-

L ANy longer.

and 1 as gravely
it wound and stralght,

“Bat wnnt to know, Uncle
Harry,” she persisted.

8o T ook her on my Iap, and ex-
plained, na well as [ eould, the mys.
terles of the parachute; and the beau.
tiful brown eyes grew bright with
wonder at the new Idens thus pre-
sented Lo hor Inguiring mind.

My story finisted, Miss Dollle sat
awhila on my kneo fn deop thought;
and then she got dswn and trotied
off with n prooccupled, business-like
alr.

I loved a good eigar in those days
~1 do now far the matter of that—
and sitting smoking on the portico,
with the sweet summer broesos dane-
fug around me, and the woodland
songsters filling the air with musie,
I forgot Dollle—though T had prom-
fsad to keep an eye on her—until sud-
denly startled by a serles of screams
and outerlen proceeding from the gar-
den, a sure Indleation that she had
got into some sort of trouble, an us-
unily happened on an average twice o
day, nt least,

I threw away my boloved ecigar,
and rushed out to the scene of the
turmoll, my sister closely following:
but nelther of us were prepared for
the sight thuat met our view.

There was a tall grape-arbor In
the garden, composed of several up-
right posts connected by long slats,
nailed longitudinally, and projecting
o foot or more beyond the uprights
nt elther end. There were fifteen
of these slats, n foot npart, and on
the end of one of the uppermost ones
hung Misg Dollle.

8he was suspended somewhat in
the manner of a pocketknife with the
blade partly open and the point
turned downward| and ne phe swung
to and fro, flling the alr with
lamentations, her poor little nose re-
ceived many a blow from the franctic
plunges of her knees and fest.

“Keep still, Dollle!” I cried out,
my volee full of laughter,

And then [ clambered rapidly up
the arbor, and plucked the terrified
child from her lmpromptu, elevated
swing, landing her sufely on the
ground.

“Irollle,” sald her mother, geverely,
“haven't I forbldden—"

“It's all Uncle Harry's fault, so It
ia! " wobbed Dollle, in doleful aceents.
“He sald a person could jump off a
high place, and come down casy, If
they had a parachute, so | thought
I'd try, and 1 got his—"

“Mine!" I eried out; “I have none,
you Mitle goose!”

#*You has, Uncle Harry; you take it
ol to keep the sun off when you go
to druw pletures nnd to paint.”

“Oh," said I, *1 gee; you menn my
nrtlst’s umbrella! That Is not & para-

P

chute. ™
“It's mot an umbrella!” erled Dol-
He, Indignantly, “It's big, and

strong, and heavy, and you put it In
o pipe and stick it in the ground, |
got it, and firet I got on the fence
and jumped down, and I bumped so
bard it most took the breff out of me,
Then T ‘membered Unclo Harry sald
the alr must get under 1t; and so [
cilmped up the arbor and Jumped off,
and—I didn’t go at all, Just lopk at
my  wkirt, mamma—it's all Unecle
Harry's fault—just look! "

Mamma did look, so did the much-
nbuged uncle, and both fell futo fresh
convulsions of laughter,

It was the fashlon In those days
for the little feminitnes, as well as the
Lig ones, to wear stiff, rattan hoop-
skirta. Dollio had been very proud
of hers—the first of its kind to her—
und now, alas, having sorved as n
hook to suspend its owuner in mid-
wir, At presented a woe-begone ap.
pearance — rattans twisted - and
Lroken, and trailing behind In o de-
cided penk.

Altogether It was too mueh for my
Eravity, and 1 lny down on tho grass
10 laugh at my case, while my sister
curried off much-offended Dollie Lo
I':xmrc order to her dilapldated cloth-

LE.

It was some time before 1 recov-
¢rod sufficlently to go to the rescie
of my Mopromplu parachute, which,
meanwhilo, was reposing guletly in
& blackberry bush,

The next day was like many of fis
Predecensors—warm and benntiful—
ilmont too beautiful, In fact, for we
Wora gatting tired of the hot sun and
tloudless nky, and felt that we could
heartily foin in the ory of the droop-
log piants for elouds and rain,

We had had three wueks of op-
Pressively hot, dry weathor, but to-
diy was considersbly cooler; there
Wus a brisk brosss, and a fow floating,
fievey clouds gave some hope that
Chunge of waither was al last ap-
Prouching,

“Low,” sald 1, to my wioter, na we
Mood un the poreh togethor nfter
breukfast, *it really looks as f it
wight rain some time, and parhaps I
bud better not postpone my sketch
I'll go now, and while I
fiddle Fleet, and get wy portfolio
Sod Dollie's parnciute ready, do you

- Dut me up some luneh, lke the denr,

ool ulstor you are.
buck before night.”

