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By R. RAY BAKER.
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. $4TTVITHER of them would be a
I good catch,” said Mrs. Hen-
" dricks, bustling about the

 Studio and setting things to rights.
“L beleve, though, 1 would take Mr,
Beldon—if I was doing the sclecting.”

' Mrs. Hendricks, erstwhile ® ¥

. T
occasion, grlguc'lam 18 to announce
her choice in matrimory, or, rather, 1
am te announce it for her. So I here-
own ‘har\a‘nﬂnsulnent

by make
to——""
Clare slipped a'folded paper to Mrs.
who opened it and read
- Samuel Hilton, of Clear-
rook." ¥

Mrs.  Hendricks gasped,
seemed to choke and sank dazed into
the nearest chair.

“matron, now ‘“on her uppers,” and
seérving Clare Hawley us general busi.
ness manager, socinl mentor, book-

eeper,  housekeeper and mald,
punched a sofa plilow in the faca and
reversed It agaiust the back of the
davenport, then stood off, arms akim-
, and surveyed the offending object
th a 'no less critical eye than she
Would have used in arranging draper.
“les in. & royal palace.
Clare Hawley, artist, clad in dress-
11:{ gown and slippers, smiled. some-
what tolerantly, as though the.slb-
# " ject interested’ her about as much as
the price of “ice in the arctic, and
went on’ munching meditatively on a
Eloct of dry toast while she reclined
#ily. in a deep, Inxurious chair. Now
and then she eipped from a cup of
- ming cotfee,

‘SBuccess had been dwelling with
® for three months. Her picture,

8 Water Lily's Dance,” had met
guch favor, once it got on ex:

tion, that she was carried in twen-
.-fmurs from the botiom rung of
adder, where she had ploaded

B groveled and half starved, to the
pJ where she worked when it struck
nqym:&d lived on the best the

uffor )
ﬁeh_cr! her success with “The Wa-
Lily's Dance'” was due to the ef-
and influence of Mrs. Hendricks,
8 largely responsible for plac-
~ picture on exhibition; 8o
Mrs. Hendricks suffered a_de-
led reverse in fortune through tue
centricities of Wall street and came
with a tale of wode, Clare gave
place in the studio. Mrs. Hen-
snever would have served any
e in the same capacity; but
@ ‘worshiped art and artists, and es-
y. kd she worship her protege.
Pontello, though, is the best
~Mrs. Hendricks observed,
pE.a dustless duster and getting
with it about the legs or a ta-
“And they're both rich—that's
topart of it,” she added as an
thought, as r.'haugh that phase
sitbject had never before oc-

1o her.
@ drained the coffee cup, wiped
giremnants of toast from her lap
idithe cup and plate on the ta-

IEOh; thex're both fine fellows, and
fth good-looking, and both very ac-
plished musicians, and both rich,”
8ild, standing and making a few
ons in the arrangements of her
AMr. Seldon plays wondertully
violin and Mr. Pontello has no
the plano.” —
£ Mrs. Hendricks could have be-
me cognizant of the workings of
re’s mind ¥ just then, she would
¥e gasped with astonishment for
ither the pale blue eyes of Mr. Sel-
nor tne midnight orbe of Mr. PPon-
‘played even a minor role in the
tt:atlons of

the procrastinating

@ picture that Clare visualized
“to do with a country town. She
ped herself, in o sunbonnet, and
i dress  walking -along the
¥ company of a freckied youth
%} " carrylng her books.
'he #cenes shifted, and the new
might have been called “Six Years
it it had been part of a film
In Her fancy she was attending
dance, where country lads and
siés cavorted and coquetted and
ted in'their rustic way, and all of
lwere smiling and happy, al-
i none was hundsome or accom-
hed or rich.
he music was furnished by a tall,
I pg youth, mounted on a plat-
m; g on a violin and stamp-
ng his foot loudly to make gp for the
b p of drums. The gangling youth
the ireckled boy grown up. ]
other scene showed Clare on the
latform of the last coach of a

hie gangiing youtn stood on the
m, s foriorn-looking object, and
B8 ‘eyes fllled with Lears as the
carried her out of sight.
‘glghed, and took

Her mouth took on
ful expression, and her eyes

ned. r.

JHendricks bustled into the
0. hour later and round Clare

At her easel,

ve. you decided, dearie?” she

! “‘Have you chosen?¥"

I"have. - At our little party tonight
i will announce my eungagement.'”

“To Mr. Seldon?’ breathed Mra.

3

icks hopelully,
‘e’ Kk her nead.
Si'm not teiling you who It s to be.!
will' know no  sooner than the
ars, ‘When you get ready 10 make
aupnouncement 1 will sup you a
pl paper containing the uame,”
endricks looked disappointed,

allen.

