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west,* NORINE Flowers are certainly having their 
Innings this summer. Hats are not

with them, I do not believe that money 
is spent any more foolishly, in this way 
than it was a quarter of a century ago. 
In those days a w^ian had to have 
a trousseau whether she could afford it 
or not, and she either slaved day and 
night over the family sewing machine 
or sent to London for an expensive ar
ray of underwear and household linen. 
Now-a-days many a woman — what 
would our grannies think of this—goes 
to her husband without as much as 
the proverbial tablecloth, to say no
thing of the napperies, and with next 
to nothing in the way of frocks except 
a new gown or two. The working wo
man, the twentieth qentury business 
girl, is taking a leaf out of her Yankee 
cousin’s book in this respect and per
haps with a little ' Mexican advice 
thrown in. The Mexican benedict-to- 
be indeed generally provides the whole 
of his bride’s attire. It is somewhat 
amusing to see him out shopping and 
carefully and tastefully selecting lace 
and lingerie for his inamorata to wear. 
To my thinking it is best for a girl to 
go to her husband tn merely the clothes 
she stands up in than to lay up dress
making and millinery debts that will 
be a skeleton in her closet for some 
time. It is perfectly natural that a 
woman should try to look her fairest 
on her “day of all days,” and I think 
if wealthy parents delight to honor 
their daughters in a somewhat lavish 
display it is certainly their own busi
ness, and—well, it circulates the money.

There is another loud outcry, too, 
lately against a woman marrying a 
man younger than herself. Really, a 
few years on either side should not 
matter in the least, for I have seen 
some women of thirty, not only look
ing as old in years, but older in looks 
and habits than other women of half 
a century. For a young looking, par
ticularly bright and attractive woman 
of fifty to marry a man of, say, thirty- 
five or forty, to my thinking, is not 
half the crime that it is for a young 
woman to marry her first cousin. Yet 
there is never a cry against the wed
ding of first cousins. Many of the 
world’s most famous women have mar
ried men considerably younger than 
themselves. The sweetest of all stag
ers, Adelaide Patti, married a man 
considerably her junior. Baroness Bur- 
dette-Coutts, one of the wealthiest wo
men in the world, married a man al
most young enough to be her grand
son, and Ellen Terry, the cleverest 
English artiste of the period, 59 years 
of age, has recently wedded a man 
very much younger than herself, Mr. 
James Carew, who is barely thirty-» 
four. In spite of what the meddlers 
and cantankerous critics say, a young 
man does for pure love and compan
ionship sometimes seek a bride in a 
woman several years his senior. Of all 
things on the earth, people’s marriage 
should not be meddled with by outsid
ers. Yet of all things on this earth it 
seems to be more ■ meddled with than 
anything else. Let people choose their 
own mates. “Let not the marriage of 
true minds admit impediment.”

Toronto’s greatest authority Upon 
diseases of the nerves, In course of con
versation about two months ago, re
marked to me: "One really cannot 
reckon age with years.” I gathered 
from his conversation that his 
was "a cheerful, optimistic person of 
fifty is really younger than a grouchy 
pessimist of thirty.”

Another great authority, Dr. A. J. 
Sanderson, says, "The power of cheer
fulness to do good, like a medicine, is 
not an artificial stimulus of the tis
sues, to be followed by reaction and 
greater waste, as Is the case with many 
drugs, but the effect of cheerfulness is 
an actual life-giving Influence through
out a normal channel, the results of 
which reach every part of the system. 
It brightens the eye, makes ruddy the 
countenance, brings elasticity to the 
step and promotes all the inner force 
by which life is sustained. The blood 
circulates more freely, the oxygen 
comes to its home In the tissues, health 
is promoted and disease Is banished.”

Many a woman, who is not greatly 
endowed with moral courage, is sham
ed out of her love for a man because 
others affirm he is much too young or 
much too old for her, as the case may 
be. A case of this kind came to my 
notice about a year ago. She was a 
thoughtful, studious girl of twenty-one, 
much older than her years from the 
constant study of a “book-worm.” He 
was a genial man of forty or possibly 
forty-five years; Steady, good, kind, in 
fact an all-round nice, genial fellow. 
Mrs. Grundy stepped in and said: “It’s 
a crying shame for that old man to 
marry that young girl.” The girl, like 
many other women of our age, 
"afraid of God, but 
Gru 
stan
man. Several months elapsed and then 
she married another. He was only a 
few years older than the girl. Her 
mother and Mrs. Grundy smiled sweet
ly and said the happy pair were ex
actly suited to each other. That girl 
to-day is the wife of a degenerate. He 
is only twenty-seven years of age, but 
he looks nearly forty. He is 
firmed drunkard—and worse. This girl’s 
life was ruined, simply ruined, by her 
own lack of firmness and by other peo
ple’s mischievous meddling. ,

There is to my mind a great deal of 
nonsense talked about the misery of 
marriage. As Robert Louis Stevenson 
wittily declares It, “Marriage is a 
friendship sanctioned by the police.” 
Now If people would only choose from 
the basic principle of friendship in the 
first place—choose, irrespective of age, 
wealth or position, I believe that misery 
would soon fly out of the window.

