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noon!
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epigrammatic book, "Love and the 
Hunters:"—
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the realm of pessim­
ism.

Gaze out upon the east, far as the 
eye can reach, even to the uttermost:

rain-cloud, has been dropping to the 
west, breaks through the congregated

they look for all the world like the 
treble clef in a very brilliant musical

ar- 
of

V elvets are very much used in mil­
linery, but the thinner kinds, one of

rifled calls for the physician: orders 
for the butcher, the baker, the candle- 
stick maker: there, an important com­
mercial transaction, is concluded; now
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Jupiter Pluvius with gifts 
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Rimini.” 
Italian’s 
story:—

Sir Alexander Mackenzie, the Eng­
lish composer, has accepted an offer 
from Charles Hariss to cross the At­
lantic in the early spring and give a 
series of concerts of his own works

when combined in Mortier's artistic 
way, form a most agreeable evening’s

Signe,” was an interesting third at­
traction, with Le Gallo in the leading

to the United States, but perhaps it 
will be undertaken at the close of the 
Canadian tour.

All black hats are worn, one of the 
latest models being made entirely of 
velvet, with a drapery of black Chan-

"La 
da

are 
ers,

which 
and

the listener. *

"Au 
from

from

the son of 
LOUIS 16TH

AND 
MARIE 
ANTOINETTE.

MATTERS MUSICAL 
AND DRAMATIC.

Lamb.”

thousand feathered poets are on the 
wing, the sparrow is a very doggerel-

Gloaks

White satin is the prevailing lining 
in all the fancy coats, and especially 
so if the ermine is the trimming.

der Miss Daskam’s cheerful spell he 
puts on again his "childish things." 
the young author has turned her at-

In trailing weeds of grey and dunnest 
dun;

Between bare branches sets a sombre sun. 
And scarce one smile of June the woods 

remember.

PAGE.

i as 
this

good, and this is just the kind of day 
best suited to a general overhauling 
of things which on bright days, when 
we are invited by nature to close and 
happy intimacy under an open sky.

See where she comesc, the still, the sad; hand the 
November.

verses poetry indeed.
The rain-drops are running along 

the telephone wires like beads in a 
crystal rosary: very even in size are 
they for the most part, but every now 
and again comes one larger and more 
brilliant than his brothers, that is a 
gaud. so let us bow the head and say 
a Paternoster: for verily He maketh 
His rain to fall on the just and the 
unjust.

Speaking of telephone wires, is it 
not odd to look at them stretching so

BOOKS AND
BOOK NOTES.

up. And she was 
he had achieved her lifelong

PRINCIPALLY
ABOUT PEOPLE

quite unmindful of the weather, just 
a little ruffling of the feathers, and a 
more vigorous picking and stealing 
than usual. Now a perfect flo2k of 
them has settled on the long parallel 
lines of the wire fence opposite, fluffy

"My poor child.” the actress said, 
“what is your trouble?’

MAUD DURBIN.
As Eagle de Ferrier in "Lazarre."

The critics are giving Miss Josephine 
Dodge Daskam, whose delicious child­
tales we have all been admiring and

angels standing on the four corners 
of the earth, holding the four winds 
of the earth, that the wind should not

enjoying during the past two seasons.

bin, who is reported as being no less

The Looker-On.
made_ them acquainted. Many more 
proots, or circumstantial proofs, were 
brought to bear, which might go far 
toward helping the cause of Williams. 
But though newspaper and magazine 
took it up and discussed it until the 
world groaned for a rest, nothing more 
conclusive has been shown.

But it is not an unheard of thing 
for a king to walk unknown and un- 
honored among us.

warm glow about the heart of even

tilly lace. Gray hats are another 
fancy to wear with the black gown, 
and they are made of camel’s hair and 
squirrel, with steel ornaments.

sparrow. A perfect John Bull in 
feathers is he, and quite as import-

ong the many hat trimmings, and as 
for millinery fabrics they are varied 
by all sorts of fleecy textures, plain 
and patterned.

Mr. Otis Skinner. who visited us last
the "Yea: lift me as a wave, a lear, a cloud! । 1 fall upon the thorns of life—I bleed."

dots on

so to the nature

in Canada. He is to conduct perform-

then we think his cheerful jog-trot

charming in her personality off the 
stage than in her character portrayals 
on the stage.

