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THE RIGHT ROAD.
““I have lost the road to hapniness—
Does anyone know it, pray?
1 m!d:velling there when the morn was
air,
But somehow I wandered away.

"I saw rare treasures in scenes of pleas-
ures,
And ran to pursue them, when, lo!
I had lost the path to happlness,
And I know not whither to go.

*“I have lost the way to happiness—
Oh, who will lead me back?” _
Turn off from the highway of selfish-
ness .
To the right—up duty’s track!

Keep straight along, and you can't go
wrong,
For as sure as you live, I say,
The fair, lost fields of happiness
Can only be found that way.
—Ella Wheeler Wilcox, in Good Cheer.

GAPTAIN GLOSE

BY CAPTAIN CHARLES KING.

[Copyright, 1804, by J. B. Lippincott Co.]

XIII.
Confined to her bed and room as was

* Madam Walton, and only vaguely aiive

to what might be going on in the house-
hold—for there were days when she
lay dull and apathetic, yet mereifally
spared from suffering—it was Esther's
duty and fondest care to minister to
her mother’s needs even at a time when
her heart was torn with anxiety or ac-
count of her husband, now a prisoner
in the hands of the United States mar-
shal at the capital, and of her brother,
who, under the orders of the general in
command of the department, had been
sent under guard to New Orleans, Lizere
to await his trial by court-martial for
the erime of desertion. The visits of
the old family physician were frequent,
for the invalid had had too much to suf-
fer and seemed incapable of further
struggle. Floyd was twice permitted
to visit his mother during the two days
that clapsed before telegraphic orders
came in his case. She knew him, clurg
10 him., yvet seemed unable to realize
that he was going from her. She once
or twice asked if Judge Summers had
been heard from, for Cousin Bart had
written full details of Floyd’s trouble,
and the family united in urging him to
make an appeal 1o certain influential
friends of the ante bellum days, who
had scandalized the Waltons by their
loyalty to the old flag. Then Lambert
wrote # letter which Close signed and
sent to the department headquarters,
and the boy, remembering some kind
words said to him by his father’s old
friend, ventured on a personal leiter
to the general himself, pleading Wal-
ton's case and portraying the family's
distress. It was this letter that over-
came Esther's objection to the ativice
of Mr. Potts to the effect that they take
Mr. Lambert in as a day boarder. And
within 48 hours of his initial appearance
at their table Mrs. Seroggs, as he was
the first to address his blushing hostess,
was ‘more than reconciled to the stcp.
Jut if she was, Miss Kate was not.
The wrath and indignation of that
voung lady can hardly be described. It
was one thing, she declared. for her to
sell eggs and butter toa gentleman who
was a friend of Floyd's, who told her he
despised his captain as much as she did,
who had enlisted only because he had
been promised immediate promotion to
a captaincey, and who never would have
done so even then, had he known that
soldiers could be used to persecute the
neople of the south. He was only wait-
ing for his commission to come—or his

- discharge—to tell Capt. Close what he

thought of his conduct. 1t was all very
well to make friends with a gentleman
like Mr. Riggs, who had been dear
brother Floyd's friend at Quitman be-
fore he fell in love with that horrid
designing Yankee girl who had led him
on to *“ ‘cohtin’” her when she was all
the time engaged to thatrich ragpicker
or whuteveh he might be. Mr. Riggs
had behaved like a puhfect gentleman.
(She had forgotten the little bill he had
been ranning up and was so long vainly
importuned to pay. She also attached
slizht importance to Barton’s state-
ment that “Brother Floyd said Riggs
was a fraud and liar, and responsible for
much—though not all—of his trouble.”)
As between Mr. Riggs and this new
Yankee lieutenant, who had dared 1o
disguise himself and seek o make her
aequaintance, she had but one opinion;
Riggs was driven to drink and desertion
by having had to serve under such
brutes. She declared she would starve
rather than eat under the same roof
\nth Lieut. Lambert, insisted on stay-
ing in her mother’s room and being
setved there, and was conspicuous by
her absence from the table for the first
* 48 hours since Lambert's admittance,
despite Esther's pleading and Barton’s
ridicule. “You may think it fine to take
money from sueh people, Mrs. Scroggs,”
she declared, with high dis-
dain; *“bzt you never would if moh
was well enough to know whut was go-
pgz on.” (Moh is the only alphabetical
combination that I can think of which
even approximately represents Miss
Kate's prenunciation of the term by
which she was accustomed to refer to
her mother). But if Miss Kate werz2 in-
dignant, before, she was simply furious
when her married sister responded,
with exaspemating calm:

