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Beauty doctoring has become a rec
ognized profession, and the use of lo
tions, cleansing creams, and many 
other toilet preparations, is an estab
lished habit with thousands of wom
en. There is no getting away from 
the fact that complexion and hair re
spond to the care and treatment that 
counteract the ravages of sun, wind, 
work and, to a great extent, 'time. 
Those who have most successfully 
combated these enemies of beauty say 
that it is the little time (say a quarter 
of an hour) that Is given EVERY DAY 
to the complexion or the hair, the reg
ular biyearly visit to the dentist, 
whether there is an apparent trouble 
with the teeth or not, and the ability 
to avoid worry, that has kept them 
looking young and fair for many more 
years than their negligent sisters. 

Care of the Hands. 

Hands get considerable rough 
treatment, but some women manage to 
keep them sightly notwithstanding the 
housework they must do. The homely 
and inexpensive oils, adds and pow
ders that anyone has will answer as 
well as any others in the care of the 
hands. 

First of all the hands must be thor
oughly cleaned before treatment for 
any defect is applied to them. 

A scouring brush should be used 
with a mild soap and lukewarm water 

every night, and apply it vigorously, 
drying the hands thoroughly; use a 
teaspoonful of borax to a basin of 
water. 

Any simple soap may be used, but 
strong kinds should be avoided. A nail 
brush is necessary, and an inexpensive 
one will be as cleansing as a costly 
one. 

As soon as the hands are wet they 
must be lathered, and then the brush 
rubbed over the soap and the palms 
and backs scrubbed, brushing so the 
skin will not be irritated, yet suffi
ciently brisk to take out the dirt. 

To Whiten Hands. 
A very good bleaching paste can be 

used at night, avoiding the nails, with 
a pair of kid gloves worn over it. 

Snowy hands are produced by dip
ping them in almond oil; let them ab
sorb all the oil, and then dip them in 
French chalk and wear a pair of loose 
old gloves that night Another plan 
is to wash the hands in peroxide of 
hydrogen, letting it dry on them, and 
then rub on cold cream and wear old 
kid gloves. In the morning wash off 
with lemon Juice, vinegar or cider, hot 
water, and then a disappearing cream. 

Stained Hands. 
Cream of tartar will remove dye 

stains from the hands. Rub with soap 
and apply the powder thoroughly. 

Frocks for Schoolgirls 
^̂i*-
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By twos and threes, with arms en
twined, schoolgirls are sauntering 
through the streets and gladdening 

worldworn hearts. It seems that 
_Jjelr Blender, supple bodies were 
I never so fittingly and becomingly clad 
as they are this fall. Since mothers 

I have grown discriminating, and spe-
e'allsts have demoted their energies 

[to providing clothes for the young 
I person who goes to school and other
wise occupies her time, we have ap-

jparel for the young miss that Is a 
[thing of beauty and a Joy till she 
| outgrows It. 

Any of the plain and substantial 
•ess materials of wool are suited to 

very pretty frock for a girl of 
•een (or somewhere near that age) 

h Is so adequately shown in the 
igraph above. Trlcotlne or serge 
mbardlhe rank together In point 
rviceability. 

| frock pictured Is of serge, in 
blue, and is brightened up with 
E of tricolette in American Beau-

nade that has three groups of 
tucks each to embellish it. 
Is a great vogue for this color 

'.atlon in schoolgirls' dresses 
'ill,-the red usually showing In 

> ><<s and In small Insets. In this 
the bodice turns back at each 
;f the vest in straight revers 

with silk braid, like the frock 
^'f tr , and there are three snappy 

\.ts'brass buttons set on each rever, 
_^e use of braid and buttons In ad-
dltion to the introduction of a colored 
vest makes an unusual amount of 

| trimming for a dress of-this kind, but 
Is well-planned and not overdone, 

youthful in character, and It la 

more than likely to please Its 
wearer. 

