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The Beverage Popular at Recep¬
tions in the American

Cofeny.
A Few of the Striking Costumes Seen

at the Recent Social
Gatherings.

STYLISH GIRL FROM THE WEST.

The Wife of an American Sculptor a Pretty
Picture in Brown Velvet and Soft

Cream Satin.Gossip from
the French Capital.

Paris, Jan. 31..Nobody could live in
Paris and become any sort of social suc¬
cess without willingly or unwillingly con¬

tracting the "tea habit."
The habit has an especially strong hold

upon the American colony here. And it
Isn't the weak beverage of the French peo¬
ple that they accept at tea, but it is the
stroi' .> amber-cOioreu tea, such as

.nglish people drink, taut is th«
savored drink at all the receptions.
A dear, big-hearted old American lady,

who is noted for the delicious, savory tea

served at her receptions, gave this recipe
to a crowd of enthusiastic listeners the
other day:
"First of all," she said, "you must not

let the water boil; just let it come to a
boil. Have your earthen teapot sitting on

the table near you filled with the very
hottest water, so that It shall become
thoroughly heated before the water in the
kettle has come to/ a boil.
"Wipe the teapot out very dry and put

In the tea leaves. For the best Russian
tea a generous teaspoonful to a cup is the
usual allowance, but of course it is to be
served In less than three minutes after
the water has been poured on.
"Two or three pots of good, savory tea

can be drawn from the same tea leaves if
they are not allowed to get cold between
times."
She, this dear old lady, heartily recom

mended every lover of tea to take especial
care to rinse the teapot In boiling water,
dry it rapidiy, put in a generous pinch of
the dry tea leaves and put the pot aside
for the next "at home." The little pinch
of dry t(-a thus added, she thought, had
much to do with her gaining the distinc¬
tion of brewing the best tea in all the
American colony.

It takes an American to drink tea, even
In Paris.
Mrs. Thurber, the wife of the Presby¬

terian minister here, holds the most
charming receptions every Wednesday.
Very often she has a delightful musical
programme, too, and the great geniuses
from America who have come to Paris to
add the finishing vouch before becoming
professionals contribute the music.
Of the fifteen hundred students studyingbore for "grand opera" I heard the other

;a.y the one who is pointed out as by far
he most promising and whose de¬
but Is looked forward to with the
heartiest enthusiasm. She is a Western
girl, with a big, full, rich contralto voice,
¦4. rare thing in a girl so slight.
At the reception the other afternoon

she wore a heliotrope velvet bodice, with
long, full basqu. It was cut away at
the front and showed a vest of shirred
velvet with a yoke of opalescent chiffon
and a high stock collar. The broad revers
were edged with strips of passementerie,
.silver and white.and two big rhinestone
buttons oramented each side of the bodice
at the waist line.
A Medici collar that was quite high and

rolled quite * bit came barely farther than
tfie shoulf' ieams in front. Ui*4

as a charming background to the chiffon
collar.
One of the most beautiful and charming

women that I saw at Mrs. Thurber's re¬
ception New Year's Day was the wife
of one of the young American sculptorswho has just been decorated with the redribbon of the Legion of Honor. She is a
decided blonde, with a great deal of color
and dimples that are fascinating.Her gown was of brown -velvet with afull godet skirt. The waist, of cream
satin, was covered very full, with chriffon
belted in by bands of jewelled passemen¬terie. The shoulders were cut in two longpoints that fell epaulette fashion over veryfull sleeves of brown velvet and averted
that contracted effect that is so often feltwhen the sleeves and waist are not of the
same material.
A tour de cou, very high and full, of

cream Valenciennes lace, with a naturalpink rosebud tucked in at the left side,completed this charming toilet. I have
seen a great many dainty silk waists worn
by the young girls at the afternoon recep¬tions with dark crepon skirts. If thesleeves are full and the waist is fashioned
with a blouse effect and there is an air of"great plenty," It matters but little what
particular style one chooses.

