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THE BAST RIVER BRIDGE.

My Good Friends:—After every day’s outing, | return
to my temporary home more than ever impressed with the
magnitude and exhaustlessness ofthis great city. | often
wish some of you could he with me as | stroll about or stand
on some street corner in an expectant attitude, as one might
do who waited for a car. | have noticed that a stranger,
although free to go or come, provided he attends strictly to
his own business, might find it inconvenient to be called to,
account for conspicuous idleness or persistent attention
to any locality without an apparent object in so doing. For
while there are many idle persons about the streets of New
York, they may not linger very long in the same neighbor-
hood ; for should they do so they cannot fail to attract the
attention either of the regular guardians of the peace or the
hundreds of detectives, amateur or professional, who are
always on the lookout for jobs, or for suspicious characters
who may furnish them.

Acting upon the theory that Satan finds mischief for idle
hands to do, these official and self-commissioned custodians
of the public weal take it for granted that an idle person,
while not necessarily a vicious one, is in a fair way to
become so, and will therefore bear looking after. Whether
this is one of the reasons why New Yorkers always appear
to be in a hurry, | am sure | cannot say ; but it is not un-
likely that at least one portion of the community has
fallen into the habit of haste on this account.

I have just completed a tour of the noteworthy public
buildings, and for description in this letter | have been at
some pains to select such as have special points of interest
either in a business or historical sense, and must reserve
the others for some future time.

The great East River or Brooklyn Bridge is unguestion-
ably the most remarkable of New York’s public structures.
The work of years, it cost millions of money and scores of
lives, and it stands as a monument of magnificent pr< por-
tions to the genius of its projectors. That you may have a
clear idea of the magnitude of the undertaking, and of what,
for lack of a better expression, | might term the majesty of
the structure; | have made a special effort to obtain compre-
hensive views showing the proper relation of the bridge
to the land on either side ; for the portion that spans
the river, reaching from tower to tower, is less than one-
third of the entire length. Beyond the towers, the bridge
extends about one-third of a mile over the land on either
side, stretching high above buildings, many of them
four or five stories in height, which look small and insig-
nificant in comparison with the span that overshadows
them.

The extreme end of the bridge on the New York side is
filled in with stone and concrete, but there is between the
solid masonry end and the high buildings near the river, a

| stretch of bridge occupying several blocks, that is filled



140

in underneath with arches varying in height from one to
three stories. These arches are utilized for warehouses and
rooms for storage, and are sources of considerable revenue,
as they bring high rents, being absolutely fireproof, and
altogether inaccessible save from the face of the arch,
which is closed by iron doors. One of the views gives
a clear idea of the use to which these arches are put,
and their arrange-
ment.

The span over the
river is high enough
to permit all ordin-
ary shipping to pass
freely beneath, and
to one standing on
the bridge, the fer-
ry-boats, and even
the largest of the
Sound steamers,
look like the toys
of a child. A large
force of laborers is
kept continually at
work on the bridge,
and it is one of

AN ARCH OF THE BRIDGE.

the favorite amusements of idlers about the piers, to watch
the painters as they sit on ladders slung under the bridge,
working away, apparently indifferent to their perilous
position.

From the other view you will understand the arrangement
of the bridge-ways. The middle section is used exclusively
for pedestrians, and is thirteen feet wide ; on either side are
the tramways, the cable running in grooved wheels midway
between the rails ; and the carriage-ways are on the outer
edges of the bridge. | suppose you know that the cars are
propelled by endless cables run by powerful engines at the
ends of the bridge. Each car has an attachment that extends
down to meet the cable, and by a turn of the wheel in the
hands of the man who appears to act as brakeman, a strong
iron grip closes over the running cable, and the cars are thus
drawn from one end of the bridge to the other. At the ends,

THE BRIDGE-WAYS.
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the track is slightly curved, and a " pony" engine takes the
train, which is ordinarily composed of three or four cars, and
draws it out of reach of the cable, to a switch, where it is
loaded and prepared for another start. From the wall of
one of the drive-Ways a weak-minded and adventurous
youth some months since jumped into temporary notoriety
and eternity at the same time. Others who have tried the
same foolhardy experiment have come out of the river
alive, to their unspeakable gratification, and the disgust of
the sensible public. |

The bridge is one Of the best possible places for the study
of queer phases of human nature. It is a favorite rendez-
vous for certain clashes of young persons, who appear to
enjoy the airy promenade.

I joined the throng one day and strolled leisurely along.
A stiff breeze was blowing and the sky was overcast, but
there seemed to be no immediate danger of rain. | was
scarcely half-way to;the first tower, however, when the
wind increased to a gale. Men, women, and children were
hurried along, and almost dashed against the walls of the
bridge. Hats and bonnets were blown about, one lady suf-
fering the chagrin of seeing her hat sail over the side of
the bridge, drop into the river, and float out seaward, the
flowers nodding a hearty approval of the proceeding. A
moment later, and me rain came down in torrents. A
traveler on one of
the Western prai-
ries would not be
more helpless" be-
fore the elements.
It was useless to try
to find shelter be-
hind any of the
towers or supports ;
every portion of the
bridge seemed to
join in the effort of
the storm to sweep
pedestrians from
their feet; every
cable was the cen-
ter of a spiral cur-
rent of the infu-
riated tempest ; the
whirling, raging
storm was confus-
ing beyond expres-
sion. The crowd
rushed along pell-
mell, children
screaming, and even
men and women
seeming almost
panic-stricken. Had there been a great number of persons
they might have been difficult to control, so buffeted and
terrified were they.

Seeking shelter at one end of the bridge, | asked one of
the officers stationed there, square questions about the struc-
ture and its size. | have read many descriptions of it, but
could not recall the figures. Indeed, one must see the
bridge to fully appreciate its immensity. The entire length
is five thousand nine hundred and eighty-nine feet, and the
width is eighty-five feet. The middle of the bridge is
one hundred and thirty-five feet above the water at high
tide, and the tops of the towers are two hundred and sev-
enty-two feet above high-water mark. There are four
main cables, each one fifteen and three-quarter inches in
diameter, and each one estimated to bear a strain of
twelve thousand two hundred tons.
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THE PRODUCE EXCHANGE.

raised above the main floor by several steps ; the inside is
arranged like the seats in a circus tent, one step or row
being ten or twelve inches below the one above it, and each
one forming a complete circle, the smaller or inner one
being about eight or ten feet across. This is known as
“ the pit.” | was quite at a loss to understand the purpose
of this, but did not like to expose my ignorance by asking
questions.

Soon there were many anxious faces gathered about this
point, all waiting for the signal to begin operations. A few
men stood on the outer steps of the ring, others were
grouped in parties of three or more, all earnestly talking,
yet meanwhile keeping an eye on the clock. The clatter of
a bell was heard, and in an instant the ring was filled, and
the steps crowded with men shouting, struggling, and tug-
ging at each other to attract attention. Had a man wheat
to sell, he was actually set upon by would-be buyers.
Would he buy, there were men frantic to sell. One finger
held up, means one boat-load, or eight thousand bushels ;
two fingers, two boat-loads, and so on. After a space of
fifteen minutes there was a lull in the storm, and word
came up that over one million bushels had changed hands
since the opening of the Exchange. It was with no little
satisfaction that | learned that | had witnessed one of the
liveliest scenes since the opening of the new building.

The Cotton Exchange is less interesting to the general
public than it was during the war and for some years after-
wards, when cotton speculations ran high, and fortunes
were made and lost in a day. The Exchange was first
located on Broad Street, and remained there until the com-
pletion of the present building on Hanover Square. The
structure was commenced in 1870. The ground on which it
stands is worth about three-quarters of a million of dollars,
and to furnish and equip the building, cost nearly as much
more. It is, in its way, unique, being built of very pale yel-
low* stone. It is nine stories high, including the exchange-
room, which is thirty-five feet high from floor to ceiling,
and includes two stories.

A most interesting account of the opening of the new
building was given me by one of the pioneers in the enter-
prise. When all was ready, the members assembled in the
old rooms. The president, Mr. Gruner, introduced one of
the first presidents of the Exchange, who delivered a vale-
dictory address. A few remarks were made by old members,
Gilmore’s Band played “ Auld Lang Syne,” and the members
and guests marched in double file to the exchange-room of
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the new building, which was profusely decorated
with flowers and flags.

The formal ceremonies of dedicating and taking
possession were opened with a prayer by Bishop
Poster. Mr. Walter T. Miller, chairman of the
building committee, presented the building and a
large bunch of keys to President Gruner, who
received them in behalf of the Exchange, making
a most interesting speech, in the course of which
he said that from one hundred, the membership
had increased to four hundred and sixty-five. An
informal reception followed, the members wear-
ing badges made of small cotton-bales tied with
ribbons. The Cotton Exchange is, all things con-
sidered, one of the most attractive buildings in
the business part of the city.

The Consolidated Stock and Petroleum EXx-
change is a consolidation of various stock com-
paniesdealing in oil, mining, and similar securities.
It has a regular organization, and does an enormous
business. The opening of the new Exchange,
which is one of the attractions of lower Broad-
way, took place April 16, 1888, and was celebrated
with appropriate ceremonies. The stock-room is admirably
lighted and ventilated, having about ten thousand square
feet of space, with arched ceiling and skylight. There is
less excitement attending the sessions of this Exchange
than many others, as since the adoption of a clearing
system there are no such enormous risks as in the Stock
and Produce Exchanges. The gallery is, however, always
well filled with visitors, the building being one of the regu-
lar sights of the lower portion of the city.

The literature of every country is, no doubt, full of
accounts of smugglers and smuggling. Aside from the
satisfaction of getting an article for two-thirds of its mar-
ket price, there is a keen relish to many persons in the risk
they take in smuggling dutiable articles into the country.

THE COTTON EXCHANGE.
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The most stringent laws are inadequate to suppress this
practice, and as long as there are duties, so long will there
be persons who will make every effort to evade the pay-
ment of them, and bring in their purchases duty free.

Do you remember how we laughed at Charles Dickens
description of the “ Circumlocution Office” ? Recently |
accepted the invitation of a merchant to visit the Custom
House with him, as he had just received invoices of large
shipments of foreign goods. To tell you in detail of
the vexatious excuses, delays, evasions, and pretexts by
which the merchant was put off, would take more time
than | am willing to spend in writing it. | was greatly
interested, and expressed a desire to watch the progress of
the affair, and see if | could understand the reasons of the
delay.

“ Oh, | can understand it well enough, if that were all.”
said my friend, as we left the Custom House. " That isn’t
the part that bothers me. The official with whom we were

talking, either wants a check or has a friend who is a
broker, and wants me to put the business into his hands.

THE CUTOM- I—TOUSA »
Now | am not in-
clined to do either one.
I have always attended
to my own business,
and shall continue to
do so. Of course |
suffer some loss, and
a great deal of annoy-
ance ; but some one
must protest, and | am
one of a few men who
intend to fight this
system until we get
something better.
Seven-tenths of the
delay and trouble that
importers experience
is caused by a sort of
polite blackmail which
is levied by under-
strappers in the vari-
ous customs bureaus.
I tell you it is exasper-
ating beyond expres-
sion 1”7

I could scarcely
credit the man’s state-
ments ; and it was not
until I had made visit

WALL, STREET, LOOKING TOWARD TRINITY CHURCH.
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after visit with
him, and seen him
put off day after
day during the
busy season, when
the goods were im-
peratively needed,
that | could be
brought to believe
that these things
are true. It is so
entirely in the
power of the Cus-
tom House officer
to delay goods, and
destroy a mer-
chant’s business,
that some bar
should exist
against the misuse
of this opportu-
nity.

If it be true, as has been alleged by officials, that the
clerical force is insufficient, certainly the commercial ele-
ment of this country is strong enough to bring about the
necessary increase in service. It is true, however, that bro-
kerage, which had its origin in the inability of ignorant,
indolent, or over-busy men to look after their own business,
has gained a foothold that makes it a most formidable stum-
bling-block in the way of any reform in this, or indeed in
many other directions.

The Custom House building, situated at the corner of
Wall and William Streets, was formerly the Merchants'
Exchange. It is a massive pile, with rows of lonic columns
at the entrance and extending across the front. It covers
an area of two hundred by ope hundred and sixty feet, and
is seventy-seven feet high A rotunda eighty feet high is
surmounted by a dome supported by eight pilasters of

THE CONSOLIDATED STOCK AND PETROLEUM
EXCHANGE.

THE UNITED STATES SUB-TREASURY.
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variegated Italian
marble.

On the opposite
side of Wall Street,
a block nearer to
Broadway, is the
United States Sub-
Treasury. This
building was at one
time occupied by
the Custom House,
but was quite too
small for that pur-
pose, and was re-
fitted, and provided
with the necessary
vaults for storing
coin and notes.

Following the ex-
ample of a number
of tourists, | went
up the steps, and
stood on the
granite slab upon

THE POST OFFICE.

which General Washington stood when he was inaugurated
first President of the United States. This slab was in the
old Federal Hall, which stood on the present site of the
Sub-Treasury. The architecture of this building is Doric.
It occupies a space two hundred feet by eighty feet. The
Wall-street front is eighty feet high, the Pine-street front
sixty feet, the difference being made by the slope of the
ground, which is much lower on the Wall-street side.

The vaults are carefully guarded, and are provided with
time-locks and every appliance for safety from intruders.
In the company of an official | visited these vaults, and
was greatly interested in their contents as well as in the
time-locks, which are among the wonders of mechanical
art. These locks are so arranged that only under certain
combinations can the bolts be shot. When the doors are
shut with the locks set for the business hour in the morn-
ing, there is no means of opening them even though the
most important emergency might demand it. Scarcely any-
thing short of drilling out the door or blowing up the
building, would avail.

How useless those tons of coin seemed as they lay there

THE CITY HALL AND THE COURT HOUSE.

in huge piles, like coal or stones! It impressed me with
the vanity of riches more deeply than anything | ever saw.

A notice that a registered letter awaited me, took me to
the Post Office, and | realized for the first time in ray life
how uncomfortable life might be made for a stranger in a
great city. It required more diplomacy, time and trouble
to get that registered letter, than would -have been needed
to start a prosperous business in our own community.

The Post Office stands in what was formerly a part of
City Hall Park, and occupies the lower end of the trian-
gular space between Park Row on the east, Broadway on
the west, and Mail Street on the north, the southern extrem-
ity terminating in. a point just above St. Paul’s Church.
The building is enormous, the south front being one hun-
dred and forty-four feet wide ; the north front, two hundred
and seventy-nine
feet; and the
length on the
sides, two hun-
dred and sixty-
two feet. It cost
about seven mill-
ion dollars, and
was completed in
1875;,

About two
thousand persons
are employed in
the regular post-
office work. Up-
wards of eight
hundred million
pieces of mail
matter were
handled at the
office during the
past year. A
prominent post-
office official in-,
formed me that
the income from
the office during
the past year was

THE WASHINGTON BUILDING.
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more than three million dollars over and above all expenses.
It seems impossible, in view of this statement, that there
should have been any question as to increasing’ the clerical
force under the new law. Why men should be worked like
slaves, with a yearly profit of three millions of money in
the Treasury vaults, passes my comprehension. A surplus
that is piled up by grinding out the souls and bodies of men
is no credit to the official who controls the grinding. The
boxes for the reception of mail matter, the windows for the
sale of stamps, the boxes for renting, and the general de-
livery are on the first floor. The basement is used for the
sorting and arranging of mail matter, and the sub-basement,
for engine-rooms, fuel, stores, and the like. The post-
master's, registry, money order, and secret service offices are
on the second floor, and the “ =T
United States courts with >
their offices, and the Law In-
stitute, occupy the third and
fourth floors. The fifth floor
is required for storage and
the necessary janitors' and
other offices of the building.

One of the peculiar inci-
dents in the experience of the
stamp clerks, is the rush
when a new stamp is put in
circulation. Long lines of
men and boys, and sometimes
girls and women, will wait
for hours to get the first new
stamps, the earliest comer
imagining himself extremely
lucky in making the first
purchase.

But little is known by the public of the workings of the
Secret Service Department of the Post Office. Itis through
this bureau that many frauds are detected, and counterfeiters
and lottery schemes are traced and broken up. Whether
the outside co-operation of certain societies has been any
benefit to the community, is an open question. The Secret
Service, as it has stood for some years past, ought to be able
to do this work thoroughly, and would without doubt do it
quite as satisfactorily without such assistance.

North of the Post Office, in City Hall Park, and facing
southward, stands the City Hall, an imposing building of
white marble, with a clock-tower in which are four dials,
which are illuminated at night by gas and are visible for a
considerable distance. The City Hall is the headquarters of
the City Government, and contains the Common Council
Chambers, the offices of the Mayor and other members of the
City Government, and an extensive city library. On the sec-
ond floor is an apartment known as the “ Governor’s Room,”
which is used for official receptions and ceremonious occa-
sions. In it are the chairs used by the first Congress, the
desk upon which General Washington wrote his first pres-
idential message, and the chair in which he sat on the occa-
sion of his inauguration. There is also a gallery of fine
paintings, among which are portraits of old-time and latter-
day heroes of battle-fields and political arenas.

The Court House, at the northern end of City Hall Park,
stands as a monument to the “ ring” of city officials whose
chief business seemed to be the plundering of the city treas-
ury. Enormous sums were appropriated, and almost imme-
diately exhausted without apparent results, as far as the

A CHAIR USED AT THE FIRST
CONGRESS.

MESSAGE.

progress of the
building was con-
cerned. Work
was begun on
it in 1861, and
although not com-
pleted, it was oc-
cupied in 1867, the
work on the build-
ing and the drain
upon the city’s
finances being
carried on simul-
taneously. The

building is of white marble,
the beams, stairways, and
railings are of iron, and the
finish is of hard wood.

On Park Row, opposite City
Hall Park, is the Potter Build-
ing, atowering edifice entirely
occupied for offices; and ad-
joining it on the north is the
new home of the “-New York
Times," which rises four feet
above the Potter Building,

just for the sake of being higher,” the architects say. In
addition to the space required by the “ Times," there will be a
great number of very elegant offices, the rent of which will
yield a handsome revenue.

S,y
FIRST PRESIDEN

WROTE HI

THE EQUITABLE BUILDING.
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Among the large and noteworthy structures devoted to
office purposes, are the Mills, Washington, and Equitable
Buildings. The Mills Building has some interesting points,
and is considered one of the most complete and perfect
modern office-buildings. The arrangements for light and
ventilation are admirable. It is located at Broad Street and
Exchange Place, and is a few doors south of Wall Street.

The Washington Building is situated on Bowling Green,
and from its tower, on a clear day, one may get the finest
view of the harbor that can be obtained from any point in
the entire city. The building occupies
the site of the Kennedy mansion, which
was the residence of the owner of that
name, and dates back to revolutionary
times. The Washington Building is
owned by Mr. Cyrus W. Field, and occu-
pied for various banking and office pur-
poses.

But the most imposing of all of the
office-buildings is that of the Equitable
Life Insurance Company, which is con-
ceded to be one of the most elegant and
complete structures of its kind in the
world- It is situated on Broadway, occu-
pying the block between Cedar and Pine

Streets, and a part of it extends to
Nassau Street. When the leases on
several other buildings expire, the

Equitable will be extended to completely
fill the block on which it stands. The
first, or entrance floor is occupied by
offices, and a most complete and per-
fectly arranged Safe Deposit. Treasure
boxes of various sizes may be rented for
one or more years, the renters having

STATION OP THE ELEVATED RAILWAY AT FOURTEENTH STREET AND SIXTH AVENUE.

the privilege of the reading-room, library, offices, and the
use of a coupon room, at any time during business hours.
In the upper part of the building are the offices of the
Equitable Life Insurance Company, and a large number of
rooms that are leased to outside parties.

The entrance to the building is through a Roman arch,
which is twenty-one feet high and the same width, and the
main hall is of the same dimensions and extends entirely
through the building. The finish is of pilasters of yellow
marble, and panels of Mexican onyx framed in bronze.
Among the most attractive points about the building are
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some exceptionally fine examples of wood-carving in the
style of the Italian Renaissance.

The rental of the offices is enormous, affording a handsome
interest on the original investment, and a fair dividend, and
allowing in addition the rent of the necessary offices of the
Company absolutely free of cost. It occurred to me as |
strolled about the magnificent pile, that it must seem a little
hard for policy holders who are straining every nerve to
pay their premiums, to look on and realize that these very
premiums have made this superb edifice possible, and they

THE ELEVATED RAILWAY

“UP-TOWN.”

are helping the Company to occupy quar-
ters rent free.

Would it not be much more satisfactory
to the general public if the premiums
were lower, and some of this enormous
revenue permitted to remain in the pock-
ets of policy holders ?

My avowed object being to see all there
is worth seeing in New York, the means
of transit are naturally of considerable
importance to me ; and the longer | stay,
the more thoroughly do | realize that
rapid transit is one of the most difficult
problems with which large cities have to
grapple. Especially is this the case in
great commercial centers, where many
trucks and heavy wagons are required for
moving merchandise. The elevated rail-
ways in New York have relieved the sur-
face roads, and put it in the power of the
industrious masses to move further uptown and secure
more commodious and healthful quarters ; but even these
are becoming altogether inadequate for the needs of New
York, and various plans for underground travel are being
agitated.

The present rapid-transit system is comprehended by what
is known as the Manhattan Elevated Railway, all lines of
which, within the city proper, are under one management.
From the pictures you will readily understand the principle
on which the road is constructed. All of the supports
and trestle-work are of iron, in short interchangeable sec-
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tions which can be easily removed, each piece being pro-
vided with holes for bolting it in place. Squads of men are
continually at work on the tracks, and every piece of metal
is kept under the most rigid scrutiny. It seems almost
impossible that a frame-work apparently so light can sus-
tain such a weight ; but it is said that the strength of the
structure is taxed to only about two-thirds of its capacity.
It is one of the provisions of the charter that trains must
follow each other only at specified distances, not closer than
one train to a block. It would, however, require but little
observation to discover that this restriction is a dead letter,
as far as actual practice is concerned.

The main lines are on Second, Third, Sixth, and Ninth
Avenues, with windings and crossings to suit the irregularity
of the streets or to reach the most populous portions of the
city. All of the lines converge to a meeting-point at Bat-
tery Park and South Ferry. The fare on all of the lines is
five cents for a continuous ride, or with a transfer from one
line to the other on either side of the city. At Forty-Second
Street the east-side system has a branch to the Grand Cen-
tral Depot, passengers being transferred from Second to

THE ELEVATED RAILWAY ON THE BOWERY.

Third Avenue, and thence by the cross-line to the Depot;
without extra charge.

The Grand Central is the principal railway passenger-sta-
tion on Manhattan Island. It isoccupied jointly by the New
York Central and Hudson River Railroad, the New York,
New Haven and Hartford Railroad, and the New York and
Harlem Railroad, each occupying its own section of the
great structure. The building, which is roofed with glass,
is six hundred and ninety-five feet long, and two hundred

THE ALPINE
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TELE GRAND CENTRAL DEPOT.

and forty feet wide. | think you can form a better idea of
its size, when | tell you that a passenger-train of twelve
cars, with locomotive and baggage-cars, can run into the
building, and twelve such trains, side by side, can be ac-
commodated at the same time. You may imagine the
perfection to which the management has been brought,
from the fact that although as many as one hundred and
fifty trains may arrive in a single day, there is no confusion
and no crowding other than must arise from such a gather-
ing of people. Under the same roof are restaurants, wait-
ing and. baggage rooms, a police station, barber’s shop, and
all necessary ticket, telegraph, and telephone offices.

Among the most responsible positions about such a place
is that of train dispatcher. It requires the steadiest nerves
and absolutely tireless vigilance to keep the run of all the
tracks, and to send each train out in its proper time and place.
Very few men can stand the strain of such a position for any
length of time; and only years of experience will enable
any man to cope successfully with the subject of transpor-
tation as it is carried on here. Whenever you come across
anyone who grumbles about railroad management, and
thinks he can run a business of that sort, just tell him to
come to New York and stand for an hour on the gallery
walk from the station of the Elevated Railway to the great
waiting-room of the Grand Central Depot, and make up
his mind how much of a success he would probably be if he
attempted such a task. Faithfully yours,

N. S. Stowell.

PAY.

A ROMANCE.

By E. WERNER.

(Continued from Page 90.)

CHAPTER VI.
THE LAST OP THE THURGAUS.

0 not alarm yourself, Miss Erna," said the young
physician, gently putting her aside, as with Elm-
horst's assistance he lifted the unconscious baron
and laid him on a sofa. “ It is only a swoon, an attack of

vertigo, like that the Herr Baron had a few weeks ago,—he
will recover from this also.”

The young girl stood nervously clasping her hands and
gazing fixedly at the countenance of the speaker : she must
have read something therein which belied the consoling
words.

“ No, no!” she cried in terror. “ You are deceiving me;
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it is something else. He is dying—I see it !
am here ! Don’t you know your Erna ?”

Benno was tearing open the sick man’s coat ; ElImhorst
would have assisted him, but Erna struck his hand aside
with terrible passion.

“Do not touch him J” she cried, in a half-choking voice.
" You have killed him ! You have brought destruction upon
our house ! Go away ! | will not suffer you to lay a hand
on him !”

Wolfgang drew back involuntarily, and looked con-
founded and almost afraid of the girl who at this moment
was no longer a child. She stood in front of her father with
extended arms, as if she must shield and defend him, and
her eyes flamed with a wild, uncontrolled hatred, as if it were
the enemy Death that stood before her.

“ Go, Wolfgang,” said Reinsfeld softly, drawing him
away. “ The poor child is crazed with her grief ; and you
cannot remain, anyway. It is possible that the baron may
regain consciousness once more,—and then he must not see
you.”

“ Once more ?”

“ The worst !
will find her somewhere about the house.
will report to you as soon as possible.”

With these whispered words he drew his friend towards
the door. Wolfgang went silently on his errand ; he sent
the old servant, whom he met on the ground-floor, to the
room, and then he went out into the open air : but a dark
cloud shadowed his brow. Who could have foreseen such
an issue ?

A quarter of an hour might have elapsed before Benno
Reinsfeld appeared. He was very pale, and there was a
light mist over his usually clear eyes.

“Well?” queried Wolfgang, impatiently.

“Itisall over,” replied the young physician in a low voice.
“ An apoplectic fit that was necessarily fatal,—1 saw it from
the first moment.”

Wolfgang evidently had not expected such a report ; his
lips quivered as he said, in a suppressed tone :

“ This is horribly painful to me, Benno, although I cannot
blame myself for the unfortunate occurrence ; | went to
work most cautiously. But we must let the president
know.”

“ Certainly, he is the only near relative, so far as | know.
In the meantime | will stay with the poor child, who is com-
pletely overcome. Will you undertake to send a message to
Heilborn ?”

“1 will go over myself and take the news to Nordheim.
Farewell.”

“ Farewell,” said Benno, as he went back into the house.
Wolfgang turned to go, but paused suddenly and then went
up to the window, which stood half-open.

There, within the room, knelt Erna, holding her father’s
body in her embrace. But the active man who had stood
there in his full strength and vigor, only a quarter of an
hour before, and fought doggedly against an unavoidable
necessity, now lay silent and motionless ; he did not even
hear the despairing sobs of his orphaned child. Fate had
fulfilled his words : Wolkenstein Court had remained in
possession of the old race whose cradle it had been, until
the last of the Thurgaus closed his eyes forever !

Papa, papa, |

returned Elmhorst. “ Then you fear—”
Go, and send old Broni to help me ; you
Wait outside. |

CHAPTER VII.
WALLY.

The princely magnificence of President Nordheim'’s resi-
dence in the capital, perfectly accorded with the wealth of
its owner. This palatial building was situated in the most
fashionable quarter of the city, and had been designed and

149

constructed by one of the most noted of modern architects;
the interior displayed sumptuous splendor, and a whole
retinue of servants were in attendance : in short, nothing
was lacking which was required to keep up a stylish estab-
lishment.

For several years the Baroness von Lasberg had held the
reins of" domestic authority. The widowed and dowerless
lady, who had been recommended to the president by one of
her aristocratic relatives, had been only too glad to accept a
position in the family of the rich parvenu, who gave her
carte blanche in all matters; and Nordheim, little as he
troubled himself about such matters, considered it a favor
that a really aristocratic lady should receive his guests and
take the place of a mother to his orphaned daughter and
niece. For Erna von Thurgau had for the last three years
lived in the family of her uncle, who was also her guardian,
and had taken her home with him after her father’s death.

The president was sitting in his library conversing with
a gentleman, who occupied a seat confidentially near to
him. This favored friend was one of the most prominent
legal luminaries of the city, and the judicial adviser of the
railroad company of which Nordheim was president. Al-
though the interview appeared to be of a social nature, it
was momentarily diverted to matters of business.

“You must see Elmhorst, personally, about the matter,”
said the president. “ He can give you the best information
concerning it, at all events.”

“Is he here?” inquired the lawyer, somewhat surprised.

“ Yes, he came yesterday, and will probably remain for a
week.”

“ 1 am glad to know it. But our capital appears to have a
special attraction for the young engineer ; he is here pretty
often, it seems to me.”

“At my desire. It is very convenient for me, for | can
settle many things when he is here, which otherwise would
require a lengthy correspondence. However, Elmhorst only
takes a vacation when he knows that he can be spared.”

Doctor Gersdorf, a man of about forty, and of extremely
stately appearance, with an earnest, thoughtful expression
of features, seemed to have misunderstood these words, for
he smiled a little ironically as he replied : “ Of course | don’t
doubt Herr Elmhorst’s devotion to duty, for we all know
that he would rather do too much than too little. The coin-
pany is to be congratulated upon possessing so much ability.”

“ Well, the company by no means deserves it,” said Nord-
heim, shrugging his shoulders. “ At the time of his appoint-
ment | had to fight hard enough for it, and then they made
his position so difficult to hold that many a one would have
resigned it. They treated him with the most outspoken
enmity.”

“ But he soon put a stop to it,” remarked Gersdorf, dryly.
“1 recollect, it was like a college rush at first, but he held
his own stubbornly. They know by this time that he will
not be overruled by any of them except the consulting
engineer, and he is always on ElImhorst’s side.”

“1 don’t dislike such a spirit,” observed the president.
“ My knowledge of character was not at fault, in spite of all
their objections to giving so young a man such an important
position. At first they were dead against him, and opposed
his appointment, but now they are glad to have such a
dependence ; and as the Wolkenstein bridge—ElImhorst’s
own plan—approaches completion, | think they are placing
the utmost confidence in him.”

“ The bridge promises to be amasterpiece,” Gersdorf said.
“ It is an audacious and magnificent work in its conception,
and will doubtless be the most brilliant piece of engineering
on the whole railway line. But | must see Herr EImhorst ;
I suppose | shall find him at the hotel where he usually puts
up?”
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“No, you will find him here ; | have invited him to stay
at my house.”

“ Ah, indeed !” A peculiar smile flitted over the doctor’s
face. He knew that Nordheim often let officials wait an
hour at a time in his ante-room ; but he received this EIm-
horst as a guest in his own house. There was something
surprising in his preference for this man, who from the first
had been a favorite with him.

But the doctor let the matter rest ; he had other, more in-
teresting affairs in hand, and he seemed rather absent-
minded as he took leave of the president with the remark
that he was going to see ElImhorst. However, he did not
seem to be in any great hurry about it, for the card that he
gave the servant was for the ladies.

The reception-rooms were on the next floor, and in one
of these Madame von Lasberg was enthroned in her usual
state. Not far from her sat Alice. She had hardly
changed at all in the three years : it was the same delicate,
pale face, with the weary, listless expression on its sweet
features; she was still the “ hot-house plant ” that was care-
fully sheltered from every rough wind, and the object of the
especial care and attention of those around her. Her health,
however, seemed to be a little better established ; but there
was none of the freshness and radiance of youth in her color-
less face.

The young lady who sat next to Baroness Lasberg was
more blooming. Her dark blue velvet street-costume and
fur-trimmed jacket fitted her small graceful figure to perfec-
tion. From under her blue velvet hat beamed a bewitching,
rosy face, with gleaming dark roguish eyes, and a profusion
of dark rings of hair curling over a white forehead. Smiles
and dimples played incessantly around her small mouth; this
eighteen-years-old maiden was fairly bubbling over with
vitality.

