
Feet Are Exquisitely Clad 

In strength of fascination the mil- 
liners’ window displays have always 
held first place, but now they have no 
advantage over the displays of new 

footwear. Throngs of shoppers seem 
more eagerly interested these days in 
the dainty and really wonderful shoes 
that they study earnestly and with 
much enthusiasm, than in any other 

Item of apparel. It is a fact that in- 
stead of buying her shoes to match her 
gown many a careful dresser now buys 
her gown to match her shoes, and 
she was never quite so exquisitely 
clad as to her feet as she is today. 
There are shoes for morning wear, 

afternoon shoes, sports shoes, and eve- 
ning shoes. There are high—very 
high—models, and plenty of low shoes 
for summer wear. Perhaps the most 
novel of all the new footwear is to be 
found in the displays of sports shoes, 
where comfort and “class” are so ef- 

fectively combined. 
This specializing in shoes means 

that women will spend more on foot- 
wear and wear it with more discrim- 
ination as to style than ever before. 
The story of spring shoes is long, and 
the three examples of new models pic- 
tured here will only serve as a little 
Introduction to it. They are elegant and 
authoritative selections, made by the 
head of a house of national reputation. 
At the left a pair of sports shoes are 

shown. They are made of Russian 
calf, in either black or brown, and ar® 
cut with a seam up the back and no 
other seams except those where th® 
sidepieces are stitched to the toe 

piece. The tongue is sewed to this 
piece. The narrow perforations are 

merely decorative and they also serve 
to give graceful lines to this marvel of 
smart comfort. The shoe has a low 
and broad heel and an inconspicuous 
extension to the sole. This is a sensi- 
ble and intensely practical shoe, quite 
as smart as the more spectacular 
shoes of buckskin in which white and 
tan, white and bright green, and white 
and black are combined. 
The beautifully finished high after- 

noon boot is made of black patent 
leather and white kid. It is also 
shown with uppers in light gray and 
in putty color. Neat rows of machine- 
stitching prove an adornment, as the 
eyes for lacing do, because of the qual- 
ity of workmanship evident in them. 
The low shoes of black kid, with 

kid-covered buckle at the front, are the 
last word in that elegance that fash- 
ion demands—at any price. They 
may be taken as a criterion, and sim- 
ilar styles measured up by compari- 
son with them. 

Among the Best of the New Modes 

A suit that is recommended by its 
quiet interpretation of the new modes 
is sure to be approved everywhere. 
Those who demand strictly plain and 
Wearable things for the street will 
like it and it will bear the scrutiny of 
those who insist upon its being up to 
date. A model of this description ap- 
pears in the picture above. , 

This skirt and coat are adapted to 
any of the accepted spring suitings— 
serge, gaberdine, whipcord, etc., in 

plain cloths, and the shepherds’ 
checks and Callot checks that are 

equally popular. Its skirt is very full, 
with a panel effect down the front, 

having inverted plaits at each side 
and a group of three box plaits at 
each side of the back. It is one of 
the longest of the new models and 
might be shorter with good effect. 
Ttumors of skirts considerably length- 
ened have failed to make good in 

spring suits, although the new skirts 

Cnot quite so Bhort as those of the t season. _35 

The fullness of the peplum is placed 
in positions corresponding with those 
that dispose of the fullness in the 
skirt. The panel front of the skirt is 

also repeated in the coat. The shaped 
coatsleeves are perfectly plain and 
the coat is fastened with cloth-covered 

buttons, a little to one side of the 
front. A small cape and narrow stand- 

ing collar acknowledge the strength 
of the cape idea in spring fashiong 
and make the best possible finish fo* 
the plain neck. 
The leather-covered sailor hat with 

leather ornaments worn with this 
suit is strictly in keeping with it, 
plain and up to date, made for utility 
without neglecting style. Gloves and 
shoes bespeak the same ideas as gov* 
erning their design. In this outfit ona 
may be conscious of being correctly 
turned out as to tailored clothes. 

