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ASKS WOMEN TO

AID.

Municipal League Appealed to for
Help in Civic Matters.

John H n, alderman of the XLIVth As-
semt I i to the Woman's Muni al
leag ¥ oon, and told the members
£ ol S« ected with future improve-
me i msbridge and the neighborhood that
he w i > to see them, as an organization of
v i their support to. ’
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THE LINKS,

will be found good for hardening the gums: One-
quarter of a pound each of powdered myrrh and
owdered orris root, one-half ounce of powdered
orax, one ounce of prepared chalk. Such a formula
is much cheaper if the ingredients are bought sep-
arately and mixed by one’s self.

“I think the British upper classes must be made
of iron or zine, or s e especially durable mate-
rial, for in pursuit of pleasure they never seem to
know the meaning of fatigue,” Liondon so-

a

ciety scribe. ‘“Why else should they wait for the
dog days to give their most brilliant par and
want to dine, lunch and sup continually in each

other's society when the thermometer registers 84
It

is the ‘climbers’ who first show
the signs of we to use an American phrase. In
spite of late hours and deleterious food, the hardy
British aristoerats can get along through a London
season without any special indication of lassitude,
but the ‘climbers,’ to whom the social
brings much anxiety and wear and tear f
hose to the manner born are exempt, ¢
looking worried and harassed after a few months
of it.”’

in the shade?

“Don’'t pin your faith to lemon juice as a panacea
for harshness of voice,” says a certain girl who
ascribes her social success not a little to her voice.

It is 2 melodious voice, and accompanied by the
merriest, tinkling laugh. Where she got it and
how she got it she won't tell, but some of the

things she savs about the care of the voice when
vou do ask her are: *“Don’t tire your voice. When
vou are fatigued, your vocal chords are tired along
with the rest of vou. Give them a rest. Don’t wear
flowers in your dress if you are going to recad or
sing in public. They often cause hoarseness. Don't
rely on black coffee to clear vour throat. A table-
> i i ric mou vf brandy
spoonful of water in twice that amount of b
r."?!iﬂ\'es the voice better. Don’t take life too seri-
;'uu.\’l\‘_ Relax the strained muscles of your Ace
and neck and forget vourself. Nervous tension
tells in the voice as surely as on the face. Don't
.—r:'ak or whine or drawl. Don’t dv.Tpul:_' if your
voice is flat or dead or thin or nasal. With care,
time and patience it may hecome velvety, :r‘..'.uui,
caressing and alive with delicate inflections.

MRS. DOREMUS'S LONG LIFE.

She Will Reach the Century Mark Next
Thursday—Her Splendid Health.

Orange, N. J., Aug. 6 (Special).- New-Jersey will
claim another centenarian if Mrs. Sarah Hall
Doremus, who lives with her aged son, Abram

1til Thursday next.

Mrs. Doremus, in spite of her great age, is hale
and hearty, talks in a firm tone of voice, takes

SARAH HALL DOREMUS,
N. J., who will be one hundred
old next Thursday.
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ness, he thinks, is probably ed by the
drinking of great quantities of thin beer both at
is; and beer, it appears to be ad-
ds=, is fattening Regarding the
reign watering places, the phy-
dictum of a celebrated Frenpch
. ointing
ell: 1d_do
well at home if they et ug 7 in
n - drink the same amount of water and

in ny miles a day as they do here."
Campl chalk is one of the simple denti-
Irice One can prepare it at
} 1 as to pay a druggist to do it, Al
1 CCESSATY an ounce of powdered camphor
ar een ounces of prepared chalk. f it is de-
Eire r foam, add a little
POV d castile soap. Mix thoroughly by sifting

through coarse cambric 2 number of times.

An excellent liquid dentifrice can be made by
putting into a quart of hot water one teaspoonful
cach of spirits of camphor and tincture of myrrh
znd two ounces of borax. Add the bhorax first. When
the water is nearly cold add the other ingredients.
"¢ a winegiassful night and morning 1n a mug of
fukewarm water to brush the teeth.

When the gums are so tender that the morning
cleansing makes them bleed, the following powder
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HANDBOOK ON HOME ARTS.

Interesting Facts About Embroidery and
Dressmaking.

