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color in from nine to fourteen

GOLDMAN’S

EXCELSIOR

HAIR RESTORER

fon for restoring gray or faded hatr to its original
days. It is not sticky or greasy, doea not

contain of lead, sulphur or any pclsonous ingredients. It is pute as
water and does not staln the skin or scalp. We know what the restorer
can do, otherwise we would not say PAY FOR IT Al USING,

HAIR.

Goldman's European Hair Parlors,

385 Wabasha Street, St. Paul.
Manufacturers, Jobbers and Retallers of

HUMAN HAIR GOODS--FINE WIGS.

Near the Postoffice.

We manufacture everything and can therefore say

Your Money

Back if Not Satisfied.
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of California.

“¥From Sand Hill to Pine” is the title of
volume of new short stories by Bret
larte. It is from the press of Hough-
ton, Miffiln & Co. The storles poses3aess
the charm that is characteristic of all
this author's work. As a sample of the
es, take that of “A Treasure of the
tedwoods.”
One day a prospector, who was not
specially well trained, wandered in the
in a dilatory search and came
m a cabin. He wanted a prospecting
, s0 he borrowed one rrom the daugh-
of the eccentric old man who lived
in the lttle clearing, a girl whose big
gunbonnet hid her face. The pan was old,
patched and leaky, and he found nothing.
A few days later a note and a box came
to the camp for him, brought by “Mam-
1y,” the negro housekeeper at Katinka
nger's home. The note told an elab-
story of how the borrowed pan,
owner's bread pan, had had flakes
of gold in it, after all, concealed beneath
he loose patch in the bottom. Katinka's
e also explained that “dad"” was away.
yad” objected to gold mining and quot-
i Seripture to prove that it was wrong.
ited by the news that he had beem
cting in a likely place, Jack Flem-
irried back to the place near the
wger house. Thither came Katinka,
prettily dressed, and this time he saw
that she was a very pretty girl. The
prospector's pan revealed nothing valua-
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ble, even when Tinka herself washed
for ore. The pool became still presently,
for two young people were interested in
each other.

There was a moment of silence. The
drone of a bumble-bee near by Seemed
to make the silence swim drowsily in
their ears; far off they heard the falnt
beat of a woodpecker. The suggestion of
their kneeling figures in this magic mir-
ror was vague, unreasoning, yet for the
moment none the less irresistible. His
arm {nstinctively crept around her Httle
walst as he whispered—he scarce knew
what he sald—'‘Perhaps here is the treas-
ure I am seeking.”

The girl laughed, released herself, and
sprang up; the pan sank ingloriously to
the bottom of the pool, where Fleming
had to grope for it, assisted by Tinka,
who rolled up her sleeve to her elbow.
For a minute or two they washed grave-
ly, but with no better suecess than -.t-
tended his own individual efforts. The
result in the bottom of the pan was the
same. Fleming laughed.

“You see,” he said, gayly, ‘“the Mam-
mon of unrighteousness is not for me—
at least, so near your father's taber-
nacle.”

““Phat makes no difference now,” said
the girl, quiekly, ‘‘for dad is goin' to move,
anyway, farther up the mountzains. He
says it's gettin’' too crowded for him here
—when the last setlléer took up a section
threa miles off.””

“And are you going,
young man, earnestly.

Tinka nodded her brown head. Fleming

too?” asked the
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heaved a gehulne mlgh. "Well, Tl try
my hand hete & litle while longer. I'll
put up a notlee of claim; I don't suppose
your father would object. You know he
oouldn’t legally.”

“1 reckon ye might do it ef ye wanted—
of yo was that keen on gettin' gold!” sald
Tinka, looking away. There was some-
thing In the girl's tone which this bud-
d lover resonted. He had sen-
sitive,

“Oh, well,” he said, "“I see that it might
make unpleasantness with your =
only thought,” he went on, with tendere;
tentativeness, ‘‘that it would be pleasant
to work here near you.”

“Ye'd be only wastin’ yer time,” she
sald, darkly.

Fleming rose gravely. “Perhaps you're
right,” he answered, sadly, and a little
bitterly, ‘“‘and I'll got at once.”

He walked to the spring and gathered
up his tools. “Thank you again for your
kindness, and good-by.”

He held out his bhand, which she took
passively, and he moved away.

But he had not gone far before she call-
ed him. He turned to find her still stand-
ing where he had left her, her little hands
clinched at her side and her widely opened
eyes staring at him. Suddenly she ran
at him, and, catching the lapels of his
ooat in both hands, held him rigidly fast.

