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. For the flowing of the rivers,

A THANKSGIVING.

Lucy Larcom.

For the sound of waters rushing
In bubbling beads of light;
or the fleets of snow-white lilies
‘Fn:m anchored out of sight;
For the reeds among the eddies,
The erystal on the clod;

I thank thee, O my God!

For the rosebud’s break of beauty
Along the toiler’s way;
for the violet's eye that opens
To bless the new-born day;
Tor the bare twigs that in summer
Bloom like the prophet’s rod;
Tor the blossoming of flowers,
I thank thee, O my God!

I'or the lifting up of mountains,
In brightness and in dread;
Yor the peaks where snow and sunshine
For the dark of silent gorges,
Alone have dared to tread:
Whence mighty cedars nod;
For the majesty of mountains,
I thank thee, O my God!

Tor the splendor of the sunsets,
‘ast mirrored on the sea; .

Tor the gold-fringed clouds that curtain

Heaven's inner majesty;
Yor the molten bars of twll:fht.

Where thought leans, glad, yet awed;
I'or the glory of the sunssts,

I thank thee, O my God!

Tor the earth, and all its beauty,
The sky and all its light;

Tor the dim and soothing shadows,
That rest the dazzled sight;

For unfading fields and prairies,

Where sense in vain hag trod: i

T'or the world's exhaustless beauty
I thank thee, O my God!

I'or an eye of inward seeing,
A soul to know and love;

For these common aspirations
That our high heirship prove,

For the hearts that bless each othe.
Beneath thy smile, thy rod;

For the amaranth saved from Eden,
I thank thee, O my God!

Tor the hidden seroll, o'er written
With one dear name adored;
Tor the heavenly in the human,

The Spirit in the Word;

For the tokens of thy presence
Within, above, abroad; -
For thine own great gift of being

[ thank thee, O my God!

TREY ALL PRAYED

A Commercinl Traveler Says This
Story Is True, So It Must Be.

Did I ever tell you of that adventure
of mine in Bastern Kentucky in the

fall of 1888—, fellows?’ inquired the
¢eteran commercial traveler.

“No. Let's have it.”

And they gathered closer around him,
tilted their chairs back and listened.

“Ycu have heard about men's hair
turnizrg white in a4 few hours from
fright, I dare say,” he began, flicking
the ashes from the end of his cigar
and stroking his long .beard thought-
fully. “These gray hairs in my whis-
kers were not robbed of thelr original
blackness by apy sudden scare, but I
swear by every one of them that the’
story I am going to tell you is true in
every particular.”

He paused a few moments as if to
let this assertion, which may or may
not be true of all commercial travelers’
stories, sink deep into their conscious-
ness, and resumed:

“1 should not have thought of it if I
had not happened to see the date on
thig newspaper and remembered that

“Drink!”’ He Said,
Thanksgiving is close at hand.

“If any of you have ever tuaveled in
ibe extreme eastern or northeastern
ccunties you know there are some
pretty tough lozalities in that region.
There are some places where a man
would be almost mobbed for weering
a plug lrat, and one who would venture
to go to an evening party wearing a
swallow-tailed coat or a white necktie
would be pitched into a barrel of soft
goap. 1 have been told there are back
settlements where they haven’t learn-
ed yet that slavery has been abolished.

“At the time I speak of I was mix-
ing business with pleasure, so to speak.
I was on one of my regular trips, but
it was the day before Thanksgiving
and I had accepted an invitation to go
and eat turkey at the house of a hos-
pitable old farmer where a little,
saucy, Dblack-ejed—but never mind
that.”

“Tell us about the saucy little black-
eyed—"

*Qh, she has nothing to do with this
adventure.

