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Of Interest to Women.

SPRING FASHIONS.
Spring will soon be here.  Already
thero we a few snowdrops and yellow

erocuses opening to the warmer sun; a
i or two and some vielets, while as
recocicus maidens the helleboves,
" they have heen out nigh two menths. (.nf
eourse the firsl Lo come were the white,
short stemmed ones, waxlike and half con-
cealed among the leaves. Now the taller
varieties, white to dark purple, are lifting
their praceful heads jn deflance of the
frost. LEverywhere under-ground there
has been a stir and movement and crowd-
ing upward for weeks; and now the blades
of the daifodils and the thick green points

of the by ths are well up inbo the
fight. Nature iz getting her spring
dresses, and ber wardrobe is an extensive
one.

Soon there will be green leaves on the
trees. and hedges, blossoms on the may,
and the flowering currant will early hang
its raddy tassels out in loken of the new
seazon's gootds. No wonder when spring
want to clean our houses and
The bright
snnxhine streams in and shows the carpet
dusty and the curtains dingy, and re-
veals a lurking cobweb in some forgotten
corner--over the light-metre as like as not.
Onr felt hats become all of a sudden dingy
and heavy, and winter's coat or jersey
is shod one day with a sight of relief.

No wonder mankind has grown up with
ils clothing with the
the animals change

comes, we

gt ourselves mew clothes.

the notion to cha

“In lhe spring,
on the burnished dove.

a liveiier irig changes
LR

And to-day I saw a starling with the
t ividescent  tints of and
shining in the suntizht on
T'm surc iie was |
ing clothes,

is cnte of Nature's
ings.  Even in warmer cli-
I and sub-iropical, there is
some thrill of renewal when the rains come
4 wash the heated earth, ov the sun turns
apd lile

green
“mze and
i throat and

getting his

bach

vardg in his age-ong paih,
op to meed the spri

wWithout th chianges of seasons,
nizht all have died of monotony millions
sf years ago and there would never have
peon any post-war problems—and I am
posibive we are right in accepting the
traching of Natuve to sweep and ganish !
sar homes when gpring comes,.and to get
sarselves new clothes,

ring.

we

Only, and here’s the rub—we are not
wntent that spring should differ from win-
sununer from autumn, or so forth;
want to make ench spring different
M the dictate |

. to
wi

from tae preceding nnes,
i xome oecult power Aguelj qpohen of
in fashion journals ag ‘‘Paris,” we musb
g6 us small round hats one year and
large oblong another.  We must
have full skirts thix season and tight ones
that ; we may wear {rills  now, but we
mast make them into folds to-morrow,
vl 30 on ad infitum,

ONES

We gaze in fashion journals at imrpos-
1ibly loug and slender creatures the like
sf whom was surely never found among
the human race, and form our ideas of
beauty thereupon.  There results a mon-
strous distortion of our conception of the
proper proportions of the lhuman frame,
Athans in her prime, is -famed to have
frstered the most lively appreciation of
i most nearly perfect ideal of human
beauty ; w bnt Athens never dreamed a
buran foof narrewed to an extreme point
wd clevated at the heel upon a three-
wich pep. Tt wos France in the age of
Lonis X1V., whick foisted that nightmare
apon ug, and like an incubus, it besets us
Wil

There results szlso 'an unforlenate con-
piction that to be tiie swim,” we
musi not dress as we did Jast spring, how-
becoming or convenient that mode
may have been, hut in some new style,
which everyone else like ouwrselves i
aping at hidding of “‘Paris.”

“in

ever

It is o {ree country—so we say. Why
then in the name of common sense, don’t
we dress as we please? In a new fashion
if we want to or in an old one; in what
snits us and not in what “‘is being worn.”’
One almost cries in  parody of Hamlet’s
words 1 —

“{#ive me the woman tlfat & mot
Fashion’s slave,

And I will wear her in my heart’s
core,

Yea, in my heart of hearts.”

Of course the men nowadays feel very
superior on this point, but they don’t need
to plume themselves. = It is only that
fashion has so far conformed for them
to the necessities of a commercial and in-
dustrial age, as to make a prevailing uni-

| of Hearts,

formity in fashion for men’s garments.
There are not wanting volces at the pre-
sent  day that men’s have
never been 1wh€1, but no man will go out
of them for all that. The Men have gone
to another extreme of servitude aud their
artistic love off beauty and variely is
cribbed, cabined and confized to such
details as the shape of a coilar, or the
pattern of a sock.

