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Two crimson spots appeared upon Miss
Jemima’'s pale face when she heard the gate
latch click. She knew that her brother was
bringing ia the mall, and as he entered the
room she bent lower over her work, her
crochet needle flew faster and she coughed
a slight, nervous cough. But she did not
look up.

She knew, without looking, that her
brother brought in a pile of valentines in his
harnd, and that when presently he should
have finished distributing them to his eager
sons and daughters, her nephews and nieces,
he would come and bring one to her—or else?
he would not do thls last. It was this dread
that brought the crimson spots to her
cheeks.

If there was one for her he would present-
ly come, and, leaning over her shoulder, he
would say, as he dropped upon her lap the
larger, handsomer one than all the others:
*“*This looks mighty suspicious, Sis’ "Mimie,”
or “We'll have to find out about this,” or,
mayhe, as he presented it, he would covertly
shield her by addressing himself to the
younger crowd after this fashion:

“Ef I was a lot o' boys an’ girls, an" could
rot git a bigger valentine from all my sweet-
hearts an” beaux than my ol" auntie can set
still at home an’ git, why, I'd quit tryin'—
that's what I would.”

There was always a tenderness in the
brother’s manner when he handed his sister
her valentine. He had brought her one each
year for seven years, now, and after the
first time, when he had seen the look of pain
and confusion that had followed his playful
teasing as he had presented it, he had never
more than relieved the moment by a passing
est.
j'l‘lzle regular coming of “Aunt Jemima's
valentine” was a mystery in the household.

It had been thirteen years since she had
quarreled with Eli Taylor, her lover, and
they had parted in anger, never to meet
again. Since then she had stayed at home
and qui>tly grown old.

Fourteen y=ars ago she had been in the
flcsh of thils, her only romance, and St.
Valentine's day had brought a great, thick
envelope, in which lay, fragrant with per-
fume, a gorgeous valentine. Upon this was
painted, after the old Dresden china pat-
tern, a beautiful lady with slender waist
and corkscrew curls, standing beside a tall

“This looks mighty susplicicus, Sis’
"Mimie.”

cavaller, who doffed his hat to her as he
presented the card that bore her name, so
finely and beautifully written that only
very young eyes could read it unaided.

By lifting this card one might read the
printed rhyme beneath—the rhyme so ten-
der and loving that it needed only the in-
scription of a name on the flap above it
to make it all-sufficient in personal appli-
cation to even the most fastidious.

This gorgeous affair was so artfully con-
etructed that by drawing its pictured front
forward it could be made to stand alone,
wken there appeared a fountain In the
background and a brilllant peacock with
argus-eyed tail, a great rose on a tiny bush
and a crescent moon. The oldest children
had been very small when this resplendent
confection had ~ome into their home. Some
of them had not been born, but they had
all grown up in the knowledge of it

There had been times In the tender mem-
ories of 211 of them when “Aunt "Mimie™
had locked her door, and because thev had
been very good let them tzke a littie pesp
at her beautiful valentine, which she kept
carefully locked away in her bureau
drawner.

They had on occasions been allowed to
wash their hands and hold it—just a min-
ute.

It had always been a thing to wonder
over, and once—hut this was the year it
came—wheén her sky seemed as rosy as
the ribbon about her waist—Miss Jemima
had stood it up on the whatnot in the par-
Jor when the church sociable met at her
brother's house. and everybody In town
had seen it, while for her it made the whole
corner of the room beautiful.

HBut the quarrel had soon followed—a
foolish lovers' quarrel—Eli had gone away
in anger—and that had been the end.

Disputes over triflcs are the hardest to
mend, each party finding it so difficult to
forzive the eiher for heing angry for so
siight a cause,

Ard so th=s years had passed.

For ten long vears the beautiful valen-
tine had lain carefully put away. For
five vears Jemima had looked at it with
tecrless eves and a hardened heart. And
then came the memorable first anniver-
sary when the children of the househald
tegan to celebrate the day, and tiny comic
pictured pages began flitting in from their
6chool sweethearts. The realization of
the new era was a shock to Miss Jemima.
In the youthful merriment of those bud-
dirg romances she seemed to see a sort of
reflection of her own long-ago Joy, and
in the faint glow of it she felt impelled
to g0 to her own room and to lock the
door and look at the old valentine.

With a new strange tremor about her
heart and an unsteady hand she took it
out, and when in the light of awakened

¥he Fountains of Her Sorrow Were
Broken.

otlon she saw again its time-stained

e and caught its musty odor, she seem-

to realize again the very body of her

t love and for the first time in all the

ears the fountains of her sorrow were

ken up and she sobbed her tired heart
eut over the old valentine.

Is there a dead-hearted woman In all
€od's beautiful worid, I wonder, who wonld
BOl wWeep once more, if =he could, over some
of lifo’s yellowing symbols—symbols of love

ne by, of passion cooled—who wonld rot
eel almost as if In the recovery of her
rs she had found joy in?

If Miss Jemima had not found joy, she
had at Jeast found-mer heart again—and
#orrow. Her life had been for so long a
Weary, treeless plain that in the dark depth
of the valley of sorrowing she realized, as
something only from sorrow’s deeps poor
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mortals may know it, the possible heights
of hliss. i

For the first time since the separation,
she clasped the valentine to her hosom ard
celled her lover's name over and over
again, sobbing it, without hope, as one in
the death agzony. But such emotion is not
of death. Is it not the rebirth of feeling?
So it was with Miss Jemima, and the
heart-stillness that had been her safety
during all these years would never be hers
again. There would never again be a time
when her precious possession would not
haye a sweet meaning to her--when it
would not be a targible embodiment of the
holiest thing her lif= had known.

From this time forward, as an offsat to
th_e budding romances about her, Miss Je-
mima would repair for refuge and a mea-
ger comfort to that which while in its dis-
colored and fading face it denied none of
life's younger romance, still gave her her
own.

The woman of forty never realizes her
Years in the presence of her contempora-
ries. Forty women of forty might easily
feel young enough to scoff at the bald head,
and deserve to be eaten by bears—but thir-
ty-nine with a budding maid for fortieth
scoffer—Never!