“Needlework™ is the title of a comprehensive and
well written little volume which has recently been
published by E. P. Dutton & Co., New-York. As
the title suggests, it is a book for women, by
women, and, as a matter of fact, six women have
collaborated in its making--Ruth M. Day, who
wTites on embroidery; J. E. Davis, who conducts
the novice through the intricacies of dressmaking;
Clara Hill, who elucidates millinery; Mrs. Turnbuil
and Miss Turnbuli, who take knitting and crochet
as their province, and Ethel M. M. McKenna, the
editor. This book is second in the series known as |
“The Woman's Library,” and is amply illustrated.

While the effort is apparent throughout these
useful pages to make the subjects handied as
transparent as possible to the reader, there is one
difficulty, from the American point of view, with the
book. It has been written by English women for .
English readers, and some of the facts as stated
do not tally with American experience. The Amer-
ican girl, for example, who should pick up this book
in the hope of learning how to set about becoming
a milliner would be mystified at the start by al- |
lusions to *“‘court,”” “high class,” ‘‘middle class” |
and ‘“low class” milliners’ establishments, while !
her mystification would gradually pass into a state
of stupefaction as she read about Factory acts,
H. M. tnspectors, “living in,” etc. Further on she
would find herself adjured to “live in,’] as “there
is nothing so advantageous to a steady, well bal- |
anced girl as going right away to live in a re-
spectable, high toned establishment, where proper
rules regulate the house.”

“LIVING IN" SYSTEM.

“At the present day, though only the head hand—
except where but few are kept—may or can expect
to have bedroom to herself, the assistants may
fairly reckon on ‘ing only one other bedfellow,
though, possibly, if the bed chamber be very large
and alry, or the establishment a city house, the
rent high and economy of space a necessity, the
bedroom may be divided into two parts, a double
bed in each, or it may take cubicle form. But
then there is not the slighest danger of her being
called upon to sleep with her bed head u;}dernv:llh
a water tap, with the possibility of it dribbling on
her pillow, as was the with a zif.l in a
very high class house thirty-five years ago.

All of which is or may be highly misleading to
the American girl who, like Rosa Dartle, is look- j
ing for information.

“Embroidery,"”” says Miss
chapter, “though one of the 1
of women, is a craft which of late has fallen into
an evil plight.”

Then follows a valuable demonstration of the
ious embroidery stitches that the amateur may
hope to ster, with an explanation of their uses
and decorative effects. Tent stitch, the most ele-
mentary of the stitches whose structurve depends
i ; on the mesh of the material upon which
is simply a little diagonal stitch
one thread of the canvas or linen on
is worked to the next. Cross stitch is
of two diagonal stitches crossing one
another, and covering, as a rule, a little square of
nine threads (three in each direction). The reason
why tent stitch is used o little and cross stitch so
much is because the latter is just about twice as
effective as the former, as Miss Day proves by a
picture of two specimen anim in sampler style.
1¢T Very common ar sotive stiteh worked
lines of the mesh is “cushion’ or “Floren-
stitch. It is worked in diagonal rows. Make
ight stitch extending ove say, six threads
vas, then bring your needle out beyond the
next thread three holes her up than you put it
fn, and continue, in the same way. This is the
stitch in w h many of the zigzag patterns on old
Italian chs ete,, are worked.

|
i
USEFUL STITCHES. }

Other useful of this type are "M:\il“(l;
stite! or “Spanish stiteh,” and a rather more
elaborate stitch, sometimes called ‘‘fishbone,”” which
is rather like a herringbone stitch worked on its
side.

Then there is darning, “a kind of first cousin™ to
the foregoing stitches, and the family of satin
stitches; the group, chain, tambour, knot,

a

Day, in the opening
very early occupations

- are worked
from
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taken
which

rs

stitches

crewel

rope and fancy stitches, like herringbone, feather, |
C b all ¢f which come in for a share of
ttention. The diagrams should prove
ing to any woman desirous of becoming

expert in embroldery.
From the niceties of gold thread appliques

and ribbon work to the technique of dressmaking
may seem a far cry. Still, the explicit directions
given for the cutting, fitting, finishing and press
of skirts and bodices cannot but be useful
woman who tries to do this sort of thing for herself.

