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Some Homs Pictures,

“ Tommy, you have disobeyed me, and ¥
am going to punish you, so walk right into
this dark cloget !”

The voice was cold and stern, und the
manner was equally unyielding. Lommy,
crying and struggling with all his might,
was pushed and dragged into the claset,
which was certuinly dark enough for prac-
{,iu;.l purposes, and the key wasturned in the
ock.

* Mamma, it's so dark ! I'm afraid.
Please let me out ! pleaded the abject Tom-
my. But he was not yet subdued. The
mother, stealing noiselessly up to the door,
groaned in a most horrible manner, and

attled a piece of chain.

*¢ Oh, mamma,” shricked the frightened
child, *‘ please let me out ! Il never be bad
any more !”

Then tho door was opened and the litile

prisoner came out, white-faced and wild-’

eyed.

This was Tommy's first lesson.

‘ Here, Tommy, dear; take this nice
mndicine the doctor left for you. Come,
W, open your mouth, pet, and take your
good medicine.”

“I thought you said it was good!”
shricked Tommy, when he had galped down
the nauseous mixture.

+So it is, dear—good for a sick boy,”
was tho calm reply, as the mother put away
the spoon and bettle.

That was Tommy’s sccond lesson.

Tommy had been standing at the gate for
more than an hour, watching for hiz mother.
The day was coldand the wind blew npon
him mercilessly, but still he waited, his
eager little face pressed ngainst the hars
of the gate. At last he saw her coming,
away down the street, and then how he
went rushing out to meet her, his checks
glowing and his eyes shining.

“(iveit to me. mamma ! Oh, give it to
me,” he cried, holding up both hands.

“Uive yeu what, Tommy?” ggked the
mother, pushing past him,

*Why, my candy, mamma! The candy
you promised to ceb me.”
I forgot it, Tommy.

without this evening.”

“But, mamma, you promised it,” cried
Tommy, in the midst of copious tears, as
though that was reason enough.

« But didn't you hear me say I forgot it ?”
asked the mother, as though that, also, were
reason enough. And then Tommy was sent
to bed supperless becouse ho cried.

- There were sevoral lessons for Tommy in
this—{ really can not tell how many.

* Mary,” said Tommy's father one day in
a grieved voice, ¢ how docs it come that
Tommy is growing to be such a coward? T
wanted to send him up-stairs after my slip-

rs last night, and nothing conld induce

im to go because it was dark.  ‘The idea of
a boy Leing afraid of the dark ! IIe's going
to be a perfect milksop—and 1 was so anx.
ious fer him to be a feariess, manly hoy.”

And then the wother said she couldn’t ac-
count for it any way in the world. She was
sure there had nover been any cowardice in
her family.  She had never dreamed of such
a thing ns being afraid in the dark when she
was a child, and it was o mystery to her how
Tommy got such notions into his head.

¢ Mary,” said Tommy’s father agein, a
few days later, ** twice Jately I have caught
Tommy in a deliberate lie, and I have sus-
pected him of lying half a dozen times in o3
mony days. Now, lying is one thing I
positively can’t stand. I have tricd so hard
to teach the boy 1o be perfectly frank and
honest and to teoll the truth at whatever
risk.”

And Tommy's nother said that she really
couldn’t understand it, that Tommy'’s train-
ing had been of the most careful kind ; but
she thought Tommy must have learned to
tell folsehoods from that lost servamt.girl.
As for herself, she had never told a lic in her
life.

Whereupon Tommy was called up and
was leetured and talked to and talked at
until his Prain was in o whitl. He did not
say anything in his own defense. He might
have said a great deal, but he was no orator,
and besides he did yiot understand the whole
situation himself. Even if he did understand
it all it would not have been very polite,
would it, for Tommy tosay that hisfirst les-
sons in cowardice, and meanness, and sel-
fishness, and falschood, and deceit, were
tanght him by his mother ?

T%le above 18 merely a littlo series of pic.
tures. They were not taken with a kodak,
1.at the camera was o very good obe and aas
taken a vast number of such pictures. Have
you ever seen anything like them ?

You'll have to do

The Ttalian customs receipta for March
. show a reduction of $9,C00,000 compared
with the same month in 1890, .

The Refined Woman.

