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BATTLE-FIELD AND BURIAL-GROUND.

THE Chattanooga National Park and CEMETERY.

THE  sun is rising above the ridges of the eastern up
lands like a tarnished shield of gold, for a yellow 
mist clings about the pines and dims its radiance. 

There is scarce a breath of wind, and the leaves  hang 
st irless. The cry of a  migrating bird, pausing a  while 
to feed upon the last ripe berries, comes like the remnant 
of a  song of the half- forgotten sprin g . Not yet are

grand cathedral where humanity might fitly kneel and
 p r a y .

But what is that'  A  deep; hollow booming sound rolls 
far along the wooded heights. Not thunder, for there is 
no hint of storm in this dim. vaporous air.  A gain ' And 
now the fearful, hateful significance of it is revealed. It 
is the opening gun of one of the most bloody and terri-
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the forests garbed in their sorrowful yellow robes of 
mourning. Not yet is the sky full of the shed foliage of 
summer, fluttering to earth to bo mingled with the dust 
which devours all things, and from its decay begets the 
new life of spring. But there is a hint of melancholy in 
the air. a  premonition of approaching death. There is a 
Sabbath calm, a  pervading sweetness, compelling the soul 
to introspection and self-search, as if all nature were one

ble contests which ever desecrated the world or darkened 
the history of mankind.— the engagement between the 
Union army under Rosecrans and the Confederates under 
Bragg, fought on September 19 and 2o. 1863. and since 
called the battle of Chickamauga 

For a moment, ere the yellow fog rolls down the hills, it 
is a lovely scene which lies outstretched before the man. 
in frayed blue coat with a general's stars upon the shoul-
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THE SNODGRASS HOUSE. GENERAL THOMAS’ HEADQUARTERS.

ders, an d  ru s ty  h a t  w ith  tarn ish ed  g ilt  tassels, who paces 
th e  p la tea u  o f S n o d grass H ill, o verlookin g m iles of coun
try . T h e  p ictu resq u e C h ickam au ga  C reek w inds betw een 
th e  s lo p in g  hills, d iv id ed  in to  squares 
o f  h u sb a n d ry  or p astu rage. H ere 
an d  th ere  a  g e n tle  d e c liv ity  is sur
m o u n ted  b y  a  farm house, n estlin g  
am id st its  b arn s an d  o u tb u ild in g s ; 
in  a  le v e l bottom  a  ro w  o f h ay-rick s 
stan d s a m o n g  th e  secon d crop of 
r ip e n in g  g ra ss  ; an  orchard m akes a 
d a rk er sp ot upon the surroun din g 
green . A s  he  g a zes  the ten d er g lo ry  
o f th e  scene is  reflected  in  the m an ’s 
fa ce  a n d  he sm iles ; b u t even  as 
th e  sm ile  crosses his beard ed  lips it 
va n ish es an d  a  stern  look o f care 
an d  determ in ation  tak es its  p lace, for 
a g a in  th a t deep, b o o m in g  n ote rolls 
up  th e  v a lle y .

Beneath him, on the declivity, 
sheltered by the screen of scrub-oak 
and tangled blackberry-bushes, a 
long line of blue-coated soldiery trails 
away out of sight around the curves

of the hill. T h e  
men are reclining 
or sitting at ease, 
though each shin- 
i n g  r i f l e  l i e s  
ready to its owner’s 
grasp. W ith the 
h e e d l e s s n e s s  of 
veterans, some are 
telling humorous 
stories, some are 
playing the boyish  
game of ‘ ‘ pull-the- 
p eg,” watching the 
whirl and fall of 
t h e  pocket - knife 
with eager inter- 
e s t ;  s o m e  a r e  
sleeping upon their 
folded elbows,— for 
many, a la s ! the 
final slumber in 
this world. T he  
soldiers, too, hear 

that far-off. cannon-shot and recognize its significance. 
The story is cut short, the knife is left quivering in the 
turf, the sleepers start up.

THE NATIONAL CEMETERY IN THE PARK.

CHICKAMAUGA HOTEL.

“ Boom ! Boom ! ” Those are the 
field-batteries ; you can feel the earth 
jar beneath your feet with each tremen
dous explosion. A nd hark ! the open
ing volleys of musketry as the regi
ments come into action ; now the con
fused and continuous rattle of the “ fire- 
at-will.” A  great battle is in progress 
there, and here we lie idle and useless.

But our turn soon came. On that 
fearful Saturday, the nineteenth of 
September, we bore the brunt of the 
Confederate attack and held our lines, 
torn and shattered, but still held them. 
And again, on that awful Sunday, 
the twentieth, we met B ragg’s troops, 
as brave fellows as ever wore either 
blue or gray, and beat them back  
seventeen times.
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I ca n  see  G e n e ra l T h o m a s  n o w , o u r in d o m ita b le  le a d e r , 
as h e  le f t  h is  h e a d q u a rte rs  a t  th e  S n o d g r a s s  H o u s e , a  
s c a rc e ly  h a b ita b le  p la ce  a c c o rd in g  to  th e  id e a s  o f  th o se  w h o  
ca m e fro m  ro o m y , c o m fo rta b le  N o rth e rn  fa rm h o u s e s . I t  
s till s tan d s, a n d  to  m y  e ld e r ly  e y e s  seem s b u t  lit t le  
ch a n g e d  fro m  w h a t  i t  w a s  on  th a t  S e p te m b e r  d a y , th ir ty -  
tw o  y e a r s  a g o . A s  I p a u se  b e fo re  it, t r y in g  to  re ca ll, in  
th e ir  e n tire ty , th e  im p re ssio n s  o f  th a t  h o u r w h e n , a s  a  
s tr ip lin g  lie u te n a n t, I sto o d  th e re  b e fo re , a  lit t le  g ir l  co m es 
to  le a n  o v e r  th e  fe n c e , w ith  w id e , cu rio u s  e y e s , w h ile  a  
b a b y , p e e r in g  b e tw e e n  th e  cro ss-ra ils , w ith  th e  a u d a c ity  
o f in fa n c y  q u e rie s,

"  W h o  is  oo ? W h a t  d o es "00 w a n t  ? ”
Y e s , a lo n g  th is  p a th  h e  ca m e, r e tu r n in g  m y  re s p e c tfu l 

sa lu te  w ith  a  to u ch  o f th e  r u s ty  h a t, p u r s u in g  h is  w a y  
q u ie tly , a lm o st a b str a c te d ly , to  th e  b ro w  o f th e  k n o ll. T h e  
sh e lls  w e r e  s h r ie k in g  th ro u g h  th e  tre e s  o v e rh e a d , w h ile  
th e  b u lle ts  s a n g  a m o n g  th e  sh r u b b e r y  o n  e ith e r  h a n d . I  
re m e m b er a  d e ad  so ld ie r  la y  u p o n  h is  fa c e  d ir e c t ly  in  o u r 
p ath . T h o m a s  g la n c e d  a t  h im  a s  h e  p a s s e d , a n d  I h e a rd  
h im  m u tte r  in  h is  b e a rd ,  " P o o r fe llo w  ! ”

“  A -re e  ! A -re e  ! ”  I t  w a s  th e  w e ll-k n o w n   "re b e l y e l l .”
" T h e y  a re  c h a r g in g  u s ,” w a s  th e  ca lm  o b s e rv a tio n  o f  

th e  g e n e ra l as  h e  tu rn e d  p a r t ly  a ro u n d  to  a d d re s s  m e ,— fo r 
I w a s  fo llo w in g  a  fe w  p a ce s  in h is  re a r.

"  Y e s , G e n e ra l, th e y  a re  a t  it, h a n d  to  h a n d .”
"  H u rra h  ! H u rra h  ! H u rra h  ! ”
A t  th e  d e ep -ch e ste d  c r y  h is  fa c e  l ig h te d  w ith  a  g r im  

sm ile.
"  W e  h a v e  re p u lse d  th e m ,” h e  said .
A l l  th a t  lo n g  d a y  o u r le a d e r  n e v e r  lo s t  h is  q u ie t  o f  fe a t-  

ure a n d  m a n n e r b u t  once, a n d  th a t  w a s  w h e n  a  m o u n te d  a id  d a sh e d  
up  on a  fo a m -fle ck e d  c h a rg e r  a n d  h a n d e d  h im  a  d isp a tch . A s  h e  re a d , 
h is  fa c e  d a rk en ed .

"  B e a te n  b y  a  b lu n d e r  ! ”  H is  w o rd s  se e m e d  to  s t ic k  in  h is  th ro a t. 
"  R o s e c ra n s  re tre a te d  to  C h a t t a n o o g a ; C r itte n d e n  ro lle d  u p . W e  
a re  le f t  a lo n e  ; b u t—I  stay  h ere  !  ”

I t  w a s  tru e . A  m is ta k e  o f  th e  co m m a n d er-in -ch ie f h a d  o p e n e d  a  w id e

GENERAL THOMAS.

MONUMENT TO GENERAL WILDER’S BRIGADE.
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g a p  in  o u r ce n te r, in to  w h ich  th e  e n e m y  h a d  p o u re d , c ru m p lin g  u p  
a n d  d r iv in g  off th e  b u lk  o f  o u r a rm y . W e  w ere  is o la te d , n e a r ly  su r
ro u n d ed , a n d  le f t  e n t ire ly  to o u r o w n  reso u rces. T o  a d d  to  our a n x i
etie s , a  y e llo w  fo g  h a d  se ttle d  o v e r  th e  v a lle y , re n d e r in g  e v e r y th in g  
d o u b tfu l a n d  o b scu re  e x c e p t  th e  m o v e m e n ts  o f  th e  m en  in o u r im m e 
d ia te  fro n t. It  w a s  a  te rr ib le  tim e  ; a n d , y o u n g s te r  th o u g h  I w a s , I  
fe lt  a  p ro fo u n d  d ep ressio n  o f sp irits. A l l  see m ed  h o p e le ssly  l o s t ; b u t
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our g e n e ra l’s  fa ce  g a v e  
no s ign  o f the suffer
in g  I k n ew  fu ll w e ll  
he  m u st be un der
go in g . H is  m anner 
w as as calm , h is vo ice  
as s tea d y , as i f  he 
w ere  m e re ly  p assin g  
his troops in rev iew .
I  h a d  resp ected  th a t 
iron  n atu re  b e fo r e ; 
n o w  I re ve re d  it. W e ll 
d id  he earn  h is his
to ric  title , “  T h e  R o ck  
o f  C h ick a m au ga . ”

A g a in  an d  a ga in  w e  
w h o  w ere  w a tch in g  
th e  eb b  an d  flow  o f 
th e  m ig h ty  s tru g g le  
s a w  the g r a y  m asses 
em erg e  from  the v a 
p orous glo o m , sw eep  
u p w ard  to w a rd  u s
w ith  th a t blood-ch illin g  cry , “ A -r e e !  A -re e  ! ” saw  our 
b lue lin es rise  to  m eet them  w ith  fire-blast and thunder- 
roll, saw  the g r a y  m asses fa lter, pau se, an d  sw eep  b a ckw ard  
o u t o f sigh t. A l l  abou t us, on e v e ry  crest and  rid ge, the 
den se  fo g-cu rtain  w a s  ren t w ith  the crim son flashes o f the 
C o n fed era te  field-batteries. R o u n d  shot, shell, and  grap e

r o a r e d ,  
s h r ie k e d , 
a n d  w h is
tled  o ver
head, or 
rip p ed  up 
the tu rf a t 
our feet. 
O n  t h e  
slopes la y  
c o n fu s e d  
h eap s o f 
b lu e  and 
g r a y , -

TH E  D Y E R  HOUSE.

b ra v e  m en, a lrea d y  stiffe n in g  in  d e a th , o r m o a n in g  in  
the a g o n y  o f torn flesh a n d  sh a tte re d  bone.

W h en  th e  shadow s o f e v e n in g  d re w  d o w n  o v e r  h ill  
an d  v a lle y , w e  had b eaten  b a ck  th e  la s t  d e sp e ra te  c h a rg e . 
B u t a t w h a t c o s t ! W h ere  our re g im e n ts  h a d  s to o d  w e r e  
n o w  on ly  sm o ke-grim ed , e x h a u ste d  sq u a d s, s till g r ip p in g  
th e ir  rifles an d  p eerin g  th ro u gh  th e  sm o ke a n d  fo g . W h e r e  
the batteries  h ad  p o u red  fo rth  th e ir  th u n d e r, n o w  la y  
w reck s o f d ism oun ted  p ieces, bro k en  ca isso n s, s p lin te re d  
am m unition-boxes, sp ok eless w h ee ls , a n d  h e a p s  o f  d e a d  
a rtillerists, m a n y  still g ra s p in g  sp o n ge  or ra m m e r, w ith  th e  
g loom  o f battle  upon th e ir  s e t  fea tu re s . H e re  a n d  th e re  
a  g u n  or tw o  y e t  be lch ed  its  flam e. T h e  fe w  s u r v iv in g  
officers still p assed  am o n g th e  m en, u tte r in g  in  h o a rse  a n d  
w e a ry  vo ices the o ft-rep eated  “  S te a d y , m en  ! S te a d y  ! ”

W e  h ad  w on  an d  w e  h a d  l o s t ; fo r  th o u g h  w e  h a d  r e 
p elled  B r a g g ’s assau lts w e  h a d  to  re tre a t to  s a v e  o u r to rn  
fra g m e n ts  from  u ltim ate  captu re. I t  w a s  n o t u n til w e  h a d  
reach ed  C h attan o o ga , tw e lv e  m iles  d ista n t, a n d  h a d  re- 
jo in e d  th e  rem ain d er o f the a rm y , th a t w e  k n e w  h o w  fe a r-

IRON OBSERVATION TOWER.
CRAWFISH SPRINGS.
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ful the losses on 
b o t h  sides had 
b e e n .  History 
says that of the 
Federals was nine
teen thousand, and 
that of the Confed
erates, twenty-one 
t h o u s a n d  men. 
But what of the 
hundreds who died 
long after, of badly 
healed wounds and 
of other causes 
directly due to this 
struggle ?

A s  I w a n d e r  
o v e r  the battle
field, thirty - two 

years after those sorrowful and tragic days, everything is so 
familiar to my eyes that I half expect to see yonder hill sud
denly fringe itself with the flame of rifles, or a long line of 
glittering bayonets come sweeping up the valley below. 
But all is silent and peaceful. Where the blue and the gray 
ranks stood are these white ranks of memorial stones. A t  
an expense of more than three-quarters of a million dollars 
the government has converted the battle-ground into a 
park called, formally, the Chickamauga and Chattanooga 
Military Park. It has purchased about six thousand acres 
of land, including the field of Chickamauga, the approaches, 
and several detached tracts. Five thousand acres of the 
fighting-ground are forest, and the rest is mainly made up 
of farms sloping up the foot-hills of Missionary Ridge. 
There are now forty miles of graded roads in the park, and 
the underbrush and new timber have been cleared from the 
forest, so there is no difficulty in driving to all points of 
interest.

Eight handsome pyramid monuments stand on the spots 
where the eight commanders of brigades were killed at 
Chickamauga. Twenty-four States are represented on the 
field in marble. Ohio stands first; she had more men 
than any other State in the battle, and fifty-four monu
ments do honor to their memory. The aim has been to 
retain, as far as possible, the aspect of the field at the time 
of the battle, and one who participated in the fight may 
easily recognize the salient points ; where this battery 
stood, for example, where that charge was made, where 
the various regiments held post. The whole region is 
historic; for within a radius of a few miles were fought 
some of the bloodiest battles of the war,— Missionary 
Ridge, Tunnel Hill, Chattanooga, Gordon’s Mill, and 
Lookout Mountain.

The dedication of the park, which is to take place Sep
tember 19 and 20, will be a national event. Secretary of 
War Lamont will direct the ceremonies, for which Con
gress has voted an appropriation of $20,000. A  large num
ber of both Federal and Confederate veterans will be 
present.

As I went slowly along a by-path the figure of a gardener 
engaged in clipping the grass of a sloping lawn caught my 
attention. Surely I knew that grizzled face, with its 
small, shrewd eyes. Suddenly the mist of time cleared 
from my memory.

“ Private Ransom, attention ! ”
The man straightened up and involuntarily, as it seemed, 

came to a salute. He gazed at me sharply for a moment, 
then shook his head.

“ Don’t understand,” he muttered. “ Seemed like old 
times come back.”

“ Private Ransom, look at me again.”
The wrinkles in his hard, brown face deepened into a  

smile of recognition.
“ You ! Is it you, Lieutenant ? ” He shook my offered 

hand heartily. ‘‘ Come to see the old place again ? ” he 
asked. “ Glad to see you. Was shot in the hip at Atlanta, 
and got appointed to a job here. Come along, and I ’ll 
show you over the ground.”

‘‘ What is that modern-looking affair yonder ? ” I asked, 
pointing to an edifice much resembling a seaside caravan- 
sery, with its sloping roof, turrets, and balconies. “ It was 
not here in our time, Ransom.”

“ Hardly,” was the terse reply. “ That is what they 
call the ' Chickamauga Hotel.’ It catches visitors who 
come to view the old battle-field. I expect they’ll reap a 
harvest when we have the celebration here in September. ” 

“ What are these rows of cannon?” I inquired, as we 
passed a number of monuments, a long framework of logs 
supporting several scores of dismounted guns.

“ They are going to use them for monuments,” an
swered my guide. “ Each of these pieces is supposed to 
have done its share on the field, and they are to be built 
into memorial groups, each group to mark the site of a  
battery. Those empty shells and round shot are likewise 
to be incorporated into monumental pyramids, nine feet 
square at the base and eight feet in height, to show the 
places where the general officers fell.”

“ Yonder stone tower,— what is that?”
“ That is where General Wilder and his brigade have 

put up a marker to show where they did their share in the 
fighting ; and they did fight, nobody can deny that  For 
my part, since light-houses are in order, I prefer those iron

MONUMENT TO REGULAR TROOPS, CAVALRY.

GENERAL BRAGG.
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to w ers. T h e y  are  m ore gra cefu l, w h a t I w o u ld  ca ll m ore 
ro m an tic  lik e . B u t I d o n ’t p reten d  to be a  ju d g e .”

“  T h e re  w a s  som e o f the h ard est fig h tin g  o f the w hole  
b a ttle  aro u n d  th is p la c e ,” said  m y  g u id e  as w e  p assed  the 
D y e r  H ouse, w h ic h  so fa r  as  I could  see, h a d  un d ergo n e 
n o  ch a n g e  since th at m iserab le  e v e n in g  I h a d  m arch ed  
b y  it  le a d in g  th e  fo rlo rn  a n d  tattered  fra g m e n ts  o f  m y 
com m and , m ore th a n  a  q u arter o f a  ce n tu ry  ago . “  A nd 
th is  is  C raw fish  S p r in g ,”  he co n tin ued, as w e  approached 
a  s m a ll,  sh in g le-ro o fed  b u ild in g , th ro u gh  w h o se  sin g le  
w in d o w  s e v e ra l fro w sy , saw d u st-co v ered  head s peered 
w o n d e rin g ly  a t u s . T h e  stream , flo w in g  o ve r th e  dam , 
filled  th e  a ir  w ith  a  con tin uous roar. T w o  or th ree  skiffs 
w ere  d ra w n  up  on the b an k s, ju s t  w h ere , so m y  gu id e  
in fo rm ed  m e, the o p p o sin g re g im e n ts  h ad  crossed  and re 
crossed  d u rin g  th e  b a ttle . “  T h e re  w a s  a  d eal o f  k illin g  
done h e re ,” he rem arked . “  I sa w  th a t little  r iv e r  ru n n in g  
re d  ; fo r  th e  b lu e s  a n d  th e  g r a y s  w e n t b a ck  an d  forth  o ver 
th is scrap  o f w a te r  a ll d a y  lo n g .”

W a lk in g  o n w a rd  w e  cam e to a  so lita ry  m on um ent, upon 
w h o se  crow n  w a s  ca rv e d  th e  crossed  sabres a b o v e  a  ca v 
a lry  tru m pet. M y  g u id e  p au sed  an d  to o k off h is b a ttered  
h at.

“  I h a v e  h e a rd ,”  he  said , “  th a t th e  c a v a lry  took little  or 
no p a rt in  th is  b a ttle . W e ll, I ’m  ’sp ecia lly  g la d  I w a s n ’t  
in fro n t o f th e  F o u rth  C a v a lry  ch ap s w h en  th e y  rode dow n  
th e  v a lle y  ju s t  fo r sport. W h e n  th a t so rt o f  h arm less 
am u sem en t is  g o in g  on y o u  w ill k in d ly  excuse m e ! I 
h a p p en ed  to  see  th a t ch a rg e, an d  a  finer s ig h t I  n e v e r 
w itn essed . W h y , sir, y o u  w o u ld  h a v e  th o u g h t th e  horses 
w ere  out on a  p icn ic ; an d  th e  b o y s  w h o  rode th em  w ere  
as jo lly  as jo ck e y s. B u t  th e  rifles a n d  th e  b a tte rie s  m ade 
h a vo c w ith  th em , horse an d  m an . F e w  o f th em  cam e 
b ack , an d  th is  m on u m en t is  the m em o ria l e rected  b y  th e  
su rvivo rs.

“  J u st h e re ,”  co n tin u e d  the ve teran , “  I cam e upon a 
m ost so rrow fu l exp erien ce. I w a s  ap p o in ted  to  tak e  ch a rg e  
o f one o f the b u ry m g -p a rties , co n sistin g  o f s ix  m en  b esid es 
m y se lf. W e  w ere  h u n tin g  ab ou t a m o n g th e  h eap s fo r  the 
w o u n d e d — fo r  w e  le ft  th e  d ead  to  th e  la st— w h en  it seem ed

M ONUM ENT T O  R E G U L A R  T R O O P S , A R T I L L E R Y .

to m e th a t I h e a rd  a  lo w  m o a n , ‘ D ’y e  h e a r  th a t, S e r
g e a n t ? ’ I  said . ‘ S o m e ch a p  g r o a n in g  ? ’ h e  ask ed . 

“ J u st th a t,’ sa id  I. ‘ H u n t  fo r  h im .’ D r a g g in g  
a w a y  th e  h eap s o f b lu e  a n d  g r a y ,  w e  ca m e  up o n  a  
y o u n g  fe llo w  sh o t th ro u g h  th e  sh o u ld e r. ‘ D o n ’t  
m in d  m e ,’ s a y s  h e  ; ' ta k e  ca re  o f  m y  b ro th e r ' 
W e  d u g  o u t a  b o y  in  g r a y  w ith  a  b a y o n e t-w o u n d  
in  h is  in tern a ls. H o p e le ss  ca se  ; n o  cu re . C a lle d  
m y s e lf  a  co n sa rn ed  fo o l fo r  m y  p a in s , b u t  sa t 
d o w n  upon a  d e a d  h o rse  a n d  lo o k e d  o n  w h ile  th e  
b lu e  b ro th er, w o u n d e d  in  th e  s h o u ld e r, to o k  th e  
g r a y  b ro th er, w o u n d e d  in  th e  b o w e ls , in  h is  a rm s. 
I  fo u n d  them  th e re  in  th e  m o rn in g , in  th e  sam e 
p osition , b o th  co ld  a n d  r ig id  ; a n d  I a m  n o t 
ash am ed  to s a y  I h a d  to  ru b  so m e  w e t  o u t o ' m y  
e y e s .”

T h e  “ re g u la r  t r o o p ” m o n u m e n ts  a re  o f  sto n e , 
those fo r  the a rt ille r y  h a v in g  u p r ig h t  ca n n o n  fo r  
p illars. T h e re  a re  e ig h t  o f  th e se  o n  th e  field. 
P r iv a te  R a n so m  la id  h is  h a n d  u p o n  m y  a rm  as 
w e  cam e op posite  a  sto n e  p e d e s ta l s u p p o r tin g  a  
b e a u tifu l c a s tin g  o f  a  ra ilro a d  e n g in e .

“ F in e  p iece  o f  w o rk , t h a t ,”  s a id  th e  o ld  m an , 
o b se rv in g  th e  m o n u m en t w ith  th e  a ir  o f  a  con 
n oisseur.

“  I t  is, in d e e d ,”  I a g re e d . “  O n e  m ig h t  a lm o st 
e x p ect to  see t h e  stea m  e sca p e  fro m  th a t  dom e, 
a n d  to  h e a r th a t b e ll r in g  a  w a r n in g  p e a l ”

“  P o o r ch a p s ! ”  s ig h e d  m y  fr ie n d , “  th e y  w ere  
h u n g . A  p re tty  h a rd  fa te  fo r  fe llo w s  a s  b ra v e  as 
th ey. O n e side ca lled  th e m  ‘ r a id e r s ,' th e  o th erOHIO’S TRIBUTE TO THE ANDREWS RAIDERS.
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called them ‘ spies ; and it was as spies they were 
hung I ’ve heard say there is nothing in a name ; 
but there was a heap in the name of them Andrews 
raiders,— seeing that they got strung up for the difference 
between a few letters. There were any number of fine 
jobs done during that little unpleasantness of ou rs; 
but there never was a neater trick than the hooking 
of that steam-engine when the gallant boys made a 
dash to get off. But luck was against them ; they got 
caught.” The veteran shook his head meditatively. “ I 
s’pose it don’t make so much matter, after all. T hey got 
hung and done with i t ; and here am I, diggin’ out grub at 
a dollar a day.

“ A  park,” continued the veteran, philosophically, “ is 
mostly looked upon as a pleasure-ground, I take it. Well, 
I ’ve no objection to folks enjoying themselves ; but it is 
sort of serious to consider that thousands of human beings 
gave up their share of the breath of life on these hills and 
flats, and that nigh on to every foot of ground hereabouts 
is a grave, generally unknown. Y et, after all, the whole 
world is the grave of dead and gone generations of men.

“ The old fellows who handled rifle or pulled lock-string 
here are growing fewer and fewer every y e a r ; but their 
fame and honor still live, and always will, so long as this 
nation respects brave men.”

J. C l a y t o n  H e a t o n .

BOOT-BLACK AND HIS CAPTIVE.— Bv J. G. BROWN.
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THE RACES FOR THE AMERICA’S CUP.

OF T E N  wild and desolate is the stretch of ocean 
which lies just outside the harbor of New York. 
The wind - demons shriek along the waves and 

anger them till they rear up ominously and lash with fury 
the craft that struggle through them with close-reefed sails. 
Often, too, the seas are quiet and the winds are gentle 
here ; and so it is that on this bit of ocean stanch racing- 
yachts that glory in tempestuous waves and piping breezes, 
and dainty craft that skim before the lightest zephyrs, both 
find weather to their liking. It is an ideal course for races 
between those nymphs of navigation the sailing-yachts, 
and Father Tim e is hurrying on a day when the swiftest 
craft of England and the United States will measure their

prowess here. It will be a day which will see this heaving  
tract of ocean bright with color and animate with gayety. 
In spirit two nations will be present, and if space could be 
annihilated millions of eyes would be turned toward this 
spot to follow with eager gaze the movements of the 
white-winged sea-birds as they speed along ; for the people 
of both countries are deeply interested, and are w aiting  
impatiently for the fourteenth of September, when the 
international yacht-races will begin.

The imagination can picture the English challenger and 
our own gallant cup-defender rushing under great clouds 
of straining canvas toward the goal. T h e y  are almost on 
the line. T h e-----  but a fog rolls over them ; the imagina-

From photograph. Copyright, 1895, by C. E. B olles. D EFEN D ER .
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VALKYRIE III.

tion can go no farther, for no one can foretell which of the 
contestants will win the races of 1895.

The question is on many lips, but never before has it 
been so unanswerable. The reason is not far to seek. The  
pith of the situation is that the English boat-builders have 
learned a Yankee trick or two in yacht-building, and our 
own marine architects have adopted some of the features 
of the British yachts, with the result that the boats which 
have been built for the coming races are very much alike. 
In the past, the English type of racing-yacht has been the 
cutter, which is so very long and deep and narrow that it 
has been called “ a board on edge.” The general shape of 
representative American yachts of previous years was just 
the reverse of this, and has been aptly described by the 
term “ skimming-dish ; ” a centerboard, which may be

drawn up in shallow water, fulfilled to some extent the 
duties of the deep keel of the English boats. The chief 
advantages of the latter were said to be their sea-worthi
ness and sailing qualities in rough weather, while the old 
type of American yachts had superior speed in gentle 
winds and smooth seas. T he Puritan, Mayflower, Vol
unteer and Vigilant, magnificent yachts that have suc
cessfully defended the America’s cup in recent years, 
were centerboards.

But they, as well as the cutters, have their drawbacks : 
and the evolution in yacht-building has resulted in both 
the craft constructed for the coming races being of a com
promise style known as the “ fin keel.” This partakes 
somewhat of the general form of the centerboard, but is, of 
course, stationary. Nature has given the hint for the
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T H E  C R E W  O F  T H E  D E F E N D E R .

the m ost approved features o f both  the E n g lish  an d  A m e ri
can types o f form er years, y e t  th e y  h a ve  m ore A m erican  
than E n g lish  characteristics ; so it m a y  be said  th a t John 
B ull has im itated  us in the m atter o f yach t-b u ild in g , rath er 
than th at w e h a ve  im itated  him . T h e  cu p -d efen d er’s hull, 
up to a  line several inches ab ove the w ater-m ark, is covered  
w ith  sheets o f bronze, and m uch o f the rem ain d er o f her 
fram e is constructed of steel and alum inium  ; th e o b ject in 
usin g these m etals b ein g to g iv e  the hu ll th e g re a te s t pos
sible lightness, and at the sam e tim e to m ake it  v e ry  
strong.

T o  construct a  racin g-yach t is a  m ore d elicate  and 
critical task than to m ake a  fine scientific instrum ent. 
E v e ry  line m ust be absolutely  accurate ; e v e r y  screw  has 
a proper place, and there it  m ust be. N u m b erless d if
ficulties are encountered, an d  m an y prob lem s m u st be

solved. T h e  h u ll m ust be 
ligh t, y e t  n ot too lig h t for 
the g r e a t w e ig h t o f  spars 
and sails n or fo r  th e seas 
th at w ill pound an d  toss 
it. T h e  b uilder m u st be 
extrem e ly  carefu l to m ain 
ta in  w h a t exp erien ce has 
ta u gh t him  are th e proper 
proportions, In d eed , it  is 
these nice question s o f b al
ance, and  th e n ecessity  of 
w o rk in g  on th e lim its, th at 
is, c a r r y in g  e v e r y  d im en 
sion to  p rec ise ly  the rig h t 
lin e and not a  hairbreadth  
over it, th a t m akes  th e 
b u ild in g o f fa s t  y a ch ts  the 
art it is, and  b rin g s  to the 
w ork  m en o f g r e a t  a b ility  
like G . W . W a t s o n ,t h e  
G lasgo w  b u ild er o f V a l
kyrie  I I I .,  an d  the H er- 
reshoffs o f B risto l, R hode 
Island, th e  b u ild ers o f the 
D efen d er.

proper shape, for the fin keel is alm ost an exact copy of the 
under fin o f rapid-sw im m ing fishes. T h e  keels of the 
yach ts w hich are to com pete are v e ry  sim ilar, the m ain 
difference b ein g the b ulge near the bottom  of the cup-de
fen der’s keel, w hich is h ea vily  w eigh ted  w ith  lead for the 
purpose of holding the vessel to its equilibrium  and en abling 
it to sail sm oothly and even ly. T h e  other differences are 
m ainly in  dim ensions ; and even these are slight. T h e  
A m erican yacht, d raw in g nineteen feet, is six  inches deeper 
in the w ater than the E n g lish  yach t, b ut is a little  nar
row er ; she is also a trifle shorter, her len gth  b ein g  about 
one hundred and tw en ty-fou r feet. T h e  cup-defender 
spreads ten thousand four hundred feet o f can vas to the 
w inds, w h ile  the challen ger has a thousand feet more. 
Considering everyth in g, there are m any m ore resem blances 
than differences in the yachts. T h e  n ew  m odels com bine

S C R A P IN G  T H E  B O W S P R IT .
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H O IS T IN G  M EN  T O  S C R A P E  T H E  M A S T -H E A D .

D esp ite the e x 
trem e p r e c i s i o n  
n ecessary in the 
details, the broad, 
gen era l lines of 
y ach t construction 
are v e ry  sim ple, 
and m ay b e d e 
scribed in  a  few 
words. T h e  back
bone, w h i c h  in 
cludes the stem , 
keel, and. stern- 
posts, and is usual
ly  o f oak or elm, 
is  first laid , on a 
fram e built for the 
purpose. On the 
backbone is erected 
an elaborate bas
ket-w ork of steel, 
w hich is covered 
w ith  p la n k in g  of 
teak  and elm  and 
w ith  pine decking. 
U pon these general 

lines the yach ts w hich w ill strive to outstrip one another 
off S an d y H ook w ere built.

T h e y  are so n early  a like that it  is not im probable that 
v icto ry  w ill perch on the boat h a vin g  the b etter crew. 
F or this reason Messrs. W . K . V an d erb ilt, E d w in  D . Mor
gan , and C. O liver Iselin, jo in t owners o f the D efender, 
h a v e  determ ined to h a ve  the grea test possible efficiency 
from  the men w ho sail her. R e aliz in g  that there are 
no sailors in the w orld like pure-bred A m erican s w hen  
th ey h ave the proper train ing, these gentlem en  instructed 
C aptain “  H an k ” H aff, skipper of the D efender, to scour 
the A tla n tic  coast for the cream  of yo u n g A m erican  se a 
m en. T h e  captain w en t to D eer Island, M aine, w here 
m en h ave sailed the boisterous seas o f th at ru g g ed  coast 
from  earliest boyhood. A  hundred yo u n g m en ea gerly  
offered to serve aboard the yacht, and from  this num ber 
Captain H aff m ade up his crew  of thirty-three. I t  is safe 
to say  that no vessel w as ever m anned b y  a m ore select 
and able set of sailors. In addition to their A m erican  
quickness and intelligence, th ey take grea t pride in the 
cup-defender, and are inspired w ith  patriotic hopes for her

A T  W O R K  ON T H E  T O P M A S T . F I T T I N G  T H E  G A F F  IN  W O R K IN G  O R D E R .
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victory, which were largely lacking in the 
stolid crews of Swedes which have here
tofore worked our yachts in the inter
national races.

But sailing a racing-yacht is in itself an 
art, and the men have learned much since 
leaving Deer Island. Their first train
ing for the races was aboard the yacht 
Colonia, from which they were transfer
red to the Defender about July 1. The 
Colonia is a prototype of the Defender, 
and the work and routine aboard her was 
almost the same as it is now on the De
fender. The Colonia was groomed and 
cared for as carefully as is a blooded 
horse. The first work after turning out 
at half-past five o'clock in the morning 
was to wash the decks; usually they were 
afterward polished with sand and pumice- 
stone till they gleamed in the sun with a 
dazzling brightness. Captain Haff him
self would climb with the men out on the 
bowsprit to direct the critical task of 
scraping it ; and it was interesting to see 
members of the crew hoisted up on the

C O L O N IA .

ally  had to be acquired in order th a t the vario u s parts 
could be kept in w orkin g order.

