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garments, which, even in that dim 7light, looked shabby-
genteel. : ’

# What do you want ? ” he asked, not too graciously.

A voice answered him in tones go low, that Sylvia, who was
straining her ears to catch the reply, beard only a vague
murmaur.

Rut if she heard nothing definite, she saw enough to alarm
ber in the manner of her father. He gave a start, drew back
into the room with a smothered exclamation, then bent for-
ward again, as if to peer into the face of the untimely visi-
taut. . . :

1 Wait a minute,” he muttered, and then looking back at
his daughter, said hurriedly, “Go up stairs to your room,
Sylvia, aud stay there till I call you. I want a little quiet
talk with this person.”

Sylvia looked at him as if inclined to ask questiouns.

#Qo, I say. -I'll call you when I want you.”

r Sylvia obeyed, without a word. She took one of the candles
with her, leaving the room dimly lighted by the other.

Into this dim light Mr. Carew ushered the stranger—but
not with that air which bespeaks heartiness of welcome.
Reluctantly, rather, as & man might admit the sheriff's officer
who came to deprive him ot liberty.

(To be continued.)

THE NEWSBOY.

To Mise Hattie R. H—, these lines are moat respectfully insoribed, as
a token of the author's regard.
*Neath the cool shady porch, socured from the scorch,
Of the bot sun’s meridian blazes. .
1 sit idly dreaming. anJd watch witbouat seeming.
The newsboy hawking papers and daisios.

Hung safe to a strap, that is slung o'er his bask,
His rude box, brush and blacking displayed is;

While under his arm he shields from all harm,
His papers and besatiful daisies.

Want gleams from his eyes, as with faint voioe he cries.
*'Eres the 'Sconsin or Sent'nel.” and gaxes

[nto each careless face, of the in-human race.
QOr plaintively sings. ** Buy my daisies.”

Not within plenty's horn, was this wee gamin born,
Or knows aught but misery’s phases,

By an old ork’'s dim shade. his tirst bed was made,
In the grass, ‘mid the sweet smelling daisies.

On weary and lorn, thro' the heat, cold or storm.
While gaunt hunger bis dimning eve glares,

At last down he lies his wan {ace to the skies,
And a pillow of papers and daisies.

Sarsthe “ cop' on his beat. thro’ the tremulous street,
S 'Eres a corpus as surely as blazes.”

Then away to the morgue, ns you'd trundle a dog;—
But his thin hand still ¢lasps the wild daisies.

And or the next morniog, without further warning,
*‘The bag of bones.”” packed on a dray is,

To the cemet'ry’s shade, and carelassly lsid
'Neath the sod, gaily billowed with daisies.

So **under ” he goea, but freed trom life’s woes,
He dreams in etherial mazes: R

The wee little toes. and pinched tip of his nose,
Pointing up to the roots of the daisies.

. E. P. Bowuay, in the Milwaokee Magazine.

THE LITTLE SHOES.

I.

On the 6th of January, 1776, Twelfth Day, a pleasant little

- scene took place on the quarter deck of the French vessel,
The Heron.  All the officers not actually on duty were pro-
menading the boards, smoking and chatting, when suddenly
a young midshipman, ascending the stairs from the Captain’s
room, appeared and exclaimed :

‘« Hats off, gentlemen, here is the queen!”

The royalty which the crew saluted was no other than the
innocent and fugitive royalty of the bean. It had just fallen,
by lot, to a pretty little Creole girl from Martinique, a re-
lative of the Captain,

The young queen acquitted herself of her high and novel
functions with a grace and a dignity which a Catherine II.ora
Maria Theresa might have envied.

tOn your knees, sweet page,” said she to the midshipman,
¢t don't you see that I have dropped my glove? Come forward,
my Council of Ministers and laugh not, for the point now to
be considered is grave. I love my people and I want my
people to love me. The question to be decided is, whether,
to draw their homage to my feet, a blue rosette on my shoes
would not suit better than a white one.”

And thus she weat on with a thousand innocent sallies at
which the sailors laughed very heartily.

But the one who seemed to rejoice most in the triumph of
the amiable child was an old salt named Peter Hello  Marie
Rose, for that was the girl’s name, had long been interested in
the wonderful storiesof Peter. In his turn he loved her, served
ber, and watched over her. When she ascended the ladders
and swung inthe cordage, he stood under, ready to catch her in
his large hands if she bappened to slip upon the deck. He
wunld sit for hours telling her his exploits or listening to her
songs.

The day following Twelfth Night, and after her brief queen-
ship, Rose appeared very sad and peusive. She could not
help calling to mind what an old negress, who had passed for
a sorceress; had told ber when she was very young, The pre-
cise words came back to her thus:

“Good little mistress...... Me Bee in the clond big condor
mountiog high, very high, with a rose in its beak...... You
are Rose...... You very unhappy..... . You queen, then great
tempest and you die.”