“I was traveling for a wholesale
house in one of the live towns in Up-
per Ohio, and had left Cattlesburg two
days before and made my way by easy
stages through the little Kentucky
towns toward the southwest I had got
into Carter county and was on my way
from Rush Station to Mount Savage.
It was nearly sundown and I was
riding a horse that ought to have been
worked up into glue and razor strops
ten years before

“Between those two little towns I
have mentioned is a ridge three miles
long that has always borne a bad
name. It is a desolate, uncanny stretch
of road, and more than one man has
gone along there and never been heard
of afterward

“I looked at the setting sun, and then
looked at the lonely road back of me.
I was a little afraid to go on, but I was
both afraid and ashamed to turn back,
and after examining r*y revolver to
see If it was in good working erder I
pushed on up the ridge. Perhaps youn
think, boys, because you don't know
how to pray, that mo other drummer
does. All T've got to say about that is
that I prayed then as earnestly as I
ever tried to sell a bill of goods to a

‘| ridge when I heard volces,

| “whar ¥

ragged-haired merchant in a 10x12

‘| store mear a Kentucky iron furnace—

and that is saying a good deal.

“I had gone about half a mile up that
pitched
in different keys, making a most un-
esrtbly sound, and just then, as I
turned a bend in the road, I saw four
men a short dustance ahead. They were

'| at the side of the road, and seemed

to be in a stooping posture. They
caught sight of me at the same in-
stant, and the noises stopped. I could
feel my hair raising on end. There
was no use of my turning back. If
I had started to run they could have
overhauled me in no time with the four
fresh and powerful horses that were
tled to some bushes close by them.
I gave myself up for lost, but rode
ahead. As I came nearer to them I
could see, for it was not yet dark, that
every one had a revolver in his hand.
They were crouching on their knees.
“ ‘Stranger! called one of the four,
goin'?
“‘T'o Mount Savage,” I answered. I

‘| haa my hand on my gun in my over-

coat pocket, and put on as bold a front
as I could, but my voice shook.

“The fellow who had spoken got up
and came toward me. I stopped. He
drew from one of his pockets a flask,
and held it up to me.

“‘Drink!” he said.

“I then noticed what I had been too
much excited to see before. All four
of the men had been drinking.

“‘My friend,’ I said, ‘I never drink.’

“‘Be y’ trav’lin’ alone?

LB ll’es-!

‘‘He seemed relieved. He drew a long

| breath, put the flask of whisky in one

poicéiet and his revolver in another, and
said:

“ ‘W’en I fust seed ye I thought meb-
by ¥’ wuz ridin' ahead of a dozen other
fellers. We've never be'n over this yar
road afore, an’ it looks skeery. Th'
fact is'—and his face reddened as he
went on sheepishly—'we wuz a leetle
skeered, an’ we wuz jes' holdin’ a leetle
pra’r-meetin’ fore goin’ any furder.’

“Think of it, boys. Four half-drunk-
en men stopping to pray for safety

1 on a dangerous highway and searing

another praying man half to death.
The queer noises I had heard before
I saw them were their voices lifted in
earnest supplication.

“Well, I passed on. My hagir didn't
settle down quieily on my head, thouzh
till T had got clear over the ridge, and
nobody ever ate his Thanksgiving din-
ner with a more grateful heart than
1 did next day.”

IMPERIAL NEWSPAPER WOMAN.
Empress Catharine 1II. of Russia
Wrote for the Press.

“In the galaxy,” translates a corre-
spondent of Fame from a German
paper, “of famous women, writers of
history have long since placed Cather-
ine II. of Russia. That she was an au-
thor of no mean parts is known to
students of Russian history, but the
fact that she was also a journalist is

less familiar.

