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while the broad Swiss eaves project beyond
that, forming balconies, upon which, amid
vines and blossoming shrubs, the Bernese
women sit and sew or read and enjoy the
| gaiety of the outer world.
Delightful terraces, shaded by forest trees
so we said to| overhanging the swift-flowing Aar, which
each other, “not unlike the | rushes along one hundred feet below the
vision St. John had of the | city ; fountains, adorned with statues, are in
new heavens and the new | every tiny square, the most curiows of which
earth,” that wonderful view of | is that of the Ogre, surmounted by a grotesque
the Bernese Oberland from the figure in the act of devouring a child, while
terrace of the Schinzli. The  several others destined for the same fate pro-
lofty heights, crowned with perpet- | trude from his pockets and girdle, and under-
ual snow, stood like a mighty barrier | neath stand a troop of armed bears.
agaipst the sky ; the Finsteraarhorn, nearly | Indeed, this heraldic' emblem of Berne is a
14,000 feet high, the Schreckhorn, the three constantly recurring object. No aneient
white peaks of the Wetterhorn, the Monch, | Egyptians ever showed more profound yene-
the Biger and the beautiful Jungfrau ! ration for Ibis than do the modern Bernese
We gazed in rapture until our eyes became | for their bears. They are to be seen every-
bewildered, and we turned with relief to the | where, carved in wood and stone, and in pro-
lonely, yet more human, scene below. The pria persona at the Bears’ Den, close to the
old city of Berne has a strong flavor of pic- | Nydeckbriicke.

Berne to Villeneuve,

BY LIZAIE P. LEWIS,

T must be,”

turesqueness and oddity, and has preserved  expense of the city, according to immemorial
its characteristie features better than any usage.

Visitors are prohibited from offering
other Swiss town.

The sidewalks of all the |any gifts, except bread and fruit. In 1861,
principal, streets”are covered with arcades, an English officer fell into one of the dens
projecting from the second story of the houses, | and was torn to pieces by the male bear,

Several are kept there at the |

It happened to be a market day when we
made our first acquaintance with Berne, and
| the streets were thronged with peasant women
in their quaint attire, the broad hat, short
skirt, black pointed stomacher with white
puffed sleeves and a large silver chain hang-
ing from each breast, passing under the arms
and fastening behind. :

The Museum of Natural History is the
largest in Helvetia, containing chiefly indige-
nous animals and collections of native miner-
als and dried plants. Barry, the famous St.
Bernard dog, who saved fifteen lives and then
| fell a victim to his duty, being shot by a be-

lated traveler, who mistook him for a wolf,
is preserved there.

The Federal Council Hall is a handsome
edifice. The sessions of the two great national
councils are open to strangers, and the speech

| of the president, the motions and resolutions,
| are always translated into French and Ttalian
by an official interpreter.

| But we could not linger forever in charm-
ing Berne with its fountains and terraces,
its lowers and bears, so we took the
| train one morning, while the Bernese Alps
‘lay like molten silver in the early light,
and sped away toward Fribourg, which

BERNE FROM SCHANZLI.
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is very like the city we had just
left, in position, being situated on a
peninsula formed by the river
Sarine, It also is an attractive place,
with its steep strects, its lofty houses,
and old watch-towers, In front of the
Town Hall stands a linden tree four-
teen feet In circumference, partially
saupported by stone pillars. There is
a story attached to this tree, which
makes it sacred in the eyes of the
good citizens of Freibourg. It was
originally a tiny twig borne in the
hand of a young native of Freibourg,
when he reached the city, breathless
and wounded, to announce the victory
of Morat (1476). ¢ Victory ! ” wasall
he had strength to utter before he ex-
pired, and the tree now serves the two-
fold mission of commemorating the
heroic conduct of the young soldier
. and the triumph of the Swiss.

Above the Sarine floats, so it seems,

7
honor, Ruis
The view from the cathedral ter-
race, six hundred feet above the lake,
is superb. The site of Lausanne is
unequaled in Switzerland, combin-
ing such a variety of scene—water
and land, hill and valley, ravine
cliffi. No wonder it should have
been for so long a period a fayorite
resort for travelers and students, or
that its society should be distinguish-
ed for intellectual culture and social
polish. Tts schools are among the
best in Switzerland, ample provision
being made for the free education of
the people in reading and writing,
grammar, geography, book-keep-
ing, history of Switzerland, linear

in mid-air, a suspension bridge 905
feet in length and 22 in breadth.
It is suspended by four chains, up-
ward of 1,300 feet in length, which form a
single arch, the exiremities being secured

by 128 anchors attached to blocks ot‘

stone some distance below the surface of the |
ground.

We went to hear the famous organ, and the |

music spoke strange secrets to our souls ; of
life as we know it, with its sorrows, joys,
hopes, fears, strifes, temptations,
umphs—just the old story
heart well knows.

As we rode south from Fribourg, the poetry
of the music lingered with us, and was deep-
ened by the exquisite view which glided be-

and tri- |
each middle-aged

drawing, philosophy and its practi-
cal application, and composition.
These schools are sustained by
and scarred sides, rose inthe distance, bathed | the people, and they are compelled by law
in misty purple light, and Mont Blane, dim | to send their children to them between

CASTLE OF CHILLON, LAKE GENEVA.

and shadowy toward the south, with the |the ages of six and fourteen, under severe
blue sky beyond its snowy crest; and then, | penalties.
shooting out from a long tunnel, we came| There is, probably, no country in Europe

which is so forward in matters of education as
this tiny republie, for she usesnearly fourteen
per cent. of her entire income in the fraining
of her youth, while France appropriates only
about four per cent., and Austrialess than one.
It is this free, universal system of education
which has brought about such great intellec-
tual activity, so that while Switzerland con-
tains only about one per cent. of the popula-

upon the crowning marvel--a landscape which
might fairly represent the Garden of Eden.
Blue-green Leman lay at our feet, with its
fringe of vine-clad hills, its thrifty, pros-
perous ports, its beautiful little towns, while
the gray, unfriendly mountains, whose. gla-
(u rs and peaks add such grandeur to some of
| the views, rose stern and forbidding on the op-
| posite shore.

MONTREUX.

fore us. Glimpses of rocks, half hidden by
gnug cottages with enormous brown
roofs, not unlike huge rambling
old thick
bowers of vires and flowering plants, orchards

"hrifty apple and pear trees, dark castellated

foliage,
mushrooms,

furm-houses peeping out from

meadows whoge velvety grass was
“liogt, tufta May, young brooks
ony descents-—
ted our gight

rur

FRIBOURG.

loman times (l\‘ tion of Europe, she can boast of long lines of
the | oreat and distinguished men, in all walks of
literary and scientific eminence.

known in
is delightfully
slopes of Mont Jorat,

Lausanne,

Lausanium, situated on

terrace overlooked by

its cathedral on one side and its castle on| From Lausanne we took train, stopping
the other. The ecathedral, one of the|long enough at Vevay to climb the hill to

finest Gothic churches in Europe, was com- [ the church of St. Martin, that we might see
the year 1000, and finished in | the burial place of the regicides Ludlow and
three hundred years. It has inscrip- | Broughton, the latter of whom read the death
tions within and without, sentence to King Charles the First. After the
able Lausanne Restoration, Charles the Second demanded the
th™eathedral of courge has been adapted to | surrender of the refugees, a demand which,

menced in
about
and many remark-

tombs, being Preshyterian,

and .
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however, the Swiss government refused firmly
to grant.

Instead then of returning to the train, we
took the shady path along the slope of the hill
which winds among villas and gardens to Mon-
treux, a lovely village nestling along the coast,
and a favorite resort of invalids. The climate
is delightful, figs and pomegranates ripening
in the open air. The little town was alive with
the music and banners of a target-shooting
festival, a festivity which brings together not
only the sharp-shooters and merry-makers, but
also the graver folk from the neighboring can-
tons. By this competition in target-shooting,
and the practice of a hunter’s life, the people
have been educated in self-defense. In times
of peace they have prepared for war—mot by
exhausting and expensive munitions and for-
tifications, and the keeping up of a vast army,
but by making every man a soldier, with the
devotion of a patriot, the fierce and stubborn
bravery and self-reliance of the hunter, and
the intelligence and quick wit of the com-
mander. Of such stuff was the army made
which, fifteen hundred strong, resisted the
artillery of Charles the Bold for ten days, and
repulsed the Burgundian troops with loss of
glory, treasure, and life itself !

From Montreux it is a short half hour’s
walk to the Castle of Chillon, made so famous
and interesting by Byron’s genius and the
sufferings of Bonnivard. The castle stands
on an isolated rock, sixty-five feet from the
main-land, with which it is connected by a
drawbridge. Above the castellan’s entrance
are the words, ““ Gott der Herr Segne den Ein
und Ausgang.” (May God bless all who come
in and go out.)

The precise date of the building of the
castle is uncertain, but historical records show
that Louis le Débonnaire shut up the Abbé of
Corcier in 830, in a castle from which only the

sky, the Alps, and Lake Leman were visible, |
and which could have been no other than |
Chillon. But the peeuliar interest of the place '
attaches itself to Bonnivard, the hero, the |

scholar, the man of letters, who, struggling
for the freedom of his country, was made a
prisoner and kept for six years in a dungeon
which he never left a moment for fresh air or
light. The only dim rays of light which enter
the cell come through a narrow loop-hole in a
wall of extreme thickness.

Though the story as told by Byron is a
fable, there being no three brothers confined
there together, and of course no dying one
after another, yet there is the dark, vaulted
chamber, low as the level of the lake, the
stumpy stone pillars, the cruel rings to which
the prisoners were fettered, and the earthy

floor trodden smooth and hard with the rest-
less pacings of the chained patriots.

There were other sights besides that of
Bonnivard’s dungeon to make one shudder,
rayless cells where the hapless vietim of po-
iitical or religious cruelty was left to die of
starvation ; fearful oublicttes, where the pris-
oner was hurried down three steps as to the
floor of a dungeon, but the fourth was to the
bottom of a well ninety feet deep, where he
was dashed to pieces on the vocks; the damp
cell with bed and pillow of stone, where the
condemned spent their last night on earth,
and the place of execution where, in 1348,
twelve hundred Jews were burned alive on
the base suspicion of having concerted a plan
to poison all the wells in Europe.

The upper portion of the castle is now used
as an arsenal for the arms of Vaud, and for
some cantonal curiosities. We bade adieu to
Chillon with a thankful heart, for that our
lives had been given us in days of freedom
and enlightenﬁ)ent.

Sauntering along the high road we came
| upon Villeneuve, where the Rhone enters the
‘lake through a large delta. In its rapid
| course from its rise in Upper Valais, it re-
ceives the waters of eighty smaller streams,
'all of which it empties into the lake, and then
sweeping through the city of Geneva, it keeps
on its course till it is lost in the blue Mediter-
ranean, near Marseilles. In the lake, a short
distance west of Villeneuve, is a litfle island,
of which Byron says in his Prisoner of Chil-
lon,

“ And then there was a little isle,
Which in my very face did smile,
The only onein view.”

Long years ago, an English lady, an admirer
of Byron, had it protected from the inroads of
the waves by a stone wall, and three elms |
have been planted upon it, whose green |
| boughs waved a pleasant *“good-by ” to us as
| we turned to wander slowly up the crooked
| streets fragrant with the purple blossoms of
| the Judas trees.

From Kent to Devon,

OR SUMMER RAMBLES ON THE ENGLISH COAST.

BY H. F. R,

HE Isle of Wight is well
named the garden of Eng-
land, for in its mild air fruits
and plants that would need
the shelter of a hot-house on the
main-land, only a very few miles
away, shine in the many sheltered

valleys which abound. But it
@ might also be called England in min-

-
Se—
|

iature, for within its boundaries may be found
every variety of scenery in the parent island—
hill, valley, mountain, ravine, forest, moor,
and many a rare view of sea and landscape.

The island is only some twenty-two miles
in hreadth from east to west, and about thir-
teen in length. The land trends upward fo-
ward the center, where it culminates in St.
Catharine’s Hill, nine hundred feef high.
From east to west a ridge of chalk extends,
which crops out here and there in cliffs or
“knobs,” from almost any of which a view of
the surrounding sea can be obtained.

In the local term of the place the south
side is called the < back of the island,” and it
is here that the most striking scenery is seen.
The very names have a bold, romantic sound
—Culver Cliff, Dunnose Point, Blackgang
Chine, Shanklin Head, etc., are all cliffs or
headlands of chalk or limestone rock ; and
the coast is indented by numerous ravines or
‘¢ chines "—these being narrow indentations
in the shore, with perpendicular walls, into
which the sea thunders with astonishing
force, the pent-up echoes rebounding from
wall to wall, and dying atvay only to be again
revived by the next incoming sea.

The island is nearly cut in two by the river
Medina, which is, however, little more than a
mountain torrent : in the western portion are
wide uplands or downs, on which large flocks
of sheep are raised.

There are many ways of reaching the Isle
of Wight. The tourist may go by either of
the three lines of steam packets that make
daily trips ; hemay, if he wishes to be adven-
turous, go over in a fishing boat ; or, fortu-
nately, may make the trip, as it was the writ-
er's good luck to do, in a friend’s yacht.
Leaving Portsmouth early in the day, one is
soon outside, with every prospect of a quick
run over. But the skipper shakes his head,
and points to the south and east where a dull
haze is seen, In a very short time the vessel
is enveloped in a ‘ channel fog,” and heavy
coats for the men, and thick wraps for the
ladies are necessary for those who elect to
stay on deck. These last are well repaid for
tlu:ir braving of a little discomfort, for in
about an hour the fog clears away, and there
suddenly bursts on the sight a scene from
fairy land ; where but a few moments ago was
dull fog and sad-colored water is now blue
sky, bright sun and lightly rolling waves

whose tops break into laughing foam crests.
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But the jewel in the
view is the island itself
which fairly shines in
the brilliant sunshine
and clear air. This
rapid change from
gravetogay, from storm
to calm, has, however,
its dark side; as wit-
ness the loss of the
FBurydice a few months
back. A ship home-
ward bound, standing
up channel for Ports-
mouth, with all sail set,
the admiration of the
beholders on shore,
is struck by a sudden
flaw of wind and a snow squall from out one
of the many ravines before mentioned. The
storm—it could hardly be called such—was
. past in less than half an hour, yet, when the
= sun shone out again, where was the ship?|
: Gone, struck by the squall, and fmmdvred.‘
and only a few pieces of wreckage to mark
5 her grave.

The island has perhaps received much of its
notoriety during the past quarter of a century ‘
from the fact that Queen Victoria has made it
her home, and looks upon Osborne House, near
Cowes, with particular affection.

the late Prince Consort, and it is stated in the \
book lately published by her Majesty, that Os-

borneis second only to Balmoral in her estima-

; tion. The mansion—it cannot be called a pal-

: ace—is handsomely and comfortably furnished

—nothing more—and might be readily mistaken

for the residence of a wealthy commoner,

rather than the abode of royalty. But the life |
of its inmates has always been a home life, }
pure and simple, and it is here, of all other |
. places at her disposal in England, that its |
o royal owner retires for rest from the cares of
state.

In the castle near Cowes, Charles I. was
confined for a time prior to his delivery to
Cromwell for execution. Here the unfortu-
nate Stuart was surrounded by a few—a very
few—of his most devoted adherents, who were
content to share his exile and brave the, in
their eyes, dastardly Rump. Although sadly
neglected, the rooms set apart for the king’s
use are still shown, and in one of them is the
identical chair in which he was sitting at sup-
per when the dispatch which was his doom
was brought to him by his jailor.

There is but little commercial activity on |
the island, its exports being confined to send- |
ing early vegetables and sheep to the main- |
land, while the imports consist only of such |
supplies as are needed for the many visitors,
who, as at Brighton, congregate here all the |
year round. Cowes, Ryde, and Ventnor are the \
three ln"nn:ilml ]y];u'vx’ for the ]I](':l\'lll'(‘ seeker, |
though there are numberless charming nooks |

scattered through the island, where one may |
hide as secure from the bustle of the outside ‘
world as though in Arcadia. The capital is |
Newport, whose only importance is derived

from the fact that it is where the elections for |
the two members of Parliament who represent

the island are held.

DEMORESTS

To the west are those cele-
brated rocks, the Needles, con-
sisting of six or seven slender col-
umns rising perpendicularly out
of the sea, some of them being
covered at high tide.

A most wonderful view is spread
out for the tourist who climbs
up St. Catharine’s Hill. The
Channel, the Solent, the main-
land, and near at hand the island
itself spread out like a garden, its
Here many ‘,tmvns and villages, hills and val-
happy days have been spent by the Queen and | leys, looking uncommonly like a

toy country.
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The Language of a Tear.

BY MRS. L. A. W. C.

% LITTLE glistening tear
%7 Lay in her eye ;
My heart, with trembling fear,

Inquired why

o

~

ll‘l[FA little pearly drop
(-f Had left its bed ?

¥ Was it to tell a tale
Just left unsaid ?

@f I' pity for the pain
,L She fain would spare,
This makes thee, little tear,
Jewitching fair.

v

a‘iln.\'rl-:'un its import be,
L(, [ own its power ;

“9-) Aund elaim a trembling hope,

If but an hour.

fj‘"l,L clasp that wakened hope

) I'o my fond heart,

€
U And take the bliss it yields
Before we part.
(’THI': sweet, mute speech I read,
{ Modest and clear,

& And learn all I could wish,

E’en through a tear,

The Blackherry.

HERE are few things that are
oftener mentioned with con-
tempt than the bramble.

: ¢« Worthless as a bramble,”
is an expression of the esteem in

which it is held ; but there are ¢

few who would despise the rich clus-  §
ters of fruits with which the reader is ¢

L25W presented in the picture at the head &

of this article ; but they are the product of the
contemned plant, for the Blackberry is a true
bramble, and every farmér once regarded it as
an unmitigated pest. But horticulture, which
has worked many changes in the estimation of §
the values of different plants, has taught us the
worth of this.

It is too familiar to require deseription, for
it grows almost everywhere, and is often
found on soil so poor that it will support little §
else, and thrives in spots upon which the erow,
as it flies, is said to drop tears of pity. But,
like most other things in the world, it is all the
better for care and culture, and is well worthy
of both, since it returns a full reward for all ¢
labor that may be bestowed upon it,. 4

In England it was long regarded as of little ¢
worth.  In the old Rural Eneyclopedia it
comes under the head of “ Bramble,”

and its
fruit is said to be ¢

generally worthless,”

though a favorite with children of the rural :
distriets because it may be had for the trouble g
of gathering. V
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- children of nature.

1879.

In fact I may as well give up the point that
it is not of aristocratic origin, and the high,es-
timation in which it is now held is an instance
of the effects of civilization upon. the rudest
But, in order to effect
this beneficent change, there must be some-
thing really worthy to work upon, and, in this
case, there certainly was. In some of the spe-
cies the blossoms have attained such beauty as
rank as valuable ornamental shrubs for color,
scent, and grace of form. Other kinds yield
a delicious addition to our bill of fare during
the season of their maturity, a delicately fla-
vored wine and a most excellent and useful
cordial. Asaconserve the blackberry is much
more valuable than the strawberry, of a less
cloying sweetness, and retaining more of its
original flavor. It isalsomuch more healthful.

Wherever the plant is found it is distin-
guished by the same general characteristics.
It seldom chooses a rich soil, but grows abun-
dantly on sandy levels or among barren rocks.
It abounds in the Scottish Highlands, in the
boggy lands of the morth of England, and
most profusely in Norway and Sweden.

The family is divided into two classes—the
“high bush,” and the low, trailing kinds.
The flowers, which mark it as belonging to the
Rosacew, are either white or rose-colored. In
this country they are, I think, always white,
or very slightly tinted by a faint blush, but in
England they are often pink, and sometimes
double.

The species which abounds, as I have said,
in the extreme north, is called the Cloudberry.

It has small, black, shiny fruit, of a very deli-

cate flavor. The berries are gathered in large
quantities in the rural
districts, and sold in
the large towns, where
they find a ready mar-
ket, and it is a matter
of surprise they are
not more cultivated
as an article of trade.
The great obstacle,
however, which pre-
vents this is probably
the trouble which it is
found to give when the
attempt is made to re-
strain its growth within
bounds, for it is a natu-
ral vagrant, and, like
one of our own poets, is
““beset by the tempta-
tion to wander off into
infinite space, and to
emancipate itself from
the prosaic serfdom
to respectability and
the regular course of
things.”

Indeed I never see a
row of neat blackberry
bushes without a feel-
ing of sympathy akin
to what one might feel
for a gypsy child sub-
jected to the misery of
““prunes and prisms,”
and the slow torture of
““deportment,”

It may be more useful, for it bears bet-
ter fruit, and it certainly is not nearly so
beautiful as in native wilds, where every line
is grace, and where it wanders at its own
sweet will, guided only by the love of sun-
shine and free air. But I console myself by
remembering that the law of growth, in mat-
ter as in mind, is irresistible, and that, pinch
and trim and bind them as we will, the time
will come when the trim line will be broken,
and the green sprays will overleap the garden
bound and make their way back to freedom
and beauty.

There may be those who doubt its claim to
loveliness, but English gardeners haye domes-
ticated a species which bears exquisite double
blossoms of a bright rose-color. It is a luxu-
riant bloomer and a good climber, and may be
trained, with fine effect, over walls or un-
sightly fences, where its nomadic propensities
may be turned to good account. The flowers
resemble very small roses, and bloom in thick
clusters in June. This sort may be grown in
this country, but in the latitude of New York
it requires protection, and does not do well
further north.

Of all the kinds which are grown for the
fruit, in the United States, the ‘“New Ro-
chelle,” or, as it is commonly called,  The
Lawton,” is the largest and the best. It was
introduced to the notice of the publie by Lewis
A. Seacor, who found it growing by the road-
side near New Rochelle, and, seeing its supe-
riority to the ordinary species, determined to
give it the advantages of cultivation. The
fruit is intensely black, oval in shape, and
very large, tender, and juicy. The canes are

very long, with strong spines. It is a hardy
and vigorous grower, and soon makes work for
the gardener who attempts its cultivation by
forming a dense thicket of thorny canes, which
gives formidable protection to its tempting
treasure of glossy and luscious berries. In
order to prevent the entire defeat of his plans
he must prune closely, pinching off the ends
of the new shoots, and keeping the whole
plant uprightly bound, thinning on two sides
especially, severely, so as to make the bush
have rather a flat look, If thus treated the
vield will be abundant, and its quality of the
finest. Another sort, the ¢ Newman’s Thorn-
less,” is esteemed for its having so few spines,
which is a great advantage to the cultivator.
It is in other respects, also, an excellent va-
riety. The drawing represents the ¢ Ritta-
tumy,” a kind which is nearly equal in size to
the ¢ Lawton,” and, with  Wilson,” com-
pletes the list of the leading kinds.

The low Blackberry, sometimes called the
Dewberry (Rubus Conadensis), is not much
cultivated, but bears delicious berries, as who
does not know who has had the delight of going
“ blackberrying ?” It would be hard to find
in after life many pleasures greater than we
have felt in heaping our baskets with shining
fruit. There is something about the very dif-
ficulty of gathering among the sharp thorns,
that renders success an achievement, while
even a moderate degree of perseverance was
sure to be so richly rewarded that it was rather
easy to be heroic.

When the vines grow among rocks they are
extremely picturesque, and in the spring,
covered with wreaths of snowy blossoms, or in

the autumn, when the
leaves assume a great
variety of tints, from
bronze to crimson, they
afford a study for the
artist’s pencil.

I have ecalled them
berries, but those ac-
quainted with botany
know that the fruit is
composed of a cluster
of drupes, and that,
like the strawberry, it
isnot a true berry. The
.good housewife should
cherish the Blackberry
among her most useful
stores, for it is capable
of being used in a great
variety of forms, and
is always acceptable to
the palate, and whole-
some and nutritious as
well.

When we estimate
all its virtues we are in-
clined to be indignant
that it was ever ranked
among noxious weeds,
and thankful that no
amount of persecution
in the shape of plow-
ing up, and burning
down, succeeded in de-
stroying its Bohemian -
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AXugust,

NEW YEAR'S DAY.

Elizabeth,

BY THE AUTHOR OF ** STRANGERS YET,"” ** MADEMOISELLE
MARGUERITE,” ETC., ETC.

CHAPTER XVIL

HE day after Miss Cuthbert’s
departure from Woodyville,
Mrs. Bell arrived, and Keeting
took the first opportunity of
seeing her alone, and having a
detailed explanation with her.
To his intense disappointment and
indignation, Mrs, Bell took exactly
the stand that Mrs. Woodville and
Miss Decourcy had taken, and made light of
his affection for Miss Cuthbert, which Mrs.
Bell characterized as a mere passing faney
which he must get over as young men did get
over those things; and when she reminded
Keeting in emphatic words that he would for-
feit all claim to her fortune unless he con-
sented to carry out her plans for his future,

and was witness to the fact that this announce-
ment seemed to make but little impression on |
her nephew, the old lady ended the interview |
by saying that if that consideration was of no
importance to him, she would remind him of
the fact that his word had been given to Miss
Decourey, and that whether he chose to recog- |
nize the fact or not, he was, as a man of honor,
pledged to her until she chose to release him,
which, as Mrs. Bell hoped and believed, Flora
was too sensible a girl and too good a friend
to him to do.

hope of outward as-
sistance and support
utterly crushed, di-
vining all too well that
Mrs. Bell had been
prepared by some one
for his revelation, and
had arranged her
forces to accord with
the others that were
already ranged against
him. The conduct of
the threeladies, whom
Keeting was forced to
consider his three al-
lied enemies, was to
preserve toward him
an even, civil, polite
role ; forall the world
as if nothing had ever
happened to break up
the smoothnessand
harmony of theirinter-
course. There were
. no allusions to Miss
Cuthbert made by any
chance, and no one
seemed to expect him
to play the part of a
lover to Miss Decourcy
—their newly - estab-
lished attitudestoward
each other were com-
pletely igriored, and
no one seemed more completely free from all
self-consciousness of this kind than Miss De-
courcy herself. There was no denying the
fact that Keeting was in a ridiculous position,
and he could not disguise this fact from him-
self ; and is there a man so strong in the
sense of his own rectitude as to be supe-
rior to the idea of ridicule? Certainly Keet-
ing was not; for the thought that those
around him would be apt to criticise, perhaps
with a free indulgence of the merriment that
they concealed from him, any unwonted exhi-
bitions on his part, made him conquer and
overcome his desire to remain away from
them and give his disappointment and regret
free play, and constrained him fo go through
the various and tedious forms that the day’s
demands made on him. Besides, there was no
occasion for any immediate action on his part ;
indeed no step could be taken just now, as
he was waiting for an answer to his letter to
Elizabeth. There ‘were points touched upon
in that letter about which he must be in-
formed of Elizabeth’s wishes and ideas before

he could do anything. It had been a very
loving and tender letter, and a very resolute |
one as well. In the mood in which he had
written it, he felt equal to and anxious for |
any sacrifice for her sake, and many and |
varied as had been the states of mind through |
which he had passed since, he was eager and
anxious now to carry out to the letter all that
he had pledged himself to there. His love for |
Elizabeth had not diminished one whit siucv|

| the hour of their tender parting ; but, against

his knowledge and consent almost, her tardi-

him was as strong a thing as he had believed
it—such a tender, deep, true love as his for
her. That was a letter, surely, that no loy-
ing woman could disregard. She might re-
prove and deny him perhaps, but, if she loved
him, she could not #gnore such a letter. Tt
would be her duty even, he thought, to an-
swer it. But still the days passed by, and
Christmas was come and gone, and the new
year was upon them, and still no letter. e
was strongly tempted to write again; but it
seemed so unlikely a thing that the letter
should have miscarried, and he remembered
so well Mr. Carr’s irregularity about sending
to the office, that he concluded to curb his im-
patience, hard as the task was, and try to
learn that most difficult of all lessons, to wait;
and see.

Mrs. Bell had decided to return to New
York before New-year’s-day, for Miss Decour-
cy must be there to receive her friends on that
occasion ; and for the present Miss Decourcy
was an inmate of Mrs. Bell’s house, as her
parents lived in a small town in the north of
the State, which their brilliant daughter found
endurable only for a portion of every summer,
and considered a degree of stagnation not to
be tolerated during the winter season. So,
being tired of the idle and inactive life at
Woodyille, and feeling, furthermore, more
than willing to be that much nearer to Eliza-
beth, if he should conclude after all to go and
seek her—a thing that often seemed to him
quite possible-—Keeting agreed to the plans
they made for him, and returned to New York
in company with his aunt and Miss Decourey.
He parted with them at the door of his aunt’s
house, and was then driven to his own home.
His family, as he knew, had expected him to
malke a certain announcement to them on his
return from this visit to his sister, and he
was quite unprepared to gratify them, which
he found of course a little awkward and irk-
some ; but seeing him in a reticent and uncom-
municative mood, they forebore to question
him, and went for their information to another
quarter. Whether they got it there or not
was a subject upon which Keeting gave him-
self but little concern.

It was New-year's-eve, and the weather,
though cold, was delightfully clear and in-
vigorating, and Keeting, dreadfully at a loss
to know how to fight the tormenting thoughts
which never could be successfully vanquished,
ordered his horse and went out for a ride.
The animal was very spirited, and, not having
been used for some days, was uncommonly
fresh as well, and it was about as much as
Keeting could do to keep him under control.
As he passed along the city streets, with his
rein drawn tightly in, and his fine, straight
form erect and alert with the necessity for
wariness and skillful strength, he became
conscious of the fact that a handsomely ap-
pointed carriage was approaching him, and,
guiding his horse aside, he glanced indiffer-
ently at the interior of it to see if he would
recognize an acquaintance, As he did so he
felt his heart give a great leap, for, leaning
back upon the satin cushions, and looking,

ness in answering wounded him. As the days ‘ oh ! so fair and beautiful and pale, he recog-
passed, and she did not write, he even began | nized Elizabeth Cuthbert. His relaxed fingers
So Keeting had left his aunt with his last | to have doubts as to whether her affection for | dropped from the reins, and feeling his curb
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removed, the liberated animal threw up his
head and started off at a mad gallop. In an
instant Keeting recovered himself and caught
up the reins in a strong, restraining grasp,
and in a few minutes more the horse had
been quieted and brought under control
again; but by this the carringe had passed
far on its way, and although Keeting turned
eagerly back and tried to catch some trace of
it, he failed completely, and felt utterly baf-
fled and disappointed. It had only been a mo-
ment’s passing glance, but he knew it was she.
True, she had not recognized him, her dark
eyes being fixed upon some object directly
ahead of her, and the familiar equestrian
figure had quite escaped her view. Oh, how
sad and weary she had looked—how fair and
pale, and yet how lovely ! He had forgotten
just how beautiful she was, until this swift
vision recalled her to him. But what was
the meaning of her being in New York, and
why was she riding allalone in that luxurious
carriage, with its obsequious servants in at-
tendance ? Was this his poor, little, unpro-
tected sweetheart, who had called him her
only friend? What, in Heaven’s name, could
be the explanation of it? Tortured almost
beyond endurance, Keeting thrust his spurs
into his horse’s side, and spent an hour in gal-
loping fleetly through the park, scanning
with eager, feverish eyes the faces of the pass-
ers-by, in the hope that once again that fair,
pale countenance would shine out on him
from its strange, unaccountable surroundings.
But it was all in vain ; and presently, tired and
exhaunsted, and feverish in mind and body,
he turned toward home. He found awaiting
him a note from Miss Decourcy, requesting
liim to come and see her at once. Preoccu-
pied and excited, he read it hastily and threw
it down. His mind was too full of one ab-
sorbing thought to notice then that there was
an indication of excitement and agitation in its
hastily-worded contents; but after he had
passed anhour in miserable, fruitless specula-
tion, his excitementhad somewhat spent itself,
and he took up the note and read it over. As
he did so his eyes grew brighter, and the pro-
found gloom of his face lightened a little. It
was a strange thing for Flora Decourcy to
show signs of agitation, and might she not
have something to communicate to him which
might bear upon his present perplexity, and
throw some light upon the profound darkness
that surrounded him? The possibility flashed
upon him that her revelation—if she had one
to make—might be of a painful nature possi-
bly ; but anything would be better than his
present suspense, and the bare chance of
hearing something concerning Elizabeth
roused him into new life and animation, and
he adjusted his toilet hastily, and betook him-
self with all possible speed to his aunt’s resi-
dence. The servant who admitted him
ushered him at once into the drawing-room,
where, as he was told, Miss Decourcy was
expecting him. The moment he entered the
knew that he had been right in
guessing that he was about to receive some
important piece of information, for Flora’s
cager eyes were turned toward the door in
impatient expectancy, and in her face there
shone the unmistakable signs of agitation.

room he

| seemed to challenge a reply,

“1 have been waiting for you some time,
Algernon,” she said.

given orders that no visitors shall be admitted,
in order that I may have an opportunity of
seeing you alone. Algernon, I have a revela-
tion to make to you which will surprisé you
a good deal.”’

She spoke in a very friendly way, calling
him by his name, as they had always been used
to address each other when not in the presence
of strangers, having been thrown together
from childhood. But Keeting took but little
notice of her manner, being too eager to ar-
rive at the matter of her revelation.

¢ Well, whatis it ? ” he said, quickly; ‘“ good

.or bad, let me hear it.”

“You must know that your late conduct
with regard to me has put me in a most un-
comfortable position,” she began, ¢ and one |
from which I would have willingly escaped
if there had been any way of doing so without
offending Aunt Bell, whom neither of us can
afford to disregard. Of course my marrying
you, when you felt such indifference for me
and such a preference for another woman asyou
have expressed, was out of the question; but
at the same time I could not consent to run the

‘“Aunt Bell has gone
to bed with a nervous headache, and I have

| merely asked him for time to consider.

risk of breaking the contract your aunt had
enjoined upon us, and I therefore refused, at
her urgent request and command, to rupture |
the engagement. Your love affair with Miss
Cuthbert I regarded then, as 1 do now, as a
mere folly; which you will recover from. Of
course I could not marry you under existing
circumstances ; but I fancied that that time |
was not far distant when, some fine day, you
would come to your senses ; and I confess I
have enjoyed the idea of seeing you coming to '
sue humbly for wlat you hold so lightly now—
for I expected, you see, that you would be
very sure to repent and atone, and I undoubt-
edly expected that I would marry you in the
end. Ihad preserved this expectation for so
long that it gives me quite an odd feeling to
tell you now that I harbor it no longer.
Something has happened which seems to in-
dicate that another road is before me,”

Keeting, who had been listéning with un-
concealed impatience, regarded her with eyesf
of eager expectation now, seeing that the |
present papse was the forerunner of thc
startling information to which all this had |
been a mere preface.

“You will be surprised to learn,” Miss De-
courcy went on, with a sort of calm compla- |
cency, ‘‘ that EdO'CWUIth Darrell has been here |
to-day and made me an offer of marriage,
which I may accept.”

There was no misunderstanding the look of
Keeting’s face as he received, at last, th(“
long-expected revelation ; it was one of clear |
and patent disnpp()intm(*nt and regret. See- |
ing these feelings written in such unmistaka-
ble colors on his face, Miss Decourcy, looking |
much surprised, burst into a little laugh.
““Upon my word,” she said, ““ you really l()ok
sorry! Well, this is a little more than I ex-*
pected, T must say. Really such an exhibition
is most flattering, and finds me, believe me,
most grateful.”

She ended with a little mocking air that
but Keeting

made none. He was bitterly disappointed, but
he was, at the same time, so determined to
hide this fact from his companion, that he rose
and turned his back to her and walked the
whole length of the drawing-room, and then
returned and stood before her, saying as he
did so :

I sincerely hope you may be happy, Flora.
Darrell is a man who will adore you, I know,
and give you a heart that is far more worth
your taking than I could ever offer you, for—
you may make light of it if you choose, but
all the same—that gentle, brown-eyed woman,
who has vanished I know not where, has
carried with her every atom of my heart’s de-
votion. I congratulateyou heartily now, and
am I to congratulate the happy man to-mor-
row ?”’ :

“By no means,” said Miss Decourey,
quickly. ¢ Such haste as this would be un-
necessary, as well as indecorous. Besides, I
have not entirely decided as to my course. I
have given Mr. Darrell no answer yet, but
Be-
sides, there are certain conditions nupon which
my acceptance or rejection of Mr. Darrell’s
offer depend partly. And these conditions
rest with you. You are to inform Aunt Bell

| of the fact that the rupture of the engagement

between us, which has been such a mockery
throughout, was your act, and not mine, and
that at your special request I released you—
for I have given her my word that I would
not seek to break it off myself, and you are
willing to admit that the initiative has been
yours. Will you do this ?”

“ Willingly,” said Keeting, heartily. I
know it will be for your happiness and good,
and T am glad to do you such a service. Of

'my own happiness I say nothing. That, in

some mysterious way, has faded from me,
just at the moment when this act of yours
sets me free to seek it. It is all a puzzle and
a mystery, and if I have drawn a blank in the
lottely, I can at least be glad that you have
| drawn a]mze I must go now, Flora. I wish
I had it in me to say something suitable and
kind to you, but I simply haven’t. Good-
night.” s

“Wait a moment. I want*you to under-
stand about this a little better. You need
not expeect to see me married to Mr. Darrell
next week., Remember I have only said I
would consider the matter. It took me so
completely by surprise, for I thought the
world at large looked upon me as being as
good as engaged, and had ceased to expect
that any of the pretty things that men have
| said to me by the dozen would ever take so
definite a form as a proposal. However, the
world at large has, fortunately, not been noti-
fied of the existence of that empty form that
| Aunt Bell calls our engagement, and so if
need never know of it, or of its rupture, or the
canses that led thereto. Algy, I fear Aunt
Bell will be very angry ; but there’s some com-
fort in the reflection that she’ll be angry with
' us both alike, and T don’t very well see how
she can disinherit us both, so I fancy that the
result will be a division of the fortune after
'all. It is true that being the wife of Edge-
worth Darrell will make me a richer woman
'than being the wife of Algernon Keeting,
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and yet a hundred thousand dollars by way of
pin-money is not to be despised.”

It was a very evident fact to Algernon Keet-
ing, as he reflected on his homeward walk,
that the Darrell-Decourcy marriage was a set-
tled thing. ‘“How wonderfully the ruling
passion will protrude itself,” he said to him-
self as he walked along. ‘ Flora has decided
on this marriage from the self-same motives
of ambition, and love of power and luxury
and influence, which led her in her childish
days to treat Aunt Bell with the obsequious-
ness and attention which caused her to single
her out from amongst the whole of her hus-
band’s relations as her heiress, and the chosen
instrument for executing her plan. Poor old
soul ! I am afraid it will go hard with her to
have to give up thus summarily her cherished
plan. And to think that at last I am free!”
he went on, after a pause. ‘“And what, in
Heaven’s name, am I to do with my freedom ?
Oh, love, love, where are you? Have you
proved unfaithful to me, when we might be
so happy now? If it is so, I must have it
from your own sweet lps before I will be-
lieve it, and with liberty and freedom now in
my hands, you must be: far off, indeed, but I
will find you!”

Thus, with his mind full of schemes for
tracing up the clue he had got to Elizabeth’s
whereabouts, Mr. Keeting, having reached
the end of his walk, threw away his cigar and
entered his home.

CHAPTER XVIIIL

NEW-YEAR'S-MORNING dawned on New
York clear, crisp, and sparkling ; the golden
sunlight streamed in radiant splendor over
all, both low and high, rich and poor to-
gether. But to two, at least, of the inmates
of homes of luxury and ease, these brilliant
exhibitions of light and warmth and cheerful-
ness brought neither joy nor peace. Perhaps it
was to Algernon Keeting the darkest and most
dismal day that had ever dawned on him, be-
cause it was all uncheered by the kindly light
of hope. It was a heartbreaking thought, al-
most intolerable in its bitterness, that, being
now free to work his will, he was utterly
powerless to obtain the great boon that had
been so immediately at his hand when he was
hampered by restraining promises and pledges.
He was, however, determined to use such
means as he possessed to learn of Elizabeth’s
whereabouts, and, with that end in view, he
wrote to Mr. Carr, requesting simply that he
might be immediately informed of Miss Cuth-
bert’s address. This letter dispatched, there
seemed to be nothing to do but fo wait, and
the burden of this suspense and anxiety was a
something almost intolerable.

Although Keeting had so large an acquaint-
ance in New York, the idea of making visits
this New-year’s-day, as usual, was one that
found no place in his mind. He was too
utterly miserable and anxious to pretend to
make himself agreeable and conversational—
it was an effort he did not care to make. o,
weary and tired of the house, he presently
donned his hat and overcoat and wandered

aimlessly out into the streei, only to grow
weary and tired of that as well. Strolling |

listlessly along, he presently encountered a
young man, who was coming toward him,
eagerly scanning a lengthy list of visits whic
he held in his hand. .

““How are you, Keeting ?” he said. ““We
seem to have reached the same point in our
visiting. I am just going into the Cuthberts
—come with me.”

“Thanks. I'm not visiting to-day,” said
Keeting. “You must excuse me.”

““Not visiting | you! Why what does this
mean ?”’

““Simply that I think it a stupid and sense-
less custom that I am tired of conforming to,”
retorted Keeting, rather impatiently.

“You don’t say so!” answered his compan-
ion mildly, seeing that something unusual was
the matter, and wishing not to prove a nui-
sance by prying into another man’s affairs.
¢ But come, you must make one exception,”
he went on, amiably ; ‘“you must come into
General Cuthbert’s with me. According to all
accounts, you will find here something calcu-
lated to dispel any sort of weariness and ennui.
A score of men whom I have met to-day have

told me that Mrs. Sheldon has a cousin receiv- |

ing with her, who is the loveliest creature in
New York at this instant. I have not been in
yvet. Come with me, and let’s see if it is a
fact or a delusion and a snare, as lovely crea-
tures are apt to be, by the way.”

“ What's the name of this especial 1. ¢. ?”
Keeting asked, with a grudging interest.

¢“Cuthbert. She’s a niece or something of
the General’s.”

““Oh, I dare say I've seen her,” was the care-
less rejoinder. ‘“Imet a batch of Cuthbert
girls, who were something or other to the old
General, at Newport, last year.”

“ But, indeed, this is not one of the same ; I
assure you she is something altogether new.
She’s been lying perdw somewhere all this
while, and has never been in society here or
anywhere else.”

However, with all his inducements and per-
suasions, the gentleman could not prevail
upon Mr. Keeting to accompany him, and so,
having already wasted on him enough valua-
ble time to accomplish several visits in, he
turned away and joined the group of gentle-
men who at this moment were going up the
steps of General Cuthbert’s house, and Keet-
ing passed on his way.

Try as he might, however, he could not
banish from his mind the impression that
had been made there by what his friend had
just told him. It was true that he told him-
self again and again that it was impossible
that this Miss Cuthbert could be Elizabeth.
Had she not assured him at the beginning of
their acquaintance that the New York Cuth-
berts were nothing to her—people whom she
did not even know? It was therefore highly
improbable that this could be his little lost
love, and yet the bare possibility of such a

thing was enough to send the warm young|

blood coursing through his veins with the sud-
den exhilaration of hope. He tried hard to
keep this new feeling down ; but his efforts
were utterly futile, and at the end of another
half an hour he found himself returning by a
hurried cireuit to General Cuthbert’s house, and

The door was quickly opened from within, and
Keeting found himself suddenly transplanted
from the nipping air of the outside world to a
scene of such brilliancy and warmth and beau-
ty, that for a moment it quite bewildered him,
The sound of pleasant, well-bred voices, raised
in cheerful conversation and bright laughter,
smote upon his ear. The odor of fragrant
flowers was heavy on the warm, still air, and
just before his eyes was a vision of such ex-
ceeding loveliness that a man might well imag-
ine, as he looked thereon, that he had been
transported to a fairer world.

At the head of the long drawing-room, at
the right hand of the gracious little hostess,
stood a tall young woman, clad in a marvelous
long robe of flowing silk, circled once and
again with flexible, waving bands of gold,
crossing and girdling its milk-white, shimmer-
ing surface. Overthe sweeping train behind,
the gold braids interlaced themselves through
the labyrinth of white plissés and flounces, and
up the front the gold cords ran, confining and
keeping in place a tissue of drooping white
crépe.  The low corsage and short sleeves
were bordered with the same shining garni-
ture buried in a luxurious bed of filmy lace
and tulle, and from out this lovely piece of
millinery there came the smoothest, fairest
neck, and the roundest, softest arms that ever
Keeting’s eyes had seen before. But, rising
up above these, sweetér, fairer, lovelier than
all, Algernon Keeting saw the pale, fair face of
his beautiful, well-loved sweetheart. How
exquisite she was! How lily fair and lily
pure! There was something regal about the
dainty head, small as it was—something com-
manding about the straight, slim figure, though
it was most delicate and most womanly. OE,
she was beauteous to look upon, fairtosee ! As
she stood so, with her silken draperies falling
heavy and rich about her, Algernon Keeting
came forward, and at the same moment Mrs.
Sheldon spoke his name.

Elizabeth had not been unprepared for this
strange meeting, for she had heard that Mrs.
Bell and her party had returned to New York.
Some one had mentioned 1t to Mrs. Sheldon
in her presence, and she had nerved herself
for the possible chance of his calling at her
uncle’s house that day, ignorant of the fact
that he would find her there. So it was with
a very slight increase of the whiteness her
fair face showed already, that she turned, in
answer to Mrs. Sheldon’s presentation, and
gave her little, trembling, white-gloved hand
into his. Mrs. Sheldon had forgot the unim-
portant fact that her cousin had met Mr. Keet-
ing, and turning now to greet another visitor,
she did not see the manner of their meeting.
But for all the harm it could have done, she
and all the world might have looked and lis-
tened, for their hand-clasp was so brief and
slight a thing, and their muttered words of
greeting were so few and formal that the most
suspicions would have been disarmed. - It was
no time for explanations and confidences.
People were coming and going every moment,
and Miss Cuthbert must be presented to these,
and bow and smile and talk with them, regard-
less of the passionate impatience and eager-
ness at her heart. Meanwhile Keeting did

then mounting the steps and ringing the bell. ] not join the groups who were constantly de-
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parting by twos and threes through the open
door, but stood apart struggling with the pres-
ence of a mighty joy, that yet, in its very
strength and power, was tempered by a name-
less fear. It was an overwhelming happiness
to have found her—to be again so near his fair,
young love that by stretching out a hand he
could touch her—to be breathing the same
warm air, and inhaling the same sweet fra-
grance of flowers. And yet—was this the
same, the very same girl, who, only a few
brief days ago, had uttered his name in such
tender tones, and looked into his eyes with
such a look of love and confidence that every
other thought and creature in the world seemed
to have been forgotten ? Unnoticed in the flit-
ting crowd that came and went, he lingered
long, apparently occupied with the examination
of the flowers in a jardiniére close by, and now
and then exchanging short remarks with the
men who passed by. Once and again Miss
Cuthbert’s trailing robes swept almost against
him, and she passed and repassed him on her
way to and from the dining-room on the arm
of some attentive and absorbed gentleman.
Keeting observed that Elizabeth herself talked
little, but her delicate face had become flushed
and brilliant, and her eyes were shining with
the subdued light of animation and excite-
ment.

Keeting waited patiently ; but ““It’s a long
lane that has no turning,” and the reward of
his endurance came at last. Even in great
storms there are lulls, as in all great and stir-
ring things there are intermissions, and now,
in the steady stream that had poured in and
out of Mrs. Sheldon’s drawing-room all day,
there came a break. As the door closed behind
a departing visitor, and Mr. Keeting was’left
with only Mrs. Sheldon and Elizabeth, he ap-
proached the former hurriedly and said :

““Mrs. Sheldon, I must protest that this is
too much for Miss Cuthbert. You know I
have been in the same house with her for a
month past, and I know she is not strong.
Pray allow me to take her tosome quiet place,
for a little while, where she can sit down and
rest.”

“Why, certainly, I ought tohave thought
of this before,” said Mrs. Sheldon. ““ How for-
getful of me | Pray go with Mr. Keeting into
the library, Elizabeth, and don’t come back
until you feel rested. It tires even me dread-
fully to keep this up for so many hours, and I
can fancy how weary you must be.”

If Keeting had looked, he would have seen
all the pink color fade from Elizabeth’s cheeks
at these words of her cousin’s ; but neither that
nor her beseeching eyes were visible to him, as,
without looking at her, he offered his arm, and
when she had laid her little hand upon it trem-
blingly, he led her across the wide hall and into
the library beyond. But, when once they were
there, the sudden haste with which she with-
drew her hand and moved away from him
were things that could not escape him. He
turned to close the door behind them, full of
the sweet thought that they were once more
alone together, he unhampered by any pledge
or promise that could geparate them, and she,
as he fondly hoped, as loving and as tender as
of old.