By the way,” sald Clare, “a boy
i.my old home lLown is coming o
me today—and he's goiug to be u
‘at the party.”
‘Mrs. Hendricks' lips framed a re-
nonstrance, but an 1dea struck het

and she exclaimed instead:
i t's ‘a good idea. It will be
pomething novel; he'll furnish some
Eﬁusemant and be no end of fun, Is

g/ an entertainer?”

“*Yes, he plays the violin; not like
Mr. Sétdon, but he plays well, in his
‘own peculiar way."

" All was ready for the party except|

| that Clare and the newly invitea

* -_fuesl were absent. Mis. Hendricks
old Mr. Seldon and Mr, Pontello of
the treat that was in store—a seiec-
tlon by a rustic violiaist, and aiso that

Clare's choice of a husband would be
announced. Both Sendon and Mr,
Pontello looked hopeful.

Presently Clare entered, followed
by a young man. The latter's face
- was nol unattractive, In spite of the
ﬂlaep tan and freckles peeping through

i Introductions followed and soon din.
ner was served. Then the even.
ing's impromptu entertalnment be-
gan, Mr. Seldon opening it with the
very latest of classical selections. Sam
Hilwon, the newcomer, looked on in
awe and stared helplessly at the bat-
Le violin case he had lugged in
. with him,
. ¢ Mr. Pentello sat at the plano ana
slilltul
'+ [nshion, and discouragement display-
- ed itself on Mr, Hilton's countenance,
.“Now, Mr, Hilton, will you favor
~ us?" Mrs: Hendricks asked.
_“The person addressed rose awk
wardly, opened the violin case and
ook out a sad-looking Instrument, He
aced it lo his chin, ifghtened the
ow und applied it to tho strings, and
his arm began to shake and his
Lo tremble,
' his

rendered a masterplece in

A moment later he
becam

arm L] ¥s
ed d- the  strains of

'B:_t‘ia“ hegnn to sound

the assemblage

. Their| %

CONFESSIONS
| OF A BRIDE

(Copyrignt, N. E. A.)

‘But my husband was not walling
at home to listen to my explanation,
to kiss and to make up. It was a day,
of sad mischances. 1 determined to
be ruled by ‘them no longer. It wag
ridiculous.to be so unhappy because
Bob had not bean at the other end
of the wirg when [ tried to phone him
thut I svas undertaking a d le
exploit—for the honor of the family!

It was absurd to let Ann Lorimer put
;:elrr little finger in my domestic af-
mirs.

I would have done with mischances,
I would be’ master of my fate. 11
would model ‘the remainder of the,
day in a sane and logical manner.

So 1 set to wbrk in just the ordin
aty way of the.average loving wife,
the way which usually leads to suc-
cess: 1 prepared an especially «iainty
dinner for my.loving husband., - 1
spread the table with my finest llnes
and upon it I arranged the Copen-
hagen china which Bob approves &u
highly. |/

Then [ put on”a brand new frock
which Bob had never seen, a becom-
ing girlish thing of pale pink geor-
gette, with a drapery of cream-colored
chitfon cut llke an apron, and liber-

bow just below my shoulder blades.

A wonderful white “cover-all” pro-
tected my dainty dress while I set in
a row on the kitchen table all of the
ingredients for Bob's favorite dish—
a souffle. When I heard Bob's car on
the drive I would stir all the things
together and Ipop the dish into the
oven. Then would fling off my
white apron, rush to the edge of the
garden and greet my man with a per-
fectly grand hug.

In my heart I believea that nothin
in the world was important enou&
to come between me and my husband.
[suppose that {8 trust of a supreme
kind, the kind all men desire and few
}mow what to do with when they get
t: 2

‘When the preparations for the souf-
fle were completed 1 felt almost gav.
Moreover the blu cehina, pink silk,
and cream-colored chiffon made a
French coler comblnation which Bob
would enjoy—I decided as 1 busied
mysell in my. dining-room.

Bob was five minutes late, 1 noticed
as 1 slipped my glass baking dish
from its sllver holder &and set It
ready for the souffle mixture. But

intrigued me. 1 would have time to
deck my table with them anad as I
gathered them [ would plan just how
to explain that unfortunate scene In
the park.

