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For Your New Gown

Here’s a Fetching Model |

CONSCIOUS PERFECTION.
Balmon cotton gaberdine, cut/ with &
kiited skirt which is stitched down
about the hips with white soutache,
gives this rather chic effect. Geor

crape makes
drape of the walsh which is cross
* |barred with straps of gaberdine and
soutache,

m MMA BEGINS
Washington, July 25—Senator Hust-

ing, who led the movement for inves-
{tigatPn of the telegrahic propaganda
whioli several weeks ago deluged cone
7 péss’ with' demands for action to warn

{Americans off armed ships, recelved
evidence yesterday of another opa-
ganda being organized to ask congress
to order ' American’ mafls carried by
warthips to escape British detentions.

the long slesves and,

| WOMAN AND THE »ME

LAURA JEAN LIBBY'S DAILY TALKS ON

|HEART

wm&-Mm

TOPICS
e

CAN A WOMAN \
TRAVEL ALONE?

“'Tis man's pride,
His highest, worthiest, noblest boast,
The privilege he prizes most— 7
To stand by helpless woman's side.

‘Many a woman would be glad of a
vacation among mew scenss and new
faces, but she declares she fep's to g0
gione. She could never manage the
traveling, she would be sure to take
the wrong train, check some other
trunk than her own, lose her hand-
bag, raincoat or umbrelia and then
would anhy of the hotels recaive gEra-
clously a lone woman who had not
made arrangements in advance fo,
gtop there for a stated time? What in
the world could she do6 if she found
there was no accommodation to be
had in the place? Last, but by mo
means jeast, how could she know the
strongers shie came in contact with
were honorable gentlemen or whether
rogues? All such fears and qualms
might ba excusable in p young, timid
girl just entering her teens, but not

older. The woman frightened at her

of the land without encountering the
slightest mishap. The

is

bindlinks are pitched
the pest by the mother bird in order,
that they mayv learn the use of their
wings; olherwise they would rémain |
in the nest for all time to come.
employes are always courteous

to the woman travellng alone, doing
all §6 their power to eliminate her wor-
rles, Of course they cannot interfere,
It she is of age, if they behold her
making the acquaintance of K the
we, slick fellows whom they set
wn at a glance as genteel rowdies.
THe conductor on the. train eannot
take the liberty of expostulating with
A girl traveling ajone if he sees her
exhibiting valuable rings on her un-
gloved hands, even if he is reason-
ably, sure that the shifty-eyed man
sitting in the seat behind her is a
tickot-gf-leave man. Nor can he find
an exduse to warn
women who scrape an acquaintance
with her on the train and get so well
‘facquainted In an hour that they are
laughting and talking . like
chums of a life time, He t ‘keep
his eys conmtantly on the purse dang-
Hng from her arm or resting in her
iap nor help ber much when she cries
out hysterically that her pocket has
bean picked or her purse rified some
: Aafter her new acguaintgnce has
left the train. If he could have his
way, he would have certa riles
printed and hung up Wwhere unattend-
od women would be sure to see them
and which would read: “The. wearing
of costly jewels is a menace to the
safety of w traveling alone; 1t
attracts thieves. The  making of
c¢hance achjuaintances of either sex om
traing is rigky and may lead to! disas-
trous results? The modest young wo-
man who leeps her own counsel,
minds her own busipess and avoids.
osténtatious display, seldéom or never

- |meets with distressing misadventures

in half, placing
otly om the fold. The
is laid o the right of the fromt,

th
the frill that lengthens
ation of the skirt mav bhe of
Tlree yards 80 inches wide are
nq;ﬂlud for the purpose.
e finest of linen lawn in dslicate
colors is the malerial chosen for some

of the most charming dance frocks, |

and where French hand-made frocks
shown one is sure to find many
models of this type. The pinks, buffs

‘and , ereamy yelvyws are espeuial-
ly ve.

;M Walst e, Bises, 34 to 42 inches bust. Price 13
a0 ~ Bigeh, 22 to 32 in- cbes waist. Price, 15 cents.

