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One of the
is forever s:

ngs the home economist
cleans her

she

is that

gloves with naphtha. An inexperience d
woman who tries this process generally
does so with lamentable results. The
gloves are wrinkied, and bear with
them, too, u istakable evidences of
their recent phtha bath. A woman,
however, who avers that gloves can }

acceptably cleaned with naphtha, says
that she does it by drawing the glov
on the hand, mended it
neatly in case i t; then with a
clean sponge kept for the purpose, and
& small bowl of naphtha she goes
smoothly over the glove, rubbing one
way until all the spots are removed.
Then with a clean towel she wipes the
glove over again befor taking it off
and pinning it to a towel. When
eral are thus attached to the towel sh
puts it over a chair or in some place |
where the air will reach the gloves, and
she does not undertake to wear them

k after they have been

for at le a wee
thus cleaned.
» - »

Just now stuffed sweet potatoes are
more palatable, per than the plain
ones. which have lost their best flavor |
and grain The potatoes should be

thoroughly clean by scrubbing |
skins with a vegetable scrubbing-

baked end
» then being

ish After they are one
of each is cut off, the insic
removed with a ed t care
bzing taken not ak the The
potatoes are pressed through a per-
forated potato-masher, and a
butter and about a tablespoonful to
every potato of chicken, veal or boiled

!u»i

to br

poon,

skins

ham, minced very fin The mixture
should be highly seasoned before being
packed away ain in each skin, and
the potatoes returried to the oven for
& reheating of about ten minutes.
% * &

A chemist s: that medicine stains
usually vield very quickly to an appli-
caticn of alcohol For the obstinate

jodine stains ether is recommended.

£ =

These are the days when the flower-
lover begins to consider his or her
choice of blooms that er in the sea-
son will rest and de In advising
a flower garden for the summer cottage
or permanent country home, where
space is mnot greatly limited, there
should be first a generous indulgence

in the hardy plants, such as

dafrodils, tulips, sweet violets, English
daisies, lilies-of-the-valley, fleur-de-lis,
in its infinite variety; peonies, pink,
white and red; old-fashioned, spicy-
scented pinks; Japanese, June and also
day lilies; roses of every color and
habit—eclimbing moss, sweetbrier, June
and monthly, particularly the latter.
with the usual dearth of the later sea-

son in mind flowering beans in scarlet,

piece of |

hyacinths, |

|turn over mattresses, and change pil-

| low-cases and sheets often, and per-
! conal linen every day, should lead th"l_n

to watch the soiled linen until it 1s
{ clean again, and treat it as something

ito be kept from contact with anything
the house until it is renovated.
B - -

| else in

Banara short-cake is a dish the ma-
| terials f which are usually at hand,
and it is, therefore, cne that may be
| written down in the emergency :
#h.ml—‘., The formula as put out by the
' Boston Cooking School requires

I

fl

douzh to be made by mixing in a D”]S
of prepared flour two tablespoonfuls of

note- !

the |

1
|

THE RING DOVES.

In our scuthwestern districts the ring
doves make their appearance in iarge
numbers twice each year. Flocks of
these pretty wild pigeons—gray, white
and-of a greenish black, they are, with
1use-colored  beaks and rose-colored
claws—appear every autumn, and it is
then that the trapping season is in its
prime. Numerous flocks, however, also
settle down in the waste forests toward
the end of winter, just at that strange
season of the year when the country
which is about te be born agzain, seems
lost in thought. The sap in the plantis
still slumbers till suddeniy it ascends
and proceeds to thrust the leaves
through the buds.

The corn and oats are as yet nothing
but a bright vapor which stains the
fields; the lucerne and Frenclh grass

| still spread slowly their green tapestry

over the meadow land; the vine stocks,

| cut close to the ground, sprout forth

|
|
|

like the shriveled fists of a child. Only
the forest in the moorland, which
knows no winter, is green throughout
with its new pine needles. And the yel-
low blossoms of the furze scatter a

! shower of gold over the borders ot the

highways.
The ring dove, owing to its slow flight

'and frequent halts, is an easy enough

mark for a gun. The really amusing

| way of trapping this bird, however, is

butter and two-thirds of a cup of milk, |
or encugh to make a light mixture that '
! distance permit the trapper to raise the

can be handled. This pastry is divid-

ed, half put into a pan, the top but-|

tered, and the second half laid upon it.
When baked, the splitting of the cake
with a
are

sily accomplished
Meantime a few bananas up
{and put in a hot syrup made of a cup
of sugar and the juice of one lemon.
This filung is spread between the lay-
and if the is intended to be
particularly tcothsome and elaborate,
whipped cream may be served with it.