“No! no! ye shan’t go—ye mustn't go!”’
she sald, with hysterical intensity. “I
want to tell ye something! Listen!—you—
you—Mr. Fleming! I've been a wicked,
wicked girl! I've to!d lles to dad—to mam-
my—to you! I've borne false witness—
I'm worse than Sapphira—I've acted a big
He. Oh, Mr. Fleming, I've mgde you come
back here for nothing! Ye didn’'t find no
gold the other day. There wasn't any.
It was all me! I—I salted that pan!”

“Salted It!"” echoed Fleming, in amaze-
ment.

“Yes, ‘salted it,” ” she faltered; “‘that’s
what dad says they call it—what those
wicked sons of Mammon do to their claims
to sell them. I—put gold in the pan my-
self; it wasn't there before.”

‘“But why?"” gasped Fleming.

She stoped. Then suddenly the foun-
tains in the deep of her blue eyes were
broken up; she burst into a sob and burled
her head in her hands and her hands on
his shoulder. ‘‘Because—because’ —she
sobbed against him—*I wanted you to
come back!"

He folded her in his hands. He kissed
her lovingly, forgivingly, gratefully, tear-
fully, smilingly—and paused; then he kiss-
her sympathetically, understandingly,
apologetically, explanatorily, in Iteu of
other conversation. Then, becoming co-
herent, he asked:

“But where did you get the gold?"’

“Oh,” she sald, between fitful and de-
spaliring scbz, “somewhere!—I don't know
—out of the old Run—long ago—when I
was little! I didn’'t never dare say any-
thing to dad—he'd have been crazy mad
at his own daughter diggin’—and I never
eared nor thought a single bit about it
untf! T saw you.”

““And you have never been there sgince?”

‘“Never."™

“Nor anybody else?” ]

“Na.”

Suddenly she threw back her head; her
ship hat fell back from her face, rosy
with a dawning inspiration! “Oh, say,
Jack!—you don’t think that—afier all this
time—there might—" She did not finish
the sentence, but, grasping his hand,
eried, ““Come!”

She caught up the pan, he seized the
shovel and pifeck, and they raced like boy
and girl down the hill. When within a
few hundred feet of the house she turned
at right angles Into the clearing and say-
ing “Don’t be skeered; dad's away,"” ran
boldly on, still holding his hand, al-ng
the little valley. At its fartter ex remity
they came to the “Run,”” a half-diled
watercourse whose rocky sides were
marked by the erosion of winter torrent=
It was apparently as wild and secluded as
the forest spring. “Nobody ever came
here,’” sald the girl, hurifadly, *“arter
dad sunk the well at the house.” .

One or two pools sti I remained in the
Run from the last season's flow, water
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enough to wash out several pans of al.t.

Selecting a spot where the white quartz
was visible, Fleming attacked the bank
with the pick. After one cr two blows it
began to yleld and crumble away at his
feet. He washed out a perfunc-
torfly, more intent on the girl than his
work; she, eager, alert and breathle s,
had changed places with him and become
the anxious pr tor! But the resuilt
was the same. ¢ threw away the pan
with a lJaugh, to take her little hand! But
she whispered, ““Try again.”

He attacked the bank once more with
such energy that a great part of it caved
and fell, filling the pan and even burying
| the shovel in the debris. He unearthed
the latter while Tinka was struggling to
get out the pan.

"The' mean thing is stuck and won't
maove,” she said, pettishly. “I think it's
broken now, too, just like ours.”

Fleming came laughingly forward, and,
putting one arm around the girl’'s waist,
attempted tb assist her with the other,
The pan was immovable, and, indeed,
seemed to be broken' and bent. Suddenly
he uttered an exclamation and ' began
hurriedly to brush away the dirt and
throw the sofl eut of the pan.

In another moment he had revealed a
fragment of decomposed quartsz, like dis-
colored honeycombed cheese, half filling
the pan. But on its side, where the
pick had struck it glancingly, there was
a yellow streak like a ray of sunshine!
And as he strove to Jift it he felt in that
unmistakable omnipoteny of weight that
it was seamed ang celled with gold.

.- »

The news of Mr. Fleming’s engagement,
two weeks later, to the daughter of the
recluse religious hunter who had made
a big strike at Lone Run, excited some
skeptical discussion, even among the hon-
est con atulations of his partners.

That’s a mighty queer story how Jack
got tl_mt girl sweet on him just by bor-
rowin’ a prospectin’ pan of her,” said
Faulkner, between the whiffs of his pipe
under the trees. “You and me might have
borrowed a hundred Erospectin' pans and
never got even a drink thrown in. Then to
think of that old preachin’ coon-hunter
hevin' to give in and pass his strike over
to his daughter’'s feller, just because he

scruples about gold diggin’ himself.
He’d hev booted you and me outer his
ranch first.”

