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CHAPTER 1V.—(Continued,)

“Don’t he alarmed,” said the new-
comer, “it's only me, and not the long-
expected come at last in the shape of
the ‘midnight marauder'—l1 like my
grammar, don't you, Mildred? How are
you old boy? Glad to see you. Had no
fdea 1 should first come upom you
gpooning with my sister in the moon-
light, but accidents will happen. Are
they all quite well, Milly?"

“"Quite  well,” Miss Trevanion an-
swered, feeling rather dlggusted and
sore about the moonlight (nnuendo,

and indignant that Denzil should stand
there silent and allow It to pass for

]

| hitherto been iznorant.

granted; “but yvou need not accusa me |

of flirting so soon, Charlle, 1 am not
given that way, as you know, and Mr,
Younge came ont merely because he
felt the night warm.”

“Just €0, sald Chatlle, “0dd how
one always does feel the night warm
when there's a girl on the balcony!
And £0," glancing throngh the bright
red curtalns that concealed the room,
“you have been golng In heavily for
soclety tonight, | can see Mrs, Dev-
erill, and a fat young man, and  your
father, Younge, and ‘my pretty Jane,
and 8ir George eloquent on  Sonth-
downs, and here, to excite
osity, the end of a Llue silk dress, and
there—1 say, Mildred
Is the young person in tights?"

p  “That’s young Mason of the 10th”

sald Miss Trevanion, “and though he
doesn’t intend it, his slothes always
esecem too gmall for him, The blue dress

You see belongs to Frances Slyver-
ton."
“Oh, does it!" exclaimed Charlie,

turning away abruptly,
“Come In and show yourself”
gested Denzil, “You ecan’t

BUg-
think how

my curi- |

fitting raiment got very little of Miss
Sylverton's soclety
CHAPTER V.

It wog Just at this perfod that Miss
Trevanion became aware of a certain
failing of Kddie's about which she had
It came to hei
Kknowledige In this wise: One hunting |
morning during the chilly early break-
fast, at which she always presided, her
father having a prejudice in favor of |
the voffee administered by her fair
hands, It 80 happened that the post ar- |
rived rather more than twenty min- |
uteg hefore the usual hour, and conse-
quently the varlonus |letters were hand-
ed to the agsemblod men to peruse ot
thelr pleasure, while getting through |
the agresable tagk of devouring cold
Eame-ple,

“Two for you," suld 8lr George, and
he flung Eddie a brace of missives that
fell a little gshort of his coffee-cup, and
lay with the black sides turned uper-
most, One had a large square envel-
ope, and a crimson splashing orest and |
coronet, singularly unfeminine, which
nttracted general attention for a mo-‘
ment I

Mildred, idly toyving with a teaspoon, ‘
looked up a minute later and noticed |

 that the lad’s face had grown wonder-

come here. Who |

| other men of his reglment ataying at

awfully glad they will be to see you, |

It was only yesterday your mother was
complaining about the short leaves of
absence vou get and your coming now

morning costume,” protested Charles,
gayly. “Would you have me throw
discredit on the house of my father?
Why, these Deverills are 8o nice they
would not know exactly how to treat
a fellow who could so far discard ap-
pearances as to turn up at half-past
nine in a gray tweed. Mildred, 1 will
bid you a fond good-night, and be vis-
ible again some time tomorrow, when
you have gently broken the news of
my arrival.
ated by anyone? Can I have {t?

“Neaver mind your room yet,” said

& Mildred, “do you think 1 can let you go

again so easlly? No, come in this
moment when I desire you, and show
yourself to the company In general.
1 would not mizs mamma's look of sur-
prise and delight for anything, so I
must inslst on your obeying me—and,
hesides, vou
Come, darling—do.”

“Well, on your head be It, If Mrs.
Deverill retires in confusion,” Charles
murmured, and followed his sister
obediently into the warm, handsomely
furnished drawing-room.

