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(G(AY CARRIE CARELESS

ACCUSES A WOMAN OF BEING IM-
MORAL BECAUSE SHE CAN COOK.

How a Woman Can Attracta Man in a Thou-

| and the ,u'mv' de resistance, so to .~pvak. of [

the room. The sweetest dressing table is
all of glass, and is provided with two
shelves, an upper shelt and a lower shelf.
| These are of bevelled glass, and are held
" in place by beautitul gold legs.

sand Ways—Dainty Ways of Fixing the | iyl a bevelled glass cover on top, and is

Dressing Table—A Girl's Hair as it Ap-
peared When Only Half Bleached,
New York, May 13.—That dear Rud-

vard Kipling accuses one of his heroines
of being immoral—positively immoral—
because she said she could cook. The
said heroine had come temporarily into a
soldier’s headquarters to look after his
comfort, and was making things so very
attractive that the soldier himself was weak-
ening, and was even half guilty of wishing

To

that his furlough might last forever.
cap the climax and to secure a permanent

X
CSSCATTERING THE SEEDS OF DISSATISFAC-
rox.”
minx

the little

resting place for herself,

h-mp!wl him past all endurance by \;1.\in;
that she could cook—actually cook. Man-
like this attraction was too much for him,

and he came near entangling himself too
clm'lnl'\ with the siren, who could )nn-_\hi(-
over the In_\\tt‘l'i!'\ of the tea kettle and the
frying pan Fortunately for the welfare
of his country, the soldier was rescued, ere
ln't:l\H'«l;ui'thv savory dishes  which  the
temptress -a modern Eve—would have
prepared for him.

Just as immoral, so say the men, is it
for the girl of the period to get herself up
in the altogether bewitching spring styles
and parade the streets, as it to charm the
men with the fascinations of her get up.
How does she go to work, this spring girl,
to look so lovely 7 How does she achieve
the grace, the pretty color the fawn like
carriage, and the charming yet dignified
demeanor which we see every moment as
we walk the streets of a fair day?

First of all she washes her hair and then

she washes it again. She washes it until
all the oil and stickiness 1s out and there

remains only the light fluflingness and half
curl which we all admire so much. Then
sometimes, all alone,and sometimes with the
aid of her hair dresser, she coils a lovely
knot on the back of her head, and sticks
into it a great jeweled dagger, so pretty
that you cannot resist asking her a ques-
tion or two about it. T'he front of her hair
\hu‘ H!l”'\ llp l!il‘t't'tl.\' over thv Illilll”(‘ of ]n X
forehead and draws the sides down, pre-
serving the oval of her face, a la Mrs.
(leveland, and finishes the destructive work
by sticking in pretty gold hair pins wher-
ever Ill(']'(‘ i.\ aln excuse ’“" one.,

On top of the captivating head, she
spikes her hat with a wavy brim and a rose
upon the crown. At the back of the hat
are some feather tips, some lace, a few
jeweled pins, and I don’t know what else.
A beatle, maybe, or a small lizard, or
something else from out of the animal king-
dom—but the effect is pretty.

And then the rest of her attire? Oh my!
Oh my! You have seen it, you know all
about it. It was a pity, yet a pleasure to

AN OUTING.

SHE GOES FOR
just run over its fascinations. There is the
bodice, fitting as tight as the skin, and sug-
gesting a plump loveliness underneath.
There is the high collar, ever so high at the

back of the neck and low enough at the |

. able disease to further pursue our muscular

front to show the pretty little hollow which |

grows underneath a woman’s chin. And
the skirt! St. Denis heip the men as they
gaze upon the beauteous outlines of the
modist girl’s skirt. It is skimp and it is
scant, so very skimp and so very scant that
it looks as if the woman had bought just
enough material for a pillow case, and had
sewed it up at the sides, leaving the ends
open so she could jump in and sally forth.
No petticoats are worn underneath this

tight skirt, and no gathers or tucks break |

up the long lines.

