WINTER JOYS.

(When the window pane |s crusted
With a faleylnnd of snow,
And the wizard
Of the blizzard
Pas shut off his biting blow,
When the moruing's gold has busted
Like & billow on the swamp,
From wmy cory,
Howy, posy
Nest 1 fly with Persian pomp,
Oh, my spirit's bright and sunuy,
And Joy's echoes in me wake,
When I pour the shinlng bouey
On the
Buckwhent cake.

Ob, the frosty alr is bitter,

And the poodle’s eyeballs shine,
And the chicken,
Zero-stricken,

| Roosts upon the horse's wplne.
‘Oh, the snowdrifts gleam and glitter
With a gleaming, glaring glit,
Aud the sparrow,
To his murrow,
By old Borens is hit,
Yot I listen to him ehirrup
In the bramble and the brake,
While | pour the maple syrup
On the
Buckwlent eake.

Oh, 1 wateh the dumpy possum,
Aw he wags his tall in glee,
While he's rooting,
Or a-svooting,
To escnpe tiie fricnssee.
With his nose n frozen blossom
Doth the small boy notv appear
Al the gatewny,
And he steaightway
Moulds of suow the deadly sphere
And 1 see the man who passes
On hin ear that snowbnll take,
| While I pour the rich molasses
On the
Buekwhent enke,
—New York Journal,

THE COMEDY OF
MR. TUCKER.

“Mn?¥"

No answer, There was a gentle clat-
ter of ching In the kitchen and s smell
of steaming soapsuds,

“Ma, 1say?" The call came this thme
from the head of the stalrs.

“Well, what s It?"

“1 want wy elean shirt.”

“1t's right there In your drawer, Just
where 1 put it."

“I ean't find I."

Mes, Tucker wiped her hands hnstily
on the towel as she crossed the room,
The stalrs were bullt In the wall and
ghe Iald bher hand agalnst It golng up;
It was the third time she bad been up-
stalrs that morning,

“Phere!” she exclaimed trinmphantly
1n her good-hearted tone, drwing forth
the deslred article; “Just where I sald
Itwu.llll

“I thought that wis aoother one," an
swered her busband. “Ala't you "'most
through? You'll be late”

*No, I gness not."
© 1t was o sweet Sunday morning In
June and the sunshine struck glints of
gold from the surfuce of the grass
blades. The sky was a clear, min-
washed blue; the fragrance of wild rose
was abroad In the alr. Mrs, Tucker
Jooked out of the kitchen door at the
old horse switehing his tall at the gate,
He, too, wore a Sunday aspect. *1'd
like to slt down and take it all In," she
thought to Levselr, “There'll be the
ride to church, anyway."

Presently there came another eall
from above. “Hurry up! You'll make
me late.”

“8'pose 80," gald Mg, Tucker sllent-

Iy, now resigned to her fate, Tt seomed
to Almira Tuckor nt thnes as If she
hnd been “hurrying up'™ all hep life.
, When she went upstales My, Tocker
was standing in his shiet sleeves before
the glass, ehin out and month deawn to
one plde, as he wreestled with his collar
button, She stopped o fasten It for
Rim before sitting down to put on her
shoes, then, standing behind him, she
ernned her neck over lils shoulder o
wee how here back halr looked,  He did
not move nnd she did not seem to ex-
pect 1.

“1 wish you'd fix this tle, Almiry, 1
cun't make it come right.'” .

“Tust & miinute, Iseel”

e ahifted lils position uneaslly from
one foot to the other, I can't walt all
day.”

His wife dropped the just nrranges
waves of her front halr In dlsorder, and
tied the necktie, There was not a neat-
er or more “partlenlar” man In town
than Israel Tucker, and she was proud
of the fact. His stiff shirt bosoms never
broke In the wrong place,

“I'It be all ready by the time youn get
unhitehel,” she sald, breathlessly, dart-
ihg here and (here as he put on his Sun-
roat and vest, “Yes, Isr'el, I'm com-
tng!" she enlled a few moments later.
“Oh, dear! | always get so flustrated,
Well, T can put ou my gloves ‘s we go
along.”

“Oh, my! Aln't it a pretty day ¥ she
exclalmed, now qulte gerene agaln,
“Don't those dalsies look ke o lot "o
children havin' o party? Bee ‘om bow-
i’ an' danein’. How proetty pink those
roses are!”

