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AN AMERICAN ARTIST

RECENT writer in
describing the
wondrous house
of Alma-Tadema
declared that the
only conventional
impression of
modernity one re-
ceived on entering
it was the glimpse
of a white-capped
English maid who
opened the door.
Mr. F. A. Bridg-
man the famous
American artist
has eradicated
even this incon-
sistency from his
surroundings ; for
if on his Saturday
afternoons you call at his studio in Paris on the Rue
Malesherbes you will be bidden to enter the enchanted
place by a beauty who looks as though she had stepped
from the most wonderful tale in the Arabian Nights. She
wears a gown of marvelous Moorish-blue satin, a shade
that looks like marine blue grown sober and intense
through a knowledge of sea sorrows: The robe is em-
broidered in disks and crescents of gold, and girdled about
the waist with a sash of satin d'or. The undersleeves,
flowing softly forth and folding back from the round,
brown arms, are of white East India cotton wrought with
fine silk strands, and a chain of sequins threads its shining
links along the ebony splendor of her hair. She is so mys-
tically potent of the romance from Oriental legends and
poems that for a moment the visitor's mind is abashed.
He finds himself wondering if this woman wasn't what he
came to see, after all, and therefore he stands on the
threshold and waits for her to give him some marvelous
key that will lead to her possessions, or a bottle whose
contents may curl out into a fairy palace, or a walnut to
be cracked for its multifold fortune.

But Mademoiselle Claire Romanos (such is the roman-
tic name of the artist’s beautiful model) will herself break
the spell by bidding you to enter and be seated until the
master comes. Mademoiselle is a busy girl, like all the
women in France, be they dressed like peasants or fairy
princesses, and she sits at the entrance and embroiders
like Penelope, never lifting her great elegiac eyes from
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her task. Now if you are a wise visitor you will take a.d.
vantage of her absorption and poke about before the mas-
ter comes, and before he himself is followed by a horde of
cackling women who love art with all the hysteria of utter
ignorance gone mad over a vague idea.

The place is incomparable in beauty. The large studio
in which you find yourself is but an opening pean to a
perfect artistic harmony. Here the decoration is mainly
Gothic and Renaissance. The woodwork is a soft sage-
green, and the carving and ornamentation show touches
of cream and gold. The tapestries on the east wall are
separated by two columns running nearly to the ceiling
and crowned by two Greek stelain cream and gold, and
very charming in design, the casts of these funereal stones
being procured at the Beaux Arts. Between these col-
umns and above the frieze where the tapestries end are
three large mural decorations representing the Acropolis
and surrounding country. The room with all its ornamen-
tation is a perfect workshop, having six large lights in
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the ceiling and three at the
sides, besides the smaller
ones lighting the Eastern
and Mediaeval divans on the
north side. The columns
and friezes are casts from
St. Denis’ Church, of the
12th century, Gothic.

From the luxurious van-
tage-ground of the long, low
divan, with its softly cur-
tained square windows at
the back, and its length
broken by pillows of Orien-
tal and Roman satins, one
sees directly in front a vista
of mystic beauty; for the
studio proper is connected
with another room that
serves the same useful pur-
pose, since the artist often
uses it as a background for
the Oriental figures that first
won and still win him his
most lasting reputation in
art. The large, uncurtained
archway reveals this cham-
ber with its Persian, Arabic,
Moorish, and Indian decora-
tions. In the centre is a
small octagonal fountain
whose spray springs from
the cup of a lotus lily. Sur-

rounding palms and ferns lap their leaves in its silvery
waters and are reflected below in the basin and the blue
and yellow tiles forming the flooring; above hang many
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FREDERICK ARTHUR BRIDGMAN, N. A.

NORTH SIDE OF THE LARGE STUDIO.

of salmon, orange, and pink.
dull, dark rose carpet and spread with a splendid bear-
skin, the wicked head being the only thing that suggests

sacred incense-lamps,
brought by the artist from
Indian temples and Moorish
mosques. A soft light comes,
filtering through the palm
leaves from the west win-
dows beyond, veiled by mys-
tic broideries and beautified
below their ‘lattices with di-
vans richly covered. In the
centre is a throne of carved
ebony. This is surmounted
by an East Indian throne-
chair of sandal-wood inlaid
with ivory and mother-of-
pearl. Two solemn metal
hookahs inlaid with coral
and turquoise stand as at-
tendant potentates on either
side, and the majesty of,the
picture makes you think that
Buddha himself might claim
there a serene and, holy oc-
cupancy if he hadn't strong
scruples against smoking.
The walls here are tiled, and
ornamented with ancient
Persian inscriptions and em-
broideries.

The Greek room that ad-
joins this one is exquisite;
a little chamber it is, with
white woodwork and tones

The floor is covered with a




anything not im-
mortally good and
gentle. The room
is a sort of atmos-
pheric dedication
to art’s beauty in
its most delicate
and etherial sense.
The ceiling, of
course, is much
lower than the stu-
dio ceilings, and
the walls are hung
in salmon-colored
silk. The mantel
shows the front of
a Neo-Greek tem-
ple with four col-
umns of polished
ivory, which, with
the figure of Mi-
nerva in the centre,
are reflected by a
mirror at the back.
In a moment the
room is flooded
with roseate light,
though the source
thereof seems a
mystery. The wise
Minerva bathed in
its pink glow takes
on the look of a
high -minded, but
slightly impres-
sionable, Venus.
The- figures on the
white and copper-colored
frieze dance into sentient
being ; Greek girls and chil-
dren with wreaths of rosy
blossoms, muses and sacri-
ficial maidens, vestal virgins
and laughing satyrs, form a
chain of enchantment just a
bit above you. The deep,
pink divan invites you to an
actual bath of your beauty-
loving senses. You sit there
and look about and wish it
was all true and that you
were a partof it; and then
you wonder if it might not
have been true,— that is, if
Cupid and Psyche had really
married and gone to house-
keeping.

But dreams must be brok-
en if you wish to go and
wander around alone any
more before your host comes
from the house at the back
of the studio, where the gar-
den is in bloom. So you
arise and leave the little
room,towonder afterward if
it was really anything more,
than a sip of cordial brewed
from sunrise and April roses
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In front of the
Greek room winds
the stairway, light
and airy, with
Moorish lattice-
work for banisters.
Each step reveals
some detail of
beauty, — Oriental
embroideries,
prints, and first
sketches for the ar-
tist’s paintings,
Moorish  plaques,
and Egyptian or-
naments.

The balcony
above overlooks
the large studio
and leads to the
beautiful archway
of the Egyptian
room, the artist’s
holy of holies. On
the wall, to the left,
hangs the latest
Egyptian painting,
“A Princess of
Isis,” lotus-crown-
ed, with a low,
dark brow, and
long, insinuating
eyes, insolently
beautiful. On ei-
ther side of the en-
trance are pedes-
tals and statues of
Isis and Osiris, above whose
sphynx-like faces hang elec-
tric lights in lotus blossoms.
The walls of this room are
the shade of a turquoise
changed from cerulean blue
to green blue through its
wearer’s sorrow. The frieze
here is from Lakkarah,—
women carrying fruit, ducks,
geese, etc.,—while the dado
is formed of the ancient
hieroglyphics copied from
Egyptian tombs. The man-
tel shows a shrine with sa-
cred barge, and above this
the head of a goddess whose
lotus crown conceals several
globes of electric light,while
many other lotus flowers
from ceiling and side-wall
serve the same purpose.

Upon the tables and fur-
niture, all old Egyptian, lie
many curios brought from
the land where art had its
birth,— scarabs, necklaces,
breast-plates, girdles, and
embroideries. The window-
seat is covered with rich
stuffs and embroidered pil-
lows. The windows above,
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hung with dull, twilight-hued, diaphanous draperies,
give but a filtered golden suggestion of the outward ex-
istence of sunny fin-de-siecle Paris. The bird-notes out
there seem as inconsequent and shallow as the twitter of
women at afternoon tea ; and you feel like asking the
songsters to come into the mystic place and be serious
and relate wise stories of those ancestors of theirs whose
plumage was woven into fans for the cooling of Cleo-
patra’s cheek.

From the arch at the left you may step forth into the
narrow little balcony overlooking the Oriental room below.
A light little balcony it is, supported by slender, twisted
columns inlaid with Venetian mosaic. Here you get the
mise en scene complete ; and your senses are full, breath-
less, intense with the power of perfect artistic harmony.

Presently the artist is beside you, and from his own lips
you learn that this studio, its exterior and interior, was
planned by Mr. Bridgman himself, and that he conceived
and perfected his temple of beauty out of a bare old stable
at the back of his dwelling-house. The facade to this
studio and all the decorative woodwork were done after his
original designs, while the mural decorations, the statues,
and Egyptian figures are literally the work of his gifted
hands.

A throng of American callers has gathered, meantime.
There is a fat old lady with a weird way and a provincial
accent. She has “ a house full of them Egyptian things,
and don’t do nothing but travel and collect. My, my!
and such fine rugs and carpets; and they cost a lot, |
can tell you !” A young American millionaire, with an

aesthetic presence and an ineffable
manner, sucks his cane and rolls his
eyes rapturously. A beautiful Russian
raises her hands ecstatically over the
red hair of one of the dancing-girlson
a decorative panel, and exclaims that
“ it is the most beautiful hair in the
world except that which has been
bleached from black to flaming
auburn.”

Verily, all artists are amiable peo-
ple, and this one is particularly so;
for he shows all his paintings pa-
tiently, and never smiles nor looks
bored, hap what may.

“ And how neat a place it is,” says

one of the visitors. " | thought dust
and cobwebs were considered essen-
tials in a studio.”
“ 1 could not work,” says the artist,
if there were a grimy bit of china, a
dusty corner or curtain in the place.
Neatness and order are essential ele-
ments to my artistic environment,
and the care of this place is, | assure
you, no small task. My daughter
overlooks the maids at their cleaning
every morning before I come over.”

It is almost unnecessary to mention
Mr. Bridgman’s place in art, for that
is known to all civilized countries.
The fact that he is from the Southern
States is one in which all people from
his district take great pride. He was
bora at Tuskeegee, Alabama, in 1847,
and when only a child of five years
manifested a decided taste for draw-
ing. In 1863 he found an opening for

FRAGMENT OF A DECORATIVE PANEL IN THE MUSIC-ROOM
OF F. A. BRIDGMAN'S HOUSE.
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his artistic
bent with the
American
Bank Note
Company, of
New York,
and there he
spent six
months in
drawing: be-
fore working
at steel en-
graving ; but
preferring col-
or and the
brush he aban-
doned engrav-
ing at the end
of three years
and came to
Paris in May,
1866. While
waiting to en-
ter the Beaux-

Arts he com- : geto 8 g
EAST WALL OF THE LARGE STUDIO.

menced his
study in the
atelier of Monsieur Suisse. In the autumn he obtained
admission, and chose J. L. Gerome as his master. During
his holidays he spent most of his time in Brittany, but in
the winter of 1872 he went to Algiers, and there completely
changed his style and color. It was then that he became
an Orientalist in art; and a journey up the Nile to Cairo,
in 1873, resulted in giving him the subjects that appealed
most deeply to his artistic temperament. “ The Funeral
of a Mummy,” owned by Mr. James Gordon Bennett, and
“ The Procession of the Bull Apis,” belonging to the
Corcoran Art Gallery, Washington, were two splendid
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canvases that
first won him
fame as a mas-
ter of Oriental
subjects, both
in conception
and treat-
ment.

He is essen-
tially a deco-
rative artist,
is afine
draughtsman,
and a brilliant
colorist. He
paints broadly
and yet gives
a feeling of
smooth ness
and careful-
ness of detail
and technique
that many
broad painters
miss. Heisa
very prolific
worker, and
since 1868 has exhibited nearly every year in the Paris
Salon. Three of his paintings, “ On the Terraces,”
“A Summer Evening,” and “ In a Country Villa,” were
sent to the Munich Exhibition of 1888, and the second-
class gold medal was accorded to his " Summer Evening.”
From the Paris Salon, in 1877, he received the third-class
gold medal, and at the Universal Exhibition in 1878 he was
distinguished by the decoration of the Legion of Honor;
while at the Expositions in Chicago, Berlin, Antwerp, and
London, medals or diplomas have been conferred upon him.

He has exhibited nearly every year at the Royal Acad-

EXTERIOR OF THE STUDIO BUILDING.
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emy in London during a period of twenty years. In
March, 1881, he gave in New York a special exhibition of
more than three hundred and thirty studies, with some
of his most important pictures, which met with great suc-
cess. Later, in 1S87, he had a similar exhibition in Lon-
don, but of fewer works, which had no less success, espe-
cially among the artists and critics.

The three pictures by Bridgman reproduced in this
article have never been published before. One is a bit of
a decorative panel in the music-room of the artist’s house ;
anotheris a fragment from “ The Bacchantes,” which was
exhibited in the Salon of last year, and which the artist
has enlarged for a decorative panel. The partof the panel
shown reveals a Greek rather than an Oriental treatment.
" A Princess of Isis” is from a photograph of the painting
at the entrance to the Egyptian room.

Beside his gifts as a painter this distinguished man has
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many other talents, artistic and literary. These he uses
more as a matter of diversion from his chosen work than
as a serious occupation. He is a cultivated violinist and
a successful composer of dance music. He has con-
tributed a number of clever, stories of travel, illustrated
by himself, to American magazines, and is now writing a
book on the modern tendencies of art. Personally, Mr.
Bridgman is most attractive. His manners are simple and
unaffected as a child’s, without a child’s egotism. He is
tall and slender, with light brown eyes and hair. His
family consists of a wife, and a handsome young daughter
just grown to womanhood. He is a popular man in his
profession, and his studio is a temple of art where gather
many men and women of many minds, all of whom would
be hard to please indeed if they did not agree, as they
certainly do, that Frederick Arthur Bridgman has the

most beautiful studio in Paris, Maude A ndrews.

MR. WELBECK’'S EXPERIENCES.

By Mrs. W. K. Crifford.

[Copyright, 1895, by Mrs. W. K. Clifford.]

1.
E went quickly toward the park and sat down on a
H seat that was a little off the beaten track, though
luckily it was growing too dark for anyone to notice
him. He looked up at the dark line of leafless trees over-
head, and to the right, where a pathway stretched into the
gray distance. He felt insulted, indignant, and desolate.
There was nothing but loneliness before him now ; that
happy dream of youth, and soft laughter, and the little
slim form that would turn restfully into his arms for safety
from every trouble and even petty annoyance, was at an
end. He was bewildered. It had come so suddenly, he
could hardly believe that it was true. Then he put up his
hand and stroked his beard on either side toward the mid-
dle of his chin, and remembered her shudders. It was
foolish and unmanly, perhaps, but he felt, sitting there
alone and chilled, with the mist and the darkness gather-
ing around him, as if he could have sobbed just as the girl
had done ten minutes ago.

“Well, it's over,” he said at last; “ it's over, and better
now than afterward. After all, it might have led to tbe
divorce court,” There was along pause. “ It'san awful
thing to grow old,” he went on presently, “ to be old and
alone. When | die, though there may be half a dozen
coaches full of decent mourners, | don'’t suppose there will
be a genuine tear,—not a single genuine tear.”

But as he said it there rose before him the face of his
old sweetheart, Jeanie Rattray. Jeanie had cared for
him, had loved him best in the world, in the long-ago
days, and he had behaved badly to her,—to poor little
Jeanie. She had never married, either ; perhaps she cared
for him still, and felt old and worn and lonely as he did.
He had half a mind to go to see her. It might help to
dim the experience he had just gone through. He re-
membered the address her mother had given,—Inverness
Terrace, Bayswater. Poor Jeanie! so many middle-class
widows and spinsters lived at Bayswater. It would be
unkind not to go, after that letter. He might as well get
it over. Probably Jeanie would be glad to see him ; and
she wouldn’t shrink from him with loathing as Violet Brad-
bury had done.

He wondered what she looked like.

1

A little saintly, he

imagined, smooth and content,—the contentment bom of
doing good works. He felt that if he had married Jeanie
she would somehow have taken him by the hand and led
him gently on toward heaven. But that sort of thing was
not much in his way ; it did not amuse him. It had never
seemed to him that heaven would be amusing. Perhaps
the years had altered her and made her plump and round
and smiling. She might like to settle down with him even
now. Her church-going need not interfere with him ; and
if she were old, why, so was he. |If they came together
they might some day nurse each other through the uneasy
years of old age. He should feel so thoroughly at home
with Jeanie, and that would be something. He went out
of the park on the Bayswater side. Jeanie used to have
such a quantity of hair, he remembered, done up into an
enormous chignon ; it had been the fashion when she was
young. He thought of a flat, wide-brimmed hat that had
tilted up behind, and how blue her eyes had looked be-
neath it, and of the demure bonnet she wore on Sundays
Ah ! Jeanie would never have accepted him for sordid
reasons, or thrown him over, or said cruel things. He
had been a fool not to marry Jeanie ; he had half a mind
to make amends now if she would have it so.

Mrs. Rattray was at home, but not very well. Would
he come in and see Miss Rattray ? He walked up the nar-
row staircase, for it was one of the smallest houses in In-
verness Terrace, and entered a little drawing-room, a
prim little room that made him smile. It looked so like
Jeanie. There were old-fashioned chintz covers on the
chairs, and a high-backed sofa against the wall, and chintz-
lined curtains at the windows. There was an open work-
table by the fireplace, and over the mantel-piece hung a
large autotype of the Sistine Madonna. On the round
table in the middle of the room stood a lamp with a large
glass globe on it, and no other shade. Beside it on the
table was a bottle of medicine, a dessert-spoon, and a copy
of “ Old Moore’s Almanack ” ; he had not seen one since
he was a boy. His mother used to buy a sixpenny copy,
— there used to be red in the lettering on the title-page ;
he remembered it quite w ell. A sofa, another high-backed
one, was on the opposite side of the work-table by the fire-
place, and on it a white Shetland shawl. He wondered if
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it was Jeanie’s or her mother’s, and if the bottle of physic
on the table was for Mrs. Rattray, or whether, too, Jeanie
had some ailment.

He went toward it with an idea of looking at the label,
hut before he reached it the dooropened and a tall woman,
thin and bony, entered. Her cheek-bones had become
very high ; that was the first thing that struck him. Her
hair was scanty and gray ; it was brushed tightly back
over a cushion, and on the top of her head there rested a
little white lace cap with a black bow in the centre. All
over her face were lines and soft wrinkles, as though not
only time, but care and sickness and sorrow—and just a
little sourness, too—had set their marks upon it. Her eyes
looked dim, and her nose—a poor little nose covered with
lines like the rest of her face—had a decided pink tip to
it. Her mouth had grown weak, and her lips had lost
their redness, and lines puckered up at the corners. He
saw it allinamoment. He saw her throat, too,— thin like
the rest of her ; and the prim white muslin frill that made
her skin look yellow, and the black dress with the baggy
sleeves, and the little hook at her waist from which hung
by a steel chain a red-leather spectacle-case. In that mo-
ment he knew that the vague idea with which he had come
was forever at an end. He couldn’'t count those wrinkles
all his days, or sit opposite that pink-tipped nose. Jeanie
was too old to be married. Love, and even sentiment,
must have passed her by years and years ago. She was
forty-eight,—a prim old maid of forty-eight !

“ Why, Jeanie,” he said, “ how do you do?”

“ How do you do, Barford?” she answered, but, though
the old calmness was in her manner, it was not the same
voice as of yore ;it was capable of shrillness. “ It's very
kind of you to come. I'm glad to see you. My mother is
not well;she’'ll be sorry to have missed you ; she is in bed
to-day. | think it must be a chill, for she was down-
stairs yesterday. Do sit down. It's very kind of you to
come,” she repeated.

They sat down on the sofa by the fire-place, and then
he and she looked at each other and thought for a mo-
ment of the time that was forever buried beneath the
years.

“ 1 only had your mother’s letter to-day,” he said, awk-
wardly, not knowing how to begin the conversation.

" My mother’s letter !” she said in surprise. " Did she
write to you? | didn’t know.”

“ She wrote a line giving me your address,” he said.
“ She knew | should like to see you again ;” and quickly
he saw it all. Mrs. Rattray had written without telling
her daughter. Perhaps she had thought,—but no, that
would be ridiculous.

“ 1 suppose she forgot to tell me,” Jeanie said, “ but
I'm glad to see you ; | should have known you anywhere.”
Her eyes seemed full of memories, the ghost of a tone
crept into her voice ; but the fatal tip to her nose became
a deeper pink.

“ It’'s a sad thing to see a woman grow old,” he thought.
“ 1 never cared about fat women, but Jeanie has turned
into a broomstick, a mere bag of bones. Why, | believe
they’d rattle if | shook her.”

“You're very thin, Jeanie,” he said aloud ; “ are you
well ?”
“ Oh, yes, | am quite well,” she answered. “1 have

suffered a good deal from rheumatism, but I am better
now. And you,” she went on,— ‘‘are you strong and
happy, — and are you a bachelor still ?” She looked a
little eager as she said the last words. He felt that his
reply in the affirmative would be a satisfaction to her.

“ Yes, yes ; an old bachelor still.  No one would have
me.”
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“ Oh, I don’t believe that.
ing, Barford.”

“ Ah, that's your point of view ; but | don’t think any-
one has really cared for me, unless it was you, Jeanie.”

“ It all seems so long ago,” she said, uneasily, as though
she expected him to go on. He put out his hand and
drew it back. He couldn’'t sit hand in hand with an old
woman. It would be too absurd. Besides, for some
strange reason he did not want to touch Jeanie’s hand ; it
was thin and the skin on the back of it was loose. He re-
coiled from her just a little, though he himself was older
than Jeanie, but it was difficult to feel that his own age
could affect anyone unpleasantly.

“ A quarter of a century, Jeanie,” he answered. “ |
expect you would hardly have known me if you had met
me anywhere else ?”

She crossed her hands and looked at him.

"I should have known you anywhere,” she answered.

“ But I am old,” he said, thinking of Violet’s terrible
exclamation; “ old and gray and wrinkled. You must
see a wonderful difference.”

“ Oh, no,” she answered, and the tears were in her
eyes. “ I shall never see a difference. The wrinkles and
the gray hairs are only the evening mist through which
one sees the old landscape.”

“You're quite poetic, Jeanie.” For a moment he felt
almost tender. He stretched his hand right out this time
and touched her dress ; he felt, inside the sleeve of black
stuff that set his teeth on edge, the bone that served her
foran arm. “ Whether they grow fat or thin,” he thought,
“ time is rough on women.” He drew back his hand and
asked cheerfully, “ How is it that you never married?”

She turned and faced him quickly. “ 1 never thought
of such a thing,” she said ; and in that moment he knew
that all these years she had been waiting, hoping that
after all he might one day come back to her. The sorrow
and the sickness and even the sourness written on her
face had all grown out of the long waiting. Perhaps the
eyes had grown dim with watching, and the cheeks
wrinkled with the tears that had fallen down them.

“But it’s no good,” he said to himself, “ I can’t help
being flesh and blood ; | could no more make love to her
than | could fly.” He determined to cut his visit as short
as possible. “ Well, we’re both too old for matrimony
now, | fear. We must pay the penalty of not being wise
when we were young. | shall come again soon "— he got
up while he spoke— “ to see your mother.”

“ She would like to see you,” Jeanie said, anxiously.
“She has only a chill; she often takes one. | dare say
shell be down to-morrow.”

“It’s such a funny thing to see you in a cap,” he said,
inconsequently, for he had not been listening to her
words.

“ 1 am grayer than you. | like growing old,” she add-
ed. “ It is sad in some ways, but it is interesting ; it
gives one so much to remember.”

“ She’s a sensible woman,” he thought.
had Violet Bradbury’s youth.”

“ 1 have often thought of you, Barford,” she went on,
timidly, “ and now that we have come to London, perhaps
we can be friends again.”

He grew a little alarmed.

“ 1 have a good deal to do,” he said, hurriedly, “ and |
have got into bachelor ways, you know, Jeanie, and am
too old for anything but—but friendship.” She looked
him straight in the face.

“1 was not thinking of anything else,” she said, dis-
tinctly. A little light shot from her faded eyes, the pink
tip to her nose looked almost fierce, her weak lips closed

You were always fascinat-

“ If only she
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firmly ; and as she stood tip her black frock hung about
her in long folds like the habit of a nun. He looked down
at her skirt,—he saw the cashmere of her slippers peep-
ing from beneath it,—and up at her face, at her gray hair,
and the little bow in the middle of her white cap. Then
he shuddered inwardly.

“ No, of course not;you are too sensible,” he answered ;
and he thought, “ Good God ! She has grown vixenish !”

He almost hurried from the room and down the little
staircase covered with crimson drugget. She followed
him, and he felt as if he were being pursued by a ghoul.

“You’'ll come again, then?” she said, grimly, as she
opened the door.

“ Oh, yes ; I'll come again some day when your mother
is better. Good-bye, good-bye,” and he hurried away.
He felt that he could never bear to see her again. He
was relieved when a mile had stretched itself between them.

“ 1 expect if | marry at all it ought to be a lively little
woman of five-and-thirty, and a widow, perhaps. She is
old enough to be sensible at that age, and young enough
to be agreeable. But I should never trust one,” and he
thought of Mrs. Jim’s remark that morning. “ She
always has an eye to the main chance, and would look
after the settlements. Besides, | hate widows ; they are

IN THE

N a winter’'s night when the wind-demons are
O abroad, making the gaunt trees bend and sigh
and sending the snow scurrying along in affright-

ed clouds, it is undeniably pleasant to sit before a glow-
ing fire and read of lands where the air is always balmy,
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generally too fond of good living and grow fat.
ought to marry before he is forty, or not at all.”

The cloth was laid in the dining-room at Bolton Row
when Mr. Welbeck entered. A clear fire and his slippers
put to warm ; the silver on the table looked bright, the
candles were shaded ; the evening paper and some letters
were beside his place.

“ Dinner is ready, sir.”
his master back

“ 1 shall be down in five minutes,” Mr. Welbeck an-
swered. “1 am not going to dress to-night.” He came
down in his dressing-gown. Clark took off the tureen
cover ; the clear soup was excellent.

“ Clark,” he said, suddenly, “ did Bevan’s man come?”

“ Yes, sir.” He took away the soup-tureen and put an
entree dish before his master. Mr. Welbeck saw with
satisfaction that it contained— six smelts.

" Did he put up a bill?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ Then you'd better go and take it down. The house
is not to be let.” Mr. Welbeck opened his evening paper
and wondered if the next course would consist of a cutlet
or a bird.

A man

Clark looked pleased at seeing

THE END.

ICE-KING’'S REALM.

blankets, wrapped in slumber, have missed a very dis-
tinctive and a very inspiriting world of sights and sounds
and impressions. There is something mentally uplifting
in tingling air and winter scenery. The great tracts of
snow and bare trees have an aspect of purity and sim-

ICE-YACHTS READY TO START.

the trees are always green, and flowers are always bloom-
ing. But those who dwell in these lands and have never
seen a white, silent landscape stretching out beneath the
moon, nor heard the stillness of a cold afternoon shattered
by jingling sleigh-bells, nor seen noble hills under white

plicity, and the keen winds send the blood coursing
swiftly through the veins, bringing a glow and vitality
which gives added manliness to the youth and- added
gentleness and femininity to the maiden.

In localities where Jack Frost covers the pongs with ice
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NEARING THE GOAL.

and the roads with snow it would be difficult to find a boy
oryoung man who does not know the joys of skating, or a
girl who is not thrilled with pleasure when, in a comfort-
able sleigh, she glides through a snowy landscape to the
tune of tinkling bells ; and in the minds of those who have
experienced the de-

lights of toboggan-

ing and curling and

snow-shoeingthere

are no other sports

on earth so fine as

those of winter.

But of them all

skating must be

awarded the first

place, because it is

within the reach of

nearly everybody,

and affords sensa-

tions which are im -

parted by nothing

else. In every

northern country of

Europe skating

may be called a

national winter

pastime ; even in

England, where

old Boreas is com-

pelled to contend

with the warm

winds from the

Gulf Stream and is usually worsted before he makes much
ice, there are many figure-skaters of great ability. But
for racing on ice and speed-skating the United States can
claim the palm, and the champion of many races is envied
for his medals.

