,

—p————

eart,

-1’8 his fifth or sixth trial, too,
It 1t?* I arked, shaking out the

roins and tuckiug the rugs under Pol-

iy's infinitestimal toes. “Some people

Rever get serious.”

.. Folly -looked meditative.

*Well,”” she remarked, jabbing tha
-pin into her hat more securely, “that
depends on what you mean by ‘seri-
ous.’ An engigement may be serious
without endlng in matrimony.”

“Serious for the one who getx left?’
T asked, snapping the whip viclously
#ver the back of the roan.

“Nonsense! One always means to
be married when one gets engazed.
That's what makes it an engagement.
Otherwige It would be merely—er—
that iz—"

. “Merely what?” I inquired, looking
wp sidewise under Polly’s hat.

© “Oh, a fiirtation, or an ‘affair.’ But
A real bonafide engagement {8 nothing
‘more or less than a dress rehearsal
for matrimony. Sometimes the orlgl-
sal rehearsing company are mar-
tied at once; but generally the lead-
ing marn and the leading lady are
changed several times before you can
find two who just fit the opposing
toles,”

“Why, Polly Lee, I'm surprised. 1
Suppose all your engagements have
proved invaluable experience. Doubt-
less even this one, with me as lead-
ing man, is proving—"

“Invaluable experience,” acquiesced
Polly, nodding her feathers; “oh, yes;
fovaluable, I've learned everything
about the stage busineas of manag-
ing a man since | became engaged to
you. For imstance, before then, I
used to take the center of the stage
Op @vary occasion. I'd let & man sit
Hke & groom or an understudy beside
®s all adernoon, whlle I displayed
WY accomplshments as » whip in-
#ed of letting him show off with a
fourdn-hand or a tandem, while [
played the part of limelight and kept
up with the applsuse. Why, what are
you whipping shat borse for?: .

“Was 17 I snapped, & bit startled.
It was the off horse, and it struck me
that he was more off thun usual that
afternoon.

“l was wondering,’ I snapped,
“how many rehearsals it took to make
You #0 letter perfect—I mean how
Bany rehearsals before you graduated
at my expense.”

“I haven't graduated yet,” remarked
Polly.

I jumped. “Ohn'"

“The commencement exercises don't
Smmence until you go to the aitar,
That is when the rehearsals end and
the curtain rolls up and the tragedy
or the comedy or the melodrama be-
gins In real earnest.”

“Won't you set the date for the
fommencement exercises, Polly?’ 1
Pleaded sortly.

“Have you no regard for etiquette,
Mr. Heavyfeather?' remarked Polly.
“That was Mrs, Gadsby Victorla, and
she saw you.”

“Saw me what?”’

“8aw you looking at me that way
and trying to get hold of my hapd.”

“I Qidn't!” 1 aaid {indignantly and
ambiguously.

“A girl's first rehearsal for matri-
meny,” went on Polly, ignoring me,
*usually takes place when she is
dbout seventeen. She is exactly like
& young actress making her debut in
Juliet. She plays with fire, but with.
94t poise or method. She rants and
Xages and overdoes. There is nothing
subtle about her. If she should mar-
¥y the man that she thinks at that

¢ she s madly in love with—" .

“Well?* I had to prod Polly, for
just then we turned a corner in the
dircle and the auburn-haired Downing
g'rl and Abbingdon Dare flashed past |
us, and Polly turned to stare after
them.

“Well,” she went om, “there would
be about as bad a smash-up as there
weuld be if the man who sold you
this team of horses hadn’t tried them
{a barness together before he mated

- [“Bhe's engaged agaln” remarked
~ Polly, nodding her head at the au-
‘Wurn-haired Downing girl, who went
‘salling by in Abbingdon Dare’s new

funcheon has more to do with his
temper than the subject of conversa-
tion. You learn to keep quiét and
play a still part when he i8 doing any-
thing serlous, like reading the politi-
cal news or strapplng a trunk. You
can tell an off horse at sight, and if
you are an off horse yourself, you
cboose g cunservative nigh horse, or
if you are a nigh hurse ycu choose
someboedy with dash and go.

