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CHAPTER IX. °
Continued.

They went to a second-hand ward-
robe shop, where the vvoman who kept
it—satisfying herself first that the sov-
ervign which Lictle Make-Believe
showed her was a good one—gave her
the benefit of her experience in the
selection of frocks and hats.

The choosing of colors and materials
occupied them for a considerable time;
Little Make-Believe was soon sulted
—a brown stuff frock and a plain
traw hat, which the woman declared
almost with tears-in her eyes, were
dirt cheap for four shillings and six-
pence, were purchased for her.

Far more dificult was the selection
of a frock and hat for Saranne, who at
length was made happy by becoming
the possessor of a blue frock of soft
cashmere and a hat trimmed with rib-
bons apd little bunches of forget-me-
nots,

These could not be obtained for less
than eleven shillings, and the balance
of the sovereign wasexpended in stock-
ings and some pieces of colored ribbons
for the further adornment of the
beanty of the family.

The purchase of boots and sundry
other small requirements was left for
the next day. Loaded with their pur-
chases, Little Make-Believe and Sa-
ranne reiurned home as happy. nay,
perhaps happier than any two human
beings within a dozen miles of them.

There was much to do at home that
vight: the frocks, being second-hand,
did not exactly fit; alterations were re-
quired in them, whieh, of course, it
fell to the lot of Little Make-Belleve
to make.

She was quite clever with her needle
and the way she sei to work, snipping
and cutting and altering would have
been a lesson for many a dressmaker,

Loniz before she was done Saranne
was abed and asleep, dreaming fairy
dreams_ with smiles on her lips and joy
in her heart.

Not less happy was Little Make-Be-
lieve, who sat till nearly 2 in the morn-
ing engaged in her labor of love.

As she cut and stfitched there was a
swmile also on her lips and in her heart

a

o

song.

The common room was glorified, the
gleam of the one thin candle a very
blaze of light

The faded and torn paper on the
walls, the black ceiling, the hard bed,
he scanty farniture—these were the
unreal surreundings of this patient,
sweet, nnselfish young soul.

What was the reality? Why, what
” question to ask? Did it not shine
aronmsd her in flowers and stars and
sunlizht and shining water?
in which the lovliest {rees
growing to the skies, the bees
singing their songs of fruitful fAavor,
birds chirping on the branches and fiy-
ing to and fro from their nests, sheep
cows being milked, fragrant
myriad graceful
air, lakes in
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which ihe fish were.zleaming, visions
of - Aladdin’s eave sparkling with jew-
els which were theirs for the gather-

ing. a mwarble epstle with white steps
teadl io flowerad terraces over which

men were wandering,
luvisihle music—earth, air
and lhcaven vwielding thelr sweelest
fapoles 1o i1l with insffable gratitude
and hanpiness the heart of our Little
Make-B:alieve whilset she plied her
needle in that common room in Clare
Afarkst,

And from all these imaginings, as
though he was the subtle eszence
which gave them birth and invested
them with their wondrous beauty, the
figure of Walter Deepdale with his
Laudsome face and gentle voice was
never absent.

Dream on, Little Make-Believe.
Even to you, bending over the second-
hand frock you are altering for Sa-
ranne—even to you in that small dim-
Iy-lighted room has come a foretaste of
Licaven,

no
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CHAPTER X,

Little Make-Believe Receives an Offer
of Marriage.

The following day after purchasing
their boots, Little Make-Believe and
Saranne went to Thomas Dexter and
ibanked him.

He expressed his satisfaction and
2sked Little Make-Believe what, she
thought of his pretending.

“It was fust class,” she replied.
wish I could pretend like that.”

“You'd pretend a lot of things into
Teality if you could.”

“"That T could. We shouldn't want
for mueh.” :

"I ought to have told yer that the
two soversigns were sent by Mr. Deep-
iale. They didn’t come from me.”

‘II

gale
“We thought so, sir.”
“Will you have money enough?”
“Yes, Mr. Dexter, plenty.”

