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“Hm," he muttered, glancing at the
clock in his small room, “10:45—45 min-
utes before anything doing,” and cross-
ing over to a smail cupboard at one
side of the room, he took out a black
bottle and a glass, which he set down

before him and eagerly proceeded to
drain its contents.

Left to himself Hector fell into what
he termed his “regular” speed and, as
was always his custom, lapsed into
deep thought. And much food he had
for thought, teo. That morning he had
set out for his father's station in high
spirits. For was not the long promised
bicyele, the one he had begged his
father long before to purchase, was
it not already at the station, deposited

there Jast night by Mike, the baggage-
1an of No. 24?7 He had run down the
1 d with the one idea uppermost in
his mind that he wouid ride home with
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Rollins stood looking at
until his broad back disap-

below a slight descent, the

speeding wheels leaving a2 clound of
st 10 settie gently down.

Good kid that,” he muttered thick-
as he gazed at the rapidly disap-
ing puff of dust, “and he deserves
My, but he is crazy about one
of those pleces of trash.” With which
soliloguy he re-entered. the station
house to await 11:36,
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a brand new bicycle under him.

of it!

Think
And then—to have his air castles
crushed to ground and 2all his
hopes shattered.

No wonder that Hector, as he pedaled
a slight ascent, felt blue and gloomy.
\nd the frequent glances gown at the
silent

rudely
fond

steed under him did not tend
to brighten his thoughts, for, although
clean, strong and apparently in good
condition, it was by no means a hand-
some bicycle How he longed to pos-
sess one of those medern ones, with
their shining, nickel plated handle
bars and coaster brake, and with the
glossy coat of paint, and—but why say
more, for bicycling to him was what
nectar was to the gods of old?
As in a dream he saw the four mile
sign by the roadside, and passed it, the

Sirong,
working

cordlike
in

muscles of his
perfect

legs
unison with the

pedals of s “wheel.” The road home
was mostly a slight ascent, mingled
freely with long stretches of straight,
even road. So Hector pushed for-
ward slowly, not wishing to tire him-
self. Still in a deep reverie’ his eves

swept the road, taking in the five mile

sign, and as he passed it he pedaled
very slowly, for he was at the begin-
ning of a little knoll.

Suddenly, as he was helf way up the
rise, a sharp, shrill whistle cleaved the
air from straight ahead! For the space
of a moment Hector did not move an
He had heard that selfsame
whistle time and again, and in a few
minutes the big express would flash
1 from the south. , But, just as
ly as the locomotive whistied, he
sat upright in his saddle. From long
practice he had come to time himself
exactly in the place where the express
would overtake him, and surely it was
impossible that he could have delayed
SO long as to be caught at this knoll,
when he should be near the bridge that
spanned the brook two miles above.
Almost immediately on the heels of this
startling fact came the inspiration that
the whistle itself was unlike that of

inch

the express.

It took much less time to think these
slatements out than it takes to tell
it, so that he was hardly to the top as

“I'll get a good view of the tracks

up there,” he mused, “and then I'll see
what it means.” With which he quick-

ened his pace and soen gained the top
of the ascent.

For a moment Hector stood still, as
if rooted to the spot by what he saw,
with eves and mouth wide open and
with the result that his bicyele prompt-
lv turned over, ¢arrying its rider with
it. But that was just the incident
that could have awakened the spell-

bound boy, for with a leap he was on
his feet, turned his wheel up and gave
a fleeting glance at the thing which

had shocked him, and well it might,
for coming on with serene tranquillity
was No. 18, the through passenger

from Cairo.
Then flashed through the boy's mind

Bill's failure to reply O. K. to his
father's message. In some unaccount-
able manner No. 18 had been let

through before its regulation time and
was rushing forward to meet the fly-
ing express on the main track. These
thoughts and many others almost
froze Hector's blood, but the boy had
an old head on a pair of young shoul-
ders end he immediately formulated
a plan of action.

