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The Speaking Voice.
"Fine words butter no parsnips,” 

rur.s an old saying; but one may ques
tion whether it is as true as it is old 
A  well modulated voice, speaking the 
kings English with ease and accuracy 
Is a possession which lends a grace tc 
the mest humble. Ever since tilt 
tribute of poor, distracted Lear to his 
dead Cordelia, the voice “soft, gentle 
and low” has been esteemed “an excel 
lent thing in woman,” and to-daj 
there~rs' especrai—ti me 1 hiess—i n -a—plea- 
for the refined voice, not only in wo
men of gentle breeding, but in those 
who, far and wide in this great land, 
— behind counter and in kitchen and 
on the street,—shriek and yell at a 
helpless, suffering public. There is 
often, if not always, some sort of an 
examination by which it i3 sought to 
test the fitness of girls who wish to 
’be cTerks or waitresses; hut no one- 
ever thinks to ask one question which 
ought to be asked: “ Is it pleasant to 
hear you speak?” A certain girl who 
sells stockings in a big city store sets 
forth their merits in a voice so pleas
ing that her customers are sure to 
buy more than they need. But only a 
few steps from her counter, the ticket

Ueber die Sterne Ist Ruh

seller at a subway station keeps cry-
ing.__" One dollar! ” “Twenty-five
cents!” “Fifty cents!” in a voice so 
nasal, harsh and penetrating that it 
offends every sensitive ear and af
fronts every patron of gentle spirit. 
For any public servant—whether man 
or woman—a gentle voice and a gra
cious manner are worth advancement, 
declares the Youth’s Companion. The 
tone and air which give unconscious 
pleasure are all too rare among hur
rying Americans; hut where they do 
exist they are a precious possession. 
A waitress in a railroad restaurant, 
being praised for her kindly attentive
ness and refinement, replied, “I al
ways think that there is one thing I 
can do like the finest lady in the land 
I can speak like h e r ! " _______________

B y Elizabeth Â . Vore

M arriage and Society.
The fundamental character of a so 

ciological point of view' is that it looks 
ahead. To the sociologist the individ
ual is nothing as an individual; lie is 
concerned with the life of society, 
which outlives many ' generations of 
individuals. This it is which endows 
marriage with its supreme impor
tance for him. He leaves it with thè 
psychologist to inquire as to the com
parative worth,of marriage and other 
forms of sex relation to the individu
al; but he must inquire as to its in
fluence upon the future life of the so
ciety in which it occurs. Marriage 
vindicates itself in his eyes because 
it furnishes the one perfect condition 
for the young generation, whose busi 
ness it is to continue the life of soci
ety. Thus the sociologist looks with 
entirely distinct Interest upon the two 
kinds of marriages. The childless mar 
riage is doubtless of interest to tho 
psychologist—the student of charac
ter; but it matters scarcely anything 
at all for the sociologist, for It signi
fies nothing for the future. True, it is 
a social relation, but, so far as he is 
concerned, it amounts to nothing more 
than that two persons, who happen to 
be of opposite sexes, live in the same 
house and arrange their finances joint 
ly. It is the appearance of a baby that 
vitally interests the sociologist, re 
marks Dr. C. W. Saleeby, in Harms- 
worth Self-Educator, for now he has 
to consider not merely a marriage, but 
a marriage leading to the family. In 
this respect he is like nature. She, 
also, is “careless of the single life," 
and for those who are not parents,

“Unbor die storne 1st ruh,
Ueber die sterno 1st ruh.

It was the Herr Professor singing 
in the organ loft. Higher and higher 
swelled the-muslc, louder and sweeter 
the rich full tones of the great organ, 
and the mellow, wonderful voice of 
the musician rose, until the dim, 
quaint old church was filled with the 
exquisite—-harmony.------- ------  —- —

Slowly and cautiously one of the 
heavy outer 'doors was partly opened 
and a dark, lovely face looked timid
ly in, as the music swelled upward in 
all its sublime sweetness, the door was 
pushed farther open by a little brown 
hand and a slight, childish figure en
tered and crept softly, hesitatingly 
up the aisle.

