e e

el

=

e

HOTELMORGUEANDITS GUESTS

To Hotél Murgiue the giests come in
With n striugely sileat nir,

And bowever boiw'trous o mnn has been

He makes vo noise and he makes no o
When once he enters there,

And hawever poor, he rides in staie,

Btretehid o lils ense, through the hotel

gate,

A bath and a gown and rool, cool bed
Are given to all who come,

But never n one is wined or fed,

And never w word by one s said,
For the guests are always dumb,

And whatever iy doue, and however they

fore,
They oudy lie and stare and stare,

From Hotel Morgue the giests pass on
Full oft nt the brenk of day.

And they pay tio blll s forth at dawn
With staciug eyes and white lips drawn
They silently snil nway,

Though clothed aud sheltered and anked

Do price,

To Hotol Morgne no guest comes twice,

=Ella Wheeler Wileox.

A SLIGHT MISTAKE.

“Marringe Is the saving of a young
man” sald my Aunt Tablths senten-
tlously.

I agsented, for | find It pays to give a
ready nequieseence to abstnet propo-
witions.

“You must murry,” contimied
aunt.

I hesitited, for 1o sssent to the con-
erete Is more dangerons,

my

“ILam still very young I sald,
meekly,
My munt turned 10 wmy mother,

“Whom shall Alfred marey v

My mother shiook her head,

“Somebody niee,” she volunteersd,

“What do you say to Letitia Brown-
low?" agked my nunt,

“I would prefer 1o say nothing to
Letitin  Brownlow," | Interposed,
hinstlly,

“O Awelin Btafforth¥"

“I8 she not  eather’—my mother
wived ode hand—"“and Alfre' Is ®0
slim,"

“I think she iag o very fine figure,"
respondad iy nunt, “Or there s Ger-
arude Willlnms: slie will have o fors
1une If she outlives her sisters.”

“There are only tive of them," T gald
hopetully,

“Or Mabe! Goplon ¥

“Bhe s taken a course of cooking
lessons,” alserved my mother.

“No, none of these!™ 1 erled,
clslvely,

My aunt loonked offended,

“Very well, then. choose for your
self,” she sald, tartly.

"Perlps that wounld
marked. thonghtfally.

"You will choose somebody nles,
won't you, Alfred? gl my mother,

SWith money,” observed my aunt.

“Well conneeted,” emphasized my
oiother.

“Not oo young," added my nunt,

“And rellglond,” beggoed my mwother.

“There I8 no objection to her bhelng
good looking ¥ 1 asked, a treifle timldly.

“No, I think not,” sald my aunt, “pro-
vided sbe flly understands beputy I8
but skin deep.”

1 will tedl her,” I murmured. {

“Well,” suld my aunt, lnpatiently,
after a short panse, “whoin do you sug-
goat " .

1 thoughit for a moment,

“What do you say
Fraoser?!

“Phat minx!" erled my aunt,

“Oh, Alfeed!” echoed my mother,

“Why not?* 1 nskel,

“Such n deendful fumily,” said my
mother,

“Ko fast!” loterjected my annt,

CHut Lave you never notlesd (e suo
on her inle?™ 1 asked, Innocently,

My aunt deew herself ap.

“We have not notleed the sun on her
hair,” she sabd, with meh digoiy;
“nor do we wish (o obsirve the sun on
her halr”

I was justly annoyel, I really think
1t must bhe Winlfred Fraser" 1 said.
“She ls very fond of me—"

“How can you be so cruel to me
corled my mother, “Have you po-
ticed how gray my hadr Is gotting? Yon
will pot have me long"” She drew out
her handkerchlef,

“You will come to a had end,” sald
my aunt. 1 always thonght you were
depraved. 1f yvou marry that palnted
hussy you must pot expect iy counten-
ance”

“Unpder the elvumstances 1 will not
marry Winlfred Frasor,” 1 sald, with
great magnanimity, for I did not par-
ticularly want my aunt's countenanes,

My aunt suiffed. “You had betrer
nﬂ[_"

“I merely Joked,” | sald, soothingly,
remembering she had wot made her
will.