There is mno dounbt
would result if we would imitate
more faithfully in ihe changing of
fashions, imitate her moderation as well
as her proinsion. We would not find shop-
keepers able to allege the vagaries of fash-
fon as an excuge for inordinate percent-
{ages of profit, on coats and hats and so
forth; we wounld find it much more casy
to adapt ono year's clothing io the needs
of Its successor:; I am convinced thaf,
acting with all the other and many greater
currents of this cha age, it would do
something to bring about @ better dis-
tribution of the good things of this world,
a little less for a few and a good deal more
for the many.

orying

advartage
Nature

great

Children’s Column.

MATER'S LETTER BOX.

Mater invites children to send in stories
for this column, or%orrespoudence which
will be replied to through these columns,
All matter "to ke cleatly written in ink,
and on one side of the paper enly. Name,
age, and address, mast be flways given,
and correspondence directed to “Mater,”’
care of Iditor, ‘“The Digger,” Box 310,
[nvercargill,

Patricia, Ettrick street, Invercargill.—
[ am giad to have your story on Mignon-
ette.  As far as I can remember we have
not had’ the pleasure of your entering our
children’s column before. IHowever, wa
will be pleased to hear irem you again.—
Mater,

WHAT HAPPENED NEXT.

THE WHOLE OF THE ST
QU

ORY OF THE
N OF HEARTS TOLD FOR
CHILDREN.

The Queer of Hearts, she made some
tarts all on a summer’s day. The Knave
e stold those tarfs and carried

‘T’he tarts were brought back
to the Queen; yes, but what happened in
between?

The tarts were in the oven, they were
very crisp and hot. The Knave came
creeping, creeping in—p villian, was he
not? ““The Queen’s not here, T know,”
thought he. “I'll steal these nquite
easily.”’

“The Queen is in her parlour—yes,
she’s eating bread and honey. The King's
dcwn in his counting-house; he’s counting
up his money. The maid is hanging up
the <o’ I')l steal those tarts before they
kuew 17 -

It didn’t take him long at all io ope’
the oven door. There were six tarts in-
side and oh-—the rascal, he stole four!
“T'Il hurry to the woods!" said he, “‘and
‘picnic on them royally.”

Now was the time; a Blackbird gat and
shouted from a spray: “Oh, King, oh,
Queen, see o'er that hedge the Knave who
rens away! He's carrying four of your
tarts—he is-—he is, oh, Queen of Flearts!™’

The King and Queen rushed out at once
te Queen forgot her honey. The King
forgot his money-bags, though they hald
all his money.  “Send for the milit'ry!”
he cried. “That Knave, he must be canght
and tried!”’

It was a pity--yes.
dil not speak low.

them away.

it was--that they
The Knave was not
so far he heard their words, you
know. I am found out,” thought he, **Y
fea 1—wul] I must hide these tarts, that's
clear!

“What shail I do? I'd better fly, ov clse
hs milit'ry will surely shoot me if the
Royal tarts arve found on me. 171 give
the tarts away if I meet anvone whe's
net too spry!”’

And, at that moment who shouwid he
gee coming through the trees but Tommy
Bones, the butcher's son, as jolly as vou
please. ““Hi, Tommy, have these rippirg
tarts!”’ exclaimed the wicked Kuave of
Hearts.”

Perhaps Tom Bones was just a bit sus-
picious, so it's said; Dbecause the Knave
was panting so, and he was oh, so red!
“No thanks,” said Tom, “for long agn
I stole a pig, and — oh, you know:

“‘Oh, botheration!” thought the Knave,
and jumped a bush or two; then, to his
joy, a little house came suddenly to view.
“It’s Mother Hubbard’s cottage, ye.s' She
won’t say ‘No’ to tarts, I guess!”

So said the Knave, and hurmed on and
battered at the door. Dame Hubbard
came to open it, a hungry look she wore.
But  stared the Knave first up, then

BWaY ;

OUr |

. King! T’ vow to steal no more,”

| Mignonette.

down, and shut the door with such a
frown.

“Thig is too dreadful!” said the Knave.
“lave they all found me out? Tom and
Dume Hubbard both say ‘No!’ *’ But then
he raised a shoubt as round about thab
way there came a pie-man with his tray.

