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town in; it set up so perky and saucily

.. we do for you, madam?i”

'their proper salesrooms ‘to where young

' gith cathedral windows. Then they saw
. the chip hat go through the fatal gluss
door on the other side of which Cline

. rept his grim official severity.
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HE yp. o
FLOWING.

—_—

B o 3’9 3oul with Joy is freighted,
® delightey) glow;
WOrld {s ¢laq in colar,
Thag g, 0&-bells thrilling go—
the tearg Are near to flowing.

hﬂmt bounding gladness
= 1840 mnd-oyod woo.
 Fer sad-ayed woa:
+ When eithgy. thrilling, throbbing,
the being Boodath—1o,
ira near to flowing.

% outside the portais,
Sp;l?:;nig m" with' grief-thawed snow
~ ‘Bsids the rose-plot,
= Bprent wiey Pleasure’s poarly flow—
el R"P;my, tho tears are owing.
£ Amberlin, in TimssDemacrat,
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The Broad Street Tur

— ;

BY NYM CRINELE,

Burt Cliny Halsted, broker, Broad
b turned Over a new leaf on a New
el Imethim at Dr. Hall'v church
Took ; morming, He bad a4 reformed
in the corner of his eyes. “I am
through,” he said in 5 calm, business-
like manner. g
I’E“fmhll_lg that Cline did was done in
4 busivess-like manner, I've known him
t‘:set off a car and chase a newshoy for
i) mmk’_tﬂ get 8 cent change, because
3t was business and he would not be
#windled, and I have known him to
Wrile a note to Ned Harrigan to get a
free box and then spend $200 ou flowers
and suppér befors the pight was over.
‘With s Broad street peculiarity he in-
aisted that that was business -too,

1 believs that anywhere Cline would
be called & good fellow. He held strict-
ly to the business principle of skinning
his fellow-man alive on Broad street and
blowing in & pile when the boys were
ot on that financial warpath.

One day Cline, s I said, turned a leaf.
He did it methodically, caleulatingiy ard

ly. He was polishing his dome be-
fore the glass, and as he Taid “the brush
down he said, *] must wet murried.”

_Very punctilions and dizcreet was
Clize, He proposed to get matried just
a8 he proposed to buy Nashvills and
Tennessee. 1t wns & good investment at
that time.

Thenhe set about it in the most ex-
traordinary Broad street manner. I
don’t want,” suid he, “any giddy bean-
ties around. They've been around till
Tm tired. Iwsut a mature, sensible,
sober, economical, tidy, level-headed,
modest, healthy, good-tempered, pru-

S ARE NEAR TO

Iv.

The little office with the cathedral
windows took on a new feature. There
was an instrument under the sash, witha
black tin roof over it, snd a little sailor
hat, with a blue ribbon on it, hung on
the bronze peg opgnsite the deor.

«‘Now, then,” said_Cline, putting ona
most forbidding air of strict business.
*You understand that the matter for
which I have engaged you is entircly
aside from the regular .business of this
office, DBy the war, what shall I call
you? Miss what? Chalcey? Well, never
mind the Nelly, I'll call you Miss Chalecey,
it’s more business like; and I don’t want
you to talk outsid: of this room about
any of the business you have to transact
here. Do you understand? If you get
that straight to begin with there'il be
no trouble.”

Then she turned her demure face to-
wards him and esid, *‘‘Yes, sir,” so
meekly and patiently and profounly that
he noticed her eyes. They were apates
—moss agates, by Jove. Funny little
spats in them that swam and dagced
round and melted Into each other in the
most absurdly molten way, as if there
might be little caldrons under them
where the light was boiled and softened
down into some ridiculous girl nonsenge.
The worst of it was they always seemed
to be just on the point of boiling over,
as of light, like music, had some kind of
inscrutable pathos in it.

v.