Had the passengers chanced to look
up they might have seen a mere boy
spring on the seat of a bicycle and push
it forward with all the might of a
strong pair of legs. Down the decline
went Hector, gathering speed with
every push. He knew how much de-
pended on his efforts and he was dog-
gedly determined that if he failed it
would be through no fault of his.

On he flew, his head directly over the
handle bars and his body bent almost
dodble. And then his heart sank, for
however hard he endeavored to push,
the locomotive slowly but surely crept
up to him, and as the three mile post
flashed past it drew up and alongside,
with & triumphant shriek of its “talker.”

Out of the corner of his eye he saw
the engine slowly draw ahead; then the
first coach drew up to him, the second
and the third. The brakemen from their
lofty perch were wildly swinging their
arms and encouraging him to better ef-
forts, thinking he was trying to race
the train for the mere joy of it.

Hector knew that it was mere than
useless to try and stop that train under
the present circumstances, but he still
had a card on which depended all. Al-
ready his breath was coming in painful
gasps and his eyes were 2ssuming a pe-
culiar dancing motion. ?

He knew the surrounding country
like a book, and he also knew of a nar-
row byroad that branched off from the
main about two miles from the station.
As the two mile sign whizzed past he
was barely hanging on to the last coach,
Then he flashed t of sight of ‘the
train and into the smaller road,

e&or Saved the Train

By turning into this walk Heector shut
out the view of the train, but he also
saved a precious mile, which was what
interesied him most just then. His
breath was now almaqst spent, and with
every motion on the creaking pedals a
sharp, excruciating pain shot through
his legs.

But the terrible picture
framed before his eyes of the crash
when the two speeding locomotives
came together, the horrible massacre
of the innocent persons within and the
groans of the dying were sufficient to
make him insensible to the terrible
ordeal to which he was being put.

Over rocks and into holes he drove
his bicycle, which was fast going to
the four winds. He fervently prayed
that the tires would hold out and stand
the trying test. They were of tough
thread, and standing the strain with
bulldog tenacity, so far at least. Its
voung driver was not thinking of its
welfare just then; all that he wanted
was to warn the train in time and he
would spare neither the wheel nor
himself.

His heart' threatening to burst with
every successive push of the pedals,
his breath coming in short panting
gulps and his legs almost ready to
break under the fearful pressure im-
posed on them, he struggled on.

Suddenly ahead sprang into view the
small station, the goal of his struggle.
Almost instantly he caught a low hiss-
ing sound, which his rained ear
at once and rightly attributed to escap-
ing air. His front tire had burst.
Desperately he strained forward, his
eves gazing fixedly on the small yellow
side. A ozen yards more and he
would reach it. Casting an agonized
look behind, his heart gave a great
leap as he saw the train a good half
mile behind.

With a last amazing, desperate effort
Hector threw himself headlong to the
ground in front of the steps leading
to the platform, bringing his wheel
with him. Disengaging himself, he at-
tempted to rise, but his knees gave way
under him and he crumpled down at
the foot of the steps. Dragging him-
self forward, he ceawled up the three
steps, over the platform to the door
and with a gasp he saw that his worst
fears were realized.

With his remaining strength he
seized the red flag on the table and
throwing himself forcibly on the tracks
from the platform he raised the flag
over his head and swung it three times
as the locomotive gave its warning
whistle to pass the station.

An instant Hector saw a huge hulk
loom before his eyes, then—darkness.

Hector opened his eyves again just in
time to see the big express flash past
at lightning speed. By his side stood
his father, his face flushed, but with a
sober light in his eyes.

“It appears,” the engineer was say-
ing, “that this is some sort of a festive
day for the operators and I was posi-
tive that Bill over at Cairo was drunk
when he ordered me te rush through.
It was an hour ahead of time, but or-
ders is orders, vou know. Ang if it
hadn't been for this here plucky young-
ster of yours, Jim—" he broke off
sharply.