The length of the skirt in a dress 
like this varies a little according to 
the age and figure of the girl It is 
made for. If she is under sixteen It 
will be about that of the frock pic
tured. A neat-looking box plait at the 
front, with wide plaits at each side 
and hi the back, take care of the full
ness about the waist, and a braid 
binding and three buttons finish off 
the opening at the side. The bodice 
and skirt are set together under a 
wide, plain belt of the goods that but
tons at the left side. 

Narrow silk braid is considerably 
used for finishing frocks for girls as 
well as suits for them and for grown
ups. It appears in neat rows and as 
a binding with better effects than 
ever, but It must be faultlessly placed 
and sewed. 

The Linen Fr*c*. 
Shown side by aide with frocks of 

batiste, organdie, dotted awlss and 
chambrsy, there are the loveliest 
frocks of linen In white and delicate 
colors. Both the fine soft linen, almost 
like the French handkerchief linen, 
and the heavy coarse weave are liked. 
The heavier quality makes up beauti
fully into tailored dresses, suits or 
smocks. 

'Hats are also made of this coarse 
linen. One lovely model was In • 
delicate shade of pink and 
trimmed with a leavy cotton fringe. 

St. Cross, Winchester. 

ON THIS morning of spring, 
when the sun, at last, after 
many weeks of retirement, 
has shown his golden face 

above the eastward downs, any c i t y -
even so fair a city as Winchester-
seems for the moment, undesirable. 
One seeks instinctively a wider sky-
space, hills and meadows, and the flow 
of the new-fallen waters for company. 
These are in the valley of the Itchen, 
writes a correspondent of the Christian 
Science Monitor. 

Through the cathedral close the 
way lies, down the avenue, past the 
western door and out before the 
spaces of emerald lawn, above which 
towers this majestic pile, within whose 
walls, and around them, are memoried 
so much of England's history, from 
great Alfred and Chanute, past William 
of Wykeham and Wolsey, to the mod
ern men of learning and lawn sleeves. 

Beautifully harmonious are the sur
roundings, both in line and color—soft 
grays of full round Norman arches, 
vivid greens of cloister-garth, blending 
with the darker tints of immemorial 
yews, and the golden sheen of lichens 
upon gnarled tree-trunks. Here are 
rich reds and browns, upon the tiled 
copings of mossy walls, on barge-
boards of ancient gabled roofs and in 
the delicate rose-pink network of In
terlacing twigs, through which the 
cathedral town is seen. Thus, among 
ever-changing charms, you twist and 
turn, now round a corner, beneath the 
shadow of an arch, now out again into 
the full sunlight, before another bend 
leads you once more through the pleas
ant gloom of the eastern gate. 

Beside Wykeham's college, modestly 
fronting the road, is a little humble, 
buff-colored building, with an oriel 
window, and a legend reminding us 
that here Jane Austen lived her later 
days. Her house, among so many sur
rounding grandeurs, wears—as I sup
pose the writer herself wore—an air 
of shy timidity, not without grace in 
these, sometimes, too blatant days. 

Here are Wykehamists, fresh-faced, 
in straw hats, symbolizing a coming 
summer, and here, past the gray ruin3 
of Wolsey castle—where Mary of 
England, before her marriage, feted 
her Spanish husband-to-be—are the 
fresh green water-meadows of the 
Itchen, and beyond, clear-cut against 
the skyline, the tree-crested ridge of 
St. Catherine's hill, with memories of 
King Charles n and of the college's 
"Dulce Domum." 