“ How provoking that Erna has gone out!” cried she.
"1 had something so important to consult her about, but
you are not to hear one syllable of it, Alice; it is a sur-
prise for your birthday. | hope you will dance at the
entertainment !”

“ 1 hardly think | shall,” said Alice, indifferently.
March already.”

“ But midwinter yet. It snowed this morning, and you can
dance while that lasts,” the young lady assured her, and her
feet began a peculiar restless movement, as if they would
like to waltz off on the spot. Madame von Lasberg cast a
reproving glance at the saucy little feet.

“ | believe you have danced a good deal this winter, Bar-
oness Wally.”

“ Not half enough !” declared the little baroness. “ How
| pity poor Alice, who is forbidden to dance ! One is only
young once in a lifetime, and when one is married all such
pleasures must be given up. But still | don’t think I want
to remain single, either. | mean to get married, anyway;
don’t you, Alice ?”

“ Alice does not trouble herself with such thoughts,” rep-
rimanded the older lady. “ | must say, Wally dear, that |
consider this an improper theme for discussion.”

“Oh!” cried Wally. “ Do you consider marriage im-
proper, too, dearest madame?”

“When it is contracted with the consent and approval of
the parents, and with the observance of all necessary for-
malities, no.”

“ Then it is usually a very stupid affair,” rejoined the
young baroness ; and for once Alice was startled out of her
listlessness.

“Why, Wally !” she admonished, reprovingly.

“ Baroness Ernsthausen is jesting, of course,” said Mad-
ame von Lasberg, with a withering glance ; “ but such jests
are far from seemly. A young lady cannot be too careful in
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her conversation and deportment.
is prone to gossip.”

These words evidently contained some disguised allusion ;
for Wally compressed her lips as if to keep back a smile, but
she replied innocently :

“You are quite right, madame. Only think how every-
body at the baths in Heilborn was gossiping about Herr
Elmhorst’s regular visits last summer, when he came over
every week—"”

“ To see the president,” the elder lady interrupted, cut-
ting her speech short. “ Herr Elmhorst had drawn up the
plans and sketches for the new mountain villa and was him-
self Superintending its construction, so that considerable
consultation was necessary.”

“Yes, everyone knew that ; but they gossiped all the
same. They talked about the amount he used to spend for
flowers, and how charming the architect was, and how they
thought—"

“ Baroness ! | must positively entreat you to spare us
these reports,” again interrupted Madame von Lasberg, as
she drew herself up in offended dignity.

The rash young lady would very likely have received a
lecture, had not a servant just then come to say that the car-
riage was waiting. The elder baroness arose and turned to
Alice. “ | must attend the meeting of the Ladies’ Aid Soci-
ety, my child. You must not think of exposing yourself to
this raw wind, of course. But you seem somewhat fatigued,
and | fear—”

A very significant glance took the place of words, and was
a palpable hint for the caller to take an early departure ; but
unfortunately it was quite in vain.

“1 will stay with Alice while you are gone,” Wally
assured her with amiable readiness. “You need not be
the least uneasy, dear madame.”

“ Dear madame” compressed her lips a little doubtfully,
but she knew by sad experience that this enfant terrible was
not to be got rid of if she once took it into her head to
remain ; so kissing Alice on the forehead and bowing to her
young friend, she left the room in her usual dignified man-
ner.

The door had hardly closed upon her when Wally
bounced up like a rubber ball.

“ Thank goodness ! she has gone. | have a great secret
to tell you, Alice, something very important. I would
confide in Erna, but, unfortunately, she is not here, so you
must help me,—you must, indeed “—or you will make two
people unhappy for ever and ever !”

“ 1 ?” queried Alice, who at this suspicious prelude really
found it advisable to open her eyes.

“Yes; but you don’t know anything about it yet. Now
I must explain it to you first, and it is twelve o’clock
already, and Albert will be here— Doctor Gersdorf, I mean.
He loves me, and | love him, and naturally we want to get
married ; but my father and mother will not consent because
he is not of noblebirth. My goodness ! Alice, don’t look
so horrified ! | became acquainted with the doctor at your
house, and he declared his love to me in your conservatory,
when that celebrated virtuoso was playing on the violin, the
other night, and everyone else was listening.”

“ But—” Alice endeavored to object, though she could
not get a word in, for the little baroness was fairly pouring
forth her tale of love and woe. “ Don’t interrupt me, |
haven’t told you anything yet! When we got home that
evening, | told my father and mother that | had promised
to marry Albert, and that he was coming the next day to
ask their consent. But what a time there was then ! Papa
was furious, mamma was excited, and great-uncle fairly
snorted with rage. My great-uncle is a person to be looked
up to, | can tell you; for he is immensely wealthy, and we

Society, unfortunately,
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shall inherit his property, only he has got to die first, and
he don’t seem to have any idea of dying, which is very sad
for us, as papa says, for we have nothing. Papa never can
get along on his income, and great-uncle will not advance
him the least bit during his lifetime. There, now, is it all
clear to you ?

“ No, it is not at all clear to me,” said Alice, perfectly
overwhelmed with this torrent of words with which she was
deluged. “ What has your great-uncle to do with it?”

Wally clasped her hands in despair.

“ Alice, don’t be so indifferent ! 1 tell you they positively
held court over me. Mamma said the very thought of hear-
ing me called ' Madame Gersdorf’ was a dreadful shock to her
nerves ; papa said | should not be allowed to throw myself
away, because | was a most desirable ‘partie’; and great-
uncle made a horrible face, because he doesn’t like to be
reminded of our expectations, yet he came out the loudest
against the mésalliance. He counted over all my ancestors

and.great-ancestors who would fairly turn over in their
graves if they knew of it. But that is nothing to me. Let
the old gentlemen turn over as often as they like. It will

be a change for them. Anyone would get tired lying hun-
dreds of years in one position. But, unluckily, | said as
much, and the storm came from three points of the compass
at once. Great-uncle raised his hand and swore he would
disinherit me ; but | swore, too! | stood up—"” she planted
both her little feet upon the rug— “ and | vowed | would
never give up my Albert,—never !”

The little baroness had to stop to take breath, and she
took advantage of her own involuntary pause to run to the
window as a carriage was heard to drive past.

“ There goes Madame von Lasberg, thank goodness ! now
we are at liberty. She suspects something. | did not mis-
understand her pointed remarks. But she will not return
just at present, for the session lasts at least two hours. |
knew that, and | have laid my plans accordingly. You may
very well suppose, Alice, that | was strictly forbidden to
hold either written or verbal communication with Albert ;
naturally, | wrote to him at once, but | must see him also.
| have arranged to meet him here, in your drawing-room,
and you must be the guardian angel of our love.”

Alice did not seem especially elated at the rble that was
assigned her. She had received the whole disclosure in a
manner which brought the impulsive Wally to despair,
without even an “Oh !” or an “Ah !” but only in silent
wonder that anything so improper could be. An engagement
without the consent—yes, actually against the will—of one’s
parents, was a state of affairs quite beyond the young lady’s
circumscribed limit of decorum ; Madame von Lasberg had
brought her up too carefully for it to be otherwise. She sat
up straight, with a certain decision, as became her position,
and said : “ No, that would not be proper.”

“ What would not be proper? For you to be aguardian
angel?” cried Wally, indignantly. “ Would you betray my
confidence? Would you bring us to grief, despair, death?
For we shall both die if we are not united. Can’t you really
comprehend that ?”

Fortunately there was no time to reply to these comprehen-
sive questions, for at that moment Doctor Gersdorf was an-
nounced ; and a moment of painful indecision it was. Alice
was about to declare that she was ill, and so escape the visit ;
but Wally, who perhaps suspected this, stepped up boldly
in front of her and said distinctly and dictatorially, “ Let
the doctor come in !

The servant retired, and with a sigh Alice sank back in
her seat. She had done her utmost, and she would have
opposed this tryst ; but the decisive word was taken out of
her mouth, and she had no power to hold out any longer ; so
she let the matter take its course.
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As Doctor Gersdorf entered, Wally flew at him as if to
rush into his arms ; but he did not extend his arms, by any
means. He only raised her hand to his lips, and then, still
holding the little hand, he led Wally up to the young lady
of the house.

“ My dear Miss Nordheim, | really must beg your pardon
for the extraordinary test to which my betrothed has put
your friendship ; but, unfortunately, circumstances have
compelled us to do this. Wally has doubtless told you that
I have offered her my hand and received her promise ; |
went the next day to request her parents’ sanction, but the
counsellor would not even receive me.”

“And he kept me locked in,” put in Wally, “ the whole
morning !”’

“ | therefore proffered my request by letter,” continued
Gersdorfand received in reply a most decided refusal,
without any grounds whatever being given. Baron Ernst-
hausen wrote me—"

“A perfectly horrid letter ! ” again broke in Wally ; “ but
great-uncle dictated it. | know, | was listening at the key-
hole !

“At all events, it was a refusal of my petition ; but Wally
had already given me her heart of her own free will, and
promised me her hand, therefore my right to them is indis-
putable ; and | believe that | am entitled to this interview,
although it is without the knowledge of her parents. Still
I must crave your indulgence. You may be assured that we
shall not abuse your kindness.”

This sounded so frank, so manly and truthful, that
Alice began to think the affair less improper, and in as few
words as possible signified her approval, while she could
not possibly comprehend how this serious, reserved man,
who always seemed absorbed in his profession, could love
the mercurial, effervescent little Wally, and that she should
return his affection ; but the fact was indubitable.

“ There is no need for you to listen to us, Alice,” said
Wally, consolingly, “ Take a book and read ; or if that
bores you too much, lay your head back and doze a little.
We shall not feel the least offended, quite the contrary ;
only take care that we are not disturbed.”

With that she caught her Albert by the arm and drew him
towards the bay-window, which was partially screened from
the room by a heavy Turcoman curtain across the recess.
At first their conversation was carried on in whispers ; but
the vivacious little baroness soon became excited and raised
her voice, and Gersdorf involuntarily spoke louder also, so
that finally their whole conversation was audible to Alice.
She had obediently taken up a book, but she suddenly let it
drop as the startling word " elopement ” struck her ear.

“ That is the only course left for us !” said Wally, as dicta-
torially as when she commanded the servant to allow the
doctor to enter. “ You must elope with me to-morrow, at
half-past twelve. At that time great-uncle will be starting
back to his estate, and papa and mamma will go to the
station to see him off; they always make an awful fuss over
him. In the meantime we can slip away easily enough. We
will travel to Gretna Green and be made one,— 1 read some-
where that it is not at all necessapy to bother about wit-
nesses or anything of that sort there,—and come back man
and wife. Then all my 'dead ancestors may stand on their
heads, if they want to,—and great-uncle, too! | shall not
care anything about them when |I am your wife.”

This fine scheme of elopement and travel was set forth in
a most alluring manner, but, sad to relate, it did not meet
with the expected approval ; for Gersdorf said, with calm
decision, “ No, Wally, that would not do.”

“No! Why not?”

“ Because there are several laws and ordinances which
forbid such romantic excursions. Your little scatterbrains
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have very little idea of life and its duties ; but I know what
they are, and it would not become me, when it is my voca-
tion to defend and uphold what is right, to deliberately dis-
regard it.”

“ What do | care for your laws and your ordinances ?”
pouted Wally, highly indignant at this cool reception of her
romantic plot. “ How can you talk about such prosaic things
in connection with our love? What are we to do if papa
and mamma continue to refuse their consent ?”

“ In the first place, wait until your great-uncle has really
gone. It is evident that we cannot do anything with this
stately old aristocrat. | am too hopelessly bourgeoise in his
eyes to aspire to a Baroness Ernsthausen. But as soon as
his influence no longer rules your father's household, | will
see your father and try to overcome his opposition ; if all
does not go at first just as we would like to have it, we must
have patience, and wait.”

The little baroness was perfectly dismayed at this sug-
gestion. All her lovely castles in the air came tumbling in
ruins about her ears. Instead of her dream of romance,
with a clandestine flight and marriage, there was nothing
but patient waiting and submission to her cruel and tyran-
nical parents ; and the adored one whom she had confident-
ly expected would bear her away triumphantly from their
wrath, treated the matter as practically and coolly as if he
considered courtship a regular process of law. It was too
much for her impulsive nature, and she responded scorn-
fully : " It would appear that | am of very little account in
your eyes, since you do not care to risk anything to get me.
But when you declared your love you spoke very differently.
Still, I will give you back your promise. 1 give you up,
forever!”. She began to sob bitterly. “ I will marry a
man with no end of ancestors, whom great-uncle will choose
for me; but | shall die of grief before the year is out, any-
way, and they will put me in the grave with my an—an—
an—cestors !”

“Wally !” the earnest, gentle voice of the doctor said re-
proachfully.

" Leave me !” She tried to draw her hand away from
him, but he held it fast.

“ Wally, look at me ! Do you really doubt my love?”

It was the same tender tone that Wally knew only too
well since that evening when they two were alone together
in the scented dusk of the conservatory, where with throb-
bing heart and burning cheeks she received his avowal of
love, while the music from the drawing-room filled the air
around them with its thrilling melody. She ceased her
sobs and glanced up through a mist of tears into the be-
loved face bending closely over hers.

“ Has my sweet little Wally no confidence in me ? You
have given yourself to me, and now you are and you shall
be mine, let them all do what they will. | will not let them
keep my treasure from me, although it may be necessary to
wait awhile before | can clasp my wife in my arms.”

This sounded so sincerely ardent that the tears of the lit-
tle baroness ceased to flow, her head sank gently on his
shoulder, and a smile again wreathed her lips as she asked,
half-archly and half-anxiously, " But, Albert, shall we have
to wait Until you are as old as my great-uncle ?”

“ Not quite so long as that,” consoled Albert, Kissing
away the last tear-drop which still trembled on an eyelash ;
“ for then this naughty child would want to run away from
me every time | did not obey orders on the spot, no matter
how difficult it might be for me.”

“Oh! | never would do that to you!” cried Wally, with
a passionate outburst of tenderness. “ | love you so, Albert,
I love you so much!"

He took her in his arms, but his voice sank to a whisper.
Wally replied in the same undertone, and the rest of the
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interview was inaudible. In about five minutes they came
out into the drawing-room again, just in time; for Chief
Engineer Elmhorst appeared, having, as a resident guest
of the house, availed himself of a customary privilege and
entered unannounced.

CHAPTER VIII.
A SUCCESSFUL WOOING.

W olfgang’s appearance had altered somewhat in the
last three years; his features had grown even more decided,
and his carriage prouder. That the young man who three
years before had set his foot upon the first round of the lad-
der of success had learned to take the lead and to command,
was easy to see ; yet the self-consciousness which was ap-
parent in all his personality was no detriment to him : it
created an involuntary impression that here was a superior
nature to whom deference was due.

He held a fragrant bouquet in his hand, which he pre-
sented with a few complimentary words to the young mis-
tress of the house. An introduction to her guests was not
necessary, for Gersdorf was on familiar terms with the
engineer, and Wally had met him frequently during the
summer, when she had been staying in Heilborn with her
parents. They chatted awhile together, but the doctor
seized the first opportunity to take leave, and ten minutes
later Wally went away also. She would have preferred to
stay and unburden her heart to Alice, but this Herr EIm-
horst did not seem likely to give her an opportunity ; in
spite of all his politeness, the little baroness felt that he
considered her presence quite superfluous. She therefore
departed ; but once outside the reception-room door she laid
a finger alongside her pretty little nosey and said to herself
wisely :

“ 1 believe— that something will come of this !”

Perhaps she was not very far out of the way in her
surmise , but whatever was to come did not immediately ap-
pear. Alice held the superb bouquet of camelias and violets
and inhaled their perfume, but she looked at them very in-
differently. The rich heiress, who because of her position
was the object of so much solicitude and so many attentions,
was showered with floral offerings, and she apparently re-
garded this compliment, also, as of no special import.

Wolfgang had seated himself near her and was entertain-
ing her in his bright, interesting manner; he was telling
her about the new villa which Nordheim had built in the
mountains, and which the family were soon to occupy for
the first time.

“ The interior shall be decorated according to your taste.”
said he. “ The house was really quite ready in the autumn,
for the proximity of the railroad made it possible for me to
superintend everything personally. You will soon be able
to enjoy life in the mountains.”

“ 1 have done that already,” answered Alice, still occu-
pied with her flowers. *“ We have been to Heilborn every
summer regularly.”

"In that immense summer promenade, with an Alpine
landscape in the background !” said EImhorst, with light
sarcasm. *“ That is not the mountains ! You will first learn
to really know them in your new home. The location is
grand, and | flatter myself with the hope that you will be
pleased with your home. It is of course only a simple
villa, in mountain style, but | designed it expressly.”

“ Papa thinks it a little chef d'ceuvre of architecture,”
remarked Alice, quietly. Wolfgang smiled, and with an
almost imperceptible movement drew his chair a little
nearer.

" It would make me very happy if |, as its architect,
could share the honors with my work. It is really not my
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forte, but as it was for you | could not permit another hand
to attempt it. | drew up the plans, and sought permission
of the president to superintend the building of the moun-
tain castle, which, as he informed me, was to be your
especial possession.”

The allusion was obvious enough, and the reference to
the permission received from her father was delicate, yet
pointed ; but although the young lady flushed slightly and
betrayed a trifling embarrassment, she only said in her
even manner:

“ Yes, papa gave me the villa ; however, I am not to see
it until it is quite finished. It was very kind of you, Herr
Elmhorst, to take all this trouble.”

“ Pray don’t praise me so unguardedly,” said Wolfgang,
quickly. “ It was with a very selfish motive that | gave
myself to the work ; for every architect expects a fee, and
perhaps you will think that | value my services too highly.
May | speak and tell you of the desire which | have long
cherished in my heart ?”

At last Alice raised her great brown eyes to his ; it was a
questioning, almost a mournful glance, with which she
seemed to look for something in the handsome, clear-cut
features of the young man. She read there eager expecta-
tion, nothing more ; and the imploring eyes veiled them-
selves again under their long lashes, without an answer to
their appeal. Wolfgang appeared to consider this glance
an encouragement ; he rose and went over to where the
young girl was seated, as he continued :

“ | know it is an audacious request, but i Fortune favors
the brave.” | said that to your father when | first begged
him to present me to you; it has become my favorite
maxim, and it shall be to-day. Will you listen to me,
Alice ?”

She slightly inclined her head, and did not oppose him
as he took her hand and raised it to his lips. He said a
good deal more. It was a proposal of marriage in due
form, presented in a most respectful and gallant manner,
and his rich voice fully accorded with the beautiful lan-
guage he used. Only ardor was lacking ; it was a proposal
of marriage, but not a declaration of love.

Alice listened silently, but without surprise ; she had
known for some time that EImhorst aspired to her hand, and
that her father, who was prejudiced in his favor in other
matters, favored him in this also. He allowed the young
man free social intercourse with his family, and he had
more than once told his daughter that he felt a peculiar
interest in EImhorst, and that he esteemed him infinitely
more than the titled aristocrats who sought to regild their
time-stained escutcheons with a stranger’s gold. Alice
herself was much too passive to have any will of her own
in the matter ; she had been taught from her earliest youth
that a well brought-up young lady must marry only in
accordance with the will of her parents, and she would
probably never have found anything lacking in this per-
fectly proper- proposal if Wally had not given her a new
idea when she besought her to become the guardian angel
of her love.

It had sounded so different, the whispering and murmur-
ing that escaped from yonder recess,—those caresses, pout-
ings, and coaxings of the impetuous girl who clung with her
whole soul to the serious man who was so much her senior!
And what an overmastering tenderness had come from his
lips! But this was only a request for the hand of the
wealthy heiress ; nothing at all was said about her heart.

Wolfgang had concluded and was waiting for an answer.
He bent over her and asked respectfully :

“ Alice, have you nothing to say to me?”

Alice saw clearly that it was necessary for her to say

something ; but she was not accustomed to decide for her-
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self. Her answer was precisely what might have been
expected from a pupil of Madame von Lasberg : “ | must
speak to my father first, and whatever he says----- ”

“ 1 have spoken to him,” interrupted Elmhorst, “ and I
have his full consent and approval. May | tell him that
my desire and requests have been granted ? May | lead
my betrothed to him ?”

Alice looked up, as imploringly and sadly as before, as
she replied gently: “You must have a great deal of
patience with me. | have been ill so often since | was a
child, and | still have a tendency to ill-health that | cannot
overcome. | might trouble you, and | fear *---- ”

She broke off, but there was something touching in her
childlike manner, in this appeal for forbearance from the
young heiress who would bestow a princely fortune with
her hand. Wolfgang seemed to feel it; and for the first
time during the interview something like ardor escaped
him.

“ Say no more, Alice ! | know that you have a tender
nature that must be sheltered and guarded, and | will
shield you from all contact with the rough places of life.
Trust yourself to me, put your future in my hands, and |
promise you by my------ ” Love ! he would have said, but
the lie would not come from the lips of the proud man, who
could calculate, but who could not play the hypocrite ; so
he concluded— * by my honor, you shall not regret it !”

The words sounded frank and manly, and he was in
earnest. So Alice accepted them ; she voluntarily laid
her hand in his, and permitted him to clasp her in his
arms. The lips of her betrothed pressed hers for the first
time ; he told her how grateful, how glad he was ; called
her his dear bride ; in short, the betrothal was complete in
all its formalities. Only a trifle was wanting,—that raptur-
ous confession which little Wally had uttered between
smiles and tears : “ | love you, | love you so much !”

CHAPTER IX.
“YOU HATE MY WORK AND—ME?”

The drawing-rooms of Nordheims house were brilliantly
illuminated for the betrothal feast, which was also his
daughter’s birthday féte. It was a startling piece of news
for society, which, in spite of all the gossip and rumors,
had never really believed that it would be a match. Itwas
a most unheard-of thing, that a man noted as one of the
wealthiest in the land, should give his only child in mar-
riage to a young civil-engineer of the most plebeian origin,
and with nothing but his talents as a guarantee of his
future.

That it was no love affair everyone knew; Alice was
known to be very circumspect, and incapable of any strong
inclination. However, she was a most desirable partie, and
the report of her engagement created many a bitter disap-
pointment among the aristocratic circles in which the
heiress moved. This Nordheim, in the opinion of society,
showed very plainly that he did not know how to value
what his wealth might procure for him. He might have
purchased a ducal coronet for his daughter; but instead he
took a son-in-law from among the employés of his railroad
company.

It was shortly before the hour set for the guests to arrive,
and the president with the bridegroom-elect entered the
great reception-room. He was in an excellent humor, and
evidently on the best of terms with his future son-in-law.
He spoke of Wolfgang’s future, and of his own confidence
in him,with unusual warmth for the ordinarily cool business
man, but it was a somewhat remarkable conversation on
the eve of a young daughter’s betrothal féte. Both men
spoke of their own circumstances and plans, and Alice was
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left out of the question entirely. The father promised all
his influence to his prospective son-in-law, but the happi-
ness of his daughter did not seem to concern him; and the
bridegroom never once mentioned the name of his intended
bride. They talked of roads and bridges, of the engineer
and the railroad company, as coolly and in as buisness-like
a way as if it concerned a copartnership in trade which was
to unite their interests. In fact it was little else, for so
they both looked upon it.

But a servant entered to consult the president about some
arrangement of the table, and Nordheim found it necessary
to go himself to the dining-room. It was yet too early to
expect the guests, and the ladies of the house were not
visible. The servants were busy over the table or at their
posts in the ante-rooms, and Wolfgang for the moment
found himself alone in the spacious suite of rooms prepared
for the entertainment of the guests.

From the large reception-room with its crimson carpet
and velvet hangings and splendid gildings, a view could be
had of the whole suite of apartments, now silent and empty-
Everywhere were displayed the various evidences of wealth;
everywhere, paintings, statues, and similar works of art,
any one of which was worth a small fortune ; and at the
extreme end of the long vista of rooms, a fairy-like continu-
ation of all this splendor, the half-lighted conservatories,
filled with an exotic plant-life of rare luxuriance. In
another hour these brilliantly lighted, flower-perfumed
apartments would be crowded with the most important
personages of the best society in the capital, who visited at
the house of the railroad king.

Wolfgang stood motionless and looked around. It was
indeed an intoxicating thought, to know that he, as son of
the house, would be rightful heir to all this magnificence.
One could hardly blame the young man that his breast
swelled proudly and his eyes gleamed triumphantly. He
had fulfilled the promise that he had made to himself, and
realized the clever scheme that he had once confided to his
friend ; he had essayed the flight and reached the summit of
his desire. At the age when many are only beginning to
lay the foundation for their future, he had already grasped
itt. Now he stood upon the once dreamed-of pinnacle, and
looked around at the world below.

The drawing-room door opened. Elmhorst turned and
took a step forward, but suddenly came to a stand-still ; for
instead of hisfiancée, whom he expected, Erna von Thur-
gau entered. She had changed greatly since the time when
she met the lost traveler on the cliffs of Wolkenstein. The
untrained child, who had grown up free and unrestrained
in her native mountains, had not lived three years in the
aristocratic family of her uncle to no purpose, and the
“ training ” of Madame von Lasberg was very apparent. The
little Alpine rose had developed into a young lady, who,
with perfect grace, but also with perfect formality, returned
Wolfgang’s bow. But how beautiful she had become,—
dazzlingly beautiful !

The once childish features had developed into a more
mature regularity ; they were still glowing with roseate
freshness, but they were tinged with a serious reserve
which had been foreign to those of the happy, care-free
child of the Baron von Thurgau ; and her eyes no longer
beamed with the untroubled, laughing joyousness of youth.
Now there was something in their humid, shining depths,
unfathomable as the wave of the lonely mountain lake from
which their color was borrowed, and as vague, yet full of
mysterious attraction, as its hidden waters.

It was a tall, stately figure which stood there in the daz-
zling light of the chandelier, in a diaphanous white robe,
with but a single water-lily for its adornment. A similar
ornament decked her hair, which no longer hung unbound,
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but was arranged in a fashion to display all its luxuriance,
and the golden-hearted white flower lay as if floating on its
lustrous golden waves.

“ Alice and Madame von Lasberg will be down directly,”
said she, coming forward. “ | believe uncle is here.”

“ He went into the dining-room for a minute,” returned
Elmhorst, whose greeting was as formal as her own.

Erna made a movement as if she were about to follow the
president; but it evidently occurred to her that this would
be a discourtesy to her prospective relative, so she remained
and cast an approving glance down the long suite of rooms.

“ You see the rooms for the first time in their gala dress,
Herr Elmhorst ; are they not beautiful ?”

“ Very beautiful ! And to anyone coming, like me, from
the wintry solitudes of the mountains, they are dazzling.”

" They dazzled me, too, when | first came here,” said the
young lady indifferently ; “ but one soon becomes accus-
tomed to such surroundings, as you will when you take up
your residence here. That is, in case your marriage with
Alice takes place in a year.”

“ Certainly next spring.”

“ That is quite a longtime off.
cided upon it?”

The young man appeared unaccountably bored at this talk
about his marriage. He took up and set down a large
majolica vase which stood near him, before he replied, with
an evident effort to divert the subject:

if | must, for | am not free to choose my own time. Be-
sides it must be postponed until the completion of the
mountain road, of which | am the engineer in actual
charge.

“ Are you really so fettered?” inquired Erna, with a
slight air of incredulity. “ 1 should have thought that it
would not be so difficult to set yourself free.”

“ To set myself free?—from what ?”

" From a profession which you will give up sooner or
later, anyway.”

“You seem to understand it perfectly,” said Wolfgang,
irritated at her tone. “ | know of no reason why | should
give it up.”

“ For the position which you will hold in future as the
husband of Alice Nordheim.”

The brow of the young engineer flushed darkly, and a
lowering glance warned the young lady that it was a rash
experiment to remind him that he was making a marriage
of convenience. She smiled, and her remark sounded like
a jest; but her eyes spoke a different language, which he
understood only too well.

Wolfgang EImhorst was not a man to be dismissed with
the stigma of fortune-hunter; he smiled also, and replied
with cool courtesy :

“ 1 regret that you should entertain such an erroneous idea.
To me my profession, my work, is a necessity of existence ; to
lead an idle life or one of pleasure is not at all to my taste.
That this should appear so strange to you------ ”

“ Not at all,” interrupted Erna ; “ | perfectly comprehend,
—a really consistent man must devote himself solely and ex-
clusively to his profession.”

Wolfgang bit his lip, but he parried this thrust also.

“ 1 shall presume to take this as a compliment. | have
devoted myself exclusively to my profession, and | hope,
even as ‘the husband of Alice Nordheim,' that my work
which | am now engaged on, the Wolkenstein bridge, will
do me credit. But this is not a matter to interest a lady.”

“ It interests me,” said Ernabitterly. *“ It was my father’s-
house that this bridge destroyed, and your work cost me an-
other and a more cruel sacrifice.”

“ Which was wholly unforeseen by me. | know, it, ' con-
tinued Wolfgang. *“ You remind me of an unfortunate oc

Have you positively de-
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currence, and your sense of justice must tell you that | do
not deserve the reproach.”

“ 1 do not reproach you, Herr EImhorst.”

“You did in that fatal hour, and you have done so again
to-day.”

Erna made no response, but her silence was eloquent.
Elmhorst appeared to have expected at least a formal de-
fense ; for his voice betrayed a rising bitterness as he con-
tinued : “ | have most to regret that | was the one to make
the fatal communication to Baron von Thurgau. It had to
be done, however, and its sad result was beyond mortal
power to foresee. Not I, Baroness von Thurgau, but an
iron necessity demanded the sacrifice of your ancestral home ;
the Wolkenstein bridge is not less guiltless than 1.”

“1 know it,” assented Erna coldly. “ But there are cases
in which one cannot be just; you must acknowledge that,
Herr EImhorst You are now a member of our family, and
you may be sure that you shall not fail to receive any of the
courtesies which our relation requires ; but I am not ac-
countable to anyone for my feelings. ”

Wolfgang looked her full in the face. *“ That istosay, in
other words, you hate my work and---—-- me ?”

Erna was silent ; she had long since put aside the child-
ish spite with which she had once flown in the face of the
stranger who unfortunately did not attempt to conceal his
scorn of her mountain legend. She stood before him per-
fectly calm and composed ; but her eyes had not forgotten
how to blaze, and at this moment they betrayed that theée
passionate nature of the girl was only outwardly subdued.
They flamed out like lightning, and telegraphed a startling
“ Yes 1”7 to his question, although her lips were dumb

Wolfgang could not possibly misunderstand, and yet his
gaze was riveted on those stormy, dark blue depths, as if they
held a magnetism he could not withstand, but only for a mo-
ment ; as he turned away Erna said in an easy tone :

“ We have really drifted into a singular conversation. We
speak of hatred, sacrifices and reproaches upon the eve of
your betrothal.”

Wolfgang turned back with a sudden, almost passionate
movement : “ You are rjght,—let us talk of other matters.”

They did not talk, however. A silence ensued, which was
oppressive to both. The young lady sat down and diligently
studied the painting on her fan, while her companion saun-
tered to the doorway of the adjoining room and seemed to be
admiring its decorations but his countenance no longer
expressed the proud satisfaction with which he had viewed
these surroundings a quarter of an hour before ; he looked
extremely irritated.

The reception-room door again opened,
Madame von Lasberg entered.

and Alice and

( To be continued.)

A Voyage Through Space.

The Moon.— Continued.

J ring-mountains and craters of the moon
" were formed by volcanic action, may be explained
= (3 in the following manner :

‘ The fiery, fluid masses inclosed in its cooling crust, force
an outlet to the surface (No. 1); the broken crust forms a
ridge on all sides around the opening, inclosing a funnel-
shaped depth, and the upheaved substances, ashes, lava,
and scoria, or volcanic slag, lie around the edge and form
the foundation for the circular-shaped mountain, which, as
the eruption continues or is repeated, gradually attains its
height.
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No. 1

 NO. 4.

But whether the force at last becomes exhausted, or each
successive eruption is less violent aud has not sufficient
force to throw the ejected matter so far, the upheaved
masses fall near the mouth of the opening, and gradually
accumulate in cone-shape until they form a mountain peak
(No. 2). Thus is formed the central mountain, which is
noticeable in most of the crater-like formations of the moon.