I notice many all-crepon waists withlace at wrist^ and neck and black velvetbelt. This tells me t^iat crepon is holdingits own in its wondrous popularity.And the length of bodices is a matter of
taste, too. A great many have the longbasques and others are short, pointed af¬
fairs, while some are worn with a skirt
over the waist and a "crush belt" of the
same material or a tasty belt of satin rib¬
bon with full bows.
There is another place just off the

Champs Elysees where every American
finds the warmest of welcomes, the home
of Mr. Morss. the Consul-General. The
receptions there are always the mostcharming affairs, and one is sure to see
there a familiar face from the other side.
So many times during one of these re¬
ceptions do I hear the American men de-
.clare that the American woman is head
and shoulders above the French woman in
manner, in style, in carriage and intellect,and it is said with an earnestness that
carries conviction along with it.
Stout women are wearing striped waists

with the stripes pointing toward the
middle front of the belt. And, strange to
say, they are very becoming. The longlines give "style" and height, the quali¬ties stout women most lack-

I actually saw the other evening some
¦skirts that have threatened to make their
appearance since early in the Pall. Skirts
with fan-like plaiting set in between the
gores to give an additional flare, but theyare.by no means general. The full godet^till holds sway.
Mrs. Warden Pell's recent Illness has

kept her housed during this season of
great gayety in Paris, but her name is ever
present at the receptions, and the kindestinquiries are made on all sides about her
health.
White gloves are worn invariably, and

the newest have only the narrow thread
of white stitching at the back. Here,
where you can get them cleaned for 6
cents, they certainly cannot be rated as
an extravagance.
To slender hands white gloves are dressyand becoming, but chubby, broad bauds in

tight white gloves are unpardonable, and
dark suede ones are permissible.
A coral velvet waist to be worn at an

afternoon reception was trimmed in jetpassementerie with bits of mink fur
worked into the design. A gjeat tour de
cou of fluffy biack chiffon finished the
neck, and the full elbow sleeves were fin¬
ished with a frill fall of chiffon. Long
black suede gloves were to be worn with
this bodice.
Black and white is alfvays such a chic

combination, and in striped material it
is always wonderfully becoming to the
lines of one's figure. A black and white
silk dress that was very much admired
at one of the recent receptions I noticed
carefully.
At the front it was tucked in fine tucks

down about five inches from the shoulder
seam. The fulness was caught at the
waist line in fine plaits on each side of a
narrow vest that was filled In with narrow
ruffles of black and white lace.

NINA GOODWIN.
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Some Want Seclusion and Some
Want Their Babies

Around Them.

Bernhardt Gets Her Best Ideas on a

Wheel and Miss Sloane
on a Horse.

INSPIRATION IN QUEER PLACES.

Queen Marguerita Improves Her Thoughts
by Looking into the King's Eyes.

Eccentric Methods of
Amelie Rives.

Lady William Beresford is reported busy
collecting and writing the memoirs of her
eventful life for the perusal of the heir
who comes to her so late in life that she
cannot expect to follow his career long
onward. If her ladyship is really at work
upon such a volume there will/be a collec¬
tion of international society statistics that
will be the most valuable reading for the
future generations. Lady Beresford has
written several pretty pieces of poetry and
prose.
Women who are ambitious to put their

thoughts into printed words.and all
women are.should take pattern by Ka-
trina, wife of Spencer Trask, the banker.
Mrs. Trask is a beautiful woman of

young middle life. A few years ago she
lost a houseful of little children, who died
of an infectious disease, within a short
time of each other. Since that time, "to
beguile the lonely hours," as Mrs. Trask
says in her preface, she has written verse
and poetic prose. Her books are broughtout in exquisite form, and they win veryfair praise from the critics, which is say¬ing a great deal for the work of a society
woman.
When Mrs. Trask composes her veraes

she likes to seat herself upon the- railingof one of the balconies of "Yaddo," her
Saratoga Summer home, and there planthe motif for the verses. This she after¬
ward works over in a pretty room with
vines at the windows. From a distance
she can see the peaks of the Adirondacks
where they overhang Lake Champlain, and
her vision takes in Mount McGregor and
the loveliness of many counties.
It was seated here that Mr. Trask had

his wife painted life-size for the familyportrait gallery.
Women with time on their hands, with

or without sadness in their hearts, can
make a place for themselves in the litera¬
ture of the world by following this un¬
selfish woman's example.
The methods, motives, etc., of Amelie