A Strip of 
Seaweed 

It Was Given as a Token at 
the Time of a Betrothal. 

By F. A. MITCHEL 

In the olden time Newport, It. I., was 

an important shipping port. Indeed, 

until the period of the Revolution a 
number of points on the Atlantic coast 
were about equally prominent in this 

respect. As the years rolled on all ex- 

cept New York, Boston and Philadel- 
phia dropited out, the latter finally 
leaving the first the supremacy. 
In that early day on the beach where 

now in the summer season hundreds, 

at times thousands, of fashionable per- 
sons drive and lounge and bathe, one 

moonlight night a young man and a 

girl sat looking out upon the gilded wa- 
ter. They were Edmond Itoscoe and 
Evalina Blair, the young man a son of 

a prominent shipowner, the girl the 

daughter of a merchant. There were 

no sounds of revelry in the little town 
back of them, as there are now at that 
season, and, as for the beach, not a 

sound was to lie heard except the plash 
of the sluggish waves as they broke 
and rolled in on the sand. 
There could be no more fitting place 

for a young man to tell his story to r 

maiden, and Edmond Itoscoe was tell 

ing Evalina Blair his love for hei. 
Then and there their troth was plight 
ed under the yellow light of the moon, 
the lovers’ voices accompanied by the 
effervescing sound of the waves as 

they slid up in foam on the smooth 
sands. 

There were both happiness and sad- 
ness for these two young creatures 

whose lives seemed so much to them. 
In a few days they were to part for 
several years. Evalina was to go to 

England that her education might bo 
finished under the supervision of an 

aunt, for she was of the Blairs of Dev- 
onshire. a family of country gentlemen 
and ladies of blue blood, and must 
needs be given accomplishments suit- 
able to her rank. Edmond was to enter 
Brown university, which was then in 
its babyhood and soon to give up its 

as yet only dormitory to quarter sol- 
diers of tlie Revolution. 
The transports of betrothal were 

scarcely over when Edmond said: 
“You are going to a land where you 

will meet many persons of rank and 
fasld'on. I know that you will be a 

belle among them. Some man, possibly 
a noble, will fall in love with you. 
You will dread to return to this un- 
cultivated land. You will remain in 

England, and I shall never see you 
again.” 
Looking at him through her earnest 

eyes, she replied: 
“Give me some token by which I 

shall remember these words of yours. 
If I am tempted by fortune to remain 
in England I promise you I will look 
at it and am sure it will bring up be 
fore me the happiness of this evening, 
and I shall choose you and the life of 
a simple Rhode Island woman in pref- 
erence to that of a lady of rank.” 
“Alas, I have notliiuy suitable. I 

should give you a ring or”— 
“I wish no bauble,” replied Evalina. 

“Give me something to remind me of 
these sands, the ocean, the plash of 

the waves.” 

Looking about him, Edmond saw a 

seaweed lying within his reach. Tak- 
ing it up, he handed it to Evalina. She 
took it and, spreading it out on her 
lap, said: 

“I, Evalina, promise you. Edmond, 
that in case I am tempted to place 
rank and fortune before my love for 
you I will think of you with this plant 
of the sea before me. And I assure 

you that when I have finished my 
education I will bring the token to 
you as evidence that I have been true 
to you and my heart has been always 
yours.” 
After this assurance there was a 

long embrace. Then they arose and. 
taking a path which is now a broad 
avenue, returned to tiie town. 
Every day, or, rather, every evening, 

till Evalina's departure the lovers went 
to the beach. They were not troubled 
even in tiie daytime with persons to 
disturb their meetings. There were 
no bathers in fantastic suits, no car- 
riages, no loungers. Tiie last evening 
before Evalina’s departure they passed 
there. Tiie moon rose, as it were, out 
of the ocean, tiie first spark appearing 
like a far distant bonfire, then gilding 
the shore over the crests of tiie waves, 
and finally the great round disk rested 
on the horizon of water. 
“Heaven grant.” said Edmond, “that 

we will again see this beautiful sight 
and that we shall then be one.” 
“If I live you will have your wish.” 

replied Evalina. 
Tiie next day the ship that was to 

carry her to England sailed from the 
little town on Xarragansett bay. the 
lovers waving until they could distin- 
guish each other's forms no onger. 

