
"Ah! and at last you saw me."
She opened her eyes wide. His tone expressed

a sympathetic pleasure with the satisfactory con-
clusion of her Inspection. A wild desire to laugh
seized her. Hut she must restrain herself and
bc dignified. Perhaps hp merely had little ways.
Men often had little ways.

"Yet, nnd then Isaw you," she said, with a
rapturous inflection.

She glanced nt him in the pause thnt ensued.
After all, she must not hp sarcastic; but his ex-
pression reassured her."
Isuppose. lwas n little presumptuous in mm

ing over to you." hp said, looking at her with
his beautiful pyes. "but you hnvr such n sweet
smile thai II encouraged me. Ithink a great
deal can lie in ismile. Perhaps you have never
tried tO express different sentiments through its
medium, while you watched the result in a mir-
ror. It is quite an interesting study. There is

"Yea, indeed Martini makes the best in town,"
he rejoined. "It is the purest, nnd nt the name
time the richest, Iromp here at about this time
every day for n cup. Itake n hparty brpukfnst
nt half-pa<( ten, you ure, then chorolntp nnd foilsa( two, nnd dinner ;,t tivp. Ilive very rpgulnrly."

Ah! a. dyspeptic, of course. Mow could he hnvnanything wrong with his lung*nnd display such n
brradth of shoulders? She might have kimwn.
Tint she would try to make him forget himself.

"This in the first time Ihave evpr brcn al Mar
filch a short time

"

"Fxrnse^rnr n minute." he snid, hurriedly. "I
think, if you don't mind, 1 will oit at the hend
of the table. That door in not very near, still,

the cars," she remarked. What wan the matter
with her? !She did not generally wallow in thecommonplace to such an extent. "What good
chocolate this is!" she continued, after a mo-
ment.

She enst an impressive glance over her shoul-
der into the lovely eyes fixed upon her, caught
his beatific expression, and in another instant
she was gone.

"Ihnve no nnme," she said, at last. "Whnt
matter whether it be Smith or Jones? it is not,
like yours

—
illustrious."

She gnsped. The situation was despernte. She
looked nt him in silence, while the seconds slowly
pnssed.

"But your nnme?" he cried. "To whom am I
indebted for, these pleasant and all too short
minutes?"

She felt dizzy. Everytliinß danced before her.She, n bride in her honeymoon, had been taking
a tete-a-tete meal in n restaurant with the lead-
ing innn of Scnrbv's "Famous Comedy Compnny."
She hnd seen them in all their plays. How could
she hnve failed to identify this celebrated Adonia?
Did he suspect her position, or—oh, sickening
thought!- think it intentional?

She rose to her feet. "I—l—hnve an engage-
ment for hnlf-pnst two," she stammered. "Iam
late."

A cold chill ran down her bttkl Who could
this man be WhotS face wn« so well known to
her? She had been confident thnt he, nt least,
knrw to whom he hnd been talking, and, after
all, he wnn n» much in the dark n« she. Could
she have been mistaken? Hnd ahe been lunching;
informally with pcrhapn some hard character

—
a

gambler, maybe, or—nhe. cnujrht hrr breath
—

a
prize-fighter? Whnt, oh. what woulil Jack say!
And it hod nil been for luh onke. Who hnd al-
ways heard that a professional mnn's wife should
make herself ngreenble to everyone nnd endeavor
to impresß nil his friends with her charm of man-
ner; that if ahe were not popular it certainly
would injure his prospects; that

"Er
—

why
—

cr
—

bo you don't remember me?"
«ho snld, with nn attempt ntplayfulness she knew
must be ghnstly. "Oh, here is the pencil," sheadded, in a tone of relief. "Youdon't mind ifI
look over yoti?"

'Nnt nt all," he nsnured her. "Let me see!"
'rawing; his hnndsome brows together in a
thoughtful frown. After nn inntnnt's hesitation
he^ wrote, in a firm, clear hand—

"Inmemory of n luncheon with Loris Pierre
Tjcuville."

