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N = beautifu)
summer day not
long ago, two
handsome wom-
en sat on the
terrace of one
of the many

in Chi ]

= -

charming hoanting-castles with which
the mountains of Styria abound.

“Bear in mind, Dora, that Prince

HBenatschew 15 a very dangerous man.™

Countess Dorothea blushed crimson.

**Why. do you call him dan, B

*Is not your husband a little jealous
of his preity wife?”

- “*Ah, if he only were! But he de-
votes night and day to the study of po-
litical snd economie suljects. and has
no time for me.”

“Do you mean to say that he neglects

T you?”

“Neot exactly; but he has so many
things to take up his thoughts that he
would not have time to be jealous. In-
fidelity on my part would arouse his
anger, but it would mot try his heart.
He is a cold agd sustere man, Emmy—
a great' and noble man, if you will—but
like a block of ice.”

“While Prince lenatschew is a ver-
itable volcano.”

“Jora does not reply, for the subject
of their conversation appears on the
terrace where the two ladies are chat-
ting.

*“1 hope that T am not disturbing an

hange of confid ladies?™

"*We were speaking of you, prince.™
answered Emmy. *“It was said that
¥You are a man of a volcanie disposi-
tion.”

“"You must be flattering me.”

Countess Dorothea has indignautly
Tisen. *“I havesaid nothing of the sort,
fur I know nothing of Prince Renat-
schew’s character. Pray, let us return
to the drawing-room; I hear Mr. Green-
low play the prelude to his—"

*I entreat you, countess, stay. It is
the ‘Moonlight Screnade,” and I am
sure we can enjoy it to better advan-
tage here, with the real moon shining
down vpon us. What a lovely summer
night! Look down youder, countess,
and watch the effect here, from where
1 am standing! Do you see the moon
reflected in the lake, and the fountain
transformed into a sparkling pillar of
silver?”

Reluctantly Countess Dorothea -fol-
lows the prince. This man exerts a

RISEN."

strange power over her. Emmy is
right; he is a dangerous man.

*“Where are you, Emmy? criesshe, as
she turns to where her friend had been
sitting. *‘Come and watch the moon-
light.”

But Eimnmy has disappeared’ thruugh
_the door which leads from the veranda
inta-the bnllisntly lighted drawiog-

room, and the two are left mlone. A [

timid yet pleasurable feeling of awe
- takes possession of en’s sounl.
" During the past days she has conaci-
! y ,avoided the tempt To-
night she remains apsllbound, held cap-
tive by &' power which Is greater than

- her resistance. Will he again speak of

vt : 7
It is. indeed a delightful scens,” she
s, with quavering voice. “*A delight-
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.consent to such childish play.

scene,” she repests, in confusion;

self.  The man of the world interprets

_LEARHING TO EAT POL

these symp tly, and beg
to do what she has feared—or hoped,
she does not know which—whisper &
passionate avowal of love into her ear.
To him her silence means a ylelding
to hir entreaties. “You have made me
supremely happy,” he murmurs softly,
and-steps aside to meet several persons
who are at this moment approaching
from the drawing-room. A them
in Count Tolstegg, Dorothea’s husband.

Early in the morning of the follow-
ing day, Count Tolstegg informs his
wife that he is called to the city on im-
portant business and muost leave by the
1ast train that evening.

“*And the tablean in which you are
expected to take part?”

““As the train does not leave until
nine, I will have ample time to figure
in that, since I'was foolish enocugh to
Onr
hostess insists that o one but myself
can represent the character for which
she has chosen me, and it would be un-
kind to spoil her pleasure.”

“Then we will leate before the ball
commences?"

*We? There is no reason why you
should not remain. I will come for you
in a few days."”

*'Command me to go with you, Otho—
I beg of youl”

But Count Tolstegg shrugs his shoul-
ders with a smile, and makes no reply.

The guests are assembled in the prei-
ty little amateur theater, and the play-
ers have gathered behind the scenes on
the stage. In the firat row sits Doro-
ithea, and beside her Benatschew. He
has been her escort during dinner, and
has filled unnoticed her glass with
champagne as often as possible. Dora's
cheelkis ave flushed, and s feverish light
burns in her black eyes. Her excite-
ment, however, is not caused by the
wine, but by the inward struggle of
the past few days.

