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V O L. X V II. NO. 3.

I C T O E I A
A W OMAN'S  STATUE.

B y  L. M. A L C O TT, A uthor o f  “ Little W o m e n ,” “ Little M en ,” “ E ight C ou sin s,” "J a c k  and Jill,”  etc., etc.

T
C L A Y .

I HE man sat painting, with a stern ab-
sorption, which betrayed the hard won 
power of fettering rebellious thoughts 
by the enforced industry of a skillful 
hand. A W'eird, sad picture grew be-

neath his brush. A wreck upon the rocks, a 
sea subsiding after storm, and through the 
heavy clouds one ray of moonlight shone on a 
fair, dead figure, washed ashore.

John Stanhope always painted in that style, 
and people found a curious charm in his mel-
ancholy work, for there was always a touch of 
human ’suffering to give pathetic interest to 
these fine studies of Nature in her darker 
moods. A silent, solitary man, shunning soci-
ety, careless of praise, without ambition, liv-
ing solely for his art, yet seeming to find little 
satisfaction in it beyond the occupation of his 
lonely years, and the money which flowed in 
from generous patrons, for his pictures sold 
before they left the easel. What became of 
the sums thus earned no one knew, for he 
lived like an anchorite in his studio, in one of 
the quietest suburbs of London.

One luxury he permitted himself, a lovely 
model; for in nearly all his pictures the same 
face and "figure appeared, and his admirers 
had learned to watch for it with a certain ro-
mantic interest, wondering in what new guise 
the soft eyes, dark hair, and perfect curves of 
this young creature would next appear. There 
was a mysterious charm about this face which 

•Wore so many tragic expressions, this form 
which told in every line the varying emotions 
of desolation, despair, or death ; for long 
practice and stern teaching had rendered it 
easy to feign moods which made youth and 
beauty terrible or touching.

This model was before him now, stretched 
upon the platform with every limb relaxed, 
as if life had left them. Dark draperv, 
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’ close clinging, as if drenched by the salt 
1 sea, swept across her, leaving only the round 
arms, the pallid face, and upturned throat 
visible through the veil of hair that lay dark 
against their whiteness. So motionless was 
the figure, so entire was the abandon of the 
pose, so full of death’s pathetic peace was the 

! beautiful countenance, that the sight would 
have touched the heart of any observer unused 
to such displays of artistic skill.

But John Stanhope glanced at it with a 
j coldly critical eye, as his brush touched here 
and there a shadow in the folds, a gleam of 
light on the pale brow, a strand of hair, or 
the wave-washed feet that left no trace upon 
the sand. Suddenly he threw down the brush, 
pushed back the easel, and said in a regretful 

I tone,
: “  The light is gone. Go, child, and rest;
j you have done wrell to-day.”
1 At the word the dead figure woke to life 
with a shudder, and gathering itself up be-
came a tired girl of eighteen, who opened a 
pair of brilliant dark eyes, stretched her fine 
arms; and wrapping the drapery nbout her sat 
a moment in a moody attitude, looking out 
into the spring twilight through the cloud of 
hair that rippled to her knees.

“  If 1 have done well I should be rewarded. 
You know what kind of rest I like l>est, 
father,” she said, after a moment’s silence, 
with a smile that woke and warmed her whole 
face like sudden sunshine.

“ So soon again? Better come out for a 
quiet stroll in the park. Theaters are no 
places for either of us, Victoria,” answered 
Stanhope, now walking to and fro with rest-
less steps, as if bereft of work he was a prey 
to ennui.

“ It is three months. I long so for a little
■ change, that I count the hours and days be-
■ tween the few pleasures you give me. The

park Is dreary at this hour ; I love the light, 
the music, the splendor of the theater, and 
only seem to live when there, for that is 
the only glimpse of the world 1 get. Are you 
ashamed of me, father, that you so dislike to 
have me seen ? ”

The girl looked up at him with a tender 
sort of trouble in her eyes, as if she vaguely 
felt that her youthful beauty was not a source 
of either pride or pleasure to her father. A 
strange expression passed across his face, as 
he shot a quick glance at this fair daughter, 
who lived for him alone, jealously hidden 
from the world.

“ Ashamed? Not yet,” he answered, low 
to himself ; then, feeling a keener reproach 
in her words than she could know, he added,

J1 writh a sudden softening of his austere face, 
ii “  It i* dull for you, poor child. I forget 
that you are growing up, and I am selfish in 

11 my love. There is no need for you to suffer 
and renounce.”

“  Then I may go ; say yes, and see how well 
I will pose to-morrow after one happy even-
ing. I am so tired of being dead 1 Do let 
me live a little now and then ; live and be gay 
like other girls.”

She had sprung up as she s]>oke, and stood 
in an attitude of glad expectancy, waiting for 
a word to set her free from the solitary slave-
ry which daily grew more irksome to an 
ardent Yiature seeking pleasure as naturally 
as flowers seek the sun.

“ Go, then, and make ready. You shall 
live to-night for the sake of to-morrow’s 
work.” Then, as the girl vanished with joy-
ful haste, he added bitterly, “  Her shipwreck 
has not come yet, May I never live to see 
it.” And locking his hands above a head 
too early gray, he paused before the easel, 
looking at his work with eyes that saw in it 
the tragedy of his own life.
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Half an hour later, as he leaned from the 
window watching the May dusk deepen quiet-
ly, a sudden light shone out behind him, a gay 
voice called, "  I am ready, father,” and a 
lovely apparition looked at him from between 
the dark curtains, that framed it like a pretty 
picture.

Holding a candle iu either hand, Victoria, 
with unconscious art, illuminated a sweeter, 
brighter study than was often seen in that 
solitary atelier. The love of color, luxury 
and light, as native to her as her beauty, tried 
to find vent in the gayest costumes her girlish 
wardrobe allowed, and warm hued muslins 
flowed about her like a rosy cloud. There 
were flowers in her dark hair, a little orna-
ment glittered on her white neck, and a dainty 
fan swung from one wrist, as, lifting the can-
dles above her head, she swept a stately court- 
sey, looking up with eyes so lustrous, lips so 
smiling, and an air of such artless coquetry, 
it seemed impossible for any man to resist the 
charm of this blooming girl.

But Stanhope regarded her with a startled 
look, which deepened to something almost 
like terror as he exclaimed, in a tone of min-
gled pain, aversion, and surprise :

“  Good God, child, how like her you are ! ”
“  Whom, father ? ’ ’ and Victoria hastily put 

down the lights to run and take him about the 
neck, half pleased, half troubled by the im-
pression her toilet had produced.

lie shrank a little as the soft arms touched 
him, and held her off to look down into the 
wistful face, with an expression which bewil-
dered her, as he answered briefly, his own face 
hardening as he spoke :

“  A woman 1 once knew."
“  And loved, father?’’
“  Xo, hated.”
“  Is she dead? ”
“  1 hope so ! ” and he put the girl away as 

if the sight of her made some old wound ache 
anew.

Accustomed to his moods, she said no more, 
and when he left the room amused herself till 
his return by attitudinizing before the mirror 
with the naive delight of a child in its holiday 
dress.

The drive was a silent one, but once in her 
box at the theater, Victoria forgot everything 
but her own keen enjoyment, while her father 
sat behind her in the shadow, wrapt in his 
own thoughts, for the charm was gone to him, 
and he saw only tinsel, paint, and melodrama, 
where she found beauty, splendor, and ro-
mance.

He watched his daughter to-night as if he 
saw another woman iu her place, and found a 
painful interest in the likeness. Excited by 
the gay scene about her, Victoria unconscious-
ly increased this resemblance by the change 
which canid over her. She was no longer the 
quiet, docile pupil who led a secluded, color-
less life, year after year, without complaint. 
She seemed suddenly to bloom iuto an eager, 
pleasure-loving woman, conscious of the ad-
miration her fresh beauty won, brightening 
visibly in the artificial glare, and looking 
about her with the proud glad air of one who 
finds and takes her place at last.

Presently the play absorbed her, and she. 
forgot herself iu following the mimic loves

and woes of actors who played their parts so 
well that colder hearts than hers confessed 
their power. Victoria was wrought upon as 
only such susceptible natures can be, and 
when the curtain fell on the second act, she 
turned to her father, full o f enthusiasm, ex-
claiming eagerly :

‘ ‘ Papa, let me be an actress ! That is the 
life I long for. Let me try i t ? ”

“  I would rather lay you in your grave with 
my own hands."

The answer daunted her less by its stern 
brevity than by the undertone of bitter pas-
sion which checked the entreaties crowding to 
her lips. She drew back, saying, as she dried 
the tears from her flushed cheeks as if ashamed 
of them :

“  I am so tired of modeling cold clay, and 
posing for melancholy pictures ! 1 want life
and warmth ; to see and to enjoy the world as 
others do. Must we always live as we are 
living now ? ”

“  Always, while I am here to watch over 
you. When I go, may God have mercy on 
you.”

His words, his face, warned her to ask no 
more, and, turning away, she tried to for-
get them in watching the crowd about her. 
Glancing from box to box, her own eyes were 
arrested by the gaze of another pair so per-
tinaciously fixed upon her that she could not 
escape them.

J ust opposite, a lady sat alone, unless some 
companion lurked in the soft gloom behind 
her. The wreck of a once lovely woman, 
gayly dressed, skillfully painted, gracefully 
self-possessed, smiling without mirth, listen-
ing without pleasure, looking out upon her 
fellow beings with bold, bright eyes, that 
seemed to have both entreaty and defiance in 
them, for the lace that drooped between her 
and them was a barrier she could not jiass 
to take her place among the blameless wo-
men who pitifully eyed her askance, or 
proudly ignored her presence. ,

With the quick intuition of a sensitive girl, 
Victoria felt, rather than understood the truth, 
and hastily averted the candid eyes that 
could not hide their innocent dismay at the 
encounter. Had she looked a moment longer, 
she would have seen the woman shrink and 
lift her fan, as if that glance had hurt her, 
then lean and look again, like one yielding to 
an irresistible impulse.

A smothered exclamation made the girl turn 
to see her father looking where she had looked, 
with an expression of despair fixed upon his 
face, as if the shock of that recognition had 
frozen it there. Mute with wonder, Victoria 
watched the two for one breathless instant; 
then the man covered up his eyes as if to shut 
out some detested object, and the light cur-
tain fell before the woman’s face.

“  Who is that ? It frightens me to see you 
look so pale,”  whispered the girl, involunta-
rily stretching out her arms to protect and 
sustain him.

Stanhope took both hands into his own, say-
ing with a look and tone that stamped the 
words upon her memory forever,

“  That was an actress once, as beautiful and 
young as you. See what she is now, and what 
you surely will become, if you step beyond

the safe, small circle I have drawn about you. 
Am 1 not right in saying I had rather see yon 
dead than live to be a thing like that?”

“ Y es! keep me safe, father. I will be 
contented. I will not <isk to come again. It 
is not good for me, I feel it now, uud 1 will 
go back to the quiet life you choose for me,” 
whispered the girl, with a shudder.

1 ‘ I have some hold upon you then ? I was 
afraid the poison was at work, and I should 
see you drift away from me. I could not bear 
the old misery again. Hush, now, enjoy the 
play ; we will talk more at home.”

But the play was spoiled for Victoria ; a 
glimpse of real tragedy, the saddest life can 
show a woman, had swept the glamour from 
her eyes, and though she looked again, the 
love and sorrow now seemed pale and cold, 
the actors only lay figures posing well, the ro-
mance quite gone, since she had heard the ac-
cents of a real passion.

“ Come away, father; 1 long for darkness 
and fresh air. These crowds of people weary 
me,” she said impatiently, as hanging on his 
arm, she went out into the throng slowly ebb-
ing down the wide stairs when the play 
ended. "

Another flight was opposite, another crowd 
descending, and from the wall of faces, one 
stood out distinctly as the girl’s eyes rested 
there. The same woman in her brilliant 
dress, but as she, drew nearer a strange, yearn-
ing expression came into her face; tender, 
sweet, yet infinitely sad ; the look a soul shut 
out from Paradise might wear, remembering 
all it had lost. Victoria saw it, glanced at 
her father’s set, white countenance, and 
thrilled with a vague yet ominous fear, feel-
ing as if with each step she drew nearer to 
some great sorrow that had come to meet her.

So eye to eye. the three went slowlyilown to 
meet and mingle in the denser throng b^low, 
but just as the stairway turned, a great mirror, 
confronted them, and in it Victoria’^pi^med to 
see a young, fresh image of the woman whom 
she dared not name even ‘in her thoughts. 
The likeness was terrible, for the same brill-
iant eyes, dark hair, and lips whose shape was 
a smile were there ; the same warmth of col-
oring and grace of carriage; even the dress 
seemed alike, for the elder woman’s costume 
was airy, gay and youthful, and as if the fatal 
resemblance must be complete, she leaned on 
the arm of a tall, gray-haired man, who, like 
Stafford, looked straight before him, smile-
less, grim and silent.

“  Who is it ? ” asked Victoria, recoiling from 
her own reflection and turning involuntarily to 
meet again the desperate longing of those 
other eyes, as a perception of the truth pierced 
her heart before a broken voice whispered it 
in her ear.

“  I am your mother !”
There wras no time for any* answer; her 

father caught her back, the crowd swept be^ 
tween them, and the girl felt herself sinking 
into a sea of sorrow from which nohand could 
save her.

She woke on her own little bed. with one 
lamp burning dimly, and a sense of having 
lived years since 8111- left her room.

Her father sat beside her with a face paler 
than her own, but no louger stern. Never
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had she seen such tenderness in his sad eyes 
as now, never heard such quiet resignation in 
his voice, or felt more deeply how strong was 
the love he bore her, the one treasure saved 
from the wreck when his happiness was lost 
forever. J

“  I know—I guess—you need not tell me, 
father,” she whispered, trying, woman-like, 
to spare him the pain of putting the bitter 
truth into words.

“  I tried to save you from the knowledge of 
the trouble that made me what I am, but it 
was to be, and we must bear it together 
now,” he answered wearily, as a pressure 
of the hand thanked her for her thought of 
him.

“  It is the old, old story, and needs no tell-
ing. 1 gave up art, ambition, everything for 
her, but she left you a year-old baby, and went 
back to the life she loved. 1 tried to be both 
father and mother to you, my poor deserted 
child, and for seventeen years you have been 
my only consolation,’ ’ he added, with his hand 
upon her head as if he feared to lose his one 
comfort.

“  She will not come? She has no power over 
me ? I am all yours, father ? ” cried Victoria, 
clinging to him as a sudden fear came over 
her, remembering the intense yearning of the 
face that so strongly attracted and repelled 
her.

“ She dare not come while I live. Her 
right is forfeited, yet she ha* power over you, 
and against that I have been guarding you all ] 
these years. My girl, your mother gave you | 
not only her beauty, but the still more fatal 
gift of an unstable, pleasure-loving tempera-
ment. I feared it was so. I watched for it, 
labored to check its growth by a life free from 
excitement, full of study, work, and the 
cultivation of the higher nature, the nobler, 
talents given you. Child, I cannot keep you j 
long ; let me at least have the consolation of i 
knowing that I leave you safer and stronger I 
for these years of jealous care.”  |

He spoke slowly, with the pale, pinched J 
look Victoria had seen before and always 
dreaded, but so imploring was the expression 
of his face, the pressure of his hand, that they 
would have won her consent to anything.

With her arms about him, she answered 
fervently,

‘ ‘ You must not leave me, father; I know 
now what you fear forme; I feel my need of 
you ; l bless you for your care of me. Stay 
with me till I am wise and strong ; make me 
what you would have me ; save me from the 
worser self that already begins to tempt and 
trouble me. I will be all yours; I will help 
you to forget and be happy; I will be a true 
and tender daughter, and bring you honor and 
peace instead of shame and sorrow.”

He held her close, kissed her fondly and 
said, looking deep into the earnest eyes fixed 
on him full of love and reverence. “ Be a 
good woman : I ask nothing more ; cling to ! 
yourart, for such devotion ennobles the poorest' 
life. Work is your salvation, as it has been | 
mine ; by your virtue and genius efface the 
stain upon my name, and make me proud of 
my brave and gifted girl.”

“ 1 will, father!” she cried, and sealed

the promise with a kiss which she never 
forgot.

He. returned it and left her, saying with a 
smile, a gesture both sweet and solemn,

“  I never shall leave you ; here or there, I 
will watch over you. Good-night, and God 
bless you, my darling.”

All night Victoria lay wraking, weeping, suf-
fering with the passionate abandon of youth, 
rebellious against its first sorrow. But some-
thing of her father’s patient courage seemed 
to spring up within her, dominating the 
weaker part of her nature, and showing her 
not only new griefs and duties, but also re-
serves of strength with which to bear them 
bravely. A very bitter hour, but it made a 
woman of the girl, stamping on the impres-
sionable clay-lines of power und beauty to be 
wrought out in after years, with the skill suffer-
ing and experience bring, till the spirit of the 
creature was ready for the marble which is a 
type of immortality.

In the gray dawn she rose, a pale shadow of 
the blooming girl who used to haunt the 
room, for that night’s vigil had added years to 
her life. Tearing off the gay dress, forgotten 
until now, she crushed it out of sight with 
the dead flowers, the little ornaments so 
happily put on, and yielding to an intense de-
sire to destroy the likeness which afflicted 
her like a visible brand of infamy, she cut 
away the luxuriant hair that had been her 
pride. Then, gathering up the long locks that 
curled beseechingly about her fingers, she 
spread them like a pall over the relics of 
her innocent youth, locked the lid upon them, 
and hung the key about her neck, a talisman j 
to remind her of the promise given that 
night. |

A girlish act, vet wonderfully characteristic 
of the dramatic instincts sleeping in her. So 
was the toilet that followed, for. having bathed 
vigorously, as if to wash away some stain, 
Victoria put on a gray gown, like a nun’s, 
brushed the short curls back with a relentless 
hand, and then leaned to look into the mirror, 
as if to detect any lingering trace of the bright, 
care-free girl who died last night. She seemed 
satisfied, for her father's face, softened by 
youth, looked back at her; broad-browed, 
clear-eyed, with the firm lips, the strength, 
the genius, the sorrow all there, as if the fire 
of pain had brought out characters uuseen 
before.

“ Nothing to remind him of her now. I 
will forget I am a woman, and be a son to him, 
then he will trust me and be happy,” she said 
with a faint smile at the boyish reflection of 
herself, and a stifled sigh for the beauty she 
had sacrificed that it might not be a tempta-
tion to herself or others.

There was no sound in her father’s room, 
and for several hours she waited, hoping that 
he slept. Then growing anxious, she went to 
look for him, sadly wondering how the new- 
life would begin, for a word, a look had 
changed all the world to her, and laid the 
weight of the father’s'burden on the daugh-
ter’s shoulders. '

He was not in his chamber, and hastening 
to the stndio she found him there, already! 
seated before his easel, as if instinctively lie 
sought the old solace for despair. lie had

evidently worked for hours, and seemed to 
have fallen asleep with his head upon his 
arms, wearied out at last. Fearing to wake 
him, Victoria stood silently looking at the 
picture, for it was changed, und to her 
sturtled eyes seemed a message or a prophesy 
for her.

A few strokes of the magic brush had 
changed the pale moonlight to a ray of sun-
shine, the rift of clouds now- showed a rosy 
dawn instead of melancholy dusk, and on the 
silvery sands beside the drowned woman 
there seemed to stand a spirit with a face like 
hers, but full of blessed hope, peace, and aspi-
ration as the tender eyes looked down, and 
one shadowy hand pointed upward while the 
other was outstretched to lift the fallen crea-
ture to the light that bathed the sad ocenn In 
its glow.

“  Am I to be the angel of salvation to my 
poor lost mother? or is it a symbol of the 
better self he hopes will rise from the ruin 
of my happy youth. Oh, father ! teach me, 
help me ; I am ready for whatever task you 
give me.”

She spoke aloud and turned toward him 
with eyes too dim for seeing; but he did not 
lift his head to answer, and the. cheek against, 
which she laid her own was cold as ice. He 
had spoken his last word, given his last 
caress, put the last touch to his picture ; und 
sat there dead, with a smile on his lips as if 
glad to be released from the long anguish that 
hail worn his life away till the weary heart 
•could bear no more.

(To be can tinned.)

The Unsur.g Song.
(A fter  the Oemmii o f  H e i n r i c h  H e i n e .)

I f a i n  would sing one light song more. 
One little song ne’er sung before.

It, must ring out. through all the lands,
And reach the ear that understands ;

Must fill one heart with sweet surprise.
Like angel-notes from paradise ;

Must siug of eyes deep as the sea.
Of tones more sweet than melody ;

Must tell the pain, the nameless woe,
That haupts my steps where’er I go.

And through this sous love’s light must gleam. 
Like the sun’s glow through vale and stream.

It must exhale a perfume rare.
Like roses sweet on .June's pure air;

Must gleam and flash like dews of morn, 
When the sweet South anew is horn.

So real, so close, my love doth seem,
Yet never can 1 grasp my dream !

O. ever near ! ( l. ever far 1
Life of my life, my night’s one star!

Cast dow n  with fear, with hope elate.
“  Kml all," 1 cry, " my l o v e ,  my fa te !”

F r a n c e s  A. S h a w .
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Seed-time and Harvest*

B Y  S H E R R I L L  K E R R .

CHAPTER XXIX.

HE work at the hospital went 
on admirably. Sometimes 
every little bed was filled, 
and many a sick and sad child ' 

was restored to its parents active 
and strong. Such of them as had 

no parents, or who had parents who 
were such only in name, and regard-
ed their children as a trouble and bur-

den, were kept at the little hospital and given 
proper work, in assisting the kind sister, or 
doing the sewing which Mrs. Alderstan pro-
vided. Those that were too small for this 
were furnished with employment suited 
to them, and there was harmony and health 
and happiness, where there had once been 
such discord and illness and suffering. 
Ethel went up to town with her husband 
for the season, and was quite as much ad-
mired and sought after as she had been the 
year before. She was just as beautiful and 
charming, but it was observed that that air of 
thoughtfulness, which she had always worn, 
and which in no way marred her loveliness 
or lessened her charm, was a trifle more pro-
nounced ; though in reality Ethel was a far1 
happier woman than when she had been in 
London last. There was more patience in her 
character, and more peacefulness in her heart. 
Her work in Bascombe had accomplished much 
of this, but it was the approval of her own 
conscience which did most. She had realized 
intensely the fact that her greatest temptation 
to do wrong had come in her old habits of al-
lowing herself to look down upon her hus-
band, and grow careless about him. She 
made great efforts to conquer herself in this, 
and succeeded. She had taught herself now 
to find interest in what he cared for, and to try 
and interest him in her pursuits. The last 
was harder than the first, because, on Alder- 

Tjstan’s side, there was no effort to come out of 
self, and forget personal interests ; so, trying 
to connect their sympathies in that way was a 
thing Ethel failed to accomplish. But what 
she did accomplish, with a most happy result to 
herself, was to leave all self-seeking and ego-
tism, and to take into her own life whatever 
in her husband's was healthful enough to 
dwell in that pure atmosphere. And more 
than all, she tried to care for him more, to in-
crease her affection and confidence in him, and 
by-and-by, by slow degrees, that came too, and 
she felt to grow up in her bosom a gentle 
fondness for him, which helped her much to 
pardon his shortcomings, and let his offenses 
and faults go by unrecorded and unremem* 
be red.

But in spite of all this there was a mighty 
void iu Ethel’s heart, that she could not be 
unconscious of. She could not fail to know 
that, in spite of much peacefulness, and even 
a quiet sortof happiness that had come to her, 
her soul yearned still for a great unanswered

need. She knew this, but she had taught her-
self to endure it, and to realize that the need 
must be there always, and that the answer 
would never come. She could not venture to 
hope that she would ever find sufficiency in 
her husband's love. She knew that if she 
could recall it with ten times its old passion-
ateness, it would not meet the requirements 
of her soul. Ethel loved her husband ; there 
was much that she recognized as lovable 
and attractive about him ; but there was one 
kind of feeling which she had never given 
him, and which she knew she never could. 
She knew what the feeling was, although it 
had never been called forth in its full strength. 
In spite of the atmosphere of deep tranquility 
that pervaded her life now, there were mo-
ments of sharp temptation and suffering tliut 
came to her ; but these moods were generally 
successfully exorcised by the power which 
she had acquired of coming out of herself, 
and trying to fill the needs of other lives, al • 
though her own remained unanswered. A fa-
vorite medicine for such attacks was a visit to 
the hospital, where the cheerfulness and sys-
tem and order, which Sister Ursula had estab-
lished there, were effectual agents in turning 
the course of her thoughts away from herself. 
Ethel’s was a strong nature in many ways, but 
there was an impulse of dependence in it, that 
had never disappeared, despite the fact that 
all these years it had had to be overcome. 
Still this feeling was assisted in many small 
aud half unconscious ways, by the help and 
strength she got from seeing the sorrows that 
came into the lives of others, who bore them 
bravely and well. She went a great deal now 
among the sick and poor of Bascombe, and 
met in their midst with many an example of 
patience and endurance that strengthened her. 
But the very greatest help that she had in this 
time was Sister Ursula.

Soon after her return from London, Ethel 
made a discovery about her friend, that drew 
her to her as scarcely anything else could 
have done, and increased tenfold her love and 
esteem for this dear Sister of Mercy.

The Alderstans had brought friends with 
them from town, and the day before the de-
parture of these guests, Ethel had a dinner. 
It was a very formal and imposing affair, and 
the next morning, after Ethel had seen her 
friends depart, Alderstan going with them to 
a point on the road where he had an appoint-
ment, she felt a sudden feeling of fatigue and 
loneliness come over her, and such a host of 
memories and emotions came into her mind 
that, filled with a passionate weariness and 
weakness, she went to her room, and spent 
the morning in sadness and regret and tears. 
She would have no luncheon, as her head was 
aching and she felt ill ; but In the afternoon 
she sent a note to Sister Ursula, saying she 
was alone and very unwell, and would be very 
grateful if she would come over and spend a 
few hours with her. She knew that there were 
no very ill patients, and that the children might 
very safely be left to the care of the under-
nurse, who was faithful and efficient. So, 
in prompt response to any call for aid from 
sick or suffering creature who had need of 
her, the good sister came. Ethel was lying 
down in her room, when the carriage that

she had sent for her friend stopped below. 
She got up and went to the window, feeling 
sure the mere sight of her sweet, serene face 
would refresh her. The face, as it turned it-
self upward to Ethel’s window, was so unusu-
ally sweet and serene this evening, that Ethel 
felt a momentary wonder at it, and an eager 
desire to know more of the sister’s life. She 
could not help wondering whether she had 
ever known any great grief, and what sort of 
experience her present state of tranquil joy 
had succeeded to. There was no indication 
in Sister Ursula of any past sorrow. She was 
serious and thoughtful always, but not sad ; 
and yet there was a depth and a tone in her 
that is not found in those who have led light 
and trivial lives, or even earnest though alto-
gether happy ones. Ethel had often wished 
to know something more of who and what 
this sister had been in the past; but her natu-
ral delicacy bad prevented her from pushing 
such inquiries as would lead to this discovery, 
when she saw that Sister Ursula, however 
amiable and candid, did not seem to encour-
age these.

When her friend entered, Ethel went for-
ward and kissed her, the sweet sister framing 
her face with her fatigued and work-marked 
hands, and looking into her eyes with tender 
solicitude.

“  O sister, I’m so glad to be alone with you 
again," said Ethel. “ It has done me good 
already to see you. You are so good to 
come."

Then the sister laid aside that portion of 
her habit which she wore out-of-doors, and 
the two women seated themselves on a lounge 
near the window, which was open and gave a 
lovely view of the beautiful autumn landscape. 
It was a melancholy evening, as autumn's 
evenings are, but Ethel felt herself suddenly 
revived and animated, as she sat there talk-
ing. Her headache passed away, and her re-
covered spirits led her into more free and fa-
miliar talk than usual. She fell into some 
reminiscences of the past, and she spoke of 
the gay party of people who had been with 
her just a year ago, and said how much less 
comforting and joy-giving, their bright pres-
ence had been to her, than that of the one 
companion she was to have this autumn, for 
they were to receive no more guests before 
going to Col. March's.

“  And yet," she said gently, “  ODe of them 
was a very dear friend of mine, for whom I 
have a very high regard and affection. I am 
not likely to see much more of him, ever; but 
he will always form one figure in my little 
group of friends. There have not been many 
whom I can really call my friends, but he 
will always be one, and you another, sister. 
You must know each other ; let me show you 
his photograph and present you."

She rose and walked to a table near by, and 
took up a photograph-book, and opening it at 
a particular page, she placed it before the sis-
ter, and said in a gay tone, *■ Count Vareue, 
Sister Ursula."

There was a low cry, and the sister covered 
her face with her hands, and sank down on 
her knees burying her head in the cushions of 
the sofa. In one moment it flashed ucross 
Ethel that this was the woman whom Count
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 ̂arene ]iad loved. She was filled with a pas 
sionate regret, that deprived her for a mo-
ment of tlie facility of speech ; but when she 
recovered a little, and would have spoken, 
she stopped herself, divining that the poor girl 
was praying. After a moment’s further si-
lence, the sister rose from her knees and stood 
erect; her face was deadly white, but the look 
of sweet tranquility was gradually returning 
to it.

“  You are no doubt surprised, Mrs. Alder- 
stan,” she began.

“ No, dearest sister,” Ethel said, “ I un-
derstand it all.”

The sister looked at her, with a puzzled 
glance for a moment, and then said :

“  1 see you are so sensitive and sympathet-
ic that you have divined the cause of my 
emotion. I have recognized in your friend 
some one whom I have known very well in the 
past, and with whom I have some associations 
that are sad ; but they are not of the kind of 
sorrows that cannot be borne. I would not 
have shown so much weakness, if I had not 
been taken so utterly by surprise. It is a 
subject that pains me to dwell upon, but I 
must ask you one question. Was Count Va-
rene here, in this very town, one year ago?”

“ In this very house,”  said Ethel lowly, 
for she saw that in spite of her marvelous ef-
fort at self-control, the sister’s lips began to 
quiver, and her cheek to pale again.

“  And I was here too, and did not see 
him—did not know ! ” burst from her sud-
denly. ■ ‘ O Mrs. Alderstan, do not listen to 
me. I don’t know what I am saying. This 
thing has completely upset me. Will you 
leave me alone for a moment ? ”

Ethel knew that she wanted to be alone, in 
order that she might regain strength and 
composure by sharp self-conflict, but she could 
not bear to leave her, she felt such a mighty 
longing to offer a little sympathy and comfort 
in this hour of need to the brave spirit that had 
succored so many aching hearts in theirs. Af- J 
ter thinking a moment, during which the sis- ’ 
ter had turned away and was standing by the 
open window with her face averted and her ' 
two hands clutching the curtain in a hard, j 
straining grasp, Ethel went to her, and put- i 
ting her arms around her, drew her head I 
down to her shoulder. She was the taller of . 
the two, and there was something protecting 
in the motion.

“ Dear sister,” she said, “ will it pain 
you to know that I understand the keen suf-
fering in your heart, and pity’ you unspeak-
ably ? I know what he was to you, and what 
you were and are to him. We had been 
friends a long time, and he trusted me and hon-
ored me with his regard and confidence. One 
day, sitting under that very tree on the lawn 
there, he gave me a glimpse into his life. 
He told me in a few words the brief storv.
I know nothing of the details. Only that 
he loved and was loved by a beautiful and 
noble woman, and there came the neces-
sity that they should part. So they told 
each other good-bye, and went their separate 
ways. He did not tell me what her path was, 
but I can testify as to his own. He has 
led a brave and manly life, animated by the 
recollection of his love, and will go down to !

I 1
his grave loving and honoring her name. It curred. Ethel saw that her friend desired 
has kept him from sin and temptation, and that no reference should be made to it, and 
will lead him at last to the place where their , she regarded her wishes in that respect as
separate paths will meet. He never hopes to 
see her here again, but he thinks of her always, 
and regards her, as I do, as the noblest woman 
upon earth. There, then, my sweet one, I 
have told you. Don’t struggle and resist any 
longer; let the soothing, comforting tears 
come. They are not unmixed ly bitter tears, 
I know, for they signify the remembrance that 
a noble life has been aided by the love of the 
heart from which they come, and they record 
the recollection of a good man’s love. There, 
my sweet sister, I have your secret. Are you 
angry with me ? ”

The poor sister was sobbing passionately on 
Ethel’s shoulder as she spoke ; but no further 
answer was needed than the strong and tender 
pressure of the hand that Ethel held in hers, 
and no further answer ever came. In a little 
while Sister Ursula lifted up a sweet, serene 
face to Ethel’s, and kissed her fervently. Then 
she asked her to order the carriage, and let 
her be sent home, as the babies would be 
waiting for her to give them their evening 
meal. A little later, Ethel went dowm with 
the sister, and they got into the carriage to-
gether and drove away. Ethel had asked to 
be allowed to return with her to see the chil-
dren at tea, and said she wanted the refresh-
ment of a drive. They drove along in silence, 
but their hearts were as firmly together as 
their clasped hands.

When they reached the little hospital 
flooded with the rays of a grand autumn sun-
set, several tiny children were watching from 

j the porch. When they recognized the dear 
face of Sister Ursula there was a perfect 
chorus of inarticulate sounds of joy, and in 
another moment the tall sister was down on 
her knees in their midst scattering radiant 
smiles and glances among them, and uttering 
words like these:

“ And have you missed your mamma, dar-
lings, and are you glad to see her back? Come 
and give mamma a kiss. She has come back 
to stay with you always, and never will leave 
you again. Have my children been good 
while mamma was away ?”

Ethel stood by, with a full heart, during 
this little scene. She understood so well the 
meaning of this renewed self-dedication. By- 
and-by they had tea, which Sister Ursula 
administered with her usual loving ministra-
tion and cheerful face, and then she asked 
Ethel to stay and see her put her babies to 
bed, but Ethel shook her head and kissed her, 
and went out to her carriage. She wanted to 
be alone, to think ; and besides St. George 
would be home to dinner.

It was with a good deal of reluctance that, 
a little later on, Ethel said good-bye to Sister 
Ursula and her little charges, and went off 
with her husband to a round of visits among 
her friends, beginning with a stay of two 
weeks at Col. March’s place. She missed 
the companionship of the dear sister inexpres-
sibly, for since the revelation which Count 
Varene’s picture had caused, the two women 
had been far dearer to each other than ever.

sacred. She never learned any more than 
what Count Varene had told her himself, and 
was ignorant of the cause of their separation ; 
but what she felt was sympathy, and not 
curiosity, and so she was quite content to have 
it so. She wrote to Count Varene of her hav-
ing become acquainted with Sister Ursula, and 
that an accident had revealed to her who she. 
was. She made no allusion to the nature of 
the scene which had taken place, preferring 
that Count Varene should not know how much 
emotion and feeling the sister had been 
betrayed into. It was a very tranquil, calm 
and simple letter, meant only to assure him 
that the life whose interest he cared most for 
upon earth was spent in the fulfillment of 
noble purposes that resulted in infinite peace. 
She was sure in his frequent seasons of world-
weariness and sadness, such a thought would 
strengthen and animate him as nothing else 
could. There came no response to this letter. 
Ethel had asked him not to write, but she felt 
quite sure that the tidings she had given him 
had served their good purpose, and carried 
to him comfort and strength and hope.

She clung tenderly to Sister Ursula at part-
ing. She felt conscious of a strange unwill-
ingness to give her up, even for the short 
period of her absence from Coldstream.

“ O sister,” she said, “ you don’t know how 
I mind leaving you. It seems like giving up 
what was best in my life. I am going into 
such different_scenes, so unlike the serene 
tranquility your presence always brings. It is 
so much harder to be brave and patient there 
than here with you. Don’t forget to pray for 
me. I feel so reluctant to go away.”

The good sister soothed and comforted her 
with loving, reassuring words, and they 
kissed and parted. Afterward both of them 
remembered the strange emotion and depend-
ence that Ethel had shown, for trials and sor-
rows utterly unforeseen were in store for 
her, which gave her singular uneasiness at 
this time the significance of a presentiment.

CHAPTER XXX.
Thr ee  years had passed by at the period at 

which we take up the thread of Ethel’s life 
again—a long enough period of time for far 
more numerous changes than those that had 
come to Ethel, and yet these had been very 
great. Recalled by an urgent letter from Mrs. 
Stirling, stating that her health was exceed-
ingly feeble and precarious, and that the 
greatest wish she had was to see her favorite 
again, Ethel had returned to America; but 
there were shadows and marks of feeling on 
her lovely’ face that had not been there in by-
gone day’s, for Mrs. Alderstan was now a 
widow.

After parting from Sister Ursula on that 
autumn day two years ago, Ethel and her hus-
band had spent two weeks at Colonel March’s, 
and from there had gone to stay a few days 
with some friends in a neighboring county. 

Neither of them had alluded to the matter, | While there her husband had been thrown 
even in the most indirect way, since it oc-1 from his horse at a hunt and badly hurt. His

fio jiyT 1 -  j ' .  *  1 '■ * * * * * > . / •  ■  M ^  *  J*, /~j a. 1 l  i f »' > 1  f  j C_ C  I p > >  E~.' II if.. !■

f
£41 :



sr -■?"*. - -s-

l o : i DKMOHUWI’ S M O N T H L Y  M A G A Z IN E .

injuries were chiefly internal, and at first they 
had not been considered very serious. Ethel 
had begged that, as soon as he was able to 
travel, they might go home to Coldstream, 
and that being accomplished, she had ad-
dressed herself to the task of nursing him 
with the most untiring zeal and devotion. 
Her faithful attendance kept him alive for 
several months, though upon further examin-
ation, the physicians had discovered that his 
injuries would necessarily prove fatal. Ethel 
was amazed at herself for the passionate grief
she felt when tliev made this announcement ;
to her. She forgot all the injuries that her 
husband had done her in the past, and re-
membered only her own delinquencies and 
misconduct to him. True, she had nothing
to reproach herself with in regard to her re
cent behavior, but she felt a passionate need ! 
of atonement and u yearning wish that she 
might have him with her always, so that her 
whole life might be given to this end. When 
she was told unequivocally that his recovery 
was impossible, the blow almost crushed her, 
but after a short period of intense grief, she 
strengthened herself for the work before her, 
and resolved that every other moment of her 
husband's life should he passed amidst her 
most loving and tender ministrations. Sister j 
Ursula offered to send for another sister to 
take her plac'e at the hospital, and come and 
nurse Captain Alderstan, but Ethel would not 
permit it. The sister should instruct and ad-
vise her, but no one but herself should be her 
husband's nurse. So, day and night, she re-
mained at his side, serving him with untiring 
faithfulness, and she was richly rewarded at 
seeing the contentment her presence gave him 
and his unwillingness to be served by any 
other hand than hers. At times he suffered 
a good deal, but for the most part he was free 
from pain, only very weak and helpless, and 
so humble that it almost made Ethel’s heart 
burst to see him. He grew to be utterly de-
pendent upon her, and never seemed at ease 
unless she was near. There was a good deal 
of happiness mingled with the keen pain of 
that time. Sometimes they would almost for-
get to be sad, and when Ethel sat by her hus-
band's bedside, holding his hand in her own 
and singing the songs he had been used to love 
in the far-back days of their early acquaint-
ance, she would quite forget to think about the 
wrongs and injuries that she had borue since, 
and remembered only her husband's old fer-
vid love, which had now revived with every 
whit of its old strength, though the ardor and 
vehemence which were based upon passion 
had gone, leaving only the deeper and more 
tender devotion, the fruit of regard and well- 
founded affection. In that time Ethel seemed 
to forget every one else but her husband. Her 
father’s memory, with the other associations 
of her past life, grew dim and unreal in con-
trast with the intense reality of her present 
experience, yhe dependent, clinging nature 
of her husband’s attitude toward her now'was 
the one appeal that her heart seemed able to 
respond to. As he grew weaker very gradu-
ally, Ethel would sometimes hope mightily 
that lie was not going to die. She had not at 
all reconciled herself to that idea ; it was one 
that, even after the long preparation she had

had, she could not bear to think of. She 
dreaded to contemplate the emptiness of her 
life without him. His need of her created 
her need of him.

One quiet evening, when they hud been sit-
ting in silence for some time, Ethel’s hand 
wandering tenderly over her husband's blonde 
locks, which had grown very abundant and 
beautiful now that they were no longer clip-
ped close, there came a soft knock at the door. 
Ethel went and opened it, and found Alder- 
stan’s man outside, with a note in his hand. 
She took it from him, and recognizing the 
hand-writing, she went outside the room, clos-
ing the door behind her, and read the note in 
the hall. It was from Lulu Lynne, and said 
she and her mother were passing through Bas- 
combe, and knowing of Alderstan’s illness 
would not come to them, but were at the hotel 
in the town, where they would be until the 
next morning. The object of the note was to 
beg Ethel to let her mother and herself come 
and see Captain Alderstan. Ethel hesitated a 
moment, and then telling the man to wait, she 
went back to her husband’s room, closing the 
door behind her.

‘ •St. George,” she said gently, “ I know 
you do not usually care to see visitors, but I 
have just had a petition from some that I don’t 
quite see how I can refuse. You seem pretty 
well this evening, don’t you think you might 
receive Mrs. Lynne and Lulu for a few mo-
ments '! They are in the town for the night, 
and seem very anxious to see you.”

Alderstan put up his hand with a gesture of 
distaste, and turned his head petulantly away.

•' No, I don’t want to see them,” he said, 
“ Mrs. Lynne is so officious and noisy, and 
Lulu chatters so much. Tell them I am not 
well enough.”

“  But, dear, that would not be civil or kind,” 
said Ethel gently. ‘ ‘ The doctor says bright 
company is so good for you, and you seem very' 
strong and well this evening. I hardly see 
how 1 can refuse Lulu’s request. ’ ’

“  Do you want her to come, Ethel ? ” Alder-
stan asked, with a sudden change of tone and 
expression.

“  No, dear—not unless you do. I was only 
thinking of her and of you. I have no feel-
ing in the matter beyond that.”

She understood the change in her husband, 
and construed it rightly, so she went on :

“ You shall not be annoyed, if it really 
would annoy you. I will write that you don’t 
feel well enough, if you say so. You are the 
judge of that, and that excuse must needs be 
accepted.”

She knew very well that a girl of Miss 
Lynne’s caliber would be perfectly sure to 
construe such a note, to suit her own ideas, 
and would understand it to be an arrogant as-
sertion of power on Ethel’s part, and would 
probably fancy that her husband had not even 
been informed of the presence in the neigh-
borhood of his cousins. Still, such consider-
ations as these could have but little weight 
with Ethel, and she was moving off to an es-
critoire to write that St. George was loo ill 
to receive them, when his voice arrested her.

“  Stop, Ethel,” he said, “  I want to tell you 
what to write. Say 1 am ill and weak, and 
they will find me greatly changed, but that

I will see them for a little while this even-
ing ; and then order the carriage to go for
them.”

Ethel could not trust herself to answerhim, 
for it always touched her greatly to hear him 
speak of his altered looks. So she wrote what 
he told her, taking that little interval of si-
lence to recover her usual cheerfulness and 
composure, and then she took the note with 
her and went over to her husband’s side.

“  I have written what you told me, dear,” 
she said, “ but I am only half inclined to send 
it. I certainly will not do it if you are sub-
mitting yourself to an unpleasant ordeal in 
order to gratify me. I think I understand the 
thought that first made you consent to see the 
Lynnes, but, my dear, you surely know that I 
do not require any such assurance of your re-
gard as this. I am quite satisfied of that al-
ready. Shall we tear up the note and send 
the original message that you are too ill7"~ 
Pray do, if you had rather.”

“ No, I want them to come,” her husband * 
answered. “  Go now and send off the note.”

Ethel did as he told her, content to have it 
settled so. Her motive in desiring them to 
come was an unmixedlv self-forgetful one. 
Her husband now was so patient, so loving, 
so true to all the best instincts of his nature, 
that, for his own sake, she wanted the person 
to whose eyes he had perhaps shown himself 
in a more unworthy light than to any others, 
to see the good change. She felt proud of 
him as he was now, and confidence and regard 
had given place to the old feeling of distrust 
and disapproval.

It was so confirmed a habit with Ethel to 
rate spiritual attributes above bodily, that she 
did not half realize what an ordeal it would 
be to her husband to appear, in his shattered 
physique, before these people who remem-
bered him at his strongest and manliest. The 
improvement in heart and mind which she 
was sure they would see in him entirely out-
weighed this consideration in Ethel's estima-
tion, and so she never knew how great the 
sacrifice was.

When she had dispatched the note and 
returned to her husband’s side, he asked her 
to bring a brush and smooth his hair, and try 
to make him a little more presentable. Ethel 
obeyed, and as she was brushing out the shin-
ing blonde locks, she said gaylv :

“  Do you know I shall quite miss this occu-
pation when you get well? I don’t want these 
bonny curls cut off, they are so silky and 
beautiful, that I protest against the sacrifice.
I never could get my hair to lay in such 
charming rings. If you will insist on being 
shorn,and shaven, I think I shall appropriate 
these curls and take to wearing frisettes. 
Should you like me in them ? ”

She spoke wTith a gay confidence that was 
very unusual with her, for she had made it a 
part of her hard duty to talk to her husband 
as if there was a strong likelihood o f his 
dying, and to try to reconcile him to death if 
it should come. By the very gentlest and 
most subtle methods, she sought to turn 
hi3 thoughts toward higher aims and better 
aspirations, and many times the thought that 
she was succeeding in this her most ardent 
hope made her very happy.
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A little later the arrival of their visitors 
was announced, and Ethel rose to go down to 
them, but her husband kept her in her seat 
with a firm pressure of the hand she held in 
hers. "Stay, Ethel,” he said, “ let Edward 
bring them up. I do not wish you to leave 
me. Will you let that curtain down a little 
and help me to turn toward you, scf—now, 
keep your seat here.”

In a moment more, there was a rustle of 
silken garments, and Mrs. Lynne entered 
richly and showily dressed, and followed by 
Lulu. The sauciest of gypsy hats, trimmed 
with pink, was on her head, and the most 
charming of - French costumes adorned her 
little body. After her mother had answered 
Alderstan’s greeting, she came forward with 
a sort of timid effusiveness, and began a 
fluent comment on her cousin’s looks, saying, 
in stereotyped language how well he looked, 
and how glad she was to see he had changed 
so little. She had made a motion to take the 
seat that Ethel vacated as she rose to receive 
them, but Alderstan prevented it by saying :

. “  Sit yonder, Lulu, please. This is Ethel’s 
seat, and I do not let any one else have it. I 
begin to feel ill at ease even when the doctor 
takes it. You are looking well. You stick to 
the pink, I see.”

There was something very mournful in the 
smile with which he accompanied these last 
words. It had such a remembering, far back 
look.

“ I am very much changed, Lulu,” he went 
ou. “  Should you ever know me for the man I 
was a year ago? I didn’t know a fellow could 
feel so battered up. However, we won’t talk 
of that. Tell me where you are going to, and 
where you have been.”

He turned himself a little more toward 
them as he spoke, and with this change of 
position rested his hand and a part of his arm 
on Ethel’s lap. It was their constant habit to 
sit hand in hand when she was, as usual in 
her seat by his bed, but. some instinct, pre-
vented Ethel’s putting out hers to clasp his 
now, until he turned his palm upward and 
said :

“ Give me your hand, Ethel,” and when she 
had complied, “ you*see I claim an invalid’s 
prerogative. Lulu,” he went on ; ” 1 have, to 
be coddled ; but tell me about yourself. 1 am 
falling into another invalid’s habit and grow-
ing dreadfully egotistical I fear. You are e/t 
route for the Murrays, you say?”

Lulu answered in a surprised, confused 
way, and went on talking rather at random. 
Ethel meantime turned to Mrs. Lynne, and 
in the midst of her conversation with her she 
was recalled by a convulsive clutch of the 
hand that held hers, and a sudden suppressed 
exclamation of pain from her husband. Turn-
ing she saw that one of his most violent 
paroxysms was coming on, and that her visitors 
must be got rid of ; but before she could say 
anytliiug to secure that end, Alderstan, re-
covering himself, said quickly :

“ I must ask you to go, Mrs. Lynne, I am 
in pain. Good-bye. You will excuse Ethel’s 
not going down. I cannot let her leave me.”

Mrs. Lynne came over and shook hands hur-
riedly, anxious to get away, but Ethel §aw that 
Lulu lingered a little and seemed to think the

hasty hand-shake her cousin gave her, with the 
hurriedly uttered good-bye, disappointing and 
insufficient, and so, as she turned away, she 
said to her husband : ,

“  I think Lulu meant to kiss you, St,. George.,. 
Won’t you kiss her good-bye?”

The first sharp twinge of pain had passed 
off, and Alderstan was, for the moment, at 
ease, but he knew there would be a recurrence 
of the suffering, which might be so acute as 
to render self-control more difficult. So h e ' 
made a quick, impatient, negative gesture ; 
but seeing the regretful look on Ethel’s face, 
he relented and said, with a change of ex-
pression, ,

“  Call her back, if you like, but remember 
it is for your sake.”  '

“ Lulu, come back a moment,” Ethel said, 
just as she had gained the door. “  St. George 
wants you.”

“  Ethel thought you meant to kiss me good 
by,” Alderstan said, as Lulu came quickly to 
his side. “  It may be a long time before we 
see each other again, and if it should be never,
I want you to remember one thing ; there is 
one sunbeam in all this sorrow that you think 
so horrible and so hard to bear, and that is m y1 
wife’s goodness and devotion. Perhaps you 
and others have thought in the past that I 
had ceased loving her, but you were wrong ;
I never did—only now I love her more than I 
knew how to love any one at that time. Good-
bye, now, little cousin. I feel the pain return-
ing. You must give me a kiss and go.”

Ethel would have turned away and left them 
together, but Alderstan still held her hand in 
a close retaining pressure. So she stood just 
by them, as Lulu bent over, and Alderstan 
turned and kissed her cheek lightly. A mo-
ment later, a3 Lulu glided off, she heard St. 1 
George say quickly to his wife,

“  Lift me up quick, darling, I cannot get my 
breath,” and, turning back from the door, she 
cast the last look on St. George Alderstan that 
she was to take forever. His head was rest-
ing upon Ethel’s shoulder, and her arms were 
close about bim. There was a look of painful 
contraction about his mouth, but his eyes 
were grave and steady, and were fixed with a 
loving patient, gaze upon the answering ten-
derness and sympathy in the pure eyes of his 
wife.

Poor little Lulu remembered this scene with 
strange distinctness afterward, and when a 
little later the news of her cousin’s death 
reached her at once associated such surround-
ing tenderness and confidence as that with 
his death-bed. And it was just so that he 
passed away. Ethel’s arms were close about 
him and his head was on her shoulder, while 
she bent her steady gaze, full of tile heavenly 
love tliat inspired the prayers she was silently1 
breathing, upon her husband’s dying eyes, in 
which she read, as she knew, love and repent-
ance, and as she believed and trusted, faith 
and hope. .*

Ethel’s grief for her husband was deep and 
powerful. Sometimes it amazed even herself 
to see bow impossible it was for her to throw 
it off. Lady Mary insisted upon her return-
ing home with her for an indefinite time, and 
Ethel, feeling very weak and unable to decide

things for herself, consented; but she grew 
weary of the idleness and aimlessness of her 
life there, and presently proposed to return to 

, Coldstream. At first this was warmly op- 
1 posed by her husband’s parents, who wanted 
her to promise to live with them always now; 
but she was unwilling to accord that, and her 
heart seemed so set upon a return to her own 
home, that her kind friends at last yielded the 
point, and Ethel returned toiler empty house.

! It recalled many sorrowful remembrances, and 
made her feel very desolate, to miss the sight 
of the sick, sorrowful face, and the weak, 
thin voice ; but she had now learned that the 
way to keep from being unhappy, was to try 
and make others happy, and so she set about 
her renewed care of the sick children at the 
hospital and her visits among the poor, with a 
resolution and energy that, soon brought its 
reward in much inward peace and content-
ment. Not that Ethel’s motive in doing good 
deeds was to secure her happiness thereby ; 
this was very far from being the case, for she 
had long ago learned to consider her own hap-
piness as of far minor importance to many 
other things ; still, the kind of comfort she 
longed for was to be found in doing good to 
others. She could feel then, that even in so 
small a measure as her actions could signify, 
she was doing something to help the great 
cause of right, which would have a wider 
spread influence for good than its benefit to 
the few sick and poor and needy people who 
were comforted by her personal service and 
her alms and prayers.

“ ------ No star ever rose
And act without influence somewhere. Who knows 
What earth needs front earth's lowest creature ? No life 
Unu he pure in its purpose and strong in its strife 
And all life not be purer and stronger thereby.”

are wonderful words, which much quoting 
has never been able to make trite.

So the time passed by, Ethel spending her 
first year of widowhood in seclusion and soli-
tude at Coldstream, tuul refusing all the offers 
for providing her with entertainment and 
companionship, which her husband’s kind rel-
atives constantly made. Once or twice she 
went for a little visit to the Marches, and once 
they both came for a short, while to her, but 
after having been at Coldstream and seen how 
full her life was there, and how energetically 

1 she employed her time, they wisely decided 
that her will, for the present, should not te 
disputed, and left her to follow her own de-
vices. These turned chiefly upon the hospital 
and her work there. She and Sister Ursula 
had planned an addition to the hospital, which 
was much needed, and which was now being 
erected. Ethel remained at Coldstream until 

lit was quite finished, and then, in response to 
an urgent letter from Lady Mary, saying thers 
was business |o be transacted which required 
her attendance, she went for another visit to 
her husband’s family. "

Alderstan had died without making a will, al-
though his protracted physical illness, during 
which his mind was entirely unimpaired,ought 
to have warned him of the necessity of this. 
But he always knew that Ethel’s own fortune, 
which would, of course, revert to her at l̂ ie 
death, was ample for her, and that liis parents
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and brother would add to that the proper pro-
portion of his own, if not the whole of it.

Soon after her husband’s death, Col. March 
had given Ethel a statement of the condition of 
her husband’s affairs, and had made her the 
most liberal tender of bonds and securities 
and coupons and all sorts of things which she 
did not understand, which were to be placed 
in bank to her credit, in addition to the income 
from her own fortune and her portion of her 
husband’s estate.

Discovering that she was a very rich wo-
man, Ethel had consulted Sister Ursula, and 
they had together arranged for the improve- j 
ment and addition to the hospital, for the !] 
support of which Ethel at once set aside a cer- i 
tain portion of her annual income. She knew ® 
nothing of business whatever, and so turned 
over all her affairs to the management of Col- 
March’s lawyer. t

Ever since her husband’s death, Ethel had 
been receiving constantly from her aunt and 
Mr. Stirling the most beseeching letters, 
begging her to go to them in America, if not to 
make her home there, as they would like, to 
spend a few months with her invalid aunt. 
Mow that the hospital was completed, 
furnished and inhabited, and in perfect run-; 
ning order, under the management of Sister 
Ursula, aided by an assistant sister, whose 
presence the more extended office of the hos-
pital made necessary, Ethel began to desire 
exceedingly to see her loving little aunt, and 
to return to those old scenes, and to fancy 
she would find in them more of reality and 
simpleness and restfulness, than even the 
quiet joys of her present tranquil life could 
yield. So one day she told Lady Mary that 
she would like to go, and that, unless they 
objected, she would begin to look out for the 
escort of some one who would be crossing in 
the spring. She had been already two years 
a widow, when she made this announcement, 
and she was still so blooming and young and 
beautiful that it was no wonder that Lady 
Mary’s words took the turn they did :

“  You know, Ethel,” she said affectionately, 
“  that whatever happens, Col. March and my-
self will always regard you as a daughter, and 
have your happiness very near our hearts. I 
am glad you think of going on a visit to your 
old home. It is perfectly natural and right 
that you should, but I confess I shall be anx-
ious until you are back with us again, for at 
your age and with your health and youthful 
feelings, and capacities for loving and being 
loved, it will be most natural for you to 
marry again, and I could not get reconciled to 
your marrying in America. If you do marry, 
as you may, I want it to be in England, 
where I can have you near me, and you can be 
my daughter still—you might have a score of 
mothers-in-law, and I would not resign my 
place.”

“  Dear mamma,” said Ethel gently, “  I shall 
never have any other mother-in-law. St. 
George’s mother will he the only one I’ll ever 
know. You are actuated by the very sweetest 
and kindest motives in what you have said— 
1 appreciate these, but I shall never marry 
again. Why should I ? I am quite happy and 
content as I am No ; I shall go to America 
for a little while, and then come back to my

little patients at the hospital and to Sister 
Ursula and you. These objects are enough to 
give me a full life replete with purpose and 
pleasure, and I shall not want to marry. 
Don’t be uneasy about my going to America.
I warn you, you will find it no easy matter to 
get me off your hands.”

“ Listen, dear,” said Lady Mary, “ I know 
you are sincere when you say all this, and you 
may be right in thinking you will not care to 
marry again, but do you think it is right to 
cut yourself off from society as you do ? It is 
two years now since my dear boy’s death, and 
you have been an absolute recluse during the 
whole of that time. Now I don’t think this 
is wise. Youth lasts so short a time, I cannot 
bear to see you cast its joys away from you ; 
and gifts like yours are very rare ones, and are 
meant, I think, to give joy to those around you. 
True, you are bringing much happiness and 
comfort into the lives of those helpless little 
beings down at Coldstream, but were your 
talents not meant to diffuse a wider good ? I 
think such a character as yours is meant for 
mingling in the world ; not many can have the 
power for good in that sphere that you may. 
Wouldn’t it comfort you to feel that, by means 
of the two seasons you have spent in London, 
the tone of those among whom you mingled 
was raised—even the least imperceptible 
little? My dear, I think it was, I really do, 
and you are the only woman I have ever met 
with in my life who has done this ; I never 
fancied 1 saw such an influence from any other 
life. I don’t think you ought to scorn this 
talent.”

“  How could you think I did ? ”  said Ethel 
warmly. “  I would be very happy if I could 
believe you.”

“  At least you admit the possibility of such 
a thing ? ” asked Lady Mary.

“  The possibility, yes,”  said Ethel, ‘’but” ------
“  Don’t go on, dear, but stop right here and 

tell me if you won’t go with me to town this 
season. Not into very gay society unless you 
like ; you shall do as you choose about that. 
But won’t you at least promise me to think of 
it? ”

“  I cannot refuse to promise that,” said 
Ethel affectionately, and so the conversation 
ended.

CHAPTER XXXI.

It  was the morning of Easter Sunday, a day 
unutterably tranquil and sweet ; the score of 
differently-toned church hells, as they rang 
out on the ear, produced no sound of discord 
or incongruousness ; this clear, spring air and 
radiant spring sunshine seemed to harmonize 
all things. People in rich costumes that 
blended with many pretty effects of light and 
shade and color, were taking their ways along 
the city streets to the morning service. Even 
the men, to whom the grace of adding effect-
iveness to the scene by enriching it with beau-
tiful colors was denied, seemed to do their 
part by appearing to-day in the lightest and 
freshest of spring equipments, and in tbsir 
smart gray suits and airy appendages of hue, 
gloves, and boutonniere. Even the orphan 
children, who in a long procession headed by 
a mild-faced Sister of Charity in a boD j  3t of

dazzling whiteness, had intercepted the gay- 
colored stream that flowed on before and be-
hind, had all come out this Easter morning in 
fresh, new, cotton uniforms of a cool and 
pleasant tint. They seemed quite as proud of 
their spring suits as any of the extravagantly 
dressed ladies whom they encountered on 
their way to church. What sunny, clean, 
healthy little faces they had ! and in spite of 
the demure example that the meek sister pre-
sented to them as sh*e passed along at their 
head with her eyes cast down, their eager 
glances were turned with a most unsisterlike 
curiosity upon the various objects usually

. allotted to the use of the votaries of the world 
and the flesh (not to mention the other per-
son) which everywhere met their view. One 
of these, which caused them exceeding edifi-
cation, was a handsome carriage with silver- 
mounted trappings and richly liveried ser-
vants which stood waiting before Mrs.' 
Stirling’s door. As the orphan children

" passed along that way, their eager gazes were 
all cast upon this equipage, though they 
might, with greater profit to themselves, 
have turned their eyes in the opposite direc-
tion. Rich equipages and fine horses are 
common enough, hut it is not often in a life-

I time that one may look on such beauty as was 
shown in the face of the tall, pale lady who 
stood at the window of Mrs. Stirling’s house. 
W’e prefer to pass by her costume, though 
indeed it was rich and handsome, but the 
noble beauty of the face above was a thing to 
linger over, a thing to revel in, a thing in 
which to find rest. This exquisite face was 
filled with an animated interest as the brown 
eyes rested on the little procession passing be-
low' ; one might have said that the light in 
those beautiful eyes was a sympathetic one, 
so tender and kind did they grow. Indeed, 
if the little orphans had been watching very 
closely they might almost have fancied that 
there were tear-drops in the lovely eyes as 
the lady turned from the window.

Just as she did so, down the crowded street 
there came another break in the gay coloring

II of the light spring costumes, as a man, clad 
throughout in deep black, came down the 
street and passed by Mrs. Stirling’s windows. 
His very gait was a contrast to that of those 
around him ; his swift, resolute movements 
had the expression of one who walks with 
a definite purpose and intention. However, 
it seemed that his aim was identical with that 
of the other members of the crowd, for with 
them he turned into the great church a little 
further along. A few minutes later a small, 
stout gentleman and a small, slender lady, in 
company with the tall, pale, young woman 
whom wre have already seen, came out of Mrs. 
Stirling’s house, aud took their seats in the 
carriage which was waiting, and were present-
ly set down at the door of the same church. 
The gentleman in the dark clothes, who had 
entered a little earlier, had a seat just back 
of Mr. and Mrs. Stirling, who, when they en-
tered their pew, just as the service began, 
were no longer accompanied by the beautiful 
lady.

The music that day was superb, and the 
gentleman listened with an attentive earnest-
ness in his serious face to the rolling harmony
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of a grand Te Deum, and tlie impressive sing-
ing of the chants and hymns which the ad-
mirably-trained choir executed. He listened, 
too, with attentiveness to the fine sermon 
which followed, but not for one instant did 
his grave determined face lose its look of 
care-worn seriousness and sternness. The ser-
mon ended, and the offertory followed. There 
were a few preliminary notes on the organ, 
and then a voice—a woman’s grand contralto 
voice-—sang, in tones of marvelous richness 
and beauty, these words :

“  O Paradise, O Paradise,
Who dotli not crave for rest ?

Who would not. seek that happy land,
Where they that loved are hlest ?

Where loyal hearts and true 
Stand ever in the light,

All rapture through and through 
In God's most holy sight.”

Mr. Erie knew the voice. He had not sup-
posed that Ethel Alderstan was in America, 
but he never doubted for a moment that that 
voice was hers. No one was looking at him 
probably ; he wras not thinking whether or 
not he was being observed, as he sank quietly 
down in his seat, and shaded his face with 
his hand as the voice sang on :

U Paradise, O Paradise,
The world is growing old.

Who would not be at rest and free,
Where love is never cold ?

Where loyal hearts and tine,
Stand ever in the light,

All rapture through and through 
In God's most holy sight.”

He did not hear the interlude that followed. 
His mind and heart held only those last sounds 
of vocal melody, until her voice began again 
in these words ;

”  O Paradise, O Paradise,
■ ’Tis weary wailing here.”

Oh the pathos and the yearning wistfulness 
of those tones ! What a revelation of patient 
sadness and sorrowful experience they carried 
to his listening heart!

“  O Paradise, O Parudise,
I want to sin no more ;

1 want to be as pure on earth 
As on thy spotless shore.”

Mr. Erie had lost consciousness of every-
thing else except that voice. He was igno-
rant of the fact that his attitude might be 
considered strange ; he kept utterly mute and 
still, every faculty absorbed in listening.

The voice had gained in volume and in full-
ness of expression as it sang the last verse, 
with a swell of triumphal glory :

*■ Lord Jesus, King of Paradise,
O keep me in Thy love,

And guide me to that happy land 
Of perfect peace above.

Where loyal hearts and true,
Stand ever in the light,

All rapture through and through,
In God s most holy sight.”

The voice ceased ; there were a few reced-
ing notes of the organ, and then the congrega-
tion rose for the presentation of the offertory. 
Mr. Erie rose with them automatically, and

dropped his hand from his face. Then he 
slowly turned around and looked up at the 
choir, and his eyes settled upon the counte-
nance of the beautiful singer. There was a 
tranquil radiance in her look, and a shining 
peacefulness upon her face which made it un-
speakably lovely. She was utterly uncon-
scious of him, and had her sweet eyes rever-
ently turned upon the altar during the instant 
that he watched her, and then in obedience to 
the clergyman’s invocation she sank upon her 
knees, and the curtain surmounting the choir 
railing hid her from his view.

The following morning Mr. Erie called at 
Mrs. Stirling’s, and sent up hi3 card to Ethel. 
She came down at once, and though her man-
ner was very grave there was an air of peace 
and tranquility about her that was new to Mr. 
Erie. She greeted him with the frankest 
friendliness, and talked to him quite freely of 
her future plans, growing quite eloquent when 
she touched upon her connection with Sister 
Ursula and the hospital. Throughout the 
interview her manner was cordial and open, 
and the only time she gave evidence of any 
deep feeling was when she questioned Mr. 
Erie as to the particulars of his little daugh-
ter’s death, the mere fact of which Ethel had 
heard a short while before. When he took 
leave he promised to see her again, and in the 
days that followed he came quite often. Ethel 
frequently consulted him about her affairs, 
and he showed himself always her consistent 
and devoted friend. He spoke of remaining 
in the city indefinitely, saying he had business 
of importance, and so Ethel was rather sur-
prised when some little time passed by with-
out his coming to see her.

One morning she received a letter from Eng-
land which made her return there at a rather 
earlier date than she had intended, and so 
she announced to Mrs. Stirling her resolve to 
execute a plan she had had all along of going 
for a short visit to Fenly. She wanted to see 
the old place and the old servants, and accord-
ingly she set out almost immediately. Mr. 
Erie she did not see again, and this fact she 
explained by the probability of his having 
been summoned suddenly from the city. ■ Of 
course if this was so it was probable that by 
her departure she was foregoing the likelihood 
of meeting him again before her return to 
England, but of that she thought but little. 
She had learned now to trust absolutely, and 
she felt assured that whatever was right and 
good for her would happen without her own 
intervention if she only walked in the straight 
and simple path of duty which lay before her.

The day after Ethel left, Mr. Erie’s card was 
brought up to Mrs. Stirling, and when the 
latter descended to the drawing-room her an-
swer to his first inquiry took him greatly hv 
surprise.

“  Ethel has gone down to Fenly,”  Mrs. Stir-
ling said. “  I believe your home is there, is 
it n ot?”

“ It was when I knew Mrs. Alderstan,” Mr. 
Erie said, ‘ ‘ though I have not lived there for 
several years. Does Mrs. Alderstan think of 
returning to Europe soon?”