IMt ao m.nny pfoph since we rrnrhed here," he
continued, "thnt, 1 mint neknowlrdgn to yon.
your nnme ha* completely ramped me. When
)">' cams In Iwas interested in you «t once, nnd
Iwondered who you were. When you bowed I
Immediately milted thnt you were among the
many who hnd btfll Introduced to me ninpp my
arrivnl, nnd so Ijoined you. Hut now, ns lam
still stupid enough to be unnblp to recall our
former meeting, will you not enlighten mef"

li.iiso much more chnnce than a man.' Ioften
1find myself envying you. Ido get so tired of

this sameness; no variation in fabrics; no change
jfrom the tiresome old patterns. It's hard on a
Ifellow. One can be neatly and well clothed, but

\u25a0 one must be conventional, or submit to being rid-
iculed."> "It's an outrage?" the said, with suspicious
warmth. V

'
\u25a0

"Yes, isn't it? Isometimes wonder If Iwilllive In sec the day when the mm will weAr bro-caded coats in all sorts of exquisite shades, and'
satin vests, and those dear little lace jabots—you

1know."
"I"Iwonder

—"
she began, breathlessly. But

he was gazing far away into an ecstatic and im-
aginary future, and he did not sen the sparkle of
mirth in her eyes,

J "Well," be sighed, "nfter all, It In better to en-joy seeing lovely things on a pretty woman. Onecan appreciate them more. They are set off, as
it were." • ' •

"Oh, you flatter my sex," she rejoined, gayly.
"I"Iwas thinking only of one member of it just
then," he laid, pointedly,"
Iwould like very much

"
she began, then

hesitated, and was lost.
The tWO young girls nt the next table, who

still felt an interest in her, had at that moment
communicated their latest impressions to each
other.

"Lovers!"
"A regular flirtation!"
She -half heard and half divined by the mo-

tion of their lips what they were saying. She
blushed Scarlet, Vulgar, badly-lirought-up little
wretches! She would hurry nnd finish her choco-
late and leave this place. She

"Does their storing annoy you?" nskpd her
companion, following the direction of her eyes."
Inm

'
quite used to thnt sort of thing. They

lave been watching me ever since Ienme In. It
is a mirncle to" me how people can be so rude.
Now, ifIwere attired as my fancy would dictate,
Ithere might be some excuse for them." ,

She made no answer. Shi" wns too astonished."
Iwont to hnvp my pictures tnkpn one day last

week," hr continued, nfter a short pause.
"Did you?" she murmured.
"Yes; it was nn awful bore. too. The photo-

grapher kept mr, posing mo in different positions,
for over nn hour. Iwould•not have stayed so
lone, nsImust acknowledge Inm not of a par-
ticularly obliging nature, but on my way there I
be, -nine awnre of the fact thnt 1 was being fol-
lowed by three young ladies. When Igot in the
elevator Ilost right of them, but Ihad not been
in the waiting-room more than a minute when in
they came. One of them naked the girlin charge
what the price was for cabinets, panels, etc.
And no doubt she thought Iwas being deceived
as to her real object in coming upstairs. But I
knew they just wanted to sen me, and, as Ihad
taken can? they should not have one really good
look at me, Iwas sure they would wait until Ij
came out again. Of course, Iwas mean, but there j
is no reason whyIshould submit to being perse-
cuted by every girl who happens to take a fancy
to my eyes, or my walk, or my profile, or what-
ever it is in me that attracts them. • So, when
shortly Iwas ushered inside and Mr.Jureau pro-
ceeded to make a martyr of me, Iallowed him to
enjoy himself while Icherished the vision of the
expectant damsels. When Iwas released Iwent
out a side door, and Ido not know what became
of my three admirers. Probably .they stayed
there until dinner-time." .' ...vri,;.;>,\u25a0;%,. 4-iir*-."

"Are you troubled very often that way?" she
asked, faintly, wishing that she had avoided bow-
ing to him. Did he think she too was a victim
to his charms?

'
.-|j\u25a0•>'•:• y•viiV*!,.(.,;.'V*!,.(.,;.'

."Oh, no," he responded. ,"Iam.so:unrespon-
sive Iam not bothered much.

%
';By',- the way, if

you would oare to have my likeness Ishould be
pleased to give yon one. Ihave two different
styles with me, and you enn take your choice."

