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RED CLOUD,

NEURASKA

THE ANGRY BOY.

Fia has takeen his toyvs and pone homa,
And refusos to pluy sy more;

The Juck -t thebox, and 19 1itle tn Ang,
And the vart that rolled over the floor;

Ho Is pouting, and thinks ho's nggrioved,
Put truly, what vexes him miost

Is to fecl “tis Bmselt who s wrong,
In splte of bis hotesgolng boast

He has taken his toys and gone home,
And refusos to play any more;
Tho old Nouh's ark. with its windows cross
barred,
e b flung by the hslfoponed door;
Be hns taken the animals out,
And pllea them along on the shielf,
And martyr i, e on Wik ehalr
He mopes aud he sulks by Wimaeit

Ilo hnw takon his tovs and gone home,
Al refuses to play wny more;

thelr hinnds
And the red uniforms that they wors,
Are gloomily stanaing (n lne,
And hushed s the rub-p-dul devm,
While thele juvenilo enptaln neng hy
Is valiautly chewing his thumb,

He his taleen Bls toys and gone b me,
And refiisel W PIAY ANy iiore;
Well, well, let him go, It was Bo preat sur
prise,
He threntonod to do 1t before:
His comradea Inugh lond by the trivea,
And n rolida plpes swoet from » mpray,
And violets smtle fvom the rross,
While wlxivo are the Wossoms of May
= Eruest MetGiufty, in N. Y. Independent
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HE “model" girl
walked slowly
abont M sta-
dio, peering
into all its mys-
terious cor

Bers,

She  stodied
serionsly  the
pictures  and

sketehes that
wore scattered
She did not ginnee at them,

about.
and say that some were “very pretty,”
as another little girl might inve done,
but puused gravely before one that

pleased her faney, and as gravely
passed judgment upon it. Then she
went on to another, and as deliberately
scrutinized that,

“I wish Mr. Farnham wonld keep his
engagements a little more promptly,”
she sighed.

She was fond of talking to herself
when there was no one about—the
sound of her voice made her feel less
longsome.

“Though, of course,” she went on,
“I'm paid by the hour, whether 1 do
apything or not. But somehow it
doesn't seem exactly right to take
money when I just wait and do noth-
ing. Oh! there he ip now!"

A step sounded i the other room,
and the Japnnese portiore began to
tinkle under the sweep of an impatient
hand.

But the tull young man who strode
into the studio was not Mr. Farnham,
but o much younger amd handsomer
person. He stopped in the middle of
the room und looked stendily at the
*mode! girl.”

“Are you all alone, littla girl? 1
thought T heard volees," he said.

“I was only thinking aloud,” she re-
plied, quickly. “Mr. Farnhum is not
in just now, but the little colored boy
says he will be back directly.”

John Lennox smiled. “The little
colored boy," I'urnbam's studio servant,
was fourteen years old, while the maid
before him soemed scarcely ten.

“May I ask your pame?” said Len-
nox, seating himself and stwlying with
amusement the pretty, demure little
figure before him.

“It's Kliznbeth French,
'Il' R

“A model girl!" Lennox echood.

“Not a model girl," Ellzabeth ex-
plained, “but n moadel girl—1 pose, you
know."

“0h, I see!” sald Lennox,

“You are an artist,” said Elizabeth,

I'm & model
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*I'M A MODEL ARL."

“and you must know very well what a
model is,"

“How do you know I'm an artist?"

“Oh, artists arg mot like other peo-
ple,” sald Elizubeth, sagoly. *They're
different.”

“In what way?"

“0Oh, sometimes it's their hair and
sometimes it's the expression in their
eyes, and sometimes it's the way they
wallk. My father wos an artist. That's
why I know all about themy, He
painted very well, 1 think, though he
didn't sell many pictures. He was an
impressionist. People don't seem to
care much for impressionist pictures
Hut I mean to be anartist myself when
I grow up,” she added, modestly, “and
I think ) shull puint like my father."

Lennox triod to keep his nmusement
out of his fave.

