ajuaz%z?fy g&ﬁe .@aéy mn,

The dark-fringed eyellds slowly close
On eves serene and deen;
Tpon my hreasi my own et child
Hizs gently dropped to =leep.
1 kiss his soft and dimpled checl,
Then lay him on his Iittle bed,
And tuck my baby in.

How fair and Innocent he lies!
Like some small angel strayed.

di= face sull warmed by God's own smile,
That slumbers unafraid:

Or MHke some new embodied soul,
Still pure from taint of sin,

My thoughts are reverenl ad 1 stoop
To tuck my baby in.

What 1oil must stain those tiny hands,
That now lie still and white?

What shadows <¢recp across the face
That shines with morning light?

These wee, plnk, shoeless feetl, how far
Shall go their lengthening thread,

When ithey mo longer, cuddied close,
Day rest upon ihis Lod?

©h, what am I that 1 should train
An angel for the shies

Or mix the potent dranght that feeds
The soul within 1hose eves?

1 reach him up to sinless hands
Before hiz cares beging

Great Father, with Thy folds of love,
O, tucic my baby in!

RBut * Fubby’”’
Paid the TBill.

He Used Counnterivii Noles 1o Stop
Wife's Nociuraal Thieving and She
Tried 1o Speml Them.

His wife had acqulred the habit of go-
ing at night when he slept 1o where his
1rousers hung, and taking money from
their pockets, but in this instance it is
1he consequences ihat are interesting,
e is the proprictor of a business that
brings him a large income. There are
rashk heurs in lils business, and at such
times much bad money finds its waoy to
his coffers. In the course of a year,
usually, he gathers a |
counterfeil motes of large
nominations.

He was thinking one day of some plan
10 break his wife of her habit of noe-
qurnal borrowin While he was stody=
ing out the plan he thought, also, of the
bundle of bad bills then in his safe. He
never knew just why he was keeping the |
bad inoney until that moment,

“That's a brighter 1dea than I have had
for vears,” he said, and he smiled with
satisfaction that evening as hie fliled three
of his pockets with the counterfeits. He
1ook mo other sort of money excepl 10
cents for car fare. -

He couldn't go to sleep that nlght, and
could hardly keep from chuckling with
mirth. He oanaged, however, 1o s=imu-
late sleap, 8nd out of a corner of his eve

—Curtis May.

and small de-

-

the bills. She took some from each: of
the three rolls, thinking he wouldn't miss
them. 'The mnext morning he ‘hurried
off to his office, so his wife wouldn't get
time to repent and tell him what she had
done. {

Several times that day He went to o
window and leoked out, just to.be alone
with his thoughts and be happy, A tele-
phone message came for him in the af-
ternnon, It was from & big store In
State Street.

“Hellp! Are you married?! came the
questicn over the telephone.

“Yes. 1s that any of your business?"

“It may be. There’s 1 woman over
hHere who says she's your wife.”

“Well, what of jt?"

“You'd better come over and see.’

Te hurried to the store, doubtlng and
agitated. +

His wife had been =hopping. She
bought things so liberally that the sales-
man who served her was delighted, The
bill of ‘coods amounted to §1%, and it was
fhr trinkets only, such as women buy
who have lots of money. She handpd
over four $5 bills. She waited for her
change. The =alesmun returned, but he
was not smiling suavely.

“I'm sorry, madam, but these bills are
bad.”

“RBad?* And, with a long, cold, wither-
ing look, she gathered up the Dills, and
handed over two $10 bills.

After another wait the salesman came
back, =znd he was not smiling then,
oither. Iie was laboring to be calm and
dignified. -

these bills-are bad, also.”

She started to say somelhing to him,
but just at that moment the rizht words
wers ioo hard to find.  DBut she couid
still look chilling glances at him.  She
slowly picked up the two returned bills,
and stuffed them into the off side of her
purse. Her fingers were not moving
deflly, but ghe managed to draw out a
20 bill.  With fey-deliberation she pass-
ed it over the counter.

