FROM LADDERMAN TO DEPUTY-CHIEF

STORY OF A FIGHTER OF FIRES—HOW DAN HALE WON THE
“THREE TRUMPETS,” BY EPES WINTHROP SARGENT

Chapter L
HREE! Four! Onel
And the open window was only
five feer gway!

Danny Hale giheped his desk nervously,
jest the temptation to cross the interven-
ing space chould prove too stromg.

Cling-clang! Ding-fang! That was the
battallon chief’'s bell!

“Danny may tell me whare the capital
of Chilie 18

Danny's eyes never left the winfow.

“It must be up Atterdbury street,
ma’am."”

For an instant sllence. Then a siibiped ]

glgxle rippled over the room. The teach-
er rapped sharply with her ruler, the gig-
gie dled down, and with & start Danny
came beck W the classroom and geog-
raphy.

“Danny may stay 1§ minutes aftey schoal
end find out where the caplital of Chlle

Anf stay he 414, though he knew yeory
well where the hateful clity was locsted.
He 414 not mind the 15 minutes In the
almost empty schoolroom, whose gufet
was broken only by the sctatch-sevateh of
the teacher's pen, but as the minute-
hand crept round to 12 ha felt that his
punishment wes heavier than he could
bear, It was his dally custom to rush
etralght from school to the engine-house,
Xo, 5. to witpess the dSoon hitoh, and
now—

He could see It plainly In imaginstion.
The soft October sunllight fOashing on
the plank foor, the meta! furnishings
and the brown Ups of the triple hamess,
s0 hung that the snap of thres ocollars
and alx peine would secure the horses
in the sppuratos. At the right the fire-
alorm telegraph gleamed agalnst the dark
wall It was & tny instrument, but ohe
stroke from the bell would set the whole
bouse in motion.

The thres powerful blacks, pride of
every man in the house, champed nerv-
ously at thelr bits, knowing full wel
that the noom hour was approaching.
Buddenly, at the stroke of the small
gong, n brass ball benvath the “‘tele-
graph’ dropped down a rod and struck
& lever three Inches below. .Instantly
one end of the leather strap passed
through the ring of each bIL sllpped,
and the horses trotted to thelr places in
front of the engine., The men who had
been ldiing sbout aiso sprang into ao-
tion. Bnappihg the collars sbout the
horses’ necks, the relne were caught In

the bit rings, the dsiver Jumped to hiz
seet, and the noom hitch was complets,

“You m&y go, Danny.™

Little cared he mow. It was § minutes |
past 1 and be cut through the alley to
avold passing the engine-house.

Danny had long been recognized as
mrssonger of engine-house No. 8. From
belng permitted to hang over the chalos
epd watch the fascinating Iife withio
the house¢ he had been sent on errands
10 the news stand around the cogner
and the tobscco shop half way up the
biock. Then one glorlous day he had
actually been invited Indoors to bhave
the mysteries of apparatus explained
to him snd watch the men at thelr dally
task of polishing the brasswork and
cleaning the house. The work occupled
4 superh balf hour, sand his enthuslasm
efforded no end of entertainment to the
Eood-natured pn;--n;!:u‘n, who were
fond of their protege. Ons ény they pre-
sented him with & cap simllar to their
own, exospt for the emell German-=liver

—————————e e

“HE AIN'T DEAD, 1S HE!™ ASKED DAY, '

Maltese cross, and no soldier ever re- l to a condescending whisper: ""Tou walt

ceived with more grateful heart and deep
pride a Victoria gecoratfon.

As Danny had hurried home after this
eventful presentation he met the object
of his bayish devotion. Millle Frascis,

r

“Yoa writ till 1 grow up; 'l
be a real Breman and marry
I you."

who eyed the losignia of homor wonder-
ingly.

“"What @'ye think of that, Millle?
Great, ain’t ft7” Then, lowering his volte

all 1 grow up. I'll be a real Areman and

marry you, and I'll jick any fellow on the

biock who laughs at your freckles'™
“Y¥ou jook llke a real fireman oow,

Dan,” she had repiled, admiringly, with |

that look in bher sweet gray eyes that
always made Dan—or sny one else, for
that matter—forget the obnoxious freckies.
And Dan had strutted proudly on, the
envy of every small boy he met.