“I'm an improssionist myself,” he
said.  “Bot you suid when you grow up.
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Ithonght yon wers grown up years
BEo, fifty or o hideed, ot lonst!™

“Oh, you are making fun,” she said,
lnghing politely,  “1'in only eleven,
you know.™

YAnd how do yon like posing”™

YIvs pleasant enoogh when yononly
have to sit il Lnt whent' is n
standing pose 1 get rvather tired. 1
like to pose for Mr. Farnham—=he
always remembers when the time for
rost comoes ronnd,

1 should hope so,” said Lennox

“But there's Miss Fleck—she nover
scems to think o model may get tived
Hiie other folks.  She puints Christmas
¢ords and valentiones and such things in
water colorsg and wou'd you belfevefe—
e slwiays paints my haie red! 1t isn't
vy B8 1t She leaned anxiously to-
ward Lennox.

UNO indoad! Miss
colorblind. It's the
brown I ever saw,"”

“That's what |

Fleck must be
pretiiest golden

always thonght,"

okl Elianboth, with o gleam of trinvmph
His quaint wooden soldlers with swords |

in her eyes.  “Then Miss Fleck always
chooses such tiresoine poses! 11 jsn't
vory easy to look as if yon wore run-
ning when yon're Just leaning forward
on one foot.  Did you ever tey 1o stand
that way?"

“I ean't sny that I ever did” Lennox
had to admite 1 should fall flat on my
nose, 'm o sare, "

“And then she always makes me
smile so much, Ooe day 1 8ad to keep
on smiling when my mother was very
ill nt home, At last 1 just burst out
eryingr. It was silly, of course, aml
Miss Fleek was vory angry. ul you
ever have to smile when you wanted to
ory

“Perhaps T have, dear.™

He took Elizabeth's little hand and
stroked it gently, being much moved by
the unconseions pathos of her rovelas
tions,

Just then the little colored boy stuek
Lis woolly head through the portiere,

“Mr. Farnham jest tel’phiomed dat he
can't come up to de stujo bo-duy, Miss
Freneh,” he unnounneed.  “He say he
sorry, but he ean't he'p it nohow, lle
be hienh tosmoh.”

“Thank you, Jeff," said Elizabeth,
with dignity, Then she tarnod to her
new friend and gave him a grave little
bow of farewell.

“So yon nnd Elizabeth have become
neguainted? said Farnbam, o few duys
lnter, to Lennox. *Well, she's worth
knowing, The most original, c¢harm-
ing little old maid in ali New York!
She supports her mother and homself
by her posing.™

“Yon don't say sol”

“Yes.  Fronch, poor fellow, died two
yoeurs ago of pneamonia.  Too muech
devotion to art.  Used to paint stormy
antumn scenes, vou know, and sat out
in the wind and rain once too often,
He painted things full of feeling. Of
conrse the public didn't apprecinte
them, and as he wouldn't paint pot-
boilers, his family were probably no
richer then than they are now,"

“Couldn't the widow earn anything®*

“*Mighty little. After his death she
tried literary work, 1 believe; but she's
an invalid, nod the strain was too much
for her. She simply had to leave oft or
die, poor thing! So she folded her
hands, and wondered what in the world
wonld become of them," 1

“Then the little girl took to posing?"

“Yes., I knew she could pose well,
young as she was, for I had often seen
her do it for her futher. ‘Why not let
her pose for money?' Isaid. ‘Her fresh,
round, sweet face is just what artists
who paint ¢hildven are looking for.! Of
conrse Mrs., French was horvified nt
firnt—usnid the child was too young to
go round town aione, and all that sort
of thing. But there really was noother
way to keep them from starvation, and
Elizabeth hos been the head of this iit-
tle fumily of two ever since. No one
presumes to call her Bessie or Lizzie,"

“Such a dignified, elever little creas
ture!” sald Lennox.

“And such a capital eritic! | declare
that if I've painted a thing that she
doesn't quite approve of 1I'm actually
afraid to send it off to an exhibition!"

John Lennox had just returned from
o long absence in Paris to piteh his tent
in New York. After some little delay in
choosing quarters he opened u studlo
in West Fifty-seventh street., Eliza-
beth posed for him oceasionally and
they becume the best of friends.