: \-1 ¢ Dbought frocks, bats and
“And some other things we wanted

as well. Why, we never had so much

to spend in our lives.”

bai 7{:3-."::'5 something you haven't

SED that yer might want. A caps
10 20 over yer frocks on rainy days.”
I Lope it won't rain!” said Sa-
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through, and spoil your frocks,
I've got a present for you.”

And he brought forward two silk
capes for fine days and two warm
cloaks for rainy days.

They were exactly alike,

“I don't know,” said Little Make-
Believe, “what should make every-
body so good to us. “We ought to be
the happiest of the happy—and we are,
Mr, Dexter. Why, Saranne, we shall
be regular ladies!”

“Only,” said Thomas Dexter, gayly,
“don’t grow proud, as other ladies do.”

“That rould never happen, Mr. Dex-
ter. YWhat I want, sir, is for some
way to show our gratitude. I'd work
my fingers to the bone for them as has
been so kind to us.”

“No occasion to tell me that, Make-
Believe. I wish I could come into the
country with yer.” )

Now, who should be watching them
through the window as they stood talk-
ing to Thomas Dexter but Foxey, and
presently he saw a wonderful thing.

“After you'd done your pretending
and went away,” said Saranne, “and
we looked up and saw the two sov-
ereigns on the table, I said to Make-
Believe I'd like to kiss you—for I

Now,

thought at first they came from you.

“And now that you know they didn’t
come from me,” said Thomas Dexter,
“yer wouldn't like to kiss me, I sup-
pose.”

What Foxey saw at this moment was
this:

He saw Little Mnke-Beli'eve go up to
Thomas Dexter and kiss him.

It was such a kiss as a child might
have given to her father, but through
Foxey's heart shot a jealous pang,

Presently the girls left the shop, and
Foxey followed them wunobserved,

Good news sometimes flies as fast as
bad, but it was not to be expected that
the circomstance of Little Make-
Believe exchanging two golden sover-
eigns in the purchase of clothes
should pass unpnoticed, and Thomas
Dexter himself had, for reasons of his
own, made it known that the sisters
had been invited to spend a few days
in the country.

Into these reasons it will be as well,
In the cause of charitable feeling, not
to enter; sufficient to say that any evil
consiruction which might have been
placed upon Litile Make-Believe's and
Saranne's possession of so much money
wag by these means nipped in the bud,

Foxey was one of those who had
heard of the treat in store for the
sisters,

All day long he watched them with-
ouy their knowledge; he wanted to
speak to Little Make-Believe quietly,
with no one by, but he could not obtain
an opportunity.

Night came on, and he had not been
able to exchange a word with her; with
what was iu his mind he could rest no
longer.

He knocked at the door of the house
in which she lived, and asked the
woman to tell Little Make-Belive that
a friend wanted to speak to her. She
came at once,

“Oh, it's you, Foxey,” she said, not at
all displeased to see him. “What do
yer want?"' -

“I want to speak to yer,” he an-
swered, “if yer don't mind coming out
for a minute or two,”

Without any susplicion or fear she ac-
companied him to a part of the street
where there was the least chance of
their conversation being iuterrupted,

“You aln't in any trouble are you?®"
she asked,

“No, Make-Belleve,” he replied, “I
ain't in no trouble. I heered as you
was golng into the country.”

“Yes,” she sald; “it's the fust time
we've ever been. Why, whoever told
yer?n

“It's all over the shop,” he said,
gloomily; “you’ve been buying new
dresses and boots.”

‘IYeS-"

“And you've been kissing Tommy
Dexter.”

She was silent; there was that in his
voice which suddenly made her {rem-
ble.

“How do yer know that?’ she asked,
presently.

“l seed yer this morning as I hap-
pened to pass bis shop.”

“There was no harm in it,” said Lit-
tle Make-Believe, after another pause;
“he’'s been a real good friend to Sar-
anne and me. He knows we're going
to have a holiday—it's the fust we ever
had, Foxey—aund he give us this morn-
ing two uice capes and two warm
cloaks.”

And then suddenly she exclaimed,
rather fiercely:

“What makes you speak of it as if I
was doing something wrong? Do yer
want me to hate yer?”