%1 was queen yesterday,” thought she, “and now 1 only
await the tempest that is to carry me off.”

“ Fear nothing,” said Peter, who was standing near by, and
to whom she had communicated her thonghts, ¢ if any acci-
dent happens to the Heron, you will seize my belt and by the
belp of God and of my patron (a great saint, for he walked on
the waters without sinking,) you will come to land as surely
ag a rchooner towed by a three master.”

Mary Rose was comforted and resumed her play. A few
days later, after dancing a farandole on the deck she tore the
goles of her slippeis to pieces. Unfortunately she had none
to replace them and she was obliged to sit. down in a corner,
biding her little feet under her dress and not daring to move.
8be looked like Daphne: whose bust remained full of life
and animation after her feet had taken root in the cleft of the

- tree.  The little quecn wept, of course, and like the captive
in_the enchanted tower, waited for a cavalier to pass and
_effect her delivery. o

i't was Petor Hello.

A cavalier passed ; sald with indignation.

t Leave such pretty feet bare?” he
#One would be heartless to do so.”

Peter began to bustla about. ‘He searched, he fufnbled, his
hand passed wherever a mouse could croep. Finally, he
uttered a cry of joy. It was not a flower, uot a treasure which
Peter had discovered. 1t was something more precious—a
boot! Tha boot of a sailor killed in a boarding fight. 1t bad
rolled in a corner of the hold. Peter, using his poignard,
pierced and cut the boot in such style that in less than an
hour he made something...... not precisely boots, nor shoes,
nor slippers, nor gaiters, nor cothurns, nor mocassins, but a
work—original, fantastic, romantic, & thing without a nsme.
But at least that thing could be interposed as a defensive
armour between the epidermis of the humau foot and the floor.
Peter ran at once to the cabin of Marie Rose where after hav-
ing, with great troubls and with much laughing on the part
of the young girl, fised the shoe on her naked feot, he nrose,
crossed his arms triumphantly upon his breast and exclaimed :

“Therel”

One hour later the Bayadero danced upon the deck to the
great delight of the sailors.

Finally, after many weeks, land was sighted and the voyage
was brought to a close, The parting was a touching sceno
between the old sailor and the young Creole.

« [ will always think of you, and I will keepiyour shoes as
a relic,” said Marie Rose. .

« Oh! vou are going to Paris where new friends will make
you lose the remembrance of poor Hello," was the reply of the
honest tar.  He will henceforth be nothing to you."”

¢ I will always remember him "

She departed. He followed her on shore with his eyes.
She turned often, and waviag her handkerchief, repeated,

¢t Always, Hello, always.”

I1.

Peter Hello never knew whether the girl kept her word.
He seldom came to shore and was killed in the Amorican war,
Ar to Marie Rose

But here, across my story, passes the great torrent of the
French revolution ; a stranke and nameless forrent.  Pactolas
with golden sands, Simois tinged with blood, Eurotas border-
ed with laurel trees. Alas!

Then came the Empire and we hie to Mnlmaison, the re-
treat of the noble and unfortunate Josephine, the widow of
Napoleon who still lived, but always Empress and always
adored by the French.

Seated in her parlour, with her elbow on thue piane, she
listened with smiles to a deputation of young ladies attached
to her person, who asked permission to pluy a game of pro.
verbs,

« With pleasure, my children,” answered the good Joseph-
ine. * 1 will even take charge of the costumes. Thaunks to
the generosity of the Emperor, lam still able to furnish them
in abundance. Here, this is & bundle which I have just re-
ceived.”

And she touched with ber foot a furred robe which lay on
the carpet.  I¢ wes so beautiful that one of the young Iadies
in waiting tapped her white hands together and exclaimed :—

«How happy is your Majesty!”

« Happy,” murmured Josephine, # bappy !

She seemed to dream for a moment and her fingers wander-
ing over the keys of the piano, gave out a few notes of the
beautiful romauce :

The flower would dio where the fower
s born,

And thy heart ix my only bower,
Furtorn!

Then shaking. from her these oppressive memorics, she
arose and said :

« Follow me, ladies. Come and choose your costumcs.”

And followed by the beautiful procession, she went into her
wardrobe. All the girls opened their eyes with wonder, as the
woodman's son when he penetrated for the firet time in the
cavern of Ali Baba. There were gauzes so light that they
would have flown away as gossamer, but for the precious
stones by which they were bordered; Spanish maatilias,
Italian mezzaros, morning robes of odalisks, still impregnated
with the perfumes of the harem and the powders of Aboukir,
and madonna dresses so beautiful that the Virgin of Loretto
would have worn them only on the day of her Assumption
into heaven. :

“ Take these, my children,” said the good Emprees, “ and
amuse yoursclves. I give them all to you except one which
is too precious to me and too sacred to be touched.”

