w, that the cold weather has
its presence felt, would it not
be well for those who are enjoying
A % abundance of good things to give
& passing thought to those less for-
Wa than themselves. The natural
“consequence of our long and almost
',';ayl severe winters is intense
‘misery for the poor, homéless, friend-
less creatures who so often present
* themselves for the charity that at
- times’is given so grudgingly. Now,
what more beneficent work could be
taken up than to provide some sort
of comfort for those on whom for-
tune has mot smiled. There are
sewing societies where there is al-
ways room for the willing worker;
there are the charitable institutions,
where will be found at all times
those who will be only too glad to
take any alms, even the smallest
sum, and worn clothing, for the in-
digents who crowd in countless hun-
dreds to their doors. Should these
suggestions be helpful to those who
are not indifferent, only thoughtless,
they will have fulfilled their mission.

Woman, more especially, must be
struck by the daily occurrence of
most revolting cruelty. We have not
to go far along our busy streets be.
fore we are made unwilling witnesses
to some piece of harsh tréatment to
a poor. overworked and, nearly al-
ways, under-fed horse. The other
day I was an onlooker while a most
disgraceful scene was enacted. A
waggon was being ,loaded with a mis-
cellaneous collection; a miserable
looking beast was patiently standing.
The man, as is the custom, yelled in
ear-splitting tones at the woe-begone
animal, but it would take a very
wise horse to understand what he
meant. He then pulled the reins to
such an extent tha{ the unfortunate

* ‘drute’s mouth must have been torn.
That not satisfying him he got down,

grabbed fhe bridle as tight as he
could, and struck the horse over
the head with the butt end of the

whip. No one seemed to have cour-
age enough to go to the poor thing’s
rescue, and it is such little trouble
to have the officers of that good so-
-ciety for the protection of animals
step in. Fortunate it is for those
badly treated animals that the time
has come when a champion has
xisen to protect them from men who
prove by their inhumanity that they
are vastly inferior than the dumb
brutes they have so
sion for.

little compas-

FASHIONS.

The October Delineator informs us
that this is decidedly the day for the
slender womah, tall or short. Hori-
zontal and round trimmings can, of
course, be u.lwuys adopted by the tall
woman, when the short one must
choose devices to add to her height.
For her the trimming of the bodice
must have long lines, while a shal-
low hip yoke in small tucks, length-
wise, is a most becoming mode.

The Eton jacket suit is desirable
for girls, trimmed with braid and
buttons; but popular as it has been,
the loose box coat comes in for a
good share of favor, either double or
single breasted, three-quarter length,
with rolling ,or notched collar, stitch-
ed.

A chic touch is given the always
fashionable blue suit by the addition
of green cloth in the way of collar,
cuffs, and half belt. While being ex-
tremely stylish, it proves a pleasant
‘change to the all-blue that has been
so leng worn.

Woman is, at least she should be,
always particular in choosing a cos-

covert cloth should not be worn by
one who is pale or who has tawny-
colored hair; still if one sacrifices

1amt w £ h i a cf‘m'on
velvet or golden brown collar will
have a pleasing effect.

A blouse of any one of the soft
materials may be made up very sim-
ply and depend only on the charm of
the sleeve to give it a chic effect. In
many blouses and gowns of the soft
materials, such as the silks and silk-
finished voiles, it is necessary to
bone the sleeves. To women with
narrow shoulders they are most be-
coming, and stout women can also
wear them. It is surprising to find
that the bones hold the sleeves out
and are really becoming, as they
hold the fulness in the proper place.
These bones arg narrow feather-bones
running round the cap of the sleeve,
if the sleeve has a cap; if it has no
cap they are put in the lining in &
small casing, sometimes at the top
of the sleeve, or, again, an inch or
two below the arm’s-eye, and some-
times they are put in just above the
elbow.

HOW TO FIT A SLEEVE.