1S €2

cut

dish

ers;

zine'' gives a recipe for salting almor
for which it asserts that $5 was paid te

a Massachusetts confectioner. A!monds
prepared by this process will not be-
| come rancid, it is stated, and also are

| not covered with salt crystals, The
| formula reads: Blanch two cups of al-
!mu::-i.»:. Boil eight minutes in water
|

with one cup of salt. Saute quickly in
| one tablespconful of butter for each
| cup ef almonds.
» * =

In selecting portieres it should be re-
membered what their use is—that of
shutting off draughts or sounds from
another rocm, and that for this purpese
those of bamboo are
feature of a
adjustmesnt,

| the lace ones or
not of vaite. A
should be the
| and, on this account, loopir and tight
shirring on poles are to be avoided.
A touch should draw the curtain or
send it back for easy ingress or egress.
This adaptability to use, and use only
for an evident service, is getting to be
more and mcre understood as the basis
of all truly artistic furnishings. Make
the useful things artistic and the basis
of what needed, and
‘ the problem of easily
solved.

ease of it

ornamentation is
furnishing is

* * -

| The leaves of house-plants should be
il::‘[nl as free from dust as is the bric-a-
brac of the room. Persons do not seem
to understand that this advice applies
' to all plants as weil as to the palm and
rubber-plants that e usually locked
after. Air is absorbed by plants
! through their leaves, a process that is
| naturally interfered with when these
i are laden with dust. Frequent spong-
too, often removes minute insects

ing,
| or their eggs.

A

A coffee frosting that can be used for
cream cakes, eclairs, or light cakes, is
made by eping one-quarter of a cup-
ful of water and straining it.
blespoonfuls of this liquid with a cupful
i of powdered sugar prcduces the frost-
ing. It may be said in this connection
that a bottle of coffee extract is an ex-

white and pink: Japanese anemones. | ..hant addition to the summer outfit.
hardy chrysanthemums, wild ferns. If one is camping out or living picnic
that may be grown to almost tropical | ¢oopion in a summer cottage, the ex-
luxuricusness in shady places: also na- |50t will serve many useful purposes.
tive orchids and woodland clematis. A |14 1.0 ycen found to do admirable ser-
good -selection of perennials, biennials l vice, too, in supplementing the very
and annuals would pe larkspur, poppies FSonk—coffds o the 21\"-1‘&‘1“:-‘ village
in profusicn, mignonette, rich-colored {, Ny R
nasturtiums, also in quantities; sweet | g/ S, SR

peas, cobaea scandens, the fragrant an- A large number of the women of
BN SOCKS, fUTEe(-me BOLS, Dansies. | syracipe. :N. ¥.. those identilied” With
falvia, candytuft, with asters and |l ., 454 those not so organized, have
chrysanthemums galore. A motley ar- {409 in a movement to suppress the
ray, surely, but such a selection that | o .00 svstem, so far as it exists in
color anad fragrance in abundance are fhetie st i A Consumers’ League has

provided for every month. The rich ef-
fect of these is hight-
en=d masses of one kind are arranged
to come togetl . if, for instance, sev-
den space covered with

gorgeous colors

eral vards o
scarlet popies
by long narrow beds of pure white blos-
foliage plants., The
an effective color
is part of the joy and

soms or of green
working out of

scheme, however

pleasure of the amateur gardener, of
which he should not be deprived.
- * *

Dark brown in
most risky

paper-hangings is a
experiment. Nothing more

effectually kills the light, and it is not
one time out of a hundred that the re-
sult is even endurable to a person of

taste,
B3 * *

Persons of weak digestion

member that whipped c¢ream can be
used with a dish where plain cream |
would be toeo rich. Making a porous |
froth of the cream, by the whipping
process, makes it much easier of di-
gestion.
* = *
C. F. Wingate, addressing a com-

pany of clubwomen the other day, said

that the washing of family linen in
the kitchen where food for the table
is being prepared is far from a sani-

The idea came with
his listeners,

tary proceeding.
a shock to many of
in their kitch-

ried Monday

ens,

on every
cesses certainly cannot be endorsed by
any one who gives the subject a mo-
ment’'s thought: yet every day in this
enlightened city, houses are being
built without separate laundries. Fol-
lowing the wish that
should look to the better management
of their work in this respect, the speak-
er minced nc words in inveighing
against the use of wooden tubs. Two
or three wooden, stationary tubs, half
full of water and soiled clothes, even
with the covers shut down, are not in
any way desirable kitchen furniture.
1f the tubs must be there, let them be
of soapstone, porcelain, or some other
smooth, hard finish which will resist
the action of water. Mr. Wingate
then urged the necessity of airing and
cleansing the soiled linen basket. Bags
he pronounced unwholesome, unless
they were frequently washed and
boiled. The wicker baskets are all
right if they are often cleansed; and
northing is better than to put them out
in the air and turn the hose on them
inside and out, leaving them then in a
strong wind and sun to air thoroughly.
The same caution which urges house-
keepers to air the beds thoroughly,

are flanked on eithgr side |

should re- | A

who .
realized that this practice was one car- |

The juxtaposition of the two pro- |

housekeepers |

been formed, and co-operation with the
Trades Assembly is hoped for. The
movement originated with the Political
| Equality Cluh. and speedily in-
dorsed by the Household Economic As-

was

sociation. and from this start has

’s;-rwud through many club and social

| circles of Syracuse. The League is

! formed on the lines of the New York

i and Philadelphia organizations.
i sl

] The Message of the Sea.

! T stood heside the trouhled sea,

In moasing mood, one day

The billows came and scoffed at me,
And, roaring, rushed away:

My heart wes far across the blue,

I wondered if my love were true,
And, wondering, turned away.

ut. as 1 turned, a fairy boat
1 bebhing o'er the
iintv little wave tossed note
{ Came flecatire unto me—
| Then flashed the glad thought through my
mind—

“In vonder waif nerchance T'll find

A word from her to =

cpq—

{ me.

