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garments, which, even lu that dim light, looked shabby-
genteel.

IWhat do you want ?" he asked, not too graclously. 4

A voice answered him ln tones so low, that Sylvia, who was
straiing her ears to catch the reply, heard only a vague
murmur.I

But If she beard nothing defnite, 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, thon bent for.
ward again, as if to peer into the face of the untimely visi-
tant.

Il Wait a minute," he muttered, and thon looking back at
bis daughter, said hurriedly, "Go up stairs to your room,
Sylvia, and stay there till I call you. I want a little quietE
talk with this person."a

Sylvia looked at him as if Inclined to ask questions.
IGo, I say. Il call you when I want you."
Sylvia obeyed, without a word. She took one of the candles

with ber, leaving the room dimly lighted by the other. C
Into this dim light Mr. Carew ushered the stranger-but

not with that air which bespeaks heartiness of welcome.
Reluctantly, rather, as a man might admit the sherif's officerg
who came to deprive him ot liberty.

(To be coninued.)

THE NEWSBOY.

To Mies Hattie R. 1--, these lines are most respectfullv inscribed, as
a token of the author's regard.y

'Neath the cool shady porch. secured from the seorch.
of the bot sun's meridian blazes.

I sit idly dreaming, anj watch without seeming',
The newsboy hawkingpapers and daisies.

Hu sale to a strap. that istalung o'r his baok;
Bis rude box, brueh sud bisciting disfiayed s;

Whie under his arm he shields fromn al harm.
Ris papers and beautiful daisies.

Want gleams from hi eyes, as with faint voice hé criés.
'Eres the 'Sconsin or Sent'nel." and gates

Into each careless face, of the in-hutuau race.
Or plaintively uings. -Buy my daisiee."

Iot within plenty's born, was this wee gamin born,
Or knows aught but misery'e phase8.

By anoId o s' is thade. eis tiret bed wu madeV
Iu the grass. 'mid thée eet suseliug daisies.

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

At aset down he lies bis wan face to the skies.
And a pillow of papers and daisies.

Says the lcop" on his beat, thro' the tremulous street.
'Ere a corpus as rurely as blazes."

Then avay torthe morgue,as you'd trundle a dog;-
But his thin band still claspt the wild daisies.

And or the next rmorning, without further warning,
" The bas of bones." packed on a dray is,

To the cemet'ry's shade. and carel.ssly laid
'Neath the -od. gaily billowed with daisies.t

So "under ? he goe3, but freed from life's woes.
He dreams in etherial mazes:

The wee littie toes. and pin-bed tip of bis noe.
Pointing up te the moots of the daisies.

E. P. BowMÀ, in the Milwaukee Mgaa.'i.

THE LITTLE SHOES.
1.i

On the 6th of January, 1776, Twelfth Day, a pleasant little
scene took place on the quarter deck of the French vessel,
The leron. Ail 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 litte Creole girl from Martinique, a re-i
lative of the Captain.

The young queen acquitted herself of ber high and noveli
functions with a grace and a dignity which a Catherine Il. oraf
Maria Theresa might have envied.1

"On your knees, sweet page," said she to the midshipman,i
"don'tyou see that I have dropped my glove? Come forward,E
my Council of Ministers and laugh not, for the point now toi
be considered is grave. I love my people and I want my1
people to love me. The question to be decided is, whether,
to draw their homage to my feet, a blue rosette on my shoese
would not suit better than a white one."i

And thus she went on with a thousand innocent sailles 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 sait named Peter Hello Marie1
Rose, for that was the girl's name, hald long been interested lin
the wonderful storiesof Peter. lu his turn he loved her, serv.-dJ
ber, and watched over her. When she ascended the ladders1
and swng in the cordage, he stood under, ready to catch her in
bis large bands if she happened to slip upon the deck. He
wuuld sit for boums telling her bis exploit or listening to her
songs.1

The day following Twelfth Night, and after ber brief queen-
ship, Rose appeared very sad and pensive. She could noti
help calling to mind what an old negress, who Lad passed forj
a sorceress, Lad told ber when she was very young. The pre.1
cise words came back to her thus.:1

"Good little mistres ....... Me sce in the cloud big condori
mountinuz high, very high, with a rose in its beak ...... You1
are Rose...... You very unhappy ...... You queen, then great
tempest and you die."

" I vas queen yesterday," thought she, uand now I only
await the tempest that ls to carry me off."

