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FASION (ETTER

‘The New Furs and How They
Are Worn,

et AL Y

SQUIRREL AND ERMINE COMBINED

Walst

1orm,

venling

¥t Should

The Separate For

Wenr Is uoond bhut

Havrmonize With the Shirt — (oats

and Jackets,

Fur stoles s poowae wihder amd
evenn Hatter e or the feewwes' Wais
Of weartne thois cans <~ 1 Uy e th

Tgtole ina I~ Lonot i iy o the
bust and letting the cnds hoone unevo o
ly. :

Muffs ure vy ot and l.n;','rl than
ever; they ate tr noned waillh praws tnd
talls.

The gradaat o calln walt bong slole
ends ix .vther  snnarl sy b B
marten 1~ c~prarably ellecbiinve made up
this woov ol theee Bittle Eronps of
pﬂWH REITE BRIERTES The loose sach coat
Of sl s often hned with eninine
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] FUIL COAT.

and has g wide shawl coltar of the
same fur. This miokes 0 very artistle
garmeant.

The espensive Lussian sable In cdose
Iy fmitated o this vear's dy es of fine
baum wurten

Next tothe wick cont. the blouse style
postilion badk Is th favorite style fu
fur contxs.

The dllustration of these
gurments 1t twende of <able with
wide revers. a blodse front aad o bght
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- fAtting postillon Lack ‘ |

About W alking Sults. i
the

Walhioe suits aee wmade with
skirt< just clemiing the ground  The
materials are usualihy spockled tweeds
or zitbelines

There s no douht the ctaze for mo
toringg Las chen o sreat npetus to
the fur tral Many of the wotor

couts hLiave tur hoods Iarge enough to
throw entuely over the hat or togue
‘Those that are fane have the fullness
-of the skirt of the coat seenured Ly hut
tons or louprou either sude ol the front.
which certamnly mahes them very com
fortable wear, for thev remdy to
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BROWN CLOTH SUIT.

Wt im and out at will. The sack shape
snd the three-quarter length 'charac-
. jotize the newest garments of the mo-
‘ment, while pouched bodices are the

Mode: for zowns, |
all the jackets for out of door
wipatiying “gewns are made

gover the

stioulders. Deep cufls to the sleeves
are still (o f:l;lrl'

The browo tatlor mude in the cut bas
a threequarter fengih o nt tranmed
with npploatious of po ne he ¢l
lar 18 enpeclatls s

Dinner aud Thenter Watuta,

Altheauly s pitra e W s e e Lot
sidered us dress o~ o casoy ot ot
muny of thepn, o oo for ot ter
and Informat b cow a0 e Bl e
HOowesopr, »lod b o Dol eon bt 2
shuvdde, bt wd v el s e
llllh.‘l“:ll' ol ot b et i 2 AR
skirt Protry 0 bo b o v v
witlrly look start swith cortespoieat -
bluaek ool while shoris
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very esotnl to o waear vath e
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PLACK tHIYION WAINT

fon or li e wests ad 11 s b1t are
ecoboutcal as well for they ot of
meh chewnlgg

Sote of the puettrest evone oowost-
are of black «Wiffon e maned o b ne
whiate Liee o else banded st Wlacl
chantdly st ede wih tratespaoa ot
efTects an the sbooaldors Gl g

Viery s oot stite el et andd 17
erty sator v e sald teady neeele
In bloe Blaehs trowa aned deep ped
They are v anatch Wie U oador anande,
wnd e <onn vt somber efle LN e
Freved ey o vt 0 tramined with whyte
and o wilnte oelle o bve how

The svo drner warst weown s of
Llive b ol oot Jd wath wione L

Smart New Jackets,

Block ~Lir.~ tor evong wear ~hnn
werine with Jot look mote then nseal
Iv stvhish Lo low tull wihte satiny fow
bodfees with baree cmbyoadered mot1fs
in subdued art-stie ¢ bonezs the whale
veiled with falling Jet fringes White
satin I o capatd] background for the

cnew chite volver proted garlamds in

the snme subadued tones mihigled with
lace
Ter Juclats are wore o less cishrold

ered, and they ol hnve hetl shaped
sleeves.