After the central mountain is built up, the fiery lava, con-
tinuing to seek an outlet, forces its way up on another o-
several sides (No. 3), so that two or more central mountains
are formed, and the flowing lava finally forms a level plateau
around them. Finally, in some cases, as is supposed, this

| streaming tide of lava rises so high that it entirely covers

the central hill or hills (No. 4) and we then have a moun-
tain like the remarkable formation Wargentin.*

The peculiar bright streaks which radiate from hundreds
of ring-mountains, especially from Tycho, have been ac-
counted for as being filled-up fissures occasioned by a

* See illustration No. 5 in the preceding article on ®*The Moon,” in the
December number.
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cracking or bursting of the lunar surface. Two English
scientists have illustrated this by an experiment with a hol-
low glass ball filled with water and then heated. The
water, in becoming hot, expands faster than the glass, con-
sequently there is an irresistible pressure against the glass
shell, and the result is that the ball gives way at its weak-
est point, causing an infinite number of cracks, which extend
in all directions from a common center. The similarity of
the arrangement of these cracks in the glass to the systems
of bright streaks on the larger ring-mountains, is, at all
events, very, suggestive.

Finally, as a matter of curiosity, let me suggest another
little experiment. Procure a powder which will not pack
and is not too light, as, for instance, starch obtained from
dextrine or road-dust. Having such a powder, make it into
a smooth layer,, and then drop a small quantity of the same
powder upon this layer, and the result will be a formation
surprisingly similar to the appearances upon the moon’s sur-
face. If you have any doubt of it, the experiment is so
very simple that it will be worth your while to try it.

Anyone who has tried it would naturally be tempted to
suppose that the formations on
the moon had been occasioned
by a similar cause, that is,
meteoric showers when the
moon was in a plastic con-
dition; this theory has, how-
ever, very few adherents be-
sides its originator, and
therefore we will not pursue
it further.

That the volcanic forces of
the moon have operated with,
much greater results and
created (greater formations
than those of the earth, is easy
to comprehend ; for if these
formations on the surface of
both bodies had been produced
by equally powerful forces,
those of the moon would have
occasioned still greater con-
vulsions, still higher mount-
ains. still deeper valleys, and
wider craters, because the force
of gravitation at the moon’s surface is only one-sixth as
powerful as that of the earth. Consequently there have
been upon the moon much more violent upheavals of the
outer crust, disturbed afresh by subsequent eruptions, ex-
plosions, and other extraordinary convulsions.

Of the four elements, according to the old philosophy, the
moon lacks three: air, water, and fire. If the least trace of
air were perceptible, its density would only be equal to
of the earth’s atmosphere. Bodies or streams of water do not
exist upon the moon, and the existence of fire is excluded
by the lack of air. But if the moon formerly was the scene
of such great volcanic disturbances, it must have then had
air, as well as water, for no volcanic action (at least such
as we know on earth) is possible without both of these sub-
stances.

Let us now
exhausted on the moon.
question to answer.

As we know, the earth becomes warmer the deeper we
penetrate beneath its surface. Neither water nor air can be
brought into contact with its heated interior without becom-
ing superheated or vaporized and driven out again. As the
cooling of the earth possibly always goes on, the water and
air will penetrate still deeper, until both substances are com

the air and water became
is not, however, a difficult

inquire how
This

NO. 5.— FORENOON ON THE MOON.

| leys and rocks on every side lie
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pletely absorbed in its cavernous depths. If the earth were
completely cooled off, then its pores would hold one hun-
dred times as much as all the seas of the earth and itsatmos-
phere put together. This absorption has apparently come
to an end on the moon ; while as the volume of the moon is
only about ¥ of that of the earth, this cooling and absorp-
tion must have gone on very much more rapidly than on the
earth. If this be the case, then the moon is only a prophecy
of what the earth will eventually become.

Let us now devote a short time to an observation of the
peculiar phenomena and events of the moon’s day, or the
lunar month, as they would impress a visitor from the earth,
not only those owing to the peculiar character of the moon's
surface, and the phases of the moon, but also those due to
the lack of air and water.

I must, however, remind my readers that, although this is
of necessity a supposititious visit, it is by no means a flight
of fancy, but is founded upon the facts discovered by scien-
tific investigation and deduction.

While no one has, as yet, actually visited the moon, what-
ever marvelous excursions may be accomplished by the aid
of scientific invention in the
future, our knowledge is quite
sufficient to gain a tolerably
accurate idea of the impression
we would receive in case we
could in person, as in thought,
visit the moon.

Let us select for our post ot
observation one of the great
ring-mountains situated on the
side which is turned toward
the earth, and station our-
selves upon the eastern bound-
ary of its ring-wall, looking
towards the morning light.
The day breaks suddenly. No
dawn, as upon earth, takes
place upon the moon, because
there is no atmosphere to take
up the sunbeams and carry
them over the mountain tops
long before the sun itself
appears. A very short dawn it
would be, anyway, for the sun
is hidden completely for so long that the time occupied in
its rising is comparatively trifling. During the first few
minutes only a faint light is emitted from the small portion
of the sun’s face which is visible. But when, in the course
of half an hour, the sun has half risen over the horizon, it
shines even more brilliantly than the noonday sun upon our
earth.

But what a sublime sight is the risen sun seen beyond that
atmosphere of ours which veils his chief glories ! The sun’s
disk is surrounded with a magnificent serrated circlet of
colored light, like that which is only seen on earth dur-
ing a total eclipse of the sun, although not red, as then,
but beautifully variegated ; this is the chromatosphere.
Besides this, faint streamers of light extend from both sides
of the sun ; these compose what is visible on earth as the
zodiacal light, which at all times is visible in the lunar
heavens, forming a zone around the zodiac, quite distinct in
appearance from the milky way.

A sunset on the moon displays none of that golden
splendor and gorgeous coloring we so often see on earth.
From the black horizon the sun abruptly withdraws its
undiminished rays, and drops behind the mountain peaks,
which it crowns with dazzling whiteness, while the val-
in deepest shadows, and,
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like islands of light, the mountain peaks float in a sea of
night.

During this absence of light,—a night three hundred and
fifty hours long,— no sound greets our ears. Nor does the ad-
vent of a new day awaken sounds from an animal creation :
no morning zephyr sighs through leafy tree-tops, no matin
twittering of birds arises to heaven, no plant unfolds its
leaves and lifts its blushing flower-face to receive the
caresses of the sunbeams. The morning sun shines across
a lifeless, barren land (No. 5). Twenty-nine times longer
than with us, the light of day is hidden behind mountain
barriers.

At last the sun returns. During the first twelve hours all
the eastern side of the crater walls opposite to us are flooded
with dazzling light. But when we turn to the other side, or
look within the crater, an impenetrable darkness baffles
our eyes. As hour after hour passes, and the sunbeams
reach the peaks which tower one above the other on the ring-
wall, finally completing the circle, the immense crater, with
a diameter of possibly ten miles, gleams like burnished sil-
ver. During the succeeding hours the rays of the morning
sun penetrate to the inmost
recesses of the ring-wall on
every side, until the opposite
hills, though miles distant, are
as distinctly seen as those im-
mediately adjacent.

The atmosphere of the earth,
as we know, lends much of
their charm to the landscapes
of earth. But on the moon
there is no such illusive veil,
beautifying and concealing all
defects, as the air draws over
the face of earth. On the earth,
too, the dazzling light of the
sun is tempered by its passage
through an absorbent atmos-
phere ; but on the moon there
is no such modification of the
sun's light. It shinesin all its
overpowering splendor, as if
quite near us.

This splendor of the sun is
the more striking because the
surrounding heavens are totally black. As there is no at-
mosphere on the moon, there is no such blue vault of heaven
as upon earth ; on the moon, the sky, even in the full noon-
day, is an inky gulf, a shapeless void, a black background,
compared with which our darkest skies are as the light of
day, and projected against which even the smallest star is
clearly visible even in the daytime.

As there is no atmosphere, there is consequently no light-
distributing agency upon the moon ; so that that portion of
the moon’s landscape which is not directly under the rays of
the sun, is without any light. The shadows are so black that
we have nothing on the earth to compare with them. From
our point of observation we see a perfectly dazzling bright-
ness on the illuminated side of the ring-wall, but on the
other side there is a region, miles in extent, where only
darkness meets the eye. Around us we see the startling
contrast between the most dazzling light and the blackest
darkness. The inky-sky space does not lessen the sharpness
of the contrast ; for the brightly illuminated mountains
which lie at the greatest distance from us, are outlined
against the black firmament.

These peculiarities make a terrible impression upon our
earthly eyes. The brilliant light and the coal-black shadows,
the absence of every essential which beautifies the land-
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scapes of earth, the black sky and the splendid sun, and the
total absence of every vestige of life, which, if it ever exist-
ed, must have been destroyed by the long extinct volcanos,
all this makes the landscape terribly desolate and empty.
The mountains rise in barren rocks clothed with no ver-
dure, covered with no mantle of snow ; no glacier lies in its
ravines, no avalanche breaks from its precipices. On the
plains we seek in vain for the clustering woodlands, or the
blue mirrors of lakes ; no meadows spread their green car-
pet, no stream wanders through reeds and grasses, or trick-
les over mossy stones. Barren and desolate extend the great
plains,— all of bare stone like the mountain peak where we
stand.

Perfect calm reigns over all, as deep and as silent as the
grave. Not a single stray zephyr caresses the barren sides
of the rocky peaks, no storm disturbs the quiet of the sur-
roundings. No cloud floats across the black sky, no dew
moistens the soil, no rain falls from heaven. The moon
lacks what we call “ weather.” The sun’s rays burn upon
the rocks during the day of three hundred and fifty hours,
and heat them to an extraordinary degree.

If we push one of the enor-
mous blocks of stone which lie
around us, we shall see how
easy it is to loosen it. and very
little force is necessary to throw
it down the precipice ; but nota
sound is heard as it rolls away,
no echo is awakened from its
rocky walls : the stillness of
death rules in the moon. A
thousand drums might be beaten
in this airless world, a thousand
cannon be fired, and not the
slightest sound would be heard.
The lips might move, the tongue
speak, but they could not break
the eternal silence.

Besides the thousands of stars
and the brilliant sun. a glorious
orb is shining above the horizon,
like an immense half-moon, but,
unlike the moon, beautifully
tinted in colors. As the morn-
ing hours pass and the sun pro-
ceeds on its way, this globe which floods the lunar lands
with a light far exceeding our moonlight, remains station-
ary in the sky. But itgrows smaller as the sun rises higher,
and finally becomes only a slender sickle of light, resembling
the crescent moon.

What is this unknown sphere which we have never seen
in the sky of earth ? It is the earth itself. We have often
imagined that the moon is only a servant of the earth, and
carries a lantern for its master during the night. What an
idle fancy! Here, on the moon, we see our proud earth
relegated to the position of the moon of the moon !

The shadows grow shorter much more slowly than on
earth, as the day advances and the sun attains its greatest
height. Then it is midday on the moon. On all sides
against the black heavens we see nothing but dazzling
brightness. The afternoon shadows lengthen slowly, first
lying darkly over the valleys, and creeping with measured
advance over the mountain precipices.

At last, one hundred and seventy-five hours after noon-
day, three hundred and fifty hours after the beginning of
the morning, the sunset hour approaches ; but with none
of the crimson banners of light we see on earth. The sun
approaches the dark limit of its daily course without any
diminution of its splendor. Its disk rests on the horizon,
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but its color remains unaltered. The short twilight lasts
only until the last of the sun’s disk is visible ; and then
the sky of night broods over the landscape The sight
which we then see is certainly the most beautiful which
could be presented to a visitor to the moon.

High above in the starry heavens shines the earth, like
an immense moon thirteen times as large as the moon
appears to us. When night first sets in, the earth is half-
lighted, like the moon in its first quarter ; in the course of
the night it increases to the size of the half-moon ; and by
midnight it is fully illuminated. As morning approaches,
the earth’s disk lessens ; and at sunrise it resembles the
moon in its last quarter. During the moon’s night, the'
earth turns fourteen times on its axis, and shows each por-
tion of its surface as many times in turn, its seas, continents,
and islands.

As the moon shows only one side to the earth, so the
earth always appears in the same relative position to the
moon. The sun, the planets, and all other stars appear
and disappear every fourteen days ; the earth alone quietly
keeps in its place, and never disappears.

The stars in the black sky around the moon appear in
the same positions as we have seen them on the earth.
But the stars do not sparkle as when seen from the earth ;
for this twinkling is caused only by the atmosphere of the
earth. As far as the horizon extends, the stars gleam with
undiminished radiance, the light of earth does n t interfere
with the faint girdle of light in the milky way, so that even
the smallest stars may be seen. Yet one thiug is lacking
in the moon’s sky. A shooting star never flies across its
black spaces, nor does the quick-flashing lightning write its
letters of fire upon the outspread scroll of darkness.

All around the landscape is lit with the splendor of earth-
light, thirteen times stronger than the full moon casts upon
the earth. We see the foot of the ring-walls, the crater-
floors, and every object far and near, with equkl distinctness ;
no fog obscures the vision, no cloud veils the earth-light.

We notice that during the night certain stars remain
longer in the east, and others longer in the west ; but we
observe that the phases of the earth are yet more peculiar.
She turns around seven times before her crescent increases
to a lialf-moon shape. The dark portion, also, is visible,
with a faint shimmer of light, a reflection of the moon’s
light shining on the earth.

The extreme heat which the moon absorbs during its long
day, is quickly lost again during the night, for the moon has
not. like the earth, an atmospheric garment to retain the
heat. During the long moon-night, therefore, it is fright-
fully, cold, yet we have not found on the high mountain-
peak where we stand, a trace of either ice or snow.

At last the waning light of earth heralds the morning.
In the east the upper edge of the sun’s disk illuminates
the highest mountain-peaks,—a new day dawns.

On the moon there are no changes of season ; day and
night are summer and winter. One day is precisely like
another : light and darkness, heat and cold, succeed each
other with absolute uniformity.

This is the moon,—a sphere on which silence, calm, and
immutability reign. The poet has sung of it, romantic
hearts have looked upon it as their friend and confidant ;
but a closer observation convinces us that it is only a dead
mass of silicates or gypsum. The moon is dead ; and if it
ever was the dwelling of a race like ours, that race is dead
also. A ruin of what it once was, an assemblage of ex-
hausted lava-pits and burned-out volcanoes, silent and calm
as death, but yet influenced and led by its master, the
greater earth,—this is the moon, so near to us, and yet
far different from anything with which we are familiar.
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A Twelfth-Night Party.

JHE Christmas festivities were over, and things were

e beginning to settle themselves into an i.fter-holiday

quiet at Mrs. Dalton’s, when one morning, a few

days after the New Year had been “ received,” the three

young ladies comprising the “ Kitty-Kat Club” filed into

the open door of Miss Dalton’s study, and Kitty Wood,

throwing herself down upon a rug in front of the fireplace,
exclaimed dolefully :

A There isn’t a bit of use in one trying to ‘ settle down,’ as
Miss Harlowe admonished us at breakfast this morning; we
we simply can’'t. Miss Dalton ; we haven’'t had our surfeit of
pleasure ; indeed, the Christmas and New Year jollifications
have only whetted our appetites for more. Can't you help
us get up something new and original while Polly Vane and
Virginia Vaughn are making their visit to us, Miss Dalton?
Come ! try and think up some new caper, that's adear ;” and
Kitty threw her most bewitching tone and look into the en-
treaty.

I: The addition of two new and wild 4kats9to your club
ought to suggest some wild prank, certainly,” replied Miss
Dalton, smiling. “ But why come to me? Are not your
mischievous heads prolific of 4capers’? | am only a staid,
steady grimalkin.”

*AYou're a dear, wise, worshipful cat, like those the old
Egyptians venerated, you know ; and then, don’t you remem-
ber, the Homans used the figure of a cat in their symbol of
liberty ? They said there was no animal so great an enemy
to constraint. Please, Miss Dalton, be our ally against con-
straint, and think up some kind of jolly entertainment for
the girls before they go.”

The whole three joined in the entreaty now, and Miss
Dalton promised to ‘4think up something.” Presently she
said, after a few moments’ cogitation : 411 have it! Next
Friday will be the sixth of January, which is Twelfth-night,
you know.” The girls nodded their heads and looked inter-
ested. “How would a Twelfth-night party, with cakes, and
a ring, and a king and queen, do ?”

“ Perfectly delightful ! You're ajewel—acat’s-eye ! Miss
Dalton,” exclaimed Kitty, jumping up from the rug and put-
ting a pair of plump arms about Miss Dalton’s neck andkiss-
ing her with her rosy lips. “And now tell us quickly all
about it. What shall we do, and how shall we arrange for a
Twelfth-night party ?”

Miss Dalton went to her book-shelf and took down an old
volume. “ Let us look over these pages ; they will perhaps
suggest some ideas on the subject.’* She went on with her
suggestions and talk, reading now and then a bit from her
book :

“ In the Christian church, of course you know, the festival
of the season is that of the Epiphany, and commemorates the
manifestation of our Saviour to the Gentiles ; but the gayer
and livelier celebration of the night, after which you will
pattern your Twelfth-night party, can be traced back to the
Saturnalia, a feast of the Homans which celebrated a happy
period under the reign of Saturn, in which every pleasure
was indulged. Slaves were freed from restraint during this
season, and jests and jollity everywhere prevailed ; presents
were exchanged among friends, and, like our 4Happy New
Year’ salutations, the people greeted one another with the
acclamations of (lo Saturnalia! bona Saturnalia/’

4 1n England, the celebration of Twelfth-night is still con-
tinued in merry-making. Dancing and games and the choos-
ing of a king and queen of these festivities, by means of a
ring or some little trinket baked in a cake, are favorite forms
of amusement. It is related that at one Twelfth-night party
in one of the early centuries, a huge cake or pie, made of
coarse bran and paste, into which live birds and frogs were
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introduced, was served, and the consternation and amuse-
ment of the guests 1lwhen the pie was opened and the birds
began to sing,” may be well imagined !

“ And now,” said Miss Dalton, laying down her book, “ I
would suggest that you girls arrange your party in this
way.” The girls drew closer and seemed deeply interested
as she proceeded to unfold her plan for their Twelfth-night
party.

“ Have an equal number of ladies and gentlemen among
your guests. Then make your Twelfth-night cake into
many small ones, a cake for each individual, frosting the
gentlemen’s cakes with pink sugar, the ladies’ with white.
In each of these cakes (with the exception of two, a pink one
and a white one) bake a small folded bit of paper contain-
ing a number ; for instance, a No. 1 in a pink cake, and a
No. 1 in a white cake, and so on ; and in each of the two ex-
cepted cakes bake a ring. The parties getting the cakes
with corresponding numbers will be partners fortlie evening
dances and games, as one is in the ' German,” you know, and
the gentleman and lady getting the cakes containing the
rings, will be king and queen, and leaders in all the festivi-
ties of the night. The cakes must be handed, with a small
after-dinner cup of coffee or tea, to the guests, when all are
assembled.”

“ 0 Miss Dalton!” exclaimed Kittie with a little shriek
of delight, “ thatis just too perfectly lovely for anything !
Isn't it, girls?”

Each girl gave a warm indorsement to the plan.

“ But where shall we find the cake ? and what kind shall
it be, Miss Dalton ?” asked practical Miss Derwent.

“ Oh, you shall show your abilities as cooks in this service,
and make the cakes with your own fair hands.”

“ O Miss Dalton !” wailed a trio in minor* and three
pairs of white hands went up in dismay.

“ Yes ; did you not all attend a ‘ cooking-class ’ last win-
ter? Now you have a chance to prove that you learned
something ! Parcher, the cook, will be away all to-morrow
afternoon, and | will arrange to have the kitchen at your
service. There you shall reign queens of * sugar and spice and
all things nice.””

After some little demurring, the girls finally consented to
try the experiment of making the Twelfth-night cakes with
their own hands, making Miss Dalton promise, sacredly,
that if their efforts were a failure, the attempt should be ‘a
dead secret, for ever and ever, amen. *”

The next afternoon, therefore, the “ Kitty-Kat Club”
met in strange, new quarters; instead of Miss Dalton’s
study, Mrs. Dalton’s kitchen was the scene of action. Each
girl arrayed herself in a long white Kkitchen-apron and a
coquettish little cap, both of which were vastly becoming.
Kitty had a very wise-looking book, from which she read
the following necessary “ rules and regulations for making
good cake.” She had taken down “ notes” at her class,
and these were worth preserving. She held a large polished
wooden spoon in one hand, with which she seemed to be
beating invisible eggs.

‘*Cake must be made in a cool place.
mometer, girls.] Do not bring the eggs into the warm
room until you are ready to break them. Have your table
as far from the fire as possible. See that the oven is hot.
Grease the tins. [Bridget, you may do that part/] Sift the
flour and stir the baking-powder into it. Use powdered or
granulated sugar. Mix in an earthen bowl. Now, Kate,
everything is ready. You read the receipt for our Twelfth-
night cake.”

Miss Grant opened her note-book and read therefrom the
following receipt :

“*Two cupfuls of butter; four cupfuls of sugar ; six cup-
fuls of sifted flour ; eight eggs ; two cupfuls of milk ; six

[Look at the ther-
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tea-spoonfuls of baking-powder; two tea-spoonfuls of vanilla
extract. Rub the butter and sugar well together, with the
hands, until light and creamy. Add the well-beaten yo ks
of the eggs, stirring in thoroughly. Sift the baking-powder
into the sifted flour, stirring well. Add the milk and
flour alternately, a small portion at a time, until both
are in. Add the flavoring, beat the whole rapidly for a
minute or two. Lastly, very lightly and carefully, stir in
the beaten whites of the eggs. Bake in two good-sized
loaves, or in small patty-pans, and frost the tops.”

These rules were followed implicitly, and the result was
satisfactory. When the batch was baked and frosted and
quite ready for inspection,—and they looked, for ail the
world, like so many pink and white satin pincushions,—the
girls invited Miss Dalton down-stairs to touch, taste, and see
their work; and after inspecting the very pretty display,
and testing the merits of the cake by eating a generous one
made especially for that purpose, she declared them “ both
delicious and ornamental,” and said instead of many cooks
| spoiling the broth,” they had given it an extra flavor.

“ And you are quite sure you put in the numbers and
rings, girls?” asked Miss Dalton. *“ | forgot sugar, once,
in my cake.”

“ Oh no; | assure you each cake holds a secret in its heart,”
replied Miss Derwent.

“ Isn't it exciting and lovely !” exclaimed Kitty, eyeing
the batch with curiosity. “ | do wonder which mine will
bel”

“ You mean, which his will be, don't you, Kitty,” teazed
Miss Grant.

“ I mean, of course, which of the guests will be queen
and king,” replied Kitty, blushing.

When the twenty-four merry invited guests of the “ Kitty-
Kat Club” assembled in Mrs. Dalton’s large parlors on the
evening of Twelfth-night, there were various conjectures as
to what the order of entertainment for such a party might
be. They were speedily informed, and when the cakes and
cups were passed around, and each one in eating discovered
their partner, the dancing and games, led by the queen and
king, began. The two cakes containing the rings were
found to be in the possession of Miss Polly Vane and her
lover, Mr. West; and as their engagement was on the eve of
announcement, it was agreed upon that it was indeed a
happy choice that had thus proclaimed them king and
queen.

In the dining-room a little surprise awaited them. In the
midst of the creams and jellies, stood a huge, profusely
frosted and decorated cake. This the Kking was requested
to cut and distribute. At the first incision of the knife he
looked surprised, and smiled. The cake was of bran, and
contained, besides a music-box which began to play merrily,
two dozen pretty little “ German ” favors of bells and bangles,
which each guest attached by its gay ribbon to some portion
of his or her attire ; then, adjourning to the parlor once
more, to the gay music of the Virginia reel, and the jingle
of the bells and bangles on the merry dancers, the Twelfth-
night party came to an end. Augusta dk Bubka.

Stage-coaching is an exercise highly recommended for
amateur actors.

It’s N0 use arguing with an amateur photographer—he
has views of his own.

If the human race was evolved from the apes, it at least
has the satisfaction of knowing that its ancestors were intel-
ligent— they were educated in the higher branches.

No woqder there are so many unhappy marriages, when
the ‘*best man ” never gets the bride.

An inventor is peculiarly subject to water on the brain.
He always has a-notion in his head.
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In a dark and lonely canyon, 'twixt the foot-hills and “ the range”

Where the snowy peaks and lofty never vary, never change,

Two miners dwelt together, in a cabin rude and bare,—

Two stalwart men, contented, knowing naught of grief or care.

Jim Landis was the elder—by a year perhaps or more ;

Bill Kebbler was the other, and their years they lightly bore.

In peace they worked together in the deep and timbered “ drift,”

Where the mighty blows of Landis, with unerring aim and swift,

Struck the tempered drill while “ turning” in the hands of Bill, who
sang

Till the walls of the Ogallallah with the cheery echoes rang.

In peace they ate their frugal fare, and slumbered side by side ;

No stronger tie 'twixt man and man, in all this world so wide,

Could e’er be found, search high or low, than these two breasts did
fill, —

Such love had Bill for Landis, such was Landis’ love for Bill.

In pain they nursed each other, being mother, wife, and friend;

And many a tear had started when they thought they saw the end.

One evening, as they sauntered toward their dwelling, labor o’er,

They saw a female figure in the homely cabin door,—

A female form, and lovely, ynth. features ghastly pale.

At first she muttered wildly, then gave a piteous wail,—

A wail which showed that Reason feebly tottered on her throne.

“ Alone,” she cried, “ deserted !” *“ Alone—alone—alone !”

In deep and awful silence gazed the twain in pity, dumb.

On the fair and fragile maiden who but seemed a spirit come.

They kept her in the cabin, where they nursed her night and day,

And their tender ministrations drove her fearful dreams away.

For days and weeks she lingered in the'shadowy vale of Death,

For hours and hours together gave no sign of life nor breath.

Then came the dawn of reason, in the soothing twilight hour,

When Landis and his partner, overcome by Love’s sweet power.

Had taken each a shapely hand, which, tenderly caressed,

Sent throbs of sweet emotion thro’ each gentle brawny breast.

She gave no sign, no motion, hut opened wide her eyes,

And gazed on Bill and Landis with a look of wild surprise.

A horny hand each temple brushed ; two voices soothed her fears.

“What brings me here?” she murmured, thro* a flood of blinding
tears.

They told her how they’d found her at the threshold of the door ;
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How cheerfully they'd nursed her for seven weeks or more.

She could not speak for sobbing, but breathed a silent prayer

To Him who makes the grateful his fondest, dearest care.

At length her tongue responded ; then she told her tale of woe,—

How she’d wandered from companions, in the canyon miles below.

She said she was an orphan, by a wealthy dame retained

To do her daughters’ bidding, 'twas thus her bread she gained.

While trav’ling with this party, some three besides heTself,

She strayed behind for flowers, to a rocky hanging shelf;

In striving hard to reach them, she fell, and knew no more

Till the sweet return of reason found her safe within their door.

With gathering strength the roses came and nestled in her cheeks ;

The days and hours lengthened into happy, happy weeks.

Tho'’ the partners loved the maiden, yet they kept their love
concealed.

Each fearing that the other should see the same revealed.

In vain was all precaution to keep such passions still ;

While the maiden wept for Landis, yet she gave her heart to Bill.

The bond of years was broken ; their friendship rent in twain ;

And a life once full of laughter, soon became a life of pain.

In bitter, deep dejection, Jim’s heart seemed turned to stone,

And the hideous, green-eyed monster soon claimed him for his own.

In vain he tried to live it down ; and so, one morn at dawn

When Kebbler called to Landis, he found his friend had gone.

He only took his share of gold, and left this message penned :

“ You robbed me of my flower, Bill—she robbed me of my friend.”

Soon Kebbler and the maiden in a neighboring camp were wed,

And a year of sweet devotion o’er the tender couple sped.

One night, when clouds were gathering o’er the mountains wild and high

The gentle wife was praying, with Kebbler kneeling by.

They thanked Him for His goodness, they thanked Him o’er again ;

* God bless our poor Jim Landis 1I” and Kebbler said “ Amen !”

Through a chink in the cabin facing, Jim Landis saw and heard;

And his burning tears controlling, moved off without a word.

He’'d made a tedious journey, his friend and love to see,

And now rushed off bewildered, so overcome was he.

With the changing moons, an infant to the miner’s wife was born,

And the life of good Bill Kebbler seemed a cheery, endless morn;

But the darkness came ; for fever, dread foe of mountain life.

Robbed the infant of its mother, and the miner of his wife.

She lingered for a season, but the Reaper laid her low,

And Kebbler, all distracted, dug a grave beneath the snow ;

In the frozen ground he laid her, near the shaft-house on his claim.

Where the pines no more shall know her, tho’' they love her still the
same.

O’er the slumbering babe, still grieving for the wife he’d loved and
lost,

All the fair in life seemed withered, like a flower by the frost.

“ Were it not for you, my baby, I would end this life of care! ”

Then, kneeling by his offspring, he sought relief in prayer.

He vowed he’d do his duty ; to the will of mercy bend ;

Breathed a word for her in heaven, and another for his friend.

On a threatening night, while thinking, as he slowly paced the floor,

In his arms his babe infolding, came a knock at the cabin door.

“ Come in,” said Bill, “ and welcome ; come in, whoe’er you be,

For the night is dark and stormy, and the cabin cheer is free.”

In a moment more, Jim Landis in the open door was seen ;

And his face—all tears and furrows—showed his honest grief was keen.

“ Forgive,me, Bill* forgive me; but | couldn’t stay away.”

“I've prayed for this, Jim Landis,” was all poor Bill could say.

Then heart to heart rejoicing, the partners stood and wept,

While on the arm of Kebbler, the infant softly slept.

Bill gave the babe to Landis, and he tried his tears to check,

And the little one, still sleeping, clasped its arms around his neck.

Then Landis said to Kebbler: “ Tho’ the mother’s love was thine,

Yet the babe of the Ogallallah shall be your love and mine.” -

So the dawn of a rosy morning, all radiance, beamed and smiled

O’er the bond by the mother severed,~greunited by the child.

William Stafford Brooks.
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Going Out For Wool.

C ER TA IN irreverent and vulgar persons were accus-

tomed to style Mr. Edward Carter and his friend

Dr. Charles Raymond “ a pair of smart Alecks.” 1
say nothing against this opinion, but would respectfully
submit the other side of the case. Mr. Carter considered
Dr. Raymond’s as the brightest mind (with one exception,
of course,) to be found in the newly risen generation; and
Dr. Raymond entertained a similar esteem for Mr. Carter.
No one could possibly know either better than they knew
each other ; so that this opinion is certainly entitled to some
respect.

These two choice spirits had devised various means of
amusing themselves at the expense of their less gifted fel-
low-creatures. The professions of law and medicine, which
they had respectively embraced, not affording sufficient
scope for their energies, they were constantly on the look-
out for new means of employing their superior talents.
He who discovered such a way was regarded with admiring
envy by his friend,

“ Jsay, Ned,” remarked the Esculapian. walking into the
lawyer’s office one fine day, “ I've got an idea.”

“ Re-mark-a-ble,” drawled Mr. Carter ; for they did not,
as a rule, manifest in words their mutual respect.

“ Let us investigate the proportionate number of fools
feminine in this place,” quoth the man of science.

“ We have frequently done so,” objected the legal light.

“ But in a way that we have never yet tried. Let’'s adver-
tise for a wife.”

“ 1 don’t have to,” responded the other, with easy superi-
ority.

“ Oh, 1 know you’re engaged, and all that; but | didn't
mean to be in earnest about it. | mean just for the fun of
the thing, to see how many would be fool enough to answer
it.”

Mr. Carter considered the subject for a moment, but his
legal acumen could see no reason for further resisting the
desire of his friend, and the two concocted a pair of adver-
tisements which were in the highest style of the art. It is
enough to say that in each one the charms of the gentlemen
were set forth with no overweening modesty ; while it de-
manded that the lady should merely be young, beautiful,
accomplished, rich, of domestic tastes, a good housekeeper,
and a brilliant conversationalist. | may have forgotten a
few of the requirements ; but these were certainly the prin-
cipal qualities demanded.

Each was to keep his experience a profound secret from
the other for the space of two weeks ; at the end of that
period Dr. Raymond was to resort to Mr. Carter’s office, and
they were to narrate.- faithfully and in toto, the results of
the advertisement inserted by each.

Promptly at the appointed time the physician sought the
lawyer. He came reluctantly, as if he half-feared the recep-
tion with which his romantic tale would be received ; his
coming was awaited with dread.