“And yet you took Mr. Lambert’s
money in payment for your butter,
Katesie.”

“Ah didn’% How day-ah you say 50,
Esthuh? Jt was Mr. Riggs'.”

“Floyd says it wasn’t. Floyd says
that man had not had a cent for three
weeks. You know yourself it was Mr,

. Lambert there at the fence both nights,
.. and you know why that wretch couldn’t

have been there.”

then, till it's paid back,” Miss Wal-
tom, “An’ it-was mean au’ w
| u cowuhdly in him to i'.

rans of hearing that lay so close under
the brown curls on either side of Mr.
Lambert’s shapely head—ears which
she cpuld gladly have pinched, or
iweaked, or even banged, in her wrath
at that moment. The hard-earned, long-
expected five dollars had been sent to
town and expended before this sisterly
conference took place, or beyond doubi
Miss Katesie would have hurled it back
at the donor when he came so springily
up the walk that crisp December even-
ing.

Two days later brought a long letter
irom Floyd, written from the barracks
at New Orleans. He was not confined
in the guardhouse, as he had feared and
expected to be. The prisoners awaii-
ing sentence were there, but those yet
to be tried were kept in an old store-
house that was not uncomfortable, and
on the evening of his arrival an officer,
Lieut. Waring of the artillery, took him
into a separate rooin, “treated me like
a perfect gentleman,” wrote poor Floyd.
Jeaving his readers to divine whether
{his lavish descriptive were to apply to
the lieutenant or himself, listened to
IFloyde’s story from beginning to end,
and told him to keep up his Splrl‘l.h
“Lieut. Lambert had written urging
him to do all he could to help me, and
had asked old Gen. Ducannon to restore
me to duty without trial, in view of the
way I had been tricked. If he does,
and will send me out against those in-
fernal Indians in Texas, by heaven I'll
show them I can fight as hard for the
flag to-day as I did against it three and
four yvears ago. All I ask is officersand
gentlemen like him—oryoung Lambert
--to serve under, and I'll earn my par-
don.”

They had been utterly blue and hope-
less on Floyd's account sinee his trans-
fer to New Orleans, and this Ietter was
a revelation. Esther took it up to her
mother's room and strove to make her
understand its purport, “Katesie” &it-
ting silently, and, at first, scornfully
by. Mrs. Walton's faculties seemed ton
dazed to follow, and Esther had to re-
iterate and explain. Then the doctor
came, and the hale old gentleman's
eves filled as he read. “That young fel-
low is a trump,” said he, referring to
Lambert; and he, too, bent over the
gentle invalid and whispered hope and
courage. Later, when Kate was wanted,
it was found she had quitted the room.
‘Esther discovered her after consider-
able search, shivering in a room up-
stairs. She wouldn’t talk, but that
evening came to tea.