“Lord, ye ain’t takin’ no stock in that
hogwash?”’ responded the other. “Why,
everybody knows old man Jallinger pre-
tended to be sick o' miners and m'nin’
camps, and couldn’t bear to hev 'em near
him, only jest because he himself was all
the while secretly prosgpectin’ the whole
lode and didn't want no interlopers. It
was only when Fleming nippled in by get-
tin® hold o’ the girl that Jallinger knew
the secret was out, and that’s the way
he bought him off. Why, Jack wasn’t no
miner—never was—ye could see that. He
never struck anything. The only treasure
he 'found in the woods was Tinka Jallin-
gert:’

BOOKS

“The Burden of Christopher.”

‘““The Burden of Christopher,” by Flor-
ence Converse. Houghton, Mifflin &
Co., Boston and New York.

This story should be read by every
thinking person. The heart interest is
intense and humanity Is sounded to its
depths. Tt's moral must be left to the
reader. The story commences at the
home of Christopher Kenyon, manufac-
turer of shoes, in the village of Kenyon.
The Kenyons have been)at the head of
the factories for K generations, and the
name has always been a synonym for
honor and trustworthiness, albelt there
have been some hard and close men
among them. Christdpher has taken his
place at the helm- at his father's death,
and now after sixiyears we find him with
a flourishing business, but -unsatisfied
ideas. E

His old college instructor of economics,
Prof. -Gillespie, the professor’'s daughter
Agnes and the rector of the village, Phil-

of the
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that has been in his own mind and heart
in embryo for many years. Christopher,
while a practical business man, is also a
poet and dreamer. The old professor fis,
of course, a theorist, and his daughter
Agnes, while holding some of her father's
views, has lived nearer to the people of
the world than he, and knows more of
their {lls and sufferings. The young rec-
tor, Starr, Is a man of the highest ideals,
and in his contact with the people of a
factory town has had a chance to become
familiar with thelr conditions and the
shortcomings thereof.

The influence of these three persons on
Christopher at this time colors his future
life and actions. He knows that his
factory people are little better off than
slaves under the methods in vogue, and
while his factory i3 a model of good con-
ditlons and management he hopes to ralse
them to a higher gocial and educational
plane. Feeling that at the present time
they are not equal to co-operative meth-
ods he places his factories on a profit-
sharing basis, with short hours and full
recognition of organized labor. During the
inaugeration of his experiment he sees
much of Agnes. Her strong personality
and ideas are his greatest Inspiration. Ag
{s natural he loves and marries her.

Ten years pass by, and Christopher’'s
experiment seems to be a success. His
people are happy, and their village Is a.
model one. They still have good hours
and good pay, but Christopher himself
has been paying the price of it. His
load has beemt a heavy one. Many dis-
turbing elements have entered into con-
ditions of late years. Leather trusts
have formed and several years of busi-
ness depression, in addition to the keen
competition of rival factories, operated
on the old llnes of starvation and grind,
ané alwayvs the demand for a cheaper
product, have caused Christopher to place
his own and his wife's fortune in the
business, hoping for better times. As a
last resort he makes use of funds placed
in his hands as & -trust for minor or-
phans. A strike In one of the rival fac-
tories, precipitated by an effort to union-
ize the help, is the last straw and leaves
nothing but ruin ahead.

The outcome is as interesting as the
events leading up to it.

In so short an article much of Interest
must be omitted, but no one will regret
reading this book. It especfally com-
mends itself in these times of labor ex-
periments and labor treubles,

“Colombia and Venezuela.”

“The Colomblan and Venezuelan Repub-
lics,” Dy William L. Scruggs. Little,
Brown & Co., Boston.

The author of this work was formerly
envoy extraordinary and minister pleni-
potentiary to these republics, and in his
official capacity had exceptional oppor-
tunities for studying these countries and
their people. He describes their climatic
conditions; and many of the places which
have been considered unhealthy by those
who are ignorant of the facts, he finds
the reverse. His experience of twenty-
five years has led him to know exactiy
those localities which are to be avolded
by strangers. The magnificent mountain
scenery of the Magdalena valley and the
gorgeous tropical scenery and luxuriant
vegetable life are descritbed at length.
The great difficultles of transportation
are dwelt upon; and he points out the
need of better conditions, which would
lead to the development of the magnifi-
cent resources of the countries. The vol-
ume contains chapters on the agricul-
tural products of Venezuela, on the
Guayana boundary guestion, the Isthmus
of Panama and Panama eanal projects,
the rights and duties of foreign residents
in South America, the Monroe doctrine,
the Venezuelan arbitration award of 1599,
etc. The book should be invaluable to a
person intending to travel or settle in
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Make Lazy Liver Lively