And thus it | that an hour
Iater tound me riding over the broad
Itirfo thal lay en ovue slde of the

1 shail not be

v alt,
There

g of o

gravely put

Deautitul inke near whieh my sister:

of transforring to paper,
might, some faint lhencas of Lhe
beasutiful scenery,

I wan nn artist, not only by nature
but by profession, and I had come
from my far-away home not only to
visit my sister and her husband, but
to enrry back with me maferials for
an ambitions landscape painting that
was to appenr on the walls of the
Academy of Fine Arty,

In a Nt of lasiness, Induced by the
oppressive heat, T had put off my
work until pow, and found myself
nearing the end of my vislt without
having taken one step toward the
chiel object of my journey,

Now, therefore, finding myself at
lnst on the spot I had eelegted for
my grand sketch, I fell to work In
ull engornons, absorbed utterly, ns
wis my wont, #o that [ soon became
oblivious of everything, save my task,

I forgot poor, patient Fleat, walt-
Ing for his dinner; I forgot my own
luneh; I forgot that the hours were
creeping on—untll at last I returned
to earth suMolently to rall at the
heavy fog, which had latterly been
settling down over the lake, obscur-
ing my view.

Next I became allve to the fact that
Fleet, my favorite horse and my pet,
Wwas shorting loudly und pawing the
ground in a way that plainly {ndi-
cated gomething amiss with him.

“Well, it ls time to start for home,”
thought I, a8 1 rose and stretched my
eramped lmbs. “The fog Is shutting
out the view. Phew! some one is
burning brushwood hereabouts: my
noge sniffs It, my eves water at 1. "

I turned my eyes away from the
lake, and good heavens! fog, brush-
wood-—nelther of these harmless
things was it that had gradunlly
darkened the atmosphere, and was
causing my oyes and nose to sting
and smart. No wonder that poor
Fleot snorted and pawed the ground
wild with impatience and fear,

The forest was on firo—on fire in
the most alarming senso of the word!

It was not a slow, languishing fire,
ereeping nlong the ground at a mod-
erate rate, but a flerce, roaring army
of fiery demons, leaping and dancing,

other,

thag If I let it

and rushing
Hghtning speed.

I shall never forget the feeling of
utter horror and despalr that over-
whelmad me, as the Imminent danger
of my position wus thus suddenly re-
venled to me. I acturlly bellove the
hairs on my head rose up and stood
on end; certainly they felt as If they
did, In the first shock of surprise.

But that was over Iu a moment,
and, collecting my seattered senscs,
I took In the whole situation at one
rapld glance,

In front of mo a bold, precipltons
bank, totally Impassable on account
of the densp undergrowth, even if it
had not been so steep; the glistening
waters of the lake far below; to the
right, to the left, behind me, one un-
broken semi-virele of flume—fierce,
crackling, roaring—Ileaping over the
dry, parched underbrush, with n
speed  that even my Hest-footed
Arablan could not hope to eqgual
And if he could, what would {t mat-
tar, since the flerce Names imprisoned
nie on threé wides, and a precipice on
tho fourth?

With a sinking heart 1 strained my
eyes to discover some loophole of es-
cape, some break in the advinclug
wall of fira; and an ojaculation of
thanksgiving burst from my parched
lips, as, far away ou the left, 1 saw
a lttle, dark spot in the line of flasme,
and remoemberéd that just there a
beautiful spring bubbled up In the
middle of the forest, making a pool
small and shallow, vet all-sufcient to
preserve my lfe, could I reach It be-
fore the army of fiery demona should
flank it, and siretch an impassable:
barrier between me and this, my one
hope of safeély, «