“A member of the Imperial Russian
Society has published a paper upon her
newspaper work. The journal for
which she used her pen was the Com-
rade of the Friends of the Russian Lan-
guage, founded by her friend, the
Princess Deschkopp, in 1783. One of
her articles ran:

“‘I leave my domain, truth and
faney, to any one who wishes it on the
condition that he who does accept it
continues to write without exaggerated
phrases and without pretending to be
bent to earth under a great weight of
thought. He must always use short,
clear sentences rather than long and in-
volved ones. Use Russian words in
preference to those of foreign origin.
Why should we borrow from the lan-
guage of our neighbors? Is our tongue
not rich enough? Do not be tedious,
and, above all, do not attempt to be
clever at the wrong place and time.
Do not “run after” the spiritual and
comical. One should never use crutches
when the legs will do their own work;
that is, avoid pompous and swollen
words when simple words have more
dignity, usefulness and beauty. Where
it is necessary to draw the moral from
the story do so with spirit and without
tediousness. Heavy, deep . thoughts
should be made as light as possible.
They should be expressed clearly, so
that the ordinary reader can grasp
them. It is desirable that the author
disappear as completely as possible,
and that the reader think only of his
work; it is not necessary that his mo-
tions be always seen and his words
always heard.’ "—London Sunday Sun.

—_—

A PECULIAR BIRD.
It Eats Only Raw Ment and Is So
Fierce That It Is Caged,

Capt. Fausset, of the British steam-
ship Lord Lansdowne, from Androssan,
Scotland, captured while at sea a most
peculiar bird. It is still held captive
on board, being perned up in the lower
chart room beneath the flying bridge.
It is very flerce and the captain’s large
dog is afraid to venture near the pecu-
liar bird. Ever since its capture it
has been fed upon 1aw meat, which is
thrown in the window gratings.

Early one morning when many hun-
dred miles from the shore the bird
was seen hovering about in the locality
of the ship, and finally it landed ex-
bausted on the foretopmast, where it
was captured with some difficulty by
the boatswain. When brought to the
deck its craw was found to be empty,
but it refused everything offered until
the steward threw into the quarters
where it was confined a piece of canned
beef, which it ate. Upon becoming
rested the bird grew very fierce, and
the sailors were afraid to go near it.
It is not known to what specles the
bird belongs. Its head resembles some-
what that of an owl, but the body is
like a chicken, only the wings are much
larger and appear more powerful.

Capt. Fausset believes the bird was
driven off shore in one of the recent
gales. He does not think that it is a
sea fowl. It is his intention to have

the curiosity killed and stuffed.—Phila-
delphia Press.

A Perfect Dream
He—Don't you think Miss Highheels
is a perfect drean of beauty.

She—Oh, yes; a perfect dream, which
never comes true.—Vcgue

U
THE LATEST IN
SCME BRIGHT LEAVES FROM OUR
CUNTEMPORARIES. iy
How the Lawyer Got Even With the
Heartless Being Who Rejected Him
~Never Heard of the Installment
Plan--An Ungrateful Texan.

Pale with suppressed emotion, the
struggling young village attorney stood
before the haughty heiress, hat in hand
and ready to go. :

“I' eould have borne your refusal,
Verdigris McSorrell,” he said brokenly
“although I had hoped for a mecre fa-
vorable answer. But you have chosen
to accompany it with words of scorn.
You have accused me of fortune hunt-
ing. You have twitted me with my
poverty, my ins'gnificance and my lack
of worldly knowledge. I have not de-
served this. I may have been pre-
sumptuous, but I am not the sordid,
mercenary, soulless wretch you have
pictured me to be. And, mark my
words, proud beauty, the day will come
when your haughty spirit shall be
brought low!”

“What will you do, Mr. Bramble?”
scornfully asked the young woman.
“Will you sue me for damages? Will
¥you publish some dismal verses about
me? Or will you crush me by silent
contempt?”

“L shall bide my time.
being, farewell!”

= - £l

Heartless

*® *® * * *

Long years passed away. In a crowd-
ed court room in a large city, the fa-
mous case of Kersmith vs. Jehones was
on trial, involving the possession of
millions. Inos A. Bramole, now one
of the most notable and successful law-
yers in his native state, leaned forward
in his chair to cross-examine a wit-
ness,

“Your mame, madam,” he said, “if
I vnderstand you rightly, is Mus.
Bimm ¥’

“Yes, sir,” replied the witness.

