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Hints on Beauty

Culture

Newest Head
¥lae

I recommended
beauty parlor on
Fifth avenue in New
York city for e
innocent purpose Of
_having my halr
shampooed, time
being an object with
me, and my maid be-

i ing for the moment
o * a minus quantity.

. 'MAGGIE TEYTE That sounds very
} important to say
“my maid.” But if the average business
woman only knew what a lot ofvservice

. gingers and theatrical women got from

their mailds all ideas of extravagance
. would instantly vanish, and the com-

’ fort and ald to efficlency one of these
. wseful persons is would be better appre-

Personally, I have a treasure. She is

g sensible, well-poised woman, honest as

e day, and economical and patient and

| helps me to approdch the goal I set for
f:i;'n,!f. She sees that I am on time for
' my engagements; that my gowns are in
. _etder; watches over me that I get my
. proper rest, and saves me money and

?ﬂ' and nerve strain. :

- Bffect of Good Brushing.
' Put—~to hark back to the beauty par-

Jor. 1 went, I repeat, for the sole pur-
pose of getting my hair shampooed. 1
entered the place with its white and gold
fuxuriousness with the idea that I was a
fairly ' well-groomed ' (much as I hate
that word I do not seem able to escape
its use) woman. Before I had been there
#§ minutes I'was led to believe there was
& lot of room for improvement, and
 when 1 left at the end of two hours I
was rejvenated. Thias
Those beautifiers have the miost per-

suasive manners! It seems a great pity |

‘}; that they should wasts their energles

i

L% Nons of flakes to the already well-car-

f 4

2

L
i
h

_ felt that ald was not at peacc—there was
" & hot-headed, careless manner about my
which was so unusual, I :

i Hetle dazed by the confession.

- om cold creams ‘and rouges when such
_pleading and convincing eloquence wowu
win them fame {n any line of work they

entered.
" To begin with, I was urged to have
my hair scientifically brushed for one-

. “gbarter of an hour. I did. Tt cost me

#1.25, but my, head felt so alive and the

not know that I begrudge the money..
3t was a wonderful brush with long,
. penetrating bristles, and the operator
knew how to touch every inch of the
soalp and to raise the hair from the
roots and give a steady stroke that

gu- seefmed so near/ the surface I do

" marted the blood circulating and set

my head aglow. Also it put life into my
_Bair, and at the end of a weék the gloss
and vibrant quality is still there. Then

Ll

Rejuvenating Effect
By MAGGIE TEYTE ’

Prima Donna Chicago-Philadelphia Opon Company.
WENT to a well®

Massége

she gave my head 'a massage and an
electric treatment which made me feel
as if T could go forth and a¢complish
the greatest of feats. f

While she was working over my head
she must have been studying my face,
for she told me that my nose .was just
the least trifle too spreading at the
nostrils, and, before I could deny ‘the
charge she had & dainty clamp on.it
that held it close, while it did not stop

clothes pin arrangement, and very subtly
she urged me to take her advice and
save myself from becoming a fright by
investing in one of them. When I re-
fused she acted pained, as if she pitied
me for my lack of judgment,

the breath. It was a sort of glorified|’

New Finger Shapes.
Oh, they are wonderful women these |

professional beauty makers! They real- ‘
ly awe me. While she was adjusting
the nose pin she dlscovered that my fin-!
ger-tips were less taper than they should |
be. And with the same confidential in- |

i

sistence shc produced some funny little |
affairs and said if I would only snap

one on each of my digits before I went
to sleep each might and also every mo-
ment that T was in my boudoir it would
increase the loveliness of my finger-tips
tenfold.

They were quite like minfature thime
bles. I believe in the theory of them.
If you want to accomplish the same re-
sults get some celluloid thimbles, fit
them to each finger so they will hold the
ends firm, and, when you have massaged
the hands carefully with some good ‘skin
“food, place a thimble on each finger and
Keep it there all night. ‘This is eany it
you sleep in gloves to whiten your
hands, and I know that such treatment
persisted in . for -one -month will show
pleasing results,
‘time’. you wash your hands you will be
sure to massage the finger tips into the
properly pointed shape.

