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SHVICTOTRI A e

By L. M. ALCOTT, Author of “Little Women," «“ Little Men,” * Eight Cousing,” “Jack and Jill,"” etc., etec.

CILAY.

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 weird, sad picture grew be-

neath his brush.
sea subsiding after storm, and through the
Leavy clouds one ray of moonlight shone on a
fair, dead figure, washed ashore.
Jolin 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 seening to fird 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. VWhat became of
the sums thus earned no one knew, for he
lived like an anchorite in his studio, in one of
the quietes® suburbs of London,

One luxury he permitted himself, a lovely
model ; for in nearly all his pictures the same
face and Tigure 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, und 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, despeir, or death; for long
pructice and stern teaching had rendered it
easy to feign moods which made youth and
beauty terrible or touching.

This model was before Lim now, stretched
upon the platform with every limb relaxed,
ag if life had left them. Dark drapery,
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"close clinging, as if drenched by the salt|park Is dreary at this hour; I love the light,
" sea, swept across her, leaving only the round ;the music, the splendor of the thester. and
arms, the pallid face, and upturned throat only seem to live when there, for that in

A wreck upon the rocks, a

visible through the veil of hair that lay dark
against their whiteness, 8o 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

}co]dly critical eve, a8 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 fect that 1€ft 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.
1

Go, child, and rest;
you have done well to-day.”

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

the only glimpse of the world 1 get. Are you
ashamed of me, father, that you so diglike to
have me seen t”

The girl looked up at him with a tender
sort of trouble in her eves, 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,
i' with a sudden softening of his austere face,
i It ix dull for you, poor child. 1 forget
that you are growing up, and T am selfish in
"'my love. There is no need for you to suffer
and renounce.”

** Then I may go ; say yes, and see how well

pair of brilliant dark eyes, stretched her fine [ will pose to-morrow after one happy even-
arms; and wrapping the drapery about hersat "ing. I am so tired of being dead! Do let
& woment in a wmoody attitude, looking out pe live a little now and then ; live and be gay
into the spring twilight through the cloud of }ike other girls.”

hair that rippled to her knees. Slie had sprung up as she spoke, and stood

“If I have done well I should be rewarded. in an attitude of glad expectancy, waiting for
You know what kind of rest I like Dest, g word to set her free from the solitary slave-
father,” she said, after a roment’s silence, ry which daily grew more irksomé to an
with a smile that woke and warmed her whole grdent mature secking pleasure .« naturally
face like sudden sunshine. as flowers scek the sun.

““So soon again? Better come out for & < Go, then, and make ready. You shall
quiet stroll in the park. Theaters are no live to-night for the sake of to-morrow's
"places for either of us, Victoria,” answered work.” Then, as the girl vanished with joy-
Stanhope, now walking to and fro with rest- fu] haste, he added bitterly, - Her shipwreck
less steps, as if bereft of work he was & Prey has not come yet. May 1 never live to see
to ennui. "it.” And locking his hands above a head

“It is three months, 1long so for a little too early gray, he paused before the easel,
. change, that I count the hours and davs be- lcoking at his work with eyes that saw in it
'tween the few pleasures you give me. The the tragedy of his own life,
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Half an hour later, as he leaned from the} and woes of actors who played their parts 8o
window watching the May dusk deepen quiet-| well that colder hearts than lhers confessed

ly, a sudden light shone out behind him, a gay | their power.

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 in either hand, Victoria, |
with unconscious art, illuminated a sweeter, | life I long for.

brighter study thun 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 ler girlish
wardrobe allowed, and warm hued muslins
Howed 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 liead, she swept a stately court-
sey, looking up with eyes so lustrous, lips so
stiling, and an air of such artless coquetry,
it seemed inpossible for any man to resist the
eharm of this blooming girl.

But Stanhope regarded her with a startied
look, which deepened to something almost
like terror as he exelaimed, in u 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.

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

*“ A woman [ once knew.”

*“ And loved, father?”

*“ No, hated.”

““Is she dead ?”

‘1 hope 80 1” and he put the girl away as
if the sight of her made some old wound ache
anew,

Accustonied 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 rdive 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 theughts, 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 duughter to-night as if he
saw another woman in her place, and found a
puinful interest in the likeness. Excited by
the gay scene about her, Victoria unconscious-
ly increased this resemblance by the change
which camé 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 1o bloom into an eager,
pleasure-loving woman, conscious of the ad-
miration her fresh anutv won, brightening
visibly in the artificial glare, and looking
abhout her with the proud glad air of one whe

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 of enthusiasm, ex-
claiming eagerly :

** Papa, let nie be an actress !
Let me try it?”

*“1 would rather luy you in your grave with
my own bands.”

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 buck, saying, as she dried
the tears from herflushed cheeks as if ashamed
of them :

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

** Alwuys, while I am here to watch over
you. Wlen 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.

Just 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 ont upon her
fellow beings with bold, bright eyes, that
seemed to have both entreaty and defiance in
Nem, for the lace that drooped between her
and them was a barrier she could not pass
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 sensmve 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 kad 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 toshut
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-
rilv 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
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That is the |

finds and takes her place at lass, ’
Presently the play absorbed her, and she

|3 young as you. See what she is now, and what
forgot herself in following the mimic loves

vou surely will become, if you step beyond

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

““Yes | keep me safe, father. 1 will
contented. 1 will not wsk to come again. 1t
is not good for me, I feel it now, aud 1 will
go back to the quiet life you choose for me,”
whispered the girl, with a shudder.

««1 have some hold upon you then? 1 was
afraid the poison was at work, and | should
gsee you drift away from me. [ could not beur
the old misery again. Hush, now, esjoy the
play ; we will talk niore at home.”

But the play was spoiled for Victoriu ; a
glimpse of real tragedy, the saddest life can
show & womau, had swept the glamour from
Ler eyes, and though she lovked 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 ue-
cents of a real passion.

““Come away. tuther; I long for durkness
und fresh air. These crowds of people weary
me,” she said impatiently, as hanging on his
arnm, she went out into the throng slowly ehl-
ing down the wide stairs when the pla\'
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 ; thé 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 u vagne yet ominous fear, feel-
ing ag if with each step she drew nearer to
some great sorrow that had come to meet her.

So eye to eye the three went slowlydown to
meet and mingle in the denser tluong bplow,
but just as the stairway turned, a great Anirror.
confronted them, and in it Victoria"sgtmed 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 mnust he complete, she leaned on
the arm of a tall, gray-baired man, who, like
Stafford, looked straight before huu, smile-
less, grim and silent.

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

] ain your mother !”

There was 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 no hand could
save her,

She woke on her own little bed. with one
lamp burning dimly. and a sense of haviug
lived years since sheleft lier room.

Her father sat beside hier with a face paler
than her owu, but no longer sterh.

e

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 wus -
the love he bore her, the one treasure saved
from the wreck when his happiness was lost
forever.

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

1 tried to save you from the knowledge of
the trouble thut 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. 1

It is the old, old story, and necds no tell-
ing. I 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 ? 1 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 ias power over vou,
and against that 1 have been guarding you all
these years. My girl, your mother gave you
not only her beanty, but the still more fatal
gift of an unstable, pleasure-loving tempera-
ment. [ feared it was so. 1 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. Chiid, I cannot keep you
long ; let me at least have the consolation of
knowing that I leave you safer and stronger
for these years of jealous care.”

He spoke slowly, with the pale, pinohed'
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 lLer arms about him, she answered
fervently,

“You must not leave me, father; I know
now what you fear for me; 1 feel my need of
you; I 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. [ 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 ;
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the promise with u 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 Vietoria lay waking, weeping, suf-
fering with the passionate abandon of youth,
rebellious against its first sorrow. But some-
thing of ler father’s patient courage seemed .
to spring up within her, dominating the:
wealker 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 and 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 ycars 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 longlocks that
curled beseechingly about her fingers, she
spread them like a pall over the relics of;
her innocent youth, locked the lid upor them, !
und hung the key ubout her neck, a talisman|
to remind her of the promise given that
night.

A girlish act, yet wonderfully characteristic
of the draniatic 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,
cave-free girl whodied last night. 8he 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, us if the fire
of pain had brought out characters unseen |
before.

“Nothing to remind him of Zer now. 1.
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 bLoyish reflection of -
herself, and a stified sigh for the benuty she
had sacrificed that it might not be a tempta- |
tion to herself or others. ;

There was no sound in lLer futher's room,
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peace instead of shame and sorrow.” “and for several hours she wuited, hoping that

He held her close, kissed her fondly and he slept. Then growing anxious, she went to'
said, looking decp into the earnest eyes fixed look for him, sadly wondering how the new
on ln.im full of love and reverence. *“ Be a  life would begin, for a word, a look had-
good woman: I ask nothing more; cling to! changed all the world to Lher, and laid the

yourart, for such devotion ennobles the poorest ' weight of the father's Lurden on the dnugh-t. :

life. Work is your salvation, as it has been | ter’s shoulders.
mine ; by your virtue and genius efface the
stain upon my name, and make me proud of
my brave and gifted girl.”

Ile was not iz his chumber, and hastening
to the studio she found him there, slready]
seated before his easel, as if instinetively he
“1 will, father!™ she cried, and sealed sought the old wolace for despair. e had

evidently worked for hours, and seemed to
have fallen axleep 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, and to her
startled eyes seemed u message or a propliesy
for her.

A few strokes of the magic brush had
changed the pale mounlight to a my of sun-
shine, the rift of clouds now showed a roay
dawn instead of melanclhioly 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 Liope, 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 ocean in
its glow.

““Am [ to be the angel of saivation to my
poor lost mother? or is it a symbol of the
better self he hopee will rise from the ruin
of my happy youth. Oh, father! teach e,
help me; 1 am ready for whatever task you
give me.”

She spoke aloud and turned toward him
with eyes too din for secing: but he did not
lift his head to answer, und the cheek againsnt
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 angui:l that
had worn his life away till the weary lieart
could bear no more.

(70 be continued.)

The Unsury S:ng.
(After the Gernan of HEISRICH HEINE)

1 Faix would sing one light soug more,
One little song ne'er ruug before.

It wmust ring out through all the lands,
And reach the ear that understands:

Must fill one heart with sweet surpise,
Like angel-notes from paradise ;

Must sing of eyes deep ss the sea,
Of toues more xweet. than melody ;

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

And through thiz =oug love’s light must gleam,
Like the sun's glow through vale and stream.

It munt exhale a perfume rare,
Like rosex sweet on June’s pure &ir;

Muxt gleam and flash like dews of morn,
When the sweet South unew is horn,

N0 real, go close, my love dath scem,
Ye! never can 1 grasp my dream!

O, ever near' (), ever far!
Life of my life, my night's one atar!

Cast down with fear, with hope elate,
CRudall,” ery, iy Jove, my fate!™
FRANCES A, NHAW,
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Seed-time and Harvest.

BY SHERRILL KERR.

CHAPTER XXIX.

e

HE work at the hospital went
on admirabiy. Sometimes
every little bed was filled,

was restored to its parents active

B’ were such only in name, and regard-
b 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 many a sick and sad child !

and happiness, where there had once heen
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 Dbeen 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 far
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 factthat 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 interestin what he cared for, and to try
and interest him in Ler pursuits. The last
was harder than the first, because, on Alder-
»gtan’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 e most happy result o
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 te
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 te
pardon his shortcomings, and let his offensea
and faults go by unrecorded and unremems.!
bered.

But in spite of all this there was a mighty
void in 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 liad come to her,

her soul yearned still for a great unanswered

need. She knew this, but she had taught her-
gelf 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 mect the requirements
of her soul. Ethel loved her husband ; tlere
was much that she recognized as lovatle
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 thut
came to her ; but these moods were generally
successfully exorcised by the power which
she had acquired of coming out of lerself,
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 Lad estab-
lished there, were effcctual agents in tuining
the conrse of her thoughts away from herself.
Ethel’s wasa strong nature in many ways, but
there was an impulse of dependence in it, that
had never disappearcd, despite the fact that
all these years it had had to be overcome.
Still this feeling was assisted in many small
and Lalf 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
nmet 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 appeint-
ment, she felt a sudden feeling of fatigue and
loneliness come over her, and such a host of
memories and emotions cane 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 beleft 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 ecarriage that

y &

she had sent for her friend stopped below.
She got up and went to the window, feeling
sure the mere sight of her swect, serene face
would refresh her. The face, as it turned it-
sclf upward to Ethel’s window, was 8o unusu-
ally sweet and serene this evening, that Ethel
felt a momentary wonder at it, and an eager
desire to know nmiore 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
huad 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 had 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
conie.”

Then the sister laid aside that portion of
her habit which she wore out-of-doors, and
the two women seated themselves on a lonnge
near the window, which was open and gave a
lovely view of the beautiful autumn landsecape.
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 liad 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, ‘one 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 mucli 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 Varéne,
Sister Ursula.”

There was n 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 tiashed ncross
Ethel that this was the woman whom Count
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Varéne had loved.  She was filled with a pas- his grave loving and honoring her name. It

}
curred.

sionate regret, that deprived her for a mo- has kept him from sin and temptation, and
ment of the faculty of speech ; but when she  will lead him at last to the place where their

recovered a little, and would have spoken, separate paths will meet. He never hopes to
she stopped herself, divining that the poorgirl see her here again, but he thinks of heralways,
was praying. After a moment’s further si- and regards her, asI do, as the noblest woman
lence, the sister rose from her knees and stood upon earth, There, then, my sweet one, I
erect ; her face was deadly white, but the look have told you. Don’t struggle and resist any
of sweet tranquility was gradually returning longer; let the soothing, comforting tears
to it, come. They are not unmixedly bitter tears,

“You are no doubt surprised, Mrs. Alder- I know, for they signify the remembrance that
stan,” she began. a noble life has been aided by the love of the

““No, dearest sister,” Ethel said, “I un- heart from which they come, and they record
derstand it all.”’ } the recollection of a good man’s love. There,

The sister looked at her, with a puzzled { my sweet sister, I bave your secret. Are you
glance for a moment, and then said : angry with me?”

‘1 see you areso sensitive and sympathet-| The poor sister was sobbing passionately on
ic that you have divined the cause of my | Ethel’s shoulder as she spoke ; but no further
cemotion. I have recognized in your friend | answer was needed than the strong and tender
some one whom I have known very well in the | pressure of the hand that Ethel held in hers,
past, and with whom I have some associations | and no further answer ever came. In a little
that are sad ; but they are not of the kind of | while Sister Ursula lifted up a sweet, serene
sorrows that cannot be borne. I wonld not' face to Ethel's, and kissed her fervently. Then
have shown so much weakness, if 1 had not she asked her to order the carriage, and let
becn taken so utterly by surprise. It is a her be sent home, as the babies would be
subject that pains me to dwell upon, but I waiting for her to give them their evening
must ask you one .question. Was Count Va- meal. A little later, Ethel went down with
réne here, in this very town, one year ago?”  the sister, and they got into the carriage to-

““In this very house,” said Ethel lowly, gether and drove away. Ethel had asked to
for she saw that in spite of ler marvelous ef- be allowed to return with her to see the chil-
fort at self-control, the sister’s lips began to dren at tea, and said she wanted the refresh-
quiver, and her cheek to pale again. ment of a drive. They drove along in silence,

‘““And I was here too, and did not see but their hearts were as firmly together as
him—did not know !” burst from her sud- their clasped hands.
denly. ‘‘O Mrs. Alderstan, do not listen to;y When they reached the little hospital
me. ! don’t know what I am saying. This{flooded with the rays of a grand autumn sun-
thing has completely upset me. Will yon 'set, several tiny children were watching from
leave me alone for a moment ?” ithe porch. When they recognized the dear

Ethel knew that she wanted to be alone, in ' face of Sister Ursula there was a perfect
order that she might regain strength and chorus of inarticulate sounds of joy, and in
composure by sharp self-conflict, but she could another moment the tall sister was down on
not bear to leave her, she felt such a mighty her knees in their midst scatteriug radiant
longing to offer a little sympathy and comfort smiles and glances among them, and uttering
in this hour of need to the brave spirit that had words like these :
succored so many aching hearts in theirs.” Af-; *“And have you missed your mamma, dar-
ter thinking a moment, during which the sis. ' lings, and are you glad to see her back ? Come
ter had turned away and was standing by the and give mamma a kiss. She has come back
open window with her face averted and her| to stay with yvou always, and never will leave
two hands clutchirg the curtain in a hard, ! you again. Have my children been good
straining grasp, Ethel went to her, and put-: while mamma was away?”’
ting her arms around her, drew her head| Ethel stood by, with a full heart, during
down to her shoulder. She was the taller of ; this little scene.  She understood so well the
the two, and there was something protecting meaning of this renewed sclf-dedication. By-
in the motion, -and-by they had tea, which Sister Ursula

““Dear sister,” she said, *““will it pain administcred with her usual loving ministra-
you to know that I understand the keen suf-!tion and cheerful face, and then she asked
fering in your heart, and pity you unspeak-| Ethel to stay and see her put her Dbabies to
ably ? I know what e was to you, and what bed, but Ethel shook her head and kissed her,
you were and are to him. We had been and went out to her carriage. She wanted to
friends a long time, and he trusted me and hon- be alone, to think ; and besides St. George
ored me with his regard and confidence. One would be liome to dinner.
day, sitting under that very tree on the lawni It was with a good deal of reluctance that,
therc, he gave me a glimpse into his life. a little later on, Ethel said good-bye to Sister
He told me in a few words the brief stery. Ursula and her little charges, and went off
I know nothing of the details. Only that with her husband to a round of visits among
he loved and was loved by a beautiful and her friends, beginning with a stay of two
noble woman, and there came the neces- weeks at Col. March’s place. She rmissed
sity that thcy should part. So they told the companionship of the dear sister inexpres-
each other good-bye, and went their separate sibly, for since the revelation whick. Count
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

Ethel saw that her friend desired
that no reference sliould be made to it, and
she regarded her wishes in that respect as
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 Varine of her hay-
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 Varéne 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 respouse 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 Ursnla 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.

“ 0 sister,” she said, *“you don’t know how
I mind leaving you. It seemns like giving up
what was best in my life. 1 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 lhere with you. Don’t forget to pray for
me. 1 feel so reluctant to go away.”

The good sister soothed and comforted her
with loving, reassuring words, and they

lkissed and parted. Afterward both of them

remembered the strange emotion and depend-
ence that Ethel had shown, for trials and sor-
rows utterlv unforeseen were in store for
her, which gave her singular uneasiness at
this time the significance of a presentiment.

CHAPTER XXX.

THREE 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 bad 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 days, 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,

Varéne’s picture had caused, the two women )and from there had gone to stay a few days
had been far dearer to ench other than ever. | with some iriends in a neighboring county.
Neither of them had alluded to the matter,} While there her hustand had been thrown

recollection of his love, and will go down to!even in the most indirect way, since it oc- ) from his horse at a hunt and badly hurt. His
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injuries were chiefly internul, and at first they {had, she could not bear to think of. She

iiad not been considered very serious. Ethel
had begged that, as soon as he was able to
travel, they might go howme to Coldstream,
snd that being accompiished, she had ad-
dressed herself to the task of narsing 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 they 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 hehavior, but she felt a passionate need
of atonement and a vearning wish that she
might have him with her alwass, so that her
whole life might be given to this end.
she was told unequivocally that his recovery
was impossible, the blow almost crushed her,

dreaded to contemplate the emptiness of her
life without him. His need of her created
her need of him,

One quiet evening, when they had been sit-
ting in silence for some tune, 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 fromn Lulu Lynne, and said
she and her mother were passing through Bas-

| combe, and knowing of Alderstan’s illness

When

but after a short period of intense grief, she

strengthened herself for the work before her,
and resclved that every other moment of her
husband’s life should be passed amidst her
most loving and tender ministrations. Sister
Ursula offered to send for another sister to
take her place at the hospital, and come and
nurse Captain Alderstan, but Ethel would not
permit it.  The sister should instruet and ad-
vise her, but no one but herself shounld be her
husband’s nurse. So, day and night, she re-
niained 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
froin 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 Lappiness mingled with the keen pain of
that timme. Sonietimes they would almost for-
get to be sad, and when FEthel sat by her hus.
band’s bedside, holding his hand in her own
and singing the songs he had been used tolove
in the far-back days of their early acquaint-
ance, she wonld quite forget to think about the
wrongs and injuries that she had borne 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 niore
tender devotion, the fruit of regard and well-
founded affection.  Iu that time Ethel seemed
tu forget every one else but her husband. Iler
father’s miemory, with the other associations
of her part life, grew dim and unreal in con-
trast with the intense reality of her present
experience.  The dependent, clinging pature
of her husband’s attitude toward her naw 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 he 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

| 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 und herself come
aud 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.

“ 8t. (George,” she said gently, “I know
vou do not usually care to see visitors, but [
have just had a petition from some that I don’t
quite see how I cun refuse. You seem pretty
well this evening, don’t you think you tnight
receive Mrg. L.ynne 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 gesturve 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
Liulu chatters so much. Tell them I am not
well enough.”

“ But, dear, that would not be civil orkind,”
«aid 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 Lulun’s request.”’

“ Do you waut 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 coustrued 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 suy 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
1canstrue such a note to suit her own ideas,
and would understand it to be an arrcgant as-
lsert.'mn 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 us these could have but little weight
with Ethel, and she was moving off to an es-
critoire to write that St. George was too ill
to receive them, when his voice arrested her.

« Stop, Ethel,” he said, <1 want to tell you
what to write. Say 1 am ill and wenk, and
they will find me greatly changed, but that
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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 answer hina,
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 hushand’s side.

1 have written what yon 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 [ nnderstand the
thought that first made you consent to see the
Lynnes, but, my dear, you surely know that |
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 ioo iny
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 unmixedly self-forgetful one,
IHer 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 uttributes above bodily, that she
did not half realize what an ordeal it would
be to her husband to appear, in hig 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 dispaiched the note and
returned to her husband’s side, he asked her
to bring a brush and smoogh 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 gayly :

““Do you know I shall quite miss this occu-
pation when you get we!l? 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 7~

She spoke with 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 of his
dying, and to try to reconcile him to death if
it should come. By the verv gentlest and
most subtle methods, she sought to turn
his 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. ' Stayv, Ethel,” he said, “ let Edward
bring them up. Ido not wish you to leave
me. Will vou let that curtain down a little
and help me to turn toward you, so—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
tluent 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 nmotion to take the
seat that Ethel vacated as she rose to receive
them, but Alderstan prevented it by saying :

.**8it vonder, Lulu, please. This is Ethel’s
seat, and 1 do not let any one else have it. 1
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.

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

He turned himself a little niore toward
them as he spoke, and with this change of
position rested his hand and a part of his arm
ou 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 tnrned his palm upward and
said :

*“(iive 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 1 fear. You nre en
route for the Murrays, you say?”

Lulu answered in a surprised. confused
way, und went on talking rather at random.

103

= = —

hasty hand-shake her cousin gave her, with the things for herself, consented; but she grew
hurriedly uttered good-bye, disappointing and weary of the idleness and aimlessness of her
insufficient, and so, as she turned away, she life there, and presently proposed to return to
said to her husband : , Coldstream. At first this was warmly op-

“I think Lulu meant to kiss vou, St. George.*‘ posed by her husbhand’s parents, who wanted
Won’t you kiss her good-bye?” her to promise to live with them always now;

The first sharp twinge of pain had passed but she was unwilling to accord that, and her
off, and Alderstan was, for the moment, at heart seemned so set upon a return to her own
ease, but he knew there would be arecurrence home, that her kind friends at last vielded the
of the suffering, which might be so acute as, point, and Ethel returned to her empty liouse.
to render self-control more difficult. So he i It recalled many sorrowful remembrances, and
made a quick, impatient, negative gesture; made her feel very desolate, to miss the sight
but seeing the regretful look on Ethel’s face, of the sick, sorrowful face, and the weak.
he relented and said, with a change of ex- thin voice ; but she had now learned that the
pression, , way to keep from being unhappy. was to try

< Call her back, if you like, but remiember | and make others happy, and so she set about
it is for your sake.” her renewed care of the sick children at the

** Lulu, come back a moment,” Ethel said, hospital and her visits among the poor, witha
just as she had gained thedoor. ¢‘ St. George resolution and energy that soon brought its
wants you.” reward in much inward peace and content.

*“ Ethel thought you meant to kiss me good ment. Not that Ethel’s inotive in doing good
by,” Alderstan said, as Lulu came quickly to deeds was to secure her happiness thereby ;
his side. ‘It may be a long time before we this was very far from being the case, tor she
see each other again, and if it should be never, bad long ago learned to consider herown hap-
I want you to remember one thing ; there is piness as of far minor importance to many
one sunbeam in all this sorrow that you think other things; still, the kind of comfort she
so horrible and so hard to bear, and that is my ' longed for was to be found in doing good to
wife’s goodness and devotion. Perhaps vou | others. She could feel then, that even in so
and others have thought in the past that I {small a measure as her actions could signify,
had ceased loving her, but you were wrong ; [ she was doing something to help the great
I never did—only now I love her more than I|cause of right, which would have a wider
knew how to love any one at that time. Good- ' spread influence for good than its benefit to
bye, now, little cousin. I feel the pain return- the few sick and poor and needy people wha

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
tnrned and kissed her cheek lightly. A mo-
ment later, as Lulu glided off, she heard St.
Qeorge 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 him. There was a look of painful
contraction about his mouth, but his eyes
were grave and steady, and were fixed with a

"were coinforted by her personal service and
_her alins and prayers.

** —— No star ever rose
And set without influence somewhere.  Who knows
What earth needs from earth’s lowest creature ? No life
Cau he pure iu ity purpose and strong in itx strife
And all life not be purcr and stronger thereby,”

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

So the timme passed by, Ethel spending her
first year of widowhood in seclusion and soli-
tude at Coldstrean, and refusing all the offers
for providing her with entertainment and
companionship, which her husband’s kind rel-
atives constantly made. Once or twice she

loving patient guze upon the answering ten- went for a little visit to the Marches, and once
derness and sympathy in the pure eyes of his|they both came for a short while to her, bnt
wife. i after having been at Coldstream and seen how

Poor little Lulu remembered this scene with ' full her life was there, and how energetically
strange distinctness afterward, and when a'she employed her time, they wisely decided
little later the news of her cousin’s death that her will, for the present, should not te
reached her at once associated such surround- disputed, and left her to follow her own de-
ing tenderness and confidence as that with vices. These turned chiefly upon the hospital
his death-bed. And it was just so that he and her work there. She and Sister Ursula

Ethel meantime turned to Mrs. Lynne, and‘
in the midst of her conversation with her she passed away. Ethel's arms were close about
wus recalled by a convulsive clutch of the him and his head was on her shoulder, while
hand that held hers, and a sudden suppressed | she bent her steady guze, full of the heavenly
exclamation of pain from her husband. Turn- ’ love tliat inspired the prayers she was silently
ing she saw that one of his most violent breathing, upon her husband’s dying eyes, in
paroxysms was coming on, and that her visitors which she read, as she knew, love and repent-
must be got rid of ; but before she could say ance, and as she believed and trusted, faith
anything to secure that end, Alderstan, re-:and hope. !
covering himself, said quickly : [
I muet ask vou to go, Mrs. Lynne, I am
in pain. Good-bye. You will excuse Ethel’s’ powerful. Sometimes it aniazed even herself
not going down. I cannot let her leave me.” , to see how impossible it was for her to throw
Mrs, Lynne came overand shook hands hur-! it off. Lady Mary insisted upon her return.
riedly, anxious to get away, but Ethel saw that ing home with her for an indefinite time, and
Lulu lingered a little and seemed to think the | Ethel, feeling very weak aud unable to decide

Ethel’s grief for her husband was deep and

had planned an addition to the hospital, which
was much needed, and which was now being
erected. Ethel remained at Coldstream nntil
it was quite finished, and then, in response to
"anurgent letter from Lady Mary. saving ther:
{ was business g0 be transacted which required
| her attendance, she went for another visit 1o
her husband’s family. *

Alderstan had died without making a will, al-
though his protracted physical illness, during
which hismind was entirely unimpaired,ought
to have warned him of the necessity of this.
But he always knew that Ethel’sown fortune,
which would, of course, revert to her at ];w
death, was ample for her, and that his parents
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and brother would add to that the proper pro- [ little patients at the hospital and to Sister

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

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

they had together arranged for the improve-;you have been an absolute recluse during the

ment and addition to the hospital, for the']who]e of that time.

I

support of which Ethelat once set aside a cer-
tain portion of her annual income. She knew

is wise. Youth lasts so short a time, I cannot
bear to see you cast its joys away from you;

nothing of business whatever, and so turned and gifts like yours are very rare ones, and are
over all her affairs to the management of Col. - meant, I think, togive joy to those around you.
t True, you are bringing much happiness and

Ever since her husband’s death, Ethel had comfort into the lives of those helpless little
been 1eceiving constantly from her annt and beings down at Coldstream, but were your

March’s lawyer.

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.
Now that the hospital was completed,
furnished and inhabited, and in perfect run-

talents not meant to diffuse a wider good ? 1
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 Lordon,

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 asa daughter, and
have your happiness very near our hearts. 1
am glad you think of going on a visit to your
old home. It is perfectly natural and right
that you shonld, but I confess I shall be anx-
jous until you are back with us again, for at
your age and with your health and youthful

the tone of those among whomn 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 Isaw such an influence from any other
life. Tdon’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 vou at least promise me to think of
it?”

“I cannot refuse to promise that,” said

dazzling whiteness, had intercepied 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,

Now I don’t think this ;

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 turced their eyes in the opposite direc-
tion. Rich equipages and fine horses are
common enough, but it is not often in a life-
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.
\We prefer to pass by her costume, though
indeed it was rich and handsome, but the
noble beauty of the face ahove 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 sympsthetic one,
so tender and kind did they grow. Indeed,
if the little orphans liad been watching very
closely they might almost have fancied that
there were tcar-drops in the lovely eves as
the lady turned from the window.

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

lof the light spring costumes, as a man, clad

throughout in deep black, came down the

Ethel affectionately, and so the conversation  street and passed by Mrs. Stirling’s windows.

ended.

CHAPTER XXXI.

IT was the morning of Easter Sunday, a day

feelings, and capacities for loving and being ' unutterably tranquil and sweet ; the score of

loved, it will be most patural for you to
marry again, and I could not get reconciled to
your marrying in America. If you do marry,
as you may, 1 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, ‘“ 1 shall
never have any other mother-in-law. S,
George's mother will be 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 [ am. No; I shall go to America
for a little while, and then come back to my

|

differently-toned church bells, 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.
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 thzir
smart gray suits and airy appendages of hug,
gloves, and boutonniere. Even the orp’.an
children, who in a long procession headed by
a mild-faced Sister of Charity in a bona:t of

People in rich costumes that |

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 we have already seen, came out of Mrs,
Stirling’s house, and 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 Lad
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 u grand Te Deum, and the impressive sing-
ing of the chants and hymxs which the ad-
mirabiv-trained choir executed. He listened,
too, with attentiveness to the fine sermon
which followed, but not for one instant did
his grave determined face loge 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 Puaradise, O Paradize,
Who doth not crave for rest ?
Who would not. eeek that happy land,
Where they that loved are blest ¢
Where loyal hearts and true
Stand ever in the light,
All rapture through and through
In God's most holy sight."

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

** O Paradise, O Paradise,
The world is growing old,
Who would not be at rest and free,
Where love is never cold ?
Where loyul hearts and irne,
stand ever in the light,
All rapture throngh and through
In God's most holy sight.”

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

¢ O Paradize, O Paradize,
'Tis weary waiting here.”

Ol 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 Paradixe, O Paradire,
T want to sin no more ;
1 want to be as pure on earth
As on thy spotless shore.”

Mr. Erle 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.
Wiiere loyal hearts and true,
Stand e¢ver in the light,
All rupture 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. Erle rose with them automatically, and

dropped his hand from his face. Then he
slowly turned around and locoked 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-
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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. 1 was dread-
fully opposed to this trip to Fenly, hating to
lose one moment of her visit, but she seemed

speakably lovely. She was utterly uncon- to want so much to go, for a little while, to
scious of him, and had her sweet eyes rever- |the old place that has so many associations
ently turned upon the altar during the instant " with her father. The old servants are there
that he watched her, and then in obedience to too, and she wants to see them. She seems to
the clergyman’s invocation she sank upon her I cling very much to her old ties, and was so
knees, and the curtain surmounting the choir anxious to make this visit, that 1 had to give

railing hid her from his view.

The following morning Mr. Erle called at
Mrs. Stirling’s, and sent up his 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.
Erle. 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 tine she gave evidence of any
deep feeling was when she questioned Mr.
Erle 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-l
prised when some little tiine passed by with-:
out lLiis coming to see her. i

One morning she received a letter from Eng-
land which mnade her return there at a rather
earlier date than she had intended, and so
she announced to Mry. 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 alinost immediately. Mr.

up. I would have gone with her, but my
health would not allow it. Don't you think
Ethel islooking beautiful ¢ 1ndeed, I think she
is handsomer than hefore her marriage, and
her voice, which 1 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 isthe first time I've
been able to induce ler to do it, and every one
is raving over her singing. But I must re-
strain myself and stop talking about 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. Erle, ‘“ 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 liinited 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.

ETREL 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,

Erle she did not see again, and this fact she | had left but a mild impress upon the people
explained by the probability of his having ! and things in this quiet old town. Old Tulip
been suminoned suddenly from the city.- Of and Daniel looked very much the same, and
course if this was so it was probable that by ,the house which she remembered as rusty and
her departure she was foregoing the likelihood { old-looking without and colorless and faded
of meeting him again before her return to within, seemed no more so now than when she
England, but of that she thought but little. ' had seen it last. The only changes were in
She had learned now to trust absolutely, and her own heart, and in the glad youth and
she felt assured that whatever was right and freshness of nature’s face., When she had
good for her would happen without her own left this place it had been in chill, wintry

and simple path of duty which lay before her.

The day after Ethel left, Mr, Erle'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 by
surprise.

¢“ Ethel has gone down {o Fenly,”’ Mrs. Stir-
ling said. “‘I believe your home is there, is
it not 2"’

It was when I knew Mrs. Alderstan,” Mr.
Erle 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

intervention if she only walked in the stra.ight;
f

weather, and she came back to find it ncw
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 =o, 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 of her father as 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
apot, in spite of her, banished the other re-
membrances, and filled hermind 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. Erle to her
with a vividuess that startled her. Her
thoughts of him latterly had been infrequent .
and vague, and utterly free from such specn-
lations and conjectures as must inevitably
have 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
secnled 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 hend
of the road and ¢come toward her. True, her
heart began to beat tumultuously, and a quick
flush sprang to her face, but outwardly she
was as calm as himself, and rose to greet him,
when he approached, with a manner as com-
posed und quiet as his own. He did not quite
come up to where she stood, but pansed at a
little distance, lookiug straight into her eyes,
and saving, in a voice that slightly faltered :

*« Ethel, I have come to look for you.”

And then he held out both his hands and
she put her own within them, and then he
canie a step nearer yet and their eyes et for
an instant.

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

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

“‘Thank God,” responded Ethel.

He drew her hand within his arm, and
folded his own over it with a clasp of infinite
terderness, and looked into her-eyes.

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

“ Yes, 1 know it all,” said Ethel lowly ; <1
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 ux except after deadly pain. Would God
liave given us to each other, do you think,
unless he had proved us first, and seex 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 beeause 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-
tentiuent. Satisfied when they lay spart, and
oh, so thankful now that they have come to-
gether.”

he said

“And were you happy when they lay
apurt 7 usked Mr. Erle, ‘“ (Content to bave
it s0?”

¢ If God willed it,” Ethel said. ¢ The se-
rene peacefulness which is with me now, I
had before veu came. and by God's blessing,
I shall keep it always, whatever cones.
Apart fromn that is-the divine gladuess I feel

moinent’s pause. “ God never would have cast
our lives together now, unless He had taught
us first how to livo them out apart, if He had
chosen to order it so. Itoo can look back with
joy upon the sorrows past,” he went on, fer-
vently, <[ 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 themn a sweet silence, as
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-
on his features now ! What infinite joy | What
untold tenderness !

Ethel’s approaching marriage, which chang-
ed so altogether the course of her life, effceted
no slteration in her present plans.  8he had
written to Lady Mary March that she would
sail on a certair day, and after a little reflee.
tion she concluded not to alter that intention,
So, two weeks later on, she returned to Eng.

they sat togetheron the old stile, watching the  land, leaving Mr. Erle to the pursuance of
sun go down. It was the supreme hour of ' his usual avocations, until she shounld return
both their lives—an hour infinitely full of lin a short time, to be married at Mrs. Stir.
love and sympathy, infinitely solemn, infinite- | ling’s house. She wished to inform
ly sweet. friends in England personally of her new-

He had taken off his hat and bared his hand- ' formed resolution, and to arrange her busi-
some brow to the evening breeze. The soft ness affairs in England, and settle everything
little winds were blowing gently the locks of safely about the children’s hospital, and the
straight fine hair that lay above it, and either provision for its support. Mr. Erle had.
their light fingers, or something still more po- | wislied that the marriage should take plece
tent, had smoothed away the lines of stern- at once, and that he might go with her to
ness that used to be there, and although there ' England ; but after consideration Ethel had
were traces still of much anxiety and by.gone decided against this, and he had consented
pain, one saw these were nltngether by-gone, to be ruled by her opinion and desire entirely.
and offered no sort of hindrance to the deep, | So lte had remained near Ler until the ap-
enduring joy which the fine, dark eyes were  pointed day arrived. and then on the deck of
showing. These eloquent, grave eyes of his!the great steamer they had said farewell, each
were lifted upward now and rested on Ethel’s being cheered and strengthened by the thought
face, and the firm sweet lips were curved in a . of the speedy meeting again, which was to
thrilling smile. - know no parting afterward forever.

‘Do you know, Mr. Erle,” Ethel was say- Col. and Tady Mary March received Ethel’s
ing, ‘I have never prepared myself for this? "announcement with the most complete sym-
It has never occurred to me that you and I pathy and kindness, rejoicing in her happi-
were tospend our lives together. The thought ness, and regretting nothing except the sepu-
never came to me until I saw you approaching ration from themselves that her marriage

her

uow in the thought that we shall be together
always, and { thank Himn for this added joy. 1
um quite, quite happy now. 1 wish for nothing.
1 look back upon pasgt pains with gratitude,
and would not have them remitted.”

“ You nre right,” said Mr, Erle, after a|

me, and heard you say you had come to seek
me ; but then, in a moment, ! knew it all, that

our souls had been struggling toward eachcharges, and to take leave of them.

entailed. Ethel went from there to (‘old-
stream, to see Sister Ursula and her little
It was

other, widely separated as our lives have been, : lmposmble bt that these farewells should be

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

should meet at last?”
As he ceased to speak he put his arm about
her, and drew her closer to his side; and as

sad, although Ethel hoped, before many years,
to revisit these scenes with Mr. Erle ; it was
a project suggested by himself. She had
made arrangements for the regular payviment
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

!not a natural and simple thing that they | more anxious and desirous for its favorahle

progress than when she lhad been ut hand.
Her business ended, she said farewell to (ol
March and Lady Mary and Sister Ursula—

he bent his head above her, she lifted her| her three strong ties to England—and sailed

radiant face to his, and for the first time they
kissed each other. It was the snpreme mo-
went 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. Erle offered her his
arm, and as she put her hand, with a glad conti-

dence, within it, Ethel stole a swift look at the ,

unforgotten face whose actual presence it was
20 hard a thing to realize. O, what a grand,
strong face it was |
—how brave and eloquent ! The telt hat was
turned back from the strong, dark brow in its
old bold enrves,
teatures and nupward turning mustache, how

{ faithfully her memory had kept them all !

But what a new meaning and beauty she saw

B e

How beautiful and manly |

the clear-cut determined |

away for America. There was one other
powerful interest that bound her to Europe,
and that was Count Vartne ; but in the nature
of things she could expect to sec and know
but little more of him, and so, although he
had once been so great a power in her lite,
and so cordially appreciated a friend. her mar-
riage rendered the likelihocod of their ever
meeting again an extremely improbable thing,
and so, good, considerate, trusty friend though
he had been to her, he simply dropped out of
her lite, as people do !

CHAPTER XXXIIL

In the autumn Ethel and Mr. Erle were
married from Mrs. Stirling’s honse—that awi-
able little woman being forced to make one
_more concession to her willful niece, who
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resolutely set her face ngainst the splendid
wedding that, in spite of ill health, Mrs. Stir-
ling wished to have, They were married pri-
vately and quietly at chureh, 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 ronte, where Mr. Erle had
relatives.
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 roomn 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 d 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 trving to sleep. But forget-
fulness and wunconsciousness 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
eves. Instead, she kept perfectly quiet and
still, though she knew that her husband had
cntered the room, closed the door softly be.n
hind him, and noiselessly taken a seat some
distance off. O Ethel, Ethel! you do your-
self a wrong in feigning sleep! Why are
vou 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-
Iy calm face keeps its entire composure, until
Mr. Erle, his voice coming in a faint whisper,
and his lips framing the words lovingly, says:

‘¢ Kthel, are you asleep 2

Asleep! Ol, the mockery of the word ! No
wide-open flower in the noonday sunshine was
ever more thoroughly awake and alive to the
radiance around it than Ethel’s glad, brown
cves. 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 themn, and comes and kneels
at her side. He takes in both his own her
milk-white hand and lays it against his strong,
durk face, with a motion of passionate tender-
ness.  IEndearments from Mr. Frle ave still
such new-felt things to Fthel that a quick pink
flush suffuses her lovely face at this, and she
raises her eyesa little until they rest wpon his
fiue dark hair, and lifting her free lhand she

. ———

rons its fingers lightly and caressingly through ‘

the lheavy locks that, here and there in their
bhlackuess, show shining threads of silver,

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

As he was expecting visits from '

“Thirty-nine, my Ethel. Past the first
strength of youth and manhood, but young
in hope or happiness and streng 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
the light of such present joy? Only so many
sureties of happiness and peace.”