Miss Sylverton, sitting just inside
the window, looked up with a sudden

4 start as he passed her, and, crossing

the room to where his mother sat,

| answered, the dejected expression dis-

a0 unexpectedly, will enhance your
value doubly.
» “My dear fellow, consider—I'm In

Is my old room appropri- |

look charming in gray. |

| Eddie. in a voice that perfectly suited

laid his hand lightly on her shoulder, |
He was not a handsome young man |

—was, in fact, the plainest Trevanion

of them all—but the actlon he used to- |

ward his mother was full of such ten-
der, beautiful grace as might have
belonged to the most polished cour-
tier of the olden days.

Lady Caroline turned, and half
avied aloud in her intense surprise and
joy. He was her eldest-born, the be-

| dreadful as your manner seems to im-
| ply.

loved of her heart, and she welcomed |

him accordingly; indeed, every one

» seemed only too glad to see once more

Charles Trevanion's falr, sunburnt
face, and hear his honest, happy
volce, unless perhaps Miss Sylverton,
who, once her astonishment at his sufl-
den appearance was at an end, ap-
peared to lose all interest in his pres-
ence, and went back to the rather one-
sided flirtation she was holding with
“the man in tights"”
“"How d'ye do, Miss
Charles sald
put her hand coldly into his,

Sylverton?"

presently, and Frances
“"Have |

you been getting on pretty well? You |
canpnot think how happy It makes a |

fellow to be heartily welcomed after a

by you"”

“1 cannat gay how long or how short
your abgence has been,” Frances pee
torted, “as I have had no means of
remembering when it was when you
weant,"”

“Whose fault
gently.

“Was It mine?" There was just a
suapicion of tears under the long dark
Jashes, 1 don't think I ever forbid
you to come and say good-by at Sly-
verton, did 17"

“No, not exactly, perhaps; but there

was that?™' he sald,

somebody told me, a few months ago
that she huted me."”

“And | dare say she will tell you so
a Nttle, low, happy laugh:

ces, with

% long absence, as [ have been welcomed |

ware more ways of forbidding than
those expressed in words. | have & |
dim recollection, a falnt Idea. that

| er 1 proclalm myself a blackguard and

again before she dies,” returned Fran- |

“meantime I am very, very glad Iﬂ-I
desd, Charlie to see yon home again.” |

“Are
softly,
After that, the young man In close

vou, Frances?” sald Charles,

L

fully dull and pale for him, and that ‘
he was staring at the now open letter |
with a palned gravity unusual in hin:
s,

“Yias she bowled yon out, Trevan-
fon?" asked young Calrns, with a gay,
thoughtless laugh, from the far end of
the table. where he sat near two

King's Abbott for a few day's hunting,
“Regularly  Knocked over, eh? You
look like (0"

“Not quite so bud as that Eddje
appearing altogether from his counte-
nance with such rapldity that Miss
Trevanion, still watching, conciuded |
her fears had been groundless and dis- |
missed the incident, as meaning noth-
ing, from her mind,

Later on, toward the evening, how-
ever, wandering leisurely up-stairs to
dress for dinner, and having oceasion
to pass through the pleture gallery,
beyond which lay many of the bed-
roome, her own amongst the number,
she beheld Eddle at a distant window,
his head pressed against the painted
glass, his entire attitude suggestive of
despair, Even as she looked there
arose hefore her a vislon of broken
bread and half-cut pasties, with much
plate and china, and a gaudily-crested
envelope lving in thelr midst,

She went up to him and
head upon his shoulder.

“Anything the matter?"” she asked,
lghtly enough, not anticipating any
real trouble,

He turned and faced her, thereby
displaying a countenance betokening
anything but that inward peacefulness

laid her

commonly supposed to come from the
possession of a qulet consclence, |
“Why, Eddie Miss Trevanlon ex-

elaimed, “what I8 it? What has hap- |

pened? Why are you standing here
alone?”
“Nothing has happened,” returned

his fuce, and #o was lugubrious in the
extreme; after which he most une
gratefully turned his back to her.
“Surely you will tell me,” she ex-
postulated. “It ecan be nothing so

Come, Eddie, speak to me; per-
haps—- who knows?—I shall be able to
help vou,"

“Nobody can help me,"” sald Eddle.