All this had happened two years before,
and today Dan felt that his chance to
become & roal freman was still far, far
awny. At the close of the afterncon
gession he confided hid troubles to the
ears of Cross, the friendly ceptaln of
No. b

“I think I'll run awsay. SBchool ain't
sny gool when you want to elimb lad-
ders and save llves, That teacher don't
know a hook and ladder from a chegloal
engine.” \

Cross lJooked grave. “SBee hers, sonny,
If you ever expect to get into the depart-
ment, you want to know something be-
sides Jedder-cimbing. You stick to your
books, and don't you miss o day as long
as your folks cam keep you !n school
Now, mind that*

Captain Cross had fust handed Dan a
dime to buy a poucth of hiz favorite
1obaceo when "$—3—2" rang out the
bell, and the boy Jumped nlmbly aside.
Like o fiash the whole bullding sprang
into action. Down the brass pola slid
ond orashed the men who had been

lounging In the room. ahove, The
horses 4id pot trot from the stalls this
time, but came on a dead run., Cross

always sald that the blacks knew the
differcncs betwoen a onll that meant bpal.
nesa and one that 4dld mot, but Heskine,
the battalton chlef, only laughed and sald

Dan knew all about these torches, They
were six-inch wind-proof matches, and bn
the Fourth of July they made fAne fre-
works—if only you knew the engine man
and ran errunde for him.

They were all gone and Dan stood be-
fore the emply engine-house. EHe did not
always rate afier the engines. He had
&n odd feellng that somehow he was the
man in possension after they were gone.
An unchildish sense of responsibiiity for
the houss rested on hin smail shoulders.
He was holding the captain’s dime in his
hand when he felt a light touch on his
arm. He turned to face Millle, wide-
eyed and frightened. He thought scorn-
fully that girls always acted that way
whent the fire-alarm rang.

“Suppose oo of them get killed!™

Dan smiled In & superior fashion.

“They won't get hurt. You ousht to
see ‘em skin up the ladder.”

“But sometlmen the walls fall and bury
firemen,” pesmisted®the small borrower of
trouble.

A sudlen terror selzed the boy., What
it one of No. ¥s men should—

“Here, you take good care of this!" he
exclalmed, pushing Captaln Cross’ dime
Into Millle's warm, molst hand. And
away he mped In tha direction he engine
had taken, pusking through push.carts
nnd street-venders, for the trall led
through a thickly populated section

There it was st last—the pillars of
smoke rising from a factory, the startied
throngs barred out by the unyiclkling fre
line. -

Dan wriggled his way to the very fore-
most point attainable, and watched with
A strange neW feellng the work of his
heroen. Oid, No. 9 was beiching forth
smoka almost as thick as that which rose
from the burmning bullding. Up and down
the ladders men were racing against time
to save human bolngs penned In the great
sweatshop. Occasionaily one of the brave,
helmeted fellows was outlined against o
gleaming wall of flames, Hoarse orders
and soreams of terror mingled, and then
something ke o groan went up from
the crowd. A in the familisr uni-
form, the helmet fallen of, was carried
out of the bullding. There wra the clang
of an ambuiance bell, and the throng
parted.

Dan gave a little cry, but no one heard
it In the general confusion. Something
in the drenched and amoke-grimed figure
was horribly famillar, Yes—yea It was
Captain Crosa! =

The ambulance dashed away, the throng
cloged In{ and & burly policeman turmed
Impatiently (0 a small white face raleed
to his

“He ain't dead, is he?" questioned Dan.

“Dead? No. Just an ugly ecase of
smoke.” Then turning to a roundsman
near bim, the officer added:

“I teill you, there’s a captaln ap Is a
captain. He don't order his men no place
where he won't go himseif.”