His tone implied that he wns conferring.a
favor upon her. lie certainly was amusing. She
was to be envied in having him for an acquaint-
ance.
"I"Iprefer this one," she said, after comparing
the pictures. Then, as a bright thought struck
her, "But a photograph without one's name and
some little inscription is so unsatisfactory."
"I"Ido not often give my autograph," he replied,
"but to you Oh, waiter, will you bring me a
pencil?" He turned towards her, again, "Ihave

I "Corkers" of the Thames
I- IL.L down the course of the Thames as

J/V I far as Southern!, millions of old corks
7—7

— —
may be found at. certain states of the

$vfii? tide, and especially in "backwashes"
above Gresend, and the writer has

spent many an hour in talking to the old men
and women and young people who are engaged
in the business.

There is one old man, a pensioner from the
army, who lives at Greenwich,', who Is allowed' by

publicans -and refreshment contractors, 'at .out-

door fetes and the like, to take their old corks,
but he spends most of his time with a net near
the river side, fishing up porks of all kinds.

Anyone who has not carefully marked the state
of the river at low tide, would be surprised at
the immense quantity of this species of flotsam.

When found, the corks are sorted and, accord-
ing to quality, sold; the general dealers, who
buy vast quantities, existing by the river-side and
doling out a scanty pittance to the gatherers.

Without going into a hundred odd uses for
comparatively small quantities of the better qual-
ity, it may be said that most of the corks are
used by the manufacturers of linoleum and floor
cloth.

Agreat number nre also used for packing be-
tween the armor plate in iron ships and in con-
nection with the setting of boilers. However
many of these small articles the searchers may
pick up, there is always a market for them.

She begrnn to pity him. The poor fellow must
be a hypochondriac.
"It

—
it certainly is disagreeable sometimes in

"Yes 1/" he said, carelessly, evidently think-
ing: she had ended. "Now, iUBt to show yon
how prudent 1 have to be. About a week ago I
was in a ,nr-. fro-ng: down town. Igenerally walk,
or. if Iam in a great hurry, Itake a cab, but
on this occasion Ifelt tired after [ had proceeded
a few blocks. Ihad not been insidp long when
the bell rang. We came to a standstill, and two
Indies got in. They opened the door at the end
near me, and failed to shut it. When we started
again Ifound myself in a regular Rule of wind.
Ofcourse Idid not wait for tips („occur a second
time, but at once alighted and continued my
walk."

"Oh. of course it is right to be prudent, but Iinvariably forget wraps, rubbers and all that. I
always have to lie reminded

"

She glanced at his chest. It was broad. Still,
he might he a consumptive.

"Oh. no;Iam singularly free from it," he an-
swered. "B.it of course lam very careful. I
never think of goinjr out nfter sunset without an
overcoat."

"Are you Mibject to throat trouble?" she asked.
with a thrill of pride at her delicate and tactful
way of alluding to his affliction.

'\u25a0'Yes. Ilike warm weathpr, though," he re-
plird."Ithink it agrees with me. Ifind that I
seWfin catih cold during the spring and summer
months. But going from the he.itcd air into the
cold nisrhts is what plays havoc with me. Al-
ways makes me hoarse."

"Kr very warm day. unusually warm for April—
er— thnt is^

"
Overcome with fiie original

tendency of lipi- remark, shr allowed it to, die
away Unfinished and hastily took a generous swal-
low of her chocolate. It was painfully hot. Clear-
ly, .-he was paying for her aspirations nftflr pop-
ularity.

Really it was very hard to tnlk to n man whnm
one could not quite place. \\h< were his rela-
tives? Had he n father? Had he a mother? But
this would never do.* She must collect her
thoughts.

R'lt hrr train of thoughts was interrupted a--
he turned suddenly towards her and caught her
inspection of him. It did not secin to disturb
him, however. He simply smiled a little, nnd
brushed an ipvisible speck from the lapel of his
coat.