“Nonsense! It isn't llke you to be
&0 down-hearted—is t? and [ can
genernlly assist everybhody, you know:
s0 let me try with you. You will con-
fide in me, dearest, will you not? In-
deed | cannot be happy while you look
s0 miserahle.”

“Just 80, broke out Eddie at last,
with the reckless scorn people gener-
ally Indulge In when conversing with
their best friends—that I8 when thelr
best friends have succeeded in driving
them into & corner—"and of course
you will have no dificulty in putting
your hand in your pocket now this
moment and glving me three hundred
pounids on the spot.”

“Oh, Eddie, what is it you mean?"
Migs Trevanion asked, now thoroughly
frightened, ready money belng an
article very scarce and difficult of at-
talnment in the Trevanion household,
and Sir George's private affairs and
general  “hard-uppishness” being well
known to the elder members of the
famlily.

“l mean that I have been gambling
and have lost three hundred pounds*
Eddie sald.

And then Miss Trevanlon felt that
the trouble was a very real trouble,
indeed. She conld not speak to him
for & miciment, and &0 Kept sillénce.
Presently he spoke again,

“There i8 nothing to be done, Mil-
dred, that | can see,” he went on—
nothing. I have no means of paying
this money, and so | suppose the soon-

get out of the country the better for

you all"”

“Do not say that," Mildred sald, in
a low volee. “Is thers no way of man-
aging 1t? Let us think well before we

give up In despalr.”
“There 1§ no way,"” he azld—"nona.*
I have long overdrawn my ysars al-

' not bear to tell him of it

Cluek, until

lowanes, and the governor is too hard
up to advance, even if he would, an-
other fifty to say nothing of what 1
want  Desides, Mildred, 11  eould
he has so
often warned me agalnst gambling on
mecount  of that  wretched old story
about Willonghby Trevanion. 1 think
it woulil almost break his heart if he
fancied the family curse had broken
agaln in me, and—oh, Milly, I
swear to you | never meant it; it all
came about so suddenly, so miserably.
I had alwayve been proverbial for my
that evening at the vis-
count’s rooms, and then [ lost my
head, | think: and the worst of It s
Poyntz Is just now so deucedly used np
himself that he can't afford to walt”

“For how long hus this—thla gamb-
ling been going on?’ Miss Trevanion
nsked,

“About a year and a half,”

“And how have you managed to pay
your debts during all that time?”

“I never logt much before, and, when
I did, was always sure to win It back
ngwin the following night. That was
the evil of the thing, you see; |t
drew me on, encournged me, until 1
felt 1 couldn't lose, and then In the
end, na 1 have told you, my luck de-
serted me, and left me as 1 am now,
hopelessly  in debt, and  digshonored,
and s0 on.” wound up the poor boy
with o miserable choking sensation in
his throat.

“Oh, dear, what can the matter
be?" sung bonny Mabel, at the top of
her clear, sweet volee, the words, sin-
gularly appropriate, albeit unmeant
as they wore, echolng merrily throngh

the chamber as  she came swiftly to-
ward them through the gathering
gloom,

Her advent, unexpected as it was,

left Eddie and Miss Trevanion speech-
less,
“Why, you two,” sghe said—"are you

; struck dumb that you both stand there
| 5o sllent

in the twilight? Has the
‘holy friar' of our establishment ap-
peared unto you and deprived you of
the organs of speech? Mildred, yon
remind me of some stricken saint,
leaning in  that position, with the
painted lght of that window falling
full upon you in such a dim religlous
ghostly sort of manner; while Eddie—
Good gracious, Eddle, what's the mat-
ter with yon?"

Miss  Trevanion
brother. and he sald:

“Oh, tell her—there is little good in
keeping It secret now, when every one
will know it soon,"” and so "“the queen”
wiis enlightened forthwith and, con-
trary to all expectations—as she was
generally the most easy~going of tha
Trevanlons— was supremely Indignant
on the spot.