!

| “Ah, welcome, little messenger!”

| In eager tones I cried,

i “And do you bring me iov from her

{ tide?

{ The roaring hillows seemed to say—

“We bring yvou word from far away
Across the trackless tide.”

Across the foamy e

‘ked the missive from the sand
n the beaten shore;

{ In haste I opened it and scanned

! The message that it bore—

‘A fcol sends greeting o'er the sea

he fool who gets these lines from me'-—
: what it bore.
] . Kiser in Cleveland Leader.
1 eraatt— —— ——————
{ A Queer Little Cobbler.

| A queer little cobbler, I've heard people
|ay,

Sat stitching and stitching the whole live-

i long dav.

| It is very hard work,

| quoth he:

! “For the shoes of the people depend upon

but no matter,”

| me.

{ Though the leather be tough, there’s but
one thing to de:

I'll push and 1I'll push till the needle goes
through!”

His queer little wife came and coaxed him:

ever T do.”
He said, ‘I shall werk till this needle goes
through.’

‘My dear,

With I utl_l'er like that it will take you a
vear.

And the folks in the street stopped and
said: ““Mv good sir,

You may pull and may push, but your

! needle waon't stir*

| But the cobbler stitched on; “and what-

|

He sat }?" his bench till it verged upon
night:

i{is wife lit a candle and brought it for
light. :

“Pis at times rather hard,” with a sigh
remarked he,

“That the shces of the people depend upon

me. .
But since it is so, there’s but cne thing

So hiopg?lld—and he pulled—and the needle
went through 3
—Kate Cameron in St. Nicholas.

knire. |

by means of a net. This is placed in
an isolated and silent clearing, while
cords which are maneuvered from a

net suddenly and thus capture the si
birds, who have gone there to pick
grain.

Trained ring doves, whose wings have

| been clipped, and whose feet are tied,
i allure the other birds as they pass by

| them, while cther birds, whose eyes
have been taken out, are placed In
neighboring trees on small movable

! boards.

The trapper draws a cord, the
blind dove moves its wings—

Then, according to Cesaire Poudenats,
who has initiated me into this compli-
cated method of trapping, the doves, as

i they fly overhead, say to each ijother:

l
u

|
|
|

|
|

!
|

“See how those doves down there are
fiuttering their wings and enjoying
good grain! Shall we go down and join
them?” And they go down.

How many afternoons, stormy or
wintry or sharpened by a slight breeze
from the northeast, which all of a sud-
den removed the moisture from the blue
sky: how many monotonous afternoons
of Lent, I have passed, seated beside
Cesaire in the little hut made of
branches which hides the trappers. The
great point is not to be seen by the
piercing black eyves of the doves, and

'not to be heard by their fine ears.

portiere |

These wild birds, so familiar in ap-

| perarance to our tame doves, are scared

|ing.
i whispers.

whenever they see or hear a human be-
Those in the hut always speak in
When any one is approach-

ing he whistles at a distance. If
!some one else whistles in reply he
stops. The meaning of the last whistle
is: “Do prot come any further; the

|
|
{
|
|

|

|
)

| eyes.

i
|
1
i
|
|

Two ta- |

|doves are in sight.”

On the contrary,
one may safely advance if from the
hut comes a slowly modulated cry like

this: ““Aaa-ou-ou!
I1.

Cesaire Poudenats is a native of the
country, low-sized, slight of build,
beardless, with regular and plain feat-
ures, white teeth and rather fine black
If one did not know it one could
not tell his age within twenty years;
he himself says that he is fifty years
of age, but is not very certain. He
was born in Criere, a village situated
on the border of the old Roman road
known as La Tenareze. When he was
quite young he was a country gentle-
man's valet de chambre, and about his
twentieth year he enlisted and became
a gunner of the second class,

After the treaty of peace was signed,
instead of returning to his native vil-
lage, he went, to use his own words,
into service “in the North,” meaning
thereby the suburbs of Paris. There he
remained for ten years, acting as head
groom for a distinguished banker.
Having without doubt amassed a small
sum of money, he finally returned to
his native district, bought a little
house near Sos and made it his home.
It is there that he lives to-day, a
bachelor and alone.

Cesaire Poudenats is a peculiar type
of Gascon; he is a Gascon who has
been transplanted, but who has subse-
quently been replanted in his native
soil. He has only a slight accent and
he speaks the patois badly. Since he
knows the manner in which the landed
gentry of the Seine-et-Oise country
live, he regards with a slight disdain

the luxurious mode of living of the
littie local gentry. He has acquired

“in the North” a vice which is rare

here, where every one is sober, as is
the case in all cistricts where there

he gets drunk.

Still, no matter how intoxicated he
may be, neither the keenness of his
eyve nor the acuteness of his hearing is
ever in the least affected. His figure,
too, remains erect as though he still
wore the red livery. The only differ-
ence is that, whereas he is silent and
a little sombre when he is sober, he be-
comes eapansive and talkative when he
is in his cups. Stories of himself he
tells as he quaffs the old Armagnac
wine. Every little glass that he drank
in my presence produced some story

are vineyards:

about his adventurous life that cast
some light on his true character. As

soon as the slight intoxication has dis-
appeared he distrusts himself and
says:
1 told you yesterday is only what 1
heard in the North. As the people of
Paris say, my stories are ail humbug.”

