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ENTANGLEMENT

By 8. Bhett Roman.

HE eafriage turned and the horses.
pampered and epirited, started
rupidly down the hard, winding road,
while Horton, waving his hand to two
faces looking out the window of the
quickly-disappearing train, jumped in

*“Cpime over and spend the evening,
now that your friends have gone,” Miss
@’Aunbert called to him as they left.

. Beyond the limits of the village they
drove through the beautiful, peace-
ful scenery of southern Louisiana,
through broad stretches of cultnred
land, handsome houses in the midst of
towering ~trees, thick shrubbery and
flowers, past groups of whitewashed
cottages and green pastures, where
cattle browsed in content that the day
was done and the pleasant spring night
close at hand.

“Aurore leaned forward and looked

silently at the calm and beautiful land-

scrape, while the continuous crunch of

the wheels on the gravel and quick?

beat of the horses’ hoofs seemed an ac-
companiment to her confused and
whirling thoughts and emotions.

The wave of brilliant color which had
swept over her face with a keen, joy-
our surge as she recognized the clear-
cut features, fine eyes and firm, pleas-
ant mouth so vividly remembered, re-
mained like blushing roses in her
cheeks, while a look of startled ten-
derness, undiscernable in the dwinsd-
ling twilight, forced the curves of her
lips into lines of exquisite beauty.

“How time flies!” remarked her
aunt, with & sigh of placid content,
weaving certain plans for the near fu-
ture, in which her handsome niece was
to take a prominent part.

“Do you mnot think May i= a very
charming mouth, cherie? Why not
listen to reason, and let Robert per-
suade you? June is the best possible
time to go abroad, and your uncle and
1 could join you later in Paris. We
could spend the winter there if Robert
can spare the time, and your sorrow
will cease to overshadow you, my dear.
You are too young, mon enfant, to be
unhappy. There is s0 much in the
years to come to gild life for you into
happiness; onr affection and Robert's
devoted attachment will quickly chase
away all the shadows if you will only
be r ble and

A Jook of keen distress settll:d over
Aurore’s face, and although her lips

as if to speak no sound came.

*It is for your welfare and happiness
1 press you, Aurore,” resumed her
annt, with kindly emotion. “Robert
Horton is your only close relative,
child, and should the accidents of life
take us old people away from yom
who would protect and care for you?
Your father was my dearly loved
brother. Were I to die, Aurore, 1
could not meet him if I left his only
daughter alone and unprotected in this
heartless and cruel world.”

With a half sob Auarere threw a lov-
ing arm around Mrs. d"Aubert’s neck
and declared with loving reproach that
she would not listen to words so sad,
and to eventualities too distant to be
anything but shadows,

*“You are trying to frighten me. Let
me stay with you and dear old unecle,
and let us frame no plans, or, if you
will, let us three go abroad in June,
you and uncle and I,

“We will visit together the old Ger-
men towns you are so fond of, and
when winter comes we will see.”

But her aunt shook her head with
smiling persistency, while fondly strok-
ing Aurore’s brown hair as It rested on
her shoulders.

" Like most gentle and placid natures,
Mrs, d’Aubert, when once her mind was
made up on a question, became tena-
cious and immovable and rarely ever
abandoned her point.

This her husband well knew. “Celeste
est inebranlable!™ he would say laugh-
ingly.

*“But, cherie, poor Bert is wearing his
heart out,” she continued, gently.
“You are unkind and not fair to him.
And your father wished it. So why put
it off? Nowhere would you find a kind-

2t or better man than Robert Horton.

And his untiring devotion! Does that
count for nothing? Be reasonable, ma
petite. Let us say—the last ten days of
May. Let me tell Bert—"

“No! no! no! Notyet. Notin May!™
pleaded Aurore, o poignant anguish
elutching at her heart strings.

There was a long pause, while a car-
riage swept up the avenue and stopped.

“Ah, les jewnes filles,” sighed Mrs,
M*Aubert. “Very well, cherie, we will
speak of it later.”

Her aunt was placidly unmoved as
Horton sprang out and came forward
to help them alight. Mrs. d’Aubert
looked with fond approval at the rath-
er melancholy, dark, refined face of
her nephew and thought with a sigh
what a handsome and attractive man
he was. She was almost put out asshe
! d on his shoulder in getting out.

“When I'm auntie’s =ge,” Aurore
eaid with a slightly embarrassed laugh,
refusing the help of his outstretched
hands and jumnping on the marble steps
of the porch, where Mrs. d’Aubert
stood.

“I'll be over ghout eight,” Horton
said, rather shortly, az he turned,
swung himself in his trap, took the
lines and drove off.