Miss Jemima, in her suddenly realized
young-love setting, had become to her own
consciousness old and of a date gone by.
“Aunt Jemima™ was naturally regarded by
her blooming nephews and nieces, as well
as by their Intimates who wore thelr in-
cipient mustaches still within their con-
scious top lips or dimples dancing in their
ruday cheeks, quite in the same category
as Mrs. Gibbs, who was sixty, or any of
their aunts and grandmothers who sat
serenely in daguerreotype along the parlor
manlel.

But there is apt to come a time in the life
of the live single woman of forty—if she be
alive enough—when in the face of even
negative and affectionate disparagement,
she is moved to declare herself.

Perhaps there be some who would say
that this declaration savors of earth. Even
S0, the earth is the Lord’s. It is one Lhing
to be a flower pasted in a book and quite
another to be the bud a maiden wears—
one thing to be Today and another to be
Yesterday.

One thing, indeed, it was to own a yel-
low, time-stained valentine, and gquite a
different one to be of the dimpled throng
who crowded the Simpkinsville post otfice
on Valentine's day. .

“I reckon them young ones would think
it was perfec'ly re-dic’lous ef I was to git
a valentiue at my time of life,” Miss Jemi-
ma sald, aloud, to her looking glass one
morning. It was the day before St. Val-
entine’s of the year following her day of
tears.

“But I'll show ‘em,” she added, with
some resolution,as she turned to her bureau
drawer.

And she did show them. On the next day
a great envelope addressed to Miss Jemima
Martha Sprague came in with the package
of lesser favors, and Miss Jemima sudden-
ly found herself the abscrbing center of a
new interest—an interest that after having
revolved abeut her awhile flew off in sus-
picion toward every superannuated ba~he-
lor or widower within a radius of thirty
miles of Simpkinsviile.

It had been a great moment for Miss
Jemima when the valentine came In, and
a trying one when, with genuine old-time
tlushes, she refused to open it for the crowd.

How sbe felt an hour later, when in the
secrecy of her own chamber she took from
its new envelope her own old self-sent val-
entine, only He who has tender knowledge
of maidenly reserves and sorrows will ever
know.

There was something in her face that for-
tade cruel pursuit of the subject when she
1eturred to the family circle, and so, after
2 litttle playful bantering, the subject was
dropped.

But the incident had lifted her from one
condition into quite another in the family
regard, and Miss Jemima found herself un-
consciously iiving up to younger standards.

But this was ten vears ago, and the mys-
terious valentine had become a yearly fact.

There had never been any explanations.
When pressed to the wall, Miss Jemima
had, indeed, Leen constrained to confess
that “certainly every valentine she had ever
gotiten had been sent her by a man” (how
sweet and sad this truthh.

“And are all the new ones as pretty as
Your lovely old one, Aunt 'Mimie?"

To this last querg she had carefully re-
plied:

“I ain’t never got none thet ain’t every
bit an’ grain ez purty ez that one—nat a
one."

“An' why don't you show *em to us, then?"”

Such obduracy was indeed hard to com-
prehend.

If. as the years passed, her brother began
to suspect, he made no sign of it save in
an added tenderness. And, of course, he
could net know,

On the anniversary upon which this little
record of her life had opened the situation
was somewhat exceptional.

The valentine had hitherto always been
malled in Simpkinsville—her own town.
This postmark Fad been noted and com-
mented upon, and yet it had seemed im-
pcssible to have It otherwise. But this
year, in spite of many complicatiors and
difficulties, she had 1esolved that the en-
velope should tell a new story.

The farthest point from which, within
her possible acquaintance, it would natur-
ally bail was the railroad town of—let us
call 1t Hope.

The extreme difficully in the case lay in
the fact that the post office here was kept
by her old lover, Ell Taylor.

Here for ten years he had lived his reti-
cent bachelor days, selling plows and gar-
den seed, and cotton prints and patent
medicines, and keeping post office in a
small corn=r of his store.

Everybody knows how a spet gazed at in-
tently for a long time clar ges coler—from
red to green and then to white.

Az Miss Jemima pondered upon the
thought of sending herself a valentine
through ker old lover's hands, the color of

the scleme began to change from im-
possible gi¢en to rosy red.
The point of objection became in the

mysterious evolution its objective point.

Instead of dreading she began ardently to
desire tlis tking.

By the only possible plarn by which she
could manage secretly to have the valen-
tine mailed in Hope—a plan over which she
had lost sieep, and in which she had been
finaliy aided by an Illiterate colored ser-
vant going there, to return next day—it
must reach her on the day before Valen-
tine's.

This day had come and gone—and her
valentine had not returned to her. Had
the negrc failed to mail it? Had it re-
mal!ned all night in the post office—In pos-
session of her lover? Would she ever see
it again? Would her brother ever get
through his trifling with the children and
finish giving out their valentines?

PART II.

Miss Jemima had not long to wait, and
yet it seemed an age, before the distribu-
tion was over, and she felt rather than saw
her brother moving in her direction.

“Bigger an' purtier one 'n ever for Aunt
'Mimle this time—looks to me like,” he said,
as at last he laid the great envelope upon
her trembling knee.

“Don’t reckon it's anything extry—in
particular,” she answered, not at all know-
ing what she sald, as she continued her
work, leaving the valentine where he had
dropped It; not touching It, indeed, until
she presently wound up her wvarn in an-
swer to the supper bell. Then she took it,
with her work basket, into her own room,
and, dropping it into her upper burean
drawer, turned the koy.

The moment when she broke the new
envelope each year—late at night, alone in
her locked chamber—had always been a sad
one to Miss Jemime, and tonight it was
even a sadder ordenl than ever. She had
never before known how she cared for this
old love tokenm.

As she sat tonight lcoking at the outside
of the envelope, turning it over and over
in her thin hands, great hot tears fell upon
it and ran down upon her fingers, but she
did not heed them. It was, indeed, & mea-
ger little embodiment of the romance of a
life, but such as it was, she would not part
with it. She would never send it out from
her again—never, never, never. |

It was even dearer now than ever before,

after this recent passage through her lov-
er's hands. At this thought she raised It
lovingly and laid it against her cheek.
Could he have handled it and passed it on
without a thought of her? Impossible. And
since he had thought of her, what must
have been the nature of his thoughts? Was
he jealous—jealous because somebody was
sending his old sweetheart a valentine?
This year's envelope, selacted with great
pains and trouble from.a sample catalogue
and ordered from a distant city, was a fine
&!J!a}r profusely decorated with love sym-
Is

For a long time Miss Jemima sat enjoy-
ing the luxury of nearness to her lover that
the unopened envelope had brought her be-
fore she felt inclined to confront the far-
away romance typified by the wyellowed
sheet within. And yet she wanted to see
even this again—to realize its recovery.

