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Youthful Lines in

Summer Coats

When Editors Wore Doctor*.
Keene's Hath Journal was one of the
oldest weekly newspapers In the provinces. Known as the Hath Journal, It
was founded In 17-L! by Thomas Itoddeley, whose portrait In wig and ruffles, by Hoare, forms a picturesque re
Ilis daughter
minder of the period.
married John Keene, the journal from
this union passing on to and through a
succession of Keencs; hence Its title
Keene's Rath Journal.
As was the custom in bygone days
patent medicines were sold in provincial newspaper offices, and the drawers
in which the pills and medicines were
kept at the Journal office were there
It wns
until the paper suspended.
nothing unusual for the editor in the
throes of writing his editorials to have
to step down from his scat to serve a
box of

pills.

The pages of the Journal were for a
long period largely taken up by advertisements of various “cure alls.”—
London Times.
Arsenic In the Hair.
Xew light has been thrown on the le
gal side of arsenic poisoning. It has
been found that arsenic compounds are
absorbed by the hair of living persons,
though not absorbed after death. In
the hair of man arsenic has been known
to reach a concentration of one to five
The deposit takes
parts in 100,000.
place in the hair after it has been absorbed by the abdominal organs—livei
and kidneys in particular.
Therefore,
in

On
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gifted with the fac‘.alty for creating styles must also be
Able to adapt styles to women of various ages. They contrive to interpret
them in many ways,

so

that garments

bespeak youthful or older wearers. In
the picture two coats are shown. The
checked model leaves no doubt in the
mind that it is suited to and made for
■» young woman.
The coat of covert
doth is not quite so decided in character.

These coats

recommended to
meet the general needs of every day
tor young women.
The checked model is in black and white, bordered and
banded with black satin. The rolling
■collar is faced with satin. White celluloid buttons banded with black in
three sizes are used for decoration
■and for fastening the coat. The model
its the figure vaguely above the waistline and is generously wide below.
■The front sets trimly, with the fulla»ess at the sides and back, held In
3>lace by a belt of satin, and the
(checked material.
In the model of
covert cloth the sleeves are cut in
Sone> with the body of the coat and the
(garment Is hardly more definite in adJjastment to the figure than a 6hawl.
SThe collar is very high at the back
land is faced with taffeta silk. It has
l»z open throat. There could hardly
are

_Bath-Towel

]

be

better selection than this for a
coat which must answer for all sorts
of wear. It is good for the street or
the car. It Is severely plain, with no
purely ornamental features, and depends for distinction upon original and
clever lines and nicety of machine
stitching. By these simple means it
manages an elegance that is apparent
in the picture and promises a busy caa

reer.

Designers have already turned their
thoughts to coats for fall and winter,
so

that

may expect no further innovations in styles for this summer.
we

Train Is Growing.
The train is gradually growing wider
amd longer.
From a mere panel of
tulle or silk, attached to the shoulders
and having no relation whatever to the
frock, it has become incorporated with
the skirt, or as a mantlelike drapery
of voluminous proportions.
In many instances the overskirt of
a gown is extended at each side to
form long points which trail behind
like a double train when milady walks.
These points are trimmed with tassels or ornaments of metal or beads.

Combing Jacket

hand,

if

slow

arsen

was

The Stork’s Lazy House Building.
The most interesting sight in the
Rotterdam zoo was the stork, whose
nest is set high on a pinnacle of the
buffalo house. He was building in the
leisurely style of the British workingman.
He would negligently descend
from the heavens with a stick. This
he would lay on the fabric and then
carefully perform his toilet, looking
around and down all the time to see
that every one else was busy. Whenever his eye lighted on a toddling child

perambulator it visibly brighten“My true work!” he seemed to
“This nest building is mere by
say.
paths of industry.” After drinking and
overlooking and congratulating him
or a

ed.

self thus for a few minutes he would
stroll off over the housetops for anoth
er stick.
He was unquestionably a
king of the garden.—Lucas in “A Wanderer In Holland.”
Her Only Criticism.
Little Dorothy not only liked her tea
and coffee to have the appearance of
being “real and truly,” but she also
liked to taste the flavor of each. One
afternoon her mother took her to a
friend's home, where tea was served al
5 o’clock.
The hostess gave to Dorothy what
she usually gave to her own children,
of Dorothy’s age—viz, hot water, sugai
and milk. Dorothy tasted hers politely
and ate her little cakes.
“Why, Dorothy, you aren't drinking
your tea, dear. Isn't it sweet enough?"
asked the hostess.
“Yes, Mrs. C., it’s sweet enough,” re
plied the child.
“Then why aren’t you taking it?”
“It’s too dull,” she replied.
Xew
York Times.