Dan with difficulty refralned from hug-
Eing the big pollceman’s arm, and then,
turning, ran after the ambulance. Per-
haps they'd tell him something more about
bis captain. And os he tors on toward
the big bullding which had always in-
spired the lad with & feeling of mysteri-
ous horror, as the bode of paln and un-
pleasant smells ‘and Instruments, a new
refrain rang in his brain:

“That's what I'll be soms day, a ea
taln what don't send his men where t?;
won't go himaelf—a captaln what is &

captain.*
(Copyright, 1M0.)

ERIC AND

THE COLONEL

THE LAD LEARNS THAT MORE THAN
BRAVERY IS REQUIRED OF A SOLDIER

OMEWHERE, on the South SMe of

Chloago, there Uves 8 boy whem wc‘
call Eric Brown. His father dled when
Eric was a baby, and his mother, s frall |
Ittle body, bas been obliged to leave
Eric w the care of nurss and governess,
Eric’ea mother is very rich, and the two
Uve, when gt home, In & splendid house
with a great many servants to wealt upon |
them. A year ago Eric was what !01h|
call a “spolled boy.” He wanted his own
way constantly, and If anything chanced
to prevent his having 1t he made things |
unpleasant for those near him. The perv- |
anis yielded to their young master rather
than have him torment them, and Eric
grew to belleve that he lived only to
please himself and to command others to
please him. And then—but this Is the
story. |

About a year ago, the doctor ld\'llﬂl!
Eric's mother to take n trip across the
ocean to the beautiful country on luu{
other aide. Eric accompanied his mother,
On tho steamer that bore them acrToss,
Mra. Brown became acgualnted with her
pon, and the more ghe saw of him m.ell
more she was ashamed of him But she
kept hoping he would change for the dbet-
ter, and did all she sould to bhelp him. He
was such & lovable little lad at times, it
seemed a pity he should spoil the memory
of them by being disagresadls and [lI-
macaered at others

Uponn resching the otber =ide, Mma
Brown and Eric were met at Liverpoo]l by
AMre. Brown's brother, Colanel Montgom-
ery. Eric had hesrd a great deal adout |
kis soiller uncle, He knew that the lat-
ter wore o small iron crose which Queen
Victoria herself had pinned on the Colo-
nel's cont, speaking the while swest worde
of pralse to her gailant soidier, who haa
earnod the crosa by belng brave.

Eric stralghtensd unconsciously when
he saw his uncie's fine military figure,
*“T'll be & solller myself some day,” Eric
sald (o himself.

During the days that followed Colonel
Montgomery apened his eyes wide while
observing hls Ilmperious young nephew,
Onee it seemed as If the Colonel were
golng to reprimand Erle, who bhad been
vnusually willful and trying. But instesd
the Colone] pressed his lips close together
and left the room, Jooklng wvery stern,

Eric and his uncle were sented In the
Ibrary ome aftermoon locking at sOme
plotures, when a very old lady, the Colo-
nel's sunt, enterod the room. Instantly
the Colonel mrose. Eric remalned sented,
The Oolone] sald quickly:

“Eric, do you not see 4 Jndy 1s with us
and you are occupying the most comfort-
able chalr In the room.*

“I din't have to get up If I don't want
t0,” Eric answered.

“Btand up, sir,” commanded Bis uncie,
Never In Eric's Uf¢ hadl he beén spoken to
80 sharply. Hls fnce flushed, his chin
dropped.

“There's ty of haine ™
sald, Nllcni’;‘fm y e - -

“8lr." thundered Nis uncle, "If YOU Wers
& poldler and dQssbeyed orders In that
faskion, I would put you in prison. Leave
the room instantly.*

Exric needed no eecond Mdding, and for |
that day steered clear of the Colonel. MHe |
might bave done 30 the next day also had |
;:hr‘:ﬂt brenh‘fzrthe memory of l.proml!e‘.

uncle made to L
oo take him to the

But once they were started Eric wished

himeelf almoet any other place. His lu:-]

| two wistfully.

