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New York.-The dominant note in
the latest fashions is simplicity-
more truthful, perhaps, is it to say ap-
parent simplicity-for in reality the
newest gowns afe built on most in-
tricate lines to gain the desired effect.
Fichus play a most important part in
the styles for late autumn and winter,
and while they seem best suited to
the evening gowns they are no less
appropriate with the more elaborate
style of afternoon gowns. Soft draped
surplice folds of material to match the
gown often take the place of the fichu,
but the general effect is the same,
and all are on the s:ame order.

Charmingly picturesque and most
generally becoming are the dainty
white gowns that, while intended pri-
marily for the summer, will be seen
for some time to come, and, in fact,
will be in fashion all winter for the
house. At the moment the lingerie
and the lace gown are the best ex-
amples of this style, but the same
model will be made up in chiffon, voile
de sole and also in silk or Liberty
satin.

A Popular Skirt Model.
A popular skirt model is short

enough to clear the ground, the same
length all around, cut with such
straight lines that it looks quite scant,
while in reality it has sufficient width
to permit a long step, and is finished
around the hem with a band of cloth,
satin or silk. Over the fiat band or
fold falls the overskirt, finished with
a wide band of embroidery or lace.
The waist is extremely simple, rather
full and not exaggeratedly short
waisted; the sleeves, elbow length or
rather longer, are quite small, but not
too tight, and have bands of entre-
deux in lace or embroidery. There is
a most becoming fichu of mousseline
do sole, edged with lace, with ends
crossed in front and fastened under a
wide girdle of the mousseline de sole,
satin or silk. The fichu is crossed
quite high at the throat, and is drawn
well up on the shoulders, as though to
show that the gown is for afternoon
and not for evening. As has been
said, the original model is of lingerie
or lace, but it can be carried out quite
satisfactorily in other materials, and
the embroidery around the skirt can
be omitted if a heavier material be
chosen for the gown.
Black or colored voile de sole or

mousseline de sole over white contin-
ues to be most fashionable, and now
there are most charming blue, green,
mauve and yellow to be added to the
list of thin fabrics that are effective
made over white. While the skirts of
the newest gowns all hang in the
same straight lines, there is more
width around the bottom. while the
overskirt has quite a little fulness,
which, however, is most cleverly dis-

Marine Blue Crepe de Sole Gown.
posed of so that there is not too much
material around the hips. Narrow
side pleats or gathers provide for this,
and the overskirt or tunic (either
name is correct), open at one side. is I
roundctd off at the bottom and trimmed
with silk fringe, or, if it is desired to
give a more elaborate effect, a fringe

of crystal or jet beads is used. This
sometimes makes the overskirt too
heavy and is not so appropriate when
there is no other trimming of the
same kind on the waist. A mauve
and white gown that has attracted
much attention is on these lines with
the silk fringe. The waist is draped
under a flat hemstitched fichu of the
finest lingerie, there are short elbow
sleeves of lingerie with a cap of vel.
vet, and there is also a soft belt or
velvet the color of the mousseline de
sole.

Long Skirts for House.
Short skirts for the street, long

skirts for the house, is one of lash-
ion's latest rulings, and a ruling that
delights the soul of every woman who
cares for dress. The practical side of
the short skirt is so apparent that It
must continue in favor, while the
charm of the long skirt is ac delight-

ruxl7 reminine that all women are lond
in its praise.

Embroidered chiffon, voile de e6it
and lace gowns made over the white
silk or satin underskirts are as popu-
lar as ever. The embroidered tuhel
effect is still in favor, but newer to
the long, straight overskirt caught up
at one side with rosette, jeweled orna.
ment or some embroidered design. The
most charming colors and designs in
embroidered chiffon and voile are
among the newest materials, while em-
broidered net and lace display the
most marvelous work and design. A
charming model in this style of gown
is made over .a cream white satin.
The skirt, with long, square train, is
finished with a pleated ruche of lace
or of silk. The overskirt, of em-
broidered lace, fits close to the figure
and hangs straight, except at the side,
where it is caught up under a large
ornament of velvet and lace and has
itself a train that falls down over the
white satin for some distance. The
waist is soft and full, finished around
the shoulders with a lace bertha, over
which is draped a bertha of white
chiffon, the ends of which are fast-
ened under a large velvet rosette.
There is a girdle or soft belt of velvet
placed high but not exaggeratedly
high on the waist.