“Your familiarity with this case grows
out of the fact that you have resided
all your life in the neighborhood of
the property in dispute? Is that cor-
rect?’

“Yes, sir.,”

“It will be necessary, then, to ask
you—Dbut, first, how long have you been
married?”

“I—I was married several years ago.
I am a widow.”

“How loug have you been a widow ?”

“Oh—several years.”

“What was your maiden name?”

“MeSorvell.”

“Full name, please?”’

“Verdigris McSorrell.”

“Thank you. In order to ascertain
all the facts pertaining to this contro-
versy it will be necessary to tsk you
ope more question. Now, then, Mrs.
Verdigris MeSorrell Bimm ?”" thundered
Lawyer Enos A. Bramble, rising to his
feet, “please tell the jury your age!"—
Chicago Tribune.

Never Heard of the Installment Plan,

“Darling, I lay my heart and life at
your feet."

“Oh, George!”

“I love you sincerely, devotedly, ar-
dently, passionately—I love you more
than I can tell. Be mine.”

“George, I will.”

“And will you engage yourself to
me?"”

“I will.”

“Bless you, my darling. I am the
happiest man in America to-night.”

There was a long, delicious pause
while the compact was being sealed.

Then the maiden whispered:

“Am T to have an engagement ring,
dearest¥”

George's face grew pale, his lip quiv-
ered as he replied:

“By and by, darling, I cannot give
¥ou one for awhile.” ;

“You cannot. Why "

The paleness of his face was succeed-
ed by a deep flush, his face grew dark
and his bosom heaved as he hoarsely
answered:

“I'm just from the fair, and I'm dead
broke.,"—New York Press.

There's Many ub Slip "Cwixt the Cun
and the Lip.

The subjoined anncuncement actnally
appeared in a suburkan paper of the
German capital:

“I hereby declare that the engage-
ment of my daughter Manie with Mr.
W , merchant, of this city, was
Lroken off five minutes before the wed-
ding, as the honourable stepfather of
My, WWW came to me and observed
that it was high time I should state
what amount of dowry 1 was zcing to
give my daughter. As the thumbscrew
ef the right honourable Herr Stepfather
was not to my liking I showed the
honourable gentleman the door, and I
believe that,’in doing so, T have acted
ns a man of honour.”

The full name and address of the

sender are appended to the above,—
Neue Freie Presse. .

As Ungratefual Texan, .

Speaking of Thanksgiving some peo-
ple never know when they ought to be
grateful. Old Judge Peterby, an old
Texan, has been laid up for some time

with the gout. His legs are swelled up
to an enormous size. He is very im-
patient, and his doctor, who is also a
church member, rebuked him, saying:

“You should be grateful to the Al-
mighty for his kindness.”

“What kindness?’ ,

“His kindness in giving you only two
legs to suffer with. Suppose you had
as many legs as a centipede?” |

A Question of Color.

“My dear, don't you intend to invite
Mr. and Mrs. Green to your party?”
“Certainly not.” :

“Why not? They are good friends
of ours and will feel hurt,”

“I can’t help it if they are hurt. I am
going to invite Mr. and Mrs. Brown.”

“Well, why can't you invite the
Greens as-well?” i

“You shock me with your bad taste.
Brown and Green in my parlor togeth-
er? Never. Why, I wouldn’t be a bit
purprised to have you asking' me next

no idea of harniony whatever?”

B2 Diln't Walt., -
Traveler—Does Mr. Thompson live
here?
l Western Native—Yep, he lives here;
N but he ain’t in at present. :

HUMOR.

“will return?

" With ther cyclone thet struck these

at the age of indiscretion.

to wear blue and yellow. Have you |

~ “I should thfuk it would be,"—Life.