‘“ Ethel, my wife,” he says most fervently,’

‘“there is a thought that comes to ne 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: ‘Il y a toujours un qui
aimne, et nn qui se laisse aimer--un qui baise
et un qui tend la joue.” Thisis 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 Tasting, but also like and equal.
And therefore is our happiness at this time of
no common sort. O Ethel, my love, iny 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 !”
THE END.

"~

Archacen.

BY LIZZIE P, LEWIS.
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and yet while enjoying the delicions sweet
sea-breezes, one is quite sheltered from strong
winds by the hills on the opposite side.

The pine woodg, which are the joy and pride
of Archacon, were planted, we believe, to
steady the shifting white sundy roil of the
district, for sand, and nothing bhut sand, con.
stitutes the soil, not only on the surface, but

S

OYSTERMAN.

deep below. Each tree has a little rough

THERE are few towns in any part of la belle | 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
slight grain of truth in its first conception.
At Mentone, for instance, the peasants claim
that when Eve was driven from Paradise by
the fiery sword of the angel, she paused before
she passed throngh the gate. and snatching a
golden lemon from n 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 shorve.

We do not recall any such
pretty legend in connection with
Arckacon, which will probably
be remembered in future as the
trysting-place of a pair of roval
lovers. It is a very pleasant,
though not particularly roman-
tic, village, situated on the Bas-
sin d’Archacon, on the south-
west coast of Francé, ahout
thirty-five miles from Bor-
deaux. The rea is close at
hand, ity waters rolling nup al-
most to the houses of the towr,

These vessels are, however, really intended to
catch the resin oozing from the bark, which
has been carefully cut. The smell of these
forests is delightfully fresh and wholesome,
and is thought to be, and no doubt is, very ef-
ficacious in Jung and chest diseages. The
walks in these fragrant woods are completely
sheltered, allowing the invalid to enjoy the
baliny atinosphere, and indulge in the sweet-
est of day-dreams during the coldest winter
weather. The forests too. situated between

THE CASINO,

ARCHACON,
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the Gironde and the Adour, are full of game,
and fox-hunting isa frequent and favorite pas-
tinie 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 ycar.

But Archacon might long have remained
snly 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 ur a mirth-provoking song.

Three years ago she was appointed the cro-
ziered and 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
Theresien 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

charming 1n their oddity, and known chietly
to the English, who have a special gift for
hunting out every delightful nook on the con-
tinent, and then taking possession of §, 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.
duchesy 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 atrue 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 ishis
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.

On one of these occasions, while others re-
joiced at their ransom, one voice kept up its
wailing, and when 8t. Michael questioned, the
answer came :

**«On earth a heart that loved me
Still lives and mourns me there,
And the shadow of hix anguirh
Is more than 1 can hear.
All the torment that I suffer
I8 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 1 left has suffered
A whole year since that day.

s~ If I could only see him,
1f I could only go
And rpeak one word of comfort

And rolace—then I know

He would endure with patience,
And strive aguinst 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 :

* 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 mect her fate.

" * Pass on,” thus spake the apgel,
“Heaven’'s joy is deep and vast ;
Pass on, pass on, poor #pirit,
For heaven is yours at last ;
In that oue minute's anguish
Your thousand years have passed.’

Poor young Mercedes !
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BY JAMES GRANT.

THE TENTH MUSE.

* Violet-crowned, pure, sweetly-smiling Sappho.”
ALEEUS.

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

4 Sappho was undoubtedly the
? P «'& most eminent. The history of
Solon, who was contemporary with
1 the poetess, bears ample testimony
o 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 u few fragments remaining of
her effusions, posterity has unanimousiy con-
firmed this verdict, for these remains are of an
exalted characier, 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,
ebout 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, ete., and the ad-
miration which these fruits of her pen excited
was not confiied 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, varions fragments, all, unfor-
tunately, very short, found in the pages’ of
Aristotle, Plutarch, Asthensus, Fustathius,
and others, and three epigrams. She also com-
posed hymns to the gods, retnarkable for their
exalted strains, hut we lhave no information
e¢nncerning their contents.

She assembled around lier 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-
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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 Alesus; and the
latter testifies that her moral worth was
of the most exalted kind when he -calls
bher ¢‘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, o town =&
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 personnge 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 s 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 c¢riminals,
selected as expiatory victims, were thrown
from the steep, overhanglng 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 Alegus her friend, she
was banished from Mitylene, along with that
poetand the rest of his adherents. She retired
to Sicily, about 596 m.c., where, in course of
time, she died, and her body was transported
to her native island and entombed there.

Nothing further is known comcerning the

 life of Sappho, and, as we have already said,

her productions which gained for her so ex-
alted a reputation are almost equaily un-
' known, being alluded tochiefly in the writings
of her contemporaries.

>

Cleanings frem Ruskin.

SUNRISE among the Alps—wait till the east
becomes purple, and the heaving mountaiuns,
rolling against it in darkpess 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 mountaing,
like mighty serpents with seales 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 aliar-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 scarlel 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 are precious always. But to the men of
supreme power and thoughtfulness, precious
only at times ; symbolicaily and pathetically
often to the poets, but 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,

FRIENDSHIP.—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.




An Extrac dra*y Case of S:m-
nambulism.

BY L. L. P,

Y sister Juliet and I had been
scpulated for several years;

ing-school, my mother, wy

y?  little sister Gertrude, and wyself
Q. were in Europe.  We made our
P arrungements to return in time for
her graduating, and we made them
with great accuracy, but, upon reach-
ing- New York, our plans were upset by a
series of accidents. First, my mother received
4 telegram, begging her to come instantly to
the bedside of her only brother, who was dan-
gerously ill; aud e’er we bhad yet recovered
from the shock of this intelligence, the maid
brought e letter from the principal of Juliet's
school, saying that the scarlet fever had
broken out among the pupils, and that as half
of them were ill and the other hulf had fled
frow the discase, it was thought advisable to
dispense with the gruduating exercises. He
wrote at Juwiet’'s request, to beg that her
wother would not be the least uneasy, as she
Lad 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
her brother, and it was long before she could
decide what course to pursue,

“If my brother is dangerously ill, and Ju-
liet is in no danger at all,” she said at last.
although her inclination visibly pointed the
other way, ' it seems to me, that it is my duty
to go to him.”

* Let me go to Juliet,” [ urged.

““ Let you go!” she cried in horror;
you too into the danger
of infection! You would
certainly catch the fever
and die; begides, you
know uothing of sick-
ness, vou could not be
of the slightest use. It
would be tempting Provi-

“send
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and at once set about assisting her to earry out
her plans.

I soon found out that it way very ensy 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 u day
away from my mother’s side.

She now positively refused to go with me,
and set up such a cry, with such vehement uc-
companying demounstrations, that my mother
was obliged to reopen the strapped valise and
put in such things as she would be likely to
need ; but, as it would be out of the question
to take me also into a household upsct and
disordered by the serious illness of one of its
members, I was left alone to the cheerful task
of collecting the luggage, paying the bill, and
taking sole possession of a great lonesome
house, that had been shut up for three long
years.

I found myself equal to the ewergency how-
ever, Tor my mother's clinging and dependent
nature, by forcing me to take the lead, had
made me fearless and self-reliant, so I estab-
lished myself iu the long vacant house, looked
up an old servant, who had promised to come
back to us, engaged a new one, unpacked the
trunks, had all the roows opened and cleaned,
and then sat down to wait for the rest of the
family.

I had to wait, however, much longer than I
either expected or liked ; y uncle, instead
of dying, grew slowly better, and declined to
dispense with my mother’s society., Juliet
recovered, but, being unwilling to take so long

. 4 journey alone, spent the time until my

i nmother should be ready to accommpany her
witli one of her schoolmates, Mesanwhile, all
our old neighbors called, and to cach one in
turn I narrated the events which I have here
set down, until I got it all by heart and could
rehearse it with the greatest fluency.

One evening, just after tea, when I was «it-
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ting in the drawing-room playing over some
soft old tunes on the piano, the door-beli rang,
and I heard 2 man's voice in colloquy with
Martha.

““[s Miss Russell in ?"" said the voice,

* Yes, sir,” said Marthu.

“Then T ghould lik+ to sce her,” said the
voice.

*“What name, sir?” said Martha.

¢« No name,” replied the gentleman, ** §will
introduce myself,”

Now this seemed to me a very strange pro-
ceeding, as the voice was onel had never heard
before, but I had no time to object. for the
stranger entered almost immediately, and I
saw Martha’s shadow vanish simultaneously
trom the door. [ rose from the piano, and
the gentleman advanced in a hesitating man-
ner, until he reached the center of the room
under the chandelier. The light fell on his
face and figure, and‘l was forced to acknowl-
edge that both were singularly handsome.
His face bore some resewnblapce to the por-
traits of Lord Byron, the forehead being high
and shaded by dark clustering-curls, his com-
plexion was pale and clear, the nose aquiline,
the chin firm, and deeply cleft witli a dim-
ple.

After a« momeut’s embarrassment Le spoke.

‘I hope you will pardon this intrusion. I
ventured to come, because [ thought you
would welcome me, as u friend of your sis-
ter.”

** Ot Juliet ! ™ Ieried, delighted; *¢ of course
I will; any friend of hers is welcome to me.”

<1 live just across the street,” he said, as
he took my oustretched hand, ‘and so I
have seen a guod deul of you when you did
not see me. My name is Lyle Anderson ; per-
haps your sister has mentioned it to you ?”

‘““ No,” I replied, and I saw a curious hlend-
ing of disappointment and relief flit over his
face, and then, to soften the harshness of this
statement, 1 added, ' My
sipter and [ have not seen
each other for three years,
and of course, in letters,
we had a great deal of a
purely personal nature to

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 konow the
instunt there is a change
for the worse, and I shall
be near enough at your
unele’s to reach lier in
a few hours. You must
tuke Gertrude and re-
turn home, and I will go
immediately to my broth-
L W

| was quite astonished
by the exhibition of so
much rvesolution and de-
termination in my timid
und shrinking  maunua ;

say.”
““Of course,” he ac-
quiesced, **but I saw =a

great deal of ler, one
summer, and I thought
she might possibly have
wentioned my name. She
spent the vacation with the
sister of a friend of niine :
in faet, we stayed in the
huuse together.™

*80,” thought I,

1 invited my new ae-
quaintance to take a seat,
and he very promptly ae-
ceptedd my invitation.
glibly stated to bim sall
the reasons for the non-
appearance of my family,
which [ have so labori-
ously set dewn here, aud
had the satistaction of see-
ing him nppear greatly in-
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terested,
some of 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, und 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 1 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. e
was intelligent and well informed, but was
linble to fits of abstraction, from which the
spell of 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 their 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 1 must tell you good-bye to night,”
he said sadly. ‘“as I cannot come here any
more.”

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

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

*“ Then, Mr. Anderson,” I said indignantly;
“you have represented voursa:lf falsely, and
I 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
vou 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 ; ‘“wny sister is incapable of per-
verting the truth, and if you have behaved |
badly to her, you caunot 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'
liear your story, if you will tell it me, and |
will try to rcuder 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
vot draw buack and look astonished ; this is no
boyish folly, my affection for her has been
tested by time, It is cighteen months singe [
saw her, and herimage is as fresh in my mind
as if I had parted from lier yesterday.” |

““\Why tell me this ?” | begau. ¢ She will!
be Lhere to-niorrow ; my mother--""

- ‘I'hat is precisely why I wish to tell you,"l
Lhe fnterrupted. ¢ You may be able to exert
sowe influence in my favor ; promise that you
wilt,” be eried, seizing wmy bhand—«< p/'umixa"
that vou will.”

©Af [ enn conscientiously,”” [ replied ; © Lut | room, 1 wrote a check for tifty dollars, and |

case will probably be miue,”

He went on without heeding this caution :
“In the first place, I must tell you, that I
have an unfortunate habit of walking in my
sleep, but 1 only do it when under strong
mental excitement.
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 | 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 in
my sleep, opened the study-window, and took
the book from the shelves. 1 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 coming to that,” he replied. “\When
she stayed at Oxbridge, the house was full of
company, and several of us fellows were in
love with her; 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 jealousof him,” he cried, * though
that is what you are thinking. I had no rea-
son to be jealous of him ; vour 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, he 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 vou know it.” 1 expected he'd
throw something at me, but he didn’t; he
just leaned back in his chair very coolly, and
took out his pocket-book. ‘1 haven’t got
much about ine, 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 1, contemptuously : ‘she’ll give me a big-
ger lock than that any ting 1 ask her.’ °I
bet fifty dollars she won’t,’ said Bolton.
‘Done,’ said I, and he entered the bet in Lis
pocket-book. 1 know it was wrong,” he
udded apologetically to me. ‘*1 had no busi-
uess to make her the subject of a bet, but
then you womnen can’t tell how a fellow feels
under such circumstances. 1 begged Juliet
for a lock of her hair, but she refused ; then
1 begged lLierder, but shie began tu suspect |
had some ulterior motive, and told mne per-
emptorily not to mention the subject again.
I know now.that Bolton told her that I had
made a bet about it with one of the other men,
and that was why she was so angry. Every
time he met me in the hLall, he would ask if

I had succeeded, and was so insufferable in .

his trinmph, that 1 wanted to kill him. At
lust, oue might, 1 détermined to leave the
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On the three occasions’

[ played for him at his requestl| you 1aust remember that Juliet's view of the | put it in an envelope directed to Bolton, therr

1 went to bed. The next thing I remember
is hearing a shrill scream, and finding myself
in your sister's room, standing half-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 houre, and
waked up all its inmates. 1 stood for a mo-
nect dazed and bewildered. 1 have a faint
idea that vour sister went off into a fit of hys-
terics, but 1 cannot be sure; then I heard
footsteps in the passage, and 1 took to my
heels and fled to my own room. 1did not go
to sleep again, but spent the rest of the night
in trying to decide what course to pursune,
My first impuise was to leave the houre in-
mediately, my next to stay and brave the mat.
ter out. At breakfast the next morning Juliet
did not appear, no one except theshost and
hostess spoke to me. I was under a ctond. In
vain I introduced the subject, and tried to ex-
plain it as a freak of somnambulism ; nobody
believed me. I lifted my eves and saw m
Bolton’s face an expression of malicious 1tri-
umph. He had been at work, it was hix 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, bt
she returned my letters unopened. From that
unlucky night to this hour 1 have never laid
my eyes on her, but I cannot forget her. |
believe that there was a time when she almost
loved me ; and I cling to that tinie as the hap-
piest of my life.”

He ceased, after this singular confexgion.
and leaned his head back agsinst a column of
the piazza. 'The moon was shining brightly,
and its ruys fell full upon the handsome. in-
genuous face. In spite of my Dboasted pru-
dence and caution 1 bhelieved in him and 1
sympathized with him. He was quick to read
it in my eyes.

“T knew vou would believe me,” he eried,
seizing my hand. “You will tell her the
truth, vou will intercede with her for me,
and then perhaps she will consent to see me
again?”

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

‘““ How shall I know what she says?' lLe
asked ; - T cannot come to the house again.™

“ Perhaps [ may see you on the street some
time,” 1 suggested.

“AWill you?” he cried eageriy, ‘“when?
To-morrow evening ?”’

[ 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 you docome. Under
the linden tree from seven till eight—you
wou’t forget 7"’ And then he seized my hand,
kissed it, and was gone.

I could not imagine how Juliet eould find it
iu her heart to resist so fascinating a creagure.
1 thought he could not do auyirhing so bad ax
not tu be able to win forgiveness ; butl found
my sister, when true to my promise | broached
the subject to her, of 8 very different mind.

place the next morning.  After I went to my b Her face grew dark and cold at once.

* Pray do not mention his nae to e aguin,




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 vou fora champion, but
it ig 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 tc Liear
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 gf 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
soemed 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 knew 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 afterimaginary 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
ingisted 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.
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This undutiful econduct had the effect of

destroying my mother’s rest for the night, but

as time went on, and no burglar appeared,
our fears gradually subsided, and the weather
continuing warm, Juliet was allowed without
protest to leave her windows open for the
benefit of the fresh air.

It was entirely owing to this bit of impru-
dence that the accident took place which 1 am
about to relate. One night I could not go to
sleep, and long after Gertrude on her lounge,
mamma on the pillow beside me, and Julietin
theadjoining room,were wrapped up in dreams,
I lay wide awake and staring at the wall ;
presently I heard sounds which were highly
suggestive of a burglar. My blood ran cold,
and I tried to think of all the courageous things

which I had heard of lonely women doing’

under such circumstances. My first thought
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 thenr 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!]md put on my dressing-gown, had induced

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 tixed stare inthem,
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 1
felt was going to occur. I stood there intensely
conscious of evervthing 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-
bie stare, and I stood rooted in the doorway
unable to move or utter a sound. Yhen he
reached the bed, he lifted one of the long
tresses of her hair and held it in his hand.
The niovement 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 burglur ; her fingers closed
upon the trigger, 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
and Jane rushed in panic-stricken ; Juliet sat
up in bed, white, and trembling like a leaf.

“Have I killed him ?” she whispered, with
blue lips; ““oh, 1 hope I have not killed
him !”’ :

** Do you know who it is, Juliet 2’ I whis-
pered.

“ A burglar, isn’t it?
burglar.”

““It is Lyle Anderson™’

In a moment she bounded out of bed, and
knelt down beside him ; she lifted his head

I thought it was a
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l'on her lap, unfastened his collar and chafed
his hands ; all the time she did not speak a
word. [ tried to get her to go back to bed
and let us move him to a lounge. She did not
scem to lhear what I said, but sat in duml
obstinacv, with his head on ler knees, and
the blood from his wound flowing out over
her white night-dress.

I hope I shall never be called upon to endure
such another experience as that night’s.

The servants were consumed with curiosity.

¢« Lord, miss,” said Martha, ** it’s Mr. Ander-
son!”

“Yes,” said I, “* he walks in his sleep, and
came in here through the window. Miss
Juliet mistook him for a burglar, and fired
her pistol at him. Now, Martha, I want you
to go at once to Doctor Thistletwig’s, and ask
him to come here immediately. You can tell
hinm what has happened, so that he will be
prepared.”

Martha, prond 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 doec-

tor came, I had a bed prepared for the patient,

imamma to lie down, and had effectually set-
tled Gertrude. Order was evolved from
chaos.

It was not Doctor Thistletwig who came,
but his assistant, a young n.an 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 1
was gradually led on to tell him all I knew.

“If he gets over thig, poor fellow ! said
he then, ““I think he will be perinanently
cured of walking in his sleep, and the Dest
chance for his recovery will be in your sister’s
nursing him ; that is, if she can put aside her
private antipathies so far.”" 1His eyes twinkled
as he said this, as if he had begun to suspect
that poor Juliet’s antipathy was only from the
teeth outward, which indeed turned ont 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 jndicious arrangement. since our
' family will in future be his.
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Kith and Kin.

BY JESSIE FOTHERGILL, AUTHOR OF ‘' FIRST VIOLIN,'
“ PROBATION,” ETC.

(Continued from page 80.)
CHAPTELR 1V,

MEETING THE THIRD,

half over. Aglionby stood
L in the saleroom of the ware-
house, which at the moment
was empty. He had disposed

goods already, and now for the first
! time lie found a leisure moment in
which to take up a newspaper and
glance overit. 1t was the advanced Liberal
journal of Irkford, the Daily Chronicle. Ina
conspicuous place at the head of a column,
in the middle of tle paper, was a letter to
the cditor, entitled * Education in Denomi.
pationa! Schools.” This letter was signed
¢« Pride of Science,” as if with a defiant chal-
Jenge to the rival ““ Pride of Ignorance.” Ag-
lionby’s eyes gleamed as he glanced down the
columns, and his most disagreeable smile
stole over his face. The letter was from hig
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 lettersattracted. He knew thut generally
they called forth angry replies, accnsing him
of -wisbing to undermine the whole fabric of
respectability ; to explode the secure founda-
tions of society, and cause anarchy to be
crowned ; and to these fulminaiions 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
nade those enemics 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 undera system which Le thorough-
ly disliked ; and he hastened to expose them,
and to hold up thew and their perpetrators to
ridicule ; dangling them before such a public
as chose to tale an interest in his proceed-
ings, and scourging them well with whipping -
words and unsparing hand. His letter thig
morning was a pangent one. Ile hiad written
it on the Thursday night lLefore, in a bitter
mood, and the bitterness came out very clearly

in the composition, He had made o point of |

investigating the proceedings and system at
several denominational schools, and had col.
lected some significant facts, which he lnd
used with considerable cleverness to bring a
good deal of discredit on the clerical and de-
nominational party.

¢« T gball be pelted to death for this, in to.
morrow morning’s issue,” he reflected, look-
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got to say ?”

rupted by a call of ;

“Mr. Aglionby !

He looked up and saw one of the principals
of the firm entering the room—and bebind
him another figure, Aglionby felt slightly
bewildered, but not very much surprised,
when he recognized the choleric-looking old

the play on Saturday afterncon and evening.

“ Kisinet! The will of Allah be done!”

beyond which was visible through it.
space.
without : nothing but the remembrance of u
pair of deep-set gray eyes, & pale face, and a
steadfast-looking mouth.

“Mr. Aglionby !" was repeated.

Blank

paper, and advanced a step.
‘I think you are at liberty just now.”

ment,” he replied.

““Then be good enough to take this gentle-
man round the premises. e 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 tlie
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 wlich called
forth at once the young man’s readily aroused
sense of the ludierous.

‘“Perhaps you would like to begin at the
beginning ?” he suggested ; and the old maun,
meeting his eyes, and hearing his 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, Tle
visitor followed him, and Aglionby explained
everything to him very clearly, but very soon
came to the conclusicn that his trouble was
wasted, for so absent-minded a wan he thought
he had never secn, Merely glancing at all
the things hie was shown, he kept hiis eyes still
persistently fixed upon the face of his guide,
occasionally giving utterance toa ““ Humph 1”
when it appeared necessary to say something,
but evidently feeling but scant interest in the
vast stock and ¢omplicated business systens of
Messrs. Jenkinson and Sharp.

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

“I think you have geen everything now.”
(This was entirely a figure of speech, far lie
was convinced that the strange old man had
perceived little or nothing of it all.) *“ Do

you wish to see Mr, Jenkinson agein, or shall

ing cynically pleased. *“Holloa! Here’s a
H-17
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I sltow you out "
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gentleman of the Liberal Demonstration and !
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leader on my precious effusion. What has it ! ‘1 ghould like a few words with you,” was

the reply, unexpected but hardly surprising

He had just begun to read, but was inter- | after his peculiar behavior.

*If we can be alone, that is. 1 should like
to ask you a few questions.”

« Perhaps | 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 as well hear what they
are,”

Aglionby glanced around. It was the din-
ner hour, and there was no one in the sale-

** The third time of meeting ! ” he reflected, | room but themselves and a boy, the boy to

whom lLe had given balf a crown for keeping

Ho stood silent, while his glance wandered | Lis place at the meeting on Saturday. This
beyond both the men to the doorway, and the{ youth was undoing a blue handkerchief con-

taining tWo slices of bread and butter, and a

Neither a hat with a brim, nor yet one bottle of cold tea—his dinner.

‘““Bob, just clear out, will you, and get
vour dinner somewhere else,” said Aglionby
good-naturedly. The Jud raised a pale, deli-
cately-sensitive face, smiled, and picking up

“Yes,” he answered, as he laid down his| s little bundle departed.

”

““Now we are alone,” obscerved Aglionby,
propping himself up against a mountuin of

“There arc no customers heve at the mo- ‘“goods,” and sticking his hands into his

packets. 'The old gentleman seated himself
on a solitary, wooden-bottom chatr, folded his
hands on the top of his stout walking-stick,
and said :

‘T wish to know your name.”

“My name is Bernard Aglionhy” replied
Aglionby, lifting his head o little with a ges-
ture of unconscious pride.

“1 thought so ! burst from the old mun's
lips as he strack his stick upon the ground ;
and Aglionby, gazing at him fixedly, felt 4
strange sensation stirring at his heart. A rush
of vague recollections—~memoricg'strange and
potent, partaking both of swectness and bit-
terness, came surging up in his wind.. Whose
spirit was it that looked at him through those
frosty blue cyes? The pause that followed
the last words was a long one. .\glionby
waited almost breathlessly for the next ques-
tion. When it came it did not surprise him
—now,

*“Did you cver hear of a place in Yorkshire
called Yoresett-in-Danesdale 3"

Aglionby glanced at him keenly, senrching-
ly. and saw that he was agitated. Then he
‘ replied, curtly enough, *“ Yes,”

*“ Were you ever there ¢

“No,”

“Ah! Never there!” H. ionked with an
indescribable mixture of expression at Aglion-
by, and went on slowly :

“* Perhaps you’ve also heard of & house ealled
Scar Foot, not a huandred miles fromm Yore-
sett?”

“I have.”

“And of one John Aglionhy, wha lives
there 27 he said. and his tanes vibrated,
while the glance he fixed upon his interlocu.
tor was a strange compound of defiance and

| anxiety,
;" 1've heard of him too,” replied the young
man, his face darkening,

““You have? Well, here le is—! um he.”
i He tapped his broad chest with his strong
- forefinger. and a rush of color covered his face
"while his eyes were fized ever more intently
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and more eageriy 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, n something—a
flavor of expression perhaps, a similarity in
the way in which their lips closed one upon
the other.

“Ilam he,” hesaid again. *‘ I am your grand-
father. lIad; I'1"”

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

““\Well! Have you no word to say to me?
The nearest relation you have in the world I’

**What should I have to say to you?
Nothing agreeabie, surely.”

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

“That is an odd question,” sald Aglionby,
shrugging his shoulders. “ You 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 me ?”' put in Mr. Ag-
lionby, hastily and wrathfully.

*What a question! 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
treatcd.”

* This to me |
grandeon—"

‘“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-
sucd 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 2 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
hig pockets, and folded his arms.

] suppose that is your view of the case,”
seid 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 | ” 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 bim, and what [ have
done after him,” said Agiionby, quite con-
vinced that he stated an undeniable fact.

““What! You are married?”

“Ne, I'm only engaged Lo be.”

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

From you—from my own

—

your father scoffed at Marion Arkendale, and
took up with—"

*¢ Stop, if you please.
my mother.

You are speaking of
One whisper that savors of dis-

A gleam of hope, pleasure, and approval
dawned in his eyes, and he lnooked eagerly at
Aglionby.

My mothor had no people, except lier one

respect to her, and I leave you on tlie instant. ! sister, who was as poor and as brave as her-

Indeed, I must decline to discuss her at all
with you, in any way.”

Mr. Aglionby chafed under this curh, but
nothing in Bernard’s expression encouraged
him to continue the subjec* He bit his lips,

self. 1 never refused their assistance, for it

was never offered me. They had no means of

assisting me.”

*“No means! I thought—" he began,

: looking strangely at Bernard, while a dark red
and drew his brows togcther, looking the , color suffused his face,

He muttered some-

young man over, from the crown of his sonplthing to himsell and seemed to ponder upon

ber, shadowy locks, down to the arched in-
step of his long, slender foot.

“ Why aro you called Bernard?*’
‘<1t is no name in our family.”

““My mother’s nome 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 1 ”

‘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 Le 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
tcach you to hate me?”

“No. I remember it well. I was about
six years old, and I was learning my lesson in
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 Iustily 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 bave 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. IfI
were begging my bread in the streets, I should
say she had done right.”

His grandfatber had been gazing intently
at him as he spoke, drinking in, as it were,
every word that he uttered. As Aglionby
ceased, e 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, as if communing with himself :

“Ay! ay ! such was my message—such was I feel it in my own breast

my message. Then,” he added presently,

it
i asked :
he asked. |

Then suddenly looking up again he

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

'fnto the somber face above him, with an ex-

pression akin to wistfulness.

“Of you? I know absslutely nothing of
vou, 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 respcet, at lcast.”

**Humph! Then, when your mother re-
fused my cffer, 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 [ 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.
however, presently said :

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

Bernard’s eyes suddenly lighted. His face
changed. Then he laughed a little and said :
| Not at all, thank vou.”

“No? Why not?” asked the otler, in a

“tone of deep wortification.

! ‘“Because I have ncither part nor lot in
Scar Foot, and will not go nearit. I will

keep to the friends [ know.”

*“Sirrali! 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 lave 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 of the necessity of do-
ing anything, could provide for you amply,
without you needing to lilt a finger.”

Bernard laughed again, more cynically than
" before.

i *“If you chose, and if I chose,” he said.
“You seem to forget that I am Bernarda
Long’s son, but I do not. Nor do I forget
your own character, your caprice, your hard-
ness., All the Aglionbys are hard and obdu-
rate as rocks ; my mother has told me so. and

You are not oue

who conld put up with being thwarted. If1

1

looking up again, ‘ since you are called after saw much of you, I should probably do some-

your mother and her people; since you have thing to thwart you every day.

I have hands

been delivered over into their hands, what to work with*“—he held them out; *-a head
have they done for you? Perhaps you were to plan with ” —he swmiled ambiguounsly ;
' ¢ health to carry me through adversities, and

too proud to accept their 2ssistance, eh ?”
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a will which enables me to restrain my wishes
and desires within reasonable bounds. o
long ag those things are left me, | 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 iot much to boast of, i3 it? ‘A poor
thing, sir, but mine own.” 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 iz a bad way.”

‘*“ Plays for instuance, 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.”

*“Ol, then he does sit at your e¢lbow some-
times, does he?”

‘“Often enough, and black enough he
looks.”

*“What shape does he take now? What
does he look lika?”

‘““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 bheld 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! It's a filthy recollection. He takes
other shapes now,”

‘¢ As what, for instance?”

‘“Oh, now he oftenest looks like a lean
knave, ciutching an emffty 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.”

“Ha!” 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
tle. “Iknow 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.”

““Ah! That is a long way from twenty-
six.”

‘“Ay, itis. Well; you haven’t made your-
self out a smooth or delicate character,” lie
snid, with sudden quickness and keenness.

Aglionby shrugged his shoulders.

“ Why should I? You would hardly have
believed mie if I had, secing that I am one of
your ownrace. Such as I am, Ihave told you
—why, I conldn’t say, whatever you were to
give me for it.”

* Apnd 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 I bought my rise. The heavier

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

“H’'m! Did you choose it for yourself?”

¢ Necessity and the length of my mother’s
purse chose it for me. ‘I'hey 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
cheapest and hardest-working fellow they can
find for it.”

“ But why should you submit to such scurvy
treatment ? A grandson of mine! Monstrous !
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—sone-
thing more suited—"

‘“When I can—something more remunera-
tive—I shall cut the present concern without
geruple, 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. 1'd be a poli-
tician, with money enough to help my cause
forward, and the oppcsition one backward.”

“Your cause being—1 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 ske the
girl you are engaged to?”

(X3 Yes.)’

““ Ah, well! 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, I sey, in
the [nirest county in all fair England.”

I daresay : it would do me no good to see

it under the circumstances,” replisd Bernard
curtly, while an intense longing to look upou
it rushed over him. Had he net heard its
every room described by his father, till he felt
that were Lie dropped down bhefore it, he could -
find his way through it blindfold ! He hadi
heard the doggerel old verse which that father
lind repeated in his last hours, as he lay sensc-
less and ‘ babbled of green fields ” :

*To fair Scar Foot my thoughte T tarn,
Whence late T 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-
ronnde] with ¢“fields hedewed.” His father,

exiled and banished, had never ceased to love.
his home, and return to it in faney, with a
dalesman’s deep and ineradicable love.

If e, |

Bernard, were thus disturbed at the mere idea
of seeing the much-loved spot, what might
the extent of Lis weakness be, should le ever
really behold it? No; he would keep firm
while yet he could ; and Lie 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 7' he asked.

Bervard paused. Then, literally carrving
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 sclf-
opinionatedness, pride, determination ; rug-
ged, twisted characters both of them, but
honest. As their fingers touched, Bernard
remembered—and the recollection scemed to
throw a new light over his mind—that his
father had not been strong and sturdy like
this; who was to sty 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 Bernarda
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 wighty grip; then
without a word were unclasped agaip.

Old John Aglionby walked erectly awny,
nor turned to look back, whatever his secret.
vearnings might be His grandson, left to a
few moments’ solitude, stalked to a dingy win-
dow, and looked out upor the throng in the
busy street below. The din beceme 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, Lhad he laid bare so much
of his secret heart, or spoken so freely of his
thoughts and feelings. Why lad Le done
it? He was roused by a touch on his elbow.
Looking round be confronted the boy Bob,
holding up a coin, no less o one than a go den
sovereign.

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

“Who? OldJenkinson?”

“ Lord, no! catch him! That old gentle-
man that was with yon, Icmet me as I was
coming back, and he said, was I any friend of
vours, and--"

1 know what you said, simpleton,” replied
Aglionby, in his softest tune, and in his voice
there were notes of the gentlest muslc.

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

““Mr. Aplionby wanted !” sang out a voice
at the other end of the room, and Aglionby,
having missed his dinner in the parley which
had taken place, advanced to attend to the re-
quirements of two specimens of that shy and
rara avig, the buyer.
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CHAPTER V.

OUT OF HARMONY. !

Wirn 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 ma.de|
his first great confidence to her. She was the
woman he loved ; she was to be the partner
of lis life, his companion for better, for worse.
To whon else could he have turned more ap-
propriately ?

He felt that it was not right 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 conduect.”

She heurd his narrative with many expres-
sions of astonishment, but with very few ques-
tions or interruptions. Ile 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 warriage ; he disowned and disinherited
him, and would never see him again.” b

*“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 overtiowing measure.”

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

“You see he had wished my father to marry
his own cousin, a Miss Arkendale, with whowm
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.
lHe was forbidden ever to go near Scar Foot
again. My father was not a particularly
powerful character, but he held out forseveral
years, and would neither compromise nor
temporize. Then he died, rathersuddenly, as 1
have told you. My mother went on with her!
teaching, and kept herself and me. She told
me once, when I asked about my father’s re-
lations, that she had only once received any
notice from the old man, and that notice took
the shape of a proposition that she should part
with e, 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 herorme. My grandfather
turned to his niece, the niece whom he had
wished my father to marry. She married, too, |
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a clergyman, I Dbelieve, 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 9

* Hundreds of years, my dear, 1 have lieard
about it till I know it as well asif 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 lier al/ his
money, and then won't she be a cateh?”” ob-
served Miss Vane, unconsciously hitting right
and left at Bcernard’s susceptibilities,  With
one of thosc tlashes of intuition wkich 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 exccedingly probable, so
@ priori recommending itself to the superior
masculine understanding, which had not yet
arrived at it by the slower but more infallible
route of a prccess of reasoning, that the pos-
sessor of the said masculine understanding,
jumping from his chair, cried with emphasis:

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

“ Well, I think you took about as much as
you could. I know I felt quite cut out. By
the way, was he very disagreeable to you this
morning 2"

‘“Not at all. He has a rough manner, be-
cause he has a rough nature. But if I had
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 there, you will soon thrust these nieces
aside, and le’ll leave all the money to gou, 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
clearly.

““ 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. Iam notoneof them.”

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

““My dear !”

“Yes, 1 do. To think of throwing away a
chance like thatt It's all very well to be
clever, and to kuow all about politics, and so
on; but if it makes you neglect vour own
interests, and behave like a simpleton, I've
done.”

-y

She spoke with temper, and added :

“You're not so tremendously rich that you
can afford to fling rude words at & grundfather
with money. And you might have thought
of others that you profess to care for—

¢« My dearest Lizzie,” said he, gravely tak-
ing ler hand, and looking earnestly at lier,
“hear me! You have misunderstood. I
have told you this story because I wish yon to
learn all about me and my belongings, not be-
cause I wish to take any part in the matter.
1 have no interests to look after, no cards to
play in the case, as you appear to think, My
intention i to remain perfectly neutral, just
as I always have been. My grandfather treat-
ed my fatlier tyrannically and shamefully. 1
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 anii-
able woman whom he loves. There was no
crime in the matter. Itsimply did not please
him, and his nature was so despotic that un-
less every one gave way to lLim, 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 mmanliness 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 suar-
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 urpderstand such stuff as that?
But I cannot see what harin there would have
been in a little civility to an old man like that,
for e must be old to have a grandson twenty-
six.”

‘“ He’s seventy-two—he told me so. Idon’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.”

““Why 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 |
am aware of,”’ he answered very gravely.
““And I think, my love, as we don’t appear to




e oo 2

e -

DEMORKSI’S MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

agree upon the subject, we had better let it
drop. Ido not intend to make the slightest
advance to Mr. Aglionby of Scar Foot; nor
docs he intend taking any further notice of
me, unless 1 an much mistaken ; or unless I
am ready to lie down and let him 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 honse 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 Qolding a few things; to

open her eyes upon some points regarding
which she displayed a lamentable deficiency.
Her mind was overflowing with these

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 his niece Judith
Conisbrough sitting on a sofa reading the
morning paper. She looked up as he came
in, and rose.

“T 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
Lieated,” she added considerately, ‘“ and tired.
I hope you have not been overdoing your-
self.”

““What should I have been overdoing my-
self with?” he grumbled. Here waiter!
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 stution Judith

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

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

‘ Penygent had been left far behind, when they

glanced more than once in an inquiring man-1drew up at a little wayside junction, and got

ner at her great-uncle, whose whole aspect
and demeanor had nndergone a subtle change

'out, to pursue the rest of their journey in a
dogcart. Their train had becn a slow one,

thoughts, burning thoughts; but when she 'since he had left the hotel, and armed with y but it had puffed them deliberately into fairy-
looked at Bernard she had to contine them to an introduction to view the premises of land.

the sphere of thoughts—she dare not speak
them out.

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 his
own nature. He had said that if they were
much together he would be certain to thwart
his elder every day, but on retlection he felt
less certain on that point. He fancied he
could have been so far in sympathy with hig
grandfather as to have put up with a good
deal at his bands. 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 lhimself 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.

‘Messrs. Jenkinson and Sharp.
i that since the meeting on Saturday afternoon

CHAPTER VI

YORESETT-IN-DANESDALE.

JOEN AGLIONBY, going down the stairs of
the warchouse, and out at the principal door,
found himself in the roar of the ecrowded
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 grundniece would be waiting for him,

she had noticed an absence in his demeanor
more than once, but she had pnt 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 soul 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 himu. 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 Le said and did was done
and said in an almost mechanical way, 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,
wlere the trees in the beginning of October
were already leafless, and had been so for the
last. three weeks. [t all looked very dingy
and half-hearted, and so the old man seemed
to think, for he suddenly heaved a great sigh,
und 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 [ should
suffocate if I had to live in a street.”

He made no answer, but leaned his head
back, and closed his eves. 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?

\Vhatever his secret thoughts might be, he

It was true !

Judith, scated beside her uncle, and with
their small luggage, and the servant-man he-
hind, enjoyed the pleasure, as she always did,
of moving through that beautiful vale. Kach
village and hamlet that they passed gave one
the idea, more and more strongly confirmed
as they advanced, that they were mpidly ap-
proaching the end of the world.

It was a soft, mellow October afternoon—
the sky of that tempered, chastened bluc ; the
sun’s beams of that pleasant, far from fervid
warmth, peculiar to this most delicions sca-
'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 rand, the faces,
both of old man and young woman, lighted
up, and took a brighter glow. OUn every side
of them, as they bowled along, with an occa-
sional slower motion as they breasted some
hill, were great green and gray fells, sone of
them with bleak brown summits, showing
where the peat-bogs lay, and where the peat
was deep ; others crowned hy some bleuk es-
carpment of bare gray limestone, grimly con-
trasting with 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 conld guess that the pure springs of those
streams and cascades were concealed some-
where amongst the bare folds of the hills, or
. were leaping down their beds decp in the re-
" cesses of the plentiful woods whicl: were vis-

ible on every side, and of which the foliage
was, 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 tireat
Shunner Fell, gleaming through grassy meads
in a bed which it filled to the brim : while the:
cottle drank from it. and the reeds. bent and
swayed in its current.

They had driven for scme distance before

¢

= e et ras et s oee s S st o = S h JEI IS L et e e e

117 E

T R T e



DEMOREST'S MONTHLY MAGAZINIL

either of them spoke. The longed-fordraught '
of fresh 2ir 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. Aglionuy, “‘and your luggage with
you, and I shall get home myself long before
it’s dark.”

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

“* No, I'll go oL to Scar Foot at once,”” he said
decidedly.

““\Wouldn't you like Delphine or Rhoda to
go with you for a day or two ?”’

**No, I want no one,” he answered, with a
sudden distrustful look sideways from under
kis bushy eyebrows, which look she did not
remark, being fully engaged in glancing joy-
fully arouund at the beautiful hills, and the be-
loved woods, aud along the up-and-down lime-
stone road, which would lead at last to the
cobble-stoned street of Yoresett, where her
honie 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 hLouse—a
mansion in size, solidly built, large, commo-
dious, and handsome ; and with a date over
the door of 1578, showing that it had been
built in the first year of the reign of good
Qucen Bess, It rose straight out of the street,
its gardens lying behind, and it was called
Yoresett [{ouse. It was the property of Mrs. |
Conisbrough, and the residence of herself and
her daughters. Over the way there were
houses and shops, kmall 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-
oltice, 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 dogcart was pulled up before the door
cf the old stone house, and hefore Judith
could get down, the said door was quickly
opened, and in the frame made by this process
appeared a young, fresh, handsome fuce,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 «re kept in the same
place yet, so you needn't ask that. Tlow do
vou 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 the house
by a ¢arvant maid ; she shook hands with her
uncle, cxchanged some parting words with
him, and then she was pulled into the house ;
the door wus shnt, and Mr. Aglionby drove
off down the street, to take another road to
Near Foot.

