her bride's dress with a long ulster,

t on a bonnet, and went out.”

‘Quite And she was afterward seen
walking into Hyde Park in company with
Flera Millar, a woman who is now in

ustody, and who had already made a
disturbance at Mr. Doran's house that
morning.”

“Ah, y¢s. 1 should like a few particu-
lars as 1o this young lady and your re-
ations to her.”

Lord 8t. Simon shrugged his shoulders
nd raised his evebrows. *“We have been
! friendly footing for some years—

say on a very friendly footing. She

be at the ‘Allegro.” 1 have mnot
mgenerously, and she has no

o omplaint against me, but

v what women are¢, Mr. Holmes.

dear little thing, but ex-

t-headed, and devotedly at-

She wrote me dreadful
1en she heard that I was about
married: and, to tell the truth, the

I had the marriage celebrated
wee that [ feared lest there
i the church. she

=0.

me

reason why
a scandal in

ir. Doran's door just after we

i she endeavored to push her
z-very abusive éxpressions

Y fe, and threatening
I had foreseen the possibility of
ihe and T had two

ws there private clothes,
her out again. She was
saw that there was no

even

sort

soon pushed

whe =}

' making a row
wife hear

goodness,

all this?”

ank she did not.”
was scen walking with' #his

woman afterward?”

¢s. That i{s what Mr. Lestrade of
nd Yard looks upon as so serious.
t that Flora decoyed my wife
i some terrible trap for her.”

is= a possible supposition.”

£ so, toe?"

ay a probable one.
vourself look upon

nd she

But you
this as

nk Flora would hurt a

sl

., jealousy
character

is a strange transformer
Pray what is your own

what took place?”
I came to seek a theory,
i one. 1 have given you
1ce yvou ask me, however,
that it has occurred to me as
hat the excitement of this af-
f nsciousness that she had made
so immense a social stride, had the effect
causing little nervous disturb-
in my
“‘.,‘:
nged?
Vell, reaily, when 1 consjder that she
turned her back—I will not say upon
t u so much that many have
ut success—I can hardly

v otner fashion.”
certainly that is also a conceiv-
le hypothesis,” sald Holmes, smiling.
‘And now, Lord St. Simon, I think that
I have nearly all my data. May I ask
whether you were seated at the break-
that you could see out

as 1o

really,

Well

some
wife.
, that she had become suddenly

s the other side of the
road and the park.”

“Quits Then 1 do not think that [
1 to detain you longer. I shall com-
nicate with you.” :
yvou be fortunate enough to
solve this problem,” said our client, ris-
ing

“I have solved it.”

“Eh? What was that?”

“1 say that T have solved it.”

“Where, then, is my wife?”

“That is a detail which I shall speed-
ily supply.”

L.ord St. Simon shook his head. “I am
afaid that it wiil take wiser heads than

yure or mine,” he rémarked, and, bow-

& in & stately, old-fashioned manner,
he departed.

“It is very good of Lord St. Simon to
honor my  head by putting it on a level
with his 4wn,” said Holmes, laughing. *“I
think that 1 shali have a whisky and
soda, and a cigdr after all this cross
questioning. 1 had formed my conclu-
as to the case before, our client
came jnto the room.”

“My dear Holmes!”

“I have Jotes of several similar cases,
though none, as I remarked before, which

e quite as prompt. My whole exam-

n served to turn my conjecture into

certainty. Circumstantial evidence is

ceasionally very convincing, as when y®u

find a trout in the milk, te quote Tho-
reau’s example.”

mu

“Should

slons

“But I have heard all that you have
heard.”

“Without, however, the knowledge of
pre-existing cases which serves me so
well. There was a parallel instancg in
Aberdeen some years back, and something
on very much the same lines at Munich
the year after the Franco-Prussian war.
1t is one of these cases—hut, hello, here
is Lestrade! Good afternoon, Lestrade!
You will find an extra tumbler upon the
sideboard, and there are cigars in the
box.”

The official detective was - attired in a
pea-jacket and cravat, which gave him a
decidedly nautical appearance, and he
carried a black canvas bag in his hand.
With a short greeting he seated himseilt
and lit the cigar which had been offered
to him.