Erase Worry Wrinkles. »

Then she discovered that I had some
fine horizontal wrinkles between  my
eyes and at the corners of them, Quick
as a flash she showed me a dainty box
of crescent-shaped plasters with the as-
surance if “Madame would but try them
each night she would never be without
them. They would soon restore Madame's
youth.” s

I pass the -hint along.  Smooth out
those little worry .creases at night and
stick them out with adhesive plasters or
aolr:e .slight ‘:’oa“nt-. of- W‘m' th:
think it v a lot of good. i
same principle of thoé' Jt‘m for which
1 was asked such a very pretty penny.

And if she can easily afford 1t,'1 would

dvise every woman to buy a hand vi-

rator, for the “electric treatment 'in
these gtrenuous days is really a great
comfort. Like all other good things, it
should not be over done. In moderation
it is excellent. It  drives away head-
aches as well as wrinkles, and it rests
one when the forty needed winks is im-

possible.

TheKind of Girl ¥
aManLikes

! BY NORVELL ELLIOTT

The Widow
4 HE day was Derfect as far as out-
side conditions went for the snow
was falling &heérfully, adding mil-

peted ground. But, as my bachelor
friend and I sped along in our sleigh, I

eompanion
Rnew something very out of the ordin-
ary had happened.

«Jase, T've just made a fool of my-
pelf,” said he bluntly, and then added,
even more bluntly, “I practically offered
my heart and hand to Helen and -she

. turned me down pat!”

“Why I never dreamed® you cared for
her—] knew you sometimes visited
Helen but 1 really never dreamed you
... loved . .. her,” I answered, just a

“1 don’t love her—that is the point of
it all<that is the reason I've made such

& blithering idiot of myself,” and he
gave a viclous little whack at his horse—
an act decidedly foreign to his humane
nature.

“Well, there is one bright spot about
R all,” I suggested, seeing a glimmer
of light. ‘“‘Helen refused you. Think
how much more dreadful it might have
deen had she accepted! But, honestly,
I cannot see the necessity for any of
ft. Why dia you propose?"’

“8he is a widow,” rapped out my
bachelor friend, as though that ex-
plained everything. Seeing my thorough |
lack of understanding he vouchsafed an |
explanation. i

“Widows have a way with them—never |
can be dissected and explained, but they
have It nevertheless. Make a man feel
8t home, have the sofa cushions looking*
a8 though they were used, papers piled
ebout comfortably on the living room|
table, nothing set or spick n~1 span|
looking. A man feels at home s sbon|
as he hangs up his hat, and usually he|
feels more and more comfortable thei
longer he stays—I'm talking about the|
be-knighted widow, lass—not about the|
Gelighted one; she's in a class all to her-
delf.

“Helen {s a typical be-knighted widow,
mourned sincerely for Jimmie for three

Especially if every |.

.
years, and you'll admit yourself that is
longer than usual. Today 1 ran
in for a little chat with Helen . . had |
no more idea when I entered her front!
door that I was golgg to propose than 1
had of blowing up the Panama canal. . . .

sible,
Lindsey.

But, she has a way with her, and I fell
gloriously!” |

Then followed such a detailed story of |
a Dbe-knighted widow's conquest as ‘one |
frequently hears! Every man cau
tell such a story though few can ex-
plain the witchery which surrounded his |

disproving the sure theories of science—
and the just as sure theories of sentiment
gone sour.

The world may sometimes seem hollow, but
if Love is properly braced to the load, and the
right two are anywhere inside, let the proces-
sion of the solar system.proceed.