“Here, Pie-man, Pie-man !’ shrieked the
I\l!'n\e “Here are four tarts to sell! I'll
give them to you if you like, for I'm not
very well, and T can’t eat them so, you
see, they'd be more usge to you than me!”’
said the Pie-man, stopping short

z with a frown. ““I wouldn’t
take these iarls of yours, not for a silvet
crewn, They're stolen tarts, and if you're

; --— hefore l black your

vou'tl go-

He saw a gentle Ladybird, with very
texiler heart; she didn’t know the Knave
was §hch a rogue, she took his part. "I
fear yowre burdened, sir, with care. My
house is close, pray rest in there!

“My davghtcr Ann will cheer you up,
my children will all try to soothe your
sorrows; [ myself, am just off for a fly.
Bat you are welcome, while I roam, to
rest a little in my home.”

The wicked Knave, with tarts in hand
he sought her little house, dnd there, un-
d>r a frying-pan, as silent as a mouse,
ke hid his spoil and then, oh, dear! he set
the house alight, I fear!

Up flaved the flames, off went the
Knave, and in a frightened crowd, the
Lady-birdlets hurried off, all buzzing very
lovd ; except the eldest one, named Anp,
and she hid 'neath the fryin-pan!

And there she found the four hot tarts,
and then and there she guessed—because
Miss Ann was cleverer, you know, than
all the rest. “I didn’t trust that Knave,’
said she. **Twas he destroyed our
house—"twas he!” :

And that moment up there marched a
band of milit'ry, and how they staved to
hear Ann’s tale so iberestedly. And off
they carried the jam tarts at once back
to the Queen of Hearts.

But then the Knave, still watching near,
saw what was happening. ““Oh, me!” he
sobbed., “I'd belter go confessing to the
said he.
“P’rhaps he'll be merciful to me!”

But 1o, the King did not forgive that
Kuave, I'm glad to say, He was sent off
to Goblin Land for ever and a day. And
there he lives unto this time, in punish-
ment for all his crime. :

THE DISCONTENTED

S

MIGNONETTL,

{(By “Palricia,” Litrick street.)

s

The evenimg breeze sweeping through
the king's gardens bore on it wings a low
mournful sigh, and listening, I heard a
tiny voice say plaintively, ““Oh, why am
1 not like other flowers? The fair rose by
my side gives pleasure to all who see her;
that tall white Jily is admired by everyone,
many a heart is gladdened, and many an
eye brightens at the sight of her beauti-
ful blossoms, but I am so plain and tiny!
I cau do no one any good! Why should I
live any longer?” And the Mignonette
drooped wearily as she ceased speaking.

There had been visitors to the king's
gardens that.day, and the gardemer had
pointed out to them the rarest and most
beantiful of all the flowers. The lily
held her stately head proudly, while the
rose blushed deeper as many paused, at-
tracted by their surpassing loveliness. But
for the lowly plant that grew beneath the
shadow of the rose tree, the day had heen
one of sadness,  All had passed her vy
umnoticed, and twilight found her sorrow-
ful and discontented.

Morning dawned.  That day the king
himnself was coming to see hiz garden, ilo
choose the fairest flowers to adorn his
palace, The gardner’s  words, which
aroused a  tumult of hope in many a
bright-hued Lloszom, fell unheeded on poor
“I1 T am not fair enough to
Lo noticed by the gardener, the king will
never see me,” thought she,

At length the monarch came; many fair
ang heautiful, were the Llossoms he chose,
but he paused, unsatisfied stil), ““These
flowers are very lovely,” he said, “‘but
whence comes this rich perfume? It does
not belong to any of the flowers 1 have

choren.,”’
“It is" ouly some common mignonebte
thav emells so sweetly,”” the cardener

answered. -
tha fairest ftowers
w my gavden cannot rival its sweetiess.
I will have no other to adorn my palace.”
The olher Llossoms scofied ab this, but the
little My nonetie caved not for she ithought
“even the king himscly <

“Call i not commoen,

has need of me.”

In the Northern New Hebrides, a bride
who is unhappy seeke the carliest oppor-
tunity of running away from %er Lusband
end seeking a home with some man she
likes better. If her parents cannot in-
duce her to retuen to the injured husband,
they usvally send him-a pig to sovthe Lis
wounded fcclmgs.

previons to drawing design,
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REIN'S FOR RINGS

_‘%‘f»

We make a
special feature
of Engagement,

E
Wedding

Dress Rings.

and

SILVERy g
WATCHgg

Ring Sizs
Card By, -

DZE STREET,

Thm i

BARLOW’S Jubilee Stor

NEVER SAY DIE, BUT ALWAYS TRY
BARLOW’S JUBILEE TEA,

Owing to the rise in Butter you will find it cheaper to use Purg Jams,
I have a full range in glass and tins in 1, 2, 4, ana 7.