“I should like to take yon with me to
New Jerscy one of thesa fine days,
Elizabeth,” sald Lennox one morning.
*1 want to paint a few sunlight eflects
with figures i them. Do you think
your mother would consent, if I prom-
ised to take good ears of you, and jump
after you if you fell off the forry boat?”

“Miss Fleek lives in Hoboken, nod
I've often been on the ferry," said
Ellizabeth, smiling, “There s veally
no danger, you know!"

Lennox obtained Mrs, French's con-
sent, and he and Elizabeth thereafter
passed many afterncons in the sbveet-
smelling Jersey meadows,

The lust and best study of all was of
Elizaboth, in o bright-red gown, kueel-
ing In n sen of starry-eyed daisios,
plucking them with o tender yet cager
look.

The figure was almost life size.
Through the whole picture the intensoe
sunlight streamed. Slight as the motive
of the picture was, Lennox felt thut it
was the best thing hoe had evor done.
He had worked rapidly upon it, fearing
that his inspiratlon or the sumlight
might fail before it was finished.

It was nearing completion one fine
afternoon, when Lennox got up from
his stool, stretched his tired arms and

nid:
: “I'm as hungry as s bear. I can see
that you're tired, too, Miss Elizabeth,
1I'll go up to Holt's farmhouse, and see
if they can let us have a quart of milk.
Do you want to go with me?"

“I'Il walt here,” sald Elizubeth,
“Bome one might steal your piotore.”
“twNo  femreof that!" said Lennox,
langhing. “They'reuot dmpressionists
in New Jersey. ButI'll be back in o
few minutes, wy dear.”

(ff he started, whistling blithely.
When he hud got the milk, he stopped
to chat & moment with the farmer's
kindly wife.

“I took o peclk at you t'other day,"
said Mrs. Holt, “and the way that lit-
tle midget knelt thur in ber red dress

| Halt,

| tor ook before i,

e

in them posies was ns purty o =ight os
Iever sew. Holt savs he's goln' ta New
York tosec that picter when it's hnng
up.  Says he'd Hke to bay it bisself, of
hir hed money enongh. ha! there hie is
now. "™

“Hhoneht you'd gone home,” dreawled
solemuly shakdding hends with
Lennox. “Am't thet Hitle gul o' yonrn
nlong to-duy ™

“1 left her in the meadow. She was
afraid some one might steal my pie
ture."

"Lamd o' Goshen!™ paspod Holt; ©1
Jest let thet Durham bnil o' mine loose
in thet medder lot! 1 thonght you must
‘u' gone hone long ago!”

“Tabez Holt!" servamed Mes. Haolty
rushing for the door, “if ther ehild in
killt—1"

poe
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All three ran toward the mende-
ow, Lennox's  hewrt  was  beating
a wild slarm.  Presently they henrd

lovd sercams, The artist hardly dared
They ecould honr
the angry mutterings of the ball

As they newred the fenee of the meud-
ow lot, Mra Holt began Juughing hiys-
terienlly

1A you ever see anythin® so rediks |
lous in ali your born days®™ shie gosped

Oy thank [Heaven!™ gasped Lennox.
UShe's not dead.”

SDead!™ erled Mrs. Holt
anlive'n you or me, I should say!  Did
yon ever soe the like? That little
erickot on this side the fones g-Hollovin® !
and peshakin® her dross, and a-agprae |
vatin® thet ball fr to kil

Henving volees, Elzanbeth  looked |
romud  and smiled, still Autleving  her
red gown at the ball

I'm keepiug Lim away from yonr
pieture, My, Lennox!" she called ot
“He thowgeht the pieture was nreal Jits
tle grirl in o rod dress, 1 poess, nmd von
leniow cows don’t like red.  So he was

“Maore

OCOMMENCED TO SIAKE MY DRESS AT
st

going to smash it, but when 1 sereamed
at him and commenced to shake my
dress at him he cnime over here”

As Jubez Holt went into the meadow
and handed Lennox his sketehiog traps
over the fenece the bull tossed the dirt
high above his head and eyed his mos-
ter wickedly, But he woas afeaid of
Holt, who had repeatedly subdoed him,
Besides, it was that tantalizing little
girl in red he swanled to get ut,

“So yeu lured him away, eh, Elizn-
beth?” suid Lennox.