“ Oh, you've come; have you?” sighed Mr. Carter; “ I—I
thought maybe you’d have a patient that would detain you.”
“ Your imagination does you credit,” returned Raymond ;
if mine were as active, | should say that | thought maybe
a client would be seeking your advice ; but I cannot picture
that state of affairs to myself.”

“ But I've had a client.” was the response, with a certain
air of triumph. Dr. Raymond was sure that it must be
triumph, although it was so carefully subdued as to re-
semble disgust.

“ And I've had a patient, a pretty one, too,” he answered,
endeavoring to assert his equality ; 4 but let’'s get to busi-
How did your advertisement pan out ?”

ness.
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“ Oh, | got seventeen answers, and every blessed one of
them seemed to think that she filled the bill exactly. Six-
teen of them couldn’t spell, and their letters were horriblv
written,—not the society scrawl, but a labored attempt that
showed that the writer would do well if she could.”

“ Deserve credit for it,” murmured the other : “ most of
the girls try to see what an undecipherable scratch they can
put on paper.”

“ It can’'t be worse than your prescriptions would be, if
you ever have occasion to write any,” retorted the lawyer ;
“ but keep still now, or else tell your story first.”

“ For Heaven's sake, go on !” implored Dr. Raymond.

“ 1 divided these sixteen into squads of four, and se-
lected three P. M. on four consecutive days, as the time of
meeting; that corner across fhe street, as the place. Each
was to carry a white handkerchief as a signal.”

MYou wrote to four to come at once ?” inquired Raymond,
with interest tempered by incredulity.

“ Of course. You should have seen each glare at the
other three as she noted the sign which was to distinguish
her from all others. | kept discreetly in the background
up here, and saw it all, myself invisible.”

“ But about tlie seventeenth ?”

“ Well, her letter was different; and as she seemed to be
a jolly widow, | thought I'd have a little fun ‘ under ihe
rose.” You know that Alice is so confoundedly jealous, the
mischief’'s to pay if | look at another woman ; so this was
a temptation. She said she was twenty-seven, that her in-
come was sufficient to maintain her, but she desired the
companionship and protection of a husband. She had been
the belle of her native town in Kentucky before her mar-
riage and subsequent removal ; she had had some thoughts
of studying for the operatic stage, but had shrunk from the
ordeal of public appearances ; then she had dabbled in art,
but was not satisfied with the achievements which her
friends so warmly commended. | thought there must be
a hitch somewhere, that such a woman should answer an
advertisement, but | wrote to her and made an appoint-
ment, which both of us kept. She was a stunner, and no
mistake —just lots of style, and as pretty as a picture ;
while her manners were wonderfully fascinating.”

“ 1 wonder what Miss Dennison would have thought of
her ?” thoughtfully remarked Dr. Raymond.

“ Oh, keep still, and let me get through, will you? She
was pretty well gone on me, from the first. That isn’t van-
ity—f]|

‘ eSounds like it might be,” commented Raymond, critic-
ally.

“ Wait till you hear it all. She was awfully soft, and
when we could not meet, she insisted that | should write to
her. Of course | couldn't see her every day, but she seemed
to be satisfied with a letter when 1 told her it was impossi-
ble to come. But she wasn't very easy to please with the
letters. She reproached me for my coldness continually. |
didn't want to pile it on too thick, but | got deeper into it
than | had any notion of when | began. Finally, one day,
I wrote her one that was pretty warm, and the next day she
was here.”

“ Had you told her who you were?” inquired Raymond,
with some surprise, and a keener interest than the case
seemed to warrant.

“ What do you take me for, anyhow? I'm not quite a
fool, or at least | thought then that | wasn't. | called
myself Mr. Edwards, and told her | was a bookkeeper ; |
don't know how she found out the truth, but here she came
anyhow.”

“ It is singular how one’'s concealed identity can be
discovered in a big city like this, isn't it?” remarked the
physician, philosophically.
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“ Very. But then, | suppose she followed me stealthily
from some of our meetings, and made inquiry of someone
that spoke to me. Well, she came, she saw, and | may as
well* confess that she conquered. She insisted upon inter-
viewing me in the inner office, although 1 assured her that
we would not be interrupted here. | showed her in there ;
she stood a moment with her hand upon the knob, as if she
had half-changed her mind. Finally, she sat down.”

“ What did she want ?” was the curious inquiry.

“ She wanted to make a fool of me, and she did it to per-
fection ! ” was the savage response. 1*She spoke of the let-
ters which she had received from me. and said she supposed
that 1 would not like Miss Dennison to see them. She
seemed to have found out all about me, Somehow or other.
She admitted that they were not signed, except by the ini-
tial E, but remarked that my handwriting was peculiar, and
would readily be recognized ; and when she said that they
would be rather difficult to explain away, | knew that it
was so. | knew well enough that if Alice were to see those
letters | might as well make up my mind never to go there
again ; but 1 was so thunderstruck at the woman’s con-
founded impudence, that | could do nothing but sit and look
=t her.

“ *What do you think it would be worth to get possession
of the documents in question ?9 she asked me, with a sneer-
ing laugh.

“ 1 demanded to know if she had them with her ; and my
voice sounded hoarse and unnatural, just as a novel hero's
would under similar circumstances.

“ ‘1 have them here,’ she answered, and took them from
her pocket as she spoke ; iif you will give me two hundred
edollars, 1 will destroy them here, in your presence ; if you
refuse, 1 will scream until the attention of people in the
building is attracted.

“ It happened that | had received a remittance of two
hundred dollars that very morning ; it was nearly every cent
I had in the world, but | resolved that | would have those
letters. | tried my best to beat her down in price, but she
was obdurate. She told me that she knew | had the money,
and that it was foolish to expect her to sell them for any less.
So | paid her, got hold of the letters, and burned them.
That's all.”

Dr. Raymond sat silent.

“ Come now, old boy, that won't do,” remonstrated Mr.
Carter ; “ I've told you what a fool | was ; let's have your
experience.”

“You needn’'t emphasize your pronouns in that way,”
returned the other, with an air of offended dignity ; “ re-
member that | went into it fancy-free. Have you never
heard of such things resulting in life-long happiness?”

“ Well, yes, in stories,” admitted the lawyer, reluctantly ;
“ but I always suspected that the author stood in with the
publisher for a share of the advertising profits.”

“ Like you,” continued Dr. Raymond, serenely disregard-
ing this offensively matter-of-fact explanation. “ | received
a number of answeis. but | did not practice on confiding
femininity as you confess to have done ; it did not occur to
me. | made separate appointments with each one ; if |
failed to keep most of them, it was because a distant view
of the waiting female convinced me that | had better not
take any chances ; so | skipped, without giving any sign of
my presence. Like you, | received one letter which excited
my curiosity—shall | say my interest? But she was not a
widow— widows are apt to be tricky. She was an unmar-
ried lady of twenty-odd years, hailing from Boston, although
much travel had made her rather cosmopolitan. A personal
interview showed that she was ‘all my fancy painted her,’
and | was inclined to think that | had indeed discovered
*the not impossible She,’
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“1 had my doubts of the delicacy of any woman who
would answer such an advertisement, but she confessed to
so much shame at having yielded to the whim, that | could
not help but forgive her. Any man can forgive a charming
woman an indiscretion, particularly when he is the cause of
it; and | waited impatiently for a second interview. She
told me that she was engaged to a cousin, whom she de-
tested ; but family pride had forced her into it, and she
dreaded the day when she must stand at the altar with him.
I hated that cousin ; | wished that | might meet him under
circumstances that would give me half an excuse to knock
him down. | revolved plans for breaking that engagement,
and determined to discuss the subject with her at our second
interview.”

“And did you break it?” inquired Mr. Carter eagerly.

“ Don't interrupt; it's impolite when | am talking, al-
though necessary and excusable when you are holding forth.
She sent an excuse the next day. To say 1 was disappointed,
is to put it very mildly; and | wrote her a note, telling her
how | longed to break the hated bonds that kept her from
me. Yes, it was rather sudden, | know ; but | really
couldn’t help it. She answered evasively ; and | wrote
again, urging her to see me. That's the way it went on.
One day 1 was surprised to hear that my professional ser-
vices were required.”

“ 1 should think it would be a surprise,” remarked Mr.
Carter. “ Was it the fair Bostonian ?”

“ The messenger told me that Mrs. Gray wanted me to
come at once, and of course | went. | had no thought of any-
thing but surprise at receiving such a summons from anyone,
and | had never heard of Mrs. Gray before. | reached the
house, and was conducted upstairs; then, for the first time,
I saw that it was my inamorata that | was to attend.

“ She blushed and stammered charmingly when she saw
me. She had not been feeling well, she said, and had asked
Mrs. Gray to send for a physician, but did not know that |
had been summoned. Mrs. Gray was considerate, and left
us alone together. She drew from beneath her sofa-pillow
the letters which | had written to her.

“ “You urge me to break the bonds which bind me to an-
other, and be united to you. That other is my husband,” she
said, in a low voice ; ‘ what do you suppose that your rich#
generous, and straitlaced maiden aunt would say to your
making love to a married woman ?’

“ *But you told me—' | began, and then | couldn’t get any
farther. She laughed, and put out her hand to me.

“ “You're a foolish boy,” she said, *and | forgive you tor
it. | suppose you really couldn’'t help falling in love with
me ; but the letters that you have written would shock your
respected relative dreadfully. Wouldn't they, now?'

“ 1 stammered something about her betrothed, but she
lauglied again ; and | remembered that the expressions | had
used would apply to a husband as well as to a lover, to a
divorce as well as to the breaking of an engagement.

“ “Give me the pin which you wear,’ she said, ‘and | will
give you the letters.’

“ I looked at her in astonishment. The pin was a valu-
able stone, a gift from my aunt last Christmas ; and the pro-
position seemed preposterous. She was in earnest, however*
and finally I made the trade. | really could not afford to
have my aunt get possession of those letters, with any such
interpretation attached to them.”

“ But you said you were in love with her,” objected Mr.
Carter, apparently bewildered by the change in the senti-
ments of his friend.

“And so | was,” replied Dr. Raymond, coolly ; “ but I'm
not quite so much so, now. Did you have an idea that you
were the only individual that could indulge in buying up
his own letters?”
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" Well, it strikes me that we Lave both been done,” re-
marked the lawyer, contemplatively.

“ By the way. what did your divinity look like ?” inquired
Raymond, a sudden suspicion crossing his mind.

“ This,” was the laconic reply, as the lawyer opened a
drawer of his desk and produced a cabinet photograph of the
dashing brunette.

“ We’'ve both been done,” returned the physician, reverting
to his friend’s former remark, as he gazed at the photograph;
“ and by George ! it's the same woman that's done it."”

‘*Did you ever hear of going out for wool and coming back
shorn?” was Mr. Carter’'s inquiry, after the pair had ex-
pressed their feelings rather more freely than 1 like to re-
cord.

“Yes, I've heard of it, but | never want to hear of this
particular instance again,” was the answer; and the tone
was by no means lamb-like, although the speaker may have
felt sheepish.

Neither Mr. Carter nor Dr. Raymond could afford to violate
the confidence which the other had reposed in him, and they
continued to manifest the same flattering regard for each
other. The Kentucky widow, alias the traveled Bostonian,
was not given to telling all she knew, and never whispered
to anyone how she came into possession of that two hundred
dollars and a diamond pin. How, then, did the present
chronicler get possession of the facts? A good story is always
suggestive. This one suggests that question.

Miriam K. Davis.

Thoughts For The Hew Year.

W e linger near the door of the New Year,
Wondering to feel this sudden rapture swell
Our hearts with a new hope,—in life’s sweet
chimes we hear
Another bell.

A strange new light, a golden-gleaming dawn,
Though fading, fleeting, but a moment here —
I think the days of life are quicker here and gone.
With every year.

We follow Time upon his onward path,
Through starlit spaces to a fairer day;
His flying wheel rolls on through cloud and sun,—
no storm of wrath
Its course can stay.

Following, fair as in all aeons past,
The trooping months attend him in his round,
Giving or taking all life's joys,—yet one to last
Was never found.

The spring-time months with .sudden storms and
smiles,
With budding blossom and unfolding leaf ;
The summer months with roses sweet as love—when
it beguiles ;
And autumn’s sheaf.

Yet these are not so fair as those we seek,
Nor do they smile like those we knew of old.
We must go further, further, further on —the days
grow bleak
With winter’s cold.

Time steals our forcfe, and slower we must move.
As passionate power wanes to a colder mood.
How hard ’'tis now to gain our simplest needs,—or
those which prove
Uncertain good.

Oh'! well for those whose swifter days have sped
Not in a race to an ambitious goal,
Casting aside as hindrance life’s best gifts,—for gain
that fled,
Losing the soul.

Oh ! well for those for whom the tide of years
Washes no wreck by storms of passion wrought,
But greet each New Year’s bright recurrent dawn with
hopes, not fears,

And grateful thought.

Ellis Forrester.
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Her Mistake.

ci“ AR away down the road that stretched its dusty
Iength as far as the eye could reach along the rolling
ROUE prairie, a black speck could be seen, its motion hardly
perceptlble yet unmistakably bringing it nearer and nearer
to alittle group of ladies and officers, who, from the vantage
point of the Commanding Officer's porch, were impatiently
watching its slow approach.

A tall, slender youth in cavalry uniform, who was watch-
ing the approaching vehicle through a field-glass, slowly
lowered it, and facing the expectant glances turned toward
him, with mock seriousness and importance answered their
inquiries.

*1 have the honor to report that there is reason to believe
that the young ladies are actually coming. | have seen a
blue parasol protruding from the sunny side of the stage.”

This announcement was received with expressions of
pleasure mingled with requests for the glass, and an ani-
mated conversation concerning the young ladies whose
arrival they were awaiting was kept up until the coach
passed through the wide gate, and lumbered down the road
in front of the officers’ quarters.

It had been a cold, hard winter for the little four-company
garrison of Fort Barnes. For days at a time, communication
with the outside world had been well-nigh cut off. The
mails had been carried to and from the nearest railroad sta-
tion, distant some seventy-five miles, upon the sinewy backs
of weather-hardened Indian scouts ; for the cold and the
snow made it impossible for teams to travel.

The twelve officers and seven ladies of the little garrison
had lived through the long winter almost like an immense
family. Before the winter’'s end, each one knew most of
the life-history of every other one of the garrison, and every
story in the stock of each had been repeatedly told in the
hearing of all, until they, not being united by the bonds of
love and blood existing between the members of a real
family, began to grow tired of each other, and to long for a
change of some kind. So when spring sunshine and balmy
breezes had run the snow-banks in tiny crystal rivulets down
to the muddy Missouri, the announcement tlrat the Misses
Dickenson were coming out to spend the summer with their
sister, the surgeon’s wife, was welcomed with great joy.
The announcement also caused several of the younger
unmarried officers to send Fast, post-haste, for new uniforms
to replace the old and somewhat dingy ones ; and rendered
sweet little Mrs. Bliss—the surgeon’s wife—even more pop-
ular than ever.

The day of the young ladies’ expected arrival had come,
and some time before the stage was due, the little group on
the Commanding Officer's porch had begun to form to dis-
cuss the prospect, and to see the new arrivals. As the stage
drew nearer, the doctor and his wife, detaching themselves
from the little group, walked down the road toward their
house, which was the last one on the line. As the four very
wet and very tired mules stopped with the coach in front of
the surgeon’s quarters, two soldiers went to the boot and
<commenced removing certain trunks and bundles that it
contained. Some of the ladies’ eyes may have; followed the
soldiers, but those of the officers were centered upon the
coach-do'or, from which Doctor Bliss and his charming wife
were assisting the new arrivals, with hospitable welcome.

Travel-stained and dust-covered, they appeared a trifle
embarrassed when they noticed the far off group of spec-
tators ; but nevertheless the kiss that the taller one gave
the doctor, caused young Buttons, of the Cavalry, to turn
‘to his companion, Swift, of the Infantry, with the remark :

“Umm ! Rapid, how would you like to be standing in
<old Pills’ shoes now ?”
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Soon after the hostess and her visitors had disappeared in
the house, the little group broke up and the officers sepa-
rated to attend to their respective duties.

Fort Barnes was generally considered a very pleasant post.
It was built, like all Missouri River posts, on the top of a
low bluff that formed the river's bank during the season of
“ high water.” Along one side of the parade-ground ran a
road, facing which were built the officers’ quarters, known
as “ the line.” Along the other three sides were built the
soldiers’ quarters and the administrative building, in which
were the offices of the Commanding Officer and the post ad-
jutant.

Of all the officers of Fort Barnes' little garrison, none
probably welcomed with such delight the young ladies* en-
trance into their circle, as did Lieutenants Buttons and
Swift. They had graduated from the Academy only the
June before, and both felt keenly the comparative isolation
of their positions on the frontier. Both were fond of the
pleasures of society, and both deplored the necessity of
“ wasting their sweetness on the desert air ”—and married
ladies. They had urged Mrs. Bliss to insist upon the young
ladies making her a long visit, promising to make it pleas-
ant for them to the best of their well-known abilities.
They had gotten some new music, and made the soldiers
who formed the “ Fort Barnes String Band ” practice it un-
til the time was perfect. They had broken several horses
to the side-saddle, and many and pleasant were the plans
that they had formed.

When the two left the Commandant's porch that after-
noon, Buttons declared that the pretty girl with light hair
and blue eyes should command his undivided attention ;
while Swift had boastfully replied that he would “ make an
impression on that sweet thing with brown eyes, or die in
the attempt.”

After dress parade that evening, when helmets and wav-
ing plumes had been exchanged for the more comfortable
forage-caps, the officers and ladies of the garrison called to
pay their respects to the fair visitors. So, in the course of a
few hours, the young ladies became quite well acquainted
with every soul in the garrison whom they were at all likely
to meet. Nothing unusual occurred during the evening,
except that it was noticed and laughed about that Captain
Dunn remained very persistently at Miss Clara Dickenson's
side, apparently completely fascinated by the glamour of her
brown eyes.

Captain Dunn had never before been known to look with
interest upon any woman. In fact, he never went near a
lady except when, once a month, he made a tour of the gar-
rison, and paid his duty calls. One of the first remarks that
he had made to Swift, when, fresh from the Academy, he
had reported to the captain for duty in his company, was :

“ Mr. Swift, 1 hope that you have no idea of being mar-
ried, sir. My company has never had a married officer in it
since | took command of it, some seven years ago.”

So, as may be imagined, it caused no small amount of
surprise and merriment when his devoted attention to the
fair new-comer was noticed.

Two short, happy months passed quickly by. and the
brazen sun of a Dakota summer had burned everything to a
russet brown. But the evenings and the early mornings
were cool and pleasant, so that many delightful little plans
for picnics, moonlight rides, and visits to Indian villages,
had been conceived and carried out. On all of these occa-
sions Buttons had been the faithful cavalier of Miss Joseph-
ine Dickenson; and so marked had been his “ undivided
attention,” that his place by her side was now never ques-
tioned, and the rumor had crept around, as rumors always
will in a garrison, that when the fair Josephine came to
Fort Barnes again it would be as Mrs. Lieutenant Buttons.
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Mr. Swift had not been quite so fortunate, however. In
all of his attentions to Miss Clara, he had found an ever*
ready rival in the heretofore redoubtable Captain Dunn.
Hardly would lie seat himself by Clara’s side”™on the doctor’s
porch for a tete-&-tete, when the captain would drop in to
call. Frequently when the captain was one of the party going
out for a moonlight ride. Swift would have to remain behind
to attend roll-calls with the company, until finally, by a
lucky chance, he was detached from his company duty, and
placed in command of a company of Indian scouts that had
been enlisted at the post.

General sympathy was with Swift, or “ Rapid,” as he was
familiarly called, who was a great favorite, rather than with
Captain Dunn, who, previous to the young ladies’ arrival, had
spent the greater part of his time at the post-trader’s store,
while he performed his social duties in the most perfunc-
tory manner possible. The number of his visits to the
trader’'s store had decreased wonderfully, however, since
hearing Clara remark one day that nothing could ever per-
suade her to marry a man who drank.

One pleasant evening in August, Swift called at the doc-
tor’'s to take Clara for a walk along the river bank. They
had been gone but a short time, when the clouds began to
pile up in an alarming manner ; so they gave up their walk,
and, as usual, took refuge on the doctor’s front porch. Rapid
had made up his mind to find out where he really stood in
Clara’s affections, before he said “ Good-night.” He felt,
from the first, that he had loved her, and the impediments
that Captain Dunn had placed in the way of his success,
only served to fan the flame and increase his desire to suc-
ceed. His tones were waxing tender, and he was gradually
working up to the point of telling Clara of his love, when
he was interrupted by Captain Dunn, who “just dropped
in.” Exasperated by the interruption, and knowing it was
useless to wrait for Dunn to go, Swift excused himself and
left. He did not go home, however, but strolled down the
line to Buttons’ quarters.

Buttons lived in one side of a double set of quarters, of
which Captain Sharpe, a great friend of Captain Dunn'’s,
occupied the other side. They had a common entrance and
a common hall. In this hall Swift hung his cape, on enter-
ing, and knocking at Buttons’ door, he went in. He con-
fided to Buttons his little romance, and told him of the
evening’s disappointment. Their conversation drifted into
Academic reminiscences, and it was a late hour before Swift
arose to go. When he looked for his cape in the hall, he
found that it was gone.

The infantry facings had but a short time before been
changed from black to white, and it so happened that. Swift
was the first officer at Fort Barnes to have the lining of his
cape altered, so that for some weeks past he had been alone
in the glory of a white-lined cape. When he found it gone, he
at once decided that some of the younger officers had taken
it as a joke ; so borrowing a rubber coat from Buttons, he
thought no more aboqt it, and went home.

* * * * * * *

Soon after Lieutenant Swift left Miss Clara Dickenson
and Captain Dunn on Doctor Bliss’ front porch, the latter
gave evidence that his errand was the same that Swift's had
been. When Clara became conscious of this, she did every-
thing in her power to avert the scene that she knew must
ensue upon his avowal of any affection for her. But the
Captain either did not or would not understand. He told her
that for many years he had been a confirmed bachelor, but
that she had entered his life like a ray of sunlight, and had
wanned up those passions that had lain dormant for years.
He told her that he loved her as he had never believed him-
self capable of loving anyone, and that he could never love
anyone else in the same way.
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Poor Clara hardly knew wiliat to reply. Her tender heart
made her shrink from saying anything that would cause him
pain, and yet her course was plain. So summoning all of
her courage, she told him that she had tried to prevent his
saying what he had just said, because she could not reply as
he would like to have her; that she admired him as
soldier (for he was undoubtedly a brave man, and had made
quite a “ record ” for himself), but that she could not and
did not love him ; that she had tried to show him this from
the first; that she was very sorry, and hoped that they
could remain friends—and that she must say “ Good-night.”

The doughty veteran stood there for fully a minute after
she had gone into the house. Surprise, chagrin, rage, and
jealousy conflicted in his breast. Mechanically he started off,
and his feet, almost without his knowing it, carried him to-
ward the post-trader’s store, to which they had taken him
so often before.

By the time he had reached Captain Sharpe’s quarters, he
had so far recovered himself as to remember that it was
raining. He entered the house, thinking that he would
borrow Captain Sharpe’s cape ; but not finding him in, and
seeing his cape, as he supposed, hanging in the hall, he
took it, and throwing it around him followed along the path
leading to the store. In his misery he never noticed that
the cape was lined with white instead of the usual cavalry
lining of yellow.

A few hours later, all of the lights in the officers’ quarters
along the line had been extinguished. The rain had ceased,
and the clouds were trying to break apart to allow the sickly
beams of a very old and very small moon to break through.

Doctor Bliss’ quarters were at one end of the line, the
house being separated from the road by a plot of grass and
a fence. The entire family were sleeping peacefully, when
a peculiar sound in the side yard awakened most of them.
The sound was unquestionably that of a man’s voice, but so
thick with liquor as to be unrecognizable.

“ Doctor ! ” it said, MO, Doctor !”

The doctor finally arose, and, followed by his wife, went
to the window. The two sisters in the next room were
peeping through their blinds, almost before the doctor
called out to ask what was the matter.

“ There’s goin’ t’ be a great Indian outbreak, doctor. 1've
come around to protect you wi’ in’ life. You're staff, doctor—
you can’'t fight. But young ladies, I'll protect you wi------ ”

At this juncture, the speaker, who had loosened his hold
on the picket fence, and was trying to emphasize his words
by an eloquent gesture, lost his balance, and fell headlong
to the ground. Just as he fell, the moonlight, breaking
through a small rift in the clouds, shone upon the white
lining of his cape. Clara gave a piteous little cry, axl tear-
ing herself away from her sister's embrace, she threw her-
self on the bed and sobbed as if her heart would break. In
vain her sister tried to soothe her, until with a mighty effort
at self-control she stemmed the flood of her grief, and dry-
ing her eyes, said to her sister :

“ Jo, | will never believe another man as long as | live.
That wretch told me solemnly, only this afternoon, that he
had never touched a drop of liquor since he entered the
army last June.”

Meanwhile, the courageous defender had gathered him-
self together *.nd regained his feet, and was about to begin
again his professions of gallantry, when the doctor inter-
rupted him with :

“ Go home. Rapid. You ought to be ashamed of yourself
coming around here in such a condition at this hour of the
night. Go home, nnw, and go to bed.”

The man gazed at aim in a half-cornprehending way, then,
leaving his cape where it had fallen, he started away, down
the line.
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Tlie Bliss family were by no means the only members of
the garrison whose rest was disturbed that night. About
four o’clock, Lieutenant Swift was awakened by a furious
pounding at his door. Springing out of bed, he admitted an
orderly, who saluted and said :

* The Commanding Officer's compliments, sir,
will report at his office at once.”

Swift hurriedly dressed, and as he was walking rapidly
to the office, he noticed that the lights were burning in the
Cavalry barracks, and the men were bustling about.

“ By Jove !” he muttered to himself, “ this means busi-
ness,” and he increased his walk to a run. Upon reaching
the Commandant’s office, he reported for orders.

“ Have your company of scouts mounted and ready to
leave the post at six o'clock. You will accompany the two
troops of Cavalry and render them any assistance in your
power. About one hundred and fifty Indians have left the
reservation, and are supposed to be traveling down the Mis-
souri River.”

“Very good, sir,” and he was gone.

Hurrying to his scouts’ quarters, he roused them and
ordered them to catch their ponies and be in the saddle soon
after sunrise. Then stopping at commissary and quarter-
master’s only long enough to attend to matters necessary for
their departure, he returned to his quarters, to get his arms,
a buckskin hunting-shirt and such bedding as he needed.

Promptly at six o’clock the column, consisting of the two
troops of Cavalry and the one company of scouts, moved down
the line. It halted in front of the Commandant’s quarters
to receive his parting instructions, and to await the arrival
of the wagon-train. All of the garrison was, by this time,
awake, and assembled on the front porches to see the depart-
ure of the troops.

Catching sight of Clara and her sister, Swift tossed his
reins to the scout nearest him, and ran over to bid them
farewell. As he neared the doctor’s quarters, Clara turned
and went into the house. This puzzled the young man, but
after saying “ Good-bye” to Josephine, whose manner was
unexplainedly cold, he asked if he might see Miss Clara
before they started.

“ Sister asked to be excused. Mr. Swift.
curred last night, she could not see you.
your cape down to your quarters to-day.”

Before she had finished, the bugles sounded the 4*for-
ward,” and Swift bad only time to cast one pained and
bewildered glance upon her, and hurry to his post. Many
an hour after that, his mind was filled with those enigmat-
ical words ; and failing to find a better solution, he finally
came to the conclusion that the young lady was offended be-
cause of his sudden departure upon his captain's arrival the
night before.

and you

After what oc-
We will send

* * * * * *

It was four o’clock in the afternoon of a hot July day.
For miles and miles nothing could be seen but the end-
less succession of brown, barren, sunburned hills. Not a
tree, not a drop of water, nor a green thing as far as the
eye could reach. Toiling patiently up one of the low hills,
was a long column of men, their horses wet from ears to
croup, from the intense heat. Sunburned and covered with
dust, they could hardly be recognized as the same band of
horsemen that with prancing steeds had marched out of
Fort Barnes but two short weeks before.

Riding near the center of the column were five prisoners
of war, their hands tied together on the pommels of their
saddles. These were Little Turtle and four of his braves
who had longest resisted capture. The remainder of the
marauders, with the exception of fifteen killed in a skir-
mish,-had made their escape, and, from the direction of their
trail, were trying to get back to the reservation. Some

distance in rear of the column were three rude pony-litters
guarded by a few troops. In these were the badly wounded,
consisting of Lieutenant Swift and two troopers, the former
suffering from a dangerous arrow-wound in the right breast.
Far out ahead of the column rode five Indian scouts. Sud-
denly one of them stopped his pony, and shielding liis eyes
from the glaring sun with one hand, pointed far on ahead
with the other. All then quickly wheeled their ponies
behind the shelter of a neighboring hill, and Hawk Man,
the scout who had made the discovery, rode back to report.

“ Sir, one man on horse comes this way. Me and Butcher
ketch um.”

Having secured the necessary permission, he and his com-
rade Butcher separated themselves from the little party, and
passed out of sight. The column was halted, and the cap-
tain, followed by his adjutant, took position behind a rock,
from where they could see what was to result. The little
speck which the sharp eyes of the scout had discovered
to be a horseman, alternately appeared and disappeared as it
surmounted the hills and descended again into the coulees.
It had disappeared and remained concealed from the watchers'
eyes for some time, when suddenly it was seen again accom-
panied by the two scouts. They were now near enough for
the stranger to be recognized as a soldier mounted on a mule.
The column was again put in motion and advanced to meet
the two. The new-comer proved to be a messenger from
Fort Barnes, bearing dispatches for the Commanding Officer
in the field, and letters for some of the officers. The dis-
patches ordered the troops back to garrison, saying that the
report of the skirmish had been received, and that all of the
marauders except the killed and the prisoners, had returned
to the reservation.

Among the letters were two that Buttons took from the
messenger and carried back to Swift's litter.

) ‘* Read them to me, old man. | am too weak to sit up to-
| day,” was Swift's request when Buttons arrived. One was
addressed in a feminine hand, and this Buttons opened first,
and rfad :
Fort Barnes, June 30, 1882.

“ Dear Mr. Swift —You will doubtless be surprised at
receiving this from me, but | could not let an opportunity go
by of telling you how sorry | am not to have seen you on the
morning of your departure. There was a dreadful mistake,
and | am very sorry for it. You must have thought me very
unappreciative of your kindness to me during my visit here.
I cannot trust myself to explain on paper, but will do so fully
when you return.

“ We have all heard from the dispatches of your gallant
conduct in the fight, and regret deeply that one of those aw
ful Indians succeeded in shooting you My sisters send their
kindest regards, and the doctor says that you must come
straight to, his quarters, where we can nurse you back to
health again.

“ Hoping that we will see you very soon, | am,

“ Your sincere friend,
“ Clara B. Dickenson.’

“Well, Rapid, | knew that there was something up the
day that we left. What have you two been doing to each
other? What is this ‘terrible mistake ' ?”

“ 1 give it up. Buttons. .The little girl wouldn't see me
when we left, and your fiancee was an iceberg. But read
the other letter. It may shed some light on the question.”

Buttons read :

“ Fort Barnes, June 30, 1882.

‘“ Dear Mr. Swift : | write to apologize to you for some
trouble that it seems | got you into. | borrowed your cape
the night before you left, thinking that it was Sharpe’s,
Later in the evening, | was taken for you on account of its
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white lining. You will hear the details soon enough, so |
will not enter into them here. | assure you that the blun-
der was unintentional, and 1 am sorry to have injured you.
It taught me a lesson, and | never shall so disgrace myself
again.

“ Yours with respect,

“Dunn.’

A few days later, the troops marched back into Fort Barnes.
Swift was quartered at the surgeon’s, and the good care that
he received there soon put him on his feet again.

One evening, during his convalescence, Rapid and Clara
were seated in their old place on the surgeon’s front porch.
The moon was shining brightly upon the parade ground,
and tinging with silver the waves of the river under the hill.
The sweet notes of the bugle sounding *4taps ” had just died
away, leaving a hushed silence over all, when Swift, taking
one of Clara’s small white hands in his, said :

Clara, your sister and Buttons are going to be very
happy. Why should not we be, too? | love you better than
all else beside. Won't you love me just a little?”

