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Atithe Sign of the Maple
A DEPARTMEN r MAINLY FOR WOMEN

An Outworn Cuit
[,ONG-DUE pmotest bas been made, at last.
Mr. Frederic Harrison, philosopher and
essayist, bas created mucb interest by bis
recent article on a certain cuit wbicb he
a long and uncoutb name and wbich meally

lie cult of the ugly orunpleasant. For the
'<de or more artists and novelists have been
g9 the unpleasant and distressing, until we

'en to aeroplanes and flown away from. so
,at is harmowing. Mr. Thomas Hardy is
admitted to be tbe greatest modemn Englisb
and hie is sombre to an afflicting degmee.
the "demnition bow-wows" in most of the

tories and yet we are all afraid to say that
lo like tbem, lest the critics should caîl us
ed and raise deprecating eye-brows. Then

Mm. Shaw, wbo writes about more dis-
epersons in less time tban any other dis-

the displeasing.
urse, ~I shahl be reminded tbat ahl these de-
beroes and unco.uth heroines are mereiy a

reaction fromn the Eamly Victomian women-
1COPPerfields and Amelia Sedleys of tender

After a course in the George Bernard
'pe of woman, one is fain to fiy to the

Dora of themn aIl for relief. The "ad-
Young woman of the Shaw drama is the

rt.lting of the species and we can only hope
.Shaw will some day be confronted by a

51niblng bis imaginamy beroines.
sleone takes you to an art exhibition,

lsurvey yards and yards of canvas, de-
LiglY and depressing buman counitenances;
ýn Y0ou venture on a protest, you are in-
bY a shocked and superior acquaintance:
course tbey're not pretty. 'rhat wouldn't
Then you hecome an out-and-out Philis-
retort: "Wbat is art, anyway ? Does it

LU rnud and misery ?» And the superior
s and murmurs commiseratingiy: "Perbaps
t<linderstand, This il wbat tbe amtist sees,"
,Plete the liat of youm inîquities by declaring

I shcoudn't care to have bis eyes."
larrison bas sent a refresbing breeze into
ils, the libraries and the conservatories.
,e bave had enougb of Strauss music, Shaw

andl Nietzsche's negations. Life is not
retty, but it is bardly so badt as tbe modemn
,ers wouîd have us believe. It may be weak-
mo prefer the "Spring Song" to tbe "Danse

,but niost of us bave a deep sympatby
Shakespearean philosopher who said: "I

er have a fool to make me merry than ex-
t' mnake me sad."
Ss and unpleasantness bave had their sway
1,h and it il timec for the feminine womld

idareturn to sometbing more sightly and
Ifwe pref et sunsbiny pictures like Sir

'liais' "Bubbles" to depictions of "The Vain-
all nians let us bave the courage of ont

'Il and openly advocate the pretty.

The atter of Decoration.

modern man when one reads Thackeray's descrip-
tion of the attire of a young commercial traveller
in the days when Queen Victoria was young.

"Witb bis long, curling fiaxen hair, fiowing under
a sealskin cap with a gold tassel, with a blue-and-
g'old satin bandkerchief, a crimson velvet waistcoat,
a light green cut-away coat, a pair of barred, brick-
dust-coloured pantaloons, and a neat mackintosh, hie
presented, altogether, as elegant and distingue an
appearance as any one could desire."

Vegetables and Vaganies.
IIAT imposing words are employed nowadays

Vto describe the various systems of healing
whicb are going to do us gyood and make us young,
healthy and happy 1 There is psycho-therapy, for
instance, a perfect terror of an abstract noun,

A Biography in Bonnets.

BY MINNA IRVING,

T HEY lie witbin a cedar cbest,The bonnets that she wome
From rosy dimpled infancy

To eighty years or more;
The baby cap) of lawn and lace

Witb soft embroidemed cmown,
The quilted bood she wome to scbool,

0f silk and eidem-down.

The leghorn of bier early teens,
As fine as gossamner,

Tbat bid bier blushes wben he first
Walked borne from church witb bier;

The bridai bat of satin shirred,
dnce topped with plumes of snow

That armnies of tbe motb reduced
To powdem long ago.

The matmon's bonnet close and grey
With knots oi rosebuds pale,

And last of ahl the widow's ruche
And length of sable veil.

Ail, ail are bere, of vamied bues,
And fashions queer and quaint,

Except tbe one sbe wears to-day-
The halo of a saint.