The long shoulders of the moment
sometimes give a lot of trouble to
the amateur dressmaker. The cor-
rect way to fit them is to put the
underpart in first. Tack the full
portion of the sleeves into small
plaits and make them perfectly fit
the size of the armhole. The effect

| is prettier if the plaits are loosened

after the waist is fitted, but if de-

sired they can be left stitched for a
few inches from the armhole. There
are many devices for obtaining the

long shoulder effect without actually
cutting the long seam, which is so
difficult. For example, embroidery
and lace can be arranged so as to
have the points running doswn over

the top of the arm

To those who make their own hats
a suggestion or two may not be
amiss. An innovation in the way
of trimming has been introduced,
and this in the way of flowers made
entirely of ribbon.
ly done. The following hint is taker
from the Ladies’ Home Journal : To
make a wild rose, take five-cighths of
a yard of satin taffeta ribbon one
inch and a half wide; cut the end of
the ribbon bias, then begin by gath-
ering the bias end with your fingers

This is very easi-

(no sewing or cutting of the ribbon
is necessary); continue gathering on
one side, then across the ribbon bias
again, so as to leave the plain edge

to form "the outside of the petal;
then continue the same process for
the next petal, only reversing the

edges of the ribbon. When you have
five or six petals made wind a piece
of fine green milliners’ wire around
the centre to make secure. Now
place a few artificial stamens in the
centre and twist some wire around
them; hring both ends of the wire
out ‘underneath the flower which can
be run through a calyx; then put on
a stem and wind around the end to
keep everything in place. A few
leaves may be added to make the
rose appear more natural.  For the
general garniture of hats, however,
the stems and calyxes are replaced
by ribbon which is knotted here and
there.

RECIPES.

~®

APRICOT JELLY.—Stone cighteen
apricots, cut them.into slices and
place them in a basin with the juice
of two and a half lemons: then pour

out the sonéa; Cover st SAlt wikter
and let them stand over night; in
the morning fill'the centre with grat-
ed horseradish, mixed with a little
celery seed and a small piece of
ginger root; tie ‘each peach with
string and pack in jars; turn over
them heated vinegar, with sugar and
spices to taste; seal jars, and at
Thanksgiving you will have delicious
peaches to eat with turkey.

VEAL IN ASPIC.— Take any -re-
mains of cold veal and mince finely.
Mix in a little chopped ham, & piece
of butter and a little cream or good
milk, Line a mould, previously wet-
ted with cold water, with pale aspic
jelly, and decorate the sides and
bottom with slicés of hard-boiled
egg, cucumber, beetroot and toma-
toes. Secure these with another
coafing of jelly, fill up the mold with
the prepared veal and pour in enough
liquid aspic to cover the top. When
set, loosen the edges carefully with a
knife, turn out on a dish and garnish
with finely cut salad, cucumber, egg,
etc.

SOUR MILK CORN CAKE.—Sift
together one cup of flour, a half cup
of Indian meal, two tablespoonfuls
of sugar and a half teaspoonful each
soda and salt; pour in one cupful of
sour milk and one tablespoon!\'ll of
lard or melted butter, and beat well;
fold in at the last one well beaten
egg, and bake in gem tins or a shal-
low, round pan.

' TOMATO PICKLES.—Slice a gal-
lon of unpealed green tomatoes and
six large onions and mix; stir into
these a quart of vinegar, a cup of
brown sugar, tablespoonful each of
salt, pepper and mustard seed, a half
tablespoonful each of ground allspice
and cloves; stew them all until the
tom}toes are very “‘tender; put into
glass jars and seal.

RASPBERRY SPONGE.—Put two
egg whites into a basin with one-
quarter pound of castor sugar, beat
up a little, adding gradually one éill
of cream; dissolve one-half ounce of
French leaf gelatine in a gill of rasp-
berry juice, mix it with the rest and
whisk till light and spongy. A drop
or two of concentrated raspberry es-
sence and a drop of pink are an im-
provement. When ready lift out in
rough heaps on a glass or china dish.
HASTY #RUIT PUDDING.—Put a
pint of raspberries or red or black
currants in a rather deep pie dish
and sugar them liberally. Mix in a
baking basin one-half pound of good,
self-raising flour, three ounces of but-
ter, well rubbed in; a dessertspoon-
ful of sugar and a pinch of salt;
make a light dough with half a gill
of buttermilk and lay on top of the
fruit. Bake half an hour in a quick
oven or steam for an hour covered
with a buttered paper.

WE TWO.

I cannot do it alone,
The waves run fast and high
And the fogs close chill around
And the light goes out in the sky,
But I know We Two shall win in the
end.
Jesus and I.

I could not row it myself
My boat in the raging sea.
What of that ? Another sits in
boat,
And pull’or steers with me.

my

Strong and tender and true,
Crucified once for me,
I know He will never change
What'er I may do or be,
We shall finish the course and get
home at last
His Child and He

Anon, in Le Couteulx Lea.der Buf-\
falo, N.Y.

g8
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THE PLOWMAN.

