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' CHAPTER XXVII,

CONTINUED.

The day was a terrible one for
them. They could not see any part
of the battle; but the grinding roar
of it rolled over the house, which
shook as if with an earthquake. It
seemed to them that they could hear
the despairing ery of the Americaus
as they fell crushed and bleeding un-
der the victorious columns of their
enemies., Mrs. Vernon kneeling in
agony prayed and wept. Mademoi-
selle de Sezannes cast herself upon a
couch and hid her face in the pillows;
but Pauline stood at a front window
straining her eyes and ears to see und
hear.

Before the middle of the forenoon
the thunder and the patter of the
fight gradually ceased, and soon
enough the broken and fear-crazed
columns of the British came wildly
straggling back across the plam,
What had been solid walls of red uni-
formed soldiers moving with rbythmic
vigor and eteadiness was now a con-
fused rabble, leaderless and dis-
persed, all flying away from an im-
aginary charging colomn of Ameri-
cans,

‘““Heaven be praised!” cried Paul-
ine. ‘““They areflying! They arede-
feated! They are driven backall wild
and routed!”

She precipitated herself npon her
mother in an ecstasy of joy.

Mademoiselle de Sezannes sprang
up and ran to the window, Offinthe
distance, as she looked belween the
orange trees, she saw men bearing
litters, rolling cannon, running, limp-
ing, gesticulating, assisting wounded
comrades, leading horses on which
lay dead officers—it was a terrible
sight; but in the first rush cf her
realization of trinmph she felt no
horror from the scene. She clasped
her hands together and gazed with
wide open tearless eyes.

It was nearly noon when the ser-
vants brought in breakfast; meantime
the British had disappeared, and a
great silence lay upon the plain and
the woods. The ladies had eaten
nothing for twenty-four hours, and
now, with the great reaction from the
strain of terrible anxiety, there came
hunger. But food did not seem to
attract them; theyran to the windows
and doors every minufe or two only
to turn away, disappointed, from the
desolate scene.

At last, however, a footlall on the
doorsteps was accompanied by the
voice of Colonel Loring.

““Miss Pauline, will you let me in,
plgse?" he called.

auline ran to the door and opened
it. At first she did not notice that
Loring was bloody. He stood quite
ereet, and his face showed no sign of
suffering.

*‘Come in,” she cried, ‘‘come in,
Colonel Loring. It is so good of yon
—we are so frightened, so bewildered,
so lonely.”

She exterded both hands with the
impulse of her delight at the relief
his presence afforded.

He inclined bhis hatless head snd
smiled in acknowledgement of her
greeting, and now she saw that both
his arms hung powerless, dangling
and bloody.

“‘Qh, vou are hurt, wounded!” she
exclaimed. ‘“Yon have been shot!”

*‘Itis of no consequence; some light

hurts that will give no trouble.”

*  He came in with a firm step and sat
down in a large armed chair,

““GGeneral Gibbs is killed; so is
Pakenham; indeed, they are all killed;
the army is destroyed, it destroyed it-
gelf.- What a set of doits they all
were!” Louing spoke rapidly, but
seemingly without much feeling.

Before he had finisbed there was &
knock at the deor. Mademoiselle de
Bezanues, who chanced to be nearest
it, flang it open,

Vasseur came in without ceremony
and stood bhefore Loring, his face
twitching with the ecstasy of terribie
passion. Immediately Le began to
pour forth the most Lorrible curses,
and between them he sandwiched what
bhe knew of Loring's past history. It
was a denuncintion at once eloguent
and bratal beyond deseription. Lor-
ing for once was nnable to meel an
exigency with a prompt bur. He sat
calmly enough; Lint he could not stop
the current. Vasseur, in his wild
wrath, seeing that bis victim was ap-
parently Llelpless, went with a rash
into the revolting details of the life
which Le and Loring had passed to-
gether as outlaws in Spain. They had
robbed a couvent, killing 2 nun to get
the jewels and precions stones after-
ward taken from Vassenr by Dierre
Ramean. He went on to tell how Lor-
ing and Pierre Rawmean were the same
man, and how Margaret, the robler’s
wife, had been murdered by him in
cold blood becanse she songht the
protection of a priest to escape bru-
tality.

