granted,

Books will be sold at auction to the
highest bidder at the annual meeting.

Bpecial meetings may be called by the
executive committee,

Eight membera ehull
quorum,

The officers of this society are as fol-
lows: President, Miss Lizzie Irwin; sec.
retary and treasurer, Misse Howland.

Jommittee to select books: Mies Irwin,
Mre. Sawyer and Mre, L, A, Bherman.

This committee with the president and
secretary constitute the exacutive com.
mittes.

constitute a

1'he following from a doctor connected
with an institution in which there are
many children is 8o obviously true that
we wish it might come under the eye of
every mother in the land:

There is nothing more irritable to a
cough than coughing. For some time |
had been so fully assured of this that I
determined for one minute at least to
lessen the number of coughs heard in a
certain ward in a hoapital of the institu.-
tion. By the promise of rewards and
punishments 1 succeeded in inducing
them to simply hold their breath when
atempted to cough, and in a littie while
| was myself surprised to see how some
of the children entirely recovered from
the disease. Constant coughing is pre.
cisely like scratching a wound on the
outside of the body; so long as it is done
the wound will not heal. Let a person
when tempted to cough draw a lon
breath and hold it until it warms an
soothes every nir cell, and some benetit
will soon be received from this process.
The nitrogen which is thus reflned acts
a8 an anodyne to the mucous membrane,
alluying the desire to cough and giving
the throat and lungs a chance to heal.
At the same time a suitable medicine
wtlll aid nature in her efforts to recuper-
ate,

The last meeting of the lHistory de-
partment of the woman's club was held
dt the home of Mre. Hattield, 1327 E
street, when Miss Mary Tremuine, head
of the department, lectured upon “Will-
iam and Mary College™” and “The Vicissi-
tudes of Maryland.” This was followed
by a general discussion of the subject
after which light refreshmente wore
served by the hostess.

Mrs. Viola Price Franklin will lead at
the next meeting of the Art department
of the Woman's Club on “English and
Spanish Art.” All members are urged
to be present, as at this meeting tle de-
partment will reorganize for next years
work,

The W. R. P. C. club held a very
pleasant meetiog Friday, May b, with
Mrs. L. W. Pickens. After the business
session and arrangements had been
made for the reception of SBecond Assist-
ant Postmaster General Shallenberger
and wife, who were to visit Lincoln the
following Monday, the program was
rendered. It opened with the hymn,
“Blest Be the Tie That Binds,”' and
consisted of papers and a reading given
by Mesdames Wilson, Kempton and
Rush, After discussing the problem of
housecleaning over the dainty refresh-
ments, which wera served by the hostess
the ladies dispersed to meet next Friday
afternoon with Mrs. I. M. Heckler, 1820
G street. Quotations from Pope.

These are busy daye at the Hagua,
I'he townepeople as well as the govern.
meut have made great preparations to
fittingly entertain their guests. There
is #lready a great influx of visitors and
every available room in the hotels, as
well as residences, are engaged at greatly
enhanced prices. Several Russian dele-
gates arrived on the 13th, the first of the
official representatives to put in an ap-
pearance. The first American delegate
arrived on the 16th. Quarters for the
delegates have been engaged for six
weeke, indicating that the conference be
prolonged. There will be about 120 del-
egates entitled to vote, Extraordinary
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precautions have been taken to prevent
unauthorized persons gaining admission
to the Huis Ton Bosch, where the ses-
sions of the conference ure to be held,

Last F'riday evening the Hall in the
(irove met with Mrs. M. 1. Garten with
a full attendance of members. ‘The
symposium, “What Has Holland Done
for the World? In Science,Agriculture,
Commerce, Theology, and Museums,”
was capably led by Mrs. Mobhler, and
the varied topics as presented were in-
terestingly discussed by each member,
All agreed that much knowledge had
been gained through t' e study of brave
little Holland and felt & regret in the
closing of these rocial and profitable
meetioge of the year, A called meeting
with no program will be held in about
two weeks to decide upon plans for next
season,

Club women are showing a very gen-
eral interest in the coming "“Peace Con-
ference' to be opened this week at the
Hague. At a recent “Peace” meeting
held in Tremont Temple, Boston, the
venerable Julia Ward Howe presided.
Among the stirring addresses made wase
one by Mrs. Alice Freeman Palmer, the
distinguished ex-president of Wellesley
college. In replying to the question
“What shall we do?” she urged the fol-
lowirg: *“Kducate the children; give
time, effert, and money as much as you
can; and think, and talk, and hope, and
believe in the poseibility of arbitration
and the coming of the reign of the
Prince of Peuce.”

