lovellness, one of that small com-

pany of designers who muke Paris
the top o the world (in millinery),
has given to us these three things of
beauty for the summer girl. They
look g0 simpla! And they are in real-
Ity only broad-brimmed leghorn and
hemp shapes with plumes and ribbon,
or flowers and ribbon, for garniture,
But thelr simpliclty Is only seeming.
It Is the result of a deep study of
lines by a gifted artist. It s like
the simplicity of a perfectly plain and
perfectly fitted, tallored coat, a thing
difficult of achlevement,

These broad brims, droop and lift,
flowing about the face and head In
lines that make us wonder and envy,
not at thelr own sweet will, but by
the careful caleculation of the mind
that planned them. They are, in-
deed, fitted to the face and head. They
compel us to note how they silhouette
an exquisite profile, or polint to the
fine line of the eyebrows, or play up
the depth of the eyes or vell half the
pretiy face in mystery

On the broad brimmed leghorn with
black velvet facing, a mass of dell
cate tulle roger and a curlows lily In
black velvet are banked against the
crown. The brim, drooping gradually
at the left, 18 so wide that It throws
the entire profile, including the beau
tiful throat, and the neck, Into high
relief. The girl who choores thls must
possess a profile worth while, be-
cause It will stand out llke a stone
camen, with such A hat for a back-
ground.

The hemp hat covered with oddly
mounied uncuried ostrich plumes s
of a sort to earry off the honors at

jl‘ST for the heads of youth and

PRETTY FOULARD WAIST

This simple walst s of dotted
foulard, white ground, with blue dots

it I8 trimmed on each side of the |
front with a band of embroidery In |

colors, bhordered with rolls of liberty

The full front 1s of white slik volle;
the collarette and sleeve ruflles are of
lace

Salt For Freckles.

If you are troubled with freckles try |

putting a teaspoonful of salt In a basin

of water and bathing the face with It |

Do this occasionally and see how
guickly they will fade.

the Grand Prix, whera millinery and
horses triumph—buat mostly millinery.
It would surely hold itea own In any
meeting of those who make dress a
study and vie with one another In dis-
play. Happy the bride or bridesmald
who may Indulge herself in its coun-
terpart. It Is a hat for high occaslon,
Thore are four long, but not heavy,
plumes, more like a soft mass of snow
than anything else In nature. There
is almost no curl in the long flbers.
Such . hat never was and never will
be out of style,

The third hat is more dlstinctly of
the season, It has a bell-like brim
with frregular edge and a falrly tall
crown. Fuor long plumes are mounted
at the right under a bow that |8 more
than large. They fall completely over
the crown, to the left brim. One half
the face is In shadow from the sharp
droop of the brim, This hat Is almost
nuniversally becoming

All these hats are seét on the head
In the proper position. It will be no-
ticed that the pose ls dignified--not
raoklsh The c¢rowns are posed as
they should be, directly on top of the
head, It is the modeling of the bilmsa
that gives each hat Its individuality
ind makes. each
atudles In midsummer high art millin-
ory they must Interest everyone
Those who would like fac-slmiles of
any one of these must conglder wheth.
er thelr features are of the game class
or not, and remember that the rest
of the tollette must play up to the hat,
Such willinery I8 Immensely useful
for 1t Is brimming over with good sug:
gestions,
follow
distance

some of them at n discrect
JULIA BOTTOMLEY.
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SUMMER BEDROOM IN COLORS

Soft Shade of Green One of the Most
Appropriate That Can Be
Devised.

A beautiful green room of a sum-
mer cottage has been produced with
| green woodwork In one of the restful
| snge-green tints, the walls papered In
A plain cartridge paper, with a frleze
of stray vines, all in different shades
of the same cool color, The wicker fur
niture Is finlshed In a forest green
stain and the carpet s covered with
a green and white rug of fine, joint
less matting, Sheer white mull cur

talng hang at the windows with
stralght-falling draperies of [iberty
!-—'lh of the same color over them A
w il porcelnin bédroom candlesticl

|fn- r feet high stands at the head of
the bed. Itis astralght column resting
on a square block base, the fluted
finigh outlined In green It holds
large green wax candle, at the glde ¢
which is a lttle holder for a box of
matches, Other Nttings of the room
carry out the green and white scheme
and as the apartment faces the south.
the effect has been to temper (ts high
| ight and contribute a restfully sub
dued tone

Parascol of White.