“I will mot!” erles conscience. *1
will—I must!" answers another voice
in her breast, as if under the ban of
some strange hypnotic power. IHer
husband's departure! Has everythiog
conspired 1n Henatschew's favor? Oh,
if Tolstege had but spoken one word—
one word of comfort and kindness—
when she entreated him to take hex
back with him. She wonld have gath-
ered strength from it to resist the pas-
sionate yearning that drives her inta
the tempter’s arms. There 1s but one
way out of the difficulty. She must
confess toher husband the danger with
which she is heset. Several times dur-
ing that day she has been on the eve
of doing this, but when she lifted heo
eyes to her husband’'s cold, indifferent
countenance, she rclapsed Into silence.
And now, now he is going from her—
to leave her uoguarded to the other's
wiles. I am lost! T am lost!’ moans
the nnfortuoate woman.

Three of the tableaux, copied from
famous works of art, have already been
presented. The next on the programme
is the one in which Count "Tolstegyg is
to figure. A slde-door which leads to

*I AM SUPPOSED TO HAVE STABBED YOUR
LOVER™

the stage is snddenly thrown open, and
some one enters and advances toward
Countess llarothea. beckoning her tc
follow. One of the performers has been
taken ill, and Dora is the only one who
can successiully take her place. Wauld
she consent? The tableau is already
arranged; there is no time to be lost.

Dorothea gives her consent. Her
dress is soon arrsnged to suit the char-
acter which she is to represent. They
endeavor to show her the photograph
of the painting from which the tablean
is eopied in which she is to figure, but in
the general confusion il has been mis-
laid. Count Tolstegg is bidden to in-
struct his young wife. She is ready.

The count hnrries to her side. A cr®
of delight and admiration escapes
Dorothea’s lips. She has never known
him to look more handsome. He
snatches her hand and draws her on
the stage with him. 'The others are in
thelr places. Tolstegg leads her to the
center of the stage and, bidding her to
kneel down before him, he says, with
mufMled voice: *“I am supposed to have
stabbed your lover; you are to gaze
with horror upon his bleeding form.
Press one hand to your temple—so—
clenching the other, as 1 grasp your
wrist. You are trembling, dear. Have
I hurt you? Forgive me; but for a mo-
ment the part which I am playing
seemed so natural, as if I were in real-
ity the avenger of my honor."

*‘Utho—speak—would you have done
as he did?" asks Dorothea under her
breath.

**Oh! my life, my all—[ don't know
whom I would have killed in such a
case. Perhaps myself!” whispers Count
Tolstegg, with suppressed emotion, as
hiz eyes rest lovingly upon the pros-
trate form of his young wife.

“*Otho!™

“Attention! cries the stage manager.
The signal is given. . The cortain rises.

An hour later Count Tolstegg's car-
ringe it on its- way to the station.
Leaning back in the cishions, with his
arm around her waist, and ler head
rgsting on his breast, sita Dorothea.

She han confessed to her husband.

The proud, austere man dFaws her
gently to him. *“Then Maater Angell
hes helped me to be the gg.vinr of my

N iAnd of my bhepgiuced™ tenderly
sAnd my o "

A, & Taste for tha National Duiuty
= of the Sandwich Islamds. g
At your first meal, says a letter from
Hawali you inguire hungrily for poi,
and there is brought you = little
wooden bowl or calabash containing =
queer-looking grayish sticky P d

QUICK WITTED.
Tool Heoads Which Have Taraed the Dell.
cate Scale of Life nud Death.

A Southern girl anxious to support
herself, and to make her own in the
world, entered the training-school for
nurses at Hellevue hospital, New York.

resembling paper-hanger’s paste. You

' regard it asknnce, and ask for a spoon,

but are told it is to be eaten with the
fingers.

“Why, no one could take that stuff
up in their fingers!"" you gasp.

