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Nolly and Nelly.
He remained seated on the ground 

wihile she worked her way u'p the 
Stream. He was nearly sure that if 
■he had oot looked at the otltical mom
ent he would have been able to tell 
per that It would please him to shed 
every drop of his blood for her. If she 
was a little put out, however, by her 
suspicion of what he was going to say, 
It was rather lucky, he thought that 
he had stopped short where he had ; 
so that, on the whole, he had got him
self very well out of a rather tight 
place.

In a short time Lady Oranstoun re
turned, and they all drove home to
gether, Nelly Harwell laughing pleas
antly and chatting briskly all the
■way.

When she was alone with her hus
band before dinner Lady Cranstoun 
•aid some very bitter things about her 
êoùsin Nolly.

"I couldn’t do it,” said Nolly to 
his friend in t he billiard-room that 
night. “I really couldn’t bring my
self up to the point of proposing to 
her. I felt that it would have been 
mean on my part to do so. It would 
have been like taking advantage of 
her isolated position to force my at
tentions upon her. We were left

Suite alone, you must remember, 
ack.”
''And how else would you pro

pose to a girl?” cried Jack. “Would 
your delicate appreciation of what is 
ehivalrous compel you to avoid telling 
“1er that you love her unless you were 
n a room full of people? The fact 
1, you’re a duffer, Nolly, and you 
on’t deserve so charming and patient 

ft girl.
“I’ll do it to-morrow come what 

may,” said Collingham, after a pause- 
“Not you—not you,” said Major 

iAnatey.
And he was right. Nolly did not 

(propose to the girl the next day for 
the simple reason that she did not give 
him the chance. She seemed to have 
made up her mind to give another of 
her admirers an inninga—a good-look
ing young chap, who was heir to a

rsernge, as well as beiflg the best pool 
layer at Cranstoun Towers. His 
name was Lord Edward Mantngton, 
ftnd it was understood that he was a

Eartl. Captain Collingham found
im with Nelly in the billard room 

after breakfast—actually before lunch 
—and he was teaching her some pretty 
and tricky strokes.

After lpnoh there was some talk 
about the business of the afternoon, 
and in reply to a question of Lady ■ 
Oranstoun’s, Nelly said that Lord j 
Bdward had kindly promised to ride ! 
with her. And so far as Nolly could i 
see Lord Edward kept his promise.

It appeared after dinner, when 
dancing was begun in the big hall, i 
that Nolly had promised Lord Edward j 
no fewer than four waltzes, so that j 
She found it impossible to give Cap
tain Collingham more than a single j 
dance, and It so happened that this 
particular one was never danced, for j 
a new arrival at Cranstoun Towers , 
was a young man with a reputation , 
for imitating all the well-known sing- ■ 
era, and on being begged—he did not | 
require a great deal of persuasion—to ; 
give an exhibition of his powers, he 
went through the greater part of his 
repertoire, keeping everyone—except,

S»r haps, Oliver Collingham—amused 
ntU bedtime.
“She’s the most sensible young j 

woman I have met for years,” said 
Major Anstey to hiiô friend, when they j 
were smoking together in the billiard- ! 
room. “I see clearly that: she has 
(Hade up her mind not to bother herself j 
With you any longer ; she lias given 
you every chance, and how she feels 
Do self-reproach in coming to the con- 
elusion to give Eddy Mnnlngton his 
Shance. toe’s quit e right • Eddy is 
the sort of chap who is likely to ap
preciate her kindness.

“I must keep friends with Eddy,” | 
continued Jack Anstey. “Yes, and 
even better friends with Miss Harwell, 
and then may be they’ll ask me down 
to Manington Court for the phoas- j 
ants. 1 suppose you’ll clear off to
morrow or next day,” he added, pleas- . 
anily, turning to Nolly. |

"Why should I clear off?” asked ; 
Nolly, savagely. i

“Oh, well, you know, there s noth
ing for you to stay for,” replied his 
friend. , t

•'Isp’t there ?" cried Nolly. “That s 
my look-out, I suppose. If you or 
anyone else thinks that I’m the sort of ; 
ohap that runs away, you’re a bit 
mistaken.