“Yes. After you hnd gone 1 beogan
to pivk daisics for mother, 1 was penr
this fence when 1 heard the bl hool
He was rushing right toward your ple-
ture, So l shouted wud elimbed over
the fenve,  He turnad round and start-
ed right for me, but 1 wasn't afraid, be-
cnuse the fenee ixsohigh and strong. It
seemed us i I'd been hL'l'(Jrill.‘ﬂﬂ' o long
time when you came. 1 feel quite
honrse, May I have a drink of milk,
plense?"

“Well, I pever!” sald Mrs, Holt, “Ef
shoe nin't o cute one! 1 guess Mr. Lon-
nox's forgot the milk, but you come
right up to the howse, 'Lix'beth, and
you shall hev all you want, and ore,
too. Youw are Mr. Lennox's daughter,
ain't you?"

“Oh dear, no; I'm ounly his model
girl,"” suid Elizabeth.

“Iis what?™

“His model girl."

*“I'het sounds kinder conceited like,
my dear, but I guess you're "bout right.
Yon air a model gal, and no mistakel"
said Mrs. Holt

“Oh, she means that she isn't my
daughter," Lennox explained, laughe
ing. “She's one of my models. Elizae
beth isn't in the least conceited.
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BATHING IN THE SURF.

W In Not Without Lis Dangers nnd Pools
Foardy Men Take Hash ilska,

The swimmer who onee womes in-
Itiatod o all the briny degress of airte
bathing invarinbly loses los approcin
tion of still water, Thers v u,
danger in the sarl which el it
dounbly attrnotive.  There s someihibng
for hiw to batthe with, Things are not
oll Lis own ‘way, and he encounters
brondeors so full of force as to bowl him
over as easily os though ho were g
wooden onfpepine Bot really, with all
this, the dangers of the surf Lo n swim-
mer who knows something of the witer
wre not great, unless, porhaps, thero
are certain thdes and enrrents whioh
nre so subtle, yet so powerfal, s to
mnke proy of even bouts which venture
ot he sarface.  Tat it is from the care-
lessprss or foollwediness of the swimmer
thot drowning mcoldents are so free
quent. For o some  years past o smndl
newspaper published on the dersey const
hasannoanesd with commoendable pegn-
larity  the arvival of the “demphonl
swinener—<to wit, the man who goes
about i half-mile from shore

The wan who comes to the seashore
to swim lisd better be very sure of his
strength before hoe attempts any lengthy
vxenrsions bavond the big sawell near
theshore, e ean goet all the exeoite-
ment he wants, nnd more, too, perlings,
within n veryshort distance from shorae,
nod noone will consider hibm cownrdly
i he haggs elose™ and rides the breakers

L I LY §

U instend of golng outside to exhibit his

ton bt ful aguatie accomplishments

It is 0 notorious fact that it is always
the host and strongest swimmers who
come 1o grief at the seashore and pay
with theie lives the penalty of knowing
toomuch, The renson for this is  be
canse u moen who  has  contidenes
in hiz own  ability to keep atlont will
taleo longrer chances than tue man who
cin swim a little. Tobocome exhaostord
in the suef menns to go under, to et
into the maw of » marine pugilist who
fights with o hundred hands and who
donls npper cuts, jabs nud swings with:
ont o rest, I there is anyone abont
who s able to help the vanguished
swimmer s pulled ont as lhnp asa bit
of «en moss, nd it s o tassas to waethee
or not he will ever get his breath back.