The quality of refinement, who can depict
oranalyze it? That it is a subtle essence, a
charming characteristic, every one admits,
but of just what it consists it is hard to te'l,
and nowhere does it show itself more clearly
than in the adornment of the person. ‘The
woman next you on the ferrybout may be
even more richly dressed than the one oppo-
site, and yet—well, there is a something-
hard to define, which, nowever, reveals it,
sclf at once in the ends of the fingers of the
gloves, ‘n the way the bonnet strings are
pinned, in thejewelry displayed, in the white
gleam of the pocket handkerchicf and the
perfume wafted from it. It is one of wo-
man’s most delightful charms, as powerful
in the case of the poor working woman
striving to live on a merc pittance, as in
case of tiic one surrounded by luxury, [tis
a quality of force and power that often in
the world's history has enabled its poscssor
to influenco kingsand potentates, and to-day
the influence of refinement is just as marked
as in the past.

The refined woman never allows herself
to become n ‘“dowdy” at home, knowing
that her reign over her subjects would thus
be greatly weakened. HMer hiouse dress is of
much importance, if not more, than any
other. Neither does she appeur at her place
at the table with her hair done up in curl
papers.

The refined woman, when on a shop-
ping cxpedition, doesnot go barcheaded and
carrying her gloves wrinkled and twisted in
her sweaty hands, as many will be seen
doing every day on the horse cars. For
shopping it is best to wear the loose gloves,
which can be bought for the purpose, large
enough to pull oft and on casily in order to
test. the quality of the materials looked at
with the bare fingers. ,

In spite of the fact that it is very fashion-
ablo to Joal threc fingers of cach hand with
many rings, the refined woman cannot bring
herself to do this, but will wear, perhaps,
three or four elegant cnes.

The retined woman, while she wishes to
look as young as is consistent with her
personal appearance, does not exaggerate
the same by too youthful ¢olors or too gay
garments.  She is neither slack nor earcless
10 the arrangement of details, does not use
pins where pins are out of place. She
dresses hersell before she leaves the house
and docs not need to inquire every few
minutes of her companion if her bonnetison
straight, or how her Lack hair looks, or if
Ler torn drapery shows. She has taken
time to mako her toilet and has scen to all
these little things before starting oul.  She
looks neat, but not so ** sel to be called
old maidish. Sheis dressed perhaps elegant-
ly, but not extravagantly. (BrooklynEagle.

A Word of Warning to Pretty Women.

The woman who is pretty is fur tao liable
to think that that is enough ; sae will con-
quer her kingdom by means of it, and when
the day of reckoning, the day of fading
comes the kingdom will already be hers by
right of possession. Indeed, she does not
consider the day of fading ; it is something
as difficult for her to realize as death itgelf
is Lo the young ; itis fur off, vazue, all but
impossible.  Haw is she ever gaing 10 look
other than she does now and still be her-
self? .

The pretly woman makes no preparation
for the impeuding fate which is sure to come
to her if she lives long enough ; she relieson
her fair face, her blushes, her dinples, her
radiance, her smiles, her glances, her sweet-
ness. To please, to attract, to marry, to
ina.rry well, is the mark she has set before
her.

Nor is great intellectual cultivation in
the scheme of our pretty woman's life ;
according to her plan of action it is entircly
unnnecessary. Who cares for syllogisms,
lectures, instructions ? she unconscionsly ar-
gues from rosy lips. Who will stop to ask
if the bright oyes have dulled themselves
over dry pages of scliolastic lore ?

What, then, has our pretty ereature left
for the dim passages of middle age, when
beauty has fallen away, albeit there still
is left the desire to hold captive what once
beanty gained ?

Let the pretty girl remember that in
the darkness of that middle passage the
beauty that she had lefore she entered it
will not signify : all faces are in the dark
together then, the girl that was plain with
the girl that was beautiful ; the wreck of
beauty signifies then no more than the
wreck of what never was benuty. It is the
sweet voice, the kindly manner, the burden
of what is said, the tender-heartedoess of
what is done, that tells with any effect
then.

It will not bo long before she arrives at
this time, . whioh, in comparison to the

blaze of youth, neighbors closeon the dark ;
and she will need them all with which che
can have fiiled her intellect and fed her
soul, all that wit and virtue and breeding
can have given her, in order to retain any-
thing of that kingdom to which in the carly
days she felt herself born by right divine.
—[Harper’s Bazar.