—
(Oliver Wendell Holmes.)

Clear the brown path to meet the
coulter’s gleam !

Lo ! on he comes, behind his smok-
ing team,
With toil's bright
sunburnt brow,
The lord of earth, the hero of
plow !

dewdrops on his
the
First in the field before the redden-

ing sun,
Last in the shadows when the day is

done,

Line after line, along the bursting
sod,

Marks the broad acres where his feet
have trod.

Still where he
clods divide,
The smooth fresh furrow opens deep

treads the stubborn

and wide;
Matted and dense the tangled turf
- upheaves,
Mellow and dark the ndgy cornfield
cleaves;

Up the steep hillside, where the la-

boring train,

Slants the long track that scores the

level plain,

Through the moist valley, clogged

with oozing clay. ,

The patient convoy breaks its des-

tined way;

At every turn the loosening

resound,

The swinging plowshare circles glis-
tening round,

Till the wide field one billowy waste
appears,

And wearied hands unbind the pant-
ing steers.

chains

GLAMOUR.

—

I have read so long in the book of
the Brave,

I hear the tramp of their feet

In the quiet village street.

I catch the gound of an echoing

cheer,

Blown down.the night wind, faint-
ly clear,

And the drums’ unfaltering beat.

I have read so long in the book of
the Brave,
Their flags go streaming by,
Sharp comes the sentry’s cry;

The shaded light of my study
lamp

Seems a low glimmer from“some
still camp, .

Where the sleeping soldiers lie.

I have read so long in the book of
the Brave, )
I march where the heroes are;
On my breast T feel a scar.

I turn to gaze on the rayless
night;

The gloom is cleft by a beacon-
light,

tume to select that which | over them one and a half pint of | And T know that We Two shall come| And behold—the bivouac star !
suits her particular  style of | hoiling syrup, cover the basim and safe into port (Lulu Whedon Mitchell, in the Octo-
complexion. For instance, ! leave the contents to cool. When al- His Child and He ber Century. .
:
ARE IE“ REALLY YAINBR tion of the “‘patronizing sex,” and|just in that period of adolescence hig ‘de. . I have known him to spend
- I have, after much  ob- § when he is able to notice the signs of | over half an hour, during which im-
servation, and not a little reflec-|an early hirsute adornment upon his S

THAN WOMEN.

»

Man, with his assumed modesty
and a habit of arrogating to himself
most of the nobler qualities of the
human race, relegates ' to us poor
women a host of petty weaknesses,
from which he, with ironical gravity,
naively assumes himself to be free.
By tactics of this convenient ° sBrt,
he places himsel! at once in
flattering position of a pa.tron ¢

thé

tion, arrived at the conclusion that
most of the petty vanities of life
are represented in the one word,
Man,

If there be ome failing of which

ally guilty, it is personal vanity.

the *‘stronger’’ sex to spend ~ more

A,

‘what he gmarduuly dubs ‘‘the

we women are supposed to be especi-
Yet I have known an individual of
time ‘over his morning toilet than the

most vain of my sex. I have seen
o his dreuing-room utmed wmn every.

upper lip, is in such a perpetual
state of suppressed excitement that 1
sometimes feel not a little anxiow
lest glancing at his p

may culminate in a severe ﬂt of
nervous prostration. Yot if I Ve
{ture to give the slightest passing
glance in the mirror ds to the sf
of my back hair | T am hm?bd.lawy
saluted by a chorus of sarcasm
tha w’holn of my male audience,

terregnum his breakfast was allowed
'to grow quite cold, arranging' and
rearranging his tie ere he ceuld get
it into the exact position on ' his
manly breast that, .gave him umplato
satisfaction.

But when papa sends me home &
new blouse, the old cry of girls’ ex-
travagance  goes up,
(Georgs is not a member of the fami-

or if Geerge

be worn tpmeﬁtmimutomp-
gest that such o thing as a knee|
joint were unknown, and it is by
means of these strange-looking arti-
cles that he keeps them in position.

It is not only in the mere matter
of clothes, however, that men are
more vain than women. If I want
to be really friends with any/parti-
cular member of the tribe, I always
find it a safe passport to his friend-
ship to tell him that I like strong
men—not only strong men physically,
but men of mind and determination.
—Some Observations by a Society
Girl.

AN- RGYPTIAN CONVENT.

