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THE EMPRESS DOWAGER OF CHINA*

HE war between China and Japan has prevented the
celebration of what would have been, perhaps, the
most expensive anniversary birthday of history,
that of the Empress Dowager of China, her sixtieth birthday
falling on November 27, 1894. China had already collected
millions of dollars to be spent in honor of this occasion, when
Japan declared war, and the patriotic woman asked that the
money be used instead for China’s defense. Just how much
the sum was no one but the emperor knows ; but his esti-
mate, made two years ago, was that the cost ought not to be
less than ten million taels. During my visit to Peking last
spring it was generally thought that an amount equal to
twenty million American dollars would be spent in this way.
The whole empire was to give itself up to rejoicing. Pun-
ishments were to be remitted in all of the States, and de-
graded officials were to be restored to high rank. Free theat-
rical performances were to be given in Peking for more than
six weeks, and on the empress dowager’'s birthday there
was to be atriumphal procession including all the great men
of the empire. This procession was to have traveled from
Eho Park, one of the imperial residences outside of the city,
to Peking, a distance of ten miles. The line of march had
been divided into sections of one hundred yards each, and
these sections given to the biggest officials all over China for
decoration. Each high mandarin had a section of his own,
and he was expected to trim this with the costliest of silks
and satins and jade. The imperial looms worked for months
making new silk, and more than a million pieces of ancient
satin had been collected for such ornamentation. Along the
route there were to be eighty-four triumphal arches, nine
museums, fourteen theatrical stages, and more than a score
of platforms for the worship of the gods of longevity. The
shops and houses along the route were to be repaired, and
the vast city of Peking, including the Forbidden City, in
which the emperor lives, was to be festooned and trimmed
with fresh satin of the most gorgeous colors.

view in AUDIENCE hall of imperial palace.
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Subscriptions had been collected
for this event from all the great
men of the empire.. Many of the
viceroys gave small fortunes to-
ward it, and Sir Robert Hart, the
English official who has charge
of the foreign customs of China,
contributed ten thousand taels.
Even the regular expenses of the
government were cut down, and
the appropriation set aside for the
building of the new Imperial Rail-
road was reduced one million dol-
lars in order to make it more
splendid.

And all this was done in China
to honor a woman whose name is
hardly known in America! It
will surprise many to learn that
the great Celestial Empire has,
for the past thirty years, been
practically ruled by this woman ;
and more, to know that she is
the power behind the throne
which manages the affairs of
China to-day. Her name is Tzi
Hsi An, or, as she might be better



called, the Empress
Dowager An. She
was the secondary
wife of Hien Fung,
who was the Em-
peror of China when
it had its last war
with Great Britain,
and who died at
about the time that
our Civil War began.
Hien Fung had one
son, Tung Chib, a
boy of five years,
who was, nominally,
the emperor after his
death. The govern-
ment was adminis-
tered, however, by
his two imperial
widows, the Empress
Tung Kung, who
was his first wife,
and his secondary
consort, the Empress
Dowager An.

I judge that Mad-
am Tung Kung had
by no means the
force of the empress
dowager. She was
ill during the latter
part of her life, and
she died about twelve
years ago. There

was great excitement
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in Peking at the time, and the most noted doctors of China
were called to the court. Their medicines availed nothing,
and they visited Dr. Dudgeon, an eminent Scottish practi-

WITHIN THE FORBIDDEN CITY.

tioner of Peking, and asked him for medicine and advice.
The doctor replied that he could not risk advice secondhand,
and if the empress really wanted his services she must allow
him to go into the palace. This, however, would have been
entirely contrary to Chinese imperial etiquette, and the result
was that Lady
Tung Kung died,
and the Empress
Dowager An be-
came supreme by
the law, as she had
been for some time
in fact. A curious
story about the last
sickness of Lady
Tung Kung gives
some insight into
the practice of
medicine by the
Chinese. Their
doctors believe that
there is no milk so
good as that which
comes from the
breast of a human
mother. The em-
press could drink
nothing else, and |
was told that it took
sixty wet-nurses to
keep her alive.
The Empress
Dowager An is said
to be the personifi-
cation of physical
strength. She has
been fond of sports
all her life, and it
is said in Peking that she practices archery inside the walls
of the Forbidden City, and that she has taken lessons in box-
ing from one of her eunuchs. This is contrary to Chinese
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etiquette, but she is independent in action and thought, and

her position is such that she can do as she pleases.

It is through one of the highest officials of China that I
am able to give you a description of how
this great woman looks. There is no
photograph of her in existence, and only
the highest of the Chinese nobility have
ever seen her. She has had audiences
day after day with the greatest men of
the government, but she receives them
behind a gauze screen; and upon such
occasions all of her callers have to get
down on their knees and bump their heads
on the floor in front of this screen. They
remain on their knees during the audience ;
and it is the current gossip of Peking that
some of the highest officials have the knees
of their trousers cushioned to save their
flesh when so kneeling. Even Li Hung
Chang, great as he is, has to “ kow-tow ”
to this screen whenever he visits Peking.

It is impossible for an American to con-
ceive the sacredness and the awful divinity
which hedges the empress dowager, the
emperor, and all of his court. They live,
you know, in the very center of the Tar-
tar city of Peking. Peking is surrounded
by a wall forty feet thick and fifty feet

high. It covers an area of twenty-seven square miles, and
is made up of two cities; the Tartar, or Manchu, City, in
which the government offices are located, and the Chinese
City, where all the mercantile business is done. Inside the
Tartar City there is another inclosure surrounded by a yel-

SUMMER-HOUSE BELONGING TO THE IMPERIAL PALACE, PEKING.

low-tiled wall more than two miles in extent and many feet
high. This is the forbidden city. Around it runs a wide
moat, and at its gates are officers in uniform who keep
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out the rabble. Inside this wall are the
palaces of the royal family of China.
They cover many acres, and as you walk
about the walls of the city you see their
curved roofs of bright yellow tiles glis-
tening like gold under the bright sun of
North China. They are surrounded by
trees, and there are lakes and fountains
and all sorts of gardens. There are
streams crossed by bridges of marble,
and the ordinary Chinese believe that
the buildings in which the empress dow-
ager lives are walled with precious jew-
els, and that Her Majesty walks on pave-
ments of gold.

Yellow is the imperial color of China,
and Her Majesty’s foot is too holy to step
upon ground of any other hue. When
she goes outside of the palace the streets
through which her procession is to pass
are covered with yellow clay ; and dur-
ing my stay in Peking | saw a hundred
half-naked Chinese coolies pushing
wheelbarrows full of this dirt through
the frosty, wintry air, and spreading it
over the great avenue of the big Tartar
City, which is two hundred feet wide,
and which cuts the capital into two al-
most equal parts. The empress dow-
ager, | was told, was to have an outing
on the following day, and these miles of
black streets were being made yellow for her royal march.
Here and there the shops of squatters were being torn down,
hundreds of men were at work hanging up matting in front
of the houses along the whole way, and sheets of navy blue
cotton were stretched across the side streets. This was to
prevent any human,eye outside of those of the court from
seeing the empress dowager; and our minister to Peking had
been given notice that foreigners must not appear on the
street while the imperial procession was passing. | was told
that Her Majesty would be accompanied by bowmen, and
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A NOBLE MANCHU WOMAN AND HER DAUGHTER.

warned that the man who peeped round the corner might
have his eyes closed by their arrows.

There are, in fact, only one or two occasions on which the
empress dowager can be seen ; and one of these is when she
goes in state with the emperor to worship at the imperial
tombs outside of Peking. It was at this time that my
Chinese friend saw her. She was taking a trip of eighty
miles from Peking, and the journey lasted six days. The
road all the way was covered with this yellow earth well
stamped down. It was lighted by lanterns, and there were
many stations erected for resting-places. During her trip she
saw everybody, and she received petitions from the poorest
of her people. These knelt by the roadside and handed
their papers to the royal officials as the procession went by.

The empress dowager, as this Chinese mandarin describes
her, is very fine-looking. She is well formed and dignified,
and she has an imperial look. She is quite tall, and she sits
up as straight as a poker as she rides along in her chair.
Her features are those of a Tartar, the cheekbones being
high, much like those of our Indians. Her face is long and
narrow, and she has fully three inches of forehead. Her eye-
brows are pulled out so that they form the willow-leaf arch,
which is the most beautiful curve to the artistic Chinese, and
her eyes are bright, black, and piercing. Notwithstanding
she is threescore years old, her hair is still black, and she
combs it after the style of the high Tartar ladies, over a bar
a foot long at the back of her head, so that it stands out for
six inches on each side. Her complexion is yellow, verging
on the bloom of a ripe Jersey peach, but it is usually over-
laid with rouge and paste. | understand that she is very
vain of her looks. She primps and powders and uses every
art to detract from her age. She dresses in silks, and her
shoes are of satin with heavy wooden soles. It will surprise
you that this greatest woman of China has feet of the
average size. She wears, | venture, a number four shoe.
There are no squeezed feet in the emperor’s palaces ; and
Manchu women, who are the noblest ladies in China today,
do not compress their feet.
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A WOMAN OP THE PALACE.
By a Chinese Artist.

The Manchus have ruled China for centuries, and the
wives of His Majesty must be taken from the noble Tartar
families of the empire. This was the case when the empress
dowager, now nearly half a century ago, was picked out as
the secondary wife of Hien Fung; and it was also the case
when the wives of the present emperor were chosen.

This was about six years ago, and | happened to be in
Peking at the time. The empress dowager made the selec-
tion, and during my stay there came to Peking hundreds of
Manchu maidens, from all parts of the empire, to undergo
this woman’s inspection. The laws provide that upon such
occasions all of the fair Tartar girls between twelve and
eighteen years shall be sent to Peking. They were con-
veyed in carts from their homes to the palace, and their
delicate frames were jolted like jelly through the ruts of the
Peking streets on these springless, heavy, box-like vehi-
cles. Each girl was dressed in all the extravagance of
Chinese costume, and the maidens from the northern parts
of the empire, near the Great Wall, had cheeks like roses,
and some were quite fair enough to stir the blood of the
coldest Caucasian.

Most of the carts came into the city at night. The girls
were ferried across the little lake of the palace at two in the
morning, and they were received by Her Majesty in groups
of four or five, just about sunrise. Each girl carried a tablet
bearing her name and age, and these were handed to the
empress dowager, who questioned the young ladies and
passed upon their beauty. The great
majority were discarded at this first in-
spection. Each of the unsuccessful can-
didates was given a piece of silver in the
shape of a shoe, which was worth not
more than adollar. The remainder were
asked to come again within a few days.
At their second visit a closer examina-
tion was made, and there was a further
weeding-out of the least beautiful of the
maidens. These examinations continued
until the thousands dropped down to
hundreds, the hundreds to scores, and
the scores to fifteen. The last fifteen
were put into training, and, after long
testing, from them the three wives of the
emperor were taken. The eldest of these
was about eighteen, and she became em-
press. The other two are sisters, and
were aged respectively thirteen and fif-
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teen years. They are known as the secondary wives of
the emperor, and they hold the same position that the
empress dowager had in the harem of the Emperor Hien
Fung.

Tr?e marriage of the emperor took place in 1889, and the
empress dowager presided over the occasion. The wedding
is said to have cost about ten million dollars, and there were
two pavilions built in the palace to contain the empress’s
wedding-dresses. | have before me a list of the robes the
She had on a silk headdress.
or red, which was
decorated with
pearls, ame-
thysts, rubies,
carnelians, coral,
and blue feath-
ers. Her person
was covered with
an embroidered
court-robe deco-
rated with pearls
and fastened with
diamond buttons.
About her neck
were two strings
of coral beads,
and in her ears
were jewels. She
carried a folded
handkerchief,
and she rode to
the emperor’s
palace in agorge-
ous sedan-chair,
somewhat like
the bridal-chair
illustrated here-
with.  She was
accompanied by
eunuchs, and
eight eunuchs
carried the chair.
After entering
the palace
grounds the chair
was carried over
a brazier of live
coals. Two of
the imperial

bride wore upon this occasion.

A CHINESE BEAUTY,

A CHINESE CART.
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think, good luck and
long life.

Theeunuchs of the
palace are among the
most influential men
of China. There are
three thousand of
them, and they are
divided up into forty -
eight different de-
partments, embrac-
ing every branch of
household and official
service. Some of
them wait on the
emperor, and some
have charge of the
imperial harem.
Eighteen of them are
priests, and a large
number attend to the
wishes of the em-
press dowager.

The eunuchs of
ordinary rank re-
ceive only small sal-
aries, ranging from
two to twelve dollars
a month; but most
of them have oppor-
tunities of making
money out of com-

missions from sup-

plies furnished the

palace, and some,

through, official

= AT ! favor, grow quite

A HIGH-CLASS BRIDAL-CHAIR. wealthy. This is

princesses helped her in and out of the
chair, and as she got out she was given
an apple, a golden scepter, and a bottle
containing pearls and gold coins. The
emperor, who was dressed in full court
costume, stood on the threshold of the
palace, and as the future empress got
out he took off her veil.

The two were then led to the bridal
chamber, and the emperor took his seat
on the left side of the bed, while the
bride sat on the right, with their faces
turned toward each other. The prin-
cesses then requested the imperial couple
to drink together. They ate a dish of
what the Chinese call " The Pudding of
Sons and Grandsons,” and drank to-
gether some wedding-soup which is dig-
nified by the name of “ The Broth of
Long Life.” This practically constituted
the marriage ceremony, though a mar-
riage contract was signed.

Some ideaof how the bride was dressed
may be gathered from the illustration
showing the daughter of the great Mar-
quis Tseng and her husband, which was
taken at the time of their marriage.
The couple are dressed in their wedding
clothes, and behind them, in gold, are
the Chinese characters which typify, | MARQUIS TSENG'S DAUGHTER AND ER HUSBAND, IN THEIR WEDDING CLOTHES.
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especially so with the favorites of the empress dowager ; and
there is probably no man in China who has more power than
her chief eunuch, whose name is Pi Tsiau Li. He is now
between thirty and forty years old, and he was the son of a
shoemaker who lived in the little city of Tungchow, about
fourteen miles from Peking. He came into the palace at
fourteen, and in some way attracted the notice of the em-
press dowager. She had him wait upon her, and he dressed
her hair to such purpose that he is now said to be a very rich
man. His father has been able to give up the shoe business,
and has become a noted official.

A PAGE OF THE PEKING GAZETTE.
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Pl TSIAU LI, THE EMPRESS DOWAGER'S CHIEF EUNUCH.

Pi Tsiau Li is said to do a big business as an office-broker;

and during my stay in China this year a new tautoi—a sort

of mayor—of Shanghai was appointed. The appointment
was made from Peking through Pi Tsiau Li, and it was
currently reported that he received for the office three
hundred thousand dollars from the appointee. The position
is worth a quarter of a million dollars a year, and the man
who paid this vast amount will probably hold it for three or
four years. It is said that the new tautoi was comparatively
poor, and that he borrowed most of the money which he
gave to this eunuch. After he has been tautoi for some time

probably be made governor of one of the provinces,
and lie may, through the same influence, eventually become
a viceroy. The empress dowager could certainly make him
such if she chose ; but whether she receives any of such
moneys or not, | am not able to say. The buying and selling
of offices is common all over China, and the corruption of the
officials extends even to the foot of the throne.

The influence of the eunuchs is well known in Peking,
and it is by no means safe to anger them. During my last
visit there, one of the empress dowager’'s servants became
enraged because a wealthy Chinaman, who lived just outside
the walls of the Imperial City, had sent up a skyrocket, the
shaft of which happened to fall in his yard. He concluded
to be revenged ; and taking the empress dowager to the
top of her palace, he showed her the man’s residence and
persuaded her that she ought to have it for a certain
purpose. As the emperor is supposed to own all China, a
notice was sent to the Chinaman that he must immediately
raise an enormous sum of money or his palace would be con-
fiscated by the throne. He could not do this, and in despair
he hung himself in his house.

The eunuchs systematically steal from the imperial house-
hold, and you can buy second-hand in Peking the finest of
silks and embroideries for little more than a song. The
eunuchs sell them to peddlers, and you know they come
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from the palace by the five-clawed dragon, the emperor’'s
coat-of-arms, which is marked upon them, and which is sup-
posed to be used by no one outside of the imperial family.
The emperor has looms of his own, and the empress dowager
has a better selection of dress goods than any empress of
Europe. The satin comes into the Forbidden City by cart-
loads ; and during one year the imperial orders included six
hundred handkerchiefs, three hundred and seventy-five rolls
of satin, three thousand pieces of silk and four thousand
rolls of silk gauze. The emperor has porcelain factories
which make the finest china, and he is supplied with the
best of everything
that his empire
produces.

The royal family
of China do all
their business at
night. The pal-
aces are lighted
by electricity, and
the empress dow-
ager probably gets
out of bed just
after midnight.
The emperor re-
ceives his cabinet
at one o'clock in
the morning; and
I venture she still
has her seat behind
the gauze screen
when the high
officials kneel be-
fore him and pre-
sent their reports.
The chief business
of the whole em-
pire is done be-
tween one o'clock
a.m . anddaybreak,
and reports are
presented from all
parts of China.
Each of these is
disposed of by a
mark with a red
pencil, which indi-
cates what board
must take charge
of it, and some-
times exact direc-
tions are given
as to its disposal. These reports are afterwards handed
over to scribes, and from them is made up the " Peking
Gazette,” which may be called the official organ of China,
and which is said to be the oldest newspaper of the
world. It has been published almost daily for eight
hundred years. The first copies are written, and these
bring a price of one hundred dollars a year. Private print-
ing firms republish them.* They are carried all over
China by couriers, and the cheaper editions cost one cent
apiece.

The " Peking Gazette” looks much like a cheap patent-
medicine circular, and it usually contains sixteen pages, each
as big as the ordinary official envelope. The lines run up
and down the page instead of across it, as with us, and the
beginning of the reading matter is at the back instead of
the front. It contains but little interesting reading, and
you could fill five hundred Peking Gazettes with the matter
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in one issue of Demorest's Magazine, and there is five hun-
dred times as much real information in one “ Demorest” as
there is in five hundred Peking Gazettes. The reports of
the emperor's marriage comprised but a few pages, and the
real stories of the doings of the court are not found within
it. It contains no advertisements, no editorials, and no so-
cial gossip ; and if the emperor and the empress dowager
have any quarrels, the reports of them never creep into its
columns.

The emperor is not the son, but merely the nephew
of the empress dowager. His name is Kwang Hsu.

He is the son
of Prince Chun,
the seventh
brother of Hien
Fung, and upon
the death of Tung
Chih, his uncle
Prince Kung, the
empress dowager,
and a council of
princes selected
Kwang Hsu as
heir to the throne.
The empress dow-
ager has been to
him, however,
more like amother
than an aunt; and
she has had the
entire control of
his character, and
hasdirected his
education. His
own parents had
little to do with
him, and his
father had to go
out of the govern-
ment service as
soon as the boy
was married and
nominally as-
sumed the reins of
government, as
the Chinese ideas
of filial respect
are not consistent
with the abject
obeisance he
would have had
to pay to his
son when he appeared before him as an official.

As soon as the emperor was married the empress dowager
sent out notices that would have nothing more to dowith
the government; but itis generally understood that she still
regulates everything, and the advances which China has
made during the past generation may be to a large extent
ascribed to her influence. During her reign a fine navy
has been created, and the army has been greatly improved.
There are eight thousand miles of electric wire now connect-
ing her palaces with all parts of the empire, and there are
shipyards and gunworks at Foochow, Shanghai, Tien-tsin,
and Nanking. Cotton mills are being built in some of the
great cities, and | saw one containing one thousand modem
looms at Hankow, seven hundred miles back from the sea-
coast.

The empress dowager has the art of drawing good men
about her. She has always placed the greatest confidence in
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Li Hang Chang. Her attention was attracted to him during
the Taiping rebellion. This cost China ten millions of lives,
and it was put down by Li Hung Chang, who was made
Commander-in-chief of the imperial forces, and with the aid
of Chinese Gordon showed that the Celestial forces would
fight if they were properly led. This rebellion occurred
when Tung Chih, the last boy emperor, was still on the
throne. He was never more than a figure-head, and he
seems to have been weaker than the present ruler of
China. He died at seventeen, shortly after his marriage,
and the present emperor is not yet twenty-four years of age.

spent in
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Now China is in the midst of another great war, and

the empress dowager has taken her part in the fight with
Japan.

She has shown her love for her country in giv-
ing to it the immense sum which had been collected to be
her honor, and in other ways has done what she
could to help the cause of her people. Whatever be the
ultimate result of the struggle, when its true history
comes to be written her name will stand out bright on the
dark pages of China’s disgraces and failures.

Frank G. Carpenter.

ALWAYS WITH US.

THE STORY OF THE CHRISTMAS CHARITIES.

I n New York—and the same is true of all large
cities—there are districts as little known to the
well-to-do, respectable citizen, as the interior of

Africa. How many residents of the north and west sides

of the metropolis .are aware, or more than vaguely sus-
pect, that within a few minutes’ walk of their comfort-
able, it may be, palatial, homes, are enormous hives of
six or seven stories, packed together in long rows, a ma-
jority of whose dwellers rarely obtain a full meal, even of
the coarsest food, who never taste meat, and to whom a suffi-
ciency of dry bread, with an onion or a scrap of cheese, is a
feast?

Here live the makers of cheap clothing,—rough trousers,
workmen's overalls, jumpers, shirts, and coarse undercloth-
ing,—artificial-flower makers, and others engaged in kindred
occupations. A dollar for a day of fourteen hours is excel-
lent pay for the father of a family. Women and growing
girls toil from dawn to bedtime for thirty or forty cents.
Everybody here is working
for bare life, every mo-
ment, at everything from
which a penny may be
earned. Tennyson’s “ Nor-
thern Farmer” tells us,
“ The poor in a loomp is
bad ;” and that, " Them as
tadkes their reg'lar meals ”
are not “ them as steals.”
The truth is that among
these very poor people
there are but few criminals
in proportion to their num-
bers. They toil for a pit-
tance, and very frequently
they starve; sometimes,
but not often, they beg;
but very rarely do they
steal.

“ The really poor work-
ing-people,” said a police
authority connect? with
the precinct which des
the habitations of the most
utterly destitute population
of the city, “ never give us
trouble. They are too hard
up todrink ; they are afraid
to quarrel; and if they

OUTSIDE THE RAREFOOT MISSION.

happen to be out late at night for any purpose, they get
home as quickly and quietly as they can, for they know
they must be up and at work at five o'clock in the morn-
ing, or the children will go hungry.”

Still, alas! these wretched districts are crowded with
low drinking-dens, where the miserable, hopeless toiler,
the worthless loafer supported by the needle of his wife,
the woman unsexed by suffering, the youth stunted by
want in his period of adolescence, gather to find poisonous
pleasure at the price of scant clothing and detestable food.
In these hells of tawdry glare and vulgar ornament, that
portion of the poor who have given over the wish to remain
within the province of decency spend their few hard-
earned pence. In vitriolic exaltation and stupid somno-
lence, they forget, for a time, the horror of actual exist-
ence. In more than one instance the explorer of this terra
incognita finds the ragged father and the scarce-clad mother
heaped together in bloated sleep upon the single filthy couch,

CHRISTMAS DAY.
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CHRISTMAS AT THE BAREFOOT MISSION,

while their offspring cluster together upon the hare boards of
the floor, sobbing feebly for want of the meanest sustenance.

Charity has?an ugly sound in the ears of many who most
sorely need it helping hand. This class is very difficult to
reach. A family which has once been in comfortable circum-
stances will ofttimes undergo the extremity of suffering rather
than make their situation known and become pensioners upon
the bounty of others. They resent the intru-
sion of strangers, and thus, too frequently, the
most deserving are the last to receive the aid
which would be gladly extended to them.

Modern charity, however, has grown to be
an art, no less in its delicacy than in its effect-
iveness. It is no longer dispensed by the vine-
gar-visaged or apoplectic matron, who seasons
her beneficence with acrid texts or sombre
admonitions, wrapping up her meager loaf in
tracts, and tying the whole with the cord of
creed, or the short, frayed string of prejudice.
The needy are helped, as brother might help
brother, or sister aid sister; frankly, in friendly
fashion, irrespective of formal faith or theo-
logical tenet. It is human love for suffering
humanity ; and if such is not a religion in
itself, 1 know not what religionis. The hungry
are fed, the naked are clothed, the homeless are
housed for the love of man which is also the
love of God.

“ Ben Adhem," says the Tarshima, the book
written in letters of gold upon emerald plates,
as saith the old records, " saw, one night, in
his tent, an angel writing on a parchment.
‘What writest thou there?' asked Ben Adhem.
‘ The names of them that love God, was the
reply. “And mine is there?' asked Ben Ad-
hem. ‘Nay," answered the angel. ‘Then,
said Ben Adhem, bowing his head, meekly,
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‘at least put me down as one who loves his
fellowmen." Thereupon the angel lifted up
his glorious hands and cried, 'Lo! thy name
leadeth the book. For he that loveth his
brother loveth God.'"

One of the most practical of New York
charities was begun by a boy. His name is
a peculiar one, for he is of foreign lineage,
though born in this country. It is Tello
d'Apery. When he was twelve years old
he had already thought out the complex and
curious scheme which he has since brought
to perfection in the Barefoot Mission. For
a year or two previously he had been in
the habit of bringing home the wretched
little waifs he found in the streets, to be
fed, and to be clothed and shod in such gar-
ments and shoes of his own as he had saved,
or such as he had begged from others for
the purpose. He saved his small allowance
of pocket-money, and added to it by running
errands, shovelling snow, and the like, the
proceeds of his labor and economy being de-
voted to the one cause which formed the
ambition of his life. As an only child, and
not always in good health, he had been
taught to amuse himself by making paper
flowers and other fancy-work. All that he
earned in this way was also put into his
barefoot fund, which grew steadily, as did
the number of his “ barefoots.”

The young philanthropist resolved to make
Christmas a happy day for at least a few poor children. He
got together the means, and with the aid of a playmate
erected a tree, from which twenty little ones received pres-
ents of shoes, cakes, candy, andtoys. The Barefoot Mis-
sion has grown steadily from that hour. Aided by a small
paper conducted by the boy, the subscriptions for which go to
support the charity, the mission during last year gave away

OUTSIDE THE NEIGHBORHOOD GUILD.

CHRISTMAS DAY .
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DISTRIBUTING CHRISTMAS PRESENTS AT THE NEIGHBORHOOD GUILD.

three thousand pairs of shoes, with a large number of pairs
of stockings, clothing, and other comforts. The Christmas
celebration at its headquarters was a tremendous success.

The street overflowed with the crowd of youthful pensioners.
The presence of the police restrained the exuberance of the
noisy youngsters; but the blue-coated conservators of the
peace entered into the spirit of the occasion, and if they ad-
ministered a cuff here and there to a too vociferous recipient
of Christmas gifts, it was done gently, and no gamin’s ears
suffered from the chastise-

ment.

Inside, shoes were rap-
idly fitted by loving hands,
and cold little feet became
warm in snug, stout-soled
gear. Every foot found
its shoe, for there were
hundreds of pairs, of all
sizes and shapes, — new
shoes, old shoes nicely re-
paired and " good as new,”
soft shoes, hard shoes,
shoes for boys and shoes
for girls, shoes, even, for
men and women, though
it is for the juvenile bare-
foot that the mission was
established. And not only
shoes, but, as we have
said, stockings, also cloth-
ing of all descriptions,
cloaks, coats, hats, caps,
muffs, gloves, and a mod-
erate supply of under-
wear ; for others have be-
come interested in the
charity, and many con-
tributions are sent in.

The Neighborhood

Guild, which has its head-
quarters, or Settlement
House," on Delancey Street,
includes a wide scope in its
charities. It aims, not only to
feed the stomach, but to fill
the mind; to improve the
physical being by scientific
methods, to bring the ignorant
poor into close proximity with
the educated and well-to-do;
in short, to elevate the moral
nature while supplying the
animal mechanism with suf-
ficient fuel. The guild covers
a multitude of good works.
There are kindergartens,
reading clubs, improvement
clubs, literary clubs, young
men’s clubs, sanitary clubs,
Daisy Chain and Mayflower
clubs, book-keeping classes,
young girls’ societies, and a
Penny Provident Bank
There are lectures on scientific
subjects, on social reform,
and on current topics. There
I — * are entertainments, recita-
tions, and amateur dramatic
performances. There is a
body of cadets regularly drilled in Upton's manual. There
are conferences where mothers receive advice as to the care
of children, instructions being given by trained nurses and
physicians. Cooking, gardening, sewing, calisthenics, sing-
ing, instrumental music, and even dancing are taught. There
is on the second floor a fine free reading-room provided with
newspapers, magazines, a huge atlas, an unabridged diction-
ary, and a good library from which books may be borrowed.
The lower floor is set apart as a meeting-room for the clubs,

THE CHURCH OF THE EPIPHANY.
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and for lectures and entertainments. Here, also, is a well-
appointed gynnasium. Most of the advantages of the guild
are free ; hut for those which in a way may be looked upon
as accomplishments a nominal fee is charged, rarely over
three cents a week. The society was founded by Dr. Stan-
ton Coit only five years ago, but it has grown to be one of
the strongest of the kind in existence.

In the Christmas festivities of the guild the little members
have something to look forward to with delighted anticipa-
tion for weeks in advance. Considering the class of inhab-
itants which fill the vast tenements of the neighborhood, the
throng which gathers before the door of the guild on
Christmas Day is a wonderfully orderly one. An occasional
irrepressible shout is heard here and there, a pair of urchins
will work off their excess of exhilaration in a good-natured
scuffle ; but of rowdyism there is never a hint. Inside, the
long hall is cleared of its everyday appurtenances, the tra-
peze is unslung, the bars and the “ horse” set aside, and
the clubs and dumbbells
arranged in their racks.
The place is ablaze with
the light of innumer-
able candles on the
gaily decorated trees.
With such gorgeous-
ness before them, with
a wealth of glorious
presents hanging al-
most within touch, it is
not wonderful that the
exercises take on some-
thing of solemnity
under the influence of
the almost overpower-
ing joy which swells
the hearts of the audi-
ence.

Far over on the east
side of the city is the
old Church of the
Epiphany, a plain,
substantial brick edi-
fice. In the basement,
which is occupied by
the Sunday-school, the
children of the neigh-
borhood gather to share
in the Christmas happi-
ness and abundance. The room is rather dark by day, but
now it is suffused with the radiance of gas-jets and galaxies
of colored candles. How the gold and silver globes glisten
among the evergreens 1 What huge festoons of pop-corn !
What horns of plenty bursting with sweets! What grand
oranges! And as for apples, those rosy-cheeked fellows
seem to shine in sympathy with the delight which permeates
the very atmosphere. Stanton Street is a very poor district,
very poor indeed ; but I will venture to say that not even in
the homes of the rich, where, as the expression of parental
love, small fortunes are expended in gifts, is-there more real
happiness on Christmas Day than these children of penury
experience over their cheap little presents.

The newsboys of New York are proverbially a riotous set,
and hard to manage. Generally they are born in the lowest
of the slums; many of them have no homes and no known
relatives ; and without friends or a roof to shelter him a boy
cannot be held responsible if he follows the downward path
upon which his feet are set by destiny. Years ago a news-

—the genuine newsboy, not the amateur who sold a few
papers to gain a trifle of pocket money—very seldom rose to
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any decent or reputable position in life, if, indeed, he did not
become a professional criminal. The establishment of chari-
ties in their especial behalf has, however, wrought a marked
improvement among them. They are better clad, better fed,
and, though a vast deal yet remains to be desired in that
respect, they are no longer the utterly hopeless, reckless,
vicious creatures they once were, little more than a genera-
tion ago. The lodging-houses, in giving them, for a few
cents, or freely, in deserving cases, something approaching
the advantages of a home, have wrought a large proportion
of this change for the better.

In the Duane Street lodging-house, which is a model of its
class, the boys have a gala Christmas festival. The large
room is beautifully decorated for the occasion. The col-
umns are wound with evergreens and flowers, evergreens
and holly hide the metal of the chandeliers, and are worked
into stars, shields, hearts, and wreaths, upon the walls.
The boys take their places a little noisily at first; a few

CHRISTMAS FOR THE NEWSBOYS.

jokes, generally bright, though not always in the best taste,
are bandied about; there may even be a shrill cat-call,
oracry, “ Hey! Yaller !” or “ Hullo i Skinny !” or “ Where
d'ye git the hat, Cully?” Then they settle down, as one of
them expressed it, to “ a square chunk” of enjoyment.
They grow more and more serious as the services proceed.
The sly twinkle gives place to a preternatural somberness,
the more comic because it is so unconscious. You see the
softening influence of the sweet old story as it progresses,
upon these prematurely old minds in callow bodies, and for
one hour in the year, at least, the sin and suffering, the
brutal heedlessness and cynicism which darken these young
lives from the cradle, or from the manger,—blessed simi-
larity '—are lost, gone, forgotten, and only the noble, the ten-
der, and the good dominate their souls.

It is a hard world to live in. Existence, for most of us, is
a sharp combat ; for some it is misery : for a few it is ease;
but the grand average isv anity and"vexation of spirit.
Happy those who in the c¢ season of the rolling year
can still summon a healthy ad an unworn imagina-

t i o n t o t a n s f o r m Happy those
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who having explored the Fortunate Isles and found them
mere sandbanks can rig the bark of youth with purple sails
and store it with the golden apples of the Hesperides. To
make one child laugh gleefully is, to the lover of his kind,
better than winning a battle.

Lester Hunct.

Off-hand Chats with Professional Humorists.

T h e field for American humor is large ; the number of
professional American humorists is small. There's
room for more of 'em—at the top. Write a list of

professional humorists who have a national reputation. How

many ? Perhaps five or six, that's all. Throw in those who

SAMVEL L. CLEMENS.

“ MARK TWAIN.”

have made more than a local, yet not entirely a national,
reputation. Twenty-five or thirty, at the most.

To sum up the life and work of our American humorists
seemed, at first, an easy matter; hut | found that so many
had lived such interesting lives, had done so much excellent
work, that to do all of them justice this whole number of
Demorest’'s would have to be turned into a sort of bio-
graphical dictionary. As a magazine is, unhappily, not like

ordeon, which stretches apart indefinitely, this paper
I 1 have to be confined to a few off-hand interviews which
it has been my privilege to have with professional funny
men.

Let me cite one characteristic common to all hmorists :
they will all tell you they are " born.”

My first victim was Mark Twain. | caught him one even-
ing at Madison Square Garden, where, in company with
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JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY.

“ Jim” Riley, he was giving his farewell—yes, real last
farewell—public reading.

“You haven't a very high opinion of interviewers, Mr.
Clemens,” | said, as he pulled on his overcoat over that
aged and historical dress-suit, whose waistcoat holds shyly
aloof from the trousers.

“ Ri-ight !” he assented, with his familiar drawl. “ I've
written some poor stuff in my day, but the worst article |
ever wrote was better than any published interview with

SAM WALTER FOSS.
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EUGENE FIELD.

me. 1'd like,” he went on, “ just once to interview myself,
to show the possibilities of the interview.”

Mark Twain has lived over sixty years, and has shown
nothing but good-will toward all. 1 knew he meant his
remarks not unkindly, but humorously; so | fired off a
stock question,—something or other about his own apprecia-
tion of humor.

“ 1 really have ho special taste for humor. In the begin-
ning | wrote humorous books by pure accident ; and but for
that accident | should not have written anything. [I'll give
you a perfect test as proof. | love facts beyond everything.
With my library about me | should exhaust all the biog-

HENRY GUY CARLETON.

raphies and histories, the diaries and personal memoirs, the
dictionaries and encyclopedias, before looking into a humor-
ous book. Doesn’'t this prove | tumbled into humor by
accident ?”

“Whom do you consider the most humorous man in
America?”

After a moment’'s thought, to my great astonishment he
replied:

“ Thomas Bailey Aldrich. Aldrich and 1,” he said, “ were
stopping at the same hotel in Borne. Aldrich came in one
day, saying, ‘Clemens, you think you're famous. You've
conceit enough for anything. Now you don’'t know what
real popularity is. | have just been asking that man on the
Piazza di Spagna for my books. He hasn't one,—not one'!
They're all sold. He simply can't supjfiy the demand. It's
just so all over Europe. I've never seen one of my books
anywhere. They're gone. Now look at your books. Why,
that poor man on the Piazza has sixteen hundred of 'em.
He's ruined, Clemens. He’ll never sell 'em. The people
are reading mine.’

SYDNEY ROSENFELD.

‘““Now,” added Mark Twain, “
humorous ?”

| had hoped to catch Riley next, and so bag two birds the
same evening; but the Hoosier poet had slipped away.
Major Pond told me Riley would be at the Aldine Club the
following evening. So would I. And we were.

James Whitcomb Riley is master of two languages,
English and Hoosier. The Aldine members had him up
recitin’ somethin’ in Hoosier. It was his famous poem
“ 'Mongst the Hills o’ Somerset,” expressive of his depth c
feeling for his own Indiana. He was saying :

could any man be more

“How't 'u’d rest a man like me
Jes’ for 'boutanhour to be
Up there where the morning’ air
Could reach out an’ ketch me—there.”

“ Now, Mr. Riley,” | said to him later, “ everybody knows
that you acknowledge to thirty-five years of sign-painting,
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journalism, and funny dialect poetry, but what are you
going to do next?”

"’Sh ! I'll write a play, an Indiana play, just so folks who
don’t read my poems can know that the dialect of the people
of that State isn’'t as outlandish as it's painted. It makes
me tired to see and hear the stuff that's paraded as Hoosier
dialect. I'm going to correct it. Have | the plot and char-
acters mapped out ? Jus* wait !”

Next morning | happened upon this personal in a news-
paper : “ Sam Walter Foss, the humorous dialect poet of
Boston, is at the-----—--- Hotel.” Ten minutes afterward I
was with him in his room.

“ Is it true that you've resigned the editorship of the
' Yankee Blade’'?”

“ True !'” slamming down a trunk-lid and sitting upon it.
"1 stood by the helm of that literary ship for ten years ; but
last year | turned her over to another pilot, and now | grind
out a humorous syndicate department for the Sunday papers,
and Pin working, besides, on another book of my poems.”

“ How'’s your first book, ‘Back Country Poems,’ going?”

“ Very nicely. How’d you like 'em ?”

“ Enjoyed your Yankee talk immensely. It's accurate, |
suppose ?”

