A writer has said: —"‘The  ideal
woman is a creature of the imagina-
tion, but the real woman is a stub-
borr? fact, whose practical life leaves
little room for fancy. In youth our
ideal woman is an embodiment of
grace, beauty, culture and refine~
ment. No poet can express in choic-
est rhyme the excellencies of her vii-

. tues, the deptn of her wisdom, oOr

the breadth of her goodness. No ar-
tist, however wmasterly his hand, can
paint the so't texiure of her skin,
the loving en‘kusiasra of uer smi'e,
and the swaviness -of her hps, that
never uwitered words except such as
pure, truthful, and full of affection.
This is our ideal woman, but the
real woman is something ditferent ;
not altogether a creature of beauty,
yet not altogether a creature divest-
ed of beauty and grace. The real
woman is the patient, loving mother,
the substantial fact of the family.
The toiling, watching, unwearied dis-
penser of forts and bleasi to
her household and to society.r Not
always uncomplaining, but never
shirking the duties of her position.
The real woman is the woman of re-
solute purpose, who boldly takes in
her hands the fate of human lives,
end stends by her self-imposed du-
ties with unflinching will. No fal-
tering or misgiving, no matter what
the tide of events brings her,  she
breasts the storm, end shelters by
her own efforte those who depend
upon her.

The real woman is a being of cares
and many sorrows, often struggling
on to the end with concealed  dis-
appointments and aching heart, with
clipped aspirations and thwarted
hiopes, but her heroism and fortitude
never forsake her.’’

S

THE MOTHER-LOVE.

(From the Chicago Journal.)

The mother love—there is nothing
like it this side of heaven. It will
bear all things, suffer all things,
forgive all things, and through it
all smile up to God with unshalcen
hope. The walls of prison or asy-
lum cannot shut it out, The most
solemn verdicts of the highest earth-
ly courts cannot overrule it. 1’opu-
lar scorn of its object canmot make
it ashamed. Ingratitude, degrada-
tion, crime of any sort, cannot dis-
may it or weaken it. All the sins
and evil passions of the world can-
not taint or mar or corrupt it. Be-
ginning  before birth and lasting be-
yond death, it stretches from infini-
ty to infinity, blessing life as sun-
shine blesses the earth.

The world, which accounts itself
very wise, - will sacrifice little of its
peace or gomfort or patience for the
man who hes proven false to  his
manhood and has fallen under the
burden of his follies and crimes. But
the mother, wise with a love that is
all but divine, turns from all others
to this one, takes up the bleeding,
broken one in her arms and sacri-
fices her own life to him.

Words, money, all things else
are comparatively easy to give
away to the deserving. But when
a woman makes a gift of her daily
life, of all her affections, her friends,
all her happiness, ‘all her  wealth,
peace, comfort, to one who has been
faithless in every duty to her, and
has ever given her naught but negli-
gence and cares—then may men and
women: begin to measure. the purity
and force of unselfish sacrifice such;
as is found nowhere else in human
nature than in mother love.
s V\\\\.

l[ARY ANDF‘RSON TO ACT.

| Vaughan, s..r  the Tamous

London orphans. She has consented
to act three nights in scenes from
Shakespeare. Although many years
have passed since the then beautiful
young actress performed what had
been looked upon as an impossible
feat, namely, that of playing Shakes-
peare’s ‘“Winter Tale’’ at the old
Lyceum for 164 nights, doubling the
parts of Hermione and Perdita, she
still retains  sufficient charm to
rouse a London audience to enthusi-
asm.
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HOW TO LOOK YOUR BEST AT

AN EVENING PARTY.

Now how to keep from looking
like a ‘‘house afire” as to complex-
ion and all limp and disheveled as
to hair is a problem with most
girls at summer and fall dancee.
To my people anxious to enjoy
th the dekation of the
complexion is a very serious one.
One naturally wishes to look ome's
best at night, yet in the hot wea~
ther the face will burn in & Way
that is anything but becoming.
When preparing for the dance take
water that is pleasantly warm " and
put a spoonful of toilet oatmeal inbo
it. Sponge the face carefully, and
then wash it with a Hquid paste of
oatmeal and warm water (mixed in
the palm of the hand.)
Sponge again, and then dry with
a soft towel. As soon as the skin
is quite free from moisture, put a
little dry oatmeal into the hand,
rub it well over the face and leave
it on.
This treatment will be found most
cooling.
Just before the toilet is complete,

remove any trace of oatmeal and
rub a very little cold cream over
the face; then wipe it off with a

fine handkerchief. Powder the face
carefully with a reliable toilet pow-
der, being careful not to apply too
much, and remove any superfluous
powder, or any that has rested on
the eyebrows or lashes, with a piece
of fine chamois leather.

