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WOMAN AND' HOME.

THE NEW LAMP SHADES.

They Are Calied “Empire,” But Look Maore
Like Tubs.

The newest lamp shades look 1ike in-
serted tubs. They are imported from
France, along with other things Napo-
leonie which have deluged the markets
for two years, and are called “Empire”
shades.

Those which come from Paris are
hand-painted, and range from one dol-
lar to twenty in price, according to the
size and the elaborateness of decora-
tion. The Inrgest shade is about as big
as a large dishpun—or, to spenk more
accurately, about 24 inches in di-
aineter at its lower edge. Its width
i3 15 inches, and if it were not trans-
lucent we should have a literal repre-
sentation of “the light under a bushel,’
The material, however, is white paper,
decorated in light celors, and in pat-
terns to suit the fancy of the artist.

One of the prettiest is a representa-
tion of Apollo driving the chariot of the
sun over masses of fleecy clouds, with
three maldens in his wake, who look as
if they might represent Morning, Noon
and Night. It is a pretty idea for a
lump, with the suggestion of turning
night into day.

The very large shades are intended
for plano lamps and the like. There
are, of course, smuller sizes for the tiny
Dresden ornnments that are supposed
1o iluminate a lady’s boudoir. ‘These
are very daintily decorated with cupids
and blossoms, and are very small—not
more than six inches ncross. The same
style is used for candle shudes, and
they look like tiny illuminated drums
standing on stilts on the mantel piece
or dining table.

Small Dresden lamps are the correct
thing for the dinner table—one, two
o1 three, according to the length of the
table, These are trimmed with little
decorated tubs and give the table quite
ilie air of being ready for Mme, de
Bomebody-or-other's feast of a hundred
years ago.

Low lamps to stand in n corner on
the floor are another fad. They are
about 214 feet high, chimney,
ghude and ali, and are made of spme
heavy, dark porcelain such as large
plant jars are made of.

Awateur artists can take the oppor-
tunity offered by these shades for dec-

EMPIRE SHADES IN ALL BTAGES.

oration. Any stiff, white paper will
serve, but regular water-color paper
is hest. It can be bought by the yard,
A yard and a half will make a good
eized shade. Ordinarily they are made
about 12 inches wide and 15 inches in
diumeter. The edges should be curved
and the ends slanted, so as to make the
upper edge slightly smaller than the
lower, The paper is decornted, of
course, before the ends are fastened to-
gether, The [astening is a little wire
clasp something like those used to fas-
ten together sheets of manuseript, but
without the brass head. The point of
Junection may be covered with a ribbon
band, ending in a bow at the top and
bottom. ;

Those who caunot paint sometimes
paste gilt or silver paper over the white
in decorative designs, and the result
is pretty enough for common use,

These pretty shades have the great
ndvantage that, while they veil the ob-
jectionable glare of the light, they do
not subdue it so unpleasantly os the
tinted or fancy paper shades. They
are also more in keeping with the new
siyles in lamps and bric-a-brae in gen--
eral. Wire frames made purposely for
them sell at 50 cents and $1; but it is
easy to make n wire frame to fit a tub.

The small candle shades are very
ensily made, and a number of them
perched about a candelnbra give o pret-
1y effect. They need not be more than
dour or five inches in diameter and
three inches wide, These may be stuck
together with liquid glue, and the deec-
orition coneeals the point of junetion.

Any kind of fancy paper may be used
for any of the shades described, but
when one beging to vse dark tints there
is danger of hiding one's light, which
s open to objection unless a subdued
light is preferred—as in a studio or
Turkish room.

ANKIE Launmie Woobs.

Now Material for Vella,

A new fabric has been devised by an
English manufacturer for the making
of Indies’ vells, the material having thick
threads at the edges and with other
thisk threads in an undulating pattern
in the center. Loose threads are
thrended through the interstices in the
fabric parellel with the fixed threads,
To make vells the fabric is divided lon-
gitudinally between the thick threads
and each half cut into lengths. When
the loose threads are drawn up the veil
fits closely to the wearer's forehead.

A Confusing Tongue.

Mrs. Vanderslang—Now, tell me,
count, how do you like America?