“Tu n'es pss gentille,” Mrs. d’Aubert

went in the wide hall,

And Aurore asked herself while go-
ing up the broad winding stairw ay
why it was that she could not greet her
cousin, her old playmate of those sweet
early years, of whom she had always
been =0 fond with even ordinary cor-
diality, but instinctively repelled and
repulsed him. Why she dreaded every
epproach to that one thought whiv:il
ebe 80 well knew was dominant in his
wind, and why she felt so miserable, so
witerly wretched, when he looked at
Per with thai appealing air of devotion
she knew so well.

The March evening was warm and

ter gown before going down to
nam' only partly conscious of how

/&t her admiringly as they sat
34 while

came forward.

This was always a pleasant time of
the day, and her uncle loved to linger
and chat before adjourning to the l-
brary to read his voluminous evening
mal.

“Gio back to visit Mayence, and Co-
logne, and Coblentz, and their wonder-
ful art treasures and those queer at-
tractive German villages? Spend a
month at the Spa? Then to Berlin?

“A very pleasing plan. Why net ex-
ecute it?"

Aurore and her unele sat and planned
while Mrs, d’Aubert had gone off and
left them and was ensconced by the
reading lamp with a late magazine,
And Aurore was eager and radiant, not
at the anticipated pleasure of a tour
abroad, as her unele thought, but in
the hope of pestponing that fateful fu-
ture which loomed up so immutably.
That future, planned by her father,
approved by all, urged so persistently
by her dear and loving old aunt, and
pleaded fdr by Robert Horton, with the
silent, but passionate, entreaty of eyes
that never left her, and bga theusand
acts of ceaseless devotion,¥rom whic
her heart turned with a horrible in-
gratitude, Aurore thought miserably.

*“Ah, bat, little one, your aunt and I
are too old for such junketings,” her
unecle resumed, with a shake of the
head.
and let Robert be your guide and com+
panion. We will join you in the fall in
London or Paris, and settle down to
a pleasant winter of enjoyment—such
a winter as your youth and beauty de-
serves.”

With a loving gesture he went to-
ward the library in search of his mail,
and Aurore, with a sigh, passed out on
the porch.

Aurore sat on the marble steps and
looked outover the moonlit garden, and
determined to have it out once for
all with her innermost thonghtis. and ta
come to a distinet understanding of all
those chaotic, troublous feelings which
had so insidiously taken possession of
her.

The faint chimes of the village
church bell came on the still, odorous
air, eome fireflies went flitting through
the flowering shrubs, and a profound
melancholy took possession of Aurore
—a yearning she could not define,
while reason asserted itself with cold
insistence.

“You do not éven know hlm Yo
saw him for one short half hour, that
memorable night when wind and storm
were abroad; thaigyinter night, whose
dawn severed the 1riiil thread of a life
s0 dear to you.

“How do you know,” said reason,
“that he remembers you? That he
bhas given yom a single thought?

“Because he looked full and keenly
and long, your vanity has supposed
that there was interest and admira-
tion in a glance only remarkable be-
cauee it came from eyes of singular
and splendid forcefulness.

“Yon must, you must throst this silly
recollection from heart and brain. You
must get rid of it. Bury it under cares.
ambitions, anything! And rub omt
from memory the lines of that strong.
fine face, which haunts you so per-
sistently, so cruelly.

“What are his ties and affections?
You know not.

“Had he cared to seek you, could he
not easily have done so?

“Forget him. Blot him from memory,
and give a gracious hearing to the
friend of your childhood, to the tried
and true affection of all these years,
which has mever varied, never less-
ened, and in doing 8o give pleasure and
happiness to those who have taken
you to their hearts, and who shelter
you with their kindly love.”

S0 reason spoke.

And Aurore, glancing back through
the doors which opened down on the
porch, saw in the beantiful oak-pan-
eled room, rich in rare decorations, on
whose walls hung the portraits of a
proud old ancestry, the hundsome. el-
derly, gray-haired people whore eup
of content would be full, she well knew,
if the plan they cherished was carried
out to fulfillment.

Aurore leaned against the tall col-
umn of the porch and looked out at the
radiance of the night. and as the soft,
plaintive call of a bird broke the still-
ness it seemed to her that her heart
would beat its last pulsation and die,
this calm. glorious night of spring, for
reproachful in the intensity of its
deep, ineffable look came back the
face of her dreams, plain and distinet,
in the soft, shadowy light.

With a stifled cry Aurore eovered her
face with her hands.

“Did 1 frighten youn, Aurore? 1
thought you heard me come out on
the porch,” said Horton. with a grieved
eAgETNEsEY.

“What is it, sweetheart? You look
as if you had seen » ghost. Why, you
are trembling, and your hands are icy
cold. What an impressionable little
child it is, in spite of its 20 years,” gaid
Horton, smiling tenderly, while chaf-
ing Aurore's hands with lwlng gentle.
ness.