“You find out whether you were in-

tended for the center of the stage or
only to play understudy  You lenrn
to speak your lines pruperly and fol-
low your cues. If you were destined to
play up to a star, you lay in a lot of
nice little things to say to him that
wlill encourage him to take the cen-
. ter ot the stage and malke him feel
happy In the limelight. Or if you
were born to be leading lady, you
learn how to keep your leading man in
the background without making him
feel his inferiority or resent playing
seconds. You find out whether you
| are capable of managing your own
company or whether you need s man-
| ager. And yet the average girl frets
and pines when she is going through
her Iittle rehearsals, like a small girl
who |8 made to practice her musical
oexercises, She does not realize that
ievery time her heart is broken she
is one step nearer marital happiness.
Oh, yes, being engaged is a wonderful
experience,” and Polly sighed as we
took another turn about the circle.

**And doesn’t the man get any ex-
perience, Polly?' I asked as we dash-
od down the avenue on the home-
stretch.

“Not a bit. A man never learns by
experience, anyhow—"

Just at that moment we came upon
Abbingdon Dare and the auburn-
haired Downing girl driving slowly
home in the new dogcart. We bowed.

“Why,” exclaimed Polly, “I didn't
' know that you knew them.”

’ “The auburn-haired Downing girl,”
'l remarked meekly, “was my first
' leading lady.”

Polly jumped.

‘“And,” 1 went on, “if our first lead-
Ing man was as good looking—"

Polly turned and stared after the
couple {a the dogcart,

“Waell,” she remakred, thoughtfully,
“Abbimgdon Dare {s rather bhand-
some, they say, and he—"

“Wh.tr'

“Was my first leading man.”

“There i8 no accounting for tastes.,”
I remarked.

“None,” said Polly. I hxte red
hair. —Helen Rowland, In Washing-
ton Post,

Patti's Generosity.

Though by no means lacking In
business instincts, Mme Adelina Pat.
ti is not at all niggardly when it
comes to spending money. That she
{8 as big-hearted as she 18 famous
was demonstrated by her courtesy to
& fellow-nrtist in San Franciscu, Mme
Inez Fabbri-Muller, who at one time
was {n very straitened circumstances,
with & mortgage about to be fore
closed on her home. Mme Patti heard
about the troubles that beset her old
comrade of the operatic stage, and at
once arrauged for a benefit. For
some reason or other it was impos-
sible to prepare for such an event,
and the famous prima donna sent
Mme Fabbri-Muller a check for an
amount more than sufliclent to cancel
the mortgage that shadowed her
bome.—Exchange,

Set His Own Novel.

The late B. I.. Farjeon was one of
the very few writers who had set up
work In type without the medium of
manuscript, When the novelist first
turned to fiction he was editor and
publisher of the Otago Dally Times,
which was printed at his own offices
at Dunedln, and many of the chapters
of his novel, Grif, were transferred
direct to type by the late Mr. Farjeon,
who was one of the most rapid com-
positors of his time. He was a firm be-
liever in charms, and attributed much
of his good fortune to a New Zea
land greenstone, which he wore for
many years on his watch chain.—~
London Tit-Bits,

Giants’ Graves.

them. Now, suppose both of those
were off horses.”

I smiled comprehendingly.

“It takes several rehearsals to
make a girl letter perfect in the iit-
Ue game of matrimony. The first
Ume & girl falls in love all she knows
about & man is that he Is a good
Waltzsor and wears the proper collars,
that his hair curls at the edges, and
that ke doesn't tread on her frocks.”

“Was your first leading man likse
that, Polly?’

“No—thst is—I've fargotten. But
they're ail alike. The gir! who mar-
Hes her first love has a life lesson be-
fore her. It's like taking the leading
Jort in a difoult play at a few mo-
ments’ notice. She knows as much
shout handling & man as a small boy
dees about haadiing s gun. And a
man that is Dadly bandled is like a
gun, Theo first thing he does is to go
off—off to another girl”

“Did he do that, Polly?” 1
Josking at her sympatheticsily.

“Who ** said Polly.

“Your first leading man. He must
have been remarkably clever, . Was
ke good looking, and 6iG he ever mar
1y sy one?”

Polly looked at me witheringly.