E v e ry  d ay there w as a  practice drill, d u rin g  w h ich  the 
D eer Island boys learned to handle the im m ense sails w ith  
w onderful deftness. H o istin g  th e g re a t m ain sail is one 
of the m ost difficult tasks aboard a racin g -ya ch t, b u t it  is 
play  to the cup-defender’s crew . H a rd ly  h a v e  the sharp 
tones o f the com m and le ft  the cap ta in ’s lips, w h en  th irty  
men seize the lines and w ith  a  rh yth m ic m otion o f their 
bodies and m any a “ h ea v e-h o ” pull a w a y , w h ile  th e grea t 
sail seem s to fa irly  w alk  up the to w erin g  m ast. T h e re  is 
no la g g in g  am ong these men. L ik e  a pistol-shot the order 
comes; w ith  the rap id ity  and precision o f sold iers on the 
double-quick it is o b e y e d ; and  such d iscip line as this 
and such a fee lin g  o f e sp r it  du  corp s  are sure to h a ve  
their influence w hen the tim e of trial com es.

T h e  N orth-country men now  aboard the V ig ila n t, Jubilee, 
and Colonia, who have been  accustom ed to sa il in  th e in ter
national contests, regard  the D eer Islan d  m en w ith  a  je a l
ous eye, and in the races and gen eral sa ilin g  this sum m er 
have put forth unusual efforts to prove the b etter sailors. 
T h e y  have not succeeded. T h e  exp erim en t o f em p lo yin g 
an all A m erican crew  has been atten d ed  w ith  the m ost

rings of the m ain
m ast b y their fe l
low s, so that it 
m ight be m ade to 
shine w ith  cleanli
ness from the very  
top. T h ere w as 
much w ork to be 
done on the top
m ast, w here a thou
sand-and-one ropes 
converged w i t h  
seem ingly bew ild
ering confusion ; 
and a  know ledge 
of carpentry and 
mechanics gener- V I E W  A T  T U R N IN G -F L A G .

S E T T IN G  T H E  S P IN N A K E R .
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sa tis fa cto ry  resu lts; a n d  i f  our b o a t 
o u tsa ils  h e r  r iv a l, w e  m a y  ta k e  
a d d itio n a l p rid e in  th e fa c t  th a t th e 
cre w , a s w e ll as th e  y a c h t, is  a  
hom e product. I f  w e  lose— y e s , 
th e  p o ssib ility  m u st b e  con sid 
ered — w e  sh a ll h a v e  th e sa tis 
fa ctio n  o f fe e lin g  th a t d ish on or 
d oes n o t com e w ith  d e fe a t b y  th e  
E n g lis h  ch a llen g e r, an d  th a t she 
can  do no m ore th a n  re g a in  th e 
cu p  w h ich  th e  A m e ric a  w o n  so 
g a lla n tly  in  1851. S h e  g a in e d  a  
m ost d ec is iv e  v ic to r y  a fte r  sa ilin g  
across to  C o w e s  to  com p ete on 
th e ir  o w n  w a te rs  w ith  th e  B ritish  
fleet o f racers, w h o se  o w n ers 
lo o k ed  u pon  Y a n k e e  p reten sio n s 
in  y a c h tin g  w ith  con tem pt. A s  
th e  ra ce  w h ich  in a u g u ra te d  th e  
in tern a tio n al con tests , a n d  th u s 
h a s ex erc ised  a  m ost p o ten t in 
fluen ce on y a c h t-b u ild in g , b ecau se  
th is  in d u stry  h a s s te a d ily  pro
g re sse d  u n d er th e  im p etu s o f th e 
races, th e  A m e ric a ’s exp erien ce  
a cross th e A t la n tic  is  p erh ap s 
w o rth  a  b r ie f  descrip tion .

T h e  E n g lis h , in  th ose d a ys, de
c la red  th a t n o c ra ft  in  th e  w o rld  
co u ld  sa il as fa s t  as th e irs. T h is  
w a s  g a llin g  to C om m odore S te v e n s  
o f th e  N e w  Y o r k  Y a c h t C lu b , 
w h ich  h a d  b een  o rg a n ize d  in  
1844. H e com m ission ed  G eo rg e  
S te e rs , w h om  h e  h a d  k n o w n  as an  
a p p ren tice  in  a  sh ip ya rd , a n d  
w h o  w a s  a  g e n iu s  as a  b o a tb u ild er, 
to m a k e  a  y a c h t  th a t w o u ld  b e  
c a p a b le  o f b e a tin g  the b o a stin g  
E n g lish m e n  a t th e ir  o w n  g a m e. 
In  d u e tim e th e  A m e ric a  w a s com 
p le ted . S h e w a s  a  trim  c ra ft, and 
in  a p p eara n ce  w a s  v e r y  lik e  a

S T E A M E R S  F O L L O W I N G  T H E  R A C E R S .

C H E E R I N G  T H E  R A C E R S .
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pilot boat. B u ild er S teers and C om m odore S tev en s 
besides her crew  and skipper “ N i c k ” B row n , an old 
S an d y  H ook pilot, em barked in her for the other side. 
A fte r  a quick passage o f tw enty-on e d ays th e y  a rrived  at 
Cow es. W h a t happened there is b est told  in the Com m o
dore’s ow n w ord s, as he spoke them  at a  d inn er a t the 
A sto r  H ouse, N ew  Y o rk , g iv e n  in celebration  o f the 
A m erica ’s victory.

“  In com ing from  H a v re ,” he said, “  w e w ere ob liged  
b y  darkness and thick w eath er to anchor five or six  m iles 
from  Cow es. E a rly  in the m ornin g there w as a  dead 
calm  ; b u t a t nine o ’clock a  b reeze sp ru n g up, and w ith  
it cam e g lid in g  out the L av ero ck , the n ew est and fa stest 
cutter o f her class. T h e  n ew s had spread like  lig h tn in g  
th at the Y a n k e e  clipper had arrived , and  th at the L av ero ck  
had gone dow n to show  her the w a y  up. T h e  yach ts 
and vessels in the harbor, and the veran das and w indow s 
bordering on it, w ere filled w ith  spectators w aitin g  w ith  
eager eyes for the te st o f speed th e y  w ere  sure w ould  
come. W e w ere  loaded w ith  extra  sails and  enough 
provisions for an E a st In dia  v o y a g e  ; b u t ju s t the sam e 
w e  hoisted our can vas and w aited  till the L a v ero ck  w as 
about tw o hun dred yard s ahead. T h en  w e started  in her 
w ake.

‘ ‘ I h a ve  seen and been en ga ge d  in  m an y ex citin g  trials 
a t sea and on shore, but n ever before had I fe lt such in-

V A L K Y R I E .
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tense anxiety to win a race. During 
the first few moments not a sound was 
heard except the slight ripple of water 
on her stem. The captain was 
crouched down on the floor of the 
cockpit, his immovable hand upon 
the tiller and his eyes fixed sternly 
upon the vessel darting along just in 
front. The men lay motionless, 
gazing eagerly and intently at the 
Laverock. We knew that there was 
no prize depending on this race, but 
the outcome would end all our doubts 
or hopes, and decide whether or not 
we had taken our long trip only to 
meet defeat. Slowly but surely we 
drew up to her, and then worked to 
windward of her wake. We were 
beating them ; the crisis was over, 
and some dozen long-drawn breaths 
proved our realization of the fact.

"  In the race for the Queen’s cup 
which we have brought back with us,

A N  E X C U R S IO N -B O A T .

T H E  S T A R T .

breeze sp run g up, an d  d ra w in g  a w a y  
from  our hangers-on  w e  w en t ra p id ly  
ahead of e v e ry  y a c h t in the squadron  
A t  the N eedles n ot one o f them  w as in  
sight. A fte r  p a ssin g  th e N eed les w e 
w ere overtaken  b y  the ro y a l steam -yach t, 
V icto ria  and A lb e rt, w ith  H e r M a je sty  
and fa m ily  aboard. A s  th e steam er 
passed us w e ten dered  our h o m age to 
the queen, a fte r  th e fash ion  o f h er  ow n  
people, b y  doffing our h ats and d ip p in g  
our flags. Ju st b efore d ark  w e  rounded

about fifteen yach ts started. In  addition 
to them  there w ere perhaps a  dozen sa il
in g  about the harbor, m akin g a  b ra v e  
and th rillin g spectacle. O ur directions 
from  the sailin g com m ittee w ere sim ple 
and direct. W e w ere to start from  the 
flagship at Cow es, keep the N o  M an’s 
B u oy on the starboard hand, and from  
thence m ake the b est o f our w a y  round 
the Isle o f W ig h t to the flagship from  
w hich  w e started. W e g o t off before 
the w in d  in the m idst o f a crow d of 
w hich w e could not rid ourselves for 
the first e ig h t or ten  m iles. A  fresh V I G I L A N T  L E A D IN G .

V A L K Y R I E  P A S S IN G  V I G I L A N T .
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the stake. T h e  A u rora  w as second, but she w as so far 
behind that w e couldn’t see h er.”

T h e  cup which the A m erica  brought hom e w as pre
sented b y  Com m odore Steven s to the N ew  Y o rk  Y a ch t 
Club. S ix  tim es E n glish  yachts have sailed across the 
seas to take it back, and six  tim es they h ave sailed aw ay 
w ithout it. T h e  Canadians, too, cast envious eyes upon 
it, and challen ged for it tw ice. Both tim es, it is hardly 
necessary to say, th ey w ere defeated. T h e  first of the 
E n glish  yachts to try  conclusions w ith  our racers in A m eri
can w aters w as the Cam bria. On a  glorious day in A u g u st, 
1870, the race w as sailed. T h e  A m erican  yach t M agic 
led from  start to finish, and the C am bria trailed over the 
line tenth am ong our yachts, and thirty-nine m inutes be
hind the w inner. T h e  yach t L ivon ia  cam e over in 1871 
and w as beaten b y  the Sappho.

“ T H E R E  GO  T H E  P I G E O N S !" 

S E N D IN G  O U T  A C A R R IE R -P IG E O N .

T h e  n ext challenge cam e in 
1876, w hen the yacht Countess 
o f D ufferin, cham pion of the 
R o yal C anadian Y a c h t Club 
fleet, sailed dow n the coast 
to m ake a  try  for the cup. 
T h e  M adeleine w as its defen 
der. and she did her w ork so 
w ell that in the three races 
sailed the C ountess o f D uffer
in w as badly  beaten. T h e 
C anadians w ere not com-

V I G I L A N T  T U R N IN G  T H E  S T A K E .
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pletely quelled, how ever. T h e y  sent the A ta la n ta  dow n 
in 1881. She w as g iven  so severe a drubbing that there 
have been no more challenges from  the Canadian club.

T h e  B ritish yachtsm en essayed again  in 1885 to w r e s t  our 
yach tin g glo ry  and suprem acy from  us. T h eir  represent
ative, the G enesta, the pride of G lasgow  and the C lyde, 
w as certain ly a handsome craft, long, deep, and narrow, 
and of lines most graceful and pleasin g to the eye. B ut 
the Puritan, built in Boston, w as sligh tly  faster, and in 
the final and decisive race she flew over the line ju st a 
m inute and thirty seconds sooner than her plucky and able 
rival. T h e  E nglishm en w ere so near victory  in the 
G enesta races that they w ere inspired w ith  new  hope, and

m ade a trial the n ext yea r w ith  the G a la te a  ; the M a y
flower, how ever, easily  van quished  her.

T h e  truth of the fam iliar sa yin g , th a t an E n glish m an  
n ever know s w hen he is beaten, w as proved  w hen, in  1887, 
another Scotch craft, the T h istle , cru ised  across the A t 
lantic to show th at she w as fa ster than a n y th in g  th is side 
of it. She w as fast, b ut the V olu n teer, the d efen d er o f the 
cup, w as faster. She g a v e  the T h istle  a  sound b eatin g , 
and there w ere no more internation al yach t-races un til the 
fa ll of 1893, w hen L ord  D u n ra ven ’s V a lk y rie  w as va n 
quished b y  the V ig ilan t. T h e  goddess o f fortun e had 
much to do w ith  the V ig ila n t ’s final v ic to ry  ; b u t then 
she is u su ally  present at these sea-contests to len d her

K E E P IN G  U P  W IT H  T H E  R A C E R S .

V I G I L A N T  C R O S S IN G  T H E  W IN N IN G  L IN E .
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favorite a helping hand. T h e race was a typical one, and 
as such m ay be described.

T he early morning sun of the October day shines slant
ingly on the bosom of the sea, and gives the white-capped 
w aves a tip of gold. A w a y  to the north the shore of L ong 
Island stretches out in a streak of somber dun. In the 
dimness of the west the A tlantic H ighlands loom darkly 
up, while a little w ay to the southwest lies Sandy Hook, 
covered with scrubby pines and projecting out from the 
New Jersey coast like a great index-finger. A lready craft 
are beginning to assemble for the show, and as the sun 
rises higher, more and more come steaming down the Bay. 
B ig excursion-steamers whose decks are black with their 
human cargoes, and fleet steam-yachts with paint and 
brasswork glistening in the light, steer about, m aneuvering 
for good positions. T he white fleet of graceful craft under 
great clouds of canvas dart to and fro like the dainty 
water-sprites they are. Saucy tugs are scurrying about, 
tossing up the water in clouds of spray as if to show their 
contempt for the seas that dash against them, and here 
and there looms up the black hull of a coast-steamer not 
too dignified to be present at the carnival of the yachts.

T h e craft are as restless as the w aves upon which the> 
pitch and toss. T w o yachts with a huge spread of canvas, 
and which seem to be more airy and graceful than any 
others of this graceful fleet, are the centers of attrac
tion ; the other boats hover around and follow  them 
in their rapid evolutions, while from  steamers on every 
side glasses and eyes filled w ith admiration are turned 
toward them, and crowds cheer as they pass along.

T h e sun is nearly at its m eridian, when a gun from the 
committee - boat booms sullenly. T h e yachts suddenly 
whirl about, draw close together, and, amid the wild shrieks 
of discordant excitem ent from the steam ers’ whistles, cross 
the starting-line and race away. Seaward they fly, fol
lowed in a mad chase b y the excursion boats, steam- 
yachts, and tugs. On and on they go, the cup-defender 
leading, but the black-hulled challenger hanging on 
grim ly, hardly a cable length behind. T h e w aves sud
denly grow  agitated and show white crests of foam. 
Barely is the fact noted before the V alkyrie ’s sails become 
more taut, and, as if imbued with new spirit, she darts for
ward and comes abreast of her rival. It is nip and tuck 
now. The crowds on the steamers lean over the rails with
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eyes fixed intently on the racers. B ut w hat is the m atter 
w ith  the white boat ? A  convulsive quiver runs through 
her great m ainsail, it collapses and hangs helpless, while 
the E nglish  yacht flies ahead as if her rival w ere at anchor. 
“  B la n keted !,” is the word of dism ay that is uttered b y 
thousands of lips. It is true. T h e  V alkyrie  has stolen 
the V ig ilan t’s wind, and is yards ahead before the latter 
can recover herself. T h e  positions are reversed, but still 
the yachts speed on close together, bow ing gracefully  to 
the seas and occasionally tossing up a cloud of spray.

A w a y  out in front som ething fluttering above the w ater 
can be seen. A  nearer v iew  shows the red-and-white flag 
of the turning-stake, and toward it the racers are rushing 
frantically. W ith a sudden sw erve the E nglish  boat 
circles round it and darts aw ay on the hom eward course ; 
clearly she is outfooting her rival, and the Am erican ad
m irers of the latter are opening their eyes in wonder. 
D eafening shrieks from  the steam -whistles signalize the 
turning of the stake, and carrier-pigeons w ith billets of 
paper fastened in their w ings are tossed into the wind. 
T h ey  hover an instant in the air as if  bewildered, then 
dart over the heads of the people who are gazin g up at

them , and w ith  ligh tn in g flight w in g  their 
w a y  to N ew  Y o rk  w ith  new s of the pro
gress o f the race.

M eanwhile the cup-defender has rounded 
the stake and scurries a w ay  in the w ake o f 
the fleet challenger. S carcely  noticed h a ve  
been the clouds h a n g in g  low  and threaten 
in g  in the e a s t ; b ut w ithout w arn in g the 
great w eig h t o f w ind breaks out o f these 
sheets o f vapor, and turnin g the w aves 
topsy-turvy the squall com es h issin g up. 
T h e V ig ila n t feels it first and alm ost leaps 
out of the w ater. T h e  captain looks up 
anxiously at the sw ellin g sails and strain
in g  ropes, but n ot a yarn  parts as she 
heaves ahead and closes the gap  of day
ligh t betw een her and her rival.

 "T h e V ig ila n t is ga in in g! "  " She w ins 
after all! "  "On, V ig ilan t, on ! ” are shouts 
that go up from  the decks of the atten ding 
craft. B ut now  the E n g lish  yach t catches 
the blast and she, too, jum ps ahead, w hile 
the hopes for the success of the cup-de
fender sink again. B u t a report like a  

pistol-shot comes over the w ater, and a  h u ge split ap
pears in one of the V a lk y rie ’s grea t sheets of canvas. 
I t  droops and flaps uselessly a gain st the m ast. T h e  cup- 
defender forges ahead. A  tin y  tear w hich no one noticed 
when the sail w as hoisted has becom e a  g rea t rent under 
the pressure of the gale. A n oth er sail is set, and with 
w hat seems alm ost like hum an courage the E n g lish  yacht 
strains desperately forw ard to regain  her lost ground, but 
it is too late ; the cup-defender shoots first across the line.

W atches are hastily  consulted, for the E n g lish  boat has 
a  tim e allow ance which m ust be considered. T h ere  is a 
m om ent of suspense ; then the signal,  "V ig ila n t,” is seen 
fluttering from the flagship’s m ast. A  thousand steam 
throats are opened in exultation. T h e  A m erican  boat’s 
crew  lustily cheer her doughty and n early  victorious com
petitor as she trails past, and an an sw erin g cheer goes up 
from  the deck of the vanquished challenger. T h e  steam 
ers veer around and pound contentedly up the B ay. T he 
cup is still ours.

T w o  years have passed, and another contest is a t hand. 
O f course w e hope for v ictory  ; b u t i f  d efeat com es we 
m ust m eet it gracefully. J. Herbert W elch.

R E T U R N IN G  FR O M  T H E  R A C E .



She alm ost fell into the chair opposite him , and stared half-foolishly at his face."

JOHN ALWYN.
By Mrs. W. K . Clifford.

A L I T T L E  red brick house near G odaim ing, w ith  a 
porch to its front door and a wooden balcony to the 
upper w indow s. Striped sun-blinds and a creeper, 

a tiled roof and a lightning-conductor. Close to the house, 
flower-beds, trim  and brigh t w ith  m arigolds and sweet- 
pease ; round it, y e t  stan din g a little w a y  off like senti
nels, straight and tall, dark fir-trees. A g a in st the wooden 
fence that shut in the garden, and alm ost leaning over the 
front gate, tw o larches. On the outer side of the fence 
clumps of heather and bushes of gorse and broom. B e
hind the house, a moor that w andered on to m eet the Sur
rey  hills, blue in the distance. In front, a  w hite road that 
came from  the station and w ent past the house ; along it 
on the righ t folk could be seen approaching from  h alf a

mile aw ay. T h e y  disappeared into the dip on the le ft in 
precisely nine m inutes ; none had ever done it in less than 
six.

In the drawing-room  of the little house a  wom an w aited ; 
she had w aited  h alf her lifetim e for the m eeting that w as 
to take place this afternoon. She w as neither you n g nor 
pretty  ; her hair w as grizzled, and her face m arked b y  lines 
of care and sorrow. Y e t  tim e had been tender and left 
her a charm  that h a lf com pelled love, though the reserve 
that w as natural to her gen tly  kept an y expression of it 
unspoken.

She w alked up and down and lingered and listened w ith  
the happy an xiety  of a wom an w ho know s that there is 
on ly a little  tim e to w ait and then a footstep is certain to
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fa ll upon her ear. She raised  h er eyes and looked round 
the room  and w as satisfied. I t  w as cool and shady, for 
the sun-blind over the w ide-open w in dow  kep t out the 
g la re  and stiflin g  h e a t ; the chintz covers w ere fresh , the 
flowers sw eet-sm elling in the Italian  pots ; there w ere 
books and pictures and rustic chairs and cushions ; ev e ry 
w here, w ith in  and w ithout, w a s the effect o f d ro w sy still
ness th at is sum m er’s own.

“ M y little  hom e, m y dear little  hom e,” she said  to h er
self, “  to th in k  th a t he w ill see it  a t la s t .” A  sm ile ca m e 
to her lips, though tears w ere  in  her voice. Sh e clasped 
her hands and  leaned her foolish  h ead  dow n on the back  
o f her ch air and  h id  her face. “  O h, m y  dear, m y  dear ! ” 
she w hisp ered  ; “  to th in k th at w e  shall m eet a ga in  a fter 
all these yea rs. T o  th in k  th at I shall see you r face and  
h ear yo u r vo ice— yo u r dear vo ice— once m ore. P erh ap s 
you  w ill find fau lt w ith  m e ju st as y o u  u se d ,”  an d  she 
lau gh ed  so ftly  fo r  jo y . “ I don’t care— I don’t care one 
little  atom  w h a t y o u  do to m e so th a t it  is  y o u  w ho do 
i t ----- ” She started  up in d ism ay, fo r  there en tered  w ith 
out a n y  w a rn in g  a  w om an, m id d le-aged  also, and in a 
w id o w ’s bonnet. S h e  had the a ir  o f h a v in g  com e a  jou rn ey.

“  O h, M a r y ! ”  M iss R o b erts  exclaim ed , h a lf d ra w in g  
back ; “  I did  not exp ect you. W h y  d id n ’t  yo u  w rite  ? 
Som eone is c o m in g ; I am  en g a g e d  —  indeed I a m — this 
a ftern o on .”

T h e  visitor lau gh ed , and sh ow ed a  dim ple in  h er happy 
face . Sorrow s had  ev id en tly  been  on ly in ciden ts to her, 
borne easily  and  recovered  from  p leasan tly .

“ Y o u  are v e ry  in h osp itab le ,”  she said. “  I h a v e  com e 
litera lly  for ten  m inutes, b etw een  th e tw o  afternoon  trains. 
I w a lk ed  from  th e station  an d  en tered  b y  the stab le  ga te . 
I w ouldn ’t risk  a  te legram , b ecause I w an ted  you r a n sw e r.”

“  W h a t is  i t ? ” M iss R o b erts  asked, still d ism ayed  and 
listen in g  the w hile for th e sound o f w h eels sto p p in g b y  the 
porch.

“  T h e  M ilfords h av e lost th eir fa th er  an d  can ’t g o  to 
Sw itzerlan d. T h e y  w ere  to  start to-m orrow  ; h ad  taken 
circular tickets fo r  a  m onth. T h e y  w an t to  g iv e  them  to 
us ; th ey  com e into heap s o f m on ey  and  can afford it. I 
a g reed  to accept them  p rovided  yo u  w ou ld  go , too. W e 
h a ve  not been togeth er since w e  w ere g irls , th at tim e w hen  
John A lw y n  w en t w ith  us a ll to C orn w all------”

“  O h, M ary, I  can ’t. John A lw y n  is com in g th is  a fter
n oon .” T h e  tears w ere  in  M iss R o b e rts ' ey es ; she p u t 
h er arm s round her fr ie n d ’s  n eck  and  trem b led  w ith  e x 
citem en t. “  H e  w rote to m e ,”  she w e n t on. “  H e has 
taken  a  little  place, called  H e ath erw ay , five or s ix  m iles 
off. H e  asked  if  he m igh t com e. A fte r  a ll th ese years, 
M ary, w e  are  g o in g  to m eet once m ore,” she w hisp ered .

M rs. N orton  looked at h er bew ildered .
“  B u t— b u t he cannot b e a n y th in g  to you  n ow , G eo rgie?  

A ll  th a t w as o ver lo n g  a g o .”
“  H e is the w hole w o rld ,” M iss R o b erts an sw ered , still 

in a  w hisper. “  I h ave lived  m y life  w a itin g  for him . O h, 
M a ry ,”  she said, an d  g a v e  a  lo n g  sig h , “ it is  som ething 
ev en  to  sa y  h is nam e a lo u d .”

M rs. N orton  w as w on derstruck.
“  I n ever un derstood  w h y  yo u  cared  fo r  him  so m uch, 

nor w h y  y o u  p a rted .” 
“  H e  is ju st m y life ,” M iss R o berts w en t on, as i f  she 

h ad  n ot heard, and  w ith  a  sm ile th a t w a s like a  flicker 
o f sun shine w hen  the hoar-frost first b egin s, “  and he w ill 
be till— till th ey  d raw  dow n  th e b lin ds for m e. T h a t  is 
on e reason w h y  I liv e  alone. I h a ve  fe lt that som e d ay 
he w ou ld  com e back, and w ould  not like  anyon e to see 
h is com ing. It w as m y fa u lt th at w e p a rte d ,” she added. 
“  I had  a  thousand f a u lt s ; I w a sn ’t good  en ou gh , or 
p re tty  en ough, or c lever enough for h im .”

S h e poured  out her w ords, a fte r  the silen ce o f lo n g  y e a rs .
“  W h a t nonsense, G eo rg ie  ! W h y  ! yo u  w ere  th e clever-  

est o f us a ll ; y o u  could do a n y th in g  y o u  liked . E v e ry o n e   
said, w hen  y o u  w rote th at a rticle  on N o rm a n d y, h ow  clever 
it  w a s ; an d  th e illu stration s, too ,— you  m ig h t h a v e  m ade 
a  career as an a rtist ; a n d  yo u  w ere  so p r e tty ,— th o u gh  I 
th in k  you  are b ea u tifu l n ow , w ith  y o u r  ta ll, thin  figu re  and 
g r a y  h a ir .”

“  I w on d er i f  I  re a lly  w a s  p re tty  ? ”  M iss R o b erts  looked  
lo n g in g ly  to w a rd  th e g la ss, as, rem em b erin g  th e  p a rt of 
hostess, she ra n g  fo r  tea. “  I f  I h a d  b e e n ,” she con tin ued, 
as th e serv a n t le ft  th e room , “  h e w o u ld  h a v e  com e b e fo re .” 
T h e re  w a s a lm o st a  sob in  h er  vo ice , th e  d ry  sob  o f h u n g r y  
lo ve  ; as i f  to ste a d y  it, she p u t h er h a n d s on M rs. N o rto n ’s 
an d  sa t d ow n  on th e lo w  couch b esid e  th e  w in d o w . T h e  
sun-blind p ro jected  ou tw ard  a t  th e  bottom  en o u g h  to 
le t in  th e scen t o f th e h eliotrop e in  th e  b ed  b en e a th  it. 
“  M a ry ,” she said , “ it  is  three-an d- tw e n ty  y e a rs  sin ce I 
last se t ey es  on h im , y e t  m y  w h o le  life  h as b een  liv e d  
m en ta lly  in  h is  s ig h t. I h a v e  strive n  so h a rd ,— e v e r y 
th in g  I h a v e  done w e ll h as b een  p u t b efo re  him  w ith  a 
little  petition  in  m y  h ea rt th a t said , ‘ W o n ’t  th is  w in  you  
b ack  an d  p ro ve  to y o u  th a t I w a s  w o rth  b e tte r  lo v e  th an  you  
g a v e  m e ? '  B u t th e p le a  h as seem ed  to  g o  o u t in to  space, 
like  N o ah ’s d ove, a n d  to  com e b a ck  u n h ea rd  a n d  un noticed . 
H e  u sed  to  find  fa u lt  w ith  m e so m uch in  th e  o ld  d a y s ,” 
she added, ru efu lly , “  he w a s so fa stid io u s a n d  critica l ; 
an d  y e t  th e first condition  o f m y  h ap p in ess, its  first n eces
sity , w a s — a n d  is — th a t h e  should th in k  w e ll o f m e. H e 
exp ected  so  m uch o f people ; n o th in g  sa tisfied  him  or w as 
go od  en ou gh  ; he h ad  id ea ls------”

“ N on sen se! W h a t d id  h e  e v e r  do in  th e  w o rld  h im 
se lf ? I h a ve  h eard  n o th in g  o f h im  fo r  y e a rs  ; b u t w e  all 
kn ow  th a t he fa ile d  in  scien ce  an d  liv e d  a  la z y  life  in  tow n 
on the m on ey his fa th e r  le ft  h im .”

“  A  con tem p lative life  is  o ften  m ore u se fu l th an  an 
a ctiv e  o n e,”  M iss R o b e rts  p leaded. “  D o n ’t  s a y  th in gs 
a g a in st h im ,” an d  she p u t ou t h er  h a n d  e n tre a tin g ly . “  I 
do n ot k n o w  w h y , b u t I  th in k , som eh ow , h e cares fo r  m e 
still ; and, th o u gh  it  could  o n ly  m ea n  fr ien d sh ip  an d  a 
now -and-then m ee tin g , it  w o u ld  b e  com p en sation  fo r  all 
the y ea rs  o f w a it in g .”

“  C ares fo r  y o u  ! ” M rs. N orton  excla im ed , sco rn fu lly  ; 
“ i f  he does h e w o u ld  h a v e  com e to  y o u  b efo re  th is, or he 
h asn ’t the co u ra g e  o f a  m ou se’s ta il. W e ll, m y  dear, the 
train  w o n ’t  w a it fo r  m e ; I m u st go . O f  cou rse y o u  can 
decide n o th in g  till  y o u  h a v e  seen  h im . T e le g ra p h  before 
seven  th is e v e n in g  ‘ Y e s ’ or ‘ N o , ’ a b o u t S w itze r la n d .” 
Sh e looked  dow n  a t M iss R o b e rts ’ w h ite  h an d s, an d  up 
a t her face . “ N o t  go o d  en o u g h  fo r  y o u  ! G eo rg ie , w e 
w om en are sad  foo ls, an d  our re w a rd  is  a cc o rd in g ly .” 
B u t M iss R o b erts  o n ly  looked  b a ck  a t h er w ith  the ex
pression o f one w h o is w a it in g  to  see h e a v e n , an d  feels 
th a t it  is v e r y  near.

T h e n  su d d en ly  th ere w a s h eard  th e  sou n d  o f a  lig h t car
ria g e. T h e  fr ie n d s looked  a t  each  oth er silen tly . T h e  
w h eels stopped b efore th e house.

“  G o, M a ry ,” M iss R o b erts  w h isp ere d  ; “ I w a n t to see 
him  a lo n e .”

M rs. N orton k issed  her, and  w ith o u t a  w o rd  slipped out 
o f the side door b y  w h ich  she h a d  en tered  th e house, 
b efore the serv a n t h a d  crossed  th e little  h a ll to  a d m it the 
n ew  arriva l.

M iss R o b erts  stood still, h er  h e a rt b e a tin g , h er hands 
trem b lin g. T h e re  w ere  h e a v y  footstep s, th e door w as 
opened, and she heard  th e se rv a n t sa y ,

“  Mr. A lw y n .”
S h e d rew  a  lo n g  b reath . T h e r e  w a s  no m is ta k e ; the 

yea rs  of silence and p a rtin g  h ad  com e to an end.
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There entered a  m an o f m iddle heigh t, stout and red
faced, clean-shaven and double-chinned, w ith  a  fr in g e  of 
gray  hair round his bald  head. She alm ost started. W as 
this John A lw y n  ? T h e  m an she rem em bered had been slim  
and black-haired, w ith  an alm ost supercilious expression 
on his dark face and refinem ent in ev ery  lin e of it. T h is  
one looked com m onplace and m iddle-class, alm ost vu lgar. 
Could this be the one round whom  she had built up all 
the rom ance of her life, th is— this John A lw y n  ? She a l
most laughed  out, it w as so absurd ; she n early  burst into 
tears, it w as so tragic.

“  Oh ! ” she said, w ith  a  little  gasp. “ I t  is yo u ,— it is 
John A lw y n  ? ”

“  Y es, th a t’s i t ,” he said, w ith  a sm ile, m ore ready  than 
in the old days.  "H ow  do you  do? Y o u  w ere surprised 
to g e t m y letter, w eren ’t yo u  ? I don’t  b elieve yo u  kn ew  
me for a  m om ent. I ’v e  altered  a  good deal, you  s e e ; 
there’s m ore of m e than there w as, for one th in g .” H e 
laughed as though he th ou gh t it a  pleasant joke, and looked 
at her w ith  good-natured am usem ent.

"  I t ’s lo n g  since w e m et.” She alm ost fe ll into the chair 
opposite him , and  stared  h alf-foolish ly  at his face.

“ T w en ty -th ree  years, m ust be. W h y, you  h ave  grow n  
gra y, too, and y o u  are thin. H a v e  you  been i l l? ”

“ I am  a lw a y s th in ,” she answ ered, w ith  a  little  sm ile, 
“  and g r a y — of course I am  g ra y . I am  gro w in g  o ld .”

“  W ell, so am  I , ” he said, w ith  cheery resign ation, and 
he looked a t her critically  w h ile  she poured out som e tea. 
“ I ’m  afraid  w e  are both  g e ttin g  on. I w as fifty-six  last 
b irthday, and tim e has n ot  on ly  m ade m y h air g ra y , b ut 
taken it  off for m e, w hich is w orse ;  and you  see it has 
m ade m e as fa t  as it  has m ade you  thin. B u t te ll m e the 
new s. I n ever cam e across a n y  of your people, and w as 
too lazy  to look them  up. A r e  th in gs in gen era l a ll r ig h t ? ” 

“  Oh, yes, than k y o u  ; th ey  are a ll r ig h t,” she answ ered, 
still w on derin g w hether she w ere aw ake and in  her senses. 
“  B u t I w a n t to hear about you, John,— you  don’t  expect 
to b e called  Mr. A lw y n  ? ” she asked, w ith  the little  court
eous m anner th at w as peculiar to her.

“  ' M r. A lw y n  ! ' I  should think not. W e are old friends, 
— w e w ere sw eethearts once, yo u  know , G eo rgie.”

“ Y e s ,” she said, in  a  low  voice.
“  P re tty  g ir l you  w ere, too,— nice figure and p len ty  to 

say  ; c lever g irl, too,— rather too clever for m y taste, if  the 
truth  m ust b e told. I th o u gh t it  a  m istake w h en  you  took 
to— w ell, to overdoin g it, yo u  know . I don’t  care about 
w om en w ho w rite  articles in m agazines and draw  pictures 
for publication  ; I don’t  m ind if  th ey  do a fe w  draw ings to 
h an g on the w a lls ,— th a t’s d ifferen t.”

“ Oh, y e s ,— quite d ifferen t.”
“  A n d  h ow  is it  you h ave n ever m arried ? Y o u  m ust be 

rather lon ely  liv in g  here alone ; I w onder you  don’t g e t a 
niece or tw o to cheer you  up. Y o u  m ust h ave som e b y  
this tim e ? ”

“ O h, yes, there are nieces, o f course. H ow  did you 
know  I  lived  a lo n e ? ” she asked, fee lin g  as if  a ll the 
illusions of her life  w ere b ein g broken into little  bits and 
scattered at her feet. Mr. A lw y n  put dow n his cup and 
took some cake before he answ ered. T h ere  w as an old- 
fashionedness about him  th at she had not noticed in other 
men of his age, and his m anner had deteriorated ; its re
finem ent had gone w ith  his reserve and his sternness.