“Spe iT that Is bad, too,” she said, with
fine irony.

She was breathing hard, but otherwise
she was perfectly calm, while she wailt-
ed, Soon the salesman came back. His
fare was in hard, set llnes.

“Tt is,” he sald with an effort.

“+@ive me that money, you—you—
wreteh!”

“I'm sorry, madam, but—""

The overworked salesman was saved
{he labor of finisking 2uch a difeult =sen-
tence. A house detective stepped up be-
eide her and finished It for him, tlelllng
her she weuld have to come to the office
of the surerintendent. He was a polica
officer with a star on his vest, and =oe
avoided a scene by going with him.

MHer hu:band settled the malter by tell-

and paying the bill with good money.—
T
Primitive KEmotion,

Alarie Rose, aged eight vears, was Leil-
ing Elsie, aged seven, about the making
of the world,  *“And Adom was the first
being created,” she announced, solemnly.
“Sp it was awfully lonely for hiin, and o
day, when he was asleep, the Lord took i
rib out of his side and made a woman
out of it—so Adom would have a friend

1o play with him."”

“and wasn't Adam  s'prized?’ asked
Elsie.

“Supprized?  Why he was just tickled

to death!" said Marie Ttose ecstatically.—
New York Commerclal Advertiser.

Didn't Spend Tv Al

“I want you to preseribe for my wife,
doctor.”

*What's the matter with her?”

I don’t know, hut I am sure lhere is
something: she went shopping vesierday.,
and brought home part of the money I
gave her"—Harper's Bazar.

Her Best Time.

Mrs. Kute—You're not really going te
ask nhim for your new hat before he's
had his dinner?

Mrs. Phoxy—I am, indeed.

Mrs, Kute—I should think you'd find
wour husband In beiter humor after his
dinner. Mine always is,

Airs, Phoxy—Yes, but I'd have to con-
tend with my husband’'s indigestion then,

gaw his loving helpmeet help herself to

—Philadelphia Press.

HER VISIT.

Rummazging and skirmishing through the musty closets,
Bringing dustily to lght all thelr 01 Peposits,. = SR
Looklng for a trundle chalr, secking for a dolly, = SEE
. Resurrecting broken toys, scem's such awfyl folly;
- Secrefing the hric-a-brae, cleaning off the tables,

“I'm sorry to inform you, madam, that p

irg the superintendent the whele story |

; black
! thovsht all that out hefore T made my 150

Woman’s Vocations.

With Woman's nimble fingers

Awakes ufe's beauty everywhere;
Things small and unregarded

Beneath thy touch shall change to falr,

With Woman's tender Insizht s
Unspoken sorrow understind;:
The wulcher's aching forehead
Shall yield unto thy cooling hand.
- £l *® - -
With Woman's noble purity
Be as the snow-white lilies are: ‘
Thieir glowing hearts shall beckon
And be the wanderer's gulding star.

With woman's strength eternal,
Thy ilfe, for olhers freely given,
8hall shine afar, franslucent,
Clear as tho crysial gate of Heaven.
—Carmen’ Eylva In The North American
Review.

JAn (?kg\ens:be Spisode.

Raiay Pay Skirt Cost a Girl $75 and
Now She Wants to Sell it

“It's not much of a siory,” sald ths
Bright Girl hesitatingly. “I had that
rainy-day skirt for fully a month before
I could make up my mind to wear it;
then there came a  day when it dldn't
rain; it simply poured cats and dogs and
pitebforks and things It was necessary
that I =hould ge down town, so I got
out my =kirt and Jeoked it over, and
Tinally after I had also Iooked over my
trained ones and pronounced them unfit
for any sensible person o wear in that
deluge, I pul it on relactantly.

It was the pre thed length, but 1t
seemed fearfully short to me and I felt

eided T eonldn’ just t in a car and
have evegybody gazing; that's why 1
walked. T had 12 or 15 blocks to go and
it =zeemed to me that that skirt was
shorter each time T looked at my Teflec-
tion in a shop window—and T laoked, ot
course, every lime there was a window.