‘3, yes, just sce,”” and into a com-
panion calabash your instrunctor dips
two fingers, and with a twirl, only ac-
quired by long practice, withdraws
them loaded with the compound, which
is at once transferred to his mouth and
swallowed, his countenince assnming

time an expreasi of beatified
eplenreanism. You do not know what
expression may have taken its abode
upon your visage, but you know your
principal sensation is one of simon-
pure horror.

“Now, yon try it," says Epicurus.
Tentatively you thrust one finger into
the mess and gather up a minute dose
of the delectable viand. As you raise
it toward your mouth your nose takes
cogmnizance of a sour smell that har-
monizes perfectly with the appearancs
of the pol. Yon clase your cyes, and,
mentally breathing forth o= devout
ejacnlation, open your mouth and sack
the pol from your Aingerr. Hy a sublime
effort of will you keep your lips closed
over the mouthful, while your compan-
ion looks on interestedly, evidently ex-
pecting to hear your palate seream with
delight, Meanwhile your imagifiation
is working with lightning speed. The
poi is eold and clammy. The poi tastes
like stale yeast; it stings your tongme,
and an unutterable disgust possesses
your soul. You are sure you are going
to choke, though yon know you dare
not, and.you figuratively take yourself
by the throat and foree yourself to
swallow the compound. Youcan trace
its progress through the esophagus by
the horrified shudder that argan gives
&8s the mouthful passes along it: yon
can hear the villi in your stomach
shriek as the frog-like lump makes its
appearance among them, and you think
yYou are guving to die thenand there.
“Don’t yon like it?” your hear some one
say. You struggle back to conscions-
ness and murmur your fear that you
are not educated to such a high point
of taste. )

'O, nmever mind,” is the consoling
reply. ““You'll be so fond of itin a day
or two you can't keep house without it.™

You know better than that, but you
offer no contradiction to the assertion.
But if you would leave the islands
with a eonscience untainted by poi yon
mnst hold to your resclution to ab-
stain from tasting the stuff again. This
will be difficnlt to do, You will sec all
your acquaintanees dipping into their
calabashes and hear them expatiating
on the delights of poi, and you begin
to aspire to taste again. Yoo think
obont it by day and by night, and at
last you venture. You take another
step along the downward pathway.
As the poethas so touchingly describeod:
“*You first endure, then pity, then em-
brace' the calabash.

T'oi is & dish that must long remain
peculiar to the Hawaiian islands—al-
wayvs, in fact, nnless some means are
contrived for preserving taro so that it
will stand export. Poi is made from
taro, a root resembling the turnip. Tt
growsin the water, with a large, hand-
some, green leaf, and it is almost
tasteless. There is also an upland
taro cultivated in the mountains by
the natives which has a more de-
cided taste, and whieh, as I learned

tomy cost on tasting it .raw, bites thed

throat like horseradish. The low taro
iz the chief vegetable in the island. and
in early days constituted the native's
principal crop. When ecooked it as-
sumes a mottled gray and white ap-
pearance very like the lava rock that
aboundsevery where'in tho islunds. The
process of muanufacturing the poi is
quite a lengthy one. A great hole is
dug in the ground, and into this the
taro roots are placed around piles of
hot stone=. The carth is then heaped
over the place and the tara left to
steam. When the taro is thoroughly
cooked, which operation often takes
several hours, the roots are dug out
again, peeled, and putintoa huge stone
roceptacle, in which they are pounded
toa pulp. This work is performed hy
the men. It iz an arduons task, and
on a hot day (and nearly all days are
hot on the islands) the pounding of puoi
iz & scene over which it is desirable to
draw a veil. The poi pounder notonly
earns his bread by the sweat of his
brow, but mixes it as well largely with
that fluid. L

The *‘poi of commeree" is now made
by ‘machinery. The mnatives, how-
ever, still make their own. When
the mass is thoroughly beaten and
smooth it is mixed with water to the
proper consistency, about like good
thick paste, strained throngh a coarse
cloth, and set away for two or three
days, antil it begins to ferment, when
it is ready to be eaten. Tt then tastes
a little like buttermilk, and is very nu-
tritious and wholesome. The natives
eat it by the gallon. Give the average
native a big potof poi, half a dozen
raw fish, and a bottle of gin, and you
may have the kingdom and the rest of
the earth as well. He will squat upon
the pround, break the head off one of
the fish, take a bite from its raw side,
pack it in & mouthful of poi, and wash
the whole down with a swallow of gin,
and repeat the process uatil all have
disappeared. : -

