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cont is to gather the ad f‘-.l
shoulders -gos{ddhld 4 ﬂo‘s u‘
forations, after whkich the underarm

and ARoulME el o
Sdjust ublertocing '&*sﬁh N
it is desired. to shirr the t at the
waistline, gather along ercssline of

small ‘‘0*’ orations in fromt and
back, three 'r Adjust
s'ay t:“;l;{lm : th thjm
The belts are\bnext nd,r:bd posi-
tion on front and (back of the eoat,
bringing small “‘o*' perforations i

belts to ecorrespondin perforations
in front s&od. back. the front of
the belt as desired. |

The collar may now be sewn to the
vdge of the neck, notches and cen:
ter-backs even. - Holl both collar and
front as illuostrated. The sléeves come
next and if the one-piece design is
used, the work will progress more
rapidly. Gather along eroaslines of
small perforations and adjust sleeve-
band to position over gathers, match-
ing single Inrge and small “‘o0'' per-
forations, Draw gathers to fit and
‘close sleeve seam as notched. Bew in
armhole, easing in any fulness,

A pretty ides would be to braid
the ends of the sash or eise embroider
them with a simple motif.

Coat

> _ 5 Fizos, 6 to 14 years., Price, 15 ceats.
) Dressmaking articles are nrv; ared especlally
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TOPICS
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THE FUN SOME
WOMEN GET IN
GOING OFF SUMMERING

“Ah! what a fatal web we weave
. When frst we practice to deceivel”

This fall when you happen to feet
Mrs. Snob you must mot believe all
that she tells you of the glorious time

. |she and hes daughters have had the

past summer as you, who have had to
be a stay at home, listen with &
twinge of envy. They did not spend
any length of time at any one of the
fashionable hotels, she will tell you,
But just motored about where fency
willed—seeing the country, getting the
fresh alr and getting to all the points
of interest. 8he can tell you all about
any fashionable resort you inguire for
and of the psople who are wont to EQ
there, ! )

The dverage wife, after her call

N Mrs. Snob, walks home feeling

as blue ms indigo, often raking her
: i . l‘ully}b@r the hot coals
sasure to give her a sum-

Snob and her daughters were
the in their set to board up thelr
Jhome and fiit away, “leaving the place
in charge of e oargtaker,” as they
took palns to Impress upon . her
friends. ' No one gaw them go. They
announésd they int starting In
the early dawn, the ¢ool of the mom-
ng. Mr. Spob, who declared himseif
to' be in the bhands of the caretaker,
always torned the conversation when

to where his family was st
if bé intended to Join

gh the friendly inquirles
 extremely uncomfortable

vous over the subject of his family's
outing. . The family servants had been
away until the fall, but instead
of enjoying a glorfous outing his wife
ﬂlﬁemmihutmmsp

for. pride’,
save s cent
worlds would
| that 'they
3 It was mo
' within those

fer it would have

. |dreaming she is here or tiam. one of

the gay, happy, giddy.summer vaca-
tionists, '

.| MISS UIBBEY’S REPLIES

: TO YOUR LETTERS

Miss Libbey's answers to your
letters. Correct name and ad-
dress must be given to in-
sure attention. Initials printed,
VWrite short letiers on one side
of paper _only.\' Use ink. Per-

{sonal letters cannot be answer-

ed. Address Miss Laura Jean
Libbey, No. 946  President St,
Brooklyn, N. Y.

TWO STRINGS TO HER BOW.

A. W. writes: *I am a bright gir] of
19, engaged to young man three re
my. senior. He went away West
months ago. Promised me at our
parting he would sent the engagament
ring to me. Havén't seen it yet. Bel-
dom do I hear from him. Am a to
glve him up or continue to love and
not be loved? Days, nights are dreary.
Kindly dacide.”

He is fickle. Séems to have changed
his mind. Worthier one wil crosa
your path, ‘happily. “If one is fickle,
and from- you would go, always have
two satrings to your bow.”