In one spcond T was on my horse's
back, and floeing at & breakneck paos
townrd thay blessed spot of refuge—
an onnie, verily, in that desert of fire,
It was fully balf a mile distant, nnd
though my fleet-footed animal, seqm-
ingly imbued with & full kuowlodge of
all that depended on hin speed, flow
aver the ground as even he had nevey
done before, 1 goon #aw that the race
wis a despernte one, well-nlgh Bopo-
lens,

The hungry outery and ronr of
the finmes, ks they loaped and danced,
und waltzed among the dry brush
and treom—yot ever dashed forward
‘on thelr irresietible course—mad-
‘dened my poor horse with fenr, and
drowned my volce as [ strove to
woothe bim,

On und on he rushed, his eyen al-
moat starting from thelr sockets,
fonm flying fromi his mouth aud
flecking his alden with great white

onward with almost

e g’hh"i seldom has a horse spurned

aarth an did my poor, frightensd
that awful race with
of fret  +

e

me; and then, looking downward,
close at my feot, T saw that I stood on
n projesting point of tha eliff, over-
hanging a tangled masa of under-
brush, at least one hundred feet be-
low me,

The fire would be checked on this
rocky sholf—I saw that at a glance;
but, alas, there was plenty of fuel to
feed 1t up to the very ontermost edge,
and Ity mad earver would be stopped
too 1ate to save me; for there was no
spot of refuge to whieh I conld flee
until ite fury should have passad.

Alrendy 1 feit tts scorchlilng brenth
on my cheels ne 1 stoodewalting, with
my hand resting on my poor, trem-
bling horee; and suddenly, as he
whinnled plteocusly, the thought cameo
to me that he, at least, nesd not suffer
80 palnful a death as stared his mas-
ter in the face,

I always ctrried a plstol, and now
I drew it out, and nerving my shak-
ing hand, drew It to his beautiful,
quivering ear, but lowered it again an,
for the first time, 1 noticed that my
clumey artist’s umbrells still swung
from its nccustomed planee from a
ring In the saddle. It had so hap-
pened that the spot In which T had
been aketching, when hemmed in by
my flery foe, was 30 co0] and shady
that the umbrella was not needed;
g0 1 did not remove it from the
paddie,

When I drew the trigger, Fleat
would fall, It might be, upon It; he
might not live a moment or two, yet
even for that short time 1 did not
chooge thit the strong, heavy steel
ribs should bave the chance of adding
to his pain.

I detached It from the suddle; and
oven as 1 did so the sudden memory
of lttle Dolly's experiment that
morning-—nah, how far nway it
seemed!—forced a smile to my dry
lips, and then followed n thought,
Ewift and startling as & Hghtoning
flash,

A parachute, Dollle ealled it; and
why not use it 1s such now, in my dire
extremity? It was very strong and
stout, and I had some twine In my
pocket, with which to secure the ends
of the ribs to the handle, so that it
conld not turn wrong side out.

With the resistance it would offer
to my descent, I felt sure that it was

We can’t choose happiness oither
we can't tell where that will 1le,

whether we will Indulge ourselves in the

whether we will renounce that for the sake of obeying the di-

vine volee within us—for the sake of being true to all the

motlves that sanctity our lves,

hag slipped away from me again and again; but T have felt

8o forever, 1 should bhave no

B darkoess of this lite.—George Ellot,

one

for ourgelves or for an-
We can only choose
pregsent moment, or
1 know this belief is hard; 1t

light through the
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qulte possible to land in the midst of
the brushwood—a hundred feot be-
low-—with no more serlous hurt than
brulses and scratches, or perhaps a
broken limb; and surely these wers
light evils in comparison to being
burned to death,

With eager fAngere, I knotted the
twine to the steel ribe, and secured
the former to the base of the handle,

The flames wera almost upon me by
this time; so, with one long-drawn
breath, I raised my pistol once more,
and with one qulck, nervous jerk,
sent a bullet into the brain of my
petted wteed,

Then, as he gave one wild shrlek,
and fell lfeless at my feéet, I selzed
the umbrella——Dollle's parachute—
and leaped off the rock,

At the outset I fell so rapidly that
I nMmost lost my breath, but in o
second I could feel that my descent
war checked, and theon began o swave
Ing, Jerking motlon, that made my
bead apin.

Doubtless there was not more than
one or two moments’ interval between
my leap from the ledge and my lund-
Ing smidst the branches of a small
tree, but It geemed as many hours.