It is immoral, reaily !

immoral, to go forth arrayed so attract- |
ively, for, as a man himself was heard to |

say, ‘‘No woman can come down town in |
| precious little brainto the nice worthy object
' ot making himself pretty and attractive.

such a rig without scattering the seeds of
dissatistaction.”

A girl’s dressing table is the pride of her |

room. Slle may havc

collection of photograp
lows, far exceeding in number that of her
envious girl friends, she may have a gum
board of real rosewood, five dozen sachet
bags, and a night-gown case of real Japan-
ese silk ; yet with all these glories, to out-

shine it, the dressing table is the pride, |

[)retty pictures, a |
s of her best fel- |

{ They are the girlish young men, the lady-

' about this boom to humanity, he will have
' fulfilled a glorious mission.

just a plain table elsewhere. On top ot
the table go the silver manicuring imple-
ments. the celluloid brush and comb and
the ivory-backed glasses and brushes. Be-
sides this there must be the dozens of
little fancy boxes, powder, and pufls and
bottle of cologne and perfumery. To make |
these bottles more ornamental manufac- |
turers have supplied beautitul cut glass |
pitchers and odd shaped things filled with
perfumery of all colors. One can thus, if |
she be a dainty Miss, and particular as to |
the appointments ot her room, have her

perfumery to match the general color of

the boudoir

| saw a gil'l last week with the funniest
looking hair 1 ever beheld. At first |
thought it was the odd light in  which she |
was seated.  For she was at the matinee,
and sat in one of those _\!'”H\\ cold lights
of‘the Casino. Her hair as it looked to
me was auburn in front with vellow shades
upon it.  Further back it was red, and the
coil at the back of head
streaked with red and black. 1 asked her |
about it later, for she was a good natured
little thing and willing to enlighten [iter-
ary women who wished in turn to enlighten
the world.

She explained it thus.
she got a dye at the drug store warranted |
to take the color out of naturally black |
hair upon twenty applications. Her hair
being very thick was somewhat unmanage-
able, so she found that it not be
convenient to \||:nn[mu it with the bleach
cach day, and that she must be contented

Ill‘l' N‘“l“l'll

IFor a few cents

\\'lb"lil

with niilyluin: it twice or thrice a week.
“Every night I wash my bangs in the
bleach and every other night T wash my

top hair in it—vou know that part of the |
hair that a eirl frizzes and catches back |
under her Psvehe knot. The back | wash |
nnl.\ twice a week and that accounts for |
Illt' \}v:lti"\ in color. ‘

““The front hair has been washed just
twenty times, for I have had the bleach
just twenty days, so it is a nice, lovely |
The middle hair has been washed ‘
now at the red

|
|
|
|
|

auburn.

ten times, and it 1s only ,

| An’ chars an’ hose-hair sofies wuz

|

|
|

|

GOT A LITTLE RASIH.

state, not exactly red nor vet black, a sort |
ot mud color you see, but it is fast becom- |
ing auburn. The back is all streaked with |
red and black and I am almost in despair |
of ever getting that lovely auburn hue that
you upon my bangs. But I shall |
keep right on, for that dear, sweet druggist
said that it would surely do the work, and
that he had scld it to ever so many girls,
and every one of them had become a lovely |
strawberry blonde.” : {
i
|
|
|
|

see
i
|

A little excitement was occasioned last
week at a girl's athletic club, by a discus- |
sion which arose as to the possibility of this
being an invalid’s summer. Every one has
had the grippe, you know,and nearly every
one has been left with weak  spot
which is liable to attack from sudden colds.

It was the fashion to have the grippe
and it is the fashion now to have a weak
spot as the result of the grippe’s ravages.
It may be one’s heart that is weak—that is.
perhaps the swellest thing to  have—or it
may be that one is subject to rheumatism— i
voung Mrs. Blaine made this fashionable a
year ago—perhaps a trifling trouble to the
eves, brings havoe to the constitution, or
the system may be so delicately framed
that alinost anything is liable to set in.