It's this way, you seo,” she went
. A &ir] gots such a good perspec
& Disn when she’s engaged to
tor she is married she is too
the rootlights to take x ra.
¢ of him. BSke ceéases to
#he sugely foals and sho

fo:. we ng lhe
‘ m have

said

The cairns or giant graves at Bo-
sau, near Eutin, Germany, are being
excavated under the direction of Prof.
Knorr of the Kiel Museum of Anti-
quities. One grave has already beem
opened up, in which two urns apd a
gold bracelet twelve centimetres in
length were found. A stone grave
three metres long and one hundred
and seventy centimetres wide, con-
taining a skeleton supposed to be over
three thousand years old, was also
Iaid bare. The work is to be contia-
ued, as it is supposed that an ancient
temetery or place of sacrifice sxisted
there formerly.

A Strange Sort of Enjoyment.

A “valued contemporary” says: “A
certain young lady in our burg is en-
Joylng herself nowadays by cutting
her wisdom teeth.” This is certainly
& very interesting piece of news, and
the raporter who turned it in should
have his salary raised without more
ado, A live, wide-awake reporter,
such as this one is bound to be, is of
incalculable worth on any newspaper.
lHe~ is needed over at Merldian.—
Jackson (Miss.) Clarion-Ledger. -

Washing Away the World.

An interesting calculation has re-
cently been made public by the
Fremch Academy of Sclences. It is
to the effect that, taking into consid-
eration the wear and tear on the solid
Iland by the ocean lashing, river ero-
sion, and wind and weather, the
world will, by the end of the yoxr 4,-
500,000 be completely washed away,
ARd the ecean: will roll over the pres-

eat- feundations of our great eeats-
&,

LIKE MAN, LIKE HORSE,

Characteristics of the Owner Often
8hown In the Animal.
“I've always had a notion that the
horse is like the man—In other words,
that the horse is often what his own-
or makes him. Recently I came across
the following bit of wisdom in a farm
paper,” says 8 writer to the Detroit
Journal, “and, as the writer's ideas are
exactly my own, I cannot refrain from
quoting his thoughts to-day:
“‘The excitable horseman, he says,
‘will have horses just like he is him-
Belf. The man without horse sense
will bave a horse with the same poor
Bense. The man who is loud when
driving will have a bolsterous horse,
and no one ought to blame the horse.
The man who stops his team with a
drawllng “w-b-0-a-"” will have a team
that will stop in the same manner—
that is, they will take two or three
steps after they are told to stop.’
“I might quote more, but enough is
enough. You get the idea. What's
more, you all know living examples of
the kind of horsemen referred to. You
of course, aren’'t bullt that way; but
the ‘other fellow often is. Too often.
And usually he blames the horse for
some fault that in reality i{s his own.
It isn't fair. Train or drive or use a
horse properly, and nine times out of
ten that horse behaves himself and
does all that is expected of an animal.
Seems to me there ought to be a
training school for the driver as well
a8 for the driven. For instance, I
know of several promising horses that
bave been practically spoiled by poor
driving, I have in mind, In particulsr,
two horses—one |s driven by a man,
the other by a woman. Both drivers
bave the habit of nagging and fussing
—of saying “G-long” or “Git-up” every
half minute regularly, accompanying
the words with a gentle tap of the
whip. The result is that both horses
pay no attention to either command
or whip, and it takes a “‘reg’lar earth-
quake” or a firatclass thrashing to
move ‘'em out of a slow jog trot.
Another spolled horse has been al-
lowed to acquire the habit of “start-
ing up” the moment he is unhitched.
Hls owner will get a broken neck or
Hmb some day, if I'm not miataken,
but—why I don’t know—he makes no
effort to conquer the fault. *“Break
him of it," I wadvised. Well.” he
drawled, “it would be a lot of bother.
I've kind of let him get into the hablit,
I guess, and sa long as he's got it—
what's the odds, any way? [ don't
mind it particularly. I'm spry about
getting in.”
“You may not mind,” I retorted,
“but some day somebody else may try
to drive that horse. Then something
will happen. Or, perhaps, some day
you'll forget to be ‘spry’ as usual, and
—s8ay, how much accident {nsurance
do you carry, neighbor?"’
He laughed. '‘Not a cent's worth.
Don't need any.”
**No; but your heirs may.”
Well, I didn't convince him, and he
shows no sign of reforming, but I hope
everyhbody else will not be so stub-
born and shortsighted. I tell you,
friends. there's a splendid field for an
accident insurance agent in my part
of the state.