“ Certainly. If you make a country fellow speak in a con-
ventional Bostonese style, you are only making a literary lie.
Those incidents of farm life are taken from my own experi-
ence.”

" How'd you come to be a humorist, anyway? ”

“ Purely an accident. Born one, | guess. After leaving
college | became part owner of a paper in Lynn. A fellow
came up and wanted to start a funny column. He had big
hopes, so we started it. After a while he left me, and what
could I do but keep it going? So | began with a few little
poems, and was surprised to find them widely copied. That

BILL NYE.

CHARLES D. LEWIS.

was the beginning. [I've written since for all the humorous
papers.”

Eugene Field, the humorous poet, famous for his beauti-
ful children’s verse, | was told had just come in from

Chicago, and would be at the Authors’ Club that night. |
reached the Authors’ Club about ten o’clock, and learned
that Field had gone.

“Where?”

“ To Washington.”

“ What train ?”

“ Eleven o'clock.”

I was in Jersey City and in that train at ten fifty.

“ Whip out your notebook and write for all you’'re worth,”
said Mr. Field, throwing himself and his bag in the seat.
“ You've only nine minutes. Time enough, though, for two
uneventful biographies like mine.”

“ Never mind that. You're fond of the quaint and curious,
Mr. Field. What'r’ your fads, pets, and so on?”

“ Well, listen for your life now. I'm fond of dogs, birds,
and all small pets. My favorite flower is the carnation. My
favorites in fiction are Hawthorne's 4Scarlet Letter,’ ' Don
Quixote,” and ‘Pilgrim’s Progress.” | believe in ghosts, in
witches, and in fairies. | should like to own a big astro-
nomical telescope, and a twenty-four-tune music-box. |
adore dolls. 1 dislike * politics,” so called. | should like to
have the privilege of voting extended to women. | am un-
alterably opposed to capital punishment. | favor a system
of pensions for noble services in literature, art, science, etc.
I approve of compulsory education. | believe in churches
and schools. | hate wars, armies, soldiers, guns, and fire-
works. | do not care particularly for sculpture or for paint-
ings ; | try not to become interested in them, for the reason
that if | were to cultivate a taste for them | should presently
become hopelessly bankrupt. | dislike all exercises, and |
play all games very indifferently. | love to read in bed. |
am extravagantly fond of perfumes. My favorite color is
red. | am a poor diner, and | drink no wine nor spirits of
any kind, nor do | smoke tobacco. | dislike crowds, and I
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abominate functions. 1 am six feet in height, and have
shocking taste in dress ; but | like to have well-dressed
people about me. | do not love all children. | have tried
to analyze my feelings towards children, and | think | dis-
cover that | love them in so far as | can make pets of them.
| believe that, if | live, | shall do my best literary work
when I am a grandfather.”

“ And how did you become a humorist, Mr. Field?”-1
asked, while the porter besought me with tears in his eyes
to leave the train before it started.

“ Oh! They're not made, they're born !”

“ All aboard !'” And Eugene Field was gone.

Henry Guy Carleton has his curio-laden apartments in
Washington Square. If you know him simply as a drama-
tist and wonder why 1 class him among the humorists, read
his book, “ The Thompson Street Poker-Club.” If you
know him only as a writer, and think, “ Well! You'd
hardly call him a humorist,” go see one of his plays, “ The
Butterflies,” or “ The Gilded Fool; " after that call upon him
at his home, and I'm sure you'll enjoy the conversation. He
believes very decidedly that plays are to amuse the public,
that dramatic critics are influenced in their judgment by per-
sonal motives, and he dislikes Ibsen, Hauptman, Sudermann,
and anything approaching realism.

“ No !” he said, “ the theater is not the place for moral
lessons, for literature, for public instruction, or for the agi-
tation of political or religious questions. A theater is, first
and last, a place of amusement. The theater-going public
wants to be amused. It comes to the play to be amused, and
if it is not amused it stays away; and reformers of the
drama may yell themselves hoarse, and scribble their fingers
off, yet they cannot alter this simple, everlasting fact.”

And then, oh, weary platitude ! he added that the knack
of being humorous was “ born ” in him J

Then | went up to Yonkers to see Sydney Rosenfeld.

“ My God! Why did I marry such a contemptible cur!
You are my husband, but I—hate you! ”

These words greeted my entrance into the house. They
came from the floor above, and were hissed in a woman’s
most tragic voice. | handed my card to the servant, feeling
that 1 had stumbled upon a domestic altercation at high
temperature. As | hurried into the parlor, hoping to get
out of earshot, a man’s voice directly overhead reeled off a
succession of sharp, angry sentences, whereupon the woman
shrieked :

“ You lie! you miserable wretch! How dare you stand
there sneering? You have ruined my life ; and now, unless

you sign this paper, | shall kill you. What! You will not
sign? Then you shall never leave this room alive. With
this dagger, you black monster! I'll stretch you dead at my

feet !”

Then followed sounds of a violent and deadly struggle. A
murder! | sprang to my feet, horrified, while someone
hastily descended the stairs; and next moment the portieres
parted, revealing Mr. Sydney Rosenfeld.

He smiled, was radiant, and looked quite as calmly happy
as any man should in his own peaceful home attired in all
the comforts of dressing-jacket and slippers.

I must have looked very white, and I'm sure | trembled
perceptibly.

“ My wife and 1,” said the author of “ Dotlet on the I,”
“ Read the Answer in the Stars,” and other topical songs,
“ were just rehearsing parts of my newest farce. We do a
great deal of this, chiefly to find out how the characters
ought not to act.”

Bill Nye, from his headquarters way down at a health
resort in North Carolina, sent up word, among other things,
that " humorists are born, not made.” Incidentally, he
added that he might go to Europe this winter, and thus give
his young critics in this country a chance in the field of plat-
form humor. “ The field is open,” he writes, “ and it's a
good paying field for the right men.”

The fact is, Bill Nye has been lecturing for the last ten

JOHN KENDRICK BANGS.
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years through the country, making, it is said, as much as
$10,000 a year, and working himself thin,—thinner than he
is naturally. During that time he has only been in New
York once or twice, yet New Yorkers have read his writings
from week to week, just as though he had been here all
along. But last winter he made a real farewell tour of the
United States, and closed a prosperous ten years of reading
and lecturing. In those readings he was associated with
James Whitcomb Riley and others, though with the poet
Riley the longest. He has had only kind comment from
both the press and the public. He has had but few “ roast-
mgs.” “ No one in the show business,” he writes, " ever

got so little sat upon, considering what | deserved.”

In the meantime, while Mr. Nye is recuperating with his
wife and four children at a North Carolina health-resort, his
“ Comic History of the United States ” is doing very well,
and has become popular in schools and colleges.

W hile it is

BRET HARTE.

comic, it is no less instructive.- And now Mr. Nye thinks of
writing comic histories of England, France, and even ltaly ;
but he will decide upon this matter while he is abroad this
winter.

M. Quad, whose humorous sketches have amused us for
the last quarter of a century, is said to be the most prolific
writer of humorous stuff in these blessed United States. In
a small back-room on the top floor of his home in Brooklyn,
I found him,—grinding. An inventory of the contents of
that room would read: One deal desk, two deal chairs,
one pair dumbbells, one oilcloth on floor, one map of M.
Quad’'s tour of the world, one genial, gentle, kind, serious,
sincere man, M. Quad. The rest of the house is furnished
luxuriously, for M. Quad, the humorist, has made money,
and has a family ; but his tastes are plain, for he hasn't for-

otten the time when his tastes were plain because he
couldn’t afford to have them luxurious.

" Yes, I'm fifty years old, now,” he said, throwing down

MARSHALL P. WILDER.

his pen, tipping his chair back against the wall, and pathrg

his legs upon its round. “ I've worked at this business
for twenty-five years; twenty-two years on the 'Detroit
Free Press.' and three years here, and now | work harder
than ever. See here,” and he showed me ‘‘copy” to the
amount of nine thousand words, done since Sunday noon,
just two and a half days. “ | have turned out twenty
thousand words in a week more than once. | average

EDWARD W. TOWNSEND.
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ERNEST JARROLD.

always fifteen thousand. What | wrote when | began |
write now, bits of human history from common, everyday

life.”

“ But when do you take recreation?

your ideas?”
“ ‘ldeas' ?

Where do you get
They're lying around everywhere. The
street’s full of 'em. | observe humanity. | put what | see
on paper, and the human interest triumphs. Show a man
what his neighbor is like, how his neighbor works, what he
thinks ; that's what humanity wants.”

WILLIAM H. MCELROY.

7

If you ever meet this humorist in social life you'll hear
him called Charles D. Lewis, for so he was christened.

Palmer Cox, the six-foot goblin-artist, sat in his studio in
lower Broadway, among his " brownies.” Brownies crowded
around him everywhere. Tam O’Shanters peered at him
from calendars and cards on the walls ; Indians dangled from
the chandelier and the ceiling; Chinamen, policemen, and
dudes congregated on his desk and table, and squinted at the
typewriter. Presently there was a gentle tap at the door,
and Palmer Cox went and opened it.

Four children, followed by a nurse, trooped in, casting
furtive glances round the room.

“Is you the brownie man? Where are the real live
brownies? We’'re come all the way here to see them.” And
Palmer Cox caught the first little one in his arms and smoth-
ered her with kisses.

" Oh 1l The real live brownies are not here now. They are
here only at night, you know, and then you are in bed. Too
bad, isn'tit?”

In the meanwhile an interviewer had strolled in, and when

PHILANDER JOHNSON.

the children went away, so disappointed, Palmer Cox said to
him :

“* That little scene is enacted in.this studio every day, and
sometimes several times a day. People visiting few York
from all parts of the country bring their children here to see
the 'brownie man.” Everybody wants to see the brownies
in life, so | had to write a play. Yes, the brownies will be
produced by a professional cast in a New York theater next
season. Undersized actors will play the parts. There will
be over a hundred people on the stage, and the music has
been written by Mr. Malcolm Douglass.”

Palmer Cox loves more children than George Francis Train,
and yet " The Father of All the Brownies ” is a bachelor.

And then the interviewer asked Palmer Cox how he came
to be so humorous, and he said something about being hu-
morous at his very birth, and that made the interviewer go
away,—go away with a heart full of sadness.

"Twas night. | stood upon the broad piazza of a modem
country-house overlooking the grand, silent Hudson, and a
humorist stood beside me. | was not interviewing him, a
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W. J. LAMPTON.

least not about bis humorous career, for I, who stood that
night upon that broad piazza beside John Kendrick Bangs,
knew all about him.

The piazza is his, the country-house is his, and both
are in Yonkers. He is rich; earned most of his wealth
grinding out funny things. He edited " Life ” for four years,
when he used to turn out a hundred jokes a day, earning
thirty-five hundred dollars ayear. Then came a little differ-
ence with the publisher of “ Life,"and Mr. Bangs left it,
looking upon himself as a ruined man. But the Fates dealt
gently with Bangs ; for the Harpers came along with an offer
of an editorial position, which he accepted and has held ever
since. Now he’s editor of the “ Drawer,” and of the humor-
ous department in each of the Harper periodicals. He has
otherwise ruined his chance of sitting among the angels by
writing “ Tiddledy Winks,” " Half-Hours with Jimmy Boy,”
and other humorous stories for young people, not to men-
tion “ Coffee and Repartee,” and other things for the older
folks. As for his plans, he places great hopes upon a syndi-
cate sheet owned by himself and afriend, a sheet full of stuff
for children, which Bangs writes all himself, every week.

His home life is simple, social, healthful. You can see
him at Harper's three days in the week, between ten and
twelve in the morning, and on these three days you'll find
him lunching at the Century Club. The remaining time he
spends at his country home. Taste and refinement charac-
terize everything he undertakes. At the clubs and in society
he’s every bit a bon vivant, but yet modest and unassuming,
and therefore a general favorite. His hobby is illustrators
and illustrations, and he will proudly show you a bookcase
filled with the work of all of them, from Cruikshank to
Hopkinson Smith. And now he's writing a history of 'em.
Mr. Bangs has written many clever things, rhymes and jokes
and juvenile stories. His poetry, in fact, all his humorous
work, finds alya small audience among the masses, for it
appeals ther to the cultivated classes. He has gained a
large share of public attention, but is not yet appreciated as
much as he should be.

All this | knew, as | stood beside Mr. Bangs that night on
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the broad piazza overlooking the silent Hudson. Why, then,
had | journeyed thither? Well, simply because | bad a lurk-
ing suspicion that John Kendrick Bangs was in one respect
unlike all other humorists. | felt that possibly I had dis-
covered the North Pole of humorists.

With appropriate solemnity | propounded the guestion,

“ John Kendrick Bangs, how did you become a humorist?
Were you born so?”

And lo ! the reply filled me, thrilled me, with a great joy,
and | wanted to fall upon Mr. Bangs's bosom and embrace
him, congratulate him ; for, verily, here was a humorist of
a different hue from all other humorists.

“ No,” came the reply, “ 1 was not born a humorist, I
grew into one.”

There’'s another humorist who is still classed among
American humorists, even if he has drifted over the seas.
Bret Harte and “ The Luck of Roaring Camp” will always
be American.

He has not seen his native California for years. The fact
is, he has no desire to see it again. He wants to remember
it as he left it, as it was when he wrote about it. It would

sadden him to see it now. So Bret Harte has, made his
permanent home in London. He lives in a handsome, sub-
stantial mansion in a fashionable quarter, and with his
bronzed face, square shoulders, and his exactness and ele-
gance of attire, he might be an English army officer. He is
distinguished looking, and when he appears in the street for
his daily walk he attracts attention from all sides.

He doesn’'t work so hard now, however. Hisdays of tireless
industry are passed. He lives, and in living enjoys his life.
His household no longer suggests printer's ink and irregular
hours, for it is of the comfortable type common to London.

But no matter if Bret Harte lives in London,—we know
why he lives there,—his thoughts and his heart belong ever
to early California.

ALEXANDER E. SWEET.
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A great number of other humorists have, of course, run
into my net from time to time ; but I'm confronted with the
obvious “ space ” impossibility of giving more than a passing
mention of each. There's Edwin Oliver, the humorist of the
“ Yonkers Statesman,” who finds an appreciative audience
every day for his " Whim Whams ;” and there’'s genial
Marshall P. Wilder, who knows everybody under the sun.
Then there's Edward W. Townsend, whose “ Chimmie Fad-
den” sketches in the “ Sun” have lifted him above the
crowd. Then 1 recall Ernest Jarrold, better known as
“ Micky Finn,” also of the “ Sun,” who’s going on the plat-
form to read his own Irish sketches, next season, with Frank
L. Stanton, of the “ Atlanta Constitution.” And there’s
William H. McElroy, the “ Tribune’s” humorous editorial
writer ; there’s Philander Johnson, the funny man of the
“ Washington Star,” who can write a “ Shooting Star,” a
real poem, on any topic, while the copy-boy waits; and
W. J. Lampton, of the “ Detroit Free Press ;” and Opie P.
Read, who has just finished public humorous readings with
the late Ben Bang; and Alexander E. Sweet, editor of
“ Texas Siftings.” And there’s Munkittrick, and Siviter,
and Wheelwright, Miss Bridges, James J. O’'Connell, Harry
Romaine, Edward S. Martin, and Tom Masson, all familiar
names in "Life ” and other funny things.

But there! 1 know |1 haven't mentioned James J.
Burdette, and Charles H. Hoyt, and Bronson Howard, and
William Gillette, and others, but my space is filled, and I
must stop.

Gilson W illets.

BOY CHOIRS.

NEday a sweet-faced little lad, dressed
all in black with the exception of a
flaming scarlet necktie at bis throat,
stood bravely, all alone, before Ade-
lina Patti, in the richly furnished par-
lors of a big Chicago hotel. There
was nothing particularly remarkable
about the young fellow’s personal ap-
pearance, except, perhaps, that his
countenance was very attractive in
its outlines.

After a few moments, however, it
became apparent that the boy pos-
sessed a talent not to be found among
the accomplishments of very many
other lads. He opened abook of music
which he carried, and then commenced
to sing. From his lips came forth the
pure, sweet strains of Cardinal New-
man’s beautiful hymn, “ Head, Kindly Eight.”

The famous prima donna listened, almost in awe, until
the sweet-voiced little singer reached the last line,

“ Which | have loved long since, and lost awhile.”

Then there was just the suspicion of a tear upon her eye-
lids, and after heartily applauding his efforts she rushed up
to him, clasped him in her arms, kissed him, and exclaimed:

" Oh, you sweet boy! How | wish I could call you
mine !”

The young singer who so roused her enthusiasm was
Master Blatchford Kavanagh, a soloist in the boy choir at

Grace Episcopal Church, Chicago. His performance calls
attention to the present popularity of boy choirs all over the
United States.

A few years ago the organizations of vested singers in this
country were confined almost exclusively to the Episcopal
churches. At present, however, they are being generally
adopted by all of the other Protestant denominations, and
now one regularly sings, each day, at even orthodox Apple-
ton Chapel, at Harvard College.

The reason for the existing popularity of the surpliced
singers is not hard to find. Boy choirs are entirely religious
in their character and associations, and it seems peculiarly
appropriate that the young musicians, consecrated for their
work by their pure white robes, should officiate in the sacred
services of the church.

The first boy choir of which mention is made in the ecclesi-
astical history of the United States sang at old St. Michael’s
Church in Charleston, S. C., about a century ago. In the
records of this church, for the year 1798, is found mention
of a bill, entered as paid, for " washing the soiled surplices
of the clergy and children of the choir.” There can, of
course, be no doubt that the words children of the choir”
refer to vested boy singers.

At fashionable Trinity Church in New York, a boy choir
was first introduced in the year 1802, and the organizations
of surpliced singers here, and at St. Michael’s, in Charleston,
are the oldest now in existence in the United States;

At the commencement of the present century church
music in this country was in a rather deplorable ¢ ition.
The sacred verses that filled most of the hymn in
general use at the time were of a character fitted to a
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sensitive person wild with melancholia. A specimen of
dreary verse from one of the ancient hymnals reads like
this :
“ There shall be mourning, mourning, mourning,
There shall be mourning, mourning, mourning,
There shall be mourning at the judgment seat of Christ.
Brothers and sisters there shall part,
Brothers and sisters there shall part,
Shall part to meet no more.”

Such terribly solemn hymns as are aptly
represented by this verse were ultimately
banished from the meeting-houses, and
what was then known as ‘‘opera sing-
ing” by choirs of mixed voices came
into vogue. The most sacred com-
positions were now sung to tunes of a
distinctly secular origin. Many wor-
shipers did not appreciate the new form
of vocalism, and, indeed, it does seem
aa though some of the choir-masters
carried the application of the opera-
singing idea a little too far ; for Rev.
Dr. Talmage in one of his lectures tells
of a number of singers who, in order
to make the notes selected connect with
the words of a hymn, rendered the name
of Jacob as though it were written “ Ja-
folderollderiddle-cob.”

It was as a protest against opera-
singing in churches that the Epis-
copalians first began to adopt boy
choirs ; and as the years have gone
by the vested singers have steadily
grown in favor with all lovers of a pure service of Chris-
tian worship.

The boy-choir members are gathered from families in all
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ranks of society ; and the humblest mechanics and richest
merchants alike experience a feeling of justifiable pride in
seeing their sons, clad in pure white vestments, taking part
in the sacred offices of the church.

In the organization of a boy choir there are usually three
classes of singers. These are called probationers, sub-chor-
isters, and regular choir members. The probationers ranks
are open to any lad who may possess a voice of suitable
capacity, and whose parents may wish to secure for him the
benefits of boy-choir training. The voices of all applicants
are carefully tried by the choir-masters, and boys of promis-
ing ability are admitted to the choir kindergarten. The
little probationers give their musical services without money
or price.

The probationers who persevere in their work are ulti-
mately graduated into the second grade of the choir school, and
are called sub-choristers. They now generally receive twenty-
five cents per week for their services, sing in the church on
special occasions, and when vacancies occur in the regular
choir, promotions are made from among them to the coveted
positions that are unoccupied.

As a regular chorister a lad occupies an envied place
among his comrades. His voice goes to swell the choral
music of the church each Sunday, and during the week his
salary of fifty cents keeps his pockets well supplied with
spending money.

All of the divisions of the choirs generally gather for
rehearsal and practice three times a week. Although the
young musicians are, as a whole, well behaved, the counter-
parts of the “ dear little souls ” of the “ Ingoldsby Legends ”
are not frequently found in the vestry-rooms on drill-meeting
days. The boy choirs are therefore subject to a system of
government, at the head of which is the choir-master,
enforcing discipline by the imposure of sundry fines graded
to suit the enormity of various offenses.

Although boy choirs first arose to prominence in the
eastern portion of the United States, the West can now
claim to possess the larger number of them. |In the city of
Chicago, alone, there are at present thirty-two organizations

THE RECESSIONAL.

of vested singers, with a membership aggregating more
than two thousand musicians.
very best, boy choirs in the United States is that which

One of the best, if not the
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regularly sings at Grace
Episcopal Church, in Chi-
cago. This choir is under
the direction of Mr.
Henry B. Roney, and
has one hundred mem-
bers.

The vestry-room where
the Grace Church singers
gather for rehearsal is a
model of its kind. It is
forty feet long by twenty-
five feet wide, and is thor-
oughly heated, ventilated,
and comfortable in all of
its appointments. At
night it can be illuminated
by either incandescent

A LITTLE PROBATIONER.

lamps or gas. At one end
of the room is a large
grand piano, and close by
is an organ. Near these
is a handsome case con-
taining an extensive and
very valuable musical
library consisting of more
than thirteen thousand
volumes. Placed length-
wise of the apartment,
and arranged like the
stalls of a church chancel,
are seats for the one hun-
dred choir-singers. Each
seat is numbered, and is
provided with a music-
rack and convenient foot-
rest for the occupant.

An interesting feature of this model vestry-room is a
set of individual lockers for holding the vestments of the
singers. In each locker are arranged hooks for holding
cotta and cassock, and suitable shelves for books and pack-
ages. Concealed within the row of lockers is a long steel
rod, operated by a small brass lever, that can be used to
lock or unlock all of the little apartments simultaneously.

The walls of the room are prettily decorated with many
framed pictures of appropriate church scenes, and photo-
graphs of other celebrated boy-choirs. At a convenient
point hangs the choir roster, giving the names and numbers
of all the singers, and near it is placed a bulletin-board,
upon which, from time to time, various notices of interest
are posted.

The choir at Grace Church is organized upon a regular
military basis, and the members are all provided with suit-
able uniforms and equipments, and are given a thorough
course of instruction in the intricacies of Upton’s tactics.
Every summer the singers go into camp, like regular militia-
men, and enjoy to the utmost a week spent out-of-doors in
canvas tents.

To listen to the singing of the boy choir at Grace Church is,
indeed, a great pleasure, and a privilege, to anyone possessed
of musical tastes or religious inclinations. One Sunday even-
ing, awhile ago, a gray-haired church-warden stood upon the
steps of the sacred edifice in Chicago and sent away more
than fifteen hundred people who gathered after the big
audience-room was filled, hoping to be able to listen to the
beautiful music rendered by the boy choir.

At the appointed hour the service began, and the vested
singers marched into the church to the accompaniment of
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the beautiful pro-
cessional hymn,
" In the Light of
God.” As the
ritual music pro-
gressed and the
choristers joined
in singing the
Gloria and the
inspiring Magnifi-
cat,

" Oneboy’ssweetvoice
above the rest

Was heard

sweetly ringing,

The angels must his

dreams have blest

To teach him such
sweet singing.”

SO

When the Nunc
Dimittis, “ Lord,
now lettest thou
thy servant de-
part inpeace,”
was begun, the
entire congrega-
tion arose as a single man, and every person strained his
eyes to catch a glimpse of the exquisite singer, whose splen-
did voice rang up into the domed roof, and swelled and
thrilled into every corner of the vast church edifice.

All that the people in the audience saw, however, was a
little white-robed boy, about twelve years old, with dark
brown eyes, and a face, almost classic in its outlines, around
which clustered a mass of curling hair. This young singer

henry b. honey, choirmaster of grace

episcopal church, Chicago.

John Edwards.

Thomas Copley.

CHORISTERS AT TRINITY CHAPEL, NEW YORK.



who created so much excitement was the same brave little
lad who had sung before Madame Patti, and won from her
such demonstrative evidences of pleasure and approval.

A little later in the evening he sang, as a solo, “ With
Verdure Clad,” from the “ Creation.” For nearly ten min-
utes the people almost held their breaths ; and then, when
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his voice ceased to be heard, the reaction came, and women,
burying their faces in their handkerchiefs, sobbed aloud,
while more than one man among the many listeners was
compelled to wink very hard to keep back the tears.

S. H. Farris.

OUR WORKING SISTERS

BY MARGARET BISLAND.

(Continued from Page 31.)
SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

Angered by certain youthful indiscretions on the part of his only son, Mr. Duncan disowns and disinherits him: and, dying within a few years after,

leaves an only daughter, sole heiress to his large fortune.

Mildred Duncan’s mother died when she was a baby; and she has been educated under the care

of a haughty, worldly, aristocratic aunt, Miss Sedgewick, whose dearest wish, at the opening of the story, is that Mildred shall make a brilliant marriage ;
and she rather favors the attentions of young Lieutenant Mayhew, of the navy. Mildred meets, at a dinner-party, the Rev. Stephen Eustace, a man earnestly

Imbued with all the newest thoughts and purposes for the relief of suffering and elevation of humanity,—* a tremendous worker among the poor.”
expressing her Intention to kill time by going to Egypt, Is recommended by theyoung rector to Interest herself In her " working sisters;”
the suggestion disdainfully, and parts with Rev. Stephen Eustace without his knowing that the seed has fallen In good soil.

Mildred,
but she treats
Shortly after this Mildred has

an unpleasant experience in a Broadway shop, where the inattention of saleswomen detains her seriously, and leads to the reproof and fine of one of the num-

ber.

escape running over a young woman, who Is knocked down and falls under their feet.

In ready sympathy Mildred offers money to the victim of the floor-walker’sseverity, which is proudly refused. On her way home her horses narrowly

When a policeman rescues her from her perilous position she is

unconscious, and Mildred, recognizing her as the young saleswoman, has her placed in the carriage and takes her to the Duncan mansion

m.

BROKEN arm and complete
collapse from friglit,” replied
old Doctor Beaufort to Mil-
dred’s anxious questions
as the two stood beside
Miss Mynell, the shop-
girl, who, in one of Mil-
dred’'s own pretty night-
robes, lay in a light, half-
delirious slumber,
tucked into a big bed
in the blue guest-
chamber. All that
eminent skill in sur-
gery and ability in
nursing could con-
tribute to her recov-
ery Mildred ordered
for the poor sufferer,
who, despite her proud boast, was so soon accepting aid from
the hand she had spumed. No more tender care could
have been given Miss Duncan’s own sister; for through
the loner hours of the night it was Mildred herself who sat
beside the girl, delirious from fever
that succeeded the shock, following
the good doctor’s directions with
scrupulous care.

Not a pleasant duty, nor
soothing to the haunting
fears that rose, despite the
doctor’s cheerful assurances
that things
would not
grow worse.
For hour
after hour
she bent over
the poor suf-
ferer, a

prayer on her lips that the girl might recover, and ten-
derly she soothed her through the ravings of the wild
fever-dreams that flitted through the overwrought brain.
It filled her with terror that in the delirium the girl spoke
to her as “ Gerald,” always “ Gerald,”—imploring forgive-
ness, confidence, love, and faith, making agonized farewells,
and then again calling her by her brother’'s name. Some-
times the hot, thin hands gripped her cool ones with passion-
ate entreaty, drawing Mildred’s face near to her own in
order to tell “ Gerald” the secret that had parted them. At
length exhaustion triumphed, and sleep came.

It was not pleasant when, at breakfast the next morning,
Aunt Sedgewick, adjusting her
gold-rimmed pince-nez in order
the better to survey her niece,
remarked, grimly, that she had
no doubt the entire household
would soon come down with small-
pox or cholera, since per-
sons of the lower classes
invariably carryinfection
in their garments. Ar-
gument and explanation
had small influence on
the little old lady, who
shook her white-capped
head with disapproba-
tion, and washed her small hands,
sparkling with old-fashioned
marquise rings, of the whole af-
fair.

It was not a pleasant duty to
set out after breakfast to discover the family or friends of
the unfortunate girl. From inquiry at the Broadway shop
Mildred received little information. Grace Mynell had been
employed but three weeks, as temporary help in the busy
season. Her fellow-workers found her shy, silent, and a
trifle “ stuck up,” as the fat, amiable Mamie expressed it,
and she seemed to be ill a great deal. It was to the wretch-
edest of lodgings, on the extreme west side, that she was
referred for further information.
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The dingy lodging-house, swarming with unkempt, forlorn-
looking children, and pervaded by unpleasing odors, was
kept by a kindly faced, stout, slatternly person of much
dignity and good temper, who was sincerely concerned to
hear that misfortune had befallen her lodger who had occu-
pied a wee room under the roof.

“ A gintle lamb, an’ very fair-
spoken an' modest like, miss,”
volunteered Mrs.
O'Brien, heartily, as she
ushered Mildred into the
bleak, bare
little room.
“ Miss Mynell
was forever af-
ther cl'anin’ it
herself, an’
there ye cansee
is her bit of a
black box,
along of which
she turned up
at me door four wakes ago come Tuesday,with her paymints
always reg'lar. Sure she was wan foine lodger, was Miss
Mynell,—the saints be good ter her 1”

As that was all the information Mrs. O'Brien could give,
Mildred ordered the little black box—the key of which, along
with the girl’s purse, was safely locked in her escritoire—
to be sent to the house on Gramercy Park.

It had been a sterner tussle between life and death over
the wasted form on the stately bed in the guest-chamber
than even Doctor Beaufort anticipated ; for when, the third
morning after the accident, the fever abated, and Mildred
stood before her patient, no sign of recognition came into
the girl's face. She merely stared weakly at the pretty
picture Miss Duncan made in her soft gray house-
gown holding a dainty tray, and listened to the story
of the accident as one who hears of an event for
the first time.

It was a rare case, yet a thing not wholly
unknown, explained the doctor, that sufferers
from fever that has touched the brain forget
for a while the most familiar incidents of life.
Little by little the past came back, and, to
Mildred's relief, she spoke at length of the
[circumstance in the shop.

“ | refused your money, | remember,”
she said, dreamily. “ | was very rude. |
don’'t know why, when 1 first looked at
you that day you startled me. | thought

of—of—" Butit was always at that point
she failed to recall anything. She spoke vaguely of a great
sorrow ; what, she could not tell.

“ It happened five years ago,” she wandered on, “ such a
terrible, crushing blow. | had fever like this, only for very
much longer; | think | never quite recovered from it. It
seems to me | have had a steady fever burning in my brain
all these five years ; and then the accident came, and,” with
a wan little smile, “ your horses saved me from death,”

* Ah no,” gently contradicted Mildred, “ it was danger-
ously near the other way.”

“ No !” insisted the girl, “ you don't understand. | had
made up my mind to— Well, you will find the little bottle
in my purse. It was wrong, but | was so tired—with only
a dollar standing between me and the street. It seemed the
only thing to do.”

It was there, sitting beside the girl, whose wasted hand
she held in her own, that Mildred heard the first story of
real human suffering and privation that had ever reached
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her; for Grace Mynell's weakened memory could carry her
back over her five years of work in the shops of New York,
and it eased her to tell the story, not boasting of her own
trials, but telling much of what she had seen
others endure, until Mildred could hear no more,
and astonished her Aunt Sedgewick by bursting
into passionate tears when, an hour later, a vast
bouquet of roses was brought up, bearing the
thoughtful Lieutenant’s card.
* * * * * *

It was three days later, in the afternoon, that
Mildred dismissed her carriage at the corner and
walked swiftly down Irving Place, toward the
Rectory of St.John's Church. The Reverend
Stephen Eustace was not. at home, but the motherly
old housekeeper cordially ushered her into the
great study overlooking the garden, with assur-
ances that her master would soon be in.

What would Aunt Sedgewick say, wondered Mildred,
sinking into a deep, leather-covered chair by the open grate.
She looked
about the
room with
interest and
curiosity, at
its tall
shelves load-
ed with dig-
nified, fat
volumes in
full calf, at
the table
heaped with
papers, and
then she
gave a start-
led cry, like
a frightened
child, when
the door
opened suddenly.

But not less surprised was the clergyman himself, who,
having slipped in with his latch-key, had given the house-
keeper no warning. He stopped short at seeing a tall
and handsome woman rise from his favorite chair, and he
recognized her before she spoke her own name, blushing
vividly as she did so.

“ 1 ventured to come,” she began at once,, the warm color
still in her face, " for | remembered your offer of a fortnight
ago. There seemed so little chance, then, that I would need
it; but now, if you could help me abit— You see | have
no one else to go to, and--—-- "

She stopped short, hopelessly entangled ; but he came to

her aid inmelirdy diately, and so

that her embarrassment
vanished as quickly as it had
come, and she found no diffi-
culty in telling her story. She

was not aware
that Stephen
Eustace, regard-
ing her with
grave interest
and sympathy,
was lost the
while in won-
derment that
the girl before him was
really the tall, proud, cold woman who
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had sat beside him at Mrs. Graham’s dinner. How the
languid, unhappy, big brown eyes were flashing now, soft-
ening and filling with hot tears as the lips trembled or
were curled scornfully in the telling of Grace Mynellandher
sufferings.

“ And she wishes to go back to that life when recovered,”
went on Mildred, all unconscious of her own eloquence ;
“ but I—1 have a plan to”—she paused, while a wave of hot
color ran from brow to chin. “ You see, Dr. Eustace, | am
rich ; and | thought I might do a little to help women like
Grace Mynell. 1 am not going to Europe,” she continued,
smiling. “ It will amuse me more, | think, to stay here in
New York and carry out my plans.”

Such sensible schemes as they laid together! It would be
a club, at first; and Grace Mynell should never go back to
the shop, but stay on under Mildred’'s protection to help
with the work promptly to be begun.

It was late when Miss Duncan rose to go ; and Stephen
Eustace promised to call on the sick girl, who was fast
regaining strength in her chair by the window, Mildred said,
except that the broken chain of memory could not be forged
again.

“ Next week we begin our experiment,” she laughed,
holding out her hand cordially ; “ and | shall again and
again faint, almost, by the wayside; but | depend on you
and Grace Mynell to help me.”

It was a bit of cambric, embroidered in one corner with
the word “ Mildred,” and moist with its owner's tears, that
the Reverend Stephen Eustace found, a few moments after
her departure, beside the chair Miss Duncan had occupied.
He regarded it with an odd sort of amused interest, it
seemed such a frail trifle and toy to this big, motherless,
sisterless man, in whose eyes the belongings of women were
a sad puzzle. He folded the cambric square and laid it
safely away in his pocket-book, strong in his intention most
honestly to return it when next they met.

V.

It was during the slow weeks of convalescence that
Mildred felt her pity for the frail, gentle girl, thrown so
strangely upon her attention and mercy, grow quickly into
sincere affection. Even when a little child, longing for
sympathy and companionship in her lonely nursery, the
favorite dream had been of a sister to share her joys and
sorrows; and now, though in a different degree, she expe-
rienced all a sister’'s desire to shield and comfort Grace

Mynell, into whose pale cheeks it delighted
her to see the faint tints of returning health
flushing. So with infinite tact and tenderness

last to set forth her schemes for
the future.

she ventured at
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“ It is all a chaos of good intentions, so far,” she said,
cheerfully, “ and to you and to Mr. Eustace | am going to
look for a great deal of guidance and help in making myself
and my money something of a blessing ; for I am sorely
ashamed to think how all my life | have failed to see the
great and urgent duty | owe to those about me. Now,
Grace, | have thought it all over carefully; and if you have
no better position offering would you care to make your
home with me? | want you for my private secretary and
grand counsellor;” and then it was, with some hesitation,
Mildred mentioned a salary that seemed to her very little
indeed, but to Grace Mynell, starting up from her chair in
delighted amazement, a princely income. She could scarcely
believe her ears when Mildred went on to explain that the
sunny bedroom, dainty with all its hangings of blue and
white, was henceforth to be her very own, and that- the
pretty gown she wore was but part of a simple but com-
plete wardrobe prepared during her illness, under Mildred’s
direction.

“ How good you are! How good you are!” she mur-
mured brokenly, catching Miss Duncan’s fair hands to her
lips. “ I cannot believe such fortune is mine,—I have
done nothing to deserve it ; and,” with a quick glance about
the room, “ it is truly not the comforts and beauty of this
new life |1 should have regretted to resign. | am so used to
poverty I do not fear it greatly ; but, dear Miss Duncan, |
should hate to leave you. | have learned to love you
so, because you are good and beautiful, and because, be-
cause,— ” She stopped with a pained, puzzled expression in
her eyes, as one who vainly struggles to recall something
from the past.

“ Yes, yes,” answered Mildred, strangely touched. She
put the girl gently from her, and began to talk again of the
fine plans, remembering the doctor’s warning :

“ Some day,” he had said, “ when strong again in mind
and body, a face, a voice, a trinket, maybe, will bring the
desired shock to flutter open again those leaves of the mem-
ory-book nature has mercifully closed for a while ; but do
not excite her now.”

Recalling this, Mildred ordered into the attic that sad little
black travelling-box rescued from Mrs. O'Brien’s lodgings,
to wait until Grace might ask for her possessions. She
made no reference to them, however, and the little box was
pushed away out of sight until that time should come.

In spite of Aunt
Sedgewick'’s
frowns and
shrugs, Mildred
brought her pro-
tegee down
to the old
lady’s spe-
cial sanctum
in the draw-
ing-room
bay-win -
dow, where
even through
her strongest
pince-nez she
could find
nothing to condemn in Grace Mynell. Indeed, her shy
grace and deferential manner distinctly appealed to the
aristocratic, tyrannical, but good-natured, old woman. In
her own shrewd mind she concluded the girl was born of
gentler blood and educated in a more refined Sphere than
anyone knew ; and her approval of the little secretary grew
to genuine liking when she found that Grace was deft at
picking up stitches in the long silk stockings it was Miss
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Sedgewick’s delight to knit for Mildred’'s pretty feet, that
she could trim breakfast-caps most daintily, and would read
aloud Anthony Trollope without growing weary.

Through her keen pince-nez she also could not but see that
Grace Mynell's coming had wrought a great change in Mil-
dred, who, with characteristic energy, having at last found
the true duty of her life, was losing no time in the fulfill-
ment of it.