So they got along very nicely without
any nonsense. Cline would come in
about half past ten or eleven, look to
see if the sailor hat was hanging on the
peg, grunt out, ‘*‘Good morning, Miss
Chalcey,'” and then sit down st his desk
to open letters. Sometimes sho would
sit demurely for half an hour, her head
turned, Iooking out of the onc clear lit-
tle pane in the cathedral window straight
‘at Bob 8locum's Gothic office opposite,
where there was never auvthing to sece
except Bob Slocum's window shades, and
that piece of telegraph tape that dangled
forever from the wires overhead, in spite
of all the sparrows that had trisd to pull
it off. At other timea Cline would die.
tate, and then the click of the instru-
ment drowred the monotonous chirp of
the janitor’s bullfinch that was whistling
somewhere.

Of course she got to know all about it

twe days when he hadn't got » pin, and
| she had, and sa she fastened them on for
him, aud there wad one awfully nasty
day when he actually helped her eat her
lunch, snd enjoyed it.

Then the whele aflair came to a sud-
den stop. These things always do in
real life.

1t wasa Monday morning. ~ She had
hung up her hat and dusted off her ma-
chine and looked to see if Bob Slocum’s
shades were there, when Cline said, with
8 horribly sad expressivn of counte-
nance:

**Miss Cline, you've been a very faith-
ful and efficient secretary, and 1'm sorry
I've gat to lose you, but the fact is I've
found the woman I want, and of course
I shall not need you any more.”

Bhe was looking at him dreamily, ns
il sle wondered where the parazon came
from that filled his bill.

*¥es,” he said, *‘strange as it mey
sound 1've actually picked out the woman
who 18 to be my wife and T shall not
want o secretary, We've had a very
pleasant time hero together, baven’t wei”

““Yes, gir.” :

‘‘And you remember all the gualities
that I was fool enough to expect in one
woman " X

“Yes, sir.”

““Well, I've found most of 'em.”

"“I'm very glad, sir.”

“Do you think, Miss Chalcey, from
what you know of me, thst she will have
e if I ask her?”

“¥es, sir.”

*You really and truly think so, om
business principlesi”

“Yes, sir.”

“‘Then, by Jove, I'll marey her. You
can consider yourself discharged, Miss
Cline—Nelly.”

And she was.

The only unbusiness-like thing they
did was to both try to look out the ridi-
culous little pane at the same time—and
ne two business people could do that
simultencously without looking like
Siamese twins,—New York World.

The Last Man Killed in the War.

General J. L. Ohamberlain, of New
York, in 4 letter written to & comrade of
the 185th New York Volunteers of Syra-
cuse, N. Y., disputed the claim of the
Rev. R. E. McRBride, of Topeka, Kansas,
who has attempted to prove that the last
man killed in the Civil War was an un-

—what it was he was trying to do—and
he grew to consult her on some of the |
details. Like a goed pirl she put her
whole heart into it and rcally tried to ]
help him all she could to find the wife he
wanted. IHow could she help it, and
then, too, she couldn’t help finding out
by deczrees that Cline drew some heavy
checks and had a swell circle of acquuin:-
ances. 3

And he—mwell he, like a good method:
ieal business man, fell into a routine here
ag elsewhere. His heart was constructed

dent, affectionate, eamacious, lovable,

motherly, genteel, sterling woman. Girls |
make e weary, and I'm going 1o organ- |

ize the business of gettiog what I want. |

I can give an hour a day for the next |

year to the finding of what I want, and
P’m toe old & business hand to have what
I don't want,”

8o Cline at forty-four organized him-
gelf. Set up a mattimonial burean in
that private office with cathedral win-
dows. Put his number eleven gaiter on
sentiment.  Chucked the forget-me-.nots
out of his soul and came down to hard-

n.

He would advertise. TYes, he would.
XNo nonsensical rot about cuoltured gent
desiring  to meet cultured lady, but
atruight business proposition, It would

-

swers for an hour every morning. **First |
thing to do—get typewriter; must be
busineas girl."

II.

