

S0 Jove your life, 50 live your life,
When revellle shdll come

You smiling go as one who'd know
What moves above the sun;

For 'neath the sun, the race you've run,
Bince_first your life began;

Lived, Jaughed and loved your fill, until,

You met Death like & man, Hawes

ey
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1 LMOST. everybody who usél & sonit i &b ’
: to Bs bEIA! COHibE 11 @#ereral dre & hissthg &d
mocking, also hair brushes.. . .. . , b 2
; R i:e-tooth combs are ah abdmindtion, Hmwiﬁ,l&
and foreyer, I excommunicsite all mothers who
danger the adult future of their infants by the m
{ and harrowing of the :
niclbus instrumént of hirs
The fine-tooth £0 ) 18 & survivi
dayd of the ichthyosa g&m &nd the
Perhaps when babies had heads
wés no rdom for wit, and selps as
hair that could be combed By laying héads to the wind;
perhaps then fine-tooth combs were hs 'léii. e TR
At the maternal stroke of the fine-tooth comb- the DR. HIRSHBERG -
knell of a sad and permanent parting of the hair begins. Not the' gort of part
wished for by the nurse, but & geff-infécting, scalp-vaccinsting kind -of
parting. This parting is not “of”” the fine-tooth comb continues its service as
hair, but ‘‘with” the hair. For the fine-|a polite_and domestic weapon of .
tooth comb, jerked like a currycomb |ture, eveh the most Sceptical antl-yi:-
is through Pegasns, causes the hair to| cinationist will u]umntely_‘be thus vac-
leave the infdnt’s scalp, as well as to in- | cinated and fall a victim to some scalp
oculate the hair cups with marauding | malddy. :
gerfmxs.dwmch weave the beginnings of b i A L $ 28-S p———
woful destruction in later life. ; ; 2k ﬂ‘ﬂ*
Indeed, the use of the fine-tooth comb lAmm to H“kh Q““‘ i
is painful and irritating. Not only does | LRI - v -
it pull and heave-ho at the roots and| MRS. P. J. B, W. Philadelphia, Pa.—
tastening of the child’s hair, but its|Is there anything I can safely use at
sharp fence of dirks and stilettoes dig ! home to remove protruding moles?
deeply into the soft and tender flesh. ) &g "
In its interstellar spaces, compactly| If the moles hang from & slender
huddled together in-an oily, taffy-like, | thread boll a pair of scissora for 10 min-
gelatinous condition, lurk the moulds |utes, When cool clip the mole off ond
and bacilli of boils, eczema, ringworm, | then touch the bleéding point with a
tuberculosis, the itch, tetter, erysipelas, | stick of alum. £
blood-poisoning and the major demons| If the mole is flat it is advisable fo
cf microbic maladies. _, | have it thoroughly removed b{ a good
Moreover, they cannot be gotten rid |surgeon, who will to {t-that no can-
of. You can no more clean a fine-tooth | cer can ever locate itself fn the wound.
comd than you can stop an active vol- LI
cano from voleaning. R X . < . e gy ¢
Water, soap, sterilizing and seven seas .D" Hirshberg will o Se. -
of antiseptics haye hitherto been tried | F*O™S for readers of this paper on
in vain. The fineness of the grooves and | Medical, Rygienic and sanmifation swb-
the gumminess of the grease which sur- | jects that are of general interest. He
rounds the germs form an impervious | will mot wndértake  to prescribe_or
gvr:;?:;mn of tihem in thelr treacherous | offer advice for individual cases.
one or ivory lair. Where the siibject 4s not’ of generdl

Every time you use a fine- X A A :
you vaccinate bacteria, or -v;;’s’:hotm;‘lz interest letters will be answered per-

sort or ancther, into the bed of the hair. sonally if o stamped and addressed
Some hardened sinners or-innocent chil- | envelope is_enclosed. Address all in-
dren prove occasionally immune fo these | giries to Dr. L. K. Hirshberg, care
vaccines, but in the long rum, if thel this effice.

MAGIC word, you say!

Yes, it is more—it is a magic

THING. Romance softens all the hard lines of the reality

that SEEMS to be around us. It splashes with the colors
of the rose and the violets.and tbe opalescent sky all. the pinched
pleasures of the lonely. It brings into the gray hall bedroom the

splendors of pageantry, the radiance of imagined days, the sparkle

of roval enchantment.