And so, with thoughts both eager ard
fearful, she finally inserted a hairpin care-
fully in the envelope, ripping it open deli-
cately on two sides, so that it might come
out without injury to its frail perforated
edges. Then carefully holding its sides
apart, she shook it.

And now—

Something happened. One of God's best
traits is that He doesn’t tell all He knows
—and sees.

How Miss Jemima felt or acted, whather
she screamed or fainted, no one will ever
know, when, instead of the familiar pie-
tured thing, there fell into her lap a beau-
tiful brand new valentine.

It was certainly a long time
recovered herself enough to
strange thing into her hands,
she did so, it was with fingers that trem-
bled so violently that a bit of paper that
came within the valentine fluttered and fell
beyond her reach. There it lay for fually
several minutes Lefore she had strength to
move from her seat to recover it.

There was writing on the fluttering frag-
ment of paper, but what it was and why
Miss Jemima wept over it and read it again
and again are other trifling things that
perhaps God dees well not to tell,

The details of other people's romances
are not always interesting to outsiders.
Howsaver, in this particular case, it may
be interesting to know that the woman
who tock charge of the old lover's room
in Hope, and who had an investigating

hefore she
take the
and when

Sh~ Ralsed It Lovingly and Lafd It
Aganinst Her Cheek.

way with her, produced seven or eight torn
scraps of paper coliected at this period
from the scrap hasket, on each one of
which was written in slightly varying
terms bhits of rough sketch of a note in
which occurred broken sentences like the
following: *"—sending you this new wvalen-
tine just as hearty as I sent the old one
eighteen years—"

“You shan't never want for a fresh one
again every year long as I live, unless
you take—""

“If vou want the oid one back again and
me along with It.”

One of the lowest things that even a
very depraved and unprineipled person
ever did is to collect torn scraps from any-
body's waste basket and to read them.
To print them or otherwise make them
public is a thing really too contemptible
to contemplate in crdinary circumstances.
But this case, If Intelligently considerad,
seems somewhat exceptional, and perhaps
it is well to do so.for,be it borne in mind,all
these scraps, without exception, and a
few others too sacred to produce even
here, are the things that Eli Taylor, post-
master, did not send to his old sweetheart,
Jemima Martha Sprague.

Miss Jemima always burned her scraps,
and so, even were it well to condescend to
geeking similar negative testimony from her
coencerning her laboriously written reply, it
would have been quite Impossible. Certain
it Is, however, that she posted a note on the
following day, and that a good many in-
terasting things happened in quick succes-
sion after this.

And then?

There was a littla quiet, mlddle-aged wed-
ding the church on Easter Sunday. It
wasg the old lover's idea to have it there, as
he said thelr happliness was a resurrection
from the dead, and belonged to the Easter
season, and there was no one to ohject.

Miss Jemima showed her new valentine to
the family before the wedding came off, but
in spite of all their coaxing and begging, she
ob=erved a rigid reticence in regard to all
those that had come between that and the
old one, and so, seeing the last one actually
ir evidence, and rejoicing in her happiness,
they would only smile and whisper that they
supposed “le and she had been quar'lin’ it
out on them valentines, year by year, and
on'y now got to the place where they could
make up.”

The old man, EHN, In spite of his indomit-
able pride, had come out of his long silence
with all due modesty, blaming himself for
many things,

“I ain't fitten for you, Jemimy, honey,
ne mo'n I was eighteen year ago,” he
sald, his #rm timidly locking her chair, the
night before the wedding, “but ef you keered
enough about me to warm over the one little

“1 ain’t fitten for you, Jemimy, honey.”
valentine I sept you nigh twenty year
ago, and to make out to live on it, I reckon
I can keep you supplied with jest ez good
ez thet, fresh every day an' hour.”

“But befo’ I take you into church, I want
to call yo' attention to the fac' thet I'm a
criminal, lI’ble to the state's prison for
openin’ yo' mezil—an' if you say so, why,
1'll haf to go.”

“Well, EIL,"” Miss Jemima answered, quite
seriously, “ef you're 1li'ble to state’s prison
for what you dome, I don't know but I'm
worthy to go to a hotter place—for the de-
celt I've practiced.”

“Well,”” said El, “I reckon ef the truth
was told, the plaoce where we jest nachelly
both b'long is the inzane asylum—for the
€joits we've acted.”

“When I reflect that T might 'a’ been ez
happy ez I am now eighteen year ago, an’
think ﬁbouE all the time we've lost.”

“w'3 __l

“How gomes it thet Easter comes so late
this year, anyhow?"*

(The end.)
— e
He Put It Frankly.

From the Indiavapolls Journal.

“I got a quarter here,” said the red-nosed
wanderer, “and I calculate to git me din-
ner wit' 1t.”

“What's that to me?’ asked the citizen
whom he had stopped in the street.

“Jist this. I'm goin’ to git a regular meal
—table dote, see?—and I thought that maybe
if you would lend me a dime to git a
drink, I could git a good enough appetite
to eat my money's worth.”

S
b Singular, Tan’t It?
From the Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph.

Miss Northside (to her brother)—*"Do you
know, Fred, that no fewer than four men
want to marry me?”’

Fred—*All right, sis, may the besat man
win!"”

Miss Northside—"‘You don’t know much

about such things. A bride does not marry
the best man."

DELICIOUSBON BONS

.A Peep Into Skby W here Dainty
- Sweets Ate Made,

DEFT FINGERS MOLD!rAKING FoRS

Some of the Arfitld§ Used in the
Manufactur® 8f Candy.

ACTUALLY BY THE TON

R S

HERE ARE MIL-

lions in the business

of making and mar-
keting candy. Refined
sugar, the basis of it,
costs less than 4
cents a pound. Can-
dy sells to the con-
sumer all the way
from 20 cents to $1.50.
The difference repre-
gents labor, enter-
prise and invention.
It must be a churl,
indeed, who grudges
them their reward.