“Presently T et a {riend. .

““YWhy, dear,’ she said—women aiwayvs
call one ‘dear’ when they're about to
¥ something disagreable—lsn't  your
rt just a little—er'— .

‘No; it's a great deal-er,” said I hot-
Iy, after which scathing piece of repar-
tee T hastened on,

“%Well, T finally reached my millivers
and in the long mirrors set in one =side of
her wall T looked the awful truth in the
face—or the ankles, I should say—for
that skirt had shrunk as I came doawn
town, though the merchant- had savorn
twhen T bought it that the cloth had bzep
sponiged. 1 hope he'll gai his

“T went home In & cab, anvhow,
now there's a perfectly good rain
ekirt for sale cheap that would probably
=uit a young woman six inchsz shorter
than myselfl or a lady of the ballet, 1t
that airy ecreature ever conzentz to go
out in damyp weather.

“Tt's not much of a story, bul the epl-
sode cost me in o eab hire, cost of gkirt
and wear and tear of mind owing lo the
glanees of the paponlace at my ankles
just about &6, —Baltimore Wews,

The Acme of Eeonnmy.

Some peopie are born economical!, some
achkleve  econamy, -and some have
ceenomy thrust upon them.  As an in-
stanee of natlve economy I don't think I
know of anything more forceful than a
confidential  dialogue overheard on the
Zouth Side clevatzd a {few mornings since.
One lady was middle aged and rotund,
with two distinet chins, and the hint of a
third; the other was a voung, slender,
biack-eyed persen evidentiy on the vergoe
of matrimony, for they wera deep in the
dircussion of wedding eakes, dresses,
presenls, ete. Suld the wyoung person:
“Yes, 1 have decided to have a swell wed-
ding! It really doezn’t cost much maore,
for the flowers, the dreszes and the rakc
have to be provided, anyhow, and one
might just as well have a biz crowd as a
Tew pecple.  And think how many more

pregents 1 shall get!™
Signed

the rotund one, in a =pell of re-
=¢: “Oh, vyes, bul it only means
Ing of them ko agnin, In a way.
Ag the guest=s geot irrled them-

hey gave you!”
m_person,  her
trimuphantly, T

eres  snapping

I'm not going to invile a single en-
gaged person!’

Dear me, yes, some peopie are Indubit-
ably - born  economical!—{hicago Times-
Herald.

The Panzhter and Her Houns: Doties.
To-day, among rational people who ap-

preciate the fact that (e best gift they
cin confer upun a woman is the &now-
ledge of  her own  powe; the whole

scheme of (hings s aliered. Tihe girl of
the cultured classes, even when wealth
is to be her portion, is early taught to
tuke her part in domestic councils. The
business of weicoming and looking af-
ter guests, a task peculiarly fitted for
the exercise of her gracious powers, Is:
fargely allotted to her. She helps her moth-
er to rcdiuce the burden of notes, letters,
applicatlons - for heip and money, thit
every day’'s mail brings pouring In to one's
DLreakfast table. She writes and answers
invitations, gives hints as to the disposi-
tion of the daiiy menu for meals. remem-
bers what dishes ‘“papa’ likes mnd *'the
boys” have called for, and receives
clalmants upon her mother's time and pa-
ilence. Her youth, her buoyancy, throw
off. when she is acting In her mother's
stead, a hundred trifiing annoyances of
the houschold that though years of ltera-
tion have begun to. welgh hesavily upon
the housekeeper. If there are younger chil-
dren she establishes with themy the love-
liest of tiss—that of vlce-queen carrving
out the mandsates of the matcrnal sover-
eign, and at the same time making heor-
self & comrade of nursery and school-
room fun. v

To her-father and zrown brothers a
glrl rightly trained for the position may
be a veritable blessing. To her they will
carry worrles and confidences they do
not deem it cxpedient to convey to the
generzlly. overburdened mistress of  the
ihouse. Her sympathy and camaraderie
may well creals a green spot in thalr
lives of workaday. 3 g :

MRS BURTON HARRISON.