¢ls took no noticeof him whatever. This,

to & boy who wos accusiomed to Wng

made much of, way hurd 1o endure, They
remained for drese parade, and Erie
thought the mon looked very fine In thelr
moldier suits, snd his uncle finest of them
all with bhis medals glittering om his
breast. But somehow Eric could not look

his uncle in the oye coming hime; he feit |

small and miserable and unhappy. Yor
the first time In his life he was realizing
that he was pot what he thought himselfl
to be.

After dinner that evening the Colonel
and Mrs. Brown went out on the terrace
to walk and enjoy the gloaming. Eric
sut back of the curtalns at the open
drawing-room window and waltched the
Had hls mother been alone
he would have jolned her. The Colonel

L
was telling stirring stories of his soldier
Hfe and once, when he psused, Erie for-
Eot his wish not to be scen, and he cried
tmpuistvely:

“I'm golng to be s soldler,
when I'm a man.”

The Colonel turned. “"You are not made
of the right kind of stuff for a soldier,”
he sald, quietly.

“I'm brave. I dMdn't cry a tear when
the dentist pulled my tooth, 414 1, mam-
ma?" Eric protested cagerly.

"Bot you must know that one wWiho
eannot obey will never make a soldler,”
replled the Colonel. *“Morecover, a boy
who has not the courage to do right, but
who keeps on dolng wrong Dbecauss it
siiver him the troubls of mastering him-
sell, need never hope to be a soldier. That

too, Uncie,
’

kind of a boy bas too much cowanrdles In

alr without falllng sway from (e stem

' THE DANDELION JUGGLER AXD THE RED ROVER.

To make & dandellon Juggier, siick & short plece of sraw through & pes. thea
Place the pea on the cnd of & dendelion ntmn and Slow; 1t will dance about In e

To make & rod rover, get & good-smised cork and stick through it = sharp
mmmmmmn:mmshm. Throw it Ly graspilng the end
of one of the femthors. Tt will always fall poltt Sres, 1ke an srrow or Spear,
&nd eick In anything that s mat hasder than wood.

bim to stand the test of soldlership.'

Poor Eric! The tears rushed to hia
oyes. It was n severe lesson for a little
Iad, you pee. But suddenly he straight-
ened and jooked up.

“l guess my Grandfether Brown was =
soldler, and I have Mls gun at home, and
I guess I can be brave as he was If
try.” he mald breathlessly.

“And you will try, Eric.
my darling?
epoke,
too.

“Yes, mamma; I will"

Only four words. But how they mads
Mrs, Brown's face light with a happy
emile and how they made the Colonel's
right hand shoot.out and take hold of
Eric’s, “just ns If I was a man and a sol-
dier.” as Erlc sald afterward to his dear
mother,

This happened a year ago, That Eric
has kept his word any one who knows
him will tell you. It has been very diffi-
cuit to do sometlmes—bad Rabits have
such a way of sticking to one—but Eric
keeps on bravely trying. And today he s
the kind of a boy that not onily the Colo-
B¢l admires, dbut the kind that makes his
umllher say softly sometimes:

"You are growing so jike your father,
laddle. Such a comfort you are to me. "

MARIE DEACON HANSON,
e ——

Oh, you will,
It was his mother who
nn&nuw her eyes were shining,

When the HDand Plays on the Deach.

There i3 magie iz the musio when the bana
plays on the beach,

Echoes from the decp-sta caverns whers the
sounding watern reach,

Rhythmic, whirling, trippiog dances, which the
swirling wavelsts teach,

Twenty thousand forms delected, moping, sleep-
ing through the day,

In & fosh are réisurrected when the dand begins
to play;

All the crowd is In commotion, Joungers Jeavs
thelr beds of sand,

Myriad feet with moeesured molion maving o
the music-astand.

Barefoot children shout with laughter as the
stony path they ollmb,

Portly paremta follow after, wheszing hard In
periec: time.

