SINCE YESTERDAY,

The mnvis snng but yesterday
A steain that theilled thraugh Autnmn's
denrth;
He read the musie of hia 1y
To Hght aud loaf, and heaven nnd earth;
The windllawers by the wayside swaog,
Words of the musie that was sung.

In all kis song the slinde nod son
Of earth and beaven secmed to meet,
Tts Joy and sorrow were as one,
Its vory sndness was but sweel;
He sang of summers yot to Leg
You listened 1o lils song with e,

The hourt makes sonshine in the raln,
Or winter wu the midst of May,

And thongh the mavis sings again
Hin sulfsxame song of yesterday,

1 find no gladoess in his tone;

Today 1 listen heie alone,

And even our sunilest moment fakes
SBuch shadows of the hliss we knew—
To-day hix throbbing song awakes
But wistful, haunting thoughts of you;
Ita very sweetness Is ot snd,
You gave it all the joy it had.

THRIFT.

His mother had Insisted on ealling
him Turift, No one knew why she
had glven him the guaint name.  Then
when he was barely 2 years old, she
died, Sheleft bim with n great wealth
of sllent love, bot that, Hke his name,
could not belp bim much, that is, not
s fur as oue cnn Judge things, The
nelghbors sald it was o cough that had
ssottled'” that earvled her off, Prola-.
bly the eough had something to do with
I, but a staeved-out e of ek of af-
feerion and hard work bad a good deal
more,

The nelghbors nlso “hought that Mrs,
Wiatsou vever had much spivit, It
would seemy as 1T they almost blamed
her for dying, and leaving o hushuand
with a child barely 2 years old, They
had wisglvings about the child, and
there they were right. Thrift was deaf
and dumb. His mother had siroggled
agalnst the knowledge as long asg sghe
cotthd.  When she realized it, she kept
the knowledge to herself with a flerce
love, Bt the cough eamne and settled
nll the progems of her e for her,

Theift's father took her death as apn-
thetienlly as he had taken ber all hor
life, Only Thrift seemed 1o renllze
that fate was still against him, He lay
orying for hours alone (o the lttle cot-
tnge, steapped Into Lls cot, 1t was o
welrd, pathetle ery,  The neighbors
were kind o hime They took him In
turn Lo thelr cottuges, but the elamoent
of tensing clitldeen god rough handling
was discordant o him,  The women
meant well, but it was o hard winter
and money and tempers were short,
Beslde, Thrift's baby noture was havd
1o understind,

Brightpess enme Into lis e one day.
I eame In the gulse of o Hite dress-
muker, Jonp Lawrence, Rle brought
Ll a blnck frock. She had been busy,
#0 had put off the making thl she
time, No one else thought of the little
murk of respoet, It was o elbine o
<nstom, but it wus the oue tribute of
Mra, Watson's 11

“Palr ite lamb!” safd Jenn Law-
rence, as she opme in,

Her eyes tilled with quite ynexpected
tenrs a8 she saw the louely baby.

Thelft could not henr her, but some-
thing sympathotle wuched his undet-
stnnding, for he held out his hands,

“Pale Wttde thiong,” sabd Jean  Law-
rence ngaln, and she eanght him up
and covered him with lglsses,

Then she put Theift ek In hils cot
and antied the Hetle blanck froek . @ e
turned to go, for <he was Inog hiaery,

Theift's mood ehnnged, s Dlue oyes
grow dark In the Intensity of his pas-
wlon,  Tle Kleked and seremmed.  THs
flully, fule bl waos nfMed.  He looked
the pleture of a litte demon,

“Presalvve us," sald the Uitle dross
maker. It was the first tlme any exag-
gerntion of feeling had come luto her
e, Bhe was half fascinated and halt
tervified by this unexpectid  burst,
“Presaleve us!” she repeated st more
emphationlly,

She pever conld explain afterwnrd
whitt prompted her, but she stepped 1o
the eot, wrapped a blaoket ronml
Threlft and did not stop to think 1
sl had deposited him safely I her
own house. It was chneacteristle of
Jean Laweence that she had never ron-
soned out why she had done this aee
tlon,  Certalnly she never rogrotted |1
1t was quite as casy & matter to settle
the dispogal of Turift with his father.
He was only too glad to be vid of the
burden,