He turned his longing eyes toward her, and

came and held out both his eager arms, stand-
ing just in front of her, and saying lowly :

< Oh, love, love, love, how I have wearied
and longed and suffered for you ; but we are

‘together at last, and with the thought in view

that we are to be separated never again, we
can forget this bitter past.”

Her slim hands hung idly at her side, and
her lowered lids did not lift themselves at-his
bidding, as they had been wont to do. What
was it that kept her still and silent so? It
frightened him to see it. Was it only that
she feared to trust the language of her eyes,
or could it be that the old, mighty love was
killed so soon, smitten by some blow that had
been struck when his arm was not by to shield
and protect her? Maddened by the thought
he moved a step closer and threw his eager
arms about her slim young form to draw her
into his embrace, but, like thin air, she slipped
from him, and took three hasty strides to
where a table stood, and with her little hands
clutched tightly upon this cold support she
spoke to him in low, beseeching tones.

“If you were truly kind,” she said, ““truly
considerate of me and truly my friend, as you
claim to be, you would not come to me with
words and looks like this! I cannot stay and
listen to them ; they are hurtful as poison,
and I must shut my ears to such sounds,
and shut my eyes to such looks. Oh, Al-
gernon, you might have spared me this!”
she cried, smiting her hands together, and
raising her brown eyes upward, with an
unconscious appeal for strength to the
Source which could alone arm and fortify her
against such assaults as this. ‘I was trying
to forget,” she said, ‘‘I was hoping that with
new scenes and new excitements around me,
I might cease to think of you, and of the dear,
old, dead-and-buried words that once had
passed between us. It was true that T was
not succeeding, that the thought of you had
never for one waking moment left my mind ;
but in the end I might have conquered, and
by: this act of yours you are making it so im-
measurably harder | Oh, Algernon, this is not
noble of you, it is not considerate and friendly,
it is not right,”

He had turned his face away from her—for
what? To hide the look of utter joy and
gladness that was on if, which, once shown,
must have cleared away her doubt and grief
and pain. It was wrong and cruel of him,
and he knew it ; but the sweetness of the an-
ticipation was so keen that, at any hazard, he
must prolong this joy one moment more, It
was such an overwhelming delight to think
that by a word and a look he could scatter her
sorrow and fear to the winds, and summon her
to the realization of the fruition of the hopes
and aspirationg which, till now, had seemed
80 impossible.

Averted as his head was, he could see that
her slight frame tottered and moved unstead-
ily as she took a hasty step or two and sank
down on a sofa. He turned and looked npon
her then, and saw that the sweet face was
drooped upon the trembling hands, and that
the slender form, with all its careful shining
garments crushed and forgotten beneath her,
was prone and crushed upon the sofa, tremu-
lous with the unspoken agony of a mighty
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grief and sorrow. He moved across the velvet
carpet softly, and sank down at her side, and
called her dear old-fashioned name, in low
soft tones, close to her ear.

‘“Elizabeth,” he said, and held his breath
and waited. But no answer came.

 Elizabeth,” he said again, and this time
as he spoke he laid a tender hand upon the
bare arm next him, At his touch she started
up and turned quiekly from him.

‘“ Algernon,” ‘she cried, in agony, “in
Heaven’s name, go, and leave me 1o myself.”
With one hand she covered up her eager eyes,
that she might not see his pleading looks,
and with the other she moved him from her.
“If you have any mercy, go away and leave
me,” she cried beseechingly, ““for I tell you
that the struggle is too much for me. I have
been ill, and I am weak, and I tell you plainly
that I have not got the strength to bear it.”

‘“Elizabeth, before I go you surely won’t
refuse to look at me,” the young man said,
taking a noiseless step toward her. ‘I make
but one request of you, and that is that you
will give me one last look. Surely you will
not deny me this.”

Thus adjured, Elizabeth slowly let fall her
hand, and turned her great sad eyes upon him,
and oh, the sight that met them as she looked.
The calm, unruffled gladness of that gaze—
the deep, unmeasured joy.

Bewildered and amazed, her hands fell
heavily against her sides, and her sweet lips
parted slightly in mute, perplexed surprise.
With a sudden motion her lover sprang to-
ward her and clasped her to his heart. No
need to cry out and complain—no need to
strive and struggle—she might as well have
sought to free herself from iron bands as from
those loving arms, whose touch could never
fail to be most kind and tender, for all it was
so strong.

‘““Keep quiet, sweet,” he muttered softly,
bending his head above her, fill his warm
breath fanned her cheek; “stop struggling
and striving so to free yourself, my little eap-
tive bird, and be still and quiet, and rest.
Listen Elizabeth,” he muttered in a tone of
softened, tempered triumph, “Ihave a con-
fession to make to you again ; as I wanted to
tell you before that I was pledged—bound to
another, separated from you—so I want to tell
you now this glorious thing. Beloved, I am
free! Of her own will she has given my
promise back to me, and I am free! And be-

hold the first use that I have made of my lib-

erty is to come and throw myself at your feet,
beseeching you to lay your chains upon me,
and rivet them with bands that shall be bro-
ken never more. And now, my sweetheart,
my treasure, my flower, why is it that you do
not look up at me, and let me see in those dear
eyes that haye been wont to give me such
sweet sympathy in sorrow and heaviness, a
brighter and better sympathy for my fervent
joy and love?”

At his words his lovely sweetheart Tifted
up her head, and for a moment a startled,
puzzled, wondering look was on her face ; but,
in an instant more, a great wave of joy, pink-
tinted and beautiful, swept across her face,
and he knew that she understood !

He bent above her lower yet and kissed her.
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have loved you! and, careless and light-
hearted as people think me, how I have suf-
fered for you! But this moment pays for|tion of his mind. Rousseau’s best ideas came
alt!” to him when he was out botanizing in full
She spoke no word in answer, though his | sunshine ; while Jacob Grimm declares that if
own had called up memories of a mighty‘lonely paths lead him overrivers or meadows,
sorrow, whose pain had been no whit less keen | good influences always seem to overshadow
and hard, because, woman as she was, she him.
named it not. o

spot for hours.
Ampeére found motion necessary for the ac-

| Dr. Channing’s habit was, when writing, to
She could find no words of hers to tell what stop once every hour, and, if in the country,
she was feeling so well as the ones that he | to saunter around the garden a few times, or,
had used, so she only echoed fervently, if in the city, to walk about the drawing-room
““This moment pays for all |” or library. Southey and Miss Edgeworth wrote
And so we leave them ! \in the common sitting-room ; and Wordsworth
(THE END.) composed his verses during his solitary walks,

carried them in his memory, and got his wife

| or daughter to write them down on his return
| home.

How Ceniuses Eat and Work.

Mrs. Somerville wrote her abstruse essays
in her drawing-room, surrounded by her fam-
ily, but so totally oblivious of her surround-
ings, that her husband once laid a wager with
a friend that he could abuse Mrs. Somerville
HAT Rossini should be fond to her face, in a loud voice, and that she would

of macaroni is not strange, if take no notice, Accordingly, Dr. Somerville
we remember that he was a  confided to his friend that she wore a wig,
native of Pesaro, and that his | that she rouged, and such nonsense, all in a
mother was a baker’s daughter ; very loud tone, while the slandered wife sat
nor that Kant had an especial placidly writing on amidst her daughters’
liking for turnips and pork, pigs’ | laughter. Finally, Dr. Somerville made a dead
, feet and dried fruit, for he was a | pause just after uftering her name, where-
oL 'l\'(inigslu-rger, | upon she looked up innocently and said, ‘ Did

Lessing, the Saxon, would have sold his | you speak to me 2"
birthright for a bowl of pease porridge, in| Insome cases the motion of thought seems to
spite of BEsau's example ; Klopstock was mo- | hang on some mechanical movement, as with
rose and miserable if he could not have truf- | La Place, who always played with a ball of
fles, salmon, and trout ; while Weiland, that ' twine which his servant placed in his hand at
Frenchman among the Germans, could nor | the right moment ; and with Madame de Stiiel,
exist without his cakes and pastry. who required a rose or a pencil in her fingers

Father Haydn, when the spirit of inspira- | to excite her conversational powers.
tion stirred within him, dressed in his bvst! Joaquin Desprez used to sfick a wafer b(--‘
clothes, and put on the ring given him by | tween his eye-brows, both as an aid to compo-
Fredevick the Great, and, thus attired, he | sition and as a warning to his servants not to
passed hours at his desk, scribbling one un- | Speak to him. Just his opposite was a cele-
dying page after another. brated mathematician of Gottingen, who

What a contrast to this was Beethoven’s | could solve intricate problems with twelyve
habit of walking his room in the greatest | Kettle-drums being beaten before his door.
neglizée, stopping at his table occasionally to | Unlike this thinker was Rogers, the Eng-
write a few notes, and turning to the wash- | lish poet, of whom Sydney Smith once said :
stand to pour one cupful of water after an- | ““ When Rogers produces a couplet he goes to
other over his hands, without observing that bed ;
the floor was sharing the fate of his hands, |

Buffon could not write except in lace cuffs |
and embroidered court dress; Virginia d’An-
celot wore perfumed gloves when she wielded
the pen.

Some writers require a certain odor to excite
their imagination, and a story is told of Goethe,
who one day called upon Schiller, and, not
finding him in, sat down by his friend’s writ-
ing desk to wait his return. He was soon
driven away, however, by an intolerable per-
fume, which, upon investigation, he found
proceeded from a certain drawer, which con-

BY MRS, LIZZIE LEWIS,

** And the candle is made ;

And the knocker ig tied ;
And the straw is laid down,

And when friends sent to inquire:
Rogers is as well as can be expected.’”
Dickens, when at work on his Christmas
Chimes, shut himself from the outer world,
becoming, as he himself expressed it, as thin
as a murderer, before he wrote the word
“ finds.”  Milton went to bed regularly at
nine o’clock, and then sent for his danghters
to transcribe his verses. Byron dictated his
Don Juan at night with the aid of brandy and
water ; and Francis de Megeray, a French his-
window and throw them out was but a mo- torian, ereated for himself artificial night when
ment’s work! but what was Goethe’s astonish- | engaged in literary work, so that he would
ment to be informed by Schiller’s wife, that, sometimes light a visitor to the door with a
without the odor from apples in a certain stage ' candle in broad daylight.
of decay, her husband could neither study nor | Such are a few of the vagaries of men of
write | genius, proving what creatures of habit and

‘ Mr,

tained several decayed apples. To open a
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BY JENNIE JUNE.

REAL WORK.

* there is anything that could
possibly destroy the future of
our girls, and make women
less good and less useful as
women than they are now, it
would be the enormous amount
of pretense and rubbish that is
. made and talked in regard to their
—=————vocations, their employments, their
capacities, their work, and themselves.

A weakly child, with half a dozen people to
fuss over its every ailment, extol its every
virtue, point out its every defect, and exag-
gerate every tendency, will not only continue
weakly and ailing, but become in every other
way, intolerable, and this is the danger of
women, and the girls who are to become
women, to-day.

What women have done so far, speaks for
itself. What they are trying to do, is nothing
original, or exceptional. It is what has been
done, and is being done all the time, by very
ordinary men, who do not set up for anything
remarkable, or expect that the world will
stand still, or go on the faster, for the little
incidents of their individual careers, .

Doubtless, there is more of a motive, and
something of an excuse, in the fact that wo-
men are now doing some things for the first
time that men have been doing always, and
there is the advantage of stimulus to other
women in what some have accomplished.

But, why not keep within the bounds of
truth? Why make the woman, individually,
and women collectively, ridiculous by fabulous
stories and wretched exaggeration.

Women who do real work are not fond of
having it talked about, any more than men.
they know that there is no royal road to it, or
in it, that it is rather dull, somewhat monoto-
nous, and apt to be a little stony, but it is the
road that all workers must tread, whatever
their vocation, for real work is constant, un-
ceasing toil and drudgery. It is not executed
by letting off occasional showers of brilliant
meteoric lights, such as attract the attention
and win the admiration of the multitude.
Pretense, therefore, is much more apt to
perform incidental prodigies, than the true
and steady workers, and these rocket flights
are duly chronicled, but no mention is made
of the coming down of the sticks.

It is very, very doubtful, how far the en-
trance of women into the business of the out-
side world is conducive to the general public
welfare ; but it is certain, that it is only good
for women themselves, so far as the work,
and the obligations it involves, are fully and
honestly met and performed. The great ad-
vantage to women in the increase of their
opportunities, and even in the compulsory as-
sumption of unaccustomed responsibilities, is

Socrates used to become so engrossed in'eduncation the very best of us are !

the development of character. But it must
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be remembered that in one sense what one
sex gains, the other loses. If the woman
takes the responsibility, the man is very apt
to let her, and gradually loses the sense of it
himself. He does not realize that with it, he
loses the qualities which made the very soul
and essence of his manhood, and that the
woman is acquiring a strength at the inevita-
ble loss of much of her love, her tenderness,
and that spiritof repose and tranquillity which
is Paradise itself to that part of the human
race which nature and circumstance combine
to render more or less dependent.

At present, it is not a question of whether
it is best, from the larger point of view, for
women to prepare for fighting the battle of
life in any field where they can put their
natural forces to the best use; they haye no
choice, the necessity has been forced upon
them, and they must meet it.

Naturally, nine out of ten would prefer the
direction of their own homes, the management
of an income, the care of children, the build-
ing up of a family circle, and the rearing of a
shrine to the household Lares and Penates,
which are so dear to every woman's heart,.

But very few women have this opportunity,
and the number is constantly growing less.
If they marry, they take the burdens of an-
other, but they do not share their own. Or,
they are made mere figure-heads to sit at
table, without the power or the means to
work out any expression of their own thought
and tastes, their ideas, and principles of action
in family and social life.

The majority of men do nof recognize the
social function of marriage. They have for-
gotten that it is not good for man to live alone.
On the contrary, they think because it gives
them more money for the time being to ex-
pend upon themselves, that it is not good for
them to marry, and so they throw away their
birth-right, their opportunity for becoming
good citizens, the best experiences of life, for a
few oyster snuppers, more or less, and continued
freedom to do what, after all, they do not care
for, and either know as hurtful, or dislike as
a stupid way of getting rid of time.

While this is all true, the fact remains, that
women are in this and other ways, being
driven into occupations, for which a few years
ago they would have been considered wholly
unfitted, and that girls are preparing to enter
them in order to be equipped for those possi-
ble emergencies, which are daily assuming
proportions that render them commonplace.

The preparation ig good. There is no rea-
son why a girl should not be prepared to earn
her living in half a dozen different ways.
There are a multitude of minor industries
within her reach, which are not open to young
men. Buf the better way would be to make
herself proficient in them quietly, rather than
keep talking about it, and never become mis-
tress of any one of them. One year after
leaving school, would suffice to give any bright
clever girl the elements of book-keeping, mil-
linery, dress-making, and cooking. If she
had learned to draw at school, if she had
studied the principles of chemistry, botany,
and was somewhat versed in mathematics, she
would find each and all of infinite advantage,

in their application to these pursuits ; and the |

_paragraphs.

et

intelligence which she could thus bring to bear
upon them would not only enable her to mas-
ter their details more rapidly, but achieve su-
periority in practice and in position, if she
chose to make either one a means of liveli-
hood.

There need be nothing extraordinary in this;
in fact, it is what every girl ought to know.
It furnishes the common implements by which
she can take care of herself under any cir-
cumstances, and which would be of daily and
invaluable use to her, as wife and mistress of
a household.

But so far our work is mostly talk. The one
woman dentist, the one woman lawyer, the
one woman doctor, is heralded far and near.
Women editors are manufactured out of stray
Glowing stories are told of the
amounts of money realized by this, that, or
the other woman, who has come to the front ;
stories which have generally only the small-
est basis in fact, and which tell nothing of
the long years of ill-paid toil, which pre-
ceded the measure of success.

Young girls reading this inflated stuff, and
acquiring with their advanced education ex-
aggerated ideas of their own place in the
world, cannot accept circumstances as they
find them, when the halcyon days are over
and the hard facts of common life confront
them. They have had exalted ideas of the
work they have to do; they have absurdly
overrated the work they have done. Butto
come down to hard-pan, and simply take up
the life which has been led by hundreds of
thousands before them, the life which means
steady work in obscurity, unknown and unrec-
ognized, from sunrise to sunset for daily
bread, this they are not prepared for. It is
not what the newspapers are talking about, it
is not what the stories are written about, it is
not what has been held up to them as an in-
centive during their school days, through
their study hours, as a recompense for the
effort of worrying over dull problems or ex-
tracting the roots from dead languages.

Our cultivation of work has been begun at
the wrong end. Instead of the top, we should
begin at the bottom. Instead of promises, we
should teach performance. Instead of lauda-
tion, we should work in silence and obscurity
until we have taken root and sprung up
strong and healthy.

The first thing that girls inquire about in
making an effort in any direction, is the
amount of money they are to receive for their
first crude efforts, which only good nature
and willingness to help all who need help,
tolerate ; they want to be paid as much as
the experienced worker, who has spent years
and years in drudging obgcurity before ac-
quiring the position which hard work and
devotion have given her. And go far from
appreciating the kindness which is extended
to them in assisting their first and halting
endeavors, credit themselves with enhancing
the value of whatever they touch, and con-
sider themselyes ill used by not obtaining at
once that honor and recognition which is only
given to great and exceptional genius, or to
long and faithful effort.

It is in no spirit of fault-finding, or captious
criticism, that this article is penned, but in

real sadness at what is discreditable to the
truth and honor of women, and in real desire
to save some young girls from the disappoint-
ments which await them, and inspire them
with the true love of work for the work’s
sake. There is no disappointment in honest
work, fairly mastered, and faithfully per-
formed. On the contrary, satisfaction in it
grows with every day and hour of life. Be-
ginning without expectation, desirous only of
performing a duty, developing our own facul-
ties, and making them useful to others, we
find a perpetual aceretion of what is good, and
sweet, and wholesome, in the human life
around us, toward the roots that we have
planted, and gradually, somefimes insensibly,
they widen and deepen, and finally spring up,
and bear fruit after their kind. It may be
only a modest herb, it may be a vine, it may
be a tree whose branches will bring healing
to the nation.

But the work must be done for the work’s
sake, and not from the individual standpeint.
The recognition must come at the crowning,
not while the cross is being borne. Let the
work be begun humbly, honestly, and truthful-
ly, without expectation of doing more than
merely fulfilling one’s own part as an atom in
the great universe, but determined to perform
that little part, wherever and whateyer it
may be, well. Our work then, as our path-
way, must be upward. If we reach no very
high altitudes, we shall suffer no great disap-
pointments, and our steps, as they are taken,
will be planted on firm ground, ground that
cannot be cut from under us, leaving an
abyss yawning before us, or behind us, into
which so many disappointed aspirants fall.

En Imperial Ball
at the Winter Palace,
ot. Petershurg.

BY MAJOR L. RAMEL.

Ex-Sub-Director of the Imperial Tron Mines, Czarnechef,

Russia.

HE first Imperial Ball of the
season is an event which cre-
ates considerable excitement
in the aristocratic circles of

the Capital of the North, for it

is the signal of the opening of a

long series of private ones and soirées

dansantes. It generally takes place

L*Fd | 2% _iin one of the last two weeks of No-
| vember, and is attended by thie Zaute noblesse
lin force. Tickets are sent by the Chamberlain
| of the Emperor to the number of 4,500.

It was my good fortune to receive one a few
| years ago, while on an official visit to the
capital, and I gladly availed myself of the
| privilege of witnessing one of those famous
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réunions. All gentlemen not included in the
military or naval service are to wear a court
dress which is so similar to the English one
which has been so often described that I will
pass it unnoticed. The ladies are also com-
pelled to wear a court dress, which consists of
what is called in France une robe d la Josiphine,
which is simply a very low-necked one which
exposes the shoulders, and portions of the
breasts almost to the nipples, the dress also
has no sleeves, and how the ladies manage to
prevent the corsage from falling and exposing
the whole of their charms has always been a
mystery to me, for the shoulder straps, if 1
may be permitted to call them so, seem very
inadequate to the task ; however, be that as it
may they do not fall, and bachelors are cheated
out of the fairest portions of the feminine
charms. Barring this peculiar style of dress,
the ladies can indulge in all colors of silk or
satin, and wear jewels, flounces, laces, ete., ad
libitum, and I need not say that they make
good use of the privilege.

The ball had been fixed for Thursday, the
25th of November, 1875. The winter had al-
ready set in in earnest, there being not less
than forty-five centimeters of snow on the
ground, and the thermometer indicated at four
o’clock in the afternoon (or rather evening,
for it was night already in this latitude), five
degrees below zero (centigrade). At seven I
entered a sledge, well wrapped up in a pile of
furs, and drove down the Nevski Perspekt, a
magnificent avenue, the finest in the world,
then turning to the right after passing the
grand and beautiful pile known as the Etat
Major, following along the Admiralty Square
to the southeast corner of the Admiralty Palace,
you turn to the left and follow an avenue
which separates the Admiralty from the Win-
ter Palace, thence to the quay along the left
bank of the Neva. It may not be amiss before
conducting my readers into the interior of
this noble palace, to give a brief account of it.

The Winter Palace, the residence of the
emperor and his court during winter, stands
on the left bank of the Neva, on the site of a
house which in the reign of Peter the Great,
belonged to his High Admiral Count Apraxin,
who bequeathed it to Peter II. The Empress
Anne after being crowned at Moscow, took up
her residence in Apraxin’s house, but had it
pulled down in 1754, and rebuilt by Count
Rastrelli by whom it was completed in 1762,
in the reign of the Empress Catherine. A fire
which is supposed to have originated from a
defective flue, consumed the whole interior of
the palace in 1837, notwithstanding the almost
superhuman efforts made to save it. But it
rose pheenix-like from its ashes more glorious
than ever, and in January, 1840, the first
grand ball was held in the present palace.

The huge pile is now some 470 feet long
and 350 wide, and is four stories high.

The principal entrance, or Perron des Am-
bassadeurs, is from the quay that lies be-
tween the palace and the Neva, while a noble
gateway in the center of the southern fagade
and directly in front of Alexander’s Column,
leads into the great court. Barly as it was
when I reached the palace, the approaches
were already well filled with strings of sledges.
A regiment of the Guard was drawn up in

front of the palace and several squadrons of
dragoons occupied the Place de I’ fitat Major.
My isvoschiek having driven his sledge to the
main entrance, I alighted, and my servant led
the way to the vestibule, where the invited
guests present their cards of admission, and
are then conducted to a large cloak-room,
where the wrappers are taken off and checked.

That done, a servant in blue and gold livery
conducts you to the foot of the Grand Stairs, a
magnificent flight of marble steps that lead to
the state apartments ; at the head of which
stands the famous Winter Garden, a magnifi-
cent conservatory, 120x75 and 60 feet high ;
here are tall palms, and a host of exotic plants.
The whole is lighted by means of colored
lamps hung in the branches of the trees,
which gives the appearance of an enchanted
palace. The light is soft and subdued and
resembles a bright moonlight more than any-
thing else.

Here young cavaliers and coy maidens come
and rest among the charming nooks scattered
through the intricate mazes of this artificial
garden. Here and there one meets with
pretty little fountains whose basins are alive
with gold fishes.

Haying passed along the side alley of the
garden, you enter the White Hall, a magnifi-
cent room in white and gold ; next comes the
Gallery of the Field Marshals, hung with the
portraits of those who fought against the great
Napoleon, that of the Iron Duke occupying
the upper end; from thence you are conducted
to Saint George’s Hall, the largest and most
magnificent cf the series, some forty in num-
ber. It is 140x80 and 45 feet high. The
ceiling, which is divided into compartments
beautifully frescoed, is supported by a triple
row of magnificent white marble Corinthian
columns. Here I found a large crowd already
assembled, and a couple of friends who ini-
tiated me.

It being but little after eight, Thad plenty of
time to look around before falling into line to
receive their majesties. This noble hall is
hung with paintings representing the most
important battles fought on land and sea, from
the battle of Poltawa, 1709, to that of Kersk,
1855 ; vietories as well as defeats, for Inker-
man, Alma, and Balaklava stand side by side
with Leipzig and the passage of the Berezina;
but the most striking feature of this enchant-
ing hall, is the bouquets of wax candles which
encircle the marble columns, for which pur-
pose over four thousand wax lights are used.
The art of illuminating at night is nowhere so
artistically done as in Russia, where candles
are still happily preferred to gas; which latter
every lady knows, does not produce that charm-
ing electric fire on ‘jewels, or that lovely and
soft tint to the complexion,

The guests continued to pour in. It was a
fascinating scene to the stranger to see the
charming dresses of the ladies in every imag-
inable color flitting past you with a musical
rustle. To see the beautiful forms, so lithe
and graceful, of the young ones, and the
stately and majestic airs of the matrons, and
the simperings of the dowagers.

“Who is that Juno?” we ask of our friend,
as a lovely girl with raven black hair and
sparkling eyes passes by us.

«That,” replied he, “is the Countegg
Rumianzoff, and that young one yonder who ig
talking with that young captain of engineers,
is the danghter of Count Paskevitch ; she ig
worth two Rumianzoffs. Come, I will intrq.
duce you.” g

So saying, we crossed over and I was duly
introduced. He had told the truth, for she wag
a Venus. Tall, lithe, and graceful, there wag
an innate nobility in the carriage of the girl’y
head, an innate grandeur in the gaze of her
large black eyes, and in the lines of her finely
proportioned head, which was of the purest
Greek mold, that made her irresistibly strik-
ing and beautiful. She wore a Joséphine
dress of two shades of moss-green silk and
cerépe de chine, the skirt of the dress of light-
est shade, with drapery and corsage of crépe
de cline. The neck was cut in the orthodox
square shape, exposing her beautiful bosom to
the nipples of her breasts, trimmed with an
inner tucker of lace (point @ Angouléme).
Her train was about eighteen inches long, and
as she walked across the hall, swept with a
majestic curve.

‘I believe,” said she, ‘“that I have seen
your portrait at Count Uruski’s. Do youknow
him ?”

I answered in the affirmative.

“Then I am right ; but, pray, is this your
first visit here ?” she asked.

““Yes, mademoiselle,” T answered.

“Then I will show you the rules which our
dear Tzarina Catherine laid down.”

So she made a movement to cross the hall,
and I, of course, offered her my arm. We
went into the hall of Peter the Great, which
contains a fine picture representing le Grand
Monarque attended by the Genius of Russia,
and thence into the Romanoff Gallery, which
is richly frescoed and which contains the por-
traits of the reigning house since Michael
Fedorowitch, and those of their consorts. At
the upper end on the right and alongside the
door which leads into the Neva Gallery is a
white Carrara marble tablet which contains the
following rules in letters of gold, and in
French :

‘1. Leave your rank outside, as well as your
hat, especially your sword.

2. Leave your right of precedence, your
pride, and any similar feeling outside the
door.

‘3. Be gay, but do not spoil anything, do
not break or gnaw anything.

‘4. Sit, stand, dance or walk as you will,
without reference to anybody, not except-
ing the Tzarina.

5. Talk moderately and not very loud, so

as not to make the ears ache.

6. Argue without anger and without ex-
citement,

‘7. Neither sigh nor yawn, nor make any-
body dull or heavyy.

“8. In all innocent games, whatever one
proposes, let all join.

9. Do not preach the gospel here, nor give
lectures on morality.

10, Eat whatever is sweet and sayory, but
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drink with moderation so that each may
find his or her legs on leaying.

“11. Tell no tales out of school, whatever
goes in at one ear must go out at the other
before leaving.

““12. Make love, dance and be merry, for to-
morrow we die.

A transgressor against these rules shall
on the testimony of two witnesses, for every
offence drink a glass of cold water not except-
ing the ladies, and further read a page of
the Telemachiade* aloud. Whoever breaks
any three of these rules during the same even-
ing shall commit six lines of the Telemachiade
to memory. And whoever offends against the
eleventh rule shall not again be admitted.”

“What do you think of them ?”” asked Made-
moiselle Paskevitch. I had no time to an-
swer when Prince Dalgouski, the son of the
late Minister of War, and the friend of Irving
tapped me on the shoulder, and said, *“ Allow
me my dear Major to congratulate you.”
““What for?” I asked. “* Oh ! hear him, Made-
moiselle,” said he with a smile, and then to
me, “ Why, Major, for your good fortune in
making the conquest of Mademoiselle.”

“How do you know, Prince, that Major
Ramel has made a conquest of me ?” said she
with an arch smile.

“ Never mind how I know it, but come, ma
chére demoiselle, what were you trying to do
with my friend ; give him a lesson of eti-
quette ?”

“Yes, Prince,” I replied, ‘ Mademoiselle
was kind enough to do so.”

““Well, I intended to do so myself, and was
hunting for you when I met you, but as I see
that you have found a more able and agreeable
teacher than I, I will leave you in her charge.”
By this time the band began to play a march and
Mademoiselle Paskevitch said that it was time
for us to fall in line to await the entrance of
their majesties. So we returned to St. George’s
Hall and found a large and gay company al-
ready taking their respective places. ‘I shall
leave you now, Major,” said my fair cicerone,
““as I have to take my place, but will be happy
and I know father will too, to see you again,
You can meet us in the Alexander Hall near
the battle of Kulm.” So kissing her proffered
hand, I left and started toward the quarters as-
signed to the officers of the Corps des Mines.
I had no difficulty in finding the place for
Prince Dalgouski had very kindly sent me the
Court Manual together with my billet d’entrée.
The guests generally form into a double line
two deep from the door leading into the grand
corridor which separates the private apart-
ments of their majesties from the state ones ;
and reaches according to the number present
up to the Winter Garden and sometimes far
into it. The first group nearest the door con-
sists (see plan) of the Diplomatic Corps, includ-
ing the ladies and foreign visitors, the Ambas-
sador of France occupying the post of honor,
that is the nearest the door on the right, while
directly opposite is the British Ambassador,
next the French are the Prussian, Italian, and
American ambassadors, and next the British,
the Austrian, Turkish, and so Then

on,

# By Tretiakofsky, an unfortunate nafive poet whose
muge was thus reviled,
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come the princes, and a host of them there
are ; then the army and navy officers, counts,
barons, and officers of the various depart-
ments, the officers and members of the Aca-
demy of Sciences, and others. One would
expect that such a crowd would be unman-
ageable, but, on the contrary, in fifteen minutes
each was in his appointed place. It was a
grand and fascinating sight, this array of glit-
tering uniforms, rich dresses, beautiful forms,
and dazzling jewels. But hark ! the imperial
band strikes up the national hymn, the empe-
ror is coming, every face is turned toward the
door, and presently it is opened with great
ceremony, and the Grand Master of the House-
hold enters, staff in hand, followed by a retinue,
then comes a pause, and the tall and majestic
form of the Autocrat of the North appears in
the doorway. He is dressed in the uniform of
a general of the Guard, and the solitary star
of St. Andrew shines on his broad chest. On
his arm leans a noble-looking lady of perhaps
forty (she looks only that, but is, I believe,
forty-seven), dressed in a lovely white satin,
with drapery and waist of blue satin of the
lightest shade, the lower skirt trimmed with
lace ruffles, headed with a band of embroid-
ered satin, in gay colors. The overdress and
corsage is trimmed with a single ruffle to cor-
respond. The neck is cut low, in the orthodox
fashion, but does not expose more than one-
third of the two breasts, and, at the apex of
the échancrure, between the breasts, she wears
a magnificent brooch of huge diamonds, in the
shape of a star. The dress is fastened in front
with diamond buttons, and the overdress is
looped up, on the left side, with a magnificent
diamond pin. Her hair was dressed in curls
and loose loops with flowers (roses and came-
liag) between, the whole surmounted with a
noble diadem. She looked every inch a queen,
and, as she made her appearance, a murmur
of applause greeted her. She and the empe-
ror bowed gracefully to the French Ambassa-
dor, and, saying a few words, repeated the
same to the others ; then they walked the en-
tire length of the double line, returning on the
other side of the hall, the band, in the mean-
time, playing national airs, This ceremony
ended, the Imperial Guard band struck up
Strauss’s beauntiful piece,  I’Invitation a la
Valse,” and couples began to form, the empe-
ror taking for partner Lady Elphinstone, a
young and lovely countess, and a relation of
the British Ambassador. The sets being
formed the emperor opened the ball by danc-
ing with his fair partner ¢ La Varsovienne,”
followed by the empress with the French Am-
bassador, and the grand duke with Mademoi-
selle Von Manteufle, the daughter of Marshal
Count Von Manteufle, the hero of Amiens, and
the grand duchess with Count Grachioli.
Next followed Gounod’s ‘¢ Marche Romaine,”
in B flat, and next Beethoven’s beautiful waltz,
“ Le Réve de Gertrude,” in B flat, after which
groups began to form in the various halls.
Tables had been set in the Sulon de Réserve,
where the elderly gentlemen sat down to a
game of whist or Zearte, while the hall of Peter |
the Great was reserved for the matrons and |
dowagers. The young ones of both sexes who |
did not choose to dance made for the Winter |
Garden, and there, amidst the luxuriant exot-
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ies and in the soft twilight, told to each other
the old, old story. There was no formality,
no pride or haughtiness—all were equal. The
young lieutenans of artillery elbowed a mighty
prince, and the daughter of the academician
the grand duchess herself. The emperor
went from group to group, and talked pleas-
antly to all, and joined in the hilarity, while the
lovely empress and the grand duchess flitted
from one hall to the other, talking, smiling,
and nodding to every one. What a contrast
with the stiff and formal balls at Buckingham
Palace or Windsor! There one must always
be on the look out not to turn his back to the
queen, for it would be an unpardonable sin to
do so, and no one dares to presume to address
that haughty personage, lest he might get
kicked out by some flunkey in red and gold.
But here, at the Winter Palace, the emperor
and empress, and the grand dukes, can be
addressed by any one, and they do not care or
notice whether one turns his back to them or
not. After the opening waltz I went to
meet my fair friend and found her, and
she introduced me to her father, who was at
that moment talking to General Kauffman.
The count was very civil, and, in his turn,
introduced me to General Kauffman. < Oh,”’
said he, I believe I have heard of you, Major.
Are you not the author of that monograph
on the geology of the Province of Daghistan?”
I told him I was. ¢ Then,” said he, ““T knew
your father. I served under him as lieutenant
when he built the bridge at Tulla. Iam happy
to meet you.” But the band was Dbeginning
to sound the invitation to < Gertrude’s Dream,”
so I asked the honor of dancing it with Made-
moiselle Paskevitch, which she graciously
granted. As we went back to St. George’s
Hall, she asked me, ““Do you see that old
gentleman near the sea fight at Revel? That
is Prince Demidoff, and that general who
speaks to him is General Ignatieff.” Who
is that lovely lady by the caryatide yonder?” I
asked. She smiled and said, ‘“Oh, she is a
friend of Edhem Pasha, a bearish looking
Turk.” We soon reached St. George’s Hall,
and were soon whirling around. The waltz
over, I conducted her to a seat, and we were
soon joined by a young nobleman, who came to
claim her for the next. ‘“You must excuse
me, Major,”” said she; “but I promised to
dance the next with Count ; but I will
find you a partner.” So saying, she left me
with the Count, and then returned with a
friend of hers, Mademoiselle Orloff, to whom
she introduced me. We had just seated our-
selves, and were drinking a sherbet, when the
emperor passed, and stopped. < Ah! Mesde-
moiselles,” said he, ““ you seem to be enjoying
yourselves.” And then turning to me, who
had risen, ¢ Pray sit down, sir. I see you are
a stranger here,” and pointing to the Cross of
the Legion of Honor on my breast, ““and a
Frenchman, too.” ¢ Your majesty must for-
give me,” said my fair friend, ‘“for neglect-
ing to present Major R. to you.” < No apolo-
gies to me,” said his majesty ; ““but you owe
one to the Major.”

He smiled and bowed, and went to the next
group. The next dance on the programme
was a polka mazurka, and I led my new part-
ner on the floor. We danced as freely as in
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a private hall, and constantly elbowed some
At twelve, supper was served in
Michael’s Halls. In the
parterres of delightful
and fruit trees, while a

great gun.
St. Andrew’s and St.
former were laid out
verdure, and exoties,

double row of tables extended down the hall, |

each overshadowed by a beautiful tree in full
leaf, under which the ladies and their dutiful
knights, in groups of eight, partook of an ele-
gant supper. The table of
sterling silver, and of the most exquisite de-
At the upper end, raised on a dais,
stood the imperial table, which commanded
the whole view. Champagne and other wines
and justice was done

services were

signs.

were served ad libitum,
to them by all. After supper the ‘“ Mazeppa
Galop ” in E flat, by André Quidant, was
started, in which all joined, then Gottschalk’s
““ Rayon d’Azur Polka " in F sharp, and next,
Wehli’'s ““ Marche Cosaque ” in B flat, after

which their majesties retired, and dancing |

flaceed for a while, the young ladies and cava-

liers preferring a ramble in the Winter Gar- |
den, or a {féte-d-téte in some window recess. |

But toward three, it recommenced with vigor,
and was kept up till five.

: et \
It would require a volume to do justice to|

this charming seirée, and a dozen to describe
the various elegant toilets of the ladies. I
haye seen balls at the Tuileries during the
empire ; balls at Buckingham Palace, in the
salons of Prince Metternich, at Vienna, and in
Devonshire House, but the Grand Imperial
Ball of the Winter Palace beats them all,
only in the richness and gorgeous appoint-
ments of the halls, but in the wonderful dis-
play of feminine beanty. Nowhere have I
seen such an immense number of lovely faces

not

and graceful forms assembled, and for rich-
ness and beauty of dresses, and grand display
of noble jewels, it stands ne plus ultra. Dur-
ing the whole night, two regiments of the
Imperial Guards are on duty in the adjoining
halls, and their martial bearing and fine disci-
pline attract the attention and command the
admiration of all who are connoisseurs in mili-
tary affairs. By half-past four, people began
to leave, and long lines of sledges moved up
to the Perron des Ambassadeurs as their re-
spective numbers were called out by an impe-
rial crier. Having danced the last two polkas
with my fair young friends, I followed the
crowd, and went down stairs, escorting them
to the ladies’ dressing-room, from which they
soon emerged wrapped up in furs to the nose.
I would surely not have recognized them if
they had not called

count’s huge sledge,

me, and we got into the
and drove to his magnifi-
Nevski Perspekt, where
he insisted on my coming in to ““ warm up,” as
This kind hospitality to strangers is
one of the admirable traits of all Russian noble
families. They seem to take delight to make
a stranger feel at home, and will suffer con-
siderable inconvenience and loss of
show him around. I have found the same
warm-hearted hospitality in all classes: the
middle, and even the poor and humble peas-
ant will put the best of his humble and scanty
fare on the table, and will give him the best
bed and best room, if he has if.

cent palace on the

he said.

time to

Thus ended the most fascinating and bril-
liant soirée that I ever attended.
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PLAN OF ST. GEORGE's HALL, WINTER PALACE, show-

ing the stations of the varions Ambassadors, Nobles,
Military and Naval Officers and others, while in line
during the progress of their Majesties. From the

Imperial Court Manual.

Secale 14} feet to the inch.

- R - U o
EXPLANATIONS.

1 French Ambassador. 21 Artillery Officers.

2 British & 22 Infantry

3 Prussian & 23 . v

{4 Austrian : 24 Cavalry o

5 Italian 25 Engineer Corps.

6 Turkish 26 Nuval Officers,

7 American £ AR il &

8 Spanish 4] 28 Judges of Imp. Courts,

9 Swedish 20 Counts.

10 Portuguese 30

11 Dutch ol 31

12 Belgian L 32 Barons,

13 Danish * 33 Academy of Science.

14 Swigs Chargé d’Affairs, 34 of Belles Lettres.
15 Princes. 35 Corps des Mines.

16 A% 36 des Pontet Chausées
17 Ministry of Foreign *¢ 37 Ecole de Médecine,

18 & sEyan 38 Tmperial University,

19 x * the Navy. 39 Members of the Bar,

20 £ ¢ & Tnterior. 40 Plebeians and ragamuf-

fins.
A Door by which the Emperor enters.
B ¢ u;v-nm:un('mrulul.
@1 hy
I cenidphise

which the Emperor leaves.

he re-enters St. George

’s Tall.
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Robert Johnson.

BY

CHAS. H, WETMORE.

E was book-keeper and gen-
eral clerk in the house of
Small, Pay & Grindem. Hig
desk was old and shabby ;
wag always inky and always
dusty ; it stood by a rear win(l()\.v,
through which no sunlight ever
gladdened him. No sunlight could
reach him, for high brick walls
towered opposite his window. Only
a stale kind of daylight ; a daylight that di;l
not look new or clean, permitted him to do his
duty. He was a conscientious fellow, and did
his duty. To see him bent over his desgk,
when he was footing up a column of figures,
would make one think he was an old man,
hard at work. He looked like one on whom
Father Time had laid a stern hand, as if in
reproof. He sat, six days in a week, hour
after hour, doubled over his books. THe sat
upon a three-legged stool, his feet stowed
away in the dark under his desk. It is a
wonder, from the bad storage they had, that
they were not crooked ; indeed, they were not
as straight as they might have been.
Johnson’s chest was perfectly flat. Leaning
long hours over a desk had completely flat-
tened it. Of late, a dry, hard cough troubled
him ; interfered with his duty ; came in gusts
that were more troublesome than noisy or
noticeable. He rarely smiled. There
ravely anything said or done to draw smiles
in Small, Pay & Grindem’s house. But when
he did smile, he looked young and handsome :
Take him at his

was

it was a real good smile.
best, he was a handsome fellow.

Robert Johnson was thirty years old. Not
an old man; but, bent over his desk, he looked
old and acted old, and his dry cough sounded
old,
[f one has been much in the neighborhood of
Wall Street; in dingy, gloomy, sun-forsaken
offices, led to by dark, narrow stairways, he

0ld men cough like Johnson coughed.

knows, as well as I do, the counting-house
cough. It is catching, for even lawyers’ clerks
have it and die.

Johnson would reach his desk at 200 Wall
Street at nine o’clock in the morning. On a
nail to the left of the smeared window pane,
hung a real soiled linen sack-coat, limp and
lost to all sense of dignity. He called it his
«duster ;” he always wore it in the office ; it
was badly ink-stained ; he cleaned his pens on
the left sleeve and on the left breast of the
sack. You know, a sack-coat hasn’t much
style, and it gave Johnson a shapeless, shabby,
But he was-used to it,

[ slovenly appearance.
|and hardly noticed how soiled and abused it
|Tooked. He hadn’t even a sister to shame him
| into buying a new one and keeping it clean.

| His father took him from public school when
he was fifteen years of age, and then Small,
i Pay & Grindem took him to make a business
"m;m of him ; found him apt, willing, reliable,
| quick, and enduring ; placed him upon a high,
\H’lﬂ. office-stool before a desk, and he .\‘1:1_\'('«1
llhl'l‘t‘ fifteen years. Small, Pay & Grindem
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knew how to break Robert into harness—knew
how to put the drag on!

The first year he worked without pay. = The
third year he received two hundred dollars,
having proved himself valuable to the firm.
That year his father died, leaving no estate.
The same year his mother died. He had no
brothers or sisters. Gradually his salary was
dncreased ; at thirty he received eight hundred
dollars per annum. He had been able to put
a few dollars into a savings bank each month
of late years, which gave a promising look to
the future—unless the savings bank were to
break and blast his courage. It is a pity that
savings banks’ directors are often rogues.

Small, Pay & Grindem were what might
be called financial rag-pickers. They picked
“ paper " off the street. By a keen mental pro-
cess they hooked out of rubbish generally
something worth holding. When a financial
storm threatened Wall Street, or actually
burst upon it, sweeping out a house here and
there, Small, Pay & Grindem, out of the débris,
often snatched paper that was too good for
rags. Small had eyes like a hawk and ears
like a fox ; he was always out on the street,
looking and listening; he was watchful,
shrewd, and undoubtedly smart—knew a good
deal, but didn’t tell all. Pay was a little man,
with a long nose ; he had what rude boys call
a skating-pond on the back of his head ; in
cold weather it shone like polished wax ; his
head was narrow, but long and roomy ; he
was no hand for talking—put him down a
hard thinker—but when he spoke he general-
Iy said somefhing. Grindem had a cold, im-

movable face; powder wouldn't scare him, he could not.

wife and baby there would be three pots to
keep boiling, and fuel would be wanting. He
was wedded to work in Wall Street, that was
all. When he was twenty-five, he believed
himself to be in love with Small’s eldest
daughter. It is an odd sort of thing to speak
of, for he was not acquainted with the lady,
but used to attend the same church that she
did, and look down upon her from a far corner
of a gallery. He looked down upon her bon-
net—upon a splendid bonnet on the back of
the head of a splendid woman, he thought.

Miss Small was then a stately creature, tall
and well formed, had arch ways; also, many
admirers, and was important in her set.”
She had twice been engaged to be married,
but broke away for reasons known only to
herself. After a time, Johnson heard that she
wed a young Wall Street stock broker, who
wore a massive gold watch-chain with pend-
ants that jingled musically. He had no gold
wateh-chain, He applied himself to work,
and forgot about Small’s daughter. He could
not have loved her very well !

Robert Johnson’s fifteenth year over a desk
was one of real suffering. He coughed a great
deal ; in an adjoining room it sounded just
like an old man coughing—subdued and la-
borious. He had dull aches in his head, in
the front ; he had a smart in his eyes, and his
back ached ; in his chest was a nest of aches
that sorely tried his peace and comfort. Pain
is such a monster that when it gets in a body,
it seeks possession of the entire person.

‘When June was come his condition was un-
safe, He tried to keep up with his work, but
He made mistakes adding fig-

thunder and lightning didn’t move him. He ’ ures; his books were in arrears, and there

dressed his face with a business expression on were many erasures of sums total.

He felt

Monday morning, and used the same during dumb, dazed and confused.
the week. His face never had a forgiving look, |
never showed trace of kindness or indulgence ; | on your hands I do really believe ! When
probably he was never kind or indulgent. He | he came to you he was a hearty young fellow,
had caleulating eyes ; wasshrewd—called him- ' quiet, sure, willing, and earnest, but you put

self aself-mademan, but helacked warm blood.

The firm knew Johnson was a trump, but it
did not tell him go. The policy of the three
was to grind. They found he did work well,
so they gave him more to do, believing he
could stand almost any mental and physical
strain. But after fourteen years of desk work,
the clerk gave way in parts that indicated that
the man was decidedly unsound ; that his
mental and physical forces were erippled ; that
it was not unlikely some day, while laboring
over those teasing columns of figures, he
might fall from his high, stiff stool, and lie
upon the office’s sandy floor, sore and worn,
no longer fit to labor.

In alow, little eating saloon, approached by
descending several stone steps, in the neigh-
borhood where the post office used to be,
Johnson used to Iunch at noon. He would
hurry to it from the office, hurry while he
lunched, and hurry back to his desk. His
conscience allowed him about fifteen minutes

Small, Pay & Grindem, you have a life up-

the drag on, you heeled him. you drove a
free horse almost to death, you always under-
paid him ; finally you winded him, broke him
down. Will you try to restore him?

But Small, Pay & Grindem took another
course. One day, late in June, about two
o’clock in the afternoon—a busy hour in Wall
Street—Johnson’s head, about his forehead,
experienced a numb, dead feeling; he was
footing up a heavy column of figures, but he
felt so queer and dizzy, he laid his head upon
a book that was lying upon his desk, and fell
agleep. He slept half an hour, and had mixed,
unreal dreams. He dreamed he had bought
New York Central stock at 105, and that in a
fortnight it leaped to 210, and he sold and took
the money. Then he dreamed that he was
living in the country, near to an old mill ; he
heard the water running by his window. An-
other dream he had was that a great-aunt,
out West, had died suddenly, and lett him all
her property, some of which was old, yellow-

for this almost daily bodily abuse, and the | looking lace which he gave away as worthless.
firm allowed about the same time. It was | He was aroused by feeling a heayy hand upon

lunching on the full jump; eating against |his right shoulder.

Grindem, with a cold,

time—an easy way to a hard death, so physi- }immovable face, was standing by him, Robert

cians tell us.

He did not think about getting married ; or, |

was awake and realizing in no time,
““It wasn’t my fault, Mr. Grindem,” said

thought only in this way; that if he had a Johnson; I couldn’t helpit.”

““ This sort of thing won’t do,” said the mas-
ter. ‘“You are well paid, and must work for
it.”

“1 will do the best I can,” said the slave.

““See that you do,” said the master.

The following afternoon the thermometer
showed how great the heat was., At 2 o'clock,
the quicksilver had filled the tube to 98°. An
angry sun hung over Wall Street, like an in-
flamed eye. About Johnson’s window the
atmosphere was stale and bad., The criminal
at the desk laid his head upon a big hook of
accounts and fell asleep. He dreamed again
of an old mill, and of running water. He
dreamed also that the bank that held his sav-
ings had closed its doors—suspended—for all
its directors were rogues, excepting two or
three that were cowards.

