HOW THE WOMEN
FOOL THE CAMERA

MADE TO SHOW BEAUTY, WHERE
NONE REALLY EXISTED.

]
~Sonfessions of a Woman Photographer

Who Takes Pictures of Women—
Rules for Being Pretty.

“I have been having troubles of my’

own,” said the woman photographer,
dropping into the woman’s club for her
afternoon gossip. “Thank heaven, it is
2 cloudy day. Cloudy days are a bless-
ing to the photographer. They give
him a chance to rest,

“I am one of the womnen photograph-
ers who take pictures of fashionable
women. We make women look prettier
than they really are, and sur business
is a paying one.

“lI have a studio up under the sky.
That is the fashionable thing to do.
You take a sky top studio, hang out
your sign, and send cards around pri-
vately to people. In a little while you
build up your trade.

“But you must always keep it small. |

Fashionable
crowds
posing.

“My business is to take a plain wo-
man and make her ideal; and I suc-
ceed perfectly. All my customers are
beauties. Sometimes it comes pretty
high, this being transformed into a
beauty

“Fashionable women like women pho-
tographers better than men. It is this
way. They are coguettish they struggle
desperately to be prettier, and they
don’t want a man to witness the strug-
gle.

“I used to have a man operator. One
day 1 went in under the skylight and
there stood a woman crying. She was
dressed in an evening gown, and on
her head rested a diamond tiara. Yet
she was miserable.

“‘I don’t want to look pleasant,” said
she.

“I dismissed the operator and focused
the camera..

“‘Tell me about it I said.

* “At this she smiled sweetly and be-
gan the recital.
COULDN’'T LOOK NATURAL.

“‘It is ridiculous,” said she, ‘but I
reel sensitive when a man stands star-
mg at me like that. I simply can’t look
natural.

“And then she smiled a2 dazzling smile
at me. Of course, I caught the smile,
and the sitter was delighted.

“I have some rules which I give my
clients. They are these:

“Don’t get photographed the days
you feel blue. The picture will have
a blue look. Choose one of your best
days.

“Don’t put on a new gown. It will
have a certain stiff look. Wear a gown
that has become molded to your figure.
The better it fits you the better you will
look. p

“Don’t go to a hairdresser the day
you are to sit unless the hairdresser
Is a very artistic one. You will want
your hair put up loosely, and you will
want countless little curls around your
face. That is, if you are going to look
your best.

“Plain hair is becoming to the classic
beauty, but unless you are classie don’t
attempt it. A hundred little ringlets
should veil your ears, your temples
and your forehead.

“Only one ear in

women
in the studio

do not want
when they are

ten thousand is
pretty. The chances are that yours are
ugly. Don’t run any risks.

“It is the same with your temples.
Cover them with little curled wisps of
hair unless they are very classic tem-
ples.

“l1 tell my sitiers to dress in pale
blue or in pink or something light. It
will take almost white.

“I tell them to have
upon the gown.
was the case of a woman who wore
a pale violet evening gown, with a
touch of black in the makeup. The
black set off the picture, yet there was
not too much of it.

“As a rule I have my sitters
gloves; that is, unless they are the
owners of some art rings. By art rings
I mean the Immensely effective things
worn by Bernhardt and Leslie Carter
fn their photographs.

“These rings are big enough to show
off well in a picture. A small ring, or

some detail

3
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one with a moderate-sized stone, looks

simply llke a blemish in the picture.
GLOVES ALWAYS BECOMING.
“Gloves are always becoming and

ulways graceful, and a woman’s hand

looks very pretty in gloves. At the

same time they plump out the arms and
conceal the blemishes.

“Women sometimes come
with rouge upon the face. Now, as
every photographer knows, red takes
black, And the result is an ugly, dark
skin that is admired by none. We
don’t like makeup as a general thing.

“When it comes to taking the piec-
ture, we llke to use a little red paint

to me

to draw a line around the mouth,
bringing out the Cupid’s bow,

“1l had a woman come into my studio
some time ago. She was dressed in a
purple brocade that she had brought
from France. Her neck was high and
she had a choked look. Her hair was
dressed so stfly that it looked as
though it had been wired.

“Mercy!” I said to myself, when I
saw her.