“Yes, God

knows what would have
happened,” said Rollins, looking ten-
derly at his son, “but I have learned
my lesson, Hector, and so long as I
live, with God's help, I'll never touch a
drop of poison again.”

“I think,” said a man entering at
this moment, and whom Hector recog-
nized. as the assistant superintendent,
“I think that this plucky young man
has saved the price of guite a number
of bicycles and that he -is also entitled
to one.” <

And Hector was supremely happy.
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EDGAR ALLAN POE.
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A TALK WITH GRLS

VERY pretty girl made a distinctly
A startling statement the other day.

It was this: .“When I say nice
things about people, I notice others are
not interested; but if I say something
slurring or sharp, every one pays at-
tention. What am I going to do? I'm
not i1l natured, but neither do I care
to have people think I'm dull”

On the face of this remark there
seemed to be absclute truth, and it is
this, unconsciously perhaps, that makes
one think it is smart to give sharp
speeches. People laugh, ana we all
like to think ourselves bright. But if
ever the old adage, “He laughs best
who laughs last,” were true, it i{s in
this very connection. It is not the
girl who hurls sarcastic comments—
no matter how clever—who has the
most friends or who keeps them. It
is the gentle and kindly one, who
makes excuses, and who, while she can
see the funny side, still controls com-
ment sufficiently not to hurt any one.

The sharp tongued girl has many ac-
quaintances, but few friends. She may
be invited to many social affairs, but
as a rule it is because people are afraid
not to ask her; it is not that they want
her. Few hostesses fail to realize that
it is safer to curb a caustic tongue by
keeping on the good side of its owner
than to run afoul; indeed, those guests
present may even find such a person
amusing. But the fact remains that
nobody trusts a young woman of this
type, and she is the confidante of none.
No person feels at all certain as to
when her time for being baited' may

come, and none likes the sensation.

On the other hand, take the girl who
is kindly. It is not necessary to ve
dull in order to be gentle. I Know
that a lot of girls think this s so, but
it is a mistake. An observing person
will notice that the girls who keep
their friends as they grow older, and
have the happiest time in life, are not
those whose tongues are quickest, but

Caught frem some unhappy master

whom unmerciful disaster
Followed fast and followed faster tiil
2 his songs one burden bore—

Till the dirges of his hope that melan-
choly burden bore
Of “never—never more!”

HIS stanza from ‘‘The Raven' was
Trecommended by  James Russell
Lowell as an inseription upon the
Baltimore monument which marks the
resting place of Edgar Allan Poe, the
most {interesting and original ﬁgu.re
in American letters, whose centenary
anniversary is celebrated next week.
And to signify that peculiar musical
quality of Poe's genuis which enthralls
every reader Lowell suggested this ad-
ditional verse from the “Haunted Pal-
ace”:

And all with pearl and ruby glowing
Was the fair palace door,

Through which came flowing, flowing,

flowing,

And sparkling evermore

A troop of echoes, whose sweet duty
Was but te sing,

In voices of surpassing beauty,
The wit and wisdom of their king.

Poe, whose whole literary carcer of
scarcely 15 years was a pitiful strug-
gle for mere subsistence, was born
in poverty at Boston, January 19, 1809,
and died at Baltimore, October 7, 1849.
He was left an orphan at the age of
2 yvears, dnd as the famfly was in the

utmost destitution the little fellow was
adopted by John Allan, a wealthy meér-
chant of Richmond, Va., and his brother
and sister were cared for by others.

In his new home Edgar found all
the luxury and advantages money could
provide. He was petted, spoiled and
shown off to strangers, and at the age
of 5 he recited, with fine effect, pas-
sages of English poetry to the visitors
at the Allan house.