One morping there came to Cline’s
general office in Broad street a gicl in a
baby waist, with a pzarl-gray pelisse over
her shoulders and a cornelian ring on
her finger. Oue of Cline’s young men
first noticed her standing by the door.
He told me afterwards that what he
noticed was the -absurd  chip sailor hat
with a blue ribbon and an anchor on it,
and he wondered if she hadn't borrowed
it from her little brother to come down

on top of her tidiculous wad  of brown
hair s if she might be u licutenant in
the@alvation Army.

It's astonishing what things these
Foung idiots notice.

“He wet round and said, ‘“What can !

& Madam” iz n kind of official squelcher
kept for girls who venture away from

men cun get back at them aud pay them
off in their own coin.

. I 4m a typewriter said Chip Hat,
wery meekly. . I came to answer an ad-

- They directed ber into the little office

. He wos niguing clhecks. It was one
the most gerious moments of his life.
e looked up and mw the. chip hat
‘gacked on topof the brown hair. He
Jeanied back in bis cathedral chair snd
fastetied his commercial eye on his check-
i gl

involve immense clerical system—very |
well, would get typewriter, dictate an- | dow and Tooked at Bob Blocufn’s shades.

+ It's very irrezular and unbusinesslike.”

| day?

1 | wrists dancing a gallopad, k

‘the chip hat was covering up that bronze

poked Peg, and you eonldn’t hear the bulifinch.’
It

on solid clock-work business principles, |
and one morning when he came in the sai- |
lor hat was not on the peg. It annoyed him |
at onew. Ii always does annoy a busi.
ness man to have things irregular.  He
fidgeted in his chair. It was too bad.
Nobody could be depended on, and here
were several letters to va answered. He
called Swuinin. “*Where is that young
womani"”

Swain started a little, as if he felt
guilty of having abdueted her, and =aid,
““What do you want, a typewriter?
Here's Wallace and  Dures and Clapp,
any one of 'em can—"'

And Cline shouted, ¢ Nonsense! Shut |
the door!”

‘Then he noticed the bronze peg. It
had an ircpical and plucked aspeet.

He et down in the chair by the win-

He couldn't help wondering what Miss
Chalcey found to think about during all
the vacant hours when she looked out
there, waitingiy.

The next day when she came he repri-
maaded her fiercely. It anooyed me
very much,” he said from*his chair, with-
out looking round.  *‘You should have |
sent me some word. I depended on you. |

Ske turned round and looked at him in
her meek way. “My mother is dying,”
she said, *‘I have neglected her to-day
80 n8 not to disappoint you.”
His astonishment twisted him round in
his ¢hair, und he came plump up against
the agates, swimming in some kind o
light be had never scen before.
“Confound it, Miss Chalcey,” he said,
jumping up. “What do you mean by
having 4 sick mother and not telling me?
What do you mean by coming here to-
Will you never get any business
idens inta your head? I told you that
thig room was to be confidential. Do
you call it confidential to act in this
manner! I'm surprised, Miss Chalcey.
I'm hurt. "
He took down the sailor hat.  *You
are to go back to your mother—at
enee.”
He opened the daor.  “Here, Swain,
get me a coupe.” And Swain sow the
sailor hat in his hand.

VI.
It was about a week after this. The
room had half a ton of letters init. Cline
used to comie in, look at the bronze peg
aud go away again. Theathe sailor hat
Teappeared.
Mizs Chalcey was there waiting, s0 was
her little lunch that she always ate when
Cline and Wallace went down to Del-
monico’s, and on Cline’s desk was a tioy
bunch of violets. He shook hands with
ber, congratulated her on her mother’s
recovery, and gaid: ‘‘Pshaw! don’t men-
tion it, my child. I'm justabout askind
as the average business man—no more,

ness here.”’
_30} both laughed | : :i spirite
ne was in particularly i

that merning, p?tuw "0 u;‘:foﬂ.able.
don't you know, to bave the office rou-
ting go on its regular business-like way
—+to hear the click.of the instrument; to
get side plimpses of two white rounded
; ; to Know that