Presently the music stopped, but 
the-chlld-remalned-kneellng._a8 .lf in a 
trance. The door leading from the 
organ loft opened and the musician 
came slowly down, humming softly 
to himself. As he came forward his 
eyes fell on the kneeling child with 
her rapt, exquisite face and her won
drous, lifted eyes, and he stopped 
short in astonishment.

“Llabe Hlmmel!” he muttered. “ It 
is the face of an angel!"

A tide of crimson flooded the love
ly■onveTace'Tra“ the uhild-sprang-up 
band shrank back timidly.

“Pardon, sir—a thousand pardons!” 
she stammered, Iti a soft, musical 
voice, tremulous with fright.

The look of wonder and astonish
ment on the good professor’s face 
changed to one of gentleness and 
pity at the little one’s evident fear.

“Pful, little one, thou hast naught 
to fear; am I then so great a mon
ster that thou shouldst run from me? 
Come, maltchen, let us see thee 
closer-” _ _. ____— .. ——— -

The child came shyly forward and 
Btood before the great master, who 
took her small hands in his own and 
gazed with kindly curiosity into her 
face.

“Thou art a puzzle, little one,” he --------------------------------- — --------- r
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then when autumn comes again," said 
the master, smiling, “I shall come for 
her and take her to the Fatherland. 
We will make a great singer of thee, 
Telbchen.”  "

Through the late winter and spring 
Gabrielle advanced rapidly and her 
tutor was full of , pride at her prog
ress. But when the hot days of sum
mer—cftme- -Bhe—began—to—droop-;—the- 
slender form grew thin, and the rosy 
color faded from her cheek. By-and- 
by she became too weak to continue 
her lessons. Poor little Gabrielle! it 
soon became apparent to all who saw 
her that she would never sing for 
the world. Yet—let me change it—
rich Gabrielle, she would sing, not 
for the world, but for the angels. She 
lingered on until winter, growing 

-weaker every day, but making ' no 
complaint save weariness

said, smiling. "Who art thou? 
find thee In this quiet English town, 
and the tongue is English, too, but 
the face and voice, they do not belong 
to an English maid. How is It, leib- 
chen?” ___ ___________________

whether they be married or unmar
ried, she cares little or nothing. “ Her 
supreme interest,” as the present 
writer has said elsewhere, “ is with 
those chosen individuals upon whose 
character and. hehavior, as upon no 
other factor in the universe, the whole 
future of the race depends."

“I am so tired!” she would say, “ so 
tired.” She never complained ov 
aught- else. She had but one wish. 
“To hear the song of the Herr Pro
fessor,” and see the master before 
she died. But Karl Hansel did not 
know exactly his whereabouts, al
though he wrote him occasionally to
learn of the progress of his pjotege, 
and for three months he had5 heard 
nothing o f ‘hinir'ulthough-he-wrote-of- 
the child’s failing strength- 

“I am so tired!” she would cry, 
"and I cannot rest. Sing me the song 
of the Herr Professor. I cannot rest 
till I have heard -it.”

“Child, child!” her heartbroken, 
white-haired father would cry, “you 
break my heart! alas! there Is no one

A Plymouth man asked a Province- 
town man how tall that shaft that 
is to be erected at Provlncetown to 
commemorate the landing of the Pil
grims there was to be. And the 
Provlncetown man replied that it 
would certainly be tall enough to be 
seen from Plymouth and other places 
that are fond of posing as the original 
Pilgrim landing places. This indi
cates, remarks the Boston Herald, 
the somewhat testy state of mind ex
isting among the inhabitants of these 
places. There’s no true love lost be
tween them, and the ceremonies at 
Provlncetown did not soften This feel
ing altogether.