“Well vnongh” sald Mr. Tucker, In
dulgently,  The patronlzing toleration
af the nnimaginative tempemment fop
what I8 beyond Its geasp Is 8 secrot
#pring of glee to the humorons mind,
Mrs. Tucker wax vor detinliely eons
wolons, however, of uuything unsatisty-

Ing, Bhe "took Isr'el fust "s she found
him."™ After all, they had much In
Common.,

After church they drove to thelr mar.
rled danghier's w dinner.  Emmeling
lived In the village, Mme, Tucker al
wiys felt this visit to be something of
an event. [t was the ouly day In the
woek when she could sit still In her best
binck sllk and see someone else “fy
around.” Emmeline loved to fly aroumd,
She was young and plomp and Inex-
hanstible. Sbe rushed np to ber mother
as soon as the buggy stopped, and
awitched her collar into shape. 1 did'nt
want to tell you In church, but you got
your collar on crooked agaln. Now,

come right In. Don't you do anythiog,
ma—alt where you are, 1'm golng to
have chicken for dinper,”
It was plensant to see her lttle nirs
of position and hospiiality. “Bhall I cut
up your lettues for you, Henry?" sbhe
usked at table,
“If you want to,” answered her hus
baud, u thin, dark wan with & rather
discournged expression,  “1 wish the
pesky stuff would grow cut up, for my
part."”
They all laughed, Later on In the
mena) reference was made to something
In the weekly nowspaper. Emmeline
at once jumped up and brought it to
him,
“Why dldo't you let him go®* asked
Mrs Tueker afterward, She was think-
ing complncently, *Emmeline’s got a
good home."
“Well, | knew Just where 1t was."
“You don't want to do for him In
every single thing. Let him walt on
you some, It's just as well to begin
H‘ht."
Emmeline came to a standstill oppo-
site. Her eyes Lnd a Jocose light In
them; her round, good-humored face
was llke her mother's,
“Now, ma, I'd just llke to know how
muel wore 1 do than you've been doing
for pa as far back ns 1 can remember ?!

“Well, maybe so,” sald Mrs, Tucker,
surprised, The matter had never been
o forelbly presented to her before, On
thelr way home that afternoon she
thought it over, She had the abllity,
pare In  women who lead restricted
lives, to face a situntion and gum It up
from an lmpersonal point of view, She
was dolng this now,

What Emmeline sald was true. Al

husband hand and foot untll he lad
become so wonted to [t ns haedly to be
able to got slong withont her help; and
it had been a wonder to ber, In the lo-
frequent teips which he madeto the clty
how he mannged to dress himself un-
alded,  Bhe had found his belongings
for bim and put thein away for years,
and he expected it. Did he eall she
dropped everything and mn to him; it
hd been so much easler to run than to
tell lim what to do, She reallzed now
that it was this that kept ber always In
n hurry, “The Tuckers always did
take n sight of attention," she thought,
with mo sense of grievance, “Well, he
I8 ns he is, 1 suppose.”

Nevertheless, when Mr,  Tuocker
gtoppedd on Wl way out to harness the
horge next Sunday, to remark that he
hoped she wasn't going to Keep him
walting o whole half-hour agaln, she
wnde o stand for herself.

“I'll be ready soon enough If you
won't eall me away from my work,"

It aln't that,” sald Mr, Tucker, In a
tone of consclons superlority; “it's
something else. 1 don't know how 'tis,
but 1 woman Dever ean get rendy to go
atywhere without fussin'.”

“Well, you look after your own
things today and Il tend to mine—then
we'll see"

Mr. Tucker eame In Atd wetit up-
stals,  Presently his volee citfled:

“Is the water hot "

*“Yes," gnid Mrs. Tucker, rubbing her
spoons with cheerful encrgy.

There was sllence for two or three
mintes, then the volee ealled agaln, n
Httle Imperntively: I asked you If the
wiler was hot?

“Hot enongh for shavin'; better come
an' get it vight ofr.”

