GROWING @,

The foVlowing beautitul poem by an tn-
known writer is sent by 8. I A. of Au-
burn, N. Y., ton New York puper:

Boftly, O waoftly, the yeuars have swept by
thive,

Touching thee lghily with tendorest

odre,
Borrow gind death they hnve often brought
nigh thew,

Yet thoy hove left thee but heauty to

WLl
Girawing old gracefolly,
Girgeerully fair,

Far from the storms that are lashing the

e,
Nearer cuch dny to the pleasant home
light;
Far from the waves that nre big with
commation,

Under full snil and the harbor in sight,
Growing old gracerully,
Cleerful sud bright.

Past nll the winds thot were ndverse and
chilling,
rast all the islands that Jured thee to
rest,
Fust a!l the eoreents that lured thee un-
willing
Aar from any course to the land of the
blost.
Growing old graeerully,
Peacetul and blest,

Never o foeling of envy or sorrow
Whea the bright taees of children ave

LIL | .
Nover u yenr from the young wouldst thou
Daprow—
Thon dost temember what leth be-
tWien;

Girowing old willingly,
Thankful, serene,

Rich in expericnee that nngels might
covel,
Rich in a faith thut Lith grown with
the yeirs,
Rich in n love that grew from and above
",
Soothing thy sorrows and hushing thy
s,
Girowing old wenlthily,
Lowving und Jdenr.

Henris ut the soind of thy enming nre
Foazhened,

Ready and willing 1hy hand to reliove:

Muuy s faee at thy Kind word his braght:

ol

‘It s iore blessed to give than pe-
v,

f Girawing old happily,

Clensing 10 grieve,

Eyes that grow dim 1o earth und its glory
Huve u sweet recompense youth ennuot

NI
Eiure thint grow dull 1o the world and iis
sl y.
Drink in the songs thut from Paradise
Hionwy,

Girowing olil gracviously,
'urer than snow,

TWO BAGS AND
A BLUNDER.

“Yes, &lr; No, 2075—HBrown hnt-box!
Mhere you are, siv! 1 think you'll find
Lt all vight!™

Bt Merry had good grounds for lay-
Ing emplinsis on the kecond word In the
Inst sentence, us Col, Bowoerby took the
hat-box from his hands with o surly
grunt und waddled off down the plut-
form,

Sam had made so many mistakes of
Inte that hiz mates o the Left Lug-
gage office bad dubbed Lim “Blhionder-
Ing B However, Sam wax of a
hopeful (disposition, and it would tnke
a very long ran of il-uek to shnke Wis
falth in the future,

He hnd o wondorful way In getting
fnto ot water, but o far more wondees-
ful ene of Hlondering onl wggain,

“NYou do well to speak  cautlonsly,
Bam," reanarhod one of Wis  follow-
clerks,  “Are yon snre you dido’t glve
the old LulTer a mangle or o fegther
b 2

“Latgh aoway, youn Ffellows" mrorted
Bam cherfully, 1 siall Wlunder nte
o fortiiue one of these doys"

SO votrse. you know,” remarkesl an-
other, “there's ovory exeuse for San!
When o fellow’s head over ears in love,
be enn't b expocted to——"

The speaker suddenly dropped the
gubject ae the purple face of oll Col.
Bowerby appearsl ot the window,

“Here, you!" he voarvd. stumplng his
fool—the gouty one, a8 luck would have
ft—und glaving at his audlence with a
Indicrous attempt at digoity, “Where
Is the confoundel jackass who dared
to play this teick on me?  You, you
fdiot!" he contlnued, singling ont the
unlueky Sam; “what do yon mean by It,
wir? What ks you name ¥

“What Is the matter?" faltered Sam,
“Tan't thiat your proporty

“My property, siel” roared the Indig-
nunt old wartior, diving his hand Inte
the nt-box, and producing therefrom a
wig of the most fery hue—possibly the
property of o traveling comwedinn, “My
property. siv?  Does It look like jt3

And us the Infurinted colonel removed
hils lint to wipe his perspiring forehead,
Hum was obliged to admdt that it did
not look ke It No wig in the world
wonld linve stood sgainst the DEEreRS-
Ive biristles on the head of the Anglo-
Indlan,

In n few minntes Sam had digcovered
the colonel's Lntbox, and handed It
over with an apology,

"Don't spologize to me, sir!™ stormed
the colonel ax e stumped away, “1'l
report yon, =ir!l By the Great Mogul,
' report you!™

Like o dutitul lover, Sam mentloned
this little affale to his sweetheart in the
evening, Sally took a very gloomy
view of the situation.

