
The PASSING of the

Frances Hodgson Burnett Has Seen Much of Royal Persons and Here Tells

FOR days after the sudden crumbling of what we

have for centuries tacitly accepted as being an

integral part of the bulwarks of the world, these

two lines of Rudyard Kipling's "Recessional"

e choed through my brain like a refrain:

'The tumult and the shouting dies

The captains and the kings depart."

And in tune with them echoed the other lines:

"Lo! all our pomp of yesterday

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre."

To have been in the midst ot it â€” to have seen it pass

in spectacular splendor, to have accepted it and vaguely

wondered if the nations could exist without itâ€”and then

at a touchâ€”an unseen touch, as it wereâ€”to stand still in

the midst and see it crumble, break, crash in ruins, disin-

tegrate, and fade away as mistâ€”-that is a mind-heaving

thing.

It was. no doubt, as a result of the constant echoing o!

these ref.ains that I fcund myself gradually recalling

things, beginning to remember kings, and queens, and

emperors who arc today awakening from a long, strange

dream and feeling as it they can not believe I hey ever

dreamed it.

It is not, of course, of any particular interest that I by

mere chance saw so many of them. I have no vital anec-

dotes to relate of" Kind Words I H. ve Spoken to Kings."

"Compliments Queens Have Paid Me." "Emperors I

Have Entertained." The man in the street saw them as

I did, but the royal personages were no more unconscious

of his presence than they were of mine. My memories

are only those of a romantic person who found them

beautifully spectacular and who liked the palaces they

lived in, the sentries standing at their gates, and the flut-

tering of flags and gaiety of trumpets playing as they

moved. I am afraid the emotion was never one of special

loyalty, because I was equally delighted by the glitter of

anybody's king or queen. My liking for them began

when I was a child, because their ways and belongings

were the only things that were like fairy stories, and I

felt that fairy stories ought to be true.

If you can not live in a fairy story yourself, there is at

least charm in knowing that there are other people who

do. Eairies had wands, kings and queens had scepters,

and when they were waved majestic things happened.

Pearls and emeralds, rubies and diamonds, were every-day

trifles to them; gold and silver and snow-white marble

surrounded them on every side. At least such was the

enchanting vision which exhilarated and gave color to

my earlier years. As for t he rest, I only looked on as the

pageant went by, and grew up accepting it as an inevi-

table part of existence.

It has, however, struck me recently that a curious

feature attached to my onlooking was the coincidence

of my making in 1913 and IQ14â€”just on the eve of the

passing ol emperors and kings from the face of the earthâ€”

a sauntering and delightfully aimless journey through

various countries, and finding myself en ountering in a

fantastic, incidental fashion royal persons at so many

points, those royal persons who today are fleeing and

huddling emperors, abdicated and hidden kings, queens

and princesses trembling in castles while their people
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"At half past seven I went to the top of

the staircase to receive my two dear cous-

ins, Ernest and Albert, whom I found

grown, changed and embellished." (An

'embellished" young man is all that one

could desire of Early Victorian.) "It was

with some emotion I beheld Albertâ€”who

is beautiful. I took them both to Mamma."

That Mamma approved becomes ap-

parent when one reads in the Queen's

diary a little later a record ot what hap-

pens when a young queen in her own right

must herself propose marriage as ancient

custom demands:'

"On Tuesday, October 15th, the two

Princes went out hunting early but came

back about twelve. At half-past twelve I

sent for Albert. He came to the closet

where I was alone. After a few minutes

I said to him I thought he must be aware

why I had wished him to come, and that it

would make me too happy if he would con-

sent to what I wishedâ€”namely, to marry

me.

"There was no hesitation on his part,

but the offer was received with the greatest

demonstration of kindness and affection.

He is perfection in every wayâ€”â– 

in beauty, in everything. I

told him I was quite unworthy

of him. He said he would be

very happy to spend his life

with me. How 1 will strive to

make him feel as little as possi-

ble the great sacrifice he has

made. I told him it was a great

sacrifice on his part, which he

would not allow."

Dear little dcep-in-lovc

Queen-thing! For eighteen

years, she has been lying safe

asleep by his side, after eighty-

two years of living and reigning.

And t oday one of her grandsons

is an outcast and her England

just emerging and shaking her-

self free from what might have

been the ruins of the world.

And Americaâ€”America has

stood at her right hand as one

of those who have led the

world through the blackness of

night into the light of day.

America was only a humor-

ously regarded, half-civilized

country cousin in 1830, when

Albert was "perfection in every

wayâ€”in beauty, in every-

thing." There is a picture of

him in a magnificent uniform

covered with gold and cords and"

with a jeweled swwd in his hand. He has

a wide, boyish forehead, and beautiful

eyes, and a sweet mouth. His hair is rather

long and curls as a fairy prince's should.

No wonder she "felt some emotion when

she beheld Albert."

When I saw him, he was the happy

father of a large and blooming family, and

it was on the occasion of his having come

to Manchester in Lancashire to unveil a

statue in Peel Park. I think it was the

statue of Sir Robert Peel. I do not know

why so small a thing as I was should have

been taken into so large a crowd. I think

an adventurous nurse must have taken

me. What I remember chiefly is the

blackness in which a tiny creature is sub-

merged when standing in a mob jostled

among the knees and petticoats and coat-

tails of a race of giants who seem so big

that they reach to the skies and shut out

The Passing of the Kings

the light of heaven. I should have seen

nothing, but that some kind, sturdy man

crowded against me picked me up and set

me on his shoulder. He was a good-

natured working man.

"Na'a," he said, "theer's th' Prince

Consort, an tha' con tak a look at him."

The look I took left me a memory of a

handsome man with a white forehead and

a fine, smiling face. He was talking to the

crowd, and I could not hear what he was

saying and should not have understood it

if I could, but I thought it must be some-

thing friendly and nice. It was over soon,

and that, is all I ever saw of my first king,

who was only the husband of a queen.

That was the beginning. 1 suppose it

was a very tew years after that all the

little girls at the school I went to were ex-

cited by the news that "the Queen and all

the Royal Family" were coming to Man-

chester, and that they could be seen in

their domestic magnificence at a certain

hour driving down a certain broad road.

The next thing I remember is standing

somewhere in the sunshine and hearing

bands playing and people crying out,

THE j^EARNERS

By Clement Wood

O little feet, unused to weight and burden,

O little legs, uncertain, timorous,

We smile as we behold your faint successes,

Your doubtful stumbling seems so vain to us.

Each three steps' journey is a wild adventure.

And perils lurk in floor and carpet spaces,

Far from the sheltering chair and couch, and farther

The passage here to havening arms and faces.

But still you dareâ€”for life is spun of daring;

â€¢ And step by step your earnest journeys lengthen,

As mastery grows out of careful seeking,

As little legs and little purpose strengthen.

We smile and hardly think of long days coming

When you will walk with firm and careless trust,

Watching, perhaps, more little feet that falter,

Long after we who smile are quiet dust.

"They're coming! They're coming!" and

then the trotting of cavalry, and the jan-

gling of chains and sabers, and the waving

of white plumes from gold helmets, and

between more bands and more trotting

soldiers splendid carriages overflowing

with small princesses in little flounced

frocks and sashes and broad, flapping hats

with ribbon streamers and ostrich feathers;

and little boy princes in Highland cos-

tumes, with plaids and sporrans and dirks

and Scotch bonnets with straight feathers

sticking up in them. And men tossed

their hats in the air and shouted, "Hooray!