[t went on about s week, with a liitle
 bunch of viplets every morning on his
A wwhich he always put in his batton-

deck,

hen he wont uptown.  There were

fthe 185th New York.

no less.  We've got a terrible lot of busi- |

known stragzling cavalryman, who fell

{in with the 190th Pennsylvania Volua-

feers in the last fight, and who was hit
by a stray rifle shot soon after the flag
appeared. It secms from a letter of Col-
onel Pattee, of that regiment, that the
cavelryman was not killed instantly, but
lived for & short time after being struck.
The honor of the last to fall is main-
tained by Lieutenant Iiram Clark, of
General Cham-
berlain, writing of the battle at Ap-
pomattox Court House, says:

“It is quite possible that some one
was killed after Lieutenant Clark, for
the flag of truce came from our right and
passed along the line toward our left,
apd the firing may have been going on
for quite s while before the truce waa
perfectly established. I sent the flag of
truce to General Ord, who was at that
time the senior commander in the field
and was the only one competent to order
all firing to cease. Lieutenant Clark
was on the advanced or skirmish line,
which obliqued to my left. There was

| no skirmish line directly in my front.

We went in regular line of battle order

; and engaged the enemy hand to hand up

to near the Court House and on the rear
road. We pushed before us a line of
infantry, and compelled the withdrawal
of the battery which was on tha crest.
When we got fairly on the crest and
were hotly pushing the enemy, ths flag
came, aad came to me first of the infan-
try commanders. So it may be that in
the desultory firing after the flag had left
me going toward our left, some other
man than our dear Clark was killed later

| than be, although hs +was no doubt

killed after that flag had come to me.”
e e s
A Distinguished Idog.

The Bangor (Ms,) News notes the death
of a bulldog named Spring, the property
of Mr. J. D. White, at the age of fitteen
years. The dog had but three legs, hav-

£ | ing lost the fourth in saving his master’s

life. Mr. White was standing on the
railroad. track. An empty coal train
came thundering past on the down track,
and he dido't hear the approach of a
loaded coal train on the up track, al-
though the engineer's bell was ringing.
Bpring saw his master’s danger and he
began to bark furiously, but Mr. White,
supposing the doz was harking at the
down train, didn’t turn around. ‘Then
Bpring flew at Mr. White and bit him
on the right leg. The dog had never
done such a thing before, and, jumpin

aside to give Spring a kick, Mr. White
caught sight of the snorting locomotive
just in time to sec in another second it.
would crush him to death, In a twin-
kling He hauled his companion from the
track, and the engine almost rubbed
against them as it passed. It tan over
Spring’a left hind leg and Mr. White
had it amputated at the gambrel joint.

'——-——-_'
Problems for Inventors.

Ameng the things which inventors are
hunting for now is u contrivance for ac-
cumulating and storing up power that
goes to waste—ihe blowing winds, the
riging tides, the sun's heat and the
of temperature between night “and day.
Over every town is power daily wasted,
a hundred times as much as that town
could ever use.

Another thing: How to get electricity
from heéat directly, without turniog it
into steam at such tremendous loss, A
quarter of & pound of cosl should pro-
duce a horee-power for an hour. The
chemist will dominate coming inventions.
Al our fuel will presently be furnished
‘in the form of ges. In a quarter of a
century mare wa shall wonder why man.
was ever such & fool as to carcy coal into
the house and butn it. = Perbaps the
time will come when condensed mun-
shing will hs seld in the market, just

as canned ‘ corn 13 now  Eold,—THe |

Comtinent,

BUDGET OF FUN,

HUMOROUS BEKETCHES FR(sgT
VARIOUS SOURCES,

A Wooer's Progress—Quile Clear—
The Fireman's Wooiug—Ho Had
o Right to be a Swell—

Up to the Times, Etc,

1 a_sked the maid, with hears azlow,
‘Will you be mine? She answerad, No,

Next week I asked again, and sh
SBaid with a sigh, 1t é’auuut be. 5

A fortnight alter that T saiq,
Be mine, she smilad and shogk her head,

Next time I asked, instaad of nn,
She said, Ob, please, don't plagus me so.