The following is the historic out-

Gaze out upon the south, erst while so 
Calm and placid: mark there a mighty 
struggle, yet mark how the angelic

wind, and he holds in his hand the 
breath of the morning: until his 
brother-angel shall have completed 
the command for the sealing of the 
na tions.

maker truly, but in November, ah.

Two snapshots of Wordsworth 
given by Dr. Theodore L. Cuyler 
week: —

An old man in a blue cloak

sweetly voiced, goes vibrating along 
the wires: and now, if one may be­
lieve latest reports: from that marvel­
lous country to the south of us, ex­
treme unction may be hastening to 
comfort some poor soul as the last 
dread hour draws near: now, again, it 
is only a friendly five minutes’ gos­
sip that wiles away part of the tedium

that she had bestowed upon him the 
prowess of the most intrepid of all 
created things, she could have known 
nothing of the dauntless determina­
tion and doughty valor of the English

the impenetrable gray rack of

antly important as his great proto­
type. There they go, little brown 
feathered midgets, hopping about.

white in the

was about to retire one evening when 
a servant announced that a young 
woman, heavily veiled, wished to see 
her. At first the actress refused the

hum the measure. There, some wet 
leaves plump down right on their 
resting place, and away they fly for a 
new vantage point, all the while keep- 
ing up such a cheeping and twittering

uplift must inevitably carry with it.
The proceedings of the ninth an­

nual meeting of the Council, held at 
Saint John, N. B-> July 3rd to 9th, 
208, embracing addresses, resolutions, 
reports, elections and papers, are de- ,

Only the sparrows are abroad. Un­
doubtedly when Athena gave to Mene­
laus the courage of a fly, and thought

is starring with his wife, Maud Dur­

composers. Nothing is said of a visit

the most cynical and life-worn as un-

by Claude Terrasse. The short plays.

born that they cannot fail to bring a

Ornaments made of velvet in :mi- 
tation of dahlias and asters are am-

which he

we not conscious of it. Sudden, ter-

before he arrives at his destination he 
finds she is his future mother-in-law, 
his future father-in-law having mar­
ried a second time.

“Daisy," an exquisite study of race 
course types and methods, with droll­
ery and pathos about it, follows with 
Genner, the popular French comedian, 
in the leading rôle. There are bits of 
acting absolutely delightful in it, and 
the author, Tristan Bernard, has been 
particularly happy in painting a page 
torn, one might say, from life.

he should 
downpour.

ed in Gmunden. It contains a faith-

is peril in the very word. How do I

prepared to sing some of his choral black gown is mousseline

anywhere that their time-worn

A hit, a palpable hit.

And now the sun. which all

Guy de

apparently inconsequentially there, a 
part of the landscape, as it were, and 
then -to consider that they are to a

ill rain that

divine art, now, one might

see that celestial figure, with arms 
upraised, wings of pointed flame 
struck heavenward, and face aglow 
with eternal duty. Who is he, ask 
you? He is the angel of the east

edges may not shake their

success, is the following

Outside not a creature is stirring.

-..........ul training, 
some honest, and, I science, life insurance for 
should say, sound ad- ! sical culture, etc., 
vice relative to her they o* *o"

strange caller was ushered into her 
boudoir. The veil thrown aside dis­
closed the daughter of one of Italy’s 
best-known diplomats, a young wo­
man still in her teens, who fell weep­
ing at the actress’s feet.

oA.Mery Important link in the chain 
and vrK is Mr. Williams’s verbal aed-xritten statement that the Prince cauleiny ille, upon arriving in this 
ce.n 2 in 1841, asked repeatedly con- Eregis the, whereabouts of a certain 
out nt Williams; inat he sought him atast and gained an interview 
Here him at Green Bay, Wisconsin. — re ne obtained a conditional pledge 
PFasecrecy. from him, and then.’ ate 
said._ leading up to the climax, he 
sir to You.have been accustomed, 
this consider, yourself a native ofcountry. But are f 

i arepor roreien descent: you were born 
it mav pe- sir, and however incredible 
tell you seem to you, 1 have to 
ki g" Then t you are the son of a . men he went on to

s.^s; 8
Shites. nZnosOEYstursTEde.ne 
perSNnent which the prince SPrena out 
FFFORCITFpuraTTO"or RlLOrERT"RS"YF" 
an intervew “Psquently denied that 
taken place Serweënsurmnatra had 
hough he admitted having met W " 

hams, he scouted the ide- «Li " him out xr.. ! idea Of seeking 
against this a letter published
Shook, of the steameroAAREu John 
m-m=q-mmR s^r*-- l“k “ 
—-Tat the prince asked for aini ” introduction, and th it J aa’mthat he (Shook) I ’How beautiful!” cried