She Wondered that she could have stopped to
conjecture whether she knew him. Shr was Fiir-
prised that his fnec could be so fnmiliar and yet
his name escape her. Although .--lie could recall
some of the men she had met hist night and at
other times since her arrival about a month be-
fore, still, how nnd under what circumstances
sh" had made the acqiiaintam-e of this one WM
eluding her with tantalizing persintency, It marl
have been at some large entertainment where he
was one among many. Well, he would be easy
to describe, nnd then she would hear who he
W8», if by that time she hnd not remembered.
Tall, and with n splendid carriage. Dark hair.
slightly frrn» nt the templec, with one lock fall-
inn over the middle of his forehead in a careless
curl, that yet savored of trnining. Fine and ex-
pressive eyes. No moustache, in which hr wns
justified, as his mouth wne well cut, although it
was a trifle too sensitive for a man. An indis-
putable nose. A

She moved her hand, nnd the waiter placed her
chocolate and rolls before her nnd received the
order of her vis-a-vis. While he was explaining
that he had changed his seat and wished to be
served at her table, she had a chance to study
him unobserved.

"That in n n,ite«tion Ido not hnvr to nsk ynu."
ho replied, with nn admiring glnnrp, "but t'miiot
acknowledge I'm rather fnggn] nut thin morning."

Or* roant hi had born nt the reception, nnd hr
probably bad not remind hnmc until th<> "ww
sma' hoofs."

"Aa sre both sr-Tn dpstincd to n solitary mcnl,
tii.iv 1 teuton to join you?" hn continurd. drfrrmtially,

Mi' blushed. Really ho wnn presuming; but
he Was probably SOflM intimate MM of fhf.
Penningtofii,

"Certainly, «he murmurtd,
"Allow me, mndam." onirl n voice over her

shoulder.

bcbbe merely to avoid the hackneyed "How do you
do?

This miiiht imply that she had seen him yes-
terday and perhaps the day before, or it might

Her thoughts came to an abrupt conclusion.
Tlie subject of them had risen from his sent nnd
was advancing towards her. Certainly this was
a trifle embarrassing;, as she had no idea of his
name; still, he need not discover that, and per-
haps in a few moments it would come to her.

"Ah!"she said, as he reached her side. "And
how are you today?

From his cordial salutation, ho evidently had
no doubts as to her identity. Shp was glad she
had not cut him, particularly as she was deter-
mined to be popular here, as she had always hepp
in the city she had just left. And now there
wns all the more reason for

It was so uncomplimentary to a man not to
recognize him. It must make him feel so cheap;
and if she should make a mistake it would be
far better t-> err on the side of over-politeness,
A bow never could Hurt her, and any one
brought up in cnod society would be sure, at
least, to return it and save her the humiliation of
a rebuff.

She inclined her head, a little hesitatingly, but'l
with a charming, if fleeting, smile.

The thought that she had met him somewhere
ot once flashed through her mind. Surely it
could be no chance resemblance to some friend
that made his face so familiar to her. Very
likely he had been at the re<">ption jriven for. her
the previous night. How had she Riled to see
him in her survey of the room? He was a strik-ing-looking man; indeed, remarkably handsome.
How long had he been looking at her? Shp
flushed. He was regarding; her with an inter-
ested expression, as though he knew her— nothing;
impertinent or rude about it; and— yes, of course
she must have been introduced to him.

s ha.i never been nt Marrhri's before, al-though In. culinary marvels were known to fame,»o»o she looked around her with some curiosityit. was all exquisitely net and clean, but therewan little m the way of decoration to claim one!interest, so gradually her gun wandered to theoccupants of ,i,,. different tablet. Directly infront of her "\u25a0- « motherly-looking woman, ac-companied by two young girls who had east many
surreptitious glances in her direction, xince herentrance, \u25a0'''\u25a0 \u25a0"\u25a0 five minutes before. The, hadm fact, conceived for her one of those sudden and
violent admiration* with which school-girls arefrequently "wailed, nnd their enthusiasm was
divided between her pretty face and her tasteful, well til1 costume. Ahead of them weresome ladies, who had evidently bee,, out shop-
pint, and a little way off, a party of three orfour midiile-mieri, gentlemanly-looking men eat-
ing their lunch together.

Was this really more stupid than most restau-rants, she wondered, or did it seem so becauseshe was a stranger and did not know a,lv of thesepeople? It used to be such a pleasure 'to her to
have a meal down town. What fun she hadthought it to watch the people around her! Andthen, too, there was always the delightful possi-bilityof seeing some celebrity dining."