Few city sights are more interesting than
a great candy store—especially just before
a holiday. There is such a suggestion of
Aladdin’s palace about it that you do not
wcnder at the eddy that it makes In the
human stream rushing along the pavement.
Every moment the big crystal doors swing
in or out at the touch of all manner of hu-
mankind. Women, of course, predominate—
for the most part young women, hardly
past girlhood. The older ones have usually
a child in charge. They are aunts or grand-
mcthers—or bonnes, in cap and apron, lead-
ing solicitously the heir or helress of mil-
lions.

The masculine moiety of it may be di-
vided roughly Into grandfathers, bride-
grooms and beaux, whose attentlions rarely
mean intentions. The old men, you see,
buy such blg generous boxes—almost more
than thelr hands will hold, cumbered as
they are with cane and kerchief. The
smilicg bridegroom chooses the most lus-
cious of melting sweets; while the beaux
spend their sheckels for dainty little bon-
bonieres, full of yet daintier and smaller
bon bons, that some fortunate young wo-
man may eal without loss of caste all
through the tears and laughter of the play.

All and several they have a liberal range
of choice. The long counters are full of sil-
ver trays, heaped with all sorts and condi-
tions of candy. Here are satinettes of
every color, breathing out the fragrance of
rose or jasmine or heliotrope; peach pits,
natural as life; filberts, chestnuts, acorns
in and out of shell; chocolate in every con-
celvable shape and combination; fairylike
“blown candy,”” that looks as if it had been
fpun from sweet sounds and odors; green
peas In the pod, lemon and orange slices,
tiny button onions, nut creams and cara-

nil&*la. nut-bar, nougat—and fifty sorts be-
side. 4

Inside the brilllant cahinets on both sides
of the shop are other silvered trays upon
plateglass shelves, wherein you see rose
buds, or orchids or lilies, shaped from pink
or yellow almond pasfe with calyxes of
pistache green, They' are so lifelike it
seems vandalism to eat them—even if you
have pnid $1 for half a poun'd of them.

Dipping Chocolnte Crenms.

They -keep in countenance the dandied
strawberries, cherries, violets and. rese
lédves that are Lut one-half as costly—sell-
ing at the same rate as the famliliar glace
fruits—and the unfamiliar “caprice,” which
looks as though scented red or amber wine
had been frozen into hail £

So much the casual customer sees. One
who inquires into the reasons and processes
of the shop will find after a little question-
ing that the owner of it is a blg manufac-
turer as well, and that there is very much
more te this fairy merchandise than what
immediately meets the eye. A€, for exam-
ple, the pattern maker. He stays at the
very top of the bhuilding—where he has a
factory in miniature. Usually he is a
Parisian, and always an artist of the first
water. Often he speaks no English; but he
hardly needs it, so eloquent are his eyes
and fingers. His domain is a pattern of
cleanliness. The copper kettles shine, the
marble molding slab is immaculate, and
s0 are the great man’s big apron and white
starched cap.

From his flavors, sugar, fruits and nuts
he is forever evolving new colors and com-
binaticns. His experiments are sent into
the snop and, if they *‘take," the pattern
and formula go at once to the factory for
wholesale use. Yet pronounced successes
are rare; and it is not too much to say that
the Inventor of a taking and entirely new
sweel would receive from the candy makers
more than the Roman emperor offered for
a new pleasure,

Meanwhile our artist stands beside the
molding slab with two or three knives
bandy. They are sharp and short, of vari-
ovs curve and temper. In front of him,
ahove the slab, is a long-hooded Zas jet, or
rather ar iron cylinder, through which sheoot
1 eedles of flame. It is perhaps a foot above
the slab, and heat from it keeps the candy
there workably warm without melting. It
is just now a long roll of pea-green, which
the pattern maker is turning into yYoung
peas half open. He cuts off a bit from the
end, rolls into a ball as bigas a marble, flat-
tens it and sets other smaller balls in a row
along the middle. A deft wriat motion
turns the edges of the flattened bit toward
each other—and, behold! there is your pea
pod to the life, opening delicately to show
the fruit within.

The peas are an Easter fashion: they will
be passe befcre Thanksgiving. Fashion, you
see, has very much to do with the success or
failure of such wares. That comes to you
more than ever forcibly when you step into
the stock room and note the array of fancy
baskets, bags and boxes, the cost of which
runs up into the thousands; yet this ulti-
mate value wholly dep®nds Ypon their catch-
ing the fancy of the Buyin® world. This is
particularly true of the thlings of lace and
satin and fine paper made up for holiday
£easons. e

Still these are hardly so'Mteresting as the
hig, squarish, commercial-looking paper
boxes one finds a litfle further on. First
rcsy young worren line them generously
with fine waxed paper; tkéh they go to oth-
ers, who fit into thent divikions of stiff pa-
per folded at various angles. For truly fine
candy is delicate. Itdcannbt bear even its
own weight without orushmg, and is pack-
€d barely cone layer ‘deep; with these im-
maculate fenders between the various com-
ponents. i Tl

Next the boxes zax to the fillers—brisk
roung women, each with a Bilver tray hold-
ng one particular sort of:bon hon. They
pass up and down the tablerwhere the boxes
are set, putting one piece; neither more nor
less, from the trays they carry into each
subdivision of the box. The candy must be
handled delicately, and for the most part
with tongs. Then the waxXed paper is folded
over, the top put on, and the box wrapped
and tied. After that it Is sealed and stamp-
ed with the maker's name and guarantee.

Once upon a time the process of candy
making was summed up with two words—
sugar and skill; but candy in these end-of-
the-century days means very much more.
Whafever the world yields of flower or
fruit, of nut or spley essence, has been laid

4 vnder tribute for the sweets of our time.