“No, Make-Believe, no!" he cried,
eagerly. “If yer say there was no
harm in it, of course there was no
harm in it."”

“He's old enough to be my grand-
father,” said Little Make-Believe.

The situation was so extremely novel
to her that she was swayed by oppos-
ing moods, which at one moment led
her into exculpation of her actions, and
in the next fired her with indignation
at Foxey's interference with them.

“What do yer mean,” she cried, *by
:alking to me like that? You've nc

right to watch me, as 1'ig aware on

Look here, Foxey; you're a bad lot, 1
know, but I never thought you was
sneak enough to be a spy.”

He quivered at this and replied:

“I'm no spy. I watched yer to-day
because I wanted to speak to yer alone,
As to being a bad lot—we]l, I know 1
am; I ain't got nothink to say agin
that. But I ain’t a sneak, Make-Be-
lieve; I never went back on a pal and
never showed a white liver.”

Ordinarily his voice was harsh and
defiant, but it was now so mild, and
his manner altogether was so humble,
that Little Make-Believe reproached
herself for being hard to him.

“T'1l take back about the sneak,” she
sald, “but it is strange that youn should
have been watching me all day. What
for?

“That's what I'm coming to, but 1
must settle about Tommy Dexter first.
It made my blood boil to see you kiss
him. Do yer do it often?’

“I never did it afore, though you've
no right to arks.”

“Perhaps not, yet—" and he looked
at her with such eager eyes that she
began to tremble again. “But I may
have. Bad lot as I am, Make-Believe,
old Tommy Dexter ig a thousand times
worse.”

She was not one to hear her friends
traduced without defending them, and
she said, with flashing eyes: >

“He ain’t bad. He’s done me many
‘a good turn. If that's what yer come
to say to me yer might bave saved
yverself the trouble.”

“It's not what I come to say.”

And then he paused; something
seemed to stick in his throat.

“Out with it, then,” said Little Make-
Believe, “if yer not ashamed of it. Uve
got a lot to do, and I can't stop talks
ing here all night.”

“Yer know that promise yer got out
of me,"” he said, with the mighty effort.

“What promise?”

“About me getting a honest living.”

“Oh, yes, I remember. Have yer
kept it%”

*I have, Make-Believe.”

“There, now, Foxey, you've made me
downright glad. Forgit anythink un-
kind I said to yer. Here's my hand.”

He took it and did not let it go.”

“I made the promise for your sake,
Make-Believe.”

“I know; you're better than I thought
you was, Foxey.”

“It's you as has made me better—
and you can make me better still. You
understand me, don't yer?”

“0Oh, yes, I understand yer, Foxey.”

It was a great pleasure to her to
know that she had a good infiuence
over him, and she gave him a kind
look.

“Well, then,” he said, “when shall
it be?®”

Her kind look changed to one of
bewilderment,

“Nhen shall what be??

“The wedding. I've got a room, and
some bits of furniture; I'll get more
afore another month’s over my head,
and I promise to be good to yer. Yer
know how I can keep a promise, and
I'll keep this one, Yhen shall it Dbe,
Make-Believe?”’

“Why!” she cried. “Do yver mean to
say yer want to marry me?”

“That's it, exactly, Make-Believe;
there ain't a gal in Clare Market that
can hold a candle to yer, and that's
why I have been follering yer about
this blessed day. What are yer shak-
ing yer head for? XLy can't yer

speak?”
“"Cause yer've taken away wmy
breath. I never heerd such a thing in

all my born days! You're never in
earnest, Foxey?"

“I am, Make-3elieve.
lown dead if I ain’t.”

It need mnot this to convince her.
Mustering sufficient courage to look
him straight in the face, as he gtood
before her blocking the way, gha saw
that Qe was, indeed, terribly in eary-
est,

“Cowme,"” he sald, somewhat roughly,
“gay 'T'll have yer, Foxey,’ and make
an end of it."

“I ean't make an end of {t that way,"

“Why

““Because I don't care for yer,"

He took her two hands and held them
A% in a vise,

“Say that again,” he demanded.