Attractive Cerise Costume.
The fichu is quite separate from

the gown, which is finished without it.
This is really rather a practical meth-
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od of turning a low waist into a high
one, for the fichu answers all the pur-
poses of a scarf.

There is an endless variety in the
shape and the material of the fichu;
some are much wider than others and
much larger, extending down over the
top of the arm; some are finished with
a double lace ruffle, others are hem-
stitched,, others again-and these of
the most exquisite hand work on fin-
est linen or batiste-have a scalloped
edge. A becoming one is quite full
with ruffled lace edge, and, while quite
wide In the center, tapers down to
narrow ends. These ends are crossed
in front and caught under the high
girdle. The gown with which this
fichu looks especially well is of cerise
voile de sole made up over white. The
overskirt does not meet in front and
the white skirt shows from waist to
hem. The voile de sole upper sleeves
are quite short, but there are close
fitting undersleeves that match the
fichu, and those reach below the elbow.

Dainty, Picturesque Fichus.
Dainty undersleeves, fichus and ker-

chiefs such as were worn by the
grandmothers of two generations ago
are all in fashion again for the gowns
of this winter, and most charming they
are worn with satin, silk, voile de sole
or the exquisitely fine, soft cloths and
cashmeres which are so fashionable
this season.

It is surprising what individuality
there can be in the draping of the
fichu and what a difference there is in
the way it is put on the gown. There
must not be forgotten the lace and
net fichus, black and white, which are
also in style, although not so smart
and rarely so becoming as the chiffon
or batiste. Silk gowns with draped c
fichu effects, the silk fichu trimmed I
with bands of velvet, are extremely 2
smart and novel, as are also those of
the lightweight cloth gowns, but these a
have not the charm of the white, and r

Plum Colored Serge Gown.
are merely the following out of fash- r
ion's decree that fichus are to be worn f
this winter. And in the meantime the t
demand for the finest of hand em- b
broidery on linen or batiste for the a
embroidered fichus and undersleeves
increases every day, while as a fash- b
ionable fancy work hand embroidery ti
knows no rival.

h
Filmy Shoulder Scarf In Favor.
One of the latest manifestations on n

the scarf is in two shades of mousse-
line de sole, one over the other, and Y
the whole banded with a wide border
of black satin. r

With the short-waisted simple a
frocks that are now so popular for tl
evening are worn auch scarfs as one 0
sees in portraits of empire days.
Ard, indeed, some of these portrait n

ladies might have stepped out of their li
frames, so much like the fashions of
the empire are those we see now. e

:Most of the little dresses are of a
green much affected at that time, and tI
a scarf of two very different shades ii
of green banded with the black wouldmake a charming shoulder covering, t(

Most of these scarfs are of trans. e:
parent materials, chiffon, crepe de
chine, and more often than not, Imnousseline de soie. But for wear on it
the street th•is alre not practicable W
and( the'r(ir,. vh IHmore durable varl aety is u•le f1 l l vy. satin and velvet.

AUNT BETTY'S
CROW

By DONALD ALLEN

Aunt Betty lived in a poor little cot-
tage in the suburbs of the village.
t Her only income came from washing,

though to be sure there were kind-Ihearted people who were glad to help

her out when her rheumatic spells
came on and she could not use her
hands. Her .special patron was the
merchant's daughter, Miss May Gra-
ham. As a girl of twelve Miss May
used to go over to the cottage and
sweep and dust and cook and cheer
the patient up. She had come to
be nineteen, and yet the visits contin-
ued.

One day a tin peddler came along
with something besides tinware to sell.
It was a tame crow. The bird could
make a fair attempt at singing and
talking. At least, he was a lively crow,
and it was purchased to be presented
to Aunt Betty, who hadn't good luck
keeping a cat about the house. The
bird's antics and chatter would be a
diversion. Mr. Crow was tied by the
leg for a week, and then he had no
thought of flying away. It came to
be known whose crow he was and the
stone-throwing boys did not bother
him,

Miss May had been in .he city for
four days, to find upon her return
that Aunt Betty's hands and arms
were aching with rheumatism. The
doctors had said that she could never
be free from the ailment, but she al-
ways found temporary relief by rub-
bing the fresh plant of the wintergreen
over the affected parts. Many and
many an armful of the plant had the
girl gathered. She had to go down the
highway a bit and then turn aside to
when the creek ran through a marshy
spot. On this day she left the cot-
tage almost on the run, and the crow
followed, scolding ter for her long
absence. While she gathered the
plants he sat' on the limb of a dead
tree not far away.