Rives Chanler are altogether different, but
they would suit many "a temperament.
Amelie Rives works alone, when no one

is supposed to know she is busy. For daysshe will roam around the house in an aim¬
less, preocupied manner. For long hours
she will play with the dogs and horses;for weeks she will not appear in the fam¬
ily sitting-room, and then of a sudden she
has disappeared altogether from the house.
No one must ask where she is. No one
must look for her.
Amelie Rives's family circle is passion¬ately devoted to her. If it were not for

her peculiar home surroundings she could
never have done her famous early stories.
"My daughter is a wonder.Superb! Mar¬
vellous'" exclaimed lier father to a friend
abolrd a steamer taking them to Panama,
"And we aid her by out* sympathy!"
The "sympathy" consists in letting her

alone. An eye at the keyhole tells the
family that Amc#e is writing. Immedi¬
ately the Railways are hushed, and the
only person who comes and goes is the
great African woman who has been
Amelie's companion from childhood, even
accompanying her on her wedding tour.
Meals are brought quietly in and as qui¬

etly removed. This may last for a day or
for a week, or maybe for three weeks. But
Amelie Rives does not emerge from her re¬
tirement until her story is completed. Then
it is read to the assembled family. The
world owes a countless debt to the people
who can charm by story or verse. And
the people themselves owe it to the world
to keep single, as double harness seldom
sets well upon the neck of genius.
Emily Vanderbllt Sloane. the newest

member of "the nice set" to dabble with
the pen, planned "Ideals" mostly while
.horseback riding. The book is a compila¬
tion, but extracts wer6 made in the in¬
spiration of the breezes. Bernhardt does
her choice bits of prose while bicycling.
Either way the breezy tone of the work
is complete. In ideals, the loftiest senti¬
ments are plucked from the writings of
the older authors, written in their best
mood. There is no maudlin sentiment,
just the hearty, healthy tone one gets in
the open air.
Miss Winnie Davis, who is a writer of no

mean pretensions, plans her stories, they

say, lying upon a couch looking at the
tip of her pen. She owns countless thingsto write with, but uses a plain little im¬
plement that might have cost a quarter.Her stories are good, conscientious works,and will no doubt be placed in the "de¬
sirable literature" of the girls' boardingschools. With her mind roaming the fieldsof fancy and h*r body at rest, the beau-
tiful Miss Davis sorts her ideas as Oliver
Wendell Holmes used to do, looking at his
pen and ofttimes confiding his thoughtsto it.
Marguerita of Italy, who has just come

out with a book, dictates her books walk¬
ing upon a veranda, which is also the
queenly fashion of Carmen Sylvia of Rou-mania.
Marguerita's book is a journal of hertravels in th<? Alps afoot, whence she

went to subdue a heart trouble caused byembonpoint. Walking upon a piazza withKing Umberto by her side, Marguerita die-
tates her choicest sentences, looking tothe King smilingly for a confirmation ofher "journal."
"It is to one's very own that one candictate one's best thoughts," says theQueen, "and I find my inspiration" in the

eyes of my King."
John Strange Winter and Mrs. Hum¬phry Ward are the two writers who havepassed

_
beyond the home-letters into theproiessional world. Yet they work vervunlike. J