Miss Christine Bradley, daughter of
Governor Bradley of Kentucky, who
christened the battleship Kentucky with
water laet summer, is studying law with
her father and may eoon be heard of as
hie law partner,

Mies Caroline Hazard, of Peacedale,
R. 1., hae been elected president of Wel-
lesley College to succeed Mrs. Julia J.
Irvine,

TO SPEND THE DAY.
|[HELex C. Harwoon.)

Germaine regarded her hat nonchal-
antly. It wae a sailor, and of all things
abhorred in France,l know of none more
abhored than this Anglo-American
species of head-gear,

“Why! Germaine, you are not going to
wear that? I exclaimed. *“I thought
that you preferred dying.” "Oh, one
never knows to what they are coming,”
she replied.

“Depeche toi, Hurry up, Depeche
toi, mon petit chou, Hurry up, my dear,
called her mother,”

Germaine slowly put on her hat, push.
ing in the hat pins with utter oblivion as
to their future reappearance or disap-
pearance. Then with a last scowl at
hersell in the glass.

*1 am ready maman,” she said wearily,

While the porter unlocked the garden-
gate a tall bending rose bush touched
Germaine upon the forehead. She
looked up and a half blown rose looked
down at her, and then Germaine and
that rose came on together, slowly, hand-
in-hand, I am not quite positive
whether that was a meditative rose or
not, but if eo, it must have had a certain
feeliog of kinship for ite new found com-
panioa.

On reaching the station door a gentle,
peaceful snort welcomed us, European
engines being ever too polite to shriek.
Downetaire, upstairs we ran, until the
guard grabbed ue all in a bundle, us it
were, and put us into a compartment,
grumbling something about “dangerous”
as he locked the door.

“Germaine,’’ began Madame, “if you
hadn’t been so tearfully elow we —" then
she looked at Germaine und was silent

The journey from Argenteuil to Pon.
toisc is, considerivg it shortness, the

most fertile of all, if exercise be the chia‘
requirement, Wa were barely located.
Indesd we had only hall discussed the
prospects of sun, or clouds, or raindrops
for the day, when the guard began un-
locking the door and crying:

“Tout le monde descend ici.
change here,” and every one got out.

“Mademoiselle,” said Madame, ag we
settled ourselves once more, “Monsieur
Roquet ie an old friend of my husband.
They were boys together, He has a
beautiful garden. Quantities, simply
quantities of chrysanthemume, Three
children. Eline, who is about thirteen
and Nanquet is eleven it seems to me.

They have just married their eldest
son, Kdouard.”

Germaine began pulling the rose to
pieces. “Maman I dou't see why I had
to come today? You know a8 well as 1
do ___'l

“On descend ici pour
Change here for —, [ have forgotten
the name of the towns.

We climbed out. Next we found our-
selves in a crowded carriage. An Eng-
lish woman with pumerous boxes was
taking more than her share of epace.

“Madame, pardonez-moi,” saidZa port-
ly dame, “mais, but,” and then looking
severely at the profuse luggage.

The Eoglish woman gazed blankly
about her, Sheevidently did not under-
stand a word of I'rench, at least French
in France. Here was a glorious oppor.
tunity that must not be lost, The
French have no love for the English and
they do not hide their sentimente, ever
under bushel baskets.

*Eoglieh people are always like that,”
said a pretty women with chiffons and
a parasol,”

“C'est ca, c'est ca. That's it, that's
it. I agreewith you perfectly, madame.”
eaid an airy, impertinent looking mon-
sieur, with a long cane, which he held
between two rubied flogers,

“They insist, too, on having the win-
dows open. It is positively shameful,”
continued a large woman in mourning.

Though from this eide of the Atlantic,
and a long distance from this side, there
is & little rill of Anglo Saxonism cours.
ing through me. Even in spite of the
fact that I have a fondnees for that
awful word “Britisher,” that I do say "1
guess,”’ that dimly perceiving the force
of “beastly” its beauty and poetry have
not yet inspired me, and that 1 am
bard hearted in regard to that appeal.
ing, magniticent exclamation “fancy!”

Madame seemed to divine my feelings,

“Ah, but you are American ne.’est
pas Mademoiselle? Isit not so Madem-
oisellc ?" Bhe tried to say soothingly.
A few feelinge, however, wera ruffled,

“On descend ici four Pontoise," shriek-
ed the guard, *“Chaoge here for Pon-
toise."”