Hooray!" And motherly Manchester

women cheered, and mopped their eyes,

and said: "Bless 'em. the bonny little

things! God bless'em!"

The first child of the little deep-in-love

Queenâ€”the Princess Royal of England,

afterward the Empress Frederickâ€”was the

mother oi Wilhelm Hohenzoliern. Ithan

uncanny thing to think oi, that this out-

cast from the human race can claim the

blood of those young lovers in a fairy-talc.

It was said of Queen Victoria, "She was

magnificently honest all her life," and she

chose Albert because he was "perfect in

every way." The English as a people are

fond of scolding and finding fault with

their rulers and statesmen, but they never

found a blot on Albert's escutcheon.

I was a little girl given a holiday from

school when the Princess Royal was mar-

ried. I did not live in London but in Man-

chester and only saw the rejoicing flut t er-

ing of banners and the public festal gaieties

dimmed by the smoke of thousands ot the

tall chimneys of cotton factories. There

were passing bands playing and cheer-

ing in the streets all day long, and I

was thrilled to the center of my infant

being because I wras almost in the very

midst of the fairy story in which wands

waved and kings and princes and queens

were left happy forever after. The young

Crown Prince was one of the handsomest

and most amiable young men of his time.

But of these two w-as born the

son whose hideous crime has

swept the race of kings from

the face ot the earth.

The next great holiday was

an immensely thrilling one. I

think every human creature in

smoky Manchester wore a

white bridal favor on his breast.

One quite reeled with excite-

ment. It was the wedding of

the Prince of Wales, and he

was to marry the beautiful

Princess Alexandra of Den-

mark, and Tennyson had writ-

ten a poem to greet her, which

every romantic little girl had

read, and it began,

"Sea King's daughter from over

the Sea."

And here was the fairy story

again in its most perfect guise,

for the Princess had the love-

liest face in the world, and

golden hair waved and rolled

back from its fairness, and her

eyes were sapphire blue, andâ€”

better and betterâ€”she was a

poor princess! Her father was

the poor king of a small country

(I really clutched my hands

with joy when I heard of it), and

she and her sisters, Dagmar and

Thyra, were all beautiful be-

yond compare. Of course there could be-

no doubt, in my mind at least, of the pop-

ular story that our Prince of Wales (who

was rich and grand and of course most

magnificent) had quite by chance wandered

into the gardens of the picturesque but

poor castle and, catching one glimpse of

the beautiful Alexandra, had fallen in love

with her upon the spot. I believed it

with a rapture unconfined.

Then passed years with neither kings,

queens, nor emperors in them. I lived in

America, chiefly in the country. I grew

up from a little girl to a big one. I mar-

ried. I made a visit of a year to Europe

but w'as too busy to see kings. Then, again,

I spent some years in America, only

casting an occasional, interested glance at

pictures of royal brides and bridegrooms

as they marched through the pages of

illustrated weeklies.(Continued on page 118)
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You Can Be Well

B

Without Drugs

E free from nagging ailments as our

soldiers are free! Weigh what you

snould weigh! Have a perfect figure! Be happy!

Enjoy life! Be a source of inspiration to your

friends. In other words, LIVE.

When all of the vital organs

are doing their proper work, and

you stand and breathe correctly,

disease germs, grippe and colds

lave little hold on you.

I have helped 87,000 refined, intellectual wo-

men regain health, and good figures. I have taught

them how to keep well. Why not you? You can

devote just a few minut.-s a day in your room to

following scientific, hygienic principles of health,

w hich I direct to suit your particular needs, and

You Can Weigh Exactly

What You Should

Have You Any of

These Ailments?

Even the most stub-

bornâ€”Common Ail-

mentsâ€”yield to my

treatment, as:

Excess Flesh in any

part of body

Thin Bust, Chest,

Neck or Arms

Round Shoulders

Incorrect Standing

Incorrect Walking:

Poor Complexion

Poor Circulation

Lame Back

Headache

Sleeplessness

Lack of Reserve

Nervousness

Irritability

Constipation

Indigestion

Dizziness

Rheumatism

Colds

Torpid Liver

Malassimilation

Auto-Intoxication

I KNOW it. I have reduced the weight of

40,000women and increased the weight of 40,000

more. I can do the same for you and at the same

time strengthen every vital organ.

My work has _ grown in favor because results are quick, natural,

permanent, scientific and appeal to common tense.

You Can Have a Good Figure

Don't envy the friend who has a wonderful figure. Perfect your

own. You can and you will look a lot better in a modest dress if you

carry it well than in a $200 gown with a poor figure.

I want to help you to realize that your health lies almost entirely in

your own hands and that you CAN reach your Ideal in figure and poise.

Judge what I can do for you by what I have done for others.

The most progressive physicians are my friends. Their wives and

daughters are my pupils. Medical magazines advertise my work.

Write me about yourself. I will hold your letter in strict confidence

and will tell you personally whether I can help your case.

Sit down and write me NOW. Don't wait, you may forget it.

I will send you free my valuable booklet on health, telling you how

to stand, walk and breathe correctly.

Susanna Cocroft, Dept. 22, 624 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago

Miss Cocroft has surely been doing a valuable war work. She is a nationally recognized

authority on conditioning women as our training camps have conditioned our men.

What

is your

spare

time

worth?

Utilize your spare time and

add very considerably

to your present income.

Good Housekeeping needs

representatives in every

community. We pay both

salary and commission.

Previous experience unnec-

essary. Write immediately

for complete instructions.

A post card will do. Address:

Good Housekeeping

119 West Fortieth Street

New York City

The Passing of the Kings

(Continued from page is)

Prince Henry of Battenburg, who married

Queen Victoria's tilth (laughter, the Princess

Beatrice, was the handsomest one; the then

Marquis of Lome, now the Duke of Argyle,

who married her fourth daughter, the Princess

Louise, was a beauty also. I saw him once at

a morning concert at the Henchels' house at

Camjxien Hill. He was walking in the garden,

and it struck me that he had the most exqui-

sitely modeled nose human eye had ever be-

held. But I may have been mistaken, and he

only counts because he was married to a great

queen's daughter. She was a great queen,

Victoria, personally, in an unspectacular way.

though spectacular splendors followed her

through life. She was great in her sense of

duty to her people, and in her high belief in

the power of clean law and order and steadily

decent behavior, of which last she had her own.

occasionally somewhat obstinate, personal

views. I have often asked myself questions

as to what might have happened to England

during the nineteenth century if she had been

utterly without this element of unspectacular

greatness.

""THE element of the fairy-tale surrounded her

from her birth. I wonder how many peo-

ple remember or ever knew that she began

life as a Cinderella of princesses? When her

father, the Duke of Kent, wished to bring his

duchess from Germany to England that her

child might be bom there, "to such pecuniary

straits were the royal pair reduced that they

had not sufficient money for the journey!"

England is not far from Amarbach near Hei-

delberg, where they were living in seclusion

because they were too poor to live in England.