,.__'.S't"ny!l at '[l_'n_lll_-ue,_ :

‘A 1ady reslding in ‘North Cylumbus,’
~meeting-a girl the other day who had
Iee, inquired

s0 abnormally seclf-conscious that I de-

re-:|°

Cooked" Dinne.

‘the dinner table, = -

With a discontented frown; = -

The potatoes ‘and: steak. were underdone,

“And the'bread was baked too brown:

The pie was too sour, the _puddjhg ‘too
gweet, [ 0 i 2 -

. And the beef was much too fat;

The soup so greasy, too, and salt,

"Twas hardly fit for the cat.

+7 wish yon could eat the bread and nle
I've sesn my. mother mako;
They are something like, and ‘twould
do you good '
Just to look’at a slice of her cake,”
Said the smiling wife, “I'll improve with
age,
Just now I'm but a beginner;
But your mother-has come to visit us,
And to-day she cooked the dinner.”
—“Tid-Bits."

Gle 50_/1_?_1_972 Gempor.

This is the Phildsopher's Story of a
Womin's Domestic Life

“The art of belng compznionable is a
secret worth finding out, even If it takes
time and patlence to learn It affirms
Mary Stuart McKinney when writing of
“The Companionable Person’ 1n the Alarch
Woman's Home Companion. “Some poo-
ple are born with the happy knock: There
Is ‘a spontaneous gaiety that you ex-
pect women to have, just as you expect
the birds to sing and the sun to shine.
Many a very bad quarter of an hour has
been averted in the domestic circle by a
bright laugh or & gay rejoind 1. The laugh
may be saucy and the rejoinder a bit of
verbal buffet, but if it is only done goed-
naturedly it will be all the more effeciive.
It used basely to be said of men that the
only way to make them happy was to
feed them well. That could only have
applied to a small and commonzilace m nor
ity. Of course, no one wants an uninter-
rupted round of even the most brilliant
smiles any more than he would wish to
miake threa meals a day off meringues and
biscult glaces, but it Is safe te say that
countless numbers of willing and de-
lighted mascuiine captives may be led
by the lightest chains that gaisty and
good-humor can forge. One result of o
great deal of the imoerfect education
that is dealt out by the handful nowa-
days is that some women are apt to set
undue value on mere boolk-learning znd
the gift of controversy. This kind of a
person looks upon your little joke as be-
neath her dlgnity, and =he treats rou
to a somber harancue on the nseassity of
‘having serlous views of life at the
ment when wyou are striving to Inok
P things cheerfully In an cffort to for
cares and anxieties. It is a woman's
privilege to lighten the shadows and be
all that is gracious and bright on the or-
namental side of life. Tt is a good slan
to Jet much learning sit as lightly ash
possible and to get into the habit of
making ‘little troubles pass like little
ripples in a sunny river.” "

3he IDoman
Dith the Broom.

the: EHoe™”

“The Ofan [With let others
=ing, -

And to him ready tribute bring;

Tell of hiz labor and unrest.

The sense of wrong that rives his breast;

How on his Atlas back he bears

The world, with all [ts tolls and earss,

His broken snirit wrapped in gloom —

I sing “The Woman With the Broom.™

S8miling, within, her door she stands,
IHer busy brgom in willing hands:

She makes the houschold wheels

'round

Without a jar, with scarce a sound,
To her the skies are always clear,
And, moving with a breath of cheer,
She sweeps away. the dust of gloom—
Thiz happy Woman With the Broom.

=3

And while she works she =ingz a song.
While all life's joys together throng,
That rings a call from roof to dome
Throughout her realm of “ITome, Sweel
Home.™ 1 3
Love's garden nestles ‘round the door,
AWhere flowers of fond affection bloam
And bow their rainbow heads hetore
The radiant Woman With the Broom.