For several days Miss Kate contrived
to hold aloof from the general conver-
sation, but it was a hard fight against
every natural impulse. Before the end
of the week her resolution had failed
her utterly, and time and again her
ready tongue had challenged Lambert
to debate; and now, to her chagrin, it
was he who declined. When formally
presented to “My sister, Miss Walton,”
by Mrs. Scroggs, the young gentleman
had bowed very low and had striven to
be civil. As they sat facirng each other,
and only the width of the table apart,
her downcast eyes and determined si-
lence proved embarrassing, even though
long, curving, sweeping |lashes and
flushed cheeks appeared, perhaps, to
dangerous advantage. “Aw pshaw!”
said Cousin Bart that evening, as he
and Lambert were smoking the pipe of
peace and the young fellow ventured a
fear that he had offended the damsel in
the butter business, “just you pay no

attention to that child for a day or
two, an’ see how quick she’ll come
round. She just wants to be hufly.

She’ll be hawbly cut up when she finds |

yvou don’t notice her.” Potts had not a
little worldly wisdom when he wasn't
drinking, and since his installation as
ex-officio head of the house he hadn’t
touched a drop. Lambert was begin-
ning to like him very much, but
couldn’t induce him to come over o
camp. “I can’t stand that captain of
yours,” was his sole explanation.

From frigid silence on Katesie's part
to occasional monosyllable and thence
to brief and caustic comments on the
remarks of her sister and cousin the
transition was easy; but. now that Lam-
bert addressed no remarks whatever to
her, yet chatted smilingly with the
others, the girl’s position became ex-
asperating. She was willing enough, at
the start, to keep at wide distanee, but
that anybody should presume to hold
her there was a very different matter;
in fact, simply intolerable. Esther
noted in silent amusement how the girl
began to display unaccustomed so-
licitude as to the fit of her gown, the
effect of such poor little efforts at or-
namentation as her simple store of lace
or ribbon afforded. Such guaint, old-
fashioned bows and flounces as came
forth, such queer combinations of shade
and color! Esther caught her more
than once glancing up shyly from under
the long lashes and looking furtively at
her vis-a-vis, for Lambert, with malice
prepense and aforethought, began tell-
ing Mrs. Scroggs of the belles and
beauties of last summer at the Point,
and one evening when the verbal block-
ade had lasted perhaps three days he
turned to Esther as they were rising
from the table—and if it wasn't taking a
mean advantage of a defenseless foe,
what would be?

“I brought over these two to show
you, Mrs. Scroggs,” said he, produging
some carte-de-visite photographs from
an envelope. “This is Miss Fordham,
who was considered the prettiest girl
at Cozzens’ this year, though that fash-
ionable street suit is perhaps less be-
coming to her than evening dress. And
this is Miss Torrance. I think I told
you that our ladies are no longer wear-
ing crinoline, and that these short
dresses are worn even for calling in the
daytime.”

‘And Katie Walton was halted at the
threshold as she would have left the
room. What woman could resist a peep
at these pictures of reigning belles
garbed in the height of the fashion of
the day—a fashion these fair southern
sisters had never seen, and had only
| vaguely heard of! Cousin Bart could

-

havo laughed outright when he caught
‘__--a 0 esie’s face, but merci-

stairs, but came down five minutes|
later, as Lambert knew she would, ||

“looking for a book;” and Isther.
yearning over her, called her sister 1o

her side. Looking at northern girls’’

pictures wasn't making friends with
their friends anyhow! “Ah don’t see
anything pretty in that one,” was
Katesie’s prcmpt comment. *“And Ab
couldn’t be hi-uhd to weah a gown like
that.”, But Lambert felt that he had
won the day, and the next evening
fetched over a whole album full. “Ce
n’est que le premier pas,” etc. Miss
Walton, having looked at two, conclud-
ea she might as well see the others, but
she never meant to ask questions about
them—as she had to when Esther wen?®

in to see what moh would Jike for her
tea. Cousin Bart had brought in a bag
of plump and tempting “partridges”
that evening, and was beginning to
puzzle Esther very much, when she re-

membered how impecunious a persen

Bart had ever been, to account for the
supplies which he began to fetch from
town.