‘ ‘ Yes, almost immediately,” Mrs. Stirling 
said. “  I have urged and pleaded with her in

vain to stay longer. Her husband’s family 
are much attached to Ethel, and have written 
to beg her to return to them this summer, 
and she seems determined to go. I was dread-
fully opposed to this trip to Fenly, hating to 
lose one moment of her visit, but she seemed 
to want so much to go, for a little while, to 
the old place that has so many associations 
with her father. The old servants are there 
too, and she wants to see them. She seems to 
cling very much to her old ties, and was so 
anxious to make this visit, that I had to give 
up. I would have gone with her, but my 
health would not allow it. Don’t you think 
Ethel is looking beautiful ? Indeed, I think she 
is handsomer than before her marriage, and 
her voice, which I had thought too perfect 
for improvement, has changed for the better 
too. I wish you could have heard her sing in 
church Easter Sunday. It is the first time I’ve 
been able to induce her to do it, and every one 
is raving over her singing. But I must re-
strain myself and stop talking almut Ethel. 
It is a habit that most of my friends humor 
me in, understanding that it is inveterate ; but 
I must remember that you are ignorant of that 
fact.”

“ It is a subject which cannot fail to interest 
me,” said Mr. Erie, ‘ ‘ as Mrs. Alderstan and 
myself have always been warm friends.”

He made a few more inquiries as to Ethel’s 
movements, learned that her stay in Fenly 
was limited to a week, talked a little longer 
on general topics with Mrs. Stirling, and then 
took leave. Mrs. Stirling asked him to return 
to dinner, but was informed that he intended 
to leave the city in an afternoon train.

CHAPTER XXXII.
E t h e l  had been in Fenly twenty-four 

hours, and in that time had visited all the old 
points of interest in the house and grounds 
which had associations that impressed them 
on her mind, and made them seem strangely 
natural and familiar. In fact the years during 
which she had undergone so many changes, 
had left but a mild impress upon the people 
and things in this quiet old town. Old Tulip 
and Daniel looked very much the same, and 
the house which she remembered as rusty and 
old-looking without and colorless and faded 
within, seemed no more so now than when she 
had seen it last. The only changes were in 
her own heart, and in the glad y'outh and 
freshness of nature’s face. When she had 
left this place it had been in chill, wintry 
weather, and she came back to find it new 
dressed in all the lavish luxuriance of South-
ern spring time. It was such a radiant even-
ing that the temptation to go out of doors was 
irresistible, and so, in the warm spring after-
noon, Ethel, dressed in cool, thin garments, 
set out, all alone, for a walk. Her mind was 
full of recollections o f her fatheras she walked 
along, and she scarcely observed what route 
she was taking until she was startled to find 
herself approaching the little stile which she 
had left under such strange circumstances on 
that evening, long ago. The sight of this 
spot, in spite of her, banished the other re-
membrances, and filled her mind with thoughts 
of the circumstances that had occurred at this
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place, and the person most nearly connected 
with them. They recalled Mr. Brie to her 
with a vividness that startled her. Her 
thoughts of him latterly had been infrequent 
and vague, and utterly free from such specu-
lations and conjectures as must inevitably 
luive occurred to her if her widowhood had 
happened in an earlier stage of her married 
life. But now, as she went and took her seat 
on the stile where they had sat together, it 
seemed so natural to think of him again, and 
the spell of his presence returned to her with 
such a vivid realness that it scarcely surprised 
her when she saw him turn around the bend 
of the road and come toward her. True, her 
heart began to beat tumultuously, and a quick 
Hush sprang to her face, but outwardly she 
w as as calm as himself, and rose to greet him, 
when he approached, with a manner as com-
posed and quiet as his own. He did not quite 
come up to where she stood, but paused at a 
little distance, looking straight into her eves, 
and saying, in a voice that slightly faltered :

“  Ethel, I have come to look for you.”
And then he held out both bis hands and 

she put her own within them, and then he 
came a step nearer yet and their eyes met for 
an instant.

There was a moment of solemn silence, 
which his voice broke.

“ Thank God it has come at last,” he said 
fervently.

“  Thank God,” responded Ethel.
He drew her hand within his arm, and 

folded his own over it with a clasp of infinite 
tenderness, and looked into herteves.

“  Ethel, you must know how I love you,” 
he said, in a low tone that was almost a whis-
per. “  And yet, till this moment 1 have not 
known myself. I love you with unmeasured, 
immeasurable love. Ethel, yon understand, 
do you not ? ”

“  Yes, 1 know it all,” said Ethel lowly ; “  I 
understand, to the last letter, what you are 
feeling, and throb for throb, my heart re-
sponds. Such joy as this could not have come 
to ns except after deadly pain. Would God 
have given us to each other, do you think, 
unless he had proved us first, and seen that we 
could do without this happiness if He had 
chosen to keep it from us ? I think He has 
given it to us now because we were trying not 
to seek it for ourselves, but endeavoring 
rather to follow the paths He seemed to have 
marked out for us in resignation and con-
tentment. Satisfied when they lay apart, and 
oh, so thankful now that they have come to-
gether.”

“  And were you happy when they lay 
apart?” asked Mr. Erie. “ Content to have 
it so?”

“  If God willed it,” Ethel said. “ The se-
rene peacefulness which is with me now, I 
had before you came, and by God's blessing, 
I shall keep it always, whatever conies. 
Apart from that is-the divine gladness I feel 
now in the thought that we shall be together 
always, and I thank Him for this added joy. I 
am quite, quite happy now. 1 wish for nothing. 
1 look back upon past pains with gratitude, 
and would not have them remitted.”

“  You are right,” said Mr. Erie, after a

moment 's pause. “  God never would have cast 
our lives together now, unless He had taught 
us first how to live them out apart, if He had 
chosen to order it so. I too can look back with 
joy upon the sorrows past,” he went on, fer-
vently, “  1 too can realize that they were the 
blessed seed which have yielded us this har-
vest. How can we help being grateful, Ethel, 
you and I, to be together ? ”

There fell between them a sweet silence, as 
they sat together on the old stile, watching the 
sun go down. It was the supreme hour of 
both their lives—an hour infinitely full of 
love and sympathy, infinitely solemn, infinite-
ly sweet.

He had taken off his hat and bared his hand-
some brow to the evening breeze. The soft 
little winds were blowing gently the locks of 
straight fine hair that lay above it, and either 
their light fingers, or something still more po-
tent, had smoothed away the lines of stern-
ness that used to be there, and although there 
were traces still of much anxiety and by-gone 
pain, one saw these were altogether by-gone, 
and offered no sort of hindrance to the deep, 
enduring joy which the fine, dark eyes were 
showing. These eloquent, grave eyes of his 
were lifted upward now and rested on Ethel’s 
face, and the firm sweet lips were curved in a 
thrilling smile.

“  Do you know, Mr. Erie,”  Ethel was say-
ing, “  I have never prepared myself for this? 
It has never occurred to me that you and I 
were to spend our lives together. The thought 
never came to me until I saw you approaching 
me, and heard you say you had come to seek 
me ; but then, in a moment, I knew it all, that 
our souls had been struggling toward each 
other, widely separated as our lives have been, 
and when you came to me, I understood all 
this, and was ready, with fulllove and joy, to 
meet you. And, after our different and widely 
parted lives, is it not strange that it seems to 
come to us so naturally ? ”

“ No, not strange, I think,” he answered. 
“  What would be strange, would be to have it 
otherwise. Have you not said that our two 
souls were all along struggling toward each 
other with like aims and intentions, and is it 
not a natural and simple thing that they 
should meet at last ? ”

As he ceased to speak he put his arm about 
her, and drew her closer to his side ; and as 
he bent his head above her, she lifted her 
radiant face to his, and for the first time they 
kissed each other. It was the supreme mo-
ment of their lives, deeply solemn and un-
speakably sweet.

Yet a little longer they sat there in the 
evening light, and then they rose and walked 
toward the town. Mr. Erie offered her his 
arm, and as she put her hand, with a glad conti - 
donee, within it. Ethel stole a swift look at the 
unforgotten face whose actual presence it was 
so hard a thing to realize. O, what a grand, 
strong face it was ! How beautiful and manly 
—how brave and eloquent ! The telt hat was 
turned back from the strong, dark brow in its 
old bold curves, the clear-cut determined 
features and upward turning mustache, how 
faithfully her memory had kept them all ! 
But what a new meaning and beauty she saw

on his features now ! What infinite joy ! What 
untold tenderness !

Ethel’s approaching marriage, which chang-
ed so altogether the course of her life, effected 
no alteration in her present plans. She had 
written to Lady Mary March that she would 
sail on a certain day, and after a little refine, 
tion she concluded not to alter that intention. 
So, two weeks later on, she returned to Eng 
land, leaving Mr. Erie to the pursuance of 
his usual avocations, until she should return 
in a short time, to be married at Mrs. Stir-
ling’s house. She wished to inform her 
friends in England personally of her new- 
formed resolution, and to arrange her busi-
ness affairs in England, and settle everything 
safely about the children’s hospital, and the 
provision for its support. Mr. Erie had- 
wislied that the marriage should take place 
at once, and that he might go with her to 
England ; but after consideration Ethel had 
decided against this, and he had consented 
to be ruled by her opinion and desire entirely. 
So he had remained near her until the ap-
pointed day arrived, and then on the deck of 
the great steamer they had said farewell, each 
being cheered and strengthened by the thought 
of the speedy meeting again, which was to 
know no parting afterward forever.

Col. and Lady Mary March received Ethel’s 
announcement with the most complete sym-
pathy and kindness, rejoicing in her happi-
ness, and regretting nothing except the sepa-
ration from themselves that her marriage 
entailed. Ethel went from there to Cold-
stream, to see Sister Ursula and her little 
charges, and to take leave of them. It was 
impossible but that these farewells should be 
sad, although Ethel hoped, before many years, 
to revisit these scenes with Mr. Erie ; it was 
a project suggested by himself. Sin- had 
made arrangements for the regular payment 
to Sister Ursula of the necessary' funds io 
carry on the hospital and orphanage, and the 
latter was to keep her posted as to the prog-
ress of affairs, and to call on her in case of 
further need. Ethel did not in the least lose 
her interest in this work, but seemed almost 
more anxious and desirous for its favorable 
progress than when she had been at hand. 
Her business ended, she said farewell to Col. 
March and Lady Mary and Sister Ursula— 
her three strong ties to England—and sailed 
away for America. There was one other 
powerful interest that bound her to Europe, 
and that was Count Varfme ; but in the nature 
of things she could expect to see and know 
but little more of him, and so, although he 
had once been so great a power in her lift-, 
and so cordially appreciated a friend, her mar-
riage rendered the likelihood of their ever 
meeting again an extremely improbable thing, 
and so, good, considerate, trusty friend though 
he had been to her, be simply dropped out of 
her life, as people do !

CHAPTER XXXIII.
In  the autumn Ethel and Mr. Erie were 

married fiom Mrs. Stirling’s house—that ami-
able little woman being forced to make one 
more concession to her willful niece, who
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resolutely set her face against the splendid 
wedding that, in spite of ill health. Mrs. Stir-
ling wished to have. They were married pri-
vately and quietly at church, and left immedi-
ately for their home in the distant South.

It had been a morning wedding, and they 
had traveled all day long, and stopped for the 
night at a city en route, where Mr. Erie had 
relatives. As he was expecting visits from 
these in the evening, and it was now late 
afternoon, he had proposed that Ethel should 
lie down awhile and rest before supper. He 
drew a lounge near the fire, in their little 
parlor at the hotel, and begging her to try 
and sleep, he left the room to make certain 
inquiries about the trains, as they were to 
resume their journey early the next morning.

Left alone, Ethel, who was really tired with 
excitement and the fatigue of traveling, took 
down her careful, shining plaits, and let 
them hang behind a la Marguerite, and put 
on a soft warm dressing-gown, of loveliest, 
palest blue. Then, obedient to orders, she 
lay down upon the great deep lounge and 
closed her eyes trying to sleep. But forget-
fulness and unconsciousness were very far 
away from those lovely close-shut brown eyes, 
and she was still occupied with vivid, animat-
ing thoughts, when she heard a light step 
outside, and the door was softly opened. Her 
head was a little averted, and she did not turn 
nor lift the white lids from the wakeful dark 
eyes. Instead, she kept perfectly quiet and 
still, though she knew that her husband had 
entered the room, closed the door softly be-
hind him, and noiselessly taken a seat some 
distance off. O Ethel, Ethel! you do your-
self a wrong in feigning sleep ! Why are 
you not awake and open-eyed, to see the ten-
der worship, the unmeasured lovingness, with 
which those grand dark eyes are looking at 
you? Surely, surely, not to every woman is 
it given to win such love as this from such a 
man ! But she does not see it. Still the fair 
white lids remain fast shut, and still the love-
ly calm face keeps its entire composure, until 
M r. Erie, his voice coming in a faint whisper, 
and his lips framing the words lovingly, says :

' ‘ Ethel, are you asleep ?”
Asleep ! Oh, the mockery of the word ! Mo 

wide-open flower in the noonday sunshine was 
ever more thoroughly awake and alive to the 
radiance around it than Ethel’s glad, brown 
eyes. At sight of these and of the beautiful 
smile that swiftly curves her lips, as she turns 
toward him, he crosses the space of velvet 
carpet that divides them, and comes and kneels 
at her side. He takes in both his own her 
milk-white hand and lays it against his strong, 
dark face, with a motion of passionate tender-
ness. Endearments from Mr. Erie are still 
such new-felt things to Ethel that a quick pink 
flush suffuses her lovely face at this, and she 
raises her eyes a little until they rest upon his 
fine dark hair, and lifting her free hand she 
runs its fingers lightly and caressingly through 
the heavy locks that, here and there in their 
blackness, show shining threads of silver.

“  Dear, beautiful hair,” she says in tones of 
gentle lowness, “ dear silver strands that are 
the marks of troubles, cares, and sorrows ! 
And how many of these you have borne ! 
How old are you, Philip?”

11 M 1̂  TV jf i <. (TV V  a  i s  ‘

“ Thirty-nine, my Ethel. Past the first 
strength of youth and manhood, but young 
in hope or happiness and strong in love.”

“ Dear, care-worn brow,” she goes on soft-
ly, smoothing with her fair, slim fingers its 
grave, swart surface, “ dear thoughtful lines 
of doubt and sorrow and anxiety. And yet 
what are doubts and sorrows that are past in j 
the light of such present joy? Only so many I 
sureties of happiness and peace.” f

“ Ethel, my wife,” he says most fervently, 
“ there is a thought that comes to me often 
and often now, and that is, that love like ours 
is a rare unusual love in one respect. I think 
it is not often that two people love each other 
with equal love as you and I. You know the 
old French proverb : ‘ II y a toujours nn qui 
aime, et nn qui se laisse aimer—un qui liaise 
et un qui tend la joue.’ This is not true of us, 
for I know that it is to us both a part of the 
joy of this hour to feel that we love each other 
with a love that is not only fervent, strong, 
and tender and lasting, but also like and equal. 
And therefore is our happiness at this time of 
no common sort. O Ethel, my love, my wife ! 
let us never forget this thought, and let us 
each help the other to make these lives of ours 
useful and worthy, remembering that we owe 
God thanks for an unmeasured bounty, be-
cause he has given us the spending of them 
together.”

“ Yes, Philip, we will think of that,” she 
says ; “ we owe him too much to make remem-
brance hard. Strange ! " —she goes on pres-
ently in tones of musing tenderness, as her '■ 
fingers wander through his hair with light 
caressing touches. “ Strange, strange, is it 
not, that one should be completely happy ! ”

T H E  E N D .

Archaccn.

, and yet while enjoying the delicious sweet 
sea-breezes, one is quite sheltered from strong 
winds by the hills on the opposite side.

The pine woods, which are the joy and pride 
of Archacon, were planted, we believe, to 
steady the shifting white sandy soil of the 
district, for sand, and nothing but sand, con-
stitutes the soil, not only on the surfuce, but

O Y S T E B M A N ’ .
B Y  L I Z Z I E  T.  L E W I S .

deep below. Each tree has a little rough 
Thebe are few towns in any part of la belle j earthenware saucer fastened to it, as if con- 

France which are not glorified by some le- ! taining libations to the nymphs of the woods, 
gend, either purely fanciful, or with some These vessels are, however, really intended to 
slight grain of truth in its first conception, catch the. resin oozing from the bark, which 
At Mentone, for instance, the peasants claim has been carefully cut. The smell of these 
that when Eve was driven from Paradise by forests is delightfully fresh and wholesome
the fiery sword of the angel, she paused before 
she passed through the gate, and snatching a 
golden lemon from a tree, she threw it out 
amidst the briars and thorns, which were 
henceforth to be her heritage. The lemon 
chanced to fall where Mentone now stands, 
and hence the profusion of those trees on 
that Mediterranean shore.

We do not recall any such 
pretty legend in connection witli 
Archacon, which will probably 
he remembered in future as the 
tr\r8ting-place of a pair of royal 
lovers. It is a very pleasant, 

j though not particularly roman-
tic, village, situated on the Bas- 
sin d’Archacon. on the south- 

| west coast of Fi ance, about 
thirty-five miles from Bor-
deaux. The sea is close at 
hand, its waters rolling up al-
most to the houses of the town,

and is thought to be, and no doubt is, very ef-
ficacious in lung and cliest diseases. The 
walks in these fragrant woods are completely 
sheltered, allowing the invalid to enjoy the 
balmy atmosphere, and indulge in the sweet-
est of day-dreams during the coldest winter 
weather. The forests too, situated between
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the Gironde and the Adour, are full of game, 
and fox-hunting is a frequent and favorite pas-
time with townspeople and visitors.

Stone is not to be found near Archacon, but 
timber is cheap and abundant. Flowers will 
not flourish in the gardens, since they do not 
possess the happy faculty of living entirely on 
the nutriment drawn from the air, as seems to 
be the case with the hardier pines.

Villas of every style abound, not only in the 
town itself, but in the heart of the woods, for 
the accommodation of consumptive invalids. 
There is also a pretty Casino, where the holi-
day public meet in the evening for music and 
other innocent diversions, and in which, on 
Sundays, a Church of England service is kept 
up during the entire year.

But Archacon might long have remained 
»nly one of the many tiny French towns, so

of course), dances excellently, and, without 
being intellectual, is decidedly clever. Her 
voice is good, and she sings equally well a pa 
thetic ballad or a mirth-provoking song.

Three years ago she was appointed the cro* 
zieredand mitered abbess of the noble Chapter 
of St. Theresa in Prague, in one of those nun-
neries in Austria where ladies of noble birth 
lead a pleasant life, free to marry if they see fit, 
but guarded by aristocratic influences if they 
prefer to retain their semi-monastic seclusion.

The king and the archduchess had been 
playfellows when he was a student at the 
Tlieresien College in Vienna, and rumor says 
that while romping with and tormenting him 
in various ways, the young princess lost her 
heart to the prince.

So we need not wonder that her impatient 
Magyar blood felt aggrieved when she found

On one of these occasions, while others re-
joiced at their ransom, one voice kept up its 
wailing, and when St. Michael questioned, the 
answer came :

"  ‘ On earth a heart that loved me 
Slill lives and mourns me there,

And the shadow of his anguish 
Is more than I can hear.

All the torment that I suffer 
Is the thought of his despair.

“  ‘ The evening of my bridal 
Death took my life away,

Not all Love's passionate pleading 
Could gain an hour’s delay,

And he I left has suffered 
A whole year siuce that duy.

“ 'I f  I could only see him,
If I could only go 

And speak one w ord of comfort 
And solace—then I know

PIN E WOODS, ARCHACON.

St
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charming in their oddity, and known chiefly 
to the English, who have a special gift for 
hunting out every delightful nook on the con-
tinent, and then taking possession of ij, had it 
not been for the publicity given to it lately, 
by its being used as the rendezvous for the 
young King of Spain and the Austrian Arch-
duchess Christina. This has thrown a halo of 
romance over the quiet town which will prob-
ably result in pecuniary benefit to the honest 
townsfolk, though doubtless it is only one of 
a thousand times the old yet ever new story 
has been whispered under the flickering lights 
and shadows of the resinous pines, by lovers 
just as fond and just as true.

The archduchess is a second cousin of the 
present Emperor of Austria, and is now about 
twenty-one. She is in appearance a true Haps- 
burg, with high cheek-bones, bright chestnut 
hair, and brilliant complexion. She is high-
ly cultivated, and a fine linguist, speaking 
French, Italian, English, and Spanish (German

Mercedes preferred before her, and that when 
the matrimonial agents of the king proposed 
for her at Vienna, she replied, “ If he wants 
to win me let him come and woo me. It is his 
place to court me, and not mine to go and pick 
up the handkerchief which he condescends to 
throw down.-’

This the king gallantly consented to do, but 
the unfortunate death of the Infanta Pilar af-
forded a pretext to the archduchess for relent-
ing and traveling more than half way to meet 
her royal suitor. So there, in sight and sound 
of the murmuring sea, the lovers met and 
plighted their vows of constancy. But in 
thinking of them I recall an old French le-
gend which Adelaide Proctor has beautifully 
woven into verse.

On some certain church festival, so the story 
runs, the Archangel Michael descends to Pur-
gatory to release those souls sufficiently puri-
fied from earthly stain to enter upon the per-
fect joys of heaven.

■ ji  bLj i iC» ~ii 1t_.~m /.vg. M i& jy  iu  -1~ *_« =£. m  a**-* -"< ~ «' * ’Crfii J» .>_■ g

He would endure with patience,
And strive against his woe.’ ”

The angel yielded to her entreaties, and agreed 
to let her see her loved one’s face and speak to 
him, for one minute only, on condition she re-
turned and remained one thousand years in 
pain to pay for the comfort he should gain. 
The young wife sought her husband, and found 
him slowly pacing under the lime trees’ shade, 
by the side of another bride :

I

a
“ Near Purgatory's entrance 

The radiant angels wait.
It was the great St. Michael 

Who closed that gloomy gate. 
When the poor wandering spirit 

Came back to meet her fate.
-!

"  ‘ Pass ou,- thus spoke the augel,
• Heaven’s joy is deep and vast;

Pass on, pass on, poor spirit.
For heaven is yours at last;

In that oue minute's anguish 
Your thousand years have passed.’

Poor young Mercedes 1 '
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Stories from the Classics.
B Y  JAMES G RAN T.

THE TENTH MUSE.

1 Violet-crowned, pure, sweetly-smiling Sappho.”
A l e ê u s .

£ F all the fair women that ever 
cultivated the poetic art, in 
the classic days when Greece 
led the world in literature, 

Sappho was undoubtedly the 
most eminent. The history of 

Solon, who was contemporary with 
the poetess, bears ample testimony 
of the high esteem in which she was 

held throughout Greece. We are told that, 
hearing his nephew declaim one of her erotic 
poems he exclaimed that he would not will-
ingly face death till he had learned it by 
heart. Indeed, the whole voice of antiquity, 
with one accord, has affirmed that the poetry 
of Sappho was unmatched for grace and sweet-
ness of diction, and ancient Greece testified its 
appreciation of her powers by calling her “  The 
Tenth Muse ; ”  and although, unfortunately, 
we have only a few fragments remaining of 
her effusions, posterity has unanimously con-
firmed this verdict, for these remains are of an 
exalted character, and are stamped with the 
true brand of genius.

For many years the history of Sappho was 
involved in great uncertainty, and it is only 
recently, so to speak, that the labors of such 
commentators as Welcker and Neue have re-
sulted in placing her character in its true 
light before the world.

She was born at Mitylene, in Lesbos, an isl-
and of the Grecian archipelago, now part of the 
Turkish Empire, but, at the time of her birth, 
about 600 years b .c ., it was an independent 
kingdom, though fifty years later it became 
tributary to the Persians. While scarcely out 
of her teens, Sappho became united in mar-
riage to a patrician named Cereolas, and the 
fruit of the union was a daughter called Cleis, 
whose name is preserved in one of the poet-
ess's surviving fragments.

Cereolas dying, his widow turned her atten-
tion to literary pursuits, and her example in-
spired many of her fellow country women with 
a taste for similar occupations. She composed 
lyrics, elegies, hymns, satires, etc., and the ad-
miration which these fruits of her pen excited 
was not con filled simply to her compatriots, 
but was spread abroad among the neighboring 
people. All of these remaining to us are an 
exquisite ode to Venus, a second ode, still 
more beautiful, various fragments, all, unfor-
tunately, very short, found in the pages of 
Aristotle, Plutarch, Astlienaeus, Eustathius, 
and others, and three epigrams. She also com-
posed hymns to the gods, remarkable for their 
exalted strains, but we have no information 
concerning their contents.

She assembled around her at Mitylene a 
number of young females, natives of Lesbos, 
whom she instructed in music and poetry ; 
they revered and looked up to her as their bene-

factress, and their affection was returned by 
their beautiful instructress. This intimacy, in 
later times, was made the excuse upon which 
to hang all sorts of scandalous stories about 
Sappho ; making it appear that the poetess 
shared in the licentious spirit that too often 
was rife among the highest classes of antiq-
uity. It is only recently, as we have already 
said, that the truth has been known about the 
illustrious poetess ; but even were this indi-
cation lacking, we may plainly discern the 
manifestation of unimpeached honor natural 
to a free-born and well-nurtured maiden in 
the verses which refer to the intimacy be-
tween herself and the poet Aleseus ; and the 
latter testifies that her moral worth was 
of the most exalted kind when he calls 
her <( violet-crowned, pure, sweetly-smiling 
Sappho.”

But what is far more to the point in her vin-
dication, if any were needed, is the undoubted 
fact that by all those writers who endeavored 
to destroy her fair fame, she was ignorantly 
confounded with a dissolute female of the same 
name, a native of Eresus in Lesbos, a town a 
few miles from Mitylene. Precisely who or 
what this Sappho secundus was is not easy to 
determine ; but the fact that the inhabitants 
of Eresus stamped her image on their coins 
makes it evident that she was a personage of 
some celebrity.

According to the commonly-received ac-
counts, Sappho the poetess, despised by a 
beautiful youth named Phaon, leaped from 
the Leucadian rock in the hope of finding a 
cure for the pangs of unrequited love. But 
this is rather a poetical image than a real event 
in the life of the poetess. Certain it is that 
the name of Phaon never once appears in her 
verses, and we may regard it as equally cer-
tain that Sappho was never enamored of 
Phaon. The Leucadian leap was purely a re-
ligious rite, belonging to the expiatory festi-
vals of Apollo, which were, of course, cele-
brated in other parts of Greece as well as at 
Lesbos. At certain times public criminals, 
selected as expiatory victims, were thrown 
from the steep, overhanging rock into the sea ; 
sometimes they survived, but more often the 
terrific plunge was fatal.

At the time this custom was used by poets 
as an image describing the dilemmas of lovers, 
and the story of Sappho's leap probably origin-
ated in some poetical image of the kind, 
more particularly as a precisely similar story 
is told of Venus in regard to her lament for 
Adonis. -

At any rate, the story of the leap would fit 
far more appropriately the character of the 
Eresus Sappho, who was a well-known cour-
tesan, than that of the poetess— “  violet- 
crowned, pure, sweetly-smiling Sappho.”

Sappho’s misfortunes, therefore, arose not 
out of unrequited affection ; rather were they 
of a political nature. Having been in a con-
spiracy against Pittaeus, tyrant of Mitylene, 
by the persuasions of Aleaeus her friend, she 
was banished from Mitylene, along with that 
poet and the rest of his adherents. She retired 
to Sicily, about 596 B.c., where, in course of 
time, she died, and her body was transported 
to her native island and entombed there.

Nothing further is known concerning the

life of Sappho, and, as we have already said, 
her productions which gained for her so ex-
alted a reputation are almost equally un-
known, being alluded tochiefly in the writings 
of her contemporaries.

Cleanings from Ruskin.
Su n r is e  among the Alps—wait till the east 

becomes purple, and the heaving mountains, 
rolling against it in darkness like waves of a 
wild sea, are drowned one by one in the glory 
of its burning ; watch the white glaciers blaze 
in their winding paths about the mountains, 
like mighty serpents with scales of fire ; watch 
the columnar peaks of solitary snow, kindling 
downwards, chasm by chasm, each in itself a 
new morning; their long avalanches cast 
down in keen streams brighter than the light-
ning, sending each his tribute of driven snow, 
like altar-smoke, up to heaven ; the rose light 
of their silent domes flushing that heaven 
about them and above them, piercing with 
purer light through its purple lines of 
lifted cloud, casting a new glory on every 
wreath as it passes by, until the whole heaven, 
—one scarlet canopy—is interwoven with a 
roof of waving flame, and tossing, vault be-
yond vault, as with the drifted wings of many 
companies of angels ; and then, when you can 
look no more for gladness, bow down with 
fear and love of the Maker and Doer of this !

Flowers seem intended for the solace of 
ordinary humanity ; children love them; 
quiet, tender, contented, orderly people love 
them as they grow ; luxurious and disorderly 
people rejoice in them gathered ; they are the 
cottager’s treasure ; and in the crowded town 
mark, as with a broken fragment of rainbow, 
the windows of the workers in whose heart 
rests the covenant of peace. Passionate or 
religious minds contemplate them with fond, 
feverish intensity ; the affection is seen se-
verely calm in the works of many old religious 
painters, and mixed with more open and true 
country sentiment in those of our own pre- 
Raphaelites. To the child and the girl, the 
peasant and the manufacturing operative, to 
the grisette and the nun, the lover and monk, 
they axe precious always. But to the men of 
supreme power and thoughtfulness, precious 
only at times ; symbolically and pathetically 
often to the poets, hut rarely for their own 
sakes. They fall forgotten from the great 
workman's and soldier's hands. Such men 
will take in thankfulness crowns of leaves or 
crowns of thorns—not crowns of flowers.

F r i e n d s h i p .—Many have talked in very 
exalted language of the perpetuity of friend-
ship—of invincible constancy and inalienable 
kindness ; and some examples have been seen 
of men who have continued faithful to their 
earliest choice, and whose affections have pre-
dominated over changes of fortune and con-
trariety of opinion. But these instances are 
memorable, because they are rare. The friend-
ship which is to be practiced or expected by 
common mortals must take its rise from mu-
tual pleasure, and must end when the power 
ceases of delighting each other.

it 
% t
!i
<t

I
; t i
it

ii

, » 
■!
Ê
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An Extracrdinary Case 
nambulism.

of SCITl" and at once set about assisting her to carry out ting iu the drawing-room playing over some

BY L. 1>. P.

Y sister Juliet and I had been 
separated for several years ; 
for • while she was at l>oard- 
iug-school, my mother, my

her plans.
I soon found out that it was very easy to say 

"  take Gertrude,” but extremely difficult to do 
anything of the kind ; for Gertrude was the 
baby of the family, and had never spent a day 
away from my mother’s side.

She now positively refused to go with me, 
and set up such a cry, with such vehement ac-

soft old tunes on the piano, the door bell rang, 
and 1 heard a man's voice in colloquy with 
Martha.

“  Is Miss Russell !n V" said the voice.
“  Yes, sir,” said Martha.
“ Then 1 should like to see Iter,” said the 

voice.
“  What name, s ir?” said Martha.
“  No name,” replied the gentleman, ** j willcompanying demonstrations, that my mother 

was obliged to reopen the strapped valise and introduce myself.” 
little sister Gertrude, and myself put in such, tilings as she would be likely to Now this seemed to me a verv strange pro- 
were in Europe. W e made our need ; but, as it would be out of the (Question ceeding, as the voice was one I had never heard 

arrangements to return in time for to take me also into a household upset and before, but I had no time to object, for the 
her graduating, and we made them disordered by the serious illness of one of its stranger entered almost immediately, and J 
with great accuracy, but, upon reach- members, I was left alone to the cheerful task saw Martha's shadow vanish simultaneously 

ing New York, our plans were upset by a of collecting the luggage, paying the bill, and from the door. I rose from the piano, and 
series of accidents. First, my mother received taking sole possession of a great lonesome the gentleman advanced in a hesitating nian- 
u telegram, begging her to come instantly to house, that had been shut up for three long ner, until he reached the center of the room 
the bedside of her only brother, who was dan- years. under the chandelier. The light fell on liis
gerously i l l ; and e'er we had yet recovered I found myself equal to the emergency how- face and figure, and I was forced to acknowl- 
from the shock of this intelligence, the maid ever, for mv mother’s clinging and dependent edge that both were singularly handsome.
brought a letter from the principal of Juliet's nature, by forcing me to take the lead, had 
school, saying that the scarlet fever had made me fearless and self-reliant, so I estab- 
broken out among the pupils, and that as half lished myself in the long vacant house, looked 
of them were ill and the other half had fled up an old servant, who had promised to come 
from the disease, it was thought advisable to i back to us, engaged a new one, unpacked the 
dispense with the graduating exercises. He trunks, had all the rooms opened and cleaned, 
wrote at Juliet’s request, to beg that her and then sat down to wait for the rest of the
mother would not be the least uneasy, as she 1 
had the disease very lightly, and was receiving 
the best care from the physicians and nurses 
of the infirmary. My dear mother was sadly 
distracted between anxiety for Juliet, and for

I family.
I had to wait, however, much longer than I 

either expected or liked ; my uncle, instead 
of dying, grew slowly better, and declined to 
dispense with my mother’s society, Juliet 

her brother, and it was long before she could recovered, but, being unwilling to take so long 1 'villJ any friend of hers is welcome to me.” 
decide what course to pursue. |a journey alone, spent the time until iny “ I live just across the street,” he said, as

“  If my brother is dangerously ill, and Ju- j mother should be ready to accompany her ke look my outstretched hand, “ and so I 
liet is in no danger at all,”  she said at last, with one of her schoolmates. Meanwhiie, all have seen a good deal of you when you did 
although her inclination visibly pointed the our old neighbors called, and to each one in no  ̂see me- My name is Lyle Anderson ; per- 
other way, “  it seems to me, that it is my duty turn I narrated the events which I have here haps your sister has mentioned it to you ?” 
to go to him.” set down, until I got it all by heart and could “  No,” I replied, and I saw a curious hleud-

“ Let me go to Juliet,” I urged. rehearse it with the greatest fluency. ing of disappointment and relief flit over his
“ Let you g o !” she cried in horror ; “  send One evening, just after tea, when I was sit- face, and then, to soften the harshness of this 

you too into Hie danger
of infection ! You would 
certainly catch the fever 
and d ie ;  besides, you 
k n ow  nothing of sick-
ness, you could not be 
of the slightest use. It 
would be tempting Provi-
dence for nothing. No,
I have great confidence 
in Mr. Rivers” (the prin-
cipal of the school), “ and 
I am sure she is in good 
hands. 1 will write to 
him to let me know the 
instant there is a change 
for the worse, and I sluil) 
be near enough at your 
uncle's to reach her in 
a few hours. You must 
take Gertrude and re-
turn home, and I will go 
Immediately to my broth-
er. "

1 was quite astonished 
by tbe exhibition of so 
much resolution and de-
termination in iny timid 
and shrinking mamma ; UK It I’ l M i t  Kri CJ.OSKU UN TUK T K lliU SK , A  JrXAsll, AND LYLK ANDKKSON KKI.I

statement, I added, “ My 
syter and I have not seen 
each other for three years, 
and of course, in letters, 
we had a great deal of a 
purely personal nature to 
say,”

“ Of course,” he ac-
quiesced, *l but I saw a 
great deal of her, one 
summer, and I thought 
she might possibly have 
mentioned mv name. She 
spent the vacation with the 
sister of a friend of mine ; 
in fact, we stayed in the 
house together.”

“ So,” thought I.
I invited mv new ac-

quaintance to take a scat, 
and he very promptly ac-
cepted my invitation. I 
glibly stated to him all 
the reasons for the non-
appearance of my family, 
which I have so labori-
ously set down here, amt 
had the satisfaction of see-
ing him appear greatly in-

4 ?

His face bore some resemblance to the por-
traits of Lord Byron, the forehead being high 
and shaded by dark clustermg*curls, his com-
plexion was pale and clear, the nose aquiline, 
the chin firm, and deeply cleft with a dim-
ple.

After a moment's embarrassment Le spoke.
“  I hope you will pardon this intrusion. I 

ventured to come, because 1 thought you 
would welcome me, as a friend of your sis-
ter.”

*' Of Juliet ! ™ I cried, delighted; “  of course
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terested. I played, for him at his request 
some o f my most brilliant pieces, and to-
gether we spent the evening very agreeably.

When he rose to go, he begged to be al-
lowed to come again, and I graciously acceded 
to this desire ; but 1 was scarcely prepared 
for his appearance on the next evening, and 
the next, and the next. Without incurring 
the charge of vanity I might have been justi-
fied iu thinking that I had made a conquest, 
but I did not think so, for this reason, that 
the only subject on which he ever showed 
any animation was the subject of Juliet. He 
was intelligent, and well informed, but was 
liable to fits of abstraction, from which the 
spell o f her name was the only thing which 
seemed to have power to rouse him.

One day 1 got a letter from mamma, fixing 
an early date for tlieir return. This I commu-
nicated to Mr. Anderson, naturally thinking 
that the news would give him the greatest 
pleasure. He received it in a manner that 
greatly excited my surprise.

“  Then I must tell you good-bye to night,” 
he said sadly, “  as I cannot come here any 
more.”

“  Not come here any more ? ” I cried. “ 1 
thought you introduced yourself to me as a 
friend of Juliet’s.”

“  So I did,” he replied ; “  I am her friend, 
if the warmest regard for her. and the truest 
esteem can make me s o ; but she unfortu-
nately does not reciprocate my feelings.”

“  Then, Mr. Anderson,” I said indignantly ,' 
“ you have represented yourself falsely, and 
1 am very sorry that our acquaintance has 
gone so far.”

“  Stay,” he cried ; “  before you judge me, 
hear my side of the story ; your sister will tell 
you hers, and I cannot bear that you should 
be prejudiced against me, without making an 
effort to prevent it,”

“  There is no question of prejudice,”  I re-
plied coldly ; “  my sister is incapable of per-
verting the truth, and if you have behaved 
badly to her, you cannot expect to be friends 
with me.”

“  I do not consider your friendship such an 
honor, Miss Russell, that I should stoop to 
sue for it,” he replied, taking up his hat, 
“  and of course it rests with you to put an end 
to it. I will wish you good evening.”

“  Stay,” I said, “  1 spoke hastily ; I will 
hear your story, if you will tell it me, and 
will try to render an impartial verdict.”

He came back, very glad to be friends 
again, and took his seat beside me. “  In the 
first place,” he began, “  I must tell you that 
I love your sister to distraction. You need 
not draw back and look astonished ; this is no 
boyish folly, my affection for her has been 
tested bv time. It is eighteen months since I 
saw her, and her image is as fresh iu my mind 
as if I had parted from her yesterday.”

“  Why tell me this ? ” 1 began. “  She will 
be here to-morrow ; my mother—”

•• That is precisely why 1 wish to tell you,” 
he interrupted. “  You may he able to exert 
s o m e  influence in my favor ; promise that you 
will,” he cri< d, seizing my hand— '• prum ixr. 
that von will.”

“ If I cun conscientiously,”  I replied ; “  but

you must remember that Juliet’s view of the 
case will probably be miue.”

He went on without heeding this caution : 
“  In the first place, 1 must tell you, that I 
have an unfortunate habit of walking in my 
sleep, but 1 only do it when under strong 
mental excitement. On the three occasions 
when I have done it, it has been with the 
view of carrying out some idea that has been 
in my mind for days previously. For instance, 
once when I was at college, and could not ob-
tain some reference that I needed for an essay 
I was writing for a prize, I walked the whole 
length of the town to the professor’s house Iu 
my sleep, opened the study-window, and took 
the book from the shelves. I did not know 
how it came in my possession, until I heard 
that the whole town was ringing with the 
story that the professor’s house had been en-
tered, and a valuable book stolen, the thief 
having left the window open behind him.”  

But what has this to do with Juliet?” I 
interrupted.

“  1 am comingto that,”  he replied. “  When 
she stayed at Oxbridge, the house was full of 
company, and several of us fellows were in 
love with h er ; nobody, however, was as far 
gone as I was, except a classmate of mine, a 
man named Bolton, who was known to be the 
meanest sneak, and the most contemptible—”

“ Oh, come,” said 1, laughing, “ I wouldn't 
call names, if  I were you.”

His face flushed hotly. “  I didn't say it be-
cause I am jealous of him,” he cried, “  though 
that is what you are thinking. I had no rea-
son to be jealous of him ; your sister preferred 
me to him, and that was the beginning of the 
trouble. One night, when we were all to-
gether, talking, after the ladies had gone to 
bed, be began boasting of Juliet’s partiality for 
him. ‘ She’s as cold as ice to other fellows,’ 
he said, ‘ but I can do anything I like with 
her.’ ‘ That’s a lie,’ said I, jumping up in a 
rage, ‘ and you know it.’ 1 expected he'd 
throw something at me, hut he didn’t ; he 
just leaned back iu his chair very coolly, and 
took out his pocket-book. ‘ I haven’t got 
much about me, in the way of proof,’ he said, 
‘ except a lock of her hair ; what do you think 
of that ? ’ He shook out a long, thick tress, 
and held it up to the light. ‘ That’s nothing,’ 
said I, contemptuously : ‘ she’ll give me a big-
ger lock than that any tinif I ask her.’ ‘ I 
bet fifty dollars slie won’t,’ said Bolton. 
‘ Done,’ said I, and he entered the bet in his 
pocket-book. I know it was wrong,” he 
added apologetically to me. “ 1 had no busi-
ness to make her the subject of a bet, but 
then you women can’t tell how a fellow feels 
under such circumstances. I begged Juliet 
for a^lock o f her hair, but slie refused ; then 
1 begged border, but slie began to suspect I 
had some ulterior motive, and told me per-
emptorily not to mention the subject again. 
I know now. that Bolton told her that I hud 
made a bet about it with one of the other men, 
and that was why she was so angry. Every 
time he met me iu the hall, he would ask if 
I had succeeded, and was so insufferable in 
liis triumph, that 1 wanted to kill him. At 
last, one niglit, I determined to leave the 
place the next, morning. After I went to my 
room, 1 wrote a check for fifty dollars, and

put it in an envelope directed to Bolton, their 
I jvent to bed. The next thing I remember 
is hearing a shrill scream, and finding myself 
in your sister’s room, standing hulf-dressed 
beside the bed, with a pair of scissors in one 
hand and a lock of her hair in the other. The 
scream resounded through the house, and 
waked up all its inmates. 1 stood for a mo-
ment dazed and bewildered. I have a faint 
idea that your sister went off into a fit of hvs 
terics, but I cannot be sure ; then 1 heard 
footsteps ill the passage, and I took to my 
heels and fled to my own room. 1 did not go 
to sleep again, but spent the rest o f the night 
in trying to decide what course to pursue. 
My first impulse was to leave the house im-
mediately, my next to stay and brave the mut-
ter out. At breakfast the next morning Juliet 
did not appear, no one except the. host and 
hostess spoke to me. I was under a cloud. In 
vain I introduced the subject, and tried to ex-
plain it ns a freak of somnambulism ; nobody 
believed me. I lifted my eves and saw m 
Bolton’s face an expression of malicious tri-
umph. He bad been at work, it was bis ma-
chinations that had set everybody against me. 
But I did not care very much for anybody but 
Juliet. I appealed to her, but she refused to 
see me ; I wrote to her again and again, but 
she returned my letters unopened. From lliat 
unlucky night to this hour I have never laid 
my eyes on her, but I cannot forget her. I 
believe that there was a time when she almost 
loved me ; and I cling to that time as the hap-
piest o f my life .”

He ceased, after this singular confession, 
and leaned his head back against a column of 
the piazza. The moon was shining brightly, 
and its rays fell full upon the handsome, in-
genuous face. In spite of my boasted pru-
dence and caution 1 believed in him and I 
sympathized with him. He wa3 quick to read 
it in my eyes.

“  I knew you would believe m e,” lie cried, 
seizing my hand. “ You will tell her the 
truth, you will intercede with her for me, 
and then perhaps she will consent to see h i p  
again ? ”

After having exacted this promise lie went 
away, but when he reached the gate lie came 
back again.

“ How shall I know what she says?” lie 
asked ; “  I cannot come to the house jogaiu.”

“  Perhaps I may see you on the street some 
time,” I suggested.

“ W ill you ?” he cried eagerly, “ when? 
To-morrow evening?”

L hesitated. “  1 fear that will be too soon.”
“  Well. I shall be at the corner to-morrow 

evening, whether you come or not: 1 will be 
there every evening until yon do come. I'nder 
the linden tree from seven till eight—von 
won’t forget?” And then he seized my hand, 
kissed it, and was gone.

1 could not imagine liow Juliet could find it 
iu her heart to resist so fascinating a creaj l i r e  

1 thought, be could not do anything so bad as 
not to be able to win forgiveness ; but. I found 
my sister, when true to my promise 1 broached 
the subject to her, of a very different mind. 
Her face grew dark and cold at oner-.

“  Pray do not mention his name to me again.
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Cecilia,” she said. “  I am very sorry you 
ever met him. It was very impertinent of 
him to force himself upon you, and to dare to 
mention my name at all.”

“  Indeed, Juliet, I am sure you do him in-
justice ; he has told me the whole story, 
and—”

“  Then if you have heard the whole story,” 
she replied, “  pray be satisfied with it, and 
don’t inflict it upon me. Mr. Lyle Anderson 
is fortunate in having you for a champion, but 
it is out of the question to think of trying to 
change my opinion of him.”

“ At least, if you would listen to me, Ju-
liet—”

“  My dear, I will listen to you on any other 
subject for hours, but I must decline to hear 
anything on this.”

“ Is this final ? Do you positively refuse to 
be reconciled to him ? ”

“  I do positively refuse.”
After this there was nothing for me to do 

but keep my appointment under the linden 
trees, and break the tidings as gently as pos-
sible. It was pitiful to see his face change 
from hope to despair, but he bore it bravely.

“  Thank you,” he said, "  I believe you have 
done your best for me. I will go away at 
once; I cannot bear to remain near her, and 
have her feel toward me as she must. Good-
bye, I dare say I shall get over it in time.” 
He wrung my hand hard, and turned away.
I knew it was foolish, but, in spite myself,
I felt my eyes fill with tears.

I was very much astonished as the days went 
by at the change that three years had made 
in Juliet. She had grown extremely firm and 
self-reliant, had decided opinions about every-
thing, and was afraid of nothing. It almost 
seemed as if we had changed places, and Ju-
liet was the elder instead of the younger sister.

The summer passed very quietly. All the 
people we kuew were out of town, and there 
was absolutely no gayety. About the middle 
of September, however, we were rescued from 
utter stagnation by an alarm of burglars. Sev-
eral houses in the immediate neighborhood 
were entered, and a great deal of valuable 
plate was stolen. My mother worked herself 
up into a fever of alarm. She packed up all 
the silver and sent it to the bank. She locked 
and double-locked the doors at night, and 
waked Juliet and me up incessantly to insist 
on our accompanying her on tours of investi-
gation after imaginary burglars. At last, when 
the excitement was at its height, she vowed 
that she could not leave us to encounter dan-
ger single-handed in our own apartments, and 
insisted on our all coming into her room, 
where we could be of mutual assistance and 
present an unbroken front to the enemy ; her 
proposition being that Gertrude should occupy 
the lounge, while Juliet and I should share 
her bed with her. Against this, however, 
Juliet stoutly rebelled. The weather was sti-
fling, and she declared that she preferred tak-
ing her chances of the burglars to being 
smothered alive ; so she loaded a small pistol, 
which was our only weapon of defense, and 
placing it under her pillow, went bravely to 
bed in the front room, leaving the gas turned 
up, so that, as she said, she could take good 
aim at the burglar in case he arrived.

This undutiful conduct had the effect of j 0n her lap, unfastened his collar und chafed 
destroying my mother’s rest for the night, but bis hands ; all the time she did not speak a 
as time went on, and no burglar appeared, word. I tried to get her to go back to bed 
our fears gradually subsided, and the weather and let us move him to a lounge. She did not 
continuing warm, Juliet was allowed without stem to hear what I said, but sat in dumb 
protest to leave her windows open for the obstinacy, with his head on her kneps, and 
benefit of the fresh air. the blood from his wound flowing out over

It was entirely owing to this bit of impru- her white night-dress, 
dence that the accident took place which 1 am 1 hope I shall never be called upon to endure 
about to relate. One night I could not go to such another experience as that night’s, 
sleep, and long after Gertrude on her lounge, q’he servants were consumed with curiosity, 
mamma on the pillow beside me, and Julietin “  Jj0rd, miss,” saidMartha, “  it’s Mr. Ander- 
the adjoin ing room ,were wrapped up i n d reams, Son ! ”
I lay wide awake and staring at the wall; “ Yes,” said I, “ he walks in his sleep, and 
presently I heard sounds which were highly came in here through the window. Miss 
suggestive of a burglar. My blood ran cold, Juliet mistook him for a burglar, and fired 
and I tried to think of all the courageous things her pistol at him. Now, Martha, I want you 
which I had heard of lonely women doing to go at once to Doctor Tliistletwig’s, and ask 
under such circumstances. My first thought him to come here immediately. You can tell
was not to wake mamma, if it were possible 
to avoid it, while, with Juliet for a coadjutor,
I felt that I would be equal to any emergency.
I therefore slipped noiselessly out of bed, and 
crept on tiptoe to the door of Juliet’s room ; 
but on the threshold I stopped, terror stricken, 
for there was some one getting in at the win-
dow ; first one foot and then another was 
put in, then followed the body, shoulders, 
and head, and a man stood upon the floor, 
whom, in the dim gaslight, I recognized as 
Lyle Anderson.

In a moment it flashed across me that this 
was a repetition of his former experience, and 
that he was walking in his sleep ; his eyes 
were wide open, and had a fixed stare in them, 
and he lifted his feet very high from the floor 
as he stepped toward the bed where Juliet 
lay. I cannot imagine now why I did not go 
forward and prevent the catastrophe which I 
felt was going to occur. I stood there intensely 
conscious of everything in the room ; I saw 
Juliet lying with her cheek on her hand, and 
all her beautiful dark hair thrown over the 
pillow ; I saw Lyle Anderson advancing to-
ward her with his stealthy step and his terri-
ble stare, and I stood rooted in the doorway 
unable to move or utter a sound. When he 
reached the bed, he lifted one of the long 
tresses of her hair and held it in his hand. 
The movement awakened her. I saw her face 
change instantly from an expression of repose 
to one of terror, then it was lighted with a 
sudden courage ; quick as thought, I saw her 
draw the pistol from under her pillow, and 
aim at the fancied burglar ; her fingers closed 
upon the triggej, then there was a flash, a 
loud report, and Lyle Anderson fell face down-
ward upon the floor. For a moment I had a 
sickening sensation of faintness, which I 
forced myself to overcome. Mamma and Ger-
trude waked up and began to scream; Martha

him what has happened, so that he will be 
prepared.”

Martha, proud of the commission, set off 
immediately; so then I sent Jane to make 
the kitchen fire, and heat some water, while 
I got mamma a glass of wine, and adminis. 
tered some wholesome admonition to the wail-
ing Gertrude. Really, I am quite proud of my 
behavior that night! By the time the doc-
tor came, I had a bed prepared for the patient, 
had put on my dressing-gown, had induced 
mamma to lie down, and had effectually set-
tled Gertrude. Order was evolved from 
chaos.

It was not Doctor Tliistletwig who came, 
but his assistant, a young man with a dark, 
clever face, and a quiet manner, which in-
spired one with great confidence.

He examined the patient, dressed the wound 
in his shoulder, after having first conveyed 
him to bed, and was so clever and competent, 
that I felt a great respect for him ; then 
Juliet presented herself at the door. She 
had dressed herself, and though very pale, 
was quite calm.

“  You must let me stay with him,” she 
said. “ It is my fault that he is lying here. 
I must take care of him.”

“  Certainly,” said the young physician, set-
ting a chair for her. “  He could not have a 
better nurse.”

I made him drink a cup of coffee after his 
exertions, before he went away, and while he 
was drinking it he asked me the particulars 
of the recent catastrophe, and somehow I 
was gradually led on to tell him all I knew.

“ If he gets over this, poor fellow ! ” said 
he then, “  I think he will be permanently 
cured of walking in his sleep, and the best 
chance for his recovery will be in your sister’s 
nursing him ; that is, if she can put aside her 
private antipathies so far.”  His eyes twinkled

and Jane rushed in panic-stricken ; Juliet sat as he said this, as if he had begun to suspect
n n  in  l io i l  i r l n + n  n ncl + fn iri h ltn tv  l i l r o  o  lno-P 1 +T»n+ l i n o n m «  (•m mup in bed, white, and trembling like a leaf.

“  Have I killed him ? ” she whispered, with 
blue lips; “ 0I1, I hope I have not killed 
him ! ”  *

•• Do you know who it is, Juliet ? ” I whis-
pered.

“ A burglar, isn’t it? I thought it was a 
burglar.”

“ It is Lyle Anderson.*”
In a moment she bounded out of bed, and 

knelt down beside him ; she lifted his head

that poor Juliet’s antipathy was only front the 
teeth outward, which indeed turned out to be 
true, for Lyle and she came to an excellent 
understanding, and lived to regard as a bless-
ing the accident which came so near having 
a fatal termination. I may add here, that our 
young physician acquitted himself so credit-
ably on this occasion, that we decided to have 
him practice permanently in our family, which 
was a very judicious arrangement, since our 
family will in future be his. )
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K i th  and Ki n .

BY JESSIE rOTHKltun.I., AUTHOR OP “ FIRST YIOUX, 

“  PROBATION," KTC.

(Continued from page SO.) 

CHAPTER IV.

MEETING THE THIRD.

m r m

6 zsf

i[ HE morning of Monday was 
half over. Aglionby stood 
in the saleroom of the ware-
house, which at the moment 

was empty. He had disposed 
satisfactorily of large amounts of 

goods already, and now for the first 
time he found a leisure moment in 
which to take up a newspaper and 

glance over it. It was the advanced Liberal 
journal of Irkford, the Daily Chronicle. In a 
conspicuous place at the head of a column, 
in the middle- of the paper, was a letter to 
the editor, entitled “ Education in Denomi-
national Schools.” This letter was signed 
“  Pride of Science,” as if with a defiant chal-
lenge to the rival “  Pride of Ignorance.” Ag- 
lionbv’s eyes gleamed as he glanced down the 
columns, and his most disagreeable smile 
stole over his face. The letter was from 1ns 
own pen, and was not the first by several 
with which he had enriched the columns of 
that journal, on that and kindred topics. He 
was not aware, himself, of the attention which 
these letters attracted. He knew that generally 
they called forth angry replies, accusing him 
of -wishing to undermine the whole fabric of 
respectability ; to explode the secure founda-
tions of society, and cause anarchy to be 
crowned ; and to these fulminations he de-
lighted to reply with a pitiless, slashing acer-
bity ; an intuitive stabbing of the weak points 
in his opponents’ armor which must have 
made those enemies writhe. He had never 
yet paused to ask himself whether his course 
of action in the matter were noble or not. 
He detected abuses, and those abuses flourish-
ing rankly under a system which he thorough-
ly disliked; and he hastened to expose them, 
and to hold up them and their perpetrators to 
ridicule ; dangling them before such a public 
as chose to take an interest in his proceed-
ings, and scourging them well with whipping 
words and unsparing hand. His letter this 
morning was a pungent one. He, had wiitten 
it on the Thursday night before, in a bitter 
mood, and the bitterness came out very elearl v 
in the composition. He had made a point of 
investigating the proceedings and system at 
several denominational schools, and had col-
lected some significant facts, which he hud 
used with considerable cleverness to bring a 
good deal of discredit on the clerical and de-
nominational party.

“  I shall be pelted to death for this, in to-
morrow morning's issue,” he reflected, look-
ing cvnically pleased. “ Holloa! Here’s a 

. . H - 1 V

leader on my precious effusion. What has it ! 
got to say ? ”

He had just begun to read, but was inter-
rupted by a call of.:

“ Mr. Aglionby!”
He looked up and saw one of the principals 

of the firm entering the room—and bebiud 
him another figure. Aglionby felt slightly 
bewildered, but not very much surprised, 
when he recognized the choleric-looking old 
gentleman of the Liberal Demonstration and  ̂
the play on Saturday afternoon and evening.

“  The third time of meeting 1 ” he reflected. I 
“  Kismet! The will of Allah be done I ”

Ho stood silent, while his glance wandered 
beyond both the men to the doorway, and the ( 
beyond which was visible through it. Blank 
space. Neither a hat with a brim, nor yet one i 
without: nothing but the remembrance of a 
pair of deep-set gray eyes, a pale face, and a ' 
steadfast-looking mouth.

“ Mr. Aglionby !” was repeated.
“ res,” lie answered, as he laid down his 

paper, and advanced a step.
“ I think yon are at liberty just now.”
“  There are no customers here at the mo-

ment,” he replied.
“ Then be good enough to take this gentle-

man round the premises. He is interested in 
our arrangements, so you will explain them to 
him as clearly as you can, and give him all the 
information he desires.”

Then with a bland smile Mr. Jenkinson, 
the senior partner of the firm of Jenkinson, 
Sharp and Company, excused himself, on the 
plea of a pressing engagement at that very 
hour, from going farther with them, and they 
were left alone together.

Aglionby, turning to the old gentleman, 
saw that he was regarding him with an in-
tense fixity of expression which had in it 
something almost fierce, and which called 
forth at once the young man’s readily aroused 
sense of the ludicrous.

“ Perhaps you would like to begin at the 
beginning?” he suggested ; and the old man, 
meeting his eyes, and hearing liis voice, most 
certainly started and changed countenance.

“  As you like—I don’t care,” he muttered, 
still continuing to gaze on his guide.

“ Then come this way,” said the latter, con-
scientiously carrying out his directions. The 
visitor followed him, and Aglionby explained 
everything to him very clearly, but very soon 
came to the conclusion that his trouble was 
wasted, for so absent-minded a man he thought 
he had never seen. Merely glancing at all 
the things he was shown, he kept his eyes still 
persistently fixed upon the face of liis guide, 
occasionally giving utterance to a “  Humph !” 
when it appeared necessary to say something, 
hut evidently feeling but scant interest in the 
vast stock and Complicated business system of 
Messrs. Jenkinson and Sharp.

At last they found themselves back in the 
saleroom. Aglionby remarked:

“ I think you hnve seen everything now.” 
(This was entirely a figure of speech, for lie 
was convinced that the, strange old man had 
perceived little or nothing of it all.) “ Do 
you wish to see Mr. Jenkinson again, or shall 
I show you out? ”

“  I should like a few words with you,” was 
the reply, unexpected but hardly surprising 
after his peculiar behavior.

“  If we can be alone, that is. I should like 
to ask you a few questions.”

“  Perhaps I may not be disposed to answer 
them,” remarked Aglionby, a little dryly.

“ Perhaps not, but I rather think you will. 
At any rate, you might os well bear what they 
are."

Aglionby glanced around. It was the din-
ner hour, aud there was no one in the sale-
room hut themselves and a boy, the boy to 
whom lie had given half a crown for keeping 
his place at the meeting on Saturday. This 
youth was undoing a blue handkerchief con-
taining two slices of bread and butter, and a 
bottle of cold tea—his dinner.

“  Bob, just clear out, will you, and get 
your dinner somewhere else,” said Aglionby 
good-naturedly. The lad raised a pale, deli- 
cately-sensitive face, smiled, and picking up 
bis little bundle departed.

“  Now we are alone,” observed Aglionby, 
propping liimself up against a mountain of 
“ goods,” and sticking his hands into liis 
pockets. The old gentleman seated liimself 
on a solitary, wooden-bottom chair, folded bis 
hands on the top of his stout walking-stick, 
and said :

“  I wish to know your name.”
“ My name is Bernard .Aglionby,” replied 

Aglionby, lifting bis bead a little with a ges-
ture of unconscious pride.

“  I thought so !” burst from the old man’s 
lips as he struck his stick upon the ground ; 
and Aglionby, gazing at him fixedly, felt a 
strange sensation stirring at bis heart, A rush 
of vague recollections—memories'strange and 
potent, partaking both of sweetness and bit-
terness, came surging up in his mind.* Whose 
spirit was it that looked at him through those 
frosty blue eyes? The pause that followed 
the last words was a long one. Aglionby 
waited almost breathlessly for the next ques-
tion. When it came it did not surprise him 
—now.

“  Did you ever hear of a place in Yorkshire 
called Yoresett-in-Danesdale?”

Aglionby glanced at him keenly, searching- 
Iv. and saw that he was agitated. Then lie 
replied, curtly enough, “  Yes.”

“  Were you ever there? ”
“ No.”
“ A ll! Never there ! ” H. looked with an 

indescribable mixture of expression at Aglion-
by, and went on slowly :

“  Perhaps you’ve alsoheardof a house called 
Scar Foot, not a hundred miles from Yore- 
sett?”

“  I have.”
“  And of one John Aglionby, who lives 

there?” be said, and hia tones vibrated, 
while the glance he fixed upon liis interlocu-
tor was a strange compound of defiance and 
anxiety.

I “  I’ve heard of him too,” replied the young 
man. his face darkening.

“  You have? Well, here he is—1 am he.” 
i He tapped his broad chest with his strong 
forefinger, and a rush of color covered his fnce 

1 while his eves were fixed ever more intentlv
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and more eagerly upon the other's face. Ag- 
lionby looked at him, his own countenance, so 
strong a contrast to that of his companion, set 
in a gravity which amounted to sternness. 
There was no sarcasm in his eyes now, and no 
malice upon his lips. He bore little like-
ness to the hale-looking old man, with his 
white hair, his ruddy full face, and yet there 
was, as one looked at them, a something—a 
flavor of expression perhaps, a similarity in 
the way in which their lips closed one upon 
the other.

“  Iamhe,” besaid again. “  I am your grand-
father. lad ; I 1 ”

“  I knew you must be, as soon as you spoke 
of Yoresett and Scar Foot,” said the other 
gravely. “  Well ? ” •

“  Well 1 Have you no word to say to me? 
The nearest relation you have in the world 1”

“ What should I have to say to you? 
Nothing agreeable, surely.”

"And why not? What injury have I ever 
done you ? ”

"  That is an odd question,” said Aglionby, 
shrugging his shoulders. “  Tou turned my 
father out of doors, and disinherited him 
when he married my mother, and when you 
might have been reconciled with her how did 
you treat her ? ”

“ How did she treat m e?” put in Mr. Ag-
lionby, hastily and wrathfully.

“ What a question I Was she to tamely 
submit to insults ? As for me, you have ig-
nored me from the hour of my birth to the 
present one, except once, when you proposed 
to do me a deadly injury. My mother treated 
that effort of yours as it deserved to be 
treated.”

“ This to me ! From you—from my own 
grandson—”

“  Pardon me, but I can be no grandson of 
yours, for you disowned my father for marry-
ing my mother; and when you might have 
atoned for my father’s death, you only pur-
sued an innocent woman with your vindictive 
hatred and revenge, in asking her to separate 
herself from her child—from the child she 
had borne in trouble and adversity—her only 
comfort, if a poor one. A grandson of yours 
— no ! ”

Aglionby . the elder was quivering with 
wrath and emotion. He shook his stick men-
acingly within an inch of Bernard’s face. The 
latter smiled slightly, drew his hands from 
his pockets, and folded his arms.

“  I suppose that is your view of the case,” 
said the old man. “ I say, that your father 
was my all—and that he broke my heart.”

“ You look as if your heart had been bro-
ken long ago I ” retorted Bernard skeptically.

“  He refused even for one instant to look at 
the woman whom I wished him to marry.”

“  Englishmen generally choose their wives 
for themselves, and my father just did what 
you had done before him, and what I have 
done after him,” said Aglionby, quite con-
vinced that he stated an undeniable fact.

“  W hat! You are married ? ”
“  No, I’m only engaged to be.”

Bah ! I say an only son has no right to 
choose indiscriminately. There is policy to 
be considered, and family interests. When

your father scoffed at Marion Arlcendale, and A gleam of hope, pleasure, and approval 
took up with—” dawned in his eyes, and he looked eagerly at

“  Stop, if you please. You are speaking of Aglionby. 
my mother. One whisper that savors of dis-^ “  My motlior had no people, except her one
respect to her, and I leave you on the instant. ! sister, who was as poor and as brave as her- 
Indeed, I must decline to discuss her at all self. I never refused their assistance, for it
with you, in any way.”

Mr. Aglionby chafed under this curb, but 
nothing in Bernard’s expression encouraged 
him to continue the subjec* He bit his lips, 
and drew his brows together, looking the 
young man over, from the crown of his som- 
her, shadowy locks, down to the arched in-
step of his long, slender foot.

“  Why are you called Bernard? ”  he asked. 
“  It is no name in our family.”

“  My mother’s name was Bernarda ; and her 
father’s before her was Bernard ; mine is the 
same.”

“  And have you no other ? No John, for 
instance, nor Roger, nor Ralph ? ”

“  None but Bernard.”
“  Why not John Bernard? It would have 

made a fine name ! ”
“  I don’t suppose John sounded well in the 

ears of those who gave me my name.”
“  Then, when your mother—no, I’m not 

going to discuss her ; don’t be afraid— when 
she told you how she had decided your des-
tiny for you—did you feel content with her 
decision ? ”

“  Perfectly—why not ? ”
“ Tell me what she said about me. Did she 

teach you to hate me ? ”
No. I remember it well. I was about

was never offered me. They had no means of 
assisting me.”  *

“ No means 1 I thought—” he began, 
looking strangely at Bernard, while a dark red 
color suffused his face. He muttered some-
thing to himself and seemed to ponder upon 
it Then suddenly looking up again he 
asked :

“  And pray, what do you think of me ? ”
His choler had subsided, and he looked up 

Into the somber face above him, with an ex-
pression akin to wistfulness.

“  Of you ? I know absolutely nothing of 
you, except that one action of yours, which 
you cannot possibly expect me to think right. 
For the rest, you are my father’s father, and 
entitled to my outward respect, at least.”

“  Humph 1 Then, when your mother re-
fused my offer, what did she do ? ”  he asked 
suspiciously.

“  She went on with her music-teaching and 
her drudgery. She worked for me,” said Ag-
lionby with passionate though repressed emo-
tion. “  And six years ago, when l could have 
begun to repay her, she died.”

No asseverations were necessary to empha-
size the feeling that lay beneath this simple 
and unrdorned statement of a fact. It seemed 
to cause some reflection to the elder man, who.

six years old, and I was learning my lesson in t however, presently said :
my mother’s room. She had been downstairs, 
but presently came up again, looking pale 
and determined. She came up to me, and 
took me up in her strong arms, and kissed me 
often, and asked me if I would like to go away 
from her and live with some one else ? I 
cried out, ‘ No.’ Not if I had toys and sweets, 
she said, and a pony, and a beautiful home? 
‘ .And you, mother,’ I answered. ‘ No, not 
me, my boy.’ I bawled out lustily that I would 
not go ; and she kissed me with a kind of 
wild passion, and called me her lion-hearted 
boy. Afterwards when I grew older, she told 
me all about your offer. She said you had 
sent a messenger to say that if she chose to 
give mo up entirely to you for eleven months 
in the year, and during that time to hold no 
communication with me or with you—she 
might have what was left of me. for one—and 
she said she had sent you back the answer 
that you deserved. I say she did right. If I

“  How would you like, when next you have 
a holiday, to come and spend it at Scar Foot? ” 

Bernard’s eyes suddenly lighted. His face 
changed. Then he laughed a little and said : 

“  Not at all, thank you.”
“ No? Why not?” asked the other, in a 

tone of deep mortification.
“ Because I have neither part nor lot in 

Scar Foot, and will not go near it. I will 
keep to the friends I know.”