Last night, T asked again and she
Bald, Yes, just to got rid of me,
New York Press,

QUITE CLEAR.

: *Do you know why Leutsplitter, a

rich man, always wears ten-dollar auits{"
*‘1 suppose from economy.”

ss-:’Nn; but because he can’t get any for

TOO CHEAP TO STHAL.

‘'Say, have you ever had your store
broken into "

“No. You ssas sverything is so very
cheap here that if a thief wanta anything
he simply comes in and pays for it."—
Flisgends Blaetter.

THE FIREMAN'S WOOING.
“"You are out with Misz Boxi"
*Yes; har father put an extinguisher
on the affair,” :
*You've done sparking, theni"
{No; 1 have gone back to nn old
flame."— Qupe Cod Htem.

HE HAD A RIGHT TO BR A SWELL,

Dominick O'Rourke—¢{hew, whot a
awell Patsy has becomel"”

Cassius Casey—'‘Bure, an' he's gota
right to be. His mudder owns tree goats
and hig fadder 1s a janitor in the new
City Hall."—Ths Wasp.

UP TO THE TIMER,

Father (indignantly)—*"How does it
happen, sir, that you have such a mis-
erable report this term?” 4

Small Son (born under the shadow of
Bunker Hill Monument)—*¢I guess it's
because you ain’t & school director any
more, '— (Food News.

SOMETHING TIE ALWAYS MISSED,

‘‘First you had whoopiog-cough, then
¥ou got the grip, then melana, and now
¥ou have jaundice. Seems fo me you
catch everything in your town,” said
Wiggins,

“*Yes,” snid the commuter. *‘Every-
thing excopt the train [ want, = Harper's
Bazar.

THE PURIST.

Publisher—¢‘How many worda bhas
your atoryi"

Author—About three thousand.”

Publisher-—+‘But, my dear fellow, we
can’t make a book out of three thousand
wordd. It wouldn't fill fifteen pages,”

Author—'*Yes; but I've used the
words over and over agsin, you koow.”
= Puck,

X0 REDUCTION,

Mr. Bookkeep—'"I have now been,
Mr. Duste, in your employ exactly three
years. I have worked industriously, and
have taken a lively interest in my work.
My salary now js—"

Mr. Duste—**Have no fear, Mr. Book-
keep, if yon continue in the same path,
your salury will not be reduced.”—Jewel-
ers’ Circular. :

THEX AE WENT AWAT.

About two o'clock the other morning
an individual weak to an up-town board-
ing-houze and ranyg up the people inside.

A bead wss stuck out of a second
story window which asked:

“‘What do you want?"

“T want to stay here all night.”

“VYery well. Stay there.”

Then, strange to say, he went off
CrOss.

WIAT WAS HE 'To Dof

#This is very sudden, Mr. Jawsmith,"”
gaid the maiden, after his proposal.
“While I feel honored at your avowal,
you cannot expect a favorable answer
from one who koows so little of you
as 1.V

“Well, what am I to do, Miss Mild-
red i’ plended Jawsmith., *‘Noue of the
girls who do know me well will marry

me."— FEpoch.

A DISAPPOINTING REQUEST.

«Now, ducling, will you grant me one
favor before I go?”

«'Yes, George, I will,” she said, drop-
ping her eyelashes and getting her lips in
shape. *‘What is the favor I can grant

Oni” z 3

“QOnly a little song at the piano, love.
I am afraid theré is a dog cn the outside
waiting for me, and I want to scare him
awny.''—Rockeiter Talisman.

THE SMALL BOT'S IDRA.