With surprise Miss Sedgewick saw the great library
opened and set in order. The dark, handsome old room
had remained closed since Mr. Duncan’s death ; yet Mildred
ordered nothing changed, and, somehow, she believed the
portrait eyes of her dead father looked down, not wholly
disapprovingly, on the tall figure of his charming daugh-
ter seated before the huge old mahogany desk in a vast,
broad-armed, leather revolving-chair. The library was to
be Mildred's workroom ; and there it was Grace Mynell,
regarding with something like awe and fear that same por-
trait of Mildred's handsome father, which hung above the
tall mantleshelf, first met the Reverend Stephen Eustace.
His strong hand-clasp and clear, friendly eyes seemed to
banish all the uneasy forebodings which the portrait roused
in her, and she felt she had found in him a potent friend.

It was he who lis-
tened gravely when
Mildred outlined her
plan for building
what she wished to

call the “ Woman’s
Palace.”
“ Itmust be amodi-

fication, for the prac-
tical needs of New
York working-
women, of Walter
Besant's People’s
Palace,” explained Miss Duncan, who
was delighted to find the young clergy-
man fully in accord with her cherished project. His
suggestions were wise and useful. To her he confided all
his ambitions for the growth of his church work ; and he
blushed with pleasure when she asked that her great
institution should be considered one of St. John’'s parish
works.

Yet the walls of the Woman’s Palace were destined to rise
slowly, for there were many preliminaries to be settled ; and
a decidedly mauvais quart d'heure fell to Mildred's share in
her conference with her lawyer. Old Mr. Baxter had been
her father’'s lawyer and chosen adviser, and had guarded
well the great, admirably invested fortune of which he be-
lieved his fair young client was about to make the most reck-
less ducks and drakes. But Mildred triumphed at last; and
it was not until the old man limped out of the luxurious
private office, to search for certain
valuable papers in connection with
the goodly sum of money of which
the heiress wished to make new
use, that Miss Duncan took any
notice of a quiet, plain, but sweet-
faced young woman who had en-
tered the room and was busy over
some papers.

Her eyes wandered with an ad-
miring glance over Mildred’'s
stately figure in its rich gown
and heavy furs, and Miss Dun-
can returned the glance
warmly and then spoke. It
was a simple comment on the
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weather; but something—a comment Stephen Eustace had
dropped—flashed through her mind and inspired the remark.
“ Sympathy,” he had said, “ friendly interest, is the golden
key, Ifind, to every heart, and always the magic sesame when
one wishes to gain the confidence
of the shy, proud working-folk.”
The good impulse was effective;
and though it was a little difficult
at first;, Mildred won the
girl’s interest, and Sadie Kirk
could scarcely believe the evi-
dence of her
senses when Mil-
dred drew a visit-
ing-card from her
handsome case,
and laying it on the
type-writing stand said,
simply and cordially, as
she held out her hand,
" Will you not have
a cup of tea with me to-morrow afternoon,
when your office work is done? 1 should like very much to
have more talk with you, | am so interested in your work.”

(To be continued.)

Pastimes for Winter Evenings.

An Adjective Party.

&HAT'S in aname?” need never be asked respecting

2 an evening company, for there’s everything in the

Z name—or the excuse—that serves to bring together
a dozen young people.

An Adjective Party is always a merry one, and is produc-
tive of abundant laughter. It should be small, of not more
than a dozen or fifteen persons. If the invitations be written,
let the words, “ Adjectives, at nine,” appear in the lower
left-hand corner ; if verbal, beg your friends to bring with
them their largest stock of that useful part of speech.

The hostess prepares beforehand a little story, which may
be very simple or an elaborate structure. 1 should recom-
mend the former. In writing it, leave space before every
noun for the insertion of one or more adjectives, which are
to be supplied by the company.

At nine o’clock, supposing the guests have been prompt,
the hostess, at the tinkle of a little silver bell, produces her
manuscript and pencil. She asks her nearest neighbor for
an adjective, which she writes before the first noun. She
then asks the next one for an adjective, which she inserts in
the second space; and so on, round and round, till all the
blanks are filled.

Then follows the reading of the heterogeneous matter,
which is always greeted with peals of laughter. If the
writer skillfully weaves in the names of those present, or of
well-known town’s-people, the effect is immensely enhanced.
No one can take exception to any personalities, for the com-
binations are purely accidental.

Here is a specimen of a story, lately produced at such a
party :
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" It was the birthday of the hazy and infantile father of
his scrumptious country. On that gaunt day, the cantanker-
ous Pleasure Club of the frantic town o f------ , wishing to
celebrate it, assembled at the dumpy house of the silky Dr.
Fleming. It was beautifully decorated with many discreet
American flags, festooned about, while tough ribbons of red,
white, and blue fluttered everywhere.

“ The first to arrive was the kittenish and unexpected Mr.
Livermore, with his sappy, soulful sister on his arm ; but
following them directly came frisky Miss Dorr and the
vehement but slippery Mrs. Winthrop. The latter brought
the regrets of dapper Mr. Winthrop, that he would be de-
tained till later.

“ And now the ironical guests came thick and fast. The
erratic Mr. Evans and the hilarious but discombobulated Mr.
Abbot came arm in arm, as usual, like a pair of stoical
Siamese twins. The pale and bumptious Miss McClure, with
her remorseful friend the astonished Miss Smith, followed
close, with her sunny though egregious brother. When all
the scanty and furious throng were assembled------ "

But this is quite sufficient for purposes of illustration.

This game is capital, also, for an impromptu amusement
for the parlor of a summer hotel or the deck of a becalmed
yacht. Ten minutes will suffice for anyone who wields a
ready pencil to string together names and incidents for a
skeleton. This, indeed, is never criticised, for the fortuitous
conjunction of names and adjectives always furnishes un-

limited fun. Elizabeth Timlow.

W hat May Be Seen on a Penny.

A W estern gentleman is said to have found on a single
copper cent the long list of articles named below, and his
discovery has been used many times since ,to while away an
evening hour. Although the game may be gotten up on the
spur of the moment, it may also take the form of a little
entertainment, when, for the mystification of the guests, it
might appropriately be called “ A Penny Party.” The
guestions (as many lists as there are guests) should be
plainly written out beforehand, and each list accompanied
by a bright new penny, which must be carefully studied by
the competing persons; or a drawing of a penny might be
made, the head above the list numbered 1, 2, 3, etc., and
the reverse side above the one lettered A, B, C, etc.

At a signal, each person gives close attention to his penny
to see what can be found upon it, writing his answers in
their respective order. At the expiration of a given time,
agreed on before, a bell may be rung, and the correct an-
swers read out from the paper in the host’s possession, each
guest checking off those on his own list which are correct.

The holder of the largest correct list wins some simple
prize,—a bunch of flowers or what not,—and the pennies
might be collected and given to the one having the least.
But this is only a suggestion.

Questions.

W hat You Will Find on the Reverse of a Penny.
A. The meed of victory. F. What we may expect when away
B. An apostle. from home.
C. Ah article of defensive warfare. G. Desirable when playing the races.
D. The girl's delight. H. A beverage.
E. Found between book-covers. I. Weapons of offense.

Questions.

W hat You W ill. Find on the Face of a Penny.

1. A place of worship 8. A favorable answer. 14. Old and young
2. Part of a hill. 9. The book agents’ united.
3. A fruit. friend. 15. State of matrimony.
4. Flowers. 10. Contrary minded. 16. Part of a door.
5. Part of a whip. 11. An animal. 17. What sheep do in a
6. Part of a river. 12. What an oarsman field.
7. A company of musi- does with his oars. 18. A fit subject for a

cians. 13. A necessity for a dog-catcher.

teacher.
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Answers.

A. A wreath of laurel. D. A bow. G. A tip.

B. One cent. E. Leaves. H. Tea.

C. A shield. F. Letters. 1. Arrows.

1. A temple. 7. Band. 13. A pupil.

2. Brow. 8. Eye. 14. 18-89.

3. A date. 9. Cheek. 15. United States.
4. Tulips. 10. Nose. 16. Lock.

5. Lash. 11. Hair. 17. Brows.

6. Mouth. 12. Feathers. 18. A merry cur.

The last question and answer were added on the spur of
the moment at a recent party where the game was played,
and caused considerable merriment. Doubtless many others
as appropriate could be thought out. M. F. Harman.

Hieroglyphics.

This game is worked by two persons to be guessed
by a third or a company of persons. A list of words of
monosyllables (of not more than five letters) is made by the
persons not in the secret. This list is handed to A, who
selects a word and begins with a cane to make all sorts
of flourishes, dots, and dashes, on the floor. After writing
for a while in these hieroglyphics, which do not resemble
the letters of the alphabet in the least, B, who is in the
secret with him, tells the company what word A has written,
B not having seen the list at all. If A and B catch the spirit
of it, the deception is perfect and the company much mysti-
fied. They can give the whole list of words in this way,
and here is the key.

The first letter of the word, unless a vowel, is also the
first letter of an appropriate remark which A makes as he
begins to flourish his cane over the floor. All the conso-
nants in the word are indicated to B in like manner, and
A must be quick-witted enough to make remarks that fit,
so that the company will not suspect that this is a part of
the game. The vowels are indicated by rapping with the
cane once for A, twice for E, three times for I, and so on,
through the list of vowels. For example: One of the
words in the list is “ cat.” As A begins to write he says
to B, “ Catch the idea now? ” and B knows the first letter
of the word is “ c,” because it is the first letter of A’s
remark. Then A brings down the cane with one short
rap, and goes right on writing ; and B knows that “ a”
is the next letter in the word. The next time A speaks
he must give B the next letter, so he must keep on with
his hieroglyphics until he can think of something to say
beginning with that letter. Finally he says, “ This ends it,”

and B knows the word is “ cat,” because the “ t" was the
first letter in A’s last remark. C. E. B
“ Madonna and Child.”
(See Full-page Gravure.)
T has been mistakenly said that religious feeling

has passed out of modern art. How untrue this is,
A%y anyone with the least reverence for sacred things,
and the smallest appreciation of art, will see by studyingour
full-page photogravure for this month. The love of the
Christ-child and his mother—emblems for all time of beauti-
ful child-life and motherhood—will never die in our civiliza-
tion until that civilization itself becomes barbarism. The
pathetic, beautiful face of this mother,— pathetic, as it would
seem, without quite comprehending her own glorious mis-
sion, yet with the sorrow of a lofty motherhood,—the sweet
protectiveness with which she holds the tiny new-born Christ,
the innocent, inquiring poise of her head, the complete rest-
fulness of the group, the fine disposition of the drapery, and
the lighting of the sky behind the heads of the figures, make
this one of the most lovely pictures of the Madonna and
Child ever published.
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OF CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

Personal Opinions given specially for DEMOREST'S Magazine by Mrs. Margaret Bottorme, Mrs. William Tod Helmuth,
A. H. Hummel, Mrs. Elizabeth B. Grannis, Samuel Minturn Peck, Albert Hardy, Rev. Madison C. Peters, and De Wolf Hopper.

FOR ALL " THE KING'S DAUGHTERS.

Mrs. Margaret Bottome, President of " The King’s

Daughters.”

In undertaking to give these opinions regarding Christmas
gifts, |1 believe that Demorest's Magazine is doing good
work. There are thousands of people just now to whom
the reflection of the approach of Christmas
time is laden almost with horror. This is
certainly a time for a reform movement in
matter of Christmas gifts.

| speak from my heart on this subject, as |
have spoken from my heart in writing upon it
for years. | believe that in the great tide of
extravagance and competition in the exchange
of Christmas gifts, we have lost all sight of
the real sentiment of the custom, and are giv-
ing now from the pocket, instead of from the
heart. The most deplorable fact is that they
who make expensive Christmas presents look for a return
in gifts, if not actually in money.

This miserable feeling in reflecting upon the approach of
Christmas does not prevail among the poorer people, but
among the comparatively well-to-do. These people scrape
together every cent and bankrupt themselves for the privi-
lege of giving presents indiscriminately to every Tom, Dick,
and Harry. Now all this is wrong. As | have said, reform
is needed. | actually believe that it will soon have to be
made a distinct reform measure. In Switzerland it is con-
sidered bad form to give presents worth more than three
francs. That's an excellent custom, worthy of emulation.

What should be given as presents at Christmas-tide ?
The costliest things that money can buy? Not a bit of it.
A simple little note, written by one’s own hand and couched
in terms of kindliness that will touch a responsive chord in
the heart of the recipient, is a better Christmas present than
something that costs enough money to bankrupt the giver
for six months. As Emerson says, “ The gift should be
part of the giver.” Therefore, young women making gifts
might paint something, embroider something, make any-
thing with their own hands, that may be called part of
themselves. In their own way young men, too, can give
something which is a part of themselves, providing it is
given in the true spirit, even though it is bought with money,
—money which they themselves have earned.

I sometimes think we shall actually lose Christmas, for the
reason of this very excess in the giving of presents. New
Year's has been lost to us. | remember in my girlhood days
how | used to enjoy the old Knickerbocker custom of
receiving one’s friends in the most simple way and having
them partake informally of simple refreshment. But now
all that is changed. Today it seems to be the custom for
callers to go where the finest banquet is served. | sincerely
hope that these words will be considered, that in their serious
consideration extravagance in the matter of Christmas gifts
will be changed to economy, and that the real sentiment of
giving presents on the birthday more important than all
others will be saved to us.

SANTA CLAUS WILL BE THERE.

Mrs. William Tod Helmuth, President of Sorosis.

I am aware that there is too much extravagance and com-
petition in the matter of Christmas gifts, but of course that

is generally understood. There is, however, a phase of
the question of making Christmas gifts which suggests the
absence of Santa Claus altogether. 1 can best illustrate
what | mean in a true story.

During my sojourn at Bar Harbor, this summer, I had
occasion to drive frequently down the Atlantic road to a lit-
tle fishing-village where the fisher people catch lobsters and
all sorts of things. | went there one day with a friend for a
day's fishing. We secured as our escorts for the excursion
a little boy and his father, both typical down-Easters, and
possessing all the innocence of country
people. The little boy was particularly
interesting.  After we had had our lines
in the water awhile my friend said to the
little boy,

" What do you catch here?”

The answer, drawled in the usual fisher-
boy way, was not profoundly learned,
but it was truth. He simply drawled,
" F-i-s-h I

My friend, whose bait didn't seem to
catch very well, then asked him, " What
do you catch fish with?”

The answer was simply, "B-a-i-t.”

Just then my friend caught a very in-
significant specimen of findom, and the
little boy, noticing her look of contempt,
philosophically remarked,

" Y ou—have— to— catch— anything— you— can— get —
here.”

We then became very much interested in the boy, and
asked him miscellaneous questions. At last we happened to
speak about Christmas.

"What did Santa Claus bring you last Christmas?” my
friend asked.

This was the reply : "He—didn't—bring—nothing. Santa
—Claus—never—gets—out—here.  It's—too—far—away—
for—him.”

Certainly the answer was pathetic. Need | say that Santa
Claus will get there, far away as it is, this Christmas? This,
in my belief, is where Christmas presents are most needed.

“IT IS BETTER TO GIVE THAN TO RECEIVE.”

A. H. Hummel, the Noted Criminal Lawyer.

W hen we apply to it the Scriptural injunction "It is
better to give than to receive,” Christmas offers us an oppor-
tunity to show those we love that we have not forgotten
them. It is a pretty custom to have a day fixed when
we may give this outward vent to our feelings. When
annoyed we may, nay, often do, say cruel things during
ayear ; but we are all too apt to hide our
fonder sentiments—except during court-
ship.

The custom per se is beautiful; but it is
carried to such excess at times that it be-
comes a burden. Every man’s presents
should be regulated by both his pocket
and his heart. It is nothing less than
absurd to feel an obligation to incur ex-
penses that one cannot afford. This is
unjust to the recipient, and nothing short
of criminal on the part of the giver.
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It is not the present alone that is valued, but the feeling
that prompted it. Nobody can make gifts to every casual
acquaintance. The line must be drawn somewhere, and my
idea is that it should be drawn as close to the family hearth-
stone as possible. Some intimate friends must be remem-
bered, but never at the expense of the best-loved ones at
home, or, for that matter, the loved ones that may be ever
so far away. | do not think that any sensible person feels
hurt because he has not received presents from friends, or
because presents that were sent cost comparatively little.
Those who weigh the value of a gift are mercenary beings
whose hearts do not respond with sincerity.

I enjoy being able to celebrate Christmas as Dickens
liked to have it; and if with such enjoyment others are
made correspondingly happy, then indeed is my cup of
bliss filled to overflowing.

GIVE EVERYONE, BUT PREPARE THE YEAR ROUND.

President of the Na-
“The

Mrs. Elizabeth
tional Christian
Church Union.”

B. Grannis,

League,,and Editor of

I have given this matter of Christmas presents my attention
for twentv-one years,—not only once a year for twenty-one
years, but continually and steadily the year
round. The moment one Christmas has
passed | begin to lay my plans for the next
one. | believe I give from a hundred and
.| seventy-five to two hundred Christmas pres-
ents every year. | give to everyone ; from
my best friend, to persons in the most
humble positions. | give to my foreman, my
workmen, my clerks, my servants, every-
one.

I'm not saying this now to attract admi-
I do not even want to set an example, unless my ex-

ration.
ample be followed in the right way,—unless the presents be
given with the proper sentiment.

To me, Christmas-tide has always been the sweetest part
of the year, especially because it is the time when gifts are

exchanged. 1 don’t want to see the custom abandoned. Who
that sees the child hang up its stocking on Christmas Eve
and go to sleep secure in the knowledge that Santa Claus will
come down the chimney during the night and fill that stock-
ing full of good things, can think of suppressing the dear old
white-haired myth ?

Now we are all children at Christmas time, no matter how
far we are beyond the time when we discovered the real
Santa Claus. Figuratively, we all hang up our stockings at
Christmas, and we like to find them filled in the morning,
too.

Now comes the question, What should Santa Claus put
into our stockings? The truth is, we don’'t much care what
it is, so long as it's something. The child doesn’t care,—how
could he? We, the older children, don't care,—why should
we?

The thing is to give always with a view to the usefulness
of the gift. If | want to give a boy a book, | consider what
book will most please him, be most useful to him, now and
always.

By all means let us make Christmas gifts; let us give to
everyone. If it's only a scrap of writing, let Santa Claus
be always on hand. But give with common sense, give
reasonably, give because you love to give, give no more
than you can afford. Away, | say, with the fashionable
functions and ceremonies which make gifts that suggest hav-
ing cost money ; and let us all give with the simplicity of
Santa Claus himself, smiling as though giving to the children
we love.
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COMMON SENSE FROM THE SOUTH.

Samuel Minturn Peck, the Alabama Poet.

I THINK the giving of presents at Christmas is a pretty cus.
tom which American vanity and love of
display have perverted into a gross abuse.
Expensive gifts should never be made
except in those cases where the closeness
of the tie by blood or marriage would ren-
der the gift of an equivalent in money not
indelicate. | believe a feeling of relief
would pervade the land if a sumptuary
law were enacted and enforced forbidding
the acceptance at Christmas of any gifts
of more than fifty cents in value, save in
cases of suffering.

WHAT A POET THINKS.
Albert Hardy, Poet and Story-writer.

“ The Lord loveth a cheerful giver.” In this, | think,
ought to be found the keynote and the chief charm and beauty
of the time-honored custom of Christinas giving. Because on
this day the greatest gift in the world’s history became ours,
we, in turn, should not only give cheerfully and freely, but
as lavishly as our means will admit. More care should be
taken in the bestowing than the selection of our gifts. Better
give a cup of cold water and a kind word
to the needy and deserving one on Christ-
mas morning, than gold and jewels to
those who have plenty the whole year.
Make some sacrifice, deny yourself some-
thing when making your Christmas offer-
ings ; for self-sacrifice alone constitutes
true generosity. Yet out of this could be
gathered enough material for an essay,
which might be headed “ The Evil of Giv-
ing.” Togive because someone else gives,
to attempt to outdo one’s friend or neighbor during this
holy season, has nothing to do with charity or the spirit of
thankfulness. Under such conditions, the offerings become
a vulgar show, a shallow mocking of a sacred mission. On
the other hand, the good of giving comes when the heart is
attune to the blessings of the season, when self is forgotten,
and the gifts, no matter how small or insignificant, are be-
stowed cheerfully, heartily, and in such a spirit as befits the
season which we commemorate.

TOKENS OF LOVE.
Rev. Madison C. Peters, Pastor of Bloomingdalb
Reformed Church, New York.

Gifts should be tokens of love and good wishes, and not
forced by custom. | have known people to put their last
dollar into Christmas presents. Many presents are never
paid for, while others are bought on the
installment plan,—a dollar down, and a
dollar a week. Whether it can be af-
forded or not, people vie with each other
and think they must do as others do, for
many persons would commit any sin or
incur any danger sooner than be ac-
counted unfashionable. “ Custom lies
as a weight, heavy as frost,” and not
one in a hundred has the courage to
throw it off.
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CHRISTMAS GIFT “ DONT'S.”

De Wolf Hopper, Once a Quaker, Now an Actor.

Christmas and the holidays make, undoubtedly, the gayest
season of the year. We're all supposed to be happy, and to
be looking toward making others happy.
We are thinking how happy father, mother,
sister, and all of them, will be with that
something we have resolved to give them.
We sit down and make a long list of the
gifts we intend to scatter right and left,
but we give never a thought of their cost
till the last moment. Now there’s my first
" don’t.” Don'twait till the last moment to
buy or make these gifts. We'll find they
cost more money than we have on hand or
can afford.

Here’'s another “ don’'t.” Some people want to give a pres-
ent to every man, woman, and child, and even to the dog, at
Christmas. Now, don’t do that, unless you do it according
as you can afford.

Again, many good, generous folks are miserable because
they can't give to everyone. Don't be unhappy on that
account. Wish the others a heartfelt “ Merry Christmas,”
and you'll be happy,—providing you wish them a “ Merry
Christmas” from the bottom of your heart.

Once more, some of us always try to give something that
costs more money than the other fellow’s gift. Now, don't !

Arranged by Gilson W ellets.

For Another.

WENT aboard as soon as the gates were opened, for

I knew the train would be crowded. | selfishly

secured an entire seat for myself, temporarily, at
least, taking my own place next the window while | piled up
my luggage, somewhat obtrusively, next to the aisle. To
tell the truth, I was sadly in need of the rest an entire seat
would assure me, and complacently told myself that I
deserved it, if anyone did.

It was Christmas Eve, and | was going home,—back to the
father’'s house | had so hopefully left ten years before. |
had gone from it to seek my fortune. It was quite as a
prodigal that | was going home ; all my wealth was in my
two lean and shabby valises. A couple of hundred dollars
would cover it all. In spite of the joyous season, | was
moody and sad. Perhaps the happy faces and words of
those about me intensified my gloom. Besides, | was tired.
1 needed rest.

Borne people are always just in time for the cars. 1 don't
know why, but they seem to fare as well as the earlier ones.
They affect—with grim humor—Ilawless ways that should
shut them forever out from good society. The very latest
person, that particular night, swung on the car after it
was in motion. He didn't hurry, even then. He came
slowly up the aisle, looking right and left for a vacant
place. He was a striking-looking man, tall, dark, cold, with
the air of one who had gotten all the good out of life that
was to be found in it,—a man who had seen all things, knew
all things, had enjoyed all things to the uttermost, and who
was satiated and disgusted with it all.

No one ever said | was a striking individual, no one ever
thought it worth while to give a guess at my character or
experiences as indexed by my face ; and yet that laggard
individual looked enough like me to have been my brother,—
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not my twin brother, perhaps, though it would have puzzled
an observer to have said which was the older.

The man must have recognized the likeness, for he paused
at my seat, extended his hand, with a smile, and said,

“ Good evening, brother.”

I drew myself up, rather stiffly, and gave no answer. |
turned my entire attention to things outside the window,
though the lateness of the hour rendered it impossible to see
much. The man, however, was not to be put off in any such
way. He swung my luggage down to the floor, piled his
own upon it, and wedged himself down into the seat beside
me.

“ A pleasant evening,” he said.

“ Umph,” said I.

He handed me his card. “ Benito Brozos,” it read. |
decided, instantly, that the card was a liar and the man a
fraud. Where, outside of the pages of romance, did anyone
ever meet so impossible a cognomen as “ Benito Brozos ” ?

“ What may | call you, please?” he demanded.

“ Joel Toddkins is my name,” | answered.

“Ah? | never had the pleasure of hearing the name
before. | am pleased to know you, Mr. Toddkins.” And
he got hold of my hand, in spite of me, and gave it a good,
vigorous squeeze. | am sure his hand found no answering
warmth in mine. “ I may wish you a Merry Christmas?
Yes? My own will be a—amerry one, | guess.” He relapsed
into a meditative silence for a minute or two, then, leaning
confidentially toward me, he continued, “ You see, | am to
be married tomorrow.”

I made him no answer, but that did not seem to disconcert
him in the least. He was so full of himself, his personal
importance, that | think he would have opened his heart—
and his mouth—to anyone into whose society the chances of
travel had thrown him, even though his seatmate had been
a woman.

He took out a pocket-book, making an involuntary display
of a thick pile of bank-bills as he did so, and extracted a
photograph from it. He handed it to me. It really was the
prettiest woman—but pshaw ! | don’t mean that. What can
a man tell of a woman, in thesefin de siecle days, by simply
seeing her photograph ?

The man gazed at the picture silently, as long as | held
it. | think I handed it back too soon to really please him.
He gave it a parting thirty seconds or so of time, when
he once had it in his own hands again, before returning it
to his pocket.

“ She’s the woman,” he said, at length, giving his pocket
a searching sort of slap to make sure that the precious
pocket-book was in safety, “ and | guess she’s as lovely as
they make them, and as good as she’s pretty. Haven't seen
her for ten years. Have been in the mines, you see. Made
a good thing, too, acool million, at the very least. Ten
thousand dollars in that thing,” and he carelessly kicked
one of his valises.

God forgive me!
if not a murderer.

Well, the fellow talked on and on and on. A part of the
time it was his money; a partof the time it was his betrothed ;
a part of the time I nodded and dozed, and only the good God
knows what he did talk about. Finally, however, the swing-
ing cars and roaring wheels lulled me into a slumber deep
enough to be a sufficient hint to even him. He was silent
until------

There was a sudden, frightened roar of the whistle for
brakes, a startled cry that one felt, in spite of the fact that
the sound was mechanical, had something of the terror of the
engineer'ssoul init. The air-brakes tightened, tightened, but
too weakly, too slowly. An answering roar was coming,—
coming like the wind! There ! there! God helpus! Who

For a moment | was a thief in heart,
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could have guessed that hurrying metal could have gained
such power as that? The car in which we sat was doubled,
crumpled, folded, almost annihilated. The car behind ours
met the car ahead, and passed it! Three cars were crushed
into the space that had belonged to one. The lights were
out, and the darkness was the deepest I had ever known ;
and one would have guessed that everyone had met death
in sleep, and instantly, so oppressive was the silence.

But this was not for long. Cries, groans, curses, prayers,
arose all about me in a mad chorus of agony, and down at
the place that had been the end of our car, down where the
car stove had stood, the glowing coals shone redly among the
splintered wreckage, and the flames began to reach out
greedily for the fine food furnished them.

I got to my feet, stretched myself, decided | was practically
unhurt, and hurriedly made my way out of the window at
my side. | was the first one out; possibly I was to be the
only one out. It seemed lonely—so lonely —outside. | shiv-
ered ; |1 was more frightened than | had been in the danger
that had menaced me.

“ Give me a pull, Toddkins, will you?” demanded my
recent seatmate. “ I think my legs aren't hurt much, but
they're caught in some way.”

I hurried to help him. I pulled until it seemed as though
my tendons would crack. It was of no use. | could no more
get him loose than | could have lifted the engine from the
two menwho were dying beneath it. And the growing flame
was already making it light enough to work advantageously.

“ For God's sake, Toddkins!” cried Brozos, “ you must
get me loose. Would half a million------ "

There were tears in my eyes. | was doing all | could. It
would be a pretence, a trick, to let him believe | had any-
thing of hope left; but I could not tell him the truth. “ 1
shall save you,” | said, cheerily, “ and this is no time to talk
of money. 1I'd do for the meanest beggar all that I am doing
for you.” And I took him firmly by the shoulders, and pulled
and tugged again.

“ 1 know you would, Toddkins. You have your heart in
the right place, even if you did want twice as much room as
you'd paid for. But I must rest a little. Here, take this.”
He handed me his valise. “ Yours,” he continued, * are
where we cannot reach them.”

Well, the end came soon. In sixty seconds more the
flames drove me away ; thirty seconds after that Brozos’
voice grew silent forever. It was more than an hour before
the fires were extinguished and the work of removing the
dead was really under way. They took out a dead man from
where | had sat. There was nothing on his person that
could serve to identify him, but the valises under his feet
helped in that matter. *“ Joel Toddkins, burned beyond
recognition, no clothing left,” was the way the telegrams
stated it.

Very well! So beit! Why quarrel with fate? | walked
down the track a half-mile to the station at which the train
we had met should have waited for us to pass. | stumbled
into the little building that served for all railroad purposes,
telegraphic service included. | opened the dead man’s valise.
I got a certain address from a bundle of warmly written let-
ters | found there. | sent a tender message to Beatrice Arlio,
explaining why | should be tardy. | signed myself Benito
Brozos. And if my face was very white, and my hands all
a-tremble, what was there strange in that? Was | not a
man who had just escaped from an accident in which half
the passengers on the train had met instant death? Was I
not the only one who had lived through the horror that had
swept the car in which I had been ?

Three days later I walked up the steps of the house in
which Beatrice Arlio lived. How strange it seemed ! What
avillain I was ! And yet, to keep the money that had been
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Benito Brozos’, to be safely sure of even the paltry ten tusad

dollars I found in his valise, | must keep faith with
the woman to whom he was pledged, though | broke her
heart.

But she had seen me coming. She opened the door. She
met me half-way down the steps. She gave her lips to my
kisses, and modestly answered some of them in kind. And
I—I loved her at first sight. How | envied Brozos '—the real
Brozos,—for she had loved him. Better have her love and
be dead, than------

But what folly was | thinking? She had not seen him for
ten years. The ill fortune of it be on my own head if |
failed to take his place in her very heart as well as in her
arms.

The next day we were married. | resolutely fought down
my conscience. Had | not done all | could to save Brozos?
Was | not doing, for this woman who could not say I was
not her lover, the kindest thing possible ? Orange-blossoms,
better became her than the deep crape of an unwed widow
could have done. Why let her weep when she might as
well smile? We married. For a week, | was the happiest
man God ever let live in all the earth. Then—then------

How can | tell it? How can | adequately picture the hor-
ror of it? My wife was gone! And this was the note she
left behind her :

“ Senor Brozos :

“ 1 was mistaken. It was an ideal with whom 1 corres-
ponded. In you | fail to find it realized, though | have
waited ten years. | am gone,—forever !

Beatrice.”

I was frenzied. My anger was unbounded. | was a little
frightened, too. It seemed | had not played the part of
Brozos to the satisfaction of the lovely woman | had loved
and lost. Should | be so fortunate as to succeed with a
larger audience? | despaired. | doubted.

I got much sympathy. Brozos’ money would have assured
that, if nothing else would.

I put detectives on her track, not because | would take her
back, oh, no, | would have seen her dead first; but--—--
Revenge ! revenge ! Gods ! how sweet! How I loved her!
How | hated her !

I drew on the local bank, one morning, for a thousand dol-
lars. | took the draft to them myself. The cashier took it,
looked at it very carefully, then laid it aside.

“ A forgery,” he said, laconically.

I did not at the moment grasp the entire scope of the con-
sequences that must follow his assertion. He had not seen
me write the slip of paper; | knew that. If | coaid not
draw, safely, on the Brozos million, it was going to greatly
curtail my powers and pleasures. 1 was fool enough to
think, for a little, that there would be nothing more serious
for me involved in it all.

“Will you kindly change this? ” | asked, laying a bank-
bill for a hundred dollars where | had placed the draft for a
thousand five short minutes before. This time the cashier
made no answer until his message to the police station had
summoned an officer to my elbow. Then he said :

“ Counterfeit! ”

A forger and counterfeiter, and in jail ! That was bad
enough. But had Benito Brozos been that sort of man?
Meddling busybodies thought not, and used the telegraph
between my place of imprisonment and the western mines
all too freely. The astounding news they received in answer
to their inquiries was that, on the very day he was to leave
for the East, Benito Brozos was waylaid, robbed, and mur-
dered ! They were hunting diligently for the man who had
done the deed. My captors hastened to send them word

that further search was needless; the criminal was in cus-
tody !
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| told the truth, the plain and simple truth. 1 did not
attempt to deny my greed, nor to excuse the wrong | had
done the woman. | admitted the lesser crime of forgery, a
crime that necessarily grew out of my assumption of the
individuality of Brozos ; but murder,—murder, the crowning
crime in the cunning category of devilishness,—murder, a
deed for which they might take my life, and take it in a way
beside which the way of Brozos' death would be a flowery
path of pleasure,—murder, never ! never !

And they only laughed at me.

I demanded that they send for my father. |1 did it in fear
and trembling. | remembered the woman had not remem-
bered her lover well enough to say who | was not ; | won-
dered if he would remember his son well enough to be sure
and safe in saying who | was. | need not have hoped ; |
need not have feared. The answer they got was that when
my father read my fate, my cruel fate, in the newspaper,
he fell dead without a word. *“ Joel Toddkins, burned be-
yond recognition, no clothing left.” That had been the
message. They had no trouble in proving that | stood by
and heard it sent.

After that | had no heart left for making a defense. My
conscience began the execution of my soul. As for man's
laws, man’s punishments, | was quite as willing to be con-
victed of the murder of Benito Brozos in the mines where |
had never been, in place of the really guilty man who had
died in the railroad wreck, as to see in the faces of those
who might acquit me the natural contempt they would feel
for the man who, proven innocent by them, would be shown
to have slain his own father. So, on the whole, my defense

was as careless and indifferent as it was inherently weak.

HAT a cold night it
was! The bright
starsand large, round
moon glistened and

shone through the
frosty air. The moon-
light sparkled upon the crisp,
white snow that lay all over
the house-tops, and crept
softly in at little Annette’s
window, Kkissing her closed eyelids and lighting up every
corner of the miserable garret.

Little Annette shivered under the ragged quilt and turned
restlessly from side to side. At last she opened her eyes and
sat up and listened, for through the chinks of the rattling
window came floating soft, sweet strains of music. It was
Christmas Eve, and in the next street some children were
dancing to the sound of piano and violin.

Annette sat very still until the music died away. Suddenly
the great clock on the church at the corner of the street struck
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The only concession made to my story was to mention Joel
Toddkins by name, preceded by that nasty word alias, in
the indictment found against me. The evidence showed that
I really looked like Brozos ; that was a decided point against
me. Brozos had been killed at the mines. It was quite
within the bounds of possibility that a man might let his
likeness to a man tempt him to kill and take his place ; but
the likeness of a third man to the other two, that was
absurd!

They convicted me, of course. In due time | was led out
to expiate my crime. They asked me if | had anything to
say. | had nothing, except to assert my innocence again ;
and the officials looked tired, the clergyman groaned at my
perversity, and the reporters made a note of my “ dogged
stubbornness.”

They tied my arms and ankles. They drew the black cap
down over my face, shutting out the light of the sun for-
ever. They adjusted the noose. | heard them step softly
aside ; a struggling man, down through the trap, would
need plenty of room |

I waited, but not for long. There was a sharp click. 1
stood on empty nothingness. One moment so, and then the
ligaments of my neck were torn apart, the vertebrae were
wrenched asunder, and------

“ Wake up, Toddkins | we're at the end of the journey,”
said Benito Brozos, shaking me roughly by the shoulder.
“Merry Christmas, man! You don't look over comfortable.
But the man who has slept all night and filled two thirds of
the seat ought to have something to be thankful for.”

I certainly had I

Cirarence M. Boutelle.

twelve, and all the chil-
dren clapped their hands
and shouted to one an-
other, joyously :

" Merry Christmas!
Merry Christmas!”

" There is no one to wish me* Merry
Christmas ' now,” murmured Annette, sadly,
while alarge tear rolled slowly over her cheek.
“ Since mamma died, even Santa Claus has quite forgotten
me,” she added, as she brushed the tear away.

The music in the next street began again. Annette could
not lie still, so she slipped out of bed, and wrapping the old
quilt around her, opened the window and peeped out. But
she could see nothing; the sloping roof extended too far.

“ I would not feel so lonesome if | could see them,” whis-
pered Annette.

Presently she climbed up upon the window-sill, but still
she could see nothing of the happy 'children ; so she stepped
out upon the roof, and creeping to the very edge, looked
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down. The houses were sep-
arated. by only two short city
yards. The long window-shut-
ters on the lower floor of the
opposite house were wide |
open, and the warm, bright
light streamed out into ['g
the cold night.

“1 see them now,”
whispered Annette, soft-
ly. “ How lovely ! What
pretty dresses! Now
they are dancing.
How sweet | How
happy they are!”
She bent far over
the roof and
watched them.

It was very, very cold
out there. The wind
stung Annette’s hands
and face, and nipped her
poor little bare feet; but
she drew the quilt closer
about her and did not stir.

On the next floor above
the dancers, a woman
with a white cap on her
head sat by a cradle cov-
ered with lace and rib-
bons, and rocked it to
and fro. The soft light

g s TS

“I AM LULLABY. THE

from a wax candle in a tall silver candlestick fell upon a Colder and colder blew the wind, and higher and higher
little red stocking which hung on the mantlepiece beside rose the moon. The children still kept on dancing, and the

three longer stockings.

music floated out of the window and throbbed right through

“ Santa Claus will not forget them,” thought Annette, Annette’s head. Upstairs the woman nodded and rocked the
as her eyes wandered from the room to the snow-covered cradle with one foot, but no Santa Claus came.

Annette’s eyes grew heavy but she tried to hold
them open. She was not cold any more, but only
| very tired. She leaned her head upon her hand
and shut her eyes, and listened to the “ pat! pat! ”
of the children’s feet keeping time to the music,
and it seemed as though they were dancing over
the snow close by her. By and by the pattering
feet were quiet, and the music of the piano and
violin seemed to change into a sweet voice sing-
ing these words close to Annette’s ear :

“ Winter stars their watch are keeping,
Leaning from their cars of gold,
And the broad, white moon is sleeping
On a thousand snow-banks cold.