Old Madam Grundy is a proverbial 
fibber. Show me one of her popular 
truths and I will show you a popular 
fallacy. She, the patron saint of So
ciety, invariably dubs the society 
man—one of her own pupils—a “butter
fly.” Now, there may be a 
more maligned, still the leader pf 
ciety often does good, much good. Her 
thoughts are frequently pure and true 
and her influence a power for better 
deeds and nobler aspirations. An In
telligent, magnetic woman of fashion

many simple, 
to be had for 
and there is no hard and fast rules of 
style attached to them.

Fancy jackets made of lace or net are 
much in vogue. They are equally sty
lish when worn over a silk blouse or a 
lingerie waist. They are certainly not 
very warm for the cool evenings of 
British Columbia, but they can be lined 
if one prefers with white or colored 
China silk. The other day I saw an 
extremely pretty one; It forms part of 
a trousseau. It was lined with a very 
pale shade of mauve China silk. There 
was also a mauve silk sunshade covered 
■with lace to match it with a large 
bunch of violets at the top of the 
handle: This color was especially suit
able, as the bride-to-be was a widow.

Small, short lace capes are also again 
in fashion and they are to be welcomed 
on account of their becomingness.

The over-blouse, or “Jumper” Is seen 
in many very charming styles. I no
ticed one last week cut away in deep 
neck outline with two tucks on the 
shoulder to provide an easy fulness. 
The armholes were finished with pretty 
little sleeve caps. It was worn over a 
dainty white blouse. Bretelles are also 
much worn; these can be made of rib
bon, silk, linen or cloth. As they can, 
like the jumper, be made from the left
overs from almost any dress, they are 
extremely economical. If the edges 
of the bretelles are piped the effect is 
generally more pleasing.

Have you seen the new thirteen-gore 
skirt? It has rather a wide flare at 
the bottom and buttons (if you desire 
it) straight down the left side of the 
front gore from the waist line to the 
very edge of the skirt. Personally I 
think, the buttons desirable, as they 
make the washing of the skirt very 
simple. It fits very snugly round the 
hip and is one of the most stylish and 
most desirable designs for a "tub” 
separate skirt. It is a New York model. 
The skirt I saw in this style was of 
white linen.

Another white line summer suit that 
came under my notice was very "fetch
ing.” It was single-breasted and semi- 
fitting, trimmed with hand-made pillow 
lace insertion and edging. The coat 
was short "pony” stylet the skirt nine 
gored, forming a box pleat, and each 
alternate gore had an inverted pleat 
with lace insertion.

Dark shades of linen are still much 
used for summer suits.

Scarfs and shawls, as well as knitted 
boleros and jackets are seen on the 
summer girl; indeed, this season she 
seems to be taking delight in making 
these garment^ for hersdlf. A few days 
ago I saw a dear old white haired Scot
tish lady, of about eighty years, pa
tiently instructing her granddaughter 
to knit loosely a most graceful scarf of 
Shetland wool. This would become a 
fashionable scarf, quite as dainty and 
effective as chiffon and much more 
durable.

thoroughly
the little ones Just now,

childish hats“Go west, young man. go 
wrote dear old Horace Greeley. I, be
ing a woman and therefore having the 
divine right of woman to encroach on 
the rights of man, have myself taken 
that most excellent advice to heart. I 
came, I saw and was conquered! 
have found “the little island over the 

” as our Yankee cousins term love
ly, fertile Vancouver Island, all that 
artists have proclaimed it. Nay, even 

for able writers have never quite 
delightful

Brown Bread: Instead of steaming 
brown bread on the stove, put the bread 
In a pail, place that in a larger pail 
half full of water, cover tightly, steam 
in the oven four or five hours. Have a 
moderate fire. This saves steam from 
going all over the house, also you from 
filling up the kettle, as you never have 
to look at it at all.

•x
merely small garden beds, but they 
are regular conservatories and bou
quets pinned on the corsage are more 
popular than our yellow roses, yellow 
daffodils, yellow broom, in fact all yel
low flowers are much in demand, doubt
less because broom is so much worn 
and yellow harmonizes so well with 
this shade.

In Paris and London smart women

Oh, Norine, mavourneen, tho’ long since .we met, 
The light of thyblue^eyes I ne’er shalf'forget; 
Tho' long since we parted on Erin’s green shore, 
My heart is still yours, as ’twill be evermore.

always b^n true,
I

Believe me, my Norine, I've 
For I could not be false, mavourneen, to you;
Tho’ beneath western skies I’m still forced to roam, 
My heart is with you and my old Irish home.