“Oh, well of course, if you re anx
ious to wait to see the end of the busi
ness, you may.”

“So kind of you to allow me. I m 
off to bed.” i

The next morning Oliver Colling- j 
ham lay awake from an early hour de- j 
vising how he could best regain the ' 
position which he had previously oc
cupied in Miss Harwell’s favor, and lie . 
made up his mind that he must be a j 
(nan in future.

Lady Cranst oun had arranged to

Crive some of her party to a place of 
itèrest about six miles away. Ac.ker- 
y Grange was its name. It was a 
fuie old ruin, with a moat standing in j 

the middle of a park of chestnuts, . 
much resorted to by people who were ! 
fond of picnics. About a mile beyond ; 
lh6 Grange the old tower of Acker by 
stood, one of the most ancient struct
ures in the country, which had been 
«reserved from the influences of time 
Snd the excursionists by i he nobleman 
on whose estate it stood.

•'Wli^y shouldn’t we ride across 
instead of going on the coach?” 
Oliver ventured to enquire of Miss 
Harwell after lunch.

“If you had only asked me in t he 
morning, I should have agreed,” said 
she. “But I have promised to ride 
with Lord Edward.” f

“Oh,” said the, “in that case-----
“Why shouldn’t the three of us 

ride across ?” she said, but in no very 
enthusiastic tone. ,

“I think I’ll go on the coach 
after all,” said he.

And he did go on the coach, 
watching Nelly—how exquisite she 
looked on horseback 1 — cantering 
across the turf by the side of'Lord 
Bdward.

“You have disappointed me, 
Holly — greatly disappointed me, I 
must say,” remarked Lady Cranstoun 
who sat beside her cougin on the 
•oaoh. “You had every chance.”

“I admit it,” said Nolly.^ “But 
what can a chap like me dot”

**0h, I can’t understand that 
•fcsurd shyness,” said she. “You

weren’t particularly shy among the 
Afghans.”

“Oh, Afghans ! I wasn’t asking 
an Afghan to marry me,” said he.

8he smiled plaintively. She saw 
there was no good talking to him, and 
so she refrained.

He did not even get near Nelly 
when they were going over the 
Grange, and when they came up from 
the moat, Nelly and Lord Edward 
were seen trotting off together.

He felt certain at that moment that 
he had Lost her. Lord Edward would 
make the most of his opportunity, 
and all that would be left for the man 
who had neglected his more abundant 
opportunities would be to congratu
late his successful rival.

He felt that it would be impossi
ble for him to join the tea party at the 
Home Farm, so he waited at the 
Grange until they had filed off, and 
then he strolled moodily off in the 
direction of Ackerby Tower, through 
the woods.

He was surprised to find the two 
horses with their bridles fastened to 
the branch of a tree outside the iron 
gate leading to the enclosure in the 
centre of which the tower stood. He 
perceived that Lord Edward and his 
comjvanion were visiting the place—he 
could hear the sound of their voices 
—they were laughing together quite 
loudly. He turned away quickly. 
He had no idea of making himself the 
proverbial third person. But before 
he had' taken a dozen steps away he 
heard himself hailed by Lord Edward, 
and turning, he saw that young man 
running across the grass from the 
tower to the gate.

“I say, Collingham,” he shouted, 
“here’s a pretty piece of business I”

“What do you meant” said Oliver. 
“Where’s Miss Harwell ?”

“You may well ask. What a piece 
of idiocy ! She had gone into one of 
the rooms, and I thought it would be 
a lark to release the little hook that 
holds back the oak door. I did so and 
the beastly thing slammed to, the bolt 
shot and there’s no key, so the door 
can’t be opened. I’m off to the lodge 
to see if they’ve a key there—if not, 
a pick-axe. Was there ever such a ri
diculous thing?”

“Did y oui not try to pick the lock?”
“You might as well talk of picking 

the lock of the strong room of the 
Bank of England. I say, do stay with 
Miss Harwell till I return to keep her 
company—out side the door—won’t you, 
Like a good chap ?”