“I eun't—1 ain't fixed to”

“You can tix yourself well enough to
come down; there's nobody passin'.”
My, Tucker dldu't ook exactly “fixed"
ns he llmped erossly downstalrs In heel-
less slippers, with hls suspenders dang-
ling and his old ghirt bulging ont at the
buek In an extraopdinary manner, 1
didn't Know you was so put to It "t you
couldn’t hamd up o dipper of water,” he
ohseryvidd with sareiasm,

“Well, T aln't a goin® to have you tell
me 'y Inte this thme,”™ sald hls wifle,
Soon he called again: “Where'd you
put those socks of mine, Almiry ¥
sJust where T ol you—righthnnd
corner of your drawer"”

1 ean't tind 'em,"

“Vell, you look again nn' I guess you
wiil"

Strange sounds aroge overhead; shoy-
ing sounds; squeaking, rattling sounds;
a tramping back and forth, Over Mrs,
Tucker's face stole nn lrrepressible
amile of pure enjoyment. “Great doin's
golin® on,” she sald, deftly turning over
the dishpan and banglng the towels up
to dey. “1 declare, I'm about through!"
She entered her room. The bureau
drawer that held Mr, Tuocker's linen
had been taken out bodily and dumped
upon the bed; 1t looked as If a cyelone
lind whirled through it. Hanglng over
the edge were varfous pondescript
bundles, partly unrolled; some even
strewed the floor,  Mrs. Tucker pald
no outward attentlon, though her or-
derly mind was dismayed, She dis-
ported herself lelsurely before the glass,
smoothing her halr and plnning her
collar with the utmost nicety.  Behind
her stood her husband, dodging his
head from slde to slde.

“What is the matter?

“1 ean't see anything while you take
up the whole lookin® glass.”

“You ean see over my head just ns
well ag | can over yours. Want any-
thing?'

e wonld not answer until she looked
up.  Then be poluted to his tie,

“As soon as Uve put on my bonnet,
Why, what makes you fidget s0? Get
four cont an’ vest on If you want to e
dolng something.”

Five minutes afterward Mrs. Tucker
might bave been soen In the ample sit
ting-roain door with her striped Sundny
shawl on her arm, occasionally glancing
over her shoulder, for her hushand was
behind time. As he finally appeared,
winrm and tired, ghe remarked, pleas-
antly: “You see | was all ready.”

AMr, Tucker apparently did pot hear,
He got stifly Into the buggy., It was
not until the end of the day that his
wife discoversd that be bad worn socks
that were not mates

Now It happensd that thelr pearest

her marreled life she had walted on her.

pelglibor besought Mrw, Tucker to pay

her n viult thut week. “You're almost n

stranger, Almiry,” sald she; “enn't you

and My, Tucker come to tea toward the

etdd of the week " |
“I'd be pleased.” answered Mrs

Tucker. “Mr. Tucker's busler'n com-
mon just now with the bayin,' but per

haps he could come along late In the

afternoon and go home with me."

Mr. Tucker, however, would make no

promise. “I'll see about I," was what

lie suld, The day was so warm that

Mrs, Tucker went to the storeroom to

get out a certaln black and white

sprigged lawn, which she kept for the

hottest weather, nond which had not

been worn that senson. The store closet

wia built around the ehimney. It was

too small for a room, too large for n

closet, and It had a little bit of a win-
dow near the floor that would not open.
Mrs, Tucker was all ready to go when
glie saw that she bad left the door un-
fastened, and she stepped back and
turned the button.

It proved to be an enjoyable after-
noon, though Mr. Tucker did not come
o ten. 1 don't suppose It waa so he
conld get awny,”" Mrs. Tucker ex-
plalned, apologetically; “the  hay's
ripenin' wo fast.,” She was disappolnted
herself, for she enjoyed her husband's
soclety at times—he “made a good ap-
pearance in company.” On this account
«he returned enrly In the evening, hold-
fng her mugln skivts well up to keep
them out of the dust, Contrary to thelr
usital twilight habit, the side door was
closed. Everything looked just us she
bad left It
and opened g window to let In the fresh
alr. 1t went up with a bang. Ratn-
tat: mt-atat! What was that? Mrs.
Tueker's pulse Jumped wildly; both her

It was agnin! A loud thump-thump
golng on upstales,

“Merey! What ean It be. Wherd's
Isr'el that he don’t hear the noise? It
ean't—"  Awful fears chased her as,
drgelng her everyday hat by one
string. she rushed upstairs where the
sounds, louder and louder, gulded her
stralght to the storeroom door,

There was no mistaking the animat-

She hooked back the door

*Phere-abi-h! You mustn't do so.”