There exists among the Copts an
ancient. tradition, found also in cer-
Tain early writers, stating that dur-
ing the period of Our Lady’s resi-
dence in Egypt a number of Jewish
maidens, attracted doubtlessly by
the Divine Mother’s winning modesty
and virtue, quitted their homes  in
order to dwell within the neighbor-
hood of Jesus, Mary, and Joseph.
The tradition furthermore asserts
that when the Holy Family departed
out of Egypt, these pious women
formed themselves into a community
and retired to dwell at Babylon, an
ancient city built 625 years before
Christ, and which, according to John
of Nikius, a writer of the seventh
century, was built by Nabuchodono-
sor, who, having entered Egypt by
reason of a revolt on the part of
the Jews against him, conquered the
country and called the fortress and
the city by the name of his own
town, Babylon.

About the year 117 A.D. 'I‘rajan
erected a new fortress close to the
gite of the one just mentioned. The
wall of this later building still ex-
ists, and encloses the remains of the
Christian and Jewish town which is
all that is left of Babylon now.

There is no doubt that long before
the birth of our Saviour a Jewish
colony existed in this neighborhood,
and the greater number having be-
come Christians at an early date,
their synagogue, which is said to
contain the tomb of the prophet Je-
remias, was turned into a Coptic
Church. Later on the Jews had an
opportunity of buying back the place,
which they have ever held in extreme
veneration. Visitors to Old Cairo
are still shown, in the body of the
modern synagogue, a curious old
tomb, wherein are said to rest _the
bones of the great Jewish prophet.

On reaching Old Cairo our guide
led us through a labyrinth of obscure
and ruinous narrow streets until we
reached the entrance to a small
court, where were seated on the
ground a number of women dressed
in black and occupied in sewing and
grinding coffee in large bronze mor-
tars such as are used by the Arabs.

The superioress at once advanced
to greet us, covering her mouth: in
Mussulman fashion on seeing our
guide in the hackground. She made
no difficulty as to our admittance.
We were invited to sit down, offered
.cigarettes, and all our questions ans-
wered with amiable readiness to im-
part information. ‘‘Our convent,”

said the superioress, ‘‘exists fifteen
centuries., Tt was built by a certain
Constantine for his daughter Alexan-
dra,”whd wished' to retire from the
world. Our number is at present
only twenty. Virging and widows

are admitted, whatever be their age.
It is the patriarch who receives sub-
jects, and lt is he who appoints the
superioress, = We sleep in cellsy at
midnight the bell awakens us,
we make three hnndmd and fifty or
five Hundred ' pros tions according |-

ﬁﬂ' of all ghastly plcturcs of may.

remarkable room His trotsers must |

‘place in the days of early persecy.

Our
o humm.
our coyp.,

erioress for g
) . U8, and gg;

> chapel. It yu,
X furnished with
, and old Pictureg,
the Coptic churcheg
Qur stay in EKYDt.
by the total gp.

! 80
many churshes in Europe. No coun~
more terrible persecution
than Egypt but it is not consistent,
wlﬂ; the trwditionnl gentle nature of
the Egyptians to dwell on scenes of
‘suffering and bloodshed. A Coptje
priest to whom 1 once made the re.
mark that the scenes which took

/

tion in Egypt are never displayed on
the canvas of painters, replied to
me as follows i *““The sacrifice of oy
God on the Cross was so tremend.
ous, we adore and recognize it with
such sacred fear and astonishment,
that any martyrdom and sacrifice of-
fered by the creature seem hut
feeble in comparison to the infinite
sufferings of Christ.”

Belorehklng leave of the superio-
ress we -asked' permission to photo-
graph her, together with her two
principal = companions. The result
afforded a rather ludicrous picture
of these poor women as they stood,
half curious, half abashed,
of the kodak.

"We pressed an alms into the hang
of the superioress, willingly given
for the sake of all she represents in
the history of the world. It is im-
possible to look at these Copts with-
out  profound interest. There is
something pathetic in the way they
still speak of their church “the
Nation.”” The nuns we visited ap-
pear to live together in peace in theig
humble dwelling; the neighhors take
no interest in their doings, and many
are even unaware of their existence,
The life they lead can be termed nei-
ther active nor contemplative. There
is a total absence of all the works
of zeal and charity to which so many
orders and religious congregations
devote themselves in the Catholic
Church. It would even be difficult
to say how the nuns spend the long
hours. An Oriental woman does not
feel the need of constant occupation;
her little household duties done, she
sits placidly in the sun with idle
hands. As to contemplative life in
a Coptic convent, how can it flourish
in a community deprived of frequent
Communion and the presence of the
Blessed Sacrament ? These nuns
never hear & sermon nor read a spi-

in fromt

as

ritual book, Their priests would
not know how to preach, and Cop-
More-

tic women can rarely read
they are a branch
alone

over, by schism
severed from the trunk which
gives health and vigor.