You know very well how you feel when your liver don’t act.
Bile collects in the blood, bowels become constipated and your
whole system is poisoned. A lazy liver is an fuvitation for a
thousand pains and aches to come and dwell with you, Your
life becomes one long measure of irritability and déspondency

Act directly, and in a fecullu’ly ha;
> rify revitalizing ev rtion of the
liver, driving all the bile from the blood, :.- hezo::hown by in-
for food, power to digest it,

Beware of imitations!

Best for the Bowels
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y manner on the liver and

and strength to
10c., 25c. All

South or Central America, for it con-
tains much practical advice upon the best
methods of dealing with the native pop-
ulation, and the best pasts of the coun-
try in which to settle.

“Last of the Flathoats.”

“The Last of the Flatboats,” a story of

the wululp& river, by George

Eggleston. throp Publishing com-

pany, on.

This is the story of the adventures of
five young “‘Hoosfers’” who tzke about
the last of the Waestern river fiatboats
down the Misstssippl to New Orleans.
They start from the town of Vevay, on
the Ohlo, and have plenty of adventure,
But the book {8 more than a story of al-
venture; it !s a perfect gtorehouse of
facts, not only about the Migsissippl and
“its Interesting family of rivers,” but of
the possibilities, productions, and incen-
tives which America ylelds and of which
acttve, earnest, and ambitlous American
boy3s may profitably avail themselves.

Mr. Egglesion evidently writes from
closs and careful knowledge. e has not
only dealt ploturesquely with our won-
derful Western river system, but he has
covered a fleld, geographically, which no
boy's story has yet attempted. The tfive
boys take the ‘‘Last of the Flatboats,”
as they call their craft, well laden with
congignments of farm produce, through
tha bends and rapids, the dargers and
delights of the great river, with “mov-
ing accidents by flood and fleld,” and a
vast development in self-rellance, intelll-
gence, and self-helpfulness in the boyish
owners who make the voyage. The In-
terest In the book is helghtcned when it
is hinted that the orlginal of “Ed”—the
most brainy boy of the party—was the
author’'s elder brother, Dr. Fdward Eg-
gleston, of ‘“Hoosier Schoolmaster’’ fame,
Th= illustrations are hy Charlotte Hard-
ing, and bave fatthfully caught the senti-
ment, adventure, and loeal color of the
story.

“Mickey Finn,” by Ernest Jarrold. Il-
lustrations by lke Morgan. Paper, 281
pages; 12mo. Jamieson-Higgins com-
pany, Chicago.

Mickey Finn and Cooney island ere ex-
ploited in a series of humorous sketches,
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some of which are ludicrous in the ex-
treme. Of special interest at this time s
the story of the cenwus enumerator's ex-
perience with Mickey's garru'ous mother,
while “the wooden-legged Bhunghai’ and
“the rooster’” are pictures of domestic
sensations that must have thrilled Coon-
ey lsiend to the extreme. A chapter of
history, the north pole, and a lesson In
georgaphy are amusing, Y not really
instructive, and there are in all thirty
sketches in this volume. The {llustra-
tions are cxcellent.

HOOK NOTES.

The Riverside Press, Cam e, hLas
Just isgued another edition of Et.’rv‘e‘,‘liowe'-
romance, “The 8tory of a Country Town *
one of the most popular of the old Tic
nor paper series. The new edition ¥ alse
in paper. Howe, a newspaper man, has
told the incidents of Iife in a country towp
80 well that the atmosphere seems te
cling to the pages of the book

ON OUR BOOK TABLE.

From the publishers:

Lothrop Publishing Cempany, Boston—
“The Last of the Flatboats,” by George
Cary Eggleston, $1.50.

Little, 4R wn & Co., Boston—"The Co-
lumblan asd Venezuelan Republics,” by
William L. Scruggs.

Jameson-Higgins Co., Chicago
beams,”” by George W. Peck.

Frederick A. Stokez Company, New
York—'‘Four Years Nine,”” by Bart Myn-
derse.

From the St. Paul Book and Statignery
company:

D. Appleton & Co., New York -—*“The
Seafarers,” by John Bloudelie Burton, §i;
“Bird Studies With a Camera,” by Frank
M. Chapman, $1.75.