“  H eard  it from  the parson. T h a t ’s how  I go t you r ad
dress. I kn ew  you  w ere about here, for I go t it  som e 
years ago from  Jack L aw ren ce ’s w ife  ; but I had forgotten  
it. I ’ve  taken a little place six  m iles off,— H eath erw ay it 
is called .”

“  I thought it m ust be y o u .”
“  I dare say  you thought, too, that I should com e and

see you ? ” he said, dropping the crum bs of his cake on the 
peacock-blue carpet. “  I w aited  till w e  w ere to rig h ts and 
then drove over. I w anted a  ta lk  w ith  y o u .”

“  Y e s ,” and she w aited. Som ething t6ld her th a t there 
w as m ore to come.

“ W ell, the fa ct is, I ’m m arried ,” he said, firm ly, ev i
den tly  relieved  in h a vin g  go t it out. “  B u t I haven  t told 
an y one about it ; th at’s one reason w h y  I b ough t H eather
w a y. I w an ted  to com e am ong people w ho d idn ’t know  
her. She— she— w ell, it ’s no use b ea tin g  about the bush, 
— she kept house for m e a  good m an y years. She w as a 
w idow , husband drow ned a t sea, and she had to go  out 
and do som ething for h e r s e lf ; so she cam e and looked 
after m y crib in tow n, and w e g o t to like  each other. She 
knew  how  to m ake m e com fortable, and th at’s ev eryth in g  
to a  m an at m y tim e of life  W e g o t m arried on the 
quiet four or five yea rs ago, and she kep t out o f the w a y  
w hen anyone cam e w ho h ad  know n her as the house
keeper. B u t that w a sn ’t the r ig h t sort of w a y  to treat 
your w ife .”

“ N o ,” said  M iss R oberts, fa in tly , and gath ered  up her 
cashm ere skirt, for the train  had  spread itse lf out as if  to 
g iv e  effect to her gracefu l figure.

“ So I th o u gh t,” he continued, “ th at I ’d take a  little  
place in the country and set up properly w ith  her ; she’s a 
fine-looking w om an, know s how  to dress herself, and 
ought to go  dow n v e ry  w ell in the country. I ’v e  brought 
her portrait to show  y o u .” H e d u g into the breast-pocket 
o f his dark tw eed  coat and pulled out a  cabinet size photo
graph, then fe lt for his pocket-handkerchief and w iped his 
forehead and the b ack  of his neck. “  T e a  is n ot v e ry  cool
in g  on a  d ay like th is ,” he said, apologetically. B u t she 
w as looking at the photograph of h er old lo v e ’s w ife , and 
did not hear him . I t  represented a  w ell-developed wom an 
of tw o or three and  fo rty , w ith  a  q u an tity  o f hair, and a 
frin ge, thick and dark, th a t fell low  on her forehead. She 
w ore a  black satin  dress, trim m ed w ith  som ething that 
had com e out in  w h ite  stripes ; there w ere r in gs in her 
ears, and at her throat a  brooch too la rg e  for the present 
fashion. She looked like a  solid, slow -of-m ovem ent, good- 
tem pered w om an  w ith  keen, business-like eyes and an air 
o f easy  enjoym ent.

“  S h e’s considered rath er handsom e,” he said.
“  T h a t is  w h y  you  fe ll in love w ith  her ? ” M iss R oberts 

looked up and tried to sa tisfy  him  w ith  her m anner.
"  ' F e ll in  love ’ ? ” he repeated. “ W ell, n ot quite so fa r 

as that. . I don’t b elieve in  it, yo u  know , n ever did, or 
years ago  I should h a ve  fa llen  in love w ith  you, G eorgie, 
for you  w ere a p retty  g ir l enough, th a t’s certain  ; but I ’ll 
ow n th at I ’m fon d  of her. S h e ’s a  nice, sensible wom an, 
has p len ty to say, and is an excellen t m anager. W ell, now, 
I w an t you  to com e and see us and do w h at you can w ith  
the neighborhood. She has rath er a  fancy to kn ow  people, 
so I said to her : ' U n less I ’m m uch m istaken, th ere’s an
old sw eetheart of m ine a  fe w  m iles off, a  you nger daughter 
o f m y frien d  S ir  W illiam  R o berts ; I a lw a ys liked  her, 
and I fee l sure she w ill g la d ly  do w h at she can for the 
sake of old tim es.’ So now , w hen  w ill yo u  com e, G eorgie ? ”

"  I  w ill com e soon,”  she answ ered.
“  I knew  you  w o u ld ,” he said, trium phantly.
“  B u t,” she w en t on, "  I  fear it can ’t be till I com e back 

from  Sw itzerland. I start to-m orrow ,” she added, hur
riedly.

“  T h a t ’s a  p ity ,’’ he looked dism ayed, “  for w e  have just 
go t straight, and the garden looks nice, and she thought it 
w ould be a  good idea to g iv e  a  garden-p arty w hile the 
sum m er held out, and w e thought th at folks w ould like  to 
come. People u su ally  en joy a ga rd en -p arty ,— at least, I 
a lw ays d id .”
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“  Y es, but you m ust w ait till you have been called upon 
and returned visits before you can invite people,” she said, 
gently. She w as begin nin g to be sorry for him. H is life  
and his satisfaction in it w ere so am azing to her ; not be
cause his world did not include herself, but because she 
rem em bered the old fastidiousness that had once prevented 
everyth in g from seem ing good enough. H e seem ed to 
have stam ped w ith his h eavy, good-natured feet on all the 
conditions that had once been necessary to his existence.

“  H ow  lon g w ill you be aw ay ? ”
“  A  month, perhaps.”
“ A n d  you w ill let us know when you  are back ? ” he asked, 

holding out his hand. “  Y o u ’ll do w h at you can for her, 
I know, for the sake o f old tim es.”

“  Y e s, I w ill do w hat I can .”
“  T h a t’s all right then,” he said, w ith  an air of havin g 

finished his business. “  I told her you  w ould m anage it. 
T h ere ’s some good in b ein g a clever wom an, after all, 
Georgie, though when I saw  that article of yours —  about 
Norm andy, w as it?  —  I said  to m yself, ‘ T h is  is a  p ity  ; 
she’d much better leave this sort o f th in g to the you n g 
women at G irton.’ W ell, I m ust be go ing. She’ll be anx

ious to hear the news, and w e dine at seven, —  she’s par
ticular, keeps m e in order,” he laughed, “  and doesn’t like 
to  be kept w aitin g.”  H e got up and looked round the 
room. “ Nice little  place, —  dare say  you  are v e ry  com
fortable. W ell, good-bye.”

“  Good-bye,” she said, tak in g a long look at him , as i f  
she were try in g to see, fa r back behind the years, the face 
she rem em bered. “  Good-bye, but I w ill com e and see 
you off,” and she follow ed him to the front door.

A  chaise stood b y  the porch, a boy w as holding the 
pony’s head. M iss R oberts reproached h erself for not 
h avin g sent it round to the stable after its journey, b u t 
there w as no tim e for apologies. Mr. A lw y n  settled  him 
self into his seat with difficulty.

“  T h e  boy d rives,” he said. “  I n ever understand these 
country ponies m yself ; this little  b egg a r shied tw ice as w e 
came along. W ell, good-bye, G eorgie, g la d  to h a ve  seen 
you ; and yo u ’ll com e as soon as you  are back, eh ? ”

“  Y e s  ; w hen I am back. G ood-bye.”
She w aved  her hand and stood w atch in g till the pony 

disappeared in the dip ; then slow ly she turned a w ay , w en t 
back to the em pty drawing-room , and shut the door.

A SUMMER WEEK IN NEW YORK.

I  AM w riting  b y  an open w indow , —  a  w indow  which 
faces a great hill that looms up across the va lley  and 
sweeps aw ay grandly to the east. T h is  hill has a l

w ays been a part of m y life. I  rem em ber how , w hen  sm all, 
I used to sit in the sw in g in the yard, w atch in g the sum m it 
line w hich stands out so stron gly  a gain st the sk y — and

U N IO N  S Q U A R E  F R O M  T H E  S O U T H W E S T .— C O P Y R IG H T E D  P H O T O G R A P H  B Y  J. S. J O H N S T O N .
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picturing the m ysteries I w as sure lay  behind the hill's 
m ajestic brow. I knew  dim ly of N ew  Y ork, and thought 
vaguely  of it as one of the greatest m ysteries, and the one 
ly in g  at the greatest distance beyond the hill.

O f course, I w as v e ry  youn g, then ; but the feeling about 
N ew  Y ork  clung to me, in a measure, as I gained in years 
and w isdom ,— clun g to me, indeed, until one glorious 
m orning of this v e ry  summer, when H elen and I— Helen 
is m y chum and fellow -teacher in the B lairville Public 
School— w aved  our assem bled friends a good-bye from the 
Eastern E xpress as it drew  out of the B lairville station 
and w ent w hirlin g around the hill and through cities and 
towns and quiet hamlets.

T h e shadow s grew  long, and the stars came out, m ingling 
their rays w ith  lights that began to tw inkle in thousands 
on the horizon out in f r o n t ; the road-bed w idened ; gusts 
of damp, salt air b lew  in at the open window  from a great 
tract of sea-m arsh ; the train began to rush past streets 
where flagm en stood to raise the gates for the vehicles and 
foot-passengers w aitin g  for us to pass ; at last it shot into 
a  colossal shed, slow ed down, and stopped.

Our lon g journey w as nearly at an end. Across the 
broad bosom  of the H udson w e could see the m yriads of 
lights of our destination, the m etropolis, stretching in a 
seem ingly endless line to the north and south. A  ferry
boat w ith  the passengers of our train aboard plowed her 
w ay through the dark w aters of the river ; a  “  cabbie ” on 
the N ew  Y o rk  side hustled H elen and me, bew ildered b y

the noise and confusion, into his vehicle, and aw ay we w en t, 
around num berless corners and through bright streets 
thronged w ith people, till w e drew up before the quiet 
Tw enty-second Street boarding-house w hich had been 
selected for us beforehand b y  a N ew  Y o rk  friend. Our 
room w as cool and pretty, and I threw  m yself into a dainty 
w icker chair w ith  a great sigh of relief and happiness. 
W e were really  in N ew  Y o rk  ! T h e dream -land of m y 
girlhood had actually m aterialized into a bustling, roaring 
reality. It w as hard to believe i t ; y et I had kept m y eyes 
and ears very  w ide open during our cab ride, and the m ys
tery as to the m etropolis began to unfold itself like a n ight
bloom ing flower.

T o  sight-seeing in the city  w e devoted that w eek, a 
bouquet of bright days laid upon the shrine of pleasure. 
L ike summer flowers they faded q u ic k ly ; y et their fra 
grance still lingers, and it is delightful h ere  b y  the window  
looking out upon the hill to recall the pleasures and ex
periences of our vacation tim e in the great city  ly in g  so far 
beyond it.

I presum e I shall have to begin w ith  the confession of 
w hat ‘ ‘ the lords of creation ” like to call “  a fem inine w eak
n e ss” ; for the very  first m orning w e w ent “ shoppin g.” 
W e had some commissions from  our B lairville friends to 
attend to, but the real reason of our haste w as a purely 
personal and selfish one. W e w ere consum ed w ith curios
ity — I m ust adm it it— as to w hether the fam ous N ew  Y o rk  
bargain-counter w as really as alluring as it had been paint

ed. Y o u  m ay as w ell under
stand at once that H elen and 
I, although w e are “ school 
m a'am s,” are only human. 
W e lingered lon g in the 
great shops of W est T w en ty- 
third Street. I t  w as only 
the certainty that there w ere 
wonders elsewhere that en
abled us to put that attract
ive thoroughfare behind us 
and turn into the w ide and 
anim ated street which the 
huge policeman who piloted 
us through the m aze of 
vehicles inform ed m e w as 
“ B roadw ay, m um .’’ T h e  
w indows were so gorgeous 
and so variegated  in their 
d i s p l a y s ,  the h urrying 
throngs of people so interest
ing, that w e w alked blocks 
and blocks w ithout realizing 
it. W e ventured into one of 
the great dry-goods estab
lishm ents, but the air of sub
dued dign ity and solem nity 
that pervaded it almost 
frightened us, and w e were 
quite aw ed b y  the impress
ive-looking gentlem en stroll
in g  slow ly and m ajestically 
about.

“  D o you know ,” said 
H elen, when w e had escaped, 
“  if  I had seen those men 
anywhere else I should have 
been sure they were person
ages,— generals, senators, or 
at least bank presidents ? ” 

“ A n d  yet they are only
T H E  S H O P P IN G  D IS T R IC T , W E S T  T W E N T Y -T H IR D  S T R E E T .
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floor-walkers,” I answered. “  R eally great people are 
rarely very imposing in appearance. ” I said this with a 
certain amount of satisfaction, for Helen, in harmless 
little ways, of course, sometimes likes to bring to my at
tention the fact that she is large and statuesque, while I 
am rather small and brown.

But my lack of impressiveness did not worry me much 
just then ; for we had passed Union Square, and stood on 
the corner of that shopper’s paradise, Fourteenth Street.

W e plunged boldly into one of those great emporiums where 
everything, from a needle to a grand piano, is sold, and there 
we had our first encounter with our fascinating enemy, the 
bargain-counter. Did we succumb? It was a Waterloo.

E very  instant Helen would nudge me with some ex
clamation : “  Oh ! do look at this, m y dear ! ” “  D id  you 
ever see anything so pretty and yet so cheap ? ” “ I believe 
I will get this ; it is such a bargain. I am sure I shall need 
it some time.”

T H E  M A L L , C E N T R A L  P A R K ,
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It was useless for me to try  to restrain her ; indeed, I 
needed restraining myself. Even now it pains me to re
call the articles, for which we will never have any earthly 
use, that were delivered at our boarding-house that after
noon- W e laughed over them, and tried to make ourselves 
believe we would need them all, sometime. “  A n y  w a y,” 
said Helen, cheerfully, “ w e ’ve been shopping in New 
York.”

A fter luncheon we were a little tired, but we had no idea 
of losing a m inute of the precious week. Besides, we were 
told that it would be rather restful than otherwise to ride 
up Fifth A ven ue on an omnibus and lounge along the

Central Park. Tem pting walks wound aw ay into the 
depths of the brilliant foliage, and we sauntered into one 
which led us down a little declivity and under a bridge, 
and at last to the ‘‘ Zoo. ” Here we took hasty peeps a t 
the birds and deer and sea-lions and the w ild beasts of the 
forests, and then strolled on to the Mall, a  majestic avenue 
lined w ith bronze statues of heroic size and m agnificent 
elm and oak trees. W e rested in this charm ing spot for a 
moment, but curiosity urged us on, and soon we stood at 
the top of a flight of wide marble steps, gazin g w ith ad
m iring eyes on a great fountain and, a bit of lake beyond 
it. A  dark fringe of trees made an effective background

A  V IE W  L O O K IN G  U P  F IF T H  A V E N U E , S H O W IN G  C E N T R A L  P A R K .

shady walks of Central Park; so we strolled over to the 
thoroughfare of which we had heard so much, and hailed 
an ancient-looking vehicle that came lumbering along be
hind two horses which seemed to be trying to catch a 
snatch of sleep. We climbed to the top, and our coach 
went rattling up the avenue, past Madison Square, a 
charming oasis of trees and flowers in the desert of brick 
and stone, and scores of palatial mansions with windows 
and doors boarded up, telling the story of temporary de
sertion by their millionaire owners.

At Fifty-ninth Street we dismounted at the entrance to

for the marble and the lake, over whose glassy surface 
dainty boats were gracefully gliding.

It would be an endless task to write of all we saw as we 
wandered on past the reservoir and the wonderful obelisk, 
till we reached the Metropolitan Museum of Art, where 
we rested awhile, appreciating that all its precious marvels 
could hardly be seen even if we devoted the whole of our 
week to them.

Tired but triumphant, we returned to our abiding-place. 
We had determined to see as much as possible of New 
York in the week, and congratulated ourselves on our first
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d a y ’s a ctiv ity . W e  w ere 
to ld  th a t a  sail up the 
“  A m erican  R h in e ,” the 
H udson, w a s a  charm in g 
trip. W e  th o u gh t it  m igh t 
b e refresh in g , as w ell, so 
th e  n ex t m ornin g fou n d  us 
aboard  a  com m odious ex
cursion-steam er g l i d i n g  
a w a y  p ast the num berless 
docks an d  the R iv ers id e  
P a rk  and  the s c a t t e r e d  
houses o f upper H arlem , 
till th e c ity  w a s astern  o f 
u s and w e w ere  sa ilin g  over 
th e sam e course H en d rick  
H u d so n ’s good  ship took 
w hen  h e w a s search in g fo r  
an  ou tlet to th e P acific  
O cean . I t  w a s in fin itely  
soo th in g to  sit there in  the 
b ow , w ith  the broad bosom  
o f the r iv er  stretch in g out 
in  fron t an d  a  gen tle  w in d  
k issin g  our cheeks. O n the 
eastern  shore s u m m e r  
hom es an d  country-seats peeped out a t us from  am on g the 
trees as w e passed, and on the w estern  side th e r u g g e d  
P alisad es rose m ajestic  an d  solem n. W e  m ade a  la n d in g  
a t  W e s t P oin t, and, o f course, clim bed  th e h ill to  su rv e y  
th e  b u ild in gs o f th e M ilita ry  A ca d em y . A ft e r  a  tw o  
hours’ s ta y  w e  em barked  a g a in , an d  g lid ed  dow n  the r iv e r , 
th e ch an ged  lig h t o f the w a n in g  afternoon  g iv in g  a  n ew  
fascin ation  an d  b rin g in g  ou t fresh  beauties.

W e  w ere  to ld  th a t th e  excu rsio n s u p  L o n g  Is la n d  Sou n d, 
d ow n  th e  b a y  to  R o c k a w a y  a n d  S a n d y  H o ok, and u p  th e  
S h re w sb u ry  to  L o n g  B ran ch , are  e q u a lly  ch a rm in g  ; b u t 
w e  h ad  decid ed  b y  th is  tim e th a t it  w a s  n o t p o ssib le  to  see  
e v e r y th in g  in  an d  a b o u t N e w  Y o r k  in  one w e e k , a n d  had 
determ in ed  to  m a ke th e  m ost o f w h a t w e  cou ld  com pass.

I slep t a  deep, d ream less sleep  th a t  n ig h t, a n d  w a s  m ore 
th a n  re a d y  fo r  th e  a d ven tu res a n d  p leasu res o f  th e  n e x t

d a y , w h en  th e  ra ttle  
o f  w a g o n s  a n d  jin 
g le  o f cars an d  th e  
m i l k m e n ’ s w eird  
“ w h oo p s”  a w a k e n e d  
m e.

“ S e e  h ere, H e len !”  
I  ex cla im ed , as th a t 
in d o len t y o u n g  la d y  
la n g u id ly  o p e n e d  
h e r  e y e s  h a lf  an h o u r 
a fte r  I  w a s  dressed. 
“  I h a v e  a  b rillia n t 
id ea  fo r  to -d a y .”

“  W h a t is  it , m y  
d e a r ,”  she asked, 
d ro w sily .

“  W e ll, it  is  ju s t  
th is : suppose w e  r id e  
from  one en d  o f th e  
c ity  to  th e oth er on 
an  elev a ted  railro ad  
train , sta rtin g  a t th e  
B a tte ry  an d  g o in g  a ll 
th e  w a y  up to  th e  
V iad u ct. W e  can 
g e t  a  sort o f b ird ’s- 
e y e  v ie w  o f N e w  
Y o rk  in  th a t w a y , 
yo u  k n o w .”

“  A n y th in g  y o u  
s a y , ”  m u r m u r e d  
H e le n , as she closed 
h er ey es  fo r  a n o th er 
nap.

T H E  S E A -L IO N S , C E N T R A L  P A R K .

T H E  T E R R A C E  IN  C E N T R A L  P A R K .
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M E T R O P O L IT A N  M USEUM  O F  A R T , C E N T R A L  P A R K .— C O P Y R IG H T E D  P H O T O G R A P H
B Y  J. S. JO H N STON .

A t last I roused her, and very  soon after breakfast a 
Sixth avenue “ L "  train was whirling us down town to Bat
tery Park. W e had not intended going across to the Statue 
of Liberty, thinking a view  from a distance would be suffi
cient ; but a jaunty little steamboat, on the point of start
in g , tempted us. W e stepped aboard, and w ent tossing 
across the bay to the tiny isle where the goddess stands 
holding aloft the torch of liberty for the enlightenment of 
the nations. How insignificant w e felt as we stood gazing 
up at her majestic figure ! Adm iration was visible in our 
faces, but she took no notice of us, evidently too busy 
guiding the nations to bother with two unimportant mor
tals like Helen and me.

Steaming back we saw the 
marvelous span of the Brook
lyn Bridge, reaching in a 
great curve from city to city, 
and stretching high over the 
buildings till the ends appar
ently found resting-places and 
disappeared amid the sea of 
roofs. W e decided it would 
be delightful to take a stroll 
on the bridge.

“  L et’s walk to it ,” said 
Helen, when we were in 
B a t t e r y  Park a g a in ; “ it 
seems very  near.”

On we started, but were 
speedily lost in a maze of 
business streets with buildings 
that seemed to rise to reach to 
the sky ; and well-dressed but 
anxious-looking men, hurry
ing along, jostled us at every 
step.

A  policeman gave us the direction to the Bridge. It 
seemed simple enough, but I should dislike to confess 
how m any questions w e asked before w e stood at the 
entrance. W e strolled out over the tops of the houses and 
along the promenade, till w e stood m idway across the 
river, three hundred feet in the air. T he view  w as glori
ous, inspiring. T o the east the houses of Brooklyn stretched 
aw ay till the horizon cut them o f f ; far to the south rose 
the green hills of Staten Is la n d ; and in the intervening 
distance glistened the waters of the bay and river, ani
mate w ith m oving craft, — ungainly ferry-boats, white 
pleasure-steamers, saucy tugs, and white-winged sailing 
vessels. Governor’s Island, the m ilitary post, lay  just be-

U P  T H E  H UDSON ON T H E  D A Y -B O A T .
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low the mouth of the 
river, looking war
like and forbidding 
with her forts and 
barracks. T o  th e  
west and north were 
the countless roofs 
of New York City, 
and beyond them 
the rugged bluffs of 
th e  N e w  J e r s e y  
shore. To the north 
there was another 
stretch of river, and 
more of obtrusive 
Brooklyn. It was a 
new kind of scenery 
to Helen and me, and 
we could have feast
ed our eyes long 
upon it ; but remem
bering that t h e s e  
days flew quickly, 
and that there was 
much yet to see, 
we took a long and 
eager farewell look 
and said good-bye to the wonderful suspension bridge.

With more directions from policemen, whom we had come 
to regard as our best friends, we passed the towering 
newspaper buildings and crossed City Hall Park to the 
Sixth Avenue elevated railroad, where we took a Harlem 
train ; and with the streets passing in endless panorama 
below us we rattled on till the crowded portions of the city

w e r e  le ft  b eh in d  a n d  th e tra in  h a d  ro u n d ed  th e  b ig  cu rv e  
a t  O n e  H u n d re d  a n d  T e n th  S treet, from  w h ic h  th e w ild , 
r u g g e d  u p p er p a rt o f  C en tra l P a rk , a n d  a  go o d  portion  of 
H a rle m  m a y  b e  seen . W e  d ashed  th ro u g h  H a rlem  to  the 
te rm in u s  o f  th e  road , a n d  our atten tio n  w a s  d irected  to 
H ig h  B r id g e , in  w h ich  w e  fe lt  a  g r e a t in terest w h en  told  
th a t  a  w ild  to rre n t o f  w a te r  from  C roton  L a k e  is a lw a y s  
r u s h in g  th ro u g h  it  to  clean se N e w  Y o r k  a n d  s lake its  
th irst.

T h e  d a y  h ad  b een  a  fu ll a n d  e v e n tfu l on e, a n d  our cozy  
room  w a s  a  h a v e n  o f r e fu g e  a n d  re stfu ln e ss  th a t n ig h t. 
“  D o in g  N e w  Y o r k ,” w e  d isco vered , w a s fa sc in a tin g , b u t 
ex h a u stin g .

O f course w e  cou ld  n ot g o  b a ck  to  B la irv ille  w ith o u t 
v is it in g  C o n ey  Islan d . T h e  ch ild ren  w o u ld  b e  ru n n in g  
o v e r  w ith  q u estion s a b o u t “  O ld  C o n e y ,”  a n d  w o u ld  n e v e r

fo r g iv e  u s  i f  w e  co u ld  n o t 
a n sw e r  th e m  ; so  th e  n e x t  
m o rn in g  w e  em b a rk ed  
fo r  th a t  w o rld -ren o w n e d  
spot. T h e  sa il d ow n  th e 
B a y  a n d  th ro u g h  th e 
N a rro w s w a s  ch a rm in g  ; 
b u t  w o rd s a re  in a d e q u a te  
to  d escrib e  ju s t  w h a t 
C o n e y  Is la n d  is. T h e  
s tree ts  a re  lin e d  f o r  
b lo ck s on e ith e r  sid e w ith  
sid e - sh o w s an d  m usic- 
h a lls  o ffe rin g  to a ll a  fre e  
adm ission  a n d  a  con tin 
u o u s  p e r f o r m a n c e .  
C ro w d s o f p leasu re-seek
ers d a rt a lo n g  in  cars on 
h ig h  trestle -w o rk , ca lled  

sw itch  - b a c k s ,”  w h ir l 
rou n d  on carou se ls , g o  
fly in g  th ro u g h  th e a ir  on 
w ire s, a n d  ta k e  h e a v e n 
w a rd  cou rses on th e  F e r 
r is  w h eel. T h e r e  a re  C airo  
streets  a n d  In d ia n  v il

la g e s , a n d  sea  gro tto s, a n d  g la c ie r  scen es from  th e  N o rth  
P ole. A  thousan d-an d-one s tra n g e  form s o f a m u sem en t 
are in  evid en ce, a n d  b eset y o u  on e v e r y  h an d . T h e  shouts 
o f th e ir  p rop rietors ca llin g  atten tion  to  th e  attractio n s, the 
shrill fem in in e  vo ice s  in  th e  con cert h a lls , an d  m usic from  
a  hu n d red  pianos and m erry-go -ro u n d s,”  com bin e in  an  
in cessan t chorus o f b la ta n t discord. A l l  is  excitem en t 
h ere ; b u t d o w n  on th e  shore th e b reak ers ro ll c a lm ly  in  
and  boom  solem n ly  as th e y  tu m b le on the sand. H elen  and

TH E NARROWS, HUDSON RIVER.

TH E PALISADES, HUDSON RIVER.
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ON THE BEACH AT CONEY ISLAND.

I preferred the beach, a broad, smooth, and gently sloping 
reach of clean white sand. Y es, w e w ent in bathing, and 
enjoyed immensely the ocean’s cool embrace. In the after
noon w e sailed aw ay from Coney Island with a new and 
almost weird experience to store aw ay in the treasure-house 
of memory.

A  gentlem an at our boarding-house who had shown 
Helen and me a little attention told us w e ought not to 
think of leaving N ew  Y ork  without paying a visit to a roof- 
garden. “  T h ey  constitute one of the unique and distinc
tive summer amusements of N ew  Y o rk ,” he said. He 
offered to escort us, but there were grave doubts in our 
minds as to whether we should accept his invitation or not. 
I had heard vaguely of roof-gardens, and had an impres
sion they were not quite like church festivals. T he land
lady advised us to go. Still we were in d o u b t; but the 
end of it was that we took the benefit of the doubt and 
went. It was all very  new and strange to us. W e sat at 
a little table sipping lemonade, with the soft music of

stringed instruments, which were hidden in a bower of 
foliage, falling sweetly on our ears. Innumerable tiny 
incandescent lights gleam ed out from am ong the leaves of 
the palm-trees and tropical plants ; well-dressed, con- 
tented-looking people were sitting at the tables or stroll
in g slowly about ; on a stage in front a little girl w as 
dancing. E ver so faintly, as from a great distance, came 
the roar of the city that stretched out far below us ; a cool 
night-breeze stirred the foliage gently  ; and over all 
spread the great canopy of heaven, from which myriads 
of stars looked down a t  us. W e did not regret our visit 
to the roof-garden.

Our holiday w as almost gone. T he next afternoon we 
left N ew  York, and were soon w alking up Main Street in 
Blairville again. Our trip has now become a memory; but 
I think it will long be a vivid  memory, which will furnish 
us with inspiration in our work and enable us to take a 
broader view  of life than we did before we explored N ew 
York in our w eek’s outing. E lsie F airweather.

THE LAUNCHING OF THE SHIPS.

Four little ships set out to sea 
This morning early, brave and gay ;

T h ey only reached the nearest tree,
Then cast their anchor for the day.

Tw o anxious friends with practiced sails 
F ly  back and forth across the main ; 

But all their good example fails 
To start the little fleet again.

It looked so easy from the nest 
To leave the harbor far behind,

A n d there was hardly room to rest.
Nor food to satisfy their kind.

But now,— w ell,— it seems very nice 
For little boats to hug the shore 

A n d listen to the good advice 
O f robins who have sailed before.

M ary A . Mason,
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FROM CO O  ROCK.

IT  was va rio u sly  d esig n a ted  th e  "T u rtle -b a c k ,” the 
“  T u rtle -d o v e ,”  a n d  som etim es m erely  th e “  D o v e .” 
T h e  old  salts o f th e islan d  k n e w  it on ly  as th e T u rtle- 

b ack  R o ck , n am ed  fo r  its  d ecid ed  resem b lan ce to th e sh in 
in g  b ro w n  shell o f  a  m on ster torto ise p ro tru d in g  from  the 
w a ter; b u t on accou n t o f  its  ch a rm in g  secu rity  for a  tête- 
à-tête, a n d  fo r  th e ap preciation  it  m et w ith  from  those w ho 
w ere  stro n g  en ou gh  sw im m ers to  e n jo y  its  ad va n ta ges, 
th e  n am e w h ich  had  b een  g iv e n  to  it  fo r  its  crustacean  
liken ess w a s  u su a lly  p e rv erted  in to  th e sim ple, m elodious 
appellation  “ Coo R o c k .” In deed, so g e n e ra l h ad  th is 
term  becom e th a t e v e n  th e ve n e ra b le  g u e sts  o f  th e S h aw - 
kem o H ouse, d iscu ssin g  th e  tid e  w h ich  co ve re d  it  p re tty  
w e ll a t th e fu ll, w o u ld  ca ll it  so in  a ll seriou sn ess, p o ssib ly  
co n fu sin g  it, m en ta lly  sp elled  w ith  a  K , w ith  th e  variou s 
In d ian  n am es w ith  w h ich  th e islan d  ab ou n d ed , or b e lie v in g  
it  h ad  referen ce , sp elled  w ith  a  C , to  th e  g e n tle  la p p in g  o f 
th e  w a v e s  abou t it.

I t  w a s M o n d ay m orn in g. M ost o f th e m en  w h o  h a d  com e 
to  spend S u n d a y  on th e is la n d  h ad  retu rn e d  to  to w n , th ree 
hours d istan t b y  rail ; a n d  a lth o u g h  th e  d a y  w a s  e x q u isite ly

                      bea u tifu l, a n d  th e  b a y  re jo ice d  in  a  th o u san d
sh iftin g  b lu es in  th e sun sh in e, th e  b a th ers w e re  fe w ,— a  
half-dozen b o y s a t th e school a g e  tu r n in g  b ack-som ersaults 
off the float, som e ch ild ren  p a d d lin g  aro u n d  in  th e w e t 
san d  w ith  th e ir  clothes tu ck ed  u p  b eh in d  o u t o f th e  w e t 
lik e  cock-feathers, a n d  a  sta id  m atro n  or tw o  n ea r shore, 
m ild ly  b o b b in g  up  a n d  d o w n  in ca sed  in  flan n el an d  
b ath ers’ hats.

A s  M arie T r a s k  w a lk e d  d o w n  th e  float fo r  h e r  m o rn in g  
p lu n g e  she n od d ed  to  th e  b o y s , looked  o u t o v e r  th e  w ater, 
an d  sa t dow n  a  m om en t on th e  e d g e  to  tr y  its  tem p eratu re . 
S h e fe lt  a  little  lo n ely , a  litt le  d ep ressed  ; sh e s w u n g  h er 
fe e t— irrep ro ach able  in  size, in  sh ap e, a n d  in  b la ck  silk  
sto ck in g s— la z ily  in  th e  w a ter, a n d  m ed itated .

S h e w a s  a  co m ely  o b ject fo r  th e w a te r  to  reflect : a  trim , 
s v e lt e , g ir lish  figu re in  a  w ell-fittin g  b la c k  b ath in g-su it, 
h er  b lon d e skin  b row n ed  b y  the ou tdo or li fe  she w a s  lea d 
in g , h er ey e s  c lear  g r a y , a  sm all n o se  w h ich  h a d  a  te n d en cy  
to  b e R o m an , a  sw eet, h a p p y  m ou th  th a t w a s  q u ick  to  sm ile 
a n d  show  th e w h ite  te eth  th a t  h a d  n o t y e t  lo st th eir  b a b y  
u n even n ess a t  th e ed g es, and, c ro w n in g  a ll, h er  su n ny  
b lon d e h a ir  ; n o t so m uch o f it, b u t i t  crin k led  a n d  rip p led  
o v er h er h ead  in such a  fash ion  th a t n o on e cam e n ea r h er 
b u t w a n te d  to  la y  a  h a n d  on it  a n d  sm ooth it  d ow n  a  b it, 
ju s t  to fe e l h o w  so ft and  s ilk y  i t  w as.

S h e looked  o v er  to w a rd  th e  rock  ; it  w a s  q u ite  a  d istan ce 
ou t in  th e  little  h arb or, a n d  th e tid e  ra n  r a p id ly  th ere  a t 
th e turn. I t  w a s  abou t fu ll n o w , b u t i t  w o u ld  b e  slack  
w a te r  fo r  som e tim e y e t, a n d  she th o u g h t sh e w o u ld  tr y  
it. Sh e h a d  b een  out th ere  o ften , b u t n e v e r  alone. She 
w a s  a  stro n g  sw im m er for a  g ir l, a n d  d estitu te  o f  fe a r  ; 
b u t a lw a y s  b efore to-d ay  th ere h a d  b een  som eone to  g o  
w ith  her.