George's Birthday.

Expressiveness.
boy Iteub getting along

“How is your

s

Petticoated Lights for Boudoir.
Instead of dignified candles on the
black-broken stripes on a white ground
pas chosen for the jacket pictured. It dresser now, there are two cleverly arne a very simple matter to convert a ranged electric lights, each one conitewel Into a jacket. The towel is fold- cealed beneath the frilly skirts of a
jad crosswise at the middle of its little doll-lady togged out in appropength, and a slash six inches long cut priate Watteau style, or Eugenie style,
ISw the neck.

pick

opening

A slit is cut from this
to the bottom of the

{towel to form the front opening.
^|£he raw edges are finished with a
jaCtalf-inch wide.
The

All
hem

mercerized cotton yarn used
crocheted edge matches the
tolas stripe in the towel in color. Wide
aingerie ribbon, in blue satin with a
ruraall figure, is used to make the bows
iThat tie the fronts and back of the
’.Socket together under the arms. Ties
>*»" the same ribbon are used for
the
listening at the front. When the jacket
worn the edges below the
nfrck
.are turned back to form
revers.
Tke uppers for the
slippers are

|for

_

the

if

one

prefers.
Two of these little
dolls, dressed in ruffled pink silk
skirts, and poke bonnets with nodding
roses, stand guard over the electric
lights that illumine the dresser in a
charming boudoir. The glow of the
light through the pink petticoats ia

alluring.

Dark Dresses or Suits.
Dark dresses or suits can be cleaned
beautifully by this method:
Boil a
number of ivy leaves until the water
becomes almost black; when cold lay
the clothes on a table and brush all
over with the liquid, press with a hot
iron.
__1_1

with his books?”
“First rate,” replied Farmer Alf Alfa
“He’s learned a whole lot.”
“Knows more than you do, I bet.”
“I won’t say that.
But he kin tell
me a lot of the things I already know
in language I can’t understand.”—San
Francisco Call.
He Beat Her to It.

“Belle, are you going to marry that
pinhead you were with at the danct
last night?”
“Yes, if he doesn't change his mind.’'
“Don’t be too certain about it. lit
about me, but I was about
to do the same thing about him.”—
Itichmond Times-Dlspatch.

changed it

Natural Instincts.
callow youth acts

as if th(
world depended on his choice ui
clothes.”
t
“Well, in bis salad days it is perfect
for
be
man
to
a
parti'-uhi
ly natural
about his dressing.”—Baltimore Amci

“That

By F.

A. MITCHEL
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of 1S70 a lady was
the
piazza of a chateau on
sitting
the eastern border of France, half reclining in an easy chair, her feet on a
In the

summer

on

luxurious rug. A nurse was trundling
a baby ou the lawn, where the lady
could keep her child under her eye.
Suddenly a distant boom broke in
upon her peaceful surroundings. In the
country at that time in France one did

get news very promptly, but from
the capital had come disquieting ru
mors. This first low growl from the
dogs of war spoke volumes. Mme.
Cherbolez paled. In a twinkling it was
not

revealed to her that at any moment she
in the midst of tramping men,
on a battlefield.
worse,
or,

might be

can.

Different Classes.
“I fear she's too high for me.”
“Different walks of life, eh?”
But she's h
“Not walks exactly.
the limousine class, and I’m only in tic
runabout.”—Pittsburgh Post.
Decision of character will often gin
inferior mind command over a su

an

perlor.—Wirt.

were advancing—a great army."
“We must prepare to move. Call all
the servants, that we may begin packing such articles as we may take

they

away.”

The date of Washington’s birthdav
was, aedording to the calendar at tin
time of his birth, Feb. It. This became
Feb. 22 when the Gregorian calendar
was adopted In 1752.
The first place
to use the new date in celebrating the
event is said to have been Newport.
U. I. As late as 1788 Washington himself apparently used the old style in
referring to liis birthday. His diary
for that year has this entry: "Feb. 11
went up to Alexandria to the celebration of my birthday. Many maneuvers
were performed by uniform corps and
an elegant ball and supper at night.”

mercerized yarn, and the two make
She sort or gift that one friend likes to
teceive from another.
long bath towel with blue and

Battlefield.

