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O N L A K E  W IN N IP E S A U K E E .

“ A nd to Winnipesaukee's tranquil sea,
Bosomed in hills and bright with isles 
Where the alder grows, and the dark pine tree.
And the tired wind sleeps and the sunlight smiles.'’

ELL, then, since we have decided, 
seven women of us, to go camp
ing, where shall it be?” said the 
Teacher.

“ I know,” answered the Jour
nalist promptly ; “ to Lake Win- 
nipesaukee.”

“  What! up to that unpronounceable, unspellable, New 
Hampshire lake ? ” exclaimed the Society Belle. “  I never 
knew anyone who went there.”

“  Which fact,” serenely replied the Journalist, “ does not 
argue that nobody goes. As to its being unpronounceable, 
why it’s pronounced just as it's spelled,—Win-ni-pe-sau-kee; 
and although it is spelled differently sometimes, the gener
ally accepted way nowadays is just as it’s pronounced. ”

“  A word that is pronounced just as it is spelled, and 
spelled just as it is pronounced ! ” exclaimed the Artist. 
“ That ought to be the place for you to go for rest, school- 
marm.”

“  And I know a gentleman,” pursued the Journalist, “  who 
owns an island in the lake, and will let us pitch our tents 
there for as long as we like.”

“  Oh !—Oh !—Oh ! ”  came in a chorus, and then a dissent
ing voice : "  But we don’t want any men near.”

“ Well, he isn't near,” was the reply. “ There is no 
house, no shanty, no inhabitant, * no nuffin ' on the island ; 
nothing but trees and grass and rocks. We can rival 
Alexander Selkirk himself—and have lots more fun. It’s 
three miles from Center Harbor, and we’ll have a boat, 
and---- ”

Here the speaker was interrupted by several emphatic 
hugs from several enthusiastic young ladies.

“  The very place ! We’ll do i t ! ”
“  Hurrah for Lake Winnipesaukee and our Island !” and 

“ ’ rah, ’rah, ’rah ! ” came from four jolly enthusiasts, and 
two tennis-hats went flying into the air. After which there

was a serious if animated and somewhat incoherent discus
sion, which lasted an hour.

Then the Lady Principal rose to go, saying :
“  Well then, to sum it all up, we are to go to our modem 

Juan Fernandez 
in one w e e k ’ s 
time, and spend a 
month in camp.
It is understood 
what each one is 
to furnish, is it?”

“  And last, but 
not least, ” broke 
in the Artist, “  we 
are to eschew all male society, and depend upon each other 
and nature alone, for amusement. What a delightful pros
pect !"

One or two of 
the girls regarded 
the coquettish lit
tle A r t i s t  rather 
quizzically a mo
ment, and then 
the Suf frag is t 
spoke:

"  Tills will give 
us an opportunity 
to demonstrate 
several th ings  : 
first, that women 
are capable of 
managing bus i 
ness affairs as well 
as men; second, 
that we do not, 
when left to our- 
s e l v e s ,  tire of 
each other or depend entirely upon dress for resources of
amusement; and third,---- ”

“  Oh, bother the demonstrations ! ” interrupted the Society
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Belle. What shall we wear, girls? W e ought to have 
some kind of lovely camping-outfits. Don’t you think so ? 
Something real stylish, you know. ”

“ Oh, bother the styles ! ”  retorted the Suffragist. “  We 
are going right out into the woods—into ' the forest primeval,
as it were. For my part, I ’m going to discard dress----- ”

“  Hear, hear, ” interrupted several voices.
“ You might be cold, you know,”  said the Belle.
“  I  speak of dress in the abstract.,” replied the Suffragist 

with dignity. “  I shall take along a ‘ Mother Hubbard,'—a 
calico one at that,— and wear nothing tight or uncomfort
able.”

“  Close communion with Mother Nature in a ' Mother Hub
bard ’ is only another name for the perfection of happiness,” 
put in the little girl over in the corner, who had not yet 
spoken. She seldom spoke in a crowd, unless there was need 
of some one to pour oil upon the troubled waters. “ W e 
w ill all do just as we please—be stylish or not—wear 
jaunty flannel costumes, or calico ‘ Mother Hubbards, ’ as we 
like ;— and never, no, never, quarrel. But, girls, we ought 
to have a boy.”

“ A  boy !  ”  exclaimed the chorus.
“  Down with such heretical notions,”  added the Journalist. 

“ A boy, indeed ! When we’ve fully decided not to look upon 
a masculine human during the month we stay in camp. ”

“  She is right,” remarked the Lady Principal. “  Who is 
going to row that boat for us in rainy weather ? ”

‘ ‘ And who, ”  said the Teacher, "  will go over to the main
land and get milk, and all the rest, every day ? ”

“  And who,” added the Peace-maker, “  is going to get up 
and make fires in the morning ? ”

" And get breakfast ? ” put in the Suffragist.
“  And clean the fish we propose to catch ? ” said the Artist.

" I ’m sure none of us would touch a fish after we had hauled 
him in, until he was taken from the frying-pan.”

“  And wash the dishes? ” This from the Belle.
“  That boy,” calmly replied the Journalist, supposing all 

these questions had been propounded to her. “  And I  know 
the boy. He’s poor and worthy and— I must confess it—he 
is lazy ; but he does need to do something.”

"  Who is it ? ”  asked the Teacher.
“  His name is Charles Augustus DeForest O’Hearn,” was 

the reply, “  but 
they all call him 
‘ Ditchie ’— I don’t 
know why.”

“  A ll right then, 
e n g a g e  him if  
you can,”  was the 
parting injunction 
of the Lady Prin- 
c i p a l  and  th e  
Teacher, as the 
party broke up.
“ One week from 
this morning we 
will all be en route 
for Winnipesau- 
kee.”

It  was the last 
week of August 
when our friends 
fairly got settled 
in c a m p  on the
island in Lake Winnipesaukee. Already the advance 
guards o f autumn had stealthily flung out cautionary sig
nals—touches of color that said, in spite of all the green
ery of nature, that winter was coming and the days of sum
mer were even then numbered.

Big Beaver Island, where Camp Septem was located, lies 
toward the northern end of the beautiful lake which the 
Indians loved and named “ Smile of the Great Spirit.”  
Three miles north lay the village of Center Harbor, with 
its neat white houses more than half-hidden under the 
maples and overhanging elms. Toward the south-east 
stretched the broad lake for sixteen miles, dotted with 
wooded islands and fringed with a border of beautiful New 
Hampshire hill-country—the country celebrated by our 
New England poets. Through an opening between Ossipee 
Mountain, which stretches its huge length along the entire 
eastern side of Lake Winnipesaukee, and Red Hill on the 
north, gleamed the peaks of that range of the White Moun 
tains known as the Sandwich Range,—the most beautiful 
one of all, W hittier’s beloved Chocorua, shining, pinkish 
white, against the hazy sky.

For the first half-hour after they reached the island, the 
seven could do nothing but gaze in admiration at the mag
nificent scenery on all sides.

“ And they say,” exclaimed the Society Belle, “ that Mr. 
Whittier, ‘ the Quaker Bard,’ is staying over there behind 
Center Harbor.”

“  My dear,”  calmly replied the Journalist, “ Mr. Whittier 
comes to this lake every summer. Up there on the bill, just 
out of sight, is his ‘ Wood Giant.’ W e’ll go to see it pretty 
soon. Over there, half-way up that mountain, is ‘ Ossipee 
Park.’ See the red roof of the Hall ? Lucy Larcom comes 
there every summer. She, like Whittier, agrees with the 
Psalmist— ‘I will look to the mountains, whence cometh my 
help.’ Then that big island way back by Weirs—that is 
the magnificent summer residence of a well-known Wash
ington editor. Over there, at Center Harbor, you see the 
lovely estate belonging to one of the most prominent jew
elers of New York ; and over to Wolfboro ’----- ”

“  Stop—stop ! ”  exclaimed the Belle. “  I’ll take back what I 
said about nobody coming here, and argue myself unknown.”

“  Girls, we must go to work and get settled,”  said the 
Lady Principal. "  The night draweth on apace, so to speak, 
and we must have beds. Excuse me, but this delightful air 
exhilarates,—yea, almost intoxicates.”

And they fell to work in earnest. Poor Ditchie ! In that 
first hour he proved himself indispensable. How those girls 
could have managed to set up tents, cut boughs, bring 
water, put up hammocks, bring stones for a fire-place, and 
do a hundred other necessary things without Ditchie, must 
remain a mystery, since they did not attempt to solve, it. 
After a while everything was ready for supper. Three 
good-sized tents had been erected—one for sleeping, one for 
eating, and one for storing provisions, clothing, etc.; Ditchie 
slept in the latter upon a pile of pine boughs. In the ladies* 
tent the beds were of pine boughs also,— immense piles of 
coarse ones beneath, and made soft by a thick coat of solid 
needles over the tops. Upon these (which were not wholly 
finished for two days) they spread blankets, and slept as 
soundly as three little kittens might in “  a basket of sa-aw- 
dust.”

In the eating-tent a long table had been improvised, which 
ran through the center. Two great bowlders had been left 
by some ancient geologic drift in such a position as to fit 
exactly for supports to the three wide boards fastened 
together with a cleat by the ingenious Ditchie. On this was 
spread a piece of white oil-cloth which the Suffragist had 
insisted upon bringing, and when the motley collection of 
dishes had been arranged upon the table and garnished by a 
huge bouquet of golden-rod and the ripening sumach, the 
result was charming.

The stove, however, was regarded by Ditchie as the chef' 
d'oeuvre. A stove-top of sheet-iron with griddles and cov
ers— four of them—formed the top. The stones which he

“  DITCHIE .”
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brought had been built up in a wall about a foot high, 
with, a broad stone bottom. A space had been left open 
in front for a draft, and another at the back for a chim
ney. Sometimes, when the wind changed, the case was 
reversed, and the smoke poured from the front of the stove, 
while the cook took a position behind. The one mistake 
about the stove, which they discovered later, lay in the fact 
that it was out-of-doors, lucking shelter entirely ; a pleasant

It was the captain who had suggested a hammer, a hatchet, 
and some boards—all of which they would have forgotten, 
and without which they could have done nothing. They 
bought coffee, tea, sugar, eggs, salt pork, Indian meal, pota
toes. They made a bargain with the captain to bring from 
Bear Island, a mile away, where there is a big farm, daily 
stores of vegetables, fresh bread, and plenty of milk. The 
lake was full of fish, and the island covered with the late 
blue-berries; so this party of seven girls began camp-life 
under favorable auspices.

Every night they lighted a big bonfire of decayed and dry 
logs which the reluctant Ditchie had been persuaded, hired, 
or compelled to pile ; and the merriest hour of the twenty- 
four was invariably the last before bedtime, when these 
otherwise dignified young women—all of whom had “  an 
object in life  ”— sat, lolled, or lay before the camp-fire, and 
sang college-songs or told stories until the woods rang with 
their jo lly laughter.

enough arrangement when skies were blue, but quite the 
contrary when it rained.

They had left the train at the Weirs. From that point 
they might have come by steamer, and the accommodating 
captain would have put them off at the island on his way to 
Center Harbor; but, with the exception of their stock of 
Graham and fancy crackers, they had left the providing of 
stores until they reached the Weirs, to save trouble. At 
that point they had taken time to run over by the bridge 
and see the Weirs, and had studied up the fact that here 
the Indians had had immense fishing-grounds— whence the 
name ; and then they had engaged Captain Lovejoy, who 
had a queer little craft of his own manufacture, to transport 
them and all their belongings to the island.

“ And the best of it all," invariably said the Suffragist 
when they “ broke u p ” and sought their fragrant beds, “ is 
that there are no men around. Here we can be perfectly 
independent of a man !**

“ Except the captain,” demurely put in the Artist.
“ And Ditchie," observed the Journalist, patting that wor

thy on the back until every tooth in his head shone in the 
firelight.

“  Oh ! they don’t count,” the Suffragist would answer; and 
the Belle would heave a slight sigh and be silent.

But there came a day when the captain did “  count." It 
rained all one day, and the fog, which is so rare on Lake 
Winnipesaukee, had settled over them thickly. The cap
tain's craft had not made its appearance, and the larder had
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become wofully empty. In fact there was nothing to eat— 
absolutely nothing— when they went to their tents early in 
the evening. Early, because it rained, and the camp-fire 
did not burn, and nothing seemed cheerful or enlivening.

“ They ain’t nothin’ for breakfast,” called out Ditchie, 
and he paused in his retiring preparations and put his head 
through the tent door. He slept in the tent with the stores.

“  Whatever shall we do?”  groaned the chorus of girls. 
“  There i sn’t a crumb of bread, a drop of milk, or an egg. 
Not a fish or a blue-berry ; nothing but some Indian meal.”

“  I have an inspiration,”  said the Peace-maker. “  I know 
how to make corn griddle-cakes, and we have butter and 
sugar. I ’ll get up early and make some, and with good 
coffee we can get along.”

So they settled themselves for as sound a night’s rest as 
could be reasonably expected with the constant rush of the 
streams of water across the lower part of their tent, which 
the pouring rain created. Luckily their couches had been 
built on the higher part, and the tents pitched on sloping 
grounds ; so nobody got wet.

In the morning the Peace-maker rose at half-past five and 
went into the provision-tent, where Ditchie, already up and 
dressed, was looking gloomily at the empty pails and boxes.

“  Are you sure there isn’t any milk, Ditchie ? ” asked she.
“ Yes, ma’am,” he said. “ Only jest that pailful, and 

that’s awful sour.”
“ A ll the better,” replied the Peace maker jubilantly. 

“  Now go and make the fire and put on the frying-pan.”
“ They ain’t no kindlin’s,” observed Ditchie after a short 

absence, "  an’ it rains an’ everything’s wet. ”
“  Why, dear me,” pleasantly observed the Peace-maker. 

“ You should have seen to the wood in pleasant weather. 
Here ; can’t you whittle off some of that piece of board ? ”

Ditchie very deliberately complied with the suggestion, 
and whittled contentedly until the mixture which she was 
preparing was ready to be left, and his companion picked up 
the kindlings and went to the fire-place. Everything was in 
a decidedly moist condition. Paper, birch-bark, and 
kindlings, when placed inside that well-drenched stone 
stove, steadily refused to burn. Smoke steadily poured into 
the Peace-maker’s eyes, until they were as red as if  she had

been weeping an 
hour, but yet she 
did not lose her 
temper. She lit, 
one after another, 
a whole bunch of 
matches, only to 
see them go out 
again ; or i f  they 
b u r n e d ,  she 
watched patient
ly the kindlings 
ignite, burn fee
bly a m o m e n t ,  
and then die out. 
Ditchie literally 
stood by her in 
her t r i a l s —and 
h e l d  t h e  um
b r e l l a ,  for the 
r a in  p ou re d  
steadily and the 

winds laughed in fiendish glee at the poor little smiling 
Peace-maker.

At half-past seven the kindlings, having dried a little in 
the smoke which poured directly into the face of the 
maiden,— no matter where she sat, or rather crouched,—be
gan to bum a little better, and finally blazed out strong.

“  It ’s going to burn ! ”  exclaimed Ditchie in a surprised 
tone.

The Peace-maker went in and got her batter and the fry
ing-pan. Fifteen minutes later a shout went up from the 

 sleeping-tent. For the inmates, having dressed, had come 
to the door and witnessed the comical picture which the 
Peace-maker made as she sat, with a hopeful expression, on 
a stone beside the smoldering fire, while the faithful Ditchie 
stood over her with a huge cotton umbrella.

The Artist took her sketch-book and soon had them drawn 
 with such success that afterward she was obliged to make 
 six copies of the. picture ; while the rest, after the laugh 

was over, went over and prepared the table for breakfast.
The griddle-cakes were ready at last, just as the hands of

their w a t c h e s  
pointed to n ine; 
and the Peace
maker emerged 
from the retire
ment o f her big 
umbrella, tired, 
heated, but still 
s m i l i n g ,  and  
b r e a k f a s t  was 
ready. And then, 
horror of horrors! 
a rustling was 
heard, the bushes 
parted, there was 
a c o n f u s e d  
glimpse of gay 
c a p s  and blue 
flannel s h i r t s  , 
and a party of 
good-looking and 
graceful y  o u n g  
men stood before 
them, with un
covered heads !

It was as if  an 
electric shock had 
suddenly b e e n  
sent through the 
camp. The Lady 
Principal felt for 
h e r  gold-bowed 

 eye-glasses ; the Teacher’s back suddenly stiffened ; the 
Journalist put on her defensive attitude ; the Artist gazed 
admiringly in open delight ; the Suffragist looked down
right and thoroughly provoked ; the Society Belle imme
diately tightened her belt, and adjusted the bow of ribbon 
at her throat ; and the Peace-maker brushed a part of the 
meal from her apron, and smiled.

“  W e beg a thousand pardons, ladies,”  said a handsome, 
dark-eyed man of perhaps thirty years. “ W e had no idea 
we should find nothing but ladies—that is—’hem— we were 
cruising among the islands, and seeing a camp supposed we 
might find a party of gentlemen, and ventured to call. W e 
beg pardon, though, and will go.” But none among the 
group made a motion as if  to leave.

“  No,”  replied the Artist, speaking for the camp, “  we are 
only what they call over there on shore, a ‘ passel of. 
women.’ ”

An easy footing seemed already established, although 
frowns occasionally darkened the classic brow of the Lady 
Principal. Breakfast, such as it was, was fast cooling, and 
the ravenous girls could wait no longer, but announced the 
matutinal meal, apologizing for its scantiness as they did so. 
Whereupon the young man who had first spoken was seen to



DEMOREST'S MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 5 4 5

beckon to a tall, light-haired companion, and they slipped 
away together, returning in a few moments with a hamper 
of well-cooked provisions from the house-boat which was 
secured at the edge of the water ; and in an incredibly, and 
what seemed to the Suffragist and the Lady Principal, a 
scandalously, short space of time, this party of strangers 
were breaking bread (and griddle-cakes) in the camp of the 
Israelites !

When, two hours later, the visitors departed, after show
ing the girls over the house-boat which they had chartered 
and were using for a cruise among the three hundred and 
sixty-five islands of the Lake, the Lady Principal felt her
self called upon to exercise her authority over these, her 
giddy young charges.

“ Girls ! ” she exclaimed, with her best school-room air, 
“  if this isn't shameful! Here we agreed not to speak to a 
man, but to live here by ourselves for a month, and let the 
gay world go by. But the very first glimpse you get of the 
superior” (intense sarcasm on this word) “ beings, directly 
you must begin to ogle and prink. I declare, I believe there 
are at least two first-class flirtations begun already. Girls, 
I appeal to you, I beg of you, don’t spoil our little experi
ment with any more nonsense.”

“'But auntie,”  exclaimed the Artist, “ if you had only 
gone over that little house-boat! Why it's just the cutest 
thing imaginable! They eat, sleep, and cook there, and 
everything is i neat as wax. They can go in shallow water 
and among those lovely islands down toward the Broad. 
They can get off anywhere and camp or explore the islands 
and have no end of fun. Oh ! I wish we had one.”

“  And, Miss P.,”  demurely added the Belle, “ they offered 
to come and take us out for a day's cruise. Now, don't say 
you won't chaperone us.”

“  Girls! ” Words cannot describe the emphasis the Lady 
Principal put upon this exclamation. It combined protest, 
despair, disgust, and a prophecy of failure for their well- 
laid plans of peace and rest. * * Girls ! That would be out
rageous, after all we've said about a life of independence. I 
wonder if there is a spot on the face of this earth where 
girls will not coquette and boys will not be silly.”

“  The principle involved,” began the Suffragist-----
“  Oh, bother the principle of things ! ”  exclaimed the 

Artist. “  Let's have a good time. Say, auntie, let's go just 
one day. We'll keep it to ourselves so they can't laugh at 
us when we get home.”

" And what about our own inner consciousness ? ” said the
Suffragist. “  ' Be true to thyself, and----- ’ ”

“ We have no inner consciousness,” said the Society Belle. 
“  Thank goodness ! we are not all from Boston.”

“ Girls, I have a splendid idea.”  This from the Peace
maker. “  You know Mr. Whittier is still at the Sturtevant 
farm-house, where he goes every summer. Why not go 
over this afternoon to Center Harbor and make a pilgrimage 
to the ‘ Wood-Giant ?' ”

“  Capital ! Charming ! Splendid ! ” came in chorus.
“  After our experience this morning,—see how beautifully 

it has cleared off and the lovely tint of the sky,—after this 
morning,” pursued the Lady Principal, "  I have made up my 
mind that we don't know how to camp out to good advantage. 
Let's go over to Center Harbor. Before we make a pilgrim
age to the shrine of the ' Wood-Giant,' I want to make one 
to the corner-store and invest in an oil-stove, so that there 
will be no further necessity for such a performance as the 
poor little Peace-maker and her colleague gave us this 
morning. Then I am going to lay in a fresh stock of canned 
meat, dried beef, bacon, canned fruit, etc., so that if it rains 
a week or more we need not starve. Some rice and some 
pickles would come in play, too. After that I  am at your 
service. Can we walk?”

“  Sturtevant’s is only a mile and a half from Center Har
bor,” volunteered the Journalist, “ and a lovely walk. 
Can’t we go this afternoon ? ”

The latter suggestion proved popular, and after an early 
dinner—Captain Brown had made his appearance meanwhile 
—the seven girls packed themselves into their one row-boat, 
and the three miles between Beaver Island and Center Har
bor quickly glided behind them, for they were all willing 
and skillful rowers.

A lovelier picture than Center Harbor as the boat 
approaches it cannot be imagined. And the hills behind it, 
piled one upon the other against the bluest and clearest of 
skies, are inspiring even to lesser poets than the two so 
well-known, whose poems on the Lake region are household 
words in New England ; for besides John G. Whittier, 
Lucy Larcom has sung many a sweet and soothing lay 
which was inspired by these surroundings.

The walk from Center Harbor to Sunset Hill, where is 
Mr. Whittier’s favorite summer resting-place, is over a beau
tiful country road shaded with pines, birches, elms and 
maples, and lined on either side with tall, waving ferns. 
After leaving the village the road winds up a series of hills, 
each of which presents a commanding view. At the top of 
the first, our seven joined in one exclamation of rare delight, 
for there, spread below them, lay the silvery expanse of the 
lake as it stretched away for miles toward Wolfboro'. 
Behind the latter village lay the rounded hills, peculiar to that 
region, old Cropplecrown, flanked by “  Tumbledown Dick,” 
rising above them all. To the south the Belknaps stood like 
guardian angels, and opposite, grim and huge, lay Ossipee. 
the red roof of the “  Hall ”—so English, you know—gleam
ing in the afternoon sun. The myriad islands in the lake 
glimmered like emeralds, the group of Beavers looking like 
tufts of soft green moss. The sun never looked on a fairer 
picture.

But the sun was already declining, and there was little 
time for rhapsodizing ; else the Journalist threatened to 
“ drop into poetry : ” and they kept on their way half an 
hour longer, under fragrant boughs, when the large two- 
story mansion of the Sturtevant farm stood revealed.

Beside it the well-worn path led away into the woods, 
behind the group of barns and across the most delightful of 
New-England pastures. Then it disappeared under a grove 
of magnificent pines, almost any of which might be con
sidered the “  Anakim ” of the poet's search, and where the 
seven young women indulged their various poetic, artistic, 
and literary bents in a manner suited to each. The soft carpet 
of pine-needles was bright with young “  checker-berries.” 
and spotted with blue-berries. Here and there were rustic 
seats, and ever the bewitching path lured them onward. 
At last they emerged from the pine-grove by

“ a woodland path,
To open sunset leading,"

and beheld the
“ Dark Titan on his Sunset Hill,

Of time and change defiant ! "

There stood the “ Wood Giant.”
“ Of all New Hampshire’s magnificent scenery,” exclaimed 

the Journalist, “  I think this is the best.”
The Journalist was the only one of the group who had been 

on the spot before, and therefore felt a sort of proprietary 
interest in it. She could not complain of any lack of enthu
siasm on the part of her comrades as they gazed. Beautiful 
Asquam Lake lay nestled between picturesque hills, and 
seemed to be especially guarded by the spirit of peace that 
dwells among these mountains. Far away to the northward, 
underneath the lower branches of the giant pine, stretched 
the clear profile of the Sandwich Range, and over all poured 
the glorifying, intense sunshine of these northern hills.



546 DEMOREST’S MONTHLY MAGAZINE,

"  Before me,   stretched for glistening miles,
Lay mountain-girdled Squam ;

Like green-winged birds, the leafy isles 
Upon its bosom swam.”

“  Girls, who can repeat ‘ th e  Wood Giant?* "  said the 
Journalist. "  I can’t— I never can remember two consecutive 
lines of anything. But we ought to have it, here.”

“ From Alton Bay to Sandwich Dome,
From Mad to Saco River,

For patriarchs of the primal wood 
We sought with vain endeavor.”

“  It was the Teacher who began the poem in a soft, natural 
voice, and as she repeated the simple, touching verses, they 
took on a new meaning to her fair audience. The soft 
sighing of the wind in the pine-branches seemed to echo and 
accompany the speaker, especially when she came to the 
lines :

“ W e heard his needles’ mystic rune,
Now rising, and now dying,

As erst Dodona’s priestess heard 
The oak-leaves prophesying.

“ Was it the hall-unconscious moan 
Of one apart and mateless,

The weariness of unshared power,
The loneliness of greatness ?”

The Teacher stopped suddenly. “  Go on, go on ! ” cried 
the listening girls.

“  Look there,”  said the Teacher, in awe-struck tones. 
“  Not for worlds would I inflict him with my recital of his 
own poetry.”

At the first words a suppressed “  Oh ! ”  went round the 
circle ; for, coming through the path, out from under the 
trees and toward them, was the beloved Quaker Poet. Most 
of them had never seen him, but they knew him at once 
from his likeness to the familiar engravings.

Mr. Whittier hesitated a moment when he saw his favor
ite retreat occupied ; but the Artist and the Journalist 
were beside him, begging him to come forward and allow 
them to "  just speak to him,”  and “  just have a chance to say 
they had seen him under his famous tree ! ” And so the gen
tle poet came on and sat for a while in his favorite seat, and 
the girls felt that this was one of life ’s important occasions.

“ There,” he said to the Lady Principal, after a few 
moments, “ there are the young men who sent word they 
were coming, and wished to meet me. I know them well.”

The Lady Principal looked aghast. There they were, 
coming up the hill, the seven young men who had so sud
denly invaded their camp that morning. There was no help 
for it They could not beat a hasty retreat, as she would 
have liked, for there was Mr. Whittier, and, besides, the 
masculine offenders had already espied them and were lift
ing their caps to the Belle and the Suffragist, who happened 
to be in the foreground.

But the Lady Principal comforted herself with thinking : 
“ It is disgraceful! I f  ever I  get those girls alone again ! 
Gould they have known this when our coming was pro
posed? But no, the Peace-maker proposed it, and she would 
never have thought of such a thing.” And then she found 
herself cordially shaking hands with the oldest and hand
somest man in the group, and conversation became general 
and animated.

Both parties had brought lunches, and were bent on a pic
nic-supper. Mr. Whittier staid but an hour, and then went 
back to the farm-house, whither he was accompanied by the 
Belle and the little Peace-maker, and soon after their depart
ure two young men suddenly bethought themselves of the 
desirability of plenty of milk as a beverage to go with the 
viands they had brought. In vain did the Lady Principal

say she had brought a goodly quantity, enough for all. 
The young men would not think of becoming a drain upon 
her hospitality, and hied away under the woodland greenery; 
and it took an unconscionable time to procure and bring back 
the milk—together with the maidens.

It was but natural that after the supper had been eaten 
the two parties should find themselves moderately well ac
quainted, and that they should walk together the mile and a 
half which they all must traverse between Sunset Hill and 
Center Harbor. It was with great amusement, too, that the 
girls noted two facts : the Lady Principal had as an escort 
the same handsome man whom she had unwillingly shaken 
hands with on their first appearance; and the Suffragist 
brought up the rear with the least interesting, and, seem
ingly, the least intelligent of the other young men. But 
they all seemed pretty well suited with the gifts the gods 
had provided in this instance.

Such a walk, under the sunset sky, as lay between them 
and Center Harbor, is enough to put the most indifferent 
person in a good humor ; so when, arrived at the latter point, 
the young men proposed that the whole party should go back 
to the island on the house-boat, taking the row boat in tow, 
the Lady Principal must not be blamed because she did not 
strenuously object to the proposition.

But she was scandalized when they had landed at their 
island and the Artist coolly invited their escorts to come and 
sit round the camp-fire for a while, adding : “  Our chaperon 
here will second the invitation, if it is  necessary.”

And perhaps it was because her handsome cavalier looked 
at her with evident surprise when she was referred to as a 
“ chaperon,” that she found herself smilingly saying she 
“  hoped they could find it convenient to stay.”

The woods rang that night with the laughter that rose 
from the happy circle around the glowing camp-fire, for by 
this time they were like “ auld acquaintance.”  The young 
men had shown at the outset their good-breeding and refine
ment, and little by little the girls found out they were a 
party of class-mates from Dartmouth, who had left their 
various pursuits and met for a jolly time together in the 
New Hampshire lake and mountain region.

The handsomest one was a young professor attached to 
one of the newer Western colleges ; there was a young jun
ior partner in a wholesale house ; an artist; a manufacturer’s 
son who had gone into business with his father; a physician; 
a master in a Boston school, and a young lawyer.

“  It is a little strange,” whispered the Teacher to the 
Journalist as they crept into bed late that night, “ how much 
spicier a thing life is when there are bright, keen young men 
about. Don’t, I beg of you, tell the Suffragist I said so, 
though! ”

“  Jolly girls ! ”  said the Manufacturer, as the young men 
sought their house-boat at about the same time. “  Queer, 
how much more ‘ snap and go ’ there is to a vacation when 
there are bright girls about.”

The next morning dawned on a cloudless day. The Lady 
Principal arose with an overwhelming desire to go some
where —to make a cruise about the Lake among the scores of 
charming islands. But she did not see exactly how to ac
complish it—unless Captain Lovejoy would take them all 
out on his craft ; and somehow that species of locomotion 
did not just now seem very desirable to her.

She said nothing, however, until after breakfast. Nor then: 
for just as she was about to give voice to her half-formed 
plans, voices were heard in the path that led down to the 
water, and the seven young men stood before her.

“ Ready?” said the Professor. “  It ’s early, but we need 
a good long day to get over there and back.”

“  I ’ll see,”  answered the Lady Principal, and vanished 
into the tent where the Artist and the Belle were putting
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the finishing’ touches to exceedingly jaunty 
costumes. The Suffragist, by the way, 
had left off wearing “  Mother Hubbards,” 
and daily attired herself in a becoming 
navy-blue serge suit.

"G irls, what does this mean? What 
have you promised ? Why are these young 
men here, asking, with all the assurance 
in the world, i f  we are ready ? ” and the 
Lady Principal paused with a look that was meant to be 
severe.

“ Why, you see, auntie,” began the Artist in a mollifying 
tone, “  they asked us last night, while you had gone into the 
tent for the lemonade. W e didn’t tell you for fear you’d 
have scruples or some such uncomfortable thing, and we ac
cepted for all. So you'll have to go, you see. Only think ! 
to go all around in a house-boat ! ”

There was no use in attempting to go against fate, and 
besides it was a perfect day and the water was temptingly 
beautiful. So nothing more was said, and they were soon 
out on the channel toward Wolf-boro'.

What use in trying to describe 
the beauties of that day? Almost 
at every boat-length there was some
thing new to be admired. Now it 
was a charming cove with wooded 
sides rising abruptly from clear, 
deep waters ; now a long bay with 
blue hills in the distance rising 
above the rolling foreground ; now 
it was a broad view of the lake ; and 
now the Sandwich Range, with, at 
last, the glistening white summit 
of Mount Washington, sixty miles 
away.

When they liked, the boat was 
moored to some island and the 
entire party climbed to the top of 
the hill which it formed. Several 
of these islands rise quite abruptly 
from the water, to a height of from 
twenty-five to a hundred and fifty 
feet. Many of them are cone- 
shaped and thickly wooded. Some 
of the larger ones have cultivated 
lands and farm-houses; and many 
of the smaller have “  summer cot

tages "  or tenting-ground for campers : for the Lake is 
becoming more popular as a camping-resort, every year.

Cow Island seemed to our group of girls the most pictur
esque of any, as it has a deserted old farm-house and a soli
tary windmill on the highest part. Years ago it was part of 
a mill ; but the round tower, the quaint old house, and a 
few stunted apple-trees and blasted lilac-bushes are all that 
is left of a once happy and prosperous home. Rattlesnake 
Island is the largest of them all except Governor’s Island, 
near the Weirs, which contains a thousand acres. The 
former is so named because it is the only island where the 
rattlesnake is seen, and there it is found in considerable 
numbers.

“ The captain told me,” said the Professor, as they went 
by this island, “ of an old farmer who set a fire here a year 
or two ago, and claimed to have seen snakes running from 
the fire and crawling over dead logs in battalions. ' Guess, 
tho',' said the captain,'  be had some reason for seem' 
snakes ! ’ ”

Bear Island is another large island, containing probably 
five hundred acres or so of good arable land. Here lives 
Captain Love joy, owner of the four original farms upon the 
island. A  bear was once shot on the western shore. Cow 
Island was named from the superior cattle once raised there ; 
Horse Island, because a horse died there ; Eagle Island, be
cause the king of birds once fell a victim there ; Barndoor 
Island, because a barndoor was stolen and carried there once 
upon a time ; and many others obtained their names in the 
same primitive fashion. Just why Dish-water Pond was so 
named is difficult to imagine.

Fishing is plentiful in the coves and near the trout-ledges, 
and our party were promised a fishing excursion at an early 
day. It was when they were returning by the Weirs, at sun
set, that one of the girls descried a queer-looking craft 
moored to the landing, and asked what it was.

The Professor replied : “  That is a horse-boat—an institu
tion peculiar to this lake, and, i f  I  am correctly informed, 
not to be found elsewhere. In former times the horse-boat 
was the only means of freighting goods from one point to 
another. Yes, the horses are driven along the edge some
what as canal-boat mules travel the tow-path. By the way, 

have you seen the Weirs? That is a 
most interesting point. W e were over 
to the old Indian settlement the other 

day. The man who owns the 
land there told me he has 
frequently plowed up th e  
great stones they used for 
stoves, and often used to find 
arrow-heads there, and even 
discovered the place where 
t h e y  w e r e  manufactured. 
Didn’t you see that? Well, 
we shall be only too happy to 
bring you over here some day 
to explore it.”

The day ended at last; but 
instead of these seven young 
women feeling that they had 
“ d o n e  Winnipesaukee up
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thoroughly, ” they had discovered that there were hundreds 
of interesting points yet to be visited. And somehow, as 
the days glided onward, they, unconsciously perhaps, found 
themselves accepting the escort of their masculine friends 
on the convenient house-boat. Nothing was said nowadays 

» about the delights of independence, or the blessedness of 
freedom from the trammels of society. They were enjoying 
life  too well.

They, all together, went over to Squam Lake ; they visited 
the Hall on Ossipee Mountain, and were charmed with the 
delightful hospitality of the charming family who lived 
there. At the Hall, too, they met dear, sweet, plain, 
motherly Lucy Larcom ; and they explored the beautiful 
parks and waterfalls in the neighborhood, and climbed 
Mount Shaw, all in a day. They went to Wolfboro' and 
drove out to Cropplecrown in a hay-wagon ; they climbed 
Red H ill—back of Center Harbor—and sat in Mr. W hittier’s 
“  Sunrise Chair ” —a throne composed o f great stones, which 
was made by an enthusiastic young Boston man and dedi
cated to the poet of these hills.

“ I wish,”  said the Teacher to the Manufacturer, as she 
sat in the “  chair,” “  we could always take as broad and hope
ful views of the world—morally, I  mean,—as we can take 
o f the magnificent lake region when seated in this chair.”

“  No pessimistic reflections in this crowd,”  said the 
Lawyer, coming up just then with the Journalist. “  I f  we 
always kept our faces toward the sunshine, as one must 
here, don’t you think there would be less moral discourage
ment in the world ? ”

Then there came a day when the farewell excursion was 
made, and an evening when farewell songs were sung around 
 the camp-fire. For vacation days for young business men 
come to an end all too soon, and, before they knew or realized 
it, the party o f Dartmouth graduates found they had staid 
on the Lake up to the very last day of their leave of absence.

The last songs were sung as the dying embers sent forth 
a shower of sparks ; but a pensive mood prevailed over the 
party in place of the merry light-heartedness of the previous 
nights. Now and then a member of the party would rise 
into forced gayety, only to subside again into constrained 
silence. And then there were general and prolonged hand
shakings and repeated good-byes.

When he thought no one was looking, the Artist drew the 
Suffragist into the friendly shade of the maples close by. 
The Professor and the Lady Principal stood their ground by 
the deserted fire until they suddenly noticed that they were 
alone ; for two by two the entire company had stepped into 
the grateful shade for a little tenderer good-bye than they 
dared say publicly.

“  But it isn't so bad,” remarked the Professor, sotto voce, 
 this breaking up, as though we were not to meet again.

And at Christmas,
you know----- ”

“ S h — s h —  
sh— . ”  The Lady 
Principal looked 
alarmed. “  Some 
of them will over
hear you.”

But the Profes
sor drew her arm 
in his and they 

disappeared down the path toward 
the water, with the late moon shining 
a benediction upon them all.

They all crept off to bed very silently 
and tenderly thoughtful that night, 
and the next day was passed in spas

modic efforts at gayety, and praiseworthy attempts at 
entertainment.

It was the Journalist who spoke first, as they sat lone- 
somely around the camp-fire that evening :

“  Girls, how many of you are ready to own up? ” said she.
“  The Suffragist has worn her ' Mother Hubbard ’ all day, the 
Belle has left off her gay ribbons, and the Teacher hasn’t taken 
down her crimps since she mournfully put them up last night. 
W ho’ll be the first to say she is ready to break camp?” 

Nobody spoke.
“ Now, don’t all speak at once,” sarcastically continued 

the Journalist, “  because I  am only waiting a chance to sec
ond the motion.”

“ I would,”  timidly volunteered the Peace-maker, “ only
I— I---"

“  Well, you— what?”  mercilessly pursued the Journalist.
“  Come, confess.”

“  I don’t know what mother w ill say. You see Fred is
determined to call the day I  get home, and----- ”

“  F red ? ”  came from several throats at once.
“  So-ho,” observed the Journalist. “  F re d !”
“  W ell— I didn’t mean to, so there ! And it's all right for 

me to call him so, anyway, for we are engaged ! ”—and the 
poor little Peace-maker’s face went down into her hands. 
But the Lady Principal drew her close, and remarked :

“  I  imagine, little girl, that several other confessions of 
that nature are due. Go on, girls.”

“  I ’ll ’fess, i f  you will, auntie,”  said the Artist saucily.
“  The same thing that happened to the Peace-maker and the 
Junior Partner has happened unto the Doctor and me. W e 
are engaged ! ”  The last words were uttered in a tragic 
tone that drew tears of laughter from all the girls.

“ And to the Schoolmaster and me,”  added the Belle.
“  And the Lawyer and me,”  confessed the Journalist.
“  And the Manufacturer and me,” timidly ventured the 

Teacher.
“ And the Artist and me,” groaned the Suffragist.
“ Come, auntie,” urged her niece, “ go on. Say— ‘ and 

the Professor and me,’ like a good little g irl.”
“ And the Professor and me.” The words came hesitat

ingly, but the girls received them with vociferous cheers.
“  W e ’ll break camp to-morrow,” cried the Journalist, 

“  and go home. Girls, is our experiment a triumph for the 
‘ woman’s cause ’ or not ? ”

“ It ’s a sham e!”  murmured the Suffragist. “ But I  for 
one could not help it.”

“  Did you want to? ”  queried the Artist.
“  Let’s go to bed,”  was the sententious reply.
But just as they were getting off to sleep the Society Belle 

sat up and shouted :
‘ ‘ Hurrah for Camp Septem and its independent ' female 

wimmin ! ' Hurrah for the opportunity to prove our superior
ity to man’s blandishments ! Hurrah for women who depend 
solely upon their own sex for entertainment ! Hurrah ! ”  

But the Suffragist reached over and pulling the noisy 
speaker down into bed again, laid a hand over her mouth, 
and kept it there.

And so they all dropped asleep on their last night in camp.
H e l e n  M .  W i n s l o w .
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My Friend's Wedding-Trip.
I SAY, George, have you anything special on hand for 
the next few weeks ? If not, I want your company 
on a little trip South."

Clarence Vaugn was an old friend, as any one would have 
inferred had they seen him gracefully part his coat tails and 
seat himself comfortably on my drawing-table, to the com
plete disarrangement of everything it held.

“ No,” I answered, reflectively, " 1 can't say that I have,”—  
not thinking it necessary to state that I had waited in vain 
for something in the shape of business since I first opened 
my office as an architect, at the urgent solicitation of my 
father.

‘ ‘ Well, I only asked you out of politeness,” he said care
lessly, "  for any one would have to be operated by a strong 
feeling of philanthropy to consent to let you meddle with his 
plans. But, to present business : I want you to accompany 
me to Philadelphia, whither I am now bound on an interest
ing errand. Providing the other party entertains no objec
tion, I shall be married there.”

I could only gaze at him in half-incredulous astonishment, 
which he observed.

"  Oh, it’s a fact,” he continued. "  Just swallow your sur
prise a moment, and I will explain in language so lucid that 
even your feeble thinking apparatus can take it in. You 
see,” and here he brushed aside a pile of well-arranged 
drawings to afford him more latitude for ease, "  the old gen
tleman has been after me pretty rabid of late, to renounce 
my ' gallivanting ways, ’ as he happily expresses it, and settle 
down to respectable oblivion, and gradual disintegration of 
personality in the stream of commerce, if you will allow that 
metaphor. Of course I showed great anxiety to engage in 
such a promising field for my hitherto dormant commercial 
talents ; but being a tolerably keen blade himself, he ac
cepted my enthusiastic expressions for about their par value, 
and thoughtfully suggested that if I possessed a sensible 
young wife to serve as an anchor in the calm waters of the 
domestic circle, he could bank on me with more certainty. 
I admiringly concurred in this suggestion, and gave vent to 
my surprise that the obvious necessity of such a precaution
ary measure had not occurred to myself.

"  He inquired if I had anyone in view likely to fill the 
requirements which we agreed were necessary for such a 
high position as marriage with me would elevate a young 
lady to. I lost no time in replying in the affirmative ; for I 
would much rather choose one blindfolded, than leave the 
choice with him. As I feared, he asked her name. I called 
up my presence of mind and rapidly reviewed all the mar
riageable ladies of my acquaintance, and finally fixed on the 
one farthest off, as that would at least afford more time. 
This was Miss Grace Arnold, whom I had seen but once in 
my life, when she came up from Philadelphia, one summer, 
on a visit to my sisters, just as I was leaving for New York.

“ The governor expressed himself as satisfied, and recom
mended an immediate siege for the young lady’s hand ; for 
which I had to thank him, as I had professed boundless 
affection for the girl. It was settled I should go at once ; 
consequently you now see me in the rôle of an ardent lover, 
impatient to hasten into the dear one’s presence.”

I was too well acquainted with Clarence to be surprised at 
his manner of relation, but I wondered at his ready consent 
to follow a course which I could not help thinking was dis
tasteful to him. However, that was no concern of mine, and 
I was anxious to break away from the irksome restraints of 
the office and knock about with such a pleasant companion 
as my friend. He was to leave in a couple of hours, and I 
hastily made ready to accompany him.

A short time afterward, we were comfortably ensconced on

the train, and speeding on toward the Quaker City. Clarence 
talked volubly—after his usual manner. He professed to 
regard the whole affair as a good joke, and kept me laugh
ing with ludicrous descriptions of the manner in which he 
would offer himself to the young lady, of whom he spoke in 
the most endearing terms.

"  Is this fortunate young lady whom you intend to honor 
so highly, very handsome ? ” I ventured to inquire.

"  Well, there's nothing dazzling in her make-up, but she 
has all the signs of long wear and strong quality.” This 
with the air of a connoisseur.

Presently he began to deplore the fact that I was not, like 
him, destined soon to experience the happiness of wedded 
life.

"  Georgia,” he said, laying his hand on my shoulder with 
mock tenderness, " I  am soon to leave the barren pastures of 
single blessedness, and be initiated into the pleasant harness 
of matrimony, and grow strong in the congenial atmosphere 
of connubial felicity. But while I shall be reveling in the 
sphere of this gentle influence, O my friend, thou wilt still 
be grazing on the lonely moors, companionless. But this 
shall not be allowed. You must accompany me into the 
haven of married bliss. After the manner of my venerable 
sire, I ask you if you have anyone in view; or shall I help 
you out in the matter ? ”

" I  will abide by your good taste,” I answered, anxious to 
quiet him, for I was deep in a newspaper article.

" Done !” said he. " It’s a bargain. And now, to begin 
near at hand, how does the old gentleman in front strike you 
as a desirable father-in-law ? ”

I saw the gist of his remark at once, for the daughter of 
the aforesaid old gentleman sat opposite him, across the aisle. 
She was a handsome girl of about nineteen, well-formed, and 
possessing a mass of dark hair which would have lent in
terest to one far more homely.

"  If you need my assent to stimulate you to seek an ac
quaintance,” I answered,"  you have it freely, for I am anxious 
to get rid of you while I finish reading this paper.”

" I  have a notion to stay here to hinder you, but I am urged 
away by the necessity of providing you with a wife. Adieu, 
for the present.” And he actually started to carry out his 
wild freak of gaining an acquaintance with the girl.

He walked to the other end of the car, then turned and 
retraced his steps, wearing all the time an elaborate appear
ance of not knowing what to do with himself. Then, as if 
a sudden thought struck him, he took a seat beside the old 
gentleman, and I saw he intended to gain acquaintance 
with the daughter through the father. He assumed a 
look of injured perplexity, and addressed the old gentleman:

"  Ah ! excuse me, sir, for venturing to interrupt you, but 
the fact is, a little point of difference has arisen between my 
friend and myself, which I knew you would be glad to set 
right for us. He has somehow got it into his head that 
Boston is larger than New York, and I have quoted statistics 
to him in vain. But he will no doubt be satisfied if you 
corroborate my statements.”

Here the old gentleman turned and scrutinized me as 
though I were a new species of curiosity. I controlled my 
inclination to laugh, as best I could, while he mildly inquired 
my reasons for thinking Boston the larger city. He seemed 
a very friendly old gentleman, and I decided to risk a little 
revenge for this trick of Clarence’s.

" Oh, about that,” I replied, carelessly, " I  had almost 
forgotten it. My friend had observed to me about a score of 
times that New York was the larger city, each time with 
such an air of imparting something new and strange, that 
the growing inclination to contradict him overcame me ; and 
he has not yet recovered from his surprise.”

He seemed to understand our mutual bantering, for he
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smiled pleasantly ; and as I had been led against my will 
into the conversation, I determined to get even with Clarence 
by absorbing the old gentleman in conversation, and leaving 
him to work his plans some other way. I found Mr. Morse 
a very entertaining and agreeable companion. I  introduced 
myself and friend, saying we were on a pleasure-trip to Phila
delphia, and was glad to find that he was going there also.

But Clarence, finding himself thus quietly eliminated from 
the conversation, had, in the meantime, quietly transferred 
himself to the seat occupied by the girl, and innocently 
opened a conversation with her. I  glanced at her as he 
did so, and perceived that she had observed the previous 
proceedings, and was not a little amused by the developments. 
Our new acquaintance also noticed this change of base, but 
evidently considering it in line with my friend’s previous 
erratic movements, he made no comment.

W hile conversing with him, now on all manner of topics, I 
still kept my eye on the couple opposite, and was not sur
prised to see the girl soon assume a look of interest and 
enjoyment, and talk freely ; for notwithstanding Clarence’s 
nonchalance and sarcastic indifference with persons of his own 
sex, on the opposite sex he managed to exert a strange fas
cination, partly accounted for by the fact that a certain old- 
time chivalry pervaded all his attentions to them. Seeing 
things were smooth in that quarter, I devoted myself to the 
old gentleman’s companionship for the rest of the trip.

As the train neared Philadelphia I  began collecting our 
traps, when Clarence joined me.

“ By the way, George,” he said, “  we won’t go to the hotel 
we decided on, as there is one nearer the depot.”

“  And our friends ? ” I inquired, suspiciously.
“  By a queer coincidence, they go to the same place,”  he 

answered gravely.
"  I suppose the coincidence will be extended to the fact 

that you and our young friend will go together,” I said.
“  Nothing more likely.”
"  Very well, and I shall lavish my attentions on the 

other.”
This programme was carried out, the two walking in front, 

while Mr. Morse and myself brought up the rear. As they 
walked before us, I could not but notice that they were a 
fine-looking couple. His whole walk and manner were sug
gestive of graceful negligence and utter independence of 
every one and everything, which with her air of freshness and 
lively interest in everything about her, formed a pleasing 
contrast He had introduced me at the depot as though she 
were an old acquaintance of his, and her pretty dignity on 
that occasion seemed to carry out the delusion.

That evening, as Clarence and I sat on the balcony, enjoy
ing the cool breeze from the river, I casually inquired of 
him what he thought of our new acquaintances. He answered 
briskly, “  Oh, he’s an interesting old patriarch ; and she 
carries with her the scent of green fields, of pleasant groves, 
of babbling brooks, and----- "

“  Softly, my friend,” I interrupted, soothingly ; “ if  you 
would utilize your babbling brooks to bathe your fevered 
head in, your friends would have cause to rejoice. But I'm 
really glad you can return such a good account of the lady 
you have chosen for me. How did my suit progress under 
your skillful handling ?