Maple Souffle: Melt three table- 
spoonfuls of butter and three level 
tablsepoonfuls of flour and when frothy I 
also gradually, one cupful of thin i 
maple syrup. When the mixture boils > 
remove from the fire and slowly pour 
over the well-beaten yolks of four eggs, 
then fold in the stiffly-beaten whites of 
four eggs and bake in a moderate oven 
thirty minutes, or until well puffed 
up and firm to the touch.

Lady Baltimore Cake: First for the 
cake, then comes the filling. Bream on? 
cupful of butter, using a wooden caV I 
spoon, then add gradually, while beat- | 
ing constantly, two cupfuls of fine 
granulated sugar. When very creamy 
add one cupful of milk alternately with 
three and one-half cupfuls of pastry 
flour mixed, and one sifted with two 
teaspoonfuls of baking powder; then 
add one teaspoonful of vanilla and the 
whites of six eggs beaten until stiff 
and dry. Bake in three buttered and 
floured shallow square cake tins, and 
put between and on top the following: 
Put three cupfuls of sugar and one 
cupful of water in a saucepan; heat 
gradually to the boiling point and boil 
without stirring until syrup will thread 
when dropped from tip of spoon. Pour 
syrup gradually on beaten white of 
eggs, beating the mixture constantly 
and continue the beating until of the 
right consistency to spread; then add 
one cupful of chopped, seeded raisins, 
one cupful of chopped pecan nut meats 
and five figs cut in thin strips. Crease 
frosting as soon as firm.

Golden pudding:

are wearing artificial flowers for cor
sage bouquets, 
tailors and dressmakers arç sending 
gowns over to London and New York 
decorated* most profusely with flowers, 
or rather flower ornaments, because 
they are really ornaments that resem
ble flowers.

more,
pictured Victoria the 
“homey” place it is.

As a child I loved to roam through 
the green wroods and lanes of deer old 
England, filling my pinafore with pink 
dogroses, pale anemones, sweet blue
bells and trailing honeysuckle, fre
quently browsing, as it were; but since 
then it has been my fate to live in an
other clime, where the winters are too 

for these well-remembered old- 
world blossoms to thrive. Here, in Vic
toria I find them in all their native 
luxuriance, even the “gilliners” that 
England’s Shakespeare loved to write

The Parisian ladies’The shamrock you gave me I wear on my breast, 
Close, close to my heart, where.your head used to rest. 
Tho’ faded and brown Is the leaf that was green, 
’Twas gathered in Ireland by my sweet Norine.

When sad is my pathway and .bitter my lot,
I think of my Norine, in her Irish cot,
And I stretch out my ar ms across the wide sea, 
Crying, “Norine, mavourneen, I’m coming to^thee!’*

These ornaments made 
from silk, satin, velvet or braid, are 
very “life-like” and very charming.

This is a “rose summer,” for the rose 
Is the flower fad of the season. Indeed, 
roses are everywhere. Roses, too, seem 
to transform ÿie most ugly hat into a 
truly picturesque and becoming chap
eau. Take for instance the extremely 
ugly hat of the mushroom species 
which we are all horrified to And still 
holding the fort this season in spite 
of the many rebuffs it has met with, 
because of its vast unbecomingness to 
most faces. The mushroom hat now 
massed with roses, built up as it were 
with beauty, is more delightfully pretty 
—a thing of joy to a fair face and most 
frequently becoming to even a plain 
one. I saw a mushroom hat a few days 
ago with glorie de dljon roses massed 
up high half way at the back, standing 
up much higher than the crown. The 
hat itself was of pale yellow chip or fine 
straw, and it was worn with a hand
some brown costume.

Little girls’ hats and bonnets this 
summer are the very quaintest and 
daintiest creations on record, 
velvet, chiffon, fine straw, gay ribbons 
in long streamers and fluffy roses and 
flowers in big bunches or small wreaths 
are used with almost as great, a pro
fusion for the wee ones as for their 
mothers. Many of the prettiest, too, 
are easy to make by the home-millin
ers. For Instance, the big leghorn flat 
hat may be trimmed with small wild 
roses or yellow primroses around the 
crown and tucked away picturesquely 
under the brim. Then some soft lou- 
sine ribbon about four inches wide, of 
the shade of the flowers, tied in a big 
rosette on top—brought under the flow
ers and crossed on the brim at the 
back and brought down and tied under 
the chin to form a poke effect.

