iy to almest any sbape. As a
tier of fact moleskin Is vot heavy,

Tor-hlouse and skirts. The pret.

ent way of freating these skirts is to
€ In°on the hips some stitebed cloth of

NI

YOS, T KVENING GOAT.

‘toitlie knees, where some strappings of
- wloth:may be nrianged.at the top of a
s’ Amount of fuliness in these pluin
iskiits, aid the flounce should just.clear

0 correspond cun be finished with a
. soloth, ox stitched silk baud, thereby
*ssuyolding necessary bulk at the waist,
“Fr a8 well as cloth coats are usually
.. flined with cream satin with lnner frills
of lace when an extra elaborate effect
w-desired at the neck and sleeves.
Huoamel or paste buttons are also
added, and these sometlmes figure ns
otpaments on the large fur toques
" ‘which g6 with these suits. A large
. moleskhir toque relleved with white
chiffon 4nd” white ostrich feathers Is
very start, ,
“In the pleture is shown an elaborate

The ,\col_ee Coat.

The coffee cont and the petticoat to
-mateh have to a large extent taken
the place of the negligee. These fas-
cinating little coats are generally made
barely reaching the walst line in the
back, but baving leng tabs in front,
reaching almost to the knees. They
are trimmed with fine lace, embroldery
aad every dainty touch known to the

. Oue of these recently seen was of

pale blue taffeta. The lower edge of
- the jacket was cut in toothed «fTect,
.- amd-lines of white insertion covered 'he
body, imitating the pointed outliue.

[ BLOUVEN,

i3heby tibbons, ‘The
‘ m» mth the

“Woman Has

b ] D R

fex of Lace and Embroldery
LA S LT N

r the Newest Evening

gkinv'bas jnore or less taken the
oft sbiskin, and it lends jtself ad-

. whaped flonnce. 'I'here must be a cer- |

‘the giound, “The bolero or short blouse ,

|
!
_ eveaing coat, ° |
|

dressmaker’s art. -

!

1 or wool veiling.

de-figunce |

feoa it

14uy edgings of fur and lace. SR
1 Negligees aud colfee conts offer a 1in

‘several short remannts,

lace, .
Flubornte Lreasen.

wworn at tentime.

duy blouses.
One thing Is c:gr%u

and chiffon.
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EVENING DRESS.

tent herself with Imitation igee, how-

ever, need not despair, for the repro-

ductiong of the olu patterus are de-

HghttuT and in esactly the right shade.

Lace of u course wake will be
prominent feature on spring wiloery.
Some lovely Paris pleture hats are of
! white moire with o regular curtain of
flne chauttily lace falllug over o brhn
1 consisting of ewdiess tuckings of eream
chiffon and further adorued with one
thick black ostrich plume,

| The empire style. with |ts jong.
Cstralght lues, gives hoelght to the wear
'er, but should never be selected when

. there 18 any tendency to cwbonpolint or
if the figure Is overfull or round.

{ A particularly haudsome evening
dress of spotted net aod sllk appligue
i# 1he subject of the sketch.

Clothes For Children.
Squirrel makes a charming cogt for
a small girl, the turndown colinr and

. cuffs heing hemmed with ermine, More

; costly coats for the little oues are made

-of ermine, with little capr to match

-trimmed with white osprey and tiny

replicas of the fashlonable tlat muffs.
For the child of moderate means,

however, the most serviceable and
gmart materiat for a coat is fawn or
blue broadcloth with a wide collar of
lace or velvet nmdl n wide furry hat to
match. This hat can easlly be trimmed
P —

|

I

il

OLOTH SKIRT.

at home, but the coat sheuld know the
touch of skilled hands apd should be
made loose and comfortable so that it
can be worn another season.

Pretty children’s dresses are made of
dhat old fashioned material’ corded
mull. These are made with a deep yoke
and reomy bishop sleeves, the skirt dis-
playing a hem surmounted by a cluster
of tiny tucks.

Many of the large floppy beaver hats
are tied under the child’s chin by
means of wide satin ribbons. Two huge
feather pompons often serve as the en-

One of the latest skirts 18 shown In

e cut. It is pretty made up in cloth

JUDIO CHOLLET.