“ I  referred to you once,” he said quietly, “  but after one 
or two covert glances in your direction, she begged me hast
ily to drop the subject, under pain of banishment from her 
presence. Consequently, you are * laid on the shelf ’ at the 
start.”

“  I shall try to recover from my disappointment,”  I re
plied ; “  and now when do you intend to assail the fair one 
who is to delight your papa’s heart by keeping your little 
feet from forbidden paths?”

“ As you are anything but a ladies’ man.” he retorted, “  I 
can excuse you for not knowing that precipitancy in such 
cases is fatal. I will wait a few days, then call as if I had 
come to the city on business and had called to pay my re
spects on my sisters’ account, become suddenly interested, 
then impassioned, and carry all by a coup de m a i n ." And 
I was forced to notice from that time on, that he joked no 
more about the matter, as he had done at first.

On the following day we hired a carriage to take in the 
sights, although we were both well acquainted with the city. 
As Mr. Morse and his daughter were strangers to the place, 
it was only polite to invite them to join us, which Clarence 
did with unwonted alacrity when I suggested it. The day 
was all that could be desired, and we “  did ” the city 
thoroughly. Clarence took it into his head to be very 
agreeable during the progress of the ride, and as usual 
when overtaken with such a fit, he was both brilliant and 
entertaining. He artfully introduced into his descriptions 
of the places of historic interest, bright and interesting bits 
of the city’s early history; and I saw, before the ride was 
ended, that he had completely captivated the old gentleman, 
while the fair Lena regarded him with great interest, at least.

When we finally drove up in front of the hotel, Clarence 
handed the others out with a grace that Lord Chesterfield 
might have envied, and as Lena descended I saw him whis
per something in her ear, which met with anything but dis
pleasure ; for she smiled brightly as she nodded her head in 
reply, and then vanished up the steps after her father.

“  Does your plan include the capture of the old bird, too?”  
I  inquired. “  I thought he was to be left to solace me for 
the loss of your company.”

“  Pray don’t weaken the small conversational power nature 
has endowed you with, by such lame attempts at sarcasm.

 W ith me it don’t matter ; but you might be tempted to such 
a weakness in company, and thus ruin your prospects for 
life .”  This with the air of a Mentor addressing some youth
ful Telemachus. After supper that evening, Mr. Morse 
and I started on a leisurely walk about town, deep in the dis
cussion of philosophy and kindred subjects about which we 
possessed a common enthusiasm. Passing one of the large 
theaters, we noticed by the boards that a favorite p rima 
donna appeared that evening. W e purchased tickets and 
entered. A fter enjoying the entertainment until the close, 
we were slowly wending our way towards the hotel, when 
a handsome basket-phaeton overtook and passed us, in which 
I barely had time to recognize two well-known forms, with 
two well-known faces in that delightful degree of proximity 
not unusual in such circumstances, and which is always at
tributed, by charitable on-lookers, to the demands of earnest 
conversation. This explained the little scene after the ride 
that afternoon ; and I wondered if  the old gentleman had 
been aware of their intention, or if  he had seen them as they 
passed. When we reached the hotel, Clarence was on the 
veranda ; and as he said nothing about the ride, I  preserved 
a like reticence as to my knowledge of it.

From this time, although Clarence was just as lively and, 
seemingly, unconcerned, I was forced to notice that he 
skillfully avoided reference to the object of his coming to 
the city. I f  I ventured near the subject, in conversation, 
he would innocently put it aside by some irrelevant remark, 
and, as I had no object in forcing it upon him, it was soon a 
tabooed subject. He wrote home and received letters from 
there, regularly, and I was not a little curious as to how he 
accounted for the delay. But I knew his family would not 
think it very strange if  he failed to mention it entirely, for 
it never seemed to occur to Clarence that the mail was in
stituted to convey information.

This state of affairs continued about two weeks during 
which time his attentions to the girl had increased in fre-
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quency and zeal, until there was no doubt in my mind as to 
the way events were drifting. I had come to know her very 
well by this time, and was forced to admit the truth of my 
friend's enthusiastic declarations, in the main, and excuse 
his more unrestrained raptures, as permissible under the 
circumstances.

But in the meantime, Mr. Morse seemed utterly oblivious 
to the inevitable trend of these events, being rather a simple 
old gentleman, withal, and not inclined to be suspicious. 
W hile the young couple were spending their time in long 
rides, walking in the parks, or private conversations on the 
balcony or in the parlors, Mr. Morse and I were developing 
a strong and lasting friendship. I was won to him by his 
simplicity as well as his deep learning and quaint manner 
of speech.

One evening, as I stood conversing with several gentle
men on the veranda, Clarence issued from the house and 
came over to where we were standing. He passed his arm 
through mine, and said, “  Come ! let's walk out until sup
per.’'

I readily complied, and we walked slowly until we turned 
a corner and were out of sight from the hotel. And now I 
saw something had happened ; for his manner changed sud
denly, and he grasped my hand with a pressure that brought 
water to my eyes. Then, as suddenly releasing me, he gave 
me a rousing blow on the shoulder which nearly cost me my 
equilibrium.

“  Are you quite sure you have finished your exercise? ” I 
said, when I had partially recovered. ‘ ‘ If so, I ’ll try to 
pick myself together. ”

He hugged himself complacently, and replied; “  Mr.
Burton, congratulations are in order.”

"  Yes, that I have escaped alive from the hands of a 
lunatic,”  I responded, rubbing my shoulder. “  But, soberly, 
my boy, if it has really come to that, I congratulate you with 
all my heart ; for I think you are now more In the way of 
realizing your wild dream of married bliss, than you had any 
reason to expect. Yes, Clarence, I can congratulate you 
sincerely. ”

At this he seized my hand a second time, but now with 
more respect to the fact that it was flesh and blood, and we 
continued our walk, while he gave me the inside history of 
the affair since the meeting on the train.

And now, for the first time since I had known him, I 
became acquainted with the tender side of my friend’s 
character. He told me how he had, even at the first, been 
deeply interested in Miss Morse and charmed with her 
beauty ; how, imperceptibly, it grew upon him that they 
were meant for one another; and when he first decided to 
speak to her definitely and learn his fate.

She had refused at first, saying her duty to her father, who 
had only her to depend on and to take care of him, forbade 
her entertaining any such thoughts, but confessed that to 
live with him always would be all the happiness she could 
ask. W ith so much conceded, he had pressed his suit 
boldly, and finally extracted a half-reluctant consent to ask 
her father’ s blessing on their union.

“ And now,” he continued, after a pause in which he 
seemed to be enjoying that happy moment over again, 
“  this is all that remains to be done. It will be a delicate 
matter, for the dear old soul has no idea of such a thing, 
thinking Lena still little more than a child, as he evidently 
does. And George, I wish you would do this much for us ; 
for you are better at that business than I am, besides being 
more intimate with him .”

This I readily consented to do, seeing it was better that I 
should acquaint him with the affair, rather than Clarence 
himself. Being anxious for a happy conclusion to the affair, 
I was as impatient as Clarence to have the interview over

with ; so I took advantage of the first opportunity when we 
were alone together, to speak to Mr. Morse. I tried to 
speak in a perfectly frank and unrestrained manner, but I 
felt that my words were stiff and conventional.

“  Mr. Morse,” I said. “  I have something to impart to you 
which will surprise you, though I hope not disagreeably. 
You have doubtless observed the growing intimacy between 
your daughter and my friend since we have all been thrown 
together here ; and I am requested by them to tell you that 
this intimacy has ripened into love, and that only your 
sanction to their engagement is needed to complete their 
happiness.”

Instead of the utter astonishment or sudden anger for 
which I had prepared myself, he only looked at me mourn
fully, after the first flash of surprise.

“ Burton,” he said, “  I ’m sorry for this, although it is 
mostly my own fault, as I can plainly see. now. And you 
knew this all the time ? ”— this with a suspicion of reproach.

“  I can’t deny, sir, that I saw things were tending in this 
direction, although I was taken by surprise by this sudden 
culmination. And yet I fail to see any cause for grief in 
such a result, for I consider it fortunate in every respect. 
My friend is not the wild, reckless fellow he likes to appear, 
and you can find no fault with his character or circum
stances. ”

“  Yes. yes, but it’s not that. She is so young, so very 
young, for anything of this kind. And then, you know, 
she's all I have in the world, and I must make sure of her 
happiness. But if her heart is set on it,— well, well, I ’ll go 
and talk to them,” and he walked slowly into the house, 
while I realized, for the first time, what this news meant to 
the kind old man.

He did talk to them ; first expostulating, then advising, 
then unconditionally surrendering. For Clarence’s earnest 
eloquence and evident sincerity carried all before him ; and 
he reported to me that evening, as we paced in front of the 
hotel together, that all was settled, and that he should write 
the next day and explain the change of programme to his 
father.

As we passed through the office on our way upstairs, he 
was handed a letter by the clerk, which he read when we 
reached our room.

“ A h a !”  he said, when he had finished; “ the plot 
thickens. Now bring on the villain, and then for the cli
max,” and he handed the letter to me.

It was in his sister’s handwriting, and read as follows :

“  D e a r  C l a r e n c e  :— You queer boy. you don't tell us a 
thing in your letters that we are so anxious to hear. I am going 
to make a little confession to you, and I know you will ab
solve me when you learn what it is. Papa told us your 
errand to Philadelphia, and you must know I was so wild 
at the prospect of having dear Grace for a sister-in-law, that 
I decided to write and explain everything to her, and beg 
her not to disappoint us all, for I so feared you would go and 
spoil it all in your blundering way. She replied and said 
you had not called there up to that time, so we concluded 
you had stopped over in New York ; but papa said you 
seemed so impatient to get to her, although you never let us 
suspect your love for her, you naughty boy. She intimated 
what her answer would be when you choose to put in your 
appearance, so of course it is all settled now.

“  W rite soon to your loving
“  N ellie . ”

When I had finished reading he took it, saying, with an 
air of forced conviction, “  Woman, thou art a jew el! ” He 
then tilted his chair back and regarded me with a look which 
seemed to say, “ Now you’re in for it. Let’s see you squirm 
around that, old slippery.”
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“  Well,” I said finally, to break the silence.
“  Well,” he reiterated blandly.
"‘ So you enjoy the situation,” said I, incensed at his 

manner.
“  No—I was reflecting on the wonderful originality women 

employ in getting a fellow into a scrape. ”
"  Such reflections won’t help you out of this complication. 

What will you do about it ? ”
“ I shall refer it to my little partner, with power to act.” 
This was all the satisfaction I could draw from him that 

night; but on the following day when I alluded to the affair, 
he said, as though he had forgotten it before, "  True, my 
friend, we were discussing that point, as I now recollect. 
And since you have proved yourself faithful in small things, 
lo, I appoint you my agent in important things ; namely, to 
carry my respects to this deluded princess, and tell her we 
are sorry we cannot bestow our sovereign person at her feet, 
having been unluckily treed by the huntress Diana on her 
last trip, and forced to grace her presence, from now hence
forth.”

“ Am I to understand from this jargon that you wish me 
to see her and explain your foolishness and desertion ? I can 
tell her, truthfully, that you are a harmless kind of a don
key, and trust to her kindness to pardon your clumsy antics ; 
but to present you to her in a respectable light, is im
possible.”

“  All right, Georgie, so you keep her from marring her 
beauty in her wild-eyed despair— or from marring mine, 
either, which is still more important.”

And it was settled I should go and explain it all to her, 
not forgetting to humbly beg her pardon for treating her 
name with such disrespect.

I started on this mission with anything but sanguine hopes 
for its successful termination, and my doubts grew stronger 
as I neared my destination. As Clarence had said, I was not 
a ladies’ man ; and I feared myself unequal to the exigencies 
of the present occasion. As I sprang up the steps with out
ward boldness, my heart was in my throat, and someone 
seemed to be dropping icicles down my back. The thought 
crossed me that this young lady might be addicted to irony 
or sarcasm, and what a splendid opening my present visit 
presented for the brilliant exercise of these tendencies. This 
thought was excruciating ; and I dismissed it hastily, as I 
rang the bell.

The servant ushered me into a large parlor, furnished with 
the staid and unassuming elegance which the old families 
here still adhere to in their furniture, and often in their 
dress. It was but a few minutes until Miss Arnold appeared.

My first distinct impression was that she was not to be 
feared, which afforded me immense relief ; my next, that 
she must be dealt frankly with, if I wished to preserve her 
respect. She was rather tall, had soft brown hair and 
splendid brown eyes, and gave you the impression of a 
whole-souled, kindly nature, that was refreshing.

"  Miss Arnold,” I said, after having introduced myself, “  I 
have called in the interest of a friend of mine, to clear up 
an unfortunate matter which a chain of peculiar circum
stances renders it necessary to explain. I hope what I am 
about to say will not disturb you.”

This last was rather unfortunate, as she was perfectly 
calm, while I was beginning to perspire freely. But she 
seemed not to notice it, so I went on bravely with my ex
planation. When I mentioned Clarence she colored slightly, 
but soon recovered herself. I soon became so anxious to ex
culpate my friend from the charge of insincerity, that I lost 
sight of my embarrassment entirely.

I told her all— from the time Clarence entered my office in 
Boston, to his reception of his sister’s letter the previous 
evening. I even threw in snatches of his humor, to show

her that his seeming fault in the matter was only skin-deep, 
and not intentional in the least. As I neared the end, I was 
glad to see that the perplexity which she had showed at first, 
vanished, and an amused smile broke over her face like 
genial sunshine. When I described our consternation at his 
sister’s letter, she even laughed outright, and seemed to 
enjoy it.

That laugh eased things between us wonderfully, and we 
began to talk about the affair as a good joke. I described 
Lena to her, and she expressed a wish to get acquainted 
with her, and also with “ my truant cavalier,” as she now 
called Clarence.

“ Only the fact of his not being an acquaintance can ex
plain his truancy,” I ventured.

“ Thanks,” she replied, “ you are very kind.” Then, 
rather archly, “ If he had come I suppose I should have 
accepted him, for men are very much alike, anyway ; and I 
had nothing against him, you know, besides being a very 
good friend of his sisters. But you can tell him I congratu
late him, and won’t tell his intended wife of his former 
fickleness, hoping she’ll reform him, in time.”

From this we branched off to other and less personal 
topics, and found our tastes congenial in many respects, 
especially in literature and music, to which we were both 
devoted. I wondered at the ease with which I conversed 
in her presence, being usually reticent in the company of 
young ladies; and when finally I rose to go, I promised my
self a repetition of this delightful occasion at an early date.

When I detailed to Lena and Clarence the events of my 
visit, they both seemed much relieved, and my friend 
showed his satisfaction in his usual erratic manner : he left 
us suddenly, and when he returned he told us he had sent 
her an invitation from Lena and himself to join them at the 
hotel on the following afternoon.

“  I am glad you did, Clarence,” said Lena, “ but pray, sir, 
who gave you leave to use my name without my permis
sion ? ”

“ It’s nothing but fair, darling,” he replied, with mock 
humility, “ for I intend to give you full use of my name for 
the rest of your life ; ”— which seemed to strike both of 
them as remarkably funny, probably because he kissed her 
as he said it. “ But I ’ve got the old man into it also,” he 
continued, referring to me. “  He is to call for her at two 
o’clock, sharp.”

I saw nothing disagreeable in this, so I introduced no ob
jection.

It is needless to describe the little party of the following 
afternoon, nor how well Clarence stood the pleasant ban
tering with which Miss Arnold assailed him, nor what a 
friendship sprang up between the two girls. But it was a 
pleasant sight, and I confess I still remember that day with 
feelings of unalloyed pleasure.

After this, there were any number of parties, excursions, 
and boat-rides, and a happier quartette could have been 
found nowhere. For though Miss Arnold and myself were 
often left to our own devices for amusement, while Lena 
and Clarence held their mutual admiration society apart, 
we never found the time hang heavily on our hands. At 
least I can attest to my own enjoyment of these quiet hours 
of private companionship, and I never heard her utter any 
complaint.

All this time I knew Clarence was carrying on a small 
battle with his father, through the mails, although he never 
spoke of it. But I was not surprised when he came out 
victor, for when interested in resistance he was far the more 
determined of the two. I knew he had conquered when he 
carelessly announced to us that his father and sisters would 
join them on their wedding-day, which had been set for a 
month later.
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One evening about tills time, as Clarence and I were 
strolling arm in arm, as was our wont, in front of the hotel, 
I said ; "  Clarence, you must have been imbued with the 
spirit of prophecy on the occasion of your wild outbreak on 
the train, coming down here. Do you remember ? ”

"  Perfectly. It certainly has come to pass that I have met 
with more happiness than I ever conceived of before ; but as 
to your part of it-------”

“  It is even better fulfilled,” I interrupted m ildly, “ for if 
the gods prove propitious, I will be married on the same day 
as yourself.”

His manner showed that this announcement removed from  
his cup the last vestige of anything that could embitter its 
contents. After his first rapturous congratulations, he settled 
down into a more quiescent mood. Then he said : “  Since 
affairs have assumed this happy shape, I have a proposal to 
advance, which I think will be very satisfactory to all con
cerned.”

“ I had hoped you were through with proposals, after 
Lena accepted you.” This was only a reckless outbreak of 
suppressed joy. He ignored it and proceeded.

“ You must give up your architectural ambition,— if you 
ever had any. For you are as little fitted for it as I am 
for-------”

“ The m inistry,” I suggested.
“ You must give it up,” he repeated; “ and when we are 

both married, accompany Lena, Mr. Morse and m yself to 
Europe, with your wife. W e intend to spend two years 
there, and we w ill all go together.”

One month after that saw us, two happy couples, looking 
forward with bright anticipations to our long honey-moon 
and subsequent life . And now, from the vantage-ground of 
after years, I can say these anticipations were fulfilled ; and 
that, little as we then thought it, my friend’s reckless im 
pulse, which led him to the Quaker City for a bride, proved 
the source of great and lasting happiness to us both.

P a u l  B u r r i s .

A Midsummer Ramble.
HE fields, which about three months ago were white 
with the snows of the “ great blizzard,” grow white 
once more with daisies. They dance and swing in 

the south wind by myriads and myriads. Their joyous 
antics are regarded with cold disfavor by the farmers, who 
speak of the intruders in the singular number and in a dis
satisfied mood as “ that pesky ”  or even “  that durned white 
weed.”

The little pink-tipped garden-daisy, which we cultivate 
with such care, is considered an interloper when it shows its 
bright face on the trim lawns around English country-seats, 
and its boldness is punished— as high treason was in the 
good old days— by decapitation. The gardener acts the part 
of executioner, and cuts off the poor, pretty head with the 
lawn-mower— the guillotine of the flowers.

Yet though American farmers and English gardeners have 
but a poor opinion of the daisy, and though there are many 
flowers in summer’s garland more gorgeous, delicate, or 
sweet, this is the pet of the poets. Chaucer quaintly says :

“  Of all the flowers in the mede,
Than love I most these flowers white and rede,
Soch that men callen daisies in our toun ”

Shakespeare speaks of them lovingly, and puts them into 
the hands of poor Ophelia. Wordsworth and Burns write 
beautifully to them and of them, and Goethe's Margaret is 
immortalized in poetry and in art as she picks the last white

leaf off the daisy with the triumphant words, "* He loves 
me I ”

Even the flower’s name is a poetic thought, for the day's 
eye is the sun. The English folk who gave the name cen
turies ago saw in the flower a tiny copy of the sun at which 
it gazes. There was the golden disk, and, shooting out from  
it, in every direction, the white and flashing rays.

Far-fetched as the comparison may seem in these prosaic 
days, a similar thought occurred to the early Scandinavians. 
Balder was the Norse god of the summer. To these northern 
people, accustomed to endure the rigors of extreme cold, and 
the desolation wrought by frost, for the greater part of the 
year, the brief summer was very sweet. Its coming was 
longed for, and its fading away lamented. The beloved 
Balder was the best and most beautiful of all the gods, 
and the very embodiment of gladness. And to a flower 
which is first cousin to the daisy, and like it in shape and 
color, they gave the name of Balder’s Brow;— the shining 
center was the eye of Balder, and the outshooting white 
rays, the light which streamed from it.

This fancifully named flower is distributed quite generally 
through the northern United States, and grows abundantly 
along sandy roadsides. The foliage is finely cut, and in 
general appearance the plant resembles the garden feverfew. 
It exhales a pungent odor like that of the hot-house daisy.

It is convenient to speak of the daisy as one flower, but in 
reality it is a floral community. The yellow center is an 
assemblage of hundreds of little trumpet-shaped flowers set 
as close together as possible. Those on the outside of the 
disk open first ; those near the center, in early summer are 
still tightly folded little greenish buds. In a ring around 
the disk we see what botanists term the “ ray flowers,” and 
what non-botanists call the "  white leaves” of the daisy. 
These, too, are distinct flowers, having a pistil apiece, but 
no stamens, and with their large white corollas split open 
all down one side. Indeed, they look as if their “  clothes 
were almost torn off them .”

If we examine one of the central florets, and look into its 
little yellow throat, we see that it contains what looks like a 
second bud, still closed. Are there a series of corollas one 
inside another like Chinese boxes ? But what looks like the 
top of an inner bud is really a- ring of stamens, with their 
heads all joined together so as to form a sort of lid shutting 
the pistil in. Under this lid, as we find by investigating 
with a pin, is a quantity of pollen, shed from the lower sur
faces of the anthers.

The stamens, like protectionists, seem to have literally 
laid their heads together to keep the pistil in restraint, and 
to prevent it from using any pollen except what is made at 
home. But the pistil wants sunshine and liberty, and 
stretches itself in its little golden prison, pushing the mass 
of pollen up before it, till the prison roof bursts. Then out 
springs the pistil, driving the pollen before it in a little 
cloud. If a fly has alighted close by, or if one of those flat- 
pattern crawlers, of which daisies are, unhappily, fu ll, 
chances to be near, he receives a liberal sprinkling. W ith  
this unexpected and rather overwhelming donation he creeps 
or flies to another floret, or, better still, to another plant.

The pistil has two little arms, which are at first pressed 
close together and raised upright. Each terminates in a 
brush of hairs. These, in coming up the tube formed by 
the stam ens, sweep out before them every grain of pollen, 
as a chimney-sweep’s broom sweeps soot out of a chimney. 
This clearance effected, the arms of the pistil separate and 
take a horizontal position, like the cross-pieces of the letter 
T. They are now waiting for a donation of pollen, and the 
upper sides of the arms are sticky, on purpose to catch and 
hold it. T ill now, these gummy surfaces have been pressed 

 together so closely that not a grain could get in between
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them. And. thus the daisy floret makes sure of setting- its 
little seed by imported pollen only. The “  ray flowers, "  or 
white outer florets, have no brushes of hairs, for they have 
no stamens ; consequently there is no pollen to be swept 
out, and a brush would be useless.

Besides the daisy, the sunflower, aster, chrysanthemum, 
thistle, lettuce, marigold, iron-weed, golden-rod, boneset, 
and many other so called “ flowers"  are, in reality, close 
masses of tiny blossoms. The flowers thus joining forces 
make a much braver show than they would if they were 
scattered, and are thus more likely to attract insects. The 
chance of gathering honey from so many flowers at once, 
instead of having to roam here and there in search of it, is 
greatly appreciated by insects ; and their visits are more 
likely to be effectual, since the chances are that one alight
ing will touch m any florets. No wonder, therefore, that 
“  composite flowers, "  as these are called, are a very wide
spread and successful family.

Midsummer finds the blue-flag, or wild iris, still lingering 
on the edge of sunny waters, or in low, moist fields. This 
is the famed lily of France, which was blazoned in gold on 
the banners carried to Cressy and Agincourt. Henry the 
Fifth, after this latter fight, quartered the arms of England, 
his by inheritance, with those of France, his by conquest, 
and took for his standard “ three golden leopards (or lions) 
sporting in a ruby field, and three golden lilies blooming in 
an azure field. "

In Ireland the iris is really golden, and blooms in a field, 
not of azure, but of emerald. Some yellow varieties are 
found in this country, but our common sorts are in various 
shades of purple and lilac. There are three erect petals, 
and three backward-curving sepals. The latter are adorned 
with a tracery in dark purples and gold, elaborate enough to 
have occupied an artist all day. And all this beauty may be 
seen only by some wandering bee or marsh-fly.

A most complex and wonderful structure fits the iris to 
attract bees or larger insects, and repel crawlers, and pre
vents it from setting seed by its own pollen. A ll this is 
entertainingly described in Prof. Gray's “  How Plants Be
have, "  but cannot be made clear without the aid of pictures.

Iris was the classic goddess of the rainbow, who, it was 
fabled, wore a robe radiant with many tints, as are these 
petals. Flower-de-luce, another name given to this blos
som, is a corruption of the French fleur-de-lis (flower of the 
lily).

Growing near the iris, we shall probably find jewel-weed 
or wild balsam, which is very plentiful along the margins of 
brooks and rills. The flowers of the common variety are 
orange-colored, thickly spotted with reddish brown ; a 
rarer sort bears pale yellow blossoms sparingly dotted with 
dull, deep red. The flowers nod and sway gracefully on 
slender stalks. They are in shape something like a cornu
copia, with the small end doubled up into a little spar or 
tail. The plants are from two to four feet high, and bear a 
profusion of smooth, dark-green leaves, which, like the 
blossoms, droop as soon as they are picked.

Jewel-weed is a sort of second cousin to the nasturtium, 
and a first cousin to our garden balsam, or “ lady’s slipper.” 
Its botanic name is impatiens (impatient), because the ripe 
seed-vessel recoils from one’s touch with a quick, petulant 
motion. The little pod suddenly bursts, and the elastic 
movement shoots off the liberated seeds in every direction. 
This trick earns for the plant its common names, “  touch-me- 
n ot” and “  snap-weed.” The jewel-weed, like the violet, 
bears two sorts of flowers. Besides the showy ones we know, 
which are gotten up to lure the insects whose visits they 
need, there are small ones which are fertilized in the bud 
with their own pollen.

Some of our native plants have made their way eastward,

against the flood of emigration and the tide of empire. Like 
the potato, the Colorado beetle, the United States railway- 
check system, and— dare we say it?— the American belle, 
they have entered the Old World, and in their various lines 
achieved success. Among these importations from Uncle 
Sam’s dominions is our jewel-weed, which has made itself 
quite at home along the banks of the W ey and other Surrey 
streams.

The five-pointed, golden stars of St. John’s-wort are often 
seen at this season along roadsides and in field corners. 
The many flowers grow in a large cluster at the top of the 
tall, leafy, branching stem. The plant is in dire disgrace 
with the farmers, while the unlearned in country lore are 
afraid to gather it and unjustly accuse it of being poisonous. 
It has sadly fallen in public favor since the times when 
mediaeval superstition assigned to the plant special healing 
virtues. The long, narrow leaves, as we shall see if we hold 
them up so as to intercept the light, are full of clear 
dots, as if needles had pierced them, and monkish tradi
tion somehow associated these pricks with the wounds of 
Christ.

The nasturtiums of our garden beds glow in the sun till 
their fiery petals seem not merely to reflect light, but to 
produce it. W e  are willing to believe the French scientist 
who asserts that in stormy, sultry weather these flowers 
sometimes emit phosphorescent light. He claims to have 
actually caught them in the act.

The “  Indian pipe,” called also “ ghost-flower,” blooms 
in June, and will be found in dark rich woods, often nearly 
buried in last year’s leaves. The whole plant is white and 
waxy-looking ; the six parted flowers, which bend down 
from the tops of stalks five or six inches long, are also 
white and waxy. They begin to turn black if subjected to 
the action of sunlight. Sometimes this plant lives, like a 
fungus, on decaying vegetable matter ; but oftener it fastens 
itself to the root of a tree and sucks away its vital juices, as 
a leech sucks the blood of an animal. W ell may the flower 
bend its head when it knows that its way of getting a living 
is so dishonest !— though the white, unwholesome look of 
the plant seems to show that, after all, it has not found dis
honesty very profitable. On the stems are scattered scales, 
which are substitutes and apologies for leaves.

An honest, hard-working plant, which grubs for its own 
living, contains in stem and leaves a substance called chlo- 
rophyl. By this the plant is enabled to digest what it 
gathers from earth and air, and chlorophyll is ornamental as 
well as very useful ; for to its presence is due the vivid 
green of leaves. But the lazy Indian pipe, instead of 
making vegetable juices for itself, steals them already pre
pared from the tree roots. So the chlorophyl which the 
members of this family once had and did not use has been 
taken from them. “  From him that hath not shall be taken 
away "  is as true in the natural as in the spiritual world.

The pretty “  eye-briglit,” familiar to many readers, is, sad 
to say, learning the same idle tricks ; for its roots suck some 
nutriment from the rootlets of the grasses about it.

The flower which is known to American botanists as the 
primrose bears not the remotest likeness to our little English 
nursling of that name. Uncle Sam’s primrose is a sturdy 
plebeian, which partakes the unpopularity and has the as
pect of a weed. The commonest sort, like the ill weeds 
with which it likes to keep company, grows apace, and pro
duces its cluster of flowers on top of a stalk from four to 
nine feet high. A  smaller and more delicate species grows 
in sandy fields, and in barren places near the coast where 
scarcely anything else can contrive to get a living. Both 
sorts have bright yellow flowers, which open in the sun. 
They have four spreading petals borne on top of a very long, 
slender, stalk-like ovary.
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Yet another sort, the true evening-primrose, grows in 
copses and along the borders of woods. By day the flowers 
which grow on a leafy spike are all of the past or of the 
future. Towards evening, however, the buds begin to 
swell. A few moments after sunset they grow so fast that 
the increase is visible to any one who may be watching. 
Little starts and thrills go through the expanding blossom 
like the slight stirring and long breaths of an awakening 
child. Then the four yellow petals draw back, revealing 
the flower’s heart.

This pretty sight may be seen on any country roadside any 
bright summer evening. The garden evening-primrose cele
brates the appearance of its gay new flowers with floral fire
works, for each blossom expands with a little pop like that 
made by drawing a small but stubborn cork.

As twilight falls, the primrose begins to breathe forth a 
fragrance which grows more and more sweet as darkness 
closes in. By this, and by the glimmering of the yellow 
petals, the night-moth is lured to fertilize the flower. Let 
us notice that the pollen is very abundant and somewhat 
sticky. It even hangs from the stamens in long, gummy 
threads ; so that a visiting moth is sure to carry some away 
on her velvety body. Sunrise finds the flower as pale and 
"  used up ” as any belle the morning after the ball. But 
the limp petals, fading in the growing light, have done the 
work which nature gave them.

Those of us who are so fortunate as to have a honeysuckle 
in the garden, have noticed that the fragrance of its flowers 
grows much stronger as night comes on. This alluring 
sweetness is a mute invitation to a large moth which begins 
to flit at dusk. W hile twilight still lingers, we may see 
him among the flowers beginning his night of revelry. He 
feels pretty sure of a good supper, for the tube of the com
mon garden honeysuckle is so long and slender that only a 
long proboscis, such as this moth carries, can reach down to 
where the honey is stored. But some shrewd bees have 
found out a way of circumventing both the moth and the 
honeysuckle. They cut a little hole in the side of the 
flower, close to the bottom of its tube. Through this they 
can suck out the honey without touching the stamens and 
pistils, and hence without doing any work for the flower 
in payment for the honey taken from it.

Weigelia rosea, a garden shrub which blooms profusely in 
spring, is often robbed in the same manner. Most of our 
readers are familiar with this plant, though not perhaps 
with its ponderous name. It bears a profusion of trumpet- 
shaped (monopetalous) blossoms, which, when they first 
open, are pink on the outside and creamy white within. As 
the blossom grows older it grows pinker, till the old flowers 
are quite a deep rose-color.

Bumble-bees are too corpulent to get down the slender 
blossom-tube to the place where the honey is stored, and the 
writer has often seen them in the act of gnawing holes in 
the base of the corolla, in order to get by trickery what they 
cannot get by honest methods. Many of the flowers have 
tiny wounds showing that they have been robbed in this 
way. The smaller honey-bee can enter the Weigelia rosea 
flowers without difficulty, aud so has no temptation to felo
nious practices; but when we see her among the honey
suckles we find that she is as skilled in sin as is her stouter 
cousin.

A  flower thus rifled has not of necessity lost forever all its 
chances of attracting other insects and getting its seed set. 
After honey has been abstracted from the blossom’s cup, it 
begins to form again. In warm weather and under a bright 
sky this process goes on quickly. In cold, rainy weather it 
is slow, or perhaps checked altogether ; yet there must be 
some moisture in the air, or the dainty work will not go for
ward at all.

VoL. XXIV.—Ju ly , 1888.—41

An old flower when rifled may not find the energy to set 
 about repairing damages ; so that it is only now and then 

that a robbed flower is able to set itself up in business again. 
Hence we cannot excuse the conduct of the usually exem
plary bee when she thus plays the honeysuckle false. And 
while she is stealing the moth’s supper she is surrounded 
by flower-friends which offer her abundant dainty fare, ask
ing only very moderate services in payment.

E . M. H a r d in g e .

THE "  Kitty-Kats' Club,”  with a few invited guests, 
were assembled in Miss Dalton’s study one morning, 
awaiting the "  Lecture on Palmistry ”  which she had 

promised to deliver to them. Having examined and read all 
their hands to their perfect satisfaction, the subject had so 
impressed, them that they now wished to inquire deeper into 
the science, and had begged her to initiate them into the 
mysteries of “  reading character by the hand.”

“  It will be so delightful,” said Kitty W ood, “  when one 
is introduced to a strange gentleman, upon shaking hands 
just to turn over his palm and discover if he is one ! ”

“  Ah, but my dear,” replied Miss Dalton, “  in order to do 
that, a profound study of the science is absolutely necessary, 
otherwise one might make grievous mistakes. There is 
nothing easier than to err in reading a hand when the reader 
is inexperienced and untaught. I will now ask your atten
tion,” she went on, “ to a short discussion upon the ‘ Lan
guage of the Hand.'

“  Palmistry, a name derived from the Latin palma, which, 
with its etymological suffix, signifies ' the science of read
ing destiny by the lines and marks in the palm,’ is divided 
into two branches : Chirognomy and Chiromancy. The first, 
Chirognomy, defines the outward shape or form of the hand 
and of its members ; the latter, Chiromancy, enables us to 
divine character from the shape of the mounts and lines in 
the palm.

“ In order to read character correctly by the hand, one

The Language of the Hand.
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must first study a map of the hand, as one would study a 
map of the country one desires to travel over. For that 
purpose, a diagram accurately presenting the different forms 
and shapes of the human hand, as well as the location of 
the lines and mounts and marks shown on the palm, is neces
sary, and so I have provided for you a map of the hand.

“ A, the upper joint of the thumb, indicates the will 
power; B, the second joint, logic, reasoning powers, judg
ment. A large thumb signifies power ; a small one, senti
ment. A narrow thumb ' pinched in ’ at its base denotes 
weakness and indecision, sometimes eccentricity or '  cranki
ness.’ Such thumbs, however, are frequently found upon 
people of genius.

“  Fingers square at the top, like L, or spatulated, like M, 
or conical, like N, or pointed, like 0 , all denote different 
characteristics. Square fingers indicate positive and reason
able decision, order, regularity, thought. A square, large 
thumb means that a conclusion once come to is unalterable. 
Spatulated fingers indicate prompt and impulsive action, 
oftentimes without regard to consequences. A spatulated 
thumb means a desire for immediate fulfillment of wishes. 
Conical and pointed fingers denote inventive power, inspira
tion, poetic qualifications, also a religious and imaginative 
nature.

It will be observed that the thumb is the most powerful 
of all the fingers ; it is the strongest, and is considered by 
chirognomists as representing the greatest power of the 
brain, namely, the will. In olden times they cut off a man’s 
thumbs when they wished to deprive him of his strength. 
If the first phalanx of the thumb be long and large, it de
notes will power, self-confidence, and strength of character. 
A short first phalanx indicates a weak will, sentiment rather 
than justice or right. The second phalanx of the thumb, if 
long, denotes good reasoning powers, logic, judgment; if 
the second phalanx of the thumb be short, it shows a vari
able, inconstant nature, with a quick temper. If the pha
langes be of equal length, it denotes an even disposition, an 
exact equilibrium between the reason and the will.

“  The first joint on the fingers, S, indicates order ; the 
second joint, T, philosophy. Each of the divisions of the 
fingers, P, Q, R, has a different meaning, according as they 
are long or short, smooth, soft, or narrow. These meanings 
are determined by the type of hand to which they may 
belong.

“  The hand, you will notice, is also set round with mounts 
and lines. Each finger, with its accompanying mount, by 
which is meant the small or large elevation at the base of 
each finger, is dedicated to one of the planets. C belongs to 
Venus— love ; D, to Jupiter— pride, ambition ; E, to Saturn 
— fate, fortune ; F, to Apollo, or the Sun— art, talent, glory;
G, to Mercury— industry, skill, intrigue.

"  Beside the mounts located under the fingers there are 
two others : one in the center of the percussion of the hand,
H, called the mount of Mars, and signifying courage, energy, 
self-control, cruelty ; the other at the base of the percussion,
I, called the mount of the Moon, signifying imagination, 
invention, enthusiasm, caprice. If these mounts be high, 
large, full and strong, the quality signified will be equally 
so ; if, on the contrary, the mounts be low, or small and 
soft, the qualities indicated will be weak, or lacking. As, 
for instance, if Jupiter, D, be full and strong, with the fin
ger large, the person will possess love of power, noble ambi
tions, generosity, honor ; if excessively developed, he will be 
arrogant, vain, self-conscious ; if small or absent, he will 
be weak, servile, indolent, lack ambition and energy.

“  In every hand there are lines, differing in length, depth, 
color, and clearness, as well as in position. These are the 
sensitive and intelligent parts of Chiromancy. The circular 
line surrounding the thumb is the line of Life ; the figures

around it indicate the portion devoted to each period of life, 
from four to a hundred. If the line of Life be clear, well- 
defined, unbroken, and of a decided color, entirely surround
ing the thumb, life will be long and happy ; if, on the con
trary, the line be broad, pale, or broken, life will be short, 
full of sickness and danger.

“ The line d d, running from the wrist to the mount of 
Saturn, is the line of Fate and Fortune. By its clearness, 
length, and depth, may be ascertained the degree of success 
likely to attend one’s undertakings in life. If the line is 
found in the right hand only, it indicates fortune favoring 
all active enterprises, the ability to succeed in all things; 
if in the left hand only, it signifies sheer good-luck without 
the aid of personal endeavor to a great extent— riches by 
inheritance, not through industry. If shown in both hands, 
the person will be fortunate and successful in all matters.

“  The line b b is the line of the Head. Its shape and 
course is held to indicate strength or weakness of char
acter, of intellectual power, and also capacity for looking 
after one’s own interests. It also indicates, if long, strong, 
and clear, a strong will. A good, level Head-line should 
extend beyond the center of the palm. If it stops short in 
the middle, it shows one who easily ‘ loses his head ; ’ if it 
keeps on one straight course, it shows tenacity of purpose ; 
if forked, an inclination for many pursuits.

“ If united with the Life line, under Jupiter, it shows a 
union of plan and performance, a practical bent in life, good 
memory ; curving down toward the mount of the Moon, it 
shows an imaginative brain ; if separated from the Life line, 
as in the diagram, it signifies that one will not always per
form what he proposes to do, a changeable nature. Breaks 
in the Head line indicate brain troubles.

“  The line c c is the Heart line. This line, to be perfectly 
marked, should be full, clear cut, smooth, gracefully curved 
and branched, ending upon the mount of Jupiter in two or 
more branches. In this form, warm emotions, strong friend
ship, ardent, constant affection, and noble self-denial are 
shown ; if it passes beyond Jupiter, it indicates a jealous 
nature, intense feeling, and capacity for great happiness— or 
misery. If it be lightly marked, or chained, or ending in a 
number of small branches, it shows a fickle nature. If the 
Heart line be broken, or crossed by a broken line of Fate, it 
means that the person will have some serious heart-sorrow.

“ In closing the left hand tightly, between the Heart line 
and the line at the base of the little finger will be discov
ered one, two, or more parallel lines. These parallel lines 
denote how many marriages, or love-affairs, one will have. 
If a great many small lines appear, the person will probably 
have many affaires du coeur, possibly no marriage ; one 
deep line, a cut, means one true, strong affection ; two 
lines, two marriages.

“ The line  e e is the Hepatic, or liver line. It is not 
found in every hand. By its straightness, depth and length, 
may be determined the capacity of a person’s mental powers, 
and likewise his physical ability for the same, as it shows 
health or weakness. This line if winding and crooked sug
gests biliary ailments and a melancholy temperament. If 
long, straight, and even, it indicates a good constitution. 
The lack of it in a hand signifies that the person’s destiny 
is action, or work, rather than intellectual labor. If this 
line approaches near or joins the Heart line, it shows a con
stant and devoted nature. Branches running from this 
line toward the mount of the Moon signify many journeys 
and travel, a desire for change, caprice.

“  The line g  g is called the circle of Venus, and is not found 
in many hands. It is indicative of a warm, impassioned 

 nature, sometimes of a sensual one ; but it may be found 
in the hands of very noble persons, corrected and held in 
check by other counterbalancing lines. It is always in
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the Solar or perfect type of hand. Napoleon  Alexander 
the Great, and some noted men of genius possessed this 
line strongly marked.

“  Besides the main lines here shown, there are others, 
smaller, on the mounts or percussion of the hand. Under 
the ring-finger, or Apollo, the Sun, the mount is sometimes 
crossed by one or more short vertical lines, f  f .  They indicate 
a love for art and the beautiful, and are usually found in the 
hands of a talented person ; they also denote success, riches, 
glory. Lines on the mount of Mars mean uncontrollable 
tem per; on Mercury, stratagem, adroitness, and, combined 
with some other indications, are often seen in the hands of 
eloquent, persuasive speakers. Lines on the mount of the 
Moon indicate journeys, fanciful imagination, romance ; 
many lines on Venus, great passions.

“  There are seven different types of hands, showing by 
the shape and size of the palm and fingers, their smoothness, 
hardness, etc., dominant characteristics. These types are :

"  I, that ruled by the planet Saturn, and called the Saturn
ian, or bilious type. This hand is large, and dry to the 
touch ; the bones of the fingers are knotted at the joints ; 
the middle finger is larger in proportion than the others, 
with its accompanying line and mount well defined. Char
acter, wise, prudent, grave, thoughtful, slow.

" II, the Jupiterian, or bilious-sanguine type. In this hand 
the index finger is long and fu ll, square-shaped, the palm  
large, with the mount high and full. Character, ambitious, 
commanding, upright, and usually that of a high liver.

"  III, the muscular-sanguine type. In this hand Mars is the 
governing planet. Short thumb, palm hollowed in center, 
with a rounded elevation in the outer curve of the hand, form
ing nearly a half-circle. Character, violent, quarrelsome, or, 
more moderately developed, courageous, cool.

" I V , the Venusian, or sentimental-nervous-sanguine type. 
This hand is symmetrical, with smooth, soft fingers, and well- 
developed mount, which sometimes embraces the entire 
base of the thumb. Character, affectionate, gentle, sympa
thetic, kind.

“ V , Mercurian, or nervous-bilious type. This hand is 
recognized by the length and agility of the fingers, espe
cially the little finger. The mount is also full and traversed 
by small lines. Persons of this type of hand have quick, 
impressionable, acute brains ; they are clever, prompt, indus
trious, sometimes adroit, cunning, intriguing.

"  V I, is called the lymphatic, and is devoted to the Moon. 
Fingers smooth, pointed or tapering, small thumb. Char
acter, imaginative, dreamy, and, if the mount be excessively 
fu ll, capricious, melancholy, changeable.

"  V II, Harmonic, or Solar type. This hand is perfectly 
symmetrical, the fingers as long as the palm, lines clear and 
regular, mounts of equal fullness. It is the hand of crea
tive genius, the successful hand of poet, preacher, artist, or 
soldier. This is the rarest of all the types.

These types, of course, may be mixed, one palm pos
sessing characteristics of one or two, or all. In order to 
read a hand one must thoroughly study the map of the hand 
first—its lines, mounts, marks, etc., then adopt some log
ical method in the practical application of the principles 
learned.

" The following is a good procedure : First, find to which 
type the hand presented belongs. Then compare right and 
left hands to determine whether the person be active 6r pas
sive in temperament. Study comparative length of palm 
and fingers. Note whether the palm be hard or soft, moist 
or dry. Note the length of first phalanx of thumb for will 
power; second phalanx for reasoning or logical power. 
(This is important.) See if the line of the Head be clear and 
long and well-defined, and if united with the Life line. 
Note if the Heart line be deep and clear and branched in two

at ends. See if the Life line extends around the thumb— a 
double line indicates very old age ; a break, illness or dan
ger. Then mark smaller lines, crosses, etc. Then ' com
bine ’ the whole hand, and sum up the character. A  bad or 
weak line may be counterbalanced by a strong or good 
mount, and vice versa. It is the reading of the combination 
that divines the character.

“  The smaller marks and signs on the hand are varied. A 
cross on Jupiter means a happy marriage or love affair; a 
star, success. All lines on Apollo denote celebrity and 
riches. A star or cross on Saturn, Mercury, or Mars, indi
cates misfortune ; on the Moon, brain trouble. Squares 
give vigor and pow er; triangles, capacity for science; 
chains, mental trials ; dots, sickness. At the wrist, where 
the hand joins the palm, there are always one or more lines 
in the form of a bracelet. These indicate length of life.

“  Those persons who have the finest lines, mounts, and 
marks on the 'right hand, must trust to time and ability, not 
luck, to succeed in life. It is the active hand. W hile those 
possessing the strongest lines in the left hand, will succeed 
by chance rather than by ability. This is the passive hand.

“ These are the principal rules for the study of the lan
guage of the hand, but a more thorough course of instruc
tion may be found in the various works on palmistry.”

Miss Dalton finished her lecture, and received the warm 
thanks of all the deeply interested hearers.

“ It is certainly remarkable,” said one, “  I think it excels 
phrenology. "

“  Sort of uncanny and spookish, though, the idea of a 
person reading your character while he says ‘ How do you 
d o ? ' ”

“ Yes, a ‘ bringing up,’ or setting down, ‘ by hand,' in
deed ! ” 

“ Ah ! but,” laughed K itty W ard, “ our hands are all of 
the correct type, and, "  she sang,

‘ True hearts (or hands) are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood.’ ”

At this juncture the luncheon-bell rang, and the Club 
dispersed.

A u g u st a  d e  Bu b n a .

The Blue Vein.
"  Blue vein across the nose,

Never wear wedding-clo’es.”

ORA THURSTON started from her reverie at the 
sound of the voice uttering the old couplet. It was 
a weird, droning, monotonous voice, and it came to 

her through the branches of the climbing rose embowering 
the little piazza where she was sitting. She glanced up, 
instantly, from the waxen face of the baby in her lap, and 
beheld the withered features of an old crone, whose little 
black eyes peered through the netted leaves, not at the 
young mother, however, of whose presence the queer creat
ure seemed unconscious, but at the babe. Dora, with a 
smothered fear at her heart, as though she really thought a 
witch was casting an evil spell upon the tiny, animated 
treasure, then looked quickly at the pearly brow, to find, 
indeed, that a slender line of blue filled the space between 
the closed eyes. It was this which had attracted the old 
woman's attention.

The baby was its mother in miniature. Both had waxen- 
white skins, silky black hair, and black eyebrows and lashes 
framing large, dark-blue, gentian-hued eyes. Not a hint of 
red was visible in the face of either, except the clover-pink 
color of the sweet, delicate lips. The mother was of slender
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build, and the baby was unusually tiny. Though not a year 
old, her hair was long enough to curl over the finger, sug
gesting the heavy, blue-black waves of the elder Dora—for 
the little one’s name was Dora, too. Had the latter’s eyes 
been open, perhaps the old woman might have noted the 
resemblance and commented upon it, never seeing the azure 
thread which now excited her regard.

The old creature, though quite uncanny, may have been 
honest. Whether her purpose in threading her way through 
the shrubbery of the modest grounds was to ask for work, 
or to bog bread, could never be known. Whatever it was, 
she had forgotten it. After gazing intently upon the baby 
for a few seconds, during which she muttered something 
under her breath, she stole away as silently and mysteriously 
as she had come. Dora caught sight of a dingy black hood 
and a faded plaid shawl gradually disappearing behind the 
lilac-bushes, and the intruder was gone.

Just as she vanished, the baby gave a gasp and awoke 
with a sudden start and cry. Dora, with her heart in her 
mouth, fully expected to see her child expire instantly, and 
was quite surprised when, after a moment or two, it appeared 
all right again. But the strain had been too much for her, 
and she burst into tears, exclaiming :

“  That woman has bewitched my baby, and it won’t live ! ” 
“  O Dora ! you are not superstitious, are you ? ”
Dora turned to behold her husband, who had caught her 

words, and was stepping out through the long French win
dow, upon the little piazza. This house was built before 
the days of the red-and-yellow, crazy-patchwork style in 
architecture, when long windows opening on a piazza, with 
their usual accompaniments of dull colors, gingerbread orna
ments about the cornices, plastered walls, and Mansard roof 
were considered the height of elegance ; a cottage, then, 
was a literal copy of a pretentious villa. This house was a 
cottage, made a little more tasteful than the average by the 
judicious arrangement of the vines and shrubbery. It was 
to this same house that Edward Thurston had brought his 
bride, three years before. Together they had planned it,—  
it had been built with their joint savings,— and the vines 
and shrubbery, planted the day after their arrival, had 
grown to a remarkable degree of beauty and luxuriance, 
under the fostering care of both.

The young man who emerged from the window was tall 
and elegantly proportioned. Otherwise, he was not what 
most people would have considered handsome ; some would 
have described him as “ homely.” His massive features 
were quite irregular, and his eyes of a neutral, grayish tint. 
His hair, eyebrows and moustache were heavy but rather 
wiry, and of indefinite tones scarcely to be defined as either 
red or yellow. His complexion was pale and colorless, very 
different from the pure, pearly-white of his wife’s. But 
the mouth redeemed his whole face ; it was pink as the 
rarest variety of pink coral, and the smiling lips disclosed 
teeth as white as the alabaster fruit of the snowberry bush. 
The expression of sturdy honesty combined with tender 
sympathy would have transfigured even a plainer face.

“  You are not superstitious ? ” he repeated, advancing and 
resting his hand on the back of the rocking-chair in which 
Dora sat. A pretty picture the group made ; the white lawn 
and lace which formed the blended robes of mother and 
baby, contrasting effectively with the somber tints prescribed 
by tyrant Fashion for gentlemen’s wear,— in this case, black
ish-browns or brownish-blacks,— the whole framed in by the 
green leaves, here and there relieved by clusters of many- 
shaded pink roses.

“ Superstitious ! ” exclaimed Dora, with a shiver and a 
slight attempt at a laugh. “ Oh no !—that is, not generally 
— but I am afraid the baby won’t live.”

“  Why, what put that in your head ? ”

“  A queer old woman was here— she just came in, mut
tered over the baby, and went away again.”

“  What did she say?”
“  She repeated the old couplet,

‘ Blue vein across the nose,
Never wear wedding-clo’es.'  "

“  Oho ! ” laughed Edward, “  that’s nothing, Do you sup
pose the Lord would change his will for a foolish old woman? 
Superstition is lack of faith.”

“  I know,” said Dora, a little timidly, “  but, suppose it is 
the Lord’s will that the baby should not live ? ’’

“  If so, it’s all right and you cannot alter it ; but the old 
woman does not know that any better than you do.” Ed
ward’s tone was reverent, but it changed to one slightly hu
morous as he added, “  Besides, it may mean that she will 
live, and never marry.”

“  O Edward ! That would be dreadful ! I’d rather have 
her die ! ”

“  What ! Die ? ”
“  I would ! ” declared the mother. “  Do you suppose I’d 

want to have a daughter live and not be as happy as I am 
myself ? ”

“  Perhaps she couldn’t be if she did marry.”
“  O Ned ! An old maid can't be happy.”
“ W ell, I don’t agree with you. I would rather see my 

daughter live to be an old maid, than marry some men I 
know.”

“ So would I, ” admitted Dora; “  but do you suppose she 
would get a bad man ? ”

“  She might— the best of women are sometimes deceived."
Poor, nervous Dora had borne too much. To the amaze

ment of her husband she burst into a passion of tears. At 
length she found voice to blurt out :

“  My baby will be in danger every moment she lives.”
While Edward, inwardly writhing exclaimed : “ If I’ve 

tried to comfort her, I ’ve made a very poor fist of it ! ”
* * * * * * * *

Years passed— twenty, more or less.
The house had been enlarged to accommodate the needs of 

a growing family ; perhaps, even, in some degree, to adver
tise an increased income. It had been remodeled in accord
ance with later ideas as to what constitutes taste in archi
tecture. The Mansard roof had given way to an irregular 
collection of peaked gables and brick chimneys ; the plastered 
walls were freshly tinted, relieved by painted tiles, and 
hidden as much as possible under rounded clap-boards, or 
artistic shingles, if the name suits you better; the long 
windows had been replaced by quaint alcoves displaying 
designs in stained glass ; the gingerbread work, and cor
nices, too, had disappeared ; the dull gray tints had been 
superseded by vermilion, ochre, olive and chocolate hues,
displayed everywhere from peak to basement, as though 
some giant painter had accidentally upset his color-pots over 
the whole.

The shrubbery had been trimmed down, and the lawn 
smoothly sodded. It was constantly kept shorn, and relieved 
only by scarlet geraniums planted in immense round beds, 
like Titanic velvet mats thrown upon a proportionately large, 
green plush table-cover. I am afraid that Mr. and Mrs. 
Thurston, in their effort to have their home just as it should 
be, had overshot the mark as much in one direction as they 
had previously done in another. But then, if they had,

 there were plenty like them, to say nothing of others who 
 had shot still further.

Edward and Dora, save for the increasing dignity of years, 
and a few white threads among their locks, had changed 
little. The younger Dora had become the elder’s counter-
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part ; that is, ns the elder was when we first saw her. In 
fact, there was no great difference now. They were of the 
same height and figure, and might easily have been taken 
for sisters. No stranger could have supposed that the dis
crepancy in years was as great as it really was ; for, although 
the younger Dora did not look any older than she was, the 
elder might easily have denied a decade of her age. and been 
believed. There were four younger daughters— Gertrude, 
Cornelia, Margaret, and Grace— ranging in age from eighteen 
to twelve ; but these were Doras over again, and might have 
claimed either Dora as an elder Bister.

But in none of these, nor their mother, showed the blue 
vein across the nose. In the younger Dora it could be seen 
plainly, and it became more and more distinct every year 
that she lived. To her mother it seemed like a startling 
finger-mark of Fate ; for Mrs. Thurston had never forgotten 
the mysterious old woman. The fear for her first-born's 
future, an unspoken, haunting dread, was the one shadow 
upon her otherwise cloudless life. She would scarcely have 
whispered her superstitious fancies to any one ; but they 
had lived all these years and strengthened every day. As 
might be expected under the circumstances, Dora was 
dearer to her than all the rest of her children; and now a 
handsome stranger wanted to take this cherished daughter 
away.

W ho was he? W ell, so far as I know, his family and 
fortune were satisfactory; otherwise, I cannot say that he 
was extraordinary. Everything has been done for such 
young men, so that they have neither motive nor opportu
nity for distinguishing themselves. William Mortimer was 
handsome, as many others of this order are; he had the 
pink-and-white complexion, blonde hangs, fringe-like mous
tache, and tailor-made figure to be expected of his kind, and 
if he was rather short and slim, compared with the ideal of 
a few years ago, it must be remembered that Dora was to 
live in her own day, and not in her mother’s. W illiam ’s 
intellect was fair, and he had managed to honestly obtain a 
diploma from a good college. If Dora won higher honors in 
her college-course, and was, moreover, a little older than her 
fiancé, these, also, are fashions of the day.

But was there any love between them ? you ask. Yes, 
there was : of that genuine, modern kind, founded upon 
mutual respect, and leading to a perfect reciprocity, a full 
companionship of kindred souls, nearer the true ideal of 
love than the old kind ever was. To be sure, some of the 
most beautiful novels and poems have been written about 
the other variety; but, after all, there was too much of 
mastership on the masculine side, too much of servility on 
the feminine. The true sentiments inspired by old-time 
love were more in the nature of prophecy than reality ; the 
article itself is vanishing, like other relics of barbarism.

Now perhaps you are surprised; you thought I was going 
to picture William as altogether unworthy of Dora, and her 
mother’s fears well-founded. Not a bit of it. There is 
more in the young men of to-day than many people like to 
give them credit for ; they are better than their fathers 
were. Some say that they are too effeminate ; but that 
may only mean that the brute in them is tamed, and, as the 
result of our higher civilization, they have risen one degree 
nearer the angel. Suppose they are not extraordinary: in 
an age of universal education, one who a century ago would 
have towered above all his fellows, must necessarily be lost 
in a crowd. When a man of learning and refinement and 
good moral character becomes ordinary, that means that we 
are nearing the millennium, the great leveling upward.

It is true that with his white hands William could hardly 
have thrust a sword through a rival’s heart; but then he 
could earn a living, which was more to the purpose. For 
myself, I confess that I would much rather have even a dudish

young man of to-day for a husband, than young Lochinvar. 
Not but that I would admire young Lochinvar's bravery in 
capturing me, but I should be very much afraid that hav
ing stolen me like a chattel, he would use me like one after
wards. The age that produced young Lochinvars, produced 
laws declaring that a man might administer to his wife 
“ moderate correction, "  provided he used a stick no thicker 
than his thumb.

Accept, then, Dora’s lover as one altogether suitable. So 
far a s  he was concerned, Mrs. Thurston's fears were far from 
well-founded. She herself was gradually beginning to 
believe this ; but what if Dora should die suddenly and mys
teriously before the day fixed for the wedding ? or what if 
W illiam should die, and thus blight Dora's whole life ? For 
that they would ever be married, the mother did not believe.

It looked, however, very much as though they might. 
The cards were out, and the final preparations under way. 
The fated “  wedding-clothes.” which Mrs. Thurston had 
persuaded herself were never to be worn, were ready to the 
last stitch. The dress was a wonderful creation of creamy 
satin, neck, sleeves and train edged with frosty point-lace. 
The four younger girls were to be bridesmaids, wearing 
peasant costumes of white mull, and rustic hats trimmed 
with natural wild-flowers.

By the day before the wedding Mrs. Thurston had worked 
herself into a frenzy of apprehension. The fate of her beloved 
daughter would be decided before another sunrise, and the 
contemplated church wedding, with its attendant beauty, 
would never be more than a dream. Perhaps a funeral 
would take its place, and the bridal veil be draped around a 
figure still and cold as a statue. But in that case would not 
the old woman’s prophecy he proved false, and Dora still 
wear “ wedding clothes” ? It must be, then, that W illiam  
would die, and thus condemn her to a life o f lingering 
desolation.

So it is not strange that the mother held herself apart, 
and that the gayety of the others smote her heart like a 
knell. The four fair sisters tried on their picturesque 
dresses, filled their hats and baskets with buttercups and 
daisies, and passed in review before her ; but to their great 
surprise she waved them out of her room, with a shudder. 
W hen her husband jocularly remarked, “  I have never been 
to a wedding since my own— I must practice before I can 
give the bride away,” she hashed him by an impressive, 
awe-struck gesture. To her it all seemed like mockery— as 
much out of place as comedy over a tomb.

Evening approached. Dora Thurston, the prospective 
bride, sat in the same spot where her mother had, more 
than twenty years before,— sat where she herself, a baby, 
had lain when the old woman had uttered the strange 
prophecy. That is, she sat in the same aerial space, or 
nearly so ; hut from its surroundings it could scarcely be 
considered just the same, for the old painted boards of the 
piazza had given way to new oiled ones, and the once gray- 
tinted walls had become chocolate-brown, while the beau
tiful climbing roses had been cut away to be succeeded by 
tiled flower-boxes. W e  criticise new fashions, but, after all, 
they are likely to be the best ;— the old house, covered with 
creepers, was probably too damp.

Her dress was a succession of long lines and loose folds, 
made of soft, light woolen material, of a peculiar yellow  
shade, such as her mother, at the same age, would not have 
dared to wear. But Dora knew that any style of attire 
which shortened her already medium height, or exaggerated 
her sufficient slenderness, was not a becoming one ; and as 
to the color, she was well aware that it gave value to her 
blue eyes. Probably her mother would have thought her
self obliged to wear a number of horizontal flounces and a 
tight waist, because everybody else did ; and would have
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chosen dark blue for the color of her dress to “  match her 
eyes,” never thinking that she only succeeded in wiping 
them out.

But I cannot say that the young man who leaned over 
this Dora’s chair had any better ideas as to his apparel than 
the other young man who had leaned over the other Dora’s 
chair, years before. Perhaps he had— let tailors tell. But 
for my part, I do not see that yellowish-brown or reddish- 
brown is very much more beautiful than blackish-brown or 
brownish-black. The conventional male costume is ugly at 
best, the despair of artists, with brush or pen, everywhere. 
Prom all I can gather on the subject I should say it always 
has been, for the last hundred years at least.

What these lovers had been saying before the invisible 
reporter approached, cannot concern the general reader ; but 
the purport of their conversation can be surmised when we 
remember that they really did love each other, as the lovers 
of no previous age ever did ; and that they expected to be 
united on the morrow in a marriage which would be nearer 
the ideal of two halves made one perfect whole than even the 
weddings of their respective parents could have been. I 
can scarce remember twenty years back, but, from evidence 
received, I should say that the world had progressed more 
in that time than for a century preceding. Now, as to the 
invisible reporter. Just as the latter approached, a slender, 
black-robed figure was seen to come from one of the corners 
of the house and advance toward the front of the piazza, un
perceived by either W illiam  or Dora. The figure suggested 
Dora’s own, so did the face ; but it had become so haggard, 
worn, and tear-stained, that only with difficulty could it be 
recognized as that of the elder Dora.

You look well in that dress,” said W illiam , just as 
Mrs. Thurston and the invisible reporter came within 
hearing. "  To-morrow I'll see you in your beautiful wed
ding-gown.”

“  You will not ! ” cried Mrs. Thurston, in a hoarse, ago
nized voice, but with a distinctness startling as a pistol- 
shot.

She was standing on the exact spot occupied, years 
before, by the old crone. The elder . Dora herself had 
become the bird of evil omen, striking consternation to the 
heart of one who sat where she had,— one so like her in 
face as to be taken for an animated portrait painted in that 
former day.

Only an instant she stood thus— an instant during which her 
daughter gazed at her in speechless horror. In some mys
terious way a portion of her own superstitious fear entered 
into the younger woman’s soul. As for W illiam , he only 
stared in puzzled wonder, trying in vain to imagine what 
queer freak had taken possession of his prospective mother- 
in-law. She departed as hastily as she had come, leaving 
Dora inclined to shiver, W illiam , to laugh. He did not do 
so, however ; Dora’s white face and trembling hands effect
ually checked him.

“  Something is going to happen ! ” gasped Dora at length. 
“  I shall never wear the dress.”

“  W ell, suppose you don’t ,” he answered lightly, in 
very much the same tone as that used by Edward in trying 
to dispel the other Dora’s fears. “  Be married in the dress 
you have on.”

“  But suppose one of us should die to-morrow? ”
“ W ell then, to make sure, suppose we go and be married 

now ? ” The light tone with which W illiam  began died away 
into a graver one; the possibility of losing Dora at the last 
had not yet occurred to him. It was only a fancy, of course; 
but suppose anything should happen before he could call 
her his ?

Dora, on the contrary, took courage from the confident 
manner displayed by W illiam  at the beginning of his last

sentence. She was able to laugh, a little, and say : “ But 
suppose, after all, nothing does happen ? Then we shall 
have all our trouble for nothing.”

But William was recalling Mrs. Thurston’s ominous words 
and appearance, as fast as Dora was forgetting them.

“  Come now,” he said, firmly. “  Let to-morrow take care
of itself.”

“ If nothing does happen,” went on Dora, “ shall we have 
the wedding ? Everybody will be disappointed if we don t.”

“ Perhaps we may,” answered William. “  and then we 
can call to-day’s ceremony a rehearsal. Most people have 
rehearsals, anyhow ; but I shall insist that to-day s ceremony 
be performed entire, and properly recorded, no matter what 
happens to-morrow.”

Dora had only to pick up her everyday hat— a big one of 
the Gainsborough order, of coarse straw trimmed with yel
low crape— and a pair of dull gold-colored lace mitts, and she 
was ready in a minute.

A  short walk brought them to the cozy rectory. W e  
pass over the surprise of the white-haired old clergyman 
when the youthful pair besought him to make them 
one. He smiled at their superstitious fears, but would not 
undertake to argue them away : the old are not so presump
tuous as the middle-aged, for the former have lived long 
enough to realize how little any of us actually know, and 
how there is the veil separating the material world from the 
spiritual. If these two felt instinctively that there was 
some mysterious reason for their haste, the best way to 
quiet their misgivings was to perform the ceremony as soon 
as possible. And as this was before the new law in Penn
sylvania went into effect, requiring a marriage license, there 
was no legal difficulty in the way.

From the little yellow portico and across the too trim 
lawn, through the opening in the wooden-roofed stone 
wall inclosing the disused burying-ground filled with crum
bling gray tablets, under the shade of the dense grove of 
Norway spruce surrounding the old sanctuary, and through 
the pointed, overhanging archway, and thence to the quaint, 
carved altar, was but a few steps. And there, in the gather
ing twilight, with shadows overhead and empty pews be
hind ; with the organ silent, with no ushers, no brides
maids, no witnessing friends ; with no flowers, no carriages, 
no white ribbons, no gay carpet nor canopy; nothing, in 
short, to relieve the severe plainness of the interior, W illiam 
and Dora, in their ordinary attire, were made husband and 
wife. Just as the last words were said, darkness settled over 
the little group at the chancel-rail, except that a long red 
ray struggled through one of the narrow, diamond-paned 
windows, and broadened into a faint, crimson light upon the 
old clergyman’s white hair and surplice. 

Half involuntarily Dora exclaimed, “ There must be a
fine sunset! ”

“  Then take it as a good ending of all your fears, said 
the old clergyman, extending his hand in congratulation

Suddenly the red light burst in at every window, and 
filled the church with a glare scarcely less brilliant than 
that of noonday. The deep brown carpet, the oaken, ma
roon-cushioned pews, the dark, crossing rafters, the modest 
stained window-panes, the neutral-tinted walls, the unpre 
tentious frescoes and lettering, the antique altar and pulpit, 
the tiny marble font, the old-fashioned cabinet-organ,— all 
were revealed with startling distinctness, and their ordi
nary lack of color was more than made up by the scarlet 
glow, increasing every second until words become inade- 
quate to paint it.

“  It’s a fire ! ” exclaimed all three at once, hurrying to 
the door.

“ It is our house ! ” cried Dora.
Seemingly transfixed, they stood still in the porch gazing
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at the ever-broadening splendor of the dames before them. 
Dora was the first to recover her senses.

" Something has happened—there it is."
“ Oh, yes! "  assented William. "  This would have 

spoiled our wedding to-morrow. It’s a good thing we ‘ took 
time by the forelock.’ ”

“ And we’re neither of us dead ! ” exclaimed Dora, with 
more relief in her voice and heart than she would have 
believed possible.

“ Well, then,” remarked the old minister, “ what you 
thought was a sunset may be taken as a good sign. It has 
justified the wisdom of your course, and quieted your fears. 
That is,” he continued, “ if you don’t choose to consider the 
loss of the house ; but, even then, it is better that a house 
should bum than either of you die.”

“ But perhaps the others are not safe ! ” cried Dora, with 
a shiver. “ Let us hurry and see ! ”

They soon arrived at the scene of the fire. Tears came 
to Dora’s eyes as she beheld her childhood’s home wrapped 
in dame from basement to peak, with awful tongues soaring 
yards and yards above, as though they would pierce the 
blackening sky. The lawn was strewn with heaps of furni
ture in various stages of demolition, and the grass, dowers, 
and all, trampled down by the feet of a thousand lookers- 
on. Nobody seemed to be doing anything—the time had 
gone by for that. How the fire had started, and passed so 
suddenly beyond control, was, as yet, a mystery.

But were they all safe—parents, sisters, servants ? She 
had scarcely time to ask the question before she saw the 
familiar faces gathered around her, not one missing. All 
seemed to glance curiously at the little group consisting of 
William and Dora with the old minister not far behind, but 
for some time not a word was said.

Even a sensation grows monotonous after a while. The 
fire could only bum itself out. This village, strange to say, 
while up to the latest ideas in other directions, did not 
possess either fire-engine or firemen. The neighbors had 
done what they could by wetting roofs and fences to keep 
the flames from spreading, but nobody, by simply looking 
on, could help or hinder. For the whole family to stand 
there all night was not to be thought of.

“ Come,” said William at length, you can’t do any good 
here. You must come home with me,— all of you.”

Mrs. Thurston demurred. " It would scarcely do for us 
to go to your house, under the circumstances,” she declared, 
the conventionalities of her girlhood coming to the fore. 
“  Any of the neighbors would accommodate us.”

“ You will go to my house,” asserted William. "  I have 
the right to take you there. Your daughter is my wife.”

" Without wearing her wedding-clothes! ” was Mrs. 
Thurston’s singular exclamation, uttered in a voice of invol
untary incredulity, mixed with intense relief.

"  Yes,” was William’s simple response. And then, to the 
amazement of everyone, she literally, to use a Scripture 
phrase, “ fell on his neck and kissed him.”

“ You have saved her ! ” was the mother’s next singular 
exclamation— which none of her auditors understood any 
better than they did the other.

*  *  *  *  *  *

Months passed, during which Mrs. Thurston’s relatives 
had reason to fear for her sanity, so often would she look 
strangely at William and Dora, then burst into tears and kiss 
them. But one day, when her overwrought nerves could 
bear no more, it all came out ; she confessed it to both.

“ But for the fire, I think I should have committed sui
cide that night,” she said. “  I had borne the burden of 
fear for over twenty years, and could have borne it no 
longer. An old woman told me, when Dora was a baby, 
that she would never wear wedding-clothes. For years I

thought she would not live ; then that something would 
happen on her wedding-day.”

“ Well, mamma, something did ;— the fire.”
“ That was my fault. I ’m glad now that it was. I went 

to look at that hateful wedding-dress, and accidentally 
dropped the lamp into it. I never intended you should 
know.”

So the prophecy came true, and everything came right—  
as it generally does.

M argaret  B. H a r v e y ,

The Cave of Machpelah.
WH E N  Abraham l o s t  
Sarah his wife, he chose 
for her burial-place a 
cavern admirably adapt
ed for this purpose, the 
purchase of which seem
ed like an anticipated 
taking possession of the 
Promised Land. He paid 
four hundred shekels of 
silver for it, and the 
land which surrounded 
it became the property 
of the patriarch. The 
oak-tree in the plain of 
Mamre, under w h i c h  
Abraham met the sons 
of Heth and bargained 
with them for the bur
ial-place (as recorded in 
the twenty-third chap
ter of Genesis), is still 
shown, and the tradi
tional tree is known as 
the Oak of Abraham. 
The tree probably is a 
successor of the original 
oak, or else its longevity 
is most unparalleled.

The cave comprised three chambers of different levels ; 
and it was in the third, the deepest and most remote, that 
he laid Sarah’s body. There he was soon after laid himself, 
and the cave became the family tomb. Isaac and Rebecca 
in their turn were buried there, and the sons of Jacob were 
taught from their infancy to recognize and reverence the 
sepulcher of their fathers.

Joseph especially held this memory sacred ; and when, 
having become ruler in the bouse of Pharaoh, he sent for 
his father and his brethren, he had no intention of abandon
ing the tomb. When Jacob died and was embalmed, the 
preservation of his body as a mummy was indefinitely 
assured ; so with Pharaoh’s permission, and according to 
his father’s desire, Joseph departed for Hebron and deposited 
his father’s remains with great pomp in the grotto of Mach- 
pelah. Leah had been interred there by Jacob, and the 
patriarch’s body was the sixth and last.

After the conquest of Palestine by the Hebrews, the Cave 
of Machpelah, which had been like an earnest of their future 
victory, was, of course, held in highest respect. In David’s 
time a magnificent inclosure, in parallelogram form, was 
made around the rock. It was built of enormous stones 
similar to those employed in the foundation of Solomon’s 
Temple. It still exists; the walls are high and thick, orna
mented with pilasters without capitals, and surmounted by
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cornices. Then came the schism of the ten tribes; the war, 
exile, and captivity, followed by the return. Everything  
seems to indicate that a synagogue was built in the inclosure 
after the restoration of the Jews.

At last we reach the first century ; the establishment of 
Christianity ; the war of 66 to 70 ; and the dispersion of the 
people of Israel. The Cave of Machpelah, surrounded, or 
rather, surmounted, by its inclosure, remains intact, passes 
through all these vicissitudes without suffering. The histo
rian Josephus speaks of the tomb of Abraham ; Eusebius 
and Jerome describe it, and in the sixth century Antoninus 
the Martyr mentions it, and tells us that the Christians had 
built a basilica within the inclosure and above the tombs, 
which basilica replaced the ancient synagogue. The Chris
tians had succeeded the Jews in their veneration for the 
sepulcher of Abraham. Thus we follow its history from age 
to age, and find each new generation inheriting the respect

is still surrounded by the majestic inclosure of David's 
time, which was the finest epoch of Hebrew architecture, 
and is the most prominent object in or around Hebron, part 
way up the slope of the hill-side.

The Arabic population of Hebron, and especially the 
guardians of the Mosque of Abraham, are bigoted beyond 
all tests. They even resist the seduction of bakhshish, 
which is remarkable in the East ; and no Christian may 
penetrate into the sacred precinct. Three Europeans, how
ever, have succeeded in effecting an entrance. The first 
was Ali B ey ; the Prince of Wales, also, in 1862, was ad
mitted with his suite ; and, in 1866, the Marquis of Bute 
and several Europeans were permitted to inspect the in
terior. But did they see the tombs? No ; for they merely 
walked about the mosque. They were shown in a vestibule 
the so-called graves of Abraham and Sarah, covered with a 
silken tapestry of green ; in the middle of the mosque,

THE OAK OP ABRAH AM , N E A R  HEBRON.

of the generation which preceded, for this venerable monu
ment.

W ith  Mahomet and the conquest of Palestine the cave 
passed to other owners. But Abraham is for them the 
‘ ‘ Father of the F a ith fu l” ; his tomb remains sacred; they 
prove this by showing it, if possible, even more respect than  
the Jews and Christians. The latter became, with the Cru
sades, for a short time masters of the land, and during this 
Christian period of the twelfth century the Rabbi Benjamin  
de Tudèle visited Machpelah. He descended into the cav
ern, and declares, positively, in his writings, that he saw  
the three successive grottos ; the two first quite empty, and 
in the third the six veritable tombs, each with its epitaph 
engraven on the stone.

The Mussulmans, once more possessors of Machpelah, 
transformed the basilica into a mosque, and called it the 
Mosque of Abraham. It is called by that name to-day, and 

against the pillars at the right, that of Isaac, with Rebecca’s 
at the le ft; elsewhere, the pretended resting-place of Jacob 
and of Leah.

These cenotaphs are devoutly revered by the Mussulmans. 
W hat we find far more interesting is that the Marquis of 
Bute saw at the western entrance of the mosque the opening 
of a cave about four yards deep, and caught a glimpse of the 
interior. Access to this cave is forbidden to the Mussul
mans themselves. W hat the Marquis saw was doubtless 
the entrance to the first of the three caverns, which is 
empty. W e  know that the second also is tenantless. No 
one enters ; it is probable that no human being has set foot 
for centuries in the place where lie the remains of the 
patriarchs, and the mummy of Jacob. The other bodies 
must long since have returned to dust, but we have every 
reason to suppose that Jacob’s mummy remains intact.

Many mummies, as every one knows, have been preserved
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to oar day, and many are as old, even older, than those of 
Joseph and Jacob. On the first of June, 1886, M . Maspero, 
in the presence of the K hédive, Sir H. Drummond Wolff, 
and N ubar Pacha, opened the sarcophagus enclosing the 
mummy of the great Sesostris (Raineses II.), the same who 
in all probability persecuted the Israelites so cruelly. The 
face is admirably preserved; the mask is powerful and grave; 
the hair white, though slightly yellowed by the process of 
preparation ; the hands folded on the breast are remarkably 
delicate, and still tinged with the henna used at the last 
robing of the king. M. Maspero also opened the coffin con
taining the mummy of Rameses III., not so well preserved, 
but still fine, the forehead, mouth, lips, teeth, all perfect. 
Every year mummies are brought to light, dating from all 
epochs of ancient. Egyptian history.

Of all the mummies, two only, those of Jacob and Joseph, 
seem to have been taken out of Egyptian territory. The 
former is at Machpelah, the latter at Shechem. Could the 
mummy of Joseph be found at Shechem? W e  have no rea
son to believe so ; but for that of Jacob at Machpelah, the 
fact, strange as it may seem, appears extremely probable. 
The authenticity of the cavern is certain, the burial there 
of the patriarchs, particularly Jacob, undeniable. The em
balming of his body according to the best and surest Egyp
tian custom is equally beyond dispute, and consequently the 
preservation of his body to the present day is evident.

I f  this mummy does not exist, then it must have been 
voluntarily destroyed at some period of history, and that is 
difficult to admit. W e  should not know where to place, to

whom to attribute, such a profanation. The Jews would 
never have done it, certainly not the Christians, still less 

the Mussulmans. The tomb has always 
been respected, surrounded with deepest 

veneration by all populations, 
religions, governments, which 
have succeeded to Hebron. 
Abraham is the “ Father of 

the Faithful,"  whether 
the faithful be J e w s ,  
Christians, or Mahom- 
medans. If any tomb on 
earth has remained invio
late, it is that of Abra
ham and his children, 
the Cave of Machpelah.

But how are we to as
sure ourselves of what 
we feel to be so certain ? 
To enter the cavern it 
would first be necessary 
to o b t a i n  the Sultan's 
permission, and he would 
not give it. Even if he 
did, the consent of all 
the Arab population of 
Hebron would have to be 
gained as well, and, as 
we have said, nowhere 
is Mussulman bigotry 
more narrow, suspicious, 
fierce, than around the 
patriarch's tomb. Sim
ply to speak of going 
into the cave would be 
to r i s k  immediate de
struction. To get there, 
to see the precious sar
cophagus, open it, and 
examine the mummy, we 

 must await the end of I slamism in Palestine. The day w ill 
doubtless come, but will any man or child of our age live 
to see it ?

And yet, who knows ? The time perhaps is not so distant 
when it may be given to some happy traveler to see the 
aged Israel sleeping in the stone bed where he has lain 
nearly four thousand years ; to touch the hands that the 
blind Isaac touched ; to see those gray locks about which 
the old man one day cried : “ Then shall ye bring down my 
gray hairs with sorrow to the grave."

E d m o nd  St a p f e r .

A Tariff Powwow.

WHEN Mrs. Nancy Bracey walked into Mrs. Postle- 
thwaite's large parlors, where the Wednesday after- 
noon Sewing Society had assembled for their weekly 
labors on the box for the missionary station out in Washing

ton Territory, and the far more important and interesting 
task of regulating the public and private affairs of the 
country, the community in general, and their own immediate 
circle of acquaintances in particular, it was very evident that 
there was some subject of more than ordinary magnitude 
that overshadowed the usual serenity of her disposition.

The firmly compressed lips, and the calm, clear radiance of 
her mild blue eyes gave evidence of a mental struggle and a 
firm resolve to do her duty or die, at least metaphorically, in 
the attempt. She came in later than usual, and for some

VIE W  OP HEBRON.
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time replied to the greetings of her acquaintances in brief 
but courteous remarks and monosyllables.

“ The Society” was in a state of ill-concealed agitation, 
for Mrs. Bracey bad never been known to conduct herself in 
such a manner since the day, memorable in the bistory of 
Fairview, when the discovery was made that old Dr. Brandson 
had eloped with the pretty seventeen-years-old daughter of 
the village cobbler. That event was made known to ‘'The  
Society ” by Mrs. Bracey, who was one of those lucky per
sons who always happen around when there is anything 
important going on. So everybody was, as Mrs. Tasker said, 
“ on veritable pins and needles,” and no one could be induced 
to stay out of the room, even for five minutes, lest they 
might lose what they felt was certain would be an impor
tant revelation. But, with Spartan courage, Mrs. Bracey 
restrained herself until five o'clock, when, according to time- 
honored custom, the gentlemen came in for tea, to which 
the fathers, husbands, and sons of families belonging to the 
church had been admitted.

“ The Society” always had five o'clock tea, which,in Fair- 
view parlance, meant cream biscuits and fresh butter, honey, 
"  preserves "  in winter and fresh berries in summer, tongue 
or potted beef sliced to wafer-like thinness, and coffee, tea, 
and chocolate, with ice-cream and cake. “ The Society’s ” 
cake was Fairview’s especial pride, and the ice-cream was 
always furnished by Grandma Atwood, whose flocks and 
herds numbered scores, and whose Jerseys were the pride of 
L eno County, and a credit to the State at large.

Mrs. Bracey was one of the most prominent and influential 
members of the leading Orthodox Church in Fairview, and 
her opinions and actions, backed by her goodly bank-account, 
commanded the respect and attention of the entire commu
nity. Fairview was a prosperous manufacturing town in 
New England, and numbered among its residents many cap
italists, the majority of whom were regular attendants or 
communicants of the church to which “ The Society” was 
an important auxiliary.

The guests were seated in rows and groups about the 
double parlors and in the large sitting-room which was con
nected with the parlors by folding-doors. The plates and 
napkins had been passed around, and Mrs. Postlethwaite’s 
trim maid was just distributing tea and coffee among 
the visitors, when Mrs. Butler turned to Mrs. Bracey and 
asked if she had seen the new spring goods at Alden & 
Brown's.

“ W ell, yes; I  have looked at them,” said Mrs. Bracey, 
grimly.

“ Beautiful, aren't they ? ” chirped Miss May Tasker, who 
dearly loved pretty things.

“ Um — um— yes, very fine,” responded Mrs. Bracey.
“ Perhaps Mrs. Bracey doesn't care for novelties in dress 

goods as much as she used to,” put in Miss Simmons, who, 
though far advanced in the pathway toward the sere and 
yellow stage of human existence, yet retained the friskiness 
of youth, affected very young society, and was as girlish in 
her manners as a miss of sixteen. Mrs. Bracey often de
clared that she was long-suffering and patient where Miss 
Simmons was concerned ; but this was the last straw, and 
she* replied with more than her usual emphasis :

“ I hope I may never grow too old to take a sensible inter
est in everything that is beautiful. I must however say, 
although it doesn't affect me to any great degree, that when 
I look at great stacks of foreign wool dress-goods, and real
ize that we must pay seventy-two per cent, duty on all that 
we wear, it quite takes away my interest in the goods them
selves, and turns my thoughts toward a state of politics and 
public affairs that seems to need some attention. Just think 
of the thousands of laboring men and women and of women 
clerks and seamstresses who must pay seventy-two per cent.

of cost for the privilege of wearing fine wool goods in this 
blessed country ! I think it's outrageous— so I do ! ”

Deacon Ambrose sat with the sugar-tongs in his hand, 
and his eyes fixed upon Mrs. Bracey in astonishment. Miss 
Brunhilda Postleth waite was holding the sugar-bowl and 
waiting for the Deacon to take the two other lumps of sugar 
and deliver up the tongs so that she could serve Miss Sim
mons, whose plumage was somewhat ruffled, more by Mrs. 
Bracey's manner than her words.

“ W hy, Mrs. Bracey, what would you have? Surely you 
would not take the duty off from woolen goods and let them 
in free, would you ? ” exclaimed the Deacon.

“  Indeed I would, and why not, pray ? ” asked Mrs. Bracey 
with some asperity in her tone.

“ W hy not?” gasped the Deacon, almost breathless at 
such a proposition. “ W hy not ? And what, will you please 
to tell me, would become of our own wool interest ? Why, 
Mrs. Bracey, I am amazed ! To let in foreign wool goods 
free of duty would mean the entire destruction of the sheep- 
growers' business."

“ Indeed! And so, because a few hundred men raise 
sheep, and have to be protected and coddled by a govern
ment tax that keeps out foreign goods, several millions of 
women and children must pay two or three prices for their 
dresses and cloaks. Isn't that it ? ” asked Mrs. Bracey.

Deacon Ambrose put the sugar-tongs into his tea and stirred 
the beverage in an agitated way, without once removing his 
eyes from Mrs. Bracey’s face. Mrs. Postlethwaite came 
upon the scene, dextrously dropped two lumps of sugar 
into the cup, substituted a spoon for the tongs, and put in 
the cream without distracting the Deacon’s attention, even 
for an instant.

“ But you wouldn’t ruin our wool interest, would you, 
Mrs. Bracey ? ” asked the Deacon, with a mournful cadence 
in his voice.

“ Now, Deacon, are you so unreasonable as to demand trib
ute from every man, woman, and child in these United States, 
for the sake of protecting a few wool-growers ? Are you 
willing that women and girls should be taxed to their utter
most to pay seventy-two per cent, duty on their dresses be
cause you keep a few sheep with your other stock, and 
might have to take ten or fifteen cents a pound less for your 
wool-clip than you get now ? Besides, I don't see that this 
protection does you any good, anyway.”

The Deacon was too much disturbed to answer imme
diately, and took advantage of the interval to empty his tea
cup and ask that it be refilled. After a moment, however, he 
rallied, assumed an air of superior knowledge, and returned 
to the charge.

“ Since the year 1860, Mrs. Bracey, the wool-clip of this 
country has increased from sixty millions of pounds to three 
hundred and twenty-five millions of pounds ; and the in
crease in the number of sheep is from twenty-two millions to 
over fifty millions. Is not this a sufficient evidence of pros
perity under the present system of tariff ? "

“ I don't think so. The statement that some centenarian 
has broken the ice in his bath-tub and taken a plunge every 
winter morning for fifty years, doesn’t prove that we would 
all live a hundred years if we dipped ourselves in ice-water 
every day ; and one argument is, to my mind, quite as con
clusive as the other. It seems to me,” and Mrs. Bracey 
straightened herself up, and her voice assumed a more em
phatic tone, “ that when men begin to argue on tariff and 
free trade and protection, they start out by taking certain 
things for granted. They tell us that a thing has prospered 
under given conditions, and will altogether ignore the fact 
that the same prosperity might have followed were these con
ditions altogether wanting. I discover, however, that you 
debaters upon tariff just take good care to keep away from the
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point where your tether can bring you up short. Three hun
dred and twenty-five millions of pounds of wool looks im
mense when you put it into figures, but it is all consumed: and  
when you reflect that in addition to this there are millions  
and millions of dollars' worth of wool goods imported every 
season, I can't just get at the solidity of your reasoning."

“ Would you take the tariff from all imported goods, Mrs. 
Bracey ? I think you are an out-and-out free-trader," said 
Mr. Garnett, who was the Vice-president of the Trickling 
River Railroad, and had an eye to the value of railroad iron, 
steel rails, and the like.

“ Well, perhaps not entirely, but to a great extent I 
would, and—yes, altogether, from the food and clothes, 
necessities of life. Oh yes, I know what you will say; that 
steel rails have dropped from $100 per ton, to $25 under the 
protective tariff. But just a moment. Steel rails are im
portant. of course ; but rich corporations have to pay for 
them, and the demand for them is limited. Now there are 
millions of dollars* worth of goods, cutlery, for example, 
manufactured in the United States, shipped to England, 
repacked, shipped back here, the duty paid on them, as well 
as all costs of transportation, and then they are sold as 
genuine English goods. Brutus may have ' reasons ' with 
which to answer this, but it looks to me very much as 
though, if we could have these same goods put upon the 
market at somewhere near their cost of production, the 
masses of the people might get a great deal more for their 
money than they do now."

“ Well said, Mrs. Bracey," said the Principal of the Pub
lic School, who had just come in. “ I am glad to hear you 
taking the side of the people."

“ The people will come around all right, in time, Mr. 
Kelley," said Mrs. Bracey. “ Don’t give yourself any uneasi
ness about them. It is a few of the wrong-headed factions, 
and more wrong-hearted politicians, that are just now mak
ing all of the trouble. The people are growing wiser every 
day, and the time will come when ' a policy * will not be 
followed out because it belongs to any party, or to any class 
of industries, but the general prosperity of the whole peo
ple will rule the affairs of this nation.”

“ Well, as to that, Mrs. Bracey,” said Mr. Tasker, one of 
the leading men of his State, and one who made politics 
and tariff discussions his business, “ as to that, when you 
talk about prosperity, where can you find such a wonderful 
example of that as the United States for the past few years ? 
Why, under the present system, the story of this country’s 
development is more like the creation of an imaginative 
brain than a narrative of solid facts ! Protection to our 
industries has made us the greatest nation on earth ! Why 
just see here once. In 1865 we mined and consumed fif
teen million tons of coal. Does it count for nothing in the 
record of our prosperity that last year we mined something 
like one hundred millions ? And------"

“ Come, come, Mr. Tasker," interrupted Mrs. Bracey, 
laughing, “  that argument counts for nothing at all. When 
you were one year old you might have drunk a gill of milk. 
The statement that you could drink a quart to-day, would only 
prove that you. had grown a good deal and that your capac
ity for absorption had increased accordingly. How many 
more people are there in the country to-day than in 1865 ? "

“  But, Mrs. Bracey,” put in Squire Pierson, “ is it noth
ing that all of the people are employed, nearly all of them 
at fair wages? Twenty years ago, our metal industries 
employed fifty-three thousand men ; to-day they employ 
three hundred thousand, and------”

“ Only another evidence that we have grown. Really, 
that proves nothing else to my mind—at least is no argu
ment why this protective tariff on the necessities of life 
should continue. W e put the infant into a baby-jumper

until he is strong enough to help himself. He would bit
terly resent being kept in leading-strings after he had 
reached maturity. I think this country is in very much the 
same condition. It has grown past the need of having its 
industries petted and fed on government pap, and now. a 
stalwart giant among nations, it should throw open its 
doors to the commerce of the world.”

“ And let the cheap labor productions of barbarians fill 
our markets and crowd out our own manufactured cotton 
goods,” said Mr. Bates, a great cotton-spinner, who had just 
dropped in.

“ And permit the great masses of the people to buy goods 
without paying the added value of duties,” responded Mrs. 
Bracey.

“ And ruin our great salt interests,” groaned Mr. Butler, 
who was the principal owner and proprietor of a large salt 
“ plant.”

“ And make it possible for the rank and file to ‘ earn their 
salt * without working overtime,” laughed young Charley 
Postlethwaite, who was beginning to learn the A. B. C. of 
tariff from his father’s discussions and documents.

“ And make it possible for a man to get a job done in this 
delightful country at a fair rate,” growled old Captain 
Schwartz.

“ The joke is on you, this time, Captain,” said Mr. Tas
ker ; and everybody laughed when it was told how Captain 
Schwartz once came into an American port, and made all 
of his arrangements to have his ship resheathed. When 
the men were ready to begin work, he found that in this 
land of liberty he could not take foreign copper from the 
inside of a foreign trading-ship and employ American 
mechanics to nail it upon the outside, without paying a 
duty of forty-five per cent, on the new copper put on the 
ship, as well as a duty of four cents per pound upon the old 
copper taken o ff; and so, in disgust, he set sail in ballast 
for Halifax, got his ship recoppered by Canadian laborers, 
and then came back to Yankee land for her cargo.

"  Next time, Captain, come empty and buy American 
copper,” said Mr. Tasker, who believed in “ protection 
every time ! ”

“ Have some more sugar, Mrs. Bracey?” asked Mr. Le 
Gardo, who was the owner of sugar plantations in Cuba. 
He passed the sugar-bowl, aud continued : “ Here is another 
of the necessaries of life that is taxed until it is a burden 
upon your people. Sugar is taxed eighty-four per cent., 
and, not satisfied with this, your manufacturers have organ
ized trusts and rings and------”

“ Yes, trusts to protect themselves against strikes and 
their consequences,” interrupted Mrs. Tasker,  “ It has 
come to a pretty pass that those who have worked for years 
to accumulate property must have their peaceable possession 
of it disturbed, and their right to manage it as they please 
questioned by the people they find it necessary to employ. I 
do not think such a movement as these trusts would ever 
have been thought of had not capitalists been forced to take 
some measures for their own protection. ”

‘ c Oh, to be sure ! It stands to reason that the unfortunate 
laboring-man must take all of the blame. He makes an 
admirable scape-goat,” put in Mr. Kelley, with a consider
able degree of warmth. “ When I was in New York, I went 
to the meetings of the Anti-poverty Society, and was much 
impressed by----- - "
 “ No doubt, no doubt," interrupted Deacon Ponder, who 

had his own ideas upon economic matters. “ No doubt 
all of those gentlemen theorized remarkably well ; but I 
learned one very important lesson a great many years ago, 
young man,” and here the Deacon leaned back in his easy- 
chair, and put his elbows upon the arms, and the tips 
of his fingers together. “ I learned that the only anti-pov
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erty society that is good on the home stretch, is the one 
where a man attends strictly to his own business, or makes 
himself master of all the details of his trade and convinces 
his employer that he can be counted on in any emergency. 
But the anti-poverty spouter, who wants an equal division of 
property, wants me, after forty-five years of hard work, to 
share my farm with him, and then let him give my orders 
for me ; wants me to follow where he leads, and pay the 
piper after he has spent his life in dancing. I tell you 
that sort of talk is the most absurd nonsense, and the ad
vocates of such folly will strangle themselves in their own 
meshes.

"  I t reminds me of a story told when the first railroad 
was opened across the great plains in the West. A  big 
Indian chief considered himself insulted by the white 
men and their railroad, and decided to put a stop to their 
intrusion forthwith. Summoning several of his braves, he 
rode out, resplendent in war-paint and feathers, to meet an 
approaching train. He called upon the engineer to stop, but 
no attention was paid to him. W ith  a characteristic whoop 
he swung his lasso, dropping it squarely over the smoke
stack of the locomotive. The trains are still running, I 
believe ; but I never heard whether any of the tribe found 
any fragments of Indian. And this is about the way in 
which history will record the anti-poverty nonsense of the 
present, decade."

“ But this seems to be rather dodging the question, 
doesn’t it ? ” said Judge Pierson, a well-to-do lawyer, who 
had political aspirations, and did not like to have the argu
ment take such a turn. “ I thought this conversation was 
upon tariff.”

“ And so it is,” said Mrs. Pierson, who rarely lost an 
opportunity to make a point. And it interests me espe
cially just now, because I want a new cloak for spring, and 
the duty on cloaks is sixty-eight per cent., and I don’t 
like it.”

“ And I want a new carpet, and must pay forty-eight per 
cent duty or go without,” said Mrs. Ambrose, with a side- 
glance at her husband. That gentleman growled something 
about “ woman’s sphere,” and that it ‘‘ wasn’t in tariff dis
cussions;’’ but without heeding it Mrs. Ambrose went on. 
“ Whenever I want anything in the way of wool goods, I 
am assured that they cannot be had for less than a special 
price, on account of the duty ; and when goods are too ex
pensive, the Deacon says that wool does not bring enough to 
make it worth while to keep sheep. Now I should think 
that if this were the case, it would be much better to take 
off the duties and be able to get imported goods at reason
able rates.”

"  I want a new mirror for my dressing-room,” said Miss 
Brunhilda Postlethwaite, “ but pa says they cost too much. 
I know the duty is seventy-eight per cent., but why should I 
have to pay so much more for a mirror just because an indus
try must be protected ? ”

“ I ’ll tell you why, sis,” said Charley Postleth waite auda
ciously, “ it is just because the tariff is a great political 
machine. Now if Mr. Tasker wanted to run for Congress 
in this district, he knows perfectly well that he must not 
bother with the wool tariff, unless it be to increase it, else 
pa and Deacon Ambrose and a few other influential men will 
combine to defeat him. They don’t care a rush, personally, 
how much plate-glass and rice and iron are protected, but 
they know that they must not interfere with those things or 
the plate-glass and iron men will retaliate in kind. It is a 
tacit agreement that I will let your glass-house alone, if you 
will not throw stones at mine ; and the masses of the peo
ple may help themselves if they can. Isn’t that so, pa?” 
laughed the mischievous boy, looking across the room at 
his father.

Mr. Postlethwaite tried to look stern, but there was a per
ceptible puckering of the corners of his mouth. He glanced 
at Mr. Tasker, who was evidently much annoyed ; then look
ing his son full in the face, said : You are getting on rap
idly, my son. Now just please harness your brilliant mind 
down to practical labor problems, and supply me with some 
of your mother’s provisions. I will take some biscuit and 
potted beef and a cup of coffee.”

There was no reproof either in the father’s tone or in his 
eyes, and a moment later Charley was heard on the back 
porch, humming the air, “ For all of which the people have 
to pay.”

Mr. Tasker’s temper was considerably ruffled, and he had 
no mind to let the subject drop there. “ I am sorry,” he 
said, “ that there should be any disposition to treat this sub
ject lightly. It is one which must be of vital interest to our 
entire country, and cannot fail to involve the welfare of the 
rising generation. When the doors are flung open to all of 
the markets of the world, the price of labor will go down, 
the condition of the family of the working man will approach 
that of laborers in foreign lands, trade in home products will 
languish, and many of our most important business interests 
will be destroyed. Our producers will find their commod
ities crowded out of market by foreign goods produced at a 
much less cost than our own, while debts will increase, and 
the means to pay them will be wanting. It is a matter of 
great importance to many wool-growers, whether the wool- 
clip brings ten or fifteen cents per pound more or less than 
usual. It makes the year’s footing-up either good or bad to 
them. On it may depend whether the son finishes his col
lege course, or if the daughter can complete her musical 
education. It decides whether the mortgage on the farm 
can be paid off, or whether it will be safe to purchase the 
tract of woodland that will add so much more than its sim
ple value to the home farm. Whether the last days of ex
istence shall be comfortable and quiet, or whether they must 
be harassed by dread and doubts, and their peace destroyed 
by constant self-denial and anxiety.”

Grandpa Postleth waite had entered the room during the 
conversation, and stood by the mantel, leaning on his cane. 
He had almost finished his century of years, but still re
tained the brightness and enthusiasm of his maturity.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ this is one of the most perplex
ing of topics. I have studied over it for many years, and 
can draw but one conclusion : the choice lies between bene
fiting a few, and doing well for many.  A  high tariff pro
tects a limited number of industries, and compels the masses 
to pay higher prices for many things. Our sugar and iron and 
rice and wool producers flourish and employ many hands at 
good wages. This is well. Free entry supplies to the con
sumer all of the products of the world’s markets at moderate 
cost. This also is well, but this is not the vital point. All par
ties shrink from facing the one course that will alone settle 
this matter. If we make all goods free of duty, we enable 
the laboring-man to buy more and better goods for his 
money than now. But this cannot he done while we at the 
same time open our factories to cheap or foreign laborers. 
I f  our statesmen could devise some way to stop flooding the 
country with foreign labor, then we could manage the rest; 
but every foreign-born citizen would rebel against this, and 
so we go on. The pay of laboring-men will grow less, and 
the duties may increase ; hut there are too many workers, 
and more are coming : and although our working-people are 
crying out at the present rate of wages, they persist in send
ing for their foreign friends and deluging the labor centers 
with unskilled workers, and then, after having kindled the 
fire, they form Unions and Leagues to put it out, striving 
to prevent men who would work, from earning their bread 
by honest toil. The immigration question is broader than
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the tariff question, and vastly more important. On the 
solution of this problem turns the future welfare of the 
country.”