Yellow Is comng o grent deal es
pechdly yellow coampannsd by lieht
peach colored flov s for the eveonlng
and o ogreat doal of cray s also oegn

migde up with s shotde s Lo
The <marth
have tuo wuch Lo an ber gartnents

dressetl wonn cannet

BACK COAT.

and there {s hardly any Kind whiely is
not fashichable, Old cmbroidertes are
invaluable worked on any kind of muas-
iin or jaconet. They are laid ou a back-
Ing of silk muslin and then interrun
with gold thread. sowetimes mingled
with spangles

The loose snck coat shown o the cut
Is of novelty goods lined with the same
color of satin. JUDIC CHOLLET.

Nickel Aganinst Aluminium.

Yachting rumors in Great Britain
say that in the building of tbe hull of
Sir Thomas Lipton's Shamrock 111, al-
uminium will be used freely. On the
other hand, it i{s belleved on this side
of the Atlantic that nickel steel will be
the material for the body of the new
defender of the America’s cup. Yachts-
men all over the world will watch with
keen interest the test of the relative
value of the two metals. . s

The Real Thing.

Biff—I understand Windig has quite
a repufation as an extemporaneous
speaker.

Bang—That's what. When it comes
to talking fluestly about nothing with-
ouat any previous preparation, Windig
is in & class all by himself.—Chicago
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FA CIIRISTMAS PRESENT,

1

VERY unhappy
malden was Cone
stance Lester.
Ferhaps, among
the thousands of
misaerables, who
awaited the
Christmas tidein
the great clty,
there were many
more hopeless and
wretched, but
surely none more
discontented and
unhappy. And her
grief  was the
greater because it
was of a secret
nature that she
could contide to nobody. Alonet she
must meet her fate alope declde a

question that, however she might cast
her verdict, seemned fraught with utter
m:sery to hersel! and others.

Constance l.ester was one of those
gweet and loving patures that seek
happiness only in the happiness of
others, Selfishness was ulterly for-
elgn to her. She had been born and
reared in the lap of comfort and case.
Her father had been a well-to-do mer-
chant in a suburban to'vao, a busy,
big-hearted man, who had taken pains
to surround his family, which con-
sinted only of his wife and dauguter,
with every luxury that hig purse could
provide. His death, which occurred
sutddenly from a carriage accident, had
left his family in apparent comfort,
but within a year the firm of which
he had Leen a member failed, and the
fullure swallowed up not only the por-
tion of the widow and orphan, but
eventuully deprived them of the com-
fortable home that had been a very,
urh of refuge {n thelr troubles.

The blow was a sad one to Mrs. Les-
ter She was a semi-invalld, and
veurs of suffering had worn her nature
into that forin of shrinking and half
querulous selfishness that is content-
ed with nothing but abunlute protec-
tion from the chances of life. It al-
most killed her to give up her home,
but there was no alternative Con-
stance had met the ctisis with trua
herolsm A chance was opened for her
to secure employment 1n the city in
a bLuslness bhouse thut had formerly
dealt largely with her father’'s firm,
and the head of which had felt hon-
ored by his personal friendship. 8o

the brave gtrl soon had her ailing
mother established in a comfortable
flat. while she spent certain hours

each day aver a big ledger in the fa~
mous wholesale house of day & Co
All might have been waell had not
Constance heen as pret'y as she was
eweet of character, and had she not
had a secret.  Ah. thut secret' Be-
fore she had left Weathridge., thelr
country home, she had become en-
gaged to a young lawyver one Harold
Cowen who, while not quite a “bhrief-
less barrirter.”” had vet his fortune
and fame to make She had not con-
fided this secret to ber mother, as it
would only have added to her trou-
bles She and Huarold had known each
other long; he had been a true fricnd
and legal adviser in her time of trou-
ble, friendship and mutual sympathy
had ripened into love, and they had
parted with the most sacred of all
earthly pledges between them Each
believed that they had years to wait:
and was resolved to wait patiently the
frultion of their hopes
— v

- .
1L
Constance””’
“Oh mether you know T ecannot™
“1 do not see why ° continyed Mra,
Lester, {n the sellislly insistant tone

“Whv not

’ In the OW
that had became almost a second part

Home,

of her nature. *Oh, Constance, you
can't realize how this dreadful city
life is wearing me out. There is not
an hour of the day that I do not sizh
for the dear old home where we were
60 happy, and 1 know 1 shall die un-
dess I go back. I merely dropped the
midest hint to Mr. Day. and he in-
stantly was full of sympathy, and he
promised that ome of the first things
ne should do after you were his wife
would be to buy back the old home
and fit it up as a country residence.
He would expect to live there most of
each year, spending only the winter
4n town, and it would be such a happi-
ness to pass my last years there. Now,
what can you have against Mr. Day?”’