“Now sit down and tell me what
you were dreaming about, and what
wicked thoughts were absorbing you.
They must have becn villainous, to have
blanched your checks that way.
“Why, Aurore, child, you are as pale
as these lilles I bronght you. Iknow
they are your favorite flower.”

Yes, Aurore’s heart must have died
when she gave that stifled cry, for it
seemed too cold and 1 umb. But mem-
ory still Lived, for. holding the lilies of
the valley, she remembered that somn
one had stooped and picked up from
the wet stones a few similar frail blos-
soms, broksn from her hand, one night
long ago.

They sat sile by side on the marble
steps, and the two elderly people ir-
side peered lovingly at them, and nod-

“Yon must listen to good advicg]
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FARMER AxD PLANTER.
THE SOUTHERN COTTON AREA.

The Watchward of the Farmer

Should He “Plani Fewer and |

Hetter Acres.

Some of the argumerts employed by
those who anre endeavoring to sclve
the problem of the ares. of the mext
crop possess the merits of novelty, if
not wisdom, One gentleman claims
that it would not be wise for the farm-
€rs to 50 reduce the aggregate produe-
tion of cotton as 10 cause such an ad-
vance in the price as would encourage
foreign competition (Russia, Indis,
Egypt. Turkeéy, ete). In other wornds.
he thinks is would be wise to keep
down the market price to a point at
which these foreign nations could not
produce it profitably. But what saver
the utter fallaciousness a‘l

t is ghe agyice t to’
:‘nfie thdfcost of p
nof, h ver, explnln b t pl“!
can be kept down ¥ they prohibito
point by increasing the aggre

erop production, amf at the same time
reduce the cost of production. Farm-

increase the area in cofton the cast
per pound will generally increase, be-
cause poorer or less productive lands
will be planted.

Another gentleman suggests that
the world is so short on cotton that
even a twelve-million bale crop would
fetch a good, paying price. He may be
correct in his opinion, but it is pretty
certaiu that past experience does not
justify it. It iz & leap in the dark to
encoursge the farmers to go ahead
and produce a twelve-million-bale crop
in expectation of getting pmsent
prices for it.

Many others insist that the farmera
either use mo commercial fertilizers
at all, or & very much less amount, in
order to thus cut down the aggregate
production and keep up or advance
the price. Would it not be just as res-
sonable to advise the farmers not to
use good tools, not to buy a new plow
or cultivator, not to plant prolific va-
rieti=s, and not to use so much skill
in cultinvtion—if the object be to sim-
ply reduce production? To comply
with either of any of these “don’ts™
would tend to reduce production just
as ceértainly as to “quit using™ ler-
tilizers. To refrain from using the
best tools and machinery, the best
seeds, the best skill and care would
save some outlay, and thus reduce
experses just as certainly as to “quit
using™ commercial fertilizers. The ar-
gument reminds me of the Irish hous:
paintéer who was observed to be in a
very great hurry in painting a house.
When azked the reason for his remark-
able epeed, he replied: “Faitah, and
1 want to get done before my paint
gives out.”

The simplest and moet direct appeal

iz the best. It goes straight to the
comprehension of any farmer. It is
the appeal to his own personal inter-
ests, urging his to pursue a course
that will be best for him whatever
other farmers in the south may do.
It is 10 cut down the cost of produc-
tion. It is a thing that he ean do him-
gelf, without co-operation or consul-
tation with other farmers. The co-op-
eration of other farmers—which he
knows he can not rely on—is not ner-
essary ‘o do this. Every experienced
farmer knows that the cheapest cot-
ton he makes is that which he gets
from the best land. Every farmer who
uses fertilizers knows from experience
that the cheapest cotton he makes is
tliat produced by the aid of fertilizer=.
I{ a rich s0il does not enable a farmer
to makes his cotton cheap, then there
is no reed for rich soil, and a poor
acre or several poor acres are as good
s a rich acre. If fertilizers do nm
enable the farmer to produce cheaper
cotton, then there is no need of fer-
tilizers in cotton farming.
‘What, then, should be the farmers’
watchword? It should be this: Plan:
fewer and better acres and fertilize
them better. Cut the area in cotton,
and increase the application of the
right kind of fertilizer per acre, until
the two conspire to produce cottun
at & cost of less than 5 cents a pound.
1t may be necessary for a given farm-
er to reduce his cotton ares to one-
fourth the wusual amount, and fte
double the dose of fertilizers to each
acre in order to meet the require-
ments. Then let him do it. He plant-
ed last year 100 acres, applied teu
tomd, or $200 worth of fertilizers, to
produce a yield of 33 bales. Suppose
he cuts his acreage this year to 25
acres, and applies to these 25 acres
$100 worth (twice as much per aere}
of judiciously home-mixed fertilizer.
The result would probaly be 13 to 20
bales of cotton. The difference in
economie results between last year
and this year might be indicated by
the figures 7 and 3, or possiby by 3
and 5, 8 representing the cost per
pound of the farmer’s last crop, and
5 the cost per pound of his next one.
Eut this difference would not be all.
If he cuts his cotton acreage from
100 to 25 acres, he will have a larger
area of corn, cowpeas, oats and -
ture. He will very probably have more
and better cows, have some beef cat-
tle, plenty of pork and baconm, etc.—
Cor. Atlanta Comstitution.