“I’ll do my best.”
He walked up to the tower, while 

the other galloped off.
“Have you got a key already, Lord 

Edward ?” came the voice of Nellie 
from the room where she was impris-- 
oned.

“It’s not Lord Edward ; it’s only 
me,” said Nolly.

“Oh, I’m ad glad that some one has 
come,” said she.

“Look here,’- he said.
“How can I look there ?” she cried. 

“There’s three inches of old oak be
tween us.”

“I only want to talk to you, Miss 
Harwell,” he said. “I can’t see your 
face, so that I can say to you all that 
I have wanted to say many a time, but 
couldn't, because you would always 
look at me, and one glance of your 
eyes was enough to make me dumb. 
Are you listening ?”

“Oil course I’m listening. But I’m

fot even looking at the door, for fear 
should make you dumb at the other

“Well, what I want to tell you is 
that I’ve never cared a scrap about 
any girl but you. I love you, my dar
ling, I love you, I love you, I love 
you, and I want to ask you if you can 
love me a little—I don’t care how 
little.”

“Nolly,” she cried, “you said it 
three times; I’ll say it four. Oh, Nol
ly, I do love you, love you, love you, 
love you. I never lovod anybody else. 
I never will love anybody else.”

“Oh, my darling, my darling Nelly ! 
Let me kiss you, my own dear Nelly 1” 

She laughed-
“Count the iron studs—the third 

from the middle hinge. I'll kiss my 
end of it if you kiss yours,” she said.

“All right,” he cried. “When I say 
three—one, two—stand clear of the 
door 1” he shouted. “I’d like to see 
thie door that would stand between us 
now. Stand clear 1”

He took a lew steps back, and charg
ed 1 he door as he had charged the Af
ghans. The oak groaned before the 
impact of his foot. Again he crashed 
at it, and the masonry trembled ; once 
again, and 1 he hasp of the lock burst 
from its socket, the door went back to 
the very wall, and in a cloud of mor
tar-dust ho had his arms about her.

“The iron si ud of the door ! How 
could you ever have such an idea ?” he

“Well, for a constitutionally shy 
man, I must say that you managed to 
open that door with some degree of 
boldness,” said she. “How strange 
that Lord Edward didn’t think of that 
plan of yours.”

“You h id not invited him to kiss the 
off-side of an iron stud,” said he.

Lord Edward arrived with a key in 
a short time. He was amazed to find 
them side by side.

“I always carry a latch key in view 
of such cases as this,” said Nolly.

Lord Edward laughed, and asked 
Nelly if she had forgiven him for lock
ing her in.

ft

MATTER OF DOUBT.
Dix—I want to congratulate you.
Mix—On what?
Dix—I understand you are the father 

of a fine hoy.
Mix—Oh, that was about three 

months ago.
Dix—But it is a matter of congra

tulation just the same, isn’t it?
Mix—I don’t know about that. I 

only got about fifteen minutes’ sleep 
last night.

HAVE MANY RIBS.
Snakes have the greatest number of 

ribs. The boa or python has no fewer 
than 320 pairs. The rattlesnake has 
171 pairs. The python or boa some
times attains to an enormous size, 
and has been rretorted as reacting, 
the length of 30 feet. The shark has 
95 pairs of ribs, and the conger eel 
60 The rholopus or two-toed sloth 
has 48 ribs—23 on each side—as against 
24 ribs of man.

THIRST THBJOKST FOE.
SUFFERINGS OF THE BRITISH ARMY 

IN SOUTH AFRICA.

Terrible Heat, Lack ol Shade and the Sac
tio* of the Sand—All Other Feeling* {
Lost In the Desire for Water.

Everybody remembers the famous 
picture of Thirst; which portrays the 
gaunt, half-starved lion in the midst 
of the desert, lapping; up the few. re- ; 
maining drops of moisture from an 1 
impoverished pool, writes a London 
correspondent. •

But a correspondent! in the Morn-1 
mg Post tells us that though the1 
British soldier “has thirsted in the 
thirstiest corners of the globe,” he ad- : 
mits the veldt to be a fresh expert- ! 
ence.