Yes, Love has Atlas looking like a tottering

SUCH a versatile chap, Love is! Alwiys busy

"

,Copyright, 1914, by Newspaper Feature Service.

pigmy. - The fact is that Love finds all burdens
lightér than they would be to any one else.
Bless. his plucky heart! HE knows how to lift
loadg He isn’t PEEVISH. He has no grudqzs
—except against ENVY and HATE; and some-
timei he finds it hard to keep up any grudge
agaix;;st envy, because even envy sometimes leads
to the IMITATION of Love, which is often next’
best ito Love itself.

<

“Horrible Examples” Harmful Y

By WINIFRED '‘BLACK

»
Copyright, 1914, by Ne wmapef Feature Service,

ANDS sacross the continent—
Judge Lindsey of .Denver—
good, brave, clever, wise, sen-
homnest, practical  little Ben

H

So you don't belleve In the moral

| effect of moving picture films of the

white slave traffic?

You say it's all a farce to pretend
that such. pictures are exhibited to
teach a great moral lesson?

“] say that any person who actu-
ally knows girls and boys and who

undoing. After its recital, looking very | believes that these vile pictures of

much like a whipped boy, my friend

Jlow life can be of any moral influence

eased his conscience further by blowing  is either helping the moving picture
out about be-knighted widows In gen-|.,mpanies along or else he has very

eral,

“You see, lass, a widow has learned;llttle understanding of human nature.

two great truths about men; first, she
has learned the species is neither a god
nor a viking; second (and this {s by far
the more important of the two), the
widow has learned that she must appear
to believe all the days of her life that
they are! A man can be managed
as, eas{ly as a kitten; but, you've got to
rub him the right way if you expect to
hear him purr. The Woman inexperi-
enced, in handling the afore-mentioned
cat, in order to catch it'‘would make a
wild grab, only to be serio ched
and in the end kittenless for her trouble.
But the widow, bless you, sh st gets
a saucer of cream, sets it on her knees,
and, presto! the coveted kitten is liter-
ally purring its heart out in two min-
utes.

“True, lass, there never was a truer
gaying on this green—I mean white—
earth,than that about pity being akin|
to love. A man feels the lonesomeness '
of the be-knighted widow as soon as he
meets her, And by the time he catches
the big tears in her soft eyes, well, it's
all over with him then. He reaches
gingerly in his pocket for his own hand- |
kerchief, and if she will let him, wipes
the tears away himself, and avows him-
self her new knight forever. And
after so long or so short a time he is
accepted—for every widow, if she has
been happily married, longs for a repeti-
tion of that life.”

«“And if she has been unhappily mar-
ried?” 1 asked.

«“Then she longs for a chance at a
good husband. Fither way most widows
you will notice marry again.”

Having relieved his sou! of the bur-
den bearing upon it my bachelor friend
turned to me with a laugh and ex-
claimed:

“Thank God,
widow!"”

But I found no echo of this sentiment
in my own heart. It seemed to me
widows were pretty nice things to be!

lass, you are not a

“To begin with, every girl in her

teens knows right from wrong.

“No girl, especially a city bred girl, has ever gone into
a man’s apartment alone without knowing in her heart
that there was danger to her morally.

“J¢f they say they do not, they lie.

“And so I say there is no moral lesson to a girl ih see-
ing representations of white slavery. The girl needs no
horrible example—she knows.

«] cannot understand how virtuous, reputable, intelli-
gent women can be so blinded as to stand sponsor for
such shows.”

True for you, Judge Lindsey, true for you; every let-
ter and every syllable of every word of that opinion is
good, sound common sense and good, sound understanding
of the human heart. .

What in tHe world has come over the good, sensible
women of this country and made them all turn into
maudlin, hysterical faddists on this white slave question?

Can’t any of them remember anything about their
own girlhocd at all? ;

Why do they think that all these girls they are get-
ting so excited about are so entirely different to what
they were themselves when they were 16 or 17 and thought
that every man who looked at them was desperately
in love with them and hoped, oh, so hungrily, that he was.