“ Have you quite forgiven me for that awful mistake,
then ?*

“ Of course | have

or rather 1 will, if you will say just

one little word for me.”
“ What is the word?”
] Yes!”

Lieut. E. M. Lewis, U. S. Army.

Practical Etiquette.
VII.
DINNER-PARTIES.

Y hostesses shrink from the ordeal of giving
dinner-party, knowing well that it is one of the
ost troublesome forms of entertainment. But

culties, and rewards her trials by granting her the palm
among entertainers if she succeeds in her undertaking.

To invite a person to dinner is considered as a very great,
perhaps the greatest, social compliment. The host thus
shows his intentions of true hospitality, by asking his guest
to join his family at their most important meal ; while he
emphasizes these intentions by apotheosizing the ordinary
dinner into a glorified feast, a brilliant occasion, a party in
miniature, with all the advantages, and none of the draw-
backs, of an ordinary party.

If the hostess wishes to invite a guest to a quiet family
dinner, she may say so in her note, or she may use the
equivalent French expression “ will you not dine with us
en famille,” or she may say “ without ceremony.” For a
ceremonious dinner, however, a formal invitation is issued
in the names of both host and hostess.

The formula should be :

Mr. and Mrs. James Qreen
request the pleasure of
Mr. and Mrs. Thomas White's company at dinner, on
Thursday, November fifteenth, at seven o'clock.
47 Clermont Avenue.

Any invitation to dinner should be answered without
delay, as the hostess naturally wishes to know whom she
may certainly expect, and to have time to fill the place of
any one who may decline. To so formal an invitation as the
above, an acceptance or regret equally formal in character
should be returned :

ifis, at the same time, one of the pleasantest; an'd”q‘ﬁg
hostess should remember that society appreciates herbai?f-
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Mr. and Mrs. Thomas White
accept with pleasure the polite invitation of
Mr. and Mrs. James Green for dinner on Thursday,
November fifteenth, at seven o'clock.

or,
Mr. and Mrs. Thomas White
regret that a previous engagement
(or illness, or an unfortunate event,)
prevents their acceptance of
Mr. and Mrs. James Green's polite in/oitation
for Thursday evening, November fifteenth. *

To a less formal invitation the reply would of course be
less formal. The style of the invitation should be a guide
for the formality of the reply.

It is considered very rude to break a dinner engagement
without serious cause, such as illness or a death in the
family ; and in case of necessity for doing so, the hostess
should be immediately notified.

The proper dress for a late dinner is full evening-dress
for gentlemen,—black swallow-tail coat, black trousers, and
low-cut waistcoat, with white muslin or mull tie.

For very elegant occasions ladies wear light colors and
decollete or square-cut dresses ; but for even quite cere-
monious dinners, dark rich fabrics are considered suitable
for toilets, and for these, high corsages made or trimmed in
a dressy fashion are usually preferred. Both ladies and
gentlemen remove their gloves on sitting down at the table ;
it is not allowable to eat dinner, luncheon, or any “ set”
meal with gloves on.

Should a hostess keep dinner waiting if one or more of
her guests are late ? As a matter of strict etiquette she is
not obliged to do so, since the laws of politeness make it the
guests’ duty to arrive not more than five minutes later than
the hour designated. A good-natured hostess would be apt,
however, to wait for a quarter or half an hour, especially if
the delaying guest were a person of distinction. Many
do not wait in any case, arguing that to do so would
want of courtesy to the punctual guests.

Dinner is usually announced soon after the arrival of the
last guest, and the host leads the way to the dining-room,
offering his arm to the lady for whom the dinner was given,
or to the eldest or most distinguished lady present. The
other couples follow without special order, save that the
younger yield to the elder, the hostess invariably com-
ing last, accompanied by the most distinguished gentleman,
or the one for whom the dinner was given. No matter how
distinguished the guest of honor may be he does not take
precedence of the host.

A gentleman gave a dinner-party, not long ago, for an
English nobleman, and asked his guest to lead the way to
the dinner-table. In doing so he undoubtedly made a mis-
take. Foreign etiquette demands that a royal personage
shall thus take precedence of other people, on the ground
that a royal guest is copsidered to take possession of his
entertainer's house for the time being ; it becomes his
house, he commands it temporarily, and the guests are
invited in accordance with his wishes. But this rule does
not apply to the nobility; and the host of the dinner-party
of which | have just spoken, was guilty of a breach of
etiquette toward the lady whom he himself took in to
dinuer, since it was her right and privilege to head the pro-
cession with him.

The lady who is the guest of honor sits at the right of the
host, the second place of honor being on his left. In the
same way the gentleman who takes the hostess in to dinner
sits on her right hand, and the gentleman who is second in
distinction or importance sits on her left.
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For a ceremonious occasion a card with the name of the
guest should be placed beside each plate. This arrange-
ment saves much trouble, and prevents needless confusion
and hesitation. Even at an informal dinner, the hostess
should decide beforehand where each guest is tosit, since

this is avery important point: husband and wife should never

be placed next each other, neither should the brilliant talk-
ers ; these latter should be seated beside the quiet people
who are naturally disinclined to conversation. Particular
attention must always be paid to the placing of strangers,
who should find themselves next to people who will be in-
clined to make themselves agreeable. Other things being
equal, a stranger should take precedence of other guests,
and is usually the guest of honor.

It is the custom at some houses to say grace before the
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sake—to help himself to water, where there are water-
bottles on the table ; he will avoid reaching in front of his
neighbor, and will ask the latter to pass the carafe, if he
himself cannot conveniently reach it.

If the feast begins with oysters on the half-shell, our
i. f. will look out for a small oyster-fork, with very short
square prongs, as it is with this that he must eat the
bivalves. This fork is usually placed on the right-hand side,
beside the knives, the other forks being on the left. A piece
of lemon is usually placed in the center of the oyster-plate.
If the oysters are unduly large, they may be cut in two with
the fork, but not with a knife, which is reserved for meats
served plainly ; i.e.. not made up into the various forms of
“ celestial hash or stew” which the French have given us.
and for which a fork is a sufficient weapon.

guests sit down to table; at others, grace is said after every
one is seated ; while at others again there is a silent grace,
or the ceremony is omitted altogether. Guests therefore
should carefully watch the actions of the host and hostess,
in order that they may not carelessly interrupt a religious
ceremony by untimely conversation or laughter. Where a
clergyman is present, it is usual to ask him to say grace;
and in some families ordinary guests are asked to do so : but
I think that this latter plan should be avoided, as it some-
times embarrasses a person very much to be requested to ask
a blessing who is not in the habit of doing so. A gentleman
should draw out the chair for a lady he escorts to the dining-
room, and assist her in moving it up to the table again before
sitting down himself, unless there are servants enough to
attend to this duty.

At private houses, menu cards are now seldom used.
Where the service is a la Russe, as is now the custom at all
elaborate and formal dinners, matters are much simplified
for guest and host alike. A well-drilled butler is the King
of the feast, and with his assistants attends to all details, so
that the guest has nothing to do but to eat what is set before
him, and make himself agreeable to his neighbors. Even at
a dinner of this sort, however, there are some snares for the
unwary ; and as a clever society-woman said to the writer
recently, *41t is well to look out for surprises about the time
-when the sherbet is likely to appear.” She had recently at-
tended a dinner where sherbet was served in rosebuds made
of rose-colored ice, and one of the guests, mistaking the
little pink iceberg for a real flower, picked it up, and the
sherbet was spilled, leaving her a sadder, but a wiser
woman.

Persons who have lived quietly in city or country often
feel quite nervous if they are invited to attend a formal
dinner-party, and imagine that they will be surrounded with
all sorts of difficulties ; but these difficulties are for the most
part purely imaginary.

Proceed boldly, but quietly, and eat what is set before you,
without endeavoring to determine its precise nature. This
you cannot expect to do, and it is entirely unnecessary that
you should. Thus, chicken and fish arranged in certain
ways look very much alike. The guest will attack the

While it is a mark of bad breeding to eat rapidly, ouri. f.
must also avoid the other extreme, of delaying unduly
long over any course, thus keeping the rest of the company
waiting. It is impossible for some persons to eat and talk
at the same time ; but for a diner-out this is an indispens-
able accomplishment, unless'he is willing to starve. 1| do
not mean to say, literally, that one should talk and eat at the
same instant of time, but one should manage skillfully to
alternate the two, and avoid devouring an entire course in
silence. If our i. f. observes that everyone else has fin-
ished eating, while he himself is not so far advanced, he
need not be at all troubled by this circumstance, since it is
not an unusual one. Let him, in such a case, simply lay
down his knife and fork, and the servant will soon relieve
him of all further embarrassment by whisking away his
plate. At an informal dinner where one has reason to sup-
pose that there will be only one course of meat, it is allow-
able to finish eating, even if other persons are thus kept
waiting a little while.

Our i. f. must bear in mind that it is now the rule to
begin to eat as soon as one is helped, since it would greatly
delay the service of the present elaborate style of din-
ner if the guests waited at each one of fourteen or more
courses until everybody were served. Our i. f. will also, in
accordance with modem usage, retain the plate which is
handed to him, instead of passing it along, as the latter
course is sure to create confusion and delay. If there were no
servant to wait upon the table, a gentleman would, how-
ever, hand to the lady next him aplate which the hostess gave
him, unless tbe latter requested him to keep it himself.
She should not do this, be it said en passant, as it is an in-
variable rule that all the ladies, including those of tbe
house, should be helped before any of the gentlemen,
whether guests or members of the household. (For an old
or infirm person, an exception might certainly be made to
this rule.)

Our i. f. may possibly have had the bad habit of cutting
up his bread with a knife, or of putting pieces of it in his
gravy. Neither of these practices is allowable ; bread
should be broken, not cut. Thus, at diuner, one would
break off a small piece of bread at a time, rather than take

uncertain viand with the fork (since croquettes, rissoles,
and the various compound French dishes are eaten with
the fork alone), but if it is found to be a simple slice of
chicken, the knife may then be used—of course only as an
implement for carving. The knife should never be used to
press food on the fork, and, | need hardly say, should never
be placed in the mouth.

Perhaps it will be well, however, to begin at tbe begin-
ning, and to give an imaginary inexperienced friend a few
hints as to possible dangers. In the first place, the ice-water
may be placed on table in carafes, or water-bottles, of white
or colored glass. Of course it is entirely proper for our

inexperienced friend—whom we will call i. f. for brevity’'s
Von. XXV.—January, 1839—13

a bite from the entire slice or piece, as bread should always
be cut in small, thick pieces at this meal. With the soup
there should be no special difficulty, save the recurring one
of eating it quietly ; gentlemen who wear moustaches find
soup a troublesome dish to manage. Bread should not be
broken into a plate of soup.

The hostess should caution her servants to be very care-
ful not to fill the soup-plates, and to hand them so that no
drop may spill. Where two soups are served, as is custom-
ary at elaborate dinners, a lady wearing an expensive dress
shrinks in dread from a footman bearing in each hand a
plate of soup, lest he may ruin her gown. But soup is an
important adjunct, even to a simple dinner, and those who
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are accustomed to it dislike very much to dine without it.
Thus, a dinner with only one course of meat, if this were
preceded by a soup, and supplemented by salad, some deli-
cate pudding or sweet dish, fruit, and coffee, would be a
meal in which all the essentials were comprised, and to which,
if it were well served, a host need not be afraid to ask either
a friend or a stranger.

Our i. f. may use the knife, provided it be a silver one, in
removing the bones from his fish. A steel knife should never
be used with fish. He need not hesitate to help himself to
olives (served on a small dish or plate) with his fingers, al-
though it is better to have a spoon upon the olive-plate.
Olives are eaten with the fingers, and so are salted almonds.
Neither of these dishes forms a course by itself, but they
are eaten between or with its courses, the guests often hand-
ing them to one another. For salad, a knife is not usually
needed, although one may be used when the salad contains
whole leaves of lettuce.

While itis the fashion to eat ice-cream with afork (a fash-
ion by no means universally followed), water-ices are of
necessity eaten with a spoon. Fruit requires great care
and nicety in eating. Bananas should be peeled and sliced
with a knife, and eaten with a fork. Pears and peaches, if
at all juicy, are better managed with both knife and fork.
All stones and seeds should be quietly removed from the
lips with the thumb and fingers, and laid upon the edge of
the plate. Most persons avoid eating oranges at a cere-
monious dinner, it being so difficult to eat this juicy fruit,
and the preparation of it taking so much time. Oranges
may be divided into sections and eaten with the fingers, or
cut up in small pieces and eaten with a fork.

Our inexperienced friend should open the door for the
ladies when they leave the dining-room, if his seat be near
the door. He may follow them to the drawing-room, or he
may remain in the dining-room with the other gentlemen,
who usually make but a short delay, and then join the
ladies in the drawing-room, where coffee is served.

It is well for all gentlemen to know how to carve; for
though the carving is usually done on the sideboard or in
the kitchen, in houses where a large number of servants are
kept, many people prefer to have the joints come to tl\e
table before they are cut. It is the duty of the gentleman who
sits next to the hostess to offer to relieve her of the carving.

Our i. f. must remember to remove promptly the finger-
bowl and doyly from his plate in order not to delay the ser-
vice of the fruit course. At the end of this course, he will
dip his fingers dai ily into the finger-bowl, and pass them,
thus moistened, over his mouth, wiping both mouth and
fingers on a fruit-napkin, if one has been provided ; other-
wise upon his dinner-napkin. At a ceremonious meal the
napkin is never folded, but simply laid beside the plate.
At an informal meal, many persons fold up their napkins,
especially if the hostess fold hers.*

In conclusion, let us hope that our inexperienced friend
will not neglect eithef of his neighbors at table because he
is absorbed in the pleasures of eating, or because he wishes
to listen to some more brilliant talker across the table.
This may be done occasionally, hut not constantly. He must
also avoid talking across people or endeavoring to entertain
the entire company, unless it be at the house of an intimate
friend, or unless he is an exceptionally brilliant and agree-
able man. Even the most agreeable persons must be care-
ful*not to monopolize conversation, since this is a sin which
society does not readily forgive.

Florence Howe Hall.

* Suggestions about the arrangement of the table, etc., will be found in
the article entitled “ A Little Dinner-Party,1 in the Magazine for last Feb-
ruary, and also in the article “ Laying the Table,” by Mrs. Florence
Howe Hall, In the last March number.
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The Head of Orpheus.
(See Page Engraving.)

TH E classic myth of Orpheus, the divine poet, musi-
cian, and philosopher, has furnished sweetest inspira-
tion to countless modern poets, musicians, and artists.

Thrace is fabled to have been the birthplace of Orpheus,
son of Apollo and the muse Calliope, and the lover-husband
of the nymph Eurydice. Disconsolate at the loss of this be-
loved wife, who died from a serpent-bite, Orpheus took his
lyre and descended to the dominion of Pluto, resolved to win
his love from Hades or share her fate. Easily enough he
gained admittance, and at the music of his ‘‘golden shell”
the tortures of the accursed were forgotten, and the dark
ruler of the realm of the dead gave him back his Eurydice,
on condition— there is always a condition—that he should
not look back at her once until they had reached the upper
world.

Alas ! love is so often its own executioner ! In his tender-
ness and anxiety and loving doubt, he forgot the condition
and looked back.—to behold her, indeed, but for the last
time. She smiled and vanished, and left him to wander
desolate upon the Thracian mountains. Here he encoun-
tered the Mcenades, who, frenzied with Bacchanal orgies and
enraged at his sorrow, fell upon him and tore him to pieces,
and only his severed head and lyre were afterward found,
having been wafted to the shores of Lesbos, where they
were piously interred.

The beautiful painting by Gustave Moreau, “ Jeune Eille
avec la Tite <rOrphfe”— “ The Head of Orpheus”—illus-
trates the sad close of the legend, and is a work full of the
subtlest fascination.

A young girl clad in richly embroidered draperies of a
fashion half-classical, lialf-Oriental, and combining exquis-
itely harmonized tints of blue and green, stands holding on
a lyre of ivory, elaborately painted and wrought, the head of
Orpheus,— of godlike beauty even in its bloodless and deathly
pallor. She gazes down on it with an expression of bound-
less though subdued pity, through which pierces, too, some-
what of an unconscious amorous longing.

In the personality of the painter Gustave Moreau there is
also, as well as in his works, something of the attraction of
the enigma, living as he has the life of a recluse, and con-
cealing even from his most intimate friends all but the
barest details of his early life and training. He was bom
about the year 1828. but although devoting himself enthusi-
astically to art, it was not until 1864 that his reputation
became established as a distinct personality. It was the
famous “ CEdipus and the Sphinx,” exhibited at the Paris
Salon of 1864, which exposed the painter to the floods of
criticism which swept in varying tides around his work.
Andrea Mantegna, Leonardo da*Vinci, and the later Lom-
bard school of art seem to have influenced him strongly,
yet the more discriminating of critics recognize the origin-
ality and genuineness of his refined and penetrating, if
somewhat fantastic, art.

Drawing Models for Juvenile Artists.— The amusing
sketches on the following pages will be found exceedingly
interesting to the youngsters, especially those whose infan-
tile ideas expand in an artistic direction. They are excel-
lent drawing models for the slate or blackboard, and can be
traced readily on a transparent slate or thin paper. The
youthful artist fond of color can paint over them in water-
colors as they are, and throw a new light on the thrilling
adventures of the Porkers and the belligerent sparrows, by a
lavish use of red and yellow paints. The more advanced
disciples of art will find these excellent designs for doylies
and decorative purposes in general.



DEMOREST'S MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 171

Gets Burned. S S————— Is Laid Up.
DRAWING MODELS FOR JUVENILE ARTISTS.

THE PORKER FAMILY, AND PLAYING WITH FIRE.
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-

Victoriouss
DRAWING MODELS FOR JUVENILE ARTISTS.

. R THE SPARBOWS AND THE CHERRIES, AND MR, PUG AT DINNER.
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Our Girls.

ang Reading for

Easy Science and Travels.

very early youth | remember being much im-
pressed by a story something like this :

The children (this was long ago when children
were rigorously reared) all revolted, threw off the parental
or scholastic yoke, and made a Declaration of Independence.
This was easily accomplished, as the children were more
than three to one, as bold as lions, and as quick as squir-
rels. Then came a time of holiday and revelry. School-
books were sold to the rag-man for waste paper, trim lawns
were turned into croquet and ball grounds, and the fruit-
erer, baker, and ice-cream man had more orders than they
could possibly fill. But the grocer and the butcher .were
unhappy, for plain food was quite neglected in favor of
sweet things.

The juvenile dynasty, like the great empires of old, met
its ruin through its luxuries. The elders soon got the upper
hand once more, and let us hope that, being strong, they
were merciful. They gained an easy victory, because the
children were all sick and starving, both at once, poor
things! in consequence of having fed entirely on sweeties.

Many persons choose their reading as those children chose
their food. As they ate only to gratify a love for sweet
things, these people read only to gratify a frivolous, or
sometimes morbid taste. In consequence, their minds are
sick, as is evident when they turn from wholesome, stimu-
lating books, as one cloyed with dainties turns from plain,
nourishing food; and their minds are starving, because
their reading has given them neither sound knowledge,
high aims, or noble thoughts. They seem to think that
literature is only meant to amuse us. But good books (and
only such shall concern us) are to teach us, to make us
think, to comfort us, and to put and keep before us noble
motives and high ideals. They are also to pass the time
pleasantly and to make us laugh; but amusement is by no
means their chief purpose.

It does not follow that a book is dull because the writer
has a noble purpose in view. On the contrary, some of the
most entertaining stories in our language are also the most
inspiring and the purest. But those who look upon reading
only as a recreation are apt, even when they read such
stories, to miss .the thought or truth which is the very
soul of the narrative; while they let the dust gather on the
histories, biographies, and travels which would make them-
selves very agreeable if only they were not so severely
snubbed and slighted.

This is one evil effect of the overwork in most schools.
Pupils, naturally anxious to stand well in their class, must
spend so many hours in hard work, that when there is
leisure for reading, the overstrained mind turns to light,
not to say frivolous, books. If less time were spent in
enforced study, and if girls were encouraged to devote part
of their leisure to good reading, we would have, in the end,
better educated women.

As it is, they graduate with a stock of acquirement, much
of which is of little value, unless they use it in teaching,
but with so little general knowledge that they cannot con-
verse intelligently with cultured people. They can seldom
write a good letter, because they have, not the command of
language which we can get by wide and well-chosen read-
ing. Sometimes they have not even formed a taste for
good books ; for this appetite, like many others, grows by
what it feeds on. They are, in fact, so much schooled, that
they are not at all—in the highest sense— educated.
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A few months ago | visited in a household where there
were three daughters, whose ages ranged from twenty-one

to sixteen. These girls had passed most of their lives in a

| d» part of Virginia, where the onl
SeEE TRABY TS P gini Y
school within™ miles was a country district school, attended

by an uncombed, unwashed, unmannerly tribe of scholars.
The mother disliked such associates for her girls, and
equally disliked to send them away to a distant boarding-
school. They have received only such education as this
good mother could give in brief intervals of leisure, supple-
mented by what some of the wisest and greatest of earth
could give them—through books. The result is that these
girls are more truly educated than many who have taken
degrees at female colleges. They “ take” the allusions
which naturally arise when people talk of books and ideas.
If a standard work is mentioned, very likely they have read
it, or at least they know something of its author or char-
acter. When a subject is broached of which they are
ignorant, their manner says, not, as is the case with some
graduates we have met, “ This, | am sure, is not worth
knowing, for if it were | should know it already,* but,

This is probably useful and interesting. | should like to
know more about it.”

So much good reading, alone, has done for girls who have
had no specialist teachers, no uninterrupted regular hours
for study, and none of the stimulus of working with many
others. Suppose, with the advantages which many schools
give, girls had ample time for reading and used it sensibly.
Why, we should soon see a generation of women as wise as
the wonderful Brunehild !

But vacation gives a long respite ; and even when it is not
vacation, outside reading may be a great help to school-work.
An interesting historical story helps one to remember facts
and dates which may be asked in examination, and makes
persons and events seem real ; and some pleasantly written
work on natural science may be an admirable ally to the
dryer text-book, making the lessons not only easier but far
more interesting.

One little bit of knowledge all by itself is like an unset
pearl ; valuable perhaps, but very easy to lose. But if a
number of pearls be joined together in a chain, we have
them safe. So if some plan is followed in reading, the books
perused will be not only better enjoyed, but better remem-
bered, than if we read them in helter-skelter fashion, with-
out any system whatever.

This plan of course will not be like the laws of the Medes
and Persians, which altered not. We may weary of one
subject, and what is read unwillingly and with an effort,
seldom does much good. We may like to keep two books on
hand at once ; one for amusement, and one for amusement
and benefit both. Yet one good work read understandingly
generally awakens a desire for further reading.

“ The Boyhood of Living Authors” inspires a wish to
know something of the writings of the famous men whose
youthful struggles and ambitions Mr. Rideing recounts so
pleasantly.

“What Our Girls Ought to Know,” in a few chapters treats
of the complex and wonderful mechanism of our bodies. Of
course there is but little told about each organ. We wish
to learn more, and we can do so from a really delightful
little book called “ The History of a Mouthful of Bread,”
and translated from the French of Jean Mace, who is the
most popular writer for children and young people in France.

In tracing this mouthful through the body, Mr. Mace tells
us in a bright and simple way all about the teeth, the throat,
the stomach, and the marvelous machinery by which our
food is converted into flesh, blood, bone, and nerve, and so
into bodily and mental force. In making clear what he
wishes to tell, the author uses playful and surprising com-
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parisons, which make us laugh, but they certainly make us
understand. Many older readers will get both pleasure and
profit from this little book, as they will also from Mr. Mace’s
other works for young people, “ The Servants of the Stom-
ach,” and “ The History of the Senses and Thought.”

“ Life and Her Children” opens our eyes to so many
things never seen before, yet lying in our very footsteps,
that every country walk is filled with wonder and delight.
Yet this book only makes us acquainted with a few of our
little outdoor neighbors, and there are many others just as
well worth knowing. These are delightfully introduced in
a work by Ernest Ingersoll, called “ Country Cousins.” In
bright, graceful style, and in simple language, the author
tells us most interesting things about the little living crea-
tures we all see in the country every day. The book is full
of pictures faithful to nature, and exquisitely beautiful. It
would be a welcome gift to a boy or girl interested in out-
door things, for when the time comes for returning it to the
library, one cannot part from it without a pang. It was
said of Thoreau, who was an enthusiastic student and lover
of nature, that he got more pleasure in a walk across the
fields than some people do in a trip to Europe.

Girls in their teens begin to feel the longing of youth for
travel, activity, and change.

‘“ Kitty's going to Europe next spring; | wish | was!”
“ 1I'd love to go out West!” *“ Oh, I do so long to travel !'”
are speeches we all hear from young people every day.

Someone (probably no longer young) says he can get all
the travel he wants without leaving his library chair. With
a good atlas, and some books which he could name, he says
he can visit any known part of the globe. Moreover, he
adds, his way of traveling involves no long bills, no wear
and tear to luggage and temper, no fatigue, no “ rows ” with
hackmen or custom-house officers, no seasickness, and no
colds caught from exposure to all sorts of weather. Young
people greatly prefer the other sort of traveling, even with
rows, coughs, delays, bills, nausea, and back-ache, “ thrown
in.” “ But, beloved,” says a very philosophic proverb, “ if
we cannot get what we want, let us want what we can get.”

The stay-at-homes can get some, at least, of the pleasures
of travel, from books ; and if Dame Fortune ever grows
amiable enough to let us visit in person the spots we can
to-day visit only in imagination, we shall see and enjoy all
the more through knowing beforehand what to look out for.

The “ Zig-Zag” books with their many beautiful pictures
are well known and liked already, and are probably to be
found in every town or school library. # Our Girls” have
possibly already enjoyed these, and also those merry chron-
icles of the manifold adventures of “ The Bodley Family.”
These, too, are full of fine engravings.

“ A Family Flight,” by E. E. Hale, is an amusing ac-
count of a trip through France, Germany, Norway, and
Switzerland. It will entertain the whole household, and as
it is written in chatty, cheery style, is suitable to read aloud
in long winter evenings at home, or at the meetings of the
girls' sewing-society ; but it will have to be passed around
the audience from time to time that the very many and
beautiful pictures may receive due appreciation.

Girls must take their share m a book by Bayard Taylor
called “ Boys of Other Lands.” The author of these tales
wandered over many countries, seeing whatever was strange
and lovely in them, and he could describe what he saw with
rare charm. In reading these stories we seem to breathe
the very air of those “ other lands” in which the * boys”
lived. The story we are reading seems best of all, no mat-
ter which we begin with ; but “ Jon of Iceland” will per-
haps have the greatest interest for many persons, because
it vividly describes life in a country of which we seldom hear
or read.

“ The Adventures of a Young Naturalist ” is an account
of a little lad’s tramping tour through the Cordilleras of
Mexico, in company with his father, a scientific friend, and
a faithful Indian servant. The young hero put* up with
the fatigues and discomforts of the journey with cheerful
patience worthy of a veteran. But his troubles are not very
heavy or lasting, and his pleasures we can all share in
imagination, for Mr. Biart, the author of the book, describes
the strange scenery of Mexico so that we seem to see the
dense forests all tied together with wild vines, the gorgeous
flowers of cactus and aloe, and the gem-like insects of the
torrid zone. The scientist makes himself both useful and
agreeable by telling, like Van Amburgh in the song, all he
has to tell about these tropic plants and animals, and
expressing himself in every-day language easily under-
stood.

“ The Boys’' and Girls’ Book of Travel,” by Alexander
Strahan, is a fat and cheerful book, full of stories of adven-
ture in strange lands and seas. There is no preface to tell
us whether these are true or not, but they have an air of
veracity and will amuse any reader old or young. So will
“ Fairy Geography,” a new and much appreciated book.
This contains so much that is useful and pleasant, that we
would like to have it always in the house to re-read or refer
to. It is written by Forbes Winslow, an English clergy-
man, and dedicated to his own daughter Ethel. She and
many other English girls enjoyed it so much that it has
been reprinted in New York, for us.

A droll frontispiece represents the writer (as we suppose)
with two young companions, flying through the air by the
aid of three wonderful pairs of electric boots, and fairly
outstripping a line of wild ducks behind and beneath them.
Sometimes, by way of variety, they fly from place to place
on a wishing carpet, like that described in the Arabian
Nights. However, their breath is not taken away, as ours
might be, by such novel experiences, for the father is able
to tell, and the children to hear, many amusing things about
the landscapes and people far beneath them. When there
is something of especial interest to be seen, the carpet
obligingly sails downward, allowing its passengers to alight
and walk or drive about the busy streets of foreign towns,
looking at the famous buildings, the gay shops, and the
strange faces and dresses of the people. This book is filled
with good pictures.

Some delightful stories which originally appeared as seri-
als are now republished in book form. One of these. “ The
Talking Leaves,” is a tale of Indian life, which will amuse
and please all the girls. Another, entitled “ Into Unknown
Seas,” by David Ker, is, strictly speaking, a boys’ book;
but girls will enjoy it, notwithstanding. It tells of a gentle-
man with a love for the sea, a taste for roving, and a big,
benevolent heart, who cruises about in a large steam-yacht
with a crew of boys, mostly poor castaways whom he has
picked up in various parts of the world, and rescued from
abuse or starvation. The descriptions of foreign coasts and
wind-swept seas are very vivid, and the book contains two
or three of those quaint songs with which sailors encourage
themselves as they haul up the heavy sails. Everyone who
has made avoyage on an English vessel will recognize these,
though | think they have never appeared in print before.

Frank Stockton’s “ Tales Out of School” and “ Round-
about Rambles ” are in constant demand, and their place on
the library shelves is generally empty. A young friend who
knew that the author’'s name was guarantee of a treat, had
to wait some time before she could even get a glimpse at
them to see “ what they were about.” At last she secured
them by special favor of the librarian, and now she says
she “ could more easily tell what they are not about.”
They are a number of pleasant stories of travel, famous
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tales from mythology, and talks about animals and plants,
which all the young folks will enjoy.

Helen Hunt s bright, charming books, “ Bits of Travel,"
and " Bits of Travel at Home,” fairly bewitch both juvenile
and adult readers. She describes cities and landscapes so
vividly that we seem to know just how they look, as well
as if we had been there ; and she merrily tells of her little
adventures on the road till we feel as if we all shared
her trip. “ Described " and “ told," | should have said, for
this noble woman's work on earth is done.

wAnNn Old World as Seen Through Young Eyes " is written
by agirl. “ When | was about to start for Europe," says
the young author, Ellen H. Walworth, in the preface,
“ mother and | decided that | should write long letters home
on the rainy days and between-times of our trip, which she
would keep together until my return. They would answer
eevery purpose of a journal, and at the same time keep her
informed of our whereabouts and adventures. From the
time | landed at Glasgow | wrote nearly every week; but
we traveled about so constantly that news from our friends
was often long in overtaking us. * *oo* * it was
not until we reached Rome that | heard from home that
my letters were being published in the €Albany Sunday
Press.""

Details which an older tourist might ignore are recorded
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by this bright young girl, arnd they certainly help the reader
1o enjoy the imeginary trip. She somretnes refers to char-
acters ard everits perigps unknoan o ““ seven tinmes two.”
But a young traveler visiting the old world misses half her
pleasure unless she kNnows the stories cormected wWith these,
which are familiar to every really well-educated person

A girl who reads much, meets with marny vwworcs aad refer-
ences Wwhich she does not uderstand If she skips these
ad never tries to find out the author's real neaning, she
loses much pleasure arnd bernefit Few of s haave the
Spartan virtue to leeve an anmusing book in order to hunt
something up in the dictionary or the encyclopedia; so it is
agood plan, 1 think, to keep aslip of paper iIn the volune
ore is reading, ad to set donwn on it uxonprehended
wvwords, ad nanres of places ore carvot ““ locate,” or of per-
sors of whom one knows nothing. These orne can look up
on sore leisure day, or ore can ask sone better informed
person about them

Then pertaps will follow an odd exqoeriernce which | fird
mary persos have had The fact or vword we haane just
made our o is sure to nreset Us again very soon ; it seens
1o seek us out, like a person recertly iNtroduced Who wishes
to inprove acquairntance, aad to cone o nest ws like a
living, friendly thing.

E. M Hardings.

Home Art and Home Comfort.

8 'i 1\j ";!;_‘
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1.—EMBROIDERED SOFA-BACK.

Embroidered Sofa-Back.

