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Gigantic Fraud Exposed and
Money Orders Intercepted by
the Postal Officials.

[Leslie’s Monthly for June

One of the most typlecal of the frauds
carried out through the mails was one
wherein the receiver of the circular was
told that he was entitled to a prize
which he had won from a magazine
called the Mississippi Valley Planter,
published by the Mississippl Valley
Publishing Company.

The real kernel was the statement
that the recipient of the circular was
entitled to a certain prize which would
be shipped on receipt of the freight
charges. In nearly every case the ad-
dressee had won premium number
seven. A “horse and Lilly buggy and
harness, valued at two hundred and
seventy five dollare.” With equally
remarkable uniformity, the freight
charges were placed at twenty nine
dollars and sixty cents.

Never was a bubole blown with less
actual soap. There had never been
such a concern us the Mlsslsalppl
Valley Publishing Company, or such
a publication as the Mississippi Valley
Planter.

The fraud order intercepted six hun-
dred money orders and a number of
registered letters. All these people,
with the hundreds who had come before
them, were reaching out after valuable
prizes which they, in the nature of
things, must have known they had
never earned or even competed for.
“He has mistaken me for some one else,
but I'll take the horse and buggy just
the same,” must have been the thought
which flashed through those six hun-
dred heads, and it is an unpleasant
commentary on the wickedness of
human nature. The prime swindler
simply makes victims of men not un-
willing to be his accomplices.

e
An Elastic Religion Needed.
[Keokuk Gate City.] -

The Rev. V. B. Carroll, a southern
clergyman, tells the following story:
“We were driving out one Sunday from
Decatur when we came upon a negro
with a club In his hand and a freshly
killed 'possum on his shoulder. We
stopped to examine his prize, and the
colonel sald:

“ My friend, you know it is Sunday?

“‘Sartin, boss.’

“‘Are you a religious man?

“q are. I'se jist on my way home
from church.’

“‘And what sort of religion have you
got that permits you to go hunting on
Bunday?*

“'Religion? Religion? queried the
man, as he held the 'possum up with
one hand and scratched his head w'th
the other. ‘Does you 'spect any black
man in Alabama is gwine to tic hisself

,up to any religion dat ‘lows a 'possum
to walk right acroes the recad ahead of

him an' git away frae? No, ®ah! A|Foley's Kidney Cure. Sold by B. A, | Passed, an’ then we come together.|ypowed when I heard him on the stand | knees an' couldu't hardly stand. My!eyes from the floor
religion which won't bend & 1'ttia when | Morgan. Some o' the crowd parted us, but I was | _¢hat he was lyin’ to save my meck. o b 00081 8 PHSID GRES HE His voice rang harshly through the
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'stablished ‘rcunld yere
oreachers in {h2 universa.
Working Night and Day.

The busiest and mightiest little thing
that ever was made is Dr. King's New
Life Pills. These plils change weak-
ness inte strength, listlessness into
energy, brain fag into mental power.
They're wonderful In building up the

Donald & Mahood.

Only $7.50 to St. Louis and Return.

From Marshalltown, via the Iowa
Central Rallway.
11th and 25th, with return limit of sev-
en davs, exclusive of date of sale, gond
in chair cars and coaches. This 's
your chance to take in the world’'s fair
at an extremely low rate.
trains daily, carrying dining cars, thru
coaches, ete. All trains pass in full
view of expos‘tion buildings and stop
at main entrance to grounds.
agents for particulars or address A, B
Cutts, G. P. and T. A. Minneapol:s,

Minn,

Special Tourist Rates to Points
Canada.

The Chicago Great Western railway

will sell round trip tickets at one fare

in

plus $2 to points in Canada. Tick-
ets on sale up to September 30th;
For

good returning to October 31st.
further information apply to J. R. Har-
ding, agent, Marshalitown, la.

Low Excursion Rates to West Baden
and French Lick Springs.

Via the Northwestern Line. Excur-
sion tickets will be sold July 22 to 25,
inclusive,
gust 11, inclusive, on account of the
annual convention Commercial Law
League of America. Apply to agents
Chicago & Northwestern Rallway.

Bronchitis for Twenty Years.
Mrs. Minerva Smith, of Danville, Ill,
writes: “I had bronchitis for twenty
years and never got rellef until I used
Foley's Honey and Tar, which is a sure
cure.” Sold by B. A. Morgan.

Excursion Tickets to Omaha, Neb.
Via the Northwestern Line, will be

limited to return until July 25, In-
clusive, account of joint meeting Ger-
man Veteran Society of Iowa and Ne-
braska. Apply to agents Chicago &
Northwestern railway.