FARMLIFE MADE ATTRACTIVE.

A Litile Intelligent Planning sad
HRensonable Activity Wil
Brigiiten the Farm.

Life is much what we make it. Our

]Ilpplm depends more upon our

ds and wishes than upon ¢ outside

ded and talked. with a pl d luugh
to each other, and laid bright plans.

And Aurors pared silently out at
the calm ethereal light, resting so
peacefully over all things, while Hor-
ton, with desperate emotion, poured
out his soul to her, while a palpitat-
ing stillness seemed to hover around.
“The dream of my youth and of man-
hood, that dream, sweetheart, which
holds for me life’s ambitions and dears
est hopes!™ Robhert Harton was say-

ng.

Like a faint sigh. the scent nf thy
lities of the valley came to Aurorc, and
the stillness of the moonlit night cn.
wrapt her. * There was a slight bustle
ind in the hand Nbrary.
Mrs. d"Anbert looked up, paused, and

“A dispatch for you, Bert, fros

your friend.” she said, puvsing in_(hs
doarway. Democrat

influences.
have much to do with our  mental

state. They are very suggestive.

Yet tsid

ers pretty well undergtandighat if they

we wonld otherwize be miking poll
tios on street corners or around back-
room fires,

All that is ded is first decid ;
do it—then go at it.

In a few weeks the spring sUm llll
showers will Jdo.the rest.

Many now  Jdilapidated looking
houses ean then be transformed inte
seenes of beauty.

Along with this begin talking cheer-
ily and singing merrily. Now and thea
whistle a happy tune. Everyihing will
soon catch your spirit, for such a spir-
it is as contagious as the mensles, -

Study wp something to encourage
ench of yvour children and tenants or
employes, A little pateh extra -for
fruits or vegetables, a dollar or even a
dime given now and then as an encour-
agement will put new springs in dull
muscles and new plans in dull Leads,
Scatter sunshine everywhe o

These and hundreds of ull.u-r little
things that will not cost much
make ycur heme a very different place,
Life and labor will have different
meaning.

With God and nature, sunshine and
showers to help you, farm life can be
mnde happy and farm homes attrac-
tive.

Try it. Begin at once. Do not put
it off. Refore you put this paper
away decide on something. A begin-
ning once made the rest is sure to fol-
low and will be easy.

How the erowded city people will
be envying you your opportumhes
and ph ¢35 befors's is past.

Make the best of all around you and
Heaven will do the rest.—Southern
Cultivator,

The Tenatnt System.

The tenant system of furming in
the southwest is demoralizing, and
often destructive of the interests of
hoth tenants and landlords. A large
portion of our agricnitural population
is bad material of which to make a
satisfactory tenantry, but much can
be done gven with these, by judie
selection and management. Many
lords have taken no steps whatever td¥
secure good tenants or to encourage
them when secured. Good tenants will
not stay long on a farm where home
conveniences are totally lacking, but
will at the first opportunity hunt a
better place. They want something
better than a hut, through which the
north wind whistles, without yard or
garden, stable or cowlot, wood or

.a.

on large farms.
houses and

With ecomfortable

securing good tenants and keeping
them.—Farm und Ranch,

Farmers and Breeders.

One reason why farmers get eggs
in winter when careful breeders do
not is because the latter get their
stock out of condition by overfeeding.
The farmer’s hen is usually compelled
to work, and if she gets any food at
all she has a good appetite for it
There is always something to pick up
around the barn, and when the hens
are exposed and work hard eorn ia
the best food for them. But as a rule
the farmer's hens do not lay as many
eggs ns the hens that are well cared
for. The reason the farmer’s hens lay
in March and not in January is that
they arc nearer the natural period of
the year for laying, and the pullets
are nearer the adult 2ge —Farm and
Fireside.

————
HERE AND THERE. g

—The Connecticut legislature lua
passed a law for the pretection of the
trailing arbutus. It is said to be the
first law ever passed by any state in
this country for the protection of a
wild flower.

