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The Influence of the Baby.

Is was in one of the big department
sbores. Two women stood near each other:
before a counter where the belongings of
very little children are sold. Both looked
with wistful yet widely different expres-
slons at the tiny garments displayed. The
one woman asked to be shown knitted un-
dervests for a baby. The saleswoman drew
eut a box and took from it some absurdly
small garments, soft, crecamy, fleecy, the
most delightful combination of silk and
wool. The woman—a young woman, she
was, almost a girl—tcok them in her
bands with evident delight.

‘“How much are they?"’ she asked.

The saleswoman named a price that
was twice the size of the tiny shirts.

‘* Apiece?’’ asked the would be customer
timidly.

“Yes,”” answered the saleswoman.

The customer put down the little gar-
ments. She lnoked tired and weak and
bitterly disappointed. It’s heartbreaking
pot to be able to buy what you want for
gyour baby.

‘“'Show me something — something
eheaper,’’ she said, swallowing a lump in
ber throat.

The other woman, who bad been look-
Ing into the showcase, bad seen it all.
8bhe spoke to the saleswoman brusquely:

1 can’t wait any longer,”” she said.
“Tell me the price of that bonnet over
¢here. ”’

The saleswomuan hurried to obey. One
doesn’t keep a chinchilla collar and an
mperious manner waiting if one knows
one’'s business. There was a moment’s
whispering, and the saleswoman returned
to her waiting customer. From another
box she produced somme garments precisely
similar to the too expensive ones.

‘““Here’s some shirss,' said she, ‘‘that
we’ve marked down to close out. We have
only a few left. They're only ——."" And
the ‘‘only’’ was exactly half the price she
bad named before. It wasn’t cleverly
done, but it deceived the tired woman.
She went away with the wistful look gone
from bher face. The ehinchilla collar wensé
down in the same elevator with ber, and
the face above the collar wore a look al-
most of envy added to its wistfulpess, 1
fancied, though it's folly, of course, to
imagine that wornen with chinchilla ool-
lars and imperious manners ever envy
tired little women who have to ask for
sonmething—something cheaper. — Wash-
ington Post.

Rovyal Unselfishness.

The Duchess of York, the wife of the
second keir in succession to the British
throne, has ever since her childhood been
tenderly considerate toward the poor. Her
mother, the Duchess of Teck, was for
muny years deeply interested In the work
of the London Ragged School union, and
the young princess early showed her 1n-
terest in the work of this institusion and
in those it seeksto bEenefit.
incident, which caiue to the knowledge of
she writer at the time cf its occurrence,
between seven and eight years ago, will
fllustrate this fact:

Whit Monday is a legal holiday in Eng
land, and Lady S. invited a number of
Rugged School boys to visit ber on that
day, in 1891, that they might spend the
day in ber grounds nnd have a good time
in the various sizusements provided for
themm. But it turned out to be a very wet
day, and =ome time during the forenoon
the princess said to her mother: *“What a
day for the party of Lady S.! How disap-
pointed the poor boys must feel!”’

The result of this talk was that the car-
rlage was ordered, and the princess and
ber mother were driven several miles in
the rain to the house of Lady S., the prin-
oess taking some music with her that she
might sing and play for the bovs and thns
help to alleviate their disappointiuent at
being hindered from the out of door
amuseir ents which ,he*_v were expecting, —
Boston Transciipt.

' Good Rules to Follow.

Sleep on a very low pillow or none at
all. Sleeping on a flat bed will help to
give straight, firmly poi«nrd shoulders.

Walk from one to three miles every day
in broad soled shoes and loose clothing,
leaving cares at home. You may find
shemn when you return or they will bave
fled entirely.

Walk with the limbs swinging from the
bips, like a pendulum, and to this keep
ths weight of the body forward on the
balls of the feet. This is the secret of a
graceful stage carriage.

Take a morning sponge bath with as
much regularity as youn eat your dinner.

Do not retire in a bedroom in which the
gas haa been burulng for bours. Put out
the light, throw open the windows as wide
a8 possible and get pure oxygen before re-
tiring. Then leave the window so that
. there is circulation of gecod alr all night
Jong.

Regular hours for sleeping and for eat-
ing are the best means of keeping perfeot
bealth. A dentist on looking at a girl’s
teeth found no cavities to fill. She asked
in surprise, ‘‘How is that?’’ He replied
that she bad probably been sleeping regu-
larly, eight hours a night, and jokingly

added that there is a science in ‘‘teeth |

veading’’ quite as real as palmistry.

