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Cucked Chiflion Toques.

Aatomobile Red Petticoats Cut on the Lampshade Pat-
tern, are Aiso the Very Height of Parisian Fashion,

New York, April 4—“Do you realize
that spring is here and that one of the
most important misslons In life is to spend
hours in the park watching the arrival of
the birds and flowers and''—

“There, now, Maisie,” interrupted the
hostess, from the depths of a gilded cane

arm chair, softened with a rosy satin
cushfon, “don't be a hypocrite, remain
your own sweet natural, truthfui self and
confess you never knew there were anyl
birds or flowers to be seen yet, nor any
park; for that matter, until you put on

at that, for apparently the big rounding
turban shaped hats are not going to re-
lax in the leas: the tenacity of their held
on public esteern.. And, now, P

member this when you tob ‘uyl;‘e' rﬁ_
todue of tucked ch s gy S

on is supreme. Onto
a frame of wire a width of plisse chiffon
is wound most artistically, coming to an
airy mound over the brow and in the top
and sides of this beetling cloud, so te
s?enk a cluster, of the shaded flowers is
pianted. My sweet red togques wears a
handful of the most natural looking gera-
niums and then I fasten it on when I as-
sume it, with a pair of hat pins orna-

knees. The bottom of the lining is dis-
tended with numberiess puffings :m nar-
row vinked frills of silk, the old fashion
of the dust ruffle is revived and every-
thing in shert Is done to hold out the
pleated cioth as much as possible around
the[ fect.';ad

“I am to be reassured on that point
by you,"” said the hostess, after cougti
her stitches carefully, “for I've promlsxels
to run out to a country house during the
Easter holidaysl and that behooves me to
ﬁg; sg. tidy littie meorning suit for the

J found just what 1 wanted § r-
iwinkle blue French pepiin of a welgnhltmas
light as erenadine and made a ia prin-

cesse, but ng out from the waist in
a serles of stitched down box pleats that
please me greatly. UATes are sn

n“f:u}-:cl.atd The waist is

over a very T silk
ﬁ::u and three rows ef mﬂnkc ®
velvet worked through the
lace. over ob::%xuthm.mhmu in
front of this lace ¥ and tle in &

of cunning little bows. .'f muat say [ em
rather pleased with myseif {n that gown,

cepted ae the foot of a smart cr
wholly of

THREE PREITY HATS FOR EASTER MORNING.

that effective new Irock you are wearing, |
ir order to walk abroad at the solicitation |
of your tail blonde besi young man. I'll}
warrant he told vou it wag a becoming
frock. and so it is, to0o,” mdmitted the |
hostess, letting her pink wool work, that!
exactly matched the =atin of her great|
bowl of roses beside he iip unheeded to |
the floor, while she lea back to get a
fairer view of the slender young woman |
standing before her.

With great amiability Maisie revolved
slowly on her hssl, showing her skirt of
nickle gray cloth lald all about in a series
of pl!~ats held down by tiny
buttons, her
same materials
pale green pom
coat of grey witl
of the revers and
of pale
¢ream

3 3 hat, too,” confe
hosetess, in a friendly tone : garding
the chick little toque of gray grosgrain
.l\ilk with a d pink and yel-
ow

round steel
t coat of ths
ith two revers of
1de, her bolero
vet decoration
n inner vest
necktie of

ed the

uffs and ¢
green surah with a

>SS

i, refus-
ion that

-

iR ——

Gown of Clay-red Cloth With a Pot-
crown Hat.

| a duck of a white gown.

| roll of black

| or raosette,

mented with weeny baskets in silver set
with marcassite stones.”

Clay Red Cloth Costume.

“Mrs. Back Eay, who has become such
2 glass c¢f fashion and mould of form,
was in here for a bit this afternoon,’
spoke up the hostess, “giving me a great
many valuabie points for aYpucatlon e
myv own needs and inoldentally she wore

A street cos-
tume of clay red cioth and on the skirt
three cloth flounces, above which were
stitched down the bands of red silk. Un-
der her bolero coat, simllarly garnished, a

| waist of white silk embroidered in little

red berries peeped. Her hat had a pot
crown of Persian figured panne with a
chiffon and taifeta wound
round it, breaking into big rosettes here
and there. -

*“1 noticed that the heads of her hat
vins were in the shape of green Egyptian
beetles, and her gloves were white and
fastened with big pearl buttons. She car-
Ned a red silk, tightly rolled, "imbrella,
with a handle of ebony, topped with a
round ball of mold with her initials on it
in black enamel and instead of 4 tassel
at the point where the rib
ends meet. she had a black ribbon tied,
and to either end of the ribbon a tiny goid

| ornament was fastened. One of them was

a plump little gold plg with a belt of
brilliants round his middle and a ring In
his back, through which the ribbon ran.
The other was & small gold melen eharm-
ingly enameled In gresn. She flaunted it
in my face as the latest thing from Paris,
and altogether I thought her the very
picture of smairtness. B8he tells me,
though, that she is undone because her
gown is not laid in perpendicular pleats
all around and because her brand new
automobile red petticoat is not cut on the
new lamp shade pattern.”

