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The other passengers had gone be-
low to the stuffy staterooms, only to
toss ot heated pillows while the mos-
quitoes did thelr worst,

It was 11 o'clock. Long ago the fat
barber and the head waiter had taken
their guitars and cracked voices into
the texas.

The lL.ouisville planter gave several
vigorous and audible yawns; then he,
too, went below to his torture.

The Martha B. Adams slowly and
persistently puced alomg up stream
with her eargo of sugar and molasses
and sweltering humanity.

The hot day had reluctantly sur-
rendered to the mnight, and now the
scorched banks of the Ohio looked cool
and silvery in the moonlight.

J“It's too hot to try to sleep,” sald
the Girl in the White Pique,

“Dan't apologize for staying. It isn’t
necessary. Forget your conscience for

an hour. This is the last night, you
know."

“Yas, Y know,” said the Girl,
thouzhtfully.

The Man put his chair with its back
against the gua;’d rail.
her better now.

The moon shone full in her face.

Now and then her white hand flash-
®d in the moonlight as she brushed
back a wind blown curl

She laughed wuneasily.
tragedy, is 1t?”

“Please dun't. Of course {t isn't to
you. It's only an incident. To-mor-
row nlght you'll be telling your friends
what an uncomfortable trip you had.
The people on the boat were so unin-
teresting. But there was one niee lit-
tlye man who brought you newspapers
and frult and magazines at the land-
ings.”

“You flatter yourself,
laughed the Girl.

“Yes, ] suppuse I'm an ldot to even
hope that you would remembver me the
distance of the stageplank. But you
needn’t laugh.”

Away {rom somewhere in the deptls
of the boat came the volces of roust-
abouts singing a welrd negro melody.

“It isnp't a

I'm afraid,”

The pilot house with its lonely occu-
pant--the great smokestacks showing
the reg-
uvlar chug-chug of the big wheels -all
the familiar things that had been 8o
greal a part of their lives for the past
ten daysnow only reminded him agaln
He told
himself that he had know just how it

dark agslnst the summer sky,

of the parting of thelr ways.

would be from the first
Confound it all'

and go by ratl,

heartless giris,

{imied.

“Do you know'—the low, musical
volice of the Girl had roused him from

his reverle—"1 think it {8 almost bet-

ter not to make new friends if one has

to glve them up at the very start.”

The Man's heart began to thump,
and something seemed to be the mat-
ter with his head.

“Now, there is Mrs Templeton ' —
the Man ground his teeth—"sghe has
been lovely to me, and 1'm sure we
could always bhe the best of ([riends.
She has told me all about her mother
and her brother in the navy. Her
moather must be charming.”™’

“To say nothing of the brother,”
mentatly added the Man

“And now she I mean, her husband
—has been ordered to Venezuela. She
got the telegram to-day and 1 know
I'll never see her againm."”

“Poor little girl! You
troubles, too—don’t you?’

*“Too ?”’

“Yes—too. You know I'm so gorry to
part with that gentle barber, and the
engineer, and pllot.”

“You needn’t make fun of me!
fond of Mrs. Templeton.”

‘‘Pompadour, complexion and all, I
suppose?”

““But she doesn’t paint.”

“Paint? Who said she palnted""

“If youre going to be horrid again
to-night I'm going. Last night you
pretended to think that I flirted with
the boy who came on at Cairo. Just
because I wasn't rude enough to read
that crazy book he lent me.”

‘“‘Please—please don’t go.”” The Man
put his hand on the arm of her chair
as if to detain her. “If you'll stay I'll
try to stifle my grief about the barber.
Won't you let me tell you about my
brother, for instance”

The Girl looked away toward the
Kentucky hills. After a while she
leaned over and elasped her hands on
the guard rail. Then she looked up
fnto his face and her volece was al-
most a whisper. *“If you don’t care—
I'd rather you would tell me about
yourself.”

“Temptress! {s that the way you
torture your victims?” he laughed.
“Is that what you salid to the little boy
from Cairo?’ Then his volce was low.
er. “I've been trying for a week not
to tell you about mysell. I've tried
to make myself think that I didn't
care—since you didn’t. That I could
talk withh you day after day and sit
dere at night under the stars and hear
your voice; that I would be able to
smile and say ‘Good-bye’ when the
time came, and that the parting would
ba only the rhadow of an hour. But

T can’'t fgorget. Can’t you see——can't
you feel how tmpossible it 132"

The Qirl was nof laughing now.