During the first year of their separa- 
tion Evalina wrote regularly to her 
lover. Tiie second year abroad was 
for nil education in social life. As her 
lover had predicted, she became a 

belle. She wrote Edmond of tile fine 

people she met, of tiie amusements 
common among persons of quality. 
But her letters showed no diminution 
of love for him and indicated that she 

looked forward to their reunion with 
as much hope and pleasure as when 
she had left him. 

Yet there was a great deal that she 

did not write Him. She did not write f 
of the offers of marriage that followed 
one another in rapid succession. 
When these offers of uinrringe were 

showered upon Evalina she declined 
them without giving ns n reason a pre- 
vious attachment. Enter, possibly as 

one might hide behind gauze, she fre- 

quently wore as a decoration the sen- 
weed that her American lover had giv- 
en her. Sometimes it was tacked to 

her skirt, sometimes she wore it in her 

corsage, and again it would be inter- 
twined with her hair. In time she 
came to lie called the Seaweed Eady. 
Meanwhile Itoscoe was studying as 

a collegian, though his mind was with 
ids heart, and that was across the 

ocean. lie read with avidity Evalina's 
letters and shuddered as he thought of 
the differences between himself, an 

undergraduate of a college but n few 

years old. without fortune, compared 
with some coroneted man with vast 

estates. Evalina's letters were rcas 

suring. but she was growing from 
maidenhood to womanhood, and would 

she not give way at last V 
However, the period allotted for her 

sojourn abroad was drawing to a close. 
She did not write her lover that she 

was coming home for tlie reason that 

she did not know if she would be per- 
mitted to return. Her parents were 
much chagrined at hearing that she 
had refused an earl and the second 

son of a duke and were debating 
whether to send the funds for her pas- 

sage back to America or insist that she 

remain longer. 
it was two years from the time of 

Evalina's departure that a storm such 
as Newport had not experienced in 

many years broke upon the coast. For 

three days the giant waves struck 

wildly upon tlie cliffs and rolled far 

up into Xarragansett bay. Then, on 
the evening of the third day, the clouds 
broke away in the west, and the sun 

set in golden splendor. 
That night the moon was at the full. 

As the sun went down the queen of 

night rose. Edmond, desiring to view 
the effect of the storm on the waves, 
when nighr had fallen and the moon 
was lighting the land and the water, 
started for the beach. The path w a.- 

lonely, and there was terror in the 

tumbling of the great waves on the 
sands. The only likeness to the niirlit 
of Edmond and Evalina's betrothal 

was the full moon. 

lie had passed midway from the 

town to the water when he saw before 
him a figure that he knew to be a 

woman by her garments fluttering in 
the wind, which was still strong. She 

seemed to be coining toward him, but 
as he advanced drew no nearer to 

him. He went on until lie came to the 

edge of the beach and saw her still 

distant from him, sometimes flitting 
nearer, sometimes farther, and always 
seeming to rock like a bird' resting on 
the crest of a wave. 

Whether it was the night, still dis- 
turbed by the storm that had passed, 
or something bewildering in this un- 

steady figure, Itoscoe could never tell, 
but an appalling premonition stretch- 
ed a pall over him like the wings of 
some huge black bird. Something 
within him seemed to say: “A great 
misfortune has fallen upon you. The 
wind and the waves are a dirge. F»e 

strong or you will be crushed.” 
And now. having reached a point 

overlooking the water, the sands being 
soaked, progress was slower. Scat- 
tered ragged clouds were flying above, 
now and again dashing across the face 
of the moon and shutting off its light. 
At these dark periods the flitting figure 
was lost, but reappeared when the 
cloud had passed and the full light of 
the moon was released. 

