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THE BEXTONS' SUPPER,
The Plague, hls Mack hand fted,
Waa tloating down the Ithios,
His bark a soft-lined voftin
(On each slde grew the vine);
He strack the wlller ot s wlieel, »
The woodminu by hilv tree;
Befora bl rose the peayer and hiymn,
Bebind, the Dirige.

He found thein spinning wadding-robes,
He loft thew Jdiggink graves;

High over faces pule and wrong
The earth beaped up s waves

He strack the baron nt his gate,
The pensnnt nt the plow,

And from his suble Banner shook
Darkoess o every brow,

At this thme In belfry-toom
Five sextons dreajued the wine,
Bed from the toil that brought the fee
And made their old eges shine.
Their seats were cedar coflin-planka,
All velverarimmed und soft!
The chalice-cups by them defiled,
Were filied and emptied oft,
drank “A  long relgn o King
Plague"
“A wet year nnd a foull”
As sereaming through the open loops
Flew in and out the owl
Thoir shirts were made of dead men's
vesls
(Dead men are meek and dumb),
And ench one wore s dead knight's ring
Upaon his thievish thumb,

They

Down from the boarded foor above
The beavy bell-rope swings,

¥t coils mround the bowls and lusks,
The eups and drinking things.

The cresset throws a gloomw of black
Upon the red-tiled floor—

Thiree fuces dark—on two the lights
Their golden lustres pour,

Begide the tnble sitk the steps
That lend into n vuult—

A treasure-liouse no thieves but five
Dared ever yot assaulf,

And through the darkness to the left
Winds up the belfty stuir—

Up to the old bell-chamber—
Up to the cooler air.

The wall was hong with coffin-plates,
The dates rubbed doly out

(Dead men are very dull and slow
In finding these things ont).

They toast “The Doctors of Cologne,
Who kecp the church-spudes bright!"

Buch tonsis as these, such feast as that,
Were fit for snch o night.

¥ar, far above among the bells
The wind blew devil leree,
The sleet upon the bagiar fell,
And stubbed him carte anditierce,
There wan a pother in the roofs,
And such a clash of tiles,
Thit dying ereatures’ sobs and groans
Were heard ntound for miles,

d
They deink to “Peter and 1o Paull”
And “All men underground!’
Then with a lnugh, and wink, and nudge,
The passing-bell they sound,
They drink to the tree that gives the
plank,
And the (ree that gudrds the dead-—
The conl-black tree with the blood-drop
fruit,
Bo poisonous, soft and red.

Is God, then, sleeping? No! Bee there,
How one tears at his throat,
And baring ueck and ghoulder,
Bida all his fellows note,
A plagne-spot, bine and swollen,
Bhows ghastly on the skin,
And on his kpees he praya to Clirist
To yet forgive his sin,

Dead! And the oldest, tolling
The rope that o'er them hung,
Called, with a curse, “Lads, ill your cups,
Let unothor song be sung!”
Then reels—his white fave sickens,
And as he staggers down,
Another drags at the heayy boll
Stamped with the cross and crown,

Bo avery time n toper fell
Anothor rose 10 toll,

And all the rest seremmed out n dirge
For the sinner's passing sonl,

And round they sticeed the gallon jug,
And high they flung the cup;

With half o seng st half w prayer
They tosswd it, illing up.

Now but one left, aud he, though faint,
Stuggers lowards the rope,

And tolls—first deaining cup and bowl,
Hulf dend, without a hope—

Tolls, till the old tower rocks agiin—
Tolls, with a hand of lead—

Then falls upon the winedrenched floor
Upon his fellows—dend!

~Walter Thornbury, in San Franecisco
Argonanl.

EVA'S AMBITION.

HWya Norriogton Inserted her lateh
koy Into the keyhole of a Bedford
square bonrding house, and entered,
It was a dismal, windy, ralny Novem-
ber evening, and ever since lunch she
had  been paddling  about  Lendon,
climbing grimy stalrs of newspaper
offiees, and wlking to people who did
not seem especlally plengsd to see her,
Her skirts were wel, mad a wisp of
damp halr was tumbling over her eyes,

On the hall table, disclosed by the
fNlickering gas Jot, were some letters,

YA year ago to-day!™ said Eva to her
well as she closed the Jdoor agalnst the
wind, *Has he written, or has he for-
gotten?"