“ Hark! The Christmas bells are ringing
Through the midnight, sweet and dear ;
And the holy ones are singing,
Though unheard by mortal ear.

“ In this lone and sacred hour,
Ere the daybreak gleams above,
The spirits of the snow have power
To bless the little ones they love.

" Then little orphan maid forsaken.
Dreaming in the bitter air.
Waken ! Waken ! Waken ! Waken !
Thou shalt be the fairies' care."

« PAST THE MOON AND FAB BEYOND Annette scarcely breathed until the song was finished ;

THE STABS."

roofs before her. “ Perhaps |

then she opened her eyes and looked around. Oh ! how
astonished she was ! for standing between her and the oppo-
may see him site house, right in the air, with the moonlight streaming all

corue across the houseswith his sledge and about her, was a beautiful little creature robed in sparkling

six reindeer, if | sit very still.”

white garments from head to foot. Loner, silvery hair
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around her shoulders and floated upward toward the sky.
Upon her forehead glistened a wreath of snow-crystals, and
in one hand she carried a long, silver wand, upon which
burned agreat white star. This wonderful little
being bent forward, and holding out one
hand looked into Annette’'s face with a
pair of large, glittering eyes.

"see the great

SHOOTING STAR !~

“ Who are you?” whispered Annette, drawing back in
astonishment.

“1 am Lullaby, the frost queen,” answered the
beautiful spirit. "1 love little children. 1 love you.
Will you come with me? 1 will clasp you in my
arms so close, so close, that you shall never feel the
cold again ; and we will fly to my crystal kingdom
beyond the stars, and be happy forevermore, and
dance and sing from morn till night. No one
ever feels sad in my home. Will you come, An-
nette ?”

Annette stretched out her arms toward Lulla-
by ; but the frost queen slowly faded into the
moonlight, and again Annette saw the opposite
house, and again she heard the " pat! pat!” of
feet, and the rising and falling of the music. She
shivered and rubbed her eyes, then she began to
cry.

But presently Annette forgot the cold, and the
tears dried on her eyelashes; for she saw in the
room where the woman still slept a rosy face peep
from between the lace of the cradle, then a dimpled
hand stretched out and snatched the long, waxen
candle, and the woman did not move. The flame
from the candle caught the hanging lace over the
little one’s head and crept around the blue ribbons,
crawling in and out like a fiery snake ; and still the
woman slept.

Annette sprang to her feet with a cry.
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" Wake up! Wake up !” she screamed again and again ;

but the music and dancing feet drowned her voice, and the
woman did not stir.

Suddenly a large piece of hardened snow crumbled from
the window-sill of Annette’s room and sliding
down the sloping roof struck sharp-
ly against Annette’s naked feet.
She stooped and snatched the frag-
ment of ice from the glittering
snow, then, with all her strength,
she hurled it against the opposite
window. Breaking the glass
to atoms, it bounded across the
room and lay crushed at the
nurse’'s feet. The woman sprang
from her chair and caught the
baby from the blazing cradle, and
in another instant put out the
flame.

Suddenly, up before Annette
again arose the beautiful spirit Lullaby. With a sweet
smile on her face she beckoned to her, and said,

" Will you come?”

Annette made one step forward, then she felt her feet
slide from under her.

For one moment Annette clung to the edge of the roof;
the next, her hands slipped away and she went down,
down. But before Annette touched the hard ground, Lul-
laby, the frost queen, glided forward and caught her in
her soft, warm arms and flew upward, past the moon and
far beyond the stars.

The happy children peeping from the windows to see
Santa Claus drive by, pointed to them and whispered,

" See the great shooting star 1”

The neighbors in the house where Annette lived say she
was found, white and frozen, in the narrow back yard below
the attic window, on Christmas morning. But we know
better; we know that the kind fairy Lullaby took her to
her crystal kingdom and left a still, white image in her
place.

Julia Lotin.

THE KIND FAIRY LULLABY DEFT A STILL WHITE IMAGE IN HER PLACE.
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Electricity In Mr. Brown’s House.

The electric wires had just been laid in the street on

which Mr. Brown lived, and at breakfast he informed

his family that he had made arrangements to have
them introduced into the house. Mrs. Brown, who was
just finishing her first cup of coffee, looked up with sudden
alarm, and said :

“ My dear, you surely do not intend to have that dangerous
current brought into our house? Why ! that terrible elec-
tricity is what they execute criminals with at Sing Sing!
And Mrs. Myrtle, who called yesterday, told of terrible
accidents which it has caused,—men, and even horses, being
killed instantly,—and said it was an outrage to allow such a
thing on this street, and that she would not, on any account,
have it brought into her house.”

Mr. Brown smiled, and said he had no intention of employ-
ing electrocution in his family, though he would be glad to
see it applied to the howling cats and dogs which kept him
awake ; that the current on their street was not an electro-
cution current of sixteen hundred volts electric pressure,
nor a dangerous arc-light current of twenty-five hundred
volts pressure, nor an electric-car current of five hundred
volts pressure, such as had caused the accidents described
by Mrs. Myrtle, but a mild current of only one hundred and
ten volts pressure, intended solely for incandescent lighting
and domestic use, comparatively harmless, and far safer than
gas, by which people are often suffocated and buildings set on
fire. He said he intended to have incandescent lamps all
through the house, with their mild, soft light, in place of the
glaring, flickering, smoky gas-lights, so injurious to eyesight
and ruinous to pictures and wall and ceiling decoration ; that
he should take out the furnace, boiler, and steam radiators
and heat all the rooms with electric radiators, and have
an electric range in the kitchen, which would not heat the
house in summer, like the coal range, nor be liable to escaping
gas and explosions, through the carelessness of the cook,
like the gas range ; and, finally, that he was going to have
fan motors, ready to supply cooling, ventilating drafts when-
ever desired, running silently in the bedrooms all night, if
required, and also a motor to run the sewing-machine, so
that sewing should be a delightsome recreation for his wife
and daughter, instead of a wearisome, health-destroying task.

James and Clara, who had been listening intently, both
clapped their hands with delight; and Mrs. Brown said she
hoped this beautiful dream might be realized, though it was
evident, from her manner, that the fears inspired by Mrs.
Myrtle's call had not been wholly dispelled by her husband's
assurances.

After breakfast Clara went to the kitchen and told Bridget
that her father was going to put in an electric cook-stove.

“ An electhrical cook-sthove, did ye say? An’ phwat, in
the name of all the saints, is an electhrical cook-sthove ?
Indade an’ | think it's meself that'll be afther lavin’ yees
before I'm blowed up intirely wid that electhrical cook-
sthove! Wasn't the eyes nearly blowed out o' me head wid
that nufangled gas-sthove, whin | let the dirty gas—bad luck
to it'—into the oven till it was full, an’ thin lit it wid the
match, just as they tould me, an’ off it wint, like agun? A
purty sight | was, wid the eyebrows an’ eyelashes burned
off me! Och ! an’ | wish | was at home in me own shwate
cabin in Ireland, away from these dirty electhrical fixin's an’
gas fixin’s, with me fire o’ turf, an’ me rush-light candle, an’
me nice little pigs atin’ the pratee shkins unther the table,
an’ me hens cacklin’ in their nists unther the thatch, an’
me cow tied to the bedpost iviry night.”

When James came from school that afternoon he found
the workmen busy putting in the wires.. Under the front
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steps they had dug a trench from the street, in which was
placed a lead pipe containing two copper wires covered with
insulating material, the ends of which they were connecting
with the two large wires in the street. The street wires were
inclosed in an iron pipe in which was an iron box in front
of every house and lot, which could be opened to make the
connections. The foreman showed James a little blue print,
with white lines traced on it, which he could see was a
diagram of the lower story of their house, and showed how
the wires and electric fixtures were to be placed. A copy of
this is shown in No. 1

The two main wires, A and B, connect with the dynamo
which generates the electricity at the station, a mile away,

and carry enough current to supply all the buildings on the
street. To these are attached the two smaller wires, C and
D, which carry only enough current to supply the house.
These wires run under the hall floor to a box, F, near the
center, attached to the wall, from which wires extend to
every room, connecting by small cross-wires with the lamps
and other electric fixtures.

At S, near the hall door, is the main switch, by which an
opening can be made in the wires, as shown, when the cur-
rent is to be shut off from the house ; or a connection to let
the current in, when the switch is turned straight so as to be
in line with the wires. There is also a small switch, marked
S, in one of the wires connected with each group of lamps
and other fixtures, by which the current for each group can
be controlled in a similar manner ; and each lamp has a key
by which the circuit through it can be closed to light it, or
opened to extinguish it.

At E, where the wires enter the house, they pass through
two little boxes, in which they are connected with strips of a
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soft composition metal called fuses, which melt, or fuse, and
stop the flow of current, if by any accident it should become so
strong as to be liable to make the wires dangerously hot.
There are also six fuses for the same purposes in the box F,
one on every wire leading into it or out of it.

You will notice that each of the two main wires divides
into two branches in this box, one branch from each leading
to the lamps in the parlors and bedroom, and another branch
from each leading to the kitchen and hall; and on each of
these circuits you will find that there are ten lamps and
other fixtures, which is the highest number allowable on any
branch circuit, consistent with safety of current. The lamps
and other fixtures are indicated by the little circles ; and
wherever wires cross, a little curve is shown in one of them
to indicate separation.

Now if you will begin at the dynamo and trace these wires
wherever they go, you will find that the electric current
which leaves the dynamo by the main wire A, as indicated
by the plus sign, must go through one or more-of these
lamps or fixtures in which the circuit is closed, before it can
return to the dynamo by the other main wire, B, as indicated
by the minus sign, —. If the circuit be open at all the lamps
and fixtures, there will be no current ; if closed through a
single lamp, that lamp only will be lighted; if closed
through all the lamps, they will all be lighted. If, for
instance, it is closed through the three back-parlor lamps, or
any of them, the current will flow across through those in
which the circuit is closed, from one main wire to the other.
If closed through the lamps in the front-parlor chandelier,
the current will flow round the ring from the main wire
attached to it, through the lamps, to the main wire attached
to the center.

This is called the parallel system of electric distribution,
because the current flows across between two parallel wires,
through lamps, motors, and other apparatus. It is the meth-
od by which all incandescent lamps, such as are used in
houses and offices, are lighted ; while in the series system,
used for the brilliant arc-lamps, in the street and elsewhere,
the current flows from one lamp to the other in series.

In the parallel system, one dynamo can supply current for
a thousand or more lamps, all giving light at the same time,
or for only a single lamp, while all the others are extin-
guished, without any perceptible difference in the brilliancy
of the light ; for when a thousand lamps are lighted the vol-
ume of current flowing across between the wires is a thou-
sand times greater than when only one lamp is lighted, so
that the system becomes, in this way, self-regulating, except
that the electric pressure at the dynamo must be maintained
at the required standard.

Only one dynamo is shown in the illustration ; but at the
station the current from several dynamos flows to two " bus
bars,” as they are called, from which it is distributed through
the surrounding streets. In the Edison system there is a
third wire used, so that two parallel circuits require only
three wires instead of four, making that system much the
cheapest.

At tea that evening there was a hearty laugh when Clara
told how Bridget was afraid of being blown up by the elec-
tric stove. James and Clara had many questions to ask,
both saying that what puzzled them most was how the elec-
tric fluid could flow through a solid wire, like gas or water
through a pipe. Clara was sure there must be holes through
the wire ; but James said he had examined the ends carefully
with his magnifying glass, and could not find any.

Mr. Brown said it was very natural they should think so,
but that, as a matter of fact, there is no such thing as elec-
tric fluid, though scientific men once thought there was. It
is now believed that electricity is a very rapid motion, or
vibration, of those exceedingly small particles called mole-
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cules, of which the wire, like every other body, is composed,
and this motion, like every other kind of motion, is pro-
duced by what we call energy, which shows itself in various
ways, and therefore has different names : as vital energy,
which makes men and animals act, and plants grow; gravity
energy, which makes a weight fall; light energy, with
which the sun or a lamp shines ; heat energy, which makes
fire burn ; and electric energy, which lights an electric lamp
or drives an electric car.

We cannot see this motion of the molecules, but we can
feel it in an electrified wire, just as we can feel heat in a
hot wire ; for heat is believed to be another kind of motion
of the molecules, and the difference between a hot and a cold
body is simply a difference in the rapidity of this motion,
which is rapid in the hot body and slow in the cold body.
In like manner the kind of motion we call electricity may be
rapid or slow, so as to be a dangerous current in one wire
and scarcely perceptible in another.

James could not see any holes in the wire because his glass-
is not strong enough ; but there are millions of holes, or
spaces, in every solid body, many of which you could see
with a very strong glass, so that the little molecules have
plenty of room to vibrate. There is believed to be a very
thin fluid, called ether, infinitely thinner than the thinnest
air, which fills all these spaces, as it does the spaces in all
other matter, in which little waves, or undulations, are pro-
duced, which cause the molecules to vibrate ; and both these
motions, the undulations of the ether and vibrations of the
molecules, are what are called electricity, or, when produced
in a wire, the electric current.

“ But,” said Clara, " | thought you said there was no such
thing as electric fluid.”

“ So | did,” replied Mr. Brown. “ The ether is not elec-
tric fluid, itis only the medium by which the electric energy
travels ; and it is also the medium by which the kinds of
energy we call light and heat travel, and belongs to them as
much as it does to electricity.”

James wanted to know what a dynamo is, and how it gen-
erates electricity. His father explained that a dynamo is a
large machine made with two electro-magnets which have
massive iron cores on which are wound large coils of cotton-
covered copper wire. One of these, called the field-magnet,
is usually shaped like a common steel horseshoe magnet,
and has two large pole-pieces, which partly inclose a circular
space in which the other magnet, called the armature, and
shaped like a ring or cylinder, revolves. A steam-engine or
water-wheel is required to revolve this armature in opposi-
tion to the magnetic attraction, which tends to keep it from
revolving, and is very slight at first, but increases with the
rotation, so that, in a second or two, a powerful force is
required to turn the armature ; and this rotation generates
electricity in the wire coils, which are connected with the
wires by which it is conveyed to the houses.

Clara asked her father to explain the meaning of the terms
volt, ohm, and ampere, as applied to the electric current.
He said that they are merely convenient terms used to rep-
resent the units by which the pressure, resistance, and vol-
ume of the current are measured. The volt is the unit of
pressure, used to measure the pressure by which the current
is forced through the wires, as steam, gas, or water is forced
through pipes. The ohm is used to measure the electric
resistance of the wire, which opposes this pressure as fric-
tion in pipes opposes and limits the flow of steam, gas, or
water. The ampere is used to measure the volume of cur-
rent which can be forced through a wire by a pressure of
one volt in opposition to a resistance of one ohm ; the vol-
ume of the current, in amperes, being ascertained by divid-
ing the pressure, in volts, by the resistance in ohms. A
current having a pressure of one hundred volts, and a resist-
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ance of one hundred ohms, would have
a volume of one ampere ; while a cur-
rent having a pressure of one hundred
volts, and a resistance of ten ohms,
would have a volume of ten amperes,
and so on.

Next day, when James came from
school, he found the workmen putting
in the lamps, and the foreman showed
him one of them, which was just like
the one shown in No. 2. It consisted
of a little glass globe from which the
air was pumped after the lamp was
finished, in which is a thread-like loop
of carbon, about six
inches long and about
the size of a horse-
hair, called the fila-
ment. Thisisconnect-
ed by its ends with two
short, fine platinum

2. INCANDESCENT wires imbedded in a

ELECTRIC LAMP. glass stopper, one of
which is attached to a
brass collar fitted to the neck of the globe,
and the other to a little brass button above
it. This collar is fitted to a brass socket
so connected with the electric circuit that
by turning a key which presses a spring
against the button, the electric current can
be transmitted through the carbon filament,
entering by one platinum wire and leaving
by the other.

This makes the filament white hot, or
incandescent, because it is so small and
long, and the carbon such a bad conductor of electricity that
it has very high electric resistance; while the electric cur-
rent can easily go through the copper wires without making
them hot, because they are much larger and the copper a
good conductor. The platinum wires are too short to have
much electric resistance, and therefore get only about as
warm as the glass; and as the expansion of platinum by
heat is about the same as that of glass, it does not break the
glass as copper would, which expands much more.

This lamp gives a mild, pleasant light of sixteen candle-

3. AN ELECTRIC HEATER.

power, requiring only half an ampere of current ; while the
intensely brilliant arc-light has two thousand candle-power,
and requires twenty times the volume of current, or ten am-
peres, and more than twenty times the electric pressure.

In a few days more, the electric heaters and cooking-range
were put in, and the fan-motors and sewing-machine motor.
One of the heaters is shown in No. 3, and consists of an iron
case having openings above and below for the circulation of
air, within which are inclosed two coils of wire of special

composition, which has high electric resistance. These coils
are wound in a great number of turns on insulating porcelain
bars, above and below, in which are notches to separate the
wire. This heater is connected with the electric circuit by
the sockets shown at its upper corners; and when the elec-
trie current is admitted by closing the switch, it follows all
the windings and makes the wire hot, a strong heat being
obtained by using both coils, or a gentle heat by using only
one.

In No. 4 is shown the electric range and oven. The vari-
ous utensils are supported on a marble slab covering a locker,
above which is a switch-board by which each of them can be
separately connected with the electric circuit by a flexible
copper conductor, a plug attached to one end of this con-

4. AN ELECTRIC COOKING OUTFIT.

ductor being thrust into a spring-jack fitted to a hole in the
board, while the other end is attached to a socket connected
with an iron plate in the bottom of the pot or pan. This
plate is covered with a special insulating enamel in which is
imbedded a flat coil of wire of the same kind as that used in
the heaters, coiled as shown in No. 5, the wire being corru-
gated to prevent it from cracking the enamel by expansion
and contraction in heating and cooling.

The current, being transmitted through this coil, produces
the necessary heat for cooking in each separate utensil, and
can be turned on or off as wanted, so that very little is
wasted in heating the air. The oven is furnished with simi-
lar plates, so arranged in connection with the electric circuit
that the heat can be regulated as required.

Flatirons are heated in the same way, the connection with
the electric circuit being maintained constantly while the iron
is in use, a flexible conductor permitting its free movement
on the ironing board to
any extent required.
One iron maintained at
a steady heat in this
way can do the same
work as several by the
ordinary method of
heating and cooling,
thus saving the labor
of changing irons and
caring for the fire, the
annoyance of cool or
overheated irons, the
soilingor burning of the
fabric, and the heating
of the kitchen or laun-
dry in warm Weather 5. corrugated wire coil.
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Bridget was terribly frightened when told to cook break-
fast on the new range; but Mr. Brown assured her there
was no danger, and said he would show her how to manage
it. So she filled the kettle, put the steak in the pan, and
made ready the dough for the biscuits, and when Mr.
Brown came down she handed him the matches to light
the fire, but was amazed when told they were not needed as
there was not going to be any fire. As Mr. Brown attached
the wires to the various utensils, she stood by wondering
how breakfast was to be cooked without fire ; but when the
kettle began to sing and the steak to sizzle, she was more
frightened than ever, and declared it was " the work o’ the
witches!”

When told to see if the oven was hot she nearly fainted,
remembering her experience with the oven of the gas range ;
so Mr. Brown opened it for her, and showed her how to
move the switch to regulate the heat. After a few days she
learned to manage the new range nicely, but never could
understand how there could be heat without fire ; and she
always crossed herself and repeated a Paternoster or Ave
Maria, as an antidote against witch charms, before using
the range.

Mrs. Brown soon overcame her timidity about the electric
current, and was delighted with the new order of things,—
light without smoke, heat without fire, no troublesome steam-
coils getting choked with water from condensing steam, no
furnace with its ashes, cinders, and dirt, no coal-bin to be
annually replenished, no escaping gas or flickering light.
Even matches were no longer required; the mere turn of
the lamp-key producing the beautiful electric light. The
electric fans, running silently, supplied cooling draughts day
and night, and her sewing-machine ran smoothly without
the laborious treadle. In short, Mr. Brown’s beautiful elec-
tric dream, about which she had misgivings, had been amply
fulfilled.

The electric bells, operated by batteries, still made trouble,
and she wanted them connected with the new circuit, but
was told that the current was too strong. But James, who
had lately been studying electricity at school, took charge of
them, and by renewing the battery solutions, replacing worn-
out zincs, repairing broken connections, and scraping the
oxide off the terminal connections of the wires with the
batteries, soon had everything in perfect order, so that both
door-bells and call-bells responded instantly to the pressure
of the button.

Clara was especially delighted with her electric curling-
tongs heater, and showed James how she could connect it
instantly with the lamp circuit in her room, by taking a
lamp from its socket and putting in a plug connected with
the heater by a flexible conductor, and, in a few moments,
heat the tongs to just the right temperature ; and she added
that Will, who had made his usual call the previous even-
ing, complimented her on the improved appearance of her
bangs.

Mr. Brown soon after completed his domestic electric
equipment by having his house connected with the tele-

phone service; and Mrs. Brown was more pleased than
ever to find that she could order her family supplies by tele-
phone, call her physician, arrange for her parties, chat with
her friends in distant parts of the city, and with her husband
at his office. Philip Atkinson, Ph.D.

Asuperny illustrated article on " The Empress of Japan ”
will be published in our January number, which is the third
remarkable paper on noted women rulers of the East. The
illustrations with this paper will include the latest portraits
of the Mikado, the Empress, and their son.
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Society Fads*

T appears that George Gordon, Lord Byron, not only
wore wide collars, wrote much and inspiring poetry,
and fought valiantly for the independence of Greece,
ut he followed the very feminine custom of using aromatic
salts in a little crystal and silver vinaigrette. An American
collector of curios who possesses the original vinaigrette
used by Lord Byron—which he values at three thousand
dollars—has loaned it to a jeweler friend, who has made exact
copies of the pretty trifle for the special benefit of the smart
New York girl. His lordship’s vinaigrette is just about as
long as one’s little finger, is made of crystal cut in many
facets, and the cap-cover and bottom of the glass are of
silver. On the bottom is delicately engraved an earl’s
coronet and the letter B. The silver cap is chased in a
pattern of laurel leaves ; but the tiny inside glass stopper
has been lost, and romantic maidens who reverently handle
the precious curio delicately sniff in vain for a whiff of the
salts the poet used. They would dearly love to know, in
order that they might fill their own little imitation bottles
with the sort of salts that soothed the senses of the author
of * Childe Harold ;” but the odor has vanished, quite.

Every fashionable young woman now wears, somewhere
about her person, though it may not be visible to the casual
eye, a “ brownie” figure. It is supposed to bring good
luck to her who wears one faithfully during three changes
of the moon. Now an ordinary gold, silver, or enamel
brownie has become so inexpensive a little ornament, the
smart young woman cannot bring herself to wear one until
it is by some means made worthy of her purse and posi-
tion ; so she orders her brownie made of the best enamel
and set with one jewel, her birth-stone. For example,
if she makes up her mind to ask luck of a policeman
brownie, she will have his club made of diamonds ; or if a
sailor brownie, in the top of his cap is set a seed pearl.
Among the very popular stones for wear this winter are two
revivals : the amethyst and the tourmaline. This last is a
most delightful shade of green, the tint of crystal-clear sea-
water, and matrons are to wear it made into huge, splendid
ornaments. For example, a tourmaline as big as a table-
spoon will be set about with sixteen star-points of diamonds,
which is the modest little brooch chaperons will pin on the
fronts of their decollete bodices; and young girls will be
permitted to wear bracelets of tourmalines and amethysts
These will only appear on the upper arm, clasping the firm
flesh very closely, and are made of the stones cut en cabochon
and set about with diamonds. These bracelets are not made
or sold in pairs, for only one arm is decorated, the left or
right, as suits the taste of the wearer; and as many un-
matched bracelets can be exhibited on the single round white
member at a time as individual preference may dictate

There has arisen, verily like a mushroom in the morning
hours, a sudden and unprovoked taste for games of skill and
science, among the men and women who hitherto have
voted chess, checkers, dominoes, cards, cribbage, backgam-
mon, and the like, only fit for children or people too old or
stupid to care for anything more lively. But now behold
the dudish young man, the fashion-plate girl, her splendid
mamma, her old club-loving uncle, and her busy father, all
quite daft about some pet and particular game he or she
plays. Chess commands first attention, and all the young
women are studying it vigorously. Of course they have
a teacher and classes, and by and by there will be chess
matches, with prizes to compete for. The chess-master in
extraordinary to the.Four Hundred is a very blond, good-
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looking German, who finds that women have an uncommon
talent for the game ; and of afternoons or mornings he meets
his classes in private libraries, and walks about from table to
table directing, instructing, lecturing. Checkers is the next
most popular game ; though card lovers are passionately
fond of boasting how many games of “ patience,"” otherwise
known as “ solitaire,” they have won from themselves.

Since this is so it has become something of a fancy with
these serious-minded gamesters to set themselves up with
gorgeous apparatus for their special recreation. There is a
constant and regular exchange of beautiful imported inlaid
chess-tables and boxes of chess-men. Packages of the finest,
highly ornamented cards slip into painted or carved ivory
cases ; and a wedding-gift, made to a pretty bride whose
specialty is backgammon, was a Russian board inlaid with
mother-of-pearl. The cups and dice were of pearl also, and
the backgammon men were carved from the wood of a tree
cut down by Mr. Gladstone, who is an able adversary in the
amusing game.

At the early balls of the season a number of new dances
are to be introduced ; for society is a-weary of an unaltered
round of lancers interspersed with the ungraceful two-step
and frivolous Yorke. There is to be a revival of one or two
stately contra-dances of a hundred years ago, an adaptation
of the minuet brought up to date and infused with a little
liveliness. The Highland schottische and a remarkable
Highland reel are among the things imported from the other
side. During November, when hunting house-parties were
many, the reel was given a fair trial, and was accepted with
universal approval for the ball-cards of the smartest dances.
It is rather a rollicking dance, with a remarkable figure in
which the dancers catch up the left foot in the left hand
and hop dexterously about the room. Perhaps a little dan-
gerous on a highly waxed floor; but then there is a dancing-
master who for a consideration will initiate one into the
mystery of doing it with grace, dignity, and safety.

W hite-and-qreen IS the approved decoration for ball-
rooms this winter, and the effect is wonderfully lovely.
Asparagus fern has to a great extent taken the place of
smilax, and the long-leaved, graceful Kentias fill corners,
windows, and doorways. A hostess who, in the slang of the
day, “ is so rich she seems to have money to burn,” and has
a sweet young daughter to launch successfully, gave the
girl her first dance in a green-and-white ball-room. The
walls and ceilings were in white panels of bas-reliefs and
lighted by four giant crystal candelabra, occupying four
corners of the room. They stood eight feet high, and in
each burned fifty white wax candles. Down one side of the
long salon were set eight white marble pedestals bearing on
their caps the noble heads of Olympian gods and goddesses.
These marble shafts were wound with asparagus fern. In a
grotto, guarded by tall figures of the three Graces and
banked with palms, a stringed band discoursed music ; and
along the opposite sides of the wall was set a row of sofas
and chairs covered with white bear rugs. The men who
officiated about the supper-tables and at the doors were
dressed in white satin liveries. The debutante herself was in
white chiffon, and carried a vast bouquet of white carnations,
the fashionable flower.

Some dainty-minded poets and novelists of peculiar taste
have shown amarked preference for the lily-skinned maiden,
and openly deplored the vulgarity of hearty red cheeks as
becoming only to milkmaids and the gardener's daughter.
That may be all very well in poems and novels ; but among
the stern realities of her life the smart young woman prefers
a high, clear color, that owes nothing to art, but everything

DENOREST SFAMILY MAGAZINE.

to nature. Now unhappily it has been found that the more
fashionable the life young women live the more quickly they
lose their school-girl rosiness, a phenomenon that has caused
serious consideration among the afflicted. Electricity, mas-
sage, etc., have all been tried in vain. In no instance has
the cure for pallor proved permanent; and it was in some-
thing of despair the more energetic and hopeful resorted to a
famous specialist just come to town. lie is a tiny, mild-
mannered, but iron-willed little German doctor, to whom the
secrets of nature seem wholly revealed. He contemplated
his wan-cheeked patients and remarked, calmly, that sweets
and ice-water were at the root of the trouble, augmented by
too much driving in victorias, broughams, coaches, etc.

' Not enough honest leg exercise," he said, firmly, and pro-
ceeded to draw out a daily course of exercises that made the
poor patients shudder.

“ Walk !" he ejaculated.
cars, cabs, or carriages, if you can help yourself.
or six miles a day ; and—Ilet me see your shoes?"

A dainty foot encased in a pointed patent-leather tie was
put out for inspection.

“ Bosh !'" was his unkind comment. " Get these feet into
high-buttoned, round-toed, heavy-soled calf-skin shoes; and
not only don't be afraid of rain and snow, but go out in the
storms. Wear goloshes, a mackintosh, a glazed hat ; but do
not carry an umbrella. Take the snow and rain into your
face ; that's good for the skin. Don’t let a grain of sugar
pass your lips. Drink your tea unsweetened and flavored
only with aslice of lemon. Bonbons, desserts, any sweetened
dishes whatsoever, must be refused utterly. Also never,
never, drink a drop of any fluid with your meals ; avoid ice-
water as if it were poison, but take whatever amount of
water you need an hour after eating. Toast every crumb of
bread, sleep eight hours, and don’'t touch a drop of any
medicine, or I'll not treat you."

It is a stern regimen, but the little physician is right ; and
the color is coming back into faces hitherto too pale for even
the poets' taste.

“ Never put your feet in horse-
W alk five

Madame La Mode.

A Few Ciphers.

That's off my mind for another year."

Mr. March gave an impatient little fling to the
| last sheet in a series of letters he had been writing.
Short ‘and stereotyped they were,—all running much like
this :

“ Enclosed find a trifle in remembrance of the day, with

good wishes for all.
“ Affectionately,

“John March.”

“ It's a kind of nuisance,” went on Mr. March, as he gazed
at five checks which lay on his desk with the letters, each
one dashed off and left to dry while the others were written.
“ 1 don't know—" a grumble coming into his tone, “ really
I don't,—why I should keep it up year after year. There are
some things which might be considered outgrown as time
goes on, and this is one of them.”

Still Mr. March had a feeling that it would not be discon-
tinued, this every-Christmas offering of a small sum of money
to each one of his kindred : it was too firmly based on old
association. With the passage of the years he had grown
apart from them ; his interests and theirs had become widely
separated, and yet he could not well have persuaded himself
to sever this almost only link which bound him to the mem-
bers of his own family.

«“
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It had begun soon after he had left home and come up to
the great city in search of the fortune which had finally
crowned his efforts. He had done well from the first; and,
even now, as he gazed upon the five checks, he recalled with
a slight warmth at his heart the first time he had sent home
gifts of money. They had been smaller then ; a dollar each
to three cousins, five dollars each to his brother and sister.
What a stir they had made in the family ! John could easily
realize the feeling of opulence which it spread under his
home roof and that of his uncle living near. Later he had
enlarged the gift. Brother, sister, and cousins had married
and set up homes of their own. None of them had, like
himself, prospered abundantly ; and when first John March
had written out three checks for ten dollars and two for
twenty-five, he still knew the rejoicing they would carry into
families in which money was scarce.

He had rejoiced in doing it, all the more that a little effort
and self-denial had been necessary accompaniments of the
gifts. That was many years ago. Time and circumstances
had built up walls between him and his relatives, and the
old heartiness of good-will was wanting.

“ It is really time | was letting it go.” A thought crossed
him of how good the bit of money still came to its recipi-
ents. “ But I'm under no obligation to keep it up. |
have made my money,—they had the same chance. Their
lives are what they have made them, just as mine is what
I have made it. They expect help from me, and they have
no right to.”

He fretfully recalled the time when it had been represented
to him that unless the brother who still held the old home-
stead had a lift of a few hundred dollars the place would
pass out of his hands. It had been given, and that was
the end of any trouble from David. With his sister it
had been worse. She had made an unfortunate marriage,
and then been widowed. Meek and mild in her disposi-
tion, she had never directly applied to him except when in
extremity, but was given to keeping her burdens and
struggles before him in a way which he sometimes found
exasperating.

Cousin Tom had been a scapegrace,—always in trouble,
always looking for someone to help him out and set him
going again on the basis of many promises of better doing.
Cousin Harvey was the possessor of a large family and small
everything else. It was not so very long since Mr. March
had helped him out West, finishing his assistance with the
suggestion that in future it would be agreeable that he should
keep his difficulties to himself. Cousin Matilda had a sickly
family ; a wail from her on the subject of pressing doctor’s
bills was frequently heard.

“No,” resumed Mr. March, as he folded one of the checks,
“ people have no right to inflict their misfortunes on some-
one else just because he has achieved success where they
have failed.— That you, Mike ?”

“It's mesilf, sur. Ready to shut up when you say the
wurrud.”

“ 1I'll take the key myself.
needn’t wait.”

Mike, however, showed no hurry to leave, but busied
himself about the room, with occasional glances at Mr.
March.

" That’ll do, Mike,” at length said the gentleman, some-
what annoyed by the rattle of shovel and tongs, which
seemed to show unusual excitement in Mike. He came
slowly towards Mr. March,—an undersized little figure of an
oldish man with a painful limp.

“ If | might be thrubblin’ ye jist a minnit, sur.”

“ Go on, Mike. No more lawsuits, hey ?”

“ No more o’ thim. It's the funnyman ye are, sur.” Mike
shook his head, his whole insignificant face beaming with

I'm not quite done yet, but you
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delight. “ It’s only that bein’ it's the blessed sayson cornin’
so near—Christmas Eve tomorrow, glory be to God —that
I'm axin’ a bit o’ help o’ ye, Musther March, to sind a bit of
a prisent to me two brothers, Pat an' Dennis.”

“ Oh! Soyou have relatives, too, have you?”

“ Thanks to the blissed saints | have, sur. An* so I'm
cornin’ to ye to fix up the bits o’ paper that'll carry some
money to thim two,—the leetle mite of a shcrap that manes
so much.” Mike laughed aloud as if in great relish of the
subject.

“ Checks, hey? Well, here.” Mr. March again opened
his check-book and again began rapidly filling a blank. “ To
the order of—what’s the name ?”

“ Patrick O'Toole,”—Mike paused a moment as the name
was written, then proceeded,—“ five hun’erd dollars.”

“Hey?” Mr. March gave his chair a little jerk and gazed
into the thin, freckled face surrounded with its fringe of ill-
kept red hair streaked with gray.

“ Five hun’erd dollars to Patrick O'Toole,” repeated Mike
in the deliberate tone of one taking special pains to make
himself understood.

“ What do you mean, Mike ?”

“ Jist phat I'm afther sayin’, sur. Five hun’erd dol-
lars to Patrick O’Toole, an’ five hun’erd dollars to Dennis
O'Toole.”

“ Out of your damage money ?”
two short breaths of astonishment.

" That'd be it, sur. Where else would the likes 0’ me be
gettin’ five hun’erd dollars ?”

“ Where, sure enough! Why—" Mr. March gazed at the
old janitor with a comical mixture of amazement and friendly
contempt, “ why,—you old—fool !”

Mike stood quietly with a broad grin on his face.

“ Do you mean to say,” went on the gentleman, “ that
you’'re going to give such amounts out of the two thousand
dollars you got as damages from the street railway for inju-
ries which have made you a cripple for life ?”

“ Such amounts” seemed a little bewildering to Mike.

“ Would ye be thinkin’ | ought to be dividin’ aiquil wid
‘em, bein’ they’re me own brothers, sur?” he began.

“ Go 'long with you !” said Mr. March, with a laugh and
a stamp of his foot. * Mike,” he continued, seriously, “ if
you do mean such a crazy thing, | hope you will hear me
when | advise you against it. Why, man, you are getting
old. Your two thousand dollars is almost all your depend-
ence for your old age,—for you and your wife.”

“ It’s the ould wife and mesilf 'll be aimin’ this many a
year yit, sur, plase the Lord.”

“ But, Mike, think of the difference this money will make
in your comfort. With your simple ways it will make years
of ease in your life. You can sit by your fire in your own
snug hired room, instead of working hard,—you with your
crippled limb.”

The old man set his lips slightly together as he gazed at
his employer. Mr. March had once or twice noticed the
mildness of the insignificant gray eyes looking out from
under lids reddened by exposure; now the mildness was
intensified by a smile of rare sweetness.

“ Musther March,” he said, “ | know it all, none betther
nor mesilf. | know jist how much aisier it is to sit by the
fire nor to go out in the perishin’ cold wid the ache in me
ould bones. But ye see, sur, they’'re me own flesh an* blood,
—Pat and Dennis. They feel the pinch and the hardness
jist like mesilf. Would it be mesilf 'u’d sit by me fire takin’
me aise knowin’' things was harder for thim nor for me?
Be me sowl! Musther March, I'm thinkin’it's the stingy ould
rascal I’'m bein’ not to give thim more.”

“ Mike, you're a fool!” repeated Mr. March, but more
quietly than before, and simply to fill in the pause.

Mr. March asked, between
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“ It’'ll be raichin’ 'em the mornin’ of the blissed Christmas

Day.” Mike took a few limping steps in growing excite-
ment. “ Think of it, sur! It'll be makin’ 'em feel rich!
It'll bring the shmile to their faces, and the laugh to

‘'em, God bless 'em | on His own birthday ! It'll aise the
ache that no one but the blissed Lord an’ thimsilves knows
of.”

Yes, there was a radiance added to the gentleness in the
faded eyes,—a radiance written by a joy of which few in
this self-seeking world know the taste.

Without saying more Mr. March wrote the checks, to
which the old man added his tremulous signature. As the
sound of the limping footsteps died away in the hall, Mr.
March turned again to the five checks on his desk.

" They look small, —yes, they do.” Mechanically he added
a cipher to the one nearest him. “ That looks better.”
A cipher was added to each check. “ One hundred.
Two hundred and fifty. They’ll all have to be written
over.”

Mr. March leaned his head on his hands, less in a hurry
to get home than he had thought. The glorified face of the
old servitor was still before his mind’'s eye. Mr. March
doubted if ever in his life he had looked into a happier one.

“ Cutting down his bit of a nest-egg so,—the poor old
simpleton! Likely enough to end his days in the poor-house
yet.”

But it was with a softened smile that the rich merchant
thought it. Then his mind ran over his own affairs. Pros-
pered from his first beginnings he had, during these few
later years, taken huge strides towards a colossal fortune.
Seven figures it would take, he well knew, to express
what he was worth, and the initial figure would not be one
of the smaller ones, either. His own family lived well, but
not extravagantly ; his yearly expenses were but a small
proportion of his rapidly increasing yearly income.

