FENDERNESS.

Not unto every heart is God's good gift
Of simple tenderpess allowed: we meet
With love in many fashions when we lirt
Farst 1o owe lps life's witers, bitfer-
sweel,
Lave comos upon ng with pesistloss power
Of enrbless pussion, and  with  head-
strong will;
It plags wrannd like April's breeze and
showoer,
Or eilmly Nows, o rapid stieanm, and
still
It eomes with blessedness anto the beart

That welcomes it aright, or—=hitter
fotel—

It wrings the bosom with so flerce o
smnrt,

That luve, we cry, is erueler than hate,

And then, nh me! When love has ceased
1o hless,

Our hrokeu hearts ory out for tenderness!

We long for tenderness like that which
ling
Ahont us, lging on onr mather's broast;
A selfish feoling, that no pen or tongie
Cun praise aright, since silence sings it
hest;
A love, us far removed
heut
As from the chillness of s dying fire;
A love ta dean on when the falling feet
Begin to totter, and the eyes to tire.
In youth's bright hey-duy hottest love we

from puassion’s

sk,
The redidest rose we grusp—but when it
diis,
God grant thut Iater blossoms, violets
meek,
May ¢pring for us beneath life's antymn
akies;
God grant seme loving one be near fo
Lliks

Our wenry way with simple tenderness!

WITHOUT DUE
AUTHORITY.

He stond at the street corner, looking
drearily loto the growlng fog,

A winute or two before he hnd been
standing Lehind the rallings in the
park, absgorbisd 1n on effort, altogether
unavailing, to save the souls of hils fel-
low eltizgns In thig metropolis of evils,
A few yurds away o revolutionary
bricklayer—out of work and with the
glrongest private objection to belng In
—had hoeled deounelations ot the
Infyuitous British constitution, to the
delight, of hfmsell and the amusement
of hils awdience, and of a couple  of
placidly gmiling polieewen who stood
nedar i that Tmpersonal yet protective
attitnde characteristie of the foree. A
Hetle farther on, o YHghtoning artist™ of
tender yours Furadshed a guiet natidote
to gestieulytory nuarehy by the repro
duetlon on paper of “the “Duke of
York's by, to a chiorus of loyal ap-
planse. On the preacher’s other hand,
i ounrtyr, whose motlves Wils country
lad Agnorantly  misunderstond,  per-
Iwps, not swithout Just oceasion, lad
ridited with some feellng muel alnse
of authorities, and more of that luek-
Jess wlghitl letter of  the  alplinbet,
which I8 the ehosen vietlm of  elo-
guenee In fostlan, the melanelioly de-
tillg of an enforeed retreat from public
e, which, to Judge from appedaranees,
e bad very vichly desorved, When thie
prencher's audlence tred of iz dis-
course, they had only 1o turn their
heads ta labibe Inelplent anarelly nmld
defected patelotism, o enlifvaty o
henlthy admivation for juvenile talent
and the relgoing lotse—a combilaation
o confbicting senthnents  peeullar to
Flyde Park on o Sunday alternoon,

The other liowever, il
found compensation for their wrongs
0 thie delighe of aleing them ot T,
They retiped from the Aeld of battle
Lioese, bul telnmphinnt,  The prenel.
'8 el e was o gquestion whieh lie
conld only riegard as waeh more dubl
ous, o omowenis of despale, whilel
soretimes Fell ton s Tot, e loew tht
hls congrogation werely vegarded him
nsoan nrerlode between the denmmeln-
tlons of the polltienl beleklayer ol the
dismnl rhetorie of the ex-thief.  Bot, w
do Wiy Jostloe, 1hose moments wire
few and Gur between, e bad fonght a
hard battle from o very eavly age, and
derfent had ceased to depross him save
atoodd thines when he was, perhaps, a
little colder, hungeler or sudder than it
was s usual Gt 1o e,