A  medical contemporary makes the 
surprising—announcement that “cities 
are more brunette than surrounding 
country districts.” Why this should 
be with most of the bleaching prepara
tions in the cities 1b not evident, un
less it may be a result of coal smoke.

Bishop Fallows makes a strong bid 
for the feminine vote by maintaining 
that women are not more RP.lfl»h--than
men. And yet It Is noticeable that he 
offers no statistics as to who is pay
ing for ice cream and soda water.

“I am Gabrielle,” said the child, 
simply. "My father keeps the music 
Bhop near by. He is English, but I 
—I am like my mother who is with 
the angels. She was born over the 
sea, in Italy.”

“Ah! that accounts for thy soft 
voice and dark face, my. -lovely -one,
I thought there was southern blood 
in thy veins. And thou wert listen
ing to the music? Perhaps thou 
wouldst like to learn, thyself?”

The child drew in her breath quick
ly and clasped her hands spasmod
ically in tho emotion that suddenly 
swept over her.

“Ah! if I might!” she cried, “ if I 
only might! But there is none to 
teach, and I can do nothing but sing, 
and that not at home, for it makes 
my father sad. My mother sang, and 
he is always remembering.”

“ So you sing, then, little one; let us 
hear you. Come, do not be afraid; 
sing something you know well.’'

He had, somehow, expected to hear 
an unusual voice, but nothing like 
what he did hear; as the child threw 
back bar head proudly and her sweet, 
dear voice swelled upward, the pur
ity and richness of its exquisite tones 
thrilled the great master, and filled 
him with wondering astonishment.

"It  is wonderful!” he exclaimed, as 
the sweet voice died away, and Gab
rielle stood flushed and trembling be
fore him. “My child, you are blest 
of the saints! your voice is perfect. 
You will have the world at your 
feet.”

“I  want only to be able to play the 
great-organ and aing as you- do. Shall 
I  over be able to sing the song you 
sang just now?”

“Certainly, and many jnuch more 
difficult than that.”

“But who would teach me, Bir?” 
faltered Gabrielle. “My father has 
no money.”

“W e shall see to that, little one; 
we shall see. to. all^that—such a voice 
must not te  lost to thè 'worldT' Tell 
me where you live and I  will see 
the father about i t ”

Gabrielle directed him, and then 
with the Impulsiveness bom of her 
hot, southern blood, she raised his 
hand to her lips and covered it with 
klaseB.

The great German master had come 
to this little out-of-the-way English 
town Borne weeks before, for the pur
pose of resting. He had steered clear 
of hotels and ̂ boarding houses, though 
they were of a very quiet, primitive 
order in this country pl^ce, and had 
secured lodgings with one of his own 
countrymen, Karl Hansel, a music 
teacher, who soon ascertained who 
hla guest 'waB, and was not a little 
proud of the distinction of having 
the famoris “Herr Professor,— to use 
his own words, under his root He 
became a great favorite with the sim
ple town folk, who always spoke of 
him after Karl Hansel’s example, as 
the “Herr Professor." But now tho 

,tlme for his departure waB at hand, 
and he made haste to see Gabrlelle’s 
father before he went away.

He did not long hesitate in giving 
his consent that his little daughter 
receive a musical education.

She was to study during the winter 
and summer with KarJ Hansel, “and

'Äfcmit ttBne Ydifl
_JToIià

Who knows where the veil originated, or understands just Its meaning? 
Certainly no antiquity is more remote than that which gave it birth. Since 

—women-have-been-picturedror-earvedr-or-sung—the-witehery-of—the-veil-has 
been acknowledged. The veil is not so much for usefulness as for beauty, and 
it has been worn in all the centuries to heighten the charm and add grace of 
lovely women. No nation has neglected it, apparently, and a study of the 
manner of wearing and draping it would be most interesting.

