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SUPERFLOUS

The removal of hair from the face

HAIR NO. 2.
Then there are depilatories of vege-

QueHT I To
WAKE HIM AND

is a very ancient cusftom, is called|table and mineral substances, some of
“depilation,” and the means of doing|which will destroy the hair but will
it are called “depilatories.” |also degtroy the skin and leave disfig-

Among people who object to hair‘
on the face, whether men or |
depilation is a customary and more or|
less important business.

If the growth is scanty and the|
hair follicles not well nourished, as|

of the oriental nations, it often suffices |
to pull the hairs out. |

This is - not usually successful|
when the growth is abundant, as a|
new hair promptly takes the place o
the one which was removed |

Shaving and singeing will sometimes
check the growth and sometimes it|
will encourage it.

Barbers often singe the fine hairs|
on bald heads as a means of stimulat-|
ing the growth.

Pitch or resin plasters are some |
times applied to hairs and pulled off|
when they have been firmly attached. |
This is a painful and unnecessari-

cruel method, and may succeed |
only in getting up an inflammation of|
1he skin and leaving an ugly scar. ‘

Pumice stone rubbed against the |
hairs a long time, is sometimes |
used and may destroy some of lhem‘
and may also set up an inflammation |
in the skin.

Prolonged use of peroxide of h}'-f
drogen is also recommended, but you |
must always be sure that the pre-|
paration a good one and free from|
impurities which drritate the skin. |

As a matter of fact, many of the|
preparations of peroxide of hydrogen|
not pure and may do harm |
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EoSardGuest
PA'S SADDEST HOURS. {
My Pa is seldom solemn, he is mostl_\'v
full of fun.
He says he hates to scold us for tha!
wrong we may have done, |
always gay an’ smiling an':
he'll romp about the floor, {
An’' he's never cross an’ cranky like|
the man that lives next door. |
But I've noticed, though he tells us|
that the good are always glad, |
That the times Ma asks for money|
becomes a trifle sad. |

He's

|
v all the racket Qhat!
without a word, |

He will stan
we mak

An’ I know he has his troubles, but!
of them 1've never heard. |
He is mostly always laughin’ an’|

we look for him each day !
‘Cause we know when supper's over|
that with us he'll want to play.
Bnut when Ma asks him for money
then a change comes over dad, !
An’ his face gets long an’ solemn an’
he seems a trifle sad.

N

waoaen, |

is the case with Indians and with some{

|An’ he says: ‘“Good gracious, moth-

Trat Ma has to ask for money, "cause it

uring socars.
If you use them, do so under the di-
rection of an expert dermatologist.

The Xaay has been used, but|_ i AL il i i
remember that Xoay burns may be
very serious matters,
Experienced dermatologists are
cautious about recommending this I HE E ENIN(; S ORY
powerful agent.
Finally, there is the method of e
electrolysis (or destroying the hair

vith the galvanic current and remov-
ny the stump painlessly with fine for-
ceps.)

If it is done skillfully, it is very
successful and gives very little pain,
the chief objection being that it is a
slow process; foF, only one hair may
be destroyed at a time.

It there are hundreds or thousands
of hairs to be removed, much patience
is necessary, both for patient and doc-
tor but I am sure the satisfaction of
being rid of great annoyance repays
one gor time, trouble and expense.

I believe those woman spoke the
truth who have told me they were will-
ing to undergo any amount of pain, it
they could only be completely relieved
of this annoyance.

Questions and Answers.

HIS JUST

(Copyright, 191

“Jonas,” Mrs. Hatford looked at her
husband searchingly as he sat reading
the daily paper. But Jonas did not
anewer.

Not until the third “Jonas” had rent
the air with some explosiveness .dia
that individual look up mildly from
his reading, holding a finger on the ex-
act spot where he had left off. “Well,
you seem to be pretty talkative, Hes-
ter.” he said reprovingly.

“But Jonas, I want to talk. The
Woman's Relief corps are sending for
fowers to decorate the soldiers'.graves
and there's a new one this year.” In
spite of her courage Hester Hatford's

I. M. W—Is there a known cure ;ﬁf}fcemﬁt low: orer that o 80
-y ¥
for tapeworm? “What!"” snorted Jonas. “We don’t

Answer—If you will consuit the ar-
ticle upon this subject, which was pub-
lished a foew weeks ago, you will obtain
your answer. I will send you a copy of
this article if you will send stamped,
self-addressed envelope,

count dn the grave of a deserter or a
traitor to his country—we decorate the
graves only of heroes, or at least real
soldiers.” Jonas lifted his paper and
began reading again,

Mrs. Hatford looked at him grave-
1y, but made another attempt to rouse
him from his absorption, “Jonas,”

Then his fingers tap the table as he
thinks a little while.
An’ his forehead gets all wrinkled an’' )

his face forgets to smile, ‘, l
1 MW -
“'J Mi {

er, where did all the money go

you got from me last Tuesday?