Black leghorns which are so much 
worn by women are equally stylish for 
children. A graceful, becoming one 
might have for its trimming a thick 
wreath of white ox-eyed daisies, or 
marguerites, with streamers of black 
velvet ribbon, each consisting of a long 
loop and end that fall from both sides 
of the back to the shoulders. There are

severe Yes, I’ll hasten, my darling, hasten to thee, 
Brave white angry foam and a dark stormy sea;

A All thought of the perils and dangers I’ve seen 
Will be chased quite away by the kiss of Norine.

of. NORA LAUGHER.
The touch of the cool, bright ivy 

leaves and the sweet fragrance of the 
“gillivers,” which we term wall flow- 

not only recall to me the happiest
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ers,
days of my life, but every passing 
breeze that moves them seems to say, 
“This, this is home!” I believe it is 
this “one touch of nature”—the flowers 
of one’s own land, found blooming here 
that appeals so forcibly to the English 
heart, for Victoria is English, as Eng-, 
lish as the flowers she grows.

I have visited beautiful Beacon Hill, 
with its “field of the cloth of gold’ 
its brilliant yellow broom-patches. I 
have gazed ,at the stately swans and 
handsome dlicks on the miniature lake, 
the big brown bears in their pits, the 
monkeys, the eagles and the cats in 
their cages. I have hobnobbed with 
his mild-eyed sealship at his pond, and 
the saucy brown squirrel that bobbed 
up in his pen to eat the wild roses in 
my hand. I have revelled on the beach 
in the sunshine and returned home 
glad in heart and full in pocket — my 
coat pockets bulging with long strands 
of bulby seaweed and big pebbles to 
be hereafter turned into paperweights. 
Returned home to my cosy-corner to 
think over this strikingly beautiful city 
and to like it even better than I did 
yesterday—like it for its unrivalled 
goodly location, for its sweet sea-laden 
breeze and its old-world easefulness of 
life. Beautiful, picturesque Victoria, I 
love you more and more daily.

hostess, “don’t you know that she -was 
a rat in her former life.”

I am a great lover of domestic pets 
myself and never really like nor trust 
either a woman or a man who express
es dislike of the dear meaw-wow or 
bow-wow people. “A man that hath 
not music in his soul is fit for treason, 
stratagems and spoils.” A woman who 
ill-treats a dumb animal is fit for—the 
penitentiary.

I remember once seeing a cat at a 
summer resort in the United States, 
with its ears bored to admit of bows 
of blue ribbon being tied therein. I 
mentally noted its owners as Phlllistines 
and thought; xttie act a cruelty, but 
“Miss Mufrit, as she was called, sat 
on her tuffet, the sofa cushion, with a 
purr of approval and carried herself 
sedately as quite a cat of society.

A- cat witl^rlbbon bows in its ears is 
scarcely more funny than the Belgian 
cattle of present day which may 
be seen wearing earrings. Breeders of 
cattle are thiié compelled to keep a 
record of all cattle raised by them, 
..and each animal over three months 
old has a registered trade-mark which 
is engraved-on the ring fastened to its 
ear. After-^11, perhaps, an earring is 
not more comical than a nose ring.

wish the Humane Society 
would take .à1 tittle more active Interest

has really as much power for good as 
the preacher in the pulpit. That all 
the leaders of la mode do not recognize 
this fact and act accordingly is unfor
tunately too true. Of course there are 
bad women in society just as there are 
bad people in every sort and condition 
of life. A social leader who brings her
self Into close contact with pure wo
men and good men merely to influence 
them for evil is truly a worse and more 
dangerous character, a more degraded 
character than the lowest female of the 
demi-monde.

It is astonishing what a deal of 
harm a clever book may do when nt 
finds its way into the hands of children 
or $ools. Robert Louis Stevenson’s 
clever work, “The Suicide Club,” is an

Lace,
Four ounces of 

flour, two ounces of sugar, four ounces 
of finely shredded suet, two eggs, halt 
a lemon, two ounces of bread crumbs, 
two tablespoonfuls of golden syrup. 
Mix the dry ingredients together, then 
beat up the eggs and stir in the syrup, 
also the grated rind and juice of half 
a lemon. Pour into a buttered mould, 
tie flown with paper and steam one 
and one-half hours. Serve with a lit
tle hot golden syrup poured round.

