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t A SOCIETY LADY.
Ifow the ]Deimanda of Fashion Are Bat*

lailod.

Promn the MIornlng Bath to the I&vealng
#Receptlon.

A LTFE 0F LUXURY.
A littie Frenchi gilt timepiece ticking

away the minutes in an upper roomn o]
one of Murray hill's fine residences
struck the haif-hour beyond 9 o'clock on
a recent morning, and while its deep
cathedral note yet cchoed upon the air
there was a sudden movement among
the lace liangings of a brass bedstead
standing in a recess of the sarie apart-
nient, and a woman's face looked forth.

The room was full of pretty things,
warm with the blaze of a hickory fire,
and brilliant with the dazzling winter
sunshine, which, ffiteringr tlirough the
draperies of the broad windows, lay npatchos of liglit on floor and furnish-n
ings, but there was nothino- one-haif se
pretty, so warm, or so brilant, ne piet-
ure so sunny or dazzling wvithin the îour
walls, as that made by this same fac"',
the face of a young and lovely woman.
which, fluslied from the pillow's downy
-caress, the cyes dewy with sleep, and
the runipled chestnut liair framing the
whole in sweet confusion looked out to
see what lad awakened its owner.

" 4Oh, it's you, you chatterin littie
dcock,," as lier eyo fell upon thc teLitl
hands, then, before- she sank back into
her ncst, she Ieaned out to toucli au
electrie button within easy reach. A
-moment and a soft knock prefaced the
entrance of a neat-looking middle-agcd
woman in cap and apron.

"Good morninýg, Barlier," came from
the piilows. "4My bath, picase;" and
Barker opened a second door and dis-
appearcd. In three minutes she was
back: standing at the bedsidc with- a
bath gown of thiek, soft fiannel and a
pair of low shoes, warm and woolly.

The young woman got up, sufi'cred the
flannel garment to, be thrown over hier
lace and cambric night drcss, thrust two
white feet into the wadded shoes, and
crosscd to the bath-room.

Barker only waited to take from
various drawcrs and presses an outfit of
feminine apparel, finishcd with an cm- I
broidered muslij combing gown whose
ribbons wcre of thc saine pale-pink hue
as tinted the silkcn stockings, before
sIe vanishcd a second time, ad the
room was left to, the dlock and the fire,
with occasionl niufflcd splabhinzs froni

the naiad in her tun.
But flot for long. TfIe hll door u.

closed aIn te admit a tali old negreoe,
black as Eebus, lier head bound in a
brilliant bandana. She shuffled te the
door of the bath-rooni and kno!rked.

"IEz you rcady, lioneyP"
"In a moment, -mamrny,"' soundeil

frous within; then:
"You May come now, ' and one

more the fire and dlock had it ail their
own way in the outer apartment.

Next iBarker reappeared bearilig a
silver tray, on which was a cup of bouil.
lon with sonie w.-fer-like crackers.- -She
had scarcely placed lier tray upon .a
stand and wheeled a luxurious Turkish
chair before the eraekling fire when. the
inner door was flung wide open and,
fresh from lier plunge and glowing wIt
mammy's vigorous massage, tieauty
came out, lier flannel gown wrappcd
warmly about lier and lier beautifnl
hair stil clôsely snoodcd in its oiilskin
cap.

She sank with supple grace inte her
waiting chair, thc stand with itsli ght
refreshment quickly lifted te lier aie;
then, as the lire glcamed too ardently
on. the soft, clear skin, Barkcr inter-
posed a glass screen, whidh tempered
thc fiame's fervor, whule it took nothing
fromn its cheerful liglit.

WThile the bouillon -%vas sipped andthie
crackers munched mammy brouglit a
low hassock, upon whieh sh >c drcw' ler
youngý mistress' feet, and with gentie,
caressing toudli put aside the wadded.
shocs and incasedt ecd siender ankie
anrd arched instep in its sillien covcring,
usingf a silver 'shoe-horn of exquisite
workmanaship to spring the littie satin
slipper te its place.

LIhen Mademoiselle stood up while the
black liands went deftly on with the
task tîey loved so well.

"You's jest like ez if you wvas a baby
yet, lioncy," the old woman said, pat-
ting thc lovely sboulders whidh rose
smooth and dimplcd above thc cobweb
chemise; and, "4'Deed, I wish you was,"
as she slipped the clinging. petticoat of
knitted silli over ber dliarge's Icad.

Mademoiselle laughcd, and the dress-
ing went on tilt, tlie last ribbon of the
Muslin own tied, mammy was forçecl
reluctantly enougli te resiga lier nurrs-
lin - te another's care.

]Por Barkcr had not been idie durig
thc rOb*n process. TIc -bouillon tray
and stand were gone; a low dressing-
table whose bcveLd mirror was thepez-
fection of refiective excellence had been
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