Hut they had not money enough even for such

a journey, and none of their relatives would

lend it to them because "the duke's brothers

were afraid of giving offense to the Prince

Regent." When at last "a devoted friend

came to the aid of the distressed pair," they

crept into England and, so to speak, hid in

the old palace at Kensington. The Prince

Regent was so furious on hearing of the reason

for their coming that he declared he would

"turn the Kents out of Kensington Palace,"

and was only restrained by the influence of

wiser persons.

There was quarreling, too, at Cinderella's

very christening, after good old fairy-story

fashion. The list of names suggested for her

roused the Prince Regent's jealousy, and there

had been such unpleasant discussions that

when the ceremony took place no list had been

prepared for the Archbishop of Canterbury.

Finally, after a painful scene in which the

Regent had rejected every name presented,

he asked rudely, although he knew it, "What

is her mother's name?"

"Victoria," said the Duke of Kent.

So she became Victoria.

The whole world knows the story of the

little girl to whose old palace door, eighteen

years later, great lords came riding post-haste

to knock at five o'clock in the morning and

knocked long before they could rouse the por-

ter, who actually would not let them in when

he appeared. They were left waiting in an

anteroom until their patience was exhausted,

and they seem to have rambled about to find

an attendant. Even then they were told that

Cinderella was asleep and could not be dis-

turbed.

"We are come on business of state to the

Queen." said the Lord Chamberlain grandly,

and then the attendant flew.

And she came down, Cinderella, rosy and

sleepy in her dressing-gown, with her little

bare feet in slippers, her hair hanging down her

back. And the Archbishop of Canterbury

and the Lord High Chamberlain kneeled before

her in the summer dawning and told her she

was a queen.

It was because of the Cinderella days that I

have asked myself questions as to what Eng-
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land might have been between the years ot 1837

and 1900 if she had not been " Early Victorian."

"Poor little Queen!" Thomas Carlyle said

of her after her coronation. "She is at an age

at which a girl can hardly be trusted to buy a

bonnet for herself, and yet a task has been

laid upon her from which an archangel might

shrink."

She had known no luxuries and had been

allowed few liberties. She had been strictly

trained and knew what it was to be snubbed

and scolded by royal relations. She always

remembered her childhood as dull. But the

strain of unspectacular greatness stood her and

her people in good stead when at eighteen all

the splendors of the fairy story burst upon her

and she found herself the center of the adula-

tion of hundreds of acclaiming thousands, a

crown upon her head, a scepter in her hand,

and great nobles and potentates kneeling to

kiss her hand and walking backward before

her. Charles II on the Restoration was called

upon to drink from something the same order

of brimming goblet, but his brain was weaker

and his heart a lighter thing, and so England

had her Merrie Monarchâ€”and dc Grammont's

Memoirs and Mrs. Jamieson's "Beauties of the

Court."

We have been persistently humorous in re-

ferring to Victorian days. One feels almost

witty when one calls things Early Victorian

or Mid-Victorian. The period contained the

Crystal Palace, and flowered drawing-room

carpets, and horsehair furniture, and crino-

lines, and mushroom hats, and chimney-

pots, and "peg-top" trousers, and ringlets,

and "waterfalls." and bustles. But it also

held Dickens and Thackeray and George Eliot,

and Meredith and Carlyle and Tennyson and

Ruskin and Darwin and Tyndal and Spencer,

and many others before whom the world paused

to reflect.

The Prince Consort was principally respon-

sible for the Crystal Palace, which was the

first great exhibition the world knew, and it is

supporting to learn that his chief object was

to give a tactful hint to England that other

countries had arts and crafts and commerce of

their own, and that the sight of what they could

do might actually be of value to English men

and women. It was of value, and it did do

them good. It was the beginning of opening

up vistas into the fields of achie\emcnt in

other lands. The middle-class Englishman

traveled little in those days. Nobody traveled

much. Even Americans stayed at home. One

could not then shoot from one side of the globe

to the other, and there were no thousands of

vibrating lines of hourly connection with

everywhere.

pOR long years the English adored their Queen

and all her numerous family, and threw up

hats and shouted themselves red and hot

and hoarse when any of them appeared. They

grumbled and scolded at intervals, of course,

that being a well-known and highly respected

national habit. But they liked them, and

were proud of them, and always, in whatever

country they wandered to, invariably and

stoutly spoke of Victoria as "The Queen," as

if there were no other queen on earth and

never had been.

It may be rather witty to refer to days or

morals or manners as Early Victorian. But

when all is said and done, and now that almost

all the thrones have fallen and one looks back

past their ruins, Victorian days seem decently

well-behaved ones, and untheatrical, and

honestâ€”and kind.

M$- mother once told me a gleeful little

anecdote which was illustrative of the sturdy

English habit of grumbling. Sometimes the

working classes thought Her Majesty not

showy enough.

On one of her visits to Manchester, mv

mother had been with a friend to see the pro-

cession. As they were walking home (people

walked then), they met a rather grumpy-

looking old countryman.

"Good afternoon," they said to him. "Have

you been to see the Queen?"
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nity apparel than you'll

find in all the catalogs

of all other mail order

houses combined.

â€ž MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY

Hark 1 X] In the aqoare la front of too Stylo Book you wiab. Stan your name

and addrctia, and mail thÂ« coupon to ua and we will aeud your Style Book FKKK.

â–¡ Style Book *'S" -For Stout Women.

â–¡ Style Book "R" â€”For Medium and Slender Women.

â–¡ Style Book " M "â€”For Maternity Wear.

Street ,â€ž,â€ž

Town _ State ,

if *>vu ftrmfmr. write 11 peels/ to iJmpt. G Si amking /or fAe StyU Woe* |

Lane Bryant, 38th Street at 5th Ave., NEW YORK

J^store^ade&Colc

r> UTTER FLY Tints will

quickly bring back the

original charm of your faded

silk or wool clothes. Just press"

the bulb of dye against the side

of a bowl of clear water and

dip the garment. The color

will be exquisitely brilliant and

clear without streaks.

Butterfly Tints aic pure basic

dyes cm mining no acid. You have

your choice of ciRhteen exclusive

shades. Your driutjjist will order

for you if hÂ«* should happen not

to be i up plied.

Butterfly Tinting Company

Minneapolis Minnesota

S\,

pussy r

WHL.L.OW

The new Knitting Yarn

for Sweaters, Slip-ons and Tarns

Spun from the finest. lonÂ«est fibre

wool into one non-splitting strand.

Has beautiful soft, silky finish and

exceptional strength and elas

ity.

all tl:

re ths

â€¢'lii

able shi

On sale at Department and Yarn

Stores, or write for samples.

D. S. SALISBURY A CO.. Makers

49-Y Washington St.

Providence, R. I.

In using advertisements see page 6
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Front

lace and

back lace

KABO

'â€¢LIVE MODEL-' CORSETS AND BRASSIERES

Thousands of society and professional women pay twenty-five

to forty dollars for every pair of corsets. They believe their im-

proved appearance is worth this expense. Highest priced KABO

models at ten dollars are well within the average woman's

means. And these models are a revelation of style and comfort

to women in the habit of paying four and five times the price.

Kabo Corset Company

Chicago San Francisco

New York

JVLP Hair Pins

Keep the Hair in Place

5 Different Sizes-Wand KX Pjcki<Â« Evcrywfjere

UMP HAIR PINHMFG.'CO;

Soi.. H Genuine. Pull CHICACO

The Passing of the Kings

"Aye. Aw've seed her," he answered dis-

paragingly.