. The New Prthias,
..“Is he a friend of yours?'
© “Oh, yes! He never takes advantage
of me except fo benefit himwelf.”—
. . % e . -

\ spoitéa net. trimmed with
Jbaads of heavy fuce. aid sometimes |

opportusity for combining artistically

In the fllustration is rhiown a dalnty
v\'c-ni‘n'g Llouse of chitfon, ribbon and

At one perjod luce coatees were only
! Now we use them us
ﬂddlﬂons to evening frocks and even

13- we cuniot dress
well without & gdod amount of lace
Never was the latter more
popular, snd sowe of the wmost uccept-
able gifts for birthdays are those of
rc-aLlace The woman who bas to cou-

FORRESTER
Madonna

Ii
Copyright, dv2, by the
N b MeQure Company
L &

When Sarah landed . i Last Hope,
there wasn't anything lu sight but s
shunty. some tents and a yeilow dog.
Bhe stopped on ber way from the boat
landing to pat the yellow dog, and it
followed her into the shanty. The
‘ next day sbe ownd the shanty. adopt-

ed the dog and started up business,

{  No other womun had ever secn Last
" Hope exeept old VWalla Walla, who
, vaipe up the river every wonth with
gkinsg and dry salmon und a husband.
| Chick Benson suld lLer the shanty,
and It had wbout a dozen wortgages
on it. But Surab was safe. The first
, maun who had dared fr:eclose o her
rvortdsbave left Lust Iope in mouin-
ing. ;

“What made you land here In this
bole in the hills?’ Chick bad asked
bher when she- seftled for the shanty.

g

e e
A

‘We Kidéw be- _
ing. Whengige firit smudge of smoke
from the steamer puffed up as 1t
rounded ‘the river Lend, she cried tor
the first time since Last Hope had
known her, and we fult rather inter-
ested. )

“If he shon} heppen to be mean to
ber,” gaid Chicl, =oftly, laying bis
hand on hi's .l “he won't leave
town by boit. Woid v !f be'll kiss ur
right before oe:, . 0 ’

win “Sond-

We felt f & "It r Bo be had
Brst right. Ceet s saanty bakery

days he'd v for
and the bea.s .7 2 aroand e place.
and Saral bad {. ord buss, She mnade
hisy o minee ple Clisanas. It was
the unly one In Lart Hope.

But toduy she didi’t see any of us
gt all. She stood down near the gang-
plank. wutching the pecple come off,
and her eyes were allve with some
thing.
we cauld nat tell, but when she gave
a quick, half ehuked cry and sprang
forwaird Chick tufned his back and
looked off to where the Yukon vanish-
ed into the arws of the everlasting
hills.

*Did he kiss her?’ he asked. No one
answered. Last Hope had witnessed
the meeting and was struck dumb, .

' THE CH

her stove

Whether it wus love or fear——=

“1 wight be
heard one sadly say, o SR
‘Could I have had my master's cnance
to start npon he way; :
Had he been placed where I was placed
men would not praige his name;
Had I been favored he was { would
have greater fame!
Fhey that ignore me now would all be
+  sycophants, to dance .
Attendance on me here if I had only
had his chance!”

rich, 1 might be gicar,” U

The wires whereby men’s messages are
sent heneath the sgeay,

The gleaming rais o’er which men
speed what time they 101l at ease,
The graceful domes ihat rise unti} |

; they seem to plerce the sky,

The mighty ebhips that cleave (he main
as fast ag eagles fly,

The disks and tubes through which
men see O'er space’s- broad expanse

Are not the works of him who &ighed
to have some other chance

The songs that live through centuries
are not the gongs of men

#Who longei for favors others knew and
tossed away the pen;

NCES OTHERS HAVE [t

‘wanted to, poor féllow. He vwai
tion he .had. come Zrom, -nsighing
wiotexit iy, with his eyes starjn

N

fright in all my Ife.

 invisible horse trotting away. [t had
paesed on, and the hoofbeats were St~
ting fainter and fainter.”

“You see,” said the young man, Wie

had first startel the conversation, **iat

like Irich h jtaginative.'s
~ "That only icqnnts for
shying, Mr. Perk's,” sald the bluve

jor's hearing the hoofbeats. And the
malor isn't Irish; he lg—" -~

“Pennsylvania Dutch, young lady,”
said the major. “Now §f the company
wants to hear the rest of the story—
or thé eéquel, if you like—why Just
walt till 1 light this cigar.”