Water in the Bush.

Nine years ago water at the Westra-
lia gold flelds was dearer than beer in
London. At speclal times half & crown
s gallon was pald for newly condensed
water, still warm from the condenser,
and at the best of times no one grum-
bled at a shilling a gallon. The pub-

MARRIED IN FANCY DRESS.

At One Wedding They Were Al
Dressed as Convicts,

A novelty in faney-dress weddings
was that held in  Nottingham, the
bridegroom belng a naval officer,
whilst the bride also came of a nauti-
cal family. Accordingly she appeared
&t the church dressed in a costume
made of a union jack, the bridesmaidg
wearing similar attire, and the groom
and his best man being in full naval
uniform.

After the ceremony had been per-
formed the happy palr drove to the
bride's house on a gun carriage drawn
by a party of bronzed tars.

The shepberd’s wedding at the
church of St. Madeletne at Versailles
in 1894 is worth recording, because,
from the appearance of the guests, it
might have been supposed one had
taken a retrograde step isto prehis-
toric times.

The bridegroom, whose name was
Portel, had been a shepherd when he
had suddenly Inherited a large for-
tune, 30 it was elected on the oocasion
of his marriage to a well-known so-
clety lady shortly afterwards that
every one should appear in garments
made of gheepskins,

A convict weuwng was celebrated
in a Yorkshire town. Both the bride
and bridegroom had for some paltry
offence previously come within reach
of the law, and when it was an-
nounced that the best man had alse
seen the inside of a jail, it was re-
solved to commemorate the colpci-
dence.

Accordingly the pnale guests, the
bridegroom included, put in an ap-
bearance in convict garb, on which
the broad arrow predominated, and
the women likewlse wore drab dresses
with the government hall-mark upoa
them.

As soon as the ceremony was over
the party were driven to the bride's
home, where a breakfast of prisoa
fare was provided,

At this junecture the officlating cler
gymen, in toasting the couple, made
it koown that he had himself en-
dured a day in a penitentiary for ex-
hibiting undue exuberance of spirits
At & boat race years before.—Stray

Stories. P

Admiral 8igsbes, Bpechmaker.

It is the first plunge that counts,
a8 every sallor knows who ever
learned to swim or make 1 speech.
Admiral Nigsbee has a horror of
speechmaking. A reporter once ask-
ed him why he dld not like to make

speeches. He replled:
“*Because | never know what [ am
going to say until I get on my feet,

and then when | get ou my feet [
know less than [ did before"
Shortly after the Spanish-American
war, President Harper, of the Chica-
g0 University, wasin charge of the ar-
rangements for a great banquet to be
given to President McKinley at the
Chicago Auditorium. He invited Ad-
miral 8igsbee to visit Chicago. The
admiral, suspecting a spdech was in
store, declined. President Harper ex-
pressed his regrets, and President
McKinley sald he wourld have “order
ed” him to Chicago.

8igsbee was about to take command
of the Texas, when he received a re-
markable telegram from the secretary
of the navy.

“You will take the next train to
Chicago to attend a banquet in the
Chicago Auditorium to the President

lican passed the whiskey bottle over
for his customer to help himself, but
he measured carefully the amount of
water mixed with the whiskey. The
popular gystem of bathing was to have
a bucket of water with a false bottom
beld over your head. The bottom was
removed with a jerk, and the water
ran down into a tub on the floor. There
it was carefully collected to serve for
the next customer, as it had probably
served for half a dozen before you.

This cost half a crown. Searcity of
water and badness of food brought on
the great typhoid fever epidemics,
from which the gold fields suffer to
this day, and lads hunting for wealth
died off ag though the hand of God
had passed In anger over the place.
Western Australia is a colony of
bold men. They saw that nothing but
radical treatment would avail for this
pcarcity. Hence the water scheme,
running about 360 miles to Kalgoor-
lie, carrying nearly 6,000,000 gallons s
day. and largely solving the matter,
20 far as the supply for human beings
around the main centres i3 concerned.
—I.ondon Mall.