"Well, what did you think of her?"

"Aw didn't think mich, aw con tell thee!"

he said. "Whoy!" looking at my mother,

who was in mourning as the Queen was at the

time. "'Er 'ad on an owd black bonnetâ€”

not a bit better than thoine!"

But they loved her in their obstinate and

sometimes rather grumpy way. The whole

world realized this on her First Jubilee in 1887.

when kings and potentates, Occidental and

Oriental, rode in her train to Westminster

Abbey and back to Buckingham Palace.

As an unconsidered unit I was there in an

admirable place opposite the Horse Guards.

It was worth w hile to sit where one could sec

the face of the iran in the street and catch his

words, and for hours I sat and watched the

fairy story pass before me in almost incredible

grandeur and state. There were golden state

coaches, and princes and panoplies; there were

bursts of triumphant music, and dark-faced

Indian kings and rajahs whose turbans and

tall fezes were studded with rubies and dia-

monds and hung with chains of emeralds and

pearls. The handsomest man and the most

picturesque figure in the stately, slow-moving

procession was the then Crown Prince of Ger-

many, the father of the fugitive of today. He

was a sort of Lohengrin in a white uniform rich

with gold and glittering orders, and with a

white plume streaming from his helmet and

making him look of magnificent stature. Not

many months later he was crowned Emperor

and died. And over his dead body his son

and successor was bullying his mother and

ordering her under arrest in her castle because

she had sent to safe-keeping in England a

diary in which he suspected that his father

had spoken of him disparagingly.

When a popular or specially beloved person

drew near, a murmur began to rise, and grew

and swelled until it became an outbursting

roar of cheers. One carriage roused wild

shouts as it drove by. It contained two little

twelve- or thirteen-year-old princesses. The

one who was most enthusiastically cheered

was a pretty, fair one with long hair waving

from beneath a big hat with white feathers

and pink blossoms.

"She's the prettiest one. and she's the most

popular," 1 heard said. "The people like

her. They've always liked her mother. She

was a beauty and always jolly and good-

natured. Listen to the shouting."

She was the Princess May, the daughter of

the Duchess of Teck, who was the Queen's

cousin. Today she is the Queen of England.

The kings and princes and rajahs slowly

rode by, as it seemed, for hours. And then

people began to be excited, and jostled each

other, and pressed forward, and craned their

necks, and were ordered back by mounted

otlicials.

"She's coming!" they said. "That's the

state coach. She's coming! She's coming!"

And then the little Queen passed by.

I sav "the little Queen" because she always

struck people as so little. One heard often of

her majestic bearing and her imperial blue

eye. but she was only a little ladyâ€”that great

Queenâ€” a little lady.

""THE heavens were rent as her small greatness

â– *- passed; Thirty-two princesâ€”all her sons

and grandsonsâ€”rode on superb horses before

her carriage. People cheered themselves hoarse

and speechless as the great golden coach, with

eight cream horses in royal scarlet trappings,

swung grandly on its way. Hands were

beaten together in frenzy, handkerchiefs

waved and mopped eyes as well as foreheads,

and there were lumps in throats. I tell you

they loved her. One saw and felt it.

She went to Westminster Abbey, where the

Thanksgiving service was held, and once more

we seemed to wait hours to see her return and

the whole splendor slowly pass before us again.

Then th- fairy story was over.

March Good Houseke
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It was repeated even more magnificenlly

ten years later, on the sixtieth anniversary of

her ^cign, and it was after he had seen the

pageant that Rudyard Kipling wrote his

"Recessional," which was as a voice from the

gods.

1 was not in England and did not see the

Diamond Jubilee, but I knew and understood

what he felt and meantâ€”a man almost stunned

and blinded, staggering before the unearthly

magnificence and pomp and clamoring exulta-

tionâ€”when he wrote,

"Oh I Lord of Hosts, be with us yet

Lest we forgetâ€”lest we forget 1"

There was forgetting. And the whole world

has rocked to and fro in agony, surrounded by

seas of blood and tears.

JUST twice again 1 saw her pass. The first

time was after her return from her amaz-

ing visit to Ireland in 1900. Wasn't it amazing?

She was eighty-one years old, her sight dim

and her tiny body feeble. Her grief over the

Boer War had broken her strength and her

heart. But she was determined to go to Ire-

land to see her people. I think she felt she

wanted to make friends with them before the

end. She had considered them unfair to her

and had not visited them for forty years. The

English people were very anxious when they

knew what she intended to do. Some of her

advisers thought the plan dangerous. There

had been a good many Irish grievances, and

landlords and agents and unpopular persons

had been shot. Certain cautious people were

greatly troubled, but there were others who

said that the Irish were as gallant and chivalric

as they were hot-headed, and that no harm

would be allowed to come to her, because an

Irish crowd would guard her even from mad-

men. That proved itself true. She wentâ€”the

small, brave, old Chieftainessâ€”in the face of

all said against her daring to go, and her Irish

people went wild with joy at sight of her and

figuratively kissed the hem of her garments.

They loved her courage and her belief in them,

and in their warm hearts they knew she had

come to say good-by.

To me it was one of the most thrilling things

I had ever known, this little old Lioness rousing

herself in her last hours to face whatsoever

might threaten her, without a touch of fear.

She was tired and worn with grief and battles,

but she said she would go, and no one could

stop her. She went. I adored the high cour-

age of her. It belonged to what poem and

story believed of the blood of kings. She was

too brave to be hurt, because even cowardice

could not strike at such courage. But we

were all glad when we knew England held her

again.

I was in London, that year, and one morning

was driving in a hansom cab down St. James

Street. There were not many people out, and

the few walking about this afternoon were evi-

dently not expecting to see anything unusual.

I certainly was not, even when I noticed a

man stop suddenly, take off his hat, and

stand holding it in his hand. But when an-

other hat was removed, and its owner also

stopped on the pavement, and another and

another, all looking eager and intent on some-

thing drawing near, I sat up, wondering what

was happening. Then my own hansom slack-

ened and stopped altogether, and the driver

opened the small trap-door above my head

called out to me excitedly:

"Lady, lady! She's coming! The Queen,

lady, the Queen! There she is! The Queen!"

I wanted so much to see her that I half

stood up in my place and hung over the apron

o[ the cab. What I wanted to see was the

little old Lioness, who had taken her life in her

hands and gone forth unafraid after eighty-one

years of life.

Her carriage was only a few yards from my

hansom, and I saw her well. Such a tiny lady

in a dark, plain dress! She leaned back upon

her cushions, looking fatigued and worn. 1

felt as if she were so tired that she was sunk

within herself. I was struck to the heart by a

Hair Beauty

must be insured by the Quality of aid you give

it. This implies but one courseâ€”faithful use of

*ED. PINAUD'S HAIR TONIC

This, the original Eau de Quinine, is nature's true aid in restor-

ing youthful lustre to the hair. Use it with confidence in its safety

and certainty. Safe because of Quality. Certain because it con-

tains elements for removing dandruff and imparting hair beautyâ€”

it contains nothing else, except a delightful fragrance.

It is a fact that ED. PINAUD'S

"Imparts to hair a beauty rare."