From his eighth to his thirteenth
vear he attended the Manor House
school at Stoke-Newington, a guburb of
London. It was the Rev. Dr. Bransby,
head of the school, whom Poe so
quaintly portrayed in “Willlam Wil-
son.” Returning to Richmond in 1820
Edgar was sent to the school of Prof.
Joseph H. Clarke. He proved an apt
pupil, and years afterward Professor
Clarke wrote: :

‘“While the other boys wrote mere

mechanical verses, Poe wrote genuine
“boetry; the boy was a born poet. As
scholar he was ambitious te excel.
€ was remarkable for self-respect
without haughtiness. He had a sensi-
tive and tender heart and would do
anything for a friend. His nature was
entirely free from selfishness.”

At the age of 37 Poe entered the
University of Virginia at Charlottes-
ville. He left that institution after one
session, Official records prove that he
Was not expelled. On the contrary, he
gained a creditable record as a student,
although it is admitted that he con-
tracted gebts and had “an ungovernable
passion for card playing.” These debts
may have led to his quapre! with Mr.
Allan, which eventually compelled him
to make his own way in the world,

On September 22, 1835, Poe married
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childwife:
I was a child and she was & child,
In a kingdom by the sea;
But we loved with a love that wa
more than love—
I and my Annabel Lee;

With a love that the winged seraphy
of heaven

Coveted her and me.

Angd this was the reason that, long aga
In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Lee:

So that her high born kinsmen cami

And bore her away from ma.
To shut her up in a sepulch

In this kingdem by the sea.

In the years that have elapsed since
Poe's death he has come fully into his
As the years

own. g0 on his fame

b

o el

his cousin, Virginia Clemm. in Balti-
more, and his devotion to his wife was
one of the most beautiful features of
his life. Many of his fameus poetic
productions were linspired by her
beauty and charm. The following
verses from “Annabel Lee™ written by
Poe in 1849, the last véar of his life,
tell of his sorrow at the loss of his

s 'ﬁ:n’s_@o'r'rﬁ;m AT PoRTHAN, NEW Yomic,

increases. His works have been trans.
lated into many foreign languages. Hiy
is a household name in France and
England—in fact, the latter nation has
often uttered the reproach that Peoe's
own country has been slow to appre-
ciate him. But that reproach, if i
ever was warranted, is certainly oo
true.

Xt

those who are gentle and kind. The
speeches of the latter do not make
people laugh, but make them happy
arnd pleased, and a person who can give
even the least. happiness is far more
important and valuable in the general
scheme of dally life than one who
merely raises a laugh. Laughter is
certainly necessary to life; the days
would be very dull without it. But
only that which is evoked from good
nature or genuine wit is worth having.
It is Infinitely better to laugh with
people than at them, for the latter
makes one hard, while the other makes
one gentle.

Criticism of a justifiable kind may
be given with kindness and friendil-
ness quite as well as with sarcasm,
and in point of fact the first method is
far more apt than the latter to ac-
complish the desired effect. Ridicule
may arouse antagonism and obstinacy,
when gentlenes and persuasion can en-
tirely remove the cause of complaint,

In any event, a girl who wishes to
have friends should preserve the gentle
use of her tongue, even though as much
laughter may not follow her sallies as
from those which are sharp.

e

INCIDENTS OF A DAY AT SEA

¢¢]T'S great fun to pe at sea” said

' Clarice, when we asked her how.

she liked being seasick. “I enjoy

it immensely; of course, being seasicl

isn’t pleasant, bu_t most people get over

that in a day or two, and after that
you have a fine time,

“It's such an entirely different life
that you feel as if you had been trans-
ported into another world. There is no
better way to rest, and 1f more peaple
would take an gcean trip, even if they
came straight back again, it would
be better than going to a popular
resort, where they work harder try-
ing to amuse themsglves than they
do at home, for their vacations.

“What does one do? Well, I like to
have the stewardess bring me a
cracker and a cup of tea at 7 in the
moraning; then she calls me for my bath
at 7:30, and I am dressed and on deck
by 8:30 and walk for half an hour and go
to breakfast at 9. :

“That morning promenade is splen-
did. Usually the decks are wet, so
vou should wear rubbers, and then you
get up such an appetite for break-
fast. You haven’'t time to eat Fletcher
fashion at all; on the contrary, you
can’'t be served quickly enough.