S h e slipp ed  off the float ; th e  w a te r  w a s p e rfe ctly  c lear 
a n d  ju s t  cooler than th e air. W ith  stron g, q u ie t strokes 
she sta rted  fo r  th e  rock as a  g o a l ; h a lf-w a y  ou t sh e g re w  
a  little  tired , floated  a  fe w  m in u tes to rest, a n d  th en  sw am  
on. I t  seem ed m uch fu rth er th a n  u su a l ; b u t a lw a y s  b e
fo re  sh e h a d  b een  d iverted  on th e  w a y  w ith  m a n ly  con
v e rse , or g iv e n  a  fr ie n d ly  h a n d  if  she w ere  tired . A t  la s t 
she rea ch e d  it, pu lled  h erse lf e a g e rly  up  to  th e  h ig h est 
b u lg in g  point o f th e  rock, and g a v e  a  s ig h  o f satisfactio n . 
S h e tu rn ed  h e r  b a ck  to th e  shore a n d  looked  out a t the 
h ill-clasped  harbor.

W h a t a  p e rfe ct d a y  it  w a s  ! S h e  w a s  irr ita te d  w ith  h er
se lf for b e in g  b lu e, b u t h o w  co u ld  sh e  h e lp  i t  w h e n  o th er 
people m ade id io ts  o f  th e m se lv e s  ?

W h a t a  stu p id  th in g  fo r  h er  n o t to  h a v e  lo o k e d  th r o u g h  
the book, a n y w a y , b efo re  sh e h a d  le n t  i t  to  h im  ; b u t  a t  
lea st she h a d  d isco ve red  in  tim e w h a t  a  je a lo u s , d o u b tin g  
frien d  she h a d  a lm o st co n sen ted  to  m a rry . S h e  re m e m 
bered  e v e ry  w o rd  o f th e  le tte r  sh e  h a d  fo u n d  w a it in g  fo r  
her th a t m orn in g. I t  ra n  

“  D ear M ar ie  :
“  W h en  y o u  lo a n e d  m e D o b so n ’s  p o em s la s t  n ig h t, 

I do n ot th in k  y o u  k n e w  y o u  h a d  le f t  th e  in c lo se d  
verses in  th e  book. P e rh a p s  I sh o u ld  n o t h a v e  re a d  
them  [C e rta in ly  h e  sh o u ld  n ot, M a rie  th o u g h t] , b u t  I  h a v e  
done so. T h e y  s a y  th a t  a  w o m a n ’s in s tin c t  is  q u ic k  to  
rush  a t th e  tru th  ; a  m an  h a s  th a t in s tin c t w h e n  h e  lo v e s. 
B y  th e s ig n a tu re , ‘ J a c k ,' I  k n e w  a t  o n ce  th e y  w e r e  fro m  
Jack  E d g e rto n , a n d  th a t  h e  m u st h a v e  w r it te n  th e m  to  
yo u  w h en  y o u  le ft  th e  E d g e r to n  C a m p  th re e  w e e k s  a g o . 
O n ly  th ree  w ee k s ! I t  u n n e rv e s  m e to  th in k  h e  h a d  th e  
r ig h t to  s a y  such  th in g s  to  y o u  su ch  a  lit t le  w h ile  a g o , a n d  
— y e s , y o u  h a v e  le t m e b e lie v e  y o u  lo v e d  m e

“  I am  g o in g  to  le a v e  on  th e  8:10 th is  m o rn in g . I  ca n 
n ot b ea r to  stop to  s a y  g o o d -b y e . Y o u r s , D a r r e l l . ”

A n d  th e v e rse s,— “  D e a r  E y e s ,”  th e y  w e r e  c a l le d :

“ So many eyes meet mine each day,—
Earnest and tender, and eyes that smile,
Or dark without hope, and all the while 

I think of you who have gone away.

“ I long so to look in your eyes, dear,
Your eyes that speak to my soul until 
The cry of earth’s loneliness grows still 

As I draw you so near,—so near.”

S h e  h ad  n e v e r  k n o w n  J a c k  co u ld  m a k e  a  r h y m e  till 
th ese  v e rse s  h ad  com e to  her. D e a r, h o n e st J a c k  ! h o w  
so rry  h e  w o u ld  b e  i f  h e  k n e w  a ll th e  tro u b le  h e  h ad  
b ro u g h t abou t. N o, sh e co u ld  sc a rc e ly  h o ld  h im  resp o n 
sib le  fo r  h er  p resen t d isco m fo rt, i t  w a s  a ll h e r  o w n  ca re
lessn ess ; an d  th e  n e x t tim e sh e in d u lg e d  in  th e  e x c h a n g e  
o f lite ra tu re  sh e w o u ld  sh a k e th e  v o lu m e  to  its  fo u n d a tio n s 
to  exorcise  a ll lu rk in g  im p s th a t m ig h t do h e r  ill. O n e  is 
so  a p t to  tu ck  th in g s  a w a y  in  a  b o o k  a n d  th e n  fo r g e t  a ll 
a b o u t them . Y e t ,  a fte r  a ll, h e  m ig h t h a v e  g iv e n  h e r  a  
ch an ce to  exp la in .

S h e w a s  aro u sed  fro m  h e r  r e v e r ie  b y  th e  s o ft  ru sh  o f 
w a te rs  p a rte d  b y  th e  ev en  stro k e  o f  s tr o n g  arm s. M arie  
tu rn ed  h e r  h ea d  sh o rew a rd  ; a  m an  w a s  r a p id ly  sw im m in g  
to w a rd  her. T h e  h ea d  lo o k e d  v e r y  fa m ilia r , b u t h e  h a d  
w ritten  h e r  h e w a s  g o in g  on th e  8:10. A  fe w  m o re  stro k es 
an d  th ere  w a s  no d ou b t o f  h is  id e n tity  ; sh e  tu rn e d  h er  
g a ze  a g a in  out to  sea. H e  c la m b ered  u p  on th e  ro ck  beside- 
her. H e w a s  a  su p erb  cre a tu re , w ith  lim b s b ron ze an d  
sh in in g  a s one o f G er6 m e’s A r a b s . H e  lo o k ed  lik e  som e 
ra d ia n t r iv er-g o d  w ith  a  d ash  o f  w a te r  on h is  ch estn u t 
hair, h is e y e s  as b lu e  as th e  m o rn in g  sea , a n d  w ith  th a t 
b e a u ty  in  h is fa c e  th a t  com es fro m  con sciou s s tre n g th  an d  
k in d lin ess a n d  th e g lo r y  o f  y o u th  a n d  v ig o ro u s, o v erflo w 
in g  life .

“  G ood-m orn in g, M a rie ."
S h e h a d  n o t y e t  looked  a t him , but she m e t h is g a z e  

n o w  w ith  a  h alf-sm ile
“  I  th o u g h t y o u  w ere  g o in g  on th e 8:10.”
“  I s ta r te d,”  he an sw ered , " crossed  the fe r ry , w e n t to 

th e station , an d  cam e back. W h y  did  y o u  com e ou t here 
a lo n e? Y o u  sh o u ld  h a v e  k n o w n  b etter;  th e  tid e  is  run
n in g  out n ow , an d  th e sw im  b ack  w ill b e  a  Hard p u ll a ll 
th e w a y .”
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“ I am quite capable of takin g care of m yself,” she an
swered, som ewhat stiffly, “  and if you are afraid of the 
tide you would better go  in at once.”

He was astonished to find her adopting an injured tone ; 
if anyone had a right to be hurt, he surely was the one to 
enjoy the privileges of that position He looked at her de
spairingly ; the little curls, dried b y the sun and wind, beck
oned m addingly. H e forgot his grievance for a moment.

“  When V en us cam e ashore on the w aves,” he said, 
keeping his eyes on the curls, “  Zephyrus blew  her there, 
and before he le ft her he hovered about and kissed her 
until her hair, which the sea had wet, w as dry and shining 
like silk ; but it a lw ays kept the crinkle the motion of the 
waves had given  it, and all true daughters of V enus have 
inherited that ripple of the w aves ever since. T h a t is the 
story I alw ays think o f,” he finished, seeking now her clear 
gray eyes, “  when I see your hair in the sun, M arie.”

She laughed gayly. “  It seems to me someone else is 
dipping into poetry besides poor Jack.”

H is brow darkened. “  D on’t m ake a joke of it ,” he said ; 
" the blood has been boiling in m y veins ever since I read 
it. I don’t blam e Jack for lovin g you, nor for w riting it to 
you. I ought not to have read i t ; but the thought of his 
having his arm about you, as it clearly implies, and that 
you have cared for him, perhaps care for him still, has 
driven me alm ost beside m yself. I f  you have any pity for 
me tell me the truth, or let me g o .”

“  Y o u  m ay g o ,” she spoke coldly ; “  I will not keep you .” 
" S e e ; w e are h ere,” he said, “  under the free sky, with 

the pure, clear w ater all about us, close to honest nature, 
and life  w ould be so good to me if— is there alw ays to be 
an if  ?— if only I knew  the truth and that it is not what I 
thought,— that you do not care for him .”

“  I am very  fond indeed of Jack ; and as for the verses,

I think they are charm ing, and that any girl should be 
happy to inspire a man like th at.”

Darrell groaned. “  You are more frivolous than I be
lieved, and you have not been true to either of us.”

“  I think I will swim in ,” she said. She slipped off the 
rock and struck out for the shore. H e followed her silent
ly, keeping his eyes upon her, for the tide was m aking hard 
out to sea.

“  D on’t try  and buck against the tide,” he called ; “  let it 
carry you down. Just swim for the shore ; you w aste 
your strength that w a y .” He w as sw im m ing close beside 
her now.

“ If I needed it ,” she asked, “ would you be strong 
enough to tow  me in ? ”

H e laughed grim ly. “  T ry  m e,” he answered
He took both her hands in his, swim m ing easily on his 

back ; to this healthy young gian t her added w eight w as 
nothing. T h e y  w ent rushing through the w ater at w hat 
seemed a terrific rate of speed to the tired girl whose endur
ance had already been taxed by the swim out, and the sense 
of security and strength it gave her was a delicious relief.

A t  last they reached the f l oa t ; the little boys were tear
in g up and down the sand, doing jum ping “  stents.” She 
let go of his hands and he lifted her easily to the float. 
She w as quite pale ; perhaps there had been some nervous 
strain in her unusual exhaustion.

“  D on’t you feel w ell ? ” he asked, as he stood beside her, 
taking long, deep breaths after his exertion.

She put out a small, w et hand to him which he glad ly  
took in his own damp grasp. " I  should never have gotten 
in alone,” she said, catching her breath a little, “  so I can
not be horrid to you any more. T h a t book belonged to m y 
Cousin Mollie, but she does not w ant to announce her en
gagem ent to Jack till the fa ll.” May D, H atch.

SHALL INTERNATIONAL ATHLETIC CONTESTS BE ENCOURAGED?

O pinions apropos of International A thletic Contests, contributed to D emorest s Magazine by C hauncey M. 
D epew, D r. Joshua P im, and G ov. John G. E vans, of South C arolina.

A N  IN T E R V IE W  ON T H E  W IN G .

Hon. C hauncey M. D epew, P resident of the N ew Y ork 
Central R ailroad.

I was in the ante-room of the N ew  Y o rk  Central R ail
road offices w aiting to interview  “ our Chauncey,” when 
his secretary hurried out w ith m y card

“  Mr. D epew  sails for Europe to-morrow morning, and 
is heels over head in w ork ; I 
can’t get w ithin ten feet of him 
m yself. W ould it not be pos
sible for you to see him on the 
steamer in the m orning? She 
sails at eleven o’clock, you know. 
H e will be aboard at ten, so 
there w ill be plenty of time for 
all the talk you w an t.”

There seemed to be no other 
w ay, so I said “  C ertain ly,” as 
cheerfully as possible, and went 
m y w ay  w ith the feeling of 
hope deferred, which interview 
ers know so well.

T he b ig  steamer, w aiting at her dock as the tardy pas
sengers straggled up the gang-plank and the last pieces of

b aggage were being hoisted aboard, w as overflowing w ith 
laughing, contented-looking hum anity at half-past ten the 
next morning. E very  passenger seem ed to be receiving 
an ovation from a host of friends. T h e passages w ere 
choked w ith distinguished-looking people, but where w as 
Mr. D epew  ? It would be difficult to overlook him in any 
crowd. A pparently he was not there.

I circled the vessel hastily and uneasily, for the go n g 
w as already sounding its w arning and the attendants 
shouting, “  Visitors all ashore ! ” Am id the flowers in the 
saloon somebody w as m aking an impromptu speech. 
Could it be our after-dinner orator ? I elbowed m y w ay 
up. A las ! no. T h e gon g sounded more loudly and omi
nously through the ship. Good-byes had been said, 
and the ta g  end of the procession of “  visitors for the 
shore.” w as m oving over the gang-plank to the dock. 
It was ten minutes to eleven. Mr. D epew  was not in his 
stateroom. No one had seen him. F ive  minutes passed. 
T h e gon g had ceased its clam oring, its work apparently 
done. B ut I had m ade up m y mind to g e t that interview, 
and still I lingered. Suddenly there w as a great commo
tion on the d o c k ; the crowd parted, and a gentlem an 
whose ordinarily benign countenance w as very red and 
heated came hurrying over the plank lugging a b ig  
valise.
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Yes, it was Mr. Depew, the last passenger aboard. H is 
secretary’s words about there being plenty of time for a 
talk flashed over me as I rushed after him to his state
room. I had an uncomfortable feeling that something 
was being done with the gang-plank. It was a time for 
desperate measures, and I cornered the fugitive before he 
had time to get inside the stateroom door.

“ Do you believe in international athletic contests?" I 
cried, breathlessly.

 "W h a t! going to interview  me now ? A re you going 
over with us ? ” laughed Mr. Depew.

“  T h e contests, the contests,” I repeated.
“  W ell, of course I believe in them ; but I don’t believe, 

b y  G eorge! in our boys going over there and being 
whipped as. they have been lately. M y advice to them 
would be to stop at home till they feel sure they can give 
the Englishm en a sound trouncing. W hy, I expected to 
go  over and wrap the Am erican flag around m yself and 
shout for Y ale  and Cornell like any freshman. I won’t 
say much now,— but don't you think you would better be 
going? I don’t want to hurry you, but they are hauling 
in the gang-plank.”

“  Do you think too much attention is given  to athletics 
in our colleges ? ”

“ N o ; the outcry is m ostly em pty, w indy talk. I ----- ”
A re  you going to the yacht-races this fall ? ”

 "W ell, I  should say s o ! A n d  I expect to sing  'H ail 
Columbia ! ' down the bay, even i f  I can’t do it on the 
other side. W e can beat ’em w ith our yachts, anyhow. I 
take a great interest in sports. I used to be captain of a
baseball-----  W h at ! you ’re not going, are you? Better
cross w ith us, and I w ill tell you all about it .”

T h e gang-plank w as beginning to rise in the air. I ran 
down it, made a leap, and w as safely on the dock. Of 
course it w as a rather undignified proceeding a ltogeth er; 
but then dignity never does go hand-in-hand with these 
interview s on the wing.

A  T E N N IS  C H A M P IO N ’S O P IN IO N .

D r. Joshua P im, T ennis C hampion of G reat Britain.

I was, of course, in favor of these contests before starting 
to this country, or I would not have come ; but I have had 
such a jolly  good time, been so hospitably entertained, and 

learned so much, that now I am a 
bit of an enthusiast. In m y opinion 
nothing under the sun could be 
more advantageous to the athletics 
of both countries than these m eet
ings. W e learn from each other, 
and the gam es create a wonderful 
amount of good, wholesome inter
est in outdoor sports,— an interest 
which leads to practice, and is mak
ing hearty, whole-souled men of 
boys, and bouyant, healthy women 
of girls, on both sides o f the Atlantic.

I believe that the interest in athletics in this country is 
more general and lively  than it is even in England, par
ticularly am ong women. It is positively inspiring to note 
the rem arkable quickness of your Am erican girls in appre
ciating good play. A n d how they do w ave and smile and 
applaud when the gam es are c lo se ! R eally, I wish I 
didn’t have to go back so soon.

B ut I take w ith me some new wrinkles in tennis play
in g  ; I ’ve learned not a little from your Am erican players 
H ave I not taught them a thing or two? W ell, I don’t 
know ; perhaps so. B ut if I have, it strengthens the very

point I want to make ; it proves that these international 
games result in good on both sides, raising the standard 
of athletics in both countries.

No, there are no special differences in the English and 
American styles of playing tennis, except that your 
cracks do a little less defensive work, perhaps, than is 
customary with us. They play a remarkably fine game 
particularly in the doubles. I have been trying to persuade 
some of the boys we have played against here to 
come over next year and give us a tussle on our own 
courts. They have promised to come, if possible ; so '96 
will probably see a few more international tennis contests. 
If they do come, and have hal f  as good a time as we have 
had here, I can only say that they will enjoy themselves 
immensely.

T H E  Q U E S T IO N  V IE W E D  F R O M  A  S O U T H E R N  
S T A N D P O IN T .

Governor John G. E vans, of South C arolina.

I regret to have to adm it that in the South athletics in 
recent years have received little attention com pared to the 
amount of interest and devotion shown in the N orth, and 
for this reason it m ay seem a 
little incongruous that a South
erner like m yself should have a 
pronounced opinion on the ath
letic contests between the youn g 
men of this country and E n g 
land. B ut you w ill not think it 
so strange when you know the 
facts. W e of the South are w ak
ing up in athletics, and m y pre
diction is that before lon g w e 
shall take a hand in these con
tests ourselves. Our social fabric 
was rent and torn thirty years 
ago, the schools and colleges of course suffering w ith  
everything else. Since 1870, how ever, there has been in 
progress a slow but complete reorganization. Our colleges 
are gettin g  on their feet again. A  m anifestation of th is 
is the fact that a num ber o f them  have recently  been 
equipped w ith m agnificent gym nasium s, w ith  the resu lt 
that athletics in the South are com ing to the front.

It seems to me that the only w a y  to com pete success
fu lly  w ith the E nglish  un iversity  athletes is to form  team s 
made up of representative men from  all our colleges. I t  
is teams so constituted that our boys have to m eet on the 
other side, and w e can hardly hope to be victorious until 
w e have the same advantage of a  choice from a large field. 
instead of representation from  m erely one un iversity. 
W hen this change is made the South w ill stand ready to  
send forth men who will do their share tow ard m aintain
ing our national glory in the world of athletics. N o one 
w ill take greater pleasure in their trium phs than m yself, 
for I am an enthusiastic advocate of vigorous, m anly 
outdoor gam es. I believe that the international contests 
are one of the most prom ising auguries of the present day. 
T h e greater this friendly r iva lry  as to physical skill and 
prowess, the more remote becomes the possibility of the 
desperate and bloody encounters of real w ar. T h e  con
tests inspire respect and admiration in the m inds of the 
young men of each country for those of the other, and 
thus tend to knit the U nited  States and E ngland  m ore 
closely together than they have been in the past, and to 
establish the true relationship of brothers instead of that 
of mere cousins who are inclined som etim es to frown a t 
one another.

650



DEMOREST’S FAMILY MAGAZINE.

E qual encouragem ent should be given to athletic con
tests betw een colleges o f the N orth and South, and for 
almost the sam e reasons. T h e chasm opened in the early 
sixties is a lready alm ost closed ; but nothing will eradicate 
all trace o f it  m ore quickly and lastin gly  than encounters 
on the football and baseball fields, and trials in general of 
physical pow er and skill. I am aware that some of the 
Northern universities will not compete with us at present, 
on the ground that w e would be too easily vanquished; 
but w ith  the recent rapid developm ent of interest and 
practice in athletics am ong our Southern colleges, you 
m ay be sure that w e w ill soon grow  to be “  foemen w orthy 
of their steel.”

SOCIETY FADS.

TH E  m ost prom inent novelty of the season, from the 
point of v iew  of women whose first object in life is 
am usem ent, comes to A m erica in the form  of a 

chinchilla poodle. It requires ju st tw o hundred and fifty 
round, hard dollars of U ncle Sam ’s coinage to purchase 
one of these little dogs of a French breeder, who is a 
scientific am ateur, and a  marquis at that. A s  m ight be 
guessed, it needs more than filthy lucre, even be it in 
gold, to secure a  g ra y  poodle from  this nobleman’s ken
nels. T h e m arquis sells on ly to persons of some dis
tinction or those in whom  he is particularly interested ; 
but, when he does m ake a  sale, the business thereof is 
concluded in a  m anner w orthy of a marquis and an aesthete. 
Some warm  summer m orning the poodle, who, in truth, 
resembles nothing so much as an old, well-worn, pepper- 
and-salt knitted shawl, turns up on the N ew  Y o rk  dock of a 
steamer just over from  Paris. H is traveling-box is of 
gilded wire, bedded w ith  braided straw  ; and he brings his 
luggage, his passport, and b ill for food and passage, with 
him. T h e first consists of a  leather case that contains the 
latest fashion in blankets for w et and cold weather, his 
collars, leashes, a  set o f combs, scissors, and soaps for the 
toilet. T h e passport is a  serious-looking sheepskin docu
ment bearing his dogship’s pedigree for m any genera
tions back, his condition of health, vouched for b y a 
veterinary of position, and the whole bearing the marquis’ 
autograph signature and personal seal. Once put in pos
session of this precious anim al his devoted mistress is 
then apt to m ake a special trip to her favorite jew eler and 
order for “  Jacquette ” or “  Bobo,” as the name m ay be, a 
delicate bangle of purest gold, to clasp one fore-leg, just 
above that point w here bracelet tufts of gra y  hair are left, 
by w ay of decoration, b y  the dog’s barber.

Here is sweet charity again, clad in modish robes and 
with an all-sufficient excuse for the originating of what 
promises to become an am azingly popular custom. T h e last 
half-score of sm art brides who b lushingly took their 
stately w ay altarwards, paced through churches thronged 
to the doors with whosoever, of all ages, sexes, and colors, 
chose to attend the alw ays charm ing cerem ony, and these 
read first a bit of printed notice pasted up at the door. In 
so many words the notice stated that all w ere free to enter, 
subject to the levyin g of a sm all contribution. Curiosity 
brought, in consequence, a goodly congregation, which 
was vastly interested in observing that at the conclusion 
of the solemn benediction up rose six  bridesm aids, or six 
pretty feminine relatives of the groom , and at the head of 
the aisle they were m et b y  six kinsm en of the bride, or 
six ushers. E very  youn g wom an bore in her le ft hand a

bit of a lace and satin reticule matching her gown, and 
g iv in g her right hand to her masculine escort was led 
down the aisle holding out her reticule for pennies. Three 
girls with their swains levied the wedding tax on one side 
of the church, three on the other ; and as the fair collec
tors passed in pretty procession the spectators dropped 
sums of money into the bags, in proportion to their means 
or appreciation of the scene. A ll the while the bride and 
groom were w alking very slowly down the aisle, and at 
the door the outgoing crowd saw that the bags of dimes 
and pennies were emptied into church plates held by rosy- 
faced choir-boys ; and the poor of the parish profited b y 
one more wedding.

T he social sage, that well-dressed, shrewd, and courtly 
old bachelor beau who ornaments every period of fashion
able society, and whose remarks invariably command 
respect, scouted the idea but yesterday that beauty and 
wealth are the only two true royal roads to belledom. A  
girl, he insists, m ay have but a very  moderate share of 
either, and yet have more bouquets at her afternoon teas 
than she can carry, more partners for her dances than she 
has time to foot it with, and more hearts laid at her feet 
than Cupid could count. T o  even the balance against 
dollars and perfect features she must, first of all, be a 
person of serene good temper, kindly manners under all 
circumstances, dress with taste, if  not magnificence, and 
have accomplishments endless. N ot the classics and 
higher mathematics, bless you ; but it is absolutely requi
site that she play passably w ell on the piano, banjo, 
guitar, and mandolin, and, even without a bit of natural 
voice or cultivation of her vocal chords, know all the 
latest songs, comic and serious, g a y  and sentimental. She 
must also have at hand an abounding fund of bright little 
dialect stories, remember good jokes when she reads or 
hears them, store up in her head a carefully assorted list 
of superior conundrums, and know how to play all the 
newest drawing-room games. It is sim ply am azing the 
treasures of fascinating small knowledge she can hoard, 
and utilize on every occasion, and m erely by her charm ing 
versatility and capacity for amusing her slower-minded 
brethren become the center of attraction. Also she must 
draw a trifle, paint a little, row a boat, ride a horse, hit 
the bull’s-eye with a rifle, paddle a canoe, bind up a 
wound, amuse a baby, make light cake, embroider neatly, 
and use a camera successfully. Such a girl cannot escape 
belledom ; the charm of her g a y  laugh, ready but kindly 
tongue, and quick fingers, lends a variety to life quite irre
sistible and far more lasting than beauty, far nobler than 
wealth. A n  ambitious girl, the social sage insists, m ay 
acquire all these attractions by her own unaided efforts ; 
and, moreover, he stoutly maintains, can hold her proud 
position of belleship long after beauty has faded and 
riches taken wings.

Now, in passing by the carved oak door of some hand
some country villa, should you chance to see, fitted over 
the brass knocker, an embroidered medallion of linen 
edged with lace, know by that dainty sign that the fam ily 
therein are the prouder and happier for an addition to 
their circle. If  the addition is a girl child, the odd lace 
and linen mat will be all white, and nearer inspection of 
the object is rewarded b y the exquisite needlework it 
displays. In the center of the oval of finest white Dutch 
linen is embroidered the coat of arms of the house, all 
worked about with hearts and darts and a curious repre
sentation of a chubby bambino. Around this is frilled 
the finest old Dutch lace, and the whole is crisply starched,
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m ounted on w hite silk, and hooked over the knocker. In 
case this m edallion is m ounted on pink silk, know  then 
that a  boy has com e to rejoice the hearts o f his parents ; 
for this is all done quite accordin g to a  p retty  old D utch 
custom  la te ly  brought back into use b y  the descendants o f 
the founders o f N ew  A m sterdam  on the H udson R iver. 
T h e  coverin g  o f the knocker w as in those go od  old d ays 
m eant to announce the safe arrival o f a n ew  prospective 
citizen  or citizeness to interested  friends and neighbors,

an d  to w arn  visitors to rap so ftly  w ith  th eir kn u ckles in 
stead o f w ith  the boom ing knocker. Som e o f th e lin en  
knocker-covers n ow  d isp layed  are prized heirloom s, han d ed  
dow n for m an y generation s, an d  o n ly  la te ly  b ro u g h t to 
l ig h t ; w h ile som e are quite n ew , th e ow n ers th ereof 
h a v in g  sen t to H ollan d  to h a v e  th eir a n cestors' q uarter- 
in g s looked up, and  th e em b roidery  w orked  b y  a  w hite- 
capped needle-w om an in  old  A m sterd a m  or H aarlem .

Madame L a  Mod e .

AN INSTRUMENT OF HYMEN.

B y  J ulia M agruder.

EG E R T O N  H UG H ES did not want to m arry, b ut he 
w anted to w an t to m arry. E v e n  this la tter state  o f 
m ind w as a  n ew  condition w ith  the confirm ed bach

elor o f thirty-five, and  it  had on ly com e about b y  reason o f 
the fa ct th at his charm in g sister, w h o had presided  over 
his house for ten  years, w as about to be m arried  herself. 
S ince he had foun d her such a  perfect housekeeper and 
com panion he could  not w on der th at she h ad  appeared  in 
the sam e lig h t to another m an, and th is m an h ad  been  su f
ficiently attractive to F lorence h erse lf to o u tw eigh  even  
her enthusiastic attach m en t to h er b roth er and  th e desire 
to dedicate her life  to  his happiness, w hich  had hitherto 
been the sp rin g o f action stron gest in  her.

N o sooner had Florence H u g h es becom e con vin ced  o f the 
em inent desirability  o f m atrim on y fo r  herself, than  she 
set about the task  o f m akin g it  appear in  th e sam e lig h t to 
her brother. So lo n g  as she h ad  elected  to rem ain  in  the 
sin gle  state she had preached th at doctrin e to E gerto n  ; 
but now  that her eyes w ere opened w ith  reg a rd  to  herself, 
th ey  w ere opened also w ith  rega rd  to h er brother, and it  
h ad  been the force o f her argu m en ts an d  enthusiasm  
w hich had brought him  to  the state o f w a n tin g  to  w a n t to 
m arry.

It w as a  v e ry  va g u e and u n satisfactory  condition, and 
Florence had striven hard to g iv e  it  a  ta n g ib le  direction b y  
retailin g to him , w ith  arden t en thusiasm , th e accounts 
w hich her f ia n c é  g a v e  to her o f h is y o u n g  and unm arried  
sister. A s  Florence considered G eo rg e  Seaton  the m ost 
desirable of men as a husband for h erself, w h a t w a s m ore 
natural than that his sister should  seem  to her eq u a lly  de
sirable as a w ife  for her brother ? S ea to n  described his 
sister as clever, beautifu l, an d  ch arm in g ; and, as there 
could be no m isgivin gs on the score o f social position, 
fortune, and general environm ent, w h a t could  b e  m ore 
satisfactory than this m arriage, w h ich  w ould m ore than 
supply the loss of his sister, and w ould, a t  the sam e tim e, 
bind them all together for the fu tu re, and  so do a w a y  w ith  
the pain which Florence fe lt a t le a v in g  her brother ? So 
she dinned continually into E g erto n 's ears the charm s and 
virtues of H onora Seaton, and he listen ed, w ith  an earnest 
desire to desire this you n g lad y in m arriage ; but he could 
g e t no further.

T o  tell the truth, m arriage in itse lf had n ever seem ed 
very  desirable to E gerton  H ughes ; he w as an artist, and 
it w as a condition which appeared to him  to lack  pic
turesqueness. Indeed, in castin g his e y e  over the m ar
riages of his acquaintances, he found he rath er preferred  
those in which the domestic elem ent w as suppressed as 
much as possible, so that the household m én a g e , and  es
pecially the children, more particu larly  the babies, w ere 
allowed to be forgotten. T h is  had n ot a lw a y s been 
so, for he had once had a  p o sitive ly  rom antic id ea  o f the

fa m ily  life  ; b ut in th e fash ion ab le  society  in  w h ich  h is lo t 
w a s cast he h ad  seen so m uch to  d isturb, a n d  fin a lly  to 
low er, th at ideal, th a t his w h ole  po in t o f v ie w  h a d  sw u n g  
round. A n d  y e t  th e m odified  form  o f dom estic life , as 
represented  b y  his d e lig h tfu l sister’s re ig n  o v er  h is  house, 
had becom e so essen tial to him  th a t the th o u g h t o f  lo sin g  
her and liv in g  a  m ere b achelor life  th ere w a s  a lm o st in 
tolerable.

T h e  upsh ot o f it  a ll w a s  th a t h e h a d  so fa r  fa lle n  in to  
F lo ren ce ’s p lan s fo r  him  th a t h e h a d  con sen ted , in  ta k in g  a  
business trip  to B oston, to  call on H o n o ra  S ea to n  ; a n d  it 
w a s in  com pliance w ith  th is p lan  th a t h e  fo u n d  h im self 
n ow  in  a  P u llm an  car tra v e lin g  n orth w ard .

T o  h is deep d istu rban ce  h e fo u n d  th a t e v e r y  m ile  th a t 
passed  seem ed to in crease h is d isin clin ation  to  th e  id e a  o f 
m arriage, an d  to  h is p o sitive  reb ellio n  a t  th e th o u g h t o f 
b e in g  sen t off b y  h is s ister  to tr y  to fa ll  in  lo v e  w ith  a n d  
w in a  w om an  w h o w a s  chosen fo r  him , a n d  n ot b y  him , 
and w ho w a s  so chosen b ecau se o f h er  h a p p e n in g  to  pos
sess certain -ad van tages o f  person, c ircu m stan ce, a n d  p o si
tion, rath er th an  fo r  th e reason  th a t h is h e a rt h a d  chosen  
h er as the la d y  o f h is love. F o r  E g e rto n  w a s  u n q u estio n 
a b ly  rom antic. H e  con sidered  it  a  secret w h ic h  h e  h ad  
w ith  h im s e lf ; b u t he k n e w  th a t i t  w a s  so, a n d  h e  also 
kn ew , in  his h eart, th a t th erein  la y  th e  re a l rea so n  o f  h is  
n ever h a v in g  m arried. H e  h a d  b een  in  lo v e  m o re th a n  
once, b u t he h a d  n ev e r  seen  th e  w o m a n  w h o m  h e  q u ite  
w an ted  to  m a rry  ; an d  h e  v e r y  w e ll k n e w  th a t i f  h e  h ad , 
such consideration s o f su ita b ility  a n d  c o n v e n ie n ce  a s h e 
w a s en d ea vo rin g  to g iv e  h im se lf u p  to  n o w  w o u ld  h a v e  
had sm all w eig h t w ith  him . So  h e  w a s  con sciou s o f  a  sort 
o f g o in g  a g a in st n atu re in  w h a t h e  w a s  le n d in g  h im se lf to  
now , and  this, perhaps, w a s  th e secret o f  th e  d esp o n d e n t 
m ood th at h ad  settled  upon him .

It w as e a r ly  autum n, a n d  the sc e n e ry  u p o n  w h ic h  h e  
looked out o f the car  w in d o w  h a d  th a t su b tle  ch arm  w h ic h  
th is season a lw a y s  con tain ed  fo r  h im , a n d  see m ed , so m e
how , to add  to  the m ela n ch o ly  o f  h is  sta te  o f  m in d . T h e  
section opposite him  in th e  sleep er w a s  e m p ty , a n d  h e  h a d  
a  listless sense o f b e in g  ra th er  g la d  o f  th e  fa c t , fo r  th e  
few e r people h e  sa w  n o w  th e b ette r. I t  w a s , th e re fo re , 
w ith  a  sense o f rep u g n a n ce , a lm o st, th a t  h e  p e rc e iv e d , 
a fter a  rath er lo n g  stop a t  a  certain  ju n c tio n , th a t  th is  se c 
tion w as taken  possession  of b y  a  la d y , fo llo w e d  b y  a  n u rse  
ca rry in g  a  b ab y. T h e  la d y  w a s  v e ile d , a n d  h e  g a v e  h er  
on ly  the v e ry  b rie fe st g la n c e  ; b u t h e r  a p p e a ra n c e , in  co n 
nection w ith  th e d a in ty  co stu m e o f  th e  F re n c h  b o n n e  and 
the d elicate p arap h ern a lia  o f  th e  b e-la ced  a n d  b e -fr ille d  
b ab y, show ed him  th a t th e y  w ere   "sm a rt p e o p le ,”  a n d  a s  
it  had a lw a y s  seem ed to  him  th a t to  su ch  p e o p le  a  b a b y  
w as rath er a  rid icu lous a p p e n d a g e , h e  fe lt  th e  le ss  in c lin e d  
to look at them , an d  so re so lu te ly  tu rn e d  h is  b a c k .
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In this position, w ithout seeing their faces, he could hear 
the talk  th at fo llow ed betw een the lad y and the nurse. In 
spite of h im self he recogn ized  an exquisite q uality  in the 
lad y ’s voice, and she spoke in French w ith  the m ost per
fect accent. E gerto n  had received  his art-training in 
Paris, and the lan gu ag e had a pow erful charm  for him . 
E ven  the ordinary jargo n  w ith  its su ggestive idioms, 
which the peasant, “  N on -N on ,” spoke, w as fascin atin g to 
him, and in the refined utterances of the other he fe lt 
such a  distinct charm  that he becam e suddenly inclined to 
turn  and look. A ll  th ey  said referred  to the absorbing 
topic of the b a b y ; and E gerto n  fe lt d istin ctly  irritated  
th at such m ellifluous speech w as not concerned w ith  a more 
w orthy subject. T h e y  discussed the b a b y ’s color, tem 
perature, and appetite, w ith  absorbed interest, and uttered 
epithets o f fon d  endearm ent o f w hich there seem ed no end. 
In spite o f the delicious speech, how ever, E gerto n  w as 
begin nin g to fee l bored and indignant, w hen he turned 
sudden ly to behold a  picture w hich  threw  his artist-soul 
into an ecstacy.