Before I had anchored the unruly
lilacs heads so that they would not
drip upon my table cloth it was 15
minutes after the dinner hour. “No
matter,” 1 repeated, although it was
pnot often Bob kept our dinner wait-
ing. 1 ran upstairs, pinned back a
straggling tress, powdered my nose.
and rubbed a wrinkle from between
my eyebrows. Downstairs, once
more, I relaxed — quite scientifically
—while 1 waited. ~

Thirty minutes after the dinner
Hour—and still no Bob! Perhaps an
accident had happened to him. When
I had last seen him, his car was leap-
ing uphill in bounds, it seemed to my
excited imagination.

Fort§-five minutes after the dinner
hour—and my husband had not phon-
ed to ma! That was a new experience.
I picked up the phone to call his
father's house and inquire about him.
Perhaps his mother was ill, 1 took
off the recelver and then rudely re-
plied to the operator's inquiry by
hanging it up abruptly. !

Why batraﬁ our domestic differ-

ences Lo my husband’'s family?
. In my heart I knew I had no rea-
son to worry abont Bob. He was stay-
ing away from me because he was
angry. He was jealous and he was
making me pay. He would come, of
courge, in an hour or two. .

I wonld try to wait elpl.tlem.l —but
oh! the hurt of it! I felt as it [ were
enduring ,a quite unique hurt—as it
no other woman had ever siffered so,
But then, there was the Madame But-
terfly music to prove the universal
grief of the woman who waits for a

Bob more than most men. ™~

Two hours passed—and still no hus-
band. I wept over the pretty table I
had set, wept over the wilted
and the crystal bowl of strawberries,
and the souffle which never had had
a chance to prove itself either a fail-
ure or a SUCCess,

Salt tears ran down my cheeks as
1 packed the food into the refriger-
ator and locked the rear doors ot
the house.
- After 1 had gone upstairs, it occur-
red to me that I had forgotten to eat
any supper. It also occurred to me
that that little fool, Ann Lorimer,
had caused a domestic tangle which
might be hard to stralghten out.

(To Be Continued.)

But Sieeves Were Handy,
-Handkerchlefs were unknown before
the early part of the sixteenth cen-

tury.

ally frilled, and tied with a huge soft |,

—no matter. The odor of white llaes |-

man to come. Men like that music— |

'By CORA MOORE,

New York's Fashion Authority.

NEW YORK, Junc §.—Lesigners
of street costumes are providing us
with a new thrill every other day or
two, so while the “strictly tailored”
suit is still highly approved of Fash-
lom, it Is difficult to resist the appeal
of the gayer, more fanciful models.

Here is one, for/instance, a “cos-
tume tailleur” as the Paris designer
calls 1t, that suggests alluring pos-
,sibilities for making over an old sult.
Emily Stevens wears it in “Foot-
looge."

It is so simple that it hardly needo

a description—just a stralght, narrow!
skirt and a box-coat with three-quar-!
ter sleeves that are practically the®
same width all the way down. Then, |
by the way ol trimming, there is ai
wide, flat black braid marked off.
with two narrow bands of dull gold!
braid. = ’
With this suit Miss Stevens wears|
a round turban that adds immeasur-,
ably to the generzl effectiveness of:
the ensemble. It consists of a square |
of the same duvetyn of which the suit
is made draped above a band com-]
|

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS |

(By Olve Roberts Barton)

posed of three heavy twisted cords.

|
]
1

—

learn. how to climb a tree. “‘Sure
for Nancy and Nick heard him,

on his way out of his house that his

and pushed all the pictures crooked.
- ing out the house again!

but try as he would he.couldn't get

. Ben BBupny in Trouble.

-After Ben Bunny hod explainen to his wife that he had traded his
long ears for Scramble Squirrel's bushy tall, he decided to go out and
ly,”" he muttered as he hopped along.
“I can climb now with those big ears oft
the top of my head and this nice tafl to balance me.”

Ben decided on a hickory-nut tree to make his attempt at climbing,
“Shucks,” he said finally. “This tail's no good! It's heavy and it

He hadn't noticed
tall had knocked over two chairs,
It kept Mrs. Bunny & whole day do-

up any higher than a few inches.

“0h, goodness!
him before.”

hear him before,
everything mow.”"

too, if he'd get there he'd be pretty

““Wasn't I' wise to geat rid of my
Iike anything. “They won't give me
safe on Scramble Squirrel’s head,”

heels

But perhaps yon've guessed
gotten all about his bushy tail which
Fleéty Fox

“Ouch!" cried the bunny,
“T don’t like this tail-at al,
Scramble tomorrow.” ;
% . Nancy and Nick hurrled back to
falryman.

There's Fieet the Fox.