It was a stery to chill the blood of
any hearer, and its double chwax was
reached when Vnsseur dwelt upon the
whipping that Ramesa had caused
him to eubmit to and the altempt to
murder old man Burns in the wilder-
ness of the Pearl-River conntry,

The ladies retreated before the hlas-
phemous torrent of mingled coufes-
sion, denuneciation and profanity.

Vasseur spoke so rapidly that bis |

say was s=oon eunded, and thea bhe
sprang ot Loring with o dagger.

“Die, Pierre Ramean!” he shvieked,
in creole patois., ‘“‘Die! Die!”

But Pierre Rameau had heard such

ragic commands before this. He had
played o part in tragedy too often to
be taken Dby surprise and laid out so
eanily.

“Fuol!” was all that he s2id; and,
rising with the promptoess of a steel
spring, he kicked the littie nan
tbrough the open doorway into the
yard.

Vasseur arose from where he had
fallen, put his hauds on his chest, tof-
aered for a few paces along the walk

! “*He loves rome one—Pauline!

toward the gate, then sank down, all
doubled together, and lay still.

Pierre Rameau stood gazing at the
crnmpled body for s moment, and
when, presently, he lifted his calm,
almost stolid eyes, he saw a tall form
coming through the gate.

It was Burns, The old man saw
him, and quickenkd his pace almost
to a run,

Ramenu turned sbout and passed
through the house without a word.
Going out, he crossed what had been
a vegetable garden, kicked some pal-
ings from a fence, went through and
was soon in the depth of the wood,

He was feeling the effect of his
wounde. Not only were both his arms
badly hurt, but a gun-shot rent in his
breast, though it bled little, was
weakening him rapidly.

Pauline saw him going away and
ran after him,entreating him to return
and have his hurts cared for. Some-
thing in his face had told her that he
was desperate, hopeless, and she felt
a great swell of pity for him rising in
her heart.

She had not noticed the fall of Vas-
seur or the approach of Burns. Just
within the gloom of the moss-hung
forest she overtook Ramean and
sprang lightly before him.

He stood still and looked at her. A
smile stole into his face; he tried to
lift & hand; but could only twitcha
shoulder. She was flushed and pant-
ing, her lips apart, her bright hair
disheveled. Her appearance seemed
to touch him with some deep emo-
tion.

“‘My sweet sister,”” he murmured,
then as if shaking off an illusion, bhe
sprang past her while she was pouring
forth entreaties, and fairly ran away
from her into the gloomy swamp
wood.

Pauline stood, like one in a dream,
with the words, “‘my sweet sister,”
ringing strangely as if from distance
to distance through her soul.

She saw, withont fairly realizing it,
the tall, gount form of Burns go by
with long, haji-feeble, half-vigorous
strides,

CHAPTER XXVIII.
A GLIMPSE OF LOVE.

That morning of the eighth day of
Jauunary was one of awful suspense to
the patriotic women of New Orleans.
Everything that could make life worth
living depended upon the issue of the
fight whose heavy Dbillows of sound
came rolling up the river to shake the
foundation of the city.

Madame Souvestre, as she stood at
the window of the chamber in which
Fairfax lay, held one hand upon her
heart. She felt it leaping heavily with
mingled dread and joy. Each throb
was for the brave men batiling down
there in the fog of morning, and each
throb was also for the handsome sol-
dier lsing within four paces of her,
weak and wounded, in her sole care.

The window-panes jarred with every
palpitation of the battle-thunder, She
turned now and again to look at Fair-
fax.

“Do not try to move,” she would
say; ‘it will hart you, Be brave and
patient; it will come out well.”

Then she would go and smooth his
pillows or adjust the snowy spread of
bis couch. Her tiny hands trembled,
and a bright rosy spot showed under
the petal-like skin of either cheek.

He tried to talk to her about the
battle, but she put one sweet hand
over his mouth and shook her head.

“Listen and be ealm, but, do not
speak,” she commanded; and he had
to obey.

“Monsieur Crapaud Crapoussin will
return after a while,” she went on,
“and he will tell us glorious news. I
know that our brave men are killing
{hose British; I feel it in every drop
of my blood.
erash and roll!”

She clasped her hands before her
and stood in an attitude of intense,
passionate nttention to the tumbling
and bounding din a# it seemed to fill
all spece by jars and throbs.