“It's another blupder, of course. Sul
Iy." adinitted SBam: “but It's
meeting trouble half way."

“Are you sure these mistakes are all
the result of accldents™ asked Sally.
“Wonldu't It be possible for somebody
to change the checks on the articles
without your knowledge ¥

“0f course it would,” responded Sam;
“but [ don't belleve there's a fellow In
the office would serve me such a trick.
No, Sally, I'm la for a run of bad luck,
mt'. n”'n

s s

N

*The colonel Is sure 1o report you,
nnd whatever will you do If you lose
your place?”

Sum was exceedingly thoughtful fora
minute,

“Why!'" he snid at lengih, “there's
lots of things I've never tried yet, |1
conld turn millkman, messenger, porter,
private detective—by Jove: that's Just
the thing! Listen to this:"

Taking a copy of an evenlng paper
from his pocket, Bam read aloud:

“E000 Meward—~The above rewnrd
will be pald to any person—not belng
the actaal thief—giving such Informn-
tlon as shall lead te the recovery of
Lady Maonburgh's Jewels, ‘stolen from
lier rooins at the Mount Hotel on the
ulght of Friday Inst.—Chlet Inspector
Tukem, Polleg Station, Midhampron.

“Phere yon gre.” went on Sam, “Slm-
ple enough isn't 1t? Good pay, too!”

“1f you get 1L langhed Sally, “You
would cut a fine figure as a detective,
Just fancy yoursell with false whis-
kers and a wig!"

#1 wish you wonldn't mentlon wigs,"
snld Sam grimly: “U'm beglnning to
hate the sight of ‘em. ‘The colonel's nf-
falr was bad enongh, but gooduess
knows what the other will be!"

“What? Another blunder?' gasped
Bally. ,

“Yes! Another one, und o wig In It
foo! 1 didn't mead troubling you about
It, but the murder's out now, There
wns o sudden rush of business this af-
ternoon, anid 1 happened to be the only
one at the window,

“Everybody appeared to be In a hur-
ry, and 1o save tlme | pusbed the
things, with the checks on top, to one
glde till the rush was over. In taking
in the Inst packnge I Knocked over n
couple of hirown leather bags, checks
us well, of conrse,

“Now those confounded bags are ns
mueh alike as two pens, and the ques-
tion Is, Which (s which? The one way
handed In by o dapper Hetle fellow
gentlemnn, every Ineh of him, I should
suy; the other was n very susplelous-
looking customer, who wore a strnw-
colored wlg.

1 wouldn't trust thae follow any far-
ther than 1 could throw him, und, as
likely us not, he'll get hold of the other
chup's bug, ns there's nothing for it but
fitst come, first served. Now, what Is
a fellow to do ¥

Sally didn't kuow,

. L] L . . . . .

Sam was standing at the window of
the Left Luggage Office on the follow-
Ing morning when o gentleman ln a
light overcont hurrled past,

“Hullo!™ lie muttered, “that's my dap-
per Hitle gent of yesterday. Doesn't
nppenr to e coming for his bag, By
Jove! I've an ldea, and ' work Ic if
I get the sack, THE Mister!™

The gentleman turned, and slowly
retraced lils steps.  Sam, on the spur
of the moment, had decided on g desper-
wte expedient.  Beising one of the
brown leather bags at his side, he hur-
riedly whispered:

“Quick, mister!
yourselr.”

The gentleman merely stared,
made no efort to tuke the bug.

“Ior goodness sake, don’t hesltate,
gl Implored Sam.  “1 couldn’t trust
the other fellow for the world, If yon
don't tnke Just one peep, sle, you may
never have another chanees Lean over
the window so that nobody will see
l\'ﬂ'll!"