She steadied her voice and repeated:

“I don't care for yer.” X ey

“And yer wont have me?”

“No, I wont.”

“What! Arter fooling me in the way
you've done?”’

“Who's been fpoling yer?’ she asked
indignantly. “Yer telling lies, yer.
know yer are! Here—jest let go my
hands, or I'll scream for help!”

“You've got no call to,” he said in a
gloomy voice, releasing . her hands.
“Yer don’t think I'd hurt yer, do yer?
But I wouldn’t give much for the man
as'd stand atween you and me. Ah,

Strike me

1 but yer playing with me, Make-Be-

lieve! you've only been speaking in
fun. Yer want me to wait a bit. All
right; I'll wait, I will, if it's six
months.”

“It's no use of yer going on like
that,” said Lit{le Make-Believe, recog-
nizing the necessity of firmness; “if yer
waited for six years, or sixty, or six
hundred, I wouldn’t have yer.”

On his part, now, he recognized that
shie was as much in earnest as he,

“Is that yer last word?™

“It is.” g =g

He lald his two hands on her shoul-
ders with a violent grasp, and the pain
he caused her forced a scream from
her lips.

Then he left her suddenly, and as
suddenly returned.

“That night yer found me bleeding
in the road. Yer don’t forgit it.”

llNo.'!

“Yer knelt alongside me, and brought
ne to life again. Yes, I might have
lied if yer hadn’t come. Yer don't for-
At that?” ;

"NOI”

e
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ground which spangles of lace show

Feminine Preas Agen!,

The only woman in the world who
travels as press agent for a circus, it is
said, is Lillian Calvert Van Osten, who
left the stage to exploit the merits of

a Wild West show. Though ecalled
“Miss” and looking little more than a
girl, she is a Mrs.,, and her husband,
who is advertising manager of the
show, travels with bher. Miss Van
Osten’s business is to call upon the
newspapers to induce them to print
good noticeg concerning the show, and
ghe has secured concessions that men
could not. Miss Van Osten finds her
life many-sided and far from prosaie,
and declares she gets a world of hap-
piness in the experiences of her Bo-
bemian life living in an advertising
car.—The Pilgrim. =i

Fad For Scent.
The old prejudice against perfumes:
has died out with the passing of musk
and patchoulii. Those crude odors
which make a room sickening after an
hour or so were considered vulgar, but
the delicate sachets and refined distil-
lations which have taken their places
are more popular than ever were the
musk and patchouli. The woman of
taste chooses one favorite odor and
sees to it that her soaps, her powders,
her ereams, her gowns, her gloves, her
curtains and her bath are all scented
with it. TH® odor of a single flower,
so popular a few seasons past, has
given place to Paris coneoctions or
mixtures called bouquets. The most
fashionable women have an exclusive
bouguet made to order, the secret of
which is kept from all others.

Successfal Womhen Drummers,

“There are numbers of them in Phila-
deiphia,” said a well known traveling
man, speaking of women drummers,
“and they are most successful—mole
successful than the men,

“One of the most suceessful drum-
mers I know is an old lady who lives
here. She is a grandmother, and
through reverses of fortune was
obliged to take to the road, ecarrying
on hier husband’'s business. She’s old
and comparatively feeble, but she can
sell more goods than any man.

“I understand that to-day she has
bought a fine house, and sends a grand-
daughter through college by her work.
There are lots of women on the road
who make a business of selling, and,
though it does not seem to be a striet-
ly feminine field, they succeed in the
work.”—Philadelphia Record, Ear

Glittering Fans,

The medium - sized fan, measuring
eight or nine inches, will be the popu-
lar ones this year, dealers say. Larger
fans, those decorated with real lace
and ostrich feathers, will also be fas-
hionable, and as for the smallest fans
of all, those perhaps five inches long,
this season will see their glorification.

It is the exceptional fan that is not
partially or entirely covered with
spangles.

The. queer thing about it, though, is
that it may be as dignified as it is mis-
chievous. The smallest fans, as well
as the medium sized ones used for
dances and dinners, are practically all
made on the same order, though of
course the former do not admit cof the
elaboration of (esign found on the
larger size.