Alter breakfast Mrs. Ward seeks herboudoir, closes the door and gets out herwriting pad. If a caller drops in the maidenters silently and stands still and looksat her mistress. Should genius be burningMrs. Ward does not look up, and the maid
goes back to say "engaged" to the caller.Should genius be fitful that morning themistress looks up, nods and the caller isshown in. Callers know this and are pre¬pared for the worst.
John Strange Winter, on the otherhand, writes every day with her childrenand friends around her. "My babies siteverywhere except upon the point of mypen, she says to those who ask how shewntes. "The only time I cannot work iswhen they go away upon a visit.Mrs. Van Rensselaer Cruger works in alovely white and gold corner, but she hasbeen known to jot down her thoughts any¬where. In her reception room, back ofthe drawlng-rom. there is a white-enam-elled ledge that lets down from the wallOver it is an electric arch. Here lies thestationery of the house; and here, oftenthe authoress sits down to note the latestrhyme or the brightest thought that haspopped into her head.
"It is only beginners and amateurs whoset apart a day for writing," says Mrs.Sherwood, the lecturer. "I write when Ihave the thoughts, and anywhere I haDDento be. 1

The younger women writers, and therare coming from the best classes of peo¬ple have pet ways of getting inspiration.i!} they jot down an idea upontablet, envelope or cuff, and how thevsteal away to write it down in the pretti¬est language, is a secret they tell onlv to
some one who wants to go and do 'like-
Wlse- HELEN WARD.

Miss Reed.
[Knoxville Tribune.]

Miss Estelle Reed is the State Superin¬
tendent of Education in Wyoming andshe displays marked ability and skill indischarging the duties of her office. Thereis talk of running her for Governor this
year, women having the privilege of vot¬ing and holding office In Wyoming. We arenot opposed to women Governors in alimited way, and while we expect to beperforming on a harp and wearing goldenslippers in a land that is fairer than daybefore woman Governors of States be¬
come general, we are free to sav thatWyoming and one or two other WesternStates would have better Governors if they
were to elect such women as Miss Reed,instead of such wild asses of the desert asWaite, Lewelling and Pennoyer.

Romance of a Spool.
[Newburg Register.]

Eugene Green, of Syracuse, visited his sister
at Turnwood, Sullivan County, last October
and, incidentally, fished,for trout in the brooksHe procured a spool from his sister on which
to wind his line, and was surprised to read on
the wood: "Whoever finds this will confer a
favor by writing to Miss Lena Drake, Willi-
mantic. Conn."
Green concluded to write to Miss Drake, and

he received a prompt answer. They exchangedphotographs, and finally met and renewed the
pledges made in writing. Green proposed mar¬
riage and was accepted. They were married at
Willimantic on Monday.
The shop girl becomes the wife of a well-to-

do gentleman through her writing on the spool.
A Wealtliy Washwoman,

[Baltimore Review.]
A woman lately returned from Brazil tells of

a curious custom in Para. She went with her
uncle, who was in business, to dine at the
house of a wealthy merchant. Everything was
very gorgeous and lavish, in South American
style, but. on leaving, she was amazed to hear
her hospitable host say to her: "If you have any
washing, send it here." It is the custom there,
it seems, for wealthy households to take in
laundry work as an employment for their large
retinue of servants. "It did, however," said the
relator, "give me a turn at the end of a formal
dinner party to be asked for my soiled linen."

passion at %
Russian (^urcl].

Lots of Style at the Place Where
the Czar's Subjects Wor¬

ship in Paris.

A Gorgeous Display of Furs, Cloaks,
Wraps and Winter Cos¬

tumes.

AN INTERESTING CONGREGATION.

Princess Gowns for Skating Popular in the
French Capital.Stunning Cape Worn

by the Wife of an American
Sugar King.

Paris, Jan. 31..There is nothing I know
of that appeals to one more than a luxuri¬
ous fur wrap on these chilly, wintry days.
A full, generous wrap, whether it be of

sable, mink, sealskin or otter, is still styl¬
ish, even though it were modelled two or
three years ago. And there neYer was a

person to whom fur was not becoming,
and with a little discretion in the choice
of colors every face would boast an added
charm with a bit of fur somewhere about
the throat to soften the lines.