The application of cold cream pre-
vious to the powder causes the lat-
ter to adhere, and keeps the com-
plexion free from any appearance of
shininess even after dancing in a hot
room.

When the hair is apt to become
limp and out of curl in the evening,
damp it slightly with cold sweeten-
ed tea (a lump of sugar in an egg
cup of tea) previous to curling. This
simple treatment in no way injures
the hair, and helps greatly to keep
it curly. i

The days of heavy perfumes are
long since past, - but many ladies
nowadays like to use one particular
scent and that only which they
make their own. - Violet perfume is,
perhaps, the most popular for this
purpose.—McCall's Magazine.

MOTHER'S WORK.

‘“‘My mother gets me up, builds the
fire, and gets my breakfast and
sends me off,’”” said - bright youth.
‘““Then she gets my father up, gets
his breakfast and sends him off. Then
she gives the other children their
b a.ot and sends them to
80| she and the baby hnve
their bre‘klut e

‘“How old is the baby?" asked the
reporter. 3

“Oh, she is 'most two, but she
can talk ‘and walk as well as any’|
of us.”’

““I.get two dollars a week, and
father gets five dollars a day.’.' ‘
‘““How much  does your
get 2

With a bewildered look the
salid—“Mother !
work for anybolly.”
I thought you said - shé
for all of you.”
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dropping her purse in her lap, again
drew on her glove, I don’'t think
there was a man in the car  who
was not quietly watching this beau-
tiful woman, ' for she was qne of
God’'s own creatures who would
make a man better only to look at.
Then—She had no tan shoes, too,
and they peeped out just a trifle
from under her tan skirt. She lean-
ed back on the seat, and her right
foot came out just a little farther
from under cover, and—oh, horror!
A wee bit of broken skirt braid, a
bit about an inch and a half long
just a little frayed, showing that it
had not been broken recemtly, hung
over the mice new tan colored shoe.
That was all. The stoek of the
beautiful woman went down 99 per
cent. with a plump.
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IFACH‘ILDCOL!ES.

Francis Xavier, the great .'csuit
missionary, exhausted by days and
n,lg*hgs of serving, said to his at~
tendant: “I must sleep! I must
sleep! If I do not, T shall die. If
any one comes—whoever comes—
waken me not. I must sleep!”’ He
then retired to his tent, and his
faithful servant began his watch. It
was not long, however, till a pallid
face appeared at the door, Xavier
beckoned eagerly to the watcher and
said in a solemn tome. “I made a
mistake. I made a mistake. If a
little child comes. waken me.”"

‘“MAKE UP” IN TIME.

How many friendships have been
broken off ‘by trifling things—a fan-
cied or real slight, brought about
by one's feeling out of sorts or
cross—something never intended to
mean much, says a contemporary
writer, and never intended to be
lasting, and mever intended to
count above all the kindly acts and
helpful friendship of the past: We
quarrel with our best friend over
some little thing; we are both of us
cross in the first psace; bitter words
are spoken between us, we part in
anger, and for days pass each other
by without. a glance. Is it because
we have mot- forgiven the unkind
things said? Is it because we have
not repented of the unkind ~words
we have spoken ? . Is it because our
friendship has  ceased? Not' so; it
is only because foolish pride keeps
each of us from “begging pardon’—
from being the first to ‘‘make up.’”
1t the other would only say ~ ome
tiny word—would only begin to say
one tiny word first, toward meking
up, how gladly, - how very gladly,
would we claim our own fair share
of the bladhe. Ah!  how ghﬂly

| trifling act, a mere notlﬂnc - when

looked at in a calm, unbiased light.
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COLLEGE PILLOWS..

Postal cards of leather, with pic-
tures burned on them, will be fa-
vorite gifts to college girls &ndcol-
lege youths this fall. A youth who
has won his laurels on the athletic
field would appreciate a pillow . of
chrome canvas bearing cards = of
burnt leather, representing points in
skotching their own pretty faces in
caricature om the leather.