Poor Cesaire! He made a
in thus giving himself the lie. The
true Cesaire the man whom the glasses
of Armagnac taught me to know, is
the better of the two.

111

“But, Cesaire, why did you suddenly
jeave your native district when Yyou
were 20 years of age?”

“Oh, I was young, sir, angd I wanted
to see the world and to become a sol-
dier.”

“A soldier? You wanted to fight?
Then you must have foreseen the war
several years in advance. You cer-
tainly got your intelligence from a re-
liable source. But why did you remain
so long away?”

He made no reply but I could see
that he longed to speak. We wele
seated side by side in the hut, having
just dined; that is to say we had taken
our noon meal at Cesaire’s little house
near Sos—a solid meal, washed down
with copious draughts of Buzet and
Royal Armagnac. The morning was
rainy; at present it was dry; the sky
was like rough glass; the trees dripped
continually, being gently swayed by a
breeze from the northwest. An excel-
fent time for trapping birds, provided
the wind did not change. Cesaire was
just at the right stage of intoxication;
he was burning to talk. But his de-
parture from home in early life is.an
event of which he does not talk wil-

lingly.
*Go ahead, Cesaire. You can tell me
everything. You are the only person

1 know around here.”

twith two square towers and a terrace,

“Yes, sir, that's true.”

And after a little pause:

“If this weather lasts for two hours
and the rain does not begin again, and
the wind does not change round to the
north, we will be able to do fine work
with the net, won't we?”

Then: 2

*You see, sip, I left my native place,
and if I took to drink there were, rea-
sons so strong that when I think of
them now I ask myself sometimes if T
have not been dreaming. But no, I
have not been dreaming. My life was
cut in two one fine day, or rather one

fine night, and when 1 awcke I was
another man. 1 tell this to you -be-
cause you are not a peasant like the
other people here. They would all laugh
at me. They would say that 1 was
drunk. And I know that there are

times when I am drunk. But whew ali
that I am going to tell you happened
I never touched a drop of liquor, “nor
even a glass of Armagnac on Sunday.
“Well, when 1 was fourteen years of

age I became a servant in the house-
hold of M. De Buglese, There is no

harm in menticning his name, the poor
man, for he has been dead these fif-
teen years, and there is no one now
who bears his name. 1is daughter is
married in the Gers District, near Mi-
rande. His second wife died two years
after him, and then their castle of
Bourdinot was sold. Of course you
know Bourdinot? A one-story house,

on the Tenareze road a. little past
Criere.
“Here are the folks who were at

Bourdinot in my time: M. De Buglose,
who was a widower, his first wife hav-
ing died some time previously: Mlle.
Paule, who was just then a little over
fifteen: Pierre, the ccachman; Marie,
the cook, and finally myself, whcse
principal duty was to accompany my
master when he went hunting. For M.
De Buglose was a great hunter. He
did not care so much for regular hunt-
ing or for shooting, although when the
season came he took some part in the
sport. It was the ring dove, however,
that gave him the most amusement. 1
tell yeu, sir, that when a man gives
himself up to this sport of trapping
ring doves he is captivated by it just
as one is captivated by drink. I have
seen persons who for the sake of this
sport have lost their positions. have
refused to work any more, and have
let their farms go to the devil. A love
for this sport is indeed a genuine pas-
sion. And truly it is a noble sport,
and one which is unlike any other. M.
De Buglose could well afford to indulge
in this sport. At that time, vineyards,
rosin, everything, brought in a revenue,
The rents which he received amounted
to about 20,000 francs. In the North
that would be a poor income for a land-
el proprietor, but in my country a man

with that amount is considered very
rich. TIs it not so, sir?”

“Quite true, Cecaire.”

“And T tell you they lived well at

Bourdinot. Rich Parisians fancy that
they have a good table when a rascally
chef serves them with hodge-podge din-
ners that have been prepared within an
hour and gives them Bordeaux that has
been manufactured at PBercy. Give
me our own country, where the ortolan
is fattened under our own eyes, where

we drink wine from our own vine-
vards, and where the round of heef,
with its Armagnac sauce, is kept 2o00k-

ing beneath "thé fire for twenty-four
thours, and heing all the time carefully |
‘\\'ntvhfﬂ by the housewife. M. De
Buglose would never eat a lamb that
was not fattened for a whole month
with the milk of two sheep.”

Cesaire meditated for some moments
over the period of feastine:; then he
went on without any further digres-
sions: L

“Mlle. Paule was a handsome mad-
cap, to use a vulgar expression. She |
was slender and tall, and her complex-
ion was more fair .than any you can
find around here. She had fair hair,

“Of course you know everything !

mistake |

{so light and curly that it looked just
{like a lot of feathers, and she held her
{ head high—for all the world like a
iring dove. And didn't she love this
| moorland country of ours! In sun-
ishine, in rain/ ¥ storm, in all kinds of
{ weather, she was out of doors; favor-
iilv as she was, she knew not the mean-
ling of fear. I don’t think tock
}mm'h interest in her books or her pi-
ano, or in any of those things which are
intended to interest young ladies, What
could you expect? Her mother died
while she was very young, and it \\'as';
her father and the servants who looked |
after her education. |