"On the 30th of June, Mr. Johnson was dis-
missed from the service of Messrs. Small, Pay
& Grindem. I am sorry to say that the young
man hung his head while the three passed
sentence on him ; hung his head as if he had
something to feel ashamed of. But the man’s
spirit was broken ; he was not strong enough
to stand erect and brand the three old men as
merciless.

Johnson’s dismissal was a blessing in dis-
guise. After a time he realized the blessing.
For a week he felt stunned, He went about
in an aimless way. The ink stain on the mid-
dle finger of his right hand faded and van-
ished, the first time in long years.

One day, desparingly, he made a call on an
old physician who had been a near friend of
his father. He told his story : it was a long
one. The old man listened patiently. At the
end he said :

“ Robert, you are the very man [ have been
looking for. You remind me of your father ;
you have an honest face. I have a farm in
Beeswax County, State of Maine, Things are
a little out of shape about it—meed looking
after. I am growing old and stiff ; can’t go
far from home. How would you like to lend
a hand—not follow the plow, but order the

plow?” Then he laughed heartily, coughed,
and sat down. Johnson, too, laughed and
coughed.

I think' you are the man,” continued Doc-
tor Quimby, thoughtfully. It will do you
a world of good; expand your chest, redden
your blood, éxalt you.” The old gentleman
paused. Then he said, suddenly,

“ How do you like the idea?”

1 like the idea,” said Johnson, and smiled,
looking young and handsome.

<1 like your looks,”” said the doctor.
remind me of your father. By the way,” he
continued, ‘ there is an old mill near the farm-
house, with a big, lazy wheel. 1 was born
near that old mill. When I was a boy, I used
to climb down under an old bridge and watch
the wheel go round. I liked it better than
playing marbles. I liked the honest laugh of
the mull stream.”

The old man sighed. He was thinking of
his splendid freedom when he was a boy.

Johnson coughed. The doctor continued :

¢ Why don’t you marry? Why don’t you
look about for a wife ?”

The poor young man smiled, and said he

had not thought of a wife.

“You
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Doctor Quimby left his chair and paced up
and down his office in silence. Then he
stopped suddenly, and said, working his body
from the knee joints,

““See here | I know you can't live on love
alone. You have an honest face. You remind
me of your father. Iam an old man, See!
my hairs are all white ; my pulse is feeble,
I have money and no use for it, I am alone in
the world.” Here the doctor wiped away a tear.
“Hold up your head and let me look at
you,” he said, abruptly.

Johnson raised his face and looked hand-
some,

“I am very glad you did,” said Johnsox}.
«Isn’t there an old mill near Doctor Quimby’s
farm?” he continued.

“Oh! a very old one,” she replied.

“ With a big wheel?” in an anxious tone.

“TImmense,” replied the girl. <A splendid
old wheel ! I love to watch it go round.”

“ And you will show it to me?”

T will, certainly,” she replied. There was
silence, broken by her saying, I am the mil-
ler’s daughter.”

“Oh, you are the miller’s daughter!” and
he leaned way forward to see her face. She
turned it toward him, a sweet smile on her

“I'like your looks,” said the doctor, ‘¢ You
have an honest face. Now, you go down to |
the farm for six months, T will stay here and |
dispense a few more pills before I die. Get |
married. Tell me, and I will keep the pot |
boiling. Come in to-morrow.” ‘

He followed Johnson to the front door, .

“God bless you !” said the doctor.
remind me of your father.”

Johnson wondered whether it was real or un-
real. How very fortunate, he thought, that I
remind him of my father. It was all real. !
Plans were furthered. Doctor Quimby gave |
Robert funds and instructions, and sped him
on his way.

One breezy, July afternoon, he looked out of
a window of a Boston and Maine Rail car, and
beheld the blue, rolling ocean. Now and then |
he heard the roar of the surf as it drummed
upon the sand. He saw a black-hulled coaster ’
flowing eastward; he saw her tack. When {
she came about, she staggered for a minute, |
then her patched sails filled, and she bore away |
nobly. He thought it was a grand sight. He
had never seen a splendid ship with all sails |
set, and the wind on her quarter. What a :
grand sight that is| He left the car at “ Hol- |
Iyhock.”

““Hollyhock ” station-house stood on a sand
bank, no’ a tree near. The afternoon sun was
scorching it ; a sea-wind was trying to cool it.
“If you are Mr. Johnson, and are going to
Doctor Quimby’s farm, I will drive you over.” |
He turned, and saw a pleasant-looking girl |
standing by his side. She was a real pretty
girl ; not very tall, nor particularly stout ; but
she wasn’t thin. She wore a sundown, had
rosy cheeks, smart, bright eyes, light-colored
hair, which looks well in the sunlight. She
was about eighteen. Her white pulldown hat
had a single blue ribbon about it, with ends
hanging down behind. She didn’t wear braids
that are so hideous to men’s eyes. Looking at
her, he recalled Bulwer’s lines :

*“ And her full soft hair, just tied in a knot,
And falling loose again.”

“You |

He was surprised and pleased, and followed
her to where a carry-all stood. It was a shab-
by-looking turnout. An aged bay mare, of
rakish-looking build, stood before it, hanging
her head mournfully. A belated mail-train
was approaching. When the express tore by,
the old beast raised her ears, one at a time,
slowly, as if she were sure some one with a
wheelbarrow had just gone along. They set

off at a jog trot, the bay mare unrolling scrolls
of dust from under her clumsy, lumpy heels. |

T heard that you were coming, so I drove |
over for you,” said the girl.

lips. There is no mock sentimentality in say-
ing it was a sweet smile : it was sweet. John-
son smiled ; then they both laughed.

“I am to nurse you, and make you well,”
said the miller’s daughter.

“To nurse me?” he asked, .surprised.
“Do ; but why?”

““Doctor Quimby has ordered me to.”

What does she mean ? he thought.

They turned into a lane, flanked by rows of
old cherry trees. Cherries were ripe, and the
robins knew it. At a door of the farm-house
stood the farmer’s wife, in clean starched
calico. The best room had been aired and
cleaned. The window blinds were flung
apart, displaying pink and white curtains,
and a posy upon one of the sills. Upon a
cart wheel, by a side door, tins were a-sunning
and a-shining. A churn stood in a porch-way.
A honeysuckle vine clothed the lattice. An
old well curb was near. A hen with young
brood centered about “Mary Ann’s” clumsy
heels, as hens and young chickens do about
the heels of beasts. A turkey gobbler strutted
importantly, and swelled his fine tail. A little
dog barked. A cow,in the distance, lowed.
Bees buzzed busily about the honeysuckle
vine. It was pastoral. A row of poplars
stood guard before the house ; eleven in a row
like soldiers wearing only side-arms. Of
twelve that had been, only one of the soldiers
had fallen, as yet, and thai one at his post.
Near a back door, a brook ran, overflowing
with talk that was musical and sweet ; play-
ful talk like a child’s prattle. Its laugh did
Johnson’s heart good. That night, he slept
on a feather bed, tucked round about with
linen sheets, the best in the house.

It took a few days to realize and understand
his new life. Then he got into harness. He
would take a long-handled rake, with ten
wooden teeth set fiercely in a row, and oo
into the harvest fields. For an amateur, he
performed well. Men with breasts brawnier

than many have ever seen, grew to respect
| him,

The play of the rifle upon the seythe’s
steel-tipped blade, and the reaper, gnashing
its sharp, angry teeth, came kindly to his
ears.

After working well, he rested well. He
sought out the old mill and the immense
wheel—sluggish, unwilling, like the wheel
of a city ’bus. He heard the honest laugh of
the mill water. A few weeks showed marked
improvement in health. But his cough was
still dry and hard ; still a gusty cough.

Perhaps the miller’s daughter tried to nurse
him. They met frequently. Buf he always
laughed when she asked about his health.

| prosperous dairy-farm.

«T am too old to be nursed,” he said to'her
one day. “But I feel ten years younger since
I came here,” he added. Early in September
a letter came from Doctor Quimby, saying .
“Are you married ? Robert, I expect gr_eat
things of yow.” These words Elngued him,
He took a walk late that evening. O‘n‘ the
way, he was overtaken by a man, w_ho joined
him ; atall, bronzed-faced, good-looking young
fellow, who owned a farm hard by ; had eat-
tle and horses and a bank account. Johnson
accommodated his gait to that of thfa farmer,
and gave him a pleasant good evening. But
the man slouched along in sulky mood.

<« See here, Mr. Johnson,” he said, ““do you
think it fair for a city gentleman to come
along and turn Lucy against me e

Johnson was really surprised. ‘‘My good
fellow,” he said, “I have turned no one
against you.” .

“You are a city chap, and she knows it.”

«Keep a civil tongue or I will try and
thrash you,” said the gentleman.

The man turned and struck Johnson a cruel
blow in the face ; then the coward ran. That
blow was fierce enough to keep Johnson in his
room for a fortnight. Lucy became his tried
and true nurse. When the wounded man re-
covered, he said: ¢ Leave the assailant to
me. I will punish him.”

He had entirely overcome the effects of the
cowardly blow. It was a lonely September
afternoon, and he strolled down to the old
mill ; returning, he passed the miller’s house
and espied Lucy by a window, kneading bread.
He stole in by a door, unawares. Her elbows
were bare ; she had very pretty arms; she
was standing before a pine table; a long
apron defended her calico frock ; her bosom
was dusted with flour. Her hands plied the
pasty flour deftly, and she sang in a low key.
Then she saw him, laughed, and bent her face
over the dough-trough. He noticed what
delicate, pretty ears she had; they were in-
nocent of jewels or ornaments. Leigh Hunt
says ear-rings are in the way of a kiss. I think
so, too. She was quite helpless kneading
the dough.

“Look up, Lucy,” he said, “I want to
speak to you.” :

She raised her face, Dblushing, smiling.
He leaned over the pine table and kissed her
on the lips. “I love you,” he said. They
were married one November noon, in Indian
summer weather.

Doctor Quimby was at the bottom of it all.
He ordained that, on the afternoon of Mr.
Johnson’s arrival at Hollyhock, a young lady
should drive him to the farm, and that ulti-
mately he should marry the miller’s daughter.
Myr. Johnson is at present the proprietor of a
He sends pure, new,
sweet milk to a great city, and many a
mother’s chubby darling knows how good it
is. He is also proprietor, in part, of a lad,

| who shouts at his play and has an increasing

appetite. Once he quoted to his wife as
follows :

“When I said T would die a bachelor, T
did not think I would live till I was married.
But when I knew you, and you nursed me,”
he continued, T found you a dear little wo-

man, and therefore to be won.”’

B
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Oliver Goldsmith,

ERHAPS no writer of equal
prominence is less read now-
adays than the English class-
ic whose name heads this
paper. The contemporary and
friend of Samuel Johnson, Gar-
rick, Boswell, and Burke, his pen
was a most prolific one. Hardly
anything came amiss to it; from a
child’s toy-book to a philosophical treatise,
all were treated with seeming facilify. Yet
to-day he is known only by his two prineipal
poems, the Traveler and the Deserted Village,
and the Viear of Wakefield and She Stoops
to Conquer, which incomparable comedy will
probably endure as long as the language in
which it is written.

Oliver Goldsmith was born of parents of
Saxon descent and Protestant faith, in the
hamlet of Pallasmore, County Longford, Ire-
land, November 10, 1728. His father was a
clergyman of the Established Church, who

had married the daughter of his schoolmaster,
shortly before taking orders, and eventually

out a scanty subsistence, partly as a small
farmer and partly as assistant to the rector of
an adjoining parish, by which he contrived to
earn the sum of forty pounds a year. Pallas-
- more was then—and the same is true to-day
to a great extent--as much isolated from the
civilized world as the wilds of Africa, so that
when our hero was about six years old, and
his father was presented to a living in Kil-
kenny West, County Westmeath, worth two
hundred pounds a year, it was hailed as a wel-
come change by all, and the family henceforth
resided in a comfortable dwelling near the vil-
> lage of Lissay.

AT O e e

The childhood of Oliver gave no indications
of his future brilliant intellect. His first in-
structor was the village schoolmaster, whose
accomplishments were of the scantiest, but
who possessed what was far dearer to the
heart of the boy—an inexhaustible fund of
legends, fairy tales, and the wondrous exploits
of the Rapparee chiefs Baldearg O’Donnell and
Galloping Hogan.
may be traced many of the subsequent crea-
tions of his pupil’s fancy, His education was
furtheér advanced, as he grew older, by attend-
ance at several grammar schools, where he
seems to have attained to some knowledge of
the ancient languages. If we are to believe
the accounts which have come to us, his life
at this time was far from happy. Having suf-
fered from an attack of small-pox while on a
visit to a relative, his appearance was anything
but prepossessing ; added to this was an un-
gainly, stunted figure, so that his schoolmates,
with the usnal thoughtlessness of boys, were
not slow to make him the butt of many a ran-
dom jest, In addition, he was a dunce at his
legsons, or at least showed no aptitude for
gtudy, the result being that he was ““flogged

DAttt Dl A A AN S

had been educated at the school of Elphin, |

settled in the village named, where he eked |

To this early instruction ‘

‘as a dunce in the school-room, and pointed at
as a fright in the play-ground.”

His elder brother, Henry, being at this time
at Dublin University, several relatives con-
tributed to extend the same advantages to Oli-
ver, and he accordingly went to Dublin in his
eighteenth year. , He was, however, forced to
enter as a sizar or poor scholar, the duties of
whom were menial in the extreme, such as
waiting on the fellows’ table, sweeping, and
S0 on.

At college, as at school, he was continually
in trouble. His love of fun and mischief and
dislike of steady application soon brought him
into bad odor with his superiors. He was fre-
quently disgraced in his class by playing the
buffoon during recitations, came very near be-
ing dismissed for pumping on a constable, and
was thrashed by his tutor for giving a party
in his room to a number of young men and

women from the city.

As a result of this caning he ran away from
| college. There is no doubt that this tutor, the
| Rev. Mr. Wilder, a man of most ungovernable
| temper, exercised a most unfavorable influence
upon his pupil. Much might have been ac-
complished by one who would have drawn the
| young man’s abilities out, so to speak, instead
| of exercising a repressing and chilling influ-
ence over him. Henry Goldsmith, however,
induced Oliver to return to college, and ef-
fected a reconciliation between him and his
tutor.

‘ ‘While our hero was leading a rather vaga-
| bond life in Dublin, his father died, almost
I penniless. He was now reduced to great
| straits, and managed to eke out a miserable
| existence by borrowing money, pawning his
| books, and occasionally selling a ballad, of
‘ Owing to his de-

i which he wrote not a few.
sultory habits of study, he never obtained any
eminence at college, and only just succeeded
in obtaining his degree, February 27, 1749 ;
nearly four years affer his entrance. His
education had fitted him for no calling, yet it
was necessary that he should do something
for himself. He returned home, but his
friends could not assist him. At length, he
appears to have decided on studying for the
church, probably, as one writer has pointed
out, because the expense was less, and because
the standard of character was lower than that
required for any other profession.

{ He spent two years of desultory reading,
during which time he alternated between his
mother’s house and the village inn. At length
' he presented himself to the Bishop of Elphin
| for ordination, and here is given a remarkable
| instance of his want of mental balance. He
;:1ppeured before the astonished bishop in a
suit of scarlet clothes, and was, as might have
been expected, promptly rejected. After a few
months spent ag tutor in a private family,
which position he threw up on account of a
dispute with one of its members over cards,
he determined to emigrate to America. He set
out for Cork, after having been supplied by
his relations with £80 and a good horse. But
again his evil star was in the ascendant. The

vessel in which he had engaged his passage
was detained by contrary winds, and when at
last she did set sail it was without poor Oliver,
- who was engaged in a carouse with some boon

companions in the town. In a few weeks

after setting out, he returned to Lissay on a

miserable hack and without a penny in his

pocket. Next he resolved to study law, and -
a generous uncle advanced him fifiy pounds.

Again he turned his steps toward Dublin, but
was there enticed into a gaming house, and

robbed of every penny. 'His mortification at
these repeated failures was excessive, and as
a last resource he thought of medicine. With

this view he proceeded to Edinburgh, where he
spent more than a year in much the same way
as at Dublin University. At last, his creditors
became importunate, and to escape the bailiffs
he crossed over to the continent. He spent
some time at Leyden, still under the pretense
of studying medicine, but he left that cele-
brated university in his twenty-seventh year,
without a degree, and with no property but
the clothes on his back and his flute. 'This
last, however, proved a good friend. He
rambled on foot through France and Switzer-
land in a manner that is best deseribed by him-
self :—*I had some knowledge of music, with
a tolerable voice, and now turned what was
my amusement into a present means of subsist-
ence. - I passed among the harmless peasants
of Flanders, and among such of the French as
were poor enough to be very merry, for I ever
found them sprightly in proportion to their
wants. Whenever I approached a peasant’s
house at night-fall, T played one of my most
merry tunes, and that procured me not only
lodging but subsistence for the next day.”
Arriving in Italy, however, his musical talents
were at a discount, for the poorest peasant
could both play and sing far better than he.
But in a novel way he obtained food and lodg-
ing, which we shall lef him deseribe in his
own words : “In all the foreign universities
and convents there are, upon certain days,
philosophical theses maintained against every
adventitious disputant ; for which, if the cham-
pion opposes with any dexterity, he can claim
a gratuity in money, a dinner, and a bed for
one night. In this manner, therefore, I fought
my way foward England ; walked along from
city to city ; examined mankind more clearly ;
and, if I may so express it, saw both sides of
the picture.”

In Macaulay’s essay the opinion is expressed,
however, that this part of his narrative should
be taken with a grain of salt; for Goldsmith
was never distinguished for accuracy of state-
ment where facts were concerned. Certainly
it is hard to believe that one who made such a
sorry showing during his own college career,
should be able to dispute with any sort of suc-
cess. This belief is still further borne out by
what we know of him in his later and more
prosperous days. It was Garrick who said of
him that ‘“ he wrote like an angel, but talked
like poor Poll ”—referring to the well-known
fact that while his writings are models of pol-
ished elegance, yet as soon as he opened his
mouth to speak in company, he invariably
covered himself with ridicule, and though
this occurred times without number, yet
he could not hold his tongue —he persist-
ed in trying to do the one thing he could
not do.

Early in the year 1756 the adventurer landed
at Dover, penniless and friendless. ¢ In the
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middle of February he was wandering without
friend or acquaintance, without the knowledge
or comfort of one kind face, in the lonely and
terrible London streets.” In the next three
years his life was a troubled one, He tried in
succession a series of desperate expedients.
He was strolling player, usher in a school,
errand boy for druggists, a writer of pam-
phlets, and even endeavored to obtain a posi-
tion as surgeon’s mate on a man-of-war. In
the end he became a contributor to the press
—=a most miserable calling in those days. In
a squalid garret, in a locality which has long
since disappeared before the march of modern
improvements, he settled down, at thirty years
of age, into a drudgery of the most wearing and
degrading kind. Here he wrote for dear life,
and often barely gained bread. This was
probably the most prolific period of his pen—
but very little, comparatively, has been pre-
served to us—a large part was of only tran-
sient interest ; his History of England, his Life
of Beau Nash, his Polite Literature, his articles
on London society, are all worthy of mention,
although the History has long been superseded
as a text-book. Macaulay says: ““He was,
indeed, emphatically, a popular writer. . . .
About everything that he wrote, serious or

sportive, there was a certain natural grace and |

decorum, hardly to be expected from a man a

great part of whose life had been passed among |

thieves and beggars in those squalid dens
which are the reproach of great capitals.”
Goldsmith was now on the high road to pros-

perity. He was constantly employed at work |

which, if it did not add to his fame, at least
filled his pocket. At length, in 1764, he gave
to the world his poem the 7raveler—the first
which had appeared over his signature, and
it at once raised him to the front rank of
writers, and the critics were unanimous in its
praise. It had a rapid sale, and within a very
short time ran through four editions—some-
thing unprecedented at that time. This was
followed by the Vicar of Wakefield, and the
manner in which this was given to the public
is worth relating.

At the end of the year in which he pub-1

lished the 7raweler, his rent was so far in
arrear that he was threatened with arrest by
the sheriff. In his trouble he sent for Doctor
Johnson, who sent him a guinea by the mes-
senger, and promised to follow in person. On
entering Goldsmith’s room he found that he
had broken the guinea for a bottle of wine,
and was scolding his landlady as he lay in
bed. In answer to Johnson's inquiries, he
said that he had a novel ready for the press.

Johnson looked through it, saw at a glance |

that there was something in it, took it to a

bookseller, and, by the force of his recommen- |

dation obtained £60 for it, and soon returned
with the money. The story goes that Gold-
smith paid his rent and invited his landlady
to bear him company over a howl of punch.
"The novel which was thus given to the world
had .an unparalleled suceess—a success that
has continued down to our own time—and prob-
ably will continue to be read while the lan-
guage has a name. Lord Macaulay says it has
““cansed as much harmless mirth as has ever
been caused by matter packed into so small a
number of pages,”

Some five years later, appeared the Deserted
Village. Its success was only equaled by that

of the 7raveler. It is supposed to have por-
trayed life in the village of Pallasmore, where
his father officiated in his young days, and who
is referred to in the lines,

‘“ A man he was to all the country dear,
And passing rich on forty pounds a year.”

As has been pointed out by good critics, Ma-
caulay among others, there is one glaring in-
| consistency pervading the whole poem. He
'says, ““The poem is made up of incongruous
parts. The village in its happy days is a true
English village ; the village in its decay is an
Irish village. The felicity and misery which
Goldsmith has brought together belong to two
| different countries, and to two different stages
i in the progress of society. He had, assuredly,
|never seen in his native island such a rural
| paradise, such a seat of plenty, content, and
tranquillity, as his ‘Auburn.’ He had, as-
suredly, never seen in England all the inhab-
itants of such a paradise turned out of their
| homes in one day, and forced to emigrate in a
‘ body to America. The hamlet he had proba-
| bly seen in Kent; the ejectment he had proba-
| bly seen in Munster ; but, by joining the two,
he has produced something which never was
and never will be seen in any part of the
world.”” To the candid reader this eriticism
will appear perfectly just; as a fancy sketch
it might pass inspection, but as a picture of
facts, it was open to just the objection that
Macaulay urged against it, although, as a
poem, he is loud in its praise.

In 1773 was brought out, at Covent Gar-
den Theater, that incomparable comedy, “ Se
Stoops to Conquer.” Tts success was instan-
taneous, although the author had to combat a
mawkish public taste which, at that time, de-
manded that decorum should not be violated
by so much as a smile. On this account the
enthusiasm with which it was received was
the more remarkable, and it netted the author
| 2 very handsome sum.

| Besides the works just enumerated, he had
| been employed on several books for the use of
| schools—all of which have long since been
| superseded as text-books. Indeed, his method
| of compilation was so loose, that the wonder
is now that any publisher should have been
| willing to publish them. He seems to have
| merely taken his materials from such books
las were already in existence and translated
them into his own inimitable style, and he
unfortunately copied blunders and facts alike.
Doctor Johnson said of him, that if he could
tell a horse from a cow, that was the extent
of his knowledge on zoslogy. In his history
of England, he says that Naseby is in York-
shire, and a most ludicrous story is told of
him when he was engaged in writing his His-
tory of Greece. He asked Gibbon, the great
historian, “ what was the name of that Indian
king who fought a battle with Alexander the
Great?” “Montezuma,” said Gibbon, in a
spirit of waggery. No sooner said than Gold-
smith wrote it down, and it would have gone
forth to the world had not Gibbon affected to
recollect that he had made a mistake, and told
him that the right name was Porus,

Also, in

his Awimated Nature, he gives credence to all
the nursery fables, and states as grave facts
the existence of nightingales that talked, and
of a race of giants in Patagonia, and monkeys
that preached sermons to travelers. On an-
other occasion, he maintained with great per-
sistency before a considerable company, that
he chewed his food by moving his upper jaw.

He was now, in the year 1773, at the height
of his fame. He was the friend and compan-
ion of such men as Burke, Johnson, Boswell,
Garrick, and Reynolds. His income was prob-
ably equal to that of any of his friends, and
yet he was always in money difficulties, owing
to his extravagance and thoughtless gener-
osity. His- health, too, began to fail—the
result of his irregular manner of life. Hig
custom when engaged in any literary work
was to shut himself up, and take no pleasure
or exercise until his task was finished. At itg
conclusion, however, he would plunge reck-
lessly into all the gayety and riotous living of
fashionable life. No constitution could long
bear up under such a strain. In addition, he
was harassed by the thought that he wag
heavily in debt. In his earlier days this would
have troubled him but little—a few months
(of hard work would have cleared off his in-
debtedness. But ‘mow his powers refused to
answer to the requirements put upon them.
He had obtained advances from publishers on
the strength of books which he was to write,
but it was now highly improbable that they
would ever be commenced. At lengthhe broke
down completely, and was attacked by a ner-
vous fever, which was probably aggravated
by his insistence on prescribing for himself.
Failing to gain any relief, he was prevailed
upon to call in two regular practitioners, but
his weakness continued. His last words were
in reply to a question by one of his attendants
as to whether his mind was at ease, to which
he answered ““Tt is not.” He expired April
4th, 1774, in his forty-sixth year, and was
buried in the Temple church-yard, but all rec-
ord of the place is now lost. A few of his
most faithful friends followed him to the
grave, it having been intended to have given
him an imposing funeral; but when the ex-
tent of his indebtedness became known, this
design was abandoned.

Shortly after his death appeared a poem,
which is referred to by Macaulay in the fol-
|lowing words : “Within a ysmall compass he
drew with a singularly easy and vigorous pen-
cil the characters of nine or ten of his intimate
friends. Though this little work did not re-
ceive his last touches, it must always be re-
garded as a masterpiece.”

Doctor Johnson having written an inserip-
tion, it was placed on a cenotaph in West-
minster Abbey at the expense of some of his
former associates, and it is all we have to
{mark his memory. Little does he need it,
however, for he lives again in the matchless
| ereations of his pen,

Should this necessarily incomplete sketch
awaken in any a desire to become more fully
acquainted with Oliver Goldsmith, the in-
tensely interesting biography by Mr. Forster,
[and also that of Mr. Prior may be mentioned
| as well worthy of perusal.
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Isadora,

BY EDYTH KIRKWOOD.

SUPPOSE in all families
there is always one to whom
the others defer. In our
case it was our eldest sister.
She was so pretty, our Isadora,
and yet so frail and delicate, that
it was no wonder Rick and I, with
our healthy frames and overflowing
spirits, should look up to her as to
a higher creation. Papa died when we were
all young, and mamma, like we others, made
an idol of Isa.

So when, by railway failures, and one thing
after another, we lost our money, we turned
pitying eyes on our sister, and wondered how
we could ever bear to see her wearing com-
moner clothes, or doing without the dainty
luxuries it had been our delight to provide for
her. But she was braver than we, and began
at once to talk about ways and means, de-
veloping a practical faculty that we had never
suspected, which astonished us all the more,
because at that time we had none of it our-
selves.

It was our delicate lady-sister who helped
mamma to select the most suitable articles of
furniture to keep, and she it was who ruth-
lessly laid aside the fine china and the useless
ornaments that had formerly been her pride.
“If we are to move into a small house,” she
said, ““let us have it as pretty as we can ; but
these things would only be in our way. It
would take too much time and strength to
keep them dusted and trim when we should
have to do it ourselves.”

Rick and I looked at each other in speech-
less woe. A vision of dirty boys sawing
wood, and slip-shod girls carrying heavy pails,
passed before our mental vision, and we
groaned aloud. That was our idea of people
who did their own work,

But it never quite came to that. And, al-
though since those days we have had to pass
through our share of trouble, and some might
even think we had more than our share, one
sorrow was spared ug. We never saw our
lovely sister taxed by common toil, or weary
unto death as we others came to be.

The excitement of moving into our little
box of a house on the outskirts of a strange
city, had so much that was novel that we made
a frolic of it, and laughed ourselves happy as
we picked out our rooms, or closets, as they
seemed to us.

Everything was too large, and it was hard
to cut over and fit things into shape ; but in
due course of time it was accomplished, and
we began to find out that it was not so pleasant
to put up with cramped quarters and one in-
competent hougemaid.

The piano and books made the parlor a
haven of rest to us, where we gladly gathered
in spare hours, and where we spent happy
evenings, hardly missing the old-time gayety
in the joy of being together. Rick and I kept

ourselves in a continual state of expectation,

and the others in a constant state of amuse-
ment by our wild romances. ‘“Nothing could
be odder than the way we have come down,”
Rick would say, “so we shall come up as sud-
denly. An unknown uncle over seas may
advertise for us, or one of the ruined railways
may start to running again, and nobly insist
upon paying all who lost by it, or—fifty things.
The bell may ring sharply some fine evening,
and ” ——

As Rick was saying this for the hundredth
time, and had just gotten to that point, the
bell did ring sharply, and we started, for the
moment, really frightened.

¢ The unknown uncle | ” I exclaimed.

Rick turned pale ; mamma and Isa laughed.

The maid was out, so I went to the door.
A tall, dark gentleman stood outside. He re-
moved his hat politely, for which I thanked
him in my soul ; the courtesy was like a mo-
ment come back from the old days.

¢ Pray can you direct me to number thirty-
six ?”" he asked. ‘“I am a physician, and have
been sent for to attend a patient at that ad-
dress. The night is dark, the numbers seem
irregular, and I am, I fear, all astray.”

<“If you will step in,” I said, “I think per-
haps my brother might direct you. Heknows
more of the neighborhood than I.”

Mamma’s sweet face appeared at the parlor

door, and the gentleman, as he entered, re-
peated to her what he had said to me. When
his eye fell upon Isadora he paused abruptly,
then added : “I haye had the pleasure of
meeting you before, Miss Heath. You may
have forgotton me—Doctor Stanley.”
“1 remember perfectly,” said Isa, with
quiet pleasure. “We met at my aunt’s.
Mamma, Dr. Stanley. My mother, sister, and
brother, doctor.”

““Will not you sit down ?” said mamma.

““ Nothing could give me greater pleasure,
madam,” he answered, ““but I am called pro-
fessionally, and I must not delay. At another
time I shall, with your permission, do myself
the pleasure of calling. In the mean time if
my young friend here” (turning to Rick)
“will kindly direct me, T will hasten on my
errand.”

I' had Ricl’s hat all ready, and was holding
it up behind the doctor with emphatic action
and much facial contortion, to signal to my
brother what I thought it his duty to do. Of
course the stranger turned suddenly and
almost caught me, but Rick, with a very good
grace, accepted the hat and offered to show the
way, saying, ‘“ the numbers are indeed very
irregular, and it is only a step from here, Al-
low me to attend you.”

sister, demanding all she knew about the gen-
fleman, Where had she seen him ? When ?
How many times? But she refused to speak
unfil Rick returned, which he did in a very
few minutes. Our pleasures were now so few
that we had fallen into a habit of sharing
even little bits of news. Rick was glad she
had waited, and said so. When he had
thrown his hat on one chair and himself on
another, she began : '

“Don’t you remember that large party
Aunt Portia gave two winters ago, when Em-

ma made her début? Well, it was on that

They went out together, and T turned to my |

evening that I met this Dr. Stanley. He
danced with me several times, handed me
down fo supper, and made himself very agree-
able. T liked him because he had been to a
number of places in Europe that we had vis-
ited, and it was pleasant to talk them over.
He told me he lived in this city, but I had
quite forgotten it. Aunt Portia seemed to
think much of him, and—you know her way
—I fancied she thought I took too much of his
attention from her own daughters, and she
was a little cool to me.”

¢ 0ld dragon,” growled Rick.

“I wonder when he will call?” 1 said.
“ From this moment we have an object in life.
Every now and again the bell will ring sharply.
We have yet something to live for |

“Bis,” said Rick, “I believe adyersity has
turned your brain. You are growing silly.”

‘“Somebody must play king’s fool,” I re-
plied, with a grimace which set them all
laughing ; ““ as well T as you.”

The week passed, and another excitement
stirred us up, so that we forgot to listen for the
sharp ring. Aunt Portia and her daughters
were coming to spend the winter in the city
where we were. “ Dear Emma’s health,” aunt
wrote, ““demanded a change of air. Dr. Stan-
ley had treated her successfully once before
when she had been suffering from the same
malady, and she wished to put her under his
| care. It was nothing alarming ; only a gen-
| eral debility,” ete.

Mamma and Isadora exchanged significant
smiles when this letter was read ; but rising
sarcasm on Rick’s part and mine was checked,
and we had to take it out in shrugs, and in
veiled allusions to the Dragon of Wantley.

Then, when we had almost forgotten to
watch for him, the doctor called. He had
| been waiting for a spare afternoon, he said.
‘ It did my heart good to see how bright mam-
ma and Isa looked. And this was only the
| beginning. At first he called every week, then
several times a week, and finally we began to
| miss him if a day passed without his coming.
i He fell in with our simple ways, and evidently
| enjoyed the home-like air of our little house.
Mamma was too high-bred a gentlewoman ever
to make any sham pretensions, or to show any
| shame of poverty. When for our evening meal
|we had only tea and bread and butter, our
| visitor was invited to partake without excases ;
| but the table was laid with as much precision
|and elegance as in the old days of profusion
and plenty., Earth and seeds are within the
means of the poorest, and our south window
| kept us in pretty flowering plants all the win-
lter. A delicate bouquet, or a pot of hyacinth,
narcissus, or violets, always adorned the table,
and thus, by my mother’s good taste, much
that might have been unsightly or uncomfort-
able in our changed way of living, was pre-
vented. I think Dr. Stanley enjoyed his cup
iuf tea with us more than he did the costly
| viands that graced Aunt Portia’s board in her
| elegant French flat.
| Aunt Portia was kind to us, oh! very.
But there is a sort of kindness that is harder
to bear than cruelty, She was pleased to
take a lofty interest in our little arrangements
and contrivances, and she bestowed a lofty
approval on our simple dress and altered
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mode of living. “So sensible, my dears,”
she said. 8o much better than straining to
keep up in the old ways.”

Emma and the others also called every
weck, always cavefully attired in their plain-
est clothes, out of a mistaken regard for our
feelings.

Rick made great fun of this. Especially
was he amused when Emma the dégante came
one day in a pair of lisle thread gloves which
she had bought for the purpose. * Depend
on it, sis,” he said to me, “she had her kid
gloves in her pocket, and slipped into some
milliner’s shop near by, to putthem on before
appearing again in fashionable quarters,”

She came that day to invite Isadora to an
evening entertainment at their apartments.
“It is nothing very much, cousin,” she said.
“Our rooms are not large enough for any-
thing more than a seirée dansante.”

Isa hesitated. ““Iam not going out now at
all, you see Emma, and I hardly think—”

““Oh, you must,” interrupted Emma, un-
guardedly. ¢“What would people say of us

if you were not there. You really must.”

Isadora colored and remained silent. Em-
ma saw her blunder and bit herlip. *‘Pray
do reconsider it, and decide to come. Mam-
ma said I was to take no refusal.”

““ Better go, my love,” said my mother
gently. = ““ But it will be hard for you to know
what to wear. All your old evening dresses

- would seem too costly for your present cir-

cumstances.”’

I could send something, perhaps,” offered
Emma. “How would an organdy do? I
have one that I have never worn here. T will
send my maid with it this afternoon, and you
will have plenty of time to make mnecessary
alterations before Thursday evening.”

“Oh no, cousin,” answered Isa hastily,
“vou need not, really. I can make over one
of my own dresses so that it will do.”

“But I insist. You really must permit
me,” and Emma was off in an airy way.

I had a great curiosity to see what was
coming, and Rick kept watch with me until
the maid appeared with the parcel. T took it
from her. Hurriedly calling the others, 1
undid the string and belield a faded, washed-
out organdy of an old-fashioned pattern and
an obsolete make.,

Mamma smiled ; Isadora looked as if she
were going to ery ; and I bubbled over with
wrath,

““Shabby |7 1 cried. “ Emma’s maid would
not wear such a gown at a servant’s ball.
Get an expressman to take it back, Rick, and
be quick about it | ”

““Gently, gently,” said mamma. Of course
Isadora cannot wear this dress; but we need
not show any displeasure. Let us go to work
and make over one of our dresses and quietly
return this afterward with no comment what-
ever. It would do no good to show anger,
and as little to shame our relations. The
kindest way is always the most dignified.”

But I refused to be pacified until Rick, |

throwing Emma’s old finery over his head,
went mincing about the room with the ru!.llvs
flapping around his legs in an irresistible
way. He wayed a palm-leaf fan in one hand,

and carried a whisk broom up-side-down in |
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the other, for a bouquet, while he whistled a
few bars of the Carnival of Venice. I had to
laugh, and that was all he wanted. He threw
off the dress saying : *“ Go to work, mesdames,
and fish up something from the French trunks
in the attie.”"

“ My tarletan is better than that,” I said,
spurning the lilac ruffles that lay near me.

““The very thing,” said Isa. < Why didn’t
we think of it? You only wore it once, and
it is fresh, and quite simple enough.”

“T should think it was,” I'replied. ““Don’t
you mind how ma wouldn’t let me have any
more trimming, and I made such a fuss be-
cause I wanted lace? You will be all right
in that. Every one will say: ¢Ah, poor
thing—only tarletan. , Very suitable. A won-
der she could get even that, Lost everything,
you know. Mrs. Wylde is very kiud to them,
no doubt she gave her that dress, and—"

““Shut up,” cried Rick,  before you enrage
me.” _ =
“Little sympathy you had with my rage,
awhile since. 1, too, can masquerade in Em’s
organdy, and make you laugh.”

Mamma, however, quietly folded the dress,
and laid it away. Then she went up-stairs
and presently returned with my tarletan and
her work-basket. We set to work with a
will, and it was not long before the necessary
changes were made,

We thought we could not afford a carriage,
so, when the evening came, the dress was
carefully folded and pinned up, and Rick and
I started with Isadora for Aunt Portia's, Rick
carried the parcel until we reached the house,
and then I, acting as maid, attended my sister
and dressed her. We had purposely gone a
little late, so as to have more freedom in the
dressing-room, and it was only a few minutes
before Isa stood before me fresh and lovely in
the simple dress, with a few white rose-buds
drooping from her dark braids. That plant
had been mamma’s pet care, and I blessed the
fortune that had sent the buds in time.
Sounds of music and dancing came from the
drawing-room, and, as I opened the door and
peeped into the hall, the smell of hot-house
flowers came to me with an almost oppressive
sweetness. Standing alone, not far from the
door, I saw Dr. Stanley. Impulsively I called
him. ““0O doector,” I said, ‘“ please come here
one minute,”

Ile turned at the sound of my voice, and
glanced with surprise at my plain stuff dress
and linen collar.

I read his thought and laughed. “I am
only here as Isa’s maid,” I said, “but she is
just arrived, and has no escort. Will you be
sovery kind as to give her your arm? I shall
take it as sueh a favor., She does not know
I've asked you. They hadn't the grace to ask
mamma or Rick, and it would be lonely and
awkward for her to enter by herself.”

T am flattered that you ask me,” he replied
heartily. *“Tell Miss Heath, your sister, that
[ am waiting to attend her."”

Isadora was pleased, and, after seeing her
oo, | waltzed solemnly by myself, once round
the room, to the sound of the musice, which
came plainly to me, as the rooms were all on
one floor. Then I waited quietly until two
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o’clock, at which hour Rick was to come for

!loose for her and annoyed her.

us. I sat inone shaded corner. The fair, gay
girls who carme in every little while to look ip
the mirror, took me for a maid and scarcely
glanced at me. One of them having digar.
ranged a garland summoned me to help her tqo
readjust it. I did so to the best of my power,
at first with a little pang, and next in a better
mood, with a keen sense of the fun I shoulq
have in telling Rick of my new character,

Isadora came in several times to say a word
to me, and to ask if I were much ennuyée. T
was not in the least so, for the music wag
good, and I could hear itso plainly. Isalooked
glad to know I was not tired.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” T asked,
““ Do the people patronize you dreadfully ? and
do you dance much ?”

“Byery one is very kind,” she answered,
““and I have danced, I fear, more than I
should.”

“ Why, are you tired?” I asked, suddenly
seeing how pale she was.

““Oh no, not very. But I must go; I have
promised this dance to somebody.”

I felt fidgety after that, and was glad when
two o’clock came, and brought Rick. Isa
changed her dress hurriedly, -and we three
slipped quietly off. A coach was waiting for
us at the door.

“Wherefore this luxury, this unheard-of
extravagance ?” I demanded.

“Mamma is a woman of sense,” replied
Rick. “ She wasn’t going to let you walk all
the way home at this time in the morning,
when there are no cars at all going our way.
We shall have to make up the price of this in-
strument somehow. At least not instrument—
conveyance. I'msosleepy I can’t talk straight.
Come, Isa, tell us all the fun.”

“Not a word until we get in,” said Isa.
¢“Mamma is up, of course ?”

<“Of course, with hot coffee ready and wait-
ing.”

Isadora did not seem inclined to talk, and the
rest of the drive was rather silent ; but, when
we were all sitting-around the fire drinking
our coffee, she gave an animated description of
the party, and exerted herself to amuse us
with the account. We were all, however,
quick and peculiarly sympathetic in our feel-
ings toward each other, and it was net long
before T said :

“Isa, my dear, you might as well tell us in
the beginning as let us find out for ourselves.
Something went wrong.”

“The Dragon of Wantley?” suggested
Rick.

Isa was silent.

-
“Was there anything, my love?” us‘@

mamma.

‘I suppose I may as well tell you what an-
noyed me,” she replied with a bright blush ;
“but it was a small matter, and I may have
attached a mistaken meaning to it.” She hes-
itated & moment, then added: %I entered, as
[ told you, on Doctor Stanley’s arm, and
danced with him. Then Aunt Portia and
Emma introduced me to others, and the time
went pleasantly until aunt asked me to play.
She walked with me to the piano, and slipping
a beautiful solitaire diamond ring from her fin-
ger, she placed it on mine, saying that it was
Would I
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kindly wear it for her during the evening?
I thought nothing of it until as I was playing
I looked up and saw some one—Doctor Stan-
ley, in fact—looking at the ring with a pecu-
liar expression. When I finished my piece
1 looked
at my card and saw that I had promised some
one else, ‘I am engaged, I answered,” and at
that moment the gentleman, a Mr. Dupont,
came to claim the dance. Emma was stand-
ing by. ‘My cousin is engaged,’ she said,
laughingly, to Doctor Stanley, and lifting my
hand with the ring, she showed it, let it drop,
and turned away. Now, I imagined an inten-
tion in all of this, for her manner was pointed ;
but I hate to say so, since I am not sure, and
it seems unkind to blame aunt and Emma
for what they may never have meant. One
thing, however, is certain, Doctor Stanley did
not come near me again, and I fancied he
avoided me.”

“ Where is the ring?” asked mamma,
“Did you return it ?”

“Oh yes, I did so before I came away.
Aunt Portia thanked me for wearing it ; but
as she put it on I could not help seeing that
it was not in the least loose.”

“Idon't know any expressions strong
enough to mean what / think of her,” began
Rick.

“No, no, hush !” gaid mamma. *Let us
separate for the night with kind feclings to-
ward every one.
must not judge each other.”

“ Mamma, you and Isa are saints,” I cried ;
“But Rick and I are ordinary sinners. I'll

he would call the next day. He did so, and
for many days before Isa was able to be up.

We were very miserable during this time.
Rick and I did our best to appear lively and
to keep the house looking cheerful ; but our
hearts were heavy enough. Aunt Portia and
Emma came oftener than usual, always very
plainly dressed, and frequently with a pack-
age of farina or some such eminently useful
article, which Rick and I invariably, after
they left, put on a plate or in alarge basket
and took up to Isa with complimentary
speeches that made her laugh until she
coughed, and then mamma sent us out in dis-
grace.

At last our sister was well enough to come
down-stairs, and a joyful evening we made of
it. Thin and white she looked as she sat be-
fore the piano and ran her feeble fingers over
the keys; but she was so glad to be down
again, and we were all so happy that night.

Days and weeks passed, and things gradu-
ally fell into their old train, only Isadore rested
more, and the anxious look settled on mam-
ma’s face. The doctor came every day. Some-
times he took Isa out driving, sometimes he
brought her flowers, and he always left her
brighter and better.

One evening we were all together. Mamma
and I were sewing, Rick was looking over a

We are not all alike, and we |

magazine the doctor had brought, Isadora was
lying on the sofa, and the docfor sat beside
her. I saw him stoop over her, and I heard
him say:
¢ What has become of the beautiful ring ?”
“ That belonged to Aunt Portia,” I heard

never sleep peacefully until I can have it out | her reply.

with my relations,”
¢ Nathless, let us try,’
and we all went to bed.

3

Isadora was not well in the morning. |
Mamma looked anxious, and hoped the doc- |

tor would ecome as usual ; but he did not.
Days passed, and still he did not call. Isa-
dora drooped. She had taken cold at the
party and her cough grew worse and worse,
until mamma would not allow hexr to rise.
was on my way home, one afternoon, after
getting some little thing I fancied would
please her, when furning a corner I suddenly
met Doctor Stanley. Ile stopped and spoke
in his usual cordial way.

“T have been out of town for some little
time,” he said. ‘I am now on my way to
your house. All well 2”

“JIsa has a cough,” I replied.
well enough to sit up.”

ITe started. ¢ Js it serious?
tending her? Had you sent for me

“1 really think, Doctor,” I answered, as I
walked on with him, ‘‘ that Isadora isn’t as

““She is not

9»

Who is ut-‘

Then he stooped lower and said something

said Rick rising, |else which I did not hear, and I discreetly bent
| over the glove I was mending, and pretended

to mateh my silk with exactness.

Presently the doetor came over to the table
and, drawing his chair near mamma, said :

< Mrs. Ieath, I think your daughter needs
a change of climate. She does not gain strength

| . .

as we could wish, and a softer air—say the
I | south of France—would be like new life to her.
| I really advise it."

‘¢ But, Doctor,” sighed mamma, ‘it is sim-
ply impossible. T would gladly, gladly do any-
thing tomake her well; but a journey like that
is beyond our means now.”

“ Suppose,” he returned quietly, ““ suppose
you let her go with me.”

We looked up in surprise ; but he waited
for an answer, looking steadily at mamma.

She tried to speak, but faltered.

*“ T am in very serious earnest,” he said. ‘“ If

| you will give me your daughter, I will guard

her as my life ; T know what [ am asking ; I

| well understand what she is to you all, and I

tion for Isa’s marriage, and afforded us some
last merriment ; but they left town before the
wedding, returning to their old home.

The doctor insisted on an early day, so they
were married quietly one bright morning in a
tiny church, where the sun shone through
purple glass and erimson, and fell over them
in vivid tints as they plighted their vows.

Oh, how lonely it was after they left. Mam-
ma wandered about aimlessly ; and I felt as if
I could hardly get through the dragging days.
But a new misfortune roused us. Rick lost
his situation, through no fault of his own and,
although he tried daily for another, he only,
for a long while, met with one disappointment
after another. I began to give music lessons
to a few little scholars, and mamma took in
some sewing, and so we kept going ; but the
maid was dismissed and the daily round of fa-
tiguing household cares was added to our
other work.

At last Rick found a place which he liked
very much, and where he was well paid. From
that time affairs brightened until they came to
be what they are now ; for his position im-
proved, and a few months ago we moved into
this pretty house.

Isa has never known anything about the
very hard time. We have always written
cheerful letters, pretending to have all sorts of
happiness. Many a time as I folded those let-
ters in the miserable days, I have said, with
Andrew Fairservice, “ The Lord forgi'e me
the lie !”

It is five years now since Isa married, and
she is coming home. Even as I write Rick is
calling : ““Sis, good news ! The steamer is in;
they will be here to-morrow | Put away your
papers and come down.”

“I am coming, Rick, directly,” I reply.