Lamp Shade Petticoat.
“Well. I don't know but what her case

any woman in such weather, “may not |
know that my hat is the freshest thing in |
This is what is |

the garden of chapeaux.
called in the language of the fashionable
milliner the Beretta shape, very jerky
aad impudent, don't you think, for a copy
of an pcclesiastical idea, eh? T bought it

along with the most ravissante little
white chip garnished with white chiffon |
over pale gree. taffeta, To one
side sits a cluster of grapes so

succulently green, so entirely true to na-
ture that 1 expect to be followed by
flocks of hungrv and admiring birds
whenever 1 wear it.”

“Rather early in the day for white chips
it seems to me."” commented the lstener,
going back to her pink wool and work
needle Incustry,

“Perhaps,” was the toast muffled ad-
migslon. “but there iz nothing like skim-
ming the cream of the geason. You slow
coaches, like Mrs., Van Knickerbocker et
al.. who wait for the sun to declare his
I):'era and spring to prove her presence

leaves as br 48 your hand, are apt
to take second best. went over a foot
deal of milinery ground today and inci-

dentally fell a vietim to sweatest thing
Ripe geranium red and a ioque

<

LJ

A Nickel-gray Cloth Costume Trim-
med with Buttons and Revers of
Pompadour Green Broocade.

touching,’’ admitted Maisie, “for if yon
’:re not pn‘hu ¢4 in the skirt now you do
feel hopelessly out of it, and I've heen
peeping into the inside of lots of new
skirts at my dress er's, I see that
the linings have what they call lamp
shade bottoms. is, from the knees
down. the skirt {9 in a big bias flaunce
and set onto the "upper part, that fits
sheath like to within a few inches of the

and with it in the morning I purpose to
wear a single plece of jewelry, that will
be a ring of dull green gold, having a
rounded band, holding a autifully cut
Egyptian beetle in gold.”

“Oh. I know, I know,” enviously re-
sponded Malisle, deliberately selecting the
finest rose from the bowl and thrusting
its stem Into the front of her waistooat
“Have not I yearned for one of thase
rings for at least two weeks and tried by
every device to persuade papa to buy one
for me? I shall never save money enough
for a truly handsome specimen, nor for a
decent summaer ball gown fan, of which [
am seriously in need. What I want is a
black net affair with a huge white lace
swan on it. else one of the thinnest ebony
sticks laced together with one breoad band
of bullion brocade.”

“Evervthing comes to her who waits
and vpersistently teases an elderly parent
who is perfectly weak-minded about his
only and unworthy daughter,” remarked
the hostess, rather sternly, as she rose to
greet a masculine caller, and the question
of dress was momentarily thrust into the

HOUSEKEEPER'S SCRAFBOOK

If you heat vour knife slightly yvou can
eut het bread or cakes as smoothly as if
they were coid.

Boda is an excellent article for ciean-
ing tinware. Apply with a damp cloth
and rub dry.

Neuralgia' may very often be speedily
relieved by applying a cloth saturated
with essence of peppermint to the seat
of pain. .

Pails and tubs may be kept from warp-
i by painting them with giycerjne.
n'fo clean linoleum without washing, re-
move a1l the dust, then take a bit of flan-
nel sprinkied with paraffin and rub the
linoleum. It will not only make it appear
like new, but will preserve it.

A too rapid boiling ruins the fiavor of
any sauce. It must boll up once, but
should never do mere than simmer after-

ward.

Don't think water should be added to
spinach to cook it. It is a mistake.

Don't fail to add a drop or two of
vanilla flavoring to a pot of chocolate.
It is a great improvement.

Pon’t close the oven door with a bar;s
when cake is b ; the jar has spoil
many a fine loaf.

Don’'t wonder that carned beef is tough
if put into hot water first, nor that it is
too salt if the water is not changed at
least three times while boiling.

Don't boll any meat or vegetable rap-
idly; simmer is the word for good bolling,
else the outslde is everceok the inside

TAWw,
Polish For Dining able.

