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LlTTLE MAKE-BELIEVE

OR

A _CHILD . OF THE SLUMS.

X

CHAPTER XII.
Continued. .
The eolored Christmas candies,
which were fixed in every safe and

convenient spot, the flags,
and mistletoe, to say nothing of the
zood cheer which - warmed the
children’s miserable litile Dodies, con-
verted this room on the first floor into
a very palace of enchantment.

Then when dinner <was cleared away
there were games; then there was a
liuge Christmas tree; then marched in
a fiddle and a bharp—wiih mortal
bodies attached to them, of conrse,
though the red-nosed mau who plaved
the fiddle and the moon-faced man
who played the harp might reall¥ have
been regarded as supernuities, for on
suclk: a night the harp and the fddie
wr,u’;xl eertainly have played of them-

ives if they had been allowed.

Then there was dancing! Such dase
ing!

It required to be seen g be Lelieved,
amd even then the observer might ren-
sonably have doubted the evidence of
Lis senses,

The wild steps, the eccentric steps,
{he jig steps, the double shuffle steps,
the solemin way in which some went
round and round and did nothing else
all the time the music played, and
sometimes when it didn't, the eestatic
way in whieh some kept their eyes
fixed upou the ceiling. the extraordi-
nary way iu which they got mixed and
the extraordinary efforts which had to
be made to disentangle them, the airs
that some gave themselves in imita-
tion of tbeir betters—truly it had to

the holly

be se» to be believed.

Thien there were tea and cake, then
there was more dancing, then there
were lemouvade aud wore cake, then
there was a distribution of toys—and
then it was ten o'clock at night, and

time o break up.
But before they broke up there was
a surprise. At one end of the room

there was a row of candles which had
not T.. en lighted all the night, and be-
hiud ihis row of candles was a long

strip of green calico stretching down-
wand abeout a foot from the ceiling.
Walter and Thomas Dexter, Stsnding
on chairs, lighted the ¢ -lnd!eﬂ, and dex
teroni=ly whisked away the strip nf
green enlico, and there, in letters cut

out of olden paper, was revealed the
legeml, “God Bless Our Dear Littie
Miale-Believe.”

s mrembled a2l over when she saw
it, and coverced her face with bher
hauds, bmi she could not hide her

emoiion, for her ful! heacvt forced the
tears through her fingers.

Aud wihen Mr., Deepdale went up to
her =nd kissed her, and when Thomas
Dexier did the same, and when Walter
kiss=d her and held her hand in his

and when Saranne threw lhier arms
aroumd the faithful girl’s neck and
sobbed on her shonlder. and when the
childven—veory few of whom «could

bui

X
the

read, all of whom knew that she
WS whom they lad chietly
to thank for the happy night they bad
spent—celung to her frock, and looked
wistfaliy up into her tear-stained face,
aml pulled her down to her knees so
that they might embrace her too—it
needed all her self-confrol to™prevent
her passion of thankfulness from be-
coming hysterical.

BEut she knew that that would spoil
all, aud that some of the children
might suppose her heart was filled
with pain instead of joy; so, thinking—
as she had ever done—of others, and
not of herself, she looked round. her
lips guivering with smiles, and kissed
this one and that one, murmuring as
she did =o: -

*0Li, how zood you arve to ine!
good you are to mel”

0he

How

CHAPTER XIII,
From Darkness to Light,

It was past midnight, and Thomas
Dexter and Little Make-Believe were
sitting up alone.

Walter and his father and Saranue
bad zone to bed, and Little Make-Be-
lieve would have accompanied her sis-
ter had it mot been that it was nec-
essury to do certain work in the way
of clearing up, so as to prevent disor-
der on the following day.

This work being domne, Liitle Make-
Believe was about to wish Thomas
Dexter good night when he asked her
to sit up with him for a few minutes.

“I've got a strange feeling on me {o-
Wiglit,” he said, © and I don't seem 1s
B Ig:aut to 2o to bed Tor awhile, lLef's
gef up and talk a bit”

She cheerfully eomplied, and {ney
sat together talking of the cvents of
the happy nighti, and then dritted into
recalling reminiscences of the past.