And so things were going a trifle bet:
ter at the old homestead towards the
end of December. Hopeful letters came
from Walton. The Parmelee party
were having difficulty in getting reli-
able evidence against him; his friends
were making him entirely comfortabie
in his confinement, and his lawyer as-
sured him that his release would be
offected in a very few days. Floyd wrote
that an g§id-de-camp of the general com=
manding had come with Lieut. Waring
10 see him, and to say-that his case was
eing invesiigated and that, as yet, no
harges had been preferred by the com-
mander of his troop. Little deiicacies
and Iuxuries in the way of tea, jellies.
preserves and wine—things to which
they thad been strangers since early in
the war—were finding their way in and
greatly comforting the invalid mother,
and, could their doctor but say the dear
lady was really mending, the giris
would have had hope and courage, but
{he doctor could not say.

“TI've got to go to Quitman for two
days on business, Esther,” said Cousin
Bart one keen morning, “and I reckon
1'll ask Dr. Falconer to come back with
me, 'f you don’t wind, and have a day
ot the birds. They'll all be gone in a
week f this weather keeps on.”

“You have deeper reason than that,
Barton. I saw you with Dr. Coleman
when he went out last night. It'sa con-
sultation, is it not?”

“Why, of co’se I want Coleman to have
a chance to talk it over with Falconer,

Formally préesented to '‘'my sister, Miss Walton.™

and he'd like it, too. Falconer's more
up to date, the old man says, and he
thinks perhaps the new school knows
something wuth tryin'. You see,Cousin
[.ou ain't pickin' up fasi as she onght
1o

"1 see it all too plainly, Bart. What
[ don’t see is where all the money is
to come rom to pay for doctors and
consultations and—and—" Big tears
began welling in her soft, sad qyes.
“Bart, wher=does it all come from now?
liow do we get all these dainties? You
can’t spare it. It mustn't be Mr. Lam-
bert's—"

“Now
that, Esther. 1 made a raise, I tell you.
There's old Uncle Pete and that no-
'count nigger Frank been owin’ your
mother on last year's erawp o’ cawt'p
all this time. I made them pony up, an’
[ told Hicks I'd seil out his mule an’
cart ’f he didn’t pay—made him bawwo
the monev—""

“That. wouldn't begin to cover the
cost of what you've been having sent up
from New Orleans—the expressage
even—"

“Now just don't you bawwo trouble.”
(One r in 2 sentence wasn't too much
for Potts. When they doubled up on
him he confessed judgment.) *“Lam-
bert 'tends to all that. Uncle Sam, he
says, pays freight cn commissary stores,

Just do’s T say, and we'll feteh Cousin |

Yoou round all right yet, and find some-
body to rent the old place and sepd vo'
all down to Biloxi for the winter. But
J1l tell you what I do think, Esther;
v'ought to have Lambert over to sleep
in my room while I'm gone. He'll
come.”

But when Lambert eame to tea that
night half expecting to be welcomed
to Cousin Bart’s place in his absence,
a surprise awaited him. Esther, with
joy in her eyes, blushingly told him
that her husband would be with them
before nine o'clock. A telegram had
announced his release and speedy com-
mg.

“There’s no train over before morn-
mg. is there?” he asked. \

“No—but—Mr. Scroggs took the stage
at noon for Vernon, up north of here,
and will get a_horse there,”

And, as it was evident that she looked
any moment for that longed-for com-
ing, Lambert decided to slip back to
camp instead of spending an hour in
chat or 'reading, as he usually did. At
this Miss Katesie's big blue-gray eyes
were opened wide with surprise, then

lowened in eontumon, for he turned m

just don’t vou bother 'bout’

| come up agin it an’ jist curl up like a

on’t :now wh'a Ah should,” wes
mpt and pouting reply. “Sis-
Auh can if she likes.”