“Indeed ™

“The truth 8”1 dropped my volee—
“1 am o love with some obe elge.”

“And you never told me!"” said my
mother, reproachfully,

“Phe giel T love s aot free,

“Married ! eried my aunt,

“Not married bt engaged.

te-

help” 1 re-

o Winifred

“Who 1s it? asked my mother,
gently,

I wis silent for g moment, and then 1
slghed.

“lt s Constunee Burlelgh.™
“It would have been a most suitable
mateh,” murmured my mother
“Vory sultable” roplied my aunt
There wns a momentary  silenee,
broken by my aunl
“1 did not kbow Constates was oh
gagsL”
It I8 & seorst; you must pol repeat
whint 1 have told you™
I don't ke these soemdt engnge-
mosats” =dd my  aunt, brusquely.
*“Who okl you®
e tald me hersdll
“Who s the man?”
“I do not think [ should repeat his
e
I hope Constance s oot throwing
berwell awaiy.”

T shook my head doubtfully,

“You Know thie man

1 nodded,

“Ig e gquitequite—"

Agaln 1 ghook my hend doubtfully,

“What bave you heard?' my aunt
nsked, eagerly.

“I don't think 1 ought to repeat these
things."

“You ean surely trust your mother,"
murmured my mother,

“And my digeretion,” sald my aunt,

“Well," I sald, 1 have been told he 18
cruel to his mother,”

“Really ! eried the two ladies in g
breath,

“His mother told me so herself.,”

“How sad!" sald my mother,

“And what else?" asked my aunt,

“Another relatlon of his told me he
wis depraved.

“Poor, poor Constance!" whispered
my mother.

“Andl would probably end badly.

“1 pxpect he drinks,” sald wy nunt,
grimly,

“Does Constance know this?' asked
my mother,

“I don't think so."

“You did not tell her?"

“Or course not.”

“1 conelder it your duty to”

“1 really cannot,"

“Then 1 will,” sald iy aunt, reso-
lutely,

“what 1 have sald has been In con-
fidenes,"

“I do not care,

“I beg you not 1o do so,"

“It Is my duty. 1 gm too fond of
Constance to allow her to throw herself
awny on this worthless man."

1 shrugged my shoulders, Do as you
pleaise, but don't wention my name. By
the way, Consiance sadd she would
probably eall this afternoon.”

At that momeni the bell mng.

That may be she” sald my aunt,
fiyiog to the window, “It |s."

1 got up slowly and sauntered into
the conservatory, which adjoins the
drawing-room, From behind a friend.
Iy palm I conld see without being seen,
1 saw my aunt look toward my mother,

“If we open her eyes,” 1 heard her
whisper, “it may pave the way for
Alfred."

My mother sald nothing, but I snw
the same hope ghine from her eyes,

The door opened and the servant an-
nouneed Constance, She came forward
with a little eager rush: then # opped
short, embarmssed by the want of re-
ciprocity.

“We are glud to see you,” sald my
mother, nnd kissed her,

My aunt came forward, “We were
Just speaking of you," she snld, solemn.
Iy. “Sit down,”

Constaties looked a Httle erushed, 'l
thought Alfred would bhave told you,"
ghe mmrmured.

“Wo have heard-—"" bogan my aunt,

“Hush," Interposed my mother,
“Come nearer me, Constunce, Won't
you tike off your hat?"

Constanee came and sat by her side,
“I was anxlous to come and tell youn
that—that—"

*1f you are alluding to your engage-
ment,” sald my aunt, somewhat se-
vorely, “we have alrendy heard of ("

“You have henrd!" erfed Constance,

“With the decpest sorrow.”

Copstance drow hersell up,

“You do not approve?' she asked,
proudly,

“We love you too mueh'™ stid my
mother, gently.

Constanee looked bewildered,

“Yon are too good for the wreteh!”
erled my sunt, “What! Oh, what do
you mean? exclalmed Constance,

“If you marry this man,” continued
my aunt, vigorously, “you will re-
grot 11"

My mother took her hand, "My sls-
o should not tell you this so sud-
denly."

“It 18 my duty to speak, and T will”
erled my aum, “1 will not ler Con-
stance unlte hersell to this man with
her eyes closed.”

