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FATE'S INSTRU MENTS.

CHAPTER VII.—(Continued.)

1 shall have to do it,”” he said to
himself. as he sat moodily in his cham-
bers. *“ They're all at me—uncle Hag?r.
Tommy Myles, Isabel—all of them. lr-n
shot if I ever interfere with anybody's
marriage again.” : :

The ffactinn of Isabel rankled in his
mind waorst of aill. That she, of all peo-
ple, should turn against m..ﬂﬂi as
a last insult, send him uphr-.:udlng* mes-
sages through Tommy Myles| This she
had dome, and George Wwas full of
wrath. ;

* A note for you sir,” said Timms, en-
tering in his wusual gilent manner.
Timms had no views on the controversy.
being one of those rare people who mind
their own business ; and George had fall-
en so low as to be almost gr:nuhﬂ Fur
the colourless impartiality with which
he bore himself towards the quarrel be-

tween his masters.
George took the note.

been here, Timms?®” .
“ He looked in for letters, sirj but

went away directly on hearing you were

here." i :
Timms stated this fact as if it were 1n

the ordinary way of friendly inter-

course, and withdrew.
wwWell, I am— 1" exclaimed George

and paused. :

The note was addressed in the hand-
writing he now knew very well, the
handwriting of the Bournemouth char-

actar.

" Dear Mr. Neston,
“[ ghall be alone at five o'clock to-

day. Will you come and see me §
Yours sincerely,
“ Neaera Witt.”

“ You must do as a lady asks you,”
gaid George, “even if she does steal
ahoes, and you have mentioned it. Here
goes| What's she up to now, 1 won-
dthrgj'

Neaora, arrayed in the elaborate care-
lessness of a tea-gown, received him, not
in the drawing-rooom, but in her own
snuggery. Tea was on the table; there
was a bright little fire, and a somno-
lent old cat snoozed on the hearth-rug.
The whole air was redolent of what ad-
vertisements called a ‘‘ refined home,"”
and Neaera's manner indicated an al-
moest pathetioc desire to be friendly,
checked only by the self-respecting fear
of a rude rebuff to her advances.

“It is really kind of yow to come,”
she said, “ to consent to a parley.”

“The beaten side always consents to
a parley,” answered George, taking the
scat she indicated. She was half sit-
ting, half lying on a sofa when he came
in, and resumed her position after greet-
ing him.

““ No, no,” she said quickly; *that’s
where it's hard—when you're beaten.

But do you consider yourself beaten?"
“Up to mow, certainly.” ; p;
“ And you rea!ly are not convinced?

she asked, eyeing him with a look of

candid appeal to his better nature.

“ 1t is your fault, Mrs. Witt.,”

“ My fauil?”

“ Yes. Why are you so hard to for-

1t 2" George thought there was mno

E].rm in putting it in a pleasant way.
“Ah, why was Miss—now is it Game

or Gamesi{—so hard to forget "’

“ It is, or rather was, Game. And I
suppose she was hard to forget for the
game Teason as you—would be)”

“ And what is that?’

“1f you ask my cousin, no doubt he
will tell you,"”

Neaera smiled.

“\What more can I do?” she asked.
“ Your people didn’t know me. 1 have
produced a letter showing 1 was some-
where else."

" Excuse me—

““ Well, well, then a copy of a letter.”

** \What purports to be a copy,”

“How glad 1 am I'm not a lawyer!
It scems to make people so suspicious.”

“Jt's a great pity you didn't keep
the original.” ]

Neaera said nothing. Perhaps she did
not agrea. :

“ But I suppore you didn't send for
me to argue about the matter ¢

“* No. 1 sent for you to propose peace,
Mr. Neston, I am so weary of fighting.
Why will you make me fight " y

“’It's not for my pleasure,” said
Et‘l’ill'i_.!t!'-.

“* For whose then " she asked,,stretch-
ing out her arms with a gesture of en-
treaty. * Cannot we say no more about

i

“With all my heart.”