“Shall we or shall we not be semi-in-
valids this summer ?” was the question dis-
cussed at the Athletic ‘‘club.” Shall we go
on punching imaginary adversaries and
trying to pick a spot in the wall or shall we
rest upon the laurels which we earned in
athletic fields and declare ourselves too
much debilitated by the season’s fashion-

some

exertions "

You have heard of the third sex, the
young men who are almost like girls be-
cause they walk with their hands in front
of them and employ their leisure hours in
doing drawn work, and working on canvas.

like gentlemen who are rather nice to
have around when one is out taking
Fido tor an airing, or dcing a little light
shopping. Of course, no girl wants to lean
her head upon one of these lady-like bosoms
nor does she care to have her hands squeezed
by a soft feminine hand, but she enjoys
these young men because they are some-
thing new to look at, and she likes to have
them around and to give them help and
hints about the fancy work upon which
they are engaged. One of them last week
embroidered a sofa cushion, and when his
best girl suggested that he extend his in-
dustry to embroidering suspenders, he did
not seem averse to the proposition.
Somebody says dip t{,le feminine young
man up and down several times in a pool
of clear cold water; but no, it is not best
to do so, let him go on and devote the

Maybe when the manish woman sees how
unattractive is the womanly man, that she
will turn from the error of her ways, discard
the derby, the boiled shirt and the cut-a-
way ; and become a nice womanly woman
once more. If the feminine man brings

| For,

Another ‘
kind of a dressing table less expensive has |

|
|
|

1
|
|
i
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3
|

| Sech ez poets an’ perfessers, an’ last,

“You bet yer boots,” sez Hoover, “I've

| An’ bein’ how that poker wuz my

| *’Nd I reckon that he had what
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THE CONVERSAZZHYONY.

| What conversazzhyonics wuz, I really did not

know,

spell ago;

The camp wuz new 'nd noisy, 'nd only modrit
sized,

8o fashionable sossiety wuz hardly crystallized.

There hadn’t been no grand events to interest the
men,

But a lynchin’, or a inquest, or a jackpot now an’
then,

The wimmin-folks wuz mighty searce, for wimmin’,
8 u rool,

Don’t go to Colorado
school,

An’ bein’ scarce an’ chipper and pretty ( like as not),

The bachelors perpose, 'nd air accepted on the spot.

much, excep’ for teachin’

Now Sorry Tom wuz owner uv the Gosh-all-hem
lock mine,

The wich allowed his better
fine;

For Sorry Tom wuz mighty proud uv her, an’ she
uv him,

Though she wuz short an’ tacky, an’ 4¢ wuz tall an’
slim,

An’ she wuz edjicated, an Sorry Tom wuz not,

Yet, tor her sake, he'd whack up every cussid cent
he’d got!

Waal, jest by way uv celebratin’ matrimonial joys,

She thought she'd give a conversazzhyony to the
boys,—

A peert an’ likely lady, 'nd ez full uv cute idees,

'Nd uv etiquettish notions ez a fyste is full uv fleas.

half to dress all-fired

Three-fingered Hoover kind uv kicked, an’ said
they might be durned,
So fur ez any conversazzhyony wus concerned

He'd come to Red Hoss Mountain to tunnel for the

ore,

An' not to go to parties—quite another kind uy
bore!

But, bein’ he wuz candidate for warshal uv the
':\!III‘.

| 1 rayther had the upper holts in arguin’ with the

seanp
Sez l, “Three-fingered Hoover, « an’t you see it is
ver game
To go for all the
same 2"’
The wich perceivin’, Hoover sez, *“Waal, ef I must,
I muxt;
So I'll frequent that conversazzhyony, ef I bust!”

votes you kin an’ collar uv the

Three-fingered Hoover wuz a trump! Ez fine a
man wuz he

Ez ever caused a inquest or blossomed on a tree!

A big, broad man, whose face bespoke a honest
heart within,

With a bunch uv yaller whiskers appertainin’ to

]|i~ ( |bill,

i fierce mustash

cars wuz hid

Like the picture that you always see in the “Life
uy Cap’n Kidd.”