That ds what I'd like to know.”

Pa is really kind an’ cheerful, an’ it
really seems too bad

That

always makes him sad.

Pointed Paragraphs.

Throw physic to your neighbor's dog.
Seeds of discontent will take root in
any soil,

RS {
Once more the umpire {s undergoing |
his annual martyrdom.

A successful rev-;l;xtlon is sometimes

a turn for the worse.

PSR ST o I
Marriage ¢ u feat—and the soup is| « H
often more palatable than the des- e DecoratcH(;)rno.:. 'The ravee o
sert. ;
—e Hester again began, and this time
A boy never considers himseif @ man | with enough emphasis to cause her

until he possesses a bunch of keys, lord and master to look up at once.
“Well, what is it? Get it off your
mind if you must, but I wish you
wouldn’'t pester me when I'm trying to
improve my mind.”

“If that advertisement is {mprov-
ing, and something you want to an-
swer right off, I'll keep still, but if it
{sn't—"

Jonas laid the paper down, a little

A marrfed man should never talk
in his sleep unless he is sure of what
he is going to say.

When a young man marries the only
daughter of a millionaire he doesn’t
have to wait fifty years to celebrate his
golden wedding.

KEEPING UP WITH THE JONESES—A Terrible Accident.

DESERTS.

s
8, by W. Werner.)
oftensively, and folded the marked
place inside.

“I told you the Woman's Relief

Corps is going to send for flowers to
decorate the soldiers’ graves, and they
aren’t sending for any extras for this
new grave. Peter Jones was as
good a man as ever shed his blood for
his' country, and he has Hved more
truly than lots of men who thought
they lived better. He has givem more,
too, to his people and his country than
many who merely died. Of course, I
can't and don't want to go into any
argument about war. It had to be, and
men had to die, but Peter—well, Peter
wasn't a cowart, and he wasn't mean
or low, but hé did have a horror of
bicod, and he did try t0 be brave under
ithose conditions, but—"

*Well,” Jonas, interpoplated tersely,
“even you can't find any extenuation
for his just leaving the war so—"

“A few flowers don't amount to
much anyway,” Hester returned re-
grettfully yet with spirit. ‘“‘But Peter

Jones—say—do you remember, Jonas
Hatford, that Peter Jomes saved the
life of our Jimmie that mext summer
after—after—well, after. Do you re-
member that?”

“Well, any man who knew how to
work artificial respiration and resus.
citate the drowning would have done

the same. The rest of us didn't
know,” decisively,
“Peter didn't know , much either,

but he had read somewhere, and set
to work to try it out, and besides he
risked his life in that current, more
than he had ever been called to risk
it in battle. He just did his duty—
trat is what he said, you know—and
you—why you just grunted, Jonas.
‘What sort of o spirit was that for you
to manifest, say?”

“Well,” Jonas mumbled, “I'd prit’
‘nigh rather have had Jimmie—" But
even Jonas’s ire could mot cause
him to make that fearful statement.

“No, you wouldn't, Jonas, so you
needn’t even try to say it. ook at
Jimmie now? Isn't his life worth
more to the world than Peter's death
would have been as a soldler?”

“Any boy is a lot worth to
folks,” Jonas said, lamely.

And to his country, if he is any
boy at all. Then do you remember
when Peter Jones took care of this
whole town in the time of that eps»
demie, when other folks were so scar-
ed they didn't dare to go near the sicx
folks They made food and put it
where Peter could get #t, but he didn’t
get it till the givers were so far off
they had no fear of contagion? o
you remember that?” urgently.

his

“I suppose. Peter was trying to make

some reparation,” Jonas murmured,
but his thought harked back to that
fearful time of pestilence and scourge,
and he remembered, too, Peter's strong
hand under his own head, and Peter's
good voice in his ears, even when those
ears seemed deaf with the great deaf-
ness, and how Peter had worked over
him. Vaguely from the past years
came the sound of a little gasping pray-
er he had heard Peter make that last
awful night of the crisis—"“Oh, Lord,
spare Jonas, and take my unprofit-
able life Oh, Lord, oh, Lord. Spare
Jonas. He's some use in the world.
Folks love him.” Yes, Jonas remem-
bered that, though he had never told
it. And who was the bigger coward?
Jonas's old face flushed darkly under
its tan and stubby beard. He rose
and went out, not because he was an-
gry with- Hester, although she rather
thought that was what had moved him.
He went out because he himself was
stirred, as he looked back over the
life of Peter Jones. True, Peter had
left the army, but he was just a mere,
untried boy then, and he had inherited

“We Fought and Suffered and Bled,
and He Bled, Too.”

a terrible fsar of blood. Moreover, he
was wounded, and doubtless he was
crazy from the fever of his wounds.
Was Peter a deserter, was he a cow-
ard?