As an instance of the sort of pract ! instruction
which the author of this treatise gives, read the
following hints on the right and wrong use of
materials: ““The material should be looked over for |
faults or flaws before use, and the right side and

the right way up and down of the face decided
upon. Cloth Jooks best if cut with the ]
smooth downwards; the pile of velvet |
smooth upward. Twills, whether fine or {
diagonals, are cut to run from left to right dow

and

" the pattern must be a ged so that
1 pleces the twiil runs the same way, meeting
E 1d making the garment

look as if

DISPOSAL

“Stripes and checks are planned to run into Vs

OF STRIPES AND CHECKS.

the

walst: figures, spots, plaids, flowers, cords,
n t be carefully watched to complete
n over the seams.”

the painful topic of wrinkles, Miss Davis
“It may be accepted for general guldance
slanting wrinkles appear at any seam or
y piece, the fault is one of shape, and the
i must be made by opening the seam and
low g the wrinkled side upon the
eded, until both sides lie smooth-
¥ wrinkles may show at the front
er, where they can usually be rectified by |
or lowering it on the back one, at the first
: the run of the waist line may need
.. or the back half of the second dart
pening; or, in a plain bodice, with-all
on the curved side piece, in

which E kles may usually be removed
by makir xtra reduction on the waist
“‘If the seams are to be overcas she advise

worker should do so before pressing, that all
the sewing may be flattened; if bound, it is usual
to press before binding. In good work all the turn-
irigs are 1 and narrowed off at the ends of
all the Y alloped seams are usually bound.
Both sides 1onld be pressed firmly.
The iron st »d above the heads of
pressed into the bodice.

be

laid open and pressed
inside ocn a ecovered roller. without
down The points of the darts

very finely, and the small

ed out
1 1 dart must he made to lie

1 of ez

all hox ples but the bust must not
I across above them.
THE PRESSING OF SEAMS
*““The best pressers work by the straight thread,
both down and across. and heavy pressing and

ng are both avoided. For stubborn, sp
s they slightly dampen each side of the
1ing before pressing open. A touch of nearly
ow soap rubbed down each side of the seam
ving it open will help to make the se:
nd s but, unfortur
> a very liberal idea of
h. and will often rub
ierve for several dresse
eam, and if too damp glazes through
of the garment, sometimes completely
iling the material. Inside glazing is a thing to
fter alteration (letting out) im-
» good, old fashioned workrooms
pressed under tissue paper, that
not be glazed. if it needed letting
ings should only be pressed just as
of stitching and no further, and the
! by drawing the inside of the seam
iron in the same direction as
r pre d on a thick pad, with
A narrow, iron. Silk must be very lightly
pressed " tissue paper and with a cool iron if
glazing is to be avoided.”
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new potatoes are nice boiled in their
When done, remove the skin by rubbing

1 cloth, drop into boiling fat and brown quickly.
)rain and serve very hot.

i
1
L

oven to
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To remcve pastry suddenly from a hot
D

a cold 1 try will inevitably make it heavy.
should be cooled off gradually in a warm room.

with the head down and quite
Conked so, it will go on to
whiter than if exposed to the air

Boil ¢
imme

¥ smell clings to knives and forks after
. bluefish or some other ofly fish, try rub-
g the silver with a cut lemon. Wash off in hot
t the lemon juice has a cnuance to
it "

efore

August and September the family that
money on vegetables and Jess for
tind itself better off when snow flies.

is the season when every sense is
janguid and the eye is often called on to assist
the appetite It is always esgential that things
should be served daintily, but in summer the cold
effects must predominate over the hot.and must
be emphasized. A dish of scarlet and white

3 ¢ o Son -5 ~aol
adishes fresh from the icebox will taste as coo
:rm(«l r::frr.shmz as the same vegetables nesthing
among bits of ice, but the former will lack Kh_s
suggestion of coolness that the latter will ptvss?s‘;.
Tea is tea, whether served piping hot o jced.
But no one doubts which is more acceptable on %
$-degree day—e cup of st tea oF & glass v

Summer

{ when he had rallied sufficie
| took him eight hundred

| tions.

the clear brown fluld, half-filled with chopped ice,
with segments of lemon floating on the top and a
delicate hoar of mist forming on the outside.

Tea and coffee pots are among the kitchen uten-
sils that are never thoroughly cleaned. The ordi-
nary meald will slmply rinse them out under the
faucet and put them away to dry at their own

sweet will. Instead, they should be frequently
filled with water. to which several spoonfuls of
soda have been added, and set to boil for several
hours on the back of the stove. One reason why
€0 much of the tea and coffee one gets around at
boarding houses and restaurants is bad is because
it Is made in dirty utensils.

It is far more important that a wife and mother
should understand the chemical values of food
and right sanitary conditions than that she should
be an immaculate housekeceper or a fine needle-

Woman. Many a woman who will put iy hours
tucking a frock for her child will allcw that child

to run the gravest risks through contaminated
milk or sewer gas.