YHIS is made of copper-red silk plush, lined with the
same colored satin, and edged with a fringe of silk
EAB) tassels of the same color. The decoration is com-
posed of butterflies embroidered in colored silks in plumetis,
or plain feather-stitch. No. 2 gives an embroidered but-
terfly in actual size, and shows very clearly the method of
working and the shadings in browns and gold. Nos. 3, 4,
and 5 give outline designs for the butterflies, which are to
be cut out of heavy gray linen and gummed on the plush
before the embroidery is worked. This secures a firmer
foundation for the embroidery than if it were worked
directly on the plush. The butterflies may also be cut out
of white satin and shaded in Paris tinting and then
appliqued on the plush with arrasene or chenille embroidery.
They are also adapted to many other styles of embroidery,
or Kensington and lustra paintings. As outline designs
they are very effective. The completed plush sofa-back is
shown partly folded over. The same decoration and design
is suitable for a lambrequin, table-cover, cover for an
upright piano, or any similar article. (See pages 176 and 177.)

For the Toilet Table.

oblong pieces of bolting-cloth, lined with silk or
1’“"*’ satin, painted or colored in Paris tinting, and some-
times embroidered very lightly, for the delicate fabric will
not stand much manipulation.

Bolton sheeting, sometimes confounded with bolting-
cloth, owing to the similarity of names, is a different ma-
terial altogether, although used for similar purposes. It is
a heavy, coarse, cotton cloth, somewhat like canvas, but
soft in texture, and may be decorated in any of the fashion-
able modes of ornamentation, painting, embroidery, cross-
stitching, or applique.

Hem-stitched linen squares and bureau-covers are beauti-
fully decorated with outline designs in colored cable silk,
filled in with lace stitches or darned work in the same silk.
Gold-colored silk works up most effectively on the white,
and as the silk may be washed, the work well repays the
trouble. The pattern for embroidery furnished with the
number of the Magazine for August, 1888, and the butter-
flies in the present number could be used for this work.
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Toilet cushions are made up in oblong shapes and
trimmed to match the rest of the toilet trifles, or per-
haps only the covered bottles and cushion match, and
the bureau cover and other things are different. The
newest decoration for a toilet cushion is a cover made
of inch-wide ribbon arranged in a very open lattice-
work, and the interstices filled up with such lace-
stitches as are used in making lace of rick-rack braid.
The ends of the ribbons are caught up in short loops
or fringed out, and the cover is laid on over a con-
trasting color of satin or silk which covers the cushion :
thus, blue ribbon with blue silk lace-filling is put on
over white ; yellow or red over white ; terra cotta on

green, etc. The large
toilet-bottles arecovered
with satin and then with
this ribbon
lace. The
newest shapes
in toilet bot-
tles are dia-
mond-formed
instead of
round, or the
low, Etruscan
v as e-shaped
bottles with

long and slender necks.
Shaving-cases have covers of cellu-
loid cut in butterfly-shape and painted
in shades of brown or lilac, and are
filled with sheets of the necessary tis-
sue-papers, and a silk cord fastened
to the head of the butterfly to hang it
up by. Anyone can make these of sheet
celluloid, but care must be taken to cut
the celluloid with very sharp scissors,
as the pressure of a dull pair will cause
it to split in the wrong direction.
Pretty “ catch-alls,” or mde-jpochesyare
made of the same material, lined with
silk and folded in cornucopia shape,
for which a square sheet of any size
may be used without cutting. Small
cornucopias filled with tinted sea-moss
are used for hair-pin holders, and some
of these are made of plaited squares of
strips of tinted cel-
luloid, interwoven
as children are
taught in the Kin-
dergarten to ar-

range strips of colored paper.
Small cushions or hair-pin holders are made of
triangular pieces of celluloid with the three points
caught together and the space between filled in with a
velvet-covered cushion for pins, or a mass of worsted
loops or sea-moss for hair-pins. A motto or verse is
often painted on the celluloid, or worked in outline with
gilt thread on the velvet.

For information received, thanks are due to Chas. E. Bentley,
Decorative Art Goods, No. 12 West 14th Street,New York City.

Party Bag.

T H 1 S charming convenience for the fair party oropera shades of golden-brown satin ribbon about five inches wide,
garto  carry her fan, scarf and smelling-bottle in, the lighter color decorated with a spray of painted flowers
is made entirely of ribbons. The ribbon used istwo for the center piece on each side of the bag. To make this
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dainty bag, one yard
and a half of the
dark brown satin rib-
bon, and two yards of
the lighter color will
be required. Cut the
latter in two and
fringe out both ends
of both pieces. One
of these fringed rib-
bons is painted with
two sprays of flowers
running in different
directions, about the
width of the ribbon
apart in the middle.
The other ribbon is
used as a lining. Lay the two together with the satin sides
outward, and at right angles across the middle lay the
darker ribbon, and tack the three together at the corners.
Then turn the longer ribbon so that the edges will meet
those of the shorter pieces, and overhand the edges together,
which will make a perfectly square bag. Join the ribbons
together only to within about three inches of the fringed ends.
Turn the bag, fold the darker ribbon through the center its
entire length, and press it flat; then fold in the bottom of
the bag to the shape shown in the illustration, and tack the

j bottom together at the

Jseams. The upper

ends of the folded rib-

bon are to be neatly

joined and tied with

a bow of narrower

ribbon. The fringed

ribbons are each fin-

ished with eyelet-

holes, worked in but-

ton-holing, through

which silk cords are

run to draw the bag

up. The bag could

be made without the

extra ribbon used as

a lining, but this

makes two casings on either

side of the bag, to hold the

fan and scent-bottle sepa-
rately.

A handsome (glove-case
is of yellow chamois-leather
lined with purple satin and
painted with pansies in nat-
ural colors with gilt outlines.
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Sanitarian.

Nutritive Value of Different Kinds of Foods.

Relation of Food to Morals.

I T is a very common idea, that the dietetic value of a

food is always in proportion to the amount of nutri-

tive matter which it contains. This is not strictly
true, or even approximately true, as we shall see. In the
first place, vwe must take into account the fact that the human
body is not made up of solid substances only. On the con-
trary, it has but a small per cent, of solids as compared with
its fluid contents, there being about 75 per cent, of the
latter, or three times as much fluid as there is solid sub-
stance. It follows, therefore, that our food, as a whole,
must contain both fluids and solids, and these in such pro-
portions as shall best meet the requirements of the system.

Nature has made a bountiful provision for us in this
respect ; she has given us not merely the solid grains, with
their rich mineral constituents, their gluten, and their
wealth of amylaceous or starchy matters, but she has
furnished an almost endless variety of juicy fruits, many of
them rich in saccharine elements, delightful acids, and even
mineral salts. These supply the waste of fluids that takes
place in summer from excessive perspiration, and they at
the same time administer to the pleasures of the palate.
Their organic fluids meet the wants of the body from day to
day ; their fine, sub-acid flavor is relished by us in health,
and it is particularly grateful to the fever-parched tongue
in sickness.

But Nature stops not with these. Out of her all-bounteous
lap she gives us the succulent vegetables, fresh from the
gardens ; these furnish a great variety of food products,
adapted to our bodily wants, and agreeable to the taste. It
is wonderful how many kinds we have, even in a single
latitude, in the way of garden vegetables and field products.
Many of these are highly nutritious, not only because of the
solid substances which they contain, but in their abundance
of organic fluid, each suited to our needs. When we con-
sider what bountiful provision has been made for us, in the
way of fruits, vegetables, and grains, and that by railroad
and other communication all parts of the world are brought
together, so that the products of every clime come to our
tables, it hardly seems necessary to rely so much on the
flesh of animals for food, as many people do.

In fruits, the wealth of the Pacific Coast is laid down at
our doors ; so are the products of the Gulf States, fruit and
vegetables, and also of the West Indies. Our ships come to
port stored with the good things of foreign shores. The
Tropics and the colder North vie with each other in filling
our markets to repletion. Not only so, even the flesh foods
are gathered in from points remote and formerly inaccessible;
there are cattle and sheep from a thousand hills. Can we
not, at any rate, do without so much of the hog? Less
pork, it seems to me, and even less beef, with more fruits
and vegetables, would be a decided advantage. Thousands
of little children in our cities, and in the country as well,
do not get half the fruits they need, even in summer ; they
are scarce, and high-priced. Can we not, in the near
future, have more fruits, and less bacon?

It is a fact,—and it is time we were finding it out,—that
this living so largely upon the flesh of animals, particularly
in warm weather, and in hot climates, is a prolific source of
disease. The blood becomes laden with putrescent matters,
and typhoid and other putrid fevers (which are really filth
diseases) are the result. Whereas, those who subsist chief-
ly on grains, fruits, and vegetables, with only a moderate
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supply of meat, and who are not afraid to take in a good
supply of the fresh air of Heaven, night and day, are very
little troubled with diseases of any kind, and seldom die of
sunstroke, apoplexy, or other similar disorders. The fam-
ily that lives largely on a flesh diet,—meat three times a
day,—generally has plenty of strong coffee, and usually the
contents of the caster are used freely, especially salt and
pepper. This latter substance, by the way, which is an
acrid poison, is undoubtedly a cause of heart disease. Flies
will not touch it, nor will any other living thing, except
man.

Did it ever occur to you, my reader, that the whole race of
drunkards and all the tobacco-users, first “ went to school ”
with the other and milder stimulants? In other words, too
much of animal foods, tea, coffee, and the condiments, first
awakened in the appetite the desire for still stronger stimu-
lants. After one is habituated to these rt inflammatory
foods/* and the beverages that go with them, it is an easy
matter to begin with the pipe, a glass of beer, perhaps, and
then proceed to the liquor saloon ; whereas, he who lives
upon a simple, unstimulating diet of fruits, farinaceous
food, and plainly cooked vegetables, will have a loathing so
strong for alcoholic drinks, tobacco, and other stimulants or
narcotics, that he will never want to taste them.

Let the wives and mothers beware, then, how they intro-
duce the tempter at their own tables, and put poison into
their children’s mouths. Highly-seasoned food must be
held responsible for much mischief. Many a son or hus-
band has had his appetite led astray by the viands on his
own table ; and many a domestic infelicity, with drink as a
factor, has had its rise in kitchen compounds,—to say nothing
of squalling babies, made cross and irritable by foods that
neither the dhild nor the mother ought ever to touch.

As the writer has elsewhere stated, “ The ill effects of
stimulants in food are manifold ; they send an increased
quantity of blood to the base of the brain, causing conges-
tion of the cerebellum. This congestion creates excitement
or preternatural action of the animal propensities, inducing
in the individual a desire to fight, commit murder, and do
all sorts of immoral or unlawful things. But the evil does
not stop here: the habitual taking of stimulating sub-
stances, even in a limited quantity, causes increased growth
of those organs that ore located in the base of the brain;
and this, with the greater activity that necessarily follows,
leads to intense passional emotions, and excesses of every
description. So that murder, theft, and all manner of evil
doings, are the legitimate results of the introduction into a
community, of stimulating foods and drinks.” (See 4 Health
in the Household,” pages 80, 81, and 82.)

In speaking of animal food, those who have made this
matter a careful study have placed before us facts that are
almost too revolting for ears polite ; and but for the import-
ance of the subject, and its practical bearing on our eveiy-
day life, one would gladly pass it by in silence. It is never-
theless true, that a very large per cent, of all our cattle,
sheep, hogs, and even chickens, not only die annually frcm
disease, but many of them are killed in a diseased condition
and put directly upon the market.

Some years ago 1 examined the Reports that were sent to
the Agricultural Department at Washington, and found the
facts therein stated truly appalling, particularly in relation
to swine. | think if these Reports were read by the masses
of our people, they could not fail to influence public senti-
ment on this subject. Unfortunately, however, the masses,
or even the general reader, would rarely, if ever, see these
statements.

From both a sanitary and scientific standpoint, it is high
time these things were looked into ; and as the flesh of
animals will probably continue to be a staple upon our
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tables, steps should be taken to keep out of the slaughter-
pens. animals that are not in a sound or healthy condition.
Not long since | saw a drove of cattle pass through my city,
—and | dare say the same may be witnessed in other cities*
—that seemed to call for the intervention of the Humane
Society, rather than the Board of Health. These animals,
evidently shipped from some distant point, were every one
walking skeletons, to begin with. Not only so, but there
were large sores upon the bodies of these poor creatures,
caused, | suppose, by friction against the sides of the cars
in which they had been shipped, and perhaps by rubbing
against each other. There were half-grown calves in this
drove, as well as full-grown cattle.

As matters now stand in .this regard, there is not the
shadow of a doubt that meat is often the cause of disease.
But the subject is too many-sided, in its relations to
society, to be handled in a single article.

M .D.

Susanna W . Dodds,

Sanitary Sleeping Apparel.

A singutar and striking anomaly in the habits of pres-
ent-day people, is the great contrast in the amount and kind
of clothing worn during the day and at night, especially in
winter. When the air is cold and the weather inclement, it
is the general custom to wear garments of extra thickness
and warmth, and to sit round roaring fires. But on going
to bed, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, people pass
from the warm living-rooms into chilly bedrooms. As if the
sudden change from extreme heat to excessive cold is not
sufficiently absurd, they proceed to divest themselves of
their several warm garments, to garb themselves in thin,
perhaps linen, night-garments, and to consign their
heated bodies to the cooling influence of unsympathetic
sheets.

Conventionality has habituated one to the custom ; but a
really serious contemplation of it cannot fail to make the
utter absurdity of the custom clearly apparent. If thin
night-garments are worn and cold sheets preferred, it stands
to reason that the warmth both lack should be present in
the atmosphere. To heat the body and to suddenly deprive
it of its caloric, is contrary both to science and common sense.
Dwellers in foreign countries almost invariably sleep in
flannel garments, and the backwoodsman wraps himself in
a stout woolen blanket, and defies the elements. They
are sensible. The human frame should, undoubtedly, be

clothed in woolen garments, for wool is a bad conductor
of heat. Enveloped in flannel, the body maintains
a normal temperature, which is of the greatest import-
ance.

No sooner does the temperature fall, than the action of
the various functions becomes impaired ; the nerves get out
of gear and the whole system suffers disorganization. Who
has not, at some time, felt so cold that it was impossible to
sleep ? That is an example of the influence exercised by
the blood on the brain and nervous system. The question
of warmth cannot be over-rated.

But let no one run away with the idea that the more
clothing, and the thicker, piled on their beds, the better for
the health. Nothing could be more absurd. One does
not want weight, nor too great a heat. A healthy tempera-
ture can be maintained by wearing a flannel night-suit and
sleeping between blankets, which should be as regularly
cleansed as those made of other materials. Let sufferers
from chronic colds try this regime, as well as those af-
flicted with sluggish circulation and the accompanying
annoyances of cold feet and other sleep-disturbing afflic-
tions.
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Nearly thirty years have elapsed since the laying of the cor-
ner-stone for the magnificent monument commemorative of the
landing of the Pilgrims, which has recently been completed and
crowns one of the highest hills in the historic town of Plymouth,
Massachusetts. The monument is of solid granite throughout, and
in conception and execution is worthy of the great event It com-
memorates. On an octagonal pedestal forty-five feet high, stands
a majestic 6tatue of “ Faith,” thirty-six feet in height, one foot
resting on Plymouth Rock, an open Bible in her left hand, while
the right hand, uplifted, points heavenward. Upon the four
larger faces of the pedestal are tablets bearing the names of the
fouuders of the *colony and historic facts connected therewith,
while from the four smaller faces project buttresses, or wing ped-
estals, each surmounted by a seated figure of heroic size, rep-
resenting “ Morality,” “ Education,” “ Freedom,” and “ Law,”
respectively. The sides of these wing pedestals are ornamented
with tablets in relief carrying out the idea of the figure above
them, and the faces, directly under the figures, bear tablets in
alto-relief representing “ The Embarkation at Delft Haven,” “ The
Signing of the Social Compact in the Cabin of the Mayflower,”
“ The Landing at Plymouth,” and “ The First Treaty with the
Indians.” It has been erected under the auspices of the Pilgrim
Society, the pedestal and its tablets being the result of contri-
butions from all over the country, while the emblematic statues
were the gifts of individuals, with the exception of “ Morality ”
and its accompanying alto-relief, to which Massachusetts and
Connecticut contributed ; “ Law” and the handsome tablet be-
neath it, which are the contribution of leadiug members of the
legal profession throughout the country ; and “ Freedom ” with
its alto-relief, for which an appropriation was secured from the
United States Government. Preparations are already being made
for the dedication, which Wil| prob:ibly takf place*next summer.

* * *

A t the Sixteenth Annual Congress of the A. A. W. (the Asso-
ciation for the Advancement of Women), which counts among its
members many of the most eminent women of America, as well
as some from European countries, held recently in Detroit,
Michigan, over two hundred and fifty of the five hundred mem-
bers were present, and the reports relatiug to the moral, industrial,
and educational condition of women were highly encouraging.
The titles of the able papers read give a fair idea of the wide
scope of the work carried on by this association. Mrs. Anna
C. Bowser, of Kentucky, contributed a paper on “ Functions of
Society ;” Miss Calliope A. Kechayia, of Constantinople, told of
her educational work in Athens and Constantinople ; Mrs. Froi-
seth, of Salt Lake City, took for her topic “ Reasons Why Utah
Should not be Admitted as a State at Present; ” Miss Frances
E. Willard eloquently discoursed of “ Social Purity;” Mrs.
Nellie Reid Cady, of lowa, presented a paper upon “ Organiza-
tion Among Women ;” Dr. Ella V. Mark, of Baltimore, followed
with a paper on “ Women as Guardians of the Public Health
“ Realism in Fiction” was the title of a paper by Miss Lilian
Whiting, of Boston, in which she held that “ True realism is the
dramatization of spiritual qualities ;” Miss Ella C. Lapham, of
New York, presented the subject of “ Manual Training for
Girls; ” Rev. Antoinette Brown Blackwell dealt with the ques-
tion, “ Where is the Work of Women Equal, Where Superior,
Where Inferior to that of Men? ” Rev. Ida C. Hultin, of lowa,
spoke on “ Women in the Ministry ; Miss Mary F. Eastman, of
Massachusetts, presented the “ Legal Aspects of the Temper-
ance Question ;” and the closing paper, “ High Life and High
Living,” was read by the venerable president, Mrs. Julia Ward
Howe, who was re-elected for the eighth time, unanimously.
The Congress was truly “ a brain}* gathering of brainy women,”
having Ior thiir shiEboIetrl, “ Tiuth, iustice, and I;|onor.”

A correspondent writing from London says of the author of
“ Robert Elsmere ” : “ Mrs. Ward is a most deliirhtful woman,
simple, charming, and entirely unspoiled by the tremendous suc-
cess which her work has brought her. She is highly" gifted in
many ways. Her music is extremely good. She has a most
happy and complete life'; a husband who adores her and to
whom she is devoted, three very clever children, and quite as
much social success as she wishes, with money enough to
gratify all reasonable desires.”
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The World's Progress

IN THE ARTS, SCIENCES, AND LITERATURE.

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.

The Political Destiny of Canada.
The idea of the annexation of the Dominion of Canada to the

United States is not a new one, nor is it confined to one side of

the border line ; but the question is again agitated by American
politicans and political economists, and it has been rumored
that one of the memorable events of the approaching Adminis-
tration will be the commercial, if not the political union, of the
provinces which nature lias so indissolubly connected with the
American States. With the confederation as it now exists, very
few of the native residents of Canada are satisfied, since the sys-
tem is not definite enough for the needs of an American people,
and there are at least four different views in the Dominion on
the subject. One is to continue the present system ; another to
unite Canada to the mother country by imperial federation, so
that all the provinces would be represented in the British Parlia-
ment ; the third view contemplates commercial annexation and
reciprocity with the United States, and the fourth, complete
annexation. That this is the most advantageous of all, espec-
ially for the future welfare of Canada, seems reasonable ; yet the
question must be settled by dominion legislation, no matter how
vigorously it is agitated by the United States Government. The
rumor of an intention to devote that much-deplored surplus to
the purchase of Canada from the English Government, is not
likely to be confirmed, nor is it probable that the United States
will consent to a commercial reciprocity without political
union. A commercial treaty with Canada will probably be
undertaken by the next Administration, and such an action is to
be hoped for ; but the question of political union will not come
before the Canadian people until the next general election in
1891. That Canada and the Provinces will remain under the
present system of government for another decade is not likely,
and before the close of the century they will doubtless be repre-
sented either iu the Parliament of Great Britain or the Congress
of the United States.

The Crusade against African Slavery.
The leading powers in Europe have at last co-operated to
extirpate the infamous traffic in slaves, which is still carried on

in Africa, and against which England has striven alone and
almost fruitlessly for the last half century. Singularly enough,
however, the most reluctant of all the powers to enter into this
alliance was this government, which so long has combatted the
evil single-handed. Possibly it may have been owing to a lack
of faith, born of the long and unavailing attempt to break up
the slave-trade by naval maneuvers and coast-blockades, that
England at first hesitated to join the alliance. Yet it would
not have been in accordance with her policy had she declined to
lend a hand to this beneficent work. The attacks upon the
German settlements was the prime cause of the agitation of
such a scheme, yet without doubt the intense interest expressed
by the Pope was the cause of the sudden acquiescence of the
governments of the Catholic countries in the projected work.
It is hinted, also, that Prince Bismarck is not unwilling to con-
ciliate the Pope, and thus win the good-will of the German Cath-
olics. It is the Iron Chancellor who has arranged the diplomatic
details for the organization of the plan to abolish African slavery.
Prince Bismarck has succeeded in obtaining the co-operation of
Russia, Austria, lItaly, France and Greece, in maintaining a naval
blockade of certain portions of East Africa.

It hardly seems possible, however, that the flourishing slave-
trade so systematically carried on in the heart of the Dark
Continent can be broken up by coast-blockades. Zanzibar is
only one of many slave-marts. Land operations are needful,
ana the centers of the slave-trade must be reached. Whether
the abolition of African slavery would not affect some Euro-
pean industries, remains to be seen. Strings of wax beads,
knives, and other small articles of English and French manu-
facture are the equivalents accepted in greater or less number
as the value of slaves by the Arabs, who are the traders. It is
the narrow policy of the Euglish in relinquishing the control of
the Upper Nile that has so multiplied the difficulties of extir-
pating the slave-trade.

The First Inauguration.
The active work of preparing for the celebration of the cen-

tennial anniversary of the inauguration of George Washington
as President of the United States, has begun. The celebration
will begin on Monday, April 29, when the President, Justices of
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Supreme Court and other distinguished guests will come on
from Washington, and be met at Elizabethport, as Washington
was, and escorted to New York city. The same evening a ball
will be given at the Metropolitan Opera House, for which
12,000 invitations will be issued. On the next day, April 30,
religious services will be held in all the churches, and a special
service at St. Paul’'s, at which the Bishop of New York will
officiate. This service will be similar to that held on the day of
the first inauguration, by the Rt. Rev. Dr. Provost, then Bishop
of the Protestant Episcopal Church and chaplain to the Senate,
which service was attended by the President and Vice-President
of the United States, and the two houses of Congress. The
formal exercises will take place at 10.30 a.m., on the steps of the
Sub-Treasury Building, at the corner of Wall and Nassau
streets, where formeny stood Federal Hall, the scene of the
inauguration ceremonies. Rev. Richard S. Storrs, D.D., LL.D.,
will offer a prayer ; John Greenleaf Whittier will furnish a poem,
if his health will permit; the oration will be delivered by
Chauncey M. Depew ; the President of the United States will
speak, and Archbishop Corrigan will pronounce the benediction.
At the close of these exercises, a military, industrial and civic
parade will be reviewed from the steps of the Sub-Treasury.
The naval display will be imposing, and the Secretary of the
Navy has promised the cordial co-operation of the Navy Depart-
ment. A special salute of twenty-one guns will be given to the
American flag, April 30, 1889, at 12 o’clock, noon, from ships of
war of every nationality in New York Harbor, and from the
batteries at Castle Williams, and Forts Hamilton and Wads-
worth. New York city will undoubtedly be crowded with
patriotic visitors from all parts of the Union, and the sights and
exercises will be extremely interesting to all, even those who
are not the children of this country who delights to call her
deliverer “ Father.”

Robert Elsmere.

No novel in years has excited the widespread interest in Eng-
land and in this country among thoughtful people and those
interested in religious progress, as “ Robert Elsmere.” It has
been the fruitful theme of discussion by Christians and skeptics

alike. Clergymen have preached about it, editors of religious
publications nave discussed it iii their columns, and the interest,
far from decreasing, widens like the circling waves caused by a
sudden disturbance in the midst of trauqufi waters. It is not
remarkable that one of the gifted family of Arnolds—for the
author, Mrs. Humphrey Ward, is a niece of Matthew Arnold—
should write a book which excites world-wide discussion ; but it
is a significant fact that a religious novel should awaken such
universal interest; and this fact is a proof that thinking Chris-
tians of to-day are more interested in the Christian life as taught
and exemplified by Christ than in the dogmas of Christianity.
Yet, though the eddying waves of discussion mark the extent
and purport of a surface disturbance, the foundations of the
Christian religion cannot be shaken by the deepest-sinking
plummet gauge. It may disturb the waters and measure their
depth, but it cannot move that cloven Rock through which the
waters of truth have flowed for ages ; and the story of Robert
Elsmere, while it may have roused a sluggish current of thought,
cannot do more than make a transient impression upon the tide
of religious progress, which will ultimately bear the Christian
religion to the uttermost parts of the world.

Our Population in 1890.

It is presumed that the census of 1890, for which preparations
are already being made, will show#a population in the United
States of more than 70,000,000. According to the census of 1880,

the population was 50,155,783 persons, of whom the number of
those foreign born was 6,679,943. The increase in native popu-
lation from 1870 to 1880 was 31.5 per cent., but the foreign ele-
ment gained more slowly, as the immigration was comparatively
light between the years 1870 and 1880, only 1,112,714 persons
having come to this country during that time. Immigration
since the last census, according to the “ Philadelphia Record.”
has been as follows :

1880 457,257
1881. 669,431
1882. 778,992
1883 603,322
1884 518,592
1885 395,346
1886 334,203
1887 490,109 '
1888 (8 MONTNS) . cvciieiiiiee e 380,000
4,637,252
Estimate for 2 years and 4 months.......... 1,100,000
Total for 10 years.....ccccooeccvevivenniienenns 5,737,252

If this total be added to the increase in the native-born popu-
lation at the rate which prevailed from 1870 to 1880, it will be
found that the probable increase in population during the pres-
ent decade, allowing for births and deaths, will have been
20,246,639. The foreign element will undoubtedly form a much
larger proportion of the population in 1890 than ever before.
This proportion was about 13 per cent, in 1860, 14 per cent, in
1870, aud 15 per cent, in 1880. It will not be very far from 18
per cent, in 1890.
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The American Girl as an Example.

The marriage of Secretary Eudicott’'s daughter to the Right
Honorable Joseph Chamberlain, M. P., an English widower, has
given occasion for an unusual amount of gosSp and press com-
ment. The talented English correspondent of one of our papers,
in view of the upper-class Englishmen’s preference for the
American gi.rls as wives, recommends his young country-women
to take our American girl as an example and imitate her pleas-
ing manner and advantageous dress, which contrast so favorably
with the “ missyish” ways and less tasteful appearance of the
average English girl. In spite of her complexion of cream and
roses, and melting blue eyes, the English girl is at a disadvantage
in point of attractiveness with her American cousin. The latter
is past-mistress of the art of dress, and understands herself and
her possibilities better than the woman of any other nationality.
But there is a matter of selection on both sides. It isthe Amer-
ican heiress, usually, who marries the titled or distinguished
foreigner in preference to one of her own countrymen. But why
this preference ? American men are well known to be the most
indulgent husbands in the world, although in the chase for the
mighty dollar they may exhibit what looks a little like neglect
or indifference to the society of their wives. Are not the Ameri-
can men as handsome, as intelligent, as agreeable in every way
as the Englishmen who carry off our heiresses under their very
noses? Some writers hint at a too apparent practicality in the
average American man. Or is it the influence of the English
novel, which portrays the English lover and the life in British
homes so much more alluringly than our American novelists have
succeeded in doing for us ? Clearly there is a need for someone
to set the American Adonis in his best light before our rich
girls, or else it may eventually become necessary to protect the
American marriage market, or urge the adoption of an inter-
national copyright to restrict the circulation of the cheap Eng-
lish novel. Just at present, however, there is no necessity for
the would-be American husband to be alarmed as to his matri-
monial chances. We have quantity as well as quality, and the
supply of American beauty for the domestic market is not ex-
ceeded by the demand. There are plenty of the rightsort left.

Balloon Photography.

A Chicago photographer has invented a singular device for
photographing extensive views of the earth’s surface from the
clouds. His patent is for sending a camera up about 2,000 feet
above the earth by means of little balloons, which are steadied
and focused and the exposure made on the earth’'s surface, by
an electric wire! It is possible, according to the plans, to make
forty-eight exposures at each ascension, the sensitized paper
revolving on a cylinder. It is estimated that at this elevation
of 2,000 feet, a region seventy-five miles in diameter can be satis-
factorily photographed.

A Mysterious Subterranean Cavity.

Two farmers who were digging a well on a place near the line
of the Charleston, Cincinnati and Chicago Railroad, discovered
recently certain phenomena which indicate the existence of a
subterranean river or cave running from the mountains of Vir-
ginia, through North and South Carolina. Other earlier dis-
coveries had suggested the existence of such a cavern or river,
but this last more fully confirms the. theory. At the depth of
twenty feet the men, who were digging the well on their farm,
6truck a limestone formation, which gave out a hollow sound.
A workman then struck the point of a crowbar forcibly into an
apparent seam in the rock, but was astonished to see a hole open
under him and his bar disappear from sight. The air rushed
through the opening with a loud noise, terrifying the workmen,
who hastily left the well and refused to continue the work.
Whether this subterranean cavity will prove to be a river or a
mammoth cave, remains to be seen. It might be asubterraneous
fissure caused by the Charleston earthquake. Investigations
will be made.

The Columbia College Annex for Women.

Facilities for the higher education of women are constantly
increasing. The trustees of Columbia College have at last sanc-
tioned the proposed Annex to the college. The plan is for a
separate college for women under the direction and name of Co-
lumbia College, corresponding, in fact, very much to the Harvard
Annex. The trustees of Columbia College have agreed to the
petition embodying this plan, upon the following conditions:
That the trustees or the Annex shall be approved by the trustees
of Columbia College ; that there shall be no dormitories or sleep-
ing apartments for women in Columbia College or in the imme-
diate neighborhood of the college buildings; and that the college
for women shall meet its own expenses without requiring any aid
from Columbia College. It is also provided that the professors
and instructors of both colleges shall be the same. The consent
of the”trustees having been obtained, the promoters of the new
college now may proceed to the work of obtaining the necessary
endowments and the arrangement of courses of instruction, tui-
tion, and such matters. The tuition at the Harvard Annex is
$200 a year; but it is probable that the tuition will be the same
as that now required in the School of Arts at Columbia, $150.
All that is withheld from the women students under this arrange-
ment is the privilege of joining the classes of men. But the ex-
pediency of this system is not established. The records of col-
leges exclusively for women show very clearly that the students
do not need the stimulus of contact with masculine mentality,
for their scholarship surpasses that of the men. The residents of
New York City will be those most immediately benefited by this
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institution, for they can keep their ambitious daughters at home
and not be deprived of the pleasure of their society, nor the girls
of their home life, in order to secure for them the advanced edu-
cation which they desire.

Producing Diamonds by Electricity.
It would appear, from an interesting communication recently
published, that the author of the article describing a number of

experiments made on carbon at high temperatures and under
great pressures, had produced diamond-dust artificially. The
object of the experiments had not this end in view, however, but
were to obtain a dense form of carbon for use in arc and incan-
descent electric lamps ; for if the “ life,” or duration, of the car-
bons of either variety of lamp could be prolonged, it would con-
siderably economize electric lighting. Without entering into the
details of the experiments, which were not entirely successful
although a very dense form of carbon was obtained,it is interest-
ing to note that under the conditions mentioned above, and by
contact with other substances, there was obtained on the surface
of the carbon rod, a gray powder, harder than emery, and capable
of scratching the diamond. The inference is that this powder is
the diamond itself. If electricity can be made to give us these
crystals of light as well as its more transient brilliaucy, there will
be no need for those unable to purchase the genuine stones, to
wear imitatious.
Mining for Wood.