“  Sirrah 1 What friends can you have here? 
What influence have they ? How can they 
help you ? What can they do for you ? ”

“  Nothing ; that’s just it. I have every-
thing to do for myself, and it is best to remain 
where nothing can happen to disturb my con-
viction on that point.”

“ Then you don't realize that I still could, 
if I chose, put you out o f the necessity of do-
ing anything, could provide for you amply,

were begging my bread in the streets, I should I witll0ut 5™ seeding to lift a finger.”
say she had done right.”  |

His grandfather had been gazing intently 
at him as he spoke, drinking in, as it were, 
every word that he uttered. As Aglionby 
ceased, he drew a long sigh, and a strangely 
subdued look came over his face. He passed 
his hand across his eyes and said, in a low 
voice, ns if communing with himself :

“  Ay ! ay ! such was my message—such was 
my message. Then,”  he added presently, 
looking up again, “  since you nr? called after 
your mother and her people ; since you have 
been delivered over into their hands, what 
have they done for you ? Perhaps you were 
too proud to accept their assistance, eh ? ”
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Bernard laughed again, more cynically than 
before.

“ If you chose, and if I chose,” he said. 
“ You seem to forget that I am Bernarda 
Long’s son, bnt I do not. Nor do I forget 
your own character, your caprice, your hard-
ness. All the Aglionbvs are hard and obdu-
rate as rocks ; my mother has told me so. and 
I feel it in my own breast You are not one 
who could put up with being thwarted. If I 
saw much of you, I should probably do some-
thing to thwart you every day. I have hands 
to work with ”—he held them ou t; “  a head 
to plan w ith” — he smiled ambiguously; 
“ health to carry me through adversities, and
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a will which enables me to restrain my wishes 
and desires within reasonable bounds. So 
long as those things are left me, I am my own 
master, and my own master I will remain.”

“  A bright life, truly ! ” sneered the other. 
“  Hard work for a tare subsistence, grinding 
your brains to powder to keep body and soul 
together ; a strong will to be used for nothing 
but to repress the natural desires and im-
pulses of a young man of spirit—a pretty life, 
truly, and I wish you joy of it ! ”

“  It’s hot much to boast of, i3 it ? ‘ A poor 
thing, sir, but mine oim.’ Fortunately there 
are always things in this world, and especially 
in a big town like this, to take a man outside 
himself, or he would be in a bad way.”

“  Plays for instance, and concerts. It runs 
in the blood to be fond of such things.”

“ Yes. Luckily for me, it does. They have 
driven the devil from my elbow more than 
once, and will do so again, I doubt not.”

“ Oh, then he does sit at your elbow some-
times, does he ? ”

“ Often enough, and black enough he 
looks.”

“ What shape does he take now? What 
does he look like?”

“  Many a shape. Once he dragged me 
through some months of low dissipation—I’m 
an elevated character you perceive. He got 
me into the mire and held me there, till I was 
nearly choked. But 1 managed to scramble 
out somehow. That was after my mother had 
gone,”  he added slowly, and with hesitation. 
“  I had nothing then, not a soul to turn to. 
Bah I It’s a filthy recollection. He takes 
other shapes now.”

“ As what, for instance?”
“ Oh, now he oftenest looks like a lean 

knave, clutching an emJTCy purse, and point-
ing his finger along a cold road full of mile-
stones that get more and more tumbledown-
looking as you go on. I passed the twenty- 
sixth of them the other day.”

“ H al”  said the old man, clutching the 
round knob of his stick, pursing his mouth, 
and staring down at the dusty floor with 
round, open eyes, as he shook his head a lit 
tie. “ I know him. I know those milestones 
too. You’ve many yet to pass before you get 
to the one that I  tottered by a few weeks ago.” 

“  Which was that?’’ asked Aglionby in a 
softer tone.

“  The seventy-second.”
“  A ll! That is a long way from twenty- 

six.”
“ Ay, it is. W ell; you haven’t made your-

self out a smooth or delicate character,” he 
said, with sudden quickness and keenness. 

Aglionby shrugged his shoulders.
“ Why should I? You would hardly have 

believed me if I had, seeing that I am one of 
your own race. Such as I am, I have told you 
— why, I couldn’t sav, whatever you were to 
give me for it.”

“  And your existence here, is it an inspirit-
ing one ? ”

“ No—at least, not that part of it which is 
devoted to business.”

“  It is not a business in which you are likely 
to rise, then?”

“  Not unless 1 bought my rise. The heavier

you are weighted—with gold—the faster you 
get on in the race,” said Bernard rather dryly. 

“  H’m 1 Did you choose it for yourself?” 
“ Necessity and the length of my mother's 

purse chose it for me. They bound me over 
to them for five years, and paid me various 
salaries during that time, beginning with five 
pounds, and ending with the dizzy eminence 
of five-and-twenty. Since then, by screwing 
hard, I have been able to keep myself.”

‘ ‘ And is the situation pretty secure ? ”
“  It is quite secure, so long as I am the j 

cheapest and hardest-working fellow they can 
find for it.”

“  But why should you submit to such scurvy 
treatment ? A grandson of mine ! Monstrous I 
give them a lesson ; offer to leave them.” 

Again Aglionby laughed the cynic’s laugh.
“  They would take me at my word at once, 

and there would be fifty hungry men waiting 
to step into my shoes, and to thank heaven on 
their knees for the work I was too dainty 
for.”

“  But you could find something else—some-
thing more suited—”

“  When I can—something more remunera-
tive—I shall cut the present concern without 
scruple, I assure you.”

“ What would you be, if you had to 
choose?”

“  That’s a leading question, but I happen to 
have an answer ready for it. I ’d be a poli-
tician, with money enough to help my cause 
forward, and the oppcsition one backward.”

“  Your cause being—I saw you at the Lib-
eral demonstration on Saturday.”

“ Yes, my cause is the Liberal cause, or 
rather the Liberal cause is mine. ”

The old man rose.
“ I must go,” said he. “ When I came in 

here, I was thinking of you, and wondering 
where, in all this great city, you were to be 
found. I guessed who you were, when I 
heard that girl call you Bernard. Is she the 
girl you are engaged to ? ”

“  Yes.”
“  Ah, well 1 wouldn’t you really like to run 

over to Scar Foot? I can tell you it is a place 
well worth visiting—the fairest spot, /  say, in 
the fairest county in all fair England.”

“  I daresay : it would do me no good to see 
it under the circumstances,”  replied Bernard 
curtly, while an intense longing to look upon 
it rushed over him. Had he net heard its I 
every room described by his father, till he felt I 
that were he dropped down before it, he could 
find his way through it blindfold ! He had I 
heard the doggerel old verse which that father 
had repeated in his last hours, as he lay sense-
less and “ babbled of green fields ” : ,

“  To fair Scar Foot my thoughts I turn,
Whence late I walked with yon,
Through fields bedewed—”

There the recollection always broke off 
short: but Aglionby, from his earliest child-
hood, always thought of Scar Foot as sur- 

i rounded with “ fields bedewed.”  His father,
J exiled and banished, had never ceased to love 
| his home, and return to it in fancy, with a 
I dalesman’s deep and ineradicable love. If he,

Bernard, were thus disturbed at the mere idea 
of seeing the much-loved spot, what might 
the extent of his weakness be, should he ever 
really behold it? N o; he would keep firm 
while yet he could ; and he added nothing to 
his last words, though his lips were parted.

His grandsire watched him keenly.
“ Can you unstiffen your fingers so as to 

shake hands with me ? " he asked.
Bernard paused. Then, literally carrying 

out the old man’s words, he did unbend his 
obstinate joints, and put them within the old, 
knotted hand held out to him.

Their eyes met ; there was plenty of dogged 
obstinacy in both their faces, plenty of self-
opinionated ness, pride, determination ; rug-
ged, twisted characters both of them, but 
honest. As their fingers touched, Bernard 
remembered—and the recollection seemed to 
throw a new light over his mind—that his 
father had not been strong and sturdy like 
this; who was to say what provocation this 
irascible old man might not have received at 
the hands of his beloved ? What passionately 
cherished hopes might not have been blighted 
when Ralph Aglionby left “ fair Scar Foot,” 
at strife with his father, and, after sulking in 
London for six mouths, took to wife Bernards 
Long, from among what must have seemed to 
the retired country squire the daughters of 
Heth—the ranks, namely, of poor, musical, 
professional people ?

As if by one impulse their hands closed 
upon one another in a mighty grip; then 
without a word were unclasped again.

Old John Aglionby walked erectly away, 
nor turned to look back, whatever his secret 
yearnings might be His grandson, left to a 
few moments’ solitude, stalked to a dingy win-
dow, and looked out upon the throng in the 
busy street below. The din became vague in 
his ears ; the sights blurred before his eyes. 
What had passed seemed like a dream. Never 
to any human being, save to his mother, when 
he had been a boy, had he laid bare so much 
of his secret heait, or spoken so freely of his 
thoughts and feelings. Why had he done 
it? He was roused by a touch on his elbow. 
Looking round he confronted the boy Bob. 
holding up a coin, no less a one than a go den 
sovereign.

“  He gave me this 1 ”  he exclaimed breath-
lessly.

“  Who ? Old Jenkinson ? ”
“ Lord, no 1 catch him 1 That old gentle-

man that was with yon. He met me as I was 
coming back, and he said, was I any friend of 
yours, and—”

“  I know what you said, simpleton,” replied 
Aglionby, in his softest tone, and in his voice 
there were notes of the gentlest music.

“  I said the truth. I said you were the best 
friend I had, and that I’d die for you, and he 
said, ‘ That’s right, lad ; he’s worth it 1 ’ and 
gave me this. ”

“  Mr. Aglionby wanted ! ” sang out a voice 
at the other end of the room, and Aglionby, 
having missed his dinner in the parley which 

I had taken place, advanced to attend to the re-
quirements of two specimens of that shy and 
rara one, the buyer.
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j have told you. My mother went on with her 1 clearly.

CHAPTER V.
OCT OF IIAIIMONY.

W i t h  a vague yearning for sympathy and 
the comments of some fellow-creature, Aglion- 
by that night called Lizzie aside, telling her 
he had something important to relate to her. 
They retired into the empty back parlor, and 
sitting side by side in the firelight he made 
his first great confidence to her. She was the 
woman he loved ; she was to be the partner 
of his life, his companion for better, for worse. 
To whom else could he have turned more ap-
propriately ?

He felt that it was not light to conceal his 
true history from her any longer. When he 
sat down beside her, and began, it was out of 
a full heart that he spoke, and he looked 
eagerly for her words of sympathy ; half his 
trouble would be removed when she should 
say to him, “ Dear Bernard, you have done 
right, and I approve of your conduct.”

She heard his narrative with many expres-
sions of astonishment, but with very few ques-
tions or interruptions. He told her what had 
happened that morning, and how his grand-
father turned out to be the same old man whom 
they had seen at the theater on Saturday 
night.

“  Then you quarreled with your grand-
father?” said Lizzie.

“  Not I, but he quarreled with my father at 
his marriage ; he disowned and disinherited 
him, and would never see him again.”

“  Then your father married some one whom 
this old gentleman did not like ? ”

“  Exactly. My mother was poor ; she gave 
music-lessons; she was half English, half 
Spanish. She had nothing but her goodness, 
her cleverness, and her good looks, which last 
you must confess she has bequeathed to me 
in overflowing measure.”

“ Oh, nonsense I But was the old man so 
hard as all that ? Did he never get over it? ”

“  You see he had wished my father to marry 
his own cousin, a Miss Arkendale, with whom 
he had been brought up all his life. My father 
would not. They quarreled about that first, 
and my father left home, and very soon after-
wards sent word that he was married to my 
mother. That brought the matter to a climax, 
lie was forbidden ever to go near Scar Foot 
again. My father was not a particularly 
powerful character, but he held out for several 
years, and would neither compromise nor 
temporize. Then he died, rather suddenly, as I

a clergyman, I believe, and she and her 
daughters have become all in all to him. 
They are his heiresses, quite the heiresses of 
the country side. One of them will no doubt 
have the old house—Scar Foot.”

“  Is it a family mansion? Have they lived 
there long?”

“  Hundreds of years, my dear. I have heard 
about it till I know it as well as if I had lived 
there, but I shall never look upon it. ”

“ Then, of course, that girl we saw with 
him, whom you admired so much, will be his 
favorite niece ; perhaps he’ll leave her all his 
money, and then won’t she be a catch ? ” ob-
served Miss Vane, unconsciously hitting right 
and left at Bernard’s susceptibilities. With 
one of those flashes of intuition which are often 
most surprisingly brilliant in the most stupid 
persons, she had hit upon a solution of the 
question (which Aglionby had been almost un-
consciously revolving in his mind, ever since 
he had parted with his grandfather that morn- 
ing)—a solution so exceedingly probable, so 
A 'prion recommending itself to the superior 
masculine understanding, which had not yet 
arrived at it by the slower but more infallible 
route of a process of reasoning, that the pos-
sessor of the said masculine understanding, 
jumping from his chair, cried with emphasis: 

“ By Jove, I expect you are righ t! I wish 
I had taken more notice of her ! ”

“  Well, I think you took about as much as 
l you could. I know I felt quite cut out. By 
; the way, was he very disagreeable to you this 
I morning ? ”
| “ Not at all. He has a rough manner, be-
cause he has a rough nature. But if Iliad 
encouraged him he would soon have become 
quite amiable. He invited me to go to Scar 
Foot in my holidays.”

“  Bernard ! ”  her eyes sparkled. “  You will 
come into your rights in the end of all. If 
you make yourself agreeable to him while you 
are fliere, you will soon thrust these uieces 
aside, and lie’ll leave all the money to you, as 
he ought. That will be grand ! ”

Aglionby experienced a kind of shock in 
thus suddenly discovering how entirely he had 
failed in his effort to win her sympathy. She 
understood that he had a grandfather who was 
rich, and who appeared favorably disposed to-
ward him, and she took it for granted that 
he would at once endeavor to secure posses-
sion of some of that wealth. He patiently en-
deavored to put her right, quite sure that she 
had misunderstood ; he had not explained

f"

teaching, and kept herself and me. She told I 
me once, when I asked about my father’s re-
lations, that she had only once received any 
uotice from the old man, and that notice took 
the shape of a proposition that she should part 
with me, give me to him, you know, and not 
see me or have anything to do with me again, 
in which case, she was to be handsomely pro-
vided for for life. She never told me how she 
received the proposition, but I can well imagine 
with what rage it would be. She always told 
me simply that it was of course quite out of 
the question. From that day to this, no notice 
has been taken of her or me. My grandfather 
turned to his niece, the niece whom he had 
wished my father to marry. She married, too,

“  My dear child, do you imagine that I could 
or would stoop to him after his years of cru-
elty and injustice ? I declined utterly to have 
anything to do with him or his caprices. He 
can confine his attentions to those who are 
willing to subject themselves to him and wait 
for what they can get. I am not one of them.” 

“  Well, I never ! If you call that playing 
yourcards well, I don’t. I call it idiotic.”

‘ ‘ My dear ! ”
“  Yes, I do. To think of throwing away a 

chance like that ? It’s all very well to be 
clever, and to know all about politics, and so 
on ; but if it makes you neglect your own 
interests, and behave like a simpleton, I’ve 
done.”

She spoke with temper, and added :
“ You’re not so tremendously rich that you 

can afford to fling rude words at a grandfather 
with money. And you might have thought 
of others that you profess to care for—”

“  My dearest Lizzie,”  said he, gravely tak-
ing her hand, and looking earnestly at her, 
“ hear me 1 You have misunderstood. I 
have told you this story because I wish you to 
learn all about me and my belongings, not be-
cause I wish to take any part in the matter. 
I have no interests to look after, no cards to 
play in the case, as you appear to think. My 
intention is to remain perfectly neutral, just 
as I always have been. My grandfather treat-
ed my father tyrannically and shamefully. I 
don’t say he was utterly without provocation 
—he may have been provoked to a certain ex-
tent ; but, after all, it is not a sin for a man 
to wish to marry a good, and clever, and ami-
able woman whom he loves. There was no 
crime in the matter. It simply did not please 
him, and his nature was so despotic that un-
less every one gave way to him, he behaved 
atrociously. He would have been the first to 
challenge any man who had disputed his own 
right to choose in such a matter. I have noth-
ing to thank him for, save utter neglect. 
There are such things as manliness and hon-
or, Lizzie. If I had consented to enter his 
house, or stooped to accept favors flung at me 
as you’d fling a bone to a dog, I should have 
suffered sorely in my honor and self-respect. 
Understand me—I have nothing to do with 
this inheritance ; it is no more to me than if it 
did not exist—”

“ But if he left it to you, you’d take it? ” 
she interrupted eagerly.

He laughed. “ Take it? Oh, yes, fast 
enough ! And when the first grape harvest 
comes off on the Yorkshire moors which sur-
round Scar Foot, I’ll take you there, to par-
take in the rejoicings and try the vintage. 
That’s a bargain ! ”

“  How can I understand such stuff as that? 
But 1 cannot see what harm there would have 
been in u little civility to an old man like that, 
for he must be old to have a grandson twenty- 
six. ”

“  He’s seventy-two—he told me so. I don’t 
know that I behaved uncivilly to him after 
the first interchange of compliments. But 
you have never served under a tyrant, or you 
would know that civility is a small portion of 
what they require from those who are beneath 
them. To serve a tyrant for gain ; to wait 
for dead men’s shoes, generally means slavery 
of the most degrading description while your 
tyrant lives ; and when he dies, to be kicked 
out by his successor penniless and barefoot 
still.”

“  That sounds very grand, but I know that 
money is a very good thing. ”

“  So it is ; and being fully conscious of that 
fact, I am going to set about earning some as 
speedily as may be.”

“  W hy earn it, when you could have had it 
given you ? ” she said pursuing the topic with 
an obstinacy and an urgency which he had 
never known her display before.

“  No one has offered to give me any. that I 
am aware o f ,”  he answered very gravely. 
“  And I think, my love, ns we don’t appear to
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agree upon the subject, we had better let it 
drop. I do not intend to make the slightest 
advance to Mr. Aglionby of Scar Foot; nor 
does he intend taking any further notice of 
me, unless I am much mistaken ; or unless I 
am ready to lie down and let liim trample on 
me—which I am not.”

Lizzie was silent—less convinced than ever. 
Bernard's revelations of this evening had 
awakened in her all kinds of desires and am-
bitions. She would so like to be rich ; to 
leave this poky little house and live in a large 
one, and go to the best shops, and never have to 
ask for the estimate of the cost of a new dress. 
She would like to go to parties and concerts, 
into the reserved seats where “  the swells ”  
went (“  swells ” being her term for all who 
could afford to live luxuriously). She would 
like to show Lucy Golding a few things ; to 
open her eyes upon some points regarding 
which she displayed a lamentable deficiency.

Her mind was overflowing with these 
thoughts, burning thoughts ; but when she * 
looked at Bernard she had to confine them to 
the sphere of thoughts—she dare not speak j 
them out. i

As for Aglionby, the interview of this * 
morning had left upon his mind too a deeper 
impression than he was himself fully aware 
of. He had been rough and abrupt to his 
grandfather, had cut short his advances, and 
steadily refused his half-ungracious over-
tures ; but he had looked the old man in the 
face, and had not misliked his countenance. 
He had seen something there which he felt 
to be in harmony with certain chords in Iris 
own nature. He had said that if they were 
much together he would be certain to thwart 
his elder every day, but on reflection he felt 
less certain on that point. He fancied he 
could have been so far in sympathy with his 
grandfather as to have put up with a good 
deal at his hands. Then there rushed over 
his mind the unchanged, monotonous dreari-
ness of his own prospects. He had described 
with grim humor how the devil was wont to 
come and place himself at his elbow, but now 
the humorous part of it had somehow disap-
peared, and only the blackness and ugliness 
of the vision remained.

He tried to pooh-pooh it ; to consider it a 
mere episode, and have done with it. He 
took up the newspaper containing the lead-
ing article upon his own letter, and read it 
through. And he repeated to himself, What 
does it matter? 'Twill all be the same a 
hundred years hence.

i >
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CHAPTER VI.

YORESETT-IN-DANESDALE.

Jo h n  A g l i o n b y , going down the stairs of 
the warehouse, and out at the principal door, 
found himself in the roar of the crowded 
street and some ten minutes’ walk from his 
hotel. He paused a short time and looked 
blankly around him, like one in a dream ; 
then took his way to the hotel where he knew 
that his grandniece would be waiting for him,

prepared to start on their homeward journey. 
On entering the hall of the hotel he saw their 
luggage awaiting them, and proceeding into 
the coffee room, he found bis niece Judith 
Conisbrough sitting on a sofa reading the 
morning paper. She looked up as he came 
in, and rose.

“  I thought you were going to be late, un-
cle,” she remarked with a slight smile, as 
she began to draw on her gloves. “  You look 
heated,” she added considerately, “  and tired. 
I hope you have not been overdoing your-
self.”

“ What should I have been overdoing my-
self w ith?” he grumbled. “ Here waiter I 
bring me my bill, and call me a cab. There’s 
a stand outside there, I perceive.”

The bill was soon settled, the cab soon 
called. As they drove to the station Judith 
glanced more than once in an inquiring man-
ner at her great-uncle, whose whole aspect 
and demeanor had undergone a subtle change 
since he had left the hotel, and armed with 
an introduction to view the premises of 
Messrs. Jenkinson and Sharp. It was true 
that since the meeting on Saturday afternoon 
she had noticed an absence in his demeanor 
more than once, but she had put its cause 
down to the memories called up in his mind 
of the days of his youth, of those days when 
he had been heart and sou l an enthusiast for 
the cause in which the great Irkford politi-
cians had first won their spurs. This morning 
his abstraction was more marked than it yet 
had been. It amounted to a fixed brooding 
gaze before him. Perhaps, she thought, he 
had met with some old friend of "his early 
days, and was conning over past scenes and 
past events. She did not speak to him nor 
question him as to his absence of manner, 
but she saw that all he said and did was done 
and said in an almost mechanical wray, until 
they were seated in the train, and it rolled 
slowly forward toward “ Yorkshire and the 
North.”

Even then he had nothing to say, but sat 
gazing forth upon the uninviting prospect 
which surrounded them for a long time after 
leaving Irkford—endless dirty suburbs, vast 
manufactories, great sheds where machinery 
was made ; these followed in their turn by 
still more depressing-looking localities, half 
town, half a dismal mockery of the country, 
where the trees in the beginning of October 
were already leafless, and had been so for the 
last three weeks. It all looked very dingy 
and half-hearted, and so the old man seemed 
to think, for he suddenly heaved a great sigh, 
and said :

“ It’s a go-ahead place, this, and I notice 
that go-ahead places are generally dirty. My 
throat feels dry for want of a draught of the 
fresh air at Scar Foot.”

“  Yes ; I don’t think a town life would suit 
you, uncle ; for my part, I think I should 
suffocate if I had to live in a street.”

He made no answer, but leaned his head 
back, and closed his eyes. With what was 
his mind busied, she wondered, that he should 
have that pinched, pained look, that sudden 
appearance of age, and loss of heartiness and 
vigor ?

Whatever his secret thoughts might be, he

did not confide them to her, but maintained 
his gravity md taciturnity during the whole 
journey, which by the railway lasted about 
three hours. Judith Conisbrough presently 
ceased to study him ; she knew him too well 
to attempt to talk with him when he was in 
that mood, and she leaned back in her seat, 
and watched the landscape as it grew ever 
wilder and more beautiful, while the fair and 
fertile lowlands were left behind, and sudden-
ly she saw, grimly appearing above a high 
green hill, the round blue head of some great 
mountain whose height surpassed that of all 
the others near. It was Pe.iygent, and from 
that she knew that their railway journey 
would not last much longer.

The train had borne them through all that 
wild and beautiful district of Craven, and 

, Penygent had been left far behind, when they 
! drew’ up at a little wayside junction, and got 
out, to pursue the rest of their journey in a 

I dogcart. Their train had been a slow one,
>1 but it had puffed them deliberately into fairy-
land.

| Judith, seated beside her uncle, and with 
their small luggage, and the servant-man lie- 
hind, enjoyed the pleasure, as she always did, 
of moving through that beautiful vale. Each 
village and hamlet that they passed gave o i k ; 

the idea, more and more strongly confirmed 
as they advanced, that they were rapidly ap-
proaching the end of the world.

It was a soft, mellow' October afternoon— 
the sky of that tempered, chastened blur*; the 
sun’s beams of that pleasant, far from fervid 
warmth, peculiar to this most delicious sea-
son of the year ; and the “  feel ” of the air, in 
those limestone regions of romance, how like 
it is to some delicate wine of which one may 
drink to repletion, without any after sensation 
but one of pleasure ! As they left the little 
wayside station, and the good mare stretched 
her long legs over the white road, the faces, 
both of old man and young woman, lighted 
up, and took a brighter glow. On every side 
of them, as they bowled along, with an occa-
sional slower motion as they breasted some 
hill, were great green aud gray fells, some of 
them with bleak brown summits, showing 
where the peat-bogs lay. and where the peat 
was deep ; others crowned by some bleak es- 

I carpment of bare gray limestone, grimly con-
trasting writh the verdant green of the lower 
slopes and the fertile valleys and fat pastures 
beside the river, the Yore. If one stood quite 

! still, one could hear the murmur of rushing 
waters, coming, one knew not whence ; but 

' one could guess that the pure springs of those 
streams and cascades were concealed some- 
w’here amongst the bare folds of the hills, or 

I were leaping down their beds deep in the re-
! cesses of the plentiful woods which were vis-
ible on every side, and of which the foliage 
wTas, not like that at Irkford—a vanished 
thing, but a ruddy and a golden glory, im-
possible to surpass. At first they saw the 
river, now many miles away from itsdark and 
elevated source in the bleak side of Great 
Shunner Fell, gleaming through grassy meads 
in a bed which it filled to the brim ; while the 
cattle drank from it, and the reeds-bent and 
swayed in its current.

Thev had driven for seme distance before
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either of them spoke. The longed-for draught 
of fresh air they had at last, and an uneasy 
weight was removed from Judith’s mind at 
least.

“  I’ll put you down at your mother’s door,” 
said Mr. Aglion’oy, “ and your luggage with 
you, and I shall get home myself long before 
it’s dark.”

“  Oh, thank you, uncle. But won’t you 
come in and take tea with us ? ”

“  No, I’ll go on to Sear Foot at once,”  he said 
decidedly.

“ Wouldn’t you like Delphine or Ehoda to 
go with you for a day or tw o?”

“ No, I want no one,”  he answered, with a 
sudden distrustful look sideways from under 
his bushy eyebrows, which look she did not 
remark, being fully engaged in glancing joy-
fully around at the beautiful hills, and the be-
loved woods, and along the up-and-down lime-
stone road, which would lead at last to the 
cobble-stoned street of Yoresett, where her 
home was. Presently they drove up the said 
street, into the quaint, sloping, open space 
which formed the market-place at Yoresett. 
In the middle was the ancient stone market 
cross, around which at the half yearly “  hir-
ings” the countrymen and wenches stood to 
be hired as farm laborers or servants. Fac-
ing the market-cross, on the left hand of the 
square, stood a splendid old stone house—a 
mansion in size, solidly built, large, commo-
dious, and handsome ; and with a date over 
the door of 15'i8, showing that it had been 
built in the first year of the reign of good 
Queen Bess. It rose straight out of the street, 
its gardens lying behind, and it was culled 
Yoresett House. It was the property of Mrs. 
C'onisbrough, and the residence of herself and 
her daughters. Over the way there were 
houses and shops, small village shops, full of 
the marvelously useless articles only to be 
found in such shops, and higher up, the wind-
ing, roughly-paved street narrowed, first up a 
hill, and then down one, and consisted of an 
inn or two, and a shop or two, and the post- 
olfice, and many odd-looking houses, inhabit-
ed by what the denizens of the busy world 
would doubtless have thought odd-looking 
people. It was altogether as old- world, quiet, 
quaint a place as could well be imagined..

The dogcait was pulled up before the door 
cf the old stone house, and before Judith 
could get down, the said door was quickly 
opened, and in the frame made by this process 
appeared a young, fresh, handsome face,with 
dark, dare-devil eyes, while a young voice, 
high but not shrill, cried :

“  I’m glad to see you, Judith ! I thought 
it must be you. Be quick in, and tell us all 
the news. The slippers are kept in the same 
place yet, so you needn’t ask that. TIow do 
you do. uncle? Come, Judith, we want the 
news, the news, the news, I say, and we shall 
turn you out of doors if you haven’t got any.”

Judith’s box was conveyed into tRe house 
by a rsrvant maid ; she shook hands with her 
uncle, exchanged some parting words with 
him, and then she was pulled into the house : 
the door was shut, and Mr. Aglionby drove 
otT down the street, to take another road to 
Scar Foot.

Judith, her arm still grasped by her sister,

entered the roomy, stone-paved hall of the lacked the steadfastness of Judith’s ; the 
old house which was her home, and paused latter a very lovely, slender, fair-haired crea-
there, as if not quite sure which way she 
meant to take ; whether one that should lead 
into one of the numerous parlors and sitting-1 
rooms on the ground-floor, or whether toward 
the staircase. Her course was decided for 
her. The young lady who had appeared at 
the door—or rather, part ol' whose person had 
appeared at the door, while the remainder of 
it and her attire were carefully concealed 
behind the said door—now stood, or rather 
danced, revealed as a tall, healthy-looking 
damsel of fifteen or sixteen, still in short 
frocks, and with a large, coarse kitchen apron 
tied around her. She wound it into a kind 
of rope, and danced lightly and bewilderingly 
around her elder.

“  No, you are not going upstairs,” she said 
decidedly. “  You are coming into the parlor, 
to enjoy a cup of tea, and above all, to tell us 
the news. So don’t attempt to shirk it.”

“ Suppose I have no news?” suggested 
Judith, moving with serene dignity toward a 
door on the left hand of the hall.

“  That is an idea too monstrous to be enter-
tained for a moment. You have spent four 
whole days in a great city, at an hotel—of 
course you have news ; I would give the world 
to stay at an hotel, it must be so grand ! What I 
a swell I should feel, if 1 were you ! ”

“  My dear Rhoda—”
“  ‘ How vulgar you are ! ’ I know what’s 

coming, and am kind enough to spare you the 
trouble of saying it.”

She laughed, still jumping lightly from one 
foot to the other. Judith looked at her, and 
smiled too, indulgently.

“  Well, at least take off that apron,” said 
she, pausing just before the parlor door.
“  Don’t present yourself before mother with 
such a thing on.” *

“  Why not, I wonder? Besides, I can’t take 
it off till my work is done.”

“  What work ? You- working ? ”
“ Well, I’ll tell you,” said Ehoda, a ripple 

of mirth running over her face. “  Ho, ho, 
ho ! ” she hurst into a peal of laughter that 
made the rafters ring; “ I’ll tell you—I’m 
plucking a goose ! ”

“  Plucking a goose ! ”
“ Just so. One came—was sent I mean ; 

you could hardly expect the poor thing to walk 
over of its own accord from Scar Foot; and 
that lazy old Godfrey Metcalfe had never F 
plucked it. He is an aged impostor, if ever 
there was one. Louisa lias plenty to do, poor 
creature ! so there was literally no one to do 
it but me, and I’ve been in the kitchen, lost 
to all outside things, absorbed in my work, and 
in my work alone, as you so often say I should 
be. Come in ! I think mother and Delphine 
are both— O h!"

She had pushed open the door, and entered 
the parlor, but suddenly recoiled on the very 
threshold, almost falling over upon her sis-
ter, who, filled with a somewhat impatient 
astonishment, put her aside, and entered the 
room.

“ Mother and Delphine” were certainly

who sat in a side-window, embroider-

there ; the former a comely-looking matron, 
resembling her eldest daughter in features, i upon your child when you say 
but with a high complexion, and eyes which I Mr. Danesdale’s friends —”

ture, 
ing.

Rhode’s “ oh”  had been called forth by the 
fact that they were not alone. Standing in 
the window recess, and languidly propping 
himself against the side of it, was a tall young 
man, who, with his hands clasped behind him, 
had fixed his eyes upon Delphine’s work, and 
who appeared either too exhausted or too in-
dolent to lift them off it again.

Judith, inwardly os much surprised as 
Rhoda at the apparition, advanced, neverthe-
less, with her usual composure. Delphine 
rose and went to meet her, undulating forward 
with a peculiarly graceful, sylph-like move-
ment. Rhoda, after her first recoil,took cour-
age, and went forward, her color high, but her 
eyes defiantly laughing.

A kiss on the part of the two elder girls. 
Then Judith went to her mother, stooped over 
her and kissed her, remarking :

“ I’m glad to see you haven't suffered while 
I have been away, mother. Yon look very 
well.”

“  I rin very well, my dear, and very glad to 
see you back 1 You are earlier than we ex-
pected.”

“  We came by the Midland instead of the 
North Eastern, mamma.”

“ Oh. yes. My dear, let me introduce our 
visitor. Mr. Danesdale, my eldest daughter.” 
Mr. Danesdale bowed low, rousing himself 
apparently from his languor to do so ; Mis3 
Conisbrough smiled, and asked ;

11 Sir Gabriel’s son ? ”
“  S—Sir Gabriel has the happiness to call 

me son,” replied the young gentleman with a 
very slight lisp, a very slow and pronounced 
drawl, and a south country accent, which 
struck with peculiar effect upon Judith Conis- 
brough’s northern ears.

“  You have been long expected,” she said.
“  Yet I came quite unexpectedly after all,” 

he answered, turning to Rhoda and holding 
out his hand to her. Not a smile dawned 
upon his handsome face, which was even sad 
in its tired solemnity of expression. He had 
mournful, slowly-moving eyes of dark blue, 
over which the lids fell thoughtfully—or sleep-
ily? Judith speculated. His general expres-
sion and manner was one of weariness and en-
nui carried to excess.

“ Good afternoon,” he drawled. “ That 
goose : is it nearly done ? ”

“  All, you never plucked a goose, never saw 
one done in your life, Mr. Danesdale,”  she 
said, blushing more with suppressed laughter 
than embarrassment.

“  I’ve n— never done it myself, certainly; 
but I’ve often seen other fellows do i t ; or if 
not geese, pigeons, which comes to the same 
thing, you know. ’J

“  F ie,. Mr. Danesdale ! ” said Mrs. Conis- 
brough, smiling with a placid amusement ex-
pressing anything but.fie.

“ But why, mamma?”  cries Miss Ehoda, 
thirsting for information. “  What is there 
wrong in watching people pluck geese, or 
pigeons either? You are casting a reflection

fie.’ And if
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“ Oh, I beg your pardon ; I didn’t say ‘ my 
friends,’ I said ‘ other fellows.’ There’s a dif-
ference,” expostulated Mr. Dauesdale.

“  Well, it’s very funny,” replied Rhoda, 
while the rest of the company smiled, and the 
young man placed a chair for Judith, opening 
his eyes fully at last, and saying :

“ You have been at Irkford, Mrs. Conis- 
brough says.”

“ Yes, with Mr. Aglionby, my uncle.” 
“ Indeed. W—wliat sort of a place is it? 

I never was there, though I used to know 
some fellows at Oxford who had been. They 
lived there when they were at home.”

“  I can hardly tell what sort of a place it is. 
Very large and very dirty—”

“  Oh, what a poor, tame description ! ” said 
Rhoda. “  You little know what she did while 
she was there, Mr. Danesdaie ; nor what she 
went for. She is a dangerous person. She 
went on purpose to go to the Liberal Demon-
stration. ”

“ Did she go, or was she taken there?” 
asked Mr. Dauesdale.

“ Both,” replied Jud/tli, taking off her 
gloves. The young gentleman had seated 
himself, and appeared in no haste to take his 
departure. He was dressed in a brown velvet 
shooting-jacket and knickerbockers, and now 
Judith remembered to have vaguely noticed 
a gun leaning up against the wall in the hall. 
Rhoda at this juncture was beckoned to by her 
mother, and going to her, received some whis-
pered instructions which sent her skipping 
out of the room.

“ D—does she always run ? ” asked young 
Dauesdale earnestly.

The others laughed.
“  Almost always. I wish she would practice 

walking a little, now that she is such a big 
girl,” said Delphine, speaking for the first 
time.

“  I don’t think I should tell her so,”  he said 
in a tone that was almost animated. “  She 
looks very nice as she is ! ”

“  Yes, I think so,” Judith said, and Mrs. 
Conisbrough turned to her.

“ Mr. Danesdaie has been kind enough to 
bring us soma birds, Judith ; so he's going to 
stay and have a cup of tea, and walk home to 
Danesdaie Castle.”

“ To walk 1” Judith had said in some sur-
prise, and before she had tune to restrain her-
self.

“  You seem surprised,” he remarked. “  I 
often notice that people do look surprised 
when they hear that I can walk at all, and 
then I always feel inclined to say, * Would you 
rather look a better walker than you are, or be 
a better walker than you look ? ’ ”

“  The last for me,” said Judith laughing. 
“  It is much easier to answer than the one 
about being a fool and looking one.”

“ Perhaps it is,” he admitted. “ At least it 
is very beautiful to have it decided fur you so 
promptly. I have heard a great deal about 
you, Miss Conisbrough. I have pictured you 
in my own mind, marching on with the mul-
titudes to the Liberal Demonstration at Irk-
ford.”

’ ’ Our chariot marched aloug, and that very

slowly, for the multitude was very great, lit-
erally.”

“  I suppose it would be. Irkford is such a 
t—tremendous place for that sort of thing.”

“ Only Irkford?” suggested Delphine, pre-
senting him with a cup of the tea, which, ac-
companied by Rhoda, had now arrived.

“  Yoresett too, it seems,” he answered ; 
“  which is what I should never have expected. 
Miss Conisbrough, did you really go because 
you wished, or on compulsion ? ”

“ I went because I wished.”
“ Judith is the politician of this family,” 

observed Rhoda. “  She has been known to sit 
up at night reading political books.”

“  And where did you get yourpolitics from?” 
he asked.

“  Chiefly from my uucle.”
“  By the way, Judith, how is your uncle ? I 

wonder he didn’t come in,” said Mrs. Conis-
brough.

“  He—oh, he seemed rather in a hurry to 
get back to Scar Foot,” answered Judith, with 
a sudden constraint in her manner, which 
Delphine noticed with a quick look upwards.

“  Have you seen Mr. Aglionby, yet, Mr. 
Danesdaie?” asked Judith. “ He and Sir 
Gabriel are great friends, though such very 
opposite characters.”

“  I’ve heard a lot about him, but I have not 
seen him. That is a lovely place of his by 
the lake—what is it called ? ”

“  Shennamere.”
“ Shennamere—yes. I rode over with my 

father the very day after my return. But 
Mr. Aglionby was out, they said.”

“  I see.”
“  And there didn’t appear to be anybody 

else. Has Mr. Aglionby no children?”
There was a momentary, a more than mo-

mentary, pause and silence, during which 
Danesdaie thought to himself :

“ Now, why did I ask that question ? I’ve 
put my foot in it somehow.”

At last Mrs. Conisbrough remarked bland-
ly, but not cordially :

“  Mr. Aglionby’s only son displeased him 
exceedingly many years ago. He married a 
woman his inferior in every way. Mr. Agli-
onby quarreled with him and disinherited 
him, and some years afterwards the son 
died.”

“  I see. It must be rather slow for the 
poor old fellow, I should think. He must 
often have regretted the loss of the only fel-
low with whom he could constantly quarrel.” 

“  Oh, I don’t think it was his desire to be 
always quarreling with any one, poor old 
man 1 Of course he felt the misunderstand-
ing.”

‘ ‘ Rather a serious misunderstanding, to 
quarrel irreparably with one's only son, wasn’t 
it?” asked Mr. Danesdaie, whose drawl had 
almost disappeared, and whose eyes, no longer 
half closed, were regarding Mrs. Conisbrough 
inquiringly. .

“ Y—yes,” replied the lady, trifling with 
her teaspoon, and gazing into her cup. “ It 
was a very terrible misunderstanding. It cut 
him up very much. But I hope we—the girls 
and I—have done all that lay in our power to 
make up to him for the loss of his son.”

“  Ah, y—yes,” said Mr. Danesdnle, return-
ing to his drawl and his hesitation. “ But an 
only sou’s a difficult thing to replace. Being 
one myself, I speak from mournful experience; 
my father tells me often what an unique 
article I am. I’m sure he finds me a great 
anxiety, just from that very feeling that he 
couldn’t replace me if anything were to hull- 
pen to. me. Will you have some more tea, 
Miss Conisbrough ? ”

Judith started as she gave him her half-
empty cup to put down.

“ No, thank you. I’m not thirsty, nor hun-
gry either.”

“  I should think that lake by Scar Foot 
must be a glorious place for skating,” ob-
served Mr. Danesdaie. “  Does it ever get 
frozen over ? ”

“ Oh, yes!” Rhoda exclaimed fervently. 
“ It does, and when it is frozen, I could live 
on it. You can’t think r liat it costs me to 
come off it at the end of the day. I do hope 
the next winter will be a hard one, Mr Danes-
daie, and then you would see what it is like, 
al! about here. I always say there is no such 
place as Yoresett and the dale in the world, 
but Judith and Delphine vow they would 
rather live in a musty town ; and why, do you 
suppose?”

“  Society, perhaps.”
“ Oh, no ! At least, only the society of 

dead men. They would like to live in a town 
because there would be libraries there.”

Scorn unutterable was expressed in the ac-
cent laid on the penultimate word.

” L—libraries. But you can have a library 
in the country. At least, there's Mudie's. 
They send all over the country. Mudie’s will 
send you anything you want.”

Another pause, till Mrs. Conisbrough be-
gan :

“  Well, really, in many ways Mudie’s is 
such a tiresome institution. They sometimes 
keep yon so long—”

“  Mudie’s is a delightful institution, but a 
very expensive one," said Judith composedly. 
“ A box for the country, to be worth any-
thing, costs five guineas, and then there’s the 
carriage to and from London.”

“ My dear Judith, that won’t interest Mr. 
Danesdaie.”

“  Perhaps not. I only wish him to under-
stand.”

“ Yes,” said he, “  in such a case you want a 
free library.”

“  Our library consists of fields and trees, 
and the running brooks,” observed Delphine, 
laughing.

“ Miss Conisbrougli’s has berm something 
else as wel ,” he observed looking at Judith, 
putting down his cup, and rising all at once.

“  Not much else,” answered she. “ So little 
else that it will take me a long time to digest 
all that I saw and heard in Irkford while I 
was there.”

j, ‘e shook hands with Mrs. Conisbrough, re-
y marking that he would be just in time for din-
ner, if he took the short cut across the moor, 

p and then, bidding adieu to the young ladies, 
and asking if he might come again, he took 

. his departure. •
| (To be continued.)
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A Visit to the Galleries and Mu-
seums of the Hermitage at St. 
Petersburg.

B Y MAJOR I.. RAM ER, C .E .

' MONO tlie many and grand 
sights of the beautiful capital 

t of the North, none are so at-
' *V tractive to the traveler as the 
nuprificent galleries of paint- 

>̂3Ea in|pt, sculpture, and antiquities 
' of th^ Palais de l’Hermitage. Bare-

ly on* hundred years old,these fam-
ous galleries rival even the world-re-

nowned ones of the Vatican and the Palazzo 
Petit; and none will repay the traveler more 
for his time and trouble.

Being desirous of visiting those noble gal-
leries leisurely, I made application to the gen-
tlemanly director, Baron de Koehne, for a 
permit to visit them on Friday, the only day 
on which they are not open to the public, but 
only to artists and students. My request was 
promptly and courteously granted, and on a 
lovely morning of October I left my quarters 
at the Hotel d’Angletorre, in Issakofski Sabor. 
and proceeded across the beautiful square, 
passed St. Isaac’s, whose gigantic monoliths 
of polished granite were gleaming in the 
bright sunlight, and following along Admiral-
ty Place, reached the open square between the 
Winter Palace and the Etat Major. In the 
center of this square stands the Alexander 
column, the largest monolith of modern times. 
It is fourteen feet in diameter and eighty-four 
high, exclusive of the bronze capital, and is 
surmounted by a colossal bronze angel hold-1 
ing a cross. The shaft is of polished red! 
granite, and is set on a huge pedestal of the 
same material, ornamented with bronze basso 
relievos. Over the central one of the north side 
is the following short and well-chosen inscrip-
tion :
“  To A l e x a n d e r  t h e  F i r s t , G r a t e f u l  

R u s s i a . ”

Following along the broad sidewalk which 
fronts the Winter Palace, I reached the Place 
de VHermitage, which is formed by a renfo- 
n foment, in the center of which stood the ob-
ject I was looking for.

This gallery and museum was founded by 
Catherine the Great, originally in a small pa-
vilion att ached to the Winter Palace, and built 
by Vallin de la Notte, a distinguished French 
architect, in J 7(1.5. This pavilion was used by 
the empress as a refuge from the cares and 
duties of government, and hence was called 
lTIermitage. Here she spent her leisure mo-
ments and evenings in conversations with phi-
losophers, men of letters, and artists, and here 
also she received her lovers. Ten years later 
Catherine caused the second part of the Her-
mitage to be built by Velten for the reception 
of pictures. It was united to the pavilion by 
an arch in the form of a bridge, and in 1780 
the theater was added and joined to the other 
parts by an arch thrown over a small canal at 
the point where the Moika rises in the Neva.

But the Hermitage as it stands at present was 
reconstructed by Leo Von Klenze, of Munich, 
in 1841-9.

That architect selected the Greek style in 
preference to that of the Renaissance, which 
would have been more in keeping with the mag-
nificent buildings in the immediate vicinity, 
and therefore it presents an incongruous and 
inharmonic appearance, which reminds one of 
Sir Christopher Wren’s colonnade of double 
Ionic columns in the middle quadrangle of 
Hampton Court, which has such a ludicrous 
appearance alongside of the portcullis, oriels, 
and frowning battlements of Woolsey’s Palace.

But, for elegance, purity of architectural 
form, and for the beauty as well as the costli-
ness of materials employed, this little palace 
has no rival in Europe. It is situated be-
tween the Alexander Place and the Neva, and 
only separated by a small garden from the 
Winter Palace. It is about 158 meters long 
by 115 meters wide (515 and 875 feet), and has 
two large courts, and is approached by a noble 
vestibule supported by ten caryatides of a 
hard gray (feldspar) granite, some 22 feet high, 
while its walls are full of niches containing 
marble statues of ancient and modern painters 
and sculptors. The ceiling is supported by 
sixteen finely polished granite columns from 
the imperial quarries of Makoff, Finland, and 
all of them are monoliths surmounted with 
capitals of milk-white Carrara marble. The 
stairs, divided into three flights, are of marble, 
but the walls on either side are only scagliola.

Ascending the stairs, you reach a magnifi-
cent gallery, adorned with twenty monoliths 
of the beautiful rose granite of the Crimea. 
In this stand sixteen marble statues, Cain and 
Abel by Dupre, a Bacchante by Bienaime, 
and others, while at the doors at each end of 
the gallery stand two magnificent stands for 
candelabra, of the finest violet jasper from 
Siberia.

It would require volumes to describe the 
treasures contained in the galleries and mu-
seum. An idea of their number may be given 
by saying that, in 1875, at the time of my visit, 
there were no less than 1,735 pictures, 491 
statues, 170 busts, 27,900 specimens of antiqui-
ties, relics, etc., while in the numismatic col-
lection there were no less than 217,300 speci-
mens, and in the library 12,000 volumes and 
1,340 MSS., and some 7,000 engravings.

To those of my readers who desire a con-
cise and learned description of these treasures, 
I would refer them to the valuable works of 
Baron de Koehne, “  Catalogue Raisonne de la 
Galerie des Tableaux de rHermitage,” 4‘ Cat-
alogue, Raisonne du Mus£e de Sculpture An-
tique,” par M. Guedenoff, and the exhaustive 
work of the curator of the Museum, M. L. Ste- 
phani, “  Compte Rendu de la Commission Im- 
periale de l’Hermitage,” St. Petersburg, 1871, 
and to Sir Thomas Mitchell’s valuable work, 
“  Six Years in the Capital of the Czars.”

The Hermitage collection was brought into 
its present perfect order in 1861-’f)4 by the 
learned and celebrated art critic Dr. Waagen, 
Of Berlin, whose work, "  Die Gemdldesamm- 
lung in der Kaiserlichen Em it age zu St. Peters-
burg” (Munich, 1805), contains most valuable 
information for the general reader and traveler 
respecting this fine collection.

Entering a wide door immediately opposite 
the grand staircase, over which stands the 
number II, in Roman numerals, you find your-
self in a fine and lofty hall, some 120 by 35 
feet, and which is entirely devoted to the 
Italian School, and which contains some fine 
pieces by the best masters, the most striking 
of which are “ The Descent from the Cross,” a 
masterpiece by Sebastian del Piombo, and 
which formerly belonged to the King of Hol-
land ; ft Christ carrying the Cross,” remarka-
ble for its fine drawing and characteristic 
heads, by Garofalo ; “  Perseus and Androm-
eda,” by Tintoretto ; the figure of Andromeda, 
for color and beauty of form, is equal to the 
finest efforts of Titian ; “ Jupiter and Io,” by 
Schiavane, a magnificent work, remarkable for 
its brilliant landscape and background ; “ Da-
vid with Goliath’s Head,” by Guido Reni, with 
dark shadows in the style of Caravaggio ; 
“  The Dispute of the Doctors,”  a capital picture, 
full of life and well-colored ; “  The Virgin at 
School,” by Guido; this is one of that master’s 
best, and tlie grace and childlike innocence of 
the group engaged in needlework is charming. 
At the upper end of the room there is a large 
and imposing picture, the “ Doge of Venice 
marrying tlie Adriatic,” the drawing and col-
oring are admirable. M. de Woronzoff, the 
amiable deputy curator of the Hermitage, who 
very kindly acted as my cicerone, told me that 
it had been but recently added to the collec-
tion, having been purchased from the Marquis 
de Campana for 120,000 francs. A charming 
young lady was engaged in making a large 
water-color sketch of it. She was the first 
student I had met at work, but on entering 
the adjoining room I found quite a number of 
young artists engaged in making copies. A 
lew words, en passant, on those gentlemen : 
like their French and Italian brothers, they 
are the merriest and dirtiest chaps possible. 
Each of them has his favorite tobacco pipe, 
and they work in the midst of a dim cloud of 
smoke and a din of puns and a roar of cho-
ruses of which no one can form an idea that 
has not been present at such an assembly. As 
for their dress, that is as varied as the num-
ber of combinations in one of Herring’s safe 
locks, and their coiffure embraces every va 
riety that has ever been known. Some young 
men of genius have ringlets hanging over 
their shoulders; some have straight locks, 
black, red, oily and redundant; some have tou-
pees in the famous Louis Philippe style ; some 
are cropped as close as a prize fighter, and 
some have adopted the present mode, which 
he who would follow must, in order to do so, 
part his hair in the middle, grease it with 
grease, gum it with gum, and iron it flat down 
over his ears ; when arrived at the ears, you 
take the fire tongs, heat them, and make a 
double row of curls close around the whole 
head, such curls as you may see under a 
three-cornered hat and in his Eminence, 
Cardinal fMiafortis’ coachman’s state wig. 
With respect to beards, all my friends the 
artists have beards who can raise them, and 
nature has generally been very liberal to 
them of hair. Then fancy these heads and 
beards under all kinds of caps, Chinese man-
darin caps, Greek skull-caps, Persian or Kuz- 
zilbask caps, Middle-Age caps (such as are
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called in heraldry “  Caps of Maintenance ”), 
Spanish nets and striped worsted nightcaps ; 
and then fancy all the jackets yon ever saw, 
and you have before you, as well as pen can 
describe, the costumes of the indescribable 
Russians.

In this company and costume the Russian 
art student passes his days, and acquires a 
fair knowledge of the mysteries of art. How 
he passes his evenings, at what theater, at 
what gostinitza, in company of what seducing 
blue-eyed little milliner, there is no need to 
say. These young chaps (together with the 
students in sciences) deport themselves toward 
the sober citizens pretty much as a German 
bvrsch toward the Pliilister. From the height 
of their poverty they look down upon them 
with the greatest imaginable contempt, a con-
tempt, I think, by which the citizen seems 
dazzled ; for his respect for the arts is intense.

The. next room on the left of the Italian is 
devoted entirely to the Flemish School. The 
collections of this school begin very appro-
priately with rich and numerous specimens of 
Rubens and Van Dyck, of which many of the 
best come from the celebrated Walpole Col-
lection. I will mention a few. Immediately 
on entering, and on the right, are “  Mary 
Magdalene washing the feet of Christ,” “  The 
Expulsion of Hagar,”  a most striking picture. 
The intense book of sorrow and despair on 
Ilagar’s face, and the loving and innocent 
look of the child are pathetic. Both are by 
Rubens, and formerly adorned the walls of 
Houghton Hall. Then follow quite a num-
ber of portraits, one of which is by Rubens 
and represents his second wife, Helene Four- 
ment; this portrait also formed part of the 
Walpole Collection.* “  Venus and Adonis” is 
admirable ; it is a repetition of the famous one 
at the Hague by Rubens. “ The Bacchanalian 
Scene,” also by Rubens, is iD his most spirited 
style, and none but Rubens could have imag-
ined the satyrs. And also a large picture of 
the Pembroke Family, a copy of which, I 
think, exists in Wilton Hall. Retracing our 
steps, M. de Woronzofl took me to the Span-
ish School, on the other side of the Italian. 
Here we found about a dozen young ladies, 
pensioners of the Imperial Seminary at Pe- 
terhoff, taking sketches. They were under 
guardianship of two lady teachers. We ex-
amined their work, and must say that it did 
them credit, for none were over sixteen. As 
may be expected, this room is monopolized by 
Virgins, Christs, saints, and martyrs. There 
are also a few portraits of popes. That of 
Innocent X., by Velasquez, is to my fancy the 
most spirited. There are nine Murillos here 
which formerly belonged to the Sault Collec-

1

*This fine collection formerly belonged to Lord Wal-
pole, and was kept at Houghton Hall, and comprised 
over 400 pictures. At his death it was offered for sale, 
and strenuous efforts were made by the president and 
members of the Royal Acudemy to have King George 
III., purchase it, but that fellow was one of those 
would-be immaculate hypocrites, who pretend to abhor I 
nude pictures, so he refused, having been urged to 
by dominies and so-called Christians, who said that such 
pictures were unfit for public exhibition. Well, it was 
put at auction, and we Frenchmen selected 19 of the * 
best, and of course most sensuous ones. Catherine of 
Enssia took 176 for the Hermitage, the Emperor of 
Austria 4, and the King of Spain 44, Now John Bull is 
eternally whining over the loss of the collection.

tion.* The largest is “  The Assumption of the 
Virgin.” This picture was formerly the altar- 
piece of Church of Santa Isabella at Madrid, 
but which my gallant countryman thought 
too good for such a place, so he shipped it 
to Paris. For grace and purity of expression 
it yields to nothing ever painted, while the 
action of floating in mid air, and the effect of 
immense depth beneath the buoyant clouds 
on which the lovely group of children are 
borne upward with the Virgin were never 
better or even as well rendered. There are 
also magnificent stands for candelabra, of large 
masses of rose-colored porphyry or rhodonite ; 
while in the center of the room are four 
beautiful tables of lapis lazuli, and six im-
mense vases of the same precious material. 
I was glad to get away from the numerous 
company of Christs and saints contained in 
this room. Opening a door on the left, M. de 
Woronzofl asked me if I liad seen the famous 
cartoons of Raphael in Kensington Museum. I 
told him I had. Well, said he, I will show 
you something better, and by the same artist. 
I found myself in a small room containing 
only nine frescoes, but those nine were worth 
all those 1 had seen outside of Italy. These 
frescoes were until 1856 on the walls of the 
ground floor of the Villa Spada, on Mount 
Palatine at Rome, and were purchased with 
the Campana Collection in 1861. M. de 
Woronzofl: told me that his chief, M. Guede- 
noff, the talented purchaser of that collection 
for his imperial majesty, considers these 
fine paintings to have been executed between 
the years 1513-15. The best of them is the 
abduction of Helen. This was a favorite sub-
ject of the great master, as is evident from 
the drawings at Oxford, and in the Duke of 
Devonshire’s collection at Chatsworth, and 
from the large and beautiful picture in the 
Grande Galerie at the Louvre. The next room 
contains a few fine pictures of the Italian 
School during the seventeenth century, and 
consisting nearly all of religious subjects. The 
Holy Family by Andrea del Sarto is good, so is 
the “ Virgin suckling the infant Jesus.” But 
the most remarkable object in this room is an 
unfinished sketch of a small crouching figure 
in marble by Michael Angelo, called the ‘ ‘ Ton r 
de Force,”  evidently rough hewn from the 
stone without model or preparation. That a 
figure of this size could be produced from a 
small block of marble, not larger than would 
be required for a full size bust is extraordi-
nary enough, but the position seems purposely 
to have been chosen by that great genius, in 
sport as it were with the greatest difficulties, 
while at the same time it may have served to 
display his knowledge of the Torso of the 
Vatican, or his idea of the original position of 
that celebrated fragment. The next room is 
one of the most attractive of all on account of 
its Raphaels, and we found it full of students 
busy making sketches, but they were more 
orderly on account of the presence of the young 
and lovely Countess Karamzinn, who was en-
gaged in making a water-color sketch, “ St. 
George and the Dragon.” painted by Raphael at

* The gallant marshal had a decided weakness for 
Murillos, he having seized no less than twenty-nine, 
thirteen of which are now in the Louvre at Paris, nine 
at the Hermitage, and all the rest, I believe, at Munich.

the order of the Duke d'Urbino, who gave it 
to Henry VII. of England in return for the 
Order of the Garter. Then comes “  Flora and 
Vanity ” by the same, master, and which are so 
much admired by all lovers of art; and lustly 
three Correggios, of which “  Marsyas anti 
Apollo ” is considered the best. The next room 
contains a few pictures of minor artists of the 
Florentine School, and the portrait of Pope 
Paul III. by Titian. In the adjoining room 
are the celebrated Titians of the l’arbarigo 
collection, among which is tin: “ Toilet of 
Venus,” a most lovely picture, and the fnvorite 
of all young bachelors, who crowd around it on 
every public day. Next comes the Salon de 
Beatrice, so called on account of a fine copy of 
Guido’s famous portrait of Beat rice de Cenei ; 
this copy is finely executed, but the artist un-
fortunately unknown. Some (and Dr. Waagen 
among them) are inclined to think that it is 
a repetition by that great master himself. 
Another fine picture is “  A young girl sleep-
ing” by C’aracci, very carefully painted and 
evidently from nature. The next room is 
mostly occupied by Christs, Madonnas and 
saints, by Balestra, Sassoferrato and O. 
Maratta ; there is also a fine small marble 
statue of Cupid, with an arch look, by Falco-
net, whose masterpiece is the equestrian statue 
of Peter the Great in Isaakoff Sabor. Tlie 
next room is the last of the Italian School. It 
contains the famous “  Bacchus Asleep,” by 
Luca di Giordano, and the bugbear of all 
English and American Miss Prudes. I shall 
say no more about this picture, lest my 
Frenchy description might cause them to 
fs’emnomr. A few marine pieces by Salvator 
Rosa, and the “ Rialto” by Belloti complete 
this list. The latter picture is very fine and re-
markable for its fine drawing and rich coloring.

Then comes the early German School. All 
the pictures of this collection belonged to the 
Walpole Collection. Among the best are “  The 
Coronation of the Holy Virgin,” by Quentin. 
“ The Salutation,”  by Van Dyck, “  Edward 
VI. of England,” by Holbein, etc. The next 
room contains those by Potter, Teniers, Wou- 
vermans. The first picture which attracts 
notice on entering is Potter’s celebrated pic-
ture, the “  Watch Dog,” a perfection of ani-
mal portraiture, equal to his famous “  Bull,” 
now at the Hague, but which Napoleon 
brought to the Louvre, and remained there 
until 1815. The brilliancy of the eye and the 
texture of the dog’s matted coat are admirably 
rendered, and the bold large signature on the 
kennel shows that the artist was not ashamed 
of his work.

What do you think of this one? said M. de 
Woronzofl, as he pointed with a smile to a 
large picture in the upper right-hand corner 
of the room. I turned around and looked in 
the direction indicated, and catching sight of 
the object, I answered him with a roar of 
laughter. It was some time before I could get 
over my uncontrollable merriment, for the 
subject was ludicrous in the extreme. ItisTen- 
iers’ famous picture of “  A Kitchen seized by 
Monkeys.” It represents an old fashioned 
Dutch kitchen with its shining copper utensils 
hung on the wall, and in one corner there is 
one of those massive buffet* of carved oak 
with brass ornaments, and in the absence of
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the buxom kitchen-maid, who has evidently celebrated fountain at Bakhchisarai, in the rurnoff. There is also a fine statue of Paris, 
slyly slipped out to hear the suit of her lover Crimea, stand at the upper end of the room. ! by Canova. In the second room the most 
(for it is night-time and a couple of candles The water, when laid on, fails from one shell to striking are, “ The Last Days of Pompeii,” 
are burning), a gang of mischievous monkeys the other with a delicious murmur. In the. by Briilow, considered to be the best work in 
have taken possession in force and are dis- j rear is a fine conservatory of exotics, which is ' the Russian school; and next, “ A Nymph go- 
porting themselves. A couple having taken reached by large plate-glass doors. Leaving ing to Bathe,” by Neff (this is another bug- 
down a frying-pan are melting some butter in this room M. de Woronzofi took me to the bear for the prudes), 
it, while others are breaking eggs for an Empress’s boudoir, a charming room furnished 
omelette ; three others are emptying the buf- in the most sumptuous manner, and from

whose windows a magnificent view of the 
Neva and of the palaces across it is obtained.

fet of its contents, another one is getting i 
away with some doughnuts, while an old, J 
bearded fellow sits on the kitchen table with a 
pot of cherry preserves between his legs. 
There is an inimitable grin of satisfaction in 
his face as he looks and winks at a comrade 
while busily engaged in diving for the luscious 
fruit. No words can convey an idea of the 
beauty and masterly execution of the work ; 
it must be seen to be appreciated. There was 
an eminent English painter whose forte was 
the painting of grimalkins of all colors, and 
who received therefore the sobriquet of “  The 
Raphael of Cats,” and I may say that Teniers 
might very properly be called the “ Raphael 
of Monkeys,” for they seem to have been his 
favorite subjects, and he is undoubtedly a 
master in that line, as this and other pictures 
will attest. This picture, as might be expected, 
is the favorite one of the children, and on 
public days crowds of them can always be 
found before it, laughing and clapping their 
hands gleefully. On another occasion I asked

We then proceeded to the gem-room. The 
collection here is the largest and richest in 
the world. It has been made up of various 
collections purchased at different times by the 

The mantelpiece is a marvel of beauty, and | sovereigns of Russia, and conspicuous among 
over it is hung a portrait of Catharine by 
Lampi, said to be the best ever made. Op-
posite is a copy of the Death of Christ by 
Guido, and—strange to say, and which shows 
how little she cared for religion, though the 
nominal head of the Russo-Greek Church—
Lemoine’s “ Venus au Bains,” and on the 
other side a copy of Leonardo da Vinci’s 
“  Monna Lissa del Giocondo,”  the original of 
which is in the Louvre.*

I next visited her bedroom (Temple de Venus),

pestry, which communicates with a narrow and 
steep staircase. Everything in this room is as 
she left it, even to a copy of Voltaire’s Dic- 
tionnaire Philosophique, which is open at the 
article on priestcraft. Leaving the bedroom 
by the door that opens on the cabinet de toilette, 
we reached a gallery which communicates 

a young miss of seven summers who had just [ with the English School. This room contains 
come out of this room, and who was casting a [ some good paintings, chiefly portraits, aud two 
look of lofty contempt on Sir Godfrey Knel- t by Sir Joshua Reynolds. The first, “  Hercules

which is the renowned cabinet of the Duke of 
Orleans (Philippe Egalite). The gems from 
that collection may be distinguished by their 
rims presenting a surface of deadened gold. 
It would be impossible to criticise in an arti-
cle like this so vast an assemblage of engraved 
stones and camei, or even to direct attention 
to objects in it of especial beauty and interest. 
Leaving the gem-room, M. de Woronzofi 
showed me the theater. It was built by the 
Court Architect Quarenghi in 1779, but has 

as she called it, and where she received her! since been renovated. It is constructed in 
lovers by an invisible door hid by the heavy ta-1 the semicircular form of an antique theater,

and will accommodate about five hundred per-
sons. The Empress Catharine had her own 
comedies acted there, and also some composed 
by the members of her court; and the actors 
and actresses were generally nobles and ladies 
of the court. It is seldom used now except 
for balls given by the Grand Duke Constan-
tine. Contiguous to the theater are the bar-
racks of the Transfiguration Regiment, a kind 
of Praetorian Guard, which has the privilege

j 1 ler’s lovely picture, “ Cupid Unloosing the! Strangling the Serpents,” is an allegory of . to enter the Hermitage by a side door. Next 
Girdle of Venus,” which is in the adjoining} Russia vanquishing the difficulties which be- comes a long gallery known as Raphael’s
room, and she very promptly told me with set its youthful state. It was painted by order 
great aplomb, and with the air of a consummate I of Catharine ; the other is the “  Continence of 
critic, “  I like the monkeys best; ” and I sup-' Scipio,” by the same artist, but it is in an un-
pose that this would be the answer of every 
youngster. Well, they must be given the 
credit of being pretty good critics, and I 
would recommend my readers, if they ever go 
to the Hermitage, not to fail to see this 
picture, and I warrant that if they are 
dyspeptics, or they have an indigestion from 1 
having eaten too much of caviare, the sight of 1 
it will cure them ; for I doubt very much if

Snished state. A fine portrait of Oliver Crom-
well, by Robert Walker, is at the upper end 
of the room. Then comes the Rembrandt Col-
lection, the most striking of which is the little

Loggie. It was built by Catharine to receive 
the copies of the famous frescoes in the Vat-
ican by Raphael. Those fine frescoes are too 
well known t o  need a description. F t c i u  the 
windows of this gallery a vast and beautiful 
panorama of the Neva is obtained. We then 
visited the French School, which occupies

cabinet picture “  The Benedicite,” a picture of j twelve rooms, and which comprises the works 
great simplicity aud full of reverential feeling;'of Horace Vernet, Gaspard Poussin, Mignan 
though unfortunate in his model of “  Danae,” De Troy, Le Moine, Claude Lorraine, and 
the artist has produced in this unique picture j others. Space will not permit me to describe 
a chef d’ceuvre of execution. Then comes the j all the noble pictures of this fine collection.

of Holland, and Philip the Fifth of Spain had of English and American Miss Prudes. In 
seen this picture, they would have persisted the next room are six sketches by Rubens 
iu making their eternal sour faces. Leaving for the decoration of a triumphal arch at Ant- 
the monkeys to the enjoyment of their fun, we werp, raised in 1(535 to greet the solemn en-
proceeded to the small ball-room of Catharine 
the Second, passing on our way the grand 
staircase of the Council of the Empire. An I 
immense vase of malachite stands at the top ' 
of the stairs ; this vase is considerably larger 
than the one in the Vatican, but inferior in 
sizo to the two giants in the Kremlin at Mos-
cow. M. de Woronzofi unlocked a door on 
the left, which leads into a gallery, beyond 
which is the ball-room. It is paneled with 
white marble, with gilt moldings, and is fitted 
up in the most exquisite taste. This is the 
original Hermitage as built by Catharine. 
Light galleries of gold trelliswork run around 
this beautiful room, supported on Tuscan col-
umns of Cararra marble. The style is Renais-
sance, with an admixture of the Moorish and 
antique. The floor is inlaid with mosaic, and 
two marble fountains, after the model of the

trance of Cardinal Ferdinand, and also those 
for the ceilings of the palace at Whitehall. 
In the adjoining room are pictures of fruit 
and game by Snyders, Voss, Wernix, Veren- 
dael, and others. In the next room are pic-
tures of fish and a fine statue of a Nymph by 
Canova. The next two rooms are devoted to 
the Russian School, the most remarkable of 
which are “  Sunrise on the Black Sea,”  and 
an extraordinary picture, the “ Deluge,”  by 
Aivazofsky,a good marine painter. The “ Elec-
tion of Michael Romanoff to the Throne of Rus-
sia,” and the “  Capture of Kazan by John the 
Terrible,” are fine pictures, and both by Ug-

* The authorities of the Hermitage claim that this is 
the original, and that that of the I.onvre is a copy, be-
cause it was bought from one of her descendants. For 
an account of this fine picture, see the able article of 
Mr. Cook in Scribner's for Jan., 1879.