His hair wuz long an’ wavy an’ fine ez Southdown
"l‘(""'.

Oh, 1t shone an’ smelt like Eden when he slicked it
down with grease!

I'll bet there wuzi’t anywhere a man, all round, ez
fine

'Nd turnt up <o fur that both his

| Ez wuz three-fingered Hoover in the spring uv 69!

The conversazzhyony was a notable affair,

The bong tong deckolett *nd en regaly bein’ there;

The ranch where Sorry Tom hung out wuz fitted up
immense—

The Denver papers called it “a palashal residence !

There wuz mountain pines an’ fern an’ flowers
a’hangin’ on the walls,

a-settin’ in the
halls ;

An’ there wuz heaps uv pictures uv folks that lived
down east,

the

but not

least,

| Wuz a chromo uy old Fremont, we liked that best,

you bet,
For there’s lots uv us old miners that is votin’ for

him yet.

When Sorry Tom reccived the gang perlitely at the
door,

He said that keerds
second floor;

And then he asked us would
ody vee,

Connivin’ at his meanin’, we
“wee.”

would be allowed upon the

we like a drop uv

responded promptly,

[ A conversazzhyony is a thing where people speak

The langwidge in the wich they air partickulerly
\\‘1‘“‘\:

“] see,” sez Sorry Tom, “you grasp what that ’ere
lingo means,

lived at
Noo Orleens,

An’ though I didu’t no Frenclhie, nor kin unto the
same,

I kin p;ll'l_\' voo, an’ git there, too, like Ifli, toot lee
maine!”

As speakin’ Frénch wuz not forte—not even
oovry poo,—

I stuck to keerds ¢z played
parley voo,

my

by them ez couldn’t

most ln-l‘ﬂ:'i(,‘llf

game,

| T poneyed up for 20 blues an’ set into the same,

Three-tingered Hoover stayed behind and parly-
vood so well

That all the kramy delly krame allowed he wuz the

belle,

other

show;

For, while Three-fingered Hoover parlyed, es they
said, tray bow,

Bill Goslin didn’t know enough uv French to git

along,

The candidate for marshal didn’t have a

folk= might call a

movy tong.

From Denver they had freighted up a real pianny
fort

the warty-leg
kivver sort,

Uv an’ pearl-around-the-keys-an’

| An’, later in the evenin’, Perfesser Vere de Blaw
Performed on that pianny, with considerable eclaw, |

Sech high-toned opry airs ez one is apt to hear, you
know,

When he rounds up down to Denver at a
Abbitt show,

An’ Barber Jim (a talented but ornery galoot)

Discoured

Till me, ez sat upstairs indulgin’ in a quiet game,

Conveyed to Barber Jim our wish to compromise
the same.

Emmy

maynoo that wuz spread that night wuz
mighty hard to beat—

Though somewhat awkward to pernounce, it wuz
not so to eat!

There wuz puddins, pies an’ sandwidges, an’ forty
kinds uv sass,

An’ floatin’ Irelands, custards, tarts, an’ patty dee
foy grass;

An’ millions uv cove oysters wuz a’settin’ round in
pans,

*Nd other native fruits an’ things that grow out west
in cans.

But I wuz all kuttummuxed when Hoover said he'd
"II()(IP‘('

“Qon peety morso, see voo play, de da cette Char-
lotte Rooze ;"

1’d known Three-fingered Hoover for fifteen years

or more,

The

'Nd I'd never heern him speak so light uv wimmin |

folks before!

that, you must remember, wuz a powerful |

a obligatter, conny mory, on the floot, |

Bill Goslin heern him say it, 'nd uv course 4e spread |

the news
Uy how Three-fingered Hoover had insulted Char-
lotte Rooze

At the conversazzhyony down at Sorry Tom’s that |

night,

An’ when they asked me, I allowed that Bill for ‘

once wuz right;

Although it broke my heart to see my friend go up
the fluke,

We all opined his treatment of the girl deserved
rebuke, A

It wasn’t no use for Sorry Tom to nail it for a lie—

When it come to sassin’ wimmin-folks there wuz
blood in every eye;

The boom for Charlotte Rooze swep’ on an’ took the
polls by storm,

An’ so Three-fingered Hoover fell a martyr to re-
form!