4,

/| of all others

while traveling. Dignity and judg-
ment can carry her safely anywhere,
no matter how pretty or attractive
sheé may ‘be. This 4s the one country
sensible young wo-

men . Can and go travel any-

whera -alafm.
MISS LIBBEY’'S REPLIES

Miss Libbey’s answers to your
letters. Correct name and ad-
dress must be given to in-
sure attention. Initials printed,
Write short letters on one side
of paper only. Use ink. Per
sonal letters cannot be answer-
ed. Address Miss Laura dJdean
Libbey, No. 946 President Si,

Brooklyn, N. Y. /

'HE WILL BE THERE

WAITING FOR
NEGLECTED ONE

H. writes: “Here is a girl never al-
lowed company. Even my schoolgirls,
attending parties, entertainments,
friends coming to my home, I was pot
permitted to have till in my twenties.
Then 1 was mnot invited, laughed at,
oriticised by own family as well, say-
ing ‘No one would want you.' ‘Never
can get married.’ Friends joke. All
the time am to wear a smiling face.
World not to know of the deep sting.
You say 'Do mnot mind what folks
say. ,(All times my heart longs for
some ofie to care for and be appreci-
*ated by. Strict past. Hard to make
friends is cause. 'Neath frozen exte-

there's a warm, loving hell“l‘.\

rior, ,
Thankful for advice™

Tt is seldom too late for a good, lov-
',inx-—l-mrmd woman to meet a true
mats. -0 out constantly to church,
fuirs, entertainments. Mr. Right will
be thers walting for youw |

TEAZES ONE TO
CALL, HAS ANOTHER

M. C. D.' writes;: “Please inform:
*1s it proper for a girl to invite a
young man to keep in his book of
memory, my request, not to fall to call
on her? They live seven or eight
miles apart. Young man from an-
other town sends me magazines and
posteards, with wverses printed on
!tham. We write every week, known
just to ourselves, Am 16. Am I too
voung to go out with a young man?
Does - lemon juice Injurs skin?

That's impressing too much an us-

— - —

in the young woman a decads or s0-

owr shadow belongs to the past. Now- |
adays women are self-possessed and '
could travel the length and breadth -

over-timid |
young womsan will never overcome her }
| backwardness until she
pushed from the home nest. Even the |
thiessly from |

gently .

Rail- |

s

her against the |

TO YOUR LETTERS |

certain visitor. Let him ask to call
You are undecided. Rather young for
young man company. Ask your pa-
rents to make decision.

LIKELY YOUNG MAN
CAN WIN SWEETHEART

C. B. T. writes;: I am a young man
of 20 past., Possess good habits. I do
not indulge in drinking nor smoking,

inor the wrong kind of companionship.
| Welghing against this, I am very

bashful. I like a young lady with
trua regard. BShe seems to care for
1. Kindly adwvise how to find this
out and be sure of myself.”

Follow your desire by asking if she
cares for you and each has friendship
for another. Then there is no reason
why you ghould not succeed.

, LAW.

014 Ebenezer Skeezicks

‘Was as crooked as could be—

He had a pile of money

For he practiced jusury;

And though they oft indicted him
He nlwpys got away,

For they didn't spell Bis name right
Or they blotted out an “a.”

He took the widow’s pennles,

And he took the orphan’s cash;
Bome folks might say he acted

In & manner fairly rash;

-But Ebenezer Skeezicks

Had wise lJawyers, as you can see,
For they found a misplaced comma,
Or a misconstructed “t.”

Old Ebenezer Skeezicks

Up and dled of a disease; ,

He knocked upon the yearly gates
‘Where Peter holds the keya;

Bt. Peter read his records,

.And, said he: “My friend, to helll”
(For an "¢ had been omitted,

And the D" was written “I").
—Harlowe R. Hoyt in Cleveland
Leader.