Special offer: For 10c a testing bottle sent anywhere, together with

a sample of our exquisite new Parisian Extract "Campeador."

Write our American Offices today

PARFUMERIE ED. PINAUD

ED. PINAUD Bldg., Dept. 71

New York

For Sewing

Machine Users

Every woman who use* a

sewing machine knows the

vexation of trying to thread

the needle when the light i?

poor and fingers are tired

and nervous.

With a Labor Saving L-S

Needle threading is done

easily with one motion.

Get this sewing comfort; 10c

at your store or from us.

Give make of machine so

that needle will be sure to fit.

L-S NEEDLE CO.

4947 Wakefield Si. Phil... Pa.

LABOR

SAVING

SEWING

MACHINE

NEEDLE

10tA

Here Is a

New Book

About Sewing

New ideas (fully

illustrated) for

children's cloihis,

negligees, aprons,

lingerie, garden sets,

knitting-bags, etc.,

^^^^ made with

WRIGHT'S BIAS FOLD TAPE

Cut on a true bias, selvages trimmed, seams

opened and pressed, full elasticity retained.

In white and colors. "W & X," Monarch and

.Meteor Brands. Trade-mark and portrait <A

Win. E. Wright on every piece.

THREE-YARD SAMPLE FREE

Srnd your name and addrrw* for

nam pi â–  (white only) and copy r>f nui

bookthownabovr. Addreu Dept.

Wm. E. Wright & Sons Co., Mfrs.

315 Church Street New York

In using advertisements see page 6 i:
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Chinese antique study, woven entirely in one piece. Old gold ground, with

old gold and blues the predominating colors.

BenGAL-0Ri6f\TAL RUGS

(Reproductions)

It has taken many years of experience in the accurate reproduction of Oriental

weave and design to reach the degree of perfection exemplified in the Bengal-

Oriental Rug.

In the weaving by hand and loom, a soft, pliable fabric has been produced that

is luxury itself to walk upon. In order to catch the wonderful atmosphere of the

Orient both in design and color, from twenty to thirty graduated shades are used

so that the most minute detail of our Oriental studies are reproduced with startling

fidelity. These rugs are made in America. If our looms were in the Orient it would

not be necessary to use the word reproduction in connection with Bengal rugs.

The price of Bengal-Oriental rugs is from one-third to one-

fourth the cost of the studies from which they are made

â€”in fact, the fairness of price will be a revelation to you.

Many discriminating merchants are displaying Bengal-Oriental rugs.

The name of the merchant in your city selling these rugs can be had upon request.

Our portfolio of color prints will give you an excellent idea of these remarkable

reproductions and will be sent you upon request.

JAMES M. SHOEMAKER CO., Inc.

16-18 West 39th St., at Fifth Avenue New York

Do You Want $250.<Â»?

You can earn $250.00 very easily by repre-

senting Good Housekeeping. Hundreds of

representatives are doing it now. \\ hether

you are in business or occupied with house-

hold duties, you can co-operate with us.

\Yc pay both salary and commission.

\\ rite at once tor complete, instructions.

Goon Hois K K K K PING

119 West Fortieth Street New

The Passing of the Kings

strange remoteness in her expression, as if the

world, and its St. James Streets, and all the

people with bared heads were so far away from

her that she could scarcely come back to them.

She bowed and trice] to smile, but she brought

tears into my eyes when she did it. The men

witli the bared heads felt it, too. There was a

note in their cheering which pulled at my

heartstrings. They loved her then, enor-

mously. Poor little lonely Queen of Great

Britain and Ireland and Empress of India,

widowed so long of Albert who was "beauti-

ful," with her brood scattered and her

daughters dead, and with her mad grandson

already gibbering and mouthing on his new

throne! She was too wise and far-seeing not to

know something of the blackness of his weak

mind. One often heard that she was the only

person who could manage him when he was a

boy. As she sal there in her remoteness, who

knows what she foresaw?

W hen my hansom driver took me to my

destination, I gave him an extra half-crown.

"That's because you stopped and showed

me the Queen." I said. "I wanted very much

to see her."

He was a friendly cabman, and he looked

quite moved. "I knew you'd like to see her,

ma'am," he answered. "We all do. She's

been a great lady, and we mayn't have her

long." He pulled off his hat. God save the

Queen!" he said, as he drove off.

"God save the Queen!" said I.

The next time I saw her pass, she did not

see me or any of the waiting thousands. And

nobody cheered. All heads were bared to the

wintry sky. and there was utter silence.

I was in London in December and heard, as

others did. that she was very much broken by

the weight of her grief for her soldiers in South

Africa and the deaths of her son and grand-

sons, and the knowledge of the fatal illness of

her eldest daughter, the Empress Frederick.

The falling of one blow after another was more

than even she could bear. There was a

pathetic, whispered story of an interview she

had with Lord Roberts, in which she broke

down utterly and could not control herself.

Then the people were told that she was suffer-

ing from physical collapse. But every one

tried to believe that her vitality and endur-

ance would somehow reestablish themselves.

There was a personal note in one's talk of her

unconquerable strength. She never seemed to

have been ill since England had known her,

and it had known her so long. But as the

days went by. there crept into the mental

atmosphere a restless sense of anxious waiting.

I remember feeling it in the air of the streets,

and that I thought the people had uncon-

sciously anxious faces. Nobody would give

up, but it was as if they were waiting for some-

thing they would not admit to themselves

they were thinking of. It was curious how

little we discussed the daily bulletins when we

had read them.

T HAD taken a house for the winter in May-

fair. After some days of this silence about

the bulletins, there came an evening when, as

I was sitting at dinner. I heard a church bell

ln-gin to toll, and then others echoing it. and

then the shrill call of newsboys at a distance.

I could not hear the words they said, but I

think I knew what they were. I left the tabL

and ran myself to the front door to open it

It was a wide door, with a low, broad step

before it and stone columns with iron rings in

which the link boys used to set their torches a

Century before. Its opening threw a path of

light on the pavement. It was a bleak, foggy

"ght with thin snow scattered. As I went

broad step, a slowly-moving han-

> in search of passing fares drew up

Ee in the middle of the street. Th â– 

had stopped to listen, as I had. Then:

^^Ber vehicle near, and the street was

quiet except for the slow toll of the

HEt the distant cries. There was somc-

^Hpn and dramatic in the stillness.

March Good Housekeeping
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from

Preferred Porkers

Raised in the northwest dairy

section. Brings the irresistible

flavor and freshness of meadow

and brookside to your table!

See that all the Ham, Bacon

and Sausage you buy carries

the name HORMEL'S DAIRY

BRAND: it comes clean and

sweet far from congested

centers.

Try This Recipe for

BACON A LA CREOLE

Fill a baking dish with cooked rice;

sprinkle the top with paprika and a

layer of Hormel's Dairy Brand Sliced

Bacon. Bake slowly 30 min. Uncover,

brown quickly and serve hot.

If your quality store cannot supply you,

send us your dealer's name. We will send you

our booklet. "LTainty

Ways of Serving."

* ao. a. dona I COMPANY

The name, "Hor

mel's Dairy

Brand", (on

Pork Products)

is your certifi-

cate of quality.