When I clambered down to the
ground, fcarcely believing yet in my
wonderinl eseape, I found wmysell
with sound limbe. My hands and
fnce were soratehed and bleeding, my
clothes torn to rags; but what caved
17

The flery flends wera leaplng in
disappointed anger far nbove mo, and
now I could listen to their roar with-
out a tromor, save of grief at the loss
of my favorite steed.

Keeplug nlong the shore of the
Inke, I rehched my aister's house just
A% serions alarm was beginning to ba
folt at my prolonged abaence, and &
party about to set forth in search of
me.

“Dollle," said I, that night, as I
took up the dear lttlo nlece I had so
nearly parted from forever—*Dollle,
you were right, after all. ‘Uncle
Huarry's blg umbrella is a parachute,’
and if you had not told him se he
wonld pever have known It, and so
he would huve been devoured by the
hungry finmes. We will make a hoaus-
titul glass case, and put the parnchute
away o it, and label It 'Dollle’s Parn-
thute.' "—8aturday Night.

Too Good ¥or This World,

Albert was a solemn-eyed, spire
1tusl-lookiog child,

“Nurse," he said ono day, leaving
kg blocks and laying his band gently
on her knee. “Nuree, Is this God's
day?®™

“No, dear.” aald the nurss, “this
is vot Suoday. It s Thursday."

“I'm 80 " he sald, sadly, aud
went back to locks,

A Quiey Home,

“I alwaya make it a rule to shut
mysell away in my own room for one
hour every afternoon,” writes a
“Mother of Ten." “If I dldn't, I real-
Iy don’t know how I should get on
sometimes, I look on that gulet hour
In the aftertoon as an exeellent in-
vestmant, for I come down aftor it
rested, and consequently less worrled,
which Is good for everybody In the
houge—husband, children and malds.
If by any chance I miss (t, T find that
overything goes wrong during the
reat of the day, and I'm dreadfully
Irritable and snappish,"—Home Chat.

Health, the Seeret,

The secret of beauty may he ot
pressed In very few words—health,
ease, grace of movement and a proper
mental attitude. The Clirele sava of
the latter that beauty {s permanently
potsible only when the mind {8 right.
It may be posslble for a croms, worry-
ing and Inconslderate young woman
to be beautiful, bBut—ashe will not,
cuannot poasibly, keep her beauty more
than a few years. Gradunlly the fig-
ura will stiften, the face become tensed
and wrinkled and the volee ungentle
and unpleasing, On the other hand,
a number of plaln women have be-

come beautiful through habitual
calmness, hopefulness aud loving
kinduness.

Simplified Marviage,
We marry for love, and frequontly
stay married a long time without It,

writes Vilbjalmer Stefansson, In
Harper's Magazine, while with the
Reklmo the “marrisge of conven-

fonee,” as [t I8 In the beginning, Is
naver long endured unless love de-
velops, Whenever elther husband or
wife prefers separation, divorce takes
place. There s a peculinr economie
factor which meccounts for this free-
dom, An Eskimo wife can leave a
huband without a single thought of
“How shall I support myself and my
child?" for as long as there are food
and clothing in the community they
will be cared for. Nor does the wom-
an suffer In socinl standing. As a
matter of fact, however, I a couple
are congenial enough to remain mar-

ber own name on the outslde, as well
ax that of e nddresses,—New York
Telegram, ’

Slavery of Droess,

The redoubtable Professor Thomas
of Chicago Unfversity, proceeds with
his digsection of lovaly woman in the
Ametlean Magazine, his partienim
tople this time being female apparel,
The subject Is not a new one, For
ages It has afforded sbundant oppor-
tunity to phllosophera and moralists
for heaping abuse upon the heads of
womenkind, But Professor Thomar
has something new to say about It
From his point of view, the moralisty
were all on the wrong tack. The ob.
Ject of thelr aliuse 10 a mere helplosy
vietim, “only a pawn In the {ndustri
&l gamea played by man.”