“After breakfast? Well, it is the
deck again. The deck steward has yohr
chair on the right side of the ship,
and your steamer rugs ern.nl.;ed. and
you get your book and read a little
or drop off into a doze, or chat with
vour neighbor. You don’t do anything
very stréenuously. You are dimly con-
scious of the sky above and the sea

below, and you abandon yourself to -
4 : M. 33

7 a—

the delightful motion of the boat, and
perhaps your eyes lazily follow the
seagulls as they follow the ship, and
then, before you know it, it is 11
o'clock and the deck steward appears
again; this time with beef tea or a bowl
of consomme. And how you welcome
him! You are ravenously hungry
again, =

“Spoil your luncheon? Oh, no! By

¢

The Carnelian Ring

She saw it on the counter one day she
went to town,

A little maid with sunny curls and smil-
ing eves of brown;

To think that just a penny such perfect
joy could bring,

'Twas hers to keep forever, the gay
carnelian ring.

She slipped it on her finger, it glowea
with rosy light;

It really seemed a pity to keep It out
of sight.

Supposing she should lose it, oh, dire
imagining!

Within her pocket swift she hid her
dear carnelian ring.

A-berrying it sometimes went, on nut-
ting parties, too; I

A mitten warm protected it when win-
try winds lou& blew.

v

1 o'clock you are itarvlng. If you are

too dazy to go down, the deck steward

will bring your tray up, and you eat
every morsel in sight. Why, of course,
you ‘eat lots. That's why going to

sea does you so muech good. You eat
and rest, and your father doesn't worry .

about business and your mother doesn’'t
bother' about house keeping, although
‘a wireless may come along and bother,
but you have to take a chance on that,

“Usually in the afterndon you take
a long walk, miles and miles, perhaps,
around the decks; you walk as you
never do walk on land, and play quoits
and shuffleboard, and then it's tea
time! Tea from 4 to 5, and then dress
for dinner.

“You go to dinner at half-past 6 or 7,
and you enjoy it very much. People
are dressed up, as a rule, and look
their best, which helps the meal out
considerably. Isn't it a pity that peo-
ple aren't more particular about dress-
ing for dinner at home? ‘Everybody
ought to fix up a little, anyway. When
I have a house of my own I mean to
‘train my family to dress for dinner
every day!

“In the evening? Oh, that is more
of a social time. There is music, of
course, and conversation and games;
‘the women usually have some sort of
‘work,” especially the English and
Canadian women, and the men play

Through upland pastures straying far chess, .though few women r-
to seek the iflowers of spring, ently care for it. Whist, too, always
Ang squares of patchwork well it knew, has its devotees on board ship. The

~this quaint c_araclian rint

She bouglhit it in the long ago, the years
. have flown away, ; :
Aunt Patience’s curls, that once were
“gold, have turned to silver gray.
Yet still she

~ a simple

keeps it, loves it, forsooth,

evening soon slips away, and then there
is supper if you want it. I am gen-
eu:}y'-too sleepy by 10 o'clock to want

to eat any more."” !

“Well, I shouldn’t think you would
any more,” said Char-
a day ought

want to :
lotte; ‘“fou_.‘rqcr five meals
to be enough!”
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MADEMOISELLE PERLE

DOG in the ecapacity of guardian

figures in the introduction of one

of Guy de Maupassant's sweet lit-
tle stories. It is the story of “Mlle.
Perle,” and centers around the 6th of
January, which is the day set apart in
France to remember the visit of the
wise men to the infant Jesus.

The story opens at a country home
of the upper bourgeoisie; all is light and
happiness indoors, while a furious
snowstorm and high wind are raging
around the house. The family greup
can hardly believe their ears when the
doorbell rings violently; no friend
would think of coming, and no way-
farers, on such a night! The poor do
stop for charity on this day, expecting
surely the piece of galette, or cake, al-
ways cut for such—"la part du pauvre,”
it 1s called.