Skating, however, is not everywhere merely a sport.
In Holland it has a very pronounced utilitarian side.
Throughout the long winters the canals which intersect
the country in every direction are the highways, and the

vehicles are skates and sleds.
The children go to school on
skates ; the housewife glides to
market; the parson and the doc-
tor use the convenient runners
when making calls ; the soldiery
skate through their drills and
maneuvers. The origin of skat-
ing is concealed in the mists of
antiquity, but it is unquestion-
able that it was first practiced by
the people of the North, who be-
fore the Iron Age bound pieces of
bone upon their feet and slid over
the ice and snow. The tradition
in Sweden is that as soon as iron
came into generaluse—about two
hundred years after the birth of
Christ—the forefather of the
present skate was invented by
putting iron runners on snow-
shoes. When the Anglo-Saxon
tribes from across the North Sea
subdued the southern part of
Britain, in 450 a.d., they brought
with them the sport of skating.
I nan early translation from the
Latin of Fitz Stephen’s " Descrip-
tion of London,” published in 1180, the following is found :
“When the great fenne or moore (which watereth the
walls of the city on the North side) is frozen, many young
men play ontheyce,.. .some striding as wide as they may
doe slide swiftlie, some tye bones to their feete and under

A CLEAR COURSE.

their heeles, and shoving themselves with a little picked
staffe doe slide as swiftlie as bird flyeth in the aire or an
arrow out of a cross-bow.”

The sport was not general, however, for several centu-
ries after this, as we learn from the quaint Pepys, who
makes the following reference to itin his diary (1660-69) :
“To my Lord Sandwich’s, to Mr. Moore, and then over
the Parke, where 1 firstin my life, it being a great frost,
did see people sliding with their skeates, which is a very
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pretty art.” Itis recorded that once when the Dutch fleet
was frozen in the Y, or lj (pronounced eye), at Amster-
dam, and the Spaniards sent a body of men to take the
vessels, the Dutch musketeers sallied forth on their skates,
and were able to move so quickly and dexterously that they
completely routed the attacking party.

Despite the antiquity of skating it has never gone out of
date. The young skater of the year 1897 is probably even
more enthusiastic about the sport than was the young
skater of a thousand years ago. It is needless to recount
how eagerly the small boy watches the ponds for the first
sign of ice, and how he is very apt to take time by the
forelock and attempt to skate when the thin coating bends
threateningly beneath him. In the northern cities, and in
New York and Brooklyn particularly, the chief event of
the winter in the eyes of the active boy is the raising of
the red flag on the flagstaffs in the parks, proclaiming the
tidings that the lakes are open to skaters. The news
spreads like wildfire'. In an hour after the announcement
the cars leading to the park are overflowing with eager
skaters; the crowd on the ice grows and grows until the
silent shores encompass a huge, seething mass. The scene
is beautiful, too, when, late in the afternoon, the sun
makes long shadows on the ice, and> a lurid, fiery ball, it
sinks into a sea of snow. In the evening the skaters
throng the lakes again, and until late at night you may
see their phantom-like figures gliding about, and hear
laughter and voices in the darkness.

But skating is now an everyday affair in New York
and Brooklyn, from November until April, regardless
of the weather. The enthusiasts have the rinks of
artificial ice to thank for this boon. They need no
longer anxiously consult the weather probabilities and
experience the pangs of hope deferred. Any day
and every day during the winter they may be sure
of finding at the rinks an ample sheet of amazingly fine
ice, and a brass band and coat-rooms, and polite attend-
ants. There are none of the discomforts of old-time skat-
ing, no freezing fingers while adjusting skates, no wind,
no snow. The temperature, while mild enough for skat-
ing without wraps, is yet sufficiently cold to make exer-

A TRIO OF SPEED-SKATERS.
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A CHAMPION SPEED-SKATER.

cise necessary to comfort. At the St..Nicholas Rink the
spectator may sit in an easy-chair behind an immense
plate-glass window which is a complete protection from
the chilling atmosphere. The rink, in fact, is a skaters’
paradise, except when its attractions have brought too
many people to it; and its benign influence has led to
skating being taken up by the fragile and dainty. The
sport has become a social fad.
Every day, society belles, clad in
short skating -costumes, may be
seen within taking the first uncer-
tain strokes with the aid of an in-
structor, or skating with the free
swing and grace of adepts.

Another result of the establish-
ment of the rinks is 'the rise into
prominence of the Canadian game
of hockey. It was impracticable
when skaters were compelled to
rely solely upon our capricious
climate, but several clubs have
recently been organized, and the
young men and women of New
York and Brooklyn are rapidly be-
coming experts at hockey, which
may be roughly described as
“shinny ” on ice.

Curling is another game which
could be played with advantage
in the rinks, but the canny Scots
who practice it are a conservative
set, and have as yet shown no dis-
position to try indoor curling.
They wait until the tiny lake in
Central Park upon which the boys
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sail miniature boats in the summer is frozen, and then
they assemble, a goodly and picturesque company, with
their curling " stanes,” and for long hours send the stones
whizzing over the ice, and keep moving the brooms fran-
tically in front of them, so that not the slightest obstacle
will interfere with the triumphant progress of the stone
toward the " tee.” The teesare the objective points in the

DEMOREST'S FAMILY MAGAZINE.

placed by those of their opponents,and the play Decomes
more and more intricate. When the " guards are well
laid,” and the “ ports locked up,” the curler has ample
opportunity to show his expertness, and he displays it in
side shots and other master shots. Each side has a
leader called the " skip,” and on the curling ground he is
avery king. It makes not the slightest difference to him

A RACE DOWN A TOBOGGAN SLIDE,

game ; there are two of them, one at each end of the rink,

and thirty-eight yards apart. The tee is surrounded by
three circles, somewhat after the manner of a target, and
the object is to place the curling-stone as near the tee as
possible. At the beginning the game is very simple ; but
after two or three stones have been placed the players on
the same side try to guard their stones from being dis-

if one of his men happens to be a minister of state or a
learned professor. He is an underling for the time being,
and he is treated in accordance with his status in the game.
One of the peculiarities of the curler, indeed, is that he
forgets the outside world when he begins to spin the
stone. He sheds his cares as he would a coat ; he is a
free man out under the vaulted heavens, with his whole
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AN INDOOR GAME OF HOCKEY ON ARTIFICIAL ICE.
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A SNOW-SHOE COSTUME.

mind bent upon the one purpose of placing his curling
stone near the tee. The merits of curling as a panacea for
mental aches and pains are sung in the following verses :
“ Ha' ye trouble, ha’ ye sorrow ?
Are ye pressed with worldly care ?
Spin the curling stane to-morrow,
And they’ll vex ye never mairre.”
The Scotchman’s love for curling is an inheritance from
his forefathers. In the year 1715 Dr. Pennecuick, a Jaco-
bite writer, sums up curling as follows :

“To Curie on Ice does greatly please,
Being a Manly Scottish exercise ;
It clears the Brains, stirrs up the Native Heat,
And gives a gallant Appetite for meat.”

The sports which have been thus far described may be
enjoyed within comparatively narrow limits ; but there is
another which requires a great sweep of ice, a winter sport
on a magnificent scale, and in some of its aspects superior
to all others. To those who know the Hudson River or
the long inlet from the ocean on the northern New Jersey
coast it is not necessary to say that the reference is to ice-
yachting. When the Hudson and Shrewsbury Rivers
have become great white floors instead of expanses of
water, and the craft that sailed these waters lie frozen at
their docks, other sails may be seen moving over the noble
stretches, and they move more freely and swiftly than the
water-boats. There is, indeed, no other craft in the world
that sails with the easy grace of an ice-yacht, and there
will not be until ships are made to dart and circle through
the air. The ice-boat travels faster than that which sails
through water, for the reason that there is much less fric
tion. Only three narrow runners come in contact with the
ice, one behind and one on each side. The frame of the
boat has a shape somewhat like that of a cross, and there
is asmall platform, or deck, at the stern, for the helmsman
and one or two passengers.

Suppose you are one of the latter.
down when you take your place.

You are told to lie
The helmsman gives
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the yacht a push, jumps on, and seizes the rudder. The
sails belly out; you feel the boat quiver and start forward
like a sensitive horse under the whip ; the trees and houses
along the shore begin to dance past you ; faster and faster
they move until they seem to be engaged in a frantic race.
The runner on the windward side leaves the ice ; it rises
higher and higher. Is the boattoppling over? You take a
firmer hold upon your supports, and set your teeth and hold
your breath, waiting for the seemingly inevitable ; but the
dangling runner wavers, it drops a little, then rises and
falls gently. Suddenly you feel yourself swung around ;
you seem to be rushing off on a tangent, to destruction,
and you close your eyes. But there is no catastrophe ;
the yachtis simply darting away on another tack.

The Hudson and Shrewsbury Rivers are favorite courses
for ice-boats. Newburg and Poughkeepsie, N. Y., and
Red Bank, N.J., where the arts of ice-boat building and
sailing have grown within the last fifty years into their
present high development, may be called the ice-boat
centres of the world, although a form of ice-boat is not
unknown on the canals in Holland and elsewhere in
northern Europe. There has long been rivalry between
the ice-yachtsmen of the Shrewsbury and the Hudson,
and every winter there are thrilling races between the
fleetest of their boats. The sport has also been adopted
with enthusiasm in the Northwest, and ice-yachts are seen
on Lake Champlain, Lake Ontario, and in Canadian
harbors.

It seems a little strange that the fine sports of winter
should be subject to the capriciousness of human nature,
but such is apparently the case. A few years ago tobog-

SKI-RUNNER IN COSTUME WITH SKIS IN HAND.
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ganing was in high favor in the vicinity of New York ;
but now most of the slides are dilapidated and neglected.
The brilliant night-scenes at Orange, N. J., when the
toboggan clubs met, are no more, and the slides at Sara-
toga are comparatively neglected. Tuxedo, however,
which espouses with ardor every form of outdoor sport,
still rejoices when the toboggan season is at its height.
And the small boy is above fads. He never wavers in
his devotion to coasting, which is akin to tobogganing.
There are few suitable hills that do not know the pres-
ence of him and his sled, and have not rung with his
weird cries to clear the track as he goes down the incline.

A comparatively new sport, as yet confined to the North-
west, where it has been introduced by the Norsemen, is
ski-running. Skis are long, slender, wooden runners,
about six inches wide, and from eight to ten feet long,
which are bound firmly to the feet with strong straps,
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and in his fatherland the Norseman travels on them over
mountain and dale, even climbing precipitous hills, and
sliding down them like the wind. In mountainous parts
of the country skis have an important commercial value,
while as a pastime there is so great interest in speed-
contests that the annual tournaments of the ski-runners
are important events. The most exciting feature of these
is a feat which, at first sight, seems fraught with great
danger. It is a slide down a steep hill, ending in a pre-
cipitous declivity, whence, with a spring into the air, the
runner sails off like a bird. He holds his body firm and
erect, and the skis offer sufficient resistance to the air so
that the motion is really akin to flying. The jumper has
only to maintain his balance to insure landing safely and
gently on his feet. One of the longest jumps ever made—
which we illustrate— was at a tournament in this country.
J, Herbert Welch.

AND HIS PEOPLE.

THE LAKE OF THE GREAT SLAVE.

By Gilbert Parker.

HEN Tybalt, the tale-gatherer, asked why it was
W so called, Pierre said, “ Because of the Great
Slave ”; and then paused.

Tybalt did not hurry Pierre, knowing his whims. If
he wanted to tell he would in his own time ; if not, noth-
ing could draw it from him. It was near an hour before
Pierre eased off from the puzzle he was solving with bits
of paper, and obliged Tybalt. He began as if they had
been speaking the moment before :

“ They have said it is legend, but | know better. |
have seen the records of the company,* and it is all there.
| was at Fort o’ Glory, and in a box two hundred years
old the Factor and | found it. Along with the records
were other papers, and some of them had large red seals
and a name scrawled along the bottom of the page.’*

Pierre shook his head, as if in pleasant musing. He
was a born story-teller. Tybaltwas aching with interest,
and he scented a thing of note.

“ How did any of those papers, signed with a scrawl,
begin ?” he said.

“ “To our dearly-beloved' or something like that,”
answered Pierre. “ There were letters also, and two of
them were full of harsh words, and these were signed
with the scrawl.”

“ What was that scrawl ?” asked Tybalt.

Pierre stooped to the sand and wrote two words with
his finger. * Like that,” he answered.

Tybalt looked intently for an instant, and then drew a
long breath. “ Charles R e x ,fe said, hardly above his
breath.

Pierre gave him a suggestive sidelong glance.
name was droll, eh ?”

Tybalt's blood was tingling with the joy of discovery.
“ It is a great name,” he said, shortly.

“ The slave was great,—the Indians said so at the
last.”

' But that was not the name of the slave ?”

“ Mais, non. Who said so? Charles Rex,—like that !
was the man who wrote letters to the other.”

“ To the Great Slave ?”

Pierre made a gesture of impatience.

* The Hudson’s Bay Company.

“ That

“Very sure.”

" Where are those letters now ?”

" They have gone to the governor of the company.”

Tybalt cut the tobacco for his pipe savagely.

“You'd have liked one of those papers ?” asked Pierre
provokingly.

" 1I'dgive five hundred dollars for one!” broke out Tybalt.

Pierre lifted his eyebrows. ‘““T’'sh ! what's the good of
five hundred dollars up here ? What would you do with
a letter like that ?”

Tybalt laughed, with a touch of irony, for Pierre was
clearly “ rubbing it in.”

‘“‘Perhaps for a book ?” gently asked Pierre.

" Yes, if you like.”

“Itisa pity. But thereis away.”

“How ?”

“ Put me in the book. Then------ "

" How does that touch the case ?”

Pierre shrugged a shoulder gently, for he thought
Tybalt was unusually obtuse. Tybalt thought so himself
before the episode was over.

“ Go on,” he said, with clouded brow but interested

eye. Then, as if a thought had suddenly come to him,
" To whom were the letters addressed, Pierre ?”
“Wait!” was the reply. “ One letter said: 'Good

cousin, we are evermore glad to have thee and thy most
excelling mistress near us. So, fall us not at our
cheerful doings yonder at Highgate.9 Another,— a
year after,—said : ‘ Cousin, for the sweetening of our
mind, get thee gone into some distant corner of our
pasturage,—the farthest doth please us most. We
would not have thee onforeign ground,for we bear no
ill-will to our brother princes, and yet we would not
have thee near our garden ofgood loyal souls, for thou
hast a rebel heart and a tongue of divers tunes,—thou
lovest not the good old song of duty to thy prince.
Obeying us, thy lady shall keep thine estates untouched,;
failing obedience, thou wilt make more than thyprince
unhappy. Rare thee well' That was the way of two
letters,” said Pierre.

“ How do you remember so ?”

Pierre shrugged a shoulder again.
things like that.”

“ It is easy with
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“ But word for word ?”

"1 learned it word for word.”

" Now for the story of the lake,—if you won't tell me
the name of the man."

" The name afterward,—perhaps. Well, he came to
the farthest corner of the pasturage, to the Hudson Bay
country, two hundred years ago. What do you think?
Was he so sick of all that he would go so far he could
never get back? Maybe those 'cheerful doings 'at High-
gate, en? And the lady,—who can tell ?”

Tybalt reached over and seized Pierre’s arm with a sud-
den conviction.

" You know more. Good heavens ! can't you see I'm
on needles to hear? Was there anything in the letters
about the lady,—anything more than you've told ?”

Pierre liked no man’s hand on him, and seldom did he
put his hand on any man. He liked it no better because
Tybalt was of higher social place than himself, nor be-
cause the grasp was friendly. He glanced down at the
eager hand and then said, coldly :

" You are a great man. You can tell a story in many
ways, but | in one way alone, and that is my way,—mats
out!"

" Very well, Pierre, have it so, and take your own time;
only tell me all you know.”

" Bien, | got the story from two heads. If you hear a
thing like that from Indians you call it legend ; if from
the company’s papers you call it history. Well, in this
there is not much difference between. The papers tell
the precise facts ; the legend tells how, gives the feeling,
is more true. How can you judge of facts if you don’t
know the feeling ? No ! what is bad becomes good some-
tiraes, when you know the how, the feeling, the place. If
I were a writing man like you | would think of that often.
Well, this story of the Great Slave. There is a race of
Indians in the far North who have hair so brown as yours,
monsieur, and eyes no darker. It is said they are a batch
of those who lived at the Pole before the sea broke over
the isthmus and swallowed up so many islands. Bien, in
those days the fair race came to the South for the first
time,—that is, far below the circle. They had their
women with them. | have seen those of to-day,—fine and
tall, with breasts like apples and a cheek to tempt a man
like you, monsieur ; no grease in the hair,—no, Monsieur
Tybalt!”

Tybalt sat moveless under the not very delicate irony,
but his eyes were fixed intently on Pierre, his mind ever
traveling far ahead of the tale.

" Et puis: The 'good cousin’ of Charles Rex, he
made a journey with two men over to the far-off Metal
River, the place of the Sardonyx Stone, and one day
this tribe from the North came on his camp. It was
summer, and they were camping in the valley of the
Young Moon, more sweet they say, than any in the
North. The Indians cornered them. There was a fight,
and one of the company’s men was killed and five of the
others. But when the king of the people of the Pole saw
that the great man was fair of face he called for the fight
to stop.

" Now there was a big talk all by signs, and the king
said for the great man to come with them and be one with
them, for they loved his fair face,—their forefathers were
fair like him. He should have the noblest of their women
for his wife, and be a prince among them. He would not
go, so they drew away again and fought. A stone-ax
brought the great man to the ground. But he was
stunned, not killed. Then the other man gave up, and
said he would be one of them if they would take him.
They would have killed him but for one of the women.
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She said that he should live to tell them tales of the south
country and the strange people, when they came again to
their camp-fires. .So they let him live, and he was one
of them. But the chief man, because he was stubborn
and scorned them, and because he had killed the son of
the king in the fight, they made a slave, and carried him
north a captive, till they came to this lake,— the Lake of
the Great Slave.

"In all ways they tried him, but he would not yield,
neither to wear their dress, nor to worship their gods, nor
to follow after the sayings of their medicine-man. So
that when his clothes were taken away, his gold-handled
dagger, his belt of silk and silver, his carbine with rich
chasing, and all, he was among them almost naked,—it
was summer, as | said,—yet defying them. He was very
tall,—taller by a head than any of the other men, and his
white skin showed like marble and rippled like soft
steel.”

Tybalt felt inclined to ask Pierre how he knew all this,
but he held his peace, Pierre, however, as if divining his
thoughts, went on :

" You ask how I know these things. Bien, there are the
legends. The people have told me, and there were the
papers of the company. They had tried everyway, but
it was no use ; he would have nothing to say to them. At
last they came to this lake. Now something great oc-
curred. The woman who had been the wife of the king'’s
dead son, her heart went out in love of the Great Slave,
but he never looked at her. One day there were great
sports, for it was the feast of the Red Star. The young
men did feats of strength, here on this ground where we
sit. The king’'s wife, with a clear voice, called out for the
Great Slave to measure strength with them all. He would
not stir. The king commanded him ; still he would not,
but stood among them silentand looking over their heads,
as if not thinking of them. At last two young men of
good height and sinew taunted him and threw arrows at
his bare breast. The blood came in spots. Then he
gave a cry through his beard, and was on them like a
lion. He caught them, one in each arm, swung them
from the ground and brought their heads together with
a crash, breaking their skulls, and dropped them at his
feet. Then seizing a long spear, he waited for the rest.
But they did not come, for, with a loud voice, the Kking
told them to fall back, and went and felt the bodies of
the men. One of them was dead ; the other was his
second son,— he would live.

"It is a great deed,’ said the king, 'for these were no
children, but strong men.'

" Then again he offered the Great Slave women to
marry, and fifty tents of good deer-skin for the making of
a village, if he would be one with them. But the Great
Slave said no, making it clear that all he wished was to
get back to Fort o' Glory.

" It was not to be. The king refused. But that night,
as he sleptin his tent, the girl-widow came to him,
waked him, and told him to come with her. He came
forth, and she led him softly through the silent camp to
the wood over there where | point. She entered the wood
with him. He told her she need go no further. Without
a word she reached over and kissed him on the breast.
Then he understood. He told her that she could not
come with him, for there was that lady in England,— his
wife, en ? But never mind, that will come. He was too
great to save his life or be free at the price. Some are
born that way. They have their own commandments and
they keep them.

" He told her that she must go back. She gave a little
cry and came huddling to his feet in a swoon. He would
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not leave her so, but stooped and tried to bring her back.
Soon she opened her eyes, then gave a start, and, before
she quite knew who he was, said something strange.
From this he knew she would be in danger if she went
back.

“ So then he told her to come, for it was in his mind to
bring her to Fort o' Glory, where she could marry an
Indian there. But now she would not go with him, but
turned toward the village. A woman is a strange
creature,—yes, like that! She did not know him. Now
he refused to go. She was in danger, and he would share
it, whatever it might be. So, though she prayed, he went
back with her; and when she saw that he would go in
spite of all, she was glad,— which is like a woman.

“When he entered the tent again he guessed her
danger, for he stepped over the bodies of two dead men.
She had killed them. As she turned at the door to go to
her own tent another woman faced her. It was the wife
of the king, who had suspected and now discovered. Who
can tell what it was? Jealousy, perhaps. The Great
Slave could tell, maybe, if he could speak, for a man
always knows when a woman sets him high. But, any-
how, that was the way it stood. In a moment the girl
was marched back to her tent, and all the camp heard a
tale, not true, of the widow of the king’s son.

“To it there was an end after the way of their laws.
The woman should die by fire, and the man as the king
might will. It was the law, and it must be so. So there
was a great gathering in the place where we are, and the
king sat against that big white stone, which is now as
it was then. Then silence was called and the girl-widow
was brought forth. The king spoke :

“ ‘Thou, who hadst a prince for thy husband, hast gone
in the night to the tent of a slave, the slave who killed
thy husband, whereby thou also becomest a slave and
shamest the greatness which was given thee. Thou shalt
die, as has been set in our law.’

“ At that the girl-widow rose. ‘1 did not know, O
king, whom | once called father, that he whom thou
mad’st a slave slew my husband, the prince of our people
and thy son. That was not told me. But had I known it,
still would I have set him free, for thy son was Kkilled in
fair battle, and this man deserves not slavery or torture.
That | did seek the tent of the Great Slave is true, but
it was to set him free. For that did | go ; and, for the
rest, my soul is open to the Spirit Who Sees. And | have
done naught, and never did, nor ever will, that might
shame a king, or the daughter of a king, or the wife of a
king, or a woman. |If to set a noble captive free is death,
then | am ready. And | will answer all pure women in
the far Camp of the Great Fires without fear. There
is no more, O Kking, that I may say but this: she who
dies by fire, being of noble blood, may choose who shall
light the fagots,—is it not so?'

“ Then the king replied : "It is so. Such is our law.’

“ After that there was counseling between the king and
his oldest men, and so long were they handing the matter
back and forth that it looked as if she might go free. But
the king’s wife, seeing, came and spoke to the king and
the others, crying out for the honor of her dead son, so
that in a moment of temper they all declared for death.

“When the king said again to the girl that she must die
by fire she answered : 'Itis as the Spirit wills. But, it is
so, as | said, that | may choose who shall light the fires ?’

“The king answered yes, and asked her whom she
chose. She turned to where the Great Slave stood, and
pointed. And all, even the king and his councilors, won-
dered, because they knew little of the heart of woman.
What is a man with a matter like that? Nothing,— noth-

DEMOREST'S FAMILY MAGAZINE.

ing at all. They would have set this for punishment:
that she should ask for it was beyond them. Yes ; even
the king’s wife,—itwas beyond her. But the girl herself,
voyez, was it not this way? If she died by the hand of
him she loved then it would be easy, for she could for-
get the pain in the thought that his heart would ache for
her, and that at the very last he might care, and she
should see it. Ah, she was great in her way, also,—that
girl, two hundred years ago.

“ Alors, they led the girl a little distance off,—there is
the spot, where you see the ground heave a little,—and
the Great Slave was brought up. The king told him why
the girl was to die. He went like stone, looking, looking
at them. He knew that the girl’'s heart was like a flower
or a little child’s, and the shame of the thing, the cruelty
of it, froze him silent for a minute, and the color flew from
his face to here and there on hisbody, likea flame on mar-
ble. After a little the cords began to beat and throb in
his neck and on his forehead, and his eyes gave out fire
like flint on an arrow-head.

“Then he began to talk. He could not say much, for
he knew, so little of their language. But it was 'No !"
every other word. 'No—no—no—no !’ the words ringing

from his chest. 'She is good !’ he said. 'The other—
no!"and he made a motion with his hand. 'She must
not die,—no ! Evil? Itisalie! 1 will killeach man one
by one who says so if he dares come forth. She tried to

save me,—well?’” Here he made a fine motion and drew
himself up. Then he made them know that he was of
high place in a far country, and that a man like him would
not tell a lie. And that pleased the king, for he was
proud, and he saw that the slave was better stuff than
himself. Besides, the king was a brave man, and he had
strength, and more than once he had laid his hand on the
chest of the other, as one might on a grand animal. Per-
haps, even then, they might have spared the girl if it was
not for the queen. She would not hear of it. Then they
tried the Great Slave. Because the girl was found guilty,
he must be found so. The queen sent him word to beg
for pardon. So he stood out and spoke to the queen.
She sat up straight, with pride in her eyes, for was it not
a great prince (as she thought) pleading ? But all at once
a cloud fell on her face, for he asked for pardon for the
girl. Since there must be death, let him die, and die by
fire in her place! At that two women cried out,— the
poor girl for joy, not at the thought that her life would be
saved, but because she thought the man loved her now, or
he would not offer to die for her ; and the queen for hate,
because she thoughtthe same. You can guess the rest;they
were both to die, though the king was sorry for the man.

“ Now the king’s speaker came out and asked them if
they had anything to say. The girl stepped forward, her
face without any fear, but a kind of noble pride in it, and
said, 'l am ready, O king'

" The Great Slave bowed his head, and seemed think-
ing much. They asked him again, and he waved his
hand at them. Then the king spoke up in anger, and he
smiled and said, 'O king, | am not ready ; if | die, |
die." Then he fell to thinking again. But once more the
king spoke : 'Thou shalt surely die, but not by fire, or
now ; not till w-e have come to our great camp in our
own country. There thou shalt die. But the woman
shall die at the going down of the sun. She shall die by
fire, and thou shalt light the fagots for the burning.’

" At this the Great Slave said that he would not do it,
not if he died a hundred deaths, each worse than the last.
Then the king said that it was the woman’s right to choose
who should start the fire, and he had given his word, which
should not be broken.
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“When the Great Slave heard this he was wild for a
little, and then he guessed altogether what was in the
girl's mind. Was not this the true thing in her, the very
truest? Mais, oui! That was what she wished,—to die
by his hand rather than by any other ; and something
troubled his breast, and a cloud gathered at his eyes, so
that for a moment he could not see. He looked at the
girl, so serious, eye to eye. Perhaps she understood. So,
after a time, he got calm as the farthest light in the sky,
his face shining among them all with a look none could
read. He sat upon the ground and wrote upon pieces of
bark with a spear-point,—those bits of bark | have seen
also at Fort o’ Glory, two of them, though there have
been more. When he had done he pierced them through
with dried strings of the slippery-elm tree, and with the
king’'s consent gave them to the company’s man who had
become one of the people, telling him that if ever he was
free, or could send them to the company, he must do so.
The man promised, and shame came upon him that he
had let the other suffer alone, and he said he was willing
to fight and die if the Great Slave gave the word. But he
would not, and urged that it was right for the man to
save his life. For himself, no. It could never be, and if
he mustdie, he must die.

“You see, a great man must always live alone and die
alone, when there are only such people about him. So
now that the letters were written he sat upon the ground
and thought, looking often toward the girl, who also sat
apart, with guards near. The king sat thinking also. He
could notguess why the Great Slave should give the letters
now, since he was not yet to die, nor could the company'’s
man give a reason when the king asked him. So the king
waited, and told the guards to' see that the Great Slave
did not kill himself.

“ As for the queen, her heart was hard, and she hun-
gered for the death of the girl, and was glad beyond telling
that the slave must light the fagots. She saw with pleas-
ure the young braves bring a long sapling from the forest
and, digging a hole, put it stoutly in the ground and fetch
wood and heap it about.