Eleazer Williams, and it is the strange 
story of his life which forms the basis 

I of Otis Skinner's play, "Lazarre." If 
the story is true the pomp of royally, 
the glitter of court life and the homage 0 a kingdom, which rightfully be­
longed to the gentle missionary, were 
ills replaced by life in a rude shanty 
or an Indian wigwa., the cruel hard- 
ships of frontier life, zealous attempts

published by General James Grant 
Wilson in the New York Centurion•- 
A lady once asked Lowell why he had 
not sent her a copy of his last book. 
T could, not afford to," answered the 

poet. “If my friends do not buy my 
books, who, pray tell me, will buy 
them?"

his propensity for flirting always gets 
him into trouble, he takes the smok­
ing compartment to avoid temptation. 
Unluckily a pretty young woman gets 
into the smoker at one of the sta­

tions. He finds her so charming that 
he opens up a violent flirtation. Just

in the d'An-

de soie

the good old Anglo- 
Saxon stock of our mother tongue: 
hence the purity of her diction. She 
knows little of what we call “style;" 
hence the candor and naturalness of 
her mode of expression. Her vision is 
apt to be circumscribed, and therefore 
concentrated: hence, concrete thought,

blood of

to me, These are they

of the city. What a variety of speak­
ing and hearing is going on now. 
before our very eyes, and

new departure

captured by Indians about 1704. had 
some of them intermarried among the 
tribe. It is said that Eleazer was 
brought from Europe and left with 
Williams in 1795 by an agent, and that 
this agent was a certain Belanger 
who confessed when dying that he 
had brought the Dauphin to America. 
It must be remembered that the 
Dauphin was an idiot. And it was a 
well-known fact that Eleazer Williams 
was similarly afflicted until he was 
about 14 years old. One day he was 
playing in Lake George with some In­
dian children, and, diving from a high rock, he was picked up almost lifeless 
—to return a few hours later to full 
< onsciousness. From this time 
Williams recalled many incidents

audience, but a moment later

Velvet ribbon both in black

Archbishop Trencn it was, I think, 
who said that the best written lanJ 
guage is to be found in the mail-bags, 
and there, in the letters of women.

brom her lack of technical educa­
tion. and her voluntary or necessitated 
avoidance of technical employment,

little birds, 
season sea-

“After these things I saw

The actress saw that gentleness 
must win. rather than severity.

"Sit here." she said, leading her to . __ ____________ _ ...___ _ ...
a couch. "I have a story to tell you. account of the light weight; for hats

Once there was a poor girl—oh ’------ *
a very poor girl—so poor that she 
was always barefoot, and very often 
went the whole day without food But 
she felt a spirit stirring within her. 
in plenty and in starvation she heard 
that cry, You will be great!’ The years went by, but the skies grew clearer, and soon that girl's -name be­
gan to be heard in the mouths of 
men. It spread more and more until

true perfection!"—in June, when a

to Christianize the Oneidas and other 
tribes of the red man, and finally, a 
lingering death in the midst of severe 
need.

The real truth remains one of the 
unsolved problems of history. Never- theless, there is a chain of evidence 
calculated to substantiate Rev. Wil- 
liamss firm belief. It was collected 
for the most part by Rev. John H. 
Hanson, a man of unquestioned in- 
egrity, and was put by him into an 

article which appeared in Putnam’s 
monthly magazine for February, 1853.subsequently wrote a book, en­
titled The Lost Prince,” which gives 
in detail all the inormation he was aile to obtain on the subject, and the 
sources thereof. Both magazine article 
and book created wide attention, and 
opinion as to the truth of the remark- 
able story was about evenly divided.

After the death of the Dauphin’s 
mother, in 1793, he was given over to 
the care of Simon, the cobbler, who treated him with such inhumanity that 
he was gradually reduced to a state 
of idiocy. The fall of Robespierre and 
the subsequent execution of Simon

an invitation for afternoon

fidences, but oftenest of all it gives an 
ironical sting to sympathy.”

* * * *
The ninth annual report of the Na­

tional Council of Women of Canada

Beautiful!” replied the actress. 
“My child, that woman sits before 
you now, and tells you that she would 
give all her greatness to be a hanpv 
child like you!”