“But—but—why must you forget?”
She had risem, and the blue eyes were
looking dovwr into his earnest, troubled
tace. ¢

“Will you let me remember? And
to-morrow will be—only the begin-
ning?”’

He was standing very close to her|
aow, but; the blue eyes had dropped
their gaze. He took both her hands
4o his strong clasp.

“Don't,” she wmaid.

have your

I am

“The pilet ll

He could see '

“F don't care I? the whole packet
campany looks. 1 iove you.”

And the boat tolled on wp the river
with her cargo of sugar anc molasses
and sweltering hamanity.

But the Mag and the Girl forgot the
heat and the squitoes,. ¢ & @

The licutenant yawned and moved
his chair two feet {o the right, where
that confounded moon wouldn’t stare
so at him. Them he yawned again.

Way don't they send some one else
down there to clean streets and wipe
the general’'s pen? What did they
mean? What were they thinking of?

Then he reflected that they were
probably thinking of a hot headed
youth who had pleaded and begged, al-
most tearfully, to be allowed to go on
one of the transports about to sail
from Charleston om a certain May
morning.

But that was all so long ags. He
was glad he hadn’t known Her then.
But then perhaps if he had known Her
she would have come when he was
wounded. But, no; of course she
couldn’t have don2 iua.. Then he
thougth of that crowded transport;
how they had suffered without know-
ing that they were suffering; how they

" what it was like at the top. Some one
, had told him all

had lavghed and joked among them-
selves, and told themselves that they
enjoyed it all. Then he thought of
the scorching days and the ralny
nights that followed. That slippery
hill! He never could remember just

about {t, but that
wasn't llke getting to the top yourself.
He closed his eyes as he thought how
cool the raln had felt that night as It
splashed off the leaves overhead into
his face. He remembered all about
that night—what the surgeons had
sald about his wound, and how they
had carried him back somewhere at|
Jaylight. But the next day and the:
next were not very clear to his mind. !
That must have been the fever. |

Fighting {n another story. Who
wants to be a policeman; i

The ship was carrying him on re- '
lentlessly. In the morning he would!
see 8 blue line over there to the left, '
then some palm trees—but he could‘
see it all now, without waiting for the

TADS AND FANCIES,

THE SUMMER TCA GOWN AND (T8

st BEAUTIES AND USES.

Chiffu- , Lace and Parme Formerly
eccved for Balis and
Proy JAfter Ton Gowu—A lmuutun‘
Muoalin Gown.

When all else fails to interest one
In dress, especially afler a
season of searching for new modals,
there i’ always the tea guwn to which
to turn for solace—the rea) tes gown,
the garment which you can don at b
o'cloclk and with the aild of various
chifions snd laces, disguize the sal-
lowness of cne's complexion.

‘What paossibilities does it not rep-
resent, with the summer approaching
here and near the river or In
country gardens, where the 5 o'clock
tea gown can be worm in addition to
a lace and muslin hat? The tea gown
of my present dreams is a res! noon
garmert.
new,
white,
on a fouundation

large spotted .muslins in d#ad
veiled with soft, white gauze

R

loast, 30-5-am Informed, by one of the.

it 20, 1t scoms to me that the hou.
doir s the proper piace to display
such altogether. No, ¥ thibk tha tea

Re”

2olteta Now theime to the subject of matinees, 3

geve e

hour or two.
suy that the matiness shoyld bhe kept

gown, for it is obvions that one can-
ot appear &t the breakftast table in
a garment that has.done duty at war

the lous stages of the tollette. Yet I have

heme to them, apined it .4idn't matter,
They, at ail events, are worthy of a
chapter in the bhook each or any of
It is made of one of thosd

have known,” for there is the key to
of rose-piak &K |de 11t are lttle thought of thia side
the ocean, I belleve, yet they are ba-
loved of the Frenchwoman, who
'deems one essential upon first ristng.
They are almost {invariably white,
Roman satin being much employed,
locse and flowing in form, ltke an
opera cloak to the ground, with b

loose sleeves and cut away at ¢

"yoke or under a sallor collar,

s -

! Then there comes the bath wrap,
, Which is more and more used every
day, and is thoroughly delightful, It
‘Is made of Turkish toweling, with &
pretty pattern stamped thereon, In
_shape llke a monk's cloak, with a
cowl-llke hood, flapping sleeves,
"confined at the walst by a cord and
tassel, Nothing could be nlecer for
running to and from one’s bath, and
they have the further recommenda-
tion of everlasting wash and wear;
, they are obtainable in all colors, hut
<the best washing shades are plnk