“The Great Slave saw this also, and his face set stern.
He noted that the bark of the sapling had not been
stripped, and more than once he seemed to measure the
space between the stake and the shores of the lake ; but he
did this most private, so that no one saw but the girl,
whose eyes were on him all the time.

**Atlast the time was come. The lake was all rose and
gold out there in the west, and the water so still, so still.
The cool, moist scent of the leaves and grass came out
from the woods and up from the plain; and the world was
so full of content that a man’s heart could cry out, even
as now, while we look,—eh, is it not good? See the deer
drinking there on the other shore ?”

He became silent, as if he had forgotten the story alto-
gether. His look was so steady in the distance that he
seemed hardly to wink. Tybalt was impatient, but he
did not speak. He took a twig and wrote in the sand,
“ Charles Rex.” Pierre glanced down and saw it. He
went on, still looking in the distance.

“ There was beating of the little drums and the crying
of the king's speaker ; and soon all was ready and the
people gathered at a distance, and the king and his wife
and the chief men nearer, and the girl was brought forth.

" As they led her past the Great Slave she looked into his
eyes, and afterward her heart was glad, for she knew that
at the last he would be near her, and that his hand should
light the fires. Two men tied her to the stake, she making
no sound, but patient and still. When this was done the
king’s man cried out again, telling of her crime and call-

263

ing for her death. The Great Slave was brought near.
No one knew that the palms of his hands had been rubbed
in the sand for a purpose. When he was brought beside
the stake a torch was given him by his guards. He looked
at the girl. Shesmiled at him and said : 4Good-by. For-
give. | die not afraid, and happy.'

“ He did not answer, but stooped and lit the sticks here
and there. But suddenly he seized a burning stick, and
it and the torch he thrust, like lightning, in the faces of
his guards, blinding them. Then he sprang to the stake
and with a huge pull wrenched it from the ground, girl
and all, and rushed to the shore of the lake with her.

" So swift had he been, that at first no one stirred. He
reached the shore, rushed into the water, dragging a boat
out with one hand as he did so, and putting the girl in,
seized a paddle and was away with a start. A few strokes
and then he stopped, picked up a hatchet that was in the
boat with many spears, and freed the girl from the stake.
He then paddled on, trusting with a small hope that
through his great strength he might keep ahead till dark-
ness came, and then, in the gloom, they could escape.
The girl also seized an oar, and the canoe—the king’s
own canoe—went on like a swallow.

" But the tribe was after them in fifty canoes, some
coming straight along, some spreading out to close in
later. It was no equal game, for these people were so
deft with the oars, and they were a hundred to two.
There could be but one end. Itwas what the Great Slave
had looked for,—to fight till the last breath. And here
he could fight for the woman who had risked all for him,
—just a common woman of the North, but it seemed good
to die for her, and she would be happy to die with him.

" So they stood side by side when the spears and arrows
rained round them, and they gave death and wounds for
wounds in their own bodies. And when at last the In-
dians climbed into the canoe the Great Slave was dead of
many wounds, and the woman, all gashed, lay with her
lips to his wet, red cheek. And she smiled asthey dragged
her away ; and her soul followed hard after his to the
Camp of the Great Fires, where she-should have no fear
to answer all pure women after their kind, as she said.”

Pierre stopped and looked at Tybalt, who, fora moment,
had no eyes nortongue ; but there keptup a churningin his
throat which had to do with the milk of human kindness.
It was long before he spoke, but at last he said : " If |
could but tell it as you have told it to me, Pierre !”

And Pierre answered : " Tell it with your tongue, and
this shall be nothing to it ; for what am 1? What English
have I, a gypsy of the snows? But do not write it; mais
non! Writing wanders from the matter; the eyes and
the tongue and the time, that is the thing. But in a book !
—it will sound all cold and thin. It is for the North, for
the camp-fire, for the big talk before a man rolls into his
blanket and is at peace. No ! no writing, monsieur.
Speak it everywhere with your tongue.”

" And so | would were my tongue as yours. Pierre,
tell me more about the letters at Fort o’ Glory. You know
his name,—what was it ?”

" You said five hundred dollars for one of those letters.
Is it not?”

" Yes.” Tybalt had a new hope.

"T’'sh! What do | want of five hundred dollars ? But
here ; answer me a question : Was the lady— his wife, she
that was left in England—a good woman ? Answer me
out of your own sense, and from my story. If you say
right you shall have a letter,—one that | have by me.”

Tybalt's heart leaped into his throat. After a little, he
said, huskily : “ She was a good woman,— he believed her
that, and so shall 1.”
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“You think he could not have been so great unless, eh 2
And that Charles Rex, what of him ?”

“ What good can it do to call him bad now ?”

Without a word Pierre drew from a leather wallet a
letter, and by the light of the fast-setting sun Tybalt read
it, then read it again, and yet again.

“ Poor soul! poor lady!” he said. “ Was ever such
another letter written to any man ? And it came too late ;
this, with the king’s recall, came too late !”
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“ So,—so. He died out there where that wild duck
flies,—a Great Slave, Years after the company’s man
brought word of all.”

Tybalt was looking at the name on the outside of the
letter.

“ How do they call that name?” asked Pierre.
like none I've seen.”

But Tybalt shook his head sorrowfully and did not
answer.

“ It is

A CITY AFLOAT.

ABOARD A SHIP OF THE NORTH ATLANTIC SQUADRON.

headquarters last winter; more than a squadron is there

this winter— it is a fleet. In it are two battle-ships of
the first class, not surpassed in fighting efficiency by any
battle-ships afloat, the Indiana and Massachusetts; two
second-class battle-ships of splendid ability, notwithstand-
ing the bad name that unfortunately attaches to one of
them, the Maine and Texas; three modern monitors,
really of the battle-ship grade, the Puritan, the Mian-
tonomoh, and the Amphitrite, the Puritan being unsur-

IT was a noble squadron that made Fortress Monroe its
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A SHIP'S CREW ON THE

passed anywhere as a fighting machine ; two magnificent
armored cruisers, the New York and Brooklyn ; the fleet
naval greyhound, Columbia ; and smaller cruisers like the
Montgomery and Raleigh. As a reserve force there are
the ram Katahdin and the so-called dynamite cruiser
Vesuvius, the like of which are possessed by no other
navy in the world. Then there will be the torpedo-boats
Cushing and Ericsson, and possibly two or three other
boats of this grade before the winter closes.

It takes a tremendous amount of work to bring out the
full efficiency of modern warships ; there must be inces-

“MAINE.”

sant drilling of shipsand men. Such drills are going on
constantly, and no effort is spared to bring everything to
a state of comparative perfection. Should the season give
the men an opportunity to display their efficiency, the
country will undoubtedly feel justly proud of its modern
navy.

There are few people living on shore who know or
realize how much the modern war-vessel resembles a city,
both in its internal organization and its construction.
Particularly true is this in regard to the great steam-
vessels that comprise Un-
cle Sam’s squadrons, and
especially those that have
of late years been put in-
to commission ; for each
addition to the navy has
come to mean practically
one of larger build and
with added appointments
which make it a more
complete city upon the
water.

To begin with, an up-
to-date vessel of the first
class, or any one of the
twelve ships at present

comprising the North
Atlantic Squadron, has
inhabitants residing on
it to the number of about
six hundred; as many
souls live there day in
and day out, for perhaps
years at a time, as there
are residents in many of
what are styled thriving
New England villages.
Each is presided over by
a captain, who corre-
sponds to the mayor, and
he rules a colony going by a name as distinctive as the
name of any town ; for who has not heard of the intrepid
Chicago or the magnificent New York, the Boston or the
Cincinnati? Of course he is no more supreme than is the
mayor of a city, for as cities make up the power of the
State and their mayors are inferior to the governor, so
are these floating cities but the parts which make up the
power of the squadron, and their rulers are likewise sub-
servient to their head, the admiral. In the same manner
as governors do not constitute the highest power on land,
the President being supreme, so do the admirals look up



A CITY AFLOAT.

WORKING A SIX-POUNDER.

to a higher authority,
the Navy.

It will thus be seen that these large gatherings of
people on the sea reside apart as in towns, and have a
nautical government in many ways identical to that es-
tablished on terra firma. They have their own manner of
corresponding, which is not accomplished by transmitting
letters by the mail, but by sending their orders and mes-
sages from one sea-village to the other by means of signal
flashes during night and by flag-waving during the day, so
that in this manner there is always direct communication.

These cities are not without their men
of many trades. For example, certain
ratings or titles are given to men who are
fitted for those special positions and who
are paid in proportion to their importance.
These professions and trades may be sum-

their President, the Secretary of

marized as follows: Clergyman, doctor,
electrician, carpenter, painter, barber,
baker, plumber, machinist, etc. These are

all regular ratings ; but there are to be
found, besides, men who combine with
their other duties shoemaking or repairing,
postman, etc.

The clergyman when he is on one of
these floating cities is called a chaplain.
He is appointed by the President of the
United States according as vacancies in
the corps exist. He may be of any denom-
ination ; and for those who might wish to
know, let it be said there are Roman Cath-
olic chaplains in our navy. In time of
war the chaplain cannot remain a useless
quantity. He need not shoulder a gun
and send people into eternity, but he must
aid the surgeon all he can. He holds his
services on Sunday morning only, and they
last no more than an hour. Occasionally
he may hold prayer-meetings, and some-
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times he gives lectures. The congregation
occupies benches, and a choir adds its
share to the worship. This choir usually
consists of from four to six sailors, and as
they generally have good voices their lead-
ership does much toward enlivening the

singing. Any recognized hymns are sung.
No collection is ever taken up at these
services, and although the men are not

required to attend they do so either because
they desire to worship or because it affords
a diversion. The chaplain wears a uni-
form, or robes, presented by the church to
which he belongs. The sailors salute him
reverentially as they pass him in their
daily work, and frequently they talk and
consult with him. He ranks as a lieuten-
ant, and sometimes even higher. His
room is made pleasant by a small library
of books, and it is generally the case that
he is well liked by officers and men.

One of the indispensables is the doctor ;
for what town could get along without
him ? Some ships may sail without a
chaplain to care for their souls, but never
without a doctor ; and as these floating
cities are so isolated, in case of accident or
sickness aboard it would be next to im-
possible to send for one. Then, too, in
time of war the doctor is the most welcome
man afloat, and it is doubtful if the sailors would care to
venture on a man-of-war without one being present.
Though they may not expect a naval conflict when they
“ ship,” still that is what they are in the business for, and
many of them are not so imbued with love of country that
they are forgetful of self-preservation. When a doctor
goes aboard a ship to live he is styled a surgeon ; but the
men seem never to forget the old title, and when sick
invariably say, “ Oh, send the doctor to me.” His rank
may be that of ensign, or as high as captain ; and this is a
distinction that does not fall to the lot of a terra-firma

SINGLE-STICK EXERCISE.
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doctor. He is a regularly commissioned officer, but has
to pass an examination on entrance and after two years'
service. |If he passes the latter'his pay is increased.

A hospital is a necessity, as much so as in any large
town. It is located on the berth deck and is styled by the
men “ Sick Bay.” |Ifan epidemic of some contagious dis-
ease break out a certain part of the ship is isolated for the
purpose of preventing its spreading, and men are guarded
from going there. Of course these cities cannot get along
without a drug-store, or dispensary as they call it. It is
located on the berth deck near Sick Bay. Thereis a good
supply of the medicinesthat are usually required. The sur-
geon can dispense wines for medicinal purposes and of
course no license is required to do this, as Uncle Sam fur-
nishes the supply and no Raines Law is operative even
should one of those floating cities sail a hundred miles in-
land into the State of New York, though all other vessels
plying the Hudson are affected by it. Although no charge
is made at the dispensary for medicines the expense is
covered in another way, the men paying twenty cents
a month each to defray the cost of running the hospital.

Deaths occur on these floating cities as well as on shore ;
but the death rate is not high on the water, and the per-
centage might head the list of cities in any healthful dis-
trict. One reason may be that the men all lead healthy
lives, take plenty of exercise, and retire at nine o’clock ;
moreover, they so seldom mix with other people that they
escape contagion. When one of the inhabitants dies he is
always accorded a respectful burial. The funeral takes
place on the upper deck. The corpse is wound in his
hammock, which is sewed about him, and a thirty-two
pound shot is also sewed inside, at his feet. The chap-
lain reads the service, usually the Episcopal form, “ Burial
of the Dead at Sea,” and at its conclusion the body is laid
upon a board placed in the open gangway. There is no
disrespectful rush to the side of the ship. The men are
lined up on deck, and two sailors are detailed to tip the
plank. The body in its shroud slips off, plunges into the
sea, a splash, and all is quiet. During allthis time the en-
gines have remained stationary, the vessel motionless ; but
with the body on its course to the bottom they commence
again, and the life aboard ship goes on as before. The
sailors, contrary to popular supposition, are indifferent to
a death at sea and are not more superstitious about the
circumstance than are otherswhen a death occurs on land.

The barber when afloat makes more money than does
his brother “ artist” living in a city on shore; that is,
many of them are doing better than when they worked
ashore. He is given the pay of a landsman, viz., sixteen
dollars per month in addition to his board. He also
enjoys the privilege of charging thirty-five cents per
month against each man who chooses to employ him,
giving in return two shaves a week and hair-cutting when
necessary. In a ship with three or four hundred men it
will be seen that the barber has quite a large number of
patrons, so that a man ashore must do well to equal this
and pay not alone for his board but also for his shop rent.
Both barber and sailors seem pleased with the arrange-
ment, for there are always plenty of men seeking the
position, and the men could ask for no lower rates than
he charges.

There is a chief of police with assistants, called masters-
at-arms. He has charge of the prison, or “ brig,” as it is
called, and looks out for all prisoners, arresting any man
found violating the regulations of the ship. Every morn-
ing a police court is held, an officer presiding, and the
various offenses of the day before, if there are any, are
investigated, and punishments are assigned. The extreme
penalty allowed is ten days* confinement. Whenever the
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offense is deemed too serious to be tried in this way, a
summary court-martial is ordered. This court consists of
three officers and a recorder, and these constitute both
judge and jury. The extreme penalty allowed to be given

MARINES AT QUARTERS ON THE FLAG-SHIP

by this court is thirty days’ confinement in double irons,
on bread and water. Should, however, the offense be

especially serious, a larger court is ordered, consisting of
not more than thirteen nor less than five members, with a
judge-advocate who takes the part of the prosecuting

attorney. The power of this court is unlimited, even to

adjudging the punishment of death.
Perhaps more impor-

tant for a floating town

than for one located on

land is a good fire system,

for there it is not so easy

a matter to flee from the

devastating element as

when on shore, and fire is

one of the greatest perils.

The death rate may be

lowered by a life of isola-

tion, but danger from

fire counteracts this ad-

vantage, so that every-

thing is not in favor of

those living on the water.

Each ship has a fire-main

running through it, which

has hydrants at different

places to which the lines

of hose are attached in

the neighborhood of the

blaze. In this respect

these ships are ahead of

many small towns, which

often make no provision

for fire until they grow to

the proportions of a city.

A system of signals in the

various parts of the ship

is established so that on an alarm being sounded the

men know exactly where to carry their hose. In certain

places, such as paint-rooms, storerooms, and coal-bunkers,

electric fire-signals are established, which give an early

“NEW YORK.”
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indication. No fire company ashore is better drilled, more
expert, or surpasses in alertness those afloat, and the unex-
pected alarms given at different times keep the men incon-
stant preparation to fight the flames at a moment’s notice.
A bank is just as neces-
sary for a man who lives
upon the waves as it is
for one at work upon
shore. Oftentimes the
cruise lasts for from six
months to a year,—that
is, the ship may make
stops during that period,
but not touch United
States ports, and a man
receiving wages at inter-
vals and not being able
to spend it would lose
interest on his money.
For this reason Uncle
Sam provides that he
shall be allowed? to put
his money in a bank lo-
cated aboard his ship,
and draw a fair rate of
interest. They deposit it
with the paymaster, but
it cannot be withdrawn
the man is discharged. Sailors are paid every
month in cash, and the officers receive their salaries as
often. The paymaster meets all expenses while on a
cruise, no matter in what country they are contracted.
Sailors are frequently great letter-writers. They not
uncommonly keep diaries, and from these make up. their
letters while on a cruise, so that on arrival at a port there

until

MARINES LEAVING SHIP FOR SHORE DRILL.

is usually a large mail to be sent away. They are allowed
the evening to themselves until nine o’clock, when they
must retire; and if not engaged in repairing clothes or
playing at cards, they usually prepare letters for their
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friends. A mail orderly is chosen from the
crew, and he takes and brings all mails.
The letters are conveyed in leather or can-
vas bags marked with the name of the ship.
There is a mail-box in which letters are
deposited for sending, and the orderly dis-
tributes the mailwhen he returns. He does
not, however, keep stamps, envelopes, etc.,
for sale.

Reading is the only relief from ennui,
aside from work, that Uncle Sam furnishes
the floating population of the United States,
and it is certainly appreciated. It is access-
ible to men as well as officers. A large
vessel of a squadron has a library composed
of about one thousand volumes. These are
distributed upon application, a slip is made
out, and upon return a new book is fur-
nished. These can be read at the proper
hours.

Sailors sleep in one large saloon or hall,
more properly, the berth deck. They reside.

A DYNAMITE TORPEDO-TUBE ON THE “ MAINE/’

and are arranged in
available places.
Lockers measure
about three feet by
two, and the bags
are a trifle smaller.
The men are not
known by number,
although one might
think that in such a
large colony itwould
be necessary to have
its members desig-
nated in such man-
ner. After a cruise
officers know the
names of most of
the men, and every
one is addressed
with his proper title,
from the highest to

THE MOAT AND FORTIFICATIONS AT FORTRESS MONROE, LOOKING WEST, SHOWING THE the lowest.

“NEW YORK” AND “ COLUMBIA” IN THE DISTANCE. It will be seen that

as it were, each in his own place, swinging his hammock
in the same place nightly,a nd stowing it away in his
own particular spot next morning. They have lockers or
bags to contain their belongings, and in which they may
keep their clothes. These are numbered to be identified.

it is not forcing a
simile to call these handsome ships of the United States
floating cities. They have their government and their
detail arrangements quite similar to the cities on terra
firma, with which the majority of us are more conversant.

Cuyler Reynolds.

A SAILORS SONG.

Up sail! The breeze is fair ;
We'll leave the land a-lee;
There’s never a mesh of care
On the broad, bright, open sea
What though the west wind veer,
And the sky grow grim as hate ?
We’'ll whistle away all fear.
And laugh in the face of fate !

Oh a free song
For a sea song,
With a dash of the stinging brine,
And every word
A-wing like a bird
In the amber morning-shine!

Once we have won the waste

Where never was man'’s foot set,
Adieu to the stress of haste

And the worn world’s dream of fret!
Now for the clearing eye,

And the heart a-burst with glee !
Over, the great blue sky ;

Under, the great blue sea.

Oh a free song
For a sea song.
With a dash of the stinging brine,
And every word
A-wing like a bird
In the amber morning-shine !
Clinton Scollard.



“ LOVE — FOR A YEAR.”

CENE I. A pleasant sitting-room in Alicia’s home.
S Present, Alicia and Raimund.

Alicia (With dignity.—No, no,
can’t listen to you.

Raimund (Pleadingly.")—But why, Alicia ; why ?

A licia—For a hundred reasons. | need not name them,
since my answer is final.

Raimund (Desperately!)—It can’t be final. 1 won't
believe it. | love you too much. Oh, do you think | can
give you up for one refusal? That is not my way of lov-
ing. What can | say to make you understand ?

Alicia (Gently.)—You have made me understand. |
appreciate most truly the depth and warmth of your feel-
ing ; but, my dear boy, itis altogether impossible,—wildly
impossible, this dream of yours.

Raimund— It isin nowise impossible.
word.

Aticia (Firmly.)— Raimund, listen to me.
time | am four years your senior.

Raimund (Promptly.)—1 don’t care.

Alicia— And counting by experience-—-

Raimund (Interrupting.)—“ Experience ”? If you come
to that your experience can’t rank for a moment beside
mine. | am twenty-five, but | have been struggling with
the world since | was sixteen. You have been busy with
your books and music, going out into society now and then.
What can you learn of life, of its real significance, in the
pleasant drawing-rooms of your select little circle of
friends?

Aticia (With a retrospective smile.)—Enough for dis-
illusionment,—enough to see the folly of such a marriage
as you suggest.

Raimund—Then you have learned very little. 1 have
been out battling with Fate,—struggling against worse
odds than you can dream of ; but | was working my way
to you.

Alicia (Smiling.)— And I was growing old in the mean-
time. Come, now, be sensible.

Raimund— 1 am sensible, therefore | refuse to accept
your decision. | repeat again, | love you, and | want you
for my own. Oh, Alicia ! (His voice breaks a little.) If
you don’t quite hate me,—if there is no one you care for

Raimund. |

That's the wrong

Counting by

more,—don’t you see that |l can't give you up? | must
hope.
Alticia (Softly.)—There is no-one else, and | am very,

very fond of you. | see so much in you that is noble and

R aimund (Quickly.) — Don’'t— don’'t praise me. You
never did before, and it makes me feel afraid. | know
quite well I am not worthy to tie your shoe ribbons, but |
worship you so. There is nothing in God’s world | would
not do to prove my devotion.

A ticia (After apause!)— 1 wonder if you would do one
thing I might ask of you,—make one little sacrifice for
both our sakes?

Raimund (Fervently.)—Yes ; anything—anything in my
power, Alicia, except to leave you, and that is not in my
power now.

Alicia— But that, dear, is what | would ask you to do.

No, let me speak. | do believe that you are true and loyal
and full of love--——-

R aimund— Oh, Alicia !

Aticia—Hush, now! And it is for this reason that 1
ewish you to go away. Yesterday, when you spoke of
your partner trying to persuade you to take a business

Raimund— But | told you
would separate me from you.

Aticia— | thought it was what you ought to do. He
wanted you to stay a year, you said-——-

R aimund—Yes, but | won't.

A licia—And take charge of the house in San Francisco.
(Gravely.) Suppose | demand of you to make this test of
your love,—to stay away a year?

Raimund (Impetuously.)— 1 can't, that’s all.

A licia— If you love me—if you are sure your love will
last—you can. Now see, dear. | will say this much :
if you go away for a year among new interests and
new people, getting the new experiences that are sure to
come to you, and then return to me with the same un-
changed regard, | might be able to see,—but | won't
promise,—only—perhaps--—-

R aimund (Passionately.)—Oh, yes, you will promise,
—you will let me hope for a promise. That is what you
mean, my best and dearest. Then I'll go. It’s hard, it's
heart-breaking ; but I'll leave you for a year, Alicia. And
when | come back you’ll marry me ; say you will ?

A licia (Giving him her hand.)—Don’t ask me for any
pledge. Come to me and see..

Scene 2. The same. Alicia alone.

Alicia (Musing.)— It doesn’'t seem
Raimund went. Ah, yes, it does.
more like five years !

I would not go because it

like a year since
And it seems a little
I can’t realize that | shall see him
so soon. Dear boy ! he has changed ; | can feel it in his
letters. He seems more dignified, more guarded. | notice
that especially in his writing of his friendship with my
cousins. | know from Helen’s letters that he has been
with them constantly since he went to San Francisco, and
yet he mentions them always in the most distant way, as
if he saw them once a month or so. Perhaps that is sig-
nificant. | rather fancied that he might be attracted per-
manently, they are both such charming girls, though
Amy, of course, is very young,—not eighteen yet. He
has spoken of her more often than of Helen, perhaps be-
cause he knows she is my favorite. Heigho ! Poor Rai-
mund! | hope he has come back cured, or—do | hope it?
| am a year older, but am | a yearwiser ? I—don’t know.
My heart goes beating as if itbelonged to a young girl ex-
pecting a call from her first sweetheart. (Smiling softly.)
I am Raimund’s first sweetheart,—at least | was; but
much can happen in a year. | have a curious feeling as
if something were coming to make me sorry. | wonder—
there’s the bell. It can’t be so soon ! 1 told Nora to send
him up. Yes, that's his footstep. (Controls herself and
stands waiting until a tap is heard.) Come in. (Enter
Raimund.) Raimund!

Raimund—Yes, I'm here, dear— dear Alicia !
both her hands warmly.)
again !

Atlicia—And | am more glad than | can say.

R aimund—Is it possible you are more anything than
you can say ? You never used to be. (He laughs.)

Alicia (Mentally.)—Oh, he’s changed. How brown he

is, how handsome ! No, it is only that he has grown to be
a man.

R aimund

(Grasps
How glad I am to see you

(Still keeping her hands and looking
brightly into her face.)—Well, do you recognize me?
I think I must be altered, the life out there is so different
from our New York life ; but I like it,—itis splendid ! 1
am glad | gave it a trial.

Alticia (With sense of depression.)—Yes, you are al-
tered, Raimund. You seem tohave grown every way--——
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R aimund— Thank you. My views of life | know are
wider. You? You don’'t seem changed at all, but you
look pale. Were you always so pale, Alicia ?

A licia—Il am a year older, you must remember.

Raimund (Heartily.)— And a year lovelier, indeed you
are. | think | must have forgotten about your being so
very pretty. It strikes me so forcibly now. And your
eyes are just the same. | have thought of them so often.
Your cousin Amy’s eyes and yours are very much alike.

Alicia (Mentally.)—How bold he is! (Withdrawing
her hands.) Yes, they are alike, I think.

Raimund (Critically.)— Amy'’s are darker, a little. By
the way, they've sent letters and packages,—your aunt
and cousins,—but I've not got at my trunks yet. | just
stepped off the train, took a bath, and came straight to
you.

A licia— How nice and kind !

Raimund— To myself. It's such a delight to sit and
talk with you again ; but there’s so much to tell you, I
don't know where to begin ! I've had a glorious time with
your cousins, and your aunt has really been like a sweet
mother to me. Right at once they made the strange city
seem like home.

Alicia— And Aunt Laura’s health
improved, Helen writes me.

Raimund (Enthusiastically.)— “ Improved " J You
never saw anythinglike it. And the girls are really—well,
really beauties, both of them. They are coming on to
New York, | suppose Helen has told you, very soon now.

Alicia— She has not spoken of it.

Raimund— Oh, they are coming; at least | hope they
will,—that is, | think—they ought to.

Alicia (Mentally.)— How confused he seems.

is so wonderfully

(Aloud,

smilingly.) Why do you think they ought to? Aren’t
they quite happy in San Francisco ?

Raimund—Well, I'm selfish, | suppose. [I'll miss them
a good deal.

A licia (Sympathetically.)— Oh, | can understand that.
Helen is so charming, don’t you think? | said at once
when | knew you were to stay in San Francisco that Helen
would be just the friend you needed there.

R aimund— She certainly is splendid, but—it's curious—
somehow | took to Amy more.

A licia— Oh, did you ? She’s very young.

Raimund— 1 liked that. | never had such companion-
ship before. | mean—er (Reddening lightly)—ah—1I'm
glad Amy is your favorite, too.

A licia (Slowly.)—But I've scarcely thought of her, ex-
cept as a child. We have not met in three years, you
know.

R aimund— She is a child,—or rather a child with a
woman’s heart. But if you've not seen her in three years
you’'ll be surprised and delighted. | have her picture
here. (He detaches a little locketfrom his watch-chain,
and hands it to Alicia.) That is just as she looks now.

A licia (In surprise.)—Is it possible she allows you to
wear her picture ?

Raimund (Calmly.)—Yes.
chain before | came away.

A licia—How strange i But (Smiling faintly) perhaps
it isn’t strange. Perhaps there was a good reason.

Raimund— Well—yes. | will tell you the reason in a
minute, but you must admire her lovely face a little first.

A licia—I do, extremely.

R aimund — And she’s such a darling ! — the best of
darlings, the sweetest and sincerest.—Why, what's the
matter ?

A licia (Bravely )—“ The matter " ?

She fastened iton my watch-

Nothing.
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Raimund—There is ;you're so awfully pale, and—you're
crying !

A licia (W ith asob.)—Oh, notcrying,—only—this sweet
young face—and I'm thinking— hoping— that—you maybe
very, very happy, Raimund ?

Raimund (Very gravely.)—That is for you to say,
Alicia.

