STORY OF THE WEDDING RING.
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{ “I have you here all to myself,” he
' resumed, “ my beautiful bird of bright
show windows of the vendors of old plumage, and Ican worship you as I
gold—wedding rings of every size— | do. Your beauty makes my heart
worn, bruised, taken, most of them, 'glad—you love makes earth like heav-
from hands that will never more be en to me. But, if we were rich, and
raised to caress or to threaten—who lived in the great world, you would
realize the tragedies that belong to belong to' so many others; others
their history ¢ The love of which would delight in your loveliness, and
‘they ‘'were the outward sygabol is follow you! with praise. You know those
known on earth no more—the wave of favorite lines of mine, Ismay f—
time hae passed over it, obliterating  “’Tis in your eyes, my sweetest love,
all trace; but what poetry, what ro-| My only world I see; 5

mance, what tragedy ever equalled the Tet but their orbs in sunshine move
stories attached to these old, worn i And earth below and skies above

| May frown or smile for me.”

“I should not like my beautiful wife
to be admired by all the world. I am
jealous, and would fain keep her all
to myself.”

“That is just what would please me,”
she said. “I long for this beautiful,
gi. ' world you seem to despise. The
idea of passing my whole life in this
pretty little cottage does not cohtept
‘me, I feel like a bird—I wounld fain
stretch my wings and fly away.” She
looked laughingly at him. “Do you
not think I am right, Paul. Answer
me.”

“No,” he replied. “ A woman should
be content with the love and admir-
ation she iwins in 'her own' home.”

“I do ot think,” said Ismay, frank-
ly speaking, that they will ever con-

. tent me.”

She did not percelve ..ow her words
" jarred upon his sensitive nature. He
had been holding her tightly clasped
in his arms, but now he let his arms
fall nervously. She looked up at l_nm
again with ‘a smile that was beautiful
to behold.

“ Wulil it be so very long before you
are rich, Paul #*

“I cannot say, Ismay. At present
I have but little chance. I am Squire
Schofield’s steward; I keep his woods
in order, and look after the farms. I
have just sufficient money to keep our
home—no more.”

“ But,” she remonstrated, her love-
ly eyes growing dim with tears, “you
told me that you would make money
some day.” A

His face cleared; brighter thoughts
evidently arose within him.

‘‘That will ‘be my patents, Ismay.
I havei something like a genius for ma-
chanics, I believe. If I could but find
time to'\work at one off my inventions,
I thinkl I could make a fortune.”

“Then it ig all uncertaing” she
tioned, despondingly.

He drew his tall figure to its full
height.

“I am vain enough to thinki the con-
trary, sweet, I have now an idea—if I
could but work it out—as to an inex-
pensive msthod of improving the work-
ing power of steam engines. : If any-
thing should ever coms of that, I ghall
be a rich man, Ismay.”

“Then you must turn your mind to
it, Paul,” she said, caressingly,

“My darling,” he responded, wistful-
ly, “I would rather be poor—ah, believe
me, lovel—far rather. I am quite
happy in this peaceful woodland life
of ours; it seems to. me ten thousand
times more beautiful than anything
that money could give; and it seems to
me that if I won wealth I should in
some measure lose you. Why, Ismay,
the whole world would not compensate
me for the loss of one atom of your
affection)’”

And again that deep and wonderful
love of his seemed to master him.

“You think of nothing but love,” she
said. “I think of a thousand things
besides.”

He looked at her half doubtingly,

“I have read of women whose souls
were not fully awakened,” he sgaid;

“but that cannot be the case with
you. My own soul came into full,
perfect and beautiful life when I first
saw and loved, you. Money and lux-~
ury have no charm for me.”

“They have a great charm for me,
Paul. Of course I love you very dearly;
but, when you have won for me all my
hearts desires, I shall love you ever
more.”

The words were not kind; but -she
bent her lovely face near him with a
smile that made him forget everything
in the world except her. s

“If Tam to make a fortune,” he said,
suddenly. “I must study hard. Shall
we have just one half hour out among
the flowers? Afterwards I will get my
books and do my best.”

She accompanied him, and as they
stood among the roses, Paul Waldron
said to himself that no flower that
bloomed was so fair as his beautiful
wife. Ifit were possible, he would win
name, fame, and gold for her sweet
sake—he would study hard, toil that
she might have the toys her heart was
fixed upon.

