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| When I stepped onto the John Jo 
STraddles* veranda that Saturday after
noon I looked around In amazement. 
i Mrs. John Jo was there; but— 
Where were the. merry guests who, I 
had been assured, would be with her 
to make a week In a never-before-
neard-of summer place somehow en
durable? 

A feeling of resentment overcame 
jjne as I took Mrs. Traddles' proffered 
tiand, and, In the unfeeling way that 

~%ay society allows spoiled favorites to 
kpeak their Inmost minds, I responded 
to her cordial greeting: 

"Has no one else come? Whatever 
Jiave you asked me for?" 
j This was not of the manner In which 

|I had been brought up, but practice 
makes perfect, and after two years of 
^constant study' I found that I could 
oe as Insolently rude In a gushing way 
as any of the fashionables who for 
come freak had taken me up and 
treated me as one of themselves. 
. "We. have one charming guest, 
jfTrlxie, dear," Mrs. John Jo assured 
me. "He is out with John Jo looking 
'over the fishing prospects." 

And then, as she led me to a lovely 
. suite of rooms: "I hope you will not 

t>e dreadfully disappointed; but, for 
reasons, no one else came." 

"Whom did you ask?" I questioned 
sis I released my hatpins. 

"Let me see. There was the Go-
lightlys—they were five deep in ac
ceptances for this week, and when lots 
were drawn they fell to someone 
else." 

"Gone to the Parrots," I said— 
really that glass was a delight; I was 
pirouetting round to get a better 
glimpse of myself—"Glad I did not go. 
And who else?" 

- • "Freddy Pun. He had some moon
light entanglements. Made more pro
posals than he Intended—so he con
fided to John Jo." 

"Yes," I said knowingly—1 didn't 
believe I would have to touch my 
hair—"Had to go to the mountains to 
get his brain clear. I was the one In 
the canoe. He does It very nicely, 
though." 

"And then there were the Will 
Wisps—Monty Bach and that little 
girl who plays his. accompaniments; 
and—let me see—but I'll show you the 
list. There come John Jo and Mr. 
Godwin. I must go." 

••Godwin!" I exclaimed, arresting 
her flight. "What Godwin?" 

"Geoffrey Godwin," she answered, In 
a shamefaced sort of way. "Really I 
could not help It. He has simply fas
cinated John Jo, who said he needed 
a holiday and must come when the fish 
were biting. Do be nice to him, 
Trlxle Troutout, for, to tell you the 

V • truth, he is an ideal man." 
She brought out the "man" Just as 

If It were all In capitals, and he were 
something very great and big. 

"Of all people to ask the up-to-date 
Trixie to meet," I muttered to myself. 
•The Beatrice of early years might 
have had something In common, but 
now—** 

However, It was too late; and one 
of the Traddles' contracted-for maids, 
busying herself about trunks, claimed 
my attention for dress consideration. 

Dinner passed off pleasantly enough. 
John Jo Traddles can adapt himself 
to Individuals and circumstances In
discriminately; and as for his wife, 
she is a past mistress In bringing dia
metrically opposltes together. 

The Rev. Geoffrey Godwin had heard 
of me, so he was pleased to inform me 
directly grace was spoken. I did not 
tell him that I heard of him often and 
often—I rather liked his voice. 

Once it was that old cook of grand
mother's told about jelly and things I 
had conveyed surreptitiously to her— 
one must be decent to people who'have 
been kind to them—I don't care what 
anyone says to the contrary. 

And then that silly, little, fussy 
muff of a seamstress went and told 
him of the night I helped her with the 
gown that "had to be finished for Sun
day." 

But it Is always the way. One's sins 
against really good society Invariably 
hunt you up and expose you before 
other people's hired help. I turned It 
off as best I could; told the reverend 
that I had understood the confessional 
was sacred, and made other cutting 
remarks in the frivolous manner which 
I had acquired, and resented Mrs. 
John Jo's "You dear old Beatrice of 
a real woman!" 

Well, I was In for It. Not a frolic
some footstep sounded upon the ve
randa that night; nor did a motor 
even hesitate near by. Truly I was 
entangled, but I made up my mind I 
would never be caught In that way 
•gain. 

Srihday was desperate. Poured with 
rain—blew furies. I thought of a long, 
tiresome day In the house—not a card, 
no billiards; neither Freddies nor rag
times. Well, there are three hundred 
and some odd days to a year, and It 
Is not absolutely necessary to be 
flighty upon every one of them. At 
breakfast—fancy me down at a nine 
o'clock Sunday breakfast—Mr. Trad
dles said right out before the rever
end : "Mr. Godwin is going to take the 
service at St Saints. The auto will 
be waiting for us at the door at pre
cisely ten-thirty." 