Traveler—Could

you tell me when he |

Western Native Blame me ef I
'W, pardner. He went lopin’ off

parts ’bout a week ago an’ ain’t been
seen er heard of since; but yer Kkin

kin come in an’ wait fer him of yer
like. 3

An Explanation.
Mr. Eastside—You don’t look happy.
What's the matter with you?
Mr. Westside—Well, I've been in-
vited by Waters to eat my Thanksgiv-

Ing dinner at his house, and I really
could not think up any excuse for re-
fusing.
- _“An excuse! Why, most men would
think themselves lucky in not having
to dine alone.”
“Most men might. But you see, Wa-
ters is a strict prohibitionist and—"
“Say no more! You have my hearty
sympathy.”

He Knew the Pills,

Farmer Hoofast—There's just. as
r.tny miracles now as there ever was.
There's whole columns about miracles
every week iz the Bungtown Bugle.
¢ Mrs, Hoefast—If you'd read th’ paper,
stead of jus' skimmin’ over it, you'd
sce them articles is all about people
gittin’ cured by Dr. Dosem’s Bilious
Pills—the same you iried.

Frrmer Hoefast—IZh! Did those pills
ever do anbody any gocd? Well, that
is a miracle—New Yeork Weekly.

A Serious Loss.

Mistress—WLat did you do with that
old brown dress that hung in my closet?

Domestic—You told me to get rid
of all the rags, ma'am, and so I gave it
to the ragman.

Mistress—Goodness me! How do you
suppose I am ever to get any new
clothes if T haven't an old dress to put

on when my husband comes home ?—
New York Weekly.

The Requisite Qualifications.

“8is, I think you had better shine my
shoes and wash the dishes,” said a
wealthy New Yorker to his sister, who
moves in aristocratic cireles.

“What do you mean by such non-
sense?” she asked.

"No nonsense about it. I see you are
flirting with an Italian count. If you
are going to marry him you ought to
be fitting yourself for the position.”

In Philosophy.

Tnstructor—Cadet A., you may define
2 sonorous body.

Cadet A.—A Dbody which may be
made to ring, sir.

Instructor—Itor example.
ML‘-adet A.—A Dbell, a pitcher, a nap-
zin.

Instructor—A napkin, Cadet A.? Ex-
plain yourself, sir.

Cadet A.—Why, Tiffany, when T was
a plebe, made a napkin ring for me.

That's All

Mr. Austin (of Texas)—I don’t see
that you New Englanders have much
to boast about. Why. a negro was
burned at the stake in Massachusetts
in 1795, as one of your Boston papers
admits,

Mr. Backbay (of Boston)—Then Tex-
as is only ninety-eight years behind the
times, after all.

Justitinbily I"osiponed.

Mamma—What's the matter,
nie?

Johnnie—RBoo-hoo-oo! yesterday I fell
down and hurt myself,

Mamma—Well, what are you crying
to-day for?

Johnnie—You weren't at home yes-
terday.

John-

It Makes a Difference.
Mother (near-sighted)—Sce that dis-
gracefully-intoxicated brute across the
street! Where can the police be?

Daughter (weeping)—Oh, ma, it's
Brother Bob!

Mother (swooning)—Then the saloon-
keepers have been drugging that poor
child again!

The DBrate,
“Ob, Henry!" exelaimed Mrs. Young-
husband, breathlessly, “I have some-
thing terrible to tell you. The baby

has swallowed your shaving bruch.”
“Oh, that's all right,” responded the

brute; “it was worn out, and I was

going o get a new one anyhow."”

Some Consolation.

The Rejected One (after a painful
pause)—I think, on the whole, T will
accept your offer to be a sister to me—
but on one condition.

The Rejecting One—What is that?

The Rejected One—That you will let
me be your little brother. Then I ean
get even on some of my successors.—
Yogue.

Alwnys in Bloom.

Little May-—What kind of a blossom
is a whisky blossom? 1Is it like a
daisy ?

Ma—What a silly question.

Little May—I heard Mr. Jones say
that pa had the biggest gin blossom in
the ward. and that it was a daisy.