-People's Journal.

wbicb, so far as I can make out, means no more
than cultivating self-control and not allowing your
imagination to play tbe bully. The latest of these
is legumino-therapy, wbich is really enougb to
frigbten most of.us into measies. It il mnemely the
application of a vegetable diet to ail] the ilîs wbicb
fiesb il heir to, with the happiest resuits. It seems
that vegetables are vamious and bave quite differenit
effects on the buman beings who devour thein. Let
no one imagine, however, that the eating of cabbage
will result in peculiar or tunusual stupidity.

Mr. Clifford Howard informs u*s that "green peas,
for example, according to this netw science, cause
frivolity and should be witbbeld frm young ladies
witb a congenital tendency to flirt. On tbe other
hand, tbey are excellent for wall-fiowers and pes-
simists, and should be given in genemous helpings
to bashful boys. Cartots develçp good temper and
amiability, and are particulamly recomrnended fom
ja.nitors, car conductors and ticket agents. Tbe
potatto develops meason, as well as calrnness and me-
ilection; but came ist be taken lest it itiduce apatby
and indifference or that disinclination to work wbich
il observable among boys who are fed daily o11
f ried potatoes. String beans stinrnlate the poetic

So, we feel ever so much encouraged to become
vegetarians and, by partaking of carefully-selected
dishes, develop into artists, poets, actresses or hair-
dressers. But last week there came the crusbing
news that legumino-therapy is ail wrong--lettuce is
posîtively dangerous, beets are bad, asparagus is
fatal, while tomiato salad is the first step towards
the cemetery. Indeed, accordîng to this latest ad-
vice, the paths of potatoes lead but to the grave.
What are we going to do ?' There's nothing left
but breakfast food and dessicated dates to satisfy
,human longings. In the meantime, let us observe
the advice of Miss Carolyn Wells-"eat, drink and
be merry-for to-morrow we diet."

In Our Happy Home.
T HIS is an age of "little suppers down town"

and dinners at the cafe. Such delights are
more alluring in the pages of fashionable fiction
than they are in reality. There is a flatness-an
artificiaiity-about the restaurant repast which the
most briliant lights and. the most elaborate service
cannot make you forget. 'There is nothing like
"home cooking," in the estimation of the sensible
citizen, and there is no better time for indulging in
an orgy of home viiands than tbe boum of midnight.
It may be bad for the digestion, but a piece of cold
apple pie at the witcbing boum is more to be desired
than steak and f ried onions in the middle of the day.

Do you remember when you found a last and de-
licîous piece of chocolate cake or a dish of cold
pudding which bad been came fully put away?, Jist
because you -sbould not do it, just hecanse you are
sure to be sorry the next day, you devour suëh
stray delicacies with a zest which no orthod6x
mieal at a rîghteous hour couid arouse. WC, ail
chr ish the memnories of sncb raids, even if age o
indigestion may now forbid tbemi and consequenitly
smile wben we mead a poein on "Midniight in- the
Pantry," in which a "late" hnsband describes bis
protracted feast:
"Oft I hear a caîl above me: 'Coodness gracious,-

corne to bed!'
And I kinow that l've distumbed ber by my over-

cagem tread,
But I've found a glass of jelly and some bread and,

butter, too,
And a bit of cold fried chicken, and I answem,

'Wben I'm througb!,
Oh, tbere's no cafe that better servus my precious

appetite
Than the pantry in our kitcheni wben I get borne

late at nigbt."
This is a song, f rom tbe inmost soul, which proves
oýnce more the wisdom of the advice given to an
anxiouis youing wife-"Feed the-gniteman !"

CANADIENNE.

The Making of the Home.pID AB. the nmost successfiii meeting yet held
by) th-e Women's Caxxadian Club of St. John,

NB., took l1ace on tbe last Saturday of March.
Mrs. Bowlker, presidezit of tbe Womien'1s Municipal
Leaguie, of Boston, w,.as tbe speaker. Her addmess
ou "Hlome Problems" showed a very intimate know-
ledge of the subject and deligbted thec audience.

Mms. Bowlkem bas neither old-fashioned nom
modern ideas. Shie tsook no stand on tbe suffrage
question, but insisted tbat thieme is work which
womnen alone miay accomiplisb. Sbe agreed with
neither the old nom the new ideas of a mother and
wife -both weme extreme. Sbe bclieved in the
mother, the hostess, and the social worker, with thec
duties reasonably blended. But above ail "maîntain
tbe homne." The womk of the Women's Municipal
League of Boston was to miake it possible for every
womnan to bave a home and to make the city a
cornmunity of homes. True bomnes would do a great
work in eliminating the vice of tbe world.