Tea Scones : Sift a quart of flour 
three times with two teaspoonfuls of 
baking powder and one of salt; chop 
into this a tablespoonful of butter and 
one of cottoline or other fat. Mix in

illustration of this. This month two 
more Iowa school girls, members of the 
Suicide Club, are dead, making the to^ 
tal six, whose inspiration to form this 
strange and sad death-pact was formed 
from SteVenson’s story. One of the 
members/ whose young life was fortu
nately saved, has confessed that the 
girls were charter members of the club 
and that fifty others throughout the 
state have joined since. Of the ten or
iginal members, all but two have at
tempted to end their1' lives, arid th& 
lives of the other two .were saved by than they da in the matter of catti*

being ghipped on trains in this country. 
I sa^v a man on one of the principal 

She streets of Victoria brutally kick a 
small dog because it lay asleep on the 

I pavement. He would certainly not 
have escaped, without a severe tongue- 
threshing froin me had I been near to 
him. I witnessed the act from a win
dow. 5

a bowl with a wooden spoon, adding 
about three cupfuls of milk, or enough 
to make a soft dough. Turn out upon 
your board and roll with swift, light 
strokes into a sheet half an inch thick. 
Cut into rounds. Bake upon a soap
stone griddle upon both sides to a deli
cate brown ; split and butter while hot. 
Line a plate or muffin dish with a 
napkin lay ip. the scones and fold the 
corners of the' napkin over them.

White Jelly Cake: Two eggs, one 
cup of sugar, half cup buter, half cup 
sweet milk, one each a half cup flour, 
two teaspoonfuls baking powder. Beat 
sugar and butter to a oream, add yolks 
of eggs which have been beaten separ
ately. Next add milk, flour and bak
ing powder. Then add white of eggs, 
beaten stiff. Flavor to taste and bake 
in a moderate oven.

The delightful scenery, the salubrious 
climate and charming- Victorian hospi
tality, I have taken as a matter of 
course — as essentially English — but. 
■what has impressed me in no small de
gree is the uniqueness and the ubiquit
ousness of “Jim Chinaman.” He cer
tainly stands alone and he is every
where. On the street with his yoke 
“carry-alls,” on the lawn with the gar
den hose, in the kitchen cooking the 
dinner, on the verandah nursing the 
baby, and he may be even seen on the 
house-top with a hod of bricks and 
scientifically mixing lime for the en
terprising contractor. “Jim” is not 
only to be found as the man-servant 
and maid-servant within our gates, 
but in almost every other needful capa
city. The slatternly “marchioness’ has 
been superceded by the neat “Jim,” for 
Jim is neat in his white shirt'-coat—I 
have nearly written coat-shirt—tidy 
black pants and piebald shoes.

There are three things in this “bit of 
old England” that are extremely un- 
English—Jim Chinaman, the sturdy) 
native Indian and the tall, tawny- 
skinned, black bearded Asiatic. All 
three of these form interesting studies 
as British subjects; but the latter is 
certainly, to me, the most complex. 
Coming in Immense numbers to a coun
try that affects but scant welcome, and 
whose climatic conditions are most un
suitable, the Hindoo, with only a $2 
tax upon his turbaned head, seems to 
me an immigration problem most dif
ficult bo solve.

Many fine-looking Indians and half- 
breeds paraded the streets on Empire 
Day. “Jim,” too, was certainly great 
on the holiday. He turned out with his 
wife and the wee “Chinks” in all the 
glory of a long, scientifically pleated 
pigtail and enjoyed himself hugely in 
quiet, celestial fashion. Our own par
ticular “Jim”—custodian of our own 
well-garnished pots and pans—pur
chased a brand new pair of piebald 
shoes, elegantly embroidered with sage 
green silk, which he wore to the fete 
in the afternoon; but the yellow silk 
flag of his country was loyally dis
played all day in our pantry window.

All Victoria seemed to turn out for 
Empire Day, and beautiful lingerie and 
dainty white costumes were much in 
evidence. The stranger within our 
gates was manifest, yea, much of him. 
One could easily pick out the tourist 
by the earnest, searching look upon 
the face. He had the interrogation 
mark plainly stamped upon his visage, 
while the Victorian proper wore not 
only the Victorian holiday smile, but 
the out-for-a-good-time - no - matter- 
what-the - expense - may - be air, not 
usually so manifest. It was a good- 
humored crowd—the best tempered and 
jolliest crowd I ever saw, and the beau
tiful Gorage looked its loveliest. Per
haps hardly on this continent Is there 
a finer site for a city’s festivities. The 
Indian canoe races were marvels of 
skill and unconsciously took one back 
to the noble Hiawatha. Altogether the 
24th of May was a day to be remem
bered by the Victorian host and the 
guest at his hospitable table.

June, the month of roses, is also the 
month of brides—the most fashionable 
season of the whole year for weddings. 
The Victorians whose large gardens 
produce such a wealth of blossoms, 
should find ample scope for the newest 
ideas In “flower weddings.” Doubtless 
the many pretty brides-to-be in 
midst have well thought out this im
portant matter.