“Well, 1 have never heard anything
80 disgraceful,” declared that august
young personage, when the recltal was
finished to the last word—"never!"
And, if anyone but you had told me of
it, Mildred, 1 should not have belleved
them. 1 think”—to Eddie—"you ought
to be thoroughly ashamed of yourself,
when you know poor papa I8 In such
difficulties, and no earthly way of get-
ting out of them. No, Mildred, 1 won't
#top; it is useless to shake your head
at me behind hig back; I mean to say
just what is on my mind—and I think
too much could never be sald on such
a subject. You may spend your life
glossing over other people’s faults, but
1 am not an angel, and c¢annot; be-
sides what (8 to be done? How the
money I8 to be pald 1 cannot Imagine,
I'm sure; and, In fact, I have no pa-
tience with him!" concluded Mabel,
slightly out of breath, but with a fin-
ishing touch of scorn that would have
done credit to a parliamentarian.

{To be Continued.)

glanced al  ber

Farms Can Bo Made to Pay.

A professor in Cornell university
has been discussing In print the ques-
tion whether a farm can be made to
pay. He thinks it can, but with some
mental reservations on the subject of
what it means to have a farm *‘pay.”
He says of one of his early experi-
ences with his farm: “Half of coun-

try life Is In the living, It is in the
point of view. It is In the way In
which we look at things. Thoreau re-
Jolced when It ralned because he

knew that his beans were happy. One
day my man was agitated because the
woodchucks were eating the beans. He
would go to town at once and buy a
gun. I asked him how many beans the
woodchucks would probably destroy.
He thought from one-eighth to one-
quarter of an acre, Now, one-quarter
of an acre of field beans should bring
me & net cash return of $3 or $4. I
told him that he could not buy a gun
for that money. If he had a gun he
would waste more time killing the
woodchucks than the beans would be
worth. But the worst part of it would
be that he would kill the woodchucks,
and at daylight morning after morn-
ing I had watched the anlmals as
they stole from the bushes, sniffed the
soft morning alr and nibbled the crisp
young leaves, Many a time [ had
spent twice $4 for much less entertain-
ment. My nelghbor thought that I
ought to cut out the briers in the fence
corner. [ told him that I liked to see
the briers there. He remarked that
some folks are fools. 1 replied that it
is fun to be a fool.”

Lot children know something of the
worth of money by earning It; over-
pay them If you will, but let them got
some idea of the equivalents; If they
get distorted notlons of values at the
slart they will never be righted —Tal
mage,

The tooth often bites the tongue,
and yet they keep together,

Desplae not a small wound, a poo
kinsman or an humble enemy.

OF MYARLY.
fhis only grant me, that my means may
e

Too low for eavy, for contempt too high.
SBome henar 1 would have,

Not from mreat deeds, but good alone!

The unknown are botter than 11l Krown:
Rumor can ope the grave

Acqualntanve 1 wonld have, but when't
depends

Not on the mumber, but the cholce, of
friends

.Nkll should, not business, entertaln the
ight
And sleep, am undigturbed as death, the
night,
My house A cottage mora
Than palace, and should Aiting be
For all my use, no lusury
My garden palnted o'er
With Nature's hand, Art's;
Mleasures yield
Horace might envy in his Sabine fleld.

not and

Thus would 1
PR
For he that runs 1t well twice runas his

race
And in this true delight,
There unbought sports, this happy state,
1 would not fear, nor wish, my fate;

double my life's fading

But boldly say sach night,
To:morrow let my sun his beams dis-
plewy,

Or In clouds hide them; 1 have Hvad to«
day. Abraham Cowley.

Manha-Mth;}:

BY MARY MARSHALL PARKS,
Author “Two Polnts of View,” ete

lt.‘hpgrlsht‘ iNiL, by Dally Ntory Fub, Co)

Although she made no complaint,
her heart wus slowly breaklng, for
she had lost her husband's affections.
All the thougbt, all the care, all the
tenderness which should have been
hers, he lavished on a black hole in
the ground which he ealled the “lm-
iy K.**

Not that mine operating was his oc-
cupation, He was ounly a very excel-
lent and wall-pald bookkeeper for
Smith & Smith, dealers in minlog
supplies; but every penny of his am-
ple ealary that was not needed by his
family for the barest necossities wWas
absorbed by the Kmily K., or some
other of that insatinble sisterhood.