The old man had been much moved
by the children, amd anore so b\ Litile
I\Iﬂkfr-l’-leliu\‘f": sweainess, He bad ve-
lated o ber the priucipal events of his

life, and she was surprised to learn
that hz had been marvied:; she bad
aever heard If. '

“It was afore you was born,” he

ek, “If it happened tint I'd betome

4 father, my child wounld have bLeen
two or three years older than yeu, Jt
Wos o lucky thing for nll of us, per
haps, that my wife dldo't have &
baby, Suall we uunke a Largala,

ik Lelleve, you and mey”
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“I am willing to do auything yer
want, Mr. Dexter.”

*In the course of nater,” he said, “1
cau't expect to live many more years:
I"n near seventy unow, but, old as 1
any, it seems to me that-U'm only jnst
beginging to learn {hings. You've
been a great comfort to me, Make-

ielieve; I don’t know now low 1
should geat along without ver. Will
yer look upom me as yer father; and
let me fake you as my daugiter?
Then I shall be sure of yer. Yer
don’t answer me, Make-Balieve, 1s
there anything wrong in whkat 1've
safd >

“No, sir; it's more than kind of yer.
and I'd say yes at once if it wasn't for
Saranne. When she's married to Wal-
ter T don’t think she'd care {or me to
live away from lier: and if she's will-
mg, and if Walter's willing, that 1
hould stop with tliem. I wouldn't
'eave theni, I wouldu't leave them for
‘he world.”

“You mean that they'd waut a better
place ihan this to live in.”

“Yes, I think they'd be sure to.”

« “Well, then, what I would have to do
would be to give up my shop, and ask
them to find room for me: ihen 1
shouldun’t lose yer.”

“1f that could be atvanged, siv. Tl
cousent, sir, most willingly. After all
yYou've doue for wme, it "'uwd be ungrate-
ful {o refuse; and it 'ud be a pleasure
to wait on yer. Is that the wind. or is
it somebody knocking at the street
door?”’

“It's the wind; there's a big storm
coming."”

He walked to the window. and Grew
the blind aside. The storm was nol
coming: it had come. It was snowing
furiousiy,

“I'm sure, Mr. Dexter,” said Little
Make-Believe, listening iotently, “that
somebody’s knocking at the street
door.”

He listened, aud the wind happen-
ing te Iull at that moment, they boih
heard a violent rapping at ths door be-
loww.

“Ill go and see who it is.
strange time for a visitor.”

He took a candle and went to the
dour, followed by Little sMiake-Believe.
He did not draw the bolts, but ealled
out:

“Who's there?”

“I want Mr. Dexter,”
voice withont.

“I'm Mr. Dexter; wlhat do you want
of me™ '

“I must spéak to you al once.
mie in.”

“*Not likely, at this time of night.
What's yer business?"

“Business of life and death. Your
wife's dying, and you must come to
her at once.”

“My wife! Dying!” gasped Thomas
Dexter, and he drew the bolts.

As he opened the door the wind
dashed in flercely and almost blew him
off his feet.

The man entered quickly, and shut
the door behind hin.

His story was soon toid, Polly
Cleaver lay dying two miles away, and
had a secret to tell her husband which
it was more than his soul was worth
not to hear.

“The doctor says she hagn't two
hours to live,” sald the man,

“I will come with yer,” said Thomas
Dexter; his face was white and his
limbs were trembling. “Make-Believe,
will yer stop up for me till I come
baeck?” _

“Yes, Mr. Dexter,” she replied.
—go, this very minute!”

She assisted him with his overcoat,
and handed him his hat.

“Don’'t let thetm know upstairs,” he
said, and then he went into the storm
wiith the messenger.

Liitle Make-Believe did not Lolt the
door. He took the Eey, and locked It
ountside,

Listening n few mwoments for ihe
sound of their footsteps, which it was
impossible for her to hear amidst the
howling of the wind, even If the pave-
ments had been hard and firm, instead
of being covered an inch tlncL avith
snow, she returned to thie room above,
and thought over what had passed.

It was all so confusing that she could
scarcely nnderstand it; oniy one feel-
ing was clear to her—-pitv for the dy-
ing woman apd for the man who was
on bis way tp her deathbed.