NS AN Ny
LITTLE BENNY'S

NOTEBOOK
. (By Les Pape)

N

Us fellos was tawking about awto-
mobeel racing and how far awey the
stars are and different things, and I
sed, Lets get up sumthing.

All rive, wat? sed Pud Simkins.

1 dont no, I sed, and Sam Crawss
sed, Lets play, Terks.

How, we all sed, and Sam sed, Ob-
duct wimin and children. And we all
started to argew about who was going
to be Terks and who was going to be
wimin and children, everybody wunt-
ing to be Terks, and 8id Hunt sed,
Herray, here comes the wimin and
children. . Meening Puds Simkinses
sissy cuzzin Persy coming up the
street, and we all started to yell like
Terks and ran down and got erround
him, saying, Obduct them, obduct
them, wimin and childern ferst.

Your wimin and childern, and we
are Terks, heds up, you are going to
be obducted, sed Bd Wernick.

And the Terks all started to yell and
push the wimin and childern up the
street to lock kim in the church ygrd
velling, Obduet them gall, spare no
mercy.

Bhow no quarter, yelled 8ld Hunt

Wats that Meen? I sed.

1 dont know, I saw [t in a book. sed
8id. And we keéepp on pushing the
wimin and childern and the wimin and
childern/ started to bite and kick
mnd scratch sumthing fearse.

Hay, cut that out, that aint lady-
like, sed  8Skinny Martin after the
wimin and childern had kicked him
in the shin. And the wimin and
childern kicked him in the uther shin:
and Bkinny jumped back and the
wimin and childern escaped and ran
down the street a humming and the
Terks got up & game of prizners’ base
being less dangerous.

The old training ship Severn left
Panama for Norfolk, in tow of the
colller Nereus. .
FUNERAL BOUQUETS

AND DESIGNS.

JOHN RECK-& BON.
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DOMESTIC HELPS AND
AIDS TO HOUSEWIVES

(Continped.)
7 GHAPTER VI
Harrigan, That's Me! .
E&ER before had the air ef
N that long, paneled room been
so surchiged with half sup-
pressed hilarity. At first ber
father merely scowled at Barbara's in-
termittent little gurgles, which refused
| tastay entirely pent up. He frowned at
| her seemingly inane Interruptions of
i the technical discussion into which he
bad immediately plunged with the
" East Coast company’s engineer until
' he coumld mo longer ignore the smile
which pulled at the lips of the latter,
too, at every fresh attempt of the girl
| to swing the comversation into an ut-
| terly irrelevant channel. He looked
| around the table ghen and caught the
! gleam fn Caleb’s eyes. He took note of
| Miss Sarah's {lluminated face and gave
| Way to a burst of guernlousness not all
| simmlation,

“What is the joke?" he demanded in
2 volice that set them all to rocking in
their Chairs, “Let me in on it let me
! laugh, too, if there iz anything worth
| lJanghing at. Cal, you're growing old—
old and feeble witted.”

Barbara bobbed her head meekly.

Her giggle, however, was shameless.
Allison had had experience with his
| dgughter's seeming meekness. More-
| over, the working of Caleb's and Sa-
{ rah's faces baffled him. He waited,
| fuming.
» *“Just before you and Uncle Cal came
In we—we were talking about the
weather,” the girl gurgled, “Mr. O'Mara
prédicted it wonld rain soon, and I just
wanted to ask him what made him
think so.”

It was.very qulet for a moinent.
Bteve sat, a little red of face himself,
gazing acrpss into the girl's starry eyes,

“Go ahead,” she prompted him, with
& gusp.

Then his lips began to curl until a

{le overspread his face and half
cl his eyes. He leaned back and

quaintly boyish treble.

“I wa'n't guessin’,” he averred sober-
1y, “ner I wa'n't thinkin’ it will. It'll
jest be rainin’ come sun up, and it be
good fer till Wednesday fer sure.”

At the beginning of that gquavering
statement Dexter Allison's lips fell
apart. They remained open long after
Bteve had finishell. Once he started to
rise, and then dropped back into his
chair, dumfounded. /There was no
doubt comcerning the success of his
deughter's query. At last he got to

up to his own.