“James,” his wife sald to him one
night, “1 wish Louise could begin her
musle now. The leacher that boards
BCross the strect says she has won-
derful talent; and she'll give her les-
sons for half price and let her prac-
Uce over thers."

“Half price!” sald the man, sharp-
ly. “I can pay full price, and 1 will
48 goon as 1 make a big strike, We're
Eettin’ the finest kind o' shines. See
here!” And he drew from his pocket
& bhandful of glittering specimena,
"louise shall have her lessons. She
shall go to Boston to study. Just wait
a little.”

A week later he came home with a
haggard face,

“Drowned out!" he sald, huskily.
“The water has beat us In apite of all
we could do. Curse the luck! It we
only bad capital enough for a steam
pump, We were nearly there."

“But you might pot have struck It
anyway, James."

“Couldn’t 'a’ helped it, Martha,” he
replled, impatiently, “Haven't 1 told
¥e the mining experts all say the rich
vein they're workin® In the ‘Wild
Goose,” runs stralght into our lot?"

He walked the floor with hasty, ir-
regular strides; and there was a fever-
ish glare In his eyes.

“We'll bave to go back to the "Little
Letty,"” he said at last, with a sigh
that was balf a sob, "It aln't near as
good a prospect. Some fellows were
talking today about a new prospect
down on the tract where the Republic
Zine Co, made their big strike, I must
g0 back down and sce ‘em about it
I don't want any supper.”

Ag he left the bouse a tall, handsome
girl came Into the room.

“Did you ask pa about my new
dress?’ gho Inquired, anxiously.

“I just couldn’t, honey,” sald the
mother, deprecatingly. “He's all
worked up over the Emily K. "he
water has got in. And bhe's talkin'
about a new prospect.’”

The girl's fuce paled with disap-
pointment. “I won't go to the party
then,” she said, passionately. “lt's—

P * * and kissed him right in the

court,

the firat time Harry ever asked me;
but 1 won't go with him In that old,
fuded dress, The giris at school all
laugh at it;
And the house Is so shabby I'm
ashamed to ask him here. | hate the
Emily K. and all the rest of ‘em.”

“You can't hate '‘em worse than |
do, but 1 can't do anything. ‘Tain't
like your pa was ugly abour lt. He
never refuses o thing—Jest says wait
a little; an’ he's so kind about it, If
he ever should strike it, he'd spend his
money ke water. 1 hate wo see yon
children geing without things; but
the worst of all to me I8 the way It's
changed vour pa. You don't know
what he was before he got this min-
ing fevor—the best—the kindest—*

*0 mother, don't ery,” wailed the
girl,
va; but oh, what shall we do?
shall we do?

JAany times durlng the sorrowful
years thuat followed dgid the heuart-sick |

What

: .
and be's so particular. | knew him sald he was dying of a brok-

“I know It's worse for you than |

woman #cho hor daughter's despalring
worde. Day by day she saw her hus-
band grow mors infatuated, more in-
different to her welfare, more oblivi-
ous to avery earthly happening not In
soms way connected with mining.

The boys ran away from home to
escape the pluching and dreariness,
and all came to grief; the girls, for
the same reason, married bhastily and
unhapplily.

At Inst she was left alone, utterly
alone; for her husband had no thought
for anything but the shifting will o
the wisp that he had chased for so
many years, When disaster overtook
his children, he seemed more startied
than grieved; and the shock he might
have felt when a telegram anunounced
his eldest daughter's mortal (liness wis
usutralized by his frantic anxisty over
water in the “"Hessle B

The lonely woman was sitting one
evoning In the dark little parlor her

“You don't say! A little girl! My!"

daughters had hated so when her hus-
band stumbled up the steps. For one
horrified moment she thought he was
intoxicated;and o he was—but not
with wine.