It Iy bard to know how to treat @ man
in the sulks, You can punish a lttle
boy who does not behave to please you,
whether you are right or wrong, for he
i% the under dog; but what can you do
with a little boy of ffty-seven? KFora
week Mr, Tucker showed a surprising
propensity for keeping himself In evl-
dence, He would come In from the
farm at all hours of the day and instl-
tute elnborute searches for unknown ar-
ticles, and If his wife usked him what
he was looking for or begged to help
him he Invariably turned a deaf ear.
He found pumberiess things requiring
his lmmedinte attention within sight of
the kitchen door, It was not that he
wanted to be near at hand to answer |f
spoken to und not answer, He also de-
veloped n rigid Independence to his
tollet. He could look after himself, he
guesseéd; he didn't want any meddling
with his things. One ralny day he was
busy for some time upstairs, and later

AN UMBRELLA STAND.

ROM barrels, boxes and odd bits
Fof wood, the aid of hammer, ualls

and glue and the trausforming
pssistance of paint, gilt and vienish,
many n home convenlence may be de-
veloped by nmateurs, A deslgn for an
umbrella stand, Mustrated and describ-
ed In the Ladles' Howe Journal, for
instance, I8 made of ordinary wooil and
covered with burlap or bagglng, finish-
od at the adges with serews or slim steel
| wire mails. Over the entire outside of
| the box streteh burlap or bagging, such
as furniture 1& wrapped and packed in.
Fasten the material in place with flat-

on his wife found out that he bad been
turning out the contents of his bureaun

drwers and renrranging them after an |

orlginal conception of his own. By this
flme she would have worn sackeloth
and ashes, if sackeloth and ashes hod
anything to do with the case. He even
refused assistance with hig collars, go-
lng so far a8 to trim off the frayed
" edges of an old one to wear to town
! meeting, much to her mortification, and
on Sunday, while driving to church, as
she saw s checked neckilp sliding
around to his ear and ventured to re-
place It, he deliberately put up his left

she knew he was very mail.

Of course, It wore off in time; but a
touch of new Independence remained,
and another result less palpable per-

hands sprung up as she listened. There haps, a shading off, as It were, of the |

undisturbed self-importance which had
| hitherto marked his demeanor, A man

hand and shoved it around ngaln, Then ]

|he||dod carpet tacks o llquid glue. Af-
ter the glue 18 dry the burlap may be
treited to geveral conts of pnint of some
| desirable color. After the first coat I8

]

cannot be confined four or five hours In
n closet on a brolllng day n July, from | ¢
clrcumstances over which he has no | %3
control, and preserve intact his sanse of |
conselons  superlority over all Inani- [
mite things. Even a stout wooden
button of his own fashionlig mny be |
a suffclent agent to enlarge his views. |
The Instruments thit ghape our ends |

D phenie
UNIQUE UMBRELLA 8TAND.

Ing motlve of those blows; Fige, word-
less and Impotent rage, was ventiug
Itsell In regular pounding thwacks like
o battering ram Inslde that closet; the
door trembled under them, Mrs, Tucker
turned the button and the door shot In that closet.
forward with the force of & catapnult.| In the first sharp days of fall Mrs,
A tall, burly form, partly white and Tucker fell sick, and when she ferover-
partly black in the dusk, stepped forth, | ed the doctor told her husband that
“Isr'el Putuam Tucker, how you her heart was wenk. “You must see
searet me! How came you there?” | to It now that she doesn’t overdo," he
DId Isenel Putnam Tucker delgn to' sald, “Make her sit down more, and
reply? Not he, He stalked majestical- not stoop over or rench up, or get tired
Iy across the hall with a measuored ont.”
trend that lost none of It lmpmsl\'u‘] He was n young doctor and very able,
ness from his belng In his shirt sleeves, | Israel went to the door to see him drive
His wife followed at his heels, nll agi-| out of the yard In his mud-splashed
tation and remorse. buggy., He did not go back to the room
“You don't say you was In that closet | where his wife was. He looked out
all the aft'noon’t Why, the awful! “'hy: of the end window, Little was to be
didn't you speak? Why didn't you say | seen from the window, and that littie

are not always such a8 we would chooge
outstlves, It is a curlous fact, yet
true, that hothing had ever done Israel
Tucker more good than being shut up

stippose you dldn't have time. An' the
boy wis way over In the lot, wa'n’t he?