“They are but toys, after all,” he
said to himself. “‘She loves dress and
jewels — these are women’s toys.”

He took himself to task for having
;]ven\tor a moment felt impatient with

er.

Should I feel vexed because the
birds love the sunshine,” he said to
himself, “or the butterflies love flow-
ersf They follow their instincts. My
beautiful Ismay, in laving all things
bright and fair, only follows hers.”

“If money could not buy beautiful
things, you would not care for it, Is-
l};uy," he said, looking earnestly at

er.

She laughed aloud that sweet, music-
al laugh which stirred his pulses and
thrilled every nerve as some soft
strain of music would have done.

“You shall have money,” he said. I
will never cease working until I have
won for you your heart’s desire.”

To be Continued.
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BORN WITH A SILVER SPOON,

The Marquis of Titchfield, son of the
Duke of Portland, is heir to £4,000,000,

He is 6 years old.

: CHAPTER, 1.
Looking at them as they lie in the

wedding rings? |
-1 have a siory to tell of one—the |
ring that Paul Waldron placed on his
wi{';‘a finger—a ring of plain, thick

The birds that had built their nests
in the grand old trees of Dene Woods
were singing their vesper hymn; thLe
forest glades, the dells and knolls, the
dark, tangled shrubs, were all bathed
in a flood of golden sunset light.

On the eastern side of the wood
stood the pretty little cottage that had
been given to Paul Waldron for him-
8elf ond his beautiful young wife—a
cottage such as poets delight to sing:
of—all_ covered with wild roses and
woodbine, and with trailing sprays of
Jessamine, its windows framed with
flowers; its—rustic porch overgrown
with gcarlet creepers, and its large,
old-fashioned garden containing al-
most every sweet {lower that grows,

As_ it appeared now in the evening
sunlight, the air so full of richest fra-
grace, the roses all abloom, the little
brook close by singing as it ran, the
birds filling the air with Jjubilant song,
the cottage in itself furnished matter
for a poem. !

At the door, looking intenly down
oue of the broad woodland paths, stood
a young and most beautiful woman—
Ismay Waldron, Paul Waldron’s wife,
the mother of the lovely little boy
playing on the grass. She was only
nineteen, and marked by great girlish
beauty. i

She had hair of shining brown, which
looked like gold in the sunshine; it
covered a head of most perfect shape
and symmetry, raining in waving |
masses round a meck that also was
perfect—it was such hair as the old
masters loved to paint in their fam-
ous pictures of Mary Magdalene. She
had eyes of an indescribable violet hue,
with a golden light in their clear
depth; they were bright and proud,
but the long silken lashes softened
them into wonderous beauty. Her
brows were straight, and her forehead
was white, rouaded at the temples, and
full of ideality. She had ripe red lips,
the upper one short, the lower one full
—a beautiful mouth that would have
made even a plain face lovely ; the chin
was delizately moulded, and the curves
of the neck and shoulders were full of
grace. ]

Ismay Waldron was that most per-
fect of all poems—a beautiful woman.
Her dress was quite plain, but the
homely material only showed the mar-
velous beauty of her girlish figure to
greater advantage. The hand that
shaded her eyes was white and grace-
ful. One might have wondered ‘how
she—living in a cottage, the wife of a
man who worked hard for his daily
bread—came by this dainty beauty,
this delicate, graceful loveliness that
would have been fit dowry for a queen,

Buddenly her eyes brightened, and a
low musical laugh came from her lips,
Bhe heard her husband’s footsteps, saw
him in the distance and hastened to
meet him.

Paul Waldron had the true Norman
type of face—dark, handsome, full of
fire and power. He had dark eyes
from which an undaunted soul looked
out on the world, dark hair that
clustered round a noble head, firm,
well—clo.sed lips, a tall, manly figure,
a free, independent carriage and bear-
Ing, as though he felt himself to be
any man’s equal—and so indeed he did.

His whole face changed and softened
when he say his beautiful young wife.

“You are waiting for me, my darl-
ing,” he said—‘“waiting and watching
for me.”

She clasped her little white hands
round his arm, and they walked slow-
ly home together.

“You have not been dull to-day, Is-
may, I hope, said the young hus-
band, questioningly.

“'Not more dull 'than usual,” ghe re-
p_lled. “Oh, Paul, make haste to be
rich, nnd let us leave this 'quiet, home-
1y little cottage |’

His countenance fell as he listened
to her. He drew the beautiful face
toward him, and kissed it with a pas-
Bion 'that knew no words.