And now I will close my desk while my
heart is erying: ““ Isadora | my sister, my love!
Oh, that it were to-morrow!”

o4

The Lenox Library,

BY BOOKWORM.
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strong as she used fo be, and I think she is | promise you that I will never separate her
pretty sick now. We did not send for any ! from you a moment more than is best for her.
doctor ; but I know mamma will be very glad | Let me take her away now, and bring her back
to have you see her. She was wishing you | in a few years, Do not feel that I am break-
would come,” | ing your home circle ; rather, I beg, receive me
We hurried oh, and soon reached home, | as one of yourselves.”
Isadora was indeed seriously ailing, and the
doctor expressed deep regret that he had bheen
away. I noticed that when he entered my
sister’s room, he glanced at her left hand the
very first thing. He wrote a preseription, sat
talking for a while, and then left, saying that

Mamma took Tsadora in her arms, and what
followed I never knew, for, surprised, glad,
and sorry, all at once, T broke down and went
crying out of the room,

Aunt Portia and her daughters expressed
much kind and polite interest in the prepara-

ENTRAL PARK, near Seven-
tieth Street, is flanked east
and west by two buildings of
striking exterior.
The oneon the Eighth Avenue is
a city museum of natural history,
and, althongh large, is but a small
portion of the one proposed.  The
edifice orn Fifth Avenue, the Lenox
Library, is completed, and is the gift of one
citizen for the promotion of the people in art
and literature.
| Thus we have a triple alliance of nature,
| science, and art, through which let us hope
| there will be a continual advance on the part
| of the American public in those things which
| exalt a nation; nature occupying. as is right,
the central position.
This magnificent undertaking for the culfi-
vation of the public taste is enshrined in a
noble building whose exterior speaks in classic

)

D 01 BB 1D A BYG EYD OB LD 5D 151 4D SYD OY(D Y O G OYD 1 Oy D Y 61 EYB A AID X

&
>




02 a

QX 10 5 X T

oy

Tlere

s T

T 10 T T TS T CuL A s ¢

a

XD QX0 QI OO L0 L 0 I C ol o)

o
5 08 05 0D QXD 01 1D QL'

At
ot

LD GXD XS X0 00 G0 0

DEMORESL'S MONTHILY MAGAZINH,

simplicity, if not with Dorie sternness, of the
ends its founder would promote, ¥

Constructed of a light gray stone of massive

proportions, there is slight attempt at orna-
mentation. The helmeted heads of Minerva
and Juno look forth from either peaked fagade
of the two projecting wings, and here and
there is a short column of polished granite.
The iron-ribbed blinds of all the windows are
usually drawn down, and the well-fitted flag-
ging around the building is altogether unre-
lieved by tree or shrub or blade of grass,
while the silence of the tomb rests upon the
pile the greater portion of the week, save
when, now and then, a solitary attendant plies
his broom or brush in the front court.

This is a very great contrast to the lovely
park opposite, where nature wears a constant
smile, and the merry voices of children mingle
with the chirping of birds and the soft rustling
of foliage. Therefore the first impression the
Lenox Library conveys is rather cold than
otherwise.

But it is a good rule not to judge altogether
by first impressions, and we should also re-
member that the Goddess of Wisdom must
be diligently wooed if we would know her
charims. She is of different character from
open-bosomed Pleasure—so let us enter her
courts, whose exterior is severely chaste rather
than layishly attractive, before we sum up our
conclusions.

The name the library bears tells to all to
whom we are indebted for the institution—
one widely known and honored for his benevo-
lence and philanthropy.

Calling to his side early in the year 1870
other men of mark in the community, he in-
vited them to join with him in forming a body
of trustees to receive his collection of manu-
seripts, books, engravings, and maps, together
with some paintings, pieces of statuary, and
other works of art. Then to enable them to
erect a building to contain his gifts, he re-
quested them to accept from him, in trust, the
sum of $300,000 as a building fund and a per-
manent fund out of which to pay for the cur-
rent expenses of the trust. Since then he has

made two additional gifts of $100,000 each,
and also defrayed sundry extra charges, rais-
ing the grand total of his magnificent money
donations to $550,000.

He then set apart from his landed estate
eight full lots of ground on the east side of
Tifth Avenue, between Seventieth and Sev-
enty-first Streets, with two full lots in the
rea.r, one on either street, thus giving a mag-
nificent plot of ground in the best location in
the city, making altogether a princely dona-
tion for the public good of over $1,000,000,
with an art collection of considerable value.

In process-of time, ground was broken, and
the noble enterprise begun. Great care was
exercised in the construction of the building
in every part, so as to render the treasures
therein to be enshrined as secure against acci-
dent or injury as the skill and workmanship
of man could make them.

When we enter the one door in the recess

front we are received in a vestibule of about |

96 feet in length, and 24 in width, It is paved

seulpture, It now contains a bust of Cara-
calla in white and colored marble, and another
of his mother, Julia Pia, of the same mate-
rials. The library, a fine apartment of 108 by
30 feet, is entered from the southern end of
this vestibule. The room has six recesses,
each 24 by 6 feet, the windows being placed
10 feet from the floor, in order to secure the
utmost amount of wall surface. The library,
however, is not yet opened to the general
public.

At the northern end of the vestibule is an-
other noble room of the same dimensions.
These apartments are floored in colored woods,
but they need age to make them beautiful.
Stairways ascend from the vestibule to the
extreme right and left, the one on the south
end leading fo the second story reading-room,
the gallery over the vestibule, and the picture
gallery, 56 feet in length by 40 in breadth,
and lighted from above. The stairs at the
north end conduet to the mezzanine, or half
story, which confains rooms for the superin-
tendent and a way of ascent to the reof.

In addition to the collection of Mr. Lenox,
there was received a contribution from Felix
Astoin of New York, before the completion
of the building, consisting of five thousand
French books, probably the most complete
collection of authorities on French bibliogra-
phy to be found in this country.

The art collection was thrown open to the
public on June 15, 1877, and free entrance
may now be had on Monday and Friday of
every week, summer vacation being excepted,
the sole requisite being a notification by mail
to George H. Moore, 1001 Fifth Avenue, when
a card of admission will be sent in return.

In the north wing, in very handsome cases,
are some old and rare books, among which
is a copy of the ‘ Expedition to Virginia,”
printed in 1588. There are also books
printed in Rome in 1493, and in Pavia in 1494.
There is a Latin Bible, richly illuminated,
printed in Venice in 1476, by Nicholas Jenson ;
and an almost priceless treasure—a Bible an-
notated by Philip Melancthon ; another, the
sixth printed book bearing a date, a Bible
printed by Faust and Scheffer at Metz, in 1462 ;
a copy of the celebrated Mazarine Bible, sup-
posed to have been printed by Gutenberg, in
1450 to 1455 ; a copy of the “ Wicked Bible,”
as it styled, on account of a typographical er-
ror in Exodus xx. 14, the fault being the
omission of the word “not.”

There is also a copy of the first edition of
King James’s Royal Version, and of an In-
dian Bible, printed by Elliott, at Cambridge,
Mass., in 1685.

Among other books is a magnificent edition
of Shakespeare, issued from 1623 to 1685 ; a
“Book of Hours,” printed on vellum, at Paris,
in 1528 ; books printed in 1474, at Bruges, by
Caxton ; a Latin Heptaglotton, printed in
1699 ; a Mohawk Indian Prayer-book, and two
books of great interest to the student of his-
tory, < Feuerdank,” and ¢ Der Weise Konig.”
These latter set forth by letter-press and en-

graying the wooing of Mary of Burgundy by
Maximillian L. of Germany, the grandparents
of Charles the Fifth, and ancestors of Isabella

; P :
with marble tiles, and skirted with dove-col- |of Castile ; and also a copy of Petrarch, on vel-
ored marble, and is probably to be used for |lum, richly illuminated.

Some of the autograph letters are interegt.
ing, one being from Cromwell, immediately'
after the battle of Worcester, and anothey
having been written by Diego Columbus to
Cardinal Ximenes, and dated St. Domingo’
June 18, 1512. There is also a letter from
Bonaparte, when First Consul, and one from
Samuel T. Coleridge, as well as others from
Burns, Southey, and Scot.

In this room there is also a small collection
of porcelain, very small after the enormoug
collections of the old world, yet as a begin-
ning, it is good. Fifty-nine pieces of ceramic
art are suspended from thc walls, comprising
specimens of majolica and other ware from
Sevres, Dresden, and Munich, with mosaicg
and enamels from Rome and Florence. The
subjects are old favorites, one being a copy of
Rubens’s celebrated Garland of Fruit upborne
by Cherubs, in the Pinakoleck of Munich,
Another is the renowned five cherub heads by
Sir Joshua Reynolds, another Murillo’s Beg-
gar Boys, and Charles IX. on St. Bartholomew’s
Eve.

The picture-gallery contains one hundred
and forty-three paintings of various degrees of
merit. Famous names are represented—ILand-
seer, Inman, Church, Bierstadt, Wilkie, Ver-
net, Delaroche, Peale, Leslie, Rembrandt, Le
Brun, and Turner.

The collection is good, and has been chosen
with care and discrimination. Among the
most pleasing is one representing the interior
of a Spanish café, the quaint costumes, the
natural attitudes, and the high colors forming
a striking fout-ensemble. Another, “ The Age
of Innocence,” is worthy of nutice as the work
of the famous Madame Le Brun, famous alike
for her rare talents, her womanly graces and
her more womanly wrongs.

Sir David Wilkie’s ¢ Blind-Man’s Buff,” we
all know from woodcut or engraving, and yet
we can look at it again and again with pleas-
ure, and find ourselves smiling unconsciously
at the predicaments in which the players find
themselves.

The “ First Grandchild ” is a scene among
French fishermen, and celebrates the advent
of the first baby. The father is in his sabots,
his soiled fishing clothes and south-wester.
He sits smoking his pipe, a pleased, half-dazed
expression on his ruddy, sea-bronzed face, as
he gazes at his young wife who is knitting
opposite him. A young woman, evidently the
young mother’s sister, stands behind the era-
dle, wherein, sound asleep, is the chubby
central figure of the group, while just within
the doorway are the old grandparents, renew-
ing their youth in the pleasures of their chil-
dren.

Nos. 32 and 84 are by Turner, and are the
gems of the collection. The first is in light
tints, and represents an English vessel strand-
ed on the French coast. No. 84 is Staffa, Fin-
gal's Cave, and is as dark as its companion
piece is light. The commotion of the stormy
waves, and the conflict of wind and sky, are
wonderful. Turner’s pictures are always mys-
teries at first sight. But patient and earnest
looking, after a time, causes the painting to
cease to be a picture, and makes it become &
veritable bit of nature,

ox
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As, however, every earthly pleasure seems | an’ the great large blue eyes lifted up pitiful | giddy, none could know ; down he fell, on to
to have some alloy, so we found the Lenox Li- | an’ swimming in tears ; for he was frightened | the deck. There wasn’t stir or sound —his
brary had its hindrances to real enjoyment. | out of his seven senses, the cr’ature, when he | neck was broken | ” &
In all the picture gallery there is not a seat of | was caught, and the rough fellows pulling at | Here the old man paused and took off his &
any description. The Touvre, the National | him. Before you could turn about, Bruce was | hat. Extracting from it a cotton handker-
Gallery in London, South Kensington, and |alongside; and ‘boys,” sez he, ‘lave go of the | chief rolled in a wisp inside, he passed it
Bethnal Green Museum, all offer comfort- | child ; there’s no harm in him. Don't drag | across his brows before he resumed his story.
able seats, where the visitors can rest and |him. I know who he is, and will make it| “Iam an aged man, your honors, and I've
study pictures or other works of art at their | straight with the captain.’ $ seen, I daresay, as much trouble an’ grief an’
leisure ; but there is no such opporfunity | < A hright handy little fellow he was ; ac- | heart-scald as any one else in this sorrowful
here. tive as a bee, and willing an’ ready to do any | world ; but never, before or since, did I meet

So too, in passing, let us offer a word of | odd job that turned up on board. The men | the equal of Bruce’s despair when he seen the
comment upon the admission by ticket. There | would have liked nothing better than to make | ‘little brother’ lying dead forenent him. ~ He
is, we think, by far too much red tape in this|a pet and a play-toy of him ; but he was as| flung himself down on the deck, convulsed-
arrangement. In all public buildings unneces- | shy as a bird, and made no freedom with any | like with agony ; and when he come to, he
sary restrictions are being more and more done | one, keeping hisself to hisself. The captain | wound his arms about the corpse, and keeping
away with. The entrance by card to the|took to the young ’un wonderful. He was a|every one off, and not letting man or mortal
Lenox Library is but an empty form, and yet | family man, you see, with a wife and childer | touch it but himself, lifted it up and staggered
it is often a serious obstruction and annoyance. | in the Cove of Cork; and he’d have little | off like one that was drunk.

We have known delicate ladies to come a long | George in his cabin -painting, and coloring| “And then it all came out. Little George
distance to visit the Library, only to meet an | picters, and such like. The boy could do ’em | was Bruce’s wife. They had known each
unexpected and painful rebuff, because not | beautiful ! Helping the steward was what | other from childhood, and had been promised
provided with the necessary bit of paste- | they kep him to chiefly ; but for rough work | to one another and hand-fasted from since
board. on deck, or anything o’ that kind, he was too | they were boy and girl. Both belonged to

The great galleries and museums of Europe, | tendther entirely. °Twas'nt fit for the donny | the best of families; and the parents and
with their priceless treasures, have long since | little white hands of him, bless you! Bruce, | friends on all sides were agreeable fo the mar-
discarded this absurd regulation. An entrance | it seems, had known the lad afore, and used | riage ; but the young man’s father got info
to the reading-room of the British Museum, |0 have an eye on him constant, to see he got | money troubles by reason of a bank that
the Royal Library of Bavaria, and the Sor- good treatment ; not that many on board the | broke ; and her people seeing he had no
bonne, at Paris, is most easily and simply ob- Nancy would have harmed little George. One | means of supporting her, wouldn't hear of
tained, and if the trustees of the Lenox Li- day a big surly brute of a boy we had in the | their marrying. All was forbid betune them,
brary desire to aid the growth of public intel- | ship told him to do. something that was be- | and they were parted from one another. But
ligence and culture, they too will leave red yond his strength, and was going to kick him | they couldn’t live asunder ; so, like a pair of
tape to be measured by other and less splendid because he wasn’t able. Bruce, who was never | young fools, as they were—God help ‘em !—
institutions. very far off, somehow, rushed at the fellow, | they ran away and got spliced unknown.
his face afire with rage. ¢ You cowardly ras- | Bruce, as I call him still—though that wasn't
cal,’ he cried, grabbing him by the collar and | his right name—thought if they could only get
+ shaking him till you’d think the teeth would |to Van Diemen’s Land, he'd easy make out a
be shook out of his head, ¢ you offer to do that | living there for the both of them ; and she
again—you dare to lay a finger on that child | too with such good hands for picter-drawing
K Sailor’s Story‘ —and D1l break every bone in your body.’|and the like. So they came in the manmner

There were a good many jeers among the men | I've told you aboard of the Nancy ; for there
== at the way Bruce watched and gpied after his| was no other way they could sail together,
‘little brother,” as they nicknamed him ; but | not having a penny in the world. The young
they said nought to his face. There was|manhad their marriage lines, which he showed
WAS in the last voyage T ever | something about the young man that made|the captain; and her weddin’ ring, that she
made before coming to lay up | folks keep their distance. *Twasn’t for any | wore round her neck, the cr'ature ! tied with a
my old bones ashore for good, |likeness betune ’em they were called ¢ broth- | blueribbon. And he had papers and letters and
that what T am going to tell | ers,” The young one was as fair as a lily, and | docyments proving the birth and station of
your honors happened. Naney | bright and smiling ; with hair that, when the | him and herself, and the grand folks they
our ship was called, hailing from | sun was upon it, looked for all the world like | come of. He was twenty-three years of age,
Cork, bound for Van Diemen’s|shining gold; and Bruce was dark-complex- | he said ; and she coming up for eighteer ;
Land ; and we were lying in the Mer- | ioned, with black locks and a grave counte-|though yowd never think but what she was
£ =0 sey, waiting for our passengers. The  nance. much younger than that, by reason of being
captain was short of hands, and we got two or| «The voyage was a fair one. Nothing to | S0 fair and innocent-looking, and seeming
three aboard before we sailed. Among them | make a remark upon till it was well nigh small and slender in boy’s clothes.
was a young fellow who gave his name as|over ; and then a sudden squall came on, Tt was a sorrowful sight when, the day
Bruce ; nigh upon twenty-four years of age, | Ugly customers they are, them squalls ; and | after the accident, the remains of the poor
or thereabouts, seemingly. He shipped as an | you're never safe from them in those latitudes. | young thing were brought on deck, sewed up
ordinary seaman ; buf it was easy to see there | They’ll spring up upon you so sudden and|inahammock; and we were all gathered round
was a difference betune himself and the | with such violence, that if youwre not as|to hear the funeral service read over them.
others, from the talk and the ways of him. A [ quick as thought, ¢ Davy's locker’ would be | There wasn’t one of the crew that wasn't
fine-looking young fellow, too, as eyes could | the word for the ship and every soul aboard. | grieved to the heart for our little comrade,
wish to see ; tall and broad-shouldered. Well, [ In a minute all hands were turned up, and |that had made the voyage with us, and bright-
your honors, we weren't very long after leav- | orders sung out to shorten sail. It was no|ened up the old ship with purty ways— blithe-
ing port, and the Noney getting well out to|end of a hurry. In less than no time the|some as a robin and sperrity. Even the big
sea, when there was the world’s commotion | royals and top-gallant sails were furled, and | lubberly boy, that no one thought had a soft
on board. And what was it but a poor little |a reef taken in the topsails; every man at|spot about him, was erying like rain, skulked
stowaway they had discovered crouched up |his best along the yards, Little George— | behind the rest ; and there wasmoisture in the
hiding under the fore-hatch, and were haul- | always ready to help—jumped into the fore-| eyes of many a rough old salt, and brown
ing out fo bring him to the captain. A bit | rigging to get aloft and stow the fore-royal. | hands brushed across them. ‘
of a chap he was, with rings of golden lair | Bruce was after him like a shot. Too late ! ¢ But never a tear, good or bad, did Bruce
curling all round his head, a purty oval face, Whether the child missed his footing or got | shed. He stood beside the corpse, the living
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image of despair, with gray haggard face and while the father hurries oft to pose at the
parched lips; his eyes wild and bloodshot, | Tcole des Beaux Arts as a model for expres-
with a kind of stony glare in them that wasn’t sion. x

natural. We none of us liked his looks. The | A professor at this school made an engage-
captain took hold of him by the sleeve and ment with one of the Italians lately imported,
spoke some pitiful words, trying to rouse him | to come to his studio. The man was punc-
a bit ; but lord ! you might as well talk to the | tual, made his bewildered way through cor-
dead in their graves. He didn’t hear or notice | ridors and halls, when he opened a door and
anything. suddenly rushed away with a cry of horror.
He had stumbled into the anatomy room, and
had found himself face toface with the corpse

‘At last the part of the service was come to |
when the remains are slipped off into the sea ; |
and at that he gave a great start ; and setting of one of his countrymen, which the student
his teeth, with one leap he was over the side, ‘ was preparing to dissect. In vain the PLO:
reaching the water a’most as soon as the | fessor called “Eh ! Giacomo Presto, Presto | ”
corpse. Down to the bottom they sank both The more he invited and encouraged, th‘e
together—the living and the dead—and disap- faster the other fled. He never paused until
peared ! God pardon him, poor fellow | He | ab the Rue St. Jacques; he barricaded him-
had to go with her, (self in his attic, blowing like a porpoise.

“Yes, your honors, twas a sad occurrence ; | “Eh !‘Corpo di Baccho, is that the way one is
but there’s an old saying, that no good comes  Posed in the Ecole des.Beaux Arts?
of going agin’ the will of them that reared us. | We shall have nothing to say of the occa-
It brings, sure enough, neither luck nop | Sional model, he for whom the studio is only
grace.” 4 1 a last resource. It is this class that furnishes

the tricky model, always seeking a new way
to make an artist lose his time and money,
always full of pretexts and stratagems to be-
gin late and end early. The only ‘model”
worth considering is he who makes it a se-
rious business. The perfected model is the
one who began to pose when he was almost a
baby, and he has been successively, according
to his age, ““Cupid,” *‘Christ with the Doc-
tors,” ¢ Adonis,” “Achilles,” ‘St. Joseph,”
“ Belisarius.” No need to fear that such an
one will desert when you are in the midst of
your ‘“Dying Epaminondas.” He is in love
with art and artists. He is interested in the
pictures for which he has posed, and watches
their fate at the Salon. You find him there
on the varnishing or opening day, big with
pride, before the picture or statue which is
making a sensation, listening to the opinions
of critics with a knowing air, and as if he
were labeled ‘“this was the model.”

Often this perfected model has acquired a
facility and a practiced eye which makes him
a valuable aid to an artist. He finds the de-
sired expression and action on the first trial,
often he suggests them. He judges the
work as it grows before him, he gives advice,
generally good, to the artist.

The model of the old school is classical ; if

The painter and sculptor make two cate- | he cannot count back to David, as did Dubose,
gories of heads. The head of the well-to-do he goes back to: Baron, Regnault, to Vincent,
citizen, who pays the artist, and the head of to Guerin, or at least to Ingres. That was
the model whom the artist pays. A capital the golden, the heroic age for models. At
difference, constituting for most artists the | that school of the nude figure the model had
great divisions of humanity. | his full value. He lost much of it with the

The profession of a model is a good one, military painting of Horace Vernet and his
one of the rare callings wherein women gain followers.
as much as men, Morning, noon, and night, | In the time of Dubose, the model was paid
between the séances, you may meet troops of | three francs for a sitting of five hours, now
women, principally Jewesses and Italians, ihe is paid five francs for four hours. The
going to and from the studios on the Rue|work has been shortened and the pay in-
d’Assas, the Rue Notre Dame des Champs and | creased. How was it then that Dubose was
others, where artists most inhabit. Often a|able to gather such a fortune? Perhaps he
whole family from the Pontine Marshes, | may have increased it somewhat by judicious
graded in size like organ-pipes, obstruct the speculations, but it was amassed chiefly
side-walk, The little girl serves for the through small and rigid econemies, redeemed
Pasqua Marie of M. Bonnat. The big sister fljom avarice by the great object he held in
is a Neapolitan flower-girl for M. Curzon. The | View.
brother is a shepherd for M. Lévy. The  As long as he worked at his trade Dubosec
mother is a Cornelia, or a Charity at choice, | never wasted a moment of his time, Much

Dubosc, the Model.

ADAPTED FROM THE FRENCH, BY A. E, K.

[LL Paris has heard of the
liberality of the old model
Dubose, once so famous in
studios, who, dying recently, |
left a fortune of twenty thou-|
sand francs to that class of young
artists adjudged most worthy. This
sum he had succeeded in accumnulat-
ing through a profession which gen-
erally brings its followers to the narrow bed
of a hospital.

We are obliged to state that this term
““model,” is a simple antiphrasis outside a
special circle, very restricted in its applica-
tion, and rarely signifies a ““model of all the
virtues.”

ONTHLY MAGAZINE.
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in demand, he filled his ten hours a day. It
the artist was late, so much the worse for
the artist, Dubosc left the studio on the stroke
of the hour. His dinner was usually a piece
of bread and cheese. He slept in a hammock
to save the use of bedding, he lodged in mis.
erable houses, in garrets without fire, and
died at the house of a coal heaver.

As a model for the figure, Dubose had few
rivals, Without beauty, he was yet perfectly
.proportioned ; he had above all a perfect pas-
sion for his work, he inspired and stimulated
the artist, he excelled in taking an attitude
and keeping it. You will find the head and
torso of Dubose in hundreds of pictures and
statues.

ous than Dubose, Cadamour who died in 1846,
at the Hospice des Ménages, and who carried
his love of art, or perhaps his confidence in
his own beauty, so far as to ask on his death-
Dbed that his skeleton might be preserved by the
“Tecole des Beaux Arts.” Cadamour was a
Venetian, and came to, seek his fortune in
France, during the time of Louis XVI., carry-
ing his possessions on the end of a stick. He
finally drew up in Paris, and began to haunt
the studios, a short time before the Revolu-
tion. He was soon seized upon by David, who
used him as ‘“ Leonidas,” and as ‘‘ Romulus”’
in the ‘“Sabines.” He posed as ‘“Acis” for
Girodet, and from him went to Gros. The
artists actually contended with each other for
his poses, and this with the enthusiastic
praise he heard of the beauty of his figure,
fairly intoxicated him, and toward the end of
1830, he had printed on his cards,  Cada-
mour, King of Models.”

But the growing fame of Dubose troubled
him, and, although he affected to despise his
rival, he was extremely jealous. One day the
two men found themselves face to face in the
studio of Paul Delaroche. To the great de-
light of the bystanders there began a duel of
words, each twitting the other with his ana-
tomical defects. Cadamour declared that Du-
bosc lacked the clynosternoid-mastoid mus-
cle. Dubosc retorted that Cadamour had an
extra bone in the metatarsus, and displayed so
much science, and used such a profusion of
technical terms, that the enemy was com-
pletely routed and put to flicht. After this
Cadamour grew melancholy ; he refused to
pose except for the head, and left the field
clear to his rival. He was seen at the Salon
of 1845, distributing his cards, as his custom
was, but he died soon after. What is the end
of all these models? Not always a good one.
Sometimes you meet them as concierges or in
the livery of a servant. The famous model
Nicholas was known during the Revolution,
as ‘“ Jourdan Coupe-téte.” Alfred, called the
‘““Model Parisian’’ became a wrestler. Bryo-
zomwsky known as ““La Polonais,” to avoid
his horrible name, finished his days as a bar-
ber. Many take up the nocturnal hook of the
ragpicker. Often the masters who have em-
ployed them allow them a small pension.
Those are few who, like Dubose, can save ten
thousand francs income; and the saying,
“Art leads to everything, especially to—the
hospital,” would seem to be particularly true
of models.

Perhaps one other model was more illustri-
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Sergel Michailitsch and L

(From the Russian of Leo ToLsKy.)

BY LIZZIE P. LEWIS.

E were in mourning for my
mother, who had died early
in the autumn, and had pas-
sed, Katja, Sonja, and I, all
the winter in the country. Katja
had been an old friend of my
N1 @< imother and my governess, whom I
7% had known and loved as long as I
s % lcould remember anything. Sonja
was my younger sister.

The winter had been sad and dreary at
Pokrow, our old country house. It was cold,
and the wind swept the snow in thick drifts

as high as the window ledges; the window |

panes remained frosted for days together, and
we seldom walked ordrove. Visitors came but
rarely, and the few who did come brought nei-
ther merriment nor amusement in the house.
They all wore mournful faces, and spoke with
bated breath, as if they feared to waken some
one ; they never smiled, but sighed and wept
when they observed liftle Sonja and I in our
black dresses. It was as if the Angel of Death
was ever hovering in the air—as though the
atmosphere was ever oppressed with his dread
presence. My mother’s room was kept closed,
but I never passed it without feeling some-
thing invisible in the cold, empty chamber
drawing me toward it.

I had passed my seventeenth year, and my
mother’s intention had been to go to St.
Petersburg that winter, that I might be for-
mally introduced into society, My mother’s
loss had been a great grief to me, but I must
confess that in the midst of my sorrow for her,
I also felt a painful shrinking from the idea of
spending a second winter in the deathlike soli-
tude of the country. After a time the mingled
emotions of grief, loneliness, and ennui reached
such a degree that I scarcely ever left my
room, never opened the piano, or took a book
in my hand. When Katja would urge me to
oceupy myself with this or that, my answer
was always the same, “I cannot; I have no
heart for it,” while a voice within me said,
“ Why try to make anything of myself, since
the best days of my life are slipping by so
drearily ?”-und to this depressing query I had
no reply to make, save—tears.

I heard them say I was growing thinner
and was much altered, but I cared nothing for
that., Why should I trouble myself on that
account if I was to be forced to pass the re.
mainder of my life in this cheerless solitude,
and this very thought seemed to take from me
all strength or desire to escape.

Toward the end of the winter, Katja began
to be seriously concerned about me, and re-
solved to take me from Pokrow as soon as
possible. But money was necessary for the
accomplishment of such a purpose, and we
did not yet know how much would be left us
after the settlement of our mother’s estate,
g0 we waited day after day for a visit from
our guardian,

Finally, in March, he came. ‘Thank God,”
said Katja, one day, as I slipped like a shadow
from one corner to another. Thank God,
Sergei Michailitsch has come. He has sent
word he will be here to dinner. Pray arouse
yourself, dear Mascha,” she added. What
will he think of you ? and he used to love you
so much,” '

Sergei Michailitsch was one of our neigh-
bors and an old friend of my dead father, al-
though much the younger of the two. Apart
from the fact that his arrival might change
our mode of life and afford the possibility of
our leaving home, I had loved and reverenced
him since my babyhood, and Katja wished me
to exert myself, because she knew it would
cause me more pain to appear before him in
an unfavorable light than before any of our
other acquaintances.

Not only because I, as well as every one else
in the house, from Katja down to the smallest
stable boy, loved him, but also because of a
remark which my mother once made in my
hearing, to the effect that she would be glad
for me to have such a man as Sergei Michai-
litsch for my husband. At the time it seemed
to me an absurd idea; my ideal was different ;
he was young, tall, slender, pale, and melan-
choly ; Sergei Michailitsch, on the contrary,
was no longer young, he was large, strong,
and always merry. Yet in spite of this differ-
ence, my mother’s words kept constantly re-
curring to my memory, and six years before,
when I was only eleven, and Sergei Michai-
litsch still said < 7%ow” to me and called me
a spring violet, I occasionally asked myself
with inward trepidation,“ What shall I do if he
wishes to marry me ?”

Shortly before dinner, for which Katja had
| prepared a cream and spinach sauce, one of
i his favorite dishes, Sergei Michailitsch ar-

I saw him through the window as he

| rived.
| drew near the house in his small sled, and I
hastened into the drawing-room, intending to
act agif I had not expected him, but no sooner
did T hear the stamping of his feet in the hall,
and his loud, cheery voice answering to Katja’s
softer one, bidding him welcome, than I for-
got my resolution and ran to join them.

He was holding Katja’s hand, talking rapid-
ly and laughing gayly, buf as soon as he caught
a glimpse of me, he became silent and stood
quite still, not offering me a word or sign of
greeting. Iwas very uncomfortable, and felt
myself redden.

““ Can it be possible | Yes, it is you, but how
changed,”” he said at last, drawing me to him
with both hands in his simple hearty fashion.
““How you have grown ! Our little violet has
altered into a full-blown rose !” He pressed
my hand so tightly as to be almost painful. I
thought he would kiss my hand, and had
leaned* towards him, but he only gazed atme
steadily with his bright, kind eyes.

I had not seen him for six years, and found
{him also greatly changed. He was older,
| browner, and wore a heavy beard, which was
not becoming, but he retained the same sim-
ple, frank manner, and the same strongly-

* Tt is customary in Russia for the gentleman fo kiss
the lady’s hand, and she returns the galutation by kissing
the gentleman’s forehead.

marked features, kind, honest eyes, and pleas-
ant, almost childlike, smile.

Five minutes later he had ceased to be re-
garded as a guest, but was one of the family,
even to the servants, who expressed their de-
light at seeing him, by their eager attention
to his wants.

He did not act as the other neighbors, who
deemed it their duty to sigh and groan as long
as they remained with us. On the contrary,
he was talkative and merry, not making the
least allusion to my mother, until I thought
such indifference astonishing, and in so inti-
mate a friend, almost unpardonable. Later I
knew it to be, not indifference, but thought-
fulness.

After dinner, Katja had tea served in the
small parlor which my mother had generally
used for the purpose. Sonja and I sat near
her, and old Gregory brought Sergei Michai-
litsch one of my father’s pipes. As in other
days he commenced to smoke while walking
up and down the room.

‘ How many melancholy changes have taken
place here—when 1 think of it,” he said, sud-
denly pausing in his promenade,

““Yes, yes,” replied Katja, covering up the
samowar, and looking at Sonja and 1 as if half
disposed to cry.

“Do you recollect your father ?” inquired
Sergei Michailitseh, turning to me.

“ Very little,”” I answered.

““What a blessing it would be if he was
with you now,” he said, slowly and thought-
fully. I loved your father dearly,” he
added softly, a dreamy expression coming into
his eyes.

“The dear God called him from us,” said
Katja, throwing her napkin over the tea-caddy,
the tears dropping slowly into her lap.

“Yes, sad changes have transpired,” re-
peated Sergei Michailitsch, turning away.
““Sonja, come and show me your toys,” he
said abruptly, going out into the large hall.
With eyes full of tears, Ilooked after him.

“There is one true friend,” said Katja.

“Yes, indeed,” I cried, my heart feeling
unusually warm and comfortable through the
sympathy of this good man. The sounds of
Sonja’s laughter and his jests reached us
from the hall, I sent him a cup of tea, and
presently we heard him open the piano, and
strike the keys with Sonja's tiny fingers.

¢ Marie Alexandrowna,” he called, ‘come
here, pray, and give me some music.”

It pleased me to haye him use this simple,
yet authoritative manner, so I arose and went
to him.

“ Play this,” he said, placing a copy of the
Adagio of Beethoven’s Sonata, quasi una fan-
tasia, on the rack, ‘ Let me hear how you
play ; ” and taking up his cup of tea, he went
to the other end of the room.

I felt, why I am sure I cannot tell, that it
would be impossible to do otherwise than as
he bid, or, indeed, even to make any apologies
for want of practice or bad playing. T seated
myself at the piano and began, though I greatly
feared his verdict, for T knew he not only
loved but understood musie.

The Adagio expressed the very emotions
awakened in me by the conversations over the
tea-table, and my rendering of it appeared to
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satisfy him. The scherzo he would not per-
mit me to play.

“No; that would not go well,” he said,
coming to me. “ The Adagio was not badly
done. You understand musie, I find.” This
moderate praise was so delightful that I felt
myself coloring. It was a new and agree-
able sensation, the having my father’s old
friend talking to me as an equal, instead of as
a child.

When Katja went up-stairs to put little
Sonja to bed, he told me of my father; how
he had first made his acquaintance ; how the
bond which united them had grown firmer
with each added year, until death came for
one, while I was still a child in the nursery,
busy with my kittens and toys.

For the first time I felt as if I knew my
father, a noble-hearted, amiable man, created
to love and be loved. Afterward, he ques-
tioned me regarding my studies and my favo-
rite occupations. He wasnolonger my jovial,
fun-making playfellow, as I had remembered
him, but an earnest, serious man, showing
me sympathy and esteem. It was pleasant,
yet I felt an occasional dread lest something I
might say would induce him io think me un-
worthy to be my father’s daughter.

On Katja’s return to the drawing-room, she
complained to Sergei Michailitsch. of my
apathy and dullness—something which I had
carefully abstained from mentioning.

“So she failed to tellme the most important
thing concerning herself,” he said, shaking
his head, half jestingly, half reproachfully.

¢ What was there to tell ? It is tiresome to
remember and will pass away.” In truth, I
not only felt as if my melancholy would van-
ish, but as if it had either already done so, or
had never existed at all.

“Tt is sad not to know how to endure soli-
tude. Are you a fine young lady ?”

“Yes, I am, indeed,” I laughingly replied.

“No, you are not, but a very naughty one,
who is only happy as long as she is receiving
homage, but relapses into weariness as soon
as left to her own devices.”

“You must have a fine opinion of me,” I
said, to try to cover my embarrassment.

“No, it cannot be you are so like your
father for nothing,” he continued. “You
have music, which you understand, books,
various studies—your whole life is now open
before you and you must work to prepare
yourself for it, that you may have nothing
to regret hereafter. In another year it may
be too late.”

The remainder of the evening he talked
with Katja on business matters.

« And now good-bye, my dear friend,” he
gaid, taking my hand.

« When shall we see you again ?” inquired
Katja.

“ Not before spring. Iam now on my way
to Donilowka (our second estate), to see how
affairs go there, and then I must go to Mos-
cow, greatly against my inclinations. In the
summer you will see me frequently.”

“ Why do you intend to be away so long ?”
I asked, mournfully. I had expected to be
able to see him daily, and was so disturbed by
this blow to my hopes that all my sadness

visible in my voice and face, for Sergei Mi-
chailitsch said : ** Youmust keep busy and the
winter will soon be gone.”

His tone and manner were cold and quiet.
«J will examine you in the spring,” he added,
letting my hand drop and turning away from
me. In the vestibule, where we accompanied
him, he hastened to put on his fur coat, and
avoided looking at me. ‘‘I wonder why he
does s0 7 thought I. ““Can it be he fancies
that I care for his attention? He is certainly
a good man, very good, but'that is all.”

That evening Katja and I were very wake-
ful and talked a long time, not of him, but of
the coming summer, and forming plans for
the ensuing winter. The mournful ““why”
did not enter my mind, it seemed so unmis-
takably a fact that we lived in order to be
happy.

Our old, gloomy Pokrow had been suddenly |
flooded with light and sunshine.

1k,

SPRING came at last | My melancholy had
vanished, and in its place had come a whole
train of dreamy, yet objectless, hopes and
longings. My entire mode of life was changed.
I busied myself with Sonja; I enjoyed my
music as never before ; I studied with fresh
zest ; I wandered through the green garden
alleys, or sat under the shade-trees dreaming
and hoping and thinking of—God alone knows
what.

Sometimes I would remain by my window
the whole night long, especially if it was
moonlight, or wrapped in a cloak, would slip
quietly out of the house, so that Katja would
not hear me, and roam up and down the ter-
race, or even occasionally make the circuit of
the garden in the soothing stillness of the |
night.

I find it difficult to recall many of the rev-
eries in which my imagination reveled, and
when by chance I do succeed in remembering
some of them, I can scarcely realize they
were the product of my own brain, they are
so weird and far removed from the realities of
life.

Toward the end of May Sergei Michailitsch
returned. He came to see us the first time,
quite unexpectedly, as we sat on the terrace
where Katja had ordered tea.

The garden was quite green ; the nightin-
gales had built their nests in the shrubbery
near by, and they were celebrating the close
of the bright warm day with their sweetest
songs. The bushy syringa trees were covered
with their fragrant white buds, just ready to
burst into loveliness and perfume, and the
thick foliage of the birch walk was illumi-
nated by the red light of the setting sun,
while the terrace already lay in the cool
shadow, and the night dew sprinkled the
grass-plots.

Silly Nikon drove before the terrace with
his water-casks, and the cool stream flowing
from the watering-pots formed dark circles |
on the freshly dug earth. On the round table
the brightly polished samowar shone and
steamed, while bretzel and sweet rolls lay in-
vitingly on the white damask.

Katja moved the cups about with her plump

returned instantly. This must haye been
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who was very hungry after my bath, could
not wait until tea was ready, but was eating
my bread with fresh thick cream. I wore a
linen blouse with open sleeves, and had a
white cloth tied over my damp hair,

Katja was the first to observe his arrival,
““ Ah, Sergei Michailitsch, how glad T am !
We were but just speaking of you.”

I jumped up and tried to escape, but he
caught me just as I reached the hall door.

“You are surely not going to stand on"

ceremony in the country?” he laughingly
asked, looking quizzically at my head-dress.
“You do not object to wearing it before
Gregory, and [ am just the same.”

I thought very decidedly that Sergei Mi-
chailitsch and old Gregory were two very dif-
ferent persons, though I did not say so.

“] will only be gone one moment,” I re-
plied, breaking away from him.

¢ But what objection have you to your toi-
let? I find it very picturesque.”

¢ How oddly he looked at me,” I thought,
as I hurriedly dressed myself. ¢ Thank God
he is back again! Now we shall begin to
live.”

One hasty glance in the mirror, and then I
ran down-stairs, and not caring to conceal
the haste I had been in reached the terrace
quite out of breath.

Sergei Michailitsch sat by the table dis-
cussing business affairs with Katja. He
smiled when his eyes met mine, but did not
interrupt his conversation. He reported hay-
ing found our property in excellent order,
and that we need not remain in Pokrow longer
than the following autumn, but that then we
could go either to St. Petersburg for Sonja’s
education, or to Switzerland and Italy for our
pleasure.

“I wish you could go with us,” sighed
Katja. I am afraid if we went alone we
should lose ourselves, as did the babes in
the wood.”’

“How gladly would I travel over half the
world with you,” he answered, half in jest,
half in earnest.

“Very well, then,” I said, ““let us make a
voyage round the globe together.”

““And what would become of my mother
and my business ? But now tell me what you
have been doing since I left.”

When I told him of my occupations and
amusements, and that I had not had the least
shadow of loneliness to annoy or disturb me,
he praised and caressed me with words and
looks just as if I had been a child and he my
natural protector. So it seemed quite right
to tell him, not only of all the praiseworthy

things I had done, but also of others which -

I knew would not please him, as if I had been
in the confessional and he had been the con-
fessor.

The evening was so lovely that we lingered
on the terrace after the removal of the tea-
things, and the conversation interested me so
much that I did not notice how by degrees
the busy hum of life and labor ceased.

The whole air was full of the odor of flow-
ers: The nightingales sang in the syringa
bush near at hand, and the blue starry sky
bent close above us.

I first observed that night had crept over
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us, when a bat flew suddenly under the sail-
cloth covering of the terrace, and struck my
white head-dress with his whirring wings. I
pressed into the corner and was on the point
of uttering a shriek when he vanished into
the darkness of the garden, from whence he
came.

unhappiness of such a marriage might be very
great on the side of the young girl, yet on
mine the misery would be much greater.” .

“ What an odd fellow you are,” said Katja
as she went indoors to order supper. ‘‘Years
do not seem to have made the least change in

you.”

“How I love your Pokrow !’ said Sergeii After Katja left us we were as still as na-

Michailitsch, changing the conversation.

T ture about us.

There was no sound save the

think I should like to spend the remainder of | song of the nig]itingale, and his music was not

my life sitting thus.”

<« Do it then,” said Katja.

“Yes, do it indeed,” he repeated.
will not allow it.” N

“Why do you not marry?” asked Katja.
¢ You would make a good husband.”

“ Because I am fond of sitting still?” he
laughingly inquired. ¢ No, Katherina Kar-
lowna, for you and for me, it is too late to
think of marriage. All my acquaintances
have long since ceased to regard me as a mar-
riageable man, and I myself—still longer—
truly ! .

These final words it seemed to me had been
uttered with forced vivacity.

““What nonsense ! Thirty-six years old,
and 4he book of life already closed.”

“Yes,” he said. ““'To be able to sit still is
now my dearest wish; and certainly some
very different ambition would be required if I
dreamed of marriage. Ask her,” indicating
me:by a nod of his head. < We must, you
and I, marry her to some good man, and then
we can be happy in seeing hers.”

In voice and words there was an undercur-
rent of bitterness which did not escape me.
For some time he remained quite silent, and
neither Katja nor I broke the stillness.

“Imagine,” he began again, moving uneasi-
ly on his seat, “ imagine, if you can, that I,
through some unhappy accident, had married
a seventeen year old maiden, like Marie Al-
exandrowna here. I fancy I have found an
admirable example—the very best of exam-
ples.” He laughed, and so did I, though I
could not tell why.

“ Now tell me, truly and honestly,”” he con-
tinued, looking at me steadily, * would you
not think it a great misfortune to find your
life, still young and fresh, bound to that of
an old worn-out man whose chief idea of hap-
piness was rest and quietness, while in your
heart and mind, God alone knows what long-
ings and aspirations are fermenting ?”’

This question made me most uncomfortable.
I was silent, for I really was at a loss for an
answer,

“T am not making you a proposal,” he
langhingly said. “* But tell us frankly if it is
of such a one as [ have desgcribed that you
dream when you wander alone in the twilight
through the garden walks. Such a husband
would be a serious incumbrance and unhappi-
ness would it not ?7”

“ Not an unhappiness, but—" I commenced
to say.

“ But assuredly not a happiness,” he said

¢ Life

quickly.
““No, and yet I may possibly deceive my-
self.”
“Say no more; you are right, and I am
obliged for your frankness.

have had this conversation, and though the

I am glad we
-}

in broken bursts as it had been the night
previous, but in subdued, long-drawn tones
which flooded the whole garden with deli-
cious melody. For the first time that season
a second nightingale replied from a distant
thicket, and for a moment the first singer was
silent, and then both voices united and floated
in quiet majesty over the world of night.

The gardener went by to his bed in the tool-
house ; two shrill whistles were heard from
the high road, and then all again became si-
lent. The evening breeze began to stir in the
foliage, the marquise rocked gently to and fro,
and with the agitated air fresh perfume came
floating over the terrace.

The silence was painful to me after the con-
versation just detailed, but I did not know
how to break it.

“ How beautiful is life | ” he said at last. I
breathed deeply.

¢ What is the matter ?” he asked.

“Life is beautiful |” I repeated, and we fell
again into our profound silence. My discom-
fort increased, for I fancied I had offended
him by acknowledging that I thought him old,
and T yearned to make an apology or explana-
tion, but I did not know how.

“Good night!” he said, rising suddenly.
‘“ My mother expects me home to supper. I
have scarcely seen her to-day.”

““1 wanted to play you a new sonata.”

‘“ Another time,” he said quite coldly.
“ Adieu 1”

I was now convinced that I had hurt his
feelings, and it grieved me sorely, though I
knew not how to make amends.

Katja and I went with him to the steps of
the outer court, where we stood watching him
till he was out of sight and the echo of his
horse’s hoofs had died away in the distance,

After two or three more visits from Sergei
Michailitsch, the odd, uncomfortable feeling
with which this conversation had inspired me
quite passed away. He usually came two or
three times a week, and I soon became so ac-
customed to these visits, that I not only felt
disappointed if he failed to make them, but
even as if I could not endure life without
them.

He treated me now as a dear friend, gave
me advice and sympathy, scolded me oceca-
sionally, laughed at me nof a little, yet I al-
ways felt, despite his cordiality and kindli-
ness, that there was a whole world of thought
and feeling buried under the surface, in which
I was allowed no share.

From Katja I heard that besides the care of
his mother, who lived with him, the manage-
ment of his own estate and our guardianship,
he had other business affairs which were just
then causing him much trouble and annoy-
ance.

saying one word of his own concerns.

would always wrinkle his forehead in a cu-
rious fashion, as if to say, < Pray, let such
matters alone | It cannot concern you !” and
turn the conversation into a totally different
channel.

At first this vexed me, but after a while I

grew accustomed to hear him speak of only * &

what related to us, and found it natural and
agreeable.

Another thing which tried me at first was
his marked indifference to my personal ap-
pearance. Never did he indicate by word or
glance that he deemed me pretty ; on the con-
trary, if any one complimented me in his
presence, he would wrinkle his forehead and
laugh scornfully. The fashionable dresses
and coiffure with which good Katja loved to
adorn me on special occasions, called forth
only sneers and ridicule from him, which
vexed Katja and confused me.

Poor Katja could not understand why he
would not look at me, when most becomingly
and tastefully attired; but I soon compre-
hended his reason. He wished me to be quite
free from vanity, and so soon as I made this
discovery I put aside every vestige of coquetry
in dress and deportment, though after awhile
I fear I began to coquet with simplicity itself.
I felt sure that Sergei Michailitsch loved me,
though whether as child or woman I did not
stop to ask, and since I did not wish him to
guess I was not all he would have me, I com-
menced to deceive him, involuntarily, and in
the effort to seem better than I was, I think 1
really grew better. .

I knew that my personal appearance was SO
familiar to him, that no deception would be
possible ; but he did not know my soul fully,
and in this way I might deceive him. How
happy I was one day when he said to me with
an emotion which he sirove to conceal undera
jesting tone :

“ Yes, I really believe there is something in
you !”

And what was the occasion of this speech,
making my heart dance for joy, and filling me
with pride and satisfaction ?

Only because I had either said I could un-
derstand Gregory’s love for his little grand-
child, or because some story or poem had
moved me to tears, or because I preferred
Mozart to Schulhof. It seems strange to me
now, in looking back, to see with what uner-
ring instinct I chose the good and true, al-
though I could have given no specific reason
for doing so.

Sergei Michailitsch never interfered with
my amusements or occupations, yet it only
needed a certain peculiar movement of the
eyebrows, to make what I loved utterly dis-
tasteful to me.

So it happened that my thoughts and ideas
at that period of my life were scarcely to be
called my own, but rather of Sergei Michai-
litsch, only loaned to me to brighten and illu-
minate my otherwise dull existence.

Unconsciously, I looked at every one with
changed vision, Katja, Sonja, the servants,
even my occupations appeared in a new light
to me.

Reading, which once had been only a way
But never could I inveigle him into | of killing time and making me forget my
He | loneliness, now became my chief delight, be-
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cause we read together books he selected,
Teaching Sonja had formerly been a heavy
task,. !)ut her progress became, under his su-
pervision, my greatest pride.

To commit to memory an entire sonata
once seemed an impossibility ; but now that I’
knew /%e would hear it, and perhaps praise me
for it, I could repeat the same strain fifty
times without fatigue, until poor Katja, in de-
spair, would put cotton in her ears to keep out
the sound.

dered cherries, of which he was very fond,
and then she leaned back, put her handker-
chief over her face, and went to sleep. I
broke off a twig of the linden to fan her,
| while watching the path over the field whence
I expected him to come.