The Waters Splash and Bubble. 
On either side the meadow path the 

waters splash and bubble, swish and 
eddy, with a music most melodious 
and meaningful, even to those un
learned in fish lore. Gray gulls hover, 
mirrored in the shining surface, and 
linger over it, so as to set one won
dering what lure It was that led them 
from their open sea Into this inland 
Hampshire valley. Down below, 
above a sandy bed, the forest of fern-
like water weeds bends to the current, 
and the minnows—or the minnow-kind 
—dart and play about its glades. 
Right ahead there is age-long majesty 
again—the gabled roofs and towered 
church of the Hospital of S t Cross, 
embowered in ancestral elms. Here I 
sit, upon a white stile, to enjoy a fleet
ing glimpse of a thatched roof, and 
watch, across the sliding water-mir
ror, the fringe of pink feathery 
grasses nodding and quivering to the 
breeze. 

I am tempted almost to go Into the 
hospital, and demand the "Wayfarer's 
Dole"—not that I want the dole— 
which, • moreover, is meager during 
these days—but that it is pleasant to 
partake of a charity practiced for so 
many centuries by the brethren in red 
and black. Some say—I hardly know 
with what truth—that St. Cross is the 
hospital in which Anthony Trollope 
placed "The Warden" of the novel so 
named, and of "Barchester Towers." 
Trollope, In his autobiography names 
Salisbury, not Wlnton, as the city In 
which he first conceived! the story of 
that gentle priest; but, Barsetshlre 
being a county of his own imagining, 
he may well have conjured a little 
with English topography. And, think
ing of Trollope—while my eyes linger 
upon the crocus-gemmed lawns of S t 
Cross, and the orange-budded chestnut 
twigs shiny with flowing sap—how 
many others, famous In literature, 
have trod these velvet paths, and those 
of the hills on either hand! 

A Goodly Five, 
mCM John of Gaunt time-honored 

from his place at 

King's Lambourn; .Alexander Pope, a 
boy from fair Twyford village, musing 
already upon the nature of man; John 
Keble of the "Christian Year," from 
his vicarage at Hursley; John Keats, 
from over Hazeley Down, with the 
"Ode to Autumn" fashioning itself In 
his mind: ' 

Where are the songs of spring—aye 
where are they? 

Think not of them, thou hast thy mu
sic, too, 

While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying 
day, 

\ And touch the stubble-plains with rosy 
hue— 

and—matching the best of these rn 
genius and in charm—the gentle au
thor of "Emma" and "Northanger Ab
bey" from her modest home by the 
cathedral close. Truly a goodly five! 

Hereabouts the path mounts awhile 
from the river bed, beside hedges, 
that are vocal with the soft flutter of 
wings, the fluting of hidden birds, and 
the sudden stir and rustle of small 
hedgerow life. Drawn by patient 
brown ponies, slowly mounting the 
hill, come two gypsy-carts, green-
painted, from whose rickety chimneys 
long wreaths of blue smoke curl up
ward and vanish. The weather-tanned 
nomads, each at a horse's head, the 
.cheeky, eager-eyed, tangled boys be
hind them, the momentary glimpses of 
a ''home," caught through half-open 
doors, leave somehow, n sense of al
luring vagabondage. 

A moment later I am down In the 
valley meadows again, where going Is 
not easy over those winter sodden 
ways. But what matter mud and 
water, when every copse is bursting 
into leaf, and the young spring carols 
In your ears? Even the pink pigs cease 
front their nosing on the bank, to gaze 
and grunt acquiescence. Two gray 
mares cock their ears, and stare; a 
speckled trout splashes from under my 
very feet, ankle-deep In the flood that 
pours Joyously through every water-
gate. Across bridge after bridge, 
wading rather than walking, I reach 
terra Anna.again, and soon am resting 
beneath the big yew tree that'stands 
beside Twyford church. 

MASS OF WONDROUS COLORS 

Beauties of Sea-Gardens Along the 
Massachusetts Coast Are Almost 

Beyond Description. 

Along the rocky coast of Nahant, 
Mass., the tide, rising and falling 
through a distance of nine feet, leaves 
as it recedes, quiet pools in the holes 
and crevices at , the base of the cliffs, 
where flourish little worlds of marine 
plant sand animnls. Of these tide-
pools of Nahant, the "Agassiz cave" 
contains one of the most beautiful of 
the sea-gardens of the northern shore. 
Completely covered at high tide, at low 
water the mysteries of its recesses are 
revealed to wondering human eyes. 