All the little folks are da Jor t
each happy face,

Backward now, and sow advancing, posing
with unstudied srace;

Cheering crowds with bilm ecstatic munch, un-
hoeding cultured soorn,

Quarts of peacuts aromatic, pecks of juley,
fresh popoorn.
Somber cynica, who wers napping when the
band began to play, -
Find (helr frisky feet a-tappiog In & long-
forgotten way:

Mon with temper [ike a thistle from some aft-
er-dinner paln

Bet thelr sullen lips to whistle as they catch
the Miting strain;

Weary faces loss thelr wrinkles, crying badies
lsugh and jeasn,

Till the far-off music tinkles i the rainbow
caves of aleep

Weves of melody entrancing, floating omtward
1o the wea,

Mast the ooetn waves advancing, asnd in har-

Tha

mony sgres,
TII the buthers feel the swaying aof the shyth-
mic walcrs there,
And, the Imoulse gind obeying, float forpetful
of all care
Neptane dances In the hollow of 3 crystal val-
low

lay
With the mermaidns fair that follow where the
coral sardens zrow:
And the world Itsel?! s swinging whers the
To the maszic music ringing when the band
un the beach
Mervin Holl, 1 the July Lippiocotr's.

SPORTS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE

A FROLIC WITH THE WIND # HOW TO CATCH THE SHY AND
NIMBLE FELLOW AND MAKE HIM WORK

must not only have motlon, bat
they must accomplish something. A
device which will satisfy these two
eravings of s bay's heart, first movement
and second movement put 1o some use,
Is described here as It actually was made
by thres Long Island boys on the shore of
Great South Bay.

Figure 1 shows the wheel very lke =
huge pinwheel. The size of this must de-
pend largely upon the matecials at hand—
somewhere between 6 and 10 feet will
make & good diameter.for the wheel., The
supports. A and B, are one plece. £, D,
E and F are four different pleces;’ these
slant back fram the maln supports, A and
B, to give the wind & surface on which to
act,

Figure § shows the method of fastening
the four plecea to the back of the maln
support, B which, In turn, ts fastened to
the back of the maln support, A.

The azle, figure §, must be made from
some tough wood, preferably ocak. The
body.- of the axle |s made square. This In
done 1o prevent the windwheel from turn-
Ing on the axle. The ribbon or belt-
wheel, figure 4, or A on figure § can be
pleced together from any sort of wood.
It atiould be about I8 inches In dlameter,
and perhape six inches wide. Flgure 7
shows a saide view of this wheel Figure
§ shows the large windwheel fastened to
the top of the framework. In order to
have a windmill go round, It is neces-
sary that & should face the wind, and to
insure this a tall plédce, B, figure 5. must
ba fastened to the stand. It Is oftexr de-
sirable when the wind s vory strong or

to surmount this diffculty. A is the cross- |
piece (marked C, figure 5, and B Is the
tall plece. A pivot ta placed at C, flgure |

right or left. By running a bolt through
the holes In the end of tha plece A and
through one of the holes in the pises D,

where the windmill Is not working that
the wheel ahould not face directly Into
the wind, and for this resxson the tail
plece must be made movable, that s, 1t
must be so asranged that It can be set

t the tall plece may bo fastened at the de-
aslred angle.
In otrder that the windwheel may face
the wind, mo matter what direction {t
comes from, It Is necessary that the upper

L so that the plece D will move to the |

-]

| at the edges.

|

at any angle desired, Figure 2 showa how | part of the windmill should turn on the | any sort of rough work

framework. Flgure 9 shows an excellent
way of arranging this. A on figure 5 Is
tha bottom plece, shown in D, figure &
B and C, figure §, are ordinary furniture
casters, see fAgure 1L The casters allow
the hottom plece as shown in D, figure §,
to run smoothly.

Threa such supports as flgure 2 will
answer to hold the bottom of tha support-
ing framework. When the wind blows
against the tull plece, the windmill moves
just ke an enormous weather vane

The supporting framework made for
thelr windmill by the three Lopg Island

oys wns constructed of small saplings
bolted together. A sactinn of this in shown
in figura 18, Sap s answered the pur-
o admirably. Any tough timber, how-
ever, will do quite ns well The bottom
pleces of the framework shoull be ime

{ bedded In the ground to the depth of at

leaxat three fest
each jeint,

If two bolts Are used at
as Indicnted in the diagram,

| the work will be as solld as can be de

alred.