“Nothing, mother, nothing; but it is
impoesible.- He has been the kindest
of benefactors, and 1 know I ought to
be honored by his offer, but I cannot
fove him.”

“Nonsense, yw ch1l. What do yon
know about love? Any good woman
could learn to love Mr. Day. He im
not so old—what {8 three and fiftw
nowadays? It {8 but vigorous msan-
hood for & man who has devoted
himself to businest and disregarded

the dissipations of life. I am sure he '

ds noble, high-minded, generous to &
fault and very rich, my dear. Why,
any girl would consider 8 & chance
among a thousand. Surely, Constance,
pou would not throw away such a
chance to provide for. yourself and

reply? The attentions Mr. Day had
shown her had not at first excited her
suspicions. They were 50 delioate that
she accepted them merely aa. & eom-
tinuance of the kindness that ssemed
& part of his aature. DBut seddenly
her oyes had Desn opened by am in

tion to sacompany Rim 9 e @aa.

.t
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fnich she eofla nd No excuse [or ae-
tlining. Then had followed an invi-
lation to the Charity Ball, one of the
moust fashionuble events of the great
:Hty’'s sc s} life, and her mother's in-
‘ercessiuns and fear of offending &
yepefartor had forced her to accept
shat also. And now had come the
rigls.  Mr. Day had visited her
nother, and announced his wish to
nake Constunre nis wife, and W lay
als fortune al her feet

“Were it not for Harold?” she had
nurmured tn ter secret heart, when
he astoundiLg news was told her.
ine well realized the seifish common
wnse of her mather's view of the mat-
or. Mr Duay was a brilliant and eli-
zible match for a penntless girl of
wenty, uas the ways of soclety went.
she houored ar . almost revered bim,
>ut how could sne marry him? She
:gught at ber mother's lzst words,

"You would not have e marry f{or
noney, mother”"’

“Not for money, my dear; but for
rour poor, slck mother and the old
wme!”

This was the condition of things
hat had induced Uonstance to write
0 her lover the most pitiful of al}

“ters, and had blotted every ray of

happtness oul  of her life. Harold
‘'owen had not answered her letter,
out Instea ] had sent a curt telegram:
‘Look out for Christmas present.”

" Tws enigmatical message only added

joubt und perplexity to her almost une=
veurab.o luad of sorrow,

11
“Parkage, ma'am' Miss Constance
Lester  No, mu am, nothing o pay.
All right'

The blue rap, brass plate, and red
lace of FExpressman Sharkey disap-
veared as quickly as they had appear-
ed, for it wus the day bLefore Christ-
mas, and there was not a busier or
Joillier agent of Sapnts Claus in the
whole blg city.

“What can {t be C(onstance?’ ask-
sd Mrs. Lester all alive with curiosity,

“I do not know, mother."”

Constance's cheehs were pale. Hee
hands trembled For a moment she
felt that she would faiut. She some-
bow knew that her fate was bound up
I that mysterfous nuwkage At last
she summoned all her strength, and
‘ut the strings Inside the wrappings
vas a plain white pasteboard box,
hlong in shape  ‘This she opened,
ind drew from it a paper folded, sub-
s)eribed and sealed tn legal! form. She
spened {t, studled it 4 few moments
n a dazed wa), and then the hot
ilood manted to her cheeks and fore-
1eud.

“Why, mather.” she cried, “this is
L deerd for the old home. wade out in
ny name And here 18 a4 note from
Mr Cowen plonned to it, saying: ‘The
feed 18 all rignut  The old home 1@
rours  agaln [ will call on you,
‘hristmas an™ explatn "

“l hnew ;" was Mrs [Lester's sur-
rising ejaculation “Oh, Constance,
t# has discovered the truth Mr,
‘owen has found the fraud [ knew
rour father was nocyver a bankrupt. It
~us all a conspiracy And that young
awyer has been too sharp for them,
)h thank the Lord for uil his guod-

"y

ieby,

v
“The fact of the motter 18” gald
Harold Cowen the next day :n the ex-
anation that npecessarily  preceded