He had not forgotten. Eva pleked
up the letter from the ball table, ook
ed guickly round at the closed hall
door, nnd at the balze door that led to
the kitehen stalrs—and kissed it, Uhen
she went upstairs o her bod.siting.
roots with the letter In ber hand and
Joy in ber hpart,

“Hateful little room!™ she muormured
to hersell, as she struck a mateh and
Mt the gas. “But it's the last thne,
thank God!"

The room was not really bad; n bed
in the corner, n wash-stand, a ward
robe, bere and there a pleture on thwe
witlls, and a table by the window, rath-
er rickety, on which lay a heap of mao
uscript—n half-finlshed story,

“1 will burn that before 1 go to Il
to-night,” sald Eva, as she caught sight
of It

Then she' took off ber hat and cloak,
drew the only easy chalr under the gas
Jet and sat down; fngering the lettor—

she did not open It it onee. Now that
Liappiness stretehed dn front of her it
wis pleasant to Hoger on the confines
of mlsery, to look buck on the Hie she
wius to leave,

“It I8 pot every one sald Eya po
flectively, “swho can onke cxperlmonts
In life=without expepse”

Eva Norrington had been the pride of
the provinclol town which gave her
hirth, At the high school no givl could
stand sgalnst ber,  Hee form govern
ess, who now and then asked her fusors
fte puplls to tea, even sald she might
B 1 liead mistress one day, To Eva
thls seemed absurd. Bup when, at the
age of 20, she gnloed o gulpea prize
for n slory o on weekly paper ghe bes
gan to think thnt at leasy she might be
o great novellst, At any rate she felt
sure that somewhere abead of her
stretelied o career; and ag her 218t
birthday approgehed she announced to
her startlod purents Ler intention of go-
ing to London In searcl of jt.  There-
upon ensued n serivs of domestic scenes
such 48 have been common of lnte in
the homes of England, wherelu the par-
ents play the purt of the apprebensive
hen, the duughiter that of the adventur-
ous duckling, The duckling invariably
galng I8 point: and o It was with Eva
Norrington, Having refuted argument
aml presisted persuasion for a certain
number of weeks, Eva  obialned o
grudging consent 1o her departure, The
townspeople knew not whether to ad-
mire or disapprove, But they had read
In novels of young ladies who took
their Hves and latebkeys luto thelr own
hands, became famouns, and marrled
respectably after all, 8o during the
weeks of preparation for her campalgn
Qv became something of o tgure In
loen] goclety, nnd more than one dinner
party was given fn het honor, as well
us plentiful advice as to the peces-
sary precautions agninst London gulle,

and many recipes for gnarding agiinst
the colds Indueed by the fogs that In-
fest the metropolls.

Hva was almost happy: for she had
the hopefuluess of youth and beauty,
and all the exhilaration of taking her
life Into her hands and fashioning it as
she would, with none to ralse objee-
tions to the process, She wounld have
been quite happy but for Allan Cralg,
For Allan Cralg, whenever he heard
that Eva was bent on going to London
to mnke a name for hersell, promptly
offered ler his own for a substitute. It
was o good enfugh name, and at the
foot of 0 check It was generally respect-
ed, a8 Allan Cralg had lately stepped
into his father's business as estate
agent and was prospering, Eva was
disturbed, but she turned not aslde
from her project. Eva had mapped out
hor 1ife pmd Allan Cralg was not inelud-
ed in the scheme.

As she st fingerlng her lotter in her
bed-room, she went over the parting
scene in her mind, The detalls of It
would only increase the delight of the
letter, For Eva had learned during the
last year that happiness Is so rare that
it deserved to be rolled on the tongue
tnd not swallowed In haste, It was at
a dance on the night before her de-
parture—her lnst danee, so she thonght,
before she stapted life In earnest. They
were sitting out a dance together, for
Bva was not disposed to think unkindly
of Allnn, though she might resent his
Intrusion into her scheme of life.  She
remembered how there had been silence
between them for some momaents, how-
Allan had leaned hig elbows on  his
kuees and dug the heel of his danclug
shoes Into the earpet.

“Andd 5o yon are quite determined to
Teave ud?* sald Allan,

sOf course,” replled Eva, "My boxes
are nll pneked.”