Three-fingered Hoover said it wuz a terrible mis-
take,

An’ when the votes wuz in, he cried ez if his heart
would break.

We never knew who Charlotte wuz, but Goslin’s |

brother Dick

Allowed she wuz the teacher from the camp on
Roarin’ Crick,

That had come to pass some forrin tongue with them

uv our alite ;
Ez wuz at the high-toned party down at Sorry Tom’s

that night.
We let it drop—this matter uv the lady—there an’

then
An’ we never heerd, nor wanted to, of Charlotte

Rooze again,
An’ the Colorado wimmin-folks, ez like ez not, don't

know
How we vindicated all their sex a twenty year ago.

For in these wondrous twenty years has come a

mighty change,

An’ most uv them old pioneers have gone acrost the
range.

Way out into the silver land beyond the peaks uv

SNow,—
The land uv rest an’ sunshine, where all good

miners go, i
I reckon that they love to look, from out the silver

haze
Upon that God’s own country where they spent sech

happy days; i :
Upon the noble cities that have risen since they went;
Upon the camps an’ ranches that are prosperous an’

content, ;
An’, best uy all, upon those hills that reach into the

air, : :
Ez ef to clasp the loved ones that air waitin® over
there!

CaArnie CARELESS,

—FKugene Field.

' HID IN THE LOG.

How a Southerner Escaped From a Party
‘ of Guerillas.

' A Southern correspondent sends to The
Companion a story of war-time. In some
parts of the South, and especially in North
Carolina, the horrors of war were greatly
aggravated by tLe strife between irregular
organizations of Union and Confederate
sympathizers, known respectively as
“Buffaloes” and ‘‘Guerillas.” Both organi-
zations were composed of lawless men, and

no ultimate good appears to have been ac-
complished by them, either for the North
or for the South.

After General Burnside’s capture ol
Roanoke Island and Elizabeth City, things
began to grow very uncomfortable for the
buffaloes, who had made themselves ob-
noxious to their neighbors by many deeds
of mischief. One of their acknowledged
leaders put his family into a buggy, and set
out for Elizabeth City. On the way he
was met by a band of guerillas, who called
upon him to surrender.

He knew that he could hope for
mercy il he gave himself up, and thinking
that they might not fire upon his wife and
children, he urged his horse forward, at
the same time holding his infant child in
front of himself as a shield. But the order
to fire was given, and he fell back dead, a
volley of bullets having reached  him
through the body of his child.

The horrible deed roused intense indig-

no

nation, of course, and vengeance was
threatened. [Unhappily suspicion fastened

upon the wrong man, and he was marked
for destruction. News reached him upon
his farm that the Buflaloes were in pursuit
ot his head, and he arranged with his wite
a code of signals for his protection.

Again and again, by day and by night,
his house was searched, but without suc-
cess.  Many times he watched the search-
ing parties as they withdrew, disappointed,
from the premises. One day he had a
peculiarly narrow escape.

A band of armed men were ap- |
proaching. Evidently they wete after him
again. lHe hastened from the house into
the field, thinking himselt unseen: but his
pursuers had caught sight of him, and at
once started in pursuit. There was no
time to reach the woods, and in his extrem- |
ity he crawled into a log which lay near the
entrance to the field. |

Hardly was he inside when his enemies
swarmed into the field. **Where is he ?”
““Where is he ?” he heard one and another |
ask. ““We saw him run this way, and he
hasn’t had time to cross the field. He is
hiding here somewhere and we have him at
last.”

Some kept watch the rest searched the
field. After a while all hands came to-
gether about the log, and some of them
sat down upon it. One would shoot him
at sight ; another wanted to hang him to a
tree and riddle him with bullets. No one
suggested a trial, or the possibility of his
mnocence.

seen

The prisoner was almost afraid to
breathe. Another search was made, and
his agony of suspense continued. In Lis

distress he prayed earnestly for protection.
No one thought to look into the log, and
late in the afternoon the sound of the bell
notified him that the coast was clear and he
might return to the house.