It was like a sentence from child
hood. In prompt obedience I went 
and changed my dress. 

A lot of people, all together, with 

their minds on hymns and prayer 
books, does bring out something com
fortable in you; and rather after the 
midday dinner, aa a natural result, 
the Traddles hunted out sacred music, 
and we sang and sang and sang, then 
read and discussed Improvements In 
time-servers and sang again. 

Some way I felt really good and 
pleasant and loving all round—kind of 
in short frocks and hair ribbons. But 
as John Jo, with a distinct stoop of 
piety between his shoulders, led the 
reverend toward the library to look 
up the heathen In books my fingers 
strayed Irresponsibly to dancing Jig-
notes that could not fall to get Into 
his toes and shake the Sunday humps 
out before he got there. 

In this mood of good will toward 
everybody I thought of letters I owed 
to people who really deserved them, 
and made myself comfortable In ki
mono and unbound hair before seating 
myself at the desk that my room 
boasted. 

Then that wretched cat of the Trad
dles began. 

I felt sure It was shut outside a win
dow somewhere, and, going through 
the main hail, I floundered down a 
darksome, alley-like place, hunting for 
the thing. The sound seemed close 
beside me and as I opened a door out 
scudded the cat. 

What insane aotlon made me step 
Into the room I don't know, but no 
sooner had I passed the threshold 
than a wind from somewhere banged 
the door behind me. When I turned 
to find It it was gone. I ran my hand 
along the wall to find the light button, 
but that was lost too. 

I shouted and banged and reshouted, 
but no one appeared. So I closed the 
window and tried to make a bee line 
for the door. 

With aft "Allah be praised I" I turned 
the handle and walked boldly forth. I 
caught hold of something—portieres, I 
supposed, but they were queer of 
shape and seemed to be hung on 
wires. Clothes, by all that was un
pleasant, and—men's clothes at that. 
They seemed to stretch out and clutch 
at me. 

Hastily I began again to hunt for 
the right door. I found a handle, but 
It belonged to a bureau. Then I 
knocked against something furry-
some of the Traddles' bugs and cater
pillars, I knew (they have a mania for 
horrors); and I shrieked as they fell 
about me, and Imagined them crawl
ing round from the upset box. More 
things tumbled over; more crawly 
things crept after me. 

In agony I reached high up out of 
their way, and something bit my arm. 
I yelled and yelled, and the thing bit 
harder the more I tried to get away 
and then came bouncing down upon 
me. I could feel the blood trickling 
down my arm; but, not satisfied, It 
gripped and dragged at me, then fell 
to the floor with a thud and wriggled 
around my feet. 

I cried again In terror and gingerly 
put down my hand to push It away, 
but It would not budge and my arm 
was tearing. I knocked against some
thing—a bed, and sank convulsed be
side It. My last hour had come, and 
with fervency I began to say my 
prayers; and, in their midst, I gained 
strength to try and rid myself of the 
awful something. It was hard and 
stringy; that reassured me. I touched 
my arm. Yes, It was a hook, caught 
deep In the flesh. I had knocked a, 
fishing contrivance down bodily and It 
was having Its revenge. 

I could not get It out, so began with 
the litany, went on and on as far as 
"love, honor and obey;" and there I 
halted, could get no further, and kept 
muttering the words to myself that I 
had vowed would never pass my lips. 

Then I heard a sound—someone was 
coming. I tried to shout, but it was 
of no use. "Love, honor and obey" 
was all I could cry out. 

The door was pushed noisily open-
far away from any direction I had 
even thought of, and a person almost 
danced into the room to the tune of 
that dancing-jig. stumbled over the 
fishline and said words inappropriate 
to the day. 

The Jerk hurt excruciatingly, but I 
began to laugh. I laughed and laughed, 
and could not stop. Then, without the 
slightest warning. It turned into a 
howl of a sob, and down came the del
uge—great, big, uncontrollable sobs 
that shook me and shook the room, 
and made the whole earth convulse. 

Light was turned on, and there was 
the reverend leaning over me, patting 
my head with "Poor little girlie" say
ings while he disengaged the hook. 

Somehow I was unbound and led 
away. 

The aftermath of the sickening 
thumpings of a two-days' headache 
is the nearest to heaven that we mor
tals get. 

I lay quietly In a hammock on the 
upstairs piazza—no one near me— 
with the loveliest, the kindest, the 
most glorious thoughts chasing each 
other in a delicious abandon through 
my brain, and twinkling with good 
will and blessings about my eyes and 
mouth—when along came the rever
end and caught them. 

I was so peacefully happy In his 
arms (he had appropriated me also), 
and I drank In the loveliness of his 
words and the comfort of his soothing. 