H e had had his try , like  ev ery  artist, at doing m adonnas, 
b u t n ever had such a  conception of one entered his brain  
as w as n ow  before him . She w as as yo u n g alm ost as the 
true M adonna, and face and figure a like w ere fa ir  and pure 
an d  sw eet as a n y  pictured  M ary he had ever looked upon. 
H e kn ew  th a t her traveling-costum e w as p rob ab ly  m ade 
b y  R edfern , and her h at b y  P e t i t ; but his tho u gh ts w en t 
back across n early  a  score of centuries for a  fit com parison 
for this y o u n g  flow er o f m otherhood. T h e  child, it  ap
peared, w as delicate, and her gen tle fa ce  w as clouded w ith  
solicitude. She h ad  taken  off her g lo ves, and the close fit 
o f  her cuffs revealed  a  hand  and arm  th at w ere classic in  
their lovelin ess, and seem ed to clasp the child upon her 
lap  w ith  the v e ry  expression of m other-instinct. T h e  
p retty  b ab y  w as fa st asleep, and as she b en t her head 
a bove him , w ith  only her pure profile in  v iew , E gerton  
ached  for his brushes to p u t her on can vas. 

H e listen ed  ea gerly , now , to ev e ry  w ord  th at passed be
tw een  the tw o w om en, for the nurse, as she folded shaw ls 
an d  tidied things up, w as ta lk in g  vo lu b ly , and the lovely  
la d y  m ade occasional responses. H e w as “  w orlds b etter,” 
Non-N on said ; the chan ge had done him  all the good in 
th e w orld ; and she declared  that she no lon ger had an y 
fears for him. T h en  the lo ve ly  lad y , w ith  a  look of fer
vor th at deepened the sw eetness of her y o u n g  face, asked 
i f  she w ere su re  th at b a b y ’s papa, w hen  he m et them  at 
the station, w ould  see how  im proved he w as, and be satis
fied. T h e  nurse w as effu sive  in  h er assurances that he 
could not fa il to b e so, and, som ehow , E gerton , looking on 
and listen ing, fe lt a  sudden resentm ent rise in his heart 
a gain st this unknow n parent. H e im agined him  one of 
those philoprogenitive dolts to whom  his child is m ore im 
portant than its m other, and it  in furiated  him  to think that 
such a b ein g should possess the treasure o f such a w ife.

T h e  thought of m arriage occupied him  m ore than ever 
as he w hizzed along in v ie w  of the lo ve ly  tableau oppo
site, and a sm ile curved his lips into m errim ent as a verse 
from the “  B ab Ballads ” occurred to him. I t  w as this :

“ She cast her eyes upon him.
And he looked so kind and true,

That she thought, ‘ I could be happy 
With a gentleman like you.’ ”

It w as so that he had thought, in casting his eyes upon 
the face across from  him ,— that he could be happy w ith  a 
wom an like her.

A h , but w here w as such another to be found ? H e had 
come quite a  lon g w ay  on the journey o f life, and he had 
n ever m et w ith  ju st this type before. W as it likely  that 
on m eeting it, a t last, he w ould see it  repeated soon

again ? T h e  v e ry  thought of M iss Seaton becam e dis
tasteful to him  ; and but for his prom ise to Florence, how  
gla d ly  w ould he h ave shirked the m eeting !

H ow  lon g the bab y slept ! T h e  nurse offered frequen tly  
to relieve her m istress of her burden, but she alm ost 
pleaded w ith  the w om an not to take him  from  her. She 
said she loved  so to w atch him  asleep, and to see him  
w aken  ; w hen he fe lt w ell he a lw ays w aked  from  his naps 
in such a  lo ve ly  hum or !

E gerton , in  spite of him self, b egan  also to w atch and 
w a it for that w akin g. T h e  child w as v e ry  beautifu l, and 
la y  across the la d y ’s lap  in an attitude of perfect ease 
and grace, a  little  silken, blue-toned p illow  supporting its 
head ; and so absorbed w as the lo ve ly  face b en t above it, 
that E gerton  fe lt sure he and the other occupants o f the 
car w ere as little  noted or cared for as i f  th ey  had not 
been. T h is  g a v e  him  the b est possible opportunity for 
continuing his observations ; b u t he w as conscious, in  spite 
of this, o f a  v a g u e  fee lin g  o f resentm ent a t b ein g  so far 
from  the consciousness o f the creature w ho w as so acutely  
present to his consciousness.

P resen tly  the b ab y  stirred and turned its head ; then 
a  lon g sigh  of ease and  rest fluttered its little  breast, and 
then, w ith  a  rad ian t sm ile o f recognition, it  looked  up 
into the sw eet face b en t over it, and raisin g  a  little  dim   
pled hand cau g h t hold o f its  chin. In  a  second that 
little  hand w as clasped and k issed  w ith  fervor, w h ile a 
shower o f tender love-w ords, so lo w ly  spoken th at he could 
hear no m ore than h a lf o f the delicious sounds, fe ll from  
those sm iling lips. T h en  the b ab y  w as taken  up and  stood 
upon its  little  feet, and k issed and coaxed an d  com pli
m ented in  a w a y  th a t w as enough to drive a  m an h alf- 
fran tic w ho had forsw orn dom estic life . H e could hear, 
in  the p retty  chatter thus addressed to it, several allusions 
to “  P a p a .”  W h at w ould  papa sa y  w hen  h e m et them  
a t the station, to see his baby-boy so w ell and stron g? 
W ould  papa know  him , or th in k he w as a  little  stranger- 
child brought to fool him  ?

T h e  b ab y, as i f  it  understood the joke, w ou ld  sm ile and 
gu rg le  out its g lee, w h ile  th e  nurse, w ho w a s quite outside 
of these confidences in  the E n glish  ton gue, looked on w ith  
sm iling approval. A fte r  a  w h ile  the b a b y  w as handed 
over to the nurse, and then the lad y, r is in g  to her fe e t and 
sh akin g out her skirts, revealed  a  ta ll figure, sty lish  and 
girlish  in its outlines, and so sm artly  go w n ed  and e legan tly  
carried th at she w as stam ped a t once as a  w om an o f the 
w orld, in  spite of her m adonna face and m other w a ys.

T h e y  w ere n earin g Boston, and as she put on and but
toned h er p erfect g lo ves, and then pin ned  on a  thin  little  
veil, w hich m ade her loveliness on ly  m ore v a g u e ly  charm 
in g  than before, E gerton  b egan  to fee l a  stirrin g  o f re
gret w ith in  him  th at the tim e to part had come. W a s he 
to lose sigh t o f this vision— seen once on ly  in  his life — and 
n ever to behold it again ? H e fe lt a  sudden rebellious pro
test at the v e ry  thought. T h is  fee lin g  deepened as he 
w atched her adorn ing the b ab y  for the m eetin g w ith  its 
father. She had to undo the cap, w hich  had been tied b y 
the nurse, and tie  it over again , g iv in g  the bow  a  coquet
tish tw ist tow ard the l e f t ; and then she had to take off 
the little  coat trim m ed w ith  blue bow s and put on the one 
trim m ed w ith  p in k  bow s, because she said it g a v e  him  a 
pretty  color. T h en  she had to open her b a g  and take out 
a  tin y  bottle and sprinkle him  w ith  som ething that she 
said w ould m ake him  ‘‘ sm ell sw eet for papa ” ; and all the 
tim e her face glow ed  w ith  a  deeper and deeper beauty.

W hen at last the train  drew  into the station E gerton 
w alked  d irectly  behind h er down the aisle, and w hile her 
eyes w ere fastened upon the p retty  head that peeped at 
her over the nurse’s shoulder, his eyes w ere as inten tly
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fixed upon the lovely nuque under the twist of red-brown 
hair, that sent a thrill of delight to his artist soul. He 
kept his place behind her as they passed through the gate, 
and there, tall and muscular and handsome, stood the man 
who was awaiting the party that Egerton watched. He 
said:

“  Hello ! here you are ! ” to the lovely lady, and brushed 
her cheek with a light kiss. “  How’s the boy? ” he added, 
his face filled with pleasure, as he snatched the baby from 
the nurse’s arms and gave him a look and a kiss which 
Egerton resented angrily. It showed a feeling and an 
ardor which only the sight of the child had aroused.

“  Brute ! idiot! savage ! ” said Egerton, under his breath. 
“ And that blessed angel seems entirely satisfied! No 
doubt she’s got used to being second fiddle, poor little 
thing! ”

He managed to keep near them as they were walking to 
their carriage, and the man’s talk was all of the baby and 
how well he looked. Only one remark personal to her did 
he make, and that was :

“  By Jove ! you’re a tip-top little mother !—you are, in
deed ! ”

At which the sweet face glowed with delight, and a 
look of complete satisfaction settled upon it. The next 
instant the carriage door had closed upon the party and 
they were whirled away,—beyond his sight, beyond his 
ken!

Egerton Hughes was supremely disgusted. Poor Flor
ence ! she would have been disheartened indeed if she 
had known of the distinct retrogression that had taken 
place in her disciple of matrimony. She had got him to 
the point of wanting to want it, and now he had got him
self to the point of wanting not to want i t ; for distinctly 
he did wish now that he could be married to a woman like 
that, to show her what a man’s real love for a woman 
could be. It angered him that she could be satisfied to be 
loved in such a negative, incidental, off-hand way as this. 
Oh, oh, oh ! the lessons he could teach her ! And it was 
all because she had made him feel such a sense of her 
worthiness to be supremely loved,—it was that which had 
made him feel, in himself, the power of loving supremely. 
If he could find another such woman as that one, then a 
happiness beyond his dreams was open to him ; but to find 
a counterpart of such loveliness, sweetness, and grace, was 
a thought that held in it nothing but despair. He could 
not, even in that hour, say that she was the most beauti
ful woman he had ever seen, and he knew nothing of her 
mind and could only guess at her nature ; and yet he was 
brought face to face with the astounding fact that this was 
the first woman that he had ever supremely admired. 
Why, wherefore, and on what foundation, he knew it was 
useless to ask ; but, absolutely and inexorably, so it was.

He went to the theatre that night to try to get rid of 
that haunting picture on the train. Useless, utterly use
less. The sweet, madonna face came between him and 
the stage, and the inflections, French and English, of that 
delicious, low-pitched voice prevailed above the orchestra 
and suppressed its sounds.

Next morning he got through with his business, and, 
but for his promise to Florence, would have shirked the 
social visit which he felt so utterly averse to now ; but re
membering that promise he took his way, as dusk was 
coming on, to the street and number which his sister had 
given him. Miss Seaton, as he knew, lived with her mar
ried sister, Mrs. Lay. The man who admitted him said 
that Mr. Lay was out, and Mrs. Lay confined to her room 
by illness, but Miss Seaton would be down.

He went into the drawing-room, rich and tasteful in the 
subdued light, and sat there thinking tenderly of that

adorable, unappreciated woman on the train, and impa
tiently of the girl to whom he would have to talk empty 
pleasantries now, when he became aware of a woman’s 
figure gliding silently toward him. He stood up suddenly, 
and his heart bounded and then stood still. Her back 
was to the light, but her figure was a thrilling reminder to 
him of something that caused him a strange agitation. 
She put out her hand;  that, too, reminded him. She 
spoke ; the voice was the very echo of the one that had 
haunted him all night and all day. As she came nearer 
he saw her face. It was the madonna of the Pullman car!

“  Miss Seaton,” she said, gently.
He took her hand and bowed, but could not speak.
“  I am Miss Seaton,” she repeated, seeing that he was 

thrown off his guard. Fortunately he still kept silent; 
for if he had spoken the words that formed themselves in 
his mind they would have been these :

“ Are you indeed Miss Seaton? Well, if you are, for 
the present make the most of it. If ardent wooing and 
mighty effort are of any account, you’ll be Mrs. Egerton 
Hughes before you know what you’re about! ”

In a few more seconds he regained his self-control, and 
with a profound realization of the portentous importance 
of the situation he rallied all his forces to do his very best 
in the way of a first impression. He told her of his hav
ing traveled with her the day before, and had the honor 
of ascertaining that she had noticed him in a vague sort 
of way. Then he drew from her the history of the case, 
and found that, her sister being ill, and the baby in vital 
need of a change, she had been intrusted with the sacred 
charge, despite the fact that her brother-in-law had be
lieved her incompetent for it. It was this skepticism of 
his that had made her so desirous he should think that the 
baby looked well, and so contented when he had called her 
“  a tip-top little mother.”

So it was all explained ; and this queen among women 
was free, and he had as good a chance of winning her as 
any man ! And if ever a man went at a thing with in
domitable resolution, this was the spirit in which Egerton 
Hughes began his wooing. He had Florence to speak for 
him, and through Florence he had the hearty support of 
the young girl’s brother. Every art and instrumentality 
was used, every argument was brought to bear by them ; 
but Egerton himself spoke not. He knew that Honora 
must know how unboundedly and overwhelmingly he loved 
her ; and yet so fearful was he of losing all, that he had 
not yet dared to put his fate to the touch. He had seen 
Honora often, and he was full of hope ; and yet, at times, 
the most unconquerable fears got hold of him.

One day, without waiting to announce himself before
hand, he took the train for Boston, and rang the door-bell 
of her sister’s house possessed by a feeling that he must 
get to this darling woman and have the future of his life 
decided for joy or for pain. With a manner of more 
familiarity than he had ever used before, he asked the 
servant to tell him where Miss Seaton was. The man, 
showing a courteous surprise, said she was in the garden at 
the back of the house. The drawing-room windows gave 
upon this garden, and through one of them Egerton stepped 
down to it, telling the servant not to announce him.

It was still autumn, and the day was mild and balmy. 
Honora, dressed in white, sat on a rustic bench with a 
background of autumn-tinted vines. The baby who had 
played so important a part in their first meeting was again 
asleep across her lap. Egerton, perceiving this, came for
ward softly, and silently held out his hand. Surely she 
blushed ! Surely her eyes grew brighter and her breath 
came quicker ! He was radiantly conscious of all this, and 
when she put her hand in his, the blush undoubtedly grew
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deeper, the eyes dropped suddenly the quick breaths 
seemed to stop for some long seconds. He had never 
caught her off her guard before; he felt he had convicted 
her of a self-revelation that made his heart thrill with a 
passionate pride and hope.

 "Is he asleep?" he whispered softly, only to make her 
raise her eyes.

She did look up as she whispered back an affirmative 
sound, but her eyes dropped instantly under his. She 
tried to draw her hand away, but it was useless. He held 
it hard and fast.

"  You told me once, that first talk we ever had," he 
went on, still In that low whisper,  "that you loved this 
child better than anything in the world. Can you tell me 
so again,—to-day,—now ?"

 "Oh, yes," she began, "  I do,—I love him bet— ." but 
suddenly she paused. A sharp, quick movement from the 
fingers that held hers gave her a check.

"  Better than anything,—or any person,—in the world ? " 
he asked. "  Look at me and tell me if that Is so."

She looked up, with a great effort to be strong and to 
stand her ground; but, try as she might, she could not 
meet those eyes and say those words. She knew his 
searching, comprehending gaze was reading her soul, and 
that it would read true.

He gave a short, quick laugh that had a note of exulta
tion in it. As he did so he dropped her hand.

 "What are you going to do?" she asked, seeing him 
stoop above the baby.

 "I'm going to wake up this youngster," he said.  "Hello, 
youngster, wake up! Bo quick about it, too;" and with a 
ruthless disregard of disturbing that sacred slumber, he 
actually gave the child a gentle shake, at which the big 
eyes opened wonderingly. Then, with a new spirit of 
masterfulness that the girl had never seen in him before, 
he took the baby up bodily and almost ran toward the

house, Honora following him in a flutter of agitation and 
bewilderment.

Through the porch and drawing-room they went, and 
in the hall they met a housemaid, into whose astonished 
arms the child was quickly placed. Then, as if it were all 
a part of that sudden whirl of movement and emotion. 
Hooora found herself back in the drawing-room again, be- 
hind a closed door, and alone with this ruthless, excited, 
r esolute man. This was the expression of the face that 
bent above her as she felt her two hands clasped in a tight 
hold, while a voice said, commandingly:

"  Either look me straight into the eyes and tell me that 
that child.—that little, ignorant, undeveloped baby, who 
knows not how to love, to long, to worship, to adore.—is 
more to you than anything on earth, or else — " He 
paused, significantly, and a smile, a confident, compelling, 
defying, happy smile, broke over his strong face.

Or else— ." he said again.  "you know what the 
alternative will be. Is it so or not?"

She tried to speak, but her voice would not come. What
ever her lips would have uttered, her eyes gave a message 
that, to his true reading, was enough.

" You cannot!"  he said, exultantly. "  I knew it ! Ah. 
I knew it ! Your chance is gone forever, now. The baby 
isn't in it !"

And close and sweet as ever she had held that little 
child against her heart, just so he held her now. There 
was the yearning tenderness of mother-love in the embrace 
with which he gathered to him the long-wished-for and 
once almost despaired-of desire of his heart. For he had 
dreamed that because such things were rare they could 
not be ; but now. at last. It was revealed to him that it 
was to be his happy lot to know all loves In one. The 
loves of lover, parent, brother, friend, companion, all of 
these were merged into the feeling that now filled his 
breast for the woman who was to bo his wife.

EARTH-MAKING.
I V .

JEssica's Journey to  t h E Ice. REGIONS. 
(For  the Children.)

IT was one of those soundless, stifling days in midsum
mer, when the birds shelter themselves in the deep, 
cool shadows of the trees. The red squirrel, which 

had made such a chattering at dawn, was now stretched 
along a limb of the old oak, dozing with one eye open. 
After the habit of his kind. The thrush no longer rang its 
chime of golden bells, but had found a pleasant nook in 
the heart of an alder-bush, where it sat asleep with its head 
beneath its wing. Even the quarrelsome sparrows had 
made a truce with each other, and had crawled Into their 
holes in the eaves, to dream of future battles. The low of 
the cattle, standing knee-deep in the pool, came faintly, 
blended with the whirr of the grasshoppers and the dang 
of sharpening scythes in the meadow where the hay
makers were at work.

" And to think," murmured Jessica, gazing dreamily out 
of the open window, "  that in three or four months all 
those lovely trees will bo stripped of their leaves, all those 
bushes of their flowers, and the whole world will be nothing 
but Ice and snow."

"And a large portion of the world is covered with ice and 
snow now, Jessica," said a voice which caused the little 
girl to turn around with a start and a cry of joy.

"  Oh, dear Earth Spirit! "  she exclaimed, "  you have 
come to help me again. How kind you are. It is so hot, 
and I am so sleepy and tired that I can hardly keep my 
eyes open; and yet I must learn all about glaciers and 
this dreadful ice and all that, for to-morrow's lesson."

"  Yes, I have come to help you, dear," replied the Barth 
Spirit. "And we shall visit some places very different from 
those sunny, bloomy fields you were just looking at. Are 
you ready to go with mo ?"

"  Yes, indeed," responded Jessica ; "  I am always glad 
to go with you, dear Earth Spirit; for you teach me things 
I could never learn from books,"

The Earth Spirit smiled sweetly, and touched the little 
girl upon the brow. Jessica found herself In a strange, 
desolate region, where it seemed as if there had never been, 
and never could be, anything but winter. A snowstorm 
was in progress, such a snowstorm as she bad never seen 
before. The flakes were as large as her hand, and fell so 
rapidly that objects two yards distant were completely 
obscured. The hills and hollows, valleys and glens, were 
all converted into one white level.

"  Oh, the poor people! " cried Jessica, "  they will all be 
buried alive."

655
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“  There are no people living here, dear,”  said the Earth 
Spirit. “  This is the land of eternal winter ; for we are 
now  within what is called the Arctic Circle. Across this 
dreadful desert o f snow and ice, more deadly to human 
beings than even the hot, sandy deserts o f the South, men 
have striven, and are still striving, to reach the North Pole. 
Y ou  have read o f the many Arctic expeditions which have 
started out from our country and from E ngland; some 
have never been heard o f again, some have returned with 
but one half or one third of the original numbers, sick, 
starved, frozen creatures, hardly recognizable by their 
friends. ”

“  I always thought snow so beautiful,”  murmured Jes
sica, with a shudder. “  N ow it seems dreadful to m e.”

“  Y ou  must not forget, dear,” said the Earth Spirit, 
 "that snow is quite as necessary as sunlight. If the fields 

were not covered by snow during the greater part o f the 
winter season, the grass and the grain and many plants 
and shrubs would perish from the cold. Curious as it may 
seem to you, the snow is a sort o f warm blanket which pro
tects the roots o f nearly all sorts of vegetation. Have you 
never heard that in the northern Highlands of Scotland 
they bank up their sheep-houses with snow, to keep them 
warm ? T he Laplander will tell you that he could not exist 
in his merciless climate unless he covered his hut with 
snow. ”

“  Oh, how beautiful, and how terrible! ” cried Jessica, 
clutching the Earth Spirit’s robe in alarm, for she now 
found herself upon the brink of a gigantic ice-cliff, which 
rose several hundred feet sheer from the ocean. W here she 
stood she could see the waves dashing furiously against 
the base o f the precipice, flinging the white foam high in 
the air ; she could see the billows plunge into cavern-like 
hollows, which seemed to have been eaten out of the ice 
b y  the action of the water, with a roar like thunder ; every 
now  and then a great piece of ice would be dislodged and 
g o  sailing grandly away upon the swells.

Jessica had once journeyed down the Hudson River by 
steamboat to New York City. On the west side of the 
river, as she neared the great city, she had observed a

row of tall cliffs, which the captain of the boat had told 
her were called the Palisades. The ice precipice upon 
which she now stood reminded her very much of those 
Palisades.

  "But how does all this ice come here ? ” she asked her 
guide. “  I can’t think how so much water could have 
been frozen all at once ! ”

“  It was not water, dear,” answered the Spirit,“ —at least 
not water in its fluid state. Look away over there, land
ward, and you will see that there is a sort o f valley be
tween two ranges of hills. The snow which has fallen 
year after year among those hills, and in the valley itself, 
in such quantities as you cannot even imagine from the 
snowstorms you have seen where you live,—this snow has 
been gradually forced into the valley, and pressed and 
squeezed into a comparatively narrow space. Under 
pressure it has become solid ice. If you were to examine 
the ice farther up the valley, you would discover that some 
of it is composed of large, loose grains that you might dig 
out like small pebbles ; farther up yet, it would be mere 
frozen snow. You would also come upon a section where 
the top would be soft, fluffy snow ; the middle, as you dug 
into it, would be granulated particles, and the bottom, 
clear, hard ice.”

“  But,” asked the child, “  how is it that these great cliffs 
of ice come down here to the sea?”

“ You have seen the ice-men sliding great cakes down 
an inclined plane of planks from the cart to the sidewalk, 
have you not? Well, on the same principle, these enor
mous masses slide down the slope of the valley, forced on
ward by the pressure behind. ”

“  It seems to me that the peak upon which we stand is 
trembling,” said Jessica. “  I can hardly keep my feet.

A G LA C IE R  T A B L E .
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Oh, dear Spirit! what is going to happen ? See ! see ! it 
is tottering !—it is moving ! Oh, what will become of us ? ” 

“  Fear nothing, my child,” replied the Earth Spirit, with 
a calm, reassuring smile. “ You are quite safe ; but you 
are going to see how an iceberg is formed. There, take 
my hand, and stand quite still. No harm shall come to 
you, I promise.”

Even as she spoke there was a tremendous report, like 
the explosion of a thousand cannon, followed by a fearful 
rending, splitting sound. Jessica, who had buried her 
face in the Earth Spirit’s dress, felt herself swung to and 
fro, up and down, until she became quite dazed and dizzy.

“  It is all over, now, dear,” said the Earth Spirit. “ Look 
up, Jessica, and see where we are.”

The little girl raised her head timidly and gazed about 
her wonderingly.

“  Why, where are we? ” she asked, in amazement.
“  Afloat on an iceberg, dear,” answered her guide.
“ An iceberg?” echoed Jessica. “ Why, this is like a 

great island.”
“  So it is,” said the Spirit.

“  It is half a mile long and 
three hundred feet high, 
and yet all this height 
above the sea is only one- 
ninth of the size of the 
berg. So there are twenty- 
seven hundred feet below 
the water,—a little over 
half a mile, Jessica, think 
of i t ! "

“  Ah ! what is that ? ” ex
claimed the little girl, as a 
sudden glow shone about 
them almost as bright as 
day.

“  The aurora,” answered 
her guide. “  See, there in 
the N orth! ”

Jessica turned around 
and gazed in silent ecstacy 
at one of the loveliest 
sights she had ever beheld.
Two enormous arches of 
pale green light swept 
across the northern sky, 
their ends in the dark sea, 
the upper arch reaching 
almost to the zenith. Now they were pea-green, again a 
rosy red. Sometimes they were mere bands of such tints 
as you see at early dawn, then they flared up with a glory 
that put out the large stars. The floating ice-mountain 
upon which they stood gleamed and glittered in the flicker 
with the splendor of a mass of rubies and diamonds, emer
alds and pearls. In spite of her terror, the child could not 
help clapping her hands with delight.

“  Oh ! oh ! how beautiful! how beautiful! ” she cried. 
“  Dear Spirit, do tell me what it is.”

“  In quite recent times,” replied her guide, “  very sensi
ble people thought that the aurora borealis, or northern 
lights, came somehow from the sunlight gleaming upon the 
ice ; but everybody knows, now, that the aurora is caused 
by electricity. In colleges they make just the same shapes 
and colors with the electric battery, by way of experiments 
for the students. When you go to college, as I suppose 
you will when you are older, you will see for yourself how 
it is done. But now I must show you something else.”

“  Why, there are trees and grass down there!” cried 
Jessica, rubbing her eyes

“ Yes, I have brought you to the Alps,” replied the 
Earth Spirit, “ to show you two things ; an avalanche and 
a glacier. Now, watch that height covered with snow, 
and see what happens.”

“  It seems to be moving,” said the child. “  I can see bits 
breaking off and rolling down the sides of the mountain. 
And oh, look ! how the people in the valley are running up 
the other hill ! The men are carrying the poor babies, and 
some of the people are driving goats and sheep. How 
they run ! Dear Spirit, what is it they are so afraid of ? ” 

“  Those who live in these valleys,” answered her guide, 
"  know the signs of the weather by the color of the sky, 
by the shapes of the clouds, and by the appearance of the 
mountain-peaks. Those people down there have seen the 
snow breaking away from the heights, and they fear that 
an avalanche is coming.”

“  And there it comes now ! ” exclaimed Jessica, weeping. 
“  It is too horrible ! Oh ! everything will be buried ! ”

“  Do not worry,” said the Earth Spirit, “  this avalanche 
will harm no one, nor will it destroy a single dwelling.

See, it is going down the other way. You may look at it, 
dear, without dread.”

But it was a fearful sight, nevertheless. It seemed to 
Jessica that the whole mountain was tumbling into the 
valley. Indeed, the slope for a thousand yards around 
was all in motion. Great rocks, larger than the largest 
house, were torn loose and borne hurtling down ; smaller 
rocks were whirled along like so many pebbles. Distant 
as it was, the roar was awful beyond description. Jessica 
clapped her hands to her ears, and stared at the awesome 
spectacle with parted lips and white cheeks. Down went 
the mass, tearing away forests of pine and oak as if they 
had been mere fields of grass, crashing into the bottom of 
the valley, flinging tons of snow up the opposite hillside 
like froth from a billow. The very earth shook, and even 
the hillock upon which Jessica and her guide stood trembled 
as if it, too, were about to follow the general wreck.

“  Come, my dear, I have more to show you,” said the 
Earth Spirit, touching Jessica upon the shoulder. The 
little girl drew a deep breath, and silently followed her 
guide across the ridge.

ON AN ICEBERG.
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"  Why, what a curious river ! ” exclaimed Jessica, "  a 
river of ice ! ”
 "  Yes, just that,” said the Spirit,  "though you will find 

it called a  'glacier'  in your book.”
 "Oh, yes,” replied Jessica, "  I have studied about gla

ciers. You see,"  she continued, glad to show her guide 
that she knew something about the wonderful things which 
she had been brought to visit,  "these glaciers move along, 
although they are composed of ice and snow. In the mid
dle they flow at the rate of a yard every day, and from 
fifteen to twenty inches at the sides. Away down at the 
bottom of the valleys the ice melts as fast as it comes down, 
and many large and swift rivers take their rise at the foot 
of a glacier.”

 "Exactly,” said the Earth Spirit, smiling.  "Now, will 
you tell me what this hard substance, which is neither 
snow nor ice, which comes crawling down the mountain 
side to join the glacier, and finally to be compacted into 
clear ice, is called ? ”

“  Wait,—I can tell,” replied Jessica, thinking a moment, 
" I  know. It is neve.”

 "Right. Now, dear, look down into one of these great 
cracks ; do you remember their name ? ”

" Yes, crevasses,”  answered Jessica, gazing into the 
depths of one of the chasms.  "How lovely ! The walls 
glitter as if they were made of colored glass. I never saw 
such wonderful blues and greens. But how dirty the sur
face is, and how full of rocks and stones I ”

"  What you call dirt and stones is the evidence that the 
glacier is doing its appointed work.”

"  ' Its work ' ? ” repeated Jessica. "  I  don’t understand.” 
“ It is the office of this glacier, as well as of all others, 

to wear away the valleys down which they move, and also 
to dislodge and carry upon the surface all the soil, stones, 
and boulders possible.”

 "And, oh ! what a great rock that i s ! ” cried the child, 
pointing to an enormous oval rock supported upon a slen
der pedestal of ice.  "It looks like a sort of queer table.”  

 "It is called a  'glacier table,' " said the Spirit;  "and 
you can see from the height of that rock, which once lay 
upon the surface, how much the glacier has melted down 
since it brought that mass of stone from its original rest
ing-place up among the mountains.”

 "How strange, how very strange ! ” suddenly cried the 
girl.

 "What is strange?” asked the Earth Spirit.
“ Why, those long rows of stones upon the ice river,” 

replied Jessica. “  They look like a procession of soldiers 
all dressed in gray and brown.”

"  Those are bits of rock which have either been carried 
down upon the glacier by the action of the rain, frost, or 
avalanches, or have been broken off the rocks by the ice 
itself as it moved along. Now, see how these processions 
are divided into three parts, a row close to each shore and 
a row in the middle.”

"  I  can see,” said Jessica, “ how the glacier can take 
away the row of stones on each side, but I can’t make out 
how the middle row comes there.”

"  Look away up there, where two branches of the glacier 
come together like two streams of a river uniting. Do 
you not see how the inner line of stones from each glacier 
meets at a point and moves down the middle of the main 
stream? These stones are called ' moraines.’ The lines 
near the shore are called ‘ lateral moraines,’ that in the 
center is the  'medial,’ or middle moraine.”

"  And now that I look closer,” said Jessica,  "there are 
heaps of sand and coarse gravel strewn along the rows, 
between the larger stones and rocks.”

“ That is called ‘ moraine-stuff,' ”  answered the Earth

Spirit. "  But come with m e.” As the child and her guide 
passed down the glacier, the Spirit pointed out to her pupil 
how beautifully the rocky walls of the valley were polished 
here, and how gracefully marked and traced there; and 
Jessica could see for herself how the vast body of ice, rub
bing the sandy particles against the cliffs, had worn deep 
ruts and channels in the hard material.

Presently the little girl saw that they had reached the 
end of the ice river, and that a muddy torrent of water 
was pouring down the valley. 

 "Here, you see,” said Jessica’s guide, pointing to a 
great heap of rocks and stones piled together at the foot of 
the glacier, “  what is called a  'terminal moraine,' meaning 
simply the accumulation of all those other moraines, or 
lines of rock, which the ice has brought to this spot, or as 
far as it could, before it began to melt. That whirlpool 
in the stream yonder is what they call a  'pot-hole.'  See 
how that large boulder is being tossed around in the flood, 
wearing away the basin more and more every hour.”

 "And this is the beginning of a real river?” asked 
Jessica.

 "Yes,” said the Spirit,  "one of the largest on this con
tinent. See how it roars and foams and leaps and glit
ters. A  hundred miles from this it enters the sea, and 
bears with it, daily, tons of matter torn and worn from the 
very tops of those cloud-capped mountains yonder. So 
you see how the face of the globe is always changing. 
The water drawn up by the heat of the sun condenses in 
snow upon the crown of the hills ; thence it passes down 
the ravines and valleys, grinding away the solid rock and 
bearing it toward the ocean. Centuries may be required 
to show the result; but centuries are less in the history of 
the earth than moments in a man’s life.”

 "And now,” continued the Earth Spirit, bending to press 
her lips upon the child’s forehead,  "good-bye for to-day. 
W e shall meet again.”

And Jessica found herself in her own room, gazing out 
of the window and listening to the haymakers sharpening 
their scythes in the distant field. L ester H unt.

SANITARIAN.
NATURE’S METHOD OF PRESERVING A 

GOOD FIGURE.

PERHAPS the greatest enemy to beauty of figure, in 
either man or woman,— although more generally 
noticed in the latter sex,—is that heavy, gross ap

pearance in the abdominal and hip region, so very com
mon among persons of sedentary habits.

There are several causes for this beauty-destroying af
fliction. In both sexes it inevitably accompanies inactivity, 
much sitting, over-eating, constipation, and the resultant 
swollen condition of the intestines, which indicates the ac
cumulation of gases arising from the presence of undigest
ed, unassimilated food. With women there may be other 
causes, such as lack of care after childbirth, internal 
tumors, and more especially may it arise from the wear
ing of tight corsets.

An active man or woman, it may be noticed, will seldom 
be annoyed with a relaxed and protruding abdomen, al
though the indigestion and constipation may be present to 
a certain extent; but a lover of hearty eating, and of easy 
chairs, soft cushions, and general indolence, will inevitably 
lose all possible claim to grace and elegance of figure if



D EM O REST'S F A M IL Y  M AG AZIN E. 659

these forms of laziness be indulged when middle age draws 
nigh.

The radical cure for this unhealthful, uncomfortable, 
and certainly very unseemly condition of the abdomen can 
be effected only by Nature. Once relaxed, these muscles 
and nerves cannot receive the least benefit from all the 
medicine in Christendom. Your body belongs to you in
dividually, and Nature calls upon you, and you only, to 
repair damages if you wish a cure. Massage is but a step
ping-stone to the ladder which you must climb alone, 
round by round, for the result will depend wholly upon 
your strength of will and real desire to overcome the diffi
culty.