This year's vogue I8 the white para- |
| sol, not matehing the small accesso- |

ries such as stockinga, belts and hats,
| a8 It did last year. The tiuy marquise
parasol covered with chantllly lace,
with which old-time dames protected
thelr complexions when driving, Is
comipg In again for carrlage use, and |

‘lt has the old folding pearl handle

extraordinary. As |

which we will do well to|

Wlmlm D NESBIT
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' Lavgh, little fellow, Inugh and sing

And just be glad for everyvihing!

Be glad for morning and for night,
For sun and stars that lnugh with lght,
For trees that chuckle In the breeze,
For singing birds and humming breese—
Be one with them, and laugh along

And weave thelr gladness In your song,

-

e

|
|
| -

Let nothing but the twinklo-teoars

Come to your eyes these happy yoars
When you are froe of task and tofl

And all the frets that come to spoll

The hourn of folk whose feet have paced
| The road along which all must haste—
| Laugh, Httle fellow, for it drives

The shadow out of other lives.

Go romping care-free as you will
Across the meadow, up the hill,

And shoutl your message far away
For all the world to join your play.
This Is the time for laughter, now
When Tinwe hus not set on your hrow
The finger-prints that coms with care
And leave ablding wrinkles there,

Laoaugh, Uttle fellow; laugh and sing
And coax the joy from everything;
Take gladness at lts fullest worth
And make ench hour an hour of mirth,
80 that when on the downward slope
Of Hfe, the rndlant sky of hops

Wil bend above yvou all the way

And muke you happy, ns today.

An Error Explained,
fes oditor was lald up with the Influ.

circulation department
mall and furnished replies to his cor
respondents. Out  of this situation
grew the embarrassing predicament
in which we find ourselves, Mr. Phin-
ens Tonkerton of East Wind, Ind.,
wrote, asking what he
gain the affections of & young woman
in whom he was Interested, and Mr
George Gooph of Wimpleton, Mich,
|ﬂﬂ|(l'(| us to suggest o decorative
scheme for his nauphtha launch, Mr
Tonkerton, who asked how to woo
‘ the falr lady, was advised

“Paint her a bright green, keeping
her in £tays until the paint dries, Then
gtripe her In deep orange and red
from stem to gtern, decorate ber with
flugs and shove her Into tho lake™
|  Mr. Gooph, who wanted to know
how to paint his launch, was told
“Whenever you nre
show

your consideration and regard
Hold her umbrella for her when you
| happen Lo meet her In the rain  Be
punctilious in the smwall attentions she
will approeclate Some  candy and
flowers vocasionally ought to help
We trust the two gentlemen will ae
cept this explanation and that each
will find here the advice he desired

What He Wanted.

You, sir,” urges the drug olerk
Buy a bhox of these tablets, take four
of them a day, l.lul You ofn eat any
thing

Fhunder!"” growls the dyspeptie. "]
can do that now What | waut Ia
something that will fix me up so that

I ean eat anything | want the next

menl "
| e

What He Omitted.

“This critle ways that Miss Yelpit,
who sang that seolo at the church
musicale last night, has a volee that
in remmnrkable for the resonant, organ-
I{ke toneg that characterize it In some
| passages,” says Mre. Fadoogus

“Yea!" comments My Fadoogus

‘Probably the ecritle was oo kind

hearted to make It plain that he re
1!-:1 to & hand organ

“While the regular answers-to-quers

enza last month a young man from the
handled his

ghould do to

beside her,
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At Seventeen or Seventy

By Jeanne 0. Loizeaux

flent and trembling, Grandma Simp-
| gon held her coarse, gray shaw!l more
closely from the rough March wind,
| ond trudged along in the slush, search-
ing every Inch of the way for the it
tle folded paper she had dropped, It
was late twilight and her eyes were
dim. Resldes, she was afrald to go
| home-—Lde, her daughterdindaw, was
done too gentle

“1 thought 1 was holdin® it tght,”
she sald aloud, childishly, “but when 1
got to the store, It was gone, What'll
|1 do?”