Table Manners,

“It 1s easicr,’” said a matron of great
experience, '‘to train a child in good table
manners than ono would think, bubt one
oannot begin too early. It is a fatal mis-
sake to consign the little one to a nureery
table in charge of an uneducated woman
and allow babits to be formed which are
alimmost irmpossible to eradicate,

‘“At one n:cal a day at least the mother
ghould bave the child brought to the fam-
ily rable, and, although at {irst a tray and
a bib are necessities, Lthey should be dis-
pensed with as soon as possible and only
used as punishmment for untidiness. A
ohild is nothing if not imitative, and 1%
will quiokly recognize the f[act that the
elder members of the family bave no use
for such accessories and will understand
¢he reason therefor.

“This plan will invariably result in a

great hinprovemens in the eating babits of |

young ohildren. In wmost cases, bowever,
@ tray is simply used to allow slovenly
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eating and as a protection to the cloth, in
stead of, as it should be, an aid in educa-
tion.””—New York Tribune.

The Paint Came 0Off,

‘*Excuse me,”” said a gentleman lately
t0 a young woman juaticnming out of a
store in process of renovation and whose
cloth jacket bore several long streaks of
the white paint which she had just encoun-
tered. '‘I hope you won’t think I'm try-
ing to flirt, tut I want to tell you the
easiest way to get that paint off. .Just
wait until it dries, then rub the paint
streaks together in your nands, so’''—
crushing up imagirary folds and rubbing
them vigorously together. The young
woman was somewhat skeptical, but later
in the day, when the paint had dried, tried
the remedy suggested with complete suc-
t265. Not a fuspicion of paint remaigpd
0 tell the tale. ,

Horse Cars ns Curiosities.

Did you ever stop to consider how rap-
idly the world grows away from customs
that bave given place to more improved
methods? For instance, only a few years
ago horses were used on many of the Chi-
cago street car lines, and the jingle ol
their bells as they plodded up and down
between the narrow rails was one of the
most common sounds in the husiness por-
tion of the city. In the suburbs horse cars
were used wherever there was a street car
line. Soon electricity drove the horses
from the tracks, and now many of the
little boys and girls never saw a horse car.
One small 4-year-old, living in Auburn
Park suburb, visited the down town dis
trict. It was aday of wonders to the
child, but when she got Fome the first
thing she told her father was that she had
ridden in a car that was pulled by horses.
She had ridden ima trolley car many times,
but never before had seen a horse car.—
Chicago Record.

A Poor Little Girl.

She never ran with a hoop. nor blew

Soap bubbles out of a pipe. nor knew

In all her days what a world of fun

It was to scamper and jump and run;

Bhe was born to wealth and a house of
pride,

And must be proper and dignified.

O

Dear little girl. 1 am sad for you!

They have filched your world of its rnse-l

ate hue.
They have robbed the sweets of your
childish play

And stolen your years and your dreamséd

away.
And you are a little girl no more,
Poor little martyr in pinafore,

I frankly own ] would shrink to face

Your accusing eves at the throne
grace:

I tremble to think what the king may
mete

To the culprit couched at the judgment
seat,

Who has taken a child that
to sing

And stified the song and deceived
Ring!
—Jogeph Dana Miller in Criterion.
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It Natnrally Follows.
‘““They say that masried people get to
look alike,”’
“Of course; a man’s wife is bound
to look like him when she wears all his
oollars and cravats,’'—=Chicago Record.

A Boy Who Chams With Enclid.

England bas discovered an infant prod-
igy. He is Alexander Bowley, 11 years
old. Alexander fairly revels in trigonome-
try, is a Latin and Greek scholar and has
made good pregress in musicanddrawing.
He has read Mallory's ‘‘King Arthur,’
Speuser and Chaucer.

The mcest surprising thing about the
boy is that he has never-been to schor!
and is practically self taught. He begau

ALEXANDER BOWLEY.

to study Euclid when he was 8 years
old Recently out of 26 trigonpomet-
rical transformations set befcre him the
boy solved 18 and 6 out of 7of the more
difficult exammples of junctions of two an-
gles from Todhunter’s larger work. He
rarely studies more than four hours a day
and never more than five hours. For the
rest of she time he is a healthy, mischie-
vous boy, full of spirits and deocidedly
“oheeky.”’
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THE MODE.

Fashicns For Winter Are Becoming
Permanentlyx Established.