Edmond had spent many an hoar 
when home from college on the spot 
where lie and Evalina had spoken 
their betrothal, and he saw that the 
figure was slowly moving toward it. 
Yet it was the movement of a floating 
object, driven by alternate advancing 
and receding waters, yet borne by an 
invisible tide toward a given point. 
Hut notwithstanding this apparently 
slow movement lie gained but little on 
the figure. At last it reached the very 
spot where he and Evalina had plight- 
ed their troth. There it paused. 
Hastening his steps so far as he could 
—the moon at the moment was over- 
cast—lie advanced to join the figure. 
When lie was a few yards from it a 

bright light burst from the moon and 
revealed—Evalina, looking at him with 
pale and melancholy visage. 
He sprang toward her with out 

stretched arms, but at the moment an- 
other black cloud swept across the face 
of the only available light and hid his 
from tier. When it had passed she had 
vanished. 

At his feet was a strip of seaweed. 
When morning came a boatman stalk- 

ing along over the soft sands saw a 

man lying so still that he thought it 

might be one cast in from a wreck by 
the storm. lie found Edmond Roseoe. 
There was life in him, and the boat- 
man after rousing him helped him 
home. 

A ship came in and with it twws 
that Evalina had departed for Amer- 
ica. Rut the vessel on which she sail- 
ed never reached port. Pieces of wreck 
came ashore on the coast, denoting 
that a ship had foundered, but no frag- 
ment bore its name. 
Edmond Roseoe never went back to 

college. lie had lost all ambition, all 
desire for life. It was claimed that 
he had received some physical stroke 
which impaired liis mental faculties. 
Whether this were so or whether the 
loss of his betrothed and his ailment 
were a coincidence was never set- 
tled. He was often seen on the beach 
at Newport wandering about aimless- 
ly or sitting on one spot looking out 
on the water. This continued till he 
was an old man. and in the town in 
which he lived a few residents of oth- 
er places began to build cottages for 
summer residences. 

STARTLED GV KiSS 

Long Distance Courtship Rounds 

Up With a Mishap. 

WRONG FELLOW IS HUGGED. 

Victim Utt«r« Incoherent Words of In- 

quiry When Prospective Husband 

Comes Along, and After Apologies 
He Hurries Her Off to Minister. 

Parsons. Kan.—Marcella Howland 

kissed the wrong man. And inasmuch 

as Marcella at Uie time of lie” oscula 

tory performance was engaged to be 

married and (he man sbe kissed was 

not lier prospective husband, she found 

herself in an embarrassing situation 

when the real groom hove to and made 

anxious inquiry as to her affection for 

another man. if it had been in the 

good old days of rapiers and swords 

perhaps there would have been a duel, 
with much blood, but there was none 
of that, anil only a few people at the 
Knty station were aware of the nea. 

tragedy. 
The story of the kissing and Marcella 

and the man she kissoil and the man 

she should have kissed adds another 

chapter to the volumes that have been 
written about long distance love mak- 
ing. This episode might have been 
labeled “Courtship it}’ Mail, or AA’ooins 
by Correspondence.” The story is this, 
duly attested and sworn to by at least 
one of the parties concerned: 
Marcella lives near Joplin and is a 

helper in a grocery store. A year ago 
she found the name of James Vandyke 
in a case of eggs, the said James not 

being a barber, as bis name might in- 
dicate, but a raiser of chickens and 
corn near Anadarko, Okla. Marcella 
wrote to James, and James replied. 
Then followed a correspondence with 
each succeeding letter ripened into 
love. A month ago it was decided to 
meet hi Parsons and have a minister 
here perform the ceremony, an elope- 
ment being considered the propel 

thing to do. 
James arrived and spent a rest!es> 

afternoon waiting for his bride, win 
was to come from Joplin on the even- 
ing train. 
Came 7:45 o'clock, and with it the 

train from Joplin and Marcella. James 
was a bit confused in time and was 
not at the station. Marcella, wearing 
a pink carnation by proarrangement, 
went to the waiting room and sat 
down to await the arrival of her hus- 
band to be. 
Now enter the other side of the tri- 

angle, whose name for the present is 

unknown, as he absolutely refused to 
divulge bis identity. Ills name will be 
John Doe for this occasion. John en- 
tered the station and gazed over the 
crowds. Marcella saw him, and aftei 
giving him time to discover her trip- 
ped across the room and stood enrap- 
tured before the astonished man. 