The Hrst clashing of wills occurred
over the snme Hitle bluck froek. Thnift
ungratefully refused o have anything
todo with It,  Miss Lawrence wus pep
plexed. 1t would never do to dress him
tn colots on o Sunday. She compros
mised by making him a white frock
with a broad, blaek sash, 1t set off the
clilld’s Calrmess, but stil more 1t satls-
fled her sense of (Hness,

dean Lawrence nlways thonght of
that eplsode ns an epoch In her life,
The next epoch was the sudden pesolve
of Thrift's father to go ta Amerien
Jenn Lawrence Hved In o state of ten
wion tI he hind salled. 1 seemed (o
erdlible to her that he conld wish to
lenve hiz boy behind, She only snw
the extreme desirability of Theift in
any mwanner and way, Thrift's father
did not,

I owas soon after this that Jean
Tawrence's old Jover returmsd 1o his
mitive  village his  cansd  more

thought Ip the village than Jean her
sell gave to i It was ten years sinee
Jolin Forbes pind she had wen golng to
be mwarried, and ten yours = a long time
In a woman's life! Sioee Thrirt bad
eatered ber e shie was atterly oblly-
Jous of anything except er work, The

more money she made the more she
could do for Hitle Thrlft

Jean Lawrence had always kept to |
herself, anid no one knew why she and
John Forbes bad never marrisd

Her old mother was allve then, and

every one knew she wonld have lked
the watel, John Forbes had come back
gruyer nnd older thun he had gone
awny, but e wis rleber aod even
more alle to afford o wife,

Tlhe had not gone very well with
Jean, Bhe was thin aud small always,
and she haad bad o hard e of work,
Her spurse deab hale was beghining to
be sprinkled with gray, She looked
older than she really was, The vil-
lnge come to the conelusion that Jolin
Forbes woulil go by ner and seck a
younger snd bonnler woman, The two
most coneerned guve no canse for gos-
slp.

John Forbes would sonicilimes stop
ns b wos passing the lttle cottage and
sny o few words, There wnd neyer
any alluslon to pust clmey botween
them.  They called each other Mr
Forbies and Miss Lawrence studionsly.
That wis the only elew elther of them
had that there was o mutual past be-
tween them,

On the Bundays that Jean went to
church her thoughts were nlways divid-
od between the balrn at home und the
psalms, To her great discomfiture
Johno Forbes would sometimes overtake
her, They talked of the sefmon, then
of the crops amd the weather, By de-
grees these subjects galned an easy
famillarity, and only varled with the
HASONS.

No one was more surprised thap Jean
when John Forbes asked ler to marey
liim, She stared at blm o emotlonless
calm,

“Ye must gie we time," she snid,

John Forbes agreed to this guite pla-
eldly, 1t was hard to understand what
le saw In hils fest love In aer faded
and aged old maidism, Possibly a ten-
aclty of nffection and the same nstinet
of falthfulness thuat brought i back
to the little village—the lttle villnge
with no pretensions to heauty or ple-
turesqueness—kept him true to Jean.
One was the home, the othes the woi-
an be had loved, He saw 2o reason Lo
change beeanse he ad seen many fair-
er homes and younger, prettier women,

Jean did not aualyze her sentlments.
It was not her way, Besldes, love ney-
er entered her head ns far as it concern-
ed Johu Forbes. She merely reviewed
the advantiges as  they concerned
Thrift. The romor that n new and
more modern dressmaker was golong to
set up Hoally settled 11, avd she safd
to John “Yes,"

The day was fixed for the second time
in thelr Hyes,  Jean had glven up her
house, She was waltlng with tranguil-
ity fur this new step (n her life, She
had quite come t the conelnslon that
she could not do better for Theift,

One evening John Forbes arrjved,
Threift Iny contentedly on the hearth
rug looking at him, The last time Jolin
Diaed Degn ut the cottage Thelft had been
i one of lils passionate tts, This bad
sot im pondering,

After this there had been several
well-mennt efforts at kindness on the
part of his friends, They happened to
colnelde with his own vlews. They ad-
vised bim to seud Thrift awny., Jean,
they sall, would neglect every one and
everything for the boy. Bhe would
wenr herselll out for Thrift, but not
bother sith anything that did vot con-
eern him.