Notwithstanding the cry about osten
tatious display at weddings and the 
•xtravagant expenditure

I often

the merest accident.
I know a bright hostess of Victoria 

who is particularly fond of cats, 
possesses ' a very attractive animal 
which is a great pet in the house, 
was at her house the other! afternoon, 
when some bther visitors dropped in. 
After the usual amount of small talk, 
conversation turned to the feline race, 
and one visitor emphatically expressed 
her great and bitter hatred of cats, ad
ministering at the same time a some
what vicious cuff to the pretty fluffy 
creature that had just leaped on the 
couch beside her. 
had taken her departure a young girl, 
one of Victoria’s prettiest daughters, 
remarked: “I really cannot see why
Mrs. ----- can dislike this cat, she is
such an intelligent puss and so love
able.” “Why my dear,” smiled our

A Vancouver Island Farm.
"I saw the smoke that so gracefully 

curl’d
Above the tall elms that a cottage was 

near,
And I said, 'If there’s peace to be found 

in the world,
A heart that is humble can meet with 

it here.’”
On Tuesday afternoon I took a Gorge 

car, and walked through some luscious 
green meadows, to visit for the first 
time a really and truly Vancouver Isl
and farm.

The front of the homestead com
manded a lovely view of the Gorge and 
its most picturesque grove and road
way drive. With green fields and 
shady trees for a background, it form
ed an ideal spot. A quiet, restful place 
to refresh one in mind and body, just 
the place for one who has cobwebs in 
the brain to fly to, and pitch one’s tent 
for awhile, far from the turmoil of city 
life. As an ideal, simple summer 
home, it called up sweet thoughts of 
bathing, rowing, yachting. Ashing and 
plcnlclng with guitar or banjo, and an 
interesting novel, to say nothing of 
hunting for eggs in the hay-mow, 
driving the cows to pasture, or some
thing even more delightful than any 
of these, a good gallop across country 
on the pretty chestnut mare. Then, 
tired out, how one would welcome the 
return to the old homestead, where a 
Ane piano awaited one, and may be, if 
a chilly evening, a ’bright drift-wood 
Are on the hearth, which would con
jure up all sorts of old-maid reveries. 
What could one wish for more! But 
this is looking at the farm with the 
eyes of a city visitor, an Eastern 
broncho. The daughters of the house 
might take an entirely different view

of it. There were only two daughters 
at home that day, both nice looking 
girls and as clever as they were good 
looking. Girls that I imagine—for I 
did not hear them—could play the piano 
as easily as they could tend the poul
try. I have since learned that the eld
er bids fair to be Vancouver Island’s 
best songstress. The family Is large, 
and from those whom I met, I imagine 
a bright one and a helpful one, for 
None of the crops a farmer raises.

Or capital employs.
Brings back such comfort and such 

praises,
As a crop of girls and boys.
What with inspecting the thorough

breds, the young chestnut colt, the 
calves, the big, old goose tethered to 
the fence for fear she should walk her 
eight goslings to death, the scores of 
genial young turkeys, 
and yellow ducklings, with theit* anxi
ous hen-mothers; the big pet lamb, the 
tan collie that refused to be played with 
and the friendly black retriever that 
liked to be petted, the hours passed 
pleasantly. And how good did the hos
pitable hostess’ home-made brown 
bread and cake taste, how sweet the 
home-made golden butter, how delici
ous the thick, rich cream in the 
freshing "cup that cheers.”

It was just a short, rollicking, merry 
month of May holiday, to taste the 
beautiful fragrance of the pine woods 
and inhale the refreshing iodine-laden 
breeze.

But it was a day to be remembered 
because I, at least, gleaned (to para
phrase Shakespeare) :

“Books in the lapping waves, tongues 
in trees, sermons in stones and good 
In everything.”

How any intelligent woman can 
laugh at a dog when she sees it suffer
ing and shivering under a harsh word 
or pruel blo.w, pasties my comprehen
sion. Not many days ago I saw a 
handsome woman laugh at her horse 
because she knew the beautiful, high
bred animal was visibly affected by 
her angry word. Well, I did not say 
anything, but I thought much, and one 
of my thoughts was "If I were a man 
I would not marry that woman.”

theory

After this visftqj;
MRS. RITHET ENTERTAINS.

Mrs. R. P. Rithet was hostess at a 
delightful luncheon party on Wednes
day, when she entertained a number of 
her lady friends. The table was exquis
itely arranged, masses of beautiful 
white Aowers interspersed with grace
ful fern fronds formed, the A oral 
decorations. Among the guests present 
were, Mrs. C. E. Pooley, Mrs. Ward. 
Mrs. Stanley, Mrs. (Col.) Holmes, Mrs. 
(Col.) Grant, Mrs. D. M. Eberts, Mrs. 
(Capt.) Fleet, Mrs. Flumerfelt. Mrs. 
(Col.) Prior, Miss Pooley and Mrs. 
Genge.

TIMES9 FASHION HINT

merry chicks

PRIZES FOR MARRIAGES.