I was advised by a fur dealer the other
day to go to the Russian Church if I
wanted to see the most gorgeous display of
furs to be seen in all Paris. Then, too, I
was sure to ^ear that lovely music that
everybody here has grown so enthusiastic
over. So I went last Sunday, fully pre¬
pared to kill two birds with one stone, but
had hardly entered the great doors before
I fully realized that the half had never
been told me of the magnificence of the
Russian Church. The music was divine
and the service so impressive.
The congregation was wonderfully inter¬

esting, and there was such an air of
great prosperity and wealth about the
church. There were two such distinctive
types among the faces in the congregation.
The blond type, with high cheek bones,
blue eyes and light hair, and the brunette
type, with heavy black hair and dark eyes
and eyebrows.
A little while after the service com¬

menced a most stunningly tall woman
swept by me with great rustle of silk
skirts. She stood just a little in front of
me, and I couldn't manage somehow to
keep my eyes from wandering to her. Her
profile, her bearing and her dress were
so charmingly unusual.
Her hair, contrary to the prevailing

French fashion, was brushed straight back
from her low forehead and showed con¬
spicuously the beautiful points on her
brow. The hat was a bis, soft velvet
affair with a mass of black feathers and
a great rhinestone buckle at the front.
The dress was of cadet blue material,

very heavy, yet soft and rich. The coat
was rather short, with full basque and
cut away from the front so as to show
a broad expanse of vest. The lapels of
the coat, of cream broadcloth, richly em¬
broidered in gold threads, were narrow,
but extended from the collar to the bottom
of the coat.
The vest was of silver fox fur' and a

strip of the silver fox bordered the revers
and high cuffs. Around the bottom of the
very wide skirt was a fold of the em¬
broidered cream material, and just at the
top of it a band of the fur. The belt of the
cream goods was worn on the outside of
the coat, in the back and slipped under the
lapels and held in the fur vest with a
queer antique silver buckle. On the fly-leaf
of the prayer-book I could read her name.
She was the Princess Z , a relative of
the Bashkirtseffs, in Paris on a visit from
St. Petersburg.
A member of the Russian Legation was

there with his three young lady daughters.
They were plain to painfulness.high cheek¬
bones, straw-colored hair and light eyes-
each a little "more so" than the other,
until the youngest looked almost like a
caricature of the oldest one.
To heighten this excruciating sameness,

they were all dressed precisely alike. Dark
blue tailor-made gowns, with high crush
collars of brightest sky-blue. Their capes
were gorgeous affairs.but, oh! so unbe¬
coming.long black velvet cape, a circular
cape lined with pink satin.
The high Medlcls collar of gray As¬

trakhan was cut with long stole ends,
and a sort of "ripple ruffle" of the gray
Astrakhan bordered the bottom of the
cape. But imagine a straw-colored blonde-
grap hoping to look even passably well
in graps, pale blues and blacks!

I wondered as I sat there if that father's
heart would not be forced to beat with
more paternal pride if those daughters
three had looked more kindly on harmoniz¬
ing colors. The prettier shades of rose
and tan and golden browns, and even a
touch of old gold, are becoming to blondes.
And that orphan asylum way of dressingthe daughters of a family is a most usual

sight in Paris, but it seems deplorable all
the same.suggests wholesale purchasesand lack of originality.
A loose black velvet cloak that I saw the

other day had a great Medicis collar of
armure, with square, yoke-like ends that
came nearly to the, waist line in the back
and front of the coat. On the Rue de la
Paix the other day I saw the handsomest
fur wrap on a tall, stunning American
woman.the wife of one of the wealthiest
"sugar klpgs." It was pointe sable.
The longer under cape was a rather long,circular affair, with a great deal of ful¬

ness, and the shorter upper cape had a
high Medicis collar, with long stole ends
that reached nearly to the bottom of her
skirt. Over the front edge of the stole
ends was a border of mink heads, little
clusters of mink tails surrounding each
head. (

It certainly represented a small fortune,and yet it was worn with an easy grace,
an unconsciousness that was charming. But
the furs this winter are not confined en¬
tirely to wraps. Some beautiful cloth
dresses I have seen on milder (lays were
elaborately trimmed with bands of fur,together with velvet and chiffon.
The fur muffs, I am charmed to say, are

generally the big generous muffs that be¬
came so popular two months ago. The
smart shops show a great and endless
variety of dainty little muffs made of
rolls and twists of velvet, with an edgingof fur now and then, and a bit of plaitedrich old lace or a })unch of bright flowers
-peeping from under the folds of velvet.
At the Blais de Glace the other day I saw.