McClure, Phillips & Co., New York
“The American Salad Book,” by Maxi-
milian De Loup, $1; “Dwight [.. Moody,"”

“Sun-

by Henry Drummond, $1; “The Green
Flag, and Other 8tories of War and
Sport,” by A. Conan Doyle, $1.50.
g
Domn’'t Get Your Supper Before You
Start.

Sco Line Atlantic Limited, leaving Min
neapolis and St. Paul every evening for
the East, serves supper a la carte.

Scvere effect, to be worn with an or-
dinary shirt waist, a ring slipped
over the ends of a stock speared
with stickpin at the throat, ends
brought easily to the waist with
knot or ring, and around the walist,
tied in back with a stubby, flat bow.

Aelia Rives' Lilg E

RICHMOND, Va., June 16.—A beautiful
k of her former self, Amelie Rives,
Troubetzkol, is now a veluntary
~ at the home of her father, Col.

Albert Rives, Castle Hill, Albemarle coun- ;

ty It scems as though the final chap-
( a short but romantic life is being
and that any day may witness

y months have passed since this
young lady returned to her fath-
home from the gayeties of life in
and the great clities of her own
with her health ruined and her
Her

er's
Paris
country,
nerveus system totally unstrung.
iing was an event in Albemarie coun-
ty, and from far and near the friends of
ily gathered to see her. But she

comi

would receive no one. She shut herself
in ! own room, and refused to hold
co iication even with the members
of - own family. To this day she has
k up her self-imposed solltude, and
no 1til the shadows of night have fall-
en and all the household is wrapped in
slumber does she venture forth. Then,
draped all in white, lfke a returned spir-

it, haunted by the memory of deeds done
earth, she wanders back aund forth
rough the wide hails and up and down
the winding staircase of the cold-fashioned
mansion until the dim light in the cast
heralds the beginning of anether day.
PREPARING ANOTHER BOOK.
How her time is spent within the con-
fines of her own rogm ndo one Knows ex-
cept the trusty colored womar who car-

ries all her meals and attends to her
wants. It is known, however, that she
writes at intervals, and this bhas given
rize to the report that she is preparing
another book, which may create a sen-
satton in the world 1i that produced
by her lirst venture, “The Quick or the
Dead.”

T'wico a month her husband, Frince
Troubetzkol, now a resident of Washing-
ton, comes down and sees her, and sperds
a few days at Castle Hill. Sometimes
ghe consents to see him for a sitert time,
and sometimes she does not. The life of
the young princess, now evidently near
its end, !s more remarkable than many
which have been woven by the skilled
pens of writers of fiction. She was born
and ralsed among the azure-iopped moun-
tains of the Blue Ridge, and grew up
with a iarge share of beauty, for which
her family on hoth sides has long been
noted. At eighteen years of age there
wasg no lovelier girl fo Virginia., Her pe-
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RENT WA

A bow which may be worn with a
severely plain shirt waist or to com-
plete a fancy gown. The ends of a
stock are drawn tightly to the bust
line, pinned, and a bow tled. The
ends may be worn short or reach-
ing a trifie below the waist. Also
two colors of ribbon tied together
make a pretty effect.
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To be worn with a shirt walst, as well

as with more elabarate bodlces. A
stock, with two small loops at the
throat. "The ends are tied in four-
loop bow, with pendent ends. A
small knot on each end makes this
a very pleasing and fluffy effect.

Stock with the ends drawn to the

. shoulder, pinned. A bow tied, the
ends of which are tied individually
into small bowknots. A more dressy
effect, suitable for afternoon dresses,
Also very charming for carriage
wear, when the ends should be left
much longer.

The ends of a stock are drawn to the
shoulder and pinned, a three-loop
bow tied, and the ends drawn diag-

onally to the wa¥st and pinned. One
end, drawn around the walst, meets
the other and a bow is tied. This
is suitable only for simple dresses
made with the design of ribbon or-
naments.

nding In Gloom

tite, rounded, graceful figure, soft blue
| eyves and crown of golden hair, made her
| the belle of the country. But even at
! that early age, the eccentricities, now so
: marked, began to display themselves,
She went in for literary work, and pro-
duced a number of short pieces of no
especial merit, until her sensational and
somewhat risque book, “The Quick eor
the Dead,” was written.
“THE QUICK OR THE DEAD.”

