—Kate Field's Washington.

TWICE MARRIED.

CHAPTER XVIL

= The wecks rolled by, and gradually Mrs.
Mason grew convalescent.  She was still
confined to her room, but the worst of the
in was over, and she could lie on the sofa
y the fireside and have Berkeley read alond
o her in the evenings. Blanche, if she hap-
ed to be there, would sit on a low chair
ide the sofa, busy with some delicate bit
of fancy work, and later in the
evening Berke’ would take her home.
Sometimes Pocahontas would bring her
work and listen, or pretend Yo listen, with
the rest, but oftener she would go into the
rlor and play dreamily to herzelf for
ours..  She had takeu up her music indus-
tridusly and practised hard in her spare
mements.

She had been playing a long time one
evening in April, and had left the piano she
a low chair beside the open fire. She was
tired.  Although spring had come, the
evenings were chill and the room was
large. Her hands were cold and
she spread them out to the blaze. The
heavy curtains billowed and sank and bil-
lowed in, as intrusive puffs of wind crept
officiously through the crevices of the old
casements. Blanche and Berkeley were
with her mother, and they were reml'u\ﬁ
« Lorna Doone.” She had read the boo
a week ago, and did not care to hear it
over.

The front door opered quietly—it was
always on the latch—and footsteps came
along the hall; quick, eager footsteps;
straight to the parlor door ; the knob
turned. No need to turn her head, no need
to question of her heart whose step, whose
hand that was, to guess whose presence
filled the room.

Thorne came across the room, and stood
opposite, a great light of joy in his eyes,
his hands outstretched for hers. Be-
numbed with many emotions, Potahontas
half-rose, an inarticulate murmur dying on
her lips. Thorne put her gently back into
her chair, and drew one for himself up to
the hearth-rug near her ; he was willing
to keep silence for a little epace, to give
her time to recover herself ; he was satis-
fied for the moment with the sense of her
nearness, and his heart was filled with the
joy of seeing her once more. The
lamps were lit, but burning dimly. Thorne
rose and turned both to their fullest bril-
liancy ; he must have light to see his love.

«1 want to look at you, Princess,” he
said, gently, seeking her eyes, with a look
in his not to be misunderstood ; ‘it has
been so long, so cruelly long, my darling,
since I have looked on your swect face:
You must not call the others. For this
first meeting I want but you—you only,
my love ! my queen !” His voice lingered
over the terms of endcarment with exquisite
tenderness.

Pocahontas was silent—for her life she
could not have spoken then. Her gray eyes
had an appealing, terrified look as they met
his ; her trembling hands clasped and un-
clasped in her lap.

« How frightened you look, my darling,”
Thorne murmured, speaking softly and
keeping a tight rein over himself. ** Your
eyes are like a startled. fawn’s. Have 1
been too abrupt—too thoughtless and incon-
siderate ¢ You would forgive me, love, if
you knew how I have longed for you ; have
yearned for this meeting as Dives yearned for
water—as the condemned yearn for reprieve.
Have you no smile for ine, swcct‘wurt?
—no word of welcome for the man whose
heaven is your love? You knew I would
come. You kwew Iloved you, Princess.”

“ Yes,” the word was breathed, rather
than uttered, but he heard it and made a
half movement forward, the light in his
eyes glowing more passionately. Still, he
held himself in check ; he would give her
time,

“You knew I loved you, Princess,” he
repeated. *‘ Yes, you must have known.
Love like mine could not be concealed ;'it
must burn its way through all, obstacles
from my heart to yours, melting and
fusing them into one. Don’t try to speak
yet, love, there is mno need to answer
unless you wish. I can wait—for I am
near you.”

Pocahontas rallied her forces resolutely,
called up her pride, héer womanhood, her
sense of the wrong he had done her. 1f she
should give way an instant—if she should
yield a hair’s breadth, she would be lost.

_ The look in his eyes, the tendernegs of his

#voice, appeared- to sap the foundations of
her resolution and to turn her heart to wax
within her.

“ Why have you come ?” she wailed, her
tone one of passionate reproach. ‘‘Had you
not done harm enough? Why have you
come ?

Thorne started slightly, but commanded
himself.. It was the former marriage ; the
divorce s she felt it keenly—every woman
must : some cursed meddler had told her.

“ My darling,” he answered, with patient
tenderness, ‘“ you know why I have come—
why it was impossible for me to keep away.
Ilove you, Princess, as a.man loves but
once in his life. Will, you come tome?
Will you be my wife? <&

The girl shook “her head, and moved her
hand with a gesture of denial ; words she
had none. A

«] know of what you are thipking, Prin-
cess. I knowthe i(l)m that his hEen -
wssifon of your mind. ﬁ}m‘ h;.;'u hean{’o:f
my former marriage, al ow that the

”ﬁzmnn who was my wife ’s?i‘l‘l lives. Is it
not 80 27 She bent her head in mute assent.
Thorne gazed at her pale, resolute face with
his brows knit heavily, and then con-
tinued :

¢ Listen to me, Princess. That woman
—Ethel Ross-—-is my wife no longer,
even ujname 3 she ceased to be my
wife fact two years ago. Our
tives have drifted utterly asunder. It was
her will, and I acquiesced in it, for she had
never loved me, and I—when my idiotic in-
fatuation for her heartless dinboiical beauty
passed, had ceased to love her. At last,
even my presence became & trouble to her,
which she was at no pains to conceal. The
breach between us widened with the years,
until nothihg remained to us but the galling
strain of a useless fetter. Now that is
broken, and we are free,”—there was an
exultant ring in his voice, as though his
freedom were precions to him.

“Were you bound, or free, that night at
Shirley 1" questioned the girl, slowly and
steadily.

¢ In heart and thought I was free, but in
fact T was bound,” he acknowledged. ‘The
words I spoke on the steps that night es-

me unaware. was tortured
by jealousy, and tempted by love.
1'had no right to speak them then ;.nothi

brilliant intellect, every o
mental armory, all the force of his indomit-
able will was ‘brought to bear wpon her—
and brought to bear in vain.