“‘My husband,” saild

she, with a

i wistful smile, ‘is traveling abroad, and

I would like to send him a photograph
of me. You see, only a few days ago
he sent me these. He bought them in

My best effect lately|

wear

Belgium.

“Opening an envelope, she drew out
a package of photographs and spread
them out before me. There was Ca-
mille Clifford, dressed in one of her
wonderful white gowns, fitting her like
the paper on the wall

“There was Cleo de Merode in a
‘black lace gown over -white, a chic
creation, which makes her look like a
dream. And there were others, ever so
many of them, exquisite women, all
photographed and perfect.
| “‘My husband,” said the woman,
with a sort of apology in her voice,
‘likes pretty pictures and he sent me
these. I wish—I wish—" and she hesi-
tated a second, ‘I wish I could have my
picture taken to send back to him—
like these!’
| “As she was 40, stout, not at all
pretty, and with scanty hair. I had my
doubts. But I resolved to go to work.
Here was a chance for the home mis-
sionary.

“*Come tomorrow,” I said, ‘and wear
a white princess gown. Don’t have a
iparticle of trimming upon it. Let the
jneck be low and bring a string of
pearls. Choose the first pleasant day.
It is hard to photograph on a cloudy
day, because the exposure is too long.
{Choose a bright, nice day, and wear a
white cloth or a white silk princess, if
yvou have one.’

“Well, she appeared clad 1in her

white princess gown. It had a trail-
ing skirt and the neck was low.
i “Around the throat there hung a
string of pearls. She had brought a
iprdr of long black kids, which made her
'arms look very chic.

“Then I went to work upon her. I
‘stood her upcn a box to make her look
taller, and I draped the train of the
princess around her feet. She looked
like a classic statue.
) “But first I made her draw in her

|corsets until she had the waist of a

! wasp.

. “‘Grin and bear it for five minutes,’
‘I said.

“Meanwhile I went on draping her.

“Her neck was thick and her throat
.was flabby, but pearls will cover a
multitude of sins, and I draped them
'around her neck in the Evelyn Nesbit
~style, falling to the waist. They looked
|t00 graceful for anything. Nor did I
 Stop there.
| “I took down her hair and tossed it
;up on the top of her head, fastening it
{with some long pins. Then I hooked on
isome curls to veil her ears, tiny little
f(‘upid curls; and T put what they call
;dolly curls in the back of her neck.
'Nor was I ready to pause even then.

“Going to the back of the studio I
fished .out.an old picture hat, and on

,this - I-draped a long black ostrich fea-

ther, something a 1la Gainsborough.
This I poised coquettishly upon the side
'of the lady’s head.
! “Then in one hand I put some big
{pink roses. I rested her hand upon the
‘back of a chair, and I let the roses fall
artlessly everywhere.

“Then I put an instantaneous plate
into the camera.

“‘How lovely,” I exclaimed.
“‘Do I look nice? said she.

“And for a second there flitted across
‘her face the most contented look I
‘have ever seen. There was almost a
smile and the suspicion of a dimple.

A Bad Time
o to Catch Cold

{ The popular belief is that this is a bad
itime to catch cold because it is likely
ito be added to and to last all winter.
| But it is always unfortunate to catch
cold and risky to neglect to cure one.
‘for you can never depend on a cold
passing away of its own accord. This
policy of letting a cold look after itself
is what fills the sanatoriums for con-
sumptives, and leads to dreadfully fatal
pneumonia.

Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and Tur-
pentine has a place in the great major-
ity of homes, because it cures colds
no matter what time of year they begin,
and no matter how serious they have
become.

Though by no means a mere cough
remedy Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed
and Turpentine loosens the cough, aids
expectoration, allays inflammation in
ithe bronchial tubes and by thorough
action on the whole system positively
cures colds as well as bronchitis, croup
and asthma.

Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and
Turpentine, 25 cents a bottle, family
size 60 cents, at all dealers, or Edman-
son, Bates & Co., Toronto.

in quarts,

pmts and splits.

Sparkling Water
(“SPARKg")iscf;ie;ﬂy
purespring watercharged
gas. Its constant use as
a beverage will sur

giveyouabettermdiges-'-
tion, a stronger '
and healthier blood. No
water you ever drank is

upon the lips, it the lips are thin. I like

“I- squeezed the bulb and the picture
was taken.