“What have you agalnst him?" de-
manded Constance, a red spot begin-
ning to burn In cach cheek,

“He drinks,” answered my aunt, al-
most trulmphantly.

Constance sank back In the cnshions,

*] don't belleve 16" she sald, faintly,

“He [ll-treats his mother—beats her,
I belleve,” continued my aunt,

“This cannot be true” cried
gtance. "Mrs, Grnville, tell me,"”

My mother nodded sadly.

“Alus! I eannot deny jt.*

Congtance arose, “This & awfuol!"
she sald, holding on to the back of the
sofa, 1 could never have belleved ("
Bhe put her hand to her forehend, It
is llke & bad dream.”

“My poor, dear Counstance,” mur-
mured my mother, rising and putting
her arme rotnd her,

My aunt brought up her artillery,
“He is thoroughly depraved, and will
come to & bad enil, His relations are
n8 one on this point.”

Constance burled her face In my
mother's bosom, “Oh, dear! oh, dear!
and 1 loved him 80! she sobbed,

In the adjolning room | wis becom-
ing uneomfortable .

“We thonght It right to tell you," sald
my aunt, moved by her tears, “though
Alfred begged and [mplored us not o

“I could never, never have belleved
i, sobbed Constance. “Poor, poor
Mrs, Granville!”

My mother soothed her.

“How difficult you must have folt it
to toll me this,” exclaimed Constance,
drring her tears.  “It was so good of
you, I will not give him  atother
thought. To treat his mother so cruel-
Is! Oh, Mps, Granville, T am so soery
for you!"

“1t i= I who am sorry for you,” sald
my mother, doubtfully.

“And no one would have dreamed it,
We always thought you were so fond
of him and spolled him utterly, And
all the time you were hiding your sor-
row. How noble of you!”

My mother looked at Aunt Tabitha,
whe returned her stare

Con-

“Who ever Is 117" sald Aunt Tabitha,
whispering. “Find out"

“Where did you meet him, dearest
whispered my mother,

“Meet hlm? Why, here, of conme,”
sl Constunee, with opening eyes,

“Yes, yes, of course,"” sald my mother,
mystitled,

“I thonglit you woulu be pleased, and
I nrrled across 1o tell you”

“Can Alfred have made & mistake?"
muttersd my aunt, hoarsely,

The two elder ladies stood still In the
utmost embarrygsment,

“I ghall never be Lappy ngaln,” sald
Constnnee, mournfully,

“Don't say that,” lmplored my
mother, “Perbaps there Is o mistnke."

“How can there by o mistnke?" asked

Constanece, riging her head,

“There ean be no mistake,” sald my
aunt, hastily,

“How couild lie be eruel to you ™ erled
Constunes, kissing my mothor,

“Croel to me?” erid my mother.

“You gaid be was cruel to yow'

“Of whom are you speaking®' oried |

both ladies.

“Of Alfrd, of course.'

The two elder lndies sat down sud-
denly.

“You are not engaged to Alfred?”
they gnspinl simultancously.

"To whom else? sald Constance, In
amagement,

“There 18 some misunderstanding,” 1
obgerved, smoothlyf coming in at the
moment,

T'he three fell npon me together,

It took at lenst an hour to explain.
Yot I had sald nothing which was not
striotly true.

“You will not allow thess practical
Jokes when you are married, will you,
Conuy %" sald my mother, fondly.

“I will not,"” replied Constance, tight-
ening hier Hps,

“Marringe 1s the saving of a young
man,” repeated my aunt, grimly.—
Chnmbers' Journal,
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ENOUGI-_C_OHALK FOR ALL TIME.