As he stood at the corner a hand was
lalil on his shoulder, and be tudied to
Hod Blmseld face to face with De, Jeff.
They hud met before, in sloms and by-
ways, and each man Koew enough of
the other's Hife to fespeet 11 1 eannot
assert it Joit s the e doetor's real
natne, and perhnps e hak a story or
mystery, or both—a skeleton which he
Ides In the cupboard at Wis shabby
Jodghngs, with the stidde bread and high
Iy unprofesstonnl cheese which that pe
ceptacle contalns—but 1 gw sure that
there I8 no Kinder soul In all London,
desplte bis suarls, his sareasms and the
inexpressibly  unorthodox  oplnions
wihilel b seattors broadeast  in this
wiy, AL men have thele hypoceeisles,
and b les Wils, It I8 bls dellght to
shock people, to pose as something very
Hutle better than the arehflend himself,
1 have seen him suecesd admirably in
s deception—wirth strangoers, Those
who know the good lttle man kuow
also that he would not willlngly brulse
a butterdy's wing vor offend the dir
tlest and moest melgdtlons tabhy  thnt
sieretndes  his hacd-earned  slambors.
Evon now, a8 the preached turned his
whilte face aod tieed eyes upon him and
foreed a smible. there was a charltable
gpehiewe brewing o Je®s mind,

“Pinlshed spouting?" be asked, geof
fly. "Walk my way, will you? Abom-
Innble wenthop!™

He spoke with a savage alr, as
though the weather and he wepe on
terms of violent bostility, Jefs man
ner genernlly suggested the feud-lriof
and stiletto and other pharapherialia
of mediaeval murder,

Theéy wilked for some tlme In sl
lence, during which the doctor eyed his
companion with a bloodthirsty expres
slon of countennnee,

“Better glve 1t up” he sald at Jast,
“Wearlog yourself out for nothing. Al
bosh "

“Is 117" asked the

R tors,

preacher,  half

Jofl saw the glanee  directsd

sudly.  “Sometlmes -1 alimost wish
my profession allowed me to think so,
too, doctor.  But it doesn't,”

“Ihang your professlon!” jerked out
Jetf, “You're pot & prusons”

“XNo"

“Bver been one?”

“No.”

“I'hen, why o the nanme of common
sense den’t you go  amil  edrn
money Y My good fellow, you're-

What's the gowd of preaching?® he
went on, changlong hils senfence, ““The
world went very well for a great many
centuries hefore you were borng it'll go
very well for many more after you're
burded,  Let it go!™

The preqclior's deep eyes flashed.

“UIE never do that,™ he salild, quietly.

They hnd walked a  considerable
wiy, and Jeft looked up with o well-
assumed start of sareprise,

“Honged If this lso't my place!
Never meant fo bring you all this way.
Uome o aud rest.”

The preacher besitated, but he did
not wish to glve offense and finally
they tramped up the narvow stales to
Jef’s  snnctum—a  litle  sliting-room
with hideous cheap furniture, a Haring
paper and a table Hitered with books,
It was all very eheerless, very dingy,
but Jeft waved his goest to o chalre
with a certaln dignity forelgn to his
usuul manner—a survival, perhaps, of
other ways of llfe and of other visi-
tants than street preachers. After all,
it is the man who makes his surround-
Ings, A parvenn can be volgar in o
palnee; our little doctor, desplte  his
Dluster, might have been a prince in
disguise,

SO

o the preacher thought as he sat
down In the arm chinfr—back horse-
Linle coversd, and detieient In the mat-
ter of springs—and glinesd round the
room at the well-worn books, at the
oll-stove, whilch smelled aléminnbly, at
the cupbonrd where the skeleton elat-
tered (8 empty Jnws nmong dry crusts
and anclent cheese,

“Not muech of n place, s It?" sald
Jefl, “We've known better, both of us,
But It does—anything does,  Kxeuse
me, but T want my supper. I yon
mind my gettinge 1?7 Colo don't run to
many coursed,  But perhaps you'll help
me?  Haote solltary menls—always did;
b for the digestion. Pah! how that
infernal thing does smell, to bhe sure!”

Of course the preacher saw through
the deviee, and its clumsy, kindly deli-
eacy tonched him os few things had
done of nte.  He murmured some com-
monplace reply and procesded to tnke
a tender interest In the veteimming of
the stove, 1 faney there were tears In
his tired oyes asthe fumblsd with the
matehes, amd that he  blessed  Jefl's
grumpy  hospitadity  with a fervor
which would have agreeably astonlsh-
ed the doctor, who had recelved so 1it-
the gratitnde in hig thoe that he had
outgrawn the usunl hubit of  expeet-
Ing 1t.