“You,” he murmured weakly. “You!
And Elliott sald that you could out-
gress dear old Mother Nature hergelf!
Well, I—F'm blanked!” '

They talked no more business at
table that morning, end Allison foupnd
scant opportunity to make himself
heard at all. Even the reticence which
seemed a part of Bteve's grave face
and big body was swept aside hefore
the tumult of questions that tumbled
from Barbara’s lips, promptly to be

ted by Caleb whenever her
breath gave omt. . :

It was minutes before Allison could
wedge in a single remark, longer than
that beforg he stopped frowning to
himself in a fashion which made Caleb
remember that moment of inexplicable
vehemgnce outside on the veranda.
They had tetrogressed as far as the
“4njine"—the “steam injing”"—when Al-
lison finally made himself heard. '

“What I cen’t remember is just why
¥ou left us so suddenly. I know it was
some sort of a rumpus, with Barbara
in ft—there’'s always a woman, of
course—but I can't recall”’—

He paused to ponder—pansed and be-
came aware immediately of Barbara's
swift sllence and Bteve's hint of self
consclousness. Then it all to
him with a rush. He had his turn,

“Oh, but I do remember,” he
drawled. “Why, of course—of course!
It was a matter of knight errantry and
ladies fair! But who was it whose
choice conflicted with your own?"

He cocked his head on one side, mock
thoughtful; then he fell to pbunding
his knee and roared with laughter.

“Archie Wickersham!' he shouted.
“Archie Wickersham—oh, Lord! I nev-
er really appreclated that melee until
this minute. And you promised that
you'd be back, didnit you, and—well,
b'gad, here you are! Shake hands
again, Bteve. And, if 1 may be par-
doned the fdiom, allow me to assure
¥ou that it was some battle!”

If it did nothing else, Allison’s pon-
derous raillery served ome end. It re-
moved any sentimental awkwardness
which might have attached to the epi-
sode, and yet the girl rather resented
its belng so completely reduced to
terms of farce comedy. When the men
rose, after breakfast, to go down into
the town, she, too, declared her inten-
tlon of accompanying them, as though
it were the expected thing. She cross-
ed the lawn at Steve's side, shead of
her father and Caleb, with Miss Sarah
watching from the door. Both men

their eyes u
short skirt

the slender figure in
d wooly sweater beside

the taller ome in blue fiannel ‘before

raised obediently a quainfly solemn,

his feet and padded around the table. |
With a hand on either of the boy's |
shoulders he turned thatbrowned face |

walked for a short time in silence, |

them. And, as usual, Alllson was the
first to speak.

“Now I know what you meant when
you referred to that trip up the west
branch, Cal,” be sald. “And you were
right. It does take stuff to make that
sort of gentleman. Isn't there any-
thing more fo tell me? I am truly in-
tereated, Cal”

Bo Caleb told him then of *“Old
Tom's" tin box. And while he was ex-
plaining the man and girl ahead, all in
one breath, skipped back to that day
before yesterday, now msgny years
gone. There was a quallty of cama-
raderie in the girl's half parted lips
and eager impulsiveneas of tongue that
morning that was entirely boyisbh. But
when Hteve finally ssked for Devereau
—QGarry Devereau, who had followed

him to the, bedge gap that day and
laid one hand upon his bowed, shamed
shpulder —the light went from Bar-

bara’s eyes. And Stephen O'Mars, who
did mot understand at first the gunick
hurt which entered them, stopped smil-
ing too. p

“I Hked him,” Steve psaid simply.
“I've always remembered and Hked
Thinking of him snd—and—has
often kept mie from being too lonely
nights, when I was lonely enough.”

“Do you remember a little girl who
was at our place the summer you were
here?” Barbara then ssked. “A pals,
red lipped. very sby little thing named
Mary Graves?™

Stephen nodded.