“Her Individenl possossor uses
hoer," gays Professor Thomas. "“as a
E¥ymbol of his wealth, and the cap-
taine of industry munke her the oe-
casion of n market for the costly and
changeable objects which fashlonable
habits force her to accept. New fash-
fons are not always beautiful; they
are even often ugly, and women know
it, but they embriuce changes ns fro
fquent and as radical as the Ingenu-
ity of the mode makers ean devise
Women do not wear what they want,
‘but  what the manufacturers and
trades people want them to want
The people who supply them also
control them."

The remson for the extreme differ.
entintion in the dress of the sexes is
not due to the nuture of elther, ac
cording to Professor Thomas. Man
Is naturally inclined to personal dis
play, he says, but he has come to
have more effoctive means of gotting
results, and so he has given up or-
nament. Meoney s now his
charm,"” Woman, on the contrary
has to depend on her charm for ev.
erything. BShe Is "'not naturally spec-
tacular,” but “when man had ae
quired a specialized skill which gaye
llm a mastery of the world and her
person as well” she “'hegan to specinl
fze the display which he was nban
doning, Restricted in movement
with no specialized skill, with not
even life to edugate her in ‘he broad
seénse In which men encounter {t, and

mencing to harden,

Our Cut-oul Recipe §
Paztle in Your

paper.

Nut Wafers.—Butter the inside of a granite saucepan,
then put Into It & cupful of light brown sugar, a cupful ot
granulated sugar and two-thirds of a cupfnl of sweet eream.
Cook until the mixture forms a soft ball when tested in cold
water, add a cupful of chopped nut ments of any kind, fiavor
with vanilla and stir untll & creamy consistency and come
Relieat over hot water until melted,
atirring constantly, then drop In small pats on buttered

ried g year, divorce becomes Improbe
able, and is much rarer in middle
life than It {s with us,

Homes of Thelr Own,

The home [s the kerne! of lile,
There s no danger that daughters
will desples marriage nnd & home,
They will take to it only too readily
when the magie hour strikes, but
purents may well dellberate before
they wantonly stréngthen a girl's in-
niate tendency to seek & home of her
own. For there is n swest dignity
of muldenhood and womanhood
which is pacrificed In an Inordinate
guest for & husband and home,

With sons It Is different. Many
men need to bave the home prinei.
ple Tostered and bullt up. They must
be made not only good hearted, but
must have thelr nomadie instincts
carefully repressed und taught to cen-
tre nround the saered jdea of. home,

Then, when once the notion of
home and Its paramount importance
I8 fixed In his mind, a Young mac is
perfectly free to go forth and find a
miiden 1o share It.—Woman's Life,

Women in Prominent osis,

The progress of woman is shown
in teports of Individual success in
various parts of the country, Mis,
A. B. Enright has been eppointed
rounty supervisor of schools in East
Coneord, VE, taking the position in
competition with several men. In
addition to the exacting dutles of her
school work, Mrs, Enright shoulders
nll the rvesponsibillties  that fall to
her lot as the wifée of the pastor of
ong of the largest Methodlst pariahes
in Vermout., Another spccessful wo.
mun i Mra, Allee B. Clarke, of Gar-
field County, Callfornis, who has
been Indorsed on o non-parcisasn ba-
sis by the normal Institute for the
office of State superintendent of pub-
He“instruetion, Tt s bellsved that
Mrs, Clarke will be named without
werlous opposition. She s gerving
her second term as superintendent of
sthools for Garfleld County and her
good work In this post led to her in-
tlorgement for the higher ofMes —
New York Press,

Bhe Bees the Reason,

Notlces and warnings on placards
do not begin to make the Impression
upon the publle that one Individual
experience will, Every womsn knowa
that In all postofMces ‘are cards bog-
ging persons to put thelr names and
wddresses on all valuable letters, that
they may be returned In case they
eannot hg delivered. Ous woman, at
leant, bas geen and disregarded them
for yeurs, but in the future she will
do differently, Lust month she had
ocaasion to send away $10 and put
ona bill of that denomination in an
enyelopy, which shs nelther regls-
tered nor wrote on tae hask for re-
turn, The lotter wah never deliveresd,
and the woman was oblged to send
another bill, thin time registered,
Ope duy this woek her Orst letter

| eame back to her after six woeks of
wandgyl v -

. S .

limited in her Interests by the pro
prietary tastes of man, her occupn
tion Is to charm." And in this oc
cupation she has become so absorbed
A8 even to forget its original purpose
8ho “almost loses sight of man—af
ter marriage, at least—in heor inter
est In outstripplng other women., Men
would prefer her more simply dressed
but this is her game—indeed, it {s
almost her business." And here {»
retribution, for “man pays the bills."