“ And I've never made anyone feel rich. Old Mike’'s
ahead of me there.” With a shrug of his shoulders he
drew towards him one of the checks and added to it an-
other cipher.

Rich? There was not one of these families to whom such
a check would not come as an angel’s gift, with stares and
catches of breath, tears of joy from care-burdened elder
ones, shouts of delight from youngsters. He knew it all,
for he had been poor himself, long ago.

* One thousand dollars. Twenty-five hundred dollars.”

There was a little excitement about it. Mr. March left
his chair and walked up and down the floor. How had
it been that he had never before realized what a small scratch
of his pen could do? They were his own flesh and blood.
They were, in one way and another, enduring the hardness,
the daily and nightly wear of mind, the pitiful, gnawing
solicitude which belongs with small means. Soul, mind,
and body, the hardness touched them all, binding them down
with its iron touch, narrowing them with its cruel limita-
tions. His own flesh and blood. They had stood to him as
of far less value than this money he had been accumulating,
—money which could never bring to him more than food,
clothing, and lodging.

Yes, it could. It could bring to him, to his very self, his
very heart, the happiness of five families,—this rare privi-
lege which he thanked God could come with an easy scratch
of his pen.

As he still crossed and recrossed his office floor his move-
ment became quicker, a glow spread over his face, and a new
light shone in his eye. At length he sat down and slowly
wrote again the checks, lingering over them as over an en-
joyable task ; and when all were finished each showed still
one more cipher.

Sydney Dayre.
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A Fellow from Florida.

(For the Children.)

TRAIN rolled out of Jacksonville one February morn-

ing with Twinkle on board, and as his attendant a

little lady. The lady was returning to her home in a
lovely village of western New York, and she carried care-
fully in her hand a little box made of pasteboard, with a
wire netting let into the cover; and as soon as the train
was well under way she opened the box, and Twinkle came
promptly out.

Twinkle is a dainty little chameleon, who during all his
journey remained of the loveliestgray, with sometimes yellow
spots appearing upon his lithe and graceful body,— probably
by way of compliment to his mistress, who wore a gray

THAT FELLOW FROM FLORIDA.

traveling-dress, and had a yellow wring in her hat. He had
about his neck a gold collar, and attached to it a delicate
gold chain ending in a pretty lace-pin by which he could
be safely fastened and made a precious little prisoner. A
Jacksonville shopkeeper had sold him to the lady from the
North; and as he twinkled his eye in such a saucy manner
at the very moment of introduction to his new mistress, she
instantly gave him Twinkle for his name.

As you may suppose, he had not fairly been made welcome
in his northern home when the children came in shoals to
look at him, as he lay in the sun in the wide window-seat;
his bright eyes, his strangely webbed toes, his long, lissome
tail, twice the length of his whole slender body, and his
swiftly changing colors,—all these were wonderful things
indeed, something new and curious for little folk to see.
The boys or girls who stood admiring, and saw him change,
before their eyes, from charming shades of brown to a gray
pink or a brilliant red, and were obliged by the call of a
mother’s voice or the clanging of a school-bell to depart,
came back later, of course, in a tremendous hurry, and found
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him, perhaps, all glorious in a coat of vivid green. This was
an unfailing mystery.

Twinkle was well watched, living always in the eye of
a youthful public, the honor of whose attentions was thrust
upon him. For at least three weeks he must have lived,
as chameleons have been said to live, on air ; many things
were offered him, but nothing tempted him. One day some
drops of water were spilled sparkling on the window-seat:
Twinkle rushed for it with headlong speed, and lapped it
like a thirsty dog ; and, to make that a memorable day, a
solitary fly, coming out upon the pane, as flies will some-
times on a wintry day, buzzed llls first and last buzz, for
out darted Twinkle’'s long tongue, and that fly disappeared
down his throat.

Like wildsfire spread the news among the small folk,—
Twinkle had eaten a fly | had drank a drop of water | This
was in the last week of March, when flies are not easily
gotten even for chameleons ; but the hunt for flies began,
and all the little people joined in it. They brought the poor
little captives in boxes, in paper bags, in bottles; at least
one fly a day was sure to be caught, and it was the proud
privilege of the boy or girl who brought it to watch the
swift disappearance of it,—alive and kicking.

When Twinkle had swallowed his dinner it was his custom
to take his drop of water; and the children never tired of
laughing to see him turn up his little nose and give thanks
after every sip, as the chicks do when they drink.

His little mistress made for him a coverlet of wadded silk,
about eight inches square; this she laid on an ottoman at
night, and pinning his chameleonship safely by his chain,
she would softly fold the spread over him, sidewise, and
there he would lie until morning, and never stir a foot. In-
deed, he had a very bad habit of lying in bed mornings, and
when his mistress turned back his coverlet he would open one
eye at her and lazily shut it again ; he had even, sometimes,
to be tumbled out of bed to rouse him from his slumbers.

After much changing about he selected his favorite resting-
place ; he would lie for hours in the curve between the ears
of one of those stuffed cats which serve as playthings for
children, with his forelegs affectionately embracing an ear,
perfectly happy.

At the end of March came a " cold snhap,” and for many
days not a fly came out of his winter quarters. Twinkle’s
bright eyes lost their luster and sank back in his head ; he
stretched at full length his rapidly thinning legs, and,
languid, weak, and torpid, seemed about to die. His mis-
tress wrapped his cold and almost lifeless body in layers of
cotton, and kept him alive with drops of sugar-water from
the tip of her finger.

Twinkle was starving, and the whole community was
alarmed. All over the town there was rummaging in all sorts
of places, in cellars and in garrets ; but it was Chauncey, a
boy who was one of Twinkle's most ardent admirers, who
proved the hero of the hour. He climbed up in the peak of
the cupola of his mother’'s house, found a struggling fly
caught in a spider's web, and flew with it to Twinkle.
That languid little fellow, hearing once more the old famil-
iar buzz, dragged his slow, feeble length out of his little
bed, and with one gulp swallowed the fly, curled himself
round in Chauncey’s little palm, and slept soundly.

After a few days, Twinkle was ready once more for what
life should hold in store for him ; and it was quite plain,
from his restless manner, the cunning fellow knew
some important event in his life was about to happen.
There was no keeping him quiet in any place ; he was
nervously alert all day, refused to go to bed in decent season
at night, and if you were up at four o’clock in the morning,
there he was, with his coverlet kicked all awry, wide awake
and waiting for daylight.
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It was discovered that just under his collar, at the back
of his neck, was a grayish white spot, which was rapidly
growing larger. Then every child in the village had some-
thing wonderful to attend to, for Twinkle was going to
change his skin! The children came in such numbers that
they had to be admitted a few at a time, and the individual
most concerned in the business, Twinkle himself, seemed
least concerned, probably because he knew best what was to
be expected of chameleons.

First, he turned a pearly white all over his body, and
remained that color for one day. On the second day a slit
appeared down the inside of each leg, and an opening
straight down his back, and down the entire length of his
long tail. Then, funniest of all, the skin parted at his waist,
and there he was, looking, for all the world, as if he had on
a pearly white Zouave jacket with fluttering, flowing sleeves,
and wide sailor trousers on his legs ; and he was such a
queer figure, no one wondered that he cut some strange
capers to rid himself of his old clothes.

His trousers were first kicked off by nimble legs, and he
dragged over his head his white jacket, all in tatters, just as
the last unwilling little boy was forced, by coming darkness,
to leave the house that night.

It was certainly time Twinkle had a new suit; and it was
fine to show him next morning proudly sunning himself in a
coat of dazzling green. As he had a choice of colors at his
command, it is confidently believed by some that he chose
green solely to grace that beautiful spring morning.

So Twinkle goes on from day to day, always a wonderful,
mysterious fellow to the children, who would not like to part
with him ; but his mistress looks anxiously forward to the
cold of another winter, and wonders if, to keep him alive
and well, she will have to send him back to Florida.

Adele M. Hayward.

His Christmas Gift,

FARION HAYES was standing before the entrance
of a large dry-goods store in a Western city,
; waiting for a car. Her day’s work was over, and
she was dreadfully tired. The holiday rush had begun ;
she had sold that day over three hundred dollars’ worth of
goods in her department,—the cloak department. A car
came plunging along, illumined with a green light, the gong
clanging loudly. In obedience to her signal the motor-man
stopped the weird, heavily laden conveyance, and she stepped
aboard. Once inside, she caught the strap quickly in order
to steady herself as the car lurched forward.

A tall, rather distinguished-looking man, wearing eye-
glasses, rose, and beckoned to her to take his seat. As
Marion came toward the vacant place a look of recognition
leaped into his keen eyes. He said in a pleasant, mellow
voice, “ Why! isn't this Miss Hayes ?”

“Well, Mr. Harwood! Where did you come from?” she
exclaimed, extending her hand, which he grasped heartily.

“ Where did you come from?” he retorted. *“ Didn't |
leave you in New York, painting with the combined energy
of seven ordinary women? Well, I've a studio here; get-
ting along first-rate, too,—lessons, portraits, and what I
sell.  Sold three pictures yesterday; made a pretty good
haul. These Westerners have the cash, you know. They
are Philistines and all that, but | don’t intend to starve in a
garret for art’'s sake ; it isn't my style.”

“ When did you come back from Paris ?”

“ Two years ago. Been here ever since. Queer | never
ran across you before. Tell me what you are up to.”
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“ | ain a saleswoman in Wilson and Carr’s cloak depart-
ment.”

“ Great Scott! What's that for ?”

" Oh, my eyes gave out. | strained them that last winter
in New York, after you left. | spent three weeks in a dark
room then, and when | came out they were so weak | could
do nothing. | went home for a year ; they were not one bit
better. It was necessary | should do something, for my
father has a hard time to get along ; so my cousin got me
this place. This is my corner. Please stop the car.”

He pulled the strap. “ I'm coming to see you.
are you at home ?”

" Sunday, and every evening but Saturday evening.
Number thirty-two, this street.”

When

When they were both students in the Art League in New
York, some years ago, she and Jack Harwood were great
chums. As Marion vainly tried to sleep that night she had
an attack of memory and lived those days over again. It
had been a terrible thing to put by all the dreams and aspira-
tions of that time. Seeing Jack once more brought back the
old pain which the dull routine of her present occupation
had almost effaced.

The next day was Saturday, with its extra toil, for they
had to stay at the store until ten o’clock. She slept from
pure exhaustion that night. Sunday afternoon about four
o’clock Jack called.

“ Couldn’'t you find anything but this murdering shop-
work? ” he asked, thinking Marion looked uncommonly well
in that soft brown tiding with the big lace ruffles.

“ No. | can’'t even teach ; | tried it at home.
isn't so bad when you’'re used to it.”

He shook his head in disapproval.
ously :

" Really funny things happen, sometimes. The other day
a man and woman came to see about buying a shawl. She
couldn't make up her mind which one she liked best, so she
decided to go home and think it over. When they went
away | asked them to come to me if they came back again,
and the old man said, ‘ Guess we'll know you,—you look just
like our Bridget.” Then a Bohemian woman came in last
night to buy a coat. She brought her husband along, and
when he objected to the price she just took hold of his nose
and pulled it till he gave in.”

Jack smiled and changed the subject by saying,
you want to show me what you did that last year?
went to Darnell after you left the League, didn’'t you ?”

Marion brought her canvases and laid them before him
silently. Jack examined the studies one by one.

“ Same power, same touch ; but, by Jove ! how you've
improved ! That boy's head is fine ! Darnell was the man
for you. Remember how we differed about that Academy
picture of his? What athundering shame about your eyes !
Have you seen the best oculists ?”

" Pretty good ones. They all say the same thing ; it will
take time to recover from the strain. | did ever so much
extra work, you know,—dinner cards, Christmas cards, all
that kind of stuff. Electricity would do my eyes good, but
it is too expensive.” She tried to speak lightly, but felt her
attempt was not a success.

“ It is tough, and no mistake,” Jack said, emphatically.
They talked a little longer, then he rose to go. " Come
around to the studio and see what | have done,” he said; and
she promised she would do so soon.

Christmas was now but three days distant. They were
miserable days to Marion, for the revival of old ambitions
made the sordid life at the store unbearable. It seemed
wrong, unjust, that for the want of a little money she must
give up forever all it was in her to become. She spent the

The work

Marion went on nerv-

“ Don't
You

j the money.”
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little she had saved consulting another oculist, who told her

the same thing : electrical treatment was all that could help
her.

Christmas morning dawned clear and bright. Her cousin’s
little girls were exulting over the treasures Santa Claus
brought, and although Marion received her share of pretty
remembrances, her heart was heavy as lead. When the
postman came, among other things for Marion was a letter
addressed in unfamiliar writing. She hastily tore the envel-
ope open and took out a check for fifty dollars. It was
endorsed,

" Pay to the order of Marion Hayes.
”J. Harwood.”

A note was enclosed which read, “ Please accept this as a
substantial expression of the sympathy of your old friend,
and use it in some way to get back your eyes.”

Marion, woman-like, had a good cry when she was alone
in her room. Feelings of mingled surprise, pleasure, and
resentment, passed rapidly through her mind. Of course
she mustn’t keep the money, everybody would talk so ; but
her heart was touched by his kindness. She always had
liked him so much in the old days,—too much, she once
had thought.

She would take it back. She put on her things and started
at once. As she left the elevator and waited for an answer
to her knock, she wished she had written a note instead.
Jack opened the door.

“Why, I'm awfully glad to see you,” he said.

Marion dropped into a chair. “ It is ever and ever so kind
of you,” and her lips would tremble, “ but | can’t take it,
indeed | can’t,” she said, holding the check towards him.

" And why not? ” he asked, with an amused smile.

“ Because it isn’t right. | know the kindness of your

heart. | appreciate your sympathy------ "
“ Do you imagine | can't afford it?” he interrupted.
“* Come! Own up.”

Marion laughed nervously. *“ Judging from the financial
condition of most artists, | should call it a munificent sum to
give away.”

“1 will he candid with you. | did intend to put that in
the bank, to swell my small hoard ; but when | saw you and
heard about your hard luck, | changed my mind. It seetns
very little to do for you ; | only wish it were twice the sum!
W ait,” he continued, as Marion tried to speak, “ let me have
my say out. There’s too much nonsense talked and thought
about friendly relations like ours. | don’t deny | shouldn’t
care to do it for most girls ; no, | don't know another girl |
would do it for. I want you to know that. I enjoyed
our friendship in the old times, because you were sensible
and didn’t think whenever a man liked to talk to you and
take you around he was in duty bound to fall in love with
you. | won’'t ask any woman to share the struggles and
hardships of a poor artist’s life, and | always thought you
understood it.”

Marion calmly folded the check and put it in her purse.

“ 1 will take it just as you mean it, and thank you a thou-
sand times,” she said, in a queer tone. “ Now show me
your pictures.”

They roamed around the studio a little while, when Marion
made an excuse for going home. As the door closed after
her, Jack clenched his fists.

I do care for her ! | always did! She’sthe only woman
in the world for me, and always will be. 1'm glad she took
Marion got as far as the elevator shaft, then
she turned back. She knocked at the studio door, then, not
waiting for him to open it, walked inside. Jack was staring
out the window ; he turned quickly.
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“ 1 must not take it," she said, fumbling at her purse, not
seeing for tears.

He placed his hands on her shoulders. “ See here, Marion,
I do care for you, awfully ; and perhaps it is kinder, after all,
to let you know, and at least give you a chance to say
whether you couldn’t take me instead of the money, or take
us both.”

Marion’s tender brown eyes brimmed over. She tried to find
her handkerchief, but she had come away without one. Jack
gently dried her tears with his own, then they both laughed.

Or
_What Elsie’s Birthday Present Did.

was not a happier girl in Bartow that bright
autumn morning than twelve-year-old Elsie New-
#4 ton. You see it was her birthday, and for nearly
a week there had been a most mysterious hammering and
pounding going on in a little room off the kitchen ; and
because she was not allowed even a glimpse of the inside of
the room, Elsie felt pretty sure that it had something to do
with her birthday. Indeed, she had surprised Papa Newton
into admitting that this was so, but he would not give her
even a hint of what it was all about. Of course the door
was never locked, but Elsie would no more have stolen a
secret than she would have taken anything else.

But at last her birthday came as all days do come, though
sometimes it does seem as if they really never would ; and
after breakfast Elsie was to go into the mysterious room,
where she was told she would find her present. Mamma
said that Uncle Jack and Aunt Lily had helped to plan and
get it for her, so the only present she found at her plate
was a little slender gold bracelet, set with tiny pearls, from
Cousin Harry. It was a dainty little thing, and Elsie said she

thought that was enough for anybody’'s birthday ; but when |
papa suggested that perhaps they need not open the room, |

she shook her brown curls vigorously, and jumped from her
chair, declaring she just couldn’t eat any more, and asking
wouldn’t they please hurry?

At last that tantalizing door was thrown open, and Elsie
headed the little procession that entered the room. At first
she hardly understood. She saw a row of nails, and hang-
ingon them a lot of bright little things that looked like half-
grown pots and pans. But finally in one corner she spied
a dear little cooking-stove ; not a baby stove that would not
cook anything, but a nice large one, almost as large as a
“number six.” And there were the little skillets and pots
and saucepans, and two bright little dishpans with a dish-
cloth ready hanging over them. Then mamma directed her
attention to a corner cupboard prettily curtained with cre-
tonne ; and there she found a set of white china, quite large
enough to eat on, decorated with graceful sprays of wild
roses. At the end of the room stood a little table, and papa
showed her how it opened just like mamma's, and pointed
out the set of leaves that would make it as large as she
wanted it.

Everything she could possibly think of was there ; and
she fairly screamed with delight when mamma showed her
a little book hanging near the stove in which were receipts
for almost everything, which mamma had reduced in quan-
tity to a third or a quarter. The walls and floor around the
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The check fell to the floor. Jack stooped to pick it up.

“Will you take us?” he said, slipping one arm around
her.

She shyly raised her eyes to his face. “ I'll take you, Jack
dear, and we’ll share the struggles and hardships. O Jack !”
and her arms stole around his neck. He gathered her close
to his heart while something gleamed suspiciously in his own
eyes, under the glasses.

The check again fell to the floor.

Sara Anderson.

Girls

stove were covered with zinc so there could be no danger
of fire.

Well, as | said in the beginning, there was no happier girl
in Bartow than Elsie Newton. Mamma had arranged for
several little friends to come and spend the afternoon, and
they really had tea on that wonderful little table, set with
that wonderful china ; and when Elsie awoke the next morn-
ing, she hurried her dressing that she might make sure the
beautiful things were really there.

Oh, the cooking that was done on that bright little stove!
Elsie would get up when Bridget did, to make flannel-cakes
for papa’s breakfast; and how she laughed when he declared
that he had never eaten such good ones! Mamma would get
her favorite little tea-cakes for supper, very often ; and the
boys called her “ a trump” when she gave them tapioca
pudding one day after they had been down to the station
for papa, and had come home hungry as young bears. She
made very few failures, for mamma had been, careful to
write out the directions very plainly, telling how to put
the ingredients together as well as what to put in.

But one day a dark cloud came up and settled down over
Elsie’s pleasanthome. Mamma had not been well for several
days, and one morning she woke too sick to get up. When
the doctor came he shook his head gravely and said she ought
to have given up sooner. He feared she was in for a siege
of typhoid fever, though he hoped to ward it off even yet.
But when night came Mrs. Newton was raving in delirium,
and Aunt Lily was installed as nurse.

Oh, how dreadful it seemed to Elsie to hear mamma cry
that someone was burning her brain with a red-hot iron!
How the little girl wrung her hands to think they could do
nothing to relieve her dear mother’s suffering !

However, even in her wildest moments, Mrs. Newton
seemed to know her daughter ; and sometimes Elsie’s gentle
touch would succeed in soothing the dreadful pain, and
mamma would try to smile at her. But, finally, this violent
stage passed and the patient sank into a state of most alarm-
ing stupor and weakness. Worst of all, she became unable
to take any nourishment. Indeed, all efforts to swallow
anything nauseated her so that she would lie helpless for
hours afterwards, unable even to whisper.

Elsie heard Dr. Barnes tell Dr. Compton, whom he had
called in for consultation, that, unless they could enable her
to take some food, he could see no chance for her recovery.
About an hour afterwards, Elsie came into the sick room
with a bowl in her hand, and asked if she might have mamma
try some beef tea that she had made. Her mamma heard the
question and opened her eyes, trying to smile, and then
moved her hand ever so little as if to say that she would
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try it. So after examining the tea and questioning Elsie as
to bow she made it, the doctor pronounced it just the thing
if only Mrs. Newton could take it.

So Aunt Lily raised the patient’'s head a little, and Elsie
put a spoonful in her mamma’s mouth. As she swallowed it
without any trouble, Elsie gave her another, then waited a
moment at a sign from the doctor ; but Mrs. Newton tried
to speak, and Elsie, bending anxiously over her, caught the
whispered word, “ More.”

Big tears of joy sprang to the little girl's eyes and ran
down her cheeks. Papa afterwards declared that the biggest
one of all fell plump into the bowlof tea. But she choked
down her sobs and put the spoon to her mother’s lips with
a steady hand. Three times was the spoon emptied, and
then Dr. Barnes stopped her. Aunt Lily deftly changed
the patient's position, and she sank into a slumber that

the physician pronounced a really refreshing, natural
sleep.
When she wakened again she was able to take &lmost

quite a half-cupful ” of that blessed beef tea, as Elsie ex-
citedly told the boys. They were only allowed a peep at
mamma once in a while ; but Elsie proved so quiet and help-
ful that when Mr. Newton asked that she might stay, fearful
that she would fret herself sick, the doctor consented. So
she had been with her mother constantly.

A very proud and delighted girl was Elsie when the doctor
told her to lie down with her clothes on, for he should call
her at eleven that night to make more tea for her mother

DEMOREST’'S FAMILY MAGAZINE.

in case she waked at midnight. And, sure enough, niamma
did wake just a little before twelve, and was able to take a
half-cupful of the tea and to smile quite a smile on her
radiant little nurse.

In the morning she was pronounced on the road to recov.
ery; so Elsie had her own little pet chicken Kkilled, and,
consulting her cook-book, made it into such broth as she was
sure no other chicken would have made. And mamma en-
joyed it, too, and was able to tell her so in a few slow words,
much to the girl’s joy.

So for two weeks Elsie cooked every mouthful that bet
mother ate, always following the little cook-book carefully
consulting the doctor as to what her patient might have, and
keeping her cooking vessels bright and shining that every-
thing might be just as nice as it possibly could be. Mrs,
Newton continued to improve steadily, and finally the doctor
said he need come no more ; she only required food and
nursing to restore her soon to health.

No one will ever know for a certainty whether she had
reached the turning point in her illness, or whether her love
for her little daughter conquered her physical weakness.
Perhaps the beef tea was precisely what she needed, and
was seasoned to just the right degree to suit her capricious
taste. At any rate, it still gives Elsie great pleasure to
remember that she and her birthday present really helped to
save mamma’s life. Papa Newton, however, says he feels
sure that big tear did it.

Beulah. R. Stevens.

Sanitarian.

Headache: Its Causes and Cure-

ELAT is called headache might more properly be
termed neuralgia of the brain. All aches and pains
are caused directly by some interference with the
nervous system; either the nerve tissue is wounded or it is
pressed upon, and pain is the result. In other words, there
is a nerve-ache. Sometimes there is a tumor in the brain,
causing pressure on the nerve substance and making an
ache; this, however, is not a common occurrence. The
great majority of headaches are not due to any growth or
malformation in the brain, but to periodic congestions of
that organ ; the blood rushes to the brain, distending its ves-
sels with that fluid, and thus producing pressure on the
white or gray matter which makes up its convolutions.

So much for the immediate causes or conditions which
produce headache. This may be very interesting to know,
at least to the pathologist ; but to the patient it would be
far more satisfactory to understand how to avoid all this
suffering, especially in those cases in which it is little short
of an agony, and therefore next to unbearable.

But in order to do this, we must be familiar with the
workings of the human system, its vital economy, so to
speak. We must know the physiology of this wonderful
vital machinery. Understanding that, we perceive there are
two processes constantly going on in our bodies; one of
growth, development, the other of waste or decay. By the
one process our bodies are built up, the various organs are
formed, each with its appropriate function. By the other,
the ashes, or debris, of the human system, which is com-
posed of matter once used and therefore worn out, must be
removed from the vital organism. To effect this, certain
organs are set apart whose office it is to collect these worn-

out or waste materials, and to expel them through their
individual outlets.

These organs are the skin, liver, lungs, bowels, and kid-
neys, and are called depurating organs. It is by means of
these that the system is purified from day to day and from
hour to hour; in fact, the work is going on every moment
of our lives. Whether we are asleep or awake, they are
gathering up the refuse of the human system as it is thrown
off from the various tissues of the body and taken into the
capillaries, whence it is borne on through the general circu-
lation, until finally it reaches one or more of these five depu-
rators, and is carried out of the vital domain. These five
organs are the depots which receive those matters that are
no longer of any use in the system, and which, if they re-
main, would poison it, making the individual sick. We can
see, therefore, how very important it is for us to keep these
organs in a state of health, able to perform their work faith-
fully, and to keep the body in the best possible condition.

Now there are many ways in which we can disable these
organs. We can do it by eating improperly, in such a way
that they will be clogged or congested, and therefore unfit
for duty. Suppose the individual is excessively fond of
sugar or articles of food containing it; the liver will become
engorged, the bile (which is an excretory product) be retained
in the blood, and the whole system become poisoned with
it. The bowels, too, will be rendered torpid, constipated;
absorption of their contents then takes place, and we have
another source of blood poisoning. Often, too, the whole
process of digestion is interfered with, and the blood that is
made from the food is inferior in quality ; the various tissues
of the body, the brain included, are not well nourished, and
general derangement of the system follows. Just here is a
prolific cause of headaches ; the blood sent to the brain being
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impure tends to congest it, and as the vessels become en-
gorged, distended, there is pressure on the brain tissue, pro-
ducing a pain or ache.

Or, suppose the food be of the very greasy sort, too much
fat in any form, as butter, cream, fat meats, rich gravies,
etc. Blood made from such food will contain an excess of
oily matter, and this will be deposited wherever the blood
circulates. The skin becomes oily, and its millions of little
pores are so obstructed that they cannot perform their work
of depuration ; the impurities that ought to be thrown out
are retained, and the blood becomes foul from their pres-
ence. Hence we have another source of headaches. Or if
the food be of a highly stimulating character, containing a
large amount of seasoning or of animal products, especially
meats, it may lead to congestion in the different organs, the
brain included, and a headache may follow.

Where much stimulating food is eaten, or where there is
frequent indulgence in alcoholic or other stimulating drinks
or beverages, there will sooner or later be a breaking-down
of the kidneys ; these organs will fail to perform their func-
tions properly, and the impurities which they ought to re-
move from the system will be retained in the blood, and the
general health will suffer. As these toxic elements accumu-
late, the brain may give its report in the form of an ache.
Some persons have the habit of eating a good deal more than
the system requires ; a greater amount of nutriment is taken
than it can appropriate, and this excess remains in the blood,
making it inferior in quality, and often causing headache.
It will be seen, therefore, that errors in the dietetic habits
of the individual have very much to do with the prevalence
of headaches.

What is known as sick headache is generally caused by
the presence of bile in the stomach. The depurating organs
have not thrown out the impurities as fast as they accumu-
lated, and an excess of bile formation has been the result;
either that, or the bile has been retained in the gall-cyst,
and at intervals been discharged in excess, to such an extent
that it has found its way from the duodenum, back through
the pyloric orifice, and up into the stomach. This latter
organ resents the presence of bile, and is making an effort
to get rid of it. There is nausea with the headache, and
this may be followed by vomiting. A common form of treat-
ment in these cases is to give a glass or two of tepid or warm
water, and thus help the stomach to reject its contents;
there may or may not be food to come up along with the
bile. As soon as the stomach is emptied the patient will
find relief, at least from the nausea ; and if the congestion
in the brain be not too great, the pain there may also cease.
Sometimes it will be impossible to make the patient vomit,
though the nausea still continues. In such case give the
patient two or three glasses of very hot water, as hot as he
can drink ; this will make the stomach contract, forcing its
contents down in the other direction, and relief will follow.

The skin has the largest depurating surface of any organ
in the body ; and when this is pretty securely sealed up,
either with impacted bile that has been deposited in it month
after month and year after year, or with oily matters taken
with the food, the mucous surfaces (which constitute a sort
of inner skin) will take upon themselves vicarious action ;
that is, they try to do the work which the skin has failed
to perform. The bile that should have been secreted by the
liver, collected in the gall-cyst, and thrown out through the
intestines, is trying to ooze its way through the mucous
membranes, and these become diseased. Hence the preva-
lence of catarrh, sore throat, bronchial affections, etc.

Many headaches are caused by catarrh in the head or in
the back nasal passages. A little sudden chilling of the
surface or of the extremities will cause this. Perhaps nine
tenths of all ordinary headaches may be traced either to
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catarrhal conditions or to some derangement of the digestive
organs. Often thetwo exist together. Of course, to prevent
headache in these cases we must endeavor to remove the
causes which produce them. This means a correct dietary,
and an observance of all those habits of life which favor
good digestion. The food should be faultless in quantity
and quality ; the lungs should be doing their best work,
which is essential to good blood; the depurators should all
of them be on duty ; and the nervous system should neither
be prostrated nor overtaxed.

What is known as nervous headache is often due to a run-
down or prostrated condition of the nervous system. Mi-
graine, or hemicrania, is one form of this disorder. It is a
very distressing headache. The pain is confined to one side
of the head, or nearly so; or it may be limited to a single
spot, perhaps just above the eye. It continues often for
many hours together, with little or no abatement, or it may
subside for a little, and then begin again. Often it is next
to impossible to give the patient even temporary relief. The
presence of food in the stomach usually intensifies the pain ;
in fact, the stomach, as a rule, will not tolerate food during
the attack ; or if it be taken the pain is greatly increased in
the head, and the stomach is also irritated. A good plan
when suffering from these headaches is to combine several
methods of treatment, the effect of which will be to lessen
the congestion in the brain, and at the same time quiet the
nervous system.

For example, keep the body comfortably clothed, and the
surface warm ; put the feet in hot water, andgive a prolonged
hot foot-bath, and while this is being given, cool off the head
by bathing it with a soft cloth dipped in ice-water. In other
words, try to draw the blood away from the brain and divert
it to the surface of the body, and especially to the extremi-
ties. If the hands be cold, place something warm in them,
as a bottle of hot water. Bits of ice may be taken, provided
there is heat in the stomach ; often a cold cloth laid over the
stomach will reduce the irritation there. The feelings of the
patient will be a guide ; whatever feels best is the proper
thing. While cooling the head, gentle friction, or shampoo-
ing, over the scalp will often give relief.

Very few persons know how to give this part of the treat-
ment successfully ; don’t rub too vigorously, shaking the
head as you do it, nor move the fingers too slowly or too fast;
but rub gently and regularly with the tips of the fingers.
It is a great art to know how to give this form of massage
just right. Sometimes prompt relief is obtained by continu-
ing gentle rubbing, following the direction of the nerves
from the head downward over the whole body, and ending
with the feet. It gradually draws the blood away from the
head toward the surface of the body and to the extremities.

In giving the foot-bath, which is applicable in nearly all
kinds of headache, a good plan on lifting the feet from the
water is to dash cold water over them, then dry well with a
coarse towel (a Turkish towel is best), and follow with a smart
friction by the hand. Then draw on a pair of warm stockings,
and rub again faithfully until the feet and ankles are in a
glow. Have ready a pair of warm slippers or loose-fitting
shoes. If the patient sits before a grate fire, screen off the
heat from the head ; a folded newspaper held before the face
will accomplish this. Frequent and thorough wetting of the
head and face with very cold water will often give relief ; but
if the patient does it himself, he should afterwards dip the
hands into very hot water, holding them in it till they are
quite warm, then rub well with a dry towel. Where there
are cold chills running up and down the spine, throw a shawl
over the back or wrap it about the body and keep the surface
warm. Or if the patient be in bed, apply hot bottles to the
feet, and something warm to the back. A pillow of hair or
husk is cooler and better for the head than feathers.
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Persons suffering from nervous headaches need to be very
careful in many ways. A little over-exertion, mental or
physical, or a little excitement of any kind, and especially
mental worry, will tend to bring on an attack. So will
injudicious eating, late hours, loss of sleep, or any other
irregularity. As regards vitality, the patient is at the foot
of the ladder, so to speak, and anything which upsets the
nervous system will create a headache.

The treatment above outlined is only for temporary relief.
To effect a permanent cure, steps must be taken to build up
the general health, to restore the nervous system to some-
thing like a normal condition. Whatever tends to interfere
with functional action in the various organs of the body will
retard recovery. The patient needs an abundance of fresh
air and sunshine ; to live in loose clothing, and cultivate
deep breathing ; to exercise sufficiently for good muscular
development; to diet in such a way as to favor the best
digestion, and to give the best nourishment; to avoid mental
disturbances or physical overwork ; in short, to cultivate
health habits generally.

Persons with naturally good vitality but rather gross

Decorative and Convenient Gifts*

(See Page of lllustrations.)

hile earnestly advocating a vigorous war against

the indiscriminate giving of expensive Christmas

presents, all sensible people are interested in the
appropriate commemoration of a custom beloved of old and
young ; and those fortunate people who have leisure to put
a part of themselves into their gifts, by deft and dainty
manipulation, will be glad of the attractive novelties here
given. There is something suited to everyone, from grand-
mamma to baby.

No. 1.— A photograph-holder covered with gold brocaded
satin, or with Japanese leather.

No. 2.—The “ ace” photograph-case, made either of satin,
velvet, or of chamois-skin. The back is perfectly plain, and
the openings for the photographs Are cut in the form of aces.
If satin or velvet be used, the openings may be buttonholed
or couched with gold thread.

No. 3.—Apple pincushion. A bias piece of lemon-colored
or apple-green India silk is required for the outside ; it is
stretched tautly over the cushion, which may be stuffed with
bran, hair, or wool. The bias edges are drawn snugly into
the centers, which are tacked through and through, and
either a natural stem or an artificial leaf and bit of rubber
stem fastened in. Touch up with water-colors to give the
natural blush of a ripe apple.

Nos. 4 and 5.—Front and back view of a doll dressed as a
German peasant.

No. 6.—A convenient wall-pocket to hang over a writing-
table. It can be made of leather decorated with pyrography,
or of crash, matting, or a fine screed.

No. 7.—Burnt-match receptacle.
forms the balloon, enclosed in a net of crocheted silk.
attached by “ baby” ribbons to a tiny basket.

No. 8.—Photograph-holder, covered plainly on the back
with rich brocaded silk, and on the front with the same
fabric, laid in deep folds to form pockets. The edges are
neatly overhanded together.

A crystal electric globe
It is
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habits frequently suffer from headaches of another kind.
Either there is a rush of blood to the head, with cold hands
and feet, causing periodic congestions, or there is some
derangement of the digestive organs, attended, it may be,
with catarrhal affection of the mucous membranes. Sick
headaches are common where there is a clogged condition of
the skin and liver, with an excess of bile in the blood. The
cure in these cases means a return to healthful habits and
physiological conditions.

Pure air and good food are necessary to make good blood;
but the waste of the body must also be carried off daily
through the depurating organs. Many persons would suffer
less with headache if they would work every morning till
the skin threw out a copious perspiration from its millions
of minute pores; or a daily sweating-bath might do the
necessary work. But the plan too often pursued is to send
for the family physician, and either take an emetic or a
purgative, or both. A few days' fasting, with plenty of
lemon juice and hot water, perhaps one or two full enemas,
would be infinitely better.

Susanna W. Dodds, M.D.

No. 9.—Stand for newspapers or large photographs and
engravings; to be made of any convenient wood, either
carved or decorated with pyrography, directions for which
were given in Demorest's for March, 1894.

No. 10.—A novel veil-holder made of a long, narrow
wooden paddle, wrapped first in a piece of cotton wadding
and covered with white brocaded ribbon or silk, embroidered
with gold. The veils are kept in good condition by winding
them around it. May be hung beside the mirror, to hold
hat and stick pins.

No. 11.—Newspaper-holder; may be covered with any
pretty netting.

No. 12.—Mirror or photograph frame in bent-iron work,
directions for which were given in Demorest’s for last May.

No. 13.—Glove or necktie case of gray velvet lined with
rose-colored satin and trimmed with silk crocheted gimp.

No. 14.—The favorite handkerchief-case of fine white
linen embroidered with rosebuds and sweet-peas in satin-
stitch ; the hems are confined by feather-stitching.

No. 15.—A convenient laundry-bag of blue jeans em-
broidered with white linen thread. There are inside pockets
for small articles.

No. 16.—The doll safety-pin holder.
form Miss Dolly’s skirts, and these hold the pins.
there is satin ribbon of the same width.

No. 17.—A wall-pocket made of two slates. The frames
are bronzed, and sprays of marguerites are painted upon the
slates, which are fastened together by a pocket of ribbon or
velvet. A pencil and bit of sponge are attached so it may
serve also for a memorandum tablet.

Two flannel leaves
Outside

Holiday Work for Busy Fingers,

GAIN the perplexing hours of uncertainty are here
when with knit brows we con over our present-
list and endeavor once more to devise the most suita-
e and acceptable gift for each one of our loved ones, as
well as for those friends to whom we are indebted and
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DECORATIVE AND CONVENIENT GIFTS
(For Descriptions, see Page 108)
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whose kindness we feel it a sweet privilege to recognize

in this, the only way in our power.
There is a healthy and sensible revolt against the extrava-
gant and

lavish present-giving which, during the past
decade, has grown into an abuse of
a time-honored and beautiful custom.
It loses all its beauty and significance

HANDKERCHIEF BAG.

unless it be confined to the exchange of
gifts between those near and dear, either
by ties of blood or friendship, or to the re-
lief of God’s children, the poor and needy.

The shops are filled with novelties as the
Christmas-tide approaches, but this embar-
rassment of riches only adds to one’s per-
plexity in choosing. The daintiness and
luxury of all the conveniences and trifles
with which we surround ourselves grows
apace ; and we must needs be very nice in
our selection, so that, no matter how sim-
ple our gift, it shall possess a merit distinct-
ly its own and suit
its recipient.

SHAKER PENWIPER.