Oalm, pale, resolute, she faced him—her
clear eyes meeting his, her nervous han:
folded ﬁghﬂfvn together. e would not
give way. their earnestness hoth had
riken, and they stood facing each other on
the hearth-rug, their eyesnearly on a level.
The man’s hand rested on the mantle and
quivered with the intensity of his excite-
ment ; the woman’s hung straight before
her, motionless, but wrung together until
the knuckles showed hard through the tense

skin. She would not give way. 7o

bitter blow.
After Warner's death, Mrs. Smith ap-
red to collapse, mentally “as well as
g:‘dily. She remained day after day shut
in his chamber, brooding silently and re-
jecting with dumb apathy all sympathy
and lati Her strength and appetit
declined, and her interest in life deserted
her, leaving a hopeless quiescence that was

is
a wife’s affections, even when the grave has
oluodw‘,:him;ﬂhhmmuﬁll ves, it is

d he knew that he
must yield to his wif ressure—that he
had no choice but to yield ; but he stood
for & moment, irresolute, staring at her with
lowering brows, a hearty curse on living
father and dying child slowly formulating
in his breast.

As he turned to leave the room to give
y orders, a carriage drove

inexpressibly pitiful. ~ Her husband, in
alarm for her life and reason, hurriedly de-
cided to break up the establishment at
Shirley, and remove her for a time from sur-

d t! inded her of

“My love!” he murmured,  ext
his arms with an appealing tenderness
of look and gesture. ‘ Come to me.
Lay your sweet face en my breast,
your déar arms around my neck. I need
you, Princess ; my heart cries out for you,
and will not be demied. I can not live
without you. You are mine—nfing_alone,
and I claim your love ; claim your life.
What is that woman? What is any woman
to me, save you, my darling—you only?
My love! My love! It is.my very life
for which I am pleading. Have you no
pity ? No love for the man whose heart is
calling you to come ?”

Pocahontas shivered, and bent slightly
forward—her face was white as death,
her eyes strange and troubled. The
strength and fire of his passion
drew her toward him as a magnet draws
steel. Was she yielding ? Wonld she give

way ?

Suddenly she “started erect again, an
drew back a step. All the emotions, preju-
dices, thoughts of her past life, all the
principles, scruples, influences, amid which
she had been reared, crowded back on her
and asserted their power. She could not do
this thing. A chasm black as the grave,
hopeless as death, yawned at her feet; a
barrier as high as heavener ected itself be-
fore her.

¢L.can not come,” she wailed in anguish.
“Have you no mercy >—no pity for me?
There is a barrier between us I dare not
level ; a chasm I cannot cross.”

“ There is no barrier,” responded Thorne,
vehemently, “and I will acknowledge
none. Iam a, free man ; you are a free
woman, and there is no law, human or
divine, to keep us asunder, save the law
of your own will. If there be a chasm—
which I do not see ; which I swear does
not exist—I will cross it. If you can not
come to me, I can come to you ; and T will.
You are mine, and I will hold you—here in
my arms, on my breast, in my heart. Have
you, and hold ﬁ'ou, 80 help me God !”

With a quick stride he crossed the small
space between them and stood close, but
still not tonching her.

“ Have you no pity ?” she moaned.

« None,” he answered hoarsely.  * Have
you any for me ?—for us both? Ilove you
—_how well, God knows, I was not aware
until to-night—and you love me I hope and
believe. 'There is nothing between us save
an idle scruple, which even the censorious
world does not share. I ask you to commit
no sin ; to share no disgrace: I ask you to
be my wife before the face of day ; before
the eyes of men ; in the sight of heaven !”

Could she be his wife in the sight of
heaven ? It wasall so strange to her, she
could not understand. Words, carelessly
heard and scarcely heeded, came back to
her, and rung their changes in her brain
with ceaseless iteration. It was like a
knell.

¢ Nesbit,” she said wearily, using his
name unconsciously, ‘ listen and under-
stand me. In the eyes of the law and of
men you are free ; but I can not see it so.
In my eyes you are still bound.”

«T am not bound,” denied Thorne,
fiercely, bringing his hand down heavily
on the mantle ; * whoever teils you that
1 am, lies, and the truth is not in him. T've
told you all—and yet not all. Ethel Ross,
the woman who was my wife—whom you
say is my wife still—is about to marry
again. To join her life—as free andseparate
from mine as though we had never met—to
the life of another man. Isn't that enough?
Can’t you see how completely every tie be-
tween us is severed?”

Pocahontas shook her head. ‘I can not
understand you, and you will not under-
stand me,” she said mournfully ; * her sin
will not lessen our sim; mnor heg unholy
marriage make ours pure and righteous.”

Thorne stamped his foot. ~ ‘Do you
wish to madden me?” he - exclaimed ;
“ there is no sin, I tell you ; nor would our
marriage be unholy. You are torturing us
both for nothing on God’s earth but a
scruple

For a moment Pocahontas lay quietly
in his arms, lulled into quiescence. Then
she wrenched herself free, and moved
away from him. It had been said of
her that she could be hard upon
occasion ; the occasion had arisen, and she
was hard.

“ (o !” she said, her face wan as ashes,
but her voice'firm ; ‘it is you,who are
cruel ; you who are blind and obstinate.
You will neither see nor understand why
this thing may not be. I have showed you
my thought, and you will not bend ; im-
plored you to have pity, and you are
merciless. And yet you talk of love! You
love me, and would sacrifice me to
your love ; love me, and would break down
the bulwarks I have been taught
to consider righteous, to gratify your love.
I do not undegtand ; love seemied to me so
different, so noble and unselfish. Leave
me; I am tired; I want to think it out
alone.”

Thothe stood silent, his head bent in
thought. *Yes,” he said, presently, ‘‘it
will better so. You are overwrought,
and your mind is worn with excitement ;
you need rest. To-morrow, next week, the
week after, this matter will wear a different
aspect. I can wait, and I will come again.
It will be different then.”

« It will never be different” ; the voice
was low ; the gray eyes had a hopeless

look.
CHAPTER XVIIL

The next day Thorne quitely returned to
New York, without making any attempt to
see or communicate with Pocahontas again.
He had considered the situation earnestly,
and decided that it would be his wisest
course.