To die upon Christmas night, after
heing parted all these years! It was
dreadful—dreadfui!

She crept softly to her sister’s room;
Saraune was-somnd asleep,

She listened ouiside the bedroom of
My, Deepdale and Walter; their regu-
lar breathing came to her cars; they
hiad not been disturbed.

Then she returned again to the sit-
ting voom. A secret which it was
worth more than his soul was worth
pot to hear? . What could it be?

How white his face was as be went
out! What an ending to theie bappy
night!

She -hoped It was nothing bad-noth-
lng that would hurt him. What was
that? Only tha ylo;:k strlh_lus. Qne
o'clock.

It’'s “a

auswered a
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ibought: “I 'l try #nd read a bit.”
But she could not fix her atteution
on the book, theugh It was full of

plicures,

“Ho'll he a long tlme :.one" she |

i['llevi!'?" '

How the storm was raging withontl

She hoped Thomas Dexter would get
thore safely, and in time to hear what
his dying wife had {o say to nim.

She rose and walked softly about the
room; drew the curtain from ihe win-
dow and looked ont.

The falling of the snow was Jike a
gilent voice, bLut there was nothing
peaceful in it.

The white fiakes were whirled hither
and thither by the.cruel wind.

A black fizure was passing on {he
ouposite side of the voad; a black fig-
ure. huddled up, with its arms tightly
folded.

It was a woman, aud there seemed
to be something despaiving In her mo-
tions.

“Poor thing! poor thing!” thought,
or raiher spoke, Litile Make-Believe,
ber sympathy for human suffering was
80 keen. “Perhaps she aiu't got a
home to go to, or a bed to lay on.
Poor thing! poor thing! Dear God,
take pity on lier!™

Her eyves were suffused with {ears
as she reflected that, hut for such kind
friends as she had, she wight have
been like that poor woman.

“Dear God, dear Giod, take pily on
her! shie murmured again and again.

T.ong aflter the bLlack figure was ount
of right she stood at the window, men-
tally following and sorrowing for it.

The clock struek again.  Half-past
one. She let the hlind fall, and sat
at the table, with the open book before
Loy,

Wiy was it that as slie sat. with her
head rvesting on ber haund, the love lor
her sister's lover, whieh she had
striven so hard to kill, should ouce
move vige within her to torture her?

She would uot permit it—mno, she
wonld not think of him in ihat way.

It was a sin agalnst love itself—it
was a sin against God!

She shook her head angrily, and her
eyeg wandered vound the room as if
seeking for sireugth {2 conquer this
enemy.

Presently she sank on her kuees, and
with her face buried in her hands on a
chair, prayed with all the might of
her bruised aund innocent beart to be
forgiven for the sin.

And prayver brought comfort {o her.
Gradually she became more-composel.
and closed her eyes, not iutending to
sleep, but the fatigue of the day, and
of many previous days, told on her,
and with a prayer in her mind she fell
asleep.

The sirikingz of the clock as it struck
two, then bhalf past, dld not awaken
her.

What was if, then, that seemned {o
stop the beating of her Leart and at
the same time aroused her to econ-
s¢iousness’y .

There was something woving in the
house! Where did the sound come
from? From the sleeping rooms of
Savanne ov Mr. Deepdale?

No; the sonnd proceeded from beiow,
Could it be thai while she slept Thom-
a8 Dexter had retnrned ?

1f so, what motive had he In creep-
ing up the stairs so slowly and cau-
tionsly, as though Le was a thief?

Nearer, nearer came the sound of
muflied footsteps! Terror {ranstixed

her; shie could not move; she tried to
call out, but her voice stuck in her
throat.

Nearer, nearer it came; ihe ereeping
mystery was in the passage outside!
Its hand was oun the handle of the
door, which slowly, slowly opened, and
the Horror stood before ber!

It was the ferm of a man, with
black crape over his face. He saw
her, and glided swiftly to her side and
grasped her shounlder as she knelt.

“Don't move! Don’t stiv! Don't
raise your voice!”

And she knew that
thief was Foxey.