I time.
1t was & trinl to the able-bodied wom-

e o e e
'applied the box should stand for' i few
'rlaya, so that the palut may thoroughly
| dry before the second cont Is applled.

When the last cont of palut has dried
hatd the corners of the box may be
decorated by driving ofnameéntal ualls
OF tacks at even distaitces apart around
euch of the four sides: Any design can
| be worked otif in thie following manner:
On a large giicoth piece of paper draw
an oblong, to représent one side of the
| box, 10 inches wide aud 30 inches long,
:On this draw the design with a soft
lead pencll and make four tissue paper
trneings of it. Fasten one tracing on
each slde of the box at a time and be-
| gin to drive the nalls on the line fairly
close together, but not so that the heads
; will touch each other, Diive the nalls
In half way, and when all the lines of

something? T was fn 4 hurry an' 1! be did Dot see, but lie stood there 5ome | ype design have been followed tear

Gway the tissue paper and hammer the

-lmllls in flusl, Large headed lron car-

Of conrse, be couldn't hear you. I'm an, whese [ife litdd been spent In taking Iiﬁ!t tacks can be tsed for this purpose,
dveadtnl sorry, Istel. 1 wouldn't done ' steps for others, to giv# wp her active |\, they should first be treated to a

It tof anything If 1'd known, Such a' ways and let many things g nndone, lr.‘oat of thin, black palnt,

hot dags foo! 1'm afrald you'll be sick.
Your face & Just pmple—"

Tucker lfted lis free hand (the other
held his vest amd wilted collar) In o

been posed Just so on o pedestal for a
statue of his nnmesake. Then looking
nelther to right nor left, he marched
dowunstalrs,

(lonsternation
round cyes vounder and pue
ler face; something else divided her |
switt mind, something that wanted to
be amusement, and had no Kindred soul |
to share (6 with,

O, my, he's Just full of mad!™ she
sollloquized.  “Don’t blime bim,  So%l
[ be if I'd Deen shur up four op five |
hours (n that Httle closet; only I'd been |
thinkin' some how comical "twas, and
kind o makin® a story of it to tell after-
ward, an” he don't get any comfort that
way."

Mr. Tucker came In from the yard
after awhile, and sat down In the door
with bis newspaper. HIs wife fluttered
about anxlously, “Let me make you a
glnss of lemonade, Isr'el,” she sug-
gested,

The top of Mr, Tucker's head above
the newspaper waved decldedly from
slde to slde,

“1 won't ask him: I'll go make [t.”

thought his better half; “he hasn't had
any supper, elther,'”
The pungent freshiness of lemon peel
and the tinkle of the spoon In the
piteher were pleasant things that warm
night, and Mr, Tucker's senses seemed
to greet them with approval; but as his
wife set the glass beside him be looked
askance at It and spoke for the first
thme: “1 don't want It

“Do drink it, Isr'el, it'1l cool you off."

“Ldon't-want-it."

She sald po more, but carrled the
glnss ont to the kitehen and left it In
the window. By and by Mr. Tucker
arose, amd, with his eves still on the
paper, sunntersd casually out that way.
When Mrs, Tucker went into the pantry
to stir up bread the gliss was empty,
and an lmmense wedge was gone from
the berry ple she had baked that morn-
lng. She lovked plensed.

“Well, 1 guess he won't starve,” she
sald,

“What makes pa so solemn?® asked
Emmeline next Sunday. “He acts just's
he d1d atr the time those bunko men
took him in at Hartford,"”

“Now, Emmeline, you mustn't say one
word,” Mrs. Tucker was really aching
to tell the story. She told it dramacdeal-
Iy because it was ber patore. If it bad
been a Joke against herself it weuld
have been the same. Emmeline dropped
the flour selve and plumped herself
down on g stool in the pantry—she also
was dramatic.

“Oh, wa,” she sald, “1 shall give up!”

| His fingers were all fhumbs,

| Tsrael did his best to follow the dodter's
| Instractions, He did more; he began In

| care of her, At frél It seemed to Mrs,
| Tueker more bother thatf wee, She ex-

glngle determined gesture, as one who | [ifessed herself quite operily sbout It,
should sny: *Avaunt® He might have | Sha had nevér been a scold, but she

hnd had her own way in that Eftehen,
When
he broke the handle off the sugar bowd

| trying to make hey a cup of tea she
made Mrs, Tuckers ' felt that the whole houseliold was go-
korod qiv) Ing to rack and rulti #ad told him so.