“‘She doesn't like, to-night—as a mat-
ter of course. I couldn’t expect her
to. But as your good mother is sleep-
ing and Mrs. Scroggs will be able to
leave her to welcome her husband, and
you will be—well—rather superfluous,
I thought I might profit by the situa-
tion t0 the extent of havmg an hour’s
chat with you—about your fair com-
patnots up north, for example.”

don’t know of any subject that
wo_ﬂl@ interest me less. And they’re
not Ay compatriots, as you call them,”
answered Miss Kate, with fire in her
! eyu-

“AR, true,” said Lambert, with pro-
voking coolness, and a mischievous
smile twitching the corners of his
mouth; “I recall your indifference to
their photographs the other evening.
Will you kindly say good-night to Mrs.
Seroggs for me, and tell her—

“AR’ll tell her you were simply hate-
ful and Ah thought you'd never go!”

“Well, I won’t, if you think I ought

to stay,” said Lambert, returning smil-
ingly to the door and proceeding to
hang his forage cap upon its accus-
tomed peg. She promptly snatched it
from his hand.
. “Ah wish you and your photographs
wuh freezing up nawth, whuh you
b'long, 'stead of coming down hyuh
ty'annizing over people—"

“Now do you know I was wishing that,
too? It's so much nicer freezing up
north than being frozen here; and then
next week’s Christmas. Oh, you don’t
have any mistletoe here, do you?”

“We did, before you all came. You
Yankees ruined everything nice you
didn't carry off.”

“Now, what am I to say, Miss Katesie?
If I don’t say you're nice you'll think
I'm upgallant; and what Yankee would
ever dare try to carry you off2”

“Lieut. Lambert, Ah think you're
simply horrid, and Ah wish you'd go,
'stead of standing there pulling your
mustache in that silly way.”

“Now, Miss Katesie!—the idea of your
being the first girl to set her face against
this struggling mustache! I mnever
should have thought it of you. Or was
it the mistletoe put you in mind—"

“Will you go?” she cried, with flam-
ing cheeks and stamping foot. “How
day-uh you stand there laughing at
me? Oh, if I were a man—"

“If you were a man nobody would
think of such a thing. As I'm one, I
can't help it.”

“Ah wish Ah could help you down
those steps and back to camp,” she re-
torted, trying hard to look furious.
[TO BE CONTINUED.]

DIDN'T YEARN FOR WEALTH.

After He Yound Out How to Ob-
tain It.

“But a man kin make money very fast
in this town if he likes,” remarked the
Oklahoma man, in a casual sort of man-
ner.

s | auppose so,” put in thé stranger at
onuce, with an earnestness that showed
Le was eager to be let into the secret of
it.

“Yes,” rejoined the other; “I saw a
man here the other day make $1,000
| almost at once, ye might say.”

“Indeed!”

“Fac’, «sir; he was a stranger, just
like you—I don’t know whar he came
from or anythin’ about Lim morn I
know about you; but anyhow he comes
here, sir, an’ gits in with some o’ them
thar insurance agents over to the sta-
tion yonder, an' gits his life insured to
onc’t, d'ye see?”

ttI Sf.‘e.”

“Yes, gits his life insured, an’ then,
sir, out he comes and begins shoutin’
his politics around right straight. Oh,
he was business, he was, [ tell ye! Well,
sir, "tworen’t mor'n haif an hour from
the time that feller landed at the station
a poor man till the insurance company
was writin’ out a check fer $1,000 fer
his widder. It was the sharpest thing
I ever see. Deng if I ever see sich a plan'
Did you?”

The stranger agreed most cordially
that it was a sharp trick indeed, but
added as he rose to see when the next
train would leave there that, unfor-
tunately for him, he didn’t have any
polities at all and, what was more, Le
had no wife, *“Besides,” said he, anx-
iously, “I'll—I'll tell you straight, I
don’t crave wealth at all just now.”—NX,
Y. World.

Egryptian Darkness.

“1t is as dark as ever I seen it,” said
the grocer, looking out into the black-
ness,

“Call this dark?”
the ginger beard.