With this knowledge hier courage re-
turned, her voice was resiered.

“For God's sake, what briugs yon
here?”

“You,” Le answered, drawing the
erape from his face; “but 1 didn't think
to find yer up.”

She thrust his hand from ber shoui-
der, and rose to her feet, but spoke,
as he spoke, in a whisper.

“And now ihat yer have found e
up kill me, and go.”

She held her arms outstreiched, and

this midnight

waiied for the blow.

“No,” he said, slowly, “it ain't you
I've come to kill; but I'll have the life
of two afore I go. After that I don't
ecarve what becomes of me.” .

“What two? Do you hear? What
two? You wicked monster! What two?
Are yer tovo much of a coward to an-

LA L

swer me?

“Call me what yer like; it don't mat-
ter. I love ver, Make-Believe, and no
man shall have yer but me. What
two? Yer two lovers. I'll kill 'em
and swing for itl”

“My two lovers!”

“Yes, yer two lovers—old Dexter and
young Walter Deepdale.”

Then she knew that she was safe
and that she held him in her power.

“AMy lovers! Mine! Mr. Dexter's got

we stand here, and he's gone to sec her
on tkis blessed Crhistmas night, for
the last time! He arksed me to be his
danghter not two hours ago, and he's
got no feeling for me that a father
mightu’'t have for his child. Ob, Fox-
ey, Foxey, that you should think me
so bad and so mean as to take up with
a man who's got one foot in the
grave!”

“I belipve yer; I'll let bhim pass.
the other one—Walter Deepdale;
can’t say as much for him.”

“T can say more for him. He's my
slster's lover, and they’re golug to get
married, Look me in the face und see
for yerself if I'm teiling lles.,”

‘He gaged at her steadily; he saw the
truth in ber eyes.

- “A!‘gﬂ be dont love yer, Make-Be

But
yver

Lo bo gontidved,

a wife living—no, not living—dying as_

R

Candid,
[ cannot sing the old songs now
That oft of yore I'd chant;

And ell 1|!|.h|:r ever heard me sing
Thank heaven that T ean’y.

—San Francisco Call,

2 Superfinons Ouestion.
“Do you tip ihe waiter when yon
dine?"”
“Do 1 leok slarved?’ — ;lllwaukee
Sentinel.

She “Erjoys Poor Henllth.'-
Hewitt—"Is your wife well and bhap-
py
~Jewett—"“She is never .‘uappy when
she is well.”

Suneceaded. ’
“My wife married me to spite some-
body."”
“Who was it?”
“Me, I think.”"—Clev :Jend Leéader,

Penuriwus,
Stella—*Is Mabel stingy "
Bella—"Awfully. I insisted for twen-
ty blocks that she allow mwe to pay the
car fare, and she did.”"—New York Sun,

Evideunly.

Captain Longaway—=Did that pretty
Mrs. Young ever get over her hus-
band’s death?”

Bob Innoceni—“Which one—her first
or second?”’

Is It
“Well, we've got the bosses up a
tree.”

“Have, eh¥"”

“Betcher life.”

“Sure it aln’t a plum iree?"

Not Profilnble.

“Of course, the profcssor is a pretty
shabby old fellow, but he nnderstands
at least a dozen languages.”

“H'm! but he doesn't hcar money
talk in any of them.” — Philadelphia
Ledger,

Fanama's Molto.

“Here is the motto selected for the
Panama Canal,” said the man who
reads the papers, *“Listen: "The land
divided: the world unifed.””

“Huh,” declared the pessimist,
should be ‘Get in and dig."”

Just a Slight Jolt.

Miss Cutting—*Some men are as easy
to read as a book.”

Saplelgh—“Yaws, I pwesume so. But
can you—aw—wead e that way?”

Miss Cutting—*0f course not. I read
vou like a paragraph,”’—Columbus Dis-
pateh,

“lt

Stronzly Recommmended,

“And what recommendations has this
man whom you are pushing so vigor-
ously for the presidency of our insur-
ance company ¥

“He is an unmarried orphan with no
brothers or sisters.”—Cleveland Plain
Dealer,

The Myrmidon Eleven. fv'

Achilles was bemoaning his‘vulner-
able lieel.