TEAZING GIRL MAY
' NOT MEAN IT

L. R. writes: "I am a young man of
24, considered nice looking, My sweet-
heart; 21, 1s also nice looking, Gone
together two years. I love her dearly.
She says she returns affections. Some-
times she actas distracting. BSeems to
hate me. Tells m=> to go. Doesn't
want me any more. Easter at all-day
picnic she came home with another.
I asked her to chgose or I would. Said
she loved me. 8till she tried to pass
me- as her brother. Do you believe
there fs pure, deep interest in me
only?

May be. There's no accounting for
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|  LITTLE BENNY'S |

some girls' whims. Tests of love they
sometimes Imughingly call what they
term. fun, She may not mean what
she says.

NOT TRUE TO HIS
ENGA.GED GIRL

N. M. writes: “I am a girl of 21,
true hearted in my affection for a
young man of 28, Met him a year ago
far away. We were to leave town
shortly after. He wanted me to write,
I comsénted, Didn't get his first let-
ter, He wrote again, Every time, no
answer. Hes kept Wwriting, lovingly.
We are engaged. Correspond. Doesn't
reply to letters soon as I expect now.
Writes to another girl. Tells not to
show letters. I ask him If it's trus.
Bays be's mo intentions for her. That
I must not be jealous. Think he cares
for me and loves just me? Await your
wise opinior.”

Cannot tell much alout his uncer-
talu ways. Ome girl is sufficient for
him to correspond with. That is the

one he ia engaged to. Strictly remind
him that two are company, three are
none. It is unfair to both girla.

Wm.f
TODAY'S POEM l

. 2
IT DOESN'T TAKE MONEY.
Oh; it doesn't take money
To make the heart glad,
When the days are 50 sunny
How could we be so sad?
With a Hitle bird singing
High up in the tree 1
.And his songs clearly ringing
Light-hearted and fres.
[ And It dosen’t take gldty
- To ke the heart thrill
Or some wonderful story
Of magnetic will,
But the ‘sight of & face |
That we're longing to see
~ And the wonder to trace '
‘That a friend's swmile may be.

Oh, it doesn’t take fame here
To make the world fdir,
Or a beautiful name, dear,
1nd heéard everywhere
To'set’ the heart beating ,
For high houors won /
But ‘welcome, the meeting
At ‘petting of sun. e o
No, it doesn't take money
Or glory or fame
To make the world sanny
And bright as a flame.
In one simple direction
Lies all of life's swest—
In the friendships, on
' Bach day that we meet.
—Myrtella Southerland, in Detroit
Free f & :

NOTEBOOK
(By Leo Paps) '

Mg and Puds BSimkins and Sam
Crawss was  standing by the lamp
post, and Bam sed, Miss Winkel has
got a lot of | bottles of root beer
standing, out in her yard to get ripe,
I can them frum our setting room
window, theyve hin thare about a
weelk, they awt to be ripe now.

. lets go erround maybe she will
‘give us eetch a bottll, T sed.

Swell chanse, Miss Winkel 18 the
stingiest persin In the block, #ed Puds.

Well, maybe she will give t= a bot-
til between us, I sed. . E

Bhe woodent even let us smell it
sed Puda. wi b L]

@&ts go erround, .enyhow, I sed.
Wich we did, climbing up and setting
on" Miss Winkels fents with our legs
hanging inside, and the bottles was
there all rite, being about 40 of them,
all full of Yoot beer and pritty soon
Miss Winkel saw us' from npstares
and came running ot in the yard, say-
ing, Boys, how dare you, dont you
know that fents is weak, get down
agen meditely. \

Wats all those things, Miss Winkel
—bottles? sed Puds Simkins.

Serteny thare bottles, cant you see?
1 sed. \

Sure thare bottles, sed Sam Crawss,
;";?W“ blind, wats In them, Miss Win-

e

Never mind about the bottles, get
off the fents immeedilly, dont you heer
me telling you Its weak, sed DMiss
Winkel.

Is It root beer, Miss Winkel, I
Bedl.
'@, sed Puds and Sam sed Is it, Miss
Winkel?