The gauze foundation prevails and
Is treated with adornment in spangles,
hand painting or applied iace or silk in
charming designs. Spangles come In
different shapes, The round or sharply
pointed oval shapes are the most pop-
ulav, the latter being largely used for
fower petals in spangle design,

A great bachelor button flowey done
In eilver spangles of the oval ghape on
& white fan {s very attractive, On a
black fan is seen an iridescent bird
perched on a gold branch that bears
sllver fruit,

Green fang ‘are new and well liked,
as are also those in the modish rasp-
berry hue. The latter spangled in a
design of gold are especially effective.

Hand painted flowers, like roses and
poppies, sprinkled with a little span-
gle dew, make a delightfully airy,
dainty finish.

Applications of white lace on black
grounds or Dblack Jlace on white
grounds are much sought after. Fans
of white gauze on one side and of
black on the other give a cloudy back-

effectively.—New York Sun.

Chinese Mother,

The Chinese mother is very fond of
ber children, says Paul Hunter in the
Pilgrim. She is happy in their com-
pany and spends much time caring
for them. In a Chinese family the
birth of a child is a greater event than
with other Orientals. Long before the
child is born the mother performs the
rites and ceremonies to propitiate the
gods that her child may be a boy.]
After birth, the little fellow is wrapped
in old rags€, and in winter is some-
times put in a bag of sand sewed
close around its neck to keep the little
one warm. Great rejoicing follows
the -birth of a boy; otherwise, there
Is an air of chastened disappointment.
But good Chinese parents make the
best of their little lassies, becoming
very fond and even proud of them. I
have known more than one Chinese
father to exhibit his toddling wee girl
for approval, though always with the
customary national verbal deprecation
of what belongs to one. Indeed, this
evidence of excessive courtesy may be

It is good form tc villify what is mine
and laud what is thine. *“My good-for-
nothing family are all still troubling
the earth with their presence. How
is your honorable family?’. .

The fact that Chinese custom has be-
come monlded irto certain set forms
has misled many travelers. It is, for
insiance, a generally acecpted custom
in this cotntry that a gentleman should
remove his hat when he meets a lady
with whom he is acquainted, but a
Chinese visitor would fall into error if
he assumad that this implied that wo-
men, therefore, reduced men to social
servitude. 8o in China a woman waits
on her husband while he is eating, be
cause it has been the g¢ustom from
time immemorial. In the same way
were they fraveling he would walk be
side the eart while she rode.

The education of their children is a
matier of no small interest to the af-
fectionate Chinese mothers. They
watch the litile one from the day he
is born, to note superstitious signs, Let
him cry lustily, and he will live long,
say the old grannies, If he teeths or
walks too soon he wiil grow up un-
lovable in disposition. At first the lit
tle Chinese are not very atti'activé ob-
jeets, presenting rather a sealy appear-
ance, due to the custom of not washing
them lest they catch cold. A month
after his birth, the Dbey's head is
shaved. A greatfeast is prepared and
celebrated, the child now receiving his
“milk name.” 1When he enters schoo)
this name is changed, as it is once
more whan he receives his degree.

s Latest in Gloves.

The latest thing in gloves? Harids,
of course. That's easy, but it is not
so easy to keep track of all the new
things in the shape of gloves.

The party glove, the long kind, the
kind that buttons down the back, as
some one has said, will have some pro-
tection in the new overgloves that are
brought out this season. These over-
gloves are knit of white wool and are
so long and flexible that the wearer
may draw them on over her long
party gloves and protect them from
the soil that sometimes comes on them
between ithe house and the place of the
party.

Many a young woman prefers to ad-
just her gloves Dbefore she goes to
the party, but hesitates to do it, as the
chances are that she will not arrive
at the party with them in the same im-
maculate condition as she left home,
no matter how eareful she may be.
With the new overgloves all danger
of soll is past and she may pull off
the knit gloves and find ber kid gloves
in perfect condition. There is also
warmth in them and instead of
chilled fingers, the wearer will find
herself arriving in the dressingroom
with “toasty” hands.