Great Block that Was Once as Large
us the Continent of hurope,

The small piece of chnlk which Is In
constant use In the schoolroom, the
leeture-room, the billiard-room amd the
workshop bas a struoge history, the
unravellug of whicd through all its
complexities I8 one of the most MH-
eult problems with which the sclence
of the present day Is called upon te
deal. This piece I8 In reality a chip
of an immense bloek of cbhalk that
once filled anu aren the size of the con-
tinent of Europe, and of which even
yet several glgnntie fmgments remaln,
ench hundreds of squure miles in ex-
tent, These patehes are seattered over
the reglon lying between Ireland on
the west and Chinn on the east, and
extending in the other diréction from
Sweden (o the north to Portugal i the
south,

1u the British Isles the chalk Is found
in greatest perfection and continulty
in the enst and southeast of England,
A sheet of chalk more than 1,000 feet
In thickness underlies all that portion
of England which is situated to the
southenst of n line crossing the Island
diagonally from the North Sea at
Flamborough Head to the coast on the
English channel in Dorset, This enor-
mous sheet of chulk {s tited up slight-
ly on the west, and Its depressed east-
ern portlons that dip toward the waters
of the North Sea are usually burled
from sight by means of overlylng sands
and clays. Where the edges of the
chalk floor come upon the sea the cliff
seenery Is strikingly grand and beau-
tiful, Anyone who has once seen the
magnificent rocks of Flamborough and
Beechy Head, the jagged stacks of the
Needles or the (zzy mass of Shak.
speare’s olllf, near Dover, can under.
stand why “the white clifts of Al
blon™ has grown into a stoek phrase,

This massive sheet of chalk appeirs
agaln In Pranee, In many other parts
of Europe as far east as the Crimea,
and even In Central Asla, beyond the
Ben of Arnl, How far It
westwind Into what 18 now the Atlan-
tie may never he known, but chalk
oliffs of at least 200 feor In thickness
iire seen at Antrim, in Ireland and less
consplevous formations are found in
Scotland, In Argyle and  Aberdeen,

There can be little question that all |

these now fsolated patches were onee
connected in a continuous sheet, which
must, therefors, have occupled a su-
perficial area about 3,000 miles long by
nearly 1,000 broad, an extent larger
than that of the present contineut of
Europe.—Pittsburg Dispateh.

*Would Follow the Cows.

Justin Sackett, who recently died in
Springfield, Mass, at the age of 88
years, was o noted landscape gardener,
and lald out Forest Park In Spring-
fleld, He had a most remarkably true
eye, always making sufficlent “offset”
or allownnce to avold stiffness In his
work, With it all he exercised his
shrewd Yankee wit and Inventiveness,
ns this story shows: One day he was
driving with a friend, who asked him
out of curiosity how he would plan a
road to the top of a certaln hill that
they passed.  “Well"” sald Mr, Sack-
ott, with n twinkle In his eye, “1 should
turn in some cows awhile and watch
how they got up."—New York T'ribune,

A Good Excuse,

“Have | done anythiog to offend you,
darling ™ he asked, brokenly. ““To-day
you passed me without bowing and now
you sit there with such an air of hay-
teur and pride that-

“Goeorge,”" Interrupted the girl, with
an nnbending adr, bat in ber voice g
cadence sweoter than musle at nighe,
“1 have a stilf neck."—Boston Globe.

fo Comfortable.

“1 always like to see that Senator get
up to make a speech.” said the drowsy.
looking man,

“He isn't very Interesting,”

“No. When he Is on his feet I'm al-
ways sure that my nap will not be dls-
turbed by any’ outburst of applause”
~Washington Star,

AFRAID OF NOTHING.

Mexico's Wild Hog, or Peconry, Runs
from Nothing Under the Bun,

The mist vietous and fearless of the
brute creation Js he peceary or wild
hog of Mexico, This anlmal seems ut-
terly devold of the emotlon of fear, 1
have never seen It tuen n hale's breadth
out of its path for any living thing,
says o weiter. Man Iy Its specal bete
nolre, 1t displays an otelllgence in
fighting the human strangely at varl
ance with Its apparently complete lack
of auy mental acerlbutes, save the very
lowest order of nstinet, They are rare-
Iy found singly, bt go In droves of
from o hundred to thovsands, Their
abllity 10 scent men §s partenlurly
marked, I have kuown a drove of
them to scept a man g mdle off and
strike as stralght for Lim as the arrow
flies, I'here I8 uo use to try to rrighten
them with guns, The eannounding of
i full battery would have no twore ef-
fect on them than the popplug of o
fire cracker, The only thing to do
when they gel after you I to run awny
from them ax fast ns 0 horse can earey
You, And then there ls no certninty
that they won't eateh yon, They are
nearly asswift as a borse, nnd thelr en-
‘I'lll'ﬂﬂt‘t‘ Is us great as thelr viclous