the )

other

poisoning

—

Nothing more pretentious than a big crocheted with close-set firm
stitches
bath towel and heavy mercerized cot- and sewed to the soles
with silk
yarn are needed to make a pretty thread.
They are finished with bows
bing Jacket like that shown in the of ribbon like that on the jacket. In
BScrture. These practical and familiar slippers and jackets of this kind there
is much comfort, for
: things of sturdy quality are
they are durawrought into many articles for personal use and ble and practical and dainty as well.
tor furnishings. The bedroom slippers
fltt»wn with the jacket are crocheted

|

Adopted From

listened.
“What do you think it is, Pierre?"
called madame, knowing only too well
without asking.
“I think it is the Prussians, madame
Last evening I heard at the store that

tide American.

are

He Was

/

A gardener who was trimming some
plants, hearing the sound, stopped and

suspected, analysis
would show arsenic in the hair, but
not In the liver and kidneys, and it
could safely be assumed that the poi
soiling was not recent. The legal value
of such evidence is apparent—Scien

Those who

|
Regiment

of

acute, quick poisoning, a
chemical analysis of the hair would
show no arsenic, while it would be
found
in
the liver and kidneys
case

;■ A Son of the

The packing commenced, but was
finished. Not an hour had elapsed
when two armies began to fire shot and
shell at each other, the Cherbolez chateau
being midway between them.
When the firing began madame was in
the chateau superintending the packing, the nurse was still trundling the
baby. Madame never left her home
alive, and as for the others, they were
shot down or borne down by tramping
never

men.

When the Prussians, after capturing
the French capital, marched back to
Germany a distant relative of Mme
Cherbolez, or, rather, of her husband,
who was killed in the war, Gustav
Cherbolez, claimed the estate. It was
known that Mme. Cherbolez was dead.
Her body had been found in the ruin
ed old chateau. What had become of
the body of her only child no one
knew. Caught between two opposing
armies, there was no expectation that
it had survived.
Bodies
of dead
Frenchmen and Germans had been
thrown into trenches dug on the Cherbolez grounds. Quite likely the body
of little Armand Cherbolez, who had
been heir prospective to the property,
had been treated like other mangled
remains.
Gustav Cherbolez was granted possession of the property by the courts.
He repaired the chateau and went
there to live. He was a good manager,
and In the course of ten or fifteen
years had largely increased the value
of his estate.
When his daughter
Fanchette was ready to be introduced
to the world as a young lady her
parents gave a fete champetre on the
grounds of the chateau. Ou the very
spot where little Armand had been
trundled, on that summer day when
the French and Germans fought, there
Mile. Fanchette danced.
Then came the matter of providing
the heiress—for she was an only child
and would inherit a flue estate—with a
husband. Like all men who have accumulated property by careful manM. Cherbolez was bent on
agement,
adding to it by every possible means.
Neighbors of his, the Pe la Tours, possessed wealth, and their only son,
Jules, would inherit it. M. Cherbolez
visited M. de la Tour and proposed a
marriage between their children.
An arrangement was made by which
Jules and Fanchette were betrothed.
The Cherbolez estate was on the
frontier, and French troops were stationed in the neighborhood.
Among
them was a young lieutenant named
Victor Martin. He and Fanchette met
at a ball given by the officers of his
regiment, and he was afterward invited to the chateau. It was soon after
Fanchette’s betrothal to young De lr
Tour that these meetings occurred and
resulted in an attachment between her
and Victor Martin.
Had it not been for this meeting with
the young soldier Fanchette might have
married De la Tour without any
qualms. But now all was changed.
She and he had been brought together
«t their betrothal, and she had found
him much Improved. But he was not
Victor Martin. Unfortunately for the
lovers, Victor hnd neither family nor
fortune. He was a fine fellow and, not.withstanding that in his childhood he
had not associated with persons of
birth, seemed to be to the manner born.
He stood high with his companions in
arms, and a bright future was before
him. It was understood that he had a
claim of some sort on the government,
but of this he never spoke, being, it
was supposed, sensitive about it.
it
was known, however, that he received
his appointment to the military school
at St. Cyr as a recognition of some
service or incident.
Fanchette kept the attachment between her and Victor Martin from her
parents for awhile because it would
avail nothing to reveal it. It gradually
became known, but so long ns it did
not interfere with the marriage that
had been arranged for her it was not
considered of great Importance.
Women in France were not expected to
'get through their girlhood without be-