In order to restore the normal condition, then, it is self- 
evident that the natural muscular contractions must be 
regained, and that the lost will-power over the relaxed 
muscles must be restored. That this is a result possible 
to bring about—unless there should exist some serious 
physical derangement, such as dropsy or internal tumors 
—may be proved by faithfully practicing for weeks and 
months the simple exercises herein described.

Little by little, step by step, and with all due caution, 
should all physical culture exercises be commenced; for it is 
the law of Nature that we creep before we walk, also must 
we walk before we can run. A t first, therefore, especial 
care should be observed with these movements of the ab
dominal and hip region, simple though they are. Any 
violent effort at the beginning, in this portion of the body, 
might lead to strain and subsequent inflammation.

The few movements required might well be called the 
‘‘ lazy woman’s cure " ; for as they are to be practiced while 
lying in bed,—upon retiring at night, and before arising 
in the morning,—even an invalid may go through the ex
ercise without dread.

Remove all the clothing excepting the night-dress, then 
lie flat upon the back, or place a thin pillow beneath the 
head, if unable to bear having it rest so low. For a 
moment let all the muscles of the bod y  relax, then care
fully make an attempt to f e e l  the existence of the abdo
men, if so the act may be described ; that is, concentrate 
the mind on the abdominal muscles, and contract and 
expand them without moving any other muscles. To do 
this will be quite an effort at first; having been stretched 
and relaxed for a long time the torpid muscles will not 
respond quickly to the will. Do not touch the body with 
the hands, for the effort must be wholly from the sense of 
feeling forced into existence by the will power.

At first the flaccid muscles will not respond. Try again, 
fixing the mind upon the effort, and probably a slight 
contraction will be felt. Then try moving the hips from 
side to side, or lift them carefully from the bed, still with
out assistance from the hands. A  few movements will be 
sufficient; then try drawing up the muscles along the 
thighs and hips, and again return to the intestinal move
ment. Bear down with the muscles, then make the effort 
to raise the abdomen upward toward the stomach and 
chest, wholly by muscular contortion.

Five minutes of these movements will be sufficient at 
first ; but after a week’s practice every morning and night, 
unless very greatly relaxed and torpid, there will be felt a 
curious sensation of returning strength, very slight at first, 
and it will also be noticed that the ability to concentrate 
the will to make the entire consciousness bear upon the 
movement will be much less difficult. As the strength 
increases, the movement should include swaying the abdo
men from side to side, up and down, swelling it out, so to 
speak, then drawing it in strongly, not forgetting also to 
thoroughly exercise the muscles both on the inside and 
outside of the hips and thighs, or the entire pelvic region,

by alternate contraction and relaxation. After a time the 
power to move any portion of the abdominal muscles with 
considerable force will come, and then the muscles of the 
stomach and region of the liver should be made to fall into 
line.

It is quite a knack to learn to contract the muscles of the 
stomach. It is best learned by holding the chest muscles 
firm and expanding the lower rib-region, then contracting 
it, following the motion of breathing or of panting ; with
out taking in any breath, however, for the movement must 
be wholly muscular.

One is astonished to learn the number of muscles in 
these soft parts, of the existence of which we are physically 
almost unconscious, through disuse and neglect. One by 
one new ones will appear to surprise us, and the discovery 
of our ability to move and to actually control them will 
give a wonderful sense of lightness, self-confidence, and 
will-power, which will greatly lessen, and eventually over
come, that heavy, torpid, bloated, and “  all-gone” feeling 
ever present with some women.

Yet to accomplish all this will take time. While some 
improvement will be felt within a week, much patience and 
perseverance must be observed to gain each upward step. 
The encouraged muscles will soon begin to find their 
power, and once they make that discovery they will slowly 
but surely drive away all the fat and dead weight which 
has for years bound them down like slaves. It will re
quire months to effect a radical cure, but steady improve
ment will be noticed with every exercise conscientiously 
practiced. Severe cases of constipation will find speedy 
relief from the abdominal exercises, which stimulate the 
peristaltic movement of the intestines, and prevent the 
straining which* is a prolific cause of painful hemorrhoids.

The first step upward will be the gradual discovery of 
long-forgotten muscles ; the second, will be the power to 
readily move, at will, the abdomen, intestines, and stom
ach, wholly by muscular effort; the third step will be the 
power to free the intestines, at will, from the accumulated 
gases, thus preventing colic, and relieving it if present; 
the fourth, will be the gradual disappearance of the bulky, 
puffy, adipose tissue, followed by a surprising reduction 
of the size of the waist, which will become an inch or two 
longer over the hips and at the front, and correspondingly 
lessened in circumference ; the fifth step will be the 
gradual restoration of contractile power to the intestines, 
so that the natural peristaltic movement may be encour
aged to come to life and assert itself ; while the sixth and 
last step will be the relief from distention and unnecessary 
bulk, the firmly established peristaltic movement, the daily 
passage from the heretofore torpid bowels, the improved 
condition of the digestive organs, and a remarkable sense 
of warmth and strength all through the pelvic region.

The hips and abdomen should now be flat, well-con
tracted, firm, and well able to take good care of their 
owner. But, this accomplished, do not make the mistake 
of dropping the exercises. By this  time the practice 
should have become partly mechanical, and an established 
habit which should remain with everyone. Your body 
supports your weight for fully fifteen hours out of the 
twenty-four ; can you not spare, for its reward, your 
attention for at least ten minutes every night and every 
morning ? Is that asking too much?

W. C. Moorland.

The lands are lit
With all the autumn blaze of goldenrod ;
And everywhere the purple asters nod
And bend and wave and flit.

H e l e n  H u n t .
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OUR GIRLS.
AUNT LIDA’S HOLIDAY.MARCELLA stood in her barely furnished room, her 

  small hands clenched, looking down with angry eyes 
upon her shabby, ill-fitting gown. It was against her will 
that she had come the year before to live with her two 
maiden aunts in the old home, but she had had no choice, 
and at her mother’s death had been obliged to accept the 
only refuge offered her.

It was such a wretchedly tumble-down old house ; and 
Millington, two miles distant, was an isolated, sleepy little 
town. Aunt Rita was old, and partially paralyzed and 
deaf ; while Aunt Lida, slim and angular, with her shower 
of spindling curls, tried to appear ridiculously youthful for 
a woman who must be thirty-five, at least!

The trio had been sitting as usual that morning in the 
great, sunny kitchen, where Marcella was learning to 
"  tack ” the heavy comfortable on the quilting-frame, when 
the Millington stage driver had handed in the letter which 
had had such an opposite effect upon two of the little circle.

“  Now who can it be from ? ” Aunt Rita had said, adjust
ing her glasses with unsteady hands. “  It’s postmarked 
New York, an’ the writin’s kinder familiar. Girls, do you 
s’pose Cousin Mar’gret Beekman could ’a' wrote ? ”

“  Maybe she has ! ” cried Lida ; "  an' maybe she’s wrote 
to say she’s sent us a bundle of old clothes ! Hers are 
always so nice ; and ”—glancing at her own sadly anti
quated gown—"  I hope there’ll be something that’ll do for 
me, with sleeves real fashionable an’ big ! ”

“  Why don’t you read it ? ” asked Marcella, with youth
ful impatience.

“ We don’t get letters every day, child,” Aunt Rita said, 
with a quaver of reproach, as she solemnly broke the seal.

“  Here, Lida,” she added, after a moment’s pause,  "you 
read it aloud. Young folks has better eyesight than old 
uns, arter all.”

Marcella’s lips curved scornfully, for even Lida seemed 
to have some difficulty in deciphering the tall, angular 
handwriting. But at last, amid frequent ejaculations of 
astonishment and delight, the contents reached the listen
er’s ears. The letter was indeed from the wealthy, wid
owed cousin in New York, and the gist of it was this: 
Mrs. Beekman was going South for a time, but the friends 
she had expected to join had changed their plans, and she 
wanted someone with her as companion for the six or more 
weeks before her friends should come. Remembering her 
pleasant visits at the old home in her youth, she now 
wanted to repay her cousins’ hospitality by inviting Lida 
to go to Washington with her. If she could do so, Mrs. 
Beekman would not only pay all her expenses, but would 
also send money at once to provide whatever traveling 
outfit she might require.

It was as if the sky had suddenly opened before Lida 
Marlow and she had caught a glimpse of heaven through 
the crack. She was in a perfect tremor of ecstasy, and 
there was no question but she could go. During all these 
years since Rita had had her “  stroke,” Lida had never left 
her for a night or day ; but here was Marcella now, who could 
unquestionably fill her place during her six weeks’ absence, 
and so the beautiful holiday of which Lida had dreamed 
ever since her early youth was unexpectedly about to be
come a reality at last!

As Lida was awkwardly penning her delighted reply, 
Marcella stood in her small, bare room, filled with dismay 
at the dreary prospect opening out before her. Oh ! it was 
hard to be young and have all pleasure denied h er! If

she could only have a pretty new traveling-outfit, and go 
away from this endless routine of dish-washing and clean
ing up and mending of frayed garments and caring for 
helpless Aunt Rita, and have a happy holiday in a beauti
ful, gay city, why then—even if she had to return to this 
dreary home once more—she would have something to 
look back upon and dream over her whole life long.

But such happiness was not for her. It was only Aunt 
Lida, with her ridiculous girlishness and love of faded 
finery, to whom such an opportunity should come. And 
more than ever Marcella rebelled against her hard lot, 
and thought contemptuously of the harmless foibles of the 
two poor women to whom she owed her daily bread and 
the roof that sheltered her.

They made no outward show of affection themselves, 
and so had taken Marcella’s undemonstrativeness as a 
matter of course. Their dead half-brother’s only child was 
their nearest of kin ; and though they said she “  warn’t 
much Marlow but in name,” they willingly shared all they 
had with her, and without ever suspecting that she in 
silence scorned both it and them.

After the coming of Mrs. Beekman’s letter and before 
the time set for Lida’s departure, Marcella grew more un
happy every day. It was bad enough that Aunt Lida 
should be going away ; but it was harder yet to passively 
help make the new blue serge,—just such a gown as she 
longed for and could not have,—and to listen silently to 
the endless instructions about everything that she must 
do during the six long weeks when Lida would be gone. 
Marcella became so taciturn as the days went on that un
observant Aunt Rita noticed it.

“  What ails the child?” she said. “  She grows queerer 
an' more one-sided every day.”

But Lida was not disturbed ; she was as near to perfect 
happiness as she had ever been in her life. The new 
gown, with the biggest of leg o ’ mutton sleeves, was 
nearing completion ; she had chosen the pattern herself ; 
Miss Lane, the Millington dressmaker, had fitted it, and 
whatever Marcella’s faults might be she was a clever 
needlewoman and more handy than Lida herself. She 
had a new “  mantle,” too, of the latest and most youthful 
fashion, and the prettiest new hat imaginable.

It was on the day the blue serge was completed that the 
crisis came. Aunt Rita had been unusually trying ; even 
Lida’s infinite patience was sorely taxed, and Marcella’s 
small stock was entirely exhausted. Suddenly the young 
girl threw down the stocking she was darning and bolted 
from the room. Lida looked after her, amazed. Then 
she swiftly followed her, while Aunt Rita, who sat facing 
the window, and whose deafness prevented her from 
hearing their abrupt departure, fretted querulously on. 
But Marcella heard the patter of following footsteps and 
turned suddenly.

“  Why do you always follow me and spy upon me ? ” she 
cried, desperately. “  Can’t I have even a minute to my
self ? or must I sit and sew for you forever, without any 
pleasure or a moment I can call my own ? I ’ve never been 
happy since I came to this hateful house ! And now to be 
left alone with her—I shall die!  I ’m just a slave, that’s 
all, and nobody cares anything about me ! ”

“  Girls,” came Aunt Rita’s quavering voice, as she 
turned and missed them, “  girls, where be ye ? ”

“  ' Girls ' ! ” Marcella echoed, with scorn. “  There’s only 
one girl in this house, and her girlhood is dreary enough!” 

The swiftness of her sharp speech and all the bitter in
justice of it fell upon Lida like a blow.

“  What do you mean, ’Celia?” she gasped. “  Did you  
want to—go to Washington?”

“  ‘ Washington ' ! ” the girl cried, bitterly. “  I never was
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asked!  Nobody ever wanted me. I wouldn’t go now,—if 
I  was paid for i t ! ”

Then she rushed up the few remaining stairs to her 
room, and bolting the door behind her, broke into passion
ate tears.
 As the next uncomfortable day drew on towards eve

ning, Lida began to ail. She, too, had been unusually 
silent all day, but the first sign she gave of feeling bad 
was when she set about brewing herself some boneset tea. 
After that Aunt Rita began to worry lest she should get 
 "down sick,” and be unable to join Mrs. Beekman upon 

the now near-appointed day ; but Lida ‘‘ guessed ” she 
 would “ be all right soon.”

 She did not seem to improve, however, and on the 
morning before she was to go she came downstairs with 
her head all swathed and pinned up in a towel.
 “ What am I going to d o ? ” she said. “ With a face 
swelled up the size o ’ two, a body couldn’t think of goin’ 
to New York to jine Cousin Marg’r e t ; yet I can’t bear to 
disapp’int her, with her plans all made an* tickets bought 
for two. Look here, Marcella, s’pose I send you in my 
place? I really ain’t equal to goin ' , an' if I write to Cousin 
Marg’ret an’ tell her how it was, I guess she won’t mind. 
A n ' ’Celia, you’ll have to wear that new blue serge with 
the beautiful big sleeves ; I shouldn’t wonder if '  'twould be 
a perfect fit,—we’re jest the same height, an’ it’s a leetle 
(loose for me. You ’ll need it, an' the mantle, too,—an’ the 
new hat. Oh, my ! ” she interrupted herself with a groan. 
 Marcella stared at her aunt with an expression of min

gled amazement and joy . “  Do you really mean it? ” she 
asked, eagerly.

 “ Of course I mean it,”  said Lida. “  How could anyone 
go lookin’ like th is! Go try ’em on now, quick, while I 
write to Cousin Marg’ret. Then I ’ll come an’ pack the 
trunk for you. Oh, dear ! that pesky tooth ! ” and she 
turned abruptly away.
 That day passed rapidly enough, and Marcella was in a 

rapture of excitement. She could hardly believe it true 
that she was really to go to Washington in her Aunt 
Lida’s place, and she guiltily felt that she was not as sorry 
as she perhaps should be for the unlucky sufferer. Even 
when she awoke the next morning she trembled lest Aunt 
Lida should have recovered sufficiently to change her mind. 
But when she went downstairs, at last, arrayed in the 
fashionable blue serge gown, which fitted her slender 
figure to perfection, Aunt Rita was in her usual place by 
the window, and Lida was busy getting the breakfast, her 
head still tied up, and looking more woe-begone than ever. 
 “  W us an’ wus,” she answered, shortly, to Marcella’s 

question. “  Come, eat your breakfast. You took so long 
prinkin’ that like enough the stage’ll be here afore you’re 
done.”
 Indeed, the stage did come lumbering along soon after ; 

land while the little old trunk was being strapped on 
behind, the young girl, with the most joyous face she had 
worn since she made her entrance into the old home, bent 
to give Aunt Rita the required good-bye kiss.
 “  Take care of yourself, child, an' don’t make Cousin 

 Marg’ret one bit of trouble,” Aunt Rita said, in querulous 
warning. “  Like enough Lida’s goin’ to be down sick in 
her bed, an' me all but helpless in my chair,—while you’re 
 a-gallavantin’ round Washington ! ” 

 “  ’Tw on’t be so bad as that,” interposed Lida, a forlorn 
enough figure as she looked at her pretty young niece with 

w istful eyes. “  Enjoy it all you can, ’Celia,” she added, 
earnestly, “  an’ try to b ’lieve we did care for you, after 
all .”
 Then the stage rolled away with Marcella inside ; and 

as it disappeared around the bend in the road, Lida un

wound the towel from her thin, unswollen face, and 
having wiped her eyes upon it she folded it carefully and 
laid it away.

“  So this is Marcella Marlow,” Mrs. Beekman said, curi
ously scanning the young girl’s bright face just after her 
arrival late that same afternoon. "  And your Aunt Lida is 
sick, you say, and so sent you in her place to accompany me 
to Washington ? ” Mrs. Beekman’s well-bred face hid every 
trace of her mingled amusement and annoyance at her 
country cousin’s presumption. “ And this is her letter of 
explanation? Well, sit down, and excuse me a moment 
while I read it.”

Marcella obeyed, and cast quick, admiring glances at 
Mrs. Beekman, so handsome and well dressed, thinking 
with a touch of scorn of the forlorn figure of Aunt Lida as 
she had seen her last, with her tied-up face and the shower 
of faded yellow curls.

Suddenly Mrs. Beekman looked up from the letter and 
her eyes rested upon Marcella with curious attention.

“  Do you know what your aunt has written m e?” she 
questioned.

“  No, ma’am,” said Marcella, all at once feeling stragnely 
small and shy.

“  Then read this, dear, and learn what a kind and gen
erous soul your Aunt Lida is.”

This is what Marcella read :
“ D ear cousin Margret.

“ I was all but ready to come to you and very Happy 
when I found that my Niece Marcella was very Miserable. 
She is Young an she wants to have a Good time, poor 
Thing an its Right she should. I know for I never had 
much Good times when I was Young an I ’ve allways been 
Hoping for them an when your Kind letter came I thought 
I was going to Have them now. But I can get along 
without Them better than Marcella can though jest at first 
I couldn’t bear the Thought of Giving it all up. An so I 
take the Liberty of sending Marcella to go with you in my 
Place hoping you will Excuse the Liberty for I want her 
to be Happy an so would sister Rita if she knew. A n its 
no matter about

“  your Obliged an Affectionate cousin
“ L ida Marlow .

“  P. S. I made Believe to Marcella that I was Sick an 
couldn’t go. ’Twasn’t right to Deceive her but I couldn’t 
see no Other w ay.”

Mrs. Beekman watched Marcella as she read her aunt’s 
strange letter, and she saw the look of amazement, and 
the quick flush which overspread the young girl’s face from 
chin to brow. Suddenly Marcella sprang up. There was 
a new and tender expression in her lovely eyes.

“  Oh ! how good and kind she is ! ” she cried, impetu
ously. “  And I never dreamed of it,—I never knew ! I 
thought she was really sick, and— ” hanging her head in 
sudden shame “  I didn’t care,—except to be glad to wear 
her pretty new clothes, and go instead of her. I must go  
right back,” eagerly. “  Couldn’t I go to-night? And I 
will take care of Aunt Rita and do everything, willingly, 
while Aunt Lida goes to Washington and has her lovely 
holiday with you.”

Then Mrs. Beekman smiled and rose to kiss the peni
tent, flushed young face.

“  That is the right spirit, my dear,” she said, with appro
bation,  "and I will write and tell Aunt Lida exactly what 
you want to do. But because she has schemed so gener
ously to give you pleasure, I will take you to Washington 
to-morrow, for two or three weeks; then you shall go home 
and take care of Aunt Rita while Lida comes to me, for she 
must not miss her happy holiday.” Judith Spencer.
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HOME ART AND HOME 
COMFORT.

HINTS ABOUT HALLS.

T  is a fact worthy of 
note, because deserv
ing of remedy, that 
many people seem to 
feel less interest in 
making their halls at

tractive and pleasant than is the case 
about any room in the house. The old 
carpet which is too faded to bear inspec
tion in the bedroom is put down in the 
hall. The best pictures are hung in the 
parlor ; the old ones in shabby frames 
may go in the hall, because it is dark, per
haps, because no one will linger there 

long—because, in short, it is the hall. It may be that a 
little thought about this matter will prove that the above 
is a mistaken attitude, and one which, after all, is not so 
difficult of adjustment.

It is true that the average hall is dark; can nothing 
be done to lighten it? Certainly it is a fact that our 
family and guests do not spend much of their time there, 
for which reason, argues the home-maker, there is the less 
use in paying any attention to it. But might it not be 
made so attractive as to really give us an extra room 
in which we would wish to linger? There is no more 
pleasant sitting-room than a hall of reasonable breadth, 
suitably fitted up and made cozy in its surroundings ; and 
that this can be done, with little expenditure of either 
time or money, has been proved in more than one instance 
of which the writer knows.

Let us consider a few of the many ways in which this 
may be accomplished. W e will take into consideration 
the two general styles of halls or “  entries,” the one which 
is long, narrow, and uninteresting, the other which is 
broader, more nearly approaching a square, and which 
offers the better chance for improvement.

For the long and narrow hall but few suggestions can 
be given, as such a one can at best only be made a pleas
ant passage-way, and can hardly serve as a living-room. 
A s the first difficulty in such a hallway is its darkness, let 
us, in the beginning, secure a light felt paper ; if there 
is but little money to spend it will pay to put most 
of it in the papering, and thus get as much light as 
possible.

Unless the hall be subjected to much wear and tear, it 
may be found profitable to cover the floor with a light, 
cheap matting. Being inexpensive, this can easily be re
placed, and so kept fresh ; and this quality of freshness is 
a great advantage which the matting possesses over the 
good old Brussels carpet warranted to wear for years after 
it becomes shabby and forlorn. Of course, however, any 
practical mother of a family will understand that such 
suggestions as the above are not intended for use in a 
large family of little ones, where small hands will quickly 
soil the paper, and little boots promptly wear holes in the 
matting.

The pictures for such a hall as this dark one will 
need to be of such subjects as can readily be seen ; no 
tiny etchings or pen-and-ink drawings to strain the eye
sight, but a few clear engravings and a good water-color 
here and there, if possible. Further to aid in lighting, we 
may hang a " fairy-lamp ” or two in the long expanse ;

with the following directions it will cost but little to keep 
them burning most of the time.

Instead of the usual expensive “  fairy tapers,” get at a 
Catholic book-store a little box of German night-tapers ; 
the cost of such a box is six cents, and it will be found to 
hold about one hundred small wooden button-molds, with 
a tiny taper running through each. A  quart bottle of 
cottonseed oil from the druggist will cost twenty-five 
cents, and will last for many weeks ; and by filling our 
fairy-lamp with this oil, and setting one of the tapers 
alight in it, we have, at almost no expense, a clear little 
light burning for hours.

And now some consideration as to furnishing the broader 
style of hall, which may at times be utilized as a room. 
Perhaps the space is sm all; if so, the more need for keep
ing its furnishings modest and unobtrusive.

Suppose we start with a hall, say seven by twelve feet, 
in a house that is old, with the boards of the floor discour- 
agingly jagged and worm-eaten. Inquiries into the price 
of parquetry flooring bring our rash dreams of a new floor 
down to the practical level of staining the old one, after 
which we shall need a rug which will nearly cover it. 
Such a rug may be, if our purse allows it, either Smyrna, 
Byzantine, or any of the beautiful and costly makes now 
in use ; or it may be a simple ingrain art-square, or a Jap
anese jute rug, lovely in color, artistic in design, and at a 
cost of about one-tenth of the more elaborate one. It 
will, in either case, be fresh and inviting, as the old, 
worn-out carpet could never be ; and may have the ad
vantage of frequent shakings when taken up weekly that 
the boards may be wiped free from dust.

Mirrors, as we all know, are a wonderful help in ap
parently enlarging any space ; so one which of old occu
pied a long, upright corner is now turned sideways and 
hung along one wall. A t once the hall seems twice as 
large, and its furnisher plucks up courage. Framed pict
ures are scarce, but many little mats of cartridge-paper 
are available ; so, on the walls of pale, grayish green are 
tacked several such mats in soft tones of terra-cotta and 
fawn-color, each inclosing a little pen reproduction or 
engraving of some excellence.

Useful, too, for the walls, will be some of the little plas
ter casts, in low relief, which wandering Italians have 
been placing before the public for some time. There is a 
very beautiful long panel of children, by Prud’hon ; a 
lion in semi-relief, by Barye ; a figure in Donatello’s ex
quisite m odeling: any of these, and innumerable others, 
are helpful in surrounding us with objects of real beauty. 
They are, as it were, a little link betw een ourselves and 
the masters whose work they are, bringing us to realize 
how faithfully these men worked to give to the world 
something of the great gift which had been intrusted to 
them, and awakening us to a wider and more sympathetic 
knowledge of the large field of art.

Books and lamps are, of all things, most helpful as an 
adjunct of coziness ; so below the mirror a rather dilapi
dated shelf finds place, which, after a vigorous varnishing, 
will never betray its age. It holds various alluring vol
umes— Browning's poems, Emerson’s essays, Lowell, 
Whittier, and other household friends— with a small lamp 
whereby one may see the familiar names by night. On a 
table below, the latest magazines find place, with a port
folio of clippings and sketches to interest the visitor.

A  little bamboo umbrella-stand takes the place of the 
elaborate china ones many times as expensive ; it is deco
rative in color and form, and there is no fear of breakage. 
But where shall our friends hang their hats? A  hall 
without a hat-rack seems indeed at fa u lt; yet in so small 
a space there is no room for the cumbersome “  hall-piece ”



DEM O REST'S F A M IL Y  M AGAZINE. 663

which has always been considered a needful accompani
ment to the well-regulated entry.

But, in the first place, is it needful ? Suppose in imag
ination we hang a pair of deer’s antlers over the umbrella- 
stand, and place beside the stand a quaint old chair ; will 
not the one suffice for hats, and the other for such wraps 
as may be laid aside in the average small hallway ? Then 
our antlers will be high enough to be out of the way, and 
the chair will nave the advantage of use in other ways 
when not put to that above mentioned. Perhaps we may 
have such antlers already in the house, perhaps we may 
buy them ourselves, or, more pleasant yet, they may be 
the gift o f some friend whose thoughtfulness is ever being 
shown in providing the right thing for the right place; 
at all events, we are glad to have thought of them before 
getting that large nat-rack.

Now that the hall is nearly complete, there may be a 
corner or two which looks bare. In one may be placed a 
few cat-tails picked green last summer and kept for some 
such use ; in another, a tall, coarse, wicker scrap-basket 
will hold some of the brown tassels of a tall swamp grass 
and some decorative heads of “  Joe Pye weed,” a stout

plant whose rusty-pur
plish blooms are con
spicuous in low, wet 
places in the late sum
mer. Dried g r a s s e s  
have not a very good 
name as a means of dec
oration, and when one 
s e e s  t h e m  in stiff

A C O ZY  C O R N E R  IN A H A LL.

bunches, perhaps colored artificially and pushed into a bril
liantly-colored vase on the mantelpiece, the objection must 
be acknowledged a valid one. But this is a very different 
thing from  a loose, artistic collection of the larger kinds of 
grasses, with perhaps a few  dried seed-stalks of the curled 
dock,— a pleasant little symphony in brown.

T he few  hints here given are intended merely as an in
troduction to the many other ways in which our hallways 
m ay be made homelike and beautiful. When we need a 
little quiet, and withdraw with our work from the family 
sitting-room  into the cozy hall, its pleasant atmosphere 
will, I think, amply repay us for the time spent upon it.

E lizabeth M. H allowell.

WHAT WOMEN ARE DOING.
Mme. Casimir-Perier has followed the example of her hus

band, the ex-President of Prance, and learned to ride on the 
bicycle. She practices daily with Mme. de Bourqueney, wife of 
the former “  introducer of ambassadors.”

Princess Maud of W ales has led the fashionable world 
of England in the matter of cycling. When on her wheel she 
is generally dressed in some neat tailor-made costume with a 
plain skirt, somewhat similar to a riding habit.

Miss N ellie Murphy is room-clerk in a large hotel at 
Colorado Springs. She is said to be the only woman who holds 
such a position in a large hotel in this country, though in Eng
land similar positions are frequently held by women.

Miss A gnes Briggs, daughter of Professor C. A. Briggs, 
of Union Theological Seminary, is serving as a nurse in St. 
Luke’s Hospital, New York. At the end of her term of service 
she is to be ordained a Deaconess. She devoted two years to 
study preparatory to her experience in nursing.

Lady Spencer Clifford, of England, has just passed with 
first honors the first examination for a sea-captain’s license, and if 
she desires to do so she can now serve as master of any ship on 
the high seas ; but her immediate purpose is to be qualified as 
captain of her own yacht.

Over one thousand cat-boats and yachts are owned and 
sailed by young women on the coast of Maine and Massa
chusetts. They vary as much as men in their management, 
some being slow and cautious, and others very swift and reck
less.

Mrs. James R. McK ee, the daughter of ex-President Har 
rison, is much interested in the new patriotic organization, the 
Children of the American Revolution, of which Mrs. Daniel 
Lothrop is president. One of her ideas is to get the members 
to memorize and sing correctly America’s National hymns, “  My 
Country, ’tis of Thee,” “ The Star-Spangled Banner,” “  Col
umbia, the Gem of the Ocean,” and all the other songs and 
anthems which fill every true American heart with a thrill of 
pride and enthusiasm.

T hree gifted colored women participated in the recent 
World’s W. C. T. U. Convention in London: Mrs. Amanda 
Smith, born a slave in Virginia, who has circumnavigated the 
globe as an evangelist, and worked long and earnestly for her 
race in Africa ; Mrs. Lucy Thurman, of Michigan, for four years 
elected president of a white W. C. T. U. without a dissenting 
vote, and superintendent of the colored work in the United 
States; and Miss Hallie Q. Brown, the accomplished speaker 
and Professor of Elocution in Wilberforce University, Ohio.

Beatrice Harraden had made a local name for herself as 
a performer on the ’cello before she turned her attention to liter
ature. Ill-health, which left her physically unable to stand the 
fatigue of playing the musical instrument, forced her to lay down 
the bow and take up the pen; but she occasionally entertains 
friends in her California home with music. Miss Harraden likes 
California, though she thinks its climate overrated. She has 
been doing but little work, and she returns to London in Sep
tember for the winter. In refusing to give a reporter her im
pressions of things in general she said : “  Impressions are what 
I sell; they are my stock in trade.”

Miss Mary W ilkins recently won a prize of two thousand 
dollars in the detective-story competition ; but this is not her first 
success of the kind. Her earliest published story, “  The Ghost 
Family,” secured her the prize of fifty dollars for which it was 
written. Miss Wilkins’s bad chirography handicapped her early 
efforts to gain a publisher’s favor. She writes an immature, 
school-girl hand that used to prejudice publishers' “  readers ” 
against her, though now they are glad enough to see it. For 
this reason a story she sent to a New York periodical remained 
unread for a long time, and reached the editor’s notice only in a 
rare moment of leisure.
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HOUSEHOLD.
A CHAPTER ON TEAKETTLES.

I HAVE always had a warm regard for a teakettle. Not 
that I am especially fond of tea, but because around 
the teakettle cluster all the dear associations of child

hood, youth, and home. People may sentimentalize as 
they like about the beauties of the word “  hearthstone ;

hearths have not been made of 
stone for a long time, and in 
these days plenty of homes are 

 made without any
real hearth at all. 
B u t w h a t  is a 
hearthstone with- 
o u t a teakettle ? 
There may be, and 
are, homes without

a hearth ; but it would be hard to find a home without a 
teakettle. I never saw but one case of such destitution 
among supposedly civilized beings, and I made haste to 
supply the crying want at the very next 
Christmas-time.

No family can be properly reared with- 
out a teakettle. If I never had occasion 
to use a drop of hot water I would still  
have a teakettle, because of its home- 
like physiognomy and its consoling song, 
and because it expresses all manner of    
domestic comfort, coziness, cheerfulness, 
and peace ; for the same reason that I 
would have the “ Farmers' Alm anac" 
hanging under the end of the mantelpiece in the kitchen, 
and a smooth, plump, well-fed, and self-satisfied cat lying 
in the sunshine on the broad window-sill. True, the 
cat digs up my window-plants, scratches the sofa into 
rags whenever he gets into the sitting-room, comes 
out of his warm nest in the shed and howls at the 
backdoor in the night, and is fully determined to sleep 
anywhere else but on the window-sill; but when he does 
happen to be bribed or coaxed into lying there five min
utes, I am ready to forgive him everything for the sake of 
the peaceful, prosperous, comfortable air which he gives 
to my humble establishment. But even he could not 
make it seem like home without the presence of a tea
kettle.

There are teakettles and teakettles, however. In the 
course of many years of housekeeping I have tried many 
kinds. A  tin teakettle, although it has the advantages of 
being quickly heated and not heavy to lift, has about it an 
air of superficiality and temporariness quite out of keeping 
with the settled conservatism of a permanent hom e: it 
rusts very soon, and leaks before you know it, and it does 
not sing w ell; there is a sort of shallow half-heartedness in 
its very voice. It is too short-lived to be a good, solid, 
chronic member of the family.

Then there is the iron teakettle, beloved of our grand
mothers ; a sturdy, solid, dependable institution, a socia
ble, responsible, trustworthy friend. It is supposed to 
have been an iron teakettle which the canny Scotch boy 
watched and studied, gathering from its fluttering lid and 
impatient puffs of escaping vapor the odd notions concern
ing the force and possibilities of steam, which he after 
ward put in so wonderful practice. True, the iron tea
kettle is heavy, and sometimes, in its earlier experience, it 
has a bad habit of rusting inwardly. It can never be 
made brilliant nor handsome, but by much washing and 
rubbing it achieves, after a while, a mild, smiling polish 
that is very comely and pleasant to see. After trying

many kinds, I am inclined to the belief that the old-fash
ioned cast-iron teakettle, clumsy, heavy, and homely 
though it be, is, after all, the most faithful, dependable, 
comforting, and satisfactory, and holds in its warm black 
bosom more of the spirit and tradition of home than any 
other of the genus.

But I admit that at one time I wavered from the faith 
of my grandmothers, and wandered after strange g o d s ; 
my ambition reached out after a copper teakettle. I then 
lived at a serious distance from the metropolis and the 
latitude of copper teakettles—they are not often included 
in the merchandise of rural markets—and I had never 
lived with one.

My fond imagination pictured it as always bright and 
shining, as never touched by rust, as light to lift and han
dle, and easy to keep clean ; in brief, the very ideal of a 
teakettle. I passed scornfully by the temptingly smooth 
and pretty “  agate” affairs in the hollow-waremen’s win
dows ; I was not even won from my purpose by the bright 
nickel-plated teakettles which promised to be joys forever ; 
nothing but copper would satisfy my exacting sou l; and 

finally I found myself the proud posses
sor of my ideal tea kettle.

I also found that copper teakettles are 
very unlike human beings in some re
spects, one of which is that they are paid 
for according to their capacity. A  dollar 
a quart! Nine dollars, in good coin of 
the realm, was the price of my new ac
quisition; and I felt that, though desir
able, it was not dear. How handsome it 
looked, enthroned on the nicely washed 

range (for I never will have the top of my cooking-range 
defiled with black-lead) and shining so beautifully with 
that peculiar pink-golden luster of new copper ! H ow fine

the swell of its 
capacious s i d e s  ! 
How like a swan’s 
neck the curve of 
its graceful spout! 
And what a smooth, 
r o u n d ,  c r y s t a l  

stream it poured ! And, 
above all, when it felt the 
fervent heat from the 

r ange, and knew it was 
time to think of supper, 

what a sweet, suggestive, meditative, musical voice it 
h a d !