The Wild-Oats Age.
Bobby—Pa, what has that man gog
in his mouth?
Pa—A cigarette, Bobby.
Bobby—Pa, I want a cigarette.
Pa—No, Bobby, not until you arrive

Her Reason. .

Herr Professor (musical doctor)—
Your daughter has a ferry goot ear,
madame.

Mamma—Al, professor, but I want
her to study music on account of her
hands—they're so aristocratic-looking,

. Should Rejoice Over It.

He—You ought to be glad I love to
kiss giris.

She—Why? i

He—You won’t have any trouble to
]ﬁ%}:h 4 servant when we marry.—

Rivals.

“The last thing Fred does is to kiss
me.”

¥

IN FAIR WOMAN'S REALM.
INTERESTING Kgm. FOR MAID
AND MATRON.

The Invalld Wite of Gov. MecKinley,
. How She Imnduced Him to Enter

Politics—Mupped Out a Programme
—A Thanksgiving Decoration.

When political honors were first
offered to Maj. McKinley his wife did
everything in her power to overcome
his reluctance to accept them. Her
faith in her husband’s talents and in-
tegrity are unbounded, and this being
the case she was of course convinced
that they would be of the greatest
value to his state, It required no little
argument on her part, however, to con-
vince the major, but from the moment
of her success she has encouraged him
by her faith and aided him by her prac-
tical advice and assistance. Although
for many years an invalid, her delicate
health has not in any way been a bar
to her help. Mrs. McKinley was never
a robust woman, but her actunal inval-
idism dates from the birth and death
in infancy of her second child. Fer
first, born on Christmas day, lived oniy
three years. Deterred by her unfort-
unate ill health from actively serving
in charitable undertakings and com-
mittees, Mrs. McKinley performs her
many charities unostentatiously and
away “from the sight of men.” Una-
ble to receive the poor who come to
her or to investigate personally their
worth, she intrusts to some member of
her family her large almsgiving. Her
fingers are ravely ever idle; and what-
ever of her handiwork is not scnt to
adorn the homes of friend or relative
will find its way to charitable bazars
and fairs, or into the hospitals for dis-
tribution among invalids less fortunate
than herself.  Both Mrs. McKinley and
her husband are members of the First
Methodist chureh in Canton. When
in Washington they attend—when Mrs.
McKinley is able to be taken there—
the Youndry church. In appearance
Mrs. McKinley is described by the
Ladics’ Home Journal as anything but
the conventional invalid. Her gowns
are always fashionably made and
trimmed and the beautiful laces, fans
and knickknacks which she wears
heighten the feeling of disbelief in her
invalidism which a first glance causes.
A second glance at the face, however,
shiows that constant and acute suffer-
ing has been .her portion. Her hair,
which, since a severe illness in the win-
ter of 1890, in which her life was de-
spaired of, is worn short, is now grad-
ually turning gray. Though Mrs. Mec-
Kinley is not actively artistic, except
in the beauty of the needlework which
she does, she is an appreeiative ad-
mirer of fine paintings and statuary.
She does not care for music, but is an
enthusiastic attendant--so far as her
health will permit—of good dramatic
performance. So great is her fondness
for them that one winter she and Maj.
McKinley arranged to be in New York
for several important “first nights.”
Her reading is coafined almost exclu-
sively to newspapers, but she is a close
student of these and of public opinion
as ovidenced in their eolumns.

Clothes Make the Woman.

There is nothing that men of so-
ciety dislike so much or criticise so
Tieely as untidiness in a woman. Slov-
enly details in the way of shoes, gloves,
ties, etc., are always noticed and com-
mented upon, and to say a woman is
“smart” and ‘“well turned ouf’ is to

give the highest meed of praise in
their voeabulary. Very expensive
clothes are not at all necessary to in-
sure musculine approbation; on the
contrary, says the New York Tribune,
the simplest toilets are the most ad-
mired if the fit and style are good,
and if the accessories are carefully con-
sidered—and. above all, if the gown is
fresh and unsoiled. There is something
faseinating about a daintily shod foot
peeping in and out among the *‘frills
ot her petticoat,” and nowadays ex-
pense need be no obstacle, as the pretty
suede shoes, black, and white, and tan,
and gray, are very reasonable in price.
Even a girl who is far from wealthy
can casily afford several pairs to wear
on especial oceasions, while her leath-
ers, tan and black, can so easily be