Judith, her ann still grasped by her sister,

entercd the roomy, stone-paved hall of the!
old house which was her home, and paused

there, as if not quite sure which way she

meant to talse ; whether one that should lead

into one of the numerous parlors and sitting-l
rooms on the ground-floor, or whether toward

the staircase. ler course was decided for

her. The young lady who lad appeared at

the door—or rather, part of 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 o kind

of rope, and danced lightly and bewilderingly

arourd her clder.,

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

“Suppose 1 have no news?” suggested
Judith, moving with serene dignity toward a
door on ihe left hand of the hall.

*That is an idea too monstrous to be enter-i
tained for a moment. You have speut 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 |
a swell I shiould feel, if 1 were you !”

‘“My dear Rhoda—"

‘¢ How vulgar you are!' 1 know what's
coming, and am kind enough to spare you the
trouble of saving 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 Rhoda, a ripple
of mirth running over her face. ‘‘ Ho, ho,
ho ! she burst 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 nevcrf
plucked it. He /s an aged impostor, if ever'
there was one. l.ouisa has plenty to do, poor
creature ! 8o 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 Ishould
be. Come in! 1 think mother and Delphine
are both— OR!”

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
there ; the former a comely-looking matron,
resemtling her eldest daughter in features,
but with a high complexion, and eyes which

lacked the steadfastness of Judith’s; the
latter a very lovely, slender, fair-haired crea-
fure, who sat in a side-window, embroider-
ing.

ihodn’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 « ta!l 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 themn off it again.

Judith, inwardly as 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 defiuntly laughing.

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

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

‘I am very well, my dear, and very glad to
see you back! You are earlier than we ex-
pected.”

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

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

“ 8ir Gabriel’s son ?”

‘“8—8ir Gabriel has the happiness to call
me son,” replied the young gentleman with a
very slight lisp, a very slow and pronounced
drawl, aud 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 Rhcda 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. Ie 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.

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

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

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

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

“But why, mamma?” cries Miss Rhoda, .
thirsting for information. ‘What is there
wrong in watching people pluck geese, or
pigeons either? You are casting a reflgetion
upon your child when you say *fie.” And if
Mr. Danesdale’s friends —"

“ That
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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. Danesdale.

“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-—what sort of a place isit?
I never was there, though I used to know
some fellows at Oxford who had been. They
lived there when they were at home.”

<1 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. Danesdale ; nor what she
went for. She is a danpgerous person. She
went on purpose to go to the Liberal Demon-
stration.”

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

““Both,” replied Julith, taking off her
gloves. The young gentloman had seated
himself, and appesred in no haste to take his
departure. He was dressed in a brown velvet
shooting-jacket and knickerbockers, and now
Judith remembered %o have vaguely noticed
a gun leaning up against the wall in the hali.
Rloda at this juncture was beckoned to by her
‘mocher, and going to her, received some whis-
pered instructions which sent her skipping
out of the room.

“ D—does she always run?” asked young
Danesdale 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. Danesdale kas been kind enough to
bring us some tirds, sudith ; so he’s going to
stay and bave a cap of tea, and walk home to
Danesdale Castle.”

““To walk 1” Judith had said in some sur-
prise, and before she had time 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 9’

*“ 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 east it
is very beautiful to have it decided fo 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 mu?-
titudes to the Liberal Demonstration at Irk-
ford.”

‘“ Our chariot marched aloug, and that very

I

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.”

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

“ Yoresett tco, it seems,” he answered ;
* which is what I should ncver have expected. !
Miss Conisbrough, did you really go because
you wished, or on compulsion ?”

‘I went because I wished.”

“Jndith 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 your politics 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, vet, Mr.
Danesdale?” asked Judith. ‘<He and Sir
Gabriel are great friends, though such very
opposite characters.”

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

“Shennamere.”

« Shennamere—yes.
father the very day after my return.
Mr. Aglionby was out, they said.”

“Isee.”

“ 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 «ilence, during which
Danesdale 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 gee. It must he 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 quarre?.”

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

‘‘Rather a serious misunderstanding, to.
quarrel irreparably with one's only son, wasn’t
it?’’ asked Mr. Danesdale, whose drawl had
almost disappeared, and whose eres, 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.”

I rode over with my
But

““ Ah, y-——yes,” suid Mr. Danesdale, return.
ing to his drawl and lhis Lesitation. *“But an
only son's a difficnlt thing to replace. Being
one myself, 1 speak from mournful experience;
my father tells me often what an unique
article I am. 1'm sure le finds me a great
anxiety, just from that very feeling that he
couldn’t replace me if anything were to hap-
pea to.me.  Will you have some more tea,
Miss Conisbrough?”

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

* No. thank you. 1I'm not thirsts, nor bun-
gry cither.”

**I should think that luke by Scar Foot
must be a glorious place for skating,” ob-
served Mr. Danerdale, ““Does it cver get
frozen over¢"”

“Oh, yes!” Rhoda exclaimed fervently.
«It does, and when it is frozen, I counld live
on it. You can’t think hat it costs me to
come off it at the end of the day. 7 do hope
the next winter will be a hard one, Mr. Danes-
dale, and then you would sec what it is like,
all about here. 1 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 lenst, only the society of
dead men. They would like to live in a town
because there would be libraries there.”

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

“ L—Ilibraries. But you can have a library
in the country. At lcast, 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 Mundie's is
such a tiresome institution. They sometimes
keep you so long—"

‘“Mudie's is a delightful institution, but a
very expensive one," said Judith composedly.
‘A box for the country, to he worth any-
thing, costs five guineas, and then there's the
carriage 10 and from lLoondon.”

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

“Perhaps not. | 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 Conisbrough’s has heen something
else as wel ,” he observed looking at Judith,
putting down his cup, and tising alf at once.

* Not much else,” answered she. ** So little
else that it will take me n long time to digest
all that I saw and heard in Irkford while 1
was there.”

s ‘e s8hook hands with Mrs. Conisbrough, re-
marking that he would be just in time for din-
ner, if he took the short cut across the moor,
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 Yisit t~ the Galleries and MUH} Bat the Hermitage as it stands at present was | Entering a wide door immediately opposite

seums of the Hermitage at St.
Petershurg.

DY MAJOR L. RAMEL, C.E.

“,‘\MONG the many and grand
AT ,% sights of the beautiful capital
NATAAS. of the North, none are so at-
i "Zi‘ T tractive to the traveler asthe
,’64 fm'.mhcent galleries of. pa'.ll.lt-
sy ingw, sculpture, and antiquities
of thy Palais de I'Hermituge. Bare-
';g ly one hundred years old these fam-
8T 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 publie, but
only to artists and students. My request was
promptly and courteously granted, and on a
lovely morning of October I left my quarters
ut vhe Hotel d’Angleterre, in Issukofski 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 Iitat 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

reconstructed hy 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-
pificent 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
Tonic 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
forin, and for the beauiy as well as the costli-
ness of materials employed, this little palace
Lias no rival in Europe. It is situated be-
tween the Alexander Place and the Neva, and
only separated by & small garden from the
Winter Palace. 1t is about 158 meters long
by 115 meters wide (515 and 375 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 seagliola.

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 Dupré, a Bacchante by Bienaimé,
and others, while at the doors at each end of

higl, exclusive of the bronze capital, and is; 1}e gallery stand two magnificent stands for

surmounted by a colossal bronze angel hold-

candelabra, of the finest violet jasper from

ing n cross. The shaft is of polished red! giperia.

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 insecrip-

tion :

“To ALEXANDER THE FIrsT, GRATEFUL
Russia.”

Following along the broad sidewalk which
fronts the Winter Palace, I reached the Place
de I'tiermitage, which is fored by a renfo-
niement, in the center of which stood the ob-
jeet T was looking for,

This gallery and museum was founded by
Catherine the Great, originally in a small pa-
vilion attached to the Winter Palace, and built
by Vallin de la Notte, a distinguished French
architect, in 1765, This pavilion was used by
the empress as a refuge from the cares und
duties of government, and hence was called
I'Hermitage. TIiere she spent her leisure mo-
nents 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,

[t 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, 27,000 specimens of antiqui-
ties, relics, etc., while in the nwnmismatic col-
lection there were no less than 217,800 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 Raisonné de la
Galerie des Tableaux de I'Ilermitage,” ¢ Cat-
alogue, Raisonné du Musée de Sculpture An-
tique,” par M. Guédenoff, and the exhaustive
work of the curator of the Museum, M. L. Ste-
phani, ¢ Compte Rendu de la Commission Im-
peviale de I'Hermitage,” St. Petersburg, 1871,
and to Sir Thomas Mitchell’s valuable work,
< 8ix Years in the Capital of the Czars.”

The Hermitage collection was brought into
its present perfect order in 1861-’64 by the
learned and celebrated art critic Dr. Wangen,
of Berlin, whose wark, ** Die Gemdildesamm-
lung in der Kaiserlichen Emitagezuw St. Peters-
burg” (Munich, 1865), contains most valuable
information for the general reader and traveler
respecting this fine collection.

the grand staircase, over which stands the
number II, in Roman numerals, yon 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,” &
masterpiece by Sebastian del Piombo, and
which formerly belonged to the King of Hol-
land ; ¢ 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 beauly of form, is equal to the
finest efforts of Titian ; ‘‘ Jupiter and Yo,” 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,” acapital picture,
full of Jife and well-colored ; ** The Virgin at
School,” by Guido; this is one of tliat master’s
best, and the grace and childlike innocence of
the group engaged in necedlework is charming.
At the upper end of the room there is a large
and imposing picture, the ‘“ Doge of Venice
marrying the Adriatic,” the drawing and col-
oring are admirable. M. de Woronzoff, the
amiable deputy curator of the Hermitage, who
very kindly acted as my ciccrone, 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 T had met &t work, but on entering
the adjoining room I found quite a number of
young artists engaged in making copies. A
few words, én 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 waich 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 {ou-
pées in the famous Louis Philippe style ; some
are cropped as close as a prize fighter, and
sonie have adopted the present mode, which
lie who would follow maust, 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 nnder a
three-cornered hat and in his Eminence,
Cardinal #Miafortis' 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
lthem of hair. Then fancy these heads and
ll)en.rds under all kinds of caps, Chinese man-
tdarin 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 you 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
bursch toward the Philister. From the height
of their poverty ther 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 Italianis
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
llagar's face, and the loving and innocent
look of the child are pathetic. Both are by
Rubens, and formerly adorned the walls of
Honghton 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 in 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
titink, exists in Wilton Hall. Retracing our
steps, M. de Woronzoff 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.
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-

* 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
meinbers of the Royal Acudemy to have King George

We cx-:
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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 salue 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
Woronzoff asked me if I liad scen the famous
cartoons of Raphael in Kensington Museum. I
told him I had. Well, said he, 1 will show
you something better, and by the same artist.
I found myself in a small room containing
only ninc frescoes, but those nine were worth
all those 1 had seen outside of Italy. These
irescoes 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 186l. M. de
Woronzoff told me that his chief, M. Guddé-
noff, the talented purchaser of that collection
for his imperial majesty, considers these
fine paintings fo have been executed between
the years 1512-15. 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 Galeric 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 mosi remarkable object in this room is an
unfinished sketch of a #mall crouching figure
in marble by Michael Angelo, called the ** Tour

de Force,” evidently rough hewn from the:

stone without model or preparation. That a
figure of this size could be produced fron a
small block of marble, not larger than would
be required for a full size bust is extraordi-
nary enough, but the position seewns 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 Turso 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

., purchase it, hut that fcliow wus one of those ! orderly on account of the presence of the young
would-be immaculate hypocrites, who pretend to abhor | and ]ove]y Countess Karamzinn, who was en-

nude pictures, so he refused, having been urged to
by dominies und so-called Christians, wlho 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 scusuous onvs. Catherine of

Rnssia took 17§ for the Hermitage, the Emperor of Murillos, he having seized no less than twenty-nine,’

gaged in wmaking a water-color sketch,  St.
George and the Dragon.” painted by Raphael a*

— -

* The gallant marshal had a decided weakuess for

! the order of the Duke d'Urbino, who gave it
ito 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 lastly
| three Correggios, of which “ Marsyas and
t 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 Parbarigo
collection, among which is the < Toilet of
Venus,” a most lovely picture, and the favorite
of all young bachelors, who erowd around it on
every public day. Next comes the Selon de
Beatrice, so called on account of a fine copy of
Guido’s famous portrait of Beatrice de Cenei
this copy is finely exccuted, but the artist un-
fortunately unknown. Some {and Dr. Wauagen
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 Caracci, very carefully painted and
evidently from nature. The next room is
mostly occupied by Christs, Madonnas and
saints, by Balestra, Sassoferrato and (.
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. The
next room is the last of the Italian School. It
contains the famous ‘* Bacchus Asleep,” hy
Luca di Giordano, and the bugbear of all
English and American Miss Prudes. [ shall
say no more about this picture, lest my
Frenchy description might ecause them to
gévanouwir. A few marine pieces by Salvator
Rosa, and the ‘‘Rialto” by Belloti complete
this list. The latter picture isvery 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 lloly Virgin,” by Quentin.
*“The Salutation,’”” by Van Dyck, ‘* Edward
'VI. of England,” by Holbein, etc. The next
j room contains those by Potter, Teniers, Wou-
| vermans. The first picture which attracts
:notice on entering is Potter’s celebrated pie-
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 Dbrilliancy of the eye and the
texture of the dog’s matted coat are admirably
rendered, and the hold 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
Woronzoff, as he pointed with a smile to a
i large picture in the upper right-hand corner
tof the room. 1 turned around and locked in
the direction indicated, and catching sight of
the object, I answered him with a roar of
[ laughter. It was some time before I conld get

over my uncontrellable merriment, for the
subject was ludicrousin theextreme. 1tis Ten-
iers’ famous picture of ‘¢ A Kitchen svized by
Monkeys.” It represents an old fashioned
. Dutch kitchen with its shining copper utensiis
‘hung on the wall, and in one curner there is

Anstria 4, and the King of Spain 41, Now Joln Bull ig thirtcen of which are now in the Lonvre at Paris, ninc . ©0€ of those wassive luffets of carved oak

eternully whining aver the loss of the collection.

at the Hermitage, and all the re<t, I believe, at Munich.

" with brass ormaments, and in the absencs of
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celebrated fountain at Bakhchisarai, in the | rumoff. There is also a fine statue of Paris,
Crimnea, stand at the upper end of the room. | by Canova. In the second room the mast
The water, when laid on, falls from one shell to striking are, ‘The Last Days of Pompeii,”
the other with a delicious murmur. In the, by Briilow, considered to be the best work iy
rear is a fine conservatory of exotics, which is | the Russian school ; and next, ““A Nymph go-
rcached by large plate-glass doors. Leaving ing to Bathe,” by Neff (this is another bug-
this room M. de Woronzoff took e to the bear for the prudes).

Empress’s houdoir, a charming room furnished ~ We then proceeded to the gem-room. The
in the most sumptuous manner, and from collection here is the largest and richest in
whose windows a magnificent view of the the world. It has been made up of various
| Neva and of the palaces across it is obtained. collections purchased at different times by the
The mantelpiece is a marvel of beauty, and |sovereigns of Russia, and conspicuous among

the buxom kitchen-maid, who las evidently
slyly slipped out to hear the suit of her lover
(for it is night-time and a couple of candles
} are burning?, a gang of mischievous monkeys

have taken possession in force and are dis-
porting themselves. A couple having taken
down a frying-pan are melting some butter in
it, while others are breaking eggs for an
omelette ; three others are emptying the buf-
fet of its contents, another one is getting
away with some doughnuts, while an old,
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

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 swhose forte was
the painting of grimalkins of all colors, and
who received therefore the sobriguet of ‘“ The
Ruphael of Cats,” and I may say that Teniers
might very properly be called the ¢ Rapliael
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 expeeted,
is the favorite one of the children, and on
public days crowds of them can always be
found bhefore it, laughing and clapping their
hands gleefully. On another occasion I asked
a young miss of seven summers who had just
come out of this room, and who was casting a
1 look of lofty contempt on Sir Godfrey Knel-

ler’s lovely picture, ‘“Cupid Unloosing the

while busily engaged in diving for the luscions |

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
Low little she cared for religion, though the
nominal head of the Russo-Greek Church—
Lemoine’s “ Vénus 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 ( 7emple de Vinus),
as she called it, and where she received her
l lovers by aninvisible door hid by the heavy ta- !

pestry, which communicates with a narrow and
steep staircase. Everything in thisroom is as
she left it, éven to a copy of Voltaire’s Dic-
tionnaire Philosophique, which is open at the
article on priestcraft. Leaving the bedroom

by the doorthat opens on the cabinet de toilette,
q we reached a gallery which communicates
‘ with the English School. This room contains

some good paintings, chiefly portraits, and two
by Sir Joshua Reynolds. The first, ¢ Hercules
Strangling the Serpents,” is an allegory of;

which is the renowned cabinet of the Duke of
Orleans (Philippe Egalité). 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 arii-

; clelike this so vast an assemblage of engraved

stones and camct, or even to direct attention
to objects in it of especial beauty and interest.
Leaving the gem-room, M. de Woronzoft
showed me the theater. It was built by the
Court Architect Quarenghi in 1779, but has
since been renovated. It is constructed in
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 bells 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
to enter the Hermitage by a side door. Next

Girdle of Venus,” which isin the udjoining y Russia vanquishing the difficulties which be-" comes a long gallery known as Ruphael’s
room, und she very promptly told me with set its youthful! state. It was painted by order Loggie.
great ¢plom?, and with the air of a consummate | f Catharine ; the other is the ** Continenceof the copies of the famous frescoes in the Vat-
critic, *“1 like the monkeys best ;" and I sup-' 3cipio,” by the same artist, but it is in an un-  ican by Raphael,
pose thut this would be the answer of every finiched state. A fine portrait of Oliver Crom- well known to need a description,

It was built by Catharine to receive

Those fine frescoes are too
Frcm the

youngster. Well, they must be given the well, by Robert Walker, is at the upper end windows of this gallery a vast and beautiful
credit of being pretty good critics, and I of the room. Then comes the Rembrandt Col- panorama of the Neva is obtained. We then
would recommend my readers, if they ever go lection, the most striking of which is the little visited the French School, which occupies
1, to the Hermitage, not to fail to see this cabinet picture  The Bénédicité,” a picture of |

! twelve rooms, and which comprises the works
picture, and I warrant that if they are| greatsimplicity and full of reverential feeling;' of Horace Vernet, Gaspard Poussin, Mignan

dyspeptics, or they have an indigestion from | though unfortunate in his inodel of ** Dana&,” De Troy, Le Moine, Claude Lorraine, and
laving eaten tono much of caziwre, the sight of } the artist has produced in this unique picture ) others. Space will not permit me to describe
it will cure them ; for I doubt very much if|a ch¢f ’@upre of execution. Then comes the | all the noble pictures of this fine collection.
those morose individuals, William the Silent ; famous *“ Lesson of Anatomy,” another bugbear | 1 will only give therefore a notice of a few.
of Iolland, and Philip the Fifth of Spain had of English and American Miss Prudes. In} In the first room ‘* Vue de Palerme,” by Ver-
secn this pictnre, they would have persisted the next roomn are six sketches by Rubens‘ net, is the most attractive, and it is considered
in making their eternal sour fuces. Leaving for the decoration of o triumphal arch at Ant- to be one of his best pictures. ‘“Le Jura,”
: the monkeys tothe enjoyment of their fun, we " werp, raised in 1635 to greet the solemn en- by Gaspard Poussin, and one of the often
| proceeded to the small ball-room of Catharine trance of Cardinal Ferdinand, and also those repeated convent interiors, by Garnet, are the
l the Second, pussing on our way the grand  for the ceilings of the palace at Whitehall. best of the second room. The third room,

staircase of the Council of the Empire, An!ln the adjoining room are pictures of fruit which is known as Le Salon d’Hélene, on ac-
T unmense vase of maluchite stands at the top | and gnme by Snyders, Voss, Wernix, Veren- count of the beautiful copy of Lemoine’s
I of the stairs ; this vasc is considerably larger ' dacl, and others. In the next room are pic- ‘“Paris and Helen,” now on tue Louvre, isa

than the one in the Vatican, but inferior in tures of fish and a fine statue of a Nymph by magnificent hall. The walls and ceiling are
sizo to the two giants in the Kremlin at Mos- Canova. The next two rooms are devoted to richly frescoed, and the floor is of Russian
cow. M. de Woronzoff unlocked a door on the Russian School, the most remarkable of nosaic, and the columns over the mantel-
the left, which lcads into a gallery, beyond which are “ Sunrise on the Black Sea,” and piece are of a beautiful ribboned jasper,
which is the bull-room. It is paneled with an cxtraordinary picture, the ““Deluge,” by  while the doors, which were made in Paris, are
white marble, with gilt moldings, and is titted ; Aivazofsky,a good marine painter. The “ Elec- ' of very fine and costly workmanship. In the
up in the most ¢xquisite taste. This is the tion of Michael Romanoff to the Throne of Rus- center of this hall is Mignard’s large aund fine
original Hermitage as built by Catharine. sia,” and the “ Capture of Kazan by John the picture representing “ Alexander and the Fam-
Light galleries of gold trelliswork runaround Terrible,” are fine pictures, and both by Ug- [ ily of Darius,” once the property of the Duch-
this beantiful room, supported on Tuscan col- — ; ess of Kingston, and the one at the upper end
umns of Cararra marble. The style is Renais. i * The sutharities of the Hermitage claim thut this is | is Lemoine’s ‘¢ Vénus et Adonis,” unsurpassed
sance, with an admi?h.lre f’f tl}e Moori§h and | 'c’:"l’l:eﬂlg;:l;‘: ﬁgg;ﬁf ;,ﬂ:ﬁlo(:.fct:fc11“»2121?;(::1(1’:1:?—?%;5; as a specin}en of flesh painting. The n(?xt
antique. The ﬂoor. is inlaid with mosaic, and an acconnt of this fine picture, sce the able article of , [0 contains small pictures by Chardiv,
two marble fountuins, after the model of the | Mr. Cook in Seribner's for Jan., 1879. Lanent, and Watteau. the best of which isa
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‘* Landscape on the Marne” by the former
artist, The nest room contains Greuze's
“ Death of the Paralytic,” & very impressive
picture. ‘“Cupid Asleep,” and dreaming of his
anours, as is evident by a certein 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 his 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 ILI.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,
flirtatious of fashionable shepherdesses and
their beaux, bathing nymphs, and other nudi-
ties. Thisis 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 Dbest are ‘‘ Hercnles and
Cacus.” 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. e
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 Dy presents, ex-
changes, and the purchase of the collections
of Baron de Chaudoir, M. de Beulé, Count Pe-
rofsky, and .I. Reichel. The coinage of Rus-
sin 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-Suxon coins,
consisting of several hundred specimens of
Ethelred IL, Canute, Hardicanute, ets. This
collection is peerless, England lerself not
being able to muster one-third the number.
There is also a fine series representing the
Q@reek colonies of Olbia, Chersonesus, Panti-
capzum, Phanagoria, and many otliers, while

the series of the Pontus kings is very rich, | Hermitage, und found no less than three hun- | chiefly from the ruins of Pompeii and Hercu-
embracing specimens ranging from Leucon dred and twenty-seven objects identical with -laneum. Here ended my visit to this wonder-
and Rheseuporis, and including Mithridates those in the Hermitage. 1 intend shortly to jful museum of art.

V1., Asander, Cotys, Polemon II., his wife | publish an account of my rescarches and com- 4

Tryh®na, and Eupator. In the fine galleries
are over 16,000 specimens of Greck 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-
arachmas. 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 treasurcs. 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.
[ 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 o
the onein the British Museum, or even to that
of the Louvre. [n the next room arc frag-
ments of Greek and Roman sculpture, among
which are o large bust of Antinous, found at
Adrian’s Villa, and a head of & statue of Juno,
from the Taurida Palace, beautifully executed.
In the next roow is a colossal statue of Ju.-
piter, consicered to be the largest in the world,
found at the Villa Barbérini ; a fine statue of
Venus @énétrix, 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-
urcs in rclief. 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 governmment to explore
the vicinity of Kertch, and after forty-five years
of patient labor this rare and valuable collec-
tion was egxhumed. 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 *“ Ifillock of the
Brave.” Ride by side with it were those of his
favorite wife, and the remains of hishorse and
equerry. His crown, his weapons of gold, his
ornanients and golden robes, which for over two
thousand years had lain undisturbed, were
transferred to the Hermitage. There is alsoan
extensive collection of ancient jewelry and pot-
tery discovered in various parts of the Criinea,
particulurly at the ancient Greek colonies of
Theodosia and Nedvigofka, and near Kertch,
the ancient Panticapuin. On visiting the Di
Cesnola collection in New York last vear, I
was struck with the similarity of a great many
objects in that collection with those in the
Hermitage, and I spent reveral days in coin-
i paring them with the photographs which M.
~de Woronzoff had given me of those in the

—— e _

! parisons, as soon ag I shall have received the
| opinion of M. L. Stephani, the learned curator
of the llermituge, on various objects of which
I sent him sketchies.  In the adjoining room. a
magnificent hall, whose ceiling is supparted
by twenty monolith columnx of gray granite,
the remainder of the treasures of the Cimme-
rian Bosphorus are displayed, which consists
of jewelry, table utensils, toilet utensils, vases
of bronze, and also paintcd ones of marvelous
beauty. I deeply regret not to be abletomen-
tion some of those peerless treasures.  In the
next room, called the Galerie des Muses, is
the lovely Venus de I'llermitage, and the Si-
berian collection is also very rich. Ilcre the
progress and influence of Greek art may be
studied in another stage. Although the
Scythian ornaments found near Nicolaef and
the Don, at a comparatively small distance
from the Greek colonies, are of the most ex-
quisite workmanship, and might well have
come from At-ens, yet the greater part are
somewhat inferior, and different in point of
art. The mythology of the Grecks appears
replaced by representations of the dumestic
usages of the Scythians, or confined to the rep-
resentation of fabulous aninials or persons.
Gold appears to have been cheaperinland than
on the shores of the Euxiue, and the jewclry
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 Seythians, whom Strabo
describes as wandering between the Oxus and
Jaxartes, and as wearing ‘““in combat girdles
of gold, and round the head bandsof gold; the
bits and plastrons of their horses ure of gold.*
I carnot 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 banks 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 probh-
ably belonged to the king's stables. The
repoussé griffing attacking stags are mytho-
logical allusions to the country inhabited hy
the Scythians, in which the fabulous animal
was supposed to exist. Instead of Deing
poured out with a eyat/ns, the wine evidently
flowed out through the heads of the Pegasus
and lion beclow, 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,
| D’Alemnbert, Voltaire, and many others, but
the greater part of the books and MS-, were
transferred to the imperial library, leav-
ing only about twelve thousand, chiefly on
archwology, some of which are of great value
and interest. Part of the library is railed off
and appropriated to a collection of archrolog-
ical curiosities and small bronzes. the former

* Strabo, book xi.
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Talks with Wemen.

—
BY JENNIE JUNE.

“GEORGE ELIOT.”

(IN MEMORIAM.)
.

EORGE ELIOT ‘dcad.”
4 How like a knell this an-
pouncement, coming on the
K¥'¥3 edge of Christmas Day,

y3 sounded when made through the
R" columns of the daily papers a

few weeks ago. For a quarter of a
century the woman who wrote under
p that name has filled a place accorded
to no other, and that for years to come cannot
he oecupied by any otler, for the century-plant
tukes 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 Blackiwood’s Magazine of her
gketches, entitled ** Scenes from (lerical 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, sinco uniformly and universally as-
signed her, of the greatest novelist of her
time. This declaration i3 not made without
due consideration. Thackeray was perhaps
the greater artist, the more skillful painter,
capuble of crowding his canvas with more fig-
ures ; but his touch was lighter if not more
suprrficial, while that of George Eliot probed,
as with the knife of a scientific surgeon, who,
while spilling no blood unnecessarily, leaves
not ¢ven the minutest part of the anatomy
unrevealed,

Dickens wad 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 prescrving the just and equal
vidues 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 wosaie, until the whole de-
sign wad turned out complete and perfect—
this highest of all creative faculty belonged
rupremely to George Eliot, and in this she
infinitely surpassed Dickens, and was supe-
riot even to Thackeray,

Qrorge Eliot is credited with the saying
that ** Geniusis industry ;7 but she herself isa

- strong witness to the fact that “*true great-

ness i8 horn, not nmiade.” The genius for in-
dustry is not comnon—that patient, persist-
ent, unflagging industry, whose results are
less seen upon the surface than in the spirit
and purpose of theentire work—in its strength,
its truth, its faithfulness, its steadfastness,
its devotion to the highest aim, its determinate
use of noble powers for noble ends.

Although George Eliot’s name has been on
Feverybody’s tongue, she can hardly be said to
| have been a *‘popular’” mnovelist. She was

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 a shrine hundreds of years after the poet’s
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 arc hardly responsible ; they are cast upon
the surface of the mind, like the action of an
invisible camera, by temporary causes from
birth to death. Butimpression should not be
allowed to deepen into prejudice, nor take upon
itself the force and dignity of opinion until,
at least, it ig sure of its ground, and able to
maintain it by something more than individual
assertion of taste, which may be the result of
fgnorance and inexperience, and is unsupported
by higher authorities.

It is perhaps the misfortune of genius that
it is impossible for it to realize the place it
_occupies in the public imagination, and the
array of physical, mental, and spiritual quali-
ties with which it is invested. Quiet, unas-
sunmiing Marian Evans, a student by nature and
training, intent upon ecarringa 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
+ wag farthest removed by previous habits and
methods. Iler clerical sketches were merely
rentiniscences of early experiences and obser-
vation in the family of the clergyman from
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.
llec father was the steward and business
manager of several landed estates in War-
wickshire, a position whiclt her brother oc-
cupies at the present time, and the girlhood
of the plain, deeply reflective, honest child,
whose wonderful intellectual forces were
slowly shaping themselves into grand instru-
mentalities, probably afforded little evidence
of her future achievements, and presented one
of the many unsolved problems to those who
saw beneath the surface. The daughter of a
man lholding a responsible but subordinate
position to men of rank, her life must have
been more or less isolated, being separated
from the viilagers on the one hand, and the
© gentry” on the other, by the law of caste,
which only the superior in rank is allowed to
forget. Her radicalism was profound and
philosophical, though it is doubtless influenced
by a partial alievation from her own family,
for tliere are nowhere such rank conservatives

e - T e T

as among those who live in the light and
shadow of great houses.
Be this as it may, Marian C. Evans was

talked about because her recognition came a lonely woman, and lived an isolated, and
‘quite unrecognized life until the publica-

tion of her *¢Scenes from Clerical Life” in
1857, at which time she was thirty-seven years
nld.

A great many romantic stories have been
told of her meeting 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
probable story, and the one that is said to have
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 Ler 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, whol!ly incapable of under-
standing him or his work. She ran away with
& 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. Sheeloped
a second time, and Mr. Lewes had been lead-
ing, practically, a single life for several years
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
attraction. Mr. Lewes, an experienced journal-
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
and discriminating estimate of her work, and
found in him what she needed, and as she has
expressed it, ** critic and inspiration.” But the
curse of his ill-fated marriage stood between
them and any legal tie, and after a long and
thoughtful consideration they submitted their
case to a jury of their friends, the representa-
tives of the wisest thought in England, and
asked their sanction to a life-long companion-
ship based upon the ardent need of each for
the other, and to be solemn and sacred as mar-
riage, which a wicked legal complication alone
prevented them from contracting., For them-
selves they avowed a willingness to abide by
all consequences, content to be understood by
a few, and to do the work of which they might
find themselves capable. The compact became
a solemn treaty entered into and ratided by
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their personal friends, who numbered among
them the most distinguished men and women
of letters in the British metropolis. From this
time, about 1853, 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.

‘* Adam Bede” was, however, at once recog- |
nized, by those couipetent to judge, as a work
of the highest order of literary merit, and in
some respects it has never been surpassed by
any of lier 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 ditBculty ot 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 in 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 lier, 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. ln 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 thun 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 otler,
and a masterpiece, taken altogether,which the

ordinary workman does not approach.
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After ‘“ Silas Marner” came “ Romola,” pub-
lished as a serial in the Cornkill 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 coloricg, the outward and interior
life of peasant and priest, the figure of Ro-
mola stands forth pure, serene, gentle, the em-
Dbodiment 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
ber 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, their 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 as Calgb Garth, in ““ Mid-
dlemarch ?”

«“ FFelix 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 lher important

translations of ¢ Strauss’ Life of Jesus” in
1844, and Feurbach’s ‘* Essence of Christi-
anity ” in 1854, shie wrote two poems of -con-
siderable length, entitled < The Spanish Gyp-
sy,” and the ““ Legend of Jubal,” which were
published, the first in 1868, the second in 1871.
To these poems it is said she attached a higher
value than to any of lher novels, but the pub-
lic did not confirm her opinion, though they
are admitted to contain lines of alinost unex-
ampled beauty and majesty.

“ deorge 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 ler 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. DBut 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 as she had already reached the edge of
middle-age beforeher great fame even dawned
upon her, she must have lived more in the

greatest successes, which were also the
periods of her bhardest, 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 sces how fatally the
destiny that shapes those ends is always and
forever man’s own act, if he but knew it ; and
she brings all her learning, her wikdom,
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 spee.
tacle, this great outery perpetually reaching
her, which makes her rovels wisely, humanly
sad. The Christ is always the crucified ; the
good are often sacrificed ; yet through labor
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 impossible par.
adise peopled by fools,” as some writer aptly
designates the rose-colored finale of the pop-
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 thought 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 isa
thought to which even yet we have nct grown
accustomed ; the world is darker and poorer
since the light of that far and clear-secing
intellect went out, and the weslth of bLrill-
iant ncquirement 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 srpceaks for
itself. It was 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 Deautiful and majestic
lines :

¢ Ok may I join the choir invisible

Of thoss immortal dead who live again

In minds mnade better by their presence ; live

In pulses atirred to generowity ;

In deeds of daring rectitude; in scorn

Qf niserable aims that end with self.;

In thoughts sublime, thal pierce the night like atars,
And with their mild persistence wrge muu's xearch
To vaster issues.”

“ 8o to live is heaven ;

To make undying mnugic in the world,
Breathing a beuuteous order, that controlz

With growing sway the growing life of man.™

* » * hd . < May 1 reach
That purest heaven, be lo other sonlx

Thal cup of strength in some greal agory,
Frkindle gererous ardor, feed pure love,
Beget the omniles that hare no cruelly—
e the mcee! preacnce of a good diffused,

And in diffusion ever tnomv inlenze !

*®

shadow of her past than in the sunlight of
her present, even during the period of her!

So shall 1jvin the choir inrixilde,
Whowe muxic iz the gladness of the world.”

. R
B e 1

al

Nz o 150

UL YEP S Sy



DEMOREST'S MONTHILIY MAGAXINTL

One Fat in the Crave.

BY G. H. E,

ARKET-DAY in the noisy,
dirty, ill-paved little village
. of Killarney ; women in vol-
p uminous dark-blue cloaks,be-
? lieved proof against cold, leat, |
&, and wet, wrangling over weights '
of potatoes and cabbages ; red-faced, |
bright-eyed men, lounging in and
"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 siray 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 siall at the end of
the street. Nelly the apple-woman, instead
of polishing her rosy-cheeked wares on her
tidy apron, as was her wont, leaned her head
sadly on one hand, and with the deep hood of
her cloak drawn about her face, and her wide :
cap-frills drooping, she looked the picture of

sorrowfdl meditation.

“(lood-morning, Nelly; you seem eut of
spirits this morning—or were you taking a
nap?” said a cheery voice.

‘* No, Misther Vyvyan,it’s not sleeping [ am,
only thinking over and over agin of me Patsy,
und 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 |
¢yes blue as the water around Ross Castle, and |
checks like the pink daisies in the park— "

‘But, my good woman, what hasthis charm-
ing creature to do with Patsy 7"

‘1 was coming to tlhat, your honor ; Patsy,
the gpalpeen | was to take these ladies to-day
through the Gap of Dunloe, to the parks and
everywhere, and was to hove 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 ! he was off last night on
& gpree, and lies now on the cabin floor de-
claring he will drive the young ladies into the

“That's it, your honor—and a fine glib{ries nestling under the wide, rolling brim,

tongue you have. "Does your honor know such
a boy?”

1 will think aboutit; where do these
Indies live ?

“They have rooms in what we call
‘O’Donoghue’s Castle,” a tall, gray house
standing alone just beyant the Kenmare Arms,
The aunt is Mrs. Mayne ; I never heard the
names of the young ladies.”

*1 will remember Patsy’s trouble and try
to help him out if I can; but if he gets drunk
again [ shall have nothing more to say to
him.”

“It shall be the last time, your honor—I
promise you.”

“@ive me the apples and oranges for Mas-
ter Louis, I must be off.”

*¢ Bless his little heart | would he eat a gin-
gerbread horse too?”

““Yes, anything you like—he has a fine ap-
petite.”

Robert Vyvyan sauntering down the street
with a bag of fruit and cakes for a little nc-
quaintance at the hotel, merits more than the
brief description we have time to give him ; a
tall, robust, fresh-complexioned Englishmnap,
age. twenty-five or thereabouts, disposition
fradk, 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. His
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 dilfculiies, if

possible,
*

* * * * *

The gaunt, grim house facetiously called Ly
the villagers O'Donoghue’s Castle, looked in
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 i a shoky
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-lookiug fel-
low whom three bottles of porter and bam
sandwiches will never satisfy—I am going to
tell Mrs. Caliill to double the quantity : it isa

Devil’s Paoch-bowl and out agin in five min-
utes. The poor darlin’, he is so casy led
awuy! Inan 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 borse are in the stable-yard,
and if I only knew some gossnon that would
take Patsy’s place and keep a still tougue in
Lis head, my boy would he safe; but [ can’t
think of nobody, and he will fall into disgrace
and never be hired ugin.”

“I'see, you want some disereet fellow wlho
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.”

great bother to have to carry lunch for one’s
gelf 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
soon appeured at the street door accompanied
Dy lier aunt and cousin. Lotty, with the clear,
delicate features and complexion, small feet
and graceful figure which seem to bhe the
birthright of so many American girls, was
even lovelier than old Nelly’s enthusiasm had
represented.  She ‘wore a closely-fitting dress
of dark blue cloth, and a hat with holly Ler-

Her companions, Mrs. Mayne and her daughter
Emily, clambered on one side of the rickety
jaunting-car, while Loity made lerself com-
fortable on the other.

“ But you will be alone there, dear,” said
Mrs. Mayne ; ‘“ what a pity weare not a party
of four.”

«Ol, no, aunt, I shall not feel lonely : if you
and Emily grow tircd of twisting your necks
talking to me, I shall make friends with our
coachman. “What is your name?” she asgked
suddenly, addressing the man who had taken
his place at the front of the vchicle.

<« 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 hev questioning blue eyes turned full
upon him wmade 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, 1 beg of you do not be so
j friendly with this man!” exclaimed Mrs.
Mayme in French; ¢ hie has a saucy look about
him, and might be impertinent on very little
encouragement.”

The so-called “‘sauey look” deepened into
one of intense amusecment at this anxiouns
vemark ; but no one noticed the chenge, 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 rond intersect-
ing Lord Kenmare’s heautiful home. The
sound of wheels and cheery voices started
groups of deer from the shelter of cne clump
of trees to another, or frighteued 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 Dbe-
tween wandering tourists. and at last emerged
on the highway, its occupants delighted with
the auspicious begiuning 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 volable tongue and im.
agination to the utmost to describe every
point of interest ; dilating lere on the wmyste-
rious cause of foot-prints on a certain rock,
and puusing there to call the attention of the
Indies to the cuvions semblance of a deer
graven by the water im the side of a cliff.
The purple mountains on this bright day
"merited their name indubitably, and a dark,
| wide-winged bird was seen to hover over and
alight on the rugged summit of the Eagle's
Nest. Tevence told the story of Macgillicuddy
"and his famous reeks, in tones which, under
the spell of an intent pair of blue eses, re-
lapsed from a rolling brogue into pure, clear
I English; but the interest of his Learers in the
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well-told anecdote prevented their notic'mg“"hich lad once becn covorcd by the vaulted

this curious change.

Ross Castle was mirrored in the bosom of 2ntiquarians as to the probable age of the

the lake with startling distinctness, and
Lotty from one of the tower windows nodded
and smiled to her reflection below.

*“Let us give up the Gap of Dunloe for to-
day,” said Mrs. Mayne; ““ we shall be over-
fatigued if we attempt too much, and here in
the shadow of the castle walls would be a
delightful place to eat our luncheon.”

Terence at a respectful distance consuming
his porter and sendwiches 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 fonnd him-
self envying keenly lher 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 Kkindly
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 ! All your little preju-
dices regarding this class of people will grad-
ually wear away if I am spared to enlighten
you.”

*“Saucy child {” retorted Mrs, Mayne in
mock indignation; “ but we must continue
our way ; this air grows very cool after sun-
set, and we are not well provided with wraps.
Terence, have you attended well to your
horse ?”

““ Yes, your honor, he is as fresh as a daisy.”