Seeing their curiogity, she added :

+«But I will allow you, however, to see my treasure.”

Josephine searched in a corner of the Imperial wardrobe
and produced ... ...

It was neither a present of Napoleon, nor a work of genius.,
It was the gift of the Breton sailor, Peter Hello-—the little
shoes of Maria Rose.

You have guessed it—the Empress Josephine and the
dancing girl with naked fvet were one and the same person.
When the sword of Bonaparte began to carve Europe like a
ptum cake, Josephine.Marie Rose Tascher de La Pagerie, had
won the bean and reigned. She reigned a long time.. But
one day a great tempest arose in Europe ; the snows of Russia
spread like a pall over French fortunes; the four winds of
heaven blew in avalanches of enemies and there cameo to
France, amid the lightnings of sabre and cannon, earth shocks
ag terrible as those of the Antilles. When at longth the sky
brightened, the prophecy of the negress was entirely fulfilled,
The great condor had dropped the rose from his beak and the
Creole of the Trois-Islets, twice a queen, had died in the
tempest.

A novel, very interesting, and useful application of chloro-
form has just been made in London. - A lady was subjected
to an operation under chloroform. ‘The husband of the patient
wished to move her ag soon as possible to her home at Nor-
wood, but in her then condition of pain and exhanstion a
journey was out of the question. The advisability of her
return being strongly urged by her {riends, it was proposed to
perform the journey under chloroform, aud this was actually
accomplished on the 13th. = The patient was anmsthetised on
her bed in George street, Hanover-square, having no know-
ledge of her impending journey.- She was then carried down
stairs and placed in an invalid carriage, driven to her home at
Norwood, and taken out and carried upatairs to her own bed
without at any time actually recognizing that she was on her
way home.. The journey occupied an hour and a half, and the
apatint was under chloroform about two hounrs.

‘wash wears off it leaves a most doclded greentsh tinge,
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FALL CAPS AND BONNETS,

Fig. 1. A blaok tulle oap trimmed with artifiolal flowers, |
18 made of black figured tulle and lace 2} inches deep nrrn;x '
on a foundation of stitflnce; 2§ inch blrck molrd ribbhon N"“d
blossoms and a spray of brown leaves. A bow of molri; nbb(:)w
and Inoe at the back, "

Fig. 2. This cap s made of plain white Swiss muslin edged
In. Insertion and { In, 1ace, and trimmed with bowy of brown ang
yollow sllk ribbon, A bow of musiin and lice at the baek,

Fig. 3. A figured Swiss muslin and grosgrain ribbon eap, fur
nished with a plain muslin rufling, turned outwards ang 'ed,‘«i
with } In. lace Indertion and lace edging of the snne widih - and
on the outer adgo with a ruche of white musiin, !

Flg. 4. Whits Swiss munlin cap cdgod with lace 1§ tn, dep
the setting on belng hidden by a twisted brown molre ribbon
The rest of the trimming couslsts ofloops and ends of light “mi
dark brown molré ribbon, und a bow of ertimson velvgt,

Fig. 5. Figured black tulle 15 the material for thig cap, taldg
over figured white tulle, and arranged with black aod "vblla
blonde nnd 3 in. blue rep ribbon,

Fig. 6. This bonnet 18 of putfod Hiue crape and 2§ in, blondg
arranged on a feundation of atiff lace and trimmed with Hiae
grosgrain ribbon and n spray of lowers., A amall vell of ngun,d'
white tulle and blonde hangs behind.

Fig. 7. Figured black tulle and lnce bounet, trimmed with
black grosgrain bows, A jet brooch In front Rud a rose on the
right side.

Flg. 8. This ts made of figured white tulle, 1§ in. and 3,
white blonde, and 2 in, black lace. The trimming consists of 3
in. violet grosgrain ribbon and 1} {n, velvet ribbon to mateh,