Ry-and-by Il hegan fv glve her a cer-
tain pleasure to see [srael stepping
about the house, bringing ey her ahawl
or plaving o footstool for her. Fle had
never done those things befory, even
when courting: be had supposed that
shie knew enough to take care of hew
self,

One day she sat in her room while
Israel, on his knees beside her, strug-
gled over her shives with the hatton-
hook, His sleck, gray head and buey,
work-hardened hands were - pleasant
in her eyes. 8he suddenly threw her
arms around his neck and kissed him.
Ang 1 suppose she had dot done It like
that since she wans young.

Our New England emotions are llke
our bhottled eider; they have a tang
of thelr own, but the cork comes out
hard, and not always without 2a ex-
plosion.

“Oh, Isr'el, sald she, “you're wso
good. 1 don’t like to make you do wo
much for me all the time."”

Israel looked up. He was not smil-
ing, but In his sober face there was s
look as of one who was slowly rising-
to the occasion,

"You might as well get used to Iit,”
he sald. “Doctor sald to gee to you
some, an’ 1'm going to do 11"

“But 1 don’t want you should wall
on me 0 much—I don't need 1t.”

“T ain't snld yet [ didn’t lke it,” an
swered Israel.—New York Tribune.

A Comfurting Text,

The late Mayor Howland, of Toron-
to, called one day on a poor, sick wom-
an and as usual read a portion of serip-
ture and offered prayer. On leaving
he named a passage of seripture which
he thought would give comfort. The
husband of the slck woman was In.
censed that Mr. Howland should have
left no more substantial evidence of
sympathy and gave expression to his
anger in vigorous language. After a
little the Bible was openwd agnin, and
a $10 bill was found. The angry man
went at once to Mr. Howland and of-
fered his humble apologies, and at the
funeral of his benefactor there was
pnot a more sincere mourner than the
one who had falled to understand that
there ls more than one way of bestow-
ing charlty.

Nobody but & woman will carry »
wateh without keeplng it wound up.

When the outside of the box Is fisilkh-
&4 it will be necessary to give the in-

This was going Just too fuf, Mr. | a féeble, rudifiientary fashion to take ' 4o g raat or two of some dark-colored

|pa1nt o feplinltum varnish to protect
, It from mofsfifte; A zine tray that will
| At Inside the stafi®, to catch the drip-
pings from wes umbfétas, can be made
]hy any tinsmith,

!

The Winter (‘amplﬂinnl T
When the woman who has dulls‘;ﬂ'.ﬂlti‘

[ 1y tived out of doors all summer in rusal'y

{scenes finds herself returned to brick
walls and elty conventionalities, siwe is
somewhat abashied at the condition of
her skin. Freckles and sunburn are
rather effective than otherwise under
the garden hat ar mountain cap, but
[ with the patry abor-made gown of
early autumn and generally smart of-
fect of city tollettes, one wikhes some-
how these gkin blemishes had been left
In the country along with the lost tennis
balls, broken oars amd other midsum-
mer rubhish,

Bometimes the simple washing of the
face every night for a few nights with
pure castile soap and tepid water will
be all that is needed, but If the freckles
still hold, a fotion published by the Med-
lcal Record, and pronounced harmless,
will remove them, The formula for
this is: Four ounces lactic acld, two
punces glycerine, one ounce rose water,
After using the lotion apply a pure eold
eream to allay any burning sensation.
Vasellne on the face or hands Is not
recomuended by complexion special-
{sts, as It has a tendency after a while
to yellow the skin. It s, however, an
excellent thing to toueh the lips with
on going out windy, autumn days. It
prevents the havdening and eracking to
which tender-skinned people are sub-
ject at the first harsh breesze. Touch
only the lips and try not to molsten
them afterward —American Cultivator.