He Al not look ot his guest as he
honted i the cupboned and  brought
aut such modest provislon ag It con-
tidned, nnd presently the preacher rose
and began fo set the table ready in
slletee,  As e Hfted one of the books
something on s fuded cover ecanght
his eye On the brown  leather was
stivmpedd g colt-of-arims, almost indis-
tinguishable by reason of Its antiguity.
tosviirl
b, togk the book from his compan-
fon's hand and Hung It roughly Inte a
vorner,

“Somebody's aristoepatie vilgneity,”
dy shortly. “What dg they want
thelr stapld  quarterings
abonr  for? I opleked It up second-
lgndd, !

The preacher went on sllently with
s task.  Fle was quite sware that the
ook had not been pleked up second-
lznnd, but T did not sven look as If he
doubted Jes stutement, Only I think
the skeleton shilled a Hotle eloser to the
capboped Qoor, 1018 o thing which all
sheletors will do at thaes,

tix mentheg

The two men sat down ot the table
and began thelr supper.  They did not
talk mueli av fivst, but presently Joft
pushed back his chale  and  glanced
neross at the preacher,

“1 told youn e just now,” be sild,

The preacher looked np, and the two
NEN's eyes met,

“1AEOW you did,” he answered, sim
||]\'.

“I thonght you didn't know. Rather
pride mysolf on telling a Uy neatly.
Learned 1t nt school—abont the only
thing 1 dld learn there. Ab, now 1've
shoeked you"

SNoST answered the other, sadly, 1
—1 mm not easily shocked,™

“New sort of salnt, ¢h? Well, we've
had about enough of the oll”

Thore was stlence for n moment and
then Jeff sald

“How do you know ¥

“Hy the way you flung the book."”

YAl 1 osaw you looking at the old
ghield and it hurt, Odd how small
things do hurt sometlmes,  Perhaps
you Know that, too?”

I know It very woell,” murmured the
preacher, with his eyes cast down,

“Thought you didl,'” sald Jeff, with a
Httle smile which had a touch of irony
in It,

The LHttle doctor conld never be quite
serions—his retrospective melancholy
had a dash of amusement in 1. He
hid grown used to the Idea of hlmself
and the rest of humanity squirming be-
neath the dissecting knlfe of mallgnant
destiny.

“Heen
went on,

The preacher looked up, half nery-
ously,

“No. Why do you ask ¥

“Not staying long, are yon®”

“No,” sild the preacher, with 4 qubet
sound In his volee, “No, | think I shall
not stay very long,”

Jeff gprang to hig feet and then sat
down again.  He looked hard at the
man's white face, and it looked back at
biny., “There wos no fear In it and the
sadl eyes met his stendily,

“You—you must go away,” sald Jefl.

The preacher swiled a litte,

preaching abont here? he

the south of
France? My dear doctor, that's not for
me—-at  least not now,  Onee'—he
stopped, and his eyes giew  drenmy,
“Not now,” he sald again

Jofl (did not gpeak a1 onee,

“You must leave London, then”

“It ks bardly worth while

“You're n fool, and an enthosginst,”
sald Jefl, roughly, yet with a sharp
eateh in his volee, “but you're gooi
st I've seen yoln when—umn, you're
killing yourself!”

The preacher never winesdl,  The
smlle still Hogered on his lps, though
they were got tight,

“I ean't run away, doctor,” he re
pliecee 1 never did that, and 1 ean't do
it now."

“Youn weren't meant for this work—
ilo you think I have no eyes? Write to
your prople and tell them——"

I have no people,” answered the
prencher, aml his face wag very stern.

defl tilted his chalr, waiting, Tt enme
at last, The prenclier caught his oye,
and hesitated for a moment,

1 told you u lle, thew," Le sall,

“Gooon'”

“They threw me over,
a clergyman, 1 wag (o have gone (nio
thie chureh, 1T wanted to—you don't
know how much! But 1T could not ae-
copt everything they told me. 1 sup-
pose [ was onorthodox——" 1Ts s10p-
ped.  Jefl nodded  mute  enconraye-
ment,

'hey rejected me,” safd the preacls
er slowly.

“Boeeause you were honest. Yes, And
this was—"

“Phe only other way,"

“You nre a priest, all the same,” sald
Jefl, throngh his teeth,

The preacher stood up,

“Without doe authority,” he an-
swered, as he held out his hand.

“Authority,” sald the little doctor,
waspishily, “Is not always given to the
right man—nor by the right man,’

But the preacher went away silont
Iy, He wis not one of those who speitk
evil of authorltivs,

It was a mouth or two later, aml
London was in the grip of black, hittey
frost. In a deorway in one of 1he
glums, behind the Salamander Musle
Il Jett, haggard and anxlons, stood
looking at the prencher with
thing Hke despalr In his face.