" Fear nothing," said Peter, who was standing near by, and
to whom she had communicated her thoughts, "if any acci-
dent happens to the Heron, you will seize my boit and by the
help of God and of my patron (a great saint, for he walked on
the waters without sinking,) you will come to land as surely
as 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
soles of ber slippers to pieces. Unfortunately she had noue
to replace tbem and she was obliged to sit down lu a corner,
biding her little feet under ber dressuand not daring to move.
8be looked like Daphne whoso bust remained full of life
and animation after her feet had taken root ln the cleft of the
tree. The little queen wept, of course, and like the captive
in the enchauted tower, waltPd for a cavaller to passand
effect her delivery.

A cavalier passed it was Peter Hello.
44Leave sncb pretty foot bare 7 Ile salit wlth Indignation.

" One would be heartlesa to do so."d
Peter began to bustle about. He searced, he fumbled, bis

hand passed wherever a mouse couti creep. Finally, ho
uttered a cry of joy. It was not a flower. not a treasure which

Peter had discovered. It was something more precious-a

boot1 The boot of a sailor killed in a boarding fight. It had

rolled in a corner of the boid. Peter, u8ing lis poignard,
pierced and cut the boot in suncbstyle that o less than au
hour h madesometig.. t. precisely boots, nor shoos,
nor slippers, nor gaiters, nor cothurns, nor mocassins, but a

work-original, fantastic, romantic, a thing without a name.

But at least that thing couild be lnterposed as a defensive
armour between the epidermis of the human foot and the floor.
Peter ran at once to the cabin of Marie Rose where after hav-
ing, with great trouble and with much laughing on the part
of the young girl, fixed the shoe on ber naked feet, ho arose,
crossed bis arms triumphantly upon bis breast and exclaimed:

" There 1I
One bour later the Bayadere danced upon the deck to the

great delight of the sallors.
Finally, after many weeks, land was sighted and the voyage

was brought to a close. The parting w as a touching scene
between the old sailor and the Young Creole.

l I will always think of you, and I will keepiyour shoes as
a relic," said Marie Rose.

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

- 1 will always remember him 11
She departed. He followed ber on shore with lis eyes.

She turned often, and waving her handkerchief, repeated,
Always, Hello, always."

II.

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

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

Then came the Empire and we hie to Malmaison, 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 ber parlour, with ber elbow on the piano, she
listened with smiles to a deputation of young ladies attached
to ber person, who asked permission to play a gaine of pro.
verbs.

" With pleasure, my children," answered the good Joseph-
ine. - I will even take charge of the costumes. Thanks to
the generosity of the Emperor, I am still able to furnish them
in abundance. Here, this is a bundle which i have just re-
ceived."

And she touched with ber foot a furred robe which lay on
the carpet. I- we. so becautiful that one of the young ladies
in waiting tapped ber white banda together and exclaimed

Iow happy is your Majesty !1"I
«iappy," murmured Josephine, 1 happy1"
She seemed to dream for a moment and ber fingers wander-

ing over the keys of the piano, gave ont a few notes of the
beautiful romnuce':

The flower would die where the flower
Is born.

And thy heart is my only bower,
Forlorn

Then shaking from ber these oppressive memories, she
arose and said :

" Follow me, ladies. Come and choose your costumes."
And followed by the beautiful procession, she went into ber

wardrobe. Ail the girls opened their eyes with wonder, as the
woodman's son when ho penetrated for the first time in the
cavern of Ali Baba. There were gauzes so light that thev
would have flown away as gossamer, but for the precious
stones by which they wcre bordered ; Spanish mantillas,
Italian mezzaros, morning robes of odalisks, still impregnated
with the perfumes of the harem and the powders of Aboukir,
and madonna dresses so beautitul that the Virgin of Loretto
would have worn them only on the day of ber Assumption
into heaven.

" Take these, my children," said the good Empress, ; and
amuse yourselves. I give them ail to you except one which
is too precious to me and too sacred to be touched."

Seeing their curiosity, she added :
I But I wili allow you, however, to see my treasure."
Josephine searched in a corner of the Imperial wardrobe

and produced ......
It wa ncither a present of Napolcon, nor a work of genius.

It was the gift of the Breton sailor, Peter lello--the littie
shoes of Marie Rose.