A licia—And | say it, with all my heart. Be happy!
Yes, | wish you to be. Don’t mind a few tears. They
only come because (Hysterically.) | am—glad,—glad--—-—--

R aimund (W ith soothing tenderness.)— Because you are
glad to see me,-that’s right! It's all right! Let me
dry your tears, and then | must ask you one little ques-
tion which Amy told me to ask.

Alicia (Imploringly.)—Oh, wait,—wait,—give me a
moment. Do you think I have no feeling, —no remem-
brance of what is past? You and Amy have all your lives
to be together,—all the days and years that are com-
ing—

Raimund (In astonishment.)—1 and Amy? What in
the world are you talking of, Alicia? What do you mean ?
Do you suppose,—you don’t suppose——

A licia— Ah, dear Raimund, | know, | know ! And it
is natural,—it is just what should be. There ! | won't
be selfish any more. Now talk and tell me about her.
Pour out all that is in your heart.

Raimund (Still astonished.)—But there isn’t anything
to pour. Amy only wanted me to ask you if you would
let her be your bridesmaid when— we are married.

A licia— Raimund— O Raimund ! (Sobs wildly in his
arms.)

Raimund (Enraptured but perplexed.)— My blessed
girl ' Oh, don't, Alicia ! You break my heart! What is
it, dearest? What makes you grieve? Oh ! (Suddenly
turning pale) you can’'t—you don’'t mean to— cast me off
after all !

A licia (From his coat collar.)— Does this—seem like
— casting you off ?

R aimund— No-o— but— speak to me, for heaven’s sake !

A licia (With an effort.)— Oh, | thought you had come
to tell me you loved Amy, and wished to marry her.

Raimund—" Loved Amy ? How could you get hold
of such an idea?

A licia— You wore her picture.

R aimund—She was sending it to you, dear, locket and
all, and snapped it on my chain so it would be sure not to
be forgotten.

Alicia —
moment.

R aimund— Because for this long year she has been my
little helper and confidante. She knew all my doubts and
uncertainties. | could go to her and simply rave about
you, and | did. An older woman would not have listened.
And when your freezing letters came it was such a relief
to tell her how wretched they made me.

A licia (Repentantly.)— Oh, po-o-or boy !

R aimund— And she knew how | dreaded to put my fate
to the test,—that | was afraid, as the time drew near, to
come back to you for my answer. It was she who sug-
gested that | should appear before you, carelessly and
recklessly, as I've tried to (with my heart in my boots at
the same time), and pretend to take everything for granted.
And she told me I must not make you a proposal at all,
but merely ask you if you would let your cousin Amy be
your bridesmaid. W:ill you, darling ?

Alicia (Almost inaudibly.)—If you still think I am—
worthy—to be—the bride.

But you spoke of her so much, — every

Madeline S. Bridges.



“ LOVE — FOR A YEAR.”

CENE I. A pleasant sitting-room
S Present, Alicia and Raimund.

Alicia (With dignity.)—No, no,
can’t listen to you.

Raimund (Pleadingly.)—But why, Alicia ; why ?

A licia—For a hundred reasons. | need not name them,
since my answer is final.

Raimund (Desperately!)—It can’'t be final. | won't
believe it. | love you too much. Oh, do you think | can
give you up for one refusal? That is not my way of lov-
ing. What can | say to make you understand ?

Alicia (Gently.)—You have made me understand. |
appreciate most truly the depth and warmth of your feel-
ing ; but, my dear boy, itis altogether impossible,—wildly
impossible, this dream of yours.

Raimund— It isin nowise impossible.
word.

Alicia (Firmly.)— Raimund, listen to me.
time | am four years your senior.

Raimund (Promptly.)—1 don't care.

Alicia— And counting by experience-—-

Raimund (Interrupting.)— “ Experience ” ? If you come
to that your experience can’t rank for a moment beside
mine. | am twenty-five, but | have been struggling with
the world since | was sixteen. You have been busy with
your books and music, going out into society now and then.
What can you learn of life, of its real significance, in the
pleasant drawing-rooms of your select little circle of
friends?

Alicia(With a retrospective smile.)—Enough for dis-
illusionment,—enough to see the folly of such a marriage
as you suggest.

Raimund—Then you have learned very little. | have
been out battling with Fate,—struggling against worse
odds than you can dream of ; but | was working my way
to you.

Alicia (Smiling.)— And | was growing old in the mean-
time. Come, now, be sensible.

Raimund— 1 am sensible, therefore |
your decision. | repeat again, | love you, and | want you
for my own. Oh, Alicia ! (His voice breaks a little.) If
you don’t quite hate me,—if there is no one you care for
more,—don’t you see that |l can't give you up? | must
hope.

Alicia (Softly.)—There is no-one else, and | am very,
very fond of you. | see so much in you that is noble and

in Alicia’s home.

Raimund. |

That's the wrong

Counting by

refuse to accept

Raimund (Quickly.) — Don’'t— don’t praise me. You
never did before, and it makes me feel afraid. | know
quite well I am not worthy to tie your shoe ribbons, but |
worship you so. There is nothing in God’s world | would
not do to prove my devotion.

A licia (After apause!)—I wonder if you would do one
thing I might ask of you,—make one little sacrifice for
both our sakes?

Raimund (Fervently.)—Yes ; anything—anything in my
power, Alicia, except to leave you, and that is not in my
power now.

A licia— But that, dear, is what | would ask you to do.
No, let me speak. | do believe that you are true and loyal
and full of love--—-

R aimund— Oh, Alicia !

A licia—Hush, now! And it is for this reason that I
ewish you to go away. Yesterday, when you spoke of
your partner trying to persuade you to take a business

Raimund— But I told you I would not go because it
would separate me from you.

Alicia— 1 thought it was what you ought to do. He
wanted you to stay a year, you said-——-

Raimund—Yes, but | won't.

A licia— And take charge of the house in San Francisco.
(Gravely.) Suppose | demand of you to make this test of
your love,—to stay away a year?

Raimund (Impetuously.)—1 can't, that’s all.

A licia— If you love me—if you are sure your love will
last—you can. Now see, dear. | will say this much :
if you go away for a year among new interests and
new people, getting the new experiences that are sure to
come to you, and then return to me with the same un-
changed regard, | might be able to see,—but | won't
promise,—only—perhaps--—-

Raimund (Passionately.)—Oh, yes, you will promise,
—you will let me hope for a promise. That is what you
mean, my best and dearest. Then I'll go. It’s hard, it's
heart-breaking ; but I'll leave you for a year, Alicia. And
when | come back you’'ll marry me ; say you will ?

Alicia (Giving him her hand.)—Don’t ask me for any
pledge. Come to me and see..

Scene 2. The same. Alicia alone.

Alicia (Musing.)— It doesn't seem like a year since
Raimund went. Ah, yes, it does. And it seems a little
more like five years ! | can’t realize that I shall see him
so soon. Dear boy ! he has changed ; | can feel it in his
letters. He seems more dignified, more guarded. | notice
that especially in his writing of his friendship with my
cousins. | know from Helen’s letters that he has been
with them constantly since he went to San Francisco, and
yet he mentions them always in the most distant way, as
if he saw them once a month or so. Perhaps that is sig-
nificant. | rather fancied that he might be attracted per-
manently, they are both such charming girls, though
Amy, of course, is very young,—not eighteen yet. He
has spoken of her more often than of Helen, perhaps be-
cause he knows she is my favorite. Heigho ! Poor Rai-
mund! | hope he has come back cured, or—do | hope it?
| am a year older, but am | a year wiser ? I—don’t know.
My heart goes beating as if itbelonged to a young girl ex-
pecting a call from her first sweetheart. (Smiling softly.)
I am Raimund’s first sweetheart,—at least | was; but
much can happen in a year. | have a curious feeling as
if something were coming to make me sorry. | wonder—
there’s the bell. It can’t be so soon ! 1 told Nora to send
him up. Yes, that's his footstep. (Controls herself and
stands waiting until a tap is heard.) Come in. (Enter
Raimund.) Raimund!

Raimund—Yes, I'm here, dear— dear Alicia !
both her hands warmly.)
again !

A licia—And | am more glad than I can say.

Raimund— Is it possible you are more anything than
you can say ? You never used to be. (He laughs.)

Alicia (Mentally.)— Oh, he’s changed. How brown he
is, how handsome ! No, it is only that he has grown to be
a man.

Raimund (Still keeping her hands and looking
brightly into her face.)—Well, do you recognize me?
I think I must be altered, the life out there is so different
from our New York life ; but I like it,—itis splendid ! |
am glad | gave it a trial.

Alicia (With sense of depression.)—Yes, you are al-
tered, Raimund. You seem tohave grown every way--——

(Grasps
How glad I am to see you
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now, their nature becomes " subdued to what it worksin,”
—namely, corruption, and they lose all their feminine
delicacy and reserve. They stop at nothing, so long as
there is promise of notoriety. Every day in the year
these depraved sheets, with glaring headlines and crude,
indecent pictures, find their way into many thousands of
households. Can they not be shut out? Let the women,
the mothers and teachers, co-operate with those of their
husbands and brothers who demand a decent, civilized
newspaper or none at all, to boycott the “ new ” journal-
ism that ought never to have been let loose.

MORE GOOD THAN EVIL.
Mrs.

Hetty Green, Millionaire and W oman of A f-

fairs, Has a High Opinion of the Newspaper
Press in General.

My experience with the newspapers is not, of course,
that of a writer for them, but of one whom they write
about ; also, one who reads them extensively. In both
these relations | like the press myself. Whatever people
may think about the newspapers in general, or about cer-
tain ones in particular, they are bound to exist and circu-
late ; and certainly they do more good than evil. Some
persons complain that the papers abuse them, and at the
same time charge that the editors and reporters can be
bribed. But if these persons had bribed the press, why
should the press abuse them ? | say the journalists prove
their independence by printing the facts, no matter who
is hit, nor how hard. They have made fun of me, and
of my clothes, and sometimes made me responsible for
things | never said; but they mean right, and they have
mainly taken my side in reporting legal and business
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affairs that have become matters of public newsinterest. |
am abeliever in true reform, though I have no faith in cer-
tain individual reform politicians and lawyers. What the
newspapers need is,
not to be reformed,
but to be improved ;
and they are improv-
ing, in the natural
current of progress.
As to their influence
upon young people,
I think that de-
pends upon the
young people them-
selves. Habits and
principles are formed
from contact with
life itself, and jour-
nalism simply re-
flects the daily pan-
orama of life. De-
termination and good
sense will be of more
use to a young man
or woman than any
reading matter, good
or bad. A college
education is of no use to ayoung person who is going
directly into business. In the professions, of course, it is
different; but in business, the earlier in life a boy or girl
begins work, the better. Those who have future success
marked out will not waste time in thinking about other
people’s ideas, or things in general, but will keep their
minds fixed upon the individual end in view.
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RIVATE collections of jewels are in process of re-
P arrangement. You can make just now the best bar-
gains in diamonds and turquoises, emeralds and
sapphires, for a new fashion has come to reign over well-
stocked caskets. Thisisall because the women who wear
jewels have just discovered that in order to get the best
effects from the stones they must wear only those that
match their eyes. For instance, the girl with hazel orbs in
which a tint of yellow isunmistakably seen is devoting her-
self exclusively to yellow topazes and emeralds. Adorable
strings of pearls, diamond brooches, and the loveliest
sapphires are sacrificed to add to her store of green and
yellow gems. They are supposed to possess the faculty
of emphasizing the color of her eyes, of brightening and
enlarging them as no other jewels can. The blue-
eyed women are buying up turquoises. If the blue eyes are
accompanied by blonde hair, pearls also are worn ; but
the blue-eyed woman whose tresses are black collects
sapphires and sets them about with diamonds. She never
wears ornaments showing diamonds or sapphires set alone,
for solitaire diamonds are only allowed the black-eyed
damsels. Brown, rose, and yellow-tinted brilliants are all
the especial property of the matron or belle of several
seasons, whose glance is deep and dark as midnight,
whether her hair be blonde, or brown, or dusky as her eyes.
To that great majority of the gentler sex whose eyes are
distinctly brown, red gems are recommended. This, of
course, has given rubies an additional value ; while gar-
nets, besprinkled with white diamonds, are, in the shape

of brooches and dog-collars, the most fashionable jewels
of the hour.

“ There is always,” says an authority on jewels, “ an
element of red in every true brown eye, so that the ruddy
stones serve to heighten the latent fire and so beautify the
glance, giving it splendor and feeling. Persons whose
eyes are more on the treacherous but beautiful yellow tone
must adopt certain green stones, as olavines, chryso-
prase, tourmaline, and beryl. Then, between the eye
and the jewel a wonderful spark is struck out, at once
coquettish and defiant.” Such philosophy of the jewel-
box has succeeded in completely fascinating rich modish
women with red hair, who clingfor salvation to the opal.
The authority on jewels declares that a red-haired woman
if her eyes are blue can wear opals with perfect impunity,
and that opals never scintillate to so glorious an effect as
when worn in the brightest red hair.

w“

There is awoman in New York City who has found a
new occupation for the idle, but by no means unintelli-
gent, brains of the rich society leaders, both debutantes
and matrons. The woman blessed with a fresh idea for
diversion is a tall, imposing, sandy-haired daughter of
Caledonia, who put forth the notion of teaching lovers of
the new Scotch literature to read and speak the dialect
both of the Highlands and the Lowlands. Her suggestion
was accepted with delight, and she is busy as a bee with
her classes in Scotch. To some she teaches broad Gaelic,
a distinct language, difficult to speak but musical and
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interesting to hear : others she merely instructs in various
broad dialects, with a special view of giving her pupils the
proper brogue, whimsical turns of speech, and humorous
provincialisms In consequence down has tumbled that
late idol of dinner-tables and drawing-rooms, the girl who
could tell negro jokes and sing negro songs, and up in her
place has risen the girl with Scotch jests, and who can
warble “ King Jamies' Farewell," “ Blue Bonnets Over the
Border," and a dozen more good Jacobite melodies. The
Gaelic and dialects are taught in regular classes, and there
is a club, as well, at which Scotch literature is discussed
and readings are given.

Here are some new dinner-table customs that deserve
notice, because they are not only novel, but pretty and
amusing. Nowadays, instead of placing bouquets and
boutonnieres beside every cover, the hostess orders that
just as dinner is announced a white-capped maid or a boy
in buttons shall carry about the drawing-room a silver
tray on which are gracefully disposed corsage bouquets
for the women. Sometimes in place of the tray a broad,
flat basket, of the most delicate wicker and heaped with

DEMOREST'S FAMILY MAGAZINE.

bouquets, is circulated through the room. Tied to every

bouquet, by a white silk thread, is a boutonniere, and

this every lady breaks from her own flowers and offers

to the gentleman who comes up to escort her into the

dining-room. At the very elaborate dinners, before the

host leads the way, a couple of musicians, in smart gold-

laced Hungarian uniforms, head the procession, blowing

valiantly on flutes, and in the footsteps of the hostess come

the remainder of the musicians, with violins, guitars, and

mandolins. These, when the guests are seated, circle the

table once or twice, then retire ; but they come forward

to precede the ladies into the drawing-room, and as the

guests bid their entertainers farewell play some appropri-
ate melody in the hall. Finger-bowls, in very fashionable,
houses, are no longer sent to the table with flowers float-
ing in the water. Silver bowls are now the proper mode.

The water they hold is slightly warmed, and the butler
passes to every guest, in turn, a small silver tray, hold-
ing four or five tiny cut-glass bottles of perfume. The

idea is to select the odor you prefer, dash a few drops of
it into the water, or merely pour a little on your finger-
tips for sweet fragrance’s sake. Madame La Mode.

A TRIO

HE greatest happiness of my life came to me through
I an advertisement.

You think the business manager “ stood in " with
me to get me to say that; but he didn’t, at all. It was
this way. My father died when | was four years old ;
and my mother, a woman of great good sense and energy,
maintained herself and me in comfort, and even consider-
ableluxury, by keeping a girl's school. Therewas only
mother, my brother Donald, and me, in the little house-
hold after father’s death ; and Donald, being fifteen years
my senior, was then nineteen. Mother died six years
after father, leaving me, a girl of ten, and Donald, a man
of twenty-five, entirely alone, so far as relatives in this
country are concerned ; you will judge from our name,
McGregor, that we are Scotch.

Donald wouldn't put me in a boarding-school, as most
of our friends advised him. We were such a tiny rem-
nant of a family there wasn’'t enough to divide ; so we
boarded and Iwent to school for two very uncomfortable
years. Then Donald concluded to set up an office for him-
self,—he’s an architect, and a very distinguished one, now,
too,—and we took a flat in an uptown street ; took the top
floor, where there was a charming view of the Hudson, and
one large room with a skylight, that made a handsome
office. This was home at last.

Brought up as | was, | should have been a shiftless,
out-at elbows child ; but, in spite of the usual rule in such
matters, the housewife woke within me at the possession
of something to keep and tend, and | soon developed into
a notable home-maker.

I loved, on Saturdays and after school, to mess and cook
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in our little kitchen, though we usually had our meals sent
up from the restaurant on the first floor. | tried my hand
at fashioning my own dresses and hats, and took the
decorating and house-furnishing mania, then prevalent,
in an extremely violent form. This last was mercifully
tempered by Donald’s educated taste, so that our rooms
were made simply charming, and did not present an ap-
pearance half-way between a museum of antiques and a
fancy-work bazaar, as might have been the case had I
been allowed to work my will on them alone.

When | was fourteen Donald took me into council,— he
always did, though he was so grave and quiet, and so
much older,—and told me he thought he must have an
assistant in the office. My offer to serve in that capacity
met with immediate refusal " till after | shouldbe through
school, anyhow,” and we had two or three boys, all of
whom turned out poorly.

“ Helen,” said Donald,
“ I've a mind to advertise.”

“ Do nice people ever answer advertisements?” said
I, dubiously.

“We don't need to take any of them if they don’t suit,"”
replied Donald; and advertise he did.

It seemed to us that every “ young man about nineteen
years of age, with some knowledge of drawing,” in New
York, was desirous of “ being employed in the office of an
architect, to make himself useful, attend to general mat-
ters, do plain drafting, and fit himself for the profession.

Donald was out when the boy he finally selected came
I was keeping office. 1 told him to wait, and that Donald
would be in directly; and then sat demurely at my table

in the face of these failures.
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pretending to write, and taking notes of the new arrival
through my eyelashes. For some reason, perhaps because
| had passed all my life with older people, he seemed very
young to me; though he must have been nineteen or more,
and | was barely fourteen. He was tall and slim, a boy
who had grown up suddenly, with a turned-up nose, some
freckles, and a trace of the urchin surviving in his expres-
sion. This latter was not so apparent, however, as |
glanced at him, for he was looking somewhat anxiously
about him as he turned his little soft hat around in his
hands.

When Donald came in | saw it was all right. | had
been dreading that he wouldn’t suit, and | hate to see any
one refused or sent away; not so much because | am
particularly kind-hearted, as from a selfish shrinking from
witnessing pain or distress. The boy’s name was Melville
Sterrett; he was an intelligent young fellow, and well
educated, and it was wonderful how soon and how com-
pletely he became one of us. He was almost as much
alone in the world as we were; and, sometime in the first
six months, he rented a room of the lady on the floor be-
low us, and we became quite one family.

Donald is quiet,— between ourselves, the dryest old stick
of a handsome bachelor you ever saw. | myself take my
high spirits by fits and starts; but Mel, as we soon came
to call him, like a child in the house, is a well-spring of
joy. 1 never heard any creature (except a mocking-bird)
whistle as he can; and his good humor is perpetual, effer-
vescent, and irresistible.

Donald is a big, handsome, distinguished-looking man,
with an indifferent air,—which is not an air merely,—
whose clothes always fit him, and who is always in the
style without seeming to care to be. I'm immensely proud
of him. If you met him on the street you'd take him for
no less than the president of half a dozen banks and a
railroad or two. And Donald doesn’t like people much,
generally,—he regards them with a kind of gentle tolera-
tion; they all talk too much, and are too “ unanimous”
for him. But Mel suited and pleased him from the first;
partly, I think, because no human creature could fail to
fall under the spell of his perfect good humor and sweet-
ness of nature, and largely—to quote Donald himself—
because he was “ such a young tiger to work, and so
ambitious.”

Mel and | were as constantly together in those days as
the fact that | was in school and he working hard and
ambitiously at his profession would admit. We read the
same books, when we had time for reading ; we went
together to the theatre and opera; we thought enough
alike to care for the same things, and differed sufficiently
to make an interchange of opinion interesting.

And Mel was always the best of good companions. He
was ugly, there was no mistake about that; but in such
a delightful way that it was much more charming than
being handsome. He appreciated to the full the style of
the costumes | was so fond of constructing for myself,
and frequently told me, with a patronizing air, that | was
really growing such a fine young woman he was proud
to take mq around. | had a particularly gorgeous house-
dress which he called my “ Queen of Sheba gown ” ; and
Donald’s “ purple and fine linen ” were a source of con-
tinual diversion to him. It was about this time that he
named our little family “ A Trio in A fiat,”—and a most
harmonious trio it was.

When | graduated at the high school | announced my
choice of a profession. | had decided to be an architect.
Donald rather laughed at it, but Mel, to my delight, said,
“Why not? It's a nice profession for a woman. Maybe
Helen will get the designing of the annex to the Capitol,
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which we need so badly at Washington, and support us
both in our old age.”

“ No, Mel,” | said, “ that’s sweet of you, but I'll let you
and Donald design the public buildings. 1 am going to
devote myself to reforming domestic architecture. A
woman, and a good housekeeper like me, ought certainly
to know more about planning a house, a home, for folks
to live in and some woman to keep, than a man.”

“ How is a girl like you to superintend a building and
see that her plans are properly carried out ?” said Don.

“Well, I can have a partner, can’'t 1?”
“ You can,” said Mel, with emphasis ; “ and | am the
man. You're such a good girl to work, Helen ; and being

a female, you won’'t expect a full share of the profits.
Donald’s getting fat and elderly, and wants now to poke
off all the hard work on me, and I'm looking for just such
a fellow as you'd be to pass it on to.”

“ 1 don’'t see "—here | appealed to Donald— “ why you
shove me out this way. If | can make myself about
twice as good a designer and draftsman as you are,—and
| ought easily to do that,—why don’'tyou want me ?”

Donald laughed his patronizing laugh, but | had my
way.

About this time Donald began drawing the plans for a
handsome villa on the Hudson for a very wealthy lady by
the name of Van Valkenburg. Mel told me a great deal
about her, and, indeed, although my ’prentice hand was
not allowed to touch the work, I was allowed to make
suggestions about the more simple domestic arrangements
of the plan. | found myself rather at sea, however, on a
house intended for a housekeeper, butler, and a half-
dozen house-servants.

" She was as poor as anybody and taught school a year
and a halfago,” said Mel, * when her old uncle, who owned
a big brewery and lots of other stuff, died. The old
gentleman was Dutch, as you may have gathered from
his melodious name, and he didn’t believe in display,—
never displayed anything but a keen eye to the main
chance himself. He didn't give his niece much but a
hundred-dollar bill every Christmas for a Christmas pres-
ent, and as she couldn’t live on that, and didn't fancy
living with him, she taught and supported herself. Now
she’s so rich that it makes her tired,— at least she mostly
looks so.”

One day as | sat busily at work Mel came in and put
down a bag of apples on the drafting-table. | took one
and ate it while | went on with my drawing, in which 1
was much absorbed.

“ That's awfully nice of vyou,
apples,” | said as | worked away.

“ Were they sour?” said Mel. Then, as | looked up
astonished, “ | didn't know ; | didn't have any standard
of comparison.”

Seeing he was in one of his ridiculous moods, | went on
with my work. A moment after | looked up to find Mel’s
face very close to mine and his wicked eyes looking at me
with the oddest expression. Before | realized what was
coming he bent further forward and kissed me lightly;
then, with an expression as near embarrassment as | had
ever seen on his impudent countenance, said, “ Those
apples were sour.”

The whole performance was so absurd that | laughed,
but not so freely nor unconcernedly as | could have
wished ; in fact, I found myself blushing very red, in-
deed, and was relieved when Donald came in. This
incident, trifling in itself, haunted me. Mel and | had
been on a brotherly and sisterly footing of perfect free-
dom for so long, | wished he hadn’t disturbed it by such
foolishness. | brooded and worried over it till 1 found

Mel; | do love sour
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myself wishing that if he must kiss me at all he had done
so in seriousness, and not in a miserable burlesque. When
I got to this point | gave up trying to delude myself any
longer. Helen McGregor, | said, you're in love with that
boy,—with a person who regards you as a female relation.
And the more | thought about it the more unbearable the
humiliation became.

Mel was the same gay, affectionate, good comrade,
evidently fond of me, and no more ; while I, day by day,
found more and more how natural and everyday a thing
it had become to me to love him. | found myself waiting
for his coming, depressed if he was away, watching his
face to see what his mood was, and wondering always
how this or that thing | thought of doing would strike
him. All this had probably been, unconsciously, more or
less so before ; but now my self-consciousness and self-
love were all alert, and every such indication struck me a
fresh blow, and abased me further in my own eyes. Oh!
youth, youth, that can extract such boundless happiness
or such infinite misery from the simplest materials ! |
bore this strange new state of affairs as best I could for a
short time, till it seemed to me that | was beginning to
treat Mel in a constrained and different way. I even
thought that | saw a difference in his manner toward me.
If I had had a mother, or a girl friend even, | might have
managed matters differently ; but as it was, when things
came to this pass | resolved on a bold stroke.

One day, when we were sitting together over the draft-
ing-table again, and | felt my cheeks beginning to get
hot with remembrance, | opened my campaign with :

“ Mel, you ought to be thinking about getting married,
or you'll grow up an old bachelor ; and they are terrible,
—all but Donald.”

“ Do you think so, Helen ?” said he in a somewhat hurt
tone, regarding me with evident surprise. ‘‘Don’t you
think it would break in on our trio ?”

| felt, with a sinking heart, that my bold stroke was in
a fairway to be a failure ; but I floundered desperately on.

“No, I don’t,” said I. “ She’d be nice, and it would fill
out our number : Donald and I, and you and she.”

Silence again, and Mel regarding me with a grave quiet,
unusual with him.

Finally: “ Well, Helen, since you are bound to hurry
my youth and innocence to the matrimonial mart, maybe
you'd kindly suggest a lady worthy of the honor.”

My patience gave way. Here | had done the thing |
had been planning in secret for weeks as my one salva-
tion, and seemed merely to have succeeded in making an
awful fool of myself, and Mel was taking the whole matter
as a joke.

“You know | don’t know many girls, Mel,—and | dare
say nobody would have you, anyhow,” | said crossly ;
“but I'd try for a girl with some money, if | were you.
It’s just as easy, and it's horrid to be poor all your life.”
I had reached a measure of success with this abominable
speech, for Mel didn’t look “ jokey” now.

“ That's your advice, is it?” he said, almost contempt-

uously.
“Yes, it is,” | replied, with an assumption of blunt
simplicity. “1 think you'd be a gump to marry a girl

without money, when you might as well try for one with
some.”

“ | suppose, then, you think a girl without money would
be a fool to marry me,” said Mel with angry deliberation,
fixing me with his glittering eyes.

“ Oh, no,” I answered with an unmoved front; “ she
might be in love with you, you know. | don’'t see why
she shouldn’t.”

Mel worked in silence for about three minutes ; then
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his good humor came back with a rush. Mel's face would
grow tired if he didn't laugh for ten minutes at a stretch..

“Help me to plan,” he said, leaning forward across the
table, laying down his pencils, and turning to me with an
absurdly languishing air, which sat most comically on his
ugly, good-humored face. “ Since my beauty and fasci-
nations are to be disposed of to the highest bidder, who
shall she be ?”

“Try Miss Van Valkenburg,” | answered, shortly;
“ she has plenty of money, and she’s old enough to be
flattered by the preference of a younger man.”

Mel looked at me a little oddly. “ Do you really sup-
pose so? She’s an awfully nice girl, if you only knew it.
Helen.” Then after he had gathered up his things and
prepared to go, “ Fm taking these sketches of interiors up
there now, and | mean to view her with the eye of a future
proprietor ” ; and in a more serious tone, “ Really, | don't
suppose she would have me, but, as you say, it's worth
trying for ” ; and with these dreadful words he departed
and left me to the enjoyment of my barren victory.

I had said it. | had vindicated myself. No man, cer-
tainly, would think a woman in love with him who delib-
erately gave him such advice. But look at the cost. |
had advised Mel, my own dear Mel, to go and marry some
other woman,—for her money, at that ; Mel, every expres-
sion of whose impudent face was dear to me, whose every
virtue or talent was a source of pride and fondness, and
whose little faults were all familiar and dear as belonging
to him. And worse, oh, far worse than | could have
imagined or dreamed, Mel had, in spite of his joking,
rather taken up with the idea. He was now going to see
that “ Dutch woman,” as | now called her ; he had actu-
ally said she was “ nice.”

| appeared to myself in any but an enviable light.
How much more womanly it would have been to fight for
my happiness, to do my best to win, let the issue be what
it might; and the hot tears of humiliation bedewed the
elevation of a two-thousand-dollar detached cottage upon
which | was working.

There followed on this day some of the most unhappy
weeks of my life. Older people may smile at that; but I
am older now myself, and | have never gotten to the
point where | could make light of their remembrance.
Mel was continually at “ the Dutch woman’s,” so, indeed,
was Donald ; but the whereabouts of that seasoned bach-
elor troubled me little.

My cup of misery was filled and several drops sent trick-
ling down the side, about this time, by meeting Miss Van
Valkenburg, whom | had not so far seen. Donald insisted
on my going up with him one day to see the frieze that
was being painted in her dining-room. | found her not
Dutch at all, nor even German, though her name and her
uncle certainly were ; butvery handsome, in a severe way,
and with the quiet air of one to the manner bora. How
soon we women acquire it when we have the chance !

I comforted myself by thinking that she looked all of
her thirty years, which was true, and that she had a
school-ma’amish air, which was not. She evidently made
a special effort to be nice to me,—which was noticeable in a
woman of her reserved manner,—and seemed to be on the
most intimate and friendly terms with Donald and Mel.

Soon after this she came to the office late one afternoon
to discuss some point in the work. She had come in from
Brooklyn, and by previous arrangement her carriage was to
call forher atsix. It failed to appear ontime, and Donald
came out and told me to go in and insist on Miss Van Val-
kenburg’'s staying fortea. |wentwith perfectwillingness.
Things couldn’'t be any worse than they were ; and my
heart was entirely broken, anyhow. She already had all
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T cared for,—she had M el; and she might just as well be
made welcome beneath my roof-tree and eat my muffins
and jelly. 1 was even rather glad of the chance of dis-
playing to her what a notable housekeeper | was, and how
daintily our little menage was ordered. We had been
housekeeping since my graduation.

| followed Mel out into the hall to say : “ I've gotevery-
thing prettily arranged now, all but the flowers, and Miss
Van Valkenburg is in my room making herself neat for
tea. Please stop and order them up for me, if you're
going out.” He looked at me with an expression that
made my heart jump, and then spoiled it all by saying,
with evident sincerity, “ Isn't she a lovely woman,
Helen?” Then, as he stepped into the elevator, “ Are
you going to change your dress ?”

“ Isn’t this one all right ?” | answered, but Mel had dis-
appeared down the shaft, and | went back into my dining-
Toom to add a few little extra touches and wait for my
flowers, and to wonder bitterly whether Mel was so crazy
about Miss Van Valkenburg that he thought I ought to
put on full toilette to take tea with her.

When the flowers came up the matter was explained.
Besides those for the table there was a bunch of long-
stemmed La France buds, evidently for me, as they har-
monized exactly with my gown of paler pink. 1 grew
quite jubilantin a subdued way. Time was when it seemed
a small matter to have Mel send me flowers, and all | cared
for was the blossoms themselves. Now the gift was noth-
ing ; but the fact that he cared to notice the color of my
dress and to buy me a posy to match it was everything,
and | was amply content till Miss Van Valkenburg came
from my room with her fair, clustering hair freshly ar-
ranged, her lace scarf crossed low on her bosom, and in
its folds a bunch of roses, the very twin of my own.

| thought, drearily, that it was bad taste of him to get
them just alike, but that, after all, it didn't really matter,
and my joy in my nosegay entirely evaporated.

I was forced to admit, before MissVan Valkenburg’s car-
riage came and the evening was over, that she was notonly
a very handsome, but, when she so chose, a very charm-
ing woman as well. As | watched her sitting, fair and
gracious, opposite Mel at table, talking with him and with
Donald, seeming to be aware of their tastes and preju-
dices as fully as myself, who had grown up with them,
and giving to the on-looker an impression of such delicate
self-poise and tact, | wondered if being young—as young
as 1, for instance—was, after all, such a very desirable
thing ; and whether any man for whom she cared could
resist the sweet, flattering charm of her manner. | was
aware that | seemed dull and quiet, but for the life of me |
could not be otherwise, and Hamlet's words, “ But you
would not think how ill all’'s here about my heart; but
Tis no matter,” kept chiming over in my mind till our
guest was gone, and | could bid our little family good-
night and be alone.

The next week Mel stayed at the hotel up near Miss Van
Valkenburg’s, superintending some final work on the villa ;
and | may as well say | cried most of the time. It was
wretched weather, and rain always makes me low-spirited.
Donald was his cheerful, phlegmatic self. Neither the
weather nor anything else seemed to make any change in
him.

The Sunday Mel came back the blow fell. We had eaten
a rather glum dinner, and Mel had taken himself at once
into the office and shut the door. When | went to leave
the dining-room Donald stopped me, with an air of slight
embarrassment that sat strangely on him.

“ Helen,” said he, “ Miss Van Valkenburg has promised
to be my wife. | hope you will be pleased.”
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| stared at him, and when | got my breath | must have
said something that sounded like a protest; for he came
over and put his arm about me with a caressing air quite
unusual with him, and said he was sorry ; it must seem to
me that he had kept me on the outside in the matter; but,
indeed, he’'d given me the first definite information he had
on the subject;—which was such an exposition of Donald’s
didactic, business-like way of stating things, that I laughed
a little, and then gasped, “ Mel!”

“ Oh, yes,” said Donald ; “ Mel's very much attached to
her, and she to him ; they got on nicely from the first. 1I'm
sure you’'ll love her when you know her well.”

The fatuity of a man inlove ! Well, as he didn’t know,
it was better not to tell him ; so | turned with a vague
notion of hunting up my poor, abused boy, who had,
through my officious advice, been sohurt, and saying
what | could to comfort him.

I opened the office door, and saw him sitting at the fatal
drafting-table. His arms were thrown forward on it, and
his rumpled, dark head rested on them. At sight of that
bowed, boyish head all the flimsy sentiment, the self-
consciousness and despair | had been cherishing for weeks,
dropped away before my real affection and sympathy. |
hurried in and knelt down beside him to bring my head
on a level with his.

“ Oh, Mel,” | said, “ | never thought it was so bad as
this. 1 didn’'t know you really cared so much.”

“ Go away,” came in a muffled voice, for reply

This incivility, so like the old Mel and the dear old days,
quite washed away my last reserve, and left me feeling
only that | loved Mel very dearly, and he was suffering.

“ Never mind, Mel,” | said, “ she isn’t everybody in the
world. We love you,— 1 love you, anyhow” ;laying my
hand on his shoulder.

This brought the bowed head erect and Mel's face
around toward me, to my surprise, looking more angry
than hurt. “ Yes, | believe you do,—in a milk-and-cider
kind of way,” said he, angrily. “ Oh, Helen !” with a sud-
den break of voice and face; “ why can’t you love me as
I love you?” Which was an inadvertent quotation from
a juvenile classic, if either of us stopped to think of it.
“ I've loved you so much, ever since you were a little girl,
and cared about things because they pleased you, and no-
ticed your dresses and your little ways and expressions,
till 1 hardly knew whether there was any other girl,in the
world ; and now,” with a change to withering scorn, “ |
believe you're going to offer to be a sister to me.”

“ I'm not,” | said, decidedly.

Mel told me after that he had seen how things were
going with Donald and Miss Van Valkenburg from the
first. “ 1 wasn’'t sure of it, though,” he added, “ till I
saw him buying flowers for her the evening she took tea
with us. | thought that nothing lessthan a ‘natural con-
wulsion o’ natur',' as Sam Weller says, could account for
that.”

“You knew all about it, and never told me,” | said,
accusingly.
“Well, I did come very near it once or twice ; but,”

with a return to his usual teasing manner, “ you know
you had other views in regard to the matter.”

| turned rather red, and was silenced.,

After a brief, happy pause Mel said, very softly,—al-
most in a whisper, " Do you think you won’t mind so much
about being poor?”

“ Oh, Mel,” I answered, shamefacedly burrowing my
face against his shoulder, “ you couldn’t have thought I
meant all that horrid stuff.”

“ Why, yes, 1 did,” he answered, soberly, “ there’s no
reason you shouldn’t. A bright, beautiful girl like you
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has a right to expect something better than a fellow like
me, who hasn't anything to offer her but just himself and
his love. If that last is any inducement, though, you'll
never do better, sweetheart."

“ 1 don't want you to have anything else,” | answered,
hotly. “ It's all very nice for Donald and his Fraulein to
be rich and live in stately style,—seems to sort of become
them both,—but you and | are going to conquer our des-
tiny hand in hand. I'm going to be such a help to you,
Mel, and if you were rich already you wouldn’t care for me
to be, you know."
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I should blush torepeat all the things Mel said about the
help and inspiration | was going to be to him, and how
much better fate | deserved, and all the extravagantviews
he seemed to hold regarding me and my deserts ; but
when he came to announce the matter to Donald, what he
said was :

“ Well, I've promised Helen to be hers ‘in the spring.’
I don’t think | can do better. | need a good energetic

wife to take care of me, and as Helen announces herself a.
candidate for the position, my mind is at rest about my
future."”

Grace MacGowan Cooke.

WROUGHT-IRON WORK.

ITHIN the past few years wrought iron has be-
W come very popular as a metal for both exterior

and interior construction and decoration. A few
years ago, brass, finished in silver and gilt, with oxidized
effect, and in various bronze tones, was universally used,
and iron was seldom seen except, perhaps, in some odd
room in a handsome and costly house. Now, however,
very few homes are without some wrought-iron pieces,
such as standard or
hanging lamps, grilles
or fireplace fittings ;
and the artistic work
done at the present
time in this metal, in
its various finishes of
Berlin black, makes
it very acceptable and
desirable for many
purposes.

The beautiful hang-
ing lamps and lanterns
framed in this metal
are found most
effectivefordoor-
ways, vestibules,
halls, and Orien-
tal dens, and the
one illustrated is
suitable for any of these places.
The globe is of opalescent glass,
in pink, amber, or pale green,
enclosed in a frame of the grille-
work, the pattern of which is at-
tractive, and at the same time
strong and substantial. This
lamp is adapted for gas or elec-
tricity, and is open at the top and bottom ; but if neces-
sary it could be arranged for an oil lamp.

Grilles of every description are particularly attractive in
wrought iron, and, from the smallest affairs in light Vene-
tian iron-work to heavy ones for door and window pro-
tection and ornamentation, they are to be found in an end-

SIDE BRACKET.

less variety of styles. The handsome grille illustrated is
for a double doorway, and the design is carried out in the-
Italian Renaissance style. The scroll-work is embellished
in places with thin sheet-metal leaf-work, which adds a
most attractive feature to the modem wrought-iron work.
For halls, dining-rooms, libraries, smoking-rooms, and ves-
tibules, wrought-iron trimmings are very desirable, and
the ease with which they can be cared for, as well as their
durable and lasting finish, is a great advantage over other
metals in decorative construction.

A grille similar to the one illustrated is very effective in
the upper part of a high window, with the curtain hung
from the lower edge of the grille, or from a rod directly
under it, as are the portieres. For archways, transoms,
skylights, and screens, ornamental wrought-iron grilles are-
very popular, and the demand for them is constantly in-
creasing.

Artistic fireplace fittings are carried out in the dead-
black finish, and
for this use the
metal is particu-
larly adapted.
Manyrichdesigns
in andirons, fend-
ers, fire-sets ,
frames, linings;
fire-baskets, and
in facteverything
pertaining to the
fireplace, can be
had in the sales-
rooms of mantel
and fireplace
houses; and in
combination with
tile or brick fa-
cings and hearths
in harmonious
shades the black-
finished metal
adds an attractive
feature. An illus-

jardiniere stand.



WROUGHT-IRON WORK.

ENTRANCE DOOR.

tration is given of a handsome pair of wrought-iron and-
irons. They are connected by a bar which takes the place
of a fender, and for this reason are very desirable for a
small fireplace. Their size, however, about thirty inches
high, gives them sufficient dignity to adapt them to a
large hall, a library, or billiard-room, where, of course,
other furnishings of the room should harmonize.

For a fire-set, consisting of shovel, poker, tongs, and
stand, an original design is given. The
shafts and handles are of antique quartered
oak, with a dead polish, and ornamented
with wrought-iron leaves in thin metal
worked to fit the wood snugly and having
no projecting sharp edges or points to
catch the hands or clothing. The lower
end of each iron, for a distance of fifteen
inches, is of wrought iron, insuring the
wood from charring, and the entire staff
of the stand; as well as the bottom or plat-
form on which the fire-irons rest, is usually
made of the oak, though the platform is
often covered with an iron plate. Two
designs of jamb-hooks are shown in the
illustration also, and where there is not
room for a stand, or where the hooks are
preferable, they may be fastened to the
side of the chimney-piece or to the tile or
brick facing, where they act as a rest for
the fire-irons which stand on the hearth.
Hooks on both sides of the fireplace are
desirable, as the shovel and poker occupy
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one hook, while the other may be used
for the tongs and perhaps a brush, which
may be hung from the end of the hook.

The decorative purposes to which
wrought and bent iron can be adapted
are limited only by the ingenuity of the
designers and workers. Most people are
familiar with the pretty lamps, sconces,
chandeliers, and candlesticks, which have
multiplied so rapidly in recent years ;
but it is a pleasure to notice the new
uses to which wrought iron is constantly
being adapted. A gratifying fact, also,
is that with increased uses the designs
are also improving.

The design for a large vase or jar-
diniere frame is so simple that it is quite
possible for almost any blacksmith to
carry it out to fit any large vase that it
may be desirable to support in this man-
ner. The height of the stand must be
governed by the dimensions of the pot-
tery, if in the shape illustrated ; but if
it is a low jardiniere the stand should
be lower. As a receptacle for a large
bunch of roses or chrysanthemums such
ajardiniere would make a most effect-
ive decoration in a large hall or library ;
and for the piazza in the summer time
similar vases filled with growing palms
or rubber plants would be particularly
attractive.

Designs for chandeliers and side-brack-
ets in wrought iron are countless, and
they are especially commended for gas
and electric fixtures in the hall, dining-
room, or library. The beautiful orna-
mental leaf-work that can be so artistic-
ally wrought from thin sheet-iron is an acceptable em-
bellishment to the oftentimes monotonous scroll-work, and
its judicious application to the necessary places lends a
grace and freedom to many motives of ornament that
would otherwise be harsh and unattractive.

In the ornamentation of doors and windows wrought
iron now plays an important part, and this is particularly
apparent to any one familiar with the entrances to many

A DOORWAY GRILLE.
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A PAIR OF ANDIRONS.

new city and country houses. A very artistic design
for the ornamentation of a divided door is illustrated.
W hile the decoration is in itself attractive, it will be read-
ily seen that an element of strength is given to the fasten-
ings, as well as security to the plate glass and curtain
effect in the upper half, which is most appropriate. A
grille thus arranged in
a door or window
should be on hinges,
so that it may be
swung away from the
glass when necessary
to clean it; but the
fastenings should be
quite secure, as the
constant opening and
shutting of a door is
liable to loosen a grille
of heavy construction.

It is not necessary to
have hinges and hasps
or escutcheons made

with the ornamental
straps attached to
them. They can be

separate pieces, made
by a blacksmith, if
desired, and applied
to an old door. Grilles
can be fitted to any
glass-top door, and
one of a design sim-
ilar to the illustration
can be made at a
moderate cost. Such
a pattern could be
worked out by any
good blacksmith over
a paper diagram of
the desired size ; and
at the same time the
hinge and escutcheon straps could be made from iron
about one-sixteenth of an inch in thickness. The straps
should be fastened on with large-headed, hand-made nails,
securely driven into the wood in such a manner that the
constant jarring of the door would not loosen them.

GLASS AND IRON HANGING LAMP.
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These beautiful designs suggest some of the
uses to which wrought iron is being put, and those
who are contemplating building,or improvements,
would do well to inquire further into the deco-
rative possibilities of the most popular metal finish
at the present time.

To keep the dead-finished wrought iron con-
stantly fresh and clean it is only necessary to rub
it with a flannel cloth on which a little crude oil
has been poured. Only the pure crude oil or
kerosene should be used, as other oils gum on the
surface and in a short time spoil the original
finish. The occasional application of the oiled
rag will keep the Berlin black finish in perfect
condition ; where it is not possible to get into the
small places with the rag, a stiff bristle brush can
be lightly dipped in crude oil and worked into all
the little nooks and corners.

.Iron-work that must be re-blacked

can be sent to the shops where that
class of work is done, though sometimes
a considerable expense can be saved by

OAK AND IRON FIRE-SKT.

doing it at home. To prepare a good and lasting black,
mix a little ivory-black paint, ground in oil, with turpen-
tine, to the consistency of cream, and apply it to the iron
with a soft brush in two or three successive thin coats.
Another good black can be made by adding lamp-black to
brass lacquer, and if too thick, thinning it with alcohol;
this, however, cannot be applied over a surface that has
once been oiled, while the turpentine and ivory-black may
be repeatedly used, and every time it will dry with a dead-
black finish.

Visitors to the Columbian Exposition will recall interest-
ing specimens of this wrought-iron work which they saw
made at the forge in one of the Irish villages ; and the
quaint, branched candlesticks bought there are treasured
souvenirs. J. Harry Adams.
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IN THE LINEN CLOSET.

shopping which the thrifty and capable housewife

so thoroughly enjoys as that for the plenishing of
her linen closet. In fact, there is a sort of inborn instinct
in every womanly woman which makes the possession of
a goodly stock of fine linen a thing especially to covet,
and additions to it are the subject of careful forethought
and wise selection. Hence it has become an established
custom in most well-regulated houses to examine the con-
tents of the linen closet after the holidays, taking stock, as
it were, of present possessions, and making memoranda
of needed additions preparatory to re-stocking and if we
perform this pleasant task with regularity we have the
satisfaction sometimes of increasing our possessions, and
adding, perhaps, some coveted piece, instead of merely
replacing the things worn out and relegated to other and
baser uses.

It is not merely chance which has determined the sea-
son of this annual custom, but rather is it an inheritance
from Colonial days, when the “ festival of the distaff,”
celebrated on the seventh of January, marked the begin-
ning of quietly busy days in the household. After the
interruption of the holidays women drew forth their
wheels and proudly strove to excel each other in the
amount of flax they spun and wove, and young girls plied
busy fingers industriously filling those bridal chests, the
contents of which, in some notable instances, are the pres-
ent-day treasures of their descendants.

It so happens that the convenience of the housekeeper
is also that of the merchant; for with both of them these
weeks are the lull between the rushing crowded ones
which mark the changing seasons, and which reach their
culmination in the short, hurried days before the holidays.
It is not surprising, then, nor simply a coincidence, that
the merchant, anticipating the demand, takes this time to
display household linens of every description, and fills his
shop windows with the newest and most attractive things
in his stock. At the same time, with a view to attracting
the thrifty buyer, he makes liberal reductions on a great
many things, and offers such tempting bargains as would
lure the money from even a miser’s purse.

The first thing one notices in examining these displays,
this season, is the increasing prevalence of hemstitching
on both bed and table linen. The hems of even cotton
sheets and pillow-slips are usually finished with hemstitch-
ing, and so perfectly is the work done by machine that it
guite equals handwork. Insertions, also, of drawn-work,
copied from the Spanish design, are now done by machine,
and beautiful borders of this work ornament napery as
well as linen sheets and pillow-slips. Nice Irish linen
sheets, two and a half yards wide by two and three quar-
ters long, finished at the top with a two-inch hemstitched

THERE is probably no other part of her household

hem are sold for $3 per pair, and pillow-cases to match,
measuring twenty-two and a half by thirty-six inches when
finished, cost $1.10 per pair. Cotton cases of the best
Wamsutta, the same size and also hemstitched, sell for
50 cents per pair. Of course this is cheaper than making
them at home ; but it must be remembered that the prices
guoted are those at the annual sales, not regular prices.

The standard size of pillow-cases is that mentioned
above ; but some merchants describe the same thing as
forty-five by thirty-six inches ; this it should be understood
is the measurement of the cloth after seams are taken, and
not of the case, which, as it lies double, is really twenty-
two and a half by thirty-six inches. The cloth is torn
thirty-eight incheslong, thus allowing two inches for the
hem. The largest pillow-cases sold in the shops are twenty-
seven by thirty-six inches, this size often being advertised
as " 54by 36.” Pillows are usually an eighth of a yard shorter
than the pillow-case, but the width of the bed has to de-
termine their exact size ; those which look well on a wide
double bed would be too large for what is known as a
three-quarter one, and the largest size is needed on single
beds.

The new bed-tickings are handsome enough for furni-
ture slips. They: are in delicate grays and slate colors,
having damask stripes with a little color, pink, blue, or
red, at wide intervals.- The round bolster is almost an
indispensable part of the furnishing for a bed; but there
are so many new health fads and fancies in these days that,
to meet the wishes of those who believe it unhealthful to
sleep on feathers, the bolster is sometimes replaced with
thin hair pillows. Pillow-shams are not so generally used
as formerly, the demand for them being so slight that in
many shops there are none in stock. When seen, how-
ever, they are usually very elaborate, and made of the
sheerest linen cambric, India lawn, or even Swiss muslin.
A handsome spread, with shams to match it, is of sheerest
lawn with an application in the comers and centre of
Honiton braid; it is finished with a wide ruffle of the
lawn on which the lace applique which forms the edge
runs up in deep points, giving a very rich effect. Shams
made of sheer hemstitched handkerchiefs put together
with lace insertion and bordered with frills of lace to
match, though not new, are always pretty, and have an
elaborate effect without entailing much work.

As to the quantity of linen required, many housekeepers
are restricted by limitations of closet-room, and of course
in this country with our regular weekly laundering it is
unnecessary to accumulate enormous supplies that would
suffice for two or three months’ use without the services of
the laundress ; it is very possible to get along with two
pair of sheets and as many pillow-slips for every bed, and
one or two extra pair for emergencies. The use of linen



282

in winter is discouraged by all hygienists ; butif it is pre-
ferred for hot weather it would be quite possible to man-
age nicely with three sheets per bed. These hints are, of
course, for the young housekeeper who has all to buy.
After the first few years it will be found much the best
plan, both with bed and table linen, to buy some every
year, putting the new in regular service and reserving the
partly worn for occasional use. There comes a period in
the service of all such things when true economy recog-
nizes the value of this method ; for not only does the
housewife thus accumulate a stock of linen which it is a
comfort and convenience to have, but she will find that it
will wear much longer when thus used. The frosts of
winter are very hard upon linens, and a table-cloth or
sheet that would bear three month’s summer wear will
fall into countless cracks after the ordeal of two or three
launderings in freezing weather.

Almost no novelties are shown in the patterns of table
linens. The regulation linen by the yard is mostly in
all-over patterns of rather small flowers and leaves, and
in these almost any flower can be found. Especially
pretty are the clover, violet, carnation, and maiden-hair
fern designs. The pattern cloths are distinguished by
panel designs, made by reversing the weave, and have
large plain spaces of glossy, satiny twill, broken only at
wide intervals by single flowers or a spray in natural size
thrown upon them. All of these cloths have hemstitched
hems, or are finished with more elaborate drawn-work ;

and some of them have successive rows of hemstitching.

or drawn-work, sometimes forming lattice work in the cor-
ners, and bordering the centre panel which rests upon the
table-top. The damask pattern then, usually asingle flower
jor leaf, is dropped at intervals upon the satiny surface of
the linen, which runs between the rows of drawn-work.

The absence of color in all these displays is noticeable.
There is almost none seen except in a few of the German
spachtel—Ilinen guipure work — table-centres and tea-
cloths, and in these the tints introduced are very delicate.
When it is desired to emphasize a color in decoration
ribbons are placed under the drawn-work ; or the table is
first covered with crepon of the color.

Complete sets of breakfast, luncheon, and dinner cloths,
with napkins to match in two sizes,—five-eighths and
three-fourths,—can be had in the same pattern, which is
very convenient, especially when a housewife wishes to
match her china. Fringed doileys, also, for finger-bowls
and bread-plates, can be had in the same designs, but
these are not always purchased because so many women
prefer embroidered ones. There are also round and ob-
long cloths in various sizes, woven to fit dining-tables so
shaped, in order that the borders may fit exactly the top
of the table. These, however, are exceptional, and bought
usually by the women who not only buy everything, but
also buy for special occasions. For this class, too, are the
sumptuous cloths, square, round, and oblong, of plain,
finely twilled linen, ornamented with wide insertions of
Renaissance lace between bands of linen enriched with

A BOGUS

self Grey, Nelson, and Williams, and also using
other names, is traveling through the West repre-
senting himself as a canvassing agent for Demorest’s
Magazine, collecting money for subscriptions, and some-
times offering to club the Magazine with other publica-
tions at a reduced rate. The man is a cripple using a

WE are notified that an impostor, a man calling him-
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drawn-work, and edged with Renaissance lace. Cloths
of this description come in every size, from the smallest
tea-cloth to the stately one for the dinner-table, and cost
from $12 to $200.

Towels also are hemstitched, from the cheapest to the
finest grades ; but, of course, fringed ones can still be
bought, just as some with colored borders can be found if
you look for them ; butfrom being the rule these have both
become the exception. The handsomesthuckaback towels
are of microscopic fineness, have a gloss like satin, and
there is a beautiful damask pattern woven in their centres
and above the hemstitching. It is of piquant interest to
learn thatthe Irish manufacturers furnish similar towels for
the use of the royal family of Berlin and the Dowager Em -
press of Germany. They are towels of generous propor-
tions, and when you examine them vyou find, if you
didn’'t know it before, that you have royal tastes.

Three kinds of towels are usually bought for toilet use :
fine damask, for those who never like to touch the face
with anything but a soft texture ; huckaback, and Turk-
ish bath-towels ; and it is a difficult thing to have too lib-
eral a supply. It is quite safe always to buy towels
whenever an “ occasion ” is offered. It is poor economy
to buy low-grade linens of any kind ; but the caution
applies especially to towels.

The linen-closet ought to be a roomy, well-lighted one,
with deep shelves and spacious drawers. The shelves
should be wide enough to permit of sheets and table-
cloths being laid in lengthwise, as this will prove a great
economy of space. It will help materially in keeping
account of things if small pieces, pillow-cases, towels, and
napkins, be tied in packages of half-dozens. To prevent
pairs of pillow-cases from being mismated they should be
numbered, and some housekeepers mark them with the
year when made ; for this assists the memory in identify-
ing their condition and the frequency with which they
should be used. If the pillow-cases are marked with
embroidered initials, the number and date can be done
with indelible ink on the inside of the hem.

Very large initials and monograms for marking are out
of favor now, as also the fashion of putting them in acon-
spicuous place. Two-inch initials are large enough for
table-cloths and sheets, and they should be worked in the
corners of table-cloths, just within the borders, and in the
centre, above the wide hem, of sheets. Napkins, also, are
marked in the corner with inch-wide or smaller initials,
pillow-cases with letters of the same size above the hem,
to match the sheet, and towels just above the border.

When napery begins to crack it should be carefully
darned with fine embroidery-cotton, which is better than
linen ravelings, because smoother, and does not cut the
adjoining threads of the fabric as spool cotton is very apt
to do. It is always a wise precaution to look over table-
linen before it is sent to the laundry ; for a slight brack,
which a half-dozen stitches will repair, may require a
most careful, painstaking dam after the ordeal of laun-
dering. E. A. Fletcher.

CANVASSER.

crutch, and tries to obtain sympathy and assistance on
account of his infirmity; and in some instances claims
that he is endeavoring to secure means to gain an educa-
tion. We do notemploy any traveling agents for Demor-
est’s,and warn all persons against this impostor; and shall
be pleased to have our friends notify us if he is working
in their vicinity.
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COMPLEXION SPECIALISTS AND THEIR METHODS.

feminine gullibility can be found to-day in the
length and breadth of New York City than is shown
in the rise and rapid evolution of the complexion special-
ist. This modern humbug has apparently come to stay.