“Light lamps and forward,” camae in
chorus from all parts of the hall.

was the discovery of a murder,” salé
the major im bhis most msatter-of-fact

The names upon the moble arch that
makeg the artist glad

Are not the names of men who yearned
for chances others had! :

When Sarah fuced us again, she Of all the wonders of our age that rise

came up from the landing, her head
held high and her arm around him. It

1+ “Thonght It kind of a likely place,” wam then that we made the acquaint-

said Sarah, and that was the only rex- “ance of Bob,

son she gave for ler-coming,

He waan't any biggern
l'a ‘pint of ctder; Just a poor, lttle, crook-

We did not call her Sarah to ber ed chap about fourteen, with big eyes,
face. Mis Moou(uy was the name dhe like Barah's. And she? As she smiled

had Big Ned paint up over her door,
and underpneath it sald “Bakery.”
That one word made more excitement
fn Last Hope thun any killing had for
a year. S8he’d bLrought a lot of stuff
up with her on the boat—flour and
baking powder amd lard and all the
things that wotnen folks cook with
and a guod stove too. We all gathered
near the shanty, real careless and un-
concerned, just as soon s we saw
smoke comiug from her chimney, apd
we drew lots to see who'd go and buy
first. Cholee fell on Chick, and ap he
went, sober us g judge. Just as we
were going after hiim he came out, his
wouth and arms and hands full
he snid was:

“*Doughuuts!

We all made tracks fur the shanty.
Fram that day Last Hope bad @ Loss.
She was not handsome.  Her features
were shap I vutilne, nnd her hale was
a neutral imeuse color. and she wus
thin, but ber eyes challenged all that
wasg best fn o man.

She didn’'t get very rich along those
first feww months. Nhe wouldn't trust
auyhody. 80 soie of us gave her mort-
gages. Chick Benson mortgaged his
horse snd saddle. and she got sole
blanhels, too, nnd a gun avd a red fox
Jacket aud hood, aud finally, when Len
Dyer fell over Bald mountain one day
and never cume back, she fureclosed on
his fiddle that he'd mortgaged for a dol-
lar's worth of hiscuits and doughnuts.
The fiddle hung on a nail in her baeck
room.

“Never hear you tunin’ up, Mis' Moo-
ney,” said Chlck one day when he'd
beeu to the shanty to tix her stovepipe
for ler so it would not smoke.

“Bob played pretty well,” she an-
swered. And we talked the matter
over that night down at Bib Ned’s. -

“Like ns not she's tied up to sontk
devi] of 2 man that's pounded her and

—

All, ther; that's all.

|
|

i

|

OHICK TURNED AND LOORED OFF TO THER

HILLS

1} treated her until she’s cut stick and
ran away,” said Chick. And Last Ilope

rccepted the theory, and there was a

shade more of respectful consideration
in its manner toward Sarah.
The strike came in 1896. Chick Ben-

son’s horse stumbled down a washout |

on Cariboo run, and when Chick dug
him out he picked up a nugget that
turned Last Hope topsy turvy.

As soon as the crowd of gold hunters
began to pour in from the river and
over the pass Sarah didn't take any
more mortgages. Doughnuts brought a
dollar apiece along there, and she
wouldn’t touch a pie unless she saw
five doliars’ worth of dust weighed out.
Just as a side issue she bought out Jim
Dalley’s share in the Buckeye for a
thousand. Inside of four months the
Buckeye brought $300,000 from a syn-
dicate, and Sarah rolled down her

on us Chick took off his hat. It was
the smile of the Madonna, and Last
Hopé worshiped from afar.

That nlgh&higkxp’u?@n a clean col-
lar and went to~thé side door of Moo-
vey’s bakery. and there was resolution
tn his aye. When lie came back to Big
Ned’'s, we were walting for him.