“But, my dear fellow,” gasped the
otlier; “do you know n

“I know [t's not business,” interrapt-
od Samg “but 'm despernte, sl it's
the only way, Everything depends on
you,"

SWoll," Tnughed the gentleman, “1°l
try M xon will stand all pisks—-"

“I'Il stand hnoging” said Sam fepree
Iy, "only open iL"

Thus urged, the stranger privdueed a
buneh of keys; and at the thivd at-
tempt the big was openeld. The pesalt
was ey whnt Sam had anticlpated.

The gentleman stared Into the open
bag a8 I he could searcely belleve his
eyes, Then he closed it with the re
niark:

“You've (done
young man!"

And Lefore Sam could get In a word,
man  dnd  bag had vanished., Sam
skipped  round the conuter with the
ugllity of a monkey, but the platform
wis deserted,

“Good graclous! he gasped. “The
fellow's hooked It! It ain't bis bag, I'll
bet my Ufe. What on earth did 1 trust
him for? Done s good day's work,
have 17 1 shall be lucky if T don't do
glx months for this job,"

For the next few minutes Sam, sit-
ting In the Left Luggnge OfMce, gave
himself to despair. A horrible eertain-
ty had suddenly dawned upon him.
The man who had carried off the bag
was not the “dapper little gent” of the
day before!

“Thelr volees aln't a bit allke," groan-
od the unlueky Sam, “and lke a fool, 1
never noticed It til too late, It strikes
me I'm the higgest ass unboried."

“What's the matter, Sam?"* asked a
clerk who entered at that moment,

“What's always the matter? de-
manded Sam tercely, “I'm In hot wa-
ter agnin, that's all!”

“Oh! Then yvou've heard ¥

“Heard what ¥

“The station-master wants to see youn
In his office. He's got a visitor—Col.
Sowerbhy, 1 expect! Hope you'll come
through all right!”

“Don't eare whether 1 do or not," re-
marked Bam recklessly, as be turned
towarids the statlon master's office.
“What's the colonel's affalr now? A
mere feabite compared to this!”

™ ™ . . - . . .

Opea It and satlxfy

ol

n good day's work,

The station master's visitor was not
Col, Sowerby, after all. To the un-
bounded astonishment of Sam Merry,
It was the mysterious stranger who
had walked off with the bag.

“This is the man” remarked that in-
dividual as Sam entered the private
office of his superior. “If you den't
mind, Mr.—er—Merry, | want to ask

you a question or twe.™

Ram offered no objection: the eool Im:
pudence of this bag-suatcher had taken
his hreath away,

“Hy some means or another,” weni
on the stranger, “you have discovered
who | am"

Sam, of course, had discovered noth.
ing of the kind, By a strange siroke of |
luek, however, he did oot fesl called
upon to spenk,

“Now," went on SEnm’s questioner,

“when was this bag left in your
charge?’
“Phros-forty-five  yosterday  after
noeon,”

“Can you describe the man who left
it

Sam hesitated, e had good pensons |
to doubit his abllity te ao g0, Matters
wore getting complleated, and for the
moment e hardly kKnew whether he
stood on lils head or on his heels,  For
tunately, the statlon master cniue to his
rescie.

“Don’t be afeald, Merry." he sald en
courngingly, “You have full permls
slon to speak o a case lke this. De
tective renlunm will betray no business |
secrets” |

Detective Denhnm!  Sum had heard
his nome mentioned move than once In
connection with the Manburg jewel
robbery., Where on earth was this |
blunder going to end, e wondered. |

1 don't know whether | can deseribe
the man exactly,” Sam remarked atl
length, “but [ think 1 shonld know him
agiin if Lsaw Wim.  He was a tall; thin
fellow, vlean shaved, and wore o straw-
colored wig!™

“A wig! ejaculnted Detective Den
ham.

“Phat's so." replied Bam, “though not
one o twenty would bave notleed "
Just a8 he banded In his bag an old
farmer lorehed henyvily ngainst him and
knocked hix hat off.  As he stooped 1o
plek up his hat, 1 eanght o glimpse of
the dark liair under the edge of his
wig."