Pocahontas told her mother, very quietly,
of Thorne’s visit, his proposal, and her re-
jection of it ; just the bare facts, without
comment or elaboration. But Mra. Mason
had a mother’s insight and could read be-
tween the lines; she did not harass her
daughter with many words, even of ap-
proval ; or with questions ; e simply drew
the sweet young face down to her m a
moment, and held it there with tender
kisses, Nor did Berkeley, to whom
his mother communical the fact,

hu t to his sister.

can excuse or palliate the weakness which
allowed me to. 1 should have waited until
I conld have come to you untrammeled—as
now. I attempt no justification of my mad-
ness, Princess. 1 have no excuse but my
love, and can only sue for pardon.. You
forgive me; ~sweetheart ”—using the old
word tenderly—** for the sake of my great
love. It's my only Yllu »_his voice took a

leading tone as he advanced the plea
gudutu(&ll for - a woman to steel her
heart against.

“ Must I nndeuhn&d Mr. Thorae, that

any.
After what had passed, Thorne’s proposal
was not a surprise, and to them the girl's

answer was a foregone conclusion. Poor
child ! the bmmmﬂn impatiently, the
mother wistfilly, how much bitterness
would have been spared her could she only

have loved Jim Byrd.

During the that followed Thorne’s
second return morth, the two families
were -/ theown - together  nore and
more intimately, Blanche's engage-
ment and Warner’s increased illness served
to break down all restraints. All threugh
the winter the boy had steadily lost ground,

instead of

and as the spring
hoped, ine became

rallying as
m’ems best advice was had, but

could only bear theannouncement !
ing -to be

T gs that tantly r
hér loss.

In the beginning of June, the move was
made, the house closed, the servants dis-
missed, and the care of the estate turned
_over to Berkeley. With the dawning of
summer, the birds of passage winged their
flight northward.

CHAPTER XIX.

The summer passed quietly for the family
at Lanarth, broken only by "the usual social
happenings,, visits from the “‘Byrd girls,” as
the weregRill called, with their nusbands
and little ones ; a marriage, a christening,
letters from Jim and Susie, and measles
among the little Garnetts. In August,
Pocahontas and her mother went for a
month to Piedmont, Virginia, to try the
medicinal waters for the latter’s rheuma-
tism, and after their return home, Berkeley
took a holiday and ran up to the Adiron-
dacks to see Blanche.

Poor Mrs. Smith did not rally as her
family had hoped, and . the physicians—as is_
customary when a case baffles. their skill—
all recommended further and more complete
change. They must take her abroad, and
try what the excitement of foreign travel
would do toward preventing her from sink-
ing into confirmed invalidism. General
Smith, who had abandoned every care and
interest for the purposé of devoling himself
to his wife, embraced the proposal with
eagerness, and insisted on the experiment
being tried as speedily as possible.

Some weeks before the day appointed for
her marriage, Ethel removed herself and her
belongings to the house of a poor and plastic
aunt, who was in the habit of allowing her-
self to be run into any mould her njece
should require.  According to their agree-
ment, Ethel gave her whilom husband due
notice of her plans, and. Thorne at
once removed the child to Brook-
lyn, and placed . him under the
care of a sister of his father’s, a
gentle elderly widow who had known sor-
row. His house he put in the hands of an
agent to rent or sell, furnished, only removs.
ing such ‘rticles as had belonged to his
parents. The house was hateful tohim,and
he felt that should the beautiful, new life of
which he dreamed ever dawn for him, it
must be set amid different surroundings
from those which had framed his matrimo-
nial failure.

Twelve hours after the
had been published to the world,
another marked paper was speed-
ing southward, addressed this time to
Pocahontas, and accompanied by a thick,
closely written, letter. Thorne had decided
that it would 1~ Tietter to send a messenger
before, this time, t9prepare the wiy for
him. In his letter Thorne touched but
lightly on the point at ‘issue between them.
thinking it better to take it for granted that
her views had modified, if not changed.
The strength of his cause lay in his
love, his loneliness, his yearning need
of her. On these themes he dwelt
with all the eloquence of which he was
master, and the letter closed with a passion-
ate appeal, in which he poured out the long
reFrcssed fire of his love: * My darling,
tell me I may come to you—or rather tell
me nothing; I will understand and in-
terpret your silence ri‘fhbly. You are proud,
my beautiful love, and in all things I wil
spare you—in , all things be gentle to you ;
in all things, shve this—I cannot give you
up—I will ngf give you up. I will wait here
for another week, and ifg do not hear from
you, I will start for Virginia at once—
with joy and pride and  enduring thankful-
ness.”

Pocahontas
her mother’s room, the letter
she put quietly away. She would
answer it, but not yet ; at night—when the
house should be quiet she would answer it.

The lines containing the brief announce-
ment were at the head of the list :

MARRIED.

TRORNE.—At the Church of the
Trinity, September 21st, 18—, by the

Rev. John Sylvestus, Cecil Cumberland to

Ethel Ross Thorne, both of this eity.

Mrs. Mason laid the paper on the little
stand beside her chair. My daughter,”
she said, looking up at the girl seriously,
¢ this can make no difference.”

“ No, mother,” very quietly, ‘“‘no differ
ence ; but I thought you ought to know.”

1f only she could think that this made
a difference. She was very weary of the
struggle. The arguments which formerly
sustained her had, with ceaseless iteration,
lost their force ; her battle-worn mind
longed to throw down its arms in uncondi-
tional surrender. Her up-bringing had
been so different ; this thing was not re-
garded by the world in the same light as
it appeared to her ; was she over-strained,
opinionated, censorious? Nesbit had called
her so—was he right ? Who was she, to set
up her feeble judgment against the world’s
verdict—to condemn and criticise society’s
decision? Divorce must be—even Scripture
allowed that; a limb must be sacrificed
sometimes that a life might be saved.

CHAPT XX.

Winter again ; the city dull, listless and
sodden of aspect in the gloom of a January
evening.