A candy factory has very much the look
of any other factory—except that it is, In
every part, kept scrupulously clean. The
machinery, tco, may lcok a thought more
incomprehensible than the ordinary bhands
and pulleys and shafts and cog wheels.
But thkere is no mistaking the use of the big,
deep, beautifully polished copper kettles:
Sugar Is put into them, a barrel at a time,

with more or less water, according to its

ultimate -purpose. A steam jacket comes
two-thirds up the side of each kettle, and
steam cooks the contents thereof without
the least possibility of burning or scorching.
If the syrup is te be creamed—as it is three
times in five—it goes from the kettles
straight to the creaming mill, where big
curved iron arms beat and twirl i into a
white, light, foamy mass. :

Next tre cream is packed down in big
tubs and set away to await making up.
That is perhaps two: years ahead—since
cream improves wonderfully for good keep-
irg. The big candy makers have tcns and
tons of It always in storage. But that !s
not surprising when you remember that a
single factory in the height of its season
uses dally more than half a ton of pure
chocolate for flavoring its goods.

To make up the eream, girls sit about a
Bteam table in which a dozen or twenty
small kettles are sunk flush with its face.
In them the cream is heated, and worked

=

It Looks and Tastes Fit for a Fairy's
Feast.

smooth and semi-fluld. Then it is ready
for the *‘dipping,” which the girls do by
means of a bit of twisted wire. The wal-
nuts or dates, or whatever is to bhe dipped,
are piled at the dipper’'s elhow. She-sets
one In her wire loop, plunges it below the
surface of the cream, lifts it nut and drops
it lightly upon a coarse sieve. Each nut is
now a shapeless oblong, with the yellow
of the skin showing through a sparse pink
coating. A second girl sets one of them in
her wire, thrusts it again into the pink
cream and brings it up about doubled In
Bize. With a quick, indescribable wrist mo-
tion she sets it upon white paper, where
already there are other pink sweets a-row.
But she docs not abruptly withdraw her
looped wire. Instead she draws it up one
side, and to the top, shaping the warm
candy as it passes Into two fine, slightly
curled horns, which give an_ artistic finish.

But three times in five, no matter how
they begin, candles end by pecoming choc-
olate of some sort. Chocolate dipping is
much llke the creaming proczss—with the
difference that while it is possible to mold
cream candies of some sorts, nothing yet
invented can take the place of the ten fin-
gers for chocolate.

One cf the most interesting sights Is the
making of the “blown candy,”’ which looks
and tastes fit for a fairy's feasts. Men are
the workers here. They take a lump of hot
candy bipger than one's head, toss and
twist it hither and yon, and end by flinging
it across a big hook, agalnst which they
pull as franticaily as though life depended
on it. They double the extended muss, re-
double it, fling it high in alr, draw it back
and piay such fantastic tricks hefore high
heaven that one cannot wonder that the
stuff is so full of graln, though it seems
miraculous to note the transmutation of
motion so violent into the gay, glistening
ribbons of sweetness.

Rose leaves and violets are erystallizod
by dropping them one minute In very hot
candy, skiimming them out and Epreading
thin, then shaking hot sugar over them. It
is a tedlous process—hut hardly so much so
as the making of fruit glace, which must
first be boiled in sirup until it is clear, then
spread, sugared and dried with infinite
care.

A word as to flavorings. Though for
cheap candies all sorts of villainous Bub-
stances abound, and In spite of the undeni-
able excellence of many latter-day chemi-
cal flavorings, every first-class manufac-
turer will shcw ycu in his store room ex-
tracts and fruit juices by the gallon which
are derived from nature alone—and wera
expressed from her choice products into
the bargain. It is much like a perfumer's
shop; indeed,even musk, the basis of scents,
is not lacking, though in use ithere is a de-
thu‘ul paucity of it.
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SNAKES FOR BEDFELLOWS,

A Belgirn Naturalist's Night in the
Tolice Ruins of Quemadn.
From the San Francisco Call.

“When I was collecting specimens of
plants and animals in Zacatecas,” said the
noted Dr. Maximilien Schumann, “I had an
experience with rattlesnakes which came
near being the death of me."

The doctor had just returned from Sac-
ramento, where he had been for a couple
of days on a hunting trip. He Is the Bel-
glan explorer and naturalist who went
through Africa, and is now bound to Thibet
for the Baron de Rothschild and the In-
stitution of Natural Sclences of Luxem-
burg. In telling of his adventures he said:

“lI had gone a day’s journey on horse-
back from the city of Zacatecas to the
southeast to examine some old Toltec ruins
there. These are known as the Quemada
ruins, They are very extensive. I got
there late at night. I had shot a couple
of doe on the way, and had thrown them
ACross my pack animal.

“On my arrival within the ruins I lit a
fire to get my supper, after which I spread
my blankets and lay down. In the morn-
ing when I woke up I threw my hand out-
side of the bianket and it almost touched
a big, poisonous rattlesnake. 1 escaped
by the merest chance. Looking toward my
feet, vvhat was my astonishment to see rat-
tlesnakes all over the blankets. There were
no less than six of them besides the one
that had missed my hand.

“Th+ reptilee were not the Crotalus hor-
ridus or diamond erotalus known in Cali-
fornia, but the Crotalus milarius, found
In the hot regions. They are very poison-
ous. When I had lit my fire in the evening
I could not see the snakes, which, 1 pre-
sume, had crept along the walls.

“The altitude of Zacatecas and the old
ruins Is between 7,000 and B,000 feet, and it
gets quite cold at night. My fire was what
undoubtedly attracted them. When they

got out toward it they found my bed, and.

discerning the warm blankets, crawled up
on them and went to sleep. I have always

thought It was almost miraculous that I
escaped being bitten. As I did not want
the snakes, having already all I wanted, 1
killed them and nalled them all to the
ad.obe wall, with my card on each.

“The lizards and other reptiles which I
got there I salted away In casks and for-
warded to Europe. It is a general bellef
amonz the Indians, notably among the
Creeks, Cherokees and Choctaws in In-
dian territory, where I was for a time,
that if one is bitten by a rattlesnake, all
he has to do to prevent fatality is to eat
snake. But I never discovered any vir-
tue in this. The best remedy iz to imme-
diately bind a thong above the wound, so
that the poilson cannot circulate higher.
Then cut an incision below the wound and
squeeze out as much blood as possible.
Then, if to the wound is made an applica-
tion of potash or any alkali, there is al-
most no danger.

“I got the best collection of reptiles from
Mexico and forwarded them to Europe that
has ever been seen there. The rattlesnakes
were so plentiful that they could be seen
by thousands and thousands.”