Count Parleyvio—Ah! chere madame,
your guntry ant your ladeesare charm-
ant—out your langweedge—your ‘di-
pms—I gan not at all comprehead. Yon
gay, vhen your butter is goot eet cos
vresh, ant dat your leedle poy ecs vrorh
shen hee's spoiled.—Pusk.

WOMAN CHESS PLAYER.

Mys. Showalter Will Take Part In the
Coming International Match.

Mra. Nellie Marshall Showalter, whose
portrait is given herewith, is perhaps
the most accomplished woman chess-
player in the world. Bhe was born,
says Ladles’ Weekly, at Donerail, Fay-
ette county, Ky., In 1872, and is direct-
ly descended from Chief Justice Mar-
shall, of the United Etates supreme
court. Bhe was educated in her native
state, and in 1877 married Jackson W.
Showalter, who taught her to play
chess, She has played many brilllant

MRS, NELLIE M. BIIO3WALTER.

games, and will undoubtedly uchleve
still higher distinction in this particu-
Inr field. Mrs. Shownlter is o southern
belle, with a petite figure and a most
charming manner. She is at present
in Kentucky, but expects to come east
‘in & few weeks for the purpose of tak-
iny part in the internntionnl chesy
mateh by eable which will be contested
in April between the women of Eng-
land ond Amerieca.

THE ART OF DARNING.

It Should Be Taught ns an Essentlal Part
of Homo Tralnlng,

The proper darning of a rent in cloth
is an art that cunnot be casily picked
up and should be taught to girls as an
essentinl part of their practical home
truining. The expert darner of woolen
cloth will make u rent practically in-
visible by weaving together the torn
edges, matching them as corefully as
possible and afterward pressing the
rent. A fine sewing silk is used to darn
woolen cloth in preference to any wool,
which would not be strong enough un-
less the thread or raveling was too
conrse. Where the cloth Is thickenough,
endeavor to conceal the silk thread be-
tween the face and back of the cloth,
Begin obout half an inch frum the
edge of one side of the tear, and run the
needle the same distance from the other
edge, concenling the thread carefully
and drawing the edges closely together,
but not so they overiap. If there is
uny nap on the cloth, brush it back
while you are darning, and then brush
it down again, Lay n damp cotton
cloth on the wrong side of the cloth,
over the darn, and press it down once;
then remove the cotton cloth and press
next the woolen surface, being carclul
that you do not press it perfectly dry,
but that a very little stenin arises afier
the iron is removed. I the cloth is
pressed perfectly dry, the work of the
iron will be shown on the right side.
A plece of cloth is usually darmed with
vertical and dingonnl stitches running
with the threads of the cloth. The "“up-
and-down™ thread is usuully the strong-
est way of mending a bias darn. Use
no piece of cloth under the darning un-
less the cloth is thin. ln that ense, a
plece of silk of the same color is lesr
clumsy as a backing to the darn than
wool, unless the wool is sheer.—N. Y.
Tribune.

Queen Loulss of Prussia and the Hose

Defore parting, Naopoleon spent a
few moments al her side, and at the
end, turning, pulled from a bunch a
beautiful rose, which he offered with
gestures of gallantry and homage. Hes-
itating a moment, the queen at last
put out her hand, and said ns she ac-
cepted it: *“At least with Magdeburg.”
“Madame,” came the frigid reply, “it
is mine to give and yours to accept.”
But he gave his arm to conduct her to
the carriuge, and s they descended the
stair together the disappointed guest
gaid, in a sentimental and emotionad
voice: *ls it possible that, having had
the happiness to see 8o near the man of
the century and of all history, he will
not afford me the possibility and the
satisfaction of being able to assure him
that he has put me under obligations
for life? With sulemn tones, Napoleon
replied: *“Madame, I am to be pitied;
it is a fault of my unlucky star."” Queen
Touisa's own lndy in wailing related
that her sovercign's bitterness overcame
her at the last, and as she stepped into
the carriage she said: “Sire, you have
cruelly deceived me."—Prof. Sloane, in
Century.

A Future Convenlence,

Diggles had been working hard for o
lung time with a refractory heating ap-
paratus. He came out of the basement
with blue fingers and a red nose, and
an expression of repressed emotion ou
his face.

“Maria,” he said, “there's one comfort
about it."