The next day when I sent her the
proofs she came down to tell me how
delighted she was.,

HUSBAND WAS DELIGHTED.

“But the sequel is yet to come. The
photograph was sent to Paris, where
her husband is spending a few months
on business. By return mail there
came this message: ‘Send me a dozen
of your photographs.’

“So from this story it is easy to
guess that a nice photograph ‘can be
taken of every woman if she tries. Of
course, it takes time and art. The
trouble with most women is that they
dress up too much and look too stiff.

“There never was a pretty picture
taken in a linen shirtwaist with long
sleeves, stiff cuffs and a high-necked
stock. When a woman comes in here
dressed that way I practically say to
her, ‘Nothing doing.’

“Last week a college professor came
to me to have her photograph taken.
She wore spectacles and her waist was
an unconmpromising shirtwaist of the
striped linen variety.

“‘Never mind,” she replied. ‘“Take me
this way or not at all. My pictures al-
ways look terrible, and this one will be
no worse than all the others.’

“‘But, professor,, I said,
make a fright of you.’

“Then I inveigled her into taking off
that awful shirtwaist and letting me
drape a lace scarf around her shoul-
{ders. I caught up the scarf with a rose
just upon the bosom. Then I did the
master stroke of my business.

“‘Take off your spectacles,” I said.

“With that I handed her a .pair of
nose glasses. They had no eyes in them
—just frames; but they made her look
natural.

“‘Now, what do you think of that?
I asked. i

“‘How perfectly
she.

“And then she burst into the merriest
chime of laughter I ever heard. By
the time she had recovered I had her
picture.

“When she saw it she pretended not
to like it, but we are just printing the
fiftieth dozen of her. She is going to
present one to each of her pupils. You
see, even a college professor isn’t proof
against the charm of looking pretty.

“I don’t particwelarly like my busi-
ness, because it is wearing upon the
nerves. And then we get many custo-
mers who simply will not follow our
rules, but who kick and kick when
they see the proofs; but I suppose that
is the part of the business.

“Good photographs are a matter of
good grooming and artistit taste. We
Insist upon both, and we generally win
out in the long run.” New York Sun.

THE VICTIM OF
HIS OWN PLOT

- ———

STRANGE STORY OF ATTEMPTED
ROBBERY AND MURDER
FROM INDIA.

‘I can’t

ridiculous,” said

A story of treachery followed by
poetic retribution is told in a dispatch
dated October 16 from Lucknow
London newspaper.

to a
The scene of the
occurrence is a little viilage with a po-
lice post a few miles from the Indian
city.

Late in the evening a traveler, the
story goes, realizing that he could not
reach Lucknow before dark and fear-
ing the dangers of the road, stopped at
the house of the police inspector, a
native official, and applied for shelter
for the night.

“I am carrying a considerable sum
of money,” said he, “and in view of the
dangers of the country I desire to have
your protection until I can resume my
journey by daylight.” v

The inspector made him welcome,
gave him water and food, finally tak-
ing him to a sleeping room, where he
left him alone.

As the night wore on the traveler
was stricken with sleeplessness. Pre-
sently he heard voices near his window
and strange sounds of labor. He got
up and looked out. His eves, used to
the greater darkness of the room, dis-
cerned two men digging in a fleld at
the back of the house. He strained his
ears to catch what they were saying,
and realized in a few moments that they
were digging a grave for him. They
were in a plot with the inspector of
police to murder him for his money and
hide his body away before daylight.

In panic he stole through the house
and crept out by a back door. He
dashed through the village as noiseless-
ly as he could, and a mile or so down
the road climbed a tree where he sat
in safety in the shadow of the foliage
until daybreak came. Then, as a pat-
rol came along, he slipped down to
the ground and told his story to the
commanding officer.

All hands returned to the village,
and there the first news that greeted
them was the mysterious disappear-
ance of the police inspector. The patrol
took up the search on new lines. The
traveler located for them the grave that
had been intended to receive him. The
recent disturbance of the ground was
evident. The soldiers opened the
trench, and there was found the body
of the police inspector, horribly hack-
ed.