A step behind !.svr made her step
asglde—whoever It was would want to
pass. But old man Hest did not pass,
He stopped to peer kindly into the
wrinkled face-——this was the widow of
Yig dead comrade.

“Did you lose something, Mary?
Aalp't it pretty raw for you to be out
with your rheumatiz?' He stopped
and leaned on his cane, a bluff, brisk,
kindly man a few years her senlor.
He llved a few houses farther along
on the humble street; he owned hils
neat, sallordlike home, and was Bace
counted rich because of .his small
pension, and because he pald no rent

that burden of the poor.

He had seen |ittle of Mary Simpson
dince she went to live with her son,
John. Liz—John's wifo—was slattern.
ly and the children noley, which the
old man could not endure. He seldom
went there; but now he saw trouble,
8 thing that ealled for help

“Did you, p'raps, find & paper?”
Grandma Blmpson asked, tremblingly,
"Liz sent me to the store with John's
pay-check for the week—she was
afrald to trust the children—and,
somehow—I lost it, | dassen’t goO
home without it, Willlam, [ thought
| was a-holding it tight, but it's gone."”

“Well, ain't that too bad?And In
this March wind, it must have blown
off, It's too wet to hunt for It—and
too dark! ['ll tell you what you do—-
you go home; and 'l turn out and
nunt for it at firat light for you. You
tell ‘em 1 will and il be all right.”

She shook her head, and he saw on
her cheek the bitter, scanty tears of
the old, He knew what ge and lone-
liness were, and tried to comfort her.

“You'll get your death o' cold out
nere, and priaps N be found and
returned In the mornin'—folks Is hon-
est pbout here ™

“It won't be found,” she answered
| gloomily, “an' ‘Id rather die 'n hear

what Liz'll say! John ain't home an’
she'n tired nn' cross She's got too
much to do an' 'm a burden even
without losin' money for 'em An' It
does geem, though | hate complainin,
as If 1 never could stnnd her
honseeepin’' an' the children's nolse,
An' there ain't a corner | can eall
my own anywhere. Couldn't you go
back with me an' tell them It wight
| have happened to anyone?”

The old man toroed I edintely
'‘Of course 1M go! No—wilt You
come on to my house and 'Ll stir up

ma, reveling In the clean and quiet
of the lttle place, began with her old
quickuess, to ge the simple meal, She
put potatoes to bake In the oven,
found some baked beans to warm up,
and a bit of steak to fry at the last
minute, and made ready to brew the
ten. She epread the red and white
cloth and set the table daintily—Lia
just slapped things on, anyway.

But she put on only one plate and
cup—1f he should ask her to stay, sha
could noo another. The neighbors
might talk If she remained, but her
soul longed for a long, lelsurely meal,
and a talk with some one her own
age, without the interruption of the
children, or the half-contemptuous iis-
tening of Liz. Willlam Best had gone
to school with her and Davlid,

When she had done all that she
saw to do, she smoothed her poor plu-
mage with the alacrity of a bird, and
snt down to walt, with her feet on the
hearth, She would not drink tea till
he came. What would he have to say?

When she had walted what she
thought was an age, and had at last
put the meat on to cook, she heard his
#tep on the walk. He Jooked about
a moment, then walked to the cup-
board for another plate, cup, knife,
fork and spoon. He put them on the
table.

"You'll have to stay to supper,” he
gnld from the sink, where he was
washing his hands. "I left word for
John to come feteh you, 1 guess 1
bungled the job some, 1 took the
things and the money, and told my
little storles, but Liz was considerabla
riled. Seems she sent Miry to the
store to see what come of you, and
you must &' dropped the check In
there, for they found it on the floor.
Liz sald | was Interferin’' and jawed
some, but I stuck to it that you had
a spell and 1 guess she belleves that
mueh."