Since her return from her wedding trip,
which had lengthened to four montﬁx
amid the delights of Paris, Mrs,
Cumberland had ~found time for™ only
one short visit to her little son. There
had been such an accumulation of social
duties and engagements, that pilgrimages
over to Brooklyn were out of the question ;
and besides, she disliked Mrs. Cresswell,
Thorne’s aunt, who had charge of the boy,
and who had the bad taste, Kthel felt sure,
to disapprove of her. It was too bad of
Nesbit to put the child so far away, and
with a person whom she did not like ; it
amounted to a total separation, for of course
it would be' impossible for her to make
such. a journey often.

. A sharp ring at the door-bell, tardily
answered by a servant, and then footsteps
spgroached the parlor door. Husband and
wife looked up with interest—with expecy
tation. Was it a visitor? Noj; only the
servant with a ‘telegram which he handed
Mr.,Cumberland and then withdrew. Cecil
turned the thin envelope in his hand inquisi-
tively. He was fond of having everythin;
pass through his own hnndn—on% knowi tﬂ
the ins and outs, the minutie of daily hap-
peniws. s ¥
“ What is it ?” questioned Ethel, indo-
lently.

A despatch for you. Shall I open it?”

“If you like. I hate despatches. The’y
always suggest unpleasant possibilities. It's
a local, 8o I guess it’s from my aunt, about
that rubbishing dinner of hers.”

tore open the envelope and read the
few words it contained with a lengthenin,
visage ; then he let his hand fall, n.ng
stared blankly across at his wife.
** It's from that fellow ! and it's about
the child,” he said, uneasily.

* What fellow? What child? Not
mine! Give it to me guickly,
Cecil. How slow you are” And

she dched th from his
anresisting hand. - Histily che acanned the
words, her breath oom{ig in gasps, her

marriage

took the

paper  to

CUMBERLAN
Ho!

the

rapidly to the door and stopped, and there
was a vigorous pull at the bell. Thorne
had provided ngui.nst all possible delay.
Then the question arose of who should
accompany her, and they found that there
was not a single available woman in the
house. It was impossible to let her go
alone, and Cumberland, with the curses
rising from his heart to his lips, was forced,
in very manhood, to go with her himself.

In Brooklyn Mra. Creswell met them her-
self at the door, and appeared surprised—
as well she might—to see Mr. Cumberland.
She motioned Ethel toward the staircase,
and then with a formal inclination of the
head, ushered her more unwelcome guest
into a small parlor where there was a fire
and a lamp burning.  Here. she left him
alone. Her house was in the subtirbs, and
there was nowhere else for him to go at
that hour of the night and in that terrible
storm.

The room was warm and cheerful, a
child’s toy's lay scattered on floor and
sofa, a little hat and coat were
on the table, beside, a cigar case
and a crumvlod newspaper. - There was
nothing for the man to do save to stare
around and walk the floor impatiently,
longing for death to hasten with his work,
80 that the false position might be ended.

Guided by \merrinE instinct, Ethel went
straight to the chamber where her child lay
dying—perhaps already dead. Outside the
door she paused with her hand pressed hard
on her throbbing heart.

It was a piteous sight that met her view
as the door swung open, rendered doubly
piteous by the circumstances. A luxurious
room, a brooding silence, a tiny white bed
on which a little child lay, slowly and pain-
fully breathing his life away.

(To be continued.)

—_———  —
THE RUSSIAN SUCCESSION.

What If the Czarowitz Had Been Assassis
nated ?

Had the Japanese assailant of the Czaro-
witz been permitted to accomplish his pur-
pose, the most terrible confusion would have
arisen at St. I’cwrslmrf in connection with
matters relating to the succession to the
throne, for the Emperor’s sccond son is
d 'inf of consumption—the result, it issaid,
of a blow in the chest, received in jest from
the Czarowitz. Alexander IlL., it may be
mentioned here, is stated to owe both his
charming wife and his throne to a similar
blow inflicted in play upon his elder brother
Nicholas, who died at Nice of consumption
in 1865. The third and only remaining son
of the Emperor is the little Grand f)uke
Michel, a boy of 12 years of age, who, in
the event of a demise of the crown, would
require the guidance and guardianship of a
regency until the expiration of his minority.

To whom would the regency belong?

That is the question that concerns the Czar,
for more than one of the Czar’s kin
would claim the right to train the royal
twig.
In official circles in Russia it is believed
that Alexander I1L. has already designated
his brother, the Grand Duke Sergius, as
Regent, in the event of the minority of his
successor. =~ Sergius is renowned for his
fanaticism, and for his aversion to every-
thing foreign. If the necessity for a regency
were to occur the world would probably be
called upon to witness, if not a civil and
fratricidel war, at any rate a repetition of
the terroism and bloodshed which marked
in 1825 the accession to the throne of
imperor Nicolas in lien of his elder
brother, - the Czarowitz Constantine.—
Harper's Weekly.

For Baby Boys.

Sailor collars ending in revers to the waist
line are edged with embroidery.

Leggins are of cloth or ooze calf in tan
or black. DBlack shoes and hose are always
worn.

Figured ginghams of the plainest descrip-
tion have a gathered shirt and round waist.

Pique dresses having a round waist are
trimmed with eollars, cuffs and bretelles
edged with embroidery.

Little boys of two and three years wear
their front i;n.ir banged and the rest in loose
curls or waved ends.

Jacket suits of i(}‘ue or gingham have a
plaited or galhere(rs irt, short coat sleeves
and a square three-piece jacket.

Cotton dresses are cut with a round,
broad waist in three pieces, corded and
gewed to the full gathered or plaited and
hemmed skirt.

Flannel and cotton dresses for slittle
chaps just donning boyish gowns have one-
piece dresses in [%\ree box-plaits, back and
ront, caught to just below the waist line.—
Emma M. Hooper, in the Economist.

A Two-Strike.

The out-door h hold work in

such as that of the summer-kitchen, washing
and ironing, is a sort of makeshift with
many mishaps like burns and scads. But
Mr. Jno. Heinemann, Middle Amana, Towa.
U. S. A., has found the true remedy. He
says: *“ I scalded my leg with boiling water,
and had a sprained ankleat the same time.
One bottle of St. Jacobs Oil promptly cured
both.” That doubles its value easily, and
shows its great usefulness.