Shouted as Loud as LI

There was much rudeness in [Id
Hung Cbang’'s manner, but if he was
answered back In his own coia he
melted into graciousness. Ounce a jun-
for member of a British consulate was
gent to interview the Viceroy on some
matter. In the vast audience hall he
found no one to recelve him, so he
took a chair near the door. Eventual-
Iy Li and his following appeared at
the other end of the hall on some lofty
seats, and the Viceroy started shout-
ing to him in the difficult Anhujf ac-
cent. To the utter dumbfounding of
everyone present, contrary to all prin.
ciples of Chinese etiquette, the young
Englishman shouted back his answer
In the same loud, rough volice, as far
a8 he could imitate it, in which Lt
had spoken to him. Xveryone in the
suite was stricken with horror. Even
L{ started and spoke lower. Graduslly
the conversation assumed a conven-
tional tone and after a bit Li, with

of the United States, and you will be
prepared to respond to a toast to the

navy.”
This was an order which it was im-
possible to decline. The admiral

teached the “Auditorium just as the
opening exercises began. He had nev-
er made a speech in his life. There
were probably seven or eight hundred
people at the table, an@ thousahds in
e boxes. When the moment came,
the admiral, by & happy tnspiration,
read his telegram. This proved to be
& good starter, and he got through
fairly wetl.

Upon another occasion he 'w
corneted and forced to say a fe
words to an audience composed of sev-
eral hundred clubwomen. On getting
up, he declared that a sallor on shore
could do oaly three things thoroughly
well. First, he could ride a horse.
Second, he could manage s farm.
Third, he could hold a baby.—Col-
ller’'s Weekly,

Japanese Wives Nonentities. '

The position of the Japsnese wi
is not that of equality with her hau
band. He is the liege lord, to
obeyed by her in the most servil
manner: He exacts from her the i
tle attentions that an Ameriean
man expects and usuoally gets, from!
her husband.

Without 80 much as a murmuor of
complaint from bis spouse, who must
always receive him with bows and
smiles, and ever have her mind and
eyes on his comfort, he goes and
ocomes when he pleases.

When he fares forth soclally he
does not take her with him when he
receives gentlemen in his own house
—a rare thing, by the way~madimol'
scldom presents herself, unless in
some menial capacity. ¢

And while such a thing as conju
gal love must exist in Japan, it usual
ly escapes the notice of the foreign
sejourner, the people considering it
vulgar te exhibit emotion of any kind

& humorous smile, beckoned the young
man to come up higher and sit down
beside Mm. They scon became ex-

o

in public—Smart Set.

Judge thyself with the judgment of
sincerity, and thou wilt judge othets

A COOK FOR JUDITH

Judith, with her inexperienced fin-
gers webbed like a duck’s toes with
the stickiest of bread dough, cast ap-
pealing glances at her immaculate
brother-in-law, a well-favored bache-
lor of twentiy-eight.

"U'gh!” she exclaimed, eyeing her
Imprisoned hands with repulsion. “It's
getting colder and clammier and
stickier every minute”

“Where's Bridget?”

“I discharged her. I gave her a
week’s warning, but the mean, incon-
slderate thing went at once and left
me, literally, with the bread on my
bhands. I never cooked anything in
my life; but I thought any goose could
kneal bread. Oh, that’s just like a
man—to laugh when one’s up to the
elbows in trouble.”

“I'd help you if 1 could,” sald
Philip, peering helplessly into, but
keeping & safe distance from, the

floury bread pan. “But what can [
do?’

“You could go somewhere and find
me & cook; if Edward were home—"

“I'll do that,” returned Philip, visf-
bly brightening. *“What sort of a
co0k ? Any cholce In the matter?”’

“Yes, indeed. I'm very particular.
She mustn't be too big, because this,
kitchen's so tiny, and if she's very
tall she won't be able to go dowa the
cellar stairs without doubling back-
ward. 8he must be neat in appear-
ance, and Philip, do try to select one
that will look well jn a cap. Briag
her right home with you. Simply in-
8ist on her coming—Edward had Brid-
get here in just an hour and s quar-
ter from the moment he left the
house.”

“I'll beat him,” declared Phillp,
from the doorway. “You'll ses me
back, perspiring bat triumphant, and
with Bridget's successor at my heels,
in exactly sixty minutes.”

Philip, who entertained a great
opinion of his own executive ability,
souphit; without loas of time, the neap
est employment agency.