SEull of manuseript novels and other
things?"

“One novel and several storley.”

S oennnot anderstund why you want
to go when—-"

“hwant to—well—to lve a larger Hfe”

“Yon mean you want to live in a big-
gor plaee

“Well, not exactly.
quite understnnd."”

“1 quite understand that there s not
enough scope for you here, and that 1
am a selfish brute for trying to keep
you from your ambition. Look here,
Eva, ean you honestly say that you
don't love me a lttle bit?"”

Allin had risen and waos standing
over her. Bya looked up at him, She
could see him standing there now—blg,
comely, with something in his eyes that
thrilled her, halt with fear and half
with pleasure. She rose and faced him,

“1 shall be sorry to leave you—very
”"J“"

“Then why—7%"

“Can't you see, Allan? I know I have
it In me to do good work, and I must
be where good work s wanted, Here I
am hampersd; In London—"

“You may fail,”” said Allan, with a
note of hope In his volee, Then Eva
spoke;

“1 shall suceeed—1 know I shall.”

“Will you write to me?”

Eva hesltated. She was half  In-
elined to give In to that extent. Allan
had mistaken her hesitation.

“No," he sald, *“There shall be no
seliishness 1o my love for you, 1 will
walt a year from to-night, and then,
it London |8 ne go, you know there
will always be me. You edan't expect
me o pray for your success, can you!"

Kva, placed on her mettle, looked him
in the face.

“I am bound to succeed” she said,
and turned to go. The walts had ceas-
od in the room below, and a rustle of
skirts and a ripple of tongues had taken
its place,

“liva—once—ihe last tlme, perhaps.”

She turned agaln, laughing.

“Quick!” she said; “some one will
come.”

A woman may forget many things,
but no woman ever forgets the first
time a lover's arm was around ber
waist and a lover's lips upon her own,
And as Eva =at in the corner of 4 third-
class carriage lo the London traln pext

morning, looking forward to the ca-

I don't think you

rear before her. the remembrance of

the support of Allan's arm persisted in
obtruding Itself. Having got what she
It she wanted whot sbe had got. For

gort of u thing.
Such small success a8 may come to

Incursion Into lHteriture came fo vy,
She Hved spariogly, worked haed, and

never made the wistake of refusing
invitations an the ground of work. She
stild up a little lnter op got up o Hle
eitpller justedd, A weekly coltinn on
“Health and Beauty™ placed at bher dis-
posil by the youthtul editor of 4 new
waoran's paper, who had met her at
the Weiter's Club and thought her pret-
ty, palil ber weekly LI at the board-
ing-house. Eler stories found freguent
acceptance and oceaslonal welcome In
the minoy perlodicals, and  n happy
meeting with an edlitor at o dinner par-
ty paved the way 1o her appearance
in & widely read magnzine. By the
end of the year Eva Norelogton hwd
got so far toward the realization of her
ambition that when people heard her
name mentioned they wrinkled thelr
brows and tried to remember where
they hud heard it before, At home, of
conrse, her fame was great. The pa-
pers In which she wrote eirculated free-
Iy 1o the town, her storles were digsenss-
ed at afternoon teas, and townsfolk
were glad to think that they paeticiput-
ed 1o spme extent in the Hierary work
of the century,

All this thoe Eva wns horribly lone-
ly. She knew plenty of people nud
liked them; they were kKind to her, some
of them becanse they liked her for her-
gelf, others becanse they saw that she
wias marked for ultimate sncecess. Hiav-
ing advaveed a certaln distance along
the poad she had longed 1o wravel, she
could Judge better whither 1t would
lead lier, 1t wonld lead her to a place
in the newspaper paragraphs, 1o a place
ou the bookstalls, to a place in the pho-
tographer's windows, and 1o a place
at Bayswater or South Kensington,
This, then, must be (he end of 1he strug-
gle and the turmoil of the fight. And
how ghe hated the fight! A fight where-
In vietory would bring her no nearer
to the actualities of life; for she had
come to learn In the year's struggle that
our sotial system by no medns places
women on an equality with men, and
that whereas men can buy the coveted
fruit of the tree of knowledge of good
and evil by the pottle, women must
bhuy the tree outright, and pay cash.
It was terribly unfuir. And the most
unfale thing about the whole business
wias that, while success was almost
within her grasp. success was not what
she wanted, T'here 1s no fun In Hiv-
ing your own life when that is precise-
Iy the life you do not want to lead,

It was not as though Allan Cralg had
never kissed BEva Norrington,

She opened the letter—cutting the en-
velope with her nail scissors, For some
distinetion must be mide between your
first love letter and your bootmaker's
bill. She felt like one who has held
his breath to feel what suffocation Is
like. The letter was long. Eva rend
quickly at first, then slowly, knitting
hier brows as she turoed the pages, and
came at lust to the signature, “Ever
your friend, Allan Cralg."