8till another train and the spires of
Pontoise gradually began to appear.

Monsieur Roguet met us at the depot
and was most effusive in his welcome
Madame came out to the garden to greai
us, and though startled at ;the appear-
ance of an American was gracious, and
said that she had been in England
several times. She attempted good
morning in English, but instead made a
slight difference and said “gud nite,"

“We will have luncheon out of-doors,”
she continued. “It issuch fine weather,
Such splendid sunshine. Perhaps wmy
husbaud will show you hie flowers. He
is devoted to them.”

Monsuier marshalled us throvgh his
garden, stopping lovingly before some
pet bush or shrub; and I could not help
wondering if he was as good o futher as
he was guardian to these garden pets,

Lunch wae apnounced. We geated
ourselves around a table shaded by a
great umbrella-like tree which barricad-
ed the vigorous sun. Only occasionally
did some bold ruy rush in dariogly,

. “There are some interest'ng buildings
io Pontoise, Mademoiselle,” suid Mon-
sieur, “though they are not well known

All

outside of France, How is it, do you
say in Eoglish? Will zee plese pass zee
pain, no zee bread? 1 can speke Eng-
lith zee voyez, Mademoizelle. ‘There
was an old monastery here, where Saiot
Louls was ill for a long time. After one
of his pilgrimages to the Holy Laund, ]
think that it was. Only a bit of the
chapel which he built in commemoration

of his recovery, is remaining. What,
Mademoiselle! You would like some
water to drink. Comment? CQ'est

dangereux ca,

“Mon ami,"” said Madame severely to
her husband, “people often drink water
in America,”

“True, my dear, I had forgotten about
it, but it seems to me a very reckless
habit.” There are some churches here,
tou, Mademoiselle. Old ones.

“Monsieur Roguet,” said his wife, “'I
wish that you would leave those churches
alone., They are very ugly. Why.
Madame Rubere,” ehe said to Germaine's
mother, “you have not been here eince
we married Edouard. Father LeBeuu
said that he never saw a handsomer
wedding. But you have no idea, Made-
moiselle' turning to me, “the tremendoue
amount of work that itis to marry a
son.”

“No, I have not, Madame,” I answered
reflecting.

“I wouldn't go through it again for a
great deal. Not for some time that is,
regarding Elive and Nanni. 8o many
arrangements, so many things to look
after,”

“Everything was eatisfactory, Mad-
ame!"” inquired Madame Rubr re,

*“‘Yes, very, Madame.”

“How hungry 1 am!" exclaimed Ger-
maive. “Famished, Mougsieur Edouard
i liviog in Paris Madawe?"

“Yes, they have a lovely apairtment
there. But, Germ<ipe, you look very
tired. ls it poesible that you are grow-
ing old?”

“Yee, Madame. Let me see, why you
are just twice asold as I am plus five
years. How large multiplication does
make numbers! When 1 was a little
girl I remember your telling maman your
age, and I have always remembered. We
can grow old together ne c'est pas,
Madame?"

*The sun is 80 warm today. 1t makes
my face burn fearfully,” Monsieur Ro-
guet came from the garden, just then,
with a great bunch of chrysanthemums,
“Monsieur," said Madame, “perbaps you
could twi:t a tew branches o the sun
wouldn't be quite so hot,”

“My dear, what is the matter with
you? The sun is under a cloud.”

“*Muademoigelle” pursued madame, ad-
dressing the Americaine. “I am so glad
that my son is married, If you only
underrtood what a reliet it is to me you
would truly sympathize with me, Con-
sultations morning, noon, and night
with his fiance's people. There was the
mags (o arrange about. High mass.
Think of it! Four priests to officiate.
C'etait beau ca. Then there was the
wedding breaktast to look after. We
didn't always quite agree, Madame Sy-
monde, Edouard’s mother-in-law, und I,
and always, always some discussion. We
turnished the apartment, too, you know,
that is Monsieur Symonde and my hus-
band. Then, too, I must needs look
after the corbeille.”

“There 1 don't understand about the

corbeilleY Plose do tell me about it,
Madame."

“Comment.  You don't know about
that. Eow strange! What marvelous
affuire murriages are in America! No
corbeille, and 1 don't quite see the use of
futhers and mothers? They dun't seem
to have much to say about affairs of the
heart. Ugh! I shouldn't like that. No.
indeed.”

“But you were just complaining about
the responsibility and the work, Mad-
ame,"

“Oh, well, 1 den't exactly dislike it Y
you know."”