“What's up, then?” asked Holmes, with
a twinkle in his eye. “You look dissat-
isfied.”

““And I feel dissatisfied. It is this in-
fernal St. Simon marriage case. I can
make neither head nor tail of the busi-
ness.”

“Really! You surprise me.”

“Who ever heard of such a mixed af-
fair? Every clew seemsg to slip thgough
my fingers. I have been at work upon
it all day.”

“And very wet it scems to have made
yvou,” said Holmes, laying his hand upon
the arm of the pea-jacket.

“Yes, I have been dragging the Ser-
pentine,””

“In heaven’'s

“in search
Simon.”

Sherlock Holmes leaned back in his
chair and laughcd heartily.

‘““Have you dragged the basin of Trafal-
gar Square fountain?”. he asked.

*“Why, what do you mean?”

‘“Because you have just as good a
chance of finding this lady in the one as
in the other.”

Lestradge shot an angry glance at my
companion.

“1 suppose
snarled. g

“Well, I have only just heard the facts,
but my mind is made up.”

“Oh, indeed! Then you think that the
Serpentine plays no part in the matter?”’

*“l think it very unlikely."”

“Then perhaps you will kindly explain
how it is that we found this in ft?"
He opened his bag as he spoke and tum-
bled on the floor a wedding dress of
watered silk, a pair of white satin shoes
and a bride's wreath and veil, all dis-
colored and soaked in water. ‘“There,”
said he, putting a new wedding ring upon
the top of the pile. ‘““There is a little nut
for you to crack, Master Holmes."”

“Oh, indeed!” said my friend, blowing
blue rings into the air. “You dragged
them from the Serpentine?”

““No. They were found floating near the
margin by a park-keeper. They have
been identified as her clothes, and it seem-
ed to me that if the clothes were there
the body would not be far off.”

“By the same brilliant reasoning, every
man’'s body is to be found in the neigh-
borhood of his wardrobe. And pray
what did you hope to arrive at through
this?"”’

“At some evidence implicating Flora
Millar in the disappearance,”

“I am afraid that you will find it diffi-
cult.”

“Are you, indeed, now?” cried Lestrade,
with some bitterness. “I am afraid,
Holmes, that you are not very practical
with vour deductions and your inferences.
You have made two blunders in as many
minutes. This dress does implicate Miss
Flora Millar."” ;

“And How?"

“In the dress is a pocket. In the pocket
is a card case. In the card case is a note.
And here is the very note.” He slapped
it down upon the table in trontx&him.
“Listen to this: ‘You will see when
all is ready. Come at once. F. H. M."
Now my theory all along has been that
Lady St. Simon was decoyed away by
Flora Millar, and that she, with confed-
erates, no doubt, was responsible for her
disappearance. Here, signed with her in-
itials, is the very 1ote which was no
doubt quietly slippéd into her hand at
the door and which lured her within their
reach.”

“Very

what for?"’
of Lady St

name,
of the body

you know all about it,"”” he

goou, Lestrade,” said Holmes.
laughing. *“You really are very fine, in-
deed. Let me see it.”” He took up the
paper in a listless way, but his attention
instantly became riveted, and he gave a
littie cry of satisfaction. *“This is in-
deed important,” said he.”’

“Ha! you find it so?”

‘“Extremely so. I congratulate
warmly," .

Lestrade rose in his triumph and bent
his head to look. “Why,” he shrieked,
“you're looking at the wrong side!"

“On  the contrary, this is the right

side.”
Here is

! you

“The right side? You're mad!
the note written in pencil over here.”

“And over here is what appears to be
the fragment of a hotel bill, which inter-
ests me deeply.” '

“There’s nothing in it. I looked at it
before,” gaid i.estrade. *‘ ‘Oct. 4, rooms,
8s, breakfast 2s 6d, cocktail 1s, lunch 2s
6d, glass sherry 8d.' I see nothing in
that.”

“Very likely not. It is most important,
all the same. As to the note, it is im-
portant, also, or at least the initials are,
so I congratulate you again.”