Very Low Rates to St. Paul, Minn.

Via the Northwestern line. Excur-
sion ticketd will be sold at one fare
plus 50 cents, on July 14, 15, 16, 17 and
18, with favorable return limits, on ac-
count of triennial convention L. C. B,
A. Apply agents Chicago & North-
western railway.

$7.50 to St. Louis and Return Via Chi-
cago Great Western Railway.
Tickets on sale July 11 and 25. For
further Information apply to J. R
Harding, agent, Marshalltown, Iowa.

A. R. Bass, of Morgantown, Ind., had
to get up ten or twelve times In the
night, and had a severe hackache and
pains in the kidneys. Was cured by

a fat 'possum heads you off cculdn't be |

Tickets on sale July |
|  George Buckley threw himself lntn!

Two thru |

Call on |

limited to return until Au-|

sold at reduced rates July 23, and 24, |
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By WILL N.

Substitute

Copyright, 1903, by HARPER & BROT HERS

HARBIN,

Author of “Abner Daniel,” “The
Land of the Changing Sun,” “The
Nerth Walk Mystery,” Etc.

| the chair at the table. There was a
pause. A train passed on the track
| within twenty yards of the rear door
| of the warchouse, and the floor shook.
A plstol shot was heard, followed hy
the yelping of a wounded dog at the
other end of the street.  The town slept.
“George,” began the merchant In a
strange husky voice, *you are now
meetin' the biggest trouble of yore
whole life. 1 was Jest about yore age,
an’ everything was about as promisin’,
| when my trouble overtook me, George”
| —the old man gulped—*“did you ever
| hear that I—killed a feller Jest at the
| close o' the war?"”
| Buckley stared steadily, his brows
| raised.
| “I think—yes, I knew about it. But I
didn't think you"— The young man
seemed unable to formulate his
thoughts into words. “I knew you
were acquitted and that nobody blamed
you.” ‘

“Yes, T was acquitted, but how—ah,
how? You wonder why you was se-
lected to go through yore present trial,
an’ I've wondered many an' many a
time why mine was put on me. The
whole world thinks I don't bother
about it, but few folks know about the
vermin that's gnawin’ at the secret
gouls of their neighbors. Why, my
own wife don't know my feelin's. 1
reckon she thinks I'm as happy as the
average man. That's the trouble with
| jest—jest that sort of a thing. It hain't

| what folks will dare mention to the
person concerned, an’ somehow he
never kin bring it up. I sald I'd never
had it mentioned to me, but I did
about five year ago. I'd been makin’
a sort of a pet of a little, yaller haired
‘child stoppin’ at the Johnston house
with her ma fer the summer, an' one
day, settin’ up thar in the office, I tuck
'er on my knee. She sorter squirmed
-off, an’ when I asked 'er what was the
matter she said she'd beard I'd killed
a man. It set me back so that I didn't
detain 'er, an' she looked scared ever’
time I passed whar she was at. Huh!
Talk about trouble, George, yore'n
bain't a circumstance! I had jest got
married, an’ ever'thing looked bright.
“It was at an election. The feller
was a friend o' mine, but a few years
younger. We was on opposite sides
an’ had sharp words, The lie was

a ragin’ demon. I was a drinkin’ man
then—that is, [ took a dram occasion-
ally—an’ I got full aa' went home fer
a revolver. Then I set out to find 'im.
It was about 10 o'clock at night when
I run acrost 'im at a livery stable, a
old sghack at t'other end o' the town.
| He was in the back end with Hank
Williams, the man that run it, an’ I
heard ‘im tellin® Hank good night an'
seed 'fm n-comin’,

didn't, I hated 'lm with the hate of
hell, an’ I wanted—] wanted 'im out
of the way. I drawed as he come

nigh, an’ 1 think 1 cussed 'Im. 1 re-
member he was a-gazin' right at me—
scared—scared mighty nigh out o' his
senses.  He raised his han's sorter,
like a body will to ward off anything,
but the revolver was aimed right, an’
cocked an’ easy on trigger, an’ it went
off.”

Hillyer paused. His bands were fold-
¢d one in the other, and both were
quivering. George Buckley was star-
ing at him with bewildered fixity, his
Jong, slender hand stayed in his heavy
hair.