“My darling wife, to me this little
cottage is more beautiful than a
palace; that is, because I love you so
dearly, and it is our home, Do you
not love it also$”

She smiled carelessly.

“Yes, but I cannot g0 into raptures
over it. When we have a grand man-
Blon—a large house ful] of all kinds
of beautiful khings—then I shal]l be as
charmed as ever you wish me to be.”

" But, Ismay, I must work long and
hard, dear, before attempting to find
Eou a large house. Wil] you never

e happy or contented until then ¢

A slight shadow. cime over her face.

“My darling,” he continued earnest-
ly, "yt_nu will never-—oh, believe me |—
you will never be happier than you
are now. You have sunshine and
music all the day long; the birds sing
to you, the little brook there murmurs
sweetest melody. T am no poct, Temay
—not even an cducated man—but I can
hear all these. You have bright flow-
ors, the beauty of the morning heav-
ens, the glory of the sunsat, the long
gloaming, and soft, dewy nights. You
will never be happier, sweet.” :

With a careless smile, she looked in-'
to Bis earnest face. |

“1 should like a large house best,”
she said,

ques-

{STORY OF POOR CARLOTTA

THE MOST UNFORTUNATE EMPRESS
o OF MEXICO,
p—

As Related By the Princess Salm-Salm—
Deposed Queen To-Day Dwells in Mimie
State 1m jn Magnificent Brussels Re-
treat,

Poor Carlottal The memory of her
?a-wov’vn in among the saddest exper-
lences of my life. I marvel greatly
that the world has forgotten her—that

there seems to be no heart throb of

human sympathy to respond to the
thought that for 83 years she has been
confined in (be royal retreat for an
insane Empress at Palace Lacken, in
the outskirts of Brussels, writes the
Princess Salm-Salm.

As a member—a lady in waiting—of
ber Court in the City of Mexico, 34
years ago, I take up my pen to in-
scribe her story, the parallel of which
is not contained in history, certainly
not in modern history.

Oarlotta, daughter of Leopold I., of
Belgium, wife of Maximilian of Mex-
ico, miece and namesake of the Duch-
ess of Kent, cousin of Queen Victoria,
friend of Eugenie, sister of the King
of Belgium, although linked in count-

less ways to the present time, has yet’

been as one dead for a third of a cen-
tury. In her own ecountry her name
is am unspoken one, In the City of
Mexico many of the monuments and
decorations of the city bear tribute to
her memory, while at the castle of
Miramar, in Trieste, the recent home
of the late wumfortunate Empress of
Austria, are still many evidences of
Carlotta’s residence there.

Born a Princess and educated to
wear a crown, now, although Carlotta
has lived but 59 years, 33 of them
have been passed within the walls of
an asylum for the insane. Married
at 17, a Queen at 24, and a lunatic
at 26, she was bereft of father, hus-
band, empire and reason in the short
space of 18 months, and then, by the
irony of fate, forever banished from
human memory. LCarlotia’s career

was almost kinetoscopic in the rapid-

ity of its changes—promising in its in-
ception, magnificent in its rise, pathe-
tic, dramatic, tragic in
ITS DECLINE AND FALL.

Although Carlotta was more potem-
tial in Mexican history during her
short reign in that country than was
her imperial husband himself, the re-
cords of that time ignore her efforts,
belittle her achievements, and refer to
her emdowments of executive ability,
political sagacity, mental culture and
strong womanly character in the most
impersonal and incidental manner. It
was her regal training, her dominant

spirit, her comstant Inststence, which
prevailed over the weak, vacillating,
easily influeaced and almost effemin-
ate character of Maximilian.

It was Carlotta’s ambition, to be an
Empress that was the cause of their
misfortunes, Had she waited for the
drama of circumstances to unfold it-
self ghe would have occupied the
throne of Austria, for Maximilian
would have succeeded Franocis Joseph,
hig brother, whose only son, Rudolph,
committed suicide.

If her star had Teached its zenith
later in the century, her memory
would have lived, perpetuated by her
sisters, mot for the ambitious Empress,
but for the high principle of genuine
womanhood, evidenced by the good
she did and the charities she dis-

nsed.