How far he belleved this, or how far
nomnn's dislike to seenes or o natural
desire to have Wls wife's affection cen-
tered fn himselt had w do with his
resolyve, he could not have told, He be-
stirred Wmsell, and with intinite trou-
Ble atnd by some outlay he secured an
wilmlsston for the chilld to o deat and
dumb institution,

It was thls fact he had come 1o tell
Joan, He pather wished Theift wonld
Ielp him to lead up to 1t by a scene,
Thrift gave him o help,  He lay smil-
g Impenetrably,

Jean was not guick at reading signs,

“Jean,” lhe sald ot last, helplessly,
Swe'll e merrit Toesday,”

SAY nssented Jean, cheerfully,

ITer eyes fell nuturally on Thrift, and
she smiled at the boy,

o Al Theite he added, with a sus-
Melousgly vlear note of lnterrogation in
hils volee,

“Ay, Thrift," she repented.

Then finding this even did not prog-
ress watters, he sold desperately, with
o spatel of huior;

“Yo kot I'm no merryiong Threift

The oll cloek ticked through the
room, The peats spluttered on the Jow
honrth, In front of which on a curlously
woven rug Threift lay.

There wis absolute sllence for a bit,
Then Jean's volee bhroke it

“hen, John Forbes, ye're no marry-
Ing we"

Agiin there was silence,
In o qulet volee:

1 hae made o' the arrangements for
Wim, Jean, e will gang to a schule
i they'll teach bim to read and write
and understand talk of & Kind,”

“Will they teach him to talk like ither
fowk?

Her tone was expressionless,

“No, they canna dae that,”

“I'ien why should the balm be both-
ered wit learning that'll never dae him
or any one else ony gude? Tell me that,
Jolin Forbes.™

“1t will glve him employment, Jean,
and beslde * Here John Forbes, with
a man's tetlossoess undid cevery bit
of good his arguments might have of-
fected,  He added, “Fowk tell me ye
Just mak' an Idol o' him, and that ye
Bae dae ther dea but him, A man
could na be expeck’d to stan’ that, 1 nd
ither people Kenning "

Jean hind been passing throngh a erl
ais and she was but 8 woman.,

“And If fowk eare 1o gossip over my
affalrs, John Forbes, and youn care to
heed them, let them,” she returned
veliemently, “1f Thrift disna gang wi'
me, tae poo'rs will tak’ we to your
hoose,™

Jolin was annoyed by her tone,

“And suppose 1 say 1 winpa hae
Thrift ¥

They sat on In a stralned sllence,

John said

¢ Joho was too angry to move or gpeak.

Jean hnd no wish, elther, to break the
gllenee, |

“Ye ken this I8 the second time your
obstinacy has come 1o the way," sald
John, findlly.

I mind,” sald Jean, briefly, "But |
didon mean ye to k' it as ye did you
thme”" she responded.

“1 didnn ken,” replied John,

It struck peithier of them that there
wns any pothos In the senfence—n
pathos of a ten years' mistaken silence,

“Aro ye sure ye wean It noot" he
asked, goettlng up,

“I certainly due.” snld Jean, firmly.

“Then gude-by, Jean."

“Gude-by."

The Ipstant the door was shut Jean
nlmost strangled Theift with kisses.
Unfortunately the practical things
could not be settled so summarily,

Jean had given up her house and she |
found [t was let to the new dress
maker, Bhe was not accustomed to!
complications In her Mfe. Alternatives
seemedd to crop up, and they worrled
her, At the same time Thrift was her
one object, Everything was directed
to this alm, |

After some few weeks she got a tum-
bledown little cottuge nbout o mile
from the straggly village, It proved
too far, or the “hang" of the new dress.
maker's skirts proved too much for
Jean's old customers, Work and pay
becnme seant. The little dressmaker
bore up proudly and bravely. S8he
stinted and starved herself, but Thrift
grew and flourishied, There loomed be-
fore her always a fear of the “charity"
where her boy might be tanght—and no
one knew at what expense of unkind-
ness, .