The arrest of two men who had been
seen with him late the previous even-
ing followed, and then the whole case
became simple. After arranging with
his accomplices the plot- to rob and
murder the traveler, the police inspec-
tor started to get drunk while they were
busy digging the grave. In this condi-
tion the idea struck him that he would
g0 in and do the killing himself, and
so skim the cream off the body instead
of dividing evenly. Stooping over the
bed to grip his victim by the throat,
he must have fallen forward and passed
quickly into a drunken slumber.

When the two accomplices outside
got the grave finished they began to
wonder at the inspector’s failure to
turn up. They suspected that he was
oft drinking and they determined to do
the job by themselves. Entering the
house, they armed themselves with the
inspector’s sabre, and creeping into the
room attacked.the man in the bed,
literally hacking him to death.

Then they struck a light to look for
the plunder and, discovering thelr mis-
hmmh‘mh(tto do but bury
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NOVELS

of Tarsus

The same

the Pharaohs and revivified the
ful book " The Yoke
Roman wotld in the years

" here plays
immediately succeeding the Crucifixion.

splendid imagination which reconstructed the Age of

glory of Egypt in the author’s success-
with lambent flame about the great

The scenes are laid in Jerusalem, Alexandria, Rome and Damas-
cus. The Apostle Paul, the Martyr Stephen, Herod Agrippa and

the Emperors Tiberius
move through the pages.

and Caligula are among the mighty figures that

Wonderful descriptions, heart-stiring incidents, deep emotions,
high thought and a love story of the purest and noblest type mark
this most remarkable religious romance.

Ilustrated by Andre Castaigne,

BERT LESTON
TAYLOR’S

The

$1.50

Charlatans

Above other books of the year, this de-
serves to be called a love story, for it tells a
tale of love peculiarly sweet and tender, as
graceful as the fairest maiden’s fancies, as
The revela-
tion of methods of musical quacks in * The

rlatans " amounts to an expose, but it
amounts also to a tremendous quantity

real as American life to-day.

of fun,

Many Illustrations by George

12mo, bound in cloth, $1.50

-

the lovely girl, who,

Brehm

BOBBS-MERRILL

McLEOD & ALLEN, TORONTO.

What will happen when the buoyant,
high-spirited and keen-witted American
young man of family awakes and realzes
that he is tied for kife to a
beautiful flesh? And what

garden, remains a2 weed? These are the
questions Mrs. Winter answers in her
second story of the Great Northwest with
fine dramatic sense and insight.
Six Pictures by Harrison Fisher
12mo, bound in cloth, $1.50

Rich Men’s
Children

* This latest story in Miss Bonner's great senies of California romances
reveals the steady march of her fine and confident talent.

It is as dramatic as is the author’s first book "To-morrow’s Tangle"
It is bathed in the same warm human emotion that throbbed in the
pages of "The Pioneer.! :
But, strong and sweeping, large and sure, vivid and compelling,
frank and unconventional, "Rich Men's Children" is better and
greater than its predecessors.

The plot, which deals with the conflicts of two generations and the
bold passions of the Far West, takes hold instantly with a firm clutéh,
and the movement is steadily maintained throughout toward a
vigorous climax.

Six Colored Pictures by C. M. Relyea. $1.50

Romane
Isiand

You will not find Romance Island on any
map. Only those who have the secret of
the fourth dimension may discover it.

An American girl came once to Romance
Island. After her came American reporters
and American lovers. They leamed things
in a hurry. One thing the American gil
learned best of all: that true lovers dwell
always on ROMANCE. ISLAND.

Ilustrated in Color by H. C. Wall
12mo, bound in cloth, $1.50

mere piece of
will become of
though nurtured in a
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WOMEN WHO ARE
DOG THIEVES

PETS ARE STOLEN ON LONDON
STREETS AND AFTERWARD
DISPOSED OF.

Leondon Daily Mail: Dog thieves have
been very busy recently in the neigh-
borhood of Oxford street, Regent street
and Piccadilly.