You have guessed it-the Empress Josephine and the
dancing girl with naked feet were one and the same person.
When the sword of Bonaparte began to carve Europe like a
plum cake, Josephine-Marie Rose Tascher de La Pagerie, had
won the beau and reigned. She reigned a long time. But
one day a great tempest arose in Europe ; the snows of Russia,
spread like a pali over French fortunes; thet four winds of
heaven blew in avalanches of enemies and there came to
France, anid the lightnings of sabre and cannon, earth shocks
as terrible as those of the Antilles. When at length the sky
brightened, the prophecy of the negress was entirely fulfilled.
The great condor had dropped the rose from bis 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 bas just been made In London A lady was subjected
to an operation under chloroform. The husband of the patient
wished to move ber as soon as possible to her home at Nor-
wood, but in her then condition of pain and exhaustion a
journey was out of the question. The advisability of ber
return being strongly urged by ber friends, it was proposed to
perform the journey under chloroform, and this was actually
accomplisbed on the 13th. The patient was anamsthetised on
ber bed in George street, Hanover-aquare, having no know-
ledge of ber impending journey. She was then carried down
stairs and placed in an invalid carriage, driven to ber home at
Norwood, and taken out and carried upstaira to her own bed
without at any time actually recogising that she was on ber
way home. The journey occupied an hour and a half, and the
epatint was under chloroform about two hours.

I'ÀL. cAr-s ANnu1oxNrsv
Fig. 1. A black tulle cap trimmod with artifcial tlowera. I

is mad o black aigured tulle and lace 2k Inches deep arrAnge
on a foundation of stirlace, 21 Inch black mitoir ribbon, e
blossomsuand a spray of brown leavos. A bow of moire rIbteu
and lace at t e back.

FIg. 2. This cap Ils made Of platn white Swiss mtuslin Ad.,d
In. insertion and 1 li. lace, and trimmed with bows o lbrowui,
yollow silk ribbon. A bow or musli and lace a ith btaick.

Fig. 3. A gured Swiss muslin and grosgrain ribbon cap, fur.
nished with a plain mustin rulling, turned ottwards aud edgm
with I In. lace uInertion and lace edging o then same widti; and
on the outer edge with a ruche of white muslin.

FIg. 4. White Swiss mulins cap edgod wilt lace niII. doeo
the setting oin beling hîidden hy a twIsted brown toire ribbon
The res tf the trim tneg consists oloopi ttat adtus fn iight anti
dark broîtn moiré rlbb<îi, uti a bow o<etcrîtuson voiel-

Fig. 5 .Figured black tulle lithe naterial for titIs cap, l,1,
over aigured white tulle, and arranged with bltck and white
blonde and 3 il. bie rep ribbon.

Fig. i. This bonnet Is of puirtd lilac crape and 2j ln. bIonds
arranged on a foundation of stitrI lace and trImmed with 111,w,
grosgrain ribbon an<i a spray of tiowers. A snal veil of igureo
white tulle and blonde hangs beltind.

Fig. 7. Figurei black tulle and lace bonnet, trimmed witlh
black grosgrain bows, A jet brooch ln front and a rose ont the
right side.

Fig. c. This liimade o fngured white tulle. 1 Iln. and 3 in,
white blonde, and '2 i. black lace. The trii ing consista ot 3
lin, violet grosgraii ribbon and Ii ti. velvet ri bbori to match.

tE i''.LNant ENT Eva'sYN(o Iiaats
Why not take for the peruane-nt rormin o evenIiîg dres, writee
Jenny June " to The Daily Oraphi, a suiggeatlrtin troni the 011

maaters of art, and make it s<quare bxdied. with iantique slevt.
This form lias always been a favourite oue with patnter ;itln
the one that in, bett adlapted for the dilplay or a really fine figur,
and by the addition of putings or laces or tulle arde théreadiest, most becoming, and appropriatei means O coniceaînient
ta a poor one. It cau be ailmost nnilttely varled by cutng hlkhsquare or low square, high back and lotw front, or ciRaal
front and back. l.a- s eau hé adaptetil to It i a great varlety fr
way-, and many change' efrected or durlereices, ilu taste SSllled
withoutit lipairing the general des.ign or a rrcting the perisaitie
character of the dress. For exam pte, filuteti tulle or muusin
conuld be arranged upon a high or low quare as anu open ruche
or ra-shapei, as it someline is now ; or it couild b surroun1
by an itnside ruThI" as l lin',been it the pat, or a broad hie, couit
be laidi rIat outlining the square. $ince the irst Intro-iea,'ý: un
the "square - neck, as it ls popularly epoi-otherwîe ti.
p;ulouir ' iid - IRaphaiel," and othier hisito)rc iimc-lt hsaw
beenti a favour ile, and itha been r vivti times with ut nan .
1in fact, it has never gone entrely ont; there arealways culu.
vatted and charming woteit who wtt wear not other style ri
"dren," and who realiz" fully the atrtisttc' beauty and picture