“AA’ell. here I am, James,” she said 
demurely, waiting for her fiance to 
take her in his arms, etc., etc. 
John gasped, but made no move to- 

ward her. 

“Why, you bashful thing,” the girl 
exclaimed, and with that bounded over 
to the man, threw her arms about him 
and planted a kiss upon his lips. 
John extricated himself as best he 

could—or would, and was mumbling 
some incoherent words of inquiry 
wbeu in came a breathless A'andyke, 
who had come up just in time to be- 
hold the performance, and, convinced 
that some one was making away with 
his bride to be, rushed up to thwart 
him. 
As he approached misgiving spread 

over Marcella’s face. She had a faint 
suspicion that siie had kissed tlie wrong 
man, and this suspicion grew with 
each step of the excited A'andyke. lie 
stood before her. She looked at Doc 
and then at A andyke. Yes, the last 
man was certainly the one she had 
come to meet. How could she have 
mistaken the other fellow for him, al- 
though their resemblance was quite 
marked? 
Then apologies, explanations, assur- 

ances by Doe to A'andyke that he was 
an innocent party and had no intention 
to “cop” Marcella, and then Marcella 
kissed the right man, right there in the 
station, with a score of people watch- 
ing her. 
'The couple decided to take the S:22 

train back to Joplin and be married 
there. They hurried to a telephone, 
made an appointment with a minister 
there and left. 

GETS BACK HIS SIGHT. 
Blinded by a Fall, a Man Is Recovering 

After Eight Years. 
Philadelphia. L liable to see for eight 

3 ears, Edward Clayeoinb, a painter, of 
Altoona, I>a., is recovering ins sight bv 
degrees. 
In 1JOS he fell from a bouse be was 

painting, and in addition to his other 
injuries he detached the retinas of 
both eyes. He became blind. Special- 
ists of a dozen cities were consulted 
and they all told him his case was 
hopeless. 
For the last several weeks ids sight has been returning, and now he can see 

and read large letters and distinguish 
between colors. Physicians are puz- 

! ^,MC0,n1’ 1:; b°r'el'ul that Ids 
sight wdl become normal. 

Sells Hidden Money With Potatoes 
Manton, i al — W \ ri 1 i 

money he so d some potatoes. Later 
unsucce" ful. Cleland now thinks banks are a 

| 
Bafer Pr°P°sition than butat0 biugm 

0 

GOOD POElKY I\iji I'dr'ULAR, 

We Pretend to Like It, but Really D« 
Not, Affirms a Critic. 

The man In the trolley car, the wo- 
man in the rocking clmlr, the clerk, 
the doctor, the manufacturer, most 

lawyers and some ministers would if 
their hearts were opened give simply 
a categorical negative. They do not 
like poetry, or they think they do not 
like it; in either case with the same re 
suit. 
The rhythm annoys them (little won- 

der since they usually read it as prose). 
The rime seems needless, the inver- 
sions, the compressions, perplex tlielr 
mlmls to no valuable end. Speaking 
honestly, they do not like poetry. And 
if tlielr reason Is the old one— 

I do not like you, Doctor Fell. 
The reason why i cannot tell. 

It Is none the loss effective. 
Here in America especially when w« 

like poetry we like it none too good. 
The “old favorites’’ are almost all plat- 
itudinous in thought and monotonous 
in rhythm. We prefer sentiment and 
have a weakness for slush. Pathos 
seems to us better than tragedy, anec- 
dote than wit. Longfellow was and is 
except in metropolitan centers our fa- 
vorite “classical’’ poet. 
The truth is that many of the intelli- 

gent in our population skip poetry lu 
their reading just because it is poetry. 
They read no poetry or they read laid 
poetry occasionally or they read good 
poetry badly.—Henry Seidel Cauby In 
Harper’s Magazine. 