{leadiog wvendors f thess trifies; Zgw;k ‘

facket is hest sy & Lreakfast jacket,
10 be correctly Irish, and this bHrngs |

The breakiast jacket i3 a most de- §
girable Institotion, and - besides am )
economy (so pleasant o b economi-
cel if one can), for it saves weur and |
tear to a fresh blouse or hodice for an §{

Am I trenching on ihid ice when 1|

wigorously apart from the dressing’
krown many offenders in thisréspect, |

who, on their enormity being brought |

us mizht complile, entitled “People 1.

their character straight away. Sautes |

,peck—either gathered into o squar

and ;

Why didn't he bolt
tnstead of staying to
have his feelings trampled upon by
He would have been
far safer in the smoking room of the

morning.

The ILileutenant remembered
ery day
the way

he knew {t by heart

Her.

was singing
chords on a guitar-—chords that were
not always chords.

“Now, Brother,” some one was say-
Ing. "slng '‘Sbe Was Bred in 0Old Ken-
tucky." "

but the brother sang.

Then the Lieutenant could hear that
"low musical voice agaln He couldn't
see the girl, but he found himself lis-
_tening to that voice Where had he
“heard that volce He was thinking',
rapidly. Just then the Reporter comes
up and shook him.

“Wake up, old man' Come and lat
i me introduce you to a nice girl over,
t hare. S8he I8 going to Havana with
" her brother and her mother ™’

The Lieutenant stood up He could
see the group of singers now, sitting
in the shadow. There was a man with
a guitar. He wore a unifarm There
were several young officers whom he
recognized. Then there was a Gl;l.
She wore a jaunty white reefer and a
Tam O'Shanter surmounting a mass of
flufty halr.

He found himse!f bowing and shak-
ing hands, and the Reporter was say-
ing something about Miss Somebody
and Mr. Somebody else. He had ceased
to hear. He found himse!f sitting with
his back to the ralling, looking at the
Glrl, trying to make out her face In
the dimness. The Lieutenant wasn't
sure about that face—whether he had
dreamed about it, or whether he had
really known a girl who looked like
that. He was trying to talk to bher
about Havana, but he wasn‘t thinking
about Havana. He was trying to re-
member about that face. Now and
then the Girl would push back a wind
brown curl, or would pull the Tam
O’'Shanter farther forward.

“Why 1is It,” she said, “that dark,
rainy nights never remind us of other
rainy nights? Now, a night like this
always makes me think of other times
and other places. Does it affect you
that way?”

“Oh, we're soldiers. We don't get
moony,” said her brother.

Then the Girl began agaln: “Once
T was rash enough to travel on an
Ohio river steamboat. The days were
horrible, but we had moonlight nights,
Atfter sunset I used to go up and sit
on the hurricane deck and get cool”
The Lieutenant moved uneasily.
“There was a nice man on board,”
she went on, “and sometimes he used
to stop up there and talk to me after
the others had gone.”

“What did he do, sis? Tell us about
him. Did he make love to you?”
“Well—he forfzot me.”

“Showed wretched taste.”

Then they all laughed,

It was very late. The others had
gone. The Ldeutenant and.the Report.
er were alcone,

“Lucky echap, that Hnsign” mused
the Reyportey.

“Ensign?” T "’7

“Yes. ‘The fellow that gm {s en«
gaged to.” '

“So she’s engaged, is she?”

“Yes."

And they both fell to thinking. -
New Orleans Times-Democrat.

First Signs of Progrens,
“Foozleton Is improving his golf
play.”
“Yes. He has probably bemn t‘ak-_

that
She had promised to write to him ev-
He felt in his pocket for the
ietter She had given him to read on
He couldn’t see to read it
now, but he could think about it, for

He wondered how he had managed
to be so happy before he had knownm

Somewhere near him a merry group
Some one was playing

A confusion of Tapae

|| nre meant to. bs worn over the ravishy

also goes down the skirt,
with frills of chiffon round the hem.

The
and

shade of mauve,
transparent, long tucked, with
Ing over the hands. The neck finishes
at the line, and yet 18 not decol-

lete, for it {s worn with a broad black

' velvet neck band or tie of chiffon.