Hester went to an old brown teapot
and took out a few small coins. “Fifty
cents,” she murmured. ‘‘That won't buy
many flowers, but I'll have the very
best flower I can get for that. I'll take
juet one flower if they've got any that
cost that much and if they haven't

I'll take two, if they'll give me two of
their best.”

Happiness From Simple Comforts.
Said my friend, one day.

happiness one can get
one is with si

“Why
don't you write about how much more
out of life, if

the point of view, doesn't.it? And I::
point of view depends on meny things.

Most Of Us Would Call A Bathroom
A Necessity.

There are

.

tew otuﬁgwuﬂh‘t

Use this place as un illustration.”
With her thesis I agreed. At her
I couldn't help laughing,

?icall a b

a Y, today.
Yet, just recently I was reading an ar-
ticle which told of the \ first bathtub
v‘m.hgrunnln( water, ever installed in

a she laughed, oo
These were the simple comforts with
which she was managing to be con-

tent:
Her Idea Of Simple Comforts.

A large room furnished without
any heavy upholstery, to be sure, but
with brass beds, wicker furniture and
all the best of that sort of thing. A
private veranda. A big open fire
place kept constantly supplied with
seasoned wood. Steam heat. A
daintily appopinted private bath. A
little kitchenette furnished with elec-
tric stove, cup! , ete,, to facilitate
the heating and serving of ones meal
in case ome preferred to have them
in private, instead of going ¢o the
big dining hall. For food, few frills

That was in 1842, in the
‘home of a wealthy merchant in Cincin.
natl. The ddea of bathing as a regular
funotion, was

bathing from November to March was
rejected by only two votes.

‘What is your least common demonin.
ator of comforts? aia

I tried making mine out, the other
day, and though I regard myself as a
person with simple tastes, I
surprisingly long. -
And one naturally wonders what the
least common demmuor of*comforts
of the average m'of fifty years
hence will be.

FASHIONS ForR CANADIANS

The cape has definitely invaded the
suit fleld. Cape coats and coat capes
have been shown and sold, and with
the near approach of warm weather
suits fashioned of summer fabrics such
as pongee, rajah, etc., equipped with
capes that are sometimes detachable,
often a very definite part of the suit
itself, are showing up in increasing
numbers. The sketch illustrates a suit
of this type, made of natural colored
pongee and. trimmed with faille silk
in a contrasting.shade. he collar may
be worn as shown or it may be thrown
open, and it is possible to utilize this
coat jacket as & separate wrap to be
worn over a lightweight frock if desir.
ed.
One of the cape suits that prom:
ises to be popular is a model fashion-
ed of wool jersey and heavy silk or
mercerized jersey woven fabric in con-
trasting colors. The skirt and detach-
able cape, usually full length, are made
of the wool fabric, with sleeveless jac-
ket of the silk or mercerized weave. It
will be seen that this 18 really a three
in one garment. The cape may be
worn separate and apart from. the
skirt and jacket as a wrap, the gleeve-
less jacket may also be divorced from
the jacket and cape, and when the
three are assembled a very smart out-
fit is the result.

Sleeveless sweaters for soldiers ana
sailors no doubt caused to be intro-
duced the great array of gay colorea
sleeveless sport sweaters for women,
and the sleeveless jacket of woven ma
terial followed.

Noting again the suit here sketched
it may be said that the fabric ¢con-
omy ruling is very much modified when
silks are used and that the majority
of distinetly summer suits made of
any of the fashionable silks have rath-
er generously full pleated skirts.

Cape Suit of Pongee.

So it chanced that when the Wom-
an’s Relief Corps sent out its onder
for flowers for Memorial Day Hester
ordered along with the rest, and Mrs,
Brown ordered extra. In fact, nearly
every one of the members of the corps
ordered flowers for personal use on
that great day of the heroes,

The great day came and the exer-
cises were over, all but the final ones
at the cemetery, where the graves
were decorated, as well as a cross
which had been erected in memory of
the soldiers whose graves were un-
known.