Wash the table with turpentine, so as
to eradicate amy stains of grease that
may be on it, and clean this off with linen
rags. Dip a soft cloth in cold drawn lin-
seed oil and a{mly it to every part of the
surface; let the oil remain on for about
twelve hours, then rub it well with a
woolen cloth. As socn as it appears per-
fectly dry apply linen cloths to remava
any moisture that may remain behw.
In three or four days repeat the applice-
tion of the oil as before. and when this
operation has been performedthree or four
:Pr;nes sponge the top all ever with luke-
warm water; wipe it quickly and dry with
a soft cloth. @ luster may net come
out as quickly as expected, bhut b, -
verance a brilliant and lasting will
be obtained which will bid deflance to
stains from hot dishes, frults er ng
water. This polish i{s no sultable for
rosewood, as it weuld renuer it too dark.

(Indianapolis Press.)
“Well,” said the Bmall-Minded Man, “I
have found out anether woman's age.”
“How did you do it?” asked the listener.
"Wh{, I asked her suddenly how many
yvears it was since 1873." .
“But how did yvou find out her -age?"
“She figured it up by subtracting five
from thirty-two before she thought.”
———— e -

Cruel.
(New York Press.)

Mrs. Mouse—Oh, dear! I've had such a
start!

Mr. Mouse—What's the matter?

Mrs. Mouse—I met a great big horrid
creature upstairs that jumped on a chalr
and  waved her clothes at me and
:crelhl?ed so it frightened me almost to

eath!

Paradiss.
(New York World.)

“Howﬁi; ix'oux' sister enjoying her honey-
“She 18 y happy. At Buffalc she
{5 Rttty hesuy.
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Although the little village of Olden
was beginrning to look bright with the
greenm of early spring, down hera by the
cove all was gray, sande, rocks, sky,
even the water hed the same dreary
tint. Not 2 gleam of other color, ex-
cept that of the caimsen saawl which
the giri sliting on w ledgs of rock had
wrappad eround her.

Laurence Dare, coming along the
road which ran along above the beach,

the little black hat pushed back
dark hair, her gaze fixed on the gray
water. At sight of her, Dare's heart
had given a great throb of joy. It was
g0 bong, so long since he haj seen her.
He mede a few long strifes and stood

besidie her.
“Menica,” he said, softly.
Tiee girt turned her head with a quick

was a displeased tone in her
weice, and her brows camne together in

|

& frown as ohe regarded him. He put
out his hawmd,
‘Are yeu not going to shake hands

4.

th me, Mentca? It is so long since I
have seen yeu.”

The girl gave him her hand with a
reluctant air, withdrawing it quickly

which Dare spent in devouring eagerly
with his eyes every line of her lovely
profile, he began:

‘“Mondoa, you are cruel; you have not
let ma see you once all this leng win.

The girt mads no amawer.

He wemt en: “Last summer you
gave me a faint hope that in time you
would listen to me. What have you to
say to me now? Hawve you not thought
of me all these long months?”

She turned around to him, her eyes
full of tears.

“I was wrong to let you think you
might hope, Laurence, for I can't do
as you wish. ‘Pon’'t you understand?
It spoms weie for me to listen te you.
’l‘h& ?be‘.hng 1o Allen; I was to have
been his wife. He was always talking
of Cousin Laurence; you seemed Cousin
Laursnce to me, too. Deon't you see?
I belong to Allen; I can’'t marry you.”

“But Allen is not"—

She interrupted him quickly.

“Hush! We don't know. He must be
living.”

“Monica,” he said, with great gentle-
nesas of veoice, “think; it iy four years;
he was to have returned in ten

months.

“I must be faithful to him.”

Dare flushed. ‘““This is nonpense,
Menica,” he said, half angrily. *“If Al-
len is Mving,” he went on, “why have
we not heard from him all these years?
Are you geing to waste your life’ in
thisg little village and give up all chance
of happiness for a faneiful idea of be-
ing bound to him? And think of me;
I have leved you so leng. Come to me.
I shall love you se much ‘hat you must
love mrg in return. Come; I swear that
you shall never regret it, Monica.”

“1 can't, Laursnce.”

“Will yeu spell both of our lives?”

“I reust -t listem, Lauwrence. I wish
that you did not care for me.”

“I can’t help caring for you. I think
I have loved you since the first day I
saw yeu, and now that ysu are free"—

“1 am not free.”

“Monica, listen.”

Bhe stead up. I must not, Laurence.
Try to forget me. I am going home;
do net come.”

And before he could stop her she had
darted awav.