The police believe that there is an
expert and highly organized gang at
work, The ordinary dog thief with his
sack for small dogs and a stout piece
of rope for the larger ones is always
at work; but recent losses point to
a more daring method of appropriation.
It is believed that many of the thefts
of smaller dogs are committed by
women. They hang about on the out-
skirts of crowds of ladies loaking into
the shop windows, and the small terrier
is snapped up and either concealed
under the clocak or the thief hails a
passing hansom. As the female thieves
are invariably well dressed, the fact
that they have a more or less protesting
small dog under their arm occasions no
comment. :

Of the larger types, colliles and
poodles are the most sought after by|
the dog thieves because they seem to
be more easily handled by strangers and
because they always command a good
market on the continent, especially in
France. The smaller dogs have various
fates. They may be “faked” to some
extent and sent down to “Club Row” in
Shoredidtch, where there 13 a regular
dog market every Sunday morning, and
where ten or fifteen shillings can easily
be obtained for a good terrier, the pur-
chaser, of course, having to run the
risk that the dog is stolen and may
be claimed. Another method of dis-‘
posing of them is through the medlum;
of various papers and a third resort is:
to hold them to ransom. This last
method is by far the most profitable
way of realizing, but it requires to be
carefully carried through.

To show the extent to which dog
stealing is carried on, it may be men-
tioned that at Vine street police office
there were recently eight notices of-
fering rewards for “lost” (the polite
way of putting ‘“stolen” dogs), and at
Marlborough street and all the other
West End offices a corresponding large
number. The rewards offered ranged
from a minimum of £1 up to £20.

WHERE CICERO CURED HIS
GOUT.

Signor de Marinis, the well known]

Italian deputy, has taken a leaf out of
the book of his illustrious confrere,
Marcus Tulllus Cicero, bathing in the
mud of Lake Aguan, as Cicero did two
thcusand years ago, in order to get rid
of the gout.

The mud of the standing waters in
the district west of Naples was famous
from early times for the rellef of
arthritis; the luxurious high livers of
the Imperial days knew its efflacy, and
no doubt did their “cure” there in much
the same rough and ready fashion as
their modern representative does now.

She Was Wild With Pain

From Willow Creek, Ont., Miss B.
Diegel writes: “I few years ago 1 was
drenched  with rain and got lumbago;
it was like a steel rod plercing my back.
I also had earache and was just wild
with pain. I applied batting soaked
with Nerviiine to my ear and rubbed on
Nerviline for the lumbago. Theat ruyb-
bing relieved, and in & few hours I
was well. No other liniment could do
this.” It's the penetrating power of
Nerviline that malkes it superior to all
other liniments. Nothing bea's it; 23c

at all (bﬂeu. :

The district in which the beneficial
mud of Lake Aguan is deposited was
known in the old days as Campi Phleg-
raei, the Phlegracan Fields, and it lies
between Naples and Cumae, with
Puteoli (Pozzuoli) on the seashore. It
is one of the most onteresting parts of
Campania, and, of course, highly vol-
canic, as is the whole shore of the Bay
of Naples. |

It is no doubt to the sulphur and
other deposits that the mud of the lit-
tla lakes on the promontory of Cumae
owes its health-giving properties, and
as nature works much the same way
now in that region as she did in the
time of the Caesars the effect upon
Signor Marinis’ gout will be much the
same as when the great Tully scaked
his inflamed joints in the ooze of the
Phlegraean Fields.—London Graphic. {
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THE UNLUCKY LAST LINE.

They were rehearsing a new play,
and everyone was nervous, for the
first night was close at hamd. The
play was a tragedy, yet at its end the
dying heroine as the curtain descend-
ed, said: ‘“Three beers, please.”

Those words concluded the play. Yet
they were entirely out of keeping. The
concluding words should have been, “I
die, but, since I have saved you, I die
happy,” or something to that effect.
A dramatic critic new to the business
asked how it was that the tragedy
ended with ‘“Three beers, please,” and
the stage manager sald: “Superstition.

hearsals of new plays to speak the last
sentence before the opening night. He
who has the last sentence to speak
substitutes some meaningless phrase |
for it. If he dared to speak the true,
phrase the prospects of the play would
be thought doomed. %
“‘Some playwrights won’t even write !
the last line of a play. They whisper {
it to the assembled company on its
first reading, and from that day tiil
the actual production the line is never '
again heard.”—Chicago Chronicle.