A peculiar industry, which exists nowhere else in the world,
furnishes employment to scores of people in Dennisville, New

Jersey. This is the business of mining cedar trees submerged in
the swamps. These fallen forests of Southern New Jersey were
discovered about seventy-five years ago, and have been a source
of interest to geologists and scientists ever since. No such
enormous specimens of the cedar are to be found standing any-
where upon the face of the globe to-day as these embedded In the
cedar mines. Some of the trees taken out have measured six feet
in diameter, and trees four feet across are common. Although
according to the scientific theory, ages have passed since they
fell, the trees which fell when they were yet living trees, are as
sound to-day as when they were uprooted. Such trees are called
“ windfalls,” and the dead trees, “ breakdowns.” These buried
trees are white cedar, and when cut the wood is of a delicate
flesh-color, and has the same aromatic flavor that the red-heart
cedar has. It is not possible to tell how many layers deep these
cedars lie in the swamps, but there are several layers, and with
all that have been removed in three-quarters of a century, the
first layer has not yet been exhausted. The uses to which these
cedar logs are put are principally shingles and staves; and cedar
tubs and pails made from this wood seventy years ago, show no
signs of decay. What it is in the swamp water ana red muck
soil of their bed that preserves these trees, with clean, smooth
and strong fiber, unimpaired by water or decay, is a mystery as
yet unsolved by science.

The New Comet.
The new comet discovered by Mr. Barnard, of the Lick Ob-
servatory, is likely to be a very interesting object, since it will be

visible for a considerable length of time. From April to Novem-
ber it will be visible first in the morning and then in the evening
sky, and can be seen with the smallest telescope. It is now
about twelve times as bright as when first discovered, and has a
nucleus which is almost stellar, and a faint train about half a
degree long. Its orbit so lies in space that for a long time it will
travel at something like the same distance from the earth as she
moves in her orbit.

The Sun’s Total Eclipse.
The solar total eclipse on January 1, 1889, visible in totality on
the coast of California, about 2 P. M., and as a sunset pheno-

menon, also total, in Canada, a short distance north of Lake
Superior, invites the renewed attempts of astronomers to solve
various problems in their science. The sun’s corona, seen only
during a total eclipse, will be photographed, and other observa-
tions taken by means of improved apparatus which will doubtless
add much to the knowledge already obtained relative to the
amount and intensity of the light emitted by the sun. An ex-
pedition fitted out from Harvard College will go to a place near
the town of Willow, in the Sacramento Valley, to observe the
eclipse, the observatory station being at an altitude of 2,000 feet
above the sea-level. Another important station for observing
the eclipse in its totality will be the Lick Observatory, and an
expedition fitted out at private expense will be conducted by
Professor David of the National Coast Survey, and will occupy
a station in Nebraska. As a partial eclipse, this obliteration of
our source of light and life will be seen over a very wide expanse
of the United States, and the sun will set in partial eclipse in
New York State, but the eclipse will not be visible further east.

A Paper House.
In Atlanta, Georgia, there is a little house painted sky-blue
and made entirely of paper. The rafters, the weather-boards,

the roof, the flooring, all are* made of thick, compressed paper
boards, perfectly water-proof, and as durable as wood. The
smooth, hard surface of the paper makes it less liable to catch
fire than a wooden building. No wood, brick, iron, or other ma-
terial is used about the house. The building is used as a store,
and the proprietor says he finds it warm in cool weather, and
comfortable when the weather is warm.
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What \Wbmen are Doing.

The Vassar College girls have a Prohibition Club.

Mlle. Jeanne Charwin has passed with the highest honors in
the School of Law in Paris.

Miss Mary Anderson is one of the favored Americans who
enjoy the friendship of Lord Tennyson.

Mrs. Johnson, of Orange, New Jersey, rode over one thousand
miles on her tricycle, during last summer and autumn.

Mrs. Susan N. Carter, Principal of the Cooper Institute Art
Schools, is preparing the authorized life of Peter Cooper.

The “ Emma Lazarus Working-Girls’ Club ” is a society re-
cently organized in New York City among Jewish girls. It
already has over eighty members.

Mrs. Nathan Appleton, of Boston, is at the head of a move-
ment to raise funds for a statue of Washington, to be presented
to the French government by the women of America.

The Empress of Japan has established a college for women, to
be superintended by a committee of foreign ladies. Two of
these are Americans, two English, and the other two, French
and German, respectively.

Mrs. Herbert D. Ward (Elizabeth Stuart Phelps), in marrying
a man so much younger than herself, only followed the precedent
set by such literary women as Mrs. Ritchie (Miss Thackeray), and
Mrs. Craik (Miss Mulock), in England, and Rose Terry Cooke,
in this country.

Mrs. Crawshay, an English lady, has placed in the hands of
William Rossetti the sum of 812,500, the income from which is
to be used annually' as a prize to the woman who $hall pass the
best examination on the writings of Byron, Keats, and Shelley.

Miss Emily Faithfull has just completed her thirty years of
work for women, and in consideration of this the Queen of Eng-
land has sent her an engraved portrait of herself with an inscrip-
tion in her royal hand.

The Misses Drexel, of Philadelphia, are the three wealthiest
young unmarried women in the United States. Their aggregate
fortune is said to reach the sum of $13,000,000, and to net each
of the young ladies an income of $300,000 per annum. They are
very charitable, and devote a great deal of time to church work.

Miss Lida A. Churchill, the author of the popular book “ My
Girls,” and other works, and one of our valued contributors,
is a Maine woman, but now resides in Rhode Island. She is still
young, and promises much good work for the future.

Miss Jane Harrison, noted as a Hellenic scholar and as a lec-
turer on Greek art, is a candidate for the chair of archaeology in
London University College, made vacant by the retirement of
Sir Charles Newton. This is the first time in the history of the
college that a woman has sought one of its professional chairs.

A new department of domestic economy has been started by
the Young Women’s Christian Association of Boston, with a
normal class of eight pupils, seven of whom reside in the build-
ing. Two cooking classes and one for marketing have been
formed by outside applicants, a regular system of family accounts
being taught. Carpentry is included in the course.

Miss McPherson has, for nearly twenty years past, been en-
gaged in training and sending English and Scotch children to
Canada. She selects from the crowds of dependent children
offered her, those who seem to promise best to grow up healthy
and honest men and women, and tests and trains them. She has
brought over fifty-five parties of children.

The National Council of Women, of which Miss Willard was
made president at Washington, D. C., last spring, has for its
object to secure in every leading city and town of the United
States a “ Woman’s Council,” made up of the presidents of all
societies of women, having a headquarters of its own, with an
office secretary, entering unitedly upon such lines of work as
all the women can agree upon.

Mrs. Clara A. Helm, a sister of Mrs. Helen Dauvray Ward, the
actress, proposes to donate a drinking-fountain, to be erected in
the New York City Hall Park, dedicated to the newsboys who
frequent that vicinity. She will design the fountaiu, and make
the clay model for the bronze founder. It will represent a news-
boy in tattered clothing, leaning on a water-plug with a bundle
of newspapers under his arm. Mrs. Helm will do the work in
Europe.
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Household.

Comparative Housekeeping.
X.

HOW to Set the Table on Fifty Cents a Day for Each
Person.

Substantial Suppers

E/e the oddest ideas of proportion, especially
as regards food. The story of the old maids who
were surprised at the appetite of their cook is well

known. “ Such a glutton !" said one. “ We had a chicken
for dinner to-day, and sister she eat a leg and a wing
and a piece of the breast, and | ate a leg and a wing and a
piece of the breast, and that girl in the kitchen finished the
whole of it!"

Nothing better illustrates the truth of this little story
than the every-day experience of a middle-class household.
“ Things do disappear so mysteriously." says the mistress ;
u the girl’'s appetite is alarming." And yet no one likes
to limit the kitchen table, and indeed no servants in this
country would stand it.

A very amusing instance of this indefiniteness in house-
hold matters came under my observation recently. A young
Southern lady was left for the first time in charge of the
house, and accepted the responsibilities cheerfully. Every
day the butcher called, and the question was sent up,
“ What shall he leave to-day ?® Her reply was invariably
the same, “ Oh ! the usual quantity." She expressed some
concern when she found the larder overrunning with joints
of beef, and gave them away to the colored help on the
estate, thinking no more of the matter until at the end of
three months, when accounts were sent in with a bill for
two thousand pounds of beef! This very remarkable style
of household management remains as a family joke ; but it
points a moral for all housekeepers, and especially for those
who are no longer pinned down to absolutely rigid economy,
and whose hearts are as large and larger thau their pockets.

The dinner menus suggested for an expenditure of not
less than 50 cents a day per head, have all left possible mar-
gins for suppers, and this should be well borne in mind : at
the same time, in considering substantial suppers we shall
seek those which call for fresh supplies.

Now in my experience supper may mean many different
things. When receiving an invitation to suck a meal it is
well to know something of people’s ways ; for it may convey
either the idea merely of tea and biscuits with a little pre-
serves, or of some substantial repast comprising more than
one dish, flanked by sweets. In the present instance our
subject matter relates rather to the latter and more satisfac-
tory condition of household ethics. In many homes supper
is the rallying-point of the family, the gathering-hour of the
day. Breakfast has been a hurried rheal for fathers and
brothers ; dinner, for many of the family, has been eaten at a
restaurant or in a school; but six or seven o’clock finds the
family reassembled, with both appetite and leisure to enjoy a
tasty, dainty, appetizing supper,which isthe prelude to a good,
sociable, enjoyable evening. What shall we have? Our 75
cents, the proportion we have reserved, will provide quite a
substantial menu if we desireit; we can have fish, meat, and
dessert, with tea, coffee, or chocolate, and that all may come
under the generic term supper; we can so arrange it that one
of our edibles shall be cold, as, for instance, pickled fish,
or cold joint, or salads.

A most excellent supper-dish, and one that can figure
either as hot or cold, is a pie ; not the pie of New England,
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but of Old England, which may be either of beef, veal, poul-
try or game, and that in every case is its own excuse for
being. Beefsteak pie can be made either of round steak,
sirloin, or fillet steak ; the latter is of course the best, but not
attainable upon our present limit. The meat should be cut
up into small pieces, well peppered and salted and sprin-
kled with flour, then placed in a deep dish with a chipped
onion, a tiny sprinkle of sage, and water enough to cover it.
Let it simmer gently for three-quarters of an hour, then take
it out and cover with a substantial suet crust; or, better
still, simmer the meat over the fire in a saucepan, and line
the deep dish with paste to receive it. Steak-and-kidney pie
or pudding is a great standby in English country-houses ;
the addition of the kidney lends richness and color to the
gravy, and in many parts of England, Somerset, and Devon-
shire, for instance, kidney pudding is considered a choice
dish.

Veal pie calls for the addition of hard-boiled eggs, sweet
herbs, cut up ham or bacon, and a shallot, and is most ex-
cellent. Small veal-and-ham pies, each the size of a sauce-
dish, make a change, and serve capitally, it may be said in-
cidentally, to take away for lunch. Chicken pie gains agreat
deal if well-made sausage be cut up and used with the chick-
en ; while eggs also figure in it as well as in game pies The
crust for all should be made with very finely chopped suet,
and over an inch thick Pies can of course be glazed if de-
sired.

Sausage rolls make an admirable supper-dish, and a
very inexpensive one. Spiced beef is another substantial
which is equally commendable hot or cold. In preparing
it, take the round or neck of beef, a solid, cross-grained piece,
which first brown on all sides in an iron pot, and then add
an onion stuck with cloves, enough water to prevent burn-
ing, and let it cook very slowly for two or three hours,
serving it with the gravy poured over it.

The Belgians have a delicious way of preparing an aitch-
bone of beef. They place it in cold water (very little) and
cover it with finely chopped vegetables, let it cook very
slowly, and when it is ready for dishing up add a table-
spoonful or more of vinegar. It is excellent either hot or
cold, and, moreover, warms up advantageously.

What are known as Italian steaks prove admirable as
supper dainties. Take round steak and cut it into inch
slices, lay upon each slice a thin cut of streaky bacon and
a sprinkle of herbs, roll up and tie, place in a dish with
butter, brown all over, then add stock or water enough to
cover, thicken slightly, and serve with mashed potatoes.
In buying rib roasts there is generally a piece at the end
which is wasteful, and which can be utilized for supper by
cutting it off, salting it slightly, and stewing it with vegeta-
bles cut very fine.

Potatoes are invaluable for the supper-table. A treatise
might be written about them, but for the moment it will
suffice to mention particularly one style, which | met with the
other day for the first time, at a pleasant family supper,—
scalloped potatoes, namely. They were simply very thinly
sliced raw potatoes placed with some butter in a deep dish in
the oven and baked till tender, then covered with milk and
left in the oven until all the liquid was absorbed, a piece of
butter then placed on the top, and a thin crust was formed
by its drying in. They were perfectly delicious. Chips
and balls are also excellent ways of using potatoes at sup-
per, and especially as the accompaniments of fish. Had-
dock, for instance, baked, with tiny ball potatoes, makes a
very nice dish ; and cold potatoes mashed, not made into
cakes, but into round marbles, and fried, are both tasty and
pretty.

Salads have been dwelt upon so thoroughly in a former
article, that it is superfluous to consider them other than

incidentally, though mention may be made of the value of
beet-root in connection with them or separately. It can be
made to serve a useful purpose, either as a garnish or cut
into dice and covered with mayonnaise dressing. Mashed
beets, too, are excellent, as are mashed carrots, although it
is the fashion rather to despise them.

Sweets at supper should be light, such, for example, as
Bavarian cream, jelly, or merely preserves or fruit.

Before quitting the subject, a word may be said in favor
of a kind of fish little used here, but none the less excellent,
namely, Finnan haddock. It has many merits ; it is tasty
and easily digested, and moreover makes excellent fish-
balls. Kippered herrings, too, difficult to obtain here, are
now imported in tins, and make a delicious supper-relish,
and so, too, does pickled mackerel.

It is unnecessary to specify tongue or ham, but it may,
perhaps, be worth while to suggest that grated ham is not
to be despised, especially if ithas become dry and is near
the bone. Ham fritters, too, repay attention ; if the ham is
finely scraped, and the batter good, then itmay well be looked
upon as a most valuable contribution to supper possibilities.
There is an English dish rejoicing in the extraordinary
name of “ Toad in the Hole,” which is decidedly better than
its name. It consists of batter and steak. A thick, rich bat-
ter is made and poured into a deep dish or basin, and the
steak, after being cut into square pieces, is thrown into the
batter, and baked,or, if preferred, boiled.

At this time of year a hearty supper is particularly enjoy-
able. The menus we give are suggested in view of the fact
that it is cold, raw, and disagreeable outside, and that the
craving of the system demands substantial fare, which,
moreover, the purse can well afford at the rate of seventy-
five cents for the meal. Sunday’s supper usually follows
upon a day of comparative leisure, and may be less deci-
dedly hearty, especially as probably the servant is out; so
we may limit it to

d_Pie, or Gold Joint.

Gol
Bread and Butfér. Preserves, Cake.
Tea, Coffee, Chocolate.

Monday .
Smoked Salmon E}:/all Potatoes.
Spiced BeeFf) cal]otped Potatoes. Cold Sglced Beef.  Beet Salad.
Bread and Butter Cheese. read and Butter.
Chocolate with Beaten Cream. Coffee or Tea
Itallajﬁ1 e§€e&aﬁ ausage BoII
Mashed Carrots. Caullﬂower Salad. Pressed Beef Potato galad
Ho armalade Tart
Choco?a Tea or Coffee.
Saturday. .
Salmo Hiag. Form of Veal or Chicken.
Patato Croquettes. Celery Salad.
Pickled Mackerel. Bavarian Cream.
Orange JeII Ramaqums. Hot Biscuits.
Choc . Tea or Coffee.

Janet E. Ruutz-Rees.

A Cup of Tea.

MHERE are several varieties of plant-life capable of
furnishing tea. The differences between many of
l'“dwﬁ these, however, is slight, and more a matter of inter-
est to botanists than to the general reader. All the varieties
which we might class as China teas are capable of furnish-
ing both black and. green tea, of which again there are sev-
eral varieties, depending mainly on the age of the plant and
the portion selected for manipulation.

The Chinese have the honor of first cultivating tea, and
they have a curious legend, explaining the origin of the plant.
A Chinese hermit, wishing, from religious motives, to keep
awake, found that the flesh was weak, and that, in spite of
the willingness of the spirit, his eyes would constantly close
in slumber. To cure himself he courageously cut off his
eyelids and cast them on the ground, when a Chinese god.,,
with the skill which those ancient deities possessed, turned
them into a tea plant, the leaves of which resembled an eye-
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lid with its fringe of lashes, and had the power of prevent-
ing sleep. So much for the legend.

Tea leaves as plucked off the shrub and tea leaves as
bought by us are very different in appearance, taste, and
chemical properties; so that we may conclude that the
manipulations to which the leaves are subjected by the
manufacturer are a somewhat important matter.

The leaves when gathered are spread out in a thin layer to
dry. They are then roasted in a metal pan over a brisk fire,
being kept in constant motion. After a few minutes* roast-
ing they are removed and rolled by hand ; and after a sec-
ond roasting they are ready to be packed. The chief differ-
ences in preparation of the black and green varieties are that
for green tea the leaves are roasted soon after drying, and
over a brisk fire; while for black tea the leaves are exposed
to the air for some time previous to the firing, and this latter
process is 'Carried on slowly.

The very finest teas rarely reach this country, and those
varieties which are known as “ scented,” owe their bouquet,
in many cases, to artificial means. Russia, perhaps, receives
the finest quality of exported tea, and it is carried there
overland.

Before proceeding further, it will be as well to glance
at the chemical composition of tea. A complete and reli-
able analysis of tea can hardly be said to be in exist-

ence ; but we know that ordinary tea contains at least
three substances, important from a domestic point of
view, viz., an alkaloid, theinet a volatile oil, and tannin.

Each of these substances exerts a different action on the
human frame. The alkaloid, or active principle, theine, is
a stimulant to the nervous system. It is the theine which
makes a cup of tea so acceptable to the tired traveler and
the overworked student. It has another action ; it prevents
waste of bodily tissue, thus, to a certain extent, taking the
place of food. Not that it actually plays the part of a food
in nourishing the body, or in forming new tissue; butitless-
ens that wearing away, constant draining of waste material,
which goes on in a healthy body. It is, in fact, a powerful
medicine, and, like other medicines, requires to be used with
caution.

The volatile oil of tea possesses some medicinal properties,
but its effects have been little studied ; to a confirmed tea-
drinker this volatile oil, however, is an important constitu-
ent, because the aroma of the tea is due to its presence.

The tannin of tea has much to answer for ; itis present in
variable quantity, and it is the chief cause of the various
diseases rightly or wrongly ascribed to tea-drinking.

To make tea scientifically, then, we should endeavor to
extract as much of the first two ingredients as po sible, and
as little of the third. This can be accomplished by pro-
ceeding as follows : .

In the first place, soft water is necessary; no one can
make good tea with hard water. Have the teapot perfectly
dry; put in the measured quantity of tea— which, usually,
in this country, is one teaspoonful for each person and one
for the pot; the latter quantity is one | never could under-
stand, but we will not. quarrel with the pot's allowance.
Now warm the pot gently by placing it with its dry contents
before the fire for three or four minutes ; this will open
the leaves and improve the aroma. Next, pour on a small
quantity of boiling water; see that it is boiling, and also
that it has just come to the boil. | have frequently seen tea
made with water that has been boiling for half an hour, the
result being that the tea as an infusion was spoiled. Another
way of spoiling tea at this stage is to pour the full quantity
of boiling water over the leaves at once, and then let it stand
*t to draw,” this being one of the surest methods of extract-
ing the full quantity of tannin, making the tea both un-
pleasantly bitter and unwholesome. Having poured enough
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boiling water on the leaves to well cover them, the pot and
contents may be allowed to stand for four minutes, being
kept warm during the time either by close proximity to the
fire, or, preferably, by the teapot cosy. Now fill up with
the remainder of the water, and the tea will be made to per-
fection. Never boil tea, for you will then send all the vola-
tile oil and aroma up the chimney. Don't allow it to stand
too long, or you will extract too much tannin. When the
meal is finished, empty out the leaves, and dry the teapot
carefully, so as to have it ready for the next brew.

I have often heard the question asked whether an earth-
enware or metal teapot makes the besttea. The true answer
is—both ; for it depends how they are used as to what the
result may be. If it is the custom of the cook to place the
teapot near the fire, then a brown earthenware pot is the
best; if, on the other hand, the tea is made in the dining-
room, and the pot during the u drawing” process is kept on
the table, then a bright metal pot produces the best results.
A little scientific knowledge of the nature of heat will ex-
plain this.

If we expose to the same source of heat for a similar period
two pieces of metal, the surface of one being bright, while
the other is blackened, we shall find that the blackened
piece will become much hotter in a given time than the pol
ished one. That is to say, that blackened surfaces absorb
heat more quickly than polished ones. If, on the other
hand, we take two vessels containing hot water, one of them
being dull and the other bright, we shall find that the pol-
ished vessel will cool more slowly than the dull one. Put-
ting this into scientific language, black surfaces are good
absorbers and good radiators, whilst polished surfaces are
bad radiators and bad absorbers ; so that the dull earthen-
ware teapot placed near the fire absorbs a large amount of
heat, and keeps the tea and water warm ; while if the
bright teapot were placed near the fire, it would be unable
to absorb the heat, and thus prevent the tea being well in-
fused, but when once infused and removed to the table,
would keep the contents warmer for a much longer time
than the cheaper earthenware pot.

I have already alluded to the value of soft water in tea-
making ; and where only hard water is to be procured, it is a
common practice to put some baking-soda in the teapot.
This undoubtedly softens the water, but the lime is all pre-
cipitated in the teapot, and the excess of soda—for excess is
usually present—acts deleteriously on the tea. If soda must
be used, put it in the tea-kettle ; or, what is much better,
put a little sugar in the teapot before pouring on the water.

D. D.

Apple Meringue.—Stew apples, sweeten and flavor to taste,
and put the fruit in the dish it is to be served in. Let it cool.
Beat the whites of three or four eggs with a little powdered sugar,
to a froth which can be cut with a silver knife. Spread this
smoothly over the fruit, and set the dish in the oven for about
fifteen minutes. The crust should be a crisp, light brown. It is
better served at once, for the meringue grows tough iu cooling.

Lemon Sponge.—Soak half an ounce of gelatine for one hour
in three-quarters of a pint of water, and add the strained juice of
three lemons, and five ounces of loaf sugar. Simmer in a sauce-
pan over the fire for a minute or two. Strain, and let the mix-
ture cool. When nearly cold, add the beaten whites of two eggs,
and beat all well together foe twenty minutes ; pour into wetted
molds, and set aside to cool. It should be made the day before
it is needed.

Orange-Feel Cakes.—Half a pound of sugar ; the yolks of four
and the whites of two eggs ; two ounces of lemon-peel cut very
fine; the rind of one orange ; half a pound of flour. Beat all
the other ingredients together thoroughly before adding the
flour. Make the cakes into small fancy shapes, and score them
across the top with the back of a knife. Bake slowly.
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B ook R eview

Log-Book Notes Through Life, by Elisabeth N. Little, author
of “ Beacon Lights,” “’Long Shore,” etc., will be welcomed as
another of the artistic gift-books which embody choice selec-
tions from favorite poets, embellished with beautiful and appro-
priate illustrations. In this are included verses by Helen Hunt,
Lucy Larcom, Whittier, Longfellow, D. G. Rossetti, J. W. Chad-
wick, and others,with appropriate nautical illustrations represent-
ing ships and sails and spars and ropes most artistically devised
to ornament and accompany the verses. The book is an oblong
quarto, with handsome cover, every detail in exquisite taste,
and the illustrations appropriately printed in blue monochrome.
Published by White & Allen, New York and London.

A Christmas Carol, and A Friend Stands at the Door, a psalm
for the New Year, both written by the lamented Dinah Maria
Mulock-Craik, are published as companion souvenirs of the holi-
day season, printed in sepia-tint and gold, on oblong leaflets of
ivory-finished card-board bound together with ribbon and embel-
lished with dainty and appropriate illustrations by J. Pauline
Sunter. All are familiar with Mrs. Craik’s tender verses, and
the artist has caught the inspiration of the poet and is exceed-
ingly happy in her illustrations.

All Around the Year, similar in style to the above, but smaller,
isa calendar with illustrations by the same artist, in which the
flight of time is represented by quaint figures of children with
surroundings appropriate to each month. These handsome
sepia tint souvenirs are published by Lee & Shepard, Boston.

The Life of Christ Calendar is one of the most beautiful and
appropriate of the many seasonable novelties. It presents a
series of exquisite designs in old missal style, illustrating twelve
famous events in the life of our Saviour, each accompanied by
an appropriate verse of Scripture and the calendar for the month.
These are printed on large card-sheets tied together with cord or
ribbon, and are exact reproductions of the original aquarelles in
all their richness of coloring and artistic effect. Published by
White & Allen, New York and London.

The Old Folks at Home. The charming old ballad is presented
in a most charming dress, with full-page monochrome illustra-
tions alternating with the pages containing the verses, which are
also accompanied by artistic designs. This is another of the
popular “ card-books ” having the leaflets bound together with
ribbon, and is one of the most satisfying in its general effectto an
artistic taste. It is oneof the series of “ Favorite Folk Ballads,”
printed in blue, sepia, and other tinted monochromes, which
includes “ Annie Laurie,” “ Kathleen Mavourneen,” and several
others. Published by White & Allen, New York and London.

Nelly was a Lady. The familiar plantation song written and
eompdsed by Stephen Collins Foster, is presented in dainty garb,
with beautiful page illustrations of Southern scenes drawn from
nature, and each stanza occupying a page with appropriate and
characteristic ornamentation. This is uniform in style with the
others of the series of “ Songs of America,” among which are
several other songs by the same popular composer. Published
by Ticknor & Company, Boston.

The Report of the International Council of Women, which
met at Washington last April, is now published in book form,
and every woman who was interested in the movement, or is in-
terested in the advancement of her sex, needs this volume as a
souvenir of the most remarkable assemblage ever convened, and
as a book of reference and inspiration. It is slightly condensed
from the excellent stenographic report made for the “ Woman’s
Tribune,” which was published daily during the Council, and in
this convenient form one may (and will want to) read again and
again the stirring speeches made by noble women on the most
vital questions of our time, and gain inspiration, encourage-

ment, and strength for future good works for the best interests
of humanity. The work is published in paper covers, for 50
cents, or 60 cents by mail, and bound in cloth, for 75 cents,
or 90 cents by mail, the latter style having as a frontispiece a

* fine engraved portrait of Lucretia Mott. It is very fully in-
dexed, which is a great comfort for busy people. Published by
the National Woman Suffrage Association, Washington, D. C.
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Memories of the Crusade, an account of the great uprising of
the women of Ohio against the liquor crime, is a valuable con-
tribution to temperance history, worthy of the most careful
perusal. “ Mother ” Stewart, the leader in that “ Holy War,”
as it has been aptly called, has in this book given her actual ex-
periences, and the history of the “ Woman’s Temperance Cru-
sade ” in 1873, the forerunner of that grand organization, the W.
C. T. U. with its 200,000 members, which are told in an easy,
natural mauner that gives weight to its deeply instructive les-
sons. The book contains 535 pages, interspersed'with incidents
and anecdotes amusing and pathetic, and has numerous illustra-
tions that bring vividly before the reader the stirring scenes of
the days when the “ praying bands ” made their historic tour of
the saloons with such glorious results. Mother Stewart was a
Prohibitionist from the start, and has suffered much for the
cause. Always a liberal giver, 6he, like the majority of the
workers for the cause of temperance, never received any ade-
quate pay for her services, and a more self-sacrificing heroism
than hers the world has seldom witnessed. It is hoped that the
profits from the sale of this book will help to support her de-
clining years. She has done good service on both continents,
and should this book meet with favor, it will be followed by
another on “ The Crusade in Great Britain.” Published by
Wm. G. Hubbard & Co., Columbus, Ohio.

Rachel Armstrong ; or Love and Theology, by Celia Parker
Woolley, is a work that stands as the prototype of the theologi-
cal novels that are now so popular, and it has been styled “ The
American ‘ Robert Elsmere’ ” : the same universal absorbing
questions are treated of in both, and Mrs. Woolley has presented
a vivid and faithful study of the conditions regarding religious
subjects as they exist in American life. The hero and heroine
are both moral enthusiasts, and their story is told with rare
power, and the book evinces deep spiritual insight. The book
was published over a year ago under the second title, and to meet
the demand for a cheaper edition is now brought out in Tick-
nor’s Paper Series.

Young Maids and Old, By Clara Louise Burnham, author of
“ Next Door,” “ No Gentlemen,” etc., is another of those whole-
some, piquant, and entertaining stories that have made the
author so popular. Miss Trowbridge is a charming type of the
sisterhood of unmarried women, kind, motherly, and self-sacri-
ficing, who finds her happiness in promoting that of her nieces
and nephews. The story is told in the author’s happiest vein,
and after various vicissitudes, of course ends happily. Pub-
lished by Ticknor & Company, Boston.

Better Times is a collection of ten short stories by Henry
Hayes, the author of “ The Story of Margaret Kent” and
“ Queen Money,” and although written before he enjoyed his
present enviable reputation, are in the same bright, entertaining,
and natural style that gives such a peculiar charm to the
author’s later works. Published by Ticknor & Company, Bos-
ton.

The Life of Gen. Clinton B. Fisk, by Prof. A. A. Hopkins, is the
biography of a typical American life, beginning in the log-cabin
of a pioneer, and culminating in the honor of a presidential
nomination. The record of a self-made man always has a per-
manent value as a source of inspiration to other men and to
the rising generation, and the life of this advocate of the grand
eprinciple of Prohibition is another example of the truth of the
old saying, “ Where there”s a will, there’'s away.” Published
by Funk & Wagnalls, New York.

Three highly humorous books are The Thompson Street
Poker Club, which originally appeared in “ Life,” illustrated
by E. W. Kemble, who is always so successful in his portrait-
ures of the negro ; The Mott Street Poker Club, illustrated
by M. Woolf, which gives a graphic account of life among the
Chinese in New York City ; and The Hottentot Blue-Book,
the latest of C. M. Seyppel’s quaint productions, which recounts
in verse, with over one hundred illustrations, the adventures of
an English Smith and a German Schmidt in the wilds of Africa.
Published by White & Allen, New York and London.

How to Learn to Paint with Oil and China Colors, by Marion
Kemble, isan excellent and instructive manual intended specially
for those who for various reasons are debarred from the oppor-
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tunitj of enjoying personal instruction in painting, and also to
afford those who propose to take lessons, such preliminary
knowledge as will enable them to do so more intelligently and
economically. Part |. treats of oil painting, and Part Il. of
painting on china ; and to these is added a glossary of the tech-
nical terras used in the book, which will be of great service to
beginners. The book will be of especial value to amateurs;
and, as the author states in the introduction, its value “ should
not be estimated by its size, weight, or number of pages, but
rather by what the information it gives will cost obtained in any
other form.” Published by S. W. Tilton & Co., Boston.

Hygiene of the Nursery, by Louis Starr, M.D., Physician to
the Children’s Hospital, Philadelphia, and Clinical Professor at
the University of Pennsylvania of the Diseases of Children, is a
book that every mother and nurse should be conversant with,
and every physician should have in his library. It treats in a
common-sense way, in simple language devoid of technicalities,
of matters pertaining to the, nursery,—the features of health ;
the proper selection of the room for the nursery, its heating,
ventilation, lighting, and furnishing; the proper food, method
and time for bathing the little ones, etc.,, etc., and has an
especially helpful chapter on the treatment of the various emer-
gencies that are so likely to occur in a family of children. The
author believes firmly in the value of the “ ounce of prevention,”
and recommends many hygienic rules, which, if practiced in the
nursery, would lessen susceptibility to disease. Published by
P. Blakiston, Son, & Co., Philadelphia.