Singnlarly enough, revolting as this
E ds; the actual e is far from be-
ing disgusting. I have watched a dozen
natives feeding thus, all dipping poi
from the same calabash, and seen less
dainty and cleanly table manners in
many A backwoods hotel in the states,
Why shonld we swallow a raw oyster
withont winking and shiver at the
thought of raw fish isone of the mys-
teries of msthetics few can solve.—San
Francisco Call. -

—Husband (listening)—*I think there
is & burglar in the house.”” Wife (ox-
cltedly)—**Me me, is nightoap

1 oh sirnight? ' —Somerville Journal

She b an expert nurse, remarka-
ble for courage and self-possession.

One night a patient, who had been
hastily admitted to the wards withont
inguiry respecting her mental condi-
tion, attempted suicide by throwing
herself from a window. This nurse,
by her coolness and quick wit, diverted
ﬁgr from her purpose anmd saved her

e

The incident made an impression
upon the mansgers of the school
Wheu they recetved anapplication from
an insane asylum for nurses to be em-
ployed in the scientific care of deranged
patients, she was highly recommended
for the work, and was subseqomently
promoted to the responsible position of
matron in one of the largest insans
hospitals in the country.

One of this nurse's experiences with
insane patients dizclosed her nerve and
quickness of mind. She was attacked
in a ward by a powerful woman, who
had taken offense hecause for miscon-
duct she had been forbidden to go with
the other patients to the noonday meal.

The murse, being alone with her, had
incantionsly turned her back upon the
patient. The infuriated woman crept
up, and seizing the little nurse by the
waist, lifted her from her feet and
spun round and round with her like a
top.

The nurse was completely in the
power of an uncontrollable lunatic,
whose excitement and frenmzy were in-
creasing every instant. It would have
gone hard with her if she had lost her
presence of mind.

What she did while she was whirling
in the air was to take a large pin fast-
ening the belt of her uniform and
thrust it into the woman's arm. The
assailant, startled by the sudden pain,
relaxed her grip and released her pris-
oner.

Then the nurse faced her, and had
her instantly nnder control. Looking
her in the eyes, she sternly ordered her
to go to her room and get into bed.
The woman, completely cowed, obeyed
like a child.

The same quick wit enabled a sur-
geon to save the life of & hospital pa-
tient who was undergoing a eritical
operation.

The assistants had dropped their in-
struments, for the patient's heart had
apparently eceased to beat. “She is
dead,” they said; *‘it istiseless togoon,™

The surgeon seized a pitcher of hot
water and poured into the gaping
wound. “Go on with vour work!” he
eried.

The eirculation of Llood waz imme-
diately restored by the sudden access
of heat. The operation was guickly
completed. The patient lived and was
restored to health.

Often it is the simplest deviee which
turns the delicate scale of life and
death; but only the eoolest head ean
think of it in time.—Youth's Compan-
jon.

TOES TURHNED :iN.
How & Distingulahed Man Was Hemeins=
Bered by an Admlirer,

A lady who recently had the good
fortune to mect a distingnished man
and spend half an evening in his com-
pany, was ecagerly guestionsd afters
wards by her friends with regard to
him. Her impressions were highly fa-
vorabie. She found him brilliant, eour-
teous. kindly and agrecable.

“And how did he look™’ imguired
one friend at length, after his manners
and conversation had been fully de-
seribed.

‘‘Ife is very good-looking—even hand-
some,” was the reply. Then after a

sligrht pause she added. pensively, " But
L wish 1 wasn't sare that I should al-
ways remember him sitting with his
feet planted rather far apart on the
rug. and his toes turned in.™

““His toes turned in!"" echoed the
other ladies in dismagy.

“Turned very much in.” replied the
lady who had met him: and it issafe to
assume that not one of those who heard |
her say so, ¢ean ever again think of this
revered literary idol independently of
his toes=.