“You couldn’t see your hand before

vou out there.” answered the grocer.

‘ “But you kin see where the light from
| the lamp hits the hitchin’ post,” said the
man with the ginger beard; “an’ down
| in Mexico whur I run a enjyne sone
years ago, I've seen a streak of dark
come aerost the track so durn thick
that the light frum the headlight would

said the man with

shavin’. Many a time!”

And the man with the ginger beard
looked defiantly at the man from Po-
tato Creek, whom hs suspected of hav-
ing snickered.—Cincinnati Enquirer,

The Great Khan of Tartary.

The personal appearance of the great
Khan, as deseribed by Marco, is as fol-
lows: “He is of good stature, neither
|_tall nor short, but of middle height. He
has a becmm‘ng amouant of flesh, and is
very shapely in all his limbs. His com-
plexion is white and red, and the eyes
black and fine, the nose well formed ard
will set on.” But the portrait of Kublai
[ Khan, drawn by a Chinese artist, dosa
not exactly correspond with the pea
portrait given here by Marco. We
know EHO. from Marro’s own narrativa.
that t nperor was subject to gout
m‘hb life, and we are led to infes

¢ he was rather curpulent, as he ig

| pride nor sympaty in de biz.

~-mmmw
Noak Brooks,inSt |

TWO OF A KIND.

Buat the Dry Goods Sanlesman Objeeted
to Fellowship with the Puller-in,
A smart-looking and weil-dressed

gentleman lounged in the elevator en-

trance of a Broadway wgolesale dry
goods warehouse. Appareifitly his sole

occupation was watching the faces ol

passers-by. Now and then he would

make a feint at starting for some pass-

ing figure, and then generally resumed

his listless attitude against ‘the deor-
Jamb. At last he did make a frantic
dive for a stout gentleman who was
passing. Unfortunately a ecrowd of
pedestrians obstructed his purpose, and
before he could clutch the arm of the
stout gentleman, who was a buyer for
a well-known retail store, another
smart-loaking, well-dressed gentleman
who had been lounging at the elevator
entrance of another wholesale dry
goods warehouse darted out, seized the
stout gentleman by the hand and had
bim in the elevator in a moment.

That same afternoon the first men-
tioned of the two smart-looking, well-
dressed gentlemen was walking from
Worth street to the bridge on Park row
and had nearly reached Baxter street
when a tough young man seized him
by the arm.

“Say, boss, can’t I sell you a first-
ciass spring overcoat? Our goods is
de best on de row, an’ we'll make de
price to fit yer pocket. See? Come in
an’ let me—"" '

He tugged vigorously as he said this,
and the gentleman was growing red in
the face.

“Let go my ecoat, you blackguard, or
I'll have you arrested,” he shouted,
strugzling to shake off the other's
clutch.

*Oh, no, you won'’t. We're in de same
biz. See? Jes come inan’look over our
goods. I'm sure we can suit yer.”

With a violent wrench the gentleman
shook himself free and turned indig-
nantly on the puller-in:

“If I eould see a police officer I'd have
You arrested, you—" Then words
failed.

“No, yer wouldn’t. Yer not'n better
'n a puller-in yerself. I'se seen ver on
Iiroadwny layin® fur people an’ yank-
in' 'em in jes’ es we do. im']eb a puller-
in, same as I am, but y’ ain’t got no
See?”

And the smart-looking, well-dressed
gentleman hurried off without sayving
yea or nay or uttering a protest. The
canker of comparison had entered his

soul.—N. Y. Sun.

LATE SHALCES IN GLOVES.

Six Button Suedes in Light Shades for
the Summer.

The newest gloves for summer wear
are the six-button suedes in all the light
shades. The glace is a thing of the
past, at least for the summer. They
are too warm. Besides, the suedes are
much easier to put on when the hand
is warm, and, perhaps, moist with per-
spiration.