“And do yon remember how even
then Garry seemed to eare for her?,
He was always supercillons with she
rest of us; he tormented us or ignoted
us entirely, but never her.”

Again the inclination of the head.

“Well. he¢ grew up just that way,"”
Barbara went on, thoughtfolly. “One
never could tell what wgs behind his
indifference or—or flippancies. He
mocked at things, customs and courses
of action, which we have come to ac-
cept and—and recognize. But he was
ﬂsqs gentle with her, and kind, and
—ob.. 7 think reverend is the right
word! Now, knowing Garry as I do—
as you will when yon see him again—
the phrase may seem a strange one to
apply to him. And yet it describes best
his bearing toward Mary Graves two
years ago.”

She was walking sgore slowly now,
without knowing it.

.He loved her with his whole soul,
Mr. O'Mara, and she married another
man, almost without & word of expla-
natfon to bim. Nobody ever cited Garry
as a shining example, but he—that man
whom Mary Graves married—had an
unspeakable racord! Her family “made
the match—the newspapers call it a
union of America's fairest youth and
powerful millions, don't they? Waell,
bhe had themm—and she married him.
And Garret Devereau dropped out of
the for a Jong time,

“It was a year before be came back,
People had already begun to talk about
the way hia father had gone before him
—he shot himself, Mr, O'Mara, when he
became tired of walting for Garry's
mother to return—and when Garry re-
appeared they talked more. I never
knew before that a change so terrible
eould take place in any one go much a
man as I know Garry to be. It's not
just his face and his
silence. It's not the fact alone that he
drinks too much and shows it pitifully.
It's—oh, it's the pity that a brain so
keen mqld 80 deliberately commit gui-
cide.

“They’ve begun to drop Mr.
O'Mara, and you kmow what that
means. But I'll always care for
deeply. That's why I lave asked
up this fall. Don't you think you could
come dowh again Friday if you have to
go back into the woods before then?
I'm going to have a party for some)
week end guests, a masque dance.
Garry needs his friends now more than
he ever dld, and—and wben you meet
him will you—will you, please, not let
bhim see that you notice how much he
hag changed ?”

They found the conversation some-
how less easy after that. Morrison
had grown inconceivably in those elaps-

ed years. It was no longer a river vil- |/

lage. Morrison was a city now.
Onge when a squatly huge, red head-
ed, red shirted riverman with a week's

dreadful |

red stubble upon his cheeks lurched

out of & doorway ahead of them snd
stood snarling malevolently at O'Mara
the girl shrank against her companion
and clutched his arm. The red shirted
one fell to singing after they had
passed. A maudlin rendition of “Har-
rigan, That's Me,” followed them long
after they bhad rounded a corner. Steve
looked down and smiled casunlly into
Barbara's wide and startled eyes.

“That's a river boss,” he explained,
“enjoying what he considers a roaring
good time. His npame is Harrlgan. He
works on the Reserve company's cut,
which we are to move in the spring,
and whenever he has had a trifie more
than enough he always sings that song.
He's willing to fight, too, to prove that
| it was written especially for him!"

“He's not exactly a friend of yours,
is he?" she sald.

“Well, not exwrctly,” Steve admitted. |

“Or in any ofher,” the girl persirted.
and sbe glanced down st her hand, stfil
Iying upon the blue fAsarel sieave.
“Did you know that your arm grew as
bard as from for an instapt? I never

The Girl Shrank Againet Her Compan~ |

ion and Clutched His Arm.
knew that any one’s arm could grow
as hard as that. And is that the way
you always prepare to receive your—
friends?"

» .

“Perhaps I'm overcautions,” he re-

umpecessary
Joe Morgan—¥at Joe to the river front

¥

at last direct]ly in front
the roadside. Btepben O'Mara

a moment the level, measuring

of its rider hefore Mirlam Burrell turn-
ed to Barbam.

“I've enjoyed exceedingly
ing canter, Bobs," her

“Not when be Is In that frame otrl DR TR - 615" Tedfteeeiy
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