Cleveland Policeman Willing to Pay to 
Have Couples Spoon in His Bailie- 

wick.

Joe Goldsoll, patron of love-making, 
whose occupation is chief of the Cleveland 
park policemen, has announced that he 
will give prizes to couples who became 
engaged in the parks and afterward 
marry. A short time ago Goldsoll an
nounced he would throw open the ciry 
parks to couples who wished to make 
love. In fact, he invited cooing maidens 
and love-sick swains to his bailiwick and 
promised them immunity from interfer
ence. He forthwith instructed his cops 
to look the other way if a young man 
should kiss a rosy cheek. They were or
dered not even to smile when couples 
strolled through the parks hand in hand.

“A photograph and a statement of the 
circumstances surrounding the proposal 
must go with the prize park bride appli
cation,” said Goldsoll in explaining his 
offer. “Notices of park engagements must 
be sent to me without delay and a second 
notice should be sent the day the mar
riage license is issued.”

When asked why he had made such aa 
offer the chief replied 
spooning in the parks. That’s what the 
parks are for—a place for the love-sick. 
They’ve got mother’s front parlor 
all hollow for love-making.”

re-

V<

was. 
more of Mrs.

ridy,” and not being able to with
in society’s sneer she jilted the

What Good Cooks Are Making.
a X. Shad Roe Salad: After the parboiled 

roes are chilled, cut Into slices, sprinkle 
with salt and pepper and marinate 
with a little lemon juice. Keep on ice 
several hours. Line a salad bowl with 
lettWe leaves, mix a little watercress 
or parsley with the prepared roes and 
lay in the centre of the leaves. Cover 
with mayonnaise or a French dressing.

Tyrolienne Halibut: Cook one-third 
cupful each of carrot, onion and celery, 
cut In small pieces, and two sprigs of 
parseley In two tablespoonfuls of but
ter three minutes, stirring constantly; 
then add six peppercorns, two cloves, 
one-half Day leaf, one 
salt, two tablespoonfuls vinegar and 
two quarts of water; bring to the boil
ing point, wipe a piece or Ash weigh
ing two and one-half pounds, tie In 
cheese-cloth, place on a- trivet in a stew 
pan, add the court bouillon (as above) 
cover and let boil until Ash leaves the 
bones. When cold separate Into Aakes 
and mound In a salad bowl, cover with 
Tyrolienne sauce and garnish with 
thin slices of lemon, capers and gher
kins cut In shape of fans. s

Tyrolienne Sauce: To thrs>-»ou‘f".is 
of a cupful of mayonnaise, add one-half 
tablespoonful each of chopped capers

and parsley, one gherkin Anely chopped 
and one-half can of tomatoes, stewed, 
strained and then cooked very slowly 
until reduced to two tablespoonfuls.

Creamed Chicken; Cook in a sauce
pan two tablespoonfuls of butter and 
one of Aour, and.when this mixture is 
well blended add a little chicken stock, 
a cupful of roast chicken meat, cut in
to small dice, onion juice, salt and pep
per to taste. Cook for ten minutes, 
then add a minced hard-boiled egg and 
a cup of rich milk heated, with a pinch 
of soda stirred in. Serve In paper cases 
if you desire.

Ham Salad: A tasty salad Is made 
of cold boiled ham chopped very Ane, 
seasoned and mixed with half a pint of 
stock, In which two teaspoonfuls of 
jelatlne have been dissolved. As soon 
as the liquid begins to set fold In half 
a cupful of cream and the white of 
an egg, both beaten stiff. Turn the 
mixture Into individual moulds 
when cold and Arm serve on a bed of 
lettuce. Dress with mayonnaise.

Lemon Wafer Biscuits: Cream one 
cup of butter with two cups of sugar, 
work in two beaten eggs, a small 
of cold water and the grated rind and 
the juke of a large lemon. Add Aour

a con- "To encourage

\X
beaten

\ DRUGGING CHILDREN.

All so-called “soothing” syrups and 
most of the powders advertised to 
cure childhood ailments contain poison-

killous opiates and an overdose may 
the child.
Baby’s Own Tablets she has the guar
antee of a government analyst that this 
medicine contains no opiate or narcotic. 
They cam be given with absolute safety

When the mother uses
teaspoonful

STIFF LEGHORN HAT. to a new born baby. They cure 
gestion, constipation, colic, diarrhoea 
and the other minpr ailments of child
ren. Mrs. G. Collins, Hirkella. Man., 
says:—“Baby’s Own Tablets are 
most satisfactory medicine I hpve ever 
used for the minor ailments of child- 