Come on, sisters and cousins and aunts, let's stop
sobbing over the white slave traffic and talk a little
plain, hard, common sense together for just a few
minutes. .

Don’t you remember when you Wwere sweet 18 and
lived in the little village out on the lonesome country
road and the traveller that sold goods to your father’'s
country store met you and asked you to go “buggy riding”
with him—and you went—didn’t you know that man was
going to try to kiss you the very minute you got out of
sight of town, and wouidn’t you have been disappointed
if he hadn’t tried to “spoon”?

4~,

{ Let him—wé¢ll, maybe you did—and

maybe you didn't (the sort of life
you've lived since then

well); but, anyhow, nobody made you
go buggy riding” and nobody white

slaved you out into the moonlight ter sea, nor attempt the Future’s portal
to | With the Past’s blood-rusted key.—Low-

with the Fascinator who came
town with the college glee club. You
knew that he wanted you to go out

in the moonlight with him 80 he .e48 except by reiterated efforts, and
could make love to you—you knew it | often at the instant when we despaired
just as well then as you know. it right ! of success.—Mme, de Maintenon.

ead a
mov-

now, and you didn't have to
book or hear a lecture or see

ing picture to find out about it either.

Did you go—or didn’t you?

Oh, well, you needn’t answer—no-
body cares now anyway. But why don’t
you think back'once in a while and
know what you're talking about when you talk about the
mystery, the misery, the vanity, the folly and the crucii.
of the heart of a foolish young girl?

A few years ago we women were all inexorable judges
of the folly or the misery of every woman who was not
fortuhate enough to be as happily protected as we arb.

We! drew our skirts aside when some poor thing who
was found out in doing something gome of us had come
very inear to doing ourselves, perhaps, passed us in the
crowded street.

We
hour lof supreme torment—turned her out to suffer and to
die, alone, and prided ourselves on our virtues and our
principles when we did it.

NoWw we're going to the other extreme. Will we women
ruoevqL learn to keep some sort of balance?

Little Mary Smith may have gone wrong—poor, foolish,
slmpre-hc-arted. emotional little thing. Well, then, stand
by ﬁer. take her by the hand, help her as you'd. want
,vouﬂ: own daughter to be helped if she’d made Just such
a -hifleous mistake. But you needn’t run out into the
stree‘tz and catch up every coarse-featured, cruel-hearted
vampire who lives on the misery of some mother’s broken
heart, or the loneliness of some desolated home, and wear
her {n your bosom like a rose, just because some goose
of a sentimentalist chooses to call her a white slave.

You know more sbout boys and' girls, real boys and
real | girls, Judge Lindsey of Denver, than any other
hu being in this country.

Do tell us some more about them, just in your plain,
honﬁ:t, straightforward, real way.

We're all in hysterics, it seems to me, over this white

slave fad, shrieking, sobbing, moaning hysterics. We do |

need a good dose of some of the medicine of common sense.
Dg give us some mote. Judge Lindsey—like the public
bene?uctor you are. We will profit greatly

} .

i
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t t r thing who was facing woman’s | ¥ ;
urned out the poo | E VERYTHING was quiet in Woodland one night. The moon was playing

Secret.s of Healtﬁ and Happiness

C;ohp; Bane of Mothers,
No Longer Dangerous

By Dr. LEONARD KEENE HIRSHBERG

A. B, M, A, M. D.: (Johns Hopkins).
: Copyright, 1914, by L. K. Hirshberg.

ITH the possible exception of
is nothing that frightens a young mother more

than the hard, dry, teasing and hoarse metallic

Py pye Aoy )

cough, erroneously called “‘croup.”

earthquakes, there

It evidently scares

the parent more, and the doctor less, than any other
symptom known to the sclence of medicine:; by

The midnight summons, “Doctor, come at once; baby

has the croup,” rings with fear in the physician’s ear.
The 'worried tones, anxious, startled words of the mhter:
nal commeang to hasten, all fall upon a tolerant but
-e.emlngly callous medical man in vain. The physician
will lefsurely, deliberately and heedfully arouse himself
from his none too peaceful slumber and hie himself forth
to the much wrought-up parents. For he views like
most other persons that home fis saturated with the

DR. * "REHBERG

superstitions and medical delusions
of the healing art.