Get Their Names in the Papers.
Rochester Herald : The summer is no
sooner here than people begin to go in
bathing where the water is &ﬁeep without
stopping to reflect upon the dangers which
surround a person who goes into water
where wading is impossible and good
swimming is imPemtively necessary. The

inexperienced t who ““cl
places,” the bather who can’t swim, the
amateur , yachtsman who doesn’t know
‘enough to anticipate a squall and the surf
bather who is ignorant of the strength of
the undertow, are all mentioned in the
newspapers at this season of the year, and
unhappily they all figure in the mortuar;
list. Why don’t the people learn to swim ?”

Potter Did.

Puck : Miss McFadd—Palmistry isall the
rage now. Do you understend it, Mrs.
Potter?

Mrs. Potter—No ; but I think Jack does.
Last nightI heard himeryinhis sleep: “Show
your hands, boys ! =

Tennyson was once asked to supply a
dozen birthday ﬁmﬂ of eight lines each for
1,000 guinens. e poet, refused.

¢ Sarah” Bernhardt was named Rosine
by her parents, who were French and
Dutch respectively. Her first appearance
on the stage was at the Theatre Francais
in * Iphegene.” = Bhe is 47 years of age.
In a quarter of a century she has earned
:1;‘5]6,000 franed ; of which very little is

t.

Cladat: $

p ively & poor man,
and the. occasional literary work he does for
ines and periodicals is not the result
of any desire to add to his established fame
as & writer.

Brown—Here is some tobacco, my pdor
man. You must feel the loss of a
smoke after dinner. Tramp—No,  sir.

I feel the loss of my dinner before the

Vomit
that she could not sit
Every Meal. down to a meal but
N she had to vomit it
as soon as she had eaten it. Two
bottles of your August Flower have
cured her, after many doctors failed.
She can now eat anything, and enjoy

it; and as for Dyspepsia, she does not
know that she ever had it.’ L
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FOOD FOR SUMMER MONTHS.

The Effects of Various Vegetables, Fruits,
Meats, Fish, Drinks, Ete.

A physician who has made a study of
summer vegetables and their general effect
ona family, says the New York Press,
states that beets, carrots, potatoes, turnips,
green corn, peas and Lima beans are the
most f ing of the getabl
A?:mgus cleans the blood and acts on the
kidneys. + Tomatoes contain calomel and
act on the liver. Some doctors go so far as
to claim that a delicate woman should - not
eat sliced tomatoes unless prescribed by her
family physician. Beets are particularly
rich in sugar and also excellent appetizers,
whether eaten with or without vinegar.
Beets contain from10to 11 percent. of sugar,
carrots from 6 to 7 per cent., parsnips 6 per
cent., and turnips from 2 to 4 per cent., ac-
cording to the variety. = They are about
equal as regards the proportion of nitro-
genous matter in them, each containing

rom 1.3 to 2 per cent. of nitrogenous ele-
ments.

Cucumbers and lettuce are cooling. Those
eating lettuce with some regard forits bene-
ficial properties in the days when the ther-
mometer is 100 degrees in the shade will
use little dressing ; a dressing with little
mustard and oil and much vinegar is by far
preferable to the usual mustard plaster.

Olives, garlic and onions stimulate the
heart and quicken circulation, and conse-
quently increase the flow of saliva and so
smmot,e digestion. Red onions are a strong

iuretic.

Red cherries, grapes, mulberries, pears,
strawberries, English golden pippin apples
and red raspberries, which contain large
percentages of sugar, are fattening if thor-
oughly ripe. If fruits are chosen for their
cooling qualities, currants, yellow plums
and smn{l gooseberries should have the call.
If drinks are to be selected on the same
hypothesis, claret, lemonade and iced tea
are more refreshing than milk, soda water,
lager and the body wines. Iced fea is much
better than iced coffee,as it has a tonic effect
on the pores.

Lean meats, poultry, lobsters, dry toast
and cheese are cooling as compared with
mutton, gravies, salmon, farinaceous foods,
apioca, bread, pastry, nuts and confec-
tionery

As te Insulting Emperors. .

Much fear was felt in England that the
Socialists and other radicals would seize the
opportunity presented by the public
entrance of the German Emperar_into Lon-
don to insult him, if no more coulth be done.
From the reports it appears that no attempt
of the kind was made. Let us hope that
this was due to the good sense of the per-
sons suspected of the desire to insult the
royal visitor, Royalty in England is an
absurd anachronism, and some day it will
disappear. This will be due, not to de-
nunciations of royal individuals, but to the
practical establishment of popular in the
place of kingly rule.- In due course of time
the same process will bring about_like re-
sults in Germany, and effective aid in this
direction will doubtless be given“ there,
as in England, by men who are ready to
oppose old ideas and customs with new
and better ones, but who are disgusted
with the tendency to insult the accidental
representatives o{ institutions not yet
changed. When a monarch is a tyrant,
like the Czar of Russia, and 'irremovable b,

ceful methods, it is well enough to kill
him, if possible ; but to take advantage
of the larger freedom of constitutional
monarchies to insult their nominal rulers
isa Pitiful exhibition of spite and cowardice
not likely to commend itself to the brave
men who inaugurate and carry forward
revolutions in time of need. It accomplishes
no possible good and frequently does great
harm. The way to kill monarchy is to
laugh at it.—N. Y. Standard.

They Like Fat Girls in Tunis.

A Tunisian girl has no chance of marriage
unless she tips the scales at 200 pounds, and
to that end she commences to)fatten when
she is 15 years old. The takes aperients
and eats a great deal of sweet stuff and leads
a sedentary life to hasten the/ process. Up
to 15 she is very handsome, but at 20 what
an immense, unwieldly mass of fat she be-
comes. She waddles, or undulates, along
the street., Her costume is very picturesque,
especially if she be of the richer class. They
are clothed in fine silk of resplendent hues
of bright yellow or green, and wear a sort of
conical-shaped head dress, from which de-
pends a loose, white drapery. Turkish
trousers and dainty slippers, the heels of
which barely reach the middle of the foot,
complete costume. — Pittsburg Dispatch.