Sonja sat on a stump of a tree, building a
bower for her doll. The day was hot, the air
motionless. Now and anon I could hear a
faint roll of thunder and see a zig-zag flash of
: lightning from a bank of dark clouds edging

Katja too, whom I loved as a part of myself, the horizon.

becallllga tnevrd f:regtl.ltreh ig my eyes. Then it| On the road opposite us, great wagons
was | first realized it had not been her duty | heaped with grain went creaking b d
: SRy
to betlln()thi‘r, fxi;en;ii, and slave for Sonja and | after depositing their burdens, came rattling
me ; then, for the first, T understood the self- | back, the peagants standing 1 i
; ! ) I ' § a g in them with
denial ;mc} dCVOth(iJ of her loving nature, the | cracking whips and fluttering blouses. From
amount of my indebtedness to her, and the the dusty fields came the sound of man
. 101 . [ y
utter impossibility of ever making any ade- | voices, and I could see the women binding the
quate return. ’yellow sheaves in clear relief against the

I learned too to think very differently of the Sombre green of the woods beyond. It was
servants and workpeople on the estate. I had  Summer changing into autumn before my very
1ihvedl'm tllleir llnidst for seventeen years, yet  €Yes.

e idea that they could love, and hope, and | But while so many were laboring wearily in
suffer as I, had never once .crossed. my mind. ’the dust and heat, Katja slept on under her
But one day Sergei Michailitsch said that the |soft cambric covering ; a dish of black, juicy
only real happiness was found in living for ‘ cherries stood temptingly on the garden table ;
others. I was puzzled by the remark at first, | the ice water in the glass pitcher danced in
but by and by his meaning became apparent, |rainbow colors in the sun, and I was so
and a whole 'WOI‘ld f’f new 'pleas?re opened | happy !
before me w1‘tho‘ut interfering with any ofr What have I done to deserve so much? I
my own especial joys. ‘thought. What can I do to share it with

It frequently happened that summer that T others?
was unable to sleep after I went to bed The sun was sinking behi i

. ' ed. g behind the linden
Snmctlmf's I would get up and sit on Katja’s | grove ; the dust in the field was laid ; the dis
bed, telling her over and over again how |tant hills grew purple with the coming twi-
happy I was, which was quite unnecessary, ‘light; the last wagon-load of grain drove by,
since it mustU hzw?1 beeilnr plainly visible to all ' and with pitchforks on their shoulders and
observers. sually she would say that she |sheaves of wheat in their hats, the laborers
too was happy and satisfied with her life as it went singing home. But Sergei Michailitsch
was, but occasionally she would be sleepy, | did not come !

|

and then she would scold me anfl order me to Suddenly, his tall form appeared in an en-
bed, where I would perhaps lie awake for tirely different direction from theone in which
hours, thrilled through with the shadow of T had been expecting him. With bright face
coming happiness. Sometimes my heart and lifted hat he came swiftly toward me.
would be so full that I would arise, kneel When he saw Katja was asleep, he pressed
down for the second time to give thanks for his lips together, nodded to me, and walked on
the blessings with which my life was crowned. | his tiptoes. I saw instantly that he was in one
How still it was at such times ! Only the | of his merriest moods—moods we used to
regular breathings of the sleeping Katja, the | designate as ““mad joy.”

monotonous ticking of my watch, or the buz- ; “Good-day ! How are you? Well?” he
zing of some imprisonod fly ! | asked, pressing my hand.

My dreams, my longings, and my prayer51 “I am particularly well,” he replied in
peopled the darkness for me, sat by my bed, | answer to an inquiry from me. I am but
hovered over my pillow, and every thought | thirteen years old to-day, and am ready to play
was f)f‘llilll ! every nmr.)ti(m for him. Yethow‘},’m-se or cli,mb trees. But what has poor
little did I then fancy it was love ! Katharina Karlowna done that you should be

thus punishing her nose? ”

I1T. < 7 3
| Katja’s handkerchief, and that my twig was

' tapping her innocent face. I laughed.

“« No matter, for when she wakes she will
be sure to declare she has not been asleep
at all.” I whispered, more for the pleasure of
using a confidential tone than from fear of

| disturbing Katja.

He grasped the plate of cherries as if it had
been forbidden fruit, and went to Sonja’s
play-house, taking a seat on her doll. Sonja
was indignant, but he only laughed and teased,
declaring she was out of temper because he
would not give her all the cherries,

ONE afternoon at the end of the harvest,
Sonja, Katja, and I went out in the garden to
our favorite seat under an old linden tree. It
was near the high road, across which we could
look into the fields, and beyond into thick
woods.

Sergei Michailitsch had not been to Pokrow
for three days, but we were certain of his com-
ing that afternoon, for he had promised the
overseer to visit the harvest fields, About two
o'clock we saw him riding here and there
amid the throng of busy reapers. Katja or-

I then discovered that I had displaced |

NE. August,

« Shall T send for some more, or shall we go
for them ?” I asked. 3

‘He took the plate, put Sonja’s doll on it, and
so we went to the hot-house,* Sonja running
behind, pulling his coat till he restored her
doll.

“You are certainly no violet,” he said,
“and yet when I came in your neighborhood
to-day, something like the odor of violets
seemed to surround me, not the strong per-
fume of hot-house violets, but the faint, de-
licious breath of the first dark blossoms which
peep out from the melting snow in the early
spring.”

<« How have things gone in the fields to-
day ?” I asked, to hide the sweet emotion his
words awakened.

“ Bxceedingly well ; these people are so
trusty ; the better one knows them the more
cordially one esteems them.”

“Yes,” 1 rejoined, ‘ before you came
to-day, I watched them at fheir work, and
felt ashamed of my easy, useless life con-
trasted with theirs, so full of toil and hard-
ship.”

“Do not coquet with such feelings as these,
dear friend,” he said, seriously. ¢ God forbid
you should ever know by experience the life
these people lead. But where are the cher-
| ries 7

The hot-house was locked, and none of the
gardeners to be seen. Sonja ran to get the
key, but Sergei Michailitsch would not wait.
 Climbing on the wall, he lifted the net, and
’ sprang under.

«If you want some cherries, hand me the
| plate.”
| ““No, I wish to pick them myself.
| go for the key, Sonja will never find it.”
But at that moment an irrepressible longing
to see him when he fancied himself unob-
| served came over me. I crept upon tiptoe to
| the other side of the hot-house, climbed on an
empty tub which stood there, and leaning over
the wall, peered through the whole house with
its old knotty trees hanging full of black,
luscious fruit. After a moment I saw Sergei
| Michailitsch leaning against an old free, his
eyes closed, his hat off. Suddenly, he shrugged
| his shoulders, opened his eyes, and smilingly
uttered a word. This word so surprised me
that T felt ashamed of my espionage, for it
sounded like ‘“Mascha !”

«Tt cannot be,” I said softly to myself, but
just then he repeated still more tenderly,
¢ Dear Mascha !”

I heard it distinetly the second time. My
heart beat so violently with the rush of joy-
ous emotion that I was forced to grasp the
| wall to keep from falling.

But my involuntary movement was heard.
He looked up, blushing deeply. Our eyes met,
and I laughed when his face brightened with
pleasure, This was delightful to me. He

[ would from henceforth no longer be the old,
' loving uncle, to be obeyed and revered, but
a man like other men to be teased and tor-
' mented.

I will

\
‘ %
*In Russia fruit trees are reared in houses, whose
roofs are replaced by nets in warm weather.
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* For a minute or two, not a word was ut-
tered, then he grew grave. The smile on his
lips and the light in his eyes died away. He
turned to me with brotherly coolness and said,
«@et down, you might fall and hurt yourself.
And smooth your hair; what a sight you
are!”

My heart sank. Why should he treat me
thus? and a desire to try my power over him
took possession of me.

‘;No, I wish to pick cherries.” T replied,
taking hold of the nearest bough with both
hands, swinging myself over the wall and
into the hot-house before he could say a
word.

< What folly !” he exclaimed, and indeed
my own act had made me most uncomfortable
as soon as committed. We both were silent
until Sonja returned with the key and released
L e oA
When we got back to Katja, who declared (as
I had predicted) that she had not been asleep
at all, I felt more at ease, while Sergei Michai-
litsch resumed his old fatherly tone and man-
pers. But this did not deceive me, for I
recalled a conversation which had taken place
a short time before.

Katja had said that while it was perfectly
proper for a man to declare his love, all the
world would scorn a woman who should do so,
unasked.

“ Not so,” rejoined Sergei Michailitsch. I
believe it often happens that a man neither
can or dares say he loves.”

“Why not?” T asked.

“Qh! it is as if people expected some mar-
velous change at the moment of utterance. I
think men who do must either deceive them-
selves, or what is worse, deceive others.”

“But how is a woman to know she is
loved if a man says nothing?” persisted
Katja.

“That I know not.
it will not fail to show itself.
novel I ean never help fancying what a foolish
face Lieutenant Stretski or Sir Alfred De
Vere must wear when they say, ‘I love you,
Elenora !’

I knew at the time this jesting was a mere
cover for some hidden feeling, but Katja was
extremely annoyed in hearing her heroes of
romance so disrespeetfully handled. ¢ Eternal
paradoxes 1” sheimpatiently exclaimed. ¢ Tell
me truly, Sergei Michailitsch, have you neyer
told a woman you loved her?”

“No! never have I fallen on my knees be-
fore any woman, neither do I ever intend to,”
he made answer gayly.

If the feeling is there

“He need not say he loves me,” T thought,
recalling the scene in the hot-house, “He
loves me, T know, and all his artifices will not
change my opinion.”

After tea I opened the piano. The only
light in the large, lofty room was that given
by the two wax candles on the piano ; the rest
of the galoon was in darkness. Through the
open windows the soft air of the summer
night stole in ; all sounds were hushed except
Katja’s regular foot-fall as she paced the hall
and the impatient pawing of Sergei Michai-
litsch’s horse, waiting for his master. i

I played Mozart’s Fantasia Sonata, and

When I read a

though I'was thinking of Sergei Michailitsch
and not of the music, and stopped before the
Scherzo, I felt I had done well. While I was
playing, the moon rose, and shining through
the open windows flooded the room with its
silvery light. Katja stopped at the door once
to say it was against conscience to break off in
the finest part of the composition, besides
which I had played very carelessly.

Sergei Michailitsch replied that T had never
played so well, and he began to walk out
and in from the moen-lit room to the dark
hall.

“What is the matter with you to-day?”
said Katja, with a puzzled face. He gave no
reply, except to look at me and smile.

““What a night it is!” stepping through
the low window into the garden.. We fol-
lowed, and indeed I have never seen such a
night since. The fuil moon was just over the

marquée fell upon the grass-plot and paths in
front of us. The glass roof of the conserva-
tory shone in the white light, while the broad
garden alleys stretched out between the flower-
beds and were lost in the hazy distance. At
our right hand, in the shadow of the house,
all was black and mysterious, but the more
vivid in contrast were the fantastic tips of the
silver poplars, which seemed, as if with out-
spread wings, preparing for flight into the
deep blue heavens. ““ Shall we take a walk ?”
I asked.

Katja assented, but said I must have over-
shoes.

I replied coclly that it was not necessary, for
Sergei Michailitsch would give me his arm ;
just as if that would protect my feet from the
dewy ground. However, no one seemed to
find anything out of place in my remark. As
we walked down the avenue, it was as though
every object had been petrified into motionless
and changeless beauty, and for an instant, sky,
air, and garden seemed strange and foreign to
me. But by and by it was our own garden
again, with its familiar flowers and trees, its
mingled lights and shadows ; it was Zis slow,

house, and the shadows of the statues and |

the cocks had crowed, and his horse neighed
more impatiently than ever, Sergei Michai-
litsch lingered. Katja refrained from again
reminding us of the lateness of the hour, so
we sat and talked of indifferent matters till
the cock crew for the third time, and the dawn
began to glimmer in the east. He took leave
of ug as ordinarily, but I knew he was mine,
never more to be lost ! :

IV.

Tae Fast of the Assumption had begun,
and as my birthday occurred toward the
close of that week, it seemed but natural that
I should prepare for the reception of the sac-
rament.

Sergei Michailitsch did not come near us the
' whole of that week, but so far from feeling
'hurt or annoyed at this negligence, I was
glad, only hoping for his coming on my birth-
| day.

Eyery day that week I rose with the lark,
walking alone in the garden, seeking to recall
my sins of omission or commission in days
past, so that Imight refrain from again falling
into like errors.

After an early breakfast the carriage would
drive up ; Katja or one of the maids would
get in with me, and we would drive the three

| miles to the church. When I reached there,
I remembered that prayers were offered
for ““all who entered in the fear of God,”
and I took great care to ascend the two or
three grass-grown steps with a reverential
mind. :

There were usually only ten or twelve per-
sons present, principally farm laborers or
peasants. 1 tried to return their salutations
with friendliness and humility, and always
' bought from the sacristan (an old soldier) a
| lighted candle to place before the holy picture.
Through the chief door of the Holy of Holies *
I could see the altar-cloth which my mother
had embroidered. Over the holy screen stood
the two angels which had seemed so grand to
my childish eyes, and above them floated the
dove with the golden glory, a never-failing

|

lar i i i WL 2
rfglf 3 footst_ep which kept pace with mine, | source of wonder and admiration to my infant
Katja’s creaking shoes, and the lady-moon of | | . 4

other nights looking on between the interlaced | Behind the choir railing stood the font in
ailing :

: : e ;
bo}ttﬁll? ;)tt.ltlt}iéllilidzllfijt?:i’.criod a voice near Fch S e Trl D
v S | a stole made from my father’s pall, and }16
: read the mass in the same monotonous voice
“Who said that, and why?”’ I wondered, |in which I had heard him baptize Sonja,
until Irecollected it was Katja’s voice, and that | yead the burial service over my father and
she was afraid of frogs. Isaw the tiny fellow | mother, The same old women whom I had
hop away from my feet and sit motionless in seen at church for yeurs were there, leaning
front of us, so that his small shadow was against the wall, éazing with tear-dimmed
clearly reflected on the path, eyes at the sacred picture over the choir,
“You are not afraid?” questioned Sergei | murmuring their prayers with their toothless
Michailitsch. T glanced up. There was a | mouths. t’I"hore was nothing new to me in all
gap in the trees where we stood, and I saw | this ; indeed it was holy to me through old
distinetly his bright, kind face. He had said, and tender associations, but in these days it
“You are not afraid,” but the words I heard | seemed to have a new and strange significance.
were, ““ Ilove you, beloved ! Ilove you!” and | | joined in the prayers with devotion, pray-
light, shadow, eyes, and land, all repeated ing earnestly that God would enlighten me,
again and again, *“1loye you | ” when T did not understand, and to forgive
when I erred through ignorance. When

We walked until Katja said it was time for
us to go in. I had compassion on the poor i L o a
soul, for why was she, too, not young and
happy and beloved ?

# Tn Russian churches, the Holy of Holies, into which

no woman must enter, is separated from the body of the
| church by a screen or wall, with three doors,

We returned to the veranda, but although
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the priest said, “The blessing of God be
with you,” it was asif actual bodily com-
fort and security had been received, and
my heart had been flooded with light and
warmth.

When Katja was not with me, 1 always re-
turned home on foot. It was a real pleasure
to be able to step out into the wet, dirty
road, as if I was gaining some spiritual good
by a sacrifice of my personal comfort.

One evening I overheard our good pastor
tell Katja that the peasant Simon had been
to the parsonage that day to beg for a few
planks to make into a coffin for his daughter
who had just died.

““Are they so poor as that?” I asked.

““Very poor ; so poor they have not salt for
their bread,” he answered.

I felt as if something sharp had pierced
my heart, and telling Katja I was going out
for a walk, I ran up stairs, gathered together
all my money (which was not much, it is true),
and ran through the garden toward the vil-
lage. I reached Simon’s hut unobserved,
laid the money on the window-sill and
knocked. The creaking door was opened,
and a voice demanded, who was there? I
shrank away and ran home as quickly as I
could, trembling with excitement.

In the interyals between the chureh servi-
ces I spent much time in reading the Gospels,
and the more I read them, the more simple
and peaceful seemed the story of that God-
like life, the more firm and stable the hope of
a future life through Jesus:

I cannot tell how good and loving every one
was to me at this time; even Bonja, whose
lessons were more or less of a trial to me
always, now took exceeding pains to be stu-
dious and obedient.

In thinking over all those to whom I might
have given offense, in order to ask their for-
giveness before receiving the Holy Supper, I
remembered a lady in the vicinity, of whom I
had made fun a year before in the presence of
one of her friends, and who since then had
never visited us. I wrote to her, acknowledg-
ing my fault and begging her forgiveness.
She returned a note, in which she exonerated
me and accused herself. I wept for pleasure,
as [ read the smple, kindly missive. Now I
began to understand why Sergei Michailitsch
had said that true happiness was only to be
found in living for others. I dreamed nomore
of society, or of travel, but of quiet, home-
life in the country, of self-abnegation, of love,
and peace. :

I partook of the Holy Supper on my birth-
day, and I left the church in such a frame of

. exaltation that I dreaded the return of my old

life. We had scarcely alighted from the car-
riage after the gervice, before a well-known
cabriolet thundered over the bridge, and I
recognized Sergei Michailitsch. He con-
gratulated me, and we entered the hall to
gether.

Never had T felt such ease in his presence
ag on that morning. Tt was ag if I moved in
a world quite above him, of which he knew
nothing. I opened the piano, but he closed it,
putting the key in his pocket and saying,
“Do not play to-day, there is a harmony in
your soul better than music.”

During dinner he announced that he had
come not only to congratulate me, but to say
good-by also, as he purposed starting for Mos-
cow the following morning. He looked at
Katja as he said this, but I saw his eyes sweep
my face as if he feared to see trouble there,
But I made no remark, so confident was I that
he would not go.

Sergei Michailitsch wished to leave soon
after dinner, but Katja had lain down, and he
was obliged to wait to say good-by to her.
Being very warm in the drawing-room, we
went out on the veranda.

We had hardly taken our seats before I be-
gan the conversation which was to decide the
fate of my love. Where my quietness and self-
possession came from I do not know. It was
as though another were speaking by my voice.

Sergei Michailitsch sat opposite me, leaning
against the balustrade and picking the leaves
from a twig of syringa which he held in his
hand. When I began to speak he let the
branch fall, and leaned his head on his hand,
an attitude which quite as frequently indj-
cates disturbance of spirit as repose of mind.

(70 be continued.)

An Honor Well Deserved.

WE are glad to learn that Mr. B. F. Reinhart’s
latest work, the beautiful picture of ¢ Consola-
tion,” which we deseribed in our last issue, is in
process of reproduction, and will thus be placed
within the reach of a large class of admirers of
artistic works of the highest class, as the copies
will be sold for ten dollars each. The process by
which the chromos are being made is unequaled
for clearness and faithfulness in the reproduction
of details, and we understand that so confident is
the lithographic artist of the perfection to which
he has brought his methods, that by the terms of
his contract with regard to this picture, he binds
himgelf to lose his labor, should a committee of
experts be able to distinguish the original paint-
ing from among five of his chromo copies.

This is a great test, and we sincerely hope the
work will stand it, for it is rarely that the com-
position of a picture appeals so strongly to human
sympathies as this one by Mr. Reinhart, and it
would be bard fo confine to one favored gallery
or drawing-room, what is so evidently meant for
all mankind.

Corféspondents’ Class.

Tais department is intended exclusively as a means of
communication between those who have questions
to ask in regard to art decorative, industrial, or art
proper, and those who have information to give to
those seeking it. Questions in regard to literary and
social matters, household, fashions and the like, belong
to the department of the Ladies’ Club. The * Class
r(rl‘:u(iet3 adhere strictly in future to its original purpose.--

“A. Havyonn.”—Take your box with divis-
ions in it. In one of these make a pale tint of
Indian yellow and erimson lake ; in another a tint
of French blue ; mix a little of the other with it, so
as to make it pearly ; charge your swan quill brush
pretty full with this pearly fint, and then work in
the crimson tint, gradually adding a little more
Indian yellow as you approach the horizon ; carry
the tints down to the edge, varying with burnt
sienna, or more yellow, or the pearly tint, accord-

ing to the nature of the subject. When dry, if the

colors are not blended sufficiently together, or if
too dark, pass the flat brush, with clean water,
backward and forward, to subdue and soften them,
The whiteness of the paper will thus be removed
by a graduated tint, which may be made available
as an undertone for the colors that come over it.
The sky may now be delicately tinted with pure
French blue, and clouds formed. The distant hills
can be carefully painted in with pearly gray, and
increased with more color as you proceed toward
the middle distance, adding more or less madder,
brown and yellow ochre, as the subject may re-
quire. The distant hills may be strengthened, if
required, with a little French blue, and perhaps
warmed with a little crimson lake. Let the fore-
ground be paler than the general tone; the sky
and hills should be finished before the trees are
commenced. Have a free touch, leaving little
openings now and then for the light to strike
through ; beginning at the top and working down-
ward, with your brush pretty well charged, vary-
ing the greens as you wish them ; making them
with gamboge, raw and burnt sienna, and Prussian
blue. Increase the tone of the shadows with
another brush, but with the same color, only add-
ing a trifle more blue, and some crimson lake to
make a neutral tint. The foliage that catches the
sunlight should ineline to a yellow tint. Paint the
trunks and stems with Vandyke brown. Repeat the
tints on the foliage when dry, until the required
form and depth are obtained. For winter trees,
cobalt blue and Vandyke brown, mixed, make a
good color to paint in the network and branches
of fine trees. Some artists, in finishing their paint-
ings, use gum to bring out and enrich colors.
Never use gum water in the sky or distance, as it
washes off so readily, and disturbs every color near
it. In finishing up the picture, you are referred to
the different methods of producing effects by wip-
ing out and scraping. The opaque white is very
serviceable in finishing, or for assisting in the in-
troduction of figuves in the foreground. Parts can
be penciled in with white, and stained over with
the requisite color.

¢“N. P. B.”—Dissolve salt in soft water, float
your engraying on the surface, picture side up ;
let it remain about one hour. Yoursecreen, box, or
table should be of bird’s-eye maple, or other light-
colored, hard wood ; varnish with best copal or
transfer varnish. Take the picture from the water,
dry a little between linen rags; then put the en-
graving, picture side down, on the varnished wood,
and smooth it nicely. Ifthe picture entirely covers
the wood after the margin is cut off, so that no
varnish be exposed, lay over it a thin board and
heavy weight ; leave it thus in press over night.
If you wish but a small picture in the center of
your wood, apply the varnish only to a space the
size of your picture. Dip your forefinger in salt
and water, and commence rubbing off the paper;
the nearer you come to the engraving, the more
careful you must be, as a hole would spoil your
work. Rub slowly and patiently, till you have
taken off every bit of the paper, and left only the
black lines and touches of your picture on the
wood, in an inverted direction. Finish up with
two or three coats of copal varnish.

“B. G.”—1. Varnish your shelves with cabinet
varnish. Make it as follows: To one gallon of
alcohol add six ounces of gum sandarac, three
ounces of gum mastie, one half ounce turpentine
varnish ; put all in a tin can, and in a warm place,
occasionally shaking. Twelve days or go will dis-
solve the gums.. Strain, and it is ready for use.
This varnish is good for any sort of wood work,
violing, ete.

2. Jennie June’s Cook Book will probably an-
swer your purpose. The Household Department; of
the Magazine is a treasure in itself. Many house-

keepers take a blank book and collect receipts
from its columns,




—

"c;

I IS G o aY WL Gl

£ G0 LI0 G QI A GI0 T G0 QL QLAY GIS GAS LD B0 T G18 GLD GLD GRS (LD G GAD 010 GAD G QA0 Qe G0 Gl G G0 GL Gl L (b Tl

10 DI G GID 01 G0 0 G GI QI

Syl

g eyt vy (eptepphreh

TR DD O LY G DI Q17 QXS Qb Gl GLe b QL QI GAo QLD Q1) QLD QLD 1 Cle! G\

X

Rrare ety

5
‘A
]
3
]
A
4

G:

1879.

DEMOREST’S MONTHLY MAGAZINHE,

A correspondent writes :—* Some of your read-
ers may like to know of the following simple
method for PREPARING SKELETON LEAVES.

‘“The old method of preparing skeleton leaves
by macerating them in water for several weeks,
rubbing away between the fingers all the de-
cayed matter, and then bleaching them in the
sun, was enough to tax the patience of a Job,
and was not only tedious, but very frequently un-
satisfactory, for some of the more delicate veinlets
having become too soft, they were apt to be rubbed
away with the cellular matter.

¢“The new method, which I car honestly recom-
mend, has many advantages over the old plan;
very litfle patience is needed; it is cleanly, and
the skeleton is ready for mounting or placing in
the vase in three or four hours.

“ First dissolve four ounces of common washing
soda in a quart of boiling water, then add two
ounces of slaked quick lime, and boil for about
fifteen minutes. Allow this solution to cool, after-
wards pour off all the clear liquid into a clean
saucepan. When the solution is at boiling point,
place the leaves carefully in the pan, and boil the
whole for an hour. Boiling water, sufficient to re-
place that lost by evaporation, should be added
occasionally. The epidermis and parenchyma of
some leaves will separate more readily than others.
A good test is to try the leaves after they have
been gently boiling about an hour, and if the
cellular matter does not easily rub off between
finger and thumb beneath cold water, boil them
again for a short time. When the fleshy matter
is found to be sufficiently softened, rub them
separately but gently beneath cold water until the
perfect skeleton is exposed. The skeletons are at
first of a dirty white ; to make them pure white,
and therefore more beautiful, it is only necessary
to bleach them in a weak solution of chloride of
lime. I hayve found the best solution is a large
teaspoonful of chloride of lime to a quart of water,
if a few drops of vinegar is added it is still better.
But do not allow them to remain too long in the
bleaching liquor, or they become too brittle and
cannot be handled without injury. Fifteen min-
utes is quite sufficient to make them clean and
white. Dry the specimens in white blotting paper
beneath a gentle pressure.

 Simple leaves are the best to experiment on, the
grape, ivy, poplar and beech make excellent
skeletons. The best months for gathering speci-
mens are July and August. They should never be
collected except in dry weather, aud none but per-
fectly matured leaves ghould be selected.

WLy, T 10
QUESTIONS.

“Cor. Crass :—Can you give me full directions
as to painting flowers in water colors? 1. Colors
and materials ? 2. Paper, its preparation ? 3. Green
leaves? 4. Yellow flowers? 5. Blue flowers? 6.
Purple flowers ? 7. Scarlet flowers ?

¢ MARIA J—"?

“(Cor. Crass:—Will any one inform me the
kind of paint used in painting on Bristol board af-
ter painting the design with glue?

S$Mzs. J. B H2

“(Cor. CLass:—Will you inform ¢ZLZawra’ the
method of preparing fish scales for making flowers
and ornaments, and oblige Mgs. L. A. L.”

“Conr. CLass :—1. Can you tell me how to paint
a photograph by that new method of pasting it to
a concave glass, and then making it transparent
with oil # 2. Can you give me a list of colors for
the same purpose ? ARIVLE.”

“HEALDSBURG.

“ (or. Crass :—Can decalcomanie be used with
zood effect on white silk ? Would it do to use it in
place of painting on silk jewelry ? Will you please
give me the process, and also a few hints in using
water colorg for gilk jewelry? LAURA.”
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New vlndustries.

DurING the past few years there has been an
astonishing reduction in the prices of nearly every
article of daily use and consumption. To be sure,
many of them had reached, previous to that time,
an abnormal altitude, and were bound to find a
lower level with the return of hard money, and a
legitimate basis for business operations. But these
are not what we desire to call attention to now.
The directions in which the most important reduc-
tions have taken place have been by specializing
certain departments, and applying machinery to
production, so that articles are now turned out by
the gross, where they were formerly by the dozen,
and are so much more readily available as to have
multiplied purchasers in almost the ratio of in-
creased production.

Take, for example, the single item of straw hats.
Formerly, one new one during the season would
have been considered a liberal allowance to each
member of any family. In fact, they were fre-
quently cleaned and re-cleaned for several years in
succession, not only for the mother, but also for
each of the children. The every-day head gear,
the hack, was a sun-bonnet made of cotton or
gingham, and the prettiest ones, when stiffly
starched and ironed, their narrow ruffling quilled
or goffered, were considered dressy enough for
afternoon calls and tea parties, in the country.

The straw and leghorn hats, which were only
used for church going and ceremonious occasions,
cost more in the first place, but they were inti-
nitely more durable, perhaps because they were
taken much better care of, the ribbons always
rolled up and pinned, and a thin old linen handker-
chief kept for a covering, even in the recesses of
the bandbox, when the bonnet was not in use.

Now, straw hats are literally turned out by the
ton, and are bought by the dozen. The first cost
is not much ; from fifty cents to a dollar will buy
very respectable school and every-day hats, for
either girls or boys, and from one to two dollars,
hats ready trimmed, that are quite good enough
for Sunday-school, and church wear. But the
agpregate cost of the number of hats purchased
in a family is very large, much larger than formerly.
The every-day straw hats are now knocked about,
just as the sun-bonnets were formerly. The im-
perfectly cured braid splits and eracks in two weeks
under such hard usage, and in two months has
found a place in the ash barrel.

The same is true of made-up clothing. Outfit-
ting stores for ladies and children are filled with
masses of cheap cotton and woolen garments, run
together so that they drop apart almost before
they are put on. They are cheap, almost, as dirt,
and eyerybody buys them, because they are so
cheap ; but no one feels the richer for having
them, because they are of so little account after
they have got them. They add constantly to the
mass of accumulated rubbishin a family, and after

| being thrown about for a while, they finally, like

the old straw hats, find their way to the collector
of refuse.

The single item of tomatoes, among the provis-
ions, perhaps affords as good an illustration as
any of the specializing process, and its power of
transforming a little incidental produet into an
important branch of industry. The prolific na-
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ture of the tomato, its cheapness, and its availa-
bility in the ecanned form, have within a few years
increased the demand for it as a vegetable, prob-
ably, one hundred to one. The production of the
cheap cans alone, in which fruits and vegetables
are preserved for table use, is a new department,
which in itself creates another, that of the col-
lector of the empty cans, which are no longer
useful when they have been once unsealed and
their contents disposed of. It is a trial to many
a thrifty housekeeper to throw away anything
which has not been worn out, and old cans, broken
hats, and what is called truck of various kinds,
developed by modern methods, has been allowed
to accumulate in many a closet and cellar, because
the mistress of the mansion could not find it in
her heart to at once throw out what only the day
before had cost money to bring in. 8till, it had to
come to that finally, and if she had entered into
the subject a little more closely, or only watched
from her window for an hour or go, after the ref-
use barrel had made its appearance on the side-
walk, she would find the representatives of half a
dozen professions, poking about with sticks, and
engaged in disinterring those specific articles which
find the place and furnish the motives for their
separate vocations. Some collect the straw hats,
some the rags, others the cinders, and still others
cans and broken bottles. Sometimes a genius
will come along who has different receptacles for
each of these species of débris, but he is a Vander-
bilt in his way, capable of carrying on compli-
cated concerns, and may own a brown stone fronf
up town, and send his children to boarding-
school.

Quite recently, a woman was diseovered, a
widow, who, left penmiless, in desperate need,
applied herself to this mode of making a living.
Being a woman of resources, however, and intelli-
gence, she soon found she could make more by
hiring children to go out and collect for her. At
the present time, she does a flourishing wholesale
junk business, and her two little girls have a
French governess.

o4
i )

A * Summer Holiday.”

(See page Engraving.)

THE pleasant peculiarity which strikes one in
looking at the scenes of by-gone days, of which a
“summer holiday " is a felicitous example, is the
cordiality and good-will with which all joined in
the festivity, from the highest to the lowest, from
the oldest to the youngest.
| The fun is of a boisterous, and noft over-refined
kind. A group on the grass in the foreground are
playing “hunt the slipper,” and the boys, some
of them at least, are making the most of their
privileges. But the old grandam is seated near
by with her stick, and a chubby little grandchild,
and an aged grandsire, perhaps the pastor of the
village, is assisted toward the midst of the merry-
making by a maiden, who is probably his daugh-
ter. Some of the party are eating and drinking,
and a gay group are dancing to the sound of the

pipe, while my lord and my lady recline beneath
the spreading branches an old oak tree, and ex-
‘amine the illuminated pages of a book of the
| troubadour songs of the period.

Life was not always so peaceful or arcadian in
those old feudal times, but it is eomforting to
think that in all times there have been the house-
| hold ties, the sweet human affections, the friend-
' ships, and the associations which make the spot
' where we have lived and loved so dear to us.
Doubtless evil passions crept in, and sometimes
despoiled the fair picture; but we will not let
them intrude upon this charming one of a summer
holiday.
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The Gospel of Work,

It has been a question for some years past what
to do with the girls. Old ideas, which ordain that
the woman should stay at home, have been modi-
fied by the simple fact, that thousands of women
and young girls, in these modern days have no
home, except such as they can make for them-
selves, and have been compelled to solve their
own problem in the best way they could.

When the necessity for actual bread and butter
for ourselves, and others who may be dependent
upon us, is pressing, there is no time to weigh ab-
stract questions, or make nice distinctions. A
drowning man catches at whatever will enable
him to reach terra firma, and the instinet for life
is just as strong in drowning women. With many
it was drudgery or death, and they submitted to
the drudgery. Their experience, however, huas
taught them a lesson, and they determined that
their daughters, if they had any, should be better
equipped than themselves, for fighting the battle
with the world, that is forced upon them. ;

And, it must be said, that the young women are
coming to the front nobly. The question of what
to do with them, they are answering for them-
selves; they are doing whatsoever they can find
to do, and generally with all their might.

They are gradually becoming the majority, as
teachers, clerks, saleswomen, and superintendents
of departments in large establishments. Largely
increasing numbers are also employed as book-
keepers, telegraph operators, journalists, and
short-hand reporters. Wherever they obtain a
foothold their conscientiousness and devotion
enable them ta keep it, and in the department of
industrial art, they have really created a new
industry, in painting, wood-carving, and artistic
needlework.

Work is solving the problem of existence for
our girls, and at the same time, developing a
strength of character which will tell favorably on
future generations. Work has been called the
saviour from moral degradation, but the taking
hold of it with earnestness and a steady purpose
is also evidence of moral elevation. A purposeless
life is never a good life, and the advantage which
men have had over women has principally consisted
in the fact, that work was considered honorable
for one, and not for the other.

Instead of what shall we do with our girls, the
question will soon be, what we shall do with our
boys. It is not the girl’s fault that she is forced
to oceupy a man’s place, and fight the battle for
herself and others. Men have stepped down and
out to such an extent, that women have been
largely compelled to shoulder their responsibili-
ties, and it is only the instinct of self-preserva-
tion that has roused women of all classes to a
conviction of the necessity of thorough equipment
for all the emergencies that may arise, and a
realizing sense of the folly of that false pride which
would leave their daughters at the mercy of cir-
cumstances, public and social, which wreck so
many lives.

#0ff a Lee Shore,”

(8ee Frontisplece in, Oil.)

Tars vivid *“bit”” reminds one strongly of
Turper, and illustrates the poet’s line about a
“painted ship upon a painted ocean.” Its strong
lights and dense shadows can only be appreciated
when lit up by the sun’s rays, or a brilliant. shaft
of light from a reflector.  The effect ata proper
distance, under these circumstances, is very
striking.

The Close of a Useful Life.

Tue death of Mrs. Sarah Josepha Hale, who
was editorially connected with Godey’s Lady’s Book
for upwards of forty years, removes another
of those old and respected names which have been
most widely known and honored in American
homes, Mrs. Hale, like most of the pioneer women
writers and editors of the present century, was not
consciously trained for the task, but was forced
by the necessity of supporting her five children,
when left a young widow, to seek some other re-
source than that of the needle for keeping the
wolf from the door. The emly education, how-
ever, of the young women of that day, and espe-
cially their habit of reading a few of the best
books, instead of many worthless ones, formed per-
haps as good a preparation as could have been
made for her life-long work of conducting alady’s
magazine, within the limits which the ideas of the
time demanded. That she performed her duty
faithfully and well, the readers of two generations
know ; and that she not only executed much other
good work, but left the imprint of a pure and
noble mind upon many efforts made for the ad-
vancement of women and public good.

¥

Summer Holidays.

TaE great secret of lealth and pleasure is
change, not perpetual or incessant change, but
occasional change from the routine of ordi-
nary existence to something that is quite differ-
ent in its influence upon the mind, as well as the
body. People who have no settled home or set-
tled life, do not enjoy change, because restlessness
and uncertainty are evéry-day facts, and the most
agreeable change to them would be fixity—the
settling down into quiet, uneventful routine.

The most of us, however, are bound by certain
necessities to regular modes of life and habits of
thought and work, and the best use to which we
can put the few weeks more or less of the occa-
sional holiday that nature demands, is to get out
and away from our usual surroundings, and make
the change as complete and thorough as possible.
Those who live by the sea, or in its atmosphere,
should go into the mountains, or some rural inte-
rior where the resinous air comes laden with the
odor of pine woods, rather than the salt of the
ocean,

People who live in cities go to the country,
but it is quite as useful for those who live in the
country to come occasionally into the city. It is
almost a misfortune that the rich dwellers in fine
houses go to great hotels, and watering-places,
It would be better for them to camp out in the
woods, build their own fires, cook theirown meals,
and allow the hard-worked wives and daughters of
farmers in thinly populated districts to taste, for
a brief period, the delight of living in a crowd,
and having dainty food provided without personal
superintendence.

But this would be revolutionary, and we have
no desire to carry the doctrine of change to such
conclusions. All we ask, in the interests of Liealth
and prolonged enjoyment of dife and work, is,
that every one shall bear the fact in mind, that
change is a law of our being, and that the pres-
sure of modern life makes this change from the
routine of a working existence, more necessary

than it ever was before, if we would escape the |

dangers which surround us. Suicide and insanity
are the foes which threaten the weaker human
elements in our modern civilization, and it is only
by careful adherence to the laws of temperance,
regularity, and change, that we can live out our
day, and enjoy the sunset of life in peace and
tranquillity.

#Tell’s Chapel.”

(See page Engraving in Tints.)

Wz could not do a betier service to our readers

than in presenting them with the charming pie-
ture embodied in the present number, of the
chapel of William Tell, or what has been known
as “Tell’s Chapel,” on the shores of the beautiful
bay of Uri, in Switzerland. Every one is interested
in that romantic country, so famous for its pic-
turesque mountain scenery, its brave, independent
men, and honest, true-hearted women, and among
all the traditions of its past history, none has
seized more strongly upon the imaginations of the
people throughout the world than the story of
William Tell. The chapel was one of the objective
points of all tourists, and though the old building
of which we present the picture had begun to
crumble, and detach itself from the rock from
which it had never been completely isolated, and
has since been taken down, yet its frescoes and
external symbols, consisting of a bell, bearing
date of 1590, and having on it the figures of three
confederates taking an oath with raised right
hands, have been removed with great care, and
very successfully, and will be transferred to the
new edifice, which already approaches comple-
tion ; and will be further embellished with figures
illustrative of the story of William Tell and in-
teresting contemporaneous facts in Swiss history.

Uri is one of the three older cantons, Schwytz,
and Unterwald being the other two, from whence
issued the independence of Switzerland. Near
the gorge-like bay of Uri, with its mountain peaks
rising straight up out of the water, is the Gritli,
a green, or meadow, where thirty men belonging
to the three cantons above mentioned, met in
November, 1307, and took a solemn oath to free
their country from the Austrian yoke without re-
taliating the injuries they had suftered. There is
alegend to the effect that the bursting forth of
three springs hallowed this oath. The rising took
place the following year. All the military strong-
holds were seized, and the invaders qxpelled ina
spirit of faithful adherence to the pledge that had
been taken. In 1858, the owner of the Griitli un-
dertook to build a hotel on his property, but was
prevented by a subscription among the children
of Switzerland, who raiscd double the amount of
money required for its purchase.

poaes ool S e
The Valley Farm.
(See page Engraving on Steel.)

Was there ever a prettier picture of dewy cool-
ness and freshness than this of a valley farm in
Cornwall, England? The gnarled and knotted
branches of the old trees enshrine the homestead,
and throw their protecting arms about it as if
they loved it. The fat, sleek cattle wade con-
tentedly through the brook on their way to be
milked. The pretty daughter of the house is
being paddled home from her berrying expedition
in the woods. The light shadows are beginning
to fall upon the uplands, the swallows are flying
homeward, and the entire scene is so utterly
sweet and restful, as to make one almost ache

with longing to be able to enter in, and make a

part of the seeming overflow of all gentle and
kindly influences. And indeed, a Devonshire
valley farm is the abiding place of many virtues.
Its foundations are built in the solid stone, and
are firm as the everlasting hills. Within its cool
recesses are miracles of clotted cream, and sweet
grass butter, and fresh eggs worth their weight in
silver. Its cleanliness is something to be reveled
in and remembered ; its lavender-scented sheets
will never be forgotten, and its abundance of all
living, vital, healthful forces, constitute it a world
in itself, or rather a Paradise into which we may
hope and pray no serpent will ever enter,
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My Heusekeeping Class.

BY MRS M. C. HUNGERFORD.,

«Tais is what I call a lark,” says Jennie with
great satisfaction, as the whole housekeeping class
embarks on one of the Hudson River boats for a
short trip.

1 have written to the old lady at whose cottage
pear Nyack [ boarded one summer, asking p(:.r-
mission to bring some friends to spend a few
hours with her, and we are off on what looks like
a pleasure excursion, but which I sagely believe
will take on something of the nature of a business
trip.

Just before our boat reaches.the landing, I dis-
cover and point out the little old-fashioned house
of Aunt Betsy, as everybody called her.

“(Can we get a carriage at the landing ?°7 asks
Miss Kitty, a little anxiously.

“ A earringe would be of small account for so
many of us,” I answer. ‘“We should fill three,
and really I think we are all able to walk the mile,
and shall enjoy it too.”

“0Of course we shall,”” said Sophie Mapes. “I
for one, wouldn’t miss the treat of a country ram-
ble for anything.”

“Tt would be very unfeeling to call on the old
lady in a procession of three carriages. She would
be sure it was a funeral stopping at her door.”

The walk is an enjoyable one, and we are in
such cxcellent spirits that the distance seems
nothing, and before we expect it we are at the
gate of Aunt Betsy’s little garden. She sees us
and comes down the path to meet us, gaunt and
grim in appearance, but in reality warm-hearted
enough.

“Sakes, what a heap of girls!” is her greeting,
as ghe peers through the lilac bushes at the little
erowd behind me.

“Yes, Aunt Betsy,” 1 say, squeezing her bony
brown hand. *“I have brought some of my friends
to lunch with you; but don’t look so startled;
every one of ug carries a basket, as you see.
We've brought our own refreshments ; all we ask
is the use of your table and the pleasure of your
company to lunch.”

“1 deelare,” vows Aunt Betsy, trying her best
not to smile.

“Its going to be a kind of donation party, only
the donations are going to be eaten up by the
awfully hungry people who bring them,” says
Jeannie, in her pretty smiling way.

Aunt Betsy hag to draw in the corners of her
thin lips to keep from beaming. *There’s been
parties of that kind given to ministers "fore now,
an’ that's all the good they done. Folks brought

“I remember your beautiful old china,” say I,
““and 1 am not surprised at your care of it. To tell
you the truth, T am glad you insist upon washing
the dishes yourself, for I want my young friends
to see you do it, and take a practical lesson in
the art.”

to know how, already,” says Aunt Betsy, ‘“‘and
I'm sure they look smart enough.”

*I should think anybody could wash dishes,”
says Jeannie, trying to look very practical. * All
you have to do is to dip them in hot suds and
wipe them dry. It’s as easy as wink.”

I very hurriedly change the subject, for the
contempt written so legibly on Aunt Betsy’s puck-
ered face is alarming. The girls busy themselves
emptying their baskets and depositing the con-
tents in the beautiful deep blue dishes, and old
eray china plates that make the old fashioned
dresser look like a section of an art exhibition.

Aunt Betsy -spreads a clean cloth over the ex-
tension table, the only modern thing in the house,
and sets out small plates of India ware and tiny
egg-shell cups that maie some of the girls scream
out in eestasy, and run to look on the bottom for
cabalistic explanatory marks. Our hostess is quite
in the habit of seeing summer boarders wake to
rapture at the sight of her valuable china, so she
takes our admiration kindly.
‘Tt really seems like tempting Providence to
use such lovely things,” says Bessie Mead.
T should like to know why ?”’ says their owner.
“PBecause there is such a risk of their getting
broken.”
“«T do'no who's going to break them,”
Aunt Betsy. 1
« Seryants break ours,” affirms Bessie, ** Mam-
ma has to match up, as she ealls it, our ordinary
china every year. She suys they crack and nick it
using too hot water to wash it in.”
Aunt Betsy accompanied a disdainful toss of
her head with a very expressive sniff, but uttered
no comment.
I, being familiar with her moods, say nothing
then, but when the girls become enthusiastic over

says

take the favorable moment to urge my request
that she give us a lesson in dish-washing. She
consents, and I am in rather a hurry for the lunch
to begin and end, so the lesson by example may
be taken,

Eating is a slow process, however, with such a
jolly chattering-crowd as we are. We seat Aunt
Betsy at one end of the table to preside over the
chocolate, of which we have brought a jar, and
Sophie Mapes has made ready for use by pouring
on hoiling water. It is the nicest preparation of
(rhocolnte.which comes any way, but with thick
cream in the bottom of each fairy cup it is a drink
for goddesses as Jeannie says, indicating the ap-
plic{tinu of the title to us all, by a graceful sweep-
ing gesture.

But we finish at last, and Aunt Betsy begins to

their victuals and get to work and ate them up,
and made a sight of work besides,” ghe rejoins.

“But,” says Jennie, not daunted by a speech
which sounded not altogether gracious,  we don’t
mean to make any work. If you will lend us
plates and things to uge, we'll wash all the dishes
when we get through.,”

T ain’t any special objections to lending you
all the dighes you want,”” says our hostess, “hut
['m free to say, that I ain’t willing to have any-
body wash up china in this house but myself.
I've done it steady without help ever gince I could

stand alone, and I always expeet to, no matter
how big a fambly there ig, nor how hof the

weather happens to be,”

Lo,

make her preparations for clearing up; she

| serapes the crumbs and seraps from all the plates
into one, picking out the bits of cold chicken and
tongue to save for Julius Casar, the cat, who has
| gone intoseclusion with great suddenness, in high

| disgust at the invasion of so large a party.

| A

We all help to carry the rare china into the

[
| tion wait to see

“T should say all of these girls were old énough '

a helmet creamer with real country cream in it, T |

|

| to do the heft of the work, and you don’t need to
wash up the things only just on occasions. I
wouldn’t blame you though if you ingisted upon
‘tending to the best china yourselyes, unless your
mas always do.

| . The picture Jeannie’s imagination conjures up
of her elegant mamma washing dishes, is so en-
tertaining that the effort at suppressing all visi-
ble signs of mirth, makes her lose her balance
and drop off the table she has perched upon.

T hasten to say, that we should all be only too
glad to wash the best china and do a bundred
other things, if we lived in flats or in country
houses, where working in the kitchen did not. in-
volye so much going up and down stairs. I
make my own bread,” I continue, rather afraid
my audience will think I am not much of a house-
keeper, ““and do all the fancy cooking, such as
desserts, cakes, and ‘ flummery ’ of all sorts, and I
have a hand in the getting up of nearly every din-
ner, but I have to leave a good deal to servants.”

«“Well,” resumes Aunt Betsy, pouring warm
water into her dish-pan and stirring it with a piece
of brown soap, “I feel for you if you have to
leave anything to them careless hired girls. 1'd
just as soon have a man come in and crack up my
china with a hatchet, and make one joh of it and
have the worry over to wonst, as to have one of
them reckless creturs take hold and destroy it
| piece by piece, nicking, cracking and breaking
till there warn’t a whole piece left.”

She works away as she talks, and we watch the
system there seems to be about every movement.
Into the dish-pan of warm soapy water she dips
first the tumblers, next the cups and sancers, and
then all the other dishes in the order of the clean-
est first, saving the dirtiest till the last. Her di=h-
cloth is not a dirty rag, but a square of linen
neatly hemmed and as white as a tablecloth. Two
large milk-pans are upon a table near her, and as
she washes each dish in turn she puts it in a pan,
placing the pitchers, bowls, and other large pieces
in the middle, and ingeniously arranging the plates,
saucers, and flat dishes about them so that they
stand upright supporting each other. The tum-
blers she stands upon a little inclined shelf at the
end of the sink, with little lengthwise grooves
‘ hollowed in it. The spoons and forks she leaves
| to the last, and after washing the latter with care-
| ful attention, wiping each tine with the dish-
| cloth, she puts both spoons and forks whercver
| she can find room for them between the dishes.

|  Having gone so far, she goes to the stove, and
| taking from it the tca-kettle, she pours the hot
water from it over the dishes that are piled in the
| pans. Very slowly and carefully she lets the
. stream run over each dish, and then goes through
| the same showering of the glasses, the water
| running from them into the little grooves and
down into the sink.

| “Ts that the way you wash your dishes ? 7’ asks
| Jeannie, ““ and what do you do next?”
| “Wait and see,” is Aunt Betsy's ealm reply, as
| she pours the dish-water out of thelarge pan, and
| with a little brush draws the erumbs and other
accumulation into a4 eorner of the sink, and takes
them up. She turns then to the dishes, and one
by one takes them out of the pan. They are
| nearly dry, just a few drops of water or steam on
the surface and a little wet place where they
| rested in the water on the bottom of the pan.

|

kitehen, and then in attitudes of respectful atten- | With a clean dry towel she wipes off the moisture,
dishes washed by a mistress of | and lays the plates and saucers in piles, and ecar-

| the art. Aunt Betsy had grown quite genial by | ries large pieces to the cuphoard or dresser, where

i this time, and evidently enjoyed being the center

| of attraction,

| they belong, without laying them down first.
Each article is as polished and shining as bright

¢« aint likely I can teach such smart-looking | new silver, and the hot water has dried on them
oirls anything new,”’ she blandly observed. “ Most | g0 quickly, that as Jeannie says approvingly, ¢ wip-

| likely every one of your mas keeps a hired girl too ing them is mere fun.
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Preparing Autumn Leaves and
Ferns, etc.

BY C. G.

A GREAT improvement on the old and tedious
mcthod of preparing autumn leaves by means of
pressing under weights, and final dressing with
oil or varnish, is found by curing them immedi-
ately after they are gathered, by means of wax or
spermaecti, and this may be done in either of two
Wiays.

1st. Heat a smoothing iron quite warm, but it
must not be hot enough to *“siss ”’ when touched
with the wet finger, rub lichtly over a ball of wax
or spermaceti, and iron both sides of your leaf,
taking carve that each side gets a thorough coat-
ing.

2d. Melt your wax or spesmaceti—spermaceti is
rathier the best—in a glazed earthen cup or bowl,
Jjust hot enough to be perfectly liquid ; dip in your
leaf or fern, and lay on a smooth, flat surface to
dry.

To such ladies as are in the habit of making
wax flowers, the bits of waste wazx, 0 matter what
color, may be used as a substitute for spermaceti
in the dressing of autumn leaves. It is now too
late for the preparation of the beautiful maple
leayes, the most deservedly popular of all autumn
leaves, but many of the hardier kinds of leaves
still remain. The dark green trailing vines of the
blue snyrtle, smilax, and the variegated CUONYINOUS,
are lovely, preserved according to the above meth-
ods, and make charming additions to the toilet,
looking as fresh and glossy as if newly plucked.

The leaves of the beech tree, after they have
turned entirely brown, if gathered and treated ac-
cording the preceding directions for autumn
leaves, and then made into crosses, wreaths,
frames for small mottoes, pictures, etc., resemble
leather work.

But by far the loveliest ornament in rustic deco-
ration I ever saw, was made as described below.

Searching through the woods early in Novem-

ber, in quest of leaves and mosses, I came upon a [

maple tree with one low, bending branch, just in
reach of my eager hands, and the coloring of
whose leaves was dazzlingly brilliant with tints too
exquisite for any artist’s pencil save that of the
Great Master. How to preserve this treasure in
all its loveliness was the subject of several hours’
study, when I finally hit upon the following :

First I pinched off all the leaves from my
branch, and dipped them in liquid spermaceti, and
laid them on a flat surface to cool, and when they
were dry, Iplaced them between a few newspapers,
with old books on top for weights, for a few
hours, to make sure that the leaves would not
curl up. Here and there on the rude, thick
branch, from which T had taken the leaves, I
glued little shreds of wood-moss. Next I pro-
cured some fine annealed wire, and cutting it

Readings—No. 2.

BY CHADWICK.

“Om! Mrs. Whipple ; it is a piece of good luck
to have met you on my way to the library, for I
know you can tell me of some book to get, suitable
for the mother of seven children. I want some-
thing high principled, with a religious undertone,
and still sprightly.”

¢ Mrs. Mainwaring's Journal’ would please
you, I think, Mrs. Beck,” replied the lady ad-
dressed. ‘It is a record of the struggles and ex-
periences of a mother who aimed to bring up, in
the fear of God, nine of her own children and two
half-orphans thrown upon.her.”

‘Then, tell me also of something for Miss Beck,
whose confinement with her father is wearing
upon her.”

€ Miss Mitford’s Letters and Life ’ would inter-
est her, perhaps,” said Mrs. Whipple, “as the
said lady’s existence was wonderfully merged in
that of her parents—her father’s, particularly.”

*“ And for Charlie, who is studying geology, and
filling the house with specimens ?

““Get ¢ Aunt Margaret’s Visit,” a London publi-
cation, written by Miss G. M. Sterne.” 3

“ Mrs, Eustis is coming to pass the evening with
me, :nd we would like to read together some good
periodieal article. What can you recommend ?

“In the November and December numbers of
the International Review is a fine article on * Suc-
cessful Mediocrity,” by Albert Rhodes, United
States Consul at Rouen. I am sure it would inter-
est your friend,” replied Mrs. Whipple.

“Thank you, thank you,” said Mrs. Beck.
“You are more valuable than a living encyclo-
padia, for you put us in possession, not merely
of the definitions of the words, but open to us
fountains of intellectual pleasure.’

Ornamental Work.
JET CROSSES, FRAMES, ETC.

A DECIDED novelty in crosses, frames for small
pictures and similar ornaments, and one that
strongly resembles carved jet, can he made by
pounding thick black glass into fragments, heat-
ing them very hot in the fire to soften the sharp
edges, and then attaching them to the surface of
the article you wish to decorate, by means of
strong glue.

In making picture frames or crosses, a light
wood foundation is preferable to cardboard, as it
is less likely to warp.

Blue, green, crimson, ¢ ¢ other colored glasses
may be substituted for black in making orna-
mental work, if the surface of the article first be
colored the same shade as the glass. A very

in bits of the desired length, wound them with
narrow strips of grayish green wax—such as is |
used in making wax flowers—and with these T at- |
tached my leaves, as nearly as possible in their
former places on the branch. From a little bird’s
egg, found early in the spring, I made a mold of
Plaster of Paris, and with a few sheets of robin’s
cgg blue wax, I turned out four wee eggs ; these
I put in a real nest, and placed in the * egoteh” of
my maple bough, and the whole, placed ahove a
picture in my parlor, is the admiration of all be-

holders.
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transparent glue must he used to fasten the par-
ticles.

Morrors.—Exquisite mottoes can be made as
follows : Cut a piece of very stifl’ cardboard the
desired shape and size of your motto. Give the
upper surface a thick coat of mucilage, and over
this press the thickest and best pure white cotton
wadding. When this is firmly attached and the
gum quite dry, gently pull off the smooth up-
per surface of the wadding, and very gently
pull up; here and there, that which is attached to
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August,

the eardboard, and sprinkle with diamond dust,
such as is used for wax flowers, and you haye
what looks like snow. This for the foundation.

Having ready your letters or other designs for
the motto, cut in hin cardboard_, cover them
with glass of the desired color—different colors
mixed are pretty—fasten on the cotton founda-
tion. and frame with a border of black glass.
Christmas and New Year's mottoesare very pretty
with the border and lettering made of evergreens
mixed with white and scarlet berries.

Another beautiful motto is made by covering
a heavy cardboard foundation “:ith pale blue
frosted plush or velvet, the lettering, ete., made
of white cotton wadding frosted with diamond
dust, and the frame of motto made of white glass.

Exceedingly unique and rustic looking mottoes
and other ornaments by fastening on to a card-
hoard foundation the dry greenish-gray moss found
on wood’s bark as a background, and making the
lettering, designs, ete., of light green moss, that
has been pressed for the purpose, and tiny ay-
tumn leaves, and such pressed flowers as relain
their colors. Frame with cedar spray or the slen-
der branches of the pine-tree from which the
necdles have been removed.

Moss Framges.—Very prefty frames for small
photographs or engravings may be rr}mle of the
wood’s moss before referred to, that is found on
the bark of most forest trees, and in profusion on

that of apple-trees.

To make these frames, make stiff cardboard
foundation, attuch the moss with giue, coml.nefw-
ing with the lightest shades of moss for the inside
edges of frames and the darkest for the outer
edges.

Now go over the surface of the moss \’f'ith a
brush that has been dipped in very thin mucilage,
and whilst yet damp sift over it diamond dust or
the fine glass that may be had at any glass factory.

ARTIFICIAL Moss.—Take green single zephyr,
shaded in the skein, or you may mix the shades to
suit yourself, and split it carefully.

With a medium-sized steel e¢rochet hook, knit
a foundation chain of seven stitches, strips a yard
or more in length in single crochet. When you
have knit as much as you think you will need, wet
it thoroughly in the following solution :

One cup of warm soft water, one tablespoonful
of alcohol, one teaspoonful of strong spirits of
ammonia, and the whole stirred with a bit of white
soap until it makes a slight lather. When thor-
oughly wetted, squeeze out the strips, and press
between thick cloths or papers with heavy warm
irons until every bit of moisture has been ab-
sorbed. Let it lay a few days, the longer the
better, before using.  When you wish to use the
knitted strip, overhand it very closely lengthwise
of one edge with green thread or zephyr, cut the
other edge of the entire length, wasting as little as
p()ssibl(',.- Now cut in slits, half an inch apart,
unto. within one eighth of an inch of the over-
seamed edge, and ravel out, and you will find that
you have a lovely imitation of moss. Sew in alter-
nate strips on your foundation for frame or mat,
and you may frost if you choose, the same as the
real mMoss.

This artificial moss is especially pretty for lamp
mats, or as a binder for rugs that have been
worked on burlaps canvas. For this latter pur-
poseitis pretty knitted in shaded brown. Instead
of the crochet hook this moss may be made with
coarse steel knitting needles in garter stitch.
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Gardening.

BY BUSY BEE.

Eeypr seems to lhiave the honor of first leading
in garden culture, and from that country it was in-
troduced into Roime, and as far back as 534 B.c. the
fame of the garden of Turquin comes down to us,
The gardens of Assyria aund Babylon were very
celebrated in ancient times. In modern ones
those of France and Italy are well known. In
Spain the oldest garden was that attached to the
palace of the Moors in Seville. The hanging gar-
den of Limerick, Ireland, has some celebrity.

The first thing to be done

in a garden is, of course, to prepare a right soil, in
which authorities seem to agree, that as a general
rule a mixture of clay and sand, giving preponder-
ance to the sand, is the best. Execavate the soil to
two fect, and if gravelly fill with good loam, but
if clayey fill with gravel. Bulbs require common
puilding sand, aud should be planted from two to
six inches deep.
Time for digging.

If possible a garden should be dug in dry
weather, and most gardens need little manure,
the chief danger lying in giving them too much.
For a very moist, slimy soil, lime is good ; but
never put lime and manure together. Perennials
should be set deep, and the earth should be
brought well up to the collar of the plant.

Sowing seeds.

The soil for seeds should be light, rich, and
finely pulverized. A good way is to even the
ground with a piecé of board, strew the soil over
the seeds for the eighth of an inch (sweet peas an
ineh), after that press the earth down with the
board. Leaf mould from the woods sifted on, or
mould of decayed refuse hops, will start the seeds
more quickly. All sorts of seeds may be sown
the last of April or the first of May; the hardy
Kinds you can put in earlier. For starting seeds
in the house shaliow boxes are very useful. May
is generally the time for putting out lilies, peo-
nies, and other hardy plants; also for planting
seedling verbenas in the open air—putting out
geraniums.,

What a florist told mne.

That in a dry time it was better to give plants
a good soaking once a week, than a little water
every day. That August is the month of months
for layering roses—taking new shoots about a foot
loug, and slitting slantwise to prevent splitting
off, mixing sand with the soil, and keeping the
layers well covered. That fuchsias, to slip well,
must be cut off with a heel, and not straight
across. That short cuttings are more likely to |
live than longer ones, and they should be cut off
just under a bud. That pots are just as good for
lha(ling young plants a8 some arrangement which
admits more light and air, and at the same time
turns off the sun’s direct rays.

That hellebore and whale-oil soap were both
excellent destroyers of the insects that infest
fuchsias and rose-bushes. 3

That charcoal in water will keep flowers fresh
alonger space of time.

That the secret of successful growth in cuttings
1810 maintain greater heat at and around the root,
than on the plant.

That some plants require twice as much water
48 otheys,

That pure sand, kept moist, answers better to
Y00t cuttings in than half sand and soil.

That lemon verbenas are best propagated by
layers, making a slit in the layer on the upperside,
ot on the under, which l'l.'llﬂl'lK it more likely
o snap asunder.
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Law as it Relates to the Family
—The Right of Courtesy.

BY LILLIE DEVEREAUX BLAKE.

.As was said in our last article, on the widow’s
right of dower, the old English common law forms
the basis of all the jurisprudence of this country.
Inr article I, section 19, of the Constitution of New
York, it was formally adopted as the law of this
State, ‘‘ subject to such alterations as the legisla-
ture shall make concerning the same.”

This old common law consisted of a body of en-
actments dating back, many of them, to the feudal
ages, and all based, where women are concerned,
o.n the idea, originally a humane one, that a mar-
ried woman should have no existence separate
from her husband, and that all the property should,
on marriage, become his.

As Blackstone, in his lucid commentaries on
these laws, says, “ The husband and wife are one,
and that one the husband.” In a less enlightened
age, the complete protection given to the wife
probably compensated, in a great degree, for the
loss of liberty, and laws which to-day seem op-
pressive were originally framed as a kindly shield.

The right of dower, or the life use of one-third of
the husband’s real estate, was given to the widow
as a provision for her comfort ; but the correspond-
ing right secured to the husband far outweighed
that given to the wife, as he was, by the common
law, which prevails in nearly every State in the
Union to-day, secured in the right of ¢ tenant by
courtesy,” that is the absolute use, for his life, of
all his wife’s real estate.

In many States no statute enforeing this right
can be found among the laws, but as the common
law always steps in as authority where there is no
special enactment to abrogate it, we find the old
privilege thus stated in Blackstone’s Commenta-
ries:

“WWhere a man marries a woman seized of an
estate of inheritance—that is of lands and tenc-
ments in fee simple or fee tail—and has by her is-
sue born alive, which was capable of inheriting
her estate, he shall, on the death of his wife, hold
the lands for his life as tenant by the courtesy.”
1t may be of interest to explain that the expres-
sion “tenant by the courtesy ” came from the fact
that it was a law not known on the Continent, and
hence anciently, when English and French laws
were more closely allied, this privilege was spoken
of as giving the widower the right of tenant by the
courtesy of England.

This law, as was explained in the article on
dower, applies only to the real estate. A wife, as
well as a husband, has the right, in this State, to
bequeath her personal property as she pleases,
while if she dies intestate, leaving children, her
personal property is distributed precisely as a hus-
band’s would be under the same circumstances—
one-third to the husband, the remainder being di-
vided into equal portions among the children.

But if a woman possessed of a fortune marry,
and if within a year she and a baby child both die,
her husband will, in nearly every State in the Un-
ion, become possessed of one-third of her personal
property, and have the entire use of all her real
estate for his life.

Very singular results sometimes flow from this
law. “We know of one instance where a young
man wooed and won a beautiful girl who had in-
herited a large fortune from her grand-uncle. At
the time of the courtship, she was l‘iving with her
parents on the handsome old family homestead,
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whielh was in reality hers. After a brief engage-

ment, she was married, and in less than a year died
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in giving birth to a child, which survived its mother
only a few hours. The Lusband, as the bride-wife
left no will, became possessed at once of the home-
stead and all the other real estate, and the surviv-
ing parents were forced to seek another home, and
reduced in their old age from wealth to ubsolute
poverty. It is almost needless to add that the
young widower lost no time in marrying again,
and bringing a stranger to enjoy his wealth.

Of late years, ip this State, since a married wo-
man has been given the right to make a will. it
has been contended that this right might be held
to confliet with the right of courtesy, but the main
body of rulings has been on this point, as they
usually are on all points, in fayor of the old ns-
age.
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Women of Yesterday and To-day.

A BRILLIANT LIFE.

BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.

THE old-fashioned custom of writing long let-
ters, filled with the details of one’s personal and
social life,had mueh to recommend it. It is un-
fortunate that it has nearly gone out of existence,
notwithstanding cheap postage and rapid transit.
Instead of the leisurely epistle of our grandpar-
ents, we have now the touch and go of the postal
card, or the tiny folio of note paper, scrawled over
in haste, and bearing nothing but commonplaces.
We rush through our correspondence in the fag
ends of our time, and the letter-making spirit is
dying for want of proper encouragement. It is
doubly a pity, for not only do we lose an element
of pleasure and of culture, as we yield to the
pressure of the unromantic present, but we are
joining in a crusade against the future. What
will not the readers of the coming days miss from
the memoirs, which the press shall send forth for
their perusal? The abundant charm of those
which are now published, certainly lies in the
grace, spontaneity, and variety of the letters they
contain.

Mrs. Fanny Kemble, having, as she tells us,
‘“come to the garrulous time of life, the remem-
bering days, which only by a little precede the
forgetting ones,” has given the world the reminis-
cences of her youth. They fill a thick volume, in
which is not one dull page. She could not have
compiled them so successfully as she has, but for
a happy providence. She came into the posses-
sion of a collection of her own letters, addressed
to one dear woman friend, written during a pe-
riod of forty years, and amouunting to thousands.
They really formed a history of her life—a life
most vivid. intense, and picturesque—and as well,
they afford another evidence, were it needed, of
the strength, sincerity, and beauty of friendship
between women.

Fanny Kemble was born on the 27th of Novem-
ber, 1809, in Newmapn Street, Oxford Road, Lon-
don. The Kembles are illustrious in the annals
of the stage, and Fanny, growing up under the
shadow of her father, and of her aunt, the great
Mrs. Siddons, was predestined to a successful
career. She always thought, however, that she
owed quite as much to the peculiar organization
of her mother, and to her careful training, as to
the traits inherited from her father’s side.

Her mother was the daughter of Captain De-
eamp, an officer in one of the armies sent by revo-
lutionarggFrance to invade republican Switzer-
land. Her grandmother, Captain Decamp’s wife,
was the daughter of a farmer near Berne, and
from her early home, you could see the Jungfrau
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range. Mrs. Kemble's love of forests, of moun-
tains, of running water, of kindling autumn col-
ors, and dazzling winter snows, has always been
a predominant characteristic, and she fancies,
with probably muech reason, that it is the blood
of her Alpine grandmother, which throbs in her
veins, and claims kindred to the wild, the beauti-
ful, and the mysterious in Nature.

Captain Decamp, like many others of his na-
tion, sought a home in England, when the storm
of the revolution had spent its fury. Here he en-
deavored to support his family By exercising his
gifts as a teacher of the flute and as a draughts-
man. But health failed, and after six years of
bitter struggle with poverty and disappointment,
he died, leaving a wife and five little children, of
whom the eldest, Fanny’s mother, was not yet in
her teens. Through her childhood, this little
creature had been accustomed to acting, having
begun to personate juvenile characters under a
celebrated French elocutionist, Le Texier, while
still almost a baby. She had been the pet andy
protegée of the aristocracy, and George the Fourth
had often held her on his knee. Bravely the
young girl assumed the position of the family
bread-winner, and before her marriage, and for
some years after, appeared frequently on the
stage, where she was always a favorite. But her
dramatic gifts were not her only or highest claims
to regard. She was a fluent talker, and a graceful
writer. She sang and played with rare and exquis-
ite ability. She was a capital horsewoman, and
walked so well that people stationed themselves on
provincial promenades to gaze at her. She was a
devoted wife and mother ; she knew how to make
home happy, and, not the least of her endow-
ments, she was an excellent, cook. “Well do I
remember,”” says Mrs, Kemble, ¢ the endless sup-
plies of potted gravies, sances, meat jellies, game
jellies, fish jellies, which filled the shelves of her
store-room.”” This good mother, like many an-
other who shall read this sketch,.did not encour-
age in her daughters much attention to this useful
branch of houschold knowledge. She thought
them better employed in acquiring lady-like ac-
complishments, and perhaps underrated the value
of what came to herself so easily. Many a time
later on, however, would one daughter, keeping
house on a southern plantation, have joyfully ex-
changed all her boarding-school attainments for
the skill which would have produced a wholesome
and palatable dinner.

Mrs. Kemble’s childhood was a joyous one.
During her earlier years she managed to give not
a little frouble to her parents and teachers, for,
joined to her cleverness was a good-natured con-
tempt for authority, and a sweet-tempered indif-
ference to punishment, which made it very diffi-
cult to keep her in her proper place. A friend
one day asked her, ¢ Fanny, why don’t you pray
to God to make you better?” ¢ So I do,” was
the quick reply, *“and he makes me worse and
worse.”” Her father, proud of her childish beauty,
one day took the opportunity to buy for hera par-
ticularly pretty cap, in which, during her mother’s
temporary absence from home, he insisted on
displaying her to company, “In consequence of
which,” she avers, *“I am a disgracefully dress-
loving old woman of near seventy, one of whose
minor miseries it is, that she can no longer find
any lace cap whatever, that is either pretty or he-
coming to her gray head.”

Her school days were passed partly in France,
and partly in England ; and at sixteen she was a
heautiful girl, with fine eyes, teeth and hair, a
vivid complexion, and good features. - At this
time, owing to her mother’s seepticism concerning
vaceination, she was purposely exposed to the
gmall-pox, which shé took so violently that she
nearly died, and from which she sufferel great
When first she was to appear on

disfigurement.

the stage, her mother said sadly, ¢ Well, my dear,
they can’t say we have brought you out to exhibit
your beauty ! Yet, plain as the face had grown,
it did not always lock so! The intellect, the
esprit, the brilliant, sparkling, effervescent woman-
hood back of it, made it often very beautiful, so
that a friend said one day, ¢ Fanny Kemble, you
are the ugliest and the handsomest woman in
London.”

Though coming of a family of distinguished act-
ors, Mrs. Kemble was never able thoroughly to
love the theatrical profession. Aecting she en-
joyed, and was able to lose herself in her part,
and to enter into it with an abandon and identifica-
tion, which were the trucst evidences of genius;
but the stage was not to her taste, and she ac-
knowledged that she never studied heartily, nor
put her whole soul into her vocation. Later, I
shall quote a very emphatic statement of her feel-
ing about the matter, which always jarred to some
extent upon her fine sense of what was due to
womanly reserve. Somectimes at the very flush
and height of her triumphs, when hundreds were
gazing at her breathlessly, there would come upon
her a vehement desire to drop the assumed role,
and out of lersclf say something to the people.
The impulse—one of those curious ones we all
have at times to do impossible things in impossi-
ble places—was never yielded to ; but, if she could
have obeyed it, what do you suppose would have
been hor little sermon ? Just this: “Be good ! be
good!”’ .

Ah! how much she enjoyed in one day, in one
night, in one year, this lovely English girl, with the
French strain in her body and soul. How she loved
dancing, and musie, and riding, and rapid exercise,
and the tilts of gay conversation! Could she ever
give up dancing, she thought, or riding, little
knowing, says the quiet old lady, reviewing her
youth, “how easily they would give up me!”

When she arrived at womanhood, her parents
had met with reverses, and needed her assistance.
Her duty to them, made her go on the stage, tak-
ing naturally the family profession. Had she
been free to follow her inclinations, literature
would have enlisted her, for she had the student’s
bent ; she possessed an affluent vocabulary, and
wrote with precision and purity. It is a positive
pleasure to linger over her pages, so perfect in
the style, and so unconsciously are its ornaments
worn. One is continually meeting with surprises
of word-painting, with delicate bits of criticism,
and with philosophical reflections on men and man-
ners. Besides, at the period of Mrs. Kemble's en-
trance on mature life, her father’s house was sought
by a band of gifted young men, whose names have
since beer known wherever the English tongue is
spoken. Thither came her brother’s friends and
college mates, among whom were Arthur Hallam,
Alfred Tennyson and his brothers, Frederick
Maurice, John Sterling, Richard French, William
Donne, the Romilleys, the Mackins, William
Thackeray, and Richard Monckton Milnes. Of
this group, Sterling was most magnetic in manner,
and apparently richest in promise. Hallam scemed
already invested with light from the other world,
and Tennyson, having just published his earliest
poems, was the theme of much criticism, some
| sapient reviewers condemning his polished verse
| savagely : while others, among whom were the
Kembles, discerned in it that prophecy of future
greatness which has been so royally fulfilled.

The profits of literature must be slowly reaped,
and they who desire its harvests must await them
| with unwearied patience. The daughter of Mr.
and Mrs. Kemble could not see the furrows of care
' deepening on beloyed brows, and not use her ut-

graphic. Let us read it, as the débutante herself
remembered the scene, after many years.

“My mother, who had left the stage for up-
ward of twenty years, determined to return to it,
on the night of my first appearance, that I might
have the comfort and support of her being with
me on my trial. We drove to the theater very
early ; indeed, while the late autumn sunlight yet
lingered in the sky; it shone into the carriage
upon me, and as I screened my eyes from if,
my mother said, ‘Heaven smiles on you, my
child.” My poor mother went to her dressing-
room to get herself ready, and did not return to
me, for fear of ‘increasing my agitation by her
own. My dear Aunt Dall and my maid and the
theater dresser performed my toilet for me, and
at length I was placed in a chair, with my satin
train carefully laid over the back of it ; and there
I sat, ready for execution, with the palms of my
hands pressed convulsively together, and the tears
I in vain endeavored to repress swelling up into
my eyes, and brimming slowly over, down my
ronged cheeks, upon which my aunt, with a
smile full of pity, renewed the color, as often as
these heavy drops made unsightly streaks in
it. Once and again my father came to the door,
and I heard his anxious, ¢ How is she ?’ to which
my aunt answered, sending him away with words
of comforting cheer. At last, ‘Miss Kemble
called for the stage, ma’am !’ accompanied with
a brisk tap at the door, started me upricht on my
feet, and I was led round to the side scene, oppo-
site to the one from which I saw my mother
advance on the stage, and while the uproar of
her reception filled me with terror, dear old Mrs.
Davenport, my nurse, and dear Mr. Keely, her
Peter, and half the dramatis persone of the play
(but not my father, who had retreated, quite un-
able to endure the scenc), stood round me, as I
lay, all but insensible, in my aunt’s arms. ¢ Cour-
age, courage, dear child, poor thing, poor thing,’
reiterated Mrs. Davenport. ‘Never mind ’‘em,
Miss Kemble !’ urged Keely, in that irresistibly
comical, nervous, lachrymose voice of his, which
T have never since heard without a thrill of any-
thing but comical association. ¢Never mind
’em ! Don’t think of ’em, any more than if
they were so many rows of cabbages!’ ‘Nurse!’
called my mother, and on waddled Mrs. Daven-
port, and, turning back, called in her turn, *Ju-
liet |7 My aunt gave me an impulse forward, and
I ran straight across the stage, stunned with the
tremendous shout that greeted me, my eyes cov-
ered with mist, and the green baize flooring of
the. stuge feeling as if it rose up against my feet
but I got hold of my mother, and stood like a terri-
fied creature at bay, confronting the huge theater
full of gazing human beings. I do not think a
word T uttered during this scene could have been
audible ; in the next, the ball-room, I began to
forget myself ; in the following one, the balcony
scene, I had done so, and, for aught I knew, was
Juliet ; the passion I was uttering sending lot
waves of blushes all over my neck and shoulders,
while the poetry sounded like music to me as I
spoke it, with no consciousness of anything before
me, utterly transported into the imaginary exist-
ence of the play. After this, T did not return into
myself till all was over, and amid a tumultuous
storm of applause, congratulation, tears, embraces,
and a general joyous explosion of unutterahble re-

{lief at the fortunate termination of my attempt,

we went home.”

It is worth the while of young ladies who look
upon a trinmph of this kind as the summit of
earthly ambition, and who envy the queens of the
drama, to read and ponder the suggestive remarks
with which Mrs. Kemble concludes her account

most endeavor to lighten their burdens. Having
earned the part of Juliet, and practiced it with
her parents for auditors, she made her first ap-
ipcur:lm-u, the deseription of which is sufliciently

{ of this turning point in her life.
* And so my life was determined, and I devoted
myself to an avoeation which T never liked or
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honored, and about the very nature of which I
have never been able {o come to any decided
opinion. It is in vain that the undoubted specific
acts of great actors and actresses suggest that all
gifts are given for rightful exercise, and not sup-
pression in vain that Shakespeare’s plays urge
their imperative claim to the most perfect illus-
tration they can receive from histrionie interpre-
tation ; a business which is incessant excitement
and factitious emotion, seems t0 me unworthy of
a man ; a business which is public exhibition, un-
worthy of a woman.”

The solid results of this venture on the part of
the gifted young actress were very gratifying.
They speedily raised her family above the need of
pinching cconomy, and placed them in ease and
luxury. Invitations into the best society, and the
admiration of the great, were freely bestowed
upon the favorite of the day, and London was at
her feet. But, partly owing to native good sense,
and partly to the wise and judicious candor she
met with at home, her head was not turned, and
she remained a simple-hearted girl, spending her
mornings in study, reading profound books, and
piously pouring her golden gains into her mother’s

lap.

Not the least charm in Mrs. Kemble’s autobiog-
raphy, is her way of saying bright or thoughtful
things in passing. Thus, about matrimony: “A |
well-assorted marriage, as the French say, seems
to me like a well-arranged duet for four hands; |
the treble, the woman, has all the brilliant and |
melodious part, but the whole government of the ;
pieee, the harmony, is with the bass, which really |
leads and sustains the whole composition, and |

keeps it steady, and without which the treble, for | in the English Department of Vassar College, has
the most part, runs to time merely, and wants recently been appointed Professor of English Lit-

depth, dignity, and real musical importance.”

Aud thus, concerning delight in nature: ““The \ stitute, which is located at Ft. Plain, N. Y.

colors of a patch of purple heather, broken banks
by road-sides, through which sunshine streamed; ‘

| is the value of prime donne.

often mere effects of light and shade, return to |
me again and again like tunes, and to shut my |
cyes, and look at them, is a perfect delight to me. |

I suppose one is in some way the better, as well

as the happier, for one’s sympathy with the fair |

things of this fair world, which are types of things |

yet fairer, and emaunations from the great Source | delphiia, the first American woman who has been

of all goodness, loveliness, and sublimity. Surely
God loves beauty, for from the greatest to the
smallest, it pervades all his works.”

The fmpression produced upon the mind, by
reading the life of so large a woman—large of
goul, wonderfully receptive, large in her oppor-

tunities and generous in the use of all her powers— | French women who have obtained the academic

is upon the whole ennobling. It gives one an
idea of the immense room for progress and expe-
rience, which may be found in a life of seventy
years. It is not possible here to touch upon her
friendships, which were strong and steadfast, and

which run throngh the woof of her story, like |

triple-twisted cords of gold.
the people of her times whom most of us would
most have wished to meet. She was held dear
and prized highly by Mrs. Jameson, Bryan Proc-
tor and his wife, Laurence, Lady Byron, and
others equally conspicuous for genius or good-
ness, Her acquaintance with Sir Walter Scott
was delightful,
congenial friend in Miss Catharine Sedgwick, and
captivated the hearts of many whose names are
eminent. Indeed, thig peculinr spell of pleasing
and attracting lingers with her still, since what
#he chooses to call ““old woman’s gossip,”’ has
drawn around her, in her age, a host of new ad-
mirers,

Her marriage to Mr, Pierce Butler was infelici-
tous, It took place on the 7th of June, 1834,
With a single sentence stating the faet, she closes

her Records of o lirlhood, from which I have |
"after light.

drawn the materialg for thig narrative.

She met nearly all |

| land in the parish.
| to her, and she nominates the guardian for the
| parish, the present guardian being Mr. T, W,
| Lloyd, of Coweshy Hall, near Northallerton, the

f » own shores she found a | - ~7 : .
Oiouniaw RO | Chairman of the Thirsk Board of Guardians.

What Women are Doing.

The Woman’s * Central Club,” of California; is
forming branch elubs throughout the State.

‘Women are Liked as Members of school boards.
In Edinburgh, Miss Blyth and Miss Stevenson,
who have been members of the two previous
Boards (since 1873), were recently re-elected. At
Liberton, England, Miss Redpath, a member of
the late Board, was re-elected. X

Mary Hall has been made a commissioner of the
Superior Court of New Haven, by the appoint-
ment of Judge Beardsley. It is the first of the
kind in the State.

Miss Mary Putnam took the prize in the life
class at Cooper Institute for a head, which ac-
cording to the judges showed ‘breadth and
delicacy "’ of treatment.

The Vigorous Figure Drawing for which Miss
Jennie Branscombe received a prize at the Acade-
my of Design, was on exhibition at the June
meeting of “Sorosis,” at the Club Rooms at Del-
monico’s.

Value of Prime Donne.—Upwards of £1,000
(%5,000) was returned at the box-office of Her Maj-
esty’s Theater in two days, in consequence of the
disappointment caused by the illness of Mme.
Etelka Gerster and Mme. Christine Nilsson. Such

Mrs. Martha B. Marett, of New Haven, left an
estate of about $167.000, and among her legacies
was $500 to John K. Carroll, a newsboy, who did
her a service once when her house was on fire.

Miss Georgianne E. Watson, formerly a teacher

erature and Moral Science in Clinton Liberal In-

Selma Borg is achieving marked success in her
efforts to introduce the old time and wonderful
musie of Finland -and Sweden in this country.
Her concerts in Philadelphia, New York, Provi-
dence, New Bedford and Boston, have been rich
and rare treats to all lovers of characteristic music.

In Woman's Words for May appears a sketch
and likeness of Dr. Annie D. Ramberger, of Phila-

graduated from the Dental College of that city.
She has been practicing her profession since 1874.
Among the decorations on the walls of her office is
a certificate of the Centennial Exhibition awarded
for her mechanical skill in dentistry.

The Paris Gazette des Femmes gives a list of

degrees. -There are five doctors of medicine, three
licentiates of science, two bachelors of science
and letters, gix bachelors of seience, and twenty
bachelors of letters. These degrees have all been
conferred since 1866,

A Lady Overseer.—The township of Hood
Grange, England, in the Thirsk Poor Law Union,
has but one ratepayer in it, Mrs. Ann Leckonby,
who is overseer, she renting the whole of the
The highway rate is charged

The Indian Mother’s Devotion.—Emma, a prom-
ising young Indian girl at the school at Red Lake,
died on the 22d. A runner was sent to tell her |
mother, who was making sugar thirty miles away, |
and she started in the evening on her lonely marel) |
to the agency, through forests of pine—whose dark |
tops seemed to chant a requiem to the departed— !
through swamps, over deep unbridged rivers, in |

the darknesg of the night, without food, without

The Demand for the Right of representation
dates as far back as the time of Moses, when
the five daughters of Zelophebad demanded from
him a position in Israel. Their father and broth-
ers being dead, and possessing no male relative,
they justly considered that they ought to have a
voice in the council, in consideration of the prop-
erty they were left alone to administrate. There
is nothing new under the sun.

Miss Irishis a Young Lady only twenty years
old, who has been employed as Assistant Librarian
in the Department of the Interior, and has been
doing the foreign correspondence in that depart-
ment. She knows German, Spanish and Italian,
and is credited with uncommon tact and discre-
tion in conducting the correspondence. When
her father—now Chief of the Bureau of Printing
and Engraving—was connected with a legation
abroad, Miss Irish, then a child, was much petted
by Auerbach, the novelist, and since she has
grown up, she has made a translation of one of his
novels, which pleased him so greafly that le
wishes her to translate all his later works.

Lessons in Housekeeping.—Several young la-
dies, among thiem Miss Lulu Wickham, daughter
of the ex-Mayor, and the daughter of Mr. Wm. E.
Dodge, jr., have been of late giving gratuitous
lessons to the elder girls of the Five Poirts House
of Industry in housekeeping, and yesterday the first
exhibition of the proficiency of the pupils was
given. Sixteen girls were seated at a table, and
in turn they practically illustrated various phases
of household work. From boxes they drew min-
iature breakfast materials ; cloths were laid on
miniature tables, and then the tables were set to
the sound of .the piano. Miss Wickham asked a
series of questions regarding the setting of a
breakfast table, and the girls replied in song. The
setting of a dinner table and bedmaking followed,
and the girls were duly warned to keep their fin-
gers off the rims of tumblers, and not to leave bed
clothes untucked at the foot of a bed. Miniature
washtubs appeared, and the girls sang as they
rubbed, a chorus of

“Ta, la, la,
Up and down we rub the clothes,
With all our might and main,
Rubbing spots away ;
And splish, splash, splash, off goes a stain ;
Splish, splash, goes the stain,
Tra la la, tra la la, tra 1a Ta.”

A Curious Case has just been tried in Paris.
Mme. Pourcher, a very good-looking woman, was
placed at the bar on the charge of cutting and
wounding, with intent, ete. It was shown that
the prisoner, a laborious, honest woman, and
mother of five children, had an unfaithful hus-
band. One morning she armed herself with a re-
volver, and awaited her rival at the door of her
house. When Mlle. Augustine saw the injured
wife, she fled, and darted up the stairs of a neigh-
boring house, hotly pursued by Madame Pour-
cher, who fired, but unfortunately shot a man
named Chollet instead of her rival. Mme. Pour-
cher acknowledged her erime, and declared * that
lier infention was to kill Mlle. Augustine, who ate
the bread of her children. Neither tears nor entrea-
ties had had any effcct on her husband.” After
hearing M. Pourcher and Chollet, who had re-
covered, the Solicitor-General rose, and in feeling
terms asked the jury to record a verdict ““ sucl: as
morality even more than humanity demanded.”
The judge also took the extraordinary course of
demanding the acquittal of the prisoner. If is
hardly necessary to add that Mme. Pourcher was
at once released, and her husband was condemned
to pay Chollet $200 damages.

The Girls’ Friendly Society. hegun in London,

sleep or rest, and she reached the agency soon |has some twenty thousand members, and three

hundred and forty-four branches. Sister societies
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have also been established in Scotland, Ireland,
and Ameriea, Its object is to assist young girls
leaving home and going out into the world to earn
their bread, either as domesties, or .in industrial
establishments. .

The Nursery and Child's Hospital, founded up-
wird of twenty-five years ago in this eity, by
Mrs. Cornelius DuBois, has, in its City Home, and
Staten Island Branch for sick children, an aver-
age of one thousand inmates. Attached to the
Home is a Kindergarten for children of three
years, and a school for those who have reached
five years of age. At the latter they are taught
reading, writing, cyphering, sewing, and mend-
ing, and their proficiency before reaching ten
years of age would shame many children of for-
tane. Mrs. DuBois is still the First Directress,
but is assisted by an active and efficient corps of
Lady Managers. The “Branch * consists of fifty
acres of land upon the most beautiful part of
West New Brighton, two main buildings, and
fourteen cottages, including a * Sanitarium,” or
Winter Room, inclosed with glass. The institu-
tion owns all this, and its Home in the ecity is
quite free from debt, and has a surplus in its
treasury for some needed improvements.

‘Women Practitioners in Berlin.—The passer-hy
_in Berlin may see three signs, bearing the names
of those to whom this near proximity can bring
no harm. Dr. Tiburtius, chief army surgeon;
Frau Dr. Henriette Tiburtius, Amer. Dentist ; Frl.
Franziska Tiburtius, Dr. Med. for women and
children. .

Dr, Tiburtius is one of the most busy of dent-
ists, to whose care the Crown Princess of Germany
and the Princess Friedrich Carl intrust their chil-
dren, and who is especially sought by the upper
circles; she is no less the tender, loving mother
and an excellent hostess.

After her day’s work is fulfilled, she bathes and
takes care of the children, oversees her domestic
affairs, which are conducted upon a pleasant as
well as economical basis.  Inthe cosy wintereven-
ings, she finds time to receive a cirele of men and
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tate, and how respectfully I have dealt with those,
which, by the laws of God, of nature and civil
polity, wit, religion, government, and honesty,
you, my dear, are bound to, I pray and beseech
you to grant me, your most kind and loving wife,
the sum of £1,600 per annum, quarterly fo be paid.
Also, I would (besides the allowance for my ap-
parel) have £600 added yearly (quarterly to be
paid) for the performance of charitable works,
and those things I would not, neither will be ac-
countable for. Also, I will have three horses for
my saddle, that none shall dare tolend or borrow :
none shall lend but I: none borrow but you.
Also, I would have two gentlewomen, lest one
should be sick, or have some otherlet. Also, I
believe that it is an indecent thing for a gentle-
woman to stand mumping alone, when God hath
blessed their lord and lady with a great estate.
Also, when I ride a hunting, or hawking, or travel
from one house to another, I will have them at-
tending ; so, for either of these said women, I
must and will have for either of them a horse.
Also, I will have six or eight gentlemen ; and I
will have my two coaches—one lined with velvet,
to myself, with very fair horses, and a coach for
my women, lined with cloth ; one laced with gold,
the other with scarlet, and laced with watch-lace
and silver, with four good horses. Also, I will
haye two coachimen ; one for my own coach, the
other for my women. Also, at any time when I
trayel, T will be allowed, not only carriages and
spare horses for me and my women, but I will
haye such carriages as shall be fitting for all ; not
pestering my things with my women’s, nor their’s
with chambermaids’, or their’s with washmaids’.
Also, for laundresses, when I travel, I will have
them sent away with the carriages, to see
all safe; and the chambermaids I will have
go before the grooms, that the chambers may
be ready, sweet and clean. Also, for that it
is indecent to crowd up myself with my gentle-
man usher in my coach, I will have him to have a
convenicnt horse to attend me either in city or
country ; and I must lLaye two footmen ; and my

women who meet there in stimulating and sympa-
thetic companionship.

Not only has Dr. Henriette Tiburtius opened a |
way for the study of women, she is a brave and phil-
anthropic woman, and has quietly performed many
deeds of benevolence. The most important is the
establishment of a dispensary for poor women |
and children, in which the first two female phy- |
sicians settled in Berlin have become active pio-
neers—Dr. Lemus and Dr. Franziska Tiburtius. |

The example of this courageous and skillful |
woman, remaining ever the attractive, tender, and |
loving wife, induced her husband’s sister Franzi-
ska, at that time a teacher in England, to decide to
study medicine. After she had prepared herself
for two years by strict seientific instruction, she
went to study in Zurich, where she passed a brill-
iant examination, worked practically in the hospi-
tal at Dresden, and now dwells with her hrother and
sister as a practicing physician. The three prac-
titioners dwell together, united in love, esteemn,
and work.

|
|
|
f

The following letter. written hy a young married
lady in the sixteenth century, who had eloped with
the son of an earl, and cut herself from the for-
tune which she should have received from her
father, a rich city man, shows that wives in those
days were fully alive to what was due to them-
selves and their position, Her maiden name was
Elizaheth Spencer, her hushand’s name Mr. Wil-
Jiam Compton :

My sweete Life,—Now I have declared to you
my mind for the seftling of your state, I supposed
that it were best for me to bethink or consider

‘with myself what allowance were meetest for me,

For, considering what care I ever hud of your pgs-

| suitable cushions, carpets, silver warming-pans,

[ all things thereunto belonging.

| Chamberlain, which would have all; perhaps your

desire is that you defray all the charges for me.

And, for myself (besides my yearly allowance), I
would have twenty gowns of apparel ; six of them
excellent good ones, eight of them for the coun-
try, and six others of them very excellent good
ones. Also, I would have put into my purse
£2,000 and £200, and so you to pay my debts.
Also, I would have £6,000 to buy my jewels, and
£4,000 to buy me a pearl chain,

Now, seeing I have been and am so reasonable
unto you, I pray you do find my children apparel,
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and their schooling ; and all my servants, men and
women, their wages.

Also, I will have all my houses furnistted, and |
all my lodging-chambers to be suited with all |
such furniture as is fit: as beds, stools, chairs,

cupboards of plate, fair hangings, and such like.
So, for my drawing-chamber, in all houses, I will
have them delicately furnished, both with hang-
ings, couch, canopy, glass, chairs, cushions, and

Also. my desire is that you would pay your
debts, build Ashby House, and purchase lands,
and lend no money (as you love God) to the<Lord

life, from you. Remember his son, my Lord
Walden, what entertainment he gave me when
you were at Tilt-yard. If you were dead, he said
lie would marry me. T protest, I grieve to see the
poor mun have so little wit and homesty, to use his !
friends so vilely. Algo, he fed me with untruths
concerning the Charter-house ; but that is the
least ; he wished me much harm ; you know him. ‘
God keep you and me from him, and such as he is, |

| ology.
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pray, when you be an Earl, to allow me £1,000
more than now desired, and double attendance.
Your loving wife,
Evriz, COMPTON.

An Enterprising Woman.—Madame Charlotte
Erasmi, a German widow with six children, earned
u competency for herself, and built up a great
business house, in the quaint old town of Lubeck.
Some ten or twelve years ago, she started a tiny
shop for the sale of canned fruits and preserved
meats. She canned the fruits, meats, and vegeta-
bles herself, and they were all of superior quality,
and presently came into good demand. Madame
Erasmi was n woman of great energy, intelligence,
and business tact. Step by step she enlarged her
factory and her sales, shrewdly and carefully, un-
til the tiny closet which at first held her earthly
possessions grew to fifty times its original size.
She educated her children, meantime, in the best
schools in Europe, and brought them up to be a
credit to themselves and society. Her business
now included the preparation of ship’s provisions,
potted meats and fish of all kinds, canned aspara-
gus and other vegetables, canned fruits, jellies,
fruit syrups, Liebig’s extract of meat, and near a
dozen different eanned soups. She has a branch
house in London, has a large trade in New Y ork,
and sends her goods all over the world. Her
business card reads as follows : ‘ Charlotte Eras-
mi, Court Purveyor to his Majesty Emperor Wil-
liam I., Factory for Canned Provisions.” Kaiser
Wilhelm himself wrote her a letter of commenda-
tion, and she has received prize medals and cer-
tificates from Lubecck, Hamburg, Copenhagen,
Rheims, Berlin, and from the World’s Exposition
at Vienna. Her eldest son, now of age, has taken
his place as partner, and two other sons are to be
admitted to the firm as soon as they are old
enough and wise enough. Madame Charlotte,
however, although now wealthy, herself remains
at the head of the house.— Woman’s Journal.

Harvard Education for Young Women.—The ef-
fort to open Harvard Medical School to young
women has failed, but a “private” collegiate
course has been organized by the professors of
other departments, which offers instruction in
Greek, Latin, Euglish, German, French, ITtalian
and Spanish, Philosophy, Political Economy, His
tory, Musi¢c, Mathematics, Physies, Chemistry,
Natural History. The details as to chemistry are
however postponed, because there are peenliar
difficulties in providing laboratory instruction,
which requires more room and appliances than
any other. On the other hand, there is an added
department, in which instruction is promised if
needed, namely : Sanskrit and Comparative Phil-
This makes fifteen departments offered,
in thirteen of which details are given. This com-
prises every department taught to undergraduates
in Hurvard College, with one exception, that of
Fine Arts. This would seem a singular exception
in the case of women, but for the fact that it is a
comparatively new department, that the building
is yet to be erected whichistoaccommodate it, and
that its head, Prof. Norton, makes his contribu-
tion to the course by offering a class in Dante.

In almost all of these studies the young women
will have the instruction, not merely of the assist-
ant teachers of the college, but of the senior pro-
fessor of each department. This is indeed the
case in every department but four—Philosophy,
Political Economy, History and Physics. In these
instances, the omissions are for different reasons,
and they have in some cases been well supplied.
Two hours a week are the general provision in
:ach study—one only being offered in some cases ;
while three are the general provision for the
yvoung men of the college, reduced in some cases
to two. “Eight hours a week in advanced and

Q » y ~ = | . . . .
So, now that I have declared to you what I|ten in elementary studies will he considered a
full year’s eourse,”

would have, and what that is I would not have. T

10 COCIC S0

(D000 O

2.0 DS NELE

elnelbelng

(70 810 C10 1

9

1)l X
G~




=TGN

e

That Little Oddity.

BY ELIZABETH BIGELOW.

CHAPTER VIIL
T wonld the gods had made thee poetical.™

“ At the end of a month Penelope began to feel
as if she had always kept store. She followed
Miss Prissy’s directions very carefully, and devel-
oped a :tmding bump "’ which drew forth that
ghirewd old lady’s warmest admiration ; at least
trade thrived rather than decreased, under the new
manavement. A great many came to the store
from curiosity to see how a daughter of Parson
Wentworth, who had been thought to hold him-
self haughtily aloof from ** common folks,” would
demean herself behind a counter. Friendly interest
in Miss Prissy brought a great many; and the
academy girls all came to sce Penelope, and the
arrangement of the new goods was so tempting
that nobody went away without buying some-

8 . thing.

Sometimes Penelope grew very tired; the school-
girls wanted to sce cverything in the store, and
twenty-five in an afternoon wanted her opinion as
to jus.t what shade of ribbon was most becoming
to them, and the women from the mills thought
their calicoes were higher than they were at Dob-
son’s, and would probably fade, and wanted a
little piece of each pattern to try, and insisted
upon lier looking into every box and bundle in the
store to match buttons or tape which they bought
of Miss Prissy five years before. On such occa-
sions Penelope wished earnestly that Providence
had blessed her with some other talent than a
“trading bump.” But as a general thing she
rather enjoyed her work, and none of her friends
turned the cold shoulder upon her, as Miss Prissy
had predicted.