Presently the girl heard the chug of
an auto, but she hadn't the curiosity
to look up. She heard it halt a few
yards away, but it could have nothing
to do with her.

"A splendid target, but I'll wager
you don't hit it!"

"Three to one I do!"
Miss May straightened up in a

breath. There were two young men
in the auto, and one had a pistol on t
the tame crow, who was looking down
without fear. t

"Don't! Don't shoot!" I
It was too late. The shot rang out

and the poor bird fell. Miss May
flung down the plants she had gath- I

a

"Don't! Don't Shootl"

ered and advanced upon the auto. Its
occupants stared at her as she came.
Her cheeks were red and her eyes
flashing.

"You-you ruffian!" she exclaimed
at the young man who still held the
revolver in his hand.

In her indignation she did not take
notice whether he was young or old,
fair or ugly. All she did notice was
that he had big black eyes, and her
big blue ones looked straight into them
as she continued:

"It was the cruelest act I ever
heard of, and you ought to, be sent
to prison for it!"

"Why, I have simply shot a crow!"
he replied in a dazed way.

"Yes, but whose crow was itt Oh,
man, it was a dastardly act!"

"Drive on!" whispered the other
young man, with a nudge of the elbow.

"Yes, drive on, like two cowards!"
replied the girl as she caught the
words. "You have committed some-
thing almost as bad as murder, and
now it's for you to sneak away!"

"You are mistaken," replied the
man with the big black eyes as he
lifted his cap at last and stepped down.
"I-I don't understand at all. Please
explain "

Miss May stepped to the spot where
the dead crow.lay, and picking it up
in her arms she returned and said:

"It was a tame crow. It belonged
to poor Aunt Betty. She will cry her
eyes out over its death."

"A tame crow? Why, I don't think
I ever heard of one. You see, we saw
it sitting up there, and I thought I
would try this new pistol. I hadn't
an idea-an idea-"

"No. You thought you could 'shoot

at anything that came in your way!
You didn't happen to see me, or I
might have been the target!"

"Please don't be too harsh on me.
I'm willing to do anything to make
good. Where does this Aunt Betty
live? I'll try and make it right with
her."

The girl passed him the crow, went
back for her plants, and when she re-
turned she led the way to the cottage,
crying a little and saying never a
word. The black-eyed man walked be.Ot- side her, while the other drove the

e. auto to the inn.Ig, "Aunt Betty," said Miss May as the
Id- cottage was reached, "here is a man

ip who has shot your Dickie!"Is "What! Killed my crow!" waileder the old woman..

he "Madam," replied the man, "I have
a' had that misfortune. I saw him sittingy on a limb, and I supposed he was a

wild crow. It was very foolish of meto shoot at all, but I did, and I can'tto tell you how much I regret it."
n- "But Dickie was company for me.

He kept me cheered up. He was moreig to me than any person except May.
Why, the place will be so lonely that
I won't want to live any longer!"

"Won't you please speak a .word
for me?" asked the man of Miss May,

k who sat with tears in her eyes and
her lip trembling.

e She brushed away the tears ande looked at him for a long minute. He
o had a kindly face, and his eyes 1-_ked

o the sympathy and regret he felt. She
went over to Aunt Betty and put her
.arm around her and said:"It's too bad, but we musn't cry over

r it. I-I think the gentleman will get
n you another tame crow, if he can find
one."

s "If you will please leave it to me,"
was answered. "Here is my card."
It was not glanced at until the win-

tergreen plants had been well rubbed
on. Then Miss May say the addressd read: "Mr. Adison Bruce, N. Y. City."

"He-he shot Dickie, but I likee him," said the old woman as the girl

o was ready to go."
S"I'm sure he'll get you another

crow."
"And did you notice his eyes?"
"I saw they were black."
"And he felt bad, didn't he?"
"I believe he did."
"And shooting a crow-and your npitching into him-and he coming here ofand begging my pardon-and he re- al

placing Dickie-and then falling in ai
love with you-is that what young m
folks call romance?" R b,"Aunt Bet, are you really going O
out of your mind?" was the reproof as fc
Miss May hurried out of the house. s