And how, for days, weeks, and months, it was petted 
a n d  adm ired! It 
was not enough to  
w a s h  i t  tenderly 
with a soft white 
cloth at every dish
washing, but half a 
dozen times a day it 
was carefully rubbed 
free from e v e r y  
speck of dust, by the hand of 
its worshiper, who would then 
sit down, near by, and regard 
its splendors with half-closed 
eyes, and listen to its soft, 
monotonous singing, until the  
room seemed full of phan
toms called out o f the far-away past by that siren song, 
as ghost-compelling as that of the witch of Endor.

Yet candor after a time compelled the infatuated owner
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to admit that her magnificent teakettle resembled a human 
friend in one or two particulars; it did not do a bit better 
for being handsome, and its beauty faded early. Too, too 
soon, its brightness began to grow cloudy. Washing 
would clean, but not brighten it. The heat to which it was 
continually exposed, the touch of a drop of water, the gas 
from burning coal, even the innocent air itself, stained and 
changed its brilliant surface, and it grew red and dowdy 
and dim and discouraged-looking, continually reminding 
its fanciful owner of some bright young girl-bride con
demned too early and too constantly to kitchen work, and 
made to bear the burden and heat of the day until her 
complexion is ruined, her beauty spoiled, and her fate 
fixed—to stay forever in some dull comer with no ambi
tion but to respond continually to the calls of others for 
help and comfort, no amusement but to sing monotonous 
lullabies, and no value excepting as a convenience to those 
who look on her as a sort of fixture for their benefit, and. 
never think to thank or appreciate her silent and self-sac
rificing service.

Alas ! for the beautiful teakettle ! Rubbed with rotten- 
stone and various other devices for polishing kitchenware, 
it was bright for a little, and then went speedily back to 
its old, red dullness. Whiting and oil, soft pulverized 
brick, and sapolio had the same result. Then I tried half 
a lemon and salt, which has so beneficial an effect on brass 
kettles ; but while I was rubbing the second side the first 
one grew streaked and dull and ugly under my eyes, 
and the last state of that teakettle was worse than the 
first. Oxalic acid had the same effect; it would have been 
necessary to stand over it, half-bent, rubbing from morn
ing till night, to keep it presentable.

Was it worth while? After a prolonged struggle it was 
decided in the negative ; for in a family with only one 
servant there is really something else for the mistress of 
the house to do besides polishing the teakettle. So I gave 
it up, encouraged by a daring neighbor who assured me in 
confidence that she long ago gave up trying to keep her 
copper boiler bright, and contented her conscience with 
knowing it to be clean.

For months before I formally gave up trying to make 
my teakettle brighten the whole kitchen, it had served the 
purpose of a sort of moral and spiritual barometer, from 
which my mental and physical condition might be quite 
accurately determined. If I felt perfectly well and in good 
spirits, and was not too much burdened, it “ shone as a 
glass,” or, better, like the brass finishings of a locomotive, 
which must always remain the wonder and the despair of 
envious housekeepers who cannot discover the secret of the 
transparent varnish which preserves them perennially 
brilliant, through shine and storm. If I were ill or un
usually depressed, or overburdened with “  much serving,” 
it grew dim accordingly, as being eminently sympathetic 
and responsive. No lover’s emerald could be more sensi
tive to every subtle change in its owner.

But the reign of my splendid teakettle as my tyrant is 
over. It held me with the grip of absolute monarchy for 
years on years ; but at last, to use a daring figure, my foot 
is on its neck. I now see that it is washed twice a day, 
and allow it to take on what colors it chooses. It has by 
degrees deepened from dull red to brownish green, and is 
fast becoming a fine old-bronze tint; and I am not going 
to waste my time and spoil my finger-nails in scouring it 
pink again, until I receive warning of approaching guests 
(of the sort who w ill visit the kitchen), or until I wish to 
celebrate a family birthday.

What is the use, I now bravely ask, in rubbing one’s life 
away on a copper teakettle ? It vexes me sore to think of 
the precious hours I have wasted, in obedience to the

“ household hints” and “ care of the kitchen” depart
ments of stupid newspapers and cookbooks, standing half
bent over that willful teakettle, spoiling my poor hands and 
staining my nails with verdigris in bringing it up to regu
lation brightness, only to see it dim and darken again 
before night. It would have profited me more, body, 
mind and spirit, to say nothing of estate, had I purchased 
an iron teakettle for one-ninth the money in the beginning, 
and spent the time I should thus have gained, sitting on 
the back door-step and watching the Phoebe-birds in the 
chestnut-tree. (Nobody is so brave and defiant as the 
slave who after years of cowardly submissiveness suddenly 
bolts from his tyrant and is free !)

It cannot be said of my teakettle that its beauty is skin- 
deep. There, again, it does not resemble a human being, 
for it is only its surface that grows ugly with time ; the 
pure metal beneath remains as bright as ever. And its 
moral character, despite the cloud of oxygenation which 
rests on it, is excellent; it never fails in its duty ; if prop
erly attended to, it is always full, and always hot. An 
empty teakettle, or a cold one, should never be allowed in 
any well-regulated family. Nothing is more vexatious 
than when, in some sharp need of hot water, one seeks the 
teakettle and finds it cold or empty. It is like seeking a 
human soul for help and sympathy, and finding it entitled 
to the same adjectives.

But no matter whether a teakettle be made of tin, iron, 
or copper, the only really bad teakettle is the cold and 
empty one; so if the housekeeper would avoid incon
venience, fretfulness, delay, impatience, and all unchar
itableness, let her see to it that her teakettle, whether 
black as Erebus, or scoured until she can see her face in 
it, is always full and always hot. Elizabeth A kers.

GRACE BEFORE MEAT.
(See Full-page Oil P icture.)

T he charming full-page picture which is given with this 
number of Demorest’s will, we think, furnish much pleas
ure in the nursery, where it will at the same time teach 
a lesson in good manners and the exercise of wholesome 
self-restraint. If the wise mother-dog can keep her im
patient brood of cunning pups in order till she says the 
word ‘ ‘ go,” think you little folks will not be ashamed to 
be found less obedient ? A  charming idea is to arrange 
a bench-show in one corner of the nursery, gathering 
there all the beautiful pictures of dogs which can be 
gleaned from various sources.

AN UNPLEASANT DISCOVERY.
(See Full-page G ravure.)

It is a glimpse of a love scene which is not all couleur 
de rose that we have given in this attractive black-and- 
white. Though the apparent details are simple in the ex
treme, they are most artfully chosen of such a nature as 
to stimulate the imagination. What mystery and seclu
sion lie behind that old stone wall ? And is the garden 
gate usually locked? The spying damsel in the Marie 
Antoinette fichu could tell us, if she would; but 
her “ unpleasant discovery” completely absorbs her 
attention.
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THE WORLD'S PROGRESS.
C U R R E N T  TO PICS, N O TE S AN D  COM M EN TS ON 

E V E N T S OF T H E  D A Y .— IN T E R E S T IN G  SUB
JE CT S AN D  N O TA B LE  TH IN G S W H ICH  

H AVE O CCU RRED  D U R IN G  T H E  
PA ST M O N TH .— CO N TEM PO R A 

NEOUS H IST O R Y  FROM  A F A 
M IL IA R  PO IN T OF VIEW .

Great Britain’s Political Change.
It is certainly no common political event that has transpired 

in Great Britain. The Liberals have been overthrown by the 
Conservatives, both in Parliament and in a general election. For 
ten years the main political issue has been Home Rule for Ire
land. It attained prominence under Parnell’s leadership, many 
of the Irish members uniting with him to set aside every 
other question, and working alone for its prominence and ad
vancement. It broke the ranks of the Liberals, the so-called 
Liberal-Unionists acting with the Conservatives. After Par
nell’s death, Gladstone gave to Home Rule a more national rep
resentation and leadership, and put into it all the extraordinary 
weight and energy of his character. But Home Rule for Ireland 
meant a separate parliament at Dublin, and to many this was an 
alarming feature of the plan, for the reason that the separate 
parliament would create a precedent for Scotland and Wales, 
which would shortly demand parliaments of their own. Those 
who felt this alarm looked upon such a movement, even for Ire
land alone, as a step toward the disintegration of the United 
Kingdom. The measure succeeded in the House of Commons, 

but was rejected in the House of Lords, 
and the anathemas of many were called 
down upon the latter. Lord Rosebery, 
in March of last year, succeeded Glad
stone as the Premier and leader of the 
party; “ the grand old man” having 
resigned, ostensibly on account of the 
infirmities of his great age, although it 
was claimed that he was driven from 
office by plotters in his own party. 
Rosebery’s cry at once was " Down with 
the Lords ! ” His leadership proved in
tensely unpopular, and has recently 
culminated in the downfall of himself 
and his party.

With the present large Conservative 
majority, Home Rule will not, during 

the term of the present Parliament, be an issue in English 
politics, and this means postponement, in all likelihood, for 
six or seven years, at least. What new issue will be brought 
up does not yet appear; certainly none is showing itself that is 
likely to attract a tithe of the interest on this side of the 
Atlantic evinced in Irish Home Rule.

Before the Irish question attained such prominence, Mr. 
Joseph Chamberlain was closely associated with Mr. Gladstone 
in the leadership of the Liberal party. He now has a position 
of equal importance in the Conservative party, and in this there 
is a guarantee that it will prove progressive, and a great improve
ment upon the Toryism which so long permeated the Conserva
tive party, whose main object has been the retention of privileges 
by an extra-privileged class.
To Reform the Jury System.

The impression is growing that trial by jury as practiced in 
this country is not the perfection of justice it was once supposed 
to be. There can hardly be a graver responsibility than to judge 
whether a fellow-man is guilty of a crime; and to decide this 
momentous question requires an excellent understanding and the 
most careful consideration. The fact cannot be overlooked that 
a great number of jurors bring neither of these qualifications to 
the performance of their duties. To the most intelligent and 
competent class of men, jury duty under the methods now in 
vogue is distasteful. It is not difficult to plead bias in the 
case and thus escape, leaving the jury-box to be filled chiefly 
with inferior men, who do not possess the ability to thoroughly 
sift the mass of evidence which is presented to them, and who 
are too easily swayed by the attorneys or by one or two strong 
spirits in the jury-room, who, having more will-power or more 
positive opinions than the others, practically decide upon the 
verdict for themselves, bringing their fellow-jurors, a number of

LORD ROSEBERY.

whom have probably given only superficial attention to the case, 
around to their point of view. Many lawyers, moreover, must 
bear a share of blame for the absence of the best men from the 
jury-box. Their desire seems to be to obtain weak, undiscern- 
ing jurors, who will be impressed by their presentation of the 
case rather than by its true bearing. With this end in view some 
of them are not above insolence and subterfuge to exclude from 
the panels men of intelligence and self-respect.

Movements are on foot in several States, among them New 
York and Connecticut, for a radical change in the system of jury 
trial, and a number of plans have been proposed. The one 
which has received the most attention is that of Judge Barrett, of 
the New York Supreme Court. It was prepared by him for dis
cussion by the bar of New York, and contains the following 
features : The appellate division of the Supreme Court is to ap
point a special commissioner of jurors, who shall be empowered 
to make a special jury list containing twenty-five hundred names, 
all of leading men of affairs, bankers, merchants, etc. The men 
on this special list are to be exempted by law from all ordinary 
jury duty except that any justice of the Supreme Court may, 
upon application of either party to a criminal case, order the 
drawing of the trial jury from among their number. The plan 
is not yet completed. It is simply offered as the groundwork for 
a new jury system which shall be satisfactory.
Sunday Closing in New York.

Laws prohibiting throughout the State the sale of liquors on 
Sundays, except with meals, have long been on the New York 
statute-books. Under most city administrations previous to the 
present one, the saloon keepers have obeyed them to the extent 
of pulling down their curtains and closing their front doors Sun
day mornings, while the latch-strings were out on the side doors, 
and the drinking within went on uninterruptedly. In a word, 
the law was almost a dead letter. But conditions have changed 
since the new Police Commissioners appointed by Mayor Strong 
assumed the duties of their office. Mr. Theodore Roosevelt is 
the President of the Board, and he has taken a most decided 
stand in the excise matter. H e announced when elected Presi
dent that the law would be enforced, and he has carried out his 
policy so firmly and energetically that there are now very few 
saloons in the city which are not closed tightly, side doors as well 
as front, on the first day of the week. The crusade has been 
extended beyond the saloons to the hotels, which heretofore have 
been in the habit of breaking the excise laws at will. New York 
City has so long been accustomed to an unlimited supply of 
liquid refreshment on Sundays that it required much courage on 
the part of President Roosevelt to make the issue, and great en
ergy and determination to push it to the end. He was com
pelled to contend against a strong and authoritive wave of opin
ion to the effect that New York, as a cosmopolitan city, cannot 
be governed by laws which might do for smaller places or for 
the American people alone; that the New York Sunday must 
partake, in a measure, of the Continental Sunday, because there 
is so large a European element in the population. President 
Roosevelt answered that his business was not with the merits of 
the law, but with its enforcement as it stands. Enforcement has 
been considered well-nigh impossible heretofore, but Mr. Roose- 
v e l t  has been signally successful.
Partly as a result of his success in this, 
and general reform in the police de
partment, is the opening of an era of 
public decorum almost unprecedented 
in New York,and the respectable people 
in the city are duly grateful to him.

Mr. Roosevelt is a young man, pos
sessing great ability and enormous en
ergy. Shortly after his graduation 
from college he spent some time in 
the West, where he killed more grizzly 
bears than any other man alive, it is 
said, and earned a wide reputation for 
absolute fearlessness. THEODORE ROOSEVELT.

Federation in Australia.
With Russia pushing a railroad across Siberia to obtain an 

outlet to the Pacific Ocean below the line of winter ice, and Japan 
rising to the position of a first-class military and naval power, the 
situation in the affairs of government in the far East has enor
mously changed within the year. It has been a sudden, almost 
revolutionary change, moreover, and one which is hastening to a 
culmination a much slower and more evolutionary movement, 
namely, the federation of the Australian colonies of Great Britain. 
The English have need of strength in the East just now. Japan, 
flushed with victory, with forty millions of people who have shown
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that they possess a marked aptitude for war in its most modem 
aspect, and with an efficient navy, may be a very considerable 
rival for Great Britain in the seas of the South Pacific. If Japan 
can have her way in regard to the results of her victory over 
China her desire for conquest will perhaps be satisfied for a 
time ; but if the powers of Europe curb her in any considerable 
degree she may look in other directions for conquest and glory. 
A  representative Japanese journal has already announced that 
the Mikado and his ministers must not rest content until the 
Philippines, Hong-Kong, and Australia have been annexed. 
The article reflects, in large measure, the sentiment of the peo
ple of the country, among whom, since their late triumphs in 
arms, there has been a strong spirit of national aggression. 
Japan is, in one sense, a democratic monarchy. The people are 
the real rulers, and it would go hard with those ministers of the 
emperor who should refuse to carry out their mandates.
 Russia, too, with her railroad reaching to the waters of the 
Pacific, shows signs of becoming aggressive in the East. Eng
land apparently appreciates the fact that she is not wholly secure 
in her Eastern possessions, and that it is high time to bring about 
the Australian federation, which will benefit the colonies com
mercially and increase their powers of defense against Japanese 
or Russian invasion. A  convention is to be summoned for the 
purpose of discussing a federation, and the result of its delibera
tions will be passed upon by the people.

Professor Thomas H. Huxley.
In the death of Professor Huxley the world loses another of 

the group of great Englishmen whose work will distinguish Vic
toria’s reign in the future annals of science. Darwin, Tyndall, 
and Huxley have now ceased their labors ; Herbert Spencer alone 
remains to further augment the wealth of scientific knowledge 

 which these men have given to the world. Professor Huxley’s 
 special branch of science was biology, and in this field he made 
important additions to the facts gathered by Darwin from his 
observation of animals and plants, by Tyndall from his researches 
in physics, and by Herbert Spencer from his studies in sociology. 
The truths brought to light by these four scientists, considered 
collectively, constitute the doctrine of evolution. Professor Hux- 
ley’s researches and discoveries added much to the doctrine, and 
his work is valuable aside from his strictly scientific achieve
ments. While Darwin first propounded the theory of evolution,

 Huxley, by reason of his remarkable literary ability, popularized 
it. His writings were by far the most potent factor in the won
derful transformation of opinion instanced by the reception given 
Darwin’s “ Origin of Species,” not quite forty years ago, and the 
general acceptance by thinkers of the present day of the theories 
it propounded.

Both as a scientist and a writer, Professor Huxley ranks among 
the foremost men of this century. He was president at various 
times of many of the most learned scientific societies in Great 
Britain, among them the Royal Society, and was an honorary 

 member of the most important associations of scientific men in 
 other countries. There were few honors in the scientific world 
which did not come to him. H e recently refused the decoration 
proffered him by Germany, because it would have been the gift 
of an emperor.

The American Woman’s Voice.
Critics would not permit to Americans the comfortable con- 

 sciousness of perfection, even if we were inclined to regard our- 
selves as perfect. Most things American have been criticised by 

 foreigners, the American voice particularly. With calm su- 
periority we ordinarily let the envious carping pass unnoticed ; 

 but when a critic rises in our midst we must pause a moment, 
because as an American he must be worthy of a little attention. 
A  magazine writer has been scolding our women on the score of 
their voices in conversation. In the course of his article he says: 

 “ Again, our women’s voices are, on the whole, ungentle; that 
is to say, they are pitched unpleasantly high and hardened by 
throat contractions into an habitual ‘ 'quacky'  or metallic quality. 

 This ungentleness is the one attribute of our women’s voices that 
 seems to have attracted most attention abroad. It is the most 
 striking American defect. Nasality has held that place in popu- 

lar estimation, but true nasality is not very common to-day in 
 America; it seems to be dying out. The quacky ’ quality of 
 which I speak often simulates nasality, however, and is often 
 mistaken for it. It has not yet begun to die out to any extent. 
 To-day it afflicts the utterance of nearly all of our cruder girls 
 and women, and of many of our gentlewomen, too. Even those 
 who have given much time to the art of song admit it freely and 
 unknowingly into their speech. It is a hateful tone, mean and

pinched, opposed in its very essence to all that is generous and 
winning; the needlessly high pitch that commonly goes with it is 
utterly heartless and ungracious. ' Quackiness ’ and shrillness 
prevail less in the Southern States than in the Northern and 
Western, but even Southern women are not free from it.”

Carriages Without Horses.
The horse’s period of servitude to man seems to be almost 

over. The inventive geniuses of the age are devising mechanical 
means to dispense with equine labor, and humanity's faithful 
servants of the past are beginning to return to the fields and their 
original free state of life. Of course, this is a boon to the horse ; 
and it is a boon to man, as well, because of the much greater 
efficiency of the tireless and ever-ready forces of nature which 
are now being employed, when compared with animal labor.

The first step in the emancipation of the horse and the evolu- 
tion of later transportation facilities was the substitution of the 
trolley for horse-cars in many of our cities. Carriages and wagons 
without horses logically follow, and in France they have already 
become so common as to excite no comment. Naphtha or pe
troleum has thus far proved the most efficacious motive power 
for the carriages.

A  race between horseless carriages, from Paris to Bordeaux, a 
distance of seven hundred and eighty-seven miles, occurred in 
June. Valuable prizes were offered the winners, and seventeen 
vehicles started. The first to reach Bordeaux was a two-seated 
naphtha carriage, which covered the distance in forty-eight hours 
and thirty-four minutes, making the average speed about sixteen 
miles an hour. All of the winners were propelled by naphtha 
motors. There are very few horseless vehicles in which elec
tricity is used as the motive power, the reason being that electri
cians have not yet solved the problem of practical and economical 
storage batteries. When the solution comes, as it undoubtedly 
will, electric carriages will probably spring into world-wide use.

The excellent roads throughout France make the employment 
of the horseless 
carriages particu
larly advantageous 
there. They would 
be hardly practical 
on the wretched 
country roads of 
this country, but 
would be useful in 
cities. It is said 
they are soon to 
be introduced in 
New York, and 
will probably be 
first used by the 
great department 
stores, for the de
livery of parcels.

Humidity’s Effect Upon the Mind.
I t is probable that nothing else which has a place in this world 

of ours has been so much discussed as the weather. It would 
seem that its mysteries should all have been brought to light by 
this time,— that the vast ocean of talk should have penetrated 
every nook and cranny of the subject. Yet new facts about the 
weather are constantly being discovered. One of the latest is 
announced by an authority in a scientific journal, who states that 
moisture in the air has a direct effect upon the mental powers. 
H e says that in his own case he has been amazed at the faulty 
deductions and misconceptions which were made in damp, foggy 
weather, or on days in which the air was charged with electricity 
and thunder-storms were impending. What seemed clear at 
these times appeared later to be charged with error. An ac
countant in a large insurance company is obliged to stop work 
at such times, finding that he makes many mistakes which he 
does not become conscious of till afterward. In a large factory, 
from ten to twenty per cent, less work is brought out on damp 
or threatening days. It has been noted by firemen that in states 
of depressing atmosphere there are more fires than at other times, 
due, it is believed, to greater carelessness on the part of house
keepers and others. The drivers of locomotives say that there is 
an increased number of accidents and more trouble in wet weather 
than in clear. They attribute the phenomena to the effect of 
moisture on the machinery  ; but the real cause is the befogging 
effects of humidity upon their own minds. The writer goes on 
to say that the conviction prevails among active brain-workers of 
his circle that there are atmospheric forces which exert a power
ful influence upon mental effort.

A HORSELESS CARRIAGE.
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PUZZLES.

T ake  one of the letters aw ay from the insect here repre
sented, and from the other objects shown in the picture, 
and make them read and speak ; apply the same letter to 
the objects in the appended sketch, and m ake one cry, 
another boil, set fire to the third, and the fourth w ill m ake 
the characteristic cry  of a domestic animal.

A DIAMOND PUZZLE.
I. In bread and butter.
2. In East India money, one hundred thousand.
3. Forgetfulness.
4. An arm of military service.
5. Applause.
6. To wander.
7. In young and youth.

A  RIDDLEMEREE.
My first is in cape but not in bay,
My second is in thoughtful but not in gay, 
My third is in time but not in age,
My fourth is in capture but not in cage,
My fifth is in handsome and also in grand. 
My sixth is in leg but not in hand,
My seventh is in apple and also in pea,
My whole is a dwelling, as you will see.

A PUZZLE DINNER-MENU.
1. A color and a  very  acute angle,
2. A sticky substance and what ladies like,
3. A  girl’s name and three-sevenths of a sovereign.

4. A denizen of Europe and part of the body,
A boy’s name, a vowel, and the sign of the infinitive 

mood,
The cause of death to a famous person, a vowel, a 

worthless article, and a pronoun,
Two rivers of Europe and a part of the body.

5. To divide and a sharp elevation of land,
A city of Europe and a preposition.

6. A crustacean and a part of a famous Saracen.

7. A  woman’s name and a country in Europe,
A foolish fellow; a pronoun and to make a loud noise.

8. An exclamation and a heating apparatus,
A curse, an article, and a vowel,
To grieve and a first fruit,
The results of a cold and a lawsuit.

A DISH FOR LAZY PEOPLE.
T ak e  two-thirds of a ham, half of a rabbit, and three- 

fifths of an onion ; cover with a sauce composed of a por
tion of vinegar, a good deal of mustard mixed, and 
one-third of a stalk of celery. Stir about briskly, never 
letting the dish cool, and use every day.

SINGLE ACROSTIC.
1. A vegetable.
2. An animal.
3. A  useful article
4. Part of a ship,
5. A  river.
6. An animal.
7. A part of speech.
8. A  covering.
9. A girl’s name.

My initials read down
wards form a girl’s name.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
1. An exclamation.
2. Exalted.
3. A  boy’s name.
4. Harshness.
5. An invention.
6. A  girl’s name.
7. An adjective.
8. Practice.

My initials and finals read 
downwards spell two oppo
sites.

A FINNISH RIDDLE.
Journeying  round the w orld like a  k in g , he y e t  v is its  

every year the humblest cottage.

PICTORIAL PUZZLE.
A rrange the letters form ing the nam es o f the one 

mammal and two birds in the picture, in the form  of a 
diamond, so that read from  righ t to le ft, or from  above 
downward, th ey w ill spell the nam es o f the creatures 
represented.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN AUGUST NUMBER.
I. “ Alice Through the Looking-Glass,” by Lewis Car- 

roll; “ As In a Looking-Glass,” by Rhoda Broughton; 
“ Over the Teacups,” by Oliver Wendell Holmes.

II. W izar D.
A zale A.
L audanu M.
N aple S.
U nt O.
T  ablespoo N.

HI. The names of objects : do D o, d E er, Min O, 
te R n, b E ar, S po T. The capitals spell the name 
Demorest.
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CHAT.
The social pilot is a new and most important factor in the 

organization of society. Although not officially recognized, and, 
indeed, only known sub rosa, his or her— as the case may be—  
position is acknowledged to be of the utmost importance, and it 
is no sinecure, for the duties are most onerous ; but the emolu
ments are in proportion. Ten thousand dollars per annum is the 
princely salary drawn by the astute and diplomatic “  p ilot” who 
has successfully directed every detail, social and domestic, of a 
multi-millionaire’s family in an Eastern city, whose entertain
ments have furnished almost exhaustless subjects for "  space " 
writers in the daily papers. O f course these pilots must possess 
exceptional qualifications themselves ; they must know the great 
world au fo n d , and be past-masters of all those unwritten laws 
by which the affairs of society are regulated, and which so effect
ually lubricate its movements. An attractive personality, and 
ability to command respect and readily influence people, together 
with culture and refinement, are indispensable to success.

Society dames are playing Maud Muller at their country 
homes and enjoying rides on genuine loads of sweet-smelling 
hay. Quite sophisticated, worldly Maud Mullers they are, how
ever, in matters of dress, for, although innocent man is capti
vated by the delightful simplicity of their attire, connoisseurs in 
such matters know that these charming results are the inventions 
of the cunning and artistic Frenchwoman’s fertile brain and deft 
fingers, and the cheques which pay for these “  creations” are in 
three figures. When my lady’s cool-looking cotton gown, so 
exquisitely fashioned, is disarranged upon the load of hay, it dis
closes a silken lining, and a glimpse of the silk hose matching 
the accessories of her gown is caught above the low, white shoes. 
No, Maud Muller would not claim kinship with these fair dames.

T ro lle y -c a r  r id in g -p arties  are a fad originating in the 
Quaker City, where these parties came into great vogue during 
the hot nights of last summer. A  car is chartered for the round 
trip, and a congenial party made up to fill it. All who can take a 
string of sleigh-bells along, and usually there is a band of music; 
and really swell parties have a caterer prepare a supper for them 
at some convenient place. This season the fad has been resumed 
with ever-growing intensity, and the trolley companies have pro
vided for these parties special buffet cars, in which ice-cream is 
served, and which shimmer all over with electric lights.

E n terta in m en ts  for th e F re sh -A ir  Fund are popular at 
summer resorts, and it is a pleasant and humane thing that the 

 world’s favored children should make their pleasure thus con- 
tribute to the furtherance of this most beneficent charity.

 Library parties can be made to furnish quite a goodly sum for 
the fund, and bicycle teas are as popular as musical teas. Then 
there are tableau parties, lawn f etes, and all sorts of bazaars and 
fairs. For the tableaux, the popular pen-and-ink drawings of the 
day are favorite subjects. A t a recent one adaptations of 

 Charles D. Gibson’s charming drawings were represented. Of 
I course, the “  American Girl ” and the “  Summer Girl”— both in 

one— were in their element when reproducing those characteristic
 pictures. The drawings of Aubrey Beardsley and the present 
 fin  de siecle poster craze offer other most attractive subjects
for amusing “  living pictures,” of a propriety, also, as to cloth- 
ing, that could not shock the most prudish. It is a funny
world ! And the looker-on has many a quiet laugh at the ex- 
pense of people whose sensibilities are shocked by their own
imaginations more than by facts. These folk will troop in 
crowds to see tableaux vivants, but when these words are put in
plain English, “  living pictures,”  morality is up in arms.

A  unique o u tin g  will be enjoyed by a small party of women 
who are to ride across the Continent from Havre to Naples on 

 their wheels. They will be chaperoned by an expert woman
cyclist, one of the pioneer riders, who has enjoyed her wheel for
eight years. She has recently chaperoned a party on a delightful

bicycle tour through England, Scotland, and Ireland, and has 
also conducted shorter excursions in this country. She says of 
the foreign tours: “  These trips are made in Bohemian fashion, 
though very circumspectly, and the expense is comparatively 
trifling, while the fun and experience we have is something 
enormous.”
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The directions for each pattern named in the Pattern 

Order are printed on the envelope containing the Pattern, 
which also bears a special illustration of the design.

GOW NS seen at midsummer social functions in Paris 
indicate a coming change in sleeves, yet it is by no 
means prophesied that the large sleeve will be en

tirely displaced. There are, however, always a few women 
who desire to be unlike the multitude, and who are eager 
for novelty, and nothing could attract all eyes now more 
than to see a woman in tightly fitting sleeves; those worn 
are relieved by ruffles falling from the shoulders and by 
puffs and ruffles at the elbows. This m ay be looked upon 
as the first breath of a change which will bring about a 
pleasant modification in the size of sleeves ; that is all we 
want, for the large sleeves are universally becoming and 
extremely picturesque, and it is only their vulgar ag
grandizement which people of taste condemn.

Meager hints only can be gleaned of Dame Fashion’s 
designs for the coming autumn and winter, and new 
gowns prepared for autumn house-parties show absolutely 
no novelties. Surprisingly dressy and effective toilettes, 
however, have been evolved from alpaca combined with 
fancy silk and chiffon. Gray, beige, and white are the 
fashionable colors ; they are stiff and glossy, quite wiry in 
texture, and stand out well without other lining than the 
fancy taffeta, which harmonizes with that used in the cor
sage, and sometimes is the same. A  gray alpaca has 
sleeves like the skirt, is lined with changeable taffeta,—  
heliotrope and pink,— and has a blouse-waist of accordion- 
plaited chiffon over the same taffeta, strapped with Chan
tilly insertion underlaid with heliotrope satin. The stock- 
collar, sleeve-bands, and girdle are of miroir velvet match
ing the taffeta in color, but of darker shades.

Gowns of beige alpaca are combined with white satin, 
brown chiffon, or batiste, which sounds very absurd till 
you see it, when you are bound to confess that the effect 
is both chic and elegant. P a r  exem ple, a corsage like the 
“  Paronta,” in this number, has revers and collar of white 
satin overlaid with appliques of white guipure and fin
ished on the edge with plaited frills of beige chiffon.

Combinations of different fabrics are to continue in 
favor, and richly brocaded velvet with satin-finished plain 
cloth will be one of the handsomest for autumn gowns. 
The skirts and sleeves will be made of the brocade, and 
the bodice of the plain cloth, or vice vers a. There will 
be more novelties in very rich silks than in woolen goods. 
Little change is seen in the latter, crepon effects prevail
ing, and those of mohair or of mohair mixtures will be in 
highest favor. The new mohairs— meaning of the alpaca 
or brilliantine nature— are woven of so heavy threads in

the woof as to seem almost repped. The heaviest are 
almost as stiff as horsehair crinoline, and their price, $2.50 
per yard, will keep them exclusive. The popular change
able effects are also seen in these, and the woof threads 
being so much coarser than those of the warp, an infini
tesimal check is formed which is very pretty.

More interest is shown in golfing, yachting, and bicycle 
gowns for autumn wear than in all others, for it is the 
season of all the year when outdoor sports are most en
joyed ; this being also a yachting year, preeminently, 
gowns for that sport are largely in evidence. Most of these 
are of “  ou tin g” style ; that is, they have coats, jackets, 
or blazers, worn over blouse-waists, or completed by waist
coats and chemisettes. A  smart English yachting-gown 
is of blue-gray flannel striped with white; the full, flaring 
skirt is perfectly plain ; the blazer has a broad box-plait 
in the back held in place by a belt buttoned on at the side 
seams. The wide revers are faced with white Russian 
linen, and are cut in the square shape on the bust so popu
lar for lawn collars, but extend in an inch-wide band down 
the front of the coat, which gives a becoming length to 
the figure. The full blouse-front is o f primrose g la ce 
silk, shot faintly with pale blue , it is tucked across the 
bust, and finished at the throat with a folded stock-collar.

A n y young woman who possesses a neat blue serge 
gown can don it for a yachting trip feeling sure that she 
has the proper nautical air ; but our yachting sisters w ho 
prepare in earnest for the sport, and anticipate several 
yachting cruises, have a variety of gowns for different 
weather and occasions. For receptions and luncheons on 
board yachts, white serge is yielding to white mohair, of 
which some exceedingly smart gowns are made ; they 
have broad, square revers of blue or white doth  or of 
white satin embellished with embroidery or braiding. 
Quite as handsome, and more serviceable, are gowns of 
blue serge with revers and scroll appliqu6s of white cloth, 
which are completed by blouses of white mohair made 
with the popular box-plaits in front and back, and with 
full bishop sleeves.

For hot days are cool-looking suits of gray Russian 
linen, white drill, and thread-striped linen duck. Some of 
these have blouses to match the skirts, and are trimmed 
with blue or red linen ; while others have coats or jackets, 
and are worn with silk blouses.

The newest millinery shows an outbreak of plumes and 
feathers, which, in a measure, replace the garden-like 
masses of flowers worn earlier in the season ; chameleon 
and changeable silks and ribbons prevail, with a never- 
absent touch of black.

Our thanks are due Messrs. Stem  Bros, and Mme. 
O ’Donovan for courtesies shown.



AN AUTUMN TRAVELING-GOWN.

Of course when traveling-gowns are described 
it is understood that they are also the most cor
rect models for street-gowns as w e ll; and 
every wardrobe, now, requires at least two of 
these trimly elegant and quiet suits, with which a 
woman is ready at a moment’s notice to go any
where,— even to start on a trip round 

the world. A  heavy
weight, stiff, and glossy 
mohair of a light cinna
mon brown is the fabric 
of this suit, and the 
collar is faced with vel
vet of a much darker 
shade. The tan-colored 
w a i s t c o a t - c l o t h  is 
checked off with threads 
of blue, red, and gold 
silk. The skirt is the 
“  Lunefield,” described 
in another column ; it is 
lined with fancy taffeta.
— brown and gold,— and 
bound at the foot with 
brown velveteen. The 
coat is the “  Clarence ” ; 
it is fitted with the usual 
seams in the back, has a 
modified umbrella skirt, 
and flares in front to 

disclose a smart 
w a i s t c o a t .  The 
collar is cut square 
across the back in
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A N  AU TU M N  T R A V E LIN G -G O W N . 
CLARENCE COAT, LUNEFIELD SKIRT.

the shape so popular all summer for lawns and 
batistes. The waistcoats of these 
suits are sometimes made of very 
bright stuffs, but those of harmoniz
ing, medium shades have the best 
effect. White linen or batiste chemi
settes have the preference over those 
of fancy cambric.

A BLACK-AND-WHITE GOWN.