Do You

Want to Knowâ€”

What Dr. Harvey W. Wiley

has to say about artificial

foods for infants? Do you

know that there are four

cases in which the artificial

feeding of infants is abso-

lutely necessary? Do you

understand home pasteuri-

zation? Do you know what

and how often the infant

should be fed? These and

many other questions are

answered in Dr. Harvey W.

Wiley's latest pamphlet,

"Artificial Foods for

Infants." Sent for 5c in

stamps.

_^4LMp o o d

SEKEEPING

nu of Foods,

and Health

Washington, D. C.

from a balcony in Park Lane. I can not re-

member the number of royal persons who

rode in the processionâ€”the ex-Kaiser was

among them of course. I have somewhere a

funeral card of the plan of the ceremony.

But I think every one remembers that the

dead King's beloved dog Caesar walked be-

hind his master to his tomb. Dog lovers

wept at sight of him.

From that time until the summer of 1913 1

was more in America than in Europe and 011

my visits saw no special royal spectacles.

Then came the journey which has seemed to

me almost as if it had been arranged by some

stage manager of chance, who led me on the

trail of emperors and kings and prepared

their pomps for me as spectacles, that I might

remember their passing even as they faded

away. I had taken the southern route, and

the first note of royal splendor we came upon

when we stopped at Algiers.

AX^E had anchored very early in the morning,

and when I came on deck, I found most of

the passengers crowded against the rails looking

on with deep interest at the coaling of a mag-

nificent craft drawn up quite near us, while

shouting Arabs, naked except for waist cloths,

shoveled coal, and yelled to each other in

Arabic.

The Arabs in themselves were picturesque

enough, but each passenger who leaned upon

the taffrail was asking questions of the man

or woman next him or making guesses as to

what the splendid craft was and whom it

could belong to. The problem it presented

was that it was far too large for a private

yacht and far too highly polished and finished

in decoration to be an ocean steamer. It was

as perfect in every detail as if it had just been

built. It was black, and polished as if it were

enameled, its small cannon shone like bur-

nished gold, and its gilded decorations had

almost drawing-room freshness.

"It is too large for a mere private yacht,

and it is too splendid for a mere ocean steamer.

What can it be?" people asked each other.

When the captain, who had been on shore,

returned, he was surrounded at once. -

"What is it? Whose is it?" he was asked.

"It is the private yacht of the Czar of Rus-

sia," he answered.

It remained where it was all day, and we

watched it with a good deal of interest. We

saw very smart officers appear on deck, and

once some one believed that a small man who

walked for a short time with one of them

must be the Czar himself, but as it was not

possible to obtain thoroughly well-grounded

information, all that the eager could be sure

of was that they had spent a day very near

His Imperial Majesty, the Czar of all the Rus-

sias, and had fairly well-founded hopes that

they had seen him. On my own part my

ponderings, as I looked on, held a touch of

sadness, because I had always thought of him

as a gentle, timid, most unhappy little man,

whose magnificence of fate had overwhelmed

him and robbed him of the pathetically simple

domestic life with his wife and children for

which he was fitted and which he really longed

for. That he was the one emperor torn from

His palaces and quickly murdered in the dark

has been indeed an irony of fate. Why will

not the people choose the right ones!

I wandered to many places before I saw my

first emperor during that journey. I had at

last reached Vienna with my friends, when

we were told that the centennial celebration

of the Battle of Schwartzenbcrg was to take

place. This was the battle won at Leipsic by

Prince Schwartzenbcrg in 1813.

The old Imperial Hotel at which we stayed

was quite near the Schwartzenbcrg monu-

ment. There the Emperor Franz Josef was

to arrive in state, make an address, and lay a

wreath at the hero's feet.

The difference in royal processions lies only

in their varying degrees of length and pomp

and splendor. Glittering cavalcades, trium-

phant music bursting forth and dying out,

the tramp of automatically regular, military

Food economy

is still

GELATINE

Is of real assistance in the im-

portant duty of making use of

every bit of food, and at the

same time insuring dainty and

palatable dishes.

The following recipe shows how

Cox's Gelatine can be used with

left over fruits.

AN INEXPENSIVE FRUIT SALAD

I envelope COX'S Instant Powdered GELA-

TINE.

1 cup (1 j pint) water.

2 cups (I pint) ginger ale,

2 tablespoons sugar or honey.

I 1 i cups (*4 pint) miied fruits.

Pour water in saucepan, add Gelatine, sugar or

honev: dissolve. Take from fire, add ginger ale.

Cut fruit in neat pieces, place in glass dish; strain

oyer Gelatine mixture. Chill. Serve with or

without dressing. For five or six persons.

// liked, divide mixture in individual (/asses.

A special Folder of Recipes for

the use of left-over meats, poultry,

fish, vegetables, etc., will be

mailed free on request, together

with copy of Cox's Manual of

Gelatine Cookery.

THE COX GELATINE CO.

Dept. A, 100 Hudson St., New York City

Sole Agents in U. S. A. for J. & G Cox. Ltd.

Edinburgh. Scotland

Atk your grocer for Cox't Gela-

tine in the red-wh'te-and-blue

checkerboard box.

In using advertisements see page 6
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The NESTLE

Permanent Hair Wave

The famous Nestle Steam-

ing Process for hair-waving

brought to your own home.

The success of the Nestle Home-

Outfit with readers of "Good House-

keeping" is very gratifying. Inciters of

high appreciation come to us daily.

Families, schools and other combina-

tions have turned into regular Nestle-

waYers. They all use the same outtit

and in this way reduce the cost of

Nestle-waving to a minimum. A pur-

chaser of a home-outfit has the privilege

to ask for any advice. Whether you

want the child's hanging curls or just an

inclination of a natural wave, it can all

be done with the Nestle outfit.

The outfit costs #15 and is fully de-

scribed in our booklet sent free. In-

tending purchasers should fill out an

attached coupon and we give full direc-

tions which are easily understood. It

is absolutely guaranteed that the proc-

ess of Nestle-waving will not injure any

hair if directions arc followed. Bear in

mind that the Nestle-waving is different

from any other so-called permanent-

waving in existence, as we use no chemi-

cals on the hair. It is used on the

electric light socket.

the

"w

;t n

has

Nt'i

pre

act

wi

or

G

full particulars {illustrated) -'nil frf

C. NESTLE CO.

Original Inventors of Permanent Waving

657 and 659 FIFTH AVENUE

Corner 52nd Street NEW YORK

The Nestol Comb

his is a new invention of Nestle, for

purpose of put tine the so-called

ater-wave*' in hair which lias cither

alural tendency to curl <>r wave, or

been permanently waved by the

a lc-process. Hair which waves some-

n naturally should never be touched

h curlers or hot irons, because such

cesses la kc out I he inherent char-

er, wlnlc the use of the Xestol comb

I eradually develop it. No electricity

other heat is u-^ed with the Nestol

mb.

The Passing of the Kings

feet, the clatter of hoots and sabers and the

gleam of helmets and waving of plumes, ex-

cited crowds pressing forward and pushed

back by soldiers and police batons, state

carriages the crowds cheer at the sight of.

waving hats and handkerchiefs in applause,

cries of "The Emperor! The King! The

Queen! The Princesses," as certain splendid

equipages draw near with prancing horsesâ€”

these are the stage properties and wear always

the same air of festal exaltation.