A brisk drive along many miles of smooth
avenue, leading through the Herbert estate,
the way charmingly varied with shrubbery,
broad expaocses of mossy turf, flowers in wild
luxuriance, and cultivated splendor. An over-
hanging branch of hawthorn pluclked from
Lotty's soft hair a knot of pale blue ribbon ;
the attentive driver, in cutting away the of-
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 the ground and
helped the 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 crambling 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

g *“ Thank you, you ure very good ; it would
roof —an endless source of speculation among | be wiser for her not to tire that ankle.”
Terence ruised the pale, tearful girl gently
_ abbey—casting 2 pitying shadow over the for«*s;q tenderlyin his arms, and she was soon
rgotten graves and mouldering tombs and¥epgeonced as comfortably as circumstances
momu}mnts beneath. _sswwould permit on one side of their infirm velii-
“Where is Lotty? Oh, do vou sec her,;.clo, with Terence's coat for a pillow. Arrived
mamma, high above our heads in that narrow, hefore the door of the O’Donoghue Castle,
gallery? She will surely fall, the steps are’Terence’s prompt forethought manifested it-
broken, and there is a bit of that railing gone.” Pgelf again, and Lotty reclined comfortably on

*“ Terence is close behind her ; heis certain-t4he sofa in ler own room before he bid the
ly a model attendant to voluntarily take upor! Jadies adieu.

himself the office of guide as well as driver.l,

Lotty chats with this sort of people too much ;
do you see him now watching her with wide-
open cyes as she talks?”

“Yes ; looking at her one would” suppose
she was trying to make & new conquest, in-
stead of condescending to talk with Paddy
from Cork ; how she is gesticulating and four-
ishing about with those small white hands of
hers! I am sure she is telling him some
thrilling, exaggerated tale of America. The
fellow has a bright, honest face and a thought-
ful manner that is very pleasing ; the heart of

approach. Iam afraid he drinks, and takes
advantage of strangers like all the rest ; but if
we fail to deteet in him these vices, we must
try to engage him for other excursions. Iam
sure he would always be delighted to serve
Lotty.”

Mrs. Mayne and Emily had wandered away
to inspect & 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-
'"haired Lotty; she flitted about the sunken,
"weed-grown graves, deciphering a name and
_date here and there, and imagining to herself
"what might have beerf the listory of each,
when a sudden cry brought Terence flying 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 umder the main wall ;
growing deathly pale with the pain at her
wrenched ankle she would have fallen, had
not the faithful Terence caught herin hisarms.

Mrs. Mayne and her daughter, frightened at
Lotty’s cry, hastcned to the spot, and were
much alarmed and astonished at seeing her
lying white audstill on the grass, with their
charioteer bending anxiously over her.

*“1 wag afraid her ankle was broken, but [
see it is only a sprain,” he said, without a
trace of the peasant accent in his words.

‘¢ Stepped in some one’s coffin, did she ? The
poor thing, how horrible | ” Emily exclaimed
in compassionate tones.

«“She is rallying; can you not give hera
mouthful of water?” said Terence eagerly.

“What is the matter ?—have [ hurt my-
self 2" Lotty asked slowly. opening her eyes
and fising them on her roughly-clad com-
panion’s face.

'un(l vou will feel better.
| could walk to the carriage?”
«If you will allow me 1 will carry the

many a village maiden must beat faster at his-

“Yes, dear,” said Mrs. Mayne ; ¢ drink this,’
Do vou think you:

like fine lace, through which one saw the!
sparkling water nf the lake. A lofty yew-tree, : young lady to the car; it would be dangerous !
with gnarled branches, rose through the space | for her to walk.”

e x s

-l _ww-;r---

“““Terence,” said Mrs. Mayne before haud-
\ing the man his fare, ‘‘my niece, Miss Lotty,

- ishes you to be particularly remetnbered for

' .
: your kindness to-day, and I want you to come
to-morrow, when she is well enough to sce you,

jand she will be happy to make you a little

i present. If there is any favor you would like
{ granted, or position you are anxious to secure,
we ight use our influence to help you.”

<'l'erence bowed his thanks and stepped into
‘the street, actually forgetting to take his
‘wn.ges from Mra. Muyne's hand ; even when
remiinded of this, he seemed to hesitate before
taking possession of that which was rightfully
-his.  Mms. Mayne impressed with his absence

of greed, inquired afterwardsof the housekeep-
er, * Who is the car-driver we Vhad, to-day,
Mrs. Cahill? He seems a very resjy
. fact superjor, sort of fellow.”

*“Patsy, the apple-woman's »$on,
drives that car—he lias sent lhis/hu
substitute, I suppose ; he must sty
in the place, as I do not recognize His face.

The next morning & barefoot boyv Bppe;

at the “* Castle ™ with an exquisite BQuqueét o
hot-house flowers. //,

"« How i¢ the yvoung lady who hufted her-
self at Muckross Abbey yesterday?” asked
of the round-eved little \\'a.itiufﬁ#x‘;i W{l)
opencd the door.

“ Better—goin’ on finely.” )
““Tell her Terence asked—do ye wind ¥ and * -
| say a friend would be pleased if she Wodtd
nccept these flowers.  Mind ver eye now, and
don’t forgit.” -

The messenger departed without further
ceremony, and Sally delivered the fiowers to
Miss Lotty as requested. Many surmises and
questionings ensued as to who the sender
might Le, and as no definite conclusion could
be arrived at. Mrs. Mayne and Eumily fell to
ridiculing Lotty’s clandestiue admirer.

The day passed and no Terence arrived to
vlaim his reward ; the inhabitants of the * Cas-
tle” wondered much, and could throw no light
on the mystery. Again the barefoot boy eame,
laden on this occavion with a dainty bLasket 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 lie not come
for his money, and who is this friend who
sends the fruit and flowers 27 she asked
; qquickly.

I was told not to arswer auy questions,
but to take myself off lively afther givin’ up
the basket, ver honor.”

““If you refuse to tell me who sent you,
Miss Mayne cannot accept this fruit, and you
will please say to this unknown friend that
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slie will be obliged to refuse all further anony-- man whose dissipated son was in danger of and her good-for-nothing son enough, for

mous favors. Do you understand ?”
‘“ No, yer lionor.”

“Go and tell your master, or whoever it is' out made mie heartily ashamed of my foolish

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.

lotty’s ankle recovered rapidly uunder the
careful treatment bestowed upon it, and she
was soon able to again accompany her friends
on their varions excursions in the neighbor-
hood. One fine afternoon the two girls escap-
ing the surveillance of their vigilant ckaperone
took a tiny boat and rowed themselves out to
Dinis {sland ; returning to the mainland, the
amateur rowers collided suddenly with a
larger boat, which shot fromn under the over-
hanging trees. A disagreeable accident was
avoided only by the dexterity of one of a
purty 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 piquunt little adventure had
ended 8o quickly. As the skiff glided up the
luke, lotty 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 he?” said
Fmily.

Lotty scorned this suggestion, though in her
heart she acknowledged its truth. °

While ler aunt and cousin had gone into
the village to make a few necessary purchases,
Lotty remained at home to write letters, but
ere her gallopiug pen was fairly in wmotion a
visitor was announced. ‘* A gentleman wishes
to see Mry. Mayne and the young ladies,” said
Sully, 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 2” mused Lotty as she
descended the stairs. “1 wish Aunt Clara and
Emily were at hone ; they might enlighten
me.”"  As she opened the drawing-room door,
a tall, handsome young man advanced to meet
her, bowing respectfully, and beginning an
apology for his intrusion. A glance at his
bright eyes and curling cliestnut hair assured
Lotty that it was the gallunt 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.

“Du you not recognize me, Miss Mayne?
I am Terence.”- )

“You! please do not bewilder me any
more—what do you meun | ”

[ came this morning to confess the truth,
and case 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; 1 borrowed suitable clothes, disguised

imyself as much as possible, and assumed this to myself at the time an impertinent scamp, |

otfice partly out of compassion for an old wo-

losing his place, and partly for my own amuse- | through them I have found my ‘lily of Kil-
ment ; your kindness and amiability through-!larney,” if she will allow herself to be so
called. Do you understand me, Lotty? 1 love
you ; you must have guessed my sceret long
ago. Answer me, darling, and =ay you are

escapade. I left you that evening, meaning to
call the next day and ask your pardon, but as

my little offerings were rejected I had not the
courage *

*“So it was you who sent the fruit and flow- I
ers? I have wondered so inuch who my mys-
terious friend could be.”

“Yes, it was [ ; 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 [ could not recall has haunted me per-

sistently ever since.” I
|

“] knew I was half recognized, so I came
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 thie man’s
eyes overcame all her scruples, and she put
her soft, fair hand for a moment in his, in
token of entire forgiveness.

‘] 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 2ll ; 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
“0'Donoghue’s Castle,” of whicli two had loi-
tered far behind the others, ‘¢ We shall lose
our way if we do not make haste to overtuke
the caravan,” said Lotty half indifferently.

‘“There is no danger,” answered her com-
panion, Robert Vyvyan; ‘I know the road
well ; let the others go at their own pace. You
louk tired, Miss Mayne ; will you not rest here
under the trees?”

*“ What is that music? it sounds so far away
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
people believe the place haunted.”

The music and its echoes died away, and al-
most unconsciously Vyvyan and his blue-eyed
companion relapsed likewise into silence.

““A penny for your thoughts,” said Lotty
suddenly, as the stillness grew palpable.

*“ Will you really listen to what I was think-
ing of 2”

“Yes,” intently uprooting a clump of dai-
sies with her parasol.

‘] was wondering, Lotty, if I dared tell you
how I have dreamed and thought of you ever
since the day I drove Putsy’s car. I seemed

but now I feel that I can never thank Nelly

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.

BY MARY M. BOWEN.

e
| ﬁ[\’ED arace of strange dream-people,

- In a country by the sea;
< Far behind them Ly the water,
Yast and vague as death muy be.

Foot of man had never crossed,
For the people had a legend ;
“ He who ventures there is lost.

gAR before them stretehied the desert,
|

<0
I'OST amid the sandy mazes,
~.  And the uplands, bleak and bare
“KNightly monsters, grim aud ecrie,
Hold their woful revels there.

44 E who treads within the borders,
/ Takes his risk at fearful cost ;
Allis deatlh within the desert.—
He who veutures there is loat.’”

* [} * e [ ]

HROUGI the valleys and the uplands
Of that long and dreary way,
b Passed a novice, veiled and hooded,
Singing softly on her way.

All the people flocked to hear;
All the people flocked and followed,
To her measure, falling clear.

§;OFTLY, lightly, oh ! full sweetly !
C;

Left their browsing goats and kine,
Followed, followed, till the glories
Of a sunset round them shine.

éEFT their dove-cotes and their gardens,

Loorened many a weary hand,
And its gifts and stores down dropping,
Fell upon that barren land.

‘ @NE by one, their cares forgetting,

)
[ P a rugged steep the novice
¥  Drew the people as she trad,
Till & shining gateway opened—
And the singer passed 1o God !

* * * » <

o

LI the desert is a garden,
And a laud of fruit and wine ;
For the seeds the people scattered,
Blossomed in that path divine!
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My Hcusekeeping Class.

BY MRS, M. C. HUNGERFORD.

“Ir 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 what the ingredients were, or how 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 freely.”

“I don’t believe he was as great an admirer of
it as the old woman in Brooklyn, 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
T'll make a big loaf to-morrow and eat it up. I
wonder if it is good hot 2

¢I don’t believe it would be good for your com-
plexion,” Isay. *‘ But if you can get your mam-
ma’s consent, you can try it, I should not advise
trying to malke the cake all in one day, but pre—}
pare the fruit at leisure before you beginit, It
have brought the recipe Itold you of, and only
wish I could have brought a specimen of the
cake.”

“Tam sure I wish you had,” says Jennie fer-
vently.

¢ Never mind, you will make some for your-
self. HMere 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 of cloves,
one of cinnawmon, ten eggs, and one wineglass
each of wiue, brandy, and molaszes. Finally, a
pinch of salt.

“DBrown half of the flour tillit is coffee-colored 3
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
gpices, and the yolks of the eggs. Have the rai-
sing seeded, the currants washed carefully, and
the citron cut into thin long strips. The dates
must be stoned and chopped. The figs must be
chopped also after careful examination, as they
are not always ahove suspicion; they cau be
chopped more easily if some of the flour is mixed
with them. The remainder of the flour can be

. sifted over the other fruits, which should be well

mixed together, excepting about 2 quarter of the
sliced eifron, which must be reserved to stick in
after the cake is in the pans, Beat the whites of
cggs to a stifl froth, and add to the cake batter
already mixed, thien put in the fruit immediately.
“1f you have no large, straight-sided tins to
bake the cake iu, you can borrow them at a
bake-shop. Tt is best too, if possible, to send the
cake to be haked by an experienced baler, as the
I--17

oven of a stove or range cannot be ket suflicient-
ly long at the proper temperature.”

“ Couldn’t the baker ice the cake too?’! asks
Nellie Greene.

“Certainly, if you choose to have him, and
unless you want a plain frosting 1 shounld advise
you not to attempt it yourself.”

“But suppose,’ says Miss Lucy Littie, *“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. Ina
country neighborhood there is sure to be some
family old-fashioned emough 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 comcs out is the correct time for putting
the cakes in, the heat then being too nild to burn,
but strong enough to bake. As to frosting, take
whites of eggs in the proportion of one to a tea-
cup of sugar and teaspoonful of starch, and mix
together without beating the eggs.”

‘¢ Is it the starch that makes it so hard 2’

““Yes, it hardens it, but a soft icing, such as
you would require for cake that is to be eaten at,
once, would not amswer at all for this kind; it
would absorb the color of the cake and be ob-
jeetionable on various accounts. I do not think
any one eats the frosting of bride’s eake, it is'
more for ornament, and to keep the cake moist.”

“But it grows yellow even with the starch,
doesn’t it 2 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
eund, 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 seutiment, you can buy vari-
ous hymeneal devices in 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-
ncath.”

‘“ Speaking of bride’s cake,” says Sophie Mapes,
‘‘ makes me think of a gorgeous one I saw lately
which deserved to be called a whited sepulcher,
as far as the outside appearance went.”’

*“How was that 2

“It was at a wooden wedding, There were a
great many presents, of course, and some were
lovely, for you know there is no end to the pretty
things that ¢an be found in wood. A great many
of these presents were useful, but some were orna-
mental too, such as brackets, mantel vases, card
receivers, cigar racks, and a whole set of jewelry,
carved from peach stones, which was brought from.
China. One laudy begged 1o be allowed to furnish
the bride’s cake as her contribution, so when we
were called to supper, there it was, a great big-
elegant cake, with sugar dome, temple and all
The carving knife had a great white satin ribbon
tied on the handle, and the bride prepared to cut
the cake herself ; she had not seen it before. She
begao, but she couldn’t make the least impres-
sion on it. It was nothing but a round wooden
box turned upside down and splendidly frosted.™

“ Whbat a disappointment ! ”” ejaculates Jennie.

“ Not at all, there was plenty of black cake {n
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.

some very informal onex 1 have attended, “ often
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,
which should be appropriate to the occasion.
Tin presents for a ten years’ anniversary, silver
for a quarter century wedding, and 8o on.

‘¢ But for the rurer weddings whosz names point
to costlier gifts, such as silver and gold, which
might be a tax upon the dovor, 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 muxt
be invited as for an evening party. I lately re-
ceived an invitation to a rilver wedding printed
upon a silver card, and have often seen them
upon sitwer edged paper with xilver lettering. At
the tin wedding 1 spoke of the guests were few
enongh 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
new was showy, to say the least.”

“Must a bride wear her brida) dress at an an-
niversary wedding ? 7’ 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 lo garments, while new, old-fashioned
clothes (if you understaund the expression) are
simply grotesque.”

““We are invited to a erystal wedding next
week,’’ says Jenanie, ¢ but the husbaud and sister
are getting it up for a surprise to the bride : I sup-
pose you call them brides when they are having
anniversary weddings.”

“1 don’t see how they can keep it a secret from
the mistress of the house.”

“1It is all plaoued; she i8 to be invited to our
house to dine, and mamma is going to ask her to
wear 2 pretiy dress to meet some friends. After
dinner, her husband is going to send word that
company has arrived and she must comne hoimne.
Then we shall take her home in the carriage, and
she will find her parlors full of people. Won't it
be fun ?”’

“Jolly, I should thiuk,” says Nellie Greeune,
‘““but what are you going to give her ¢

“Mamma, iz going to give hier a glass ice-cream
set. It comes in a pretty leather box with red
satin lining. But there is no trouble about seleet-
ing crystal presents. If you are ever so rhort of
money you can buy a glass saltcellar for five
cents.”

““Yes, there is great range of selection in glass
ware,” T remark, “and fortunately, small gifts
are as usual as rich ones at these commemorative
weddings, 50 no ove 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 S8unday-school hymn, ¢ Here we
part to meet again,” and next time perhaps we'll
be more fortunate.”

— g =
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Heuse Decerations.

Tner 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 ornamentation
of her own rooms, should ecarefully 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,

“Oh, no,” I answer, with a recollection of | change their carpets, should study the character
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of these furnishings before adding a prevailing
style of lambrequin or portiérc. Not long sinee
we chanced to see an otherwise very pretty old-
fashioned parlor quite spoiled by the introduction
of modern art needlework. The quaint old man-
tel was disguised ina lambrequin of light drab
eloth, profusely ornamented with flowers in the
brightest hues. The execution, in needlework,
was very good, but the arrangement was faulty
and the design stiff. The ¢ colors swore ”’ at the
earpet, which was old-fushioned and large figured.
A tablie was decorated to match; the same stiff
stems poking (there I8 no other word to express it)
the flowers into notiece, 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 thewmn stood a hope-
lessly modern screen, shooting forth unnaturally
bright and perfeet sumach 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
windowsand gavea warmth and eosiness that lace
curtains never suggest. We do not disdain the
beauty of art needlework, and the ¢ Kensington
stitch’’ {s dear to our hearts, but suggestions are
always in order, and “a word to the wise s suf-
ficient.” Select the quiet tones of color in adding
decorations to rooms of slightly bygone days.
Sacrifice your love of eolor to the harmony of your
rooms. A portitre of dark green momie cloth
without ornamentatfon of any kind will add more
to a room than onc 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 {8 duplicating a design. This
should be avoided if you do net wish uniformity.
The charin of nearly all these decorations is the
unique. Tidies—those ugly little conveniences—
deserve o word. Squares of linen erash with
fringed ends and threads drawn out, with a little
fancy stitehing iu the same color, are pretty and
uscful for everyday rooms, and far surpass the
atroeious 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 deeorate
their mantels with colored grasses. Grasses and
fernk are always pretty when prescrved and ar-
runged in a simple, natural manner. Artiicially
colored grasses are neither pretty nor ornamental,
A hunch of ferns gathered in July and pressed fn
their fresh green tints preserve their beauty, and
group themselves gracefully wherever placed. A
buneh 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 vasc;
break a few stems to allow them to fall carelessly
and naturully. The long ‘“Catkins,” now go
fashionable everywhere, are, by some people, ar-
ranged in large bunches, the long stems ticd once
or twice with bright ribbons. They are placed in
a blue ginger jar, and make a pretty decoration in
a hall or corner of a room. All art students learn
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 furnighes
our hest models for hues and tints. Wood
browns and shades of green always form a better
hackground than strong contrasts of crimson and
drab,

H.P. R.

—————— —

Miss Locise McLAUGHLIN, the discoverer of
painting under the glaze ou 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 proeess und patented it !

Boys’ Rooms,

BY MARGARET B. HARVEY.

Tr18 subject resolves fteclf into two heads, as 1
turn it over in my mind. 80 I might appro-
priately write an article divided somewhat fn this
way :

CHAPTER 1.—Boys’ Roows.
CHAPTER II.—MEeN’s RooMs.

However, I wili not be so arbitrary in my divi-
sfons—still, I will kecp them fu sight throughout,
a8 my readcrs 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
ehamber s very often a beautiful bower, lovely
in its dainty muslin and bright ribbons and pretty
pletures  But the brother’s ? Oh, this Is too
often treated as though it were simply a conven-
fent place in which to dispose of old furniture
and dingy hangings which nobody else wants.

Searcely a girl, possessed of lady-like instincts,
would not feel a certaln 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-cyed visitors
tnay catch a glimpse within? What is she afraid
of—dust and dirt? Oh, no! But the burean {s
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, indced ! What did I say might be my second
chapter?

But, you say, my brother il throw his things
on the floor. He won’t put his clothes away pro-
perly. And he don’t eare—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 {u his room,
and then give it a thorough eleaning. 8o far as
it lies in your power, banish the old pleees 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 faney 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 ft 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 ? 8o 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
midat 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
burcau, or a wet towel flung down upon a satin-
damask chafr? Is it pleasant for her to form a
habit of running round and picking up, which
she feels has no real neecssity?Y Or to begin a
course of training which ought to have been com-
pleted long before she was married?  But all thia
fs a common experience. I often wonder that
women succeed 80 well in thelfr teaching ar they
do, and that men lcarn so yuickly.

Never will I forget when my dear cousin Gertie
was a bride—when she went to live in her own
cosy little home. 8he had a model hushand, who
knew exactly how to bhehave himself—but, alas!
he had some young nien fricnds who didn’t. 8o,
occasfonally when she cntertained a masculine
guest, she was in terror for the safcty of her
guest-chamber.  And this was the reason :

One night, with all a young housckeeper's
pride, she showed one of her husband’s friends
to her beautifully furnislicd spare room. Iow
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 ! e hiad
gotten into bed, right on her exquisite pillow-shams !
There they lay, all crumpled up into unsightly
heaps, and greased with strcaks of hair-ofl. 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 wnistress 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 sec 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 (uite as eareful as they might be. And
I say also that the fault lics 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 sueh refined, dainty
habits that delicate women wili 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 himeelf, 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.

i

Women of Yesterday and Te-day.,

FRAU OTTILIE WILDERMUTH.

Author of ‘“‘Swabian Skelches,” ele., ele.

OrrTiiE Rooscuurz was born in Rottenburg,
Swabla, February 22Q, 1817. When two years of
age, her father removed to Marburg, the birth-
place of Schiller, where he had an appointment
under governnent, and where Ottilie grew up and
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lived until her marriage and removal to Tiibingen,
where she died. Her father was a very original
character, and it was from him she inherited her
passion for story making, a facnlty which she be-
gan to exercisc 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, rhe 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 rerics of
instruction in fine cooking, lessons which, she
says, gave her far more pleasure than those of her
dancing-master, as she had always a very decided
taste for the vocation of a cook. She was also
‘“ finished off,”” by lessons in needlework and em-
broidery, starching, and fin¢ ironing, after which
came the less important ones, as was then thought
to be, of French and drawing.

Afterher 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 Tiibingen, 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 aloudfa sketch
from the Morgen Blate, which interested her so
little that she wentto 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 mysclf.” Some
doubts being cxpressed, she went to work quite
secretly and wrote out a bit of her Marburg reminis-
cences, which she placed in the next numberof the
Morgen Blale, and then read aloud as if from the
pages of that journal. S8eeing how interested her
hearers were, she dieclosed 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 ciner Klei-
nen Stadt,”” and ¢ Swabischen Pfarr-Haus.” From
all sides flowed in 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 fanmous 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 dutics and cares of the fam-
fly that she had always done, as if quite uncon-
sclous of the use of a pen. In a letter to an edl-
tor who was very urgent for an article within a
specified thme, she wrote, ‘“ A spcedy answer!
That is a little too much to expect so near Christ-
mas from n woman who, from morning till night,
must bake, and brew, and run, and buy, and scw,
and knit! It makes e wish—

Fromme nadel hitt ich nimmer,
Mit der Feder diel vertaucht,

Asitis, 1 am now up beforc dawn, writing by
ecandle-light.”
In the useful employment of every moment lay

the seeret of her ruccess in 8o many different lines
of action. Though cagerly devoted to the hap-
piness of husband and children, yet she found
time for the entertainment of fricnds, and also of
strangers, whom slic received with simple warmtl,
her house being scldom free from guests. In ad-
dition to this, she was the loved and lLonored
“ Mutterlein ”’ of a circle of students, who, under
her sympathetic gnidance, spent many profitable
and delightful hours, whieh might otherwise have
been very differently emiployed.

To show herready 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
hours. In conscquence of this, he was con-
demncd to spend his dinner Liour in composing
ten four-line verses, celebrating a recent Tiibin-
gen festival. His work being finished, he took it
to Dr. Wildermuth’s house. S8ending it in by the
mafd, 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 lhad certainly
not written :

“ Und bis mein Bart wird keimen,
Mein Arm wird stark genug,
Besinge ich daheimen (sic)
Der jungen Helden Zug.”

In 1866, her cldest daughter, Agncs, 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 thie time she published
‘“ Aus Nord und Sud,” “ Aus Schloss und Hiitte,"
and ‘“Von Berg und Thae.”

Upon her own abilities, she placed so slight an
estimate that when, in 1871, the King of Wurtem-
burg sent her his portrait and the gold medal for
art and literature, she said, ¢ The less I have done
to descrve this kindness on the part of the king,
the greater the pleasure to think he can take any
interest in my simple tales.”

Inthe fall of 1876 Frau Wildermuth was scized
with rheumatiem of the joints, from which she
suffered all the winter, until taken to Badcn-Ba-
den in April, where the warm baths secmed to
eflcet a total cure. 8he returned to Tiibingen in
June full of spirits and in secmingly 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 12th she
peacefully passed away to that better land, from
which so much of her sunshine in this lifc had been
borrowed. L.P L

Letters from Europe.—No, 1,

Par1s, FRANCE, December 8.

FRrOM this far-away land, among strange new
scenes, new ways and new people, I write of my
journey since crossing the ¢ sad sea waves,” S8ad
indecd they proved to me—I never so fully real-
fzed just what that expression meant, The GQallia
isa stanch vessel, but oh how she rocked us in
her rough cradle, how she groaned and ereaked,
and tossed us from side to side, and how 11l every-
body was for many days! What cared we forthe
dainties the steward brought us? The sight of
broths, grapes, and jellies only made us loathe life
the more. A ‘beautiful chop sea,” the sallors
called it! Beautiful indeed, to be sent away
down into the wavee one moment, and high in the
afr the next, striving vainly mcanwhile to pre-
serve our balance! By and by, however, we
were able to crawl on deck, or lie in our sca
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chairs watching the great mountain waves ris-
ing and falling forever around us, and tu take
some interest in our fellow voyagers.  Mr.
Cunard himself was on board, which is perhaps
the rcason they took pride in making one of
the shortest trips known to the Gallie, e is u
eordial Englishmen—a rarity it sceme,  Why s it
there is always sucha feeling of hostility between
English and Americans?® In onr little world this
was quite evident.  On Thanksgiving cvening
tlicre was some attempt at sociability Dby joining
in a concert, but when our national hynn, ¢ Amer
fea,” was sung, not an Englishman joined us, and
when they sang their ¢ God save the Queen,” they
nll rose to their fcet, while ¢ sat 8till.  We were
all glad when next morningtlie brown Kerry coust
of Ireland came before our land-starved eyexs, and
vever did town look lovelicr than did the little
white port of Qucenstown. After that, all was
hurry till we landed next day at Liverpool. THaxty
farewells were said, and all went our several waye.
A dcar, genial one of our number was Mr. Powcers,
son of the great sculptor. e has usked us to visit
his studio in Florenee, which, as we go soutliin u
few wecks, 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, crookced 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 covking., We had Welsh rarebit,
pheasant, and jugged hare ull served in a cosy
parlor, before a bright fire.  In the afternovn we
drove out three iniles to Eton Hall, the cartle 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 herc and there, with its beautiful, gluesy
little lakes, and beyond the turrets of the castle,
above the tree-tops, I felt us if 1 were turning
the pages of a delightful English novel, while sit-
ting by the home-fire in far-off America. Thig, ny
first castle, however, soon proved reality, and we
had a charming ramble through the lovely grounds
and conservatorles. We snt on the piazza and
played at being great lords and ladies, wondering
how it would scem to be owner of 8o 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 Wiltiam E. Gladstone—
Hawarden Castle, it is called. This {8 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 Wales to be
secn from there. The ruin is a most fascinating
old place, with its dress of ivy and holly, its slimny
old moat, dark dungcons, and drawbridge. One
could not but think of ghosts, toads, and lizards,
in such an uneanny pluce. After shiveringly ex-
ploring cvery dark hole snd coruer, we hurried
back to the carrlage to drlve home through a de-
licious Welsh twilight, to find a eheery fire and a
nice dinner awaiting us nt the home-l{ke Blossoma.
For the next few day: we devoted ourselves to
seeing the old Roman wall, said to have been
built by the Romans around their ancient race-
ground. 1 thought it would have heen very nice
to see a charfut 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 tbis wall is
Cewsar’'s Tower. The old cathedral {8 also very
near this wall, and s ** a dream In stone," with its
tall, grand archways, anclent clofsters, and beau-
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tiful carvings. We were, however, more inter-

ested in the old rnin of St. John'’s Abbey, whiclh

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,

inake a picturesque view from the river. Westood

long and gazed at it, wishing the stones might

speak out and tell us the stories of tliose 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 mmodern maidens be thankful that such
punishments are not given now ! 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? Perhiaps it was just as well
for us to hurry up to busy London, for I rcally
began to feel somewhat moldy and old myself,
and to blush for our new land wlere 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, picturc 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 the origiuals, both in dress and
features, many laughable mistakes were made in
taking the real from the unreal. Omne of our
party called me to obtain a good view of the fig-
ures of the royal family, who were arranged on a
platforni. I seated myself beside a dear old lady,
wlo, like myself, was earnestly regarding Queen
Victoria and the Prince of Wales. In sitting
down [ jostled her, and feeling distrcssed 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
tliey 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 painful. We felt quite sure we would dream
that night that we too lived in the time of so many
butehieries. We went into the Napoleon rooms be-
fore leaving, that we might forget somewhat the
impressions of thic 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 uear 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 [ were going to a war. We
soou hurried away frem London that we may
reach a more southern clime, but have stopped
for a few weeks at bewitching Paris. My
French utterly forsook me when we arrived
aniong the jabbering erowd at the Custom House.

Methods of Charity.h

o

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 nced help o0 as to do the most
good. There are quantities of institutions in ex-
istence, but they run in a rut, and never seem to
mect 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) declarcd 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 donc more harm than
good, we ay 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” column, 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 necding
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 Fb«), 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 bencfit 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 schenie 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 would not be better if they,swere all swept away,
and the functions left with those avho deal with
general principles and york from a broader stand-
point. To tcach self-belp 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. Itis 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 agrecable 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

I found that ¢ Where is the black coat of the
carpenter’s brother 2" and such other sentences
as T had learned in the grammar were of no use
with which to find our trunks. 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.” l
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strength and refreshment. A method of charity
that will bring to the young the gospel of work is
the one that is needed.

A Harer inter.

THE winter of '80-81 has been distinguished by

" intense cold and severe storuis, hut we are prom-
viseda ““favorable’’ spring by the prophet Veunor. ghould be cowpelled to resign the good thing it

** Keeping Accounts,”

Wit some people the whole duty of woman 18
{summed up in keeping accounts; exactly what
accounts she is to keep is not precisely stated,
but it is ratlier indefinitely hinted that the money
i spent in a thousand little waysof which she take:
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 mioney, and a certain proportion of the
income for housekeeping, both of which are paid
to her with the regularity with which her husband
pays his workmen or reccives 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 docs 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 uot only deprive their wives of
any opportunity to ‘ manage’ on their own ac-
count, or practice the lessons they may have re-
ceived, but make daily life a purgatory by their
complaints and grumnbling concessions whenever
an article is required, and their more elaborate
tirades when the bills they themselves run be-
comedue. At least a third, perhaps half the mar-
ried women in the world live in the most literal
marner from ‘“ hand to mouth.”” They never have
i 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
i 4 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 lie would not
eat it, and I hud to cook ham and eggs for him,
and let the children make up on bread and molas-
ses.”’

Therc 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 not fit to be
trusted with the disbursement of her husband’s
money she is not fit to be a wife.

Among children, however, to whoun money is
given as an allowunce 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 of its value; moreover, if they expend it
| foolishly it should uot be rcplaced, but they
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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 into 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 lLer 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 ler-
self and daughters, and a fund for the payment of
larger bills, replacing articles of furniture, aunual
fuel bills, and the purchase of the fall stock of
canned fruits, vegetables, jellics, and the like.
In this way, without keeping detailed accounts,
whieh are almost impossible for a busy woman,
she is able to caleulate accurately the cost of her
liviug.

e
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Good Times.

EvERYBODY 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 adwmitted that
prosperity is a much ore cheerful companion,
aud almost the only reason why it is not alto-
gether desirable, is because so many do not know
how to treat it.

We have entered, it is said, upon an cra of pros-
perity for this country, after several years of great
depression, and it is to be hoped that adversity
has taught us somne lessons that may be of use to
us. One is, or should be this, that these alternate
uphieavals and depressions are mainly our own
fault, that there is no necessity in the nature of
things for the violent fluctuations which mark our
eras of financial stagnation und inflation. The re-
cent ‘“hard times,” from which so many have
suffered—in which so many have been plunged
from afuence into beggary, were directly trace-
able to causes which might have been prevented
—to the speculative spirit caused by the papcr in-
flation during the war, on the oue hand, and to
the premature building of ¢normous systems of
railroads, on the other, which the business of the
counlry was not able to sustain.

Doubtless there was a use in developing new
regions, in establishing communieation 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 otherinterests in which we
are involved. How many small fortuues, the re-
sults of long years of saerifice aud saviug, have
been swept away by the desire to add to lands and
property, a desire allowed to outride every 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. Itis
detrimental if we use it simply as a means to ac-
cumulate burdens we ecannot carry, and whieh
must be an obstacle and a hindrance, rather than
a help to others. e should not think much of
rain or sunshine, at least they would fail of their
most beneticent purpose, if they ran the trunks of
trees and the stalks of plants up to an inordinate
height, but left them thin, learless, fruitless, good
neither for shade nor refreshment. Yet this is
what we do when we use prosperity to accumu-
late in one direction only ; saerificing the growth,
the cultivation, the enlargement of those about
us, and also onr own satisfaetioninthe knowledge
that we arc putting our prosperity into many lives,
and setting the example of a life put to its best
uscs.

If we use our prosperity wisely we need not fear
adversity, for it will not have power to harm us.
On the other hand, adversity is often only a mask,
and if met with an lionest and hearty handslake,
reveals the smiling face of a friend beneath.

>4
* Uncle Toby and the Widow.”
(See Steel Engraving. )

Our readers will find a study and a treat in the
excellent reproduction of one of C. R. Leslie's
ost charming pictures which is given with the
above title. Every one who has read Sterne's
* Tristram Shaudy " will recognize at once the
famous seene wherc 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 pooreye,which, notwithstanding its hurt, shone
upon him with dangerous power, and he surren-
dered at discretion, or rather with no more discre-
tiou than if he had been a boy and the widow a girt
of ninetecn.

The situation is depicted with immense drollery,
The appealing sweetness and innocence of the art-
ful widow’s expression; the attitude whieh dis-
plays her rounded arm and white, taper fingers,
and the gentle ussuaging 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 as a painter. e wrote several
books, and his subjects for pietures were mostly
taken from books. Amoug his best-known works
are ‘“ Anne Page and Master Slender,” ¢ 8ir 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.

B T ———

Scandal from the Pulpit.

A CELEBRATED actress who had been very much
abused by a clergyman who had never seen her,
and who knew nothing of her except Ly report—
uever a safe gnide—declared herintention, if again
assailed, of having her libeller arrested and made
to prove his declarations int open court.

This would be a severe measure, but it is not
certain but it would be deserved. Clergymen are
too much in the habit of denouneing what they
know nothing of. It may be said that they do it
on general prineiples, 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 =et-
ting the worst kind of an example to others. We
cannot expeet communities to be purged of the
sin of gossip and slander, if it is taught by and
practiced from the pulpit.

* How tc Get into;Good Society.”

M. JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL recently delivered
an address on the above topic, in which he reecom-
mended books as the very best wayv in which the
young could reach the best socicty. and inculeated

the importance of &0 sclecting their reading as to |

beecome accustomed to the society of the best, and
then they would not tolerate the less worthy, but
would acquire a mine of intinite value to them in
the future. The way to become acquainted with
anthors is to read their books carefully, and try to
identify yourself with them, and their motives, or
purpose. Malke 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.

Cause ¢f Depravity in the Yeoung.

Two clergymen recently preached sermon. in
regard to the number of youthful criminals and
the cause. One of them traced it to godless
homes, and the growing neglect of the Sabbath
the other to the want of cmployment for the
young. The mistake of the first scems to be in
making a cause of what are in reality effects, An
early industrial training, a habit of work, which is
soon cultivated into a love of it, fs the hest, the
ouly preservative against idleness and crime. The
abandonment of the appreuticeship system, the
diffieulties put in the way of teaching hoys trades,
and girls useful household arts, the development
of muchinery, which requires a new adaptation of
existing forccs—these are the causesof the de-
pravity amoug the young, which ouly grows for
lack of the bhetter things which ought to have
filled the place.

— rPe

“The First Sunbeam.”

(See Paye Engravirng.)

EvVERY nother will appreciate the simple charm
in the reproduction of Mr. T. Faed's declightful
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 bhcam
where the eyes of the girl haby, just beginning to
walk, light upon it. Ac it dances before her, it is
the brightest and prettiest thing she has ever
seen, and she hiolds out Lier hands toward it, wish-
ing to clasp and make it her own. It ir a prétty
domestic scene, and represents three generatfons
—the grandmother, the mother, and the child,
Tle old lady is knitting, and watching the baby’s
movements retrospectively; mavbe she is think-
ing of the days when the mother was the buby,
and looked at the sunbeams longingly as. they
played upou the floor. The brick oven by the side
of the old-fashioned fireplace, the spinning-whec],
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
ds disposed the crockery gives evidence of the
ncatness and housewifely qualities of the house-
mother.

The picture is considered one of the choicest
gems in the Iarge and valunable collection of James
Fellows, Esq. It is one of Mr. Fued’s latest und
ripest productions, and was exhibited in the Lon-
don Roval Academy in 185%,

'Utilizagn cf_Waste Chambers.

“THE audacity of American invention is pro-
verbial : it disdains belief in the iipossible. We
learn that tireproof houses can be built of cottom
and straw. In preparing these materials, raw cot-
ton of iuferior guality, the scattercd refuse of
plantations and sweepings of factorics, are mixed,
and converted into a vaste, which beeonies as hard
as stone, and is then called architectural cotton.
[t may be made in large slabs, wherchy the build-
ing of & house would be rapid in comparison
with the practice of laying brick after brick, and
at about one-third of the cost.

“For the othier 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 are then
compressed under enormous power into heams
and boards of any required size ; and the effect of
the soaking is said to render them difficult of com-
, bustion. No informmation has reached us as re-
gards the mode of operation or the nature of tle
chemical preparations required : hence, to save
trouble, we intimate that further particulars are
not as yct forthcoming.”
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Gurrent Eopics.

Notes and Comments on Events
of the Day.

INTERESTING SUBJECTS AND NOTABLE
THINGS WIHICH HAVE OCCURRED DURING
THE DPAST MONTH.—CUNTEMPORA-
NEOUS HISTORY FROM A FAMILIAR
POINT OF VIEW.

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,
Mra, 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 blauk 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 succeseful that it is believed in time
millions will be invested in this way by very poor
pecople. 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
goodsall over the United Kingdom. Andthenhe
is urging the reduction of charges for telegrains
to a half- nny 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 Froposed reduction is estimated at $350,000.
But if the reduction brings a larger patronage to
the government telegraph, tliere may be na.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 amnount of a half-pennyis a
matter of moment. How much more this blind
postmaster can see than certain American post-
master-gencrals, and for that matter, the Ameri-
can people themselves. For we hand over our
telegraph system to corporations who are prolitic
of devices to add to their profits at the expense of
the public; instead of demanding that our Gov-
ermment should do the work, s0 as to give the fa-
cilities of this great agent of modern civilization
to all its citizens at the lowest possible cost. Jay
(iould, the great American telegraph king, has
excellent eyesight, especially in matters of advan-
tage to himself ; 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 {s 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, honanza, 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 Rcepublic has
decrced that all the children of France shall be
educated. It is also settled that the young wo-
men of France shall have the xame 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 extremc 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 ho
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 8tock 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 casc 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
sent. He also forfeits his right as a member
if he lends money at less than 6 per cent. to his
customers; nor 18 he permitted to charge less
than 825 for buying and selling a hundred shares of
stock. 8o jealous and close is this corporation
that a rival open board was not permitted the use
of the tape upon which {s 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 sixty
members, while there are eleven hundred brolers
in the New York Stock Exchange. Seats inthe
8an 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 Fran-
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
rice of seats from %100 to over $30,000 within
5 years, shows the enormous development of
stock operating—or shall we call it gamblinF——
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. Thisis
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, 8t. 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, nnd 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 chemieal agents were used, the result
being the restoration of the apparent vitality of
the body. It is said that this new invention is

uite perfect in its way, and that the features and

orm 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 fumsible that this dress-
ing of the dead, this simu ation of life and health,
may becoine fashionable? May not people argue
as death is natural, why not make it lenss repui-
sive? To some people there is a strange fascina-
tion in viewing the features of the dead. They
like to mark ‘“where beautv lingers,” bLaving
partially escaped ‘“ death’s defacing fingers,”

When religion died out in the Roman Empire
there was o period of despair, andsuicides became
very common among women. 8o serious became
the mania for self-destruction, that to check it,
the emperor issued a decrce that every woman
who took her own life should have her body ex-

osed, nude, to the gaze of the rabble of Rome.
R‘his 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 dcath, may not a wish to be
benutiful 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 avy of these beneficial purpoces? 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 soldicrs 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
verve enough to tell the people the truth about it.