kept brilliantly clean by the right sort,

of polish. - A man, also, is more apt to
admire style than beauty. A girl who
is “chic” and dresses effectively is
generally much more of a belle than
her more beautiful sister, who perhaps
relies mueh on her prettiness for her
attractions. After all is said and done,
clothes are, and will remain, one of the
chief factors of our existence, the tailor
making the man, and the dressmaker
the woman, as far as externals go.
Humiliating as it may seem a becoming
or an unbecoming gown often influ-
ences destiny more than women, much
as they love clothes, dream of.

Mapped Out a Programme,

There is an idea for the woman who
entertaing in this little apecdote they
tel of Mme. Necker, the clever mother
of a still more illustrious daughter,
Mme. de Stael. While waiting in her
salen, says the New York Sum, a din-
ner guest, who had through some mis-

take arrived too early, found behind
the cushions of her couch a little book.
He opened it, and foind 'to his surprise
a long resume of the subjects Alme.
Necker intended to talk upon that even-

| irg, labeled, “Talk to Mme, 8. on such

a thing,” every expected guest being
mertioned by rame, with the particu-
lar subject suitable to the taste and
caliber of each. Of course, the gen-
tleman ran his eye down the page un-
til he came to the topic with which he
was to be entertained and put tho
book away again. No one would think
for a moment that a woman so mmuch
above the average in intellect as Mme.,
Necker required such aids as the small-
est manuseript contained, but perhaps
the reason why many women have at-
tained an enviable reputation as host-
esses is because they prepared for the
Teast as a general prepares for the fray
before the battle begins. Rarely does
any conversation follow the lines laid
down in the plan of attack, but, having
studied every point of wvantage, one
is ready to take advantage of every

‘situation without apparent effort.

A Thanksgliving Decoration,
One of the most pleasing decorations

I have ever seen for a church was.
wrought out in dried Indian corn, writes

Ebzn E. Rexford in “Suggestions for
Thanksgiving Decorations,” in the La-
dies’ Home Journal. Great stalks of
it were made into bold groups above
the windows, and disposed here and
there around the room, the ears of rud-
dy gold showing against the paler back-
ground with most charming effect. One

of the most pleasing decorations of,

a leading Boston church a year or two
ago was wrought out almost wholly
in, corn used in this manmer. Those
who have studied the decorative possi-
bilities of eorn will understand at once
Low bold and graceful and entirely
harmonious the lines of such a frieze
car be made. Had the old Greek sculp-
tors had a knowledge of this plant I
am confident tbat they wounld have
made use of it in their treatment of
capitals and friezes, for it lends itself
a3 readily to fine effects in sculpture,
as dces the acanthus, which their chis-
els have immortalized. I quite ngree
with Miss Proctor who has so =arnest-
ly and eloquently made her plea for its
adoption as a national emblem. Tt is
distinetively American. It is beautiful
and symbolizes wealth and plenty

Slang in Dress.

A puzzled girl says: “How can i
be slangy in my dress?’ writes Ruth
Ashmore in a thoughtful article on “The
Girl Who Uses Slang” in the Ladies’
Home Journal. I'll tell you, and then
You can see whether you are. or not.
The girl who, because lace frills are
fashionable, has her frills wider than
anybody else, who accentuates the
width of her skirts, the brim of her
hat, who, because pink roses are fash-
ionable, has the greatest number of
pink roses and the decpest in tone,
this girl is slangy in dress. Sne is the
girl whose dress tires you to look at.
She is the girl, who the very minute
she enters a room, makes you con-
scious of her presence by the noise
of her skirts, and who gives you an
overpowering sense of her having too
much to wear. This is one type.