Three nights later in Berlin a 
courier asked to see Signora Duse. 
Being led to her he placed a packet 
in her hand and left without explain­
ing. In the packet was a letter, ft 
read in this way:—

"Signora,—My daughter has no se­
crets from me. I know all, and I 
bless you. I will not use words of 
gratitude, for they are too weak. But 
I send you a token priceless in it­
self. doubly priceless now; a token 
that a Medici is henceforth a father 
to you.”

It was unsigned, but the Signora 
knew from whom it came. With the 
letter was the opal ring.

tention to a very different and by no 
means so convincing class of type: so | 
that when in her new book. "Whom | 
the Gods Destroyed," she gives the 
world an American poet who writes 
better verse than any other American 
poet, but turns out to be a hopeless 
little cad, a maniac and a suicide: • 
so-called “spirit of the wind” that in­
spires a painter to notable triumph, 
but is, after all, only a flat-chested, 
common-place village girl: and a soul- 
inspired pianist. who is the lowest and 
filthiest kind of inebriate (all un­
natural perversions, as unreal as they 
are unhealthy), it is not to be won­
dered that the faithful old sign-posts, 

| whom mortals call the critics, should 
do their best to point out a path by 
which Miss Daskam may return from 
the slough of morbidity and set her 
feet once more toward the delectable mountain of naturalism and normality. 
Miss Daskam draws the title of her 
book from the familiar, "Whom the 
gods would destroy they first make 
mad,” and it might, perhaps, be well 
that she should turn her eyes inward 
and see if the efforts of Nemesis (I 
know not for what proud sin) may 
not be directed toward some sort of 
mental derangement in her own ease 
else would she never have left the 
happiness and the brightness of her 
own pre-emption to camp on the trail 
of such a doleful and inferior class of 
squatters as the morbific literati of 
the third-class publishing house.

Yet once again turn and witness 
conflict. See where the wild west 
wind, amid the steep sky’s Commotion, 
shakes from the tangled vapors of 
heaven, “like the bright hair uplifted 
from the head of some fierce Maenad, 
the locks of the approaching storm,” 
long and dark and terrible is the war­
strife, yet victory remaineth with the 
warrior seraphic; for the God of Israel 
waits the sealing or the nations.

The four winds of heaven have 
striven upon the earth. Icy, shrill, 
swifter and keener than two-edged 
swords, false, fickle, hot, dry, blasting, 
devastating, cruel, reckless, wild—all 
these things separately and all con- 

ragged catenately have they been in the strife.
Women have wailed at their approach 
children have cried out in terror, 

, strong men have abased themselves. 
. But now they are gentle “as the sweet 

south that breathes upon a bank of 
. violets," each in his appointed place, 

at rest, under the directing, all-per­
suading. all-prevailing voice of him 
who proclaims the command:—“Hurt 
not the earth, neither the sea, nor the 
trees, until we have sealed the ser­
vants of our God." The four winds of 
heaven have striven upon the sea. 
For their paths the ocean’s level 
powers have cleaved themselves into 
chasms. A fierce upheaval, a tumult 
of mighty waters, death destructing 
and the crying of the strong man in 
his impotence, have followed in their 
wake. But now they abide calm as 
the zephyrs of a summer eve. each in 
his trans-spherical corner, while the 
trumpet voice of the messenger de- 
dares the command of the living God.

And now, while the winds are silent 
and hurt not, while nature waits in 
hushed and breathless, abiding tran- 
quillity, shall we not lift up our eyes 
and behold the "great multitude which 
no man can number, of all nations and 
kindreds and peoples and tongues.” 
Why those robes of spotless white, 
those green and waving branches, that" 
mighty anthem, with its sweet refrain 
Salvation? What are these, and’ 
whence came they?
. Turn backward, Time, in thy unend­
ing flight, resolve, oh chaos of nations 
reveal again the day of days when 
One trod the winepress of His Father’s 
wrath alone. A barren eminence; a 
swarm of terror-stricken people; a 
slim dark cross striking out lines of 
dismal terror against a storm-swept Sky • a patient sufferer hanging 
through hours of mortal agony: a 
brave voice crying, “It is finished!” 

these in white are they into whose 
lives the vital meaning of that in­
effable scene has penetrated, cleansing 
vitalizing, at last uplifting. These are 
they who have crowned themselves 
with the diadem of sacrifice. These 
are they who having, in mortal weak- 
ness, lived His life, have been ac- 
counted worthy to die His death.