quieness ot the desuign. Tne antique sleeve is a comprnnic liea.
tweeu the long and the short sleeve. lt can tbe maelt ta
dressy, and so as to diplay the m't beautirl part of the arn
and cau bu wori by all ages. ly lengtheningi or shornmg
upper part o the sleeve, or tht' rumiiii, Il ecoul lie brou-git nc.triy
t4o tit wrist, or Ounsl just ahove he bend ofr the arm, aiccord ng
to taeL, and thu adaptêti to evry-'r yrequliremnt wii. ý 'ere t!ui,
stylev iopte<d and adhle'red to, it wLvouli set a-, 1th vei qti,.
Lion ti r- correct " evening dIres.%., and give to rostly fulrlars aîper.
mauient value iwhichi thiy do ntot now because very-
thing la saerucrinIlu <to .wnt,w1îS rm.

A New Thing in BoOrs.
- Cavalier b 'ots " are about tob introduced for indies. They

are turnetd over with léather ju'.t tbove the akiite, or as far as
miay be resp ctrully the point de mire, so as to giv a faint.tita.
tionf or the ol d cavalier boot; an edging ofrlace fais ove'r tiis.

À Royal Brùlecake.
The bride'cake whrh is to grae the royal breakfa',t Labe on

the cc,'asion t ithe marriage of th iDuke ot Iintmit)rgh whtisthc
cinly t.ughter or the Fmnitperor Of Ruta, Ia 'escribil a4 a
deitre orf the courctioner" art. It towers to s haeiht oi tt.
l init., and wesIglîs upwardst oft23t) pouidx. It la Iln six tiersuand
resembles the famous porcelain vtrer at Nankin. Tit, ca.k la
coverd withi a fretwork of flowers and lilla or snow white
purity, whlel grertilly depending from a vase uf exqailît (e.
sigin at the sminimitl l a prorflton of orange hIo-omS.

A Norel Advertisement.
A 8an Francisuco milliner recently tilt upon a novel exp"'eIînt

ta aIvertlse her store. She had among he-r as.Ibstants one re.
iarkably handiote young woman, and having attiredu thi

damsRel ln the hoicest garment orthe es ilt ent she ptaced
her in the window uc(tie store. The girl stood lin aliait r'cludn
attitudle, perfectly etill, anîi very soorn antitmin&'nte crowd of p"o-
pii hadI lasemhtied toi ce the i' beautrultl aiu tor th nielliner. ThA
crowd soconu grtw te a perfect mobla, quit.e b! ckinig tihe treci, un-
til th- cnrtain' wer,' towered, nit the Iinglitng todtle rclivied tfrom
hier î.,4 ion.

The rmsances of an .urgerous mu.

A correspondenist writes : ilionle are goitn out for u to n
and I have seen many this summnner who arc' alowinsg theiuir dtrk
hair ta grow liu again as IL viti or If ILrwll. and who heiAd-
coverings present a combination of tintsM otutitu ev 11 n ,
when startling cmiîinousu'ioour are lt ivogue. E entir
when the brown hair went out, two or thren yers a0 otIlt rad to
Its discarders, " Keep ny me'mory green," and til' pray'r., wihe-
ther instentionally or ntot, ias betn heededl, for a I the bloIde

ash wearc o it heaves a ioL dt cii greeirlsh rtiîgv. There
are otber uniîilaant tcusqtiesor tIse iondie relgu viyib'le.
Yoi see young ludies whose races twitch and f eatuîre work con.
vulsively at times, and these are they to whnî <uciSMeitic( for
hair and race have given disasoes of the nerves. i kiow uns
young lady who la lame, stamnimers as she speAikm, and hias par-
tally test the use of liait her body from paralyss caused by cat.
motes. There li no joke about this; IT Is patnifilty trie."

kus Bonnets Once Mor.

We have aiready spoken o thé glass bonnets shown at Vienna,
A contemporary says: -'Glass honneta are to be worn. The
fat liagune forth, and lis, or course, Irrevocablo. Otherwis, WC
might make come objections. ltow le the glass torrashinli tobe
fltteito the munitd or torm, or. lnîother wordb, how lathlis un'
bending material to adapt iself to the sihape oh the iend? The
rnigiving la perhaps grotindlesAv; w have been too much lm
pressied by the precedent ot the glass ulipper, that tinyieldlng
chautsisure, which would adapt itirlfonly to the matclless pro
portions of Cinderella's oot. On reflctiion, we accnow ledige
having seon and handled tissues formed of glass that fet lIn faid"
like those woven of the softes ailk. But thère was always abolt
them a suspicion r possible spkiS irking ln the fabriu vlelib

"oqr