I always keep the Tablets in the 
Sold by medicine dealers or 

>y mail at 26 cents a box from the Dr.
Brickviiie,

A chic little French hat model is here 
illustrated, the shape of which, though 
on the sailor order, presented one or 
two novel features. The brim was very 
wide across the face, the left side being 
even wider than the right. From back 
to front it was much shorter, the front 
brim especially jutting out only a few 
inches from the crown. The model was

in heavy stiff leghorn In the natural 
color, the underbrim being faced with 
dark gray taffeta. A large pale pink 
rose, one in gray, a bunch of violets 
and a creamy white rose were arranged 
across the qrown from front to back, 
under the brim being a pink rose with 
foliage and a bunch of lilacs, 
satin ribbon was folded about the 
crown.

theandpersonour so-

ren. 
house.”Black cupconnected Williams’ Medicine Co., 
Ont.
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TACOMA’S

CITY TO SPEND
Mil

A Complete Syste 
Beautifying the 

Charge of Cc

In view of the fac 
about to pass the coj 
and boulevards into 
board of commissiond 
of further beautifyin 
interesting to know 
are doing along simil 
has taken a forward 
tion, as the following 
News of that city, w 

The enactment of t
of the Metropolitan J 
first step in the pla 
coma with a series ofl 
ways that shall mak 
the most beautiful 
States. That law waJ 
Tacoma city attorney 
of the Tacoma board 
sioners. It was intro 
Jones, now a state 
sioner, and was pass] 
ture through Tacomi 
a law based on met! 
the larger cities of 
for Tacoma, it will p| 
eflt to every city of 
the state. Seattle haj 
it, and others will 
adopted it at the la] 
tion.

A clear .understand] 
be necessary to a con 
plans for Tacoma ; 
makes the park comni 
pendent corporation v 
diction extending ovj 
These commissionesrs 
by the people for ter: 
four, three, two and 
It is expected that tht 
commissioners wrill be 
from partisan politics 
dent corporation, owl 
but the people, the 
can work \fcith a fre 
a creature of a cit 
This Is the first fe$ 
law.

The second import 
old methods gives t 
the right to submit 
question of bonding 
for improvement. T 
then in park work 
debt against the city 
no debt can be cor 
work except upon a l 
The commissioners < 
jurisdiction beyond t 
on the application oi 
any suburban distrii 
become a part of the 
will enable the comni 
country boulevards.

With the adoption c 
coma, the park com 
were elected under it 
gan planning an ext 
boulevard system. Ii 
made before the law 
the residents of Ta< 
stood conditions ai|d 
to become effective.* 
Taylor was engaged 
ago as a supervising 
pare and submit a 
work has been com pi) 
for an expenditure •/! 
$1,500,000 for boulev$ 
for the purchase of n 
provements of the ol

The* boulevard sys 
driveways for a dis 
around the city. Th 
follows: Beginning ; 
of Yakima 
Point Defiance park, 
the park—on the blu 
waters of the Soun 
ridge that skirts th< 
city limits at the bo 
11, township 20, 
street. The connect! 
Ninth streth, north, 
Division and Ainswc 
to the Narrows’ dri 
is brought into this 
vard up to the gulch 
addition and Baker’s 
Junett street, and 
Ninth.

In the southern s< 
the system is as folio 
the south end of- Ta 
boulevard will 
park and to the w 
addition. From the

avenue,

rani

s<

coma avenue, anothe: 
along the water dit< 
street, South Tacom;

Another boulevard 
from the city 
coin park to Thomp* 
along Thompson av< 
street, cast along F 
avenue, and south or 
fourth, South Tacorm 
vard belonging to thi 
Thompson avenue to 
bia avenue to N stri 
M to Sixty-fourth, S< 

Seattle plans to sp< 
]ars on boulevand pi 
and also has large i 

system outlined fob T 
of any other Northwt 
f^ctly practicable ai 
Resigned by compete] 
* had originated v 
business men. It wli 
the attractiveness, b 
means for displayinj 
ness and the general 

The plans for the 
Present parks conterr 

Permanent animi 
^efiance, public cor 
wrlght park, the clo 
and Lincoln parks, ai 

all the 
Yakima
will be

park grro 
avenue thro 

paved. It wi: 
■ erted into a model i 
tas done by S. C. La: 

Part for the grove
with „.enUre park

lh the old board 
•loners, but 
016 Present board.

it has

VICTORIA'1 TIMES, . JUNE 1907.6 7

!

»

Z k
J

X

i

I

:

!

i

/

II

<

IA
11,

!

.8
: i

!

■

■

i
1

k
» ,1

S

-* V

i

■'-AH'

j3
'I
I

•i

oooooooooooo

to

ft.V
#ft.to

ft.

>00
00

00
00

-0
00

00

m
m

h
m

m
im

m
■

in
'-*

 à
*”

*'
ifH

fa
w

V
i"

^S
SB

ui
SS

SB
B