It is not the elaboration of a
present that gives it its value, but
its appropriateness ; and tact, in-
tuition, and good taste have more
to do with our success and are of
greater worth to us than a large
bank-account. The work of deft
fingers into which our friends
have stitched loving thoughts has a value all its own ; and to
the worker there is a satisfaction
trifles which she who buys all her gifts never approaches.

yachtsman's housewife.

PATTERN FOR PENWIPER. REDUCED SIZE.

in the making of these
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In nothing is the artistic growth of the age more plainly
evidenced than in the making of the thousand-and-one pretty
trifles which woman'’s fertile brain and dainty Angers con-
trive under the generic name of fancy-work ; and a striking
characteristic of the improvement is that not a tenth part of
the labor enters into the construction of these delightful
conveniences that was indispensable a decade gone.

The pretty handkerchief-bag illustrated herewith is an
admirable example of this fact. It is made of a circle of
chamois eight and a half inches in diameter,
with a two-and-a-half-inch ribbon overhanded
to the edge, and turned down a half-inch at the
top to admit a drawing-string. This shirr is
confined by dainty feather-stitching, which also
covers the overhanded seam. With the natural
chamois gold-colored ribbon should be used ;
with the fancy-colored skins the ribbons should
match, or a harmoniz-
ing shade of the same
color be used.

The yachtsman’'s
housewife supplies
that much-desired arti-
cle, “ something suit-
able for a man.” The
fish are cut from gray
cloth, and measure
eight inches from tip
to tip, and three and a
half in extreme
breadth. On theright
side they are tinted
with water-colors, and
the eye of the center
one is worked with a
large dot in yellow
floss. This center fish,
is slightly stuffed with
wool, to serve asapin-
cushion ; and the illus-
tration shows the
under-side, with its
pocket for a tiny pair of scissors, and leaf
of cloth, for needles, attached to the head.
The other fish have pockets on the under-
sides, one of which contains a spool of
black sewing-silk, and the other one of
white thread, and the ends of silk and thread are drawn
through the stilettoed eyes, which are worked around with
yellow silk. They are fastened together and suspended by
silk cords sewed to their mouths.

The Shaker penwiper is a cute little trifle cut from a
piece of celluloid—see reduced model of shape—and painted
with a vine of wild roses. It can be cut from a piece of
celluloid six inches long by
three wide. The full crown of
pink India silk is attached to
the roll of pinked white flannel
with which the Shaker is.
filled ; pink " baby ” ribbon
finishes the trimming.

The drum pincushion is an-
other pretty trifle suitable for
a man’s use, and it can be most
effectively made in college col-
ors. The modelis a" Prince-
ton,” in orange and black, the drum-heads being covered with
black brocaded silk, and the frame being of orange ribbon
strung with coarse black embroidery-silk. It can be made
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any size from two and a quarter to
four and a half inches in diameter,
and from an inch and a quarter to two
and a half inches in thickness. The
stuffing is made of strips of flannel
the width of the ribbon band rolled
firmly to the desired size. Two cur-
tain-rings, crocheted with silk the color
of the drum-heads, are sewed to the
edges, and a narrow orange ribbon
passed through them serves to hang
it by.

For the very wee ones are two

DRUM PINCUSHION.

comical dollies ; one made
of yarn, the other a peanut
Chinaman. You could
make enough of these in
one evening for all the
babies of your acquaint-
ance. For the first take a
skein of white or mulatto-
colored yarn and wind it
firmly around the middle
with a bit of the same ; this
forms the top of the head ;
fold the skein double and
cutthe ends open. Leave
outenough at the back to
make two three-strand
braids, and wind the re-
mainder firmly an inch and a half from the first winding
to form the head ; then on the sides separate about
sixteen strands for the arms, and wind it once more to
define the waist. Cut the arms off to the proper length,
and divide the yarn for each into two equal portions;
twist them together and fasten round the wrist with a
bit of ribbon. Cut the yarn left on the crown of the
head so it will hang after braiding about the length of
the arms, and tie with ribbons. Touch up the face with
India ink, including the eyes ; or for them sew on, very
firmly, some black beads or shoe-buttons. Finish with a
little ribbon sash.

Little Tsing-fling requires five nice, plump, well-devel-
oped peanuts, a strip each of scarlet and of blue silesia or cam-
bric, some black linen thread, and a tiny bit of red paper for his
hat. Take the biggest end of the largest nut for his head ;
touch up his expressive countenance with India ink, and
attach a long cue, of linen thread, braided, to the crown of
his head ; leave a single thread to draw up through his hat
by which to dandle him. The scarlet trousers are four
inches long by two wide ; sew them to the lower part of the
peanut head, and draw them in a little smaller at the bottoms
around the feet. For these stain with India ink the smaller
ends of two nuts, and thrust them in the trouser-legs so that
only the tips will show. Make a sacque of a strip of the blue
stuff three and a half inches wide by six and a half long;

YARN DOLL.

PEANUT DOLE.
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sew in straight little sleeves on the sides, and put into each,
small end down, a peanut; gather the sacque round the top
and sew to the neck. Glue on the hat, and Tsing-fung is
ready to be presented.

The pretty watch-case is convenient to hang at the bed-
side ; and it is very simple and easy to make, but requires
neat and careful touches. Cut four circles, three inches in
diameter, from thin cardboard; cover those for the inside
with chamois, and the outside pieces with white kid, draw-
ing the edges—as in making the flat pocket-pincushions
—over and pasting them neatly and smoothly down. A
pen-and-ink drawing decorates the outside circle. The puff
is made of India silk, a strip two inches wide and ten and a
half long being required; before attaching the puff to the
inside circles, paste a bit of tape three inches long around
the lower curves of the circles to prevent the watch from fall-
ing down into the puff; gather the silk on. the edges and
glue to the chamois-covered circles; glue on some “ baby”
ribbons to hang the pocket; then cover the seams with the
kid-covered outsides, fastening firmly with glue or paste.

A long-felt need was ingeniously supplied when the em-
broidery-silk case was made, and the wonder is we have
done so long without it. A convenient size for this is thir-
teen inches long by seven wide. A piece of thin, pliable
cardboard of this size is needed, and two pieces of linen cut
a seam larger all around. For the outside
have fine white or any colored linen ; for the
inside, duck or butcher’s linen is nice. Em-
broider a pretty floral design on the out-
side, with floss in natural colors, and finish
the edges all around with long and short but-
tonhole stitches, taking them through and
through, so they finish the inside
at the same time. Three leaves of
water-color paper cut a little shorter
than the case, and enough wider to
fold over two inches,—thus making
a pocket, as it were, for the skeins of
floss,—are laid inside the case, and
fastened by means of “ baby ” rib-
bons laced along the back through
stiletto holes. To fasten the case
the ends of the ribbon are brought

around it and
tied at the
front edge.

If you have
a friend about
starting on a
long journey
who is cum-
bered with
many valu-
able rings
and stick-
pins, as half

WATCH-CASE.
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of womankind is nowadays,
she will rise up and bless
you if you make for her one
of these ingenious jewel-
bags. To a circle of chamois
four inches in diameter a
straight piece as many inches
wide is overhanded, holding it
slightly full. The upper edge
is cut in five bold flower-
petals, two inches deep; make
eyelet holes with a punch all
around on the line of the base
of the petals, through which
lace pink silk cord to draw
the bag together. Tie a bit
of coarse yellow floss or art-
linen thread through eyelet
holes at the base of each
opening between the petals,
leaving ends an inch long.

When closed these suggest
stamens. Give the petals
some bold, irregular dashes

embroidery-silk case. with carmine. Inside the bag
a circl e of chamois three

and a half inches in diameter, bearing the motto, “ For

rings and things,” conceals a number of cunning pock-
ets,—see illustration in miniature,—all tied to the bottom

INTERIOR OF JEWEL-BAG.

of the bag with a bit of
holes.

ribbon passed through eyelet

E. A. Fletcher.

At Christmas-tide the open hand
Scatters its bounty o’er sea and land.
And none are left to grieve alone,

For Love is heaven and claims |61]

ristmas- Tide.
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The Chinese Legation at Washington is preparing to entertain
this winter on a grander scale than ever. A magnificent ball-
room has been added to the minister’s residence during the past
summer, and it is of so generous proportions that all of society
can assemble in it without risk of crushing its smartest frocks.
Madame Yang Yu has taken a more prominent position In society
than the wife of any Chinese Minister has before occupied. She
is a noble Tartar woman, and consequently has feet of normal
size; is very charming, and possesses most engaging manners.
She has devoted herself with untiring zeal to the study of
English, and, though very timid about speaking it, can already
make herself understood. Being of a very social nature, she is
easily approached and very accessible; she both receives and
returns visits, genuinely enjoying this exchange of courtesies,
and is deeply interested in everything concerning the fin de
siecle American woman, whose ways, customs, and modes of
thought, she is striving to understand and reconcile with her
previous experiences and the teachings of Confucius.

That solo dancing will be in great favor this winter it needs
no prophetic eye to determine. Recently two prominent and
beautiful women of the smart set entertained their friends with
a folk’s dance, and won many encomiums for the grace and
beauty of their movements and the striking charm of their
modest and characteristic dress. Here is a fresh field, the
folk-dances of all countries, for those ingenious people who
are racking their brains to think of something new for after-
dinner entertainments. There is no better exercise, nor one
better adapted to develop all the muscles of the body and render
the limbs lithe and supple, than this solo dancing, which from
the variety of its gestures and motions calls Into play so many
more muscles than ordinary, conventional dancing. Both as a
graceful art and accomplishment, and for practical physical cul-
ture, it will be studied with ardor this winter by all women and
girls who are so fortunate as to have the time or opportunity.

Those fun-loving fellows, the brownies, are out in great force
this winter, and you may choose for your mascotte a police-
man, a Chinaman, a dude, Uncle Sam, or an Indian, it matters
not; for you can find all the sprites, not only as lace-pins and
brooches, but also on card-cases, pocket-books, purses, rdecss

, and every little convenience that the ingenious gold or
silver smith can devise to tempt the ducats from fair dames’
purses. They are made of silver and of gold, richly enamelled
in all the colors of the rainbow ; and while many imitations have
cheapened the pins, in other forms they are yet confined to
articles de luxe, taking precedence of all other designs for orna-
menting corners of purses, card-cases, etc. On white and deli-
cate colored leathers, the silver mountings are the prettiest; but
on the richly mottled snake-skins and all dark colors, gold and
bright enamel is very effective.

Private Lecture Courses for the winter are taking up deeper
and broader topics than ever before, and they increase in popu-
larity with the passing seasons. Not to be a subscriber to one
or many of these general-culture classes is to count yourself
quite out of the swim. Very pleasant for the leaders, teachers,
or lecturers, as the case may be, of these courses, is the fact
that their success is now so thoroughly established as to enable
them to go abroad during the long vacation to seek for new ideas
in the old-world centers of thought and culture. Thus they
bring to their work not only a thorough mastery of their sub-
jects, but that inspiration and stimulus derived from contact
with other minds and scenes. One young woman, whose “ Top-
ics of the Day” classes have been extremely popular with quite
the smartest set of women during the past two seasons, an-
nounces the following subjects for this winter : " The English
Political Situation,” " Men and Measures in Germany,” “ Hyp-
notism, Considered in the Light of Recent Investigations.”
“ New Books and the Men and Women who Have Written
Them,” “ The Woman Question,” “ The London Season,”
“ A Romance in Economics ; or, The Egypt of To-Day,” and
“ French Politics.” Other topics of equal and pregnant inter-
est are “ Russia in the East,” “ Russia’s New Railroads,” “ The
Future of China,” and “ Our Undeveloped Resources.”
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PUZZ|eS- PUMP PUZZLE.

Arrange certain words in the form of
a pump : the letters forming the body
of the pump signify a city of the United
States ; those forming the spout, anger ;
and the handle, go; the end letters of
spout, body, and handle, signify cooled.

REBUS.

A Quotation from Shakespeare.

How and would its had
bear  bosom wished  wild tide
that often wide | on
O'er me how ebbing ocean
0 the the away  often

KNIGHT'S TOUR PUZZLE.

The words in the above square, read in the order of a G
knight's tour in chess, form a stanza from one of Long- A GEOMETRICAL PUZZLE.

fellow’s poems.
Divide the unshaded portion of the square into four equal

WORD PUZZLES. parts of the same shape.

Make the following phrases and expressions into one ap-
propriate word or name :

1 Tim in a pit. 5. | hire parsons.
2. No more stars. 6. Partial men.
3. Got as a clue. 7. Terrible poses.
4. Mind his map. 8. Great helps.

9. Golden land.

A DIAMOND IN VERSE.

T he letters and words of the solution placed in their order
one beneath the other will form a diamond, and the central REBUS.
word can be read from top to bottom or from left to right.

My first is found in folly, fame, and strife,
In friend and foe, in fair and loving wife.

The Library Shelf. W hat Books Are On It ?

My second signifies a step, in fine; ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN NOVEMBER NUMBER.
Be it upward, downward, sideways, or in line.

My third stands upright, something to support, I “ A few with melody untaught,

Like men on drill, or myrmidons at court. Turn all the air to music.”

My fourth, a fickle, fluctuating stream, 1 Thrush. 2 Canary. 3 Titmouse. 4. Goldfinch.

5. Toucan. 6. Swallow. 7. Night-Heron. 8. Emu. 9. Tern.
Il. John had IX pears ; James, SIX ; and Henry, XI.
Il. 1 Nails. 2 Cord. 3. Mouth. 4. Pallate. 5. Pupil.
My sixth,—a fool, a wretch, inebriate, 6. Gum. 7. Ear. 8 Drum. O Hamrr_\er. 10. Anvil.
Who hangs at midnight, limply, on the gate. 11. Stirrup. 12 Cell. 13 Foot. 14 Limb. 15 Arms

And now’, to find my seventh and last, attend! 16. Cheek.
Tis always found in finis, at the end. IV. 1L Lee. 2. Hop. 3 Net. The whole: Telephone.

But bright and rosy as a poet’s dream.
Upon my fifth, how many seem to walk,
Who vainly stare about, and strut, and stalk.
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CURRENT TOPICS, NOTES AND COMMENTS ON EVENTS
OF THE DAY.—INTERESTING SUBJECTS AND NOT-
ABLE THINGS WHICH HAVE OCCURRED
DURING THE PAST MONTH.—CONTEM-
PORANEOUS HISTORY FROM A
FAMILIAR POINT OF
VIEW.

Peace by Way of War.

It seems paradoxical to say that the abolition of warfare
will ultimately come about through the improvement of the
machinery of war; but the fact is evident. The invention of
gunpowder was the first step. *“ That devil's dirt,” complains
an old writer, “ slayeth men from afar, and shall as soon Kkill
a noble knlght as a mean peasant.” When man could fight all
day in an iron case impenetrable by most of the missiles or
weapons of the period, he could gain much honor by slaughter-
ing his scores of ill-protected wretches. Then there was joy
and song and glory and lady’s love and all the rest of it. Now
it has become stern, unromantic business, and a dangerous busi-
ness, too. Men fight now on principle ; and it will not be many
years before arbitration, which is already a mighty power in
International relations, will become the one mode of settling
disputes, and warfare will be a relic of a brutal past. Then,
even if the poet regrets the “ glorious days of old,”—as Ruskin
does the stage-coach,—he will not be expected to shoulder
a musket in a muddle brought about by the ambition or stupid-
ity of the rulers of his nation, any more than Ruskin is expected
to ride in the lumbering, uncomfortable, worm-eaten old “ York
Arrow.”" In a recent duel between a Chinese and a Japanese
war-ship of the second class, a large proportion of the crews
of both vessels were either killed or disabled. The ships were
nearly wrecked, the guns were dismounted, the armor pierced,
stacks blown down the decks a mere shambles. A ghastly
thing, no doubt ; but it may head a chapter of progress. Even
in these floating, steel-clad forts, humau beings are blown to
pieces, pounded to death, or, worse, torn apart still living, in
awful agony. Like the casque and breastplate of the knight,
the armored ship no longer protects life ; and it is no imputation
on the courage of men to say that they will shrink from such
scenes and such a fate. Imagination has grown with education,
and most of us cau now feel, in our own nerves, the rending of
the shell-fragment or the ripping of the ritte- baII even though
neither befall us. This is not fear ; it is the development of a
higher sense,—the same sense which causes us to sympathize
with the poor, sick, unhappy, and disgraced, by making their
case our own, identifying ourselves with them. But it leads to
the one end, the reluctance to do that which shall cause suffer-
ing to others, and the wish to avoid suffering ourselves. With
the growth of these enormous engines of war, smokeless
powder, dynamite guns, and torpedoes, arbitration advances,
a pied de géant. Each huge battle-ship is a peace-maker, and
each scene of terrific slaughter and destruction, such as is cited
above, is a prophecy engrossed in red and black letters, of the
day when the great war-ship shall rust away at its anchorage,
the rifle become a harmless toy for children, and the formula
for powder be a curious chemical combination, only remembered
in the laboratory.
The Royal Buckhounds.

A petition signed by more than nine thousand persons will
shortly be Presented to Lord Rosebery, condemning the annual
hunting of the tame deer in Windsor Forest and the adjacent
country. This barbarous practice, a relic of the ancient Nor-
man reigns, when whole towns were destroyed to make woodlands
wherein the kings and their retainers might indulge in the sport
of hunting, still continues, though it has been little more than a
formality for some centuries. The fact that it is a formality is
the worst feature of the case. When the royal hunter mounted
his horse, and, surrounded by a gayly clad court, drove through
the chases in pursuit of the "stag of ten,” there was something
picturesque, as well as something of peril, in the amusement;
for the wild stag, when brought to bay, was no mean antagonist,
and usually fought valiantly for his poor life. But now, when
stag and fawn alike are so tame that the chance visitor may rub
their velvet muzzles in exchange for a cracker or a bit of bread,
to turn loose a pack of savage hounds upon game that has to be
beaten with whips and sticks to make it run at all, it is time
that the vile, outworn brutality ceased. “ The Master of the
Royal Buckhounds ” is a title of sonorous dignity ; but it is the
label of a shameful tradition. Hare coursing, too, is an inhuman
and unmanly sport. The shriek of poor bunny, which is the
signal of success, ought to put to shame the meanest conserva-
tor of the cowardly sport. The animals are coursed within
enclosures which give them no chance to use their natural
instincts in escaping the pursuing dogs. Pigeon shooting is also
included in the petition. The “ Humanitarian League,’ which
has this petition in charge, will have done a good work if it
succeed in rooting out practices which are a disgrace to England

and to the century. The disgrace still exists, however, so long
as the government refuses, or hesitates, to abolish the practlces
Such customs, imported into this country by vapid imitators of
effete British barbarisms, are doubly cruel and doubly stupid,
inasmuch as we have not even the excuse of ancient tradition to
justify us.

Giants in Those Bays.

The reported discovery of a human skeleton in the tertiary
deposits of Bohemia, measuring twenty-one feet from the crown
of the skull, still intact, to the base of the os calces, or heel
bone, recalls the biblical statement, “ There were giants in the
earth in those days ;” and also after that, when “ the sons of God
came unto the daughters of men,” whose chlldren * became
mighty men, which were of old men of renown. At Totu, in
Bohemia, a skeleton was found the head of which could scarce
be compassed by the joined arms of two men. The shin-bones
were twenty-four feet long, and the entire skeleton, though it
had settled down somewhat, measured one hundred and three
feet. In Northamptonshire, England, a perfectly formed human
skeleton, one hundred and one feet in length, was dug up by
certain ditchers. The remains, fortunately, were accurately
measured as they lay in the ditch, for on the following morn-
ing the peasants of the neighborhood gathered together and
heaped straw and fuel upon the bones and burned them to
powder, holding them to be the bones of a wizard. In
another field the skeleton of a giant, said to be fifty feet long,
was discovered ; but as we have no scientific evidence to bear
upon the case, we may conclude that the skeleton was that of a
gigantic saurian. The human skeleton now preserved in Palermo
seems an unquestioned case. It will be interesting to hear the
scientific report upon the new Bohemian giant. The present
statement seems scientific enough, but the world will require
better proof, or, at least, more proof
A New Method of Tanning.

Heretofore waterproof leather has been rather a promise than
a fulfillment, as thousands of 6odden, chilled, and frost-bitten
feet can painfully testify. Now, however, that chemistry has
taken hold of the matter, there is a probability that the name
will become a thing. The leather is first treated with a weak
solution of bichromate of potash, to which sufficient hydro-
chloric acid is added to liberate the chromic acid. After the
skins have become a bright yellow through their entire sub-
stance, they are drained ; but before drying they are put into a
solution of hyposulphite of soda, to which a small quantity of
the acid is added to free the sulphurous excess, which changes
the chromic acid to green chrome oxide. The sulphurous acid
is oxidized, the result being sulphuric acid, and the end of the
process the complete reduction of the chromic acid. The leather
so produced is of a pale bluish-green, tough and flexible, and
thorou%hly resistant to water. The material can be dyed any
color; but the dyeing must be done before the leather has become
dry, since the water-repelling character of the perfected chemi-
cal process would prevent the absorption of the dye-stuff. The
method, though technically scientific, is really quite as simple as
the old tan-bark and lime system, requiring a shorter period in
its accomplishment.

Professor David Swing.

The history of a country is the history of its great men. In
the death of Professor Swing Chicago has lost one of the strong-
est modellers of its progress ; for he was a man of liberal views,
indomitable purpose, and clear perception of the needs and the
trend of ideas Iin the metropolis of the West. He w*as not a
great orator, in the sense of large expression and magnificent
rhetoric; blit he was one of those minds which, for want of
clearer expression, we call magnetic, and, more than that, he
was forceful. Many a second-rate preacher could deliver a
better sermon,—better in form, allusion, quotation, neat period,
and rounded climax ; but Dr. Swing spoke to those who needed
help,—to the soul struggling with ancient dogma, to the spirit
weighted with doubt. While a Christian, he was still a liberal;
and it was through this union of elemeuts that he did his best
work and made himself famous.

The Poetsch Shaft-Sinking Process.

A new and most ingenious method of sinking shafts through
wet ground, or in a region saturated with springs, has been tried
with success in the Belgium collieries. A number of large
pipes, sealed at the bottom, are sunk in a circle outside of the
proposed shaft. Each pipe has another smaller pipe inside
it, open at the bottom, so that each main pipe is practically
double chambered. A cold solution of chloride of magnesium
is forced down the smaller tubes, and gradually being liberated
in the larger tubes causes the water In the earth all about to
freeze solid, so that the material, mud or sand, can be worked as
if it were rock. By this curious process shafts can be opened
rapidly, and at small comparative cost, in places where hitherto
they could not be sunk at all, or had to be pumped constantly,
and worked at great expense. In one instance the water flowing
through the shaft when first started amounted to four thousand
gallons an hour. Eighteen sets of tubes, arranged in a circle
twenty feet in diameter, froze water and sand in a few hours, so
that the shaft was cut as if through dry, friable rock, without
danger or difficulty. The invention is one of the greatest value,
not only in coal and iron mining, but in all underground work.
A Ship Railway.

The idea of transporting large vessels overland is not a new
one. Eads presented plans for the project many years ago, and



DEMOREST'S FAMILY MAGAZINE

was not only rebutted but ridiculed. The Government engineers
appeared to regard him as a man of brilliant parts but with a
mind unhinged. It was contended—and many were the scientific
proofs adduced—that no car could be built capable of bearing a
ship so evenly and firmly that her back would not be broken, or,
at least, her seams opened. But “ Great is truth and it will
prevail.” The grant, of a sum of $150,000, incorporated in the
Kiver and Harbor Bill, for the preliminary work on a ship railway
to be constructed through the Dalles, on the Columbia River, in
Oregon, is a material evidence that Eads’ ideas are to prevail at
last. Every engineer who has examined the region with relation
to its adaptability to the plan proposed gives his full assent, and,
moreover, predicts certain success. The car to be employed will
be forty-five feet in breadth, aud long enough to support every
portion of the vessel. Any ship that can steam up the river can
be transported upon the railway. Springs will be arranged
about the hull in such a way that no jar will be conveyed to the
internal parts. The railway, four or five tracks wide, will begin
under water. The ship will be floated upon the car or cars.
By an immense hydraulic elevator, the vessel and its car will be
lifted to the height of the road-bed, where it will be attached to
powerful engines built for the purpose. Experiments have
shown the entire feasibility of the plan.

From Other Worlds.

Dr. Hahn's investigations of meteorites show clearly defined
organic remains in these celestial fragments, which fall to the
earth’s surface in millions yearly. During the passage of acomet
across our orbit he was able to demonstrate fifty species, including
crinoids, sponges, and corals. As the texture of the substance,
together with its position in wholly alien geologic territory,
proved, in every case selected, the extra-mundane character of
the specimen tested, the question of the introduction upon our
earth of certain forms of animal life does not seem disputable.
These forms must have come from another world possessing an
atmosphere, and capable of producing and supporting animals,
at least measurably resembling our own. Many authorities hold
that our frog is a land animal, brought from another planet,
transformed into a semi-aquatic creature by the conditions of its
new environment, its combination of pisciform gills and lungs
indicating a transition stage. A large comet passing close to
Mars might gather up certain of its smaller inhabitants, and, if
with a sufficient quantity of surrounding solid and atmospheric
matter to support existence, might drop them alive upon our
globe. These hypotheses may be only scientific dreams ; but in
the present state of our knowledge they alone offer the shadow
of an explanation of certain perplexing "biological phenomena.
Electroplating Metal Hulls.

The destructive effect of barnacles on ocean steamships and
war-vessels has tested the ingenuity of scientists and ship-
builders in vain for many years. In a recent report, the United
States Naval Constructor estimated the cost of the dry-docking,
cleaning, and painting of the cruiser Chicago at $12,000; the
process being necessarily repeated thrice every year, or nine
times during a three years’ commission, at an expense of more
than $100,000. Various methods, all of them costly and unavail-
ing, have been tried, to overcome the evil. It is now proposed
to electroplate the entire hull of an iron or steel vessel. Boxes
of heavy plank are constructed, ten feet long, four feet wide, and
a foot deep, properly curved to fit the slopes of hull, and provided
with rubber packing to prevent the escape of fluid. After the
plates have been cleaned and scraped, a number of these boxes,
or baths, are secured upon the hull and filled with cyanide of
copper, that in a few hours chemically prepares the plates for
the solution of sulphate of copper which takes the place of the
cyanide, the latter having been drawn off. In the boxes are a
number of copper plates which are now connected with the
positive pole of a powerful battery, the negative pole being fixed
to the hull. In seventy hours a heavy, closely adherent film of
copper is deposited upon the plates. A large number of such
boxes is employed simultaneously, and the entire process of
electroplating a cruiser’s hull can be completed in two or three
weeks, at a cost of about $7,000. The plating will last several
years, and, as experiments on smaller vessels have proved, is a
complete defense against barnacles, a substitute for paint, and
a perfect preservative of the bottoms of ships.

Storing Electricity.

The plan for utilizing the forces of nature for the production
and storage of electricity is not a new one. It was originally
suggested that the ocean tides should be employed. Then the
scheme for the conversion of Niagara Falls into a huge tread-
mill was developed, and the details well worked out, with an
estimate of probable cost and ultimate profit on the outlay.
Now Lieutenant Whistler of the United States Army has pro-
posed to draw electric energy from the tidal motions of the North
and East Rivers, by simple mechanical means. The force so pro-
duced would not only light the streets of New York, but could
be supplied, as gas, steam, and water are now supplied, from a
central source, or from several depots, for the illuminating of
private and public buildings, heating and cooking, for machine
power in factories, for the running of street-cars, and a hundred
other purposes. The first cost would be great, probably several
millions of dollars ; but the idea is declared perfectly feasible by
competent engineers, and the profits, if the plant were controlled
by a private corporation, liberal and certain. Perhaps, however,
the city government méght control the work, in which case the
element of profit would be eliminated. The scheme also in-
cludes the possibility of modifying the climate of the city in

winter. This sounds like a story by Jules Verne, but it is evi-
dently quite within the limits of the actual. Within ten years
we may be regulating the atmosphere of the metropolis by
pulling a lever or turning a handle. Stranger things have
happened.

Oliver Wendell Holmes.

With the death of Dr. Holmes on Sunday, October 7, a figure
of large stature and great influence in the world of letters dis-
appeared from our midst. It was a noble circle which included
Holmes, Whittier, Willis, Percival, Hawthorne, Longfellow,
Lowell, Emerson, Dana, and Alcott, together with Fields and
the elder James. We shall scarcely see their like again ; for
our country has grown larger, more cosmopolitan, and less na-
tional. Genius always develops best within circumscribed limits.
Goethe and Schiller at Weimar, Mozart at the petty court enter-
tainments, Beethoven dedicating his wondrous sonatas to the
Baroness von Braun, are examples ; for genius must be encour-
aged in its callow stage and during its growth, or, like Chatter-
ton’s, it leads to moral or physical suicide. Holmes was early
recognized as a poet. His poem “ Old Ironsides,” directed
against the proposed destruction of the frigate Constitution,
caught the public heart, and, like Byron, he awoke one morning
to find himself famous. Like nearly all of our literary men, he
had a practical profession, that or medicine, in which he re-
mained actively engaged most of his life, either as a regular
physician or as a member of a college faculty, in the chair of
anatomy, etc. He was rather a great and original humorist, in
the highest sense, than a great poet. Such works as “ The One-
Hoss Shay,” “ The Katydid,” “ Questions and Answers,” and
“ The Comet,” reveal afar easier poise and a stronger grip than
his more sentimental pieces. His “ Evening,” for example, a
theme which has always inspired the poet, pure and simple, with
romantic and dreamy sentiments, suggested to him the soliloquy
of a tailor who applies to natural phenomena the symbolology
of his trade, and with marvelous appositeness, too. His life-
long adherence to rhymes in the style of Pope—and it is signifi-
cant that in some of his best poems he departed from this
“ square-toed ” method, as he called it himself—was an evidence
of his lack of the highest poetic insight, and also, as in the
case of Pope, his marked faculty for the epigram. His prose
was well-nigh perfect. His “ Autocrat of the Breakfast Table”
will probably do more to preserve his fame than all of his verse
put together, for it is full of tender feeling, grace, and pathos,
interblended with his supreme talent for gay and brilliant
humor, without the sneer or satire or the sting of personal allu-
sion. Holmes lived a full and well-rounded life. The history
of his eighty-five years shows less of the sadness of the clipped
wings of aspiration, the bitterness of misapprehension, the
struggle of hope against failure, and the buffeting of hard-
ship, than may be found in the life record of almost any other
writer. He lived through the whole period of great literary
energy in this country; and died before the complete closing in
of the night of romance and poetry, which he (and others) had
long foreseen—an interregnum whose extent no one can predict.

James Anthony Fronde.

When Froude said, in 1872, with the arrogance of health and
strength, “ | shall notdie until | have done my work,” he prophe-
sied truly; for he lived to be seventy-six years old and to com-
plete all that he had planned. Few men, probably, have excited
so much opposition, and few have fought the world’s opinion
and conquered so thoroughly. He was, curiously enough, a
religious writer; yet no one Englishman during the past forty
or fifty years has done so much to overturn orthodox opinions
and ideas as he. He was, perhaps, more sincerely hated by one
class than John Bright, and more earnestly contemned than
Swinburne by another. His father was Archdeacon Froude
of Totnes, Devonshire. He was born at Darlington, in Devon,
April 23, 1818, and was educated at Oxford and Westminster.
At first he was profoundly orthodox, and not only contributed
to the series “ The Lives of the Saints,” but was actually or-
dained adeacon in 1847. Then suddenly he seemed to change,—
no one has ever known the history of that change of heart; but
when he published “ Shadows of the Clouds ” and the “ Nemesis
of Fate ” it was seen that he had suddenly become the powerful
opponent of the creed in which, as it may be said, he was born,
and which he had begun to preach to others. His cessation from
his ecclesiastical work, followed, or, rather, accompanied by
books of so markedly sceptical nature, of course caused his
immediate withdrawal from his Exeter fellowship, with the loss
of avaluable educational post and many other emoluments. His
first books created a sensation ; but it was of an uc};ly kind, and
Froude had the enlightenment of the age to thank for his escape
from imprisonment, and perhaps much worse punishment. His
“ History of England from the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat of
the Armada,” published in 1870, is a grand book, and it is upon
this as much as anything that he ever wrote that his fame will
rest. His Caesar, great as it is, shows a want of sympathy with
its subject. His “ Reminiscences” of Carlyle were almost brutal
in their reckless indiscretion. His novel “ The Two Chiefs of
Dunboy” was not a great success, and did not deserve to be;
but bis * Catharine of Aragon,” a purely historical study, was a
splendid example of his suave yet powerful style, and his inde-
fatigable research. Mr. Froude has been twice a visitor to this
country as one of the most successful lecturers of the time.
Latterly he kept himself strictly secluded, the weight of ad-
van_cinP years nearing heavily upon him aud accentuating his
desire for privacy.
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Household
A Butterfly Dinner.

HERE are many young housekeepers living on an
allowance, or trying to keep their expenses within a
certain income, who would be glad to have dainty

table furnishings and entertain their friends suitably, if it
could be done with little cost except of time or trouble to
themselves. To those who are planning to entertain their
friends inexpensively | would suggest a " Butterfly Dinner”
as being particularly
beautiful and original.
The ideais not as chimeri-
cal as it seems at first ;
tissue-paper, mucilage, a
small brush, and deft fin-
gers are all the requisites
absolutely necessary, but
a few
water-colors, and a little pan of water-
color gilt will add greatly to the effective-
ness of the work.

Procure a small roll of yellow crépe
tissue-paper, remembering that artificial
light will make it appear of a paler
shade than it does in the daytime. Cut
a strip of the tissue-paper an inch and a
half long, being careful to cut with the
creases, and three-quarters of an inch
wide. Do not stretch the paper in cut-
ting. Now take the two ends between
each forefinger and thumb, and give the
paper one twist in the middle,—see No.
1. This will produce two fan-shaped
pieces, as the paper will stretch on the
edge in thetwisting. Put a wee bit of mucilage in the folds
of the twist, to prevent its spreading too much ; then fold
the two ends together, and cut them in two rather deep
scallops, one shorter and a little more decided than the
other, as shown in No. 2. Sep-
arate the wings, pull out the
edges a little, if necessary, and
you will have an almost per-
fect butterfly (see No. 3), like
those seen in the country roads
in summer, after a rain. As
they always fly together, in
large numbers, any quantity
can be used.

If you can paint, touch up
the body and wings with a lit-
tle sepia. By copying colored
plates, or even Christmas and
Easter cards, you can make
an endless variety. White
butterflies painted in gay colors are pretty and ornamental
even if notexactly true to nature ; but the
little yellow ones are more artistic.

If you can afford flowers to brighten the
table scatter butterflies among the blossoms ;
and a very charming effect can be produced if
you possess any pretty plant, afernor palm, for
example. By perching butterflies on the leaves,
you will secure all the brightness of flowers. The common pot
can be covered with crépe paper, asinillustration No. 4, being
careful to choose a color that harmonizes with the butterflies.

1. TWISTED PAPER.

. WINGS FOLDED
TOGETHER.

3 THE BUTTERFLY.

4. CENTERPIECE FOR TABLE.

If you are fortunate enough to have a pair of handsome
candlesticks or candelabra, they will add greatly to the
beauty of your table, imparting a most festive air. If

5. NAME CARD WITH BUTTERFLIES.

shades be used on the candles, they should be decorated with
butterflies. Notwithstanding many very clever inventions for
preventing a conflagration, shades so often take fire, causing

6. RIBBON WITH BUTTERFLIES.

dire confusion, that many people now dispense with them
entirely, thus removing at least one anxiety from the hostess.
(Household ™ continued on page 131)
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Miss Eleanor Hewitt, the oldest unmarried daughter of Abram
S. Hewitt, of New York, has for several years been roadmaster
at Ringwood, N. J., where the country home of the family is sit-
uated.

Sarah Grand says she received only $984 for the manuscript of
the “ Heavenly Twins.” She lives now in Kensiugton, a suburb
of London. Her married name is Mrs. C. R. MckFall.

A Student of the School of Applied Design for Women, in
New York, has had an architectural design, submitted in com-
petition with men, accepted for a forty-thousand-dollar hospital
building in San Francisco.

Mrs. Peary has presented to the National Zoological Park at
Washington, D. C., the Eskimo puppies which drew her baby’'s
sled. The presentation was made in the name of Marie Ahnetigo
Peary, who was born in the arctic regions a year ago.

The Jewish women of Denver, Col., have formed a Progress
Club. Its object is to bring Jewish women of all classes into
closer relationship, and to promote the study of Jewish history.
It is hoped in time to have branches in every city in the country.

Miss Jessie Ackerman, president of the W. C. T. U. of Aus-
tralia, has just completed a successful lecturing tour of the world,
extending over six years. After abrief restin London she is to
come here, and begin in Boston a lecturing engagement of two
hundred nights in this country.

The mother of Abdul-Aziz, the young Sultan of Morocco, bids
fair to have as much sway as does the Empress Dowager of
China. She is a woman of great talent and boundless tact; and
it is said that her son consults her before taking any important
step, political or otherwise.

Miss Harriett Chedie Conner was the first woman to become
a member of the congress for orators at Cornell University, and
she won the Woodford prize for oratory, the greatest ever
offered for that purpose in this country. It has always, hereto-
fore, been won by a man ; and this fair lowa girl captured it in
contest with five masculine competitors.

Miss Ella L. Knowles, of Montana, the young lawyer who
came within a few votes of being elected State Attorney, has
received a fee of ten thousand dollars for effecting a settlement

in an important law-suit involving large mining interests. The
matter was in litigation for two years. Miss Knowles finally
arranged a compromise satisfactory to both sides. Her fee is

the largest ever received by a woman attorney.

Madame Casimir-Perier, the wife of the French President, is
a very accomplished woman. She is a good English scholar,
writes cleverly, and can seize a political situation keenly. This
political instinct she inherited from her father, M. D. Ségur,
who held office under Thiers, in 1872. As a hostess, at her home
in the Rue Nitol, she exhibited admirable qualities. Bright,
entertaining, and amiable, she attracted the best people to her
salon. It is said that her husband relies greatly upon her advice.