“Boys,” he =maid softly, “Sargh's a
widow, and -and 1've got her. That
puor littlie tnd was all she had left, and
it wanted money to make him steaight.
g0 Sarnh just packed up., put him in
school and made tracks for the place
where moene) grows o the ground.
She’s got g pretty good crop, and she
needs a manager; also Bob needs a fs-
You're cordlaily In-
vited to appear this day week, and
there’ll be u bangquet.” lHe stopped.
Last Hupe cheered wildly. Chick ralsed
his hawd for a toal word. **And, boys,
Sarah fays she'll mnke the doughnuts
herself.  Just pleare ndd an echo to
that last yell for Roh ™

The Ofllee Cat,

Though not diguified by any other
name than “the ent,” the feline pet of
e certain Broadway otice bulldlng as
thuroughly enjoys the couveniences of
the skyseruper as auuy of the tepants
who pay hizh rents and who answer
to the bix names gilded on the doors of
the oflives, snys a New Yotk writer.

In 113 kitten days thelittle black and
white thing had been tossed off the
higher skyscraper adjoining by the
mischievous sou of the janitor and com-
placently instgl.le_q igelf in the restau-
rant oh the ruof of its new abode.

By and by *the eat” was bereft of
its provender by the clasing up of the
restaurant, g0 it took to prowling about
the big buflding in senrch of rats and
mice, and {ts slgekuess testified to its
prowess us u hunter.

But ¢limbing the stairs of a skyscrap-
er Is nu more attructive to cats than it
is to men, and what are elevators for,
at any rate”

At first “the cat” would watch fts
chance to slip on the elevator when pas-
sengers entered or left the cage, but
now it sharp “Megow!" is as much
heeded by the elevator nien as the
shout of “Up!” or “Down!” by one of
the tepants.

A Veritable 8t. Cecilim.

Margery's cousin, Cecilia, was eight-
een and pretty. She was also devoted
to muslic and spent hours practicing on
a large plpe organ. This, together with
the fact that she invariably wore a
rapt expression when so engaged, earn-
ed for her the nickname of *“8t. Ce-
cilia.”

It happened that Margery's mamma
was called to town and left her five-
year-old daughter in charge of an oblig-
ing neighbor. This lady undertook to
amuse her young guest by showing her
a collection of prints, among which was
a copy of the familiar presentation of
the patron saint of music seated at the
orgun.

“This, my dear,” sald the obliging
bostess, “is a picture of St. Cecilia.”

“It doesn’t loek a bit like her.” spoke
up the tiny visitor.

*Why, how do you know?" inquired
the astonished owner-of the print.

*How do I know?" returned the
equally astonished Margery. “Why,
St. Cecilla {18 my own first cousin. 8he
teached me my prayers an' how to play
jackstones.”

A Tartar Courtship.

Among the Tchulian Tartars a cuari-’
ous mode of “popping the question”
exists. The Tchulian bachelor in search
of a wife, having filled a brand new
pipe with fragrant tobacco, stealthily
enters the dwelling of the fair one upon
whom he has bestowed his affections,
deposits the pipe upon a conspicuous
article of furniture and retires on tip-
toe to some convenient hidine place in
the neighborhood, local juette re-
quiring that he should ..ecute this
strategié movement apparently unde-

sleeves and reckoned she’'d take a rest tected by the damsel of his choice or

for a spell.

Then things began to ham,

Chick Benson started it. He asked]
her offhand one day how about {t,
and she said no, on account of Bob.|
That's what we all got.

any other member of her family. Pres-
ently he returns without further affec-
tation of secrecy and looks into the
apartment in a casual sort of way. A
single glance at the pipe he left behjind
him enables him to learn the fate of

But Last Hope sald Sarah was ailj M8 proposal. If it has heen smnoked,
Might and watched for the coming of De goes forth an aceepted and exultant

Bob. One day Sarah put on a new,
dress and combed her hair different,!
all fuffy and wavy. And she asked
Click 12 the fiddle was good

B

f .

bridegroom; if not, the offer of his
hand and heart has besn so irrevoca-
bly rejected as not to be even worth.a
pipe of tobacco—Lohdon Bxpress.

!
C .

-

! —8. E. Kiser.

.when a wheel Is possible.

l

at every glance
None came from him who might dé
much_ had he some other’s chance.

SOOI RIOICOGOOO

“Well, now, major,” said one of the
party In knickerbockers and golf
stockings, ‘1 would never have pnt
you down as & bellever in apooks™.