Perhups the most ordinary dangor of
the senshore—if danger can be ealled
oridlinary—~is what are known oas the
three waves  Thoe breakers ns o rale
come In n series of three, Sometimes
the three aro small and somotimes nee
vory heavy, but as arule the sequonces
run about the same size. lmugine a
bather inside the sarf line with the
surf broaking over a bar abeut fifty or
one hundred fest from shore. Those
big green waves that rise higher and
higher as they como towanrd him do not
secm very formidable. The flest one
rears its head before it reaches him
with an angry awish; a ecurl of foam
like a feather edge erops ont along the
top and fills the air with spray. Then
the wave takes a most declded shores
ward carl, the line of foam beeomes
deeper, thero is n erash as it drops to o
level und the bather finds himself
thrown down in n caldron af ssothing
surf. Say he s in three feot of water
un the lavel. After the wave has passed,
ho struggles to his feet choking, gasp-
ing and half blind with the salt water,
He docsn’t really know what has hap-
pened, but he has a din ldes that
something has hit him. Defore he has
time to collecl his senses the second
of the series is upon him, and he goes
down again. e is dased and confused,
and he flounders around hopoless, The
thind wave is always the flnishing
stroke, and gives the life-saver, if there
Is one, a chance to do some work,
Gulded by an outstretched mrm thrust
above the witer involuntarily, or by a
bobbing head with which the surf is
playing foot ball, he drags the unso
phisticated one ont on the sand, That
is the most common danger of the surf

Ton surf-swimmer it represents no
danger at all. Notice the difference
between the two. The experlenced
urfman knews to a dot the strength of
each wave, when it will break and
whether or not an undertow will be the
result. In desoribing how %o bathe In
thesurf 1 am golng to give the lan-
guage of perhaps one of the best swim-
mers and surfmen on the New Jorsoy
const. He is Mr. T. N. re wnd
he has not yot lost the air bearing
of a graduated collegian. He s big,
brown nnd strong, with & decided per-
sonnlity, and gives one tho lmpression

“Well, she might be, and no harm
done,” said Mrs. Holt. “She's got moro |
grit nnd sound seose 'n most grown
folks,” ’

Lennox's  pletnre  received many
good words from the critics. Jabes !
Holt went Lo New York one day, on |
purpose “to see it when 'twas hung
up.” He came back to his wife with a
glowing nccount of what he had seen
and heard in this his first picture gals |
lery. ’

“Thet picter o' hisn looks kinder |
plastered on, when you see it by the |
other ones,” he suid; “but you jost git '
off a little ways to look at it, nud my!
it jest sticks right out o' the frame.
When 1 fust cue inter the roow where
*twas, | thought I was a-standin’ in my
own medder lot, and thet littke model
gnl was a-smilin’ at me."

“Did you see Mr. Lennox, Jaboz?"

“Yes. Isee him in the gal'ry. and he
looked joyful, I kin toll you, Says he's
hed an offer of fifteon hundred for it
Yen, sir—fifteen Ayndred dollars! He's '
goin' to give thet little model gal &
hundred of it, heSuys ™ e 1

“WAr, hetl odgheer’ sl Mrs: Holt.
*Why, dhe cort'Mly' suveds thet pléter
from totsl destruction!"—Anthony B |
Anderson, in Youth's Companion,
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They All Knew ier.
“Now,"” said the clairvoyant to her |
group of visitors, I will describe o

"pérson known and loved by everybody .
"I thid roour. The person hax the ehur-

stic*of alwuys Wbing in s huorry |
And akvayf ‘being doluybd. + Will yun
two blocks for a walting street car and
then stop to wait for the next one. Gone-
erally siumis on the wrong side of the |
erossing and is invarinbly unable to
find change. Does anyone recognize
this person? And every man in the |
room gol up and shouted: *“Its my
wifel"—Philadelphis Record,

"'“‘..'-. ,.;} N .
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It wi- push.

thut he could kick a goal without much
trouble and would be a hard man to
meet if he lined up on the opposing
team. He has been spending his sumn-

ers on the const ever since he can re-
nember and enn tulk more learnedly
nbout thoe surf than all of the life-savers
from Barnegat to Sandy Ilook.

“A good surfman,” he said, *if he s
on o strunge shore where thero are lin-
ble to b uny currents, will study them
before he enters the water, but, as n
rule, dangervous currents are few, If
hie knows the coast he will walit until a
wave is about to break, theu make a
dive through it; not too deep o dive,
though, for sand will serape like a file.
If the surf Is hepvy and rapid, as soon
us his hoad is ont of the water he will
look for and expect the next one. If it
brealk before it reaches him he will dive
under the whirling stretch of fosm and
save a lot of his strength, If not he
will either ride over it or dive through

| it.  But he never becomes careless  He

l(:)‘kl up;ml'&ha;urt as an enemy if ho in
not careful, and a8 & moeann of gi
him .p(aunu’ it he handles Rimaald a4
he bught. The most dangerous bath-
ing Is where 15 a sea-push, or, as
the sallors cull {t, & sea-puss. It is o
current which runs from the shore
along o chunnel between twosand bars.,
The waves bredking over the bars moct
on shore and ran out together in the
deep channel.  There is no chance for
the ignorant swimmer-who Is caught in
The expericnced ane, will
naver s wim against dt; he will go with
It, keeping  hisedost=well up, until he
ets n chiunee to oross it