Mr. Adison Bruce did not leave the m
village with his companion. He set- ae
tied right down there. AIe didn't
hunt for tame crows, but he sent up o1
town for a mocking bird, and Aunt st
Betty received it with joy. Then, after ai
Miss Graham had given him her name, et
and her father had said the Bruce fam- ai
ily was of the best, she enterea into bi
a little plot with the murderer of the P
tame crow. A better cottage was tt
bought for Aunt Betty, and she wa. he
moved in to leave poverty and the m
washboard behind her. What's a couple fr
of thousand dollars to a rich young th
man who has shot a tame crow and is th
sorry for it, and who has at the same "
time found the girl of all the girls he W
wants for a wife? th

It wasn't so many weeks ago that at
the happy Aunt Betty said to the sing- Bi
ing Miss May: wI

"Yes, I guess this is romance. If
only the parlor was big enough to hold cr
you all I'd have the marriage take so
place right here!" re

And when the girl retorted: "What vi
marriage!" her blushes gave het hi
away. ol

ha

New Heat Unit.
The use of gas for heating as well

as lighting has made obsolete the old
unit, the candle-power, owing to the
fact that this unit rates merely the
brihtness of the flames, not the heat-
ing power, according to a writer in
America.

Deville and more recent experi-
menters discovered a remarkable pro-
portion between the light and hbat
of a mantle, and using this, makers
are rating burners according to the
units of heat given to them per unit
of time in standard calorica. Gas of
5,200 calories efficiency a cubic meter
has been recommended as the stand-
ard.

The latest designs of burners for
heat and lighting require that the gas
have a fairly constant consumption,
since the maximum efficiency of the
burned it attained only when the rel-
ative quantities of air and gas are
closely regulated. Water gas may be
added to prevent excessive variation
in caloric value.

Witnesses.

Whenever the Rev. Solon Jefferson
called on Aunt Candace it was her
custom to set a plate of gingerbread
before him and then ply him with
what she called "'ligious 'spoundin's "

"Wha' fo' does de Lawd send epi-
demics onto de land?" she asked him
one day.

"When folks gets so bad dey must
be removed, some of 'em, Sist' Can.
dace, den de Lawd permits de coming
ob an epidemic," said Mr. Jefferson,
and took a large bite of gingerbread.

"Uh-h!" said Aunt Candace. "Ef
dat's so, how come de good people
gets removed along wid de bad ones?"

"De good ones are summonsed fo'
witnesses," said the Reverend Solon,
fortified in spirit and clarified in mind
by the gingerbread, although slightly
embarrassed in his utterance. "De
Lawd gibs ebery man a fair trial."-
Youth's Companion.

As Eagerly.
"Drowning men catch at straws."
"So do thirsty men."
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RELIC, marvelously old, and
strangely moving to the im-
agination of men who remem-
ber history, was taken through
London a few days ago, and

now lies in a back yard of the palace
of Kensington. It was the wreck of
an old boat, with timbers blackened
and rotted in the deep mud where so
many secrets of the past lie buried
beneath this modern London of ours.
Other relics of the past have been
found there, including a skull and
some bones, and in the illustration the
modern civil engineer is thus shown
as grave digger.

Digging down for the foundations
of the new county hall at Westmin-
ster, workmen had struck their spades
against the ribs of that old boat skel-
eton, and then had revealed its shape
and size. It was a Roman galley,
built of oak that grew in Gaul when
Pan was worshiped in the woods, two
thousand years ago. The timbers were
hoisted on to a trolley, and working
men who had escaped, or recovered,
from the strike fever drove their load
through the streets of London, and
then through Kensington Gardens.
"What have you got there, mates?"
was shouted by a soldier encamped in
the gardens after strike duty, and the
answer came back, "A Roman barge,
Bill. Friends, Romans, countrymen-
what's that we used to learn?"

A Roman boat! A queer kind of
craft to be dragged through London-
so queer that if we may believe the
reporters, a soldier of the Army Ser-
vice corps had a strange thrill down
his spine as though the ghost of some
old general were passing. Perhaps he
had read something about the Roman
legions. He pulled himself up and
saluted the old timbers as they were
drawn past.

That is a good story. I should like
to have seen that British soldier salut-
ing the wreck of the Roman galley. It
was a salute across the ages, from im-
perial London to imperial Rome, from
a soldier of King George to Caesar's
legions. It would not have been ridicu-
lous if the last voyage of that boat
had been made into a pageant, with
soldiers guarding the line of route,
presenting arms, and playing solemn
march music, as the relic went by, for
here in those blackened timbers is
the cradle of English history, and
each plank of them is a bridge across
which we may pass from London of
this'twentieth century to Londinium
which was built upon the Thames
bank by the men who came in this
old craft, not only with swords to kill,
but with the wisdom and the virtues
of an imperial race, and with the law
which they gave to their conquered
peoples.