She continued her survey of the' large apart-ment. A few months ago, no doubt, she wouldnave been absorbed in contemplation of the cou-ple near the door. Probably the conjectures that
would have arisen in her mind concerning themwould have tilled a volume. Now, alas, they

seemed commonplace in the extreme. Was shegrowing old, or, more welcome though, blase?ltIIt was plain thnt those two girls felt just theway she had, in days gone by. This was a great
treat to them, and she actually believed that
»he was the one who had succeeded in concen-trating their attention. Well, they were very!young, so she could not become unduly conceitedthereby. Perhaps, having come from so far, hergown had a different cut, or her hat was of anew shape; or—oh, horror!— could itbe crooked?

She leaned back a little and looked over her
shoulder to where a large mirror was suspended.

Then, probably attracted by the intent gaze
of a man seated alone, in a corner diagonally op-
posite her, and whom she had not noticed before,
she turned, and her eyes met his.

BM
n{ chocolate «nd some rolls,

Sjtatat," «be said to the attentive wait-
jjXjsr rr behind her.
ffSyftl "Yfo, madam. Would yon like to

see thin morning* paper?'' Hr Inirl
it nt her elbow, as he H.oke, nnd walk-ed off to Mil or order.

when it opens Ifeel the air on the back of my
nook." He changed 'his seat as he spoke. "Ah!
this iidecidedly better." he exclaimed, with con-
tentment. Slip raised her eyebrows. Keally he
was very egotistical.
"Ican see the people better, tco." he added,

throwing his head back and taking a survey.
Ugh! this was too much. She did not care for

compliments, but no man she had ever talked to
before would have even intimated that her so-
ciety was not enough.

"Do you know," he said, leaning towards her,
"Inoticed you as soon as you entered 1'but you
did not look in my direction for ever bo long."

Did he actually realize that she was there at

la«t? "And yet 1 thought Ihad seen almost
every one here." she said. "I had been gazing
around most attentively."

Ithe indifferent smile, Hie haughty smile, the smile
lof pleasure, the sad smile, the innocent smile,
jthe crafty smile, the vacant smile, the smile of
!hate, and that of love." His voice softened.

"One may smile and smile and be a villain,"
she responded, somewhat absently. She was
wondering to herself ifhe had actually ever grim-

aced before a glnss like a vain girl.
"I forgot to mention the bar-room smile," he

said.
She laughed. He was a little -peculiar, but
"Iknow it is not quite the thing to notice a

lady's dress," lie began, after they had eaten a
few mouthfuls, 'but Icannot help admiring your
gown."

Shp looked up. It was new, and her heart
warmed towards him.

\u25a0'Ah!" he continued, with a sigh, "a woman
1 .e>

Frolicsome Kings

A French surgeon at Smyrna wanted some
young storks, but the Turks entertain such ven-
eration for these birds that he could not get
any. So he abstracted the eggs from a stork's
nest on the top of his house and put them under
a hen, replacing them with fresh hen's eggs. In
ilue lime the young chickens came to light in
their elawatad position. The surprise of the
storks may be imagined. The male stork speed
ilv disappeared ami was not seen for a COUpls
of days, when he retained with a large number
of other storks, who formed a rude circle on
the sin rounding roofs. The poor female stork
was then brought into the middle of the cuclo
and, after a lengthy discussion, attacked by tlm
whole flock and torn to pieces

More than one similar case has been seen else-
where, particularly amongst rooks and starlings.
Near Norwich, England, some years ago, a doctor,
driving along a quiet country road, had his at-
tention attracted by a cawing from an open grass
rield nearby. Many hundreds of rooks were
nettled in two rings, the inner consisting of about
fifty, seemingly the veterans of the flock. As
before, in the centre of nil was the criminal,
looking quite perky and pleased with himself.

The deliberation went on for some time, and
the spectator noticed the manner of the accused
gradually changing—his head bowed, his wing*
dropped, nnd he cawed faintly, as if imploring
mercy. Then there was silence for a moment,
when suddenly the inner circle closed, and rose
a moment later, leaving only a mangled carcase
on the grass. Itis well known that rooks punish
thieves when caught by pulling their nests to
pieces.