CHun!™ mused the detective, “Dark |
halr—that's all right.  Yon say you
would know the min agnin of you saw
him?"

“Yeou"

“Yery well!
police station,

We'll tnke n eab to the
It you findl the rellow
there, all the better,  Anyhow, you're
entitled to the reward, The Jewels, in
nll probability, would never have been
digcoversd but for your clever, though
somewhat risky expedient,”

Ag one in a dream, Sam Merry heand
and neeepted the hearty congratula-
tlons of the detective amd station mas-
ter,

“Hanged I T ean undevstand 1t he
muttered to himsell on the way 1o the
police statlon.  “Luek appears to be
rollingon me just at present, 1've done
something clever—that's certaln; bat
what, bhow, when, where, and why, ev- |
erybody seems to know but me, I'd
better sny nothing,” -

At the police statlon Sam had no dif-
fleulty I picking out his man from a
dozen others, to the delight of Detect-
Ive Denhiam and the chagrin of the
prisoner;

“Don't glve way, Peters.” sald the
detective to the prisouer. “You'll ltve |
COMmMNnY as 800l ns your mate turns |
up at the Left Luggige Office with the |
clieek for that brown bag." |

Little by little Sum came to realize
the clever thing he had done.

At the office he was “Blundering |
Sam'" no longer, At one stroke he had |
secured g sl fortune—for the huou. |
dred povads rewnrd was duly paia over

and g mueh peelded reputation for
sINArfeeEs,

Only Snm and Sally, his wile, know
the true fncts—Satnnday KEvening Post,

—_— - *

Three Good Liars.

The men who otllizge  the  eornet
grocery for a club room o the evening
wind on stormy days hid Jost heen dis.
cliss' g o fox bhunt, npout which one |
of thele namiber had read alowd, when
the conversation natorally ook o ren- |
lnisevnt turn,

“Nothing euater or more cnnning in
the world than a fox " sald Goggs, by |
way of lniroduction. 1 remember one
night when I wasa bey that we heard
o grent fuss among (e dogs that wepe
chained up, It took ns about half an
hour to get dressed and armed to sally
forth for the purpese of lnvestigating,
Not Jlseorering anything, we loosensd
the dogs, aml they darted off on a
weall, yelping ns they went. We didn't
Koow whether it was man or varmint,
but after 1 long run the dogs brounght
up a% the hen house and tried to tear
It down, Well sir, nn old fox had
deliberately  showed  himself (o the
dogs, 80 a8 to excite them, moade that
run while we were getting regdy for
troutle and, clreling ronnd, was rol-
bing the roost while the doge were off
the preml=es”

“1 walked up one moonlight night,”
volunteered the man un the wosdl box,
“and seen o fox nnder an apple tree
where o fat puller was roosting, 1
knew the thief couldu't elimb so 1 just
stoodd at the window laughing., The
fox barked to wake the chicken, and
then began clreling around the tree,
slow at first, but going faster and
faster, Of course the terrified pullet
followad him with ber eyes and got
wo dizey that she fell out of the tree

1 see somethin® ke that onee” sald
the lank individoal on a paint kee,
“only that the chicken T was watehin®
wring It own vk, ‘cause the fox
wns goin' so durned fast™

Thon, by commaon consent, the erowd
took up the subject of flulds.—Detrolt
Free Press.

A Small Painting,

Perhaps the swallest plece of palint
Ing in the world 18 that executed by a
Flemésh artist. It s paloted on the
smooth skde of a griin of common
white corn, and pictures a mill and &
millor with 4 sack of graln on his back.
The miller s represented as standing
on & terrace, and near it is a horse and
cart, while a group of several peasants
is shown 8 the road near by,

| and the feiend of the unhappy.”

THE MAKING OF A PLAYER.