“Aden, India, Egypt, the Soudan, ' 
but here is something, not hotter, | 
not drier, not dustier, but less en- ' 
durable for some reason. Men who 
have lived in Kimberley, Johannes-1 

burg, Bloemfontein, and Natal, are 
now only, while campaigning, acquir- J 
tng the. experience; the army with its ; 
incessant tramping, and the cease- i 
less- fog. of dust that hangs about its 
camps. And to this must be added 
the compulsory life in the sun, the | 
sun at its hottest, and driest hours, j 
the entire absence of shade, the parch- j 
ing suction of the sand, which, is bed, j 
chair and table.

“Here, where one knows by tired ( 
limbs, the weight of what one drinks, 
the thought of water flowing through 
pipes seems a dream of paradise. And 
such water. Water through which 1 
one could see, which left! no mud- at I 
the bottom of the mug, and did not I 
stain what It was spilt on. One re
members thiati in England they an-1 
alyze that kind of water.

“At Barn dam there was a big pond 
—.what was. left of a moisture dam. 
The water was very shallow, but the 
mud wasi black and deep. One sank 
to the knees if one tried to walk, and 
so sat gently half in mud and half in 
brown syrup, and

THANKED GOD, FOR WATER.
“One rose, from it with the green 

leeches hanging about one’s! body like 
bits of seaweed and with* a sprinkling 
of other- less known insects.

“Horses looked, askance at that 
pool, but the men drank of it greedily 
and drank! of it where the norses 
hoofs had churnedi it into a blackish 
green liquor, thick as soup.

“Let everyone# who turns to-day a 
water-tap in Englandi give a thought 
to those who are dipping buckets in 
South Africa, and be grateful for an 
exceeding privilege.

“Here is a vignette from the field of 
battlec

“Twenty yards to the left a man is 
lying pressed) flat against the ground. 
He is very much the ground colour, 
and the occasional whirls of dust over 
him have, aided the disguise. There 
are little tufts of. withered scrub, 
which help to hide him, though but a 
few inches high. The sun has been 

BLAZING ON JIIS BACK 
and the sand about him for seven 
hours and the veldt wavers confused
ly ini the glare of the heat.

“The man on the left feels gingerly 
for the tin bottle which lies under his 
left elbow,, his fingers spread over its 
felt covering, and gives it a gentle 
shake. The shake is repealed and he 
begins to. draw the bottle slowly 
under him, keeping his body rigidly 
stiff. The job is a long one because 
the bottle strap catches in his ac
coutrements and, he dare not move 
to free it. When he has it at last be
neath hi ml he begins to turn over, 
as slowly as he has done all else. He 
lifts his foot a few inches to balance j 
himself andi the next instant there is : 
a spit of? dust from the sand beside 1 
him, not more than an arm’s length 1 
away. He keeps his eyes on the mark 

-the bullet! has made, and remains for . 
some moments as if it had turned him 
to stone. Then, with a more labor- j 
ious patience,, he resumes his move- j 
meut, till at. last he is on? his back, ! 
and has the bottle above him.

“It only holds a few hot drops, but j 
he thought! he had drained even (hem 
an hour" ago, and his tongue is like a

PIECE OF FUR IN HIS MOUTH. !
“He got with a rush to the place he 

occupies about eight o’clock in the 
morning, when a sudden crackle from 
the river in front of him laid the 
whole line on its face, where it has - 
remained with, occasional wriggling 
forward, ever since. He is on the 
right of his- company, and alone, for 
the man next him, after chaffing the 
Boer shooting^ for half an huor, be
gan suddenly to whimper, and has 
been still ever since.

“He failed himself to take the bul
lets humorously,, but he grew used to 
them, till one came? between his face 
and the ground and struck his belt 
buckle. Then he cursed them, and 
was afraid, till he lost all other feel
ings in tlje awful sense of t.hirst.