“And you will admit you
wrong "'
» “That is saying more about it.”

“You cannot enjoy the position you
are in."”

“1 confess that."” NS, :

“* Mr. Neston, do you ever think it's
[ﬁﬂiblﬂ\t’_ﬂll are wrong. But no, never

“ Mr. Gerald

(1}

wernre

mind. ill you agree just to drop
ity J

** Heartily, But there’s” the Bull's-
eye.”’

" 0Oh, bother the Bull's-eye! I'll go
and sce the editor,” said Neaera.

* He's a stern man, Mra. Witt."

** He won't be so hard to deal with as
you. There, that's settled. Hurrahl
you shake hands, Mr. Nestoni"

“ By all means.”

“With a thief " _

" With you, thief or no thief. And I
must tell you you are very g

“*Whatt"

“Well, above small resentments.”

*“QOh, what doos it matter? Suppose
I did take the bhootsi™

* Shoes,” said George.

Neaera burst into a laugh.
very accurate.” : )

““And you are very inaccurate, Mrs,
Witt."

“1 shall always ba amused when 1
meet you. I shall know you have your
band on your watch."

“Oh, yes. 1 retract nothing.”

*“Then it is peace ™

il .1F|"E‘.I ¥

Neaera sat up and gave him her hand,
and the ce wus mtified. But it so
chanoad that Neaera's sudden movement
moused the cat. He yawned and got up,

“Youare

1
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arching his back, and digging his claws
into the hearth-rug. !
“ Bob,” said Neaera, “don't spoil the

George’s attention was directed to the
animal, and, as he looked at it, he start-
ed. Bob's change of posture had re-
vealed a serious deficiency: he had no
tail, or the merest apology for a tail

It was certainly an odd coincidence,
perhaps nething more, but a very odd
coincidence that George should have seen
in the court-yard at Peckton Gaol no
less than three tailless cats | Ol course
there are a good many in the world;
but still most cats have tails.

“1I like a black cat, don't youi" said
Neaera. *“ He's nice and Satanic.”

The Peckton cats were black, too,—
black as ink or the heart of a monoey-
lender.

" An old favourite 1" asked George, in-
sidiously.

m;’l!:\'ﬁ had him a good many years.
. The last word slipped from Neaera
imvoluntarily,

“Why ‘oh!'"™

“1I'd forgotten his milk,"” answered
Pv?m'ﬂ. with extraordinary prompti-

1hdlen,

" Where did you get him?"

Neaera was quite calm again, ' Some
friends gave him to me. Please don't say
I stole my cat, too, Mr. Neston.”

LGeorge smiled; indeed, he almost
laughed. “Well, it is peace, Mrs. Witt,
Ilir, :-'i.;w.l, taking his hat. ‘* But remem-

-l‘.r L

“ What " said Neaera, who was still
smiling and cordial, but rather less at
her ease than before.

“A vat may tell a tale, though he
bear none.”

“ What do you mean?” ?

“If it ia ever war again, I will tell
you. Good-bye, Mms., Witt."

“ Good-bye. Please don't have poor
Bob arrested. He didn't steal the boots
—oh, the shoes, at any rate.”

“1 expect he was in prison already.”

Neaera shook her head with an air
of bewilderment. I really don't un-
derstand you. But I'm glad we'renot
enemiles any longer.”

George departed, but Neaera sat down
on the rug and gazed into the fire. Pre-
sently Bob came to look after the for-
gotten milk. He rubbed himself right
along Neaera's elbow, beginning from
his nose, down to the end of what he
called his tail.

“Ah, Bob,” said Neaera, " what do
you want? Milk, dear? * Good for evil,
milk for—'"

Bob purred and capered. Neaera gave
him his milk, and stood leoking at him.

“ How would you like to be drowned,
dear 2’ she asked.

The unconscious Bob lapped on.