“I'm looking for s medium-sixed
cook,” sald he, to the woman at the
desk. *“One that would look well In &
cap.” .
“Come this way,” said the WOmSaR,
repressing a smile, and leading the
young man to an adjoinfmg room.

Eldredge looked, - with a critical aye,
at the long row of waiting applicants.
Under his earnest scrutiny three of
them blushed, two giggled, and »
sixth frowned'resentfully, Perhaps {t

sortment offered was not promising.
One of the gigglers, however, display-
ed a good set of teeth,

Philip, whose faith in his ability to
return with a cook was beginning te
falter, and almost declded in her fav-
or, when he remembered Judith's cel-
lar stairs.

“Would you mind standing up,” he
asked, courteously,

The mald with the teeth agaim
showed them in a generous smile, as
she obligingly rose to a height of six
feet two.

“I'm afrald you wouldn't fll the
bill,”" said Eldredge, apologetically.
“I'm sorry, but my instructions were
very exact.” . .

As Eldredge was wavering betweea
& red-headed German girl with an
alarming pompadour and a thickset
Hibernian with a phenomenal upper
lip, the door opemed, a neatly dressed
young woman entered, and, after s
moment’'s hesitation, seated herself ia
the vacant chalr at the end of the
row, .

“Why! You're just the girl I've
been looking for,” cried Pbhilip, joytul-
ly, as he caught sight of the newy
comer. “Not too atout, not too
not too anything. You'd be adorable
in a cap.”

“But,” objected the girl, “I'm—"

“We'll pay you bigger wages. Here,"™
sald Eldredge, thrusting a dollar into
the agent's palm, *is your tee. I'l}
take this one—she suits me right
down to the ground.”

“But,” began the girl, “I'm—".

“Now don't say a word. My sister-
in-law, Mrs. Eldredge, wants you a$
once. I'll explain as we go along—e
come, please, we must catch the next
car. You gee, {t's a case of-—of bread.
I left poor Mra. Eldredge up to the el-
bows in dough—she’'s not accustomed
to dough—and she must be rescued
at once.” :

“1 see,” said the girl, suppressing &
riotous dimple as she followed len
impetuous employer to the street. “But

| please, sir, how do yeu kmow Iy
suft?”
“I like your looks,” said Philip,

csndldly. “You'rs meat and imtellf-
gent—and short enough to go dowm
the cellar stairs. You see Mrs. Kid-
redge gave me the plans, dimensioas
and specifications, for the désired
cook, and you fit them exactly. Here's
our car.” L

Eldredge, well satisfied with his ex-
pedition, seated himself beside his
prize, leaving, as A concession to cem-
veation, a proper space between them,

“I was Instructed,” said he, with a
sudden accession of dignity, *“to ask
you a few questions, First of all, can
you make bread?”

“Yes—I mean, yes, sir.”

“Can you cook-—er—other things?
Salads, you know, and—er—soup?”
Eldredge was plainly out of his ele-
ment.

“Yes—sir.”

“Um. How long were you in your
last place?”

“Four years—sir.” The young wo-
man choked down an emotion that
Bldredge claasified as grief at part-
ing with her late employers,

“When did you leave, and why?

“This morning. I was dragged
away--I mean I—~I was wanting &

cellont triends.—Men and Womean.
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was an off day for cooks., but the as-|

“Of course. Now what is yeur na-
tionality »* .

“American to the last fi—Hum-I[
was born in America, If you please,
sir. In Boston.”

“Then everything’s all right.” El-
dredge, having carried out Judith's
instructions 1o the * letter, retired,
with dignity, behind the morning
paper, thus intimating, gently, that
the conversation was finished.

Suddenly Eldredge looked ap to
meet a pair of danecing brown eyes.
The dimple he had surprised in the
nearest reose-tinted cheek whisked it-
self, in some mysterious fashion, out
of sight, and the dark eyes became
instantly sedate.

“Poor thing,” thought Eldredge,
complacently, “she's delighted at find-
Ing a situation so quickly. Gad! irs
8 shame for such a pretty girl to be
compelled 10 earn her own living.
With a little education, she’d adorm
any station in life.”