The childhood of Carlotta was ren-
dered serious with responsibilities and
tuition beyond her years. Her moth-
er, whom history has named the “Holy
Queen,” died when the little girl was
10 years old, and for several years
the dark cloud of mourning oversha-
dowed the palace. Court etiquette
and queenly dignity, amounting to
austerity, were constantly instilled in-
to her brain and heart and made the
deepest and most lasting impressions
upon Carlotta’s childhood. While yet
a child she knew thoroughly the in-
violate rules of court preced-
enoe,

Her father educated her to be a
Queen. She was precocious, and un-
wisely he forced upon her responsibili-
ties far beyond her years. At 17 she
was far in advance of her years in in-
telligence, and it was then that she
met her hero, Archduke Maximilian,
younger brother of TFrancis Joseph,
Emperor of Austria. He was tall and
fair and gentle, of military bearing
and ppotless character, and eight
years her senior. It was a case of
love at first sight, and in two months
they were married. Bhe, ambilio'us,
energetic, possessed of the executive
force of a man; he, weak, vacillating,
trustful in the goodness of men and

IDEALIZED INTO HER HERO.

For five years they lived at Mira-
mar Castle, on the outskirts of Trieste,
Maximilian having been appointed
Governor of the Lombard-Venetian
kingdom, and there Carlotta passed
the few untroubled years of her life.

Then, at the very acme of all that
was beautiful and harmonious in her
life, the Goddess of Fortune appear-
ed with her tempting offer of a scep-
ter and a crown. [t was the story of
the Garden of Eden told again in dif-
ferent phase, and once more it was
Eve who fell, for it was due ito Car-
lotta’s ambition more than to the im-
portunities of the Mexican delegation
that Maximilian finally accepted the
golden apple of empire, and thus at-
tuned ‘the instrument which was de-
stined to play his own and his wife's

e ——

requiem. However, to the credit of
i be it said, the first offer
was umqualifiedly declined, but when
the delegation came the second time
ring what seemed to be proofs that
a majority of all the people of Mexico
Joi with them in the request, he
y(iislded; and the first act of the trag-
edy v
The m%ioﬂ of the Embassy at the
Castle) of Miramar is a tableau which
closes the last act of the drama of
Carlotta’s life before the curtain rose
upon the tragedy. It presents a pic-
ture which in retre t seems al-

most prophetic of strife, turmoil, sad-{

neas and d i, o

Carlotta was the sacrifice upon the
altar of nations and she was exactly
24 years of age, Maximilian 32, when
their eyes beheld for the first time the
land where they hoped to regenerate
a nation. Their entry into the City
of Mexico was a triumphal one. The
splendors of their court were unpre-
cedented, Carlotta knew how to be an
Empress. I shall never forget her in
her royal robes of state. She was
radiantly: lovely, lithe and graceful of
figure, eminently befitted to adorn a
crown,

The royal pair resided at the palace
of Chapultepec, which is four miles
from ‘the city, on the outskirts of
Tacubaya, at the extremity of the
Passeo de la Reforma, one of the most
magnificent boulevards n the world,
and which, under the delicate touch
of Carlotta’s genius and taste, became
and remains to-day, the most beauti-
ful. The palace, or as it was then
called, the Castle of Chapultepeo, was
at that time an uninviting mass of

chaotic masonry, surmounting a gig-
antic agglomeration of bowlders which
some prehistoric seismic disturbance
had projected out ot the level plain,
It was practically in the same condi-
tion in which the Americans left it
after the battle which has made its
name historic.

The beautiful park which surrounds
it was neglected, the resort of wandér-
ing animlas and bandits, and Car-
lotta’s first work was its renovation,
Her deft hand left its imprint every-
where among the giant cypress trees
in the park, in the new and winding
roadways, among the new statuary, in
the rejuvenation of Montezuma’s Bath,
in every vista that the eyes sought
and in every pathway upon which the
feet could tread. ; Her own private
garden was, and still remains, upon
the roof of the castle, and there,
among the favorite flowers, the young
Empress and her husband passed their
hours of leisure. There she tended the
growing plants with her own hands;
there no servant ever entered save un-
der specific directions, and from it
even the Emperor was excluded by his
own order, except when invited to par-
ticipate in its beauties

BY ITS FAIR AUTOCRAT.