“I'm sorter scared at the sound o' my
own volce,” said EHillyer. “It's like
somebody else was a-tellin’ about it.
I hain't even whispered it to myse'f.
An’' in all my prayers in regard to it I
never have spoke his name ur the name
o' the erime. I always sald, ‘You know
what I mean, Lord. Show me how to
unload it!" Well"—Hillyer swallowed—
“he fell dead in his tracks, I was
sober in a second. I heard Willlams
a-comin’, an’ when he seed me an’ the
smokin’ pistol an’ my deed he give a
little ¢ry an’ started to break an' run,
but I th'owed the revolver down an’
called to 'im an’ begged 'lm not to
leave. Then I stoxl in a hoss stall
while Be went an' examined—the body.
I couldn’t tetch it. 'Then he come back
to me an’ told me Lynn Hambright
was a corpse. Thar ‘was a plle o’ dirty
bay in the stall, an’ X remember I jest
fell on it, face downward, an’ begun to
cry an’ beg the Lord to save me.

“Wwillinms had a heart like a child’s.
He stood thar an’ watched an’ listened
to my ravin’s of fear an’ regret till all
at once he begun tryin’ to pacify me.
He told me I'd come clear; that it was
in self defense; that he had seed it all
an’ would go on the stand an’ testify
in my behalf. I know now—in fact, I

I dido’t know what |
I was a-doin’—as Ged is my judge, 1|

but I wanted to escape the penally an’'
couldn’t ‘a' stopped 'im. The fear o
meetin’® my God was awful. I waso't
even jallal. It was In unsettled times
Jest after the war. My folks was prom-
inent, an’ public sympathy fer me,
young as I was, was high. The hard-
est thing of all to bear was the grief of
Hambright's mother.
i ud mighty nigh kill
| Youngest an’ pet.
| er amounted to anything an’ had gone
I west an’ left ‘er,

‘er.

That crime is
1 often

| knows, not i my own.
before me, wakin® or sleepin’.

idn--l:n that I
| light gives that the lie. Seemed like
| ever'thing I went into turned out mon-
: ey, an’ I prospered, though T did all I
could to alleviate suffering an' help
the different churches. Mrs. IHam-
bright jest had a little farm over in the
mountains that turned out a bare liv-
in’, an' I «ent a friend to ‘er to offer
her help, but she indignantly refused
it.
but she'd never come nigh whar [ was
at. Then I heard she was tryin' to git
a pension through congress. Her hus-
band had claimed to be a Union man,
an’' that he was forced into the Con-
federate ranks, whar he fit an’ was
killed, an’ somebody told 'er she was
entitled to a pension. Old Trabue tuck
up the clnim an' writ on about it to
Washington, an’ one day he happened
to tell me that he had had a final de-
cisfon an' that she couldn’t git it an’
that he hated to have to tell 'er the

to her that the pension was allowed,
an' I paid the $156 a month, I've been
doin’ it fer twenty year now, an' it
has kept 'er from sufferin’, but I'm in
mortal dread o' her findin' out whar
the money comes from an' sellln’ her
place to repay it. She’s still in good
health over thar in the mountains.
About once a year, generally in the
fall, she comes in town, but she shirks
meetin® me, Somehow I always breathe
| freer when she's gone out o' town.
The sight of 'er fetches it all back
wuss than anything else. I've tried to
find out what she thinks about it now,
but she never mentions the subject to
a pgoul. I've suffered the torments of
the damned. I made a public confes-
slon in meetin’, as well as I could, to
show my contrition without implicatin’
Hank Williams, but it didn’t do a speck
o' good. All the members swarmed
round me and patted me on the back
an’ said T was nigh the throne, but
the'r pats jest seemed to beat my guilt
deeper in. 1 was afeard o' the slight-
est sound at night or my shadow in
daytime an’ was always countin’ on
beln’ tuck off by disease. One mornin’,
in shavin', I noticed a little red spot
on my cheek an' tuck It fer a cancer.
I was shore then that the Lord intend-
ed to make me die a slow, loathsome
death, an’ all at once I felt weak at the

It looked like it |
He was her |
Iler other boys ney- |

Finally I come clear |
in the eves o the world, but, as God

never done It, an’ day- |

She'd comwe in town once in awhile, |

outcome. Then I got him to pretend |

| wn come an' found me. I didn't tell
| her about my cancer, an’ she thought
| I was jest sick from some'n’ I'd eat,
| an’ when the doctor come I was afeard
| to tell 'im about the sore place. He

left some medicine, an' I made out like
I tuck it, but I th'owed It away. After
that I'd make a point to stop an’ talk
to 'Im every day to see ef he'd notice
my face an' speak of it, but he didn't.
I've started up to his office fifty times

an’' backed out, jest beca'se I coulkdn’t

bear to be told that it was a cancer.