; e i
CONSOLATION FOR THE ARTIST. ;

The late Lord Leighton, president ot
the Royal Academy, once had a chance
to learn something about himself that
perhaps he had not suspected. His
chance came to him at a picture gal-
lery, where his painting “Helen of
Troy” was on exhibition. |

He joined a group of ladies who were
standing before it just in time to hear|
one of the number say:

“It’'s @ horrid plcture—simply horrid! "i

“'m sorry, but it's mine” Lord,
Leighton exclalmed involuntarily. |

“You don't mean to say you've
bought the thing?” questioned the same
lady.

“No; I—painted it,” the artist humbly;
replied.

The critical lady was momentarily
abashed; then she sald easily:

“Oh, you mustn’t mind what I say.”

“No, indeed, you mustn’t,” another
i began earnestly. “She’s only sald what,
everybody else 1s saying!”—Youth’'s
Companion.

FALSE DOCTORING.

A clergyman tells a story of his vis-
its to a parishioner who had a pro-
found faith in a certain quack medicine,
and persistently refused to see a doc-
tor, although very ill. The clergyman,
discussing the matter with the wife of
the sick man, urged that her husband’s
conduct was almost equivalent to sui-
cide. “Yes, sir,” replied the wife, “I
know {t; and many a time I have pray-
ed against it in the church service,” *“I
don’t quite follow you,” remarked the
clergyman; ‘“are you talking about the
prayers for the sick?” “Oh, no, sir,” said

It is always thought bad luck in re- [§

DISCOURAGED MEN

IS LIFE WORTH LIVING

MEN, you become dishearte
ened when you feel the symp-
toms of Nervous Debility and
decline stealing wupon you.
You haven't the nerve or am-
bition you used to have. You
feel you are not the man you
ought to be. You feel like
giving up in despair. You get
nervous and weak, have little
ambition, pain in the back
over kidneys, drains at night,
hollow eyes, tired mornings,
prefer to be alone, distrustful,
variable appetite, looseness of
hair, poor circulation — you
have Nervous Debility. Our
New Method Treatment is your
refuge. It will strengthen all
weak organs, vitalize the ner-
vous system, purify the blood
and restore you to a manly
condition.

; Pay When Cured.
HEADER Are you a victim? Have you lost hope? Are you in-
tending to marry? Has your blood been diseased? Have

you any weakness? Qur New Method Treatment will cure you. What
it has done for others it will do for you. CONSULTATION FREE.
No matter who has treated you, write for an honest opinion Free of
Charge. Charges reasonable. BOOKS FREE—‘“The Golden Monitor”

(illustrated), on Diseases of Men. Sealed Book on “Diseases of
Women” Free.

ESTABLISHED 25 YEARS—NO CURE—NQC PAY. No Medicine sent
C. 0. D. No names on boxes or envelopes. Everything confidential.
Question list and cost of treatment FREE.

Drs KENNEDY & KERGAN

Cor. Michigar‘\qévc. and Shelby St., Detroit., Mich.

FASHIONS IN HAIR

All the latest will be on view at the
oa Tuesday, Dec. 4

CITY H OTEL on the occasion of

PROF DORENWEND’S

visit to the city. Do not fail to visit
his showrooms on this date. Call
early. It will prove a decided advan-
tage to you.

Y
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This is called the practical age—at all events it is a

time when people like to get value for their money—this is
assured when you buy

COWAN’S
PERFECTION COCOA

(Maple Leaf Label.)

It is absolutely pure, very nutritious and very healthful.

THE COWAN CO., Limited, TORONTO

81h-t

the wife of the obstinate one, “I mean

when we say in the Litany, From all
false doctoring, good Lord, deliver us.’”

“Big Ben,” the Waestminster clock,
“reports itself,” automatically, every
day at Greenwich, where a record is
kept of its accuracy.

There are no paupers in the Gold
Coast Colony, and there are neither
lunatic asylum, reformatory nor poor-
house.

THE EFFICACY of Bickle’s Anti-Con-
sumptive Syrup in curing coughs and
colds and arresting inflammation of the
lungs, ean be established by hundreds of
testimonials from all sorts and conditions
of men. It is a standard remedy in thess
ajlments, and all affections of the throa:
and lungs. It is highly recommended by
medicine vendors, because they know and
appreciate its value as a curauve. Try ig

®No bright young man keeps you long
in the dark concerning his qualifica-
tions.

Minard’s
Friend.

Liniment Lumberman’s