TRY It,

Is the plé,ce to buy your GROCERIES—where you get tho hest vy ]
cash. Established nearly a quarter of a century; still going str
your orders by post or ’phone, and you will receive them promptly f ul
on delivery. Pay cash and save booking charges.

INVERCARGILL. j

The Home.

TO MIX COD LIVER OIL WITH
) HONEY.

1.—Powdered gum  iragacanth, 10
grains; rectified spirit of wine, 60 drops;
cod liver oil, 4 ounces; honey, 4 ounces.
Rub the tragacanth in a mortar with the
spirit, and then add to it, gradually stir-
ring all the time, a wineglassful of water,
forming a smooth, translucent jeily. Add
gradually to this in successive small por-

previously liguified with the addition of
two tdblespoonfuh of hot water in a jug
or jar is now gradually added to the con-
tents of the mortar, stirring vigorously as
before, until all is 1hozoughiy blended to-
gether, This forms a perfect mixture that
will pour from a bottle. 2.—Taxe 4ozs. of
cod liver oil and loz of powdered gum zca-
¢ia. Mix the oil in a molar with the gum,
and then add 2ozs. of water or lime water,
and triturate briskly but lightly until an
emulsion is formed. Then take 3oz of
honey and 2ozs. of water, and warm until
a solution is formed. When cold add gent-
ly to the cod liver oil emulsion, constantly
stirring. This could be flavoured by the
addition of elixir of saccharin or essence
of almonds.

TO MAKE TRANSFLER INK KFOR
FMBROIDERY WORK,

Transfer paper is made by rgbbing
white paper with a compostion consisting
of 20z of tallow, Joz. of powdered black
lead, L pint of linseed oil, and sufficient
lamphlack to make it of the consistency of
cream.  These should be melted together,
and rubbed on the paper whilst hot, When
dry it will be fit for use.  Transfer ink :—
Virgin wax 2 parbs, white soap 1, shellac
1, lampblack §; melt the wax, then add
the soap, which must be previcusly cut
into strips, and when melted apply o light,
and sallow to burn aatil the whole has de-
creaced to the same bulk as existed before
the addition of the soap. The shellac is
now carefully added bit by bit, stmmg
the whole time to effect pevfect amalga
mation.  The black iz next to be added,
and ihe whole well mixed while in a liquld
state; then poured into a mould or on to
a shape, and cut to the required size while

warm.  Dissolve Ly warming pot at fire
Or gas, using rain water to rub it down
with.

First dip the 1en in oil and wipe
To use: Lay
th: article to be embroidered on a uat
surface, place the transfer design on the
article, right side down, Iron over with
a moderately hot iron.

TO PREPARE CAMPHORATED OIL.

Procure 20z. of hest turpentine, 1 penny-
worth of sweet oil, and 2 pennyworth of
‘cake camphor. Put the furpentine and
oil in a bottle, cut the camphor into small
pleces, and put it in a bottle. Whern it is
dlssoived it is ready for use. This is

tions, 4 ounces of cod liver oil. The honey }

MISS BREY,

THE PARAMOUNT,
THE PARAMOUNT,

SALE!  SAIN

ALL THIS SEASON'S COODS ]

NAVY, GREY AND HEATHERTH i
COSTUMES, £7 16s for £ i
10s for £5 10s. k

1 Only NAVY in Maids, £ B

15s.

TWEED (_O ATS—Sale price BNI'
to £5 15s.
THE PARAMOUNYL

ESK STREET, ‘
Third Door from Dee siresh
s .

INVERCARGILL MILE  SUPPLE

——

Phone 556. 53 Varrow strech

MILK MILEK MILK ‘;
and and a3
CREAM! CREAM! CREAH!v

From the finest pastures in Sl

Clean, purs, sweet, wholesome,\nwl’:;
tifically pasturtsec

et

A BOON FOR BABIE.

st

Our Motto: “Purity”

arre—

MILK

and
CREAM!

MILK

and
CREAM!

Invercargill M
Supply,

53 YARROW STREE!

i

s“

.eh
strenger and better than Cﬂ“L
shops.

pu———y

TO WHITEN AND SOFIE
HANDS.

e

Take ;lb mutton talfow, .
phor, loz glycerine, M€
oughly mixed, set a%ay to
hands thh this every nig

M .

the ciﬂ
in t g
Magistrates in England I o

century had certain poser “bu&
to fixing wages and hours © ]