In the first room “  Vue de Palerme,” by Ver-
net, is the most attractive, and it is considered 
to be one of his best pictures. “  Le Jura,” 
by Gaspard Poussin, and one of the often 
repeated convent interiors, by Garnet, are the 
best of the second room. The third room, 
which is known as Le Salon d’Helene, on ac-
count of the beautiful copy of Lemoine’s 
“  Paris and Helen,” now on the Louvre, is a 
magnificent hall. The walls and ceiling are 
richly frescoed, and the floor is of Russian 
mosaic, and the columns over the mantel-
piece are of a beautiful ribboned jasper, 
while the doors, which were made in Paris, are 
of very fine and costly workmanship. In the 
center of this hall is Mignard’s large and fine 
picture representing “  Alexander and the Fam-
ily of Darius,” once the property of the Duch-
ess of Kingston, and the one at the upper end 
is Lemoine’s “  Venus et Adonis,” unsurpassed 
as a specimen of flesh painting. The next 
room contains small pictures by Chardin, 

i. Lanent, and Watteau, the best of which is a

H
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“ Landscape on the Marne” by the former 
artist. The next room contains Greuze’s 
“ Death of the Paralytic,” a very impressive 
picture. “  Cupid Asleep,” and dreaming of his 
amours, as is evident by a certain unmention-
able sign, is admirable. This is the picture 
which provoked the ire of Miss Gordon, a 
prudish English belle, who threw a bottle of 
black ink over it in 1847, for which freak she 
spent six months in prison. It has since been 
completely restored, but a guardian generally 
keeps liis eye on it now. In the center of the 
room is a large and magnificent mosaic table 
made at Rome for the late empress. It rep-
resents views of the cities visited by H.I.M., 
and the statues and pictures she most admired. 
The next room contains Boucher’s great pic-
ture, “ The Emperor Valens and St. Basil.” 
The mass of light formed by the robes of the 
priests in the center group is admirably treated. 
In the next are a fine series of Boucher’s 
pictures, representing mythological amours, 
flirtations of fashionable shepherdesses and 
their beaux, bathing nymphs, and other nudi-
ties. This is the room which Mr. Murray calls 
the temple of the devil, and warns his im-
maculate countrywomen not to visit, as the 
subjects are unfit for a lady’s eye. The col 
lection closes in the next room, which are all 
Poussins ; the two best are “  Hercules and 
C'acus.” The silvery moonlit clouds and the 
effect of twilight are admirably render-
ed. The other, which is the centerpiece, 
is “ Neptune and Amphitrite,”  remarkable 
for its fine drawing, composition, and fresh-
ness of color, as well as for the beauty 
of the female figures, -which are evidently 
studies from life. This room closed my 
explorations of the picture galleries. We 
then went down the grand staircase of the 
Council of the Empire, and M. de Woronzoff 
opened a heavy door which led to a sort of 
small antechamber, where two soldiers of the 
Imperial Guards were on duty, and a guardian 
opened a double, door, and we found ourselves 
in the finest, richest, and most extensive nu-
mismatic collection in the world. This col-
lection was founded by the illustrious Em-
press Catharine, and consists of upwards of 
200,000 specimens. The empress was an ama-
teur antiquarian, and she spared no means to 
make the collection worthy of her. The 
original has been increased by presents, ex-
changes, and the purchase of the collections 
of Baron de Chaudoir, M. de Beule, Count Pe- 
rofsky, and M. Reichel. The coinage of Rus-
sia is shown by over 7,000 specimens, of 
which the most precious are four gold coins 
of St. Vladimir, tenth century; some Poltinas 
of the Golden Horde of Tartary, a complete 
set of the coins of Poland from the tenth cen-
tury, also a collection of Anglo-Saxon coins, 
consisting of several hundred specimens of 
Ethelred IL, Canute, Hardicanute, etc. This 
collection is peerless, England herself not 
being able to muster one-third the number. 
There is also a fine series representing the 
Greek colonies of Olbia, Chersonesus, Panti- 
capaeum, Phanagoria, and many others, while 
the series of the Pontus kings is very rich, 
embracing specimens ranging from Leucon 
and Rheseuporis, and including Mitliridates 
VI., Asander, Cotys, Polemon II., his wife

Tryhsena, and Eupator. In the fine galleries 
are over 10,000 specimens of Greek and Roman 
coins, among them a large number of staters 
of Asia Minor, and the Athenian collection 
contains over 600 specimens of the rare tetra- 
arachtnas. This fine collection is not open to 
the general public, but only to antiquarians 
and students. M. de Woronzoff very kindly 
gave me permission to visit it whenever I 
chose, and I spent several days agreeably in 
inspecting its peerless treasures. We next 
visited the Museum of Antique Sculpture. It 
occupies sixteen rooms on the ground floor, 
and is especially rich in remains from Kertch 
and Siberia. It is altogether out of the ques-
tion for me to attempt, in a short article like 
this, to even mention the most interesting ob-
jects, let alone giving a description of them.
I will therefore confine myself to mentioning 
a few. Entering by a door on the left, 
guarded by two beautiful and tall candelabra 
of rhodonite, you find yourself in the Egyp-
tian and Assyrian room, containing rich frag-
ments of sculpture, and six fine sarcophagi, 
and some casts of bas-reliefs from Nimroud. 
Rich as this collection is, it is far inferior to 
the one in the British Museum, or even to that 
of the Louvre. In the next room are frag-
ments of Greek and Roman sculpture, among 
which are a large bust of Antinous, found at 
Adrian’s Villa, and a head of a statue of Juno, 
from the Taurida Palace, beautifully executed.

In the next room is a colossal statue of Ju-
piter, considered to be the largest in the world, 
found at the Villa Barberini ; a fine statue of 
Venus Gdnet.rix, a beautiful specimen of the 
best style of Grecian art; a colossal head of 
Minerva in Parian marble, probably of the 
epoch of Phidias, and two large marble sar-
cophagi, remarkable for the beauty of the fig-
ures in relief. In the fine hall adjoining is 
the famous Kertch collection, comprising the 
antiquities of the Cimmerian Bosphorus ; the 
discovery of a few medals and gold trinkets in 
1831 led the Russian government to explore 
the vicinity of Kertch, and after forty-five years 
of patient labor this rare and valuable collec-
tion was exhumed. In the center of the 
hall is the fine sarcophagus of a Scythian 
prince, which was found in a chamber of hewn 
stone underneath a large tumulus, which had 
for ages been known as the "H illock of the 
Brave.” Side by side with it were those of his 
favorite wife, and the remains of his horse and 
equerry. His crown, his weapons of gold, his 
ornaments and golden robes, which for over two 
thousand years had lain undisturbed, were 
transferred to the Hermitage. There is also an 
extensive collection of ancient jewelry and pot-
tery discovered in various parts of the Crimea, 
particularly at the ancient Greek colonies of 
Theodosia and Xedvigofka, and near Kertch, 
the ancient Panticapamm. On visiting the Di 
Cesnola collection in New York last year, I 
was struck with the similarity of a great many 
objects in that collection with those in the 
Hermitage, and I spent several days in com-
paring them with the photographs which M. 
de Woronzoff had given me of those in the 
Hermitage, and found no less than three hun-
dred and twenty-seven objects identical with 
those in the Hermitage. I intend shortly to 
publish an account of my researches and com-

parisons, as soon as I shall have received the 
opinion of M. L. Stephani, the learned curator 
of the Hermitage, on various objects of which 
I sent him sketches. In the adjoining room, a 
magnificent hall, whose ceiling is supported 
by twenty monolith columns of gray granite, 
the remainder of the treasures of the Cimme-
rian Bosphorus are displayed, which consists 
of jewelry, table utensils, toilet uteusils, vases 
of bronze, and also painted ones of marvelous 
beauty. I deeply regret not to be abb-to men-
tion some of those peerless treasures. In the 
next room, called the Galerie des Muses, is 
the lovely Venus de 1’IIermitage, and the Si-
berian collection is also very rich. Here the 
progress and influence of Greek art may be 
studied in another stage. Although the 
Scythian ornaments found near Nicolnef und 
the Don, at a comparatively small distance 
from the Greek colonies, are of the most ex-
quisite workmanship, and might well have 
come from Athens, yet the greater part are 
somewhat inferior, and different in point of 
art. The mythology of the Greeks appears 
replaced by representations of the domestic 
usages of the Scythians, or confined to the rep-
resentation of fabulous animals or persons. 
Gold appears to have been cheaper inland than 
on the shores of the Euxine, and the jewelry 
of the Scythians of the Don is consequently 
more massive than that of the Greek colonies, 
and that of Siberia still more so, approach-
ing clumsiness, and also generally in the lowest 
style of art, with scarcely any Greek attri-
butes. This may also be said of gold orna-
ments of the Oriental Scythians, whom Strabo 
describes as wandering between the Oxus and 
Jaxartes, and as wearing “ in combat girdles 
of gold, and round the head bands of gold; the 
bits and plastrons of their horses are of gold.* 
I cannot omit to mention the beautiful silver 
gilt vase discovered in 1863, with the dish and 
ornaments of a Scythian king, in a tomb on 
the hanks of the Dnieper. It is eighty centi-
meters (thirty-one inches) high, and in the 
most perfect style of Greek art. The magnifi-
cent relief figures around the upper part rep-
resent Scythians taming horses, which prolv- 
ablv belonged to the king’s stables. The 
repousse griffins attacking stags are mytho-
logical allusions to the country inhabited by 
the Scythians, in which the fabulous animal 
was supposed to exist. Instead of being 
poured out with a eyatkus, the wine evidently 
flowed out through the heads of the Pegasus 
and lion below, after passing through a 
strainer. This vase is probably the work of 
an Athenian artist of the period of Praxiteles.

Leaving this interesting room, we entered 
the library' founded by Catharine II. It was 
formerly composed of the libraries of Diderot,

I D’Alembert, Voltaire, and many others, but 
the greater part of the books and M S', were 
transferred to the imperial library, leav-
ing only about twelve thousand, chiefly on 
arclneology, some of which are of great vnlue 
and interest. Part of the library is railed off 

1 and appropriated to a collection of arch oolog-

Iical curiosities and small bronzes, the former 
chiefly from the ruins of Pompeii and Hercu-
laneum. Here ended my visit to this wouder- 

i ful museum of art.
* Strabo, book xi.
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Talks with Wcmen.

BY 4 ENNIK JUNE.

1 G E O R G E E L I O T.” 

( l x  M e m o r k v m .)
V

E O R G E ELIOT “ dead.” 
How like a knell this an-
nouncement, coming on the 
edge o f  Christmas Day, 

sounded when made through the 
columns of the daily papers a 

few weeks ago. For a quarter of a 
century the woman who wrote under 
that name has filled a place accorded 

to no other, and that for years to come cannot

Although George Eliot’s name has been on 
everybody’s tongue, she can hardly be said to 
have been a “ popular”  novelist. She was 
talked about because her recognition came 
from the highest authorities—men whose ver-
dict in literature it was impossible to gainsay ; 
but thousands read her novels from curiosity, 
who found them, though they hardly dared 
say it, dull reading, and wondered what all 
the fuss was made about. Thousands in the 
same way have found Shakespeare “  unfit ” to 
read, and Goethe “  stupid ; ” yet Hamlet lives, 
and Stratford-on-Avon continues to be visited

as among those who live in the light and 
shadow of great houses.

Be this as it may, Marian C. Evans was 
a lonely woman, and lived an isolated, and 
quite unrecognized life until the publica-
tion of her “ Scenes from Clerical L ife” in 
1857, at which time she was thirty-seven years 
old.

A great many romantic stories have been 
told of hermeeting with Mr. George H. Lewes; 
that they met abroad, for example, that Mr. 
Lewes was dangerously ill, and that Marian 
Evans nursed him back to life. The more

as a shrine hundreds of years after the poet’s probable story, and the one that is said to have

* occupied by any other, for the century-plant

heart has ceased to beat; and Goethe still 
occupies his pedestal alone.

When readers do not understand why authors 
are great, who have been pronounced so by 
judgments superior in numbers, and possibly 
in character, to their own, it would be well for 
them to study their work closely and suspend 
opinion. Impressions are something for which 
we are hardly responsible ; they are cast upon 
the surface of the mind, like the action of an

takes long to grow, and finds all the circum-
stances requisite to its production ouly rarely, 

Her public life began in 1857, with the 
publication in Blackwood's Magazine of her 
sketches, entitled “ Scenes from Clerical Life,” 
which attracted the attention of literary 
authorities; but it was not until the appear-
ance of “ Adam Bede,” in 1859, that she took 
the rank, since uniformly and universally as-

carnera, by temporary causes from
birth to death. But impression should not be 
allowed to deepen into prejudice, nor take upon 
itself the force and dignity of opinion until, 
at least, it is sure of its ground, and able to 
maintain it by something more than individual 
assertion of taste, which may be the result of 
Ignorance and inexperience, and is unsupported 
by higher authorities.

It is perhaps the misfortune of genius that
signed her, of the greatest novelist of herr impossible for it to realize the place it 
time. This declaration is not made without occupies in the public imagination, and the

array of physical, mental, and spiritual quali-ilue consideration. Thackeray was perhaps 
the greater artist, the more skillful painter, 
capable of crowding his canvas witli more fig-
ures ; but his touch was lighter if not more 
superficial, while that of George Eliot probed, 
as with the knife of a scientific surgeon, who, 
while spilling no blood unnecessarily, leaves 
not even the minutest part of the anatomy 
unrevealed.

Dickens was the pen-painter of foibles, and 
as such received instant popular recognition. 
Every one understood him—every one was ac-
quainted with the traits of character which he 
depicted and exaggerated. But the power 
of dissecting human weakness and human 
strength, of analyzing character, of weighing 
motives, of preserving the just and equal 
values of fact and circumstance, of according 
to each its due place in the molding of heart 
and mind, and, finally, in fitting each together 
like the pieces in a mosaic, until the whole de-
sign was turned out complete and perfect—

ties with which it is invested. Quiet, unas-

had the indorsement of Marian Evans herself, 
is, that Mr. Lewes was attracted by the cler-
ical sketches, and wrote to her desiring to 
make the acquaintance of the author, and pre-
suming that it was a man whom he addressed 
as “ George Eliot.”  But, fortunately or un-
fortunately, certainly fortunately for the 
world, for there is no doubt of the excellent 
influence Mr. Lewes exercised upon her life and 
work, the acquaintance was made, and ripened 
under very peculiar circumstances. Mr. Lewes, 
a ripe scholar and kindly-natured literary 
man, had been married early to a pretty, vain, 
frivolous woman, wholly incapable of under-
standing him or bis work. She ran away with 
a man about town, but subsequently returned, 
and entreated to be restored to her home. He, 
fearing that worse would befall her, took her 
back, thereby condoning, according to a legal 
formula, her offense, and placing a barrier be-
tween himself and any future redress in case 
of a second injury, which the foolish, wayward 
woman was not long in inflicting. She eloped 
a second time, and Mr. Lewes had been lead-

fuming Marian Evans, a student by nature and ing, practically, a single life for several years 
training, intent upon earning a living by the 
drudgery of literature, books, reviews, edito-
rial articles and translations—she probably 
considered novel-writing the work for which 
she was the least fitted, and from which she 
was farthest removed by previous habits and

when he first met Miss Evans. “  George 
Eliot ” was not an attractive or fascinating 
woman at first sight to the majority of men 
or women, and at that early stage of her career 
public applause.had not surrounded her with 
a glamour which made notice from her distinc-
tion. The bond so soon created between them 
was one of profound intellectual sympathy and 

vation in the family of the clergyman from j attraction. Mr. Lewes, an experienced journal-

methods. Her clerical sketches were merely 
reminiscences of early experiences and obser-

ist and literary worker, saw the rich mine in 
“ George Eliot” of which she herself was 
hardly aware ; to him she was an interest-
ing study, a revelation of power and depth 
and truth and insight. He could not endure 
to be separated from it. She herself felt the 
new stimulus she received from his vigorous

if

t

whom she received the beginning at least of 
her classical education.

She made few allusions to her early life, 
and it was probably commonplace enough.
Her father was the steward and business 
manager of several landed estates in War-
wickshire, a position which, her brother oc-
cupies at the present time, and the girlhood and discriminating estimate of her w ork, and 
of the plain, deeply reflective, honest child, found in him what she needed, and as she has 
whose wonderful intellectual forces were expressed it, “  critic and inspiration. ’ But the 

this highest of all creative faculty belonged slowly shaping themselves into grand instru- curse of his ill-fated marriage stood between 
supremely to George Eliot, and in this she , mentalities, probably afforded little evidence them and any legal tie, and after a long and

of her future achievements, and presented one thoughtful consideration they submitted their 
of the many unsolved problems to those who case to a jury of their friends, the representa- 
saw beneath the surface. The daughter of a tives of the wisest thought in England, and 
man holding a responsible but subordinate asked their sanction to a life-long companion- 
position to men of rank, her life must have ship based upon the ardent need of each for 
been more or less isolated, being separated the other, and to be solemn and sacred as mar- 

dusiry is not common—that patient, persist- from the villagers on the one hand, and the riage, which a wicked legal complication alone 
ent, unflagging industry, whose results are “ gentry” on the other, by the law of caste, prevented them from contracting. For them- 
less seen upon the surface than in the spirit which only the superior in rank is allowed to selves they avowed a willingness to abide by 
and purpose of the entire work—in its strength, [forget. Her radicalism was profound and all consequences, content to be understood by

philosophical, though it is doubtless influenced a few, and to do the work of which they might 
by a partial alienation from her own family, find themselves capable. The compact became 
for there are nowhere such rank conservatives a solemn treaty entered into and ratified by

infinitely surpassed Dickens, and was supe-
rior even to Thackeray.

George Eliot Is credited with the saying 
that “  Genius is industry ; ” but she herself is a 
strong witness to the fact tlxat “ true great-
ness is horn, not made.” The genius for in-

its truth, its faithfulness, its steadfastness, 
its devotion to the highest aim, its determinate j 
use of noble powers for nobte ends.
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tlieir personal friends, who numbered among 
them the most distinguished men and women 
of letters in the British metropolis. From this 
time, about 1858, a new life began for “  George 
Eliot,” her work took on a more sustained and 
vigorous form. Her husband encouraged her 
social studies, which she produced under the 
form of novels, and which were so different, 
so immeasurably superior to anything else that 
had ever appeared in story form, that crit-
ics and public were as much inclined to be 
puzzled as pleased.

‘ 1 Adam Bede ” was, however, at once recog-
nized, by those competent to judge, as a work 
of the highest order of literary merit, and in 
some respects it has never been surpassed by 
any of her later productions. It placed her in 
the foremost rank of male novelists, a position 
never before accorded to a woman, and one 
which has never been in the least disturbed. 
The discovery that a star of such magnitude 
existed in the British midst aroused the curi-
osity of the reading world to the greatest 
pitch, and it was then, and has always been 
stimulated by the difficulty of learning any-
thing definite in regard to her. Her few inti-
mates honored her too much to make her the 
subject of personal gossip. She lived a se-
cluded life iu a pleasant home, visiting not at 
all, but receiving her friends and those who 
came accredited by character and mental en-
dowment. Her aims were always high, never 
personal, or mean, or narrow. She lived in 
her work, in pictures, in music, and her 
friends. She made few visits even among her 
intimates, but she received by request, and 
often by entreaty, the most distinguished per-
sons, both men and women, restriction being 
necessary to the preservation of personal pri-
vacy and strength for study and literary labor, 
which she never relaxed, and which was in-
deed the severest toil to her, for her match-
less productions were wrung from the throes 
of continuous and protracted intellectual 
struggle.

Considering the quality of her work, the 
rapidity with which one book followed another 
was marvelous. “  Adam Bede,” published in 
1859, was followed by the “ Mill on the Floss,” 
also a powerful novel, and as a work of art 
equal to “ Adam Bede,” though containing no 
personages so strongly and dramatically inter-
esting as “ Adam,” and “  Lisbeth,” the itin-
erant preacher. In 1861 appeared “  Silas Mar- 
ner,”  a wonderful study of human nature, and 
of the intricate working of a man’s heart. 
Every one recognized the cruel wrong which 
mean and gossiping tongues so often inflict 
upon a naturally noble nature to such an ex-
tent as to sour and embitter it, and change the 
religious kindly man into a miser and her-
mit. The growth of his avarice, its punish-
ment, and the cure and final happiness which 
comes to him through affection and sacrifice 
are more than pictured. They are stamped 
with that singular clearness yet completeness 
of detail which renders every piece of work 
from the hand of George Eliot like one of the 
old intaglios, which has cutting within cut-
ting, design within design, each perfect in 
itself, each perfect in its relation to the other, 
and a masterpiece, taken altogether, which the 
ordinary workman does not approach.

After “  Silas Marner ”  came “  Romola,”  pub-
lished as a serial in the Gorrihill Magazine, in 
1863. This is by some considered the finest 
of her works. It was certainly the result of 
the most faithful study and research. No 
anachronisms or incongruities mar the repro-
duction of that interesting period when Sa-
vonarola swept Italy with the fire of his elo-
quence, the ardor of his pious and uncompro-
mising zeal. From amidst the warm and 
brilliant coloring, the outward and interior 
life of peasant and priest, the figure of Ro-
mola stands forth pure, serene, gentle, the em-
bodiment of all the virtues of womanhood, 
and the constant guardian and defender of the 
helpless. This instinct of a broad and noble 
humanity inspires every one of George Eliot’s 
works, and seems to have been the breath of 
her life. Her novels give us the truest in-
sight we have into the lives of the agricul-
tural class of English people, their strength, 
their honesty, tlieir intelligence, their indi-
vidualism. Where else can we look for the 
clear sight, the insight, the foresight, and 
hindsight of kind-hearted Mrs. Poyser ? And 
where else can be found another such speci-
men of sweetness and soundness, of honest, 
manly independence asCal^b Garth, in “  Mid- 
dlemarch ? ”

“  Felix Holt, the Radical,” is, to my think-
ing, the most hastily conceived of her later 
productions, and the least notable. This was 
brought out in 1866, and “ Middlemarch ” in 
’71. The novel of “ Daniel Deronda ” was 
published in 1876, and what is called the 
philosophical novel of “  Theophrastus Such,” 
but which is in reality a series of philosoph-
ical essays, in 1879.

Besides these novels and her important 
translations of “ Strauss’ Life of Jesus” in 
1844, and Feurbach’s “  Essence of Christi-
anity ” in 1851, she wrote, two poems of con-
siderable length, entitled “  The Spanish Gyp-
sy,” and the “ Legend of Jubal,” which were 
published, the first iu 1868, the second in 1871. 
To these poems it is said she attached a higher 
value than to any of her novels, but the pub-
lic did not confirm her opinion, though they 
are admitted to contain lines of almost unex-
ampled beauty and majesty.

“ George Eliot ” is a shining example of 
what industry and genius together may ac-
complish, and the lesson of her career should 
be taken to heart by those ambitious aspirants 
for literary distinction who possess neither 
the one nor the other. We hear of her tri-
umphs and her successes; we know her as 
the recognized star, the most wonderful wo-
man writer of the day, or who had appeared 
up to her day, and it seems to the excited 
youthful imagination that she cleared the 
earth, and sprang into immortality at one 
bound ; and that all they need is courage to 
take the leap. But this is not the true state 
of the case at all. We hear nothing of the 
long years during which she worked for a 
pittance at the drudgery of German transla-
tions, and the underpaid work of the press ; 
and os she had already reached the edge of 
middle-age before her great fame even dawned 
upon her, she must have lived more in the 
shadow of her past than in the sunlight of 
her present, even during the period of her 1

greatest successes, which were also the 
periods of her hardest, most self-denying 
work.

Some one has said that George Eliot was 
the “ Apostle of the human deed and its con-
sequences. That, impressed with the great, 
sad spectacle of life, which, with its manifold 
forms of suffering, its limited joys, appeals to 
her woman’s heart, she sees how fatally the 
destiny that shapes those ends is always and 
forever man’s own act, if he but knew i t ; and 
she brings all her learning, her wisdom, 
and her power for art to the labor of illus-
trating this, the supremest topic of human 
life.”

It is this purpose, this duty, this sad spec, 
tacle, this great outcry perpetually reaching 
her, which makes her novels wisely, humanly 
sad. The Christ is always the crucified ; the 
good are often sacrificed ; yet through lalmr 
and sacrifice noble character is developed, and 
the end with George Eliot is always the ele-
vation of humanity, not the accumulation of 
riches, or the “ creation of an imjwssible par-
adise peopled by fools,” as some writer aptly 
designates the rose-colored finale of the jHip 
ular story-writer.

It seems a pity that more is not truly known 
of the early life of the woman who has held 
for so long so remarkable a place in the world 
of tiought and literature. One would like to 
understand the influences that went to the 
molding of a mind truly said to have been a 
“  miracle of genius.”  George Eliot dead is a 
thought to which even yet we have net grown 
accustomed ; the world is darker and poorer 
since the light of that far and clear-seeing 
intellect went out, and the wealth of brill-
iant acquirement was lost to the world for-
ever.

Of the private affairs of one so honored, so 
lamented, it is not fitting to speak. We know' 
her only through her work—that speaks for 
itself. It wras no ignoble soul that found 
such grand expression, that has left such 
sublime evidence of its greatness. Little 
minds may question George Eliot living, but 
angels might veil their faces before George 
Eliot dead, and chant on her entrance into 
their midst, her own beautiful and majestic 
lines:

“  Oh may I  jo in  the choir invisible 
Of those Immortal dead who lire again 
In minds made better by their presence; live 
In pulses stirred to generosity ;
In deeds o f  daring rectitude; in scorn 
O f miserable aims that end with s e lf;
In thoughts sublime, that pierce the night like stars. 
And with their mild j/ersistence urge man's search 
To vaster issues." .

“  So to live is heaven :
To make undying music in the world, 
lireathing a beauteous order, that controls 
With growing sway the growing life o f  man." 
* * * * * *  *• .Vay /  reach
That purest heaven, be to other souls 
Thai cup o f  strength in some great agony.
Enkindle generous ardor, feed  pure lore,
Beget the smiles that hare no cruelty—
Be the sweet presence o f  a gnsi diffused.
And in diffusion ever more intense!
So shall 1 join the choir inrisitle,
Whfste music is the gladness o f  the world."
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One Feet in the Grave.
BY G . n .  E.

“ That’s it, your honor—and a fine glib 
tongue you have. Does your honor know such 
a boy ? ”

“  I will think about i t ; where do these 
ladies live ? ”

“  They have rooms in what we call 
‘ O’Donoghue’s Castle/ a tall, gray house 

A.RKET-DAY in the noisy, standing alone just bey ant the Kemnare Arms, 
dirty, ill-paved little village The aunt is Mrs. Mayne ; I never heard the 
of Killarney ; women in vol- i names of the young ladies.”  
uminous dark-blue cloaks,be- I will remember Patsy’s trouble and try

lieved proof against cold, heat, [ to help him out if I can; but if he gets drunk 
and wet, wrangling over weights again I shall have nothing more to say to

of potatoes and cabbages ; red-faced, 
bright-eyed men, lounging in and 

1 about their donkey-carts filled with 
various merchandise, chattering a confused 
mixture of Irish and English ; saucy, grimy 
children darting through the crowd on the 
alert to seize a stray apple, or avoid the stroke 
of a toil-worn hand—eager interest or lazy in-
difference on the faces of all except one sit-
ting aloof beside her little stall at the end of

him.’1
“ It shall be the last time, your honor—I 

promise you. ”
“  Give me the apples and oranges for Mas-

ter Louis, I must be off.”
“  Bless his little heart 1 would he eat a gin-

gerbread horse too ? ”
“  Yes, anything you like—he has a fine ap-

petite. ”
Robert Vyvyan sauntering down the street 

the street. Nelly the apple-woman, instead j 'with a bag of fruit and cakes for a little ac- 
of polishing her rosy-cheeked wares on her quaintance at the hotel, merits more than the 
tidy apron, as was her wont, leaned her head I brief description we have time to give him ; a 
sadly on one hand, and with the deep hood of tell, robust, fresh-comp]exioned Englishman, 
her cloak drawn about her face, and her wide 1 a£e twenty-five or thereabouts, disposition

frai^k, impulsive, and joyous, blood gentle, and 
fortune comfortably ample. He had been 
idling away the summer at Killarney, grow-
ing familiar with all the attractive spots on 
land and water in that charming resort. Ilis 
acquaintance with Nelly the apple-woman 
dated from the past summer, when for six 
weeks she had carefully tended him through 
the suffering and annoyance of a wound re-
ceived while hunting. A feeling of gratitude 
prompted Vyvyan to rescue Nelly’s “  ne’er-do- 
well ” of a son from his present difficulties, if 
possible.

* *  *  *  *  *
The gaunt, grim house facetiously called by

cap-frills drooping, she looked the picture of 
sorrowful meditation.

“ Good-morning, Nelly; you seem *ut of 
spirits this morning—or were yon taking a 
nap ? ” said a cheery voice.

“ No, M iather Vyvyan, it’s not sleeping I am, 
only thinking over and over agin of me Patsy, 
and how me poor ould gray poll is to be 
brought in sorrow to the grave wid him.”

“  Patsy has been at the bottle again, I sup-
pose ?”

“  Thrue for ye, sir ; two young ladies and 
their aunt, one of them purty as a picture, 
with a handful of yellow curls the length of 
me arm tossing about over her shoulders, two j
eyes blue as the water around Ross Castle, and i the villagers O’Donoghue’s Castle, looked in
cheeks like the pink daisies in the park— ” 

“ But, my good woman, what has this charm-
ing creature to do with Patsy ? ”

“  I was coming to that, your honor ; Patsy, 
the spalpeen I was to take these ladies to day 
through the Gap of Duuloe, to the parks and 
everywhere, and was to have seven shillings 
for himself, and the promise of a car to drive 
for the summer, if he did his duty well to-day. 
But, bad luck to him I he was off last night on 
a spree, and lies now on the cabin floor de-
claring he will drive the young ladies into the 
Devil’s Punch-bowl and out agin in five min-
utes. The poor darlin’, he is so easy led 
away I In an hour the ladies will be ready, 
and devil a bit of safety is there in Patsy at 
this moment.”

“ 1 quite agree with you, Nelly.”
“  The car and horse are in the stahle-yard, 

and if I only knew some gossoon that would 
t&ke Patsy’s place and keep a still tongue in 
his head, my boy would be safe ; but l can’t 
think of nobody, and he will fall into disgrace 
and never be hired agin.”

“ I see, you want some discreet fellow who 
will drive Patsy's car to-day, and resign it to 
him to-morrow, when he is himself again, and 
say nothing about his little escapade last 
night.”

:

the warm sunlight peculiarly forbidding and 
silent, save for one redeeming feature, a nar-
row window half wreathed in ivy, from which 
leaned a bewitchingly pretty, roguish-eyed 
girl.

“ Aunt Clara,” she said, “ there is a shaky 
old jaunting-car drawn up in state before the 
door, and something tells me we are its vic-
tims ; the driver is a big. hearty-looking fel-
low whom three bottles of porter and ham 
sandwiches will never satisfy—I am going to 
tell Mrs. Cahill to double the quantity ; it is a 
great bother to have to carry lunch for one’s 
self and charioteer on these expeditions.”

“ Say to the man that we are coming, Lot-
ty .”

The car-driver, a sunny-faced fellow in a 
torn coat and battered hat, with a cock’s 
feather stuck jauntily in the ribbon, glanced 
up at the sound of the voice; the girl nodded 
and smiled pleasantly from the window, and

ries nestling under the wide, rolling brim. 
Her companions, Mrs.Mayne and her daughter 
Emily, clambered on one side of the rickety 
jaunting-car, while Lotty made herself com-
fortable on the other.

“  But you will be alone there, dear,” said 
Mrs. Mayne ; “  what a pity we are not a party 
of four.”

“  Oh, no, aunt, I shall not feel lonely : if you 
and Emily grow tired of twisting your necks 
talking to me, I shall make friends with our 
coachman. What is your name?” she asked 
suddenly, addressing the man who had taken 
his place at the front of the vehicle.

“  Terence—Terence Flanagan,” he answer-
ed with some hesitation. Notwithstanding 
his rusticity, he had been secretly admiring 
the girl's vivacious manner and pretty face, 
and her questioning blue eyes turned full 
upon him made the honest fellow blush.

“  Terence,”  she continued, “  if you will be 
kind to your horse, and do not beat him, and 
at the same time show us all the beauties of 
Killarney, you shall have something to re-
member us by when the day is ended.”

“  Lotty dear, I beg of you do not be so 
i friendly with this man 1 ” exclaimed Mrs. 
Mayne in French; “  he has a saucy look about 
him, and might be impertinent on very little 
encouragement."

The so-called “ saucy look” deepened into 
one of intense amusement at this anxious 
remark ; hut no one noticed the change, or 
believed it possible that an Irish carman 
could understand the polite language of Eu-
rope.

The quivering, swaying car being admitted 
at the massive, curved iron gates, with their 
stone lions and fuchsia-hung lodge, bowled 
merrily along the hard, white road intersect-
ing Lord Kenmare’s beautiful home. The 
sound of wheels and cheery voices started 
groups of deer from the shelter of cne clump 
of trees to another, or frigliteued the mild-
eyed southdowns grazing in the meadow with 
the ducal coronet stamped on their woolly 
coats. The vehicle rattled over dainty bridges 
and through the shade of extensive planta-
tions, disturbing an occasional flirtation be-
tween wandering tourists, and at last emerged 
on the highway, its occupants delighted with 
the auspicious beginning of the day.

The air, the smoothness of the road, the 
constantly changing view over lake, moun-
tain, picturesque ruin, and flourishing de- 
mesne/was charming and exhilarating beyond 
expression.

Terence taxed his voluble tongue and im-
agination to the utmost to describe every 
point of interest ; dilating here on the myste-
rious cause of foot-prints on a certain rock, 
and pausing there to call the attention of the 
ladies to the curious semblance of a deer 
graven by the water in> the side of a cliff. 
The purple mountains on this bright day

soon appeared at the street door accompanied merited their name indubitably, and a dark, 
by her aunt and cousin. Lotty , with the clear, I wide-winged bird was seen to hover over and 
delicate features and complexion, small feet alight on the rugged summit of the Eagle’s 
and graceful figure which seem to be the Nest. Teience told the story of Macgillicuddy 
birthright of so many American girls, was ! and his famous reeks, in tones which, under 
even lovelier than old Nelly’s enthusiasm had the spell of an intent pair of blue eves, re-
represented. She wore a closely fitting dress lapsed from a rolling brogue into pure, clear 
of dark blue cloth, and a hat with holly her-1 English; hut the interest of Iris hearers in the
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well-told anecdote prevented their noticing 'which had once been covorecT by the vaulted! “ Thank you, you are very good; it would
this curious change. roof—an endless source of speculation among ’ be wiser for her not to tire that ankle."

Ross Castle was mirrored in the bosom of antiquarians as to the probable age of the Terence raised the pale, tearful girl gently 
the lake with startling distinctness, and abbey casting a pitying shadow over the for-^and tenderly in his arms, and she was soon 
Lotty from one of the tower windows nodded j1 gotten graves and mouldering tombs and>'ens,.01ic<3(] as comfortably as circumstances 
and smiled to her reflection below. monuments beneath.  ̂,'wpuld permit on one side of their infirm vclii-

“  Let us give up the Gap of Dunloe for to-1 Where is Lotty? Oh, do you see her,^cic> with Terence’s coat for a pillow. Arrived 
day,” said Mrs. Mayne; “ we shall be over-1 mamma, high above our heads in that narrow  ̂before the door of the O’Donoghue Castle, 
fatigued if we attempt too much, and here in gallery? She will surely fall, the steps are ’ Terence’s prompt forethought manifested it- 
the shadow of the castle walls would be a broken, and there is a bit of that railing gone.” i self again, and Lotty reclined comfortably on 
delightful place to eat our luncheon.” j| “  Terence is close behind her ; he is certain-.Ulle sofa in her own room before he bid the;

Terence at a respectful distance consuming ly a model attendant to voluntarily take upotf! ladies adieu.
himself the office of guide as well as driver.J. <v',Te „ ^  Mrg M before hand- 
Lotty chats with tins sort of people too much ; = the man his f « mv niece, Miss Lot.v, 
do you see htm now watching her with you ^  ])articu]arly rclnelnberod f;,r
open eyes as sie a s  ; your kindness to-day, and I waut vou to come

1 es ; looking at her one would’ suppose’ to.morroWj when she is well enougb t0 fiCC vol).
she was trying to make a new conquest, xn-J i , , . ,A J f  A „  . ? , ' , land she will be happy to make you a littlestead of condescending to talk with Paddv* . r ,. ^ * preseut. If there is any favor vou would likefrom Cork : how she is gesticulating and flour-J 7 \ ,. . .  , „  6 ,, , .? , , .4  granted, or position vou are anxious to secure,ishing about with those small white hands of 1 „ T̂ . i + . <. . , , , ♦,, f  T \ we might use our influence to help vou.hers! I am sure she is telling him some J* , , _ . , , * r , . J
thrilling, exaggerated tale of America. The ' 1 * StCP1’f
fellow has a bright, honest face and a thought-f e K r̂ e > af tua J  orgettmg to t o us 
ful manner that is very pleasing ; the heart' of waffes from Mra' Mayue 3 hand : even wl,en

his porter and sandwiches watched somewhat 
ruefully the ladies arranging the dainty con-
tents of their lunch-basket on the grass near 
the water’s edge. Lotty was the presiding 
genius of the feast, and Terence found him-
self envying keenly her companions, who 
received the ambrosial food from her fair fin-
gers so indifferently. Now like a graceful 
Hebe she flitted backwards and forwards 
from the brink of the lake with water ; the 
tame sparrows and even the fishes were re-
membered with biscuit crumbs, and seemed 
to recognize in this fair girl a friend and pro-
tector.

“  Will you have some porter, Terence? you 
drink very little,”  said Lotty in a kindly 
voice.

“  No, thank you, miss,” pulling his forelock 
in true rustic style. “ I have been well 
served.”

“ Do you hear that, Aunt Clara? an Irish-
man refuses a drink I All your little preju-
dices regarding this class of people will grad-
ually wear away if I am spared to enlighten 
you.”

“ Saucy ch ild !”  retorted Mrs. Mayne in 
we

many a village maiden mu3t beat faster at his ' 
approach. I am afraid he drinks, and takes 
advantage of strangers like all the rest; but if 
we fail to detect in him these vices, we must 
try to engage him for other excursions. I am 
sure he would always he delighted to serve 
Lotty.” j

Mrs. Mayne and Emily had wandered away 
to inspect a curious inscription on one of the 
outer walls; Terence sat aloof on a broken 
column, shading his eyes with his hand, and 
at the same time watching intently every 
movement of his third charge, the golden-

mock indignation ; “  hut we must continue haired Lotty; she flitted about the sunken, 
our way ; this air grows very cool after sun- weed-grown graves, deciphering a name and 
set, and we are not well provided with wraps. date here and there, and imagining to herself
Terence, have you attended well to your 
horse ? ”

“  Tes, your honor, he is as fresh as a daisy.”
A brisk drive along many miles of smooth 

avenue, leading through the Herbert estate, 
tbe way charmingly varied with shrubbery, 
broad expanses of mossy turf, flowers in wild 
luxuriance, and cultivated splendor. An over-
hanging branch of hawthorn plucked from 
Lotty’s soft hair a kuot of pale blue ribbon ; 
tbe attentive driver, in cutting away the o f-
fending branch, seized furtively on the bit of 
ribbon and concealed it in the bosom of his 
rough coat.

The horse stopped unbidden before a small 
wicket. Terence sprang to tbe ground and 
helped tbe ladies alight with such graceful 
alacrity that even Mrs. Mayne smiled her 
thanks.

Terence, to the surprise of all, declared that 
rather than loiter under the trees with a bot-
tle of porter, he would act as guide to the 
ladies, if they would permit. They agreed 
willingly, and a few steps brought them to 
the quaint old court-yard of Muckross Abbey, 
overshadowed with crumbling walls held to-
gether or wrenched asunder by the clinging 
arms of the giant ivy. One fine window re-
mained entire, its delicate stonework seeming 
like flue lace, through which’ one saw the ! 
sparkling water of the lake. A lofty yew-tree, ■ 
with gnarled branches, rose through the space I

what might have been the history of each, 
when a sudden cry brought Terence flyiug to 
her side. Lotty, springing quickly backward 
to avoid a speckled lizard basking in the sun, 
sank above the ankle in the rotting end of a 
coffin hitherto concealed under the main w all; 
growing deathly pale with the pain at her 
wrenched ankle she would have fallen, had 
not the faithful Terence caught her in his ai ms.

Mrs. Mayne and her daughter, frightened at 
Lotty’s cry, hastened to the spot, aud were 
much alarmed and astonished at seeing her 
lying white aud still on the grass, with their 
charioteer bending anxiously over her.

“  1 was afraid her ankle was broken, but I 
see it is only a sprain,” he said, without a 
trace of the peasant accent in his words.

“  Stepped in someone’s coffin, did she ? The 
poor thing, how horrible ! ” Emily exclaimed 
in compassionate tones.

“ She is rallying; can you not give her a 
mouthful of water?” said Terence eagerly.

“ What is the matter?—have I hurt my-
self ? ” Lotty asked slowly, opening her eyes 
and fixing them on her roughly-clad com-
panion's face. f

“  A'es, dear,’’ said Mrs. Mayne ; “  drink this,1 
and you will feel better. Do you think you 
could walk to the carriage ? ”

“  If you will allow me 1 will carry the 
youug lady to the car ; it would be dangerous J 
for her to walk.” I

jO *  i i  <C" ■ 0* it*

wages from Mrs. Mayne’s hand ; even 
reminded of this, he seemed to hesitate before 
taking possession of that which was rightfully 
his. Mrs. Mayne impressed with his absence 
of greed, inquired afterwards of the housekeep-
er, “ Who is the car-driver we Viad, to-day, 
Mrs. Cahill ? He seems a very resi\c.tablo, »fi*' 
fact superior, sort of fellow.”

“ Patsy, the apple-woman’s **4011, \isually 
drives that car—he has sent this fcia\ as a 
substitute, I suppose; he must **tr« 
in the place, as I do not recognize nis 

The next morning a barefoot bovjjppep 
at the “ Castle” with an exquisite n^uqueF 
hot-house flowers.

“ How is the young lady who hurtecB her-
self at Muckross Abbey yesterday ? ’ ’ asked *
of the round-eyed little waitinjfniald who 
opened the door.

“  Better—goin’ ou finely.”
“  Tell her Terence asked—do ye mind ? and 

say a friend would be pleased if she iv’otlTd 
accept these flowers. Mind ver eye now, and 
don’t forgit.”

The messenger departed without further 
ceremony, and Sally delivered the flowers to 
Miss Lotty as requested. Many surmises and 
questionings ensued as to wbo the sender 
might be, and as no definite conclusion could 
be arrived at. Mrs. Mayne and Emily fell to 
ridiculing Lotty’s clandestine admirer.

The day passed nnd no Terence arrived to 
claim his reward ; the inhabitants of the “  Cas- 
'tle ” wondered much, and could throw no light 
on the mystery. A gain the barefoot boy earne, 
laden ou tliis occasion with a dainty basket of 
delicious fruit from the same unknown source; 
before the urchin had time to vanish, Mrs. 
Mayne waylaid aud questioned him.

“  Where is Terence ? Why does he not come 
for his money, and who is tliis friend who 
sends the fruit and flowers?” she asked 
quickly.

“  I was told not to :u. .wer any questions, 
but to take myself off lively afther givin’ up 
■the basket, ver honor.”

“ If you refuse to tell me who sent yon, 
Miss Mayne cannot accept this fruit, and you 
will please say to this unknown friend that

1 < » p . ~
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slie will be obliged to refuse all further anony-
mous favors. Do you understand ? ’

“  No, yer honor.”
“ Go and tell your master, or whoever it is 

that sends you here, that Miss Mayne will 
take no gifts from strangers.”

The boy picked up the basket and departed | 
crestfallen, appearing no more as bearer of 
mysterious messages.

1 .ottyN ankle recovered rapidly under the 
careful treatment bestowed upon it, and she 
was soon able to again accompany her friends 
on their various excursions in the neighbor-
hood. One fine afternoon the two girls escap-
ing the surveillance of their vigilant chaperone 
took a tiny boat and rowed themselves out to 
Dinis Island ; returning to the mainland, the 
amateur rowers collided suddenly with a 
larger boat, which shot from under the over-
hanging trees. A disagreeable accident was 
avoided only by the dexterity of one of a 
party of gentlemen in the skiff, a handsome, 
stalwart fellow, with a. face that struck the 
two girls as being strangely familiar. Many 
apologies and exclamations of regret followed, 
and the girls recovering from their fright, re-
gretted that the piquant little adventure had 
ended so quickly. As the skiff glided up the 
lake, l.otty said with feeling, “ I hope we 
shall encounter that young fellow again ; he 
did not seem at all displeased at our careless-
ness, though the others were inclined to make 
fun of us.”

“ He looked like Terence, didn’t h e?”  said 
Emily.

Lotty scorned this suggestion, though in her 
heart she acknowledged its truth. *

While her aunt and cousin had gone into 
the village to make a few necessary purchases, 
hotty remained at home to write letters, but 
ere her gallopiug pen was fairly in motion a 
visitor was announced. “  A gentleman wishes 
to see Mrs. Mayne and the young ladies,” said 
Sally, appearing with a card on which was 
engraved the name “ Robert Vyvyan,” with 
“ Terence has come to ask the promised fa-
vor,” written below in pencil.

“  Who is Robert Vyvyan, and why should 
he come with Terence?” mused Lotty as she 
descended the stairs. “  1 wish Aunt Clara and 
Emily were at home ; they might enlighten 
me.” As she opened the drawing-room door, 
a tall, handsome young man advanced to meet 
her, howing respectfully, and beginning an 
apology for his intrusion. A glance at his 
bright eyes and curling chestnut hair assured 
Iajtty that it was the gallant youth who had 
saved their boat from capsizing on the lake. 
She blushed slightly as their eyes met, and 
expressed regret that her aunt and cousin 
were absent. “ Where is Terence?”  she 
asked suddenly, looking about the room.

“ l)o you not recognize me, Miss Mayne? 
1 am Terence.” - ‘

“ \ou! please do not bewilder me any 
more—what do you mean ! ”

“  1 came this morning to confess the truth, 
and ease my conscience, if possible. The man 
who drove your car the day you met with that 
accident at the abbey was no other than my-
self ; I borrowed suitable clothes, disguised 
myself as much as possible, and assumed this 
office partly out of compassion for an old wo-

man whose dissipated son was in danger of and her good-for-noth ing son enough, for 
losing his place, and partly for my own amuse- ij through them I have found my ‘ lily of Kil- 
ment; your kindness and amiability through-1 larney,’ if she will allow herself to be so 
out made me heartily ashamed of my foolish 
escapade. I left you that evening, meaning to
call the next day and ask vour pardon, but as 
my little offerings were rejected I had not the 
courage"  |

“  So it was you who sent the fruit and flow- j 
ers ? I have wondered so much who my mys-1 
terious friend could be.” I

“  Yes, it was I ; when I saw you on the lake 
yesterday, and met the perplexed gaze of your 
eyes, I felt guilty and miserable, and deter-
mined that you should know all.”

“ Your wonderful resemblance to some one 
whom I could not recall has haunted me per-
sistently ever since.” (

“  I knew I was half recognized, so I came j 
to confess and ask for mercy. Terence begs 
that you will pardon his foolish deception ; is ' 
this favor granted, Miss Mayne ? ”

Lotty at first felt it her duty to cherish some 
resentment, but the pleading look in the man’s 
eyes overcame all her scruples, and she put 
her soft, fair hand for a moment in his, in 
token of entire forgiveness.

“ I owe you a debt of gratitude, Mr. Vyvyan, 
for your thoughful care yesterday, and at the 
abbey, and could ill refuse to grant your re-
quest.”

Mrs. Mayne was a little dismayed at Lotty’s 
affability and friendliness toward this man who 
had so deceived them a ll ; but she had learned 
by long experience that remonstrance with 
her niece was of little avail, and gradually 
grew accustomed to the presence of Mr. Vy-
vyan on their many pleasure jaunts.

“ You know you always regretted that we 
were not a party of four, Aunt Clara,” said 
Lotty complacently.

Half a dozen mules were wending their way 
through the picturesque Gap of Dunloe, bear-
ing on their backs a party of guests from 
“ O’Donoghue’s Castle,”  of which two had loi-
tered far behind the others. “ We shall lose 
our way if we do not make haste to overtake 
the caravan,” said Lotty half indifferently.

“ There is no danger,”  answered her com-
panion, Robert Vyvyan; “ I know the road 
w ell; let the others go at their own pace. You 
look tired, Miss Mayne ; will you not rest here 
under the trees?”

“  What is that music? it sounds so faraway 
and ghostly.”

“ That is Dennis, the blind fiddler; he sits 
concealed in the shadow of the great rock 
yonder, and plays these weird tunes to make I 
people believe the place haunted.”  I

The music and its echoes died away, and al-
most unconsciously Vyvyan and his blue-eyed 
companion relapsed likewise into silence. I 

“ A penny for your thoughts,” said Lotty I 
suddenly, as the stillness grew palpable. 1 

“  Will you really listen to what I was think-
ing o f ? ”

“ Yes,”  intently uprooting a clump of dai-1 
sies with her parasol.

“  1 was wondering, Lotty, if  I dared tell you 
how I have dreamed and thought of you ever 
since the day I drove Patsy’s car. I seemed 
to myself at the time an impertinent scamp, | 
but now I feel that I can never thank Nelly

called. Do you understand me, Lotty? I love 
you ; you must have guessed my secret long 
ago. Answer me, darling, and say you are 
not angry ! ”

Lotty’s blushing, happy face expressed any-
thing but anger as she lifted her dewy eyes 
to his, and there, screened and sheltered by 
the tall rocks, their betrothal was sealed by 
one long kiss, witnessed only by the nodding, 
whispering trees.

A  Legend.

I iY  M A R Y  M. BOW KN.

«[VED a race of strange dream-people, 
, In a country by the sea ;

^ Far behind them lay the water,
Vast and vague as death may be.

KAR before them stretched the desert, 
& Foot of man had never crossed, 
Fxor the people had a legend :

“  He who ventures there is tost.

IW OST amid the sandy mazes,
CTT And the uplands, bleak and bare ; 
“ Nightly monsters, grim and eerie, 

Hold their woful revels there.

|j* E who treads within the'borders, 
3  Takes his risk at fearful cost;
'  All is death within the desert— 

He who veutures there is lost.”

j IIROUGn the valleys and the uplands 
l Of that long and dreary way,
) Passed a novice, veiled and hooded, 

Singing softly on her way.

SOFTLY, lightly, oh ! full sweetly !
" All the people flocked to hear ;
 ̂All the people flocked and followed, 

To her measure, falling clear.

EFT their dove-cotes and their gardens, 
' Left their browsing goats and kine, 
Followed, followed, till the glories 

Of a sunset round them shine.

|NE by one, their cares forgetting,
* Loosened many a weary hand,
’ And its gifts and stores down dropping 

Fell upon that barren land.

f P a rngged steep the novice 
'  Drew the people as she trod,
Till a shining gateway opened—

And the singer passed to God !

'8 ? LL the desert is a garden,
And a laud of fruit and wine ;

| u  For the seeds the people scattered, 
Blossomed in that path divine !
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M y Hcusskeeping Class.
B Y  M R ? . M . C . H U N G E R F O R D .

“ I f  I am not mistaken,”  says lively Jennie, 
“  we are to be treated to-day—not to good things 
exactly—but to the way to make them. In other 
words, for one thing, the dark mystery of wed-
ding-cake is to be revealed to us.”

“  It is a dark mystery, I think,”  says Nellie 
Greene, “  and I did not suppose ordinary people 
knew wliat the ingredients were, or howr to put 
them together. I heard an old man say once that 
black cake, as he called it, was made of tar, lead, 
and molasses, baked all night, and warranted to 
kill if taken freel}\”

“ I don’t believe he was as great an admirer of 
it as the old woman in Brooktyn, who ate all she 
could of it every day for six weeks after coming 
into possession of an unexpected legacy,”  says 
Miss Kitty.

“ Is that a true story? ”  asks Jennie.
“  Indeed it is, and the woman is living still in 

spite of her gluttony.”
“ Well, do let us have the recipe, for I adore 

wedding-cake,”  says Jennie, “ only mamma is so 
afraid of its killing me outright, that I ’ve only 
been allowed to eat a piece the size of a thimble. 
But if it didn’ t slay that woman, it won’t me, so 
I'll make a big loaf to-morrow and eat it up. I 
wonder if it is good hot ? ”

“ I don’ t believe it would he good for your com-
plexion, ”  I say. “  But if you can get your mam-
ma’s consent, you can try it. I should not advise 
trying to make the cake all in one day, hut pre-
pare the fruit at leisure before you begin it. I 
have brought the recipe I told you of, and only 
wish I could have brought a .specimen of the 
cake.”

“  I am sure I wish you had,”  says Jennie fer-
vently.

“ Never mind, you will make some for your-
self. Here is a list of the substances required: 
One pound of butter, one pound of sugar, two 
pounds of flour, four pounds of raisins, four 
pounds of currants, one pound of citron, one 
pound of figs, two pounds of dates, one table-
spoonful of mace, one of allspice, one o f cloves, 
one of cinnamon, ten eggs, and one wineglass 
each of wine, brandy, and molasses. Finally, a 
pinch of salt.

“  Brown half of the flour till it is coffee-colored ; 
rub the butter and sugar (which should be of the 
darkest brown quality) till creamy, then add the 
browned flour, the molasses, the liquids, the 
spices, and the yolks of the eggs. Have the rai-
sins seeded, the currants washed carefully, and 
the citron cut into thin long stripe. The dates 
must he stoned and chopped. The figs must be 
chopped also after careful examination, as they 
are not always above suspicion; they can be 
chopped more easily if some of the flour is mixed 
with them. Tlie remainder of the flour can be 
sifted over the other fruits, which should he well 
mixed together, excepting about a quarter of the 
sliced citron, which must he reserved to stick iu 
after the cake is in the pans. Beat the whites of 
eggs to a stiff froth, and add to the cake batter 
already mixed, then put in the fruit immediately.

“  If you have no large, straight-sided tins to 
bake the cake in, you can borrow them at a 
bake-shop. It is best too, if possible, to send the 
cake to he baked by an experienced baker, as the 
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oven o f a stove or range cannot be kept sufficient-1 some very informal ones 1 have attended, “  often 
ly long at the proper temperature.”

“ Couldn’t the baker ice the cake to o ?”  asks 
Nellie Greene.

“ Certainly, if you choose to have him, and 
unless you want a plain frosting I should advise 
3to u  not to attempt it yourself.”

“ But suppose,”  says Miss Lucy Little, “ that 
there is no baker to bake it, or frost it, what’s to 
be done then ? You city folks have no idea of the 
inconveniences of the country.”

“ Fortunately,”  I answered, “ the inconven-
iences in this case are not insurmountable. In a 
country neighborhood there is sure to be some 
family old-fashioned enough to have a brick
oven ; you can borrow the use of that for a day, 
and bake the cake yourself. I believe when the 
bread comes out is the correct time for putting 
the cakes in, the heat then being too mild to burn, 
but strong enough to bake. As to frosting, take 
whites of eggs iu the proportion of one to a tea-
cup of sugar and teaspoonful o f starch, and mix 
together without beating the eggs.”

“  Is it the starch that makes it so hard ? ”
“ Yes, it hardens it, but a soft icing, such as 

you would require for cake that is to he eaten at 
once, would not answer at all for this kind ; It 
would absorb the color of the cake and be ob-
jectionable on various accounts. I do not think 
any one eats the frosting of bride’s cake, it is 
more for ornament, and to keep the cake moist.”  

“ But it grows yellow even with the starch, 
doesn’t it ? ”  asks Miss Little.

“  Yes, it inclines to, but it should not be put 
on till the cake is at least two months old. To 
ornament the edges and center you will have to 
buy a little funnel; I think they are sold for the 
purpose at tin shops, or you will find a cornucopia 
of stiff paper a very good substitute. Fill this 
with the frosting, and squeeze it out at the small 
end, tracing any form you like. I saw very full 
directions for ornamenting cake in the kitchen 
page of Demorest’s Monthly for January. Silver 
sprinkled white leaves and flowers you can get 
by sending to a confectioner, and, if you wish to 
express appropriate sentiment, you can buy vari-
ous hymeneal devices iu sugar paste, even to a 
center-piece in the form of a tall two-story tem-
ple, with hovering cupids above gazing down in 
rapt admiration upon a happy bridal pair be-
neath.”

“  Speaking of bride’s cake,”  says Sophie Mapes, 
“  makes me thiuk of a gorgeous one I saw lately 
which deserved to be called a whited sepulcher, 
as far as the outside appearance went.”

“  Howr was that ? ”
“  It was at a wooden wedding. There were a 

great many presents, of course, and some w?ere 
lovely, for you know there is no end to the pretty 
things that can be found in wood. A great many 
of these presents were useful, but some w'ere orna-
mental too, such as brackets, mantel vases, card 
receivers, cigar racks, and a whole set of jewrelry, 
carved from peach stones, which was brought from. 
China. One lady begged to be allowed to furnish 
the bride’s cake as her contribution, so when w'e 
were called to supper, there it was, a great tbig 
elegant cake, with Eugar dome, temple and all. 
The carving knife had a great white satin ribbon 
tied on the handle, aud the bride ju-epared to cut 
the cake herself ; she had not seen it before. She 
began, but she couldn’t make the least impres-
sion on it. It wras nothing but a round wooden 
box turned upside down and splendidly frosted.”  

“  What a disappointment! ”  ejaculates Jennie. 
“  Not at all, there was plenty of black cake in 

baskets on the table, and we had great fun out of 
the wooden one.”

“  Is there always a grand supper at a wooden 
wedding ? ”  asks one of the girls.

“  Oh, no,”  I answer, with a recollection

there is only cake and wine, or some other trifling 
refreshment passed around. It is the same with 
all anniversary weddings. The distinguishing 
feature of each is the character of the presents, 
wrhich should be appropriate to tlie occasion. 
Tin presents for a ten years’ anniversary, silver 
for a quarter century wedding, and so on.

1 ‘ But for the rarer weddings whose names point 
to costlier gifts, such as silver and gpld, which 
might be a tax upon the donor, and an uncomfor-
table obligation to the recipients, flowers make 
the most acceptable offerings. But it should be 
generally understood at all these entertainments 
that presents are not obligatory. Friends must 
be invited as for an evening party. 1 lately re-
ceived an invitation to a silver wedding printed 
upon a silver card, and have often seen them 
upon sitwer edged paper with silver lettering. At. 
the tin wedding 1 spoke of the guests were few- 
enough to sit down to a spread supper in the 
dining-room, and the cards indicating each per-
son’s scat were tiny oval tin plates. Much of the 
table furniture was tin, which being bright and 
uewr was showy, to say the least.”

“  Must a bride w ear her bridal dresR at an an-
niversary wedding?”  asks Miss Kitty.

“  Few care to do so, unless years enough have 
elapsed to make the costume quaint and interest-
ing. Antiquity, you know, lends a becoming 
grace to garments, wrhile new, old-fashioned 
clothes (if you understand the expression) an! 
simply grotesque.”

“ We are invited to a crystal wedding next 
week,”  says Jennie, “  but the husband aud sister 
are getting it up for a surprise to the bride ; I sup-
pose you call them brides when they are having 
anniversary weddings.”

“  I don’t see how they can keep it a secret from 
the mistress of the house.”

“  It is all planned ; she is to be invited to our 
house to dine, and mamma is going to ask her to 
wear a pretty dress to meet some friends. After 
dinner, her husband is going to send word that 
company has arrived and she must come home. 
Then we shall take her home iu the carriage, and 
she will find her parlors full of people. Won't it 
be fun ? ”

“ Jolly, I should think,”  says Nellie Greene, 
“  but what are you going to give her ? ”

“  Mamma is going to give her a glass ice-cream 
set. It comes in a pretty leather box with red 
satin lining. But there is no trouble about select-
ing crystal presents. If you are ever so short of 
money you can buy a glass saltcellar for five 
cents.”

“  Yes, there is great range of selection in glass 
ware,”  I remark, “ and fortunately, small gifts 
are as usual as rich ones at these commemorative 
wreddings, so no one need be ashamed to carry a 
modest present.”

“ Now* do you know’,”  says Jennie, “ that we 
have consumed all our time without getting 
through with all the recipes we were to have.”  

“ Never mind,”  I say cheerfully; “ to reverse 
the words of the Sunday-school hymn, * Here we 
part to meet again,’ and next time perhaps we’ll 
be more fortunate.”

House Eeccrati WUW*
Th e  taste for ornamental needlework, in some 

instances, appears to conflict with the general 
order of house furnishings. The lover of art 
needlework, when working for the omameutation 
of her own rooms, should carefully consider the 
design and color. Few people can afford to vary 
their carpets aud window drapery to suit the 
changing fashions. Those who do not, or cannot, 

of j change their carpets, should study the character
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of these furnishings before adding a prevailing 
style of lambrequin or portiere. Not long since 
we chanced to see an otherwise very pretty old- 
fashioned parlor quite spoiled by the introduction 
of modem art needlework. The quaint old man-
tel was disguised iu a lambrequin of light drab 
cloth, profusely ornamented with flowers in the 
brightest hues. The execution, in needlework, 
was very good, but the arrangement was faulty 
aud the design stiff. The “  colors swore ”  at the 
carpet, which was old-fushioned and large figured. 
A table was decorated to match ; the same stiff 
stems yaking (there is no other word to express it) 
the flowers into notice, making a disagreeable 
glare in the quiet tone of the other furniture. At 
each side of the fireplace stood two large old 
chairs of carved mahogany, upholstered in black 
haircloth, and pleasantly suggestive of old-time 
grandeur; but, alas ! between them stood a hope-
lessly modern screen, shooting forth unnaturally 
bright and perfect sumacli leaves. Lace curtains 
hung at the windows, a corner of each trailing 
with studied carelessness far into the room, re-
placing the damask drapery that once shaded the 
windows and gave a warmth and cosiness that lace 
curtains never suggest. We do not disdain the 
beauty of art needlework, and the “  Kensington 
stitch ”  is dear to our hearts, but suggestions are 
always in order, and “  a word to the wise is suf-
ficient. ”  Select the quiet tones of color in adding 
decorations to rooms of slightly bygone days. 
Sacrifice your love of color to the harmony of your 
rooms. A portiere of dark green momie cloth 
without ornamentation of any kind will add more 
to a room than one of brighter color rich with 
embroidery can do, if the colors are not adapted 
to the other furnishings. A mistake that one is 
very apt to make is duplicating a design. This 
should be avoided if you do not wish uniformity. 
The charm of nearly all these decorations is the 
unique. Tidies—those ugly little conveniences—■ 
deserve a word. Squares of linen crash with 
fringed ends and threads drawn out, with a little 
fancy stitching iu the same color, are pretty and 
useful for everyday rooms, and far surpass the 
atrocious animals that a few years since glared at 
us in all shades of red worsted from a white back-
ground of Java canvas. Again, people decorate 
their mantels with colored grasses. Grasses and 
ferns are always pretty when preserved and ar-
ranged in a simple, natural manner. Artificially 
colored grasses are neither pretty nor ornamental. 
A bunch of ferns gathered in July and pressed in 
their fresh green tints preserve their beauty, and 
group themselves gracefully wherever placed. A 
bunch of wheat with long stems tied carelessly 
with a bit of scarlet ribbon to prevent, their spread-
ing too much, is a pretty ornament for a vase; 
break a few stems to allow them to fall carelessly 
and naturally. The long “ Catkins,”  now so 
fashionable everywhere, are, by some people, ar-
ranged in large bunches, the long stems tied once 
or twice with bright ribbons. They are placed in 
a blue ginger jar, and make a pretty decoration in 
a hall or comer of a room. All art students leam 
more or less about “ conventionalized nature;”  this 
is a mistake ; nature is beautiful enough to be ad-
mired without the conventionalized ideas of those 
who would “ paint the lily.”  Nature furnishes 
our best models for hues and tints. Wood 
browns and shades of green always form a better 
background than strong contrasts of crimson and 
drab.

n . p. r .

Boys’ Rooms*

Miss L o u i s e  M c L a u g h l i n , the discoverer of 
painting under the glaze on pottery, realizing that 
art, like health, was free to all, told her process 
to other artists, explained it to reporters, and even 
published a book giving directions. A man has 
now taken her process and patented it I

B Y  M A U U AK K T B . IIA IIV K Y .

T h i s  subject resolves itself into two heads, as I  
turn it over iu my miud. So I might appro-
priately write an article divided somewhat in this 
way:

CHAPTER I .—B o y s ’ R o o m s .

CHAPTER II.—M e n ’ s  R o o m s .

However, I will not be so arbitrary in my divi-
sions—still, I will keep them iu sight throughout, 
as my readers may observe.

Who does not know the average boy’s room ? 
Who does not find oftentimes, even in pleasant, 
refined homes, a difference between the resting- 
places of the brothers and sisters of a family, as 
great as that between night and day ? The sister’s 
chamber is very often a beautiful bower, lovely 
iu its dainty muslin and bright ribbons and pretty 
pictures But the brother’s ? Oh, this is too 
often treated as though it were simply a conven-
ient place in which to dispose of old furniture 
and dingy hangings which nobody else wants.