Like the other migtaken te
“rheumatism,” the expnuromn‘ "‘g::u;"’;
is the quack’s or layman’s cloak for a
multitude of diagnostic sins. “Croup”
actually as a disease exists only in the
minds of the misgulded who believe,
yet never seck to know. In a word, it is
the symptom of several harmless mala-
g'i;l-éhmdmot ?nls"l one, to wit, diphthefia,

only in days gon
called dangerous, et co'uld i

“Croup” Once Terrorized. o

Until the discovery of that medical
philosophers’ stone—diphtheria. antitoxin
—which has reduced the death rate of
this dread trouble from its last century
toll of ninety to the present five in every
hundred lives—until all the ancient pre-

'Judices against antitoxin were dissipated

the word ‘‘croup” justly struck terror to
2 woman’s heart. For before the days
of the departments of health, before
bacteria were handled and recognized as
s tangible fact, the tight, dry mem-
branous coughs with the choking mu-
cous of living, malignant diphtheria
germs, were indistinguishable from other
and innocuous ‘‘croups.” The distract-
ed mother, often the grandmother of
that day, felt despair and imagined that
she heard the knell of doom at the very
suspicion of “croup.” 'To her, then, it
means either death mechanically by
choking the infant with the laryngeal
membrane, or paralysis and death from
the malignant diphtheria. i s
Since 1895, when anti-diphtherid’ serum
was put into practical use by  the
doctors, when every reddened, sore or
patchy-looking throat has had its exu-
dates submitted to the alert eye of the
bacteriologist, the medical man has
breathed easier at what was also to him
a most gruesome word. Now when he
recelves. the home-made diagnosis
“croup,” he puffs and blows with pride.
For a full realization of no responsibii-
ity impinges upon him. It & either
diphtheria (quickly ascertained), or it
is not; usually the latter. Yy

Serum All Powerful.

Nine times in ten the baby W
from sound sleep #With that menacing,
dry, rasping, metadlic, quick, sharp bark
has either beer -breathing through an’
oper® mouth in a room with hotdry air;
has enlarged and adenoids; f{s
exposed to a chilling current of air; has
a catarrhal spasm”of the throat muscles;
is having the first coughs of bronchitis
or whooping cough, or, i lying on his
back and has allowed a relaxed tongue
to fall a bit. backward into the palate.

The true or membrgnous croup of 20
years ago and more has finally, unani-
mously and for all timeé been positively

transmited from the medipeval ages

almost as noisy as a sawmill toward
evening, who at night struggles -with
short, parched coughs for air—when the
observant practitioner notes these omi-
nous signs he does not wait for the
laboratory to confirm his worst fears
but gives the Infant a large dose of
antitoxin at once.

Unfortunately at times in distant coun-
try districts, the serum may not be im-
mediately avaflable. What then does
the efficlent physician do? He gives an

etic and fugimates the lungs and
throat with calomel inhalations until
the specific is obtained in haste from
the nearest depot.

From-all that I have sald the cautious
mother will draw the correct inference
that unless the child has given ample
evidence preceding the ‘“croupy cough”
that he was alling she need have little
fear that the thought of ‘‘croup’ spells
calamity. Again, even If the little tacker :
was a bit off his feed during the day
there are more chances against real
diphtheria (the only true ‘‘croup’) manl-
festing itself than in its favor,

Answers to Hnlth‘Quutbut‘
A. E. D~For some months my. hands
have been cold. ‘I. am nearly 70 years
old. I suppose I must expect this. = .
It your feet are warm there is no need
ven at 70 to worry about your hands.
: infants, " children and adolescent
pegsons-have cold hands. Pay no-at-
tention “to them if you are otherwise
vigorous, iy !
. 9 0

E g rs
; L’ H. 8T work in a department store
end when returning home at night my
-face feels very grimy. What is the best &
way' to cleanse the pores?. I do #of care
to use a pgf‘on my facéd,.