Neaera stamped her foot. ** He shan'tl
He shan't " she exclaimed. " Not an
inch!‘* Not an inch|”

Bob finished his milk and looked up,
_ ““No, dear, you shan't be drowned.
Don’'t be afraid.”

As Bob knew nothing about drown-
ing, and only meant that he wanted
more millk, he showed no gratitude for
his reprieve. Indeed, seeing there was
to be no more milk, he pointedly turned
his back, and began to washl his face.

CHAPTER VIIIL.

“ I never heard anything so absurd in
all my life,” said Mr. Blodwell, with em-
phasis.

George had just informed him of the
treaty between himself and Neaera. He
had told his tale with some embarrass-
ment. It is so difficult to make people
who were not present understand how
?.h;llmtﬂrviﬂw came to take the course it

a :

*“Bhe seemed to think it all right,”
George said weakly.

“ Do you suppose you can shut peo-
ple’s mouths in that way "

“There are oiher ways,” remarked
George, grimly, for his temper began
to go. !

*“There are,” assented Mr. Blodwell ;
“and in these days, if you use them,
it’s five pounds or a month, and a vast
increase of gossip into the bargain.
What doecs Gerald say "

“Gerald? Oh, I don't know. I sup-
pose Mrs, Witt can manage him.”

“Do you? I doubt it. Gerald isn't
over easy to mansge. Think of the
position you leave him inl”

* He believes in her.”

“ Yes, but he won't be content unless
other people do. Of course they’ll say
she squared you.”

“ Squared me I" exclaimed George, in-
dignantly.

“ Upon my soul, I'm
hasn’t."

“Of course you can say what you
please sir. From you L can’t resent it.”

“ Come, don't be huffy. Bright eves
have their elfect on everybody. By the
1.1:;1}3:. have you seen Isabel Bourne late-

J_r ok i

i Nﬂ.”

“Heard from her "

“She sent me a message through
Tommy Myles." :

“1s he in her comfidence?f?"

“ Apparently. The effect of it was,
that she didn't want to seq me till I
had come to my senses,”

“In those words?"

“*Those were Tommy's words.”

“Then relations are strained?"

“* Miss Bourne is the best judge of
whom she wishes to see.”

* Quite s0," said Mr. Blodwell, cheer-
fully. ** At present she seems to wish
to see Myles. Well, well, George, you'll
have to come to your knees at last.”

“* Mrs. Witt doesn't require it."

not sure she

* Gerald will.”
“Gerald be But I've never told
you of my fresh evidence.” |
“ Oh, you're mad ! What’'s in the wind |
now -.;ur
Five minutes later George flung him-
self angrily out of Mr. Blodwell’s cham-

bers, leaving t hat gentleman purple and |

palpitating with laughter, as he gently [

re-echoed. -
“The cat! Go to the jury on the
cat, George, my boy!”

To George in his hour of adversity, |

Mrs. Pocklington was as a tour of
strength. She said that the Nestons
might squabble among themselves as
much as they liked ; it -was no business
of her. As for the affair getting into
the papers, her visiting-list would suffer
considerably if she cut out everybody
who was wrongly, or sha added signifi-
cantly, rightly abusaed in the papers. |
George Neston, might be mistaken but
he was an honest young man, and for
her part she thought him an :lgrmhle!
one—anyvhow, a great deal too good for
that insipid child, Isabel Bourne. If
anybody didn't like meeting him at her
house, they could stay away. Poor |
Laura Pocklington protested that she |

1
|
|
I
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cu_uhin't stay away.

" Then, my dear,” said Mrs. Pockling-
ton, tartly, * you can stay in the nur-
&I_}, 7]

Mrs. Pocklington shook her head Fen-

| tly. Mr. Pocklington’s Radical princi-

pPies extended no more to his household
th:‘ltn to his business.

“ Laura, dear,” she gaid, in pained
tones, ' I do so dislike argument.”