“She was proud all the same, and if |
a man had failed to show her prnper‘
respect I believe she would have killed
him. And what a passion she could |
get into when everything did not go as |
she pleased! More than once I have |
received a blow from her fist, and more
than once her little Malacca cane, with |
its silver head, has caressed my calves
and my shoulders when I was not quick
enough in performing a service for her. |‘
Bah, T was glad enough to get a blow
. from her hands! As a matter of fact,
]sho could not get along without me. It !

she

i

was Cesaire here and Cesaire there. !
i ‘Cesaire, get me that nest!” ‘Cesaire, !
there is a rat in my room; get a turn- |
1 spit and kiil him.” ‘Cesaire, tie my shoe
| lace!” ‘(‘@sa,re. look at the doves;
idruw the net. Quicker, you fool!’ '
| “Indeed she took great delight in|
i trapping. Day after day, sir, she and
‘I sat side by side, watching for doves |
|just as you and I are doing now. She |
i knew how to attract them better than |
iany one else. She could imitate th(-ir:
cry, the cry which they make when
they are mating—Brou-ou-ou-rcu. And
it was so natural .that the birds ('amc{
i from all sides of the forest to listen to |
'it. No one had ever taught her. She |
had simply invented it herself.” i

Cesaire stopped. The sound of
whirling wings was heard at a distance
in the moist air.

|

“They are coming,”” murmured Ce-
saire. “May we let the decoys loose?”

he decoys are the doves with clipped |
wings which the trapper sends under
cover of the trees to the space where
| the net is placed, baited with a little
i grain.

“Not yet. They are too far away, If
I only knew how to call them like Mlle.
| Paule. But there was no one who was
her ecual at that.”

| The sound of the wings became less
idistinot and soon we heard noc more, We
| listened for some moments. The wind
im'ntinucd to blow past the pine tops.
|Cc«sair« continued:

“The six years that 1 spent at Bourdi-
'not were the best years of my life. Judge
| for yourself; every day with this young |
lady so near me, and she so pretty that
I have never seen her match in the |
North; and, best of all, she treated me |
like her own brother. Yes, sir, like her
own brother. On one occasion when 1 i
wcunded my foot with a pruning fork {
she tended me hersgelf in my own room
in the garret; she came up there, she
undid the bandages, and she washed
and dressed the wound.

“You can well understand that 1
would have let myself be burned alive
at her bidding. She, too, was really
fond of me. One day she said to me:
‘Cesaire, 1 love my father, I love to trap
doves and T love you.” She did not want
to get married. Any of the young coun-
try gentlemen would have been glad o

| toward the Pyrenees,

| that mademoiselle was very pretty.

| who

of them all. ‘I love Cesaire better than

1 do any of them,” is what she said to | tone of a man who desires to change |

her father. I knew well that she was
joking, but all the same I was glad to
hear her say it.

“Well, things went all right at Bour-

dinot, and there would have been no[

change if M. de Bouglose had not
suddenly taken it into his head that
his throat was affected and if the doc-
tor had not sent him to Cauterets. At
first I was well pleased to be left alone
with Mlle. Paule. She had no desire
to go to Cauterets, and so for three
weeks she and T were virtually in con-
trol of the castle. She was at that time
21 years of age and I was 2. With-
out her permission 1T would not have
ventured to touch even the tips of her
fingers.

“Still, it was the month of August,
and with this young lady near me all
the

tdime. 1 tell you, sir, I lost my
senses. I became a regular fool; 1
could not even speak I was happy

and I longed to give vent to my joy
in tears. She was highly amused when
she discovered that I was in this frame
of mind. Many a time when we were
together in'a hut like this one she let

her hair fall down near my face and |

then I saw the back of her neck, where
there were hairs so fine that they
seemed like dove’s feathers; and her
sole object was to see me tremble and
grow pale.

“Yes, but as soon as he had spent |

the necessary time in taking the cure,
back comes M. de Buglose, bringing
with him two ladies, whose acquaint-
ance he had just made—one old lady,
who was also suffering from throat
trouble, and her daughter, who was a
widow and very nearly 40 years of
age. M. de Buglose, who never saw
any one at Bourdinot, had become
greatly interested in this widow at
Cauterets, because she took her meals
beside him at the hotel. Yet she was
not very rich, people said, neither wg
she very handsome, being stout, with
a ruddy complexion. Neither
very amiable. Because she happened
to live at Auch, in a ¢ity, she soon
found out that there was nothing gooa
enough at Bourdinot.

P = ST |
The service was bad, the house was

not in proper order, Mlle.
clothes were not becoming,
right that she should go out alone
with me. You can imagine whether
Mademoiselle liked such women as
these. She scarccly spoke to them:
never, indeed, except when they were
at table. ‘If they do not soon go away
from here, Cesaire,” she said to me, ‘I
wiil not remain any longer at Bourdi-
not.” They went away at the end of
the month. But M. de Buglose went to
pay them a visit at Auch. In short, 1
invite you, you invite me—that sort
of business lasted for six months, at
the end of which M. de Buglose in-
formed his daughter that he was going
to marry the stout widow. Mlle. Paule
made no reply. The next morning we
went out to trap doves.

‘‘Listen, Cesaire,” she said to me. ‘I
do not want to stay at Bourdinot when
that woman is mistress. 1 am going
away with you.’

“*Going with me, Mademoiselle, and
where?’