Cleanse ,the face with wafm water
and a neu soap. ‘Then rinse the'
skin with water to which a little per-
gu“ and ::th‘l: h&s;l have been added.

can u o tablespoonfuls of each
to about a quart of water,. This will

:
F

.
~— .

Dr: Hirshberg will' answer . ¢3-
tions for readers of this ;a'pcg“ on
medical,, hygienic and ‘samitation - sub-
jects that are af gemeral intlrest. He
will not umdertake to prescribe or
offer advice for individwal coses.

here. the subject is mot of egemeral

proved to have been ‘due to the diph-
theria bacillus. Therefors, today, when-
ever a child begins in the morning with'
hoarseness which grows:worse as the
day proceeds,” whose breathing becomes

Is pretty upward still and onward, who wou
apt to answer that question pretty keep abreast of truth: Lo, before us

1

New occasions teach new duties; Time
makes ancient good uncouth; they must

gleam her-campfires! we ourselves must
pllgrims be, launch our Mayflower and
steer boldly through the desperate win-

ell.

It is with many enterprises as with
striking fire; we do not meet with sue-

Story-

Daddys
Gmtld%félt .

interest letters will be' answered pey-
sonally if a stamped and adrirc:::d
envelope is enclosed. Address: all im-

‘quiries to Dr. L. K. Hirshber,
this office. - s

+ 4+ Said by-r Wise Men,v L +

Thers g as much differépce between
genuine patience and sullen endurance, }
as between the of }ove, and the

malicious gnash ‘the't b
ot nt}: the eeth.—W, .

Preceptg and m-‘xlnu‘ are ‘of great
::’fr?:;e‘ntgw:r gew :’urul ones ‘at hand
1 a wise and ha 1ife
than whole volumes of cautions mf we
know not where to find.—C. Simmons.
. Bympathy wanting, all is wanting, Per-
_sonal magnetism is the conductor of the
sacred gpark that puts us in human com-
munlon, and gives us to company, con-
versation and ourselves.—A. B, Alcott.

.
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hide and seek with the clouds. Suddenly Mrs. Squirrel poked her head

out of the window and shouted:

“Firet”

Brer Rabbit was sitting by his kitchen window watching the moon. He
heard Mrs. Squirrel and, snatching his hat and hatchet, ran out the back

door. He began shouting “Fire! Fire!

” and soon all Woodland was awake

Then he ran straight into Mister Possum, who was running in the directio:.

of the Squirrel home.

“I beg your pardon!” exclaimed Brer Rabbit, as he picked up his hat,
“This is no time for begging pardons,” shouted Mister Possum, as ;.c

jumped up and ran toward the fire.

Mrs. Squirrel was still shouting “Fire! Fire! Oh! do save my children!’
Mr. Squirrel was at the foot of the tree, where he had scampered in thc

hope of getting help.

The smoke was curling out of the
.ront door.

Just then Mister Flying Squirrel
and carried her to safety. Then he

hole which was the Squirrel family's

came along, picked up Mrs. Squirre.
carried her children to another tres

After this he jumped down and got & hunk of mose, which he stuffed int.

the hole.

Soon the fire was smothered out.

“I must have done it with my, pipe,” whined Mr. Squirrel
“You better thank me for putting out the fire,” said Brer Rabbit.
“What did you do?” asked Mr. Squirrel

Prarey refreshing as well as cleansing. =~ /

“1 ran all the way from home,” said Brer Rabbit, proudly.
“Then you may walk back,” said Mr. Squirrel in disgust.