OUR BUFFALO NICKELS. 

They Carry a True Portrait of the 
American Indian. 

The Indian head and buffalo nickel* 
were first put in circulation Feb. 22, 
1913, at the ceremonies inaugurating 
the memorial to the North American 
Indian at Fort Wadsworth, when the 
new coin was produced by Dr. George 
F. Kunz. The first one was given to 
President. Taft, and others were dis- 
tributed among the Indian chiefs pres- 
ent. 
The design was prepared for the , 

treasury department by James Earle 
Frazer, who was one of Augustus St. 
Gaudens’ assistants at Cornish, N. H., 
and who did the St. Gaudens medal 
for the Pan-American exposition, the 
statue of Jefferson for the St. Louis 
world’s fair and tho Roosevelt bust for 
the senate chamber at Washington. 
The Indian head, which is in profile, 
showing the head feathers, coarse, halt 
braided hair and thin, seamed face, is 
presented as a “true portrait” of the In- 
dian type rather than a romantic ideal- 
ization. 
Gardner Teall, defending the new 

coin against criticism that greeted its 
first appearance, called it the presenta- 
tion of “a real Indian, commemorating 
in a fitting way the noble red man. 
The buffalo,” he added, “stands in 
many ways as an equally noble symbol 
in our history’s progress.”—New York 
Times. 11 

Conditions Reversed. 
One of the finest examples of “paw- 

ky” humor is placed to the credit oi 
an old gardener who was in the serv- 
ice of Admiral of the Fleet Sir Alex- 
ander Milne. The admiral was a grand 
old man, full of goodness and kindness, 
but a strict disciplinarian. The garden- 
er having omitted to do something 
which he had been told to do, his mas- 
ter said to him: 
“When I was on board ship I would 

have had you put in irons for disobe- 
dience.” 
The old gardener was not much per- 

turbed at the idea, but, leaning on his 
spade, replied: 
“Aye, maybe, Sir Alexander, bul 

when ye were on board ship ye had a 
hunder men tae dae ae job, an’ noo y« 
hae ae man tae dae a hunder jobs.”- 
London Tit-Bits. 

Emotionally Senile. 
I know no more dismal spectacle 

than a man talking shop on a moonlit t 

kill in August, a woman gossiping by 
the rail of a steamer plunging through 
the sapphire of the gulf stream or a 
couple perusing advertisments through- 
out a Beethoven symphony. I will not 

advance as typical a drummer I once 

saw read a cheap magazine from cover 
to cover in the finest stretch of the Ca- 
nadian Bockios. lie was not a man, 
but a sample fed, word emitting ma- 
chine. These people, emotionally speak- 
ing, are senile. They should not try to 
read poetry—Henry Seidel Canby in 

Harper’s Magazine. « 

The Total Sum. 
The three children came and stood in 

a row in front of their mother. 
“Mamma," they said, “what would 

you like for your birthday?” 
The mother looked down benignly 

upon the group and answered: 

“My dears, mamma wants nothing 
for her birthday, nothing but three 

good children. She’d like that.” 
“But then, mamma,” cried the eldest, 

“then we’d be six.”—New York Post. 

Had an Answer. 
“She looked killing.” „ 

“How can a woman look killing?'' 
demanded the purist 
“I suppose it is when she looks dag- 

gers,” answered the resourceful party _ 
of the first part—Louisville Courier- 

Journal. 

3aats Time. 

“Time and tide wait for no man,” 

quoted the wise guy. 

“No, but the musical conductor boats 

time.” snickered t lie simple mug.— 

Philadelphia Itecord. 

They Mostly Do. 

She (recalling college days)—What 
became of our man of might? no—Oik 

he man-led the woman of mustn t.— 

Judge. 