“The danger of the undertow is not
groat oxeept in rove places. But in the
enses of women und children the nnder
tow wight be considered ws rathoer a
‘hadd thing in this way: If & strong ses
bresking well on shore by its force

-
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g | breath from his pest-laden lungs will

knocks n svorann or enlld down, In ve-
coding it will invariably deag them ont
o short distance with it Buot the fores
and power of the undertow have been
vory wneh overestimnted, and there ia
rendly ot el danger in i When
fatal aechlonts ocenr | find they are
ederally eanssl by o haastion or cares
lemstines suslhather should not
takee lomg swims ontsidie. 1l enn hinve
nll the exeitement his wants by sticking
closely 1o the surf. Lot him find o
sand=bar nb low thile, where the suref
rtvaks two handesd or theee hundred
feet feom shores amd with o little prac-
tleo e onn learn to eide on o breaker
fornny dicienee up to three handeed
foet n svater that if he were standing
up wonld se e conch o his waist
. “Harper's Woeelily,

GREAT POKER PLJ\_VlNG.

Ganmees Savong Paclte Slope Milllonnirce
Malaton's Pale of Tous

NI

A recently reportad polcer sonndal, ine
volving membors of San Pranelsco's
swell Pavitie Union «lub, vecalls an in-
eldent of the notsrlonas Sarvah Althens
HTESharon divosce teinl,

The Inte dudge Torey, who wis killad
by dustice Pwelil's body guard, Nogle,
wins Miss 1S nttorne s (o that CISe,
and during the telal cadonvored to hiave
praduced b conrt, i evidones of Song-
tor Bshinean's aintonanee of the plains
LI, tha imitlion des's cliseie stubs, “Iho
wilors failold, Locnase of the
showing made by the defondant that
the checks wonld throw very little
Hgght on the subjoct "Uhis waos aftors
wird expinine |l by Gien, Barnes, Shaes
on's attorney, He sabd that pine-tonths
of the private checks deawn by Sharon |
Wore bl L the oeder of “Uash,"
anil that nelther elivelis nor stubs indis
aated the age, sex, or socinl conditlon !
of “Unshh™ Henator Sharon's private
ahecks, his attoraey said, thongh wreat
m  nunbee udl amounts, wirrna
reavly all in stblement of poker aes
counts,  Not that Sharon lost at the
greent American game, He won,

His totnl swinniags in the Pacitie olub |
e woere said ta have heon more than
a million dollaes, "There was o regular
eloaring  house procosding after ench |
wame, each player sottling with  the |
others by cheeles, unid so it might hap.
poen that Sharen would ddeaw hnlf o
dozen cheoles after o game in which he
won. He played a grent game of pokor
—egront in kind nnd slze—but his grost
wenlth gave him no ndvanta e, for his
wsunl antagonists were wultd-milllons |
wlres —HDanlker alston, Senator Jones
nnd Stewart, of Nevada, Flood of the !
Bonnnza tirm, and that set.

In the story of the recent Pacifle
U'nfon scandal, It was recallod that
Ralston won over 8200,000 one night on
n pair of tons,  The oxnoet story of that |
gome was told by Gen, Barnes after the
incldent veforred to in the Hill Sharon
trinl. Thoy weretplaying juck pots and
Sharon opened.  Ralston and two or
three others stayed.  Thore was some
[Jight chipping of une or two hundred
several times around, when Relston
strengthened his play and begnn rals-
ing by thousands. Sharon and Ralston
soon hud the play to them selves, and it
was not long befors there was closs to
150,000 in the pot.  ‘Then Sharon met
aralse with a 850,000 connter, Ralston
studied only  moment and then came
back with a 8100,000 ralse. Sharon did
not tuke long to decide his play, *'I
quit, BiL" he said, and shufled his
hoand in the deck.