Ravens, a species well known for their won-
derful sagacity, have been watched in Switzerland
doing exactly the same thing. A curious part
of thfi proceeding is the inevitable formation of
a ring round the culprit.

Then there is the old but perfectly true story
of the sparrow which, having stolen the mud
nest of a house martin, was by them literaUy
bricked up and the offender suffocated.

At CURIOUS case of trial by juryamongst
birds was recently reported from India.

Van si great number of scarlet flamingoes
.gWB&S were observed in a marshy Held near

the Ganges. They were standing in a
very regular circle and screeching violently. In
the middle of the circle stood one solitary bird,
and it seemed it was against this individual all
the wrath of the rest was directed. For some
minutes the palaver went on, and then with one
accord all the circle pitched upon the unfortunate

\u25a0in the centre and pecked him to death.

A Jury of Birds

Marie lusimire, tjueen of t'oluml, found a cu-
rious pleasure m putting on her most gorgeous

Peter HI, of BiMtiljhael such a craze for war
that he used to give OfdsWl lor a hundred cannon
lo lie lin-il simultaneously, so that he might en-
joy the sensations of battle. Christina, Queen
oi Iwadan. used to dross inmale attire and make
love to her own subjects incognita, shocking
them not a little by the boldness of her woo
ing; and on one occasion she racial Igtto Hamburg
habited as v knight and wearing a red scarf in
Spanish fakiuon

A~^MONARCH who, like Alfonso of Spain, I
leaps gates like a schoolboy, turns

SBfijKp somersaults out of sheer light-hearted-

li?lli??g 3:''lness, chases his hat along a crowded I

Cowes street, and revels in playing
practical jokes on his grandees has no j

difficulty in making good his claim to be the
most frolicsome sovereign in Europe, although
there are several kings, old enough to be bis
grandfather, who would be glad to be able to
emulate Ins ability and high spirits.

Hut there are few sovereigns who do not love
at times to forget their rank and to indulge in
pranks when the mood seizes them, although
these royal vagaries are not always as innocent
as those of the youthful King of Spain. Very
different were the pranks played by another Al-
fonso, King of Portugal, who found his chief
pleasure in roaming the streets of his capital at
night with low companions, "assaulting passen-
gers, firing into the coaches of the nobles, and
routing religious processions at the point of the
sword." [van IV., Emperor of Russia, took de-
light in letting loose wild bears in the streets,
shrieking with laughter at seeing his subjects fly
for their lives, and at setting children to kill
one another; ami if one survived,"the amiable
monarch, if be was not too weary, would slay
him himself, and would laugh at this conclusion
to so excellent a joke."

Edward 11 once went picnicking on the Thames
in a faggot-barge with some boon companions,
and with his own hands prepared the soup from

cabbages which he bought from a gardener on

the river-bank. Henry V saw the inside of two
prisons, one in London and the other in Covent-
ry,for riotous conduct when the wine was in and
the wit was out; and Edward I, when hunting
one day, set a laundress on a horse and wagered
forty shillings with her that she would not be in
at the death of the stag— a bet which the lady
won handsomely. U

Of Charles V, another unconventional monarch,
it is told thai when m ISiussels one- be took his
own shoes to a cobbler to be mended. It was
Kt. Crispin's Day, und the cobbler was making
merry with his friends. "Was it Charles him
self," was his greeting to the stranger, "1 would
not do a, stitch lor him now, but if you'llcome
in ami drink to St. Crispin, do, and welcome; we
are as merry as the Kuiperor can be." (harle;
am |.ie«l the invitation, and spent a right jovial
evening with the hospitable cobbler and his
bumble guests.

When Joseph 11. Kinpcroi of Ccrmnny, visited
Moscow it was as avant-courier to his own roy-
al carriage, in order to avoid the pomp and cere-
mony which he hated; ami when in I'aris he
lUSd to frequent the most obscure cafes, playing
eluss and hobnobbing with their humble habi
tues.