If the worst came to the worst, she
would nsk John Forbes to get him In,
and she wonld become a servant. One
wintry evening the child was fretful
and alling. A knock came to the door
and John Forbes entered.  He did not
appenr to notice the extreme poverty of
the cottage, nor the miserable attempt
at a fire. This faet brovght a rush of
gratitude to Jean's heart. It was to see
If these things were ns bad as report
salil, thint he had come,

He took Thrift upon his knee and he
talked ocoaslonally to Jean,

“Can 1 dae onything for ye? he sald
suddenly. “For the boy, ye ken."

A litle flugh came In Jean's cheeks,
She faltered her thanks,

No Idea that she might work on her
old lover's plty erossed her mind, She
Dhegan timidly asking him [f he could
munnge to send Thrift to the home he
had mentioned.

“Why, noo, when ye were so sel
against 1t¥" asked John, with a severl-
ty that was not renssuring,

“It's elrcumstnnees,” sald Jean, brief-

Iy

She felt that she would rather die
than let John Forbes know there wis
nothing to eat in the house and no mon:
oy. Bhe would have risked everything
but for the fear of Thrift falling {1l

“Weel," sald John, slowly, “I'll see
aboot 1t, But hoo wull ye puy me.
Jean?" [

The little dressmaker drew hersell
up.

*“Phere'll be no fear o' that, John
Forbes,"

“But ye hlvoa tell't me In fat wye,
Jenn®"

“In honest money by honest work,"

The pink flush had deepened foto a
deep erimson on her cheek,

“But I dinnn want your money, and
as for wark, suppose you come and
wirk for me'"

“Na, na," sald Jean, involoutarily, |
She hod bad her chanee of belng mis-
tress at the farm,  She conld not stoop
to work for another, as she supposed he
wennt,

"Weel, come wi'oot dolng ony wark.'
Jenn looked at hlw In utter bewllder-
went, |
“I'he difference stween us lay in
Thrift. If he gnes awa’ there's nnethe |
Ing nede hinder your coming to the

farm."”

“1 didna expee’ ye'd think T meant
you,” sald the lttle woman, She was
thoroughly hurt, “1'll thank ye a' the |
days o' my life If ye'll dae for Thrift,
but I'm ne seeklng to be beholden to
you for myself’."

“Ye'll be gey lonely wi'oot Thrift,” |

l!__\}-."

Jean nearly smiled beeanse she was
80 near to tears nt the thonght,

'L be lonely at the farm."

“Ye can malrrey,"” safd Jean,

She suddenly felt that she had eut
herself off from every possibillty by |
her suggestion. She had done It for |
Theift all along: she would have mar- |
rled him for Threift's sake, she gave him
up for Thrift's sake. Now Thrift by |
her own act was to go away from her,
And John Forbes was nothing to her, |
The unexpected toneh of kindness had
brought a rush of sympathy to her |
heart. She did not know It, but it had
broken down the barrler that her love
for Thrift had bullt up round ber wom-
an's heart,

“Ay,"” answered John Forbes, slowly.
“But ye waun ask me this thme, Jenn,"

“Oh, T couldonn,” faltered Jean, |

She felt confused and trembling, She
lookd down,

“And 1 winna, nne a third time."

*I'm no fit to be a leddy, poo” she
murmured.

Then she looked up. John saw in her
oyes n look he had wvot seen for more
than ten years,

“Jenn!™

“John!"

That was all the lovemaking that |
passed between them, but they under |
stood each other,

When John went out Jean sefzed
Thrift and kissed him as she had done
once before, But she kuew that for the
firat time slvee he had come into bher
lite be had only the second place, She
thought she hid the fact in her Inmost
heart, but John Forbes guessed 1t He
had the tact to hide the knowledge
from his wife. For the tact that love
brings is often the highest wisdom =
Waverly Magazine

THE AMERICAN HORSE.