These in white are they who have 
fought a good fight against heredity 
and environment, tainted physical and 
tained moral nature, abnormal ten­
dencies, untoward experiences. These 
are they who have waged battle with 
scorn, hatred, odium and shame. These 
are they who have wrestled with the 
commonplace, who have lived known 
only to the few, and who have died 
unwept by the many — to shine at 
length as stars seen and known of all 
men in the Kingdom of their God.

You ask who are they? Some few 
have been kings and saints upon the 
earth; some few have been sinners 
once of deepest dye; but the vast ma- 
Jority have been mortals kindred with 
(ourselves in weakness, kindred in 
temptation, kindred in failure.

The life that taught these "how to 
live, the death that taught these how 
o die, is a life and death of eternal 
repetition. Always He is dying that 
we may die to things seen and transi­
tory; always He is living that we may 
live to things unseen and eternal.

O. souls that faint and languish 
amid the limitations of mortality O 
souls so restless that ye are fain to 
cry out to the wandering wind__

The girl told her her home was 
happy, but she was ambitious to be 
famous. She. too, wanted to be a 
great actress.

The second story is of an auto­
graph collector, who wrote a short 
note to Lowell, describing his collec­
tion, and concluding with the re- 
mark, "I would be much obliged for 
your autograph." The reply read: — 
"Pray do not say, hereafter, T would 
be obliged.’ If you would be obliged 
be obliged and be done with it. Say 
I should be obliged,’ and oblige, yours 
truly, James Russell Lowell."

find a place in some

dienne was playing in Vienna. She

look up to where they stand, that 
blessed company, your brethren; yes' 
look at them, but look, also, past them 
to Him whose they are. That face is 
just as human as when its eyes gushed 
human tears for the sorrows of human 

| friends: those hands are just as human 
as when their soft touch brought 
health and happiness and hope to the 
sick, the sorrowful and the sinning: 
that heart is just as human as when it 
whispered, even from the cross:—“To- 
day in Paradise!”
If we stoop into a dark, tremendous 

sea ot cloud.
It is but for a time. We press God’s 

lamp
Close to our breasts: its splendor, soon 

or late.
Will pierce the gloom. We shall emerge 

one day.”

Cittâ Morte”
“La Gioconda.” 
and “Francesca

send such
Still it is

anecdotes that

WOMAN’S
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was sung, with Max Dearby and evening wear, you see it. in pale blue 
Therese Berka in the leading rôles, on one white net model.
The libretto is by Sardou’s son-in- There are three rows in graduated 

widths around the lower flounce, and 
some ribbon on the bodice in loops 
and bows, falling as sash ends at the 
back. A lace flounce spangled very 
delicately with silver falls over the 
lower one trimmed with velvet.

with its consequent compact and crisp 
phrasing. And, finally, she is (I use 
the word in its inoffensive sense) a 
natural born gossip, and what in the 
world is the raison d’etre of the friend- 
1y letter if it be not to give one just 
those little odds and ends of news, 
those scraps of intimate personal in­
formation. those picturesque observa­
tions on well-known men, women and 
affairs, which are the Very pith and 
marrow of the "good old talk" we all 
enjoy so much upon meeting a friend 
whom we have not met for some time, 
and which we fondly look for when, 
in the loneliness of separation, we 
open a letter from such a one.

Poor Robert Louis Stevenson, how 
he longed for letters such as few men 
and most women can write. He ex- 

curussic, yet mnarK now ine angelic । presses the longing in a letter written 
Wrestler gathers in his strong eh from San , Francisco to Sidney Colin.° 1′81 'after this fashion;—"And not one soul

One of the cleverest of the Parisian 
directors, Michel Mortier, who was 
formerly Patti’s manager, has man­
aged to keep out of the rehearsal dis­
cussion, now so much a vexed ques­
tion in Parisian dramatic circles, and 
to please everyone. His small theatre, 
the Capucines, is one of the most suc­
cessful as well as one of the most 
fashionable. While small, it is the

vapors in a great glory. Instantly 
every puddle in the road becomes an 
earthen cup, filled to the brim with a 
liquid golden as that which answered 
to the lips of Midas. Instantly, too. 
so it would seem, the street doors to 
all the houses in the block open 
eagerly, and, in ralny-day costumes 
as various as they are unpicturesque, 
out come the people. A breath of 
fresh air blowing free from heaven: 
oh. how good it is after the half- 
baked atmosphere of furnace-heated 
rooms on a shut-in day! At evening­
time there is light—“Sir, let us take a 
walk down Fleet street!"