The letter lay for some minutes In
Eva's lap, while she looked vaguely
round her room,

“He ls afraldl of spoiling my career
—my suceess has put an lnsuperable
harrler between us" she murmured.
The plraseg of the letter had burned
themselves into her brain. “0, Allan!
1 wish 1 could tell you—or do you want
to hear?" .

When the dinner bell rang an hour
afterward Eva roge wearlly from' her
writing table, where she lad been
tolling over her half-finished manu-
seript,  She had not burned it,

Five years passed before she saw Al
Inn Cralg agaln, and then the meeting
wis  upexpected—at the exit of the
thesiter where Eva had gone to see the
hundredth performance of her play.
Allan was obvlously proud of knowing
her, and Introduced Wis wife, to whom
she gave graceful recognition. It was
raining and Allun offered to see Eva
to a cnb, They stood for & moment on
the steps to the entrance,

“Yes," suld Allan, ln answer to Eva's
polite question, “all is going well. We
have a little daughter—Eva—my wife's
name, curlously enough.”

He stood by the bansom as she enter-
ed, guarding her dress from the wheel,
As she turned to glve the address, he
sald:

*“I ought to congratulate you on your
suceess, It s very sweet to me. You
know—you—owe It all to me. Are you
grateful ¥

“Yes; I owe It to you." she sald, lean-
Ing forward as the apron closed upon
her, and the attendant constable grew
impatient. “Come anid see me—Tues-
days."

“l ean’t think why 1 should be so
silly,"” sald Iva to herself, as she stuff-
ed her handkerchief back into her pock-
et and felt for her latch-key, when the |
cab drew up before the hall door of her
flat at Kensington.—Black and White,

Rheamatism,

wantid she bad already begnn to doubt |

n enrcer, after all is rathor a lonesome |

the Inexperienced girl upon her lirse

Many curlous remedies have been
recommended for the cure of rheuma-
tism, but none more curlous than n vest
made of snake’s skin. Not long ngo n|
tramp was arrested i one of the streets |
of Parls, and was found to be wearing
a closely-itting Jersey made of the |
skins of snokes, cleverly woven togeths '
er, and he claimed that this odd a.::u‘-l
ment was a splendld cure for rhenma-
elsm and other disenses that attnck the
bones, He sald that bhe had been jn
the army, and while serving in Tonkin,
had contracted rhenmatism by sleeping
upon the bare ground. A native made
him the snake's skin fersey, and ever
since that time be had slept upon the |
dampest ground with lmpunity.

not always the one who talks the loud- |

est. |

THE CEDARS OF LEBANON, I

fpeveral Groupa of the Famoun Trees
Are BUll Standing,

In 8t Nicholas there 1s an artlele en- |
titled “SIK and Cedars,” by Hurry |
Fenn, the artist, describiog a visit to
the monntalng of Lebanon, Hge says.

Every girl and boy of the Ohristlan
world has heard aud read, over and
over ggaln, of the “Cedars of Leban-
on” but very few bave any Idea of the
locality and surroundings of the fa-
mous grove. H is o popular error, by
the way, 1o suppose that there are no
ollier cedors remaluing  besides thls
group ut the bead of the “Wady™ (val-
ley or ennyon) Kadigha, There are, to
my knowledge, ten other groves, some
numbering thousands of trees, This
partieulnr group that we are nhout to
visit Is ealled by the Arabs by a name
which means *Cedars of the Lord."
They number about four hundeed rees,
among them a elrele of gignntie fellows
that are called by the patives “The
Twelve Apostles,” upon the strength
of an old tradition that Jesus and his
diseiples having come to this spot and
left thelr staves standing in the ground,
these staves sprouted Into eedar-groves,