The familiar complexion veils do not need illustration. Some new weaves 
have been lately introduced which are unusually becoming. In our first illus
tration a pretty, fashionable veil is shown, with large scattered chenille dots 
as an example of what is worn at present. These are still worn about the 
brim of the hat, pinned at the back with ends fastened to the hair jukt above 
the nape of the neck.

Many women do not know that most veils of good quality can be success
fully laundered. They should be washed by squeezing in the hand or shaking 
in a vessel containing warm suds, rinsed and pinned out like lace to dry on 
a pillow or sheet.
=— =A=rftgnlfltlnn-monrning^vftH-lK-pnr.tjayari-ln^the-Sp.rnml Illustration. It is 
made of English water proof crape and is very soft and beautiful. It is worn 
with one of the graceful and always fashionable little Marie Stuart bonnets, 
for first mourning. Some people prefer grenadine veils and wear them, 
although the strict etiquette of mourning demands crape, for nothing else is 
really first mourning. However, much latitude is allowed in this matter and 
the grenadine veils may also be had of a waterproofed material. These mate- 
rials-are rulned-by-raln-or-molsturer-unless thoy are properly cravenetted.— A  
simple test is to immerse a piece in a glass of water. I f  properly manufac
tured the color will not run nor will the fabric be spotted or in any way In
jured.

For bridal veils, the fragile tulle is nearly always chosen and is really 
the most beautiful of all materials at the bride’s disposal. But she is happy 
who possesses an old, rare lace veil or can indulge in one, for it will prove a 
joy forever and, With proper care, Will be passed on to daughters and grana- 
daughters, growing always more valuable and more cherished.

NEW MILLINERY IDEA

“Child, Child! You  B reak M y  H e a rt !"

who knows it—if you could but re
member the name."

There came a day in the early au
tumn when with tearful eyes the 
friends of little Gabrielle gathered 
around her couch. The little life was 
fast ebbing out.

“Tell the Herr Professor,” she whis
pered. Just then a Btep was heard 
without—the door opened and the 
master stood on the threshold. Gab
rielle^ eyes grew radiant and she 
stretched out her little thin hands. 
“It is the Herr Professor!" she cried, 
joyfully.

The next instant he had crossed 
over and knelt by her couch and tak
ing the little feeble hands, pressed 
them to his breast,

“Lelbchen! lamkin! beloved child!” 
he cried. “Ach! mein Gott! but it Is 
cruel!”

"Sing me the song you sang in the 
church, dear Herr Professor,”  she 
begged; “ I have waited so long to 
hear it- agafa, and I am so tired—afrr
so very tired, and I cannot rest.”

Then the master raised his power
ful voice, Its richness mingled now 
with a solemn tenderness.

“Ueber die sterne 1st ruh,” he sang 
again—sang as he never sang it be
fore, as he would never sing it again, 
and the dying Gabrielle listened with 
parted lips, while into her weary 
dark feyes' there * stole- a- sweet, rest
ful peace.

“Ueber die sterne 1st ruh!” she re
peated feebly. “What does it mean, 
Herr Professor?”

“ Over the stars is thy rest,” said 
the master, solemnly. “Rest for thee, 
little Gabrielle.”

“Ah! it is for me! for me the song 
is made!” cried Gabrielle, smiling 
weakly. “I am so tired, but—over— 
the stars—’’

The sentence was finished in 
heaven, where she had found rest at 
last They laid her gently back and 

1 led the sorrowing father away; then 
the great musician bowed his head 
and wept over the little lifeless form.

“Ach! meine leibe kind!” he mur
mured, “ thou art lost to the world, but 
perhaps it is best; thou wert not in
tended for earth—thy voice it was 
lent thee by the^angels!"

In one corner of the country church
yard is a little grass-grown mound 
marked by an unusually handsome 
headstone. When it attracts notice 
the villagers say: *

“ Yes, it came from over the seas; 
the great master sent it from Lelp- 
sic,” and the stranger stopping to

“Gabrielle. Ueber die sterne ist 
ruh."