Howsomever, one day, when It was

| more inflamed than ever, I went te his

oflice—as weank as a sick kitten, feelin’
jest llke a man goin’ to the scaffold.

I went in an' set down an’ walted fer

! 'im to git through with somebody else,
an’ when he turned to me I said, ‘Doe,
I want you to take a look at my face.’
He put on his specks an’' examined it;
then he laughed an’ said: ‘I'll bet a dol-
lar you thought it was a cancer. Folks

; nowadays 1s more anxious to ralse can-

i cers 'an they are good taters.’ ‘But

ain't 1t? I axed "im.

. hain't nothin’ o' the sort. Ef you'll
quit rubbin’ it every minute in the day
an’ stop thinkin' about it, it'll go away

| in & week." I felt as light as a feather

| when I left him, but it wasn’t twenty-
| four hours 'fore I had some other ail-
| ment.

| *“I was always lookin' fer the Lord

| to show designs agin me. Fer ore

| thing, no children come to me 'n’ Mar-
tha, an' I interpreted that as meanin’
that, sence I'd put life out o' the world,

I shouldn’t fetch it in. Most married

folks worry when they hain’t got some

| offspring, but it worried me powerful.
| I never seed a happy child or a proud

! mother an' father without feelin’ the

| Lord’s rebuke. Obh, George, George,

{ I've led the most awful life that was

| ever led by a human bein’, it seems to

| me—an' I kept it all to myself, smilin’

I along with the rest, an’ tryin’ to find
some loophole of escape. Now bere's

|

| odd, but I've started in to explain in

full, an’' I'm goin' to do it. You know
| 1 used to pass yore pa’s place pretty
| often, goin' to my river mill an’ farm,
an’ at the mill I frequently seed you
| comin’ on that swaybacked old mare,
a-straddle of yore bag o' shelled corn,
barefooted even in winter, with yore
hands an’ feet cracked with the cold.
It was common report about how bad
you was treated by yore daddy an’
what a awful character he had. May-
be you remember the talk me 'n’ you
had, an’ how you told me how anxious
you was to git schoolin’ an' books.
That was the fust day after my crime
that I got a beam of spiritual light. It
come all over me like a flash that ef I
could take you out’n yore degradation
an’ ralse you to a respectable, useful
place in life I counld atone in part for
what I'd done. Do you remember that
day, George?”

George Buckley started, ralsed his

‘No,” sald be, 'lt'

whar you come in, an' you'll think it'

the haggard face before him and said:

“Yes, sir, I remember that day."”

‘“well, I conldn’t git away from the
fdea. As I say, it was the fust bit of
light I'd had. The following winter
| yon remember my proposal. Somehow
1 was even then afeard you'd refuse,
but you went off to school. An’' then
the weight and bitterness of my heart
secmed to lessen, for every report I had
was glorfous. You stood head; you
made the best speeches; you had the
| most friends among teachers an’ puplils.
| Oh, George, George, you don't know
| what it meant to me; you seemed to be
| totin’ me out of a rushin’ river—a river
{ pushin’ towArd helll Then you know
| about the job I give you here after you
| graduated; every dollar you laid up an’
| properly invested was proof to me that
| God had heard my long prayer an' was
| answerin’ it in his own way. I was
puttin’ into life a man fer one I had
| tuck out. Only one hitch occurred, an’
| that was when they threatened yore pa
| with arrest fer pennin’ up them hogs.
Then you got desperate an’ started in to
drinkin’. But we squashed that, an' it
!went on smooth again till this—this
| late matter. And now—oh, George, I'm
| afeard—I'm afeard the Lord or the
'devil, or both combined, have been
‘leadin’ me through all this road o'
| promise jest in order to let me fall the
 harder. I've come here tonight to pray
to you—yes, to you—to save me. If you
go down, I do too. Now you see what
ft all meant an’ what it means to me.
| I'm in yore hands, my boy. As God’s
agent, you hold me in the palm o’ yore
. band.”
| The old man's voice broke. He made
an effort to say something more, but
choked up, and, with his gaze on the
ragged rug in front of him, he sat quite
motionless except for bhis heaving
shoulders. George Buckley bent for-
ward, his hands tightly clasping each
'other. Without a word he rose and
went with a steady step out into the
darkness of the warehouse. Hliliyer
heard his crunching tread as he walk-
ed back and forth over the grrain
 strewn floor, and he knelt beside the
;bedand tried to. pray the prayer that
! had rung in his old brain for thirty
{ years, but somebow the worn words
refused to come. George Buckley’s si-
'lence was against him. His long de-
layed doom lurked in the dark silence
of the great house, and in a moment
George Buckley would calmly bring it
forth and show it to him. Suddenly
from the darkness he heard a stifled
cry as of pain; then & heavy weight
went down—George Buckley had fall-
en. A cold sweat broke out on the
merchant’s face. He feared he knew
not what, but he feared. Was his
doom about to show itself in a more
tragic shape than he had ever dreamed
of its taking? He stood up and slowly
crept rather than walked to the door
of the room. Stinding there, he found
his voice and cried out:

“George, are you hurt?”