Michelson has drawn a girl sitting at a pine table beside a

simple kerosene lamp. For a moment her eyes have w andered from

the hypnotic page. She has forgotten paper and type, the pine table
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There's something pathetic about the way

Fame
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CHARITABLE man died In
A New York the other day.
He left a good big fortune to
be used for the establishment of a
bread line.

The only thing the charitable man
wants done when the bread is handed
out to those who need it is that some
one shall see to it that each loaf is
stamped with the”name of the man
who died.

Oh, ves, he wants the bread line
known as his own particular bread
line and called always by his name.

Poor man. I wonder if he thought
he'd sleep better in his narrow bed
just becaus his name is stamped on
the loaf of bread that some poor fel-
low stands in line in the cold and the
storm to get.
we all trv to reach out of our

graves and nrake people rem mber us—somehow, anvhow. We all hate to

| think that we are just, €ac! of us, a

| scheme of the universe and that We

little bit of a mite of an atom in the
aren’t worth remembering one Yyear,

most of us, after the earth falls on the coffin at the funeral.

temember me. That is what we

all ery. Thirk of me, whether there

i is anything in particular to remember or not.

What a lot of children we are, after all, even the best of us.
Writing our names upon the gand for the waves to come up and wash

them out.

What wonderful curlycues we put after the name, some of us.
I saw some children playing in the sand at a winter resort the other day.
Some built great castles with frowning battlements and stuck pebbles

fn them for guns.

l Pleasure Lies in Building J

And some made gardens, lovely

little walled gardens with seats and

walks, and these took little sprigs of green and stuck them in for trees.

And some made schoolhouses.

(

yne little. girl—she was very pale, I

noticed, and looked &s if she wasn’t much accustomed to outdoor air—built
a great square of wet sand and took a pointed stick and wrote upon it

Hospital for Sick Children.

And ‘when she had finished it she wrote her name, too—Margery—and
under the name she drew a beautiful rose with wide and spreading petals.

Just as she finished the rose the tide swept in—and before the little girl,
who had taken 80 much pains to build her wonderful hospital, could run
her feet and the édge of hLer pretty flimsy skirt were very wet indeed.

And the little girl cried and was very much discouraged, poor little thing.

Her mother told her tVt she was foolish to cry.

e, - IPETER'S ADVENTURES
IN MATRIMONY

place which for that moment are as REAL as the rearef thitigs she

may actually touch. = She hears the blare of the tourney; she sees

thie flash of knightly banners, the beauty of bedizened prinégsses, the By Leona Dalrymple -

gleam of swords, the scarlet of plumes, the flutter.of spangled fans. Author of the ““Q‘)_"I‘gzeh_ ?;:g:u°;nt;‘°sf3§°&c‘éﬁ‘-_e z’ﬁ%ﬁ"& prize of $10,000
Copyright, 1914, by Newspaper Feature Service,

And she feels the presence of a courtly person more brave,
more imposing, more gracious, more faithful, certainly more delight- The truth about “the girl in the case” fleld’s feference was not without spite.
5 : The players shifted, Mrs. Penfleld

fully decorated than any male creature one meets at the boarding | distinguishes this new series by Miss| -
J ) g Dalrymple. Her character studies will e}ldently remalined, for her voice came
house table or at the shop. 2 A o SRR clearly to me agdin a little later.
: not appear unfamiliar to the magority of | "0t course, Jane hasn’t heen so for-
Isn’t this a tribute to the power of a BOOK{ readers, who will follow the fortunes 's Mary,”
sn po ora RETE,; A s 4 4 tunate as Mary,” she was saying in
of “Peter with growing inderest. sweetly acidulated tones of patronage.
. ; “Jane is tied down with & young baby
The Ques‘tlfn éf‘Childun md can't go anywhere. Deadful, isn't