Calisthenics for Young Folks, by Alfred M. A. Beale, is a handy
manual of the various kinds of exercises particularly suitable for
children, for girls as well as boys, either for school or home
practice. The book is profusely illustrated with cuts made from
photographs of children practicing the various motions, and these
add greatly to its value. Exercises with the wand, dumb-bells,
and Indian club, are exhaustively described, and the first chapter
is devoted to elementary exercises which tend to a graceful walk
and carriage. The girls will be especially interested in the
description and illustrations of the broom drill, and the boys in
the chapters devoted to fencing and swimming. The book is
issued by the Excelsior Publishing House, New York.

Wings and Stings is the airy, stinging title of another sprightly,
amusing book by Palmer Cox. It is one of the u Queer People”
series, and similar to its companion, “ Paws and Claws.” This
is one of the funniest and brightest books for youngsters; the
illustrations are splendid, and will make the boys and girls
roar with laughter. As a holiday book nothing could be more
appropriate, since nothing could confer greater pleasure upon
the little ones. Published by Hubbard Bros., Philadelphia.

P. T. Barnum’s Circus, Museum, and Menagerie, is a book
designed by the veteran showman and Sarah J. Burke for the
delectation of the little people; and the youngster who would
not be delighted with it, must be different from any we know.
Every page is illustrated, and there are numerous bright-colored
lithographs ; and to look through the book and read about the
experience of Gay and Trixie and Tom among the animals and
curiosities, is almost as good as a visit to the circus. Published
by White & Allen, New York and London.

Charming Songs for Little Warblers, by George Gill, suggests
the twilight hour, with mamma or the elder sister at the piano, and
the little ones clustered around her and singing in happy, child-
ish voices. This is a collection of pretty songs set to simple
tunes, suitable for home or school, and is published by the
Boston School Supply Comptmy.

Madame Silva, by M. G. McClelland, author of “ Oblivion,”
“ Jean Monteith,” etc., is published in the Sunshine Series of
Cassell’s Choice Fiction. “ Madame Silva” is a no.vel of deep
interest. It deals—not in any friendly way—with the mysti-
cism and “ adeptism ” which it is so fashionable to discuss at
present. The awkwardness which often arises when an adopted
child becomes dear as one’s own and yet must be given up to its
real parents, is a leading motive of the story, which is one of
supreme renunciation and self-sacrifice. Published by Cassell
and Company, New York.

The Family Doom ; or, The Sin of A Countess, is by Mrs. Emma
D. E. N. Southworth, whose novels need no recommendation, for
everything by this brilliant and favorite, author is always eagerly
read. Published by T. B. Peterson and Brothers, Philadelphia.
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Prohibition Bells and Songs of The New Crusade, compiled by
the Silver Lake Quartette, is a collection of songs set to music.
These bells ring clear notes of sweet summons or soul-piercing
warning, and will be heard in repeated echoes throughout the
land. Musical sounds vibrate further than discords, and a song
often moves more than an oration ; hence these bell-notes will
doubtless be as effective as they are sweet or sonorous. Pub-
lished by Funk & Wagnails, publishers, New York.

Platform Voices, edited by Julia A. Ames, associate editor of
the Union Signal, is a choice selection of temperance recitations
for young and old, collected in a pamphlet of convenient size
and published by the Woman’s Temperance Publication Associa-
tion, Chicago.

Isidra, by Willis Steell, is a romance of the struggle for Mexi-
can independence in 1864. A talc of patriotism and love among
the warm-natured people of that land, where, as the author says,
“ the sun never shines but it scorches,” could not be less than
impassioned ; and the lover of romance will not be disappointed
in its pages. Published by Tickuor and Co., Boston.

The Man Behind, by T. S. Denison, is a novel dealing with the
three master passions, love, avarice, and ambition. The life of
the average politician is the motive of the plot. Published by
T. S. Denison, Chicago.

Our Next Article About New York City.

Nothing truer lias ever been said than that occupation
makes diversion acceptable, and diversion makes occupation
welcome in turn. Even in the nursery we are taught what
will be the result of “ all work and no play,” but New-
Yorkers need never degenerate to the traditional dullness of
“ Jack,” because of lack of diversion for their hours of
relaxation. In the previous articles about New York City
we have had to do with the business aspects of the metropo-
lis ; our next will be devoted to its amusements, and not
only treat of the theatres, opera-houses, and similar places
for which the city is noted, but give a delightfully chatty
description of the characteristic pastimes that contribute so
much to the pleasure of “ the million,” and introduce the
reader to some of the popular resorts outside the city itself,
that have become almost world-famous. As heretofore, the
article will he embellished with numerous handsome illus-
trations, among them fine portraits of Miss Mary Anderson
and Edwin Booth.

“ Where is My Pattern?”

W e are continually receiving letters asking the above
question, and almost invariably, upon looking into the mat-
ter, we find the non-arrival due to carelessness on the part
of the writer.

We receive innumerable “ Pattern Orders ” with no name
dr address written upon them. These can often be traced,
when a complaint arrives, by the postmark on the envelope ;
but it is amusing to read in the letter of complaint, “ Where
is my pattern? | know | have made no mistake,” etc., and
many will not believe they have been so careless as to forget
to sign their name or to mark the pattern desired, or to in-
close the two-cent stamp for each “ Pattern Order,” or have
omitted some other essential detail.

Our friends will be doing us a great favor if they will
always write when anything ordered from ns fails to arrive.
W e assure them it will never beany fault of ours if they are
not eventually satisfied, as our business is so systematized
that the fault is not likely to happen in our office. Often-
times it is some fault with the Post-Office ; but, whatever it
may be, if they will write to us, we will see that it is set
right, for it is to our interest to satisfy everybody.

E xtra Patterns.

Ip yon wish an extra pattern, and have no “ Pattern Order” on hand
for which the time has not run out, an extra Magazine may be purchased
in your neighborhood and a “ Pattern Order ” thus obtained ; or yon can
inclose 22 cents (the price of the Magazine and two cents for the postage
on pattern) to us, designating in your letter what pattern you wish. We
will then cut the “ Pattern Order” out, and send yon the Magazine and
pattern by return mail.
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'Entitling holder to

¢ ) : a Pattern, will be
: i : | found at bottom of
: 7 page 213.

The happy medium is the accepted decision in the matter
of the tournure. The hustle, while still worn, is so unob-
trusive as not to excite unpleasant comment, and the appear-
ance of those who have entirely discarded the appendage
is not sufficiently attractive to tempt many to follow the ultra
fashion ; so the tournure of modest proportions has undoubt-
edly come to stay. To attain the desired effect, two or three
short steels are inserted in the foundation skirt, the upper
one quite near the belt, and the hair pad is used only when
the material of the dress is heavy and the drapery requires
such support. Even for evening dresses of the thinnest
materials the steels are retained, but are always very short,
and never tied back tightly.

Skirts for all costumes are perceptibly longer, those for
street wear sometimes touching the ground, a fashion not
to be recommended, while for carriage and visiting dresses
the skirts sometimes rest two or three inches on the ground.
House dresses are made to touch the ground, or are trained
four or five inches, dinner and reception dresses have demi-
trains from ten to fifteen inches in length, but full trains
appear only on full-dress toilets.

The polonaise or redingote effect appears in every style
of costume, from a tea-gown to a ball-dress. At a recent
fashionable wedding the brides-maids wore redingotes cut
like the “ Kassala” (illustrated in the September number),
made of peau de soie in pale lemon-color, light green, and
a delicate strawberry-tint, over ballet skirts of white tulle
finished only with a broad hem at the foot, which showed
through the openings in the redingote skirt. Directoire
and Louis Quatorze coats of moire, brocade, or soft Sicili-
enne, are also worn in combination with tulle skirts. Velvet
is frequently used for the broad revers that distinguish the
style, but the vest is replaced, for young ladies especially,
by a guimpe or full round waist, completed by a broad belt
of velvet, sometimes elaborately embroidered.

A boa is the almost inevitable accompaniment of every
style of costume, and to meet the necessities of the case and
the demands of coquetry, is now made in feathers, lace,
ribbon, and even flowers, as well as fur, and its ornamen-

tal possibilities are paramount to the original object of com-
fort for which the fur boa was designed. One of the prettiest
of the flower boas is made of pink rose-petals, and is wound
around the crown of a black velvet hat that has a very
narrow brim at the back, the long ends crossed in the back,
brought around the neck, and loosely knotted under the
chin. Boas of lace,feathers, and fluffy furs, especially fox
and llama, are arranged in a similar manner. Even when
serving its legitimate purpose, the ends of the boa seldom
hang down straight in front, but are loosely tied so as to be
of unequal length, and one end is thrown over the shoulder,
perhaps crossing the back and brought forward under the
opposite arm.

Fancy runs riot in the matter of tasty muffs, and they
are carried with all styles of costumes, even when other
accessories of fur are worn. For use with special costumes,
they are most frequently made of the same material ; but
plush, velvet, or silk, with any effective style of ornamenta-
tion, preferably, at the moment, feathers, is a favorite foun-
dation for a muff to be carried with different costumes. Muffs
made of ostrich-feather flues, matching the boas, and some-
times ornamented with a cluster of tips on the top, are very
lovely, and much lighter than the fur muffs.

Showy styles and colors in gloves find no favor. Tan re-
mains the fashionable color for gloves for all occasions, the
dark and medium shades for day wear, and the lighter tints
for evening, even with all-white dresses, although white
gloves are sometimes worn with these toilets, and are cer-
tainly much more appropriate. Black, and various shades of
gray are worn with gray costumes. Undressed kid gloves of
light quality with corded backs are chosen for dressy uses ;
for street wear, gloves of heavy kid with broad stitching in
self-color or black are universally worn. The four and five
button lengths are most popular for ordinary uses, and for
evening wear, the gloves invariably meet the sleeves, some-
times reaching quite to the shoulders.

In hosiery, black is more worn than any color, both for
day and evening. Fine black silk hose with lace insertions
up the fronts are worn with handsome toilets of black and
dark colors, but for evening, or even ordinary house-wear, it is
the fashion at present to wear the hose to match the low
shoes, black with black shoes, gray or tan-color when the
shoes are of those colors. Bed stockings are occasionally
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worn with black costumes, and where black is combined
with a color in the costume, the shoes are black, and the
hose of the same color that is used in the toilet.

For information received regarding costumes and robes,
thanks are due to B. Altman & Co.; for children’s dresses,
to Best & Co.; and for materials, to James McCreery & Co.

A handsome ornament for the hair is a comb of light
amber shell, surmounted with a border work of pearls and
diamonds, then a rim of small pearls, and finally a row of
large diamonds and pearls alternating.

Eldora Basque. Eldora Drapery.

Reception. Toilet.
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Reception Toilet.

Strawberry-tinted fuille Frunfaise, black Chantilly
lace, pale lemon-colored velvet for the revers on the waist
and clusters of lemon-colored ostrich tips and aigrette* are
represented in the illustration, and the patterns used are
the “ Eldora” basque, the “ hldora" drapery, a plain
foundation skirt, and an ‘*Adjustableu train, the latter
illustrated in miniature on page 194. The combination of
the materials can be easily understood from the illustration.
The plaited panel is on the left side only, the right side
being as shown on the hack view. The hack view also
shows the design without the train, and with this moditi-
cation the model is suitable for quite simple materials and
ordinary purposes. The drapery is especially desirable for

soft silks and fine woolens, which drape gracefully. The

pattern for the basque is cut high in the neck, but is
marked where it may he cut as illustrated. When
used for very dressy purposes, the standing collar is
komitted altogether. The patterns are fully described
L on page 195.

k

Ecila Mantle.

The graceful simplicity of this design rec-
ommends it especially for plush, velvet
seal-skin, and the heavier qualities of cloth

that are appropriately trimmed with fur,

and it could also be used for the lighter
fabrics that are chosen for spring and
autumn wraps. The illustration of the
front represents golden-brown velvet
trimmed with cord passementerie of the
same color and oiter fur ; the back view
shows it made of black beaver cloth
trimmed with braid passementerie and
lynx fur. The hat is a chamois-colored
felt trimmed with a huge bow of ribbon
of the same color with garnet edges, the
loops secured with garnet pins, and a full
red aigrette ; and the brim is faced with
an appliquE trimming of garnet velvet.

See page 195 for the description of the

mantle pattern.

; “ Red Riding Hood" cloaks are worn by
children under eight years of age.

Smax.li pearls set in a gold grape-vine leaf,
with a diamond stem, compose a delicate lace-
pin, also pretty to fasten the bonnet strings.

Ggred Skirt.

Adjustable Train.
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Directoire Coat.
(See Page 190.)

This stylish model can be utilized for either an independ-
ent garment to use for street wear only, or for a polonaise to
complete a costume of heavy or medium weight material.
It can be combined with a plain or plaited skirt, which may
be of the same or a contrasting material, and the waistcoat,
or vest, can match either the skirt or coat. The illustra-
tion represents a costume of heavy, old-red serge, with the
skirt, and the rever son the back, of serge of the same color
having broad stripes of yellow silk embroidery, and the vest,
collar, and cuffs of black velvet. The hat is of red velvet,
with a bow of yellow velvet on the crown, and a boa of
silver-fox fur encircling the crown, crossed in the back,
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and then brought around the neck. The muff is of the
same fur, ornamented with a bow of red and yellow velvet.
For directions about the pattern, see page 195.

Winter Cloak.
(Sec Page 191.)

An especially stylish cloak, made of seal-plush trimmed
with bands of otter. The hat is brown felt trimmed with
brown ribbon and ostrich tips of a lighter shade of brown.
The design of the cloak is the * Thora Mraglan, the pat-
tern for which was given with the October number. The
shoulder-pieces are carried down the back like those of a
dolman ; the back pieces are cut like a pointed basque,
and the skirt is gathered and sewed to them. For particu-
lars about the pattern, see page 795 of the October magazine.

Ball Dresses.

W hite will never be superseded entirely for the festal
array of youth, and the airy, fleecy clouds of white tulle,
which compose so many fashionable ball-dresses, are charm-
ing accompaniments to youthful grace and beauty.

White or cream-white tulle in several thicknesses, the
outer one tucked in deep, separated tucks run in with white
floss-silk and thus distinctly outlined, is draped lightly with
a good deal of fullness at the back, over a foundation skirt
which is finished at the bottom with a deep box-plaiting of
tulle, which holds the outer skirt out in a graceful manner.
The inside'of the underskirt of such a dress is not only ar-
ranged with steels to keep it in place, but the back breadths
are lined with crinoline to the waist, to avoid any limpness.
The corsage is full and cut inV-shape back and front, or
worn high, according to taste.

An exquisitely simple dress in white tulle is as described,
with a drapery coming from the belt at the left and crossing
the skirt to the foot at the right. The edge of this drapery
is finished with an inch-wide hem and four tucks to match,
run in with floss silk, and rows of white moire ribbon are
run on the tulle back of this, while a bow of the same rib-
bon holds the drapery to the skirt at the foot. Such a dress
in Nile-green tulle with ribbons to match, is exceedingly
becoming to a roseate blonde.

Flowers play a conspicuous part in the decoration of ball-
dresses, and one of the prettiest of white tulle dresses has a
lovely garniture of rose gar-
lands hanging in long trails
from the waist to nearly the
bottom of the skirt, five such
vine-like strings of roses and
leaves trimming the front of
the skirt, the tulle between
the sprays gathered very
full.

Many of the daintiest
evening-dresses are of fine
Henrietta cloth in evening
shades, draped over moire
Frangaise of the same color. }
Irish lace is wused, in pro- |
fusion as a garniture for
such dresses, and is effective
either as an insertion or a
full lace garniture.

An exquisite combination
of color is seen in a water-
blue Henrietta cloth draped
over pale blue moire exactly
matching in color, and

Ecila Mantle.—BAck.
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trimmed all around tlie drapery with Irish point lace set on
plainly and in a reversed manner, forming an insertion
between the edge of the drapery and a band of moss-green
velvet ribbon which is sewed on the outer edge of the lace.
A band of the gregn velvet ribbon with a jabot of the lace
on either side, is placed at one side of the skirt, and the
corsage is trimmed to match. Anything more delicately
suggestive of spring-time and youth could scarcely be
imagined than this combination of tender green, reserved,
dainty blue, and frost-like lace. Pink is a fashionable eve-
ntnsr-color also, and the combination of the favorite shade,
old-rose, with terra, cotta or crushed strawberry, is often
trimmed with exquisite garnitures of Persian embroidery
in bands. Old-rose and green combine beautifully, but the
combination of color is more often in the garniture than
in the materials, such as colored ribbons used on another

(See Page 189.)
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color, or a sash dra-
pery or scarf of a dif-
ferent colored crape.
A handsome dress is of
black brocaded satin
combined with green
velvet, which is ar-
ranged in a side panel
with a bordering of
steel-spangled white

mull set on over the
velvet, like a band
trimming. The basque

of black satin has a
vest made of a green
crape scarf, the fringed
ends fastened in a bow
in front.

Tea-Gowns and
Negligees.

The graceful robes
which are called tea-
gowns, present so
many modifixations. in
style that there is a
wide range of adapta-
tion in their use. The
Tosca and Directoire
styles are so slightly
different from many
distinctive dinner-
dresses, that tea-gowns
in these styles are
wearable for almost
formal occasions, and tlie trained prineesse robe with lace-
draped front may be worn by a lady in her own house at
any time except at a very dressy, formal reception, which
calls for evening dress ; while the charming nigligee gowns
are the modern substitutes for the time-honored wrappers.

The most attractive of the latter is an exquisite novelty.
It is a gown, of old-rose surah, with a full back laid in fine*
close accordion plaits, from neck to hem, and the skirt-front
plaited like it, but set into a belt at the waist, which is a
full blouse in front, gathered in to the narrow belt. The
sleeves are full shirt-sleeves, with deep wristbands reaching
half-way to the elbows and featber-stitched with white silk.
A gathered fall of black Chantilly over white Malines lace
is sewed all around the neck and down both sides of the
front of the blouse to the belt, and the blouse can be fast-
ened high in the neck or left open in Y-shape, as preferred.

Very different from this charming negligee, suitable for a
bride or young matron, is a magnificent Tosca gown of
golden-green faille Eran”aise, With close-fitting prineesse
back, and full Empire front of light blue faille richly bro-
caded with pink hyacinths and tea-roses in the formal, ex-
quisitely wrought sprays of the Empire designs. This front,
gathered full at the neck, is confined at the waist by a broad
band, too wide to call a belt, of the green faille, which is
edged on both sides with a fine passementerie of gilt tinsel
threads and tiny yellow straw balls, which also trims the
deep cuffs of blue brocade that reach nearly to the elbows,
above which the sleeves are in deep puffs of the green
faille.

Still another style of gown has a Directoire redingote of
gray flannel, pinked-out on the front edges of the back of
the gown, which laps over a white cloth front hanging

Directoire Coat.—BAck.
(See Page 189.)
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straight and plain below an Incroyable jacket of gray with
white revers. These Directoire. gowns are seen in various
combinations of color, but more frequently in a color over
white.

Plush is a favorite material, also, and some of the more
=elegant gowns are made of plush in connection with faille ;
such as chestnut-brown plush in a long redingote with
plaited back and open front in Directoire style over a plain
skirt, in the front only, of white faille Fran<;aise with chink
figures in old gold. The same faille is made up with differ-
ent colors in plush, such as moss-green, blue, and old-rose.

Some of the gowns are made with medium length trains,
especially those with lace-draped fronts. A very elegant
one is of heavy black silk with front of gray satin draped
with black lace drapery-net caught up with loops and ends
of wide gray-satin ribbon.

Hair-Dressing.

For those to whom it is most becoming, the high coiffure
mstill holds its own. Very little of one’s own hair is neces-
sary for the puffs, twists, and coils which are arranged well
forward of the crown, with loose curls showing here and
there, or sometimes arranged to look like a fringe of the
ends of the hair coming out all around the central arrange-
ment.

The Psyche knot is the favorite style for girls with classic
features,—alas ! so many others wear it,—and its beautiful
simplicity is charming. The closely braided or tightly
twisted knot of hair at the back of the head is seen almost
invariably with the toque-shaped hats and caps now so
fashionable, and the front hair is cut in a short, pointed
bang made fluffy and curly-looking, but not actually
ecurled.

The “ saucer ” bang, as one arrangement of the front hair
is termed, is something like the above in effect, but it is cut
perfectly round, without the least suggestion of a point.
The “ baby ” bang is curled more precisely, and, strange to
say, is worn usually by matrons, in spite of its infantile
name, in preference to the more youthful-looking full bangs.

The Langtry coiffure is revived by a few, and there is
among those with fine natural hair a tendency to display it
more, so even the *“ chatelaine” braids of nearly twenty
years ago are often seen. No arrangement shows a fine
chevelvl/i'e to better advantage, but it needs to be a small and
well-shaped head which will retain its symmetrical appear-
ance with such an addition at the back.

One very “ taking” arrangement, for those who have
short liair, is to curl it all to the very crispest curl, and then
having run the comb through it, to tie it all in a bunch at
the back of the head, just below the crown. This is exceed-
ingly girlish in effect, and very pretty in blonde or light
brown hair.

The hair is often dressed in flat curls all over the top of
the head, and often when the hair is arranged in loose twists
and coils, these are almost concealed by light masses of
clustering rings. Nearly all of these styles of hair-dressing
can be effectively produced with additional hair if the lady’s
natural suit is not abundant.

Amber and silver ornaments are worn in the hair on
ordinary occasions, and for dressy wear, Rhine-stones or
brilliants, feathers, flowers, and aigrette-shaped loops of
ribbon, wherever they seem most becoming.

A magnificent ball-dress is of pale, silvery green satin,
with long court train lined with old-rose satin, and trimmed,
with a bordering of Alaska sable, above which are deep ara-
besques of silver, gold and white embroidery. The front of
the skirt is almost solid with the same embroidery.
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Winter Cloak.

P e N

Midwinter Street Costumes.

Directoire models still lead the popular taste, and many
costumes not avowedly in Directoire style, display various
modifications directly or indirectly formed from it. The wide
revers, the flying skirt-pieces faced back on the under side
with a lighter or a brighter contrasting color, the straight
effects observable in all parts of the dress, evince the dis-
position to follow these designs.

The long French pelisse of seal-skin, plush, or lavishly
braided beaver-cloth in rich, darkcolors, almost wholly con-
ceals many a street costume, showing only a glimpse of a
rich bordering of embroidered passementerie garniture, or a
band of velvet around the bottom of the skirt, and some-
times, if the pelisse be left open below the waist, the front
of the skirt is more elaborately trimmed than the rest of the
costume. All the real elegance of the dress which is apparent
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is thus shown in the wrap,
which of necessity is less showy
than a shorter one.

For this reason many ladies
prefer, for visiting and dressy
occasion, the visite or matinee-
shaped. wraps, which permit
quite a modicum of the cos-
tume to be seen. A handsome
seal-plush in atin 8e is worn
with a rich dark brown faille
Frangaise draped over an under-
skirt which only shows as a
panel of pumpkin-yellow satin,
brocaded in a design of small
sunflowers in a paler shade of
gold-color. The garniture is a
rich beading of gold and brown
crystal beads in a fringe.

Many ladies, not wishing to
conceal the beauties of a hand-
some velvet toilet, wear for the
promenade only a boa and muff
of natural lynx or other light
fur in addition to the flannel-
lined velvet redingote or
polonaise, which is worn over
a skirt to match, or one of
heavy faille Fran$aise. A
handsome costume is of dark green velvet with a Directoire
polonaise or redingote closed in front and double-breasted
below the bust, with three large buttons on either side. The
redingote is open down the front over a dark green satin
skirt trimmed with a cut-out passemen-
terie of silver and steel tinseled braid.
With this dress is worn a bonnet of
mahogany red velvet puffed over a Marie
Stuart shape and covered with steel
spangles. The trimming is a cluster of
red and pale pink satin ribbon loops with
a pink aigrette, at one side. A muff and
boa of silver fox is carried with this
costume.

With mahogany and old-rose, dark furs
are preferred, and also with brown ; and
a very becoming dress for a blonde is a
deep brown with garniture on dress and Y
wrap of Alaska sable bands.

Fashionable- Garnitures.

AXTHOUGH braiding is used to excess in all varieties, the
more resplendent passementeries are more in vogue than
ever, especially on
handsome street
dresses of silk and
moire. The crystal
headings in jewel-
like effects are made
up in open-work
bands which com-
bine well with any
handsome fabric,
- and may be used
either alone or in
" connection with the
~ Irish guipure lace
- which is now so
P fashionable.

Ostrich Plume Garniture.

‘No. 1.
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Silver, gilt, and steel tiriselk
and spangled garnitures are
used on dressy toilets, and
spangled tulle is used not only
in black and white for ball-
dresses, but cut in strips and
put on with an edging of gilt,
steel, or silver cord, whichever
the spangles are, as a garniture
to outline a colored panel or
vest front. Ribbons play an
important part as a garniture,
and the preference is again for
moire ribbon, although the
plain gros-grains and failles
have struggled hard for su-
premacy. The richest garni-
tures are wrought directly on
the dress fabric, and combine
satin-stitch embroidery and
gilt and silver applique, and
sometimes headings. When
beads are used, they are put on
in solid floral or conventional
patterns, and not in any scant
fashion.

The beaded tulles and nets
are sometimes laid over satin
to produce the same effect, but
the importers bring out satin fronts and bands in all colors
exquisitely wrought, and these are the decorative portions
of the richest costumes for dressy occasions.

Lace is used less lavishly but with more effect, for white
Irish lace is put on in bands and as a
waist trimming on even dark silk dresses,
and Henrietta cloths ; in Mack laces,
Chantilly is preferred to any other, but is
seldom used with light colors.

N7 A dlom

For alittle girl about five years old, a
most charming coat is of heavy white
corded silk, made in Directoire style with
wide revers faced with white velvet.
With this is worn a Gainsborough hat of
white shirred satin trimmed with ostrich
feathers ; and a muff and boa of ostrich
feathers, tied with white satin ribbons.

The newest thing in diamonds for
gentlemen’s wear* is an overlappingcirclet with brilliants in
knife-edge setting, to he worn as a scarf-ring.

W hite mohair plushes, white and natural gray
camels’-hair cloths, trimmed with bands of the fur called
“curled Angora goat,” and “ krimmer,” are the favorites
for evening
wraps. Old-rose
plush trimmed |
with passement-
erie in different
shades of metal
is the material
of one very ele-
gant opera
cloak, edged
with clipped
ostrich - feather
hands of the
same color, and |
lined with old-
rose surah.
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Ostrich Plume Garniture.

The use of long ostrich-plumes, which are so fashionable
this season, is by no means confined to hats, but they are
employed in various graceful ways on other parts of the
toilet, one of which is shown in our illustration. This rep-
resents two cream-white ostrich-plumes encircling the neck
of a low corsage, the broad ends secured in front under a
bouquet of flowers, and the long tips curling over the shoul-
ders like epaulets. These plumes are also used to outline
square or heart shaped-necks of handsome toilets, and
ostrich-feather bands, which come in various widths, are
used for the same purpose. The plumes, however, are
newer, and not so stiff in effect.

Evening Hood.

or scarf of orange-colored China crape,
three and one-half yards long and twenty-four inches wide,
is used to make this graceful and becoming hood for evening
wear.
erably in Marie Stuart shape), forms the foundation on
which the scarf is arranged as in the illustration, one yard
at each end being allowed for the strings, and a curtain
about-ten inches deep left atthe back. The brim is covered

A long-shawl

with black velvet laid in folds, and a bow of black velvet f

with a white aigrette is placed in front. The ends are tied
with bows of black velvet ribbon. Any soft material can
easily be arranged in this way, black or white lace, and

cashmere in delicate tints being quite appropriate and very

becoming. We do not furnish a pattern of this hood.
Fashionable Muffs.
No. 1.—A small round muff of beaver fur, ornamented

with a full bow of brown satin ribbon edged with gold-color.

No. 2.—The “*Anah ” muff, made'of dark brown serge, with
the lining and the facings of the corners of orange-colored
surah, and a bow of orange-colored ribbon, and a bird’s
head and neck ornamenting the
top. This style of muff can be
made of material matching a special
suit, or of velvet, plush, or silk,
and carried with various costumes.
Plush or velvet with a contrast in
the lining and trimmings is very
effective. See page 195 for direc-
tions about the pattern.

No. 3.—A very stylish muff,
that, like the “ Anah,” can be car-
ried with various costumes or made
to match a special one. The illus-
tration represents it made of black
velvet laid on a wadded foundation
like that given for the “Anah,”
each end ornamented with a shirred
ruffle, about three and one-half
inches wide, of the velvet lined
with peacock-colored surah, and
the top and front ornamented with
peacock-breasts and trimmed tail-
feathers.

ST
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The seal-skin satchel-muff is
very similar to the ordinary muff
when carried, but has an enclosed
wallet, and a handle to carry it by
when not in use as a muff.

A bonnet frame of lace net, with a close brim (pref- |
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Children’s Party Dresses.

For smallest girls, the inevitable Gretchen dress, in some
modification, is the favorite style in surah, fine Henrietta
cloth, or moire Frangaise, which is sometimes used. Faille
Fraiigaise in evening colors, such as forget-me-not blue, old-
rose, or moss-green, is trimmed with Irish lace in bands and
deep cuffs and collars, and composes some of the handsomest
party dresses worn by girls of any age under twelve.

Cardinal is a color very much affected by dressy juveniles,
and no more becoming dress for a bright little brunette
could be selected than a cardinal Henrietta cloth or French
cashmere made up with full tuckfld skirt, a fancy waist with
puffed sleeves, and decorations of cream-white moir£ ribbon
about an inch and a half wide.

The decollete style is not much in vogue among the
youngsters, especially in cold weather, but something the
same effect is produced by the simulated guimpes of white
surah, which are set in of blue, pink, cardinal, or white
Henrietta cloth, the neck being cut out in V-shape, back
and front, or made square, with over-sleeves and puffs and
deep cuffs or wristbands of the white surah. A wide sash
of surah is tied at the back with such a dress.

One of the prettiest of white Henrietta cloth dresses for a
girl of about six years, is made with a long blouse waist
honeycombed to a point in front, and a full skirt trimmed
only with a band of moss-green velvet ribbon. At the back
a sash of white surah is tied in a large butterfly bow, and
the full sleeves are finished at the wrist with a cuff trimmed
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with a band of the velvet ribbon

=y like that on the skirt.
».} Ribbon plays an important part
R LT in the dress of children, and a

dark dress may be made very showy
by adding a garniture of narrow
ribbons, generally of a bright con-
trasting color, such as white on red
or garnet, orange-color or red on
navy-blue or brown, etc.

For the dressiest of all party at-
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_\{:; \\\\ *\\ tire, worn by little dancers, white
NQ‘"\ .} tulle made up very simply with
- =+ 7% wide sashes of moir6 ribbon, pink,

blue or white, is liked. Colored
tulles are also used, and for older
girls sometimes draped over moire
Frangaise of the same color.

Deep flounces of Irish lace compose whole skirts, and the
waist to match is made also of the flouncing, over silk or
satin of any color liked; and these dresses are durable as
well as dressy, for the lace can be renovated, while tulle
once crushed is hopelessly spoiled.

For boys, nothing surpasses in popular favor the Lord
Fauntleroy” suit, as illustrated in the present number, and
with black silk or lisle-thread stockings and patent-leather
pumps, any boy may be *“ dressed like a lord.” Black
stockings are worn by girls
also, with all dresses, and
their chaussure is completed
with dainty bronze kid
slipper-ties or kid dancing-
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Editha Apron.

slippers with moderately
low heels.

Editha Apron.
This model is equally

desirable for an apron or
dress, according to the ma-
terial of which it is made.
Washable materials can be
appropriately fashioned in
this way for either purpose;
and if used for a dress, the
lighter qualities of woolens
can be used. For the latter, feather-stitching in coarse silk
of a contrasting color, or rows of velvet ribbon or braid will
furnish a suitable trimming. Washable goods can be
trimmed with tucks or embroidery. The design is the
same back and front. See page 195 for directions about
the pattern, sizes furnished, etc.

Ariane Waist.

Ariane Waist.

As arule, a round or blouse waist is more becoming than
a basque to the undeveloped figure of a young miss. The
“ Ariane ” is a very desirable model, especially suitable for
woolens, and adapted to some qualities of washable
materials. The back is laid in plaits turned toward the
middle, and the collar is in sailor shape. This waist can be
worn with any style of skirt, and a belt or a sash can be
substituted for the girdle. It can be made entirely of the
same material, or another fabric can be used with good
effect for the collar, cuffs, and chemisette. @ The pattern is
fully described on page 195.

Muffs and boas of 