lng heart touched, and nfter marriage
they might indulge in sentiment so
long ns it was only sentiment. De la
Tour came to know that he had a rival,
but it did not trouble him, for he had
given his fiancee several rivals already.
When it came to a settlement of the
date of the wedding between De la
Tour and Fanchette the young man's
father called upon his notary to look
into the title to the landed property of
M. Cherbolez, which consisted almost
entirely of a tract of land on which the
chateau stood. De la Tour did not care
to marry his son to a girl who was
heir prospective to tlds property unless
her father's title to It was clear. The
notary reported that he had traced the
title hack for 200 years, and tile birth
and death of every successive owner
had been properly attested except the
death of Armand Cherbolez, who had
perished on the battlefield at the opening of the Franco-Pnisslan war. But
his client need give himself no concern
on this account, for it was impossible
that a baby could have survived Sudan experience.
Besides, if the child
were alive he would doubtless have
been heard from.
De la Tour was not satisfied. While
he had no doubt bis solicitor was right
and while he permitted the wedding
preparations to proceed, he found it
Impossible to divest himself of a fear
that at some future time a claimant to
the estate would come forward. Of
course he would have to establish his
claim, but De la Tour did not relish
giving his daughter in exchange for a
lawsuit. This fear, having got into his
head, was keeping him awake nights.
He determined to make an effort to
discover if Armand Cherbolez was
alive. He was aware that by making
the matter public he might raise up a
fraudulent
claimant.
Therefore
he
went to work secretly. lie employed a
detective agency to investigate the case
for him.

At a council held by several detectives it was concluded that if the baby
had been taken from the battlefield it
had been done either by some one attached to the chateau or by a soldier.
French or German. Three detectives
were therefore put on the work, one to
search among citizens, another to investigate the French army and a third
to deal with German military records.
The person detailed to examine into
the French army soon reported that the
One Hundred and Seventy-fourth regiment of the line had adopted a child
during the Franco-Prussian war. That
child had remained with the regiment,
had enlisted in the drum corps aud had
remained with his foster fathers until
he was sixteen years old.
Here the
records ceased. The corps had sc
changed that the “son of the regiment"
was remembered by none of its
present
members.
The searcher sought for some of the
discharged members of the One Hundred and Seventy-fourth and found in
the Hotel des Invalides an old man
who said that ho was present when,
after the battle of Gravelotte, a soldier
brought into the regimental lines a
baby that had been found lying on its
face on the grass at the root of a tree.
Blood was flowing from a wound on its
cheek, which appeared to have been
caused by a bayonet thrust. It was
quite a deep wound, and at the time
the soldier left the regiment, which
was when the hoy was ten
years old.
its scar remained.
Ail this was reported to M. De la
Tour, and when he had received it he
at once made an excuse to put off the
wedding. For this he had several reasons. First and foremost, the battle of
Gravelotte was fought partly on the
Cherbolez estate; second, De la Tour
had noticed on Lieutenant Martin's
cheek a scar. Third, De la Tour had
learned from the young officer himself
that he was a foundling, and his name
of Martin was not his real name. His
real name was not known to him.
One day Fanchette was notified by
her father that the match between
her and young De la Tour had been
broken off. Much surprised, and at the
same time
delighted, she asked the
cause.
For reply, her father told her
that he desired that she should marry
Lieutenant Martin. Site flung herself
Into her father's arms and hugged
him.
When Martin came again Fanchette
told him that a proposal for her hand
would not be unacceptable to her father. Astonished, the young man went
at once to M. Cherbolez.
As soon as
his formal proposal was accepted, he
asked:

“Why, monsieur, do you give your
daughter to one who has no fortune?
Indeed, who does not know his parentage.
am

And now that you know this I
prepared to hear you recall your

gift."

"You

were

battlefield of

found

as a baby on the
Gravelotte, were you

not?”
"I was.”
“The extreme left wing of the
French line at that battle was on these
premises.”
“That I did not know.”
“You were adopted by the One Hundred and Seventy-fourth regiment ol
the line and received your appointment to the milltnry school of St.
Cyi
at the united request of the officers ol
that regiment.”
“In this you are correct.”
“That scar on your cheek came from
a wound that was received
shortly
before you were picked up on the battlefield.”
“So I was told.”
“When the battle opened you were
being trundled on that lawn out there.
Your mother was killed, probably
by
a shell or cannon ball, In this
house.
Your name is Armand Cherbolez, and
you are the rightful heir to this estate.

Polyglot.