“I've wasted time enough,” said Les-
trade, rising. *I believe in hard work
and not in sitting by the fire spinning
fine theories. Good-day, Mr. Holmes, and
we shall see which gets to the bottom
of the matter first.”” He gathered up the
garments, thrust them into the bag and
made for the door,

“Just one hint to you, Lestrade,”
drawled Holmes, bhefore his rival vanish-
ed. *“I will tell you the true solution
of the matter. Lady St. Simon is a myth.
There is not, and there never has been,
&any such person.” S

Lestrade looked sadly at my companion.
Then heé turned to me, tapped his fore-
head three times, shook his head solemnly
and hurried away.

He had hardly shut the door behind
him when Holmes rose and put on his
overcoat. *“‘There is something in what
the fellow says about outdoor work,” he
remarked, “so I think, Watson, that I
must leave you to your papers for a
little.””

It was after 5 o'clock when Sherlock
Holmes left me, but I had no time to be
lonely, for within an hour there arrived
a confectioner's man with a very large
flat box. This he unpackea with the help
of a youth whom he had brought with
him, and presently, to my very great’as-
tonishment, a quite epicurean little cold
supper began to be laid out upon our
humble lodging-house mahogany. There
were a couple of brace of cold woodcock,
a pheasant, a pate de foie gras pie, with
a group of anclent and cobwebby bot-
tles. Having laid out all these luxuries
my two visitors vanished away, like the
genii of the Arabian Nights, with no ex-
planation save that the things had been
paid for and were ordered to this ad-
dress,

Just before 9 o’clock Sherlock Holmes
stepped briskly into the room. His fea-
tures were gravely set, but there was a
light in his eye which made me think that
he had not been disappointed in his con-
clusions.

“They have laid the supper, then,” he
said, rubbing his hands.

“You seem to expect company.
have laid for five.”

“Yes, I fancy we may have some com-
pany dropping in,”’ said he. “I am sur-
prised that Lord St. Simon has not al-
ready arrived.  Ha! I fancy that I hear
his step now upon the stairs.”

It was indeed our visitor of the morn-
ing who came bustling in, dangling his
glasses more vigorously than ever, and
with a very perturbed expression upon his
aristocratic features.

“My messenger reached you,
asked Holmes.

“Yes, and I confess that the confents
startled me beyond measure. Have you
good authority for what you say?”

*#The best possible.”

Lord St. Simon sank into a chair ana
passed his hand over his forehead.

“What will the Duke say,” he mur-
mured, *wh he he that one of the
family has en subjected’ to such hu-
miliation?” =

“It is the purest accident. I cannot al-
low that there is any humiliation.”

“Ah, ‘you look on these things from
another standpoint.”

“1 fail to sée that any one is to blame.
I can hardly see how the lady could have
acted otherwise, though her abrupt meth-
od of doing it was undoubtedly to be re-
gretted. Having no mother, she had no
one to advise her at such a crisis.”

“It was a slight, sir, a public slight,”
said Lord St. Simon, tapping his-fingers
upon the table.

“You must make allowance for this poor
gir], placed in so unprecedented a posi-
tion.”

They

then?”

“I will make no allowance. I am very
angry, indeed, and I have been shameful-
ly used.”

“I think that I heard a ring,” said
Holmes. “Yes, there are steps on the
landing. If I cannot persuade you to take a
lenient view of the matter, Lord St. Si-
mon, I have brought an advocate here
who may be more successful.”” He opened
the door and ushered in a lady and gentle-
man. “Lord St. Simon,” said he, “allow
me to introduce you to Mr. and Mrs.
Francis Hay Moulton. The lady, I think,
you have already met.”

At tl sight of these newcomers. our
client had sprung from his seat and stood
very erect, with his eyes cast down and
his hand thrust into the breast of his
frock coat, a picture of offended dignity.
The lady had taken a quick step forward
and had held out her hand to him, but
he still refused to raise his eyes. It was
as well for his resolution, perhaps, for
her pleading face was one which it was
hard to resist,

“You're angry, Robert,” said she. “Well,
1 guess you have every cause to be.”

‘“Pray make no apology to me,”” said
Lord 8t. Simon, bitterly.