“He knows the action is going on 
still, for he can hear the steady 
pounding of a battery from the hilt 
behind him, and suddenly

SCURRIES OFi RIFLE FIRE, 
beyond the river to -the left. He 
knows, too, from those hateful spits 
of dust that the Boer .is still behind 
the bushes in front of him—;but the 
Boer is- always behind something, and 
he is tired of trying to shoot and 
being shot at by a man whom he 
never sees. Besides, if he lifts his 
rifle, the dust begins to jump again, 
and the. rifle barrel is scalding hot, 
the varnish is sizzling on the stock, 
as though it stood before a fire, and 
to touch it seems to quicken his un
bearable thirst.

“He tries to guess at the hoar as 
the sun goes over and falls on his left 
side. He writes- words in the sand 
with his fingers, and rubs them out. 
At last, while there are still some 
three hours^ of daylight, the patter of 
rifles along the dongas on the further 
bank grows more? and more hurried 
till it runs into a continuous roll. 
A last determined, disastrous attempt 
is being made to push? back the 
enemy’s right. The Seaforths.

CORNWALL^ AND CANADIANS, 
mixed together er* clambering, leap

ing, blundering- forward across the 
deep intricate channels* of the donga 
beds.

“If things have gone .well there will 
be fresh orders probably, but no or
ders come.

“At six o'clock he has been twelve 
hours under fire, his last meal was a 
biscuit, fifteen! hours back, when he 
had fallen in at three in the morning 
after marching all the day before. 
But he is aware neither of weariness 
nor. hunger, in the fever of his thirst. 
The flesh -of his face, stained walnut 
brown by the sun, has a dry, twisted 
look, like the parched: stem: of the 
scrub, as though all the moisture had 
been wrung, from it. One grows to 
know1 that) look out here. His fingers 
never leave

HIS, WATER BOTTLE, 
nor his eyes the green fringe of bush 
along the river. Another hour and 
the guns about him cease firing, and 
a new fight seems to be beginning far 
away on/ the right. The sun is going 
down, and he can see nothing to the 
left ofi him but a hot glare of dust.

“The battle, grows louder on the 
right, a howitzer battery has come 
into action, .brownish1 puffs of lyddite 
are bursting along the kopje, but the 
man lying; in the scrub pays no heed 
to it.

“His arms are spread out flat, his 
fingers dug in the sand. He is pulling 
himself slowly forward, his eyes glar
ing ahead, through the scrub. When 
a bullet strikes near him he stops a 
moment, but/ goes on again. So in 
half an' hour he covers about fifty 
yards. He can see the cool hollowi of 
the river bu/t there is only brown 
grass along its banks, and his one 
c?hance lies# in a dash. He is on all 
fours for a spring, but he gets no 
further. A rifle has been following 
the faint trail of dust above him, and 
he sinks down in a Lump with a bullet 
through the head.”

THE BABY’S LITTLE JOKE.
It Worried the Fat Mnn, but He Tried 

to Enjoy It.
It happened in one of the late trains. 

Everybody was trying to get to sleep, 
and when the voice of a baby was sud
denly lifted up In a robust wall It was 
not met with expressions of joy. It 
cried steadily from Spring Garden 
street to Columbia avenue. Then it 
accidentally dropped a pasteboard box 
It had. A very stout and, like his kind, 
very affable man across the aisle 
stooped heavily and picked It up.

The child stopped crying as It took 
It and promptly dropped it again. The 
man, thinking It an accident, picked 
it up once more. This time the baby 
actually smiled, and as he threw It 
down audibly cooed with delight. The 
man looked distinctly uncomfortable 
and became interested in something 
outside the window. The child looked 
at the box a moment, then at the man, 
and, seeing nothing else, resumed his 
wail, with much added wind. The 
look of despair resettled on the face of 
the woman with the headache, and she 
gave a convulsive shudder as she felt 
her head beginning to jump.