The Westward March of Empire.

Wheve 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-
lon 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 thelr 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.
‘I’ he 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 marvclous 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 prowing with a larger per cent. of ad-
vance than in any period of their past history.
Yes, we certainly live in a remarkable period.

A Splendid Scheme.

We allude to Captain Eads’ Tehuantepee 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 toa port in the Gulf of Mextco,
there hoisted upon a railway line, taken to the
Pacific Const, and then launched so as to continue
the voyage to Asia. The Mexiean Government
warmly favors the project, and therc are many
distinguished engineers who believe it quite feas-
ible. Should Captain Eads succeed, it would
render unnccessary De Lessep's famous canal,
But still European capitalists seem to believe in
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De Lesseps ; the money has been sabscribed, and
the enginecrs arc already on the road to commence
the construction of the new avenue between
Europe and Acia.

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 8choharie County, N. Y., i8 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 oftcn produde an fllumination
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 asthe Mammoth
Cave. In the early days our rude ancestors were
forced to live in caves, 80 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
;.lhey have seen the caverns in the earth nearer
ome.

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, Ilence
- he said that wars, pestilences, and famines were
cseential 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 tothe latest pisci-
culturists, there is no limit to the production of
fish food. B. B. Reading, of California, declares
that ‘If the ocean itgelf 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. yI‘he
fecundity of fishes is something marvelous, and
80 much superior is man’s providence to nature’s
wastefulness, that, whereas ninety-five per cent.
of the fecundatud 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

ity of it is, that, with all this ability to produce

ood, 80 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 ail the possibilities of nature are taken ad-
vantage of. Man can multiply the fish in the sca,
his care can increasc the cattle of the field, and as
for the earth itself, it docs not begin to produce
as abundantly as wheu science will be brought to
bear on that problem. Oh! that we could go to
sleep for two hundred years, and wake up to sce
all the improvemecnts in store for the human
race.

Twenty-four Husbands.

A Chippewa squaw known as ‘“0Old Monu-
ment”’ ig living with her twenty-fourth hushand
on Ann River, Minnesota. Forty years ago, at Bat-
tle ilollow, she was living with her thirteenth hus-
band, a distinguished warrior who fell pierced hy
the arrows of the S8ioux. 8ince then she has been
married and divorced from ten hurbands, and her
present spouse is the medicine man of the tribe.

This ic the most marricd woman nn reeord. It
however recalls the fact that polyaundry was the

prevalent marriage custom in the very carly 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. TPolyandry in its time was an honored
institution, sanctioned by custom and blessed by
religion. An unclean variation of it is not un-
known to-dayin the midst of our high civilization,
but it is under the han of public opinion, and i8
sometimes called ‘‘ the social evil.”

The New York World’s Fair

will certainly be held, but there is some doubt as
to whether matters ean be arranged so as to hold
it in 1883 as was first designed. General Ulysscs
8. Grant has accepted the presidency. A sitc
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.

Epoch 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-
terccpted by his mother-in-law, and thinking him
dead his wifc married 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 two hushands
compromised in the interest of their children.

In this traveling age, when enterprise and the
spirit of advantage temnpts men away from their
families, we may expect that many of these do-
mestic complications will arise. Indced one of
the most serious problems of the future is how to
maintain the sacredness of marriage, and provide
for the welfare of offepring 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 8ir Thomas More’s Utopia
involved the notion of & millennium upon this sin-
cursed and suffering earth. In these modern
times numberless attempts have been made to

practically rcalize these dreame ; but they have
very generally failed. Probably the most sue-
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 hushands. 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

created against them violent prejudices, which
they could ot live down.  About a year gince, in
deference to public opinion, they gave up their
aystem of “complex’’ marrfage. and adopted the
monogamy whichh generally obtaing in the out-
side world. They claim that the sixty odd ehil-
dren borm to them are execeptionally healthy and
well-favored. In ordinary socicty, front two-fifths
to onc-half of the children born die before they
arc tive years old. In the Oncida community there
have only been two deaths, from malformation at.
birth, while the urual ehildren’s diseaser, whoop-
ing cough, measles, and the like, are entirely un-
known.

The community atill exists, 300 atrong, but here-
after it is to be simply a joint-stock conipany. Its
founder and leader, John Humphrey Noyes, ix a
first cousin of Rutherford B. Hayes, ’resident of
the United Stater. Noyes ia upon record ax xny-
ing that community life is incompatible with
monogamic marriage ; henee the past succesr of
the Oncida community and the Shakers, promis-
cuity being the practice of the one and eelibacy
of the other. Although the Oncida community
have a sgplendid domain, spaciour buildings, prox-
perous factories—for they make rifk, traps, and
mctal ware. and sell large quantities of canned
fruits—yet it is in the book of fate thiat its days
are numbered. Though not much regurded to-
day, it has tested some of the most serious prob-
lems of man's life on this planct, and it ix a pity
that some unprejudiced person should not write
its hirtory.

Athleticism.

Foreign journals are noting the extraordinary
progress the United Btates is making in athletic
sports. A few years ago we were a rkedentary peo-
ple ; now we excel in all outdoor games. Our clf-
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. 8losson ir deter-
mined to beat Vignaux, the famoue French billiard
expert. Captains Bogardus and Carver can Kkiii
more pigeons and break more glasr balls than the
crack sbots of any nation on carth. OQur marke-
men are always victorious over foreign teanis. We
have not heard much lately of pedestrianiem,
since Ilart and Pogream, two colored men, heat
all their white competitors. There ir one athletic
game greatly in vogue among our coliege youths,
which is voted dangerous. We allude to foothall.
It is a very exciting one, and ir getting to he ex-
ceptionally (Fopular; but it has made too many
cripples, and not a few powerful young men have
been ruptured for life. Our young wormnen arc
adepts in croquet, while lawn-tennia, an athletic
outdoor game, is getting to be deservedly popu-
lar. All this cannot hut add to the stamina and
health of future generationk. By all means lct us
encourage harmless and vitalizing outdoor sports.

John Chinaman again.

It seems a new trcaty has heen 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
lawe 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 bhe prohihited by our na-
tional or municipal laws., It muxt be confessed
that, where best known, the Chinere are least
liked. They lower the standard of comfort of the
working-clasees ; they sell what they make, but do
not purchase ; they are without wholcrome family
ties, and practice hideous and unnatuml vices.
They would add an undesirable elcment if incor-
porated into the American race, and while their
thrift and industry are admirable, these virtues
will not outweigh the many evile which wonld

born that they chould inherit health and strength, | come to the nation if.they were ailowed to rettie

physical, mental, and moral. Although the Onei-' indiscriminately in all parts of the country.

da communista were orthodox Christians, the

At

{leaat this 1s the argument against Chinese immi-

novelties they attempted in their social relations ' gration.
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Matches. conmunity, and they are governed by tweuty-| road to run upon the tops of the Bierra Nevada

Not love matches, good reader, but those with
which we light our gas and fires. Who wonld
think this is so important an industry that a syn-
dicate has just been formed for monopolizing
their manufacture, with a capital of &2,250,000°?
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-trecs 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. Euach pole repre- .
sents a tree. 2,000,000 cords of wood are burnt
u;) in brick-making. It takes 75,000 acres’ growth
of 30 vears’ old wood to supply the annnal de-
Is it any wonder that our
In view of the im- |

\

mand in railway ties.
forests have disappeared ?
mense consumption of timber in matches, was
not the little boy who sold them, when asked his
business, justified iu saying that he was a lumber
merchant ?

Cold Snaps.

This has 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 clotlies 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 extendingto
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 remcmbered for its cold and storms.

Down with Gambling.

A notable effort is making by the governments of !
France and Germany to put a stoptothe gambling
hells connected with the leading continental water-
ing places. The s, (nl independent cities, where the
health-giving springs are situated, long abused
their privileges by establishing gambling houses.
With the extension of the anthority 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 pas~ion, this willingness to risk money
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 duily on
the 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 tometimes it is
very ditlicult to diztinguish between a speculative
purchase and the turn of a card. Trade proper is
an exchange of cquivalents. But when you get
something for nothing. or for very little, it cannot
be called an honest business transaction.

An Infinitesimal Republie.

It is called Andorra, situated in the Pyrenees. |
This little principality has been a republic evert
since the time of Charlemagne. It rendered that .
great king some service, and lhe gave it a charter
recognizing its antonomy for all time. Andorra, |
17 miles long by 15 wide, has recently made some
noise in the world by refusing permission to a
railway company who wi-hed to open a gambling
saloon. It will be remembered that Monaco, an-
other lit’le republic on the borders of [taly, has,
in the pa to been one of the great gambling cen-
ters of Furope. Buat this little republic of the
Pyrences would not ennsent to profit by gambling,
There are only ten thousand people in this little

four couneillors. These rulers have a uniform :
Kknee-breeches of gray cloth, waistcoat and waist-
band of red wool, woolen stockings of light blue
shade, shoes with silver buclkles, 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 10 be the old-
st piece of architecture jn Europe. The only in-
terference with their independence was when
Henry 1V, of Frunce prohibited them froin estab-
lishing the inquisition. August Cointe 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 mmankind at
large. But the real social and political life of the
race was to be settled in thesc swall 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 trifiing cost. In 1873 about one
million shad were turned out; last season fifty
million were set aticat. 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
1381 between two and three hundred million of
shad will have been hatclhied by the commission.
[n addition to the shad the streams are stocked
with salmon, cod, and Spanish mackerel, the
last a delicious fish, too little known, but whicl,

alas, must be eaten near where it is caught, or it !
Nor are the inland waters
neglected. Thirteen millions of white fish were :

loses its dainty tiavor.

turned into the lakes last year, and this year fully
forty millions will be hatched out. Then a new
fish, at least new to these shores, is the German
carp, an incomparable poud fish.
origin, and is to fish what the chicken is to fowls,
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 furmer can grow a
crop of carp whichi will cost him nothing and
give him fresh fish-food the year around.

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. TLast 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 lesitation 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?

There is no engineering feat the imagination
can conceive that is not mooted nowadays.
Rowan Helper proposes to run a donble-track

It is of Chinesc

and Andes Mountains.  We judge thut before
that scheme is tested muan will navigate the air,
But there are persons who are now seriourly 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 sliores 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 wonid be
subject to water pressure eqnal to 120 atinos-
pheres its casing will huve to be 18 inches thick.
The tube i8 to cousist of sections, each 60 fect 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 lowercd into the sea by steel
chains so that it shall reach tlie bottom in imme-
diate proximity to the section it is destined to
join. The junction will be effected by submarine
workmen, and these processes shull 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 grows longer and larger. [t
will be built simultaneously from both sides of
the Atlantic. Edison is to be calied on to furnish
the motor power by an electric locomotive. The
time of the traius to be fifty hours from coutinent
to continent ; the cost not to exceed £700,000,000,
Does not that take away one’s breath, and yect
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? While 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 bafled 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 fax has brought
the plaguc into Ireland, and the government has
taken steps to stamp it out. It will be remem-
bered that this dread visitation appeared in Rus-
sia about a year since. The Czar acted promptly ;

We ! @ cordon of troops surrounded the infected dis-

might fill a page of this Magazine in telling the ;

tricts, and the sick were izolated until the pesti-
lence disappeared. It is the telegraph which will
prevent the spread hercafter of any infectious or
contagious disease. The ycllow fever got as far
a8 Memphis two seasons in snccession. 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 see a visitation of tlie cholera such as
we had in 1802, or plagues such as those of Egvpt,
and which ravaged ancient Athens. The death-
dealing influences to-day are more fatal, because
insidious and nnobserved.

Controlled by One Man.

All the telegraph wires of the United States, as
well as the cablesto 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 iu this
country a conscienceless corporation has owned
all the wires, and has taxed the people at their
own pleasure. We have hercafter to payintercst
on property estimated at 0,000,000, which could
be replaced for less than £7,000,000. Jay Gould is
now supreme in the telegraph system, and can
manipulate the news of the world at his will. 1le
has the fixing of the price of every commodity in
all the markets of the country. If ourgovernmeut
is less competent to manace the telegrapl system

railway from Bebring's Straits to Patagonia, the ! than is Jay Gould, is not the republic a failure ?

|
|
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What a Lot of us.

Yes, there are 50,152,539 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-tive years or less this im-!
men=<e 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 oecupy the whole of North
Anterica.  Our dominions will extend from ocean
to ocean, and from the Isthmns of Panama to the
North Pole. Youngmen justentering life will only
he middle-aged when thls wonderful growth in
power and population will have been accomplished.
Of courseit 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 Londous. There is no danger of 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 01d Time Brigand.

His name was Imbro Brkanies of Diakover Dis-
trict, of Croatia. He was the terror of the country,
robbing, and sometimes killing, in defiance of the
soldiery who attempted to capture iin. He was
the veritable king of the mountains. Indeced the
unsettled state of affairs in Southwestern Europe
has developed the bandit, and when he is sucecess-
ful he becomes the hero of his district, for after
all it is the travcler and the rich whom he de-
spoiis, giving his guins very often to the poorer
people. But Imbro came to grief. He plundered
the mayor of alocal village who had the tax mouey
in his possession. The bandit committed the im-
prudence of visiting two women to have a revel,
and speut some of his money. It happened that
he boasted of killing a person who proved to bea
former lover of one of the two girls. She deter-
mined to be avenged, and when he was asleep she
sent for the soldiery. Theycame, and then the girl
told him that she understood the soldiers were on
bis track and lie had better leave. He jumped up,
armed himself, rushed out, whereupon the girls
cleverly shut the door behind him. The soldiers
were about thie house; he fought desperately.
He plunged into an arbor, jumped over a wall,
shot the sergeant dead, and was just escaping

when¥W, lucky bullet through his brain toppled him
over.

I was ;Jong since when bandite were very
aamergape, Y Rt ol d-ndng}a,{glgn of
Kins= ora <109 1y, onty somo
foul S5 o .~ ~brigands who

s, but that d1ag Leeid yo-d
stored to peace and order. A GreelRapAit soine .

ten years since captured an Enghish lord ad held
idm for a high ransom. Robbertes lke
flourish in troublesome times. Even our ewn .
Western Territories were in parts rendrered insi- |
cure by the prescnce of highwaymen. But in this®
agze of telegraphs brigandage is out of date.
The robber, no matter hiow fleet Lis steed, cannot
beat the lightning, and so the record is a monot-
onous one, for in nearly every case of robhery
now iun the extreme West the offender is pursucd
and killed.

Digging in 0ld Ruins.

Franeis H. Bacon, of New York, Joseph T.
Clarke, of Boston, and Maxw.ll Wrigley, of
Brooklyn, sailed for Europe last 1. ontl 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 archwmology.
Four other gentlemen are to follow, and it is ex-
pected that before the first of April the work of
excavation will begin. Assous is on the southiern
coast of Asia Minor, thirty miles south of the site
of Troy, and directly opposite the island of T.es-
bos. It is now a Turkish village, but one thou-
saud yvears before Clirist it was renowned for its
wealth and refinement.  The visible ruins are the
fincst of auy Greek city now extant. We have

an American Archaological Society, but so far
we have doue very little toward discovering the t
records written in earth of prehistorice civilization.
We have in our southwestern eountry, iu Mexico,
on the Isthmus, and in South America, memori-
ancient civilization before the wlhite
As yet no rich Amerienn

il of an
man trod these shores.

has had interest enough in his country or the
coutinent 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 hieroglypll-
iesand 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 grcatuess of Grecce.
The discovery of Minerva of Phidias his been
the most recent feat of the German explorers.
Then we all know what Dr, Schliemann has done
for Troy. Let us send after our countrymen to
Asia Minor our good wishes ; butinstcad 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 monnds, 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 Romaus had their temple of Janus, which
was closed during periods of peace; but these
were 50 infrequent that the temple was only closed
twice during the cxistence 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 inSouth
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 internatiorallaw.
There can however be but one resnlt. 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 50 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 ir a purchase. He thinks the
present monctary execitement will culminate in
e wrentest laud speculation of the eentury., The
AL incrense of our popolaticu, frori cng
tlom.snd vetural causes. will, in his opinig
fG‘}t Loirs F Ay « el ien. whep 'ul‘- {,f
sands of persons vl , 1)
vestmente in realty.  Mr. Croly is of opinion that
the average price of lund, the whole country
through, will advance thirty per cent. within five
years, of courze, the greatest advuance being in
city property and in locatious 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 altogetlier
lovely, according to this authority. We ought to
have another panic within five years’ time, due to
cxcessive railroad building, as well as other per-
manent improvements, such as house-building,
which is using up the available capital of the
nation faster than it is made. Iu other words, we
are discounting our profits. Mr. Croly thinks that
people who invest in Northern Pacitie, Mcxican
Railway, and similar bonds will lose a great part
of their money. Ile points out the fact, that,
with few exceptions, all new railway lines have to
be reorganized two or three tines before they pay
expenses, as witness the Northwest, Fort Wayue,
Missouri, Kansas and Texas, Kansas Pacific, Irou
Mountain, ete. 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.
orizinal subseribers to the Northeru Pacific Rowud
will be repeated several time« according to this
authority. But tlen, times are prosperous and
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are likely to remain so, and the propliets of evil
ahead will get no heariug,
A Murderous Sheik.

Cairo is a busy city. In its streets jostles the
missionary and merchaut of the West, wiih the
dervishes and traders of the East. ‘I'hie extremes
of religious fanaticism ineet at this mouth of fhe
Nile. Cairo city has been shaken to its ceunter
recently by the discovery of fearful crimes cowm-
mitted by a person who was at ouce a sheik and
a doctor. lle ministered to souls as well as to
bodies. Certaii women dirappeared, quite a num-
ber in fact ; but the morals of Cairo are none of
the best, and the hushbands and fathers simply
supposed that thev had taken flight with somne
favored lover. But finally a wife disappeared,
whom her husband really loved 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. lle
sought the proper authoritiecs, and the officers
undertook to search thc premises. The saint was
at his prayers upon a small strip of carpet. They
had to wait long before he recovered from his re-
ligious trance, They questioned hitn. Ie denied
all knowledge of the lady, but upon scarching
the house her jewels and cloihes were found.
Then the garden was examined, and, oh, horror!
quite a number of corpscs of women were discov-
ered, and on top of the heap was this his latest
victim. The pious murdcrer then confessed. If
a woman had rich jewelry with her, he cloked
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 rarve 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 movenment was started in London which is
worthy of imitation. A inusic 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 halls 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 alluowed.
Thornberry, the lightning cartoonist, fhows his
skill. the Berrisor troupe of Roman gladiators,
Mr. Howard Panl, 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 rcligious people wish to save the
body of the community from evil associations,
they could not do better than invest their spare
means in concert Lalls such as is sketched above.

Chili and Peru.

The war between Chili on one side, and Peru
and Bolivia on the other, has resulied in the vie-
iory of the Chilians, who have Leaten the Peru-
d their ally in several battles, and lLgve

) Mo M

LNl Whp elty of Lima.  The war was about
FBOTTo~__ Y and mines which ench natton
clajmed, A e of gD et —

pres ~ Ty W T O’
The frequent occw..ove ol Wars among the
South® Ameriean republiez shows the advantage
of our system of governmcnt, which protects
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. Eaelh locality might be permitted
to do what seemed best for its own environment,
while disputes, such as those bhetween Clili and
Peru, could be scttled by a central authority or
court, without a resort to arms. The United
States might take the initiative in suggesting u
confederation of this kind. 1t is to 1he discredit
of our statesmanship that we have had no more
weight in the counsels of the South Anerican na-
tious. We ought, indeed, als0 to mouopolize the
trade of Soutly America; but Great Britain gets
the cream of it, because of the government hielp
given to steamship lines. It is not the American
flag which is secn in South Awericun ports, but
the Union Jack of Great Britain. The people of
South America prefer our earriages and agrienlti-
ral tools, ‘wut they are forced to buv less desiralve
woods from Great Britain; for we have no steam-

Tire history of the i shipsou the Atluntic coast, while tlie heavy freight

chirges of the Panama Railway monopoly make
profitable trade with the West Pacitie conrt im-
possible,
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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 & baize-lined chest.

Woodwork strongly impregnated with tungstate
of roda or silicate of soda—by treatment in strong
aqueons 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 & 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 peceuliarly
liable to abrorb ecfiluvia, and should thercfore
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 materfal 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 eylinder
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 eloth without too much rubbing.

Care is needed in the selection of swectbread,
which is the thymus gland of the calf, for buteh-
ers will sometiines 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.—Torevive old kid gloves,
make a thick mucilage by boiling a handful of
flaxseed ; add a little disgolved soap ; then, when
the mixture ¢ools, 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-brushes. —Rub into each brush
from a quarter to half a teaspoonful of powdered
borax, aceording to size and condition of brushes ;

then, holding the brush ob a slomm}ﬁ* 215 of butler, baat up two eges with a

warm (not hot) water over, and

the bristles are clean. Tbﬁ‘;,. w e
- =T o0t in the alr

to l'lry The hmxhpa thug cleaned kecp a beautiful
color, and the bristies never get soft.

Mint Vinegar.—Procure some fresh mint, pick
the leaves from the stalk and fill a jar with them;
add viunegar to them until the bottle is full ; cover
closely to exclude the alr, and let it infuse for a
fortnight ; then strain the liquor and put it into
small bottles for use, of whieh the corks should
be sealed.

A Belf-acting Machine.—A wonderful invention
has been made in England, by which a young eot-
ton spinner in Bradford has counstrueted ma-
chinery which, when set in operation, goes on con-
tinuously night and day, making silk cord, fringes
and trimmings, without any one to tend it, even
stopping to mend its own breakages.

Putting 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. IHave a bag to hold the stockings of cach
mewmber of the family. Tabel each one, in order
to save time and not be obliged to look into each

Iced Coffee.—Mix a breakfast-cupful of veory
strong coffee, swectened to taste, with three pints
of scalded cream ; strain, frecze until half frozen,
and serve. :

Canned Peas.—Boil the peas in plenty of salted
water, and as fast as possihle.  When done, drain
off the water effectually, lay half the peds in a hot
vegetable dish, put a pat of fresh butter on themn,
and the remaining half of the peas on the top of
it.

Beef Extract.—Take onc pound of juicy buef
and cut it into small picces, remove all the fat,
then plaee 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 of
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 eup 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 buttered 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 n little
pepper and salt, roll the mixture up into small
balls, egg, bread-crumb, and fry them in hot lard
or butter. A little erisply fried parsley to garnish
the above will add to the tempting appearance of
the dish.

Wild Duck-—Wild duck should be scalded fora
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 @ingerbread.—Mix one pound of flour and
a taldespoonful of ground ginger; rub in four

cand a piut. of molasses, and #i¥5to the
i uste, and bake in &
squure, shallow Lm in a moderate oven, being
careful not to scorch it.

Fritters.—Take apples, oranges, pineapples,
femons, steep them in lemon and sugar foranhour
hefore using. Dip the frult in batter and fry it,
cach part separately, simply dropping the fruit
and batter into the kettle of boiling lard.

8pice Cakes.—Take one cup of molasses, three-
quarters of a cup of sugar, one tablespoonful of
ginger, and a teaspoonful each of powdered
cloves, cinnamon, and allspice. Add these to onc-
half cup of melted butter, and beat in two tea-
spoonfuls of soda, and flour enough to roll. Roll
very thin, cut ont 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 eold adil one-fourth pound brown sugar
and one-fourth pound of. flour, Next day add
one pound of boiled potatoes, peeled and well
pounded. ILect the jar remain near the fire to rise
while making, afterwards hottle it off, cork it well,
and keep in a cool place. Let it remain in the jar

to find the oues you wish to use.

till a good froth rises to the top.

Ham Toast.—B8crape or pound rome cold ham,
mix it with beaten egg, season with pepper, lay n_
upon buttercd toast, and place it In a hot oven for
three or four minutes. Dried salimon, smoked
tongue, potted meats, or any other relishing
viands, answer equally well upon toast.

Doddlings.—This {8 a New Luglund ish, and
is nice ut the seaside, where appetites are expan-
sive. Take thirce cups of fine rye meal, three cups
of Indian meal, one egg, and three tablespoonfuls
of molusges ; add a little salt and allspice, and
enough rich sweet milk to make a batter stiff
enough to drop from a spoon. Fry to a good
brown in hot lard.

Potato Croquettes.—Pass some eold boiled po-
tatoes through a sieve. Make them iuto a paste
with the yolk of an cgig 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. Fryin hot lard, and
serve with fried parsley.

Apple Snow.—Pare and core six good-slzed ap-
ples, steam them in two tabiespoonfuls 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 guite fresh egg ; heat 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 toa
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 mesl, half a pint of molasses, one
and a half gills smart yeast, one teaspoonful salt,
one small teaspoonful carbonate of roda; mix
well, pour it into a tall straight-sided mold with
a tight covervL rlse three or four hours.

Steam or boll | ;hq Remove
the cover a44; ; dr) for
half ar hour? {

Soda Cake — ot “\'\_..."""Den-

slve. Rub bglf, sound | of butter into two ponnds
of floygtiix with it a pound of currants, hall a

.m:ﬁi& of raw sugar, two ounccs shred candied

peel, and a little grated putmeg. Beat up two
eggs, add them to & 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
yolk 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 tablespoonful of creum or condensed
milk, and the juice of a lemon.

Snow Cakes, —Half cupful of butter, three eges,
two cupfuls of sugar, four of flour, one of milk,
two teaspoonfuls of haking powder. Stir butter
and sugar together, add the beaten yolks aml
half the flour, with the baking powder in it ; pour
in the milk, beat the whites thoroughly and mix
in ; then stir in the rest of the flour. Bake in
small, fauey-shaped pane, and ice when cold.

Irish Btew.—Take ahout two pounds of chops
from a loin of mutton, place them iu a stewpan
with alternate layers of sliced potatoes and layers
of chops, and three small oniong, and pour in &
pint and a half of cold water; cover the stewpan
closely, and let it stew gently until the potatoes
are ready to mash, and the greater part of the
Eravy {s absorbed; then place it in a dish, and
serve It very hot.
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The Children’s Pudding. — Mix six ounces of
bread-crumbsa (well grated), three and a half
ounces of sugar, and a pinch of salt; then take
onc and a half pounds of apples, pare, core, and
quarter them, arrange them In close layers in a
dcep tart dish, and strew amongst them four
ounces of sugar and the grated rind of a fresh
lemon ; aid the strained juice of the lemou. 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-
sing, and sugar each one pound,two pounds of
bread-crumbs, brown or white, two pounds of
carrots grated, two pounds of potatoes grated,
onc pouud of suet, a half pound of lemon peel,
salt to taste, one ounce of ground ginger, onc
pound of flour, four cggs, 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 gkin and outside parts; if
mutton, an underdone slice or two from a leg,
saddle, or loin; mince it very finely; put it into
a stewpan with a little very good strong gravy or
beef tea, frce from fat ; flavor it, if liked, with a
few herbs and spices, and simmer gently until
quite hot, but not boiliug ; then thicken it with a.l
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 cgg.

Roast 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
salt, and put it nearer the fire, and as soon as it
tns takeu a good color It is ready,  Tiwe of roust-
ing must necessarlly varvy according to,,,f_.h-‘.:ﬂ"ire
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tble all of a'vise ; wash ther a8

a snucepan to the helght of about ong
cgld water, put’n inverted saucer in ft, and on
tiils put the potatoes with a small handful of salt;
put a wet cloth (four or five folds) over all, and
leave the 1id of the saucepan lifted on one side, |
Put the saucepan on the fire, and let it hoil hal?

aiL

an hour, then draw it on onc side till the time of
serving.

Caramel Custards —Put a handful of loaf sugar
in a saucepan with a little water, and 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
(pugar to taste) and as much caramel llquor (cold)
a8 will give the mixture the desired color. TPour
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

| cut exactly the size.
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dry, add a teacupful of water when they are half
done, Serve with Boston brown bread.

Mayonnaise S8auce.—Carefully strajn the yolks
of two eggs into a basin, place it in a eool plaee,
or, if necessary, onice ; add a tablespoonful of salt,
mix well ; then proceed to pour in, a few drops
at a time, some salad oll, 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 Russe.—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 fee. Beat up half a pint of rich cream
with 1 oz. of isinglass (previously dissolved in suffi-
cient water just to cover it). Sweettn to taste,
and flavor it with two liqueur glasses of noyau
and the juiee of half a lemon, Pour this into the
mold, and cover it with a slice of sponge cake
Tee it, and turn it out very
carefully.

Apple Fritters.—Pecl three large apples, core
them with a column cutter, and cut them across
In slices rather less thau 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 eovercd for a couple of
hours, then take each piece separately, dip it in
batter so that it is 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 teacupful of
white sugar and 4 oz. of butter to a cream: add
the yolks of three eggs well beaten, and two
tablespoonfuls 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 all
add the whites of the eggs beaten to a strong
froth. Flavor with lemon essence, and pour the
batter into four shallow tins like plates, and bake

' “*sen minutes in & guick vven. When cold, two

=a placed on the top of each other, with
“~.n'between. The eakes should be
" -haked, sud covered with pow-

(‘Eh?u Ty, -
Cocoanut 231"

cocoanut, or gt

) =ful of desiceated
*iwn pared off,

sponge cakes. Pour over the
a quart of boiling milk with one tablespoonful of
butter melted in it and four tablespoons of sugar,
Let it stand an hour, covered close. Beat four egeR
and stirintothe mixture ; then bake in a slow oven
like custard pudding. To be caten cither warm
or cold.

Btewed Beef.—Take a picce of fresh silver of
becf (71b. or 81b.), with a sharp knife make five or
8ix incisionsthrough it. Cut as many square piccea
of bacon, fat and lean, 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-

not boil.

Boston Pork and Beans. — One quart of navy

sert one into each ineision } tie up the meat care-
fully, line the bottom of a stewpan with fat baeon,
put the meat on this with some onions and car-

,-»‘wlﬂ“qn
- places B
eocosnut W oRbe

beans, a half pound of pickled pork,2 tablespoon- rots cut in slices, some sweet herbs, a couple of
fuls of thickly-mixed mustard, one large teaspoon- bay leaves, parsley, whole pepper, and salt to
ful of molasses. 8oak the heans in tepid water taste: add a pint of common claret, and half that
ull night. Next day change the water, place thein quantity of stock ; set the whole to stew gently
on the flre, and hoil them a few minutes, not long for some hours, turning the meat occasiouall):.
cnough to crack them, drain them, place them in At the time of serving strain off the gravy, skim
a “bean-pot,” or dcep earthenware pan, nearly it well of fat, remove the string from the meat,

bury the pork in the middle of the beans, add the pour the gravy over it and garnish withany vege- |

mustard, molarses, pepper, and salt, with enough } table that may be in season, either stewed or
water to cover the whole.  If they become too  plainly boiled.

Chicken S8alad.— Take the remains of cold
chicken or turkey, freed from the bones, and a
stalk or two of celery, aceording 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 8 dash of
vinegar to give it piquant flavor; pepper and ralt
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 untii it thickens—it must
not boil—and then a plece 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 ounees of
Nelson's gelatine, or sixteen sheets of the best
French gelatine, in one and = 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 saucepau
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 clcar the first time, it must be passed
through the second time ; but it ir 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.

Dr. EpwARD G. LovE, the present Analytical
Chemist for the Government, has recently made
gome 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. Aud as their capacily
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 thelr relative
commercial values according to the volume of gas
viglded on a basic of 30 cents cost per pound.”

COMTA-
\ AVAILABLE 648, RATIYE
R TAN IRNYPR. WS wnnTs
NAME OF THE " EACH OUNCE FOWDER.  PER
BAKING POWDERS, POUND.
‘“Royal " (cream tartar powder) . 127.4 50 cts,
‘“ Patapseo  (alum powder) . L1252 49 «
‘“ Rumford’s *” (phosphate) fresh . 1235 48 «
“ «“ old . 2.7 18 ¢
‘‘Hanford’s None Such ™ . , ., . 121.6 475«
““ Redhead’s” N . 117.0 46 «
¢ Charm ” (alum powder) . 116.9 46 «
“ Amazon” (alum powder)- . 1LY 4 o«
‘ Cleveland’s »* (short weight § 0z.) 110.8 43 «
“Czar® e e e . 1068 42 ¢
‘Price’s Cream ... . . 1026 40 «
“ Lewis’s ** condensed . 98.2 384«
“ Andrews’ Pearl ” 93.2 3ng¢
‘* Hecker's Perfect’ . 25 36 «
Bulk Powder .o 80.5 30 «
Bulk Aernted Powder 5.0 29 ¢

Nore.—*I regard all slum powders as very un-
\Yholesome. Phosphate and Tartaric Acld powders
liberate their gas too freely in process of baking,

or under varying elimatie changes suffer deterio-
ration.”—V. Y. Tribune, Dec. 17.

[}
I



!
k

Y

DX

Prures and Prisms.

BY MARUARET SIDXEY.

(Continued j'/'(zm page 85.)
CHAPTER III
CICELY'S FIRST ELEGANT VENTURE.

“ I'r makes no difference,”” said Cieely, with the
greatest diguity, a few mornings later, *- I'm jnst
going to have all those Fanshawes to tea; so
there, Rex. They're the ee-gantest girls! And
they're going back on Friday. So it must be to-
night.”

“Glad to koow it,”? said Rex. with an awful
shrug, *for then I cut and run!?”

*1f you do,” cried Cicely, whirling around oun

Lim eavagely, and grasping the top button of his
coat to its imminent danger, ‘“you’ll be the
mean-est boy that ever lived ; so/ "
button a final tweak, that sent it spinning off on a
tangent.

She gave the

“Now,"” cried Rex, staring down at the little
wisp of black thread sticking out to mark the

spot,#¢1 hope you are satisfied ! And then you'll
go and pile in those giggling, diddling creatures.
] wish the train had run off the track before it
ever brought such a load to Briarville!”

i Giggling, diddling ereatures !’ cried Cicely, in

ligh disdain, while her blue eyes flashed ominous-
ly.
times better than your friends, that you think so
much of, Rex Seymour. There’s Tom Brent; he
looks just like an old fish ; yes, he does, a great, -
cold, slippery fish! And I'm sure he don’t say [ ' Well, T spose that’s ep”"

any more than an oyster.”

“Well, I can tell you they’re two million

Cteely, with a -of ¢ o
“Well, he cax talk fast enough,”’ cried Rex | mere at-the m,:gy - g6t some
hotly, straightening up to his greatest height in €AY gt i
‘W:m; iﬂuﬁu’ l"'v;ngn el : W—-%TB"”A& wadertin a;g'x:‘)'é»( de big glassdlish
roun.  They wouldn't ke =TT erugiins broke atelummif® up do sidehaard 2+
s Wwhat’s Ule usy ¢ o o | xatd the old woman, pasting down bher blue cheek-
M—M < | ed apron thoughtfully.

_nred Cleely

R Sl T O
nngeatersdly, with her bond up To the iy, at this

aunouneement § ““you are always asking me to
¢Ome in, and teasing me like everything. I don’t
care if 1 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
derlsively at the whole bunch. ‘¢ And, Dbesides,
you den’t know how to get up company, Cicely,
vou don’t, not to have it decent,”

“Much you kuow,” cried Cicely triumphantly.
I know the stylishest, newest things. The Fan-
=hawes will be dreadfully surprised, you see if
they aren’t, Rex.”

**And everybody else too, I guess,” he mut-
tered.

‘ Apd Maum 8ilvy has promised to let me do
exactly a= 1 want to,"” eried Cicely, running on,
and entirely forgetting the slight on her friends,
“aud not inte¢rfere in anything.”

“8he couldn’t keep her black hands out to
rave her life,” said her brother warningly.

© 8he prowised, 1 tell you,” cried Cicely, bob-
bing her bead at him decidedly. * Well, and it’s

—
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{ the first company I've ever had, and I'm defer-
mined Lo have it just magnificent!”

*You'll be just as sorry,” cried Rex, bringing
his hand down heavily on the table, so that Cice-
Iy hopped iu spite of herself, “and you'll wish
vourself out of the serape a thousand thnes!
Take my advice, Ce, and sfay out!’ He moved
away a4 few steps, and looked volumes,

“Ishan’t 1 cried Cicely, with a perfectly con-
fident soul that nothing, not eveu lLier 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 an your own head
then ; that’s all I’ve got to say about it! I wash
my haunds 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, I 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. “Theidea! Cateh me in any such muss!”
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 he left her, with a bright spot
on cither cheek.

** Miss Cecy,” said Maum Silvy, poking her tur-
ban in at the door.

“What Is it 2 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 8ilvy 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 whole lotis snicked.”

“Is what?” asked Cicely blankly, feeling sure
that snicked saucers would be a calamity she
couldn’t sustain. i

“ Wy, snicked, I said,” repeated Maum Silvy,

do. “Ef athing'sef, ain’t {t et, ch ¥ she rercamed
positively.

Cicely, not being able 10 contradict this Togical
statement, turned her attention to other matters.

 Well, now let's see what we Jwee got for sup-
per, Maum Silvy,” she said at last, stoppivg the
drumming, and drawing ucar the old woman, “[t
must be a real good, splendid tea—juxst everything
as elegant as we can possibly have it,” she criéd,
warming with ler subject, “for these girls are
just as rich as they can be—tliey live {n a big clty,
you know, and they have just ererything, you
know.”

“IHow d’ye know ?” interrupted Maum Kilvy
coolly. ‘“Hev ye ever ben thar?”

‘“Why, no, of course not,”’ said Cicely; “but
Fussy says s0, and —"’

‘“Ies she cver ben thar?’? asked the old wo-
man abruptly, indleating the individual by her
stumpy thumb.

¢ No,” said Cicely; ¢ but then she knows.”

“How ? " persisted Maum Rilvy concisely.

“Why, T 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 ecompesedly across her bhig bosom, “I tort
s0!” 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 hobs of the turban.

“Well,” gaid Cicely with a long breath,
MUST be elegant, that’s all I know !>

“1 guess dar ain’t any Fap—fan-what-d’ve-call
'em 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 ose hand uplifted to give
more emphasis to her words.  ** Dar wos a time wen
yer par could a bought de hull a’ dis yer town ef
he’d a wanted it afore he lost his fortin. Remem-
ber dat, chile; money’s wulgar,” she added, bring-

.‘(it

in a louder tone, “ jammed in all araund the ed
ve know, an’ dey look awful. O, yer par wouls
never let you gib comp’ny wid dem, nnt”"
‘hinmne, he wouldn't.” e

¢ 0Oh, dear, yes,” cried Cicely in dismay, “I
forgot all about that. Now, what shaell we do!
and I was going to have peaches, Maum Silvy,
some of your nice peaches.”

% Ye couldn’t a hed peaches,'* said Maum Silvy,
wriggling all over at the praise of her sweet-
meats; “cos, don't ye remember, we et de las’
o' demn las’ week 2?

“ Were those the wery lust?’ cried Cicely;
“why, I thought we had lots more. Oh, dear
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-
+1y’s face, and vexed that she couldn’t lighten it.
L g ye know ye would her dem peaches, do all 1
would ; T wanted to save ’em.”’

“IWhy, they were on the table,” exclaimed
Cicely, it wasn’t our fault, and of course we ate
‘em then. Oh, dear me! I don’t eare 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 words.

{ “Hevn't I told ye ye can't hev *em!” cried

| b

ing down the hand again, and falling int
At
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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 27 she asked changing the
subject quickly.

¢ Qh, wnothing,” said Cicely bringing herself
back to the matter in hand, * ouly we must have
everything splendid !

¢ An’ it trubbles me 'bout Miss Eld kin,"™ =aid
the old woman, thonghtfully wriokling up her
forehead. ‘1 don’t like to take no gret ‘sponsi-
bilities wen she's away.’

“1V¥Ly, she said I might have *em,” suid Cicely
impatiently, * some time.”

“But not to-night,” said Maum Silvy ina wor-
ried way. ‘“ An’she hed to go, ye know, cox that
business of yer par’s won't wait. Ye better put it
off till to-morrow, Miss Cecy.™

“Iaven't I said they’re goiug to-morrow ¥ ** ex-
claimed Cicely irritatedly. * Didy’t Fussy tell me
so just half an hiour 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 g’pose thar ain’t no other way." =he
said, settling her turban with the air of one in ro-

' Maum Silvy, so nervous she didn't know what to

ciety who knew what was due to the family. 1
shouldn’t want a Seymour to be unperlite, I'm

o licr old
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sure,’”’ and she drew herself up to her tallest pro-
portions, and gave her mind to further details.

“0f course you wouldn't,” cried Cicely, de-
lichted at the change in her ally. “Now, then,
what'll we have next?™

“I'll make you some salad,” said Manm 8ilvy,
who now that the “ compny” was really a fact,
was quite in her elemeut. “ Yes, chicken salad’s
‘bout as nice as anythin’ ef anybody knows how
to make it.”

“T.ovELY !" cried Cicely enthusiastically, and
clazping her hands, ** and be sure to put the yel-
low paste on top, and the capers, and the little
white egg rings, and the olives, and all that. Be
sure, Maum Silvy.”

“0h, I won’t forget,”’ said Mauin Silvy with an
important air. ‘‘I'll hev it nice enough for any-
body’s folks, the salary an’ all.”

“ And I'm going to make some cocoanut eakes,”
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’kin musta took it home then,” said
Maum Silvy.