Peter the Oreat once attended a masked ball
in London disguised as a butcher, and thorough-
ly enjoyed the novel experience; while on anoth
er occasion he joined a party of carol-singers and
pocketed the contributions of his subjects with
much satisfaction. Charles 111 used to wander
about the country in the dirtiest of disguises, ao-
eonpanied by a retinue of squally ill-clad bullies.
lie would "assail all he met in the coarsest terms,
and when some person naMllltod. more impatient
than others, fell upon him in return with tongue
or cudgel he would laugh till he was bore, and
then his escort came to the rescue."

Charles VI, of France, was a great lover fo
adventures and practical jokes. On one occasion,
when the Queen was making a public entrance

into Paris, "he himself went to see the proces-
sion in disguise, mounted behind one of his
servitors, his eagerness to enjoy the spectacle
bringing upon his back many a blow from the
sergeants who cleared the way for the pageant.
The Kingboasted of having received these blows
as a good joke."

apparel nnd allowing herself to be drenched to

the skin; Henry 111, of France, loved to mns-

quer;
'

aa a woman, with painted chocks and
frills and furbelows; Charles IX, was ideally
happy when he introduced ten young thieves to
the Louvre and watched them rob his guests of

their jewelry and swords; while Charles 11. of

Spui:i, a curious contrast to his successor of to-
day, found a morbid pleasure in going; down into
the vaults of the Pantheon and having the cof-
fins of his royal predecessors opened so that he
might look on their faces.

Valetta, the capital of Malta, is one of the most
beautiful cities in the world. The whole of the
buildings are of white stone, and then being no
smoke or fog to discolor them, they are as fresh
now ss they were the day they were erected.

A City of White Stone

T"~™ HAT the gambling spirit is abroad
among women is not open to question;

SSSTjS
'' is, furthermore, the opinion of

aeabg) many students of modern manners
that it will increase its hold on our;
sex. Why?

There nre two main causes. The rush and
tear of twentieth-century life is partly ris|mnsi-
ble; we want excitement and want it always,
and gambling supplies it.Mind, "gambling" is .v
blunt name which include! \u25a0peculation and
"taking chances" of all kinds; it doei not mean
simply betting or playing at card gamei lor high
stakes.

The other cause is the participation of our iex
in all varieties of business. It probably does
not occur to the majority of people that to he
in business for oneself, or to earn one's liveli-
hood by working on commission, as a "free
lanne," or in any other way m which the re-
muneration i» uncertain, is something in the oa
ture of a gamble. We are naturally addicted to
speculation

—
that is, not women only hut all

human creatures.
We all like to do a little speculation; there is

a prospect of a good result, greater than one
might expect from steady work, .-o we are eager
to take the risk. We never stop to think over
much about the failures; we try to shut our
eyes and we tell otUMlvei that we are ture to be
among the fortunate! The probability is iliii
we should be happier if we took a fixed weekly
salary; nt the end oi a given number of years, if
we were to add UP OUT Uncertain earnings as a
"free lance," we sh.nild most probably discover
thnt we hail mil rccciveii la much at the one
with filed remuneration, but we always believe
ili.it it mil be otherwise and we go on.

EUmemberidg this tad, ami noting the further
l,iit that women ate taking a larger shore in the
business m Ihe country, ny timt a clue to the
increase ot the gtmbMfcg spirit m our sex.
iinjures a wry level head to prevent one

from yielding to this spirit. Men, who are sup-
posed to he stronger-minded, are falling victims
to a fur greater etxsnt than the ordinary person
supposes. It is all speculation; they embark in
this or thai scheme beoauae it appears to offer

results, and they prefer to take great risks
rather than plod patiently along the safer path*
There are signs that women are treading in the
\u25baame direction, with ever quickening footstep*
There is more need than ever for inculcating the
virtues of patience and self-restraint.

Women Gamblers

Then, too, with servants, the hasty word of
reproof may mean a month's notice, and telling
the cook that dinner was served up cold may
lead to having to cook your own dinner for a
week, or go without one.
lt is better to bear the minor ills of daily

life in silence than to openly chafe against them,
and, however well ordered your house, however
devoted your husband, however- well trained
your servants, there will be things which cause
you irritation and which you will do well to
ignore.
Idon't advocate "peace at any price," but I
do say that the hasty word often leads to a
quarrel, and the quarrel effectually changes the
home from the pleasant place to a purgatory.