“I'm stone hroke,” he said, “and the
girl must have nourishment or she'll
(e, There's no time to apply to any-
one, Good God! what are we to do?"!

He stumped desperately on the floor,
and then remembered his patlent and
stopped. The preacher did not stamp.

"Il get you some money,” he salid.
“I think T ean. Yes"—he shivered a
little in the cold dranght—"1'm sure I
can.”

“In an hour?"

“Within an hour, T'll go now."

“You're a brlek,” sald Jeff, ns le
turned on his heel. Then the profes-
glonal element In hlm asserted itself,
“Huve something to eat before you
come out Into this cold agaln, mind,”
lie commandedd,

The prencher nodded and went away
with a dreary smile on his face, er-
bhaps there wons a hldden irony in the
situation which be alope coulil per-
colve, for he smiled more than onee as
lie huerted  throngh  the  darkening
streets to the house where he had har-
bornge.  Onee, as he passed o Hghtod
church where the cholr was practicing
for the morrow and his eyes fell on
the notiee bonrd, the smile very nearly
becnme o langh. Yet there was noth-
ing lnughable In sight, The notiee
boupd merely bore the sofliciently so-
ber informution that Rev, Jolin Alling-
ham Taylor would preach next day In
that ehurch,

The preacher hureled on, and climb-
el to s rooms with o white face and
fluttering breath, Arvived theve, he st
down on n roken ehale and panted.
The room was almost as bare as those
cells wherein the bermits dwelt of alid,
All the  little  personal  possessions
whieh had adorned it onee had vanish-
el In that deeadful winter, All the
Hitle money which hud been patd to the
preacher by the family which had dis-
carded him was gone, The only two
things which remalned were a large
and handsomely bound bible, lving on
the foot of the bhed, and w lttle fvory
erncliix hanging agalnst the bare wall.
The preacher’s eye fell on these and he
slghed,  Then he got up resolutely,
took down the crucilix and opened the
bible, On the fyledf was an inserip-
tion.  He tore the page earefully out
and slipped It Into the breast pocket
of his thin eoat. Then he ook up the
bible and erucifix and went out.

Not an hour luter Jeft, In o wretched
attle, bent over a shrunken tigure and
forced brandy between its Hps, At the
further end of the room two children
—small, starved, wolfish-oyed—sat over
the remnants of & meal ke wilil heasts
over a bone.  Presently the little doe-
tor gave a muttered exclamation of
reltef,  The ehildren glanced up and
then returned ravenously to their food.
Thelt mether's eyes opened for a4 mo-
ment upon JefM's face, and she whis-
pered a word of thanks, And well she
might, for he had dragged her out of
the Jaws of death,

Meanwhile the preacher plodded
woearlly back ngain to the shelter of
the four Bare walls he called home. He
did not hurry this time. Very slowly
he climbed the crenkitg stairs, dud al-
most staggered Into the mom. 1t was
growing dark and the cold was In-
tense,  The preachier sat down and hils
eyes lovoluntarlly  seught the nall
where the little eruclix had hung, In-
voluntarily, too, his hand drew ont the
page which be had torg from the bible.
He bent over it and read the Inserip-
tlon—was it the twilight whileh made
the letters dance and sway? It was
very cold and the durkoess secmed to
come closer every moment. Perhaps
It was only his weakness that made It
seem 8o dark and freezing. He thought
of Jeff and his work with a curious

“Yes—where—to

My futher is

Lt A

gindness that shut ont the falling
night. Then a great weariness sefzed
24w snd be rose avd tried to cross the

room, The dnrkness  was  wlhivling
ronnd bim now and he fell on  his
knees beside the bed.

» L ] L » L L] L]

Jell, coming in late that nizht to tell
hit of his success, found bim there
kneeling benenth the pall where the
erneHix” had hung,  He did not answer
when the little doctor enlled to him.
and n Hghted mateh vevedled the Taet
that e had shpped from a  world
which had refectod him as o man of
ne aceontt.  Phe bave room told o si- |
lent story that brought tears lnto Jef's
EYes,

And o the dead preacher's hand was
it plece of erumpled paper, apon wlich |
wis written “John Alllngham Tayloy™ |
and o date—that was all,

- L] - L] L ] L] L] |

In a certadn chuteh on the following
morning, Itev. John Allingham Taylor
preached, to the grent edifiention of |115J.|
avdlence and himself, It was a char-
ity sermon, and It [s popnlarly ‘,ﬁl|l-|
posedd 1o have been the Hoest tllin;:l
which that congregation had sat out
for some time.