— e EREneaEE
They Snowballed the Fire.
From the Paducah (Ky.) Standard.

‘The citizens of Smithland adopted a novel
method of extinguishing a fire a few days
ago. A blaze started In a residence, and
when the usual impromptu bucket brigade
arrived at the scene it was found that no
water was to be had, every available sup-
ply being frozen and the ground covered
with snow. Finally a bright idea struck

some one in the crowd, and the suggestion
was made that the party should use snow

to subdue the flames. The excited citizens |

divided and one company rolled up snow-
balls about a foot in dlameter, and passed
them on to others, who heaved them over
on the rapidly tonsuming structure. The
house, being on the hiilside, made this an
easy matter, as they secured a good van-
tage ground on the hill above the house,
which rendered it an easy matter to throw
the snow over with accuracy and effect.
To make a long story short, the fire was
extinguished before it gained any head-
way in the main building, and the floors in
one or two other rooms were saved. The
people in Smithland are still talking about
how they put out the fire.

A famous remedy, Dr, Bull's Cough Syrup.

Material Profits of the Chase in Sup-
plying Skins, Which Are in Demand.
From the Bpringfield Republican.

/ Throughout the hilly farms of New Eng-
land another skunk skin crop has now been
gathered in. It isn't a harvest which is
mentioned in the regular agricullural sta-
tistics, but it is an important one, neverthe-
less, and a very large proportion of barns,
especially among the meadows of Con-
necticut and central Massachusetts,are now
rejoicing ix their store of garnered skunks.
In fact, the skunk gkin is the most im-
portant thing in the line of fur which is
8till exported from the more civilized parts
of New England. The mink gkin is more
valuable, but it is now quite rare, and the
muskrat, though plenty, is so cheap as to
be hardly werth the catching: but the
skunk is both quite valuable and still fairly
plenty, increasing and multiplying in a
riotous, six-fold geometrical p fon
that would let it inherit the earth in half
a dozen generations if it were not for the
intrepid pursuit of the small boy and the
farmer. Besides, it furnishes an exhilarat-
Ing sport for all in search of adventures
afield. But by a certain delicacy of our
sporting writers much has been left unsaid
which might be said of the dangers, dis-
astere and hairbreadth escapes of skunk-
ing. This cannot be looked on otherwise
than as a loss to literature.

How important a side issue this skunk
catching, in many cases, is to farmers can
be seen by the fact that it is estimated
that from 15,000 to 25,000 skunk skins, aver-
aging about fifty cents apiece to their cap-
tors, were sent out from the state of Con-
necticut alone last year. The skins were
nearly all sent abroad, the prices belng
governed by three big sales in London,
one in January, one in March and one In
June. At last January's salss there were
150,000 skins disposed of. Of these a great
proportion are sald to go for use as caps
in the Russlan and other continental ar-
mies. With these data, we cannot refrain
from remurking with surprise the neglect

of the skunk dog as a factor in European
warfare.

THE WICKEDNESS OF SLEEPING.

Some of the Notions Which Were En-
tertained Years Ago.
From the Spectator.

That idea was almost dominant in re-
liglous soclety sixty years ago, and some-
times assumed forms which, If not ridicu-
lous, were at leest quaint. It was, for in-
stance, held to be wrong for any but the
aged to sit in easy chairs, not, as s now
vainly imagined, from any ignorant idea
as to the Injury done to the figure, but be-
causs “lolloping™ betrayed a blameworthy
tendeicy to ease and self-indulgence. That
was the origin also of the extraordinary
rrejudice against taking any extra sleep.
The old knew well that sleep, when sleep Is
not needed, is to the young the most weari-
some of all obediences, but nevertheless
they belleved that to wish to sleep more
than a strictly regulated time, which, ac-
cording to modern hygeists, was too short.
was a mark of sluggish self-indulgence, and
it was visited, therefore, with moral repro-
bation.

Early rising was extravagantly pralsed,
not because it lengthened the day, for the
early risers went to bed early, but because
it was disagreeable; and some curious rules
of diet—for cxample, abstinence from sugar
—were defended in part upon the same
principle. We have known girls cut off
their curls avowedly because they were
proud of them, and men go about in shab-
by clothes, because, as they averred and
belleved, it was well by diminishing com-
fort to promote serious reflection.

An Icy Revenge,
From St. Paul's.

1. “What a doosid pretty gir!l! May I
have the plessure?"

l

]

by Jove! Try again!”

8. “What a cold beauty! But I will
even with her yet!”

be

| WESTERN VESTIBULED LIMITED,
| Pullinsn Vestiluled Sleepers,

CHESAPEAKE AND OHIO RAILWAY.
THROUGH THE GRANDEST BSCENERY IN
AMERICA. ALL TRAINS VESTIBULED,
ELECTRIC LIGHTED, STEAM HEATED. ALL
MEALS SERVED IN DINING CARS. STA~
TION SIXTH AND B STREETS.

Bchedule in effect November 17, 1895,

2:25 P.M. DAILY Cincinpati and St. Louls Spe-
clal—Bolid train for Cinciruatl. Pullman sl ™
w0 Ciociooati, Iudls is and Bt. Louls wit

. _ Parlor cars Anoatl to Chicago.

11:10 P.M, DAILY—F. F. V. Limited--Solid train
for Cincinpati. FPullivan sleepers to Clucinoatl,
Lexington and Lounisville witbout change. -
man &l to Virginla Hot Springs, without
change, and Satardays. m-pen Cin-
cinnati to Chlcag: and St. Louis.

10:57 AM. XCEPFT SUNDAY—Via Richmond
for Ol Polut and Norfolk. Only rail line.

2:25 P.M. DAILY—For Gordonsville, Charlottes-
ville, Staunton and for Rick d

Reservations and tickets at Chesapeake and Oblo
offices, 513 and 1421 Peonsylvania avenue, and at

the station.
H. W. FULLER,
jn28 l'"enerni_l?_nn_w:nr Agent.

PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD,
Btation corner of 8th and B streets.
In effect January €, 1506,
10:30 A M, PENASYLVAMA LIMITED. —Pullman
Bleeplng

burg to Uhlcago,
Bt. Lou Clevelund and Toledo
Car to ArTISOUrg.
FAST LINE —Pullman Buffet Parloe
rg. Parlor and Dining Cars, Har-
to I'nubléta.