Underlying the charm of woman's
dress Professor Thomas finds twe
muain prineiples, namely, its emphasis
of her ser and the helplegsness te
which It reduces her. For instine
tive rensons which we do not contro)
and do not completely undersiand
“slgns of sex.'" he says, “have a very
powerful emollonal effect.” Hence
the emphasis of woman's "most strik-
ing anatomlical peculiarity, a walst
which measures small In compariaon
with the bust and hips.” “The help.
lessness nvolved In lacing, high heels
undivided skirts and other Imped|-
menta of women has a charm in the
eyes of man because it appeals to his
protective and masterful instinets
“It Is his opportunity since the dis-
appearance of large game and (o the
piping timen of peace.”

Roses for hats are immense (n slize

New coats are very
bralded,

elaborately

Modlsh grays range (rom despest
smoke Lo palest pearl,

The Psyohe knot is the
coiffure of the moment,

The fringed searf ls nan fashionable
for the hat #s for the gown,

Pompadour ribbona are much in
demand for evening sashes,

One of the new Ideas In evening
wriaps I8 the loug ulster of pale cloth

—a cory garment If not a graceful
ane,

An evening gown of gold bullion
cloth 1a shot here and there with
dashes of plak. Tulle woftens the
armn and neck,

The “two-fuced' veil for moloring
Is & real sutumd novelty, It Is made
of two large motor vells of chiffon
of contrasting color, wtitched togeth-
or at the side hem, In different lights
It taken variegated hues.

Gray, bluck and blue broadeloth
wraps are lined throughout with gray
or black satin, and many of the new
models are made by the high Diree
tolre belt to dluplay & corset eftect,
securlng claverly the slight hipless
lines g0 much In vogue.

Wedding gowna are changed so that
instead of the heavy velvet traln
hanging from the shoulders the vell
will fulfll {ts old mission and bo vell
and traln in one. Thus, when the

favorite
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Surprised to Discover a Stadent of

Hin Edvcational Departments,

A knock st the door. e

Tho magasine editor stopped ahoy-
Ing rejection Mips Into the melf-ad-
dressed stamped envelopes, took the
stogle from his mouth, wpit (nto the
waste-baaket, and yelled, "Come In!"

The door opened with determina-
[ tlon, apd an Individual walked in
who looked as It he wers & prowpor-
ous buslness man. At this sight ihe
editor arose, politaly placed & ehalr
for his distinguished-dooking visltor,
and nssumed the gonial alr which he
used with advertisers fn his magn-
zine,

"What ean 1 do for you, air?" he
nsked,

"1 have onlled," hogan the proaper:
ous-looking gentleman, I have ealled
ta see you in rogard to a gmall mat-
ter which 1 belleve will result to
our mutunl advantage. I am not ens
cronching upon ¥our time?"

“Cartalnly nst!" responded
editor,

"You have a nlee little magazine,
and from the advertlsing pages—"

“Yes, our ecirculation, In round
numbers, I8 204,587,634,657," Inter
rupted the editor.

“As 1 wns saying, from the adver-
tising pages to the front cover, it is
s good a llterary article ns {8 on the
news-stands to-any. '’

‘“Thank you, mir,” sald the edltor,
in an axle-greass volee.

“From the appearnnce of your
periodical, T should judge that you
are very lberal In yYour atiitude to-
ward your subseribers and your eon-
tributors."”

“Yes, vir,” sald the editor. But
thers wan n slight hiteh In his volce

“Now hera I have n very clever
little thing called 'The Beautles of
Spring’ " He took n roll of manu-
seript from an inside pocket.

The magazine sditor was so badly
shocked that he knooked off the pot
of puste and upset the waste-bas.
ket,

“"You're not & poet?" he gasped,
ineredulously.

the

"maln ,

"Yes,'" nnswered the prosperous-
looking indlvidunl eimply

“But your clothes!" shrieked the
[er!i!nr. “They are In style, they fit;
your collar and shirt are the Intest

design; your tie Is not one of thoue
flowing Lord Byron bows!"™

“T know 1t," replied the poet qulets
Iy. "You seq, I've been rending your
department ecalled, *The Correctly
Dressed Man.' It was there that I
learned.”