Training a Lad for the Btage inthe
Duys of Shakspears,

John Bennett's serinl story, “Master |
Bkylark.” running o 8t. Nicholas, hos |
many p'etnres of life and scenes o
Stnkepeare’s time, The following nc-
connt of the training of the hero for the
stage By the masterplayer s from the
Jnne nonmber:

He b Niek Jenrn no end of stage |
parts off by heart, with thelr coes amd
“uosiness,” entrnnees and  exits; ol
worked fully as hard as his pupll, read-
g over every sentence twenty thoes
untll Nk badd the  aecent  perfectly, |
He wonld huve him stamp, too, and
turn abodat, and gesture In accondance
with the specel, untll the boy's arms
ached, golng with him  throngh  the
wotlons one by one, over aml over
agnln, nnsstlsied, but patient o the
lnst, noull Nick wondersd. “Nick, my
L, he would often =ay, with o tired
but determined snlle, “one it thing
done wreong may spoll the dnest play,
as ane  bad apple rots the barrelful,
We'll bave It right, or not at all, If
it takes 1 month o Bundays.” |

So often he kept Nick before a
mireor for an hour ut n time, making
faces while he gpoke his lines, smiling,
frownlng, or grituncing, as best seemed
to fit the part, umtil the boy grew
fairly wenry of his own looks, Then
somet!mes, more often as the thne
slipped Ly, Carew wonld clap his hands
with n boyish langh, and bave a pie
brought and o cup of Spanish cordial
for them both, declaring that he loved
the jad with all his heart, npon  the
reminant of his bonor: from  which
Niek knew that e was coming on,

Clesly  Carew’s  governess wis o
Mistress Agues Anstey. By birth she
had been o Harcourt. of Ankerwyke,
nd therefore she wis everywhere es-
teemel fit by birth and bresding to
teselt the yonng mjnd when o bow
aid when to beckon. 8he cnme each
worning to the house, and Carew pald |
her dotthle shillings to see to It that
Niek learned such little tricks of cap
and eclonk ns n lndy's page pead have,
the earringe best fitted for his pluce,
and how to come Into u room where
great folks were, Moreover, how to
back ont agaln, bowing, and not fall
over the stools—whilel was no Hitle art,
until Nlek caught the knack of peeping
slyly between hig legs when he howed.

His bair, oo, wax allowad to grow
long, nmd was combed earefully every
ay by the tring-woman: amd soon, as
it was naturally eurly, 1t fell In rolling
waves nhout his neck,

On the heels of the governess cnme |
M'sien' De Fleary, who, It was said, |
had been dancing-master to Hatton, the
lnte Lord Chaneellor of England, and
had tanght him those tricks with his
mlmble heels which had capersd hlm
into the Queen's good gmoees, and so
got Dhim  the chancellorshlp. M'sien’
spoke  dreadful  English, but  danced
like the essence of agllity, amd tanght
ot Nick and Cleely the Intest Ttallan
cornnto, playing the tune upon his
queer little fddle,

Cheely already daneed lke a pixle,
snd Innghed merrily at her comrde's
first awkward antles, untll  he fushed
with embarrassment, At that she in-
stantly Dbecame  grave, nmd, when
M'siet' had gone, cume across the
room, and putting her arm about Nick, |
sald repentantly, “don’t thou mind me,
Nick. Father salth the Freoach all Inugh
too soon nt nothing: and 1 have cnught
It from my mother's bload. A boy Is
ot rood friemds with his feet as o
girl 1s: but thou wilt do besutifully, 1 |
know: amd M'slen® shall tench ns the
gulllard together,”

Burial Places,

The ancients looked on Death as “the
laughter of Night, the sister of Sleep
I'helr
artists pletured the grim  messenger
who koocks with equal foot at the cotg

| of the pour and the palaces of the rich,

ai 0 drowsy, poppy-crowned youth, not
ns u fleshless monster, such as horrl-
fles us moderns, The Greeks enlled
thelr burying ground Cometrion, “the
sleeping place,” from which comes our
woid cemetery.  The old Jews, who
had no horror of the grave, enlled it
Bethaim, “the bouse of the living."
The Gerinans, with poetleal simplicity,
eall the graveyard “God's Acre,” or
‘fleld,” The Arapahoe Indians call the
grave “Phe Spirit's birthplace” In
Morocco they never say n man is dead,
but that “bils destiny has closed,” and
the grave Is “where he ponders.” The
burial grounds of to-day are the most
hegutiful parks near the citles of clv-
lized lands, but there are those who
believe that burying must soon glve
place to eremation; indeed, socleties are
formed for that purpose, and we are
told that cinerary urns will take the
place of tombstones. But the fush.
fong of burial seem to be as unchanges
able as death himself.