There are, to-day, growing trees and
shrubs in Carlotta’s garden, which
were planted by her own hands, and
there is in preservation a bed of vio-
lets exactly as she planned and cared
for it. Stranger still, in that land of
changes, the gardener who assisted
Carlotta presides over this spot still.
Old and bent, swarthy and forbidding
of aspect, he speaks of Carlotta as
reverently us he does of the Blessed
Virgin. He keeps alive one human
heart that has not forgotten her, and
her bed of violets look just the same
nowt as it did when she last knelt be-
side it, unconscious of the fact 'that
the grand structure created by her
ambition was to fall in ruins and rob
lher of everything she possessed save
ife.

Carlotta constituted - herself Presi-
dent of the Woman’s Charitable So-
ciety, and never during her stay in
Mexico did she neglect the affairs of
state, regarding which she was at all
times 'her husband’s chief adviser.
There is no doubt that in the more
important measures adopted by Maxi-
milian she was the brains and poten-
tial element.

Then the United States interfered.
Napoleon was ordered to withdraw his
troops. Here again was Carlotta dom-
inant. She would go herself to France
and intercede with the Emperor.

What can be more pathetic than the
spectacle of this girF Empress, then
but 26 years old, pleading with the
Emperor of France and the Pope of
Rome for the means and soldiers {o
save from ruin the empire of her hus-
band, at a time when Maximilian had
been already many weeks dead, mur-
dered by the le he had vainly
tried to rule? %he wife, pleading for
tha husband’s preservation weeks aft-
er,that husband was moldering in his
untimely grave! The Empress strug-
gling against hope for the empire
which had ceased to exist, for an Em-
peror was slain |

Carlotta’s ambition and pride were
crushed, her heart broken, and then
God, in His infinite mercy, drew the
veil of forgetfulness bver the mind of
this earnest woman in order that she
‘might be spared the agony that must
have been hers with the knowledge of
her husbnad’s awful death. Young—
only 26—beautiful, ambitious, loving,
on the very threshold of youth and
hope, she was seized and torn from the
world by the relentless hand of un-
reason and cast into the

MIDNIGHT OF UTTER BLANK.

For 33 years she has been banished
to an oblivion that is worse than
death. In Belgium her name is an un-
spoken oage, but in Palace Lacken, on
the outskirts of Brussels, she has
assed a third of a century waiting
g;r her soul’s release from its useless

rison. She believes that she is still
“mpress of Mexico, awaiting the re-
turn of Maximilian, who has gone at
the head of his army to quell a revolt
against his authority.

Since Carlotta entered her retreat
she has been seen by no one outside
of her household, which is conducted
in an imperial manner from the for-
tune left her by Leopold I. Every
month pf the year (Carlotta helds
mimic court. The members of her
household, which numbers more than
300 persons, are presented to her in
the same ceremonious manner in
which Queen Victoria holds her draw-

ing+room.
She presents them with. gifts, which

received—the pictures
taken from the wails of the palace are
presented, and thew the following day
aces—merely te¢
her demente fancy. Every
courtier and lady of honor plays the
part assigned with mimic digntiy.
The grounds surrounding ltﬁ palace
are very large, and there Carlotta
drives about daily in her coach of
state, with her cavaliers in attend-
ance. There, too, she sometimes wan-
ders among the flowers, planning im-
provements, as she did about the
grounds of Chapaultepec, in Mexico.
Poor Carlotta}

A SURGEON'S GREAT FEAT,

PNEUMUOGASTRIC NERVE AND JUGU-

LAR VEIN CUT AND SPLICED,
-—

And the Patlent 81111 Lives—The Most Vi
tal Nerve in the Human Body Mended
With the Pneumogastriec Nerve of i
Dog.

The most daring surgical operation
that has ever been attempted was suo-
cessfully performed at St. Mary’s Hos-
pit'l, in' London, last week. For, 20 min-
utes the patient wag practically dead.
Respiration had to be maintained by
means of a machine. The very centre
of life thad to 'be invaded. The surgeon
had tocut through the carotid artery;
they found it" necessary to remove a
piece of the jugular vein; they were
obliged to divide the Pneumogastrio
nerve. X

The carotid artery is the one which
supplies the brain with blood. The
Jjugular vein is that which takes care
of the circulation of the rest of the
head. -The preumogastrio nerve, which
is sometimes called the vagus, is the
impulse-bearing nerve, which makes
the heart' beat, which preserves the in-
voluntary movement (of the lungs and
sends motor branches to the tongue
and throat. