
J-louy You |T\ust apd /T\ust jNfot Sl^p if You U/apt to ^eep Your Beauty.

Never
Sleep
This Way.

5k * DO YOU
WI5JI TO BE BEAUTIFUL?
Theq Discard Soft

PilloWs aijd Sleep
>¦ . ! ]\s Nature Inteqded

Everybody Should.
If a young man with a four dollar bunch

of violets in his button hole presents him¬
self at your door and exhibits a card de¬
scribing himself as "face manipulator of
Her Grace the Lady William Beresford"
do not dismiss him with harsh words. You
may, through the sister of your brother-in-
law's aunt, know that Lady Beresford has
long since had a superintendent of her
toilet, who looks after the maids and
masseuses of the household. As the man has
good ideas and has advised other beauties
concerning their looks, he is worth listen¬
ing to, even if the Beresford part of it is
apocryphal.
"The principal cause of wrinkles," says

this man, who, though badly wrinkled him¬
self, knows all about the creases of the
face, "is in a faulty way of sleeping.. If
women would sleep right they would never
have wrinkled foreheads."
Almond-Eyes and Butterfly-that-Sips-the-

Morning-Dew knows more, about complex-
Ions than the sweet young man's whole
family. Probably you do not know who
Almond Eyes, etc., etc., is, and may not
therefore feet full^alth In her infallibility,
but when yoo know that she was the
champion middleweight beauty of Canton,
Pekin and Shanghai, and was chosen be¬
cause of the clearness of her color and
complexion to be the third wife of the
youitg Emperor, you may be disposed to
profit by her experience. Mrs. Kwong
Buey, nee Miss Almond Eyes, etc., never
slept on a pillow in her life. Instead she
places under her neck when she retires a
rounded block of perfumed wood and In
this way not only avoids rumpling her
satiny burnt-ivory skin in the wrinkles of
a down cushion, which has been responsi¬ble for the misfortunes of nine-tenths ofWestern beauties, but also preserves theelaborateness of her coiffure, and a manwould have to get up very early in themorning indeed to catch this lady in curl
paperi

the soft pillow a habit.
This matter of a soft pillow may seem

like a joke, but when you find the little
lines between your eyes and at their cor¬
ners persistently refusing to be rubbed out,
you may listen to the voice of this latterday prophet, who raises his warning lingerto save you from a dreadful fate. rlhe softpillow is only a matter of habit, anyway.Throw it aside and substitute a good, stiffsupport like haircloth, pine neeales, bran
or seeds, and you will very soon find that itis vastly more comfortable than down.There was another lady In the Far Eastwho had to drown herself to avoid beingthe chosen one of the old Bashaw of Korfo-
dan. She attributed the glory of her com¬plexion, which brought her "the name of"Dawn Among the Palm Trees," to her use
of a skin pillow tilled with perfumed water.
She was originally ;i camel driver's daugh¬ter, and gm into the habit while travellingwith the Caravan of pillowing her deli¬cious head on the lied wine skins.
Soft pillows will wrinkle any face. Takethe dietk of a baby and see how full of

creases it is after a nap on a pillow ofdowu. Lav the child's head comfortablyupon its afghan, or on a roll of cloth, andit will sleep as well, run no danger of

smothering and awake without wrinkles
in its soft little skin.
PILLOWS BANISHED BY PRETTY GIRLS.
Several of the prettiest young women of

the season have discarded the pillow dur¬
ing Lent, partly as a penance and partly
to try the complexion cure. Their pillow
substitute is a bag of dried clover tops,
gathered last Summer for the present oc¬
casion. The clover tops are soft and the
effect in appearance is like a feather pil¬
low, but the head does not sink so deeply.The mosit effective way of sleeping is to
rest the head upon the pillow, but not sup¬
ported by the hand and arm, and always
on a firm, hard pillow. This posture has
the sanction of all who have made a study
between the relation of complexion and
sleep. This is not difficult to do, in¬
deed, it is the most comfortable of all
sleeping attitudes after one gets used to
it. The little trick is being tried by
many of the Lenten devotees, and is
working so well that there is no ques¬tion of its being continued when the
time of penance is past. At one of the
New York linishing schools the dear girls
are taught to care for their complexions
as well as to know that Sebastopel is a
city and not a Polish Prince. Practically
every girl that comes there brings along
a satin pillow, stuffed with down. Before
many days she will use that for a footstool
and not for a pillow.
Deprived of the down, the belles that

are to be are given a small head-rest
about the size and the hardness of a water¬
melon. They are likely to complain of the
rigidness of the discipline, but they thank
tlieir preceptress before they are through
with life. There is another rule in that
seminary that makes young cheeks blanch
at first.no girl is permitted to eat candy
between meals. They can have all the
chocolates and creams they want for des¬
sert at dinner, but at no other time. This
rule enforce* of itself moderation in the
consumption of candy, and works miracles
in the ccmpJexion line.

HOW A WRINKLE DISAPPEARED.
There is a beautiful Frenchwoman, Mme.

Farre, whose forehead developed at the be¬
ginning of the present season an obstinate
little wrinkle between the eyes. Every
night it would be massaged away and every
morning it would return by the time Mme.
Farre had partaken of her luncheon. In
vain she consulted specialists and in vain
she advised with her maid. One evening,
at a reception, madame was talking with
a noted oculist. "Madame is very beauti¬
ful," said the oculist, "but what would you
do if I were to tell you something that
would make you mar»y times more lovely?"
"I should adore you forever," said the

beautiful Mme. Farre.
"Then, madame." replied the oculist,

"wear spectacles when you read. I ven¬
ture to say that by the time you have
finished your morning newspaper that
little wrinkle upon your brow is a deep
furrow."
A little trouble with the eyes is the

cause of Ellen Terry's furrow, which is
considered becoming to her.
As h rule, though, the way of sleeping

is responsible for ugliness or beauty, if
the word of those who have studied looks
can be weighed. Amelie Hives Ohanlor,
new the Princess Troubetskoi, regards the
way of sleeping all important. Her method
of sleeping her beauty sleep is to begin an
hour before she goes to bed with a bath
iu cool cologne water, deepening to chilled
water more highly perfumed than the first.
The alcohol cleanses the skin and the
cold water prevents the bather from tak¬
ing cold in the skin next day.

Leafft
To Sleep
This Way.

MOUNTAIN THAT MOVES.
The French Peasants Hear It -Groaning

and Roaring As It Jour¬
neys On.

A mountain is moving down in the old
Provence District of France. In what long
ago used to be known as the "Land of the
Troubadours" this modern miracle has
come to pass, and before the eyes of the
astounded peasantry, who are hurrying to
and fro to their wayside shrines and an¬
cient churches, a great mass of earth is
moving at a rate that is plainly perceptible
to the eye, and with a noise that groans
and roars up and down the valley of the
Gard.

It Is likely to do even more. There Is
more than a possibility that this gigantic
movement of heaped up boulders and loose¬
ly joined together soil will result in chang¬
ing the course of the famous river Rhone.
Already the colliery of Grand Combe, In
the little village of the same name, and
the best part of a mile of the Allais Rail¬
way have been destroyed, and the dwellers
lu that region have had to flee before the
mountain's slow and irresistible advance.
The entire movement is strange and pe¬

culiar. One reads of the transformations
of the earth's surface, which took place in
the geologic ages, but such an event has
not beeu known to hajjpen hitherto in these
times of ours. The primal cause of this
mountain's moving is said to be the weak¬
ening of its base of grit and green marl bythe continual infiltration of rain. The lower
portions of the enormous mass of soil and
boulders have given way, and the whole
vast bulk, which has hitherto lifted its
head high above the valley, is gradually
slipping down toward the far-off sea.
'threatening to choke up both the Gard and

the Gardon Rivers, which mingle and flow
down to the Rhone through the valley alongwhich the mountain is making its way.Many people are travelling out from near¬
by Nimes each day to get a look at this
Ehenomenon. As many as 5,000 sightseers
ave already visited the district, and great

care has to be taken that none of them
ventures on the mountain Itself or In the
path of the moving mass.
As it moves, and the advance is almost

perceptible as one stands by and watches
closely, the noise is deafening, and time
and again, with a sound like a muffled ex¬
plosion, the surface of the mountain side
breaks into great cracks and crevasses,
some of which are wide enough for a rail¬
way train to pass through.

It was just such vast displacements of
ea:-CIi ns tnis that used to occur in this re¬
gion ages ago, so scientists say, before man
made his appearance on the earth, and it
is owing to these natural phenomena of the
far-off period that the Rhone and Its
smaller sister, the Gard, stand almost
unique among the rivers of France. For
these rivers are continually shifting In
their courses, eating away at times great
bites of land in one place and building it
up in another, but all the time washingdown vast masses of earth and stone to
the delta of the Rhone, which was called
by the Romans, Gallic Egypt, on account
of the fertility of these enormous quantitiesof alluvial soli brought down and depositedby the Spring Hoods which overspread the
region to the south of Aries. This movingmountain of the Gard will in all probabil¬ity be eventually washed down to the
Rhone delta, for this same thing has been
happening on a smaller scale for centuries
along the course of the Rhone and the
Gard.
An exceedingly curious land is all this

country, curious not only because of its
picturesque inhabitants that Daudet has
portrayed with such faithfulness, but es¬
pecially because of this little understood,
migratory, ever shifting river Rhone. In
what the scientists call the diluvial epochwhat is now the delta of this strange river

was a great bay into which the blue watersof the Mediterranean poured. Now thomouth of the Khone makes almost a broadand flat peninsula, stretching out into thegreat inland sea.
This wonderful change was largelybrought about by a "geologic movement, ofwhich this sliding mountain is an excel¬lent example. The Rhone was a small

stream in those pre-Adamite days, but it
was destined to become a great one. Twocolossal deluges swept down from the Alps,along the course of this river and the Du¬
rance, its tributary, carrying all before
them in their fury, and bringing down
huge masses of stone, which the force of
the torrent ground into pebbles along the
overflowing banks.
Such a vast quantity of earth and stone

must find londgment somewhere, and it
was carried beyond the then mouth of theRhone, miles out under the Mediter¬
ranean. There it makes a bed of rub¬
ble that is sixty feet in depth, and
which still exists almost as it was in the
beginning. But not all of the mountain
boulders and soil that was carried down
by these torrents in their headlong course
reached the mouth of this now great river.
A considerable portion of it remained scat¬
tered along from the mountains to the sea,
forming a vast alluvial plain, the distribu¬
tion being lje'Ped along by a score of trib¬
utaries, of which the Gard wan one.

Through this vast tract of fertilizing
mud and stone the River Rhone has wan¬
dered for centuries, choosing various
courses for Itself at various times, chang¬ing even from season to season. This
wandering of the great river, though it
proved a trifle inconvenient to the peasan¬
try, left nevertheless a vast extent of fer¬
tile soil capable of growing any French
product. Up to tho time of Louis XIV. the
Rhone was left pretty much to itself, with
the exception of the numerous canals con¬
structed at the delta by the Romans, but
Louis, thinking lie could improve upon na¬
ture, spent millions of dollars In strength¬ening the banks of the river and its main
branches and forcing theui to remain with¬
in their course.

AVoict
Wrinkled
Pillows.

TEA CI&ARETTES
SOEIETY'S LATEST FAD.
They Make Your Jlead

¦ Jiche at First, tut
Later on Transport

You to Paradise.
The dainty pink tea girl has a new fad,

still with that delicate Young Hyson odor;
only the odor comes from smoke.from the
very latest up-to-date imported dissipation
sanctioned by society.from the tea cigar¬
ette.
It Is direct from Russia, this innovation

of the tea cigarette, and though it took
a long time coming, having become com¬

monplace there, it is making rapid strides
toward success and popularity in this
country. One great point in favor of the
tea cigarette is that it is not yet on sale
at the shops, and those who have elected
to follow the fad so far have manufactured
their own supply. This Is not so easy as
one might fancy. The first one I smoked
was not a success. It was the emptied
paper tube of a tobacco cigarette refilled
with tea. The sticks of the tea made little
holes through the paper, spoiling the
draught; the fiue tea fell Into my mouth
as I inhaled, and the remnants of tobacco
that clung to the paper made an unhappy
combination.
Yet I persevered all the more because of

the difficulties encountered, and when at
last I got three long puffs unattended by
mishaps, and felt the delicious taste of
something new and utterly different from
anything ever before tasted, 1 resolved to
make further experiments In the line of tea
cigarettes. Hence the sending of my old
idol, the tea table, to the garret, and the
filling up of an alcove off my boudoir with
a tiny Turkish smoking room, with two
soft, rug-covered divans, a canopy of Turk¬
ish hajigings, cushions to match, a low
Turkish tea stand, and over all an Oriental
hanging-lamp, which emitted a soft, red
light.
Then I invested In perfumed rice paper,