ness,

A friend of mine encountered a drove
of them In a wild purt of Mexico a few
years ago, and his escape was miracu-
lous. He wvery foollshly shot and
wounded a number of them, Then lie
took refuge in a tree. The peccaries
kept him In the tree all that day aod
through the night. They clreled aronnd
the tree, grouting and squealing thelr
delight at the prospect of a feast, He
soon exbausted hiz ammunitdon. and
brought down a peccary at each fire,
But this had no terrors for the beasts.
Along toward morning the brutes be-
gnn to eat the ones he bad kil and
 when they thus satistled the cravings
of their stomachs they formed in lne
and trotted off, If they bad not had
some of their own pumber to devour,
they would have guarded that tree un-
|t my friend, through sheer exhans:

tion, dropped from his perch and al-
lowed them to wake o men! of him,
The will cuts and tigers thar infest the
Mexiean wilds, flee from the peccaries
{with Instinctive fear, and even rattle-
| sniakes Keep out of thelr path,

| An Actor's Ruse,

“Had a funuy experience down in
Jﬂmmlu onee,” luughed the actor who
| hitx been over the whole route from
| barn-stormer to leading man in a erack
| company.
| "We had played a little onenight
| town where the people expressed their
| appreciation by a vegetable Bombayd-
Lment of all on the stage. 1 was hurry-

ing to the little dingy hotel, mad as o
bornet, when I heard one of the natives
making some very caustic remarks
ubout my efforts to persouate Claude
| Melnotte, 1 was foollsh enough to
piteh into him, and five minutes later
I was the sole occupnnt of the cala-
' boose,  After relleviug mysell by
{ swearing o few chapters, and wonder-
Ing how far I would have to walk to
' enteh up with the company, I sudden-
| 1y struck upon a possible scheme of es-
L cupe.
| “Inmy wrath I had not waited at the
hall to get Hid of my make-up, Now I
L spntehed off my blonde wig, washed
| the cosmetics from my dark face, stuff-
o wmy gay weappings under a bunk,
made my seedy suit look a lttle more
disreputable by o few rents, and then
sent up a yell for help. This hrought
the sleepy constable, who looked as
though he wanted to run when he
cought sight of me. 1 assumed au [rish
Irogue and talked so fast that he had
no ehianee to think or talk back. 1 told
[ him how ‘some divil of 1 plrate capered
ont of the place just as OF war passin’
i paceable as a lam', tron we o afoor
Ol ecould aven spuke, an’ barred the
dour ou me.”

“He hurried me out, gnve me $2 1f |

I'd sny nothing, left the door wide

bundle and left with the rest of the

company on the early train”—Free

| Press, } _ _ [ |
Royal Correspondence.

| A letteér sent 1o o natlve prinee in

Indin & a very elabormte affade, The

| pose, nnd s sprinkled with gold leaf.

LOndy the last few Hnes of the somes |

what lengthy document contaln the
purport of the letter, while the remnbd-
er s made ap of the usual round-
about awl complimentary plirases, It
Is folded I o pecullar way, with the
flaps outwind, and placed o onomuslin
bag, and this latter nto one of erimson
amd gold thnr, with o slip-knot of gold
throgd, attached to which Is o ponder
Jous wal, The address, wreltten on g
slip of parchment, s attached to the
owtslde bag,  These detalls are very
important for polite letter writing In

India, and If any of them were omitted | 18 accompanied by her father and three
it would be an insult to the person ud- | Other men.

dressd.

Desired Information.