“  I am reluctant to disagree with a man whose experience 
and observation are so much more extended than mine,” said 
the minister, " but I must say that I think the present con
dition of the industrious masses of our people is of much 
greater importance than the prosperity of speculators who 
demand that they may be allowed to flood our markets with all 
sorts of foreign manufactured goods and raw materials. Look 
at the trade in cloaks, for instance. Our working-women are 
getting from $8 to $6 per week, because cloaks can be made 
at starvation wages in Germany and it is cheaper to import 
them. Think of paying a woman $1.60 for making a plush 
cloak that sells for $85 ! A man in Germany gets thirty- 
six cents per day for work that pays him $12 to $18 per 
week here. I tell you that the prosperity of a people is 
gauged by the condition of its laborers ; and their condi
tion, mental and moral, depends on the wages they receive. 
When you keep men or classes on starvation pay, you dwarf 
their minds and bodies, and make their descent to barbarism 
easy and rapid. Two generations with German wages in 
this country would take all of the brawn and bravery out 
of our laboring-people. A  hungry animal will fight—but 
it is only the desperate struggle for life. Very few brave 
dashes were ever made with empty stomachs. That is the 
destructiveness of the mob, the defensive fight against star
vation, not the brilliant attack that overcomes by moral 
and metaphysical, quite as often as by sheer brute force. 
No, my friends, protective measures have given us our 
beautiful homes, our firesides, our prosperity, and our un
paralleled independence. Put twenty per cent, additional 
duty on all articles that can be produced at home, rather 
than open the door one single inch to let low wages and the 
demoralization attending them creep in and destroy the 
quiet domestic prosperity of our honest toilers.”

There was a little flutter of excitement just then, and all 
eyes were turned toward the door as the Mayor and his wife 
came in. After the greetings were over, someone proposed 
a vote of thanks to Grandpa Postlethwaite and the good pas
tor, and the tariff discussion was postponed indefinitely.

N e ll ie  S. St o w e l l .

Dickens’ Grave.
Just beyond the noise and tumult 

Of the city’s crowded street,
Just beyond the well-worn pavement 

Daily thronged with restless feet,
Rise the Minster's hoary towers 

Guarding England's noble dead ;
Let us pass the solemn portals

With a hushed and reverent tread, 
While the organ’s stormy passion 

Shakes the arches overhead.

Records of the bygone ages 
Meet my eyes on every side,

Of the warriors, statesmen, sages, 
England’s glory and her pride.

And Westminster’s mighty arches, 
Brooding in a silence deep,

O’er her children’s sacred ashes 
Watch and ward forever keep :—

There the men who loved and served her. 
In a cloistered calmness sleep.

Through the long-drawn aisles I wander,
Pass by holy Edward’s tomb,

And the shrine of Saxon Sebert,
Shrouded in a dayless gloom.

Regal honor, warlike glory,
Tempt me not to turn aside ;

I  can see in farther distance
Where my soul would fain abide,

In the hallowed Poet’s Corner,
Far from earthly pomp and pride.

Faintly shines a ray of sunlight
Through the window’s tinted glow, 

Glimmering mid the Gothic arches 
To the pavement far below.

Near me stands King Henry's Chapel 
W ith its wealth of oak and stone,

And the long aisles stretch behind me,
Into twilight shadows thrown,

While I pause in reverent silence 
Here at Dickens’ tomb, alone.

Brief the inscription on the marble,
Only name and birth and death ;

Yet the splendor of his genius 
Needs no monumental wreath.

Noble dead are near him sleeping,
But their tombs, though rich in art,

In their blazonry of sorrow
Cannot deeply touch the heart.'

Only at the tomb of Dickens
Sighs are breathed, and tear-drops start.

He could blend the tones of passion,
And the minor tones of pain,

W ith the ringing notes of gladness 
Ever surging through his brain.

It is fitting that the Nation
Which he honored while on earth,

Should revere his sacred ashes,
And should recognize his worth.

For I hold the man of genius 
Far above the man of birth.

Suddenly the laboring organ 
Breaks the quiet so profound,

With a tender lamentation
In its throbbing waves of sound.

“ Rest in peace,” it seems to whisper,
"  Death has quieted thy pain.

Human joy and human sorrow 
Vex no more thy busy brain.”

“ Rest in peace,”  my soul re-echoes,
Taking up the sad refrain.

As I slowly leave the Abbey,
Aisle and transept, arch and wall 

Lose themselves in gathering shadows.
And the twilight covers all.

O’er that tablet in the pavement 
Countless steps shall come and go.

Countless eyes shall read its record 
By the window's tinted glow,

As the centuries bring their tribute 
Unto him who sleeps below.

Cath ar ine  W ee d  Barnes .
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The Reason Why.
THE sound of the engine-whistle was something new 
in Woodville, and it smote upon the ear the more 
discordantly from the fact that both trains that 

passed the village went through in the night— the first about 
bed-time by the primitive Woodville rules, and the second 
after midnight.

Did the passengers, as they peered forth into the darkness 
made visible by the solitary station-light, ever wonder about 
the inhabitants of Woodville, or form conjectures as to what 
the histories of these isolated lives might be ? Probably not ; 
and if they had felt any such curiosity and possessed the 
power of gratifying it, Woodville would have proved much 
the same as any other little country town. The fact remains, 
however, that each one of these, even the smallest and most 
insignificant, is a center of hopes and fears, joys and pains, 
fruitions and disappointments, and it is that fact which em
boldens me to claim for the little village of Woodville a 
truly dramatic interest.

It did not look dramatic, certainly, with its old-fashioned 
dilapidated buildings and its atmosphere of shabby repose. 
It was one of the numerous statu quo country villages, 
which observed an admirable uniformity in its census reports, 
and knew nothing of the discords of disputed corporate 
limits. Woodville avoided all that by simply not growing, 
and the inhabitants of Woodville were entirely satisfied to 
have it so. W hen the great noisy engine would come puf
fing and shrieking into the town at nine o'clock at night it 
rarely failed to elicit unfavorable comment.

“ Good gracious, Miss Melinda! There it comes ! It's 
enough to take a body's head off," Mrs. Mills would say, in 
emphatic, unavailing protest, as she would be setting her 
bread to rise, and covering up her little fire for the night.

Mrs. Mills was perhaps the chiefly aggrieved party when 
the new railroad was laid, as her house was the nearest to 
the track. She was a middle-aged widow who eked out her 
scanty income by taking a boarder or two, when such a rare 
creature was to be had in Woodville. Her only permanent 
lodger was the little old maid who had taught a small school 
in the village for more than forty years past, and seemed as 
inherently one of the institutions of the place as the town 
clock or the post-office. Everybody knew and loved Miss 
Melinda, from the babies up ; and the little old lady took 
such a kindly interest in everyone, and entered so quickly 
into all their feelings, that it was no wonder.

W hen Mrs. Mills cried out at the shriek of the engine, 
Miss Melinda joined in the protest by putting her thin little 
hands, with the fingers worn by constant friction with 
knitting-needles, over her ears, behind which the sparse 
white hairs were smoothly tucked away under a service
able little black cap, and looked sympathizingly at Mrs. 
Mills through her worn steel spectacles. I f  the railroad 
had to be endured, it was no small comfort to Mrs. Mills 
to have the fact of her martyrdom duly appreciated. Of 
course Mrs. Mills knew that Miss Melinda minded the rail
road too, but then Miss Melinda didn't have her headaches, 
and it couldn't therefore be a matter of so much conse
quence to her.

I f  it be true that Woodville was, as has been said, an un
remarkable little town, it is equally certain that for once in 
its history it possessed one feature which would have justi
fied a claim to distinction. This was in the person of a young 
girl so extraordinarily beautiful, that if the people of W ood
ville had n ot seen her, from her infancy, reared in the very 
midst of them, they might have been excused for wondering 
if  she were not the creature of some brighter sphere come 
down to dwell with them.

She was the doctor's daughter, and her mother had been 
some years dead. It was not known exactly who it was 
that had changed her formal baptismal title into the name 
of “ Bonny," but it is certain that this name once started 
was kept going, and now no one ever thought of any other. 
In this case the dangerous practice of calling children by 
names which suit them in the age of infancy, was more than 
justified by the fitness of the term as the girl expanded into 
riper beauty. At seventeen she was nothing less than a vis
ion of loveliness, of the fair, round, youthful type, only a 
shade more beautiful than babyhood because of the added 
charm of an expression of thought and feeling imparted by 
approaching womanhood.

Of course all the youth of Woodville were at this little 
houri’s feet ; but they had all been her playmates from 
childhood, and she persistently regarded them in the same 
light yet, and laughed at their love-making. She read more 
books than most of the young people of the place, and it 
was sometimes said that they put notions in her head ; but 
the field of literature to which little Miss Bonny had access 
was so extremely limited that it is more than likely that 
the notions came of themselves, bom of the enthusiasm and 
ideality of the girl’s own nature.

It was in her eighteenth year that Bonny’s beauty seemed 
to have reached its zenith. She had chestnut brown hair, 
and great deep-blue eyes, and her satin-smooth cheeks, 
rounded to a perfect curve, showed a perpetual mingling of 
the clearest pink and white. Then she had perfect little 
teeth, and charming dimples about the comers of her full 
red lips, and certainly the daintiest hands and feet that any
body could imagine.

The days of Bonny's life flew by, monotonously gay and 
free from care, until one day there came to Woodville some
one who, as i f  by a magic touch, changed everything. 
Doctor Emmett, who had mingled with his medical and 
chemical studies some investigations in geology and miner
alogy, had entered into some mining enterprises with capi
talists from the city, who sent on a young man to represent 
their interests, giving him letters to the doctor, which were 
promptly presented. It soon became evident that he was a 
young gentleman of leisurely habits and luxurious tastes, 
with whom hunting and fishing were the uppermost consid
erations, though he was quite willing to do a little business, 
by the way. 

When he first presented himself at Doctor Emmett's, and 
Bonny, who was quite unaware of his being in the office, 
flitted in, dressed in white and humming a gay little tune, 
a common consternation was the result. The girl grew pink 
to the tips of her little ears, and the song died on her lips 
as she stopped abruptly, while the young man, rising 
instinctively to his feet, swept off his hunting-cap and stood 
as if expecting some event of importance. I f  it was an 
introduction that he expected, it was disposed of in a suffi
ciently off-hand manner by Doctor Emmett.

“ My daughter, Mr. Heath," he said. “ What do you 
want, Bonny ? "

Mr. Heath acknowledged the presentation by a stately 
bow, the like of which Bonny had never seen before, and as 
she bowed, in response, she recovered herself sufficiently to 
say that she had come for the tack-hammer, and to possess 
herself of that homely implement and retire. But when 
she was outside the door and alone in the little sitting-room, 
she forgot the pressing matter that had called for her efforts 
with the tack-hammer, and sat down and fell to thinking 
about the young stranger, and wondering why she had felt 
so shy before him. It was a perfectly novel sensation to 
her, but then no one had ever looked at her in just that 
way before.

By and by, when the tea-bell rang, and Bonny had taken
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her place at the head of the table, with her father’s chair 
opposite, and her little sister, Loulie, at one side, she felt 
her heart give a sudden throb as her father came in from the 
office saying :

"  Another plate, Bonny,— Mr. Heath is going to take tea 
with us.”

Mr. Heath followed close upon his name, and made another 
splendid bow to Bonnv, calling her Miss Emmett and apolo
gizing for his intrusion by saying that the offer of a real 
home-like cup of tea, after the desolation of the hotel din
ing-room, was a temptation too great to be resisted. His 
smooth, distinctly accentuated speech fell on her ear like 
sounds from far away, and she could hardly believe that she 
was really in her own little familiar home, making tea for 
papa and Loulie. The presence of this wonderful stranger 
seemed to make everything unreal. She went through her 
duties quite successfully, in spite of the strong pervading 
consciousness that Mr. Heath was watching her with eyes 
whose touch she seemed to feel upon her cheek ; and when 
the meal was over and her father motioned her to come with 
them into the sitting-room, she followed obediently, cling
ing on to Loulie’s hand and drawing her along with her.

The lump was lighted, and one of the pleasant fires of 
early autumn was glowing on the hearth. The doctor ex
plained that he must go, for a few moments, to see a patient 
very near by, and begging his guest to make himself at 
home with “ the children” until his return, he went out. 
Bonny felt most inexplicably frightened. W hy the pres
ence of a tall young man, well-dressed in a sort of elegantly- 
rough hunting equipment, with a moderately handsome 
person, and the kindest and gentlest manner, should have 
overawed her so, she could not herself explain ; but so it 
was.

Perhaps Mr. Heath suspected it, for he began to talk to 
Loulie, and then drew her sister into the conversation almost 
before she knew i t ; and very soon her shyness passed away. 
The three were in the midst of a bright talk when the good 
doctor returned and tacitly gave “ the children” to under
stand that their part in the proceedings might be considered 
over. And so passed the first evening of Bonny’s inter
course with Mr. Heath. 

But the evenings that followed it, and the mornings and 
noondays they spent together in a companionship which was 
so utterly unlike all that had ever been in Bonny’s simple 
life before that her identity seemed to be gone from h er! 
Mr. Heath took her with him on his fishing excursions, and 
they would sit together by placid streams, with the tempered 
autumn sunshine falling on them in little tremulous flecks 
through the leafy verdure above, that was just taking on its 
gay autumnal tints. They would talk together in low quiet 
tones, under pretense of not alarming the fish, but more be
cause even when they talked of common things, they seemed 
to themselves to be uttering the very secrets of their hearts. 
Sometimes, again, the young man would beguile her into 
accompanying him on his tramps after birds, and she would 
carry the game-bag and take the keenest delight in the sport. 
Then there were walks home together, through the sweet 
October twilight, when it was dark enough for Bonny to 
need the support of the young man’s arm, and the sense of 
protection, given and received, was so sweet to each.

There was nobody to see the pretty picture they made, but 
it was one worth looking at— Bonny in her dark blue flan
nel dress made in simple serviceable style, with a little red 
worsted cap, shaped like a Scotch bonnet, fitting closely to 
her bright brown head, whose rapid movements, and quick 
glances here and there, made the young fellow declare that 
she reminded him of one of those sober-bodied, red-headed 
birds which he saw hopping about in the trees when he was 
looking for squirrels ; and Heath in his well-fitting cordu

roys, with his gun over his right shoulder, and his left arm 
supporting Bonny’s little hand, the two dogs bounding on 
ahead. Oh those were happy, never-to-be-forgotten days !

One evening Heath came over with a grave look on his 
face, which Bonny saw at once though she somehow felt 
that she dared not ask the reason of it. He begged her to 
get her hat and come for a walk. He wasn’t going to hunt 
or fish, he said ; he wanted to talk to her. Bo Bonny obedi
ently went off and put on the little red cap, and stood equip
ped for the walk. She had on the dark blue flannel dress, 
with a little white kerchief on her shoulders, and looked 
more bewitching than I can possibly describe to you. Her 
stout little boots made her independent of the fear of wet
ting, and she sprang across the brooks from rock to rock, as 
bright and active as a bird in a tree, and walked unweariedly 
through stubble-fields and scrambled up hill-sides, in her 
short, full skirt, with as much ease as the young man him
self.

This evening, however, her feet were guided into quiet 
ways, along a shady woodland path that led to a pretty spot 
beside a little spring where she and Heath had often stopped 
to rest and quench their thirst, after their long rambles. It 
was only about a mile outside the town, and Bonny could 
not be supposed to be tired ; and, as the sun was not yet 
gone down, there was not the excuse of darkness, so Bonny 
wondered, with a sort of agitated feeling at her heart, when 
her companion said suddenly :

“ Take my arm, Bonny,” and, without waiting for her to 
assent, drew her hand within his arm and held it there by 
a gentle pressure, as they walked along in silence. When 
they were deep in the heart of the little wood, protected 
from sight by its branching boughs and luxuriant foliage, 
the young man paused, and fastening his eyes upon her face 
said almost abruptly :

“ What makes you so silent ? Are you angry with me 
because I dared to call you by your dear little name ? You 
will forgive me, perhaps, when you know I am going away.”

Going away ! The words were like a knell. They fell 
like ice upon the poor child’s bounding heart, and the color 
fled from her face.

“ Are you sorry, Bonny? W ill you miss me, Bonny?” 
he said, bending his eager face, flushed with an emotion he 
could not and would not subdue, so close to her that his 
breath was on her cheek. But there came no answer. She 
would not lift her eyes to look at him, but she could not 
help it that two heavy tear-drops overflowed them and fell 
upon her cheek. At sight of them the young man’s face 
flushed deeper yet, and an arm stole round her waist and 
drew her to him. “ Do you love me, Bonny ?” he said, and 
his voice had sunk to the softest whisper. Bonny heard it, 
though, and her heart gave a great leap, but she could not 
even try to speak.

“ O Bonny, my little darling, answer quickly !” he said, 
his voice pleading and passionate. “ I cannot bear to wait. 
If you feel for me one atom of what I feel for you, let me 
know it. If you love me, Bonny, kiss me.”

The little head with its childish red cap and nut-brown 
clusters of hair was tremulously lifted up, and Bonny 
turned her sweet young lips to his. The young man bent 
and pressed his own upon them, in a long, close kiss. Then, 
as if that kiss had made her all his own, he took her in his 
strong and tender arms and held her tight against his 
bounding heart.

For a long moment neither spoke. The silence of the 
little wood was all unbroken, save by the gurgling of the 
brook ; even the birds and insects seemed to have hushed 
their voices, as if they dared not desecrate the holy stillness. 
A little squirrel, which had run out on a leafy branch over
head, and sat there palpitating at the sight of human forms
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so near, remained fixed to the spot as if he, too, felt con
strained by the spell of this silence.

But moments of supreme joy are ever short, and this one 
was over now. Bonny lifted her flushed and agitated face 
and muttered tremulously :

" Are you going away ?’"
Only for a little while, my Bonny— to hurry back and 

claim you as my very own forever.”
"  Don't go.” she said, clinging with both little child-like 

hands about his neck. “ I f  you go away from me, I shall 
feel that you won't come back.”

“ Not come back ! ” he said, holding back his head to look 
at her, and smiling fondly down into her anxious, beautiful 
face. “ I should like to see anything under Heaven that 
could keep me ! W hy, Bonny, I love you, my little one. 
Do you know what that means ? If not, I will teach you the 
sweet, sweet lesson. You are engaged to be married to me, 
Bonny. Do you know that? W e  are going to be married 
soon, and oh, we’re going to be so happy !  ”

Bonny raised her joyful eyes to the tender, passionate face 
that bent above her, but the next instant they were sealed 
by his fervent kisses that fell like rain upon her eyelids, 
cheeks, and hair.

The sun was gone now, and here in the little wood the 
shadows had gathered. The squirrel up in the tree had 
scampered off to his nest, and they were alone in the still
ness and darkness. A  little longer they lingered, still and 
happy, in each other’s arms, and then they sauntered home 
together through the pleasant autumn fields, beyond whose 
farthest line the last rays of the departed sun were tipping 
the clouds with radiant light. It is good to know that, for 
that hour, at least, they were supremely happy ; for before 
the next day’s sun had set, this stalwart young man was 
lying dead before Bonny’s eyes.

When the news of the accident in the mine was made 
known in the town, next morning, no one wondered to see 
the frantic terror in the girl’s white face as she rushed out 
of the house and joined in the hurrying crowd that was 
moving on toward the end of the town near which the mine 
was situated; for it was well known that Dr. Emmett had 
gone down the shaft that morning with the young stranger 
from the city. Several people spoke to her, in reassuring, 
sympathizing tones, but she seemed not to hear them as she 
stumbled blindly along.

Suddenly a thrill of fear passed through the crowd, as 
there slowly came in sight a little procession headed by 
Doctor Emmett, with a group of men bearing a heavy 
burden. On an improvised stretcher was the figure of a 
tall young man, indistinctly outlined through the light cov
ering thrown over it. Bonny knew that straight, strong 
figure at a glance, and with a stifled cry of anguish she 
rushed toward it and fell on her knees by its side. Only 
this morning Doctor Emmett had promised his daughter’s 
hand in marriage to this young man, and he felt her right 
to be here now. He motioned to the men to pause a 
moment, while he went to her side and spoke to her in a 
tone no one else could hear. His words seemed to fall un
noticed on her ears. She had taken up the pale cold hand 
that showed at one side of the covering, and caught it to her 
breast. In a moment Dr. Emmett stooped and spoke to her 
again, telling her that the men must go on, and begging her 
to lean upon his arm. She shook him off. half-roughly, but 
rose to her feet and moved onward with the crowd, holding 
tight to the white hand that hung so cold and heavy in her 
own, and putting up her other hand to shut out from her 
desolated eyes the light of the radiant autumn day.

So she stumbled on; sometimes uttering a stifled sob, but 
giving no response to the words that were said to her. 
Perhaps there was no heart in all that awe-stricken, fright

ened crowd, to which the pitiful truth did not go home, that 
this accident, which was to them only a deplorable casualty, 
was to this young girl the death-blow to youth and happiness.

A ll this happened so long ago that no one in Woodville 
remembers anything about it now except the little old maid 
Miss Melinda, whose childish sobriquet of "  Bonny ” is an
other one of the forgotten things. A ll the men and women 
who saw that sad little procession coming into Woodville 
bearing young Heath’s stalwart, handsome form, so early 
stricken down by death, have followed him into the silence 
now. Only Miss Melinda is left, the youngest and fairest 
there that day ; but the youth and beauty are gone, long, 
long ago, and there remains only the withered form and 
wasted face of the thin little old maiden lady you have seen. 
Those aged hands, tremulous and work-worn, are the same 
that once clung with their soft and child-like touch about 
her lover’s neck, on that one never-to-be-forgotten happy 
day ; and the faded blue eyes behind the spectacles are the 
same in which, that once of old, such passionate love shone 
forth. W hat has become of the roses that used to bloom in 
Bonny’s cheeks, and the bright brown tint of her plenteous 
hair ? Her cheeks are hollow and wrinkled now, and the 
color is quite faded from those thin and scattered locks 
tucked under the old black cap. W ho that looked upon her 
now could ever dream that she had once been that bright 
and blooming Bonny ?

Nobody did ; nobody remembered that radiant creature ; 
nobody now living in Woodville knew that Miss Melinda 
had ever had a lover. But Miss Melinda herself has not 
forgotten. Though everything else about her is faded, that 
spot is fresh. She has long since ceased to think of herself, 
and now lives solely for others, and chiefly for the orphan 
boy whose education she is paying for out of her scanty 
earnings, a bright-faced lad who is her great-nephew,—  
little Loulie’s grandchild,— early left dependent on Miss 
Melinda’s care.

Miss Melinda is a cheerful little old lady, whose presence 
brightens many a desolate home and lonely sick-bed ; for 
everybody sends for her in times of trouble. She is good 
and religious too, and reads her Bible and goes to church 
faithfully. She long ago ceased to puzzle her simple mind 
over mysteries too hard for the wisest, but in her secret 
heart she cherishes one article of faith which no one dreams 
of. It is that among those things that eye hath not seen, 
nor ear heard, nor the heart of man conceived, which God 
has prepared for those that love Him, there must be kept 
for her the love so ruthlessly torn away on earth ; and she 
waits for death serenely, in the thought that i f  God loves 
her, He must give that back to her, some day— somewhere—  
somehow !

She lives in Woodville still, coming and going among 
those homely folk, quiet and cheery and helpful ; and the 
story I have told you is the real answer to the question that 
used to be frequent, but that no one ever takes the trouble 
to ask now— why Miss Melinda Emmett never married.

J u l ia  M a gr u d e r .

A  Co s t l y  P e a r l .— The largest and most beautiful of 
pearls is among the Spanish crown jewels, and is renowned 
as "  The Pilgrim. ” A merchant having bought it in Persia 
for the sum of one hundred thousand crowns, offered it for 
sale to King Philip V. of Spain. Astonished at the enor
mous price, the king asked the man how he had ventured 
to take the risk of giving a whole fortune for such a little 
thing. The merchant replied that he knew a king of Spain 
would buy it. This answer pleased the king, and he allowed 
the owner of the pearl a handsome profit on the original 
high price.
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Nursing, N urses, and Training-Schools.
AM O N G  th e  m an y professions opened to w om en w ithin  

the past fe w  years, that o f trained nurse is one w hich  
offers m an y  inducem ents to a large class o f intelli

gent and kind-hearted w om en. It is fa irly  w ell paid, is  not 
m ore laborious or irksom e than m ost other professions, and 
appeals stron gly  to th e care-taking, and what m igh t be called  

V ol. XXIV.—J u l y , 1888.—42

the m otherly instinct, so prominent in the fem inine nature. 
W h ile  everybody know s that there are professional or trained 
n u rse s ,, everybody does not know  ju st what is required of 
them , or h ow  they go to work to acquire their training.

T here are wom en all over the country w ho w ould like to 
fit them selves for such work, but m any o f them do not know  
h ow  to set about it. One o f the first considerations is the 
fitness of the applicant for such work. It m ust not be for
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gotten that good nurses, like good artists, are “  born, not 
m ade.” Tw o characteristics are imperative if one would be 
a successful nurse : keenness of perception, and absolute 
repose of manner.

The woman of breezy, rustling, fly-away disposition, who 
is always surrounded by an atmosphere that sets all o f one’s 
nerves tingling, and when it has vanished leaves a reaction of 
exhausted vitality, and perhaps an unspoken prayer of thank
fulness, should never dare invade the presence o f an invalid. 
She will soothe a fever-patient who has just passed the crisis 
of the m alady, in the same way in which she would comfort 
a child for the scratch of a pet kitten. She will kiss and 
toss and shake the poor baby in the most vigorous fashion, 
and in the same spirit of enthusiastic good-w ill w ill laugh  
and sing and chatter to cheer an invalid, or deluge the pa
tient with cologne-water and pat and rub the aching head 
until the sufferer is in a brain fever or delirium, and then be 
"  so distressed ”— not that she has had anything to do with 
it, for that idea never dawns upon her— that in spite o f all 
o f her good care "  the poor thing got worse ; ” for the obtuse
ness of such persons is past all belief.

They make excellent surgeon’s assistants if  they w ill obey 
orders, but should never be left alone with a really feeble or 
nervous invalid for a moment. Many a patient has suffered  
a relapse from the visits o f such people. T hey have no 
nerves, and are quite as likely to dance a jig , o r  beat a tattoo 
upon a dish with a spoon, as to conduct themselves in a reason
ably quiet fashion. The disordered nerves, altogether un
strung by pain and disease, cannot bear such rude treatment, 
and the result is the return o f unfavorable sym ptom s in an 
aggravated state, more serious illness, and perhaps death. 
In this connection it m ight be interesting to inquire ju st  
what is meant by the term murder ; for m any o f these deaths 
are as actually violent as though the victims were strangled  
or smothered in their beds.

Especially exasperating and m elancholy is the situation 
when the nursing is gratuitous and prompted by kindness 
or neighborly good-will. It is then next to im possible to 
check such harm ful manifestations, even though members 
of the fam ily may clearly see the danger o f them .

N ext in point of annoyance to the noisy, boisterous, irre
pressible nurse, is the fussy, fidgety one, the M artha o f the 
sickroom, so cautious and troubled about many things that 
the patient’s nerves are on a perpetual strain to fo llow  her. 
She straightens a fold here, pats a pillow there, and makes 
a sudden dive for a bit of lint som ewhere else. She pulls  
the blind down because it is too light, then suddenly fears 
it is too dark and pulls it up again, and it is only by grace 
that it does not fly out of her hand and run to the ceiling  
with a “ sw ish ” that sets the patient into nervous convul
sions, in consequence of which the nurse frets and apolo
gizes until she is absolutely maddening.

It is a matter o f the most serious importance to know  
when to let a sick person alone. One who is really ill 
should be treated like a new-born infant ; left entirely quiet 
unless there is something that is imperatively necessary to 
be done, either for their comfort or in obedience to the phy
sician’s orders.

And just here is another question that deserves considera
tion. This is the importance of the utmost punctiliousness 
in follow ing the directions of the attending physician. 
W h ile  public opinion, the law, and the fam ily of the su f
ferer hold the doctor accountable for the condition o f the 
patient, he is entitled to implicit obedience from  every per
son who attends upon his charge, and nothing but the most 
unexpected and alarming change in conditions can excuse 
any deviation from this rule.

There is no more responsible position than that of nurse ; 
for the most skillful physician finds his hands tied and his

best skill unavailing if  his orders are not obeyed, and the 
patient m ay fail day by day and finally die, while the doc
tor, probably well aware of the reason, but of necessity 
powerless to interfere, finds his abilities questioned, even if  
his honesty is not made a subject for serious doubts. The 
nurse’s “  I don’t approve of it ”  is an impertinence when 
brought into conflict with the physician’s authority. If the 
nurse’s judgm ent is to be final, the doctor should be dis
missed and the nurse installed instead. Either m ight do all 
that is necessary, but perpetual cross-purposes between the 
tw o can scarcely bring about conditions favorable to recov
ery.

M uch has been said about what is called the jealousy 
of physicians where trained nurses are concerned. W h ile  
there m ay be isolated cases of this sort, they are exceedingly 
rare. The physician well know s that a good nurse is his 
strongest ally, and if  he desires h is patient to recover, and 
such is o f necessity the case, he cannot but feel a greater 
sense of security if  he leaves the charge in trusty and skill
fu l hands. Public opinion awards h im  the credit in any 
case, therefore the statement that there is any general feel
ing o f this sort is contrary to all reason and judgm ent.

“  I w ill tell you what is the m atter,”  said one of New  
Y ork ’s m ost em inent physicians. “ T he trained nurse is 
either invaluable, a treasure beyond price, or she is an almost 
insurm ountable obstacle in the way o f a patient’s recovery. 
M ind, I don’t say that m any patients m igh t not recover quite 
as rapidly i f  they had no other care than a good nurse ; but 
I can assure you that m any o f the best physicians would far 
rather have the assistance o f some interested aunt or rela
tive who is alert, w atchful, and obedient. I  dare not give 
m y patients certain remedies i f  I cannot depend on how they 
are to be administered. I cannot stay and watch their effect, 
and unless I can feel assured that facts are given m e and 
that m y directions are follow ed, I m ust g iv e  something else. 
I lost tw o patients in one year because m y orders were 
altogether ignored, and, as I learned later from  members of 
the fam ilies, because the trained nurse claimed that she had 
been taught that the opposite course was the proper one to 
pursue, and she declined to go against her training. W hen  
a nurse takes such ground, she is no longer a nurse but sets 
up as a physician ; and she should be so held accountable. 
T his is w hy m any physicians w ill have nothing to do with 
trained nurses i f  they can avoid it. As a matter o f course 
some of the nurses are indignant, and, unw illing  to give 
their own insubordination as a reason, they fa ll back on the 
pretext of jealousy, which is as absurd as it is unjust.

“  W h y , I have cases where I w ould be glad to pay a trained 
nurse out of m y own pocket i f  I could find one who would 
supplement m y work, as she could if  she tried. There are 
several physicians in Europe, and one or tw o in this country, 
who owe their almost phenomenal success to the fact that 
they have insisted on furnishing their own nurses in all 
critical cases. The fact is not generally know n, but these 
doctors have several nurses in their em ploy, and they are 
rarely, if  ever, idle. One physician has three nurses on his 
list, to whom he pays regular salaries when they are not 
engaged in nursing. T hey are in his interest, and for their 
own they do their utmost to increase his successes, and 
through them  his popularity. I think in tim e that all 
metropolitan physicians will be forced to furnish nurses to 
their patients. It seems to m e that this is the only way to 
solve this vexatious problem .”

A  lady, prominent in society and belonging to a wealthy 
fam ily, in whose household there has been more or less 
severe illness for many years, and who has frequently  
found it necessary to avail herself of the services o f trained 
nurses, recently said : “  W h a t to do in cases o f serious and 
protracted illness is, as far as m y experience goes, one of
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the unsolved problem s. Once in a w hile a really g o o d  
nurse is to be obtained ; but they are, I assure you, exceed
ingly rare. T he m ajority o f those whom I have employed  
were selfish, obtuse, indolent, or insolent, and yet had such  
an exalted opinion o f their ow n importance that they were 
constantly on the lookout for som ething to resent or to object 
to. I have had those who could not find anything on my 
table that they could eat, and nothing in or about the house  
that suited their convenience ; and some o f them have re
quired the alm ost continuous services o f a maid to wait 
upon them. One sm oked cigarettes, and fancied no one 
could detect her ; another ate pepperm ints until the atm os
phere was charged with the odor ; another lacked intim ate  
acquaintance with soap and water, to an extent that m ade her 
intolerable. D uring m any years that I have been compelled  
to have such assistance, I have found the greater num ber 
alert only for opportunities to shirk their duty, industrious 
only in seeking occasions for offence, and considerate only  
o f their own com fort, d ignity, and importance. T h ey  are, 
for these reasons, fa llin g  into disrepute am ong those persons 
who need them  m ost, and who are the best able to pay them  
for their services.

"  But there are som e trained nurses w ho arc invaluable, 
who are ever w atch fu l, attentive, and reliable. T h ey are 
good for em ergencies, can see a patient's needs alm ost be
fore the sufferer realizes th em , and will attend to almost 
every duty in a w ay that is really restful to the nervous 
sufferer. T h eir presence is a tonic, and it is alm ost phe
nomenal to see a patient die under their care. O f course, 
not all women can become such experts ; but nearly all could 
be much better than the great m ajority o f them  now  are. 
Unfortunately m any o f them  do not seem  to realize that they  
have obligations to perform  other than to grace a sick-room  
with their presence, aud to g iv e  orders in  a ' toploftical ’ 
fashion that w ould be am u sin g  did it not subject all o f the 
surrounding friends to so m u ch  annoyance.

"  know  o f several nurses o f  the good kind, who have  
made such lastin g  friends by th eir kindness and care dur
ing cases o f critical illness, that they are alw ays welcom e  
guests in the fa m ily , and their com ing is looked forward to 
by the youngsters as a holiday. Christm as and anniver
saries bring to  one or tw o  w hom  I k n ow  of, valuable g ifts  
in m em ory o f tireless, se lf-fo rg etfu l service ; and another 
has had a bequest from  a patient, that would perm it her to 
pass the rem ainder o f her life  in idleness i f  she so desired. 
Such appreciation can com e only as the result o f good, con
scientious work, and those w ho are w orthy o f that are rare 
indeed.”

A  trained nurse, one o f the adm irable women who have  
chosen this calling , and w ho adorns it as she w ould adorn 
any position to w hich she was called, w ho has more de
mands on her tim e than she can possibly attend to, in answer 
to a request for inform ation on the duties and responsibili
ties o f nurses, and the subject o f professional jealousy, said : 
“  As to this talk  about ill-w ill between doctors and nurses, 
I must say that there are tw o sides to it, as to all other 
subjects. A  good nurse fo llow s the physician’s orders with  
scrupulous exactness unless in cases, o f emergency or acci
dent, when she m ay be obliged to use her own judgm ent in 
order to save the life o f the patient. Such a departure from  
rules makes her all the more valuable to a good physician. 
About the charges o f indifference, arrogance, and careless
ness, I am  sorry to say there are in too m any instances good 
grounds for com plaint. Som e professional nurses enter- 
tain too high ideas o f their own importance, and ordinar
ily these persons know  ju st enough to m ake them exceed
ingly dangerous. I do not know  ju st w hat I  would do if  I 
knew the doctor was g iv in g  bad advice ; I think, however, 
that I should throw up the position rather than continue

under such circumstances. It would certainly be m uch bet
ter for m e, as far as m y own credit was concerned, to do so.
I must say, however, that I think such cases are exceedingly  
rare. A  strictly first class nurse can alm ost alw ays find con
stant em ploym ent under the supervision o f first-class physi
cians, and so need never rebel against authority, or fear that 
her standing will be injured by being com pelled to follow  
injudicious orders. Inexperienced nurses, like incom petent 
medical men, are usually a law unto them selves, and are 
not to be ju dged by ordinary rules. T he nurse’s position is 
one o f no trifling responsibility, and no one should take it up 
who does not fu lly  realize its im portance.”

Such statem ents as these go far to show  the necessity for 
great care in the selection o f nurses, as well as the need 
there is f o r  the m ost careful training, and more th ou gh tfu l
ness, reliability and conscientiousness on the part o f the 
nurses them selves.

T he question o f the social standing o f a trained nurse has 
som etim es been raised, and m any like to know  how  she is 
regarded. T he you n g woman who desires to m ake this her 
profession m ust feel a certain independence o f all such ques
tions. I f  she considers labor or wages as a semi-disgrace, 
som ething to be apologized for and looked upon w ith a 
degree o f sham efacedness, she will do better to avoid any  
appearance o f the evil she seems to dread. H er social stand
ing in fam ilies where she m ay be engaged depends very  
m uch on w hat she is and how  she conducts herself. I f  she 
lacks the graces o f refinement and delicacy, she need not be 
surprised if  she is treated with rather ordinary courtesy.

I f  she is a gentlew om an by birth and breeding, she m ust 
necessarily, especially if  there are young people or children  
in the fam ily, be of greater value to em ployers who are 
them selves well-bred and considerate people. O f course 
there are fam ilies where there is no regard for the feelings  
or com fort o f anyone ; but in such places a nurse is not 
obliged to remain, or, i f  she be w illing to do so, the attend
in g physician m ay readily secure for her all needed priv
ileges.

Parties who desire to be adm itted to training-schools fo r  
nurses, should m ake application in person if  possible, other
wise b y  letter to the Superintendent o f the school or the  
institution with which such school is connected. T he fo l
low ing are some o f the rules for applicants to the N ew  Y ork  
Hospital Training-school. T h is is one o f the m ost thorough  
o f the m any training-schools in th is country. T he rules are 
very rigid, and all requirements m ust be m et or the appli
cant is not adm itted.

“ T h e  dates fo r  organ iza tion  o f  n ew  classes in  the T r a in in g -sch o o l are 
A p r il and O ctober o f  each  year. T h e  co a rse  o f  in stru ction  ex ten d s  o v e r  
a p er iod  o f  eighteen  m onths.

“ T h e  S ch o o l con sists  o f  th irty -six  p u p ils , d iv id ed  in to  three classes, 
w h o  serve resp ectiv e ly  as J u n ior  A ssistants, as S en ior  A ssistants, aud as 
H ead  N urses, fo r  such  p er iod s  in each  case as shall be  fix ed  b y  the Execu
tive C om m ittee.

“ A p p lica n ts  m ust be  betw een  tw enty -five  and  th irty-five years o f  age, 
and possess  a g o o d , com m on -sch oo l edu cation . T h ey  m ust p rod u ce  certif
icates o f  g o o d  character and soun d  health , and m u st m ake their app li
ca tions to  the Superin tendent o f  the H osp ita l.

“  I f  adm itted, th ey  m ust serve on  p rob a tion  fo r  a  term  n ot exceed in g  
tw o m onths, during  w h ich  tim e they  w ill re ce iv e  board  and lod g in g , but 
no com p en sation  unless a ccep ted  as p u p ils , w h en  th ey  m u st sign an agree
m ent to  rem ain in the S ch o o l and su b je ct th em selves to the ru les o f  the 
H ospital fo r  th e  fu ll period o f  e igh teen  m on th s  fr o m  th e  com m en cem en t 
o f  their term , u n less fa ilin g  o f  p rom otion , a n d  a lso  fo r  an add itional per
io d  o f  s ix  m on th s, o r  any part th ereo f, as nurses, sh o u ld  their serv ices  be 
required ; bu t n o  p u p il w ill b e  ex p ected  to  rem ain  fo r  a  lon g er p e r io d  
than tw o  years.

“  A t  the end  o f  each  term there will be an exam ination  o f  all the classes, 
that o f  H ead N urses be in g  con d u cted  under the sup erv is ion  and in  the 
presence o f  the E xecu tive C om m ittee, w h ich , be ing  cred itab ly  passed , 
entitles the m em b ers to  a D ip lom a  u nder the seal or the H ospita l.

"  T he D irectress o f  the S ch oo l ex ercises  the fu n ction s  o f  her office  su b 
je c t  to  the general authority  o f  the Superin tendent. W ith  th is  reserva
tion , the sch oo l is under her d irect sup erv ision  and con tro l, a n d  h er
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authority extends over all that pertains to the duties and discipline of the 
Nurses in the wards, as well as to the details o f their Instruction in the 
school.

“  In case of misconduct or insubordination, the Superintendent may 
suspend members of the class from duty, and refer the case to the Execu
tive Committee for final decision.

"  A monthly allowance will bo made of ten dollars to the Junior Assist
ants, o f thirteen dollars to the Senior Assistants, and o f sixteen dollars to 
the Head Nurses. Board, lodging, and washing will ho furnished with
out charge. In sickness, all pupils will have gratuitous care.

"  The instruction will he given by the Medical Officers of the Hospital, 
by the Directress o f the School, and by the Head Nurses o f the wards, 
eAch ward being provided, as far as possible, with a Head Nurse, Senior 
Assistant, and Junior Assistant.

“  It will consist in part o f didactic lectures relating to the general prin
ciples of nursing, the observation and recording of symptoms, the diet of 
the sick, and the methods o f managing helpless patients.

" Also practical instruction at the bedside on the following subjects : 
Dressing of wounds; applications o f blisters, fomentations, poultices, 
cups and leeches; methods of applying friction; bandaging, and the 
making of rollers; making beds; changing draw-sheets and sheets; 
m oving; preventing bed-sores; and the use o f certain Instruments and 
appliances.”

The advantage of training in the wards of a hospital will 
be evident at Once, as private schools must of necessity lack 
the facilities for observation that hospitals offer; The cost 
of tuition in some private schools is also an item of impor
tance to many persons who would gladly give their time and 
services for their instructions. Every school has its rules 
and requirements, some of them differing widely from 
others. In some schools pupils are admitted at the age of 
sixteen years ; in others the term of tuition may be longer 
or shorter. All schools issue circulars of some sort, or will 
give information on application.

The enthusiast can almost always find a great deal of pre
liminary practice in her own locality, and may, through the 
aid of her family or the country physician, secure employ
ment, and at least a certain amount of instruction in her 
own neighborhood.

S. N. S.

Practical Etiquette,
II..

V is it s  a n d  V i s i t i n g -C a r d s .

has been said that visiting-cards “  have changed 
less in the history of etiquette and fashion than any-
thing else.”  Nevertheless certain changes have come

about, not so much in the cards themselves, as in the inscrip
tions upon them, and the uses to which they are p u t, and 
these changes correspond to new ideas and sentiments which 
have sprung up in American society.

Thus, imitation of English customs, and the growing 
power of the chaperon are answerable for the present cus
tom of engraving the names of the daughter or daughters 
below that of the mother, on her visiting-card. In the same 
way, the abandonment of the good old fashion of having the 
names of husband and wife engraved on the same visiting- 
card might seem, to some of us, to correspond to certain theo
ries of the cessation of marital interdependence, and of the 
new independence of husband and wife, which may, alas! 
be carried too far.

The rapid growth of a leisure class in our country is no 
doubt responsible for the new theory of extensive calling 
on the part of gentlemen. I call it a theory, because it is 
not yet reduced to practice, in most cases; although, to 
judge by the contents of the card-receivers in many parlors, 
one would suppose that an astonishingly large number of 
staid and sober business-men frittered away their valuable

time in paying formal visits ! It is perhaps needless to add 
that these cards are in reality left by the ladies of the family, 
although some gentlemen are punctilious about calling in 
person,— in the late afternoon, or on Sunday. The fashion 
of making evening calls has been nearly abandoned in our 
large Eastern cities. Many young gentlemen, however, make 
a special toilet for these afternoon calls, which are made 
after business hours, and before the late dinner now so much 
in vogue.

A lady in making the first call of the season leaves the 
cards of her husband, sons, and daughters, in addition to her 
own. She does not need to again leave the cards of the gen
tlemen of her family, except after a dinner invitation. In 
regard to the number of cards to be left, it should be said 
that one married lady, in calling upon another, would leave 
two of her husband’s cards, one for the lady of the house, 
and one for the latter’s husband. Where there are several 
ladies in the house, it usually suffices to leave two cards for 
each caller, since too great a display of pasteboard is apt 
to seem ostentatious. When making a first call, however, 
upon several ladies, a card should be left for each, unless 
they are mother and daughters.

According to strict rule, a lady should not send up her 
card by the servant (unless in calling upon a stranger), but 
should leave it upon the hall table, sending up only her 
name. The contrary custom prevails very largely, however, 
and is certainly a convenient one, since servants are very apt 
to forget names. But. in any case, the caller should not 
send up the cards of the rest of her family if they are not 
with her. She should leave these on the hall table.

It is no longer customary to turn down the corners of 
cards, or to fold them across the middle. Since the mean
ings implied by these various bendings were never very 
clearly understood or universally accepted in this country 
it was the part of wisdom to abandon them.

Nicknames should never be used upon visiting-cards. A 
young lady should use either her initials or have her name 
engraved in full, as, Miss Mary Tremaine Smith. The lat
ter style is now usually preferred by persons who have 
passably pretty or euphonious names. A married lady will 
of course use her husband’s full name, or last name and ini
tials, and never her own name. A widow is allowed, by 
courtesy, to retain her husband’s name or initials, if she 
chooses to do so ; but, legally, she is “ Mrs. Mary Smith,’’ 
and not “  Mrs. John Smith.” Most gentlemen use “ Mr.” on 
their visiting-cards, adding either their club address, or that 
of their residence. It is perhaps needless to add that a visit
ing-card should always be perfectly plain— that is to say, 
free from ornamentation of any sort.

The custom of sending cards by messenger or by post, in 
lieu of making a personal visit, is certainly an excellent one. 
if it be not abused. Society has become so large in our great 
cities, and distances have grown to be so great also, that 
some process for simplifying the burden of paying formal 
visits is absolutely necessary. Thus it has become the gen
eral custom to send cards on the day of an afternoon tea or 
reception which one is unable to attend, and the sending of 
these cards does away with the necessity of making a per
sonal visit. In the same way an invitation to a wedding re
ception, or the announcement of a marriage, may be acknowl
edged by sending cards. One may say, indeed, that there is 
a strong tendency at the present time toward substituting 
pasteboard for personal visits. But in this, as in other mat
ters, it will not do to be in advance of the fashion, and one 
must bear in mind that there are certain visits which must 
be made in person.

It is not allowable to send cards, instead of calling person
ally, after an invitation to dinner. One should call within a 
week after a dinner-party to which one has been invited. A
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first call from  a new  acquaintance m ust also be returned 
personally and p rom ptly , since the lady w ho has m ade the 
first advance w ill be apt to  feel slighted  i f  her visit be not 
soon returned— in a w eek , accord in g  to the strict rules o f  
etiquette.

After balls, dancing-parties, etc ., some ladies now send 
their cards by a footman or by mail, instead of m aking a 
personal visit in acknowledgment o f the invitation. This 
course could not be recommended, however, to a lady who 
had not already made the yearly call which etiquette still 
demands o f most people, although a very busy person, such 
as a professional cr business woman, is not held so strictly 
to account in the matter of calling  as is a woman whose 
principal occupation consists in attending to society duties. 
Ladies who entertain a great deal w ill usually be forgiven if  
they do not m ake many personal visits— at least they should  
be forgiven by those whom  they invite to their houses.

W h ile  it is in m any cases quite allowable for ladies who 
live in the suburbs o f a great city to send their cards, instead 
of making a personal visit, to acquaintances residing in the 
city, or in a neighboring town, it would not be "  good form  ”  
for them to do so to persons residing in the suburb in which  
they them selves live. T he reason o f this distinction is ob
vious ; nam ely, that in the first tw o instances distance fur
nishes an excuse which is wanting in the last case.

It should also be borne in m ind that customs change more 
slowly in sm all or rural communities than in great cities, 
and that dwellers in the country are usually conservative, 
and do not readily accept innovations in social or other mat
ters. Some thoughtless persons— o f the cockney persuasion  
— think that this trait o f their country neighbors is a ridicu
lous one, and m ake a  great deal o f fun o f the latter on this 
score. These unthinking people do not perceive that the  
haste, the hurry, the constant change o f the town is utterly  
unsuited to the country, where life  has a certain quiet dig

nity that does not depend upon  passing fashions. T h ose  
dw ellers in the country w ho try to fo llo w  every new "  fad ”  
and notion  o f  the gay  tow n, usually  succeed  in m ak in g  
them selves rid iculous, or, to say the least, they d o  not ap
pear in harm ony w ith their surroundings. T h e  question is 
naturally asked, “  W h y  do y ou  live  in the cou n try , i f  y o u  
m ust live  in  c ity  fashion ? ”

A ccord in g  to  the strict ru les o f  etiquette, one sh ou ld  ca ll 
upon acquaintances or friends a fter a m arriage or death  h as 
taken place in their fam ily , or a fter an engagem ent has been 
announced. W h ile  a lady m ay perhaps bo excu sed  from  
m aking these visits to m ere acquaintances, she sh ou ld  n o t 
fail to m ake them  to  those w hom  she considers as h er  friends,, 
even i f  she is not upon term s o f  especia l in tim acy  w ith  th em . 
W e  all like  to  receive  sym pathy, w hether in  jo y  o r  sorrow , 
and exp ect that ou r friends w ill he w illin g  to  g iv e  it to  ns.

T h e h ours fo r  ca llin g  vary in  d ifferent cities. B etw een  
three and s ix  o 'c lo ck  is the usual tim e fo r  m a k in g  form al 
v isits in N ew  Y ork . Callers sh ou ld  be carefu l not to  rem ain 
too lo n g  at one h ouse— fifteen  or tw en ty  m inutes is a b ou t 
the righ t length  o f  tim e fo r  a form al call.

T h e  hostess, as I  have said in  a p reced in g  chapter, m ay or  
m ay not introduce her gu ests to  one another, but she sh ou ld  
certa in ly  en deavor to  be equa lly  attentive to  a ll o f  them . 
Som e lad les still accom pany their gu ests  to  the door, bu t it  
is  n o  lon ger usual to do so w hen one is rece iv in g  form al 
visits. A t all h ou ses w here a m an-servant is k ep t, or w h ere  
a certain style o f  liv in g  is m aintained, the lady  o f  the h ou se  
rings the bell to  n o t ify  th e  servant to open th e  d oor fo r  de
parting visitors.

One ca ller should  n ever take h is or h er departure at th e  
m om ent w h en  another enters, as th is w ou ld  seem  to  im ply  
that the first com er w as u n w illin g  to m eet the second. T h e  
form er sh ou ld  w ait fo r  a fe w  m inutes, and then take h e r  
departure qu ietly . Flo re n c e  H o w e  H a l l .

Growing Up.
CO R IN N E  M A R S H A L L  was the brightest girl in the 
school district where her father's large, stony farm  
was situated. Her m other had read a translation of 

De Stael’s fam ous romance, hence her daughter's nam e, given  
with many w ishes that the little maiden m igh t grow up to 
he som ething out o f the common order. That she should he 
“ a freckled, large-waisted, flat-footed country-girl,”  good 
only at m aking pudding and pies, dressing turkeys, and 
cleaning house, and universal scrubbing and drubbing, 
Mrs. Marshall thought she could not bear.

In giving her a romantic and literary nam e the mother 
took the first step for her baby out o f the beaten track. 
Little Corinne at three years o f age could read easy sentences ; 
at five, she w ould tag her m other about the room, to the 
pantry, the sink, the kneading-board, to ask the meaning  
of a long word in  the story she was devouring ; at six, 
she studied gram m ar, and spelled the big boys and girls 
“ dow n ” at an old-fashioned spelling-school : plainly there 
could be no question about her brilliancy.

There was a farm er's boy as well as a farm er's girl. 
There alw ays is ; only the boy is apt to be, if  more solid, 
not so ready—  not so “ sm a rt”  as the N ew -E ngland expres
sion is. N o  special star had shone over the boy’s baptismal 
font, and he was nam ed plain Job,— Job Austin .

Job's father was in standing and property about on an 
equality w ith Corinne's ; but the little fellow  in patched

trowsers and short-waisted jacket (descended from  his elder  
brother), was no m atch in outward appearance for the dainty 
Corinne in cambrics or merinos, w ith shining shoes, and 
white aprons, ribbons, and curls. He stammered the least 
bit, was b ash fu l,— as m ost good boys are,— seemed hesitating, 
almost stupid, especially on school-com m ittee days and pub
lic exam inations. However, the young Job, weighted with  
all these disadvantages, lifted his gray eyes to the “  brightest 
g ir l,”  drew her on his sled, "  to w e d ” her on the ice, brought 
her peppermint-drops and licorice-stick, and carved various 
toys for her at odd tim es, such as bedsteads for her dolls, 
and a set o f wooden dishes for their tea-table.

W h ile  Job was still struggling, in his old clothes, with
chores” at hom e, and unknow n quantities at school, his 

little favorite was sent to live w ith her aunt, in the village  
a dozen m iles away, for the sake o f greater educational 
privileges. There the smart girl developed rapidly. She  
soon showed a remarkable g ift  o f expression, and in the 
department o f composition easily led  her school, became the  
editor of the school “  paper,”  the president o f  a literary so
ciety, and withal a very careless student. T o keep up in 
her classes required no effort ; and she fe ll into the error o f  
thinking that success would come to her without hard work.

In the meantime Job showed a patience equal to that o f  
his widely known namesake. H e extracted roots, cube and 
square, to say nothing of “  grubbing ” roots on the old farm ; 
and every step he took he cleared the way o f all difficulties. 
N o half-w ay work for Job. He was still awkward, il l-

O u r  G i r l s .
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dressed, hesitating, and he blushed furiously just at the 
times and on the occasions when he most desired to appear 
cool and collected. Many a time he had begun a letter to 
Corinne, sitting at his desk at noon-time or after school, 
anxiously trying to compose a document worthy of so bright 
a being. But, though as patient as the original Job, he 
never succeeded in finishing a letter that he thought good 
enough.

At last a turn came in the tide of Job’s life. A literary 
gentleman in Bagdad, the village where Corinne was living 
at her aunt’s, offered to “ board and school” him in return 
for such help as the boy could easily give morning and even
ing. He was to enter the graded school, and on exam
ination was found ready for the intermediate department. 
Corinne was in a private school for girls. It was not long 
before the two old friends met in the street. Corinne 
was with half a dozen gay school-girls.

“  Who is that fellow with hayseed in his hair? ” asked 
one of them, as Job came toward them smiling and blush
ing. Corinne bowed coolly, pretended not to see the out
stretched hand, and hurried on.

“ A mistake,” she said. “ I look like dozens of other 
people it seems.” Corinne justified this story to her con
science on the ground that Job had really made a mistake 
in supposing she was going to keep up the old friendship.

Job thought, generous fellow, that it was a veritable mis
take. A little near-sighted, he often made mistakes of 
identity ; and he promised himself to look more carefully 
next time he met a group of young ladies, blushing the 
deepest peony red in thinking of his boldness.

Corinne now entered upon a new period of her inspired 
career. She wrote a poem ! Sitting in her room after study- 
hours, with her hair down and her hands pressed to her 
temples, she slowly evolved the wondrous thing. How 
astonished she was to find that she, Corinne Marshall, could 
actually weave rhymes and sentiments and flowers of speech 
like the real poets whom she worshiped afar off ! She 
showed the celestial manufacture to her own special girl
friend, Cecilia Hopkins. It was in one of those twilight 
hours of loving communion over the fire, when, with arms 
around each other’s waists, school-girls tell the dearest 
friend everything, that the poem was brought out and read.

Cecilia was in raptures. She always knew her darling 
Corinne was a genius. And where would she send it ?

“ Send it? ”
“  Yes : to what magazine or newspaper ? Surely the world 

should not be deprived of such a gem ! ”
Now, unknown to Corinne, the gentleman with whom Job 

was living was the editor of the “  Bagdad Carrier Dove,” a 
sheet devoted to news and elegant culture.

“ I’ll send it to the ' Dove,’ ” said Corinne, after her friend 
had left her to the literary leisure she longed for. “ Yes, to 
the * Dove,’ on whose white wings it shall be wafted far 
away to meet kindred hearts.”

Carefully was the poem copied and re-copied, till in ap
pearance, at least, it was worthy of the classic name signed 
boldly at the close. In the chill dusk of a winter evening, 
a young girl might have been seen walking up and down 
the street, casting longing glances at a lamp-post; for the 
author’s heart failed her at the last moment. But the ap
pearance of a teacher brought matters to a crisis, and the 
envelope weighted with destiny was dropped through the 
iron slit. 

The boy in the office of the “ Dove,” by this time highly 
prized by the editor, recognized the old-time quirks and 
quirls, the tails of the g’s and y’s and q’s, and the heavy 
shading of the upward strokes. He helped the crude little 
“  poem” into a corner of the “  Carrier, "  his heart beating 
with manly pleasure at doing a service for his little love.

Corinne was made a poet by acclamation in the school
room ; for of course the authorship of ‘‘ Life’s Disappoint
ments ’’ was an open secret. Fifty copies of the “  Carrier” 
were ordered, and the office-boy was sent with them to Mrs. 
Deportment’s school. He arrived at the recreation hour, 
when the young ladies, a gay, fluttering, bright-eyed crowd, 
were “ taking exercise.” Some were promenading, some 
dancing, some chatting, some swinging dumb-bells, some 
tossing a shuttlecock.

“ The copies of the ‘ Carrier Dove ’ you sent for,” said Job, 
addressing the girls en masse.

All occupations were deserted ; and the girls, acting from 
a common impulse of fun, came forward to. interview the 
‘ ‘ devil,” as they were pleased to call Job. They made him 
take a chair on the platform, they asked him all kinds of 
questions concerning editorial and newspaper interiors; 
finally they introduced, with mock ceremony, the distin
guished authoress, Corinne. Job’s face lighted up. Here 
was relief from his tormentors.

Not a sign did Corinne give that she recognized her old 
friend ; indeed, she joined in the fun at his expense. Poor 
Job had greater need than ever of the quality associated 
with his name ; and only on the ringing of the bell calling 
the girls to lessons was he released.

At the end of five years. The young ladies of Madame 
Deportment’s school are scattered far and wide ; some arc 
married, some are teachers, some are busy with the weari
some nothings of gay society.

As for Corinne, she is at home on the old, stony farm. 
Her mother is dead, and she is her father's housekeeper. 
She has taken a nom de plume, for repeated experiences of 
“ declined with thanks” have made her desire to hide her 
identity. Nevertheless, certain successes have kept her in 
heart and hope ; and as she is yet scarcely twenty, she still 
looks forward to a distinguished literary career.

In the meantime a new light has arisen. Far and wide 
 the letters, stories, and scientific articles of Lew Étoile are 
known and admired. It is announced that he is to establish 
a journal, called “ The People,” in a town not a thousand 
miles from the Marshall farm.

Corinne, on the lookout for new worlds to conquer, says, 
“ There is a chance for me.” She prepares a piece of verse, 
elaborate, romantic, and not without merit. She sends it, 
with a note inclosed signed by her own name, to the great 
Mr. Étoile. Then through weeks of suspense she waits.

“ It’s come back,”  shouts her heartless little brother, 
swinging a letter over his head, and quite regardless of the 
presence of a neighborhood gossip.

“ What makes you keep a sendin’ stuff to the editors?”  
says her sister, an enfant terrible, who is great in mathemat
ics and despises her elder sister’s name and pretensions.

Corinne takes the letter humbly and puts it in her pocket. 
By and by she goes out into the blossoming orchard and 
opens the editorial envelope, walking up and down under 
the fragrant trees. There is the poem in which so much 
hope had been folded, and a long letter, in a bold, firm hand.

“ Miss A. B. C. shows facility. There are hints of talent. 
W ill she oblige the editor by writing an article on some sub
ject of which she has knowledge— positive, clear informa
tion ? "  The letter went on with kind, discriminating 
advice, worth more than gold to a girl like Corinne.

“ Write about something of which I have knowledge!” 
repeated the girl, stopping to break a branch of apple-blos
soms. “  What do I know ? ” She looked into the tinted cups 
as if for an answer. “  I don’t know anything ! ” she said 
presently, throwing herself down upon the turf in s o r r o w fu l 
abandon ; “ but I can learn!” This correlative came after 
a burst of tears and an hour’s reflection.
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A few days after this Corinne received by mail a treatise 
on the keeping of poultry, which she herself had ordered. 
This she set herself to study, and soon became interested in 
details of breed, feeding, bousing, etc. All the books and 
newspapers of importance bearing on the subject Corinne 
read industriously. Then came practical work. After six 
months experience the young lady wrote a modest article on 
"  Poultry Raising,”  and sent it to “  The People.”  A  cor
dial answer was received, with a liberal check,— Corinne's 
first compensation for literary work.

To the old orchard trees the girl went in her excitement 
and joy. They were bare ; empty nests hung from their 
boughs ; and the dead grass about them was flecked and 
patched with snow. But in Corinne's heart there was sum
mer. Mr. Étoile's note was so kind, so encouraging; he 
praised her style, he suggested books for her to read ; he 
promised, if she worked aud studied, a noble success by and 
by— not necessarily in poultry articles, though said articles 
suited “  The People ”  to a dot, and he wished more of 
them. He named various books on industrial subjects : bee
raising, silk-spinning, flower-culture, etc., and advised a 
reading up of the subjects, and articles on the same.

“ In the m eantim e,”  said he, “ keep your eyes open. 
There must be much in your country-world worth writing 
about. In some out-of-door searching, a real poem may 
show itself in moss or lichen, the glance of a little wild- 
wood dweller, or the flash of a jewelled brook.”

It was a year from the time that Corinne questioned the 
apple-blossoms in her despair. It was noised about that 
Editor Étoile was visiting in the neighborhood. Corinne's 
intimate friends, the “ heartless brother”  and the enfant 
terrible included, began to anticipate a triumph for their 
friend and sister. She was a correspondent of Lew  
Étoile’s ,— a favorite contributor to “  The People.” N o one 
else with so much right could aspire to the great man's favor.

In the course of time Corinne was invited to a garden- 
party to meet the star. The hour came, and the editor was 
introduced. Corinne stepped forward eagerly, all smiles. 
The gentleman bowed politely, exactly as to twenty others 
to whom he had been presented. The whole company, 
looking on, understood Corinne's humiliation. She soon 
slipped away, and on reaching home went wandering under 
the blooming orchard-trees.

“ How handsome he is ! How distinguished his style ! 
Nobody at the party could compare with him. Only a little  
older than I, and he has almost a national reputation ! ” So

Corinne mused, as she walked up and down the fragrant, 
wind-blown alleys.

By and by she seated herself, and taking pencil and paper 
from her pocket began to scribble, as the best way of forget
ting her disappointment. Gradually a sense of the ineffable 
beauties of her little corner of the earth stole over her. 
Soft, fragrant air, azure sky, white banks of vapor, rosy 
shapes of bud and bloom, the humming of happy insects, 
the trill of home-going birds, the lovely greenery of notched 
and scalloped and blade-shaped leaves,— all met and mingled 
in her son], producing a sort of ecstasy. Her thoughts 
began to take rhythmical form, and a genuine poem grew 
under her almost unconscious hand.

As she sat leaning against a gnarled old trunk, pink petals 
nestling in the crimps of her black hair and in the folds of 
her pale-blue, gauzy dress, she made a charming picture. 
At least so thought the distinguished “  Mr. Etoile,”  coming 
gently along the orchard path, his footfalls hushed by the 
matted turf.

"  Corinne ! "
“  Mr. É toile ! ”
The girl rose, her cheeks hot with blushes.
“  Forgive me for treating you so badly just now. Let us 

walk under the trees and talk about: old times. Do you 
remember the day I pulled you out of the cranberry bog 
when you broke through the ice and thought you were 
drowning ? ”

Corinne looked up in amazement. It was— yes, it was Job 
Austin ; light locks, freckles, and all.

“  Do you forgive me ? ”  he persisted.
“ I  think we are quits,”  she said, now able to look up 

roguishly through her blushes. “  Strange I didn't recog
nize you when you were introduced to me to-day.”

“  Don't speak of that,” said Job. “ W h at is th is? "  and 
he took possession, as by editorial right, of the paper flut
tering in her hand. His face grew radiant as he read.

“  Dear old comrade,”  he said, “  I have not been disap
pointed in you. This is genuine, and it is beautiful ! It is 
a growth, not a bit of manufacture.”

W h en  “  the planet and his satellite,”  as Corinne’s saucy 
sister called them, left the orchard, there was a happy light 
in both their faces. Thereafter literary affairs called them 
often together. A s  to sentiment, the gossips of the neigh
borhood are about equally divided ; a part asserting vehe
mently that it is a heart affair, the others denying the same 
with equal earnestness.

Mrs . M. F. Butts.

Practical Decorative Art.
P A IN T IN G  ON T E X T IL E S .

STAINING IN.

I T is generally supposed that the secrets of all trades 
are very carefully guarded, and that the various 
recipes and processes are complicated and difficult 

to a degree that renders their handling altogether impos
sible by all but professionals and experts.

That some trades guard their secrets and processes most 
jealously is unquestionably true ; but it is scarcely possible 
in this enlightened age for any person or class long to retain 
exclusive possession of scientific knowledge, or to hold a

monopoly of any useful or important discovery. This fact 
has led amateurs into investigation, the results of which 
cannot fail to be gratifying and advantageous to the thou
sands of ambitious individuals who have thirsted for infor
mation which has in many instances been obtainable only 
after long experience and tedious experiment.

The mysteries of chemistry, especially, have been to a 
great extent unveiled ; and where there were formerly signs 
and symbols, many of them almost as obscure as cipher 
characters:, there are now simple forms and tables of quan
tities, by means of which any person of intelligence may 
with reasonable care prepare most valuable compounds, and 
by their means produce the finest results with but a fraction 
of the cost and trouble that have been heretofore deemed 
necessary.

H om e Art and H ome Comfort.
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M uch h as been said and written about Tapestry D yes, and 
the m ost reliable current inform ation on this art has been  
put before th e readers of this m agazine. T he subject o f the  
present article is the use and preparation o f Tapestry Stains, 
w hich  are altogether distinct from  w hat are know n as dyes, 
are quite as easily  applied, require no m ore sk ill, and need  
no fix in g  or after process.

T h e term  “  fix in g  ”  is purely technical, and m eans in this 
sense any o f the processes by w hich the colors in general use 
are rendered perm anent. B y  the use o f stains this part of 
the w ork is avoided, as the colors used are o f them selves  
perm anent, and therefore need no fixin g or after treatm ent ; 
and w hile they are exceedingly sim ple in com position they are 
w onderfully  effective, as w ell they m ay be, seeing that they  
are m ade after the sam e form ulas as those used in dyeing  
som e o f the choicest silks and satins o f the L yon s factories.

In m ak in g tapestry stains, only the very best ingredients 
should be em ployed. T h e addition o f a fe w  cents in cost 
w ill doubtless m ean the perm anency o f the colors ; and so 
m uch tim e, pains, and study are necessary to secure the best 
results, that the trifling addition in the cost is repaid tenfold. 
T he stains, i f  m ade o f strictly pure m aterials and in accord
ance w ith the fo llow in g  directions, w ill be perm anent, and 
w ill retain their brilliancy for years.

Som e o f the best artists are u sing their stains hot. T h ey  
are m ixed  to the proper shade in sm all earthen cups or pots, 
and set in hot water. I f  the directions for arranging the 
color-cups (given in the previous article) are fo llo w ed, the pan 
in w hich the plaster m olds are set m ay have water poured  
over the plaster to the depth  o f about tw o inches, and then be 
placed over a sm all gas or oil stove and perm itted to sim m er  
during the painting process. Tapestry m ay be painted w ith  
hot stains w ithout su bjecting  the m aterial to any prepara
tion, although it is unquestionably true that the colors are 
more lasting, and show  finer, softer outlines w hen done on 
sponged fabrics. I f , how ever, it is desirable to use a m ate
rial w hich m ig h t be discolored or injured b y  being saturated  
w ith suds, the hot stains w ill produce adm irable effects. 
Indeed, for very fine, delicate textiles, where fine work is 
required, the advantage o f hot stains cannot be overesti
mated. It is im perative that in  app lyin g  they be used in the  
very sm allest possible quantity, especially by u nskilled  art
ists, as hot liquids are m uch m ore penetrating than those  
which are cold, and are therefore m uch m ore lik ely  to spread  
or run.

These stains m ay  be applied to any material that has 
ordinarily been used as a foundation for tapestry dyes ; and 
with careful handling w ill produce the m ost exquisite etch
in g  effects, either in one or m ore colors. C harm ing results 
have been produced by the use o f glass pens, such as are em 
ployed for m arking linen. T h e ink flows freely  from  them , 
and they are not likely  to catch in the fabric ; but even  
though they should do so, they w ill not spatter lik e  ordinary 
w riting-pens, and are therefore m uch m ore desirable for this  
class o f work.

A  sm all assortment of colors w ill do very w ell for the  
sim ple designs w hich it is best that every am ateur should  
attem pt at first. N oth in g  is gained by being too adventur
ous at the outset, w hile the artist is m uch m ore lik e ly  to 
becom e discouraged and puzzled  by too com plicated patterns. 
A  single spray o f flowers, a vine, or a branch o f a tree or 
shrub w ill be an excellent beginning.

Sketch the patterns w ith great care. T h is m ay be m ost 
advantageously done with a glass pen, and stains o f the  
sam e colors as the objects to be done. I f  the outlines are 
done in stain colors they should be allow ed to dry thor
ou gh ly  before proceeding further. Then w ash or scrub in 
the various tints, using but a sm all quantity o f the stain at 
a tim e, and adding it little by little. V ery pale tints should

be used at first, as it is easy to darken them  ; but once 
they are set, they are indelible and cannot be extracted or 
reduced.

Sm all, stiff brushes are required for the regular staining 
process when the fabric is w orked in a perfectly dry state ; 
but if  the m aterial is kept dam p, as advised, the colors 
w ill penetrate the fibers w ithout difficulty, and may be 
applied w ith any ordinary brush.

Those w ho read the article in the June num ber on the 
subject o f "  Tapestry D yes ”  are already fam iliar with the 
best m ethods o f preparing the goods to receive the color. 
T o others it m ay be said that the m aterial works m uch more 
easily if  it has been th orou ghly  scrubbed w ith  ligh t soap
suds to w hich a little  am m onia has been added. It should 
then be kept sligh tly  dam p (not wet) by  passing a sponge 
w et w ith  suds, over the back. T h e process m ay be gone 
through w ith  by dipping the goods in a vessel o f suds and 
goin g  over the back w ith  a brush, or by  h avin g  the canvas 
m ounted on a fram e or stretcher (as described in the June 
num ber). T h e  latter is unquestionably the best, as the 
threads, i f  the m aterial be properly put in, w ill all be drawn 
straight, and there w ill be no danger that the design w ill be 
aw ry after the piece is done and m ounted. M aterials with 
a pile should  o f course be w et only  from  the back.

A  m ost im portant point in favor o f these stains is their 
adaptability to pen draw ing. W h e n  properly prepared they  
flow  as freely  as the best w riting-flu ids, and are quite as man
ageable. T h e  m ost exquisite and artistic effects m ay be pro
duced b y  th em  if  used like the ordinary inks designed for 
th is purpose. T o  obtain the best results som e practice is 
necessary, but the expert in pen draw ing w ill find this a 
m ost d e lig h tfu l field for the exercise o f her peculiar talent. 
N early  all varieties o f tapestry goods, canvas, velvet-sur
faced fabrics, and even a ll-w ool felt, take th is process o f  
coloring m ost k in d ly , and the fairly  skilled  am ateur w ill be 
surprised at the beauties that w ill be developed with even  
ordinarily careful handling.

In the course o f these articles the term s "  tapestry, "  
“ tapestry cloth ,”  and canvas or tapestry canvas are used  
more in the sense o f designating a class o f fabrics than as 
indicating any special m aterial. A n y  person w ho w ould  
call for the m aterial b y  either o f these nam es w ould be asked  
to describe the goods required, as there are several textiles 
that are know n under these general nam es. Parties desiring  
such goods w ill do w ell to send to dealers in these mater
ials fo r sam ples, and th us becom e m ore fam iliar w ith the  
various sorts than any am ount o f w ritten description could 
render th em .

T h e colors lik e ly  to be needed m ost frequently are black, 
blue, green, red, yellow , brow n, and orange. L ittle  black 
is used, but it is nevertheless necessary, as it enters into 
the composition of w earing apparel, vehicles, and m any other 
objects.

T h e m aterials for m ak in g  these and other colors m ay be  
obtained o f all first-class city dealers in drugs and chemicals. 
I f  care be taken in their selection and only  the best are 
insisted upon, the colors w ill be found exceptionally dura
ble. U se  an earthen or porcelain-lined vessel for boiling the 
colors in, and cleanse thoroughly after preparing each color 
before u sing for another. T he length o f tim e for boiling or 
sim m ering (w hich is better than rapid boiling) differs. For 
bark or berries, the vessel m ay stand covered on the stove 
for several hours to advantage. A ll  dye-w oods should be 
put into cold water and allow ed to come to a boil. T h is w ill 
extract the color more thoroughly. M ost o f these stains 
w ill need to be strained, and if  there is any sedim ent or 
cloudiness after straining, it w ill be w ell to filter them  
through blotting-paper. Bottles containing am m onia pre
parations should not be left uncorked.
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A Good Black St a in .— Take one ounce of extract of 
logwood, dissolve it in one pint of water, boil it thoroughly, 
and when cold add one dessert spoonful of muriate of iron, 
and fifteen drops of nitrate of iron. Let it settle, pour off 
the clear liquid, and it is ready for use.

Dark Blue  St a in .— One pint of water, one-quarter of a 
pound of prussiate of potash. Boil until dissolved, then 
add one ounce of tartaric acid. W hen entirely cold, add 
two table-spoonfuls of sulphuric acid.

Green  St a in .— Boil in one pint of water, one-quarter of a 
pound of Persian berries, and one tea-spoonful of alum. 
Remove from the fire and add one gill of extract of indigo, 
a n d  stir until thoroughly mixed.

Poppy-red  St a in .— To two ounces of finely ground cochi
neal, add one ounce of strong ammonia, six ounces of water, 
one tea-spoonful of alum, one tea-spoonful of oxalic acid, 
and one-half tea-spoonful of murio-sulphate of tin. Strain 
and allow the mixture to settle, and pour off the clear liquor 
for use.

Rose-p in k  St a in .— M ix cochineal and ammonia as direct
ed for poppy-red, and to five ounces of the liquor add one- 
quarter of an ounce of extract of indigo.

Scarlet St a in . — One ounce of cochineal boiled in one 
quart of water. W h en  cool, add one-third of a tea-spoonful 
of oxalic-acid crystals, one-quarter of a tea-spoonful of tin 
crystals, and one table-spoonful of Persian-berry liquor. 
Lighter shades of this color can be made by diluting a por
tion of the stain with hot water.

D ark  R ed St a in .— Boil in one quart of water four 
ounces of bronze peach-wood, one-half ounce of nitro-muri- 
ate of tin, and one-half ounce of alum. Settle and strain, 
and it is ready for use.

Stan d ar d  Y e l l o w  St a in .— Boil four ounces of Persian 
berries in one quart of water with one ounce of tin crystals. 
W hen this becomes partly cool, add one ounce of salt. Settle 
and strain.

Stan d ar d  Brow n  St a in .— Boil one pound of fustic, one- 
half ounce of crop madder, five ounces of camwood, one- 
quarter of an ounce of logwood, and one-half ounce of cop
peras in one quart of water. Great care must be taken in 
straining this liquid. It is a good plan to filter it through 
blotting-paper.

Stan d ar d  Orange St a in .— Boil thoroughly four ounces 
of caustic pearlash and one-half ounce of annotto in one 
pint and a half of w ater; add one tea-spoonful of tartaric 
acid, and one tea-spoonful of alum ; stir well, and filter.

The amateur w ill scarcely be able to m ix colors as the 
expert might do, therefore it becomes necessary to provide 
some additional shades and tints, for which we give the fol
lowing recipes:

A  F ine Dark  P urple  St a in .— Boll one pound of bronze 
logwood with three ounces of alum. M ix two parts of this 
liquor and one part of the red, as directed in the formula for 
poppy-red. Shake thoroughly, then filter and bottle.

Dark  Olive  St a in .— A  liquor must be prepared by m ix
ing with one pint of the poppy-red stain half a tea-spoonful 
of oxalic acid, one-fourth of a tea-spoonful of tartaric acid, 
and two ounces of indigo paste. W ith  one-half pint of this 
liquor, mix two ounces of purple stain with the same quan
tity of liquor made by boiling four ounces each of quercitron 
bark and fustic, in a quart of water. Strain this mixture, 
and if not perfectly clear filter through blotting-paper.

Garnet  St a in .— Boil in one quart of water one pound of 
camwood, and in another vessel boil four ounces of log
wood in a gill of water. W hen the color is well drawn 
out, strain the camwood, first having thoroughly pressed 
and beaten it. Let it settle, and pour off the clear liquor. 
W h ile  still warm, add a table-spoonful of the logwood ex
tract, and a tea-spoonful of copperas. Stir and strain.

Clear  Y ellow  St a in . — Boil for twenty minutes, in one 
quart of water, two ounces of young fustic, four ounces of 
quercitron bark, one ounce of alum, and one ounce of tartaric 
acid, and strain. Into an earthen vessel put one-half ounce 
of nitric acid, two and one half ounces of spirits of salt, and 
one tea-spoonful of oxalic tin crystals. Add to the boiled 
liquid two ounces of this mixture.

Fin e  Saxony  Blue St a in .— Boil together for half an 
hour, in one quart of water, one ounce of liquid extract of 
indigo, one ounce of argol, and two ounces of alum. Strain 
and bottle for use.

Ruby  St a in .— Boil one-quarter of a pound of cudbear in 
a quart of water until all of the color is extracted. Strain 
and add a tea-spoonful of ammonia. These will produce a 
slightly purplish shade. I f  a red ruby is desired, add ten 
drops of muriate of tin.

Apple-Green  St a in .— Boil in one quart of water, eight 
ounces of fustic, one ounce of logwood, and one-half tea
spoonful each of alum and copperas. Strain.

F ine  Dark  Green St a in .— Boil for two hours, in one 
quart of water, one ounce of chemic, eight ounces of fustic, 

lone ounce and a quarter of madder, and two ounces of argol. 
Strain and bottle for use.

It must be borne in mind that liquid colors cannot always 
be mixed in the same way as oil colors. Some dyes are 
acid, others are alkaline ; and unless the artist is a chemist 
as well, no risks should be taken in combining colors. By 
far the best way is to provide all the principal shades, and 
thus avoid the possibility of destroying the work. If all of 
the colors cannot be obtained, and a piece of work must be 
finished, it is possible to wash in an under color and shade 
up by going over the surface, after the color is quite dry. 
with a tint that will produce the desired effect. Every per
son who is at all familiar with the handling of colors will 
understand what colors must be mixed to produce others.

The number of independent stain colors may he multi
plied to an almost indefinite extent. Artists who have a 
wide range of work might prepare or purchase the entire 
assortm ent; but for ordinary use this is not necessary. 
There are between sixty-five and seventy standard shades. 
It is convenient to have the full number, but half of them  
will be sufficient for anyone who cares to take the trouble 
to m ix colors.

These colors are being prepared for market and may soon 
be had in fu ll assortment. The drab, gray, green, and wood 
shades will be found especially desirable for figure pieces and 
all fine work. Boxes containing forty colors will cost about 
$7 ; those with twenty colors, about $4.

It may be questioned whether it is economy for the ama
teur with no experience in handling dye-stuffs to attempt 
to make her own colors, and to take the risk of failure to 
which the novice is always liable. There are, however, 
many persons, young people especially, who are so fond of 
experimenting and investigating, that working with chemi
cals is to them among the most fascinating of occupations 
To such, the preparation of these colors will be a most pleas
ing task, and one that is quite certain to be successful.

Those who have neither the taste nor the talent for such 
work will find the ready-made colors all that they could de
sire ; and the manufacturer has such facilities for putting 
up the colors that no one who makes a single set can hope 
to produce them at such a price. N e ll ie  S. Stow ell .

Doilies of very fine bolting-cloth or Japanese silk are 
hemstitched and painted with delicate Japanese figures, or 
stamped and worked in outline with fine colored silks. 
Others are edged with Reticella or guipure embroidery, and 
are of finest hand-spun linen, with monogram or cipher 
worked in outline.
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Embroidery and D rawn-W ork on Canvas. Three kinds of stitches are u sed ; the outline, shading, 
and cross-stitch.

For the drawn-work at each side,— as shown in No. 1 ,—  
six cross-wise threads are to be drawn out, and the remain
ing lengthw ise threads caught together in groups of four. 
Coarse ecru yarn or wool is used in working the loose 
stitches of this drawn-work border.

CROSS-STITCH and drawn-work are at present a 
favorite ornamentation for all articles o f scrim or 
linen for table use, and of Congr ess canvas for  

cushions, cradle and perambulator covers, curtains, and 
similar pieces of 
home decoration.
Such embroidery is 
easily and rapidly 
executed, and our 
illustrations give a 
design suitable for 
almost any article 
to be decorated in 
such a manner.

No. 2 gives the 
pattern in actual 
size worked on ecru 
Congress c a n v a s  
with “  fulled ”  yarn  
dark blue and gold- 
color. The pattern  
can be repeated all 
over the goods or 
only in a stripe or 
border, and canvas
can also be used, laid on other material, and the threads 
of the canvas drawn out after the embroidery is w orked.

Glass Lamp-Screen.

TH E prettiest of all lamp-screens now in 
use, are those made of three beveled 
plates of heavy glass, twelve by seven 

inches, with drilled holes in the sides which are 
brought together, through which ribbons are 
run to tie them  in place. The screen thus 
made may be decorated with painting of flow
ers, and is really only an ornament.

The screen we illustrate is a similar arrange
ment, and may be of plate-glass thus decorated, 
and cut either square across the top or pointed 
as in the illustration. Or if heavy plate-glass 
is not obtainable, a yet more serviceable screen 
may be made of three pieces of clear window- 
glass and three of ground-glass, cut to the same 
size (6 x 10, or 7 x  12 inches), and afterwards 
cut to an angle at the top. Upon the ground- 
glass may be painted or gummed any desired 
picture or decoration ; or pressed flowers and 
leaves can be gum m ed on; or. as illustrated, the 
figures and background painted in, and the 
dried and pressed flowers gummed on to com
plete the scene. W h en  the ground-glass is 
thus prepared, the clear glass is laid on over it, 
and held in place by ribbons that are folded 
over the edge of both glasses and fastened with 
strong glue.

Standards for each panel are made with 
heavy millboard covered with plush, and two 
large glass beads are sewed on at the bottom  
for feet. Two brass rods with round tips 
serve as hinges to which the ribbons connect
ing the panels are tied.

No. 2.

No. 1.
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Sanitarian.
Sins Against the Stomach.

IV .

Me n t a l  Sin s .— W o r r y .

WE are very apt to forget how slow Nature is in all 
her processes, and especially so in. regard to man. 
How imperceptible is growth, from  conception to 

maturity ! And this is as true of diseased conditions as of 
healthful ones.

It is because results so seldom follow  immediately upon 
causes, that we often are so neglectful o f our bodies and so 
oblivious o f the natural payment o f our physical obligations. 
Y et every time we sin against Nature and outrage her p erfect 
law, we are incurring a debt which m ust be paid sooner or 
later ; and, like other debts, it is apt to gather as it stands, 
and very often, indeed, the final payment is heavier with 
accumulated interest than we can believe.

This becomes a very practical reflection when we consider 
that every time we outrage our stomachs we are laying up a 
store o f suffering which m ust eventually be paid ; and a 
more serious consideration still, when we are reminded that 
these sins are not lim ited to unsuitable and gluttonous food, 
and indulgence in stim ulant, but actually to the times and 
fashions in which we attend to the demands o f our appetites.

There are two mental sins against the stomach, which  
bring about a terrible running account, the fu ll payment o f  
which often com pletely ruins us. These are haste and 
worry. None o f us are entirely guiltless in these respects. 
W e  tell children that it is “  bad manners ”  to eat fa s t ; we 
liken them  to pigs when they do i t ; but I have often ques
tioned whether they were h alf as m uch to be blam ed as either 
the m other who could not find tim e to eat her own meal 
because she was fu ll o f care for others, or the father whose 
one thought is to sw allow  his boiling coffee and get through  
his steak or chop in tim e to catch the train.

H ow  m any hom es there are in which breakfast is, in 
reality, a scramble, hurriedly prepared, hurriedly eaten, and 
hurriedly digested ; w hile dinner in the middle o f the day, 
in a house where there are m any children, is scarcely less so 
as far as the m other is concerned, and the evening m eal finds 
everybody too tired to care to linger over it, or there are 
constant calls upon the m other for her attention. T his is 
bad in itself, but it is ten tim es worse when worry, anxiety, 
or excitement adds its quota to the disturbance.

American women suffer from  nervous dyspepsia to a dis
tressing extent ; and they very seldom  stop to consider how  
largely it is due to their own fault or indiscretion. Just to 
the extent to which they hurry and worry they are distinctly  
blamable ; and where is the woman who does neither ? Cer
tainly she is rarely found in the working or professional 
classes. The hom es in which peace and quiet reign at m eal
times, in which food is slow ly eaten, and the practice o f  
cheerful conversation persisted in, are few  indeed ; and still 
less frequently m et w ith are those in which rest for all who  
are actively em ployed, precedes or follow s the midday m eal.

One o f our m ost eminent physicians, whose specialty is 
disorders o f the digestion, told me that he found the most 
effectual m ethod of relief from dyspepsia was an hour’s rest 
before the heavy meal of the day, and forty m inutes' rest 
after it. There are of course but few o f our active popula
tion who can easily secure so much leisure as this im plies, 
hut every one can, in some degree, attain to calmness and 
quiet before dinner,— everyone except the cook, or possibly  
the mistress ; and every housekeeper, no matter what her

cares, ought to secure a quiet half-hour after dinner. Nature 
is very patient, but there comes a time when she no longer 
tolerates our ignorance if we persist in disregarding her 
gentler admonitions. She punishes us heavily at last. 
Thousands of intelligent people consider it no fault of their 
own, if, after gulping down a hasty, and often ill-prepared, 
m eal, they have recourse to potash or soda for relief from  
flatulency, or undergo tortures from heart-burn. It is quite 
fashionable to be dyspeptic.

Everybody knows the gruff reply of the celebrated E n g
lish doctor, Abercrombie, to the fashionable lady who 
assured him , “ I suffer whenever I eat.”  “ Then for 
H eaven s sake, madam, don’t e a t ! ”  But as such advice 
cannot be strictly followed, and a good deal of life ’s enjoy
ment consists in social meals, it is not likely that this course 
will be follow ed ; but it is certainly desirable that common 
sense should do for us what doctors and drugs cannot do : 
teach us how to eat in such fashion that we shall not suffer 
for daily sins against the stomach.

To this end let us remember that quiet, leisure, and calm  
are essential to digestion. The scholar who sits at his 
writing-table all the morning, and leaves a treatise to come 
to dinner, hastily devouring his food while his brain is bard 
at work over some knotty problem , and returning at once to  
his theme, is as guilty in this regard as the business man  
who rushes from counting-house or bank, with a thousand 
cares upon his mind, or the mother who cannot find time to 
sit down for five minutes before she has to attend to the hun
gry demands o f her fam ily. Each has, in his or her way, 
sinned against nature, and must pay the penalty, sooner or 
later, in impaired digestion, nervous irritability, and exhaus
tion.

Give the stomach a chance. It is all a matter more or 
less of habit. Even the overworked employee has his hour 
for dinner, and the least the mother or housekeeper should 
exact is the same privilege.

It is an excellent plan in fam ily life to keep some light 
but interesting book for meal-times. In one or two families 
o f m y acquaintance the practice of reading a short psalm or 
chapter at the breakfast-table has an excellent effect, and 
equally good results follow  from a paragraph from  Emerson, 
or a good selection from  some poet as an interlude during 
dinner. T w o good ends are gained by this ; first, the minds 
o f the company are raised above petty details and interests, 
and, beyond this, the fact o f listening to something that calls 
for no effort, and yet is pleasing, is in itself calming. Worry 
is for the m om ent, at least, set on one side ; anxiety sleeps ; 
and if  the dinner can be followed by a short rest, half the 
evils of dyspeptic conditions w ill vanish. W orry is a prolific 
cause o f suffering, if  we come to think of it, and probably 
the m ost useless and foolish of all the causes that exist for 
dyspepsia.

By  t h e  A u t h o r  or “  How I R ecovered  My  H e a lt h .”

Baby’s Diseases.
IV .

R i c k e t s .

P
ER H APS no disease incidental to infancy is so dis

tressing and at the same time so bewildering as 
rickets. A  popular lady physician tells me that it 

is the most prevalent and most baffling complaint among 
the less educated classes, and is one constantly met with in 
the case of first babies, owing to the inexperience or incom
petence of mothers and nurses.

Children apparently healthy and happy one day, suddenly, 
with no apparent cause, develop symptoms of rickets. It is
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a constitutional disease, and largely referable to ante-natal 
conditions, but more often than not is directly traceable to 
improper nourishment. It is generally associated with early 
infancy, and many people ignorantly suppose it to be espe
cially connected with teething ; but this is not the case. 
While it delays dentition, it does so because being a disease 
affecting the entire system it lowers vitality, and so inter
feres with the regular processes of nature, of which teething 
is one.

The symptoms vary from drowsiness and uneasy restless 
ness, loss of appetite, and disinclination to be amused, to 
want of control over the limbs, voracious appetite, wasting 
away, and change in the shape of head, contortions of the 
limbs, bow-legs, etc. In severe cases the spine appears to be 
affected ; the infant cannot sit up, but falls over on to one 
side, and as it grows older the teeth decay, become loosened, 
and fall out. Diarrhoea, too, is often, indeed most fre
quently, present; or, on the other hand, obstinate constipa
tion. Either symptom points to the efficient cause of rickets, 
undigested food, improper or excessive nourishment.

My attention has been quite recently called to a case of the 
kind, in which the infant at eighteen months was appar
ently losing all control over its limbs, and suffered from 
constant diarrhoea and sickness, the abdomen being full, 
apparently, and much distended. In this instance a rapid 
improvement followed upon reduction of food. The child 
was accustomed to feeding at all hours, and constantly cried 
for its bottle. The mother ignorant and incompetent, knew 
no better than to stop its distress for the moment at the cost 
of later suffering,—a plan very often adopted even by more 
experienced nurses,—and its wailing was temporarily stopped 
by simply stuffing the teat into its mouth.

An intelligent physician commenced, much to the moth
er’s dismay, by putting the child on half rations, and stead
ily increasing the length o f time between meals. This 
sensible plan speedily had its effect, but was carried out 
under severe protest from the mother. The child's appetite 
had become so demoralized and voracious that it was never 
quiet unless eating ; it was possessed by a perpetual craving, 
which continued until, by rigid adherence to rule and disre
gard of its cries, the meals were regulated in accordance with 
the doctor’s dictum. She persisted until intervals of five 
hours became the recognized limit, and then allowed the child 
a good, satisfying meal. After a few days of this treatment 
the worst symptoms subsided ; and in a short time the bow
els were well regulated, and the infant, who when the doc
tor was called in could not sit up for a moment, regained its 
vigor, and now bids fair to become a normally healthy child.

In almost all cases of this distressing complaint strict 
attention to diet results in cure. Either the little patient 
has been overfed, or its food has disagreed with it. Im
perfect digestion is a prolific source of suffering, from the 
cradle to the grave, and in the vast majority of cases arises 
from overfeeding. This is a truth mothers are very slow to 
realize. “ It is so dreadful to think that baby should cry 
from hunger ! What a tyrant one must be to deny one’s own 
child food when it cries for it! ” None the less, such tyranny 
is a great deal more humane than the weakness which can
not withhold even what is harmful.

Another cause of rickets, too little regarded, is bad air. 
There exists a sort of idea that the children of the poorer 
classes are terrible victims of unsanitary conditions, and no 
doubt in tenement houses this is often the case ; but I have 
more than once contrasted the surroundings of the babies 
of the poor in the country with those of the well-to-do, 
and in a number of cases the paupers decidedly had the 
best of it. Nothing is so decidedly hurtful to human beings 
as want of air and light ; and there are thousands of homes 
in cities, aud in the country, too, for that matter, where the

children live in darkened rooms, and inhale vitiated air from 
their birth upwards. The very first remedy for rickets, as 
for all other constitutional diseases, is an abundance of fresh 
air, sunlight, and, if the child is old enough, outdoor exer
cise.

The habit of children sleeping with grown-up people is in 
itself a bad one, and ought never to be countenanced ; that 
of putting babies to sleep in rooms lighted with gas, is 
another. No child ought to sleep in a room heated with 
gas, or with all the windows tightly closed. Young mothers 
are often inordinately afraid of draughts, and shut the 
infants up in nurseries the close air of which is unbearable 
to the healthy adult. This is one among other causes of 
rickets. Fresh, pure air, regular diet, plenty of sunlight, 
tepid or cold bathing every morning, followed by rubbing 
with the hand, or, in the case of older children, with a coarse 
towel, and outdoor exercise are the best preventives. Atten
tion to the bowels, reduction o f the quantity o f food, and 
selection of that which is most nourishing and at the same 
time easily digested are the first essentials of restoration.

Malt or barley food is much recommended for children of 
weakly habit; it is especially valuable as possessing bone
forming qualities. Rubbing with cod-liver oil is excellent 

 for children who cannot assimilate their food. The best 
preparation of malt food is made by boiling four table-spoon
fuls of ground malt in a pint of water for ten minutes, and 
adding an equal quantity of new milk. This can be given 
to infants at a very early age, and is more easily digested 
than almost any other food ; and it can readily be made less 
rich by lessening the proportion of milk. The main thing 
is to give no more food than can be easily assimilated, and 
no more frequently than four and a half to five hours.

Infants accustomed from birth to regular hours for nurs- 
ing, gradually extending the intervals from two and a half 
to five hours, pass through the ordinary ordeals of babyhood 

 scatheless, and it is safe to assert that rickets offers no terrors 
for them. We find its victims in two classes : those of the 
overfed and irregularly fed, and those in which the mothers, 
from a mistaken idea of preventive measure, persist in 
suckling too long. This cause, in the present temper of 
fashionable society, in which motherhood is too often looked 
upon as a burden to be escaped as lightly as possible, is 
more frequent among the families of laborers, where wean
ing means another mouth to feed, and entails extra care on 
the mother. It is no uncommon thing to see a child of two 
or even three years, still largely dependent upon its mother 
for nourishment: and where this is the case, it is of course 
useless to hope to inculcate common-sense views.

But thousands of women, who would not be guilty of 
 quite this enormity, are reprehensibly careless about both the 
 quantity and quality of the food that baby takes, and never 
imagine that they are guilty of actual  cruelty in giving it 
all it cries for. Rarely indeed do they trace the close con
nection between their simple indulgence and the many ail
ments which meet their children on the threshold of life. 
Some families are always ailing, when by the exercise of a 
little common sense and discretion, infancy might be per
fectly free from aches and pains.

Rickets is just one of those complaints for which there is 
 no cause, and which no healthy child, born of healthy par

ents, has any reason to suffer. We would earnestly insist 
upon this truth in urging all mothers, young and old, to con
sider the importance of this ever-recurring question of food.

Janet E. Ruutz-Rees.

The disagreeable moisture of the hands which is so prev
alent in summer, may be overcome by rubbing the hands 
several times a day with the following mixture : Tinct. 

 belladonna, half an ounce ; eau de Cologne, four ounces.
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What Women are Doing.
“  Lucas M alet ”  is the nom de p lu m e  of the daughter o f Charles 

Kingsley.
M iss Edmunds, the daughter o f the Senator from Vermont, is 

an accomplished artist.
Jean In gelow  gives a dinner three tim es a week to the sick poor 

and the discharged convalescents from hospitals.
A  temperance paper was recently established at T okio, Japan, 

by Miss Asia and M rs. Sasaki, o f the Tokio W . C. T . U .
Pundita R am abai has already secured about $50,000 toward  

the fund she is raising to establish a school in India for Hindoo  
widows.

I t  is reported that the Congregational Church at Ottawa, K an ., 
has young lady ushers, and naturally it is a favorite place of  
worship with the you n g men.

Carrie B ra g g  edits the “ Virginia Lancet,”  published at 
Petersburg, V a., which is said to be the only paper in the 
country conducted by a colored woman.

M iss E lena Blockmann, grandniece o f Keats, has attained dis
tinction as a portrait painter, and is painting a life-size portrait 
o f  the Queen-Regent o f Spain and the infant King.

A  Chinese girl, fifteen years o f age, adopted when young by a 
missionary, has organized a temperance society with a member
ship o f eighteen girls and women, in Kingkiang, China.

M iss Carrie W h ite , president o f  the W ashington Territory W .  
C . T . IT., is a m em ber o f the Republican Central Com m ittee. It  
is the only case upon record o f a woman occupying such a posi
tion.

M m e. Anderson, o f  Stockholm , Sweden, has been granted by 
the king the freedom  o f the railways o f that country, as an aid 
to  her missionary labors for the promotion o f temperance and 
social purity.

M iss E thel In g a lls , the daughter o f Senator Ingalls, has 
entered upon journalism  as a profession, and has already achieved  
success as a correspondent, besides furnishing bright articles 
fo r  the m agazines.

M iss Linda Gilbert has devoted fifteen years and m ost o f her 
fortune to prison reform . She has established tw enty-tw o  
libraries in the prisons o f different States, and found em ploy
m ent for six  thousand ex-convicts.

The Em press of R ussia has a houseful o f seamstresses, yet 
m akes nearly all the clothing fo r her youngest children, and 
takes their new hats to  pieces and trims them  over to suit her 
own taste. She is expert with the needle, and makes beautiful 
embroidery.

Sarah W innem ucca, the Indian princess who attended W elles
ley College, and under the nom de plum e o f “ Bright E y e s ”  has 
written some charm ing frontier stories, is now teaching an Indian 
school o f her own. She reports that she has fifteen or sixteen  
pupils, and is getting along nicely.

H aruka, the Empress o f  Japan, dresses in the richest silks, 
gauzes, crepes, and stuffs. She wears her hair brushed back à  la 
Pompadour. It  is reported that she will visit Am erica next 
winter, traveling in state with a dozen maids o f honor, numberless 
officials, and every accom panim ent o f luxury.

M iss M ary Graybiel, a missionary in the interior o f India, not 
only raised m oney to build a church, but was her own archi
tect and m aster-builder, and taught the native workm en bow  to  
make the bricks, quarry stone, and saw the timber for flooring. A  
substantial and picturesque building is the result.

A  Hair Reform Association has been started in Japan, and is 
doing good work in the interest o f neatness and sim plicity. Ten  
years ago Japanese women were accustom ed to  wear their hair 
piled up in a most exaggerated and com plicated fashion, and the 
arrangement o f their chevelure was a labor o f at least tw o hours.

M ay E m ily  Bird, a colored woman who died recently at Cen- 
treville, Tenn ., was for a long tim e a missionary in Liberia, 
A frica , and once received and entertained the world-renowned  
explorer Livingstone, on one o f his m ost notable exploring  
expeditions. She spoke fluently many o f the native African  
languages.

N ik ita , the young American cantatrice, has again been charm
ing English audiences with her wonderful voice, and her singing 
at the Eastertide concerts in London has elicited even more 
enthusiastic encomiums than when she made her appearance last 
August in that city. A ll agree that her lamented teacher 
Maurice Strakosch spoke with a prophetic instinct when he 
sa id : “  She will be the greatest cantatrice that the world has 
ever heard ! ”  W hen a singer is able to execute, in the same 
evening, five songs various in style and character, in three 
different languages, and the audience still demands more, com
ment is hardly necessary ; yet this is what Nikita did, and it 
must be remembered that she Is still some years under twenty. 
H er careful training has developed the peculiar qualities of her 
voice, which is a genuine soprano, pure and liquid in tone, “  the 
upper notes,”  as an enthusiastic critic records, “ like a brook 
which ripples and flashes in the sunlight, while the lower notes 
have the calm and even flow o f a majestic river.”  Her voice 
always possessed that undefi nable sympathetic quality which 
goes straight to the heart, and this is specially noticeable in her 
rendering of “ H om e, sweet h o m e !”  which, like Patti, she so 
frequently chooses for an encore. Her many friends here are 
impatiently waiting for the time when they may welcome the 
“  little D iva,”  and hear her sing with a joyous tone, “  There’s no 
place like h o m e ! ”

* * * * * * * *  
T hrough the generosity o f Mr. H. O. Havem eyer, the Metro

politan M useum  o f A rt has acquired another valuable picture, 
the portrait o f W ashington painted in 1805 by Gilbert Stuart. 
This portrait was painted for Daniel Carroll o f Duddington  
Manor, in the District of Columbia, who was a cousin o f Charles 
Carroll o f Carrollton. It  remained in the manor house until 
1884, since which time it has been one of the notable features of  
the Corcoran Art Gallery, at W ashington, though still owned by 
the heirs. It  is in perfect condition, and has always been 
much admired by connoisseurs. In 1842, the eminent artist G. 
P. A . H ealy, while at Duddington painting Mr. Carroll’s portrait, 
said that he considered this to be one of Stuart’s best w orks; 
and it was from  this portrait that a copy was made by Mr. 
H ealy for Louis Philippe of France.* * * * * * * *

T he latest idea in “  progressive ”  parties is a progressive tennis 
party. For this three or four courts are necessary, and the game 
is restricted to a certain length of time and not to a given number 
o f sets, so that two or three games could be played in an after
noon, and thus a greater number entertained. On arriving, each 
o f the players selects a card tied with a knot of ribbon ; partners 
for the first gam e are assigned by the ladies and gentlemen  
m atching ribbons, and lots are drawn for the courts, which are 
num bered. Play com m ences simultaneously in all the courts, a 
starter standing by the first court and blowing a whistle at the 
com m encem ent and finish o f each match ; and each court has a 
scorer. W hen the players in the first court have gone through a 
single gam e, the starter sounds his whistle, and play stops in all 
the courts, the winners in each m oving up, the winners in the 
first court retaining their position, and the losers in the first court 
passing to the lower one. The scoring must be accurately 
attended to before proceeding with the next gam e. The scores 
are kept by means o f small stars o f gum m ed paper. The win
ners in the first, court affix gold stars to their cards; the losers 
in the low er court, black o n e s ; all other winners have blue 
stars, and all other losers, red stars. Before the next game 
begins, the players in each court change partners ; and the same 
routine is follow ed until the time agreed upon has elapsed, when 
the final whistle is sounded, scores are added up, and prizes 
awarded. The first prizes are given to the lady and gentleman 
who win the greatest number o f gam es in the first court, which 
will be indicated by the gold  stars on their cards ; and the second 
prizes are given to  those winning the greatest number o f games 
in any court,— blue stars. There are also “  booby ”  prizes for 
those who lose the m ost gam es in the lower court, and the great
est number altogether. Progressive tennis is most interesting 
to those looking on, and very exciting for the participants.

Chat.
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The World's Progress
IN THE ARTS, SCIENCES, AND LITERATURE,

CU R R EN T TOPICS, N O TES A N D  C O M M E N T S ON E V E N T S  
OF T H E  D A Y . -IN T E R E S T IN G  SU BJE CTS A N D  N O T 

ABLE T H IN G S W H IC H  H A V E  O C C U R R E D  
D U R IN G  T H E  PA ST M O N T H .— C O N T E M 

PO R AN EO U S H IS T O R Y  FROM  A  
F A M IL IA R  P O IN T  OF  

V IE W .

To Celebrate the Adoption of the Constitution.
The Governors of the thirteen original States assembled in 

Philadelphia lately, and after suitable preliminaries drew up a 
series of resolutions, which were approved, calling upon the 
National Government and the various States and Territories of 
the Union to make suitable appropriations to a fund to be dedi
cated to the building of a grand National monument com m em 
orative of the framing and adoption o f the Constitution, to be 
erected within the limits of the city o f Philadelphia ; said m onu
ment to bear the names of the signers of the Declaration o f Inde
pendence and of the framers of the Constitution, also the names 
of the official representatives of all Governments who were pres
ent in Philadelphia in 1876 to participate in celebrating the cen
tennial anniversary of American independence. After asking  
Congress to refund to this city the Centennial loan, the resolu
tions say that the Governors o f the thirteen original States be 
invited to appoint a commissioner from each State to  co-operate 
with the citizens of New York in their preparations to  celebrate 
the Centennial of the inauguration of George W ashington. On 
the 26th of July, 1788, New York State ratified the Constitution  
by a vote of thirty to twenty-five ; but although not so prompt 
in response as some of the others, N ew  Y ork m ay claim some 
cause for pride in the fact that to one of her statesmen belongs 
the honor of having written the in stru m ent; and, as James 
Madison wrote to Mr. Sparks, in 1831, u The finish given to the 
style and arrangement of the Constitution fairly belongs to the 
pen o f Mr. M orris.”  It is not alone the fact but the men that 
we shall com m em orate ; and all Americans will gladly do honor 
to the day and the times which produced such powers of states
manship as were displayed in the flashing eloquence o f Governor 
Morris, whose utterances, stirring almost even to anarchy, con
trasted with that unerring perception of the practicable which 
characterized Alexander Ham ilton, and is one of the surest safe
guards of our liberty.
The Republican Nominee.

Mr. George W illiam  Curtis’s prediction that the nomination of  
Mr. Blaine for the Presidency by the Chicago Convention will 
lead to the disintegration and disruption of the Republican party, 
does not seem to discourage the Republican leaders, who it is 
expected will eventually nominate their form er candidate. A l
though Senator Sherman, Judge Gresham, H on. Chauncey M . 
Depew, and Senators A llison , H aw ley, and Edm unds have all 
appeared more or less im posingly above the political horizon, 
as the time draws near it is confidently predicted that their 
bubble-like booms will break one by one, to coalesce into one 
crystalline, prismatic sphere which will disclose the true colors 
of the Republican party, and the man from  M aine be nom i
nated by acclamation. The true prophet will never attem pt to 
forecast the issue of a contest until the contestants are named, 
and it is a little too soon to speculate upon his chances of elec
tion this time. Still, the free-trade issue with the President 
to sustain it as leader of the Democratic party, has become so 
powerful an opposing force, that the Republican nominee needs 
to be a man of all the personally magnetic qualities, and as thor
oughly representative of the Republican party, as James G. 
Blaine.
Foreign Affairs.

The Pamellites recently held a large public meeting in Phoenix 
Park, Dublin, to sustain the action of the Irish Catholic Parlia
mentary representatives with reference to the Papal rescript. 
John Dillon, W m . O ’Brien, and others spoke, and the manifesto of 
the Irish members was indorsed by acclamation. The follow ing  
resolution was adopted : “  That the citizens of Dublin, in public 
meeting assembled, cordially indorse and adopt in their integrity 
the resolutions of the Irish Catholic members o f Parliament with 
reference to the late circular of the Holy Office of the Inquisition, 
and respectfully decline to recognize any right in the Holy See 
to interfere with the Irish people in the management of Irish 
political affairs.”  This action is significant, and should have 
much influence in convincing the Vatican that interference with 
the national affairs of Ireland is a great mistake. Mr. Dillon in 
his speech asserted that Rom e would not dare to treat any other 
country in Europe in the same w a y ; and strong, though the 
utterance seems, it is certainly within bounds. Mr. O ’Brien said

that it was heartbreaking to think that such a rescript should be 
thrown into the teeth or the Irish people, and that the present 
ordeal was worse than twenty years o f Balfourian coercion. Mr. 
Balfour is quoted as having said that tw enty years will solve the 
Irish question ; but there are those who do not think it will take 
so long, and that if England were involved in war abroad, the 
withdrawal o f English troops now kept in Ireland would neces
sitate a concession to  the demands of the Irish Nationalists, be
cause it was always E n gland ’ s troubles abroad which have 
hitherto given the Irish their opportunity at hom e. A t  present, 
however, the agitating elem ents in Europe are France and Rus
sia ; but in the question of war issues the decision rests with 
Russia. I f  the latter power sends an army into Bulgaria, war 
with Austria may fo llo w ; and as Germany and Austria are allied 
for defensive purposes, a fresh complication would then ensue. 
But there is always Bism arck,— unless he should die. In the 
meantime, the gun business is remarkably active in Liege and 
other m anufacturing towns aud affords occupation to many 
artisans.
A u stralian  T ariff on Chinamen.

A  bill to  restrict Chinese immigration has passed the Colonial 
A ssem bly at Sydney, without one dissenting vote. This not only 
prohibits the naturalization o f Chinamen in Australia, but 
imposes a poll tax  of £100 upon every Chinese immigrant, and 
only permits vessels to  land one Chinaman for every three hun
dred tons. The Legislative Council o f Victoria has ordered that 
vessels bringing Chinese im m igrants to the colony be quaran
tined during the pleasure o f the authorities. Chinese cheap 
labor is such a tem pting plum  for speculators in the contract sys
tem , that it is no wonder as soon as the U nited States excluded  
the M ongolians, Australia was inflicted with an invasion o f these 
im m igrants, whose frugality and industry  make it impossible for 
laborers of other nationalities to com pete with them. The 
ju dges in Sydney are of the opinion that the Colonial Govern
m ents have acted too precipitately in their stringent legislative 
enactm ents w ithout consultation with the Im perial Governm ent; 
but E ngland will probably waive the question, since the Colonial 
rights were in such need o f im m ediate protection. It is said that 
the Chinese Governm ent wishes to retain its surplus population 
at hom e ; and, if this be so, the negotiation o f a treaty by the Brit
ish Foreign Office will not be difficult. In follow ing the example 
o f the United States in restricting Chinese immigration, Aus
tralia has only adopted the usual m ethods o f colonial protection. 
A  Transisthm ian R a ilw a y .

A  recent report from  the U nited States Consul at San Salvador 
recommends the construction o f a railway connecting the capi
tals o f M exico and Guatem ala, and connecting with the existing 
narrow gauge of the Guatem ala Central Railway, seventy-five 
miles in length and term inating on the Pacific at the open road
stead of San Jose. Referring to the clim ate o f Central America  
at the sea-level, the Consul says: "  The Nicaragua Canal, the Ship 
Railway, and the De Lesseps’ canal, each and all are at the sea 
level, and the acclim ated alone may cross the continent in safety 
at the sea-level; but there is perfect im m unity from  climatic dis
ease the instant the traveler reaches an elevation o f one thou
sand feet above the sea. Com m erce, therefore, will traverse this 
transisthmian railway with a land-locked harbor at each termi
nus, and an elevation at no point, after leaving the coast, o f less 
than tw o thousand feet above the plane o f the tw o oceans.”

But the Consul also argues that the practical good to be de
rived from  the construction o f this proposed road does not con
sist so much in the im m unity traveling m ultitudes will thereby 
have from  malaria incident to the sea level, but in the fact that 
it will accom plish the com m ercial annexation o f  the Central 
Am erican States to the U nited States. Puerto Barrios, which is 
proposed for the northern terminus o f the transisthmian road, is 
only fifty hours from M obile, and in sixty hours a traveler or a 
bale of merchandise could be transported from  M obile to La  
Union, the Pacific coast harbor. A n d  whereas steamers now pay 
from  $20 to $30 per ton at La Union for English and Australian  
coal, it m ight be delivered there from  the United States over the 
transisthmian railway for from  $5 to $7 per ton. The Govern
ment o f the United States will undoubtedly discover the excel
lent political and commercial results to be derived from  the 
construction of such a road.
The Proposed Bridge across the E n g lish  Channel.

In our last issue a description was given of a marvel of engi
neering, the projected bridge across the English Channel, which 
will afford direct railway communication between England and 
the Continent. By a typographical error the height o f the struc
ture was given as fifteen hundred feet above the sea level. The 
correct statement is that the projected bridge will be over one 
hundred aud fifty feet above the level o f the sea, and its esti
mated cost exceeds a milliard of francs, or two hundred million 
dollars.
A  Dangerous System.

The new and popular system of heating and lighting dwellings 
and other buildings by natural gas has recently been discovered 
to be accompanied by extraordinary risks of extreme danger 
from accident at the receiving or distributing centers. Its con
venience and economy of use have caused natural gas to be con
sidered as one o f the greatest o f modern conveniences; but the
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explosions occurring* recently in Buffalo, by some disarrange? 
ment of the mechanism, through which control of the pressure 
was lost, have demonstrated the danger of its use. St. Paul’s 
Cathedral was destroyed, another church was set on lire, and a 
dozen different explosions occurred in as many stores or resi
dences. Evidently the use of this gras will have to be discon
tinued, or some modification of the mechanism by which it is 
distributed must be introduced to obviate any possibility of 
similar accidents. In employing the cosmic forces of nature so 
much more carets required than in the use of physical power, 
which can be controlled by intelligence at any period, that it 
is necessary to apply at the outset all calculations and contri
vances to provide for the accidents likely to occur, and some 
means to render them harmless. If this were done in every 
instance, the deadly wires of the electric lighting system, 
which threaten life'wherever they are likely to come In contact 
with it, might be made as harmless as the “ light, out-speeding 
telegraph ”  wires are.
More Gold.

The gold product of the earth seems to be again ou the in
crease. Besides the gold-fields in Southwestern Africa, those of 
the Transvaal (between Limpopo and the Zambesi) are especially 
noticeable for rich 3*ields. Two Englishmen, Johnson and Baines, 
who have recently made a tour of exploration there, speak most 
favorably of them. The gold-mines of Mysore, in British India, 
have also during the last year been remarkably productive; aud 
in Wales the gold-miuing business seems to be paying. Morgan, 
the owner of the newly discovered gold-mines in Wales, lias re
turned to London with more than four hundred ounces of gold, 
obtained from 250 tons of ore. Fifteen drills are kept going in the 
gold-diggings night and day, and have already thrown out two 
or three thousand tons of ore.
The Perfected Phonograph.

That greatest marvel of invention, the phonograph, a machine 
which will receive the sound-waves of speech or song aud then 
automatically reproduce these sounds, is said by its inventor to 
be at last practically perfected. A  phonograph factory is now 
building, which will be completed within two months, and then 
the public will be able to test the new talking-machine and dis
cover its practical uses. The phonograph, as recently shown to 
the members of the Electric Club and other distinguished per
sons in New York City, is a scientific-looking instrument, appar
ently quite capable of its delicate function— until now clumsily 
and inaccurately performed by the tongue of gossip— of report
ing audibly and verbatim any words confided to it. Its princi
pal parts are a small electric motor ; the feeding gear, which by 
power from the motor moves the recording diaphragm and the 
reproducing diaphragm steadily along over the tubular surface 
of w ax ; and the brass cylinder on which the wax is fitted. 
This cylinder is revolved by the motor at the rate of fifty or sixty 
turns in a minute. A  tube with a gutta-percha mouth-piece 
conveys the vibrations of the voice to the sensitive diaphragm, 
and, below this, a needle cuts shallow scratches into the wax 
cylinder. When the sound is to be given forth, the frame is 
moved half-round to bring the reproducing diaphragm into 
place. This has a fine, wire-like tracing point, which follows 
the lines inscribed on the wax and imparts the vibration to the 
diaphragm, and the sounds are made audible through another 
tube ana receiver, which is held to the ear. The cylinder of wax 
can be slipped off the brass cylinder and mailed to a distance, 
where, if applied to a similar instrument, it can be made to repro
duce sounds that have been silent for any length of time. Unlike 
some conversationalists, the phonograph may be made to stop at 
any point of its “  reproduced ”  speech, to give time to any tran
scriber or type-writer, so that it will be exceedingly useful in 
offices ; and dictator and copyist will not be necessarily restricted 
to the same hour. It is a little too soon to predict that the pho
nograph will supersede stenography, but its uses cannot fail to 
be as practically unlimited as the power of the human voice.
The Children of Slavery.

A preliminary decision has been rendered in a contested will 
case, which has excited considerable surprise. The contested 
will is that of Mrs. Elizabeth Bunce, a colored woman, bom  in 
slavery, who died a widow, leaving her property to a white girl 
who had been a companion of hers some years. Elizabeth’s 
mother, who had married her father when both were slaves, had 
died, and her father married again. His grandchildren by this 
second marriage contest the will, claiming that it is a forgery, 
aud that they are the legal heirs of Elizabeth. But Judge Tuley, 
of Chicago, has decided that she was an illegitimate child, and 
could have no heirs but those of her own body. The ground of 
the decision is that as slaves were chattels, no legal marriage 
between them was possible. It is claimed by Mr. Fish, who 
represents the contestants, that the effect of the Proclamation 
of Emancipation was to restore to the slaves all lights of which 
they were deprived before the war, so that all the rights of free
dom were attached to them retroactively, aud the children born 
In slavery became legitimate. It is stated that a bill will soon be 
brought before Congress declaring that the intent and effect of 
the Emancipation Proclamation and the Constitutional Amend
ments were to validate all slave marriages. The case in point 
will, however, be appealed, aud the final decision will be of. great 
importance to former slaves, and the children of those born in 
slavery.

! California Ostriches,
A temperate climate, pure air and water, and no possibility of 

! snow, are essentials to the well-being of the African ostrich. He 
also likes plenty of room, which most of the settlers near an 
ostrich farm are usually willing to give him, as all who have read 
that romantic story of South African life, “  Jess,”  can readily 

I believe. Consequently the report of a purchase of some thou
sands of acres in Tehama County, near tbe Sacramento River, by 
Dr. Sketchley, the pioneer of ostrich breeding and ostrich-feather 
raising in California, for an ostrich pasture, seems to augur well 

| for tlie future success of ostrich raising as an American indus- 
I try. The place selected possesses all tbe above enumerated 
I requisites for an ostrich farm, and is similar in climate to the 
. Transvaal in South Africa, where the ostrich is at home.

A Magnetic Girl.
A  physician writing for Ttke M edical R eporter gives an account 

of a peculiar case of magnetic power— if it may be thus termed—  
i which came under his notice. The phenomenon is a pretty little 
! girl three and a half years old, who amuses herself by hanging 
I spoons to the tips of her fingers, where they “  stick ”  as if glued ; 

and she can carry them around the room thus suspended. The 
child is called “  a human magnet ”  by believers in magnetic rub- 

I bing, and a “  m edium”  by the spiritualists. She is a delicate, 
sickly child, and her singular power is probably owing to some 
morbid state as yet unexplained by physical science.
A  Transplanted Eye.

A  most delicate and remarkable surgical operation wits recently 
performed in Philadelphia, which consisted of transplanting part 
of a rabbit’s eve into that of a human being. The patient was a 
girl whose eye was so inflamed as to be almost useless for 

I vision, and tbe operation was to relieve the obscurity of sight. 
Without technically describing the operation, it may be simply 
said to be the engrafting of a piece of tbe cornea of tbe eye ; and 
a rabbit’s eye was selected because of its similarity to tbe 
human eye, and because, being a distinctively herbaceous 
animal, its blood is less liable to contaminating influence than 
that of animals who live on animal food wholly or in part. 
The patient aud tbe rabbit were both placed under the influence 
of the local anaesthetic, cocaine, and a very delicate instrument, 
manufactured for the purpose, was used. "This was invented by 
Professor Gipple of Giessen, Germany, and, by means of a clock
work attachment, not only bores into the cornea of the eye, but 
also registers the exact depth of the puncture. By this means, 
a very small portion of the cornea from a point directly in front 
of the pupil was taken from the rabbit’s eye, and a piece corre
sponding in size and position from the afflicted eye of the human 
patient, and the piece of rabbit’s eye substituted. This is the 
third operation of its kind, and the first performed in this 
country : but no doubts of its satisfactory results are enter
tained by expert ophthalmic surgeons, since the previous opera
tions were successful beyond expectation.
The Lorelei in South. America

The Lorelei is indissolubly associated with the legends of the 
Rhine, and no one would ever have believed that she, like less 
mythical sweet singers and charming actresses, would leave 
her native waters and cross tlie ocean to enchant men abroad. 
But the Germans have been unromantic enough to suggest the 
necessity of removing with dynamite the dangerous rock upon 
which the golden-haired siren sat and sang her “  wondrous mel
ody,”  luring careless navigators to destruction. It is not likely 
the Lorelei has yet fully realized how completely her charming 
song is rendered harmless and that it will be necessary for her 
to “ move on.”  A  place has already been found for her. A  
colossal statue of the Lorelei is about to be made in Germany 
and imported to the rocky shores of that great South American 
stream, the Rio de la Plata, and the sculptor Albert Manthe has 

‘ already completed the model for the casting. A  lover of Rhen
ish romance, formerly a Rhinelander, now dwelling in Buenos 
Ayres, who possesses considerable land on a romantic part of 
the Rio de la Plata, has cherished the memory of the Lorelei of 
his native stream, and now proposes, prompted by a desire to 
perpetuate the poetic Germau legend, to introduce her to this 
distant zone. This South Americau Lorelei is a work of art, 
which will be a lasting memorial, not only of the fabled en
chantress of the Rhine, but also of the romantic poetry and art 
of Germany.
Rats in China.

A  plague of rats is reported in a recent number of the Jfekin 
Gazette, which recalls the German legend of the rats of Hamelin. 
Certain postal routes have had to be changed in Outer Mon
golia on account of the honey-combing of the whole country by 
myriads of rats, who have burrowed and eaten up the pasturage 
so extensively that the supply of food for camels and horses is 
greatly diminished, and the burrows are dangerous to all 
mounted travelers and couriers. The prize offered bv the Aus
tralian Government fo.^a Riddance of the rabbits which infest 
that country may afford a suggestion to the authorities in 
China to offer iuduc&^Rnts which M. Pasteur or some unknown 
Whittington may m|^Rdvantageous enough to undertake the 
task of ridding theWRintry of these vermin. China and the 
Chinese have been afflicted enough of late, what with earth
quakes, floods, restricted immigration, etc.
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H o u s e h o l d .

Comparative Housekeeping.
IV.

H ow  to  S e t  t h e  T a b l e  o n  T w e n t y  Ce n t s  a  D a y  fo r
E a c h  Pe r s o n .

Dinners.

E CONOMICA L housekeepers realize by experience that 
in providing for the dinners of a family very much 
is gained by looking well ahead. A little forethought 

means large saving. The wife of the poorly paid mechanic 
or day-laborer understands this when she starts out on Sat

urday night to do her week’s marketing. She, in fact, is 
only, in her small way, following the example of the econo
mist who buys at wholesale ; but by the practical lessons of 
her life’s limitations she learns, if she is capable of learning 
anything, just what proportion of the week’s earnings must 
be allotted to meat, how much to sugar, etc., etc., in a way 
which is often unattainable even by the “  screw :” for econ
omy is a wide-reaching term and includes far-reaching knowl
edge. It is one thing to go without what our means cannot 
procure, and quite another to spend a limited sum so judi
ciously that it covers our needs, and perhaps leaves a margin.

At one time when my profession called me into a poor 
neighborhood,— in which, with the exception of the doctor’s 
family, there was in the entire district no one above the 
reach of poverty, the very clergyman having a family of 
nine children to support on an income of some $480 a year,—  
I had the opportunity of studying the economic life of the 
laboring poor. Much has been written of their thriftlessness 
and ignorance ; I have often thought that the forethought 
and practical wisdom of many a hardworking char-woman, 
ay, even of a mere child, would afford a theme for eloquence, 
one taking as a text, not what the poor do not know, but how, 
upon a mere pittance, they manage to live at all.

In the same spirit I would suggest that providers upon 
the limit of 20 cents a day per person, follow the example of 
the in telligen t poor in this matter, rather than that of the 
instructed well*to-do. For one thing is certain ; that the 
success of housekeeping depends, not in the least, as many 
by their actions seem to imagine, upon having what richer 
people have, but simply in securing for a given sum the very 
best attainable result. This fact was very forcibly impressed 
upon my mind during a stay of some months in Paris, the 
city of all others in which the care of the m enage should 
excite imitation, where families live well on the smallest 
incomes, and never, under any circumstances, betray squalor, 
or appear at disadvantage.

Many and many a lesson in practical housekeeping did I 
learn from my landlady, whose resources were limited to 
the rent of modest rooms. In considering the limit of our 
present sum I am forcibly reminded of her. W hen upon 
a certain fSte-day she expected a friend to dinner, she confi
dentially told me that he was an epicure, and that her 
resources were limited to the expenditure of a franc ; but, 
she added triumphantly, “  nous verrons / ” and we did.

I was admitted to the feast, and recall my sense of admi
ration and astonishment as the bean soup was replaced by 
a dish of veal with spring carrots, ha/ricots blancs, to be suc
ceeded in their turn by endive salad, water ices, and coffee. 
Madame scrupulously explained to me that the coffee was 
not covered by the franc, nor the onions which had flavored 
the soup ; but the feat was not the less astonishing to me on 
this account. W e  cannot do better than follow some of the 
lessons I learned in that unpretending' French home, and in 
m y investigations among the English poor. If from the one

I learned forethought, from the other 1 gained an idea of the 
nicety and attention to detail which renders the most modest 
French dinner attractive.

W e have the sum of 41| cents for our dinners, amounting 
for the week to $2.92. Such a sum will authorize meals 
which will appear astonishing to those whose idea of econ
omy consists in sparseness. It will allow, to begin with, of 
two joints in the week, one for a boiled, the other for a 
roast, dinner. W e shall have soup every day not only 
because we can afford it and because it is distinctly econom
ical. but because it is exceedingly healthful and an aid to 
digestion. W e  shall not have the prime cuts, nor porter
house steaks, because they are neither economical nor neces
sarily healthful, and less-favored portions contain as much, 
and perhaps more, nourishment, and are equally toothsome.

W e will begin with a boiled dinner on Sunday, when, 
probably in response to a foolish custom, dinner will be at 
one o’clock. A good deal can be said against this change of 
hour on one day in the week, but that can be considered 
later ; for the moment our problem is the expenditure of 
$2.92 for seven good, nourishing dinners.

Our first outlay will be for a shoulder of mutton. This 
costs 9 cents a pound in my neighborhood. A small joint, 
taking in a portion of the neck, weighs just three pounds ; 
value, 27 cents. W e then buy a quart of pearl barley, cost
ing 10 cents ; 2 cents’ worth of turnips ; 2 cents’ worth of 
capers ; one-half pint of milk, 2 cents ; one-half pound of 
flour, 2 cents ; potatoes, 4 cents ; and we have provided for 
two most excellent dinners, even, as I proved by actual expe
rience, for three : but I am bound to say that those for 
whom I provided were very small meat-eaters. However, 
we may be well content if the little shoulder affords, as it 
certainly will, two most appetizing meals.

W e shall take the joint and place it in a deep saucepan 
with more than sufficient cold water to cover it, and add a 
quarter of the barley (2£ cents’ worth) ; then place the sauce
pan w ithin reach  of the heat of the fire, but not allow it 
to pass beyond boiling point, adding, of course, salt. We 
shall let it simmer for three hours, when the meat will be 
very tender and the soup ready. Meantime we have cut 
our turnips up into small dice, boiled them in water till 
tender, thrown the water off and replaced it by milk with a 
little flour stirred into i t ; we have boiled four or five pota
toes and mashed them with a little milk ; chopped our 
capers, and made for them a little melted butter thickened 
with flour ; and by the time our joint is ready to be dished, 
we have our flour and milk already stirred for a minute 
pudding. Such a dinner, plain as this, not only answers 
every requirement of appetite and nourishment, but read 
as a menu would be considered quite extravagant.

Barley Soup.
Boiled Mutton with Caper Sauce.

Turnips with White Sauce. Mashed Potatoes.
Minute Pudding.

The expenditure, we see at once, does not exceed our 
limit of 41§ cents ; is, indeed, within it, for the good reason 
that we have sufficient left of meat and soup for the next 
day’s meal. Barley soup may, it may be incidentally 
remarked, be either strained or served with the barley in it; 
either way it is excellent, and made in this manner is strong, 
so much so that what is left over can well be watered.

In buying the shoulder of mutton we have of course 
taken the trimmings, which butchers are so fond of throw
ing aside as of no value, and which the young housekeeper 
often most foolishly disregards ; but,, as we know better, 
we have them, whatever they are, to add to the soup for 
the morrow. W e strain the stock, if it has not been strained, 
add a carrot and onion chopped up, and let it simmer on the 
side of the fire ; we take our cold mutton and stand it over
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a saucepan of boiling* water till it is boated through, and 
then have ready a white sauce made of a very little butter, 
flour, and mills:, into which we put chopped parsley ; we cut 
some carrots into very thin rounds and stew them till tender, 
adding for them a little flour to a portion of the sauce and 
stirring it til) smooth ; we boil a few  potatoes ; and having  
a pudding made of half a cupful of rice and a pint of m iik, 
behold our second day’s dinner, equal in proportion to the 
first, for it includes :

Soup.
Mutton with Parsley Sauce.

Stewed Carrots. Boiled Potatoes.
Rice Pudding:.

Now, in my own experience, the third day’s dinner was 
equally successful ; and although I do not think it a fair 
test, as m y fam ily were small eaters, 1 shall still give it, as 
by trying a larger joint, at an increase o f say eighteen cents, 
it would certainly be a possibility for any family. Here then 
is the menu :

Carrot Soup (costing: 2 cents).
Meat Croquettes with Brown Oravy.
Stewed Onions. Baked Potatoes.

Marmalade Pudding.
On this occasion m y joint having provided sufficient d ebris 

for croquettes, 1 could afford the indulgence of the marma
lade pudding, which otherwise would have .been decidedly 
extravagant; although it is very simple, consisting m erely  
o f equal weights of bread-crumbs, flour, marmalade, and 
chopped suet, with one egg, a little salt, and about a tea
spoonful of baking-powder, mixed together, poured into a 
mold, and steamed for two hours.

There remain four days yet to consider, aud a thrifty  
housekeeper knows that for a roast joint she m ust not 
indulge in either porter-house, or even rib roasts, but be 
content with a piece of solid meat from the round ; but 
she may rest assured that, judiciously treated, it may equal 
any joint she ever puts on the table. Its cost will be 16 cents 
a pound probably, possibly less. She m ust buy 4  to 5 
pounds, better the larger piece ; 80 cents will cover the 
expense. The best way to cook it is to braise i t ; that is to 
say, to roast it over the fire in an iron pot, having first 
heated some drippings in the saucepan, and w ell floured and 
salted the meat. Let it brown on every side, and then 
withdraw it to the side of the fire and let it merely simmer. 
Very few , even of good cooks, understand this secret of 
excellent roasts. N o French cook bakes meat in an oven as 
we do ; she is far too wise. By the method of braising, all 
the good results of the oven or open fire are secured without 
the evils of the first. W e  have then, for onr fifth day, a 
roast joint, and our menu m ust include a soup. This we 
shall best provide on this occasion by having taken a few  
cents’ worth o f bones with our joint, supposing it had no 
trimmings, and a nice vegetable soup shall be the result, for 
which we need only the stock strained and returned to the 
pot with some carrot, onion, turnip, and parsley, finely 
chopped, giving us :

Vegetable Soap.
Roast Beef. Boiled Beets.

Mashed Potatoes. White Beans.
Stewed Prunes.

Beans make an excellent vegetable, and serve a double 
purpose, because the liquor in which they have been boiled  
affords the basis of to-morrow’s soup. To prepare them  as 
a vegetable, soak over night, boil till tender, then drain, add 
a little flour and butter, and shake up w ell in the saucepan.

One day in our week we have a cold dinner, as regards the 
joint, thus :

Tomato Soap (made from the bean liquor).
Cold Beef. Potato Salad.

Apple Tart.
On this occasion, again, our meat being provided, we 

indulge in a better dessert.
V ol. X X IV .—Ju ly , 1888.—48

W e  have two coming dinners for which we do not intend 
to provide any extra meat. The cold joint must furnish 
sufficient, or we must for one day take fish ; a course I never 
recommend, because fish dinners, unless elaborate, are not 
satisfying. Hash or mince is better. For my own part, I 
should expect to have m y sixth dinner something of this 
order :

Potato Soup.
Minced Beef with Fried Onions.

Baked Potatoes. Cabbage.
Tapioca Padding (Without eggsi.

Mince, properly made, is excellent. Cut up the meat and 
chop it perfectly fine, with an onion ; sprinkle with flour, 
and heat over the fire in a little water, stirring it all the time, 
till it simmers ; brown the gravy, and add fried onions after 
serving. There will still probably be a residue of meat, 
which will give us excellent material for a last dinner, 
which shall consist of :

Pea Soup,
Potato Pie.

Mashed Carrots. Sweet Potatoes.
Bread Pudding.

Potato pie is generally appreciated if well made. For 
this, too, the meat m ust be finely minced and the gravy  
browned, then placed on a pie-dish and covered with a thick 
crust of mashed potatoes, and browned in the oven. It can 
be flavored with a chopped onion, or in any way desired.

It is easy to see that if seven dinners can be obtained by  
an expenditure of $1.07  for the meat, or even of $1.25 for 
meat, allowing the extra two pounds of mutton, that the 
total cost need certainly not exceed the stipulated sum of 
$2.92  for seven dinners. Such an expenditure calls cer
tainly for consideration, care, and forethought, but it is not 
only possible, but practicable ; and if our later articles on a 
broader basis can suggest more varied fare, they will not 
perhaps afford greater possibility in regard to healthful 
nourishment, which, after all, is a prime consideration.

W e  shall next consider what an expenditure of 35 cents a 
day for each person will warrant.

J a n e t  E . R u u t z  R e e s .

E arly Summer Fruits.
St r a w b e r r y  J eul.y .— This is a delicious preserve, preferred by 

many to guava jelly, which it closely resembles. Hull the 
berries, bruise them slightly, and put them in a maslin or agate 
ironware preserving-kettle and stir for a few minutes over a 
moderate fire ; strain without pressure, weigh the juice and boil 
it rapidly for twenty minutes ; remove from the fire, and stir 
into it twelve ounces of sugar to a pound of juice; when the 
sugar is dissolved, boil it again quickty for twenty minutes, re
moving the scum as it rises, and pour it into jars or glasses. 
One-quarter the quantity of currant juice may be mixed with that 
of the strawberries, which will make the jelly firmer, b.ut will alter 
the flavor slightly. Another rule for making strawberry jelly is to 
take equal weights of sugar and strawberry juice; boil the sugar 
from ten to twenty minutes before adding the juice (previously 
boiled five minutes); stir the fruit-juice and sugar, off the fire, 
till thoroughly blended, then boil all together from ten to twenty 
minutes, testing with a spoon until the jelly forms.

Ch e r r y  Ch e ese .— Pit the cherries, bruise and boil them until 
soft enough to pulp through a sieve, which will be in from 
twenty to thirty minutes. Weigh the pulp and boil it again to 
a dry paste, then add sugar in the proportion of six ounces to 
the pound. When this is dissolved, stir, without ceasing, over a 
quick fire, until it is so dry as not to adhere to the finger when 
touched ; then press it immediately into small molds or bowls, 
from which it may be*turned when wanted for the table.

F r u it  P r eser ve d  W ith o u t  Su g a r .— One of the newest Cali
fornia methods of preserving fruit whole and without sugar is as 
follows : Fill $fcean, perfectly dry fruit-jars with fresh, sound 
fruit; add nothing, not even water. Be sure that the fruit is 
closely packed in. Wrap a little hay $r a cloth around each
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jar, and stand them in a pan or boiler o f cold water. Let the 
water reach not quite to the shoulder o f the jars. Bring the water 
to  a boil over a moderate fire, and then boil gently for ten min
utes. Seal the jars and replace, setting them upside down in 
the water. Boil fifteen minutes longer. Take pan and all off the 
fire, and let the jars cool in the water. I f  the fruit shrinks too 
rapidly, less time may be allowed to the boiling. This is a re
ceipt every housekeeper will require to test in small quantities 
to becom e familiar with the necessary length of time for differ
ent fruits, before using it extensively.

N ursery  Pr e s e r v e .— Tw o pounds o f pitted cherries; boil 
them twenty minutes, then add a pound and a half o f raspber
ries, and the same quantity o f red and white currants weighed 
without their stems. Boil all together twenty minutes, add three 
pounds and a half o f granulated sugar, and boil fifteen minutes 
longer. The preserves must be stirred throughout the cooking.

F r u it  Perils.—Select fine clusters o f  red and white currants, 
large ripe cherries, gooseberries o f different colors, and fresh 
strawberries or raspberries, whichever are to be had. Beat up 
the white o f an egg with half as much cold  water, dip the fruit 
into this, drain it for a moment on a sieve, and then roll it in 
sifted powdered sugar until every part is coated ; give it a gentle 
shake, and lay it on sheets o f white paper to dry. It will dry in 
the course o f three or four hours, if placed in a warm room  or a 
sunny window.

Creole  Sh e r b e t .— Make a strong, sweet lemonade o f one 
dozen lemons, adding one grated pine-apple. Pour two cans o f 
condensed milk into a pitcher, add enough water to thin it 
a little, and stir it smooth and even. Mix it well and evenly 
with the lemonade and pine-apple, and pour into the freezer 
and freeze. Be careful not to. let one lemon seed get into it, 
and if possible not to cut a lemon seed, as it detracts much from 
the flavor.

From Cellar to Garret.
IV .

T h e  P a r l o r  a n d  H a l l .

evening as I came home from the city, I saw a 
man with a team and wagon turning out of the gate 
that led to the back yard. I saw nothing of Ada, so 

hastened to the house just in time to hear the dear girl com
ing with rapid steps down the stairs from the room over the 
kitchen. W hen I asked her about the team, her eyes 
danced and she gave me a long lecture about a man’s curi
osity and bade me wait and see. I did not attempt to invade 
her workshop, but must say that I wondered just what she 
might be constructing in that little room. I had learned 
that she was fond of planning little surprises, and that her 
pleasure was greatly increased if I respected her silence.

Two weeks later was my birthday ; apd when I left for 
the city, it was with a special charge to come home early ; 
and I knew by the tone and the look that accompanied it 
that there was something quite out of the common in store 
for me. I fear my thoughts were anywhere but on the for
eign samples I was looking over, and about the middle of 
the afternoon I left the store and took the train for home.

I never expect to see a more pleasing sight than that 
which greeted me as I opened the gate. It had been a per
fect spring day ; a shower in the morning had laid the dust, 
the front yard had been cleared up, and pots of blooming 
plants were arranged on the porch and down the edges of 
the walk. The windows were open, the blinds were thrown 
back, and as the cool breeze swept through the house the 
fragrance of English violets filled the air.

Ada was too happy to speak; she whisked me upstairs, and 
bade me make my toilet in haste. I had only a glimpse of 
the parlor through the open door, but one look was enough 
to fill me with wonder. Ada was waiting for me at the foot 
of the stairs, and I was shown into the parlor.

It would be difficult to imagine a more remarkable trans
formation than Ada had wrought in that very ordinary

apartment. The old paint had been removed from the wood
work by coating it with a strong solution of potash. The 
wood was then thoroughly washed with water into which a 
little vinegar was put to kill the alkali, then rinsed in clear 
water. The ceiling was finished in very light gray ; the 
cornice was in a darker shade of gray with a narrow line of 
gold at the lower edge. The walls were covered with plain 
paper in a soft gray tint, and there was a frieze of me
dium width, in gray and gold.

The floor, although whole and in fairly good condition for 
such a place, was found to be full of tack-marks, and so 
badly stained and spotted with paint that it was necessary 
to cover the surface entirely, or else have it dressed, which 
would have been very difficult, especially near the base
boards, where the renovating process was most needed.

Ada procured some very fine, clean, pine sawdust, and 
placed nearly half a bushel of it with some water in a large 
kettle on the back of the range. Here it was allowed to 
remain for ten days, boiling nearly all of the time during 
each day. Meanwhile the stout boy who had been general 
assistant from the first, had gone very thoroughly over the 
floor, first with very coarse sand-paper, and later with finer 
grades, so that the surface of the boards was comparatively 
smooth. The sawdust had by this time become a pulpy 
mass, and was thoroughly beaten every day until it was of 
the consistency of paste. The water was drained from it 
and it was allowed to dry. It then resembled fine flock.

This fluffy material was mixed with glue made of equal 
parts of gum sandarac and mastic, in the proportion of an 
ounce of each to one pint and a half of spirits of wine and 
an ounce of finest turpentine. The gums were dissolved in 
the spirits, and the turpentine added. The compound was 
placed in a double glue-pot, or a kettle set inside of a larger 
one filled with water, and a pint of isinglass glue was added 
with constant stirring until the mixture was thoroughly 
incorporated. Then the wood-pulp was added, and stirred 
until it was as thick as strong paste.

This mixture was applied hot to the boards, for a space of 
about eighteen inches wide around the margin of the floor, 
and allowed to become thoroughly dry, when it was rubbed 
with fine sand-paper, and another coat was put on and sim
ilarly finished. W hen entirely dry, the boards were gone 
over alternately with light and dark polish, and rubbed 
smooth with rubbers made of Canton flannel. W hen finished, 
the wood resembled the finest grained holly, and had a sur
face like china.

Ada was so well pleased with the result of this treatment, 
that instead of having the wood-work repainted, as had 
been her original intention, she finished it exactly like the 
floor, putting in a band of dark finish upon the lighter 
moldings. The effect of this was exquisite. All irregu
larities were concealed, nail-holes were filled up, and some 
mended parts were so skillfully covered that no sign of a 
break was visible.

The floor inside the border was covered with a handsome 
Wilton carpet, her “  one extravagance,” Ada said, for it cost 
her, made, and laid with necessary paper,' just $90, and 
was a bargain even at that figure. But it was exceptionally 
elegant, and formed a perfect background for the many 
charming things that made up the general effect. It was in 
dull olive and gray, with a dash of very delicate faded red. 
The pattern was not at all pronounced, which made it all 
the more desirable.

The arrangement of the window draperies was a genuine 
surprise to me. Flat bands of all-wool tapestry extended 
from the top of the window casings to the floor, and in a 
straight band across the top of the casing. These bands 
were about fourteeu inches wide, lined with fine silesia, 
and edged with curtain gimp about one inch and a half
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wide. They were of a dull gray color, somewhat like 
unbleached flax. Ada had painted them in tapestry dyes, 
and so perfect was the work that the windows seemed 
framed with trailing1 vines and blossoms. The bay-window 
borders had a trellis and morning-glories. The two side- 
windows were masses of drooping wistaria, and the mantel- 
drapery, between these windows, was of a similar pattern. 
The two windows that opened upon the back porch were 
done in ivy vines over a rustic lattice. The material and 
making*up of all of the bands were similar, only the painted 
designs differing. Inside of this tapestry border were very 
full curtains of the softest, finest, cream-tinted mull, with
out trimming other than wide hemstitched hems. They 
were sufficiently long to clear the floor when undraped, and 
were drawn back by loops of wide ribbon. Anything more 
dainty and cool-looking could scarcely be imagined.

After I had a moment’s time to recover from my astonish
ment. I glanced at the furniture. Ada’s eyes were full of 
expectation and inquiry as she said, “  W ell ? ”

To say that I was delighted would be but a faint expres
sion of my feelings. “  The quaintest, daintiest idea that ever 
entered into an ingenious brain,” I said. “ But I never saw 
anything like them. Where did the frames come from ? ”

“  From the planing-mill, in sticks of dressed lumber four 
inches square. The man with the team brought them, 
when your curiosity was so much aroused.”

“ But r e a l l y , I  persisted, “ I don't understand. You  
couldn’t make them yourself 199

“ Not exactly, but I made the plans, and got a carpenter 
to come and saw them and make the holes by which the 
frames are bolted together,” said Ada, laughing at my 
surprise. “ You see, I wanted something odd, quaint, 
Quakerish, altogether out of the common. So I had the 
pieces cut and fitted, and I bolted them together and did all 
of the covering of the frames myself. It was hard work, 
but it paid ; don’t you think so? ”

And I did, indeed ; provided Ada hadn’t worn herself out 
at it.

The furniture frames were made of pieces of dressed 
lumber four inches square. The bodies of the chairs were 
made in perfectly square shape, a frame around the seat, 
square legs, and one bar across each side as a stay, or brace. 
The framing was done in the simplest fashion, half of each 
stick being cut away, and the ends joined and fastened with 
small iron bolts with nuts and round heads. These bolts 
were just long enough to hold firmly and not project beyond 
the surface of the sticks. Holes were made into which the 
ends were sunk, and the depressions were filled in with the 
wood and varnish pulp that Ada had used for the floor. The 
backs of the small chairs were of pieces about four by two 
inches, and with square tops. They were set at a slightly 
backward angle, and bolted to the body portion.

The seats and backs were upholstered. The frames were 
entirely covered with Quaker-gray plush, put on with such 
skill and care that it was impossible to detect the joining 
without the closest scrutiny. The chair-seats were of gray 
plush with a square of tapestry in the middle, on which 
was a variety of designs,— figures in Louis X IV . costumes, 
court scenes, a party dancing the minuet, and the like. 
Two large chairs had frames similarly covered, upholstered 
seats, and plush-covered back frames, with thick cushions 
attached by strong brass rods that ran from side to side 
across the backs of the chairs. The cushions were square 
and made in box shape, the edges were corded, and the 
fronts tufted. The brass rods ran through them at the 
upper and lower edges.

The sofa, or divan, was made on a plan similar to the 
large chairs just described. The frames of the backs were 
covered, the plush cushions were in the same style and were

mounted on brass rods in tbe same manner. There were 
three of these cushions, one rather narrow and long and set 
upright in the middle of the back, the others larger and 
square, and all finished as described. The seat was plainly 
finished, with a tapestry panel set in at either end.

The only upholstered chair that had other than a home
made frame, was a very large, all-over-stuffed rocking-cjiair 
of the most luxurious sort. It was deep and wide, and fin
ished in biscuit tufting at the top, and long pipes below. 
The seat was plain, the cover was of gray plush, and the 
middle of the seat had a painted tapestry design to match 
the other pieces.

But the greatest success of all was the center chair or 
divan, an eight-sided affair, the frames for the bodies made 
of the heavy pieces, and the backs of the lighter strips. 
This piece of furniture was so constructed that it could be 
separated into two sections, each of which would form a 
sort of semicircular seat which could be placed against the 
wall. It was finished to match the other furniture, the 
seat cushions, of which there were eight, having the same 
style of painted designs* and the backs fitted with the 
tufted cushions on brass rods. These backs were slightly 
inclined to a central point, and about five feet high. The 
regular back-cushions were about as long as those of the 
ordinary chairs. Above these were plush-covered cross
pieces, and smaller cushions similar in style and mounting.

The slope of the back-pieces left a considerable space at 
the top. This was covered by a shelf, plainly finished in 
plush like the frames, except that upon the under side it 
was laid in flat folds, wide at the outer edge, and narrowing 
to a center like the folds of a fan. The shelf was in two 
pieces, and each made a side-bracket when set against the 
wall, or it formed a center pedestal for any ornamental object, 
when they were placed together.

There were two medium-gized tables, the frames made of 
the four-inch-square pieces of wood bolted together, and 
covered with plush. The square tops were of planed board 
one inch thick, and in the middle of the table-tops were set 
tapestry designs bordered with plush. A  charming set of 
cabinet shelves was made of the same kind of pieces, simi
larly covered, and forming a frame of single bars about 
eighteen inches wide, three feet long, and four and one-half 
feet high. Holes were made through the end pieces from 
front to back. Through these holes brass rods were put and 
fastened by thumb-screws. These rods were the supports 
for shelves of plate-glass, that were cut just wide enough to 
fill the space between the front and back standards. The 
top plate had holes drilled through the- comers, and posts of 
brass, passing through to tbe wood, held it in place.

But the most unique of all the objects in this exquisite 
collection was a bric-a-brac cabinet, the frame made of the 
square sticks and covered with plush. Instead of brass 
rods there were cross-pieces of wood from front to back, 
and a bar midway across tbe back and front, for additional 
strength. Several small, square, box-like frames of various 
sizes were made and covered. Ada had provided a number 
of pieces of fine, beveled-edge, French plate mirror and plain 
glass. These were fitted into the sides of the cabinet-squares, 
and fastened in with very narrow giIt* molding nailed on 
with tiny brass tacks. There were*seven of these squares, 
all having sides or back of glass, either in the mirror or 
plain plate. They were attached to the frame at odd inter
vals, with special regard for irregularity of design, and I  
could but assert that anything more attractive and appro
priate never came from the hands of an amateur.