Ill see weather youll get down or
not, sed Miss Winkel. And she ran
and got a broom and started to come
after us with It, and ‘we qulek put our
legs on the outside of the fents and
dropped down, and Sam Crawss had
a peece of chawk inyhi§ pants pocket,
and 'he rote on the back gate (n big
letters, The stingiest woman in the
werld lives in this houss, please nock
without entering. "

Young Mathers, ;Atte;ﬁ(m!

Young mothers will find selecting
their baby a carriage a simple mat-
ter 1f they visit Nothnagle's buey
homefurnishing store, Over a hun-
dred carrlages, go-carts and sulkles
are\oh display for her to select from.

< ONCE TO EVERY MAN"

AUTHOR OF

secn, 1 should soy thot you wre my
man O'Mara. Mr. Eillott hizself tas
informed me that four 'quite speciscu-
lar success in cne ar two vita! caum-
paigas has been estively due t; the
fact that you are an—ar—opportunist!
I agree with Mr. Elliott ghsolvitly—
that is, 1f my Srst premise 18 corroct.”

Barbara's face had cooled a little In
that moment since Steve's eyes had
left her face. Now she forgot her
confusion—forgot to be annoyed, even
at ber father's clumsy banter.

“Your mun, O'Mara!"” she exclaimed

; be's my"—

indignantly. “Your man! Why, he—
And that was as far as
she went.

Her voive thinped into mothingness,

i but words were not necossary io tell

" Caleb left in the Hmp fingers df the
head of the Jenkins’ household a yel-
low tinted note of a denomination
which they had not even known exist-
ed. He left them Ulalf doubting its
genuineness untfl later when there
came an opportunity to spend it. ‘And
Sarah was walting at the door of the
white place on”the hill when- Caleb
wheeled into the yard at dusk two
days later.

“You've found bim!” she execlaimed
as she glimpsed his face when he en:
tered the hall i

Caleb shodk his kead, his heart ach-
ing at the hunger in her question.

“No, I haven't found him, Sarah”
he said gently emough. “But I—I've
found out who he is.” ‘

They forgot thelr supper that night.
With heads close togethér they bung
for hours over the Ink smeared shpaf
of papers which the tin box
up. Most of them were co with
& cramped and misspelled han ting
which they knew must be that of the
one whom Steve had cafled “0ld Tom.”
Some of them were hard to declpher,
but their import was very, very clear.

“There was ope picture, a minlature
of a girl, eager of face and warvy of
hair. Her relationship to the boy was
‘'unmistakable. Sarah found that and
wept over it silently, and whilse ghe
wept Caleb sifted out the remainiug
loosé sheets, X

“It's not hard to understand now, is
it? he sald. “It's pretty plaln now
why he had to go. And we, SBarah—we
who were golog to ‘make something
of him'—why, we shonid bhave Enown
absolutely without this evidence. They
laughed at him, they made fun of him,
and there Isn't any befter blood than
flows in that boy's veins! He was
Stephen O'Mara’s ‘son, and |
brilliant barrister 'than O'Mara. ever
addressed a jury of s prisoner's peers
and—and broke thelr v hearts with
the simplicity of bhis g

Sarah foided bher thin hands over the
‘woman's pletore.- :

“I like his mother's face,” she mur-
muréd faintly. ; “And I'm jeslons of
her, Cal! You don't have to remind

call it all. Bhe
all to pleces. They
that he was destitute.
did follow her—gcross—ithey h
found the boyT ;DAY sumo of Ib
0 boy some .
newspapers arxde’ that 4
gardener—had stolen him?
. Caleb nodded his head.
“Most of them ridiculed
tion, but it was
That servant was
only defense he makes Is
or so In—in thia.” Caleb dropped
hand n the half Jegible pages. *
says he wasn't going to let
zation make of the boy's life the
which he, poor, queer, honest
thought it had made of his
And do you know, Sgrah, do you
I can't help but eve.that this
zealous thing which the law
_have prosecufed was the best
could have done? I'M take these
now and lo¢k them in the safe for

doEg

E

i

boy until he comes back home!”
But Sarah Hunter kept the
of Btephen O’Mara’s mother |
from the rest; she took it
with her when sbe" went, white and
tired faced, to bed. And it weas Bardh's
faith which outlasted the years which
followed. She never weakened in her
«belief that some day the boy would
come back—she and one other whose

during the next five years there was
not & summer which brought Allison
into the hills but what the first ques-
tion of his daughter Barbara, mother-
less now herself, was of SBteve.