It iz of course ridiculous to be in con-
stant fear of ridicale, and it is con-
temptible to pose for effect. Neveitha-
less, if many people realized in what
particular attitudes the memories of
their friends most readily recalled |
them, their carriage and outwnard de-
meanor would be sensibly improved.

It is a trick of memory te catch and
retain tricks of pose. People who know
us seldom think of ns as looking our
best,-unless our best is the way wa
look every day, but as looking most
natural, most famillar, most character-
istic.

1f a person is in the habit, when talk-
ing, of nursing an elbow in each hand
and rocking to and fro, or of rampling
his hair, or stirring the dimples in his
knuckles with a forefinger, the memo-
ries of his friends take in the conscions-
ness of the act like so many kodaks.
Thelr minds hold in remembrance the
absurd and trifling peculiarity. which,
in the man’s more flattering picture of
himself, he never sees at all.

It is true that little personal tricks
and attitudes sometimes gain a charm
from merely being characteristic, and
that an absent friend is often recalled
most affectionately in an attitude
whose very awkwardness has beecomse
dear. Nevertheless, it is probable that
the {friend, could he know it, would
prefer to be remembered in a position
less natural to him, but more becom-
ing.

The distinguished anthor who turned
in his toes would doubtless rather be
thought of with toes turned out, even
by an admirerardent enough to believe
the former position permissible. Grace,
like goodness, is a guality that we all
of us admire and should try to cenlti.
vate.—Youth's Companion, *

—*“Why did everybody langh so long
over that, story of old Boreby's? It
wasn't a bit fusny.” “Theyr were

afraid he wouald tell another if they

kept quiet "=-Vogue

FIRESIDE FRAGMENTS.
v

—Russian Tea.—Pare and slice fresh
Juicy lemons and lay a piece in the
bottom of each eunp; sprinkle with
white sugar and pour hot, strong tea
upon it Serve without cream.—House-
keeper.

—Baked Hash.—Mix well about equal
portions finely minced cold meat of any
kind and minced cold potato, moisten
with milk, gravy or soup stock—mever
with water—season with salt and pep-
per, make into & roll, put in o buttered
pan and bake in the oven. This, if
properly prepared and cooked, will be
delicions hash.—Boston Herald.

—Pia Crust.—Rub thoroughly one
eupful of lard into two cupfols of Acur,
to which has been added a little salt.
Mix with enough ice water to make a
soft paste, but which can be rolled ont
thinly. Do not handla more than nec-
CESAry, Aad upon that and the coldneas
of the water depends it flaki .
Have the filling of the pies ready be-
fore making the erust, as it should not
stand before nsing. —Housekeeper.

-—Omelette Soufle.—For this an
carthen pudding dish should be uged.
Butter it warm. Beat the yolksof twao
eggs with a tablespoonful of powdered
sugar and half a teaspoonful of vanilla
extrazt. Then beat the whites of four
epgs until stiff, and whip them lightly
into the flavored yolks. Pour the mix-
ture into the dish and bake at onoe in
a moderate oven from ten to twelve
minutes. Serve immediastely.

—DBraised Tongue. — Simmer the
tongue two hours. Tie the tip to the
thick part. Hrown two tablespoonfuls
of butter, add two tablespoonfuls of
flour, pour on one quart of hot stock,
add one-half of a carrot, one-half of a
turnip, one onion. one cut potato, one
sprig of parsley, two bay leaves, one
stalle of celery. one tablespoonful each
of Worcestershire and mushroom catch-
up. Add to the tongue and bake one
and one-half hours. Boil sance down
and pour over tongue.—Good House-
kecping.

—Tropical Snow.—Ten sweet oranges
pared and grated, two glasses sherry,
one cup powdered sugar, six bananas.
Peel and eut the oranges small, talking
out the seceds, punt a layer in a glass
bowl and wet with wine, then strew
with sugar, next put a layer of grated
cocoanut. slice the bananas thin and
cover the cocoanut with them; when
the dish has been filled in this order
heap with ootoanut; eat soon or the
oranges will tonghen.—Detroit Free
Press.