The men of the family go to the door
and find there a great dog guwarding a
little baby in a carriage. No ene can
be seen, the storm hides all, and ga!ls
are not answered. The dog growls,
but yields the infant to the family.
The baby is a foundling, well dressed,
and with her a note for 10,000 francs
($2,000).

Whoever left her felt sure that no
little one would be refused on this
holy day, when the great Mag!l came
to do homage to a litle child.

To tell the story in brief is to spoil
it, but the baby grows into a sweet
child, beloved by all. Her money is in-
vested and doubles for her dowry. Her
foster mother makes her feel her posi-
tion is one in the family, but not of it;
her foster sisters share their joys and
pleasures with ber as a friend, but the
elder son, betrothed to a cousin, loves
her, despite her clouded and uncertain
origin. Perle she is called, because so
pure and fair and gentle—this little
blue eyed foundling, born of refined
parents, it is clear,

She never marries nor seeks atten-
tion, rather disguising her charms, and
letting herself age, devoting herself to
her part in the family life, while the
son marries dutifully, only in after
years betraying his unspoken love for
Mlle. Perle. The confession is wrung
from him by his sorrow on seeing Mlle.
Perle on a similar Jour des Rois, when
she comes to his Paris home with the
family. She is told of what has been
said that she may not die igmorant of
the love that might have ‘been hérs.
Overwhelmed, she falls fainting. So
the story ends.

Interesting Game With Pic-
ture Cards

With 26 picture cards an amusing
game may be played. The cards may be
made by pasting all over pieces of card-
board of uniform size pictures of small
objects cut from newspaper advertise-
ments, or a pack of children’s alphabet
cards may be used.: In the upper left
hand corner of each card print or paste
one letter of the alphabet so that you
have the entire 26. The objects on each
card may, be of any description, regard-

-less of the letter on that card.

To play the game, place the pack,
face up, in the center of the table. Any
number may play. The player who be-
gins must name an object on the ex-
posed card beginning with the letter in
the ecorner of that card. The next
playér in order does the same, and so
on in rotation. If one fails to name an
object beginning with the letter on the
card or fails to name one within a min-
ute he is out and the game continues
without him. When all the players but
one are “out” for that card one player
takes it and the game proceeds with the
next letter of the alphabet exposed on
the next card. 3

No player must name an object on
any card that has already been named.
The player who holds the greatest
number of cards at the emnd of the
game wins. If it is too much trouble
to make the cards a child's alphabet
picture book may be used.

Another game that affords much
amusement is played with a letter that
has w beforehand with
blank spaces left where the adjectives
belong. The writer does not let the
players know what he has written, but
asks each for an adjective, placing the
adjectives so given in the blank
spaces in regular order. When the
spaces have all been filled the letter is
read to the company, and it never fails
to be amusing.

The game may be varied by leaving
a number of blank spaces, and instead
of asking for adjectives to fill then:
the writer may ask for any paft of
speech that the players may choase to
give him. As no one knows about
what the letter is written, a very in-
congruous epistle will be the result.

Work and Health

A girl who would have a graceful
carriage. a sound digestion, a clear
compiexion and fine teeth must work
them every day, and no work is
vne e £ il iy B
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and carefulness,

The Doll’s Wardrobe

ASHION allows “great latitude tn ¢

doll's wardrobe, for styles are noi

arbitrary and depend Iargely upon
the capacity of one's piece bag and
remnant box. The directoire mode fs
not insisted upon, and classic drapers
ies are pnot as vital as a garment that
will “come on and off” easily. Woe be
to the woman who presents a holiday
doll “sewed up for the winter,” for hey
ears will burn with the execrations of
the small mother, whose chief Rhape
piness is in the dressing and undresss
Ing of her dolls.