She went along swiftly until she
knew that she was out of view from
the cove. Her thoughts were in a whirl.
Why should she not yield? She knenv
that her happiness would be secure
with this strong, tender man. How
ifttle he guessed her struggle to reaist
hiw pleading. He thought she did not
care. In the old days she had com-
pared Allen with him, and always to
the fermer’s disadvantage. For after
the first glamor of their engagement
she had seen the shallowneas and seif-
ishness of Allen’s nature, and im the
close ralations into which, through her
engagement, she was brought with Al-
len's cousin, Laurence she had races-
nized the strong and noble character of
ihe latter.

And these last years how the temr
derneas of his nature had shone out
What care he had given to Alleny’s des-
olate mother, He had almost filled the
place of her son. Still, at t, her
fealing for him had been only a strong
admiration. In spite of her recognition
of Allén's weak nature, the fascination
of his glance and soft voice had held
her captive. But now! When Allen
had gone west on the prospecting tour,
which was to occupy ten months, she
had promised to be ready to marry him
upon his return. But the ten months
had passed, and other months had
grown into years, and he had not re-
turned. They had had no news of him
after that laat letter, written seven
months frem his deperturs. lLaurence
had employed every means at his com-
mand to find seme trace of him, But
in vaim. He appeared to have van-
ished utterly. The only reassnmble so-
lution of the mystery was that he was
@ead. His mother belleved it, but Men-
She bad
promised to wait for him: she dared
not break that promise. Allen had loved
her—she must, ghe would be faithful.
She would not yisid to Laurence.

Dare did net again see Monica, al-
though at each visit he made his aunt
during the spring he called at the par-
sonage. But Monica had always been
out. The minister and his wife re-
eeived him most cordially. They would
gladly have seen their daughter his
wifa.

One day in June Monica was return-
a walk down to bt[:;e

ionica.

A Love Story of Olden By Emily S. Windsor.
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knew Mrs. Dare was in the habit of
sitting. l

But at the threshold Monica paused,
for there stood Leurence by the win-
dow with an open letter in his hand.
s auat sat near him, apparently in a
smte of great excitement.

As she saw Monica whe oried out:

“He lives, Monica; he lives; my boy
livea; my owm Allem is living. Coms
in an'd hear the letter.”

Then fell to weeping and repeating
over and over: “My boy is living.”

Moenica looked from her to Dare in
bewilderment. She had turned very
white. Laurence went up to her and
drew her to a chair. He, too, was pale.

Monica, child, we'll be happy now.
Rexd the letter for her, Laurence.”

“My dear aunt, you must try to calm |

yourself or you will be ilL.”

Monica was puzzled by Dare's evi-
dent desire not to read the letter to
her. She went over to Mrs. Dare and
embraced her.

“Laurence is right; you must try te
be calm, dear Mrs. Dare.”
“Joy never kills, child.

for prure bhappiness.”

“I shall go home now,” said Monica.
“Perhaps there is a letter for me.”

“Well, child, but come early tomor-
row. We'll count the days now till we
see my boy.”

Laurence had left the room and stood
at ths entrance doer.

“I am coming with you,” he said, as
Monica came out.

I must cry

Dare regarded the girl stealthily as

they walked along. He marwveled at
the unimpassioned manner

being alive. She was still very white,
and there was a strained look in her
face. Not the expression of joy he
would have expected to see. She
walked rapidly, paying no heed to
Dare.

WHAT IS IT, LAWRENCE? YOU ARE HIDING SOMETHING.

“Is it true?”
length.

“Yes,” but he did not look at her.

“When ?”

“I received the letter this morning,
and came down by the first train.”

“He is well?”

“Yea."

“Where is he—I don’t understand?”

“In California.”

Monica looked at him confusediy.

“Why—why, havew’t I—but 1 have
been out all afternoon. I suppose that |
I shall find a letter at home.” !

Dare did not reply. His aunt was
still ecrying. She now looked up at
Laurence.

“Finish the letter, Laurence. Listen,
Monica; our Allen is wtill living.”

Dars had folded the letter and wag |
putting it imte his pocket. |

“Tere is little more of importance,
dear aunt.” |

“But Monica must hear it, Laurence. |

gasped Monica at

girl

He put his hand gently on her am.

“Do not walk so fast, Monica. You
will tire yourself out.”

She did not reply, but
slowly.

Wwent more

* began Dare, hesitatingly,
hink that you will find a
r from Allen.”
e stopped still and looked at him.
“What is it, Laurence? You are hid-
ing something. What is the mystery?
Why do you not wish te read the let-
ter?”
“Monica, I believe you are

m

a hrave
Call up all your pride now.”