on one of the slenderest, most graceful skat¬
ers a costume that was so wonderfullychic.a red princess gown, none too dark in
color either, trimmed in chinchilla. The
collar was an extremely high, straight af¬
fair, with a band of the chinchilla at the
top edge, and another band just where the
collar and waist jointed.
A full bias piece of the material that was

fulled in at the shoulder and underarm
seam was caught on the opposite side at the
waist line with a small silver buckle. A
band of the fur followed the edge of this
draped side from the shoulder to the bottom
of the dress.
On the bottom of the skirt were two rows

of the chinchilla, one row three inches
above the other. The toque this girl wore
on the top of her blond ringlets, arranged
with a areful arelessness, was a tiny little
affair of the draped dress material, with a
band of the chinchilla and two.silver arrows
piercing the left side of the toque.

It was a pleasure to see this girl glidingalong and swaying in her princess gown,
with never a thought for dragged down
belts, while the other of her more unfor¬
tunate sisters who were skating along would
stop and borrow a pin, or keep a companion
constantly on the watch for the first signs
of skirt and waist "parting company."
There is, I learn, a French finishing school

where the young women take their lesson
weekly in skating, and where thfey are
taught what to wear, as well as how to
wear it. This young woman who so excited
my respectful admiration was from that
school, and that she was an American girl
I know, because when she slipped upon the
ice she said: "Oh, my!" an American sole¬
cism which a French girl never learns.

Miss Barton.
[Washington Post.]

In all the excitement of the position in which
she finds herself Miss Barton maintains a

steady calm, exercising a most wholesome In¬
fluence over those equally devoted to the
cause, though less well poised. One of the
secrets of her jjower and of her great accom¬
plishments Is that no obstacle seems to dis¬
courage her. Indeed, she recognizes no obsta¬
cles. For her they do not exist. Few peopleunderstand what Miss Barton has done for the
Bed Cross in America; that through her agencyalone the United States was induced to signthe international treaty, and that the organiza¬
tion is supported through her charity. The rent
of the handsome house on Seventeenth street,opposite the War Department, which the so¬
ciety occupies, is paid out of her private purse,and her officers give their services gratuitously.The lied Cross lias never received any aid
from Congress, which will be news, doubtless,
to many people who have been under the im¬
pression that the society was supported in
part at least by the Government.

New Women Not In It.
[St. Louis Globe-Democrat.]

The new woman is not yet cutting any
ice in Germany. So firmly is the idea of
masculine superiority fixed in the popular
mind that nobody thinks of questioningit. A recent traveller observed that Ger¬
man wives minister to their husbands with
tireless devotion, and that when brothers
and sisters go out together it is the girlswho carry the packages. "The system of
German education," he says, "is devised
solely to make men, not women," and the
result is that feminine intelligence Is re¬
stricted to the details of housekeepingand the small economies of the kitchen.
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Sonne New Parisian Plans for Setting; Off Pretty Heads.

©1?, but §fye's
a proud ©ne!

The Manicure Girl Can Give
Points to All the

Belles.

Will She Flirt, or Take a Tip, or

Drive, or Go to the
Theatre?

LIBBEYESQUE IN MAGNIFICENCE.

Types of Her Customers, Who Talk in
Low Tones While Their Nails

Are "Done" in Pretty
Pink.