Once in a while she heard O, how could she!
and “1 thought Penclope Wentworth had more
pride ! ** from some of the academy girls ; and
once Toote Isley confided to herthat Stephen had
written to Sarali and begged her to coax Penelope
not to do ** such an absurd thing.”

% And Sarah said Steph wuas a goose 10 think
shie could influence you if he couldn’t,™ reported

Toote, * for vou cared twice ag much for him as

you did for her ! ™’

But these were trifling annoyances, Penelope
felt, cepecially as funds were running very low at
the farm house.  Aunt John’s allowance was not

even offercd, and without her liberal share of the
profits of the business they must haye gone with-

out mauy needed comforts. It was better than
poverty “or dependence, though even Stephen
might be against her ! Miss Prissy’s condition
remained about the same, and might for years,
the physicians said. Sometimes her mind seemed
a8 clear and active as ever,
little rambling and incoherent in her talk, But

but at others she wasa '
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Penelope and the parrot were not intimate ; she
had never quite forgiven him for shrieking after
her that Stephen Ilsley was a perfidious monster,
though he seemed to wish to atone for it now by
putting his head on one side, and saying, ¢ Pretty
_Penelope ! pretty Penelope,”” as soon as she came
in sight.

Joel brought Penelope over every morning, and
came for her atnight. Mie’ Bumpus declared that
the house seemed like ¢ Sahary Desert ”” without
lier, but Lily, still absorbed in her writing, seemed
scarcely to notice her absence.

Business throve so that Miss Prissy insisted upon
hiring an assistant. She ¢ did not want Penelope to
wear herself out as she had done ; she had found }
that there was no sense in it ;7 so Sally Waters,
a “‘smart ” little Yankee girl from the mills, was
installed behind the counter, and Penelope found
much more time to devote to the friends who
called on her. )

One morning early, very soon after Penelope
reached the store, Ju Junior made her appearance
for the first time since Penclope had been there.
She had been ill, with a slow fever, and this was
the first time that she had been out for six weeks.

She sent the carriage on without her, and an-
nounced that she meant to make a long enough
stay to make up fornot having been able to come
before.

“The doctor didn’t want me to come out to-
day, but I coaxed him into saying I might. T
wanted to be the first to tell you the news. I sup-
pose by to-morrow it will be in everybody’s mouth.
I am engaged to John Sylvester!”

For a moment Penelope doubted the evidence
of lier own ears. Gatty had written her that she
need have no fears about Mr. Gross, and as to |
John's constancy to Gatty no shadow of doubt |
had ever assailed her.

“Well, I don’t know why you need to look so
astonished !”” said Ju, a little irritable. “ Of course
it isn’t what could be called a fine match for me,
but then I know I could never love anybody else,
and Papa has given his consent. You know I told
youlast fall that I was sute John cared for me, but
dared not tell me so, and I was right, for when I
was so very sick—I thought surely I was going to
die : I wouldn’t have done such a thing for the
world, you know, Penny, if T hadn’t thought so—I
wrote him a letter, telling him that T had suspected,
for a long time, that he loved me, and that I re-
turned it with all my heart ! I don’t think I should
have been ill if it hadn’t been for my worrying
about his not declaring himself, and of course I
told him o, and asked him not to forget me when
I was dead, and never, zever to trifle with any other
girl's affcetions 7

“ (O Ju ! gasped Penelope, her face growing as
scarlet as if she had written the letter to John
Sylvester.

"¢ Why. as I said, Penny, T shouldn’t have done
it if I had not been near dying, and hadn’t been
sure, too, that he loved me ! Well, he came right
up to see me, of course, and he was dreadfully
pale and silent, so overcome at the thought that
I was dangerously ill!  But he asked me to marry
him, and went to Papa at once, and I was so hap-
py that I got well right away ! Now, Pennyroyal,
I ghall never tell anybody else in the world of this,
but I know you won’t tell ! Ju decided, on that
occasion, that Penelope was growing as unsympa-
thetic as the other givls were, and she should neyer
take her into her confidence again,

Penelope understood it all perfectly. Ju had
not been dangerously ill, except in her own im-
agination, but she had given honest John Sylves-

with Penelope managing her affairs and coming to | ter to understand that she was dying of love for
her bedside every few hours, to tell her just how | him, and he, cherishing an old-fashioned, chival-
things went on, and Rebecea and the parrot al- | rous respect for women, had not thought it possi-
ble to do less in honor than offer her his hand.

ways at her elbow, Miss Prisgy certainly had not
lost all enjoyment of living. l Penelope did not attempt to offer any congratu-

lations ; to refrain from showing openly the con-
tempt she felt was all that she was capable of.
And yet poorJu was quietly unconscious of having
done anything unwomanly. She had not, as it
certainly appeared, been guilly of a vulgar ruse to
entrap John Sylvester into a marriage with her,
The truth was that her naturally vivid imagination
had been allowed, by the utter idleness and mono-
tony of her life, to run riot for so long that the
boundary line between fancies and realities had
grown very shadowy to her. It was sweetly ro-
mantic to be dying, and send for her loyer, who
had never dared to confess his love, and Ju per-
suaded herself that she was going to die, as firmly
as she had before persuaded herself, with even
less reasom, that John Sylvester was in love with
her.

She did not, after all, make a long stay with
Penelope, finding her so very unsympathetic.

The next caller on that morning was another
member of the Squire’s family, who had never
been in the store before since Penelope’s reign
began. Both believers in Women’s Rights, Miss
Prissy and Miss Judith Ilsley lield each other in
supreme contempt. And when she wanted a ball
of tape or an: ounce of worsted Miss Judith pre-
ferred to send for it, or to go without it, if need
were, rather than to encounter Miss Prissy’s sharp
tongue, which was no respecter of persons, Since
poor Miss Prissy was laid low, displeasure against
Penelope, who had not carried her request with
regard to the church to the Shaftesbury Mills
minister, had kept Miss Judith away from the
store. It must be something of importance which
had led Miss Judith to overlook her wrong, and
honor her with a call. Miss Judith was in battle
array. She wore a new coat, made exactly like
a man’s, and had a huge roll of manuseript under
her arm. -

“ Penclope, you are young, and you have been
under bad influences, but I did look for something
better in you than the bondage to despotism and
slayish fear of public opinion which I find. Why
didn’t you ask Mr. Judkins about the c¢hurch for
me ? Why didn’t you come to my lecture 2

Miss Judith always pounced upon Penelope, as
a cat does ,upon a mouse, and Penelope felt the
same desperate longing to get away which the
poor mouse must feel.

Happily, Miss Judith did not wait for an answer.

‘ Perhaps it was just as well that you didn’t,
though the presence of a few respectable people
might have kept that degraded set in order, But
I am not sorry that everything happened as it did.
since it proved to me what a brave and true friend
of the cause Mr. Judkins is ! ”

Penelope could scarcely repress a smile, as Miss
Judith uttered the last clause, in us sentimental a
tone as Ju Junior ever made use of. But when
Miss Judith went on to say that she was to lecture
again that evening, Penelope looked at her, in
incredulous amazement.

For the delivery of her first lecture had produced
the liveliest and most exeiting scene that Shaftes-
bury had ever witnessed. She had chosen her
leeture with the ““ felicitous ™ title. the Great Un-
washed, with which to make her début in Shaftes-
bury Mills, and had used such very pliin and
foreible language with regard to their filthy and
degraded condition that the angry passions of the
mill people had risen. They assailed her first with
Jaughter and jeers, and, as those had no eflect,
with angry threatenings, and finally with mud
from the streets, and Miss Judith was borne out,
in a fainting condition, in the manly arms of Mr.
Judkins.

After that nobody thought that Miss Judith
would have the courage to try it again, but it
seemed that she had. The Squire had long ago
adopted the policy of leaving lis strong-minded
sister as far as possible to her own devices. Her
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neices had tried ridicule and coaxing alike in vain.
Now, Miss Judith seemed to have found a sympa-
thetic soul in Mr. Judkins, a young man of twenty-
eight, distinguished by a very red face, and Uriah
Heep-like humility.

. *“Yes, indeed, I am going to give them to-night
cither ¢ Man the Oppressor,” or * Womanhood trod-
den under the Iron Heel of the Despot.” I am
going to leave the choice to Mr. Judkins’ judg-
ment. Iam now on my way to the Mills to consult
him. T stopped to ask you to be sure and come,
for I bave some hopes of you still, Penelope Went-
worth! You are not so silly as those neices of
mine. I suppose you have heard that Ju, who

promised once to be a little like me, is going to
darn the stockings and scrub the floors of that
poverty-stricken John Sylvester, for her board and ’
what clothes he may please to give her! That's |
a nice situation for Squire Ilsley’s daughter to-ac- !
cept, isn’t it ? You’ll come to-night, won’t you?
There’ll be no disturbance, not the slightest. I

have yielded to the request of Mr. Judkins, who |
is a noble friend of the cause, and am going to ex- |
plain to them that I had not the slightest intention |
of wounding their feelings the other might. It/
wis only aslight misunderstanding, anyway, but it

has been grossly exaggerated by enemies of the

cause—grossly exaggerated! Be sure you come,

Penelope : it is for your own good I ask you. I

know you are likely to get a very perverted idea

of the glorious eause here,”’

And with a glance of lofty scorn directed toward
that part of the house where poor Miss Prissy lay,
Miss Judith took her leave. 1

“ T wonder if Miss Judith and Ju Junior are not
a little bit alike, after all!”’ was the burden of
Penelope’s meditation after she had gone.

The news of Ju’s engagement had sped very
rapidly, Penelope found. That and Miss Judith’s
lecture, printed notices of which were stuck up |
all over the town, were the topies of conversation
among her customers that day. Excitement ran
ligh among the young ladies on the subject of the
engagement, for nobody had ever seen John Syl-
vester pay the slightest attention to Ju Ilsley, or
indeed, to any young lady, except Gatty Went-
worth.

It would not take long for the news to reach
Gatty, thought Penclope, and what would Gatty
say ? !

She kuew what Gatty said, in a week. It wasa
very short letter which they received, though
Gatty's were usually lengthy epistles, and an-
nounced her engagement to Maurice Gross !

I haven't forgotten that I told you I wouldn’t
marry him,” she wrote, ** but things have changed
very much since then.  Unele John is on the eve
of bankruptey, and Mr. Gross is his largest cred-

itor. That is the secret of Aunt John’s great
anxiety. I can do a great deal of good by marry-

ing him—and I don’t really care what becomes of
me [.”

Penelope ‘*howled ” over that letter, and Lily
even abandoned her literary pursuits for a whole
day to ** make melancholy ”” over it. Penclope at
length found eomfort in the fact that Gatty’s wed-
ding was not to take place for at least six months,
Something might happen before six months were
passed to prevent it from ever taking place. Pene-
lope and Lily were both sure from the tone of
Gatty's letter that she had heard of John Sylves-
ter's engagement. It was nothing to ber; she
liad no right to care whether he married anybody
else or not, since she was too horridly worldly |
and ambitious to marry him, said Penelope, but
her thoughts of Gatty weire not so hard as her
words.

Neither Stephen nor Kitty had been home for
the winter. Penelope received, occasionally, a
hurried little note from Stephen, in which he in-
formed her that he had become a ““ dig ” in view |

of his approaching examination. He never spoke
of Rose Germaine, but Kitty’s voluminous epistles
were full of her. Kitty’s school friendships were
not wont to be of long duration, but this did not
seem to grow cool, in the least degree. She was
going to spend the spring vacation with her dear
Rose Geranium, who lived with a erusty, stingy,
old bachelor uncle in Connecticut. She was not
going because she expected to have ‘“ much fun,”
but to share Rose’s martyrdom, since the unpleas-
ant old uncle would not let her go to Shaftesbury.

Miss Judith’s second lecture did not create so
much of a sensation as her first, but it was, in the
opinion of that unfortunate Social Reformer her-
self, everi more of a failure ; for her audience con-
sisted of the devoted Mr. Judkins, five small boys,
and a half-witted scissors grinder, known as Silly
Seth. A mob of the rougher mill operatives
hooted around the windows. It was reported that
the Squire had hired the mill people not to go, as
the only plan that he could devise to put a stop to
Miss Judith’s enterprise.

Even Miss Judith’s lofty spirit gave way at this,
and she ignominiously took her bed, and saw no-
body save Mr. Judkins, who visited her to admin-
ister spiritual consolation, it was supposed.

The Squire rejoiced over her defeat, but rejoiced
too soon, for at the end of a month Miss Judith’s
drooping spirits revived, and she announced that
shie was not going to leave the women of Shaftes-
bury Mills in their degrading bondage to the male
sex, without making one more effortin their be-
half.

But Mr. Judkins counseled delay. Miss Judith
had never been in the habit of heeding anybody’s
counsels, but Mr. Judkins seemed to be an excep-
tion. )

The winter slipped away, and spring stole un-
awares upon Shaftesbury. Penclope made a hur-
ried trip to Boston, this time alone. She let none
of her friends in the city know that she was there,
and she encountered none of them. Gatty had
declared her approval of Penelope’s business en-
terprise, the first word of commendation which
Penelope had received, and from the most unex-
pected source, but acknowledged that Aunt John
was in absolute terror lest some of their acquaint-
ances should discover it. So though she longed
to see Gatty, Penelope decided not to run the risk
of disgracing her. Aunt John was apparently will-
ing that Penelope should ““work for her living,”
if it did not disgrace her, for she made no remon-
strance, and sent them no money. Owing to the
prosperity of the business, Penelope found that she
could afford to spend some money upon herself,
and she had made such surprising haste in over-
coming her horror of style that she bought two
dresses, and carried them to a fashionable Boston
dressmaker to be cut. One was a white Swiss
muslin, and was to be made with ruffles, and puff-
ings, and sashes, and ruches ; no amount of elabo-
rate trimming which the dressmaker suggested
seemed to Pcuvlopq too much, The more stylish
that dress could be made the better. And this
was the girl, who, scarcely more than six months
before, had wept for fear that her sister Gatty
would ““ get stylish.”

But this white dress was for no ordinary occa-
sion, Stephen Ilsley was to graduate at Harvard, |
this summer, and Penelope was going to Class Day ! |
She had hesitated when first asked by the Squire’s
daughters, who were all going with a shrinking
dread of meeting Rose Germaine, and all Ste-
phen’s stylish friends, but the temptation of such
agood time was too strong to be resisted, especially
when his sisters’ entreaties were supplemented by
an urgent letter from Stephen, written in the old
bon camarade style, which had someway grown a
little constrained of late. -

If she were going, Penelope did not mean to

disgrace Stephen by being ““a dowdy,” and besides

that she was too honest not to acknowledge to
herself that she wanted to look her very best.
That dress was left with the Boston dressmaker
to be made; the other, not intended for so mo-
mentous an occasion, Penelope carried home to
make herself, for she had not yet earned so much
money but that the strictest economy was neces-
sary. :
The buying of pretty dresses as presents for
Lily and Mis’ Bumpus, and one of the gay neck-
ties which were dear to Joel’s heart, gave her
enough pleasure, Penelope thought, to pay for
all her work. She had never had any money to
spend before, and felt that she was in danger of
losing her wits entirely in the new delight. She
felt that she could not get away from the ** pretty
things *’ she wanted so much, except by shutting
her eyes, and putting her fingers in her ears. And
even after she had started on her way to the rail-
road station, she yielded to temptation and rushed
back to add a lovely chromo and a book to her
store of presents for Lily ; and while in the store
a book entitled ‘“ Hair-breadth Escapes by Field
and Flood,”” caught her eye, and she could not
help buying it for Joel ; to be sure it would not
suit histaste quite so well as if nobody had escaped,
but it was impossible to find a book which was
merely a list of calamities, and the title sounded
as if there were enough people killed to afford
Joel great enjoyment.

(70 be continued.)

What Did He Make?

BY M. B, L.

A. BoUGHT 250 barrels of flour, at $6.50 a barrel.
on 24 days’ credit. On the same day he sold the
flour and took in payment a note for $2,000 on 90
days. He at once discounted the note and paid
for the flour. What did he make, money being
worth 7 per cent. ?

A good business question, combining present
worth and bank discount.

In the first place, 250 bbls. at $6.50 per bbl.
will cost $1,625, if A. waits 24 days. If he pays
to-day, he pays the present worth of $1,625.

The interest of $1 for 24 days is .004 2-3. and
the amount is $1.004 2-3.

The present worth of $1,625 is as many dollars
as $1.004 2-3 is contained times in $1 ,625, or
$1,617.45. So A. had to pay $1,617.45 for the flour
on the day he bought it.

Next find the proceeds of $2,000 for 90 ; add
three days’ grace, making the time 93 days.

The bank discount on $1 is $.0180 5-6, and for
$2,000 is 2,000x.0180 5-6, or $36.17. The pro-
ceeds are the difference between $2,000 and $36.17.
or $1,963.83.

That is, A. took his note for $2,000 to the bank
and received $1,963.83 cash, allowing the bank to
keep $36.17.

Now A. proceeds to pay his debt of $1,617.45.
Of course what he has left is his gain.

$1,963.83 — 81,617.45 = $346.38,

To find the rate of gain or gain per cent., say
he made $346.38 on £1,617.45. 346.38 + 1.617.45
214+, nearly 22 per cent. The answers may be
summec up as follows ;

Present Worth = 51,617.45.
Bank Discount = £36.17.
Proceeds = $1,963.83.
Gain = $346.38,
Rate = $.214+
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One Morning.

BY FAIRFIELD.

A TRUE INCIDENT.

EagLy one morning before breakfast, a little
child stood at the nursery window looking into
the street. At that hour of the day, however,
there was very little to be seen. The blinds of
the houses opposite were closed, as at night ; the
front doors were shut, and on each stoop, just
where the carrier had flung it, lay the twisted
newspaper beside the milk pitcher, in the door-
way. No children were playing on the damp side-
walks. In faect, the street was not yet awake. .

But this cheerless prospect somewhat bright-
ened when a milk wagon, with its tin cans clash-
ing against each other, rattled noisily down the
ronghly macadamized street ; and, though the
cart passed rapidly out of sight, its clatter still
continued to disturb the quiet morning air. -

The next object that met the child’s gaze was a

repulsive looking rag-picker, himself the best ex-
ponent of his occupation. The child watched him
with commingled curiosity and disgust, while he
stood by a mud-puddle and eagerly hooked out
.the bits of rubbish on the nails of his long stick,
and carefully placed them in either of the two
haskets hanging from the strong bamboo on his
shoulder.

“Is it really true,” queried the child, **that
those dirty old rags can be made into nice, white
paper, like what I print letters to grandma on?
Mamma said they could.” By this time, the old

1.

Chinaman had left the mud-puddle, and soon he

turned the corner of the strect.

The ehild’s attention was quickly transferred
from the rag-picker to a hideous old Italian organ-
grinder emerging from the alley in which he lived.
That alley, whose mysterious depths she had never
heen permitted to explore, was the home, or the
rendezvous of a motley collection of Italians.
But of all its denizens, glaziers, painters, vegcta-
ble venders, “ junk ”” men, peddlers, beggars, erip-
pues, the old organ-grinder was, in truth, the
strangest, most extraordinary character.

Sh(frt, almost dwarfish in statue, he looked still
more diminutive from bending under the organ
on hig back. His head, apparently scorning the
interposition of a neck, sat squarely on his high
shoulders, and was covered with iron-gray hair and
beard, The least remarkable feature of his appear-
ance was his dress, yet even that was peculiar,
His limbs, curiously misshapen, thrust themselves
uneouthly into view, as he struggled along under
his burden. One arm was much shorter than the
other, and in place of the fingers that had never
grown on its stump, « shape of leather was fast-
ened, enabling him to turn the barrel crank. The
other had but one finger, the little one at that,
and both arms hung crooked from their sockets.
His legs were twisted, and his huge club feet
seemed in o conspiracy to trip Lim up.

This monstrosity of a man exerted a great fas-
eination over all the children in the neighborhood,
und especially over the one now watching him.,

Time and again, thongh invariably punished for
the truancy, she had glipped away from her nurse
und followed him along unfrequented streets, and
threaded her way through the crowds of people
who fell back to avoid his uncanny touch. He
never smiled, and when, after grinding out weird
dlscordant =ounds, he presented his little tin eup
foruling, his eyes glared so fiercely under his shaggy
brows that I;l« childish audience trembled with
A nameless terror,

A# the e¢hild at the window gazed upon this de-
formed creature, his inexplicable fascination be-
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gan to work upon her. She felt impelled to es-
cape into the strect, and follow him, she knew not
whither. ' ! ;

But the sound of some one stirring in the next
room caused her to start, and so the spell was
broken.  When she looked again for the Italian
he and his burden were not to be seen. The street

| Was now quite uninteresting, and at last the child

grew tired of watching for something more to pass
before the window.

She turned to look around the nursery. [t
was in order, and so quiet looking! The toys
were in their box ; the doll lay in her cradle, her
clothes on the little sofa; and the books were in
their places on the shelf, Clearly, there was noth-
ing here to amuse her, for she had learned by
experience not to disobey her mothers injunction
to displace nothing before breakfast.

Impatiently exclaiming, “Oh, I do wish the bell
would ring ! I'm most starved to death!” the
child turned once more to the window. Then, for
the first time, she noticed many motionless flies,
some frozen on the glass, and a few scattered here
and there on the window sill. One, in particular,
caught her attention. It was a large blue-bottle
fly, quite dead, and lying on his back. She gently
poked him with her finger, but he showedno signs
of life. Perhaps at any other time, like Diony-
siug, she might have found amusement in pulling
oft the fly’s wings, legs, and head, but now she
had no such inclination. A great thought over-
whelmed her. She had learned in the Sunday
School ¢ Infant Class,”” the story of Saul and the
Witch of Endor ; of Jarius’s Daughter, and of the
Widow of Nain’s Son—their meaning she had in-
terpreted in her own way.

“Perhaps, if I ask Him,” said she to herself,
* God will bring this poor fly to life again.”

Then, without waiting for doubts or misgivings
to weaken her faith, she tenderly laid the dead fly
in the palm of her chubby hand, and kneeling
down, began to pray: O God, O Father, please
make this poor fly alive again. He is dead ; and
dear Father, do make him alive again, so that he
can walk on the ceiling, and fly out in the garden
again. O God! please do: for Jesus’ sake.
Amen.”

And the little eyes that had been closed so rey-
erently during the prayer, then opened—to sce
what? A wmiracle !

The fly actually was stretching his legs; after
making several futile efforts, he succeeded in
turning over, and finally he spread his large wings,
flew upward, and settled upon the window sash.

Just at this moment the nurse opened the
nursery door, and seeing the child near the flies
at the window, exclaimed: “ What's this, Miss
Eliza? Tormenting the flies again, I'll be bound !
Your mother shall hear of this immediately !
Breakfast is ready.”

But the child was wrapt in her own thoughts
and did not heed the chiding of the nurse. Down
she went to breakfast, and then to school, her
heart o’erflowing with a great joy ; for had not God
heard and answered her prayer ?

Possessed by this all-absorbing thought, her
mind wandered from her lessons; and her in-
struetress noticing her abstraction, imperatively
demanded the cause. Hesitating a moment, the
child approached the teacher, a harsh, stern wo-
man, and rigid religionist, and attempted to reach
her ear. .

“Speak out, Miss; don’t whisper, unless it is
something of which you are ashamed,” com-
manded the autoerat of the school room.

For a wonder, the child was not abashed by this
rude reception, and she succeeded in mounting
the sofa, the teacher’s seat. Then said she in a
low tone,

“This morning, I found a dead fly on the win-
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dow sill, and T prayed to God, and He made it
alive, and it flew away. I am so glad.”

*“Nonsense, child,”” was the harsh and injudi-
cious reply. “The fly was not dead; he was
numb with cold, and the warmth of your hand
revived him. Go ; attend to your lessons.”

At these words, the joyful expression died away
from the little girl’s face; she slipped down off
the sofa and resumed her seat. The gladness, too.
had left her heart, and all day long she sadly
thought : “ May be God didn’t answer my prayer
after all.”

i

South Africa.

BY MARY B. LEE.

JusT now there is war going on between Eng-
land and the natives of Zululand, South Africa.
Tt is strange in how many lands the inhabitants of
the British Isles seek a home, and what severe
contests have taken place with the natives of those
various lands. In India, how the natives fought
for their rights and how thie British defeated them.
Here, in our own land, the Indians were fought
many a time and oft, and the contest continues.

In Zululand, white men are fighting the blacks
to-day, and the periodicals show us pictures of the
contests between them.

Now what does Great Britain own in South
Africa? Cape Colony lies between the parallels of
28° and 34° south latitude. Since 1866 it has in-
cluded British Caffraria. In 1806, Cape Celony
was conquered from the Duteh, and now covers
about 200,000 square miles, with a population in
1869 of 566,158, of whomn 187439 were Europeaus.
A short railroad runs from Cape Town into the
interior as far as Wellington. Natal is also an
English colony. It has a sea-coast of 170 miles,
and only one good harbor ; Port Natal, Zululand,
lies north-east of Natal on the Indian Ocean. In
1867, the discovery of diamonds brought many
fortune hunters to Cape Colony. The diamond
fields lic north of the Orange River, near its con-
fluence with the Vaal. The “Star of South
Africa,” a diamond found shortly after the open-
ing of the diggings, was sold in its rough state for
£11,500 sterling.

South Africa has a fertile soil, pleasant climate,
and many resources. The Zulus dislike the ad-
rance of the English, and are fighting bravely for
their rights. There was a terrible slanghter at
Isandula, a scene of utter confusion followed the
fight. The fugitives tried to escape toward the
Buffalo River. So our white brothers from Eng-
land are slaughtered, and slaughtering in return.

It appears that the present Zulu King, Cetywayo,
as well as his father and uncle, had shown great
deference to the English, and had earefully re-
frained from incursions into Natal or British Caf-
fraria. On the other hand, they had always
claimed a part of the Transvaal, and have often
attacked the Dutch settlers on the western fron-
tier. Yet the Zulu King submitted this question
of ownership to British arbitration, and the Natal
Commissioners was given in their favor. But
the delivery of the land was saddled with the
most insolent stipulations. The Zulus were in-
formed that their great army must be disbanded
and discharged, and not to be called into the
field without the consent of the British govern-
ment.

Sir Bartle Frere acted upon his own responsi-
bility in making this stipulation, but the mischief
cannot be undone. At this date the British have
fallen back to the Tugela River, that is to the
Natal border.
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I'd be a Fairy.

BY GRACE BOYLAS,

I'p be a fairy, as blithesome as spring,

And flit through the air on a gossamer wing.

My chariot a cowslip, or tiny bluebell,

By butterflies drawn over valley and dell.

Iu a lily of silver, with stamens of gold,

I'd slumber, when evening its shadows enfold,
And zephyrs would rock me, and lull me to rest,
While wrapt in my dreams, in the lily’s fair breast.

o e, OV, BV LS e o

I'd sip the sweet dew drops, that glisten like gems
In the hearts of the flowers, on their leaves, nr!
their stems. ‘
I’d trip through the glen, in the fresh morning
hours, !
Peeping here, hiding there, 'mong the hedges and |
bowers. ‘
The birds of the forest would warble in glee
Their merriest melodies gladly for me,
And butterflies spread out their wings on the

grass,
That their queen on a carpet of velvet might pass.
The sunbeams would linger and shine in my hair,
Of yellow and gold, on my shoulders so fair.
The shimmer of fireflies, would guide me along
To fairy halls, glowing with fragrance and song.
Or happy I'd live in a moss-covered shell, 4
In the blue depths of ocean, where sea-maidens
ll\\'('”.
With music of waters above my bright head,
Re-echoed as soft as the dirge of the dead.
And down with the waves, in the caverns, I’d go,
Where seaweeds and mosses so beautiful grow ;
Where goft-tinted pearls and the coral so red, f
Lie mingled and strewn o’er the old ocean’s bed ; |
Where rubies—with
l]}'('.\-#
And amethysts—Dbluer than fair azure skies—
With pebbles entwined in the sparkling bright
waves,
Lie, treasured forever, in crystalline caves.
I'd gather the rarest, and with them, I'd deck
My dimpled white arms, and my snowy white

diamonds, and exquisite |

neck.
I'd dance o’er the wavelets, a happy, bright elf—
As happy as Puck, or Titania herself.
['d go in the hovels, where sorrowers pine,
And fill every heart with the warmest sunshine.
Should any weak mortal ‘neath sorrow’s load fall, |

His burden I'd bear, on my shoulders go small.
I'd flit through the world like a sunbeam of light, |
And chase away sin, and the darkness of night.
All life I'd transform to one long summer day,
Had I only the powers of a kind-hearted fay.

=l

Two Squares.

|
|

|
\ SMALL square lies with one angle in the angle i

The excess of the side of the
Jarger square above that of the smaller is 118 feet ;

of a larger square.

the excess of the square itself is 26,432 square
feet, What are

squares ?

fhe eontents of each of the two
This problem may be solved by an algebraie
formula, also by a knowledge of mensuration.
First make the drawing.
Here is the small square with one angle in the
corner of the larger square, 118 feet is the dif-

ference in the length of the sides, or the distance |
[

| square.

of two quantities, as (@*—5?), is divisible

| applied. The square of the sum of two
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Now by a practical knowledge of mensuration,
we can solve the problem. Draw the lines F H
and F I, making the square F HI K. A C=EF,
as they are sides of the small square. C B=F H,
as they are opposite sides of a rectangle.

Therefore ¥ H is 118 ft. long, and 118 ft.? will
give the square F H I K.

1182=13,924 sq. ft. Subtracting the square ¥ H
IK from A BD K—A C E F, we have left the two
parallelograms, C B F H and E F D I, or 12,508 sq.

| ft. Since 12,508 sq. ft.=two equal parallelograms,

1 of 12,508 gq. ft.=6,254, or one parallelogram.
Now since we have the area and one side, we can
find the other side. 6,254+118=53 ft., or CF or
A C, the side of the small square; and 118453=
171, the side of the large square.
532 — 2,809 'sq. ft.,
Sllllil]'(‘.

1712 = 29;241 sq. ft.,

area of small

area of large

Next take the formula: “The sum
of two quantities, as («-+b), multiplied
by their difference, as («—b), equals the
difference of their squares, as (¢*>—b?).
Conversely, the difference of the squares

by the sum of the quantities, also by
their differences (a-+b) and (a—b).”

Let xz=the side of the large square ;
and y the side of the small square.
Then z—»=118 ft., and x? — 32=206,432
sq. ft.

3y the formula, 26,432+118 will give
the sum of the quantities, or =,
which is 224 ft. Now since 224 is the
sum of z+y, and 118 is the difference of
x -+, subtracting we find twice the
value of the less.

changing the signs and subtracting,
2 Y= 106
x= H3=side of small
square.
534118, the difference, equals 171, the
side of large square. Then squaring as
before, we get the areas of both squares.

The formula for (a-+-b)2 may also be

lines equals the square of the first plus
twice the product of the first by the
second plus the square of the \1-;'Hllll.
Thus (53-+118)% or 1712=532-+2(53 x 118)
+1182=29,241. The problem is an in-
teresting one, both to illustrate the al-

o Dt D Dt et e Tt ES M3 DAL GL6s Q1 111 A1) G i

There is still another method, by equations.
Let x ~—y=118
w2 =26,432
Transposing y in the first equation,
z = 118+y

Squaring, #*=13,9244+236y42%, Substituting this

value for z* in the sccond equation, we have
13, 92423604 1/2—1y2 = 26,432
236y =12,508
Y="53

z=118-+453, or 171

A 537+ € 118 =171 B

|
[
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Flower-pot Cover.
Cuvr a foundation of eard-board to fit the flower-

pot loosely. Cover the card-board
Trace on the cloth the design you wish to em-
broider, and work principally in chain stitch.
The scollops are not lined, only caught up lightly

the and the edge finished with a
worsted cord and heavy tassels.

Cretonne ficures set on the cloth make a pretty

on wrong side,

cover for flower pots.

e

.
ITTWA™
MAlis

Lambre

Trais simple little article is made of silver per-

forated paper or canvas. The longest point isthe

center, 80 by workinge another short point on the

opposite gide, you have it complete. If itis not
lone enough, add still aghorter point on ench side.

Work the pattern with blue, cold, and black
chenille, and a very prefty addition would be

mall chenille tassels on all the sharp points

e e o e T o T T e 0 T T 0 4 0 4 40 0 0 40 4 4 20 ' i i

with cloth. |
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A DECIDED improvement on the old-fashioned
bibs for children is made of a
the desired to cut
in half and hollow out at the top.

towel. Purchase

length towel two bibs, cut it
[t is better to get the towel all white, and work
a faney border in colored worsteds.
The pattern below will be
effective.

found simple and

3ind the neck with white tape, and cat-stitch
with color,
Be careful

not to get

the bib will always be over the hands.

MAGAZINH,

; ribbon. 1 inch broad ; black and lilac Berlin wool

the towels too \\illt'. or

Silver-colored leather canvas ;.
13{ yards lilac sarcenet

MATERIALS :
lilac cashmere or Llama ;
little

confrasting shades ; twenty-four

white sewing silk.

in two
enamel buttons ;

The outer covering of the case censists of a
piece of silver-colored leather canvas, 21 inches
| long, and 6% inches broad, sloped off equally on
iv:n'h side, and measuring 16 inches in length at
| the sides. The pattern worked in cross and loose
| stitch in Berlin wool. The lining is lilaec Llama.
fastened with wide button-hole stitch in white silk,
ornamented with herring-bone stiteh of the same
silk : 1% ineh from the edge on each side are straps
of white Llama, % inch broad, which button over
each other to form six divisions for placing gloves.
At the sloped end is a ribbon with a knot, and two
uneven ends for fastening the case when rolled

up.

;.J - ﬂ ’: - .

| Hanging Card-Regeiver and Watch
r(
Case.

| TAKE two pieces of card, 10 inches long and 3%

inches wide, and cut the ends pointed as the de-
silk,

sien shows. Cover both pieces with velvet or

and embroider
a vine of flow-
ers on one end,
or if preferred,
paint in water
colors. Over-
hand the

[lim'('\ together

two

{and finish the
edege with gilt
cord. Make a

ring of twisted
cord at the Lop.
| Bend the card
up at's
110)

inches
the
f:\>t~

sides

form
and
the
('ul'll

rack,
en ot
with and
tassels.  Twist
alarge hook
with gilt wire
andsew an inch
the ring
at the top, for
[ the watch,

below
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An Important Truth.— Those who blow the
coals of others’ strife are apt to have the sparks
fly in their own faces.

Judgment.—The hardest thing for'a man to do
is to own that he has made a mistake in his
judgment. It is an jmpeachment of his weuak
side—his mind.

Over-confidence.—The most difficult people to
get along with are those who are always perfectly
sure that they are in the right, and equally sure
that you are in the wrong.

Conduct me, Zeus, and thou, O Destiny,
Wherever your decrees have fixed my lot.
I follow cheerfully ; and, did I not,
Wicked and wretched I must follow still.

—Cleanthes.
Enjoyment in Nature.—I had rather -

is always beseeching some one’s patronage. No
one will ever help you as you help yourself,because
no one will be so heartily interested in your affairs.
The first step will not be such a long one perhaps ;
but, earving your own way up the mountain, you
make each one lead to another, and stand firm in
that while you chop still another out. Men who
made fortunes are not those whohad five hundred
dollars given them to start with, but started fair
with a dollar or two. Men who have by their
own exertions acquired fame have not been thrust
into popularity by puffs begged or paid for,or given
in friendly spirit. They hayve stretched out their-
bands and touched the public heart. Men who
win love, do their own wooing. Whether you
work for fame, for love, for money, or for any-
thing else, work with yourhands, heart and brain.
Say “I will!” and some day yeu will conquer.

‘Never let any man have it to say : ‘I have drag-

ged you up—I have made you what you are.”
Too many friends hurt a man more than none at
all.

teach my child to be happy with the things
of nature than to leave to him the wealth
of an Astor. He who can enjoy nature
has an inexhaustible gallery of the best
pictures, and a theater for the most
agreeable amusement and ennobling in-
struction.—Henry Ward Beecher.

Scolding.—As an applianee for the im-
provement of our friends, a habit of scold-
ing possesses no appreciable virtue. The
effervescence of ill-humor in yourself, it
can have no healing orsoothing qualities
for others. The tendency of it is only evil,
The presence of this spirit should never
fail to remind us that we are wrong, and
that we are on the wrong road to set any
one else right. :

Tact.—Tact is the great lubricator of
life ; it eils the machinery, smooths away
trouble, looks far ahead perhaps to see it,
and turns things into another channel.
But, however tact avoids the necessity of
falsehood, it does not suppress the truth ;
it simply prevents references to the facts,
It has a sort of self-respect, which does not
blazon its affairs abroad ; it does not con-
sider itself using a deceit when merely
keeping its own business in its own breast.

Human Greatness.—We cannot look,
however imperfectly, upon a great man
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Quite Ready. —*‘ Can you tell me,” asked a pun-
dit, “ why a conundrum that nobody can guess is
like a ghost? Shall I tell you now or next
month ?” “Now, if you please.” “ Well, sir,
sooner or later everybody must give if up.”

New Mode of Transportation.—Tommy has
heard all about the wounderful elevator which Mr.
James has had put up in his large seed warehouse,
and rushes home with the news. “Oh, ma! if
you will come up to Mr. James’s with me you can
have a ride on a—a—alligator!”

Papa’s Present.—At the wedding of a rich bank-
er’s daughter, among the wedding presents osten-
tatiously displayed was a thousand dollar bill; a
present from the doting father to his darling
daughter. ‘After the guests had departed, the old
man coolly rolled up the bill and put it in his
waisteoat pocket, and that was the end of it.

Rather too Plain.—A plain spoken woman re-
cently visited a married woman, and said to her,
“How do you manage to amuse yourself?’’—
““Amuse!” said the other. “Don’t you
know that I have my housework to do ?”’
—Yes, " was the answer, “I see that you
have it to do, but as it is neyer done, I con-
cluded that you must have some other way
of passing your time.”

Wouldn't Melt.—While escorting a lady
home the other evening, a popular doctor
attempted to relieve her cough and sore
throat by giving her a troche. He told her
to allow it to dissolve gradually in her
mouth. No relief was experienced, and
the doctor felt quite chagrined the next
day, when the lady sent him a trousers’
button, with a note, saying that he must
have given her the wrong kind of trochke,
and that he might need this one.

Alive Now.—A well-known popular
preacher was accosted the other day ina
railway train by a gentleman who had just
a nodding acquaintance, by the remark,
¢ Doyou believe all that about the prodigal
son and the fatted calf?”—* Certainly I
do.”’—** Well, can you tell me whether the
calf that was killed was a male or a female
calf 9 ’—*“ Yes, it was a female calf.”’—
“How do you know that ?'—*“ Because, "’
looking tlie querist in the face, “I see the
male is alive now.”

He never smiled again— * What,” the
young, man asked the young woman who

without gaining something by him, Heis &
the living light fountain, which il is good
and pleasantto be near; the light which en-
lightens, which has enlightened the dark-
ness of the world ; and this, not as a kin-

dled lamp only, but rather as a natural luminary, o

shining by the gift of heaven; a flowing light !
fountain, as I say, of native original insight, of |
manhood and heroic nobleness, in whose radiance |

all souls feel that it is well with them.— Carlisle. |

Amusements.—No man has a right to call that |

an amusement which, instead of recreating, uses |
him up more than his occupation did. No man |
that amuses himself to-day, but that should be the |
better next day. Whatever sets you forward to-
morrow, no matter what press, or pulpit, or all
the rest of the world but yourself- may say, that’s
the true amusement for you. That which would
be an amusement for a cathedral organ, would not
be an amusement for a jews-harp. Let not any
man’s conscience be more than a ruler for him-
gelf. You can’t be the monarch of other people’s
consciences, .‘\‘ 5

Self-Help.—Fight your own battles. Hoe your

own yow, Ask no favors of any one ; and you’ll
succeed five thousand times better than one who !

| went to London to get an appointment.

TaE YouNe Lapiks or To-nay.—No. 1. Devoted to Flower Missions.
Mission Schools, and the improvement of the race generally.

Aristocratic.—A certain aristocratic lady won’t
talkke a newspaper because it's made of rags.
His Appointment.—My friend Jones recently

one. It was a disappointment, however.

Out with the Tide.—* We are going out with the |

tied,” said a young man to a friend, as he filed
down the church aisle after a wedding. *‘In that
case,” said a lady in front, ““ you can atford to get
off my train.” And he did.

Depressed.—*“ What's the matter, John?
look very much depressed. Has your
burst'??? “No:
had a quarrel, and I'm so afraid she’ll make up
with me that I don’t know what to do.”

He got |
| I went round.”

You |
bunk |
but my sweetheart and T have

was waiting for him to ask for his hat—
“what do I put you in mind of 2 ’—*“A
French clock,” she said, softly. And pretty
soon be arose and went on _his way. The
next morning he ealled upon an eminent

| horologist and asked- him what was the distin-
| guishing trait of a French clock. The horologist
| said, “ Why, it never goes:

?”  And the young man

was sorely cast down, and he grieved, and told

| no man of his hurt.

Personal.—A professor, lecturing on the effeet of
the wind in some Western forests, remarked : ““In
traveling along the road I even sometimes found
the logs bound and twisted together to such an
extent that a mule could not elimb over them ; so

Last but not Least.—Sabbath school concert.
Subject, “God’s Providence.” ZTeacher—* Why,
children, the good Lord cares for even the little
gparrows you see hopping about your doors, can
you not tell me in what ways He cares for them ?
“Feeds them,” ““tells them how to build their
nests,” “gives them wings to fly,”” are some of
the answers given; when all are done, a little mite
of a fellow, away in the back part of the room,
pipes out, ‘He dives 'em fedders.”
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and elevated taste at home.

SPECIALITE OF FASHIONS.

We invite the attention of ladies particularly tothe original and special
character of the Designs and Styles in Dress furnished in this Magazine.
In this department it has aliways been acknowledged unrivaled. Unlike
other Magazines, it does not merely COPY.
gence from advanced sowrces abroad, and unites to these high artistic
ability, and a thorough knowledge of what is required by our more refined
Besides, its instructions are not confined to
mere descriptions of elaborate and special toilets, but embrace vmportant
wmformation for dealers, and valuable lints to mothers, dressmakers, and,
ladies generally, who wish to preserve economy in their wardrobes, dress
becomangly, and keep themselves informed of the changes in the Fashions
and the speciaities required in the exercise.of good taste.

AL WAYS FIRST PREMIUM.

1t obtawns the fullest intelli-

CENTENNIAL AWARD OVER ALL COMPETITORS,

MEDAL OF SUPERIORITY AT THE PARIS EXPOSITION,

And the Medal of Superiority at the late Fair of the American Institute.

Review of Fashions.

WiTH the developments that are constantly tak-
ing place in every department of science, art, and
industry, it can scarcely be expected that fashion
should go backward, or tend in the direction of
that simplicity which belonged to a period when
the spinning-wheel turned out the cloth or the
linen, and the hand-loom toiled laboriously at the
costlier fabrics, the use of which were confined
wholly to the rich and great.

In those days linen was made for a life-time, and
cloth to be used by children’s children, fashions
changed but slowly, and not at all among those
who earned their daily bread by honest work, and
the world was very different from the present
time, when wealth is 8o much more widely dis-
tributed and machinery has made fabrics so cheap
that it only pays to mend them from the cost of
making, not from the money spent upon the mate-
rial itself. Besides, a constantly inereasing popu-
lation must be employed, why not in producing
new and pretty things ? Money must be spent to
be of any service to the world at large, why not in
buying and using what is beautiful and attractive ?

There is nothing that money can buy that is not
perishable. All that ought to consider is
whether we have a right to use it to gravify our
tastes : if we have, dress is as legitimate an ob-
jeet as furniture, paintings, fine grounds, or an
elegant establishment.

we

For the majority of women dress is hardly a
matter of choice ; they must, toa certain extent, do
as others do of their age and in their position, or
they attract unpleasant observation. Individuals
cannot stem a popular current ; they are carried

along by it, and quite rightly, and naturally ; for

J

[ narrow-minded, obstinate men,

this is the way all growth and development are per- |

fected.
against any change in its conditions—it has become
accustomed to its soil and surroundings, it feels
that it is thriving very well, and is naturally afraid
of being pushed out into daylight, into a new and
broader life. But it cannot help itself ; change,
growth, isa law of its being ;
pare for if, and adapt itself to its new conditions,
not grumble and retard them.

Thig is a lesson for us all through life, and as

A seed planted in the ground might rebel |

its business is to pre- |

applicable to dress as anything else. How many
‘set” in their
ways, thinking they know it all, and that wisdom
will die with them, make life a burden and a mis-

ery to their wives and daughters by charging upon !

them the results of natural change and growth as
a fault, and compelling them to an existence of
isolation or deception. They know they make
more money than their forefathers did, but they
want to spend it on increasing their land or swell-
ing their bank account. They have no idea that
the “ women folks’ have a right to any part of it,
or any share in the ‘“ earth’s increase,” as a natural
inheritance. Itis well worth while, nowadays, for
young women to bestow upon their own dress
some of that time, patience, and consideration
which they have been accustomed to devote to
fancy work. Materials very in
price, paper patterns are now obtainable with as
much ease as a spool of thread, and are designed
and cut with such accuracy that nothing further
isrequired except adaptation to the slight inequali-
ties of individual ficures. There is no obstacle,
therefore, to the cultivation of charming taste,
and even originality in their drvess, by young

are reasonable

women, though they may not have a superabund-

ance of pocket money. Taking a well-cut design
a8 a basis of operations, they may diverge from it
in any way that suits their fancy, after they have
learned how to do so with safety, and by saving
themselves all expense in making, be able to in-
dulge in more dresses, as well as more of the ac-
cessories of dress. Light and diversified colors are
much more used now than for some years past,
and freshness, frequent renewal, is essential to
their attractive appearance. Let our girls, there-
fore learn to be dressmakers, if they
would dress beautifully and fashionably.

their own

ot

Models for the Menth.

A VERY pretty and seasonable design for the pre-
sent month will be found in the ““ Athalia? over-
skirt. It is very ingeniously arranged to give the
effeet of side paniers, and graduated puffs at the
back, which are separated by bands, and terminate
in a square end which falls low upon the skirt. It

| ments.

is an extremely graceful model for grenadine, or
barege, and may also be used for muslin, silk, or
plain woolen tissue. Less than a yard of a con-
trasting material, or figured fabrie, will trim it,
with the exception of the ribbon loops, which
may be added or not as preferred, but which for
the dress of a young lady would be, at least, de-
sirable.

The ‘“Camilla” polonaise is a revival of the
¢ Marguerite ”’ styles, with the side panier effect,
and a simulated vest, formed of a self-colored
material. The design is especially pretty in satine,
in the Pompadour patterns, and also in the striped
and figured foulards which have been so impor-
tant a feature of the season’s importation. Noth-
ing could be cooler for summer wear than a polo-
naise of this description, made of striped and fig-
ured Chinese silk, with light tinted ground, and
facing of plain, turquoise blue, Italian silk, edged
with Breton lace. A simple flounced skirt, walk-
ing length, of either the blue or figured silk would
complete a charming garden-party costume.

The ¢ Valentine’’ blouse waist is the newest
and prettiest of the plaited waist styles. Yoked
waists had a short life, as they were not found
suitable for really elegant or stylish dresses. This
waist, however, with plaits massed at the back
and the front, and ascending to the shoulder, is
found particularly becoming and quite in the pres-
order of fashion. The *‘ Valentine’’ is par-
ticularly lovely in a material that can be trimmed
with lace or embroidery, and this should be used
as illustrated, as a more graceful effect can be pro-
duced. The embroidery should be bought by the
piece, and as very nice qualities can now be pur-
chased at one dollar and a half to two dollars for
twelve yards, the quantity required would not
render it so very expeusive.

ent

of

eraceful and elegant of the mantelet designs.

the most
The
long ends guthered into points, and finished with
small loops and ends of ribbon, are a distinguish-
able feature of the present season’s styles, and
are usually held into the w aist by the broad belt
of the dress, which starts from under the arms.
The gore at the back is formed of Brussels net,
embroidered with jet, or enriched with jet orna-
The point at the waist may be held into

The ‘“ Kathleen» mantelet is one
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the figure by a belt, or silk galoon, tied underneath. | improved chemise drawers, which, put on over

The outlining is executed by a black, plaited Brefon
lace, traversed by a narrow jetted gimp. The pat-
tern may be made, however, in light chuddah cloth,
trimmed with feather bands, and crimped fringe,
or in black Sicilienne, trimmed with black cock’s
feathers, or in black camel’s hair, trimmed with
lace and jet, with a gimp ornament for the back.