line of the career oi the man whom 
Mr. Skinner portrays: —

Not far from the St. Lawrence river, 
in the ilttle village of Hogansburgh. 
Franklin county. N. Y., there died just

of this wet afternoon. Gossip! there

one but the pandering wires that 
stretch past my window a bit the 
wiser. Perish the thought; what a

“The Prince’s secretary had no sense 
of humor, and, however precious this 
particular gift may be. it is a ques- I 
tion whether those w ho possess it 
love the best or make the truest 
friends. Terror of I he laugh and a 
snowledge that the laugh can be jus­
tified is often a paralyzing misfor­
tune, oftener still a restraint on con-

in Ischl, with “the original windows, 
doors and furniture." Likewise it ex­
hibits manuscripts, letters, postal 
cards, &c. • *

---- ----- died of
, . And this account of young 

Louis s disappearance from France
. was generally accep.ed as true.
I Then we skip 50 years. And we hear 
rumors that the real Louis XVII. is 
an Indian missionary in America 
stationed at Green Bay. Wis. Mr’ 
Hanson carefully collected all possible 
data concerning Eleazer Williams’s 
early life. It is in brief as follows.— 
He was adopted when quite young by 
a half-breed and his wife, who was a 
full-blooded Indian. The man was a

ei stuck jauntily in the top, driving 
by in a little brown phaeton.

The old man rose and received me graciously. Instead of a grave re­
cluse in scholastic black whom I ex­
pected to see. I found an affable and 
lovable old man dressed in the rough­
est coat of blue with metal buttons 
and checked trousers, more like a New 
York farmer than an English poet 
His nose was very large, his forehead 
a lofty dome of thought, and his long 
white locks hung over his stooping 
shoulders: his eyes presented a singu­
lar half-closed appearance.

huge in size must be made of light 
materials.

des Croisées,” taken 
Maupassant's “De

• =
W lute felt hats are charmingly 

trimmed with colored velvet flowers. 
Continued ou Thirteenth Page.

A thick, soft camel’s hair in either
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as never was. Lively 
"How many things by

— — reins of the storm-brewin,
Notus, that his brother-angel may fulfil the sealing of the nations

Face thou the polar star, and be­
hold, amid the pallid fires of the aurora 
how old Boreas bends his sinewy neck 
in conflict with the warrior of God; 
but Boreas, too. must bow to the com’ 
mand of a mightier than Boreas; for 
the God of Boreas waits the sealing 
of the nations.

• •

Canada," and proves 
to be a volume of 
undoubted moment, 
not only to those im­
mediately concerned 
in the workings of 
the organization, but 
to all who are inter­
ested in the general 
as well as in the 
educative projects 
undertakings, that

Velvet and silk ribbon will be used 
lavishly as trimmings to cloth dresses.

The Russian blouse is again to the 
fore, the bolero has by no means left 
us. and basques of all lengths will be 
wo i n.

* e
For evening dresses flounces from 

foot to waist are the vogue. Flounces 
of black chantilly, mounted over white 
chiffon, the latter tinily ruched with 
black, create a very charming mode.

Stocks of plaid silk in all the Tar­
tan colorings are conspicuous. They 
are fastened with tiny harness 
buckles of gilt, and around the top 
is a plain band of silk in dark red, 
blue, white or black, according to thé 
tinting of the plaid.

woman eschews, or 
rather is ignorant of, 
technical terms, those 
foreign debilitaters of

ever gives me any news about people 
or things; everybody writes me ser- mons; it's good for me. but hardly the 
lood necessary for a man who lives all 
alone on forty-live cents a day. and 
sometimes less, witn quantities of hard 
work and many heavy thoughts Tf -.29 * ,
one of you could write me a letter with 1 , to hand under the slightly
a. jest in it, a letter like what is writ- rosative title, 
ten to real people in this world — I 
am still flesh and blood—I should en- I WOMEN 
joy it. Simpson did, the other day. WORKERS 
and it did me as much good as a bottle DE A5P, 
of wine. A lonely man gets to feel OF CANADA, 
like a pariah after a while—or no, not 
like that, but like a saint and martyr, 
or a kind of macerated clergyman with 
pebbles in his boots, a pillared Simeon. 
I’m damned if I know what, but. man 
alive, I want gossip."