Two small boys on a Pennsylvania !
avenue car were watching everything
as amall boys do, when the conductor’s
whistle attracted them,

tiGGet on to the whistle,” said one.

“Yep,” said the other; f‘but what's
he got it tied to & string for?”

This was s poser for a minute and
then the little ane chirped:

“] kmow what for. It'sto keep his-
self from swallerin'  it."— Washingion
Star. = -

WHAT IMPRESSED  HIM, i
rl! T 5 in thu T Hi: = 1 ha“ :
_very frequent illustrations of peculiar as-
sociation of ideas in the minds of their-
pupils. At a recent examination in geog-
raphy inone of the public schools the
teacher asked: -

Much to her smazemsat one young
hopeful immediately replied:

“Clams  and mummies!” — Bostew
Dirmen.

WAS ON HIS MIND.

*I want to ask you a question, Katy,”
he said, shortly before taking his depar-
ture. ‘It has been on my mind all the
evening, but I—1—"

“*Well, what, Mr. Dingdong?’ asked
Haty, encouragingly, her heart throb-
bing with expectancy. ¢‘S3peak right
out.”

‘'Well, Katy, will you be—I wanted
to ask if you would be kind cnough to
find out if the dog is chained to-night.”
~—Bosten Herald. ;

A COMING POLITICIAN,

Mr. Figg—‘‘What on earth i3 all that
yelling about?”

. Tommy—*It's me, paw. I am holler-
ing like & locomotive, I'm the best hol-
lerer in our crowd.”

Mr. Pige—+‘I gee nothing to be proud
of in that,”

Tommy—*But I do, paw. When us
boys play cars with Johnoy Brigg's
wagon, I sit in the wagon and yell while
the other boys do the pulling.”— Inds-
anapolis Journal,

AWKWARD ENOUGH.

Brobson—'“You leok all broken up,
old man, What's the matter?”

Cralk—*'1 called o Miss Pruyn last
night, and no sooner had I entered the
parlor than her mother appeared and de-
manded to kaow my intentions.”

Brobaon—*‘That must have been rath-
er embarrassing?”

Craik—!'Yes, but that was not the
worst, Just as the old lady finished
apeaking Miss Pruyn shouted down the
stairs: “‘Mamma, mumma, he ise't the
one!"—New Fork Sun.

HE WAS KO WHIATLER.

A certain Detroit employer hates
man who whistles at his work, and al-
ways asks on that point, The other day
an applicant called on him.

5o you want a job?' he inguired.
#Yes, sir?"” was the polite reply.
{“Well, the first thing I want to know
is, do you whiatle at your worki”

41 never have, wir, before.”

“'Ah? What kind of work have yom
been doing?”

“'Glass blowing, sir.”

The employer took his caxe under ad-
visement.—Detroil Free Press.

A FADLE WITH AX APPLICATION.

A swallow flew down and plucked a
small piece of wool from the back of =
sheep. The sheep were very indigonant
and denounced the swallow In  scathing
terms.

“Why do you make such a fuss?®
asked the swallow. *'You never say
anything when the shephord takes all
the wool you have on your back?"’
*“That's a different thing entirely,"
replied the sheep, *if you knew how to
take my wool without hurtiog me, ns
the shepherd does, I wouid not objecteo
much.”

This fable i3 merely intended to ox-
plain why millions can be stolen  with
impunity, while the theft of & pair of
boots, or a loal of bread is puaiched
with such severlty. — Teras Siftings.

KEVER SPENT A NIGHT PROM HOME.

It was one of those wild nights you
read of in nine novels out of every ten.
The cecld rain eplashing vicioualy
‘against the pane and the shutters rattied
and banged as the ftful gusts of wind
gwept through the deserted atreeta,

It was Jodge night, but Brother Fay
concluded to stay at home for once, par-
ticularly as his mother-in-law was on her
periodical inspection tour and spending
a couple of days with him. -

With asigh he rolled back in the
rocker, hiz feet in a chair and n nmews-
paper spead open before him like a
screen.