Off he scampered to an 'old tangle of briars he knew about. He, knew.
as he thought of something else too. ’

He flopped into the thicket just in time, for Fleet was right at hlsl

; |
what happened. Ben had completely for- !
grabbed it and bit off a good sized plece.

shivering with fright at his narrow. escape.
and I want my ears back!
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Funny, | didn't hear

pulis me down. Oh, goodness! There's Fleet the Fox. Funny I didn't
How did he ever get so near? I'll have to hurry like

safe, He grinned a satisfied smile

ears, though!” he chuckled, ronning
away now, as they used to, for they're

was sticking out hal:u;ud him, and’

I shall go and sea
Scrub-Up Land to tell Rubadub, the

\

e
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DOINGS OF THE DUFFS—

i,

_Although both
be scare and ‘hl:m

‘housekeeper feels the e to t
up” a few cans of trul:.lrfnd jar:m;l
preserves,

Even with the high cost of the raw
Rokne Dresarvad. sl ooy it LAY

Teserv L
and best.

When one buy stne preserves made
of.the cholcest fruit pono must pay
for the labor and care that the home
“The dmhhm?"'uk t spoiling in

question of r of 5 [+
volved in home canning {s ?: be con-
sldered and unless a housekeeper is
willing to give infiaite care and pa-
‘twlﬂ?c:,p;ﬂa uh;ncea are tgn hiatr bt:nit
and sugar and fru a

total loss.

LUNCHEON—Nut baking
powder biscuit, “sunshine’ * straw-
berry preserves, tea.

ﬁliN E%—F&gﬁujsh steak, mashed
potatoes, dan on greens, asparagus
salad, jellled prunes, cookies, coffee.

My Own Recipes

When fruit is made into preserves
there is less danger of the fruit spoil-
ing than in mere E. Sungar is
4 preservative and is used in large
quantities for preserved fruft. If I
have preserves for luncheon, I sel
dom serve a desert. If your family
demands desert, it /will not pay you
to use the amount of sugar necessary
to e the sunshine preserves.
SUNSHINE STRAWBERRY PRE-

SERVES

Select large, ﬁerreet berries, Hull
and wash carefully, Weigh. Use pound
for pound of sugar and fruit. ta
layer of fruit in a porcelain preserv-
ing kettle, add a layer of sugar, then

po
ual
icl::‘inntad July 1, with Cleveland as
its headquarters. '

teaspoon salt
-8 teaspoon pepper

1 egg ¢
Mix thoroughly and form into small
balls the.size of a walnut. o 157
1 1-2 cupsestrained tomato juice.
1 tablespoon butier =
1 scant _uhlesp%oa t;]emu- i
pepper and celery pepper,
Make a sauce by multin;p “butter
in flour and adding tomato
inioe‘dhlg.‘gmu;n. Put bnllg It,n“u
T OVEer sauce an 0
in a moderate oven for 20 minutes.

The meal that's seasoned with con-)-
tentment and eaten with the sauce
of cheerfulness never causes an at-
tack of indigestion. ]

MARY,

An aerial freight and mail trans-
rtation eystem which will event-
Iy mzl:y 2000 alrplanes in serv-

70 erican cities, will be in-

Crowns
Bridges,
Fillings or
set of
Skillfully 1nserted, usin Il;?th 1

us 1

methods which are u‘near mll.u:
less as possible. Our many pa-
Uents will tell you that ouf mosg
‘reasonable prices still prevall, re«
gardless of our high cost of ma-
tarial.

Examinations free. Bonds and
stamps accepted same-as cash. Of-
fice closed at noon op Saturdays.

THE UNION DENTISTS|.
Office over McCrory’'s 6 and 10a) !
Btore—Opp. Court House.

\

To Wear
1

can’t help bein
and aluring ang

Organdie

Just Dozens of Pretty Tub

the Whole Summer Through

F there is any reason that the average woman likes mio:

any other it is Summer, because Summer means wearing pl
ing, pretty comfortable Wash Frocks. And here in Osgood!
stocks are enchanting modes that awaken a new
ionable and-becoming dress. Their styles are of the momen
their fabrics are beautiful and of endurin

interest in
g quality. Really,

thrilled when you see them—they are so d:
80 modestly priced. =3

Voile Frocks $10.95 to $25.00

Frocks $25.00 to $45.00

(OLIVIA HAS HER PHOTO

z

KE’S GONNA CHARGE ME.
TWENTY FIVE DOLLARS FORA

PoZEN PICTURES - WOowW |
| ﬁvs&‘u. HAVE. T0
; HTONTOTHIS

IF TAKT GUN CAR || proc

1 GET IN The Mones 2

IVE STILL €0 A CHANCE !
Ves, I've 60T MoZe Thaul
.. Achance)

L]

TAKEN FOR THE CONTEST.)—BY