Her father, Col. Albert L. Rives, a dis-
tinguished engineer, was in France at the
time, deing connected with the Panama ca-
nal work, and the young authoress sub-
mitted her manusecript to one of her rela-
tives, a learned professor in the Univer-
sity of Virginia. He strongly advised her
not to publish it without her father’s per-
mission. She refused to accept his advice.
The book proved an instant success, al-
| though it provoked a storm of criticism,
and the young woman’s name was en-
rolled among the rising authors of the
day. She was overwhelmed with re-
quests for stories from magazine and
other publishers, and in a few years fol-
lowing the appearance of her book wrote
for the Atlantic Momthly, Harper's and
Lippincott’s, among her more celebrated
efforts being ‘“Herod and Marianne,”
“Virginia of Virginia,” *“The Witness of
the Sun,” “The Farrier Lass o' Piping
Pepworth,” ‘“‘Athewold,” “According to
St. John” and others. None, however, at-
tracted the attention accorded her first
work.

HER FIRST MARRIAGE.

The beautiful home of the captivating
young authoress was the mecca of scores
of young men of the state, and her offers
of marriage were many. In the first
bloom of youth she married John Arm-
strong Chanler, a man considerably her
senior, of grave, dignified demeanor, and
her oppogite in almost every respect.
Their married life was an unhappy one,
and, while thé tles were not legally sev-
ered for years, yet they only lived to-
gether as husband and wife for a short
time. He is now In an insane asylum in
New York state. While on a tour of Italy
some years ago Amelia Rives Chan-
ler, as she called herself, met Prince
Troubetzkol, a Corsican. It seems to have
been 2 case of love at first sight, and not
long after the legal chains that bound
Amelia Rives and John Armstrong Chan-
ler and which had united them but slightly
were severed by due process of law., In-
compatibility of temperamgnt was the
ground on which the divorce was granted,
The wedding of the authoress to the
prince, which took place in Pasls, was a
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brilliant one, and their honeymeoon was
spent beneath the bright skies of his na-
tive land and among the gay whirl of for-
eign citles.

The eccentricity of the princess, how-
ever, was growing apace, until it unfitted
her for the world and culminated, as has
been related, in practically burying her
alive in the onece happy home of her girl-
hood days. The prince is a painter of re-
nown, and his Washington studio is a
fashionable one. He has painted the por-
trait of the queen of England and of
other crowned heads of Europe. The
Princess Troubetzkoit is sald to have
amassed several hundred thousand doliars
by her literary labors, and will not want
for temporal comforts the remainder of
her life.

FASHION NOTES.

Tha Chicago club women took o many
trunkfuls of clothes with them to the
great club pow-wow at Mllwaukee last
wea2k that iron coupling pin of the bag-
gag2 car broke and the special train was
delayed two hours. There were 750
trunks and each trunk had an excess
weight tag. Three trunks to each wo-
man was the average. Mrs. J. M. Flow-
er, of the Chicago Woman's club, an-
nounced to the women who shared her
‘car: ‘““Well, I didn't break the coupling
pin, for I only brought a dress suit case.”

- * »

Roses are largely in evidence in mil-
linerlal decorations. Abroad the fancy
is running riot for the wearing of abso-
lut=ly monstrous, but nevertheless very
beautiful roses that certainly would never
have grown on any bush that had not
the stréngth of the oak to suppert their
splendid porportions.

One rose of the accepted correct size
is sufficlent, with the addition of a little
follage and a band of ribbons, to trim
an entire hat. The newest roses, in fact,
are about eight or ten inches mn dlameter,
while the immense number of their petals
and the general luxuriance of their out-
line make one hesitate to hazard a
guess as to their probable circumfer-
ence.

* "

The new flowered muslins are charming
for young girls, the effect in the coloring
and pattern closely resembling hand
painting. These are made up with quaint
lace trimmed fichus and worn with a
drooping trimmed lace-like straw hat
faced with folds of colored chiffon. The
skirts are variously trimmed with lace
insertion and made up over fine lawn
and chiffon underskirts, one over the
other, trimmed with narrow ruffles and
ruches of ribbon.

L

Duck lawn, or galatea, makes most

-

serviceable suits for the surf. It is light

in weight, sheds the water, even as does
the proverbial dueck's back, and can be
bought in the most charming colors and
eombinations. of eolors. Scarlet duck
lawn trimmed with wide white braid,
pale blue trimmed with either black or
white stripes of old rose and pink, with
touches of black, white or dark blue,
would make attractive surf costumes for
the woman who 'seés no necessity of
making herself look 'unsightly, even If
she is taking sea baths solely and sim-
ply for her health:
. 2 » &