Never Mind the Administration.

Rochester Heraid : The American named
Duncan, who beat his pretty wife over the
head with a rock at Rettu~ y Coed, a famous
resort in Wales, has bee. placed in an in-
sane asylum there to. remain for life, or
during the pleasure of tVr Jueen, unless a
change of administration. ohall sooner re-
lease him. Long life to Victoria !

One of the Mysieries.

Chicago T'ribune: Maud—What do youi
think of Irene ?
- Laura—I detest her. And she hates me like
poison.
" “Then why do you and she always kiss
when you meet ?”

““ Heaven only knows.”

Not Jealous,

New York , Herald : Harry—I saw
George down town last night hugging a
lamppost.

Kthel—1I don’t believe it ; and I'm not of
a jealous disposition, anyway.

Minnie Palmer will make her reappear-
ance in London in September and in the
following month will commence a tour of
the provinces.

1 see now,” said he sadly, after he had
lost his money on the ball game, ‘‘why
they say ‘blind as a bat.” The bat didn’t
seem to see the ball once.”

Tuere is no waste matter in nature.
Everything has its use.  Even the garbage
gathered in ash barrels possesses &
value, though it is more often thrown away
than snt to any use. Hamilton spends a
good deal of money annually to try to keep
the city clean, a good deal of which might
be saved if the authorities only knew how.
The Cockneys are trying to solve the
Eroblam. There are about 750,000 tons of
ousehold refuse to be disposed of in Lon-
don every year, and many expedients have
been resorted to in order to do the work
well. Much of the refuse is sent down the
Thames in barges and spread on the
marshes. A new company is now trying to
make better use of this material by a sys-
tematic process. Upon arrival at the works
all the refuse is sorted by padsing through
cylindrical sieves and screens of sifes ranging
from three-inch to half-inch mesh,  Paper
and are used for paper-making, straw
for straw-board and luefe:mod is burned,
tin is saved for scraps, bonmes for manure,
bott¥és and glass are sold or remelted, an
stones, vegetables and animal refuse, rub-
bish, coal, etc., are ground up and mixed
with dust, thus being reduced to a k !

“Wm.
Mr., Mosqui the Bt.
osquito, says Louis

s
higher object during his brief life than * to
show himself Qbonegtown."

THE REAL CULPRIT.

The female mosquito can at & pinch live
the life of a%egetarian, but what she wants
is gore, giping hot gore, human if she can
ﬁ.et. it ; but never overlooking any chance.

he toughest hide that ever covered a horse
or adteer does not intervene between the
lady mosquito and her m‘ng‘mlh thirst. It
is even doubted that Col. Mequito is given
to vocal effect. ¢

HOW THE MOSQUITO IS BUILT.

In the human family the fefale is the
more ornamental as well ‘as the more

the mosquito family the male apparently is
the superior being. In grace dnd elegance
of architectural construction, as well as in
variety and gorgeousness of raiment, the
male mosquito far surpasses the female.
The male also enjoys privileges and preroga-
tives to which the female can never aspire—
certainly can never gain. The function
which sile performs in propagation of the
species compels her to consume more f
than he does, and all this food she is
obliged to get herself. In every essential

rticular she has to make her own and the
amily’s liging without the. slightest aid
from him.

The mosquito first appears in the form of
an egg. B('i‘he eggs are deposited in the
water by the mother mosquito.  Before
doing this she crosses her hind legs in the
shape of a letter X. As the eggs are
dropped they are caught by the crossed leﬁs,
the glutinous substance attaching to the
eggs mldin{; them togethet. The number
of eggs laid by one female before rising is
very great. 'These eggs are arranged in the
form of a raft and left to ride on the water,
shallow, stagnant fresh water usually being

lected. By the additi made to the
number of eggs the raft is converted into a
sort, of & boat, and when the laying process
is all completed the boat consists of from
300 to 350_egge. This is the first stage in
the existence of the embryo mosquito.

HATCHED,

A few days after the egg boat is launched

the larvee appear. These are of @n elon-
ated, worm-like form, and come out of the
ower end of the eggs, leaving the empty
shells forming the boat ]{ring on the surface
of the water. . The shell is soon (lestrog'cd
by the action of winds and water. When
the larve appear the eggs are batched.

The larvee are vulgarly called “wigglers.”
Suspended from the surface of the water,
with head downward, they are enabled w0
breathe by means of a sort of tube communi-
cating with the trachwm. The appearance
of the larve may be said to complete the
second stage in the cxistence of the -mos-
quito.

THE MOSQUITO BEGINS ACTIVE LIFE

From ten to fifteen days after the appear-
ance of the larvee the nu{:st,aucc enters the
pupe state. They take on a thin skin,
almost completely covering the larvee, and
roll around in the water, their motions
being directed by a fin-like contrivance at
the end of the tail. The quick, seemingly
irregular movements of the pupwe give them
the name of “‘ tumblers.” They, too, are
familiar to persons residing in the rural
districts in the gpring and summer. The
change of the larve into the pupm com-
pletes the third stage in the mosquito’s
existence.

Between five and ten days after the pupe
appears the last and most critical stage in
the entire metamorphosis of the egginto the
perfect insect arrives. About this period
the pupe skin bursts open, and the mosquito
takes its first look at daylight.

WHEN SHALL NE RAISE HIS MAT?

Read This and the Question Will ‘Never
Bother You Again.

1. When he bows to a lady or an elderly
gentleman.

2. When he is with a lady who bows to
any person, even if the other is a total
stranger to him.

3. When he salutes a gentleman who is
in the company of ladies.

4. When he is in the company of
another gentleman who bows to a lady.

5. When he is with a lady and meets a
gentleman whom he knows.

6. When he offers any civility to a lady
who is a stranger to him.

7. When he parts with a ludf', after
speaking to her, or after walking or
driving  with her, ete.—Young Ladies’
Fashion Bazar,

The Summer Girl.