“ I didn’t try doors and hinges, locks and keys, for the 
cabinet, for I felt too little confidence in myself for that, 
but I think for an amateur the entire job is a fair success. 
One of the first points is that the material for the frames
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and their cutting- and framing cost me just $15 cash out
la y /’

“  Not for all of these things ! ”  I exclaimed in amaze
ment.

“  Yes, for all of the plush-covered frames ; the brass rods 
and the glass cost me about $10 more. I would never have 
believed it myself, but I kept an accurate account of it,—  
lumber, work, bolts, and all. Of course that does not include 
my own work,— but I am not working for pay just now, but 
for love of it,” Ada replied.

“  W ell, if results are any satisfaction, you ought to be the 
best paid woman in the world,”  I said ; for I could scarcely 
believe that anyone outside of an expert professional could 
have done such work. “  But surely, you did not do the 
upholstering?” I asked, ready in my bewildered state to be
lieve almost anything.

“ No, but I could have done it, and in good style too, as I 
will prove to you some day. I thought it would be folly to 
spend weeks of my time on such a job, when for $18 I could 
get it done by a first-class workman. I needed my time for 
other things, so had all of that part done. I made all of the 
cushions, however, and furnished all of the plans.

“  I bought twenty-five yards of plush at $8 per yard, and 
have a good quantity left. The other materials cost about 
$25 ; but I have a suite of furniture that I couldn’t duplicate 
at any price, and that would have cost me not less than $250 
if it had been made to order, and the material would in all 
probability have been less desirable. Besides, you see I have 
an unusual number of pieces ; and here are two ottomans 
which you have not seen.” They matched the other furniture 
in every particular, and made the number of pieces in the 
suite, eleven.

“  W hen I have added the cord and fancy bead tassels that 
are to be put on each comer of the chairs, sofa, center-piece, 
and ottomans, they will be complete. These tassels are 
home-made, of some wooden beads that I saw in a large 
box in a store. They were evidently of but little value in 
the owner’s opinion, as they were covered with dust ; and I 
bought them for the proverbial ‘ song/ which was in cash 
about $4 for nearly a bushel by measure. Some Saxony 
wool and a little floss silk, the whole costing about $1.50, 
were the materials employed in my tassels and this.” She 
pointed to a draped netting that liung over the door into the 
hall. A cloud of dull pink, soft gray, and olive floss silk 
and wool meshes was set with gold, olive, bronze, and iri
descent beads about the size of small filberts. The drapery 
was three yards wide, and about one yard and a half deep, 
with a heavy fringe. It was drawn back toward either 
upper comer of the casings of the sliding doors, and looped 
with elaborate cords and tassels.

“  There,” Ada said, “ is my one indication of a love of 
barbaric splendor. I have kept it under all along, but it 
got the better of me fora little while. I don’t know whether 
I wilL let it stay, but I will leave it for the present.” I saw 
no reason why it should not remain altogether, and said so ; 
but Ada only shook her head and said she would “ see.”

The upright piano was Ada’s own. It had a beautiful 
scarf of plush and tapestry, with rich fringe. Two light 
chairs with mahogany frames and plush seats, had cost $9 
each, and an over-mantel was $22. The tidies, scarfs, 
draperies for chairs and sofas, and various small articles 
were not yet completed, and Ada said she had left the ar
rangement of the books, pictures, and ornaments for some 
time when we could both give it our attention.

As I turned from the parlor to the hall, I looked back, and 
it would be difficult to imagine a room furnished with more 
artistic taste. The hall was carpeted with W ilton to match 
the parlor, and the stair carpet was of the same goods. 
Ada said she had bought the rather unpretentious hanging

hat-rack and the small settle, because she had an idea of 
hall furniture that she intended working out at some future 
time, and then there would be no costly things to throw 
away. So there were these plain pieces, the two costing but 
$16, and two light chairs at $3 each.

There was a wide space at the rear of the hall, and a 
large door opening upon the back porch. Near this door 
was a small table that cost $4.50, and a rocking-chair of 
rattan at $6. A  large pier-glass was set in the wall under 
the stairs, and beside it was a stationary wash-stand with 
hot and cold water. These were particularly convenient 
for guests, or for Ada’s use if she wanted to make a hasty 
toilet and put on her hat without going upstairs. Her sun- 
hat and every-day wraps were in a closet under the stairs, 
which was also a convenient place for overcoats and um
brellas. Curtains of India silk trimmed the transom and the 
side-lights of the front door.

W ith  the exception of the minor items of loopings, a 
number of draperies, scarfs, and ribbons, the hall and parlor 
were complete. The outlay had been as follows :

PAR LO R.
C a rp e t.................................................$90 00 Brass rods and g la ss .......................... $10 00
W indow  draperies, (goods1.......  8 00 Fram e fo r  large chair.......................... 18 00
Mull fo r  cu rta in s ............................  16 00 2 Mahogany chairs ........................18 00
Fram es fo r  fu rn itu re .................... 15 00 Over m an tel..........................................  22 00
U pholsterer.......................................  18 00 Beads, w ool, e tc ................................... 5 50
P lush ................................................... 75 00 ij--
Springs, curled  hair, m uslln,etc. 25 00 $820 50

H ALL.
Hall c a r p e t ........................................ 85 00 Rattan r o c k e r ......................................  6 00
Stair carpet.......................................  18 00 Pier g la s s .................................................18 00
Hall ra ck  and se ttle ........................16 00
2 c h a ir s .............................................  6 00
Small ta b le .........................................  4 50 $103 50

“ N ow ,” said Ada, “ instead of this extravagance I could 
have furnished the parlor and hall after these figures.”

PA R LO R .
Carpet (body Brussels)......................$65 00
W indow  draperies »ready-made

o f  any g o o d  style >...........................  19 00
Furniture (ready-made parlor

s u ite ) .................................................... 45 00
Mantel drapery ....................................  3 00
2 ligh t chairs..................................  5 00

$137 00

HALL.
Hall carpet ....................................$18 00
Stair carpet.............................. 12 00
Hall rack, e tc ......................................... 15 00
2 chairs...................................................  4 00
Small t a b le ..........................................  2 00
ca n e  rock er . ..............................  4 50
Small m ir r o r ....................................... 5 00

$60 50

i Just think it over and see which would suit you best.
E d w a r d  W i l l i s  B l a k e l e y .

A  Bunch of Pansies.
(See W ater-C olor.)

“  T here is pansies, that's fo r  thoughts.”

TH E  pretty French name of these sweet flowers, pansy, 
or pen see , thought, is said to be because they have a 
little droop, or bend on their stems as if pensive, and 

poor mad Ophelia’s phrase, wherein “ thoughts and remem
brance fitted,” recalls their significance.

In more than one sense they may be compared to “  thoughts 
that glow ,” purpling brilliantly yet prisoned, lowly fettered 
to the ground ; varied as thoughts, paling wliitely, glow- 
ing golden, flushing with pale rose-tints, or modestly appear
ing in subdued wood-colors, striving to attract by their own 
fragrance and beauty without once attempting to climb am
bitious lattices, there to vie with more pretentious garden 
beauties whose charms would certainly pale beside the 
sumptuous violets and golds of the humble pansy.

Some affect to see saucy, bright, or malicious faces in the 
pansy’s markings, and the German name, which translated 
means “ little stepmother,” has reference to this fancy.

Yet the English name, “  heart’s-ease,”  is more to our lik
ing, and more in accord with the pansy’s wonderful popular
ity, scarcely second to that of the rose or lily,— sweeter and 
statelier though they may be ; and they are few who,

“  T o  p lu ck  its b lossom  will not stoop , fo r  pride.
Or scorn  the low ly  pansy ’s purpling splendor 

B ecause the rose is b loom in g  at their s ide .
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Yankee Girls in  Zulu  Land, by Louise Vescelius-Sheldon, is the 
account o f  the adventures o f  ihree courageous American girls, 
who, unchaperoned and unguarded by masculine protection, 
traveled, or rather wandered, for live years tu South Africa, the 
land o f  the “  Zulus and missionaries,*’ that region having been 
recommended as a sanatorium fo r  one o f  their number whose 
lungs had suffered from  a protracted course o f  London smoke 
and fog . The account o f  their adventures is told  in au altogether 
charming manner, the narrative interspersed with a good deal o f  
useful and interesting inform ation. They went to the diamond 
mines at K im berley, visited the hom es o f  the Boers, traveled 
hundreds o f  miles in ox-w agons, cam ping out on the road, always 
on the alert to see every point o f  interest or study some odd 
phase o f  uncivilized human nature, and were invariably jo lly  
uuder all circum stances, taking the inconveniences and even gen
uine hardships in a truly philosophical spirit, while they all were 
benefited in health, the invalid recovering entirely and getting 
married happily iuto the bargain. Independent o f  the pleasure 
afforded by the contents, it is always a source o f  gratification to 
read a book  gotten up in so dainty a fashion, with calendered 
paper, wide margins, clear type, and beautiful illustrations 
almost as soft as photographs. Published by W orthingtou & Co., 
New Y ork .

Accidents and Emergencies, by Charles W . Dulles, M. D., is a 
handy little manual that can be read and studied with profit by 
everyone, and should find a place in every household where it 
can be g o t at easily in case o f  sudden necessity. The author 
knows w hereof he writes, being a Fellow o f  the College o f  Phy
sicians o f  Philadelphia, and o f the Academ y o f  Surgery, and a 
surgeon attached to tw o hospitals in Philadelphia ; and the book 
is so com piled and arranged, and the index so com plete, that it is 
possible to find im m ediately the special know ledge required, if 
it. is contained in the manual. This is not intended to take the 
place, o f  a physician or surgeon, but gives concise and lucid 
directions what to do before skilled assistance arrives ; and its 
value is attested by  its popularity, this being the third edition, en
larged and revised and with new illustrations. Published by P. 
Blakiston, Son &  Co., Philadelphia.

The W orld ’s Verdict, by Mark Hopkins, Jr., is a novel whose 
heroine is judged som ewhat severely in that open court which 
we call, fo r  want o f  a better name, “  the w orld.”  This seems to 
be partly ow ing to  her name, H lyneTolofski, which is so unusual, 
not to say Russian, as to  provoke some invidious remarks. How
ever, poetic justice triumphs, and she and several other interesting 
and charming personages attain the culm inating height o f human 
felicity ,— in novels,— matrimony. Published by Tickuor and Co., 
Boston.

Queen M oney.— Those who have read “ The Story o f  Margaret 
K ent,”  and other w orks o f  the same author, will not be disap
pointed in the present book , which is written in Her happiest 
vein. It is a story o f  New Y ork  life, dealing boldly with the 
leading tendencies and follies o f  modern society, aud abounding 
with clearly conceived and vigorously executed character studies; 
while the incidents are depicted with a realistic force, and the 
conversation is uniform ly brilliant and amusing, fairly sparkling 
with happy hits. The ways o f  W all Street and “  Bohem ia,”  and 
vaiious familiar types o f  fashionable society people are admira
bly portrayed, and through all pervades a tone that is wholesome 
aud bracing. Published by T icknor &  Co., Boston.

A M an’s W ill, by Edgar Fawcett, is a temperance novel written 
in the author’ s characteristic and happiest style, and is entirely 
out o f  the line o f  the ordinary stories o f  this class. In speaking 
o f this book  Mr. Fawcett says ; “ I have seen many instances o f 
the disastrous effects o f  drink upon young men o f g ood  families 
and position. I know  what it is, fo r  I have lost three intimate 
friends through intemperance. I  have at one time and another 
seen much o f  the darker side o f  New Y ork  social life, aud I shall 
write from  my own experience and knowledge. Incidentally, 
the vicious and dissipated lives led by many young students at 
our city colleges is touched upon. Tw o kinds o f  medical char
acter are also brought in : the fashionable physician, who tells 
bis patients there is no harm in drinking, and the man o f  science

who lias Investigated the effects o f drink upon a man, and speaks 
from  absolute knowledge. The story follows the career o f  a 
young man whose father had himself been a periodic drinker, 
and who fears that his own taste is inherited ; he shatters the 
family fortunes and sinks very low, but saves himself by a heroic 
effort o f  w ill.”  Published by Funk & Wagnalls, New York.

The M inister’s Charge, by William D. Howells; Next Door, 
by Clara Louise Burnham ; and T he A dventures op a W idow , 
by Edgar Fawcett, are late Issues in Ticknor’s Paper Series o f 
choice reading, which includes so many excellent novels, printed 
in such admirable type and o f such a convenient size that the 
enjoyment o f  their contents Is greatly enhanced. Mr. Howells’ 
charming books are too well-known to need recommendation. 
Mrs. Burnham’s is a delightful story, pure and healthful in tone 
as well as piquant in its Incidents, and o f  attractive interest. The 
vigor and brilliancy o f Mr. Fawcett’ s novels and their vivid pict
ures o f  metropolitan life are well exemplified in this book, 
which is one o f his best. Published by T icknor & Co., Boston.

Esther the Gentile, by Mrs. Mary W. Hudson, is a book which 
has created wide-spread comment and interest, treating as it does 
o f  the question of plural marriages, which the Mormon religion 
advocates to the misery o f  so many sensitive hearts. It is a pow
erful and telling commentary on this crying evil o f  our land, 
and is a Western production, written by a Kansas woman 
familiar with the sad subject o f  her story. Published by Geo. 
W . Crane & Co., Topeka, Kansas.

How to Get Rich in the South, by W . H. Harrison, Jr., is a 
practical work, treating o f  the opportunities for wealth afforded 
by the occupations o f  stock-raising, liay-making, fruit culture, 
truck-farming, poultry-raising, etc., etc. It is full o f informa
tion, with every item treated o f in a separate chapter, and will 
be interesting to any one desiring to become acquainted with 
our Southern resources, as well as a guide to agricultural employ
ments. Published by W . H. Harrison, Jr., Publishing Co., Chi
cago.

The W hite RibbonBirthday Book, edited by Anna A . Gordon, 
and illustrated by Mary A. Lath bury, is a dainty book , contain
ing a selection for  each day o f the year from  the best writers 
among women, each alternate page left blank for the insertion 
o f  the names o f friends or noted personages whose birthdays 
occur on those dates. This book is the first o f the kind com 
posed, com piled, illustrated and published solely by women. 
Each selection might serve as a text for a sermon, or a motto 
for daily life, and the owner who studies its precepts cannot fail 
to becom e better in the possession o f it. The illustrations are 
in the artist-author’ s happiest style, a characteristic colored 
plate marking the beginning o f each season. This would be a 
charming g ift-book  at any season o f the 3’ear, for either young 
or old. Published by the W om an’s Temperance Publication 
Association, Chicago.

The Cross and the Grail is a poem by Lucy Larcora, in her 
well-known beautiful style, to which are appended selections 
from  Shakespeare, Longfellow , Whittier, and Phoebe and A lice 
Cary, the whole illustrated by the charming artist Dora Wheeler. 
It is a notable addition to “  White Cross ”  literature, and like the 
lt Birthday Book ”  is an appropriate g ift book for persons o f all 
ages. Published by the W oman’s Temperance Publication Asso
ciation, Chicago.

W arm an’s Practical OrthoGpy and Critique, by E. B. Warman, 
A. M ., author o f  “  Principles o f  Pronunciation ”  in W orcester’s 
Dictionary, “  School-Room  Friend,”  etc., who has achieved so 
wide and enviable a reputation as an orthoepist, is a comprehen
sive treatise on the science o f  pronunciation, to which are ap
pended over six thousand words that are usually mispronounced, 
with the proper pronunciation o f  each given according to W or
cester and W ebster, and where these authorities disagree both 
are quoted. This remarkable book  should be in the hands o f  
every educator and pupil as well, and a companion to  the dic
tionary in every household. Published by W . H. Harrison, Jr., 
Publishing Co., Chicago.

The W orst Poe ; a Temperance Story, by Grace Strong, is a 
pleasing addition to a class o f  literature that cannot be too 
widely read. It is unusually interesting, and the trials which 
ennoble and refine character are graphically narrated, while the 
incidents connected therewith are portra3*ed in a vivid manner. 
Published by W . G. Hubbard <fc Co., Columbus, Ohio.

Book Review.



COUPON ORDER, Entitling holder to a. 
Pattern, will be found 
at bottom of page 609.

Br il .:liancy  and variety, i f  not novelty, characterize the 
summer costumes, which are as airy as lace, as bright as 
gay color, or as brilliant as jet and sparkling beads can 
make them. Not that there is anything “  loud ”  or unpleas
antly conspicuous in these charming vagaries o f fashion, for 
where all shine, none are too vivid.

Many caprices are introduced “ just for the summer,”  
which are not likely  to be permanently adopted, yet demand 
the faithful chronicler's attention. Such is the fancy for 
omitting the high collar o f the basque and leaving the neck 
uncovered to the collar-bone, with a turned- down plaiting o f 
the dress goods to finish the neck o f the dress. A  fold  or 
ruching o f crSpe lisse or lace can be worn inside. This is 
a fashion becoming only to those w ho have short, fair and 
smooth necks ; all others need a high collarette to fill up 
the deficiency.

Lace flouncings and net divide favor about equally for 
costumes. The Chantilly flouncings are the first choice, but 
the Lamballe laces, which are a combination o f Chantilly 
and Spanish lace patterns in large floral designs, are strik
ingly effective. The striped Chantilly nets, having floral or 
dotted stripes with the tiny point d'esprit dots between, 
are new and very popular. These come one yard and a half 
wide, and are made up so as to entirely conceal the foun
dation material. An edging lace o f a similar pattern is used 
for trimming on the edge o f the drapery, or a fine plaiting, 
made o f the lace doubled, serves the same purpose ; and a 
broader plaiting is used at the foot o f the foundation skirt. 
As the season advances, point d1esprit net in black and-colors 
is growing in favor. This also is trimmed with plaitings of 
the same, and is almost invariably made up over the same 
color. Another fancy is the use o f very coarse, heavy, black 
Brussels net for lace dresses, trimmed with very fine plait
ings and a profusion o f ribbons, or with ribbon alone, in 
stripes or plaids or many rows on the bottom o f the drapery. 
It goes without saying, that any amount o f ribbon can be 
used on a lace dress o f any kind ; and, on the contraryt 
none need be used if the wearer prefers.

Printed goods, such as mohairs, bengalines, challies, and

French muslins, trimmed with a profusion o f white lace, 
compose a great number o f the fashionable watering-place 

I morning toilets,- and with parasol to match, lace-trimmed or 
lace-covered, and a fancy Japanese fan, they are charming 
and cool-looking.

Evening dresses are o f diaphanous materials and light 
colors, rose-color and apple-green having a decided prefer
ence, while pure white is very much in advance o f cream, 
although the latter is probably most becoming to the ma
jority.

For the promenade, it depends somewhat upon the object
ive point what shall be worn. The fashionable stroller 
wears, nine times out of ten, a black lace costume with rose- 
trimmed hat and parasol to match ; but to pay visits, hand
some costumes o f silk and moire are worn, even in mid
summer, though not necessarily. Crepe de Chine is very 
popular for entire dresses for midsummer wear, and also for 
draperies over India and other light qualities o f silk. This 
is also a favorite combination material with cream-colored 
laces.

The old-time cross-barred muslins are again in favor, also 
the plain Victoria lawns that are always so dainty and cool
looking. For these and similar fabrics a belted blouse or 
fu ll waist, similar to the “ Griselda”  illustrated this month, 
or like the “  Hermione ” blouse given with the March num
ber, or a blouse waist without plaitings or shir rings, is used, 
and a fu ll skirt made o f plain breadths and finished with a 
hem and tucks. These dresses, indeed, are the embodiment 
o f simplicity, and have only a little lace or embroidery as a 
finish on the sleeves and at the neck, and for young ladies 
are completed by a sash of broad ribbon tied in a *' baby ”  
bow at the back. Usually the dress skirt is worn over the 
lower part o f the waist.

Flowers are a feature o f the season, and the favorites are 
without doubt lilies o f the valley and similar fine and deli
cate blossoms. For the coiffure, the bonnet, the costume, 
they are so invariably becoming it is no wonder that they 
are popular. Even young girls, who have so long patronized 
the daisy, have adopted the lily o f the valley this season, in 
preference.

A charming little bonnet, trimmed, or rather made, with 
these flowers, is o f pale green cripe lisse draped over a wire 

I frame, with the long-stemmed lilies laid in flatly amid the
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folds, all over the bonnet, and a bow o f gTeen-and-white 
ribbon on the top in front. The scarf strings o f  lisse are 
pinned to the left shoulder with a tiny diamond-studded fly. 
Needless to say that such a bonnet is especially becoming 
for a dark-eyed blonde.

For inform ation received regarding laces, thauks are due 
to E. A. Morrison & Co., Aitken, Son & Co., and James 
McCreery & Co.; for tennis dresses and costumes, to B. Alt
man & Co. ; and for linen dress goods, to James McCutcbeon 
& Co.

Lace Costume.
An  extremely simple design for a lace costume, that could 

be quite as appropriately used for light or heavy silk, 
cashmere, chally, and various light-weight fabrics that are 
so fashionable. The design represents black French lace 
flouncing and net in combination with black peau de soie> 
trimmed with jet passementerie and moire ribbon.

W e do not furnish patterns for this costume with this num
ber o f the Magazine. For the basque, which has a plain point

back and front, the pattern o f the 44 A lm edia/' given with the 
June number, can be used, cut a trifle shorter on the hips, 
the outer fronts omitted, and a drapery o f lace substituted, 
made o f pieces about fifteen inches wide and o f a length to 
reach just below the bust, gathered and sewed into the 
shoulder seams from the neck to about an inch o f the 
armholes, and gathered very closely at the lower ends and 

| fastened with a jet ornament or ribbon how. Or the 
“  Almedia *' could be used without omitting the outer fronts, 
and the vest covered with lace put on very fu ll, and jet 
passementerie used or not, as preferred. The basque can be 
made o f silk with .lace trimming, or it can be entirely cov
ered with lace.

The gored foundation skirt is o f silk, finished at the bot
tom with a narrow plaiting, and at each side is a panel 
formed o f two box-plaits each five inches wide and laid in 
very deep, over which bows o f ribbon are arranged as illus
trated. The back drapery o f  lace is gathered very full, and 
the front drapery is plaited or gathered at each side near 
the top, similar to the 44 Commencement Dress ”  illustrated 
in the April number.

I f  preferred, the silk panels could be omitted, and the 
lace flounce laid in side or box plaits and held by bows ; or 
a panel can be used on 
one side only, and the 
opposite side s i m p l y  
gathered like the back.
W ith  the latter arrange
ment, a sash o f b r o a d  
ribbon would be a styl
ish addition. I f  the silk 
panels be omitted, about 
six yards o f  flouncing 
w ill be required for the 
drapery; with the pan
els, about five and one- 
half yards. Lace for 
covering or trimming the 
waist will be required in 
addition.

Summer Mantle.
THIS illustration fur

nishes suggestions for 
varying the trimming of 
the "  Lois ”  Visite, the 
pattern for which was 
g i v e n  with the June 
number. It is here rep
resented made o f black 
p e a u  de soie trimmed 
with jot passementerie 
disposed in b r e t e l l e  
style, jet fringe for the 
shoulder-pieces and plas
tron, trimming lace with 
je t  pendants interspers
ed, on the bottom, and a 
long scarf o f dotted net 
a t t a c h e d  to the lower 
part o f the front and 
reaching to the foot o f 
the dress.

Oriental c o m b in a 
tions o f  color are very 

opular.
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Bianca Mantelet.-
T h is  graceful m odel can be appropriately 

made in any o f  the m edium  or light weight 
goods that are suitable for  small' wraps, and 
the trim m ings selected to correspond, and 
either elaborate or very simple. The back 
v iew  show s it m ade o f b lack surah trimmed 
with pinked ruffles o f  the goods lined with 
pale gold -colored surah, and passementerie 
in which jet beads, black cord, and fine gilt 
braid are interm ixed. The front view  illus
trates it made in light gray cloth trimmed 
with steel cord passementerie, and appliques 
o f  black velvet. Particulars about the pat
tern w ill be found on page COO.

T h e  pattern used fo r  this basque is the fi A lm ed ia /’ given 
w ith the June num ber, m odified by  
having the fu llness om itted from  the 
outer fronts, and coat-sleeves substi
tuted for fu ll ones. The illustration 
represents it made in ombre striped 
glace silk, blue and gray, the plaited 
vest o f  plain gray silk  and almost en
tirely hidden by  bow s o f changeable 
blue-and-gray ribbon, and white Rus
sian lace on the sleeves and front. 
The arrangement o f the bow s is 
unique, and furnishes a suggestion 
for ornam enting any style o f  waist. 
The hat is o f  gray straw trimmed 
w ith fine flowers and blue ribbon, 
and the parasol is o f brocaded satin 
in gray and blue, trimmed with white 

l^ace. B ia n c a  M a n te le t . — (Bac k .)

Lady’ s Basque.
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L a d ie s '  C o s tu m e s .
Figs. 1 a n d  4.— C a r m e n  Basque. Carm en  Drapery. (See Page 596.) F ig s . 2 a n d  8.—A l id a  Basque. L o r e tta  D r a p e r y .

G o r e d  F o u n d a tio n  Skirt. Gored  F o u n d a tio n  Sk ir t .
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Ladies' Costumes.
(See P age 595.)

F ig s . 1 and 4.— These show the back and front views o f 
a costume made o f very fine cashmere o f  a silver-gray tint, 
and satin-striped moire o f  the same shade, trimmed with 
passementerie o f  fine silver cbrds. The patterns used are the 
“  Carmen ”  basque, ** Carmen ”  drapery, and a gored founda
tion skirt. The moire is disposed in tw o broad plaits on 
the front o f  the foundation sk irt,, and is used for the sides 
where they are disclosed by the drapery ; and it is also used 
for  the accessories o f  the basque. On Fig. 1 is shown an 
English walking-hat o f  gray straw, trimmed with gray silk 
embroidered with silver, and silvered quill feathers; on 
Fig. 4 the hat is made o f passementerie matqhing that on 
the costume, gray velvet, and pale pink feathers.

The arrangement o f  the le ft side o f  the drapery is shown 
on Fig. 1 ; the right side has a panel laid in tw o broad side- 
plaits with a band o f the passementerie placed forward and 
back o f  them. The fronts o f  the basque are buttoned down 
the m iddle in the usual manner ; the pointed plastron is 
sewed to the right side, and on the left edge is finished with 
the passementerie and buttoned or hooked over the left front. 
This, the added basque-pieces on the front, and the pointed 
pieces on the back and sleeves can be omitted, and the 
m odel is then sim ple enough for the most practical use. 
Further particulars regarding the patterns w ill be found on 
pages 539 and 600.

F ig s . 2 and 3 .— These show  the back and front o f  a cos
tume arranged with the “ A lid a ”  basque, the ‘ ‘ L oretta” 
drapery (the pattern fo r  which was given with the June 
number), and a gored foundation skirt. It is made o f dark 
copper-red India silk and cream-white surah, the basque 
and drapery o f the red, and the white used for the vest, 
sash, and a facing on the bottom o f  the foundation skirt. 
The hat on Fig. 2 is a toque with the crown draped w ith, 
white surah, and the brim covered with copper-colored 
velvet ; and on F ig. 8 the hat is o f  red straw trimmed with 
red feathers.

I f  it is desirable to sim plify the basque the fu ll vest can 
be omitted, as there is a plain fitted lining underneath ; the 
outer fronts can easily be dispensed with also and i f  these 
and the fu ll vest be omitted, a very sim ple, plain basque 
w ill be the result. To arrange the “  L oretta” drapery like 
this illustration, omit the slash in the front piece and the 
plaits just above it, and cut off the extensions on the back 
edges ; and cut the back drapery straight across the top

H and gather it. Particulars 
about the basque pattern 
w ill be found on page 599.

Lady’s Kilt-plaited 
Skirt.

T his style o f skirt can be 
used for all heavy and medi
um weight goods, and worn 
either with or without a drap
ery. In the l a t t e r  case o f  
course the basque or jacket 
must be sufficiently long to 
cover, the upper edges o f the 
plaiting, which is attached to 
a gored skirt at the depth o f 
a yoke. Directions regard
ing the pattern and the esti
mate o f the quantity o f 
material required for it, will 
be found on page 600.

Linen Dress Goods. 
S ince  the times when t€ purple and fine linen ”  were the 

acme o f elegance in apparel, linen has retained a place as the 
pleasantest o f all materials for summer wear, notwithstand
ing the countless array o f diaphanous and airy fabrics in 
cotton, woolen, and silks.

There is nothing “  clinging ”  about linen. It is a fabric 
whose “  cool reserve ”  is grateful to the oppressed senses in 
hot weather, and if  it becom es lim p and discouraged with 
wear, it can readily be restored in the laundry and made to 
assume its first freshness.

Linen ginghams are charming for  m orning wear, and 
their simplicity may be relieved with embroidery and ribbon 
so that they become really dressy. The newest goods in 
this line, however, are the linen damasses woven like 
gingham, but in designs resembling print, and w hich— also 
like gingham —are not all linen, but w ith the colored 
threads o f cotton. Stripes, checks and fancy plaids in 
gray, wood-color, brown, blue, red, and several pretty color 
combinations, predominate, yet the effect when made up is 
quite as pleasing and satisfactory as the figured goods of 
seasons past.

The woven linens are also in stripes and plaids o f colors 
contrasted with white, but these are all linen, and are the 
most durable o f  all similar fabrics. These are used not only 
for m orning dresses, but for boys’ shirt-waists and blouses, 
and for this purpose are preferred to the figured linen cam
brics and percales, although the latter are used, especially in 
dark shades o f  blue.

Blue flowers on white are the favorite figures in linen 
lawns, o f  w hich there are tw o varieties, known as Irish and 
French, the Irish linen, which is sheer and even, being 
slightly heavier than the French linen lawn. The latter 
has also the advantage o f more brilliant coloring in its 
stamped patterns, one o f w hich is extrem ely pretty,— bine 
corn-flowers strewn over the surface. A ll o f  these goods 
are twenty-four inches wide, and consequently require 
rather more material to the dress than cotton prints.

The styles for m aking up are simple enough to admit of 
laundering, and a favorite model is made with three deep 
flounces covering the plain skirt, and a short, fitted basque 
or surplice waist worn with a wide sash. Tucked plain 
skirts have a tucked sash o f  the material, or a fu ll back 
drapery which is cut square and hem m ed all around, and 
draped by tapes fastened on the under side.

W hite linen lawns, sheer and cool-looking, make beauti
fu l dresses, and are to be had in various grades o f  fineness ; 
but the very finest are seldom used except for handkerchiefs 
or infants’ dresses, and there is no woven fabric— except 
bolting-cloth— which can compare in delicacy o f  tissue with 
the hand-spun linen lawns.

Tennis Dresses.
T h e  favorite color o f  the season is green, and this has 

been adopted by the tennis players as eagerly as orange color 
was, which had such a rage a few  years ago. Costumes all 
o f green, o f green-and-white stripes, and o f green and white 
in combination, are made o f tennis cloth, flannels, and light
weight woolens in various qualities.

The blouse and fu ll skirt w ith sash o f material is the 
usual style., and some ladies like the knitted costumes, which 
are o f fine wool throughout, those fo r  children made all in 
one piece. N othing more appropriate to wear while vigor
ously exercising has yet been devised than the fu ll, gath
ered or plaited skirt, with loose blouse waist. Considerable 
modification is possible even in this sim ple arrangement. 
The skirt may be plaited in very wide box-plaits in front
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and gathered in the back, or vice versft, and finished with 
a coquettish apron-drapery, which is really a pocket to hold 
the balls. A  drapery of strong cotton netting is a pretty 
addition, and its utility as a pocket is not immediately ap
parent.

The blouses are finished with sailor collars, and full shirt
sleeves with cxiffs, and these are often of silk embroidered 
with crossed rackets or other designs. The blouses are not 
always of the same material as the skirt, which is frequently 
a relief; for one wearies of the same costume which must 
be worn as often as a tennis 
dress is by a lover of the game. I  
It is not a bad idea, carried out 
by many ladies, to have two 
complete suits ; for instance, 
one of white and one of blue 
flannel, and the blouse of one 
may be worn with the skirt 
of the o t he r ,  so that four dif
ferent c o s tumes  will be the 
apparent result.  Or, three 
blouses of different colors may 
be worn with the same skirt, 
as a red, blue, or white blouse 
with the same w h i t e  or blue 
skirt.

More elaborate dresses have 
half-fitting jackets of striped 
cloth with vests of white flan
nel braided with narrow gold or 
silver or colored soutache, and 
there may be a band on the 
skirt decorated to match. The 
ordinary garnitures are tucks, 
or rows of mohair braid in grad
uated widths, and sometimes 
rows of velvet or moire ribbon.
The braided jersey is not de
spised by the pretty tennis- 
player, and it certainly is quite 
as graceful, if  not more so, than 
the customary blouse.

A beautiful tennis-dress is of 
white summer flannel, with a 
wide band of green soutache 
braiding on the full gathered 
skirt. The blouse is laced' with 
green silk cord and tassels, and 
the sailor collar and cuffs aie 
of silk resembling birch-bark, 
on which designs of rackets, 
etc.,*are painted. The dress is 
completed with a sash of apple- 
green surah.

R us se t  shoes with rubber 
soles are worn by tennis play
ers, and the head-covering is 
sometimes a sailor hat, or sim
ply a k n i t t e d  cap with long 
pointed tab of some bright color,
or a crocheted “ Tam O’Shanter,f? or the latest innovation, 
— a fancy silk handkerchief wound about the head. To ar
range this latter becomingly is a work of art. One way is 
to fold the handkerchief diagonally, “  catty-cornered,” as 
the children say, but not quite in half ; reverse the upper 
tab till the point meets the folded edge ; then turn the hand
kerchief over, and arrange the fullness in the folds in two 
or three plaits ; lay the handkerchief on the head with these 
folds uppermost, and tie tke ends at the back.

Mourning Costume.
We do not furnish patterns this month for this cos

tume, it being arranged with the “ Mercedita” basque and 
“ Merced1taM drapery given with the February number. 
The materials composing it are 1 igl)t- weight silk-and-wool 
Henrietta cloth, and a handsome quality of English crape. 
The illustration shows plainly the arrangement of the 
crape veil over a simple, close bonnet-frame, and the shorter 
veil of fine Brussels net that covers the face. Many prefer

the face veil shorter, which is 
quite in accordance with fash
ionable usage, some, especially 
young persons, wearing the ordi
nary mask veil.

Mourning Costume,

Black Lace Dresses.
T he utility of lace is a some

what difficult thing to demon
strate, yet the experience of the 
wearers of black lace dresses in 
past seasons has gone a long way 
towards it.

The real beauty of white lace 
is, of course, its delicacy ; but 
black lace has always a certain 
refined elegance that is never 
entirely lost, even in the less 
fine imitations of Chantilly and 
guipure that aie so much used. 
Although these are sometimes 
called imitation laces, they are 
imitation of the hand-work, and 
not by any means an imitation 
of the material, which is identi
cally the same; these laces 
being made by machine instead 
of by hand.

Black Chantilly lace flounc- 
ings for whole-dresses come 
in the familiar patterns of that 
beautif ul lace,—palm-leaves in
tertwined with roses, and some
times with twisted ribbons and 
tassels outlined with a fine silk 
thread,—and in widths of from 
thirty-six to forty-two inches, at 
all prices from $2.25 to $25 per 
yard, according to quality ; an 
excellent, well-wearing medium 
quality being obtainable at about 
four dollars per yard. A very 
inexpensive quality ^  silk may 
be used as lining to an all-lace 
dress, and will make the whole 
costume obtainable at a very 
moderate outlay ; but the hand
somer dresses are draped over a 

good quality of faille Franyaise, moire, satin Duchesse, or 
peau de soie, either black or any color, according to the 
fancy of the wearer or the use to which the costume is 
to be put.

Black lace over white surah is beautifully combined with 
jet ornaments and open-work passementeries set on the side 
of the white silk skirt where the full lace draperies fall 
apart, and this arrangement is varied with colored silks,— 
blue, corn-color, pink, violet, and that pale, papery shade of
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green, called, by some “ currency,” by others “  apple- green,” 
— with jet or illuminated bead ornaments.

The all-black dress of lace over silk or surah is really ser
viceable, with or without jet trimmings ; and for summer 
church-wear, afternoon drives and calls, small evening com
panies, and all the occasions for which a black silk or satin 
costume has been considered appropriate, is a sine qua non 
of the wardrobe.

The manner of making is by no means arbitrary ; too 
much draping does not display the pattern of lace so well, 
but, on the other hand, full draperies are much more 
b e c o m i n g  to the figure: 
therefore the end to be at
tained is the point for con
sideration.

Many pretty lace dresses 
for young ladies* wear are 
simply made of the straight 
lace gathered in all around 
to the belt, over a silk skirt, 
and worn with a broad sash 
of moire ribbon. The waist 
with such a skirt is the sur
plice waist or a full gathered 
waist, of lace over a close 
fitting lining.

Other costumes are rather 
combinations of l a c e  and 
silk, and can hardly be called 
“ lace” d r e s s e s ,  although 
they include no little quan
tity of the latter fabric. For 
instance, the u n d e r s k i r t  
may be silk with apron dra
pery and jabot back of lace, 
while the silk b a s q u e  is 
trimmed with lace edging 
in a corresponding pattern 
instead of being fully draped 
or covered with the same 
lace used on the skirt.

Eight or ten yards of wide 
lace flouncing is generally 
used for a full 
costume, yet the 
c o mb i n a t i o n 
costume s h o w 
ing rather more 
silk than in last 
season’s dresses 
is thought a trifle 
m o r e  “  c h i c  ” j 
t h an  t h e  o n e  
draped in a way 
to c o m p l e t e l y  
conceal the lin
ing, — that is to 
say ,  t h e  s i l k  
foundation.

Bois de rose  is not rosewood color, as one might imag
ine from a literal translation of the French words, but a 
shade of dull, pinkish fawn-color.

A NEW style of scarf drapery, called the “ Marguerite,” is 
very suitable for lace nets or bordered materials. In front, 
the edge of the straight breadth of goods is fastened into the 
belt in a wide box-plait, and the drapery falls perfectly 
straight to the foot of the skirt, and the scarf ends are draped 
at each side in a careless manner.

Griselda W a ist.
(See Page 599.)

For washable fabrics, and the light-weight materials— 
cashmere, India and foulard silks, silk and-wool goods, etc. 
—that are used for independent waists to be worn with va
rious skirts, this is an excellent design, and will be found 
especially becoming for slender figures. The model can also 
be utilized for a boating or tennis blouse. In the back, the 
fullness at the top ifc in the shoulder seams close to the neck, 
and is concentrated in the middle at the waist line.

The illustration represents 
the waist made entirely of 
the same material, dark blue 
India silk spotted with 
white. A  more striking ef
fect will be afforded by the 
use of velvet or some other 
material, either of the same 
or a contrasting color, for 
the collar, cuffs, and belt. 
Directions about the pattern 
will be found on page 599.

P ar is ian  costumes show 
far less drapery, and a great 
many seams at the back.

Buttercup-yellow  and 
gray make a charming and 
a r t i s t i c  combination for 
evening wear.

T he newest morning and 
work aprons are of brown 
linen trimmed with dark 
blue or crimson braid.

Floral capotes 
are a feature of 
the season, and 
the prettiest have 
s o m e  relief of 
g l o s s y  green 
leaves.

B l a c k  s i l k  
dresses made up 
in combination 
with c o l o r e d  
silk veiled with 
black lace, are 
very fashionable.

Some shot ma
te r  i a l s  show a 
m i x t u r e  o f  
orange and red, 
p r o d u c i n g  a 
tawny, brownish 
shade which is 
very novel.

V ests of black or colored crepe- de Chine. or similar light 
materia], are added to silk costumes to give them a less 
heavy effect for summer wear.

Broad-brimmed Leghorn flats, trimmed with heayy 
wreaths of white flowers and green leaves, are worn by 
little girls of seven years and under.

A mustache brush is a novel present from a bridegroom 
to his best man. It is like a miniature hat-brush, about an 
inch and a half long, with hammered gold or silver back 
set with rubies and brilliants.

Fash ion ab le  
H igh  Coiffu res.
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trimmed with white braid. Particulars about the pattern, 
the sizes furnished, etc., will be found on page 600.

Lula Jacket.
T his  simple model is made tip in light qualities of cloth, 

serge, and similar 
goods, and is the 
favorite s t y l e  of 
summer wrap for 
girls u n d e r  t en  
years of age. For 
small children it is 
also f r e q u e n t l y  
made in cashmere 
or silk lined with 
surah, the bow at 
the neck and the
buttons furnishing the only garniture 
particulars regarding the pattern.

Descriptions of the Coupon Patterns.
REMEMBER THAT ONLY ONE PATTERN IS ALLOWED FOR

EACH COUPON.
Alw ays refer to these descriptions before sending your Coupon fo r  a 

Pattern, that you  m ay know fust the num ber q f Pieces that w ill be in the Pat
tern received.

Fob Gex ebal  D irections bob Cuttjuo and  Jo ining  the P ibcbs 
see the  Back op tub  Envelope  in  which  the  Pattern  is Inclosed.

Cabm en  B asque . -  Half of the pattern is given In 9 pieces: Front, basque 
piece for front, side gore, side form, back, collar, cuff, and two sides of the 
sleeve. The row of holes down the front Indicates the outline for the 
plastron. The extension on the side form is to be lapped over the back 
piece. The holes in the sleeve furnish the outline for the pointed piece. 
The notch in the top of the sleeve is to be placed to the shoulder seam. 
For a medium size, three and one half yards of goods twenty four inches 
wide will be required for the basque, three-quarters of a yard of material 
for the accessories, and two and one-quarter yards of passementerie. Pat
terns in sizes for 34,86, 88, and 4) inches bust measure.

A ltd a Basque .— Half of the pattern is given in 9 pieces: Inner front, full 
vest, outer front, side gore, side form, back, collar, and two sides of the 
sleeve. The upper part of the full vest is to be shirred or laid in fine 
plaits as far as the row of holes, and should be left whole down the middle 
and buttoned on one side. The lower part is to he gathered and drawn in 
to fit the lower part of the inner fronts. The outer -front- is to be turned 
over on the outside to form the revers. A  medium size will require three 
and three-quarter yards of goods twenty-four inches wide to make all of 
one material; or, three yards for the basque, and three-quarters of a yard 
of different goods for the full front. Patterns In sizes for 84, 86, 38, and 40 
inches bust measure.

Griselda  W aist .—Half of the pattern is given In 11 leces: Inner front, 
outer front, side gore, side form, inner back, outer back, two pieces of the 
collar, cuff, and two sides of the sleeve. The upper part of the outer front 
Is to be shirred between the two upper rows of holes, and also between the 
two lower rows of holes; and the shirrings are to be drawn in so that the 
outer boles In each row will match with the corresponding holes in the 
inner front. The portion forward of the shirrings is to be laid in a box-plait

Ebba Dress.
W a s h a b l e  ! 

goods of all kinds, j 
India and other 
light qualities of 
silk, and cash
mere, chally, and 
other seasons ble 
woolen mater i a 1 s 
can be made after 
this simple design, 
which is also de
sirable for heavier 
fabrics, such as 
cloth, flannel or 
velvet. It is par
ticularly appropri
ate for embroi
dered Chamberys 
and white lawns, 
and can be made 
highly effective by 
having the sash 
and plastron of a 
contrasting color. 
The waist is plain 
in the back, and 
there is no bow 
at the back of the 
sash. The sizes 
f u r n i s h e d ,  and 
other particulars 
about the. pattern 
are stated op page 
600.

BLOTTING-P APER 
pink is a fashion
able evening color 
shown in several 
shades.

Alisa Dress.
A V A R IE T Y  of the 

blouse dress that is so 
thoroughly comfortable 
and so generally liked 
for small children of 
either sex. The skirt, 
instead of being laid in 
the conventional kilt- 
plaits, is disposed in 
triple box-plaits, and 
the spaces covered with 
a contrasting material; 
and additional fullness 
is contributed to the 
blouse by the shirrings 
back and front.

The illustration rep
resents dark blue French 
flannel, with blue-and- 
white shepherd's check 
in a light quality of 
woolen for the spaces on 
the skirt and the front 
facing on the blouse, 
and the collar and cuffs
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on the outside The outer back Is to be shirred to correspond with the 
front (as Indicated by the holes , and the holes matched with those in the 
inner back. The lower part of the sleeve is to be gathered between the 
holes. A  medium size will require four yards of goods twenty-four Inches 
wide. Patterns in sizes for M, 36, 38, and 40 inches bust measure.

B ia n c a  Ma n t e l e t .—Half of the pattern is given In 4 pieces: Front, 
back, and two collars. I f  preferred, the large collar i which forms a p laque  
in the back , can be omitted, and the trimming arranged in a similar shape. 
A  medium size will require two and one quarter yards of goods twenty-four 
Inches wide. Three quarters of a yard extra will be sufficient for one row  
of ruchlng around the back of the collar. Patterns in two sizes, medium 
and large.

Cabmen Deapery.—The pattern is given in 4 pieces; Two pieces for 
the right side, one piece for the left side, and half of the back. The holes 
at the top of the piece for the left side denote seven plaits to be turned 
toward the front on the outside. The holes near the back edge denote five 
plaits to be turned upward on the outside. The middle of this piece is to be 
gathered between the two holes and drawn into the spzce of six Inches. 
The smaller piece fo r the right side is to be laid in three shallow plaits on 
the back edge. The larger piece is to be laid its entire length in two plaits 
turned toward the front. The two clusters of holes at the top of the back 
drapery, nearest the front edge, are to be matched to form a burnous plait 
that is to hang loosely on the outside. The next two clusters are to be 
matched to form a second burnous plait, and the portion that remains 
beyond the second one is to be gathered or laid in fine plaits. A t each side 
the back drapery is to be lapped about an inch over the front pieces, and on 
the right side is to be tacked to the panel piece its entire length. Nine 
yards o f goods twenty-four inches wide will be required. Patterns in a 
medium size.

L a d y ’s K il t  P l a it e d  Sk ir t .—Half of the pattern is given in 4 pieces: 
Half of front, one side gore, half of back breadth, and one-quarter of the kilt 
plaiting. Lay the piece for the plaiting in plaits as indicated by the holes, 
all turned one way ; and attach the upper edge to the skirt in a line with the 
row of holes across the front. The rows of holes across the back breadth 
show where the casings are to be placed for steels. Sew the skirt to the 
belt in the same way as directed below for the “ Gored Foundation Skirt.” 
Twelve yards of goods twenty-four inches wide will be required for the 
kilt plait.ng and to face the foundation skirt, and four and three quarter 
yards additional for the foundation skirt. Patterns in a medium .size.

Go red  F o u n d a t io n  Sk ir t .—H alf of the pattern is given in 4 pieces: 
Half of front, one side gore, half of back breadth, and belt. Sew to the belt 
with a shallow plait on each side of the front, near the seam; a shallow 
plait in each side gore, forward of the notch ; and gather the side gore, back 
of the notch, with the back breadth. A  medium size will require four and 
three-quarter yards of goods twenty-four inches wide. Patterns in three 
sizes : 23 waist, 39 fron t; 25 waist, 40 fro n t; 27 waist, 41 front.

E b ba  Dress.—H alf of the pattern is given in 1) pieces: Lining for front, 
chemisette, outer front, side gore, back, collar, cuff, two sides of the sleeve, 
and one-half of the skirt. The chemisette is to be gathered top and bottom. 
The sleeve Is to be gathered at the bottom between the holes. The skirt is 
to be gathered and sewed to the waist with a little more fullness in the 
back than in front. The size for eight years will require four yards of 
goods twenty four inches wide to make entirely of one material, and four 
yards of embroidery. Patterns in sizes for 8,10, and 12 years.

A ilsa  D ress.—H alf of the pattern is given In 9 pieces: Front and back of 
yoke, front and back of blouse, collar, cuff, two sides of the sleeve, and 
one-half of the skirt. The front and back of the blouse are to be shirred 
above the row of holes In each, and drawn In to fit the yoke. The lower part 
of the blouse is to be gathered and sewed to a belt of the required size. 
The sleeve is to be gathered at the bottom between the holes. The skirt is 
to be laid in triple box-plaits, as Indicated by the holes. The size for six 
years will require five and one-half yards of goods twenty-four- inches wide. 
Patterns in sizes for 4, 6, and 8 years.

L u l a  Ja c k e t . -  Half of the pattern is given in 6 pieces : Front, side gore, 
back, collar, and two sides of the sleeve. The opposite notches at the top 
and bottom of the front indicate the middle. The slit in the front shows 
where the pocket is to be inserted. Close the seams in the back only as far 
down as the notches. The size for six years will require two yards of goods 
twenty four inches wide, or one yard of forty-eight Inches wide. Patterns 
in sizes for 4, 6,8, and 10 years.

A l v in a  H o u se . Ja c k e t .—Half of the pattern is given in 9 pieces: Front, 
full vest, side gore, side form, back, collar, wristband, and two pieces 
of the sleeve. Gather the vest top and bottom, place the back edge to the 
row of holes in the front, and Join the lower edge to the bottom of the front. 
Lay the extension on the back in two plaits turned forward on the Inside, 
and leave it closed down the middle. Gather the bottom of the sleeve be
tween the notches. A  medium size will require four and a half yards of 
goods twenty-four inches wide for the jacket, three-quarters of a yard for 
the full vest, and six yards of lace. Patterns in sizes for 84, 86, 88, and 40 
inches bust measure.