S o m e  exceedingly smart gowns are 
still evolved from the combination of 
black and white, and it does not be
come common, but always has a cer
tain chic and air of elegance. The fabric of 
our handsome model is a black peau de soie, 
checked off irregularly with white. The full, 
rippling skirt— the “ Spencer”— is perfectly 
plain ; it is lined with silver-gray taffeta, and 
finished at the foot with a binding of black 
velveteen, which shows,only as a narrow cord, 
but protects the lining for a depth of two

A  BECOM ING CO RSAG E.
T H E  "  L IN B R O O K ."  

(See Page 672.')

A  B L A C K -A N D -W H IT E  GOW N. 
RUSHWIN CORSAGE, SPENCER SKIRT.

inches. The corsage—  
the “ Rushwin ”— is fulled, 
both back and front, over 
a fitted lining. The box- 
plait in front and the 
stock-collar are of black 
chiffon with an applique 
of delicate white guipure ; 
and the broad shoulder-col
lar is of plain black peau  
de soie embroidered with 

fleu rs de lis in p a illettes , 
and finished on the edge 
with a knife-plaiting of 
black chiffon. A  white 
satin girdle completes the 
gown. The corsage could 
be effectively worn with 
different skirts. T h e  
b l a c k  chiffon parasol, 
lined with white silk, has 
frills o f  Valenciennes 
down the ribs.
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A BECOMING CORSAGE. FOR C O O L  HOURS.
(See Page 671 .)

T his smart bodice is a handsome model for separate 
waists or for the corsages of silk and crepon  gow ns. A  
fan cy crepon in shades of pink and heliotrope— sweet-pea 
colors— is the fabric o f the original, and the collar of

changeable satin, in 
which the pink pre
dominates, is overlaid 
with exquisite batiste 
embroidery. A  narrow 
girdle of prune-colored 
velvet encircles the 

waist. A  fitted 
lining holds the 
fullness of the 
outside in place. 
B l a c k  crepon  
gow ns have col
lars of w hite or 
heliotrope satin, 
w ith appliques 
of guipure or 
batiste embroid
ery ; and collars 
of black satin

FO R  A U T U M N  F E T E S .
PARONTA CORSAGE, VOLYTA SKIRT.

complete gowns of light-colored 
fancy taffeta. The pattern is 
the “  Linbrook. ”

FOR A U TU M N  FETES.

T h is  charming gown is one of the adapt
ations of Louis Seize modes, which are a 
feature of late importations. The fabric is 
a rich figured peau de soie in a soft biscuit 
shade brocaded with fa d e  colors, and the 
trimming is of black satin veiled with 
yellow Valenciennes, and frills of chiffon 
of the same tint as the lace. The skirt 
is the “ Volyta,” illustrated and described 
in the June Demorest’s, which is adapted to 
both medium and wide fabrics. The cor
sage— the "Paronta”— extends into a slight
ly  pointed, very shallow basque, and laps to the left over a 
chemisette of the gown fabric, or of lawn, batiste, or plaited 
chiffon. The wide revers, crossing the back in a deep, round 
collar, are given a fichu effect by the wide frills of accordion- 
plaited chiffon which trim them. The pattern of the full-length 
sleeve is given, but for dressy gowns the elbow length is pre
ferred, and the lower parts of the arms are covered with long, 
loose-wristed Suede gloves. A  Marie Antoinette hat of black 
chip, with up-standing frill of black lace around the crown, and 
trimmed with yellow ribbon and chrysanthemums, is worn with 
this gown.

S ilver-gray  peau de soie is the fabric of this pretty 
wrap, which is just the thing for carriage use and for cool 
days or evenings when some protection but not much 
warmth is needed. The pattern is the “  Maritana,” and 
it is in simple circle shape, hanging in full ripples over the 
shoulders. It is lined with rose colored satin, and trimmed 
on the edge with a full ruche of black chiffon . A  collar 
of Venetian guipure studded with steel and jet cabochons 
trims the shoulders, and a full-plaited ruche of black lace, 
finished with pink roses in front, is worn around the neck 
and tied with black velvet ribbon.

A SMART SKIRT.

T h e r e  is no hint yet of decided change in the cutting 
of skirts ; there continues to be as great diversity as 
heretofore, but yet the aim of all is to look the sam e: to 
fit trimly around the waist, to flare easily across the 
front and on the sides, and extend in graceful and abundant 
flutes in the back. Exaggeration of width is not liked 
for anything but diaphanous fabrics ; the skirts of 
tailor-gowns are from three and a half to four yards 
at the foot ; silks and crepons from four to six yards, 
but the latter width is pretty only on tall women ; and 

grenadines, chiffons, organdies, and lawns 
can go beyond this, but gain nothing in beauty 
by greater fullness than six yards, unless ac
cordion-plaited. Our new skirt— the “  Lune- 
field ”— has five gored breadths, and measures 
about five yards at the foot. The front breadth 
measures thirty inches at the bottom, and the 
side ones forty-nine, so the pattern is best 

adapted to double-fold or wide 
fabrics. Less stiffening is seen ; 
a taffeta silk with sufficient body to 

hold itself out is the pre
ferred lining, and the next 
choice is the stiffened per- 
caline.

S l e e v e s  o f evening- 
gow ns are m ade m ost fan
cifu lly, but are s m aller 
than heretofore ; m any 

overlapping frills or puffs, veiled 
b y  points of spangled chiffon , or 
banded b y  lace-frilled ribbons, go 
to form the intricate structures, 
for often there is more w ork in one 
sleeve than in the whole skirt.

FO R  CO O L H OURS. 
m a r it a n a  c a p e .

A  SM A R T  SK IR T .
THE “ LUNEFIELD.”
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SMART AUTUMN 
HATS.

No. I .— Fancy burnt- 
straw round hat, with 
wide brim which nar
rows to three inches at 
the back, trimmed with 
rosettes of heliotrope 
and pink ribbons and 
raven’s wings.

No. 2.— An eccentric 
hat of rough 
yellow straw, 
trimmed with 
a stiff bow of 
black velvet.

AN AFTERNOON FROCK.
(See Page 674.)

A  charming little gow n  for afternoon wear, and 
quite dressy enough for small parties and little visits. 
The fabric is an iridescent brilliantine, a soft fawn- 
color with dashes of pale blue and rose-color ; and 
the trimming is batiste insertion and black velvet 
ribbon. The skirt is the “  Edgem ere,” and it is lined with 
percaline ; the brilliantine is turned up on the inside to 
form a finger-deep facing, and no binding is required. 
Skirt and bodice can be sewed together if preferred, but, 
for the convenience of w earing the skirt with different 
waists, many mothers prefer to finish them separately; 

the ribbons are then fastened permanently on the 
skirt-band which fastens over the corsage. A  fitted 
lining holds the fullness of the corsage —  the “  Vit- 
toria” —  in place, and it fastens in the back. The 
patterns are commended for the simplest or most 
elaborate gowns, and for washable fabrics as well 
as for silks and wools. The skirt pattern— the 
“  Edgemere ”— is in sizes for twelve, fourteen, and 
sixteen years of age ; and the corsage in sizes for 
twelve and fourteen years.

1. F A N C Y  S T R A W  H A T .

A cluster of pink roses is 
under the brim at the 
back.

No. 3.— Picture hat of 
black velvet, trimmed 
with black plumes, and 
c h r y s a n t h e m u m s  in 
tawny y e l l o w s  a n d  
browns.

No. 4.—- Round hat 
with black velvet crown 
and brim of plaited lace, 
trimmed with b l a c k  
plumes and heliotrope 
ribbon. 2. H A T  OF R O U G H  S T R A W

I n silks and ribbons, changeable and chameleon effects 
prevail. There is a bewildering array of charming chine 
silks in delicate colors, broken by narrow black satin stripes 
three or four inches apart.

More moires are again seen; and they are a good choice, 
especially in w hite and light colors, as they m ake very  rich 
evening-gowns.

C ombinations of mohair and silk are among the autumn 
novelty weaves. Some of the mohairs have fine stripes of 
colored silk.

A utumn color-cards show over fifty  com binations of 
chameleon effects; violet, reddish pink, and dark blue, and 
beige, brown, and green predominate.

T he new  jerseys, or sweaters, have up-to-date sleeves 
that really look very well indeed ; and as the garments are 
soft and yielding, yet glove-fitting, and in most attractively 
quiet colors and combinations, they will be much worn for 
golfing and bicycling in the autumn.

B lack  mulls and organdies over white silk make charm
ing gowns ; they are trimmed with Chantilly or Valen
ciennes lace, and are especially pretty with many vertical 
rows of narrow Valenciennes on the waists and sleeves.

SIMPLE, P R AC TIC AL, A N D  BECOM ING.
See Page 674.)

T his charmingly simple frock 
is commended for both wash
able fabrics and for light-weight 
wools and flannels. For the 

heavy cottons which
our Southern sisters 
can use the year 
round it is specially 
adapted. The striped 
galateas and teviot 
suitings  can be 
trimmed with bands 
of  plain linen or 

Chambery, and the 
striped and checked 
wools with dark velvet 
ribbon. The straight,

3. V E L V E T  P IC T U R E  H A T .

full skirt is sewed to the 
waist, the fullness of which 
is held in place by a  fitted 
lin in g ; this is found  es
pecially necessary with the 
drooping fronts, w h i c h  
would never stay in place 
without it. The deep collar 
crosses the back in square, 
sailor fashion. The pattern, 
— the “  Orletta,”— is in sizes 
for eight, ten, and twelve 
years.

4. L A C E  A N D  V E L V E T  H A T .

B road changeable ribbons, in delicate, opalescent colors, 
are arranged in triple box-plaits on the sh oulders; the 
ends are brought down to the waist-line, w here they are 
fastened under rosettes, and then hang nearly to the foot 
of the skirt.

I ndia long-cloth, which is almost as soft as nainsook, 
makes comfortable lin g erie  for hot weather ; and some 
women prefer it to India silk, as it does not require so 
careful laundering.
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YOUNG GIRL’S TAILOR-GOWN.
T his neat serge gown is a correct model for those use

ful gowns of cloth, serge, tweed, cheviot, or alpaca, 
which are indispensable in every young girl’s ward
robe. Such gowns are not alone useful for traveling, 
mountain, and seaside wear, but are also the most suitable 
thing for every-day street and school wear. The skirt is 
the “ Edgemere" ; it is gored all around, and fits trimly 
about the waist, having graceful godet
fl utes in the back. With suits of blue
serge, b l o u s e  waists of white alpaca

black embroidery ; white mull tie, with black satin points turning over 
collar band. White felt hat, faced with corded satin and trimmed with 
black satin, pink roses, and ivory ostrich-feathers.

5. —Jetted toque trimmed with wings and wall-flowers.
6. —Shoulder-cape of yellow and black changeable satin, trimmed with 

plaited ch iffon .
7. —Fancy waist of pale blue crepe, trimmed with lace-edged bands 

of white mull.
8. —Visiting-gown of mohair crepony cadet-blue in color, with bands of 

white cloth inserted in both skirt and waist; cut-steel buttons fasten the 
tabs which cross the bands.

9. —Visiting-gown of gray c h in e  moire, with fichu mantle of richly 
spangled black satin, trimmed with plaited mousseline de soie and Vene
tian guipure.

xo.—Tailor-gown of white alpaca, with low-cut waistcoat of black 
moire and white lawn chemisette.

xx.—Garden-party gown of batiste, trimmed with prune-colored satin 
and rich embroidery.

12.—Tailor-gown of heather-mixed tweed, with shirt-waist of white 
alpaca.

13. —Dinner-gown of violet-flowered organdy over violet taffeta, 
trimmed with white lace and green ribbon; revers and girdle of green 
satin.

14. —Gown of fancy taffeta, trimmed with black velvet having steel- 
spangled edges.

15. —Reception-gown of black-striped white moire sprayed with corn
flowers; tiny, overlapping ruffles of the silk trim the skirt, and the white 
satin revers are embroidered with silver spangles. Stock-collar and cuffs 
of tucked lawn.

16. —Traveling-cloak of tan-colored cloth with revers of white cloth.
17. —Checked homespun traveling-gown with blouse of white alpaca.
18. —House-gown of accordion-plaited black India silk ; white lace 

epaulettes, and yellow velvet ribbons on the corsage.
19. —Driving-cloak of rich brocaded silk, with revers and cuffs of white 

satin embroidered with black silk and spangles; ruche of prune-colored 
ch iffo n  round the neck.

AN AUTUMN SCH OOL-FROCK.
A  s i l k y  mohair, in shades of brown and 

tan, shot irregularly with bright threads, is the 
fabric of this neat and attractive 
little gown. The straight, full skirt

YOUNG GIRL'S TAILOR-GOWN. 
VERADO C O A T , E D G E M E R E  S K IR T .

AN AFTERNOON FROCK.
V IT T O R IA  W A IS T , E D G E M E R E  S K IR T . 

 (See page 673.)

or of batiste are liked. The coat is fitted with 
the usual seams in the back, and the skirt 
flares easily, without enough fullness to muss 
or be in the way. The skirt pattern is in sizes 
for twelve, fourteen, and sixteen years ; and 
that of the coat— the  "Verado ”— is in sizes 
for fourteen and sixteen years.

DESCRIPTIONS OF THE DESIGNS ON THE 
SUPPLEMENT.

W e D o N ot G ive P a t t e r n s  for  A ny o f  t h e  D esig n s  on t h e

S u p p l e m e n t .

T he designs on our Supplement are selected from the most re
liable 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 season
able fabrics, simple as well as expensive; while for professional dress
makers they are invaluable.

1.— Fancy waist of ch iffon  and brocaded taffeta, trimmed with inser
tions of spangled lace.

2. —Fancy straw toque, trimmed with black wings and cowslips.
—Fine Leghorn hat. trimmed with white doves and large, crushed 

bows of changeable taffeta,—heliotrope and rose ; jacket of brocaded 
satin, with blouse front of plaited ch iffon .

4. —Bridesmaid’s gown of white alpaca; revers of white satin with

SIMPLE, PR A C TIC A L- 
AND BECOMING. 

O R L E T T A  F R O C K  
(See page 673.)

is given a gored 
effect in front by 
t h e  arrangement 
of a broad box- 
plait, which is fast- 
e n e d  down one 
side with bows of 
g o l d e n - b r o w n
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ribbon. A  fitted lining 
holds the f u l l n e s s  o f  
the waist in place. The  
wide collar of embroid
ered batiste should be 
made separate ; fine lawn 
and linen cambric are also 
used for these collars. The 

p a t t e r n ,  —  th e  
“  Candace,”— is in 
sizes for ten and 
twelve years.

A SIMPLE 
T his little 

gow n offers

F R O C K  
cashmere 

an ad
m i r a b l e  m o d e l  f o r  
either plain or dressy 
frocks, since the only 
difference in t h e s e ,  
now, is in the choice of 
materials employed and 
in the trimmings,— the 
simpler and plainer the 
cut of the gown, the 
b e t t e r .  T h e  f u l l ,  
straight skirt is sewed

AN AUTUMN SCHOOL-FROCK, 
THE “ CANDACE.”

to the w aist, the fu ll
ness of which is held in 
place b y  an easy-fitting 
lin ing, which leaves the 
child perfect freedom of 
motion. T h e embroid
ered batiste collar can be 
m ade separate so as to 
be worn w i t h  o t h e r  
gowns, and a l s o  f o r  
convenience in launder
ing. T h is is an admir
able pattern for school- 
gowns of serge a n d  
light-w eight wool, and 
also for the dainty India 
silks in w hite and pale tints 
which make the prettiest 
possible d a n c i n g  - s c h o o l  
frocks. T h e pattern —  the 
"  A lexina ” —  is in sizes for 
six and eight years. A SIMPLE FROCK, 

THE “  ALEXINA.”

STANDARD PATTERNS. HANSA WAIST.
BOLERO

Co r s e t -c o v e r , c h i l d ’s  d r a w e r s .

SHELDON COAT. COTTSWOLD COAT.

P atter n s 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. For it should be remembered that one great 
advantage of o u r  "Pattern Order ” is that the holder is not 
confined to a selection from the patterns given in the same 
number with the  "Pattern Order,” but the choice m ay be 
made from any number of the Magazine issued during the 
twelve months previous to the date of the one containing the 
“ Pattern Order.” A lw a y s  rem em ber th a t a “ P a tte r n  
O rder  ” can not be u sed  a fte r  the date p r in te d  on Its back .
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Fashion Gleanings from Abroad.
(F o r D e s c r ip tio n s , see Page 674.)

W E  DO N O T GIVE PA TTER N S FO R  A N Y  OF TH E DESIGNS ON THIS SUPPLEM ENT.
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CORRESPONDENCE CLUB.
The increased number o f  our correspondents, and 

the difficulty o f finding time to examine or space to an
swer all their letters, render it necessary to urge upon 
them, First—Brevity. S e c o n d — Clearness o f  state
ment. Third—Decisive knowledge o f what they want. 
Fourth— The desirability o f  confining themselves to 
questions o f interest to others as well as themselves, and 
to those that the inquirer cannot solve by a diligent 
search o f  ordinary books o f  reference. F ifth—Consid
eration o f  the possibilities o f  satisfactory answers to 
the queries proposed. Sixth—A careful reading to 
see i f  the questions are not already answered in sep
arate articles and Departments o f  the Magazine. We 
wish the Correspondence Club to be made interesting 
and useful, and to avoid unnecessary repetition. We 
are obliged to confine it within a certain space, and we 
ask for the co-operation o f  our intelligent readers and 
correspondents to fu r th e r  the objects. Inquiries re
specting medicine or surgery w ill not be noticed.

“ Millville.”—Deep breathing and holding the 
breath for several moments after a full inhalation 
so that you can feel it expanding and pressing 
upon the muscles of the neck and throat will, if 
persevered in, do much to fill out a scrawny neck; 
another beneficial exercise is to double up the arms, 
placing both hands just in front of the shoulders, 
and throw the elbows and shoulders as far back as 
possible ; repeat for five minutes, night and morn
ing, being sure to breathe deeply while taking the 
exercise. Massage with cocoa-butter will also as
sist in laying on flesh.—If your silk is striped you 
can cut it so the stripes will meet in long chevrons 
in the middle of the front breadth of your skirt, or 
you can use a circle pattern; these are the only 
methods by which you can avoid the narrow gores, 
and in using a circle pattern you are apt to have 
ugly-shaped narrow pieces at the bottom on the 
sides, which are equally objectionable.

“ Mrs. A. H. M.”—Your sample is a light quality 
of grosgrain, a standard silk that is always worn, 
though not especially stylish just now. It will 
make a handsome skirt if cut over by one of our 
recent gored patterns.—Your little girl of eight 
years can wear the piqu6 jackets; they are liked 
for small girls of even ten.—Postage stamps are 
accepted in payment for the frames, but it is per
fectly safe to send the amount in silver. It can be 
pasted on a card.

“ A u d u b o n . ”  — Make the navy-blue serge by 
model for “ A Scotch Tweed Gown” in the July 
number of Demorest’s, and have cuffs and revers of 
tucked or embroidered batiste finished on the edge 
with a lace frill.—Read recent Fashion Reviews for 
directions about making washable gowns. Any of 
the patterns for full blouse-waists given during 
the last three or four months would be suitable for 
them.

(Continued on page 678.)



(Continued from Page 677.)
“ ILDRAGO.”—Your two-and-a-half-year-old boy 

will look well in sailor-gowns of white duck, gray 
linen, galatea, and teviot suitings, and blue serge ; 
have a little reefer of dark blue cheviot and a straw 
Tam o’ Shanter ; and a white pique reefer will be 
nice for hot weather.

“ M. Z. W .” —Gore the front and side breadths of 
your India lawn, and leave the back breadths 
straight; make with a seven-inch hem and put one 
row of insertion above i t ; have a full-blouse waist 
with a deep, square shoulder-collar of tucked lawn 
and insertion finished on the edge with a ruffle of 
lace. Line the full demi-sleeves with plain Swiss, 
and finish them just below the elbows with a twist 
and knot of Dresden-flowered ribbon ; girdle and 
stock-collar to match.

“ Escondido.”—Eliza Cook, the English writer, 
was born in Southwark, London, in 1817. She lost 
her mother when but fifteen years old, and sought 
relief from an uncongenial home in literary work. 
From 1837 she contributed to periodicals, and in 
1840 a collection of her poems was published. She 
was for five years editor of “ Eliza Cook's Journal,” 
published weekly, and contributed to its columns 
many vigorous prose articles as well as poems. 
The name of her poem “ Melaia” is pronounced 
Me-li’a.

“ N. H.”—Written invitations to a wedding are 
much to be preferred to printed ones, if engraved 
ones are out of the question.

“ MRS. M. M. S.”—There is no “ easy way” of 
keeping hardwood floors in good condition ; they 
have to be frequently rubbed with oil or wax 
and thoroughly polished. In Europe the regular 
housemaids do the work weekly, but several times 
a year the floors are gone over by men who polish 
them with rubbers worn on the feet. Heavily 
weighted blocks, covered with canton flannel and 
fastened to long handles so they can be pushed 
over the floor, are used by the maids.

“ G. L. S.” —Edwin Booth’s biography was given 
in Demorest’s for July, 1894, to accompany his por
trait in the same number. He died June 7, 1893.— 
The quotation “ When the blind man sees the lame 
man walk, and the deaf man hears the dumb man 
talk,” is not familiar to us. The same thought, but 
in different words, is expressed several times in 
Isaiah and Matthew, and, perhaps, other books of 
the Bible.

“ R. W. V. H.”—Miss Frances E. Willard is in 
England with Lady Somerset. Write to Major 
Pond, New York, for the information you desire 
about Gen. Lew W allace, “ Mark Twain,” and 
“ Buffalo Bill.”

“ M r s . A. K. P.”—Make your fourteen-year-old 
daughter's white silk with a plain full skirt reach
ing to her boot-tops,—see model “ A Girl’s Street 
Gown ” in the July Demorest’s,—and a blouse 
waist drooping in front with full puffed sleeves 
close on the lower arm. Make a deep, square 
shoulder-collar or else a yoke of tucked and lace- 
frilled lawn or Swiss muslin, finished on the edge 
with two-inch Valenciennes. Use Dresden-figured 
white or pale-tinted ribbons, as will be most be
coming.

( Continued on Page 679.)
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( Continued from  page 678.)
“ E n t e r p r is e .” —R ead answer to “ O ctober”  in 

the A ugust number. A  wedding-breakfast menu 
would be suitable for a christening breakfast. Use 
blue flowers if the baby is a boy, and pink if it is a 
girl. Perch the fun-loving “ brow nies”  in unex
pected places among the decorations of the table 
bonbon boxes with a “ brow nie”  mounted on top, 
or, better still, the small globe-shaped baskets 
which open in the middle and can be used after 
w ard for twine-balls, would be nice for souvenirs.

“ Mr s . E. J. W .” —It is impossible for us to fur- 
nish samples of any sort.—In recent Fashion Re 
view s all the information which we possess has 
been given concerning stiff interlinings, together 
with argum ents for and against their use. Hair
cloth, according to quality, costs anywhere from 
thirty-five to seventy-five cents per yard.—Very 
m any imported gowns have no protection around 
the bottom, the gown fabric being turned up an 
inch or two on the inside. Velveteen is the stand
ard binding, and used on most gowns made here, 
It does not pay to use anything but the best quality, 
and m any women prefer to buy it by the yard- t he 
merchants cut it on the bias now —so they can cut 
it two-and-a-half or three inches wide.—There are 
both silk and cotton whalebone casings, and feath
er-bone is much liked. Some dressmakers stitch 
the casings to the lining, and others fasten them 
with feather-stitching done with embroidery silk 
or buttonhole twist.

“  SYLVIA.”—Combine brocaded peau de soie with 
your plain black satin surah; a little color in the 
brocade, either green or blue or a fancy mixture, 
w ill be the best choice; make by model for “ A 
Simple Taffeta Gown,”  in the August Demorest’s.

“  C. C. F .”—It is impossible to answer queries 
like yours by mail, and your letter was too late for 
an answer in the August number. Careful reading 
of recent “ Fashion Reviews ”  will have given you 
all the information possible about summer ward
robes. In both July and August numbers admira
ble models for traveling-gowns were given. There 
are so many desirable fabrics that individual taste 
alone can make a choice. In addition to your 
traveling-gown, a pretty taffeta, and a black 
crepon, with several fancy waists, will be all you 
can need for a two weeks’ visit. For toilette acces
sories see page 606 of the August number. Get a 
black alpaca bathing- suit without trimming.

“  Mrs. C. T .”— “ Middle-aged women ”  no longer 
dress like old ladies, and more than half of the 
illustrations and patterns given in Demorest’s for 
adults are as suitable for women of forty and fifty 
years of age as for younger women.—Neither age 
nor superabundant flesh, however, are considered 
artistic ; therefore it is the artist’s pleasure to dis
play his designs upon such figures as best set them 
off. For example, all the full-length illustrations 
on pages 543-4 of the July number, and those on 
page 604 of the August number, are of styles worn 
by women of all ages, from youth to past middle 
age. Of course, the older woman chooses quieter 
colors and conservative fabrics ; that is the only 
difference.

“ Margaret.” — Read “ Fashion Reviews” in 
July and August numbers for information about 
making organdy and lawn gowns. Lace and rib
bons are the only trimmings used, and the full 
skirts are oftener plain than trimmed.

Continued on Page 680.)
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(Continued f rom page 679.)
" E. S.”—Black lawns are made up without lin

ing, finished with a deep hem, and hung over a 
foundation skirt of percaline or silk, both skirts be
ing mounted on the same belt.

 "R. P. B.”—We have searched the files of our 
magazine for eight years back and fail to find the 
article to which you refer.

“ Errors I N Speech.”-—The use of “ round” 
and “ around” is not a subject for criticism in 
“ Common Errors in Speech,” for both words are 
used interchangeably. You may go round the 
world or around i t : and you may put trimming 
round your skirt or around it,—but if you do either 
this summer it must be narrow. Of course, there 
is the other sense of “ round,” meaning globular 
or circular in form, but that is an adjective, not an 
adverb.

" Grace.”—General Philip Schuyler had four or 
five sons, three of whom married ; the others died 
in infancy. Two of the sons had children, but how 
many, or whom they married, we cannot tell you. 
No genealogy of the Schuyler family has yet been 
published, and we have not time to make further 
inquiries.

“ Judith.”—The letters " I . H. S.”  signify Jesus 
(or Iesus) Hominum Salvator, or Jesus the Saviour 
of Men. Originally the letters were a Greek mono
gram abbreviating the name Jesus ; but later 
they were mistaken for Latin letters and the above 
signification twisted out of them.

" M. E. R.”—Clear alcohol is too drying to be used 
upon the face; it is, however, an excellent skin 
tonic when combined with sea-salt and spirits of 
camphor. Dissolve a cupful of the salt in a cupful 
of boiling w ater; add an ounce of camphor, a 
cupful of alcohol, and enough distilled water to 
make a quart of the whole. This will strengthen 
and refine the skin of the whole body if used freely 
after bathing; and will take the soreness out of 
strained muscles after a long tramp or other physi
cal exercise. Alcohol will not encourage a fuzzy 
growth; but if there is an inclination to such 
growth about the chin, lips, and cheeks, vaseline 
and cocoa butter should be avoided on these parts 
of the face.—Bathing with toilet vinegars or a few 
drops of the tincture of benzoin in the water with 
which the face is bathed will help to correct the 
tendency to a greasy appearance, and the skin 
tonic mentioned above is also excellent.

"  C. J. C. M.”—To make literature a paying busi
ness there is no royal road to success; if  you have 
talent and have also the foundation of a good 
English education, you must simply do as every 
successful writer before you has done, write, and 
write, and still write ; if you have any thoughts 
worth putting on paper you will in time succeed 
in having some of your MSS. accepted. Read the 
standard English and American authors, and study 
and analyze them to find out wherein lies their 
beauty of diction and style ; read also the best 
works of fiction, but waste no time on trash ; cul
tivate your critical faculty—look up the word in 
the dictionary and see just what the misunderstood 
word signifies—and study men and women.

(Continued on Page 681.)
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(Continued from  Page 680.)

“ B. M.” — Consult the daily newspapers for 
names and addresses of insurance companies.— 
Self-supporting women can board temporarily at 
the “ Margaret Louisa Home,” No. 14 East Six
teenth Street, New York. References are required 
from strangers, and as the house is always full it is 
best to write a week or ten days in advance to en
gage a room, and references should be inclosed 
with the application. Address the superintendent.

“ Miss P. A.”—We cannot reply by letter to ques
tions concerning dress.—The large golf cloak con
tinues to be the popular wrap for traveling, and 
but few ulsters are seen. The golf capes are made 
of all sorts of heavy, rough cloths; some are 
double-faced, and others are lined with gayly 
plaided silks. A brown cloth, with bright plaid 
lining, would be pretty “ for a light-complexioned 
girl.”

“ J. G. B.”—“ Manners and Social Usages,” by 
Mrs. M. E. W. Sherwood, is a reliable book upon 
etiquette.—It is not usual to send cards, or to call 
where not indebted, simply to acquaint your 
friends with a change of residence. In the ordi
nary course of social intercourse the event is 
quickly made known ; if for any special reason it 
is of importance that your friends be informed, 
you can send cards.

“ Jerry.”—We do not know where you could 
obtain the biographical data about Mr. Sothern, 
except from the gentleman himself.—You can pur
chase a copy of the “ Dramatic News ” from your 
newsdealer.—For information about the training 
schools for nurses in New York see “ Among the 
Nurses,” in Demorest’s for January, 1894. Write 
to the schools therein mentioned for the information 
you seek.
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GLEANINGS.
A BOOK BY W ILLIAM PENN.

A direct descendant of William Penn, the 
founder of Pennsylvania, is living in New- 
ark, New Jersey, and he bears the name 
of his distinguished ancestor. He has in 
his possession a remarkable book, which 
was written by William Penn when he was 
confined in the Tower of London. The 
book had been handed down in the Penn 
family in England, and some years ago 
came into the possession of Mr. Penn of 
Newark.

The book has 596 pages, printed with the 
wooden type of the time, is entitled “ No 
Cross, No Crown,” and is a copy of the sec
ond edition. The preface reads : “ Reader, 
from Thy Fervent Christian Friend, Wil
liam Penn, This is the subject of the fol
lowing discourse, first writ during confine
ment in the Tower of London in the year 
1668, now imprinted with great enlarge
ments of matter and testimonials that thou, 
reader, mayst be won to Christ, and if won 
already be brought nearer to him.” The 
book has twenty-two chapters.

VERANDA SEATS.

Screamingly bright red and blue paints 
for veranda chairs and settees have been 
most fortunately replaced by soft shades of 
willow and olive green, dull browns, old 
gold, and other dull colors, which harmonize 
beautifully with nature’s coloring. It is 
easy to add just the touch of brightness 
needed by the choice of cushion and pillow 
covers. Denim and the dull-striped Mada
gascar cloths are the most serviceable for 
the purpose, and inexpensive ; as durable, 
but costing more, though requiring no 
laundering, are the cool, checked and 
plaided Japanese mattings, as soft and pli
able as cotton stuffs, and offered in all pos
sible combinations of soft colors. For floor 
and hammock cushions, nothing can be 
nicer.

MARRIAGE ON SHIPBOARD.

One of the privileges enjoyed by the 
master of a sailing vessel is the right to 
perform the marriage service on his ship; 
the knot thus tied unites two people in wed
lock’s holy bonds as securely and as legally 
as if the ceremony were triply celebrated 
on dry land.

(Continued on Page 683.)



D E M O R E S T 'S  F A M IL Y  M AG AZIN E 683

( Continued from  Page 682.)

VA C A TIO N  TROPH IES.

From the sea-shells gathered on the shore 
most unique portieres can be made in the 
fashion of the well-known Japanese bamboo 
ones. Two holes should be pierced through 
the shells— with a red-hot knitting-needle—  
so that when strung the shells will not lap, 
but simply touch. Cotton-wood balls and 
other similar trophies of the woods can be 
used in the same fashion most effectively.

TRIFLES FOR FAIR S.

A  great variety of attractive and inexpen
sive trifles for sale at fairs can be easily 
fashioned out of heavy water-color paper. 
Calendars and blotters, music and picture 
folios, photograph cases and picture frames, 
as well as note-paper and postal-card cases, 
are among the dainty and charming things 
that a little taste and ingenuity can contrive. 
Of course, a little skill in the use of water- 
colors, so that graceful flower sprays can be 
painted, will be a great advantage; but 
much can be accomplished with a free use 
of gilding and soft-toned ribbons. Beware 
of bright reds, vivid blues, and crude 
greens; the days of these have gone by. 
A  charming blotter, nine by twelve inches, 
has rough torn edges, which are deeply 
splashed irregularly with gilding, and diag
onally, from lower left-hand corner to upper 
right-hand, is lettered some suitable motto, 
as: “ Written thoughts are living things.” 
Underneath this fasten three or four leaves 

 of blotting-paper, tying all together with a 
generous bow of old-rose ribbon, fastened 
in one corner. Very pretty cases for hosiery, 
shoes, gloves, and handkerchiefs, are made 
of fine linen or pongee, etched with simple 
designs in blue and white, copied from old 
china plates.

(Continued on Page 684.)
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( Continued from page 683.)
SUMMER FANCY-W ORK.

The proper fancy-work for vacation-time 
is the dainty manipulation of cobwebby 
linen lawn. There is so constant a demand 
for new designs and novel pieces of work at 
the large summer-resorts, that enterprising 
dealers and exchanges send women agents 
to make the rounds of the popular hotels, 
taking with them a large and varied assort
ment of half-finished work, for which they 
find ready sale. Doileys, centerpieces, 
and tea-cloths are the favorite pieces, for 
they are easily handled and quickly finished, 
and no woman was ever known to possess 
too many of them. An attractive picture is 
made by the groups of pretty, graceful 
women in the airiest, brightest, and dainti
est of summer gowns, who gather in shady 
veranda corners and ply their needles deftly 
and swiftly while one of their number reads 
aloud, either from the last new book, or, 
more probably, from one bearing upon some 
subject which they are all studying as a club.

For this sort of pick-up work large and 
heavy pieces would be both inconvenient and 
burdensome. Most happily the era of abom
inable “  throws ” has passed away, and it is 
seldom that any one is seen engaged upon a 
piece of embroidery that is not both useful 
and artistic. While the Dresden flowerets 
are still in vogue for the linen work, the 
newer designs are more beautiful and artis
tic. Sprays of wild roses arranged irregu
larly in the corners—no two alike—of a tea- 
cloth, have scattered rose-petals falling from 
them to the center of the cloth, and similar 
designs with fruit blossoms are charming. 
Many quaint patterns are drawn from old 
Mandarin china, “  willow ware,” and D elft; 
the famous Japanese hawthorn pattern is 
another favorite for all-over work on bread 
and cake doileys; and, indeed, clever wo
men find patterns in the most unlooked-for 
places. Architectural designs of ornamental 
tracery from old Indian palaces have fur
nished beautiful and quaint motives for 
sofa-pillows and table-covers.

A  MARVELOUS RECOVERY.

When the mother-in-law of the Mikado 
was ill four hundred and twenty-three phy
sicians were called in consultation and at
tended her,— and she recovered ! A  Bud-/ 
dhist priest diagnosed the cause of her illness 
as the introduction of railways.
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