There Is no young person in New Yorft
more proud, more haughty than the Mani¬
cure Girl.
Not that she takes any great pride in her

profession, but in some way the occupation
seems to impart a dignity of gait and a
queenliness of carriage, even more marked
than that with which the cloak model
transfixes a mere Man when he accompa¬
nies his wife on a shopping tour.
The Manicure Girl is frequently short

and even dumpy. Her salary is small, and
certainly there is nothing very elevating in
clipping at other people's finger nails and
snipping off unruly cuticle for eight or ten
hours a day. But there must be some mys¬
terious and pride-producing influence about
the occupation, for no young woman iu the
business is lacking in repose, perfect self-
possession and a Libbeyesque grandeur of
stride that is imposing to the average spec¬tator.
The earnest student of human naturewho cares to study this interesting subjectwill discover that there are no un-prettymanicure girls. Their voices are low andtheir dress invariably neat, and evenstylish.
The feminine trade of the swell mani¬curist consists largely of the more rapidelement of the city's population, whilethere is a fair sprinkling of shopping wo¬

men. But it is the large and beautiful
young woman, who drives in a broughamand sweeps into the manicure parlor with
a rustle of silk skirts and a wave of per¬fume, that is the Manicure Girl's ideal.
The beautiful young woman is invariablyaffable and all smiles. No frown ever dis¬figures her brow, and she will laugh and

Paris Maidens Will Be Charming In Early
Spring.

joke with the girl who fixes her nails, aUd
frequently slip a half-dollar tip into the
palm of her attendant's hand. Her hair
will be gilded or bronzed to perfection;
her complexion will be as like pearl and
roses as modern art can make it; her eyes
may be a trifle cold and a little tired look¬
ing, but her mouth will smile and show
teeth carefully kept, with glints of gold
here and there.
But the men who frequent the manicure

parlors are by far the most Interesting.They constitute a type of New York life
that is characteristic. One never sees a
swell in a manicure establishment, nor a
sport, nor a man-about-town; but at the
same time a leisure class is represented,well dressed, good-natured, with no
marked peculiarity except an evident de¬
sire to "mash" the pretty girls who operate
upon their hands.
And there is no more accomplished flirt

than the Manicure Girl. She was a gradu¬
ate in the art of glancing and smiling be¬
fore she had learned the first rudiments of
the trade. It is a treat to watch her as
she takes up some new customer's hand
with a look of swift disapproval, or ap¬
proval, if deserved.
'The man, unless he be an old hand at

manicure parlorlng, looks up guiltily, and
even cringes beneath the cold and conde¬
scending attention of this young persoj*with carefully cultivated and pinkenednails. Then, as she begins the work of
filing and trimming, the conversation starts
and grows more interested, animated and
spicy. Soon the voices drop and the tones
of both are low and tender, while the
scissors click and little powdery flakes of
cuticle and diminutive chips of nail fall
upon the cushion, and soulful glances are
exchanged until the operation Is over. It
is all extremely funny to the observer, and
it demonstrates beyond all question that
the Manicure Girl can flirt.
While the manicure operator who sets upbusiness in a flat is frequently regarded

with suspicion by real estate agents, the
girls employed in parlors are, as a rule,good and hard-working young women, who
become inoculated with the atmosphere of
the place. Many of them not only receive
extravagant tips from their male patrons,
but also presents and dinner invitations,
theatre tickets and flowers.
This is a frequent scene in the manicure

parlor: Enter young man, well dressed, his
carriage indicating hesitation. Hat in
aand, he approaches the lady who presides
over the room, and falters, "Ah.ah.Miss
B 7" and Miss B is notified. She
may be at the other end of the room, and
if disengaged she will start with a sur¬

prised air, look up and possibly recognize
Che young man by bowing with a kindness
that is overpowering.
Then she will advance to him, not too

luickly, but with a gracious degree of ac-
:ivity, and say: "Oh.so sorry.Mr. Blank,
out I have an engagement at 5, and It's
just ten minutes to.now!" and she will
¦say it as though she were refusing his iu-
dtation to drive, or his hand in marriage,
or something of that sort.
There is much more fun to be had in the

Sfew York manicure parlor than, can be im¬
agined.not in having one's nails done, al¬
though the sensation is anything but un¬
pleasant, and the results .gratifying, if not
too accentuated, but in observing the
gorgeous women with their care-free brows
ind handsome frocks, and the men, who, in
the midst of the city's rush and turmoil,
have time and inclination to frivol with
the haughty Manicure Girl.