There I8 every reason to suppose that
In the time of King Solomon these
seattered groves were part of an enor-
mons unbroken forest, extending the
entlre length of the Lebanon range of
mountalas, about one hondred miles,
running nearly parallel with the Med-
fterranean shore from a little below
Belrut, The summits of the range are |
from fifteen to twenty wiles from the
Const,

The Lebanon—that is, the “White"—
does not derlve Its pame from glitter-
Ing snowpeaks, but from the white
limestone elllfs of Its summits,  The
first historieal mentlon of the trees |s
in the Bible (2 Sam. v.,11):"And Hliram,
King of Tyre, sent messengers to Da-
vid, nnd cedar trees, and carpenters,
and masons; and they bullt David an
honse."

From that day to this the people have
bheen elmost as reckless nud wasteful
of these noble glants of the mountaing
as our own people are of these cedirs’
first cousins, the redwood trees of the
Callfornia const-range, As we approach
the grove, which stnnds upon the top
of n small Lill, the follage Is almost
black ngainst the snow-covered crngs
of Dalirel-Kadib, which rears Its high-
est peak over ten thousand feet above
the sea.

There Is a Maronite chapel in the
grove, Its patriarch elaiming the sole
right to the sacred trees; and, luckily,
the superstition with which the trees -
have been surrounded bas been thelr
salvation, All the cednrs of Lebanon
would have been demolished for red-
wood years ago were not the people
threatened with dire calamity should
they take a single stick.

Industrial Progress in Russia.

The recent Industrial growth of Rus.
sla has been one of the marvels of the
present decade.  In addition to her ex- |
tensive sulphurie acld industry, Russia |
Is opening up important mapufactures
of chromate salts, vitriol, phosplutes,
lead, zine, tin, strontiom and copper
salts anl mineral dyes, and platinum
Is almost a Russian monopoly,  In med-
felnal plant growing the progress In
Russla Is very great, SIx castor ol
factorles, all working from native-
grown seed, were represented av the
exhibitlon, and oils of peppermint,
wormweod, carnway, fennel, anise and
pine needles were also shown,  The
outpuit of Kussinn benzine has grown
from 31,500 gallons In 1882 to nearly
1,370,000 gallons in 1804, The petro-
leum Industry is the second largest In
the world. One firm alone owns 188
miles of petroleum pipe lines. It has |
an enormons teet and owns 1,157 tank
wagons for the conveyance of its prod-
uets by rall. The [ndustry of the dry
distillation of wood Iu Russia Is only
Just begiuning. In vporthern Ruossia,
away from the rultways, there are still
many thousands of square miles under
wood, yet up to the present only one-
half per cent., of all the resin, but a
slightly larger proportion of the fir-
pentine used In Russia has been  of
home manufacture. It has generally
been assumexd  that  the Russlan fir
could not be made to yleld turpenting
and resin of equal gquality or abund-
ance to the French or Amerlean pines,
but experiments show that Russlan
turpentine, if collected by the French
process, does not differ materially from
the French, except that it s dextro-
gyre to the saume degree that the
French {8 laevogyre. Moreover, a bal-
sam was obfalped from one varlety
that will advantageously replace Can-
ada balsam for technleal and mlero-
scople purposes.  The day of the chem-
feal exploitation of the Russlan forests
{s therefore dawning, and within a few
years the country o’ the Cear may ex-
port, Instead of buy from abroad, acetle
acid, wood naphtha, scetone, wood
vinegar and acetate of lime. The m-
portance of the Russian lcorice julce
and licorice root industry is generally
known.

A Ready Reaponse,

“What's the matter?” sald the way-
farer who was approached by a men-
dieant, “Something on your mind?

“No, sir,” was the reply. “Wot wor-
ries me ain't somathin’ on me mind
It's nothin” on me stomach."—=Washing-
ton Star.

Her Dearest Friond

Dom (sweetly—Fred dido't blow his
bmins out becuse you Jiled him the
other night: he came right over and
propossd (o we.