Fairfax gazed at her throngh the
shadows of the chamber, and, to his
feverish and misty imagination, she
appeared to irradiate a henvenly light,
s that a pale, tender aureole trem-
Lled about her. A peaceful languor
seized him, and he slept.

The streets were deserted and silent,
and zs the fog grew tennous and van-
ished before the coming of the sun,
the eannon roat seeme(d more distant.

Madame Souvestre wandered around
in the chamber, moving noiselessly,
covering her face now and again with
Ler hands.

Siowly the moments passed, She
looked at her jeweled watch; it was
nine o'elock, an.l the guns had almost
cecsed their thunder. TFairfax was
lreathing heavily, but his sleep
scemed natural.  She bent over him
end touched hus Lair with a fartive
1ender movement., How could he feel

locks?

‘‘Ab, Panline; you have come to me
again! How kind, how sweet!” be
murmared, *‘‘And the battle is over,
and we shall not be parted auy more!”

The little womau drew back from
the sleeper and tarned pale; then a
hot glow suffased her cheeks. She
trembled and held her Lrow with both
hands,

“Panline! Pauline!” she whispered,
Panl-
ine! But it may e bis sister. Yes,
yes, his voice was so gentle and ecalm;

| Pyulige is his siater.”

Onece more she cast herseli upon the
priedien and lifted prayerfal eyes.

A Dlack woman, with a spotless
white turban on her lhead, came ip,
carrying a silver tray with coffee,
which she placed on the table.  She
glanced nskance at Madame Souvestre,
and then silently withdrew,

The rich brew in the shising pot
filledl the room with its fragrance.
A plump-faced masenlive saint looked
down from a dark frame on the wall;

Hear how our guus|

a0 light a stroke on his loosely tumbled |

his lips appeared ready to ask fora
cup.

TFairfax awolke,
“Pguline! Pauline!” he gently
called.

Madame Souvestre sprang up.

“Oh! Ah!" he murwured, looking
at her inquiringly.

“You have bad a good sleep,” she
remarked, ““and you look refreshed.
Here is some coffee.”

“I have been dreaming,” he said,
smiling apologetieally, ‘‘and at
firgt——"

At first you thought Mademoiselle
Pauline was here.”

“‘How do you know?”

“You are not reserved. You speak
freely when you dream,”

“Do I? Well, it is all right if I did
not disturb you.”

“Disturb me? Oh, no, not at all.
I only heard you calling for Made-
moiselle Panline, She is your sis-
ter?”

“Tt was a most vivid dream. But
the battle! Have you heard? Do you
know how it is going?”

“You do not hear any more guns,”
she said, turning to help him with his
coffee, *‘but no word has arrived yet.
Surely, Monsieur Crapsoussin will
arrive soon,”

She put one hand under his head
and with the other held the eup to his
lips, while he took a hearty draught
of the pungent black liquid.

“Thank you, madame, That was
delicious—the best coffee that I ever
tasted; and I feel so much better.
Surely, there will be good news. But
what i that noise?”

Madame Souvestre set the coffee on
the table and hastened to the window.
People were rushing along the street,
shouting, gesticulating, grimacing
wildly. Men, women, children, all
appeared to be possessed by an un-
controllable excitement. Hats flew
up into the air, old men were bebav-
ing like boys. She turned toward
Fairlax with a great light in her face
and said: 2

“It is victory!
ing! Listen!” .

The tumult increased momentarily,
and above it all they heard voices
singing the ‘‘Marseillaise.”

A servant admitted Crapaund Cra-
poussin whose left ear was under a
white bandage that showed a stain of
blood.

“I{ is glorious!” eried he, pirouet-
ting across the floor, ‘‘and see, I am
wounded! A-bullet tore a gash in
my ear; I shall have honorable men-
tion. Baut, ob, it is a great victory!
We tore them all to rags!”

He went to the bedside and took
aLand of Fairfax between both of
his,

“Ah, monsieur, the whole plain
down yonder is red with dead British
soldiers, and our army is mnot hurt,”
he went on rapidly, almost out of
breath.

“Crapaund,” said Fairfax, “‘zo fetch
Mademoiselle Pauline Vernon here to
me."”