Wives Show This to Husbands.

A sunshiny husl'and nakes a merry, beau-
tiful home, worth having, wocth working
for. 1f a man is breezy, cheery, considerate
and sympathetic, his wife sings in her heart
over her puddingsand mendingbasket, counts
the hours til: he returns at night, and renews
her youth in the security she feels of his ap-
probation and adiniration. You may think it
week or childish, if you please, but it is the
admired wife who hears wordsof praise and
receivessmiles of commendation, who is cap-
able, discreet, and executive. I have seen
a timid, meek, self-distrusting little body
fairly bloom into strong, self-reliant woman-
hood, under the tonic and the cordial of
companionship with a husband who really
went out of his way to find occasion for
showing her how fully he trusted her judg-
muent, and how tenderly he deferred 1o her
opiuion. In home life there should be no
jar, no striving for place, no insisting on
prerogatives, or division of interest. The
husband and the wife are each the comple-
ment of the other. Anditis just asmuch his
duty to he chzerful as it is hers to be pa-
tient ; his right to hring joy into the dvoras
it is hers to sweep and garnish the plea-
sant interior. A family where the daily
walk of the father makes life a festival is
filled with somcthing like heavenly benedic-
tion.

—_—— -

Guidance for our Daughters.

There is no prayer more necded than
““Guide me, oh Thou OGreat Jehovah ¥
Iow little, 1 fear, do our girls think and
pray to be directed in regard to the future
companions of their lives.

T can look back toa time in my girlhood
when I came so near marrying a very world-
1y man, and IThave often thought whatwould
have heen my life—to say nothing of my
eternal destiny—had 1 gone that way.
But I prayed, * Guide me,”"—though I was
a thoughtless Christian girl.  Yet I'did, in
a very simple way, ask God to keep me
from marrying the wrong person. And
God heard wy prayer. And I want to tell
you, dear Daughters, for [ think 1 shall tell
you secrets as weare all by ourselves, the
one prayer of my life has been **Guide

c.

I always led in song at our family altar—
and many a time as I have taken iny accus-
tomed seat at the instrument, and have said,
“ Boys, what shall we sing?” (I have fous
boys; they have all grown into wmen) the
answer so often wns: ¢ Woll, mother T
suppose you want to sing, ' Guide me’”
And I did need the song in Lhe morning,
oh ! so often,

A Pecnliar Marriage Mix,

1 got avaninted with a young widow,
observesa veceut wiiter, who li\’c(% with hor
step-daughter in the same house. I married
the widow,  Shortly afterward, my father
fell in love with the step-daughter of my
wile and mattied her. My wife %ecamc the
mother-in-law and also the daughter-in-law
of my own father ; my wife's step-daughter
is my step-mother, who is the step-daughter
of my wife. My father's wife has a boy ; he
is maturally my step-brother, because he is
the son of my father and of my step-mother ;
but because bic is the son of my wife’s step-
dnughter, sois my wife the grandinother
of tho little boy, and I am the "grandfather
of my step-brother. My wife also hasa
boy ; my step-mother is consequently the
step-sister of my boy, and is also his grand-
mother, becanse he is the child of her step-
son ; and my father is the brother-in-law of
m3 son,because he has got, his step-sister for
a wife. Iam the brother-in-law of my mother,
my wife is the aunt of her own son, my son
is tho grandson of my father, and T am my
own grandfather.
et ettt et eet———

Investigation into the records of the
eleven victims of the New Orleans massacra
has brought to light the fact that all but.
four of them were registered voters and
citizens cither by birth or naturslization.
Of the four ono was onco a Sicilian robber,
and found to have been a voter in the parish
of St. Charles ; one was a fugitive murder-
er from Palermo, and a former member of a
band of highwaymen; another fled from
Palermo oharged with murdering a female,
and of the fourth no ono seems to know any-
thing.

@Girls and the Stage.

IThave had a great many letters from
among my girls, asking me my opinion of
their going on the stage. It hecomes one of
the most diflicult to answer. There are
good, honest, noble, God-fearing people on
the stage ; the theatre may be the mass of
people a great school for morals ; hut to the
one girl standing in the ranks waiting to
work her way forward, it is & working:
lfvrouud where temptation ison every side.

f she is strong enough to resist this, then
let her go ahead. 1ishe beone of the weak-
er sisters, then let her think many times
before she puts hierself in a position that will
certainly entail o great deal of watehfulness
and hard work.