.he
flat

Christmus  dinner  {n the little
at which he way a4 most welcome
zuesat, I suspects d from the tirst vour
mother was rozht in tianking there
was & fraud Mr [oester was not 4 man
o put up the inherttancs of his wife

and child as a secnrity for business
fals,  Bat he might have kept his
private papers tn the (o panyv's safe
at his office  This tu far: he did do.
Now, I got evidence ta nov.v it pretty
clear that the t~=utng of <* =L in the
ftore bustness ip vernr i e name,

with the deedr and other <« curtties as
collateral, was really an utrizht piece

of fraud. When | made this clear to
the reorgaenlzed firm we had a pretty
hot time Thev  dentet evervthing,

waonid Seht it through
tvat when [

and 8w re they
emvery court in the Staie
began to talk of the €1 n' Jury, they
grew  more reasonahle Really, it
might have heen a4 long fAnd doubtful
contest. There were rather too big
men honorable areers, chvrch mem-
bers, and all that to be dragged
through a grand jury 'nguest When
they proposed to reitle by restoring
every dollar they had wrongfully
takenn 1 thought it better than years
of legal fight which indeed, T did not
have the means to mike. The denl
of the old humme wuas ln your name,
Cunstance ™’

“l knew It, and {t was with my
consent, of course.” sald Mrs Lester,

“And now, mother, what is to be
Mr Cowen's reward?’ asked Con-
stince  suddenly

“Reward?”
widnw,

“Yea: T promised him a year ago
that I would marry him when the
olii home was once more my own You
know lawier's fees must be paid.
Don't you think he has carned his re-
ward. and a Christmas dinner?’

“Really, Constance’” faltered the
mother, “you were in love, then?” _1

“Yes, moether.”

“And vou thought of me and the old
home?" :

“Yeos, mother; yon and the old home
were part of the bargain. I really
think the promise must be kept. 1B
would be sorry for Mr. Day. did | not
know he can easily get a better and
more suitable wife.”

“Poor Mr. Day! murmured the
widow. '

But there was mno cloud on the
“hristmas dinner in the little flat.—
Julia Kent.
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“1ia promised by the bird,the brook,

"QWhere'er I chance to louk,

BY-AND-BY.

At last. somewhere some happy days
The biiss will round us lie;

For all a joyous way
fu foliow, by-and-by.

Ihe w.:le, unsyliabled air;

] sce 1t written taere.

I l4arn 1t from each star that wheels,
I'=om every luwer tha' blows,
“rom Gl ayeung heart feels,
St tor allan ood heart know

OO OOOTOOOOTOOOO
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It was an idral collaboration Every-
body sand so. and, in theatrical affalrs.‘
everybody always knows. At the end
of the third act it was 8o evident that
the play was to be a success that the
men left off asking each other what
th guthor could know about the stage
anl the women decided that. after all
the color of the authoress halr was
1, neh more nearly auburn than red

The members of the profession 1o
the cirrle determined to make the ac
quaintance of the lucky young couple
without delay, the critics in the stalls
felt a sense of relief at being able t
suy sumething really nice, for a change
without wounding their all-too-tendel
c¢onsclences, and the friends of the
iranagement {n Jhe boxes }mmediatel)
hurried round to cuygratulate anybody
and everybody, frorh the leading lad)
to the barkers,

O GOLLABORATION 8

cAnd now,” sald4 the audience
“they'll be able to get marrjed ant
live happily ever aft@rwards ™ For U

was ap open secret-—as open as musl
theatrical secrets—that these clevel
cullaborators were engaged to eact
other. and needed only the money that
a success would bring them tou set off
at once for their honeymoon.

It was rather a nervous business fol
them, getting into that bhansom  but
t.»y managed it without any sacrl-
fice of aignity, and the crowd had tbe
satisfaction of hearing the author give
the cab an address in the direction of
West Kensington.

“Its really awful good of you.” sald
1Le authoress, as soon as they ha
turned the first corner, "to Bee mOi¢
t+ «halong way home' Are you sure
sou don't mind, Dick?

Ul course not,”” sald
“1eel tired ?”

“*Yes, | «lo now but wasn't it splen-
"1 the way our big seene caught oo™’

‘Ripping' Falrly knucked "em'  Bul
[ always knew [t would The difficulty
wa~ to make any manager belteve 1it.”

‘Oh, they’'re so stupid'- all the ones
who refused {t, 1 mean 1 should
(Link they'll be rather sorry now.”

*“You Let' 1 had three offers fot
onr next plece before [ left the thea-
tre.”

**And

the authup

I had two. That makes five
altogether. We shall have a mounopoly
of the comedy houses,” and the clever
little woman leaned back in the corper
of the cab and laughed happily.