—Alfalfa is growing in popularity
throughout the sonth. Where it does
well no other forage plant is equal to
it. It is not adopted to poor soils, nor
to wet soils, nor to any soil where the
cotton root-rot prevails.

—Cow-peis will grow on land too
poor to grow clover, but will grow
mueh stronger and more rank on good
soil. Cow-peams, like clover, are a soil-
improver, and by chemical analysis
contain much the same properties aa
clover.

—Which moat excites your respect,
the farmer who contends with adverse
circomstances on his farm, and carves
out 8 home for himself and family, or
the one who grumbles at his poor git-
utation, and will do nothing until he
can secure a better location?

—No fixed methud can be laid down
whereby & farmer can surely meke
farming pay; each farmer has differ-
ent conditions with which to deal. Iz
iz the successful farmer that studica
out these conditions, and is quick 10
adopt them.

—The Oklahoms experiment station
has been investigating the results of
cotton growing im that territory.
Eighty farmers were interviewed, and
ten per cent. of these regard the crop
as unprofitable; the yields ranged
from 500 to 300 pounds of seed cottom,
or 165 to 265 pounds of lint.

—Prof. F. Lamon-Scribner, agros-
tologist of the department of agricul-
ture, and the highest authority in this
couniry on grasses, says that in the
south all perennial grasses and clovers
should be sown in Allgmn lntl Septem-

Kow we can by right thinking and

wise planning soon change.our out-
side surroundings very materally.

'{ we shold feed our grain crops to Hve

ber, pt where pr d by & crop
that can not be harvested so early.
—Good roads, like good streets,
make habitation along them most de-
girable; they economize time and
Joree in tramsportation of producis
redoce wear and tear on horses, hsr-
ness and vehicles, and enhance the
value of real estate. They raise the
value of farm lands and farm producta,
apd tend to beautify the country
through which they pass.

—It is estimated roughly that $1,000
worth of corn at present prices taken
with it $300 worth of plant food, and
$£1,000 worth of wheat nearly $P00
werth. Thus are we getting sway
with out heritage at & lively wnta. 11

stock it would reduce the drain om
mmmmmmm

—X. 0. Times-

ita of our labor.

¢k

water convenient, as is often the cagad

ordinary farm conven- |
iences, there will be little difficulty in |

ter.
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4 Neat Swindle with a Ten-Dollar
Bill Practiced by a Flaent

,‘. "

“he grocer sat.on & high stool, his el-
bo'we on the eounterand his face bur-
ied in his hands.  The Brookiyn maa
:ame in to gel:nqllder’lwoﬂh ol

egee.
“Hello,” he said, “what’s the matter
new?"”
thinking,” said ﬂumtr. “that
sn who said that all the fooly
re mot dead knew pree:lelj what he
was. talking about.”
ow could you think otﬁrnme“"
remarked the Brooklyn man, with true
Iyn humor, “with all the custom-
ers you have?”
old on,” said the groeer, “this is
ke. Let me tell you about it. A
while ago I was sitting here do-
othing in particular, when in
& very pleasant looking young
. He had a lot of bills in hia hand,

Fandhe wanted to know if 1 could let

have a ten-dollar bill for small

He said that be wanted to send

llars away in a letter, and didn’c

like to put small bills in an envelope.
Well, I'm a pretty good-natured sort
of ﬂlmm and I told him that I would
be yery glad to oblige him. So, while
w::t intothe drawer to get the bill,
lw gounted out ten dollars so that 1
could hear him, and then fished out an
envelope intd which he plaged the bill
that I gave him. Then he started out
of the store. He didn’t seem in a great
hurry, and so, when, in counting over
the money that he had given me, [
found that there was only nine dollars
1 didn’t have any suspicions of in-
tentional wrong-doing on his part, but
ted the matter fo s very natural

m k
“Well. 1 called him baek, and he was
wery apologetic; said it was a curious
mistake for him, and a few other things
that I dom’t remember. As a matterof
fact he talked so fast and so smooth
that hiif-.of what he said escaped me in
my adSration for his oratorical pow-
ers. While he was talking he was fish-
fF around in his pockets for an odd

doll rently he couldn’t find one,
for he™Mnally said: :