The editor was mystified. '"'But
the quality! You are dressed In the
very best—that takes money!"

“T know,” smund the poet,
made money;: I've been reading your
page on ‘Safe Investments' ™

“But your alr of confldence, yous
poise, your way of introducing your.
solf and your business! You dou't

ct llks n poet,"”

“Time wans when T was bashful,
and I used to sneak Into an editorinl
cfiice as if 1 had stolen something,’
responded the poet quletly; “but vour
column on the ‘Development of the
Personality’ helped me."

Well, don*t that beat Ed Bock!'®
gald the astonished ealtor, reaching
for hils check-book, and taking his
fountain-pen off his ear. *'Here, 1'1
take Your stuff, [ never had any
fcen any one ever road those depart
ments.'~—Donald A. Kahn, in Judge

"'ye

l‘.-;ﬁ.‘il\'(i OF PRAIRIE CHICKENS.

Wise Bird That Knows Too Mach Te
Make Nest in Harvest Flelds,

It a Jury of students of nature from
the Kansas pralries |s ever gathered
together ane¢ the questlon put t¢
them: “What Is cnuning the disap.
pearance of the pralre chleken?’
they would not all answer, “"Hunt
ers,"”

Vary
hung jury, and the unexpectsd ver
diet of that part of the jury refus
ing to lay the blame on the gunnert
would Dbe: “The passing of wild
prairie hay.” A prairie chicken is o
pretty wise bird. She will not lay
eggs in tame hay, Bomehow #he
knows that a niean looking machine
with blg cutting blades will soon
come along and sweep the fleld of {te
mentle of green glory nand expose her
nest to the elemeuts, robbers and
other devastators Bhe shuns the
tame grass bul seeks the pratrie hay,
If a prairie hen, say men who clalm
to know, cannot find wild hav fleids

in which to bulld her nest she will
Bo “'dry.”
But the pheasant is mot sn wisa

This bird Is belng “planted” in Kan.

sas by the State game warden It e
an imported bird and does not yet
know the "Kansas innguage,' Strange

to eay, It Is mlfalfa that proves the
pheasant’s chief enemy Bha will
bulld her nest in the alfalfn fAelde
and then inter shriek llke blazes he-
cause the mower has awepl her nley
shady home sway, The frequent ent
ting of alfalfa does not even give the
pheasant mother a chance to fix uyp
one good "getting’” and get them good
and warm.—Xansas City Journal

Quick of Comprehension.

A celebrated Scottish lawver had

to address the Caledonlan equivalent
of our Buprame Court. Hin *'plead
Ing"” occupled an entire day., Alter
seven hourns of almost continuous ora.
tory he went home to supper and wae
ankod to conduct family worship. As
he was exbiausted his devotions were
briet,
Y1 am ashamed of ye,” sald the old
mother. “To think ye could talk for
saven hoors up at the court and dis-
miss your Maker in seven minutes.”
“Ay¥, verra true,"” waa the reply,
“but ¥e maun mind that the Lord
fsng sae dull In the uptak as the
‘ndge-bodies.” —Philadelphia Public
Ledger.

Inartistic Pottery,
We wonder that some of our e
terprising firma with the graat re-
sourced at their command do not pro.
duce cheap artistie pottery, for 1

1

§ ¢cass you should
probably there would he 7

The muellage or
bottle fx apt to get b
whasted at the last, | ]
to the mouth and sides of the bo
‘When the cork s firat removed, cut &
plece of old cotton or linen, a little
Iarger than the top, circular in shape,
the same as for a Jellytumbler. Smear

i

on the bottle and press in your cork.
You will have no trouble and ean use
your contents to the last drop. Al-
ways replace the cloth after using.—-
Boston Post,

Cheap Shade For Your Plazza.

Take two widths of flnor matting,
either old or new, about aight feet
long and sew it togeiher; this will
mnke about slx feet wide. Overcast
the two ende-afid nall ench end to &
orrrow strip of wood., Palnt it a
pretty shade of ollve green on holh
, and hang it from the top of the
by an end strip, weing largs
screw oyves and ordinary rope or very

poren

strong twine for pulleys. The strip
of wood on the end makes it roll
nleely. The two pletes of matiing

need not mateh; after painting they
look mlike. This {8 much eheaper
than Japanesa porech shades for &
country honre and looks fine on any
home,—DBorton Post.
=2 -t
Apron Pocket.