Madame Souvestre started and
looked quickly back and forth, from
Fairfax to the dwarf,

“Mademoiselle Pauline Vernon,”
she repeated, with a confused expres-
sion in her face, ‘‘ob, to be sure;
but-——"" she hesitated.

“T made a foolish reqmest,” said
Fairfax, quickly, *'Of course it can-
not be done. Forgive me; I fear my
strength has fallen off until my mind
is weak.”

“Np, no, monsieur; but you talk
too 1auch; you muss not do it. Cer-
tainly, though, Mademoiselle Vernoun
can come to my house to see you. Go,
Crapaud, order my carriage and bring
the mademoiselle here.”

She followed Crapaud out of the
room, and when they were on the stair
she stopped him and said:

«Is Mademoiselle Vernon his cousin
or other kin?"

‘“‘No, madame."”

“Is he her lover?”"

“Yes, madame.”

“Crapaud Crapoussin, if yon bring
her heie, I will kill you, do you hear?”

*Yes, madame.”

She wrung her hands and looked
down into the distorted face of the
dwarf,

“No, no, Crapaud!” she presently
added, her voice softening end the
tears rising in her eyes, ‘‘no, no,I am
foolish—I did not mean that— Here
Crapaud!” Sbe drew forth her purse
and gave him some pieces of gold,
picces hard to get in those days.
“Take this, and make haste! Go bring
Mademoiselle Vernon. Do you hear?
Hurry!"”

*'Bat, madame,” =aid Crapand,with
a sheepish smile as he pocketod the
mouey, ‘‘Mademoiselle Vernon is a
prisoner in the hands of the British.
I had to speak as I did to Monsieur
Fairfax, becnuse he ought not to know
that the mademoiselle is a prisoner,
It would excite Lim, kill him, to
know.”

Madame Souvestire's face paled, and
ghe trembled from head to foof.

“These are terrible timee, Crapand,”
ghe faltered, with a meaningless in-
fonation in her voice, “‘terrible times,”

He saw her gasp and loose her bal-
ance, He caught her in his sturdy
arms, lifted her with ense and bore
her up the steps into a chamber wherd
he laid her on o couch; then he ran
for her maid and sent her to Ler mis-
tress,

«Bah! It is very bad,” he muttered
to himself, *‘this way of the women.
It is always love and spasm with them,
Bab!”

He fnmbled the bandage over his
ear and grimaced hideously as he
looked at the Dblood that had ocozed
out npou his fingers.

Fairfax waited for what seemed an
age Lo him before Madame Soavestre
returned, Shewns pale, but the smile
on ber lips and the ready cleverness
of her manner hid from bim the fact
thaf she had been suffering, He kuew
that she Lad a brother iun Jackson's
army, o young fellow just coming te
wanhood; she bad spoken of hiwmoiten,
and be attributed her excitement to
uneasiness about him,

Crapaud Crapoussin returned at the
end of an honr and said that Pauline
was not at home, .

“‘She is very well, though,” he vol-
unteered to remark, “‘the servants told
me 90." .

“Thank you! I am glad you did
not find ber. I was balf dreaming
when T asked you to feteh her; it was
absuard.

Fairfax was looking at Madame
Sonvestre while he spoke. Something
in the depth of her eye as she mo-

I hear them rejoic-

mentarily returned his gnze was a rev-
]

elation; he felt a strange, sorrowful
thrill go through him, After all, her
kindness to him had brought her but
suffering, He was uware of this row;
the knowledge came to him through
ove of those obscure bat ever reliable
veins of consciousness by which we
receive ali of the most precious and
many of the most saddening impres-
sions of life.

Just then she thonght of her brother,
Why had she not inquired about him
of Crapaud Crapoussin? She felt
guilty and abashed, and her heart
throbbed painfully. Turning upon
the dwarf with a sudden flare of fret-
fulness in her face, she demanded:

““Why have you not told me of my
brother, Emile?”

Crapaud’s countenanee grew asben-
gray, and his usual clever glibness
forsook him wholly.

““Oh, yes, your brother — your
brother Emile is—oh, he is very well;
yes, he——"

“‘Monsieur Crapoussin!”

“‘Yes, madame, your brother——

“Mousieur!”