-y guess 1I'11 have to give you
your untilI can get that other
dollar?. Then he looked at the envelope

in hlllllmi and con®inued: *Gee! that's
tooi bad. I've gone and sealed that en-
veleps- up . and it's addressed and
and your ten-dollar bill is in-
you what. we might do,
» he Went on, after a moment's
zht, .!ql give me my nine small
sid 1’1l go out and get the other
In the meantime you hold on to
1his ope and when I comie back
I'll'give ybu the entire ten dolrs,
and thon't heve to-open up nur let-
at all”
o] W I conldn’C sl any

g his arrangement, f said
‘You,' without a moment’s:hesitation.
What makes me go dafn mad now is
that I was excessively polite to the
duck. Why, I fairly bowed him out of
the store, and afier he had gone 1
carefully placed the envelope in my
cash drawer and locked it up. Thenl
waited for fully an hour for the young
man to come back, and when he failed
to show up I took the envelope out
and ripped it cpen, not with any idea
in my head that anything was wrong,
but simply because I was impatient
with the man for being so inconsider-
ate after I had done him a faver. Well,
there was a neatly-folded piece of pa-
per in the envelope, and on it was writ-
ten in a neat hand: ‘I'll be back when
the robins nest again.’

“Say, even then it was a full min-
ute before the truth dawned on me.
When it did hit me it came like a ton
of brick. ‘Oh, yeu gosh durned fool,”
I murmured and sat down to think.
1 was still thinking when you came in,
and I'll start in again when you go
out.”

“Up in Reubenville, where I lived be-
fore I came to Brooklyn,” said the
Brooklyn mmn, “we used to call that
fiim-flam.™

“Oh, you did, eh,” said the grocer,
“well, 1 don’t know what they call it
in Brooklyn, but it's a g »od game, and
when 1 get broke in the grocery busi-
ness I'm going to try it on some guy
myself,” and the grocer went back to
his thoughts, while hiz friend walked
out.—N. Y. Shn.

PRETTY THINGS TO WEAR.

Feminine Finery That Is New Com-
sidered the Froper Thing
im Cestumes,

If one has a scrap of old lace, a bit
of antique embroidery or brocade,
treasure it carefully, for it can be util-
ized in vests, yokes, collars, cuffs or
revers. Collars and stocks are just as
often seen of lace and embroidery as of
velvet, satin or ribbon. The former
are to be worn higher than ever, if that
is possible.

Long silk scarfs, the ends being

tucked.in the belt, are in vogue. They
are sometimes fastened at the throat
with a gold pin or passed through a
ring.
The chenille dot is seem on every-
thing pertaining to woman's neckwear.
Cream colored scarfs dotted in che-
nille are worn with walking costumes,
the same jdea being carried out in
veils.

Collars made of fine linen still con-
tinue to be worn, though their popular-
ity is greatly on the wane when com-
pared to the number worn last season.
Dull black silks and satins are large-
ly in demand for mourning wear and
soft black chiffon is much used for
neck scarfs—N. Y. Tribnne.

Balt Cod CIlrll‘
Soak over night a pound of ultcod
boil it and then pick it into fine flakes,
Make a white sauce by cooking to-
gether a tablespoonful each of Aour
and butter until they bubble, and them
turning upon them s half pint of milk.
Put into this a scant teaspoonful of
curry powder, and stir all together un-
til the sauce thickens. If you like the
flavor of onion, tey drops of onion juice
may be put into the pan with the but-
When the sauce is thick and
smooth, add the cod, and when this i
smoking bot two hard boiled egps
which have been ent into large dice.
‘The cod should be salt enough, and the
curry takes the place of pepper. Just
before the dish is servod, add the juice
of a lemon. For those who do not
tike curry, the dish may be made in the
same way, but without th: powder.—

Good Housckeeping. =

ROTES FOR THE HOME.

[Variens Items of Demestic Leve

Which May He Found
of Value.

whole egg when only the hard-boiled
yolk is needed,

ter and boiled hagd in this way, the
white being previously drained off, or,

into the boiling water.

hint

cretonnes and , for bedr

ticularly if one has stored away

usually have a back piece pru]ei:trlug

they' cover, and are folded under and

side. The legs are simflarly covered.

til the potatoes are tender.
As iz well known discrimination in

recently, the walls were covered with

etition many of the characters famed

indifferent,

ter arrangement.—N. Y. Post.
CRIME OF THOUGHTLESSNESS.

ibhe Death of Many Sichk-
Reom Victims,

e
T

the deed. They fear criticism too much

Ee

Economieal cooks do not beil the

Either the yolk ia
dmp]m.l alonc and unbroken into wa-

after the yolk is separated from the
white, it is left in the shell and put thus

At the fashionable shops smart-look-
ing brocade-covered tables are shown
for drawing-rooms, and, reproduced in