S0 George went to dinner at Mrs.
Pocklington’s, and tbat lady, remorse-
less in parental discipline, sent
down to dinner with him; and, as
every body knows, there is nothing more
pleasing and interesting than a pret-
Ly girl in a dignified pet. George enjoy-
ed himseif, It was a lo time
since he had flirted; but really now,
considering Isabel's conduet, he felt at
perfect liberty to conduct himself as
secmed to him good. Laura was an old
friend, and George determined to see
how imcapable her wrath was.

[t's s0 kind of you to give me this
pleasure,” he began.

“Pleasure ¥ said Laura, in her lofti-
esl tone.

“Yes; taking you down, you know.”

‘Mamma made me.”

“Ah, now you're trying to take me
down."

“l wonder you can look any one in
Lthe face——"

“I always enjoy looking you in the
rm'll'

“After the things you've said about
poor Neaera "™

wNeaera i

‘Why shouldn’'t I call her Neaera "

» No reason at all. It may even

ba“hﬂr nams,"

A woeman who hackbites is bad, but
a man——""

: “Is the deuce?” said George inguiring-

Laura tried another tack, *“All
your friends think you wrong, even
mammsa,"’

“What does that matter, as
you think I'm right "

_:I1 don’'t; I don’t. I think——"

That it's great fun to torment a
poor man who——"

George paused.

“Who what?' said Laura, with de-
[ﬂﬁrahlﬁ wenkness,

Iy 'Values your good opinion very high-

L

long as

:Nnnse.nsa Je
George permitted himself to sigh
deeply, A faint twitching betrayed
itself about the corners of Laura’s

pretty mouth.
look

If you want to smile, I will
away,” said G :

‘You're very foolish,” said Laura;
and George knew.that this expression
on a lady’s lips is not always one of
rlL:-':a.ppm?a_l.

I am, indeed,” said he, “to spend
my time in a vain pursuit.”

“Of Neaera ?”

“No, not of Neaera.”

“I should never,” said Laura, demure-
ly, “have referred to Miss Bourne, if
you hadn't, but as you have—"'

“I didn't.”

Presumably George explained whom
he did refer to, and apparently the ex-
planation took the rest of dinner-
time. And as the ladies went upstairs,
Mrs. Pocklingion patted Laura's shoul-
der with an approving fan.

“There's a good childl It shows
breeding to be agreeable to people you
dislike,”

Laura blushed a litile, but answered
dutifully, "I am f;lad you are pleased,
mamma.’”  DMost likely she did not im-
pose on Mrs. Pocklington, She cer-
tainly did not on herself.

George found himself left next to

Sidmouth Vane.

“Hallo, Neston!” said that young
gentleman, with his usual freedom.
“Locked her up yet?"

George said Mrs., Witt was still at
large. Vane had been his fag, and
George felt he was entitled to take it
oul of him in after life whenever he
could.

“Wish you would,” continued Mr.
Vane. *‘That ass of a cousin of yours
would jilt her, and I would wait out-
side Holloway or Clerkenwell, or where-
ever Lthey put 'em, and receive her sym-
pathetically—hot breakfast, brass band,
first cigar for six months, and all that,
don’t you know, like one of those Irish
fellows."

“"You have mo small prejudices.”

“Not much. A girl like that, plus
an Income like that, might steal all
Northampton for what I care. Going
upstairs ¥

“Yes; there's an ‘At Home' on, isn't
there §"

- “"Yes, so I'm told. I shouldn't go, if
I were you,”

“Why the devil not?"

“Gerald's going to ba there—told me
ﬁﬂ.’.

“Really, Van, you're very kind. We
shan't fight.”

“1 don’'t know about that. He's
simply mad.”

“Anything new "

“Yes; he told me you'd been trying
to square Mrs. Wiit behind his baek,
and he meant to have it out with
yvou."

“Well,” said George, “I won't run.
Come along.”