Phillp opened the front door with
his latch key and led the new cook
stralght to the kitchen. Judith, still
plentitully besprinkled with flour, and
laboring under a mistaken Impression
that she was kneading bread, was pok-
ing reluetant fingers into an ymwield.
ly mound on the bread board.

*“I've got her,” announced Philip,
“and I guess you'll admit, Judith, that
I know a good cook when I see one.
It took just ffty-nlpe minutes!”

“Good!” cried Judith, wheeling
about.

“Why, Helen!

In another instant, mistress and
maid, locked in each other's arms,
were industriowsly exchanging kisses.
Philip, patrified with astonishment,
gazed in open-mouthed wonder st the
palr. The maid whispered expiana-
tions into the ear of the six menths’
bride, whereupon both young wames
Went (nto gales of musical laughter.

“l wish,” demanded Philip, some-
what hufly, ‘that you'd explain your
Joke—it it i1s a joke.” . .

“This,” sald Judith, ever the cook's
‘shoulder. *is my -dearest friend, Hel-
en Hunter, of Boston.”

“Not the Hunters?’

“The same.”

“Then what was she doing among
those—""

“Looking for a waitress for my
aumt, Mrs. Blake,” explained Helen,
demurely. *“I meant, whea my e
rand should be fnished, {0 come here

to surprise Judith—thank you se
much fer your assistance. Whea you
mentloned Judith’s name, I knew at
once who you were or I should never
bave permitted you to carry me off a
that unceremonious fashion, although
I'm not sure you wouldn't have ussd
force if persuasion had failed. After
ward I couldn't resist deceivimg you
—You wouldn't let me explaim, you
know—but do forgive me."

It {s probable that forgiveness was
forthcoming, for a few weeks 1star,
the belreas of the Hunter milllons
signified her willingness to become,
not Judith's cook, but Judith’'s sister-
in-law.—Carrol] W, Rankin, in What
to Eat

Their Titles Thelr Own.

1t is genmerally supposed that am
English woman can only becoms .
baroness or a countess by marrying a
baron or xn earl, but such is not the
case. Ten English women are Deer-
esses {n their own right,

Four of them—Lady Burdett-Coutts,
Lady Cromartie, Lady Hambleden,
and Lady Macdonald of Barnscliffe—
were given their tities direct by the
late Queen Victoria. The other six—
Ladles Beaumont, Berkeley, Bernaers,
Conyers, Gray and Kinloss—hold an-
clent titles which, by special provision,
descend in the female line in default
of male heirs. Of the six Lady Qon-
yers is the only one who has gained
another title by marriage. She is the
Countess of Yarborough.,

Of the four ladies upon whom peer-
ages were directly conferred only one
earned the honor by her own achieve
ments—the Baroness Burdett-Coutts.
The late Queen Victoria admired her
philanthropic work so much that she
broke through all precedents amd
made her a baroness,

Lady Hambleden was made @ vie
countess on account of the great ser-
vies of her busband, the late W. H.
Smith, who preceded Mr. Balfour in,
the leadership of the Conservative
party in the House of Commons. He
bhad been “slated” for promotion to
the House of Lords, but died before
that honor could be conferred upoa
kim.

The Counteas of Cromartie and Bar
oness Masdonald of Earnsclife alse
enjoy the posthumous henors of thelr
illustrious husbands.—Chicago Inten
Ocean.

msuying the Opal.

The most important point in buyiag
opals, says a contemporary, is color.
Red is in the keenest demand, or rad
in combination with yetllow, blue and
green, Pattern is a sevond: consider-
ation in valuing the stone. Harle
quin is the rarest and most exquisite
of all, and when the color squares of
red, yellow; blue and green are regu.
lar and distinct its beauty is a revels-
tion of symmetry and light. The fiash
opal, though not so rare as the harle-
quin, is scarcely less attractive, par-
ticularly when its color veins are of
the true ruby or pigeon’s blood hue.—
London Globe.

Roman Antiquities in England.

The British Soclety of Antiquaries’
research at Silchester has just been
rewarded by the unearthing of the
greater part of a large Roman publie
bath, with all the various apartments,
hypocausts, pilae, heating chambers,
etc. Within the area where digging
operations have been carried om an
uninscribed Roman altar was also dis-
covered. Further careful gearch is in

| progress,