It is not at all difficult to copy theis
with admirable succesa at home, par-
of
theold-fashioned long wa jthat
used to grace country chambers. Theas

above the top. This will need to be
taken off. The top and shelf beloware
then neatly covered with whatever ma-
terial is selected. The pieces of fabric
are cut somewhat larger than the shelf

tacked with amall tacks on the under

Scalloped sweet potatoes are an ex-
cellent luncheon dish to offer with any
kind of cold roast meat. The potatoes
are peeled and boiled hard for about
ten minutes. They are then removed
from the fire, drained, and sliced in cir-
cles into a baking dish. When half-full,
they are spread wigh bits of butter and
a tablespoonful of sugar. The dish is
thea filled up. butter, sugar and a lit-
tle powdered sinnamon forming the
top crust. At this season of the year,
as the potatoes grow somewhat dry
and fibrous, Lalf a teacupful of boiling
water may be poured over the dish be«
fore it is put into the oven. Bake un-

applying knowledge is as important as
the knowledge itself. In a nursery seen

one of the papers especially designed
" for nurseries, showing in constant rep-

Mistaken Wimdmess Which Causes

and mistaken kind-
ness in the sickroom slay their thou-
sands, and the family and durses are
ofttimes the unknown accessories to

Their mothersand grandmothers never

in children's stories. The paper was a [’
study for the children, and, having]
been provided, it should have been left
to be studied. Instead, the walls were
covered with pictures, good, bed and
an epvironment which
must have been extremely distracting
to the children who passed most of
their time in the room. Either a few
good pictures against an almost plain
background, cr the riotxgf fairy-tale
happenings alone put upon the walls
for the occupation and interest of the
children, would have been a matiiet-

WIT AND WISDOM
ways readiest to fell.—Ram’s Horn.

WUW Dafty News
ealli

marked: “Well, I swan!—N. Y.
Press.

been taken to the dentist’s to have
a tooth pulled)—*Freda, if you cry I'll
never take you to s dentist's again."—
Philadelphia Press

Mrs. Yeast—"They say nothing is
wasted; are fish tails any: good?"
Mrs. Cri beak—"Well, yu. soma
that

‘Wﬂy—“l M‘t see how geiting
one’s feet wet causes toothache™
Jack—*“You don't? If you had ever
nad a tooth pulled you would know
that the roots run down io your toea.”
—Answers.

Watts—"No, I am not monkeying
with that memory systemr any more.
it is & fraud.” Potts—"Get into trou-
ble?" “Yes. Our new minister s
named Jordan, and the second time
I met him I eslled him Mr. Banks."—
Indianapolis Press.

Wilkins—“How do you like our new
prueller?" Bilkine—"He talks too
loud” Wilkins—“That isn’ :‘:m“ valid
onjection provided he says
good or instructive.” Bilkina—*0, 1
didn't hear what he said. I only know
I was trying to sleep and couldn't."—
Ohio State Journal.

A FALSE BEARD

Why a Yeung American Broher in
Eurspe Was Obliged to Wear
Artificial Whiskers,

Among the varied bric-s-brac, ob-
ts of art and souvenirs of travel
t adorn the walls of one of the cozi-

false beard and mustache put together
on s false foundation and supplied with
a pair of delicate wire hooks to go'over
the ears. ‘It is jet biack in color, and
jts effect in a trifie piratical. “Those
false whiskers,” said the young broker
who occupies the apartment, “sre an
interesting relic. When I tell you that
1 used them in all the banking business
I did when I was abroad s couple of
yemrs ago you will no doubt look for

in a little circle at the top of the page.

“When I procured the letter I waa
mring a full beard, which, I am told,
me very materially, but while

dreamed of refusing
sickroom;
gin it. So the nurse casts responsibil-
ity off on custom, and puts a blind trust
in Providence and the deed is done!
No matter how visibly it harrows the
soul of a nervous woman to have “out-
siders” about her, there are those whn
will persist in invading every sickroom
they can reach, regardless of the con-
dition of the patient, or the probabil-
ity (or lack of probability) that they
may be of any service. It often happens
that it is the least useful and and most
tactless women of the community whe

to the
it would “eaunse talk™ to be-

ntang in London I got tired of it, and
one day, on a sudden impulse, I had it
taken off, never thinking of that con-
founded letter of credit. I had mo ve-
casion to use the document until I ar-
rived in Paris, and when I presented it
at 8 bank there was turned down hard.
The teller, or whoever he was, told me
he couldn’t think of paying money tos
man who bore no resemblance what-
ever to the official photo, and, when 1
explained the situation, shrugged hia
shoulders and advised me to come back
after I grew another beard. Goingou:
Ich d to notice a costumer’s shop,

are most active in their attenti to
the afflicted. Buch visitors seriously
handicap the efforts of the physician
and nurses and undoubtedly cause
many a deati. It is astonishing to
witness the recklestcness of most fam-
ilies in regard to this phase of the care
of their sick. Unless a pateint is actu-
ally in articulo mortis the country doc-
tor does not like to endanger his pop-
ularity by ordering the arbitrary ex-
clusion of visitors. Without his com-
mands to back them up the family that
attempts the innovation invites and
gets the ostracism of the neighborhood
for no short time. I would not be

and was d with an inspiration. I
rushed over, Lbought that curioc new on
the wall, and returned to the bank,
clapped it on my classic mug, and said:
‘Now gimme that money." There was
some talk, but 1 got it, and afterward
I worked the same scheme from one
end of Europe to the other. The bank
peopleregardeditas an amusing Amer-
ican eccentricity. Without it I would
have lost at least & month, laying up
somewhere waiting for my brisiles to
break out."—N. O. Times-Democrat.