Buckley lying on his side behind a
great pile of corn in bags.

“I'm sorry to bother you,” the young
man sald humbly, “but I've got my
foot caught in a hole in the floor, and I
can't poesibly get it out.” : 4

“Oh, George!” the merchant gasped,
and, placing the lamp on the floor, he
raised the young man in his arms, and
together they mansged to release the =
imprisoned member. 3

“Thank you, Mr, Hillyer.” The arm
of the young man still lay on the old
man’s shoulder, and i{nstead of remov-
Ing it he pressed it down tenderly.

“I want to say something,” be said,
“but I'm afrald I can't. Mr. Hillyer, 4
you have made a man of me tonight.: =
You've taught me a great lesson. ¢
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You
met your trouble as early in life as Ii
am meeting mine, and yet you have| . =
borne yours llke a soldier for thirty:
years. I've been a coward, weak and’
shirking, but from tonight on I'm go-
big room. There wag no answer.
“George! George! Are you thar?” -
£till no respouse. " il
Hillyer leaned against the door fac-
ing. His knees were weak; he was
about to sink to the floor. Then he
heard George Buckley calling to him.
“Mr. Hillyer,” came in a faint volce,
*please bring the lamp back here!”

-

to show him—what? ¢ bl
Taking the lamp In his quivering
hand, the merchant went back in the
rear. At first he could see »
for he was dazed by the light, but he =
ing to fight as you have done. You've S
saved me, Mr. Hillyer.” Buckley turn-.
ed the old man’s face toward him.
“You know I never had a father I
could love and respect, but I love and
venerate you, sir, You can count on
me, Mr. Hillyer. I was drunk when ¢
spoke as I did just now. I'm M%{
now. I hope you will pardon me.” g ;
“Oh, Georgel” That was all the old
man could say; he had begun to |
like a child, \ ¢
Buckley took up the lamp. “Yes,”
snid as he led the way back to his
room, “I'm all right now, Mr. Hilly
An hour ago I had nothing to en
age me to keep on, but you bave set
me on my feet. Your long trouble has
made a good man of you; perbaps Prov-
idence intends to give me the.same sort .
of chance. If that's the plan, I'll acce;
the terms, for I'd go through it all to
as good as you are, even wh
head is white and I stoop th
grave, Whntyondklinbllnﬂ.m
ful passion was nothing—nothing! My,
actions tonight on account of Mlﬁ”
cannot help were simply insanity.” .
(To Be Continued.)

C. M. Johnston, Middleton—I woﬂ. J
not keep house without Hollister's
Rocky Mountain Tea. It's a great
ily medicine; has kept my fam
the past ten years. 35 cents, t

T
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ARIS, July 2.—Parls, as every
. one knows, has the reputation
of being the most beautiful
> city in the world. During the
last few days the Ville Lumiere has
more than lived up to her renown. In
fact, every nook and corner of the gay
capital has been a mass of blooming
flowers, every householder competing
for the prize given by a society called
e Nouveau Paris, which for two years
pas held a flowery competition for the
pest decorations of windows and bal-
ronies. Paris is singularly adapted for
such floral decorations, owing to the
ernamental facades of the houses and
the many balconies, which if adorned
with plants and flowers would trans-
form monotonous streets into veritable
gardens of loveliness,

This competition not only helps Paris
to uphold her enviable reputation, but
encourages culture of flowers among
the masses. The first prize, which con-
sisted of an exquisite Sevres vase pre-
sented by the minister of public in-
struction, was won by a citizen living
in the Rue du Temple, whose terraces
and balconies were gorgeously deco-
rated.

The floral show culminated in the
fetes des fleurs, which took place Sat-
urday afternoon in the Allee de Long-
champs. This flower fete is an exceed-
ingly popular function, the proceeds of
which are devoted to a fund for those
who fall victims to duty. The weather
was i{deal, and early and late the Av-
enue des Acacias was blocked with
carriages, many of them beautifully
decorated with blossoms. The prix
d'’honneur was given to an automobile
arranged to resemble a swan.