“Well,” said the little man, ‘now f{t
has come, we'll make ‘em pay, eh”? 1
feel that I've got a lot to get back oo
s sordid old eity.””

“Nover mind. she sanl, gripping his
hand, “you've yot  your reward at

aet You o can have everything you
w.ant now."” - -

“Erooyes. he replied '2nciug ad
her for a*mowment, and then staring
~t.alsht {o front of blim over tne
horse's head.

There was a pause, until “May!
light a cigarette” he ashed, rather
neivously.

*“Of course!”

"Won't it " He indicated her

frivpery by a sweep of the hand.
*Nota bit' And. Lestdes, it wouldn't
tmatter now, would 1t” Do you kpoow,”
ghe leaned  1torward and slipped  her
arm {nto his “things seem unreal to-

night. unsubstantial Nothing seems
quite the same as 1t did yesterday--
except ’

. \ P‘Sq,'

“] was golnug to say except you, bm
even yuu dunt seem quite the same
to-night. I didn't think I was 80
easily thrown off my balance.”

“Perhaps.” he said, flickering at his

garette #sh so clumsily that he hurat
1 s finger, “perhaps [ am not the
same,”

“What do you mean?’ There was
the slightest trace of suspicion in her
tone. “I suppose you are.”

“It's all through that rotten play

“Don't say that. It's a good play.”

“Yes, I know. But i{t's muddled
things up frightfully. Do you remem-
ber the little tiff we had after one of
the rehearsals?”

Do you mean
Turner?”

“No. no' T ought never to have said
anything about that. Of course, you
had to be polite to a man playing such
an important part.”

“Yes, but—I did flirt with him—a
little.”

Oh, that's nothing*
about Miss Sewell.”’

My dear boy, we’'ve finished with
that long ago!” ‘

Well, I thought we had, too; but——"

“Haven't we?”

“I'm afraid not—quite.
[s-—"

*0Oh, dear, don't let’'s have any con-
tessions to-night! We're both rather
tired. Do you think it wise?”

“I'd rather tell you to-night, if
may. The fact I8, I—well I’ve flirted
with her more than you think.®

“After our—tif?”

llYes"!

“That wasn't quite nice of you. Dick
was 1t?”

There was yt another pause. This
time, in his agitation, he lit a cigarette
without asking permission.

“¥You know,” she sald at last ::you're
quite spoiling my evening. Men are so
tactless!®

*“Beastly
bornly.
oft.”

The cab pulled wp in front of some
rather new-looking mansions. The

[

about—about Mr.

I mean about—

The fact

sorry! he replied, studb-
“But [ hate putting things

0,

| ’ - f
'author opened the doors, heiped her %
sat, and paid the cabby.
“Aren’'t you golng back to the Tem-
ple with him 7" asked the authoress.
“No, I'll get another. I want to
speak to you first.”
The man drove away, and they De-
gau to climb the stairs, slowly. *
“'m afraid I can't ask you in,” said
the lady. “Mother's away.’
She paused on the landing below her ;
own, and held out her hand.
3ut [ thought I saw her in the the-
otre' he sald, surprised. .
*Oh, yes'" she replied, slightly eon-

fused. Very likely you did. But she’s
s$taying with some friends in another
part of town. What was it Yyou

wanted to tell me?”

“] wanted to tell you that—that [
care for Miss Sewell more than you
think.” i

*Oh, Dick!” ‘?

There was a world of reproach in her
voice, and she loohed up at him with
w.de, enquiring eyes.

*‘That isn't all,” he went on looking
out of the stalrcase window into the

dark strget. I—1 propoused to her to-
night after the third act.” 22
CWell? <
The question came sharply through .
her set teeth. o
Sne accepted me. He waited a B4
moment, not daring to luook at her. .
‘I hen he went on, 'l feel an awful *@éﬁ
brute. 1 vught to have told you before, Ha
when [ founll | was ta:hng 1o love &
with her. But I didn't want te spoll the o
1¢ hearsals, and—oh, tur Leaven s sake, ;
say something!"” :“

tie turned quickly, wondering at her
silence. She was leaning agalnst the
vanisters, and her head was bent so
titae he couid not see her fdace.

{ wont ask you to forglve me now,”
he said, in a low vulce, “but, per-
haps >

*l.isten!” 1

She laid her hand heavily on his
stceve, but kept her face turned away.
He wafted for her to speak, and in the
stillness that fullowed he heard a han- ’
suin pull up at the entrance below..
There was  the quick step of 2 man e
fuut on the stajrs, and then—

“Turner!' gasped the author.