Queen o'er the heme her scepltar sways;
Her subjects walk In pleasant wavs;
Thev love her rule, protect her rizht,
Enjoy her sweetness, strength and lizht;
And when, at last, she's calted to rest
“Her children rize and call her blest;
By cradle, altar and the tomb.
ThHe falthful Womnan With the Broom.
—George Birdseye, in Lesiie's Weekly.

Victoria’s %?azb’s

Personal Attendants of the Queen of

To attend to Her Majesty's wardrobes
and toilette there are five maids, viz.,
three dresscrs and two avardrobe women.
The senior dresser, says TId-Bits, who
has been many years with Her Majesty,
is especinlly charged with the t of-con-
veving orders [o different trades-people—
Jewellers, drapers, dressmalers, ele.] one
drezser ol one wardrobe woman are in
consiant attendance on the Queen, taking
alternate days. When - the Court is at
\Windsor, the members of the household
in atiendance are one lady-in-walting, two
malds-of-honor, a lord-in-walting and two
equerries, one groom-in-walll alsa the
keeper of the priv purse, the “private
secretary, assistants in both dedartments,
and the master of the household

n§afer Ilews’—
Per Contra.

(A doctor in the British Medical Journal
now assert= that in the act of kissing we
only encounter beneflcent organis
says “‘the advantages of k ng o
its infinitegimal Tisk, {for it provides us
with microbes useful for digestion.'}

I thought the upshot would be this,
That some one would defend the kiss,—
That when u lovely girl you see
Worth your thrilled heart's idolatry,
No owlish Board. nowever wise,

Can stop the Kissing eéxercise.

I hold that Nature knows what's best
For us, to make our food digest
Although I've no dyspapsia, *
I'm bound to cure it when L may.
And ban each fogy wha dismi :
The prophyizctic power of Kisses.

In the “New Lippincott” for March.

Pronf Saflicient.
Aother—“Are ¥you sure you love him?”
Daughter—!"Am I sure! 1o you see this,
dress?”

“0f course, I do. ¥What of it?'

wyWill you kindly tell me if it bears they
slightest resemblance to the present fash-
fon?" s d |
wywell, really, it—er—it—""1:
Mt doesn’t?’ LA
" : ;
well, I'm wearing it because he likes
it —Tit-Bits. : £l

The pewest bon bon dishes: seen In ifha
shops -are’ of silver, some with the maosti
delicate openwork and tracery on  the!

or: of nwhite and gold Bohemian glass.:
The  daintiest” style  in “the lat 2
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edge, others plain and brightly polished |

terial”is on the epergne order, only-a |

“HOME

Y

- &
FROM THE PHILIPPINES.,

(it the Sadies’
: (fternoon Elub.

(WHO WAS RIGHT?

A —T =ee that Pader-ew-ski, or
Whatever-you-call-"m, ' here.
Mrs. B.—L believe it's Padatter-ew-ski

they -
Areg catling hfm this y:ar.
C.—Pardon—it'z Pahd-er-ew ski, with
The emphaslz in front,
D.—0Oh, no, my dear; it's
roossk—

You =ay it rather blunt.
E.—I've heard them call it
rro-ssky
That's right, it seems 1o me.
Ars, F.—Why, Amy's teacher says that 1t
Is now calied Pad-rro-sskeet!

G.—Permit me, Pader-voosk-y is
The way at our house,
‘Mrs. H.—I'd call it Pader-o¥
The accent on the *
Ars. TL—And scme say Padder-cof-ska,
but
I'm Inecined to say
hat it is Padder-wessk-y, for
It isn't spelled that way.
J—I thought ‘twas Powder-wous-
sk-¥.
Mrs. X.—0h, dear! oh, dear! oh, dear!
Why not say Payder-efIssk-y¥
Thit's
The proper way, my dear,
Ars. Li—Execuse me—Pat ORein-sky
Correct; you all are wrong; -
I've heard he went to Poand
iust
To let his halr grow long.
—James Courtney Challls, in Truth.

Qlrs,

Qdrs.

Mrs. Powd-

Mrs. Pade-

Mrs.