Applications of dark cloth on cloth of a
light tint are a simmple but effective dec-
oration employed for the collar, revers,
ouffs and the foot of the skirt. Littls
plaitings and puflings of gauze or satin
continue to be used also, revers and collars
being wusually enriched by much trim-
ming.

The form of bodices and skirts seems
to be fixed’ for the present and shows no |
indication of changing for some time.
When it does change, it will doubtless be
in the direction of increasing tightne&s.\;
Sleeves will lose the amplitude at the
shoulder which they still retain, skirts
will become tight all the way down in-

VISITING GOWN. '
stend of flaring below the knees, but this
state of thivgs has pot yvet arrived and
need not be considered just vet therefore,

The fact that plain skirts still hold

their own is shown by the accompanying
sketch of a winter model gown. It isof |
pearl gray cloth, The skirt is entirely;
untrimined. The bodice consists of a bo- |
lero adorned with throe inches of pearl
gray velvet coming together in {ront un- |
der a velvett knot. This bolero is worn

The |
collar and belt are of gray velves, each
fastening with a turquoise and gold clasp. |
The wrists of the plain sleeves are border- |
ed with a velvat ruch: 1L'he black velvet

hat is trimmed with blacrk ninmes and |
pink iflowars, o UDiC CHOLLET. l

VARIOUS NOTES.

Stravy= Which Indiente the Direction |
of the Wind of Fashion.

Chinchilla and astrakhan are the favor-
ite furs for young giris. '
Four Jeaved clovers continue to be a
fashionable trinket. There are the gold, '
silvar and ensmeled brooches, s#.T.il:'.luipil:ul1

TEA GOWN,

and pcndants made in that form, and also
the real clover leaves, placed under orystal
and vsed in the sar>e manner.

Circular rufflus are almost the only kind
now seen, They are used in profusion in |
both wirle and narrow widths, and singly
or in superimposed rows,

Fur is exceedingly fashionable, It is
never worth while o buy cheap fur, as it
does noé last. In order to keep fur in
good condition and prevent it {rom becomn-
ing matted and moth taten it should be
frequently shaken, but neither brushed
nor combed. Beating it with a thin rod
cleansg and does not injure it.

Fur appears upon house gowns as well
as vpon wraps, hats and street costumes.
The tea gown illustrated copsists of a
redingote of mauve and gold broche silk,
surrounded by a circular flounce headed
with a band of sable. The flounce is of
plain mauve silk, and the redingote opeus
over a bloused front of mauve silk. 'The
[ronts of the redingote are gathered slight- |
ly at tho waist, and there 18 a belt of man- |
darin satin, terminating at the side in
loops and an end and fastened there by a |
joweled buckle, Thesleeves of brochesilk
have bands of fur at the wrists, and there
is a large cravat of mauve silk.

Rats avoid a house wherein a
pig is verm:tted to roam ar will .
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PRESH FISH STOVES,

Great Catches as Remember_ed
by Skillful Anglers,

ECIENTIFIC AND STATISTICAL.

Wonderful Experiences Truthfnlly

Told by a Colonel, a Doctor, a Judge
and a Commercial Traveler—Se-
erets of Successful Fishing.

They were four old fishermen, and they
chanced to meet in the smoking room of
a St. Lawrence river steamer after an an-
successful week on the Saguenay, waving
the wily ouananiche. And, like most old
fishermen, they got talking about historic
catches and old times and wonderful ex-
periences in years gone by,

This is how it all began. The colonel,
who camme from Maine, was telling how
he once went fishing out west with an
Iowa senator at Yellowstone park. The
Iowa senator came in at noon with a hat-

| ful of boiled salmon. He said he had sim-

ply dropped his hook in one of the boiling
springs of the park and had hooked one
of the finest boiled salmon ever landed.
““The salmcr was all right,’’ went on the
oolonel, ‘“‘and all it needed was a little
salt and pepper. 1 didn't say much, but
went around to that spring myself, and
the first thing I found was an empty tin
with ‘Canned Salmon’ marked on it. I
put it in my pocket, and that night when
the senator was blowing about his won-
derful boiled salmon I handed it over to
bhim and told him he sbouldn’t leave its
scales lying around loose. You just ounght
to have seen that senator’s jaw drop!””’