Many-colored star-fishes and sea 
anemones, gorgeous sea weeds, fragile, 
pink-hearted hydroids clustered In 
flowed-llke masses, delicate pink fronds 
of coralline, Iridescent, violet-tipped 
Irish moss gleaming like jewels in the 
sunlight, and velvety green clusters of 
sea-lettuce—these are some of the 
beauties of the tide-pool. All have 
been exactly reproduced in the Ameri
can museum, under the direction of 
Roy W. Miner, associate curator of the 
department of invertebrate zoology. 

Ended in Smoke. 
I was a member of the summer col

ony In a small New England town. We 
were ever in search of novelty, and 
toward1 the end of the season decided 
to have a play and give the natives a 
t reat 

The whole town came o u t and (we 
thought) were duly Impressed. At the 
climax the hero stalked In, brandish
ing a document, and, In a dramatic 
voice, cried, "I have the papers." Then 
a voice from the back row bellowed, 
"I have the makln.'s!" That, of course, 
ruined our play. 

Needless to say, we attempted no 
more dramatics.—Chicago Tribune. 

Little Pessimist. 
For weeks the weather had been 

beautiful, and the morning of the pic
nic there was not a cloud In the sky* 
When everything was packed and all 
were ready to s tart Buddy hurried 
Into the house and came out carrying 
aa umbrella, muttering to himself, 
• W l be sure to rain before wo 

• T — 0 m* 1++OOO*O***+0O++*+0+0 

The Trouble 
Listener 

* 

By R. RAY BAKER 

(Copyright, 191». by the McClure News
paper Syndicate.) 

He stood at the park entrance, a 
dark-haired, fashionably garbed man 
of slender build, and allowed his cane 
to swing repeatedly against the wall 
that embraced the terrace. Beneath, a 
small, dignified mustache his lips 
twitched nervously, and his black eyes, 
set In a pale, almost emaciated face, 
roamed restlessly over the throng that 
was enjoying a late afternoon siesta. 

From his position at the gate he 
could see two old men smoking corn
cob pipes contentedly, chatting aimless
ly as they rested on a bench, against 
which a pair of crutches leaned. Near
by was a languid young woman with 
yellow hair shielded by a red parasol, 
gazing dreamily Into space and now 
and then calling methodically: "Ed
ward, come here," to a bare-legged 
youngster romping, heedless of her ad
monitions, on the lawn in the vicinity 
of "keep off' sign. 

A grimy laborer, clamping his jaws 
placidly on plug and carrying a dented 
dinner pall, his shoulders hunched for
ward and his feet dragging after him, 
slouched Into the park and paused near 
the entrance, where the wind had sep
arated an abandoned newspaper into 
its several folios and scattered them 
over the grass. 

The laborer glanced furtively about, 
stepped gingerly on the lawn, and a 
moment later moved out of sight along 
the walk, whistling listlessly no tune 
In particular, the newspaper folded 
compactly and protruding from a coat 
pocket. 

Two girls passed near the observer 
with the cane. One was chewing vi
ciously on gum, punctuating her re
marks with frequent smacks of the 
lips. The other evidently had been 
weeping, for there were traces of tears 
in her eyes and she carried a wilted 
handkerchief. 

"I'd tell 'im where tuh get off at," 
snapped the gum chewer. "Don't let 
Mm put anything like that over on 
yuh. The idear dockln' yuh a whole 
dollar Jes 'cause yuh busted one meas
ly li'l flft'-cent vase. Well, goo'by, I 
gotta hurry home 'n' get fed." 

She hurried off through the park, 
while the other girl walked on down 
the street, soaking up more salt water 
with the tiny lace-fringed square of 
linen. All this ceased abruptly nt the 
next corner, where she was joined by 
a young man and a ripple of laughter 
floated back. 