Another glove is the slip-on, made
without any buttons, and the wrist
spreads into a gauntlet shape to come
up over the sleeve and keep out all
the wind. The slip-on gloves may be
worn over party gloves, or may be
worn alene.

They come in white, black, brown
and tan shades. They are good for
shopping gloves, and when the weather
is not too cold make good driving
gloves, the broad wrist effects and no
buttons making them a desirable bit of
hand-wear,

While many of the new costumes are
in shades of purple, green and red,
ithese colors in gloves ars not satis-
factory, and neither do hands look wel]
in bright cclorec gloves, The tinta for
evening wear are an entively dlferent
proposition, The colora are so pale
apd artificial light makes them even
lghter than they are by day that they
make an evening costume complete,
A purple, red cr green glove on the
hand in the day time is positively ugly.
8o well is this understood by glove
makers that only a few of them are
made to satisfy the demand of somne
woemen wlo think that a glove the
color of the day gown should be per-
fectly matched. =

For several seasons, white and tan
gloves have besn worn with colored
dresses. This year it is the perfectly
fitted black glove that has the lead
with the bright colored gowns. Py

A Woinan Cobseript.

Women soldiers there have been te-
fore now who won fame and honor
in their day, but a woman conscript is,
it may be supposed, something of a
novelty., She has just made an ephem-
eral appearance at the French village
of Mazelle, in the Correze, where a
young woman, named Francoise Ber-
nard, a few days since received for-
mal order directing her to report her-
self for gervice with the Fourteenth
Infantry, stationed at Brive. Though,
a little surprised, Francoise copsulted
the village mayor, and, 8s be advised
her to report herself, the plucky girl
made no more fuss about it, but set
out to do so. At the wvillage station
she had no difficulty In getting her
ticket 2t one-fourth the usual fare, but
on reaching Brive pothing less than
production of her mobilization order
saved her from being arrested for frau-
dulent traveling. Her difficulties cul-
minated on presenting beirself at the
barracks. The sergeant of the guard
obstinately refused to allow her to pass
inside, but having gone go far she
had no mind to be balked of her nuni-
form, and it required a long parley to
persuade her to take steps with the po-
lice for having ber “civil state” placed

on & more acturate footing.—~Londen

tound eygrywhere in this strange fand. |

GIOM -

A PRECOCIOUS CHILD. ___

lindu Children and Thelr Peculiarity Of
Speechs

Hindu children are not like those of
the Western world. They have a sin-
gular maturity of speech, caught from
their elders, and tinctured by imagina-
tive charm, and they are as quicke-
witted, as subtle in their judgment of
character as those elders themselves.
Pagal is a little boy described in Cor-
nelia Sorabji’s “Sun Babies,” a book
made up of delightful studies of the
child life of India. The child is first
introduced to the reader in the ante-
chamber of the man who he hopes
will become his employer, and who is
magnificently referred to as the

“Presence.”
Paga! mad. a low obeisance, and

ther, asked to tell what he had come
for, responded: “Presence, I am a man
child. While my years were yet few
my mother turned me adrift to earn
my living. 1 have never gone foodless,
but the work I did wag the work of a
child. Now that my yeats are many, I
would do the work of a man,”

His many years scemed to number
about seven.

‘““The Presence wonders about that
child work,” Le explained, "“Two
vears, maybe three, have I sat at the
gahib’s door, being ihe hand to Dbear
the note things to arnd fro; and much
knowledge of the world have I thus
gained. Now that I am come’to man’s
estate, ’tis higher work should be iny
portion."”

Pagal was gently persistent, he was
ghrewdly diplomatic, and he got forth-
with a chance to puil the punka—fhe
swinging fan—in the chambers of (he
potentate. He expressed his joy, and
then prudence impelled him to bargain
about his pay.

“Let my wages come {o me,” said hr,
“in daily coppers. It is not good for a
man child to get into the claws of {he
money lender.”

His employer hoped to make-it easier
for him by arranging that he should

! eat with the gardener, who was of the

same caste, and sleep in the servants’
guarters. But bhe would not consent.