“Qh, dear ! eried Cicely with a groan, ¢ what
—no, UERE “tis ! ** 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'nut cakes,” advised
Maum Silvy, with a shake of the head, “ ye bet-
ter let ine make the cake—"

¢ Oh no,” said Cicely, sitting down on the floor
to rapidly turn the leaves. ‘ I've never had com-
pany all by myself before, and I wunt to make
‘em. You needn't be afraid, Maum Silvy, I've
made ’etn once before, and they were good—"'

“ Shakin’ up tings wen yer don’t care a cent
whether dey turns out good or not; an’ makin’
‘ein wen comp’ny’s comin’, an’ you'd gib all
yer’' old shuus v 'ein 'speetable, is fwo fngs.
Den, déy}m»d ™ hissell was inter

; o A -

“Well, I’ve got to malke ’em any way,” said
Cicely, “for—for, I told Fussy I was going to,
and they’ll expect ’em.”

“Oh, well, ef yer'd promised ’em,
der ting,” said Maum Silvy. ¢ But
I wouldn't tell folks agin wat I was goin’ to gib
‘em. Ye fecls like coke'nut cakes to begin with
—hut I've geen the time wen 1 could a slammed
on anyting at the last mninute, an’ been thankful
for't !

“ Well, I'm—" began Cicely fo this,

“Oh—oh ! sereamed a voice out in the hall,
elose to the door, that caused Maum Silvy to hop
about a yard away—* Mam—my—come! "

“Wat upon artl’s the matter?? cricd Maum
Rilvy, fliuging the door wide open, to admit Truny,
who, holding her little black noze with one hand,
was gesticulating wildly with the other.

¢ Komethin’s burnin®,' she shouted. ¢ It swmells
auwfud in de kitchun !’

“ De Jinbos ! exelaimed Maum Silvy, plung-
fng along as fast as her heavy body would allow
to the scenc of disaster, when a great rattling of
stove-covers aud pot-lids, accompanied by a slam-
ming up of windows, and a moustrous conumo-
tion generally, proclaimed without the evil odor,
that now flew down the long hall, that the meat

dat’s anud-
ef T was ye,

e —

r:.-r‘sx_x_m,.

leave no doubt abé)ut'herhmw
question, ' *t- g,

.| ull stopped playing, and etared w

window to stick her nose out for a breath of fresh
air.  * Now, that will make ber so cross and ner-
vous, she won't do anything decently. Phew !
oh, dear me !

¢ Well, there’s one thing,” she said to herself,
trying on her little baking-cap to taekle with the
cakes. ‘“Putkins will look lovely, and do ine
credit no matter what happens—dJane does dress
him so pretty. I'll tell her to be sure and put on
that white cambrie dress with the lace trimming,
and his pale blue sash, and then with his beauti-
Jud hair everybody thinks he’s sweet and stylishi.”
Aund Cicely brought up into afirin knot under her
chin the strings of the cap, humming a serap of
a song as she thought of ‘‘the Fanshawes’”’ 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
know—"!

¢1 declare ! ” cried Cicely, the song dying down
in her throat, I forgot all about that—"

“ Folks most alwus warmts one, wen dey makes
coke’nut cakes,’”’ observed Maum Silvy unpleas-
antly, looking up at her over the long flight.
“ Leastways, I never heerd of ’em doin’ widout.”’

“Can’t Pruny run down to the store?” asked
Cicely anxiously.

“ Pruny,” repeated Maum Silvy. “Laws, did
ye eber hear of dat young un’ bein’ anywhars wen
ye wanted her? 1've ben a sereechin’ to her, an
a screechin’, fit to bust, but she’s a mile away I
‘spose, for all 1 kuows.”

“3Yell, then,” said Cicely with a long sigh, 41
shall have to go myself.”” And she untied the
strings and picked off the little white cap.

¢ Better send up sonie more salary,” called out
Maum Silvy after ler, as she was ready to start.
1 may not hev enough, an’ as long’s yer a-goin’
ye better git another bunch—ol! an’ de lump
sugar is all out, an’ de milkman forgot to Jeave
an extra quart, ro ye better go round to Skinner’s
au’ tell him to bring some, an’ don’t forget de pesarve
sassers.t she screamed after ber, when almost
down to the corner.

On the way home Cicely ran aslant of Pruny,
wlio was in a blissful state along with some other
children down on the edge of a dirty little pond,
off frow thetnain road.

¥4 coine home,” culled Cicely 1o ber.

“yow. Comp this minnte ] "

T . L’ eried Prumy in lo-
te%g‘ﬂﬂ‘-éz-;:;!:?‘}»’\k R eLidldy

Y Yes," eried Cleely baok sgmen. . iy <«
ith open TGN,
Do you hear me ** she added imperatively, )

“Yes'm,’” said Pruny, disengaging herself
glowly from her ¢harming companions, and com-
ing up to Cieely’s side.

“Didu’t you know I was going to have cowm-
pany ? " asked Cicely impatiently, and hurrying
on with cager footsteps. )

“Laws” —suid Pruny, hitching nlong after,
with one eye on the forsaken group, “how'd !

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 vulncrable part of Pruny’s malke-up,
her palate, *“ I'll give'vou some of the clegantest
cocounut cakes you ever saw, Pruny. I'm go-
ing to make some.” -

“Ye Dbe?” said Pruny, not appearing as en-
chanted over the prospect as was expected. “1
druther hev some o’ dat sweet stuffl mammy
makes—wot i3’t now ye call it ¢ ”?

“ 1 don’t know what you mean.” said Cicely as
the village clock struck eleven. ¢ Oh, misery me!
I thought it was only ten ; do hurry, Pruny.”

Jeft hoiling for dinuer lLad suffered during the
“comp’ny 7 consultation,
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] ecan’t,” grumbled Pruny, not altering hLer

“QOh dear!" groaned Cicely, running to the ] Mayn't I set down, Mizss Ceey ? 7" she usked, see-

ing a big stone in the distance.

% No,” said Cicely firmly, *if I don’t keep hold
of you now I shan’t see anything wmore 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 yor’'d want to set down. Can’t
I jest one minute, Miss Cecy ?*’ she whined.

“No !’ cried Cicely, made desperate by that
dreadful clock. And then she stalked on, feeling
like a hard-hearted wretch, and as if she shoull
like nothing quite so mueh as to pitch that cocoa-
nut—whieh £or fear of its uot 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 cocoavut com-
pounds, ou whose soul of howmor so much de-
pended.

0O Jane,” she cried, as that individual wan-
dered through the kitclien with a dust-pan of dirt
—*“let Putking put on his little cambrie and lace
dress—his best one, you know—will 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 knawu it
vesterday I could have done it up. But now—"

“\Well, T don’t care for anything,’* cried Cicely,
so horribly disappointed she ecouldn’t restrain
hersclf, <“if Putkins is going to look like a fright
—now I don’t !’ and she bounced into the pantry,
so afraid she should burst out erying 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. ‘e looks real pooty in dat.”

“QOh well,’’ said Jane, who was very kind-
hearted, but who didn’t relish any interfereuce in
her domain, “I'll fix him nice, you necdn’t be
afraid.” Aul then she wandered upstairs again
to the nursery, where Putkins was proclaiming in
a loud voice, “I want to be an angel,;’” and at the
same time brushiug up the floor of the closet with
Tier best hairbrush.

*Is dem wot ye call ‘elegantest’ coke’nuts?”
said Pruny, hanging over the table to watch oper-
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want none, gimmeé somethin’ else !

** Keep still, ean’t ye!™ exclaimed Maum Silvy,
with a thump on her back, “hain’t ye no manners ?
They're too good fer ye.”

“P'raps sone will be nice, Maum 8ilvy,” said
Cicely anxiously, with a scarlet face, and runniug
for another pan, ‘“aund we can make one plateful,
maybe.”

* An den, onless de Fan—Fan—what d’ye-call-
ews, is gret caters, dat ‘1l do,” said Maum Rilvy,
hustling out of view the black unsightly one.s,
and finding time to bestow a pinch on Pruny, to
stop her grinning. ‘“Now ye jest run, hdney—
bird, upstars, an’ rest yerself a bit, an’ den ve kin
step down an’ see to de table, I ‘xpeet dat’s go-
in’ to look awful pooty,” she said kindly, gazing
down into the flushed face and sorTy blue eyes.

** There isu't arything 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!??

_gait in the least, “my toe hwrts so—oh dear!

0L, no, "taint,” said Maun Silvy, brusking off

| ations, and wrmng up her Dese-disdaiutuily, ww—
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the table, and piling up dishes after the cam-
paigu, “ Prunella, ¢f ye don’t stop yer laffin! Now,
ye jest run along chile, an’ wen ye see dis salad
ye'll say thar nebber was such a party afore!”

Cleely’s eyes brightened 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 five minutes fn which to throw herself
down on the upper stair for a breathing spell.

«I can’t think of a single thing to play,” she
mourned, ‘ my head is as empty as an old hollow
gourd. Every game I ever kuew has gone away
from me. Oh dear—I'm so tired!”

«“The flowers is all ready, Miss Cecy,’? said Jane,
looking in, “ar’ Putkins is taking hls nap, so I
can do whatever you want me to.”

¢ Very well,” sald Cecy wearily, wishing there
wasn’t & flower in the world. * Do anything you
want to, Jane. I'm sure I don’t care.” .

“ You're dreadful tired, ain’t you ?*’ raid Jane
sympathetically, catehing sight of the dismal little
face.

“ No—I don't know,’? said Cicely. ¢ That is, I
shouldu’t be, only I’ve spoilt my cocoanut cakes,
Jane; and I'm so mortified, you ean’t think!”
The tears would come now, despite everything.

¢ There, there,’ said Jane, catching up a towel
to stem the flood; ‘“don’t think about ’em.
You'll feel better when you get rested—there,
there.”

“1 never shall get rested,” said Cicely tragical-
ly, ¢ niever in all this world, Jane !”

¢ Oh, yes you will,” cried Jane, laughing mer-
rily ; “to-morrow 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.”

8o Cicely tumbled with hasty flngers into her
best blue cashmere, but forgetting to baste a fresh
rufie on, she had to pull it off, for that neeessary
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 run down stairs with rapld foot-
steps for the fun, that she had expressly stipulat-
ed, of setting the table herself.

‘COh, here they are ! erfed Cicely, rushing at
the flowers. *“ Why, I thought there were some
red roses, Jane.”

“You can’t expect many roses,” sald 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
of the veranda '’ said Cicely, plunglng intc & e
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on; e, v eRe - a1y 3 “well, Put-
kilns pulled them off when he was out playing. I
couldn’t help it, I'm sure,”” and she started up-
atairs.

*Those were the only roses in the whole lot,”
exclaimed Cleely, bunching the other flawers up
into a little heap. ‘¢ The bouquet wili look dread-
fully common now. Oh, dear me! I wish the
Fam—"

Considering it best not to finish, however,
Cicely went steadily to work, and soon had the
satisfaction of secing everything assume a party
aspect that was quite festive and exhilarating.
When Maum Bilvy 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 happlest mo-
ment since early morning came upon her,

“Tsn’t it just ex-quisite! " she exclaimed, hover-
ing over it, crowded close by Pruny, who, radiant
in a white apron, starched eo stiff that it rattled
with every movement ; and whose head, with each
Mttle tail done over with the greatest nicety, re-
sembled a poreupine as much as anything else,

was jamining herself in between Maum Silvy and
the table, perfectly crazy to see and liear what
was going on. ‘1 didn’t know you eould do it so
fine !

“ Dey’ve come !’ eried Pruny, in one of lher
flights to the window—**Oh, my ! ain’t dey dress-
ed up though! Ever go much more’n yow, Miss
Cecy ! ?

““Be sure and shut the door,’? cried Cicely, fly-
ing out to rceeive her guests, ‘‘so that Putkins
can’t get in here,” and then she summoned all her
fine ]ady mauners, and felt big and grown-up im-
mediately.

In the meantime, Jane, having arrayed Putklns
in his second-best dregs, and eurled his long, beau-
tiful golden hair in the most approved style, had
set him solemnly down in his little chair, given
him a picture-book, and with many charges to sit
perfectly still and not stir a bit until she came for
him,” had run off down stairs in response to
Maum Silvy’s call for help.

“Ugh!” remarked Putkins, beginning on his
fifth pieture ; and then he stretched a little, and
the blg 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 chalr, and throwing the
pleture-book down,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 speclal providence, he walked in and surveyed
the scene in silence.

“Des DIl take a flower,” he s2id to himself for
want of a listener, and climbing up on a chaltr,
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, suceeeded 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
a8 fast as lightning the whole length of the fresh
cloth.

“Dat’s too bad ! execlaimed 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 l1nhee
ed, whilo he reached for she sahdmajh\“ -
of the Teast, _ FITITN

“AIn't 1t ‘pmdtﬂ! (33
thch he dmgge? - .,.mvcﬂlng up a fork

%" toss the whole top, “I ean
8o for the space of five

» %

ony Yer yet.”?

.u!ﬁfuteg or more Putkins bent his mind to the fur-

ther adormment of the dish, untfl, quite satisfied,
he flung down the fork and getting down from
the ‘‘ Fanshawes’ ehair ' he went out of the room,
and shutting the door, he betook himself to the
charms of the garden.

*“ And now you 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 entertaininent,
¢ Putty—Putty dear,” she ealled out into the hall,

¢'Es, I'm comin’,” said a small voice cheerily,
and in the next moment an objeet 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 spot where a bow could be put, hack-
ed in again suddenly, with no evident desire to be
introduced, up against the others who were push-
ing forward.

“I'm comin’, 1 eaid,” rcpeated the figure,
¢ Didn’t you hearme ? "

They not only heard, but saw. There he stood,
his spotlessly clean little dress the eolor of the

ground, except in lamentably few spots ; his blue
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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 stute !
But his face!

“Ia this your little brother 2 *? asked one of the
Fanshawes, the second one, with a disagreeable
dmile.

“Tlow d'ye do?" said Putklns sbeiably, and
sticking out one dirty little paw.

“QOh, mercy!? screamed the * pink-bowed”
one, “don’t let him touch you, Arabella, he’ll
$POIL your dress.”

I don’t want to touch her!?” declared Putklns,
glaring at them both with an exprersion of utter
scorn. “1 don’t like her one ULit, not a singie
one!”

“71 think,” sald Cicely faintly, ‘‘that tea’s
ready.” Anything to get those four pairs of star-
ing eyes off from f the beauty of the family.”

#Hs 'tis,” cried Putkins delightedly, and be-
ghiming to amble to the door. ‘ You've got a pen-
did thupper, you have ! ” he volunteered the in-
formation while racing along.

Cicely, too wild and mortified to think of any-
thing else, flew down the hall, the Fanchawes and
Fussy at her back, to mect Maum 8ilvy 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 tecapot dropped with a dreadful
clash from Maum B8ilvy’s hands just as Jane
rushed frantically into the room, crying, *° Has
anybody seen Putkins 2"

1 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
am!”

* Ye might as well set down,” said Manm Rilvy
grimly, with 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 the ngg'egs; seat she could
tles were

find, vaguely wondeﬂn

The seeond Fanshawe girl shook out her b~ °
lets, much as one would ring a bell, and ¥
across at the oldest with a queer little grim,
All the blood in Cicely’s body flew up in her
to the roote of the fluffy light hair. Whils t..
youngest, o small child of eight, whose aim in
life seemed to be to make everybody as uncom-
fortable as posgible, piped out, ¢ There jsu't any-
thing nice to eat,” and leaned back in her chair
and refused everything straight through.

Seeing which, Maum 8ilvy and Jane, who were
waiting on the little guests, let her severely alone,
which so upset her as to work the eontrary effect.
80 that, just before the others had flnished, 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 delicaey.

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 congenlal spirits were con-
gregated. The boy was tall and determined ; and
in every respect looked about as much like Rex
as anybody!

*“SBee here, fellows!” 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 up #?”’ exclaimed one, flinging down
his bovk to look Into the keen black eyes that
wouldn’t brook a ** no,”"

R o T
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3 “Well, I'm in a scrape ; my sister's got a lot of ) . . :
y company on her hands ; those stuck-up girls vis- What Shan I be’ MOther * 'T HAT shall I be, mother? g

iting at Fuesy Hitchcock’s—had to jnvite *em,you Bea student, my love. Consider your mind

] kuow—and we've got to see the thing through ZIK a man, my son; be tirm add brave, A trust lent you, to furnish with wisdom )
and make it a suceess. In short,” said Rex, pull- It safe from temptation, try others to save. refined. y
ing out his watch, “I want you boys to come and Be gentle and courteous, honest and true, Be a lover of books, but still more of A
4 help. Andif you don’t,”” he ecried, giving them Doing always to others as you’d have them thought. ,
L one glance apicce, “why I'll never shake hands in do you. Be not governed by wishes, but ruled by
friendship again with the fcllow that refuses.” Be calin when provoked. Let not passion “I ought;”
There was silence for about one moment. have sway, For duty alone cau keep you steadfast to
*I'll go,” said Tom Brent quictly getting up. TLest you grieve on the morrow for the work right,
f “Good for you! Thank you, Tom ! eried Rex | of to-day. From which you’ll not swerve if you keep
1  heartily, with such a clap on the baek that the it in sight.
Y recipient nearly saw stars. . - e :
“Count us all in!" erled the others, “Shove HAT shall T be, mother 2 i)

on, Rex, tell us whattodo!”” And with about as Bea .soldie.r, my boy. Begin now in youth Goop LitTLE Boy.—Aunt: ‘ Has any one been

pleasant expressions on their countenances as if To fight in good earnest the battle for | at these preserves?” Dead s?lencc. ‘.‘ Have you |

they were to be led to immediate execution they truth. . touched 'them, Jimfl‘ly ?”  Jimmy, with the ut- 1

signified their intention to * help? forward this But rule first your spirit, greater by far m.ost deliberation : ‘“Pa never ’lows me to talk at ]
Than taking a city 'mid the earnage of war, | dinner.”

grand movement ! -
“You're to tell a story, Tom, iu your best Be frank and outspoken, and fearless in| HE was READY.—Georgie (four years old, at the

style,” said Rex decidedly. ¢ A- song is booked views, tea-table) : “Mamma, mayl have some sardines?’
for you, Harry Wilde, and the rest of us will fill But thrust them not rashly before those | Mamma : ¢ Wait till I’m ready, Georgie.” Gceor- 4
who’ll abuse. gie (surprised): “Why, ma, it’s me as wauts 'em.” ‘

in wherever we're needed,’”’ le added. ‘‘Now
pitch in and fix up a bit; I'll be back in five min- |
utes.” And he was gone. i

Down the long street he went with rapid foot-
steps to the village store. ““I’ll do it !’’ he said
through set teeth, I don’t care if * Fourth of
July don’t come but onee a year,” nor what the
boys say. Here goes for Cecy!” And without
allowing himself time to think twice, he rushed in
. and astonished the fat old storekeeper with a
< handful of silverbits and pennies, and buying up
every motto in the enterprising cstablishment !

Cicely’s tired little faee had grown very pale,
! and with all her efforts she was at the very last
5  gasp of endurance in the matter of polite enter-
taining, when the grand entrée came. Evidently
the tables were turncd! The Fanshawes, who
had been on the point of departivg, with the ter-
+  rible verdict In every liue of their pleasing faces,
of a “slow, stupid party !’ suddenly settled down
again, and the fun began.

“Qh, you dear, magnificent, lovely old Rex
. vou!” cried Cieely, when he came banging in,
P his cyes T eltamen-t T T TR,
G  compar

3 - k.
Y eally, mmﬁm d:l:f:”‘.» Y R
b awalting her. -
“1 know,” said Rex sympathizingly, ¢ Wel),
,  1t’s all right now, Puss.”
! “And 1 amn so sorry I talked so about your
friends, Rex,” she said humbly, and wiping ofl
the tears on Lis coat sleeve. ¢ Why, Tom Brent's
an angel, he is 1"
“Isp’t he?” sald Rex, his eyes glistening.
¢ “ Well, ’'m not gorry for what 7 sald about those
Fanshawes, Ce,” he declared, his tone changing,
“not the least bit, for they’re more horrid than |
1 even supposed.”’
] ¢ Aren’t they 27 sald Cleely heartily. ¢ Idon’t
| care if they are rich,”’ she sald vehemently, rais-
Ing her head to look into Rex’s eyes. ¢ They
weren’t a bit polite ; they made fun of all the
J. dreadful accidents, and they wouldn’t look at
§  plctures, and they wouldn’t do anything! Ob,
§ you can’t think, Rex,”’ she said, ““I’ve had such
}  alwrribletime!”
A “ Dou’t think of it,” said Rex soothingly, as if
d she had had the nightmare, *“it’s all over now,
§- and you needi’t have any more company in an
age, if you don’t want it,”
s “You needn’t think I'l want it very soon
d, again!’ gald Clcely, with the first enjoyable
: laugh she had indulged in since morning. ¢]
feel like that old woman Maumn Silvy was telling
‘ ahbout the other day, that gald, ¢It’s a sight casier
8  to go a-visitin’ than 'tis to have company,’
(To be continued.)
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TAKE cretonne and cut four pieces the shape of diagram, only consid-
Put stiff wire round the top of each piece, and
bind with a colored braid, then double the picces to form
\ pockets like the design, and sew the backs all together

Finish at the top with a large brass ring,
and at the hottom with two heavy worsted tas-

—— - [P

o Bag
Livw" & *

Needle~bock.

CoT four pieces of cardboard the size of the top
of a teacup, cover each piece on one side with
blue satin. Cut of black aud old-golid colored , @@
velvet half cireles two inches on the straight side,
on the round side noteh 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 pieres of
cardboard, and fusten the leaves oue over thel
otlicr around the edge. Ovcerhand together af™
trimmed and plain covered cardboard in book
form. Then cut graduated pieces of clotl, button-
hole stitch the edges, place them Dbetween the
covers and fasten securely, Sew narrow ribbon
on to tiethe 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.

P 3
sofa Afghan (&\c‘zchet). ]
The afghan is worked yin alter-
nate stripes of Victoria ch\‘chet and
cross - stitell.  For the ecrucheted
stripe proceed as follows?ﬁm]oug
13 stitches crochet with blug wool
9 pattern rows in ordingry Vie-
toria stitch. In the 1st row of
the 3d pattern row ta](e up the
stitehes as usual, and/f6r the raised
spots, crochet Gib--chai after the
a1, 7th and 11th stitches, drawing
up the last of the 7 chain with the
vertical part outof which the stiteh

wastaken, and in the return row crochet off all the

stitches as usual. In the 1st row of the fourth pat-
a- tern row, when 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-
nately 1 stitek, pass the thread round the needle,
Lien take up one stitch at the same place, and,
stly, draw up together everything that is onthe
edle: the return row is croeheted in the usual

' New Embroidery,

Titg great feature of the embroidery of tlt
sott is the lavizh use of gold thread, either as
outline or a filling in, for both home and dr
purposes. Singly or twofold, the metallic threa
meanders round erewel or silk flowers, :birds,
deer, tigers, inscels, ete., and further defines'
veinings, limbs, paws, and. in short, any point
requiring relief. It is also intertwisted with gold Repeat the 3d and 4th pattern rows, let-
silk cord, an edging very much in requisition for ti% tye raised spots oceur in reversed position.
heavy portidres and hangings in twill silk, satin, | Ak, t)c long sides crochet as follows, on the
velvet, cloth, or xcrge. Bowe of these cords are wrony side,* 1 double in marginal stitch, 4 chain,

t

DH\G{RJ&M OF SHOE-HAS,

nearly ‘as thick az a little finger, and agree with 1 treB iy first of 4 chain, miss 2, rcpeat from * ;
the massive character of the gold embroidery. for thdyuiternate stripes of eanvas, work the pat-

tern in cross-stiteh, in filoselle of the following
colors—* three shades olive, two shades violet,
two shades blue, two shades pink, two shades
blue-green, two shades fawn,”

Crechet Edjing.

Crochet as follows : 1st row : * 14 chain, 1 leaf as
follows : going back along the chaiu, 1slip stiteh,
1 single, 1 double, 2 treble, 1 double, 1 single. 1
slip stitel, repeat from *. 2d row: *¥1 double
in 4th of tlie G free chain stitches, 3 chain, 7 treble
in center 7 stitehes of the leaf, working the center
of the 7treble in the point of the leaf, 8 chain.
repeat from ¥, 3d row: * 1 double in 8 chain, §
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 3
chain, 3 chain, 1 double in 5 chain, 5 chain, 1
double in next purl, 5 chain, repeat from ¥,
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SPECIALITE OF FASHIONS.

! We invite the attention of ladies particularly to the original and special~
!character of the Designs and Styles in Dress furnished in this Magazine.

1 In this department it has always been acknowledged unrivaled. . Unlike
iother Magazines, it does not merely corY. It oblains the fullest intelli-
|gence from advanced sources abroad, and unites to these high artistic
_ability, and a thorough knowledge of what is required by our more refined’
b, and elevated taste at home,  Besides, ifs instructions are not confined to
mere descriptions of elaborate and special toilets, but embrace important
5 information for dealers, and valuadle hints to mothers, dressmakers, and
ladies generally, who wish to preserve economy in their wardrobes, dress
becomingly, and keep themselves informed of the changes in the Fashions:
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to- 4 mere
no city in any country that is better suited than 1~

‘and the speciaities required in the exercise of good taste.

.~

ALWAYS FIRST PREMIUM.

CENTENNIAL AWARD OVER ALL COMPETITORS,

MEDAL OF SUPERIORITY AT THE

Review of Fashions.

Ta1s 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 pie-
turesque attire to the comfort and refinement of

the prettigst \ interlors  Fe=tha £ ngr- the |
o

wartd .~ T

X 0 covntry in the ;v\oﬂ'(‘ifmm.

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
fuvalids. 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 dresscs ordered from
Paris were sent over here made of velvet, and
trimmed heavily with fur so as to be almost un-
bearable in our hot rooms, and subject to rapid
deterioration. The French with their smooth,
icy floors, only dotted with rugs, and freczing 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.

Boft, woolen under-clothing has nearly reached
perfection, and this, of course, i indispensable in
wicter ; 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 uvecessary that the outdoor gar-
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ments be warm and ample for covering. Cloth
jacketsare notenough ; 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, eapable 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, else they shut
themselves up for several months iu the year, and
rogn lose &ll energy and power of resistance, and

T~ither face weather, nor werd off slight at-

e fanciful attire

lch furnish:
which fornishes Fr |y e to

PARIS EXPORSITION,

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 eilk plush,
lined with down quilted in old-gold satin. This
plush is a beantiful 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 eloaks with their magnificent cou-
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 elegunt private

protection. Great temptation &
young who love pretty things, aud wl??ur?r\_
age to indulge iu them. But they must learm.
resist, for dainty as the little silk and satin wuffs
look on a bright, mild moming, with a bunch of
fresh spring violets tied in a nest of lace, it would |
Dot stand one blast of a genuine northeaster, and
therefore young women, or women of any age,
who cannot afford the varicty in their costumes
adapted to fair weather and the reverse, had bet-
ter prepare for the reverse, for in all our lives
we never can get rid of wenther, and we must not
allow ourselves to be bound by it.

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 haveimproved upon these
by the introduetion 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

ball-room. Naturally the white sometimes al-

! ternstes with black, or coior, but in exclusive as-

WRys pre-

- h\,'lmngf%m_g, white toilg
~ambpe., - 4 hite salin

! e vap equivaler
dominate.: ~aon .oqul

lor brocade for \E"ﬁ?—‘“ ) ) I pn.le'
| pink satin trimmed with wn’lﬂl“gﬁnguedoc,
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 fasteus the drapery.

—a

Models for the Menth.

Ix the illustrations which we give for the pres-
ent month our lady readers will find several sug-
gestive designs for the making up of spring cos-
tumes, which may be relicd 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 pictur-
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esqueness, and the drapiog away of the side pan-
fers from the double points in front harmonizes
and completes the design, which s one of the
best for a medium class of materials.

A favorite way of muking up the *‘ Fernande”
is to use ‘‘ stockinet ’ for the basque, and hand-
kerchiefs for the draperies and flonuce, which
are mounted upon a lining.

Another very pretty and useful design is the
“Reinette ” co:tume, which is walking length,
and suftable for indoors or street wear. It 1s a
good desizn for black in a combination of wool
with figured silk or brocaded velvet. Or it may
he made in three materials—the skirt of satin,
or plain velvet, the polouaise of wool with
side panels of figured sllk, satin, or velvet. It
is a very eimple yet very dressy style, and
very youthful in effeet. No great amount
of the haudsome materials composing the
gkirt wounld be required, as it might be
mounted upon a lining of gray twilled
sllesia, or thin wool, a3 preferred.

Fourteen yards of any one kind of goods
makes the comnplete dress. A less expen-
slve way to make it is to use a woolen fab-
ric fur the skirt, as well as the polonaise,
and contrasting figured, in tapestry, or
embossed dusign, for the sides and mount-
ing.

A graceful polonaise is the ¢ Ophelia.”

It ie quite full, but the fullness {8 well
distributed, not ‘‘bunched ' into distortion
orungainliness. It requires nine yards and
a quarter of matervial, twenty-four inches
wide, or flve of forty-cight inches, but it
forms, with the exception of a flounce, a
complete and very haudsome dress. It
s a good design for embroidery which a
young lady may c¢xecute herself, or which
can be purchased in bands.

The “Panline” {s 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 would be of silk, or the
plaited ruflle round the bottom, and the
sides of velvet. The sides being undraped,
and forming a paneled trimming, should
be of the rlecher and heavier material. ) }

The festooned cord- or ornaments to which e T
Apikes are atioched a3 pendanta add mueh | =t~ 7 it

to the distintlon of the rffect.  Elovsel . e
csede t R sor one Mt edar- il
= Lo Hilze

I had E

the ety |, . --v s are used
two vards 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. 1f the lat-
ter is preferred it looks well made of the
fizured material which form=: the sides of
the skirt. The kilting of the under-skirt
may he of tite plain material which forms
the drapery. Six yards of goods makes the
overskirt complete, but one vard and a
lialf of this should be of the fizured stuft.
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
ruit, four vards and a half of which would be of a
figured fabric for sides of overskirt and basque.
There are several seasonable outdoor styles, one of
which is the *‘Capuchin’’ ulster with hood. This is
well-shaped to the figure, and almost tight-fitting.
The hond may be replaced with the ¢ Pelerine
and Heod,” given also, and which {8 a garment

by itself, as well as & stylish addition to a stylish
ulster. We recommend the  Cupuchin” with
hood. or cape, and hood for tourist purposes in
conjunction with a simple whole cloth, or cloth-
finished flanuel 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. Stitchiug, and the satin lining for hood,
are the ouly trimming required except buttons. A
serviceable jacket for spriug is the ‘“ Humberta.”
The only novelty is .the double effect of collar
and revers given to the front. It is finished with
stitching upon a satine facing, and horn or shell
buttous which reproduce the mottled effects in
the cloth.

_ i b .=
Capuchin Ulster,
MapE of fancy English check cloth with 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, medjum and large.

Price, thirty cents each.

Qlaoves.

THERE is great variety in the gloves nowadays,
and so far as taste is concerned no otherstyle can
ever surpass the tine, plain, dressed and undresged
glove of kid such as ladies now wear. Itislong,
it is shapely, it is soft, it is flexible, it is delight-
ful to the touch, and if large enough, but nottoo
large, a 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 cominon ones would secm to flll
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, theyv are ill-fitting, they break out in unex-

pected places, they are a humiliation un-
speakable while they last, and they are
found to he unwearable hefore they are
half worn out. There are superior makes
of English and French lisle thread gloves
which do not full under this swecping ban
I of condemnation. The vnly difficulty about
these is that the ends of the tingers wear
out so very soon, and so mueh quicker
than the rest of the glove, that it is rur-
prising ingenuity has not suzgested some
such remedy as that applied to the heels
and toes of haosiery, viz., double thread in
weaving or knitting. The subject is well
worth consideration, now that gloves are
becoming so peculiarly a branch of Amer-
lcan manufacture, and thesc classes of
gloves are those for which there is the
greatest demand. A new woolen 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 gqunite so well shaped, the
tingers are too straight, bnt it is nent and
warm, and requires no buttoning, the long
ribbing stretching well 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
ensy of adjustment, becausze the fingers are
715 a fine op'm—.:'.'{,
facturers )
direction, and zive us a well-made. well-
sbaped, and durable American glove in lisle
thread and 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 cstablishing a reputation, would
sweep the market, and obtain 2 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 he ashamed to chris-
ten it the American glove. There is ¢ mil-
Houa’’ in it—of gloves for the million.

* What to Wear”

Is too well kpown to nced more than
the announcement of its appearance for
the Spring and Summer of 1881, Its
practical charaeter has alrcady seeured for
it 80,000 circulation, and it has ounly to be seen for
every lady to place herself on the list of its sub-
seribers.  'What it tells s just what every woman
wants to know in regard to her own wardrobe.
Price, fifteen cents, post free.

Send order at once to W. JEXNINVGS DEMOREST,
or MME. DEMOREST, 17 E. 14th Street, New York.

to make & new depe.?" T gy
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Fashicenable Jewelry.

No. 1.—Novel and delicate in design, this beau-
tiful lace-pin is in ““rolled ™ gold, the triple bar
in polished gold connected by a succession of tiny
lalls in dead gold, and having clover or shamrock
leaves at the ends, In the centera scroli-work of

polished gold incloses a pendant set with a pure

white stone that has all the beauty and brilliancy |

of agenuine 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,
2.75.

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 plagues of highly-
polished gold on four sides. Price, $1.25. A
similur style, with plain round head, either pol-
ished or dead gold, is used to secure honnet
strings, jabots, and neckties: 2} fuches in length,
75 cents per pair ; 2} inches, $1 per pair.

No. 83.—A unique and stylish lace-pin of
“rolled ” Roman gold. The center is a ball of
burnished gold, ornamented with filigree and tiny
plagues of highly-polished gold. The ronnd bar is
of burnished gold, and the ends are covered with
filigree work and ornaments of polished gold.
Price, &2.

No. 4.—A simple and pretty lace-pin of “‘ rolled »
gold. Inthe cen-
ter is a succession
of tiny plagques in
polished gold, be-
tween two raised
flat bars. The
edges are filigree
work. Price, .

No. 5.—A light
and graceful lace-
pin of ‘‘rolled ™
gold, the bar of
polished gold in
Kuife-edge work,
with a single

hammole loo (e, . o _ge—t -

L TR [PAYEs
alternated with
tiny gold balls in
polished gold, the
stems in Knife-
edge work.
Above the bar is
seroll work, and a
leaf in the center
of polished gold.
Price, $2.25.

No. 8. — These
ear-drops of
‘“srolled ' gold are
swinging ballg, or-
namented on four
sides with pollsh-
ed plagques, and are
similar in design
tothelace pin No.
11, with which
they may be very
appropriately
worn 88 a Bset.
Price, $2.25 per
palr,

No. 7T.—This
pretty design for
ear-drops i8 {n

“rolled” gold.
The ground work

is engraved and polished gold, and is ornamented | dark ground. On each ride are acrolls of filigree
with a lily in frosted silver and leaves of green | and small bars of polished gold. Price, £3.

frosted gold. All the polished gold is solid, and |

No. 1l.—Luace-pin of *‘rolled™ gold. This

the silver used is coin silver. Price, ¥1.50 per  stylish design is in filigree, on burnished gold; the

pair.

half-sphere in the center being ornamented with

No. B.—Artistic and beantiful in design and ! engraved plaques of highly-polished gold. Price,
workmansbip, this set consists of ear drops and  §2.95.

brouch, which may also be worn as a pendam.l

The design is executed in “rolled” gold, set
with Walteau paiutings on copper. The center ia
a painting of a tambourine player in white and
rose-color ou a silver backgrouud, set in a raised
oval of polishied gold, surronnded by an outer oval
omamented with frosted gold. At the top ir a
flower of frosted gold ; at the rides tiny gold balls
and leaf-shaped ornaments, connected hy bars of
gold, depend from the lower edge. The ear-rings
match in design, and the oval is a swinging pen-
dant. Al the polished gold reen 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-palished gold withip heart-
shaped scrolls of filigree work. All the polished
gold that is geen is solid. Price, 2.25 per palr.

No. 10.—A stylish lace-pin in ““rolled®! gnld.
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 equare medallion, ret. with a
Byzantine mosale, representing a white bird on a

All of these goods are of the hest quality of ma-
terial and workmanship, and many of the designs
are fao-similes of those mude in rolid gold.

it

Our Spring ** Portfolio” Tor the
Sprirg and Summer of 1881,

Our Spring “Portfolio’” of latest designs in
fashions for walking, morning, traveling and
indoor ‘dresses, anid which inecluder pictured
details of all outdoor garments, wardrobes for
children of all ages, and many useful home-made
articler for gentlemen, will be ready Marcl first,
and may be sent for at once, as the large num-
her of its regular subscribers and pnrchasers, ren-
ders an early order necessary to a prompt supply.

The *‘Portfolio ’ of fashions offers unusual
attractions this season in the beauty and novelty
of its designr, as well as in the constant improve-
ment made in the style of the illustrations. Asa
mirror of form und design, iu which ladies can
see clearly the ef-
feet of different
styles, and thus
decide with intel-
ligence upon the
seleetion of pat-
terns and models,
its value is indis-
putable and fully
acknowledged.
The cost, more-
over, Ia ro slight,
compared  with
the advantage
gained, that few
ladies will be de-
prived of it, after
having had an ex-
perience of its
great u=e inaiding
them to decide
* atﬁ\feen thet
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A what for
apd Adress,
1ITE Tav. anERT,
closing fifteen
conts,

——

TRE “ Char-
meuse ® necklace
1s compozed of a
fringe formed hy
gold or silver
balls graduated in
size.

A HORXNED owl],
with ruby or dia-
mond cyes, sitting
sleeplly upon the
hooked erescent
of a golden new
moon, ia a favar-
ite device for gen-, ¢
tlemen’s scarf-
pins.
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Stylish Short Costumes.

(See full-puge engraving.)

Fia. 1.—A\ graceful street or visiting costume
composed of a polonaise of Dblack gros-grain
silk, trimmed with wide bands of black and gold
brocaded velvet, over a short skirt of black satin de
Lyon, trimmed with gathered rufiles. A pelerine
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. cmployed are the
**Ophelia @ polonaise and the ¢ Pelerine with
Hood,” both of which are illustrated separately
clsewhere. Pattern of pelerine, a medium size,
price fifteen cents. Pattern of polouaise, thirty
cents cach size.

Fia. 2.—This illustrates a front view of the sim-
ple and pretty ¢‘ Reinette ™ costume, of slate-blue
sulin duchesse 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 sleceve is ornamented with a short lab-
lier of passementerie. Plush bat 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
BlZe.

F1a. 8.—House dress of green and gold hand-
kerchief-plaid Madras cloth. The design repre-
sented is the ¢ Fernande ! costume, with plain
gored gkirt, trimmed with kilt-plaiting and hand-
lierchief draperies, combined with a tight-fitting
corsage. Ruffles of ‘‘wermicelli’® 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.

PAULINE WALKING SKIRT.

Pauline Walking 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

alinost any dress material, Price of pattern,thirty

Theater Dress,

THERE are many occasions upon
which a basque or jacket-bodice
differing from the skirt is found
most useful, and thetheater isone
of them. The dress skirt is of no
consequence 50 long as it is short
and incouspicuous ; the long wrap
nearly covers it, and in the crowd
going in and out of a theater a
train is very mueh 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, aud nothing
is more suitable or convenient
than an independent jacket bod-
ice of velvet or red and gold
brocade or with neckerchizf or
jabot of lace; a smull 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 sce a performance, one part of the
audience has no right to wear an article that ex-
cludes the view from the rest. Qccupants 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 bein vogue affords
some justification for the refusal of
some English managers to permit the
wearing of bonnets in the stalls of the
theaters (gorresponding to our par-

~hich now i3 not permitted
P 4 -

" iIbe polonass.. .
for half-cvening coxinme; am. .
suitable for theater wear, Some made
in wool have a hood lined with satin,
others are hand-cmbroidered with
crewels, and still others are of dark
wine-colored satin, draped off from
the front, which may be beaded,
shirred, orembroidered, and the
neck and sleeves finished with a flat
trimming to mateh, and plaitings of
lace.

Velvet bodices are not infrequent-
ly made with the high Medicl 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 employed for receptions
and what is called ‘“box” dressing. Dinner
dresses half-worn and cut down to walking-
Iength make good theatcr dresses, particularly
if dark in color. Bangles, wristlets, necklets,
a]l sorts of fancy ornaments find a place at
the theater, ns it i{s not considered a suitable
occasion for the display of very costly orna-
ments.

CORDELJA 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 revers
and plastron on the front of the basque, and the
graceful arrangement of the side drapery renders
this an extremcly 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 scam down the middle of the
back. The revers are cut on the fronts, and ar-
ranged in such a manner that, if desired, the plus-
fron can be omitted and the revers buttoned up
with the rest of the waist, thus giving a perfectly
plain front. The design is appropriate for a great
variety of materialg, especially the richest quali-
ties, and is well adapted for a combination of
fabrics. Price of pattern, twenty-five ccnts each
size.
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The Novelties in Dress,

THE * Tea Gowns » arc among the newest
things—not the long wrapper-lice gowns of the
English esthetie era, which never could or can
be made to look like anything but a robe de
chambre, but the odd *“"tea’ gowus cut after
Chivese models, or at least suggestive of their
quaint costuming. Tea gowus ure sometimes
made in pink or blue launel, and worn in the
morniug ; sometimes in figured and damasked
silk, aud worn in the eveuing. They are some-
times shirred at the back of the neck, some-
times sct in a yoke; they are cut loose and
almost shapeless, with wide sleeves, and fold
well over iu front, the waist being contined by
a sash of doubled silk or satin, with lace or
tasseled ends. From the throat a rutile of soft
Breton lace is thrown back over the neck and
carried down the frout to the belt or sash as
a jabot. The length is not quite that of a walk-
ing-dress, and the flounces of a rufiled, and
often embroidered skirt peep out from the
plain edge.