The man with the enne smiled 
somewhat grimly and adjusted the 
stick on his arm. 

"The Inhabitants of this old world 
certninly do have their troubles," he 
sighed, and as he turned he collided 
with a tall, thin, blond young woman 
clad in pink. 

"Pardon," he murmured, and then as 
he recognized her: 

"Oh, hello, Evelyn. This Is a sur
prise. What are you doing, that you 
can't see where you're going? Study
ing astronomy?" 

Evelyn smiled sadly and took him 
by the arm. 

"You're just the man I need," she as
serted. "I'm in awful trouble—nnd It's 
all on account of my no-good husband. 
Joe, I wish I'd married you. Come In 
the pnrk and I'll tell you all about It, 
and maybe you enn advise me." 

With an nlr of resignation he al
lowed himself to be piloted along the 
park walk. They were just in time to 
see nnd hear the amiable discussion of 
the two old men with corncob pipes 
break up In nn angry, sputtering argu
ment over the effect of the pence treaty 
on the map of Europe, or the high 
cost of living, or the batting percent
age of the major league catchers. 

As the man and the girl passed the 
young woman with the yellow hair, the 
youngster who had been romping on 
the lawn came running up to her, split
ting the air with shrieks. 

The young woman manifested great 
annoyance, stopped gazing at distant 
nothings, seized the bare-legged child 
by the arms and dumped him uncere
moniously on the bench beside her. 

"Now, what's the matter?" she de
manded angrily. "Can't I have a min
ute's peace? What are you roaring 
about?" 

"I bit my finder," he walled, and 
let loose another torrent of tears. 

"Shut up!" she commanded, and 
gave him a slap across the face. He 
became silent immediately, except for 
some half-suppressed sniffles, evidently 
through fear. She looked up as Eve
lyn and her escort were passing* and 
nodded. 

"Oh! How do you do, Mrs. Benja
min," she said. "Did you ever see 
such a kid? I don't have a second of 
comfort I whrtrhe'd never been born. 
He's driving me crazy.'' 

"She thinks she's having troubles," 
said Evelyn to her companion, as they 
went down the walk. "But her trou
bles are nothing compared to mine. 
Walt till I tell you. Come over to this 
bencL." 

As they were being seated she re
marked: 

"Where have you been the last three 
years? I heard you went Wes t And 
you look so pale. You must have been 
sick." 

He nodded but did not vouchsafe a 
reply, simply moistening his dry lips 
with his tongue. 

"I heard you were engaged to marry 
out there," she rattled on. "Wen, I got 
married soon after you left; and we 
lived so happily till—" 

Tears came to *er ayes and a chok

ing sob halted her con versa (lea. Sbo 
blew her nose and resumed: 

"Ain't it queer, to see people like 
Mrs. Haines back there fretting and 
worrying about that little boy and 
thinking she's in misery; while here I 
am with something real to worry about. 
Oh, Joe, It's awful, that's what it i s ! 
Who would have thought two years 
ago—Oh, that husband of mine is a 
brute! Do you know what he's been 
doing? Well, he—he's been going out 
with another woman, that's what." 

She broke down completely and the 
man placed a sympathetic hand on her 
shoulder. 

"Don't feel so badly," he advised. "It 
can't be helped. Men sometimes do 
those things. Anyhow, it isn't as bad 
as if—" 

She looked up and said almost sav
agely : 

"Oil, It ain't? That's all right for 
you to say, Joe Carson—you who never 
had a care in your life, and loaded 
down with cash, too. I can't tell you 
how I'm suffering because of Walter's 
actions. 

"You see, Walter never comes home 
to lunch; but I phoned his office at 
noon yesterday to see about some 
things for dinner, and the office girl 
told me he Went out to eat with some 
woman. It made me furious, but I 
didn't say a word to Walter. I called 
again just* a little while ago and the 
girl told me the same thing. So I 
came out to take a walk and decide 
whether to get a divorce or just leave 
him. That woman must be terr ib le -
one of those vampires." 