Scarcely a girl, possessed of lady-like instincts, 
would not feel a certain pride in taking her young 
friends into her own fair domain. But let the 
door on the opposite side of the hall from hers be 
only partly open, does she not often blush and 
hasten to close it, for fear her bright-eyed visitors 
may catch a glimpse within ? What is she afraid 
of—dust and dirt ? Oh, no I But the bureau is 
rickety, the carpet faded, and, most likely, he’s 
got an old coat spread out over the bed, his boots 
in the middle of the floor, and the mantelpiece 
littered with newspapers, cigar-stumps, and stray 
buttons and buckles.

Oh, my lady gay ! Can you imagine your room 
looking like that ? But it may, some time. What! 
Yes, indeed 1 What did I say might be my second 
chapter 1

But, you 6ay, my brother will throw his things 
on the floor. He won't put his clothes away pro-
perly. And he don’t care—there wouldn’t be any 
use in his having anything nice.

Well, perhaps not. But just try an experiment. 
Take out all the “  trash ”  that he has iu his room, 
and then give it a thorough cleaning. So far as 
it lies in your power, banish the old pieces of 
furniture to the garret, and replace them with 
better. Put some fans and shells on the man-
telpiece, hang some engravings, or, better still, 
your own drawings, on the wall; set a vase of 
flowers on the table, and lay a bright rug before 
the washstand; make some fancy trifles for the 
bureau; here and there dispose a gay mat or lam-
brequin or tidy; cover his trunk with a pretty 
chintz drapery, and his bed and pillows with 
snowy counterpane and shams. And then see 
whether he cares or not. He may not, at first, 
but persevere, and before long he will learn to 
keep things nice, and be no more embarrassed by 
them than he now is by simple clean sheets and 
towels.

Did it ever strike you, mother and sister, that 
by allowing your son and brother to have such a 
forlorn room, and to use it accordingly, you are 
piling up petty miseries for some other woman ? 
And, mademoiselle, does it not occur to you that 
other women are in the same way preparing un-
told annoyance for yourself ? So do differently, 
not only for your own boy’s sake, but for the 
good of your sex generally, and as a consequence, 
for all humanity.

How hard it must be for a refined woman, who 
has always had dainty surroundings, to find that 
her husband, good soul though he is, feels in the 
midst of the delicate finery in which she delights 
like a bull in a china shop ! Does she like to see

a pair of dirty stockings lying in a heap on her 
bureau, or a wet towel flung down upon a satln- 
dainask chair 1 Is it pleasant for her to form a 
habit of running round and picking up, which 
she feels has no real necessity V Or to Ix-gin a 
course of training which ought to have been com-
pleted long before she was married ? But all this 
is a common experience. I often wonder that 
women succeed so well in their teaching as they 
do, and that men leam so quickly.

Never will I forget wheu my dear cousin Gertie 
was a bride—when she went to live in her own 
cosy little home. She had a mode) husband, who 
knew exactly how to behave himself—but, alas ! 
he had some young men friends who didn’ t. So, 
occasionally when she entertained a masculine 
guest, 6he was in terror for the safety of her 
guest-chamber. And this was the reason :

One night, with all a young housekeeper’s 
pride, she showed one of her husband’s friends 
to her beautifully furnished spare room. How 
lovely it looked, adorned with fluted muslin and 
blooming flowers. But, alas ! what a sight did 
the poor lady behold the next morning, when, 
after breakfast was over, and the guest had de-
parted, she went into the vacated room ! ne bad 
gotten into bed, right on her exquisite jnUlow-shams ! 
There they lay, all crumpled up into unsightly 
heaps, and greased with streaks of hair-oil. Oh ! 
how the poor fellow’s mother must have felt, 
could she have seen the picture her neglect had 
made.

And I know a worse story than this. I know 
of a man who was invited to stay all night with 
friends of mine. The mistress of the house was 
one of the most particular ladies you ever saw, 
and her house, from garret to cellar, was, as they 
say, “ like wax.”  Her best bedroom was pro-
vided with long white muslin curtains, the pride 
of her heart. Judge of her consternation to dis-
cover, next morning, that her guest, perhaps 
wishing to see the earliest daylight, had jerked up 
the curtains, and tied them in big knots!

I don’t suppose very many of our young gentle-
men friends could be so grossly careless as the 
men in these cases. But I do suppose that not 
many are quite as careful as they might be. And 
I say also that the fault lies mainly with their 
mothers, and sometimes with their sisters.

Remember, then, ladies, that men are to be the 
companions of women ; therefore see to it that 
your boys grow up with such refined, dainty 
habits that delicate women will find life with 
them not merely tolerable, but enjoyable. But in 
addition to, and before any consideration such as 
this, think of the effect of beautiful surroundings 
upon a boy’s own mind. Will it not be a factor 
of education, a means of grace to himself, if he 
learn to care for and appreciate fair household 
adornments ? And is it not proverbial that boys 
need elevating influences even more than girls ?

Think it over, and then act accordingly. And 
I believe you will find your reward a thousand-
fold one in proportion to the amount of energy 
employed. The simple influence of the effort 
may go on for generations as an ever-increasing 
power of mental and moral beautifying, both 
through your own boy and all in any way con-
nected with him. Is not this true ? Indeed and 
indeed, yes.
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W om en of Yesterday and Tc~day,
FRAU OTTILIE WILDERMUTH.

Author o f “ Swabian Sketches," etc., etc.
O t t i l i e  R o o s c u i t t z  was bom iu Rottenburg, 

Swabia, February 23d, 1817. When two years of 
age, her father removed to Marburg, the birth-
place of Schiller, where he had an appointment 
under government, and where Ottilie grew up and

3&G& i



^e
’C

 >«f ■W
J tixy

1 
C<

y »g tco
* far K»

«
‘V

.r
 »*• <c:

yy
 ■C0t>r

 >r
 xsj< ‘r

 *Lv>w
-«
y
j v <c<

y ■^,c*
 «r;*y 

r»
 V to*

 V cry
 ~f ^-V

V
 <:Qoy

-<
/>

 vx->
^
t'
y
~
rV

ry
'V

» * W Qt y K y y v t o s tv ^ y y v ^ ^ v y  c o ^^ T c o t y K r o t y  *. y v *f ■> v ' c o >y >f~jr y y ><:<yic|f .o < v it o j t i C ’Q ^ ’c c in e T O ttg jc g u t i s
DJCMOEKS'l’ S M O N 'fH L Y  M A G A Z IN E . 1.11

lived until her marriage and removal to Tubingen, 
where she died. Her father wras a very original 
character, and it was from him she inherited her 
passion for story making, a faculty winch she be-
gan to exercise when a tiny girl of seven, for the 
entertainment of her school companions and the 
relief of her fervid imagination.

When in her sixteenth year, she was sent to 
Stuttgart for a six months’ course in accomplish-
ments, or, as she put it, for a course of “  white-
washing.”  There she went through a series of 
instruction In fine cooking, lessons which, she 
says, gave her far more pleasure than those of her 
dancing-master, as she had alw-ays a very decided 
taste for the vocation of a cook. She was also 
“  finished off,”  by lessons in needlework and em-
broidery, starching, and fine ironing, after which 
came the less important ones, as was then thought 
to be, of French and drawing.

After her half year’s residence in the court city, 
her education was considered complete, and she 
returned home, where, after the customary man-
ner of German girls, she was employed in house-
wifely cares from early till late, varied by simple 
and unexciting pleasures, and now and then a 
short journey into Switzerland, or some distant 
part of Germany.

In 1843 she was married to Dr. Wildermuth, 
Professor in the Gymnasium at Tubingen, and now 
widely known as author of many standard school 
books. From the commencement of her married 
life, Frau Wildermuth’s door was ever on the 
latch for friends or strangers, especially for those 
who needed aid and sympathy. Though she still 
kept up her childhood’s habit of “  recounting,”  yet 
she never thought of committing her narratives to 
paper, and still less did a thought of having them 
printed occur to her,

But one evening her brother read aloud'a sketch 
from the Morgen Mate, which interested her so 
little that she went to sleep during the reading. 
When awakened by the laughter of those about 
her, she excused herself by saying, “ It was so 
tiresome. I could do better myself.”  Some 
doubts being expressed, she went to work quite 
secretly and wrote out a bit of her Marburg reminis-
cences, which she placed in the next number of the 
Morgen Male, and then read aloud as if from the 
pages of that journal. Seeing how interested her 
hearers were, 6he disclosed the trick that she had 
played upon them, and was then in turn deceived 
by her brother, who without her knowledge sent 
the manuscript to the editor, who gladly printed 
it with a request for further communications 
from the same pen.

It was in accordance with this request that Frau 
Wildermuth wrote “  Genre-Bilder, Aus einer Klei- 
nen Stadt,”  and “ Swabischen Pfarr-Haus.”  From 
all sides flowed iu compliments upon the new 
fresh talent and the bright genial humor manifest-
ed in her writings. Without wishing or knowing 
it, Ottilie Wildermuth had become a famous wo-
man, for whose sketches newspaper and magazine 
editors were importunate.

But it made not the slightest change in the home 
life, she continuing to give the same constant 
oversight to the petty duties and cares of the fam-
ily that she had always done, as if quite uncon-
scious of the use of a pen. In a letter to an edi-
tor who was very urgent for an article within a 
specified time, she wrote, “  A speedy answer! 
That is a little too much to expect 60 near Christ-
mas from n woman who, from morning till night, 
must bake, and brew, and run, and buy, and sew, 
and knit! It makes me wish—

Frbmme nadel hatt ich nimmer,
Mit der Feder dich vertaueht,

11 As it is, I am now up before dawn, writing by 
, i candle-light.”
5 | In the useful employment of every moment lay

the secret of her success in so many different lines 
of action. Though eagerly devoted to the hap-
piness of husband and children, yet she found 
time for the entertainment of friends, and also of 
strangers, whom she received with simple warmth, 
her house being seldom free from guests. In ad-
dition to this, she was the loved and honored 
“  Muttcrleiu ”  of a circle of students, who, under 
her sympathetic guidance, spent many profitable 
and delightful hours, which might otherwise have 
been very differently employed.

To show her ready sympathy with youth, we tell 
the following anecdote, as it was told us : One of 
her husband’s pupils had been detected making 
verses caricaturing a fellow pupil during class 
houre. In consequence of this, he was con-
demned to spend his dinner hour in composing 
ten four-line verses, celebrating a recent Tubin-
gen festival. His work being finished, he took it 
to Dr. Wildermuth’s house. Sending it in by the 
maid, it was quickly returned by Frau Ottilie her-
self, with a couple of “  Nudeln ”  from her dinner 
table to comfort the boy’s empty stomach, and an 
additional verse which the doctor had certainly 
not written :

“  Und bis mein Bart wird keimen,
Mein Arm wird stark genug.

Bcsinge ich daheimen (sic)
Der jungen Helden Zug.”

In 1866, her eldest daughter, Agnes, now well- 
known for her children’s books, was married to 
Pastor Willms, of Holstein, and very shortly' after 
this event Frau Wildermuth became the prey of a 
nervous disease from which she suffered for six 
years, though even then her pen was never en-
tirely laid aside. During this time she published 
“  Aus Nord und Sud,”  “  Aus Selilossund Hiitte,” 
and “ Von Berg und Thae.”

Upon her own abilities, she placed so slight an 
estimate that when, in 1871, the King of Wurtern- 
burg sent her his portrait and the gold medal for 
art and literature, she said, “  The less I have done 
to deserve this kindness on the part of the king, 
the greater the pleasure to think he can take any 
interest in my simple tales.”

In the fall of 1876 Frau Wildermuth was seized 
with rheumatism of the joints, from which 6he 
suffered all the winter, until taken to Baden-Ba-
den in April, where the warm baths seemed to 
effect a total cure. She returned to Tubingen in 
June full of spirits and in seemingly renewed 
health and vigor, and with many plans of future 
literary work mapped out.

But on the 8th of July she was suddenly at-
tacked by her old malady, and on July 13th she 
peacefully passed away to that better land, from 
which so much of her sunshine in this life had been 
borrowed. L. P. L.

Letters from Europe.— Ho* 1.
P a r i s , F r a n c e , Decemlm- 8.

F r o m  this far-away land, among strange new 
scenes, new ways and new people, I write of my 
journey since crossing the “  sad sea waves,”  Sad 
indeed they proved to me—I never so fully real-
ized just what that expression meant. The Qailia 
is a stanch vessel, but oh how she rocked us in 
her rough cradle, how she groaned and creaked, 
and tossed us from side to side, and how ill every-
body was for many days ! What eared we for tlie 
dainties the steward brought us? The sight of 
broths, grapes, and jellies only made us loathe life 
the more. A “ beautiful chop sea,” the sailors 
called it! Beautiful indeed, to be sent away 
down into the waves one moment, and high in the 
air the next, striving vainly meanwhile to pre-
serve our balance ! By and by, however, we 
were able to crawl on deck, or lie in our sea

chairs watching the great mountain waves ris- i , 
ing and falling forever arouud us, and to take )! 
some interest in our fellow voyagers. Mr. > 
Cunard himself was on board, wideli is perhaps 'r 
the reason they took pride in making one of ’ ! 
the shortest trips known to the Gallia. He is a ,
cordial Englishmen—u rarity it seems, Why is it , f
there is always such a feeling of hostility between . j 
English and Americans ? In our little world this , 
was quite evident. On Thanksgiving evening r 
there was some attempt at sociability by joining i 
in a concert, but when our national hymn, “  Amer j 

ica,”  was sung, not an Englishman joined us, and [
when they sang their “  God save the Queen,”  they -'
all rose to their feet, while toe sat still. We were 1 i 
all glad when next moriiiugthe brown Kerry coast 11 
of Ireland came before our laud-starved eyes, and ' 
never did town look lovelier than did the little 
white port of Queenstown. After that, all was 1' 
hurry till we landed next day at Livcrjtool. Hasty 
farewells were said, und all wentour several ways.
A dear, genial one of our number was Mr. Powers, 
son of the great sculptor. He has asked us to visit 
his studio in Florence, which, as we go south in a 
few weeks, we will surely do. We've turned our 
back upon rough old Neptune right gladly, and 
wended our way to the quaint old city of Chester, 
with its narrow', moldy streets, ancient ruins, and 
towers. We went to Blossom’s, a funny old inn, 
all narrow, crooked halls, darting off here and 
there into unexpected doors and angles. There 
were strange little rooms, wide fireplaces, and, 
best of all to our recovered appetites, delicious 
old English cooking. We had Welsh rarebit, 
pheasant, and jugged hare all served in a cosy 
parlor, before a bright Are. In the afternoon we 
drove out three miles to Eton Hall, the castle of 
the Duke of Westminster, the richest peer in 
England. As we drove through the gates and 
into the fine old park, with its herds of deer 
grazing here und there, with its beautiful, glassy 
little lakes, and beyond the turrets of the castle, 
above the tree-tops, I felt us if I were turning 
the pages of a delightful English novel, while sit-
ting by the home-fire iu far-off America. This, my 
first castle, however, soon proved reality, and we 
had a charming ramble through the lovely grounds 
and conservatories. We sat on the piazza and 
played at beiug great lords and ladies, wondering 
how it would seem to be owner of so many broad 
lands. It was, indeed, a sight to remember, with 
the river Dee winding in aud out of the green 
meadows. The next day we drove six miles into 
Wales, to the residence of William E. Gladstone— 
Hawarden Castle, it is called. This is another 
grand estate, large park, and beautiful buildings, 
but all around was dark and gloomy as a tomb.
We climbed through wet, dead leaves, to an old 
ruin that stands overlooking the castle. But we 
were well repaid by the fine view' of AVales to be 
seen from there. The ruin is a most fascinating 
old place, with its dress of ivy and holly, its slimy 
old moat, dark dungeons, und drawbridge. One 
could not but think of gliost6, toads, and lizards, 
in such an uncanny place. After shiveringly ex-
ploring every dark hole and corner, we hurried 
back to the carriage to drive home through a de-
licious Welsh twilight, to find a cheery fire and a 
nice dinner awaiting us at the liome-llke Blossoms.
For the next few days we devoted ourselves to 
seeing the old Koman wall, said to have been 
built by the Romans around their ancient race- 
ground. I thought it would have l>een very nice 
to 6ee a chariot drawn by fiery horses dashing 
around the place that is now only a pasture- 
ground for a few innocent cows, who were quietly 
eating their grass all unconscious of the memories 
attached to the place. At the end of this wall is 
Caesar’s Tower. The old cathedral is also very- 
near this wall, and is “  a dream in stone,”  with its 
tall, grand archways, ancient cloisters, and beau-
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tifnl carvings. We were, however, more inter-
ested in the old ruin of St. John’s Abbey, which 
stands right in the town, on the banks of the river 
Dee. Its mossy old stones, crumbling with the 
wear of twelve hundred years, and ivied arches, 
make a picturesque view from the river. We stood 
long and gazed at it, wishing the stones might 
speak out and tell us the stories of those long 
years. Among its stones is the imprint of a coffin 
standing upright, green with age like the rest. It 
is said that in this coffin a beautiful maiden was 
nailed alive for offending her guardian in some 
way. Let modern maidens be thankful that such 
punishments are not given now 1 But at last we 
were obliged to tear ourselves away from Chester, 
which seems to belong to a past age; even little 
children of but a few years are dressed like little 
grandmothers. How would New York babies 
look with bonnets on old enough for their mam-
mas, and black dotted veils demurely tied over 
their rosy little faces ? Perhaps it was just as well 
for us to hurry up to busy London, for I really 
began to feel somewhat moldy and old myself, 
and to blush for our new land where nothing is 
half so old. We saw London through a cloud of 
smoke and fog, and began to wish ourselves back 
in the green country, but we performed dutifully 
the round of museums, picture galleries, and 
shops. Our evening at Madame Tussaud’s wax 
works was quite amusing. The wax figures of 
various celebrated people are standing here and 
there in the most natural attitudes, and as they 
are exact copies of theorigiuals, both in dress and 
features, many laughable mistakes were made in 
taking the real from the unreal. One of our 
party called me to obtain a good view of the fig-
ures of the royal family, who were arranged on a 
platform. I seated myself beside a dear old lady, 
who, like myself, was earnestly regarding Queen 
Victoria and the Prince of Wales. In sitting 
down I jostled her, and feeling distressed lest I 
should seem rude, I begged her pardon with my 
most polite bow. Stony silence met my effort at 
peace, when, peeping into her face, I made the 
discovery that she too was made of wax. Adjoin-
ing this room is the Chamber of Horrors, where 
figures of prominent criminals stand glaring, as if 
they would stab the crowds that come to look 
upon them. It is here that the famous guillotine 
stands, with its cruel knife that severed the heads 
of twenty-two hundred people, pretty Marie Antoi-
nette among them. Her head in wax is at the foot 
with the blood spots, just as when it was severed 
from the body. It was so frightfully realistic as 
to be yminful. We felt quite sure we would dream 
that night that we too lived in the time of so many 
butcheries. We went into the Napoleon rooms be-
fore leaving, that we might forget somewhat the 
impressions of the Chamber of Horrors. Some of 
the relics of this great man are really absurd. 
Think of preserving one of his teeth on a silver 
rosette, with the forceps lying near that drew it 
from his mouth ! A piece of his horse’s tail is 
kept in a beautiful red velvet case. The guide 
allowed us to climb into the coach in which he 
rode to the battle of Waterloo, but I could not 
feel at all as though I were going to a war. We 
soon hurried away from London that w'e may 
reach a more southern clime, but have stopped 
for a few weeks at bewitching Paris. My 
French utterly forsook me when we arrived 
among the jabbering crowd at the Custom House. 
I found that “  Where is the black coat of the 
carpenter’s brother ? ”  and such other sentences 
as I had learned in the grammar were of no use 
with which to find our tninks. Our troubles, 
however, are over for a time, as we are nicely 
settled in a French family, though, alas, we all 
heartily wish, with Mark Twain, that we “ had 
been born in every country at once.’ ’

E i .e a n o r k  if. P.

if Kesping A ccount:

Methods of Charity.
It  is becoming one of the most difficult prob-

lems with many kind-hearted people how to dis-
tribute alms without doing positive evil—how to 
help those who need help so as to do the most 
good. There are quantities o f institutions in ex-
istence, but they run in a rut, and never seem to 
meet individual cases. Giving, it is pretty well 
understood, is the quickest method of manufac-
turing an eternal race of paupers, and when a lady 
(Mrs. Elizabeth Thompson) declared that of the 
six hundred thousand dollars she has distributed 
among the poor, she does not know an instance in 
which her money has not done more harm than 
good, we may well sympathize with those who 
wish to do good so that no evil may come of it. 
Newspapers have taken up the work, and scarcely 
one of note but now has some pet scheme of phil-
anthropy of its own. With one it is an “  Always 
with you ”  columu, in which deserving cases are 
brought to public notice and usually relieved. 
But in an editorial reference to this method, and 
to the necessity for the strictest investigation of 
all such appeals, it was stated that at least nine out 
of ten of all such applicants proved to be impos-
tors, utterly undeserving, and often not needing 
the charity of the public.

Another scheme, started and carried through 
by a benevolent man, with the aid of an evening 
paper in New York City (the Ibsl), is that of a 
“  Fresh Air ”  fund, for taking tenement-house 
children into the country, and providing them with 
two weeks’ board and lodging free, in the families 
of farmers and country residents. The theory is 
not only to give them the benefit of change, of 
pure air and wholesome diet, but to make them 
acquainted with, and thus create a taste for a 
sweet, sound, and healthful country working life. 
The difficulties in the way of such an undertaking 
are great, but they have been met, and undoubted 
good has been accomplished. A third scheme is 
that, of finding permanent homes for children, 
boys especially, in the country, and that also 
seems to have been successful.

Institutions, that is individual institutions, are 
terrific absorbents of the surplus time, strength 
and means in a community, and it is a question if 
it wouldnot be better if theyf-were all swept away, 
and the functions left with those who deal with 
general principles and work from a broader stand-
point. To teach self-help and begin with the 
young is the important point, and this should be 
followed by a course of regular, undeviating in-
dustry, kindly and wisely directed. We doubt the 
wisdom of teaching boys and girls that work is 
play. It is not, and never can be. But they can 
be made to know that work is better than play, 
and not half so wearing to body or mind. The 
popular belief that work is disagreeable and that 
play is agreeable has done infinite mischief, when, 
in reality, it is exactly the other way : it is play 
that is tiresome, work in which there is eternal 
strength and refreshment. A method of charity 
that will bring to the young the gospel of work is 
the one that is needed.

A  Hard W in ter,
Th e  winter of ’80-81 lias been distinguished by 

intense cold and severe storms, but we are prom-
ised a “  favorable ”  spring by the prophet Vennor.

• =, 1 A  ,

W it h  some people the whole duty of woman is 
summed up in keeping accounts; exactly what, 
accounts she is to keep is not precisely stated, 
but it is rather indefinitely hinted that the money 
spent in a thousand little waysof which she takes 
no cognizance amounts to a fearful sum in the 
course of a year, and in fact represents the differ-
ence between economy and extravagance, riches 
and penury.

There may be something in this to the woman 
who is intrusted with an allowance for “  pocket ”  
and dress money, and a certain proportion of the 
income for housekeeping, both o f which are paid 
to her with the regularity with which her husband 
pays his workmen or receives bis wages. But 
such an one rarely errs on the side of spending 
too much. Her accounts naturally divide, and 
make a sum total, and all she has got to do is to 
see that one does not intrench upon or overlap 
the other.

A greater danger is this, that in the absence of 
any special provision for various other household 
and housewifery requirements the sum (usually a 
meager one) allotted to the table will be made to 
stretch over half a dozen other important neces-
sities, and thus the “ living”  be unwisely cur-
tailed of its due excellence and variety. It is an 
extremely rare thing for men to provide freely, 
ungrudgingly, and in the proper way for the wants 
of their households. Some do their own market-
ing, run bills, and not only deprive their wives of 
any opportunity to “  manage ”  on their own ac-
count, or practice the lessons they nmy have re-
ceived, but make daily life a purgatory by their 
complaints and grumbling concessions whenever 
an article is required, and their more elaborate 
tirades when the bills they themselves run be-
come due. At least a third, perhaps half the mar-
ried women in the world live in the most literal 
manner from “  hand to mouth.”  They never have 
a dollar to call their own ; and life narrows itself 
little by little to almost penurious limits, because 
beyond this nothing can be had without a struggle 
and a contest which it is very soon felt is too 
“ wearing ”  to.be often repeated. “  Keeping ac-
counts ”  under such circumstances as these is 
discouraging, if not impossible ; they would run 
something after the following fashion:

“  Wanted sugar, salt, soda, and butter. Hus-
band grumbled dreadfully, and thinks we use 
more of everything than any one in the neighbor-
hood.”

“  Asked husband to bring some steak for dinner. 
He brought it, but it was so tough he would not 
eat it, and I had to cook ham and eggs for him, 
and let the children make up on bread and molas-
ses.”

There are many details in a household, many 
incidents in the growing life of children that can-
not be dealt with or even understood by a man. 
and unless he is prepared to trust his wife with 
their direction he should not marry, but lead an 
old bachelor existence, confining his responsibili-
ties as well as his faculty for making people 
wretched to himself. If a wife is uot fit to be 
trusted with the disbursement of her husband’s 
money she is uot fit to be a wife.

Among children, however, to whom money is 
given as an allowance or for their personal 
uses, a system of keepiug accounts is desirable, 
and in fact essential to order and regularity in ex-
penditure. Just as soon as they are old enough a 
small sum paid weekly should be intrusted to 
them for special personal uses, to be increased as 
they grow older. For the use of this they should 
be held accountable, and this will give them a 
sense o f its value; moreover, if they expend it 
foolishly it should uot. be replaced, but they 
should be compelled to resign the good thing it
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might have done for them. A habit of preserving 
system and order in one’s cash disbursements, of 
dividing the income iuto appropriate funds for 
the maintenance of each department, and not per-
mitting one to intrench upon or impair the integ-
rity of the other, is a capital way to keep family 
accounts, and does not take the time nor excite 
the weariness incurred by putting down each sep-
arate item. A methodical housekeeper of twen-
ty-five years’ standing says that she has always 
divided her income into “ funds,”  and never al-
lows one to rob another. For example—she has 
a fund for table expenses, a fund for servant’s 
wages—and this also includes kitchen wear and 
tear, and gas bills—a fund for the dress of her-
self and daughters, and a fund for the payment of 
larger bills, replacing articles of furniture, annual 
fuel bills, and the purchase of the fall stock of 
canned fruits, vegetables, jellies, and the like. 
In this way, without keeping detailed accounts, 
which are almost impossible for a busy woman, 
she is able to calculate accurately the cost of her 
liviug.

Good Times*
Ev e r y b o d y  is willing to be tried by prosperity, 

yet, after all, it is more of a test than adversity, 
and more often results in the shipwreck of hopes 
and happiness. Still, it must be admitted that 
prosperity is a much more cheerful companion, 
and almost the ouly reason why it is not alto-
gether desirable, is because so many do not know 
how to treat it.

AVe have entered, it is said, upon an era of pros-
perity for this country, after several years of great 
depression, and it is to be hoped that adversity 
has taught us some lessons that may be of use to 
us. One is, or should be this, that these alternate 
upheavals and depressions are mainly our own 
fault, that there is no necessity in the nature of 
things for the violent fluctuations which mark out- 
eras of financial stagnation and inflation. The re-
cent “  hard times,”  from which so many have 
suffered—in which so many have been plunged 
from affluence iuto beggary, were directly trace-
able to causes which might have been prevented 
—to the speculative spirit caused by the paper in-
flation during the w’ar, on the one hand, and to 
the premature building of enormous systems of 
railroads, on the other, which the business of the 
country w-as not able to sustain.

Doubtless there was a use in developing new 
regions, in establishing communication with dis-
tant points ; but we must not do even what is de-
sirable faster than we can do it honestly, and 
with full justice to the other interests in which we 
are involved. How many small fortunes, the re-
sults of long years of sacrifice and saviug, have 
been swept away by the desire to add to lands and 
property, a desire allowed to outride ever}’ other 
hope and absorb every other interest! Prosperity 
is good as it enables us to enlarge our own boun-
daries of thought and do good to others. It is 
detrimental if we use it simply as a means to ac-
cumulate burdens we cannot carry, and which 
must be an obstacle and a hindrance, rather than 
a help to others. We should not think much of 
rain or sunshine, at least they w’ould fail of their 
most beneficent purpose, if they ran the trunks of 
trees and the stalks of plants up to an inordinate 
height, but left them thin, leafless, fruitless, good 
neither for shade nor refreshment. Yet this is 
what we do when wre use prosperity to accumu-
late in one direction only ; sacrificing the growth, 
the cultivation, the enlargement of those about 
us, and also our own satisfaction in the knowledge 
that we arc putting our prosperity into many lives, 
and setting the example of a life put to its best 
uses.

If we use our prosperity wisely we need not fear 
adversity, for it will not have power to harm U6. 
On the other hand, adversity is often only a mask, 
and if met with an honest and hearty handshake, 
reveals the smiling face of a friend beneath.

“  Uncle T oby and the W id ow *”
(See Steel Engraving. )

Our  readers will find a study and a treat in the 
excellent reproduction of one of C. R. Leslie’s 
most charming pictures which is given with the 
above title. Every one who has read Sterne's 
“  Tristram Shandy ”  will recognize at once the 
famous scene where gallant Uncle Toby lends him-
self to the dangerous task of extracting a minute 
speck that had dared to lodge in the corner of one 
of the widow’s luminous orbs. Uncle Toby was 
profane, but he was soft-hearted ; he looked into 
the poor eye, which, notwithstanding its hurt, shone 
upon him with dangerous power, and he surren-
dered at discretion, or rather with no more discre-
tion than if he had been a boy and the widow a girl 
of nineteen.

The situation is depicted with immense drollery. 
The appealing sweetness and innocence of the art-
ful widow’s expression; the attitude which dis-
plays her rounded arm and white, taper fingers, 
and the gentle assuaging of her grief, which the 
soft mixture of mull with her black attire indicates, 
are all valuable accessories of the picture, and help 
to tell its story. Mr. C. R. Leslie, R.A., was a lit-
erary man as well ns a painter. He wrote several 
books, and his subjects for pictures were mostly- 
taken from books. Among his best-known works 
are “ Anne Page and Master Slender,”  “ Sir Roger 
de Coverley going to Church,”  and “ May-days in 
the time of Queen Elizabeth.”  He was professor 
of drawing at West Point in 1833, for a few months 
only. He died in 1859 at the ripe age of eighty- 
four.

Scandal from the Pulpit*
A c e l e b r a t e d  a c t r e s s  w h o  h a d  b e e n  v e r y  m u c h  

a b u s e d  b y  a  c l e r g y m a n  w h o  h a d  n e v e r  s e e n  h e r ,  
a n d  w h o  k n e w  n o t h i n g  o f  h e r  e x c e p t  b y  r e p o r t —  
n e v e r  a s a f e  g u i d e — d e c l a r e d  h e r  i n t e n t i o n ,  i f  a g a in  
a s s a i le d ,  o f  h a v i n g  h e r  l i b e l l e r  a r r e s t e d  a n d  m a d e  
t o  p r o v e  h i s  d e c l a r a t i o n s  in  o p e n  c o u r t .

This would be a severe measure, but it is not 
certain but it would be deserved. Clergymen are 
too much in the habit of denouncing what they 
know nothing of. It may be said that they do it 
on general principles, and believing in the immo-
rality of that which they denounce. But even so, 
they should confine themselves to general state-
ments, not condemn individuals, for this is set-
ting the worst kind of an example to others. AVe 
cannot expect communities to be purged of the 
sin of gossip and slander, if it is taught by and 
practiced from the pulpit.

“  H ow  to Get into Good Society*”
Mr . James  Russell  Lo w e l l  recently delivered 

an address on the above topic, in which he recom-
mended books as the very best way in which the 
young could reach the best society, and inculcated 
the importance of so selecting their reading as to 
become accustomed to the society of the best, and 
then they would not tolerate the less worthy, but 
would acquire amine of infinite value to them in 
the future. The way to become acquainted with 
authors is to read their books carefully, aDd try to 
identify yourself with them, and their motives, or 
purpose. Make notes of whatever is new to you, 
in fact, or idea, or opinion, and if honestly put 
down, and properly classified, these notes will also 
become most interesting as a transcript of the 
growth and development of your own mind.

Gauss cf Depravity in the Ycur.g.
Two clergymen recently preached sermon in 

regard to the number of youthful criminals aud 
the cause. One of them traced it to godless 
homes, and the growing neglect of the Sabbath ; 
the other to the want of employment for the 
young. The mistake of the first seems to be in 
making a cause of what arc in reality effects. An 
early industrial training, a habit of work, which is 
soon cultivated iuto a love of it, is the best, the 
ouly preservative against idleness and crime. The 
abandonment of the apprenticeship system, the 
difficulties put in the way of teaching boys trades, 
and girls useful household arts, the development 
of machinery, which requires a new adaptation of 
existing forces—these are the causesof the de-
pravity among the young, which only grow s for 
lack of the better things which ought to have 
filled the place.

“ The First Sunbeam*”
(See Page Engraving.)

Ev e r y  mother will appreciate the simple charm 
in the reproduction of Air. T. Faed’ s delightful 
picture of “ The First Sunbeam.”  The scene is 
the interior of a cottage ; the sun is striking its 
rays through the window, and sends a shaft down 
by the wall to the floor, lighting up the figure 
of the mother, and throwing a golden beam 
where the eyes of the girl baby, just beginning to 
walk, light upon it. As it dances before her, it is 
the brightest and prettiest thing she has ever 
seen, and she holds out her bands toward it, wish-
ing to clasp and make it her own. It is a prMty 
domestic scene, and represents three generations 
—the grandmother, the mother, and the child. 
The old lady is knitting, and watching the baby’s 
movements retrospectively; maybe she. is think-
ing of the days when the mother was the baby, 
and looked at the sunbeams longingly as. they 
played upon the floor. The brick oven by the side 
of the old-fashioned fireplace, the spinning-wheel* 
and every little detail of the cottage kitchen is in 
harmony with the time and purpose, while the 
curtain drawn iu front of the shelves upon which 

Js disposed the crockery gives evidence of the 
neatness and housewifely qualities of the house-
mother.

The picture is considered one of the choicest 
gems in the large aud valuable collection of Ja mes 
Fellows, Esq. It is one of Air. Faed’s latest and 
ripest productions, and va6 exhibited in the Lon-
don Royal Academy in 1«58.

Utilization cf W a ste  Chambers*
“ T h e  audacity of American invention is pro-

verbial: it disdains belief in the impossible. AVe 
learn that fireproof houses can be built of cotton 
and straw’. In preparing these materials, raw cot-
ton o f inferior quality, the scattered refuse of 
plantations and sweepings of factories, are mixed, 
and converted into a paste, which becomes aR hard 
as stone, and is then called architectural cotton. 
It may be made in large slabs, whereby the build-
ing of a house would be rapid in comparison 
with the practice of laying brick after brick, aud 
at about one-third of the cost..

“ For the other part, wheat straw is treated in a 
way already known, and converted into paste-
board. The sheets thus prepared are soaked in a 
solution which hardens the fibers, and arc then 
compressed under enormous power into beams 

1 and boards of any required size ; and the effect of 
thesoaking is said to render them difficult of cotn- 
bustion. No information has reached us as re-
gards the mode of operation or the nature of the 
chemical preparations required : hence, to save 
trouble, we intimate that further particulars are 
not as yet forthcoming.”
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Hotes and Comments on Events 

of the Day*

INTERESTING SUBJECTS AND NOTABLE 

THINGS WHICH HAVE OCCURRED DURING 

THE PAST MONTH. — CONTEMPORA-

NEOUS HISTORY FROM A FAMILIAR 

POINT OF VIEW.
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What a Blind Man Saw.
Professor Fawcett, who is postmaster-general 

of England, is a blind man; but he can write 
books, farm, hunt, and fish. In short he is a very 
remarkable person, and has a very clever wife, 
Mrs. Milicent Fawcett. Since he has been a 
member of Mr. Gladstone’s Cabinet, he has insti-
tuted what is called The Shilling Savings Bank; 
any very poor person or child in Great Britain, by 
filling a blank form with penny post-office stamps, 
can, by handing them in at the nearest post-office, 
draw interest on his or her petty investment. At 
last accounts nearly a hundred thousand of these 
deposits have been made, that is to say, about 
twenty-five thousand dollars had been saved, 
which would have gone for useless toys or strong 
drink. It has only been a few months in opera-
tion, but this poor people’s savings bank has 
proved so successful that it is believed in time 
millions will be invested in this way by very poor 
people. Professor Fawcett is about to organize a 
cheap parcel-post, in which the Government and 
the railway corporations will jointly agree to car-
ry parcels at a minimum cost. This will be of im-
mense advantage to retail trade, and will cheapen 
goods all over the Uuited Kingdom. And then he 
is urging the reduction of charges for telegrams 
to a half-penny a word. Although telegraph 
charges in Great Britain are not one-sixth of what 
they are in this country, yet the Government has 
made two million five hundred thousand dollars 
profit during last year. The loss of revenue by 
the proposed reduction is estimated at $850,000. 
But if the reduction brings a larger patronage to 
the government telegraph, there maybe no-loss 
at all. But whether there is or not, Mr. Fawcett 
proposes to make the change for the benefit of 
the class to whom the amount of a half-penny is a 
matter of moment. How much more this blind 
postmaster can see than certain American post-
master-generals, and for that matter, the Ameri-
can people themselves. For we hand over our 
telegraph system to corporations who are prolific 
of devices to add to their profits at the expense of 
the public; instead of demanding that our Gov-
ernment should do the work, so as to give the fa-
cilities of this great agent of modern civilization 
to all its citizens at the lowest possible cost. Jay 
Gould, the great American telegraph king, has 
excellent eyesight, especially in matters of advan-
tage to himselr ; but he is very, very blind in mat-
ters which are intended to benefit the community. 
It is in this last respect that the blind postmaster- 
general of Great Britain has the advantage over 
him.
France, the Fortunate.

A prosperous country is France. It has no very 
poor. Outside of the Rothschild family, no very 
rich. The great fortunes which our millionaires 
are piling up arc unknown in France, and impos-
sible under her laws. The wealth which we lav-
ish upon our railway, bonanza, telegraph, and 
land kings, in France is distributed among the 
mass of the people. The only cloud in the future 
is the certainty that, when the time comes, France 
will again try conclusions with Germany, so as to 
recover Alsace and Lorraine. The Republic has 
decreed that all the children of France shall be 
educated. It is also settled that the young wo-
men of France shall have the same educational 
advantages as the young men. At the last elec-

tions the voters declared almost unanimously for 
the Republic. The monarchic and imperial fac-
tions are in extreme popular disfavor, while the 
communists proper scarcely return a member to 
the city councils. Gambetta is the real ruler of 
France, and he believes in a radical republic, the 
free education of the people, and the deliverance 
of France from the priests. He also hopes to 
have the State so help the poor that there will bo 
no suffering from hunger or privation in all that 
fair land, of which he is the real but unacknowl-
edged dictator. America might learn something 
from France.
The great Brokers' Trades-Union.

A seat in the New York Stock Exchange sells 
for over $30,000. During June of 1880 the price 
was $18,000. In 1878 James Gordon Bennett pre-
sented his friend “  Larry ”  Jerome with a seat in 
the Exchange which cost him $5,000. The present 
board embraces 1,100 members, and was formed 
of three rival boards shortly after the close of the 
war, the membership in two of which cost only 
$100. It follows that an investment of $100 in 
1866 would bring to-day over $30,000; in case of 
the death of a member of the board of brokers 
the widow or heirs would get the price of the 
seat together with an insurance fund of $11,000. 
For upon the death of a broker all the other bro-
kers are assessed $10 each to pay the heirs. 
The New York Stock Exchange is a great trades- 
union. Should a member deal with the brokers 
belonging to any other board, he loses his 
seat. He also forfeits his right as a member 
if he lends money at less than 6 per cent, to his 
customers; nor is he permitted to charge less 
than $25 for buying and selling a hundred shares of 
stock. So jealous and close is this corporation 
that a rival open board was not permitted the use 
of the tape upon which is recorded stock prices. 
It is believed that the price of these seats will 
steadily advance. A seat in the Paris Bourse is 
worth $300,000, but then there are only 6ixty 
members, while there are eleven hundred brokers 
in the New York Stock Exchange. Seats in the 
San Francisco board of brokers have sold as high 
as $60,000, but the membership is very limited. 
It is understood though that recently, due to the 
depression in the price of the mines on the Com-
stock lode, the value of shares in the San Frau- 
cisco boards has fallen very greatly.

But, say our readers, what interest has the 
country in the price of seats in the New York 
Stock Exchange ? Simply this: A rise in the 
price of seats from $100 to over $30,000 within 
15 years, shows the enormous development of 
stock operating—or shall we call it gambling— 
within that period. We have no national lot-
teries here as they have in France, Italy, and 
other countries, but Americans take to specula-
tion very readily. Every day tens of millions 
of dollars are bet on the price of stocks. This is 
not confined to New York, for the “ ticker”  with 
its roll of tapes gives instantaneously the price of 
stocks to the whole country. It is almost as easy 
to operate on the New York Stock Exchange in 
Chicago, St. Louis, Cincinnati, and Boston, as it 
is within a stone’s throw of the Exchange. More 
than half the business in the Exchange comes 
from telegraphic orders from out of town opera-
tors. We are in the midst of a great speculative, 
gambling excitement, which will end some day 
in a heavy crash, though, perhaps, not this year 
or next. But the medium for this excitement in 
prices will be the New York Stock Exchange.
Dressing the Dead.

She looked so lifelike that some of her friends 
would not believe she was dead. We are speak-
ing of the corpse of Miss Barbara Leifield of Bal-
timore. She was a beautiful girl, but was seized 
with a dreadful disease, and died untimely in the 
bloom of her fresh young womanhood. Although 
her physicians declared her dead, her friends in-
sisted that she should be deposited in a vault for 
fear she might only be in a trance. There was a 
rosy tint on the cheeks and ears, and other parts 
of her body seemed full of healthful blood. It 
turned out, however, that the corpse had been 
subjected to a process, in which sulphuric ether 
and other chemical agents were used, the result 
being the restoration of the apparent vitality of 
the body. It is said that this new invention is 
quite perfect in its way, and that the features and 
form of the deceased become life-like, and the

person seems to have fallen into a deep slumber. 
And this suggests the question, May not vanity 
survive death ? Is it not possible that this dress-
ing of the dead, tills simulation of life and health, 
may become fashionable? May not people argue 
as death is natural, why not make it less repul-
sive? To some people there is a strange fascina-
tion in viewing the features of the dead. They 
like to mark “ where beautv lingers,”  having 
partially escaped “ death’s defacing fingers.”

When religion died out in the Roman Empire 
there was a period of despair, andsuicides became 
very common among women. So serious became 
the mania for self-destruction, that to check it, 
the emperor issued a decree that every woman 
who took her own life should have her'body ex-
posed, nude, to the gaze of the rabble of Rome. 
This put a stop to suicides, for, though life might 
be unhappy, death to a modest woman must not 
be shameful. If a sense of modest shame could 
overcome a desire for death, may not a wish to be 
beautiful survive the pangs of dissolution ? Per-
haps dressing the dead may become the rage of 
our descendants.
$500,000,000

A large sum this. What a world of good it 
would do if properly expended. It would give us 
a telegraph system for the people. It would build 
us a navy, and subsidize steamship lines wherever 
they were needed. It would found great scienti-
fic universities and art colleges. Well, the Ameri-
can Congress has voted $500,000,000, for what ? 
For auy of these beneficial purposes ? No. This 
money is to be given as a gratuity ostensibly to 
the soldiers who fought in the last war; but really 
to claim agents and swindlers of all kinds. It is 
estimated that less than $30,000,000 of the $500,-
000,000 will go to deserving and really needy peo-
ple. Congressmen and Presidents do not like to 
seem mean to soldiers who have fought for their 
country, and so these swindling bills are shoved 
through without protest from any quarter. It is 
estimated that two-thirds of our pension list are a 
pure steal. But there is not a public man with 
nerve enough to tell the people the truth about it
The Westward March of Empire.

Where does all the money come from ? A few 
leading bankers issue proposals for the sale of 
bonds to build the Northern Pacific Railroad. 
Twenty million dollars is called for, but forty mil-
lion dollars is at once subscribed. Another banker 
opens a subscription list for a sale of bonds to 
build a road to the city of Mexico, and the bonds 
are taken up, and at a premium, within a week. 
Investors in these costly railways through wilder-
nesses will lose their money, but the bankers who 
handle the loans will make a splendid profit, But, 
whether the roads pay or not, new countries will 
be settled and new empires added to the Union. 
Ihe Northern Pacific will open up the wonderful 
Yellowstone region, as well as the vast possibili-
ties of Oregon. To the southwest a railroad will 
spread American influence, ideas, and goods. 
Within a couple of years the traveler will be able 
to reach the city of Mexico within six days from 
New York, and he need never get out of his Pull-
man car for the whole distance. For return 
freights we will get silver, coffee, cocoa, dye 
woods, and a great abundance of tropical produc-
tions. But what a marvelous age we live in, and 
how steadily the march of the English-speaking 
people is toward the setting sun. The West gains, 
but we in the East do not lose, for our Eastern 
cities are growing with a larger per cent, of ad-
vance than in anj' period of their past history. 
Yes, we certainly live in a remarkable period.
A Splendid Scheme.

We allude to Captain Eads’ Tehuantepec Ship 
Railway. He has obtained the concession from 
the Mexican Government to build a railway, which 
shall convey not only passengers and freights, but 
which can be used for transporting bodily sailing 
vessels and steamships; that is to say, a ship can 
sail from England to a port in the Gulf of Mexico, 
there hoisted upon a railway line, taken to the 
Pacific Const, and then launched so as to continue 
the voyage to Asia. The Mexican Government 
warmly favors the project, and there are many 
distinguished engineers who believe it quite feas-
ible. Should Captain Eads succeed, it would 
render unnecessary De Lessep’s famous canal. 
But still European capitalists seem to believe in
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De Lceseps; the money lias been subscribed, and 
the engineers are already on the road to commence 
tlie construction of the new avenue between 
Europe and Asia.
A Cave Wonder.

This one is in Arizona, in the Santa Rita Moun-
tains. We all have heard of the Mammoth Cave 
of Kentucky, one of the wonders of the world; 
Howe’s Cave, in Schoharie County, N. Y., is a 
very remarkable place, and too little known to 
travelers in search of the marvelous. Some of 
the chambers of these caves are of rare beauty, 
the irregular limestone formations multiplying 
marvelously the flickering lights of the tourists. 
A few tallow candles reflected from these myriad-
faced surfaces will often produce an illumination 
equal to the electric lights of Menlo Park. In 
this Arizona cave were found numerous chambers, 
and there were many weird effects produced by 
the light glancing upon stalactites and stalagmites. 
Skeletons of Indians were found in several parts 
of the cave, with their tools and warlike apparatus. 
At last accounts it was only partially explored, 
and it may, in extent, be as great as the Mammoth 
Cave. In the early days our rude ancestors were 
forced to live in caves, so as to be protected from 
wild beasts, and for generations to come we will 
be discovering these ancient habitations of man. 
Marvelous as is this cave in Arizona, we would 
not advise any one to go and visit it until after 
they have seen the caverns in the earth nearer 
home.
No Fear of Over-Population-

Malthus was an old goose. His theory was that, 
while food-production increased at an arithmetical 
ratio, population increased geometrically, nence 
he said that wars, pestilences, and famines were 
essential to keep down the number of people to 
the food supply. But Malthus lived and wrote 
three-quarters of a century before artificial fish 
culture was tested. According to the latest pisci-
culturists, there is no limit to the production of 
fish food. B. B. Reading, of California, declares 
that “ If the ocean itself could be cultivated for 
food it should yield a supply, not as the area of 
its bottom is to the area of the land above its sur-
face, but as all its areas of density and tempera-
ture are to the surface of land above water.”  As 
there is three times more water than land, this 
practical writer argues that the methods now in 
use are sufficient to produce a supply of fish food 
that can only be limited by the amount of food 
for fish that now exists in water, or that may 
hereafter be cultivated. And he draws the con-
clusion that population can never exhaust the 
supply that may be produced by artificial produc-
tion, wisely conducted. Fish culture is yet in its 
infancy, yet it has increased the fish supply in 
certain lakes and rivers a thousandfold. The 
fecundity of fishes is something marvelous, and 
so much superior is man’s providence to nature’s 
wastefulness, that, whereas ninety-five per cent, 
of the fecundated ova are lost in the ordinary 
processes of nature, barely two per cent, of the 
young fishes are wasted when man supervises the 
work of fish propagation. But the pity of it—the 
pity of it is, that with all this ability to produce 
food, so many of the millions of earth’s children 
suffer from want and hunger. There is enough 
and to spare for all, if man himself will see to it 
that all the possibilities of nature are taken ad-
vantage of. Man can multiply the fish in the sea, 
his care can increase the cattle of the field, and as 
for the earth itself, it does not begin to produce 
as abundantly as wheu science will be brought to 
bear on t hat problem. Oh ! that we could go to 
sleep for two hundred years, and wake up to see 
all the improveincuts in store for the human 
race.
Twenty-four Husbands-

A Chippewa squaw known as “ Old Monu-
ment”  is living with her twenty-fourth husband 
on Ann River, Minnesota. Forty years ago, at Bat-
tle llpllow, she was living with her thirteenth hus-
band* a distinguished warrior who fell pierced by 
the arrows of the Sioux. Since then she lias been 
married and divorced from ten husbands, and her 
present spouse is the medicine man of the tribe.

This is the most married woman nh record. It 
however recalls the fact that polyandry was the

prevalent marriage custom in the very early his-
tory of the race. What with wild beasts, few 
tools, and the mechanic arts undiscovered, the 
struggle for existence was very severe. Only the 
most active and vigorous could live, hence infan-
ticide of female offspring, and the killing of the 
old and useless. Hence also the marriage of sev-
eral husbands to one wife. It was the custom for 
one woman to marry all the brothers of a family 
as they came of age. Polyandry still exists in 
Thibet and among the hill tribes of India, while 
the destruction of female offspring is not un-
known in portions of densely populated China 
and India. Polyandry in its time was an honored 
institution, sanctioned by custom and blessed by 
religion. An unclean variation of it is not un-
known to-day in the midst of our high civilization, 
but it is under the ban of public opinion, and is 
sometimes called “ the social evil.”
The New York World’s Fair
will certainly be held, but there is some, doubt as 
to whether matters can be arranged so as to hold 
it in 1883 as was first designed. General Ulysses 
8. Grant has accepted the presidency. A site 
called Inwood has been selected, and four million 
dollars subscribed to begin with. Inwood is on 
New York Island, some three miles northwest of 
Central Park. It is a picturesque and romantic 
spot. Before and while the buildings are being 
erected, there will probably be a great real estate 
excitement in New York City.

created against them violent, prejudices, which 
they could not live down. At>out a year since, in 
deference to public opinion, they gave up their 
system of “ complex”  marriage, and adopted (lie 
monogamy which generally obtains in llic out-
side world. They claim that the sixty odd chil-
dren bom to them are exceptionally healthy and 
well-favored. In ordinary society, from t wo-fifths 
to one-half of the children born die Indore they 
are five years old. In the Oneida community there 
have only been two deaths, from malformation at 
birth, while the usual children’s diseases, whoop-
ing cough, measles, and the like, are entirely un-
known. ‘

The community still exists, .800 st rong, but here-
after it is to be simply a joint-stock company. Its 
founder and leader, John Humphrey Noyes, is a 
first cousin of Rutherford B. Hayes, President of 
the United States. Noyes is upon record as say-
ing that community life is incompatible wiih 
inonogamic marriage; hence the past success of 
the Oneida community and the 8hakers, promis-
cuity being the practice of the one and celibacy 
of the other. Although the Oneida community 
have a splendid domain, spacious buildings, pros-
perous factories—for they make silk, traps,’ and 
metal ware, and sell large quantities of canned 
fruits—yet it i6 in the book of fate that its days 
are numbered. Though not much regarded to-
day, it has tested some of the most serious prob-
lems of man’s life on this planet, and It is a pity 
that some unprejudiced person should not write 
its history.

Enoch Arden Again.
When Tennyson wrote his “ Enoch Arden,”  the 

story seemed improbable. It was held to be un-
natural that a husband could tamely permit an-
other man to possess his wife whom he loved, and 
not even let her know of his existence. But quite 
a number of such cases have come to light since 
the poem was written. In Brooklyn recently a 
Mrs. Wiggins died, leaving a large fortune. Two 
husbands appeared and laid claim to their share 
of the property. One of them named Phillips 
finally proved that he was the first husband. He 
went to California. His letters home were in-
tercepted by his mother-in-law, and thinking him 
dead his wife manned Mr. Wiggins in entire good 
faith. Phillips finally returned to his home, 
found how matters were, but declined to inter-
fere with the homelife of the second husband. 
There were children by both marriages, and a con-
test over the will of Mrs. Wiggins brought the 
matter into the courts. But the tw’o husbands 
compromised in the interest of their children.

In this traveling age, when enterprise and the 
spirit of advantage tempts men away from their 
families, we may expect that many of these do-
mestic complications will arise. Indeed one of 
the most serious problems of the future is how to 
maintain the sacredness of marriage, and provide 
for the welfare of offspring in view of the facility 
with which discontented husbands or wives can 
remove to other parts of the earth and there 
form new alliances.
A Queer Community.

The good and aspiring of all ages have tried to 
realize heaven upon earth, by writing out their 
dreams of ideal communities. In these there was 
to be no poverty; a wise human Providence was 
to guard not only against sickness, but all the 
ills of life. Plato’s Republic was permeated with 
this conception, and Sir Thomas More’s Utopia 
involved the notion of a millennium upon this sin- 
cursed and suffering earth. In these modem 
times numberless attempts have been made to 
practically realize these dreams ; but they have 
very generally failed. Probably the most suc-
cessful was the Oneida community, which has 
been in existence since 1840. It was a child of the 
Perfectionist revival of 1832. This community, 
after numberless trials and afflictions, at length 
became rich. It had “ all things in common.”  
There was no individual property, not even in 
wives or husbands. They tried an experiment, 
which had not been tested since the time of the 
ancient Spartans; they endeavored to so control 
the conditions under which their children were 
born that they should inherit health and strength, 
physical, mental, and moral. Although the Onei-
da communists were orthodox Christians, the 
novelties they attempted in their social relations

Athleticism.
Foreign journals are noting the extraordinary 

progress the United States is making in athletic 
sports. A few years ago we were a sedentary peo-
ple ; now we excel in all outdoor games. Our cli-
mate is somewhat against us, for our winters are 
very cold and our summers very warm; but in walk-
ing, running, rowing, football playing, baseball and 
bicycling we beat the world. Slosson is deter-
mined to beat Vignaux, the famous French billiard 
expert. Captains Bogardus and Carver can kill 
more pigeons and break more glass balls than the 
crack shots of any nation on earth. Our marks-
men are always victorious over foreign teams. We 
have not heard much lately of pedestrianism, 
since Hart and Pogrcam, two colored men, beat, 
all their white competitors. There is one athletic 
game greatly in vogue among our college youths, 
which is voted dangerous. We allude to football. 
It is a very exciting one, and is getting to be ex-
ceptionally popular; but it has made too many 
cripples, and not a few powerful young men have 
been ruptured for life. Our young women are 
adepts in croquet, while lawn-tennis, an athletic 
outdoor game, is getting to be deservedly popu-
lar. All this cannot but add to the stamina and 
health of future generations. By all means let us 
encourage harmless and vitalizing out door sport6.
John Chinaman again.

It seems a new treaty has been negotiated with 
China, which practically will give the United 
States power to limit, if not stop, the emigration 
altogether of Chinese laborers to this country. It 
hardly seems to be the thing for the foremost 
free nation of the world to adopt a non-inter-
course policy with a nation holding dominion 
over one quarter of the human race. France and 
England have used fleets and armies to batter 
down the obstructions which China put in the 
way of intercourse with foreign nations. Yet now 
we are enacting, or trying to enact, the very same 
laws which China herself was forced to abandon 
under military coercion. Hereafter the Chinaman 
may come here to trade or to travel, but if he 
comes to work he can be prohibited by our na-
tional or municipal laws. It must be confessed 
that, where hest known, the Chinese are least 
liked. They lower the standard of comfort of the 
working-classes; they sell what they make, but do 
not purchase ; they are w ithout wholesome family 
ties, and practice' hideous and unnatural vices. 
They would add an undesirable element if incor-
porated into the American race, and while their 
thrift and industry are admirable, these virtues 
will not outweigh the many evils which would 
come to the nation if-they were allowed to settle 
indiscriminately in all parts of the country. At 
least this is the argument against Chinese'immi-
gration.
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Matches. 1
Not love matches, good reader, but those with 

which we light our gas and fires. Who would 
think this is so important an industry that a syn-
dicate has just been formed for monopolizing 
their manufacture, with a capital of 83,“150,000 ?
300.000 cubic feet of pine were turned into 
matches last year. For the manufacture of shoe 
pegs, 100,000 cords of timber were used, while 
lasts and boot-trees used up 500,000 cords of 
maple, birch, and beech, and the handles of tools 
as much more. There are nearly a million tele-
graph poles in the United States, and nearly
300.000 new ones each year. Each pole repre-
sents a tree. 2 ,000,000 cords of wood are burnt 
up in brick-making. It takes 75,000 acres’ growth 
of 30 years’ old wood to supply the annual de-
mand in railway ties. Is it any wonder that our. 
forests have disappeared? In view of the im-
mense consumption of timber in matches, was 
not the little boy who sold them, when asked his 
business, justified in saying that he was a lumber 
merchant?
Cold Snaps.

This lias proved to be a phenomenal winter. 
The cold commenced earlier, has been more in-
tense, and has extended farther south than in any 
year for half a century. Cold weather is expected 
in the north. We have the clothes and the houses 
to mitigate the rigors of the climate. But a real 
cold snap is a serious matter south of the latitude 
of Washington and St. Louis. Frost extending to 
the very Gulf of Mexico is not only unusual but 
destructive. It injures orange groves, retards 
cotton, and nips untimely all semi-tropical agri-
cultural productions. Owing to the absence of 
necessary provisions, cold is more keenly felt when 
it comes in Italy, Spain, and indeed all the warmer 
regions of the earth. The winter of 1881 will long 
be remembered for its cold and storms.
Down with Gambling.

A notable effort is making by the governments of 
France and Germany to put a stop to the gambling 
hells connected wil l! the leading continental water-
ing places. The s, ml independent cities, where the 
health-giving springs are situated, long abused 
their privileges by establishing gambling houses. 
With the extension of the authority’ of the German 
Empire came a responsibility which the govern-
ment has met, by forbidding gambling. France 
has brought a pressure to bear upon the Prince of 
Monaco, to put a stoppage to faro and roulette in 
that principality. It is strange how widespread is 
this immoral passion, this willingness to riskmoney 
in order to make money without working for it. 
We have had our share of gambling in this coun-
try ; indeed every contest, whether of boats, 
horses, or men, is made the occasion of pool-sell-
ing. But the great gambling in this country is in 
the Stock Exchange. Millions are staked daily on 
tin- prices of stocks, and the extension of the tele-
graph is adding to the number of those, all over 
the country, who gamble in the fluctuations, 
natural and artificial, in the prices recorded by the 
telegraph. There is not much open gambling, 
that is, the playing of cards or dice, in our large 
cities. Government lotteries, which are common 
in Southern Europe, are unknown here. But all 
Americans are speculative, and sometimes it is 
very difficult to distinguish between a speculative 
purchase and the turn of a card. Trade proper is 
an exchange of equivalents. But when you get 
something for nothing, or for very little, itcanuot 
be called an honest business transaction.
An Infinitesimal Republic.

It is called Andorra, situated in the Pyrenees. 
This little principality has been a republic ever 
since the time of Charlemagne. It rendered that 
great king some service, and he gave it a charter 
recognizing its autonomy for all time. Andorra, 
17 miles long by 15 wide, lias recently made some 
noise in the world by refusing permission to a 
railway company who wished to open a gambling 
saloon. It will be remembered that Monaco, an-
other lit * le republic on the borders of Italy, has, 
in the [)h >. been one oi the great gambling cen-
ters of Europe. But Ibis little republic of the 
Pyrenees would not consent to profit by gambling. 
There arc only ten thousand people in this little

community, and they are governed by tweuty- 
four councillors. These rulers have a uniform : 
knee-breeches of gray cloth, waistcoat and waist-
band of red wool, woolen stockings of light blue 
shade, shoes with silver buckleB, a black cravat, 
a red cocked hat, a black mantle with crimson 
trimmings. They also wear a sword. The build-
ing in which they meet is supposed to be the old-
est piece of architecture in Europe. The only in-
terference with their independence was when 
Henry IV. of France prohibited them from estab-
lishing the inquisition. August Comte was of 
opinion that in the fullness of time the whole 
world would be cut up into minute republics or 
communes. There will be a great temporal and 
a great spiritual power dominating the whole 
world, and caring for the interests of mankind at 
large. But the real social and political life of the 
race was to be settled in these small aud practi-
cally independent communities. Monaco and 
Andorra are oddities, but all good republicans 
must hope that their independence will never be 
taken from them.
What a Hundred Thousand Dollars Did.

This is the appropriation which the govern-
ment allows the fish commission to spend. We 
doubt if the investment of the same amount of 
money ever produced such immense results. 
Literally billions of fish have been turned into our 
streams at a trifling cost. In 1873 about one 
million shad were turned o u t ; last season fifty 
million were set afloat. Twenty million of 
shad can be hatched at one time. The work 
commences in Georgia in the early spring, and 
the tug containing the spawn keeps moving up 
with the advancing season, stocking all the streams 
that pour into the Atlantic. During the year 
1881 between two and three hundred million of 
shad will have been hatched by the commission. 
In addition to the shad the streams are stocked 
with salmon, cod, and Spanish mackerel, the 
last a delicious fish, too little known, but which, 
alas, must be eaten near where it is caught, or it 
loses its dainty flavor. Nor are the inland waters j 
neglected. Thirteen millions of white fish were j 
turned into the lakes last year, and this year fully I 
forty millions will be hatched out. Then a new ! 
fish, at least new to these shores, is the German 
carp, an incomparable pond fish. It is of Chinese , 
origin, and is to fish what the chicken is to fowls, j 
.and the pig to animals—very prolific and excel-
lent food. Some three thousand ponds were 
stocked last year. This year it is expected that 
forty thousand ponds will be stocked. Wherever 
a good duck pond is possible a farmer can grow a 
crop of carp which will cost him nothing and 
give him fresh fish-food the year around. We | 
might fill a page of this Magazine in telling the 
wonders performed by very little money in the 
propagation of fish. All this has been done by 
the National Fish Commission, of which Professor 
Baird is the head. New York State also has an 
excellent fish commission. But we are sorry to 
say that the governor of that State vetoed the 
small appropriation of a few thousand dollars, 
which was necessary to keep its work under way. 
The commissioners, however, Seth Green and 
R. B. Roosevelt, are rich gentlemen, and so they 
advanced the money themselves, trusting to the 
good sense of the people of the State to reimburse 
them, and continue the good work in which they 
are engaged.
Another Rival to Sam Patch

Niagara Falls will probably be the scene of an-
other suicide this summer. Last year a man suc-
ceeded in jumping from High Bridge into the 
Harlem River without loss of life or limb. It is 
a tremendous descent, and it is a miracle that he 
was not killed. His success has emboldened him 
to undertake the feat by which Sam Patch lost 
his life. He is to jump from the Niagara Falls 
Suspension Bridge some time toward the end of 
May. We have no hesitation in saying that the 
authorities should prevent this person from risk-
ing his foolish life. There is no good in success-
fully accomplishing such a feat, and the interest 
in it is whether he will kill himself or not.
What Next I

There is no engineering feat the imagination 
can conceive that is not mooted nowadays. 
Rowan Helper proposes to run a double-track 
railway from Behring's Straits to Patagonia, the ^

road to run upon the tops of the Sierra Nevada 
and Andes Mountains. We judge that before 
that scheme is tested man will navigate Ihe air. 
But there are persons who are now seriously pro-
posing to build a railway at the bottom of the 
Atlantic Ocean. It is not designed to tunnel 
under the bed of the ocean, but to lay a huge 
pipe from the shores of Ireland to the shores of 
America, the tube to be 3,000 miles long, and 
26 feet in diameter, through which two trains 
might travel simultaneously with perfect conven-
ience and safety. As this mighty tube would he 
subject to water pressure equal to i20 atmos-
pheres its casing will have to be 18 inches thick. 
The tube is to consist of sections, each 60 feet in 
length, and are to be laid down five sections at a 
time, of course carefully welded together. Both 
ends of the link thus sunk are to be hermetically 
closed, but In such a way that they cau be opened 
from within. Then the entire compartment, 300 
feet long, is to be lowered into the sea by steel 
chains so that it shall reach the bottom in imme-
diate proximity to the section it is destined to 
join. The junction will be effected by submarine 
workmen, and these processes shall be carried on 
until the tube reaches the shores of Ireland. 
Meanwhile the laying of rails, telegraph wires, 
lighting and ventilating apparatus, will go on in-
side of the tube as it gl ows longer and larger. It 
will be built simultaneously from both sides of 
the Atlantic. Edison is to be called on to furnish 
the motor power by an electric locomotive. The 
time of the trains to be fifty hours from continent 
to continent; the cost not to exceed 8700,000,000. 
Does not that take away one’s breath, and yet 
who will say that it is wholly impossible? The 
tunnel underneath the British Channel will soon 
be a veritable fact, for work has already com-
menced. We venture to say that very few per-
sons would like to volunteer for the first trip 
through the tube at the bottom of the ocean.
A Modern Plague.

And why not? AYhile some improvement has 
been made in the condition of the working classes 
in civilized countries, there are millions of human 
beings, who from birth to death live under con-
ditions which invite pestilence. Mankind in all 
ages has been liable to plagues and disorders 
which baffled all human skill. What a hideous 
list they make. Smallpox, typhus, cholera, the 
black death, leprosy, yellow fever. And now it 
is reported that some Russian flax has brought 
the plague into Ireland, and the government has 
taken steps to stamp it out. It will be remem-
bered that tliis dread visitation appeared iu Rus-
sia about a year since. The Czar acted prom pi I v ; 
a cordon of troops surrounded the infected dis-
tricts, and tlie sick were isolated until the pesti-
lence disappeared. It is the telegraph which will 
prevent the spread hereafter of any infections or 
contagious disease. The yellow fever got as far 
as Memphis two seasons iii succession. "But that 
city was cut off from the rest of the country, and 
the dread disease in time disappeared. It' is no 
longer contagions that ought to be dreaded, but 
disorders incident, to modern life, nervous trou-
bles, cancer, insanity, pestilences which come 
from overcrowding, alcoholism, and consumption. 
Where the cholera or the smallpox will kill its 
units, liquor drinking, pneumonia, bad habits, 
and nervous excitements will kill their tens of 
thousands. It is not probable that mankind will 
ever again 6ee a visitation of the cholera such as 
we had in 1802, or plagues such as those of Egypt, 
and which ravaged ancient Athens. The death-
dealing influences to-dav are more fatal, because 
insidious and unobserved.
Controlled by One Man.