“Monsienr Emile, your brother

1"

"

is—

“Crapand!”

“Is dend—shot—killed!"

Crapaud bubbled these worls forth
as if frightened almost out of his
genses,

Thatafternoon they brought the dead
goldier home to his .sister’s house and
prepared him for buriel,

CHAPTER XXIX,
AT LABT,

Burps, when he caught sight of
Pierre Ramesu making his way through
the woods into the swamp, rushed
after him with the energy of one who
feels that the spurt of strength vouch-
safed to him is to be short and final.

The old man knew that to fail now
meant to fail forever. The terrible
excitement, exposure and effort of the
past fortnight had drained the cup of
his vitclity almost to the bottom. The
fire of monomaniacal frenzy had
burned so fiercely in his breast of
late that his eyes showed the effect by
a wild, steadfast, strained stare, not
unlike that of & dead man. When he
shamblel past Panline at the edge of
the swamp, he did not see her, so in-
tently was his gaze set mpon the re-
treating figure of the victim he longed
for.

“Kirk MacCollongh!" he ealled, and
the name rasped the woods like a file.
“Kirk MacCollough, I am coming!”

At the sound of the voice the dark
man halted and turned about,

“You had better come no farther!”
he coolly said. *‘Stop right here!”

Burns slackened his pace, but came
steadily apon him, fumbling mean-
time for the knife in his bosom, his
drawn feature set and rigid.

Rameau retreated, walking slowly
backward, fixing his tiger-like eyes
steadily on the old man’s face,

Pauline ran bnek to the house as
soon as Ramean left her; so she did
not hear the voices of the two men,
although they rang with strange dis-
tinetness through the moss-hung aisles
of the forest.

“Max Burns,” growled the outlaw,
with a certain harsh accentunation, *‘I

do not wish to injure you. Keep
off!”
t‘Ha! Ha! Injure me! You can-

not; I am beyond that. Injury is al-
ready bardened upon me like a mail,
Death itself cannot find a loose joint.”
He was speaking with the preacher’s
intonstion and his words had a sug-
gestion of the pulpit. “TLough you
be Satan himself, I will prevail over
you! Yea, now is your time come to
die!”
{(To ©= CONTINUED.)

Thistled ns They Died,

Tt was the fourth day after the late
General Lawton’s force had left Ma-
pila on its dash into Laguns. They
were appronching the town of Paete,
and a squad of five of Weissenberger’s
gsharpshooters, men from the North
Dakota regiment, were working their
way through the bamboo thicket. It
Lad been the boast of the North Dako-
tans that they had not as yet lost no
men in action.

Suddenly the squad received a vol-
ley of fifty shots from an insurgent
trench fifteen yards in fronf. Two
men were killed, one mortally wound-
ed, one slightly wounded, and the
fifth unburt, He was Slutland, big
and red-cheeked, He does not think
he did anything remarkable; but in-
stead of running he dropped behind a
rock, yelled for assistance and emptied
the chamber of his rifle into the
enemy, He held his ground till as-
gistance came, and then he joined in
the charge of our line, which emptied
the trenches,

Tuat night two North Dakota men
who knew that their wounds we:
mortal were lying on cots side L,
side.

“Let's smile and die game,” one
spid.

“We might as well whistle, too,”
was the reply.

They whistled until their breath
zave ont. and then they died emuling.
—XNew York World.

Three Chivalrons Young Men,

The age of chivalry is not dead. A
small girl was coming down the steps
of the elevated railroad. She came
down 1n jumps, one step at a time,
after the manner of small girls, and
sbe Lield nu open bag of candy in her
hand., Three young men, in the awe-
some regelia of correct young men on
their way to make a party call, started
to ascend the stairs, The small girl's
eyes opened wide and fixed them-
selves on the row of shining hats ap-
proaching. She continued to jump,
one step at a time, missed Ler footing,
and just saved berself from falling by
grasping the handrail. But the can-
dies Lopped high in the nir out of
the paper-bag and flew in a chocolate
shower over the three exquisites. For
an instant they stood amazed, staring
at the puckered-up face of tho young
lady in short skirts. She was the
first to recover presence of mind (and
Ler equilibrium) and atonce set about
recovering her chocolates, The three
voung men took the hint. And the
birds in the square near by twittered
with mirth to see three frock-coated,
gloved, high-hatted irreproachables
stooping and peering and bumping
ngainst each other as they gathered
up the sweetmeats of & maiden in
short skirts,—New York Commercial
Advertiser,
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New York City.—Military styles have

taken an acknowledged place and are

in great demand, both for house and
street wear. The glint of gold, the

MILITARY SHIRT WAIST.