*tatlo!” satd Turner, “brought the
wife home for me” Good man =

-
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And he escorted his beaming bride ) tj
up the remaining flight of stairs. ?‘
1 g

Tiny Misiress lumnplebug. a: fgj

A little buy and a little bug ‘The ! ~
t'ay was Dicky The bug was little ’:?
Alisress Tumblebug, and she was slow- §\

1y and carefully crawling up a slop-
1ny mound of earth carrying home a
bit of sumething good for her bables

i

[y

=y

breakfast, says the Youth's Compan- %
ion. But every time she reached the
top of the little mouud Dickey would i
tip her over un her tack, when 8he ':’
would roll helplessly down to the hot. v
tom again, while Dickey shouted with by
laughter. It was such fuu su0 Dicky Pt
thought. g
The litle bug was a curious and per. !
severing little creature. however. Nc ;
sooner would she land all in a heap obp 8
the bottom than another brave effort {
to reach the top would be begun. She N
would wiggle slowly over her feet and N
begin to crawl up again, only to be . '
tipped over on reaching the top, and te 8

roll down the little hill again. Dicky :
laughed till the tears stood in his eyes )
—the little tumblebug did look se

funny, rollilng heels over head dowrp

UYL R
"

hill! The little bug did not laugh b :
although I'm pot sure but that tear by 1
were {n her eyes, S
rhe was crawling bravely up the hil & i
for the eleventh time, when Dicky ; <
heard 8 whistle close behind him, ané 1 £
turned in terror to find Ben Walden ‘é <
reaching for the silky curis that clus v !
tered under  Dick's plard l'am o .3 !
Shanter. & \
Ben was the horror of Dick’s life jum 3 It
now; for he had a way of reaching fos * X 1
those sllky curls, taking out his knife Yy e
sharpening it carefully on his boot & ¥
and pretending to «ut the curls off, one T
by one, counting them carefully as he f; t
pretended to lay them down upon the # N
ground behind Dicky : h
It was all su real that the little boy é :
would tremble all over, and cry as {f & a
his heart would break TBut Ben would 4 é a
laugh, and. snatching off Dick's cap 2 c
which was the joy of his heart, would , t
promise to rub it to the dirt, or to cut ‘3
the top out with his knife. b
He finished his ‘fun’—-as he called 1 8
~—this moroing by standing Dicky on h
his head in the dirt; then went off b
laughing, with Dicky screaming after h
him, through his sobs: “It's mean, b
mean, mean for a great big fellow to w
pl:one a little fellow so!” ti
Then Dicky rubbod the tears out of b1
ki~ ¢« «°  brushed the dirt off his ir
clort w1 finished just in time tg + ja
find the litt’» tumblebug triumphantly i
reaching the top of the little mound of h
earth. c<
Diky put hi. fiager out quick to tif ;i’
her over oz i1 but what do you sup- 1:
pose he thenaht he heard? “It’s mean ce
mean, mean for a great big fellow tg it
plague a little fellow so!” Do you ¥ R
suppos. it was the squeaky-voiced it B De
tle tumblebug that said it, or some- . T
thinz i~side of Dicky that begins with T
a c-o-n”? i
Whichever it was, Dicky drew his he
band hack. stood still a minute. then T
wilked away with a very thoughtful H ‘;
look on the little face under the plaid 101-
Tam o’ Shanter, or
hc
Chinese Names. , o _ til
Fu, a prefecture. se
Futai, the governor of a province. ;-;l
Godown, a place for storing goods. de'
Haikwan, Chinese maritime customs. ¢ fo
Li. a Chin2se mile, one-third of a tu
British mile. wi
Yamen, an official residence. po
Tael, a coin of silver, worth from lez
64.4 cents to 71.8 cents, according to st
province. wr
Squeeze, geéneral term of extortion, :
Kiang, or ho, a river; hu, a lake. 1 f:
Pel, north; nan, south; tung, east: , § / ba.
si, west. ) . ! ke
Shan. a mountain: sheng, a provines; ¥ ™ sp
cheng, a town; hsiang, a village; hsien,  § y mi
a district; ling, a hill, peak or pass, N bey

It is \zasy to find a lover and retaln
a friend; what is dificult is to find 2he
friend &nd retain the lover.

’
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