The safls of the windmill can be made
either of eanvas or of unhleached mualin.
If the salls are Ineced to the supports in-
stead of boing tocked on, they can be ro-
moved whon destred. This is often esson-
tial in the case of storms, when the wind
is likely to damage the wheel

The ribbon, or belt, which carries the
power Ifrom the windwhee! tn the ground,
should be made of strong canvas, hemmed
The ends ara joinad together
with piripe of soft leather. Ses figure 1L

There are many ways In which the wind-
mill ean pay for the trouble it will cost to
make it. The wheal cin e made to pump
water or grind the tools of the amateur
workman. It can eaw wood or earn
money by running a printlag press, In
fact, the wheel will furnish a considern-
ble amount of power, which, with a littis
ingenulty, can beo arranged to do almost

%
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DONALD MEETS “DR. PLAINSPEECH”

AND UNCONSCIOUSLY SEES A PICTURE OF HIMSELF 4 THE
DOCTOR'S DECIDEDLY NEW EXPERIENCE

CARRIAGE was driven rapidly down

the lane, while from the seat a pale
Iatdy lcoked anxlously back toward the
gate where a wea boy wawved his hand-
kerehie! as long as the carringe waa In
sight. But the moment it disappeared he
broke frantieally away from his gentls
grandmamma’'s restralning bhand and
rushed toword the orchard, where he
threw himaselfl down under an apple tres,
sobbing as though his heart would break.
Grandmamfa looked at him sadly, then
shook her head and walked slowly toward
the house.

“Foor lamb, poor lamb,” she said Indul.
gently, “he may as well have his ¢cry out
and then perhaps he will be glad to come
to grundma for comfort.”

Donuld cried untfl it seemed as though
hin heart would burst, and his breath came
in guivering sobs. The tears fairly ralned
down his sorrow-stricken littie facs, The
apple iree meemed to know all about W,
and to feel sorry for him, for the branches
bent low as though irying to caress him,
while the blossoms dropped thelr lsaves
=ith & soft pitying touch on the ltids
bowed hend.

Buddenly Donald felt a sharp tap on his
shoulder end looked up wvery startied to
behold a gueer-looking lttle man, dressed
all In green, just the shade of the jeavea
on the tree.

Donald was a gentlemanly little feliow
and he tried hard to atop sobbing long
enough to speak politely fo him.

The Httle man surveyad Donald sharply
with his head posed on one side and a
half sarcastic, half pitying loock on his
faoce.

“My name I8 Dr. Plaln Speech.,” he sald,
“and people do not like me very well, al-
though what | say to them {a always for
their owm good. Bup then people do not
always like the medicine which makes
them well, and that Is very ungrateful of
them, I think don’t you?

Donald wineed, but preserved a discreet
sllence,

“Onces upon a time,” began Dr, Plain
Bpeech, with a ely look at Donald, “there
was & little boy whose mamma bhad been
very, very il and the doctor said the only
thing to make her well agaln was 1o go to
another climate for & few months. Bhe
begged hard to take her little boy with
ker, but the doctor would not listen to it
for he sald she must have absolute resy.
Bo =he took the litle boy out In the coun-
try to his grandmamma, who loved him
deariy, and who lved on a beautiful farm,
where he could bave all ths fruit apd

fresh milk bo wanted, and where he could

gather flowess and llsten to the binds sing-
Ing all day Jong."

The fatry paused and Donald bBeaved a
deep migh. This seemed very much lke
bis own case,

“1 am porry to say,” continued Dr. Pialn
Epeech, “that this little boy, ilke many
older people, was very seifleh In his grief
He forgot that his papa was left all alone |
i the city, and how dreary it must be for
him when he cama home at night. He|
forgot how sorry his grandmamma felt to
nee her daughter so {ll. And the very |
worst thing of all. he forgot how his
mamma would miss them all, and how |
miuch happler It would make her if he |
were brave and cheerful. He was a very
forgetful little boy, you ses, and thought |
that he was the only one to be conaldered
in the case. Bo, instead of belng company
to his grandmamma and writing :.“n.".m:‘
letters to his papa and mammu every |
week, he actually made up his mind that |
he would ery just as bard as ever he could
and see U be would not get so sick that
they woulkd have to send for his mamma to |I
come back.”