“Why don’'t people drink iced chocolate in the
Fummer?” asked a young matron whose piazza
a;ld lawn teas are unique little entertainments, in-
vitations to which are sought after In the set to
which she belongs. “They go in for iced tea and
iced coffee, but choecolate is so generally served
hot that no one seems to think about drinking it
cold. If made and served well it is delicious.
This is the way T make it: T put an ounce of un-
sweetened chocolate into a pan, and slowly pour
on it one pint of boiling water, stirring it all the
time. Place the pan over the fire and stir till the
chocolate is all dissolved, then add one pint of
granulated sugar and stir till it boils. Cook for
three minutes without stirring, strain a&nd cool.
Add one teaspooniul of vanilla extract, and put
away in a cold place. When ready to serve, get

{ ready the tumblers by putting twe tablespoonfuls

of cracked ice in each. To two tablespoonfuls of
the chocolate syrup add half a gill of carbonic
water and one gill of milk. Stir well before pour-
ing into the glasses.”

Before using a new sponge, says “The Cooking
Club,” beat it and shake it well; then let it le in
cold water all night. Next day rinse it through
two or three fresh waters to remove ali sand and
dust. When after being used for some time the
sponge becomes sticky, soak it in warm water
with ammonia in it, a tablespoonful of liquid am-
monia_to a pint of water being the correct quan-
tity. Let it le in this an hour: then rinse in
warm and then in cold water. Set it in a current
of air to dry. A sponge should alwayvs he set
where it will dry thoroughly. It is a good plan to
harg it in a large meshed net or in one of the

netted sponge baskets that are made to fit ¢n the
washstand.

A progressive housekeeper, who is all the time
experimenting and getting up new things, suggests
tossing a small onion and a stalk or two of mint
into the water in which peas are cooking. “You
can't for the life of vou teil what the flavor is,
but the peas are delicious, all the same,” she says.

Apropos of the bravery of women a story comes
from *hina to which it would be difficult to find a
parallel. Mrs. William H. Logan is the wife of a
medical missionary in China, and when living in

| the far interior of that vast country, eight hun-

dred miles from
w stricken

the nearest doctor, her husband
with appendicitis. Dr. Logan saw
that his only chance of recovery lay in an opera-
tion, which he asked his wife to perform accord-
ing to instructions which he gave her. A more
appalling position for a human being to be placed
in could scarcely be imagined; but this heroie
woman, who might. perhaps, have screamed if a
mouse had run over her feet, placed her husband
under an anmesthetic. and with her unskilled hand
successfully removed h appendix. Afterward,
ntly to be moved, she
miles by wagon and rail
to a physician, who completed the cure.

Southern Louisiana has eight more varieties of
mosquitoes than any other State in the Union, and
vet the people are not worrying as much about the
mosquito plague as are their Northern compatriots.
The reason is not that they love mosquitoes more,

but that they love ants less. In New-Orleans
they are having a plague of ants in comparison
with which any ordinary mosquito plague would

seem a luxury. Ants are nothing new there, and
housekeepers have been fighting them for genera-
Not only housckeepers, but grocers and
in edibles of any kind. suffer from their
oads, and the very houses, which are built most-
of wood, are destroyed by them. People are
wakened in the night by swarms of insects crawl-
ing over their faces and necks, and it is neces-
sary to exercise great caution in brushing them
off, for they are ready to sting if disturbed. The
increase of the ants attributed to the drainage
of the city. The insects formerly found difficulty
in finding suitable places for their nests, owing to
the dampness of the soil. but by draining off the

water and raising the grades of the streets with
river sand the city has provided them with a per-
fect breeding ground.

Much fun and considerable profit were derived
from a business enterprise carried on last year at
a well known seaside resort by two enterprising
voung women who happened to know something
of kindergarten work. They rented a large tent,
lecorated it with seaweed, kelp and shells, spread
few rugs on the sand with plenty of pillows, and
concealed two large trunks with all necessary ac-
essories behind a couple of bamboo screens, and
a shingle bearing the legend “Day
r e results more thgn fulfilled their
anguine expectations. Parénts going for a
cked their whole family: mothers ready for

ing dip deposited the baby: fathers tired of
answering tions shifted their responsibilities

onto the
the

willing shoulders of the young women in
tent shelter; young aunts going fishing with
“steadies” checked their little nephews and
The children were much more comfortable
tent than they would have been with their
5, the latter were infinitely relieved to get
em, and the nurses enjoyed both the
woerk and the money it brought them.