She gave one awful glance at the 
baby and then leaned over to the stout 
man, back of whom she was sitting. 
“My dear sir,” said she, “I have a vio
lent headache, and I am In misery. 
Won’t you please pick up that box 
again?” And with a highly artificial 
smile he complied.- Out of pure cour
tesy he became a box lifting autom
aton, his piles of adipose making each 
stoop come harder. But when he wip
ed the perspiration from his brow and 
staggered out of the car at German
town he got a grateful smile from the 
afflicted woman, as well as every other 
passenger, that he felt paid him.— 
Philadelphia Inquirer.

Easily Settled.
They fell into conversation on the 

avenue street car, as men will to pass 
away the time, and when one of them 
happened to mention he was from 
Pittsburg the other turned to him with:

“Pittsburg, eh? Dear me, but uow 
singular!”

“How do you mean, sir?” was asked.
“Why. I was Id Pittsburg 21 years 

ago and lost 10 cents in a street car. 1 
was thinking of the Incident just be
fore you spoke to me. I suppose you 
couldn’t Inform me whether the money 
was ever found, could you?”

“Why, yes; 1 believe 1 can. I found 
a dime In a street car about 21 years 
ago and have been looking for the own
er ever since. Here it is. It must be
long to you.”

“Thanks. You are an honest man. 
Here’s 2 cents to reward you.”

The Pittsburg mau pocketed the re
ward as the other pocketed the dime, 
aud then they closed the incident.— 
Washington Post.

he Home >
TABLE NAPKINS.

In this aesthetic age of daintiness 
eating and serving come in for a share. 
Each dish now has its especial fork 
ar spoon with which, to partake of it, 
leaving scant opportunity to soil the 
fingers, which served as utensils until 
substituted by invention, says “Table 
Talk.” The Roman cuisine included 
many minced and semi-liquid foods, 
making an abundant supply of “hand- 
towels,” as napkins were then called, 
not only convenient but necessary. 
For like reason on the Saxon table 
where broths, stews and fat meats 
predominated, they were essential to 
neatness and comfort.

With the Restoration forks came in
to general use, the napkin posing 
thereafter more as an ornament than 
a necessary appointment of table ser
vice. It became the fashion to fold it 
in various shapes designated by names 
quite as curious as the twists and 
turns given to the damask—some of 
them unpleasantly suggestive. To 
serve, as example, “ suckings pigs,” 
“ sacred cross,” “dog of the chase,” 
“ mitre,” “ royal box,” etc. To unfold 
or otherwise disturb the ingenious 
creation of linen was regarded as an 
unpardonable breach of etiquette, how
ever great the need of mouth or fin
gers. “ The art o|t napkin folding” re
sulted in lessons by Instructors whose 
terms were governed by the differ
ent styles compassed by their skill, 
half a hundred not an unusual num
ber advertised. Later the napkin again 
assumed its proper place and import
ance as needful and convenient.

Now comes the decree “ that dain
tiness in eating does not require it, 
the appearance of the napkin at each 
cover greatly to be condemned as un
complimentary to the table-manners 
of guests.” It is claimed that its ban
ishment from service in some of the 
best houses in England has already 
been effected, even nursery folk de
prived of It, as tending to careless 
habits in eating. “ This present sup
pression of the napkin is a revival of 
a like attempt several seasons ago, 
which met with disfavor and subse
quent failure. Whether it will meet 
with the same fate now, or be sus
tained as an improvement upon pre
sent custom remains to be seen. As 
yet the American diner, however dain
ty ill habit or practice, holds the satin- 
like square of linen as indispensable, 
whether from custom or actual need 
it is hard to determine.”

QUEEN MARGHERITA.
In (he queen, Margherita of Savoy, 

the country has an example of a very 
fine and exaulted womanhood. Her 
majesty is a very cultured woman— 
a student always, and she is perfect
ly conversant with four modern langu
ages—English, German and French 
besides her own. She holds the three 
hours from 8 to 11 each day for her 
reading and study. She receives all 
the latest publications in ethics, philo
sophy and sociology, as well as ro
mance and poetry; and the poet and 
the savant are honored at the Quir- 
nal: Her court is as pure as that of
Victoria, and her sympathies are broad 
her judgments charitable, her under
standing and comprehension of events 
very liberal., An admirable woman 
as well as a much beloved queen is 
Margherita of Savoy.