The guests were already pouring in,
and :mmnfi the first George encount-
erel was Mr. Dennis Espion, as over-
strained as ever. Espion knew that
George was aware of his position on
the DBull's-eye.

“Ah, how are you, Neston ?" he said,
holding out his hand.

George looked at it for a moment, and
then took it.

“l support life and your kind at-
tentions, Espion."

“Ah! well, you know, we can't hel
it—a mnatter of public inierest.
hope you see our position—""'

“Yes,” said George, urbanely; "Il
faut vivre.”

“I don’t suppose you value our opin-
ion, but e

“Oh yes; I value it at a penny—
every evening."

“1 was going to say—'

“Keap it, my dear fellow. What you
say has market value—to the extent
I have mentioned."

“My dear Neston, may I

“(Corisider this an interview? My
dear Espion, certainly, Make any use
of this communication you please. Good

night."”
George skrolled away.

L1

“Suppose I

' was rather rude,” he said to himself,

“But, hang it, I must have earned
that fellow fifty pounds!”

(To be Contlinued.)

TOO SOON.

014 Grimes is dead, that good old man,
He missed a heap of fun:

He died, and never rode a wheel
Or shot a ki-yi gun.

= s T e —————— =

hated and despisad George, but vyet

| YOUNG FOLKS. |

“It’s too had!” exclaimed Laura. “ A |"Tis a bright and balmy morning, when

man who says such things isn't fit——""|

'She sleeps because

i
o |

Gﬁil‘\'G TO UNCLE JOE'S.
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the roses are in bloom, >
The birds have wakened early and sing
their sweelened tune,
Us youngsiers are all wide awake, ex-
cept dear baby Rose,
she doesn't know
we're going to Uncle Joe's.

Oh, you should see us when we're dress-
Laura |

ed, our new clothes are a sight,

' But, Bab¥ looks the best of all, so dainty

dressad in white,

And, now here comes the wagon, and
in it sach one goes,

And father says, “Now, hold on bhar
we're off for Uncle Joe's.”

There's a basketful of something, all
covered nice and neat, :

And safely stowed away from sight,
rizht underneath the seat.

But, no matter what we take them, each

___one among us knows, :

'"Twill never come back empty, when it

goes to Uncle Joe's,

And, now we're in the hollow, now go-
ing up the hill, .
And, now we eross the old long bridge,
and hear the busy mill,

And, now we're in the shaded lane,
where each sweet wild flower
blows,

Oh, never was there such a road as leads

to Uncle Joe’'s.

The squirrels and rabbits scamper, at
times, across our way,

And, humble-bees and butter-flies, are
out for holiday, )

And, every time we meet a team, right

f well the driver knows,

That we are gay and happy, 'cause we're
going to Uncle Joe's.

Ahl now we've turned the cornmer, and
can see the big red barn, .

And fields of grain, the like of which,
are on no other farm,

Then father says, “‘Just see that corn,
how clean and straight the rows,"

But, we've no time to answer, for we're
at Uncle Joe's.

Then, forth they come, from house and
.. barn, all hasting us to greet,
With, “how d'ye do's?" and happy smiles

and words of welcome sweet.
Aunt Louie takes the baby, with a “ Myl
how fast she grows!"
But, no one’s arms can lift us down so
well as Uncle Joe's.

Wae sit awhile within the house, and
May with dolls and toys,

Then, on with hats, and out of doors,
both bhappy girls and boys.

To see the chickens, ducks, and calves,
to stroke the new colt’s nose,

There's always something more to see,
when we're at Uncle Joe's,

We play at “hide and seek,"” and “tag.”
Oh, you should see us run,

No children ever laughed so much, or
had such jolly fun,

And, then we go to meet the men, when
loud the old horn blows,

For well we know, both Dick and Tom,
who lives at Uncle Joe's.

We gather in the kitchen, where the
dinner table's spread,

And, sit quite still, with folded hands,
until the “grace” is said.