Cigarettes.
1t is not troe that cigarettes are com-
monly charged with oplum and other
injurions drugs, But they are flavor-
ol with essences of vuarious plants,
such as vanllln, stranmonium, coffes,
valerian, amd tea,  Occaslonally a
fow tea leaves are mixed with the to-
baceo, These flavors are matters of
fancy, and women particularly select
thelr cigurettes with reference 1o them,
Scearcely a plant that will yield an
agreeable flavoring escapes employ-
ment by the manufacturers of tobac-
co. Among those most used are the
lemon, the orange, gerauiuin, sassa-
fras, thyme, anise, mint, and cinpa-
non. Honey and maple-sugar are utll-
ized for sweetening. A decoction of
hay Is sometimes applied to smoking
tobaceo.
Window Polishing Paste.
Castile soap, two ounces: bolling
water, three ounces. Dissolve and
add the following in fine powder: Pre
cipitated chalk, four ounces; French
chalk, three ounces; tripoll, two ounces
Mix and redunce with water to the
consistency desired.

| when there is a reduction sale on.
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WHAT A WOMAN CAN DO.
OB BURDETTE, who wus once
B upon o thme noted as o humor-
I&t, hng tnken to saylng and
writing good commaon sense, A wol-
nn eanpot sharpen a pencil,” he says,
“and outside of commercial clreles she
cannot the n package to mnke it look
like anything save a crooked cross see-
tlon of chaos; but, land of miracles;
soe what ghe can do with a pin! I be.
lieve there are some women who can |
pin a glass knob to a door. She cannot |
walk so many miles around a llﬂlllll’lli
tabil¢ with nothing to eat and nothing |
(to spenk of) o drink, but she can walk
the floor all night with a fretful baby
without golug sound asleep the drst
half hour. I

“8he can ride 500 miles without go- |
Ing Into the smoking car to rest (and |
get away from the children). She can |
go to town and do o wearisome dny’s |
shopping and have a good time with |
three or four friends without drinking '
f keg of beer. She can enjoy an even.
Ing vigit without smoking o half dozen
clgars.  She ean endure the torturing
distrnetion of a houseful of children
all day, * Ule her husband enffs them
nll howling to bed before he has been
home an hour.

“Every day she endures n dress that
would make an athlete swoon. She
will not, and possibly cannot, walk 500
miles around a tanbark track In six
days for 85,000, but she can walk 200
miles In ten hoors up and down the
crowded alsles of a dry goods store

She
& afrnid of 8 mouse and runs from n
eow, but a book agent ean't scare her,
Bhe |8 the galt of the church, the pep-
per of the cholr, and the life of the sew-
ing society, and about all there is of a
young ladles' sehool or a nunnery,”

Chicaco Woman Lawver,

Miss Cora B, Hertzel I8 a member of
the Chleago Corporation Counsel's reg-
ularly appointed staff of assistants,
She |8 the only woman who has secur-
ed such recoguition from n city. She
has her office In the elty hall, has her
legal duties to attend to, consults with
Counse]l Thornton and, what Is more,

MISS CORA B, HERTZEL.

drmws @ man's salary. Other women
have spent time talking about the ad-
vancement of the sex—Miss Hertzel
studied law and worked for it. She
was pdmitted to the bar In Wikconsin
and inols and practiced Independent-
ly in Chicago, conducting many cnses
and preparing numerous legal docu-
memts for other lnwyers. Her recent
appointment was secured because she
was capable of filllng the position, ac-
coriding to Counsel Thornton, and not
because of a “political pull."