“That's nothing,” they assured him;
“suppose the faculty had dropped you
from the eleven for poor scholarship?”’

Herewith he realized the danger of
nossible death was a mere irifle,

Carefual Girlle.

“These newspaper statements that 1
only knew my husband for one day
before our marriage are all nonsense,”
declared the heroine of the latest sensa-

tional elopement.
“Then you really knew him longer?”
“Why, of course. I knew him two
weeks,”

- ————

A Sop to Cerbaras.
Citiman—*“What have you om that
placard?”
Subbubs—“It's
Norway.'”
Citiman—*“What do you care about
Norway "
Subbubs — “Oh, I've just hired a
Swede cook.”

a motto. ‘Down with

Poudre Riz.

Lieutenant Dashleigh—*I can’t think
why all the girls make such a hero of
Captain Jiggers. Why, he's never
smelled powder.”

Major Juggins—“Oh, 1 don’t know.
He's been out'in the conservatory with
Miss Puffer for an hour this evening.”
—Cleveland Leader.

The Polint of View,

“Henry, if I were a young man like
you and expected to have to make my
owm way in the world some day I
shonld try to make my expenses come
within my income.”

“Father, if I were as rich as you are
and had only one son I'd try to bring
his income up to his expenses.,”—Chi-
cago Tribune.

His Adjective Talls Him,

“IHow were the acrobats at the cir-
rus? we asked of the New York man,
“Iierce.” 2

“»And the bareback riders?”

“0Oh, flerce.”

“And lhe clowns?”
“Fierce.”

“And the animals?”’

“Tier — no, they were sleepy old

brutes.”

The Bright Side.

“Yes,” replied the cheerful man, “but
it {s not half so bad as it might have
been,"”

“I don’t see how it could be muech
worse,” exclalmed hls friend,

“Why.,” was the answer, “just think
what might have been done if all the
menfbers of the MeCurdy famlily bad

1 bfen twins,'—Duluth \em “Tribune,

WARRIORS AT PLAY

How the Jap Soldiers Enter Into Thelr
Epoits After the War.

The first anniversary of the victory
» the Yalu was celebrated by General
Kuroki’s men in 2 most remarkable
manner, which, says a Lendon Times
2orrespondent who was with the First
Japanese Army, involved work nearly
s hard as that required to win the
victory. Not being able to go to Japan,
they brought Japan to Manehuria, A
wholg eorps that had been in the field
for more than a, year set out to create
in a bare valley overlooked by bare
hillsides an fllusion of Japan at spring-
tide, all green and pazk-like.

In Japan carp swarm up- cataracts—
In fables. When they reach the top
t#ey become beautiful dragens. That
is the national example of the reward
for perseverance which takes the place
of the story of Robert Bruce and the
spider.

One of the brigades, as its part in the
battle of deception, built both the earp
and the waterfall. For more than a
mile, and then up the steep slope which
was the scene of their comoposition,
they brought pine boughs to form the
sides of the channels, the overhanging
verdure of crags and of rocky islets.
The foaming torrent was made by bolts
of cofton that laid in waves that half-
submerged the leaping fish, seventy-
five feet long, which had cotton cres-
cents for its scales. A mile away the
illusion was excellent, especially if yon
half-closed your Occidental eyes, which
are always seeing scaffolding and the
prompter's box.

You had to do the same with the
dragon-fly on the next hill—a dragon-
fily with wings fifty feet long and beat-
en-out ration-meat tins for its glgantic
eves. You had to do the same in order
to realize the Big Lion (properly spelled
with capitalg). The lholes of his nos-
trils, some fifteen feet wide, were made
with matting. Their fleshy part was
soldiers’ red Dblankets, for he was a
fierce Japanese lion, just now in a red
fury. His man2 was made of ever-
greens on the summit of a rocky es-
carpment. Five hundred yards away
more evergreens were formed into a
lashing tail. ;

Generzl Fujil, the chief, and the
nther members of the staff entered into
he plan of the effects and the organiza.
tion of the fete with the same gusto
with which they have ontmaneuvred
the Russians on many flelds.. Young
forests of pines and of wild cherry
trees were literally transplanted, and
walks and arbors set among them. - A
gentle slope was leyeled for the ap-
nroach to the altar., Beyond it a statue
of General Kuroki on horseback—e
raod imitation of bronze—looked down
on the scene, with a hanging iris gar-
den at hia fee:. From the altar led
two avenues—even provided with con-
dniits where theyv erossed gullies—lev-
v ed with as much care as if they were
meant for a generation’s traffie insteac
of a day's merrymaking.