Then uncle on us, one and all, both food
and smile bestows,

Oh, dinner never tasies so good as at
dear Uncle Joe's.

We ride home in the twilight, and all
along the way,

We're counting over all the joys of this
most blissful day,

And when we lay us down, our eyes
In happy slumber close,

With dreams such as we know  but
when we've been to Unecle Joe's.

THE STOLEN LUNCH.

Poor little Peter! Do you see him
at the schoolhouse pump% Oh, how he
cries and howls |

Yesterday a litile girl named Mary
Owens came to the teacher and said:
““Oh, Miss Wuard, what shall I do? This
is the third day that some one has eaten
up all my lunch. I have been watching
and trying to find out who can be the
thief.. But it is of no use.”

The poor child eried beeause she was
g0 troubeld at the loss of her dinner.

“Never mind, little Mary,” said the
teacher, Do as I tell you, and we will
catch the naughty child very soon.”

S0 they said not a word more before

the other scholars and quietly laid
their plans., Next morning the teacher
bronght a tempting doughnut and plac-
ed it in Mary’s lunch basket.
. Just before the bell rang to dismiss
the school at noon the scholars heard a
noise and soon saw Peter standing by
the well and working the pump handle
in a lively fashion.

The doughnut had been filled with
re:d pepper, and when poor Peter tasted
it he knew he was found out. Oh, how
it did burn! It seemed as if he could
never get to the watery And worst of
all, the boys and girls now came run-
ning to him, shouting and laughing at
him with all their might.

No doubt this will be the last time
little Mary will lose her lunch.

DOG AND GOOSE.

A dog and a goose on one occasion be-
came fast [riends, but the goose seems
to have made the first advances, If the
dog barked the goose would cackle and
endeavor to bite any person she sup-
posed the dog to be barking ats She
would not roast in the usual way, but
ran about the yard with the dog all
night, and even when he went about the
neighborhood the goose accompanied

him, running and flying in order to
keep pace with him.

W hat is very strange, however, when
the dog was ill the goose would not
leave hum for a single moment, so foomd
had to be placed in the kennel for both
of them. The affection is supposed to
have its origin in the dog's saving the
goose from a fox. ;

In another case a dog tried to console
hersalf for the loss of her family by
adopti a brood of ducklings. When
her little ones were taken f{rom her,
she was quite disconsolate, until she fell
in with the ducklings. These she tend-
ed in the most affectionate manner and
exhibited the greatest concern when
they naturally took to the water. When

| they came to land the dog seized them
them home.{ &

in r mouth and carri
Strange to say when robbed of her

' family sho took charge of two cock-

chickens, which she reared with great
aftention. When they began tococrow
she was evidently much annoyed and
endeavored to suppress their noise.

PUTS MONEY IN HIS PURSE.

=g

Tommy Atkins Finds Many Ways to Add
to Iis soldiers' Salary.

It is a great mistake to supposethat
the limit of a soldier's pay is a shill-
ing a day. Where Tommy is a shrawd
person and keeps his weather eye open

a | there are a hundred and one methods

for him to supplement his meagre pay
by dojng work outside his military du-
ties. In fact, a very respectable sum may
be realized by ' doing a bit outside,"
or “ taking on a civilian's job,"” as the
operation is called.

In all garrison towns smoking con-
certs are often given in public houses,
for which a chairman and pianist are
engaged. These positions are often fill-
ed by soldiers, the landlord trusting to
the popularity of the red coat, to gaipo
him a wider connection.

In many theatres, too, and music halls
soldiers often get employment in the
orchestra ; and should a military drama
be on the boards Tommy's services are
I great requisition for parts where a
martial appearance and very little
gpeaking are required.