Presently he chuckled and wife and
mother looked up from their sewing In-
quiringly.

“‘Rather 5 remarkable case,” he ex-
claimed, lookinz over the top of  the
paper and with a suspiciouns twitch abont
the corners of his mouth, he read aloud:
“A model husband died recently at
Cornish, N. H. Helad been married
forty-three years and never spent a night
away from home.”

“Well, I should say he wasn model
‘husband,” broke in the old lady, grimly.
“tJust think of it, Mary, dear, forty-thres
years and every evening spent at-home.
No lodge could coax him away from his
family,” she added, significantly, *‘Poor
man, he ought to have s mooument u
mile high,” and she sizhed deeply.
Brother Fay held the paper a littls
higher and continued :

‘i —Never spent a night from home,
He was paralyzed.”

Without, the storm to beat harder and
louder (a habit storios have at such
times) while within silence reigned, save
the suppressed rustle of the paper aud the
“‘gwish” of the thread through the pil-
low-case the old lady was working on.—
Nutional Weekiy.

—_————

Scorpion Mice.
One of the most curious sort of rodents
common in Death Valley, of Arizona, is
the ‘‘scorpion mouse,”” which lives al.
most wholly upon scorpioms. By the
Uinstinct,” which means  experience in-
herited through generations, it has
learned which end to tackle ita prey by.
Another creature in the same region that
likes acorpions alse is the ¢‘chapparak
cock, " which gobbles them by thousands
and is ot less fond of centipedes, taran-
tulas, lizards and horned toads. Tha
last named are foo big to swallow at a
gulp, and so the fowl tears them to
pieces before devouring them.  Perhaps

| the most besntiful mouse in existence is

found ia Death Valley and is known a¥
the ‘‘grashopper mouss.” Itis a lovely
benst, fawn coloredeh the back with a
snowy belly and sides, a short tail and
pretty little ear. — Waskington Star, -

The species of frog used for foodin

+*What valuable things are taken out
of the easth?”’ A
: : “

L

[E_urope_ i3 the common green frog.

THOUSEROLD MATTEKS.

—————

a housekes) . e -
dip the enﬁ the broom in 2 pail of
water in which she has poured s Httla
ammonia—a teaspoonful fo & g_pﬂrm.
The ammonis takes off the dust n_:_u_i_-:_‘g 5
freshas the colors wonderfully.
couldn’t keep house without fr.”
«12 little conrie sait or some damp &
leaves strewed over a carpet bl
swecping adds ease to the cleanting pro-<
chss,” snid Mrs. Downing, Sppeating «
the scene and praiging the g )
thoroughness. **The reason is that b?t_h
the salt and ten leaves, being moist,
keep down the light,floating dust, which
gives more trouble than the heavier. In
sweeping take long light atrokesy and
do not use too heavy a broom.'' :
But avoid the use of tea leaves'@n del-
icate colors, as they will surely stain
light carpets,—New York Jouwrnal. ...

WY THE GILT ON CHINA SHOULD =¥
WASHED WITH WARM WATER.

$'There, that's the third compluirt of
the gort [ have had this week,” said 4
manufacturer ofsline china, as he turned
from the door throzgh whicha customer
had jast . YThe third complaint
this wesk, and I fell you it's getting
monotonous, Of course, I admit the
truth of the complaint, but nona the less
it is unjuat to me, and to all ofher manu-
facturers, Of course, the gil¥ washes
off. It'abound to, considering the way
it's treated. The lady whe just wenl
out told me, in anawer to my ustata-
ments, that only the finest soap
was used for washiog her chins,
and yet the guilt all came off.  When |
told her that manoy of the so-called 'fineat
soaps contained chemicals that would eal
the costing off from a cast-iron door-
post, she opencd her oyes in mild #ur-
prise, and said the soap she used wasn’t
that kind. She slwaya bought the very
best sort she could get. It seems im-
possible to make the average woman un-
derata.d that the most expenaive and
oftentimes moat attractive locking soaps
ara the most dangeroms. They are
bleached and ‘processed’ with chemicals,
until they are pogitively unfit for use.
Besidea this, they use soap powders and
dirt, killers and casy washing compounds;
and put anti-grease preparations in the
water in which chioa Is washed, and
when the gilt all comes off, there is a
loud and angry growl at the worthless:
ness of the goods and the general degen-
eracy of trades and mannfacturers, and
wailings because things are not as good
as they used to be.