Mrs.

is

His Love fur Pillows,

It there Is one thing above another that
the college man holds dear, it is a lib-
aral supply of pillows, and, as they are
made and bestowed by feminine frisnds,
the guantity argyges well for his popu-
larity, and he ‘hails everything In the
pillow line with as muech delight as the
debutante does her flowers and favors,
for there is nothing as pleasing to the
vanity of man as to be considered in-
tensely popular, and, should he be blesss
ed with a sister or two, they will grasp
the situation instantly, and call-to thelr
aid a few girl friends. One or two sew-
ing bees avill ‘turn out enough plllows to
make =ome other fellows green with
envy, and the ceeipient wild  will e
and full of reminiscences of this or that
charming or beautiful girl, who has been
so thoughtful as to send him a plllow.
There 1s a new idea in this line, that
might be of use to any one who has a
talent for pen-and-ink work, and wishes
to surprise & brother or friend by add-
ing to their stora. . Take any of the
Gibson pletures you may choase, and re-
produce it on a-square of ecru linen the
size of the pillow; another square forms
the back. A cord of "a combination of
colors that blend well with the square 1s
put argund the edge. and you will ba
more than pleased with the result, and
whoever gsats it will think you are aw-
fully clever, which you are, for they are
not the casiest thing In ‘the world to
mike—Washington Times. 7

In the _'(:.;_l_oamr'ng. =

The -summer  day is- dying,
The drowsy, fowers - fold:

Long shadew soft 1s Iying

On the green and gald

The brook, what is it saying,

- 0Or iz it laughter sings,

Some volee of joy waa playing
Amnnz day’'s happy things?

The brook is flowing, flowing,
But not like summer Streams:
Faint lights are on it glowing--
It is the drift of dreams. 2

—John Vanee Cheney, in, the ‘March

Centlry. bilEeT o

Water as a Beanty Beverage. k
' A noted French speclalist says that'in;
order to be healthy and berutiful women.
should ‘take for their habltual beveragey
water with which a littla fresh lemon:
juice has been mixed. They are advised
not to.drink’ any (hot and stimulatinz
drinks, ‘mo wine ‘or stimulants, if they:
would kebp thelr complexions fine, am
avold the destruction of denial enamell
the hefghtened color whose red is of the
‘salt rheum order, Infamed eyes and oth-
Zunfortunate habdl

i voluntarily

~ihy chilling,

de Fontenoy, recommends baginning the
day by drinking a large glass of orange
juice, adding that it clears the liver of
all dmpurities, ~efresies the mouin and
gives one an appetite for breakfast. Coud
water without any admixture Is a safe
beverage, but if it impalrs the digestion
take ‘hot water instead,
which proves a toniec for the stomich
and excites a healthy appetite. A cup
of chocolate answers both as food and
drink and is excellent to build up_ a da-
bilitated system. It Is best for a morn-
inz or afterncon draught. — Chicazo
‘Chronicle. H

%oe%e; and Child.

It 15 on=2 of the most notural things in
the world for @ chitd to trest and conflds
i lts mother, writes Bsrtha Wood Larra-
bee, and unless some batrier blocks the
way a ohild will always naturally and
made o confidante of ita

mether.

“ihe mother who begins with ker chil-
dren by allowing them—pot teaching them
simply allowing them of their own free
will—to confile in her has a hold on her
cklldren that she will never lose. [n ordsr
to %eep the confidence of her ebililrem,
let every mother prove herseif worthy of

! confidnee. Let her life be such that the

child, even the baby, whe learns sconer
than we think, may see nothing but what
is pure and tender, Let him always fAnd
her full of sympzathy and ready to Iis-
ten to the childish =tories. The mother
who does thls will know all that tronspires
in 'her child's lite, not orly when he I3
with her, but when he Is out with other
children: for the child's mind will be =o
anxious thut mother shall kmow all that
has happened that it will tell all with an
innocence and trust thit comes only with
intimacy.