“Has—has SBtephen come back?’ she
asked invariably. \

At first the query was marked by
nothing more than a child's naive ea-
gerness, and later, when it wae brought
up in a casual, by the way fashion, it
was, pevertbeless, tinged with hope.
Five years lengthened into ten, and
still Bteve did not come. 'But when-
ever Barbara asked that question Ca-
leb remembered, as though it had bap-

ed \enly yesterday, that mornlng
when she first appeared to the boy.

Then came & morning when Stephen
O'Mars did return. All winter and
throughout the sumsher, too, the Hun-
ter place had been closed  until that
day in late October. It had been a
warm week—-a week of sueh unseason-
able humidity for the hills that Caleb,
rising somewbat before his usual hour,
bad bmmed his sleeplessness, as usual,
upon the weather, He was glad to be
home again that morning. Caleb was
wondering if Barbara w be with

Among them are many novelties In|
various soft color effectsa such as|
ivory, coral, delicate blue, soft greys, |
ete. It is certalnly a display to at-|
tract the attention of all fond par-|
ents, On the same floor with the|
carriages is a new line of cribs, a
eplendid ' assortment of highchairs,
sensfble baby-whlkers and conveni-
ently folding baby yards. A visit to
Nothnagle's baby goods department
will prove interesting and profitable,
Enter 1149 Main street, corner Elm

itreet.—Adv. :

her father on this trip. rbara had,
he knew, been two years on the contl-
nent, “finishing,” Allison called it, al-
ways with a wry fuce and a gesture
toward Dhis wallet pocket. He was
wondering as he came down the stalrs
it would ask him agaln¥f—if—and
then at the sight of a seated figure
outside on the top step of the veranda
be pulled up sharp in the doorway.
Caleb didi¢ have to wonder any

The attitude of that figure before
 him was so like the picture which time
had been unable to erase,'so absolute-
ly identlcal In everything save garb
and size slone, that the man, recoiling
a lttle, dragged one band across his
forehead as though he doubted his own
eyes. But when he looked again it
‘was @gtill there, sitting chin In palm,
small head under a mather weather
beaten felt hat thrust slightly forward,
gazing fixedly toward the stucco house
beyond the shrubbery. And before
Caleb could move, before be was mord
than half aware of the painful pulse
in his throat, #t d11 happened again just
as it had happened years and years
before. N

Caleb heard voices in the adjoining
grounds, gnd as he half turned In that
direction Allison's bulky form, vivid in
afar more vivid plaid, in the
hedge gap. 3 Caleb stared anoth-
er figure flashed through ahead of him,
laughter upon her lips, and paunsed
a-tip-toe to wave & hahd in greeting.
And instantly, as they had ten years
before, Barbara Alllson’'s eyes swung
in instant scrutiny of the one who was
sedted at Caleb’s feet. She hesitated
and recovered herself. But when with
quite dignified deliberation she finally
¢ame forward to pass that motionless
fignre upon the steps every pulse in
her body was beating consciousness of
hizs pearness. And yet at that when
she paused at Caleb's side and bobbed
her head with a characteristic impet-
uosity which she had never lost she
aeemed completely  oblivious to the
presence of (any one 1,!! Cdleb and
hermelf. - v

“Good morning, Uncle CgL" she mur-

mured very demurely. -

Then the man upon the stepd moved.
He rose snd furned and sw his
rather weather beaten hat from his
head. His hair was still wavy, still
chestnut in%he shadows., And Caleb.
though he could swot force a word f
his tightened throat, marveled how)
the boy had grown—how paradoxically
broad of shonlder and slender of body
he geemed to be. ‘

Dexter Allison, coming up less sirily

across the Iswn, surprised his daugh- |

ter poised with one hand oufstretched,
ved lips half open. He found her star-
Ing, velvet eyed and pink of face, at a
tall figure in htnenr-mlau; ?adu-

4 plways told them that you would
come back,” she murmured.

roy, and, although heé had never seen
him in all the months that the latter
had been in his employ, Alllson knew
this must be the one in whose fng
lay, directly or indirectly, the success
or failure of the biggest thing he had }
ever attempted in this north country—
the man to whom be always referred,
whenever he boasted of his explolis, as
“my man i

“1 always told them that you would
come back,” she murmured then. “Just
as you—you said you would."