CHIC AND BT, LOUIS EXPRESS. -

Buffet Perior Car to Bgrrtlbu!:'-_ Bieep-

ing and Dining Cars, Harrisburg to Louis,

Cinclonati, Louleville and Chicago.

7:10 P.M. WESTERN EXPHESS —Puliman Si

Car to Chie and llarrisburg 0
D Car to Chicago.

7:10 P. SOUTH-WESTERN EXPRESS. —Pullman
Sleeping and Diniog Cars tc 8t. Louls, and Sieep-
log Car arrmmrﬁ to Clncinnati.

10:40 P.M. PACIFI0 EXPRESS.—Pullman Sleep-
a Car to Pittsharg.

1:NuLM.F1;nﬁ.Kam~. Canandalgua, Rochester and

gnra daily, exept Sunday.

enova, m:mum

el

10:80 A.H.I‘rar“E‘llmln & e 340
Bunday. For Wil Iy, &:
hl‘u‘“ i'.gl‘ {_u:—' wu:'..-.mmw mw}fea:er, Buffalo and
Car Washington to
lﬁ‘gﬂhl

alls daily, t Bat ., with Slee
¥, excep urday B 'i:
0,
10:40 P.M. for Frle, Canandaigus, Rochester, Buf-
3 Ftll.:mdn.uj'. Sleeping Car Wash-
NEW YORK AND THE
AST,

4:00 P.M.
all Parlor Cars, with Dinlng Car from Baltimore.
Regular at 7:05 (Dining Car), 7:20, :

ning Car). 10:05 (Dining Car) and 11:00 (Dini
trom 'llminfm’ns AM., 12:45, 3:15, <:20

€:40, 10:00 ond 11:35 P.M. ! :
Ining Car), 7:20, $:00, 10:05 (Dinlng Car), 11:00
ning Car from Wimingtcn) A M., 12:15, 8:15,
4:20, 6:40, 10:00 and 11:35 P.M. For Philadel.
Fust Express 7: AM. week days
: days, 2:01 and 5:40 P.M.
without change, 7:50 AM,

T:20, 9:00 AM., 12:15 and 4:20
e ml{. \i;xcnpt Sunday. Suondays, ¥:00 AM.
a . > AL
Atlantic Coast Line. “Florlda Speclal™ for Jack-
sooville and 8. Aogustine, 10:458 .M. week q.ﬂ’l
Express for Richmond, ints on Atlantle Coast
Line, 4:30 A.M., 83:46 P.M. daily. Richmond and
:40 P M. daily. Richoond ooly, 10:57
M. days.
Accommodation for Quantico, T:45 A.M. dally, and
4:25 P.M. week days.
Alexandrie, 4:310, G:85, T:45, 8:40, D:45, 10:53.
B0 AN, 12:50, 1:40, 3:20, 4:25, 6:00, 5:37
:15, $:02,'10:10 and 11:39 P.M. On Sanday af
T:45, 9:43 A M., 2:45, 6:15, $:02 and 10:10
L)

Alexandria for Washington, 6:05, 6:43, 7=
: 10:15, 10:28 m 1:00, 2:15, 8:00
5:80, 6:13, 7:00, 7:20, ©:10, 30:5d
a 08 P.M. On Sundey at 0:48, 9:10, 10:2%
AM., 2:15, 6:80, 7:00, 7:20, 9:10 and 10:52 P.\L
t uffices. corter 15th and G sts. and at the
station, Gth and B sts., where nrders can be lefi
for the checking of Laggage to destination from
hotels and residences.
PREVOST,

a:;

(%
1

;

B. M. % J. R. W0OOD,
(;::eul Manager. General Passcnger Ageat,

SOCTHERN RAILWAY.
Schedule in e g g SRS
¢ in eflect January 6, L
All traios “{‘he and l.»sanum Peonsyivanis
ussenger Station.

8:00 A.M.—Daily—Local for Dagsvllle. Connects al
Manassas for Strusburg, dally, except Sunday, &
at Lynchburg with the Norfolk and Western daily
and with C. & O. daily for Natural Bridge and

L e,

11:15 A M.—Dally—The UNITED STATES FAST
MAIL carrles Pullman Buffet Sleepers New York
and Washington to Jacksonville, uniting at Char
lotte with Pullman Sleeper for Augusta: slso Pull
man Sleeper New York to New Orleans via Mont-
Eoluery, connecti at Atianta with Pullwan
l-ilu-‘y.-r for Blrmln* m, Mewmphi. -od St. Louls.
401 PM. —Locs
Su

for Brrasburg, dally, except
E ¥-

4:51 P.M.—Dually—Local tor Charlottesville,

10:05 P.M.—Duily—New York and Florida
Lipe, Limited, lallman Compartment and OF
tlon Sleeping Cars, New York to St. Augasti
Pullman Drawing Room Sleepers, New York 1¢
Tampa and Augusta: Vestibuled Day Coach, Wash.
ington to St. Augustine, and Dinlng Car, Salishury
te 5t. Augustine,

16:43 ' M.—Daily —-WASHINGTON AND SOTTH.
rompossd of
Dining Cars and Day
Coaches. Tullman Slecpers New York to Asheville
and Hot Springs, N, C.; New York to M« mphis via
Birmingham, New York to New Orleaus wvia At-
lanta and Montgomery. tibilea Day G
Wiashington to Atlauta. » Rabiway Daleg
Car Greenshoro” to Montzomery.

TRAINS BETWEEN WASHINGTON AND ROUND
OILL leave Washington %:01 AM dally and 4:45
P.M. daily, except Supday, and_ 6:25 P.AM. Sane
dars only, forHound M1il; 4:32 P.M., daily, except

Short

 Supday, for Lecsbusg, and 0:25 I'M., Jdally, for
Herrdon. Returning arrive at Washington  §:20
AM. and 3:00 P.M. daily from Round HIl, T:08

AM, dally, excopt Sunday, from Herndon, and 8:34
A M. cally, except Sunday, rrom Leeshurg.