All formal and grave and temnder
were the services over these few men
who had fought for their country, and
then Hester went with her offering to
put it upon the grave of Peter Jones.
She placed her wonderful blooms
against the small marker that rested
ahove as brave a man as had ever lived
and as she stood there quiet, with head
bowed and a4 prayer upon her lips,
something stirred the grass and Mrs,
Brown came up softly and placed a
wreath upon the mound. She stood be-
side Hester and the two women clasp-
ed hands and wept. Jonas Hatfora
came mext nd he bore a great basket
which was heaped high with bloom,
and “the boys” followed. Jonas stood
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there, his gray head bared, and called
in a voice of command, “Men and peo-
ple, I've fought against Peter Jones alt
hig lite since—well, since misfortune
befell him, or seemed to befall him.
Maybe it isn't for all men to fight; may.
be some of them must follow the ways
of peace. And truly, fellows and peo-
ple”—Jonas paused, with broken voice,
and wiped the tears from his face—'L
believe that Peter Jones was the bray-
est one of us all. We fought nd suffer-
ed and bled and he bled, too. But we
stood what we could; he couldn’t stand
it; he was tried beyond his strength
and we weren't, Moreover, I believe
now, and I've belleved it all the time,
that Peter Jomes wasn’t a deserter I
believe it was the craze of his eickness
the fever of his wounds, that went to
his head and caused a temporary insan-
ity, and then, when he had rallied
enough to know, he was alone and all
the army miles away, and Peter was
too weak to know what to do, and, ke
a lost creature, he sought his way
home, and then—well, friends and sol.
diers, I for one am ashamed of the life
we've made Peter live. We've made
his burden harder than he could bear
and he has borne our burdems. On,
who is there here who can't remember
things Peter has done? He saved my
boy Jimmie whén no one else woudd
have ventured in the rapids after him;
he saved my life in the epidemie®—
a murmur of weeping and applause—
“and what Peter hasn't done in self-
sacrifice isn't written in any one’s book
of life. We'll honor him and may the
‘GL'.Y“ of perfect gifts let Peter know

Jonas paused, lifted his basket of
flowers and placed it reverently above
the grave. But while Jonas had been
talking the children of the school had
made upon that brown sod a great
scarlet heart of red geraniums, and
in the centre of the heart was a white
rose. It seemed as thoWgh the'en-
tire community had set out secretly
to honor Peter Jones, for one by one
men and women crept close, bowed
over the sod and showered flowers
upon it

“He loved his fellow men,” the min-

u‘:er sald, reverently, and then he pray-

ed.

Many were the reminiscences that

day among old friends, old comrades,

old soldiers, old neighbors and old '

‘|townspeople, and the result was that

a splendid monument was ordered
for Jones, each one contribut-
ing, and before next
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CHATTERER ¢

; iBuster Bear wished he
\ tongue etlll, Perhaps yc
how it is to say somethi:
( do not intend for other es
i wagging tongue can mak
ble than any other one thi
As often as not it makes
ble for the one who ow
others, If all the tongues
World wagged only hailf
they do there would bde 1
the trouble in the Grea

~ there is today.

Busier Bear, angry be«
ing stepped on one of Pr
little spears which had ¢
his coat when he had
way, bad said that he 1
Prickly Porky until he ha
every last one of those
Now Buster had no idea
was near enough to hear
he spoke he didn't reail
he said. You see Buster
greatest respect for the
tle spears which Prickl
ries in his coat. What
meant was, not that he
Prickly Porky, but he 1
shake Prickly Porky. You
,very different matter.

Unscen by Buster, Ci
Red E£quirre] had been
tree just over head.
had heard every word
said. Now Chatterer ti
rel is very wise in the
Gpeen Forest, and of th
e there, He knew th
~fMot the slightest intent
world of shaking Prickl)
an instant he saw a'¢chan
great big Ejister Bear u
Yes, sir, he saw a chax
Buster Bear. And the
who delights in torme
more than does Chatter
Squirrel. This was a ch
to lose, so Chatterer lav
ter Bear and at the idea :
touch Prickly Porky.
vory clear to Buster that
lieve a word that Buster

This made Buster angr
and of course there wa

OUR SHORT ¢

IN SPRING

The sky was full of |
was full of ozone, and ¢
was full of strollers, :
Pauncefoote Wiffle and

W e

Octavia.
“Oh, Pauncey, just I
pretty girl! Jen't she

Qotavia, pointing out a )
pigeon-toed creature, ‘/
think I'm nice—pointing
pretty girls for you?"
“M’'n,” murmured Wifl
And they kept on str
fng in the balmy air
breaths and breathing 1t
immediately.
“Oh, look there! Isn't
ve!” exclaimed Octavis
ed a pug-nosed girl wit

ears.

“Hucksch,” coughed V
municatively.

A thousand sparrows
gan to sing the same
keeping together very w

“Oh, Pauncey-—don't
ehe’'s perflly stunning
Octavia, hodding towar
dred pound female with
pression.

Wiffle shrugged retice

At that moment an @
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