Many years have passed. The man still
lives, and still believes that there was some
connection between his prayer and his de-
liverance.

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician, retired from practice, having
had placed in his hands by an East India missionary |
the formula of a simple vegetable remedy for the |
speedy and permanent cure of Consumption, Bron- '
chitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung
Aflections, also a positive and radical cure for |
Nervous Debility and all Nervous Complaints, after
having tested its wonderful curative powers in |
thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make it |
known to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this
motive and a desire to relicve human suffering, I
will send free of charge, to all who desire it, this
recipe, in German, French, or English, with full
directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail
by addressing with stamp, naming this paper,
W. A. NoYEs, 820 Powers’ Block, Rochester, N. Y
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| Isla& Blend

Is the finest six year old Whisky in the world.

ALWAYS ASK FOR ISLAY BLEND.

TAKE NO OTHER.
l Sold by all the leading wholesale and retail dealers.

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS

; WATERLOO STREET,

| IS THE PLACE TO BUY

FURNITURECHEAP

PARLOR SUITES., - - from %35.00 UPWARDS.
STUDENTS' CHAIRS, - - - - - at $5.00 EACH.
6ft. EXTENSION TABLE, - - - - $6.50 EACH.

With 10 per cent Discount for Cash, durving May.

CHARLES S. EVERETT.

OTUR SPECIAILTIES:

Wringers, Washers, Step Ladders,
Piano and Furniture Polish, Cur-
tain Stretchers, Boys’ Carts, Wa.
gons,etc.; Window Blind Tape, Fire
Crackers, Fireworks, etc.

TRULY,

F. BEVERILY.

SEE

Our Ready-made Clothes. A new and
beantifnl Stock, well-selected Children’s
Goods, Boys Clothes, Men’s Snits,
all that any heart could wish we have.
Be kind enongh to see them.

JAS. KELLY,
5 MARKET SQUARE.

YOURS

SEE

Our Gents' Furnishing. A truly good
Stock. We've got the newest and latest
Styles in COLLARS, CUFFS, SHIRTS,
TIES, aud everything @ Gent needs.

JAS. KELLY.
5 MARKET SQUARE.

May Bonnets and Hats

Our beautiful new

MAY FLOWER.”

“THE

are now on the rush.
Hats are meeting the approval of the
The new “May Frower” Hat
is getting to be very popular; it is in

ladies.

different shapes, trims beautifully ; you
ought to see them, along with our other
Spring Millinery.

MME. KANE,
0PERA HOUSE BLOCK, UNION STREET.

WHAT YOU WANT!

G LOBE.

* JJUNGARIAN 06I)..

NAGLE.—(WHITE AND

¥* \DMIR.\'I'H)N. (1!{0\\'?\' OF GOLD.
¥ . J ! GOLDEN).

]%L’I).\.
GRITZ. BROWN BREAD FLOUR. GRAHAM FLOUR.

Those Brands of Flour with the * mark before them, are Manitoba, and toe best Bread Flour in
the market.

HARDRESS CLARKE, - - - 48 SYDNEY STREET

NEAR PRINCESS.

* I )IAM( IND. *FIVE ROSES.

Is the name which we ask you to

remember when about to purchase
an Emulsion of Cod Liver Oik

SOLDBY ALL DRUGGISTS

00cts.
00cts.

PHYSICIANS SAY THAT ESTEY'S EMULSION

sﬁagnost perfect preparation of Cod Liver Oil that has ever come

T T

t4 wunder their noticf’lf’iﬁlmést?é?iéﬁaﬁ to take as milk, and
will agree with the most sensitive stomach.

Cures Consumption, in its first stages;

Coughs, Colds, Scrofula, General Debility,

Eruptions, Spinal Diseases, Rheumatic Gout,
Deficient Nutrition,
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