Who shall sing the song of that
boat? Who shall tell her tale? Our
imagination only may go voyaging in
her upon the sea of adventure since
that day when strong brown hands ran
her down upon the beach below a cliff
of Gaul, and Roman soldiers, leaping
in, rowed her across the dancing
waves or through the thick gray mist
to this island, "almost all the world
away," as Virgil wrote. Who shall
say that these very timbers did not
form part of that fleet of eighty gal-
leys in which Julius Caesar came to
Britain forty-five years before the
birth of Christ? Perhaps Caesar him-
self sat in the stern of his boat, star-
ing in his grim, silent way, with
hawk's eyes, at the unknown land
whose white cliffs rose up before him
as the long oars swept the water.
Upon the shore that day the British
chieftains stood with their warriors
and priests, ready to defend their
land against these strange invaders,
who raised their flashing swords. The
Roman soldiers rested on their oars,
afraid to land in the face of such a
strong foe. In one of the boats-was
this the boat?-a standard bearer

d raised the Eagle of his legion, andn- then jumped into the water.
n- "Follow me, my comrades," he cried,

b "if you would not see your EagleLd taken by the enemy. If I die I shall
e have done my duty to Rome, and to
2 my general." So the old story goes,

d familiar to every schoolboy, and re-
o membered, perhaps, by that soldier
d who stood at the salute in KensingtonS. Gardens.

n But whatever stories we may weave
d about the boat that has been dug upLe from the London mud after nineteen

n hundred years or so, at least it has
come to us as a reminder of the civill-1 zation which was enthroned upon the
1- Thames at London, which carved

s great roads through the forest lands,
1- which built temples and palaces,
e baths and terraced gardens, fortifiedY camps and strong walls, north and
n south, east and west, in this island of
0 ours,, before "England" had a name
e in history. They did their work well,
g those Romans, and though fifteen hun.i, dred years have passed since the last

d of them went away into the ghost
d world, leaving Britain a prey to savage
a. hordes, leaving their temples and

their terraces to be the hiding placesn of wolves until the stones fell among
e the tangled weeds, England has still

' many memorials of their rule. Our

motor cars speed upon the highways
down which the Roman legions

f marched. Straight from London to-Chester goes Watling street, and the
e Fosse way from Bath to Lincoln. Er-

mine street is still a high road froma London to York, and the "Via Mariti-
e ma" (the seaside road) still winds its

s way along the sea coast of Wales to
1 Pembrokeshire.

I Hardly a year passes but a plow

e turns up a pot full of coins which bear

the image and the superscription of3 Claudius or Constantine, or some

great emperor whose edicts carried ast far as this misty isle. The peasant's

spade unearths a tesselated pavementi which formed the floor of a Roman
B gentleman's villa, or a stone rudely

carved by a Roman soldier who in-t scribed his homage to Mars or Diana
i ahd the old gods in whose worship he

found courage and beauty. Britain1 was no mere outpost of empire held
precariously by a little garrison
among hostile tribes. It was a Roman
i province, where for nearly four hun-

dred years the Roman law ruled, and
a civilization noble and strong andi beautiful in its well-ordered system

was raised among a conquered people,
who yielded, after the first struggle,
gladly to their conquerors. It is not
difficult to reconstruct that Roman
civilization in Britain, to conjure up
the picture of that civil life in such
cities as Bath, and York, St. Albans
and Lincoln, where stones of Roman
buildings are found in the walls of
Norman churches and English battle-
ments. The officers of Vespasian and
Severus, Titus and Constantine, were
gentlemen of Roman dignity and valor,
and their life in Britain reflected the
splendor, the, luxury and the beauty
that they had known in the imperial
city.

Most of us have forgotten those
things. Yet they have a moral for a
race which has founded an empire
greater than that of Rome, and, like
the Romans, has given its law to many
far colonies. The Roman empire has
perished' for after strength came
weakness, and the seeds of vice and
luxury were reaped in a harvest of de.
struction. How is it with us in im-
perial London? There are some who
hear the distant rumbling of new
world forces beating against the fab.
ric of our imperial system. The world
changes, and no man may foretell the
things that arq to come. But always
we may look back and learn the moral
of the past, and listen to the voices
that speak from old graves.
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