4n which to roll my cigarettes, and quanti¬
ties of English breakfast and green tea.
The former, I have found by experience,
though better for making tea. is not so
pleasant to smoke, the green tea having a
more subtle and seductive effect.
"My first experiences as a cigarette

maker were trying, to speak mildly. The
paper would not stick, the fine tea sifted
out at the ends, and I had difficulty In
lighting them. Indeed, the whole paper of
the cigarette would be burned away before
I could get the dry sticks of tea to ignite.
Then I had a happy idea. I purchased
whole green tea, the leaves of which were
larger and less tightly rolled than any
other, and laid it to soak in alcohol. When
the leaves were pretty well soaked, I un¬
rolled them very carefully and spread them
out to dry. Then, when there was just
the faintest suspicion of moisture left, so
little they would not dampen the paper, I
rolled the leaves In the rice paper and
packed my cigarettes away In a dainty san¬
dalwood case. After lying there for three
days, each one of those little cigarettes,
tilled with purest, strongest tea leaves,
tipped with the merest suspicion of alcohol
and the l'aint, sweet perfume of sandal¬
wood, held within it an elysium, a magic
where with all griefs and sorrows might be
forgotten, a power by which all ills and
injuries might be dispelled, a haven of
refuge which offered itself when all else
bored and human nature craved something
novel.
So I donned the neglige affair I am

pleased to call my smoking jacket, drew the

bolt across my boudoir door and sank Into
one of the cushioned divans. Beside me ow
the Turkish tea stand was the sandalwood
case, tilled with the result of my patient ex¬
periments, a couple of dainty ash trays andt
matches. I lit the first cigarette. It drew:
easily, and I was highly elated over inj*
success. Then I settled down to reverlesl
and a good smoke.
What a delicious novelty It was. The>

smoke was sweet and cool; not like tea, yet;
with a peculiar Oriental flavor; the faint
fumes of the alcohol mingled with tha
smoke, and the scent of sandalwood madei
my eyelids heavy with the delicious sense*
of being soothed. I lit the second cigar¬
ette, and as I pulled the long, sweet:
draughts of smoke my head sank deeper iq
the pillows, the cigarette fell from my hand
to the Dresden ash tray and I was con-*
scious of but one thought.that I whs for-
tunate to be comfortably settled upon **
couch, or I would have fallen there.
A peculiar dull pain seemed spreading;

over iny head, numbing my brain and toss¬
ing my thoughts all in a muddle. Then I
grew frightened, and as I forced myself t'»/
sit up upon the couch a violent attack of
nausea came on, after which I was g'a^
enough to go to bed, and there was on *

guest missing at the dance that nigliJc,
When at last I went to sleep It was after
the firm resolve that I would tear down the
artistic Turkish draperies the next day and
reinstate the tea table, which I fervently
declared would be goon enough In futura
for me.
At 4 o'clock in the nforning I awoke.'

filled with but one desire. Before my'
eyes were thoroughly opened or my
thoughts collected, I had reached the divati
of my Turkish corner, lit the swinging red
lamp and fumbled in the sandlewood box.
How fervently, feverishly thankful 1 was
that I had not acted on Impulse the night
before and thrown them all away! I took
the tiny tube of green tea between my
teeth, lit it, sank back among the cushiona
and was happy. How little I thought as
the air about, me became freighted with the
scent of sandalwood, and the soft smoke
dilated my nostrils and contracted the
sway of my thoughts, that this was the
beginning of my slavery to the tea weed!
Sweet slavery, indeed, it seemed, as I lit
and smoked to the end cigarette after
cigarette, growing less and less conscious
of everything that was, except the fantas¬
tic shapes of the smoke as it left my lips
and curled and clung around the red light
above me. , .

Truly, it Is all fascinating enough to lure
the most sceptical on, and yet there Is the
other side. And what a weak, wretched,
pitiable side it is, disclosed in the early
morning when I first open my heavy eye¬
lids and lift my aching head froiu the pil¬
low! My first glance is toward the Turkish
corner, my first longing for a cigarette, for
it is that alone which has done the harm,
that can repair it. For awhile I battle with
myself, trying to conquer the weakness. I
turn my head to the window and the sun¬
light, and tell myself for the thousandth
time that I am filling my system with deadly
poison, :md the strain cannot last much
longer; that my old-time beauty has left me,
my eyes are losing their dasli and fire, and
my cheeks their color.
By lids time the argument usually closes,

for I have reached the divan, and a mirror
beside me reflects a leaden countenance
with cheeks that are pale and beginning to
sink, eyes that arc heavy and lustreless and
lips that close nervously over a tea cigar-
ette. Once more, as hundreds of times be-
forc. I stifle a half sob, and once more, with
head bowed low, the victim acknowledges
herself a slave to an accursed vice.