When children teturn from their play
give them an opportunity to tell what they
have been doing, and many o story of
wrong Innocently donme will be as inmo-
cently related. Here, then. is the moth-
er's opportunity: she may now tell her
children of the wrongz, show them why it
was wrong, and she will still have-thelr
confidence; but if instead of recelving her
children with loving arms and Hstening
ty thelr childish storles she has, perhaps,
rather harshly, told them to keep qulet,
and not come where she wus with their
muddy boots, she has lost her beat op-
periunity to know of the wrong that has
been done; or If, upon hearing of that
wrong, she has ssolded them for thelr
childish mistake she has lost their conil-
dence, and the evil once committed will
be more easily repeated, and when re-
peated wiil be concealed, and the second
step downward has been taken.

Kicker. "Our butcher Is getting business
down to a tine point, these days of high-
priced beef; he sven s2lls the head and
the tail." .

Snicker. “Exactly. Has to make ends
meant, you know."—Harper's Bazar.

“How did Jones happen to marry Miss
Brown? _He used to be in love with
that pretty Miss Smith.'"

“Aiss Brown llved in the mext block.
and it cost Jones two street-car fares (o
get out to Miss Smith's,""—Chicago Record,

I

Verse of Patchwork Make.

God bless, the manr who flrst inventad

sleep— HXE.
Sleep that knits up the raveled sleeve
of cars; —Jhakespesra,
By Siloa's brook or Almontana's desp—
—Hsrmans.
Earth has not anything to show more
air—

~Wordsworth. T

After deluding hopes and dire deapalr.
—=William Walsh.

The Oreads and Hamadryades.

L Shelley. |
‘Who chaln blin@ youths In trammeis of
their halp— —Greemn.

They sleep, 'thew sleep, freneath the
rocking treea,
—Cmcar Wilde,, :
Wiit thou forget me In that calm sphere— = ¢
—L, €. Moulton. -
Care-chamber Sleep, son of the sable
Night'
~Samuel Danlel. =
With a deep awe, yet all distinet from
fear— —Lord Byron.
Tho world obscures In ma what once
‘was bright; —Langtellow.
So In the light of great eternity X
~Tennyson..
Bleep seems part.of our Immortality.
Ry —Balley.
vy | —New York Tlmes,

Feminine Idea of Re-Incarnatiow.

We were chatting at an afternon tea
@ littls while agp, when the conversation
seemed to turn an the specific grievances
of womankind. - One lady confessed that
she had to rush off home just as the
most delightful people were arrlving, bes
cause there were ‘household detalls to ba
looked after before. dinner; unavoidable 7|
detalls, such as the ultimats, mixing of |
@ salad, and the finishing touches to a
sauce, which may not be safely left to
w handmalden. Another guest bewali-
ed the necessity of tralling long =skicts
through dirty streets, or else freeze her
hands holding them up; a third discuss.
ed the horrors of hatplns in a windy city,
and then the brightest’ of the party
broke forth {n the cld-time wall: “When
I am Born over again, I want it to ba
as & boy! No more feminine reincarna- -
tions for me, thank you! I want to be
@ man, with all o man’s privileges. [
want to be a typleal mun, with no con-
science, and sefting my iron heel on any-
thing and everything which I do not -hap-'
pen to approve!”

“That's all right,"” admlitted another,
‘‘unless you should chance to be borm the
Czar of Russia, or the Thingumhbob of
Tartary. To be a despot in his own sel
is admirable in any man, acording ta
precedent, but to be an autoerat-at-large
Ia abhorred of progress.”"—Chicago Times.
Herald. .

—"This love letter that yoeu wrote to
me,”” she sald, and thgn paused Inquir- .
ingly.

“Well, what of [t?” he asked.

*I notlce,”” she anawered, “that [t ha=s
been manifolded."

“Hang it all’" he exclaimed, a3z ha
jammed his hat down on his head and
started for the door, “IL never did be-
lieve in giving a woman a business edu-
cation.”—Chicago Evening Post

- MIGHT BE WORSE. -