Something Really Striking EvenAmong 
the Striking Productions of

the Season.

W e have been treated to such novel 
and striking effects in millinery this 
season that it seems as though nothing 
could come in the way of a surprise. 
Yet a new hat is a model which at
tracts immediate attention and makes 
friends for itself at first sight. The 
shade is of leghorn in the natural yel
low shade, the crown rather high and 
round and the brim quite wide. This, 
of course, is wired on the under side. 
But the feature of the hat is the mount
ing of finest princess lace, fitting 
smoothly over the crown, the brim 
deeply scalloped and shaped to this 
portion of the hat. The crown and 
brim joining of the lace Is covered 
with a simple wreath of small white 
flowers and green foliage, and at the 
left side of the crown are posed three 
beautiful white prince of Wales ostrich 
plumes which nod and dip over the 
high crown and brim. The headsize is 
fitted with a half inch cache pelgn 
swathed in white malines through 
which fancy headed hat pins are in
serted.

A SEASON'S FAVORITE

SILK FROCKS HERE
Pronounced Favorite of Fashion for 

the Late Summer and Early 
Autumn.------------

Silk frocks are emphatically a fea
ture of the late summer and early au
tumn, for they are neither too thin 
nor too heavy for comfort, and so nu
merous are the bargains advertised in 
fabrics of this nature that it would 
seem as though every woman in any 
walk of life might be able to realize 
her day dream of possessing at least 
one silk gown. She had best pur
chase one of the mauve, shades, how
ever, if  she would be abreast of the 
times, for, with a suggestion of white 
next to the face, mauve is possible to 
any complexion, and from present in
dications will be a popular shade of 
the winter. In the novelty silks which 
are striped when they are not checked 
or polka-dotted, are seen some stun
ning effects in browns, blues and yel
lows combined with white. The striped 
silks may be made to trim themselves 
by means of transversely used bands. 
The plain pongees, sedos and orkedos 
are also in high favor for early au
tumn costumes and are being made up 
about equally with long or short skirts 
trimmed with one broad or a succes
sion of bias bands, and with lace- 
yoked waists with ornate short 
sleeves.

ALL HAIL PE-MA.
A  Case of

— -STOMACH CATARRH.

Miss Marv O’Brien, 806 M yrtle 
Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y., w rites : 

uPerunacured-me In five weeks 
of catarrh of the stomach, after 
suffering for four years and doctor- 
in g  without effect. In  com raon with 
other grateTul~ones~vvho~Iiav'&~beeir 
-bemeflted-by-your-diseoveryTT say.’ 
AH halt to Peruna.”

Mr. H. J. Henneman, Oakland, Neb., 
writes: “ I  waited before writing to you 
about my sickness, catarrh of the stom
ach, which I  had over a year ago.

“ There were people who told me it 
would not stay cured, but I  am sure 
that-I_atn-cured,-for I  do-not^feel-any- 
more ill effects, have a good appetite and

i, and •am getting fat. -So I  am, 
; n — T u n r

. w ill say
-to'afl7Tnmrcured-for^oodr

“ I  thank you for your kindness. 
••Peruna will be our house medicine 

hereafter.”  /
Catarrh of the stomach is also known 

in common parlance as dyspepsia, gas
tritis and indigestion. No medicine w ill 
be of any permanent benefit except it  
removes the catarrhal condition.

Gained Strength and Flesh.
Miss Julia Butler, R. R. 4, Appleton, 

Wis., writes she had catarrh o f the 
stomach, causing loss of sleep and appe
tite, with frequent severe pains after 
eating. She took Pernua, her appetite 

=returnedrshe=gained=strengthT’fle8h-and= 
perfect health.