1 This is a garment which emanateq,
The Lieutenant growled to himself, from Paris and is the possession of a

1 well-known member of the TIour

Hundred.

The same lady lacks nothing of
‘this world’s goods, and one of ber
evening tea gowns is in palest tar-
'quolse panne cut with a square de-
colletage, draped with some beautiful
white lace and mauve chiffon. lhia
“ties {n a scarf, Empire fashion, with
|long ends falllng down in front.
There {s a raised silk muslin em-
broidered design in yellow and tur-
quoise rises, denoting the hem of the
skirt, the train of which is arranged
'ut the back from each shoulder, but
| held in bere and there at the walst
with an antique béelt.

At one of the best drygoods houses
in New York, ,there are shown two
models, dainty and not too expensive
and elaborate. Buat, after all, my
heart was drawn to the lovely exam-
ples of the lace tea gown mounted
over chiffon. This is one of the fea-
tures of the season. You can put it
on at b o’clock and remain in it for
dinner, and still feel one of the best=
dressed women present on most of
the ordinary occasions of which the
summer permits. An exquisite model
in white chiffor was covered with
thick Renaissance lace, disclosing a
front of tiny frills and some blobs of
black thereom, but whether it wasg vel-
vet cor chenille I could not tell; they
were but few, so the effect wag ignt.
A touch of the salne was 1ntroduced
at the{neck. and a chou of black'vel-,
vet held the bolero over a full vestof
white chiffon. Endless little frills of
the chifton with black spots thereon
tralled along the ground. The train
of guipure took off from the dead~
ness of the white which might not be
becoming to everybody. .

And yet another beautiful modet for
a lady of more mature years wag in
pale eau de nil chiffon with a short
coat of soft green molre, covered with
an embroidery of large plnk roses and
lace, studded with silver and gold se~
quins.
as {f it were lined with endless frilis
of ohiffon, and displayed a high collar
at the back, made of lace fastened in
the tront with a hopeless conglomer-
dtion of chiffon frilis and lace. One
hardly knew whether it was a glori-
fled opera cloak or a tea jacket; and
iy was still 8 veritable tea [gowzn in
its clinging skirt, cut in a partidular-
1y becoming fashion which denoted
the master hand.

I have mentioned the tean jacket;
they are a confparatively modern ine
novation, and thefr position is 2 some-
what invidious one in fashion’s econe
aomy—they are. nseither-flesh nor fowl,
Personally I think they give cne a
half-dressed appearance, as if sum-
maned away in  the midst of haire
dressing operations, and one had for-
gotten to remove the. dressing JacRet.
and brocade on;
top of a cloth or gerge skirt 18 au.‘
anomaly; buf some of the smartest

ing jupons wi . Bow take .upom.

mg I:!s eaddiu advicq."

thmselvez tho nm of pettlcoat., gg‘

The front shows am accordlon-pleated
vest of pink chiffon, each side being
edged with white embroldery, which
softened
The white embroidery is carried down
the back with a velvet band in a1 pale
sleeves are

frills of chiffon and embroldery fall-

This jsunty little coat looked |

‘gauses the antiseptic material v

Shpp
{ illzed condition by reason of its axifef:

mauve and green, '

+  So many items corie nowadays ug
der the heading of ten gowns and
matinees that I pause'to sse if all
have had just mention. At one gnd
all, 1 fear, our maternal ancestors
would have sniffed scornfully; though
we degenerates deem essential that
which they dispused of under the name
of “wrapper.” Oh, 1 have reslly tor-
gotten a part of my subject,

Have you ever thought of suitable
headgear to wear with tea gowns? I
think it is a pretty idea. Uniesy we
are very picturesque and do our haip
up loosely,’'ar, a8 the noveliats de-
scribe it, “in a coil with a dagger
thrust through,” how few of us luok
well in the degage style. Most wo-
men look best with a rather neat
head, and with this a twist of tulls,
deftly tied, looks nice. A little bLit
of old lace, arranged as a mantiila,
is extremely becoming where it real-
ly suits, and if it is in harmony with
tho tea gown worn. ‘Then, somo
quaint bejewelled pin or queer orna-
ment, which would be out of place
with evening dress, might - look
charming with a tea gown. These
should have as much attention paid
them as the quaint, footgear to cora}
respond. :

Another gown is of fine white mis-
lin made up over pale pink glace silk,
and .trimmed with inumerable lttio
tucks of white muslin, and lasertions
of very fine black lace. These insar-
tions are headed-by black satin haby
ribbon slightly gathered and arranked

true ‘lover's knots. Thege lace inser-
tions give a tablier effoct to;the front}
of the skirt where they are met by

tucks. outlined with black lace in-
gortion. Below this trimming, again,;

Iin, treated in o similer toshion. '!.‘ltq
bodice 18 arranged in the same vmy
with long lines of black lsce Insar«
tion and & vest of tucked white nrugs

tween each truek.