The lightest tints in gloves are
trimmed in darker shades of the same

.eolor or contrasting colors. By trim-

mings are meant the stitchings in the
back, the pearl buttons, and the bing-
ing of the edges. A very pretty effect
is obtained in the new shade of yellow
which is called “amber,” and which is
bound all around the edges, including
the five or six big scallops around the
wrist, with a dark brown glace kid.
The buttons are a pearl of the same
dark-brown shade. Other colors, such
as blue, heliotrope or pink tints are
trimmed with black glace and buttons
and stitching. In contrast to these are
shown also the darker shades trimmed
in white in the same manner.

There are two new eycling gloves for
ladies—the ventilated glove and the ad-
justable gauntlet. The ventilated glove
is made with heavy glace dogskin palm
and a suede finish back. both palm and
back being perforated with little pin-
head holes for ventilation. The ad-
justable gauntlet is a good dogskin
glove with patent snap buttons and a
separate gauntlet. which also has snap
button fastening, besides an extra snap
which buttons to the ordinary glove
wrist, fitting as closely as a gauntlet
which is sewed fast to the entire wrist
of the glove. These gauntlets being
separate, and of the best kid in all
brown shades, and taps as well, will
fit over any glove, and will outwear sev-
eral pairs of the ordinary gloves. If
desired one may also wear the gloves
without the gauntlets. Thus a riding
glove may be made into a walking glove,
or vice versa.—Chicago Tribune.

HHouschold Helps,

Lemons are improved and kept fresh
by keeping in cold water till ready for
use. -

A pan or saucepan of hot water placed
in an oven will keep mgat and pastry
from being scorched or dried.

Tin tea kettles may be made as bright
as new by simply rubbing them with a
woolen rag dipped in oil and then wip-
ing quite dry with a ¢lean cloth.

A spoonful of vinegar added to the
water in which meat and poultry are
boiled makes them more tender.

The water in which potatoes have

‘| been boiled is very effective in keeping

silver bright. Tt can be bottled for use,
and if required to be kept a long time
a tenth part of methylated spirits will
do this.—Chicago Record.

Pickle for Meat.

We have successfully used the follow-
ing recipe in hot weather to keep ven-
ison, mutton, ete.: One-half ounce of
carbonate of potash, one-half ounce of
saltpetre, one-half pound of sugar, one
pound of salt. Mix, make one gallon of
brine; dissolve in cold water. Cut up
the meat and salt very lightly, over
night, to draw out the blood. Then
cover with the brine.—Housekeeper.

Creamed Fish.

Take cold boiled fish, remove bones,
flake it, mince a few sprigs of water-
cress or parsley, cover with sweet milk,
scald and season with salt and white
pepper just before sending to ihe table.
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~—Teacher (a.ngrily)— ‘Why don't you

answer Iny question, Bobby?” His

Brother Tommy (answering for him)

—*“Please, sir, he's got a peppermint in

his speech.”—Tit-Bits. .
—Fuddy—*“You call money ‘stamps,’

don’t you?”
currency. So I suppose that when you

speak of an elastic currency, you re-

fer to rubber stamps.”—Boston Tran-
script.

—Freach Waiter (in London restau-
rant, to Yabsley, who bhas been trying
to make himself understood in bill-of-
fare French)—*“If ze gentleman vill tallk
ze langage vot he was born in, I vill

very mooch better understood.”-—Tit-
Bits.

—At the Inteiligence Office.—"“Have
you any cooks that weigh 200 pounds?™
“Goodness! What do you want with

such a big one?” *“Well, we would like
one that won't always be trying to ride
my wife's wheel on the sly.”—Detroit
Free Press.

—“Did that lawyer get a clear view

of the case?” inquired the litigant's
friend. *“No, I'm afraid he didn't. I
told him that my trouble was about
money, and he seemed to be proceed-
ing on the theory that by relieving me
of my money he would cause the
trouble to disappear.” — Washington

Star.