PRO BABLY no more convincing proof of the extent of

SPECIMEN PHOTOGRAPH USED BY FACIAL-IMPROVEMENT

SPECIALISTS.

Tier parlors are found on every fashionable thoroughfare,
Tier victims are legion, her profits fabulous, and *“ for
ways that are dark and tricks that are vain ” she is un-
-approachable.

Paint and powder have been in vogue for centuries.
Late hours, tight lacing, and lack of proper exercise play
havoc with the complexion of fashionable women, and if
they seek to repair the ravages of time by a few artistic
touches, the evil is not a crying one. But parboiling the
face with medicated steam, cutting off the outer cuticle
by means of corrosive sublimate bleaches, the electrical
treatment, and overlaying the face in strips with iodine
and plasters, are innovations worthy of the barbaric ages ;
and the harm being wrought daily by these dangerous
processes can hardly be overstated.

When, a decade or more;ago, Mrs. Harriet Hubbard
Avyer first opened her establishment on Fifth Avenue, the
public were attracted by the very novelty of the venture.
Georgine Champbaron had already created a furor in
Paris with her rejuvenating treatment; but a business
solely devoted to the beautifying of the complexion had
never been attempted in New York. Women were en-
chanted with the artistically arranged parlors, the pretty
pots and bottles, and the dainty creams and lotions they
contained ; and as the purity and efficacy of all the prepa-
rations were vouched for by prominent chemists and phy-
sicians, they soon had an enormous sale.

This phenomenal success naturally evoked a crowd of
imitators, who flooded the market with elixirs and lotions,
some harmless, others far from being so. A host of char-
latans rushed into the business, eager to reap the golden
harvest. New establishments sprang up on every side,

competition spurring each schemer to the invention of
fresh devices for diverting attention from her rivals ; and
to-day the arch enemy of woman’s beauty, the complex-
ion specialist, is at the zenith of her disastrous popularity.

The presiding priestess of the temple of beauty is usu-
ally a woman past her first youth, hard of feature, illiter-
ate to a degree, but seductive in manner and fluent in
argument. These “ ladies,” who claim to be philanthro-
pists pure and simple, animated solely by a desire to help
their sister women (at a trifling charge of from fifty to
three hundred dollars for each case), have, in many
instances, started their career as manicures in some fash-
ionable hair-dressing establishment, where they have
been made the recipients of harrowing confidences from
customers not blessed by nature with good complexions.
It is the role of a manicure to listen and sympathize. |If
she be a clever woman, she frequently thinks as well, and
in due time puts the result of her cogitation to practical
use. A business venture which appeals to woman’s natu-
ral desireto be beautiful is, in advance, so sure of success
that a financial backer is readily found. A few recipes are
hunted up in an out-of-date book on beauty and modified
or altered at will. The concoctions are attractively boxed

FACIAL MASSAGE.

and bottled, labeled “ Bloom of Ninon de I'Endos,”
“Creme de Beute of the French Court,”™ *“ Circe’s
Bloom,” “ The Skin Rejuvenator used by the peerless
Helen of Troy,” etc. Handsome parlors are -rented in
one of the principal shopping streets, a few young
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“lady” assistants are engaged, showiness and style, not
experience, being the qualifications exacted of them, and
behold, madame's trap is baited and ready for the prey.
The audacity of these female
humbugs is only equaled by their
greed. The cost of their prepara-
tions is comparatively trifling ; the
prices asked enormous. Yet even
these form but a small part of the
profits. Nothing less, swears ma-
dame solemnly, than a full course of
special treatment, lasting from two
to four weeks, will benefit the appli-
cant’s individual case. The mir
acle which she pledges herself to
accomplish in this time varies ac-
cording to the presumed credulity
of each applicant. As the terms
are invariably cash in advance for
the entire course of treatment, the
victim has usually paid the best
part of one hundred dollars be-
fore realizing that she has been
thoroughly duped. Too often it is
not alone the loss of money that
she mourns, but an irretrievably
ruined complexion as well.
I had heard many bitter com-
plaints of these charlatans, but
the matter was forcibly brought home to me recently
when a very pretty woman, prominent in New York so-
ciety, came to me with a complexion so rough and blotchy
that | was horrified with the change in her appearance.
Amid choking sobs she confided her experience to me.
Inquiry revealing a number of similar cases, | was per-
suaded to make a personal investigation, and heroically
delivered myself into the hands of one of these philan-
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thropic “ ladies,” under whose directions | have been,
kneaded, pinched, massaged, greased, steamed, lotioned,

powdered, painted, and elixired, during six weary days.

A VICTIM IN THE TOILS.

As | carefully washed the nasty stuff from my face as
soon as | escaped from their hands, | have come off more
easily than might be expected. | must frankly state that
| did not go through the rejuvenating process. | admire
self-sacrifice in others, but not even in the interest of suf-
fering women will | submit to the torture of being flayed
alive. How any sensible woman can expect her epider-
mis to escape unharmed after several weeks of such treat-
ment passes all understanding.

The processes of beautifying can be divided generally
into three classes : bleaching, steaming, and plastering.
The almost invariable basis of the complexion bleach is
corrosive sublimate, universally known as a deadly poison.
Its action on the face is to cut and chafe off the cuter cuti-
cle, leaving the smooth, pink under-skin exposed. This,
indeed, is the object of all the treatments. The pain con-
nected with the use of the bleaches varies, according to
the delicacy of the skin. The intense soreness that fre-

STEAMING THE FACE FOK THE REMOVAL OF BLACKHEADS.
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quently results is in some instances aggravated into viru-
lent blood-poisoning. One case, some years ago, in Massa-
chusetts, aroused so much public indignation that leading
New York publishers were officially notified that periodicals
containing the advertisements of this particular prepara-
tion would not be transmitted through the mails. The
falling out of the eyelashes and eyebrows is also a slightly
unpleasant incident frequently following the bleaching
process. In consequence of
several cases like the one
above mentioned the use of
these corrosive washes has
fallen somewhat into disfavor.
The originator of the process,
when last heard from, had
retired from active business.

Facial massage at the hands
of a thoroughly competent
masseuse is undoubtedly ben-
eficial in strengthening the
muscles of the face and devel-
oping or reducing the size of
the throat. It should be used,
however, with the greatest
discretion ; and the better
plan is to practice it at home,
pinching and kneading the
face gently for a few minutes
night and morning, having
first softened the skin with an
unguent cream.

The face-steaming treat-
ment, used in connection with
massage, is too well known to require much description.
The face is thoroughly greased, then bathed for from
fifteen to thirty minutes in medicated steam as hot as it
can possibly be borne. This opens the pores and forces
out all secretions, including the natural oil which is an
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absolute essential to the nourishment of the
skin. The great argument in favor of the face-
steaming process is that it absolutely cleanses
the complexion from all impurities,—a fact
quite indisputable. A washerwoman’s hands,
however, which are the quintessence of cleanli-
ness, are the most unlovely sight imaginable,
being a mass of dry skin and fine wrinkles ; and
it ismerely a question of time until a constantly
steamed complexion will arrive at precisely the
same condition. No amount of rubbing with
cream and flesh-food will repair the result of
deliberately drying out the natural oil from the
sebacious glands of the face.

The most horrible and barbarous of all the
complexion processes is known by the alluring
title of “ rejuvenating treatment,” and is guar-
anteed to remove twenty years from your ap-
pearance in a few weeks. This is practically a
revival of the torture processin vogue in France
in the fifteenth century, and the suffering which
it entails varies only in degree. Unlike the two
treatments already mentioned, the skin, in this
process, is peeled off in large strips. The face
is first lightly bathed with a mixture contain-
ing iodine (some operators use the pure tinct-
ure). Plasters are then applied, which notonly
loosen the skin, but draw out a thick, milky pus.
The outer skin is torn off with the plaster, leav-
ing the half-raw and agonizingly sensitive
under-cuticle exposed. When this surface has
healed, the shortest time being from four to eight days,
the complexion is, in many cases, marvelously beautiful,
although all the lines of character have disappeared, leav-
ing the face as expressionless as a doll’'s. For months after-
ward the faintest breath of wind or the touch of the softest
cloth in bathing the face causes the most exquisite torture.
One victim said to me, pathetically, “ I can’t even cry
when | suffer, for the tears fairly blister my cheeks.”

APPLYING AN EMOLLIENT:

In a few months after taking this treatment the sensi-
tive skin commences to show thousands of criss-cross lines,
almostimperceptible at first, then gradually deepening, un-
til the face, when viewed closely, shows the shriveled sur-
face of a peach or apple that has been plucked too soon.
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PLASTERING THE VICTIM.

The advertisements of these humbugs invariably tell
us that the specialist herself has “ a pure, clear, transpar-
ent skin, softly tinted as a rose-leaf,” a statement by no
means warranted by facts, and that “ moved solely by the
noble impulse of aiding her suffering sister women, she
has, although her modest, sensitive nature would lead her
to shrink from notoriety, been prevailed upon to give to

APPLYING THE ELECTRICAL TORTURE.

the world the benefit of the knowledge gleaned by her
through years of study and chemical research, feeling that
the blessings called down upon her name in thousands of
American homes will be sufficient reward.”

So greatly has the advent of the complexion specialist
increased the sale of cosmetics that a few of the promi-
nent druggists of New York have caught the fever and
advertise a list of beautifying preparations which is as
florid and elaborate as those of their, feminine compeers.

TEARING OFF THE PLASTERS.

Tell the pretty girl who touches her luxuriant tresses
with hair bleach that baldness will inevitably result, and
she laughs you to scorn ; it is only when the hair begins
to fall out that she recalls your warning with regret.

THE HORRIBLE RESULTS OF THE ELECTRIC TREATMENT.

Neither is her infatuated sister smitten with the face-
steaming fever to be checked in her mad career ; but her
repentance is heartfelt and sincere when her complexion
is irretrievably ruined. Elfrieda de B. GudE

GOD’'S GIFT.

God thought to give the sweetest thing
In His almighty power

To earth ; and, deeply pondering
What it should be, one hour

In fondest joy and love of heart
Outweighing every other,
He moved the gates of heaven apart
And gave to earth a mother.
G. Newell Lovejoy




IN THE WORLD OF LETTERS AND ART.

James Barrie is credited with saying that Rudyard
Kipling’s “ The Man Who Would be King” is the best
short story in the English language.

That quaint book “ Aaron,” by Joel Chandler Harris,
is to be followed by a sequel which will contain a further
store of folk-lore drawn from that inexhaustible source of
pathos and humor, the Georgia negro.

In response to the question " What author is most called
for by your juvenile readers ?” the librarians of one hun-
dred and fifty-two libraries give answers which establish
the fact that Miss Alcott is far-and-away the favorite.

Mrs. Humphry Ward is a granddaughter of Dr. Arnold
of Rugby, and a niece of Matthew Arnold. Her father,
Thomas Arnold, became a Roman Catholic at the time of
Newman’s secession, and was for a time a professor in
the latteit’s oratory at Birmingham.

Sir Arthur Sullivan realized from the sales of “ The
Dost Chord ” over $50,000, and he now receives for any
song he writes $3,500. Tosti, the composer of “ Forever
and Forever," is paid $1,250 for every song.” Evidently
the gift of. composing successful songs pays.

In memory of the late Henry C. Bunner there has
been established at Columbia University athousand-dollar-
prize endowment, the income of which is to purchase yearly
a, gold medal to be awarded to the writer of the best essay
on a subject chosen from American literature.

T he Lazarus Scholarship for the study of mural paint-
ing was awarded at the last competition to George W.
Breck, of Washington, D. C.,Presidentof the Art Student’s
League in New York City. This scholarship entitles the
holder to one thousand dollars a year for three years, the
time to be spent in study abroad.

It is of interest to know that Mark Hanna, “ Ameri-
ca’sfin-de-siecle Warwick,” as he has been called, cares
nothing whatever for poetry, but finds his greatest re-
laxation in the theatre and in reading a good novel.
Dickens is his favorite writer, and next his works he
places Victor Hugo's “ Les Miserables.”

The Newberry Library, in Chicago, has acquired by
purchase the most valuable collection of linguistic works
in the world. It was the property of Prince Louis Lu-
cien Bonaparte, and it took him his lifetime to gather the
books, numbering 20,000, together. A year ago his
widow offered the collection for sale, asking $200,000 for
it; but the terms of the purchase by the Newberry
Library are not known.

In a recent Discussion before a woman’s club concern-
ing the comparative merit of the writings of lan Mac-
laren, James M. Barrie, and Samuel R. Crockett, the ar-
gument which carried the day for the chronicler of
Thrums was that “ Barrie never uses a superfluous
word.” This verdict is commented upon as of great
significance, showing that the critical faculty of woman
is growing in the right direction.

OF SPECIAL INTEREST

in every city, town, and village in the United

States, and are offering special inducements to
persons obtaining them. Naturally, we wish our present
subscribers to reap the benefit of our offer ; and surely
none can be so well qualified to recommend the magazine
and procure subscriptions to it as those who manifest
their appreciation by subscribing themselves. Every one

WE want new subscribers to Demorest’s Magazine

One of the dainty books of the season which appeals
to the interest of both old and young is “ Sweetheart
Travelers,” by Samuel R. Crockett. The sweethearts are
Mr. Crockett and his own winsome little daughter, and
their journey is one a-wheel through picturesque Wales.
Given these facts, it goes without saying that Mr. Crock-
ett has woven about them a most charming narrative and
given to literature another ideal child.

Major Pond says that he never managed a more satis-
factory and successful lecture engagement than that of
the Rev. John Watson (“ lan Maclaren "), which was com-
pleted just before the holidays. The receipts were as
large as for the lectures given by Matthew Arnold, with
this great difference: Dr. Watson so charmed his au-
diences that were he to go over the same ground he
would draw even larger crowds, while a second tour with
Mr. Arnold would have lost money.

One of the most prolific of short-story writers is John J.
k Becket, whose name has long been a familiar one in
periodicals and in the syndicate pages of newspapers. He
is a New Yorker by inclination, if not by birth, is a few
years past forty, and physically a man of large and rather
imposing presence. He is a member of a family well
known in professional life, his sister, Miss Maria k Becket,
having won no small degree of fame as an artist. Her
studio at Gloucester is celebrated among the artists who
frequent the north shore of Massachusetts in summer.

“ 1t is a question of temperament,”—that’s what Al-
phonse Daudet says of the enviable ability to write when
one wants to. It is recorded of him that he often has to
pass through months of mental inertia, willing to work but
unable to frame one sentence, unable almost to set pen to
paper. Alphonse Daudet is a Southerner, and the cold
winds of Paris annoy him greatly. In his study in his
house in the Faubourg St. Germain a large fire is burning
even when the weather is comparatively warm. Daudet
is unable to work unless the temperature of the room is to
his liking.

Ella Higginson has recently gathered several of her
stories together and published them under the title “ The
Flower that Grew in the Sand.” The book has been re-
ceived hospitably by the critics and with decided favor by
the reading public. Mrs. Higginson has quality, and this
is obliged to make its way sooner or later. She might be
called with propriety, perhaps, a Western Miss Wilkins.
To be sure, her work has not the cameo clearness of out-
line nor the very nice finish of Miss Wilkins’ New Eng-
land stories, but it has a breadth which exceeds the treat-
ment that Miss Wilkins employs, just as the wide West
exceeds in area the narrow confines of Massachusetts and
the little States thereabouts. The greatest thing, next to
having stories to tell, is to have the gift of telling them
without slurring over the episodes and thereby losing the
dramatic effects intended. This gift Mrs. Higginson un-
doubtedly has.

TO OUR SUBSCRIBERS.

on our present subscription list should be able, with very
little effort, to secure at least one new subscriber for the
magazine, and for even one a liberal premium is given ;
while for clubs the inducements are exceptional, including
cash commissions, reliable watches, handsome silverware,
etc. Clubbing rates, subscription blanks, and all neces-
sary information will be furnished on application. Address
Demorest Publishing Co., no Fifth avenue, New York.



The Arbitration Treaty with Great Britain.

The greatest victory of peace won in modern times is the in-
ternational agreement resulting in the treaty of arbitration be-
tween the United States and Great Britain, signed at the begin-
ning of this year by State Secretary Olney and the British Am-
bassador, Sir Julian Pauncefote. In times past and in times
very recent many of us have laughed at the gentlemen and ladies
of the peace societies. We have called, with an air of patron-
age, their projects praiseworthy, and have then dismissed them

as quite too Utopian for serious consideration. But the lovers
of peace appear just now to have the best of it when the two
great English-speaking people agree upon a treaty like this, a
treaty to submit all differences to discussion and amicable
settlement.

To be sure, the treaty only pledges each country to do in
every emergency all that is possible to avoid war. We may be-
lieve that all that was possible to prevent a conflict would have
been done without any treaty.
But that such is the case does not
make the treaty less important.
The importance of the treaty
rests in the fact that the ways of
procedure have been definitely
formulated, eyen to a final appeal
to a disinterested sovereign in the
event that the commissioners of
the two countries cannot agree
upon the satisfactory terms of
settlement of any case that may
arise.

Nations in times of disagree-
ment are much like individuals,
except more so. Passion and
prejudice have combined to pre-
cipitate nearly all the wars of
modem times. When reason and
judgment have given place to
passion the terms upon which an arbitration of the merits of a
case in dispute is possible are difficult to arrange. But here
we have these terms agreed upon in advance when there is no
difference at all between the countries.

SIR JULIAN PAUNCEFOTE.

The Law of Gravitation Amended.

The revolution of scientific theories still goes on, and the last
years of this eventful century positively teem not only with in-
ventions, but discoveries also of facts which seem so patent to
us when once pointed out that the wonder is we have groped so
long in ignorance of them. Of the latter is the recent theory
promulgated by Dr. Emmens, the inventor of emmensite, in a
memorial addressed to the Smithsonian Institution, the Acad-

emy of Sciences, in Paris, and the Royal Society of London.
By an amendment of the law of gravitation which combines
harmoniously with it, the centrifugal theory is able to give
what seem, at least on paper, most satisfactory mathematical
solutions of problems which have always baffled astronomers
and physicists. One of the phenomena best known to the
unscientific world which is explainable by this new theory is
that of the figure of the .earth. The various governments of
the world have, from time to time, sent out expensive scientific
expeditions for the purpose of solving this problem. Acres of
the meridian have been measured in many parts of the world,
and thousands of pendulum and weight observations have been
made for ascertaining the varying force of terrestrial gravity in
different localities. But always the result has been the same,
showing an irreconcilable difference between the results as
determined by gravity and those by measurement. Dr. Emmens
says: “ This discrepancy is inexplicable on strictly Newtonian
principles, and has led to grave doubts respecting the accuracy
of these costly observations ; but it is exactly what ought to be
observed, if my conclusions be correct. "

The Armenian Christians.

It was reported from Constantinople, lately, that Monsignor
Ormanian, the Armenian Patriarch, had resigned, because he
was not willing to sign, as the Porte demanded, a petition for
the granting of amnesty to the Armenians, and then to guar-
antee the behavior of those affected. He preferred rather to quit
the Patriarchate. Monsignor
Ormanian’s resignation, however, > - =
was not accepted, and a com-
promise has been made. The
new patriarch, evidently, is a
persona grata with the Sub-
lime Porte. Monsignor Ormanian
was originally an ecclesiastic of
the Roman Catholic Church.
He was educated in Rome by
the Propaganda, and had there
most excellent opportunities of
studying the character of Jesuit-
ism and of the Church of Rome

in general. Ormanian was even
a favorite pupil of Pope Pius
IX. Later, however, when he

had returned to Constantinople,
he became an opponent of the
Pope. Ormanian protested
against the doctrine of papal in-
fallibility ; and when the Ar-
menian Catholic Bishop of that
time, Monsignor Hassoun, at-
tempted to introduce this doctrine
also into the Oriental Church, he with hiswhole family left the
church of his birth, and with a large number of his friends
deserted the Armenian Catholic or United Church and connected
themselves with the Gregorian Armenian Church, which does
not acknowledge allegiance to the Pope. It is of this Church
that he has now become the Patriarch.

During the time that we of America have been called upon to
sympathize with the sufferings of
the oppressed Armenians no
one in this country, or in Europe,
for that matter, has appealed to
our humanity with more elo-
quence than the Rev. Mangasar
Mangasarian, who has spoken
and written on the subject with
Oriental fervor and with Western
love and justice. Professor
Mangasarian is  thirty - seven
years old, and of Armenian stock
though a native of Constanti-
nople. He early showed a predi-
lection for a religious life, and
was educated at Robert College,
the Christian school in his native
city. After being graduated he
came to America and joined
the Presbyterian Church. For
some years he was a pastor in
Philadelphia ; in 1891 he went to
Chicago, where he has since
been recognized as one of the greatest pulpit and platform
orators of the day.

MONSIGNOR MAGHAKIA
ORMANIAN.

MANGASAR MANGASARIAN.

Edison and Miracles.

In the early and middle ages scientists were “ wizards,”
popularly supposed to be in league with the powers of darkness,
and possessed of miraculous powers. The superstition has not
yet entirely passed away, and it is not without a certain appro-
priateness that Edison has been nicknamed “ the wizard.” His
recent experiments with blind persons have been made the text
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for much extravagant sensationalism by the daily press. The
Electrical Review talks editorial sense on the subject, as fol-
lows : " The sensational daily press has been printing page after
page about how the blind may be made to see by means of the
X ray and the fluoroscope. It is known that where the lens of

the eye is destroyed by disease or otherwise it is a physical im-
possibility to transmit light sensations to the brain. All the
talk about ' stimulating the optic nerve ' to the extent of mak-
ing the blind see is bosh. The function of the optic nerve is
simply to carry to the brain the result of what is seen by the eye.
It may be true that where the lens of the eye is intact, or prac-
tically so, but is obscured in some manner, as by a cataract,
that the subject may be made to distinguish between light and
darkness by means of the X ray and the fluoroscope. But if
the vital element of the eye is wanting, nothing can restore the
sight ; and it is the acme of cruelty to hold out any false hope to
persons so sadly afflicted.”

Herr Krupp and his Big Guns.

The artillery service of the German army is at once the envy
and the model of other nations, as even French military critics
now reluctantly admit ; and the name of Krupp is world-re-
nowned as standing for the biggest of big guns. We may,
therefore, truly say that Herr Frederick Alfred Krupp, of Es-
sen, Germany, is a most distinguished man. He is the largest

employer of labor in the world.
On the pay-rolls of the great
Krupp establishment are more
than twenty-five thousand men.
They are employed in making
cannon and other munitions of
war. Thirty-four governments
have made purchases there, and
this means that more than twen-
ty-five thousand guns of various
sizes have been frowning on
mankind in the name of peace
and civilization. Herr Krupp,
the son and worthy successor of
the great original Krupp, is only
forty-two years old. He engages
inthe manufacture of implements
to kill men and destroy prop-
erty. As an employer he manifests no such characteristics. His
employes live in " model houses,” have schools, baths, libraries,
hospitals, and pensions, under his direction and co-operation.
Philanthropy and the Golden Rule hold sway in war’s greatest
foundry. The present head of the establishment has been a
member of the Reichstag, but, like his sturdy father, has always
refused to accept a title from the government. That of itself
makes him distinguished. The development of the Krupp es-
tablishment has made war more costly and improbable every
year. It is probable, therefore, that it has contributed more to
peace than to war.

FREDERICK ALFRED KRUPP.

The Secret of Mars.

The planet Mars is now in opposition to the sun for the first
lime since October, 1894, and it is in an especially favorable
position for observation because of its great northern declination,
which takes it higher above the horizon than usual. It rises
shortly before sunset, and at six o’clock can be seen well up
above the eastern horizon. Professor James E. Keeler of the
Alleghany Observatory is conducting observations of this inter-

esting planet, the astronomer’s puzzle, by means of spectro-
photography, which it is anticipated will prove of vast scientific
importance. Although it is not expected to determine the fas-
cinating question of whether Mars is peopled or not, there is
extreme probability that a most decided step in this direction
will be established through Professor Keeler’s original methods
of investigation. He is using the great spectroscope made by
Professor John A. Brashear in connection with the camera.
The image of the planet is thrown through the slit of the spec-
troscope directly on the photographic plate, which seizes and pre-
serves hundreds of lines invisible to the eye. By spectro-photo-
graphs of the moon taken at the same time it is probable that
comparisons between the two will give important data for or
against the atmospheric theory. The moon having no atmos-
phere, if Mars has one the photographs should show the fact.
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A Distinguished Southern University.

Washington and Lee University, at Lexington, Va., is one of
the most historically interesting of Southern seats of learning.
Originally endowed by George Washington, reorganized by
General Robert E. Lee after the Civil War, it enjoys to-day a
degree of prestige and prosperity probably greater than at any

other period in its history of fort-
unes and vicissitudes. General
George Washington Custis Lee
has lately resigned the active
presidency of Washington and
Lee on account of failing health.
After twenty-six years’ able and
prosperous administration he
will become, at the end of the
current college year, president
emeritus. General Custis Lee
is in many respects the most

notable living representative of
the Lees of Virginia. He is the
eldest son of General Robert E.

Lee and Mary Custis; in con-
sequence, the grandson of Light-
Horse Harry Lee of the Revo-
lution, and the great-great-grandson of Martha Washington.
Graduated at the head of his class at West Point before the
War, he-enlisted in the Confederate cause upon the secession
of Virginia, but, contrary to his own inclination and the wishes
of his father, was retained by President Davis upon the executive
staff at Richmond. During the latter years of the War, how-
ever, he saw active service in the field. He succeeded to the
presidency of Washington College— as it was then designated—
upon the death of his father in October, 1870. Since that time
he has lived at Lexington the life of a scholarly recluse, so far
as the outside world is concerned. General Lee is about sixty
years old, and in personal appearance as well as in gentle
dignity of manner resembles his father, the Robert E. Lee of
the Civil War.

GENERAL G. W. C. LEE.

The Polar Mystery.

W ill the North Pole be reached before the end of this cent
ury ? There is no reason, apparently, to expect such a con-
summation. In an address recently delivered by Lieutenant
Peary before the American Geographical Society, the approved
theories and methods of further Arctic researches were lucidly

set forth. This indefatigable and enthusiastic exploiter of the
frozen North still pins his faith to the route along the northwest
coast of Greenland, which has been used by Kane, Hayes,
Greely, and, in fact, every American explorer who has made
any additions to the general stock of knowledge of the Polar
regions. In the judgment of Lieutenant Peary the segment of
the Polar basin north of the Siberian coast is not available for any
further Polar advances. In this view, the extraordinary achieve-
ment of Dr. Nansen, who, after drifting nearly six months
to the northward of the New Siberian Islands, made a desperate
dash of one hundred and forty-five miles in the direction of the
Pole, is a mere accidental piece of good fortune, not likely to
recur to any explorer in this generation. If the Pole is to be
reached, insists the American expert, the approach must be
made through Smith’s Sound and along the coast of Greenland.

The Horseless Carriage Problem.

The Western Electrician, referringto the recent visit of
Professor Trowbridge, of Harvard, to Europe, says : " In Lon-
don and Paris Professor Trowbridge made a special examination
of horseless carriages or motor cycles. He is of the opinion
that the present electrical motor carriage is altogether too

heavy, clumsy, noisy, and expensive, to be of public use. On
smooth, level roads in London and Paris it seemed to run very
well ; but it cannot go up hills, and it requires enormous
power to be practical upon paved streets. An electrical car-
riage put on the streets of London to-day as a substitute for an
omnibus would weigh about two thousand five hundred or three
thousand pounds, or more, and with passengers, nearly five
thousand pounds. However, according to Professor Trow-
bridge, the French intend to settle the carriage problem. They
are spending a great deal of time and money in their experi-
ments, so much that several American manufacturers of bicycles
feel obliged to be represented whenever a demonstration is made.
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ABOUT WOMEN.

The deep-sea telescope, so useful for the inspection of
wrecked vessels, was invented by Mrs. Mather, and perfected by
her daughter.

“ The Dames and Daughters of Colonial Days” is the sub-
ject of an interesting- series of parlor lectures which Miss
Beaston, of Philadelphia, is giving in New York this season.