lH AVE had a _listened, intently from that time on,

shock and a very : mething in Mrl-s. Penfietd's volooI rous-
3 g en unconscious resentment. soon
. realone. It came| jgarned the reason for that fatuous
bout in an odd|arrogance in her tone She was flaunt-
nanner. Mary had|ing in the face of the young mothers in
been entertalning the ¢ lr{‘ childless freedom.
; : " X confess’ was greatly  shodked.
; ; the card club. I ré-| Mary's indifference to children bad
so8 efhber now she| often jarred upon me. Now I was fer-
gad told mé of her u‘gms tor;lh‘tha lez;ot of it.m}t was &
reflex of her mother’s undermining in-
lans in the early| ... tion. ‘ .
orning, but I must| What sort of a mother will deliberate-
forgotten. | !y discourage her daughter’s interest in
Therefore when I|the normal function of every woman

spaper Feature Service.

“It {sn't the thing that you build that amounts to anything,” said the
mother gravely, “it is the fun you have building; come back tomorrow and
we'll build a new one, better than this and bigger and much prettier, and

it will be more fun tomorrow than ft is today.” 3
‘ . LEONA DALRYMPLE G | WO, 18.a wife?

But the little girl cried and cried and would not be comforted. ; tame home from| Mury's mother, I &n insane desirs
The next day I saw her on the sands again. She were & fresh dress, not ;};fgﬁ'glc; a,::.“: {3: h.“),‘;;en::;mm = ,shlol‘ld 0 Mg T v
quite so delicate and easily soiled as the one she wore the first day, and guppe{i in at the rear. Thénce I made ?ﬁff’y:‘ag'pfy‘:e::mﬂgn:ﬁx{fnéffm:‘riﬁ;
her shoes were heavy and sensible. my way to my den and sat lazily byl patronizing the young wives who have

She was not building, but she sat on a rock ard -told all the other the window in the summer twilight,|bables. I was inexpressibly horrified.
children just exactly what to build and how to build it. mﬁ%ﬁgn:gym%ﬁ? beyond came the gen .Ii&t:r :E'!Ipo.l:?dto {K:’f" “tell h

;\.ml liut other children worked very hard and had a glorious time. But|eral hum and clatter of laughter and | does ;gv:lr mothelfma;u);; =0 sllr:lox‘tlr‘i’d;
the little girl who told them what to do and how to do it seemed to me conversation, snatches of fashion talk | 6f the girls who afe mafried 8nd have
just the least little bit in the world bored. and the eternal personalities in which | bables? Is {t some Sort of disgrace to
women delight. There was a table very | her way of thinking?" S
clogse to the door and Mrs. Penfield, ‘“Mother,” sald M coloring,

l Mary's mother, was playing there.| ‘“thinks it 13 & great pity ’?ot-a, girl to
There is a certdln conversational gush |B¢ so tled down—" 3
; | about Mary’s mother th - i
Then the tide turned, and the waves came, and swept the grand hospital} ¢akable. B : ol -I'Mawﬁ?}?dr'gg:ﬁy'vnn me honestly,
it 7 g : i s A
(h its gardens and its walks and its sleeping porches out to sea. Rex, my big collle, came romping In|do you want to go 'throuzh life without
She laughed then, did the little girl who knew, and som 4 29on§ outcoors, sniifed about and walked | childrept™
g ' omehow the sound | . .j.qiically into .th Rex “Yes,”
of her laughter was not particularly pleasant to hear—for she laughed at '\?rafe.rlbtha{'x In OM,: ;?:,fg’;'ld 1 su: netz:a' 3 ;uddou-:h" ‘ex?“m“‘ %, 89
her plu,\'m{f\tl*s, and not with them, which is always a good deal of a mistake. | pected from the thumping of ‘hls tail, {o be;r it all.” $59. SRS Mgt BN
Poor little girl, she didn’'t realize that what krer mother told her was patted his shaggy head indulgently. I was sick with angen. Mary’s mother
absolutely true. "ThlsI 1; Mgr};l's baby, Mrs, Ander-| has sent to me a wife who knows no-
s 3 : . 43 o sen!” ear er say, with fatupus |thi
; What we I)u11q doesan seem to make much of a difference, does it? It's|pride in her voice. *“Isn’t he just W‘;‘:l- :henﬁsoéuttk;;n:ultll-‘eti or‘tte;“::no‘:;;.:oz%ng::
the fun we have in building that counts. derful? And you don’t keep Mary awake [ artificial arguments that may wreck our
There's a statue down in New Orleans that I'always go to see whenever nights crying, do you Rex2” livga, Mazy and uarrelled terr