Ladies bathe of late years much more than

the. corset, answers every purpose of corset cover
and chemise, and requires only the addition of a

| skirt, which may be attached by button-holes in

the band, to the buttons which mark the line of
the waist upon the illustration. Ladies who wear
neither corsets nor flannels in hot weather, will

| find these garments exquisitely cool and comfort-

formerly, and a bathing suit is therefore an essen- |
| edgings of lace, while in Europe, soft creamy

tial requisite of a summer outfit for the seaside,
The *“ Brighton *’ is the newest and most approved
design for this purpose.
shaped, so as to admit of perfect freedom, and
still preserve neatness of form and appearance:
The sleeves are short, in accordanee with the best
us
water

)

being incompatible with the

It is carefully cut and |

ge, swimming and healthful exercise in the |
clinging !

able. In the tropics they are made of the thinnest
batiste, or nainsook, trimmed with insertions and

India silk is preferred, which washes, in the hands
of an experiencedlaundress,like white ¢cottoncloth.
The *“ Princess Chemise” is a triple gurment

[also; that is, it'takes tlie place of short skirt,

chemise and corset-cover. ' Neither requires any
more material than the ordinary chemise, and is
no more trouhle: to- make, the trimming around

weight of long sleeves about the arms and wrist.-| the bottom being a matter of means and taste,

Some daring young wo-

men have undertaken te
follow continental usage,
by adopting a Princess

style of bathing dress; but
this is rightly considered,
by many, as an outrage
upon good taste, if not de-
cency. In Europe bathing
houses are rolled upon- the
wheels down the sands and
into the water, and the
bather steps, or throws her-
self, directly into its partial
When she is
ready to come ouf she is
exposed to no runming fire
buf
emerges only to be lost.on
the instant within the pri-
vacy of her little house on

wheels.

coneealment.

of eves or (‘.\'!‘-L_’]"ls.\";‘.‘.

In this country there is
no such provision for bath-
Women, young and
old, are obliged to run the
gauntlet of erowds of spec-

ers,

tators, who watch *their
every movement, until they
are surrounded by the

friendly waves, and a dress
which shall afford a little
drapery as well as covering
to the limbsg, is essential.
The fullness of the “ Brigh-
ton ”? is laid in three plaits,
back and front, and there is
no more than is necessary.
Navy blue flannel is the best

material to use.

l!\

quests, we

response to many re-
illustrate in the
present number our new
styles of improved chemise
drawers, and the Princess
chemise, both of which are
combination garments, and
especially adapted to sum-

mer wear.

The chemise drawers are,
in reality, three garments in

Summer Mourning Goods.

HENRIETTA cloth is still the standard material
for deep mourning dresses, all the year around.
Milanese resembles bombazine, and Tamise cloth
is like closely-woven delaine. Bayonnais is a fine
quality of all wool French bunting, and beige de
santé is a loosely-woven, all wool fabrie, with a
flannel finish. = All these are popular, and make
seasonable dresses. Byzantine is worn for the
deepest mourning, and is a dull, semi-transpa-
rent fabrie, silk and wool mixed, and closely wo-
ven like barége. Soft, pure, all wool burége is also
worn for deep mourning, and combined for light
mourning with satin striped barége. Satin striped
Byzantine is also used‘in the same manner. Spun
silk grenadine is the favorite among the thinner
fabries, and has the threads precisely alike both
ways, and  twisted alike. Iron grenadines are also
‘ worn. Real Canton erépe is
used for over-dresses for
light mourning, and French
erépe de chine is also popular,
being less expensive, and
lighter in quality.

Toilets Yor Mid-
summer,

F1c. 1.—Toilet made of
white India muslin, trim-
med with Breton lace and

insertion. The skirtis a
demi-train, bordered with
a.deep, plaited flounce trim-
med with Breton insertion,
and surmounted by two
very fine plaitings edged
with lace, the upper plait-
ing headed-insertion. The
overskirt — the *“ Athalia”
—is trimmed with wery fine
plaitings edged with lace,
and has bows of satin rib-
bon in front and at the
sides, made of garnet, pink,
and pale blue combined.
The ¢ Valentine ”” blouse-
waist is profusely trimmed
with lace, and has a belt
mace of ribbon, and fasten-
ed with bow matechinge the
rest on the dress.  Coiffure
arranged high, with a braid
and puffs. Skirt pattern,
thirty cents each size. Pat-
tern of waist, twenty cents

each size. Overskirt pat-
tern, thirty cents.

RiTGe =624 — Costume of
white Ililili>(1<)](, for a miss
of fourteen years. This is
trimmed with very fine

plaitings, edged with Valen
ciennes lace, Valenciennes

insertion, and bows of pale

blue and rose-colored rib-
bons. The * Neila™ polo-
naise is combined with a

gored skirt to form the cos-
tume, and both views of the
polonaise will be found
illustrated among the sepa
rate Patteim of
polonaise in sizes for from
twelve to sixteen
Price, twenty-five
each, Skirt pattern in sizes
four to

fashions.

A\ ears.

cents

for from fourteen

one. That is to say, they
are drawers, chemise, and
corset cover, if a corset is
worn. Ladies who are ac-
customed to wearing gauze
flannels through the suin
mer sgeason, or at least a
vest, will find this the best
foundation for the cor-
get, and in addition, the

TOILETS FOR MIDSUMMER.
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years. Price, twenty cents

each.
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Ha d Bonnet

Wiilililwy -

Tne large hats which have been such a feature
of the styles, and which are extraordi-
narily picturesque and becoming, in conjunction
with light sammer costumes, will hardly be car-

stummer

ried over into the fall, except for excursion pur-

[ie more recent imported styles are compara-
1y small, and quite in the * Gypsy " or close
‘Cottage ' form, with small upward brim. Large
hats «

be worn

n h \l"l-}'
with-
a consider-

nassing of

back, and dis-
| ed  at 1€
in a pufl
Surmonnt |
L | b, ar m
ynged still
more inform

Iy without the
aid of any comb
whatever
Young girls ar-
range their hair
in still
simple fashion,

more

leaving the size
of
un-

and shape
the head
disturbed. ‘I'his

renders the em

DEMORESIT"S

MONTHI,Y

|

{ and fall back upon home-made affairs of drawn
| white muslin, or the sundowns, which were in-
vented for bathing-hats, and were in cost next to
nothing.,

One feature of the new styles in bonnets may be
conSidered at least as fuvoring cconomy ; this is,
their individuality and greater independence of
the It is true that many ladies care-
fully adapt the general .~1_\'11' of their bonnets to
that of their dresses, so that there shall be harmo-
ny, or, at least, correspondence, between them,

costume.

FASHIONABLE FANS.

ployment of a
hat for
ny othel ave
hade purposes,
most impossible, so that there are special rea-

s W |>_', the

adopted,

maller designs for eity wear will be

It cannot be
hats
not belong
vidual eases,

that

character and distinetion

denied, however, the large

have which do
to the small bonnet, 1"\1'4‘[;1 in indi-

‘1'14 re
cently received, where the poise upon the head is

are examples in those re-
emphasizi d by the
of
high

give fan appe

arrangement of the trimming,
which consist

feathers, set

large satin loops, or oslrich
a little to the left side, so
of height
triking but distinguished,

.'III"

15 Lo arance and style,

which is not only

I'he diffieulty about the large and fashionable
eason ha

and Florida

hats of the present

['he li

been their weight.,

tht chip braids of last year,

i been superseded by coarse, heavy, English
i W hieh is faced with velvet, and frequently
trimmed exteriorly with velvet also, in addition
to plum ind a metal clasp, The weight of all
! the head, upon a hot summer’s day, i
| vell as very uncomfortable, and many
| h found it necessary to lay aside the
hat vhich have cost them considerable sum

MAGAZIN H.

| No. 2.—A cherry-wood fan, orndgmented with
steel tracervies. Chdtelaine to mateh.,

No. 3.—Black satin fan, with ebony sticks
mounted with silyer. The design ishand painted,
and extends about two-thirds across the satin, and
is carried down at one side on the sticks:

No. 4.—An ebony fan, with silver mountings,
and chdatelaine to mateh.  The belt is of black Rus-
sia leather, with a silver buckle.

“ No. 5.—Fan of old-gold colored érépe, embroi-
dered with black silk and jet, and mounted on
ebony sticks.

No. 6. — Fan
of pale blue
satin, embroid-
ered with
cream-color,

and mounted
with carved
ivory sticks.

By

Walking
Boots,

ToE
walking
for are
cut on the same
principle as a
gentleman’s
shooting boot :
the front of the
boot and the
tongue in front
are cut in one,
and the laced
pieces open out
wide, that
there no
pressure on the
instep, and they
are slipped on
and off easily.
This renders
them very con-
venient for
exenr-

newest,
hoots

ladies

SO

is

suaminer

sionists,

But this is no longer obligatory. On the contrary,
the bonnet is rather a point of departure, than a
terminus. It
costume rather than completes it.

mere beginning, or a
This fact will
undoubtedly be more elearly emphasized in“the
full and winter designs, and though no woman of

taste would wear a bonnet that clearly outraged |

the rest of her toilet by its difference of color. yet
distinetion in the
least, the trimming of the bonunet, and the dress,
will probably be general.

color between bonnet, or, at
It may also be talken
be used upon velvet,
and that strings will consist more largely of *ibbhon

for granted that satin will
than of lace, at least for promenade bonnefs, and
will under the Small veils of the

mask form have already been adopted.

fasten chiin,

re4

Fashionahle Fans.

No. L.—An ivory fan, ornamented with a tea
roge held in place on one of the outer sticks by a

ilver holder,

crowns the
|

Summer Gloves and Mitts.

Tue newest lisle thread gloves are made in all
[ the light shades of gray and mastie, and are very
| prettily openworked in the same patterns as the
stockings, They are long upon the wrist, and
terminate in an elastic band, which extends two
or three inchies beyond the line of the wrist. They
| are well-shaped, but somewhat expensive, and as
[ they are fine, and not very durable, cannot be
considered economical wear.

Thread mifts in all colors are now imported,

and are less expensgive than the silk ones, while
they are capable of more service. They are as
lone as twelve-buttoned kid gloves, and therefore,
extremely well adapted for wear with summer
dresses, which have elbow or shortened sleeyes.
The dere mitts are the most useful, for they can
beworn with any color,and also with black or white,

The present fashion of long gloves, long mitts,
and half-long sleeves is a very \'\'1!1‘ll~i\4' item for
those who go mucl’ into society, and the derw
mitts afford an opportunity of economizing on the

somoetimes dreadful item of long, leht Kid gloves,
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i Ladies’ and Qentlemen’s Watch

- Chains.

: No. 1.—The * Double Victoria” is the

:  style of watch chain for ladies. It is of * rolled ™
gold,

% pn\t‘d of

b

Ve

and is com-
small
round links, and
finished by a
round slide and
ornaments of pol-
ished t_‘_'lblll. t’ll&b‘l‘d
in the center on
both sides and set
withasingle pearl.
It has a polished
bar which is worn
through the but-
ton-hole, and a
chdtelaine, towhich
a charm

may be

attached. Price,
£7.50.
No. 2.—Ahand-

some wateh chain
in ‘“rolled " gold,
measuring sixty
inches in length,
('n“]lan‘(] i:f l]()li-
ble links finely
chased. The slide
has a real gold
front and back,
and is highly bur-
nished, ornament-
ed with red gold
and chased. A
raised polished or-
nament is set with

pearls. Price,
S12.75.

No. 3.—A hand-
some mualinée

watch chain in
‘rolled” gold,
which is especially
convenient, as it
detached
by means of hooks
at the back of the
pin, and worn as

can be

aneck chain only,
Leontine
chain, with or
without the pin.
The pin also can be
used

or as a

separafely,
very hand-
some, the
work

and is
ground-
being frost-
ed and inlaid with
black enamel. It
is further enrich-
ed by areal cameo,
get in a raised
seroll, is sur
mounted by a sin

DEMOREKSI1I®S

| “rolled
latest |

! bar is also burnished and is supported by a fine

MONTHILY MAGAZINE.

m a plain rim, and surrounded with polished balls. with white
| Price, $9.

No. 5.—A handsome guard watch
oold, for a gentleman.

twisted and are highly burnished.

ally worn

chain in
The links are

The buttonhole | chased gold.

vests.
double black silk braid, and is secured at both ends
with an oval ornament in ‘““rolled
burnished, with a cross on each side, set in finely
There is a similar ornament as a slide,
and the buttonhole bar is connected by a small

posed of round links worked into the form of
g real gold front, highly
§ polished and richly chased, and has a cameo set

rings. The slide has a

Rows of Breton

and Hnrl)‘[
made

slide is of polished gold, chased,
and set with a pink cameo. Price, $6.
No. 7.—A simple guard watch chain

worked, and the into what are

| tying closely
, a style usu l dresses.

insertion
called
round the

It is composed of

gold, highly

chain of highly
burnished gold.
Price, $1.75

No. 8. —A gen-
tleman’s guard
watch chain in a
very neal design.
It has real gold
front and back
tips, and the bar
has gold ends;
every link being
soldered insures
great durability.
Price, $5

No. —A gen-
tleman’s elegant
guard watch
chainin ““ rolled ”’
gold, highly
burnished. It is
composed of links
about an inch in
length, every
other omne being
of twisted wire,
and is light in
weight. Price, $4.

Many of these
designs are fac-
similes of those

made inreal gold,
and can hardly be
distinguished
from them. The
illustrations rep-
resent, the actual
sizes, and the
goods are the best
quality manufac-
tured.

e —

THE NEW PA-
TENT GLOVES are
fastened by a silk
cord, which winds
in-and out of two
rows of small
riveted and orna-
mental buttons.

MiTT8 FOR
DRESSY Occa-
SIONS,—Mitts are
almost universal-
ly worn in place
of long gloves for
garden parties,
teas,
and semi-eeremo-

afternoon

nious occasions.

gle pearl, and rests 5 7 2 e
upon a leaf in col- ; o 3
ored gold. Two J-abiEs’ AND [GENTLEMEN'S WATCH [CHAINS.
large tassels of ACTUAL SIZES.
dead gold, set in
highly burnished red gold, are suspended from |chain. Can be furnishéd in either red or vellow %t
the pin. Price, $7.50. pold. Price, $5 : The Lo A
y * y " 2 | » { § y L

No. 4.—A Jady’s watch chain of “rolled ”” gold, No, 6.—A lady’s watch chain, measuring sixty LVCI{et Cvnar'

measuring sixty inches and a half in length, com- | inches in length. The links are small

together
collars, for
low,

sewn
locket
with

are

square
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Bunting Costumes.

BuNTING has been so much improved in style
and quality, and is now made in so many grades,
that it is found exceedingly serviceable, less costly
than grenadine, and much more serviceable than
barege. Bunting is particularly useful as furnish-
ing the happy medium needed for traveling
dresses, and has been more used for that purpose
during the present season than any other single
ln;ltol"i:ll. It does not crease readily, and it stands
moisture almost as well as debeige, while it is
cooler and drapes easily.

Common bunting made up into costumes is
usually trimmed with cheap silk, but the better
qualities are only finished with rows of chain-
stitchine and buttons. Some show the contrast
of a satin vest, but the majority consist of trimmed
skirt and deep basque, simply made, and finished
with but little attempt at ornament.

A suit of this kind, of black, navy blue, or gray
bunting is most useful as filling up the interim
between the heat of summer and the time for put-
ting on woolen costumes, so that it is almost in-
dispensable for ladies who are obliged to go out
daily.

Dark cambrics and dotted foulards are both
utilized largely for traveling purposes, the former
serving as well as the latter under an ulster, and
in fact looking so much like it that the difference
can scarcely be distinguished excepting by touch.
But neither of these fabrics is suitable for long
jomrneys, or cool climates, and are therefore em-
ployed for short trips, where no changes of tem-
perature are anticipated, rather than for lake or
mountain excursions.

The ulster has become an indispensable part of
the regular traveling outfit, but is cut into the
figure £0 a8 to render it much more shapely than
thosethat were seen at first. Ladies’ nlsters are
as well supplied with pockets as those of gentle-
men, but the triple collar is sometimes replaced by

I

MAGAZI

a graceful hood, and there is often an ingertion of
kilting in the lower part of the skirt at the back,
which is confined by straps, and lends a certain
and character to the garment which add
much to its appearance.

A “leather belt and pocket are also useful and
pretty.

case

The bag holds tickets, change, and hand

kerchiefs securely, so that a man is not essential
as ticket bearer and change carrier.
>+ —

TR

VALENTINE

BLOUSE-WAIST.

Valentine Blouse=Waist.—A simple, prac-
tical design, a blouse-waist, disposed in plaits
both back and front, and confined by a belt, which
may be either of the material or of a fancy kind.
It can be suitably made up in all kinds of dress
goods, excepting the heayiest, and is very desir-
able for summer fabries. The trimming can be of
lace, embroidery, or ruffles, to suit the taste and
the material used. Price of pattern, twenty cents
each size.

N K.

SCARP ties of Indian mu

gathered at each end

nings, almost like a tassel, th

ends being galthered «

lace and India or erépe musli bout
across, are made o the butl

fuvorite style is a bow of the

cade of lace coming &ix or seven i

while others have a twisted « 1 O

side knotted, and a cascad f1

One of the newest t nes for conve

nary dress into demi-toilet | ! ]
of lace, with narrow ribbm nd

in front. I'he lace is then brought
11"!1|rll"1.‘\gux. to the

the otheris the cascade of | head

and lisse plaiting

VESTES to wear with or without
ordinary bodice, give full-dr D
small cost. They are made of wl
with lace and embroidery, of el
muszlin fulled on to a plain f
down with e wls at inte 5. of
muslin, and of the 1§ ng }
to the shoulder, faster
the waist, and terminate in tw 1l
are always bordered
cascade sometime down the o
and an upstanding rufl ]
the front of the di 1 N
are made in one ple f Du
Another stvle, called
muslin 1ered at
a ruff at the thi
side, and bows of lace and
neck.

ATHALIA OVERSKIRT.

| K.

Athalia Overskirt.—Decidedly novel, and very stylish, this overskirt

ATHLEEN MANTEI

s W NN
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is short, with the apron open in the middle of the front, and very fully Kathleen Mantelet. 1 ¢
draped, giving the effect of paniers on the sides, and the back very bous-  in circle shaj B 3 . -
fant, being separated into two full puffs, by broad bands passed across it. | ing in long
The desien is desirable for all kinds of dress goods, and the trimming can be | passed ar S o ¢
selected to suit the taste and the material used. This design is illustrated | s 1k, s e, Cas B )
en eostwme. in combination with the *Valentine’ blouse-waist Price of | quality, and « g
pattern, thirty cents. tern in t o I ¢
>
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“ Brighton " bathing suit, the front view of which
is illustrated on Fig. 5. It is made in dark blue
flanvel, trimmed with broad white braid. Net of
oil silk, bound on the edges with red braid, and
having a band of embroidery down the middle.
The pattern of the bathing suit is in two sizes,
medium and large. Price, thirty cents each.

F16. 2.—A bathing cloak, for use before enter-
ing and upon leaving the water. It is in circle
shape, with a hood, and is made of unbleached
Turkish toweling, trimmed with point Russe em-
broidery in black and yellow silks, on red flannel.
Broad-brimmed hat, of braid.
Pattern of cloak, thirty cents.

F16. 3.—A favorite style of bathing suit, com-
prising a full blouse waist, a short skirt, and full
Many ladies prefer this style for swim-
ming, as the skirt can be ecasily removed when it

coarse ]l"_'llvvrll

drawers,

is desirable to have less weizght for that exercise,
the drawers being attached to the waist, and the
skirt buttoned on. The one illustrated is made in

dark grav twilled flannel, trimmed

bands of scarlet.
red

suit in two sizes, medinm and large.

Pattern of
Price, thirty

braid. Canvas bathing shoes.
cents each.

F16. 4.—Th

flannel, trimmed

made in dark blue
black braid. This design
bathine suit or a street
for from four to eight

‘Vietor "’

with

suit,

can either be used for a

¢oxtume. Pattern in sizes

years. Price, thirty cents each.
Fic. 5.—The front of the

bathing suit, the back of which is shown on Fig.

1. See description of that fizure for prices and

view ¢ Brichton "’

siZesR,

“ Undine”*
for a miss
is made of

The
costume,
It

vy all-wool suitings,

- ¥i6. 6.-
bathing
en years.

) mix-
oray, and is trimmed with
ross-stitch of
on

‘.II

bands

embroidery
worsted
Red and white

white
blue
Bathing
red and

Pattern of suit in =iz

striped stockings.

11 v“.u.yr;w straw.

1€,

h
bl

for from tento fourteen years

Price twenty-five centa each.

1.—This ficure shows the back view of the !

MONTHIY

Bathing Cloak, Net, etc,

No. 1.—Basket for carrying a bathing suit. It
is of coarse straw, trimmed at top and bottom
with a band of red cloth, pinked on the edges, and

embroidered with black and old-gold color, orna-

mented at one side with a bow of red and old-gold
colored ribbons, and lined with
the lining extending above the top of the basket,
and furnished with drawing-strings.

No. 2.—Bathing cloak made of
Turkish toweling, trimmed with point Russe em-
broidery in black and yellow silks on red flannel.
It is cut in circle shape, and provided with a
hood.

No. 3.—Bathing net of oil silk, bound on the
edges with red braid, and ornamented down the
middle with a band of embroidery.

No. 4.—Child’s bathing shoe, made of brown
canvas and unbleached Turkish toweling.

No. 5.—Lady’s bathing slipper, made of white
canvas, trimmed with red braiding.

= v > . m 4 3 |
No. 6.—Bathing shoe made of Turkish toweling,

| bound with blue braid.

with broad |
Rough straw hat, trimmed with |

red cashmere, |

unbleached |

MAGAZIN H.

| Our Purchasing Bureau

: Offers itself as a medium for the purchase of ladies’
and children’s dresses, costumes and outfits, in-
cluding every article necessary for a trousseau,
from hosiery and underwear to jewelry. Our facil-
ities as representatives of one of the oldest and
best known houses in New York, are superior for
‘ buying at the lowest prices, while long experience
is a guaranty for judgment in selecting styles
and fabrics. From the many letters received we
select the following for brevity :

‘““MACON, GEORGIA,
“MMmE. DEMOREST :(—The box of trimmings was
received in good time, and I thank you for your
| promptness and the skill and taste with which the
selections were made. Mrs. Daniel, my dressmaker,
and myself are both delighted.
““Inclosed please find in stamps the 12¢ balance
due. Miss V. 0. W.”

“DeAar MmE. DEMOREST : — I inclose you the
| amount due on the goods sent. I was very much
| pleased with them, and return many thanks for
| trouble and promptness. I HLRe

Brighton Bathing Suit.—A most conven-
[ient, comfortable, and becoming stvle of bathing
suit, cut with a yoke, front and baclk, to which the
| lower parts are attached in broad box-plaits, and
side gores under the arms, and fitted by a belt
worn on the outside. It can be appropriately made
up in serge, moreen, or twilled flannel, as these ma-
terials do not cling to the figure when wet, and
| trimmed with braid, or bands of all-wool delaine,
either forming the entire
garniture, or in combina-
tion with rows of alpaca
braid of a contrasting color.
The one illustrated is in dark
blue flannel,ornamented with
rows of white ealloon of dif-

ferent widths.
This design is illustrated
on the full-page engraving.
Pattern in two sizes, medinm
and large. Price, thirty cents

each.

BRIGHTON BATHING SUIT.

BATHING CLOAK, NET

BRIGHTON BATHING SUIT.
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3 Cool Under-Wear,

;3 WE give in the present number illustrations of
) the combination under-wear which is so particu-
% larly adapted to comfort and convenience during

the summer season. 1t may be made in Frencl

batiste, in nainsook or pink, blue, or eream wash-

ing silk. Nainsook is very nice for ladies who
suffer much from the heat, for notwithstanding

3 that it is thin, it never wears out—that is,

‘ hardly ever,” if the reader will excuse the adop-

b tion of this universal qualification.

g Under-skirts, and particularly flannel skirts, are
still eut with yokes that fit to the hips, and the
flannel should be embroidered with a simple pat-

5 tern to correspond with that upon the stockings,

5 il these are embroidered. There is no end to the

ways in which young women who have time and

taste can beautify their own wardrobes, and these
details of hand-work are much more distinguished
as an addition to a simple toilet than any amount
of cheap bought trimmings. It is always ques-
tionable taste to make a display of ornament, but
it is a mark of refinement to have the under-wear
as handsome as possible, consistent with perma-
nent neatness and the means of the wearer. Lovng
skirts, that is, trained under-skirts, are not now
needed, but the short skirts, walking length, are
prettily finished with fluted ruffles of the muslin,
and the very short ones, used in place of flannel,

with ruffles of Hamburg embroidery. When a

¢ dress improver '’ is worn, flounces are sometimes

SO

: buttoned upon it for dress occasions, unless a deep
balayeuse is added to the back of the interior of the
43 dress skirt as a permanent part of its finish.

re

Princess Chemise.— A decided im-
provement on the style of chemise formerly
worn, this convenient garment is in ** Prin-
“’shape, partially fitting, and combines
a chemisc and short under-skirt, and, if the

COR]

j corsets are worn next to the flannel vest,
5 a corset-cover also, in this manner taking
the place of three separate garments. The
neck is eut in Pompadour shape, both
back and front, and the fronts are fitted

with a long dart on each side extending
to the of the skirt, and
darts taken under the arms.

bottom
oul

deep
There

is a short French back slightly fitted to the fig-
ure, to the lower edees of which is added a mod-
erately full skirt. The fronts can be finished with
a false hem, or lap, as illustrated ; or the hems
may be allowed on in the usual manner and car-
ried all the way down. The best method of fin-
ishing the seams is to sew them up on the owdside,
open them aund then lay over, on the outside, a
bias band of the material, [rom one-qnarter to
three-eighths of an inch wide, which is to be se-
cured by a row of machine stitching at each edge.
This makes a neat finish for the seams, imparts
additional strength, and serves as a support to the
buttons from which the other skirts are to be sus-
pended. The design is usually made up in white
washable goods, but is equally appropriate for
flannel or silk, and the trimming can be chosen

to suit the taste and the material used. Pattern
in two sizes, for ladies medium and large. Price,

thirty cents each.
misses from twelve to sixteen years of age. Price,
twenty-five cents each.

MAGAZINE.

The same design is in sizes for

Improved Chemise = Drawers,—This ex-
cellent garment is designed after the latest and
most approved principles of hygiene and comfort.
It combines two separate patterns in one, viz. :
loose drawers, and a corset cover having the neck
cut in Pompadour shape, front and back. The
waist portion is about half-tight, and is fitted.with
a dart in each side of the fronf, and deep darts
taken out under the arms, and has short back
pieces - ending a little below the waist. The
drawers are cuf in one piece with the waist at the
front and sides, and are without any superfluous
fullness, but have additional width allowed at the
back, which is gathered and sewed to the lower
edges of the back pieces. The corset is to be worn
underneath, next the woolen vest ; the ordinary
chemise is dispensed with, and a short underskirt
is to be suspended from the buttons at the waist.
The design is appropriate for all kinds of white
washing materialg, or it can be made up in foulard
or flannel. The trimming can be placed plainly
around the neck, or the front may be ornamented
with a plastron, as illustrated.

Pattern in two sizes, for ladies medium
and large, price thirty cents each. The
same design is in sizes for misses from
twelve to sixteen years of age. Price,
twenty-five cents each.

— 9 e

A wHITE India muslin scarf is a novelty
for trimming round hats. It can either be
wound around the neck asa secarf, or used
as aveil, when necessary.

— LR -

SHIRRED hats of éeru batiste, trimmed
with Algerienne silk, are worn to matech
costumes.

09—

BLUE and blue-black cloth remains pop-
ular for ladies’ riding habits.
D
BLUE and derw flannel
by misses at the seaside.
*oo

dresses are worn

ROUGH-AND-READY and MacKkinaw straw
hats are popular for seaside wear. Rough,
black, straw hats have three rows of gilt
braid near the edge of the brim.

-0 - —
BRrRoAD belts are worn with most toilets
and costumes.

.

,.h
3
W
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CAMILLE POLONAISE.

Camille Polonaise. — Novel in
design, and very stylish in effect, this
graceful polonaise is yet very simple in
arrangement. It is looped to form
paniers on the sides, that fall over a
short. draped apron, and the back is
moderately bouffunt. Tt is tight-fitting,
with the usual number of darts in
front, and decp darts talken out under
the arms ; and has a seam down the
middle of the back and side-forms ex-
tending the shoulders. A long
plastron-collar has the effect of a small
vest. The design is suitable for nearly
all classes of dress materials, and is es-
pecially desirable for such
drape gracefully. The drapings being
so simple and easily effected, it is also
an excellent for washable
fabrics. The trimming can be chosen to
suit the taste and the material

to

goods as

design

used.
Price of pattern, thirty cents each size.

, - S
j e e 2 BAsqQues are worn, made of a differ-
J PRINCESS CHEMISE. ent material from the costume, IMPROVED CHEMISE-DRAWERS.
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Brides’ and Bridal Reception Dresses.

THE richest bridal dresses worn recently have
been made of white satin, trimmed with lace. The
train is usually plain, or shows an edge cut out,
or with corners turned back over a narrow, thick
plaiting, which is lined with the balayeuse. The
front may be slightly full and bordered with a
kilt plaiting, the sides trimmed with cascades of
lace, dotted with flowers, or bows of white satin
ribbon.

Upon some dresses, however, cut in
the Princess style, the over-dress of lace,
or lace arranged as scarfs, forms the
entire drapery. The garniture con-
sists of flowers in masses, and trailing
fringes.

The prettiest bridal dress of the sea-
son was of rich white satin, covered with
myriads of rows of finely plaited Breton
lace, and garnitured with natural rose-
buds and orange blossoms. No artificial
flowers were used. The veil was attach-
ed to a full, close wreath of the same
flowers, but the bouquet was composed
entirely of white rosebuds.

The effect of the Breton lace is partic-
ularly soft and foamy, much more be-
coming to youthful brides than heavy
point lace, which should never be worn
until women have reached a matronly
are,

A very pretty and much more simple
bridal dress was of white bareze, trimmed
also with quantities of delicately plaited
Breton lace. The garniture of this dress
was white satin ribbon. No flowers
were used except a great bunch of nat-
ural lilies-of-the-valley and white rose-
buds, at the front of the corsage. Arti-
ficial flowers are not now considered
distingué, as a garniture for bridal
dresses.

Bridesmaids are beginning to adopt
the English fashion of wearing large,
quaint hats or bonnets. The six brides-
maids attendant at one fashionable wed-
ding walked in twos to the altar, and
were dressed in twos—that is to say,
each two alike, but all of them in white,
and each carried a bouquet of deep red
roses, while that of the bride of course
was white. Their bonnets were leghorn,
large and quaint in shape, with indented
brim, Breton lace strings, and trimming
composed entirely of five white ostrich
feathers. The two bridesmaids in attend-
ance at another weddirg wore Princess
dresges of pale pink, a combination of
silk and broecade, and large hats of
the Gaingborouch shape, trimmed with
jreton lace and immense crushed
TrOSEes,

A dress worn at a recent wedding by
the mother of the bride, was of moon-
light satin, equare cut, with elbow
sleeves and a long, plain train. Very
fine old lace trimmed the mneck and
sleeves, and over the shoulders was
thrown a very wide scarf of thin Venetian
gauze, wrought most exquigitely with
real gold thread, in an elaborate pattern
of leaves and flowers.

A beautiful dress worn upon the same |
oceasion, was a combination of turquoise
blue silk, with a chintz foulard, the
groundwork a shade between gold and
copper color, what is known as Efruscan
gold, The figures, tiny flowers and | years.

AT . 7111 077 718 5% O3 O G 21D O 91T 1D 0 ﬂmnwﬂlW"”"
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elsewhere.
that on the dress, garnet and old-gold tips, and pink roses.
| pattern in sizes for from ten to sixteen years. Price, twenty-five | in which young girls can learn the
Pattern of basque in sizes for from ten to sixteen \

Price, twenty cents each.

cents each.

leaves, in shades of pink, turquoise blue, and olive
green,

A very rich bronze satin, worn on the same
occasion, was trimmed with an Indian embroi-
dery in gold and bronze, representing bugs or
beetles, executed upon silk gauze of the same
shade.

\\\
\
\
\

\
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MISS’S WALKING COSTUME,

CosTumE made in garnet bunting, having the vest, collar and
cuffs of the basque made of salin pékin, the stripes, alternately,
garnet and old-gold color ; and the revers on the basque, and bands |
on the skirt, of garnet satin edged with narrow folds of old-gold |
gatin. The ¢ Lucille ”” skirt, and “ Floy ” basque are combined to
make the costume, and both designs are illustrated separately
White chip hat, trimmed with sfriped satin matching | what we do not want: and a dress allow-
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Dress Allowance for Qirls,

Ir parents wish to inculeate habits of economy
in their daughters, and induce them not only to
put money to the best use in the getting up, of
their wardrobes, but to save by putting their own
work into the making of their dresses and other
garments, they will set aside for them a regular
allowance, and require them to dress chiefly
within the limits assigned them. What the:e
limits should be will depend of course
upon the means and position of the pa-
rents.” Two hundred and fifty dollars
per annum would be riches to one, while
another would feel poor upon a thou-
sand. The first-named sum may, how-
ever, be considered the minimum upon
which a girl who goes into society can
dress in the city, because there are not,
only the actual articles of clothing to
purchase, but many small ways in which
money is spent, for car-fare, postage,
ete., which must come out of her allow-
ance, and which would greatly ecripple
it, if placed on an exceedingly limited
footing.

Even with this sum, if she wishes to
feel at ease, she should, as far as possible,
make her own dresses, as well as under-
clothing, excepting the very best, and
carefully calculate the actual necessities
of each season so that these may be pro-
vided for.

A girl restricted to an allowance,
though it may at first seem ample, will
soon find that she cannot afford to in-
dulge all her whims, or her fancies, and
she will learn, what some women are
never taught, how money can be best ex-
pended in the purchase of a few articles
that have real value, rather than in many,
which only represent what is worthless
and a mere encumbrance.

Of course, in considering the question
of dress allowance, we are confined to
the daughters of men of means ; young
women who earn their own living, orwho
are obliged to contribute perhaps to the
support. of others, can rarely estimate
with exactness the sum they can afford
to spend upon clothing, and even the
cost of a calico dress may be dependent
upon other and more pressing necessi-
ties.

The point of this article is simply this,
that one of the most important things in
this life is to learn how to spend money
wisely. It is quite as much of an art as
money getting, and asit is the lot of
many women to spend the money for the
joint benefit that another person has
earned, it is at least desirable that they
should know how to put it to its best,
use.

Besides, the growing temptation is to
fritter away a great deal of hard-earned
money upon trifles. Trifles accumulate
and become a nuisance. They are rarely,
if ever, used until they are worn out;

| but they break, become disabled, soiled
—Ilose the little glamour which a capri-
cious fashion throws around them—and
are then left to add their quota to the
pile of accumulated rubbish.

One of the secrets of life is to find out

Skirt- | ance furnishes one of the quickest ways

lesson, because every mistake they make
in buying what they do not want is made
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memorable by depriving them of something that
is really necessary or desirable.

A girl upon two hundred and fifty dollars per
year cannot afford to buy an evening silk oftener
than once in two years, and then it must be sim-
ple in style. But it should be delicate in shade,
so that it may be suitable for remodeling the fol-
lowing year, or covering with a thin overdress of
muslin or gauze. The winter that she does not
buy an evening dress she should purchase a winter
coaf, or complete walking suit, fur trimmed ; and
this also can be changed the following year by the
substitution of velvet, or numerous rows of narrow
braid, in place of the fur trimming worn the pre-
vious year.

A great saving is effected by a certain regularity
in the purchase of standard articles, and standard
fabries, because they can be worked one into an-
other, from year to ycar, whereas the fancy fab-
rics, which are only fashionable for the season,
are independent of, and have no correspondence
with, anything clse, and are, therefore, almost a
dead loss, when their brief prestige has departed.
Wealthy men make a great mistake in obliging
their wives and daughters to run bills, or continu-
ally ask for sums of money, which are given to
them in uncertain quantities. Dissatisfaction is
sure to exist on both sides, and no motive is fur-
nished for economy and care-taking, as the chronic
grumble accompanies the five dollars as certainly
as the fifty.

PATRICE DRESS.

Patrice Dress.—This graceful Princess dress
is very novel in design, and is tight-fitting, with
side-forms back and front extending to the shoul-
der-seams, and the back pieces turned up to form
loops. The front is ornamented with pointed
tabs which meet in the center and are attached
with bows, and the back pieces are cut with
pointed extensions which are lapped over the back
side-forms and held with buttons. The sides and
back are finished at the bottom with a deep
flounce, above which a sash is placed, which be-
gins at the front edge of the front side-form, and
passes round the dress, over the loop in the back
on the left side, and under the other loop on the
right’ side, and around to thé other side of the
front. The neck is finished with two large turned-
down collars. The design is suitable for all kinds
of dress goods, and is especially desirable for a
combination of colors or materials. Pattern in
gizes for from six to ten years.
cents eacl,

Price, twenty-five |
i in simple material, the dress looks better with a
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Children’s Fashions.

Tue most thoughtful and intelligent of women
are now very independent in the manner in which
they dress their children, and there are constant
improvements suggested and worked out by their
own efforts and by their willingness to adopt, any
better way, which are well worth the consideration
of all mothers who wish to put their strength and
effort to the best use. X

The underwear for children, for example, is
now beginning to be cut all in one, in the Princess
forms adopted by ladies. That it has not always
been so seems an absurdity for which it is diffi-
cult to account. It istrue that the drawers, upon
very young children, need to be removed more
frequently than is necessary for the preservation
or the cleanliness of any other garment. But the
creeping and rolling upon the floor, which ren-
der this a necessity, last but a short time, and
the drawers are now worn so short and the stock-
ings so long that children who are able to run
about can wear them for two and even three days
if necessary. Morcover, the reduction in the
number and bulk of the garments to be washed
by the family laundress is so reduced by using
one combination article, instead of two or three
with gathers and bauds and buttons ad libitun,
that one can easily afford a few extra changes of
a complete garment as an offset to those which
are not now required at all,

The effort hias been to get rid of the unnecessary
gathers, which ecrowded into yokes or more widely
distributed in the bands of drawers, had made a
bulky mass of wrinkled cloth for which there was
no use, and which it has been the business of the
dress to conceal. But the dress of children, as at
present fashioned, while easy and graceful, is al-
most destitute of fullness. The formisoutlined, if

| not as strietly as that of their older sisters, at Ieast

in such a way as to render the inequalities, even
of underwear, conspicuous ; and it is therefore de-
sirable to simplify and render it as smooth and
well fitting as possible.

The knitted underwear for children ““took » at
once, and doubtless stimulated the demand for
cotton garments of an equivalent character. They
are not, as yet, commonly introduced into the fur-
nishing houses, but. they soon will be, and in the
mean time ladies can malke them at home with
great comfort and satisfaction to the little ones as
well as themselves.

The summer dressing of children is now almost

| entirely restricted to the simplest fabrics—cotton,
| linen, and plain woolen.

A greaf, deal of lace
and a great deal of embroidery is used. Both are
of an inexpensive Kind, and are selected for their
durability, and because they wash and wear with
the fabric itself.

Nothing can be conceived more suitable for the
dressing of children who are to romp and play on
the hills, in the woods, and by the sea-side, than
the tweeds, the corded seersuckers, the dark-blue
English flannel, the checked gingham, the striped
linen, the figured satines, and the self-colored
cambries, which are principally used in the com-
position of children’s costumes, None of the
large plaids or showy figures are apparent, which
formerly blocked them out like a checker-board,
or disguised them as Mandarins.

The dress is neat, simple, easy, compact, and
graceful, and the Princess dresses of little girls are
s0 made for the summer, that they can be em-
ployed as aprons the next winter, and thus finished
and thoroughly utilized before they are out-grown,

Onc of the prettiest of the Princess dresses is
the ‘“Patrice.” Notwithstanding its dressy ap-
pearance, it may be made in very simple materials
of two shades of cambhric, for example, or plain
wool. The sash is not at all obligatory ; in fact,

fold surmounting the flounce. But in a combina-
tion of silk and wool, a silk sash adds much to the
effect. . The bows, too, may be omitted if desirced,
and simple bands used as straps across the front.
The design is good in almost any material, and
may be used for girls from cight years of age.
The “Neila ? polonaise is an extension of the
blouse waist into a polonaise design, which is very
pretty, and extremely well adapted to thinstraight
figures. It isnot difficult to male, though it looks
elaborate, the puff at the back being simply set on
on the plaiting.

The *Lucille ” skirt has formed the basls for
one of the most fashionable styles of summer cos-
tume—the *“Beulah ”—and would be particularly
pretty in dark-blue or wine-colored wool, or me-
tino, trimmed with velvet.

The “ Floy ”” basque is a pretty example of the
vest and half-belt bodice, in which a combination
of plain with striped material is used. The most
fashionable style of the present season has been
narrow striped satin, in different shades of gold
and the color of the material, with camel’s hair.

The “Undine” bathing suit is very preity in
gray ot navy-blue flainel, trimimed with black or
red wool, embroidered in white, or a plain of fig-
ured woolen braid may be used. The blouse is
yoked ounly at the baclk, and is cut in one in the
front, with a squatre neck that will be found both
pretty and convenient,
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LUCILLE

Lucille Skirt.—This graceful design com-
bines an overskirt and a skirt that is trimmed with
a deep kilt-plaited flounce. The apron of the over-
skirt is short, and is laid in plaits, while the back
is very bouffent. The design is similar to the
trimmed skirt' given in the ‘“Beulah’ ecostume,
and can be appropriately worn with any style of
basque or waist. It can be suitably made up in
all kinds of dress goods, and trimmed to suit the
taste and the material used. Pattern in sizes for
from ten to sixteen years. Price, twenty-five cents
each.

el

No more Starch for Babies.

BABIES have been starved long enough on such
starchy foods as arrow-root, which contain searcely
any nourishment, nurses and doctors to the con-
trary, notwithstanding, and now a wise and kind
public opinion has about concluded that they
haye been scratchied and punished long enouch
by having starch put in their clothes. Soft wool
needs no starch, neither does well washed linen

R R R R S S E R

or muslin, while the dainty folds of the robe
fall with infinitely more grace if starch has
not stiffened it, and prepared it to take on in-
numerable creases,
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Neila Polonaise.—Very becoming to slen- |
der figures, this is a blouse polonaise, with a yoke |
back and front, to which the front and back pieces
are attached in plaits. It has deep darts taken out |
under the arms, but it is made tight-fitting by a |
belt, and has short side-forms in the back, which
extend to the yoke. The back is rendered very |
bouffant by a large puff which is attached to the
lower edges of the plaits. The design is suitable |
for all kinds of dress goods excepting, perhaps,
can be trimmed to suit the |
Pattern in sizes for |

Price, twenty-five

the heaviest, and it
taste and the material used.
from twelve to sixteen years.

cents each.

Undine Bathing Suit.--A sensible and be- |
coming bathing suit for children, consisting of ”l
half-long, sacque-shaped blonse, and full drawers.
The blouse has the neck cut in Pompa-
dour shape in front, and a yoke at the
back to which the lower part is attached
gathers, and the whole is rendered
The lower edges

in
tight-fitting by a belt.
of the drawers are gathered into bands
and finished with ruffles. The design is
appropriate for heavy serge, twilled flan-
nel, moreen, or any material that does
not eling to the ficure when wet, and can
he guitably trimmed with alpaca braid or
hands of a contrasting shade of the ma-
This design is illustrated on the
Pattern in sizes for
Price,

terial,
full page engraving.
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FLOY BASQUE.

Floy Basque.—Stylish and very becoming,
the “ Floy ™ basque is tight-fitting, with a single
dart in each side of the front, and has side gores
under the arms, and side forms in the back,
rounded to the armholes. The front is trimmed
to simulate a vest, and there is a short belt on
each side extending from the back side-gore seam
to the dart in front. The design is appropriate for
a great variety of goods, and is particularly de-
sirabie for a combination of colors or materials.
If made in two materials, no other trimming is re-
quired ; but if made entirely of one fabric, the
trimming should be selected in accordance with
the goods used.

This design is illustrated en costwme in combina-

| tion with the ¢ Lucille”’ skirt.

Pattern in sizes for from ten to sixteen years.
Price, twenty cents each.
PO |
TeE RouNp CorsAGE.—There is an effort to re-
vive the round Josephine corsage, either with or
without a wide belt. Such- a one, intended for
a débutante, is of white barege over silk. The
short, round bodice has three darts in front, and
is made of barege laid smoothly upon a silk lining.
The belt, three inches wide, is of gros grain in
four folds, and fastened by a mother-of-pearl
buckle. The sleeves are solt, full, short puffs,
and the neck is finished by folds of barege ala
Greeque, held in front, at the back and on the
shoulders by sprays of pink roses. The silk demi-
train has four box-plaitings around the skirt, and
the overskirt is a long, round skirt of barege,
simply hemmed and draped in folds which cover
the silk above the plaitings. At the back it is
caught into two full, soft puffs, separated by gar-
lands of roses.
e e
Shawl Case.—A most cleanly and conven-
jent bag to be used when traveling, either as a
shawl case, or a satchel to hold the various arti-
cles that are necessary for a short trip. It can be

made up of stout gray linen, burlaps, or heavy |
canvas : either plain with cordings in the seams all |
| without a teacher ;

around, or trimmed with bands of a contrasting

color, or embroidery.
Price of pattern, fifteen cents.

from ten to fourteen years.

twenty-five cents each,
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SHAWL CASE.
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IN reply to Mgs. “ E. H. H,”'—Saw one third of the
way around a common flour barrel, and within one and
a half feet of the bottom. Then saw the remaining
staves in a curve, gradnally ascending so as to form the
back and arms of the chair. Have the wires on which
the cushion is to be placed stretched across the chair in
different directions, within one fool of the bottom of
the chair. This will also aid in more firmly securing
the staves. Coverall with cloth and make a enshion of
the same. Around the edge tack braid with white-
headed tacks. A starch box covered with the same as
your chair, after padding the top, makes a pretty addi-
tion to your room. “Mgs.J. E. H.”

‘A Lover oF DEMOREST.—A * sewing silk ' grena-
dine would be the most suitable for one going out of
mourning.

“H. C. F.” sends a reply also to Mrs, “E. H. H.”

“LortieE Lyon.”—The dresses you mention counld he
furnished for about two hundred dollars, the jewelry
from four to five hundred, of the very finest descriptior.

“MiNerva A."'—We believe the price of the series of
designs for Art Needlework, published by S. W. Tilton
& Co., and edited by Lucretia P. Hale, was fifty cents.
The publishing house in Boston should be addressed.

“Mns. E. A.”—The only way to make up a tarletan
dress for evening wear, for a young lady, is to ¢ut a
“ Princess Underdress” in white washing silk, or sile-
sia, and mount the tarletan upon it in flounces at the
back, and perpendicular puffs upon the front, divid-
ing the puffs with rowleaux of white satin. Above the
flonnces at the back. and upon the bodices in front, the
puffs can be cxtended, graduating in width toward the
waist, so as to perfectly define the form. The num-
ber of the pattern is 2116. A pretty pattern fora figcured
percale, is the Laveuse overskirt, and * Valentine ™
blouse waist.

“ JuniA.”—Black tulle, and black erépe lisse are gen-
crally used for the interior of the necks of mourning
dresscs.

“*Mgs. P. Y."—The painted silk jewelry, necklace and
car-rings, illustrated in the May number; were given with
full directions as to making, as an example of art orna-
mental work to be executed by ladies themselves, and not
as put commonly upon the market. Such sets are only
to be purchased as they are executed to order, and there
is no standard of price. It depends wholly upon the
delicaey of the workmanship, and the grade of the artist.
and it is only here and there that one can be found who
makes them. This should be a sufficient answer to the
queries of several correspondents who have inquired
concerning them.

“Mrs. J. M. W.”—The * Sconce " is a modern repro-
duction of an old-fashioned wall candlestick, with a
mirror let in al the back. It holds two lights, and a pair
of them are nsually placed oneon each side of -a burean,
or mantel, or writing desk, that occupies a dark corner,
in place ol panels or panel pictures.

“StunENT.”—We do not know the novels yon refer
to, even by name. By very hard study a safficient
knowledge of French might be acquired to read a little
but for pronuneciation a teacher is
indispensable. Fasquelle’s Introductory French Course
is an excellent text-book for a beginner. ** Plaques™
are plates of china or bronze or wood, upon which paint-
ings are executed, or other art work, and which are then
used for decorative purposes in the place of pictures in
frames.

*Mgs. RosA F. T.""—Grenadine is always worn more
or less, and is very fashionable this season in different
combinations of silk, satin, and velvet. A fashionable
trimming for linen dresses is checked gingham, and
brown and white striped. The most fashionable colors
are combinations of écrw, and mastic, with black, earnet.,
wine color, and prune. The Pompadour colors have
been <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>