Another flood of tears broke forth 
and Carson looked about uneasily, hes
itating to speak lest he say the wrong 
thing again. 

The languid young woman and the 
bare-legged boy who was such a trial 
were passing. The youngster was 
laughing up at his mother as they trip
ped along, his hand In hers. 

Evelyn looked after them and re
marked sneeringly: 

"Well, Mrs. Haines has got over her 
spell nnd the kid's finger ain't bother
ing him now. Ain't that the limit?" 

She did not observe a middle-aged 
i, man and an elderly lady with gray 

hair who were sauntering through 
the park until they were close to the 
bench. 

"Evelyn!" exclaimed the man in as* 
tonlshment as he and his companion 
hailed. "Why, how do you happen to 
be here?" 

Evelyn lenped to her feet in sur
prise and confusion. Hbwever, In an 
Instant she had regained her compos
ure nnd was ull smiles. 

"Mrs. Wilcox," said the man, "al
low me to Introduce my wife. Evelyn, 
you remember me speaking about the 
buyer for the Clayborn milliners—our 
best customers. Well, this Is she." 

Evelyn beamed on Mrs. Wilcox. 
"So pleased to meet you," she said 

wnrmly. "My husband has often 
spoken of you. Can't you come up to 
the house for dinner tonight? Oh, by 
the way—Mrs. Wilcox and Walter, 
dear—meet Mr. Carson, nn old friend 
I happened to meet while getting some 
fresh nir and sunshine." 

Carson acknowledged the Introduc
tion nnd presently excused himself. 
Slowly he walked*out of the park, 
swinging his enne, and entered the ho
tel across the street. He noticed In 
passing that the two old men ugaln 
were smoking in peace. 

"Troubles, troubles," he soliloquized. 
"Everybody has them, and yet event
ually they seem to work out all right. 
But mine—there's no chance." 

He nodded to the clerk, who hand
ed him a telegram. With nervous 
fingers Cnrson tore open the envelope. 

"Come home, Joe," it read. "Pnrks 
confessed to embezzlement. You uro 
cleared. I'm ready for the wedding." 

Carson looked out the window at 
the hurrying crowds, which he did not 
see. 

"The world's Just about all right," 
he murmured. "Dear girl, she stuck 
to me through it all." 

LAND FOR NATIONAL FOREST 

Presidential Proclamation Adds Many 
Acres in Wyoming to the 

Public Domain. 

The president, on July 10, 1919. 
signed a proclamation adding 76,200 
acres to the Wyoming national for
e s t This Increase In area was au
thorized by the act of August 10, 1916, 
which provided for the addition of 
5,700 acres, known as the Fontenelle 
addition, in the southeastern part of 
the Wyoming forest, and by the act 
of February 25, 1919, which provided 
for the extension of the western 
boundary of the forest to the Idaho-
Wyoming state line by the Inclusion 
of 70,500 acres. 

The lands added are rolling, well 
watered and pretty well covered with 
a forest growth of aspen, Douglas fir 
and Engelmann spruce. The Wyom
ing national forest now has a total 
acreage of 975,988.94 acres. 

Wild Animals That Are Passing. 
In former days one of the most nu

merous of our American game animals 
was the "prong-horn" antelope. It has 
been well-nigh exterminated, and 
though there are some In the Wichita 
forests and other national game pre
serves, they are sadly few. It Is feared 
that this beautiful species must Inev
itably pass away. Wherever there are 
mountain sheep, on federal reserva
tions utmost efforts are made to pro
tect them. Their shyness Is proverb
ial, and and yet in the Uncompagre 
National forest (Colorado) they havo 
acquired such confidence that actually 
they come Into the town of Ouray hi 
the winter time to be fed. 

Result of Thought 
Simplicity of character la the natur

al result of umfuoal thought-
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