Wihidle preaching o sermoen on the ten-
der wisdom of  the
preacher lustrated his polnt by say.
g that He Knows which of us grows
best in the sundlght, and which must
have shade. “You know you plant
roses I rhe sunshine,” he sald, “and
hellotrope nd geraniums: but if yon
walt your fuchisias o grow, you munst
keep them in a shady nook.”  After the
sermon & woman ciume up to hkm, her
| face glowing with pleasure.  “Ol,
Doctor, 1 am so grateful for that ser
mon,”™ she aald, clasping his hand and
shakiog it warmly. 1= bheart glowisd
for a moment—only for & moment,
| though. “Yes.” she went on fervently,
“1 never knew before what was the
matter with my fuchsias,

Why is It they call & man “the ate,”
when he his been dead ten or fidieen
years? :

We always wonder ar this time of

‘t]n vear where the flies come from.

stretehed | goon gnd went liome, 1 recaptured my |

paper & specially mmde for the ]1ur-|

| from Orange to the Rangeley lakes,
Omndpotent, a |

- King Eng was placed In the

NEW WOMAN EVEN IN CHINA.

MONG delegates to the wom-

A on's congress (o be held In Lon-
ilon next yenr will be two Chi-

nese giels, Miss Wang and Dr, Hu Kiog
Eng. Thelatter Is o leader in the simall
but pertinacious army of Chinese wom-
en who have rlsen In revolt ngainst

the subijection of thele sex in the Orl-
ent. Dr. Hu wag born In Foochow 1o

CHINESE WOMAN DOCTOR,

a herimge of wedlth and aristocracy.
Hep grandfather, Hu, was a mandarin
of Intuence. In the sevenileth year of
his age be became a convert o Chrls-
tlapity, and with him his iwo sows,
Hu Po M| and Hu Yong Mi-King
Eng's father—both of whom for more
than thirty years bave been Methodist
pastors and presiding  elders.  Soon
Grandmother Hu amid her daughters-
In-law, all of the bound foot class, In-
fluenced by convinelng, even coercive,
arguments, also reluetantly embraced
the allen falth., When quite a child
glirl's
boarding school at Foochow, Farlive
peeps Into the dispensary and wards
of the adjacent hospital, however, de-
termined effectually her voeation to be
medicine, With that end In view the
little high easte celestial maid, now in
her fifteenth year, came across the
sens. having met and conquered bitter,
determined opposition. She Immedi-
ately entered the Ohlo Wesleyan Uni-
versity, geaduating four years later a
master of arts. Three years more of
study and the degree of doctor of medi-
cine was conferred by the Woman's
Medienl College of Philadelphia, and
flso, after a brief postgraduate course,
by the Philadelphin Polyclinie. Then
followed several months of practical
work In the Woman's hospital of Bos-
ton. In December of 18056 Dr. Hu, |
fully equipped for her life work, re-
turned to Foochow to assume charge
of Linng-an Hospltal. A trlumphant
bhome-coming it was, Maadarins and
coolles, hlgh and low, wmet the ship,
eager 10 pay thelr respects,

Minn Mit's Lone Trip.
One of the longest equestrian recrea-
tlon trips on record has been begun by

MISS EMMA DILL.

Miss Emma DI, of Orange, N. J., who

Mr. Dill, a wealthy law-
yer, arranged the trip with Walter D.
Grand, managing director of Tatter-
sall's, London. The journey Is to be

Malne, vla Poughkeepsie, the Berkshire
hills, Vermont, Canada, the White
mountalus and porthern Malne. Each
member of the party will ride an In-
dian pony, fourteen of these hardy Ur-
tle anlmnls baving been provided, Miss
Ml Is the most enthusiastlc member
of the cavaleade, her only regret be-
ing that she cannot ride her favorite
saddle Lhorse. She Is a famillar figure
or horseback In the neighborhood of
Crange, tuking equestrian exerclge In
nll sortz of weather,

Girts Fxneet Too Moch of Young Men
“The avernge youlg man [k the
agrevible fellow who earns evough

18h influences makes the girl of to-day
expect eptirely too mueh from  the
young man of to-lay, Sbe read, or ls
told, that when a young man Is en-
guged 1o be marvled he sends his
flancee s0 wany pounds of sweets, so
many hoxes of fowers, as well as all
the new books and all the new musie
that may appear ench week, * * *
If there wers more honest girls In this
worlidl—honest in thelr treatment of
young men—there would be a grenter
nnmber of marciages and fewer
thleves, Yes, | mean exactly what |
say. It s the expectation on the part
of n foolish girl that & man should do
more than he ean honetly, that has
driven many men to the pentitentinry,
and many more to lives of so-called sln-
gle blessedness.'”