Ralston was so delightcd over having
muado his bold-playing bank partner lay
down that he sproad his hand, discloss
ing & pair of tens

Sharon never told what he held in
that hand until Halston's death, 1t
was a palr of Jacks.—N. Y, SBun.
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Imbedded In Snow,

There Is o fruit-grower In Kontucky
who evidently thinks a great deal while
sitting under the shade of his own vine
and fig tree.  Hoe notleed that in three
out of every five years his best apples
and pesches wers killed by March frost,
and he set himself the problem of find-
ing some menns of s prolonging
the winter in his latitude thst the trees
would not wake from their hibernal
sleep until spring was far advanced,
After trying varlous experiments ho
hit on'the faen of digging o circular
trench around the roots of each tree,
filling it with pounded snow and ico nnd
then covering up with a thick stratum
of elay. *‘The plan was perfectly sue-
cessful,  The ice melted, but so slowly
t  Indi kept baok the flowers
' ired 'weekss In other
Ctroos whl&_’uud to bud In the
of Mageh can thus be made to
g the wi
i ning of Aprll, when the dangor
t 'hum frostads gemcrally post.”—
| L Lo _

‘ The fat in the Houss,

Man has no more constant companion
than the rat. The little aninul is by
no means a desirable companion, for he
is not honest, he Ia destructive and not
nltogether cleanly, even when in robust
health,  Wheo it is kmown that he is
probubly s disease-breosder, or at least
the transmilter” of discase, how much
more will his predonce be deplored and
dreaded. In tho house the rat has the
man at a disadvantage that is direct.
When he gains nccess tothe pantry und
nibbles thechoess, the enke, the roast or
tho ple, may he . not, if & tuberpulosis
viotim, leave enough polson behind to
inoculate-with the disesse all who ent
of what he has polluted? A single

-

.
il d

breed In the sleeping babe u malady
that all thnmndm in th:u world cans
nat_aure, RWOFL Whe discased rat
has at' his mercy the muster of the

bouse, his wife and his children.—Chi-
eago News.
| Xy Yery Humble,
Mos  Peppor—~What _do _ mean,
sirepyer,-by tapplugwne on the shanlder
futhot fomiliar manner? . . . . .

“ + . mp'm' b 13
(2 ul;w—me&;urd ‘mn, <bu

r laft vye tw lrﬂkimr on
thé {i':lut'a?.t?tzi of theribs of yoo¥ um-
brella. [ am sorry to say you gouged

it out just now, unintentionally, of
course.—National Tribune.

~~A man's friends nover find ont just

r sleep until thed <

how & fool he enn be until he geta
up o bis neck in politios —Rum's H_wn.
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"rmlsmx FRAGMENTS. ™

~Haleed Maekerel, —=Wash thorough-

ly with water to which » little vinegar
has been sdded. Moak over night In
clear water.  Ta the morning wips dry,
put in s baking pan, dredge well in
four, place bits of butter over nnd add
one capfal of water. DBalto in a quick
oven from  twoenty mingtes to.one-half
hour, necording to the sisge of Ul.ﬂhh.)
Sorve with dark gravy, <Toledo Blade.

Coolding Cabbago —~Sllee o amall
head of cabbage or chop quite fine. Put
o generous tablespoonful of butter in o
spider and heat guite hot, then stir In
the enbbage snd pour ‘on half 8 teacup
of boiling wator,  Ooaver close; sot it on
top of the stove and coole Kowly until
tonder.  Add the yollis of two oggs
woll bsaten, one cup of swoot milk agd
hall o cup of vinogar, Sorve hot.—
Home Qaeen.