“Mother!” he cried, with a hyster-
leal sob. “"We've struck It at Iast—
struck it rich-—nn immense veln of
solid jack-—sume one ‘at runa through
the 'Big Four.' What'd 1 tell ¥e,
Martha? 1 told yo ye'd die a rich
woman, mother, Rich! Rich Loulse
can have her lessons now; and
Teddy—"

He gtopped with a jerk, His jaw
dropped and his hand went unstead-
fly to his head, The light that had
been blinding him for years had sud-
denly gone out,

“Teddy—" he faltered agnin, awWAy-
ing until he felt the support of the
wall behind him,

Teddy was the boy who had been
shot by the Indlans. And Loulse—
Loulse was lylng under the sod in far
away Dakota with her day old baby
in her arms. She died calling for the
mother who could not come to her be-
cause it had taken a month's salary In
advance to fight the water in the
“'Bessie B."

The old man looked at his wife with
geared eoyes, but thelr was no re
sponse to his appeal,
had gone out long before for lack of
fuel; and after the frst stare of
amazement at his wild speech, she had
ceased to look at him or heed him.
Her aching heart was in Dakota beside
a grave that she had never seen.

The desolate man tottered out on
the little porch. It was a quiet street;
but the few pussers-by gazed curlously
at his bowed head. The blg strike
was the talk of the town, and they
wondered at hls attitude. Aa the
gshadows deepened, he rose and crept
into the house with tears streaming
down his face.

“Martha! Mother! Where air
I'm afrald,” he sobbed,

The woman turned in the darkness
with & glad light in bher eyes. This
was a sound that she knew and loved.

“Hera | am, Jamle!” she criad, In
a thrilling volce, holding out her arms.

“I've wronged ye, Martha—you and
the children; but I meant it for the
best,” he walled, as she laid his
trembling head on her arm, “l meant
to do right by ye, mother."

“Never mind, Jamle Ilad. Never
mind, honey. | know you thought It
was best. 1 knew It all the time,”
she crooned, strokimg his gray bhair
and smiling happily. For out of the
wreck of her ruined life, sweetheart,
husband and child In one had come
back to her emply arms.

ye?

REFUSE CONSOLATION.

Dogs, Horges and Birids Rometimes He-
come Broken-Hearted,

There have been many cases on rec-
ord of animals dying of “broken
hearts,” usually dogs and horses, and
sometimes birds, Not long ago a young
lady living In London who owned a
tjordon setter that was very fond of
her, was married, and moved to the
country, says Golden Penny. The dog
was left behind, and at once became
inconsolable. He would eat nothing,
and stood looking out of the window
far hours at a time, whining and moan-
ing pititully. The dog was wasting
away from exhanstion. Those who

en heart, When It was seen that he
would die If he conld not see hig mis-
tregs he was taken to her, His joy at
seeing her was extravagant, and hie at
oni'e got bhetter. His mistress soon
wfter came to town for a4 two weeks'
visit, and left the dog with the serv-
ants in the country, When she re-
turned she found him dead. lying on
ane of her garments. The poor brute,
thinking himsell again deserted, lay
down to dle, and could not be driven

The fire of love

by any one axcopt his old friend, and
after many trials he was put back s
the atable and another horse took hit
place, The horse continnally watched
the stable doos for his master to entear
He refused to eat the hay and omta
placead before him. Day by day ha
graw thinner and weaker, At last he
fell down and could not rise, and died
befors his friend and driver returned
to duty. The veterinary surgeon whao
attended him sald he died of & “broken
heart."

vy

ARTIFICIAL STONES.

ingredisnts Used In Making Them Thad
Devotve the Eleot.