I never knew Just what happened; 
whether we were married before tea 
was served or whether It took place 
the following week. 

One thing Is certain—Geoffrey God
win, my Geoffrey Godwin—the tf->alest 
man In the world, who lets me be as 
silly as I liko witK aoup and sewing-
says that his wedding gift to me Is 
the pretty place he has bought down 
near the Traddles*, where the fishing 
Is so good that a line will go off o» 
its own hook and catch— 

But—it will not do to repeat all 
that the reverend says. 

GRACEFUL RIBBONS 
BRIGHTEN UNGERIE 

Already the showcases in ribbon de
partments prophesy the coming of the 
holidays, for a lot of new and beau
tiful articles for wear and for house
hold use have made their appearance. 
Lingerie ribbons, hair bows, shopping 
bags and many other kinds of bugs, 
slippers and sashes are always In de
mand, but they grow In importance 
with the approach of the holidays, 
since nothing is liked better for gifts. 
This year will see them more popular 
than ever because they are less extrav
agantly priced than other gifts that 
have equal charm. 

All women like pretty furbelows and 
therefore they choose them as gifts 
for their friends. The pretty lingerie 
bows, garters, rosettes, clasps, sachet 
and powder bags—and other bits of 
finery made of ribbons require time 
and painstaking care and these add 
more value to exquisite little gifts 
than can be measured in dollars and 
cents. A few of the novelties which 
will figure in this year's holiday dis
plays are shown In the picture above. 

At the center of the group there is 
a shower rosette made of narrow satin 
ribbon, usually in pink, but pretty in 
any light color. The rosette is made 
of many knotted loops varying In 

lengin, with the short ones at the ce» 
ter. These, with a few short ends, 
are sewed together at the base of the 
loops. Eleven pieces of ribbon, also 
of unequal length, and each having a 
little bow at one end, are sewed to the 
back of the rosette, which Is then fas
tened to a medium-sized safety pin. 
This rosette is to be used on a night 
dress or petticoat where it Is pinned 
to place when wanted. 

Two pairs of garters are shown, each 
made of a plain satin ribbon shirred 
to a flat elastic band. Each of the 
garters at the left is ornamented with 
a double bow of ribbon in which a rib
bon pansy Is set and two buds. The 
pansy is painted at the center. The 
garters at the opposite side are flnlsh-
ed with small clusters of ribbon flow
ers. The,gronp includes little rosettes 
of ribbon with tiny ribbon or chiffon 
roses at the center, each fastened to 
a small safety pin. These are used 
wherever needed, as on the shoulders 
—instead of clasps. 

For Evening Gowns. 
Exquisitely rich, but in good taste, 

are evening dresses and dinner gowni 
of heavy metal brocades veiled Ii 
colored chiffons. 

In the Assemblage of Girl's Coats 

In the assemblage of coats for little 
girls certain kinds of cloth and certain 
styles are set aside for children from 
four years old upward to misses of 
seventeen. Warmth, protection against 
rain and snow, and durability are the 
first consideration In girls' coats and 
all these things have been looked af
ter in the models presented for this 
season. Prices have advanced as sharp
ly on children coats as they have on 
shoes and Baby Bunting's father could 
hardly be more profitably employed 
than when he goes hunting for rabbit 
•kins to wrap the baby up in. Rabbit 
skin coats, undisguised by any dye and 
not masquerading under any other 
name, make coats for small girls. 
Squirrel, opossum, muskrat are the 
furs to make collars In cloth coats for 
the younger children. 

For school wear there are heavy 
novelty cloths, plain on one side and 
plaid on the other, that are warm and 
good looking. Leather coats that carat 
less than cloth ones, will help solve 
the problem of warmth and durability 
without high price. Dark blue cloth 
coats lined with scarlet wool cloth are 
among the prettiest models that -
speaking comparatively—are moder
ately priced, but moderately priced 
does not uiean much in the realm of 

coat*, either for youngsters, or grow* 
people. 

Fur fabrics (or wool furs) make 
very handsome coats for children and 
prove as durable as any cloth; they 
are more lasting than furs and richer 
looking than the Inexpensive pelts. 
There are several kinds of wool fur 
suitable for children of various ages. 
Nearly all of them are plain, that is 
not made in imitation of a fur, and the 
coat pictured here Is a fine example 
of good style for a girl of ten years 
or over. This Is a straight-hanging 
coat, cut to flare somewhat. It has a 
wide felt that slips through a slash 
In the coat at each side and button* 
with a large button and loop at 
the front The wide shawl collar can 
be rolled up about the neck and face 
and there are small, triangular pock* 
ets to hide the fingers In when the 
coldest weather nips them. These 
coats are lined with plain satin usual
ly and while quite dressy enough for 
any port of demand, they may be re
lied npon for daily service and great 
resistance to wear. 
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It Is Fundamental That High Prices 
Always Do Enhance Speculation 