“Oh, yes, I know that I have treated
you real bad and that I should have spo-
ken to you before I went; but I was kind
of rattled, and from the time when I
saw Frank here again I just didn't know
what I was doing or saying. I only won-
der I didn’t fall down and faint right
there before the altar.'’ ]

“Perhaps, Mrs. Moulton, you would like
my friend and me to leave the room while
you explain this matter?”

“If 1 may give an opinion,” remarked
the strange gentleman, “‘we've had just
a little too much secrecy over this mat-
ter already. For my part, I should like
all Burope and America to hear the rights
of it.”” He was a small, wiry, sunburnt
man, clean shaven, with a sharp face and
alert manner. -

“Then I'll tell our story right away,
said the lady. “Frank here and I met in
’84 in McGuire's camp, near the Rockies,
where pa was working a claim. We weras
engaged to each other, Frank and I, but
then one day father struck a rich pocket
and made a pile, while poor Frank here
had a claim that petered out and came to
nothing. The richer pa grew, the poorer
was Frank; so at last pa wouldn't hear
of our engagement lasting any longer,
and he took me away to Frisco. Frank
wouldn't throw up his hand, though; so
he followed me there, and he saw me with-
out pa knowing anything about it. It
would only have made him.mad to know,
so we Jjust fixed it up for ourselves.
Frank said that he would go and make
his pile, too, and never come back to
claim me until he had as much as pa.
So then I promised to wait for him to the
end of time and pledged myself not to
marry any one else while he lived, ‘Why
shouldn't we be married right away,
then,’ said he, ‘and then 1 will feel sure
of you, and I won't claim to be your
husband until I come back? Well, we
talked it ‘over, and he had fixed it all
up so nicely with a clergyman all ready
in walting, that we just did it right
there; and then Frank went off to seek
his fortune, and I went back to pa.

“The next I heard of Frank was that he
was in Montana, and then he went pros-
pecting in arizona, and then I heald of
him from New Mexico. After that came
a long newspaper story about how a
miners’ camp had been attacked by
Apache Indlans, and there was my
Frank's name among the killed. I faint-
ed dead away, and I was very sick for
months after. Pa thought I had a de-
cline, and took me to half the doctors in
Frisco. Not a word of news came for a
vear or more, so that I never doubted
tha. Frank was really dead. Then Lord
St. Simon came to Frisco, and we came
to London, and a marriage was arranged,
and pa was very pleased, but I felt all
the time that ne man on this earth
would ever take the place in my heart
that had been given to my poor Frank.

“gtill, f I had married Lord St. Si-
mon, of course I'd have to do my duty
by him. We can't command our love,
but we can our actions. I went to the
altar with him with the intention to make
him just as good a wife as it was in me
to be. But you may imagine what I felt
when, just as I came to the altar rails,
I glanced back and saw Frank standing
and looking at me out of the first pew.
I thought it was his ghost at first; but
when I looked again there he was still,
with a kind of question in his eyes as
if to ask me whether I were glad or

sorry to see him. I wonder I didn't drop.
T know that everything was turning
round, and the words of the clergyman
were just like the buzz of a bee in my
ear. I didn't know what to do. Should
1 stop the service and muke a scene in
the church? I glanced at him again, and
he seemed to know what I was thinking,
for he raised his finger to his lips to tell

me to be still. Then I saw him scribble-

on a piece of paper, and I knew that he
was writing me a note. As T passed his
pew on the way out I dropped by bou-
quet over to him; and he slipped the note
into my hand when he returned me the
flowers. It was only a line asking me to
join him when he made the sign to me to
do so. Of course I never doubted for a
moment that my first duty was to
him, and I determined to do just “what-
ever he might direct.