One of the avenues led into the little
village of Piau-chi-tun, which had been
Kurokl's headqguarters since the Battle
of Muk@en. I§ had a garlanded bridge.
a huge evergreen irch, and-what takes
the place of amn arch in Japan, a tori’.
which in this instance was formed of
Chinese matting ecovered with cetton
cloth. Lining both avenues were al-
ternate pine and cherry trees, and se!
between them transparencies made by
seldler artists. Venerable Fujiyame.
the meost painfed mountain the worle.
was there, of course, and scenes both
at home and at the front.

On the plain, out of the earth of the
dreary kaoliang fields, whose never-
ending stubble is as the sands of the
desert, had sprung littie JTapanese gar-
Fens, such as you see from one end o”
Japan to the other. Miniature lakec
were set in miniature landscapes, anc
a fountain played among the beds of
imitation iris.

The night before the fete millions of
fmitation pawper flowers, which had
been fashioned in the leisure hours of
camp with the skiifulness of Parisian
shop-girls, were brought in great bas-
kets and fastened to the twigs of the
transplanted trees.

The s@angest.part of it all is that it
is as natural for the soldiers of the
Japanese army to do these things as it
is for them 1o fight. That same skill
which was devoted to making water-
falls and paper flowers, that trick of
ready improvisation which brought
Japan 1o Manchuria, wag turned the
pext day into scouting the dead spaces
in front of the enemy's works and to
desperate charges in the night.

Japanrse Commpanies.

Japan has three hanks paying divi-
dends of twelve per cent, two paying
ten per cent., two paying nine per
cent., three paying eight per cent., and
five paying from two to seven per cent.
Of her many railways, docks, electrie
lighting and gas companies, one (Osaka
Electrie Light Company), is paying
twenty per cent., four are paying fif-
taen per cent., eight are paying twelve
per cent., and the others range from
three per cent. to ten per cent. Not
a single one fails to pay some dividend.
Of her cotton spinning, fire and life in-
surance, sugar refining; engine works,
brewing, hotel and migscellanecus com-
panies three (cotton spinning) pay thir-
ty:six per cent., oue pays ihirty per
cent.; seven pay tweunty per eent., thiree
pay seventeen per ceut., seven pay six-
teen per cenf., three pay fifteen per
eent., four paytwelve pei cent., and the
rest pay six fo ten per cenf. 1t is re-
markable that only seven of the eighty-
seven companies on the Japanese of-
ficial list are non-dividend payers. The
Bank of Japan has a reserve fund of
$8,875,000, and the Yokehama Specie
Bank follows with a §3,200.000 reserve,

Stock companies of all kinds are evi-
dently profitable propositions !n the
Land of the Rislng Sun.

4.pe British Goverpment will reim-
burse the naval ofiicers for the money
they spent In entertaining the French
et at Portsuoyil,

Cleaning Spots.

Nothing else makes a dress look so
antidy as spots on the goods. These
spois are most frequently found in the
front of the waist and skirt'if from
fruiy, ice cream, ete., but the lower part
of the skirt will gometimes show spots
from almost anything of a ligquid na-
ture with which they come in contact.

One of the best agents for cleaning
spots is soap bark jelly. This is made
by dissolving a handful of soap bark
in a quart of boiling water and letting
it cool.

To clean the garmeut lay the spotted
poriion over a folded towel and rub the
spots gently with a damp cloth dipped
in the jelly. With another cloth and
clear-water wash off the jelly, dabbing
it gently with the wet cloth and chang-
ing the cloth under it. Rinse with an-
other clear water and a eclean cloth,
then let dry in the air. When nearly
dry, cover the place with a thin cloth
and press with a moderately hot iron.