their

The truth of the old saying that “‘a guilty con-
science needs no accuser” is vividly illustrated by
the bad time a woman has been having with a
bill for 30 which she ran up for groceries twenty-
seven yvears ago and left town without paying. It
seems that one E. B. Gonzales conducted a large
grocery business in East Orange, N. J., about thirty

years ago. One of customers was the woman
who ran up the $30 debt. Mr. Gonzales died sud-
denly in 1877, le g many accounts outstanding.
His heirs did not realize much on them. Mrs.
Gonzales moved to Illinols. As the yvears wore on
her debt began to haunt her. Dull and morbid

fancies afflicted her. She could not sleep. In fact,
for twenty-seven years she did not enjoy a single
night of sound, unbroken slumber, so much did
that $30 get on her nerves. At last she consulted
a lawyver, who told her the only way to get a good
night’'s rest was to pay her bill. The check was
handed over. A receipt was given, and the woman
slept soundly till 10 o'clock the next morning.

‘“Don’t you think the modern woman is in dan-

ger of getting so busy she has no time to be
kind?” asked a sweet old lady the other day.
“We hear so much about making every minute

count and always having some work or course of
study for spare hours and
activities that there is no room left for wayside
kindnesses. We get so tremendously aborbed in our
own affairs, so self-centred. =o intent on not miss-
ing anything that is going on that we pass by a
thousand little gracious aets that, if we had been
living fifty yvears back. instead of now, we should
have thought of. It isn't only the lame, the halt
and the blind that need our love. There are hun-
dreds who never fall by the way or ask publicly
for the cup of cold water, who yet are perishing
for lack of, it 1 think the old fashioned woman
had the advantage over the so-called new woman
in gquickness of sympathy and responsiveness.”

At the meeting. of the National Association of
Charities and Corrections in Atlanta, Ga., not long
ago, Mrs. Frances G. Curtis, of Boston, said she
believed it was more important to prevent men
from becoming tramps than to try to make_ them
good citizens after they are tramps. “It is the
women of the country,” said Mrs. Curtis, “who
make the tramps by giving meals. If the women's
clubs in all parts of the country would take up
this question and discuss it, I believe much good
would result.”

The Mavor of One ., N. Y., recently appointed
Miss Florence Kirkpatrick to be one of the five
Iibrary trustees who are to erect and afterward
to manage the new Carnegie*library in that ecity.
Following his example, the Mayor of Toledo. Ohie,
appointed Mrs. Bissell, a prominent clubwoman, a
member of the board of library trustees. The ap-
pointment has met with opposition, the Attorney
General's office even going so far as to declare the
appointment illegal under the city charter, Ohilo
clubwomen are making an earnest effort to ha
the appointment sustained.

NEW NATIONAL LEAGUE.

Steps are being taken to form a national league
which shall have as its object the starting of a
crusade against the clgarette habit. The league
will cover the entire country, and every woman
is asked to send her name to be used In a mam-
moth petition to Congress asking it to prohibit
the sale of cigarettes to minors. A large number
of New-York women have received postal cards,
asking that they send their names with the postal
card received to the Anti-Cigarette League, No.
1,423 Chestnut-st., Philadelphia. Each one is aiso
requested to write a similar stal card to four
of her friends, so that the object of the league
may not be misunderstood or the chaln brokea.

Concerning a Poet and His

Gedfrey Dene leaned against the iron fence
that fringed the cliff and gazed over the sea.
He would have preferred to sit on the top ralil,
but the house was not sufficiently far away.
Ordinary men might sit on fences: he must al-
ways lean gracefully. He was a poet. He had
published a book full—as full as the margin
would permit—of poetry. It was expensively
bound, and the paper of the best quality.- It
had a book marker of pink silk ribbon.

It was published at his own expense.

On this sunny afternoon he had wished to
sleep in a hammock that a farseeing hostess
had caused to be hung in a shady part of the
grounds. But there had come into his mind
the horrible thought that Grace Heathcote might
discover him. And he slept with his mouth
open. He knew it. He had even written a
poem about it; how “the poet's heart forever
aches! A random word so often wakes: his
secret sorrow.” Some people thought he had
loved and lost. He was really thinking of sleep-
ing with his mouth open.

So he had resisted the temptation, and now he
was confident that Miss Heathcote was watch-
ing him from the window of her room and won-
dering what beautiful thoughts were coursing
through his brain as he looked over the sea. If
he could have seen that young lady—as, of
course, under the circumstances, he could not—
he would have been less satisfied, for she was re-
clining on a couch in the solitude of her cham-
ber, in a costume distinctly neglige, sound
asleep.