“What is it?"

“We needn't worry about fce next
summer. I think I have struck a plan
that's entirely reliable. If we want to
get anything good and cold we'll take
it down and put it into that heating
apparatus, Only we must be careful
not to leave it too long, or it'll freeze.”—
Cincinnatl Commercial-Gazette.

No (Juestlon About It
Bruder—Do you think the govern-
ment should own the railways?
Burrows—Well, I think it would be
better than the present plan of having

the railways owning the government.
~—Truth,

Belence and Frivolity,
0ld Prof. Starrs—What a wonder and
n blessing to us all is the change of the
seasons!
Miss Glddy-—Yes, indeed. About the
time one gets tired of 1cecream oysters
cotae in.—N. Y. World.

THREE CHICAGO POETS.

Hrnest MoGaffey, Charles Hugene
Banks and Louis Blook

What They Fave Done to Merit a Niche
in the Temple of Fame—Their FPopu~
lar Recognition Only & Ques-
tion of Years.

[Bpecial Chicago Letter.]

Whatever the critics of the east may
pay, it is nevertheless a fact that Chi-
cago has given to the world of letters
three poets whose fame is destined to
grow from day to day. They are not
magazine rhymesters who deal in mys
terious nothings, but true men who
sing of natura and life as healthy men
and woman find them—and have always
found them. Neither are they long-
baired freaks who pose before the world
as prodigies. Every one of them is o
busy man of action, capable of holding
his own in the workaday struggle for
existence. As far as the writer is con-
cerned, he honors these men as much

ERNEST M'GA¥FEY.

for their clearbeadedness in everydny
life as for their great abilities as Jit-
erary leaders,

Take, for instance, Ernest MeGaffey,
whose volume of “oems,"” recently is-
sued by nn eastern publishing house,
has attracted general attention. Ile
is & young lawyer with a bright future,
n man of the world, a companion for
judge or preacher. His views on cur-
rent topics ure quoted by the prese;
his knowledge of affairs political brings
to his office the leaders of parties. And
yet this same man will retire to his
study in the evening and commune with
natura with an eloguence that surprises
the critics who have repeated from year
to year that."nothing of literary merit
can come out of Chicago,” From le-
ginning to end McGaffey's “FPoems™
show inspiration and a wonderful per-
ception of the beauties of things, There
is not a page which does not contaln a
rnew idea or o precious thought dresse
in a new form. Opening the little vol-
vme at random the other day, I became
enchanted with thisgem:

I.lk:i;nme lone, wild creature that paces all

¥y

Back and forth behind bars In Its dumb,
strong wish to b free,

Bo paces forever, ull haggard and gray,

On its earth-bound shores, the mystericus
soul of the sea.

If uny poet has ever clothed a beauti-
ful sentiment in finer garb 1 have never
seen his works. Equally strong is a
poem in another vein, entitled “The
Dereliet,” from which I quote the last
verse:

And thus a wralth, a mote, a speck,

In watery solltudes
Ehe sails, and hears the slren song

Ot ocean's Clrce-moods;

Nor nelther home nor harbor bound,

Naught shall her course restricy,

While like men's souls In worlds to come

She wanders, derellet,

And what could be more charming
than this picture:

Dear friends, tho' silent, the companion
trees

That whisper as 1 pass, and scatter down

Leaf benedictions on my leaf-strewn path

Mr. MecUaffey's versatility is almost
phenomenal. His fancy responds to the
call of thg moment. His reflective, de-
seriptive and metaphysical moods find
rendy expression in verse, which, while
not alwuys perfect, is never annoying-
ly halting. It has been stated that he
has no rivals In America but Joaquin
Miller and James Whitcomb Riley. This
is a sweeping nssertion, but one which
will not be disputed a few years hence.
The writer has been familiar with Mr.
McGaffey's works for eight years. He
has noted his development along va-
rious lines, and feels justitied in giving
the widest circulation to Chicago’s faith
in a poet whose productions are even
now quoted throughout the land. The
keystone of Mr, McGaffey's success is
his modesty, which constantly reminds

CIIARLES EUOCENE BANKS,

himthathe has yet to learn many things
and that perfection in art must be based
on constant observation and unremit-
ting study.

