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A MEMORY. Clasped In winter's white embrace, 

Quaint old village, prim end neat— 
That's the place.How dear to thla heart are the old-fashlon- 

ed dresses.
When fond recollection presents them to 

view!
In fancy I eee the old wardrobes 

presses 
Which

Truant arm and shy embrace.
Tender vows In willing ear 

Kisses on an upturned face, " 
Whispered: ,rYes, I love you dear”— 

That's the case.

ana
held the loved gowns that in girl­hood I knew.

ne wide-spreading 
hung by It;

The straw-colored satin with trimmings of brown;
The ruffled foulard, the pink organdie nigh

mohair, the silk that

KEEP PLANTS IN YOUR ROOM IN 
WINTER.

But, O! for the pocket that hung In each gown!
The old-fashioned pocket, the obsolete
The praiseworthy pocket that hung In my gown. *

Some people are. afraid of keeping plants
in their rooms in winter. They say they 
use up too much air. All the same, they 
are far more likely to do good than harm 
I Will explain.

Thattr,7snrer0O,“y I,00k,’t’ rd 1,1,11 88 8 <,V'>n 8 11 ^ or gas is lighted it turns
Could 1 but behold It In gowns of to-dav win i*" r0°,m dry' NwHr' drV air

I’d find it the source of an exquisite plea- , Kl,lck u|> nK>|sture anywhere it can. 
„ ,, And if U can’t get it from anyone else it
BUt“Nay!"y modl8tcs sternlF anwer^ne W ’T1 from you. But plants give up their

•Twouhl bn so convenient when going out T'ki”1*. "'he? weM "at<‘red very easily, 
chopping. *' “ig tree has something like 200 000
from townmy 8ma" purch,,se8 coml“* ”!".are fj*4 of la«f surface, and gives ’out 

And always my purse or my ’kerchief I’m ° ian 8even t°ns of watery vapor in dropping— my k'rChl6f Im 8 ™gk sunny day. So it is plain that
gown pooket thet hun* 18 my I’®f* <>( growing plants in your hot room

’fa*1*— —• »• — SwS.
The praiseworthy pocket that hung In porra from a lot of tiring 

my gown, * work. unnecessary

A gown with a pocket! How fondly I'd guard it !
Each day ere I'd don it I'd brush It with Windsor Salt, Purest and bestcare;

Not a full Paris costume could make mediscard It, ,,
Though trimmed with the laces an em- Mother- I have told you again and 

press might wear. ^m, K.tty, not to speak When olderLtTed;0 hOPe' ,OT toe fa8.hlon 18 1'”p,efi 8rf tojttog, but to wait tUl tllty 

The tear of regret will my fond vision.drown; Kitty--‘‘I have tried that
As to the days that have they never do stop.”

‘ 1 ey*wf°r the pocket that hung in my
The old-fashioned pocket, the obsolete

poCKCt,
The praiseworthy pocket that hung In my gown. e

Bnt

mamma, bnt

SOME QUEER ADVERTISEMENTS.

—Carolyn Welle, in Life. FOR SALE-__ gentleman w.ti'rv^ l,^"* °f 8
. ^ tl A CLEAR HASH. 
Auburn hair Inclined fro carl, 

Honest eyes and winning smile: 
Form to set the brain awhlrl,

Lips that might a saint beguile- 
That’s the girl.

MR. BROWN, furrier, begs to 
that he will make up capes, 
ladles out of their own skins.

announce 
etc., for

Bü^ndFOo?eKWI" #at anyth,ng-

Taller than the maiden
Hc.rr?h<?UrwïSônhtaXme’ *fT0D*1

Halting ne’er ’twlxt right and wrong- 
That’s the boy.

WIDOW In comfortable circumstances 
wishes to marry two sons.

A FINE gentleman’s bay saddle horse for 
•ale with a full long tall strong enough 
to carry a very heavv weight 
done a mile In three minutes.

IF THE GENTLEMAN who keeps a shoe 
shop with a red head will return the 
umbrella which he borrowed of a young 
lady with an Ivory handle, he will hear 
of something to her advantage.

Window a nee festooned with rime, 
Leafless trees and hillsides bare;

Town clocks sounding midnight’s chime, 
Street lamps glimmering here and there— 

That's the time.
Nestling at the Mg Mil’s base,

With its one, long, quiet street,

that has