This summer the flower show was
the finest exposition de horticulture that
has taken place for a number of years.
The display of those almost human
flowers, orchids, was alone wonderful.
But perhaps the special attraction to
Parisian eyes was the charmingly ar-
ranged dinner tables. The daintiest in

whieh presented a mass of white or-
chids, white carnations and orange
blossoms mingled with feathery aspar-
agus and smilax arranged in cut glass
bowls and slim vases.

Paris can also give the sartorlal
world a lesson in the simplicity of the
linen gown, upon which subject one al-
most thought the last word had been
spoken. It is the dress par excellence
Just now—a frock to be worn in the
morning for walking, golfing and boat-
Ing. Indeed, old Neptune even claims
his right to this material, and some of
the bathing suits of the season are
built of a coarse linen. But it is the
stunning little trotteuse in linen that
especlally appeals to the Parisian.
Gowns of this sort are not mounted
over silk or strapped with cloth after
Lthe manner of some eccentricities In
linen costumes, which ornamentation is
equivalent to adorning a useful little
beast of burden with golden trap-|
pings. The latest idea i8 to trim this
serviceable frock with bias bands put
on as strappings of tawny orange linen
of oriental richness and depth. When
the linen gown is not trimmed with a
color the belt most approved by Dame
Fashion to be worn with it Is of the
new white leather In exactly the same

Simplicity In Parisian Fashions

—

sembles In design and tints the Paisley | Duran Is responsible for the scarlet and
shawls that our grandmothers wore | pink color scheme, and with such a

with such pride. These modernized
eastern newcomers which will girdle
the slim walst of the summer girl are

to be donned with the simplest kind of | again abroad in the land.
morning dresses, and they give just the a
dash of color that is often the making |
These scarfs are |

of the simple tollet.

precedent we feel perfectly assured in
mingling the nuances.

The high crowned picture hat 1is
It came in
few weeks ago with the pointed
bodices. The cause for this effect is
not difficult to €ind, as the Parisian al-

awfully attractive to wind about a rush | ways studies the silhouette of the hat

straw hat or as a stock for the neck ot
the linen dress.

Another innovation developed here is
the wearing of large hats with short
skirts, a practice hitherto tabooed by
women “in the know.” As to the hats
of the moment, they present as many
different aspects as the chameleon, but
the fiat has gone forth that with the
white costume a colored chapeau is de
rigueur. This certainly gives to a white
toilet more individuality than a hat of
the same genre. A woman may wear
the most stunning gown of white cost-
ing a fabulous sum and another mon-
daine a frock of inexpensive muslin,
yet if a member of the masculine gen-
der were to describe each frock he
would do so by saying “Mrs. B. wore
white and Miss C. wore white"—a dis-
couraging lack certainly of apprecia-
tion, and 1 fmagine that the color note
has been introduced to assist the
chronicler in his descriptions. Very
striking and quite a specimen of what
is worn ovér here by the swagger wo-
man was a tollet geen recently of white
net with a large hat of scarlet straw

1h
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A GROUP OF PARISIAN JULY GOWNS.

Paradise plumes seem is likely to hold its own until the end

and the gown.

toux's the other day. It was of sturdy
and ultra fashionable manila straw.
rolled up on each side in an alluring
fashion and was trimmed with folds of
brown and orange velvet, and under
the brim becomingly reposed an enor-
mous orange rose the like of which
never was on land or sea. Still this
freak of nature made a brave glow of
color, and its raison d'etre was there-
fore apparent. On gowns and hats this
orange tone as a supplementary shade

Just the right kind of trimming for | of the season

affairs. Muslin shady
hats are much worn by young girls
this summer, and when the daughtey
of the house coaxes the long suffering
father of the family to let her have
wash hat the poor,

these picture

milliners have joined forces with him, !
and ignorance is bllss until the bill is |
presented. The smartest shady muslin
hats have about the crown a twist of
colored ribbon tied in front in a Char-
lotte Corday bow.

I must tell you about a charming lt-

te morping bat 1 ran agrosa gt Ree

semble etfect

]
a )
deluded creature |
consents and thinks that for once t!u-k

The sunshade and the hat have form-
ed an alliunce as to color. and this en-
Is excecdingly pretty, evi-
lencing that thoughtful consideration
which always makes for smartness,
When showers descend and overtake
the unwary all is well if a waterproof
parasol is in the hanpd.
pluies of the storin proof sort are
prettier than ever and are shown with
dainty checked and figured borders and
are nothin_ like the plain and servicea-
ble affalrs of last veur.