The judge from Massachusetts puffed
thoughtfully at his cigar. ‘“Of course
that boiled salmon story is ridiculous on
the face of it,”’ he said, ‘‘but speaking of
actual occurrences, ] saw a very funny
thing bappen once out west. It was
amonrg the Wisconsin lakes, in the early
days when fish were so thick you couldn’t
even fall overbecard without killing a
couple. Well, a Chicage man and I were
punting across ope of those lakes. 'The
Chicago man was wearing a red necktie.
and before we got 200 feet out the boat
was swamped. Yes, by the fish, of course!
They saw that red tie, and they simply
jumped for it. But the funny part of it
was that the Chicago man nearly bad his
throat cat by those fish!”’

““Speaking of unusual experiences,”’
said the doctor from Buffalo, "I went
down to Long lake one summer to fish
for croppies. One day there I had splen-
did luck, and after pulling in a few dozen
I strung them and hung them over the
side of the punt to keep fresh. Then 1
went ashore and bad Iunch and a qulet
smoke under the trees, going out again
later in the afternoon to see if 1 couldn’t
make that string of croppies abont two
feet longer. Afcer {ishing for about five
minutes I pulled in a nice plump bass
and reached over the side of the punt for
my string of croppies, 1t was gone, There
wous not a sign cf ail those croppies. Tho
discovery made me sick, and I was on the
point of going home in disgust when I
saw a monster black snake lying stretched
out in the sun near a little bush on the
bank. That was a pretty big snake, but
he had a slc py look about him, so I got
enough grit together to goat him with an
oar. It's body was so distended that my
curiosity was aroused, and I performed a
Caesarean section on him with my jack-
Enife, You may not believe it, but he
had bolted my whole string ef croppies,

| and there they were, somne of them still

wriggling. Did I throw them away? Not
much! I justdropped them in the'‘drink’
for an hour or two while I caught half a
dozen more. When I got home, I gave
the whole string to a friend of mine, who
told me afterward he never ate better
tasting croppies in all his life,”’

“That's a pretty good story,’” said the
commercial traveler from nowhere in par-
ticular, ‘‘and 1 can quite believe it, fo1
1've seen some pretty peculiar things hap-
pen with tish. Now there was my friend
Wilson, Wil=on got hold of a lot of fine
English carp and put them in his pond,
and one Sunday afternoon Wilson's little
boy, who he peped to be playing with his
father’s stem winding watch, dropped
that watch into the pond., Nowa good
sized mngish ca.yp,  0u know, is a regular
aquatic Shyluck. Wilson felt bad about
losing his watch, for he told me about it
at the time. Well, two years after that
Wilsen hooked a fine carp out of that pond
for dinner. In the throat of this carp,

| just behind bhis gills, he found his lost

stem winder, but that isn't the strange
part of this story. That watch was still
guing! And it was right to a minute!
Every time that carp had wriggled his
glils he had shoved around that stem
winder and kept the watch wound up for
two years!"’

Bhe colonel looked at the judge, and
the judge looked at the dootor, but they
said nothing.

There was a reminiscent light In the
colonel’'s eye when he finally brokesilence,

““Once about four years ago,’’ said he,
“‘I was whipping a little trout stream up
in Quebec province. I was up to my knecs
in the water, and it was pretty cold. But
I was having first class luck, so I didn't
mind the liqrid ice 1 was wading in. The
stream was wu very crooked one uand nar-
row and I was pushing my way under one
of the willow branches when one of themn
snapped back and struck me astinging
blow across the eves, For a few minutes
it bLIlinded me. My fly had been floating
aheand of me 20 yards down stream, and 1
was afraid it would get fouled in the
brush. I was just on the point of taking
it up when 1 feit a tremendous tug on my
little split buinboo pole. As n'y line ran
out the reel sang away like a grasshopper
In an August wheatficld, and 1 knew 1
must have a& leasxt a two pounder on the

bock. But that willow branch bhad blind-
ed me, and for the life of me I could nos
open my eyes. I wasshaking with excite-
ment, for I bad not had a strike like thas
all summer, so when the reel stopped
bummiag I felt for the handle and started
to take in a little slack if possible, It was
the strongest fishing 1 bad ever done. Im-

|
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agine trying to land a two pound speckled
beauty that you couldn’t see, with simply
these thrilling tugs ecoming every minute
on your pole. I managed to wade ashore,
but I bad ro give out 30 yards of line in
Then something happened that
made me doubt my own sanity. The
flerce tugs kept up, but instead of coming