To meet the growing demand for ar-
tificlal jewelry the process of making
“precious stones'” has been greatly lm-
proved within the last few years, and
its further development has enlisted
the aervicea of some of the most skills
ful chemists, The material chiefly
usad ¢ glass, but It I8 not the ordinary
glass of commerce. This glass can
e made from absolutely pure quarts,
on better still, from rock crystal, as
quartz frequontly econtalns minute
velns of lron, which would Impair the
olearness and color of the glass. The
blearbonate of potash and the oxide of
lead which are mixed with it must alse
be chemically pure. Other Ingrediénts
of lesa importance are borax, which
premotes the flux; and a small guan-
tity of arsenle. The best glass for im-
Itatlon gems consists of rock crystal,
42 per cent; bicarbonate of potash, 17
per  cent; oxlde of lead, 50 per
cent: borax, 1 per cent, and A
trace of nrsenle. Carefully prepared by
compatent  hands, this mixture pro-
duces a grade of gluss which In bril
lHnney and Iridescence yields little te
the genulne diamond Itself, and thess
qualities may be further enhanced by
the substitution of potassium for tha
blearbonate of potash and an increasa
of the guantity of oxlde of lead used.
Stones carefully made by this process
can only be distinguished from tha
genuine by experts. This s true, how.
ever, only so0 long as they are new,
for the imitation gems wear off,becoma
blind and lose thelr re with age, and
it 18 to remedy these defects that the
efforts of chemists are now directed.
Opaque gems, like the turquolse and
the opal, are made from glass whose
transparency 18 destroyed by the ads
dition of oxide of zine after pulverizas
tion. The color of the turquolse ia
produced by means of oxide of copper
and cobalt. Pennsylvania Grit,

BEAUTIFUL HANDS,

To Ba One's Own Manloure Is Not a
DiMouit Muatter.

To be one's own manicure |8 not ad
all a diMlcult matter, and requires only
patience and a certaln deftness. As a
matter of first importance, It I8 neces-
sary that the hands should be kept
soft and the skin pllant, To do this,
the easiest way i8 to rub them well In
cucumber crenm at night, and to wear
a palr of comfortable large gloves,
The hands then in the morning should
be washed with almond meal of fing
quallity, or a bag of fine oat meal. Tha
nalls should be polished every day to
keep them bright, and ten minutes Ia
ample time to devote to this process,
All aclds except, perhaps, lemon julos
should be avolded, as they will prob-
ably do more harm than good, it heing
necessary to use all strong aclds with
the greatest care. Very attractiva
hands are very easlly kept if one ia
systematie about It, and it must be
confessed thut no greater personal at-
traction can a lady possess than beau.
tiful, well-kept hands. Even if they
are not beautiful, if they are perfectly
cared for they cannot fall to be at-
tractive. Very pointed nalls are not
consldered quite as eclegant as those
more moderate in Yhape.

Haby's Ploture.

The trials that beset the amateur
photographer are many, but tha pure
Joy of obtaining a good plcture now
and then compensates him for fre.
quent fallures, “I've got the baby's
photograph. 1 took It all myself, and
it came out splendidly,” said a ten-
year-old enthusiast, presenting for
grandmother’s Inapection a pleture ot
# bed on which lay & small bundla
covered with mosquito-netting. “Yes,
dear, that's the baby on her mother'a
bed, sure enough.” sald grandmother,
after a careful study of this “still-
Hie'™ subject through her spectacles.
"Yes'm,” sald the young photographer
with pardonable pride. “Mother sald
1'd never be able to take her when
she's awnke ‘cause she squirms so, but
| getting her asleep that way, and under
the mosquito-netting, it was just as

|| easy' And aren’t the legs of the bed
splendid  and  elear?”"—Youths' Come
panion.

Blmple Life of Holiand's Queen,

No wealthy American girl could In
her home live more simply than
Queen Wilhelmina, and her regime is
a model which any young women of
humbler birth might follow with ad-
vantage. In the morning she Is up
with the Iark, and after a light break-
fagt of chocolate and rolls or eoffee and
rolls ghe devotes an hour to study, and
| another to affairs of state. Then she
goes for a drive, unlesg some state
business requires her presénce. At
noon the regular Duteh breakfast Is
served, with simple, healthy food, and
without the parade and ceremony
which many private families affect.

After Lreakfast the Queen devotes
more time to study and state business,

or conxed from his place, nelther would |
he eat nor drink. A horse belonging to |
i brewery had been driven for years |
by a4 man to whom he had become
much attached
falled to appear at the stable, and an-

other man was put on the wagon.
horse, however, refused to be driven

'rh.,ltn conversation, muslic and amuse
L]
|

and then again takes an hour of ex-
ercige, returning for tea. Dinner,
which I8 more ceremonlous than the
noon repast, usually passes en famille,

One day the driver | and the evening which follows, as In

many ordinary home circles, is spent

men s,

- —