Now that the'reign of the summer girl is
at hand, these are a few of the things to
count on the beads of her rosarly" of her
remembrance : The girl the boys like best to
take rowing doesn't trail her hands in the
water, even if they are pretty and her rings
handsome, for it gets LRQ boat out of trim.
She doesn’t act frisky or kittenish in the
boat or playfully nrriug out of it at the
shore, only to fall back very unplayfully
into the stream and dip the skiff half full of
water. She doesn’t pretend to steer if she
doesn’t know how, just because the bright
cords of the rudder are effective against her
dress.  She doesn’t put up her sunshade
when the wind is dead against you, even if
itg lining is becoming to her complexion.
SZe doesn’t get a headache and have to go
home just \\ﬁwn the fish are beginning to
bite ; and she doesn’t squeal if you happen,
inadvertently, to land a gamy catch in her
lap.—T'he Eye.

An Equivoeal Puff.

Harper'sBazaar : Did you see the notice
I/gave you ?” said the editor to the grocer.

“ Yes ; and I don’t want another. The
man who says I've got plenty of sand, that
the milk I sell is of the first water, and that
my butter is the strongest in the market,
may mean well, but he is not the man
want to flatter me a second time.”

Sir Gordon Not In the Cast.
Puck : Rockaway Beach—Wae tried to
lay baccawat at owah club the othah night,

Eut couldn’t manage it.

Howell Gibbon—Why not ?

Rockaway Beach—All the fellahs wanted
to be bankaw. The pwince was bankaw,
you know.

Boston Courier : Tartly—Doctor, what
do you really think is the matter with my
wife?  Dr, Bias—I am sorry to say, sir,
that I fear that she is losing her reason.
Tartly—I thonght as much when they told
me she had sent for you.

Maple sugar on snow was the attraction
at a recent gntheri:ﬁ near North Adams,
Mass. The snow had been kept since win-
ter under a thick covering of epruce
branches.

Uncle Russell Sage has shaved off all his
whiskers for the first time in many years,
and, although he is 75 years old, his face is
round and without a wrinkle.

The report that Florence Nijghtingale re-
fused $1,000 for a short article on hospital
work will not deter a thousand or more
less melodious writers from going right
ahead.

Stuart Robson’s manager has engaged
Ernst, Possart for an American tour in 1892-
1893 for $75,000.

John Stetson is to star. Marion Manola
and Jack Mason in “ The Tar and the
Tartar,” next season, through territory not
covered by thie McCaull Opera Company.

A Texas infidel rode ninety miles to get
religion under the sispices of Major Penn,
an gnngelil‘b. _He listened to two n_er:\onl,

dry powder. The cinders and coal are
burned under the boilers or they are saved

and sold to the brickmakers, or. mixed with
pitch and pressed into bricquets for fuel.

pr igion, and, g his horse,
started for home.
Mrs. William Waldorf Astor is one of the

finest mandolin players in New York’s 400.

_color,
3"‘3 all th wha d

e day just now, although what are under-
stood by gray-blues: are still a
worn, but these really ought to
among the neutrals along with the slates
and lavenders.

ing of
vngried scale of pink is the result of combin-
ations of different reds
{l«::lown are more in vogue than cold ones—

marigold yel
tone, now borderin,
proaching more or less nearly to orange,
and not

amiable animal. But in all the species of |

which so many hats are now trimmed
often
which harmonize equally well with pink or
mauve.
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Bt All the Rose Pinks Ave in the Bloom

" of Favor,
Fashion favors almost everyshade of pink,
from wild rose pink to deep rose
old rose to * neille,” and from
to geranium. Fresh blues carry

t deal
classed
Gray-blue is often obtained by the weav-
darkish blue with white, just as a
with white. Warm
t is to 8a) 1ds llows, maize, amber,

yiog:, vum.z‘3 a brown o’r a rmi

on russet, now ap-

y yellows.
Very little actual red is worn, though

scarlet and crimson crop up in millinery,
trimmixgs, etc., or are introduced in small
lunntitiel in the desi

s on figured fabrics.
decided movement in favor of green has

been noticeable of late, more particularly
very light shades of rather bright positive
green, which would seem to
this color will be fashionable next winter.

enote that

The wings and crape draperies with
are

in eau-de-bal or absinthe reen,

Pale green silk is also often used as a

background for lace and other transparent

tissues.

Sunday Reflections.
The loaded dice top proves that turn

about isn’t always fair pla

This is the season when {he girl not at the
seaside is beside herself.

Fighting is & variety of fruit, better nipped
in the bud than picked after it is ripe.

It isn’t safe to estimate the ghality of a
man’s timie by the size of his watch chain.

1t doesn’t take a shipbuilder long to learn
that it is the fleetest yacht which has the
quickest sale.

The bump of self-esteem of the man who
loves his neighbor as himself must be some-
thing prodigious.

SAME OLD THING'

Day—TI believe that some of these clergy-
men who turn away from their creeds do it
to make money.

Weeks—What is the harm in that? In

old times when a man turned heretic he got |

staked.
THE DEVIY
There never- was a house of prayer
But, what the Devil roosted there;
And though to tell it makes us weep,
He giveth his beloved sleep.
WERE I A PREACHER.
Were I a preacher I would love
The man who's truly wild and tough,
Far more than him w/ o“ol:cfﬂ from church
Because he feels he's good enough.
THEY STAY FROM CHURCH.
Some men there are who stay from church
And preachers one and all condemn,
Fog' when the good men sinners warn
These fellows feel they're whacking them.
THE TURNING OF THE CRANK,
‘Whene'er a new scheme of perpetual motion
Arouses attention from ocean to ocean,
Experts come to see it from far and from near
And, gathered around, at its mysteries peer.
Perhaps it deceives them, more likely Lmy find
That a cute little belt snugly sneaks out be-

nd,
Andlthero out of sight behind lathing and
asf

A’crank has been turning, now slower, now
faster.

"Tis lhl‘liﬂ with new schemes in religion’s great

A wealth theologic they promise to yield ;

Full many proclaim them a true revelation,
Producing the balm it to heal all creation.
But when heads more level would view them

arigh
"Tis discovered that something is hidden from

sight ;
And ﬁwr adherents their folly must thank
For bowing in awe to the turn of a crank.