THE MODERN WAY.

The Pullet—What are you sitting on 
the water (rough crowing (hat way 
for. over nothing?

The Shanghai—There’s a strange 
Cochin looking through the fence, and 
I’m making a naval demonstration.

Decision and character will often 
crive to an inferior mind command over 
a superior.—W. Wirt.

Child’s coat of biscuit ladies’ cloth, 
or white pique, double-breasted, with a 
pocket on each side. The cape has 
scolloped edge and is ornamented with 
stitching, and the tiny storm collar 
also has a scolloped top and is trim
med with stitching. Coat sleeves 
wilh turned-back cuffs. Material re
quired, for girl of 4 years, cloth, 48 
inches wide, 2 yards. Cut in 4, 6 and 
8 years. Price, 10 cents.

SUCKING THE THUMB.
The dangers associated with (he 

habit of thumb-rucking have been so 
often made the topic of discussion, 
both written and oral, that it is mains 
ly with the idea of reassuring persons 
who are particularly interested that 
we venture to refer to the subject.

There is nothing to recommend the 
habit. It should be discouraged, of 
course, and the steps to prevent it 
should be taken as early as possible.

Some limes chi-dren suck the tliumo 
only when ailing, or on going to .-deep, 
or to quiet the nervousness natural 
to some children on retiring. It is 
then hardly wur.h while to notice the 
matter, except to remove the thumb 
from the mouth at night. As the child 
grows older the habit is quickly dis
continued.

The case is different when the habit, 
begun in early infancy, becomes 
firmly established that the thumb is 
sucked throughout the greater part 
of the day and night. in such cases 
the habit may even be continued al 
most to adult life.

Deformities of greater or less ex-? 
tent result, from such a state of af
fairs, the most common one being the 
production of the “V-shaped jaw,” in 
which îhe front upper teeth are push-» 
ed forward and outward, so thathey 
meet at a more acute angel than is 
natural, while -ho upper teeth also 
overlap those of the under jaw, like 

! the teeth of the rabbit.
| The constant pressure of the ihumb 
! against the roof of the mouth aud the 

nose may also affect the shape of tha 
nose, so that it becomes “pudgy'’ and 

1 deformed, 
f The nightgown sleeves are often 
i best made long and closed at the ends, 
| to keep the thumbs out of the mouth 
! at night; or some other strategic 
j means may be. employed for the same 
purpose.

Active interference is to be resorted 
! to when the habit is a marked one. 
| The hand should be gently drawn 
I down and placed at the side, while the

child’s stteotion is directed to some* 
thing else. The attendant will be 
kept almost exclusively occupied in 
this way for some time, but firmness 
and gentleness will win, if persisted

Disagreeable substances are often 
placed on the thumb in order that the 
child may be driven from the habit, 
but the expedient is rarely successful! 
The habit will overcome any repugn-! 
anoe of taste or smell after a little» 
and the child will simply become at 
source of discomfort to others. Really 
to cure the habit, persistent effort is 
often required for a long time.

CAKES AND CANDIES, f
German Chocolate Cookies. —Beat 

two eggs, add ome cup brown sugar, 
two bars German chocolate grated, 
one-fourth teaspoon cinnamon, one- 
fourth teaspoon salt, rind of one-half 
lemon and one and one-third cups 
chopped almonds ; sift one cup flour 
and one level teaspoon baking powder 
and add to first mixture. Drop on but
tered sheets and bake in a moder
ate oven.

Walnut Macaroons.—Pound tine one- 
fourth pound of English walnuts, with 
one-fourth pound sugar. Mix with the 
whites of 2 eggs beaten stiff. Bake 
on buttered paper in a moderate oven 
until firm.