All the telegraph wires of the United States, as 
well as the cables to Europe, are to-day practically 
under the control of the great Wall Street man-
ipulator, Jay Gould. Iu every other nation the 
telegraph is owned by the government for the 
benefit of the entire community. But in this 
country a conscienceless corporation has owned 
all the wires, and has taxed the people at their 
own pleasure. We have hereafter to pay interest 
on property estimated at 880.600,000, which could 
be replaced for less than 87,000.000. Jay Gould is 
now supreme iu the telegraph system, and can 
manipulate, the news of the world at his will. He 
lias the fixing of the juice of every commodity iu 
all the markets of the country. If our government 
is less competent to manage the telegraph system 
than is Jay Gould, is not the republic a failure ?
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What a Lot of us.
Yes, there are 50,152,550 persons in this United 

States. There is little doubt but this is an under-
estimate of the census; there are probably several 
hundred thousand more than were actually 
counted. In twenty-live years or less this im-
mense population will have doubled, and we will 
have the most numerous and strongest nation on 
earth. By that time, it is safe to predict that the 
United States will occupy the whole of North 
America. Our dominions will extend from ocean 
to ocean, and from the Isthmus of Panama to the 
North Pole. Young men just entering life will only 
be middle-aged when this wonderful growth in 
power and population will have been accomplished. 
Of course it is the centers of population, the great 
cities, which will gain most largely, and in less 
than half a century the capitals of the Old World 
will hide their diminished heads, for the United 
States will contain not one, but a dozen Parises 
and Londons. There is no danger o f our falling 
apart, for we will be bound together by railroads 
and telegraphs. But will we retain virtue enough 
to govern the country aright? will our people be 
educated and free during the early and middle 
part of the twentieth century ? Let us hope so.
An Old Time Brigand.

His name was Imbro Brkanies of Diakover Dis-
trict, o f Croatia. He was the t error of the country, 
robbing, and sometimes killing, in defiance of the 
soldiery who attempted to capture him. He was 
the veritable king of the mountains. Indeed the 
unsettled state of affairs in Southwestern Europe 
has developed the bandit, and when he is success-
ful he becomes the hero of his district, for after 
all it is the traveler and the rich whom he de-
spoils. giving his gains very often to the poorer 
people. But Imbro came to grief. He plundered 
the mayor of a local village who had the tax money 
in his possession. The bandit committed the im-
prudence of visiting two women to have a revel, 
and spent some of his money. It happened that 
he boasted of killing a person who proved to be a 
former lover of one of the two girls. She deter-
mined to be avenged, and when he was asleep she 
sent for the soldiery. They came, and then the girl 
told him that she understood the soldiers were"on 
his track and he had better leave. He jumped up, 
armed himself, rushed out, whereupon the girls 
cleverly shut the door behind him. The soldiers 
were about the house; he fought desperately. 
He plunged into an arbor, jumped over a wall, 
shot, the sergeant dead, and was just escaping 
wheu^lucky bullet through his brain toppled him 
over.

If was since when bandits: were very
nttmi'rcejbfti *  'hiring Teign of

am* sinc? omVaome
■*•*' jy-,__,__ /brigands who

trilYbrSrs, but thatTYgn  ̂ ‘ ;ha» beetfc re-
stored to peace and order. A GrcelTbui^t soiat 
ten years siuec captured an English lordilfrf JjeM 
him for a high ransom. Robberies like t. 
llourish in troublesome times. Even our own 
Western Territories were in parts rendered inso 
cure by the presence of highwaymen. But in this 
age. of telegraphs brigandage is out of date. 
The robber, no matter how fleet his steed, cannot 
beat Uie lightning, and so the record is a monot-
onous one, for in nearly every case of robbery 
now in the extreme West the offender is pursued 
and killed.

has had interest enough in his country or the 
continent on which he lived to make a generous 
donation for opening up the records of pre-his-
toric races. It is different in Europe. France 
has done a good work in reading the hieroglyph-
ics and revealing the civilization of ancient Egypt. 
Ledyard of England unearthed Nineveh, and now 
Germany is exposing to the world the site of 
Olympia, where the games were held for so many 
generations, and which contains memorials of the 
religion, the art, and the greatness of Greece. 
The discovery of Minerva of Phidias has been 
the most recent feat of the German explorers. 
Then we all know what Dr. Schliemann lias done 
for Troy. Let us send after our countrymen to 
Asia Minor our good wishes; but instead of spend-
ing their money on horses and pictures, why does 
not one of our great millionaires equip an expe-
dition to explore the Western mounds, the sites 
of the Aztec power in Mexico, Central America, 
and on our Southern continent? We live, after 
all, in an old, old world, and some of our modern 
conceit would be taken out of us were we to real-
ize the greatness of former generations.
Always at War.

The Romans had their temple of Janus, which 
was closed during periods of peace; but these

Digging in Old Ruins.
Francis II. Bacon, of New York, Joseph T. 

Clarke, of Boston, and Maxw .11 Wiigley, of 
Brooklyn, sailed for Europe last 1. ..with to inves-
tigate the ruins of the city of A. /os, in Asia 
Minor. This is the first expedition ever sent from
this country for the study of Greek archaeology. 
Four other gentlemen are to follow, and it is ex-
pected that before t he first of April the work of 
excavation will begin. Assos is on the southern 
coast, of Asia Minor, thirty miles south of the site 
of Trov, and directly opposite the island of Les-
bos. It is now a Turkish village, but one thou-
sand years before Christ it was renowned for its 
wealth and refinement. The visible ruins are the 
finest of any Greek city now extant. We have 
an American Archaeological Society, but, so far 
we have done very little toward discovering the 
records written in earth of prehistoric, civilization. 
Wc have in our south western country, in Mexico, 
on the Isthmus, and in South America, memori-
al. ; of an ancient civilization before the white 
man trod these shores. As vet no ricli Americnn

were so infrequent that the temple was only closed 
twice during the existence of the empire. England 
and Russia, of modern nations, are always at war. 
With Great Britain, the contests are with semi-
barbarous people in distant climes. Now it is 
Abyssinia, then Dahomey, Zululand, next Afghan-
istan follows. But the most recent war was with 
the Boers of South Africa, who object to be trans-
formed into British subjects without their own 
consent. The fighting so far has not amounted to 
much, but the descendants of Europeans in South 
Africa ought to be self-governing. The method 
of the British in annexing the Transvaal Republic 
was purely arbitrary, had no basis of right, and 
was unjustifiable by any code of international law. 
There can however be but one result. The British 
arms will be successful, and as there is no high 
court of nations to redress such wrongs, the South 
Africans must bow to their fate. But surely the 
time must come when the “ Parliament of Man,”  
the grand council of the nations, will legislate and 
act so as to prevent the injury of the weak by the 
strong. Why should not the United States have 
the honor of being the first to call such a council ?
Perilous Investments.

Mr. G. D. Croly, who gained some credit for 
predicting the panic of 1873 fourteen months be-
fore it occurred, a prediction the more remark-
able because he hit upon the very banking house 
which would first fail, that of Jay Cooke, is now 
quoted as predicting two prosperous years ahead, 
;n which anything is a purchase. He thinks the 
present monetary excitement will culminate in 

greatest laud speculation of the century.^The 
,n* 1 i.i viv.i/c of our population^ from eh ' “

tlrit: ..gel ii.o ural pauses, will, in tiis opinii'
I felt, B.i>5rTa^r4i»^e ellles. nh>*r< s .q -o f  
sands of persons n
vestments in realty. Mr. Croiy is of opinion that 
the average price of land, the whole country 
through, will advance thirty per cent, within flv*e 
years, o f course, the greatest advance being in 
city property and in locations near railways. 
There is, in his judgment, a large margin for an 
advanced quotation in prices in all well-located 
farm lands. But the future is not altogether 
lovely, according to this authority. We ought- to 
have another panic within five years’ time, due to 
excessive railroad building, as well us other per-
manent improvements, such as house-building, 
which is using up the available capital of the 
nation faster than it is made. In other words, we 
are discounting our profits. Mr. Crolv thinks that 
people who invest in Northern Pacific, Mexican 
Railway, and similar bonds will lose a great part 
of their money. He points out the fact, that, 
with few exceptions, all new railway lines have to 
be reorganized two or three times before they pay 
expenses, as witness the Northwest, Fort Wavne, 
Missouri, Kansas and Texas, Kansas Pacific, Iron 
Mountain, etc. Building great railway lines 
through wildernesses is a good thing for the 
country, for the bankers and brokers who place 
the loans ; but a bad thing for the investors, who 
expect permanent dividends. The history of tin- 
original subscribers to the Northern Pacific Road 
will be repeated several tim e, according to this 
authority. But then, times are prosperous and

are likely to remain so, and the prophets of evil 
ahead will get no hearing.
A Murderous Sheik-

Cairo is a busy city. In its streets jostles the 
missionary and merchant of the West, with the 
dervishes and traders of the East. The extremes 
of religious fanaticism meet at this mouth of the 
Nile. Cairo city has been shaken to its center 
recently by the discovery of fearful crimes com-
mitted by a person who was at once a sheik and 
a doctor. He ministered to souls as well as to 
bodies. Certain women disappeared, quite a num-
ber in fact; but the morals Of Cairo are none of 
the best, and the husbands and fathers simply 
supposed that they had taken flight with some 
favored lover. But finally a wife disappeared, 
whom her husband really ioved and believed in. 
He was a high Egyptian official. He knew that 
his wife was going to see this medical saint,, and 
he had his suspicions somehow aroused. He 
sought the proper authorities, and the officers 
undertook to search the premises. The saint was 
at his prayers upon a small strip of carpet . They 
had to wait long before be recovered from bis re-
ligions trance. They questioned him. He denied 
all knowledge of the lady, but upon searching 
the house her jewels and clothes were found. 
Then the garden was examined, and, oh, horror! 
quite a number of corpses of women were discov-
ered, and on top of the heap was this bis latest 
victim. The pious murderer then confessed. If 
a woman had rich jewelry with her, he choked 
her with a scarf and concealed the body in a well 
in his garden. Such crimes as this are common 
in every age and nation, but it is rare that the 
desire for plunder and murder should exist in 
connection with the pretense of exceptional de-
votion. .
Fighting the Evil One on His Own Ground.

A movement was started in London which is 
worthy of imitation. A music hall company has 
been formed, to furnish, to all who care to at-
tend, a concert hall entertainment, without the 
vicious accessories of drink and debauchery. 
London is full of music balls of the other sort, 
all of which are well patronized. In the new 
music hall an excellent entertainment is given, 
and the use of coffee and tobacco is allowed. 
Thornberry, the lightning cartoonist, shows bis 
skill, the Berrisor troupe of Roman gladiators, 
Mr. Howard Paul, and negro minstrels Help to fill 
out the merry evening to the patrons of this new 
entertainment. Man is an animal who will be 
amused, and if religious people wish to save the 
body of the community from evil associations, 
they could not do better than invest their spare 
means in concert halls such as is sketched above.
Chili and Peru.

The war between Chili on one side, and Peru 
and Bolivia on the other, has resulted in tlie vic-
tory o f the Cidlians, who have beaten the Feru-

d their ally in several battles, and have 
the eity o f Lima. The war was about 

wise in-rsoim^-. -t» and mines which each nation
claimed,'amr-. _ ^
Tlie frequent octw ^ n vc bl ware among the- 
South* American republics shows the advantage 
of our system of government, which protects
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localities by a separate State system, while it pre-
vents wars by adjusting disputes in Congress, or
before a Supreme Court. It is a pity that all the 
States of South America could not form one grand 
confederation. Each locality might be permitted 
to do wlmt seemed best for its own environment, 
while disputes, suc-b as those between Chili and 
Peru, could be settled by a central authority or 
court, without a resort "to arms. The United 
States might take the initiative in suggesting a 
confederation of this kind. It is to the discredit 
of our statesmanship that we have had no more 
weight in the counsels of tlie South American na-
tions. We ought, indeed, also to monopolize the 
trade of South America; but Great Britain gets 
tlie cream of it, because of the government help 
given to steamship lines. It is not the American 
Hag which is seen in South American ports, but 
the Union Jack of Great Britain. The people of 
South America prefer our carriages and agricultu-
ral tools, out. they are forced to hitv less desirab’ e 
good- front Great Britain ; for wc nave no steam- 
shipson the Atlantic coast, while the heavy freight 
charges of the Panama Railway monopoly make 
profit able trade with the West Pacific coast im- 
pos'ible.
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Scientific Items*
Ink to which sugar Is added will not dry up 

rapidly.
Steel knives may be saved from rusting by be-

ing rubbed with mutton tallow, wrapped in paper, 
and put into a baize-lined chest.

Woodwork strongly impregnated with tungstate 
of soda or silicate of soda—by treatment in strong 
aqueous solution of these salts—will be found to 
be quite uninflammable.

One of the best things in the world to give a 
horse after he has been driven, is a quart of oat-
meal stirred into a pall of water. It refreshes and 
strengthens him, relieves his thirst, and prepares 
his stomach for more solid food.

Butter, Cream, Milk and flour are peculiarly 
liable to absorb effluvia, and should therefore 
never be kept in moldy rooms or places where 
there are sour liquids or green vegetables, such as 
onions, cabbages, and turnips, smoked fish or ba-
con, or any kind of food of a strong flavor.

Celluloid is proposed as a material for stereo-
type printing, by E. Jeannin, of Paris. The plates 
produced are said to be very light, flexible, and 
durable, and very suitable for high-speed cylinder 
machines.

Ink from Carpets —To remove freshly-spilt ink 
from carpets, first take up as much as possible of 
the ink with a teaspoon. Then pour cold sweet 
milk upon the spot and take up as before, pour-
ing on milk until at last it becomes only slightly 
tinged with black ; then wash with cold water, and 
absorb with a cloth without too much rubbing.

Care is needed in the selection of sweetbread, 
which is the thymus gland of the calf, for butch-
ers will sometimes send the pancreas or stomach- 
bread instead. This may be recognized however 
by its large veins and arteries ; and as it is very in-
ferior in digestibility to the more delicate gland, 
it is as well to be quite sure about tlie real article 
before buying it.

Reviving Kid Glovos.—To revive old kid gloves, 
make a thick mucilage by boiling a handful of 
flaxseed ; add a little dissolved soap ; then, when 
the mixture cools, with a piece of white flannel 
wipe the gloves, previously fitted to the hand: 
use only enough to take off the dirt, without wet-
ting through the glove.

To Clean Hair-brashes.—Rub into each brush 
from a quarter to half a teaspoonful of powdered 
borax, according to size and condition of brushes ; 
then, holding Uie brush on a slope, slow 
warm (not hot) water over, and e
the bristles are clean. Th*̂ * __

 ̂ in the air
tti iliy ■_ Tlie brush c s th urt c lturned keep a beautiful 
color, and the bristles never get soft.

Mint Vinegar.—Procure some fresh mint, pick 
the leaves from the stalk and fill a jar with them; 
add vinegar to them until the bottle Is full; cover 
closely to exclude the air, and let it infuse for a 
fortnight; then strain the liquor and put it into 
small bottles for use, of which the corks should 
V»e sealed.

A Self acting Machine.—A wonderful invention 
has been made in England, by which a young cot-
ton spinner in Bradford has constructed ma-
chinery which, when set in operation, goes on con-
tinuously night and day, making silk cord, fringes 
ami trimmings, without any one to tend it, even 
stopping to mend its own breakages.

Patting away Clothes.—When putting away 
winter clothes, see that thdy are clean and whole ; 
it is a great comfort to take them out ready for 
use. Have a bag to hold the stockings of each 
member of the family. Label each one, in order 
to save time and not be obliged to look into each 
to find the ones you wish to use.

Iced Coffee.—Mix a breakfast-cupful of very 
strong coffee, sweetened to taste, with three pints 
of scalded cream ; strain, freeze until half frozen, 
and serve.

Canned Peas.—Boil the peas in plenty of salted 
water, and us fast as possible. When done, drain 
off the water effectually, lay half the peas in a hot 
vegetable dish, put a pat of fresh butter on them, 
and the remaining half of the peas on the top of 
it.

Beef Extract-—Take one pound of juicy beef 
and cut it into small pieces, remove all the fat, 
then place it in a jar, and add one and a half 
pints of water, and salt to taste ; cover the jar 
closely, and put in a moderately hot oven, and 
bake for three or four hours, then strain.

Chicken Jelly.—Take the legs, wings, and neck 
of a fowl, and after skinning and scalding it, 
remove all fat, and wash clean in cold water, 
then put it into a saucepan, with one quart uf 
water, and salt to taste ; simmer slowly to rags, 
strain and let it stand till jellied.

Excellent Coffee Cake.—Take one cup of strong 
coffee infusion, one cup of molasses, one cup su-
gar, one-half cup butter, one egg and one tea-
spoonful carbonate of soda. Add spice and 
raisins to suit the taste, and enough flour to make 
a reasonably thick batter. Bake rather slowly in 
tin pans lined with battered paper.

Croquettes for Lunch.—Add to some carefully 
prepared and very finely minced meat, poultry or 
game, the beaten-up yolk of an egg, and a little 
pepper and salt, roll the mixture up into small 
balls, egg, bread-crumb, and fry them in hot lard 
or butter. A little crisply fried parsley to garnish 
the above will add to the tempting appearance of 
the dish.

Wild Duck-—Wild duck should be scalded for a 
few minutes in salt and water before roasting. If 
the flavor is very strong, the duck may be skin-
ned, as the oil of the skin is the objectionable 
part. After skinning, spread with butter and 
thickly dredge with flour before putting in a very 
quick oven.

Soft Gingerbread-—Mix one pound of flour and 
a taWespoonful of ground ginger; rub in four 

of butter, beat up two eggs with a 
^  ê, and a pint of molassesj, anjL^ jf^ fito the

... , MaK^4WKg^J6£tQ^ffi8te, and bake in a 
square, shallow tin, in a moderate oven, being 
careful not to scorch it.

Eritters.—Take apples, oranges, pineapples, 
lemons, steep them in lemon and sugar for an hour 
before using. Dip the fruit in batter and fry it, 
each part separately, simply dropping the fruit 
and batter into the kettle of boiling lard.

Spice Cakes.—Take one cup of molasses, three- 
quarters of a cup of sugar, one tablespoonful of 
ginger, and a tcaspoonful each of powdered 
cloves, cinnamon, and allspice. Add these to one- 
half cup of melted butter, and beat in two tea-
spoonfuls of soda, and flour enough to roll. Roll 
very thin, cut out with a tin cutter, and bake in 
pans in a hot oven.

Hop Yeast.—Boil gently 1 oz. hops in a gallon 
of water for an hour and a half, strain it, and 
when half cold add one-fourth pound brown sugar 
and one-fourth pound o f; flour. Next day add 
one pound of boiled potatoes, peeled and well 
pounded. Let the jar remain near the fire to rise 
while making, afterwards bottle it off, cork it well, 
and keep in a cool place. Let it remain in the jar 

l till a good froth rises to the top.

Ham Toast.—Scrape or pound some cold ham 
mix it with beaten egg, season with pepper, lay It 
upon buttered toast, and place It In a hot oven for 
three or four minutes. Dried salmon, smoked 
tongue, potted meats, or any other relishing 
viands, answer equally well upon toast.

Doddlinga.—This is a Now England dish, and 
is nice at the seaside, where appetites are expan-
sive. Take throe cups of fine rye meal, three cups 
of Indian meal, one egg, and three tablespoon fills 
of molasses ; add a little salt and allspice, and 
enough rich sweet milk to make a hatter stiff 
enough to drop from a spoon. Fry to a good 
brown in hot lard.

Potato Croquettes.—Pass some cold boiled po-
tatoes through a sieve. Make them into a paste 
with the yolk of an egg or a whole egg, accord-
ing to quantity ; add pepper and salt to taste and 
a little minced parsley. Fashion the paste into 
round balls the size of a nut by rolling them in 
bread-crumbs. Dip them in egg beaten up, and 
again roll in bread-crumbs. Fry in hot lard, and 
serve with fried parsley.

Apple Snow-—Pare and core six good-sized ap-
ples, steam them in two tablespoonfuls of water, 
with a little lemon peel, till quite soft; add a 
quarter of a pound of finely-sifted white sugar 
and the white of one quite fresh egg; beat it well 
for three-quarters of an hour without stopping, 
and serve in custard glasses with a whip on top.

Batter-—Beat up one tablespoonful of cider, 
one of olive oil, and a little cold water, with the 
yolk of one egg ; add a pinch of salt, then work 
in sufficient flour to make, with the addition of 
more water, as much batter as will be wanted. It 
should be of the consistency of thick cream. Just 
before using whisk the whites of two eggs to a 
froth, and mix them lightly but effectually with 
the batter.

Boston Brown Bread-—One pint of tepid water, 
two gills of wheat flour, one pint of rye meal, one 
pint of Indian meal, half a pint of molasses, one 
and a half gills smart yeast, one teaspoonful salt, 
one small teaspoonful carbonate of soda; mix 
well, pour it into a tall straight-sided mold with 
a tight cover^kpViL rise three or four hours. 
Steam or lx>ll u'vwe- Remove
the cover dry for

Soda. Cake—S _
slve. Rub pound of butter into two pound*
of with it a pound of currants, half a
.p^TfSd of raw augar, two ounces shred candled 
pee), and a little grated nutmeg. Beat up two 
eggs, add them to a pint of new milk, and two 
teaspoonfuls of carbonate of soda, stir quickly 
into the cake, and bake immediately.

Excellent Salad Dressing.—Take the yolk of a 
hard-boiled egg, a little salt, red pepper, and the 
3'olk of a raw egg. Add oil slowly as you mix it 
with the back of a fork, stirring it all the time one 
way. One tablespoon ful of cream or condensed 
milk, and the juice of a lemon.

Snow Cakes.—Half cupful of butter, three eggs, 
two cupfuls of sugar, four of flour, one of milk, 
two tcaspoonfuls of baking powder. Stir butter 
and sugar together, add the beaten yolks and 
half the flour, with the baking powder in i t ; pour 
in the milk, beat the whites thoroughly and mix 
in ; then stir in the rest of the flour. Bake in 
small, faney-shaped pans, and ice when cold.

Irish Stew.—Take about two pounds of chops 
from a loin of mutton, place them in a stewpan 
with alternate layers of sliced potatoes and layers 
of chops, and three small onions, and pour in a 
pint and a half of cold water ; cover the stewpan 
closely, and let it stew gently until the potatoes 
arc ready to mash, and the greater part of the 
gravy is absorbed; then place it in a dish, and 
serve it very hot.

^  S-1 A A ju ■*- *1- - -A |T n ‘. i. T* IV'A k 1 N. A
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The Children’s Padding. — Mix six ounces of dry, add a teaeupful of water when they are half 
bread-crumbs (well grated), three and a half j done. Serve with Boston brown bread, 
ounces of sugar, and a pinch of salt; then take Mayonnaise Sauce.—Carefully strain the yolks 
oue and a half pounds of apples, pare, core, and of two eggs into a basin, place it in a cool place, 
quarter them, arrange them in close layers in a or, if necessary, on ice ; add a tablespoonful of salt, 
deep tart dish, and strew amongst them four i mix well * then proceed to pour in, a few drops
ounces of sugar and the grated rind of a fresh 
lemon ; add the strained juice of the lemon. Then 
place the bread-crumbs in a thick layer over the 
apples, sift powdered sugar over the top, and bake 
in a quick oven for rather more than three-quar-
ters of an hour.

Plain Plum Pudding. — Take of currants, rai-
sins, and sugar each one pound, two pounds of 
bread-crumbs, brown or white, two pounds of 
carrots grated, two pounds of potatoes grated, 
one pound of suet, a half pound of lemon peel, 
salt to taste, one ounce of ground ginger, one 
pound of flour, four eggs, two teaspoonfuls of 
carbonate soda, one ditto tartaric acid, the two 
latter well mixed with the flour and bread-crumbs, 
dry, with milk sufficient to moisten. This will 
make a large pudding, but can be divided. Boil 
six hours.

Breakfast Dish from Cold Chicken or Mutton.—
Take, if chicken, some of the white meat from the 
breast, and remove all skin and outside parts ; if 
mutton, an underdone slice or two from a leg, 
saddle, or loin; mince it very finely; put it into 
a stewpau with a little very good strong gravy or 
beef tea, free from fa t; flavor it, if liked, with a 
few herbs and spices, and simmer gently until 
quite hot, but not boiliug; then thicken it with a 
little butter and flour, and season to taste with 
pepper and salt. Put this mince on a small dish, 
and serve on the top a nicely poached egg.

Boast Neck of Mutton.—Take a piece of the 
best end of the neck, trim off all superfluous fat, 
saw off the chine, wrap up the joint in a piece of 
oiled paper. Roast it at a brisk fire, basting fre-
quently. When it has roasted half an hour re-
move the paper, sprinkle the joint freely with

at a time, some salad oil, without ceasing to stir 
the mixture. When one spoonful of oil is well in-
corporated with the yolks of eggs, put in, in the 
same manner, a teaspoonful of tarragon vinegar; 
keep on adding oil and vinegar in these propor-
tions until you get a sauce the consistency of very 
thick cream; then add white pepper to taste, and 
more salt if necessary.

Charlotte Basse—Line a plain mold with Savoy 
biscuits, carefully cut to fit exactly; brush over 
the inside (very lightly) with the white of an egg, 
set it on ice. Beat up half a pint of rich cream 
with 1 oz. of isinglass (previously dissolved in suffi-
cient water just to cover it). Sweetbn to taste, 
and flavor it with two liqueur glasses of noyau 
and the juice of half a lemon. Pour this into the 
mold, and cover it with a slice of sponge cake 
cut exactly the size. Ice it, and turn it out very 
carefully.

Apple Fritters.—Peel three large apples, core 
them with a column cutter, and cut them across 
in slices rather less than half an inch thick ; put 
them in a flat dish with half a tumbler of brandy, 
and strew plenty of powdered loaf sugar over 
them; let them remain covered for a couple of 
hours, then take each piece separately, dip it in 
batter so that it i3 well covered with it, and fry a 
golden color in plenty of hot lard. Lay the frit-
ters in front of the fire, and when all are done 
pile them up on a napkin, shake plenty of pow-
dered loaf sugar over them, and serve.

Canadian Jelly Cake —Beat one teaeupful of 
white sugar and 4 oz. of butter to a cream: add 
the yolks of three eggs well beaten, and two 
table spoonfuls of milk. Stir into the above one 
pound of flour, with two teaspoonfuls of cream 
tartar and one of soda mixed in it. Last of allBalt, and put it nearer the Are aud a s  soon as it j a d d  t b e  wh,tes o {  t b e  e g g s  b e a te n  t o  a B tro n g  

lias taken a Rond eoiOr it .a read,. Time Oi rnaet- ; frQth F,avor witU iemon essence aIlJ pour the 
" *  mast necessarily Tarv according to -*m re , battcr lnt0 four 6bal)ow tins like plateS) and bake

minutes in a quick oven, When cold, two 
^  -v Pn the top of each other, with

J between. The cakes should be
iSIble all ora size; washtfieriToS^^^ ^baked, and covered with pow-

a saucepan to the height of about one" 
cold water, put'tai inverted saucer in it, and ou
this put the potatoes with a small handful of salt: *.
put a wet cloth (four or five folds) over all, and i «P -
leave the lid of the saucepan lifted on one side. 1llt0 a Padding dish. 
Put the saucepan on the fire, and let it boil half 
an hour, then draw it on one side till the time of 
serving.

Caramel Custards —Put a handful of loaf sugar 
in a saucepan with a little water, aud set it on the 
fire until it becomes a dark-brown caramel, then 
add more water (boiling) to produce a dark liquor 
like strong coffee. Beat up the yolks of six eggs 
with a little milk; strain, add one pint of milk 
(sugar to taste) and as much caramel liquor (cold) 
as will give the mixture the desired color. Pour 
It into a well-buttered mold ; put this in a bain 
marie with cold water ; then place the apparatus 
on a gentle fire, taking care that the water does 
not boil. .

Boston Pork and Beans- — One quart of navy 
beans, a half pound of pickled pork, 2 tablespoon-
fuls of thickly-mixed mustard, one large teaspoon-
ful of molasses. Soak the beans in tepid water 
all night. Next day change the water, place them 
on the fire, and boil them a few minutes, not long 
enough to crack them, drain them, place them in 
a “  bean-pot,”  or deep earthenware pan, nearly 
bury the pork in the middle of the beans, add the 
mustard, molasses, pepper, and salt, with enough 
water to cover the whole. If they become loo

->ful of desiccated 
pared off,

UreHh(h. piece#
spongecakes. Pourote*tW eocoanut aijdcake 
a quart of boiliug milk with one tablespoonful of 
butter melted in it and four tablespoons of sugati 
Let it stand an hour, covered close. Beat four eggs 
and stir into the mix turc ; then bake in a slow oven 
like custard pudding. To be eaten either warm 
or cold.

Stewed Beef.—Take a piece of fresh silver of 
beef (< lb. or 81b.), with a sharp knife make five or 
six incisions through it. Out as many square pieces 
of bacon, fat and loan, long enough to go right 
through from one side of the piece of meat to the 
other. Roll each piece of bacon in a mixture of 
powdered pepper, spices, and sweet herbs, and in-
sert one into each incision; tie up the meat care-
fully, line the bottom of a stewpan with fat bacon, 
put the meat on this with some onions and car-
rots cut in slices, some sweet herbs, a couple of 
bay leaves, parsley, whole pepper, and salt to 
taste ; add a pint of common claret, and half that 
quantity of stock; set the whole to stew gently 
for some hours, turning the meat occasionally. 
At the time of serviug strain off the gravy, skim 
it well of fat, remove the string from the meat,

Chicken Salad. — Take the remains of cold 
chicken or turkey, freed from the bones, ami a 
stalk or two of celery, according to taste, and a 
quantity of chicken. Mince them finely iu a 
mincing machine, or with pestle and mortar. 
Take as much cream as will mix it into a soft 
paste, with a little mustard, and just a dash of 
vinegar to give it piquant flavor; pepper and salt 
must be added to taste. If cream be difficult to 
get, two eggs beaten with half a pint of milk, 
aud stirred over the fire until it thickens—it must 
not boil—and then a piece of butter melted in it, 
will prove a good substitute. It must stand until 
cold before it is mixed with the chicken, and the 
vinegar should be added when cold. This makes 
a pretty luncheon or supper dish, with a wreath 
of parsley round it, and garnished with beetroot 
cut in stars.

Lemon Jelly.—Soak and dissolve two ounces of 
Nelson's gelatine, or sixteen sheets of the best 
French gelatine, in one and a half pints of water, 
add the juice of four lemons and one pound of 
loaf sugar, more or less, according to taste. 
Whisk the whites of three eggs to a froth, add 
them to the above, put the whole into a saucepan 
on the fire, and keep whisking the mixture till it 
boils, then add the thin rind of three lemons, and 
let it stand about ten minutes. Place the rind of 
the fourth lemon at the bottom of the jelly bag, 
and pour the mixture over it. If it does not come 
out quite clear the first time, it must be passed 
through the second time ; but it is generally suf-
ficient to return to the bag the first half pint of 
jelly that comes through. When all the jelly has 
passed through quite clear, pour it into a mold, and 
place it in a cool place, or on ice to set. Dip the 
mold in warm water, to turn out the jelly.

INTERESTING TESTS MADE BY THE 
GOVERNMENT CHEMIST.

D r . E d w a r d  G. L o v e , the present Analytical 
Chemist for the Government, has recently made 
some interesting experiments as to the compara-
tive value of baking powders. Dr. Love’s tests 
were made to determine what brands are the 
most economical to use. And as their capacity 
lies in their leavening power, tests were directed 
solely to ascertain the available gas of each 
powder. Dr. Love’s report gives the following:

“  The prices at which baking powders are sold 
to consumers I find to be usually 50 cents per 
pound. I have therefore calculated their relative 
commercial values according to the volume of gas 
yielded on a basis of 50 cents cost per pound.”

A V A IL A B L E  GAS*

X A X E  OP T H E  EACH OUNCE rO W D K R .
B A K IN G  P O W D E R S.

“ Royal ”  (cream tartar powder) . 127.4 
“ Patapsco”  (alum powder) . . . 125.2 
“  Rumford’s ”  (phosphate) fresh . 122.5 

“  “  old . . 32.7
“ Hanford’s None Such ”  . . . .  121.6
“ Redhead’s ” ................................1 1 7 0

“  Charm ”  (alum powder) . . .116.9 
“  Amazon ”  (alum powder) . . .111,9 
“ Cleveland’s ”  (short weight J oz.) 110.8
“ Czar” ................................
“  Price’s Cream ”  . '  . . . .
“  Lewis’s ”  condensed . . .
“  Andrews’ Pearl ”  . . . , 
u Hecker’s Perfect ”  . . . .
Bulk P o w d e r .......................
Bulk Aerated Powder . . .

cc t irrA -
RATITE

106.8
102.6
98.2
93.2
92.5
80.5 
75.0

PER
POUND.

50 cts. 
49 “ 
48 “ 
13 “ 
47f“ 
46 “  
46 “ 
44 “  
43 “ 
42 “ 
40 “ 
384“ 
36f “ 
36 “ 
30 “  
29 “

pour the gravy over it and garnish with any vege- j 
table that may he in season, either stewed or 
plainly boiled.

N o t e .— “ I regard all alum powders as very un-
wholesome. Phosphate and Tartaric Acid powders
liberate their gas too freely In process of baking, 
or under varying climatic changes suffer deterio-
ration.” —V. K Tribune, Ike. 17.
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Prunes and Prism s,
B Y  M A R G A R E T  SIDN EY".

( Continued from page 85.)

CHAPTER III.
c i c e l y ’ s  f i r s t  e l e g a n t  v e n t u r e .

“ I t  makes no difference,”  said Cicely, with the 
greatest diguity, a few morniugs later, “ Pm just 
going to have all those Fanshawes to tea ; so 
there, Rex. They’re the efe-gantest girls ! And 
they’re goiug back on Friday. So it must he to-
night.”

“ Glad to know it,”  said Rex. with an awful 
shrug, “  for then 1 cut and run ! ”

‘ ‘ If you do,”  cried Cicely, whirling around on 
him savagely, and grasping the top button of his 
coat to its imminent dauger, “ you’ll be the 
mean-e&t boy that ever lived ; m! ”  She gave the 
button a fiual tweak, that sent it spinning off on a 
tangent.

“  Now,”  cried Rex, staring down at the little 
wisp of black thread sticking out to mark the 
spot^' I hope you are satisfied ! And then you’ll 
go and pile in those giggling, diddling creatures. 
I wish the train had run off the track before it 
ever brought such a load to Briarville! ”

“  (Jiggling, diddling creatures ! ”  cried Cicely, in 
high disdain, while her blue eyes flashed ominous-
ly. “ Well, I can tell you they’re two million 
times better than your frieuds, that you think so 
much of, Rex Seymour. There’s Tom Breut; he 
looks just like an old fish ; yes, he does, a great, 
cold, slippery fish ! And I ’m sure he dou’t say 
any more than an oyster.”

“ W e l l ,  h e  c a n  t a lk  f a s t  e n o u g h , ”  c r ie d  Rex 
h o t ly ,  s t r a ig h t e n in g  up t o  h is  g r e a t e s t  h e i g h t  in  

irwnc, ** when 
round. They wouldn't
so whftt’s the uw V 4

- . r f  f ycrared Cicely
head ufVtii the air, at thte 

announcement; “ you are always asking me to 
come in, and teasing me like everything. I don’t 
care if i never see one of those dreadful boys 
again ; so there now, I don’t.”

“  And I’m positively sure I dou’t care for those 
old Fanshawes,”  cried Rex, snapping his fingers 
derisively at the whole bunch. “ And, besides, 
you don’t know how to get up company, Cicely, 
you don’t, not to have it decent.”

“ Much you know,”  cried Cicely triumphantly. 
“ I know the stylisfiest, newest things. The Fan- 
shaw'es will be dreadfully surprised, you see if 
they aren’t, Rex.”

“ And everybody else too, I guess,”  he mut-
tered.

“  And Maurn Silvy has promised to let me do 
exactly as I want to,”  cried Cicely, running on, 
and entirely forgetting the slight on her friends, 
“ and not interfere in anything.”

“ She couldn’t keep her black bands out to 
rave her life,”  said her brother warnlngly.

“ She promised, I tell you,”  cried Cicely, bob-
bing her head at him decidedly. “  Well, and it’s

the first company I ’ve ever had, and I ’m deter-
mined to have it just magnificent 1 ”

“  You’ll be just as sorry,”  cried Rex, bringing 
bis hand down heavily on the table, so that Cice-
ly bopped in spite of herself, “  and you’ll wish 
yourself out of the scrape a thousand times! 
Take my advice, Ce, and stay out! ”  He moved 
aw-ay a few steps, and looked volumes.

“  I shan’t ! ”  cried Cicely, with a perfectly con-
fident soul that nothing, not even her dearly-loved 
brother, could shake. “  Oh ! I wouldn’t for any-
thing, Rex ! And, besides, I ’ve as good as invited 
them already. I spoke to Fussy.”

“  The dickens you have ! ”  exclaimed Rex, turn-
ing on his heel. “  Well, be it on your own head 
then ; that’s all Fve got to say about i t ! I wash 
my hands of the whole thing! ”  And he took 
one stride toward the door.

“ But it ain’t the least bit all that you’ve got 
to say ! ”  cried Cicely, flying after him. “  Why, 
Rex, 1 depend on you, and I said that you’d be 
here, and play games with us, and all that,”  she 
cried, in perfect despair.

“ Well, you said what you didn’t know then,”  
cried Rex, in the greatest dudgeon, and marching 
on. “  The idea ! Catch me in any such muss 1 ”  
and before she could say another word he went 
out, and slammed the door.

“ If that isn’ t ” — began Cicely, standing quite 
still just where be left her, with a bright spot 
on either cheek.

“  Miss Cecy,” said Maum Silvy, poking her tur- 
bau in at the door.

“  What is it ? ”  snapped Cicely, about as pleas-
antly as a mud-turtle, and turning around, the 
two bright spots not going down in the least.

“ Wy, if you’s agwine to hev comp’ny,”  said 
Maum Silvy deliberately, and bringing the whole 
of her ample body to follow the turban, “ ye’ll 
hev to git some o ’ dem pesarve sassers. I ben 
a-lookin’ at ’em, an’ mos’ de w hole lot is snicked.”

“ Is what?”  asked Cicely blankly, feeling sure 
that snicked saucers would be a calamity she 
couldu’t sustain. *

“  Wy, snicked, I said,”  repeated Maum Silvy, 
in a louder tone, “ jammed in all around the ed£&,, 
ye know", an’ dey look awful. Oh, yer par 
never let you gib comp’ny wid dem, ^  
homo, ho wdtiktn’t.”  r  "

i "  Well, I ’spbse that’ s ^
Cicely, with a
mdre At the sturdy ^ J ^  edriie
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ed apron thoughtfully.

“ Oh, dear, yes,”  cried Cicely in dismay, “ I 
forgot all about that. Now, what shall we do ! 
and I was going to have peaches, Maum Silvy, 
some of your nice peaches.”

“  Ye couldn’t a bed peaches,”  said Maum Silvy, 
wriggling all over at the praise of her sweet-
meats ; “  cos, don’t ye remember, we et de las’ 
o’ dem las’ week ? ”

“ Were those the very last?”  cried Cicely; 
“ why, I thought we bad lots more. Ob, dear

do. “  Ef a thing’s et, atnH it et, eb ? ”  she sc roamed 
positively.

Cicely, not being able 1o contradict this logical 
statement, turned her attention to other matter.-*.

“  Well, now let’s see what wc have got for eii[>- 
per, Maum Silvy,”  she said at last, stopping the 
drumming, and drawing near the old woman. “ It 
must be a real good, splendid tea—just every lb lug 
as elegant as we can yxwsibly have it,”  she cried, 
warming with her subject, “ for these girls arc 
just as rich as they can be—they live In a big city, 
you know, and they have just mrything, you 
know.”

“ How d’ye know ?”  interrupted Maum Silvy 
coolly. “  liev ye ever ben thar? ”

“ Why, no, of course not,”  said Cicely; “ but 
Fussy says so, and—”

“ Hes she ever ben th ar?”  asked the old wo-
man abruptly, indicating the individual by her 
stumpy thumb.

“  N o,”  said Cicely; “  but then she knows.”
“ How? ”  persisted Maum Silvy concisely.
“ Why, I don’t know, I ’m sure,”  stammered 

Cicely, “ I ’ spose the Fanshawes—
“  Humph ! ”  ejaculated Maum Silvy, coolly roll-

ing her eyes up to the ceiling, and folding her 
hands composedly across her big bosom, “ I tort 
so ! ”  And then she unfolded the hands and put 
them on Cicely’s two shoulders, and brought 
down the eyes to look keenly into the two blue 
ones before her. “  Don’t ye nebber say ye know 
’bout folks till ye’ ve seen ’em lib,”  she said 
bluntly with two or three bobs of the turban.

“ W ell,”  said Cicely with a long breath, “ it 
m u s t  be elegant, that’s all I know ! ”

“ I guess dar ain’t auy Fan—fan-what-d’ye-call 
fem can git ahead of de Seymours when dey w ants 
to do anything!”  cried the old woman in the 
greatest pride, while her big black eyes glowed 
as she stood erect with oue hand uplifted to give 
more emphasis to her words. “  Dar won a time wen 
yer par could a bought de hull a’ dis yer towu ef 
he’d a wanted it afore he lost his fortin. Remem-
ber dat, chile; money’s wulgar,”  she added, bring-
ing down the hand again, and falling into her old 
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me ! ”
“ I'm sure I can’t spend my days a-makin’ pe- 

sarves,”  said the old woman sharply, dreadfully 
sorry to see the disappointment depicted on Cice-
ly’ s face, and vexed that she couldn’t lighten it. 
“  An’ ye know ye nmild hev dem peaches, do all I 
would ; I wanted to save ’em.”

“ Why, they were on the table,”  exclaimed 
Cicely, “  it wasn’ t our fault, and of course v?e ate 
’em then. Oh, dear me! I don’t care for any-
thing but just those peaches ! ”  She drummed 
impatiently on the table, every little drum sound-
ing like a knell to Rex’s funereal W'ords.

“  Hevn’t I told ye ye can't hev ’ e m !”  cried 
Maum Silvy, so nervous she didn’t know' wliat to

“  W t^m kyli^9! the old woman twisting _
uneasily, “  maybe, but you hain’t got it. so it's 
jest as -well. Now, what else was yer a-goin* ter 
say ’bout yer comp’ny ? ”  she asked changing the 
subject quickly.

“  Oh, nothing,”  said Cicely bringing herself 
back to the matter in hand, “  only wc must, have 
everything spleudid ! ”

“ An’ it trubbles me ’bout Miss Eld'kiu,”  said 
the old woman, thoughtfully wrinkling up her 
forehead. “ I dou’t like to take no gret ’sponsi- 
bilities wren she’s away.’

“  Why, she said I might have ’em,”  said Cicely 
impatiently, “ some time.”

“  But not to-night,”  said Maum Silvy in a wor-
ried wav. “  An’ she bed to go, ye know, cos that 
business of yer par’ s won't wait. Ye better put it 
off till to-morrow. Miss Cecy.”

“  Haven’t I said they’ re goiug to-morrow ? ”  ex-
claimed Cicely irritatedlv. “  Didn’t Fussy tell me 
so just half an hour ago that they’d had a letter, 
and they must go? And I sh’d just die not to 
invite ’ em. ’Twould be awfully rude, Maum 
Silvy, you know yourself.”  She fixed the old 
woman with such a reproachful gaze, in which a 
dozen “  etiquette books”  seemed to be combined, 
that Maum Silvy at once flew' over to her side 
convinced.

“ Well, I s’pose thar ain’ t no other way.”  she 
said, settling her turban with the air o f one in so-
ciety who knew w hat was due to the family. “ 1 
shouldn’ t want a Seymour to be uuperlite. I'm
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sure/’ and she drew herself up to her tallest pro-
portions, and gave her mind to further details.

“ Of course you wouldn't,”  cried Cicely, de-
lighted at the change in her ally. “ Now, then, 
what’ll we have next ? ”

' ‘ I'll make you some salad,”  said Mauin Silvy, 
w ho now that the “  comp'ny ”  was really a fact, 
was quite in her element. “  Yes, chicken salad’s 
’ bout as nice as anythin’ ef anybody knows how 
to make it.”

“ Lo v e l y ! ”  cried Cicely enthusiastically, and 
clasping her bauds, “  and be sure to put the yel-
low paste on top, and the capers, aud the little 
white egg rings, and the olives, and all that. Be 
sure, Maum Silvy.”

“  Oh, I won’t forget,”  said Maum Silvy -with an 
important air. “ I'll liev it nice enough for any-
body's folks, the salary an’ all.”

“  And I'm going to make some cocoanut cakes,” 
cried Cicely running to the table drawer; “  where 
is the cook-book, anyway ? I saw' one here last 
week.'’

“  1 don't use no cook-book,”  cried Maum Silvy 
complacently. “ I makes things up out o ’ my 
head.”

“  Well, there was one here,”  insisted Cicely 
rummaging round with a very red face. “ I saw 
Aunt Elderkin looking at it.”

“  Mis’ Eld'kiti must a took it home then,”  said 
Maum Silvy.

“ Oh, dear 1 ”  cried Cicely with a groan, “  what 
—no, h e r e  'tU! ”  she cried pawing into the back 
of the drawer, where her fingers struck against a 
familiar object, aud she brought speedily to light 
a mangy-looking recipe book entitled “  Complete 
Guide to a Young Housekeeper.”

“ I wouldn’t make no coke’uut cakes,”  advised 
\\ Maurn Silvy, with a shake of the head, “ ye bet-

ter let me make the cake—”
“  Oh no,”  said Cicely, sitting dowm on the floor 

to rapidly turn the leaves. “  I ’ve never had com-
pany all by myself before, and I want to make 
’em. You needn't be afraid, Maum Silvy, I ’ ve 
made ’em once before, and they were good—”

“ Shakin’ up tings wen yer don’t care a cent 
whether dev turns out good or n ot; an’ makin’ 
’em wen comp’ iiy’s coinin’ , an’ you’d gib all 
ye*' old fibula faUû V ’em ’ spectable, is two tings. 
Den, was inter

leave uo doubt about her mind fa  
question. ,

“  Well, I ’ve got to make ’em any w ay”  said 
Cicely, “ for—for, I told Fussy I was going to, 
and they’ll expect ’em.”

“  Oh, well, ef ycr’d jn'omiwd ’em, dat’s anud- 
der ting,”  said Maum Silvy. “ But ef I was ye, 
I wouldn't tell folks agin waf I was goin’ to gib 
’em. Ye feels like coke*nut cakes to begin with 
-—but I've seen the time wen 1 could a slammed 
on anyting at the last minute, an’ been thankful 
f o r t ! ”

“  Well, I'm—”  began Cicely to this.
“ Oh—o h !”  screamed a voice out in the hall, 

close to the door, that caused Maum Silvy to hop 
about a yard away—“  Mam—my—c o m e ! ”

“  I Vat upon arllCs the matter!  ”  cried Maum 
Silvy, flinging the door wide open, to admit Pruny, 
who, lidding her little black nose with one hand, 
was gesticulating wildly with the other.

“  Sornethiu’s burn in’ ,”  she shouted. “  It smells 
awful in de kitchun ! ”

“  J)e Jhnbos! ”  exclaimed Maum Silvy, plung-
ing along as fast as her heavy body would allow 
to the scene of disaster, when a great rattling of 
stove-covers and pot-lids, accompanied by a slam-
ming up of windows, and a monstrous commo-
tion genera)ly, proclaimed without the evil odor, 
that now flew down the long hall, flint the meat 
left boiling for dinner had suffered during the 

romp’ ny ”  consultation.

“ Oh d ear !”  groaned Cicely, running to the 
window to stick her nose out for a breath of fresh 
air. “  Nowr, that will make her so cross aud ner-
vous, she w'on’t do anything decently. Phewr 1 
oh, dear me ! ”

“  Well, there’s one thing,”  she said to herself, 
trying on her little baking-cap to tackle with the 
cakes. “ Putkins will look lovely, and do me 
credit no matter what happens—Jane does dress 
him so pretty. I’ ll tell her to be sure and put on 
that white cambric dress with the lace trimming, 
and his pale blue sash, aud then with his heautir 
fid  hair everybody thinks he’s sweet and stylish.”  
And Cicely brought up iuto a firm kuot under her 
chin the strings of the cap, humming a scrap of 
a song as she thought of “ the Fanshawres’ ”  ad-
miration over the little beauty of the family.

“ Thar ain’t no coke’nut,”  snapped out Maum 
Silvy from the foot of the stairs, “  I s’pose ye 
knowr—”

“  1 declare ! ”  cried Cicely, the song dying do mi 
in her throat, “ I forgot all about that—”

“ Folks most alwus wants one, wen dey makes 
coke’nut cakes,”  observed Maum Silvy unpleas-
antly, looking up at her over the long flight. 
“  Leastwrny,s, I never heerd of ’em doin’ widout.”  

“ Can’t Pruny run down to the store? ”  asked 
Cicely anxiously.

“  P)'uny”  repeated Maum Silvy. “  Laws, did 
ye eber hear of dat young un’ bein' anywhars wen 
ye wanted her? I've ben a screechin’ to her, an 
a screechin’ , fit to bust, but she’s a mile away I 
’spose, for all 1 knows.”

“  Well, then,”  said Cicely with a long sigh, M I 
shall have to go myself.”  And she untied the 
strings and picked off the little white cap.

“  Better send up some more salary,”  called out 
Maum Silvy after her, as she was ready to start. 
“ I may not liev enough, an’ as long’s yer a-goin' 
ye better git another bunch—oh ! an’ de lump 
sugar is all out, an’ de milkman forgot to leave 
an extra quart, so ye better go round to Skinner’s 
an’ tell him to bring some, an’ don't forget dejwarve 
sassersS9 she screamed after lier, when almost 
down to the corner.

On the way home Cicely ran aslant of Pruny, 
who w*as in a blissful state along with some other 
children down on the edge of a dirty little pond, 
off irom thdmain road.

home,”  called Cicely to  h e r .  
'rt<SL>u* Coĝ v tills minute 1 ”
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“ Yes,”  cried Cicely b a c k ^  
all stopped playing, wul stared wtthopenjutiirB^
“  Ho you hear me r ”  she added imperatively.

“ Yes’m,”  said Pruny, disengaging herself 
slowly from her charming companions, and com-
ing up to Cicely’s side.

“  Didn’t you know* I was going to have com-
pany?”  asked Cicely impatiently, and hurrying 
on with eager footsteps.

“ Laws” — said Pruny, hitching along after, 
with one eye on the forsaken group, “  how'M I 
know ? Nobody don’t tell me nothin’—oh dear ! 
my toe hurts so. I’m so most dead, I be ! oh 
dear! ”

“ If you’re real good,”  said Cicely, attacking 
the most vulnerable part of Pruny’s make-up, 
her palate, “ I ’ llgive^ou some of the elegantest 
cocoanut cakes you ever saw, Pruny. I'm go-
ing to make some.”  “

“ Ye h o ? ”  said Pruny, not appearing as en-
chanted over the prospect as was expected. “ I 
drutlier hev some o ’ dat sweet stuff mammy 
makes—wot is’t now' ye call it V ”

“  1 don’t knowr what you mean,”  said Cicely as 
the village clock struck eleven. “ Oh, misery me !
I thought it was only ten ; do hurry, Pruny.”

“ 1 can’t,”  grumbled Pruny, not altering her 
gait in the least, “  my toe hurts so—oh dear !

Mayn't I set down, Miss Cecy ? ”  she asked, see-
ing a big stone in the distance.

“  No,”  said Cicely flrmly, “  if I don’t keep hold 
of you now I shan’t see anything more of you to-
day. Come on.”

“ Ef yer toe smarted as mine does,”  said Pru- 
uy, setting up a most dreadful limping, and 
looking up askance to see if any pity was forth-
coming, “  I guess you'd want to set down. Can’t 
I jest one minute, Miss Cecy ? ”  she W'hined.

“ N o ! ”  cried Cicely, made desperate by that 
dreadful clock. And then she stalked on, feeling 
like a hard-hearted wretch, and as if she should 
like nothing quite so much as to pitch t hat cocoa- 
nut—which for fear of its not being sent in time, 
she had decided to carry herself—into the nearest 
field, and to rush home to enjoy a good delicious 
cry.

But all things must have an end. So she was 
soon arrayed in the little baking-cap again, and 
blistering her face over the oven, heated up to a 
scorching temperature, and watching breathlessly 
the dispositions of the little cocoanut com-
pounds, on whose soul of honor so much de-
pended.

“ O Jane,”  she cried, as that individual wan-
dered through the kitchen with a dust-pan of dirt 
—“  let Putkins put on his little cambric aud lace 
dress—bis best one, you know—\vi 11 you, and his 
nicest blue sash, for to-night.”

“  The best dress ? ”  said Jane, dumping the pan 
of dirt into the coal-scuttle. “  Why he can’t, it’ s 
all dirt, and mussy. If I’d only have known it 
yesterday I could have done it up. But now1—”

“ Well, I don’t care for anything,”  cried Cicely, 
so horribly disappointed she couldn’ t restrain 
herself, “  if Putkins is going to look like a fright 
—now' I don’ t ! ”  aud she bounced into the pantry, 
so afraid she should burst out crying before them 
all.

“ Putkins can wear dat white peek, I sh’d tink,”  
observed Maum Silvy, who couldn't bear to hear 
Cicely’ s grief. “  He looks real pooty in dat.'’

“  Oh well,”  said Jane, who was very kind- 
hearted, hut who didn’t relish any interference in 
her domain, “ I'll fix him nice, you needn’t be 
afraid.”  And then she wandered upstairs again 
to the nursery, where Putkins was proclaiming in 
a loud voice, “  I want to be an angtV’ aud at the 
same time brushing up the floor of the closet with 
her best hairbrush.

“ Is dem wrot ye call ‘ elegafitest' coke’nuts?”  
said Pruny, hanging over the table to watch oper-- ■■ ■ • 4 Uatlonl, antt turning u p nor iwse uteasmituuyrw 

tlie buttered pan# row after 
1 .in-tic cakes that tumbled

wot a _____ _ __
want none, gimme~sbmetliinrelse ! ”

“  Keep still, can’t ye ! ”  exclaimed Maum Silvy, 
with a thump on her back, “ hain’ tye no mauners ? 
They’re too good fer ye.”

“  P’raps some will be nice, Maum Silvy,”  said 
Cicely anxiously, with a scarlet face, and running 
for auother pan, “ aud w'e can make one plateful, 
maybe.”

“ An den, onless de Fan—Fan—what d’ye-call- 
ems. is gret eaters, dat ’ll do,”  said Maum Silvy, 
hustling out of view the black unsightly ones, 
and finding time to bestow' a pinch on Pruny, to 
stop her grinning. “ Now ye jest run, honey- 
bird, upstars, an’ rest yerself a bit, an’ den ye kin 
step dowu an’ see to de table, I ’xpect dat’s go-
in’ to look auful pooty,”  she said kindly, gazing 
dowrn into the flushed face and sorry blue eyes.

“ There isn’ t anything going to look pretty ! ” 
declared Cicely vehemently, who, hot and tired 
to death, felt that the last notch had been reached. 
“  Everything's just as horrid and bad as it can be 
—there!”  -

“  Oh, no, ’taint,”  said Maum Silvy, brushing off

S
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the table, and piling up dishes after the cam-
paign, “  Prunella, cf ye don't Mop yet laffin i Now, 
ye jest run along chile, an’ wen ye see dis salad 
ye'll say thar nebber was such a party afore! ”  

Cicely’s eyes brigbteued a little at that, as she 
went slowly up the stairs. Every bone in her 
small body ached so that she would have thanked 
any one for live minutes in which to throw herself 
down on the upper stair for a breathing spell.

“  I can’t think of a single thing to play,7’ she 
mourned, “  my head is as empty as an old hollow 
gourd. Every game I ever knew has gone away 
from me. Oh dear—I’m so tired ! ”

“  The flowers is all ready, Miss Cecy,”  said Jane, 
looking in, “  an’ Putkins is taking his nap, so I 
can do whatever you want me to.”

** Very well,”  said Cecy wearily, wishing there 
wasn’t a flower in the world. “  Do anything you 
want to, Jauc. I’m sure I don’t care.”  «

“  You’re dreadful tired, ain’t you ?”  said Jane 
sympathetically, catching sight of the dismal little 
face.

“  No—I don’t know,”  said Cicely. “  That Is, I 
shouldn’t be, only I ’ve spoilt my cocoanut cakes, 
Jane; and I’m so mortified, you can’t think! ”  
The tears would come now, despite everything.

“  There, there,”  said Jane, catching up a towel 
to Btem the flood ; “  don’t think about ’em. 
You’ll feel better when you get rested—there, 
there.”

“  I never shall get rested,”  said Cicely tragical-
ly, “  never in all this world, Jane ! ”

“ Oh, yes you will,”  cried Jane, laughing mer-
rily ; “  to-morrowr you’ll laugh over the whole 
thing as bright as a button! Well, I must go 
down and slip on the tablecloth for you ; It’s get-
ting pretty late.”

So Cicely tumbled with hasty fingers into her 
best blue cashmere, but forgetting to baste a fresh 
ruffle on, she had to pull it off, for that necessary 
duty. And then, as there was no time for the 
other extra little finishings and lingerings over 
the dainty matters of the toilet in which she so 
delighted, she ran down stairs with rapid foot-
steps for the fun, that she had expressly stipulat-
ed, of setting the table herself.

“  Oh, here they are ! ”  cried Cicely, rushing at 
the flowers. “  Why, I thought there were some 
red roses, Jane.”

“ You can’t expect many roses,”  said Jane, 
pausing in the door; “  not the first of June, 
specially when it’s been so cold.”

“  But there were two on the bush at the end
Itf the ventiula cflid /M^lv r.1 +t-—  ---------- , ---- ■ —'■-v 1 ww/
depths of the big p u dd le  
the flowers wer*
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... jdly; “ well,Put- 
kins pulled them off when he was out playing. I 
couldn’t help It, I ’m sure,”  and she started up-
stairs.

“ Those were the only roses In the whole lot,”  
exclaimed Cicely, bunching the other flowers up 
into a little heap. “  The bouquet will look dread-
fully common now. Oh, dear me! I wish the 
Earn-”

Considering it best not to finish, however, 
Cicely went steadily to work, and soon had the 
satisfaction of seeing everything assume a party 
aspect that was quite festive and exhilarating. 
When Maum Sllvy appeared, bearing aloft the 
salad, garnished according to the most stylish 
fancy, and set it in the most conspicuous position 
on the board, Cicely felt the very happiest mo-
ment since early morning came upon her.

“  Isn’t It just ex-guisite!" she exclaimed, hover-
ing over it, crowded close by Pruny, who, radiant 
in a white apron, starched so stiff that it rattled 
with every movement; and whose head, with each 
little tail done over with the greatest nicety, re-
sembled a porcupine as much as anything else.

was jamming herself In between Maum SilVy and 
the table, perfectly crazy to see and hear what 
was going on. “ I didn’ t know you could do it so 
fine ! ”

“  Dey’ve com e!”  cried Pruny, in one of her 
flights to the window'—“  Oh, my ! ain’t dey dress-
ed up though ! Ever so much more’n you, Miss 
Cecy ! ”

“ Be sure and shut the door,”  cried Cicely, fly-
ing out to receive her guests, “  so that Putkins 
can’t get in here,”  and then she summoned all her 
fine lady manners, and felt big and grown-up im-
mediately.

In the meantime, Jane, having arrayed Putkins 
in his second-best drees, and curled his long, beau-
tiful golden hair in the most approved style, had 
set him solemnly down in his little chair, given 
hhn a picture-book, and with many charges to sit 
perfectly still and not stir a hit until she came for 
him,”  had run off down stairs in response to 
Maum Silvy’s call for help.

“ U gh!”  remarked Putkins, beginning on his 
fifth picture ; and then he stretched a little, and 
the big brown eyes, with the dew of sleep still lin-
gering, began to rove for something more enliven-
ing and worthy of attention, “  Des I’ ll go down.”

So he got up out of the chair, and throwing the 
picture-book dow'n,marched with sturdy footsteps 
out of the room, and pattered slowly down the 
stairs. The dining-room door stood wide open, 
thanks to Pruny’ s consideration, so, regarding it 
as a special providence, he walked in and surveyed 
the scene in silence.

“ Des I’ ll take a flower,”  he said to himself for 
want of a listener, and climbing up on a chair, 
placed, alas ! for one of the wonderful Fanshawes, 
he leaned over her plate, and finally, by dint of 
several stretchings and grabbings of the table-
cloth, succeeded in just touching the tall vase in 
the center of the table and no more, but with an-
other lurch he finally reached the top of the vase, 
when over it all went, scattering the flowers on 
every side, while a dreadful stream of water ran 
as fast as lightning the whole length of the fresh 
cloth.

“ Dat’s too bad ! ”  exclaimed Putkins, lunging 
back with his little fist full of blossoms, “  Oh, my ! 
see that bu’ful stuff ! ”

Down went the flowers out of his hand u n h e e d -
ed, while he reached forjhe salad-dfs^i --------- -
of the feast ,  ivux ih

“ Ain’t It ’wsdftf! ”  IF  , .
which he dragged t -  ^ n l n g  up a fork

>ross the whole top, “ I can 
Ifcr yet.”  So for the space of five 

jsjSffutee or more Putkins bent his mind to the fur-
ther adornment of the dish, until, quite satisfied, 
he flung down the fork and getting down from 
the “ Fanshawes’ chair”  he went out of the room, 
and shutting the door, he betook himself to the 
charms of the garden.

“ And now yon must see Putkins,”  Cicely was 
saying, who, having shown the three Fanshawes 
the pictures in the drawing-room, the cabinet of 
curiosities, and the folio of engravings, and finding 
them interested in none, was just about this time 
casting around for other means of entertainment, 
“  Putty—Putty dear,”  she called out into the hall.

“ ’Es, I ’m cornin’ ,”  said a small voice cheerily, 
and in the next moment an object appeared, at 
sight of which, the biggest Fanshawe, who was 
nearest the door and who was adorned with a 
quantity of pink ribbon bows, stuck on in every 
conceivable Bpot where a bow could be put, back-
ed in again suddenly, with no evident desire to be 
introduced, up against the others who were push-
ing forward.

“ I ’m cornin', I said,”  repeated the figure, 
“  Didn’t you hear me ? ”

They not only heard, hut saw. There he stood, 
his spotlessly clean little dress the color of the 
ground, except in lamentably few spots ; his blue

kid shoes looking like a bone-picket’s, while his 
hair, coming off worsted in its encounter with 
blackberry vines and currant bushes, was stream-
ing back of him in a most disreputable state! 
But Ills face !

“  Is this your little brothel* ? ”  asked one of the 
Fanshawes, the second one, with a disagreeable 
Smile.

“ How d’ye d o ? ”  said Putkins sociably, and 
sticking out one dirty little paw.

“ Oh, m ercy!" screamed the “ plnk-boWcd”  
one, “  don’t let him touch you, Arabella, he’ ll 
s p o i l  your dress.”

“  I don’t want to touch her! ”  declared Putkins, 
glaring at them both with an expression of utter 
scorn. “  I don’t like her one bit, not a single
one! ”

“ I think" said Cicely faintly, “ that tea’s 
ready.” Anything to get those four pairs of star-
ing eyes off from “  the beauty of the family.”

“  ’Es ’tis,”  cried Putkins delightedly, and be-
ginning to amble to the door. “  You’ve got a pen- 
did thupper, you have ! ”  he volunteered the in-
formation while racing along.

Cicely, too w ild and mortified to think of any-
thing else, flew down the hall, the Fanshawes and 
Fussy at her back, to meet Maum Sllvy bearing 
the tea-urn coming in the other door of the din-
ing-room, with little black Pruny in her wake.

Nobody said anything—only at the first sight of 
that table, the teapot dropped with a dreadful 
clash from Maum Silvy’s hands just ae Jane 
rushed frantically into the room, crying, “  H a s  
anybody seen Putkins ? ”

“  I tink dey has! ”  cried Maum Silvy, pointing 
with long black finger to the festive board.

“ Yes, sit down,”  cried Putkins, emerging with 
a pleased expression on his chubby face, from be-
hind his sister’s back. And tugging vigorously 
at a chair, he cried out, “  I’m awful hungry, I 
a m! ”

“  Ye might as well set down,”  said Maum Silvy 
grimly, w ith no eyes for anything but her “  salad”  
“  an’ eat up wot’s left, or that'll be took.”

So Cicely, instead of her elegant dispensing 
of a pretty feast, hurriedly seated her guests, and 
tumbled herself into theuearesh seat she could
find, vaguely wonderingi£;,- 
t$> be like this

ics were 
______ ttjey,

_ nought savagely,
The second Fanshawe girl shook out her K  

lets, much as one w'ould ring a bell, and U 
across at the oldest with a queer little grim 
All the blood in Cicely’s body flew up in berfc* 
to the roots of the fluffy light hair. While tt^ 
youngest, a small child of eight, whose aim in 
life seemed to be to make everybody as uncom-
fortable as possible, piped out, “  There jsu’t any-
thing nice to eat,”  and leaned back in her chair 
and refused everything straight through.

Seeing which, Maum Silvy and Jaue, who were 
waiting on the little guests, let her severely alone, 
which so upset her as to work the contrary effect. 
So that, just before the others had finished, and 
were ready to depart for the pleasures of the 
drawing-room, Miss Sarah sat bolt upright, and 
signified her Intention of partaking of each and 
every delicacy.

About eight o’clock a boy rushed into the room 
of one of his chums, where, as was usually the 
case, four or five other congenial spirits were con* 
gregated. The boy was tall and determined ; and 
in every respect looked about as much like Rex 
as anybody!

“ See here, fellow's!”  was his opening saluta-
tion ; “  I want you every single one. Get out 
your nice ties, and furbish up a little, and then 
follow me ! ”

“ What’s u p ? ”  exclaimed one, fliugiug down 
his book to look into the keen black eyes that 
wouldn’t brook a “  no,”
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“  Well, I ’m in a 6crape ; my sister’s got a lot of 
company on her hands ; those stuck-up girls vis-
iting at Fussy Hitchcock’s—had to invite ’em,you 
kuow—and we’ve got to see the thing through 
and make it a success. In short,”  said Rex, pull-
ing out his watch, “  I want you boys to come and 
help. And if you don’/,”  he cried, giving them 
one glance apiece, “ why I ’ll never shake hands in 
friendship again with the fellow that refuses.”

There was silence for about one moment.
“  I’ll go,”  said Tom Brent quietly getting up.
“  Good for you / Thank you, Tom / ”  cried Rex 

heartily, with such a clap on the back that the 
recipient nearly saw stars.