The baby doll is best beloved by
most little girls, and such a toy with
A& conventional outfit, including ems
broidered flannel petticoat, little knif
Jackets, bootees, etc., will bring un«
alloyed bliss to its small posessor. A
colored mammy, with gay turban, beads
and earrings, will' be a delightful sdd
tion to the baby dell household.

The doliie in short frocks may have
of course, the added joys of silk stoelk:
ings, slippers, hair ribbons and the
alluring accessories of the femining
toilet, and just noy the doll shops
abound in tiny furs and fads, so thal
what one can not make from beads and
silks at home may be purchased for a
few cents.

The truly motherly little girl, of
course, will want to number at least
one son among her large family of
daughters, and the boy doll, although
rarely as much beloved as his flufily
frocked sister, is usually a welcom¢
member of the household.

White corduroy with an embdroidery
trimmed collar makes a dainty sulf
for the tiniest boy dell. His hat is of
heavily stitched white duck. Very
small pileces of fabric will make the
boy doll a smart suit of clothes, and
anchors, emblems, embroidered collars
etc., will develop him inte a dandy.

The braw Scotch laddie, in his kily
plaidie and pert Glengarry cap, sug:
gests a specially attractive way of
dressing the boy doll

Game of Hearts
OR an evening party a literary gam¢
of hearts, which may be played from
the following list, affords a pleasant
way of passing the time, the idea being
to name the other one of the pair:

Names Answers
David Copperfield ...... Dora ar Agnes
> E ) TR R e a g Priscilla
DD - « « o & wabivagiodvs sl Othella
o R T R Evangeline
T T R R R R Hiawatha
OB S 325 4 e i i Mary, Queen of Scots
2 T AT SRR A -t oa «« Aeneas
) T SRR Popges
ROWEERE .....ccvcene Ivanhoa
INGRE ....-. .Rebecca
SR PV v vl csccasses DALY
Don Quixote .......... «sseseDulcinen
DRIRG L o i i i SRR s audn os aeesJullet
POREN  conviniivosaiis sdibuis «soo Helen
Queen Elizabeth ..... v seeeselcestey
TRRE o ie o ovivv s dute 4o L0 -« Virgints
EORERN - s o S Sshss s s sha «s nee Antony
JRENE 5 o o dols wars b .5 44
SERIE = .. « o o 5o s 40 Srea
TR 5 L5, oo
Swift
Guinevere
Abelard
Beatrice .

The School Dress

A fine serge, a good cashmere m
poplin are alike excellent materials foi
a girl's fyock. If these are too light
in weight then there are the broade
cloths angd heavy panamas,

A one piece dress will be effective
with a panel down the front of the
skirt, smooth fitting over the hips and
finished on the bottom with a fold
Make the panel tucked on the edges
and bring it right up to the shouides
seams, then set in a tuck om the
shoulders to yoke depth folding it inte
a narrow beit or a soft sash or ribbon
that would come from the outer edge
of the panel. Cut out the mnéck in a
sharp “V™" to the bust line, and Al in
with an ivory mnet chemisette tucked)
outline with a fold of satin the colm
of the dress. Have the sleeves fit the
arm to below elbow, laying them I
one jnch wide tucks two inches apart
and complete the sleeves ith deeg
cuffs of the chemisette mate N

The colors to choose from will be
Zolden brown, golden tan, any shade
of blue, old rose, pretty gray, cardinal
or dark red.

The Small Boy's Outfit
A sturdily masculine winter outfif
which fs very attractive consists of
high buttoned leggins of tan leathen
met by a warm evercoat of montagnaa
which buttons h to the turnoves
collar of velvet. The laddie’s hat s
one of the new forest green beavers
which fs a fad this year. One side of
the soft brim s relled back in Jaunty
effect. This hat is trimmed very sime
ply with a band of green ottoman reg
ribben, finished with a flat, clese bow

against 3

the crown. y
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