Tom Ochiltree’s Moon.
After Tom Ochiltree, that able con

gress raconteur and laugh generator 
■4nr~ tVm ..aflHrtprt rich, settled in New 
York as the amuser of the John W . 
Mackay family, he effervesced in a 
thousand different .directions, and was, 
as good in some ways as Sam Ward. 
One night he escorted John Mackay’s
friend, the Count de Biscout, down to 
the Battery to show the sight of New 
York. The moon was grand, and the 
count went Into raptures as “her 
maiden reflection rippled over the 
pearly waters.” He cried: “Eet iss 
grand! Eet is grand! Dair iss no 
such moon in all Ita ly !” “ Count,”

the occasion, “you Just ought to see 
the moon in Texas!”

--------Little Coat Is Exuberant:--------
When one comes to the subject ol 

the innumerable little coats of lace 
or lingerie there is an embarrassme ut 
of riches and so complex are the de
signs of a majority of the models that 
descriptions seem useless.

Everything from the most diminu
tive of boleros to the • short, loose 
paletot and pony coat is In evidence, 
arid 'hand ’ embroidery j ' soutache ' em
broidery, laces, crocheted passemen
terie ornaments, • fastenings, buttons 
and fringes are pressed into service 
for the beautifying of these little gar
ments. Incidentally It may be men
tioned that one can now pick up im
ported models of this character—at 
very low prices.

Jabot ol soft, v hlte mull, hand-em
broidered in dark blue.

Velvet Cleans Embroideries. —
Among the new embroideries are 

those in raised silver and'gold work. 
These are. handsome and expensive, 
and' one who knows says they should 
never be brushed in the ordinary way 
of cleaning trimmings, but that a piece 
of crimson velvet should be taken and 
rubbed very slowly and gently over 
them. Of course, we are all familiar 
.with the use of black velvet as £ dust’ 
cloth for bars and fine black materials, 
the fine nap penetrating and carrying 
away dust without injury where noth
ing else could, but what virtue there is 
in crimson velvet, aside from its tex
ture, is hard to guess, but it is possi
ble, of courss, that there may he some,

I effect in the dye used,

Artistic Cretonnes.
Among the summer house furnish 

ings which are being displayed s< 
temptingly „in department and show 
windows at this time are some very 
attractive Imported novelties in cre
tonne-table— covers— and- hanginga. 
T^$y come in both white and cream- 
colored backgrounds, and in a variety 
of designs printed in the most artis
tic color combinations—soft, cool 
greens, rich dahlia reds, bright yel 
lows and very popular Dutch blues.

Purple Tones Popular.
In colors, purple is daily growing 

stronger, and if the present indica
tions are reliable purple tones will be 
the leaders when fall materials and 
trimmings come to town.

Tulle Boas. -*
Tulle boas are shown in light blue 

und pink and gray, waist length, heav
ily trimmed with rose petals oi fbe 
same shades.

A Horse!* GoodFortune,
A  spiritualist came to our house 

some time ago and claimed to be able 
to locate our lost friends if we 'de
sired. W e had an old horse which 
we had sold years ago and my mother 
wanted to know where he was. Moth
er began:

“We had a very good friend who al
ways did all our work. He passed 
from us several years ago and the 
last we heard of him was that he 
was in L 03 Angeles. I  would like 
to know if  he is still living.”

The spiritualist made certain mo
tions and knocked on the table and
then said: - - - ----

“ Your friend Is in Los Angeles and 
is married to a rich young woman.”—  
Judge. __ _______________

Gives Body to Science.
Edward F. Gilpatrick, an ossified 

man, has made all arrangements for 
the gift of his body at death to the 
Harvard Medical school for dissection, 
Btudy and research. He fears he 
may not live long. He was stricken 
at 30 years and waB found in a poor- 
house near Portland. He gives his 
body-wlthout expense.----------------------

Mica Axle Grease
— Best lubricant, fov axles in the 
world—long wearing and very ad
hesive. '

Makes a heavy load dxaw like a 
light one. Saves half the wear on 
wagon and team, and increases the 
»¿TnVng capacity of yOar outfit 

Ask your dealer for Hica Axle 
Qrcase.'
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