We watched them in all their spectacular

picturesqueness from a window in our hotel

and found this special procession superb,

because the Ring-Strasse in Vienna is wide

and magnificent with stately spaces. When

the old Emperor Franz Josef went by with

his emerald green plumes floating backward

in his gold-laced cocked hat, we thought him

a rather splendid old man with his sweeping

white mustache and large frame. He de-

scended from his carriage near our hotel, and

made a speech, and laid a wreath at the foot of

the Schwartzenberg monument. Then he

went on foot to Mass at the Karlenkirchc,

and on his return we saw him drive past again

in all his imperial magnificence. In 1014.

less than a year later, he was being used as a

pawn in the monstrous game being played for

the dominion of the world.

A MONTH or so later we rambled toward

Munich. As one of the features of our jour-

ney was that we did not read newspapers but

strolled from place to place like gipsies in

luck, we knew little of the happenings of the

world. It therefore occurred that when we

reached the lovable little old capital of Bava-

ria, we were wholly unprepared for finding it

wreathed with garlands and decked with

draping and fluttering flags.

I have occasionally wondered what our

driver thought of his fares when on our way

to the hotel one of the party addressed him

with mild curiosity.

"What is the reason for all this decoration?"

she said. "Is it the celebration of some na-

tional holiday?"

"The Prince Regent has finally decided to

accept the crown," was his answer. "This is

the coronation."

He did not express surprise at a casualness

which was oblivious of coronations, or con-

tempt for an ignorance which did not know

when it met one face to face. He merely gave

us the necessary information, probably pre-

pared by training for any lack of intelligence

in people who were not German.

After the suicide of the beautiful and tragic

King Ludwig, whose brother and successor

was a madman kept hidden in a little castle,

his uncle became Regent. Public feeling was

such that it would not have been safe to en-

deavor to make him King. On his death his

eldest son succeeded to the regency and for

years declined to accept the crown. With

apparent consideration for my love for royal

spectacles, he had accepted and prepared to

mount the throne formally on the day on

which I made my last visit to Munich, a few-

months before August 4, 1914.

The festivities and celebrations were not at

all splendid. Munich is a picturesque, home-

like, and cozy capital. If one can speak of a

cozy coronation, I should so speak of this one.

The ceremony itself, we were told, was not

the stately placing of a crown on a king's

head, but merely a sort of religious rite per-

formed in an ancient church, the Frauenkir-

che. We saw only the gaiety in the streets, and

the flags and decorations and military marchings.

The house we lived in was next the small

palace of a prince who was a member of the

royal family. We had a sentinel near our en-

trance gate, who almost seemed to be our

private property. Our great delight was the

changing of the guard, which took place every

two hours. It was a keen joy, because none

of us had ever before seen the goose step, and

when we heard the tramp of marching feet

COPLEY CRAFT EASTER CARDS

Hand-colored, sent on approval. There never was a

more opportune time to send such thoughts as are ex-

pressed by the verses on these cards. Special rates to

Gift Shops or those wishing to sell among their friends.

Jhssie H. McNicol. 20 Huntington Ave., Boston. Mass.

YARN

DIRECT FROM MILL

Superior quality. Khaki.

Gray. Navy, etc. Bright

colors in great variety. Low prices. Send stamp for

Free Samples of 50 shades. Agents wanted.

NORFOLK YARN CO., 248Y BoyUton St., Boston
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^/ocational

Training

'T'UERE are schools all over the

country offering courses in every

kind of vocational training. Good

Housekeeping's School Department will

he very glad to assist you to get in touch

with the kind of training you are

seekingâ€”

Music, dramatic art and expression,

fine and applied art, interior decora-

tion, illustration, costume designing,

millinery, landscape architecture, tree

surgery, household economics, dietetics,

hospital training, kindergarten training,

physical education, library science,

secretarial training, photography, etc.

Write the Director, stating the kind of

training desired, the approximate local-

ity preferred, what preliminary educa-

tion you have had and an estimate of

the charges you "vish to pay.

Director, The School Department

GOOD HOUSEKEEPING

119 We*t 40th Street, New York City

and the loud, sharp command which meant

that the sentinel was to be relieved, we always

flew to the window to see it done. Round the

curve of the big circle swung a small body of

soldiers, and as soon as they were in sight,

they began the extraordinary performance

known as the goose step. It always seemed

incredible that it could be done seriously, thai

it was not intended as a farcical joke to rouse

children to shouts of laughter. As he marched,

each man's legs were thrown out on a lint

with his body in a sort of exaggerated comed\

stride. It was impossible not to laugh out-

right at the sight of it. We saw it at intervals

every day, and, in fact, there were nights when,

awakened by the sound of the tramping feet

and sharp sound of command, I got out of

bed, fascinated, merely to see it again. I was

several months in Munich, but I never was

quite able to believe that the thing was true.

When soldiers passed our palace they always

did it. and when they met an officer on the

streets, and on what other occasions I do not

know.

The most picturesque feature of the whole

coronation festivities was the torchlight pro-

cession of eight thousand students. They

marched past our windows round the stately

circle where we lived. It was a wonderful,

joyous, glowing young procession. It warmed

and moved one's heart as it tramped exul-

tantly by under its waving, orange torchlights.

It has come back to me and marched past

again with its beat of strong, young feet many

a day during the last four years, when I have

read of battlefields piled high with young

bodies and soaked deep with young blood,

and of the Clown Prince (never let the apt

title be forgotten) hurling his thousands upon

thousands into the slaughter pen at Verdun

to save his weak-chinned, boasting vanity.

"Good-by, boys, good-by!" one might have

said to them that autumn night as they

tramped laughingly past. But no one knew.

The next king was also one of the recently

abdicated ones. The King of Saxony came

quite quietly to visit the new King of Bavaria.

There were rumors that the old fairy-story

custom of visiting princesses to choose among

them was being observed. Again there were

no special balls or banquets, and we only saw

him at 'the operaâ€”or were told we didâ€”and

once in the evening driving through the streets

on his way to the station.

HPHERE was a dramatic climax in our last

royal spectacle. It seemed to be part of the

theatrical arrangement of chance. If we had

not seen this one man in his last hours, the

circle would have been incomplete. Wilhclm

Hohenzollem it was, who came in state and

passed before us in as spectacular a manner

as even he could wish. He was the "close-up"

film. He brought his Empress with him, and

he came to pay a visit of ceremonial congratu-

lation to the new King of Bavaria. This was

what we were told, and it was added that the

people of Munich were rather out of temper at

being saddled with the expense of the redecora-

tion of the city only a few weeks after they

had done their thrifty best for the coronation.

But they did their thrifty best again, whether

grumpily or not, and once more banners were

hung, and flags fluttered and were draped

with garlands over windows, and house fronts,

and Rathaus.

I always remember the procession as one of

the most picturesque and curiously spectacular

I have ever seen. It was so not because it was

gilded, and emblazoned, and made up of kings

and princes dazzling with jewels; it was won-

derful as a consequence of its background. I

had taken a suite of rooms in a hotel, from

whose windows I could look both up and down

the chief street through which the pageant

passed. It was really made into a pageant,

I>crhaps, because I watched the usual royal,

festal pomp and military gleam and glitter,

as it all came toward me, through a wonderful,

ancient entrance gate of three archways. It

was like a scene set on a vast stage for som;

gigantic opera. Anything more pictorial

[POINTS

A

DUBBELBILT

Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.