An Antissptic Broom,
A broom which wiil contain In it-].

ticle which wiil be of no Httlé vafve:
in the household. Such a broom has
been invented by Oscar 8. Kulm‘nn{
of Savamah, Ga. It wiil be obsetve
that the antiseptic ' substances arq
contained within the broom straws fm

wrap of steel wire and transverss)
rows of stitchbing, says the Sclentific]
Amerfean.
bag by thee Tows of stitching openﬁ ‘
up nuemorus outlets for the aut!as»ﬁ

matertal, i ad&f!tion to the mes;tgg
of the cloth. 'The action of sweepingd
distributed tn Hmited but suflels
quantities for the thorough deodd
Jring and disinfecting of the ci
and of the room., The broom ks

bacteria, is constantly kept in &

septic propertics. Phe bag Ja’
foctly Inclosed and covered by
tide wrapping of. straws tEuf..
broom, presents tm appearm&
omtz.\ary troom. without any ha
projeeﬁanp o seiatclt

"' thrm

tiire o an uxm*tmm&

here and there in the form of smallif .y

medallions consisting of white Musiiny.

there 18 a deep flounce of white mus«| -
Hn with a hairpin-stitch in silk bev ',

self the means for destroyiug moths| f by
and disease germs is evidently an ar-] "

The, penetration of thel'

ordinarily a2 ferifle breeiding place {0 ,: A

Isea serpent, It 1 seven fée :
welgha ovep nm pounds,

{blzmest onein mptivi
and is feroclous. M
istorie building in-
jlieve thiy new add
isa reaﬁy trulg am

ina or more Matunt. mmzmm @;
ap big even as the. stioris
tell of seq sarponts; navert)
a fish, with fins and ;il}ti T

or a dog. Funebris muins funiera
mortal, deandly, cruel.

uewcomer. He or sh& bamnn m m

!

Head, «
Muraenidae family, Nammﬁm hm‘e

found five torts of mui‘aenmna m aub=

tropical American wstm.

llwmontla ‘Funebrly, mey be in part
responsible for the terpent tden)”
Most of the comxmon snakes in mm

belong to the genus Lycndon, Lyeos
dontimplies having teeth Hke a wolf;

L !
Gresn ‘Motay,
or murry, {s ie ssmmon name for the

these, the greon and the: nputtéd .3

on exhibition In the aquariism,-
Apotied -pactmons are in tmz:vN

smaller than um lum;lyz hcugm.' '
still distinctively - relntium

In writing about the: mnrmﬂ&; :3b

‘the Rev. J. I, Wood, the grlnent Hate
uralist, says:; "It \ﬂli Aye - aither in
tresh or I aalt. watexr, but - prefecy

ed them highly; the ™ warlthy . pré..
served them in_ponds bullt for that-
especial purpaie;. sud mtmml Yhen

for the table, .More than one avsta | -
g |

orat bors the {mputation of
his mureys op bimag - feh--aw. oo
casional slave, whetsver mich dll-Tat~

ed, domestic had the  misfortunafo:
offend the mantér. The flesh of (|
muraenidae is white and ot n wuxm Y

and very delicate fAnvorst
Here {g'a story from the nu}y .rx

ARYs .
of the Roman Brmypive. which whb\u}' '
how the most) brilliant. of the empsns|
ors Ihterposed hetween & mbmy~md %]

man: A

Vediug Polllo, = lrlana o: the, Hem-
peror Augustus, Dsed to fead hi

on slaves. Hin nsh mmtt"' -
geptacle for all
fenders in his
gustus was aioin
& nlave droppe
Breaking it {ir
the “l.)

wxpart to Pl O -
salt. In former amm«mm aateome ;

% bag held in place by the Infiia¥} ngae

Yong apldary, ‘t&l .

xidt},o%:;d ugﬁnﬁr m*it
hies W M

tmu( ﬂh Witk )