“  Count us all in I ”  cried the others, “  Shove 
on, Rex, tell us what to do 1 ”  And with about as 
pleasant expressions on their countenances as if 
they were to be led to immediate execution they 
signified their intention to “ help”  forward this 
grand movement!

“  You’re to tell a story, Tom, in your best 
style,”  said Rex decidedly. “  A- song is booked 
for you, Harry Wilde, and the rest of us will fill 
in wherever we’re needed,”  be added. “ Now' 
pitch in and fix up a b it ; I ’ ll be back in five min-
utes.”  And he was gone.

Down the long street he went with rapid foot-
steps to the village store. “  I ’ll do i t ! ”  he said 
through set teeth. “ I don’t care if ‘ Fourth of 
July don’t come but once a year,’ nor what the 
boys say. Here goes for Cecy 1 ”  And without 
allowing himself time to think twice, he rushed in 
and astonished the fat old storekeeper with a 
handful of silver bits and pennies, and buying up 
every motto in the enterprising establishment!

Cicely’ s tired little face had grown very pale, 
and with all her efforts she was at the very last 
gasp of endurance in the matter of polite enter-
taining, w hen the grand entree came. Evidently 
the tables were turned ! The Fanshawes, who 
had been on the point of departing, with the ter-
rible verdict in every line of their pleasing faces, 
of a “ slow, stupid party ! ”  suddenly settled down 
again, and the fun began.

“ Oh, you dear, magnificent, lovely old Rex 
you I ”  cried Cicely, when he came banging in, 
his eyes ' " “
com par

JZ ii.

“  Wei),

cally, and fiJ 
awaiting her.

“  I know,”  said Rex sympathizingly. 
it’s all right now, Puss.”

“ And I am so sorry I talked so about your 
friends, Rex,”  she said humbly, and wiping oil 
the tears on his coat sleeve. “  Why, Tom Brent’s 
an angd, he is ! ”

“  Isn’ t he ? ”  said Rex, his eyes glistening, 
“  Well, I ’m not sorry for what I  said about those 
Fanshawes, Ce,”  he declared, his tone changing, 
“  not the least bit, for they’re more horrid than I 
even supposed.”

“  Aren’t they ? ”  said Cicely heartily. “  I don’t 
care if they are rich,”  she said vehemently, rais-
ing her head to look into Rex’s eyes. “ They 
weren’t a bit polite ; they made fun of all the 
dreadful accidents, and they wouldn’ t look at 
pictures, and they wouldn’t do anything/  Oh, 
you can’t think, Rex,”  she said, “ I ’ve had such 
a horrible time ! ”

“  Dou’t think of it,”  said Rex soothingly, as if 
she had had the nightmare, “  it’s all over now, 
and you needn’t have any more company in an 
age, if you don’t want it.”

“ You needn’t think I ’ll want it very soon 
again 1 ”  said Cicely, with the first enjoyable 
laugh she had indulged in since morning. “  ] 
feel like that old woman Mauw Hilvy was telling 
about the other day, that Baid, ‘ It’s a sight easier 
to go a-visltiu’ than ’tis to have company,’ ”

{To be continued.)

W h at shall I be, Mother?
'E a man, my son; be firm add brave*.
1 If safe from temptation, try others to save.

Be gentle and courteous, honest ami true,
Doing always to others as you’d have them 

do you.
Be calm when provoked. Let not passion 

have sway,
Lest you grieve on the morrow for the work 

of to-day.

IIAT shall I be, mother ?
Be a soldier, my boy. Begin now in youth
To fight in good earnest the battle for 

truth.
But rule first your spirit, greater by far
Than t aking a city ’mid the carnage of war.
Be frank and outspoken, and fearless in 

views,
But thrust them not rashly before those 

who’ll abuse.

HAT shall I be, mother?
■ Be a student, my love. Consider your mind

A trust lent you, to furnish with wisdom 
refined.

Be a lover of books, but still more of 
thought.

Be not governed by wishes, but ruled by 
“  I ought; ”

For duty alone can keep you steadfast to 
right,

From which you’ll not swerve if you keep 
it in sight.

G o o d  L i t t l e  B o y .—Aunt: “  Has any one been 
at these preserves ? ”  Dead silence. “  Have you 
touched them, Jimmy ? ”  Jimmy, with the ut-
most deliberation : “ Panever ’ lows me to talk at 
dinner.'”

H e  w a s  R e a d y .—Georgie(four years old, at the 
tea-table) : “ Mamma, may I have some sardines? ”  
Mamma : “  Wait till I’m ready, Georgie.”  Geor- 
gie (surprised): “ Why, ma, it’ s me as wants ’em.”

r n / m s i
W H O U G M M W F M S E S H A P E S
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R E B U S  EN /U M A— A N S W E R  IN  A W I I L  M A G A Z IN E .



F
g~ fcr.tr /r.a »r r ~-̂ v -: ->--***♦ ■*+- **■ -̂ Sj  ̂  ,. -» - - j-~ rV t * - -* ■» «-■• ~J > -*r - : .O fV X ^ * « f

1 -1 4 d e m o r k s t ’ s  m o n t h i j Y  ly r ^ v c ^ v x i  v h i .

t t

r .  s*•£:i;r ;; ' ' '

Needle«bcck,
Cd t  four pieces of cardboard the size of the top 

of a teacup, cover each piece on one side with 
blue satin. Cut of black and old-gold colored r 
velvet half circles two inches on the straight side, 
on the round side notch the edge, and plait them 
up to form leaves as shown in the design. Cut of 
satin, pieces an inch square, fold them corner- 
wise and double them again to form points, place 
them in a circle on two of the covered pieces of 
cardboard, and fasten the leaves one over the 
other around the edge. Overhand together a 
trimmed and plain covered cardboard in hook 
form. Then cut graduated pieces of cloth, button-
hole stitch the edges, place them between the 
covers and fasten secure^. Sew narrow ribbon 
on to tie the covers together. These covers if en-
larged make very pretty lamp-mats, simply by 
adding a full plaiting of satin or fringe around 
the edge.

----------------n -t----------------

i

P t i f r ,  
i m t f  
UOflPn&

Shce~Bag.
Ta k e  cretonne and cut four pieces the shape of diagram, only consid-

erably larger. Put stiff wire round the top of each piece, and 
- bind with a colored braid, then double the pieces to form 

>. pockets like the design, and sew the backs all together 
x  and bind. Finish at the top with a large brass ring, 

and at the bottom with two heavy worsted tas-
sels.

sofa Afghan (C a ch e t)

\ New Embroidery,
Th e  great feature of the embroidery of th 

sou is the lavish use of gold thread, either a: 
outline or a filling in, for both home and dr 
purposes'. Singly or twofold, the metallic threai 
meander.; round crewel or s(lk flowers, :birth 
deer, tigers, insects, etc., and further defines 
voinings, limbs, paws, and, in short, any point- 
requiring relief. It is also intertwisted with gold 
silk cord, an edging very much in requisition for 
heavy and hangings in twill silk, satin,
velvet, cloth, or serge. Some of these cords are 
nearly as thick as a little finger, and agTee with 
the massive character of the gold embroidery.

n>—

The afghan is worked jin alter-
nate stripes of Victoria crochet and 
cross-stitch. For the crtxdieted 
stripe proceed as follows: (along 
13 stitches crochet with bli^  wool 
2 pattern rows in ordinary Vic-
toria stitch. In the 1st' row of 
the 3d pattern row tajte up the 
stitches as usual, and i  6v the raised 
spots, crochet 6 }^ -chain after the 
3d, 7th and 11th stitches, drawing 
up the last of the 7 chain with the 
vertical part out of which the stitch 

w as taken, and in the return row crochet off all the 
stitches as usual. In the 1st row of the fourth pat-
tern row', w'hen the raised spots are completed, 
take up the stitches as usual; but at the 3d, 7th, 
and 11th, in the sixth chain, take up twice alter- 
natehT 1 stitch, pass the thread round the needle, 
hen take up one stitch at the same place, and, 
stly, draw up together everything that is on the 

die: the return row is crocheted in the usual 
Repeat the 3d and 4th pattern rowrs, let- 

the raised spots occur in reversed position, 
p the l°n£ Bi^es crochet as follows, on the

WTory pule,* 1 double in marginal stitch, 4 chain,
. 1 trc&, in firpt. of 4 chain, miss 2, repeat from * ; 

for th ^ ]ternate stripes of canvas, work the pat-

tern in cross-stitch, in filoselle of the following 
colors—t: three shades olive, two shades violet, 
two shades blue, two shades pink, two shades 
blue-green, two shades fawn.”

Crcchst Edging.
Crochet as follow s : 1st row : * 14 chain, 1 leaf as 

folioW's : going back along the chain, 1 slip stitch, 
1 single, 1 double, 2 treble, 1 double, 1 single, 1 
slip stitch, repeat from *. 2d row : * 1 double 
in 4th of the G free chain stitches, 3 chain, 7 treble 
in center 7 stitches of the leaf, working the center 
of the 7 treble iu the point of the leaf, 8 chain, 
repeat from *. 3d row : * 1 double in 3 chain, 5 
chain, 1 double in center of 7 double, 5 chain, 1 
double iu next 3 chain, 1 purl of 5 chain and 1 
double, repeat from *. 4th row : * 1 double in 5 
chain, 5 chain, 1 double in 5 chain, 5 chain, 1 
double in next purl, 5 chain, repeat from *.
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SPECIALITE OF FASHIONS.
I We invite the attention o f ladies particularly to the original and specialH
! character o f  the Designs and Styles in Dress furnished in this Magazine.
1In  this department it has always been acknowledged unrivaled. Unlike 
other Magazines, it does not merely c o p y . It obtains the fullest intelli-

gence from  advanced sources abroad, and unites to these high artistic 
ability, and a thorough knowledge o f what is required by our more refined'

, and elevated taste at home. Besides, its instructions are not confined to 
mere descriptions o f  elaborate and special toilets, but embrace important 
information fo r  dealers, and valuable hints to mothers, dressmakers, and 
ladies generally, who wish to preserve economy in their wardrobes, dress 
becomingly, and keep themselves inform edofthe changes in the Fashions 
■ and the specialties required in the exercise o f good taste.

m

A L W A Y S  F IR S T  P R E M IU M .

C E N T E N N I A L  A W A R D  O V E R  A L L  C O M P E T I T O R S ,

MEDAL OF SUPERIORITY AT THE PARIS EXPOSITION.

R eview  of Fashions.
Th is  winter which is hardly yet past will be re-

membered as exceptionally brilliant and varied 
in its displays of dress, and the production of art 
designs in ladies* clothing. The remarkable se-
verity of the weather, following upon four years 
of unusual mildness, stimulated new and elegant 
designs in furs, and for street dress, while the 
social gayety, the private and public festivities 
developed an artistic beauty in evening and at- 
home costumes, which added the charm of pic-
turesque attire to the comfort and refinement of

thethe prettigsVV* interiors1J1

- JtHrcwprtfbft^^Eo country in the world^Bm* 
no city in any country that is better suited than 
New York for the actual employment of all the 
varieties of winter costume. The perfection which 
has been reached in the means of heating our 
houses renders it perfectly possible to wear com-
paratively light dresses indoors without discom-
fort, and, in fact, puts fur, and heavy cloth, and 
wadded materials out of the question, except for 
invalids. In France, on the contrary, and even 
in England, the means of heating are so imper-
fect, that grace, fashion, elegance are all subor-
dinate during the severe cold to the one necessity 
for keeping warm. Dinner dresses ordered from 
Paris were sent over here made of velvet, and

ments be warm and ample for covering. Cloth 
jackets are not enough ; the long fur-lined cloaks 
and pelisses, the thick cloth ulsters, are most 
welcome, and this year to these have been add-
ed coachmen’s capes of fur, boots bordered with 
fur, gloves lined with seal-skin, or plush, an out-
fit, in short, capable of facing the snows and ice 
of Russia.

In this climate it is of real importance to wo-
men that their outdoor dress be such as to enable 
them to face cold, and a temperature quite oppo-
site to that which they find indoors, el6e they shut 
themselves up for several months in the year, and 
sogu lose all energy and power o f resistance, and 

face weather, nor ward off slight at-

e fanciful attire 
e-believe of 

 ̂ to
which furn
protection. Great temptation Ifcv 
young who love pretty things, and w h S ^ rt^  
age to indulge in them. But they must learn

sleeves. These pelisses are made of Titian red 
silk plush, or of soft Indian stuff in red and gold, 
lined with chinchilla or minever. More sober 
styles are of the new fine seal-skin silk plush, 
lined with down quilted in old-gold satin. This 
plush is a beautiful fabric and durable. It is used 
for the lining of elegant cloaks and dolmans of 
satin de Lyon, and is as rich as the fur in appear-
ance and almost as costly.

Nothing can exceed the loveliness of the effect 
when these rich cloaks with their magnificent con-
trasts, or blending of color, are thrown back from 
a costume of ivory satin or brocade at the opera, 
or in a ball-room ; so fine indeed is the effect that 
there is no danger of their being quickly relin-
quished.

White seems to have become the livery of the 
drawing-room, or at least of the elegant private 
ball-room. Naturally the white sometimes al-

J ternrflee with black, or color, but In exclusive as- 
^Lanj|£oine white toil^W^alwaye pre-

resist, for dainty as the little silk and satin muffs ^  ^ t t  .eqwiyaler satin
look on a bright, mild morning, with a bunch of , or broca^e ^
fresh spring violets tied in a nest of lace, it would
not stand one blast of a genuine northeaster, and 
therefore young women, or women of any age, 
who cannot afford the variety in their costumes 
ndapted to fair weather and the reverse, had bet-
ter prepare for the reverse, for in all our lives 
we never can get rid of weather, and we must not

trimmed heavily with fur so as to be almost un- allow ourselves to be bound by it. 
bearable in our hot rooms, and subject to rapid 
deterioration. The French with their smooth, 
icy floors, only dotted with rugs, and freezing at-
mosphere, on very cold days, Indoors as well as 
out, cannot realize close, thickly-carpeted rooms 
and warmth that makes silks in January as suita-
ble as in May.

Soft, woolen undcr-clothing has nearly reached 
perfection, and this, of course, is indispensable in 
winter; but this religiously and conscientiously 
worn, the rest of a lady’s clothing can be adapted 
to the circumstances. Indoors, as before re-
marked, a cashmere wrapper, or a silk or satin

> gown may be appropriately worn, but the com-
fort and protection afforded by our houses ren-
ders it highly uecessary that the outdoor gar- 

3-17

One of the features of the beautiful fashions of 
the season has been the revival of luxurious 
wraps. For a time “  opera ”  cloaks, as they were 
called, became obsolete, and white India shawls, 
Arab burnous, cashmere scarfs, and other cover-
ings were used for the wraps which are so essen-
tial as a covering to light evening and rich din-
ner dresses. Of late we have improved upon these 
by the introduction of a long stylish pelisse, and 
dolman-shaped cloak, which is made of the rich-
est material, and lined with fur or quilted satin, 
so that the warmth and luxury of them are inde-
scribable. They are untrimmed save with a bor-
der which is always of feathers or fur, or a very 
thick, soft ruching of fringed silk which comes 
up high at the throat, and surrounds the loose

„  ^  ^  pale
pink satin trimmed witift
or Mechlin, and garlanded with pink and red 
roses, which are now often arranged as an order, 
and carried to the side of the skirt, where a loose 
bunch fastens the drapery.

Models for the Month.
In  the illustrations which we give for the pres-

ent month our lady readers will find several sug-
gestive designb for the making up of spring cos-
tumes, which may be relied upon as in the general 
line of incoming fashions.

The “  Fernande ”  costume, for example, may be 
used for wool, gingham, cambric, or any of the 
pretty materials used for walking dresses. It 
will bear the appropriation of a rather high and 
pronounced class of “ handkerchief”  goods, be-
cause the arrangement is such that but little of 
the plaid shows, and this in points which have an 
irregular and striking, but by no means “ loud”  
effect. The simplicity of the knotted handker-
chief at the throat adds a charm to its plctur-

fKttiW iit  * j r r t lOaryfrfTTTi-i r  i  v r
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esqueness, and the draping away of the Bide pan- 
lers from the double points in front harmonizes 
and completes the design, which is one of the 
best for a medium class of materials.

A favorite way of .making up the t£ Fernande ”  
Is to use “  stockinet ”  fo* the basque, and hand-
kerchiefs for the draperies and flounce, which 
are mounted upon a lining.

Another very pretty and useful design is the 
“ Reinette”  costume, which is walking length, 
and suitable for indoors or street wear. It is a 
good design for black in a combination of wool 
with figured silk or brocaded velvet. Or it may 
be made in three materials—the skirt of satin, 
or plaiu velvet, the polonaise of wool with 
side panels of figured silk, satin, or velvet. It 
is a very simple yet very dressy style, and 
very youthful in effect. No great amount 
of the handsome materials composing the 
skirt would be required, as it might be 
mounted upon a lining of gray twilled 
ellesia, or thin wool, as preferred.

Fourteen yards of any one kind of goods 
makes the complete dress. A less expen-
sive way to make it is to use a woolen fab-
ric for the skirt, as w'ell as the polonaise, 
and contrasting figured, in tapestry, or 
embossed design, for the sides and mount-
ing.

A graceful polonaise is the “  Ophelia.”
It is quite full, but the fullness is well 
distributed, not “ bunched ” into distortion 
or ungainliness. It requires nine yards and 
a quarter of material, twenty-four inches 
wide, or five of forty-eight inches, but it 
forms, with the exception of a flounce, a 
complete and very handsome dress. It 
is a good design for embroidery which a 
young lady may execute herself, or which 
can be purchased in bands.

The “ Pauline” is a handsome design 
for a walking skirt made in contrasting 
materials, silk and velvet, or wool and 
satin. In the latter case, the draped front 
and back drapery would be composed of 
the wool, the sides of figured satin, or 
silk and wool brocade. In the former, the 
front and back w'ould be of silk, or the 
plaited ruttte round the bottom, and the 
sides of velvet. The sides being undraped, 
and forming a paneled trimming, should 
he of the richer and heavier material.
The festooned cord- or ornaments to which 

ar* attached as pendants add much * 
to the dtsUneflou of the effect,
; r * v "
ibe untifc . - v  arc used
two yards of the richer or figured one will 
be needed.

The “  Cordelia ”  overskirt has the effect 
of a trimmed skirt, and may be used with 
round waist and belt or basque. If the lat-
ter is preferred it looks well made of the 
figured material which fornn the sides of 
the skirt. The kilting of the under-skirt 
mny be of the plain material which forms 
the drapery. Six yards of goods makes the 
overskirt complete, but one yard and a 
half of this should be of the figured stuff.
Three yards more will make an indepen-
dent basque, and three yards of the plain 
the kilting or flouncing necessary for a 
skirt trimmed upon a lining. This gives 
twelve yards altogether for a complete 
suit, four yards and a half of which would be of a 
figured fabric for sides of overskirt and basque. 
There arc several seasonable outdoor styles, one of 
which is the “ Capuchin”  ulster with hood. This is 
w'ell-shaped to the figure, and almost tight-fitting. 
The hood may be replaced with the “ Pelerine 
aud Hocm!,1'* given also, and which is a garment

by itself, as well as a stylish addition to a stylish 
ulster. We recommend the “  Capuchin ”  with 
hood, or cape, and hood for tourist purposes in 
conjunction with a simple whole cloth, or cloth- 
finished flannel dress of the same color and mate-
rial. Invisible green, seal brown, black blue, or 
very dark wine-color are all suitable, and the hood 
may be lined with satin or tapestry silk as pre-
ferred. Stitcliiug, and the satin lining for hood, 
are the only trimming required except buttons. A 
serviceable jacket for spring is the “  Humberto,.”  
Tbe only novelty is -the double effect of collar 
and rez*ers given to the front. It is finished with 
stitching upon a satine facing, and horn or shell 
buttons which reproduce the mottled effects in 
the cloth.

Gloves.
T h e r e  Is  great variety in the gloves nowadays, 

and so far as taste is concerned no other style can 
ever surpass the line, plain, dressed and undressed 
glove of kid such as ladies now wear. It is long, 
it is shapely, it is soft, it is flexible, it Is delight-
ful to the touch, and if large enough, but not too 
large, ft luxury to wear.

But every one cannot always, and for all pur-
poses afford to wear the finest of kid gloves, and 
the diversity of common ones would seem to fill 
every possible requirement. But alas ] common 
gloves are a delusion and a snare. They are of 
every grade of ugliness, they are harsh, they are 

; stiff, they are ill-fitting, they break out in unex-
pected places, they are a humiliation un-
speakable while they last, and they are 
found to be unwearuble before they art* 
half w'orn out. There are superior makes 
of English and French lisle thread gloves 
which do not fall under this sweeping ban 
of condemnation. The only difficulty about 
these is that the ends of the fingers wear 
out so very soon, and so much quicker 
than the rest of the glove, that it is sur-
prising ingenuity has not suggested some 
such remedy as that applied to the heels 
and toes of hosiery, viz., double thread in 
weaving or knitting. The subject is w ell 
worth consideration, now that gloves are 
becoming so peculiarly a branch of Amer-
ican manufacture, and these classes of 
gloves are those for which there is the 
greatest demand. A new w'oolen or “  me-
rino”  glove has also made its appearance 
during the past winter which corresponds 
as a winter glove to the lisle thread in sum-
mer. It is not quite so well shaped, the 
fingers are too straight, but it is neat mid 
wrarm, and requires no buttoning, the long 
ribbing stretching ŵ ell and without any 
trouble over the wrist. But the difficulty 
with the lisle thread glove is emphasized 
in the merino, the ends of the fingers wear 
out almost immediately, and they are less 
easy of adjustment, because the fingers are

s a fine oppuL 
facturers to make a
direction, and give us a well-made, well-
shaped, and duruble American glove in lisle 
thread aud merino. They could surely af-
ford to do it at a cost not exceeding the 
price of English and French lisle thread 
and merino gloves, and possibly for less, 
and by establishing a reputation, would 
sw'cep the market, and obtain a monopoly 
of it. We hope some manufacturer will 
take up this matter, and work upon it until 
a good secondary glove is produced for all 
seasons, and will not be ashamed to chris-
ten It the American glove. There is “ mil-
lions”  in it—of gloves for the million.

Capuchin Ulster.
M a d e  o f  fancy English check cloth w it h  large 

pockets, revers and hood lined with red Surah silk, 
and used to complete a walking dress of marine- 
blue serge. Dark blue hat of felt, trimmed with 
a natural ostrich plume and red pheasant feath-
ers. Patterns in two sizes, medium and 
Price, thirty cents each.

la r g e .

“  W h a t to W e a r ”
Is too well knowm to need more than 
the announcement of Its appearance for 
the Spring and Summer of 18ST. Its 
practical character has already secured for 

it 60,000 circulation, and it has only to be seen for 
every lady to place herself on the list of its sub-
scribers. What it tells is just what every woman 
w^nts to knowr in regard to her own wardrobe. 
Price, fifteen cents, post free.

Send order at once to W. J e n v t n o s  P e m o r e s t , 
or M m e . D e m o r e s t , 17 E. 14th Street, New York.
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Fashionable Jewelry*
No. 1.—Novel and delicate in design, this beau-

tiful lace-pin is in “ rolled1- gold, the triple bar 
in polished gold connected by a succession of tiny 
halls in dead gold, and having clover or shamrock 
leaves at the ends. In the center a scroll-work of 
polished gold incloses a pendant set with a pure

is engraved and polished gold, and is ornamented 
with a lily iu frosted silver and leaves of green 
frosted gold. All the polished gold is solid, and 
the silver used is coin silver. Price, $1.50 per 
pah*.

No. 8.—Artistic and beautiful in design and 
workman ship, this set consists of ear drops and 
brooch, which may also be worn as a pendant.

white stone that has all the beauty aud brilliancy j The desigu is executed in “  rolled ”  gold, set
with Watteau paintings on copper. The center is 
a painting of a tambourine player in white and 
rose-color on a silver background, set in a raised 
oval of polished gold, surrounded by an outer oval 
ornamented with frosted gold. At the top is a 
flower of frosted gold ; at the sides tiny gold balls 
and leaf-shaped ornaments, connected by bars nf 
gold, depend from the lower edge. The ear-rings 
match in design, and the oval is a swinging pen-
dant. All the polished gold seen is solid. Price, 
$9 for the set.

No. 9.—Ball ear-rings in “ rolled”  gold. The 
ball Is of burnished gold, ornamented with 
lozenges of highlv-polisbed gold withip heart-
shaped scrolls of filigree work. All the polished 
gold that is seen is solid. Price, $3.25 per pair.

No. 10.—A stylish lace-pln in “ rolled”  gold, 
the design a round bar of dead gold, with balls of 
dead gold and filigree ornaments at the ends. In 
the center is a raised Bquare medallion, set with a 
Byzantine mosaic, representing a white bird on a

of a genuine diamond. Shamrock leaves alternat-
ing with tiny balls of polished gold, on long stems, 
radiate from the outer curve of the scroll. The 
bars and stems are in knife-edge work. Price, 
$3.75. '

No. 2.—Lady’s scarf-pin of “  rolled ”  gold. A 
very stylish design. The head of the pin is a ball 
of burnished Roman gold, with plaques of highly- 
polished gold on four sides. Price, $1.35. A 
similar style, with plain round head, either pol-
ished or dead gold, is used to secure bonnet 
strings, jabots, and neckties; inches in length, 
75 cents per pair ; 2i inches, $1 per pair.

No. 3.—A unique aud stylish lace-pin of 
“ ro lled ”  Roman gold. The center is a ball of 
burnished gold, ornamented with filigree and tiny 
plaques o f highly -polished gold. The round bar is 
o f burnished gold, and the ends are covered with 
filigTee work and ornaments o f polished gold. 
Price, $3.

No. 4.—A simple and pretty lace-pin of “  rolled ”  
gold. In the cen-
ter is a succession "
of tiny plaques in 
polished gold, be-
tween two raised 
flat bars. T h e  
edges are filigree 
work. Price, $3.

No. 5.—A light 
and graceful lace- 
pln of “ rolled”  
gold, the bar of 
polished gold in 
knife-edge work,

dark ground. On each side are scrolls of filigree 
aud small bare of polished gold. Price, $3.

No. 11.—Lace-pin of “ rolled”  gold. This 
stylish design is in filigree, on burnished gold; the 
half-sphere in the center being ornamented with 
engraved plaques of highly-polished gold. Price, 
$2.25.

All of these goods are of the best quality of ma-
terial and Workmanship, and many of the designs 
are fao-similes of those made in solid gold.

a lte r n a te d  w i i n  
tiny gold balls iu 
polished gold, the 
stems in knife- 
e d g e  w o r k .  
Above the bar is 
seroll work, and a 
leaf in the center 
of polished gold. 
Price, $2.25.

No. 6. — These 
e a r - d r o p s  o f  
“ rolled ” goldare 
swinging balls, or-
namented on four 
sides with polish-
ed plaques, and are 
similar in design 
to the lace pin No. 
11, with which 
they may be very 
a p p r o p r i a t ely 
worn as a set. 
Price, $2.25 per 
pair.

N o. 7.—T h is  
pretty design for 
ear-drops is 1 n 
“ rolled”  g o l d .  
The ground work

Our Spring w Portfolio”  for the 
Spring and Summer of 1881.

Otm Spring “ Portfolio”  of latest designs in 
fashions for walking, morning, traveling and 
indoor dresses, aud which includes pictured 
details of all outdoor garments, wardrobes for 
children of all ages, and many useful home-made 
articles for gentlemen, will be ready March first, 
and may be sent for at once, as the large num-
ber of its regular subscribers and purchasers, ren-
ders au early order necessary to a prompt supply.

The “ Portfolio”  of fashions offers unusual 
attractions this seasou in the beauty and novelty 
of its designs, as well as in the constant improve-
ment made in the style of the illustrations. As a 
mirror of form and design, in which ladies can

 ̂ see clearly the ef-
fect of different 
styles, and thus

ligence upon the 
selection of pat-
terns and models, 
ils value is indis-
putable and fully 
a c k n o w ledged. 
The cost, more-
over, is so slight, 
compared with 
th e  advantage 
gained, that few 
ladies will be de-
prived of it, after 
having had an ex-
perience o f  its  
great use in aiding 
them to decide

F A S H I O N A B L E  J E W E L R Y .

“  Char - 
m#u$e ”  necklace 
is composed of a 
fringe formed by 
g o l d  or s i l v e r  
balls graduated in 
size.

A h o r n e d  owl, 
with ruby or dia-
mond eyes, sitting 
sleepily upon the 
hooked crescent 
of a golden new 
moon, is a favor-
ite device for gon- 
t l e m e n ’ s scarf- 
pins.

u
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S ty lish  Short Costumes.
(See full-page engraving.)

F ig , 1.—A graceful street or visiting costume 
composed of a polonaise of black gros-grain 
silk, trimmed with wide bauds o f black and gold 
brocaded velvet, over a short skirt of black satin de 
Lyon, trimmed with gathered ruffles. A peleriue 
and hood of the brocaded velvet lined with old- 
gold satin complete the costume. Black satin 
hat, faced with gold color, and trimmed with long 
black plumes. The designs employed are the 
“  Ophelia'’ polonaise aud the “ Pelerine with 
Hood,”  both of which are illustrated separately 
elsewhere. Pattern of pelerine, a medium size, 
price fifteen cents. Pattern of polonaise, thirty 
eeuts each size.

F ig . 2.—This illustrates a front view o f the sim-
ple and pretty “ Reinette”  costume, of slate-blue 
satin duehesse and plush. The panels at the sides 
simulating a Louis XV. vest, are of the plush, 
lined with red silk, and the rest of the costume is 
of slate-blue satin. The front is trimmed with 
cashmere jet passementerie ornaments, and the 
top of the sleeve is ornamented with a short lab- 
Her of passetnenterie. Plush hat faced with red, and 
trimmed with clusters of slate-blue satin ribbon 
bows, and ostrich tips in their natural colors. 
The costume is also illustrated among the sepa-
rate fashions. Price of pattern, thirty cents each 
size.

F i g . 3.—House dress of green and gold hand-
kerchief-plaid Madras cloth. The design repre-
sented is the “ Fernande”  costume, with plain 
gored skirt, trimmed with kilt-plaiting and hand-
kerchief draperies, combined with a tight-fitting 
corsage. Ruffles of “ vermicelli ”  lace at the 
neck and wrists. The hair is dressed in waves, 
with gold bands across the front. The costume is 
also illustrated among the separate fashions. 
Price of pattern, thirty cents each size.

Theater Dress.

y  aim 
J  cent

PAULINE WALKING SKIRT.

Pauline W alk ing Skirt.—A decidedly novel 
and very stylish design for a walking skirt, with 
short, shirred apron over a deep kilt-plaiting in 
front, and an overskirt plain on each side, but 
draped in a bouffant manner, and falling in two 
points at the back. This design is desirable for 
almost any dress material. Price of pattern, thirty 
cents.

Th e re  are many occasions upon 
which a basque or jacket-bodice 
differing from the skirt is found 
most useful, and the theater is one 
of them. The dress skirt is of no 
consequence so long as it is short 
and inconspicuous ; the long wrap 
nearly covers it, and in the crowd 
going in and out of a theater a 
train is very much in the way, 
and an elegant dress stands a 
chance of being spoiled.

But the seat reached and wraps 
thrown aside the upper part of the 
costume, without being light or 
showy, should be handsome and 
arranged with taste, and nothing 
is more suitable or convenient 
than an independent jacket bod-
ice of velvet or red and gold 
brocade or with neckerchief or 
jabot of lace; a small bonnet 
beaded or made of feathers, or 
picturesque hat. The hats, we 
may remark, should be chosen 
with some care ; gentlemen com-
plain bitterly of the large hats 
with broad beef-eater crowns, that interpose a 
wall between persons who sit behind them and 
the stage; and there is some justice in their ob-
jections. Where every one pays a certain amount 
of money to see a performance, one part of the 
audience has no right to wear an article that ex-
cludes the view from the rest. Occupants of 
boxes, of course, can do as they please, as these 
being exclusive and placed at the sides of the 
house away from the body of the assemblage, no 
one is interfered with by any head-gear that ladies 
may choose to wear; but in the parquette and 
balconies it is a very different thing, and the in-

dulgence in any form of wide- 
brimmed hat or towering bonnet 
which happens to be in vogue affords 
some justification for the refusal of 
some English managers to permit the 
wearing of bonnets in the stalls of the 
theaters (corresponding to our par- 

htch now is not permitted

The polottfliM,.
for half-evening costume, aiu*  ̂
suitable for theater wear. Some made 
in wool have a hood lined with satin, 
others are hand-embroidered with 
crewels, and still others are of dark 
wine-colored satin, draped off from 
the front, which may be beaded, 
shirred, or e m b r o i d e r e d ,  and the 
neck and sleeves finished with a flat 
trimming to match, and plaitings of 
lace.

Velvet bodices are not infrequent-
ly made with the high Medici collar 
lined with satin, and with an inner 
ruffle of Mechlin lace ; but these are 
not seen in the body part of the 
house—they would be deemed too 
conspicuous for good taste; they 
are e m p l o y e d  for r e c e p t i o n s  

and what is called “ box”  dressing. Dinner 
dresses half-worn and cut down to walking- 
length make good theater dresses, particularly 
if dark in color. Bangles, wristlets, necklets, 
all sorts of fancy ornaments find a place at 
the theater, ns It is not considered a suitable 
occasion for the display of very costly orna-
ments.

CORDELIA OVERSKIRT.

Cordelia Overskirt.—A novelty in the ar-
rangement of this graceful overskirt is the intro-
duction of the plain panels on each side under 
the short, draped apron. The back is full and 
very gracefully draped. The design is suitable 
for all classes of dress goods, and is very desira-
ble for a combination of materials. Price of pat-
tern, thirty cents.

GILBERTE BASQUE.

Gilberte Basque.—The novel style of revere 
and plastron on the front of the basque, and the 
graceful arrangement of the side drapery renders 
this an extremely attractive design. It is fitted 
tightly with the usual number of darts in front, 
side gores under the arms, side-forms rounding to 
the armholes, and a seam down the middle of the 
back. The revers are cut on the fronts, and ar-
ranged in such a manner that, if desired, the plas-
tron can be omitted and the reve?'s buttoned up 
with the rest of the waist, thus giving a perfectly 
plain frout. The design is appropriate for a great 
variety of materials, especially the richest quali-
ties, and is well adapted for a combination of 
fabrics. Price of pattern, twenty-five cents each 
size.
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The Novelties in Dress.
Th e  “  Tea Gowns ”  arc among the newest 

things—not the long wrapper-lUe gowus of the 
English esthetic era, which never could or can 
be made to look like anything but a roOe de 
cfianibiVy but the odd “ tea”  gowus cut after 
C'hiuese models, or at least suggestive of their 
quaint, costuming. Tea gowus are sometimes 
made iu piuk or blue flannel, and worn in the 
morning; sometimes iu figured aud damasked 
silk, aud woru in the evening. They are some-
times shirred at the hack of the neck, some-
times set iu a yoke ; they are cut loose and 
almost shapeless, with wide sleeves, aud fold 
well over iu front, the waist being confined by 
a sash of doubled silk or satin, with lace or 
tasseled ends. From the throat aruflie of soft 
Breton lace is thrown back over the neck and 
carried down the front to the belt or sash as 
a jabot. The length is not quite that of a walk-
ing-dress, and the flounces of a ruffled, and 
often embroidered skirt peep out from the 
plain edge.

An elegant novelty is a very small black 
bonnet, little more than a crown, made entirely 
of the minute blue-black feathers from the 
breast of the raven, laid closely one over an-
other upon a doubled lace foundation. The 
strings are doubled black satin bordered with 
black thread lace. Only a wing and the talons 
of the raven are used for ornaments. Indian 
ornaments are coming into vogue made of vel-
vet trimmed with a network of beads or gold 
coins. Throatlets and wristlets appear of this 
description and are useful with square necks 
and the half-short sleeves now in vogue.

Treaty handkerchiefs for the neck are of 
wbi e twilled tilk embroidered in Indian colors 
and gold, and edged with deep Breton or 
Languedoc lace.

A new arrangement for the neck consists of 
a doubled scarf of satin gathered at the ends 
above the edge, and trimmed upon this edge 
with lace put on a little full. This scarf is 
worn a collarette, and above it, close to 
the thioat, jf=;ds of utiribc iA -id u L li  ffleet
front wftli two lace plus, oim at■*’ waist. The bouquet oft
roses* 
tu i le  m

at the le'ft of the

and Summer c f.lB 8 I .
T h e  enormous circulation that this publica-

tion has attained shows that ladies generally re-
cognize it for what it is—a muUuni in paroo of 
information and direction iu regard to dress and 
its belongings—taken from the most useful aud 
practical side. Iu a handy form for reference 
are found all sorts of useful facts in regard to 
costumes, fabrics, out-door garments, hats and 
bonnets, children’s clothing, hosiery, and all 
the details of the toilet, illustrated, and em-
bodying many new and exclusive styles. 
“ W h a t  t o  W e a r ”  for the Spring aud Sum-
mer of 1881, will he ready on April first. The 
price Is only fifteen cents, postage paid. Ad-
dress M m e . D e m o r e s t , 17 East llth  Street, 
New York.

O l d  b l u e  is  a  n e w  c o l o r .

L a c e - t r i m m e d  f i c h u s  a r e  p r e f e r r e d  f o r
dressy occasions to those embroidered.

ITa l f  handkerchiefs o f  India m u l l  with 
black, b l u e ,  or red polka-dots are pretty for 
morning wear.

colored Madras plaids or handkerchief patterns; 
hut it is equally stylish made iu any other ma-
terials. The front view is illustrated on Fig. 3 
of the full-page engraving. Price of pattern, 
thirty cents each size.

Spring Brown and Spring Green.

OPHELIA POLONAISE.

Ophelia Polonaise.—A long, draped apron, 
pointed side paniers, full drapery at the back and a 
large “  Pierrot”  collar, are the distinguishing features 
of this stylish model. The polonaise i6 tight-fitting, 
with the usual number of darts in front, side gores 
under the arms, side forms rounding to the armholes 
and a seam down the middle of the back. Almost any 
dress goods may be employed in reproducing this de-
sign, but it is especially adapted to theheaviervarieties 
and is desirable for a combination of materials. This 
is shown on Fig. 1, of the full-page engraving. Price of 
pattern, thirty cents each size.

-V 1 ■V

XANDE COSTUME.

U n d o u b t e d l y  the successor of black for 
street wear is brow n, at least it promises to be 
fashionable this season. Seal-brown costumes 
iu a combination of exquisite camelVbair with 
satin are in preparation, accompanied by small 
hats ami bonnets of browm straw, or close bon-
nets of satin the same as that used for the 
dress. The trimming for the straw is satin 
aud shaded foliage; for the satin bonnets, 
clusters of feathers shaded off into golden 
brown, and very rich gold and brown tap-
estried silk arranged iu folds as a scarf, aud 
pouf. The costumes need not be trimmed 
with anything save the satin ; but one was made 
recently which exhibited nu embroidered plas-
tron, and bands In several shades of brown, 
from seal to golden—the faintest edge of a 
golden brown balaycuse being visible round 
the bottom of the skirt.

Olive brow*n is also in great demand with 
green or golden lights in it, and some gold in 
the ornamentation of the bonnet: a golden 
butterfly, or green and gold scarabeus, insects 
having taken the place, to a considerable ex-
tent, of the long pins and spiked ornaments. 
The new* spring green and spring blue ore the 
genuine old bottle colors—they are dark and 
subdued, yet have softened lights in them which 
render them cheerful smd pleasant to look upon. 
The contrasts in the costumes are effected in 
fabric, not in color, and some are made entirely 
of satin wuth cords, or silk, and gold braids as 
trimming. The con junction of fine wool with 
satin in spring suits in these colors is charni_ 
ing, the satin furnishing all the trimming re-
quired except buttons, which are usually of 
dark, iridescent pearl.

C ostm e  Hats and Bonnets.
T h e r e  i s  n o t h i n g  p o s i t i v e l y  n ew ' t o  b e  s a id  

a b o u t  h e a d - g e a r  a t  t h is  s e a s o n ,  w h ic h  is  t o o  
e a r ly  f o r  s p r in g  s t y le s  t o  b e  d e c id e d ,  a u d  t o o  
l a t e  f o r  m u c h  t o  r e m a in  t o  b e  u s e f u l l y  sa id  
a b o u t  w in ter*  s t y le s .  T h e  b o n n e t s  f o r  t h e  

or half-season as the Parisians 

'“ l0 llle
'  ‘  "

■I

■I
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F ern  and e C ostu m e.—In this dressy design, the 
close-fittimr, cuirass basque is cut with the usual num-
ber of darts in front, side gores under the arms, side 
forms rounding to the armholes and a seam down the 
middle of the back; and with this is combined a gored 
skirt trimmed with kilt-plaiting and handkerchief 
draperies falliug in a double pointed apron in front, 
pointed side paniers, and a shawl-shaped point at the 
back. This design is especially adapted to the briglit-

veuienL styix. -r_ tmA eaps"fla
vented also, made of the fabric of tbe dress, or 
matching in color, which are adapted to the 
young, and those who do not want the c o r '  
ventiounl bonnet.

Most ladies, therefore, in ordering a spring 
suit, order bonnet or cap to match, and this is 
supplied by the dressmaker— that is, by all first- 
class dressmakers—most of them haviug a mill-
iner attached to the establishment, or someone 
with millinery taste and experience.

Of course the designs for costume hats and 
bonnets are, aud ought to be, somewhat 
limited. They cm mot be large and wide-brim-
med, they inu-t be close and somewhat com-
pact, but they are often pretty and almost al-
ways becoming. When the suit is dark brown, 
brown 6traw can usually be found to match, 
and trimmed with the fabric, or trimming fab-
ric of the dress ; but in other colors the straw 
dye is not alw ays fortunate, berides there are 
ladies who object to jumping at once from vel-
vet to straw, and as a matter of dres* etiquette, 
not to say health and propriety, they arc quite 
right.

i
j (
S

U
*

A  jQ. jQ i. jO >  »  pC O fiO O  A  i ii jCj . jii XCO-AlCjCe >CiO. jO D O a  i j X X C C X a O V T C A j q



4 0 D E M O R E S T ’S M O N T H L Y  M A G A Z I N E .

11

Sleeves*
T h e r e  is one point in spring dressmaking to 

which we beg to call the attention of our readers. 
This is in regard to the present fashion of coat 
sleeves. Women are so used to enduring incon-
venience in clothing, that unless the fact is 
brought home to them in some unmistakable 
form, they let it go without trying to remedy it.

Sleeves have gradually been growing tighter 
and tighter—until the long, ordinary sleeve as 
cut by ultra-fashionable or ignorant dressmakers 
has become paralyzing. The idea has been to fit 
it close to the arm, to render cuffs unnecessary 
by bringing the long glove down to the shortened 
sleeve, or below it, and thus preserve the pure 
outline. This is all very well, but the theory as 
applied to sleeves for day wear is injurious to the 
last degree to those who have to use their arms 
in a continuous manner, in sewing or writing for 
example.

A coat sleeve made for a working-dress should 
be gathered on the under side at the elbow, like 
No. 2377, the “  Princess ”  sleeve, unless it is 
made loose enough to enable the arm to move 
freely. Evening dress sleeves may be made 
tight, because they are worn less frequently, and 
not during working hours—but evening and 
dressy sleeves, with a singular perversity, are 
usually made to afford plenty of room, while the 
sleeves worn all the time are the oneB which sub-
ject the wearer to a species of torture.

Another point in regard to sleeves is to be 
observed in reference to outside jackets or 
ulsters made en suite. See that they are large 
enough to put on over dress sleeves, without 
pulling or dragging, and exhausting time and 
strength which could be put to better use. They 
may be-well-shaped without arresting the blood in 
its course through the veins, as many of the sleeves 
now, and becoming instruments of punishment. 
Ready-made jackets and other garments fre-
quently err on tiie other side, and make the sleeves 
so wide and so shapeless as to be an offense to 
taste. It is best to avoid both extremes in dress-
making, for use and comfort.

N ew est Styles in Mourning.

teries, and not even jetted trimmings, until after 
six months have passed. When crape is taken off, 
folds of armure Bilk or dull jet may be put on, but 
even then the ornamentation must not be made 
too conspicuous. A short street dress for deep 
mourning is made of Henrietta cloth, with kilted 
front aud slightly draped back. The basque iB a 
cuirass, and is trimmed with bands or collar and 
cuffs of double English crape. Some ladies omit, 
without any impropriety', the crape trimming from 
the street dress altogether, and leave it quite 
plain, the sleeves shaped closely to the arm, and 
meeting the glove, which is extended upon the 
wrist, without cuff or even fold. A long black 
cloak or ulster envelops this dress in very severe 
weather, but for spring it may be accompanied by 
a jacket cut rather long and close, and finished 
with a monk’s hood lined with crape. A small 
bonnet should be made of Henrietta cloth, and 
trimmed with folds of crape. The crape may be 
taken off of both hood and bonnet at the end of 
three months, and dull armure silk substituted. 
If the mourning is not required very deep, the ar- 
mure silk may be used in the first place. A plain 
but elegant mourning dress is made of rich armure 
silk cut with a princess back, and a round demi- 
train, bordered twelve inches deep with double 
English crape. The front is draped, and closely 
shirred above several narrow-plaited flounces of 
crape, and the belt which confines the front o f the 
dress is also formed of folds of crape. Several 
rows of doubled black tulle, very finely plaited, are 
used for the finishing of the neck and sleeves, or 
plaited crepe lisse (black), but no lace until the end 
of six months.

Nothing but the simplest ornaments are, of 
course, needed; for no lady in mourning goes to 
very gay entertainments, and for the small occa-
sions which it is neither wise nor necessary to 
avoid, the dressing, including gloves, hosiery, and 
accessories of every description, should be all 
black.

The finest care aud judgment, however, are re-
quired during the transition period, when deep 
mourning gives place to lighter textures and 
habiliments, and when it is found very perplexing 
to decide that one thing is admissible and another 
not. In this case, as in many others that are more 
important, it helps wonderfully to find out what is 
best not to do. And. first, jit is best not to admit

feet, and, if they can be afforded, there is nothing 
quite so nice as plain black spun silk stockings 
for every-day wear. If these cannot be managed, 
very dark gray will be found better than black in 
thread or cotton ; and for dressy wear silk will be 
absolutely needed. Crape veils are unhealthy, 
and should be avoided. If vails must be worn, 
let them be tulle or crepe lisse.

circle, Luat inionuii&vu.-------- ueeween
persons in and persons out of mourning, unless 
they wore crape.

Black is still resorted to by all classes, and must 
continue to be, for its undeniable style, neatness, 
and convenient unobtrusiveness both for ladies in 
and ladies out of mourning; but it is now much 
easier to draw the line and make the distinction 
between what is and what is not mourning. For 
example, much of the black that is ordinarily 
worn is glossy, such as satin, woolen material 
striped, spotted, or figured with satin, and, when 
dresses are made of black wool for usual wear, 
they are nearly always mounted with figured silk, 
satin, plush, or some fabric which relieves the 
depth and plainness of the wool.

More elegant black toilets are always o f satin, 
satin de Lyon, brocaded silk, or velvet combined 
with enriched silk or satin. Many, also, arc em-
broidered w ith cashmere beads, or trimmed with 
old go ld ; and to all, in one w*ay or other, the ef-
fect of glitter, and more or less of splendor, is 
given to atone for the absence of color. All this 
is totally out of place in mourning. No glossy 
material should be used, no fringes or passemcn-

duIgecFin, except very plain black ear-rings and 
long pin.

Some people affect to consider attention to the 
detail of mourning as quite unworthy sensible 
women; but if a thing is worth doing at all, it is 
worth doing well, and while the outward signs of 
mourning for friends have become a matter of taste 
and personal convenience more than obligation, 
yet if it is done it should be done conscientiously, 
and with the care which comes naturally with 
habits of refinement and culture.

Summer mourning has been quite a problem 
until the production of the exquisitely fine wools 
which have no warmth largely solved the diffi-
culty. These can be made upon thin twilled silk 
(French lining silk), as may also the sewing-silk 
and iron-frame grenadine—the only two kinds of 
grenadine suitable for mourning. Of course in-
doors, in hot weather, there is no necessity to be 
miserable in a black dress w hen one can be com-
fortable in a white sacque or wrapper; but out of 
doors there is no reason, with the immense variety 
of thin black fabrics at command, to suffer any 
more than one must in other clothing.

A great point in mourning is the dressing of the

The  “  Gilberte ”  basque is here illustrated, 
made of black satin de Lyon trimmed with black 
brocaded satin, the remainder of the coetume be-
ing of satin de Lyon and brocade. The basque is of 
plain satin de Lyon, and the drapery, cuffs and re-
fers of brocade ; and the joining of the drapery to 
the basque at the back is concealed by passemen-
terie ornaments enriched with jet. Plaitings of 
Alenyon lace around the neck and 6lecves. Price 
of pattern, twenty-five cents each size.

--------------------------------

Lenten Dresses.
It  is becoming more and more the custom for 

ladies to attend the Lenten services of the 
churches which take place during the Lenten 
season. The costume for this purpose is black, 
and is cut short with Jersey bodice, and simple 
draped and kilted skirt which is united to the 
bodice, the join being concealed by folds arranged 
scarf-wise. With this dress is worn a little black 
embroidered mantle, or, on cold days, a dark gray 
ulster, and Derby bat, with pale gray veil folded 
round it, and round the throat. A silver-mounted 
ebony prayer-book is carried by silver chains.

raxfceO-ifigj'ar.-cjC*?̂  i o o c -hm:<t> x>e - Xic3o*ic>>xif/yaoe-*
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* REINETTE COSTUME.

Reinette Costume.—A distinguished sim-
plicity characterizes this pretty costume. It is 
arranged with a close-fitting polonaise reaching 
to the bottom of the skirt in the back, and a sim-
ulated Louis XV. vest on the front, leaving only a 
small portion visible of a short, round skirt, with-
out trimming. The polonaise is cut with three 
darts in each front, two in the usual positions and 
one under the arm, side forms rounding to the 
armholes and a seam down the middle of the back. 
The design is appropriate for all dress materials,

‘ ^ " " ^ r t T o l io  of F ash ion s/’
-  V V  ̂ ^larit v of this publication 

^  iJCgjv -*'j£nonpouB cir-

raJS cement,
ladies want to see a truthful, pi 
of styles before buying patterns,
“  P o r t f o l i o  ”  t h e y  o b ta in  a  c o m p l e t e  g5?

excepting the thinnest varieties, and is especially 
adapted to a combination of fabrics; and it may 
be trimmed, as illustrated, with rich passemenlet'ie 
ornaments, or in any other way to suit the taste 
and material employed. The front view is shown 
on Fig. 2 of the full-page engraving. Price of 
pattern, thirty cents each size.

Capuchin Ulster.—A stylish and serviceable 
garment for street wear or traveling, a novel fea-
ture of which is the “ Capuchin” hood which is 
extended to form revers on the front. It is nearly,

, of designs, so large, so distinct in detail, and so 
well described, that they are enabled to judge 
accurately of effects, and are not betrayed into 
useless expenditure. The “ P o r t f o l i o , ”  with 
all the new designs in costume for the Spring 
of 1881, will be ready March first, and prompt 
application should be made. Price, fifteen 
cents, post-free. Address, W. J e n n i n g s  D e m -
o r e s t , or M m e . D e m o r e s t , 17  East 14th Street,
New York Citv.

“

“ W hat to W ea r .”
L a d i e s  should look out for the spring and 

summer number of “  What to Wear.”  A full 
description of whose interesting contents will 
be given in the next number.

CAPUCHIN ULSTER.

but not quite, tight-fitting, and has a single dart 
in each front reaching to the bottom of the skirt, 
side forms rounded to the armholes, and the back 
cut with a seam down the middle. Additional 
fullness is imparted to the back of the skirt by 
box-plaits let in at the back and side form seams. 
This design is suitable for any quality of cloth, 
and the revers on the hood and cuffs may be made 
of the same goods, or silk or satin. Patterns in 
two sizes, medium and large. Price, thirty cents 
each

the most appropriate, and if made in suit goods 
the trimming can be made to match with that 
of the rest of the costume. Price of pattern, 
twenty-five cents each size.

. Illustrated Journal.”
e ES;” ” * kliat a ladies’ paper has

tsi'r x ndrcd thou- 
^ut

B r a c e l e t s  a re  w 'orn  o u t s id e  t h e  s le e v e s .
G o l d e n  b u t t e r c u p  is  th e  n ew re s t  s h a d e  o f  

y e l l o w .

N e c k l a c e s  a re  w o r n  e v e n  o v e r  h ig h - n c c k e d  
d re s s e s .

D i r e c t o i r e  c o l la r s ,  c o v e r e d  w it h  j e t  e m b r o i -
d e r y  o n  n e t  o r  e d g e d  w i t h  c u t  j e t  b e a d s  a rc  
w o r n  w it h  b la c k  s ilk  d r e s s e s .

liUMBEKTA JACKET.

Humberts Jacket.—Double-breasted, tight-fit-
ting, and somewhat masculine, but decidedly stylish 
in effect, this is a thoroughly practical design for a 
lady’s out-door garment. It is cut with a single dart in 
each side of the front, and one down the middle, side 
forms rounding to the armholes, and a seam down the 
middle of the back. Additional fullness is imparted 
to the skirt by extensions on the back and side form 
seams fi rming plaits on the inside. The jacket is orna-
mented with revers and a broad, turn-down collar, large 
pockets and cuffs. This design is suitable for any of 
the materials used for ladies’ coats and jackets, and 
many kinds of suit goods. For cloth, the “ tailor ”  finish 
—several row s of machine-stitching near the edges—is

saffBf Aompriaed the edilio T t y ^ Jq j  -fl __ 
started our fall number of till?*Truest of our 
fashion publications. The cheapness at which 
we have put this popular publication for the 
household, must be considered a great reason 
for its rapid advancement. It not only gives 
the latest news in regard to fashions, but more 
valuable and instructive reading for the money 
than any other paper published in the world. 
Our vast facilities do not admit of rivalry in our 
own field, and our friends know that we are 
not only as good, but better than our word. 
Demorest’s “  I l l u s t r a t e d  J o u r n a l  ”  is issued 
quarterly with the seasons, sixteen pages, 16* 
by 1U inches (same size as the Illustrated 
Weeklies), and the price is only five cents 
per copy, or fifteen cents per year, including 
postage. Try it for one year. Address, W. 
J e n n i n g s  D e m o r e s t , 17  East 14th Street, New 
Y ork.

R e d  is  in  e s p e c i a l  f a v o r  f o r  m i l l i n e r y  d e -
v i c e s .

A h a n d s o me  comb or natural flower, placed 
low, at the left side, behind the ear, is all the 
ornament worn in the hair for full dress toilets.

%
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Wedding Dresse:
Br i d a l  dresses have become a uniform of white 

silk, or satin. There is nothing objectionable 
about this, except that very many people thitik 
they must do exactly as their 
neighbors do in this respect, who 
cannot afford the expense, aud 
for whom it is quite inappro-
priate, as the bride may hardly 
have another opportunity of 
wearing her wedding gown.
White is undoubtedly a suitable 
dress for a youthful bride, but 
white muslin has gone out of 
fashion, and the white brocades, 
the white satins, aud rich satin- 
tiuished silks are only adapted to 
wealth, aud the refined surround-
ings which it brings. A cheap 
outtit of this kind is beyond all 
measure tawdry and destitute of 
the comfort and satisfaction gain-
ed from a really useful aud hand- __ —-
some church aud street costume, 
which could be obtained for less 
money. A young lady wealthy in 
her own right, aud about to be 
married to a member, indeed the 
representative head of one of the 
oldest and most aristocratic fami-
lies in America, chose as her wed-
ding dress an embroidered Iutlia 
muslin which had been her moth-
er’s, and declined all otters of a 
magnificent trousseau. “  Why 
should 1 burden myself,”  she said,
“ with a lot of clothes that I do 
not need, and have to think about 
them, aud take care of them, aud 
see them go out of fashion? I 
have all the w ardrobe 1 need, and 
I would rather get my dresses 
when 1 want them.”

She dressed herself for her wed- 
diug as she would if she was going 
to an evening party,walked quiet-
ly dowu unattended into the back 
parlor, and was married to a mill-
ion, and a very handsome man, 
without ushers or \

There is a1 
the ei**"—''
T

_  opllt»tf ~whei7 they
marry, which did not exist for the ______
young lady iu question. It is their T y r-
one chance of acquiring a toler - ^-=SI!r7
ably complete aud perhaps ele- L'
gaut wardrobe ; and they gladly 
avail themsclvesof it. Comparatively few girls are 
iu a position of independence before marriage, 
whatever they may be after; and though they may 
dress,and spend money, yet the latter seldom comes 
iu the shape of a regular allowance upon which 
they can depend, and with which they cau do as 
they please; on the contrary it usually comes 
as an occasional “ gi ft” from papa, or squeezed 
out of the housekeeping money of t; mamma,” or 
a godsend from a brother or other relative. Her 
eiTorts therefore are ulways concentrated ou some 
“ must have” for a special purpose or occasion, 
and the hundred wants unsupplied bring up the 
rear in a very unsatisfactory manner. A girl 
ubout to fnltill the first cud and aim of her being 
by getting married is iu a positiou of vantage. 
Every one of her friends and relatives is willing 
to make an effort on ber behalf. Her father opens 
his purse-strings, as he hopes for the last time; 
her mother works, aud saves, aud spends iu her 
behalf, anxious that her daughter shall go out

from home well supplied with what she needs, and 
feeling that nothing is too much that will give her 
pleasure, or a happy remembrance of her home. 
To try to rid marriage of these labors aud senti-
ments would be to become inhuman : but it is

sometimes necessary to give them ui*c direction. 
The gain is not, always worth the cunt, aud it 
is as well to inquire,, before spending a hundred 
and fifty dollars ou the white Mitin aud tulle, 
whether they will be of any use in the days 

and years to conic, whether the 
money cannot lie put into some-
thing that will do more permanent 
good and strike the very note of 
their probable future more truly 
and honestly. It is not doing less, 
but doing it differently, that is 
often most desirable.

Children’ s Fashicns.
Th e  season of fancy dresses and 

children’s parties is about over, 
'and the anxious mother begins 
now to turn her thoughts toward 
spriug, and the preparations which 
will largely include summer. To 
inuny the changes of the seasons 
bring a vast amount of additional 
work in “  making over ”  and re-
constructing ; but this is really 
less profitable now than formerly, 
and the better way is to reduce 
the number of wearing dresses to 
the fewest possible, wear them, 
and replenish when necessary with 
new ones, giving the old ones 
away, cutting them up for sofa 
pillow s or chair cushions, but not 
exhausting human strength upon 
old material which often does not 
repay the trouble.

Our illustrations for the present 
mouth give some pretty designs 
for girls, and a boy’s suit which 
may be made in tweed or heather 
mixture. JThe 4‘ M i e t t e ”  cos-
tume fo r  rafoees, & 
spring wear, and fo ^  x

’ s Suit and M iss’s Costume.
F i g . 1.—English check suit for a small boy. i 

The desigu illustrated is the il Randolph”  suit, 
with double-breasted jacket and knee-pants. Li-
lac cravat aud gray felt hat. The double illustra-
tion is given with the separate fashions elsewhere. 
Patterns in sizes for from six to ten years. Price, 
thirty cents each.

F i g . %.—A stylish costume for the street or 
house, of garnet Madras cloth, w*iih handkerchief 
draperies of red, gold, and bronze plaid, in a mou- 
choir pattern. The illustration represents the 
“  Miette ”  costume, which is also a design espe-
cially adapted to ginghams and other similar fab-
rics in plaids and handkerchief patterns. The 
costume is also illustrated amoug the separate 
fashions elsewhere.. Patterns in sizes for from 
twelve to sixteen years. Price, twenty-five ceuts 
each.

latter covering the back of the
^basqiie.uod fulling in two burnous 
plait s at the side ; while in front it 
is arranged as half handkerchiefs 
knotted, the lower points falling 
upon a kilted flounce, the upper 
upon the lower draperies. The 
belt show s a pretty knotted attach-
ment, and a deep collar forms a 
pointed handkerchief at the throat.

The “ Edla”  basque is a pretty aud stylish little 
design for dotted or figured goods, combined w ith 
plain in the making of a t pi icg suit. The chemi-
sette may be made of silk, or it may be of em-
broidered wool, or of a tucked material like the 
skirt; but if embroidered, the cuffs for sleeves 
should be decorated to match.

The “ Lynette ”  overskirt is a good design for 
a combination, because so graceful, yet simple iu 
arrangement. Tbe ‘ ; Bouita”  paletot may be 
made in cloth suiting, flannel, heather mixture, 
or any soft, all-wool goods that i6 not too heavy. 
It is a suitable garment for spring and fall wear, 
and for taking to the country, the mountains, or 
the seaside. The Randolph ”  suit may easily be 
made from the pattern by any seamstress who eun 
handle aueedle. Scotch heather mixture, checked 
English Melton, or other light cloths in dark 
colors are suitable. The buttons are horn, 
shaded or speckled to match the mixture of the 
goods.
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Spring M aterials, and Decorative 
Embroidery.

T h e r e  is great variety in tbe thinner class of 
materials which have made their appearance in 
view of the approach of spring, but not as yet 
much o f novelty to chronicle. “  Handkerchief" 
dresses will continue to be popular according to 
present indications, and many materials with 
striped or checked borderings are shown which in 
making up have precisely the same effect as the 
handkerchief costumes.

So far as style is concerned, however, these are 
quite according to the crewel and outline-embroi-
dered suits and house dresses. The desire for 
this sort of ornamentation is steadily increasing, 
and, strange to say, the larger number of really

Description of Cut Paper Pattern.
PELERINE WITH HOOD. 

l a d y ’s me d iu m s iz e .
A s t y l is h  desigu, illustrating the favorite cap- 

uchiu and shoulder cape combined. The cape is 
in circle shape, fitted by gores on the shoulders, 
and reaches nearly to the waist line. It is a suit-
able model for all qualities of cloth, and may be 
made of tbe same material as the coat or jacket 
with which it is to be worn, or of the dress goods 
to complete a street costume, or in silk, cashmere, 
cloth, plush, or velvet, to be used as au independ-
ent garment. The hood and cape, or the hood 
alone, should be lined with a contrasting color or ( 
material. Heavy materials will require no trim-
ming: but fringe, lace, or any other suitable gar-
niture can be used on thinner fabrics.

Half of the pattern is given, consisting of three t 
pieces—cape, hood, and collar.

The shoulder gores iu the cape are to be basted 
and fitted to the figure before they are cut off. 
The edge of the hood, near which there is a clus-
ter of lmle_s_ is to be laid to a_ crosswise fold of the

tt— |jV thfi _

single 
responding
should be h i i t r i e d  oh oe 
they are or*-WL aw W t- spj< -  in the back of the
hood between the gores is to he gathered and 
drawn iu so that the notches iuthe top of the cape 
and hood will match. Turn up the hood in a line 
with the inner row of holes, aud then turn the 
edge over on the outside in a line with the outer 
row of holes, to form a revert. The collar is to be 1 
sewed to the neck of the cape according to the 
notches, and rolled over but not pressed flat.

Cut the cape lengthwise of the goods on the 
front edees. Cut the hood exactly crosswise of 
the material iu a line with the cluster of holes that 
designate the middle of f lie outer part of the back, 
and the collar bias ami without a seam in the mid-
dle of the back.

Two yards aud an eighth of a yard of go.ods 
twenty-four inches wide will be required, and one J 
yard of contrasting material to line the hood. I f 1 
both the cape and the hood are to be lined, the 
same quantity of contrasting material will be re-
quired as for the outside.

“  W h a t to W e a r ,”
Eon the Spring and Summer of 1881, to be ready 
April iirst, i * the most practical work in the world 
for the mother of a family to possess. It fur-
nishes comprehendve and reliable information 
upon every subject commoted with the wardrobe, 
ami in compact form contains the solid results of 
knowledge and experience.

Bcnita Paletot
Miss’s paletot of light mixed cloth, which 

completes a street dress of garnet cashmere. The 
design is about half-fitting, and trimmed with a 
band of silk fastened with several rows of machine 
stitching, and a silk cord arranged to simulate a 
paxmttenierie ornament at the side-form seams. 
Garnet felt hat, trimmed with natural ostrich 
plumes, and u cluster of loops of silver-grav satin 
ribbon. Patterns of paletot in sizes for from 
eight to fourteen years. Price, twenty-five cents 
each.

pretty hand-embroidered dresses are to he found 
in the country di.-tricts, in intelligent rural neigh-
borhoods, wherci life is not exhausted at so rapid a 
rate as iu New York City, or iu smaller towns 
where needle-work and art societies have stimu-
lated the young women to something besides the 
making of impossible articles in Berlin wool, rice, 
and sealiug-wax. Of course embroidery must be 
done on a plain surface, uml the smooth all-wool 
Glenham suiting is found by experiment one of 
tbe best materials for the purpose. The flowers 
preferred are dog roses, china asters, apple blos-
soms, tbe starry almond blossom, and Hie pretty 
beauvardla. It is a mistake to embroider silk 
upon wool or wool upon linen; each material 
should he treated with its corresponding thread, 
the wool with wool (in any colors or shades pre-
ferred), the linen with linen. Several sh tides of 
a high color—yellow or red, very pale pink shad-
ed up to red, very delicate yellow shaded up to 
brown, which, in conjunction with shades of 
olive, form stems aud foliage—are more artistic 
than the masses of crude color or union of only 
two or three vivid shades.

Violets are lovely upon dark gray, but they 
should be massed, carefully outlined, und artisti-
cally shaded.

The German linen used by the art societies is 
] considered the best as a foundation for the new 
decorative embroidery which has so far been ap-
plied mostly to mats, tidies, covers, curtains, 1a- 
ble-cloths, napkins, aud the like. It is a species 
of etching with the needle, and is usually done iu 
black, dark blue, or brown, iu stem aud feather-
stitch.

Coral and sea-weed patterns in stamped aud 
printed border are rather new and very effective, 
aud give a fresh appearance to the bordered dc- 
signs. The colors, too, are in marked contrast to 
the light prints and cambrics which formerly ap-
peared in profusion at this season. All tbe colors 
used now for every-day wear are dark with “ high 
lights”  in small quantity. What were known as 
“ cloth”  shades, very dark blue, brown, green, 
wiue-eolor, and black appear in cottons, in Ma-
dras gingham, liueu, cambric, and other summer 
goods for ordinary use and wear. Thin India

^  wnoite are_wi jnutfL great demand for evening 
" that they have become very scarce, ar.d

***** (profusely trimmed with lace) are 
and will also be made 
-  juorniug und indoor

- Miole^ that U»~ail
d ife
*■011,.1 Julia &- 

this auw.. ..4, reader them ueurmiiL__
for they arc often trimmed with a profusion of 
lace—eight dozen yards having been used recent-
ly on one morning dress.