—Cucumber Salad.—Peel and slice the
cucumbers very thin, sprinkle with a
little salt, cover with bits of cracked
jce. Iet them remain thus half an
hour before they are wanted; then
drain, and they will be crisp and with-
out any bitterness. For tho dressing
mix slowly together two tablespoon-
fuals salad oil with the same amount of
vinegar, and a teaspoonful cach of
sugar and white pepper. Pour it over
the cucumbers just before meal time
ol serve.—Orange Judd Farmer.

—Sponge Cake.—Talke one cupful of
sugrar, four eggs, one cupful of flour
and one level teaspoonful of baking
powder. Beat the yolks of the eges
and sngrar together, then add the flour
in which you have put the baking pow-
der. Lastly stir in the beaten whites
of the eggs. This makes one loaf.
Baked ona long shallow tin this makes
a very nice rolled jelly eake. 1 have
nzed this recipe often and like it, both
for jelly cuke and sponge cake. It
shonld be baked guickly.—Prairic Far-
mer.

SUMMER FANCY WORK.
It May Save Time in Future as Well as
Kl It Now.

On all the porches and out on the
picers one sees pretty hands engaged in
ligght work which in some cases never
sees the light after it is made to dc
duty as a killer of time during the
warm weather. Many an anttgrly worth-
less bitiswrought out in endless stitch:
@n, which might have been put ta bet-
ter service if only a little thought had
been exercised in the selection of the
article or articles that pass muster
under the head of fancy work.

A few hints may not come amiss even
at this late date. Instead of starting
something more than usually elaborate
that will in all probability neven be
finished, point the needle toward some
smaller and less discouraging bit of
work that can ferm a part of the great
fund of Christmas gifts that one never
finds time to prepare during the rush
preceding the popular holiday.

In the list of articles that are casy to
carry about and yet are worthy the at-
tention bestowed upon them are fine
towels that can be made more beauti-
ful by drawn work or embroidered with
monograms either in wash silks or
linen threasd. Even oneof thesc would
be rarely appreciated by a honsekeeper
who dotes on adding to her linen closet
dainty etceteras of all sorts.

Next to towels, in the order of their
actual merft, are all the pretty ap-
pointments for the table, from the
wine glass and butter-plate doilies np
to the Inrgrl't‘!st bit of its kind—the ¢en-
ter scarf. The smaller picces are, how-
ever, the handiest to carry about and
certainly a dozen doilies or initialed
serviettes are no mean present, either
for oneself or for one’s friena.

Bureau covers, or dainty little pieces
of drawn work for the tops o in-
cushions, or to be put to the hundred
and one uses a woman intuitivelv un-
derstands. all are sensible and delight-
ful bits of work to occupy the hands
and the time with, and will more cer-
tainly be finished as to one’s satisfaction
than if more pretentions efforts are
made. —Chicago Times.

Two St »

In some parts of England a quecer
custom ie still in vogue, which is re-
peated whenever a death oceurs. It is
called the *‘bite of sin,”” and whenever
some one in 8 house dies a piece of
bread is laid on the breastof the corpee
which some stroller-by is persuaded to
ent for a good sum of money. Im this
way it is believed that the sins of the
dead are transferred to the living, who
in turn can shove them off together
with his own by a similar ceremony
when his life comes toan end. On the
SBandwich Islands the widows have the
:a.m;a of th?.irl de.grted h'u_aémmis ta;
ooed on  their ngues.—Lineinna
Post-Dispatol.
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WOMAN AND HOME.

PRETTY LITTLE CLOAK.

How to Make an Artistic Garmeat feor
a Girl—The Materials Used by the Im-
venmtor of This Charmiagx Desigu Was &

FAMILY SCRAP BAG,

Arterknives have been cleaned they
may be brilliantly polished with ohas
conl powder. -

I making ecoffee the broader the

bottom and the smaller the top of the
1 in which you prepare it the ét-

Wora-Out Dreas of © B Am-

tiquity.

Economy does not neceszarily sacri-
fce daintiness and beauty to useful-
ness. Some of the prettiest dresses
imaginable are “made over” dresses,
and the number of bewitching little
garments our grown-up clothes are
eapable of being turned into for the
tiny folks is legion.