““When I got back I told my maid, whao

had known him in California and had al- .

ways been his friend. I ordered her to
say nothing, but to get a few things
packed and my ulster ready. I know I
ought to have spoken to Lord St. Simon,
but it was dreadful hard before his moth-
er and all those great people. I just
made up my mind to run away and ex-
plain afterward. I hadn’t been at the ta-
ble ten minutes before I saw Frank out
of the window at the other side of the
road. He beckoned to me and then be-
gan walking jnto the park. I slipped out,
put on-my things and foilowed him. Some
woman came talking something or other
about Lord St. Simon tog me—seemed to
me from the little I heard as if he had
a little secret of his own before marriage
also—but I managed to get away from
her and soon overtook Frank. We got
into a cab together, and away we drove
to some lodgings he had taken im Gordon
Square, and that was my true wedding
after all those years of waiting.  Frank
had been a prisoner among the Apaches,
had escaped, came to Frisco, found that
I had given him up for dead and had
gone to England, followed me there and
*had come upon me at last on the very
morning of my second wedding.”

“I saw it in a paper,” explained the
Amerjcan. *It gave the name and the
church, but not where the lady lived.”

“Then we had a talk as to what we
should do, and Frank was all for open-
ness, but I was so ashamed of it all that
I felt as if I should like to vanish away
and never see any of them again—just
sending a line to pa, perhaps, to show
him that I was alive: It was awful to
me to think of all those lords and ladies
sitting round that breakfast table and
waiting for me to come back. So Frank
took my wedding clothes and things and
made a bundle of them, so that I should
not be traced, and dropped them away
somewhere where no one could find them.
It is iikely that we should have gone on
to Paris to-morrow, only that this good
gentleman, Mr. Holmes, came round to
us this evening, though how he found
us is more than I can think, and he show-
ed us very clearly and kindly that I was
wrong and that Frank was right, and
that we should be putting ourselves in the
wrong if we were so secret. Then he
offered to give us a chance of talking to
Lord St. Simen alone, and so we came
right away round to his rooms at once.
Now, Robert, you have heard it all, and
I am very sorry if I have given you
pain, and I hope that you do not think
very meanly of me.”

Lord St. Simon had by no means re-
laxed his rigid attitude, but had listened
with a frowning brow and a com-
pressed lip to this long narrative.

“Excusge me,” he said, ‘“but it is not
my custom to discuss my most intimate
personal affairs in this public manner.”

“Then you won't forgive me? You
won’t shake hands before I go?”

“Oh, certainly, if it would give you any
pleasure.” He put out his hand and
cgldly grasped that which she extended
id him.

“I had hoped,” suggestea Holmes, ‘“that
you would have joined us in a friendly
supper.”’

“I think that there you ask a little too
much,” responded his Lordship. “I may
be forced to acquliesce in these recent de-
velopments, but I can hardly be expected
to make merry over them. I think that,
with your permission, I will now wish
you all a very good-night.” He included
us all in a sweeping bow and stalked out
of the room.

“Then I trust that you at least will
honor me with your company,” sald Sher-
lock Holmes. “It is always a joy to
meet an American, Mr. Moulton, for I

one of those who believe that th-:
:(;n”y ofe a monareh and the blundering of
a minister in far-gone years will not pre-
vent our children from being some day
c'tizens of the same world-wide cuuxt\tr.\‘
under a fiag which shall be a quarter-
ing of the Union Jack with the Stars
and Stripes.” z
- - - e

-“Phe case has been an interesting one,
remarked Holmes, when our visitors haq
left us, “because it serves to show very
clearly how simple the explanation may
be of an-affair which at first sight seems
to he almost inexplicable. Nothing could
be more natural than the sequence of
events as narrated by this lady. and
nothing' stranger than the result when
viewed, for instance, by Mr. Lestrade,
of Secotland Yard.”

“You were not yourself at fault at all
then?"

“From the first, two facts were very ob-
vious to me, the one that the lady had
been quite willing to underge the wed-
ding ceremony, the other that she had
repented of it within a few minutes of
returning home. Obviously something had
occurred during the morning, then,_ to
cause her to change her mind. What
could that something be? She could not
have spoken to any ohe when she was
out, for she had been in the company of
the bridegroom. Had she seen some one,
then? If she had, it must be some one
from America, because she had spent so
short a time in this country that she
could hardly have allowed any one (o ac-
quire so decp an Influence over her that
the mere sight of him would induce her to
change her plans so completely. You see
we have already arrived, by a process of
exclusion, that she might have seen an
Amlerican. Then who could this Ameri-
cart be, and why should he possess so
much influence over her? It might be a
lover: it might be a husband. Her young
womanhood had, I knew, been spent in
rough scenes and under strange condi-
tions. So far I had got before I ever
heard Ldrd St. Simon’s narrative. When
he told us of a man in a pew, of the
change in tihe bride’s manner, of so trans-
parent a' device for obtaining a note as
the dropping of a bouquet, of her resort
to her confidential maid, and of her very
significant allusion to claim jumping—
which in miners’ parlance means taking
possession of that which another person
has a prior claim to—the whole situation
became absolutely clear. She had- gone
off with a man, and the man was either
a lover or was a previous husband—the
chances being in favor of the latter.”