Her mouth was not open.

It was at this perind of his existence that
Godfrey Dene realized that at last the grand
passion had come to him. He had, of course,
been in love before. His heart had been broken
—in several verses—many times. Such experi-
ences are the breath of life to a poet. But now
—now!

He straightened himself, and hurled the word
over the murmuring sea. His eyes flashed. (He
had practised this accomplishment.)

It was a thousand pities Miss Heatheote slept.
Only the sea observed that superh gesture—the
attitude of a man who turns to meet advancing
fate. And the sea was so busy filling the rock
pools and hurrying up the beach so that it
might not be late for high water that it did
not notice it.

2 Presently the sun dropped lower and streamed
into his face. He trembled at the thought that
It might turn his nose red. So he hegan to walk
slowly back to the house, his eyes hent on the

ground. This was his favorite attitude. The
poetry that nature writes he did not read. AN

his ideas welled from his own heart.

He had said so several times.

Before he reached the house he met Mr.
Heathcote.

“Hullo, Dene!" said he, “you're the first per-
son I've seen since luncheon. Everybody’'s
asleep. Phew! It is hot.”

The poet raised his eyes (large, lustrous and
full of fire).

“I have been watching the sea,” he said, smil-
ing sadly. He knew how impossible it was
fer this man to understand him.

“You'll overwork vourself if you're not_care-
ful,” remarked Mr. Heathcote. ’

They proceeded to the house together. Mr.
Heathcote walked fast. Dene hated walking
fast. Besides, perspiration should have no place
on that white, lofty forehead.

It was characteristic of Godfrey Dene that he
declared his passion while under the influence
of a good dinner and the moonlight on the sea.
Physical discomfort would have made him post-
rone it. Wet feet would have driven him from
the side of his beloved to change his boots. He
was nervous of a cold. Of the love that reigns
supreme on a wet seat in a public park under
one umbrella he had no understanding. He
wanted moonlight.

It was also characteristic of Grace Heathcote
that she said “No” when she was not sure that
she did not mean “Yes.” Dene was not impos-
sible when he did not pose. In himself he was
good; only he could not forget he was a poet.

Afterward, when he flung himself into a chair
in the smoking room (the thought came into his
mind that so he would be glad to fling his body
into the sea, and make Grace Heathcote weep),
he felt that life was ended for him. He had de-
cided that before. But there was now a differ-
ence. He did not at once begin to compose
verses descriptive of his sorrow.

The difference was enormous.

Now it is not to be believed that Godfrey Dene
was the fool some people thought him, or the
wonderful person he thought himself. As a man
seeks strong drink to make him merry, he had
sought love to make himself poetical. He had
loved love; now he loved a woman. And with
the genuine passion came the beginning of man-
hood in him. He resolved to have his hair cut.

Not at first, but after he had had some con-
versation with Mrs. Heathcote. He had poured
.his trouble into her ear. It is only the strong
man who suffers in silence. He begged her to
use her influence with her daughter—not that
he wished an unwilling bride, but that he felt
there must be some misapprehension, some hid-
den reason for her refusal that might be ex-
plained away. He could not understand it. But
Mrs. Heathcote, although she had a strong de-
sire to see the young people in harmony, de-
clined to interfere. Only she recommended
Dene to try again when his hair was shorter.
She was not laughing at him, but her advice on
all subjects was eminently practical. He gath-
ered that Grace had fantastic notions about
men (here Mrs. Heathcote smiled), and that the
ability to shoot an elephant or ride a horse that
had conscientious objections to the process
would appeal to her more strongly than the
most beautiful verses.

“The fact is, my dear Godfrey,” she said,
“Grace has an ideal man. She has dug him out

of books.”
“Which books?"” inquired Dene eagerly.
“Works of fiction,” said Mrs. Heathcote,

“dealing with ideal men.”

He went to bed very sorrowful, but with the
determination to note the contents of Miss
Heathcote's library. He deplored the lack of
elephants in the neighborhood.

Next morning he avoided the object of his
passion until he saw her leave the house and
proceed toward the beach, carrying a book.
Then he followed quickly and overtook her, re-
solved to make a last effort. He begged her par-
don for his presence, saying he could not leave
her without begging for a little hope on which

and he would never see the little home in the
Nerth Country again.