Suppose your husband Bays he willcome home
at four o'clock and go with you to make a call,
and you wait fully dressed for an hour, before
reproaching him and telling him he is inconsid-
cerateecrate and unpunctual, it is just as well to see if
he has not some good excuse

—
to hear ifhe has

not been detained by unavoidable business.
lf the maid is late in, it is better to ask her

gently why she is late than to storm at her and
say that if it occurs again she willhave to leave.
lf any of the children have fallen into the

bath while sailing paper boats, it is just as well
to remember that the knowledge that water wets

is more likely to deter the young hopeful from
another attempt than whippings and scoldings.
lfIIfit is important to say as little as possible
when one knows oneself to be angry, it is ten

thousand times more essential to be very careful
what one writes. The spoken word, even ifut-

tered in the heat of temper, is forgiven and for-
gotten, but the written word lives on and repro-
vokes bitterness every time it is remembered or
re-read.

Never write a letter in a temper, or if you
do never post it. Keep it a couple of days, and
then re-read it, and you will commit it to the
flames and thank heaven you stayed your hand
in time. \u25a0

_ . ,
More lives have been wrecked, more old friend-

ships broken, by means of letters sent off in

the rush of anger— containing bitter words or
taunts which rankle— than in any other way.
Set a close watch upon your mouth when you

feel your temper giving way, and if you wish
to write and tell your friends or your husband
"just what you think," go for a long walk first.

AAA domestic breach is very hard to close, so
make up your mind you will not allow one in

your home) and when the hot words rise to

your lips,'keep them back, and then when you
look back you willhave less to regret than moat
people.

Tv Quoque

Mistress— Lucille, ask my iiusband what he
wants for dinner. 1 haveu't spoken to linn(or .i
week.

Maid (tearfully)--Neither have 1!—Le Journal.

(S&V «V' is quite impossible to go through life
2jf| J without being annoyed and ruffled,
\j\u25a0\u25a0.j* but it is quite possible to keep the an-
&sflaj noyance to oneself. As a rule nothing

is gained by talking about it. The
best thing is to try and remedy the

grievance, and then to forget it as quickly as
possible.

A very little injury will be magnified into a
trouble or a tragedy, if discussed in all its bear-
ings. If on some Saturday evening, when you
are nil prepared to follow the usual course and
go to the theatre, your husband surprises you by
remarking that he doesn't want to turn out be-
cause he rather thinks of looking in later at a
club smoking concert, the very worst thing you
can do is to call him unkind and neglectful.
You may during the first few moments of dig-

appointment feel he is both, but don't say it if
you value your domestic peace and happiness.
lf you are of a passionate nature, go away to

another part of the house and reason it out
sensibly. Remember that the artistes who at-
tend smoking concerts are very clever, and that
your husband has taken you to the theatre every
Saturday night for months; remember, too, that
there are times when a man is the better and
brighter for masculine society; and, most import-
ant of all, that men are but children of a larger
growth, and that the wife who wishes to exer-
cise \u25a0 good and nice influence must lie an adept
in the difficult virtue of self-control.

Go back calm and smiling, make the evening
pass pleasantly, and when eleven o'clock comes,
and you sugest it is time he changed his coat
and walked round to 'the club, do not be sur-
prised if he says, "Idon't think I'llbother to

turn out tonight; another time willdo us well."
Then silence is indeed golden when the court-

ier has changed into the critic. When the "What
a clever girl it is!" has given way to "I wish
you'd arrange things differently." It needs he
Kile self-repression to keep back the stinging
"You thought everything 1 did was right once,
and now I'm always wrong." Hut it can be
done, and it quickly brings its reward, in re-
newed serenity.

There must be friction now and then in the
best-regulated household. Nerves will get over-
strained and tempers "short" as long as people
are human beings instead of angels. Hut the
real trouble comes when weariness vents itself
in reproaches, and annoyance prompts the out-
break of cross or cruel words.

A hasty speech may be the little rift in the
lute, therefore a still tongue is a tiling to be
greatly cultivated.

Least Said, Soonest Mended
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