ONLY ONE TREE IN SQURAE

homes of slender means everywhere
must supply the place of the trained
nurse when the home force is not suf-
ficient to properly care for a patient.
God alone knows the extent of her use-
fulness and can adequately reward her,
Only cheerfully sympathetic society ia
a benefit to convalescents, wnd tha!
kind, like medicine, cnly at proper in-
tervals and in right amount. In fact,

manner of the visitor that one might
almost ardvise the patient to observe
the precauntion that is affixed to some
prescriptions: “Shake well before tak-
ing."—Bland Brunner Huddleston, is
Woman's Home Companion.

The New Greems and Purples.

Water greens are handsome in silk,
ribbon, cloth, cashmere and velvet,
They are known as pastel greens and
are of a light, whitish cast. A faded
slightly olive light green is handsome
in cloth, and the clear emerald shade
remains in vogue for trimming gray,
mode or black. Yellow is not favored
this season, neither iz a clear white;
ivory and cream white are. Purple
shades are almost too conspicuous to
be popular. The soft tints in violet
are in high favor. The violet shades
are parma, volubilis and iris. Fenelon
is a faded lilac, and s peculiar purplish,
old-rose raspberry tome (Porthos)
{orms the second true antique or pastel
shade in dressy cloths, but not in silk
or ribbon. Many of the shades are so
light in effect that at night under a
sttong light they hardly seem to be
anything more than a tint of & pale,
delicate appearance. — Ladies’ Home
Journal.

What He Called Himself.

First Tourist—Are you not going to
elimb this mountain?
Second Tourisi—No; it is absolutely
too and rough for a donkey to
elimb, so I shaill not try to ascend.—
Harlem Life.

Embarrassing.
Lobbyist—What did you mean by
refusing to vote on this measure?
Congressman—I had forgotten whiel

::l.’ you paid me to vote.—N. Y. Jour

.

so much depends upon the mood and hy

thought to deery the good, ible,|1¢ s L En b, Hewever, ts
self-denying neighbor nurse who in al- Furnish Shads for All
most all rural communities and in Whe Enter.

In Nassau, the capital city of the
Bahama islands, they say “the tree in
the public aquare,” not the trees.
Now, the public square of Nassau is
quite aa large as that of moat cities
of the size, but there is only one tree
in it, and that tree literally fills the
square and spreads its shade over all
the public buildings in the neighbor

disturb the mighty butiressed trunk
of the ceiba.

In the hurricane of last spring all
the palms and many of the other
irees of Nassau were overturned, but
the great hurricane tree, although it
lost all its leaves, did not lose so much
a8 & branch. Its trunk throws out

The man who does not know i sk

The less a business man advertises
the more time he has to bainnce his

A St. Louis man has been joiled for
‘his wife a “rubber-neck.”
When he heard the sentence he Te-

Mother (to little Freda, who haw

‘est bachelor “dens”™ in New Orleansisa

thedarklanternand jimmy to complete

have a photograph of the holder pasted

his trousers.

BOYHOOD DAYS OF MOY KEE.

Dhinaman Gives a Deseription of
His Childhoed In ll_l_- Home

“’l‘hmmmhul

“'i'haboylhm'lm
kpow what school hours are. I went

“Whmlw-ilid‘ﬂ'nidﬂwxn.
laundrphan

snd inter-

i.-m

preter, “I went to rchool in Iny native
village of Shin-King, 87 miles from Pe-
king. I was seven years old when I
started to school and, of course,ihe
teacher was s man. We sat on stools
with desks before us and studied aloud.
At ten years old I could write very wel},
and had to learn every word of a long
lesson by heart. The teacher had =
stick, and sometimes, but not often,
he would punish a boy, either by strik-
mg him on the hand or ou the seat of

Chins as

the city editor.
“Thsat ome

side, where sll our interesis are cen-

tered. If W serves ithat purpose thai

is sbout all we ask of it. It may be

nnglyuﬂ]iku.md,whlineu-
of indulgence,

EE i?:g
sgigﬁgi

nice stories about
them. I want fo tell him & precious
d::yﬁntqmtw.
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