An elegant novelty is a very small black
bonuoet, little more than a crown, made entirely
of tlie 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.

Presty handkerchicfs for the neck are of
whi.e twilled cilk embroidered in Indian colors
aad gold, and edged with deep Breton or
Langzedoc lace.

A ncw 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 liitle full. This scarf is
worn sg a collarette, and zbove it, close to
The thpoar, frids f white tulle wiIAdh @t to:
froot, vl with two lzee pins, one At

3&‘ %l‘ waist, Thebougnet of

“ecod ot {he 16 of the

Lulle . .
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THE enormous eirculation that this publica-
tion has attained shows that ladies generally re-
cognize it for what it is—a maltum in parvo of
information and direction in regard to dress and
its belongings—taken from the most useful and
practical side. In a handy form for reference
are found all sorts of useful facts in regard to
costumes, fabries, out-door garments, hats and
bonnets, children’s clothing, hosiery, and all
the details of the toilet, illustrated, and emn-
bodying many new and exclusive styles.
“WaAT TO WEAR " for the Spring and Sum-
mer of 1881, will he ready on April first. The
price is only fifteen cents, postage paid. Ad-
dress MME. DEMOREST, 17 East 14th Street,
New York.

OLD blue is a new color.

LLACE- TRIMMED FICHUS arec preferred for
dressy occasions to those embroidered.

ITarr handkercliicfs of India mull with
black, blne, or red polka-dots are pretty for

and Summer cf 18€1. |

morning wear.
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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 is tight-fitting,
with the usual number of darts in front, side gores
under the arms, side forms rounding to the armholes
and a seamn down the middle of the back. Almost any
dress gonds may be cmployed in reprodueing this de-
sign, but it is especially adapted to thehcavier varieties
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.

‘| golden brown bhalaycuse being visible round

colored Madras plaids or handkerchief patteros;
hut it is equally stylish made in any other ma-
terials, The front view is {llustrated on Fig. 3
of the full-page engraving. Price of pattern,
thirty cents cach size.

LR N 2

Spring Brown and Spring Qreen.

UNDOUBTEDLY the successor of black for
street wear is brown, at Jeast it promises to be
fashionable this season. Seal-brown costumes
in a combination of exquisite camel’s-hair with
satin are in preparation, accompanied by small
bats and bonnets of brown straw. or close bon-
nets of satin the same as that ured for the
dress. The triinming for the straw is satin
and shaded foliage; for the satin bonuets,
clusters of feathers shaded off into golden
brown, and very rich gold and hrown tap-
estried silk arranged in folds as a scarf, and
ponf. The costumes need not be trimmed
with anything save the «atin ; but vne was made
recently which exhibited un embroidered plas-
tron, and bands in several shades of hrown,
from eeal to golden—the faintest edge of a

the hottom of the skirt.

Olive brown 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 plice, to a cousiderable ex-
tent, of the long pins aud spiked ornamcunts.
The new spring green and spring blue are ibe
genuine old bottle colors—they are dark and
subdued, yet have softened lights in them which
render them cheerful and pleasant to ook upon.
Thu contrasts in the costumes are eflected in
fabric, not in color, and some are made cutirely
of satin with cords, or silk, and gold braids as
trimming. The conjunction of fine wool with
satin in spring suits in these colors is charm_
ing, the satin furnizhing all the trimming re.
quired except buttons, which are usually of
dark, iridescent pearl.

Costume Hafs and Bennets.

THERE i3 nothing positively new ta be raid
about head-gear at this eeasor, which is too
early for spring styles to be decided, aud too
late for much to remain to be uscfully sald
abou'r. winter styles. The bhouncts for the

s NANDE CUSTUME,

Fernande Costume,~—In this dressy design, the
close-fitting, cuirass basque i8 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 baek: and with thisiscombined a gored
skirt trimmed with kilt-plaiting and handkerchief
draperies falling in a double pointed apron in front,
pointed side pariers, and a shawl-shaped poiut at the
back. This design is especiully adapted to the bright-

2izegsny or half-scason as the Paristans
puwmo h“.o the
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matching in color, which are adapted to the
young, and those who do not want the con-
ventional bonnet.

Most ladies, tberefore, in ordering a epring
suit, order honpet or cap to match, and this is
supplied by the dressmaker—that is, by all first.
class dressmakers—most of them having a mill-
iner attached to the establishment, or some ono
with millinery taste and expericnce.

Of course the designs for costume hats and
bonnets are, aud ought to be, somewhat
limited. They caunot be large and wide-brim-
med, they mu-t be close and somewhut com-
pact, but thevare often pretty and almost al-
ways becoming. When the suit is dark brown,
brown straw can usually be found to match,
and trimmed with the fabrie, or trimming fab-
ric of the dress; but in other colors the straw
dye is not always fortunate, be-ides there are
ladies who object to jumping at once from vel-
vet {0 straw, and as a matter of dres: ctiquette,
not to say health and propriety, they are quite

right.
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Sleeves.

THERE {8 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 coal
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.

Bleeves have gradually been growiog tighter
and tighter—until the long, ordinary sleeve as
cut by ultra-fishionable or ignorant dressmaliers
has become pamlyzing. The idea has becn to fit
it close to thc arm, to render cuffs unnecessary
by bringing the long glove down to the shortened
gleeve, 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 2 working-dress should
be gathered on the under side at the elbow, like
No. 2277, 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 lours—but evening and
dressy sleeves, with a singular perversity, arc
usually made to afford plenty of room, while the
sleeves worn all the time are the ones which sub-
ject the wearer to a species of torture.

Another point in regard to slecves 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 slecves
now, and becoming instruments of punishment.
Ready-made jackets and other garments fre-
quently err on the other side, and make the slceves
80 wide and so shapeless as to be an offensc to
taste. It is best to avoid both extremes in dress-
making, for use and comfort.

o
e

Newest Styles in Mourning.

Tee tecent introduction of decided color into

the dress of every day has had a taudancyxogg; Lof thras months 3 sl -~
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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. Tor
example, much of the black that is ordinarily
worn is glorsy, 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 fabrie which relieves the
depth and plainnees of the wool.

More clegant black toilets are always of satin,
tatin de Lyon, Lroended silk, or velvet combined
with enriched sillk or ratin. Many, also, are em-
broidered with cashmere beads, or trimmed with
old gold ; and to all, in one way 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 passemen-
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teries, and not even jetted trimmings, until after
six months have pussed. When crape is taken off,
folds of armure silk 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
(ront and slightly draped back. The basque i3 a
cuirass, and is trimmed with bands or collar and
cuffs of double English crape. 8ome 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 scvere
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 mouring 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 frout of the
dress is also formed of folds of crape. Several
rows of doubled black tulle, very finely plaited, are
usced for the finishing of the neck and sleeves, or
plaited erépe lisse (black), but no lace until the end
of six months.

Nothing but the simplest orpaments are, of
course, nceded ; for no lady in mourning goes to
very gay cntertainments, and for the small occa-
sions which it is neither wise nor necessary to
avoid, the dressing, including ploves, hosiery, and
accessories of every description, should be all
black.

The finest care and judgment, however, are ré-
quired during the transition period, when deep
wmourning gives place to lighter textures and
babiliments, 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 wondelfuny to find out what is
best not to do.
of any colar until the Ia'
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dalged in, except very plam black ear-r ings 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 forfriends have becomne a matter of taste
and personal convenience more {han 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 producticn of the exquisitely fine wools
which have no warmth largely solved the diffi-
culty. These can be made upon thin twilled silk
(French lining eilk), 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 when 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 onc must in other clothing.

A great point in mourning is the dressing of the

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 unheallhy,
and should be avoided. If vails must be worn,
let them be fulle or erépe lisse.

Tre “ Gilberte ™ basque is here illustrated,
made of black satin de Lyon trimmed with black
brocaded satin, the remainder of the coétume be-
ing of satin de Lyon and brocade. The basque is of
plain satin de Lyon, and the drapery, cuffs and 1e
vers 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
Alengon lace around the neck and sleeves. Price
of pattern, twenty-five cents each size.

Py

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 foldsarranged
scarf-wise. With this dress is worn a little black
embroidered manutle, or, on cold days, a dark gray
ulster, and Derby hat, with pale gray vell folded
round it, and round the throat. A silver-mounted
ebony prayer-book is carried by silver chains.




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 & seam down the middle of the back.
The design is appropriate for all dress materials,

“Ta, grrilolio of Fashions.”
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ladies want to see a tnrthful, pl _
of styles before buylng putterns, a8
“ PORTFOLIO " they obtain a complele g
of designs, so large, so distinet in detail, and so 7
well described, that they are enabled to judge l
accurately of cffects, aud are not betrayed into
useless expenditure. The “PorTroL1o,” 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. JENNINGS DEM-
OREST, or MME. DEMOREST, 17 East 14th Street,
New York City.

* What to Wear.”

Lapies should look out for the spring and
rummer number of ¢ What to Wear.” A full
description of whose interesting contents will
be given in the next number,

——et e -

BRACELETS are worn outside the sleeves,

GOLDEN buttercup is the newest shade of
yellow.

NECKLACES are worn even over high-necked
dresses.

DiRECTOIRE collark, covered with jet embroi-
dery on net or edged with cut jet beads are
worn with black silk dresses.

REINETTE COSTUME.

Humberta Jacket.—Double-breasted,
ting, and somecwhat maseuline, but decidediy stylish
in effect, this is a thoroughly practical design for a
It is cut with a single dart in
each side of the front, and one down the middle, side
formsrounding 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 forniing plaits on the inside. The jacket is orna-
mented v'ith revers and a broad, turn-down collar, large
This design is suitable for any of
the inatevials used for ladies’ coats and jaeketsz, and
many kinds of suit goods. Forcloth, the “tailor ** finish
—several rows of machine-stitching near the edges—is

lady’s out-door garinent.

pocitets and eulls.

excepting the thinnest varieties, and is especially
adapted to a combination of fabrics; and it may
be trimmed, as fllustrated, with rich passementerie
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,

A ——
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HUMBERTA JACKET.

tight-fit-

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 witha seam down the middle. Additional
fullness is imparted to tlie back of the skirt by
box-plaits let in at the back and side form scams.
This desigu 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. Patternsin
two sizes, medium and large. Price, thirty cents
each

the most appropriate, and if made in suit goods
the trimming can be made to maich with that
of the rest of the costume. Price of pattern,
i twenty-five cents each size.
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| started our fall number of thf® fiest of our
i fashion publications. The chieapness 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 fashious, but more
| valuable and instruetive reading for the money
than any other paper published in the world.
Our vast facilities do not admit of rivalry in our
owun field, and our friecnds know that we are
not ounly as good, but better than our word.
Demorest’s ¢ ILLUSTRATED JOURNAL " is issued
quarterly with the seasons, sixteen pages, 164
by 11% 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,
JENNINGS DEMOREST, 17 East 14th Street, New
York.

—- .=

RED is in especial fuvor for millinery de-
vices.

A HANDSOME comb or natural flower, placed
low, at the left side, behind the ear, is all the
ornament worn in the hair for full Q1'ess toilets.

%
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from home well supplied with what slic 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 and senti-

spometimex necesgary to give them wine direction,
The gain 13 not always worth the cost, apd {1
is as well to inguire, before spending o hundred
and fifty dollars on the white satin and tulle,

Wedding Dresses.

BRIDAL dresses have hecome auniform of white
gilk, or =atin. There is notbing objectionable

1:

about this, except that very many people think
they must do exactly as their
neighbors do in this respeet, who
canuot afford the expense, and
for whom it is quite inappro-
priate, as the bride may hardly
have another opportunity of
wearing her wedding gowm.
White is undoubtedly a suitable
dress for a youthful bride, but
white muslin has gone out of
fashion, and the white brocades,
the white satius, and rich satin-
finished silks are only adapted to
wealth, and the retined surround-
ings which it brings. A cheap
outtit of this kind is beyond all
measure tawdry and destitute of
the comfort and satisfaction gain-
cd from g really useful and hand-
some church and street costume,
which could be obtained for less
money. A young lady wealthy in
her own right, and about to be
warried to a mewber, indeed the
representative head of one of the
oldest and most aristocratic fami-
lies in America, cliose as her wed-
ding dress an embroidered Indiu
muslin which bad been her moth-
er’s, and declined all ofters of a
magnificent  trousseau.  “ Why
should [ burden myself,” she said,
* wilth alot of clothes that I do
not need, and have to think about
thet, and take cure of thewn, and
se¢ thew go out of fashion? |
have ail the wardrobe 1 need, and
[ would rather get my dresses
when I want them.”

She dressed herself for her wed-
divg as she would if she was going
to un evening party,walked quiet-
ly down unatuended into the back
purlor, and was warried to a mill-
ion, and 4 very handsome mau,
withuut ushegrs or bridudmalde e ST 00uren® |

There is a' mww )
the cmen— -
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_ ey OUMP " wher thoy
mnarry, which did not exist for the
voung lady in question. It is their
ouc chavee of acquiring a toler
ably ecomplete aud perhaps ele-
paut wardrobe ; and they gladly
avail themsclvesof it. Comparatively few girls are
iu a position of indepevdence bhefore marriage,
whatever they may be after; and though they may
dress,and spend money, yet the latter seldom cotnes
in the shape of a regular allowance upon which
they can depend, and with which they can do as
they please; on the contrary it usually comes
4s an occasional “gift ™ from papa, or squeezed
out of the housekecping money of * mamma,” or
a godsend from a brother or other relative. Her
cfforts therefore are ulways concentrated on some
*wusl have ™ for u special purpose or oecasion,
aud the hundred wants nusupplied Lrivg up the
rear in a very uusatisfactory manner. A girl
about to fnlfill the first end and aim of her being
by getting married s ju u positiou of vantage.
Every oue of her frivnds and relatives is willing
tu make an cflort on her behalf. 1ler father opens
his purse-strings, as he hopes for the last time
her mother works, and saves, and spends in her
bebhalf, anxious that her daughter shall go out,r

ments would be to become inhuinan: but it is
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Boy’s Suit and Miss’s Costume.

Fi¢. 1.—English check suit for a small bo_v.*
The desigu illustrated is the ‘ Randolph™ suit,

with double-breasted jacket and knee-pants. Li-
lac cravat and gray felt hat. The double illustra-
tion is given with the sepurate fashions el=ewhere.
Patterns in sizes for from six to ten years. Price,
thirty ceuts each.

Fi1g. 2.—A stylish costume for the street or
house, of garnet Madras cloth, with handkerchief
draperies of red, gold, and bronze plaid, in a inou-
choir pattern. The illustration represents the
¢ Miette 7’ costume, which is also u design espe-
elally adapted to vinghams and other gimilar fal-
rice in plaids and lhandKerchief patterus. The
costume i3 also illustrated awmong the scparate
fashions elsewhere. Patterns in sizes for from
twelve to sixteen years.
each,

———

whether thiey will be of any use in the days
aud years to come, whether the
money caunot be put iuto some-
thing that wil do more permaneut
good and strike the very note of
their probable future nore truty
and honestly. Itisnot dofug less,
but doing it differently, that fs
often most desirable.

+ Children’s Fashisns.

THE teason of fancy dresses and
children’s parties is ahout over,
rand the auxious mother beging
now to turn her thoughts toward
spring, and the preparations which
will largely iuclude summer. To
muny the changes of the scusons
bring a vast amount of additional
.work in ‘*‘ making over " und re-
coustructing ; but this is really
less profitable now than formerly,
and the beiter way is to reduce
the number of wearing dresses to
the fewest poseible, wear them,
‘and repleuish whennecessary with
new ones, eciving the old ones
away, cutting them up for sofa
pillows or chair cushions, but not
exhausting human strepgth upon
old material which often does uot
repay the trouble.

Our illustrations for the present
mounth give gome pretty desitns
for girls, and a boy’s suit wiich
may be made in tweed or heather
mixture. The “Miette™ cos
tume for Tdsses, 15 o

spring wvar, and for
5@;“’5&&, ine
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tatter covering the back of the
Mhusqueand falling in two burnous
pluitz at the side : whilein front it
is arranged as half handkerchiefs
knotted, the lower points fallicg
upon a kilted flounce, the upper
upon the lower draperies. The
belt shows a pretty knotted attach-
ment, and & deep collar forms a
pointed handkerchief at the throat.

The ‘* Edla’ basque {s a pretty and stylizh little
design for dotted or fgured goods, combined with
plain in the making of a:pricg enit.  The chemi-
sette may be made of silk, or it may be of em-
hroidered wool, or of a tucked matcrial like the
skirt; but if embroidered, the cufls for sleeves
should be decorated to mateh.

The ** Lynctte * overskirt is a good design for
a combination, because so graceful, yet zimple in
arrangement. The *‘Bouita’ paletot may be
made in ecloth suiting, flannel, heather wixture,
or auy soft, all-wool goods that is not too heavy.
[t is a suitable garment for spring and fall wear,
and for taking to the country, the mountains, or
the seaside.  The *‘ Rundolph ' suit may easily be
made from the pattern by any seamstress who can
handle a needle. Scoteh heather mixture, checked
English Melton, or other light cloths in dark
colors are suitable. The buttons are horn,

Price, twenty-five ceuts | shaded or speckled to matel the mixture of the

goods.
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Descriptien of Cut Paper Pattern.

PELERINE WITH HOOD.

LADY'¥

MEDIUM gIZE.

A sTYLIsH design, illustrating the favorite eap-
nchiu and shoulder cape combined. The cape 1s
in c¢irele shape, fitted by gores on the shoulders,
aud reaches nearly to the waist line. Tt is a suit-
able model for all qualitics of cloth, and may be
made of the same material as the coat or jacketl
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 an 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 fabries.

Half of the pattern is given, consisting of three,

picces—cape, hood, and collar.

The shoulder gores in 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-
tor of hnlp. is to be Inid to a crosswise feid of the

C - -

responding
skould be lms
they are o UL T
hood betwacu tln, gures is to be gathered and
drawn in 8o that the notches inthe top of the cape
and bood will mateh, Turn up the hood iu a line
with the inner row of holes, and then turn the
cedge over on the outside in a live with the outer
row of holes, to form a revers. The collar is to be
sewed to the neck of the cape according to the
notehes, and rolled over but not pressed flat,

Cut the cape lengthwise of the goods on the
front edves. Cut the hood exactly crosswise of
the material fo a live with the eluster of holes that
designate the middle of the vuter part of the back,
and the collar bias and without a seaimn in the mid-
dle of the back.

Two yard+ and an eighth of a yard of goods
twenty-four inches wide will be required, and one
vard of contrasting material to line the hood. If
hoth the cape and the hood are to be lined, the
same quantity of contrasting naterial will be re-
quired as for the outside.
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“What te Weanr,”

For the 8pring and Summer of 1881, to be ready
April first, is the most practical work fu the world
for the mother of a family to possess. It fur-
nishes comprehiensive and reliable information
upon every subject connected with the wardrobe,
and in compact form contains the solid results of
knowledge and expericnce,

FEAGEEAITATID

l Sprmg Materials, and Decorative
Embroidery.

TUERE is great variety in the thinner class of
materials which have made¢ their appearauce in
view of the approach of spring, but not as yet
wuch of novelty to chronicle. *“ Handkerchief *
dresses will continue to be popular aceording 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.

8o 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

e e 3 3 th&-‘ L

glluutl Erie:; ;I\m" %‘

i1 the back of the -

)

i

Benita Paletet.

Miss’s paletot of light mixed cloth, which
completes a street drees of garnet cashmere. The
dersign is about half-fitting, and trimmed with o
band of silk fastened with several rows of machine
stitching, and a silk cord arranged to simulate a
passementerie ornament at the side-form seams,

Garnet felt hat, trinimed with natural ostrieh
plumes, and a cluster of loops of silver-gray satin
ribbon.
eight to fourteen years.
each.

signs.

DR
~af1 Dhuliy 5
" thils Qene

Patterus of paletot in =sizes for from
Price, twenty-flve ceuts

pretty band-embroidered dresses are to he found
in the country districts, in intelligent rural ueigh-
borhoods, where life is 1ot exhausted at so rapid a
rate as in New York City, or in smaller towns
where needle-work and art societies have stimu-
lated the youug wormen to something hesides the
making of jipossible articles in Berlin wool, rice,
and sealing-wax. Of course embroidery must he
done on a plain surface, and the smooth all-wool
Glenham suiting is found by experiment one of
the best materinls for the pnrpose. The flowers
preferred are dog roses, china asters, apple blos-
some, the starry almond blossom, and 1hie pretty
beauvardia. It is a mistake to embroider silk
upon wool or wool upon linen; each material
should be treated with its correspouding thread,
the wool with wool (in uny colors or shades pre-
ferred), the linen with linien. Several shades 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 unfon 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

I eonsidered the best as a foundation for the new

decorative embroidery which has so far been ap-
plied mostly to mats, tidies, covers, curtaing, ta-
ble-cloths, napkivs, and the like. It is a specics
of etching with the needle, and is uxually done in
black, dark blue, or brown, in stem and feather-
stitch.

Coral and sea-weed patterns in stainped and
printed border are rather new and very effective,
and give a fresh appearance to the bordered de-
The colors, too, are in marked contrast to
the light priuts and cambries which formerly ap-
peared in profusion at this season.  All the colors
used now for every-day wear ate dark with **high
lights 7 in small quantity. What were known as
*¢loth *? shades, very dark blue, brown, green,
wine-color, and black appear in cottous, in Ma-
dras gingham, linen, cambrie, and other sumwer
goods for ordinary use und wear. Thin India

. Woods arg e Bwaht great demand for evening

o5 that they have becowme very searce, ar.d
Moy (profusely trimmed with lucg) are
~wpg,Y and will also be wado

- .rumming and indoor

*"‘ho[a‘ that is, all

- 4 3
g g e
" n:mhr them eevhon:__

for they are often 11 trimmed with a profusion of
lace—eight dozen yards having been used recent-
ly on one morning dress.

Nearly allthese silks have a twill like Surah, and
are made plain and in delicate flower patterus,
The figured silk makes a charming polonaise
draped from the frout, aud trimmed with a quau-

= tily of Breton or Languedoc, or fine torchon ruf-
" fling.
. twill, the front vest or plastrou tucked (longitu-

The skirt would be wmade of the plain

dinally} or ehirred, the lower part ruflied. Such
dresses are light, simple, and very useful, partic-
ularly for young ladies, who ean use them for
‘‘teas,” or-eveniug sociables, and find them at
the close of several montlis’ service ready to do
duty at watering-places next summer.

Aprons of silk or linen, hand-embroidered or
hand-painted nre creating a fuwrore amone the
young devotees of decorative art. The Swiss or
Roman are the favoritestyles; outline cmbroidery
upon linen and crewel stiteh in floss on satin be-
ing mainly used for the latter, which wounld do
equally well for stand, toilet, or chair semfs were
it not that the ends are decorated ou oppo-ite
sides, so that the upper one may turn over from
the top.

iy
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Miette Costume.—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
front, 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 desien 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.
Piice, twenty-five cents each,

possessing a simple style of its own, this is an
excellent design for a miss’s comfortable, out-
door garment.
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.
galloon, bands, or rows of stitching. Patterns in
sizes for from cight to fourtecen years.
twenty-five cents each.

RANDOLPH SUIT.

Randolph Suit.—A double-breasted
jacket with a rolling collar is combined
with knee-pants in this stylish suit for
boys from six to ten years of age. Any
of the materials usually selected for boys’
clothing can be appropriately used, and
rows of machine stitching or nurrow gal-
loon will be the most stylish finish. Patterns in
sizes from six to ten years. Price, thirty cents
each.

de
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A cHARMING idea s to transform the large Re-
naissance cravats into vests. With the basque
open in heart-shape, the cravat is worn simply
passed around the neck, showing through the
opening, and coming out below the waist.
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BONITA PALETOT.

Bonita Paletot.—Convenient, practicai, and

It is about half-fitting, cut with

The trimming should be simple—

Price,

Lancelot Su.

SGIT of prune-colored ladies’ cloth, trimmed
with Stuart plaid, for a small boy. The design
illustrated is the ‘fLancelot” 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 baek. ‘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.

LYNETTE OVERSKIRT.

Lynette Overskirt.—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 i{s arranged with two
separate pleces joined in gathers to the belt half
across the top, then cut down lengthwite 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 ¢ Lynctte? is a suitable

model for any dress material, and is cspecially
Patterns
Price,

adapted for a combination of fabrics.
in sizes from twelve to sixteen yeurs.
twenty-five cents each.

EDLA BASQUE.

Edla Basque.—This novel and pretty
design for a young girl is partly double-
breasted, the fronts cut-away in pointed
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 intotwo
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.

e

LusTeERLESS silk or Surah is used with crape
for deep mourning.




“ MRs, C.”"—The *‘Imperia " walking skirt with ad-
justable train wonld furnish an excellent model for the
graduating dress of satin, which we advise shouid be on
an ivory rathier than pearl tint, the latter looking ** old,”
and cerrain to prove very trying to the complexion by
daylight. The beads are not fixed in price, and would be
dificult to obtain at this season. They might be bought
for $1.50 a buneh (six strands). Our purcbasing 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.

“Mgrs. W. H. L."—Neither jet passementerie nor
fringe can be properly used with crape ; they belong to
the secondary stage of mourning.

‘“ A GRATEFUL SUBSCRIBER."-~Your sample ig cotton
checse-cloth, of, as you know, the very cheapest quality.
It would not Le worth making up into curtains. The
kiud used, and which sells for fifty and sixty cents per
yard, is all linen, and sirong. It is usually trimmed
with a border and inscrtions of antique lace. You
could use it plain, however.

‘“A WoRKER AMoNG THE Poor."—The Ragged
Schools and Night Refuges in Ficld 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 week 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.

‘ BuxHiLL FiELDs.”—Bunhill Fields Cemetery, where
are buried Join Bunyan, Daniel De Foe, over whose
grave iz a monument erected by penny subscriptions

< from the children of Great Britain, Isaac Watts, the
hymy 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 two or three of
Cromwell's grandebildren, was made in the reign of
Elizabeth, from a deposit of more than one thonsand
cartloads of bones, removed from old St. Prul’a ; from
which came the name of Dunenil, afterward changed
into Bunhill.
Tonrl®nA in one of the old tnns of thegown,

- At and

and throwing it at the case containing the vase, broke
both into picces. His excuse wasg that having been
under the cffect of liquor for some weeks, he was =o
nervous that he felt a continual fear of everything, and
under this impression committed the act. Upon some

always coneider herself entitled to an invitation. because
her brother receives unc from a young lady. Reasons
may operate against it, which she deer not take into
account. Above all things in social life, do not look for
slights. Huappy the woman or girl who ** does not know "

technicality the young man escuped, after paying three ' when ghe is snubbed, for she never will be gnubbed, and
pounds for breaking the case. The vase was skillfully will never grieve over a wrong that probably existe ouly
restored, and some twenty copies were produced by Mr. lin the imagination, Mothers wha congtantly jntrude
Wedgewood. The vase has since been kept in a pri- | themselves upon young people must be very much want-
vate room. Itis nearly black, though really blue, with | ing in tact. It is a sad refiection upon themselves, it
reliefs in white, cut like a cameo for beauty and fine- | they cannot trust their danghters, and this confidence,

' ness. It is ten inches high, and six in diameter at the | exercised under perfectly snitable and proper circum-

broadest part. stances, i3 a very different thing from allowing them to
N choose their own companions at all times and in all
i places, until familiarity becomes license, and license
contempt. We hope we have covered the ground con-

tained in the Alabama letter.

* LARKSPUR.—There is not the least danger of short
dresses going out of fashion at present, or, indeed, in
this generation, for there are enough sensible women,
and women whose active lives need a convenient dress,
to keep them in fashion. “DAUGHTER OF AN OLD SUBSCRIBER.”’—An Afchan

“ Dorry."—Black costumes are always affected by of large sizc'is a very expensive picce of y\'ork. We have
fashionable women in Lent, and it is very much * the j 5¢en one finished lately, the wool for which cost t‘wemy-
thing ” to go to a1 lenten marning service wearing a very |i five df)llnrs, al a cost of 51.65. per popT]d. I or‘one
simple, almost conventual, black costume, with a bunch ; 50mew hat emaller, make twao strips of olive, and two of

of violets at the belt,and carryingan elegant prayer-boolk, | garnet, for each of which you will cast on thirty-six
all ebony and silver. { stitches and knit till they are one yard and a half long.

" L * Make three other strips in pale blue, same length, but a
“ EDELWEIs8.” —There are plenty of ladies who wonld 1i4116 over half in width, for which cast on twenty

be glad to act as chaperones to a party of young girls g iitohac

AL W RIE, srvigemnay o Yonetehaieg by
is ptill preserved the famons bedsténd et
Ben Jonson. and by Shakeapeare in hic Twealfth Night

It i large euough to hold comfortably twenty-four per.
80ns,

“ STUDENT.”—The victory of Agincourt, in ]-1;5, gaye
biith to the first piece of English music known whiel
can be regarded 23 a regular musical composition. The
original may be secn at the present time in the Pepysian
Collection at Magdalen College, Cambridge. The words
are as follows :

* Our Kynge went forth to Normandy
With prace and myght of chiyvalry,
And God for hym wronght marvelusly ;
Wherefor England may calle and cry,
Deo Gratias! Anelia!

Redde pro victoria !

“Curntors READER."—Tlhe celebrated Portland Vase
wag discovered in a Roman tomb jn the seventeenth
century. The ashes it contained were supposed to he
those of the Emperor Alexander Severns, For a hun-
dred years it remained in the Barbarina Palace, Rome,
but npon cale of the Barbarina library, was bought. by a
Scotch gentleman, who afterward sold it to Sir William
IIamilton, and by him was taken to England in 1784,
There it was purchared by the Duchess of Portland, an
enthusiastic collector, and upon her death, rold to her
son, the Duke of Portland, for more than five thousand
dollars. He rent it to Mr. Wedgewoaod. the famouns pot-
ter, that it might he copied.  In 1810, the Duke of Port-
land, onc¢ of the trustees of the British Musenm, allowed
it to be plaecd in that institntion for exhibition, In
1845 William Lloyd took up a bit of ancient eculpture,

NiShF -
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\or Mighty Priscas ..
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who wish to go to Eunrope. But it wonld be wisest to |
limit the number. It is (ifficult to move large bodies "
made up of separate individualities, each one of whom
would consider they had as mnch 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 trnst to her guidance. TFour or eight 4

would form a sufficient party. :

“ BACK-wooDs.”"—The following is a list of George
Eliot’s worke, with dates of prodnction : * Sccnes in
Clerical Life,” pnblished in 1857 ; * Adam Bede," 1858 ;
“ Mill on the Floss,” 1860 ; ** Silas Marner,™ 1861; * Ro- |
mola,” 18¢3 ; * Felix Holt,” 18(6 ; ** Spanish Gipsey,”
1868 ; *‘ Agatha,” 1869 ; *‘‘Middlemarch,” 1871; *‘ Le- i
gend of Jubal,” 1874 ; ¢ Daniel Deronda,* 1876 ; *‘ The- ;
ophrastus Such,* 1879. The aspiration of her life i3 cx-
pressed in her famous poem, ‘O may I join the choir
invigible,™ part of which will be found appended to J.
J.’s In Memoriam to George Eliot, in this number.

““ MOQUETTE.”—The difference between * English *
Bruseels and tapestry Brussels is this, that the first is
thick. eoft, and more durable, becanse the wools go
through to the * other ™ side ; in the tapestry the smrface ‘
only i2 covered, the back is hemp, and, of course, not -
nearly o soft. to the pressure, or £0 durable. We ehonld
prefer handsome matting to cheap carpeting for the bed-
rooms of a country house, supplemented in winter by
home-made rep or drugget.

“STUDENT.”~Henry the VIII. of England wae the ;

firs: English sovereig,giyled Mis Majesty, the titles of

Tnaligher 80U 46 a0 g5 B mAMR. MUY glionaes,
By P thﬂ1i}’_yep!_ S wﬁg’n
Hrnury ™ u~ ., - ~ Hia
{Tichness ; Tenry VI AT -

ward His Majesty. T
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** A NUMBER oF ADMIRERS.—It iz not improper for a
young lady to invite girls with whom she is personally
i acquainted, to an entertainment, if there is good reason
i why she shonld doso. Of the motive, she herself must
judge ; no one ¢lse, except her parents or those who
rtand in their place, has a right to interpose an ob-
jection.  From her school acquaintances she must
naturally select whom she pleages, and it would be per-
fectly natural and proper for her to relinquish some with
whom she may have been brought into close contuct as
o child, and cultivate others whom inelination or cir-
comstances render more derirable, The position of
parents, their habita and standiug form the passport of
their children into society ; and thus character becomes
the most valuable part of an inheritance. The question
proposed in regard to the man who by no fault of his
own has Jost his gocial pogition, and been compelled to
accept an inferior one, is constantly coming up, but the
fact shonld never be allowed to weigh with those who
know the family and eircumstances. 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 eircnmstancesr of
this kind as a test of breeding—for criticism in regard
to peraons or facts of whose hearings we are ignorant, is
in very bad taste, and presnmptive evidence of the want

of a training in enitivated soclety. A eister should not. - dred sheep and o few, very few cows. The ancestors of

Knit the strips together with old gold, and
have olive for one ride cdge, and garmet for the other.
This size wounld require abont fifteen dollars® worth of
wool,

“M, A. H."—Make a plain cuirass (close fitting)
basque of your velvet, and use the fringe in straight
rows across the draped front of a s#kirt. A small cape
made of passmenteri¢ and guipure wonld look extremely
well, although guipure is not now a fashionable lace,
and it would complete the costume for the xtreet.

“Lizzig M. K."—%There are several ways of taking
ount mildew. One is to goak in sonr buttermilk or
lemon-juice, and expose the spottcd portion to the rays
of the snn ; another, to mix =oft soap or Windsor roap
with powdered French chalk, until it forms a paste, and
rub this well in, then expose the article to the sun,
washing it afterward in tepid water. The operation
may have to be repeated, but. in either case it is usnally
successful, unless the stains are of very long standing.

“ NEEDLE WoRK."—The bhest modern endeavors do
not as yet rival the tapestries and battle pieces in em-
broidery executed in old times. Needle-work was not

' done for pay in the old days,—it was an aristoeratic art,
and almost confined to ladies of rank. Qneens Mary
and Elizabeth were illnstrions and accomplished neecdle-
women, Elizabeth giving n shirt of her own manu-
facture to Edward Sixth ag n Christmne present. Anne
Boleyne also embroidered a bed tester for her royal hus-

 band. The duticx of the household were studicd by 1he

Idaughterﬁz of the nobility, dressmaking being especially

‘enltivate also the getting up of fipen and inces. A

ce IAPRWII-fv nred to chinrge four to flve pounds
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ooeim Qﬂ—_ﬁ’i'._"(‘\‘fth which rhe dinmond pattern of
the modern quilt agrees. This was succeeded by the
word connterpane or confrepointé, or cloths having

) knotted threads stitched through them.

¢ SAM."-~The earlicet love song known in Engli
| and which dates from the year 1200, begins thns :

, *Blow north wynd,

i Scend thon me my sweetynge,
Blow, north wind,

Blow, blow, blow !**

[ **Two Girrs.”—The littlc island of Heligaland in the
| North Sea can be reached by steamer from Hamburg in
; five honrs™ time. It is only abont six thousand feet in
length by two thousand in breadth in irs widest part,
while there is only one place where a landing can he
made. On the Lowland, as it is called. there may be a
hundred or so of hounses and ¢hope, and on the Upper-
land, two lmndred steps up, is the church, lighthouse,
and governor’s house. and perhaps five or six other
honses, all of which have tiny front yards gay witl flow-
cring plants. There are but few trees on the ixland, and
not one horse or donkey, though there are several hun-

B_m

Dt g S e S e N
T o okl Rt




|

- L.

DEMOREST'S MONTIILY

~

MAGAZINRE.

the prerent inhabitants were Frieslanders, and they claim
the ialand to have been the -* wonderful island ** of Vir-
gil's Fneld. Helizoland used to belong to Schlesvig,
hnt passed with that Dnchy into Danish hands in 1714,
In 1807 it was tran=ferred to England, in whose possexs-
sion it now iz, The governor s one of the few of the
¢ ofx hundred » who remained after the charge of the
Light Brigade at Balaklava. The people are chiefly firher-
men and are remarkanle for their good looks, and also
for their intelligence and good morals. The honses are
built with an allev quite snrrounding each of them. The
church iz of brick, with very thick walls, the ceiling be-
ing painted to immtate bright-colored Freuch calico.
Iellgzoland would be a charming and healthful place in
which to apend a few weeks, the ¢xpense of living there
in the hezst hotels not exceeding two dollars a day.

* Coriosrey.'—In Greek mythology Endymion is the
sunset, with which the moon ix in love. Endymion was
condemned to endicss rleep and everlasting youth, and
Silen# kisses him every night on the Latmian hills, Ip
Shakerpeare’s * Merchant of Venice,” V. I, you will
fiud the lines :

** The moon sleeps with Endymion,
And would uot he awaked."”

2. Picturee have three distances, called grounds ; the
foreground, where the ariist 13 supposed to be ; the mid-
dle ground, where the most galient parts of the picture
are placed ; and the background or distance, beyond
which the eye cannot penetrate.

** LAURA."—* What is truth ? " was the great question
of the Plutonists. Plato =aid we could know truth if we
could snblimate our minds to their original purity,
Arcesllaos said that man’s under-tanding is not capable
of knowing what truth is. Carneades maintained that
not only our undersranding could not comprehend it,
but even our =enses are wholly inadequate to he'p us in
the inveatigation. Gorglas the Sophist said, *“ What is
right, bur wht we prove to be right ? and what is tuth,
but what we¢ believe to be trath?

2. The drinking gla<res of the middle azes, made at
Venice, were said to possess the peculiar property of
breaking int, shivers if polson were put into them.
Venice glass, from its excellency, became a synonym for
perfect on.

* StepeNT '—1. Nimbns characterizes power and au-
thority, not sanctity. The color indicates the character
of the perron 4o invesred ; the nimbns of the Trinity is
gold ; of angels, apost es, and the Virgin Mary, either
red or white ; of ordinary saints, violet ; of Judas, black;
of Satan, some very dark color, The form is gencrally a
cirele or haif circle, bat that of Deity is often triangular,

2. Sec answer to ** Curious Reader.*

** Mar1A."—The Tnnkers are a politico-rellgions sect
of Ohio, They came from a small German village on the
Eder. They believe that all will be saved ; are Quakerish
{n plainne-~3 of dreas and apeech ; they will neither fight
nor go to law. Both rexes are equally eligible for any
office.  Celibacy I- the highest honor, but not impera.
They are elso called Tumblers, and. tnpsrramis.
Dm- 4. ’
“aeop Into wine," ana u~ .~ ym
has been given thew, bat they cac . ~the
harmless people. ™ -

*8aran.”—1. In Ilindu mythology Rahu is the demon
that causvs eclipses.  One day Rahu stole into Valhalla
to qnafl some of the nectar of immortality. e was dis-
covered by the=un and moon, who informed agaiust him,
and Vishnu cut off his head. As he lhiad already taken
some of the nectar into his mouth, the head was immor-
tal. and ever afterward hanted the sun and moou, thns
carsing eclip=es.,

2. Manscatic Lengue was the first trade nnion. It was
establiegd in the thirteenth centnry by certain cities of -
nor.l,.he'l’ll Suriaany, for thedr mutnal prosperity and pro-
tection.  Tha diet which used to be held every thrce
years was called the Hansa, sud the members of it, Han-
rards. The l“&g\\\\'ns virtualy broken np in 1630.

3. 8t. Yver is th‘;h{ron =aint of lawyers, being him-
relf alawyer. As he ted hix knowledge {n defending

the oppressed, he Is cnlN in Brittany ‘ the poor man's
advocate.” .

“Corsers.—In your Jaundy npumber, in answer to
an fnquiry, you suy: * Yoo can'wepr corsets, however,
that will greut's improve your apMarance, and not in-
Jure your hiealth.” Pennit e 10 reqgqest von to insert
thls communication in younr valnable nqg,{zine, =0 that

peing gifted with

what I know by experieince may benefit others, and per-
haps remove prejudice.

‘“ About ten years ago. a wenkness in my chest and
back led me to seck medical aid, and [ wasadvized to
usc a bandage ; but Isoon found thir would get slack,
and I then tried a corset. My buriness at that time waa
writing (copying), and eixht pages, of three hundred
words each, was my day's work. The first day I wore a
corset I copied thirteen pages. Its support crused me to
sit erect, and relieved my weakness, and I have nsed one
ever rince to my great henefit and comfort.

‘1 do not helieve health will be injured by wearing a
corset, unless it is laced too tight, which will soon be
known by a peculiar rensation in the face and head,
caused by a retention of the blood.

“The size I wear is thirty inches waist measnre,
which ig lexs, by au inch, than my actual measure, as 1
find it must it moderately tight to be of any benefit, and
it is best 10 have an inch or two open in the back where
itlaces. The one I wear is fourteen inches deep tn frout,
and laces a few inches on each side, and has thirty-six
bones. A dealer (a lady) told me: *We sell nearly as
many corsets to gentlemen as we do to ladies, becaunse
slender young men in sedentary employments find great
benefit in the support and comfort they receive in wear-
ing them.? AM

“ PeT."—It is only recently that it has been conridered
obligatory for gentlemen to =end carde if they do not
call on New Year’s day., It is equally incumbent on
ladles 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.