Baroness Hirsch is following up the philanthropic work of
her late husband most generously. She has recently given
$250,000 to endow a home for consumptives in England.

Miss Winter, the English governess of the young Queen of
Holland, has been retired on a pension of two thousand five
hundred dollars per annum, and has returned to England.

Some mothers object to the higher education of their
daughters on the ground that, as they do not usually leave
college until they are twenty-two or twenty-three, their chances
of matrimony are materially diminished.

Mrs. Theodore W. Birney originated the movement for
the National Congress of Mothers, held in Washington, D. C.,
in February. She presented the subject first before the Mother’s
meetings at Chautauqua in the summer of 1895.

Two American women, Miss Alice Luce, of Maine, and
Miss Ida J. Hyde, of Chicago, have conferred a benefit upon
their sisters by opening another foreign university to them.
They have recently received the degree of Ph. D ., each mag-
num cum laude, from the University of Heidelberg.

Miss Victorine Thomas Artz, of Chicago, has given to
the Boston Public Library the sum of $10,000, to establish a
Longfellow memorial. It is not her design to limit the books
in the collection to those of Longfellow, the Resignation being
merely to do honor to his name, and the income of the fund
will be used in the purchase of rare editions and manuscripts.

J. Ellen Cadelle, of Florence, S. C., is only sixteen years
old, and yet she has been a "drummer ” for three years. Necessity
forced her to care for her invalid father and mother and little
sister and brother, and she started out to canvass her State for a
weekly newspaper. She is now traveling for a tinware house in
New York State, though a big firm in Chicago is trying to get
her towork for them. She iswriting a history of her experiences
as a drummer, and it will soon be published.

Thewomen of China have gone into the business of agitating.
They have not yet begun to sigh for suffrage, so far as appears
at present, but they do want natural feet, and to this end two
societies, the International Women’s Union and the Tien Teu
Hui, or Natural Feet Society, have combined. Petitions were
drawn up and numerous signatures obtained, but it was found
impossible to get the matter before the Emperor and Empress.
The authorities to whom it was sent replied that the matter
could not be regulated by law ; those who did not want to bind
their children’s feet need not do'so ; those who did could not
be prevented; and therefore it was useless to trouble their
Majesties.

Miss Hattie K. Miller, of Santa Barbara, Cal., is prob-
ably the only woman in the world earning her living as motor-
man on an electric car. When electric street-cars were first in-
troduced in Santa Barbara, a few months ago, she made a
thorough study of the principles on which they were operated,
and when she applied for the situation she answered all the require-
ments so well that she was appointed without hesitation. She
likes the work, and says: When | grasped the motor brake |
felt that 1 had a force under my control that could outrun a
horse or any moving thing. | knew | had human lives in my
charge, but I felt that it required skill, not muscle, to estimate
the speed of the car, to round curves properly, and to start and
stop as required.”

DEMOREST'S FAMILY MAGAZINE.

Out of 450 college women recently interrogated, 169 of them
are teachers, 28 stenographers, 47 librarians, 22 nurses, 19
journalists, and 19 are clerks, while the remainder are distributed
around in various unclassified positions. The majority of a
given number of women, asked in regard to the matter, said
they received less pay than men for the same kind of work.
A small number were found who get the same pay, and a very
tiny fraction of a number received more money than men in sim-
ilar positions.

DEMOREST'S FAMILY MAGAZINE.
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REVIEW OF FASHIONS.— MARCH

A PATTERN ORDER will be found at the bottom of

page 317. Any number of patterns can be obtained on the
order by sending four cents for each pattern. Write
name and address distinctly.

The directions for each pattern are printed on the envel-
ope containing it, which also bears a special illustration of
the design.

the past weeks has been centred in

the enchanting displays of summer
goods which have turned the shop-
windows into veritable gardens and
covered the counters with billows of light
and color.

Organdies and batistes are the most
conspicuous fabrics in these displays, and
in the latter a great many novelties are
shown. This fabric has been developed
to a degree of sheerness and silkiness only
equaled by grenadine, and the" designs
increase the resemblance. Among the
prettiest are blurred chine stripes of two
indistinct colors with the ecru of the
linen; as heliotrope and green or yellow,
pink and green, etc., and these stripes
are broken at intervals by narrow satin
ones of a bright color. Then there are
black as well asthe natural linen tints,
with narrow brocaded stripes of bright
color. Heliotrope with black or ecru, and
pale blue with ecru, are especially
pretty, and of these some very
smart waists have been made.
Plaids and checks, of course, are
en evidence, and in them sev-
eral dark rich colors are often
blended. Polka dots, both large
and small, are again presented
for favor, and there are lovely
embroidered ones in which the'
flowers are scattered broadcast,
a la Dresden, or arranged in
delicate vines. Prettiest of all
are those in which stripes em-
broidered with tiny white blos-
soms alternate with those of Va-
lenciennesinsertion. This design
is seen also in sheer white lawn.

The newest organdies and
plumetis show some strikingly
large designs, and if the colors
were equally pronounced they

THE shopping interest of the feminine world during

A SPRING GOWN.
THURIS JACKET, CAVENDISH SKIRT.
(See Page 292)

would be impossible ; but, fortunately, the colors are ex-
quisite, and usually most, softly blended. They will be
made over colored silk linings, and trimmed with much
lace and ribbon ; so, though the first cost isnot great, they
cannot be considered economical gowns.

The large conventionalized designs, geometrical and
floral and also with Japanese suggestions, of dark blue or
black on white grounds, and the reverse,
which were introduced last year, but
werelcaviere to the multitude, are put
forward this season in China silks, or-
gandies, and lawns, as the highest
novelty ; and though so pronounced that
unless properly made and worn they
look outre, some exceedingly smart
gowns have been made of them. They
bear no trimming on the skirts, except
a tiny self-ruffle at the foot, but look
well with long sash-ends of white, blue,
or black ribbon,—matching, not con-
trasting,—and with soft blouse fronts
of plaited chiffon.

W e are threatened with an epidemic
of ruffles and flounces on skirts, but
all we can say is, if women don’t accept
them they will not be worn. It will be
another case like the hoop-skirt, with
which we were threatened two years
ago, but which never even came to
trial; for “ when awoman won’t
she won't.”

Skirt trimming finds its proper
place on evening gowns, but
even on these fluffy trimmings
of ruffles and flounces are still
the exception. Transparent and
diaphanous fabrics are much
used, and every effort is made to
increase the light, gauzy appear-
ance. A very beautiful, smart
gown has a skirt of white satin
under one of black mousse-
line de soie, which is elaborate-
ly embroidered on the tablier
front and the depth of a deep
yoke around the hips with silver
spangles and metal threads.
This skirt is again veiled with
another of black point d'esprit,
and the whole effect is like a
starlit night. The round, low,

Copyright, 1897, by Demorest Publishing Company.
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A NEW TAILOR-GOWN.
FRANCOLIN BASQUE. ROLF SKIRT.

square-necked bodice of white satin is veiled with the
black lace, and has a bertha of quite indescribable chic.
It is of white satin, exquisitely embroidered with seed
pearls and silver spangles, and cut in many half-circle
pieces, which admit of numberless overlapping points in
unexpected places, and all these edges are finished with
the daintiest possible knife-plaiting of white satin’.bound
with black velvet. The stitches in the bertha alone would
suffice to make an ordinary gown. The sleeves are very
short, full, soft puffs of white satin, having more the effect
of a double ruffle than a puff.

Our thanks are due Mme. O’'Donovan for courtesies
received.

A SPRING GOWN.
(See Page 291))

B rown-and-blue-mixed cheviot is the fabric of this smart
costume, which is an advance model of spring modes. The
skirt is the “ Cavendish,” having six breadths and measur-
ing five yards at the foot. Taffeta is the preferred lining,
and next to it any cotton fabric which comes nearest sup-
plying its qualities, the principal of which is sufficient
body, or stiffness, to give firmness to the gown fabric and
keep the skirt in shape. The rattling of rustleine renders
it an unpleasant lining, for it can be heard and recognized

for just what it is almost as far as its wearer can be seen.
In this respect, also, there are certain qualities of silk
whose rustle is so aggressive that refined women avoid
them. Velveteen is the preferred binding, and usually it
is put on so that only the slightest cord, as it were, shows,
being hemmed up on the inside to form a narrow facing.
B alayeuses are frequently used, for there is a disposition
to revive extreme fluffiness at the foot.

The becoming jacket—the “ Thuris”—is extremely
simple in cut and fit, having only under-arm and shoulder
seams. It is slashed at the bottom in turrets, and finished
with stitching, cord, or braid, and small flat gilt or steel
buttons. A sleeveless blouse of changeable taffeta, with
tucked front and plain back, where it may be fastened, if
desired, is worn under the blouse, and there is a broad
black satin belt.

A NEW TAILOR-GOWN

A n appropriate model for the simple complete gown
which every busy woman finds an indispensable one in
her wardrobe,—if for no other reason than that it can be
so quickly put on. Made of faced cloth, drap d'ete, or
broadcloth, it is quite handsome enough for most after-
noon functions ; and of serge or covert cloth suitable for
morning use or for business. The model gown is of
cadet-blue broadcloth with waist-coat of cream silk vest-
ing. The skirt is the “ Rolf,” having a circle front and

SMART AND BECOMING.

CASTAGNE JACKET-WAIST. DALGRETTO SKIRT

Copyright, 1807, by Demorest Publishing Company.
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two back breadths, and measuring between five and six
yards at the foot. The basque—the “ Francolin "—is cut
to a slight point in the back, and fitted with the usual
seams. The waistcoat is sewed in with the shoulder and
under-arm seams ; the jacket-fronts are lined with white
satin and trimmed with mohair braid. The circle collar,
standing up around the throat, is of the vesting finished
on the edge with a fancy silk gimp, and the sleeves are
trimmed to match. Brown cloth with a tan waistcoat,
gray with white, blue with green orred, and green with
buff or with chamois, are approved combinations.

THE TAILOR COAT.
THE ‘ GARDENIA."”

SMART AND BECOMING.

T his becoming gown is of heliotrope melton cloth,
trimmed with a very narrow band of chinchilla headed
by black soutache. The skirt—a new pattern, the “ Dal-
gretto "—is perfectly plain ; it has seven breadths, and
measures about five yards at the foot. It differs very
slightly in general lines from those worn during recent
months, and the style is so graceful and convenient that
no sensible women care for a change.

The skirt is lined with heliotrope-and-green plaided
taffeta, and has a pinked balayeuse of the same. The
smart jacket on the waist—the “ Castagne "—is so short
that the sleeveless blouse—matching the skirt lining—is
shown in the back above the pointed girdle of black satin.
A ruffle of embroidered batiste stands up from the back
and sides of the stock-collar. The round felt hat matches
the gown in color, and is trimmed with gray plumes,
heliotrope satin, and black velvet. This gown is a

specially becoming and youthful style for young women ;

but the jacket is so popular that women of all ages are
wearing it.
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THE TAILOR COAT.

Melton cloth of the new blue which is almost as much
gray as blue is the fabric of this smart spring suit for
street or traveling wear. The skirt can be cut by any
gored skirt pattern measuring about four yards, or less,
at the foot. The “ Comfort,” with four breadths measur-
ing three yards and a quarter, and the “ Carroll,” having
five breadths and measuring four and a half, are both
conservative and modish skirts suitable for such gowns.
For information about lining and finishing skirts see
‘““A Spring Gown " in another column. The coatis fitted
with the usual seams in the back, and has a trim tailor
finish of stitching and flatly pressed seams and plaits in
the skirt part, and the cuffs, collar, and pocket laps are
faced with velvet. Lapped or strapped seams are still pop-
ular for firm cloths which cut with a smooth edge, while
bourettes, tweeds, and serges are seamed in the usual
fashion. The pattern—the “ Gardenia”—is in the usual
sizes for ladies, and also for girls of twelve, fourteen,
and sixteen years.

A BECOMING MATINEE.

THE “ CYDONIA.”

Fancy French flannels and light-weight eiderdown are
the fabrics most liked for these convenient room-jackets.
Light delicate colors are usually chosen, and of these
heliotrope, pale sage-green, cadet blue, and old rose, are
liked better than the old-time pinks and blues. Our
model is the “ Cydonia.” It is fitted with under-arm
forms, and the fullness in the back is gauged at the belt-
line and held by stitching. The ribbon belt passes under
the side-forms, and the slits through which it passes are
buttonholed with embroidery silk. The edges of the
garment are finished with a stitched hem, and the collar
is trimmed with a ruffle ofpoint de Parts, which gives an
extremely simple but becoming shoulder arrangement.
The pattern is also suitable for cambric, lawn, Cham-
bery, and India silks, for summer use.

Copyright, 1897, by Demorest Publishing Company.
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MODISH HAIRDRESSING.

Fortunately there is much latitude in the styles of
coiffure now in vogue, and while there are many extremes
of drooping, disordered arrangements, which are trying to
the prettiest and most youthful
face, there are also graceful ?
and dignified modes which can X
be adapted to every style cf
face. It should never be for-
gotten that a pleasing contour
when the head is viewed in
profile, three-quarters, or from
the back, is as important a mat-
ter to be considered as the be-
coming adjustment of the hair
in front. Waving of the hair
all over the head is largely em-
ployed in order to secure the
light, fluffy effect which is the
general characteristic of all
styles, but the waiving is irregu-
lar, and imitates nature closely.

No. I.— The waved hair is
brought up high on the back of
the head, drooping loosely in
the neck and over the ears, and

is fastened on top in loops
held by fancy pins. An
Alsacian bow of velvet or
ribbon supports the jew-
eled tiara.

No. 2. — The hair is
brought up loosely to the
top of the head and after
one twist held by a small

comb, after which the
ends are twisted into a
rope-like coil. The front

hair is in fluffy curls.

No. 3. — The lightly
waved hairis arranged in
irregular loops on the
crown, and the front is
turned from the face over
a low Pompadour roll,

MODISH HAIRDRESSING.

DEMOREST'S FAMILY MAGAZINE.

small curls fringing the forehead, and Pompadour combs
holding the hair loosely on the sides.

No. 4.— Evening coiffure arranged in Pompadour style,
drooping loosely at the nape of the neck, and arranged in
a bow on the crown with a jeweled
omament or a cluster of flowers.

No. 5.— Evening coiffure, ar-
ranged like No. 2, with the addi-
tion of a unique ribbon bow in the
back held by a jeweled pin.

W hite Gloves with black stitch-
ing are still used for dressy occa-
sions, but there is more of a tend-
ency to wear pearl and lemon,
and other very light-tinted shades.
For street wear pique gloves are
worn almost exclusively. These
come largely in tan and brown
shades, but can also be found in
gray and black. The newest ones
have only two buttons, or clasps,
though the four buttons are still
quite popular. One sensible thing
demanded by fashion now is that
gloves shall be large enough to fit

loosely. A very
tight glove has
come to be consid-
ered vulgar, and
every well-dressed
woman is seenwith
loose, easy-fitting
gloves.

For evening
gowns everything
in the way of satin
or silk is used, but
especial favor s
shown to the new
soft-textured fancy

satins, and the
stiff, handsome
brocades.
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EARLY SPRING with green satin

HATS. ribbon, black
feathers, and

No. 1. — High- bunches of violets
crowned hat of ca- with their leaves,

det-blue felt, trimmed which fili in the
with black velvet rib- back and fall over
bon and black plumes the hair.

1. BLUE FELT HAT,

No. 2. — Green felt' walking-hat,
trimmed with black velvet and a cock-
ade of merle feathers.

Nos. 3 and 5. — Dressy toque of
jeweled lace trimmed with pink
miredsr velvet, roses, and a white
bird - of - paradise aigrette. No. s
shows the cacke peigne of lace and
violets which fills in the
back.

No. 4.—Gray felt hat
trimmed with gray vel-
vet, white satin, and two
doves.

No. 6.—Black velvet
hat with Marie Antoi-
nette crown of shirred
green velvet, trimmed

2. FELT WALKING HAT.

THE color-blending in the weaving
of fabrics is very charmingly and skill-
fully done this season, and one can
get an idea of the beautiful
combinations and blendings
of the threads only by seeing
the materials; an evening
silk, for instance, is of del-
icate old-rose with threads
of silver-gray and pale blue
running through it, and the
effect is most charming.

3. TOQUE OF JEWELED LACE.

4. A GRAY HAT. 5. BACK OF NO. 3. 6. SHIRRED VELVET HAT,
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FOR THE CORSAGE.

Of the making of fancy blouses, fichus, collarettes, and
blouse-fronts there is still no end, and the graceful and
becoming arrangements here illustrated offer styles that
can be easily copied or varied infinitely to meet the exi-
gencies of taste, figures, or materials employed.

No. 1.—Evening-blouse of white chiffon, gauze or crepe,
with a yoke of lace medallions, and flounces of wide lace
draped over the shoulders. The same wide lace isarranged
very becomingly
around the neck.
Many such blouses
are made without
* a back of the

» chiffon, being in-
tended to wear
over either a de-
collete waist, in

Xx. EVENING BLOUSE.

which case the guipure yoke looks very
pretty over the bare neck ; or with any
plain silk waist, which it would make
equite dressy.

No. 2.— A puffed chiffon blouse to wear
under a low-cut corsage, transforming
it into a high-necked one. The ruffle
which finishes the puffed yoke falls over
the neck of the decollete corsage.
Loops of narrow ribbon droop over the

soft collar.

ery or lace, completed with
wide girdles of velvet or
ribbon, now so much worn.

No. 3.—A graceful fichu
of mousseline de soie; the
full ruffles are edged with
narrow puffs of the mousse-
line, which increases the
light, fluffy effect.

No. 4. — Blouse-front of
mousseline de soie with yoke

4. yoke blouse-front. of lace insertion, and chiffon

frills.

No. 5.— Blouse-front of silk batiste, with velvet-trimmed
tucks. The neck is finished with a full ruche of velvet-
ribbon loops.

Notwithstanding we have frequently called attention to
the absolute necessity of writing the name and full address
in the spaces provided on our Pattern Orders, we are daily
in receipt of numerous Orders without them. This may
account for the non-receipt of patterns.

Such blouses tend un-
are also der the
made to arm.
wear with No. 3.
the fetching — Sleeve
little jackets 3. A GRACEFUL FICHU. for
of embroid- evening

NOVEL SLEEVES.

T he variations in sleeves consist principally in the ar-
rangement of the trimming at the top and the combina-
tions of materials ; and extreme styles which fit the whole
arm closely, relieved only by fanciful effects at the top,
like the illustrations shown, are mostly confined to dressy
gowns, while various modifications of thegigot sleeve are
prepared for cloth gowns. The close-fitting lining of any
sleeve will answer for the plain part of these fancy sleeves,
and combinations can be
arranged to suit indi-
vidual taste.

No. p.— Black-and-
white striped silk isvery
effective for this sleeve ;
a ruffle of the silk falls
over the hand, and loops
of black velvet ribbon

2. CHIFFON BLOUSE.

held by a Rhinestone buckle trim
the top. Fancy or satin ribbon
can be used in the same manner
with any material.

No. 2.— Especially effective in
brocaded silk. It is cut in deep
points at the wrist, where it is
finished with knife-plaited silk to
match the plaited drapery of
velvet at the top, which does
not ex-

gown. The short, full puff can
be of silk, satin, velvet or tulle,
above a broad band of jeweled
passementerie finished on the
edge with a knife -plaiting of
chiffon.,

No. .4—A plain sleeve of silk,
velvet, or cloth, finished at the
top with a puff, which may be of
contrasting material.

No. 5.—Sleeve of black mousse-
line de soie shirred to a fitted 5 +tucked blouse-front.
lining of itself or of India silk,
and trimmed at the top with four coquilles of chine
taffeta formed of ruffles. The ruffles may be either bias
or straight. The ends of each ruffle are joined, and
the inner edge is gathered double. The coquilles are
placed on the outer part of the sleeve only.

Quaint little Normandy bonnets with jeweled crowns
and a single aigrette of lace and feathers are in favor for
evening wear.
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FOR THE NECK.

T he new linen collars are more becoming than those of
last season, and less frequently threaten their wearers
with strangulation. The prettiest turn down all around
over the tie, and some of them fasten in the back. Fre-
quently the tie passes around the neck in folds to the
back, where it crosses and the ends are brought forward
to tie in a square bow, which is a graceful womanly style,
more generally becoming than the stiff sailor knot.

No. I —Turned down linen collar with plaid ribbon tie.

No. 2.— Stock-collar of velvet-bound rose-colored ribbon.
A folded band of the ribbon surrounds the neck, and bows
of fluffy, outstanding loops and ends are fastened in the
back and on the sides.

No. 3.— Batiste collar cut out of a square and finished
with hemstitching and drawn-work.

No. 4.— Stock-collar and cravat of green velvet or satin
combined with lace. Fancy ribbons are also made up in
similar fashion, and plaitings of chiffon are used as well
as lace.

No. 5.—Stock-collar of heliotrope velvet, with loops of
velvet ribbon and a standing frill of lace.

OF FANCY WOOL.
(See Page 299.))

A green-anD-BLACK plaided wool warmed with many
threads of dull Indian red is the fabric of this pretty

gown. The skirtis the “ Barbara,” having seven gored
breadths which fit trimly around the waist, with slight
fullness in the back. The full blouse-waist has a fitted
lining, and it can be fastened in the back, under the arm
and on the left shoulder, or in front. Itis best to have it
detached from both jacket and skirt, so that blouses of
silk and cambric can also be worn. The jacket is finished
on the edge with a knife-plaited frill of blue-and-green
changeable taffeta headed by a simple braiding pattern
done with black-and-gold soutache. The girdle, stock-
collar, and wrist-frills are of the taffeta. The pattern of

the blouse and jacket—the “ Etheria "—is in sizes for four-
teen and sixteen years, and the “ Barbara” skirt is in
sizes for twelve, fourteen, and sixteen years.

NEAT, YET DRESSY.
(See Page 299.)

Cadet-blue all-wool crepon is combined with black
velvet for this smart little frock. The plain, straight skirt
is unlined and finished at the foot with a hem which is
feather-stitched with black embroidery-silk. The full waist
has a fitted lining fastening in the back, and over all is a
slashed peasant-waist of velvet, which gives a guimpe effect
to the frock ; this can be increased by making the full waist
of India silk the color of the crepon. The pattern is the
“ Ersta,” in sizes for four and six years.




Fashion Gleanings from Abroad.
(For Descriptions, see Page 300.)

WE DO NOT GIVE PATTERNS FOR ANY OF THE DESIGNS ON THIS SUPPLEMENT.
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AN AFTERNOON FROCK

Soft cashmere of a dull sage
green combined with velvet of
a darker shade is the mate-
rial of this pretty frock. The
) skirt is cut with a circle front
and two gored back breadths.
It should be lined with perca-
line or ribbon cloth, and have
a narrow facing of the cash-
mere. Most of these skirts are
plain, but occasionally a nar-
row bias of velvet is placed on
| the edge, or several rows of
narrow velvet ribbon trim it.
The full waist has a fitted lin-
ing and fastens in the back.
The velvet yoke surrounds the

arm-holes, giving a jacket ef-
fect, and the back is like the
front. It is finished on the

- edge with black-and-gold pas-
sementerie. The long, close
sleeves are of the velvet with

! i puffs of cashmere at the top,
AN AFTERNOON FROCK. and belt collar are also of

THE “miriam.” the velvet. This is a suggest
ive pattern by which to remodel gowns, as two fabrics
can be combined in the most convenient fashion. Thus
the full part of the waist and the sleeve-puffs could be of
plaided wool or fancy silk, and the jacket and close sleeves
like the skirt. In this way blue serge with-blue-and-green
plaided wool would make a pretty little school-
frock. The pattern—the “ Miriam”—is in sizes
for eight and ten years.

Both straight and gored skirts are worn by
little girls, and mothers are governed somewhat
by the fabric in cutting them, heavy or
stiff woolen fabrics looking best when
gored, and soft materials being more
youthful and graceful when straight.

NEAT, YET DRESSY.
ERSTA FROCK.
See Page 297.

A DAINTY APRON.

T his dainty little apron
covers the child so com-
pletely. that it is a perfect
protection to the frock, and
it is so simple in cut and
style of trimming that it is
easily made and laundered.
It is prettiest made in Vic-
toria lawn or nainsook,
trimmed with embroidery,
but can be made in any
washable goods. It is much
better to have an abundant
supply of aprons like this
than to have a few more
elaborate ones. The side
seams are gored to fit the

apron easily round the
arms, and the fullness is
gathered to a tiny yoke
which the collar completely
covers. The back is like
the front. The pattern—
the " Oriel "—is in sizes for

six, eight, and ten years.

A DAINTY APRON.

THE “ ORIEL.”

READY FOR A WALK.

Cadet-blue faced-cloth is used for this dainty and com-
fortable cloaks The full fronts are laid in box-plaits to
the neck, but in the back the skirt is attached
to a short yoke, which the little jacket entirely
conceals. Bands of otter or Persian lamb trim
the edges, and the cloak is lined with surah to
match the cloth. The soft felt hat is the color
of the cloak, and the trimming should match
the fur. This model is also made in
corded pique, pongee, cashmere, and
India silk. The pattern is the " Bea-
trice,” in sizes for two and four years.

OF FANCY WOOL.
ETHERLA JACKET-WAIST.
See Page 297.

BARBARA SKIRT. READY FOR A WALK.

BEATRICE COAT.

Copyright, 1897, by Demorest Publishing Company.
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DESCRIPTIONS OF THE DESIGNS ON THE SUPPLEMENT.

We do not Give Patterns for any of the Designs on the Supplement.

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

—House-gown of rose-colored brocaded peau-de-soie, with front Ofga darker 'shade.

of knife-plaited pink crepe.
2 _B p P

eception-gown oflglray moir6 poplin, with jacket of steel-and-

jet passementerie over a white satin blouse veiled with Venetian

;Icignces. The blouse-waist opens over a front of lace and chiffon
olds.

7. —Reception-gown of heliotrope cloth, with white satin blouse
confined by a broad girdle of green-and-white ribbon and veiled
with jabots of lace. Jacket of sealskin, and picture hat of black
velvet trimmed with lace and feathers.

8. —Gown of dark green cloth with triple jacket, the edges of
which are trimmed with black-and-gold soutache.

.—Dressy gown of heliotrope moirevelourstrimmed with velvet
The back of the bodice is like the skirt, and the
front is of guipure-veiled satin strapped with velvet.

to.—Reception-gown of gray satin richly embroidered withpail-

lettes and metal threads.

gVUI{ uprier{k lToos%lsJ%nodf bﬂg%&'%’;%?ﬁ:' embroidery on net, trimmed 11h. bl—(k:Ioth gO\r/]vn in dark red trimmed with bias folds and braided
. : : : . wit ack soutache.
3 —Reception-gown of brown cloth trimmed with velvet;the back 12 ~Walking-gown of dark blue canvas trimmed with silk of a

or the corsage is of cloth, sleeves and girdle of velvet, and the
jacket-fronts of oranfge velvet overlaid with Oriental embroidery.
4. —Tailor-gown of blue melton trimmed with black velvet.

5 —Gown of mastic etamine trimmed with bias folds from foot to

waist. The short jacket and overlapping sleeve -caps match the

skirt.

6. —Dinner -gown of chini taffeta trimmed with deep circular

Iighier shade and bands of sable.

13. —Back view of No. 6.
14. —Graceful reception or dinner gown of accordion-plaited tan-

colored satin, trimmed with lace insertion.

—Cloth gown with corsage made of overlapping folds of velvet-

ana cloth.

STANDARD PATTERNS.

Patterns of these desirable models being so frequently
called for, we reproduce them in miniature this month in
order to bring them within the limit of time allowed for
selection. It should be remembered that one great
advantage of our “ Pattern Order " is that the holderisnot
confined to a selection from the patterns given in the same
number with the “ Pattern Order,” but the choice may be
made from any number of the magazine issued during the
twelve months previous to the date of the one containing
the " Pattern Order.” Always remember that a “Pattern
Order ” cannot be used after the date printed on it.

DILSEY GOWN.

ELLICE FROCK.

\\

BRIANO SKIRT.

LADIES' KNICKERBOCKERS
AND LEGGINS.

NINA APRON. NORFOLK JACKET.

VANORIS SHIRT-WAIST.