straight standing collar, the strappings
and the brass buttons are all dear to
the feminine heart. The chiec May
Manton walst Illustrated includes all
the essentinl features, and can be re-
lied upon to give ample satisfaction.
As shown, it is of dark red silk flan-
nel, combined with black velvet, and
trimmed with gold Lraid and buttons,
but can be varied again and again.
The foundation is a fitted lining that
cloges at the centre front. On it ave
arranged the plain back, the vest and
fronts. The vest, which tapers grace-
fully, is attached permanently to the
right side and hooked into place at the
left, and Is finished at the neck with a
standing collar portion that meets that
of the waist. The fronts are plain at
the shoulders, but gathered at the
waist and are finished with applied
bands of the material.. The shoulder
seams are covered with pointed straps,
and the peck is finished with a regula-
tion military collar that closes at the
left side, where it hooks over invisibly
onto the front portion. A pocket is in-
serted in the left front that finishes
with a flap, but both it and the shoul-

beneath the jacket, also quite plain,
The soft chinchilla collarette was
thrown back and the huge muff was
carried in one hand. The jacket was
worn open to allow the white lace
waistcoat to be seen. This is a full
“blouse” front, the fulness restrained
in the following mannper: Four chaine
of pinkest corals strung on gold wire
meet on the breast behind a large coral
dish, which was really a clasp, or pair
of clasps. The chains ran up and
down to right and left. connecting the
upper and lower edges of the jacket
fronts with each other and with the
clasp. This is very beautiful.

The Smart Thing.

If yo r visiting costume ic of pastel
gray or a tender almond-faun set 't
off with one or two things. Do not
dream of purchasing a hat to match.
You will present a much smarter ap-
pearance if you choose either a black
hat, a mass of quilled chiffon ar-
ranged in waves, or a charming tur-
quoise, blue felt “platean.” Trim it
with ribbon to match or with feathers
the tint of your dress, and de not omit
1he correct touch of a few roses or rose-
buds at one side under the brim or in-
troduced between the superimposed
folds of a double brim.

Embroidered Slioes.

Evening shoes and stockings are em-
broidered in gold. White slippers have
designs doae on the toes in seed pearls
and goid threads. The white silk
stockings that are worn with these
have gold threads, in very delicate
patterns of embroidery, running up
over the instep.

T.ae Latest S1ik.

A novelty is phosphorized silk, so
called because the surface has a phos-
phorescent effect intended to suggest
the glimmer on the sea,

A Woman's Waist.

Fancy waists that include a waist-
coat coffect are exceedingly smart and
much liked, both for the odd bodices
and costumes made of ome material.
Silk, lace, chiffon and velvet are all
combined, and rightly handled give a

GIRL'S COSTUME.

der straps can be omitted, when pre-
The sleeves are in bishop
style, finished with narrow. pointed
cuffs. At the waist is worn a belt of
black veivet ribbon Lheld by = gold
clasp. :

To make this waist for a woman of
medium size three and three-quarter
yards of material twenty-one Inches
wide, three and a half yards twenty-
seven inches wide, three yards thirty-
two inches wide, or one aund three-
quarter yards forty-four inchies wide,
will be required, with five-elzhts yard
for plastron, collar and wrist bands.

Girl's Costume,

Little girls are never more charming
than when gowned in plaid materials
showing bright, vivid colors. The
--ery pretty little May Manton cos-
ame ilustrated in the large cut Is
made from camel’s hair cheviot woven
with mwuch red and lines of black,
green and yellow, and is trimmed with
bands of black velvet ribbon that
serve as an admirable foil. At the
neck is a V-shaped shield o¢f heavy
cream lace over plain red, finished by
a simple standing collar. )

The skirt is circular. with a single
geam at the centre back. The upper
portion fits snugly and smooihiy, but
below the hips it falls in soft. undulat-
ing folds that mean ample freedom
and flare.
ig lnid in an inverted pleat or can be
gathered, if preferred.