Churles Eugene Banks has been called
u “sweet singer,” liis work, although
not quite as varied as McGaffey's, be
trays genius and genuine poetic in.
stinct. While McGaftey is always an
optimist, even in his serlous meta-
physicul words, Banks sometimes is
mildly pessimistic. Take, for example,
his little poem entitled “Clothes Wor-
ship:"
The world will crnck the devil o'er the pate
11, dressed In rags, he peep above the gate—

But let the velvet hide his cloven hoot
He finds o welcome under every roof.

But these words never lust long. The

disposition of the poet is too happy to

dwell on disagrecable themes, and
hence we find on unother page of his

this charming tribute to love:
The world Is as o clouded sea,
But love Is like the sun,
That steals among the murky waves
And brighlens every one.
O'er gloom is golden glory flung
While sunbeams sport the waves

among. "
The gem of Mr. Banks’ productions,
however, is a verse entitled “March:"”

Pale autumn moves, with gentle tread
And qulet air, among the dead:
March whips the sullen sky to tears,
And lo! tho violet appears,
Another hopeful verse—and one thal

should appeal to everybody at this sea-
son—he calls “Easter Lilles:"

What though you build cloud-high the wall,
What though the sword you constant
wield!
All kingdoms, monarchies shall fall
Beeause of these—and over all
8hall stand the lilles of the field.

One could guote column after column
of equally beuutiful sentiments froim
Mr. Bunk's book without exhausting
the patience of lovers of nature and ot
pure poetry, “The gentle writer of
gentle verse” is the cxpression in which
I alluded to him several years ago; but,
to understand fully the meaning of the
phrase, it is necessary to know the
puet. His persounlity is charming, his
generosity uubounded, Nothing ap-
peals to him as foreibly as the distress
of the oppressed, 1o hnow Banks is to
leve him. And yet, although pot in
robust health and, ut many periods cf
Lis life, nssailed by cure and trouble, he
has sturdily fought the battle for ex-
istence, asking no favors and complaiu-
ing to no one. Starting out in life as a
commercial man, he drifted into jour-
nalism, scted as business manager for
trade papers, did reportorial work en
Chiengo newspapers, wrote advertises
ments for manufacturing firms, and
finally invaded the lecture field, from
whicli he bad to withdruw on account
of failing health. DBut neither in pros-
perity nor adversity did he lose his
fuith in munkind, s is evidenced by the
poems he hus given to the world during
| the past two years, Convinced that the
American people—although slow ana
sumetimes churlish—never fail torecog-
nize genuine merit, the predictivn is
ventured that Mr. Banks' fame will
eventually become pational. And itis,
no doubt, this expectation which en-
cournges him  to  perform, withuut
| grumbling, routine duties in a local
| newspaper oflice at Lavenport, In. After
| s0 mueh darkness light must inevitably
| Lreak through the ciouds of our ‘genilo
poet's’ gentle life,

The third of Chicago's noted poets
is Louis J. Block, scholar and ped-
agogue. Mr. Dlock is essentially a
thinker, a lover of liberty and an ex-
horter. His great poem, "The New
World,” appeals to thoughtful people.

LOUIS J. BLOCK.

It will never be popnlar, in the common
sense of the term, but it wili live and
become n classic.  From the purely
technical view point of the rhymester
many fmprovements might be sug-
pested, but the mystic and the philoso
vher would depreente such a course,
As the title of the poem indicates, it
denls with the discovery of America
aml its central figure, Christopher Co-
lumbus. Incidentally it touches the
blessings of free government and frec
thought-~liberty without license. One
of the most striking passages, to my
mind, isdevoted to “Supreme Thought,”
apostrophized as follows:

Arranger of all life,
And m'stress over strife,
She sets the atars in melody asd rhyms,
And makes the perlocs with each other
chime;
Pouring her hopes Into the dark recesses,
Threading her way through the vagua
wildernesses—
®he foshions, rules, designs, and dwells
within the light,
Which 18 the heart of hearts, and very
eight of slght.

Mr. Llock has been anccused of being
“antiquated and behind the times"”
but persons whose vision is narrow
enough to make such a charge ran-
not be considered fair judges of poetry.
How can a thought like the following
e “behind the times?"