This is the girl, who seizing the pret-
ty fashion of cloth skirts, soft blouses
and pretty jackets, makes it slangy
by -having the soft blouse developed
into a loud, stiff shirt and the jacket
made to look. as much like a man's
coat as possible. With this she wears
a masculine tie, a stiff plain hat, and
unconsciously she assumes the manners
of a man. But as she is not a man she
does not succeed in this.

The Kitchen Closet.

The Kkitchen closet should be fitted up
gencrously when a home is started. It
should contain an assortment of porce-
lain saucepans, folding gridirons, oys-
ter broilers, flesh forks, larding needles,
spoons (perforated and grooved), pie
erimpers, marble paste boards, egg
beaters, and the labor-saving contri-
vances which are constantly becoming
more numerous. There should be a
teakettle a frying pan, some of one or
two different sizes of saucepans and
dripping pans of medium size for the
roasting of fowls and meat; bread
pans, tean and coffeepots, iron spoons,
common kitchen knives, kitchen pitch-
ers, pudding and pie dishes, and so
on. Inside this closet door can be
hung wooden boxes with hingefl cov-
ers, to contain salt, pepper, spices,
baking powder; also a large box for
paper bags and strings; on a shelf
should be the spice box, flour dredger,
knife box, rolling board, casters, grates,
skimmer, strainer and other working
tools.—Good Housekeeping.

Oil-Fashioned Indian Padding.

Here is a recipe for a “real old-
fashioned Indian pudding such as our
mothers used to nake:” Take one cup
full of the very finest Indian meal
and mix it with a pinch of salt and
one table spoonful of flour in a bhowl.
Pour on to this a cupful of good mo-
lasses and stir watil smooth. Add three
pints of boiling milk. Mix well and
then pour back into the boiler and
slir until it thickens; this takes from
five to ten miautes. Then pour into
4 bowl to cool for half an hour; this
cooling process is vory important. Add
one quart of cold milk, stir it in, and
put the mixture into a baking dish,
pouring half a pint of milk over the
top, and then put it in the oven. Bake
at least three hours, and very slowly.
Half this quantity world be sufficient
for a small family of three or five,
and if made in the evening when it
¢6n be baked slowly and warmed over
it is quite as good.—New York Tribune

Marringe in Siam.

A declaration of marriage in Siam is
simpler even than it used to be in
Scotland. You ask a lady to mrary you
by merely offering Jjer a flower or
taking «a light from a cigarette, if it
happens to be in her mouth; and your
family and the bride's family have to
put up at least $1,000 apiece for a
dowry. TUnlike Japan, the Sinmese
women are treated as equals, but they
can seldom read or write. The princi-
pal impediment in the way of marriage
is that each year is named after an

animal, and only certain animals are -

allowed to intermarry. For instance,
a person born in the year of the rat
cannot marry with a person boimn ip
the year of the dog; or a person born
in the year of the cow with a person
born in the year of the tiger; and there
are similar embargoes about the
months and days.

A Lon:;:—!toom.

In a room in a London house tne
walls were of ashen gray, with the dec-
orations and panel frames brought out
in silver, accentuated by touches of
reddish bronze, which latter coloring
relieved the room of its ghastly pallor.
The furniture covering was in deep
rose and silver and deep tones of gar-
net, and the woodwork mahogany.
Around the frieze was an interlacing
of floral work in old rose, and the
ceramic ware was all of a delicate
rose character. The curtains were old
rose and brown, with ash-color cords
and tassels.

A Timely Table.

The following table gives the length
of time required ror cooking fruit:
Blueberries and cherries, five minutes;

currants, blackberries, raspberries, six
to eight minutes; gooseberries and
halved peaches, ten minutes; strawber-
ries, fifteen minutes; whole peaches,
twenty minutes; halved peaches and
quinces, twenty minutes; sliced pineap-
ple, twenty minuntes; erab apples and
sliced pears, thirty minutes.
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