The party here alluded to wasa
party of bicycligts, gathered together
in the hall of a roadside inn, whick
called itself “the -hotel of the place,”™
but owed ity prosperity chiefly to the
fact that there was no “place” to
speak of thereabouts. .

“Wha} do you call spooks, young
man” asied the majolr in a leisarely
way.

“A spook,” drawled the doctor of
the party. "'may be defined as some-
thing at the bottom of a happening(
that never happened.”

“That's funny enough,’ sald the ma-
jor, and, of course, it lets me out. I
dop’t belleve in the existence of any-
thing at the bottom of mothing.”

*“l thought not,” said number one.
“You don't look like a naturally timid
man. Of course, I know that natural-
ly timid people often make the best
soldiers—""

“And what has timidity to do with
it” said the major.

“Well, it's generally these nervous,
tremulous folkg who persuade them-
selves they have geen—what-you-may-
call’-em, isn't it 7"

“Is {t?"” said the major. "H'm—waell,
since you don't think me an easily
frightened and tremulous person, per-
haps you may be the more ;eady to be-
lleve what I can tell you, and—-"

“Go on, major,” wae the general
chorus.

“And can swear to, {{——"

*“Never mind the awearing,” said the
young woman in blue serge.

“1 will tell you.”

‘But you will tell us, won't you?"’ the
young woman gently pleaded.

“Very well, then, as you all know, 1
ride a wheel now on all occasions
Time wus
when I looked down upon bicycles—
looked down on them from the back v?
a fine, bonny gray, about sixteen
hande—a beast that would take me
four miles in aalf an hour at an easy
fox trot or carry me stralght across .
country at a gallop, without stopping
to so much as wing at any ditch or
fence that might occur on the way.

“Now. about that fox hunt of Cruis-
keen's—he was an Irish horse, with
and Irish name—there was a certain
{ndividuality which 1 learned by ear
after a few months, just ag you learn
how to know a familiar tune, If ! had
lent Cruiskeen to any of you, for 1in-
stance, and you were bringing home
a party of horeeback riders, 1 could in-
stantly have distinguished Cruiskeen’s
trot among all the others. Now I want
you to pay particular attention to
tha' point.

‘“Well, one day—I was out west
then—I was riding Cruiskeen along a
bit of freshly made macadamized
road, just as good and hard & bit of
road as that I superintended myseif.
It was about 10 o'clock 1n the morn-
ing. when the sun was terribly hot.

“Just as 1 got to a clump of young
larches that had been planted along
the road about {wo years before, [
heard a horse coming along the road—
coming toward me. Crulskeen had
been at a walk. but when I heard the
hoofbeats of the other horse I spurred
up. just out of curiosity, for there
were few Dpeople about there who own-
ed horses, and I knew ail of them.

“Sc here was Cruiskeen trotting on
toward the north. we’'ll say, and this
other horse was cantering easily from
the north, southward I should have
met the man on horseback in about a
nminute.

“But as we turned the corner by
the clump of larches I was very much
surprigsed to see—nothing.

“There wasn't a sign of man or
beast anywhere on that road.

“At the same time the sssy canter
turned into a trot.”

“Fcho, of course,” the doctor sug-
gested.

“Doctor,” sald the major, sadly,
“did you hear me gay I could swear to
Cruiskeen’s trot anywhere? or were
you gsleep when I said that? Angd
was the canter also th+ echo of Cruis-
keen’s trot?

“Well,~ let me finish. While I was
wondering at the strangeness of the
thing, knowing that there was no
other road where & horge’s trot would
sound like that within leagues, Cruts-
keen suddenly shied to onse side of the
road, and shisd e0 violently as to
throw me clear out of the saddle,

“Luckily, I was not seriously hurt,
only s little bruised. - And Cruiskeen

“Yes, x murder.
hardly be got to go any further, but
I had business to attend to at
post, and that was still foor
Away. .

“Considering how incrednlous ail
you civillans are, 1 need hardly teil
you that the fellows at the post woald
not easily have swallowed a story Rke
mine., Some would have called it sun-
stroke; some might even hinted at im-
toxicating liguors. >
an insfnuation which I could not himve
borne. 8o I saild nothing about the
matter at headquarters. I simply tran.
sacted my businesa, mounted Crude-
keel:! again and turned his head home-
ward.