Louise Crouse, a full-blooded Indian girl twenty years of age,
is now working her way through the Normal School in Oswego,
N. Y., by doing sewing, scrubbing, washing, or anything else.
Her mother died years ago, and her father is a drunkard ; but
she has worked steadily on in spite of many privations, and is
now struggling to earn money to educate a sister. After com-
pleting her Normal College course she hopes to take up medi-
cine, and thus fit herself to work helpfully among her own peo-
ple. She has given some lectures on life among the Indians,
and is a very clever teller of stories.

The late Mrs. Charles Lux, of San Francisco, set aside in her
will nearly $3,000,000 for a manual training-school. One-third
of her estate Is given outright for " the promotion of schools for
manual training, industrial training, and for teaching trades to
young people of both sexes in the State of California, and par-
ticularly In the city and county of San Francisco, it being my
desire to assist in furnishing facilities for the education of young
children from the time they leave the kindergarten schools and
while they are still quite young, in what is known as ‘ manual
training,” and in all kinds of training looking to the acquisition
of useful trades.”

FA M
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A Generation of Success.

The Thirty-First Year of Demorest’s Magazine.

An American magazine whose career extends over a full
generation is a national institution. Such is DEMOREST’S
Family Magazine, NOW entering upon its thirty-first, year.
That it has ridden safely through the storms and changes,
political and social, of three decades, is evidence that it is
firmly anchored in the love and respect of the American peo-
ple. During those three decades its history has been one of
steady, undeviating progress, not only in the matter of circu-
lation, hut in intrinsic merit as well. With each succeed-
ing year more strenuous efforts have been put forth to im-
prove upon the results of the last; neither thought nor toil
nor money has been spared. The record of our success is
to he found in the pages of Demorest’s Magazine.

In this, our thirty-first year, it is our intention that the
reputation, so well earned, shall be enlarged and strength-
ened. Demorest’s has won the name of the onty perfect
Family Magazine in existence, but we believe that above
and beyond all we have done to win that proud title there
is still something better that we can do, and we confidently
assert that Demorest’s Magazine for 1895 will be the
MOST SUPERB PERIODICAL EVER PUT INTO THE HANDS OF A
READER.

It will retain all of those attractions which have con-
tributed to its popularity heretofore. A supply of brilliant
fiction, serial and short stories, by famous writers, has
been arranged for, together with articles upon topics of
interest to everyone,—art, science, travel, adventure, biog-
raphy, etc.,—while our correspondents in every part of the
world will furnish us with entertaining and instructive mat-
ter fresh from their personal experience. Our articles on
Korea, China, and Japan, with information, descriptions, and
illustrations, such as have never before been secured and
which it was believed were unobtainable, are instances.
Brilliant writers employed for the purpose will furnish
sketches and articles upon current topics of importance
as they arise during the year, so that we shall always be
abreast of the times.

The World's Progress,—a paragraphic summary of
important current events in the way of discovery, invention,
and thought bearing upon the advance of civilization, in-
tended for busy people,—Our Girls, the Sanitarian,
Home Art and Home Comfort, Household, Chat, etc.,
departments whose titles indicate their purposes, will be
continued in improved form.

Our Portrait Album, which has proved a grand suc-
cess, will be continued, furnishing eight splendid photo-
graphic cabinet-size pictures in each issue, uniform in style
and size, to be inserted in the handsome album which we will
furnish. Our full-page water-color or oil pictures, in each
number, have become famous; and for the coming volume
we have contracted for a series of the most beautiful works
that ever came from the brush of an artist. We have also
secured a number of new and superb pictures for our full-
page gravures.

One marked feature of Demorest’'s Magazine is its abun-
dant and superlative art. Such a wealth of pictures—water-
colors, oils, half-tones from rare and superb photographs,
engravings, etc.—is not to be found in any other magazine
or periodical. Each number is, in fact, a gallery of
beautiful art ; and it is not an exaggeration to say that
in this particular alone each number is worth the price
of A year’s subscription. When you add to this that
each yearly subscriber for 1895 gets, free of cost, a copy
of De LongprE’'s magnificent picture of “ Roses,” one
of the most fascinating flower-paintings ever conceived, you
can perhaps judge somewhat of our aims and intents for the
coming year.

Though a Family Magazine,—we should perhaps say,
rather, the Family Magazine,—Demorest's is not a
fashion magazine ; but to be welcomed in the household it
must be helpful to all its members, therefore, it devotes a
department to setting forth, in illustration and letter-press,
the newest ideas in fashions. Our subscribers may have
ALL THE PATTERNS, IN ANY SIZES THEY MAY REQUIRE, DUR-
ING THE YEAR, FREE OF COST.

W e have promised much for 1895 ; we will perform more.
The past is the witness for the future. What we have done
heretofore is but the preface of the volume to come. Sub-
scribe and see for yourself. You can subscribe at any time.
The yearly price is $2.00. Single copies, 20 cents.

W. Jennings Demorest,

No. 15 Fast 14th Street, N. Y.
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OUR NEW PREMIUM FOR 185,

A Great Work by a Great Master.

This Interests You.

There is a poetic fitness in the fact that the “ Queen of
the Monthlies”—the title universally conceded to DEM-
OREST’S Magazine—should give, as a premium to its sub-
scribers, so superb a picture of the " queen of flowers” as
De Longpre’'s group of roses. It is one of the most splendid
pieces of flower-painting that ever grew beneath the brush
of an artist. De Longpre is acknowledged to be the master
of the French school in flower-work, and this is the supreme
effort of his genius. It is a beautiful creation; the artist
has chosen the loveliest specimens of the rarest and richest
orders of the rose family. The pale pinks of the La France
roses melt into the deep crimson of the Jacqueminots, and
the pale yellow tints of the Maréchal Niels are a delight to
the eye. The petals appear to curl with the chill of the
morning air, and the dew still trembles upon the velvet leaves
and the fragrant tips of these glorious children of nature.

The picture measures 162« 24 inches, and when properly
framed will form one of the most striking ornaments possible
for your parlor walls. It is art in its highest sense, inasmuch
as it is a work of the very highest order of conception and
execution ; and yet is such that anyone who is endowed with
the love of beauty without the technical knowledge of the
connoisseur may fully appreciate its value.

Demorest’s Magazine has presented its subscribers with
many superb works by way of premiums ; but De Longpré’s
‘*Hoses ” is the premium of premiums. The original cost was
$850, and the artist has pronounced the reproductions “ Sim-
ply perfect!” The roses lack only perfume to give all the
pleasure of living flowers, and will truly carry a bit of sum-
mer through the longest and dreariest winter day ; and besides
this and the superb collection of other pictures, you will have
a magazine without its equal in this or any other country.

“ UNDER THE MISTLETOE.”

In White Enamel and Gold Frame.

This Picture looks exquisite framed as above. SEND 25 cents for one of

these artistic frames to

W. JENNINGS DEMOREST,
15 E. 14th St.. New Y
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Entitling holder to

a Pattern, will be

found at bottom of
) page 147.

REMEMBER THAT EACH “PATTERN ORDER” ENTITLES THE
HOLDER TO BUT ONE PATTERN.

This month and in future the directions for each pattern
named in the Pattern Order will be printed on the envelope
containing’ the Pattern, which will also bear a special illus-
tration of the design.

Though the modes of the season, viewed in crowds on
the streets and in large gatherings, show, as a whole, few
marked changes, a close inspection brings to light some very
striking novelties. Fabrics and trimmings are more sump-
tuous than ever, and they are also more artistic, colors being
combined with such exquisite harmony and rare cunning as
to surpass anything ever seen before.

So great is the variety, both of fabrics and ways of mak-
ing, that the widest latitude possible is given to individ-
ual taste. Therefore it behooves all women to give some
thought to the consideration of their personal idiosyncrasies,
and to choose those styles which will set off or conceal these
to their best advantage; for there is a mental satisfaction
and state of moral rectitude derived from the consciousness
of being becomingly gowned that nothing else will give.

For the lovers of extreme styles there are still some struc-
tures of great elaboration and exaggeration,—skirts of eight
or nine yards in width, with godet folds flopping all around
the figure, except across the narrow front, and a breadth
and stiffness of sleeves and shoulders that requires two
chairs at the theater for its accommodation are for these ; but,
fortunately, they are in a small minority. It can be truly
said that Dame Fashion was never more largely influenced
by the finest artistic instincts than at the present time, for
the general plan of the season’s modes is graceful and pretty,
beyond anything ever before enjoyed.

Most corsages are round or slightly pointed, and belted at
the waist with softly folded girdles or ribbon sashes. They
are frequently slashed to show silk of a contrasting color
beneath or display billows of accordion-plaited chiffon, or
they are very full and droop in front in the French blouse
fashion. The trimmings run around the waist or are perpen-
dicular, as is most becoming to the wearer.

Much rich cream lace is used, Venetian, Bruges, and Span-
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ish or Irish point; but it is more frequently put on in flat
appliques, forming yokes, collars, and girdles, or extending
up or down in Vandyke points, than in full bretelles and
berthas. A wealth of embroidery, in which metal threads
and paillettes are freely used, is lavished upon the corsages
of smart gowns; and often lace, fur, and embroidery are
used together, a combination that would, erstwhile, have
excited our horror, but which we recognize now as chic.

The skirts worn with these works of art are more fre-
quently plain than trimmed ; and herein the skillful modiste
shows her sense of the fitness of things, for the new fabrics
are so beautiful that all trimming would detract from their
style and elegance. Crepons are in endless weaves; those
of mohair have an attractive gloss and a slight wiriness that
well adapts them to the prevailing modes. Very many are of
silk and wool, and their names give a hint of their weaves ;
as, crushed satin créons, long-rippled créons, hand-quilted
crépons, and crocodile crépons. Then there are long-napped
stuffs; as, Himalaya plush, ostrich cloth, and zibeline.

The very newest things are perforated cloths and vel-
veteens, made up over silks of contrasting color; as brown
over "bluet or yellow, dark blue over cerise or light green,
grey or biscuit color over heliotrope, and black over red or
bluet. This is used for whole gowns or only parts of them,
in combination with velvet, silk, or chiffon. Thus, a moire
or crepon skirt may have a bodice of perforated velveteen,
with sleeves like the skirt; or, again, the skirt is of cloth,
and the blouse waist, also of cloth, is mounted to a yoke of
velvet or tucked chiffon, and the sleeves match the yoke.

Satins of delicate colors or white are chosen for debutantes'
and bridesmaids’ gowns. They have full “ baby” waists,
slashed to disclose plaited chiffon or point d'esprit, the
slashed edges being embroidered with paillettes or seed
pearls; and the round necks have a full, soft trimming of
rosettes of lace or chiffon. Sleeves are short and full, but
gracefully manipulated to fall in flower-like petals or spread
like a butterfly’s wings. An ivory satin gown has a “ baby ”
waist of emerald-green velvet, which droops over the jew-
eled girdle. The satin sleeves are veiled with chiffon
flounces edged with yellow Valenciennes, and a band of jew-
eled passementerie set in rosettes of lace finishes the low neck.

Our thanks are due Mme. O’'Donovan and James McCreery
& Co., for courtesies shown.
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sweep of about four yards and a half. The shoulder-cape
gives added warmth, and can, if desired, be made adjustable.
Our model is of gray zibeline—a long-napped camel’s-hair—
lined with Siberian squirrel and trimmed with wolverine
fur ; and the shoulder-cape is of velvet richly embroidered.
Heavier cloths have only a silk lining, and velvet or velours

A Smart Corsage.

This modish waist is a favor-
ite model for crépon, taffeta, and
moire gowns, and also for the
fancy silk waists which form so

important a part of every wom-
an’s wardrobe. The addition
of lace insertion or passemen-
terie either in vertical or hori-

A Smart Corsage.
The “Aldyth.”

zontal rows, as is most be-
coming to the wearer, will
make it dressy enough for
any occasion ; it is also
just the thing for the
much-admired waists of
accordion-plaited chiffon,
which have a stronger
hold than ever upon the
public fancy. The pattern—the
“ Aldyth "—has fitted linings which
hold the fullness of waist and sleeve-
puffs in place. The collar, girdle,
and sleeve bands are of moire rib-
bon, and finished with large bows.

For Winter Walks.

A becoming and handsome red-
ingote for slender women, and a
most desirable garment for those
wholike to take a good deal of out-
door exercise. It is of tan-colored Melton cloth, and its rich
beaver trimming gives it an air of great comfort. For long
journeys or a sea-voyage it would be hard to find a more desir-
able and appropriate wrap. The patternis the West-
meria,” and it is fitted trimly to the figure with the usual
seams in the back, and one dart in each front.

The Popular Wrap.

Nothing can yet be devised to take the place in cold
weather of the luxuriously warm circles, which wrap about
one so cozily, sheltering us from Jack Frost's sharpest nips,
and at the same time are so easily put on and off. Our pat-
tern—the “ Comeline”—is of generous amplitude, having a

The Popular Wrap.

Comeline Circle.

du Nord have wadded linings.

Some Modish Skirts.

novelty wools,which
are all double-fold.
It has but three
breadths,—an apron
front and two wide
back breadths.

The variety in lin-
ing and finish still
continues; some
skirts are so weight-
ed with stiff interlin-
ings that they re-
quire a man'’s
strength to carry

(See the “ Windermere ” and the “ Mildmay,” Page 121))

W hile the skirt question is not of so burning in-
terest as last year, yet it still remains, and must
always be, an important topic, for the style of agown
can be utterly ruined by an ill-hanging or ill-made
skirt; and, alas! since their cut has been so intri-
cate, we cannot walk the streets for a block without
seeing a score of shapeless things, sagging on seams
or dipping on the sides, doing duty as gowns, but,
be the fabric ever so handsome, looking like ‘'duds."
Therefore the pattern of the skirt and its skillful
and careful making should be the first consideration
after the fabric is chosen.

Of our new patterns the “ Windermere ” is espe-
cially adapted to the new winter cloths—cheviots,
serges, tweeds, covert cloths, whip-cords—and the

For Winter Walks.

W estmeria Redingote.
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them about. But, happily, there
is asgreat disagreement on the part
of the noted French couturieres as
prevails here, and some of the
handsomest imported models are

without stiff interlin-
ing. Then, too, this
fin de siecle period is
one of great freedom
and independence, and
women are no longer
like sheep who

For Receptions.

Seafield Basque.
W indermere Skirt.

must follow their leader. Study
to attain a pleasing convention-
ality of outline, avoid eccen-
tricities and extremes of cut or
fabric, and you will pass as a
well-gowned woman anywhere.

From this you may conclude
that if you have the strength
to carry great weight, and like
to sit down on stiff lumps or
humps, you may line your
skirt to the waist behind with
hair-cloth or the new chamois
lining ; butif you object to the
weight and like your comfort,
you can secure just as perfect
style for your new gown by
omitting the interlining, or, if
a heavy cloth, you may finish
it with only a facing.

The "Mildmay,” which
has eight gores, is espe-
cially adapted to narrow
fabrics, and will also be
found convenient in reno-
vating last year's gowns.
Both patterns are about
four yards wide at the bot-
tom, fit trimly across the
front and over the hips,

Langdale W aist.

Windermere Skirt.
(See “ Some Modish Skirts.”)

An Attractive Home-Gown.
Mildmay Skirt.

121

with a modish flare below, and have the back fullness held
in box-plaits at the waist, rounding out into godet folds below.
These plaits are held in place with elastic bands. Some skirts
have a narrow and very flexible steel sewed all around the
bottom ; but better than this to secure slight stiffness is a
thick cord of candle-wicking
covered with velvet or satin to
harmonize with the gown.
This is seen on many gowns,
and isa popular finish this
winter. Most of the trimming
is confined to a narrow border
around the bottom, and legions
of skirts are perfectly plain.

For Receptions.

This smartgown is of black
crepon, trimmed with black
velvet, sable, and rose-point
insertion. It is a handsome
model for silks and all the silk-
and-wool novelty goods. The
basque, made of black moireor
velvet, would be handsome to wear with any skirt ; and the
design can be carried out, also, in silk or velvet of any har-
monizing shade, to wear with awool skirt: as, brown basque
with brown or tan skirt ; dark blue, with gray or light blue ;
two shades of heliotrope, etc. The skirt is the “ Winder-
mere," and a sash trimming of velvet ribbon, confined at.
the bottom with bows, covers the front seams. The basque
—the “ Seafield ”—is fitted with the usual seams at the back,
and extends below the waist in a short skirt with modified
umbrella effect. A blouse front of bluet chiffon fills in the
front, and a stock-collar of the same finishes the neck.

An Attractive Home-Gown.

Silk-and-wool novelty goods and plaid silk, in blue
and green barred with threads of brighter color, are the
materials of this neat gown.

The skirt is the “Mildmay"

Mildmay Skirt
(See " Some Modish Skirts.”)

the two seams nearest the front on both sides are
covered with three-inch bands of the plaid silk,
narrowed to a point at the bottom. The corsage
—the " Langdale "—is fitted trimly with the usual
seams, and the front is draped with the plaid silk,
giving something of a jacket effect. Bows of the
silk surmount the full sleeve-puffs, and a stock-
collar and girdle of black satin folds complete the
whole.
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Ideas for Corsage front side-gore seams, crossed in front and fastened at the
. back under a large bow. The stock-collar is of velvet
Garnitures. finished in the back with a bow of the mousseline.

No. 1.—Bruges No. 7.—A pretty arrangement of lace and ribbon. Wide
lace and lemon- cream lace forms a short jacket across the back, and is
colored chiffon brought smoothly under the arms to form revers over afront
form this pretty of accordion-plaited chiffon. Rose-colored velvet ribbon is
garniture,which, used for the belt and bows.

No. 8.—An irregular garniture very becom-
ing to slender figures. It is confined to the
front, and the lace and ribbon can be chosen

1. Lace and Chiffon Garniture.

added to a plain gown, will make it quite suit-
able for concerts or the theater.

No. 2.—Silver-dotted black mousseline de soie
is used for this pretty fichu. The wide flounce
around the shoulders is knife- |
plaited; bows of black, cherry,
or bluetribbon fasten the ends at
the waist, and another is placed
at the back of the neck. i ol | to suit the wearer. The stock-collar

No. 3.—Venetian 2. Mousseline de Soie Fichu. should be of ribbon to match.
guipure and knife-
plaited black chiffon
are the materials
used for this smart
shoulder-cape,
which fits like a
yoke and is mounted
to a stock-collar of
rose-red satin. Itis
‘the same back and
front, and is espe-
cially pretty with
black, gray, or dark
blue gowns.

No. 4.—Black or
white lace flouncing and ribbon of any becoming color
can be used for this very stylish cape. The lace is
arranged the same in the back, but the crossed ribbons
are dispensed with, the one proceeding from the left
shoulder being carried across the back to form a belt.

No. 5.—This shows a novel arrangement of rabbit’s-
ear bows of cerise velvet, and the disposition of jet
passementerie to give a corselet effect and for shoul-
der-straps. The arrangement of the passementerie is
the same back and front, and the upper part of the
waist and the sleeves are of a different material from
the corselet and skirt.

No. 6.—Pink embroidered mousseline de soie and
emerald-green velvet are used for this garniture, 6. Mousseline de Soie and
which can be added to Velvet Garniture.
any plain waist. The
mousseline, surmounted
by a narrow piece of vel-
vet, is arranged like a

3. Chiffon and Lace Shoulder-Cape.

There are perforated silks and chif-
fons, and these are all embroid-
ered, resembling the old-time
English stilettoed embroid-

eries. No fabrics could be
prettier or more effective
for the smart waists of the
season than these, and the
yoke back and front, and will divide favor with ac.
forms _sllghtly full epau- 7. Lace Jacket with cordion-plaited chiffon.

lets wired on the edge, Ribbon Bows.

which are headed by vel- The stock collar with
vet shoulder-straps fin- fluffy rosettes on both sides of the chin and at the back
ished with loops. The is universally becoming unless overdone. Don't make
corselet is of velvet, the rosettes or fan-like bows too large. Don’'t be all
which is secured at the 8. An Irregular Garniture. collar.
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1. Velvet Toque.

Smart Millinery.

No. 1.—An especially
stylish toque made of
bluet velvet combined with steel buckles and white wings.
The crown-piece, which is shaped something like a small
fez, is of velvet covered with steel-beaded lace.

No. 2.—A very becoming hat with low crown, and me-
dium width brim
pinched into deep
undulations at the
back and sides. Itis
of red felt, trimmed
with a black vel-
vet band about the
crown, and a black-
and-red bird with
jetted wings placed
at the right. A vel-
vet band is inside
the brim.

No. 3.—Sailor-
hat of black velvet,
trimmed with a
long-looped bow in

2. Red Felt Mat.

Mat of Braided Felt.

front, of black satin
ribbon held by a Rhine-

stone buckle, a similar

bow at the back, and
upright, narrow, black
wings at the sides and in the
back.

No. 4.—Alpine hat of gray
felt, trimmed with black vel-
vet, gray-and-white birds, and
Rhinestone buckles. The brim
is faced with black velvet.

No. 5.—A charming hat of
soft French felt, black, bor-

dered with astrachan,
turned up at both sides,
and trimmed at the right
with loops of black satin
ribbon, and on the left

7. Toreador Mat.

with a black bird surmounted by yellow osprey feath-
ers.

No. 6.—Walking-hat of braided felt, quite heavily
trimmed with white lace, black velvet, steel buckles,
osprey aigrettes, and a spray of red roses.

No. 7.—A toreador shape in red felt, trimmed with,
black velvet bows and small black parrots.

No. 8.—Steel and jet theater bonnet. Tiny rosettes of

black satin and red geraniums are the trimming.

Much fur is used for
trimming, combined
both with lace and jet.
It borders the Ilow
necks of evening

3. Velvet Sailor-Mat.

gowns, edges guipure
collars and revers,
lines tea-gowns, and

4. Alpine Hat.

encircles the neck bands of
chiffon waists ; and so smart
are the results of the modistes’
cunning in this association of
seeming incongruities, that we
can but admire them.

Fancy Crépes, soft and fluffy,
are more used for the stock

5. Slack Felt Hat.

collars than velvets ;
and three-inch ribbon
ismostbecomingly ar-
ranged, passed in easy
folds around the neck
and tied in the back
in a butterfly bow.
Cloth capes are
trimmed with appli-
ques of cloth, stitched
on, either in simple
bands or elaborate
arabesques almost

covering the garment. 8. Theater Bonnet.




124 DENMOREST S FAMILY MAGAZINE

Suggestions for

Sleeves.

The sleeves have become the
pointde resistance of the modern
gown ; and many and diverse are
the trimmings and devices used

Mow to Arrange Your Veil.

silk and trimmed with bows and rosettes of rose-pink rib-
bon.

Theater Capes
often match the ca-
pote, and are very
dressy affairs. One
of heliotrope silk and
velvet has three over-
lapping frills of knife-
plaited chiffon, falling
from under a superb
collar of wide Vene-

to enhance their
stylish effect.
Voluminousness
is their charac-
teristic feature, and the same
sleeve, by deft touches and a
little ingenuity, may be made
to assume widely different ef-
fects. The three sleeves shown clearly illustrate this.

No. 1shows how a sleeve with a simple puff may be ren-
dered quite dressy by the addition of bands of velvet ribbon
and a rosette ; and, if desired, the puff could be banded at in-
tervals. No. 2 represents a puff which is divided in two by tian guipure ; velvet and satin
shirring, and adainty effect is given by the addition of ashoul- roses of the same heliotrope
der-bow. No. 3 illustrates the ornamental effect of lace and shades completely cover the
ribbon. This is quite as pretty without the ruffle ; and both  high, flaring velvet
2 and 3 could be as well used on long sleeves as for short ones.  collar.

Misses’ and Children’s Hats.

No. 1.—Poke bonnet of gray felt, faced with
black velvet, and trimmed with rosettes of pearl -
gray ribbon, and a panache of black ostrich-tips.
The right side is plain.

No. 2.—Hat of nut-brow
velvet, with straight brim an
soft crown. The
crown is surround-
ed by a rouleau of
pink chiffon, and a
great butterfly-bow
of pink chiffon
bordered with
brown fur is placed
in front and held by
a steel buckle.

No. 3.—Brown

1. Felt Poke-Bonnet.

The most chic
skirts are plain or
have the trimming
confined to a nar-
row band around
the bottom. An
exclusive design, so
rich that it cannot
become common, is an arrangement of three or
five graduated points in exquisite arabesques of
open guipure extending down from the waist, and
showing the silk lining of contrasting color be-

2. Brown Velvet Mat.

3. Brown Felt Hat

neath.
felt hat
with coni- Hear to Arrange Your Veil.
4. Black Felt Mat. calcrown, g
trimmed This shows the newest method of arranging lace veils. A

with brown satin-faced velvet Yyard or ayard and a half of double-width veiling (according
ribbon, and a cluster of yellow to the size of the hat-brim) is required. Gather closely
feathers and aigrette. about a quarter of ayard of the upper edge in the middle

No. 4.—Black felt hat with low (this also depends on the width of the hat-brim) ; then after
crown, trimmed with black-and- trying on the veil and drawing the extra length so it will fit
white striped ribbon, white nicely under the chin, gather the ends. This will be found
wings, and a steel buckle in much more convenient than arranging the ends each time

front. the veil is put on.
No. 5.—Poke bonnet of brown
velvet bordered with white A11 sorts of dainty ribbon arrangements add a smart air to

5. Velvet Poke-Bonnet. lace, lined with rose-pink corsages, and serve to brighten and freshen old ones.



Fanchette Morning-Dress.

Raudnitz Circle.

Toy Elephant.

Toy Pug.

called for,

we reproduce them

DEMOREST’'S

Keene SKkirt.

M edici Collars.

Viola Corsage.

Blenheim Coat.

W amba Corsage.

Toy Camel.

Toy Rabbit. Toy Goat.

Standard Patterns.

Patterns of these desirable models being so frequently

in miniature this month

in
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order to bring them within the limit of time allowed for
selection. For it should be remembered that one inestimable
advantage of our “ Pattern Order ” is that the holder is not
confined to a selection from the patterns given in the same
number with the “ Pattern Order,” 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 “ Pattern Order.” Always remember that a “ Pattern
Order ” cannot be used after the date printed on its back.

Descriptions of the Designs onthe Supplement.

We Do Not Give Patterns for any of the Designs on the sup-
PLEMENT

The designs on our Supplementare selected from the most reliable foreign
sources, and also represent popular fashions here. They furnish suggestions
for draperies, trimmings, combinations, etc.,—in fact, for every detail of the
fashionable toilet,—and the models are so practical, and In many instances
differ so little from the patterns we give, that they can easily be modified,
even by theleast- experienced amateur, to suit individual needs, and adapted
to all seasonable fabrics, simple as well as expensive; while for professional
dressmakers they are Invaluable.

se]a'fEIEiH”-dress coat of embroidered velvet trimmed with natural otter and

2. —Lily-of-the-valley brooch set with pearls.

3. —Visiting-gown of fancy silk, with bodice of Venetian guipure and the
gown silk.

4. —Diamond-set bow-knot brooch.

5. —Dinner-corsage of black velvet and rose-colored chinS moire.

6. —Dinner-gown of pearl-gray moire trimmed with Spanish point and
rosettes of American Beauty satin.

7. —Visiting-gown of biscuit-colored crépon trimmed with black satin and
Bruges lace.

8. —Bﬁiege-f]olored faced-cloth, combined with brown satin. The shoulder-
cape matches the skirt.

9. —Gold brooch set with brilliants.
10.. —Black velvet coat with jetted cuirass, and collar and cuffs of moiré
Pérsian lamb.
sa]t':llh —Black-and-white striped moire gown with corsage accessories of black
12. —A souvenirbrooch; flight of swallows set with diamonds.
13. —Betrothal gift; pendant set with a solitaire sapphire.

14. —Gown of Ialid velvet in shades of blue and green barred with bright
threads; sleeves of black satin.

15. —Mistletoe brooch in green enamel set with pearls.

16.  —Dinner-gown of chiné silk combined with plain rose-colored Liberty
satin, trimmed with beurre lace.

17. —Street or traveling gown of biscuit cloth trimmed with appliques of
the same cloth.

18 —Back view of No. 17.
19. —Butterfly hairpin of filigree gold set with precious stones.
20. —Mistletoe brooch set with emeralds and pearls.

21. —Visiting-gown of bluet moire with chine dashes of black and silver.
The seams of the sKirt are embroidered with paillettes and jet. Bows, g?lrdle,
collar, and revers of black velvet give the relief necessary to make thisTovely

but trying color becoming.
fu?’z' —Mastic cloth wrap, embroidered and trimmed with velvet, jet, and
23. —A yoke of passementerie.
24. —Jetted collar.
25. —Corsage trimming of jetted passementerie.
. 26. —Gown of crépon combined with black moire, which is put on the skirt
in deep Vandykes.
27. —Xmas brooch set with emeralds, diamonds, and pearls.
28. —Fur-lined cloak of Himalaya cloth trimmed with Thibet.
sh%?de —Gown of cinnamon faced-cloth, combined with velvet of a darker

O—Diamond-set owl stick-pin.

1—R ion- f bluetcrepan trimmed with sable ; cors
gg?tli%ttogdcegﬁ'i%f%rgogvv%lf) Americanp Beauty s?lk; gtlrdsle and col?a
em:%é%cs)ld brooch Bet with a chrysoprase, two pearls, and diamonds and

_S&—Tailor-gown of double-faced covert-cloth, stitched bands of the light
side of the cloth forming the finish.
Tr:]sglbaBlack velvet wrap, richly embroidered with jet and trimmed with
ibet.

f black,
I OF biack

Charming little frocks for children are simply fashioned
of cashmere and all the pretty softly hanging novelty goods.
The skirts are most frequently of straight breadths, and
simply hemmed. The waists are fulled over a fitted lining,
and frequently there is a guimpe of. plaided surah, or taf-
feta of contrasting color. Revers and shoulder-trimmings
are all smaller and often they are omitted. No draperies
or flounces are used, and the few trimmed skirts have only
flat bands. For dressy gowns, accordion-plaited India silks
are the smartest things seen ; these are usually low necked
and worn with white lawn guimpes.
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Fashion Gleanings Prom Abroad.

(For Descriptions, see Page 125.)

WE DO NOT GIVE PATTERNS FOR ANY OF THE DESIGNS ON THIS SUPPLEMENT.
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A Jaunty Coat. For Frosty Days.

Dark red Melton cloth is the fab- This trim and serviceable coat for
ric of this jaunty little coat, and it boys of ten, twelve, and fourteen
is relieved by broad revers and .cuffs  years of age is of dark blue Melton
of gray velvet trimmed with beaver cloth. It is a long plain sacque in
headed by soutache. The shape, and furnished with convenient
pattern is the Dorabyn,” pockets. The pattern is the
in sizes for eight and ten “ Thorndyke.” All shades of gray
years. It is double-breasted and tan, and rich dark browns are
with a wide lap, securing liked for these coats
warmth across the chest.

The skirt is in circle shape, B

flaring gracefully but not A Neat Winter Frock;
over full, and is mounted This simple little gown for chil-
to the loosely fitted waist dren from six to eight years of age is
with alittle fullness. When made in one piece, the plain straight
made of a light-weight cloth  skirt being gathered to the full
the garment is usually lined  * baby ” waist. It is adapted to
throughout with silk. plain or rich fabrics, and can be made
simple enough for a school frock, or
sufficiently dressy for dancing-school
and children’s parties. The pattern
is the “ Esther.” and it has fitted
linings to hold the fullness of the
waist and sleeve-puffs in place.

Cashmere and serge and the fine 'katgvgggi.
checked wools are the favorite choice

of practical mothers for everyday gowns ; and for dressy oc-
casions, India silk, the checked andchangeable taffetas, and
cashmeres in light and delicate shades, are chosen. The
deep collar, which is plaited on the
shoulders, can be of the dress fabric
or of velvet ; and the lace should be
omitted on plain stuffs.

A Jaunty Coat.
The “ DobaBYN."

Y Qung Girl’s
House-W aist.

Asimple and
becoming waist to
complete a house-
gown. Cashmere
and challie, and the
pretty silk-and-wool nov-
elty goods are the favor-
ite fabrics for these
gowns. The skirts are
simply gored, with grace-
ful fullness in the back,
and are without trim-
ming. A small quantity
of velvet, satin, or silk of harmonizing or contrasting color
is used in the waists, making them quite dressy enough
for home evenings, concerts, or informal visits. The
model is of chestnut brown cashmere trimmed with dark
brown velvet. The pattern for the waist is the “ Col-
with ;” it is fulled over a fitted lining, and fastens in the
back. The Vandyke collar is the same in the back as in
the front. The pattern is in sizes for fourteen and six-
teen years.

English violets are in again, and
are disputing favor with the queenly

Young Girl’s House-Waist
The “ Colwith.”

A Cold Weather Cloak.

This smart cloak for girls of six or eight years is lux-
uriously warm without being clumsy. It is of soft cadet
blue bourette cloth trimmed with gray fur, and the yoke, A Cold Weather Cloak.
sleeves, and fronts of the garment are lined with red silk. The " Katerina.”

The pattern—the “ Katerina "—is very simple, and easily

made and fitted. The full, straight skirt is gathered to chrysanthemums as corsage bou-
a square yoke, and the collar is straight across the back. quets. Huge bunches are worn A Neat Winter Frock.
A band of the fur finishes it snugly at the throat.- just in front of the left shoulder. The "E sther.”
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This Season’s Furs.

The great luxury and beauty of this winter’'s modes are
nowhere more conspicuously manifested than in the new
fur garments, which have reached such a culminating point
of elegance and comfort combined
that it seems impossible the inge-
nuity of man or woman can go fur-
ther in devising novelties.

Furs are worn everywhere, by
everybody, on all occasions, and al-
most at all seasons, now,; and
every description of real fur is
worn, and considered in good form.
Time was when Dame Fashion
selected one or two furs and pro-

No. 111.
Prince Albert Coat.
Bay Otter.

Hudson

claimed them queens regnant for
the season, thus arbitrarily rele-
gating to cedar chests and closets
—often, indeed, to the attic—other
claimants equally worthy of
popular favor. For where was
the mother’'s daughter among
us who would face wondering
eyes by wearing mink,ermine,
or stone marten when they
were not in fashion ?

Provident women are now repaid for the care with which
they have guarded their treasures of old-time furs ; while
those thoughtless cigales who value nothing but the fancies
of the moment are bewailing the ravages of moths, and vain-
ly regretting the now valuable furs which have been their
food. While it can be truly said that no one fur is fashion’s
favorite, sealskin, Persian lamb, and mink being all consid-
ered standard furs, yet there is one essentially American fur
which is growing in favor, and for which there is a great
demand in foreign markets as well as at home, the Hudson
Bay otter. This beautiful fur is the first choice of fastidi-
ous women ; and though it costs about one-third more than
sealskin it is well worth the difference, as it wears longer
and retains its pristine beauty.

The Prince Albert coat,—No. 111,—of which front and
back views are given, is the newest shape ; there is a gener-
ous lap in the back and plaits in the side-forms, which give
sufficient fullness to the skirt. It is fastened with tortoise-
shell or seal buttons, and costs in Alaska sealskin, 33 inches
long, $300, increasing $50 for every three inches additional
length. The same style in Hudson Bay otter costs $50 more
than in sealskin. All the garments are beautifully finished,
and lined with rich silks.

Back of Prince Albert

Coat. Alaska Sealskin.

The art of dyeing furs has reached so great perfection that
the cheapest and most worthless skins are made to look like
nice furs ; and inexperienced buyers need to be on their
guard. Remember always that a good thing cannot be had
legitimately without paying for it. The so-called electric
seal is rabbit-skins dyed and sheared to resemble sealskin ;
Canada and China seal are muskrat skins, submitted to a
similar process ; while opossum and coon skins imitate Alaska
sable and masquerade as black marten. The American dyed
otter and beaver skins are acknowledged to be the best that
the world can produce ; but we must still send our sealskins
to London to be dyed, and buy our Persian lamb and astra-
chan skins in Leipsic, where alone the art of dyeing them is
understood.

Another handsome coat—No. 112—is shown of Hudson
Bay otter trimmed with ermine. Itis slightly double-breasted,
has a full skirt, and ample sleeves. This style is also made in
Persian lamb and sealskin, trimmed with chinchilla, natural
otter, mink, sable, or Persian lamb, and costs according to
length of garment, kind of fur, and trimming, from $250 to
$450.

One of the novelties of the winter is the shoulder-cape
with stole-like ends, resembling the old-time victorine. It
is illustrated—see No. 106—in Alaska sealskin trimmed with
Russian sable, but is made in all kinds of fur and in various
combinations, to suit every taste. It is especially pretty in
Persian lamb and chinchilla, and the style is as becoming
to short and full figures as to the tall and slender. Price,
according to fur and trimming, from $150 to $400.

Shoulder capes were so convenient that women have been
reluctant to give them up, and the
long, full capes, though most luxuri-
ous and delightful wraps, are too
large and heavy to in any way take
the place of the old favorites; so
this winter we are offered most
charming little affairs, falling in full
ripples around the shoulders, which
can be worn on warm days without
other wraps, and in very cold weather
overthecoat. They are very nice also

No. 112.
Hudson Bay Otter Coat.

for the theater and concerts,
to protect from draughts. This
style is shown in chinchilla,—
see N0.110,—butis made in all
furs, costing from $75 to $150.
Another style, affording about
the same warmth, is made of
two kinds of fur in various
combinations, and is very ele-
gant for evening wear as

. No. 106. .
sealskin Wrap, Sable-Tail
Trimming



DEMOREST’'S FAMILY MAGAZINE

illustrated, made of ermine, with ayoke
and high, standing collar of Hudson
Bay otter. Prices from $125 to $175.

The full, large capesare still formid-
able rivals of the coats, and especially
with women who are restricted in

No. 110.
Chinchilla Shoulder-Cape.

their purchases and must make
one garment answer for many
purposes, because they are
found somuch more convenient
to remove, and can be worn over
handsome corsages without
danger of crushing the most
elaborate trimmings. A sweep of from 95 to 130 inches in
circumference is considered sufficiently full, and the collars
are larger and higher than ever, sheltering their wearers from
every wind that blows. The rich mink cape shown is a
desirable model for all furs, and is made in Hudson Bay otter,
both natural and dyed, Alaska sealskin, Persian lamb, and
astrachan. It costs, according to kind and quality of fur,
and length and fullness, from $100 to $400.

Brown furs are held in so high estimation that the natural
otter is coming into greater favor, and some smart coats and
deep capes have been made of this fur for women who seek
novelties or desire to appear as " brownies.”

Yet another favorite model for large wraps, coming well
over the arms, is the ripple cape of Persian lamb, with high,
standing collar. These are richly lined and very full, in
lengths from twenty-four to thirty inches, and cost from
$75 to $200.