A torn apron and frequent acel-
donts due to an outside apron pocket
i}p-.i me to insert a deap pocket of

white cotton on the right hand side
under my apron,

It is deep enough to contnln hand-
kerchlefs for the younger chlldren, &
dally acoount order and “work to ba
done” book. Outaide of the use of
the pockat this book nlone is o treas-
ure, my nocounts are kept stralght,

my needs for the tabls never wanting,
and the best of all my hushand knowa
Just what is ded moat to be done

ahout the he
Thera s also

( nl of »

, A8 1t
for

I# our own.
thimble and
a button or
odintely saves
iton Post.
Different Ways of Coloring Teings.
White lcing Is white of egg beaten
sLiff and mixed with powdered sugar;:
add a tablespoon of lemon Julce; it

ronm

| will be purer white, For yellow leing
| take a few drops of diluted saffron
: ind add to the white frosting, ' Choc-
! olate I8 the best for black., Clonas
1 mon frosting Is made by adding a teas-
| spoon of clunamon to white of one

egg: this is vory pretty frosting. Plnk
s colored by a few drops of berry or
currant julee. Green frosting s mada
by addive spinach curd to the white
frosting. To curdle spinach, brulse a
few leaves thoroughly, then squeere
the julece Into & saucepan and boll till
it curdies, then add a few drops of
water, straln through a napkin, and
with that which remains in the nap«
kin color the frosting., Blue i3 cols
ored with violets; take a handtal of
violets, goak them over night In & 1t-
tle water, then stir thoroughly and
Etraln.~—Boston Post,

To Temper and Retemper Flatirons,
The average housekesper {g often

much annoyed by the tendency hey
fatirons have to cool too rapldiy
This g a thing most easily avolded,
The new flatimpn should first of all
have the tempa® set, Allow If to heat
for several honrs on o mederately hot
stove withoot removing, let it coo)
gradunlly till it s perfectly eold be-
fore using It After this It should
only be allowed to heat when wanted
for use. The habit of leaving the
fintlrone on the fire at all times in

need them will in
timé ruin any fron. Allowing the
. metal to thoroughly soak in the fire
will draw the temper of the bast stee]
forged, To retemper an lron which
wiil no longer hold heat, heat It ng
bot ns you can, & Jong &8 It fsm’t
glowing, and then drop it in a tub of
moderately warm water, When cold
It should be treated as a new lron,
that s, to reheat it slowly and then
it It gradunlly cool.—Boston Post.

Lemonnde.~In
heat the

making lemonade
lemona before squeezing and
you will get almost double the quan-
tity of julee.

Sour Milk Ple~Add to a cup sour
milk one-hall cup sugar, a ocup of
chopped ralsine and a teaspoon eln-
namon, Btir on stove untll hot, then
pdd A teaspoonful cornstarch dlss
solved in & little water. Bake in-two
crusis.,

Oyster Nugeget,—0One guurt of oys
ters, six common erackers rolled fine,
one-guarter pound of buntter, two cups
of milk, thres eggn; beat the egge,
put all together in your stew pan;
stir 1t about fAifteen or twenty min-
utea over a mood fire; be careful and
nut burn. Eerve hot,

Quinee Marmudnde.—Wipe guines,
remove blossom ends, eut In quarters,
remove seads, then cut In  small
pleges, &'ut Into a preserving kettle,
and add snough water Lo Noarly eavsr
er. Cook slowly uuti) soft, Ruob
through a bhair sleve and add throe-
fourths [t mensure of heated sugar.
Cook slowly twenty minutes, stirring
veenslonally to preveant buraiug.

Ripe Tomato Piokle~~Thres pluts
tomatoes, peolad nnd chopped! ona
cip chopped relery; four tablespoony
ehopped rod pepper; four tabisspoons
chopped onlon; four ¢ -' !
six tablespoons sugar; six Kpoony
pamustard ased; on teanpoot

quig

clove; one-hall teaspo
one teaapoor _

this with lard on both sides, place it