She gazed at him with woendering
eyes.

“Laurencs, what is it?”

He looked around hastily. It was
but a ahort distance to tha rocks at
the cove, axd {(he place was desertad

“ILet us go Gown there. I cannot
talk to you here.”

She followed him

submissively.

in which |
she bad received the news of Allen’'s |

|

| Thoughts of their last
| this place came to her
erable whe had been t
miserable now. Allen
she, wretched gi
i did not love him.
{ that she loved, but

ful Allen. Lau 3
gue what a wicked <
{ len -alive,

W

| Dare seated her in a
| tion and steod look

of compassion ir
7 “Monfca, I woun

spare yvou this

He drew the lett
{opening it slowly.
| ““What is it, Laurence? Why
speak so?"

Then, as ba @d net answer, s
with a touch of Imperiousness
{ Voice:

“Let me read it."

He gave it to her, and ghe r

| passad hastily over the pre
{lines. But wihat was this?

| “I shall wait until later, I
{ old boy, to give you the detai
these years. Briefly, the enterp
| which 1 came out here falled.
jon trying others, hoping t
{ Some measure of succesy
{ turning home, but one failu
|ed another. Fin
with rheumatiec fever.
whose house I was st
’thrcuz}z it, and her

the sweetest girls in the state, |
ihwr. Call me all tha hasr

| wizsh, Leamwence; I'll not try t
| myself, but I féll in lews with b
| we were married. I was a com

| know, but she loved me te distract
|and we are very happy. DBaliava

{ I have not been easy when [
| of my mother and Mondes.
| Melton last weels as ha was
| through to San Franoiaco.
| that you
{ that

But I

gll believed me

Monica w reported to
3 to you, so sh
forgive me.

m

find st litt
| in the country. You wil
ifar better than I should hax
You have the same high idea!
| and all that sert

Monica read no furt
| the latter dgown with a U
hid her face in her hands

|
{ Dare gtood looking at
| cursing Allem in his heart.
| ~“My darling, 1f T could hav:
{ you this,” he said.
Presently Monica leoked up at
and said, tremuleusly:
“Laurence. 1 tried all along
to Allen ’

{ enough f

=0, Rome

man could not n
{ the stage in tota :
“Wherefore art thou, Ron
€he paused for a reply
“Because 1 am the o
the treupe that can sque
blasted tights,” was the ho
| of the lean gentleman who wa
Remeo.
Then he began a stiff-legged
| of the rope ladder. )
Ah, the many real tragediea ¢
| cur behind the glamor .

lizhts!

. FOR ONE YEAR I WAS ALWAYS T0O BE SFEN WITH FIVE GIRLS.

iss Anita Floyd hit upon a somewhat
novel method of earning her bread when
she became an escort for eight young
girls. -

“I began with five,”” she said, “then
there were three more added to my flock
through other mothers heari of my
services tn the first five of my charges.

“You see I was looking about for some-
thing to do when a friend gave me a
ietter of introductién to a lady who has
the reputation of always being ready and
willing te lend a helping hand. 1 deliv-
ered my letter, and after the lady had

looked mae over cﬂti«tnuy. she said:
“‘Now, I wonder If you would be will-

next morning for my charges. T escorted
them to school and weat back later on
and attended them home. It was Wednes-
day afternoon and one‘of the girls asked
ms timidly if I would not llke to g0 10 a
matinee. So I returned after luncheon
and escorted them to tha theatre.

“That was the beginning, and when the
mald returned three weeks later the two
girls and I had gone on so many pleasant
little jaunts together that they objected
to my leaving. Their mother then sug-
gested my taking the daughters of three
of her friends who lived in the neighbor-
heoed, and for one year I was always to be
seen with flve girls. Then some friends
reiurned from abroad and asisd me ‘to
take charge ef their twe daughters. So
:gr‘ﬁoo?glrydw I had geven giris, and in

LX) y floe a CTEH S
- e!ﬁft. ¥ear my flock has increased

"I escort my charges to and from al
and every afternoon, excepting Sundays,
z?ke them out for three hours. Some-
Umes Wi‘ §0 10 the theatres, sometimes
for a welk in the k or on the avenue.
€ an expedition in the
Hitle trips on some of
which go back and ferth
points of interest around

New York City.
museum and the vz
flower shows during
I see everything
witheout its costir
company, well
pleasanter «

It is true ther

lam sure I could not wisa & -
able eccupatien than the one

to simply drop inte.”

LAFAYETTE M LAWS

Wuzat

j\nl—glz: -
He tald me

(i