A number of most interesting Cop-
tic churches are situated in the vici-
nity of the convent we have des-
cribed. . A few priests, their families
and servants, are to be seen W ander~
ing like ghosts among these once Ve
nerable sanctuaries where now reigns
the silence of death. Here we be
hold the Rome of tha Coptic schisma!
tics; but a Rome solitary and sad
like a deserted battlefleld; Christiad
Rome devastated, ruined; her master
the Patriarch without power to savé,
Her children abandon her, strangers
for the most part ignore her exist-
ence, but the hand of God arrests the
spoilers who are ready to complete
the work of desfruction. TLet us
hope and pray fervently that ere long
our Divine Lord will grant his grac
to the Coptic race, and, by renewing
their life, enable them to rejoice onc®
more in Him. Deus, Tu conversi
vivificabis nos, et plebs tua laetabi-
tur in Te (Ps. Ixxxiv. 7.)—E. ¥ D.,
in Catholic World.

" SWIPWRECKED.

A man stood on ‘g lonely isle,
A shipwrecked sailor he,
While all about him roared oo

crashed
The m restless sea.
The waves duhsd high, as rose
< tide

‘With deatening, moddening £1°°7
mmmd the shipwreck
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" iThe poor Irish cmlplo

1y eyes when she said :
| Byod’s will; we will ket

Maurice Maloney and his
L jived in their little cabin, e
o miseraple existence for max

| hey managed to Pay the r

Like &
at was about all.

::rmers in Dingle, “theirs wa
struggle, but they Were a

b souplo and trusted in God t

condition:
u"e':ure. if it’s His will th
ghould be Poor, 7 Kitty wor
gerve, ‘we must bear it. M
we had riches we would h
n’ that would be !

health, &
”
lofil.'hrue for you, Kitty,”
would reply. ‘‘Our fatﬁm y
fived an’ died here, an’ I "th
can manage to do the same.
The death of their little

yas o sore loss to them, &i
as they might, they could n
off the loneliness that hw
the hearthstone. Sometime
would speak of her togeth:
Maurice would tell of her et
ways until Kitty had o €004
then the worthy couple wou
themselves for flying in the
God.

Their lives ran on quietly
manner until the morning o
Maurice discovered the chv!
in the haystack. Then all
They dedided to name him
and to place him under ta
tion of the good saint, W
faithfully watched over the
little Babe who lay in the

Everyone in the fishing vill
an interest in the lad, and
and boys would call daily
cabin to see how he was
Good Father Doyle, the gre
ed, whole-souled pastor of
parish, took a special pride
Joseph, :

“You must train him rigl
rice,”” he would say, ‘‘an
some day he will bLe anothe
pion of Erin’s woes."’

“Thrue for you, Father,””
would reply, ‘“but I would.r
him a plain Soggarth like
than an O’Connell.”

Joseph grew up a fine, hea
and by the time he reach
twelfth year was remarked
piety and devotion. Hi
parents, with the aid of g
ther Doyle, sent him to,_sch
larly and taught him’ hi
and catechism. He was
looking and there was an v
able refinement about h
caused Father Doyle to sh
bead often and say, “Poor
has blue blood in his veins
one ever had. He came 0
family, whoever they may 1

From the day of his discc
Maurice, nothing was heard
relatives of the lad, and
up knowing no other parents
kindly couple. When he re
fitteenth year, he startled E
saying he would Mke fo be
priest—that he wanted to &
lege and study ‘like Fathe
and help the poor.

Simple hearted Kitty W
tears at the news, and taki
her arms, cried: “God |
alanna, we  will speak
Doyle ahout it.’*

Mauriee  was fervently
when he heard what was in
¢hal’s mind, and m'mw
to the rectory to tell the |
%o his pastor,

“T have Leen "m
coetully, Maurice,” said ¢
man, “and._ 1 think he hat
tion. 1 win take char Aﬂ
self, and T am sure
Zo brighter lad in all,