By Representative S. D. PESS, of Ohio 

High prices always enhance speculation. When We 
are on a high-priced level people Beem to think they are 
doing well. If a man is getting $6 today and has to 
pay $6 for what $3 would have purchased before the 
war he makes himself believe that he is doing well, be
cause the $6 passed through his hands instead of $3. 
This is fundamental that high prices always breed spec
ulation. High price* just now, as everybody must 
admit, are due to the conditions of the war, and they 
naturally invite inflation the like of which we have 
never seen in the world. The speculative spirit is not 

here, but it is everywhere. The crisis following the Revolutionary war was 
induced by excesses that precipitated a speculative era. The same thing 
occurred in 1819,1837,1857,1873 and 1893. A crisis came to us in 1907. 
All will admit that in the years preceding 1907 we never had a greater era 
of industrial activity than at that time. The panic came at the very 
moment when the people were talking about the great prosperity of the 
country. . 

If ever there was a time when the world was wild with speculation, it 
is this minute, right now. I say to you gentlemen, that instead of your 
passing laws inviting speculation, enhancing the speculative spirit, we 
ought to be passing laws to relieve the period of speculation. If we do not 
get back to a sound business basis, where business is done on rational 
grounds, this country will see, as surely as we are here, a crisis that will 
come suddenly and swiftly. 

A Commission Is Needed for Building a 
National System of Highways 

87 DR- H. M. RO WE, Past President A. A. A. 

That a commission as contemplated by the Townsend-Bankhead bill 
will be the method of administration adopted by congress for building a 
national highway system is indicated not only by public sentiment but 
by the weight of government precedent. 

Highways should be considered in the same class of public activity 
as railways, waterways, merchant marine, the national banking system, 
and, in fact, any of the great distinctly national undertakings. I t seems 
a self-evident proposition that the building of a national system of high
ways will form an enterprise of such magnitude and- such complexity aa 
to put it entirely beyond the sphere of a single bureau or other subdi
vision of an executive department. 

Highways are of such an all-embracing and general importance as 
to make it impracticable to intrust the task as a minor undertaking to 
any single government department A commission would consider the 
needs of all of the departments. 

From the standpoint of directness, of responsibility, timeliness of 
action and comprehensiveness of knowledge a commission devoting its 
whole time to the one single task could not fail to accomplish far greater 
results than would be possible through the medium of a cabinet officer 
who would be devoting the greater part of his time and attention to mat
ters wholly foreign to highways. It would seem that the commission plan 
is unassailable. 

The Producer Who Considers Utility Only 
and Not Beauty Will Fail 

By GEORGE S. JOHNS, Chairman Exposition Committee 

The primary purpose of the Art league in originating and planning 
the St. Louis Exposition of Industrial Arts and Crafts is to awaken the 
business men to the importance of original designs in industry. The 
producer who considers utility only without regard to beauty will fail. 

The close of the war marks the beginning of a tremendous oppor
tunity for American business in the world market. We must compete 
with the manufacturers of the world not alone in quality and price, but in 
design. Beauty of design, or line, form, color—the perfect combination 
of beauty and utility—is now a governing factor in salesmanship. 

America lacks both schools of design and teachers of design. Amer
ican business men—for the subject is of vital interest not only to manu
facturers but to all business men who handle their products—must awaken 
to the necessity of making adequate provision for this vital necessity. We 
should develop our own industrial arts and crafts—our own designers and 
craftsmen. 

We hope in this preliminary St. Louis exposition to lay the founda
tion for a great national exposition, which will exhibit the industrial arts 
and crafts of the United States. We hope eventually to have an interna
tional exposition. 

In Economy and in Work Alone Lie the 
Salvation of Great Britain 

By LORD CUNLIFFE, Director of the Bank of England 

The main thing to remember is that we must all work with a view 
to making good the wealth we have lost in the last five years. 

Those who have been fighting naturally want some relaxation. After 
the strain of war they want what is usually called a "lark." I should be 
the last man on earth to frown on that spirit The soldier has well earned 
his playtime. But we should never lose sight of the fact that that play
time cannot continue indefinitely. 

Remember we have drawn on the future. To win the war the Brit
ish government bad to pay for it. The government could do this only by-
drawing upon the nation's credit 

This the government did by turning itself into the nation's banker, 
and by issuing notes against the future. The government had no other 
alternative. The issue has little to do with the increased cost of living. 

Now that the war is won we have to look to the future. In economy 
and in work alone lie our salvation, and unless we economize and work 
wi ihaH never again be in the same happy position as we were in 1913. 
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