The life of the aclressisas full of hard
work us is that of the girl who stands he.
hind the counter or the ono whois mistress
of the telegraph key. Do not imagine that
the gold glittering on the gown of the beauti-
ful adventuress i3 a symbol of the golden
life she leads, and do not belicve that the
stmpering ingenn: who wonders with a smiie
“how anybady cver does awy work,” is not
juss as full of study and absolute physical
work as is that of most other women.  She
works till late at night, consequently she
must sleep a little in the orning.  She
getsup thenand goes to a long and tiresonie
rehearsal, then only has time 1o get a bite,
and half-an-hour's sleep or reading  hedre
she starls again for the theatre. Dut you
think there are others wity do not work ia
this way. Yes,yes! DButthey arcihe iies
that you do not want to imitate.  MMis
Kendal bas said that for the woman whio luas
some talent, and who is willing to work and
waitl, there is success on the staye, mdd j
pays better than almost. any other p
sion; but during the waitingsoars
must be & constant watch k-pt. o
scandal does not touch with i*s i
tongne the woman who is working 1o =ne
cess.

So think it out well for yourself : conelnde
whether younot ouly have a heart to resolve,
e head o contrive and a hand to exceate,
but whether you really have the taleny that
must belong 1o the actress. The workt is
ali a stage and the men and women merely
players, but yon may be cast for the happy
wife and mother. So don’t make the mis-
take, if you are a round peg, of getling intg
& square hole. —RUTIl ASHNORE, in Ladics
1lome Journal.

—~——

Her Parewell to France.
From the French of Beranger.

Farewoll, Oh, Sunny land of Franco,
‘The mist of Learsbedims mny cyo;

Cradle of my jovousinfaney,
Iarewell, to leavo theo is to dic.

‘Thou Jand to my sad heart so doar,
Ileavo thy shiore, an exilo lone,
Lel heart-wrung sigh, and falling tear
Forall my faults to thee atone,
Tho winds arise, I quit thy shorce,
Nor sobs, nor tears avail for me.
Tho wares assenting, bear me o'cr,
To Scotland and away from thee.

JFarewell, Oh, Sunny Jand of F'ranee,
The mist of tears bedimsmy cye ;

Cradlo of my joyous infancy,
Farewell, to lcave theo isto dic.

Thy peoplo’s chivalrous acclaim, .
When, crowned, 1 wore thy Fluor-do-lis,
Applauded less my royal name,
T?mn charms that youth had Jent Lo me,
Dunedin’s halls in courtly sheen,
In regal spiendor decked shall he
In vain : my hope in Jife had been
‘fo reign, deart I'rance, a queen in thee.

Farcwoll, Oh, Subny Jand of France,
The mist of tecarabedims wmy eye:

Cradle of my joyous infancy,
Farowel), to lenvethee istodie.

‘Tho light of grnius, love and famo,
Upon my yoith too brightly shono,
Tho epell that 'ato wove round my name
Shall soon, alas, 100 soon bo gono.
A prorago of impending doom
hat fllls my heart with boding fear,
Comes on the wings of gathering gloom, -
A scallold riscs dark and drear.

Farawell, Oh, Sunny Jand of France.
Tho mist of tours bedimsmy cye:

Cradlo of my joyous infancy,
Farewel), 10 leavo thee is'to die.

Farowell, when ‘mid alarms and fears,

Tho daughter of Lorraingshall be,
Asin this day, thatsecs her tears,

Her eyes, hor hearl shall turn to thoe.
On, Goj. already watted far,

The vesscl floats ‘neath other skies,
And darkness hides Lhe sinking star

Of hope, no moro for mo 1o riso,

arowoll, Oh. Sunny land of France,
Tho mist of teara bedims my oyo ;
Cradle of my joyous infancy,
Farowel), Lo leavo theo is to dio,
CoLUMBA.

When the carpet has been soiled by ink,
instantly apply Dblotting-paper, then milk,
then blotting-paper, and so on until the
spot ia out, as it will bo. Don’t rub,