The capricious French mondalne has | flounced with organdie ruffles put on

declared the taffata fxock de mode. and | ver% fak goart, /QThe corsage is gath-

1t

The new para- |
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In looking around a smart assemblage
‘fn the afternoon this particular dress is
decidedly “found wanting.” The fas-
| dioug Paristan woman does not con-
| slder the taffeta costume her style, and
| the long shouldered and much befrilled
era to which this dress belongs has
| wearied her so that she will have none
|cf it or of the 1830 bonnet, This same
lady is, however, practical in her
whims, and in some occult fashion has
digcovered that the ordinary book mus-
[Hn. sold for a song, has when washed
the appearance of expensive linen lawn.
Consequently toilets in this muslin are
being created by the score.

Speaking of sweet simplicity, there is
a most attractive Indian dimity which
will prove {rresistible to summer femi-
ninity. This fabric has better weéaring
qualities than muslin and is softer and
more adaptable than linen. A gown of
Indian dimity I really coveted was of
white sprigged with small green and
pink flowers, the skirts made in three
tiers, headed with bands of white lawn
embroidered in green and pink French
dots of rather generous size. The walist

fastened in the back, and the front had |
a wide box plait cut out at the neck to|
display a chemisette of tucked mull
Capelike shoulder draperies of the dim-
ity were edged with the dotted bands.
| The sleeves were large puffs meeting
cuffs of white dotted lawn.

Quite as dainty is a frock of cream
organdie flowered all over with a de-
sign of old green. The jupe is prettily

Wi s S

|ur embroidery or lace medallions, the

| neck cut out and was finished by em-

ered beneath an empiecement of lace,
around which are folds of the organdle
and a ruching of frayed out pink taf-
feta. The taffeta also makes the folded
girdle and bands the puffed elbow
sleeves,

On many of the elaborate summer
costumes mousseline de soie flower
trimming is used. This adornment is
dainty and extremely easy to make.
All one has to do is to cut the material
on the cross about four inches wide,
fold it double and twist round and
round to simulate a full blown rose.
Limp stems of different lengths are
supplied by thin silk cord. .

A fad of the moment is to purchase or
have made to order dozens of hantiker-
chiefs of exquisitely fine linen and
worked in an exclusive design. In this
way the mouchoir becomes individual-
ized. What most women lack in their
sartorial endeavors is ability to grasp
one mode, nor do they understand the
relation of clothes to the wearers. It
is a nibbling here and there until the
eve, like the dove of old, wanders in
vain for a resting place,

CATHERINE TALBOT.

Shower Proof Hats.

Quite one of the latest things to save
women from the fretting and worrying
attendant upon being caught in a
shower of rain with a new hat is told
by an English visitor to Vienna. He
says that the Great park, that favorite
resort of the Viennese fashionable
world, was one day recently crowded
with gayvly dressed promenaders in
their loveliest spring attire when the
unexpected deluge suddenly descended,
with disastrous results to all except a
party of four ladies, who nevertheless
had borne the brunt of the storm like
every one else,

Removing their dripping hats and
simply giving them a gentle shaking,
these ladies then resumed their head-
gear, whereupon the flowers appeared
even fresher and more lifelike than ever.
They were the invention of a beneficent
Austrian genius who deserves the un-
dying gratitude of the feminine world
for his discovery that celluloid pre-
pared in a special way provides a mate-
rial out of which the most delicate arti-
ficial flowers of every kind can be
made, flowers that are not only almost
indistinguishable from nature’'s handi-
work, but are absolutely uninjured by
the heaviest downpour of rain.

New Collar and Cuft Sets,

Complete sets composed of collar,
cuffs and belt to match have been de-
signed to wear with the linen and cam-
bric blouses of today. They are car-
ried out in white toile embroldered
with large china blue spots, the cufls
and collar being cut into small scallops
buttonholed round the edge. Another
novelty in collars is that in white linen,
a flower design cut out over a band of
green velvet giving it a certain cachet
and style.

The New Shirt Models.

The new summer model shirts are
cut away slightly from the throat at
the sides and In a shallow V or square
in front, where unlined lace or em-
broidered chemisettes are inserted. The
neck and front are finished by a band

same trimming appearing on the cuffs
and girdle. Another model had the

broidered scallops.

Sleeves are still very large, but have
a broad cuff about six inches wide;
therefore the fullness comes just below
the elbow. The upper part may be
quite plain, although it is more effec-
tive when tucked six or seven inches

from the shoulder,

TO MAKE A SUCCESS
OF THE LAWN PARTY.