“And how in the world did you find
them?"

“It might have been difficult, but friend
Lestrade held information in his hands
the value of which he did not himself
know. The initials were of course, of the
highest importance, but more valuable
still was it to know that within a week
he had settled his bill at one of the
most select London hotels.”

“How did you deduce the seleet?”

“By the select prices.. Eight shillings
for a bed and eightpence for a glass of
sherry pointed to one of the most ex-
pensive hotels. There are not many in
London which charge at that rate. In
the second ome which I visited in North-
umberland avenue, I learned by an in-
spection of the book .that Francis H
Moulton, an American gentleman, had left
only the day before, and on looking over
the entries against him I came upon the
very itemg which:I had seen in the du-
plicate bill. His letters were to be for-
warded to No, 226 Gordon square; so
thither I traveled, and being fortunate
enough to find the loving couple at home,
I ventured to give them some paternal ad-
vice, and to peint out to.them that it
would be better in eyery way that they
should make their position a little clearer
both to the general public and to Lord
St. Simon in particular. I invited them
to meet him here, and, as you see, i
made him keep the appointment.”

“But with no very good result,”™ I re-
marked. “His conduct was certainly not
very gracious.”,

‘““Ah, Watson,” said Holmes, smiling,
“perhaps you would not be very gracious
either if, after all the trouble of wooing
and wedding, you found yourself deprived
in an instant of wife and of fortume. I
think that we may judge wLord St. Simon
very mereifully, and thank our stars
that we are never likely to find ourselves
in the same position. Draw your chair
up and:hand me my violin, for the only
problem we have still to solve is how to
while away these bleak. autumnal even-
ings."”
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(Copyright, 1905, by Joseph B. Bowles.)

ANUAL training is simply the

training of the hands. Of all

wondertul things on earth the

hand is surpassing and superla-

tive in beauty and capability.

Look at it. Four fingers and a thumb, an

open palm; what other instrument is

there so pliant, so flexible, so obedient to
its owner's will?

Then, girls, as if one hand were not
nough, each of us has two. To tell the
ruth, we do not make half the use we

ght of the poor left hand, which is
treated jike an orphan child whose edu-
neglected, while everything is

vished on the much prized right hand.
The fact is we all ought to be able to use
both hands impartially, to be as deft and
the use of the left hand as in
of the right.

One sign of a good brain is a sure, safe
and accurate method of using the hands.
You may fancy that it is very important
for you to learn a good deal of science,
ever so much history, and ever so much
arithmetic. But, after all, it is just as
important that you should know how to
do things weil, swiftly, thoroughly and
easily with the hands. You don't want
to be awkward and clumsy in using fin-
gers and tbumb. People who are skillful
in the use of their hands are very seldom
lacking in efficiency in other things.

Every girl used to be taught to do plain
needlework beautifuily by hand. Before
the days of sewing machines no young

cation is

clever in

that

girl would have been considered either
well educated or accomplished who did
not know how to make her own gar-
ments with dainty neatness, who could
not darn stockings nicely, and who was
unskilled in the art of setting in a patch
and making old linen last after it had
begun to break here and there in thin
places. 1 think myself that to do plain
hand sewing with elegance is a finer ac-
complishment than to embrolder beauti-
fully.

Yet to be sure, embroidery is the poetry
of the needle. I have seen in a home in
New Jersey some pieces of artistic m-
broidery which are fit to be handed down
as heirlooms, or to find a permanent place
in some museum of art. They are mar-
vels of exquisite shading and coloring and
resemble the most beautiful specimens of
work with the brush.