-from down stream they scemed to come

from straight up in the air The thought
paralyzed me. I knew there were no fly-
Ing fish hanging around those Quebec
creeks, and the mystery of it all made me
weak. I justsat down on my pole and
dipped my handkerchief in the cold water
and bathed my eyes. In a couple of min-
utes the sting went out of them and 1
eould open them and see a little bit. And
when I reeled in that line what do you
suppose had happened? Why, I had hook-
ed a young wild goose that had been feed-
ing around the bend, and there he was
flapping away for all he was worth. I had
a good deal of trounble landing him. bus
I’ve got him stuffed now up in my den at
Rome. "’

““That story of yours, colonel,’”” said the
doctor, lighting a fresh cigar. ‘“reminds

‘““THAT'S A PRETTY GOOD STORY.”

me of a peouliar experience 1 nad with a
professional friend of minedown in Penn-
sylvania. He had a farm of a couple of
bundred acres with a good fish strcam ob
it. We bad been trying our luck in this

l stream one day and were coming back

without getting a strike., As we wers
passing a disused artesian well in one of
the fields, where some prospectors had
been boring foroil, an idea suddenly seem-
ed to strike my friend the doctor.

“How much line bave you got with
you?’’ he asked me.

I said about 200 feet altogether.

“Then lend it to me for a few minutes.”

I handed bhim over all the lines I had in
my kit, wondering what he was up to. He
set to work tying them togetber, sayving
as he did so: "“'This well is about 400 feel
deep and strikes a subterranecan stream,
Now, most of these subterranean waters,
as vou ought to know, are stocked with
Amblyopsis spelens, so what's the mat
ter with our trying for one or two right
bere? ’ I openiy laughed at the idea. But
he gravely put a big ‘‘night walker’’ on
the hook asd let down his 400 feet of line
through that artesian well piping. He
stoud there over the top of the pipe, gen-
tly lifting his tuckioup anddown. It was
the funniest fishing I ever saw. Did he
catch anything? Well, I should say sol
You may not believe it, but in 40 minutes
becanght five beautiful eycless Amiblyopsie
speleens, and might have landed a dozen
more only his hook caught on the bottom
of the well piping and he lost 200 feet of
my best line."”’

During the silence that ensued the com-
mercial traveler fromy nowhere in particu-
lar could be seen meditatively putling ‘at
bis cigar with a solemnity which his
(riends had come 6o pecognize as a very
serious sign,

“Well, what is it?"’ said the judge as he
poticed the expression on the commercial
traveler’s face,

““1 was just thinking, '’ said the Eknigh#
of the gripsack, with a long drawn sigh,
‘“‘of a fishing experience 1 had up in Can-
ada a few summers ago. I wasoneof a
surveyving party at the time, and we were
laying out a little railway line up in Mus-
koka. It’sa pretty rough country up there,
and of course we had to carry along ouz
own provisions, But, speaking of figh,
that country was simply rubning over
with fish! I was overseeing a gang of
men who were fencing inour right of way
when the thing I am goihg to tell you
about bappened. We bad run out of pro-
visions and were thinking of killing »
ocouple of the horses until our relief expe-
dition arrived in camp, for we didn’t have
any sort of tackle for catching trout,
though we could club enough to worry
along on. Well, we were working away
one afternoon stretching fence wire
through the bush and it was my job to ses
that the reels plied out all right, for we
used a heavy team to pull out that wire.
I didn’t notice it at the time, bus it sc
happened that our last sack of bacon had
been left lying on the ground beside one
of those big trout streams up there, and as
the barbed wire was pulled out by the twc
horses across the stream every barb scratch-
ed off a littleshred of fat bacon. The man
with the team started thein off as usua)
and I could hear hiro whipping them up
throngh the bush. But before he had gone ¥
a quarter of amile his team gave right
out! Why? Why, because that baited
barbed wire had Leen dragged through that
trout stream, and every barb on that wire
came out of the water on the other side
with a two pound trout wriggling on it.
Before 300 yurds of wire bad been plied
out that team was dragging along about
three tons of fresh fish. Why, we had

enough trout there to ballast a mnile of -.-”‘ﬁi{"l

railway. Wonderful?

Wel), I

was wonderful, and the ordinary man ot

intelligence wouldn't care to believe it I
he had never been up in that country.” [

The colon-! Jooked at the dostor and the
doctor looked at the judge and the judge
looked at the commercial traveler. B
the silence remained unbroken.

ABRTHUR J, STRINGER,
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Public libraries spend vast a8 ot
money ™ male their collections GOm-
plete. In the Noston Public library 18 &
collertion of wui ks relating to Shakes.
Peare which cost 260 000