Paule’s
it was not

“*‘Wherever you like, I
I have .y mother’s fortune. 1 am fi1ee.
Let us go. We will not leave the
country, but we will go as far away
from Bourdinot as we can—aye, down
There are pines
also in that region, and one can trap
doves. 1 will buy a house in the for-
est. We will live as we lived here
when my father was away.’

‘*Oh, Mademoiselle!”

“‘Why do you put on that silly air?

“Then she added, blushing all over:

‘'Of course, you will marry me. I
love you better than all those whom
they wanted me to marry.’

“Remember, sir, that I was young and
As
a matter of course. I lost my head. 1
said to her: ‘All right. Let us go away
to-morrow.” She embraced me, and
she let me embrace her. All the doves
in the world might have passed on that
day over the net. 1 gave hardly a
thought to the birds. 1 was in Paradise,
Not until evening did we return to the
castle, and our abesence was not no-
ticed, as M. de Buglose, since he had
fallen in love, took no more interest in
his daughter than he did in me. le-
fore she left me Mlle. Julie repeated her
irstructions—namely, that I should wait
for her next morning at daybreak in the
glade at Caudeleon, the understanding
being that we should make our way
thence on foot to the nearest railroad
station. The fact that the distance was
twenty kilometers caused us not ihe
least anxiety.

“As soon as I was in my room 1
threw myself on the bed without talk-
ing any supper and I fell into a long,
dreamless sleep. When I awoke it was
1 o’clock in the morning. ‘I must begin
to pack up,’ I said to myself. ‘for I am
going away in the morning.” Just at
the moment when I uttered those words
I felt as though my heart had been cut
in two: I felt certain that I would go
away during that very night, but that
I would go away all alone and would
never again see Bourdinot or Mlle.
Paule.

“Not

am of age.

that I doubted Mademoiselle's
ccurage, or that she would keep her
word. She would surely have done as
she had promised! But the fact was
that she ought not to do so! Mademoi-
selle ought not to marry Cesaire—a lad,
could hardly read, who wasn't
worth a cent, and who was the child
of peasants. Of course a match of
that kind could not take place! And,
as I knew well that I would marry
Mademoiselle if she ordered me to do
€0, I decided that my duty was to go
away at once and without speaking an-
other word to her.

“I lit my candle and began to tie up
my things in a parcel. As vou can
well imagine, my task was light. As
a rule, T wore a green livery, which
Mademoiselle had ordered to be made
for me, and that, of course, I left be-
hind me at the castle. 1 began to cry
anl large tears fell on my clothes so
that they became as wet as though a
shower of rain had fallen on them.

“I went down, carrying my shoes in
my hand, so that 1 might make no
noise, until I reached the flcor on
which Mademoiselle slept. Then I list-
ened at her bedroom door. One could
hardly hear her breathing, so light
was the sound, just like that of a lit-
tle bird. I kissed the door; I kissed
the skirt which she had placed on a
chair in front of the. door so that it
might be brushed in the morning. The
bottom of the skirt was soiled with
dirt which had gathered there during
our walk in the forest. I removed as
much of this dirt as I could, and also
as much as I could scrape from her
tiny shoes, and I carried it away in a
handkerchief. I have always kept it,
sir. I went down to the courtyard. The
dog knew me and did not bark. So I
left Bourdinot, making my way at good
speed in the direction opposite to
Caudeleon. When I halted, about 10
o'clock, I found myself in a small vil-
lage where there were no pines, |
made inquiries and was told that I was
in the Department of the Gironde.

“It's quite certain, sir, that we will
not see any ring doves to-day. See, the
wind has changed; it is now going

get hold of her dowry, but she made fun

around to the north.”

was she |

Cesaire spoke these last words in the

| ENGLISH POSTAL ODDITIES.

the conversation, to return resolutely  Pupzzles Found in the Mails of That

to the present after having for a mo-
|ment forgotten himself in the past. I
{ pretended that I did not hear them.

“And what happened after that?” I
asked.

““After that, sir? Oh, the story
would hardly interest you. 1 earned
my living as a servant on small farms.
I T enlisted in the artillery. I did not
‘get along very well. As a matter of
fact, I was homesick. One day in the
North my comrades, who were always
imaking fun of me beeause I was sad,
i took me out to a tavern. The conse-
| quence was that 1 became drunk very

| soon. As soon as I was intoxicated I
| felt happy. Once again 1 saw my
i home, Criere, Bourdinot. Once again

I was trapping ring doves in our for-

| ests. Mille. Paul permitted me to enjoy
!the fragrance of her fair, hair. Yes T
i was all right then. The only trouble

as the effect of the
v I again found my-
| se!lf alone in the world and far away
i from all that I had loved. .Then I
!began again. That's my whole story.”
Cesaire ceased talking and looked at
i the sky that was growing light above
;our heads. Gradually the clouds were
;di.c.’lmw:u‘in;:' before the north wind,
iand we saw in their stead a cold blue
‘sk_\'. drenched with rain.

“T came back here,” he concluded, *“‘as
scon as I heard that she was married
and that she was no longer living in
this part of the country. I shall never
| meet her again. Yet, even if T were to
| meet her, I don’t think it would make
rany difference.”

For a moment <omplete
| reigned around us, then a whistle was
| heard at a distance.

“That’'s your driver, who
| for you, sir,” =aid Cesaire.
| to take you to the railroad
| You've lost nothing, anyhow,
Inot expect any sport to-day,
count of the north wind.”