Bnceranful kntertaining,

The woman who apologizes for the
little ghe has must always be a faiflure
when she entertaing, Yet her non-suc-
cess s no greater than that of her sis-
ter who Is s0 overwhelmed by her gran-
deur as never to be able to equal her
conditlons, There are hostesses In
great houses who seem to be no more
a part of their surroundings than
frightened mice who sit In cornera

The seeret, In fact, of success In en-
tertaining is as subtile and clusive as
the secret of charm. Yet few things In
life, unless it be the way to bring up
children, tempt the world into laying|
down so many laws on the subject, or|
Into framing so wany precepts. The se- |
cret, however, must always be elusive, |
becanse it les In the power of person-
ality—the personality of host or hos-
tess:; and by personality | mean the ex-
pression which each Individual nature
has conselously framed for ftself, And
In this expression lle tact and taste, |
generous impulse, kindly feeling, low
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of others, subordination of self, readl-
ness to give and willingness to recelve,
power of adaptability, desire for har-
mony, Anid these tests of success hold
good whether the entertalning invelves
Javish display, in which the uDACCUS-
tomed are apt to be bewlldered, or In-
cludes only hospltality extended to
those who would otherwlse be with- |
out shelter.—Harper's Bazar,

Rules for Hoapltality.
Do not monopolize any good thing.
Do not Intrude into your host's af-
falrs,
Go direct when the gall or visit Is
ended.
Do not make a hobby of personal ln-
firmities,
Do not overdo the matter of eater-
trinment,
Do not forget bathing facllities for
the guest,
“Make yourself at home,”" but not too
mueh so,

In ministering to the guest de not

neglect the family.
Do not make nnnecessary work for

others, even servants,

Do not gossip; there are better things
in life to think about.

Let no member of the family intrude
in the guest chamber,

Conform to the custom of the honse,
especially ns to meals.

Be courteous, but not to the extent of
surrendering principles.

When several guests are present, give
a share of attention to all.

Introduce gnmes or diverslon, but
only such as are agreeable, 4

Better simple food with pleasure than
luxuries with annoyance and Worry.

Huve & comfortable room In read!-
ness, adapted to the needs and tnstes ot|
the guests, i

A guest need not accept every pro-
posed entertalnment; he should be con-
glderate of himself and his host.

Learn the likes nnd dislikes of those
who dre to be entertained, but nol
through the medium of an impemtin;'
catechism.—Rural Home.

Coustn of Mrs Cléve'and, »
apmotin's Palace” Is the cynosure of
all travelers' eyes In the Latter-Day
Zlon, Hveryone who spends an hour
in Salt Lake Clty visita the handsome,
three-story structure dignified by that
title, The woman whose memory the
building will perpetuate is still living.
Amells Folsom Young, the elxtcenth

niaditay Yotisa's #AVoRITE WiKE

and tavaiite wife of Brigham Young, 1s
still handsoing and remdrkably well
preserved, do' well us she maaaged
the lberal estiéts Jeft by Her I'u"fbmi‘l
husband that It Has luerdeseéd many
times in value and she 18 one of thi
wealthiest of her sex iw'the Far West.
She has exceptionally retined tnstes and
I8 fond.of travel, having wade soveral
extensive European tours, 3es, Young
ls & devout Mormon, She res!®és not
In the palace, but in a spacious Héme a
few blocks west of the historle bafld-
ing. She Is a cousin of Mrs. Grover
Cleveland,

0dds and Enda of Jewelry,

The newest spoon this year Is one
that stirs the claret cup. It has a han-
dle eighteen Inches long and promises
not to get lost, no matter how deep the
pitelier may be,

A golf score with pencil costs §3.70,
and the newest oxldized sllver belt
buckle costs anywhere from $£3 to §8.
This buckle ornaments all colors in belt
ribbon.

Belts, garters and purses have receiv.
ed the most of the designers’ attention,
apparently—and so far as spoons are
concerned there ls now a particular
spoon to serve every edible mentioned
in the menn.

A chain purse Is the most fooligh Ji-
tle purse in the world, but women lave
just such foolish things. This year they
are set in amethysts, and the guand
chaln, which goes around the neck, |s
fastened at the belt with & guand pin,

Where the Best Briar Grows,
The best briar root from which pipes
are made comes from the bomders of
Franee and Ttaly, In the mountainons
districts of those countries, roots are
dug out which have grown for ages,

and are sometimes larger than a man's
body, welghing hundreds of pounds.
The wood thus obtalned is remarkahly
beautiful. Three large deposits of the
]r.mt hn:dbo;: Just  discovered in
France, the price may be broagh
down In time, g .

Coffee In Northern Latitudes,
The farther porih the more injuri
ous to the human system s the use of
coffee. Greenlanders have found it nee-
essary to probiblt its use by the young,
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