The Matchmaking Mamma,

Judging by modern fletion, the moth-
er, as such, does not exist In English
soclety, say. Munsey's Magazine, The
female parent s not extinet, but her
attitude to her daughter seems to be
that of bosiness mavager or advance
agent rather than guardian angel. The
ambition which In the American moth-
er might be labeled “My daughter's
happiness,” becomes, in the practical
code of the British matron, “My daugh-
ter's establishment.” One seldom picks
up a novel of English society that one
does not meot the scheming, lynx-eyed
mamma, working diligently at . the
matrimonial grab-bag with ene hand,
while with the other she pushes for-
ward her gentle Hetle ladylike daongh-
ter, who Is some day to be metamor-
phosged Iuto a British mamma herself.
She shoos off the detrimental and gath-
ers in the helr with unabaghed frank-
pess, asking lutentlons and bustling
around very much like a steam tug at
a lannching. Aund when a partl snita-
ble in the matter of lands and family
has finally been secured, she heaves a
sigh of rellef and prepares to do ber
duty by the next.

This picture Is not merely the carie-
ature of & few cynical novelists, Near-
Iy all fiction that deals with social life
in England shows the same figure, To
be sure, all the worldly and ambitions
parents are not oo that side of the

water, We have plenty of our own,

but soclety gives them only a passive |

maneuvering, The dnughter belng
quite competent to look out for her-
self, the mother Is more disinterested
and frequently weeps real tears at her
daughter's marriage, even though it be
the best mateh of the season.

Rome Vawthorre Lathrop.
Nathanlei Hawthornpe left three chil-
dren, Unn, Jullnn and  Rose, Rose,
who married George 'ursous Lathrop,
recently surprised all her friends by
devoting herself to victims of cancer
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ROSE HAWTHORNE LATHROP.

in the New York slums. In this work
of mercy, which ghe took up to gain
relief from the loss of nn only ehild,
she hns shown the cournge and single-
minded fidelity to  her convietions
which one would expect from a daugh-
ter of Hawthorne,

KRightican Woman Farmer.

There llves In Oak HIll, Texas, n
hlind girl who has from a few acres of
Innd, cultivated by herself, cleared
about $200 each season for several
years by the growing and sale of vege
tables, She began with no capital and
an unfenced plece of uncultivated land,
There 18 now a neat fence about her
domain, a well and a pump In the cen-
ter, and ghe has, in additlon to purchas-
ing these, pald for a plane and a hack
to tnke her vegetables to the market,
which is twenty miles from her home,
Every evening during the dry season
She witters o certain pumber of plants
unril she has gone over the entire
plece, when =he begins and goes over
It ngain in the same way, Inseet life
she deteets from her acute sense of
henring, and grass and weeds are ens.
ily distinguished from plants by the
sensitive ngers of the blind gardener,

Rich Riot of Red,

At a recent wedding, hangings of red
givuze, velling mirrors, and st doors
and  windows, draped over mantels;
and, in fact, wherever opportunity pre.
sented, were necessories that were not
as theatrieal as it sounds to el of
themy, The flowers were gplendid red
tulips and magnificent Jack roses, and,
A8 the deawing-roomsg and halls to be-
gin with were done in pale empire dol.
ors, this riot of red really gave a very
rieh and lmposing effect,

Bolero and Cape,

This elegant combination of bolera
aml cape i8 the Invention of Parla
modistes to have the fililng gathered
and berufiled slecves of the season,
The bolero 18 contined at the walst In
this model by a wide-draped waist-

hand, but ean be cut short and left free
if preferred. The material |s satin or
moire below, also the exquisite trans
parent canvas goods showing the
bright silk lining. The sleeves are kilt-
ed frills over a plain sllk foundation.

To Keep the *kirt Down.

The wheelwomen find it necessary to
resort to various devices to keep the
skirt down in front. Four dress weights
sewed across the hem In front Is good:
a strap on elther side with a button-
hole to button to the top button of the
leggin is another way, and still an-
other, when high boots are worn, Is to
have a loop of parrow rubber on the

part to play and the national dread of | principle of & garter fastened on each
the ridiculous keeps them from open | gide and &lip it under each knee