“When we came to the clymp of
young larches poor Crulskeen began
to tremble. I was obliged to dismouat
and lead him by the hridle. '

manner. i
Crulskeen comld

*“We had passed the. spot where

Crulskeen had shfed on the way to tae
post, when he gave a jerk at the bridle
and pulled back. ¥ knew that I hid
found something—a trail.

“All I eould aee when I stooped to
look at the bank of the drain was &
mark, as if someone had kicked the
earth away with the heel of a boot.
But that wae enough.

“Well, I needn’t give you all the de-
tails of my search. Somehow, 1 felt
that I was looking for blood trails, but
I found no blood. I only found the
branches broken and bent. making a
trail righit into the middle of the
clump. And at last I found the body.

“Yes, the poor fellow had not been)
dead twenty-four hours. He had beasn
shot right through the head. He had
an empty revolver holster on his belt,
and he wore epurg on his hoots.

“The queation was, where was the
horge?”

“Crufskeen and I solved that mystw
ery. too. The murderer, fearing that
» horse coming riderless to the mex{
farm, or still more to the settlement
further on, would arocuse suapicion,
bhad killed the horse, too, and with the
assistance of some accomplice haa
dragged jts dead body through the
rail fence, evidently removing two
rails for the purpose.

“That was a ‘curious coincident.” U
suppose, doctor?”

“Dld they catch the murderer?’ the
young woman asked.

“I am sorry to say, my dear young
lady.,” said the major, “that the mur-
der was traced to an enlisted man of
my own regiment, and it came out
that his wife, a half-breed Indian, had
suggested the crime and helped him
in it
drummer.”

Then the whole party lighted up and
wheeled home to the city.

Keressne Beeswax Now.

‘The busy little bee was long ago
cheated out of his monopoly in the
honey-making business by artificiat
honey manufacturers. Now he ig lefi
to improve the shining hour as best
he may, for his corner on wax is raptd.
ly slipping away from him. Paraffine,
a product of crude petroleum, is tak-
Ing the place of beeswax in commerce
very largely, and half the *“wax"
canidles of to-day are pure parafiine
and never saw the inside of a bechive.

‘Whiting, Ind., just over the south-
ern line of Chicago, is the place where
this wonderful wax is made. .
land, 0., has a paraffine works, but it
is only a small affair compared to the
Whiting plant. The paraffine works
are quite distinct and apart from the
oil refinery-—which is nesr the lake
tfront—and is quite a large plant in it-
self. The oil treated here is the “re-
gidual oil,” or oll from which a -
luminating and fuel oils have been dis-
tilled practically worthless by an out-
sider. ,

As it {s pumped from the oil refinerv
Into its first receptacle, the “tar g'{lis™,
—huge piles of iron and brick with jn-
numerable pipes—it has the appear-
ance of liquid tar or New Orleans mo-
lasses or anything else that is dark,
heavy, eluggish, and looks as unlike
the beautiful candles as possible. The
company has the money to pay for the
services Of expert chemists, and by
their skill, combined with continuat

“work, this ropy, dark stream becomes

a thing of beauty.

A parallel counld easlily be drawn be-
tween the paraffine works and a bee-
hive, only instend of one hullding,
there are many, each under its own
manager, and each dolng its part in
converting this worthless-looking ret-
use into wax.

Desth Levels all Ranks.

“No,” exclalmed the mother Turkey,
“I would prefer my children not o
agsociate with those incubator chiexs.”

“Because they are so heedless snd
don't know how to féather their own '
nests?”’ queried the Duck.

“No, it sn’t that - so much I dave
brooded over,” replied’the Turkey,
“But there’s gsomething so artificlal
about them.” .

“However, when the incubator
chicks heard this they thought of the
tuneral baked meats of Thanku:lvfh :
and remarked algnificantly:
levels all ranks.” '

- “V“‘ K "’ y
ing away along the road in the dirae-

g I pev -
er saw & quadruped such a picture of- §

“As soon 3s I could get my senses
together, I could distimctly hear the

was an Irish horse. Irish horses arp
rulakaen’s

8O€Tge young woman, ‘“‘not for the mas

. “The sequel, my. incredulous ftiehdl,m:.
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The victin was a young drog
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