The person who can write a good 
newsy letter is likely to be a sociable 
person, a companionable person: and 
the art. if anything so ingenious can be termed an art. is one which, like 
true sociability and true companion­
ability, springs from a warm heart and 
a nature ready and willing to give Jan 
itself for the comfort and pleasure of I 1902, 
others. FANFAN

Many variations are rung on this 
[idea of lining lace bands with chiffon 
and some very pretty effects are the 
result.

• e
Large white hats of shaggy beaver 

are very modish trimmed wtih white 
ostrich feathers. Those are for the

more particular 
and reformative

In France the craze for open air

came out of great tribulation

young women, although large hats are 
La Mothe-Saint-Héray has emulated worn by all women just at present.
Orange. Béziers and Bursang in But. there are rumors already of
building an arena for theatrical per- Sma ter hats to come in the early
formances. winter, no doubt after we have squan-

* * | der ed all our substance on the larger
ones.

The Merry Nibelungs” is the title * *
of a new operetta by Oscar Strauss. The Spanish turban, shaped very 
It is in three acts, and not a parody much like a tambourine, with an inch 
on Wagner’s poem, but taken from or two added to the depth is one of 
the Nibelungen sage of Walther von the latest nnvein,.= ,Eschenbach. box e n novelti The brim 18 very= = DoA-ke in shape, but it is ornamented

I all around with a lattice design in 
black velvet or, what is much pret­
tier, medallions of lace or passemen­
terie from which little silk drops hang.

most luxurious in Paris. There are 
no low priced seats and no galleries. 
The boxes run around the dress cir­
cle, and the orchestra stalls are . in 
front. One has the impression of be- 

. ing at a theatre in a private house.
The Capucines’ season opened with a 
great deal of éclat. There were four 
short pieces, each well rounded, all 
quite different, and from the begin­
ning to the end they were amusing.

The first on the programme, “En 
Famille," by Joleaud Barre, takes 
place in a first-class compartment of 
the express train between Paris and 
Chartres. A young, but, blasé Pari­
sian, given to flirting, takes the train 
for Chartres to engage himself to a 
charming girl, to whom his parents 
have proposed marriage on his behalf. 
He particularly dreads the meeting 
with his future mother-in-law. As

tree. And I saw 
another angel ascending from the east, 
having the seal of the living God: and 
he cried with a loud voice to the four 
angels, to whom it was given to hurt 
the earth and the sea, saying. Hurt 
not the earth, neither the sea nor the 
trees, till we have sealed the servants 
of our God in their foreheads.”

• •
“And one of the elders answered, 

saying unto me. What are these 
which are arrayed in white robes? 
and whence came they? And I said 
unto him. Sir, thou knowest. , And he

Drip! drip! drip! No other sound 
breaks the dreary stillness. What a 
gloomy day! Surely the unknown

theatres is spreading. The town of

pieces. strewn all over with silver dots which
Among the works to be given is loek like French knots. This is made 

“The Story of David," which he com- I up with ruffles at the hem, and inset 
festival with a broad, irregular-edged Chantil- 

many years ago, and “The Dream of IX insertion lined with blue chiffon, 
-.................................... — - - । giving a pretty but mysterious tone
reciter, has been popular in .the pro- I to the lace.
Vinces of Ireland. The programmes 
will include works by other English

• *
The fashionable spangle seems to 

have diminished in size, as well as 
quantity, but it is still in evidence on 
evening costumes decorating laces and 
nets.

• e
One pretty material for a dressy

black or white is distinctly modish 
for hat crowns, and there is a soft 
pretty mixture of camel’s hair and 
chenille which is used for the brim.

• e
I A shape which rolls high all around 
to the back, where it drops, and still 
projects a little over the face, is one 
of the most modish hats, since the

I style is all in the shape and very lit­
tle .trimming is required. The soft, 

| flat crown of camel’s hair droops in 
two short points over the hair, the 
plaits fastened with a long jet orna­
ment.

A large round ornament of jet fast­
ens in one side of the rolling brim of 
soft chenille. This is a splendid model 
for the use of two kinds of fur, prime 
in every way, as fur hats need no 
ornamentation.