ANNETTA JACKET.

DIVIDED BICYCLE SKIRT.

BRISTOL HOUSE-GOWN.

MALCOLM SUIT.

RIGBY SUIT.

INFANT'S
" MOTHER HUB-
BARD ” SLIP.

INFANT'S
NIGHT-GOWN.

INFANT'S
WRAPPER.

INFANT’S
YOKE SLIP.

when, sending Pattern Orders,
to write the name and full address on each one in the
spaces left for the purpose, failure to do so may account
for the non-arrival of patterns.

Always send four Cents postage when you send for a
pattern.

It is absolutely necessary,

Copyright, 1897, by Demorest Publishing Company.
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The Modern

STOVE POLISH.

DUSTLESS, ODORLESS,
BRILLIANT, LABOR SAVING.
Try it on your Cycle Chain,
J. L. PRESCOTT & CO., New York.

wention Demorest's Magazine in your letter v/hen you write,

HOUSEHOLD.

(Continued from Page 282)

DAINTY DESSERTS.

There is perhaps no part of the everyday
dinner menu which is so great a bugbear to
many housekeepers as the dessert, and cer-
tainly there is no part of it which, lacking
variety, becomes so distasteful to those who
eat the dinner. It must be remembered that
appetite is a sauce which gives considerable
savor to the first courses of the meal, and
when the sharp edge is dulled, often to a
state approaching satiety, it is simply hu-
man nature to become more critical; as a
consequence, the things we see too fre-
quently pall upon the taste, and we need
not only variety in kind, but should also be
tempted by the appearance of the dish.

The ideal dessert must be delicate and
easy of digestion, for it is taste which craves
for satisfaction now, not a need of the body
for nourishment; so it must have an agree-
able flavor, be somewhat sweet, and effect-
ually supplement the rest of the meal by
its diversity.

Fruit souffles, with their indescribable icy
sweetness of various fruits, appeal to most
palates. For orange souffle place in a
saucepan half a pound of sugar and a gill
of water, and boil for ten minutes.  Whisk
the whites of four eggs to a stiff froth,
very slowly work in the syrup, and place
on ice. Whisk half a pint of chilled cream
to a stiff froth, add half a pint of orange-
juice, beaten in very slowly; stir in the
whites of eggs, pour into a mold, and pack
well with rough ice and coarse salt. When
frozen it may be molded in small forms,
and served in tiny rose-tinted cases of crepe

(Continued on Page 304.)
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Which costs most,

a sick baby, or a package of Pearline?
Without the Pearline, there's always
the prospect of sickness, and perhaps
worse, for your baby or for any
o other baby. It comes from nursing
% — Dbottles that are imperfectly
\/./ washed. This is a source of
___infant trouble that can't be
—  watched too closely. Pearline
will set your mind at rest.
Nothing washes them so thoroughly as Pearline. One of the largest
makers of nursing bottles sends out circulars with his goods, recom-
mending Pearline for washing. He is wise, for milk in any form
cannot adhere to anything, if washed with Pearline.

RS

S

Mention Demorest's Magazine in your letter when you write

There’s a Right Way

of doing everything and the right way is best in every-
way. Years of constant use by owners of valuable Plate
proves that the omly right way to clean Gold or Silver

ELEC™ grpsCON

It’s unlike any other and when a dealer tells you an-
other article is ‘* just the same’’ or ‘‘just as good,” re-
member that's store language which meanigreater profit
for him but loss to you, if you buy the inferior article.
If you value your Silverware
BE SURE to get the right kind, BE SURE to bear thia in mind.
TeE ELECTRO SiuicoN ComMpANY, 30 CLIFF St., NEW YORK, N. Y.

Mention Demorest's Magazine in your letter when you write,

e = |
N Rep 8 °

Box posTPAr 15 cents in stamps.
It's sold by all leading grocers.

——

7

{4 Everblooming Roses for 50¢

Large, strong plants and splendid roots, from 2% inch pots.
CHAMPION OF Tb&pWORLD. best pink; PEARL OF GARDEN, rich
golden yellow; MARIE LAMBERT, pure white; PRINCESS SAGAN, glow-
ing crimson; MAD. KRUGER, coppery yellow; SCARLET BEDDER, always
inbloom; CLOTILDA SOUPERT, white pink center; THE BRIDE, favorite
: BRIDESMAID, lovely pink; ETOILE DE LYON, best yellow bedder
rown; NCESS RA, salmon shaded carmine; GRAND MARTHA
%ASHINGTON. historical pillar rose, big clusters, pure white;
COCHET, silvery pink; MARIA VAN HOUTT, lemon yellow.

d

20 Giant flowered Pansy plants, 50c 15 mammoth Verbenas, 50c
12 Carnations all colors - - 50c 12 new Geraniums, = bO0c

8 Begonias, best of newer sorts, 50c 20 packets Sweet f'en.s, 50c
12 Fuchsias, double and simﬂe, - 50c 16 Gladioli Bulbs, - 50c
15 Prize Winning Chrysanthemums, select of 500 sorts, - - Bb0c

Half of any two sets 50c, any three sets, $1.25. Two famous climbin

roses for only 20c. Martha Washington clusters of pure white, very fragrant, and Crimson Rambler. e

pay postage and fuaramee lants to reach i/ou safely and just as represented. Write for catalogue.
cI-{MID & BOTLEY, Springfield Greenhouses, SPRINGFIELD, O.

Mention Demorest’s Magazine in your letter when you write,

ALL FoR TEN CENTS.

Aster—Nzw Vicronia, 25 best colors, 8 1avT, Sweet Scented. 40 colors.
f s8UmM—New Comract, Trail'g; fine, r{‘u a—Nzw Brpoing, lsulleh“:u-. ues.
XCO M b—IuMrrowms Dwarp, 6 colors. nKk—LArGE-Frow ﬂ% g 1og
asturtium—Crmnixa, 15 fine sorts, tock—D'BLx Dwarr, e iy
epper—Faxcy, 25 sorts, many colors. Peas—Lagex-FL'w'D,
~—Nxw Fairy, 18 lovely varieties. cotiana—Jasmine-s'n'd, ev'r-blI'm'g.
OX—NEW LaRGE-FLow'n, 30 fine sorta: ete 'lﬁgm}:ﬁm
0 cents pays for these 14 pack class  Seeds, :
whole garden of choice flowers ; also cultaral Quine and PARk’s Frorar Maca
months on trial. They are not chedp seeds, but the best to be had 2
Barnard’'s New Lobelia, Imperial Japan lomjia‘ﬂg:{- New Cosmo
Improved Margaret Carnation, or Giant Califor unia for club
olub of five. Club with friends. This {s my best offer. Don’t miss

GEO, W. PARK, B 36, Li
paaked |nexpen steam \

v%mby
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IS THE HABIT OF ASKING QUESTIONS TO BE CONDEMNED OR APPROVED

E take things as we find
them as a rule, and for
many reasons it is a
blessing that we cannot see
the cook who brews the broth.
So long as the broth is of the
proper flavor and consistence
it matters little to the average
epicure whether the cook is
plain or beautiful, or has a
wholesome regard for the rules
of cleanliness which are sup-
posed to be in effect in all cu-
linary departments.
Never mind,— it is soup, and down it goes ! The
same is true of our beverages—and even our medi-
Sublime confidence presides at every feast, and

cines.
follows us to the resulting sick bed.
There are many people in all walks of life who never

stop to ask questions. They accept everything as a mat-
ter of fact, and never wonder why it is so. For instance,
there are hundreds of thousands who know the flavor and
the power of, say, Londonderry Lithia to control disease,
who never gave a thought to anything connected with it.
They drink it because they like it, or because it is good
for them. They never ask why it is good for them ; ‘‘the
doctor said so,” and that ended it. There is another class
who always wish to know more about matters that come
to their attention. Many who use spring waters go to the
springs because formerly that was the only way by which
to obtain the different waters in their original 'strength
and purity. This habit has developed so many hotels and
sanitoriums in the immediate vicinity of springs that an
unexpected danger has arisen in the contamination of the
soil, which is, to a greater or less extent, inevitable, and
hence a suggestion of the danger that water reaching the
springs through this soil may not be pure. The art of
bottling water so that it may not lose any of its value
medicinally, or take on any impurity in the process, is the
outgrowth of the same study and watchful care that have
refused to listen to any proposition for the erection of any
hotel, boarding-house, or private residence, within a radius
of nearly a mile of the Londonderry Lithia Springs. So
this latter class may not go to the Londonderry Springs
to drink the water, but the Spring may go to them, carry-
ing in its original purity all its marvelous richness in the
peculiar elements found to exist alone in its native soil.
They are too busy to watch the water as it bubbles from
its niche in the solid rock, to wander through the maze of
delicate machinery employed in rushing the water into
bottles, into wrappers, into cases, and into cars, at the rate
of from two to five carloads per day, but they can pause
for a moment and examine a few facts regarding it.

“ McClure's” for January contained avery complete ar-
ticle upon Londonderry and its uses, from which we quote
as extensively as space will permit :

“We import waters and use them, thinking perhaps
that they must be better because they are imported, while
at our own doors, within easy reach, are the selfsame
beneficial and curative agents in rich copiousness.”

It then proceeds to give interesting facts about the
famous Londonderry (N. H.) Spring, which is creating
such havoc among both the foreign and domestic water
trade. A few facts which explain why such signal suc-
cess has crowned the efforts of the company owning this
Spring may not be uninteresting.

Years and years ago, fighting General John Stark,
whose home, with that of " Mollie,” was near the Spring,
discovered that his rheumatism was benefited by the
water. Later on, Horace Greeley, who spent a part of his
youth in the old town of Londonderry, was led to look

upon the water as most potent for the ills of mankind. So
it comes to pass that for more than a century this water
has been doing curative work, proving itself especially
effective in battling againstrheumatism, gout, gravel, and
Bright's disease, as well as other forms of kidney diffi-
culties. One result of this record is that a very great
amount of expert interest has been aroused, and there
have followed learned discussions such as very few other
curative agents have succeeded in evoking. There have
also flowed into the company controlling the Londonderry
Springs a constant volume of valuable testimonials

In 1887 the present owners assumed management of this
Spring. It had been well known throughout New Eng-
land for many years. They went to the physicians with
claims, substantially, that this was the strongest and best
natural lithia water. They published an analysis by
the late Prof. Halvorson in proof of their claim.

Soon after this, in June, 1887, Dr. A. C. Peale, in charge of
the mineral water departmentin the United States Geolog-
ical Survey, read a paper upon the classification of Ameri-
can Mineral W aters before the American Climatological
Association in Baltimore, in which, after deprecating the
habit of calling waters which only showed a trace of lithia
“ lithia water,” he said :

" There is a fashion in mineral waters as in most other
things. Sulpho -carbonated waters promise to come to
the front in the near future, and at the present time lithia
waters occupy a prominent place.

“1 know of but one lithia water, however, in which
the analysis shows enough lithia proportionally to en-
title it to a distinct and separate place on every scheme

of classification ; that one is from the Londonderry Lithia
Springs, of New Hampshire.”

Two years later, 1889, Prof. J. F. Babcock, Boston’s
foremost chemist, was invited by some physicians to visit
the Springs, and examine the surroundings and report
upon the probable permanency of the Spring. He wrote :

“In reply to your letter of September 7th, I have to say
that during the past summer | have several times visited
the Londonderry Lithia Springs, and have analyzed speci-
mens of the water. The character of the mineral forma-
tion in the neighborhood of the spa is such that | see no
reason for doubting that the waters will retain their
present strength and quality, notwithstanding the very
large amount which the company is bottling. This water
is entitled to the confidence of the public, and especially
of that class who suffer from the diseases for which it is
claimed to be a specific, and it will maintain its position
among the best waters of its class, both in this country
and Europe.”

About this time Dr. Satterlee, of New York, himself a
professor of chemistry, published a work upon VvV Gout
and Rheumatism,” in which he gave Londonderry the
compliment of a special analysis. In this book no other
American water of its kind was mentioned, while this
water was specially commended.

From that to the present time medical books, medical
writers, the most eminent clinicians, including the great
Da Costa, have indorsed and prescribed the water.

The company have recently requested Professor G.
Ogden Doremus to analyze the water in order to deter-
mine whether or not it still retains its old-time character-
istics : “ Approximately the same as shown by analyses
made several years ago "— says the eminent Professor.

The company court the fullest investigation at all times,
believing that in this way only can they retain their great
popularity with the physicians and the public.

Is it well to ask questions ? Our reply is still in the
affirmative.

It is good to know what ails one when illness makes
itself disagreeably apparent. |Itis about half the battle
of the cure to know the nature of the affliction ; then you
know where to strike to get in a blow below the belt of
your enemy. Doctors are now substantially agreed that
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an excess of uric acid in the blood is productive of many
disorders, some of which are of a very serious nature,
and not infrequently lead to death. This condition the
doctors call lithemia, and one of them discourses upon its
symptoms and manifestations as follows :

“ If it be true that Americans are a nation of 'nervous
prostrates,” then common indeed is lithemia. Take, for
instance, insomnia, a condition far from rare in city life,
so frequently made worse by hypnotics, so quickly re-
lieved when once the true cause is recognized,— a sleep-
lessness due to derangement of the liver, producing lithe-
mia. Then, again, megrim, so very common, is quickly
relieved by the same agents as were so useful in insomnia,
when the cause is rightly understood as simply a lithemic
crisis. Neuralgic pains, so annoying when due to an ex-
cess of uric acid ; muscular rheumatism, a manifestation
of lithemia ; gravel, and the painful urethritis, so often
an accompaniment; and general pruritis, so often due to
an excessof uric acid. Oftentimes palpitation and irregu-
larity of rhythm of the heart are produced by the state of
the blood ; also the minor symptoms of disturbed action
of the heart, such as giddiness and dimness of vision.
The mal-products of digestion are positive depressant
poison ; hence, lithemic patients present themselves as
woful objects ; they are in dread of apoplexy, or are sure
they are developing paresis, or they are insufferable
cranks. The functions of the liver and kidneys are very
closely related ; so that what starts as a mere functional
disorder of the liver will in time, if not checked, end in
organic disease of the kidneys. ‘Renal degeneration is a
consequence of the long-continued elimination of products
of faulty digestion through the kidneys ;' so that what
originates as lithemia often terminates as uremia. It is
well to remember that uric acid is a 'kidney irritant;’
also that uric acid 'teases the whole urinary tract from
the tubules of the kidney to the meatus ;' also that the ex-
cess of uric acid is a frequent cause of various ailments.”

W hat about this uric acid, that is such a bane to hu-
mans, plaguing them so without provocation, and playing
havoc with their happiness? It even threatens their lives
on occasions, and will not be content to play its legitimate
role unless it is subdued by Londonderry water—drowned
into a condition of proper subserviency, as it were. We
must go to some high authority to get information about
this malevolent influence that invades our blood ; so here
is what Dr. Thomas E. Satterthwaite, late Professor of
Clinical Medicine in the New York Post-Graduate Medical
College and Hospital, the eminent specialist, has to say :

“ In cases of rheumatism, whether articular or muscu-
lar, I recommend my patients to make free use of the
Londonderry Lithia Water, and | regard it as the best
water that is to be obtained for such cases.”

This is also the opinion of G. Frank Lydston, M. D., of
Chicago, whois known to every American physician as the
eminent Professor of Genito-Urinary Diseases in the Col-
lege of Physicians and Surgeons of that city :

“ 1 take great pleasure in indorsing the claims of the
Londonderry Lithia Water. It is, in my opinion, the
best of the natural waters as an anti-lithic—as a remedy
in calculous affections and the uric-acid diathesis. | have
used itlargely in my practice, in which | meetwith numer-
ous cases requiring such waters. | have used it with ex-
cellent results in my own person. Personally I find the
non-carbonated water to be preferred.”

That fixes the one fact you wanted settled— this water
works where there is uric acid. We could quote enough
scientific proof of this to fill this volume. We now go
farther and prove by the highest authority that what is
true of Londonderry is not true of concoctions gotten up
to imitate it. This is another argument in favor of ask-
ing questions. If you call for Londonderry, ask if it is
genuine—look at the well-known brand. W hy?

H1n the case of mineral waters— which are the class of
native drugs most frequently imitated by synthesis in
perfectly 'good analytical faith '— the overwhelmingly
numerous failures of the most accurate imitations of
nature, of producing therapeutic effects uniformly like
those of the natural waters, demonstrate very conclu-
sively that there often is an essential difference between
a scientifically devised complex mixture or compound on
the one hand, and what we call a 'natural medicinal com-
bination ' on the other.

" Still greater is the disparity, in clinical results, be-
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tween the workings of a good natural ' Lithia Water ' and
some simple salt of lithium.

" The array of reliable medical testimony in favor of a
'natural medicinal combination,’ such as the Londonderry
Lithia Water, for instance, is perfectly convincing that
this natural anti-lithic agent has permanently curative
effects in severe calculous affections, generally rheumatic
conditions, and uric-acid diathesis.

"On what principles the peculiar virtues of such
natural medicinal combinations depend, analytical chem-
ical science has not yet told us. Perhaps it never will.
Perhaps the action 1is altogether one of physiological
nature— not traceable in any retort or alembic of man’s
make !”

So runs an editorial in the American Medico-Surgical
Bulletin.

Now we have led you along till your curiosity is aroused
and you wish to know more about this great water, and
we cannot do better than quote from the Chicago Inter-
Ocean to show the everyday work it is doing, it being
impossible to obtain any testimonials for publication from
the Company :

"Advice ofa Chicago physician to agentleman who came
from Peoria with his daughter for treatment in a Chicago
hospital for a severe rheumatism '"Take your daughter
home, give her all the Londonderry Lithia Water she will
drink and no medicine, and in a little time she will be en-
tirely well. This is all the treatment required in nine-
tenths of the cases of rheumatism met in this hospital.’
Thus spoke a wise physician, and his advice is echoed by
one-half of the profession to-day.”

Nothing in the history of mineral waters has so stirred
up the medical faculty. There seems to be a subtle some-
thing in it which is beyond the reach of chemists that
adapts it exactly to the use of man in the cure of rheuma-
tism, and in this mystery dwells its fascination. It is the
most common thing imaginable to meet in one’s daily
rounds men of business who can relate many instances
where it has done very strange cures.

Not long since a reporter met a business man on Madi-
son street, who related that he had decided to go to Hot
Springs for a chronic rheumatism. Hetook Londonderry
Lithia by the advice of a doctor, and in a fortnight was
entirely cured.

It is, and should be, a source of satisfaction to the doc-
tors that they can suggest a simple and at the same time
effective remedy for this most perplexing and almost uni-
versal malady. It is also a delight to the patient to be
ordered to use such a palatable medicine. This fact ex-
plainsin part the unparalleled success of the water. The
patient will take it faithfully, and after once beginning,
being sure to note a relief from pain in a short time, pur-
sues the treatment with religious zeal.

A reporter called upon one of the best known phy-
sicians for some theory by which to explain some of these
rapid cures. The doctor, while admitting that there was
no remedy known to the profession which gave promise
of any considerable success, would not venture an opinion
upon the working curative force in this celebrated water.
" Nature’'s ways are so subtle,” said the informant, " that
it were mockery to try to fathom them. | ask a chemist
to analyze that water and bring me the same thing com-
pounded in his laboratory. | try it—bosh ! 1 get no such
results as | get from the original. Why? Simply be-
cause the chemist is deceived. He gets a few ingredients,
but there are some added in the great laboratory of nat-
ure which he knows not how to detect.

“ But as no one either knows the disease in its essence
or the precise methods of Londonderry Lithia Water, it
may be as well to simply admit the fact and spend one’s
time reasoning upon a more promising subject.”

Of course this article is simply a defense of the habit of
asking questions—satisfying your curiosity as itwere. |If
this curiosity has led you to the end of this article andyou
thirst for more knowledge, or the water itself, too— arethey
not to be found with the company at its great establish-
ment in Nashua, N. H.? Selah.
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¢ Suits = Dresses &

styles is a Mirror of Fashion for

dressy women. We show in
it all the newest Parisian ideas in
Ladies’ and Misses’ Suits, Skirts, etc.,
and will mail it free together with
samples of materials to select from to
the lady who wishes to dress well at
moderate cost.

Our designers and tailors pay par-
ticular attention to the little details
ol graceful hanging skirts, smart
jackets and dainty effects which go
so far toward making a woman appear
stylish and well dressed. All of our ¢
gowns are made to order giving
that touch of individuality and ex-
clusiveness so dear to the feminine
heart. We understand fitting from measurements sent to us by mail

0-UR new Spring Catalogue of

: Our new
Spring Catalogue illustrates charming costumes fashioned after La Modes latest dictates.

Cailor-made Suits, $5 up;  Stylish @loth Dresses and €ton Suits, $5 up ;
Misses Suits and Dresses, (12 1016 years) $4 up ;
Separate Skirts, $2 up;  Black Silk and Satin SKirts, $8 up ;
@otton and Linen Duck Suits, $a up; ~ Gapes, $3 up;  Jackets, $4 up.
Bicycle Suits, $6 up; Riding Habit, $10 up.

Among our samples are the latest novelties in plain and illuminated serges, two
toned and plain canvas weaves, Scotch heather mixtures, wool crashes, cheviots and
broadcloths in novel effects, new French conceits, and all the dainty ideas in stylish
suitings from which you could wish to select your Spring costume.

We pay express charges to any part of the world  Write to-day; you will get
catalogue and samples by return mail.

THE NATIONAL CLOAK CO., Ladies’ Tailors,
119 & 3123 WEST 23D ST., NEW YORK.

Mention Demorest's Magazine in your ietter when you write.

S OUR RAINBOW COLLECTION~
oF 20 ROSES FOR $ 1., Zaie

The Roses we send are on their own roots, from 10 to 15
inches high, and will bloom freely this Summer, either in
pots or planted in yard. They are hardy ever-bloomers. We
guarantee them to reach you in good condition, We also
GUARANTEE THEM TO BE THE BEST DOLLAR’S
WORTH OF ROSES YOU EVER PURCHASED.

Beaute Ineonstante, changes color from yellow to red.
White Perle des Jarding, immaculate white. Md. Schwal-
ler, rich pinkin clusters, very truiimnt. Maman Cochet,
rosy pink touched with yellow. Ienrl Rignon, coppery
vellow, shadve& with red. Md. Belplon Qochet, primrose :'e‘low. rose
shadings. Bouquet de Or, deep golden yellow, great bloomer. The
Queen, immense large pure white, very fragrant. Amerlcan Belle,
a grand deep red rose, deliciously fragrant. Corinna, flesh color
ghaded tawny copper. Crimson Queen, deep velvety crimson, very rich.
Augusta Victoria, pure white, always in bloom. Queen of Fragrance, in
clusters of 8 to 10 roses, white edged shell pink., Princess of Wales, amber,
yellow-tinged with copper and orange. adame Jules Finger, pure snow
white, wax like in texture. Princessa Sagan, called the velvety rose from its
richness. J. B. Varronne, ros{I pink, bordered with crimson.  Yellow Her=
mosa, & charming yellow of the richest color. Marquis de Viviens, every-
body’s favorite,alwaysin bloom. Vietor Hugo, rich bright pink, finest rose
grown. GET UPA CLUBAND GET YOUR COLLECTION FREE. Bix
Collections all Iabeled and ked separately sent for #56. Our Handsome, 1llustrated Catalogne, describing
all kinds of Roses, Plants, Bulbs and Seeds mailed for 10cts. atans. WE‘ CAN SAVE gg ?Obb
Liberal premiums to club raisers, or how to get your seeds and plants free. 6 are the Lﬁ ST R
a, OWERS IN THE WORLD.  Our sales of Rose Plants alone Inst season exceeded a million and o halfl
n you order Roses, Plants and Seeds, you want the very best, Try us. Address,

THE 600D & REESE CO0., Box 25. Champion City Greenhouses, Springfield, Ohio.

Mention Demorest’s Magazine In your letter when you write.

GHOICE POSES AT 5 cens
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“HPEE’S FARM ANNUAL ig5
Tells the plain truth about
The BEST SEEDS that Grow!

Hundreds of illustrations and remarkable Novelties, painted from nature. Known as
““The Leading American Seed Catalogue.”? &&= Mailed FREE to all.

W. ATLEE BURPEE & CO., PHILADELPHIA, PA.

mention Demorest’s Magazise In your letter when you wiite,
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(Continued from Page 30L)

paper shaped like miniature roses ; or the
souffid is tastefully served in the rinds of
the oranges. The rinds are cut into little
baskets, filled with the frozen souffle, and
placed in a nest of green crepe paper. Any
fruit-juice may be substituted for the orange.

Tapioca souffle is awholesome and dainty
sweet. Cover a half cupful of pearl tapioca
with one pint of water, and boil in a double
boiler until the tapioca is clear. Add half
a cupful of white sugar. Remove from the
fire, and when partly cold add the well-beaten
whites of four eggs. Divide it into two
equal parts ; flavor one half with vanilla,
and to the other half beat half a cupful of
currant jelly, and flavor with lemon. Pour
into separate molds and freeze. In serving,
place a spoonful of each on small individual
glass dishes.

Apple snow is a delicate trifle which is
generally much enjoyed. Pare, divide into
quarters, and core some tart apples. Cook
to a pulp, with sufficient water to prevent
burning, and add a few pieces of lemon-rind
by way of flavoring. When soft, beat the
pulp through a sieve. To a pint of pulp
add sufficient sugar to make rather sweet.
Beat the whites of four eggs to a stiff froth,
and gradually add the apples, beating all the
time. Whip a pint of chilled cream toavery
stifffroth, and stir it carefully into the apple
pulp. Place on ice until wanted, when serve
in small glasses ; or pour into a cone-shaped
mold and set on ice. When about to serve,
turn out on a pretty dish, and garnish with
little pink and green pyramids. To make
these, beat to a stiff froth the whites of two
eggs, and add ten ounces of pulverized
sugar. Color one half of the mixture with
two drops of cochineal tincture, whipping all
the time; flavor the other halfwith pistachio,
and tintadelicate green shade with five drops
of spinach juice. Drop in tiny pyramids
about the mound of frozen white cream.

The yolks of the eggs may be used for
buttercup sponge. Dissolve half an ounce
of gelatine in a cupful of cold water. Heat
one pint of milk, and pour in the gelatine ;
when melted, add, while still hot, the beaten
yolks of four eggs and one cupful of sugar.
Continue to beat until the mixture begins to
stiffen, when pour into a mold and place on

(Continued on Page 305.)

Recalled Stormy Times.

" Well that looks natural ” said the old soldier
looking at a can of condensed milk on the break-
fast table in place of ordinary milk that failed on
account of the storm. " It's the Gail Borden
Eagle Brand we used during the war.”

_Anything in the nature of a humbug cure-all, de-
signed to extort money from afflicted humankind,
is beneath the notice of a respectable publication.
By far too many patented “ cures” have been
foisted upon_ the ‘public, which has naturally be-
come suspicious of all such remedies. But they
are not all humbugs. At intervals the American
genius produces something that proves a boon to
the weak and the suffering. The Electropoise, a
home cure for disease without medicine, is not a
battery or belt; is easily applied, and, while it
does not cure every ill that flesh is heir to, has ac-
complished astonishing results. Demorest’'s Mag-
azine knows of cases where it has exerted almost

magical power, and calls its reader’s attention to
the advertisement in another column.
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ice. A sauce for it is made as follows : Into | @
a saucepan put one ounce of sugar, a gill of [ €
water, and a quarter of a teaspoonful of nut- | €

meg. Boil for ten minutes, then strain | &
through a fine cloth, and set aside to cool. }
When required for the table turn the butter- [ g
cup jelly on a pretty dish, and pour over it | g
the nutmeg syrup.

Eleanor M. L ucas.

THE BAKED BANANA.

Much is said from time to time about the
banana as an article of diet, and usually for
every person who commends it there are two
who raise their voices in warning, claiming
that as they are sold in our Northern mar-
kets they are, in a raw state, very indigesti-
ble. A recent writer, however, has con-
tributed some valuable facts anent their |
healthfulness when baked, and claims that |
three bananas weighing one pound are equal
in nourishment to twenty-six pounds of ‘
bread. They should be baked from fifteen | &
totwenty minutes, till quite softand the skin ‘>' S5
bursts open. The pros and cons are thus |
set forth by this new advocate