, _ P & 8 I gathered f the st n s ot
I'm down that way, with the mocking birds and the magnolias—it stands in it f ev o g etiied, Iatghiar 41 tolglher thet the. childigss grit@.ds but
Lather a dffy 11t e : that followed that somebody’s baby |a legalized mistress, and Mary cried.

ather a dingy square and it isn’t a great and astounding work of | was addicted to the uncomfortable habit| A mother then mdy be a harmful in-
art, though it is well enough, too. of crying nights and that Mrs. Pen-|fluence. It is a disturbing thought.

But I never can leave the city till I have gone and looked—at Margaret .
W hat Chcer Is W orth

the Bread Woman.
By Tom Jackson

[ Fate an ‘“Arrangement’’

She was very poor, was Margaret, when she was glive, and she worked
very hard, but every day when she went to work she carried with her a
bag full of bread—crisp loaves they were, they say, and brown and sweet
and wholesome—and she always found somebody who mneeded them, black
or white, old or young, it mattered not to Margaret; all she cared to know
was “Are you hungry?” She grew better off as she grew older, and finally
she had a little bakery all her own and she no longér carried the bread
through the street, but stayed in her little shop and baked, and those who

B cheerful as from day to day life’s journey you pursus, for Worry won't
éktend the time on notes a-comin’ due. It makes white streaks am
one's thatch, puts wrinkles on one’s brow; it doesn’'t help staveé Off a debt
were hungry and liad nowhere else to go cam which must be paid somehow. . So just brace up, and try and keep your mind in
never turned away. 5 AT T I Ty cheerfsl frame—for wWorry will not trouble cure: the bunch will comeé“the same.
; A Just try and do the best you, can, and do it with a smile, for worry puts
And now there is aistatue to Margaret the Bread Woman, and they say |one on the fritz within a little while. If one month’s rent you chance to owe,
that she would be greatly surprised if rhe knew about it—simple, kindly be glad it isn'; four;tand. éf ,,'he’{‘;;f wor;y g b?ﬂdone' ey g S
Mirdiret. % % S = p floor. . To touch you for a dollar 1 perhaps a end may strive, then laugh
g ho gave for the sake of giving and not for the sake of being|,nto yourself and say, “I'm glad it wasn't five.” Tkings may be pretty bad at
remembered. - o
The thing we call fate is a just sort of arrangement after all, isn’t it? ’
What we want most bitterly we never seem to get.
And what we never think of co: knocking blithely at our very doors.l
and when you think it all over quietly,there's always a reason. l
Fame never, never makes a mistake.
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Said by Wise Men *

Every man who loves his country, or
wishes well to the best interests of soci-
ety, will show himself a

\

A man is one whose body has been |
trained to be the ready servant of his|

decided friend | mind; whose passions,are trained to be |

not only of morality ‘and the laws, but | the servants of his will; who enjoys the

of religious institutions, and honorably
bear his-paert in supporting them.—J.

|

beautiful, loves truth, hates Wrong, |

loves to do good, and respects others as
bimself,—Anon.

3 Chips with the Bark on ¥ ' '
fimes, and 'way upon the blink, but tioey c¢ould be a blame sight worse, if you'd

A rofl eall— Br.ealfta‘st for one.” Dead men tell tales to the amateur | but step and think. When clouds zre rolling thick around, appearing mighty
s S ; detective, - black.,’retper;!?@‘, liké: g looking glass, thef have a shinyback. - i
s -4 e one who is e 'T'is worry puts an all ;" and; ¢ s care. to cank; it never'aided any
g Py The private boréd Is thé one who 1s|one to put dough in the bank. It makes dé€ep lines beneath one’s eyes, like on
by . compelled to listen to the war stories of {a rallroad map; it mever helped a. little bit, and isn’t worth a rap. And se be
| Maidens know more than _matrons | his comrade with no chance to retali- cheerful—that's the stuff that helps to Wwin the race. Old worry handicaps a
{ about how to m-nage husbandﬁ‘ gte. marn, his chances and his facs. i
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