The little cloak illustrated here is
one of the ‘“‘made-overs,” and I am
quite sure no prettier need be asked
for to put a little four-year-old maiden
into, It is very simple, but I was con-
werted to the doctrine of simplicity for
children long ago.

The materials for the little cloak
were—well, o worn-ont dress belong-
ing to a former generation! To be
eure, the worn-cutness was not uni-
varsal-—only the sleeves really. So the
little coat has all the wear of new
goods in it. The body is dark blue
plaifed off with lines of gold and red,
the sleeves of plain blue to match the
ground-work of the plaid. and the
euffs and yoke of blue velvet. Hine
ribbons tie under a little round chin.
However, the material iz immateriall
Colors and goods may wary to suit a
body's taste—and worn-out dressea!

ARTIATIC LITTLE CLOAN.

Or goods Iresh from the counter may
be treated acceptably in just this
fashion.

The pattern in this case was adapted
—turned “‘wrong side foremost”—from
& round-yoke French Mother Hubbard.
The little yoke may be either round or
sguare—the little illustration shows a
happy medinm. The cloak is plaited
instead of gathered to the yoke, with
only a narrow hending. and the plaits
are side-plajts ranning each way from
a broad double box-plait in the center
of the back and from the opening in
front. The =sleeves are verv fall and
plaited into the arm-size rather than
gathered, and plaited, too, into the vel-
vet cuffs. Two long strips of material
(lined heavily with *“stiff'ning™) are
plaited into a stiff little frill that
stands npright on either shoulder.
These epaulets are graduated in width,
from quite broad in the center to very
narrow where they merge into the arm-
size altogether on either side. Long
ribbons tie at the throat, and a hook
and loop fasten the yoke at its lower
end. And there you have the little coat
complete! Could it be simpler or more
childish? In my own eyes it is very
dainty and charming.—Annie Hamil-
ton Dounell. in Country Gentleman.

FASHIONABLE CHAIRS.

Chippendale and Shernton Styles Are the
Most Fopular.

At a recent sale of old furniture the
most eagerly sought-for specimens
were noticenbly the rather gaudy Em-
pire styles, gilt chairs. onyx tables and
“whatnots,” ormolu eabinets, mirrors,
ete. Noxt in pnblic estimation evi-
dently came specimens of Chippendale's

and Sheraton’s cnbinef work, and W
was quite moticeable that the (Gothic
wood-carving so much admired a dee-
ade ago had gone off in the ever-fickle
public estimation, as there seemed ab-
solutely no sale for the many beauntiful
specimens which were shown. As a
guide as to what is fashionable in
chajrs nowadays, we give a sketch of
three—an Empire, a Chippendale anda
Sheraton—all perfect specimens of
their kind.

The Right to Live Single.

It has hithertobeen the law in Japan
that is a woman wes not marvied by »
eertain age the anthorities picked out
& man and compelled him to marry
her. The mikado has jnst abandoned
this usage. In fature Japanese women
will be allowed to live and die maids,
=5 in European countries.

The Infloence of Woman.
“*No man ever livead a right life who
t has not been chastened by & wom-
an’s love, strengthened by her courage
and guided by her discretion.”—JYohn
Ruskin: - - -
" The Wrong Flaoca.

Poet—1 have a poem here to mell.
Editor (harshly)—Excuss me, but
this 1: not & junk mhop. Aronnd the

‘in pretty good ¢

orper, plesse,—Detroit Free Presa.

i d

ter the coffee will be.

Sk handkerchiefs should be washed
in a suds made with castile soap and
tepid water. They should never be
wrung out, but just shaken and ironed
with m cool iron.

THERE is nothing better for cleaning,

copper kettles than powdered

and soap. Wet a coarse cloth in hot

water, soap it well, and spriakle over

it the powdered horax. £
WHaEN stewing fruit, or, in fact.swhen

cooking anything in an opeo vessa! do

not leave the spoom in i{ you wish ta
have it boil guickly. ‘The spoon car-
ries a portion of the heat off into the
air.

IF Monday proves a stormy day the
white clothes, after washing, shonld
be put into clean water and wait for
the hanging until fair weather. Call-
coes and flannels should not be washed
until fair weather.