He Finds Favor in Several Forelgn
Countries.

There has been a remarkable Inerense

In the export of horses from the Unlted

Nintes during the last few yenrs, writes |

W. E, Curtls to the Clhlcago Hecord,
In 1848 the total number shipped to
forelgn countries way only 2,007,
1804 1t loerenswd to 5,240, ln 1805 to
1548, In 1800 to 25,1206, and during the

fiest Ix months of the present fiscal |

year, ending Deg, 81, the total was 14,
232; mo that If the snme proportion Is
continued during the remaining six
months the total for the yenr will be
28404, Nearly half the entire exports
n 18046 went to Great Britaln, the exact
number being 12,022; but it Is belleved

| that 1,000 or more additlonal were sent

through Canada, the exports to the do-
minion being 6,805 horses, The trade
with Great Britain in horses hias shown
n remurkable Increase, for in 1808 the
total exports were only 664 lead, The
increase In exports to Germany was
even greater, notwithstanding the lnws
of that country, which are very annoy-
Ing to lmporters of live stock and gquite
expensive, In 1808 we ghipped only
thirty-three horses to the Germnn em-
pire, In 1806 we shipped 3,686,

Among other countries now recelying
American horses 18 Belglum, which lm-
ported pone In 1803, aud 1,134 In 18060,
France took very few, only 307, [taly
bought one of our horses in 1804, two in
184, three In 1806 and four In 1804,
We sent 957 to Mexico Inst year, and n
good many to the West Indin Islands,
with the exception of Cuba, where,
strange to say, we sold noue at all, T'wo

Ameriean horses went to Japan, four |
to China, one to Samon and one to

Afriea,
New York I8 the largest horse market

both for the export and the domestie !

teade, but o good many are shipped
from Baltimore. Exports of mules
have Inerensed in a corresponding ra-
tlo, the number for the last few yenrs
belng a8 follows: 1803, 1.034; 1804,
2,068; 1805, L5106; 1806, K018, and for
the first slx months of the present fsenl
year, 3,804,

8o fur ns the Department of Agricul-
ture 18 aware there hias been no speelal
effort on the part of Ameriean horse

breeders to extend thelr forelgn trade, |

The growth hns been natural and the
result of low prices In this country,

An Old Minister,

Many stories are told of Dr. Gad
Hitcheock, who was a minister in Pem-
broke, Mass,, before anid during revoluo-
tlonary tlmes. He was noted for his
patriotism and the fenrless expression

(of hiis views when opportunity offered,

He was chaplain In the army at one
time, and presched many a stireing ser-
mon to the men.

The Arst sermon he published was ad-
ilressed to o military company at the
tlme when the French were making in-
rodds on the northeen frootier, The
year before the breaking ont of the rev.
olution he preached his fawmous “Blec-
tion Sermon,” which roused Gov, Gage
to great wrath, and struck even the
minister's stanchest feiends as l-ad-
vised, It Is suld that when Doetor
Hitcheock wrote it the Governor wis
not expected to be In the audience ut
the fime of its delivery.

When 1t was found that he was thero,

L one of the winister's friends suggested

that u slight wodifcation of sowe of
the strong expressions in the sermon
would perhaps be advisible: but Dr,
Hitcheoek was of another mind,

“My sermon s written,” he ealmly
gild, “and it will not be altered.”

On Bis Journeyings to and feam Bos-

ton he usually fell into conversation |

with any one with whom he was
thrown, Oue day he traveled to Bos-
ton In company with a sailor of whom
he asked many questions a8 to his
name, reslidence, habits nnd tastes,

At last the sallor began questioning
in his tarn: “What Is your name?" he
asked,

“T am Gad Hitcheoek from Tunk™ |

(the name of his parish.),

“Three of the worst nanmes 1 ever
heard!” cried the sallor, bluntly, greats
ly to Dr, Hitcheoek's delight.