“A man gets settled,” he said, “even
in his ways of cating.” He could cook
for himself. In the day parched rice
and earthzuts would be enough to kill
hunger, “and when my work is done,
the evening meal is well flavored at
my poor idle hands.”

So he arranged a Xkitchen out of
doors, and diplomatically asserled that
e knew his employer would under-
stand. “The Preseuce will =ay, ‘Let
him have as much license In these mat-
ters as the birds yonder, who live in
my trees and feed all over my garden,
and sleep in the boughs at night
time. "

What “Presence” could deny him?

WORDS OF WISDOM.

The true man is greater than any-
thing lLie can make.

YWhen each dees his own work the
work of all is done.

If you eat leeks it's hard to keep the
fact from leaking out.

Some men would forget there was a
God if they never bad any trouble.

No nation can be destroyed while it
possesses a good home life.—J. G. Hol-
land,

It requires as much reflection and
wisdom to know what is not to be put
into a sermon as what is.—Ceelil.

What is it that love does to a wom-
an? Without it she only sleeps; with
it, alone, she lives,.—Ouida (Louise dr
la Ramee),

Ealaried Daughters.

Where there is need of her work in
{ie home, and often help has to be
hired to take her place, the daughler
should be given a regulay salary, ap-
proximately the equivalent of what she
could earn outslde pftey making ullowe
anece for board, room rent and the nums
berless privileges a givl has in her
father's house, The salary should be
at Joast what would have to be pald
for the same work £ A stranger were
called in to do it, and the dutles should
be as distinetly defined and as prompi-
Iy and eficlently performed, This s a
very different thing from an ailowance
without definite dutice,

We know of several familles where
this plan las worked successfully. In
one [nstance the daughter, while un-
married, became a capable house-
keeper and inanager, buying all sup-
plies and relieving both parents of care
and annoyance, for which she received
a housekeeper's wages at the end of
every month. Another, whose mother
is an invalid, gets a weekly envelope
containing the same amount that
would have been paid a nurse. Both
thege salaried daughters were happy,
contented and efficient, and each had a
feeling of independence and self-re-

linnce mever to be attained under the

“allowanes” system or the usual hap-
hazard appeal to father for money
to gratify needs or wh.in;s.—-lndepgyd—

ent.

Year ¥ach New Governor.

Every time Kapsas installs a new
Governor about fifty convicts in the
penitentiary at Lansing tremble with
fear. They are men being held in pri-
son awaitipg tbe Governor's order to
be hanged. In Kansas the Governor
must sign a death warrant before a
murderer can be hanged. Many years
ago hanging was virtually abolished in
the State by the refusal of the Gov-
ernor to sign the death warrant. Life
imprisonment js the extreme penalty
applied, although the murderer is sen-
tenced: to hang. Every fime there is
a change of administrations the “hang”
men in prison become nervous. They
fear that some time Kansas will elect
a man as CGovernor who believes in
hanging for capital offenses, and that
he will sign a whole buach of death
warrants at one time x*4 have a big

bazging bee—Atchison Globe.
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1 Increased.