Uyster Soup. <Stesin the ligeor from
o guart of oysters and wdd one eap of
wator, and let the two beeome sealding
hot, usiog o double boller.  Then add
tognnet of wilk, and when this bolls
sike two tablespoonfals of batter rabbed
into one tablespoonful of flonr, Add
lnstly the oysters, and let them oook
three minutes, Season to (aste with s
littlo salt and white pepper, and serve
very hot —Tarper's Bazay,

“Cheeso Fagots —~Mix well together
four ounces flour, two ouncos z:l- s
four ounecs grested  ghevse, ‘i'li:;‘
cayenne peppoer, sofue salt and g
rall out very thin, cat into little strips
nnineh and o hall long, put nbout o
dozen in o bundle and twist one around
thom, finish as if thed In n knot: bake in
nhot oven to a golden brown.  Dish

{ them in o henp on & napkin and servo

with a salwl, =Honsokeepor,

—Sponge Padding, —="Two ol
Mones one tablespoontyl u(.rmel buts
ter; one enp of powderod ¥ 7 wix
ogies, whites only, whipped % two
cips of mill; one tenspoonful '™ rose
water or other preforred colorless ax-
traet; two teaspoonfuls baking powder,
b butter and sogear to & cream, stie
in greivdually the milk, then the frothed
whites, lastly, and very lightly, the
flour which s been sifted twice with
the buking powder, Jluke In cups or o
mold and cut with Hyguld satoe —De-
Lroit Free Pross,

—Chicken Cremey—Parboll o couple
of young chickens, cut them In pleces
nndd throw into warm water for half sn
hour; then do then over the firedn n
litile frosh butter, with salt, parsley,
pepper, ote, sprinkle with flour and
dilute with o glusas of boiling water;
cover tho stewpan close and let it
on hot ashes until the water has soa!
into the chieken, then add half a pint
of crenm nnd a little buttor. The yolks
of three eggs may be putin alag; buy in
that case a smasll quantity of verjalee
should be put In before the cream,—
Hoston Herald,

—P'retty noats for bedrooms or the
small sitting room of the hpouse'nre the
:horth:mlon benches sold In the home

urnishing shops. « pninted in

white or auwmmm elpaint
and cushioned. An extromely “pretty
one is of white onnmel, with light En-
glish violots painted on the logs and
nlong the side pleces. . The cushion is
voverod with a white silk, dotted with
bunches of hellotrope violets The
cushion is merely Inid on the hench and
held in place by s brond band of hello-
trope ribbon, passed around upderthe
bench at elther ofid, and tied on top In
n handsome flat bow. Some strips of
an old quilt, washed and cut into the
requisite length and width, ‘make an
excallont filling for the cushion; & mus-
lin covor is fitted over it before the silk
one is slipped on.—N. Y. Timek

JOANNE KOERTEN'S WORK,
A Little Duteh Girl aod § n e
o Dy QH “ '3_?"

More than two hundred yonrs ngd s
little girl was born ot Amsterdam, in
Holland, wio was named Joanne Koers
ten. She waan pecualiar child in that
she cared nothing whatever to play and
sport, but found her greatest delight In
making coples of things about her, lmi-
tating in wax every kind of fruit, and

muking on silk, with colored ‘flosy ex-
act copies of paintings, which were
thought wonderful.

But after she had
plished in musle,

dery she abandoned all these for s still
moreextraordinary art-—that of entting.
Ono ixselzed with astonishment in look-
ing at her work, for all that the en-
graver accomplishes with '

: R
Lings, hﬂlnll-lug
l'othnrﬂn minute o,
her wsolssors formed
shide," - -

T'he czar, Peter the Great, und others
of high rank pald'he#'hbnos. | One man
high In office . vaioly offered her 1,000
florins  for three small cuttl The
empress of Gurmany d’m 4,000
florins for o trophy shé bud out, bear-
ing the arms of ydoopold,

dnded by

e¢rowned with e
s gurland of lowers. She sl cut t
mperor's portrait, caAn now

:ui:ln the royal art q&%\?m
A great many wpf | sce her
ﬁ p rincenses wqar o

At he. dled; which mm
had lived sixty-five years, his* Busband,
Adrian Block, erveted & monument to

her memory Mm &rnu:: upon i

visitors,
Her cuttings-wendags . effect
nnd so tasteful asto i
and valne to her M'—ﬂ'ﬂ‘u‘h g

me an interview
tonae about 1~ Ut i

t.
Hustling Correspondent—Well, give
what you don's
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