Crandina was’ dishing up the appe-
tizing meal and Liz' wrath was not so

| Ciuse that It worrled her at the mo-

slank | sny mothin'

the fire and you can stay there aod |

mske some ten for voursel!, and 'l
go along and tell them Would thnut
be easier? 1 know how It s to bs
blamed for losin® things! 'l tell them
I found you huntin® for 1t and you
| had one o them spells with your
hend and | took you to my house
And when John gets home from town,
he can come alter you "™

Grandmn brightening st
thought of temporary lreedom (11
lowed him 9ithout & word He led her
futo the 1, threeroomed house wilth
the gurden behind, where he had flow
era in sutntmer He it & bright, kero
stirred up the N n the

simpsan,

ne lamg

! few In this,

ment. At least an hour or so of peace
wns hers, and she would enjoy It to
the fullert. She made the tea and the
two sat down to eat,

guvsa perhaps you hbetter stay
here—for always, 1 mean, Mary,
There’'s enough for two, and I ke &

tidy woman 1lke you about. There's
too many in that house—1 don't poe
how you've stood It ko long—and too

You eome over here Just
to even things up!”

“John--wouldn't Hke It—how could
17" she stammered, with the pervers-
ness of woman, sl seventeen or sev-
onty, refusing to understand

“If you married me, John eouldn’t
could he? He's a good-
enough son, but he's st work, and you
really have to llve with his wife—ba-
sldes, you know 1 wlways liked you,
Mary, from a mite of a girl up. and
even ns David's wife--an’ all Ha
wouldn't mind my lookin' after you,
and It ean't be done any other way
s | oan see, Can 7

Mary Simpson  shook her head;
then she bogan to ory softly into her
npron He  rose  and  patted hep
Lo ey

“You peedn't say nothin’' to any of
them, Muary? You go home with John

| #and Monday mornin’ Ul get a llconse

| and  Preacher

little garden and neverp

kitehen siove @nd put on the Kettis
You get vou some teik while I'm

O What dld LJdz want from the
gtoreT You cun el me and 11l get
it and take 1t o her Hay Mary
why not? You: let me make It good!
It'e Nfteen dollar ulnt 1t? | enn s
wisll i no I ptopped i new |
thought In 1 head His hietirt

e All yoar, e hd been savi

viglt bls daughts n Denver, and Jusl
Lol ¥ I bBad writtén him that her
I hand I vome anid rounld
Lis t L1 next ner jorl 1

I ue jetier wans but 1t hurt H
Wl IR f i Ong to vl

Mary oul

They needn’t to know aboul the

check at all, unle it's found—-David |
would have done | much for me," he
sild of her dead busband We was

tiwanye Iriends What did Liz want™

linbelleving joy Nt Uhe
face Tidy and trim as a4 girl in her
callco, she twok off her
hands at the

old wolan's

clean gray
ghawl and warmed her
fire

You're g good man, Willlam! Hhe
wantsd some sugar and potatoes, and

hacon and two loaves of bread i
‘ CRN lmln lovely hread, but she won't
| let me my children never ate ba
ker's u';uh-' I'll get your supper

while you're gone’
The old man departed and grand-

| vndure

Cottrell and you can
about noon and we'll
be marrled and no one can help It
Whnt do you say?

The old lady dropped her
nnd looked up ot hilm

“I—=1 believe I'd like It real well,
Wiltlam, My Httle pendlon would help
out some and 've always wanted a
hugd one since
omn oo good to be

slip over here

uprop

Lavid died I
true"”

Willtam Hest went back to his place
nt the tuhle and she poured
L another eup of ten Then, sud-
denly, whe put bher apron to ber eyes

IEAIN

, vantent

What In tunket alls you, woman?

| anked, anxlously
1 win't nt, he aniffed
You Vil | good's }',fl‘.fi I'ves
n you anll vour born life, wom-
ile walted for her to sxplaln
| mean—that | aln’'t got a thing
it to be married in'*

IEvim old mwan Hest could not re-

min a lsugh at that

You're all ulike——yon women! You
beat old Whlte's cattle! I bet Eve
tried for a white sllk dress to be mar-
Hied In Finlsh your supper, woman,
and I'I1 get my mother's black sllk
out o that chest In the corner there.
It'e good as new and you ean take a
something In It Father
brought it home from sea, and it was
the fApnast dress In the village .In its
time, 8She never wore It to speak of,

Then John knocked and entered,
kindly, but rough, and took his moth-
er home And Grandma Simpson
didn't care in the least what her
daughterdn-law might say-—she could
anything till Monday

1
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