A good deal of ermine is seen combined in many ways
with other furs; but we have
grown fastidious in our tastes,
and recognize a certain propriety
in times and occasions for cer-
tain things. Ermine being es-
sentially a royal and gala fur we
do not wear itin the daytime,
unlessin acarriage, and then
only when attending recep-
tions or paying visits. For
evening wear nothing is
more appropriate than royal
ermine, and the opera and
carriage cloaks prepared for
this winter’'s grand functions
are sumptuous to a degree.

Ripple Cape of Royal Er-
m rPe anngudsor¥ Bay
Otter.

Golf Cloak.
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We illustrate a superb garment of richly embroidered satin,
lined throughout with ermine, and finished with a shoulder-
cape of the same regal fur. This costs, according to the size
of the wrap and amount of work putupon it, from $250 to $400.

Better suited to modest purses is the golf cape, made of
cloth or heavy Sicilian silk, and lined throughout with Sibe-
rian squirrel ; the hoods are fur-lined and trimmed with fur,
and there is a snug fur collar. These are very popular gar-
ments for street, traveling, or evening wear, and cost from
$40 to $100, according to size, material, and quality of fur.

A very smart wrap for a slender young woman is the double
ripple cape of Hudson Bay otter trimmed with sable or er-
mine. This, too, is made in many other furs, and in combi-
nations that must please the most exigeant taste. Prices for
these vary from $125 to $250.

A decided novelty in neck boas is shown, which requires,
two pairs of keen little eyes and two sets
of sharp teeth to guard one fair throat.'
Two entire skins are used, and they are
arranged in different ways, both so pretty
it is hard to choose between them. In
one the two heads are lapped across each
otherinthe back,while the tailsand paws
finish the
front. Four
little sharp-
clawed paws
and two
bushy tails

Mink Cape.

are brought together at the
back of the other, and the
two heads come together in
front with a very saucy ef-
fect. Of imperial crown
Russian
sable

these

bijous
cost $200,

Persian Lamb Ripple Cape.

and are only for Fortune's most
favored daughters; but quite hand-
some enough for anyone are those
of Hudson Bay sable at the more
modest price of $20.

The designs shown and prices
quoted are from the long-estab-
lished house of the well-known fur-
rier C. C. Shayne, 124-126 West
Forty-second Street, New York,
who received highest awards at the
Columbian Exposition. Garments
can be ordered by the num-
bers which designate them,
and Mr. Shayne will be
pleased to send his cata-
logue upon application,
and will also furnish esti-
mates for special styles.

Royal Ermine Evening Wrap,
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Criminality of License Voters.
BY W. JENNINGS DEMOREST.
“ AmM | my brother's keeper? ”
Father, have you a bright, intelligent son who you

wish should become an honest, manly man? Don’t you see
that in your vote for a license party your example proves
to him that you are an accessory—or rather, an instigator—
of crime, lawlessness, and plunder? Does not your vote
make you an actual ally and participator in the awful crimes
and misery produced by the liquor traffic?

Is not the sanction that your vote gives to this criminal
business the best evidence of your responsibility ? Look at
your attitude at this juncture of our country, now in the
grasp of a monster evil. Realize, if you can, the horrors
that the liquor traffic produces ; see the wretchedness, mis-
ery, and pauperism that How from the two hundred and
fifty thousand saloons,—much of which must be apparent to
you. See all this robbery and degradation in connection
with the significant fact that these saloons get their author-
ity and sanction from the vote you put in the ballot-box.
W ho, therefore, isto be held most responsible for these infam-
ous saloons,—these instigators of crime and lawlessness ?

What a heinous, wicked, cowardly, and conscienceless
incarnation of wrong doing your vote must present in the
eyes of Heaven, to be reflected on the world and on your
family —and this, too, when it has been your privilege to
enjoy so much light and intelligence on this question of
personal responsibility ; when you ought to know, and do
know, how these alluring, poisonous beverages are cursing
society with crime and degradation, and by a fascinating
intoxication robbing the laborer of his hard-earned wages,
and consuming the resources of the people to the extent of
two thousand millions annually, causing hard times and
derangement of all the industries and finances of the country.
And all through your criminal instigation ; for does not your
vote for a license party become a part of a criminal con-
spiracy to endow the liquor traffic with power and authority
for the most diabolical purposes ?

When you stop to think and to realize the sovereign power
and influence of your vote in shaping and controlling legis-
lation, can you conclude otherwise than that you are the
most guilty party ? While this is a strong assertion, is it
not a true one when you take into consideration the conse-
qguences of your heedless, cruel, wicked vote, which author-
izes and endorses this culmination of criminal viciousness?
Let us see how your character will appear when brought
under the light and logic of good intention and virtuous
action :

In all criminal matters, the author and instigator of crime
is always held to be the most guilty party. In this case the
criminal complicity is greatly aggravated by actual participa-
tion and authority from the highest source of power ; for is
not your vote the most effective means of protecting from
loss and injury the lives, homes, and health of the community,
an authority, too, vested in you for that express purpose ?

When you prostitute this vote of yours by giving it to
this criminal business, to authorize a horde of piratical mis-
creants to deluge the community with an intoxicating liquor
that produces hard times, misery, and crime, who but you,
the voter, is to be held responsible for this vile, unscrupu-
lous desecration of delegated and assumed authority ?

Moreover, in this villainous use and degradation of the
most sacred privilege of an American citizen by authorizing
and sanctioning the business of liquor selling, you make the
matter worse by the most misleading, shameless pretense
that this authority for a license acts as a restriction. Espe-
cially will this appear when your vote gives saloon keepers
a license, and when you realize that this license gives them
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a monopoly to open and ornament their attractive dens of
infamy to entice their victims on the most frequented
thoroughfares.

Even worse than this—like Pilate—you say, "1 find no
fault with all well-meant endeavors to secure sobriety and
temperance;” and yet, with the perfidy of a Judas, your
vote says to the liquor dealer, " You are fully authorized to
carry on this injurious business of selling beer and whisky
which acts upon the people as a fascinating, but slow
poison.” It says to them, " You may fill the prisons, ruin
our young men, and degrade women ; you may flood the
country with plunderers and criminal lawlessness ; you may
perpetrate all this wrong and injury, if you will only vote
for my party.”

And all this cringing subserviency to this criminal busi-
ness of liquor selling is actually authorized by you under the
garb of virtuous patriotism, while throwing a mantle of
justification and respectability over this most prolific source
of crime,—with a legal license ! Shame on such dangerous,
masked hypocrisy and pretense of loyalty to virtue! Such
wicked desecration of your vote, to nullify and sacrifice the
God-given right of protecting your homes from wrong and
injury, is the most treasonable outrage, and a downright
mockery of your country’s degradation. This selfish injury
and duplicity is out-Heroding Herod with fraud and injustice;
and even while filling the land with lawlessness, crime, and
debauchery, turning partly aside you make a pretense of
virtuous indignation against the liquor dealers, when they
only act as your tools in these outrages upon society.

This shocking, piratical injury to the people has no justi-
fication or palliation except ignorance, and even thoughtless
ignorance in this case is the most culpable crime. It is a
violation of every principle of constitutional laws, which
guarantee protection to life, liberty, and the pursuit of hap-
piness.

Therefore, to sanction the liquor traffic by your vote is
treason that has no equal for its enormity, and a shameless
perfidy that shows how effectively you have stifled, crushed,
and crucified your conscience.

But in this conspiracy to ruin your country, how the
virtuous indignation of the people should protest against
this criminal use of your vote to a license party, and cry
" Shame !” on this ignominious, outrageous prostitution of
the sacred right of the ballot, which is being used by voters
to authorize this worse than piracy, this wholesale plunder
and destruction of the homes, morals, and virtue of the
people. Certainly, this is the very worst phase of human
depravity, a shameless conspiracy to overwhelm society in a
flood of crime and anarchy for the sake of pelf and power.

Even now our country is overrun with criminal lawless-
ness, our homes, health, and property are menaced with
drunken, frenzied tramps, and all that is good in our civil-
ization is in jeopardy. Where can the people look for pro-
tection, if not obtained at the ballot-box? A vote for en-
tire Prohibition is therefore the only alternative for our
security. Ever bear in mind that your vote is the best illus-
tration of your manhood, your character, and your con-
science.

A vote for a license party is the most diabolical, shameless
treason—treason to our homes, treason to conscience,
treason to our industries, treason to virtue, treason to our
religion, and treason to all interests of society. And to sum
it all up, this vote for a licensed party is an exhibition of a
depraved moral sense, and will work an injury to the people
that has no equal for its enormity. None can deny the
truthfulness of this position, nor shut their eyes to the mag-
nitude of the evil. Such votes should receive the honest
condemnation of every conscientious, patriotic voter.

Who is the traitor? " Lord, isit1?”



Household.

A Butterfly Dinner.
(Continued from page 116.)

At each plate place a square correspondence
card ornamented with a group of butterflies
arranged in any dainty way that may suit your
fancy, keeping them in place with mucilage,
and leaving blank some portion of the card,
on which you may write neatly,—or letter in
gilt if you are able, —the name of the guestora
quotation from his or her favorite author, or
both, if you have sufficient space. (See No. 5.)

Narrow ribbons reaching from the center-
piece to each place, like the spokes of a wheel,
or only to the corners of the table and dotted
at intervals with bright butterflies (see No. 6),
would give the table a very pretty appearance ;
and small boxes or baskets of tissue-paper,
filled with bon-bons and decorated with butter-
flies, could be placed at each plate, as souve-
nirs.

In fact, the decorative possibilities in these
simple paper articles are endless. Any woman
of taste will discover original ways for her-
self; and if the above directions for making
the butterflies are carefully followed, she will
be able to surprise and please her friends with
her novel “ Butterfly Dinner.”

A. T. H

Some Christmas Menus.

Is the entire English-speaking world, roast
turkey, plum pudding, and mince pie are con-
sidered de rigueur for the Christmas feast;
and in addition, those famous beef-eaters, our
English cousins, must have their roast joint
and the indispensable cd. The only free play
the housekeeper IS permitted IS in the selection

(continued on page 132.)
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(Continued from page 131.)

of the et ceteras of the banquet, and by her
skill and ingenuity in this respect the success
of the festive meal largely depends. Some un-
fortunates will put parsnips, squash, and sweet
potatoes together; stewed celery, turnips, and
salsify; hot slaw, Brussels sprouts and stewed
tomatoes, and corn and peas. There are nice
unwritten laws concerning the association of
vegetables with each other and with meats
which every housewife should strive to mas-
ter, and the success of her catering will de-
pend very much upon this.

Don’'t put two vegetables of similar nature
together, and don’'t serve corn with domestic
fowls. Have celery and olives with ducks, and
serve the former with mayonnaise dressing
with any game. Some people think boiled
onions an indispensable adjunct of roast tur-
key ; but that is, of course, a matter of taste,
and the association is a dangerous experiment
except for a family dinner, where the tastes
of the partakers are well known. Where the
supply of vegetables is limited, as .in places
remote from markets, variety can be secured
by different ways of cooking them. The fol-
lowing menus will afford helpful hints to per-
plexed housekeepers who are too busy to study
out pleasing combinations for themselves, or
who would like to break away from traditions
and have something new.

Celery Bisque.
Olives. Pickles.

Boast Duck, Currant Jelly.
Sweet Potatoes. French Peas.
Stewed Tomatoes.
Lettuce Salad.
Wafers. Cheese.
Plum Pudding.

Nuts. Raisins.
Coffee.
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Oysters on the Half-shell.
Cream of Celery.
Sweetbreads with Truffles.
Roast Turkey, Green-grape Jelly.
Macaroni a I'ltailian. Boiled Onions.
Mashed Potatoes.
Grape-fruit Salad, masked with Mayonnaise.
Cheese-Straws.

Plum Pudding,

Candied Fruits. Figs.
Coffee.

Little Neck Clams.
Asparagus Soup.
Broiled Halibut, Sauce Tartare.
Roast Capon, Grape Jelly.
Salsify Saute. Escaloped Potatoes.
Brussels Sprouts.
Oyster Patties.

Celery Salad.

Wafers. Cheese.

Plum Pudding. Cream Pie.
Sweets. Fruit.

Coffee.

Cream of Oysters.
Baked Fish, Sauce Hollandaise.
Chicken and Ham Pie.

Rice Croquettes, Gooseberry Catsup.
Roast Turkey, Cranberry Sauce.
Stewed Celery. Tomatoes with Onions.

Cannelon of Potatoes.
Chickory Salad. Cheese-Sticks.
Mince and Lemon Pies.
Roquefort Cheese.

Nuts. Raisins.
Coffee.

Of course modifications to these menus can
be made so as to adapt them to the resources
of almost any cuisine, and no dishes which are
troublesome to prepare have been suggested.
A receipt for celery bisque was given in Demo-
rrest's for March, 1898, and also an excellent
one for the toothsome cheese-straws which are
so nice with salads. Either an egg or a cream
sauce is good with the cod, and the latter is
much improved by the addition of chopped
parsley. A receipt for potato balls is here
given :

Potato Balls.—Pare a half-dozen large round
potatoes, cut them into balls with a vegetable-
scoop, toss them into an earthen bowl, and cover
with cold water. Fifteen minutes before serv-
ing, put them into enough boiling water to cover
them, and cook twelve minutes; then pour off
all the water, dredge with fine salt, and set on
the back of the range to dry off.

Many excellent receipts for cooking turkeys
were given in Demorest’s for November, 1893,
and one for baking sweet potatoes in a favorite
Southern style, in October, 1893.

Cream of Celery.—Wash and clean thorough-
ly a dozen stalks of celery, and cut it into inch
lengths; put it in boiling water and cook fifteen
minutes, then drain and add to it three pints of
good soup-stock and half an onion or a leaf or
two of chives; simmer gently till the celery is
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soft. Lift the celery with a skimmer into a col-
ander, and pulp it through it into the soup; add
salt and pepper to taste, and return to the fire;
when it boils stir in a teaspoonful of sugar; re-
move to the back of the range, and add a cupful
of boiling milk thickened with a teaspoonful of
cornstarch and beaten to acream. Serve at once.

Sweetbreads with Truffles.—Clean apair of
heart sweetbreads and cover with boiling water;
add atablespoonful of lemon juice, a teaspoonful
of salt, a slice of onion, and two pepper-corns;
cook for twenty minutes. Then drop the sweet-
breads into cold water. When cold, wipe them
dry and cut into dice. Have ready a cream sauce,
add to it acan of truffles, alsocut into dice, and
the sweetbreads. Stand over a pan of boiling
water, and when ready to serve add the yolk of
one egg, well beaten, for every cup of cream
sauce. Serve in individual paper cases, or in
pastry patties.

Asparagus Soup.—One can of asparagus and
three pints of good soup-stock prepared like the
cream of celery are needed for this, the process
beginning with the heating of the soup-stock,
to which the asparagus must be added.

Sauce Tartare.—Heat a small bowl in hot
water and wipe dry. Put into it three fourths of
a cup of butter and beat it to a cream. In an-
other bowl beat together with an egg-beater the
yolks of two eggs, half a teaspoonful of salt, a
saltspoonful of cayenne, one tablespoonful of
mustard, and one teaspoonful of sugar; add the
creamed butter, a spoonful at a time, beating
thoroughly as you add it; when all is smooth as
a cream, add a tablespoonful of lemon juice and
four tablespoonfuls of vinegar ; last of all, stirin
a heaped tablespoonful each of chopped cucumber
pickles and of capers.

A receipt for Hollandaise sauce was given in
Demorest’'s for November, 1893.

Some Odds and Ends.

How many people know bow to send a stamp
in a letter? Nine people out of ten stick it so
carefully down that the recipient always loses
bis temper, and generally the stamp, in the
effort to release it. It is really more exasper-
ating than when the sender forgets altogether
the stamp be should have enclosed, for then, at
least, it is not wasted. Even the most extrava-
gant of us seldom have souls above saving
a stamp, for it is, strangely, far dearer to us
than the two cents it represents. The tenth
person sends it loose, which is well enough,
providing it does not slip out, unseen, and
vanish, as these totally depraved small things
have a trick of doing. The proper way is a
very simple one. Cut with a sharp penknife

(Continued on page 135)



(Continued torn page 184)

two parallel slits at the top of your letter, and
slip in your stamps, which will thus travel as
safely as if in a special paper case.

Perhaps you have been in a country village
where money-orders and postal-notes are un-
known, and, for some reason, it becomes
necessary to send change in a letter. Cut a
piece of light cardboard the size of the envel-
ope, and from this cut circular pieces the size
of your coins. Insert the coins, and paste a
strip of paper across one or both sides.

While on the question of letters | may add
a suggestion relating to the opening of an
envelope if inadvertently sealed too soon. Slip
a lead-pencil under the flap, where there is no
mucilage, and roll the pencil over. The flap
will open as if by magic, without tearing the
envelope.

To cut fur, the tyro naturally tries to sepa-
rate the hair and with scissors cut along the
line thus made. The result is an uneven edge
and a fluttering profusion of loose hairs cut in
the process. The furrier will tell you to lay
the fur face down on a lap-board or table, and
on the back of the pelt rule a straight line.
Then with your sharp penknife (which every
woman, of course, is known to possess), cut
lightly down the line, being careful that the
incision shall not go entirely through the skin.
Then the strip can be drawn apart with the
fingers without the loss of a single hair of the
fur, and with even edges to boot.

My patent tape-needle is an idea | value
highly. The ordinary tape-needle | early dis-
covered to be but a delusion and a snare for
anything but the legitimate tape which gives
it its name. For a heavy cord or ribbon, use
an ordinary safety-pin, of either the large or
small size, according to the requirement. Put
the pin through the cord, clasp it, and you
have the most efficient of tape-needles, for it
cannot come unthreaded half-way through the
welt. Indeed, | prefer these to the legitimate
article.

An old lady recently gave me an ingenious
idea for walking when one has a sprained
ankle that will not bear one’s weight. | was
bemoaning the prospect of being tied to my
chair for several weeks, for even a friendly
arm did not give sufficient assistance, and I
was so awkward with a crutch that I threw it
aside. Moreover, | could not let my foot hang
down for more than a moment or two. My old
lady told me to use a light, cane-seated chair,
and to put my knee well onto the seat; then
by grasping the back as it faced me, | found I
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could push it along and bobble about on my
well foot very independently. The chair kept
my lame foot up so that it did not ache, and |
stumped about as gayly as Silas Wegg with
bis wooden leg.

In our boarding-house Mrs. Sodgers insists
that none but safety matches—to strike on the
box only—shall be used. This has been a
fruitful source of much vexation of spirit. It
is not conducive to peace and serenity of mind
to come hastily into a dark room and con-
fidently put your band where the box ought to
be, only to find that in your absence it has
climbed down from its accustomed perch and
wandered off,—at least no one ever owned to
having assisted in its removal. The provoking
thing may be lurking within two inches of
your wandering fingers as you knock over, one
by one, every light bit of bric-a-brac within
reach.

It is ignominious to have to go, night after
night, to your neighbor’s room and beg the loan
of her box, and as pride, as well as necessity, is
sometimes the progenitor of invention, I devised
a simple mode of relief. | took several empty

Iboxes, cut from the sides the magic scratching-
apparatus, without which the match is nil,
and pasted these along the inner edge of the
door-jamb, where they didn't show—much. |
suspended close by, in a dainty little hanging
match-case, a goodly supply of matches, the
entire contents of several boxes. Now | can
bid defiance to fate, and sail serenely across
Imy room at the darkest hour that ever catches
me unlighted, in calm security of my goal.

A last pertinent suggestion may well be in
reference to the source whence | draw these
scattering items, namely, my beloved “ Idea
Book.” Some inspired friend presented me, last
Christmas, with this delightful repository for
my fleeting thoughts. It is a blank book of
goodly size, beautifully bound in leather, with
my name and the title, “ Idea Book,” in gilt let-
ters onthe cover. Within,itisbroadly indexed.
The first page, naturally, is inscribed, “ Ideas,”
with a generous allotment of pages following.
Here can be written one’s flashes of inspiration
on any and every subject. The next section
isheaded, “ Entertainment,” with subdivisions.
First, " Games” appear. Here can be gathered
descriptions of all the amusing parlor-games,
ancient and modern, intellectual and otherwise,
and tricks and forfeits of every kind. The
second subdivision is '* Stories,” and here is a
repository for all the clever, fleeting things one
hears and speedily forgets, unless they are
straightway embalmed by the process of writ-
ing them down. The bright, evanescent noth-
ings, bits of clever conversations, the quick

(Continued on page 138.)
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pun, the apt retort, children’s quaint sayings,
—these last to be administered with due dis-
cretion,—and especially the " good story,” all
find a home here. Just a glance over the
pages before one leaves for the dinner-party,
when one may have an uninteresting neighbor,
may prove an inspiration later in the evening.

The next heading, “ Household and Table
Decoration,” gives another wide field, to be
filled with all sorts of novel and bright ideas
for the adornment of the home. The next is
“ Gifts.” The suggestive heading further on,
brings to mind all the pretty suggestions one
finds at fairs, bazars, exchanges, from friends,
and last,—in my own case least, as well,—the
ingenious conceits of one’s own brain. Here
can be kept, also, a full list of all the Christ-
mas gifts one makes year by year, and often-
times | find that some gifts made several years
before can be made the success of the season
again by modern decorations.

Lately I have carried out the scheme of an
" Idea Book” in a slightly different way, as
to outward decoration. | wished it to be in-
expensive, so | found ablank book of requisite
size and thickness—did | say that mine is
about 7 x 9 inches, and about an inch thick >—
in plain board covers. | made a fascinating
slip-cover for this, out of parchment paper
gay with painted decorations in conventional
designs. The name, “ Idea Book,” was in bold
relief in gold lettering, well shadowed. The
initials of the recipient and the date were not
lacking. Another such hook | covered with
brown linen, all brave with embroidery and
letters carefully wrought.

Have one of these useful appurtenances, and
you will wonder whatever became of all your
vagrant ideas before you were its proud pos-
sessor. When it begins to groan beneath its
burden of good things, it will prove a veritable
“ Widow Cruise’'s Oil-Bottle,” to quote our
beloved Louisa Alcott, with " something for
every day of the year.”

Elizabeth Timlow.

Correspondence

The increased number of our correspondents, and the
difficulty offinding time toexamine or space to answer
dl their letters, render it necessary to urge upon them,
First — Brevity.  Second — Clearness of statement.
Third—Decisive knowledge of what they want. Fourth
—'Die desirability of confining themselves to questions of
interest to other's as well as themselves, and to those that
the inquirer cannot solve by a diligentsearch ofordinary
booksof reference. Fifth—Consideration of the possibil-
ities of satisfactory answers to the queries proposed.
Sixth—A careful reading to see if the question? are not
already answered in separate articles and departments
of the Magazine.  We wish the Correspondence Club
to be made interesting and useful, and to avoid  neces-
saiy repetition. We are obliged to confine it within a
certain space, and we ask for the co-operation of our in-
telligent readers and correspondents tofurther the objects.
Inquiriesrespecting cosmetics, medicine, or surgery, will
not be noticed.

“ D. L. M.”—The cleaning of ostrich-feathers is
a difficult task requiring skill, and if you prize
your fan you would better entrust it to a pro-
fessional cleaner, who, alone, would be able to
make it “ look like new.”
(Continued on page 139.)
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“ Clio.” —You do not mention the material of
your brown and green gowns that are spotted by
rain-drops, and everything depends upon that. It
is doubtful if anything will remove the spots; but
you might try sponging over the breadths—not
the spots alone—with clear water, and also with
chloroform. The lastis avaluable aid in cleaning,
and can be used safely on very delicate fabrics
and delicate colors.

“ L. K.”—Your letter requesting answer in
October number was written two weeks after
that number was on sale at every news-stand in
the United States. Chemisettes of linen or cam-
bric are worn with waistcoats as illustrated with
the “ Sheldon” and “ Cottswold” coats in the
September number.

“V.E. C.”—Read “ Gleauings” in this number
of Demorest’s for hints about fairs, etc.

“ Mbs. B.J. D.” —Put sleeves of black moire or
moil'd velvet in your seal plush coat.

“ lowa.”—Direct replies by post cannot be
given to questions concerning dress. No patterns
of our Supplement designs are made ; they are
supplied from foreign sources.

To ar1.Readers.—An old subscriber haslost her
copy of Demorest's for May, 1888. As that
number is out of print we cannot supply it. If
anyone has a copy in good condition, and is will-
ing to dispose of it, communications to that effect
will be forwarded through this office.

“ K. N. E.”—Write to the Librarian of Con-
gress, in Washington, D. C., for information re-
garding the $50,000 prize offered by Congress for
an air-ship.

“ Kelpie.” —With your reddish hair, you will
find rich golden browns and olive greens, or a
dark bottle-green the most becoming colors;
some of the mixed suitings now in vogue which
introduce many colors, but all undecidedly, you
can wear. Avoid pronounced, decided plaids,
figures, and stripes.—You can now begin to give
your nine-months’-old baby a little well-cooked
gluten every day, but contiuue the milk as before.
When a year old you can begin to give ft a little
fruit,—the juice of oranges, and baked apples
with cream,—and vary the gluten with wheatlets
and rice cooked in milk. Don’t give it meat or
any vegetables till nearly two years old.

“ Mother Louise.” —The selection of a hat de-
pends so much upon the contour of the face that
It is difficult to advise special shapes for your
girls. Low-crowned, rather broad-brimmed hats
are more youthful than turbans or those with

rolled brims; trim with full bows or rosettes of
wide, soft ribbon.—For your sixteen-year-old
daughter get a tan-colored cloth coat similar to
the “ Strathmore ” in the November Magazine.—
Thanks for your kind words of appreciation.’

“ Emma.” —" Marie Corelli” is, in private life,
"Miss Minnie Mackey; she resides in London,
England, but we have not her address. Address
her to the care of her publishers, and they will
forward the letter.

“ M. J. K.”—Nearly all your questions upon the
profession of nursing were answered in an article,
“ Among the Nurses,” published in Demorest's
for January, 1894—The profession is not over-
crowded in this country, and the wages are good;
but the applications for admission increase every
year, and it is at times difficult to gain entrance
to the schools.—We know of no training-school
in Colorado. Would not advise your undertaking
the home course of study mentioned. The
diploma (?) gained in that way would not place
you in the ranks of the regularly trained nurses ;
practical experience in that profession is an in-
dispensable condition for success.

“ Pabisienne.” —It is opposed to all the laws
of health to suppose for a moment that tight-

lacing would be less Injurious if begun in early .

life. It would result in displacing and stunting
vital organs,
(Continued on page 1)
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" Lucie.”—The story about which you inquire,
“ A Failure in Dress-Reform,” has not been
dramatized.

“ P. Brothers.”—An article upon the man-
dolin was published in Demorest's for November,
1894. We have not the other.

“E. A.”—Very sorry, but we have not the
information you ask for about etching on silver.
The article you refer to must have been merely an
item, and is not indexed.

uMrs. J. C. K.”—Impossible to give a direct
answer by post to queries like yours. Staining is
better than either graining or painting for the
woodwork of your home.—Finish the parlor and
adjoining bedroom with cherry or mahogany
stain ; the sitting-room can be done in the same
or in light oak; the dining-room in black oak ;
and the kitchen in ash.—Graining is almost never
used now, and the preference is to finish with
natural hard woods. Staining is adopted as a
cheap substitute for the hard wood, and con-
sidered more artistic than paint.

uA. T. S.” —Authoresses are like the humorists
about whom Mr. Willets writes in this number,
“ horn, not made.” However, even genius needs
the assistance of a thorough mastery of the
mother tongue, and that broad culture derived
from reading the best books and studying the
styles of the great masters. Study Reed &
|Kellogg’'s “ Higher English,” any standard Rhe-
toric, and Whitney’s “ Language and the Study
of Language.” Read Shakespeare, Addison,
Macaulay, Emerson, Holmes, and Lowell.

“ Atlice.”—The answer to “ Edragi ” in March,
1894, may assist you. An invitation to a twentieth!
wedding anniversary should be like that for any
evening reception or “ At Home.” Use your
husband’s name also ; as, “ Mr. & Mrs. Morse re-
quest the pleasure of your company,” etc.; or
simply, " Mr. & Mrs. Morse, At Home, Wednes- ]
day Evening, November 21, from eight to eleven
o'clock.” Have the two dates at the head of the
note-paper or card.

“Mrs. E. R. P.”—Chevrons are the distin-
guishing marks on the sleeves of non-commis-
sioned officers. The number of Gtripes indicates
the rank of the bearer; as, sergeant-major, three
bars and an ace; quartermaster-sergeant, three
bars and a tie of three bars; sergeant, three bars;
corporal, two bars. A second lieutenant—the
lowest commissioned officer—wears shoulder-
straps, without bars; first lieutenant, single bars
across the ends; captain, two bars; major, gold
leaf at each end of shoulder-strap; lieutenant-
colonel, silver leaves; colonel, an eagle ; briga-
dier-general, a single star; and a major-general,
two stars.

“ Mrs. J. F. S." - Impossible to give you an
answer by mail. Attach your calling card to the
wedding present and send your regrets also with
it. Express the regrets together with congratula-
tions in a friendly note. Send from five to ten
days before the wedding.—Call upon the bride
within a week after her return.—These customs
do not vary; they are always the same.

Gleanings.

Fashion’'s Latest W ord.

So largely do wrinkled, irregular folds enter
into various parts of the gown now, that an
old English word has been revived to describe
the effect. Par exemple, when your dress-
maker asks if you will have your collar and
cuffs " rucked ” you must assent, for " ruck-
ing:” is the mode. Some of the smartest
sleeves are “ rucked” from wrist to elbow,
looking much like the long Suede mosque-
taires; and “ rucked” collars and girdles are
on many gowns for demi and full dress,

(Continued on page 141.)
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Some ldeas for Fairs.

At a recent successful fair there were eight
booths decorated with the cheap art-muslins,
in distinctive colors, and placed in harmonious
juxtaposition so that each set off its neighbor.
At a white-and-silver booth only frosted cakes
and decorative plants in handsome pots were
sold. Next it was a pink-and-black booth, and
beyond that a blue one. All the stall-holders
wore gowns of simple, but dainty, fashion, in
jthe colors of their booths. At acrimson-draped
booth effectively bowed with black ribbons, all
the pretty stall-holders wore black muslin
gowns, with big black lace picture-hats re
lieved by nodding hunches of bright carnations,
Another charming way to carry out a similar
color-scheme is to select a number of flowers
and name the booths accordingly; as, a sun-
flower booth, using yellow arid green for
drapery; a poppy booth, scarlet and black ; a
forget-me-not, light blue and silver; pink
carnation, silver-gray and pink. ; snowball,
green and white ; nasturtium, the rich, tawny
yellows and russet. This suggestion can he
carried out ad infinitum; the violet and pansy,
of course, suggest all the heliotrope shades,
and the chrysanthemum the same as the
nasturtium; though there are many other
colors that could he chosen, especially a bluish
pink and a deep crimson.

The Great American Leaven.

The world at large owes a debt that can
never he computed or liquidated to the globe-
trotting American, who has done so much to
remove prejudices, break down harriers, and
in short, make the whole world so much more
livable, especially for womankind. 'Tis not so
long since it was matter for holy horror and
lifting of hands if a woman ventured on top of
an omnibus in London streets; now it is
generally considered quite correct, and recog-
nized as the very best position from which to
gain one’s first impressions of the great city.
Women, too, may now walk about the gay
streets of Paris unattended, without the least
danger of unpleasant consequences, where
formerly a maid or chaperon was indispens-
able. As for the journey around the world,
any woman of ordinary intelligence, with some
experience in traveling, can make it alone with
pleasure and safety.

Tapioca in Brazil.

It is not generally known that, to the natives
of Brazil, tapioca, which in the United States
is associated only with paddings, is as varied
and important an article of dietas rice is to the
Japanese. It appears in one or many forms at
every meal on a Brazilian table, and is a chief
ingredient of many palatable and wholesome

(Continued on page 142.)
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dishes, as also of some greasy and garlicky
messes,— so-called “ soups,”— from which the
cultured Northern palate turns with disgust.
“ Olla podrida” is one of these,—a weird
concoction which might be classed, from the
mystery of its varied flavors, with the Mexican
tamala~. Tapioca is the groundwork of it,
mingled with dried meat, beans, yams, lard,
and various highly flavored seeds, all chopped
together. Tapioca is a kind of starch made
from the root of the cassava; and a singular
fact in this connection is that in its green state
the root is so poisonous, from the hydro-
cyanic acid which it contains, that thirty drops
will cause death within six minutes. The
application of heat readily and perfectly dis-
pels this poisonous principle, and converts an
instrument of death into a life-giving sub-
stance. A coarse flour is made from the
root, which is a staple article of diet with the
majority of the population ; made into a thick
porridge it is eaten at all times ; babies are
weaned upon it, and it is the sole food of the
sick in hospitals. A beverage is distilled from
it, similar to sake, which is the universal
drink of the lower classes.

A Remarkable Mechanical Feat.

A New York watchmaker is endowed with
a power for delicate manipulation little short
of marvelous. Two years ago he excited in-
terest in the mechanical world by cutting a
sewing-needle in two, lengthwise, and then
drilled holes and fastened the pieces together
so cleverly that the split could not be seen
with the naked eye. He has recently drilled
a hole, which is just large enough to admit
the passage of a fine hair, through a common
pin, from head to point.

English as She is Written.

The following unique bit of English was
clipped from a New Hampshire village paper :

‘“* By the careless riding of a man on a wheel
on Sunday, Mrs. K while on her way to
church, and in the act of crossing the street on
the Square, was run into and knocked down.
She fortunately sustained little injury except-
ing to her garments, but was obliged to return
home. It is said the rider never as much as
offered any assistance or tendered an apology.
Perhaps the fact that he was himself decapi-
tated from his wheel, divested him of any
courtesy he ever possessed.”

A New Field for “ Collectors.”

W e read of all sorts of curious collections,
and wonder how anyone could have sufficient

(Continued on page 143))
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interest in the articles to make a collection of
them ; but it all goes to show that it is the col-
lecting, not the things collected, which inter-
ests ; so if we hear of a person who seems to us
to be making a particularly useless collection of
anything:, we may be sure that we disdain it
more because it is not our particular fad, than
because of its intrinsic lack of merit. There was
sufficient interest several years ago, however,
in the popular fashion of collecting button-
strings, for many persons to appreciate the
interest Mrs. Mary E. Harris, of Roxbury,
Mass., has in a collection of buttons which she
is making, that now numbers twelve thousand,
and which it has taken her thirty years to col-
lect. Thirty years ago she made a wager that
there were more than nine hundred and ninety-
nine different kinds of buttons ; she reached
the thousand mark inside of a year; but once
started in the fascinations of “ collecting” her
pursuit was kept up. Mrs. Harris has some
interesting buttons in her collection. One was
worn by a soldier in Napoleon’s army ; another
by a soldier in Washington's ; there are but-
tons from the uniforms of half a dozen Euro-
pean armies, as well as from those of the South
American republics, the Confederate Army, and
the uniforms furnished by different States dur-
ing the Civil War.

How to Banish W rinkles.

W ise precautions and proper personal care
will do more to banish wrinkles than all the
creams and lotions ever made. Given the
cause, which is always worry and fatigue, do
your utmost to avoid these. In so simple a
thing as the matter of sitting not eight
women out of ten know how to avoid grave
mistakes. A lounging, relaxed attitude with
curved spine when at work more than trebles
the fatigue. The spine should be held erect,
and the support, which is needed at the lower
end, can he given by sitting well back in
the chair so it will be braced against the
chair-back. If this be straight so as to sup-
port the shoulders also, all the better. The
little rests, where possible, of ten or fifteen
minutes, are great savers of strength and
health ; but when a woman has had a very
hard day and feels herself a bundle of throb-
bing nerves and dull pains, instead of trying
to “ keep up,” or to forget her misery in a
good book, if she values her good looks she
will take off her close-fitting gown, get into a
loose negligee, bathe her face for five minutes
in very hot water, and then bathe the back
of the neck in the same way. After this she
must lie down flat on her back, and, in so
far as she can, relax every muscle. If sleep
does not come, at least banish thought and let
your soul fly away. At the end of a half-hour
you will feel rejuvenated and ready for any-

thing.

Some Small Economies.

At the Wilson Industrial School, in New
York, where the children of the poor are
taught to sew and to cook, “ much out of
little” may be said to be a fundamental prin-
ciple in all the instruction ; 'and a little woolen
petticoat shown to visitors—the work of a
twelve-year-old girl-—savaluable object-lesson

(Continued on page 144.)
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in economy. It is a patchwork skirt made of
merchants’ samples no larger than the palm of
the hand. Of course it has a plaided effect, for
no two pieces are alike ; but jib is not at all
gaudy. The lining is made of cotton pieces pf
the same sort, and all the seams are turned in-
side. When it was completed the teacher of
the sewing-class stitched it several times
around the bottom to hold the lining and out-
side together and strengthen it. Aside from
this it was made entirely by the little girl;
and by a system of " good marks” for attend-
ance, work, conduct, etc., she will earn the
petticoat for her very own.

Qur New Currency.

In deference to the public taste, which has
been cultivated to such a,point that it demands
a more artistic paper currency, the Treasury
Department at Washington is having new
designs made for the next issues of silver
certificates, and well-known artists have been
employed to make these designs. Mr. Will
Low has designed the new one-dollar bill, and
Mr. Walter Shirlaw that for five dollars. Mr.
Low’s design represents History reclining in
the foreground with one arm around Youths
pointing to an open hook on whose pages is
printed the Constitution of the United States.
The background is filled in with a view of the
Potomac River, the Washington Monument
and the Capitol standing out clearly in the
distance.

The American Dialect Society.

The Dialect Society has been quietly work-
ing since 1889 to gather all the information
possible upon the subject of “ English as
She is Spoke;” and to that end its mem-
bers' ears are sharpened to catch every
idiosyncrasy of tone or inflection in speech
and every idiomatic expression which may be
heard through the length and breadth of our
vast continent. While it is scholars alone who
are specially interested in the work, all can
help in furnishing the society with informa-
tion. The summer tourists who visit out-of-
the-way and remote country-places are sure,
if their attention is called to the fact, to be
able to pick up many localisms or provincial-
isms, which would be valuable to the society ;
and, indeed, one can scarcely be in a crowd
anywhere without hearing some oddity of
speech worth remembering and recording.
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