He only wins his freedom truly,
Who dally wins it fresh and falr,
He ever rises newly
Into the reglons of the pureralr
Who falters not for blame nor praise,
But lives In strenuous and vlewr{‘nus days.

Aud similar gems are to be found on
ulmost every page of “The New
World." Literary Chicago, if there in
such a thing, should be as proud of Mr,
Llock a& she is of McGaffey and Banks,
to say nothing of a crowd of very re-
wpectable, and, because respectabls,
presumably able poetesses whose
nomes have from time to time ap-
peared in capital letters at fashionable
1eceptions. Writing poetry is one of
AMr. Block's recreations, and it is to be
Loped that in the future he may fiud
plenty of leisure hours to devote to it,
Lut the public must not expect too
much in this direction, as his dutles as
prineipul of a large Chicago school nee-
essarily ocoupy most of his time,
G. W. WeiepiesT,
He Had Given Him Up,

A brother of Bishop Clark was one
of the wittiest men alive. It runs in
the family. He once went to see one
of his parishioners, a lady with a pro-
digious family, which had recently been
increased. As he rose to leave, the lady
stopped him with: “But you haven't
seen my last baby.”

“No,” he replied, “and I pever
to." Then he fled—London Tit-Bits

little book, “Where Brooks Go Softly,*

A Boomerang.

The vietln of the subjoined remark is
doubtless stiil pondering aa to wheth
er ignorance or malice prompted it

The season ticket holder happened to
have a peasant seated next to him in
the train. Noticing that the conduewr
took up no ticket from his neighbor,
the peasant commented on the fact.

“Oh, I travel on my good looks,"” re-
marked the other facetiously,

*“Then probably you ain’t goin' far,”
cbserved the peasant.—Fliegende Blact-
ter. .

Prompt Action.

“John,” sald his wife, “on our way
home from church to-night, Mr. Smith's
dog eame very near biting mother. As
it was he frightened her seriously. 1
think you ought to do something ubout
i

“I will,” responded John, promptly,
“I'll see Smith the first thing in the
morning, and if he doesn't want too
much for the dog I'll buy him."—Bay
City Chat.

EASILY DONE.

* Had I & lock of Celia"s hair,”
Sald Fred, “1'd be enchanted.”
" (3ood!" erled his friend; “seek the abode
Cf her purveyor, Mme, Mode,
And have your longing granted.”
—Lippincott’s Magazine,

At Lonelywood,

Mra, Commuter—I don't think much
of those new neighbors of ours, Ferdi-
nand.

Mr, Commuter—Well, my dear, it
isn't necessary for you to be on more
than borrowing terms with them un-
less you care to.—~Judge.

The Changeful Climate.
"Tis a time of Insidious terror
When the strongest of men holds his
breath;
You are dodging a sunstroke one moment
And the next you are freezing to death,
—~Washington Star,

While the two urching
journed to the alley in th”::::‘
barn to fight were stri ping 1, o ®
the larger one said: Action
“Kid, I'll let ye off it ¥e're fra
can lick ye in two minutes, mi?;
pounds heavier'n you be.” -
“That's all right,” rey
other. “If you'd wash tl:n;.: u;.h
’ F n
that I.I'.l‘lls o' your'n we'd weigh ""!lllu:.
The fight that immediately g
was the fiercest one the neighbor
had seen for many a day, snd jt Iswy
a melancholy satisfaction the histe
records the foct that the stualler
whipped—Chicago Tribuye, "

Musieal Item,

A boy with o package rang the bell
of an Ervay street muusion, und 1,
young lady who opened the ooy pe
said:

“Miss, here is a book for you
is ‘How to Play on the Piaps, ™ '

“I never ordered that book,™

“No, miss, but your next-do.r geion.
bor did. He said you needed jy 3,
worst kind.,"—Dallas (Tex ) Sijter,

—

Btudents of Homan Nuturs,

Two pickpockets saw 3 gentlemy
receive & large sum at the Log), sy
followed him for some time 1 get
chance at it. Finally the “ni'::h:'
turned into a lawyer's office, upd un;
of the watchers aid: 'l settles jt
He's gone. Come along.” :

“No! nol!" said the other. *“ygj, til
the lawyer comes out,  \We'l) lau-k;-,‘
him."—Bay City Chat,

A Mutter of Money,
A ecouple of Dallus gentlemen met
and one of them remarked: '
“Yeo look down in the maouth,
What's the matter? Is it love or pyus,
ness that is troubling you?
“Dusiness. Thut rich girl to who
I have been enguged for the [gst ml
months  has  ‘shook’ me” — Dy
(Tex.) Bifter.