Belt buekles vary in size from two to
four inches, and the oval seems to be
the favorite shape. Enameled buckles
are the latest cry of fashion, and their
exquisite coloring and brililant polish
make them most desirable additions to a
modish totlet. They are usually of fill-
gree, and the designs show tiny birds,
horses, deer and other fancies from the
animal kingdom, or one may have flowers
so perfect in form and tint that they al-
most seem to grow. At the back of the
belt a snake may be worn, whose enamel
scales and emerald eyes might startle
one into believing it real; or lizards, toads
and turtles may cling apparently to the
walst. ¥

. ¥ »

Fichus, which depend for thelr grace
upon the manner of draping, are the
height® of the mede and are especially
adapted to youthful figures, giving that
broadening touch at the shoulders which
is so essentially becoming. These fichus
may be in Marle Antoinette style, or a
la Montespan, or a la Pompadour, or,
in fact, so arranged as the indlvidual
fancy thinks best. The newest are ex-
quisitely hand embroidered on the finest
lawn or cambric, faintly butter-colored,
and some are shaped in a rounded piece
without any frills, ready for placing on’|
the shoulders and knotting in front. As
a natural accompaniment short elbow
sleeves appear on the newest foulards
and muslins, with full elbow ruffles. These
are far more likely to be worn by good
dressers than the much-talked-of and
written-about sleeve of the fifties, which
is raiher quaint than pretty, though
there Is a charm about it for tea gowns

and wrappers. o
An attractive automebile gown 1is of
green mohair trimmediwith white gimp,
which outlines the lower edge of the
skirt and runs down on either side of
the front, giving a panel effect. With
this is worn a littlabox coat with a deep
scalloped collar outlined, as well as the
edge of the jacket, with the gimp. There
are two little pocketsivon the left side
of the coat. With it was worn the other
day a pretty little isky! blue blouse.

Child Freedom.
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With a show of pride a mother, who
could afford to buy any amount of ele-
gance and luxury for her children, dis-
played a dozen garments each for her
five-year-old son and her three-year-old
daughter that were teo form the staple
of their summer wardrobe. They were
alike in cut and form, differing only in
material and color. A loose, comfortable,
inviting sort of garment it was, such as
a child could run, jump, kick or climb
in to his heart’s content. Attired in it
there would be no need of the tiresome
ifnjunction, “Don’'t tear or soil your
clothes.”

Practically, it is nothing but a sack-
like garment with sleeves that reach to
the eibows and trouser legs that come
just below the knees. No over or under-
clothes are intended to be worn with it
on hot davs. There s nothing to bind
nor in any way to fret the mind or body.
Linen, denim, gingham or any sort of
strong, cool material may be used, and
if desired the severity of style may be
modified by a white pique collar and
bands of the same In the sleeves. By
all means there should be a pocket; one
can easily be sewed on the breast and
it will afferd endless comfort and pleas-
ure to the possessor, says the New York
Press. One of the beauties of this ar-
ticle of dress is that it is equally within
the reach of the poor and the rich, and
another is that it is as desirable for little
girls as for their brothers.

“For the beach or for the country it is
the finest thing ever invented,”” says an
enthusiastic mother, who tried it last
vear for her four children, and is golng
to repeat the experiment this season. "I
don't know what I shall do when my
children get too large to wear them. I
was afraid my seven-year-old daughter
would have to give up her overalls, as
she calls them, this summer, but she
begged to have another season of fun in
them, so I am going to turn her loose in
them again.” <

This is only one of the departures that
have been made In the last few years in
favor of children's comfort in preference
to mere appearance. More plain, sensi-
ble clothes go into the trunks that are
packed for vacatlon days, and less tirim-
med and be-rufiled finery that is tookszood
to play in.

“A chronic case of catarrh has been
entirely cured for me by taking ‘Orange-
ine’ as directed.”

And mothers no longer are afraid to

A ‘“pulley” stock, made with two
rings, the ends drawn one to either
shoulder, pinned, and a bow tled, the
end of which Is pendent on one side
and drawn tight around the arm on
the other. An elaborate arrange-
ment of ribbon, which requires six
yaras of four-inch ribbon in one
piece.

have their darlings go barefcot. They
have learned that there. are curative
properties in the earth that make it de-

sirable for the llttle feet to come in con-

tact with it. The virtues of the sun
bath are acknowledged, and the com-
plexion bugbear is done away with,
When mamma was a little girl she had
to wear a sunbonnet op» a big hat to
ikeep from tanning her pretty face; but

her little daughter is permiited to get as

brown as the sun will paint her, sturdi-
ness being appreclated more than deli-
cacy in these days.

The coolest and most comfortable kind

of summer headgear for children, when
they must wear any, i1s the liftle round
hats of lawn or linen that can easily be
laundered when sotled or crumpled.