A l b e r t iNe  D r a pe r y .—Half of the pattern is given in 2 pieces: Front, 
and half of the back. Lay the front and back edges of the front drapery in 
four plaits turned upward on the outside. The notched edge is for the 
back. Baste the gore and fit to the figure before cutting it oil. Lay the front 
edge of the back drapery in two plaits turned upward on the outside. 
Gather it lengthwise in a line with the rows of holeB, draw the fullness at 
each place into the space of six Inches, and secure it to a narrow band on 
the inside. For washable goods, draw-strings can be used. Gather the top. 
Seven yards of goods twenty four inches wide will bo required for drapery, 
and three and one-quarter yards additional for the front and side gores of 
the underskirt and to face the back. Two and a half yards of deep lace 
flouncing will be sufficient for the front. Patterns in a medium size.

M a n h a t t a n  B a t h in g  Su it .—Half of the pattern is given In 10 pieces: 
Two pieces o f the yoke, two full pieces, collar, sleeve, and belt for waist;

one-half the skirt; and one leg and belt for drawers. Gather or plait tin side 
or box plaits) the top and bottom of the full pieces of the waist, and Join to 
the yoke and belt, respectively, according to the notches. Gather or plait 
the top of the skirt, and Join to the belt with a little more fullness in the 
back than in front. Gather the drawers at the top, and Join to the pointed 
belt. The drawers and waist can be joined, and the skirt buttoned on the 
outside; or the skirt and waist can be Joined, and the drawers buttoned on 
the inside. For the former arrangement, sew the full part of the waist to 
the top of the pointed belt, and leave the drawers open in front, using a fly 
for the buttons. For the latter arrangement, sew the waist and skirt to the 
straight belt, leave the skirt open a little way in front, and open the drawers 
on one side. A  medium size will require six and one quarter yards of goods 
twenty four inches wide, and five and one half yards of braid for one row. 
Patterns in two sizes, medium and large.

Rover B a t h in g  Su it .—Half o f the pattern is given in 6 pieces: Back, 
front, belt, collar, and sleeve of waist; and one leg of drawers. Gather the 
waist at the bottom, forward and back of the holes, respectively. Gather 
the drawers at the top, forward and back of the holes, respectively, and 
leave them open at one side. The size for eight years will require two and 
one-half yards of goods twenty-four inches wide, and three and one-quarter 
yards of braid for one plain row. Patterns in sizes for 6, 8, and 10 years.

N a n o  Costume —Half of the pattern is given in 11 pieces: Half of the 
skirt; and inner front, full vest, girdle, outer front, side gore, side form, 
back, collar, and two piece? of the sleeve. Shirr the full front at top and 
bottom, as far as indicated by the rows of holes. Join the girdle in the side 
gore seam on one side, and hook it on the other. Turn the outer front back 
in a line with the row of holes to form the revers. Lay the skirt in kilt- 
plaits turned toward the middle of the front. The size for eight years will 
require six and one-half yards of the fancy goods, and three-quarters of a 
yard of the plain. Patterns in sizes for 6, 8, and 10 years.

Standard Patterns.
Descriptions of these Patterns will be found on this Page.

P a t t e r n s  of the above desirable models being so fre
quently called for, we reproduce them in miniature this 
month in order to bring them within the limit of time al
lowed for selection. For it should be remembered that one 
inestimable advantage of our Pattern Coupon is that the 
holder is not confined to a selection from the patterns given 
in the same number with the Coupon, but the choice may be 
made from any number of the Magazine issued during the 
twelve months previous to the date of the one containing the 
Coupon. Always remember that a Coupon cannot be used 
after the date printed on its back.
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Mrs. Judith Ellen Foster.
President  of th e  Io w a  State W om an ’s

Christian  T em perance  U n io n .

FOSTER is pretty generally known as “ the
rW p  Iowa lawyer.”  She owes this distinction to her 

husband and law partner. Hon. E. C. Foster, and to 
the W . C. T. U. It came about in this fashion. She just 
read law with her babies about her to amuse herself and 
her h u s b a n d ,  but 
with no thought of 
admission to the bar.
Although a Metho
dist, she had never 
h ea rd  a w o m an  
p r e a c h  or lecture, 
and she had no am
b it  i o n for p u b l i c  
life. But when the 
e r u s a d e  call came 
she responded with 
great a c c e p t a n c e  
among the people, 
and then her hus
band said, “  I f  you 
can talk before an | 
audience, y ou  can 
before a judge and 
jury.”  He induced 
her to apply for ad
mission to the bar, 
and  sh e  w as ad
mitted in due form.
T h a t  n i g h t  wit
nessed* the burning 
of her home in Clin
ton, Iowa, the deed 
probably o f liquor 
s e l l e r s ,  who very 
well knew that this 
added power would 
be used by her for 
the p r o m o t i o n  of 
t e m p e r a n c  e .
She wa s  th e  first 
woman admitted to 
practice in the State 
Supreme C o u r t  of 
Iowa.

S h e  h as  c o n 
ducted some notable 
cases in court, but 
her legal skill has 
been m o s t l y  given 
to the service o f the 
W . C. T. U. In the 
National Union she was for a number of years Superinten
dent of the legislative department, where her knowledge 
o f legal and parliamentary forms have been of the greatest 
service. This has been especially true in directing the work 
of the women in laboring for the adoption in their various 
States of Constitutional Amendments forever prohibiting 
the sale and manufacture of alcoholic liquors. Many a time 
have they listened entranced while she made so clear the 
difference between Constitutional and Statutory law that 
they have thought they, too, might like to study law if 
they could have a woman for a teacher.

She fairly revels in this wonderful ability to make legal

questions clear to the comprehension of the people, and 
immense audiences wait untired on her famous “  two hours' 
argument'* in favor of the Constitutional Amendment. Not 
content with this, she has brought it down to the comprehen
sion of the children, and written it out in the form of a cat
echism ; and then she has written a larger treatise for the 
older people, for the “  Constitutional Amendment Manual.” 
It is hardly possible to overestimate the value of the school
ing thus given to those whose business it is to make and en
force the temperance laws of the people of these United States.
_______________________________________ i Her influence has

been f e l t  f a r  and 
wide as one of the 
most popular of the 
t emperance  lect
urers called out by 
this woman’s tem
perance movement. 

■A t the same time 
she has been careful 
to maintain the im
portance of the free
dom of the individ
ual ballot. She is 
not on l y  a p r o 
nounced suffragist, 
hut she d e c l a r e s  
that no organization 
has a right to pledge 
the influence of its 
members  to any 
outside organization 
fo r  any purpose  
whatever. These  
views have led her 
p e r s on a l l y  to an 
affiliation with the 
N  o n - p a r t i s a n  
L eague ,  of which 
she has been Cor
responding Sec re 
tary for some years, 
w i th  her office in 
Boston. She spends 
a po r t i o n  a f the 
time there each year, 
though still continu
ing h er work  for 
her State Union,  
which she has served 
as Co r r e sp ond 
ing Se cr e t a ry  and 
P r e s i d e n t  almost 
from its first organi
zation. This course 
ga ins  he r  warm 
f r i en ds  and pro

nounced enemies ; hut all the true-hearted give her credit 
for having the courage of her convictions.

The truth is she inherits this sturdy independence direct 
from her father. Rev. Jotham Horton, a native of Boston; 
while through her mother, bom at Cape Cod, she is de
scended from the revolutionary General Warren. Her fa
ther was not only a Methodist preacher, but a total abstainer 
from his conversion in 1810, and an uncompromising aboli
tionist. How can she help being an independent thinker and 
an actor in life's great drama? And as such the world 
gives her recognition.

The greater part of last year she was abroad to recruit her
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health and to recuperate lier mental energies. Possibly she 
did not need to gain additional arguments for temperance, 
nevertheless she found them ; and seeing so much drinking, 
indifference, and ignorance, she bases on them a most pow- j 
erful appeal to her co-workers in the State XJnion, in behalf 
o f the educational work. Never indifferent to it, and often 
incorporating scientific temperance in her addresses, she 
now writes : “  My convictions are greatly intensified by my 
European study o f the temperance problem. *  *  * This edu
cational work is second to none in importance * I almost 
dare say it is more v ita l to the nation’s peace than any (other) 
phase o f our many-sided reforms. ”

She was welcomed with public receptions, in Egland espe
cially, where she addressed large assemblies ; but the most 
o f her time was given to travel and recuperation. At last 
she has returned to take part in the stirring events o f public 
interest here. An immense ovation greeted her at Ohicker- 
ing Hall, in N ew  York, after which she took part in the re
cent International Council o f Women at Washington.

Ju l ia  Co lm a n .

The Ballot the Only Hope for Prohibition.
B Y  W . J E N N IN G S  D EM O R EST .

W hen we scan the attitude of our own minds toward this 
monster evil, the liquor traffic, when we hear the harrowing 
details of crime that are perpetrated on the homes of our coun
try by the human fiends, the liquor dealers, when the awful 
horrors awakened by the accumulation of woe, misery and 
crime caused by this traffic are presented to our mental vision, 
we are startled with wonder and surprise to find that all the 
people do not rise in their full strength and utterly destroy 
this nefarious business.

I t  is difficult to understand why it is that this monopoly of 
crime is allowed such extraordinary liberty, why it is that this 
tornado o f death and destruction should have full sweep over 
the land, more especially as it can be so easily prevented 
w ith  our present opportunities.

This deliverance is so completely within the scope of our 
own volition that we are absolute sovereigns of the whole mat
ter. W e  have only to know and believe that the evil is an 
evil, then show that we are anxiously willing and fu lly 
determined that the evil must be crushed out, and the rem
edy is very easily applied.

Our conscience expressed on a tiny piece o f paper and put 
in the bailot-box w ill quietly and effectually banish this ter
rible scourge from the whole country.

“  Where there’s a w ill there’s a way ; ”  and in our Govern
ment the wish and will o f the people, expressed through the 
ballot, is the way, and there is no other way.

How easy and how simple a method we have thus at our 
command, and what a favorable and glorious opportunity 
for the people o f this country to show the security, the effi
ciency, and the beauty o f a Republican Government that can 
so easily overturn the abuse o f power, or annihilate the wrongs 
o f centuries.

That the people have the ability to achieve these stupen
dous moral revolutions with so little effort and with so little 
disturbance o f the public peace, is one of the marvels of our 
age and country ; and it must be apparent to most thinking 
minds that a noiseless and most momentous moral revolu
tion is now developing its full energy, and we shall soon see 
its grand and glorious fruition.

The wonder will be that we did not sooner combine our 
convictions so as to drive this incarnation of demons, this mon
ster o f iniquity, the liquor traffic, into a sea of oblivion, and 
thus overthrow the accumulated force.and power that the 
traffic now possesses to stimulate the evil passions of the

people and control and dominate every department of our 
Government.

This revolution of the moral forces must be developed 
into an active determination on the part of the people, 
or the accumulation of vice will swallow up all their virtue 
and drown the country in a vortex o f destruction. We 
must come to see and fu lly appreciate that this duty and 
responsibility is now upon us in all its fearful reality; that 
the ballot is the omnipotent power of the people, and that 
with the ballot the awakened conscience can and will become 
such an irresistible swelling tide that nothing w ill be able to 
stay its onward progress until the entire overthrow of the 
monster evil is accomplished ; and this grand and noble 
achievement is not only worthy of our highest ambition, but 
should command our most earnest, zealous, and patriotic 
enthusiasm.

Then all hail to the coming of this grand development of 
moral ideas ! A ll hail to the inspirations and aspirations of 
the people for this grand moral revolution that is to sweep 
this hideous monster vice, this incubus on our glorious 
country, with a besom of destruction to so complete an 
annihilation that a resurrection w ill be impossible J

W e rejoice to know that the demands of the people for 
relief from this terrible evil are now heard reverberating 
over the hills and valleys of our country. The people’s cry, 
“  The Saloon must go ! ”  is heard echoing everywhere.

The furious blasts of an angry whirlwind or the desola
tion of an Alpine avalanche would be a feeble manifesta
tion of power when compared with the mighty momentum 
of public condemnation that w ill overtake these liquor 
dealers, their sympathizers, and the parties in league with 
them, when the people become fu lly aware o f their privilege 
and duty to exterminate this monster crime of rum-selling 
by a combination of their moral forces.

The people’s will, through this incarnation of their con
science at the ballot-box, w ill be the consummation of this 
grand uprising.

Their watchwords and huzzas will then be, “ Up with the 
Home, down with the Saloon.”

“  Prohibition first, last and always.”
Our country will then be truly free ; the cherished flag of 

our nation w ill protect the people from the greatest curse 
ever known in history ; L iberty and Prohibition will be one 
and inseparable ; and the nations o f earth and the angelic 
host of heaven will then join in hailing the grand triumph 
of our country’s millennial glory.

The Great Impeachment.
W ho  are Christians ? and what are their relations to the 

work, to society ?
W e  answer, they are citizens o f this State and Republic: 

their civil and political rights and prerogatives are equal to 
those o f the same number o f men in any other organiza
tions. Their church buildings, with tens o f thousands of 
pulpits, are so many forts, garrisons, and rifled guns, far 
exceeding in moral weight and power all the political arma
ments in the land. These Christian churches, synods, con
ferences, ministers and members, counted by millions, are 
all recognized by the law as legally organized bodies with 
constitutional powers, constitutional privileges, and consti
tutional responsibilities. They are not like unto a political 
party, without soul and possessed o f no organic life. They 
possess soul, heart, and organic life  ; they are to live and 
stay and influence mankind, when, in their turn, political 
parties die and are no more.

W hat is the profession o f these churches? W hat the 
purpose o f their existence ?
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They are an institution founded on the principles o f the 
strongest morality, the purest virtue, the broadest benevo
lence, and universal charity. Their members have all made 
public profession o f their love of human kind, their unsel
fish zeal for God and truth and suffering humanity. They 
profess to exist for the purpose of combining their denomi
national influence, power and numbers, in increasing heroic 
effort to lift up fallen humanity, defend the helpless from 
their stronger roes, and make their influence for good, and 
against evil, felt everywhere.

And these church members, while they possess all the 
rights and powers o f other citizens, and move among men 
as men, nevertheless are free from the baneful influences 
which the tainted atmosphere o f politick creates in a land. 
Christians profess to have escaped from the corruption that 
is in the world through lust, and to be in bondage to no 
man. In all their acts, especially such as are tointtuence 
others' weal or woe, they profess to be governed by the 
loftiest spirit o f independence and conscientious interest for 
the benefit o f our common brotherhood. Political ties and 
bonds, strong as chain cables on the souls o f other men, are 
to them but as ropes o f sand. “  Party y is not their shib
boleth. They themselves judge parties, but in matters of 
principle and duty are judged o f no man ; for they are 
Christ's free men.

It is these solemn and glorious facts that make the atti
tude of the voters in the churches toward the liquor traffic 
so fraught with tremendous responsibility and interest. An 
armed and mail-clad Goliath confronts the church of God. 
This “  Abomination of Desolation ”  breaks through her 
ranks, and lays her children dead at her feet. The consti
tution of the State arms the hosts o f voters within her mem
bership with an omnipotent weapon of offense and defense, 
keen-edged and strong—the Ballot ! W hat use do they 
make o f  it, the men o f these churches? They merely “  re
solve," “ resolve,”  and “  resolve.”

What is it that alone gives practical force and political 
value to such “ resolves” ? Action ! Action at the Ballot 
Box !

The rum power is a living, breathing human force, in
spired by the spirit o f Satan. Its consolidated hosts care 
nothing for “ sentiment,”  “  tears,”  “ sermons,”  nor “ reso
lutions.”  W ith unsleeping vigilance its mounted pickets 
watch the only point in its endless line o f fortifications 
where it can successfully be assailed— the Ballot Box ! This 
central fortress, this “ key to the position,”  must be stormed ! 
Until Richmond was surrounded, the Southern Confederacy 
held its armies in battle array ; and until this “  Richmond ” 
o f the rebel liquor traffic— the Ballot Box— is captured, the 
“  resolutions ”  o f the churches w ill be ridiculed by our ene
mies as mere “ blank cartridges.”

I  impeach the men o f the churches' o f the land as guilty 
o f the high crime o f permitting the terrible scourge o f the 
liquor traffic to desolate and depopulate our country, when 
the Constitution places in their hands a powerful weapon 
with which to strike the curse to the earth,— the Ballot.

In the name o f our Christian religion, I  impeach the men 
o f the churches o f criminal indifference to their sworn re
sponsibilities ; professing in words to love mankind, while 
in act they deny it.

I  impeach these Christian men o f moral cowardice in re
fusing to openly avow and practically enforce their con
victions o f the moral and political crime of the liquor traffic, 
by throwing against it, with honest determination, their 
political influence and power.

I impeach them as guilty o f strengthening the terribly 
destructive power o f the liquor traffic, socially and politi
cally. by massing their votes in favor o f the parties that 
sustain the licensed abomination.

I  impeach them as gu ilty o f criminal neglect o f their high
est duty and grandest mission, to redeem the land from this 
political rum curse, which they could do were they to con
solidate their votes against it.

The churches are a unit in efforts to save the heathen. 
For this their money is spent, their pulpits used, and the 
ends o f the earth are reached to establish missions. Here, 
in the midst o f us, lives and flourishes an institution more 
devilish in its nature, more eternally destructive o f the souls 
o f men, more prolific o f crimes than anything ever known 
in the practice o f heathen nations.

I f  the churches were a unit in war against this rum fiend, 
i f  they spent their money, used their forces against it, with 
the zeal they show for heathen evangelization, they could 
wipe out this fouler blot o f home heathenism at once. Then 
their united ballot would be the ( ‘ fervent effectual prayer 
o f the righteous. ”

V oi* X X IV ,—J u l y , 1888.—44

And in this impeachment 1 include all men whose morality 
and integrity give them character and influence, but whose 
political acts are not in accord with their moral convictions. 
Ability and opportunity measure human responsibility. 
The rights of citizenship are the ability of these voters; the 
opportunity of the ballot-box opens the way for the exercise 
o f that ability.

It has been said, ‘ ‘ Let justice be done, though the heavens 
fa ll.”  Whether men do right or wrong, the heavens shall 
not f a l l ; for Jehovah ruleth over all. As men and Chris
tians, we are not dealing with things above us, but with 
things around us— with this monstrous devil-fish o f hellish 
grip and power. And this we ought to say, and swear with 
uplifted holy hand: “ This murderer o f our children, this 
destroyer of our homes, the enemy of God and Church, this 
unconstitutionally licensed pestilence, the rum traffic, shall 
go !— though the parties fall ! ”

Rev . W . H. Boole , D.D.

The Great Socia l D evil-F ish !
Those who have read Victor Hugo's “ The Toilers o f the 

Sea ”  w ill remember with the utmost distinctness the thrill
ing account given by him of a terrible encounter between a 
devil-fish and the hero of his story ; and w ill recollect with 
equal clearness his graphic description of the appalling 
monster itself.

There is not perhaps one inhabitant of the great deep that 
inspires us with such horror and loathing as are inspired by 
this awful and merciless creature. Its enormous eyes, the 
great sack of its body, and its numerous, long, sprawling, 
muscular arms lined with rows of cruel and devouring 
mouths or suckers, make us shudder and Sicken at the very 
idea o f being hugged into pulp in its irresistible embrace.

There is one peculiarity of this loathsome monster which 
is fatal in the extreme : the instant its prey touches even the 
most distant extremity or attenuated point of any of its 
arms, the next moment the unsuspecting victim is enfolded 
in its murderous grasp, and gradually absorbed through its 
relentless suckers into its palpitating bulk. This is certainly 
awful to contemplate; but when we come to associate a 
human being with such a terrible tragedy at the bottom of 
the sea, both language and ideas become at once hopelessly 
paralyzed.

And yet, destructive and appalling as this revolting 
creature is, there preys upon our youth, and those also of 
maturer years among us to-day, a destroyer more terrible, 
which may well be termed the great devil-fish o f our social 
system, and which is hourly devouring the best interests of 
our homes, and the minds and bodies of some of our best 
citizens. This devil-fish, this monster evil, is alcohol, pure 
and simple, or in any o f its disguises. Being a poison of 
the most subtle character, as chemistry proves it to be, and 
as the ablest scientists aver it is, it saps the foundation of 
health ; and being a corrosive irritant and a destroyer of 
tissue, it saps the foundations o f our reason, blasts our pros
pects and character, and leads its victims on till they become 
a mass o f corruption.

This is a fearful picture, but it is not overdrawn, as can 
be amply verified at any hour of the day ; and to make this 
picture more truthful in all its horrors, it must be stated 
that there are in our midst, numbers, including leaders in 
all the professions, and so-called guardians of the public 
weal, who affect not to see this dreadful state of affairs, and 
who wink at the devastation going on, or attack it with 
blank cartridges in the shape o f taxes or High Licenses, 
which is simply an attempt to trick their own consciences 
into the indorsement of that which is essentially criminal, 
by presenting it in a new and less repulsive guise.

This is the work o f base cowards, who are, unfortunately, 
to be found in every department of our political and social 
economy, owing to our want o f loyalty to everything that is 
good, true, and noble, whenever we approach the ballot-box 
or raise our voices in condemnation. Look where we may, 
we find abundant and painful instances o f this terrible 
treason to our country's best interests. The pulpit, the bar, 
the stage, the press, and even those who sit in the highest 
places known to our system o f government, coquette less or 
more with this Briareus o f destruction, or die crushed and 
disfigured within its terrible clutch, leaving behind them a 
record o f shame and ruin that not unfrequently clings to 
their names and families for generations.
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Any man who raises a glass of alcohol in any guise to his 
lips does a foul wrong to himself and his neighbor and the 
State, inasmuch as be patronizes and fosters a trade or man
ufacture subversive of all good government, material pros
perity, virtue and peace in the community. He indorses, 
however becomingly, a practice which fills our jails and 
lunatic asylums, saps the energies o f industry, and strews 
the land with paupers and with broken heads and broken 
hearts. Even the Romans, long ages ago, in the glow 
of their barbarous magnificence, put us to the blush in 
this respect. They held the use o f intoxicating drinks in 
such abhorrence that they made their slaves drunk and 
then paraded them before the populace to disgust the latter 
with the vice o f intemperance.

How contrary the practice o f we moderns, and what a 
reflection upon our intelligence ! W e  make drunkenness 
one o f the amenities o f life, and court partial intoxication 
almost every hour in the day ; while at night our liquor 
stores and lager-beer saloons are, for their dimensions, 
packed more densely with old and young than our churches 
or school-houses sometimes are. These are the liell-traps 
which are the veritable mouths or suckers o f this great social 
devil-fish. Into these channels o f perdition flows the hard- 
earned pittance o f the poor laboring man, while his children 
are huddled in hunger and rags around a cold and desolate 
hearthstone. From the open doors o f these unholy dens 
protrudes, however disguised, a cruel arm o f this devastating 
monster, enticing youth to its destruction, and dragging the 
confirmed or w illing victim down to deeper and darker 
ruin.

Let us hang the picture in the judgment chamber o f our 
conscience. It is not overdrawn. The spoiler is upon us, 
and unless we tear him bodily from his last foothold in our 
midst, his cancerous fibers w ill seize upon all that is good in 
the land, and make honesty and a pure government impos
sible. There is no shirking the fact : it is the well-man
nered and respectable drinker who teaches the young to 
emulate his cautious example, never dreaming for a moment 
that, in nine cases out of ten, being unable to control their 
appetites and convivial tendencies, they rush past his attract
ive standard of moderation, become hopeless drunkards, and 
often die in ja il or a madhouse, or are cast out to fill a 
pauper’s grave.

And now let us inquire more minutely into the constitu
tion o f this liquid ruin that bears so many along to a pre
mature grave and blasts their lives and reputation long 
ere the final scene closes. Science has recently demon
strated that alcohol, in all its forms, is the excrement o f a 
microbe, or the very ashes o f decay, a virulent poison o f a 
most dangerous and insidious character. Yes, we absolutely 
barter both soul and body for the purpose o f indulging a 
depraved appetite or taste for a'fluid the most sickening and 
beastly conceivable, and which outrages every sense o f 
honor and decency ! The fact is beyond contradiction : the 
alcohol in fermented liquors now in such general use is the 
excrement o f millions o f microbes which are imperceptible 
save under the most powerful lenses, although floating in 
myriads all through the lower strata of our atmosphere. 
This alcohol, when taken into the stomach, destroys both 
lung and brain tissues, and undermines all manly strength 
and personal beauty.

Alcohol does not possess any of the properties o f food, 
and cannot consequently contribute to the building up or 
nourishment o f the system. It does not assimilate with the 
blood, and therefore but disintegrates and gnaws away our 
tissues, and acts as a persistent irritant to every fiber o f our 
system. Hence, in even the smallest quantities, alcoholic 
beverages, such as beer, whiskey, wine, brandy, etc., can 
never be taken with impunity ; sooner or later they w ill 
manifest their baleful influences.

As a result o f this indulgence, we may witness in every 
station of life  the red nose, the bleared eye, the tottering 
limbs, the bloated face, the impaired or ruined intellect, the 
empty purse and ragged back, and the loss o f every sense of 
pride, manhood, and personal cleanliness. Gradually or 
speedily the victim becomes enfolded in the arms of the 
monster vice, until he is thrust out of society and into the 
streets, even by those who may have once esteemed and 
respected him ; and all through his love o f the exciting 
effects o f alcohol, which, as already observed, is now 
demonstrated, on the highest scientific authority, to be the 
result o f decomposition in which, in unseen myriads, the 
microbes play so important a part. Even the untutored 
savage would reject a potation so revolting i f  made aware of 
its poisonous qualities ; and yet, because it is clarified, 
tinted or otherwise disguised, we complacently allow it to 
be taken into our stomachs to the utter destruction of our

bodies and souls, the benumbing of all our finer sensibili
ties, including our brain power.

The disgrace and degradation of this may well excite both 
pity and anger, and a desire to rescue the victims of this 
indulgence from their debasing thralldom. He who would 
lay even a single straw in the way of accomplishing this 
desire, no matter what his calling or station, conspires 
against the peace of the home, material prosperity, and 
good government. Tn the sight o f Heaven it is not suffi
cient for a man to keep sober himself. He must work and 
struggle to keep others sober also. To accomplish this latter 
he is bound to make every reasonable sacrifice. Although 
his first duty may properly be toward himself, his next is 
toward his neighbor. He cannot afford to take even the 
gloved hand of wrong, or to indulge in any habit, however 
seemingly trifling, which might cause a brother to stumble, or 
might grow into a positive evil. In this view of the case, if 
we would stand clear in the sight o f heaven we must banish 
alcohol in all o f its forms from the face of the land, and dis
countenance, in both public and private, those who traffic in 
it. And this can be accomplished in one way only : by a 
solid and united determination of the people to secure Pro
hibition votes ,at the polls in every election for place or 
power, whether national or local, State or municipal.

It is well known to naturalists, that in the devil-fish of 
the ocean there is iust one particular spot which is vulnera
ble, and which when penetrated by any adequate weapon 
leads to the instant collapse and death of the monster. And 
so it is also with our great social devil-fish. It, too, has one 
vulnerable point, and this latter can be assailed and pene
trated with success only by the irresistible shaft of an 
united and unflinching Prohibition vote, when the hour 
comes for us to exercise our franchise at the polls, and to 
free ourselves from chains more galling and degrading than 
those o f the vilest slavery ever known. Prohibition there
fore has the highest and first claim on our patriotism ; and 
this includes a personal attention to our own vote as the 
expressions o f our conscience on election day for the party 
who offers the only solution of this terrible dilemma. No 
other method is so efficient, no other means so indispensable. 
The appalling devil-fish has his suckers so effectively fixed 
on the various forms of our social and political life that it 
w ill require a determined energy to shake off this moral 
incubus from our body politic. T h e  s a l o o n  m u s t  g o  !

 

Enlighten the Masses.
How shall we reach the people ? That is the question which has puz

zled our party managers more than any other.
The National Prohibition Bureau solves this problem.
P r o h ib it io n  B ombs are furnished for 10 cents per 100, or $1.00 per

1,000.
No. 2. The South and Prohibition.
No. 3. The Giant Evil of the Nineteenth Century to be Annihilated by 

Prohibition.
No. 5. Necessity for a Prohibition Party.
No. 6. Rum-selling our Country’s Scourge, and Remedy.
No. 7. Prohibition the Remedy for Hard Times.
No. 8. Mad Dogs and the Liquor Traffic.
No. 10. The Deacon’s Sunday-School Sermon, A  Black Eye for Lager 

Beer and a Bier for Lager.
No. 11. Responsibility of the Christian Church for the Liquor Traffic.
No. 12. The Voice of the Dram Shop.
No. 16. Patriotic Prohibition. A  Moral Revolution Pending.
No. 17. The Signs of the Times. Heads and Tails.
No. 18. Moral Suasion or Prohibition, which shall *it be ? The Republi

can Party vs. Prohibition.
No. 20. An Arraignment of the Rum Traffic. The Destiny of Prohibition. 
No. 21. The Great Political Issue. Dr. Pentecost’s Reasons.
No. 22. The W ar of the Rum Power on the People. Talmage on High 

License.
No. 23. Prohibition Campaign Songs, with music.
No. 24. Can a Man’s Blood Cry ? The Saloon must Go.
No. 25. Doom of the Liquor Traffic. (In Scandinavian.)
No. 26. America’s Joshua. The Debt to the Republican Party Paid.
No. 83. Prohibition Achieved only by Practical Politics. Total Depravity 

Illustrated in the use or Alcohol. Prohibition Life-boat. Anti
poverty.

No. 84. Dr. Cusning against High License. Fisk on the Saloon in Poli
tics. Powderly on Temperance. Reagan on Personal Liberty. 
Dow and Demorest on the Republican Party and Prohibition. 

No. 86. W hat should the Christian Voter do with the Saloon f Politics 
a Personal Duty.

No. 88. The Liquor Traffic in Politics.
No. 89. Reasons for a Prohibition Party. Why, Where, and When Pro

hibition will prove a Success.
No. 40. Prohibition the Ultimatum, a Logical Chain of Argument. The 

Martyred Mother.
No. 41. Latest Evolution of the Temperance Reform.
No. 42. The Sparrows Must go. The Liquor Vulture. The Irrepressible 

Conflict. Things that are Settled.
No. 48. Should Prohibition be made a Political Issue ? (German.)
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( Continued fro m  page 606.)
“  A fplk -Blossom.” —Corsage bouquets are o f medium 

size, and worn just below the bust in front. Make up 
your white bishop's lawn with plain tucked skirt and 
surplice waist, and wear a w ide sash o f cream or pink 
moiré with it. Lace draperies are very much worn this 
summer. Combine black with your garnet cashmere ; 
see the Fashion Department for designs. W ith fair 
com plexion, dark blue eyes, and dark brown hair, yon 
could  wear almost any color in r ib bon s ; pink would 
probably be most becoming. Arrange your hair in 
light coils or puffs upon the top o f  the head, and cut the 
front hair in a rounded bang. The toque or turban 
shape bat would be most becom ing in brown, black, or 
white straw.

"  De a r  Dem orest : I wish you would give an article 
in the Magazine on the tariff question, which I see so 
much discussed in the newspapers, but always so 
m ixed up with politics that it is not easy to understand 
the subject thoroughly. Could you not give it as seen 
from  a wom an’s standpoint ?

"  Yours truly,
“  M r s . E s t h e r  L. C.”

A t your request, and also in response to similar 
requests from  other correspondents, we publish in the 
present number a readable article on the tariff, entitled 
"  A  Tariff P ow w ow ,”  which will, we hope, interest you, 
and also convey the desired inform ation. W e are always 
glad to gratify any o f  our readers who may wish to be 
enlightened on special subjects.

"  M in n ie  D .” —General Grant left three son s : Colonel 
Frederick D ., Ulysses S., and Jesse Grant.

"  Ohio .”” —Gobelin b lue is a color more suitable for a 
light, clear com plexion, rather than to a somewhat 
tanned one with color in the cheeks. The lighter shades 
o f  gray, pearl, etc., would also be trying. W ith blonde 
hair inclined to brown, bluish-gray eyes, and the com 
plexion described above, olive-green, black with con 
trasts o f  green, ecru and cream shades are likely to be 
the m ost becom ing. I f  red is worn, let it be in con
trast with black or white ; and lilac or purple in com 
bination with cream. Chopin is pronounced sho-pon; 
Haydn, ha-den; Oesten, es-ten; Mozart, mo-tsart.

" M rs . H . H. S .” —Y ou  could wear a very dark green 
jersey with your deep mulberry cashmere, but we 
would not advise you  to trim the skirt with braid to 
match the jersey in color. The "  Celestine ”  drapery 
illustrated in  the N ovem ber number is a very suitable 
pattern fo r  your purpose.

"  Ch r is t ie .” — Y our sample is a bright moss-green. 
Make up the flannel dress like it after the "  Loretta”  
basque and drapery illustrated in the June number, 
with white serge collar, and trimmings o f white braid. 
A  white sailor-hat trim m ed with white ribbon and 
poin t d 'esprit net ru chings, w ould look  well with it. I f  
yon wish to wear p ink ribbons with it, they should be a 
pale shrimp p ink  or very palest rose pink. It is not 
difficult to  learn to  play tennis. The com plete outfit 
w ill cost from  $15 to $150, according to quality. The 
im plem ents may be purchased separately. Peck & Sny
der, N ew  Y ork  City, furnish lawn-tennis sets, with a 
book  o f  rales.

"  A  B eg in n er . ” —Beethoven’s "  D ream ,”  and the 
"  Spirit W altzes”  by that com poser; the "  Gipsy 
R ondo ”  by Haydn ; the “  Serenade ”  by  Haydn, ar
ranged by  J. Becker ; "  Consolation ”  and "  Confi
dence,”  from  "  Songs W ithout W ords,”  by Mendels
sohn ; and the airs "  Vedrai Carino ”  a n d  " L a cid arem ”  
from  D on Giovauni, by Mozart, arranged by H. May- 
lath, are p iano-forte solos o f  a moderate degree o f  diffi
culty, and probably within your ability. Gustave Lange 
is a favorite com poser o f  piano forte music, and J . Ley- 
bach has com posed several charming waltzes and m or- 
ceaux  de salon. Both are com posers o f  to-day. It is 
too  soon to attempt their biography.

"  M is s .------” —Our correspondent omits to  sign her
letter, but she will probably recognize the inform ation. 
A  lady riding should hold the reins in  her left hand. A  
small straw turban with veiling scarf twisted about it 
may be worn with a gray or b lue riding habit in the 
country. Tan-colored kid or Suede gloves, and riding- 
whip, w hich, however, is very useless. The cravache 
with braided bead, also called a riding-cane, may be car
ried by a lady as well as by  a gentleman, i f  she does not 
ob ject to its weight.

”  M ad elo n R .” —The châtelaines o f  oxidized silver, 
consisting o f  vinaigrette, tablet, glove-hook, bonbon-
n ièr e  and watch, are worn with street and traveling cos
tumes, also with the m orning watering-place costume.

"  A d e l a id e . ” —P ortière is pronounced por-teair ; and 
gavotte, gav-ot, the accent on the first syllable.

( Continued on page 608.)
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“  C. Y .” — A n afternoon  reception w ould  be quite an 

appropriate entertainm ent in hon or o f  a lady and her 
daughter v isiting you  during Com m encem ent week. It 
w ou ld  n o t be too  ostentatious to have a colored man to 
open  the d oor  and announce the guests. T he hostess 
should  stand near the door and receive the guests as 
they enter, and present them to  her visitors. The re
freshm ents can be such as were suggested fo r  a four 
o ’ c lo ck  tea in  "  Lenten  Entertainm ents ”  in the M arch 
num ber. T h e  lady 's  visiting-card w ith the w ords “  A t 
H om e,”  and the date and tim e o f  the entertainm ent 
added, w ill be  the proper form  o f  invitation. The card 
should  read as fo llow s :

Mrs. Charles Y oe ,
A t  H om e,

Friday, June 27, at F our O ’c lo ck ,
123 N orth St.

"  J osie S .” — A  very dark brunette w ith coal-black 
hair and dark brow n  eyes can  wear cashm ere and silks 
in  warm , dark  brow ns, m aroon  and garnet, all amber, 
cream y and ye llow  tints. T h e  fashionable terra-cotta 
w ou ld  be very  b ecom in g , on ly  d o  n ot use b lack  in  com 
bination  w ith  i t ; fo r  although this is stylish, you  w ould  
n ot find it becom in g. I f  y ou  wear b lack , wear also 
cream y lace ruch ings at the neck .

"  m . D . P .” — D oubtless you  cou ld  obtain a position  as 
sch ool teacher in  som e o f  the Territories. T h e way to  
proceed  is  to  w rite to  som e official in  the Territory you  
desire to  settle in , and obtain exact particulars. It  is 
d ou btfu l i f  teachers are very  w ell paid in  th inly settled 
districts.

"  D e n t ist .” — A  suitable furn ish ing fo r  the reception- 
room  or parlor o f  a dentist in a  small tow n, should be 
light and cheerfu l. I f  you  need to  have a new carpet, it 
w ou ld  he as w ell to  use an art square and have the floor 
painted all around it. Ecru H olland shades are the 
best fo r  a room  used as m uch as a dental office, although 
a green shade is  to  be recom m ended fo r  the operating- 
room . A  m irror is certainly a necessity in  this room , 
even  i f  you  have on e in the reception -room . One or 
tw o easy-chairs and a  lounge are needed ; the other 
chairs m ay be  cane-seated. A  carpet with all-over 
m ixed  pattern in w ood -co lor  and crim son  shades w ould  
be appropriate, and i f  the red does fade, it never looks 
so  faded  as other co lors . A  desk  and revolv ing chair 
m ay be p laced  in  either room , and fo r  the coverin g  o f  
the upholstered p ieces, crim son m ohair plush is to be 
recom m ended, as it w ill stand hard usage better than 
any other m aterial used fo r  furniture covering, although 
it w ill cost a little  m ore in  the first p lace.

"  M . C. H .” — A  black  or dark b lue straw hat similar 
in shape to  the red straw hat illustrated on page 457 o f  
the M ay num ber o f  the M agazine, w ould  be becom ing to 
a you n g  lady w ith  round fu ll face , brow n  hair and eyes, 
and a g ood  com plex ion . T h e trim m ing cou ld  be loops 
o f  dark blue, b la ck  or red m oiré ribbon . T he em broid
ered gingham s m entioned in the M arch num ber cost 
from  seventy-five cents to  on e dollar and a half per 
yard.

"  M rs. M . P. G .” —Y o u r  b lack sample is a very thin 
albatross c lo th , and the w hite, sum m er serge. B lack 
Chantilly lace w ould  be alm ost too  dressy on the black 
m aterial, unless fo r  a wrap. Panels are n ot exactly 
"  go in g  ou t,”  fo r  som e very elegant costum es are made 
with th e m ; although they are n ot introduced unless 
fo r  a special purpose, as to display a handsom e piece o f  
em broidery, brocade, or lace. R ed ribbons or flowers 
w ou ld  be m ost stylish to  brighten up a black  lace hat to 
be w orn b y  a lady o f  thirty with dark hair and fair com 
p lexion . W e are pleased to know  you  so appreciate the 
M agazine.

"  M r s . T . B. G ". E namel  fo r  shirt bosom s is prepared 
by m elting together one ounce o f  white w ax and tw o 
ounces o f  sperm aceti. A  piece o f  this, about the size o f  
a hazel-nut, put in the starch, will give shirt-bosom s, 
collars and cu ffs a beautiful gloss.

“  S in a i.” —R ed satin w ould be suitable to  trim a dress 
o f  cream  albatross fo r  a brunette o f  eighteen, but it 
w ou ld  depend fo r  its e ffect upon h ow  the trim m ing was 
applied, and the co lor  should be a very dark shade. 
Gray Henrietta cloth  w ould be prettily trim m ed with 
b lack  braid or braid passem enteries. See "  M irror o f  
F a sh ion s”  fo r  designs.

‘ ‘ M rs. T . D . F .” —Y ou  could  wear your corsage o f  
b lue albatross w ith b lack  or white skirts.

( C ontinued on page 609.)

In  every com m unity there are a num ber o f  men 
w hose w hole  tim e is n o t occupied , such as teachers, 
m inisters, farm ers' sons, and others. T o  these classes 
especially we w ould say, i f  you  wish to m ake several 
hundred dollars during the n ext few  m onths, write at 
on ce  to  B. F . Johnson  & C o., Publishers, o f  R ichm ond, 
V a ., and they w ill show  you  how  to  d o  it,
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“ M bs. F. M. H.” —Dark gray camels’ -hair serge 
trimmed with black braid would bo a suitable traveling- 
dress for a lady o f fifty. The "  Cleanthe ”  basque and 
drapery illustrated in the March number would be ap
propriate designs. Black jet or crocheted buttons could 
be used, or small vegetable ivory buttons. The braid 
could be put on as in the illustration, or in plain rows. 
Gray mohair is probably what you require for a petti
coat. Five or six yards, according to width, would be 
required, at about fifty cents a yard.

"  Inquires.” —Guimpe dresses are dresses made to 
wear over a guimpe, not dresses made with a yoke to 
simulate a guimpe. The simulated jacket is only a 
semi-circular piece put on in front o f the sleeves, and 
can be added to any child ’s dress, whether intended to  
be worn with or without a guimpe.

"  A  S ubscriber .” —The heads o f the principal nations 
o f  Europe are : Victoria Queen o f Great Britain and 
Ireland, and Empress o f India; Frederick III., King of 
Prussia, and Emperor o f Germany ; Alexander III., 
Emperor o f  Russia ; Humbert I., King o f  Italy ; Sadi- 
Carnot, President o f  France ; A lfonso X III., King o f 
Spain ; George I., K ing o f Greece ; and Oscar H ., King 
of Sweden and Norway.

"  Delph in e . " —Your old-fashioned glace silk can be 
utilized for an under dress for black lace. Black Chan
tilly flouncing is much used for skirts and draperies. 
The basque is better covered with lace than trimmed 
with lace, although a lace-trimmed basque could be 
worn. Eight or nine yards o f  lace will be required for 
an entire dress. Lace shawls are not much used. From 
eighteen to eighty dollars will buy a pretty silk wrap 
trimmed with jet. Jet-beaded open-work passemen
terie garniture is  newer than beaded lace. Your last 
season's hat will not look  old-fashioned just as it is ; 
there is very little -change in millinery shapes. A  gray 
hat can be worn with a black dress. Lace-pins and 
ear-rings are worn, but all jew elry now worn is very un
ostentatious. A  lady with very fair com plexion, blue 
eyes and auburn hair, and very fleshy, could wear any 
shade o f  blue, black-and-white stripes, and black. The 
present style o f  draperies are becoming to most stout 
people. Avoid cross-wise draperies and sashes. Pillows 
and bolsters are still seen on modern beds. See article 
"  Summer Draperies and Furnishings,”  in the May 
number, for information about window-curtains. Your 
diagonal silk-and-wool is not out o f  date, and could very 
well be made over. Your three-inch-wide black guipure 
lace could be used to trim a silk wrap, or a hat.

“  Anxious Sister.” —Each Congressional District and 
Territory—also the District o f  Columbia—is entitled to 
have one cadet at the United States Military Academy 
at W est Point, the cadet to be named by the Represent
ative in Congress. The only way, therefore, to secure 
an appointment, is by application to the Representative 
for the district. Appointees must be between seventeen 
and twenty-two years o f  age, free from  any infirmity, and 
able to pass a careful examination in reading, writing, 
orthography, arithmetic, grammar, geography, and his
tory o f  the United States. W rite to the President o f 

t h e  Visiting Committee for the report which you desire. 
 “ L. C.” —The feather trimming like your samp 
would look pretty on your white wool graduating-dress, 
and a white beaded front would be a very dressy addi
tion. W hite Swiss painted with water-lilies might do for 
accessories to a graduating dress,—skirt-front,vest, etc., 
b ut would hardly be suitable for the entire dress. 
See article on “  Commencement Dresses ”  in the April 
number o f the Magazine.

" P. L. S .” —Ecru pongee with front o f  ecru lace 
would make a suitable "  Clotilde ”  tea-gown to be 
worn by a lady forty years old. In the bean-bag game, 
the board is placed so that it presents an inclined plane 
to the players, that is leaning against the wall. Each 
player uses eleven bean-bags ; they may be her own, or 
belong to the set. Goethe’ s romance "  W ilhelm Meister”  
was translated by  Thomas Carlyle. The work can be 
procured o f  Brentano, Publisher, Union Square, N. Y .

”  L. M .” —A  neat commencement-dress for a tall, 
fleshy lady w ould be a white veiling made up after the 
“  Commencement Dress ”  design given in the April 
number. See also the article in that number for sug
gestions about commencement-dresses, 
" Mrs . L. K .” —W hite cashmere o f  fine quality is the 
most suitable material for a baby’s cloak. The embroid
ery should also be white, and the flowers used in the 
design, daisies or similar small flowers.

" S . L. C.” —If your black crape shawl is the soft 
China crape, you ought to  find it useful as it is, for a 
summer evening wrap when a light protection Is re
quired. Or yon could cut it diagonally across, and 
make two pretty fichus out o f  it.

( Continued on page 610.)
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“  M rs. H. F. —In framing pictures at home, some 

reference to their subject may be suggested in the frame, 
which will give great scope for taste and ingenuity. 
Tea-chest matting and basket matting can be used for 
picture mats, and may be either silvered or gilded with 
good effect. Plush and velvet mats are also good reliefs 
to certain pictures, and a band of colored plush outside 
a gilt or silvered mat o f matting makes a very effective 
frame for landscape scenes in color. Photographs aud 
engravings o f women in modern dress may be framed in 
handsome dress materials, arranged like a sash-curtain 
over a light wooden frame. Plain wood frames, gilt or 
silvered, are suitable for any class o f subjects, and 
Japanese metal ornaments may be added with very rich 
effect. Stamped velvets and velveteens drawn over 
card-board also make beautiful frame-coverings. Re
jected MSS. will be returned if  postage is inclosed for 
that purpose.

“  T exas.” —Get moire Française in a good quality to 
com bine with your blue-black silk velvet. A skirt of 
black moire with a broad band o f jetted open-work 
passementerie would be very stylish with a long, plain 
velvet polonaise.

“  Mrs. S. A. C.” —-You will not be able to bleach a fe lt 
hat satisfactorily. A  page or prince’s fancy costume for 
a boy o f fifteen would be black or mulberry-colored vel
vet or velveteen knee-breeches and Spanish jacket, 
trimmed with gold or silver lace; white lawn shirt 
with lace ruffles ; black or white silk stockings, and 
pumps. The hair should be arranged in curls, or a wig 
o f black ringlets worn. The costume may be called that 
o f a page, or, if very handsome, young King Charles of 
Spain.

“ E. D. J .” —Llama lace is not as fashionable as it 
formerly was, but doubtless can be obtained. The new 
Chantilly laces resemble the finer qualities of llama 
lace so closely that they can be put with lace like your 
shawl and parasol cover. Your green silk could be 
draped with such lace and not be too youthful; yet 
black silk under lace would be more elegant. Any of 
the firms we give credit to in our Fashion Department 
can supply the lace you require.

“ In fan ta .” —An answer to your query concerning 
the tariff will be found in the reply to Mrs. Esther L. C.

“ F. E. K .” —Your book, the “ Conquest of Caanan," 
a poem by Timothy Dwight, which is over a hundred 
years old, could only be valued by some antiquarian or 
librarian who is acquainted with the number of copies 
extant. The librarian o f the Astor Library, New York.

| might be able to give you some idea of its value; not, 
however, without seeing the book.

“  Mrs. S.” —It would be in better taste for a lady of 
forty, with gray hairs and wrinkles beginning to show, to 
wear a bonnet instead of a hat, except a shade or garden 
hat for country wear. Printed chally is suitable for a lady 
o f any age to wear. Fichus, neck ribbons and collarettes 
are worn to brighten up the home costume, but seldom 
with street dress or very ceremonious toilets. Th 
were no samples inclosed in your letter. 

“ J ane .” —Mr. C. H. Spurgeon belonged to the 
pendent Baptists, but quitted the Baptist Union hr 
o f certain doctrinal differences; there has  
compromise, however, by which Mr. Spurgeon  
a member o f the Union or resumes his member 

" Miss Annie S." --We ha n o   Purchasing
and cannot furnish samples, or prices of goods except 
approximately.

“  E. M cG.” —Ecru window shades throughout are the 
best with all kinds o f curtains, and are needed even with 
shutters. For hall-windows a latticed transom with 
Oriental silk curtains. Square pillows with cases of 
linen finished with drawn-work are most used, for best 
bed-rooms.

“ Mat B .” —Your own idea, to make your skirt of 
cream satin, and draperies and basque of cream-colored  
albatross, with vest, collar and cuffs of satin, is in 
accordance with the latest style. See the Fashion 
Department for further suggestions.

“ J. H. B.” —To turn your shallow wall-closet into a 
book-case, you could substitute glass doors for those 
now in use. Both doors could be made in one with an 
additional molding for the casing, as the wood-work 
extends all around the closet, and this would give more 
room for the books. Stain the wood-work mahogany 
or cherry. Paint the door-casings cream white, or ochre J 
where doors are grained to imitate oak.

“ K r.” —Light gray all-wool Henrietta will drape  
nicely, and is not an expensive material. A medium 
quality o f Chantilly lace for dresses can be had at about 
$3.00 per yard. Eight or nine yards is the usual dress  
pattern. Black lace draped over white surah could be 
worn to church in the summer-time, and to pay formal 
calls in a carriage ; but over black silk it is much more 
serviceable, and all black is better for street wear.

“ Mrs. S. G. S.” —See advertisement of Warner Bros., 
on page 204 o f January Magazine, for information about 
camels'-hair underwear.
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