The ship's head fell away, and a great, gray
mass of water came thindereng over the bul-
warks. The light flying bridge that spanned the
forward well-deck cracked and formed itself
into two sides of a triangle. The captain
growled an catn. The two men pulled Tastily
at the kicking wheel. One was a rough Shet-
land Islander, profane in his vonversation, but
in whose hands lay the peace of wives and
mothers. The other was Godfrey Dene.

He was learning to write poetry.

A hot sun was streaming down
houses of a little port in the island of Cuba. In
the shade of a wall a group of soldiers were eat-
ing bacon and beans and drinking wine.

A gang of cornvicts was toiling along the
dusty road, their chains Jangling. Where the
wall of the hospital bounded a narrow street and
casg, it into shadow, sick men were lying, their
helpless limbs stretched out on the hot earth,
Among the crowd that hung about the door
were other feverstricken wretches, distinguished
only by the blanket that hung from their shoul-
ders, waiting until the dector came to minister
to their needs. Sickness and death were strik-
ing the last blow at the Spanish rule in the seas
over which once it had been supreme.

From the side door of the hospital a man
staggered out into the blinding sunshine. For
several weeks he had lain with deaih at his
bedside—death ameng an alien race, whe couid
speak no word he could understand: surrounded
by horrible sights, cut off from all that was
sweet, pleasant and beautiful: a mean, sordid,
horrible death. On the sea he had at least heen
among his own countrymen, rough though they
were. But a sick sailor is of no use on a ship;
;‘he hospital at the nearest port is the place for

im,

Godfrey Dene had never been a coward. To
save a life he would have risked his awn, es-
pecially if any one were watching him. To
win a lady's smile he would have chanced a
broken limb, and celebrated it in a ballad. But
in that Cuban hospital he had been face to
face with a death that has no place in ballads.
He would have thanked Fortune—or whatever
it may be that orders this strange whirligig of
a world—for the death of a here. but now he
cursed rer for striking him down in that plague
stricken island.

He did not recognize the pains that same jade,
Fortune, was taking with his education. She
had long before seen in him a pupil who might
do her credit, but only with much whipping.

on the white

On a gray February morning Graca Heathcota
was struggling against a furious wind that tors
along the cliffs, beating down the long, rank
grass and causing the sea to break itself in
clouds of spray against the white walls that
faced it stanchly. For a time she reveiled in
the fight, being a vigorous, healthy voung
woman who had dwelt by the sea all her life
and loved it in all its moods. At last, however,
she sought the shelter of a deep ravine that
cut into the cliff and afforded a steep descent
to the beach. Walking a few paces down into
a quieter air, the wind tearing over her head,
she seated herself on a rocky projection and
began to think.

It was seven months since he had gone away,
and no word had come to tell of his wanderings.
She did not know even the name of the. ship
on which he had sailed. Sometimes she thought
came into her mind that he had not fulfilled his
purpose, but still pursued his former lazy life
and was ashamed to -~onfess his weakness. She
could not trust him, so she did not love him.
But, at least, she had not forsotten.

“Miss Heathcote.”

She started and looked u For a moment ha
was strange to her. A lean, brown faced man,
closely shaven, with cheeks so sunken that the
bones stood out in two knobs, over which the

brown skin was tightly stretched. Then she
knew him,
“You have come home!" she cried. She was

not addressing him, but assuring herself.

“That’s a good guess.,” he laughed, and seram-
bled down the side of the ravine. The old God-
frey Dene had never scrambled. It would have
impaired his dignity.

“Where have yvou been?
much altered.”

“Oh, knocking about
swered, carelessly.
self.”

It seemed a different man who had come bhack
to her on that wild. gray morning from the
dreamy eyed lover who had bidden her goodby
in the warm July weather. He would net talk
of himself; formerly few other subjeets had any
charm for him. Presently, however, she drew
from him an account of his wanderings: but
there was no word spoken o any reward for his
self-sacrifice.

Godfrey Dene had been Mr. Heathceote's guest
for several days., and sti'l the question ¢ L
asked was neot repeated. He would net, he toid
himself, seek her answer until he was more sure
that it would be favorable. The impulsive, eager
poet had cocled and hardened

Grace Heathcote began to think of the heauti-
ful women with the great, passionate eves that
he had described to her. (He thought it eould,
at least, do no harm to his cause ) She began to
avoid him. That is to say, if she had neot loved
him when he went away (and no one, not even
herself, could have decided that), she had come
to love him now.