• •

• •
The large sleeves are bound to hold 

their own through this season, but 
the puffiness is all below the elbow, 
with a decidedly close effect above. 
Many of the evening sleeves are elbow 
length with frills for a finish. These 
frills fall long at the back and short 
in the inside of the arm.

The daintiest evening gowns are 
made of net either in black or white, 
flowered or dotted, and combined with 
lace. Flowered Alençon net made 
with two-inch bands of white silk in- 
set (with lace stripping it up and down 
all over forms one very attractive 
model. Then there are spotted nets 
trimmed with velvet ribbon, lace, 
tucks and ruches.

blow on the 
earth, nor on the 

sea, nor on any

ago an old man who 
may have been a 
son of Louis XVI. 
and Marie An­
toinette, and heir 
to the throne of 
France. He was 
known as Rev.

belene adkindexe in. thepmnain part lessened, the child’s physical surrer- 
tains the reports or reaenRreadissocn- M1^ the rcpuvention his ′ tons and local councils the Dominion though they could find no‘reasonable

Many of the papers read during the I 1794 a xecreuttinsphuao death In 
five days’ session of the Council, and vention “that the committee Con- 
which are >n this book printed in full, government should devise means deserve careful consideration, dealing of sending the son of Louis 
as they do with such subjects as out of the territories of the renublic " 
music, art. provident schemes, prison Six months later the report was snread reforms, manual training. domestic abroad and testified to bv insPsead 

---------- .• women, phy- geons that the child had 
----- , ~---, etc., and being, as scrofula. ‘ - - - 

| they are for the most part, excellent 
into | papers, . thoughtfully compiled and 

containing, in some instances at least 
germs of plans which if followed 
would without doubt go a long way 

From funny Philips toward the solution of those prob­
lems of poverty, misery and sin which 
everywhere confront the thoughtful.

the paper of papers, I should say. 
so far as profitable suggestion and 
meliorating principle is concerned is 
that prepared and read by Missfull-blooded Indian. The man 
Lana rd, of the Victoria Alumnae As- i Breat-great-grandson of Rev. John 

: sociation, Toronto, on "The Necessity Williams, of Deerfield, whose family 
| of Purity Teaching in the Public cantured her Todin ------′............. .
| School. Miss Danard's paper is so reverent, so healthy, so scientific s> 
abounding in the highest and 'holiest 

| conception of God and man. that it comes almost as a shock to find that 
it was accorded no vote of thanks, 
and proved the inspiration for no en­
lightening discussion. Is one to argue 
from this that the National Council 
of Women of Canada, as a council 
is ready and willing to express itself 
on music, art, literature, reforms of 
this, that and the other nature, phy- 
sical culture. religious instruct on 
any and every offshoot of life, and 
yet is not prepared to express res 
on that which, is indeed life its r f tpusness. from this time on 
sy:S' a* air- rPtreohaEF ′" : "I siros-TTSNLedoszsNpv .HeTdruiserf"

427 ay th wrEsesene, ana ; tsosep{ ovex/Int"2MA staretypEunvsl": posed for the Leeds music. Le Pauvre garçon." This ,Mr. Jubal," which, with Charles Fry as
Hanson and many others thought 

.must have been Belanger. It is also 
claimed that the French ambassador, Genet, in the presence of Dr. Francis 
and others, admitted that the Dauphin 
was alive and in the State of New 
York in 1817. Various scrofulous marks identical with those known to have been on the king's son were found 
upon Williams. And his striking re­
semblance to the Bourbon family was 
a subject of remark. He was sent to 
school after he regained his reason, 

i and his tuition was regularly paid bv 
some unknown man. It is unques- tioned that the Dauphin’s name was 
omitted from the list of departed Bour­
bons, for whom mass was said in the 
reign of Louis XVIlf.

If he were really dead at the time 
nis name, it is natural to suppose, would have been included. Williams’s Indian mother would neither admit 
nor deny whatever she knew as to his 
parentage. The various proofs were 
Picked up elsewhere, bit by bit. But 
the fact remains that his name could note found on any baptismal register where 1 was known to have lived in 
Amer ica, and so he was Probably not born here. Two boxes of clothing, it 
is told were left with Eleazer by the 
man who brought him to New "York 
State, Most or the contents could not pe traced, but a medal of Louis XVI found in one of the boxes, was in the 

of hisSdeanth°f Mr. Williams at the time
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