But Jeff, who oceasionally attended
that assembly, rose In the middle of
the diseourse and went out with a
heart full of bitterness, Those studisl
perlods did not edify Lim. e remem-
bered a finer sermon—amd e text was
a man's e, It was that of the priest
who had preached withont due author
Ity.—Belgravia. "

A Spelling-lbee,

“I'm golng to have a spelling bee to-
night," sald Uncle John, “and I'll give
a pair of skates to the boy who can best
spell ‘man. ™ The ehildren turned aml
sturedl into one another's eyes. “Hest
spell *man,'” Uncle Johm? Why, there
Is only one way!" they crled. “There
are all sorts of ways," replied Uncle
John,  *1 leave yvou to think of it a
while,  And he buttoned up lis coat
anid went nway.

Time went slowly to the puzzled boys
for all thelr fun that day, It seemed as
if that after supper thme would never
come; but It came at last, and Unele
John eame, too, with a shiny skate-run-
ter peeping out of his great-coat pock-
et. Uncle John did not delay.  He sar
down, and looked stralght Into Harey's
eyes,  “Been a good boy to-day, Hal?"

“Yes—no," salid Harry, flughing. 1
did something Aunt Mag told me not to
o, becange Ned Barves dared me to, |
can't bear a boy to dare me. What's
that to do with spelling ‘man’?" be add-
ed, lt to himself,

But Tnele Jolin turned to Bol,
a good day, my boy ¥

“Haven't had fun enongh,” answerad
Bob, stoutly. *“It's all Jo's fault, too,
We boys wanted the pond to ourselyves
for one day: and we made up our minds
that, when the girls came, we'd elear |
them off. But Jo, he—"

Y1 think this {s Jo's to tell,” Interrupt-
ed Unele Johin, “How was it, boy ¥

“Why," said Jo, “I thought the girls
had as mueh vight on the pond us the
boys. 8o I spoke to one or two of the
bigger boys, aml they thought so, too;
und we stopped it all. 1 thought [t was |
mean to treat giels that way.”  There |
cime a flagh from Unele Jolin's pocket,
The next minuté the skates were on
Jo's knee. |

The spelling mateh Is over,” sald [To-
cle Jobn, “and Jo has won the prize.”
Three bewildered faces mutely ques-
tloned  him,  “Boys," he answered
grivvely, “we've been spelling ‘man.’ not
i letters, but In acts. 1 told you theres
were different wiys, and we've proved
it here to-ndght, Think over it, boys, and
s

“Had

Not Impressed,

President Kruger of the Transvaal is
o man oot edsily Improssed by rank,
title, or worldly splendor of any Kind,
fand not In the least ashamed of his
own plain origin and rough aphringing.
Rir James Sivewright, upon whom once
devolved the duty of wkiog an lmport-
ant and rather pompous English duke
to call upon the PPresident, told an
Amerienn about  the conversation
which ensoed. It was, of course, car-
rled on through an interpreter, and ran
about ke this:

Duke—Tell the President that T am
the Duke of —, and have come to pay
my respects to him.

IKruger gives o grunt, signifylng the |
weleome,

Duke @fter a long pnusel—Ah! tell |
lilm that I nm o member of the English
arlinment,

Kruger gives another grunt and puffs |
lils pipe,

Duke (after a still longer panse)—And
=you might tell him that 1 am—er—a
member of the House of Lopds—a lord |
—you know.

Kroger puffs as before, and nods his
head, with another grunt.

Duke  (after a stlll wore awkwanl
panse, during which s grace appedss
to have entertained doubts ns to wheth-
erhe had ns yet been sufficlently {dentl-
flod—Er—It might interest the Presi
dent to Know that 1 was a viceroy. |

Kruger—Eh! What's that—a vieeroy?