2ut Dene was looking into his heart, and find-
ing there a state of things that surprised him.
He was not sure he wanted to marry Grace
Heathcote. He had thought that the old pas-
sion still lived, only re ring her presence to
burn as fiercely as ever. But this it had net
done, and he recognized the pes of an-
other woman reviving it in him K was
great, yet he felt himself bound in honor not to
g0 without speaking. But it w v to
keep silent—so easy to go, and Dene loved to do
that which was easy. He began to write verses
again, and he knew they were hetter verses than
he used to write. He would be great and zit on
society’'s lap and be k He liked being
kissed. The Heathcotes were not in society.
With the old, comfort lazy life came back
the old ways : that. when at
last he asked ( - e to be his wife she
refused him for the sec not hecause sha

You're—you're very

in the world!™ he an-
“But tell me about your-

(3

ed,

able

s0

he might live. It was a very painful subject
to Miss Heatchote (she said so), but, privately,
she did not deny its fascina“ion. She decided to
give him the opportunity of speaking. She was
looking charming in her cool. white dress. Dene
observed it; it {s even possible she was aware
of it herself,

“What can I do to make you love me?" cried |
Dene.

She could make no suggestion.

systematizing our |

“I would do anyvthing—brave any danger, en-
dure the greatest hardships—to win your love.”

She looked up quickly.

“Would yvou?” she asked.

Dene thought of Mrs, Heathcote's words on
the preceding night.

“Anything!” he cried. ‘

“I—I like you very much, Mr. Dene, hut—for- |

give me if I speak too plainly—I can’'t—admire '
you."”
. ¢ another time such a statement would have
been appalling to Dene, but now he searcely no-
ticed the ruin of the temple he had built round
himself.

“What can I do?" he implored again.

She shook her head helplessly.

“Then it's—no good?"” he asked

“I hope you will always think of me as a
friend,” sald Miss Heathcote. i

So they parted, Dene walking back alone over
the sands. He was determined to do something
that would make him a man in her eyes. Of
the temple not a stick nor stone remained
standing.

As he entered the garden through the door
that gave access to the cliffs he heard voices in
the summer house. The speakers he recognized
as Mr. Heathcote and an old sea captain, a great
friend of his, who lived close by. Dene was
moving away when his own name caught his
ear, and he paused involuntarily.

“Dene?" Mr. Heathcote was saying. “Oh!
he’'s a real good fellow at bottom. but the in-
fernal poetry has spoiled Yhim. He ought to
knock about the world a bit.”

“Six months before the mast would make a
man of him,” growled the old captain.

Then Dene walked away, but before he
reached the house his mind was made up. He
would make Grace Heathcote love him. He |
would be made into a man (alas, poor tempie!),
The old sailor's advice was good. !

He would go to sea before the mast for six
months. It must be remembered that he was
very much in love; that he thought only of the
romantic side of the venture, and had no knowl-
edge of the life he must lead, and that six
months is not a very long time,

To which must be added the fact that when
he mentionad his determination to Miss Heath-
cote she begged him not to go, saying that she
felt sure he could not endure the hardships and
privations of such a life. The next morning he
was gone. . . .

In the neighborhood of the islands of Ber-
muda rature knows how to manage a hurri- |
cane, I

|
:
i

!
i

The gray sea appeared to boil as the wind
whipped the wat>r and made the spindrift fly
over it like steam. On the bridge of m'm.ue
steamer two men clung to the wheel, straining

i and fled

of two, four
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two cent stamp, and we will mail by leiter postage
in sezaled envelope.

did not love him, but t he did not leve her.
Honor, he told hims rtisfied. But heow
was it that he allowed her to find out that
he did not love her?

Well?

He published his verses, but not lis own
expense. Society petted him a Then
he experienced the grand passion a lady,

her husband ran

and ran away with her. 1|

it

| the faster, and severely chastised the disturbep

of his domestic peace when he caught him. That
made society laugh. Then he changed his name
into the coun where he married a
widow lady who experie » grand passion

i Report savs vife is kind to him.
She admires his poetry, immensely, but has been
heard to affirm that it is fortunate for him he

has a woman with some sense in her head to
look after him.
Grace Heatheote married a worthy gentlaman

deeply interested in mercial matters, but
who at no period of his existence had any taste
for poe .—(The Sketch
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their eyes to see through the thick White mist | ... . 5 good place for trout?” inquired the
that came with the rain squalls. In the a who had just arrived. “It seems to be.”
room the aching fingers of an anxious cngineer | yop the other, who had been fishing there

rer left the iron rim of the throttle valve. A | tiently for hours. “They den't appear to Le
scllar 2 break, ' posed to leave ‘t."—(Philadeiphia Ledgeze
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