Ihe writer knows of a case where o
compounder in the army used to make
& very handsome addition to his in-
come by dispensing and making up pre
scriptions for afew hours every even-
ing at a chemist’s shop in the town in
which his regiment was stationed. This
was a somewhat unusual case, but in
many garrison towns hotel proprietors,
as far as possible, employ soldiers as
wallers in the evening, and pay them
well, too.

A very curious instance of "' taking or
a civiiian’s job," came under the writer's
notice a short time ago. When passing
a bootmaker’s window he saw some
artillerymen stitching away al various
pairs of boots as eagerly as if thel
iives depended on finishing the jol
quickly. ; :

WOMEN DOCTORB.

Last year's report of the National As

sociation for Supplying Females Medic-
al Aid to the Women of India states
that in eleven years since its organiza
tion, under the name of the Lady Duf-
ferin Fund, the number of women and
girls annually relieved + and cured has
risen in 1895 to above 1,000,000 (1,054,
d87), and in the last three years the
number has doubled.

The movement has a pathetic his.
tory. Afier suffering for years from
native quacks, the maharanee of Pun
na was cured by an English lady—a
medical missionary. Her  highness
wrote to Queen Vietoria, inclosed Lhe
letter in a gold locket, put the jewel
around the doctor’s neck, and charged
her not Lo take it off untilf she gave

it into the Queen's hands.

Her Mnjosty =ent a kind answer,
and laid on the next new viceroy, when
dismissing him, the *special injunc-
tion' to launch a schem® for the im-
provement of the medical trealment of
her Indinn women subjects.

With Irish impetuosily and Secotch
{horoughness combined, Lady Dufferin
organized the fund all over India, and
in London also, for training native wo-
men doctors as well as healing thesuf-
fering. The invested funds amount to
£129000 at par, and the income from
all soureces last ealendar year was £15,-
545. With this a million of suffering
women were cared for, in addition to
the many who come under the min-
istration of the medical missionaries,
American as well as British. :

Waeare progress more rapid, especially
amonez the high-caste ladies, who must
la attended in the zenana and harem,
there wonld not be women <doctors
enough. Lady Elgin, Lady Elliott, and
olher governors' wives have hrought
about the foundation of hostels for na-
tive women studying medicine, ob-
stetrics, and nursing. Mr. Woodburn,
an exp'ri-n-el eivil encincer, declared
at the snnual meetine in Cal u'ta ]late-
ly that "the rapidly growing anl now
enormous atiendance at the Dufferin
hospitals is8 the best posgible evidenca
of the trust of the prople in the (reat-
ment they receive there.”

FALSE HAIR.

The barbarous thing, false hair,shows
signs of life again, or, at least, there
is an evident determination to force it
into a renewed existence. What was
[eimerly known as a “rat' is being
brought back to use by experts, in de-
vising coiffures. The hair of the ordin-
ary woman, it is said, is not sufficient-

ly luxuriant to au;lgply material for the
newest methods of arrangement, and
this old and excellent device proves just
what is needed, :

The ** rat " is made of a plump coil of
jute or curled bair, and is much the
shape of a very large cruller, If the
hair is very thin, or if it 1s felt that
detection of the rat must be avoided at
any cost, the frame should first be light-
ly covered with hair the exact shade of
the wearer’s.

In order to dress the. hair eflfectively
the frame should be pinned to the top
or in the middle of the back of the
head, according as it is most becoming.
The hair should then be drawn throug
the opening in the center of the ring,
after which it is a simple matter to
arrange it in almost any becoming
way. If the hair is simply twisted about
the ring the effect is given of a ver
large coil of hair; on the other hand,
it may be skillfully brought into a
group of puffs with the useful rat as
the basis of the structure. :

The shape of the rat itself is also
susceptible of much variation, and may
make possible again the high-pinnacled
wonders that graced the heads of the
stately dames of centuries ago. It is
unquestioned, at least, that the care-
less knot and loose braid of hair are
passing completely out of style, and
that the coiffure of the eoming season
will be a marvel of elaborate preci-

sil00.
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