‘Wire Finer Than Nair,

We are at work just now, said a manu-
facturer the other day, on some pretty small
wire. It is 1.500th of an inch in diameter
—finer than _the hair on your head, a great
deal. Ordinary fine wire is drawn through
steel plates, but that wouldn’t do for this
work, because if the hole wore away ever
so little it would make the wire larger, and
that would spoil the job. Inst,ea%l, it is
drawn through what is practically a hole in
a diamond, to which there is, of course, no
wear. These diamond plates are made by a
woman in New York, who has a monopoly
of the art in this country. The wire is then
run through machinery which winds it
spirally with a layer of silk thread that is
.0015 of an inch in thickness—even finer
than the wire, you see. This wire is used
in making the receiving instruments of
ocean cables, the galvanometers used in
testing cables and measuring insulation of
covered wires.

An Eye to Business.

Epoch : “Melancholy Stranger—You are
sure this poison will kill a man ?

Druggist—Yes, sir, I can guarantee it.
By the way, if you are going to commit
suicide, I wish you’d put one of our circu-
lars in your packet. It'll be a bigadvertise-
ment for us when your body is found.

Preparing for the Seashore. .

Jewelers’ Circular : Cholly Cholmonderly
—Now we're all pwepared for our twip. But
I seem to forget something.
. Valet—Have you ordered the engagement
rings ?

Cholly C.—Aw, that’s it.
pany’s and awder a dozen.

Go to Tim-

A Vital Question.
Puck : ' The bosom friend—They tell me,
Nell, that youn are engaged.
The victim—Dear me !

o Is it to anyone
now ?

All the women of the Vanberbilt family
are notable for their good looks. Mrs. Cor-
nelius Vanderbilt has a calm, lovely face
which is suggestive of the Madonna. Mrs.
William K. Vanderbilt has a fine figure
which she carries with much stateliness ;
her eyes are dark blue and her hair is a
mdnl{ bronze brown.  Mrs. Frederick W.
Vanderbilt, however, is the beauty of the
house of Vanderbilt. Her figure is extremely
Fmelul, her complexion lovely and her hair
has the glint and glimmer of golden sun-
beams in them.

The son of General Isidro Urtecho, Com-
mander-in-Chief of the Nicaraguan army, is
the only foreign cadet at West Point. He
is a young man of 20, tall and active, with
swarthy skin and flashing black eyes.

The house which Lord Revelstoke was
building previous to the Baring failure is
now Baron Hirsch’s. 3

Baron de Gondoriz,. the Brazilian india -
rubber merchant who is trying to corner
the entire rubber output of the Amazon
region, is an energetic man of Portuguese
birth, 41 years old. He is of short and very

Kortly figure, with light complexion and red
air.

thus
declined the last muffin on the
took it, she looked him
and with her most captivating

stalked out,

Then he got up and
in that boarding-

there is & room to rent
house. '

The Typleal Modern City.

Toaris is the typical modern city. In the
work of transforming the labyrinthine ten-
gle of narrow, dark and foul medieval alleys
into broad modern thoroughfares, and of
providing those appointment and
iences that disti ish the well-ord
of our day from the old-time cities whic!
had grown up formless and o by
centuries of accretion—in this brillisnt nine-
teenth century task of re-constructing cities
in their physical characters, dealing with
them as organic entities, and endeavoring to

ive such force to the visible body as will

t accommodate the expanding life within,
Paris has been the unrivalled leader.
Berlin and Vienna have accomplished mag-
nificent results in city-making, and b
British town—Glasgow, Birmingham, Man-
chester and others—have in a less ambitious
way wronght no less useful reforms ; but
Paris was the pioneer. French public
authorities, architects and engineers-were
the first to conceive effectually the ideas of
symmetry. and s‘pacioulnw, of ‘orde‘I: and

y Dy
in urban arrangements.—Dr. Albert Shawj

d cit)

Golden Notes.

Who would not be a fashionable opera
singer 7 Here are the fees which were paid
to the leading voices for a single night’s
performance of the ‘ Huguenots” this
season :

M. Jean de Reszke.

Mad. 1ba
M. M
M. Lasalle...

M. Edouard de Reszke.
Madlle. Guilia Ravogli.
Madlle. Mravina {ero

The lowest of these, upon a basis of 300 con-
certs per annum, is equal to $75,000 a year ;
the highest to $240,000—Saturday Jowrnal.

) Landable algiiude.
Mrs. Brown—John, I hear you took that
horrid typewriter girl of yours to the theatre
last, night.
Mr. Brown—Well, surely, my dear, it
wouldn’t be right to let f‘xler go alone.—
Peoria Herald.

Johnny All Right.

A Ashland Press: *“I'm afraid, Johnny,”
said the Sunday school teacher severely,
“ that I will never meet you in heaven’
Johnny—Why, what have you been doin’
now?

There is a story that $5,000 worth of
diamonds are buried in a Brooklyn grave.
They adorn the body of an eccentric person
who died several years ago. The costly
jewels were placed in the coffin despite the
strenuous protests of the undertaker who
had charge of the funeral and who feared
the desecration of ghouls.

The societies for the protection of animals
in Sweden, Norway and Denmark have
petitioned the Queen of Italy to exert her
influence in protecting the northern birds
which migrate to Italy in winter.

D. €. N. L. 31. 9L

DIAMOND

VERA-CURA

STOMACH TROUBLES.

At Druggists and Dealers, ov
gentby mail on receipt of 25 cta
(5 boxes:1.00) in stamps.

(anadian Depot, 44 and 46 Lombard St., Toroato, Ont

Cures RHEUMATISM,
NEURALGIA, SCIATICA, LUMBAGO, BACKACHE,
HEADACHE, TOOTHACHE, SORE THROAT,
FROST-BITES, SPRAINS, BRUISES, BURNS, Ete,
Sold by Druggists and Dealers. Everywhere
Fifty Cts.a bottle. Dire etivns in 11 Languages,

Canadii Depot, 44 214 40 Tomeard S, Toronto, Oat.
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