Through trains from the south arrive at Washing-
ton G:42 AM., 9:45 AM., 2:2 IPM. snd w:i8
P.M. daily. Mansssas Division, 10:00 A M. duily,

| except Sunday, wnd 8:40 AM. dally from Chare

lottesville,

Tickets, Sleeping Car reservation and information
furnished at otlices, 511 and 1900 Pennsylvania ave-
n;e. and at Pennsylvania Raliroad Passenger St~
tion.

W. H. GREEN, fienera! Superiotendent.

. M. CULLY, Traffi- Manager.

W A TURK., Genera: ;Euu-npor Agont,
L. 8. BROWN. Gen. Agt. Puss. Dept.
BALTIMORE AND OHI0 RAILROAD,

Ecbedule In effect December 1, 1500,
Leave Washinzton from station corner of New
Jersey avenve and O st.

For Clirago and XNorthwist, Vestibuled Limited
trains 11:30 a.m,., §:20 p.m.

For Cincinnati, St. Louis and Indlanapolls, Vestl-
vuled Limited 245 p.m., Express 12:01 night.

For Pitisburg acd Cleveiand, Express daily 11:30

| a.m. and =:40 p.m.

For Lexiugion asd Staunton, 11:30 n.m.

For Win-hester and way stations, *5.30 p.m.

For Luray, Naturnl Bridze, Rounoke, hnoxville,
Chattancoga, Memphis snd New Urieans, D;l6
p.EL daily; Sleeping Cars through,

For Luray, 2:45 p.m. daily.

for Baltlmore, woek days, 5:00, 6:30, 850
17:00, x7:10, =k(9, &:80, x0:30, x10:00, x11:30
«.m., x12-10, x12:30, 12:15, x3:00, 3 w4 IN,
4:52, x5:00, xi:1v, x5:30, 5:35, x6:20, , TE:D0,
8:18, x9:00, x10:00, 11:15, x11:50 p.m. and x12:00
ulght; Sundaye, x6:50, x7:00, 8:30, x9:00, x10.00
a.m., x12:10, 12 "0, 1:00, x3:00, 3:25 4:32 z5:08,
sﬁ:lt‘!. 6:80, x8:00 w00, 1000, 321150 pom.,
x12:01 might

For Avvapolis, 7:10 and 8:30 a.wn., 12:15 and 4:28
p-n. Sundays, §:30 w.amw., 4:832 B

For Frederick, 0:00, *9:30, *11:30 a.m., I1:15,
*4:20, *5:30 p.m.

For Hagerstown, *11:30 a.m. and *5:50 p.m.

For Boyd and way points, *5:40, 110°25 pom.

For Gaithersbhu apd way duts, *G: *R:00
a.m,, *12:30, ‘3:’@. *4:38, **05:35, **T:05, *B:40,
1i0-35, *171-39 p.m.

For Washington Junctlon and way points, 10:00,
*$.30 a.m., !1:16 pm. Exprmu trains, stopplong et

incipal stations caly, *4:39, *6:20 p.n.
UYAL BLUE LINE FUOR NEW YURKE AXND
PHILADELPHIA.
All trains fllunisated with plutsch light,
For Philadelphla, XNew York, Boston and the
East, weei doys (7:00, Dining Car), 3:00 (10:00

a.m., Dinlng Car), 11.50 (12:80. Dininz Car), 2:00
5:05 Dinlug Car), 8:00 p.m. (12:01 night, Sleeping
» Open at 1000 o'clock). Sundays (7:00, Din-
ing Car), (9:00 a.m., Dining Car), 112:30, Duing
Car), 3:00 (5:06, Dining Car), 8:00 (12:01 night,
Sleeping Ca. open for passengers 10:00 pom.).
Buffet Parlor Cars on ull day trains.
For é:l;:ﬂtlc %‘It s 10:00 2-:::’ 11:30 s.m., 12:80
m. W '8, 4: a.m,, 12: m.
< *Except i‘mmp **Dally. ?kuud.u‘l ounly.
slxpress tralns,
calted for rnd checked from hotels and
risidences by Unlon Traosfer Co. on orders left at
ticket offices, 619 Pennsylvania avenve northwest,
New York avenue and 15th street and at do[&
R B. CAMPBELL, CHAS. 0. sCU
Gen Maunager. Gen. Pass. Agt.
de2 -

POTOMAC RIVER BOATS. gl

E. 8 RANDALL POTOMAC RIVEE LINE-—
Steamer Harry Handall leaves River View Wha
Tth street, Suoday, Tuesday and Thursday, at
a.m., lending at all wharves as far down as Mad-
dox creek, Va., Including (hapel Polnt and Colonial
Beach, returnk on Mondays about § pom.; Wed-
nerdays and Fridays about 3:30 p.m. Pussenger ve.
cotrmodutions  first-cluss, Frelght  recelved  until
bour of sailing. Telepbune 1765,

F. A. REED & OO, E. 8. RANDALL,

Agents, Alexandria, I‘mer.-lur and Manager,
GEO., 0. CARPINTER, Gen. Agt.,
Ja%0 Washingion, D.C,

| THE WEEMS STEAMBOAT CO. WINTER SCHED.

ule.—Steamer vtomae will leuve Stephenson's
wharf, foot Tth st., every Sunday at 4 pm., for
Baitimore and river amdings. Aceommodations
strictly first-class relght received for
laudings on Baturday and must be prepaid, Rates
Eiven on Baltimore frelght. STEIFHENSON &
LHO., Agents. Uttice, 10 I"a. ave. Teloplhooe 745,
dell-1f
WASHINGTON STEAMBOAT €O, “LID.,*
FOR POTOMAC RIVER LANDINGS,

river

- From 7th st, Ferry Whart,
On Mordays, Wednesdays and Saturdars at T
a.m.: Mopdays for river landis to Bt Clement's

Bay, Breton's Bay and Nominl Creek: returnd

.n{ru Tueeday afternoon. Welnesdays for river
landings to Breton’s Bay and Nominl Creek; thence
to Ploey Polnt, St. George's, Emith's Creek, Coan
amd Yeocomico vivers, returning, ‘eaves Nomimd
Creek Thursday afternoon for river landings, arriv-

Friday morring. Saturdays for river landi
%legs nd.;cruk and St. ﬂe‘mﬂh :;:“‘Bn&,:: rremr?ﬁ
ar a b, .

Bu}: ule. C. W. RIDLEY, Gen. Man,
0ol -