A dress skirt or weist that has lost
its first freshness may be improved by
a good brushing and sponging. After
every bit of dust has been brushed and
shaken out clean any spots that may
be found, as directed, then sponge one
portion at a time and press it with a
cloth between the material and the
iron. Use white cloth fer light goods
and black for dark ones.

Shoes That Creak. .

A good many children’s shoes (after
they have had unwary but intimate
knowledge of the contents of alluring
puddles) have a way of ereaking that
is absolutely maddening.

No one ought to be forced to listen
to it when the remedy is so simple,
The cause lies in the rubbing of the
inner sole against the outer, and the
wetting may cause one to shrink so
that this rubbing is an inevitable fol-
lowing.

Take a large plate or a platter and
pour just enough oil on it fo cover the
bottom well. Then stand the shoes
with their- heels propped so that the
sole of the shoe rests in the oil, Let
themi stand over night, and in the
morning wipe off any excess of oll
there may be. If you are careful to
let the oil only barely cover the bottom
of the plate the shoes will probably
absorb all the oil and be seemingly as
dry as when you put them in. If you
put too much oil the leather may be
greasy. Then the shoes should not be
worn for a day or two until the oil
has had time to sink in thoroughly, or
it will make ugly spois upon rugs and
carpets. '

But the treatment, simple though it
is, is effective, and the “squeak” will,
in nine cases out of ten, be found to
have disappeared entirely. If it hasn't
a second application will finish it.—
New Haven Register.

Self-Government st Vasaar,

So far weaknesses In the student
rovernment have resulted in reform,
not so much in this or that particular,
but in general. The most notable case
of this kind occurred now some years
1go, when a kind of slackness crept
nto the association and the elders be-
zan to wonder if siudent government
was lesing its grip. The answer to
hat question was the advent of a sen-
‘or class persuaded in its own mind as
o its destiny, and determined to im-
press its conviction upon the associa-
tion. That vear its house was swept
and put into an order which has never
since been seriously disturbed. The
avent not only inspired the association
with fresh confidence in itself, and
with higher ideals, but inspired the
college with a confidence well deserved
and of which the students are fully
aware.

Of course one of the most obvious
menaces to a good government by stu-
dents is the fact that every year if loses
a body of its best informed and best
trained citizens, and has ito aceept in
their placz a still larger body of the
unformed and uninformed, coming
from the comparative dependence of
schools and families, and likely, like
any other immigrants, to bLe either in-
different or overexeeutive. It is hard
to see how any executive body so
constituted can keep to a steady poliey.
Yet the association does.—Georgia A.
Kendrick, in Harper's Bazar,

Women of Okiashoms.

At the ranch we were pleasantly wel.
comed—astonishing fact, despite our in-

e

troductions, for the hLostess had just]

dismissed the last of thirty guests who
had stayed with her through the show.
The house was still in confusion, for
they had not expected fo entertain
more than half a dozen; but the six
invited ones, relying upon her well-
know hospitality, had calmly multi-
plied themselves by five. The parlor,
as we entered, proved to be a large,
bandsome room with a hardwood floor
and mahogany furniture. Magazines
and papers were scattered about,
among them, on the centre tahble, a big
pistol. The daughter was introduced
to us—d Vassar graduate—and instead
of talking murder and sudden death,
we discussed psychology and regent
fictlon. Also the servant-zirl question,

They would have no women servanis
on the ranch, they told us. Girls wepe
always sick when the mistress felt
under the weather; they would rige to
no extra occaslon, such as thirty guests
Instead of six, but explained that they
weren't hired for that. A man cook,
now, dld his work without fretting and
turnighed as many meals az might be
required. Théy lad had Englishmen,
colored men, and now had a Chinese,

themselves.—Marion
burne, in Harper's Bazar,

at night she is tired and hot from her:
day’s work. It may be her custom to
sit down at once to her evening meal,

and shortly after retire for a bath and
bed, feeling too worn out to spend the

evening in any rclaxation or.
ment,

all worrying thought banished.
sciousness is lost, so'much the better.

used during the day.
managed without
keeping two sets of underclothing out,

and they Mid all proved satisfactory.