Duke—0Oh, a viceroy—that 18 a sort
of & king; you know,

Kruger continued puffing in silence
for some moments, obviously weary of
this form of conversation. Then, tutn-
Ing to the luterpreter, he sald, grutly:
“Tell the Englishman that 1 was a ent-
tle-herder,™

This closed the Interview,

Penalty lor Desertion,

Desertlon In time of war is punish.
able, ln all armies, by death, usually In
fleted by shooting, In time of pea
It Is regarded by various governments
with diferent degrecs of severlty, ac
cording as the milltary system Is mild
or sgevere. In France, Germany or Rus-
sin desertion, even In time of peace, I8
very harshly punished, but in the Unle
ted States it Is punighable by a term of
imprisonment at hand labor. As g
matter of fact this penalry Is rarely in-
flicted. The desertions In our army
number from 1,000 to 1,200 annually,
and few of the rubnaways are ever |
caught, |

W

| the women comes into consideration,

QUALITIES OF AN IDEAL WOMAN.

r I YHE deal women according to
the countess of Jersey must pos-
sess the following four guallties

—patience, tmet, foresight and unself-
Ishiness, The countess recently read n
paper before a gathering of working
girls in London In whieh she said these
guallties were of Inestiinable value to
woumien, amd lald mueh stress apon the
fmportance of home life, s [nfluence
both upon the individual and the na-
tion ot lnrge.

She pald a teibute to the home life
of England, which she clalmed was
proverbial for its purity and comfort,
all of which was due to the excellent
qualitles of the women. She declared
herself as opposed to those who said
that if o woman was a good danghter,
wife and mother that was all  that
should be expected of lher, ns nown-
days women must take part in citizen-
ship, especially when the Interests of

The countess belleves that the “ldeal
woman' should be a club woman, and
through the Intercourse of club mem-
bership, especlally  through federa
tions, women will broaden thelr views
and knowledge will be acquired which
cannot belp leading to the betterment
of all ¢lasses of society.

Nun Rather than Wife,

Miss Mattle MceQuald, of Cleveland,
Ohlo, will become a nun because Ler
employer proposed marriage to her, J.
J. Denemark is the uame of the young
man who bhas so eurlously ehanged the
current of Miss McQuald's life. He s
the chifef stockbolder and manager of
the Cleveland Electrie Enlarging Com-
pany, Miss MeQuald was his type-
writer.  Mr, Denemark belng unmar-
rled and willing te change his condition
in that respect, discovered not only that
Iils typewriter was pretty but that she
was modest and intelligent as well, He
accordingly asked her to marry bim.,
To Miss MeQuuld the proposition seem-
el to come ns something awful and ns- |
tounding. Sbe was shocked bheyond
measure. Bhe refused (onstantly ==

MISS MATTIE )l'l}l"\lll.

peremptorily and then she threw up
Lier positlon and left him.

Mr, Denemark after a few woeks
managed to induce her to come bk,
she supposing that the manager's madd-
ness was dead forever. But It was only
slumibering, Deneimark agaln confess-
el hifg love and begzed the girl to marry
bim. Miss MeQualid this thoe seemed
genuinely horrifind, She agaln refused
him and agaln left his service. The
matter seemed to rankle strangely In
her heart, For a number of days she
seomed  restless and disturbed, then
withont a word of warnlng she an-
nounecd that shie was golog to be a nun,
and went out to the Ursuline convent.

Plants That Thrive Indoors,

Plants soltable for (ndoor window-
gardens are;  Geraniums; begonlas,
not including the Rex sectlons, ag these
are not adapted to bouse culture; ole-
ander, plumbugo, cactl, ficus, palm, as-
pldistra, lantana, fuchsia speciosa, an-
thurinm, amaryllis, sword fern, Chinese
primrose, primula obeonlea, ealla, abu-
tilon, antheriemn, Swansonia, helio-
trope, chrysanthemum and azalea. For
vines, English lvy, hoya, passifiora,
cobes and jasmine, For hanging plants,
othonna, saxifraga, money-musk and
trawnscantin,  For bracket plants,
[uehsia speciosa, sword fern, begonia
guttata, and geranium. Madame Sul-
lerol will be found gxcellent, nlso the
single petunia of the fHower garden—
Ladies' Home Journal,

Smoking Rooms for Women,

So many Englishwomen are users of
tolinoco that some leading London ho-
tels have been compelled to fit up
smoking-rooms for fair devotees of the
weed, It will be recalled that several
of the women's clubs In London were
recently very muech disturbed over the
question as to whéther or not it was
best for the interests of the organizi-
tlong to have smoking-rooms for the
members, Ju some of the clubs they
were abolished, but in the wmajority
they were retalned.