THE PERMANENT EVYENING DRENY,

Why not take for the permsuent form of eventng dross, writa
“Jenny June” to The Daily Graphie, a suggestion from ;.ho 0-;
masters of art, Aand make {t square bxdled, with antique .\\Iuo\'o'a
This form has nlways been a favourite one with palaters; 1t 1‘
the ona that Iy bost adapted for the display of a really fine ;\gur:
and by the addition of puflings of lnces or tulle affords uu;
readiest, most becoming, and appropriste menns of concealmeany
to n poor one. It can bLe almost tnfinitely varied by culling h&h
SquUATe or low square, high back and low front, ora Ruphact
front and back. Lacxycan be ndapted to it 1o a grent varfety of
wnys, nnd many changes effected or diftarences {n taste mll;ned
without impairing the general design or affuciing the PeTmanent
charncter of the dress. For example, fluted tuile or mmiln
could be arranged upon a high or low square as an open ruche
or fau-shaped, as it somethmes 18 now ; or {t could be surmun«lr«i
hy an {nxide ratfie ax {2 has been in the past, or a broad taee c:ou.m
be latd flat ontlining the square. Since the first Introdiction of
the s square ™ neek, ns It is popularly ellod—otherwise o Pom.
padour ™ and « Raphael,” and other historic nnniay—-it has niways
becn a favourite, and has beon rovivend times without numiye
In fact, it has never gone entirely out; there are Always cui};‘
viated and charming women who wi.l wear no other style {.v):
stdress,” gnd who realize fully the artistie beauty ami p!nmrm:
aneness of the design,  Tne antique steeve Is 0 comprom!ise b\\
tween the long and the short sleeve. 12 catt be mude exXtramaly
dressy, and 0 as to display the most beantiful part of the -nrm:
and can be worn by all ages. By lengthening or shaortening :.m:
upper part of the sleave, or the rutMas, it enuid be bmuglunmrh;
to the wristy or only just above the bend of the arm, ll(?m)rm!\'g
to taste, and thux adapted 1o every requirement. Were this
style ndopted and adhered to, 1t woubl xet ashde the vexed ques.
tlon of « correct ** eventug dress, and glve to castly fabrics a pér.
maaecnt valup which they do not now possess, Hacause every.
thing {s sacrificed Lo Gewness of form., )

A New Thing in Boots.

»Cavaller bots ™ are about (o be introduced for ladies. They
are turned over with leather just above the ankie, or as far lLu
may be respeetfully the point de mire, so us to glve n faint hinita.
tton of the old cavaller boot; an edging of lace falis over this,

A Royal Bridecake.

The bridecake which is 1o geace the royal breakfast table on
the ocraxlon of the marriage of the Duke of Edinburgh with tha
only daughter of the Emperor of Russta, is deseribed ns a ehef-
d'eruere Of the confectioner's art. It towers ta a helght of o,
#in., and welghs upwands of 230 pounda, It {8 {n.six tiers, and
resembles the famous porcelain tower at Nankin. The cake is
covernd with » fretwork of flowers and shalla of snow white
purity, while gracefuliy depending from n vake of exquisits de-
slgn at the summit 14 4 profuston of orange bloswoms,

A Novel Advertisement.

A 8San Fraocisco milliner recently hit upon a uovel expadient
to advertise her store.  She had among her assiatants ona re-
markably handsome young womuan, and having attirisd this
damsel inthe cholcest garments of the estabilishment sho placed
her tn the window of the store.  The girl stood tn a half reclining
attitude, perfeatly still, and very soon an tmmense crowd of poo-
ple had assembied to kee the benutiful sign of the milifner, Tha
Crowd xoon grew o a perfect mob, quite blocking tha atreet, un-
tl the cartainy were lowared, snil tha iiving model relievad from
her position,

The Comsequences of an Auriferony Wash.

A correxpondent writes: ¢ Blondes are. going out of fashtan,
and [ huve seen many this stmmaer who aro aliowing thefe dark
halr o grow in sgaln as 1L will or 170 will, and whoso head-
coverings present a combinatinn of tints not hoautiful even now,
when startling combinations of eolour are tn vogue,  Evidentiy
when the brown halr went out two or threoe years agn 1oseid 1o
its discarders, ¢ Keep my moemory green,” and the prayer, whe-
ther intantionnlly .or not,” has been heeded, for ag the blonde
There
are other unploasant. consequencos of the blonde relgn visible,
You see young Indlos whose faces twitch and features work coo-
vulsively at times, and these aro they o whom cosmaties for
hair and face have given' dizenses of the nerves. I know one
young lady who {8 lame, stammaers as sha spanke, and haa par-
tially lost the uso of half her body from paralysts éaused by cos-
motlcs. - There is no joko about this, Tt 1s paionfuily true.”

Glass Bonnets Onee More.

We bave already spoken of the glnss bonnets shown at Vienna.
A contemporary snys: ¢ Glags honnetsa are o bo worn. The
flat lsgone forth, and Ix, of course, {rrevacablo, Otherwise, wo
might make somae objections. - How 1u the. glass of fashion to ba
fitted to the mould of form, or, {n other words, how is thiy nun.
bending material to adapt itself to the shape of the head 2 The
misgiving {8 porhaps groundiesa; wa have baen too much im-
pressed by the precedent of tha glass slippor, that unyielding
chausaure, which would adapt itsolf only to the matchlers pro-
portions of Cindorella’s foot. On refiection, we acknowledgo
having secn and handled tissues formed of glass that fell in folds
itke those woven of the softost gllk. But thore was always about
them a suspicion of possible apfeules lurking tn the fabric which

.