“¥Freedom' for growing children is the
watchword in the vocabulary of the mod-
ern mother. The child must neot be
hampered or restricted by dress or other
artificlalities. As soon as he can toddle
he is encouraged to run about and in-
dulge his animal spirts. Even the wee
thing, unable to stand upen his wabbling
legs,”is put out of doors on the turf or
warm sand, litle burdened with cloth-
ing, and permitted to kick his heels joy-
ously and stretch his arms wideily in the
imstinctive pursult of health and strength.
It thero is a suspicien of dampness in
the ground he Is put on a rug or blanket.

The reform in the method of dressing
children has the sanction of physicians,
but on one point they lift a warning voice.
In this changeable climate woolen gar-
ments should always be at hand, even in
midsummer, to supplement the thin and
scanty cloihing sa appropriate for hot
weather. Children are more susceptible
to climatic changes than their elders, and
should be proiected most sedulously
against them.

There is as much menace to health in
being chilled by insufficient clothing as by
being weakened by overmuch. Especially
on or near the seacoast the changes come
abruptly, and the single cotton garment
that was sufficient one hour may have to
give way the next to warm woolen sults
and stout shoes and siockings.

Training was a word fdrmerly applied
almost exclusively to children, but nowa-
days one hears nearly as much about the
training of mothers as of their offspring.
Not only are there methers’ c¢lubs and
mothers’ congresses, but there Is a large
and growing Iiterature on the dutles,
methods, ete., 0 mothers. Althougn there
is doubtless some danger of material indi-
gestion from overcramming of facts and
theories and a possibility that mothers
may be too busy learning about (heir qu-
ties to their offspring to perform them
properly, yet there are unmistakable
gains for children in the efforts that
mothers are making to get a more intelll-
gent and sympathetic understanding of

YOU BEST?

¥

New York Herald
Shorter end of stock drawn to left
shoulder and pinned; the other un-
der the right arm from the back; a
ring slipped on and temporarily
pnred in front; £ i me
side, to walst,
drawn up throu under left
arm and over to form a
bow with the oth ne end ot
bow carried across the arm to
knot, and drawn back to bow.
the needs of their little ones. Because
rocking bables has gone out of fashion it
does not follow that mott are deficlen
in sentiment. Mother lo s just as
strong when it obeys the doctor’s diction
not to rock the baby because it Is bad for
the little brain, as when it 3

impulse to quiet the little one
task of swaying ti
forwards, or to take it up and walk back
and forth untll the mother {8 weary and
the child has diseovered what it ca
achleve by tyranny.

One of the results of modern child study
and mother training that is muech In evi
dence i3 the notebook wherein the mother
puts down dally every ltem conce
physical, mental and ethical development
of her baby. At the meeting of
of mothers devoted to this not
ago baby books were produced to be r
for the commen weal and instruct
but so voluminous was the first book :
50 interesting did the reader deem each
recorded fact that no one got a
chance to show the peculiarities and re-
markable development of her own darling,
whose record was the mosi il
thing in the world.

The trouble with these
is that every other one
and dull in comparison with her own that
no mother can be persuaded to bestow
any attemtion upon the record of any
baby except her Donald or Dorothy,
that they cannot be sald to have a wide
circulation. To supply -this difficulty a
body of women soclojoglists who, having
no children of their own, are without bias
in their opinions, make these books the
basis for siudy, analysis and deduction,
whereby they are constructing theorles,
reaching conclusions in regard to th¢ de-
velopment -of the individual and thé&hu-
man race. The publication of these statis.
tics stimulates the desire on the part of
mothers to prove new facts through thy
unique experiences of their children. Cown
sequently baby netebooks multiply indefl

e cradle backy

ning the

v
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cult long

else

wonderf

notebooks
tame

baby

seems SO

fnitely, for no mother's chlld is as any
other child in the universe.
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Late at Night Every Night.
Take the Atlantic express via the

North-Western Line, leaving Minneapoiia
10:40 p. m., St. Paul 11:10 p. m., arriving
Madison 3:00 a. m., Millwaukee 10556 @ m,

(‘hicago 12:% p. m., and reach New YVork
2:556 and Boston 4:55 p. m. next day. |

sleeping cars, reciining chair cars
which seats are free, and comlo:rtibla
coaches.
Maebie SEESERET e 5
Ten Days of Rest and Recreation.
1,700 miles by water. through the 30,0

islands of Georgian Bay, Lake I -
River and Lake St. Clair, Detroit River
and Lake Erie. New Steamer. Best of

everything., All expcnses included for
ten days, $40.00. Get itinerary, SOO LINB

Ticket Office, 379 Robert street.