The waist is made over a fitted lin-
ing and, with the skirt, closes at 1le
centre back. The V-shaped portions
are faced onto the lining and the waist
proper is arranged over it The backs
are plain across the shoulders and
drawn down in gathers at the waist
lice. The frent is laid in two back-
ward-turning tucks at each shoulder.
which provides soft. full folds heiow.
anid also is gathered at the waist Hue,
The sleeves are soug, but not’ over-
tight, and are finished with roll-over
cuffs,

To make this costume for a girl of
eizht years of age four and three-
quarter yards twenty-one inches wide,
or two and a half yards forty-four
inches wide, will be reguired. with
one-half yard for V-shaped shield and
ten yvards of velvet ribbon to trim as
illustrated.

The Coral Front,

A stunning effect produced by n
beaufiful young blonde at an “at home”
where she was visiting was achieved
in the following manuoer: She wore a
dove gray cloth frock. "The skirt plain,
with mo fur or velvet trimmipg, fell

The fulness at the back |

most satisfactory result. The chic
May Manton design illustrated is one
of the latest from the other side, and
will be found desirable in every way.
The model is made from satin Aiglon
in pastel pluk with revers of cream
guipure over white, soft. full front of
white chiffon, and simulated waistcoat
of pink panne with band of “white or-
pameuted with small jeweled buttons.

The foundation is a fitted lining that
closes at the centre front. The back
proper is seamless, but is joined to the
frouts by mezns of under-seam gores.
The fronts are plain and turned back
to form revers. The full front, or plas-
tron, is attached to the right side of
the lining and is hooled over onto the
left, and the simulated vest is stitched
to position beneath the revers. The
sloeves, as shown, are tucked above
and below toe elbows and  wrists,
where they are finished with bandz of
lace. but, if preferred. they can be
made plain.

To cut this waist for a woman of
medium size four and a quarter yards
of material tweniy-one inches wide, or
two and a quarter yards forty-four
inches wide, with three-quarter yard
of chiffon for full front and five
eighths yard for simulated waistcout,
will be required when tucked sleeves
are used; three aund three-quarter

ANCY WAIST.

yards twenty-ona Inches witle. or oue
and three-quarter  yard forty-four
inches wide, when plain slecves are
used.

GOD'S MESSAGE TO MA

PREGNANT THOUGHTS FROM -

When We Look Back — The Golden Op
portunity = Look Toward the Goul=¢'
If This Year Were Your Last — Take:

 Troubles as Opportunities.

Another door, another path before us,

Leading along uncharted, unkug
lands;

We see the sail recede that hither

us,
Pilgrims upon the New Year's &
sands.
We halt a moment in the unce
shadows;
We pause a little in our onward track;:
Help us, O God, that straight may,
our pathway,
When we look back!

There will be trials: in their nudst'

hold us. i !
Ther; will be pleasures: smile upon
then, :
There will be sorrows: in Thine 4
infold us,
Thou who hast borne the sorrow.
lot of men! L
There will be days of storm and x
of travail; :
Like the young lions we may suf
lack; ey
But O, that we may see that God
led us

When we look back!

When the ripe year has ronnded
fruoition, =
And orchards bend, and  droops
laden vine, '
Grant that not all unfruitful prove
misgion; PRt
Give us a harvest-home of corn
wine!
So may we serve beneath Thy b
tion, ;
About the Master's business- x

slack; yhe
No tears shall fall from grief all una
lﬂg,
When we look back.
—Emma Herrick Weed, in Ch
Encravor World. 5 b

The Gulden Opportunity. '
All beginnings, both of days and
vice, shine with Christ’s presence
thrill with the incentive of His
Nineteen centuries since the comin
our Lord have had their ‘times of tril
of discouragement, of fear—the
tieth, opens with a light of hope
faith. Brighter and clearer grow
purposes of God through all the cha
of our years. There is shadow yet,
not for him who turns his face to
dawn. There are mysteries-of li
death, but there is Christ, the grea
of all mysteries, the dearest o
tlends. There are sorrows, losses,
but there is joy in God, and wealth
love, and help for overcoming., Wid
ing fellowship of service, enlarging ¢
portunity of work with God, deepenings
experience of life under guidance of tha
Spirit, fill our hearts with cheer, 1]
(solden Age is yet to come, the Gol
Opportunity of work with God
every day. There was never &
time to live, a clearer hope, &
field of witness. Serenity of faith,
ity of work, joy of expectation, I
| tor the perfect reign of lpve, crown t
new century’s life. God is with us
our toil and rest. This is the G
Opportunity, and in using it we b
on the Golden Age.—Isaac Ogden ¥
kin, in the Congregationalist.