The 01d Fashioned Woman,

“When one judges truly whut It Is to
be ‘old-fashioned' in some of the mod-
ern ‘progressive’ ldeas, it does not ap-
pear so bad,” writes Edward W, Bok,
discussing “On Being Old-Fashloned™
In the Ladies' Home Journal. “It may
be true that one who refuses to be so
essentially ‘modern’ in all phases of life
misses some things. But then lhese‘
‘progressive’ spirits seem 10 miss some
things, too; they seem to miss in about |
everything they do, and tocidentally |

e e T

misg, as well, the trae alm and essence
of lfe. Aud there ave often strong
compensations in the attltude of the
‘old-fashioned' It brings fewer after-
regrets: fewer pletures one wauls to
blot out,  An Indifference to lealthy
progress 18 injurions to any one. But
when progress geeks to huprove upon
those elements in life which are God-
otridnined, the wisest of us are those
who stard still or fall out of the ranks,
There are some things In this weorld
which even the wonderful genlus of
this century connot mproye upon. They
were fashioned by a skill beyond our
ken. Amdl we woulil better let them
alone.  Torward,! commands the old
proverb, but then it adds, ‘but not too
fast The eautions woman, the home-
loving woman, the woman fond of her
children, and with a belief in God, whoe
gave them to her, the woman of pure
heart and good purpose, the woman
who loves and is bheloved, nead never ho
disturbed that she is called ‘old-fash-
loned”  PPerhaps she is, But It Is no
disgrace to be ‘oli-fashioned’ In some
things, She 8 troer to her woman-
hood hy being so. And she Is always
in good company.”

Garters for Brides,

The latest bridal garter I8 of white
elastle. Running over the surface of
the elastle is a delleate tracery in blue
In the pattern of a tiny Hower, Here

GARTHER FOR A BRIDE.

ani there kuots of very narrow white
ribhon.  Bordering the elastic is a rof-
fie of white lace of fine pattern. As
eleguut p little plece of lnece as may be
found can be placed upon the garter,
Tor the bridul garter is to be put away
as one of the mementoes of the day.

Believes in Women Angels,

Some preacher In New Jersey recent.
Iy declared that he did not helleve
there were any women angels in heay-
en. His declaration has roused deep in-
dignatlon in chivalrous manhood In
many places, including Kentueky, ot
course, Juidge Toney, of Lounlsville, has
Lhis 1o say:

“No women angels In heaven! Na
women fn heaven, when even the base
edrth s Hlled with them! Perish the
thought! The man who made thls as
sertion s o blind worm, n disteibutor
of Dead Sea fruit, a moral Klondike,
who deserves to pass the rest of his litg
on the Dry Tortugas, 200 miles from
the nearest petticont. 1 well yon,
there are no lovely women angels float-
ing in wisty robes pronnd the golden
clty, all the poetry, the beanty, the mu.
sig are gone, lonely as a ball-room
whenes the girls have departed, 1f 1
had that New Jersey preacher hore I
would send hitn to fall for contempt.”

Home Istillery,

If any woman wishes to save the
cost of buylng tollet waters she may
sive it by manufacturing them at
home, A very simple chemleal appa-
riatus Is necessary, It eonsists of o
spirit lamp, over which a coversd tin
vessel fits, Into the top of this a pub-

her tube fits, which Is connected at the
other end with a jar,

I'ut clear water

in the vessel and put a thick layer of
the flowers on top.  Light the spirit
lamp and hang the vessel over [t, but
take care that the heat I8 very slow
amd gentle or the delicate hongquet of
the tlowers will be lost. Tube, stop-
pers, and all must fit perfectly tight.
The vapor will pass through the tube
and be condensed into lguid In the
cold glass jar.

New Epngland Women Farmers,

There is u colony of women In New
England known as the Mary Wilking
farmers who have demonstrated thelr
abllity to conduct a farm in its every

| department as systematically and sue-

cessfully as any of their male nelgh-
bors, The men and boys attached to

| the colony are engaged in labor in the

near-by villages; the women and girls
superintend and do all the work on the
farms,

Up-to-Date Funeral.

A prominent woman of Harrisburg
who passed to the great beyond a few
days ago was burled In a truly up to
date way. She had a trolley car fu-
nerul. In Harrisburg a trolloy road
has been built to the cemetery, and
there are several eleetrle cars appro-
priately deaped in crape, £0 the woman
was borne to her last resting place in
the most approved manner,

There is ouly one sudden death
AMONg women to every eight amoug
men,