Puttting his hand to

was that as soon
| liquor passed awsé

silence

is looking
“He wants
station.
We can-
on ae-

his mouth, he

sent this answer in the direction of the |

| whistle:
“Aaa-ou-ou!"” — Marcel
| New York Herald.

NEWSPAPER WAIFS.

Provost, In

The Missing Evidence—Hattie—
Maude doesn’'t show her age at all,
does she? Ella—No; but you can see
where she scratched it out of the fam-
ily Bible.—Chicago News.

Family Tradition—-"Did

you read

ter, Mrs. Jones?”’ ‘‘Yes;

ones.”—Chicago Record.

Edith—She sings like a canary.
Bertha—Oh, no; a canary begins to sing
when people commence to talk; people
commence to talk when she begins to
sing.—Boston Transcript.
playing chess with Tompkins.” “Why?"”
and beat him: and he gets mad if I get
sleepy and let him hegt me.—Chicago
lecord.

Gallagher—Me grandfather in
ould country had more money than he
could count.
bedad, thot
count more
Journal.

A Suggestion—She—The
zette'' offers a prize
ticle on any subject connected with
the wheel. He—Why not send in an
essay on ‘How to Mend a Wheel with a
Hairpin?—Pnck.

“Oratory is a gift, not an
ment,” said the proud politician,

man could not
tin.—Indianapolis

the ould
than

“Bicycle Ga-
for the best ar-

acquire-
as he

said the
“We're not

understand,”

Chairman. blamin’ you.

Free Press.

Horrified Parent—Marie, your doll
rags cover the whole flcor. What am

Unconcerned Daughter—Step
around them, mamma. Make way
the litter of the noble Marie! Parent
(sotto voce)—That's what comes of let-

I to do?

ting her read ‘Quo Vadis!"—Chicago
Tribune.
A New Definition—'""The morning's

papers say that Kuffutt, our represent-
ative in the Legislature, is financially
embarrassed.”’ “You don’t tell me!
sorry that he has lost his money.” “"He
hasn’t lost any.
act of getting some.”’—Cleveland Lead-
er.

officials of the Styx National Bank.
“They refused to ¢pen an account with
me,”’
dignation.
well.
drawing your

Harper's Bazar.

“That's natural,” said Bos-

account, you know."'—

the medical association for advertising
contrary to the code. Squills—How did
he advertise? Pills—Called to lead the
prayer meeting the other evening,

hymn, *“The Great Physician Now Is
Here.”—Crypt. *

The First Sample—"“You remember,”
said the funny man at the
“that we are told that the angels in
heaven quarreled at the time

beamingly exclaimed, “may we not con-

sider this the first sample of

feud?”"—Cleveland Plain Dealer.
———eaii

Why We Don’t Marry.
Your foot is the tiniest that trips, love,

Two blossoming buds are your lips, love
Your eyes say your heart is not false

Your hands are so dainty and white. love

Your figure so wondrously fine, :

That I'm ‘tempted. almost, but
love,

To say, I adore you! Be mine!

But no! there's a frightening fear, love
_That will not allow me to speak, ;
You rcl spending three.thousand a vear
ove, 7 ;
I'm making twelve dollars a week.
Harlem Life.

A new discovered spot on the suUn,
which is visible just now, is said to be
30,000 miles in diameter.

my husband’'s mother has made bigger |

Thro' the maddening maze of the waltz; |

not | x ¥,
auite; © you'll want a bookcase to hold twenty

Country.

Some of the anecdotes of the English
Postoffice recently related by Framlg-y
Steeleroft are very amusing. The Prit-
ish public, one must infer, is no less apt
to perpetrate blunders and mail queerly
addressed epistles than is our own, but
the London mail clerks seem to be quite
as clever in the interpretation of sm'h_
puzzles as are the ingenious servants ot
Uncle Sam in the dead letter office at
Washington.

Here is one little anecdote which
ought to prove encouraging to such of
our readers as are beginning the study
of French, inasmuch as it proves that
a very slight smattering indeed of that
elegant tongue may occasionally be of
use. Any High School student will per-
ceive why the letter of a certain anx-
ious servant, left in charge of the house,
while her mistress was visiting at Aix-
les-Bains, France, was returned with
the Postoffice stamp “Not Kknown”
across its face.

The mistress had written home cer-
tain instructions, using the letter paper
of the hotel where she stayed; the maid
had replied, having, as she supposed,
carefully copied the address from the
printed letterhead. But unfortunately
the hotel employed that conveniently
conspicuous corner to mention a few of
its advantages, with the result that she
mailed an envelope boldly inscriped:

“Miss Blank, Hotel Britannique, Ou-
vert toute I'annee, Ascenseur Hydrauli-
que.”

The number of hotels kept open all
the vear round and supplied with ele-
vators proved sufficiently large to dis-
courage the French officials, and the let-
ter found its way back to London. It
was returned to the sender, who was
much perturbed, until a friend of the
lady of the mansion chanced to call, to
whom she showed it, when an explana-
tion ensued and she obtained a more
definite address.