Maud (super-sweetly)—Did he? Then
he must have got rid of his braina
gome other way.—Tld-Bits,

Belf-Bacrifice.
Hubby—Yes, dear, you look nice In
that dress, but it cost me a beap of

— money.
The man with the lurgest mouth ls| Wife—Freddle, dear, what do [ care

for money when It s a question of
pleasing you*—Tit-Blis,

A
WIVES IN POLITICAL LIFE,

OME politicinns readily agree
S witli ex-8enatar Hill of New York

that & man In publie 1ife Is hin-
dered rather than helped by being war-
ried. It 18 notleeable, though, that most
men who entertaln (his view are, ke
Mr. 1ill, confirmed bachelors. 1t may
be that Mr. Hill bhas demonstrated by
hig own experience and fo bls own sit-
isfaction that celibaey and the lgnoring
of socelal lle are conditions of politieal

and miniatire man

suceess, but If the distingaished gens
tleman will stop to look over the mem-
bers of that august body of which he |
was so lately a member, or the mem-
bers of Congress or the list of success-
ful statesmen and politiclans In anpy
one of the States, he will discover thut
the overwhelming majority of them are
men who have willingly become Cu-
pid's vietims,

Perbaps no better ustention can be
glven of bow valuable to a politiclan &
wife may be than was furnished by the
lute Benator Logan, who many a time
nud often expressed pbsolute confldence
In his wife's Judgment, never falllog
to act In necordance therewith,

Gladstone, who is admitted to be one
of the greatest of Hoglish politicians,
has pald worthy tribute to the services
of his devoted and thoughtful wife,
who Las striven so falthfully to pro-
mote his success [n the field of politics,
and there are not a few other English-
men [n politles who find etficient politi-
cal belpmeers and shrewd campaign
managers In their wives, Turnlug to
this country, we find America's polltl-
eal history replete with Instances of
the successful partleipation of wives In
the political life of their hushands, and
the great majority of our statesmen
have pald cousiderable attention to so-
elnl life. :

David B, HIll may flnd his life of
celibacy “one grand sweet song," but
the great majority of men would tire of
their solo singing after a time, Be this
as it may, most American youths will
undoubtedly prefer to emulate the ex-
ample of those men who, while posses-
sing marked abilities, have thought it
not good that man should be alone, and
have not hesitated to enter the field of
matrimony through fear of thus lmper-
{ling any politleal chances they might
have.

Two Handsome Suits,

Elegant riding hablt of hunter's green
fadles’ cloth, made with adjustable
skirt, the folds being canght up and
fastened on the left so that 1t 18 “wnlk-
Ing length” when twy lady I8 off the
horse, There Is a severely tallor-made
cont, with the new coat sleeve, slightly
fulled on the shoulder, There are cloth-
covered buttons, Chie bleyele suit of
gray covert cloth, accordlon-plalted
gkirt. The pretty blouse Is trimmed
with black sllk in Norfolk effect, and
there |s a perfectly new style of what
Is called the wheel collar, braided, giv-
Ing a tab effect, There are elght double
rows of brald ornamenting the skirt at
Intervals of one and onc-half feet, also
two rows of the brald on the lower
edge give a neat finlsh to the skirt.

Proper Food for Beautx.

Clear complexions do not walt on the
fickle, nor rosy cheeks on the morning
griddle cake. The woman who Intends
to bave a good complexion must make
A careful stndy of the food gquestion.
It goes without saying that sugury sub-
stances must be banished from the bill
of fare. Candies are, of course, exclud-
ed. Cakes follow In thelr wake. As
for pies and all other compounds of
flour and grease, they are fatal to clear
gkins. Bread that is doughy or starchy
ranks almost as low as pastry in the
estimation of the seeker after good
looks, Whatever excltes the nerves or
overheats the blood tends toward the
final destruction of the smooth, peachy
texture which is the chief of every
woman's nmbition to attain, Whatever
has the effect of producing a healthy
action of the digestive organs Is good
for the complexion. Aeid and laxative
frults especially, If taken at breakfast,
are good. Graham bread and toast
rank high among the bread beautifiers,
Red and juicy meats, green vegetables,
milk and eggs, are all conducive to the
attaining of a brilliant complexion.

A Home-Made Rog.