Compressed paper pulp, impregnated
“-ith ceriain salis, is molded into the
rin of saucepans, which, on account
{ their lightness, werge used largely
uy the Japanese army in Manchuria,
Investigation of the properties of
mineral springs by Dr., I, Mache, of
Vienna, seems to establish the fact that
many of them have radio-activity,
which eertainly points toward radium
as one of their curative properties, “x
1 — ]
That it is a good deal of a strain on
the nerves to discover gold is shown
by the story of an Australian official,
who wished to telegraph the ncws of
the finding of the precions metal in his
disirict. A small boy, seeking for a
stone to throw at a crow, had picked
up what preved to be a nugget of pure
gold. 1In his excitement the ofilcial
overlooked the main point entirely and
wrote this: “Boy picked uvp a stone g
throw at a crow,” and nothing more.
1t the ancient Greeks could revisit
the earth they would hardiy recognize
their beautiful country, if the state-
ments made by Dr. Hennig, of Berliy,
ean be susiained. Attiea has lost the
greater part of its forests, the rainfall
has deereased and the temperature lins
The heat in the open air,
Dr. Hennig says, is now go great that
he Olympian games of antiquity would
ne virtually impossible to-day. Many
other parts of the earth show similar
changss. The once beautiful oasis in
iha Syrian desert, where Zenobia
reigned over Palmmyra, is now a deso-
[ate waste. In Upper Egypt, where
ouly 100 years ago rain was abundant,
drought now usually prevails,
Study of the fishes on the two sldes
of the isthmus has led to the conciusion
that in the Miocene epoch there was at
Panama open communication between
the Atlantic and Paclfic. This period
is arrived at by considering the time
that would be needed for the develop-
ment of the specific differences now ex-
isting ‘between the fishes in the oppo-
gite ocean waters, and the geologiecal
date thus fixed is made more probable
by the faect that study of the foszil
mammals of North and South America
indicates that the continuity of the
land between the confinents was jntiev-
rupted during a large part of the Ter-
tiary age, and was not re-established
ontil the elose of the Miocene.

MAN AND NATURE.

l“l;-s Ftruggle Between the Beast Side and
the Intellect. ’

Nature tends obstinately, Michelet
{hinks, to bring back toward primitive
animality, to unmake, the clvilized
man, It is perhaps stlll her dream to
have sons like her—men all nature,

Humanity, in its earliest age, could
be but that, and legitimately. It had
then to take possession of the world
whiel had just been born. It engaged
in sternest combat with the primitive,
shaggy creatures, well armed with
teeth and claws, that looked with con-
tempt at this last born of ecreation
without claws, unprotected by bhair, all
paked and unarmed.

To conquer these creatures man must
be like them. “He also must belong
to this lower world, or rather he must
take on the two mnatures—that is to
say, he must needs become at ouce
man apd beast, possessed of instinct
ive craft as well as bloodthirsty fury,
The vietory, which rested decisively, at
go many points of the globe, with the
weaker, shows none the less the orig.
inal superiority of the conquered. In
the man-beast, at first controlled en.
tirely Ly physical fataliffes, slept al-
ready ps iy the chrysalis the true man,
who walks ppright and with LI§ face
to the heayens,"

And this true man, liftle by little,
set Rimeslf frea, “To-duy nind Is de
eldedly ihe victor. To the leavy
Areams of o troubled blood, to the ens
ergy of the brute, has succeeded the
nervons life of delicate, intelllgent sen-
sibility; In short the higher life,” But
the beast Is not dead; he must be
watched. —International Quarterly. |

A Varled Carcer.

Ramue! Crowther, the oldest town-
crier, has died at Droitwich, his birth-
place, at the age of nivety. His last
public crying took place in May last.
During his long life lLe had played
many parié, including those of a scare.
boy of birds from wheat, gravel digger,
bricklayer's laborer, policeman, survey-
or's assistant, bailiff, auctioneer, por-
ter, Liberal agent, volunteer and bell-
ringer. At the time of his diamond
wedding he possessed ten sons and

danghters, f{ifty grandchildren, and
tweniy great grandelifldren, He lived

in the reiga of five monarchs, and was
bora befo.e Waterloo was fought., His
wife, who survives him, is in - her
eighty-ninth year, aud lives at the
Coventry glmshouses. — Loudon Tels
grapl. "

Mupping Africa.

The tencgiaphy of Africa is begin-
ning to take shape, at least la Sencgul,
where up to a couple of years ago it
was in a-stels of chaos as to the in-
evitable resn!t of mere hand to mouth
work, done always to meet an imme-
dlate emepgency and often in great
Lhaste, In 1803 the Governor-General
of West Africa requested the appoint-
ment of an officer from the ariny geo-
graphieal department, and this offi-
cer, Caplain Casrols, has organized
a permanent topographieal survey for
French West Africa. The two first
gections of an official large seale map
of Senegal have already been printed,
and in three rears the work will have
been completed in more than {webdly

sections,—London Globe,