“What & horrid little boy!™ eried Donald, |

{ Indignantly, “He doean't deserve the very |

least bit to have a good paph and mamma
and a nite farm to go to*

“You wouldn't do lika that, would you?"
asked Dr. Plain Specch, with & very gueer
smile,

“No, Indeed,” sald Donald, stoutly,
am going in the house this very mingute to
visit with my grandma, and tomorrow 1
am golug to write a long letter to my papa |
and to my mamms, and tell them both
what 2 good boy 1 am golng to be”

Just an the falry siarted 1o go away
Donald remembered hls manners, so be
made a lttle bow and sail: “I thank you
very much, Dr., Plain Speech, for telling
ma such a plee story, and as I am going
to be hers all Summer, T hope you wlil
come anhd see me azain some day."”

#“This ls a decldedly mew cxperience.’

salu Dr. Plain Spesch to himself. “It ls

the first time I was ever thanked for tell- !
ing a person the truth about himself.*

And ke went awny with & happy chuckie
of delight.

ey

The Care of the Nnils.
Harper's Basar,
A young woman who has been Ilvidg In
Parin for a year ssys that no Freach

cuticle-knife about her nalls or o steel
pall-cioaner. The little orangewood sticks
sharpenad to & brosd peint wore used to

manicure who treated her hands used a

push back the eocroaching cuticls, and

J SOEEY,

to clean the nails after each washing of
the hands. JIn this way the dalicate
ennmel of the nall is not injured, and the
under surfaco of the nall point is kept
smooth. Thoe French manicures, too,
polish more often with a bit of chamois
rather than a regular pollsber, and cut
the nalls with a ¢lipper inastoad of curved
scissors. These olippers coma In palrs,
ons for cutting the nalls of sach hand.
Emery boards or a velvatr fils Is recom-
mended for the littls filing needed to
shaps the nalls. Newver cut the cuticie
around the nail, but presa back lghtly
with the orangewood stick. Dully brief
care when the nall is soft from the use
of soap and water is all that is needed
to keap the hands In good ecndition with
a weeokly manicuring. Use lemon julce
instend eof any other acid to remove
stajns.

Hlow to Make Pastry Shells.

Fow cooks or housewives are equal to
producing a well-made pastry shell, yet
this should pot be looked upon as so dif-
fleult an sndertaking. The making of puff
pasts i quite an art, but. after all, It calls
for only perseverance and practiee, How.-
ever, there are numberless catering estab.
luhmrmtﬁ;. bakeries and pastry shops
where 6ne may find falrly good patty
shelis at moderate cost, and thelr con-
venlence and other advantages are ob-
vious, Shortly hefors serving, thesa patty
shells are to be made very hot and &t
the last moment only may ths filing be
introduced, otherwise the molsture of the
mixture will become absorbed by the
pastry, changing its Maky crispness Into &
unpleasant condition.

A formula for chicken-patty flllng s
given, onda which may be adapted with
combination with sweetbreads, ete. It
will make filing for pattles for 13 per-
sons.

Put into & saucepan ooca pint of eream,
thicken with two even tablespoonfuls of
flour smoothly blendead with a tablespoon-
ful of butter, & snlispoonful each of salt
und pepper and a quart af white meat of
chicken out Into small pleces. To this, as
scasoning, may be added a dash of pap-
rika and the same of curry., and & des-
gertspoonful each of lemon julce and
enlon juice, or they may be omittad, ae-
ecording to taste. The yolke of two eggs,
well beatén, may be stirred through the
mixture just as [t is taken from the five

Oyxter patty filling mar be made after
the saime formula, but with ths omission
of the lemon julce and curry. Thia dAli-

ing may be made of half cream and half
milk, but in such case doubls the guan-
tity of butter will be required.