Have your blacksmith bend two
heavy wires [ the shape of a hair pin,
twenty-four inches long and two Inches
between the prongs. On these wind
woolen rags cut half an Inch wide,
winding them In and out as yon erimp
your hair. Prepare a foundation—a
plece of cld Ingraln carpet or a coffee
sack answers well, the carpet belng the
best. Lay one of the filled pins on one

paste huttons,

| their children.

end of the foundation and stitch down

out the pin and lay the other, similacly
iled, I plince, pressing baek the loops
from which you pulled the wires, 0 ns
to briug the pext tow close to them,
The rows of stitching should not be
more thun threequarters of an inch
apirt. The loops may be ent or left
whole, T'wo persons can work at this
ndyvanumgeously, one winding the pins,
the other dolng the stitehing. The rug
thus made Ix very durnble. Dark colors
are prefernble; hit-and-miss glves a
good eect,
FPretty Wedding Custom,

Ope of the pretty features of the mid-
orn Enpglish wedding is the tiny wmald
who attend the
bride as bridesmald and page, There
may be ope ltle pale or three or four;
but they make a very pretty picture In
thelr qualnt costumes followlng the
biride to the altar. The small boys are
usually dressed In court costume of
white satin or cloth embroldered with

MAIDS AND PAGES.
sliver or gold, and decornted with

Bapphire blue yelvet,
trimmed with lace rutles, is another

favorite dress, and with the large blue
hat and white feather it s very effec-
tive

The little page Hustrated was one

of three at a recent fashlonable wed-
ding,
blouse with Vandyke collar and cuffs,
knee breeches with rhinestone buttons,
and a cape of green velvet lined with!
white satin banging from one uhonldel‘.‘.
The three little maids who accompanled!
the pages had white satln gowns cov-
ered with white chiffon, frilled ebiffon
fichus, and mob caps of green velvet,
Another qualot lttle costume shown,
Is a long dress of white satin with;
bishop sleeves and a deep kilted frill;
of white chiffon around the neck, edged'

The costume Is n white satin'

with three rows of parrow lace,

Black Satin Skirts.

Women who have black satin skirts
need not think because light-colored
skirts are now so much favored that
the former useful possession Is passe,

They will be worn just as much as ever,

and this is something to feel a little
happiness over, for they can o often
be brought into use, and nlways look
well and generally in place.

What Women Are Doine,

Two women are pbout to establish a
factory in Atlanta, Ga., for the manu-
facture of a bieycle tire they have pat-
ented.

Mrs, Nansen, Sr., mother of the well-
known explorer, D, Naunsen, Is accred-
fted with having Inangurated the
healthful pastime for women of tobog-
ganing aud gliding on spowshoes.

Miss Frunces Bray lhns the honor of
being the second woman in the United
Kingdom entitled to add the letters
L1.D. to her name. The first, Dr. Le-

Ctitin Walkington, is likewise an Irish

woman und a natlve of Belfast,

The queerest fad on record Is that of
Miss Dell Ten Eyck, of Worcester,
Muass, who amuses herself by captur-
ing and taming all sorts of sea mon-
strosities. She has jars of devll fish
and says she really enjoys their pres-
ence,

Cuban women of the families of the
Insurgents are inculeating what they
conslder right ideas In the minds of
A primer has just been
printed in Cuba setting forth revolu-
tionary sentiments In an attractive
manner,

Mrs. Zella Nuttall, the archaeologist,
whose explapation of the Mexlean cal-

endar stone has elicited surprised ap-

plause from sclentific men, represented
the University of Pennsylvania mu-
seum at the ethuological congress at
Riga, Russia.

Flings nt the Fair Sex,
She—Il can sympathize with you, 1
wias married once myself, He—But

you wasn't married to a woman.—Tit-

Bits,

Mrs, Kuddler—Do you know, George,
that everybody says the baby s just
like me? Mr. Kuddler — Nonsense,
Anne; the baby s now more than six
months old and It has never spoken a
word.—Boston Transeript.

If a woman should select a husband
sulted to her disposition as carefullly
as she matches her gowns to her com-
plexion there might not be such a short
path from the marriage altar to the dl-
voree court.—Atchison Globe,

“Why do you send Bltum such a hand.
some and costly present every year,
Saxey?” "“Just because you and me,
Blum married the girl that had prom-
ised to marry me. I can't do enough
for him."—Detroit Free Press,

Charlie (to his friend Bob)—What do
you think of this new picture of my
wife, Bob? Bob—Why, it's grand—it's
instantaneous, Isn't it? Charlle—What
makes you think =0, Bob? Bob—Oh,
well, because she has ber mouth shut,
—New York Tribvra