BRapa ornaments should be first
washed with a strong lye made of
rock-aslum, in the proportion of onas
onnce of alum to a pint of water:
When dry rub with leather and fine
tripoli. Thia will make the brass brill-
fant.

Taia is one of those simple things
which few people know of. If you are
in a Pullman car get & pillow from the
porter. put it on your lap and place
your writing materials on it. ‘Thae
elasticity of the pillow will insure
smopthness. Where a pillow canncd
be obtained use a shawl or cont.

A COFFEE pot with a strainer of
alnminam that will not rust nor cor
rode, a bread-knife with the cutting
edge in reflex curves, thatis warranted.
not to cerumble nor crush warm op
very light bread, and liguid r~hocolate
in pound eang, resdy for use in layer
cake, are some of the new conveniences
offered by the stores.

SoME women unwisely try toenhance
the brillianey of thier eyes by expos-
ing them to an air slightly impregs
nated with & powerfnl .acid@ or rub
over ench eye a tiny quantity of bella-
donna ointment. This artificial dila-
tion has again and again been the
means of injoring the sight. Plenty of
sleep and good digestior are the best
cosmetics for the eye. :

HOUSEHOLD nNOTES.

PoMIcE stone is one of the besk
things to use in removing stains of any
kind from the hands. :

GoLn and silver jewelry may ba
thoroughly e¢leaned by a =trong solu-
tion of ammonia—a teaspoonful to =
cup of water.

Rixs1XG all sorts of vessels and ntens
slles with charcoal powder isa good
way to rid them of old smells thas
seem to defy the sand and water scour-
mng.

AN apple poultice is said to be g2
good a thing for sore eyes that it in
used regularly in French ho#pitals,
but any poultice isdangerous fora non-
professional to apply to the eye.

Iittr on & wall paper can be most
readily removed by rubbing over it
lightly & lump of dough marle of the
coursest flour, amnd but little stiffer
than for a pudding. Stale bread is
often used for this purpose, but it is
not so valuable as the dough, as the
latter leaves no crumbs.

The Tralning of Gicls,

The foundation of society rests om
its h - The of our homes
rests on the wives. Therefore, first of
all, teach our girls how to be success-
ful wives. Begin in their infancy to
dflevelop their characters. Teach them
that: jealousy is an immorality, and
gossip a vice. Train them to keep tha
smallest promise as sacredly as an
oath. and to speak of people only as
they wonld speak to them. Teach
them to look for the best quality in
everyone they meet, and to notice
other people’s fault= only to_avoid
them. Train them to do small things
well and to delight in helping others,
and instill constantly into their minds
the necessity for sacrifice for others’
pleasure as a means of soul develop-
ment. Onee given a firm foundation
of character like this, which the poor-
et s well as the richest ean give to
thewr girls, and no matter what neces-
sity arises, they will be able to-rise
above it.—Womankind.

To Wash the Halr.

For washing the hair, particularly
such as is inclined to be oily, nething
is better than the common hard soap
of the kitchen. A woman who has
used it frequently he rzelf and seen its
benefits tested in other cases pre-
scribes it with strong faith. ““Make a
strong suds,” she says, “‘rub it quickly
on the hair and wash it off again at
onee, . After that any scented soap or
wash may Be used in the way of an ordi-
nary shampoo.” An English maid.whois

Tamed for the care of her mistress’

hair, may be taken in further :testi-
mony of the same article, as the only
wash she uses is scapsuds thickened
with a teaspoonful of glycering and
the white of an egg. L'ndoubiedly
d waste ey in expensive hair
beautiflers and servers. Simpla
means right to one’s hand are just as
effective. The pulp of a lemon, for in-
stance, rubbed on the roots of the hair
will stop ordinary cases of falling out.

——
Squash Ple Without Egge.

Balke the aquash in the shell;: when

done, remove with a spoon and mash
throngh a colander. For one pie, take
eight tablespoonfuls of the aguash,
henlf & cap of sugar and one and one-.
third cups of boiling milk.  Pouar the
milk slowly over the squash, beating
rapidly meatiwhile, to make the oim-
tare light. Hale in one crust.

half dollar,
ing,