—An Interpretation—“I wonder.”
said Mrs. Cumrox, thoughtfully, *what
that nice, old-fashioned lady means by
putting ‘P. P. C.’ on her card 2" *“That
means she is going away,’ ' replied her
daughter. *“Oh, I see, and she wants
us to know that she is going to travel
in a Pullman palace car.”—Washington
Star.

WHEN TAPE WAS HAND-MADE.

Women of Colonial Times Had 'te
lKmow How to Spin Thread.

Among the many household industries
of' colonial housewives, which include
spinning, pen, ink, wine, glove, shoe
and lace manufacture, was the making
of tape, though this was considered of
minor importance. The preparation for
weaving tape on the small hand loom
was the same as for making yards of
linen cloth on the great looms that stood
in the weaving room attached to the
kitchens of colonial farmhouses. )

The flax when harvested was “rip-
pled” on the field, the rippler being a
large comb fastened on a plank. The
flax was beaten on the comb to remove
the capsules containing the seeds. Then
it was “rotted” to make the fiber soft
and flexible. This was generally accom-
plished by laying it beneath the waters
of the meadow brook or pond. Some
colonial farmers laid it on the ground
for the winter’s snow to render it fit
for the scutcher, the machine that
whipped out all the particles of bark
and stalk adhering to the fiber.

The next and last process before it
was ready for the spinning wheel was
hackling to straighten the flax, free it
from stangles and bring it to the requi-
site fineness. This was done by a very
primitive machine called the “hatchel,”
an immense comb, whose long iron

teeth were set perpedicularly in a
board.
The operation of hackling requires

much skill, and this part of the long
preparation was particularly women's
work, as it needed delicacy of touch.
After the flax was hackled it was care-
fully sorted, according to the degree of
fineness. This process was called
“spreading and drawing.” Then it was
ready to be wrapped in its soft, fluffy
fineness, about the spindle.

The spinner seated herself at the
machine and soon the “music of the
wheel” and the deft fingers of the colo-
nial housewife brought the fiber into
long, even thread, ready for the small
loom and shuttle, to be converted into
tape.

The shopper of to-day little realizea
the long and tedious processes practiced
by the woman of colonial times beforo
she could wind her linen tape into a
neat roll for the workbasket's uses.—
N. Y. Tribune.

THE AFRICAN PIANO.

Playing the Madimba Is an Art Prae-
ticed by a Few Specialists.

Among the musiecal instruments used
on the Congo we notice the long aad
short drum. Some drums are used to
beat the timne of the dance. Some other
drums are used as telephones for the
transmission of messages t¢ neighbor«
ing villages. The string instruments
represent the African larp. The
ivory horns are used for the convoca~
tion of popular assemblies. The
double bell is used to call the attention
of the people to some proclamation of
the chief. The Africans everywhere
are very musical, but their music does
not always suit European taste.

The African dance is not always in-
dulged in for amusement alone. Dane-
ing enters into some of the most
solemn ceremonies—as, for instance,
the inauguration of a new king. Then
the chief-elect of the tribe dances very
gravely before the assembled e¢lders
and the people.

The madimba has been called the
African piano. It is made of ecala-
bashes of graded sizes, which are sur-
mounted by boards, of graded size, all
being attached to a semicircular frame,
Each board represents a note and emits
its appointed sound when struck by
one of the two rubber balls at the end
of the two sticks which are cleverly
handled by the musician. While al-)
most every native can beat the drum or
play some of the minor musical instru-
ments, the playing of the madimba is
an art which only a few specialists
learn. They must be paid for playing
at festivals or ceremonies and their art

ly.—Journal of American Folk Lote.

Counld Not Go That Far.
“You wait till I come out,” said the
farmer's wife. ‘T‘n gota.big&ngh

i-e”

Duddy—"And money is =

supports them, either partly or entire-