IMPROVE YOUR VOICE:

“What & (.ot voice ‘hat  girt
has,” I nea i ecme one say as Eli-
zabeth ran across the street to
‘meet Emily, calling out her cheery
good morning. It was indeed a
sweot voice, and had carrying pow-|

, clear @s a bell” or a bird note,
yct it was not loud. Voices are as
different as faces. We pay a great
deal of in this ¥y to
training the singing voicé, and we
are ‘willing to pay teachers - large
prices to develop ‘the fine. soprano or
the rich contralto that every ome md-
mires. But far too little trouble is
taken with the speaking voice, and
it is a pity, for we sing omly occa-
sionally, and most of us talk from
morning till night.

If you hear a group of girls talk-
ing on the campus or in a street car
you are often pained by their lack
of melody in their voices. Some are
harsh and rough, others are nasal ;
some are muffled and croaking; a
few are pure and sflvery. Shakes-
peare, who was an acute observer,
in speaking of ome of his heroines,
said: ‘‘Her voice was ever soft,
gentle and low; an excellent thing in
a woman.” First and last, you

ttonti

[ find a good many allusions to voices

in Shakespeare. There are families
in which each seems to try whether
or not he or she can be heard by
speaking so loudly as to drown the
rest. This is always a mark of very
ill-breeding. No well-bred person
screams or shouts in the family any-
where. A Jow voice may be heard
quite as effectively  as one that 'is
loud and shrill, if its possessor has
learned the art of managing it pro-
perly. Even in a large building a
person who speaks slowly, giving
every word its full value, and throw-
ing the voice from the chest instead
of from. the head. will be heard dis-
tinetly. In order to have a
agreeable voice a gjrl should .prac-

“tice deep breathing several times a

Hay in the open air
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PERFUMING A ROOM.
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Old thanks, old thoughts, old aspi-
rations,
Outlive men's lives ud lives of na~
tions,
Dead, but for one thing which sur-
vives—
The inalienable and unpriced trea-|
sure, 1
The old joy of power, the old pride
of pleasure,
That - lives in light above men's
lives. :
—Swinburne.

@ THE ANGELUS.
Bells of " the Past, whose long-for-
gotten music
Still fills the wide expanse,
Tingeing the sober twilight of
Present J
With color of romance! by

e
A

I hear you call, and see the sun des-
cending
On roek and wave and md,
As down the coast the mission
voices blending,
Girdle the heathen land.

Within the circle of your incantation
No blight nor mildew fails; ;
Nor fierce unrest, nor lust, nor low
ambition
Passes these airy walls.

Borne on the swell of your long
waves receding, A

I touch the farther Past—

I sea ithe  dying glow of Spanish

dqrmn—

—Bret nu-u

dream,

screen,
braced

green.

call.

And hands will
Lane.

stray

speech
birds

‘words;

&’Ilk. falter and are still;
And vllled ﬂld mystic, like the Hosy

There slender harebells

Save where by deeper woods

Cool shadows linger dim

And  woo each other,

—=L. M. l&ntgomery.

3 Wﬁo faith of old—
wh‘ bells, that lulled with
Awilight music
'!b -ymtul fold?

Y(N! voh- break' and falter in the
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IN LOVERS' LANE.
Smmd
T know a place for lagging feot
Deep in the valley where the breezs
‘Makes melody in Mohened boughs
And murmurs low -love-Mtanies.

2y

nod and

And pale wild-roses offer up
‘The fragrance of their golden hearts
As from some incense-brimmad cup,

It holds the sumshine sifted down
Softly through many a beechen

em-

and

A.pd there my love and I may walk
And harken to the lapsing fall

Of unseen brooks, and tender winds,
And wooing birds that sweetly

And every voice to her will say
~What I repeat in dear refrain,
And eyes will meet with seeking cyes

clasp in Lovers'

Come, sweetheart, then, and we will

Adown that valley, lingering long
Until the rose is wet with dew
And robins come to even-song;

borrowing

Of love from winds and brooks and

Until our sundered thoughts are one
And hearts have no more need of
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NUMERICAL PUZ

My whole is a large city
My 1, 2, 8 is a human b
My 8, 9, 10, 1, is & divis
year.
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2.

3,
fishs
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, 2, 8, i8 to'de
, 7, are insects,

RIDDLE-ME-REE

My first is in cow, but &
My second is in diag, bu
pull.

My third is in rat, but n«
My fourth is im M‘v’.

house.

My fifth is in hake, but x
My sixth is in touch; but
My seventh is in nation,

people. ¥
My eighth is in ww G
steeple.

My ninth is in many, bu

few.
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