The ladies took care of the bedrooms

JFoster  Wash-

Cheap I‘tn_gs.
A cheap rug, says the House Beauti-

ful, shrieks out its pitiful price to the

passing critic most unmistakably. Bet-

ter bare floors, or coune good rug rep-

resenting self-denial and economy, than
a floor lavishly covered with base imli-
tations.

And if only one or two rugs can he

bought at first, choose soft, rich tones,
which will harmonize with everything,
and patterns which are good, but not
very striking, and you will never tire
of them.
ground for rugs are of course the most
desirable, but even a cheap softwood
floor may be stained a rich dark blue,
green or brown, so that the attention
will be distraected from the scarcity of
rugs. There is no rug to compare with
the Oriental rug in beauty and dura-
bility; but for upstairs rooms, where
the wear is not very heavy, there is
nothing more charming than the rag
rug, particularly if wwoven in colors
harmonizing with its surroundings.
The Indian Dhurri rugs are good in
color and design, but have an exas-
perating habit of refusing to lie flat
upon the floor.
gives more return for the money ex-
pended than the Navajo blankets, but
their brilliant hues make them difficult
to use.
white in themn are the safest purchases,
While the rugs woven of bits of earpet
are not beautiful, they often help cover
a bare floor, an
colors are unobjectionable.—Ev ening

Hardwood floors as a back-

Perhaps no cheap rug

Those with a great. deal of

and if made of soft dull

Post.

Buasiness Womian at Home,
When the business woman gets home

@

amuse-

Yet after a day in office or store she
needs the diversion of a little amuse-
ment, and this wonld be possible, even
after a hard day, if she followed the
plan of resting, bathing and changing
her. clothing immediately on going
home.

Say she gets home at 6 or 6.30. Ons
hour later she can feel like a new per-
son by following out this routine.

The first thing to do on geiting home
is to remove all elothing wern during
the day ard hang it to air for morning.
The next thing is a bath, and this
should be tepld, as cold water will not

remove the heat and perspiration of the
day, and hot water is too exhausting.

Stay in the tub ten minutes, Then

slip on a night dress, let the hair down,

braid it loosely, and lie at full length

on the bed for fifteen minutes.

During this resting period the nerves
should be relaxed, the eyes closed and
If con-

At the end of this time get up and
rub the body gently with aleohol or
any toilet water, patting it gently, so
as not to increase circulation and over-
heat. Tlien dress slowly, putting on
entirely different garments from those
This can be
extravagance by

using one for day wear and one for
evening; the following week take the

evening set for day and get a fresh set
out for evening.

In this way one set
a week need be sent to the laundry,
although in hot weather the posséssion
of plenty of underwear and frequent
changes is an extravagence well worth
while.

Put on different shoes and gfockings
from those worn during the day, aud
a pretty frock.

And by this time, which need not be
an hour firom the time youn came home,
you will feel refreshed and ready for
an enjoyvable evening. Instead of go-
ing  to the eyening meal hot and
dmgged out and eross, you will be cool
and almost as fresh as if the day had

just begun.—New Haven Register,

" "

The light S whithuclobhs costumes
that were so popular last winter are
ggain in fashion this season, and, if
pqssible, are more elaborate than ever.
. Short boleros of caracul dyed 'to
match the eloth, or made of Irish lace,
are one of the features of this year's
styles, and certainly are charming as
a novelty.

A ravishing bolere is of chinchilla,
ornamented about the neck with er-
mine and having the sleeves finigh
much below the elbow with a band
of ermine,

In Paris now the furriers ' reign.
Their word is law and their products
are more beautiful than ever. And all
the garments they make are grﬂcoful
and becoming.

White cloth gowns are almost in-
varlably becoming and effective. ;To
trim chiffon with cloth Is another pop-
alar fad, and the eontrast of the two
materials is certainly most effective;

The favorite fur of thiz season in
Paris 1s without contradiction chbin-
chilla, It-shares to some extent popukar
favor with ermine, butf the latter is
earily imitated, and so vulgarly, tbat

its yogue {5 dlwinishing, harb

)
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