Took Time to Make It

“That was & very fine speech yoy
made the other night," suid oue I'L‘v_,
burgher to another,

“1 didn't make it the other nighy’
replied the latter. “I delivered it thy
other night, but it took me & month
to make it."—Dittsburgh Chrooige
Telegraph,

Natural Resentment,

“Little boy," asked the sym pathizing
lady, “why do you cry so?”

“Is there anything in the manner of
my expressing my grief, madam,” pe.
sponded the Boston boy, “that strike
you as being outre or iappropriate
Lioo-hoo!  Boo-hoo!"—Chicago Trib-
une.

" AT
1 i[l { ll'“

A MODERN LOVE AFFAIR.
Up-to-Date Young Lady (to suitor who has just asked for her hand>—Tust at
present, | am sorry to say, [ eannot accept you, as [ feel no affection for you what
ever; but—you had better call aguin, say, an hour hence.—Fliegende Blactter.

Broke the Bllence,

For a long time after he had succecd-
ed in inserting himself through the
door ot three a. m., she regarded him in
silence.

At length she spake.

Also she spake at length.—Westches-
ter Globe.

A Remurkable Creature.
May—I must introduce you to Mr.
Gayly. He is quite a noted character.

I'amela—1Is he?

May—Yes. He made love to 12 girls
last summer without causing them to
become jealous of each other.—Town
Topics.

A Doscriptive Allment.

Jiggs—1 hear old Bragg has the ty-
phoon fever.

Briggs—You mean the typhoid fever,
don’t you?

Jiggs—No, I mean the typhoon. He
centers everything in himself, and he's
all wind—N. Y.World. ;

A Considerate Father.
Mr. Chaiflie, of Dallas, is a very sensi-
ble man. He put his son, Johnnle, at
a private school and said to his teacher:
“That boy is no good. If he cuts
up, just do me the favor to kick the
stuffing out of him. I'll do as much for
you some day."—Dallas (Tex.) Sifter.

Had Heard It
“Baroness, have you heard already
that—"
“Is it o secret, your highness?"
“Y“-"
“Then I have already heard It.”—
F¥liegende Blaetter.

Cut Out for the Work.

“What made Blimmer become a de-
tective ?”

“He wanted to be able to poke bis
nose into other people's affairs while
minding his own business."—Chicago
Record.

Different.
Lobbs — A boy's will s like the
wind's will.
Bobbs—Wrong! One raises the air,

while the other has no heir to raise,—
N. Y. World. -

How Nice That Will Be.

Cawker (reading) — An artifichd
larynx has been invented, and persou
who lose their volees can have oow
ones put in at short notice.

Cumso—Then 1 suppose we sh_:l!
soon be reading the sign: "Your voit
extracted while you wait.,"—Judge.

Not Appropriate.
Mnud—I hate a man that tukes al
evening to propose to you.
Marie—Why? .
Maud—Why? How are you going ¢
gay: “This is so sudden!™ when be bat
finished >—N. Y. World.

The Difference of a Word,

* There's nothing so bad,” the optimi
crios,
“ But it might be worse;" while the s
simist sighs )
Aud monns and groans, in prose and ¥
Verse: it
“There's nothing so bad but §i will i
worse, Pk
THE CALLER'S HYPOCRISY.

Mistress—What did you tell thos
ladies who just called? p

Bridget—O1 told them that yez ¥@
not in, mum.

Mistress—And what did

they say?

Bridget—"How fortinit,” mum-~
Leslic’s Weekly. .
Why FPapa shuddered. 3
ervaky

Davie was pulling nails —
raspy, rusty nails—with & claw
mer.

“Here, boy, what re you ¢
sald his i

"Pilylnp‘.p;.d'llm' teeth ‘thout Pt
replied Davie,—Judge.

hame
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