During the summer months there is
no form of entertainment so delightful
as a garden party. The size of the
party must depend upon the size of the
garden, but even if some garden parties
are glven on a magnificent scale there
is no reason why the smaller gardens
of the suburbs and country towns
should not be utilized for smaller par-
ties.

The invitations should be sent out on
“at home” cards, and in the corner
should be written or printed whatever
special attraction is offered, such as
tennis, croquet, archery or music. The
invitations should not be issued long
in advance If the weather seems unset-
tled, and as soon as the acceptances
come in catering and other arrange-
ments can commence.

The reception rooms on the ground
floor should be thrown open to the
guests. The hostess should recefve her
guests Iin the drawing room and lead
them - into the garden. The refresh-
ments should be arranged on a buffet
table in the dining room, although in
the case of a large garden party it is
usual to hire a marquee for the re-
freshments. Another room should be
set aside as a cloak room unless the
visitars come In their own carriages, in
which case they would leave wraps and
cloaks in the carriages and not re-
quire a cloak room.

Tennis is always popular at a garden
party, but the lawn may be too small
for it. Croquet and archery do not re-
quire so much room and are always en-
Joyed.

For a large party a military band
should be engaged, but for a small par-
ty it would be ostentaticus. Still, mu-
sic gives a brightness to a party which
nothing else can give, so for a small
party it is possible to engage a plano

band or a small string band or a quar- [belt. Two huge puffs gathered
tet party. deep, corded cuffs form the*
Chairs and garden seats must be|sleeves.

scattered about the garden and bright
rugs and carpets spread about the
grass for young people to sit on. Alto-
gether there should be sitting accom-
modation for about half the guests, as
most prefer to walk about, and it is
always possible to retire to the draw-
ing room for rest and shelter.

The catering can be put into the
hands of a confectioner, who will un-
dertake to supply light refreshments
and to lend all necessary plate, linen,
glass, china, cutlery, urns and buffets.
The refreshiments are of the very light-
est kind and include only tea, coffee,
lemonade, cake, biscuits, bread and
butter and berries that are in season or
fruit salads and ice cream.

The buffet should have three attend-
ants. One should pour out tea, one
coffee and the other should serve the
ices, berries and cream. The remainder
of the refreshments should be arranged
on the butfet, and the gentlemen should
hand the refreshments to the ladies.

From 4 to 7 are the regulation hours,

Furnishings For the Dressing Table,
My lady, If she is up to date in her
dressing table furnishings, will have all
these dainty accessories of crystal. The
sets comprise a pin tray and dainty
jewel case In French design and lined
with a scented cushion, on which the
gems repose. The tollet bottles, which
have come into favor once more, are
long and of a tall, graceful shape and
are covered with filigree silver or de-
pend for their beauty upon an exquisite
cut. It is hardly necessary to add that
these sets are expensive. PO
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hurst Dent of Sudeley castle was probe
ably painted by Lavinia Tyling. It is a
marvelous plece of exquisitely delicate
work. The queen Is represented with'
a locket about the size of a pin's head
hanging from her neck. Examin
through a microscope, this locket is

walst is the thing, and a host of women
tallored

maintain stoutly’ that a trim tallore
shirt walst is more chic in connection
and morning

FTEN for summer morning weag
0 the strictiy tailored shirt wailst
is not sufiiciently eiaborate.” The
fllustration shows a simple ‘waist that
supplies this want perfectiy. It is of
white and blue spotted muslin, the yoke

.

and sleeves corded to produce a
long shouldered effect. Bows of
lain blue velvet fasten the yoke

Beanty’s Enemy. /s

There never yet was a beautiful wos.
man who was not upright in figures .
That is one of beauty’s sternest rules—e
a graceful, upright carriage. Again, it
is the secret of the mysterious
we so often find about a plain feat
woman. : AT

Round shoulders are s0 ugly as to
make one look almost deformed. A
pretty face will not compensate for
round shoulders, nor, indeed, will beau=-
tiful hair, eyes or complexion. In these =
athletic days the plain girl becomes a

dangerous rival of the pretty one by
making herself graceful through the

simple means of gymnasium practice oz

the popular “exerciser.”
——————————————

Smallest Miniature In the World.
The wonderful miniature of Cathering
Parr in the possession of Mr. Brocklee

ed

seen to contain a miniature, probably
the smallest in the world, representing
King Henry VIIL seated on a throne. |
.
For Outdpor Summer Sports.

For outdoor summer sports the shirt