Nearly all these silks have a twill like Surah, and 
are made plain and in delicate fiower patterns. 
The figured silk makes a charming polonaise 
draped from the front, and trimmed with a quan-
tity of Breton or Languedoc, or fine torchon ruf- 
fiing. The skirt would be made or the plain 
twill, the front vest or plastron tucked (longitu-
dinally) or shirred, the lower part milled. Such 
dresses are light, simple, and very useful, partic-
ularly for young ladies, who can use them for 
“ teas,”  or evening sociables, and find them at 
the close of several months’ service ready to do 
duty at watering-places next summer.

Aprons of silk or linen, hand-embroidered or 
hand-painted are creating a furore anmnir the 
young devotees of decorative art. The Swiss or 
Roman are the favorite styles; outline embroidery 
upon linen and crewel stitch in floss on satin be-
ing mainly used for the latter, which would do 
equally well for stand, toilet, or chair scarfs were 
it not that the ends are decorated on opposite 
sides, so that the upper one may turn over from 
the top.
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OVERSKIRT.

MIE1TE COSTUME.

Miette Costum e.—Handkerchief draperies 
loosely knotted together at the front, and grace-
fully draped at the back, impart a distinctive 
character to this pretty costume. The basque is 
tight-fitting, with a single dart in each side in 
frout, side gores under the arms, side forms 
rounding to the armholes and a seam down the 
middle of the back. The skirt is trimmed with 
kilt plaiting. This design is especially appropri-
ate for goods in handkerchief patterns or plaids, 
but is quite as stylish in any other dress material. 
Patterns in sizes for from twelve to sixteen years. 
Price, twenty-five cents each.

Bonita Paletot*—Convenient, practical, and 
■possessing a simple style of its own, this is an 
excellent design for a miss’s comfortable, out-
door garment. It is about half-fitting, cut with 
loose, double-breasted fronts, side forms carried 
to the armholes, and a seam In the middle of the 
back. This model is appropriate for cloth and 
similar goods, and some of the heavier varieties 
of suitings. The trimming should be simple— 
galloon, bands, or rows of stitching. Patterns in 
sizes for from eight to fourteen years. Price, 
twenty-five cents each.

Iiynette O v ersk irt .—Simple and graceful in 
arrangement, with a full draped apron cut open 
to form double points in front, the novel feature 
of this design is the peculiar and effective style of 
drapery at the back, which is arranged with tw*o 
separate pieces joined in gathers to the belt hrdf 
across the top, then cut down lengthwise and the 
ends thus left detached plaited at the top and 
crossed diagonally to fasten in the belt at the op-
posite side, leaving the lower part to fall in two 
deep points. The “ Lyncttc”  is a suitable 
model for any dress material, and is especially 
adapted for a combination of fabrics. Patterns 
in sizes from twelve to sixteen years. Price, 
twenty-five cents each.

RANDOLPH SUIT.

R andolph  Suit.—A double-breasted 
jacket with a rolling collar is combined 
with knee-pantB in this stylish suit for 
boys from six to ten years of age. Auy 
of the materials usually selected for boys’ 
clothing can be appropriately used, and 
rows of machine stitching or narrow gal-
loon will be the most stylish finish. Patterns in 
sizes from six to ten years. Price, thirty cents 
each.

EDLA BASQUE.

Lancelot Suit.

A c h a r m i n g  idea is to transform the large Re-
naissance cravats into vests. With the basque 
open in heart-shape, tho cravat is worn simply 
passed around the neck, showing through the 
opening, and coming out below the waist.

S u i t  of prune-colored ladies’ cloth, trimmed 
with Stuart plaid, for a small boy. The design 
illustrated is the “ Lancelot”  suit, with kilt- 
plaited skirt and half-fitting jacket. A plaid sash 
crosses the front of the skirt and is tied in a large 
bow at the back, “ Pierrot”  collar of white 
linen and embroidery, and satin ribbon bow. 
Red and white plaid stockings. Plum-colored 
felt Derby hat. Patterns of suit in sizes for from 
two to six years. Price twenty-five cents each.

E d la B asq u e .—This novel and pretty 
design for a young girl is partly double-
breasted, the fronts cut-aw ay in poiuted 
shape and crossed diagonally from right 
to left over a pointed vest laid in fine 
perpendicular plaits. It is tight-fitting, 
with a single dart in each front, side gores 
under the arms, side forms rounding to 
the arm-holes, and a seam in the middle 
of the back. The back separates intotw‘ 0 
long tabs which are drawn in at the bot-
tom, and finished with bows to corre-

spond ’with the bow on the point of the vest in 
front. It can be made up in almost any dress 
material, and is especially adapted to the more 
dressy varieties, or a combination. Patterns in 
sizes for fourteen or sixteen years. Price, twenty 
cents each.

L u s t e r l e s s  silk o r  S u r a h  is used w it h  c r a p e  
for deep mourning.
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“  Mr s . C.” —The “  Imperia ”  walking skirt with ad-
justable train would furnish an excellent model for the 
graduating dress of satin, which we advise shonid be on 
an ivory rather than pearl tint, the latter looking “  old,1' 
and certain to prove very trying to the complexion by 
daylight. The beads are not fixed in price, and would be 
difficult to obtain at this season. They might be bought 
for $1.50 a bunch (six strands). Our purchasing bureau 
would furnish them, or any wholesale trimming house.

For the black silk how would the “  Reinette ”  costume 
suit, illustrated in the present number ? It may be re-
lied upon as a good, permanent design.

“ M r s . W. H. L.” —Neither jet passementerie nor 
fringe can be properly used with crape ; they belong to 
the secondary stage of mourning.

“ A G r a t e f u l  S u b s c r i b e r .* ’ —Your sample is cotton 
cheese-cloth, of, as you know, the very cheapest quality.
11 would not be worth making up into curtains. The 
kiud used, and which sells for fifty and sixty cents per 
yard, is all linen, and strong. It is usually trimmed 
with a border and insertions of antique Jace. You 
could use it plain, however.

“ A  W o r k e r  A m o n g  t h e  P o o r . ” —The Ragged 
Schools and Night Refuges in Field Lane, Hatton Gar-
dens, London, conducted by a society under the presi-
dency of the Earl of Shaftesbury, are doing an immense 
work among the poor and forsaken and vicious of that 
degraded neighborhood. They have day schools and 
night schools, with mothers’ meetings, Sunday schools, 
and church services. The refuse of London gather to-
gether there, many of whom have been in prison for 
various terms, and others in penal servitude. During 
the w’eek those who have homes are visited by the chap-
lains and assistants, and every possible aid is given to 
induce them to become good members of society.

“  B u n h i l l  F i e l d s . ” — Bunhill Fields Cemetery, where 
are buried John Bunyan, Daniel De Foe, over whose 
grave is a monument erected by penny subscriptions 
from the children of Groat Britain, Isaac Watts, the 
bymu writer, Susanna Wesley, the mother of John and 
Charles Wesley, and fifteen of her children, General Ire- 
ton, ^on-in-law of Oliver Cromwell, and twro or three of 
Cromwell's grandchildren, was made in the reign of 

from a deposit of more than one thousand 
cartloads of bone?, removed from old St. Paul’s ; from 
which came the name o f afterward changed
into
_*=■ ĵ **—- “  In one of lljteold inns o f the town,

At watfc, j by
is still preserved the fan ion* be^teim 
Ben Jotiaotu and by Shakespeare in hi* Twelfth 
It is large enough to hold comfortably twenty-four per-
sons. ' '

“  S t u d e n t . ” — The victory o f  Agincourt, in 1415, gnye 
birth to the first piece o f  English music known which 
can be regarded as a regular musical composition. The 
original may be seen at the present time in the Pepyeian 
Collection at Magdalen College, Cambridge. The w'ords 
are as follows :

“  Gur Kynge went forth to Normandy 
With grace and mj’ght of chyvalry,
And God for hvm wrought marvelusly ;
Whercfor England may calle and cry,
Deo Gratias ! Anglia !
Redde pro victoria ! ”

“ C u r i o u s  R e a d e r . ” — The celebrated Portland Vase 
w'as discovered in a Roman tomb in the seventeenth 
century. The ashes it contained were supposed to be 
those of the Emperor Alexander Sevems. For a hun-
dred years it remained in the Barbarina Palace, Rome, 
but upon sale of the Barbarina library, was bought, by a 
Scotch gentleman, who afterward sold it to Sir William 
Hamilton, and by him was taken to England in 1784. 
There it w'as purchased by the Duchess of Portland, an 
enthusiastic collector, and upon her death, sold to her 
son, the Duke of Portland, for more than five thousand 
dollars. He sent it to Mr. Wedgewood. the famous pot-
ter, that it might he copied. In 1810, the Duke of Port-
land, one of flic trustees of the British Museum, allowed 
it to be plaeod in that institution for exhibition. In 
1845 William Lloyd took up a bit of ancient sculpture,

and throw ing it at the case containing the vase, broke 
both into pieces. His excuse was that having been 
under the effect of liquor for some weeks, he was so 
nervous that he felt a continual fear of everything, and 
under this impression committed the act. Upon some 
technicality the young man escaped, after paying three 
pounds for breakiug the case. The vase was skillfully 
restored, and some twenty copies were produced by Mr. 
Wedgewood. The vase has since been kept in a pri-
vate room. It is nearly black, though really blue, w ith 
reliefs in wdiite, cut like a cameo for beauty and fiue-

alw'ays consider herself entitled to an invitation, because 
her brother receives one from a young lady. Reasons 
may operate against it, which she does not take into 
account. Above all things in social life, do not look for 
slights. Happy the w oman or girl w ho “  does not know ”  
when she is snubbed, for she never will be snubbed, and 
will never grieve over a w rong that probably exists only 
in the imagination. Mothers who constantly intrude 
themselves upon young people must be very much w ant-
ing in tact. It is a sad reflection upon themselves, if 
they cannot trust their daughters, and this confidence,

ness. It is ten inches high, and six in diameter at the j exercised under perfectly suitable and proper circum- 
broadest part. | stances, is a very different thing from allowing them to

“  L a r k s p u r . ”  — There is not the least danger of short
dresses going out of fashion nt present, or, indeed, in 
this generation, for there arc enough sensible women, 
and women w hose active lives need a convenient dress, 
to keep them in fashion.

“ D o l l y .” —Black costumes are always affected by 
fashionable women in Lent, and it is very much “  the 
thing ”  to go to a lenten morning service wearing a very 
simple, almost conventual, black costume, with a bunch 
of violets at the belt, and carrying an elegant prayer-book, 
all ebony and silver.

“  E d e l w e i s s . ” — 1There are plenty of ladies who would 
be glad to act as chaperones to a party of young girls 
who wish to go to Europe. But it would be wisest to 
limit the number. It is difficult to move large bodies 
made up of separate individualities, each one of whom 
wrould consider they had as much right, as another to di-
rect and insist. The best plan would be to find a bright 
intelligent chaperone ; decide on the general route be-
fore starting, and trust to her guidance. Four or eight 
would form a sufficient party.

“ B a c k -w o o d s . ’ ’—The following is a  list of George 
Eliot’s w:orks, w?ith dates of production : “  Scenes in 
Clerical Life,”  published in 1857 ; “  Adam Bede,”  1858 ;

choose their own companions at all times and in all 
places, until familiarity becomes license, and license 
contempt. We hope w e have covered the ground con-
tained in the Alabama letter.

“ D a u g h t e r  o f  a n  O l d  S u b s c r i b e r . ” — An Afghan 
of large size is a very expensive piece of w ork. We have 
seen one finished lately, the wool for which cost twenty- 
five dollars, nt a cost of $1.65 per pound. For one 
somewhat smaller, make two strips of olive, and two of 
garnet, for each of which you will cast on thirty-six 
stitches and knit till they are one yard and a half long. 
Make three other strips in pale bine, same length, but a 
little over half in width, for which cast on twenty 
stitches. Knit the strips together with old gold, and 
have olive for one side edge, and garnet for the other. 
This size would require about fifteen dollars’ worth of 
wool.

“ M. A. H.” —Make a plain cuirass (close fitting) 
basque of your velvet, and use the fringe in straight 
rowrs across the draped front of a skirt. A small cape 
made of passmenterie and guipure w ould look extremely 
w'ell, although guipure is not now a fashionable lace, 
and it would complete the costume for the street.

“ L i z z i e  M. Iv .” —There are several ways of taking
Mill on the Floss,”  1860 ; “  Silas Mamer,”  1861; “  R o - ! out mildew. One is to soak in sour buttermilk or

mold,”  1863 ; “ Felix Holt,”  1866; “ Spanish Gipsey,’ 
1868; “ Agatha,”  1869 ; “ Middlemarch,”  1871; “ Le 
gend of Jubal,”  1874 ; “  Daniel Deronda,”  1876 ; “  The-
ophrastus Such,”  1879. The aspiration of her life is ex-
pressed in her famous poem, “ O may I join the choir 
invisible,”  part of which will be found appended to J. 
J.’s In Memoriam to George Eliot, in this number.

“  M o q u e t t e .” —The difference between “  English ”  
Brussels and tapestry Brussels is this, that the first is 
thick, soft, and more durable, because the wools go 
through to the “  other”  side ; in the tapestry the surface 
only is covered, the back is hemp, and, of course, not 
nearly so soft to the pressure, or so durable. We should 
prefer handsome matting Jo cheap carpeting for the bed-
rooms of a country house, supplemented in winter by 
home-made rep or drugget.

lemon-juice, and expose the spotted portion to the rays 
of the sun ; another, to mix soft soap or Windsor soap 
with powdered French chalk, until it forms a paste, and 
mb this w'ell in, then expose the article to the sun, 
washing it aftenvard in tepid water. The operation 
may have to be repeated, bur. in either case it is usually 
successful, unless the stains are of very long standing.

“  St u d e n t .” — Henry the VIII. of England was the 
first English sovereign ly  led His Majesty, the titles of

or Mighty Prince;
Highness ; Henry Y H I/ar 
w*nrd His Majesty, ■ ” -

“ N e e d l e  W o r k . ” — The best modem endeavors do 
not as yet rival the tapestries and battle pieces in em-
broidery executed in old times. Needle-work w'as not 
done for pay in the old days,—it was an aristocratic art, 
and almost confined to ladies of rank. Queens Mary 
and Elizabeth were illustrious and accomplished needle-
women, Elizabeth giving a shirt of her own manu-
facture to Edward Sixth as a Christmas present. Anne 
Boleyne also embroidered a bed tester for her royal hus-
band. The duties of 1he household were studie d by ihe 
daughters of the nobility, dressmaking being especially 
cultivated  ̂ the getting up of linen and inccs. A

_ uwsd to charge four to five pounds
Hiai fctfU HHi ‘miidug; Iron, and twenty ebill-

' » I P » u w m 7 ^ ( n u r ^ .

ued was 
(Trlolh. or pannessc, 

a pq&h*. - _ wfth w hich the diamond pattern of
the modern quilt, agrees. This was succeeded by the 
wford counterpane or contj'epoinfe, or cloths having 
knotted threads stitched through them.

A N u m b e r  o f  A d m i r e r s . ” — It is not improper for a 
young lady to invite girls with whom she is personally 
acquainted, to an entertainment, if there is good reason 
w'hy she should do so. Of the motive, she herself must 
judge ; no one else, except her parents or those who 
stand in their place, has a right to interpose an ob-
jection. From her school acquaintance* she must ..... ___________  __  ̂ ____ ____  _
naturally select whom she pleases, and it would be per- I and which dates from the year 1200, begins thus : 
fectly natural and proper for her to relinquish some with 
whom she may have been brought, into close contact as , 
a child, and cultivate others whom inclination or cir- ' 
cumstances render more desirable. The position of 
parents, their habits and standing form the passport of l 
their children into society ; and thus character becomes 
the most valuable part of an inheritance. The question I
proposed in regard to the man who by no fault of his ] North Sea can be reached by steamer from Hamburg in 
own has lost his social position, and been compelled to i five hours' time. It is only about six thousand feet in 
accept an inferior one, is constantly coming up, but the , length by two thousand in breadth in its widest part, 
fact should never be allowed to weigh w ith those wiio j while there is only one place where a landing can be 
know the family and circumstances. Let strangers 
think what they please, or make what, remarks they 
please, sustain your friends, especially those who have 
suffered from ill fortune, and consider circumstances of 
this kind as a test of breeding—for criticism in regard 
to persons or facts of whose bearings we arc ignorant, is 
in very bad taste, and presumptive evidence of the want

Sa m .” —T he earliest love song known In Engli

Blow1 north wwnd,
Send th o u  me my e w e e t y n g e .
Blow, north wind,
Blow', blow, blow ! ”

;Two G i r l s . ” — T h e  l i t t l e  is la n d  o f  H e lig o la n d  in th e

made. On the Lowland, as it is called, there may be a 
hundred or so of houses and shops, and on the l*ppcr- 
land, two hundred steps up, is the church, lighthouse, 
and governor’s house, and perhaps five or six other 
houses, all of which have tiny front yards gay with flow-
ering plants. There are but few trees on the island, and 
not one horse or dankey, though there are several huu-

of a training in cultivated society. A sister should not dred sheep and a few, very few cowe. The ancestors of
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the present Inhabitants were Frteslanders, and they claim 
the island to have been ihe “  wonderful Island ”  of Vir-
gil’s /Eneid. Heligoland used to belong to Schlesvig, 
but passed with that Dnchy into Danish hands in 1714. 
In 1807 it was transferred to England, in whose posses-
sion it now is. The governor is one of the few of the 
“ six hundred” who remained after the charge of the 
Light Brigade at B.ilaklava. The people are chiefly fisher-
men and are remarkanle for their good looks, and also 
for their intelligence and good morals. The lionses are 
built with an alley quite snrrounding each of them. The 
church is of brick, with very thick walls, the ceiling be-
ing painted to iniiiate bright-colored French calico. 
Heligoland would be a charming and healthful place in 
which to spend a few weeks, the expense of living there 
in the best hoiels not exceeding two dollars a day.

”  C u r i o s i t y . ” — In Greek mythology Endymion is the 
sunset, with which the moon is in love. Endymion was 
condemned to endless sleep and everlasting youth, and 
8ilen6 kisses him every night on the Latmian hills. In 
Shakespeare’s “ Merchant of Venice,”  V. I., you will 
find the lines:

i; * The moon sleeps with Endymion, 
And would not be awaked.”

2. Pictures have three distances, called grounds ; the 
foreground, where the ariist is supposed to be ; the mid-
dle ground, w here the most salient parts of the picture 
are placed ; and the background or distance, beyond 
which the eye cannot penetrate.

“ Lau ra ." —“  What is truth ? ” was the great question 
of the Plutonists. Plato said we could know truth if we 
could sublimate our minds to their original purity. 
Arcesilaos said that man’s understanding is not capable 
of knowing what truth is. Carneades maintained that 
not only our undersianding could not comprehend it, 
but even our senses are wholly inadequate to he’p us in 
the investigation. Gorgias the Sophist said, “  What is 
right, bur wh it we prove to be right f and what is truth, 
but what we believe to be truth ? ”

2. The drinking glasses of the middle ages, made at 
Venice, were said to possess the peculiar property of 
breaking hit > shivers if poison were pnt into them. 
Venice glass, from its excellency, became a synonym for 
perfect on.

"  S t u d e n t  ” — 1. Nimbus characterizes power and au-
thority, not sanctity. The color indicates the character 
of the person so inves-ed ; the nimbus of the Trinity is 
gold ; of angels, apost es, and the Virgin Mary, either 
red or white ; of ordinary saims, violet ; of Judas, black; 
of Satan, some very dark color. The form is generally a 
circle or haif circle, but flint of Deity is often triangular.

2. Sne answer to “  Curious Reader.*'
“ M a r i a . ” —The Tnukers are a politico-religious sect 

of Ohio. They came from a small German village on the 
Eder. They believe that all will be saved ; are Quakerish 
in plainne-s of dress and speech : they will neither light 
nor go to law. Both sexes are equally eligible for any 
office. Celibacy i- the highest honor, but not impera.

They are also ca tte d  TmnbjeR,. uuL bitaaiah!.
Dniutt, '  4

what I know by experience may benefit others, and per-
haps remove prejudice.

“  About ten years ago. a weakness in my chest and 
back led me to seek medical aid, and I was advised to 
use a bandage ; but I soon found this would get slack, 
and I then tried a corset. My business at that time was 
writing (copying), and eight pages, of three hundred 
words each, was my day’s work. The first day I wore a 
corset I copied thirteen pages. Its support caused me to 
sit erect, and relieved my weakness, and I have used one 
ever since to my great benefit and comfort.

“  I do not believe health will be injured by wearing a 
corset, unless it is laced too tight, which will soon be 
known by a peculiar sensation in the face and head, 
caused by a retention of the blood.

“ The size I wear is thirty inches waist measure, 
which is less, by an inch, than my actual measure, as I 
find it must fit moderately tight to be of any benefit, and 
it is best to have an inch or two open in the back where 
it laces. The one I wear is fourteen inches deep in front, 
and laces a few inches on each side, amt has thirty-six 
bones. A dealer (a lady) told me : ‘ We sell nearly as 
many corsets to gentlemen as we do to ladies, because 
slender young men in sedentary employments find great 
benefit in the support and comfort they receive in wear-
ing them.’ A.M.”

“  P e t . ” — It is only recently that it has been considered 
obligatory for gentlemen to send cards if they do not 
call on New Year’s day. It is equally incumbent on 
ladies to send cards announcing their intention of re-
ceiving. At least it is so in a large city, where people 
change their residences, and friends do not see each 
other often.

*11 i°P into wine,”  ana a* _
has I'een given them, bat they ctu.

tin
, ^ h e

harm less _ _

“  Sa r a h . t.  In Hindu mythology Rahu is the demon 
that causes eclipses. One day Iiahn stole into Valhalla 
to quaff some of the nectar of immortality. He was dis-
covered by ih*«un and moon, who Informed against him, 
and Vishnu cut oil his head. As he had already taken 
some of the nectar into his mouth, the head was immor-
tal. and ever afterward hunted the sun and moon, thus 
cwislng eclip-es.

2- Hanseatic League was the first trade union. It was 
established in the thirteenih centnry by certain cities of 
northern hu-many, f«,r thtir mutual prosperity and pro-
tection. Th*^ij0t which used to be held every three 
years was caH^thc Hansa, and the members of it, Han-
sards. The leaga^was virtually broken up in 1030.

3. St. Yves is the Hajron saint of lawyers, being him-
self a lawyer. As he toed his knowledge In defending 
the oppressed, he Is caltiQ jn Brittany “  the poor man’s
advocate.’

< b

“  C o r s e t s .— In your JnnnSky numlier, in answer to 
an inquiry, you say : ‘ You can \par corsets, however, 
that will greatly Improve your apbeirance, and uot in-
jure your health,’ Permit me to re‘q,ost yon to insert 
this communication In your valnable magazine, so that

“ O r p h a n . ” — A n  Institution has been successfully es-
tablished in London which might well be imitated in 
New York. In 1870, a Home was begun under tiie care 
of a leading official of the Eastern Central District, for 
the purpose of providing board, clothing, nnd education 
for the orphans of sorters, letter-carriers, and other 
members of the minor establishments of the post office 
in London or the provinces. The benefits of the insti-
tute are restricted to the children of those who have 
been subscribers to its funds, while the characteristic 
feature of the operations of the institute is that no sep-
arate establishment is maintained for its work. The 
children who are cared for are cither placed at schools 
as boarders, or under carefully selected “  foster-parents,”  
who are under the supervision of the committee. Since 
the foundation of the institute upward of n hundred 
children have realized its bmefits. In the selection of 
schools or homes, the committee endeavors to place the 
children in each case, within easy access of their wid-
owed mothers or nearest relatives. The institute is 
liberally supported by the higher post office officials, as 
well as merchants and others, the voluntary subscrip-
tions amounting for the past year to over ten thousand 
dollars, and the members’ subscriptions being fifteen 
hundred dollars. ____ y

11 jots* -■■■■- rdfev~ttr ' “ _  --w*s"'said to^c
a IP .,soilt ill inkers ; Newtou>
u  olliers of that stamp of mind

iielng gifted with an enormous quantity of that nsiTni 
member. So well was this saying recognized, that 
Tycho Brahe, the great astronomer, having lost a por-
tion of his in a duel, supplied the loss by an artificial 
nose made of gold, so well formed and colored, as to be 
hardly distinguishable, it is said, from the natural fea-
ture.

“ M r s . S. V. S.” —It is not now considered necessary 
to use the expletives “  Sir”  or “ Madam” in addressing 
a gentleman or lady. In fact modern Ideas, that can 
hardly be called rules, since ihey get rid of all rules, 
favor the absence of formality in speaking even to stran-
gers after their claim to i itle, rank, or distinction of any 
kind, has been once recognized. This has its disadvan-
tages, and among the young and persons who are not 
really well bred, is apt to lead to a degree of familiarity 
which borders on impertinence.

“ Mas. S. O. II.” —Black cashmere is an excellent ma-
terial to put with “ old fashioned”  black silk. Fsc the 
silk for the skirt, the cashmere for polonaise or cuirass 
basque, and drapery. Have a small visire or mantle made 
of the cashmere, and lined with twilled lining silk, and 
trimmed with mossy niching or passementerie and fringe 
for the street, and to complete vour suit for church and 
visiting. The “  Musette ”  dress is a capital model for 
cambrics for your little girl of six ; the “ Blouse ”  dress 
for flannel for your boy of three, and tlie “ Non-ill”  a 
polonaise for your daughter of twelve. Look at the

“ Mlette”  costume for a girl, illustrated in the present 
number. Would not that be pretty ns a design for a 
“ handkerchief ”  costume ?

“  G r e t c h e n . ”  - There would not b e  the least impro-
priety in your attending the church festival you men-
tion six months after tlie death of a parent. It is not 
well, and one rarely feds l!ke g ing much into -oclety 
immediately after a shock of that kind, but on the other 
hand it is injurious to the health to shut oneself out from 
all social life and companionship. Some people cannot 
bear it, and people who •• pass remarks ”  on the harmless 
acts of those who have suffered grave affliction are them-
selves doing a much greater wrong than the one they 
condemn.

“  E l i z a . ” —Certainly there Is nothiug Improper In a 
gentleman subscribing to a “ lady’s " magazine so-called. 
On the contrary, it is a pity more do not do it, they would 
be better for finding out whnt there isin them, or whether 
there is anything in them or not. Boys ai d girls are 
born in the same family, they are brought up together, 
live together, may die together, why should they not 
read the same papers and magazines ? It is very often 
men who conduct ladies’ magazines, and there are always 
men who write for them; why then should men not read 
them ?

When strangers are introduced. nn̂ matter._wK»isi*>-- 
age or sex. confine tl-efr first attempts at

conversation to general topic-, such as the weather, or 
some circumstance connected with their meeting. Af-
terward, that is when they have become friends, their 

Yonverwition will grow out of their mutual tastes, the 
Kooks they read, the people they know, their daily ex-
periences, and the like; it is impossible to give mles; 
no'rule can supply the place of brains and intelligence.

; 1

“ C o u n t r y  G i r l . ’ ’— It Is very provoking to have to dress 
as you say in “ other peoples’ clothes,”  or clothes which 
represent their tastes and ideas instead of \ our own. Cun 
you not persuade your father to make you an allowance 
as an equivalent for what you do at home, instead of 
occasionally buying a dress when be goes into town. If 
this cannot be managed, suppose yon try to find some 
kind of employment ihat will give yon dress money. 
The “ big plaid”  could be used then for a “ horse 
blanket.”

n

U

“ V io la .” —A woman who nurses her own children 
aids both her health nnd her complexion. Ii is a very 
great disadvantage to absorb into the blood and cellular 
tissues the fluid that contains the elements of life for 
another. We will give you a recipe, however, that may 
help to restore yonr freshness. It is taken for granted 
that you use plenty of cold water, a bath every morning, 
and a tepid bath twice a week wiih enstile soap or some-
thing equally harmless. In addition mix an onnee of 
rice powder with the same quantity of prepared magne-
sia, a gill of bay-rum, same quantity of guod cologne, a 
teaspoonful of oil of lemon, and double the quantity of 
glycerine. You may add a little essence of bergamot, 
but it is not necessary. Pnt these ingredii nts in a 
wine bottle, which holds about a pint and a half, and 
fill np with rain water. Shake beiore using. Put on the 
face with a linen cloth before retiring or after having 
been exposed to wind or cold air. Wash off with tepid 
water and rinse wiih cold.
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“ Re b e c c a .” —We send “ Knight’s History of Eng-
land ” in two volumes, paper covers, as a premium for 
three subscribers, and will supply it to you fur §2.80—in 
cloth for §3.fi5. Our §5.00 corsets are made of the best 
contil, and last a lung time, always keeping their perfect 
shape. We do not supply cheap corsets. Ours are 
specially cut by an improved method, so as to scien-
tifically fit, shape, and uot injure the form, and are 
especially and individually made, each one to order, 
and iii the best manner. The prices for French 
jean are §2 50 and §3.00, for fine satin jean, $4.00, for 
best contil, $5.00. Young ladies do not prefix “ Miss" 
to their names upon their vi-iting cords, but use the 
simple name and nothing move, unless they choose to 
add their address. What you call Qiiceu Victoria's 
Bible will be likely to supersede all others in tlie Eng-
lish tongue, because it will be the most perfect, and the 
only one free from sectional bias and interpreiation.

The cost of a solid gold necklace of the design men-
tioned, would lie about §40.00. Robinson’s Algebra is 
very good, but Ray’s Arithmetic and Algebra are consid-
ered still better. An English conversational grammar, 
of which we have forgotten the name, is the best in 
use. Any good bookseller would know it. There is no 
average for salaries of public school teachers—they are 
graded according to position. The primary teachers
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begin at $400 per annum and work up. The highest 
salary paid. exc< pt to n principal of high school or col-
lege is S'-.000- Mary E. Leo ii a public school teacher 
and resiles in Brooklyn. The author of “ Seed-time 
and Harvest,”  “  Strangers vet," “  Elizabeth,”  etc., is 
a young Southern lady.

“ Rebec a "  concludes with the following, which we 
quote ns evident c of the general recognition of our new 
and live department of “ Current Topics."1

“ Let me say a word in praise of the ‘ Current 
Topics.’ It excels any.hing I have seen in any period-
ical ; and I prize your Magazine above any of my read-
ing matter. For a long time I had to take it by stealth, 
as my father, b.ing ignorant of its contents, said I must 
notthrow my money away for a ‘ trifling’ magazine. One 
time lie got out of rending matter, and picked up your 
Magazine, and found the ‘ Current Topics.’ Since 
then lias acknowledged his error, and has to read it 
before he does political and commercial news, then 
complains it does not come but once a month.'’ 

“ J e n n y . ’ ' — 1The department of answers to correspond-
ents is intended for the use and benefit of subscribers 
only, we neither ask nor accept any compensation for 
answering questions, and conveying to others such 
information as we may be able to impart. We arc also 
free to ask help ocaasionally from our well informed 
readers on literary points of which we are ignorant, or 
may have forgotten, or not have the books for reference 
at hand. It is impossible to answer outsiders, and send 
the one nurnb.r in which the reply appear-, because 
correspondents rarely understand the time necessary to 
obtain an answer, and the complication uDd detail would 
be too confusing. The only way such a thing could be 
managed, would be to send the question, attach a dis-
tinctive signature, and watch the numbers of the Maga-
zine as they nppeared, until the one containing the reply 
made its appearance.

“ D e a r  E d i t o r  I  see announced a serial by 
the author of that splendid story the ‘ Tiumpet 
M ajor; ’ will read it to see if it is as good as the 
‘ Trumpet Major.’ AVliat has become of your corre-
spondent of Fairfax, Virginia f lam  interested in her 
welfare. I see her brave persevering friend, Mrs. Lol-
land has gained an entrance to the Supreme Court of 
the United States. Women of courage, intellect, and 
perseverance can do as they please now-
adays. The world is ready and willing 
to recognize them. Of course, noth-
ing good or great is accomplished with-
out hard work. Honor to those who do 
it now. making th* wav. easier for those 
who follow. ’

“  Mme . D e m o r e s t  I never receive a 
copy of yonr m igazine without feeling a 
desire to sit right down and thank you for 
the many beautiful things you send me 
eacli month. Yesterday I received two 
copies of your magazine, with lady’s knife 
as premium ; as usual am highly pleased 
with all. Tell me how to make a 
handsome black silk satin de Lyon for 
a special occasion, to be afterward used 
as a church and visiting dress, and 
which is expected to last for years.

M. M. W.”

Wonld not the “ Simplice”  walking 
skirt with adjustable train suit yonr re-
quirements ? It is very stylish and grace* 
ful in arrangement, and need not lie com-
bined with a figured fabric unless wished.
The front may be draped in any way pre-
ferred ; the -hirring missed above a 
deeper flounce, and the upper part left 
drawn or shirred from the waist down to 
a greater depth. The “ Clorinde,”  or 
“  Titonia,’ ’ would he pretty basques for 
this skirt, bur perhaps the “ Clorinde” 
wonld suit you best. The “  Titanln ”  haR 
a belt across the front. The amount of 
material needed for these is not Inrge.
Eighteen yards will make the entire 
dress.

" D e a r  D e m o r e s t : — I promised the. 
club to let them know my progress in 
farming—not that I suppose the ladies 
are interested in me- hut they may be 
interested in - Howa Woman Farms.’

Ladies visiting me during the summer, 
and seeing the growing and ripening grain,

the blooming clover fields, the prolific orchard and gar-
den, the gentle and affectionate animals, think farming 
is ‘ So pleasant, they too would like to farm.’ They 
think it is so easy too—‘ just scatter a little seed and 
you will have much bread, fee the fat pigs and snow- 
white sheep, how tlicy grow all by themselves 1 ’

“ But farming is no holiday life, and I only have a hol-
iday when I have visitors. Farming requires an edu-
cation. ns ranch so ns any of the so-called learned pro- 
fo.-sk.ns. It requires diligence, thought, and executive 
ability. And I would advise no lady to undertake farm-
ing unless she is cognizant of the right way to harness 
her teams, the right implements to use, and the nature 
and requirements of tlic soil she proposes to cultivate.

“  The parts that compose a wagon, a plow, or reaper, 
have each distinctive names, and certainly the lady who 
undertakes to use them, for the purpose of living by 
them, should bo as conversant with the names, ns she is 
with the names and uses of the parts of her sewing 
machine.

“ The knowledge of rearing and feeding animals, 
must also be among the accomplishments of the lady- 
farmer—’tis not prudent to trust hirelings; they arc cun-
ning and will soon gauge your ability. Suppose now, 
the lady has raised good crops and they are garnered, 
would it be prudent to give a servant the keys, and say, 
‘ Feed my animals ? ’ No, she must go and give out the 
rcquisi.e amount of feed, and then follow on aud s e 
each animal has its due—no more, for that is waste—no 
le-s, for an impoverished aud unthrifty’ animal is a mis-
ery to itself and a shame to its owner. Most Indies 
know that economy iu housekeeping has beneficial re-
sults. F.-.rmiug is, in one pat t, housekeeping on a larger 
scale. Farming in Virginia is noi wealth and luxury, it 
is health and plenty', and keeps both body and mind ac-
tive and sttong. After paying all expenses, and having 
everything, even on the farm, paying for two needed 
farm-buildings th .t will last my lifetime, having meat 
and corn enough for the coining year, plenty of vege-
tables, stock in good condition, I have only one hundred 
bushels of wheat lean call my own.

“  I lostafine young horse this year. I let a man take it 
to sell for me, and tie has made no return of the sa'e. I 
have another t ■> sell, a beauty, whose shining coat looks 
like the softest brown silk ; she has a line of ancestors

inbred, so as to produce a perfect lady's riding or phae-
ton horse. I shall miss her when she is gone, and she 
will miss me, for she knows my voice a: d ir.v step, and 
will lay her head so lovingly on my shoulder. I have 
another riding horse, swift an l strong enough for a cava-
lier, and have been offered three hundred dollars fer her. 
but nothing ever wi 1 part ns but death. With n’.l the 
love of the Arab for horses, I gonld not rest one hour if 
I thought my horses were not well cared fer ; aud they 
love me ; even the patient work teams whinr.y at the 
first glimpse they catch of me i:i field cr barn, and the 
young colts take food from my hand. Snch are the cares 
and pleasures of farm life. 51. A. J. II.”

“ D e a r  51 a d  a m  -.—For the last twenty years, that is 
f. r ten years in the home of my parents in Germany, 
and for the last ten years In my own home in America. I 
have rend a German fashion paper.

“ Last fall your 5Iagnzine attracted my attention; I 
bought it, and was so delighted with it, tha: I have sub-
scribed for it, and gave up my German. Now I u e your 
patterns, your corsets, shoulder braces aud skirt sup-
porters, and I am pleased with everything.

“ I see that yon give answers to ladies under the head-
ing ‘ Ladies’ Club ; '  may I profit by it too f

“  Dow should I dress my little boy of three years next 
summer ? A thin flannel kilt with white v.aist. or ; Ing-
ham dresses for every day, as I cannot keep him in white 
always. Is he too small for kilts and blouse, end must 
he wear skirts under the kilt ? L. F. 51.”

Yonr little boy is at just the right age to wear l:iits. 
A good and convenient way to dress kin i ; t.i make 
him little combination drawers and waist in one, 
what are called “ under-drawers”  2115. A dark 
blue or gray flannel kilt attached to a straight waist 
with broad tape straps, and a blouse apron of dark 
checked gingham or undressed linen. For the street 
the “ Rodney”  is a charming l.ttlc suit, ar.d may-
be made in thin tweed and also in linen or white flannel. 
Narrow striped seersucker, blue or brown, is excellent 
for summer kilts for every-day wear, because it is 
neat, inexpensive, and washes and wents admirably. 
Very soon yon will be able to put him in a sailer suit 
of dark b ue flannel. The combination drawers may 
be made In cotton, thin flannel, or canton flannel, 
according to the season.

^ o t  re-

VflllAT A W05IAN CANNOT DO.
SHE CANNOT GO ON A JOURNEY WITH ONT.Y ONE SMALL VAU9E FOR BAGGAGE, AS A

MAN CAN.
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Poetry o f Religion  — The strongest 
part of our religion to-day is the uncon-
scious poetry.—Matthew Am obi.

Honor.—As the sun breaks through the 
(inriff-iit clouds, so honor appeareth in 
the menueSt-l^bit.—Shake-°jKare.

To be apprecifiUye.—It 
quire any genius or fn'Tent to' ' 
but to give credit where credit is due is 
indicative of a good heart and sound judg-
ment.

Starving the Heart — 5rore hearts 
pine away in secret anguish from the want 
of kindness from those who should he 
their comforts than for any other calam-
ities in life.—Dr. Young.

Revenge always unsatisfactory —
The exasper ating thing about re'en e is 
that it never satisfies, hut h lives one at 
the end as angry ns at the beginning. 
After all, one might just as well forgive at 
once.

To be Remembered.—Let it never be 
forgotten that the amount of vital energy 
which the body at any moment posses-es 
is limited, and thnt, being limited, it is 
impossible to get from it more than a 
fixed quantity of results.

Guard the Thoughts —The happiness 
of your life depends upon the qna'ity of 
yonr thoughts; therefore, guard accord-
ingly, and take care that you entertain no 
notions unsuitable to virtue and unreason-
able to nature.—Marcus Antemius.

2 I .

t \ CiiSi3 0 a C  LiOiMj u



?t c C t x < O M C K > y x x o tX * .a u < X K y :y x O « * ^ 1

'  !! 
<U 

n

if

4© DEMOREST’S MONTHIiY M̂GEAZIINTJE.

vl.!

If
Y

j
!
U
i?

«

L

People do not need to know more about virtue, but 
rather to practice what they already know.

It is always better to keep out of a quarrel than to 
make it up ever so amicably after you have got into 
one.

A head properly constituted can accommodate itself 
to whatever pillows the vicissitudes o f fortune may place 
under it. .

No man ought to complain if the world measures him 
as he measures others. To measure one with his o w d  
yardstick may be hard, but it is also fair.

W hat you Admire-—Tell me w hom you admire, and 
I will tell you what you are, at least, as regards your 
talents, tastes, and character.—Saintt-Beuve,

A ction is. after all, the main business of our lives— 
we arc to work “ while it is called dayT”  and thought is 
worth nothing unless it lead to and embody itself in 
practice.

Bright Places —Yon can train the eye to sec all the 
bright places in your life, and so slip over the hard ones 
with surprising ease. Yon can also train the eye to rest 
on the gloomy spots, in utter iorgetfulness of all that is 
bright and beautiful.

“  Be what you would seem to be.” —The shortest 
and surest way to live with honor in the world is to be 
in reality what we would appear to b e ; and, if we ob-
serve, we shall find that all human virtues increase and 
strengthen themselves by the practice and experience 
of them.—Socrates.

Persistence is as needful to the life of thought as to 
that of action. Though often confounded with obsti-
nacy, it is essentially different. The latter is a dogmatic 
and unreasoning inaction of the mind, the former is an 
earnest and continuous approach to truth.

Truly brave.—True bravery is sedate and inoffensive. 
If it refuses to submit to insults, it offers none ; it begins 
no disputes, enters into no needless quarrels, is above 
the little troublesome ambition to be distinguished 
every moment, bears in silence, and replies with mod-
esty, fearing no enemy, and making none, and is as 
much ashamed of insolence as cowardice.

W endell Phillips says tlmt no reform, 
moral or intellectual, ever came dow*n 
from the upper classes of society. “  Each 
and all,”  says he, ** come up from the 
protest of martyr and victim.”

A Good Newspaper —Believe that a 
great and good newspaper ij as sacred in 
its own way as the Bible. It has some-
thing iu it of the very present word of 
God to man and the very present word of 
man to God. The heartbeat cf both 
pulses is in such a paper; the hands of 
both set the type, and the spirit of both 
reads the proof.—Dr, Robert Colycr.

Selfish Sentim ent—The mere senti-
mental and slothful indulgence at 
or emotion always wears out even>^_ ’ 
capacUy.

flnally withcr9
ufCso the sensitiveness that docs not 
quicken thought and imagination, that 
does not teach any lesson or suggest any 
duty, gradually loses even its own power 
of impressibility.

Hospitality.—There should never be 
a guest iu the house whose presence re-
quires any considerable change in the do-
mestic economy of one’s household af-
fairs. However much the circumstances 
of business or mutuul interests may tend 
to the entertainment of a stranger, he 
should never be taken into the family 
circle unless he is known to be worthy of 
that high social distinction; but, when 
once admitted, he should be treated as if 
the place had been his always.

Different ways of Speaking.—There 
is shaking well, speaking easily, speak-
ing justly, and speaking seasonably. It 
is offending against the last to speak of 
entertainments before the indigent, of 
sound limbs and health before the infirm, 
of houses and lands before ono who has 
not so much a- a dwelling; in a word, to 
hpeak of your prosperity before the mis-
erable is cruel, and the comparison which

naturally rises in them betwixt their condition tunJ 
yours is excruciating.

Self-respect in the Y oung —It is well to infuse into 
every child’s mind the wholesome principle of sclf- 
rcspcct, to teach him that certain things arc to be 
avoided and others cultivated, not because you say so, 
but because of his own dignity and social position. So 
should they be taught in ihcir earliest years that certain 
things are for their good; that gentleness, unselfishness, 
and ncatne.-s are not only admirable in them-elves and 
pleasant in the family circle, but that they make their 
possessor welcome in the world and are excellent capital 
to begin life upon.

Four Good H a b its—There were four good habits a 
wise and good man earnestly recommended in his coun-
sels and also by his own example, and which lie consider-
ed essentially necessary for the management of temporal 
concerns. These wfere punctuality, accuracy, steadiness, 
and dispatch. Without the first of these, time is 
wasted; without the second, mistakes the most hnrtful 
to our own credit and interest and that of others may be 
committed; without the third, nothing can be wvll done ; 
and without the fourth, opportunities of advantage arc 
lost which it is impossible to recall.

Respect the Burden.—Verily he has the highest 
condition on earth who best serves his fellow men with 
what he is and has. Napoleon I. once in the street very 
meekly gave way to a heavy-laden sack bearer, and in 
an earnest tone said to his surprised attendants, “ Re-
spect the burden.”  Yes, if all had felt so wrc should now 
see a very different state of things in this world.

’Tis True, and P ity ’tis *tis True.—“ It is unmistak-
able,”  says Dr. Holland, “  that the tendency of modern 
criticism upon novels has been to make them petty and 
trifling to a nauseating degree. It is a lamentable con-
sideration that the swung of a petticoat or the turn of an 
ankle or the vapid utterance of a dandy, or even the de-
lineation of a harlot and a harlot’s disgusting life, should 
be counted quite legitimate material for a novel, when 
the great questions which concern the life :md prosper-
ity of the soul and the state are held in dishonor, and 
forbidden to the novelist ns material of art.”

WHAT A WOMAN CANNOT DO.

SIIE CANNOT GET A SALAI1T OF TW EN TY THOUSAND DOLLARS A YEAR FOR DOING 
NOTIIING, LIKE TILE PRESIDENT OF AN INSURANCE COMPANY.

A  Great Hardship.—An iron steamer.
The Question of the Hour—What time is it ?
An Anachronistic Pun.—Adam was married on bis 

wedding Eve.
Slower than a Tortoise.—No other living thing can ' 

go so slow as a boy on an errand.
A  prim er-rangem ent—An infant is the primer of 

humanity bound iu more rocker.
Proverbial.—Men arc geese, women are ducks, and 

birds of a feather flock together.
W om an’s Silence.—Woman’s silence, although it is 

less frequent, signifies much more than a man’s.
To Carve Fowls in the German Fashion.—”  Use

a club, and avoid the joints,”  says Mark Twain.
Curious Coincidence.—Burns is the great Scotch 

poet, and Skalds were the favorite Norse ones.
Now for Ayes and Noes! - A bridge that is war-

ranted to support any “  strain ” —The bridge of a fid-
dle.

Mean Thing.—A crusty old bachelor says he thinks 
it’s woman, and not her wrongs, that ought to be re-
dressed.

Paws ! rash Y o u th —“ If I hit yer,”  said one small 
boy to another, “ ye’ ll be usin’ yer self for snuff ter- 
morrer.”

A  distinction with a Difference.—Artemus Ward 
said of the Mormons—“ Their religion is singular, but 
their wives are plural.”

Overheard by  a Passer-by.—“ Jane, it is eleven 
o’clock; tell that young man to please shut the front 
door from the outside.”

Husband and W ife .—The experience of many a life, 
“ What a fool I ‘ve been ! ” —The experience of many a 
wife, “  What a fool I ’ve g ot! ”

Rather Personal.—Why is the money 
you are in the habit of giving to the poor 
like a new-born babe ? Because it’s 
precious little.

Poor th in g —“ She never told her love ”  
—because the young man, anticipating 
something of the kind, hasn’t called to 
see her since l^anvv^a^opened.

R ight Difference.—Said hea?ife£^tole 
one, “  I seal my love with a kiss.” A lrd^  
she, suiting the action to the word, re-
plied, “  I seal mine with whacks.”

The Young Physician returns from 
his vacation to find his patients lively as 
crickets, ne inwardly vows that he will 
stay at home and attend to business here-
after.

Too True=—The Arab horse is not 
broken until his fourth year. That’s where 
they differ from teacups. But then Arab 
horses arc not washed by the average 
kitchen girl.

Not a Gun —A little boy being told by 
his mother to take a powder she had pre-
pared for him. “  Powder, powder,”  said 
he, putting on a roguish smilo ; “ mother,
I ain’t a gun.”

Ambiguous.—A reporter for a Wiscon-
sin newspaper writes : “ Those who per-
sonally know our esteemed fellow-citizen
C ol.----- will regret to hear that he was
brutally assaulted last evening, but not 
killed.”  ’

Definitions.—Teacher — “  Define the 
word ‘ excavate.’ ”  Scholar—“ Itmeans 
to hollow out.”  Teacher—“  Construct a 
sentence in which the word is properly 
Used.”  Scholar—“ The baby excavates 
When it gets hurt.”

Only Boston Girls.—A traveler says 
L-1 * When yon kiss a Boston girl, she holds 
still till yon arc through, when she flares 
up all at once, and exclaims, ‘ I think you 
should be ashamed 11 New' York girls 
box your cars.”
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A  B eau tifu l P anel P ictu re ,
W k have in preparation a subject, the presentation of 

which will Ik* superior to anything we have heretofore 
attempted. It is a portrait of Queen Louise, wife of 
Frederick III. of Prussia, and mother of the present 
Emperor, arranged in panel form, deeper than the 
magazine but forming a part of it. It is well worth the 
year's subscription to the magazine.

A  F aith fu l W o r k e r .
R e v . Ob a d i a k  M. J ohnson *, member of the Presby-

tery of Hudson and Synod of New York, who died re-
cently. was a striking example of the thoroughness, 
faithfulness, and devotion which characterized minis-
ters of what are called the “ old school.”  His last ser-
mon, preached a few* weeks before his death, was writ-
ten in as clear, as firm, and fine a hand as if he had 
been forty, instead of seventy-five years old; and the 
text from Psalm lxviM verses 8-12, was given in He-
brew. as finished and firm as copper-plate. He spent the 
last few days before his death in closing up unfinished 
business, settling affairs calmly, as if going on a long 
journey ; gave minute directions in regard to some per-
sonal affairs, and died serenely, and without any appar-
ent regrets. Merc memorandums made in his note-
book, shortly before the final event, were executed wiih 
the same precision and accuracy as if they had been 
sermons, or records upon which important issues might 
depend. He was pastor of one church for thirty-four 
years.

S u ccess  in B u s in e ss .
THE CAREER OF A NEW JERSEY ORGAN 

BUILDER.

DEMOREST’S MONTHLY, A MEDIUM FOR 
ADVERTISERS.

THE BEST IN FORM AND THE LARGEST IN CIRC CL AT ION.

The advertising columns o f D e m o r e s t ' s  M o n t h l y  
furnish the most reliable, cheapest and best advertising 
medium in the world. Goes everywhere. Read by 
everybody. A book of reference for the family, and 
sometimes the whole neighborhood; especially for the 
enterprising, and for all those who can afford to pur-
chase. For advertising purposes, no other one medium 
covers so much ground, or is so universally read and 
sought for as D e m o r e s t ’ s  M o n t h l y .

Please remember that for a card of 5 lines, costing 
$2.50, is at the rate of only 25 cts. for 10,000 cards, and 
most efficiently distributed to the best families.

We aim to make our advertising columns the vehicle 
only of what is best calculated to promote ihe interests 
of our readers—to exclude whatever is pernicious, at 
whatever sacrifice — and render them so absolutely 
reliable, that they may be consulted with a certainty 
that everything therein stated will be found precisely 
as represented.

ADVERTISING RATES.
O r d i n a r y  P a r e s ......................$ .50  \ t e r  l i n e .

N e x t  R e a d i n g .................................75 f  a g a t e
l  M E A S U R E ,

B u s i n e s s  N o t i c e s ....................... 1 .00  )  14 L i n e s  1 I n c h .
No E x t r a  Ch a r g e  f o r  C u t s  o r  D i s p l a y .

Remember that Advertising at the above rates cosfs 
only about 1 cent a line per 1,000 copies.

Advertisements for insertion should be forwarded not 
later than the 28th, -for the next issue. No medical, 
questionable, or ambiguous advertisements will be ad-
mitted on any terms.

Our Parlor P ictu res.
Th e  progress of art is in the direction of color; we 

are in the receipt of numerous letters showing how 
strong is the appreciation of the fine portraits and oilier 
chromoed pictures which we have recently given wiih 
the different numbers of this magazine, and the knowl-
edge encourages us to further efforts in the same di-
rection.

REED &  BARTON.”i
MANUFACTURERS OF FINE

Silver-Plated T a le  f a r e ,
686 BROADWAY,

N E W  Y O K E .

A  M illion R eaders.
Th e  aggregate circulation of our “  Monthly 

Magazine,”  “  Illustrated Journal,”  ‘ ‘ Portfolio of 
Fashions,”  and “  What to 'Wear," now falls little 
short of one million, an unexampled list in this 
or any other country.

S u c c e s s  in business is’ undoubtedly the result of in-
telligence, pluck, and enterprise. It is said* ihai the 
Hon. Daniel F. Beatty, of Washington, X. J., began 
business in 1869 without one lollai. Since that time lie 
has built up an enormous Piano and Organ trade all 
over the civilized world by his remarkable pluck and en-
terprise. Ilis attention was early turned to music, and 
in this way he became interested in the sale, and finally 
in the manufacture, of musical instruments at Washing-
ton, N. J., which bear his name. His first operations 
were on a small scale, but his active and progressive 
mind saw vrUh*—t* id* ^pen tt>^energy and enterprise, 
lie has never wavered or faltered i n * I „ By his 
shrewd, skilful, and persistent newspaper an vest’s tn? 
he has attracted wide attention everywhere, so that 
the present his instruments are in use in all parts of the 
civilized world. He believes in the free use of printers1 
ink, and it has paid him a thousand-fold.

But amid the rush and hurry of a vast business Mr. 
Beatty never forgets the duties of a man and a citizen. 
He has twice been elected Mayor of Washington with-
out his own seeking, which office he now* holds. His 
fellow'-citizens chose him. He conducted no campaign 
whatever, and was not even at home on election day. 
His generous donation of orders upon the largest local 
stores to supply flour to the needy during the past win-
ter, and his liberal contributions to the various religious 
organizations, without regard to denominations, are 
indicative of but a few* of the many incidents that are 
continually transpiring, and which have made him ex-
ceedingly popular among his fellow-citizens.

Men who have won for themselves honorable distinc-
tion in their particular avocations in life, and which we 
denominate as the successful self-made men of the day, 
are apt to possess all the qualifications necessary for the 
high position of public trust, and form the nucleus from 
which the nation draws its best supporters. Mayor 
Beatty’s career thus far has been marked by untiring 
perseverance, indomitable will, acute perception, and 
good, sound, common sense.

Circulation of the B ible.—There are now in circu-
lation about 148,000,000 copies of the Bible, as against 
only 5,000,000 copies at the commencement of the p r e s -

ent century.
A Curious Relic.—A most interesting relic, to lie 

seen in the Library of the Royal ,Society, London, is the 
manuscript of New ton's Prineipia, w ritten in the great 
philosopher's own hand. Tt is in admirable preserva-
tion, and is justly considered the greatest treasure be-
longing to the Society.

POWDER
A B SO LU TELY PU R E.

Made from Grant- Cream Tartar— No othc** j:reparation 
makesi such light, flaky, hoi breads, or luxurious pastry. Can 
tie eaten tlysjjeplie#! without fear o f llie Ilia reaultlng from
heavy, iucffgeetRile food. Sold only in cans, by alt Grocers,

* R o t a i . H a r u c d  Powrosu Co., New York,

R e n e w a ls  cl S u bscrip tion s for 1881
To those interested in making up clubs for Dem- 

orest ‘ s Monthly Magazine, w*e are prepared to send 
on application, by return mail, circulars, cards, 
and blanks for renewal of subscriptions for 1881. 
We endeavor to supply all in advance, but may 
have overlooked some o f our interested friends.

“ 4C0.£

CASHMERE BOUQUET 
TOILET SOAP.

The novelty and. exceptional strength 
of its perfume are the peculiar fascina-

tions of this luxurious article, which has acquired 
popularity unequaled by any Toilet Soap of home 
or foreign manufacture.
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DEGRAAF &

[opposiiEMacy's] N E W Y O R K ,
iTHE-CENTEHNIALPARLOBBED

FIIMT 1‘HIZK AWARDED 3818 A 3859.
We are offering THE LARGEST AND BEST 

SELECTED STOCK of all modern styles of Furni-
ture and fancy articles for interior decorations in 
the City, AT LOWEST CASH PRICES.

Thirty years experience as Cabinet Makers and 
Upholsterers.

s m m  HDl’CESESTS TO PURCHASERS.
New Buildings and Beat Eacilitie*.
Betwcen Oth and Oth Aveauea, New York.

STATEN ISLAND
FANCY DYEING ESTABLISHMENT,

Oflire, 5 and 7 John Street, N. Y.
RRANPH i H8» Broadnay, m-ur 2»lh St., X. Y. 
unAIHAtn I ojft Pultun St., BrmiUj.1,
o r r i p r c  l' f7 N Eighth St,, I'lilla lelphin,
UP NOLO) 110 W. Jtaltliuore SC, Baltimore.

D j f t f ,  Cleon a n d  EtfinUh D r e s s  G o o d s  a n d  G a r m e n t s .  
Ladle*' PrcAses, Cloak*, Eobex, < f c n . ,  o f  till fabric*, :itul o f  t h e  i n  oh L  elaborate styles, c l e a n e d  o r  d y e d  s u c c n e e -  f n l l y  w f tbold ripping,
Gvnilenten’s Garments cleaned or dyed whole. 
Curtains, Window-Shades, Table-Covers, Carpets, &c., 

cleaned or dyed.
Employing the best attainable skill and most Improved 

appliances, and. having systematized anew every depart-
ment of oar business, we cun confidently promise the 
best results, and unusually prompt return or goods, 

Gouda received autl returned by express or l>y mail, 
I1AUUETT, NEPHEW S A CO.,

5 and. 7 Jehu St., N. V.

WORSTED CROSS-STITCH PATTERNS,
A BOO 1C containing nearly- 1QU Putt eras for Worsted Work, 

Toilet Sets, etc, tncIndio *" " ' " ‘
Animals, Borders, Com era.

Patterns of Flowers, Birds, 
luisk'S, Roars, Comic Designs,

Established 1848.
A .  E I O K H O F F .

Manufacturer of and Dealer In all kinds of

duck of Taibtrx' Skmrx, Razor*. Ladies' Scissors, Table 
Cutlery of all Hmbs, and Pocket h'niz-z.

381 Broom e Street, N ,T - near M ulberry  St.
The above Una of goods always on hand, and warranted.
All kinds or i hitteryiImumt and Repaired.

BAMBERG HILL & CO.,
iKToarsaa xm> Joanin-t or

M i l l i n e r y  G o o d s ,
Alsu *11 the latest Novelties In

FANCY RIBBONS, FLOWERS, STRAW GOODS, 
xn;» HASOFAerrutKiiS or

P A T T E R  A W »V \ E T S  wad T R IM M E D  O A T S,
If.4 t'i£ H t. M O I 1-7 > TO fi.T 4 IIH OAI) HA T, 

Petweeu Bkwk.r and Band Streets,

MUSIC
24 CHOICE PIECES 36 Cts.

W ith  complete W ords and Music-
pricH of iticct mtiftlr in 30 or 33c- t*t  filer*, In 

the Iwq liltist copies of MUSICAL HOtKHwill be
likffli, aU bavin# complete word* and In fact they ere

iaM0 piycfj llui Are printed Ami sold bl  3& c * Kac H.
JoundlSS npvr upd beautifuf and 1 3  choice lnairutiDJuial|iE«t:i -- - ■ * ■ - . _ _ _
ihe i . . ____ _____
The high eoit of music it due to the few sold of eech piece end 
The large dUeotmt made to dual era. By printing IJpleces In one 
iMue of the Jfu*icn l Unur$ end sendhig ofTtrutnf Ihoueend every 
mopth, we ere enebted to supply two cop ten, each containing 
12 piecM̂—vooaI and Instrumental, by the eoeeposers for 
12 3-cettt Bt&uApe. Thla Map-azlno ha* in eluant engntred cover 
printed In two coTofa* and 1* the AaMcArTUUkif Muscat j/on/Aly into* W&riiL Terra* per year £1,50 with three muilr-al 
premium*. Two of the intern copies (contifDmg £4 complete 
&"> cent piece*} sent post-paid for 12 3-cent *ramr>8. O. VP* 
KicharUion <fe Co,* 33 TetnplePl.. Button.

DECKER’S

L ivii<{M «ii'!t P e rfe ctio n

lUM by (hr U M»po-l
I H of to  (be  ,U>m# and Pftrttpiin T iw i b Io p* . !  
j lUocd.reilv r»9ii>ollit Milld mil pnxltlrihr>f 
[ilfinhiiki rarkrts tiS ee»t*i Hif for $1*04L I 
| IliFtr'* (innlii« falemlftr for JHSI urn I led I 
| free. Valuable to ibe Mierbet gArdrnerT uinT 
Ijteirr ami fa ra r r .

| EENEY A. SHEER, Seedsman, |
714 Chestnut St., Philadelphia.

BAKLOWS INDIGO BLUE.

h l L L I A R D ^ P O O L
J A B L E S  w ith  the N e w

C o & d e d  E d g e  C u s h i o n

The b e s t  now macfeJ
W a r e r o o ms / 7 2 6  B r o a d w a y , NY

(Patented Nov. 19, 1878.)
No. 1, Sewed, * * - - 12.00.
No. 2, Woven, Spoon Steel, - - 3.00.

This new and improved Abdominal Corset is 
so constructed as to give a natural and perma-
nent support to the abdomen. It cannot stretch, 
break or lose its shape, avoids a)J pressure on 
the cheat and imparts sn elegant and graceful 
appearance to the wearer.

For sale by all first-class dealers in the 1*. 3., or 
asm plea sent on receipt of price by 
L E W I S  S C H IE L E  JfcCO., Sole N.Y.

BUIST’S
GARDEN SEEDS
are always warranted, being exclusively of our own 
growth. Host for the Gardener! Best for the 
Merchant! BECAUSE R E L IA B L E !

They never fail to produce the finest vegetables, and 
Are planted fit all parts of the world. The constant improvement and ears in their growth, extending over a 
period o f more than half acenhtrtf, have brought BuM’s 
Seedstoa Htiito Ofperfection and reliability second to none.

B U IS T ’S C A R D E N  M A N U A L  for 1881 1
(133 page* of nstftd information}, mailed for 3c, stamp, 
IVholivale Price-Current for Merchants on application. 

ROBERT BTJIST, Jr., Scad Brower, Philadelphia Fa.

Q R fiA N S !
4 Seta Heeds. 0STi7 $W» 

_ 03,8135 Up.Panorire<1. Ajf ;■; 3J
Daniel F. Boat*,7, Wiahinpeiv

ft ALL GOLD, Silver. Siielis, Motto ami Floral Chroum 
JVJ OitrdH, in beautlftil oultua, wilti name, 10a,: Agents, Sam-
ple Ibxiks 2Bo. Stir l*rinting Company, Jlorthford, Conn,

Tin tntirliH a#a W as h  Bl u e  have been fully tested and
four grocerendorsed by thousandn of house keepers., , - - _____et)e

ought to t  jve It on sale. Ask him for it.
D, S. W IL T S  ERG EB, Proprietor,

No. 233 North SMOtirl Street, Philadelphia.

SOUTH
KENSINGTON
STITCH.

Over 200 Kami-colored Pest jots for Art 
Embroidery, each accompanied with a 
Perforated Pattern, Transferring powder 
and full Instructions for transferring In 
thoniaterlul to be embroidered. Pricelists 
sent by mail on application, bv 

8. W. TILTON Jfc CO., Dos ton.

FLOWERS
OVER

1500
D istinct

,, . ---------- Varietica
v l S r ix ia  PlntitH, each Ubdtid, dshrurod safely by Dtnil.
I -arttci icmu n uirii 1, 1,0 w prli*eTn business for SJ7
rwnra. ( . .an,fact,.,*, ktook comiiriswt all dee,cable 
uF. Ti, l JVv tw“!D,rfi Plains wmt. Our new IlluBtriited « I« i t * i n s  t h o  n a m e  a n d  d e s c r i p t i o n  o f  
V, j  ™  1 ltlu“, r - 1' e t v i s a f n  1 c u l t i v a t i o n .  D o
I I  R U M  k f t n u ^ n ™ S rl;* !Pt! P f *  n , . r  newHAND-BOOK If1
t.ttxmir HiU. NtttsHtiEa, wJKu-r.’Pa

5 0 All Gold, Chroiuo and Lit'g. Cards, (No 2 Alike,) 
Name On. 10c. Omst o w  Kuos., CUntonvlUe, Clone.

50Eh glut Ciiis, with name. 10c, 30 Gold and Silver 
Chioino. 10c. W. MOOltE, Brockport. N. Y.

GET RICH Selling onr Rubber Stamps and "Music, 
Samples free. Cook & Bieaell, Cleveland. O.__

50 Finest Chromo, Gilt A notored. Scroll Cards ever Bold on-
ly 10c. Agents S:\mple810c. G. A. Spring, North ford, Ct.

125 Embotwed Scrap Pictures, hy mall 10 cents. 114 Trans-
fer Pictures, in cents. Hz any S. Bate, On k; ago.____

wOR8TEOS BY MAIL, 80 Skeins 20 abodes 25 cents, 
100 Skeins $i_ Fcajis GAnnunea, Ly?nv. Mabs. __

Elegant and Artistic Chromo Business Cards
In sets of one doren assorted styles. Price, 5 Cent* per set̂ or 
sent hy mall on rceetpt of two ,‘Pcont stamw. Address. W". 
Jnsirujas tieMoxssT or Max. Demoeikst, IT E. Hiti N. T.

A GREEN-HOUSE AT YOUR DOORj
ITfl wiVf feud free hy tun it. and guarantee their S!\fe I 
arrival in BOUfi votldilion, onr choice of sorts. I

c n e i  OCTO For example: 18 Roftw. Sit I 
DU3>1 O t I 0*20 VerlK-iiaJ). S15 15 BwkSorl 
Bedding Plante, SJ1 ID Lreraniimis, SI; lOl 
Tuberoaes Situ Hardy Flowering 8hrube, S l; and I 
Hundreds ot othera— UFUff Alii) DADCl 
C1IEA1*, and itutny NtW  ANU KAKbl
For your choice of varieties, see our 78-pasel 
Catalogue, with colored plait-, free to all. We also [ 
ofler an iwwcuw stock of A||l| I CD1IIT61 
Grape-Vines, Fruit and OlVIALL rllUI I Ol 
Ornamental Trees, Evergreens, etc. 8 Ourroiifcs. S111
f2a RaepbcrrleHiS 1; 75 StrawherrleaS 1)8 Gnti*)«.l 
H) 8 Apple, #1; 4  P*w. Slj g Peach. SI; 401 
wa,d Chestmit. Sit IOO Hardy Catalpa. § 1 j etc. f 

A OataloL'tif (with II colored strawherries) tree.l 
____̂ 5.7)h !V<Ir. 18 Greenhouses, l(K) Acres.
STORES, H A R R ISON & CO,, Paineaville,

5?

1881,
Is an Elegant Book of 100 Pages, One Colored 
Flower Plate, arid 600 Illustrations, with I>wcrlpil-.i,i 
at the best Flowers and Vegetohleo, and I>lreetiun- for 

, growing. Sent fret, by moll, for Id cents, In English nr 
<i ut-rman*
| VICK’S SEEDS are the best tn the world. The 
FiaJUAr. Grrss will tell Imw tn get and grow them,

1 _ Vickis Illustrated Monthly Magazine—32 I’uge>, a 
f‘(iji.ired Plate In every number and many tine Engraying.*. 
Price, 41.25 a year; Five Copies for #5.no. ‘Specimen Numbers 
sent for 10 cents; S trial conies for 30 cents.

Address, JAMES VICK. Rochester. N. Y.
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