Look Toward the Goal.

Christ was not of A. D. 80; no m
should you, Christ's follower, be of-
D. 1%01. Christ's foundations have gt
because they were pushed upward]
not sunk downward. He refused at lgz
point to anchor Himself to the world He
bad made. While helping it most E:
was most divorced from it. While look
ing with most loving practical sympa
upan the sore bodies and sorer hearts o
wortal men, there shone clearest in: Hig
eyrx the far-away look, the loek John
followed when he saw that there is t
be no more pain, no more tears.

For though a kingdom on the earth,
it is to be a new earth and a new hea
ven, and we are to bring it in by living
for it, and not for the old earth where
the Klondikes are, and the stock exs
changes, and the latest fashions, from.
Paris. If you wish to see plainly in the’
look beyond !

the next world. If you wish to help
men here, help them toward the heres =
after. In shooting, men do not look at. %
the musket, but at the mark; in living,
the wise man will look less at the earth
than at heaven.—Amos R. Wells, in
Christian Endeavor World. i
If This Year Were Your Last, :
Is this our last year on earth? Thisis .
not suggested to sadden any heart, but in
the secret records that are not open ta
our eyes, it may be written, “This yea® -
thou shalt die.”” The possibility i *
enough to stir our zeal and inerense all
our activities., “The night cometh, when
po man can work.,” How well it will
be, if there has been no loitering nox”
neglect of anything, while the day lasts.
If there is work in the church or coms=
munity that rests on us, let it not be
neglected or cast on others. It will soon’
enough fall on other shoulders. When
Wesley was asked how he would spend
the next day, if it were his last on earth,
he gave the outline of a busy day, from
early morning till late in the evening,-
and =aid then he would commit himself
to God and fall asleep and awake i’
glory. So let this year be spent as'if it -
were our last, filled up with labor and
praver and self-sacrificing devotion to ' .
Christ.  Whether this shall be our last’
seialr or not, it is possible to make it the
best we ever spent.  Everything is pro=
pitious; the promises brighter than ever,
grace in fuller measure, our hearts more
sanetified, and heaven nearer than ever
before.—Presbyterian.

nd’

Tuke Troublea as Opporiunities,
Away, then, with all feeble complaints,
ail meager and mean anxieties! Take
your duty and be strong in it, as God
will make you strong. The harder it is
the stronger, in fact, you will be. Un-
derstand, also, that the great question
here is not what you will get, but what
you will become. The greatest wealth
vou ean ever get wili be in yourself.
Take your burdens and tronbles and’
lossex and wrongs, if come they must
and will, as your opportunities, knowing
that God has girded you for greater

things than these.—Horace Bushnell,

Tor the land whither thou goest in to
possess it is a land which the Lord thy
(ol earcth for: the eyes of the Lord are
ever upon it, from the beginning of the
year even unto the end of the year,

It is gzood to begin the day, and begin
the year, especially to begin our lives,
with (1ad —\atthew Hanrv. \S

Cost 82125 to Shoot His Uncle.

For sending a bullet into his uncle’s |
groin Elias Bristol, of New Haven, Conn.,
was ordered to pay his elderly relative
89195, James A. Bristol, the victim of the
bullet, sued his nephew for $25.000. The g
suit caused wide comment among lawyers -,
becanse of the unusual step in instituting
a civil instead of a criminal action for the
assault,

Anclent Temples Unearthed in Siclly.

Excavations at Selimente, Sicily, have
resulted in valuable archaeological diseov-
eries. Four gigantic temples to Apollo
Minerva, Hercules and Juno and a grand
Acropolig have been uncovered. ¢ tem-
les had been overthrown by earthquakes,
ut all materials found belong to the
Greek (Alexapder) periods -+ ——