“It housekeepers woild use home-
made or pure, old-fashioned soap, and
very little of that, they would flad that
the gilt on old-fashioned chins was no
better than that which is used nowa-

8.

E-‘Iudemi, it would be much bstter to
use no sosp at all for the finest pleces;
and thisis quite poasible if the water i
moderately hot and the china is waahed
and dried quickly. The gilt on china
that is washed without soap will last for
years and be as bright as whes new.
But this involves a great deal of pains-
taking, and more trouble than the aver-
age housekeeper i3 willing to take.”

Ho the advice snd warnings of tha
mannfacturer go for naught, and the gili
on the china goes the same way.— T

Zedger. T

RECIPES.

Stewed Potatoes—Peel and cut the
potatocs into dice, after soaking in ice
water; throw into & clean saucepan with
8 litile boiling water, cover tight and
when about half done drain off all  the
water; add milk, butter, pepper .and
galt, nnd cook yather slowly until well
done; serve In a hot duh; parsley can ba
added if it is liked.

Cheese Turnovers—Take scraps of
pastry left from making piss and tarts.
Roll these ont thinly, and stamp them
into rounds with a saucer. Lay slices of
cheese which will melt easily on ons-half
of the rounds, scason with mustard,
cayenne, and very little salf, moisten
with vinegar, and turn the uncovered
half of pastry over the other. Press the
edges securely together and bake ins
quick oven.

Roast Chicken---Preparea full-grown,
young chicken; make a stuffiiog of ons

tablespoonful of melted butter; a table-
spoonful of chopped parsley, salt and
pepper; fill the body of the chicken with
the stuffing. Put some slices of fat
bacon in the bottom of & pan, witha
teacup of water, Scason wath galf; lay
the chicken in and bake in a quick owen;
baste with meltcd butter; when done,
take up, garnish with parsley and serve
with giblet sauce. ;
Bauce for Ginger Pudding---One cup-
ful of sugar, one-third of a cupful of
butter, one egg, one tableapoonful of
flonr, one and one-half tablespoonfuls of
lemon juice. Btir butter, sugar apd
flour together, add the beaten eggy and
pour on boiling water until the sauce ia
about the consistency of thin starch. Do
not allow the sauce to boil hard; let it

“just come up to the boiling point and

remain long enough to cook ths flour so
a3 to destroy the raw taste. Add the
lemon last. =~ Any other flavoring may be
used if preferred. :

Cream Omelet—Take two egzgs; bresk
the whites and yelka into separate dishes
—the whites into a mate, the yelks into
a bowl; add to the yelks s good pinch of
salt aad a little black pepper, beat well
and add two tablespoonfuls ol rich cream,
next two tablespaonfuls of nice  fine
bread crumbs ond last of all the whites
of the egas beaten stiff. Have:.ready o -
rather thick skillet or frying-pan witha
littls butter, make the pan hot .and pour

slip & thin knife under the edges and ra-

move pan for & moment or two and set in
a hot oven. old t
gether and serve on a hot dish.  Thisir

a very dainty, delicate omelet,

Mustapha G wamuwe of Durnar. Arabia,

to Europe,

proposes to spend 81,90{)',00_0_.51_ & tri
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Mother often tells Aunt Hetty," said|
- o e cibagiiar, 155 g
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girt for her

large capful of stale bread crumbs, one

inthe mixture. As soonas itis ready

A3 soon.as brown fold to-
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