Mocha Cakes.—Cut a butter-cake in 
rounds and the rounds in thin slices. 
Fill and frost with

Mocha Frosting.—Cream one-halt 
cup washed butter, add slowly enough 
thick syrup to sweeten. Flavor with 
one teaspoon coffee extract.

Nougat.—Melt one-half pound con
fectioners’ sugar add one-fourth pound 
almonds which hare been finely chop
ped. Cool cut in strips and dip in 
chocolate.

Princess Bon-Bons.—Pound fine one- 
half cup nougat, add one-fourth cup 
finely-chopped figs and melted cho
colate to moisten ; drop by the spoon
ful onto paper to harden.

Maple Fondant.—Boil together one 
and one-fourth pounds of white sugar, 
one and one-fourth pounds maple su
gar, one-fourth teaspoon cream-of- 
tartar and ene and one-half cups wa* 
ter until a soft ball can be formed. 
During boiling wash sugar from aides 
of stew-pan.’ Pour onto a silab, cool, 
then work until it begins to sugar, 
knead and set away to ripen.

Butter Scotch.—Boil together one 
cup sugar, one-fourth cup molasses, 
one and one-fourth tablespoons vine
gar, three tablespoons boiling water 
and one-half cup butter, until when 
tried in cold mixture will become brit
tle. Turn into a well buttered pan. 
Cool and make in squares. A small 
piece of vanilla bean added while cook
ing Is a great improvement.

MAKING SWEET SOAP GREASE.
In many farmhouses, all the scraps 

of fat, cooked and uncooked, are 
thrown together in a large tub or 
kettle, where, exposed to air, it quick
ly becomes exceedingly offensive to 
the senses. One wonders how it can 
be that such stinking grease can be 
changed into good, cleansing soap. 
But it is said the explanation is that 
the thorough boiJing which the grease 
receives with the lye destroys all the 
offensive germs. But it only does this 
after much of the value of the grease 
has been destroyed. Get a cake of pot
ash and make a strung lye of it. Throw 
this over the grease and fat, entirely 
covering it. The grease will be part
ly turned into soap by this and will 
keep sweet without any waste.

CURLING FLUIDS.
An old-time preparation to relaie 

the hair in curl consists of one tables 
spoonful of bruised quince seeds boil
ed slowly in one pint of rain water, 
un til reduced to three gills. Strain 
through cheesecloth or muslin and add 
two tablespoontuls each of alcohol and 
cologne.

If the hail is dampened with stale 
ale before putting it up on kid curlers, 
it will retain its curl in spite of at
mospheric conditions.

Half a glass of black tea in which 
has been dissolved a teaspoonful of 
sugar is an excellent hair-curler for 
dark-hair

BACKING DOGS.

Warned People of Besieged 1 afeklng Is 
Look Out for Shells.

A British soldier writing from Mate- 
king during the siege of that town 
mentions the barking uf dogs as one of 
the most cuçious features of the bomi 
bardment. When the big Boer gun 
was loaded the look-out at headquar
ters, from whence all her movements 
could be accurately watched, gave the 
alarm by sounding a deep-toned bell, 
and when the gunners went to fire her 
this was supplemented by the shrill 
tinkle of a smaller bell. After this 
warning about three seconds would 
elapse before the explosion.

The town dogs soon fully grasped its 
meaning, and whenever the bell rang, 
began to bark loudly in all quarters, 
so that if by chance one failed to 
hear the hasty shrill tone of the bell 
the dogs’ voices in unison could not 
fail to warn one to take shelter.

The dogs played a great part in this 
siege — one belonging to the base com
mandant being wounded no less than 
three times ; another, a rough Irish 
terrier accompanied the Protectorate 
Regiment in all its engagements; a 
third amused itself by running affcet 
the small Maxim shells, barking loud
ly and trying hard to retrieve pieces; 
while the Resident Commissioner’s dog 
was a prudent animal, and whenever 
she heard the alarm bell tore into the 
bombproof attached to her master's 
redoubt, and remained there till the 
explosion was over.

A private telephone wire from the 
; War Office to Windsor Castle conveys 
tu the Queen news from the front.