Perhaps this incident is fairly offse
by another in which it was the Post-
office official whose knowledge of for-
eign tongues was deficient. A French
lady living in England had lost many
newspapers in the mail, and went to the
village Postoflice to complain. The sub-
Postinaster, after her departure,
ceived instructions from his chief to ask

re-

Hard to Please—“I have had to quit |

| David is ded and berid.”
“Well, he gets mad if I get interested | S

her the next time she came for the titles
of the papers which had gone astray.
He did so, and soon complacently re-
ported that she subscribed to three—the

| < 4 & Dot .
about that mince pie ten feet in diame- | 1} M€ manque and Plusierus and Jour

but I presume |

naux! (“I fail to receive” and “many”
and “‘newspaners”).

Pasted in one of the curious address
books kept at the postal museum in
London is a letter which was never de-
livered, theugh plainly enough addressed
to Job David, Llandouch. The reason
is made obvious by a straggling indorse-
ment in red ink from the pen
village friend of the addressee,

of some
“Job
Near it is one

of the most curious of recorded ad-
j dresses: “Mrs. B., wearing a Large
{ Bear Boa, Violet Flowers in Bonnet,

i Promenade
the |

Donchoo—Oi have heard, |

2 ! | modate you.
sat down after an hour's harangue. *“I |
matter-of-fact |

You dene the best you could.”—Detroit |

(mornings),
letter was from

Aberystwith.”

This the lady’s son,

who had mislaid his mother's seaside
address The letter was duly and
promptiy delivered.—Youth's Com-
panion,
o S LR S S TR S
The Boston Elevator Boy.
“Little boy!” she exclaimed. “‘you

ought to be at school, instead of try-
ing to run an elevator.” -
“I'm not trying to run it.,” was the
answer. “I'm running it. And if vou
wish to ride I will be happy to accom-
So far as any obligation
to be at school is concernsgd. allow me
to remind you that this is a legal hol-

i lday, and I am exempt from attend-
| ance  at an institution where 1 am
| plecsed to say I am at the head ot

for |

I'm |

He was caught in the !

Baron Munchausen was angry at the !

he said with a great show of in- |

“You have such a way of over- |

most of my classes.”

“You have no busines trying to run
that elevator, anyhow.”

“You cculdn’'t

very well run it for
Yourself, could you?”
“I'd rather try it than depend on
you.”

“For what reason?”

“Because you are too Young to know
anything about it.”

“Madam, allow me to reassure you,
This elevator is operated by l)}'drz{u]ic
pbressure, the principle relied on being
that water exerts pressure in propor-
tion to the hight of a column rather
than in proportion to the diameter. In
making use of this characteristic,
ter is

wa-
admitted into a cylinder, the
pressure being regulated by the u.‘ﬂe of
valves, and a stable equilibrium being
made possible by an ingenious system
f!f counterpoises. I could go further
into the minutiae of this purtivulax' ma-

| chine, which, of course, has its varia-

Pills—Dosem has been expelled from |

he |
walked up to the frent and gave out the |

tions from other models,” he added, as
she gasped in astonishment, “but I
doubt if you could follow the technical
:'vrms whose use an accurate descrip-
tion would necessitate. But I wish to
assure you that if, after what I have

| said, you think you know more about

banquct, |

Lucifer |

was thrown out.” He looked around !
inquiringly, and to help him along
somebody said “Yes.” “Then,” he

angels’ |

this elevator than I do, you are at per-
fect liberty to step in and take its
management out of my hands.”"—Bos-
ton Globe.

Far-Sighted Economy.
Mrs. Wipedunks — Jenkinson, we
ought to take one of the first-class

magazines.

It's only $£4 a vear, and
the children

are getting oid enough

¢ now to have something good to readq.

Mr, Wipedunks—Only $+ a vear!
That's all, is it? If you begin on }l\ac-
azines vou'll think you have to keep it
up. At the end of every year vou’ll
want to have 'em bound.
volumes in a yvear.
ume for binding.
year. In ten

There’'s two
Costs a dallar a vol-
That makes £6 a
years it's § Then

volumes.  That’ll cost about $£23. be-
cause you'll think it ought to be big

enough to held twenty more volumes.
There’'s $85 thrown away. Do you think
I'm made of money? If you want to
read the magazines what's ihe matter
with borrowin’ ’em?—Chicago Tribune.
————————eeeeeee — —

A Kkiss of the mouth often touches not

the heart.

Free Medical
for

A scientific combined

en discovered for “ Weakness of Men.”
been so startling that the proprietors now announce that

they will send it on trial—remedies and appliance

—without advance payment—to any honest man,

If not all that is claimed —all you wish —send i3
bagk —that ends it—pay nothing!

No such offer was ever made in good faith before;
we belicve no other remedy would stand such a test

This combined treatment cu resquickly, thoroughlv'
and forever all cffects of early evil habits, later ¢x-
cesses, overwork,
strength, vitality, sustainin
weak and undeveloped portious to natural dimen-
gi(i‘ns and lum-yi;ms"

ny man writing in earnest will receive des

tion, particulars and references in a plain scal':f ?ﬁf
l‘;:‘npclﬁ me‘tssionul confidence.
| ¥ sition of any .
! backs thisofier. (Cutout and send this notice, or‘:m:m.iqn paper.) "?Xéﬁess

Treatment

Weak Men
Who Are Willing to Pay When

Convinced of Cure.

medical and mechanical cure has
Its success Las

worry, ete. It creates health,

powers and restores

No deception nor
A pational reputation

| .ERIE MEDICAL CO., Buitalo, N. Y.