The remark was barely loud enpugh
for even Steve to hear, but hard upon
its utterance she caught her breath in
anger at herself for her own senseless
confusion, which had. led her into say-
ing the thing ghe least of all bad
wanted to” volce. Even an inane re-
mark concerning the weather would
have been better than that girlisk
naivete which she felt seemed to force
upon him, too, & recollection of the
very letter of a promise which had, no
doubt, long elnce become in his mind
nothing but a quaint episode mot un-
tinged with absurdity.

“Hum-m-m!” puffed Allison. “Hum-
m-m!* He spike directly to Stephen
O"Mars, who half turned his head at
the first heavily facetious syllable. “So
you did get my message, eh? I rather
thought that it wouldn't reach you up
river untll today.” . An ample smile
embraced the tall figure in riverman's
garb and his own ter's erlmson
countenance—a most meaningful smile’
of roguery. “Waell, from what Ive

either Caleb or Bteve that she bad
been about to agsert a prior claim
which dated back yedrs and years.

“I have always insisted to Mr. El
Mott," Steve sald, “that the solution of
all the dificuities, which he chooses to
view as gloriously romantic tilta witn
Destiny, depends one half upon luck
and the other half on being on the
ground personilly when the—affair—
starts.” He half faced toward Allison.
“I am O'Mara,' Iie finished very brief-
ly; “your man, O'Mara—if you happen
to be the East Coast Development and
Timber company.” .

There was at most no more than the
barest snggestion of it in Steve's crisp
question, but Caleb sensed immedial
1y that Allison's placid appro
of the blue flannel shirted one 'ssi il
own particular property was not @ mu-
tually accepted status.
ever, falled or chose to
in the drawling guestion.

“I'm it,” he jovially—"that is,
I and two or three others, including
Mr. Ellott, our esi president.
I've heard much of you, My O'Mara.
I've looked foryard 'y
he added ae e shook hands.
want to tell you that I Am
know you. And so you didn't
message, affer all?™ P

“] bad to come dowm river yester-
day,” Bteve explained. *“Your telegram’
found me here, and I waited over un~
til this morning, as you suggested.”

“Surely: 1 1 see—L see!)

way to a chair, “I dido't know
you  were mcquainted with him,
Have you known him long?”’ |

“Um-m-m—yes! Caleb weighed
reply. “Quite some time, I think,
might say.”

. 8an Domingo for &
was thé only man on'th
river job' #ho gall )

8 too light., He eal

on “loads ahd'strésses, bit as a feldl
general he stands alone. He, can han-
dle men. And when it comes to meet-
ing vonditions ' as they arise EI-
liott says he's a wonder, He can out-
guess dear old Mother Nature herself. |
“That's why the East Coast company|
brought him up here to
ofmd."tﬁwnt;&“nwly. gy
.got tb move that company | ‘
'ber. They bave a contract that'll byeak!
‘em—break us—if we fall down. Andi
do you know, Cal, I-I can't belp
belleve that the thing is beyond
pale of possiblitty. I’ belleved it
months ago, when Elllott and A
ley and the rest of them were so keen
for 1t, and I belleve it still, even though/
I have seen Ellott's engineer and
know jwhat he has already accomplish.

for the winter. It's to be a hok

Coast company if he falls  and"—his
voice became oddly intense—"and [

done!" -

Allison lay back in hig chafr snd
breathed deeply, slowly, and Miss Ba-
rah appeared that moment in the door-

beard,” be statel, “and what 've® * *

e

od. That track'll never go through on’
schedule—~and that's wfgulm

tell you again that" t—can't—be—

o’

build its bit!