* OrroaN.”—An institution has been snccessfully es-
tablished in London which might well be imitated in
New York. In 1870, a Home was begun under the care
of a leading official of the Eastern Central District, for
the purpose of providing board, clothing, and education
for the orphians of sorters, letter-carricrs, and other
members of the minor establishments of the post office
in London or the provinces. The benefitz of the insti-
tute are restricted to the children of those who have
been subscribers to its funds, while the characteristic
frature 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 foundatinn of the Institute upward of a hundred
children have realized its bcnefits. In the selection of
achools or homes, the committee endeavors to place the
children in each case, within easy acce=s of their wid-
owed mothers or nearest relatives. The institute is
liberally rupported by the higher post office officials, as
well as merchants and others, the voluntary subscrip-
tions amonnting for the past vear to over ten thousand
dollars, and the members® subscriptions being fifteen
hundrer dollars.
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~.oufy others of that stamp of mind
an enurmons quantity of that uxvfal
member. So well was this saying recognized, that
Trscho Brahe, the great astronomer, having lost a por-
tion of his in a duel, supplied the loss by an artificial
nosc made of gold, so well formed aund colored, as to be
hardly distingnishable, it is sald, from the natural fea-
ture.

tMra. S. V. 8."—It {= not now considered necessary
to nee the expletives *“ 8ir™ or ** Madam*’ in addresging
a gentleman or lady. In fact modern ldeas, that can
hardly be called rnler, since 1hey get rid of all rules,
fm'or.the abrence of formality in speaking even to rtran-
gers after their claim to title, rank, or distinctlon of any
kind, has been once recognized. This has its disadvan-
taczes, and among the young and persous who are not
really well bred, is apt to lead to a degree of familiarity
which borders on impertinence.

«3}Mns. S. G. 1. —Black cashmere iz an excellent nia-
terial to put with “old fashioned ™ bLlack silk. Use the
silk for the skirt, the enshmere for polonaixe or cuirass
basque, and drapery. Iave a small vixite or mantle made
of the cashmere, and lined with twilled lining »ilk, and
teimmed with mossy ruching or passementerie and fringe
for the street, and to complete your =uit for church and
visiting. The “Musette™ drexs is a capital model for
cambrics for your lttle girl of aix; the ** Blouse ** dress
for fiannel for vour hoy of three. and the * Norvill " a

“Miette * costume for a girl, fllnstrated In the present
number. Would not that be pretty as a de=ign for a
“handkerchief » costume ?

“ GRETCHEN." - There wonld not he the least impro-
priety in your attending the church festival yon men-
tion six month= after the death of a parent. 1t is not
well, and one rarely fecls Iike g ing much into -oclety
imnmediately after a shock of that kind, but on the other
hand it is injorious to the hiealth to shntoneself out from
all rocial life and compunior.rhip. Some people cannot
bear it, und people who ** pasa remarks** on the: harmless
act= of those wlo have ruffered grave affliction are them.
selves duing a much greater wrong than the onc they
condemn.

“COUNTRY GIRL."—It s very provokine to have to dress
as yon say in “other proples’ clothes,™ or clothes which
represent their tastes and ideas instead of yonr own. Cun
you not persunde your father to make youn an ullowance
as an cquivalent for what you do at home, instead of
occasionally buying a dress when he goes into town.  If
this cannot he mannged, suppose yon try to find some
kind of employment that will give you dresx money.
The ““ big plaid™ could be used then for a ‘ horse
blanket.”

“VioLa."—A woman who nnrses her own chiidren
nids both her health and her complexion. It is n very
great disadvamage to absorb into the hlood and ccllular
tiasues the flnid that contains the elements of life for
another. We will give you a recipe, however. that may
liclp to restore your freshnes=. It is taken for granted
that you nse plenty of cold water, a bath every moruning,
and u tepid bath twice 2 week with castile soap or some-
thing equally harmless. In addition mix an onnce of
rice powder with the =ame quantity of prepared m:gne-
sin, a gill of bay-rum, same quantity of guod colosiie, a
teaspoonful of oll of lemon, and donble the quantity of
glycerine. You may add a little essence of bergumot,
but it i3 not necessary. Put these ingredicnt= in a
wine bottle, which holds abont a pint and a half, and
fill np with rain water. Shake beior: nging. Puton 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 with cold.

‘*EL1za.”—Certainly there is nothiug improper in 2
gentleman subscribing toa*“ lady’s * mnagazine so-called.
On the contrary, it is a pity more donnt do it, they would
be better for finding out wh:.t there isin theni. or whether
there is anything in them or not. Boys ard 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 nlways
men who write for them ; why theu should men not read
them ¢

When strangers are introduced. no_matter. whes b
age or sex, thar Atunly confine their first attempts at
L:onversation to gencral topic-. such as the weather. or
some circumstance connected with their meeting. Af-
terward, that is when they have become friends, their
yonversation will grow out of their mutual tastes, the
\o\oks they read, the people they know, their daily ex-
periences, aud the like; it is impossible 10 give 1ules;
no'rnle can supply the place of brains and intelligence.

‘“REBECCA.”—We cend ‘“Knight's History of Eng-
land ™ in two volumes, paper covers, as u premium for
three snbscribers, and will supply it to vou fur 32.80—in
cloth for £3.65. Our $5.00 corsets are made of the best
coutil, und lagt a long time. always keeping their perfect
shape. We do not supply cheap corscis. Ours are
specially ent by an improved method, so as to scien-
tifically fit, shape, and not injure the form, and are
especially and iidividually made, each onc to order.
and in the best manner. The prices for French
Jean are $250 aud $3.00, for fine satin jean, $4.00, for
best coutil, $5.00. Young ladies do not prefix ** Miss ™
to their names upon their vi-iting cards, but nse the
simple name and nothing more, nuless they chovse to
add their address.  What yon eall Queen Victorfa'a
Bible will be likely to supersede all others in the Eng-
lizh tungue, because it will be the most perfect, and the
only one frec from sectional hias and interpreiation.

The cost of a solld gold necklace of the design meu-
tioned, wounld he abont $40.00. Robinson's Algebn is
very good. but Ray's Arithunetic and Algebra are consid-
ered still better. An Engli<h conversational grunmar.
of which we have forgotien the name, is the best In
nee.  Any good bookzeller wonld know it. There isno
average for xalaries of pnhlic school teachers—they are

polonaise for your danghter of twelve. Look at the
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graded according to position. The ‘primary teachers
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begin at §400 per annum and work up. The highest | the blooming clover fields, the prolific orchard and gar-

salary paid. exe pt to a principal of high school or col-
lege §z 82,000. Mary L. Lee {s a public schocl teacher
and resiles ia Brooklyn. The author of *Sced-time
and llarvest,” ** Strangers yet,” ** Elizabeth," ctc., is
a young Souihern lady,

*Rebee o' concludes with the following, which we

o
quorte as evidence of tue generzal recognilion of our new
and live department of ** Custcut Topics,”

“*Let me say a word ia praise of the ‘Cwmirent
Topics. It excels any.hing I hauve seen in any period-
ical ; and I prize your Maguzine above any of my read-
ing matter. Foralong time I had to take it by ~teulth,
as my father, b.ing ignoraxct of its contents, said I must
notthrow my money away fora ‘tritfling’ magazine. One
time lie got ont of reading matter, and piciked up your
Magazine, aud found the ‘Current Topics.’ Since
then has acknowledged his error, and has to read it
hefore he does politiex] and commercial news, then
complains it does not come but once a month,”

“JENNY."—The department of answers to correrpond-
ents is intendced for the use and benefit of subscribers
ouly, we neither ask nor accept any compensation for
answering questions, and couveying to othera such
information as we may bLe able to impart. We are also
free to ask help ocuasionally from our well informed
readers on literary points of which we are ignoraut, or
may have forgotten, or not have the books for reference
at hand. Tt iz impossible to answer outsiders, and send
the one uumb.r in which the reply appears, becanse
correspondents rarely understand the time nccessary to
obtain an answer, and the complication and detail would
be oo confusing. The only way such a thing could be
maanaged, woul.l be to rend the question, attach a dis-
tinctive signatnre, and watch the numbers of the Muga-
zine as they appeared, until the one containing the reply
made its appearance.

“Dear EpITOR:—I see announced a serial by
the author of that =splendid story the ‘Tinmpet
Muyjor;* will read it to see if it is as good as the
‘Trumpet Major.” What has beco.ue of your corre-
vpondeat of Fairfax, Virginia ¢ Tam intervsted in her
welfare. 1 see ler 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 o a3 they please now-

It
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den, the gentle und affectionate animals, thivk farming,
iz *So pleasant, they too would like to farm.” They
think it is so casy too—*just scatter a litile seed and
vou will have much bread. ec the fat pigs and snow-
white sheep, how they grow @l by themselve=1?

**But farming is no holiduy life, and I only have a hol-
iday when 1 have visitors. I"arming requires an edu-
cation. £s manch so as any of the so-called learned pro-
fa-sicus. It requires diligence, thought, and executive
ability. And I would advise no lady to undertake farm-
ing uuless ehe 13 cognizant of the right way to haness
her teamg, the right implements to use, and the nature
and requirements of the soil she proposcs to culiivate.

**The parts that composec a wagon, a |.low, or reaper,
have cach distinetive names, and certainly the lady who
uudertakes to use them, for the purpose of living by
thiem, should bo as conversant with the names, as she is
with the names and uses of the parts of her sewing
machine.

**The knowledge of rcaring and feeding animals,
must &lso be among the accomplishmerts of the lady-
farmer—"tis not prudeut to trust hirelings; they arc cun-
ning and will soou 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, rhe must go and give out the
requisi.e amount of feed, and then follow on and 8 e
each auimal has its due—no more, for that is waste—no
le~g, for an impoverished and nuthrifty animal is a nis-

cry to itself and a shame to its owner. Most ladies
Iknow that economy in housckeeping has bencficial re-
gults. Furming is, iu one part, hou~ekeeping on alarger
scale. Farming in Virginia is noi wealth and luxury, it |
ig health and picnty, aud keeps both body and mind ac- [
tive and strong. After paying all expenses, and having !
cvervthing, even on the farm, jaying for two needed ‘|
farm-buildings th.t will last my lifetime, having meat :
and corn cnough for the coming year, plenty of vege-
tables, ~tock in good condition, I have only one hundred
bushels of wheat I can call my own.

“] lost afine young horse this year. I let a man take it
to scll for me, and hie hing made no return of thera'e, 1°
have another t gell, a beauty, whose shining coat looks

inbred, o as to produce a perfect lady's riding or phac-
ton horse. I shall miss her when she i3 gone, £nd sho
will miss me, for she knows my voice a:.d my step, and
will lay her head so luvingly on my shoulder. T have
another riding horse, swift an| strong cnough for a cava-
lier, and have been ofiered three hundred dollirs fer her.,
but nothing ever wil part us but death. With all the
love of the Arab for horses, T ¢ould not rest onc hour if
I thonght my horses were not. well cared fer; and they
love me ; even the patient work teams whinny st the
first glimpee they catch of ine ia ficld er barn, and the
youag colis take food from my hand. Soch gre tle cares
and pleasurces of farm life. MoaAJ e

“Dean Mapax :—TFor the last twenty years, that is
for ten years in the home of my paren:s in Germany,
and for the last ten years in my own home in America, 1
liave read a German fashion paper.

“Last fall your Magnzine attracted my attention; I
houglt it, and was so delighted with it, tha: I kave sub-
scribed for it, and gave up my German. NawTu ¢ your
patterng, your corsets, shonlder braces and skirt sup.
porters, and I um pleased with cverything.

“1 sece thut you give answers to ladies under the head-
ing ¢ Ladies' Club ; °* may I profit Iy it too ?

“Tow should I drese my little boy of three years next
summer ? A thin flannel kilt with whire waist. or ¢ ing-
ham dresses far every cay, as I cannot lkeep Lim {n white
alwaya, Is he too rmall for kilts and Llouse, ond must
he wear skirts under the Lilt? L. T. AL

Yonr little boy is at just the right agze to wear kilts.
A good and convenient way to dress Lim i to make
him little combination drawers szrd wezist in oce,
what are called ‘under-drawers®™ 2113. A dark
blue or gray flannel kilt attached to a straight wuist
with broad tape straps, and a blonse apron of durk
checked gingham or undressed luen. Tor the strect
the “Roduey™ is a charming l.ttle rfuit, and nay
be made in thin tweed and also in linen or white fanncl.
Narrow striped seersucker, blue or brown, is excellent
for summer kilis for everv-day wear, because {t s
neat, inexpensive, and wishes and wears admirably.

| Very soon you will be uble 1o put bim in a saller suit

of dark bue flannel. The combination drawers may
be made in cotton, thin flanncl, or cunton flannel,

like the eoftest brown silk ; she has a line of ancestors , according to the season.

adays, The world is ready and willing
to recognize them. Of courze, noth-
ing good or great is accomplished with-
out hard work. Honor to those who do
it now. making the way. ensier for ti:ose

who follow. K T\t,:'

‘“ MME. DEMOREST !~] never reccivea
copy of your m:gazine without feeling a
desire to =it rizht down und thank you for
the many beantiful things yon send me
each month.  Yesterday T received two
copics of your magazine, with lady’s knife
as premium ; as nsual am highly picased
with all.  Tell me how to make a
handsome black silk satin de Lyon for
a special occasion, to he afrerward used
ae a chuarch and visiting dress, and
which is expected to last for years.

M. M. W

Wonld not the ¢Simplice” walking
rkirt wirh adjustable train suit your re-
qnirements ? It s very stylixh and grace:
ful in arrangement, and necd not he com-
bined with a figured fabric unless wished.
The front may be draped In any way pre-
ferred ; the -hirring missed above a
decper flounce, and the upper part left
drawn or shirred from the waist down to
a greater depth. The *‘Clorinde,” or
*‘Tliania,” would bhe pretty basques for
thi« skirt, bur perhaps the ** Clorinde”
wonld suft you he<t. The ** Titania >’ har
a belt across the front. The amount of
material needed for the=e ia not larce.
Eighteen yards wiil make the entire
dress,

*DrAr DEMORERT : —I promised the
¢lub 10 let them know my progress in
furmingz—not that I suppose the ladies

Poetry of Religion — The strongest
part of our religion to-day i~ the uncon-
scionr poetry.—Matthew Arnold.

- . Honor,—Ae the fun breaks throngh the
dn?ift‘-ﬁ[\clonds, 20 honor appearcth in
the meanext-pabit.—Shakespeare.

To be appreciative.—It ~~=2_pot re-
quire any genins or Tilent 10 Miver ot ©
but to give credit where credit is due is
indicative of a good heart and sound judg-
ment.

Starving the Heart.— More hearts
pine away in secret anguish from the want
of kindness from those who shonld he
their comfort= than for any other calamn-
ities in life.— Dr. Young.

Revenge always unsatisfactory.—
The exazper ating thing about reren e is
that it never satisfice, but liaves one at
the end ar argry as at the beginning.
After ull, one might just as well forgive at
once.

To be Remembered.—Let it never be
forgatten that the amount of vital energy
which the bedy at any moment posses- s
fs limited, and that, being limited. it ia
fmpassible to get from it more than a
fixed gnantity of recults.

Guard the Thoughts —The happiness
of your lifc depends upen the quality of

ure Intereeted in me- but they may be

interested tn - Howa Woman Farms.’
Ludfes vixiting me daring the snummer.

and secing the growing and ripening grain,

WHAT A WOMAXN CANILOT DO.

SHE CANNOT GO ON A JOURNEY WITH ONLY ONE $MALL VALISE FOR BAGGAGE, A3 A

MAN CAN.

your thoughts; therefore, guard accord-
ingly. and take care that you cotertain no
notions uns=uitable to virtue and nnreason-
able to nature.—Marcus Antonius.
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People do not need to know more about virtne, but
rather to practice what they already know,

It is always better to kecp out of a quarrel than to
make it up cver so amicably after you have got into
one.

A head properly constituted can accommaodate itself
to whatever pillowsthe vicissitudes of fortune may place
under it. .

No man ought tocomplain if the world measures him
a3 he measures others. To mcasure one with his owp
yardstick may be hard, but it is also fair.

What you Admire.—Tcll me whom you admire, and
I will tell you what you are, at least, as regards your
talents, tastes, and character.—Sainte- Beuve,

Action is, after all, the main business of our lives—
we are to work ‘“while it is called day:* and thonght is
worth nothing unless it lead (o and cmbody itself in
practice.

Bright Places.—Yon can train the cye to sce all the
bright places in your life, and so slip over the hard onex
with surpri=ing casc. Yon can also train the eye to rest
on the gloomy spots, in utter forgetfulness of all that is
bright and beautiful,

“ Be what you would seem to be.””—The shortest
and sarest way to live with honor in the world is to be
in reality what we would appear to be; 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 isas ncedful to the lifc of thought as to
that of action. Though often confounded with obsti-
nacy, it is essentiully different, The latter is a dogmatic
and unreasoning inaction of the mind, the former is an
earnest and continuous approach to truth,

Truly brave,—Truc bravery is sedate and inoffensive.
If it refnses to eubmit to insults, it offersnone ; it begins
no disputes, cnters into no ncedless qnarrels, 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.

Wendell Phillips says that no reform,
mornl or intellecmal, cver came down
from the upper classes of society, * Each
and all,”" says he, ¥ come up from the
protest of martyr and victim.”

A Good Newspaper.—Belicve that a
great and good newspaper is as sacred in
its own way a» the Bible. It has some-
thing in it of the very present word of
God to man and the very present word of
man to God. The heartbeat of both
pulscs is in such a paper; the Lands of
both sct the type, and the spirit of both
reads the proof.—Dr, Robert Co'lycr.

Selfish Sentiment-—The mere seuti-
mental and slothful indulgence of foclim
or emotion always wears out eve s

- - tsul of
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the body that is h}:sibd finally withers
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quicken thought and imagination, thai,
does not teach any lesson or sugrest any
duty, gradnally loses even its own power
of impressibility.

Hospitality.—There should never be
a guest in the house whosc presence re-
quires any considerable change in the do-
mestic cconomy of one's household af-
fairs, However much the circumstances
of business or mutuul iuterests may tend
to the entertainment of a stranger, he
should never be taken into the fumily
circle unlesa he is known to be worthy of
that high #ocial distinction; but, when
once udmitted, hic should bie treated as if
the place had been his always.

natarally rises in them betwixt their condition s
yours is excruciating.

Self-respect in the Young.—TIt is well to infuse into |

every child's mind the wholesome principle of gelf-
respect, to teach him that certain things are to be
avoided and others cnitivated, not because you say so,
but becaunse of his own dignity and social position. So
should they be tanght in their carliest yvears that certain
things are for their good; that gentleness, unselfishness,
and ncatness are not only admirable in them-elves and
plea=ant in the family circle, but that they make their
posscssor welcome in the world and are excellent capital
to begin life upon.

Four Good Habits.—There were four good habits a
wise and good man carnestly recommended in his conn-
scls and also by his own example, and which he consider-
ed essentially nccessary for the management of temporal
concerns.  These were punctuality, accuracy, steadiness,
and dispatch. Without the first of these, time is
wasted 5 withont the secoud, mistakes the most hurtful
to our own credit and interest and that of others may be
committed ; without the third, nothing can be well done ;
and without the fourth, opportunities of advantage are
lost which it is impossible to reeall.

Respect the Burden.—Verily he has the highest
condition ou eartli who Lest 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 Dbearer, and in
an carnest tone said to his surprised attendants, ¢ Re-
spect the burden.” Yes, if all had felt so we should now
see a very different state of things in this world.

'Tis True, and Pity *tis ’tis True.—“It isunmistalk-
able,” says Dr. Ilolland, ** that the tendency of modern
criticism upon novels has been to make thcm petty and
trifiing to a nauseating degree. It is a lamentable con-
sideration that the swing of a petticoat or the turn of an
aukle or the vapid utterance of a dandy, or cven the de-
lincation of a harlot and a harlot’s disgusting life, shonld
be counted quite legitimate material for a novel, when
the great questions which concern the life and prosper-
ity of the soul and the statc arc held in dishouor, and
forbidden to the novelist a2 material of art.”
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Different ways of Speaking.—There

is speaking well, speaking easily, speak-

e Y
= .

T, 1 1
E Y

A Great Hardship.—An iron steamer.
The Question of the Hour.—What time js It ?

An Anachronistic Pun.—Adam was marricd on his
wedding £ve.

Slower than a Tortoige.—No other llving thing can *

go so glow ns a boy on an crrand.

A primer-rangement —An infant le the primer ot
humanity bound in more rocker.

Proverbial.—Men are geese, women are ducks, and
birds of a feather flock together.

Woman'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
poct, und 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 crnsty old bachelor says he thinks
it’s woman, and not her wrongs, that ought to be re-
dressed.

Paws! rash Youth,—“IfT hit yer,” said one rmall
boy to another, “ye’'ll be usin® yerself for snuff ter-
morrer.”

A distinction with a Difference.—Artemus Ward
said of the Mormons—** Their religion is singular, bat
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 Wife.—The experience of many a life,
““What a fool 1've been ! —The experience of many a
wife, * What a fool I've got !

Rather Personal.—Why is the money
a4l Youare in the habit of giving to the poor
7% like a new-born babe ? Because it's
4+-F¥  precious little.

)|

Poor thing.—*'She never told her love
—because the young man, anticipating
something of the kind, hasn’t called to
see Ler since 1?!}!),\'&:1&@911_(}(1.

Sight Difference.—Said heWe
one, ‘T seal my love with a kiss.” Aprd
she, suiting the action to the word, re-
plied, ‘I scal mine with whacks.”

The Young Physician returns from
his vacation to find his patients lively as
erickets. e inwardly vows that he will
gfay at home and attend to business here-
after.

Too True-—The Arab horse is not
broken until his fourth ycar, That's where
they differ from teacups, But then Amd
horses are not washed by the average
kitchen girl.

Not a Gun.—A little boy being told by
his mother to take a powder she bhad pre-
pared for him. ¢ Powder, powder,’ said
he, putting on a roguish smile ; **mother,
T ain‘t a gun.”

Ambiguous.—A reporter for a Wiscon-
ein newspaper writes: ““Those who per-
sanally know our esteemed fellow-citizen
Col. — will regret to hear that he was
brutally assaulted last cvening, but not
killed.™ *

Definitions.—Teaclier — * Define the
word ‘cxcavate.'” Scholar—** It means
to hollow ont.” Teaclhier—* Construct &
gentence in which the word is properly

ing justly, and speaking eeasonably. It

sed.” Scholar—‘* The baby excavates

hen it gets hurt.”

is offending against the last to speak of

entertainments betore the indigent, of

Only Boston Girls.—A traveler says

sound limbs and health before the infirm, !
of houses and lands2 before ouo who has
not so much a< a dwelling; in a word, to
rpeak of your proxperity before the mis-
erable is cruel, and the comparison which

WHAT A WOMAN CANNOT DO.

SHHE CANNOT GET A SALARY OF TWENTY THOUSAND DOLLARS A YEAR FOR DOING
NOTHING, LIKE THE PRESIDENT OF AN INSURANCE COMDIANTY.

et = i, e e m e e o m e

='* W hen you Lissa Doston girl, she holds
atill till yon arc throngh, when she flares
up all at once, and cxelaims, *1 think you
rhould be ashamed ]’ New York girls
box your cars.”

Sy
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A Beautiful Panel Picture,

W hiave in preparation a subject, the presentation of
which will be superior to anything we have heretofore
attempted. It ix a portrait of Queen Louise, wife of
Frederick T1T. of Prussia, and mother of the present
Emperor, arranged in panel form, deeper than the
magazine but forming a part of it. It is weil worth the
year's subscription to the magazine.

A Faithful Worker,

REv. OBADIAE M. Jonxsox, member of the Presby-
tery of Hud~on aud Synod of New York, who died re-
cently, wax a striking example of the thoroughnesx,
faithfulness, and devotion which characterized minis-
ters of what arc called the ** old school.”” IIis last ser-
mon, preached a few week= 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 Ixvi., 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 nnfinished
business, settling affairs calmly, as if going on a loug
journey ; gave minute directions in regard to some per-
sonal affairs, and died serencly, and withont any appar-
ent regrets. Mere memorandums made in his note-
hook, 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,

Success in Business. |

THE CAREER OF A XEW JERSEY ORGAN-

BUILDER.

DEMOREST'S MONTHLY

MAGAZINE.

DEMOREST'S MONTHLY, A MEDIUM FOR |
ADVERTISERS, j
THE BEST IN FORM AXND THE LARGEST IN CIRCULATION. E

The advertising colunmnsg of DEMOREST's MONTHLY
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, uo other one medium
covers 20 much ground, or is so nniversally rcad and
songht for as DEMOREsST'S MONTHLY,

Please remember that for a card of 5 lines, corting
$2.50, is at the rate of only 25 ctx. for 10,000 cards, und
most eﬂluentl) distributed to the best fmmlleq

We aim fo make our advertising columns the vehicle .
only of what is best calculated to promote the interests |
of our readers—to exclude whatever i3 pernicious, at
whatever eacrifice—and render them so absolntely |
reliable, that they may be consulted with a certainty
that everything therein stated will be found precisely
as represented.

ADVERTISING RATES.

ORDINARY PAGES............ $ .50 TER LINE.
e ¥ AGATE
NEXT READING....... ...... .3 ¢ |
{ MEASI'RE,
BUSINESS NOTICES.......... 1.00 ) 14 Lixes 1 Ixen.

No ExTrA CHARGE For CUTs or DISPLAY,

Remember that Advertiging at the above rates cosjs
only about 1cent a line per 1,000 copies,

Advertirements for insertion shonld be forwarded not.
later than the 28th, for the next issue. No medical,
questionable, or ambiguous advertisements will be ad-
mitted on any terms. '

]
]
SCCCEss in business if undoubtedly the result of in- i
tetligence, pluck, and enterprise. It is gaid that the :
Hon. Daniel F. Beatty, of Washington, N. J., began
business in 1869 without one loflar. Since that time he
has built up an enormoux Pianoe and Organ trade ali
over the civilized world by his remarkable pluck and en-
terprize, Ilia attenrion was eariy turned to musie, and
in thisz way he became imerested in the sale, and finally
in the mannfacture, of musical instrnments at Washing-
ton, N. J., which bear his name. His first opecrations

were on a small scale, but his active and progressive 1

mind geat wide-Gil: ~pen tQ gnergy aund enterprise,
He has never wavered or faltered in v ii—prgjegt.. By his

~hrewd, =kilful, and persistent newspaper Py h‘.ﬂq

lie has attracted wide attention cverywhere, xo that M_————!
il

the present hix instrnments are in uxe in all parts of the
civilized world. He believes in 1he free use of printers’
ink. and it has paid him a thousand-fold.

Bnt amid the rush and hurry of a vast business Mr.
Beatty never forgets the dutics of a man and a eitizen.
He has twice been elected Mayor of Washington with-
out his own seeking, which oftfice he now holds, Hix
fellow-citizens chose him. Ile condncted no campaign
whatever, and was not even at home on eleetion day.
His gencrous donation of orders upon the largest local
stores to rupply 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 l
continnally transpiring, and which have made him ex-
ceedingly popular among his fellow-citizens,

Mcen who have won for themenlves houorable distine-
tion in their particular avocations in life, and which we
denominate as the successfnl gcif-made men of the day,
are apt to posvess all the qualifications necessary for the
high porition of public trmat, and form the nucleus from
which the nation draws its hest supporters. Mayor
Beatty's career thus fur has been marked by untiring
perseverance, indomitable will, acnle pereeption, and
womd, xound, common gense.

Circulation of the Bible.—There are now in circu-
lution about 148, 000,000 copicr of the Bible, as agajnst
ouly 5,000,000 copies at the commencement of the pres-
ent century,

A Curious Relic.—A mo=t interesting relic, 10 be
w¢en in the Library of the Royal Society, London, i the
manus=cript of Newton's Principia, written in the great
philosopher’s own hand. Tr is in admirvable preserva-
tion, and is justly considered the greatest tregrure he-

ABSOLUTELY PURE.

Mude from Grape Cream Turtar.—XNo other jrepsralfon
makea: huch 1ght, fluky, hel hreads, or luxurlous pastry. Uan
be eaten hy dyvapepticR without fear of the 11l resulting frem
heavy, lod gest hlo fond, 8old only In cans, by aill Grocers.

Rovat. Haxrxe Powpry %,0.. New York,

Qur Parler Pictures.

THE progress of art isin the direction of color; we
are in the receipt of numerons letters showing how
strong is the appreciation of the fine portraits and other
chromoed pictures which we have recently given with
the different numbers of thizx magazine, and the knowl-
edge enconrager us to further efforts in the xame di-
rection.

REED & BARTON,

MANUFACTURERS OF FINE

lve-Phted Table Ware

686 BROADWAY,
NEW YORK.
A Millisn Readers.

Tue aggregate circulation of our “ Monthly
Magazine,”” ** IlNustrated Journal, “Portfolio of
Fashions,” and ** What to Wear.” now fallx litile
short of oune million. an unexampled list in this
or any other country.

GOLD MEDAL, TARIS, 18738,

BAKER'S

CHOGOLATES

B Boler's Premivm Chocolate, the hest

# preparation of plain ¢hocolalafor fein-
Dy use. — Daker's Brealfost Cocua,
from which the excess of oil has been
removed, casily digested and atinirably
adapted for invalids. — Paler's Pandia
Chotnlate, 06 o dgink or esten ma con-
fectivnery is o delfSiousarticle ; highly
reconimmended  hy  tourists.— Baker's
Brouir, invaluable 0s o dlet for chil-
dren. — German Soeet Chocolate, o,
most exédltens article for families.

Sold Ly Grocers everywhere.
W.BAKXER & CO.,

Doralclor, Meaza,
KID GLOVES A SPECIALTY AT

arris Brothers’,
877 Droadway, bef. 18th and [9th Sis., N. Y.

|s* ‘Elmmh'ts. I.mnrotm. Denos Marly, Foernande and
vas“l't:\_us T e of Kid {iloves for Qeuts, Ludies, Mixsin
and Children. o 4% button and upwnﬂjn (loxes of all
doscripti ans,mel . w4 (rlovm u.nd l.dme Mtk Prices

1la'l.|~m an

and guality onzurpass:y e " : ;
Wt‘jite for atuple coler curd W ““’ whieh wit i"'”_ b
forwarded free of charge. . - —

Renewals of Subscriptions Ier » 1861,

To those interested in making up clubs for Dem-
orest’s Monthly Magazine, we are prepared to send
on application, by return mail. circulars, cards,
and blanks for rencwal of subscriptions for 1881,
We cndeavor to supply all in advanee, but may
have overlooked some of our interested friends.

jonging to the Society.

or foreign manufacture.

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

N T 1P T Ta
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[orrositeMacs ] NEWYORK, 2=
THE CENTENNIAL PARLORBED

FIRNT PRIZE AWARDED JRI8 & 1879,

We are offering THE LARGEST AND B&ST
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.

SPECIAL INDUCEMENTS To PURCHASERS.

New Buildings and Besx Wacilities.
Between Bth and 6th Aveaues, New York.

T zh

e,

Eatablished 1848.
A, BEITOK. EOER'EF".

Mannfacturer of and Dealer In a1} kinds of

CUTIL.LERY,

Such ar Tuilvrs® Shears, Ryzors. Ladies® Sclueors, Tablc |

Otdery of all kinds, and Pocket Knir-s.
381 Broomo Street, N. Y. near Mulberry St.

Thr above itne of goudn always on hand, and warranted,
All kimis of Cuttary Ground wond Rejesired.

BAMBERG HILL & CO,

{xprorrRRra AND JOANERS OF

MILLINERY GOODS,

Also all the Tatost Noveltles In

PANCY RIBBONS, FLOWERS, 3TRAW GOODS,
AND MASUPACTIRKES OF
PPATTERN BONNETS und TRIMMED NATS,
MHAVE REMOVED T0 6354 BROADW AY,
Betweenu Bloeckdr and Band Strnts,

-—

£ N '
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Livingston's Perfection |

TONMA™ §.

o Nateed by the. -‘_hmm-’n I\ supe-

B rior te the ‘*me and Paragon Tomatoes.

BN llood-red,. “smooth, solld und produriive.
IR i iriocmat Packets, 38 conteg Rse for $1.00.

ol  Dreer's Gardea talendar for 31561 miled

Wi tere. Valunble to the markel gardener, 2amn.

Bl tear and farmer, ‘

i HENRY A. DREER, Seedsman, 38
14 nu 8t., eta. . ¥

Tl merlts aw s Wast BLue have been fully tested and
etidorsed by thousandn of housekeepers. Your grocer
ought to tave it on sule. Ask himm for it.

D, 8, WILTBERGER, Proprietor,
Na, 22 North Seeand Sireet, Philadelphia.

ol == SRS 8 ek O e e ]

DEMOREKSI"S MONTHILY

'BRANCH

STATEN ISLAND

FANCY DYEING ESTABLISHMENT,

Ofiive, 5 and 7 John Street, N. X,

t199 Broadway, near 289(h St., N, Y.
279 Fultun 8t., Bronklya,

47 N. Kighth Nt., Phila leiphkin,

2l
0FF|LES§ 110 W. Baltintore N1, Baltimore.

Dye, Clean and Refinish Dress Goods and Garments,

Ladies’ Dressex, Clowks, Robes, dx.. of ald fadrics, ad
of the most elahomite styles, cliaged or dyed succes-
fully withowt ripping.

Gentlemen's Gurments eleaned or dyed vohole.

Cnrtainx, Window-Shades, Table-Covurs, Cnrpets, &c.,
clenned or dyed.

Employing the best attainable skill and most Improved
appliances, and having systematized anew vvery depart-
ment of owr business, we cun confidently promise the
Lest results, and nnesnally prompt return o %ﬂudzl.

Gooda recelved aud returued by express or by mall,

BARRETT, NEPHEWS & (O,
S and 7T John St., N. Y.

WORSTED CROSS-STITCH PATTERNS,

Andinals, Barders, (‘ornvrs,
! Alphabets, etc., for %centsi)

A BUGOK contalning neurly 100 Patterns fur Worsted Work,
Tellet Sets, wote., {ncluding Potterns of Flowera, Birds.
anglen, Roaes, Comle Deaigna,
8 for 81.00, post-puld. Stamps
taken, Card (Collectors, 38 Pictures, and ancg Advertising
Capds fue fonr 8. stumps.  J. F.Incarrs, Lynn, Muxs. Box D,

~MUSIC

24 CHOICE PIECES 36 Cts.

With complete Words and Music.

The nsuat prica of sheet musis in 3O or BHe. Jer plece, In
the two latest copiraof MMUSTIC A R, HO U RN will be
tound 12 new nnd beautiful songs, and kS8 choice lnsirumuontal

nteces, all Aaving complete sworda and music. [n fact they are
the aame pieces 1hat are printnd aud sald slugly at 35c. sacH.
The high coat of muaic is due to the faw sold of each pleca and
the large dlscount mada to dualers. By printing §2pleces in one
isaue of the Nudfcal Haurgand sendlng off many thousand cvery
mopth, we ars enabted to supply two coplen, ecach eontaining
12 nieces,—vocal and tnstrumental, by thea dea¢ enmeposers for
. 133-cent stamipa. This Magazina has an elegant engraved cover
printed In two coloen, and ia the Adandaoment Muxical Menthly
{nthe World. Termw per year @L.50 with three musical
sremiuma.  Two of tha Jateat copies (countaining 24 camplets
L" epnt plecea) sent post-pald for 13 3-coent ntamps. @, .

) —

Richardeson & Co.. 25 Temple Pl., Roston.

DECKER'S
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i1 LLIARD an° POOL
TABLES with the New

Corpep EDeceCusmMION
The best now made!

WAREROOMS, 726 BroADwaY,NY

14 Stogshﬁ Sets R OWLY $035.
09,8125 up. Pancriren, Adf 234
e Daniel F. Boait7, Washington, ti.de

50 ALL GOLD, Silver, Shella, Motto and Floral Chroweo
Cards, in beautiful coloms, wilh name, 100, ; Agents Spw-
ple Books 25c.  Star Printing Company, Northford, Conn,

SOUTH Over 20 Hand-eolored Destems for Art
Embmldcry‘s cach sccompanivd with a

‘ Perforated Pattern, Transferring powder
KE&%%?ON|;*:;‘,f.?ﬁe,&::fisﬁ*&nf&aé‘zxf‘%‘:m
. |

pant ]gmail on_application, by

W. TILTON & €CO., Bosaton.
All Goid, Chromn and Lit'g. (ards, (No 2 Alike,
Natne On, 10c, UrrsronN BBros,, Clintnnvitle, (tonn.

20

OVER
Distinet
= Varietica
‘UoNtroug Plants, sach labelvd, deliversd rafely by mail,
l.avgest nusartutent, Low prices. In business for 27
FEUTN. Gwicantde alfuction, Kook comprises all desirabie
giri-ties. Ouly matore” plants sent. Our new Illustrated
lh\lnd-ll«o_k ~:nt. froe, oontaing the pame and deseription of

+ plant, il in=tructions for anecessful caltication, Do
st grurchase plants elnewhere be}ure sendding for aur new

AN D.BOOK Bvery lhver uf Rowrers ahould have ft. Al

AN buyers of rhmr plunta should have it
VErY b annling mexe atn]l chader plants should send for qur

Hanl ek, HOOVYES, B HER
cuErny dire Nvusr.méi‘.' ﬂ*é%ﬁé‘f: Pa

W

Elagazs Cards, with name, 10e, 30 Gold and Silver
Chromo, 10¢. W. MOOILE, Brockport. N. Y.

RICH &clting onr Rubber Stampa and Musio.
GET Bamples free. Cook & Blasall, Cleveland. O.

5 Flaest Chromo, Gilt & OColored, Sernll Cards eversold on-
ly $0¢. Agenti Raunples 10c. G. A. Bpring, Northford, €t.

]25 Fmbossed Serap f’!ctnms, by mail 10 conta, 144 Trans-
for Picturea, 10 conts, Hewry 8. Darr, Cricaco.

ORATEDR BRY MAYL. 20 Sketns 20 shades 28 centa,
100 Skeius {._ Feang Ganpuwes, Lyww, Masa,

Elegant and Artistic Chromo Buelness Cards

fn seta of one dozen assorted stylea. Price, 5 Cents per set, or
sent by mall on recetpt of two S-cont smm]E\,l Addreas, W,

MAGAZINE.

ENLES ITPRTHG O

| r_ 'ﬁ"w- : \ (\‘ b !

(Patented Nav. 19, 1878.)
No. 1, Sewed, - - - - $2.00.
No. 3, Woven, Spoon Steel, - - 3.00.

This new and improved Abdominal Corset is
80 constructed as w give a natural and perma-
nent support to the abdomen. It cannot stretch,
Lreak or lose its shape, avoids all pressure on
the chest and imparis sa elegant und graceful
appoearance to the wearer.

For sale by all first-class dealers in the U. 8., or
gamples rent ou receipt of price by

LEWIS SCHIELE & CO., 5ole M'f'rs, N.Y.

BUIST’S
GARDEN SEEDS

are always warranted, bemﬁ exclugively of our own
th.  Best_tor the (iardener! Best for the
ferchant! BECAUSE RELIABLE!

They never (‘m’l to producs the fnest v%bles, and
ere planted in all paris of the world. 0 constant
{mprovement and ecara in their growth, e;dandmg orer a
period of mors than ha!lf a century, huve bronght Buist's
Seedstoauntate of perfection and raliability recoad tonone.
BUIST'S CARDEN MANUAL for 1881 "
(192 pages of waeful information), mailed for 3¢, atamp.
Whoteaale Price-Current for dMerchunta on apmplication,
RORERT BUIST, Jr., 8eod Grower, P,

Is an Elegant Book of 100 Pages, Ono Colored
Flower Plate, and 600 lllnstrations, with Descelpllis
of the best ¥Flower< and Vegetnbies, and Birections for
| growing,  Sent free, by malf for 1v cents, In Engliah or

VICK'S SEEDS are the best In the world. The
Fronas, Grme will tell how to get and grow them,

Vick’s Illustrated Monthly Magazine—32 [uges, &
Colored Plate In every number and many #ine Engravings,
Prico, 41,25 o year; Five Coples for $6.00, Specimen Numbers
sent for. 10 cents ; 8 trink caples for 36 cuente. .
JAMES VICK. Rothester. N, Y,

; German

Address,

B Wo w0ill soud free by mail. and guarantee their aqfe
| arrical! in good conditien, oxr chrire of sorts.
80 ' Ts For examyde: 12 Rocen, &1
e 20 Verbenas, K15 15 Basket or
Bedding Plauts ’?l 'i L Geraniums
Tuberosea, B 13 G Hardy Flowe
Hundreds of others —
CIREAL

o o cines NEW AND RARE

For your choive of varieties, seo our TR-page

Catalogne, with colored plaic, free tooll. Wealso

Offor au isvnense stock of
Grape-Vines, Fruit and SMALL FRU'TS
Otnamental Trees, Evarsreens, ete, 8 Currants, 1§
25 Raspberries %l; T3 8trawherries, § 13 8 Grupes,
glx 8 Apple, 13’4 Prar 13 8 Peuc .gl:
weet Cheatnyt %“ 10({ neily Catalpa, 81 ; ete.
A Catulawrue (with 1t colored retrawberries) tree.
27th Year, I8 Gresnhovscs, 400 Acres.
STOH:IRS, HARRISON & CO., Painesville, 0.

Jexrixas Dexorysr or Mux. Desoresrt, 17 Huh S5t N, Y.
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