Women in Busincas.

“All women who are active In busi-
ness or professlons want s o falr fleld
and no favor,"” says Margaret Sangster,
“We ask ror nothing ou the ground of
sex. We are willing to compete with
and work with men on their own
ground and desire to be measured by
the same smndards. We demand no
courtesy further thap that which pre-
vills between gentlemen; we exiyret no
deference, In bosiness life men and
women are slmply workers, and the
more the element of sex 18 intruded the
greater the Interference with the sue-
cess of women, The business woman
who expects little attentions she s ac-
customed to In the drawing-room shows
her ignormnes of husiness, If they are
nevessary o her peace of mind she ls
ot of place in the business world."

Woman Will Practice Law,

Mrs, Henrletta Wilkle, of Anderson,
Ind,, was fecently admitted to the bar.
Her admittance was protested by At-
torney Jobn Beeler, of that ¢lty. but
Mre, Wilkle by her eloguence, won the
Judge's opinfon, Her husband Is a

—

MRR, HENRIETTA F, WILKIE.

well-known mwyo;'- of A:demn. and'
they will practice together.

Hinte to Home Dressmakers.

In ninety cases out of 100 a dress
made at home §s undeniably second
rate, or worse, In that mysterions qual-
ity called “style.’* Why It s that pro-
fesslonal dressmakers, who are pre-
sumably women of little education apd
no particular talent, can produce antls-
factory gowns with a pronounced chie
in cut und style that proclaims them
at once to be “custom made,” while
the amateur, with greater taste and
cultivated artigtle intelligence and per-
ception, should make such abortive
creatlons whenever she trles to make
her own dresses Is w problem that s
often commented upon, “Home-made™
gowns are certainly not as swart as
those “bullt” by professionals, but why
not? Why cannot women of IntelH-
gence who have straltened (ncomes
dress themselves and thelr daughlers
without calling in extraneous ald? It
secins such a simple thing to do, espe-
clally In these days when the most re-
llable patterns of the latest fashlons
may be had almost for the askling, and
materials cost next to nothing,

In the first place, the trade-mark, as
it were, is wanting [n amateur work.
A dressmaker does everything by rule
and pote, but this want of teclinical
knowledge could be easlly rectified
elther by taking the trouble to learn
the trade, which Is maught In compara-
tively few lessons, or by copylng in de-
tall the construction of a gown from s
good dressmaker’s, “Finlsh” (s also
one of the great essentlals o whieh
professionals score to advantage, Take
the wrist of an amateur's sleeve, for
Instance and that of a professional of
good reputation, The difference in
most marked. The bottom of the skin
too almost Invariably betrays its orl-
gin, besides many other little details
dependent upon the character of cle
dress. Finally, another marked d!fer-
ence between amateur and first-class
professional work is in the generons
use of material, The former pever
“skimps,” whereas the latter, (f she
makes her own gowns, obviously tries
to save every penny. In home.mwade
millinery especially this skimpiness is
very apparent. A young woman with
a pretty taste in trimming bonnets
who could easily have balf a dogen
hats for the price she confesses naive-
ly that she I& obliged to buy ber head.
genr and give large sum for each cop.
fectlon, because she simply ecannot
make up her mind to buy as much ril-
bon or a8 many towers as Is really re
quired

“Dear me!” exclaimed the two-head-

woyey to mke care of himself and to
put by a little for special occasions,™
writes Ruth Asbmore in the Ladies
Home Journal. “But he Is not a mill-
jenaire, 8k he 18 not the young man
drawn by those (llustrators who, In
black and white, give ns so-called so-

ed girl, as the armless wonder sudden-
Iy gatherad her to his bosom. “Yoo
always semed so shy.” “Omly in the
presence of sirangers.” replled the
youth, kissing her tenderly upan each
of ber marble brows. And yet in the
drama there |s much that Is truly and

ciety sketches. A combination of fool-

genuinely sincere.—Detroit Tribune,