'

Even In New York city, where notoriously all the races of the Inhabited
globe are cast Into the common melting
pot, it is not often that one sees the
compositeness of the population quite
so concretely illustrated as it was on
a subway car the other day.
On one
side of the car. sitting alongside of
each other, all in a row, were live men
and one lone woman. According to the
observant and veracious straphanger
who reports the occurrence, one of the
five men was reading a German newspaper, the next was absorbed in an
Italian sheet, the third was occupied
with an English paper, the fourth with
a paper in Jewish text, while the fifth
was busy with a Greek magazine.
The
lone woman, sandwiched in near the
middle of the line, was reading a
French magazine.
Presumably there
were some few persons in the car who
were content with purely American literature, but the straphanger, who happens himself to be Irish, does not mention them.—New York Post
The Cause of Gray Hair.
A northern woman was visiting a
friend down south. One morning the
northern woman, Mrs. K., was preparing for breakfast. She stopped a moment, rather niarmed at the number of
gray hairs that were beginning to be
An old
sprinkled among the black.
colored woman came into her room
while she was looking at the gray locks
in the mirror
“Oh, I’m getting old, Mary!” she remarked to the colored woman, busy
with her work.
“Old? Why, honey, you looks like a
spring lamb!" exclaimed the old colored servant.
I know it.
Look at
“No, I'm old.
my gray hair. That’s the best sign I
know of. Gray hair means old age to
me."
“Law, missus, gray hair ain’t no sign
of old age. That’s jist a sign of worriation and a weak mind!”—Indianapolis
New’s.
Armed Plants.

Many plants protect themselves from
their enemies by the use of spikes or
prickles and venom, just as certain animals do. Of those using the first named device there are,

as

a

naturalist

pointed out, innumerable examples.
The bramble, the gorse and the holly
are

familiar instances of shrubs and

trees “armed to the teeth,” so to

speak.
Many plants imitate the reptiles in
arming themselves with venom.
Of these are the deadly nightshade,

belladonna, and the nux vomica.
Less destructively inclined are those
plants which are simply protected by
their disagreeable taste. The common
buttercup, which is one of these, is
generally shunned by horses and cattle. A plant which is protected by a
disagreeable smell is the figwort. Only
that hardy and insensitive animal, the
goat, will touch it.—London Answers.
or

Red Tape In Japan.
A European resident of Japan, who
lived some distance from Tokyo, was
some years ago sent a tax bill for a
quarter of a cent.
Since it was a
very inconvenient distance to the tax
office he paid no attention to the bill,
but after a time he received a threatening notice from the authorities ordering him to pay it. Not being allowed to pay taxes by post, he was
obliged to make a journey costing several hundred times the amount of the
tax to pay the bill.
This quarter of a
cent tax was collected three times a
year, and he attempted to get rid of
the inconvenience in making other
journeys by paying the tax for a year
in one sum. but this the authorities
would not permit.—Exchange.
Dr. Johnson’s Appearance.
Dr. Johnson, who was extremely
careless of his personal appearance,
called at the house of a friend one
night to induce him to call with him
upon Goldsmith. The philosopher was
sprucely dressed, as neat in every way
as any one could wish, and his friend,
noticing the change, inquired why he
had got himself up so spick and span.
“Why, sir,” replied Dr. Johnson, “I
hear that Goldsmith, who is a very
great sloven, justifies his disregard of
cleanliness by quoting my practice, and
I am desirous this night to show him a
better example.”

Consistency.
“Charley, dear,” said young Mrs.
Torkins, “did you forget to bring the
things I told you to bring from the
store?”
“No. This is one time I carried out
instructions to the letter. Here’s the
whole bundle.”
“Oh, I’m so sorry. I’ve changed my
mind about wanting. I was sure you’d
forget as usual. It's so hard to depend on a man!”—Washington Star.
Didn’t Need It.
A book canvasser went into a

barber shop and asked the proprietor if he
could sell him an encyclopedia.
“What’s that?” asked the barber.
“It's a book that contains information on every subject in the world.”
There was a victim in the chair, and
he put in feebly, “He doesn’t need it!”
on Hand.
wondered about your

Plenty
“Have you

ever

husband's past?”
“Dear me.

no.

1 have all I can do in

taking care of his present and worrying about his future.”—Boston Herald.
Easy to Suit.

Brown—Did I leave an umbrella here
yesterday? Barber—What kind of an
umbrella? Brown—Oh, any kind. I’m
not fussy.

By consenting to your marriage with
Fanchette I am enabled to keep this
No man should thrust himself into
property for her. You are not indebt-' temptation. He should pray to be de«d to me, but to M. de la
Tour, who livered from it. Foolhardiness issuaa
hunted up your record."
In calamity.