I think I hear Dorothy remarking to
Gladys that for her part she does not like
sewing and never did; that she has heard
her mother ray there is no economy in
making clothes at home, when they may
be bought at reasonable rates in the
shops, and that she for one does not
mean to be coaxed and humbugged into
sitting down with a needle when she
would much rather be doing something
else.

Very well, Dorothy, you have the privi-
lege of candor, but just listen to me, my
dear.

If any one of you girls is conscious of
a pronounced, decided and strenuous aver-
sion to the manual training which you can
get by learning the womanly art of sew-
ing, then I adyise you for your own sake
to conguer the aversion long enough to
learn what you don't like. I have said
this before in another connection. I now
repeat that nothing is better for a girl in
the line of mental discipline than reso-
lutely to undertake and diligently to carry
through some undertaking which does not
much appeal to her. Every one of us is
stronger if now and then she climbs up
some hill of difficulty and seats herself
comfortably en the top to view the land-
scape o'er. Mathematics or needlework,
cither will do, If we conquer our lazi-
ness.
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As for other manual training, you girls

should learn to handle tools. A well
equipped tool chest is as valuable a pos-
session to a girl as to a boy. As things
now are, thousands of young women after
they grow up will have homes of their
own, in whi¢h they will live and reign in
quite contented spinsterhood. Perhaps
you will be stenographers, artists or
newspaper women, by and by, living in
pleasant companionship with other women
like yourselves, without even a brother or
a cousin to help you along. There are
times when a man in the house is a great
comfort, but if there should not be a con-
venient masculine relative within call, a
girl who ean use a hammer, a saw and a
screwdriver, who.can open boxes that
come by express, and nail boxes up, who
can mend something that is broken and

do her own household tinkering without”

outside aid, will be a very independent
girl.

The manual-iraining class is supposed
not so much to enable you to do marvel-
ous things in school as to fit you for
taking good care of yourself in practical
ways later on in life. I am disposed to
include under the head of manual train-
ing some things that most girls find very
pleasant. Why should not a schoolgirl
:be taught to drive, to ride, to row and
to reef a sail?
which the hands play a part is better
carrfed on by a young woman whose
hands have been trained than by one
who has given exclusive attention to her
mind and very little to her body.

. L .

If T were you I would care a good deal
about the beauty of the hands. They
should be well kept, but not so well kept
that their owners do no useful work. For
instance, there is washing the digshes-—a
homely task which is seldom properly
done cxcept by a lady. Of course, you
and 1 take pride in the possession of
beautiful china. In a New England farm-
house that I know there are intact, not a
plece broken, a cup nicked, a platter chip-
ped, or any damage done anywhere, two
gets of ancestral china. The china was
brought from England in the early days
of the Massachusetts colony, and it has
been handed down from mother to daugh-
ter in an unbroken line ever since.

All the outdoor life in-
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Housework Will Not Harm the
Hands in the Least—The
Value of Soap of Good Qual-
ny—'l'!ght Gloves Exagger-
ate the Sire of the Hand—
How to Use the Manicure
Set—How to Remove Stains
-—Avoid the Fashionable
“Handshake”—The Cordial
Hand Clasp Better Than the
Kiss.

(Copyright, 1905, by Joseph E. Bowles.)
PRETTY hand is desired by
every girl.

‘What is a pretty hand? I sup-

‘pose we shall agree that it is

one which is white and dimpled,

with rosy finger tips, nice nails and
small joints. Large, obtrusive knuckles,
hands that are too thick and pudgy, or
too jthin and scrawny to be sym-
metrical, are not precisely beautiful.
But so far as the size and shape of our
hands are concerned, we have to take
them as they come. We are born with
the hands of our ancestry, but the care
of the hands is our own, and has far
more to do with keeping them beauti-
ful than some people think. I am dis-
posed to the opinion that our hands
show character almost as unerringly
as our faces do, and I think the man-
ner of using them and the general neat-
ness or slovenliness which their own-
ers impose upon them are apt to be
revelations of the inward life.