SUITS FOR BOYS

Famous From Coast to Coast

The Coat

1 "Cratenette" Finished' â€” resists water.

2 Specialty shrunk cantosâ€”retains shape.

3 Special hair cl thâ€”nan-breakable front.

4 Double interlocking seamsâ€”prevent ripping.

5 Reinforced elbowâ€”protects against wear.

6 Hand-felled collarâ€”hugs the neck-

7 Specially secured' pocketsâ€”rip-proof.

8 Mechanically sewn buttonsâ€”can't cotm off.

9 "Walclotk" special fabricsâ€”insure wear.

10 Double sewn pocketsâ€”double strength.

The Knickers

11 Repair Kitâ€”for making patches, etc.

12 "Cratenette" Finishedâ€”resists water.

13 Specialty constructed lining with finished seams

â€”sanitary.

14 Reinforced double seatâ€”proof against wear.

15 Reinforced double kneeâ€”proof against wear.

IB Specially interlocking seamsâ€”precent ripping.

I opeciaii_

17 Double sewn pocketsâ€”proof against hole:

10 Specially riceied buttonsâ€”can t come off.

10 "Gocernor Fasteners"â€”insure fit at knee.

20 Double bar-tacked pocketsâ€”rip-proof.

THESE 20 "thrift stamps" of

worth and wear make

DUBBELBILT the ideal Bovs'

Suit for the times. The DUB-

BELBILT Guarantee to repair,

free, any rip, hole or tear that

shows within six months, means

genuine saving as well as satis-

faction.

And DUBBELB1LT Suits for Spring are

as stylish as they're sturdy. A look at

the bright new fabricsâ€”an examination

of the careful tailoringâ€”and the fit of the

suit on the boy himselfâ€”will tell you

DUBBELBILT'S story.

Priced $15.75 and $19.75

Also the special Economy Grade

at $12.75

In mix** 6 to 18 years

Ask your local clothier for DUBBEL-

BILTâ€” mention particularly No. 7180â€”

our famous all wool blue serge. Price

$15.75. If he hasn 't it, send as money

order and tell us size needed. We'll

forward suit direct or through your local

clothier. Write for beautiful Folder,

with styles, patterns and full explana-

tion of DUBBELBILT'S points of

supremacy.

DUBBELBILT BOYS' CLOTHES, INC.

Broadway at 11th St., Dept. "G," New York ( if*

Look for the trademarlted DUBBELBILT

Libel in every suit.

Merchants: Ws hate prepared a few sample ship-

ments of Spring DUBBELBILT Suits. Perhaps

we can send you a test assortment on approval.

Write us at once.

In using advertisements see page 6
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Kazoo isthe logical

substitute. It saves

mother money and

endless washing,

mending and but-

ton sewing. And it

immensely pleases

the "regular" boy.

At Boys' Clothing and Furnishing

Depts., or write us. 75c and $1.00

i In Canada 20 cents more)

Send for our "reason why''

booklet S, "For Real Boys"

HARRIS SUSPENDER CO.

694 Broadway, at 4th Street New York

* Nadine

Face Powder

(in Green Boxes Only)

Keeps the Complexion

Beautiful

Soft and velvety. Money

back if not entirely pleased.

Nadine is pure and harmless. Adheres until

washed off. Prevents sunburn and return

of discolorations. A million delighted users

prove its value. Popular tints: Flesh, Pink,

Brunette. White. 50c. by toilet counters or

mail. Dept. G. H.

National Toilet Company, Paris.Te nn., U. S. A.

The Passing of the Kings

could not have been imagined. I think it

must have been the last procession of the

fairy story of kings, and emperors, and queens.

I heard of no other after it. In a few brie

months kings and emperors had sprung at

each other's throat, and queens and empresses

clung to their children, quailing in their palaces

and watching their thrones rock to and fro.

But through the beautiful old archways

wreathed and hung with banners drove these

last of the kingly and imperial race past my

window as if I, the believer in fairy stories,

had waved a wand and called them forth from

fairy-land to show themselves in all their

grandeur for the last time, before they passed

away forever and were no longer of the world.

Dazzling in the sunshine and amid bursts of

triumphant music came beautiful young

knights of fairy-land, with gold and silver hel-

mets, and glittering lances, and white plumes

floating behind. Their horses' hoofs clattered

on the street; their swords and chains and

panoplies glittered and shone and jingled.

As they rode through the old, old archway,

we clutched each other's hands, and laughed

and said: "They must be fairy knights am

princes! Of course, it is an illustration in i

fairy bookâ€”or a Wagnerian opera in full

swing." And then, when the royal carriages

drew near, and the people began to shout out

their "lloch! Hoch! Hoch!" we said:

"There is an Emperor with a Queen! There

is a King with an Empress! There arc prin-

cesses galore! Only in fairy books are there

such pictures of ancient archways with knights

in helmets and with shining lances, riding

through to escort kings, and emperors, and

princesses, and queens. Nobody need tell us

it is quite real."

Hut it was realâ€”then. It is real no more.

The procession which has been passing by for

century after century, since there were kings

in Israel, since there were Cavsars in Rome,

has come to its strange end at last.

"Far called, the navies melt away.

On dune and headland sinks the fire.

Lo! all our pomp of yesterday

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre."

I Have Found Out for You I

(Continued from page 6s)

towns. It is true, of course, that they are not

shown in the same numlnrs as in New York,

but when good dresses, hats, veils, and gloves,

identical wilh those in New York specialty

shops, are obtainable in your own city or

town, we (eel that you will want to know it.

binding these clothes for you and telling >ou

the shop in your locality where you may pur-

chase them constitute this service.

The articles illustrated on pages 62 and 63 1

have seen personally, and I have chosen them

because they are styles which I 6nd on Fifth

Avenue, styles in well-made suits, pretty, wear-

able dresses, and new hats which will be in

good taste in all parts of the country and

which are so widely distributed that you can

buy them yourself. W rite to me for the name

of the shop nearest you that carries these

models. If there is one. you can see these

models for yourself. If there is not, we will

then write you the price of the garment here in

Nov York and. if you wish, buy it for you in

New York through our Shopping Service.

Another month I am hoping to write you

more at length about the wonderful ready-

made garment. 'I en years ago it was often

hard to find good ready-made garments; to-

day they are everywhere.

I hope you are going to lind this Service con-

venient and helpful. Write me personally

how you like it. Should you not lind the

clothes what you expected, write me that also

I want this service to be a real help to women

who wish to dress nicely, at moderate cost,

and unless you tell me you find it. I can

Inot know. So please write me.

Bradford

Chair

COLONIAL REPRODUCTIONS

May be chosen either for the en-

tire furnishing or here and there

a well selected piece to harmonize

with the surrounding interior. The

Leavens way of allowing the pur-

chaser to specify the color, finish

or decoration has made many sat-

isfied customers. This, of course,

is in addition to the large assort-

ment of designs and styles always

carried in stock.

Shipments carefully made, insur-

ing safe delivery.

Send for complete catalog of over

200 illustrations and color chart.

WILLIAM. LEAVENS &"CO.mc.

32 Canal St. BOSTON, MASS.
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