Belence in the Kitchen,

It I8 a good rule to keep one's ears
open, but not without remembering the
Seripture injunction abont taking heed
how we hear, A story In the Westmin-
ster Gazette enforces the same enutlon,

Two or three mornings after the ar-
rival of a new bLutler the mistress of
the house asked the cook how she Hked
her new fellow-servant, The report
wis an exeellent one,

“In fact, ma'am,” sald the cook, “the
gervants’ hall Is guite a different place
now.,"

Not unnaturally the mistress pressed
for further particulars,

“Well, he tnlks so cleverly,” sald the
cook, “‘Last night, for Instance, he ex-
plalned things to us for an hour and a
half.*”

“Explained things—what things?”
sald the milstress, now really Interest-
ed.

“Well,” was the reply, “he was tell-
Ing us how we are all descended from
Mr, Darwin”

Knows It Then,

“The laboring man does not scem to
konow his place at all,” sald the effete
person from facross the sen.

“He don't, eh?" sald the Ameriean
farmer. “Just you sit around till din-

| ner Is on the table"—Cincinnail En-

quirer,

A Bigger *cale.
Soxey—That wowan next door wild
drive me crazy.
Knoxey—Yes, she's always ponnding
on that plano,
Soxey—Pounding? 1 call that
ning 1t—Pittsburg Neaws

ton-

Impossible,
0Old Gent—Walter, 1 have found o
hair in my leecream,
Walter—Impossible, sir; that lee-
cream was made with the best shaved

| lee.—~New York World.

| but need, nevertheless, something nice

HANDSOME BADGES.

ERW'S the very pretty officlal
budge the Woman's Board of
the Tennessee Centenninl Ex-

position has adopted, Tt was deslgned
for the Woman's Board by Mrs, Anule
Ohnmpe Orr, The losignia is In the
form of a pin nnd a pendant of Hght-
blue cuamel and gold. The hanging
portion Is suspended from a golden
{bar by a ribbon of sutin, light-blue In
|eolor. Light Dlue Is the color of the
exposition. This pendant I8 oval In
shape, and Is surrounded by a beaded

WOMAN'S BOARD DADGES.

band of gold, with four scrolls as or-
naments.  The seal of the State of
Tennessee, made in ralsed gold, forms
the center plece. 1t les within a elrele
of Nght-Hlue enamel, upon which nre
Inseribed the words, “Woman's De-
partment,” In letters of gold, Mrs, Orr,
the designer of the badge, recelived a
vote of thanks for the approprinteness
[of her design from the board, and was
highly complimented for her work by
the Presldent, Mrs, Van Leer Kirk-
man,  Another official badge hos bheen
adopted by the reception committee of
the Woman's Board, of which Miss
| Mary Bass is cinlrman. This badge is
(also o gold pln with a pendant, which
¢ In the form of a large open-work
| gold monogram made of the letters
SR, )" The Woman's Board has 100
members, and the reception committee
thirty-three,

Reception Dremn,
For those who do not want to go to
Immense expense for an evening dross

for receptions, there-come the most de-
Hghtlful popling, with satin face, that
miake up into evenlng gowns of unex-
celled beauty, The plainer the pattern
the better, One of these dresses, just
completed for n womnn of much ele-
gance In dress, s cut princess back and

)

bolero front. The only trimming 18 a
very deep ruffle of ehiffon around the
neck. The sleeves are small puffs edged
with the chiffon ruMe, Hoth neck and
sleeves are modest in thelr outlines,

EVENING POPLIN.

Perila in the *ide Faddle,

Women have chosen to abandon the
glde saddle becanse It 18 uncomfortable
and unsatisfactory, and, secondly, be-|
cuuse It 1s less healthful than the sim- |
ple method which men have too long |
arrogated to thelr own use. Women
are a8 fully at home In the masculine
saddle as If they had enjoyed Its use
for a lifetime, There is one thing,
however, which will win followers for
the new movement, and that s the
character of thelr costume. The garb
adopted by the women who ride astride
deserves nothing but pralse, Its upper
part differs in no degree from that of
the conventional young woman who is
bent on riding a side saddle to the end
of her days, .