For instance, there is Amy, a rest-
less, nervous and excitable girl, whose
hands are never still a minute when
she is awake. She is always clasp-
ing and unclasping them, taking up
books and laying them down, fussing
with her hair or her dress, and show-
ing in unmistakable ways that she has
no basis of quietude in her own nature.
There is Lucy, who cannot sit heside a

friend without possessing herself of the
friend's hand, squeezing it and fondling
it as qne strokes a kitten, and near
Lucy sits Fannie, with a yet more ob-
jectionable habit of handling every-
thing she sees; objects of art, curios,
fans or other delicate things in other
people’s houses, or in the shops, articles
meant to be looked at, but not Intended
to be touched. Fannie's way is sure to
render her persona non grata wherever
she goes.
* L -

George Eliot, describing Dorothea
Middlemarch, says: ‘“Her hand and
wrist were so finely formed that she
could wear sleeves not less bare of style
than those in which the blessed virgin
appeared to Italian painters.”

If you lecok at some favorite picture of
the Madonna by Raphael Sou will see
the sort of hand that Dorothea had. Such
hands can lie peacefully crossed in one's
iap, or, if busy with the pen or needle,
they still retain their feeling of calmness.

“It was all very well for Dorothea to
have had those statuesque hands” ex-
claims Marjorie, “but just fancy that
she had been in my case, and had dishes
to wash, beds to make and sometimes
pieces to Iron. Although I am a school
girl, T have to help my mother with the
housework, and kitchen work spoils a
pretty hand.” I am aware that many
girls think just as Marjorie does about
this. I have even known girls who shirk-
ed bhousehold tasks and allowed tired
mothers to grow more tired instead of
trying to ease their burdens, simply be-
cause they feared to ruin hands of which
they were vain. You would never do
this, T am sure, you girls who are read-
ing this talk.

While I am about it, let me caution
you not to wear dress gloves too small
for you, or that fit too tightly. Instead
of making your hand look smaller, tight
gloves exaggerate its size. Gloves should
be long enocugh to fit the rngers com-
fortably and should come up well over
the wristt I am rather old-fashioned
and do not like to see young girls put-
ting on gloves in public. One's outdoor
toilet should be fully completed before
one leaves the house. I know a school
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where girls receive demerits if they go
out to walk or make calls without put-
ting on their gloves first.

Every young girl should have on_her
dressing table a manicure set. This con-
sists of a small pair of curved scissors,
a nail flle, an orange stick, a chamois
polisher and a little box of nail powder.
‘When about to trim the nails soften them
by dipping the ends of the fingers into
warm soapy water. File the nails. first,
gently press back the cuticle with an
orange stick, rub them with a little
vaseline and polish the nails with
chamois. A girl who neglects cleanliness
in the daily toilet of the hands and nafls
is either indifferent to bathing and-to
the proper care of the body, or else her
early surroundings have been unfortu-
nate. Observe girls, that a lady's hands
may be rough and red, but they are in-
variably immaculate. Clean hands are
the hall-mark of a gentlewoman.

I must add a word, too, about the cor-
dial hand-clasp. Some girls have a limp,
flabby way of shaking hands. They really
have no grip. Others go to the opposite
extreme, and almost crush a friend's
hand when they grasp it. There is a
happy medium in this, as in most things.
When you meet a friend in the street or
at your home, it is very seldom necessary
to greet her with a kiss. Almost never
should one girl kiss another in a public
place. The only exception 1is when
friends are separating for a long time or
for a journey, such as crossing the At-
lantic or the continent. Then kisses are
in order. Usually, it is enough to shake
hands when one encounters friends or ae-
quaintances, and the hand-clasp should
be warm and sincere. .

Do not rush to fads in hand-shaking.
Several yvears ago there was a fashion
of elevating a friend’s hand in a rather
abrupt perpendicular way, which had an
extremely awkward effect. That style is
now obsolete. In your own homé do not
greet visitors with a mere stiff bow.
Offer your hand. You have, of course,
the privilege of refusing to shake hands
with a person you dislike, or with one
of whom you do not approve.

‘““The hand of Douglas is his own,” but
one can hardly offer a greater slight than
to refuse or overlook a proffered hand.