The only deviation whieh the ad.
vanced young woman permits herself
i¢ the substitution of bloomers for

skirts, The long, draggling, cumber-
some riding skirt Is put away with a
sigh of relief, and the bloomers adopted
In Its stend are so full that they are
really more of a divided gkirt. They
reach a little below the knee and nn«.-|
met by long, trim riding boots, which
complete the costume of this end-of.
thecentury equestrienne. The strong-
est arguments In favor of the new
method of riding are the truly formid-
able list of evils that have resulted

foaa the old A crooked position, such |

L
s the side saddle necossitates, bringy
the rider Into very grest danger of
spinal curvature, Then it s urged that
the slde saddle promoted greater jar
than the cross saddle, and jar I8 cer
tainly not conduelve to health.

The Hip Yoke on * kirts,

Upon some lmported gowns for very
specinl wear appear skirts with deep
hip yokes, fustened the deslgner only
knows where, knys the New York Post,
The yoke has the effect of slwply en-
cireling the hips withiout a break, or a
senm showing, but It Is, of conrse,
hooked Invisibly. A very clegant
model of darkest green repped sllk,
with a very lustrous finlsh, has a deep
skirt yoke of Persian satin brocnde,
showing a blending of exquisite Oril-
ental colorings, The bodics 1s of the
corded silk, with an {ndescribible dec-
orgtion combining the silk with the bro-
cade, & slashed effect predominating
both front and back. The Plorentine
gleeves also show n stmilar deft and
Intricate mixture that stamps It the
work of a tralned artistic Parislan, The
gren skirt Is fnished simply with a
deep hem and Is unlined, but en gulte is
a gored petticoat of plain Lyons taffeta
sllk made of one of the colors In the
broeade, and lmmed with one wide
flounce, with & vine embroldery at the
hiem o exquisite shades of pale, me
dium and darkest green,

Actress Now p Lasnie,
Miss Ada Ward, a prominent BEng-
lish actress, has forever pbandoned the
stage to become a soldier In the ranks

MIB8 ADA WARD,

of the Salvation Army. She |s in dead
earnest, and hns glven away her beau-
tiful stage wardrobe, disbanded her
compuny, donned the jersey costume
of the Salvatlonists, and proposes to
devote the rest of her life to the saving
of sonls. Miss Ward was converted in
Portsmouth not very long ago, She had
attended severnl meetings of the Sal-
vatlon Army in that seaport town, but
wis not much Impressed untll one day
when, according to her own story, she
felt a touch on her arm, and, thinking
It was one of the soldlers, turned
nronnd and beheld the S8avior in a shin-
Ing light. At the same time she under-
went a marvelous change of feeling.
S8he was overcome with a great joy
that found an outlet in sobs and tenrs,
She went stralght to the front and was
at once converted. The next day she
disbanded her company, canceled all
her engagements, and that night ad-
dressed a large meeting In the Salva-
tlonists’ Hall at Portsmouth. Her con-
version and sudden change of career
astonished the people of the eity. Bhe
will never more set foot In a theater.

Fummer Flowera.,

Next to the brilliant red flowers and
the soft, dalnty vicolets, the very fash-
lonable blossom of the season is the
poetic narcissus, edlled most frequent-
Iy the daffodil. It will, on account of
the continued popularity of the *ﬂep
and delleate yellow dyes, retain ite
vogue all summer, first as a gennine
blossom, afterwirds as an lmitation, or
In deference to the marvelous skill of
the Parisian flower makers, as a
ductlon. The lack of vitality, like that
of many of the artificial roses, cannot
be dlscoversd In the beantiful copy un-
til one has touched the flower., It de-
veives the eye entirely, having all the
fresh, fragile appearance and natural,
dellcate glow of the true blossom,

Pompadour in Favor,

Consuelo Marlborough is zald to be
partly responsible for the fact that the
idea of parted hair is going out of fash-
lon, Pompadour effects qre coming In,
amd one of the prettest of the new
ways of halrdressing is & revival of the
“Uleveland” style. The halr Is “twir)-
ed™ on the temples and waved round
the neck and ears. At the back there
s a soft roll about the middle of the
hesd and the top ls slightly pompas
dour.

Two=Rutton Gloves,
Two-button kid gloves are “In” again,
to be worn with the new long-sleeved
theater and evealng walsts,




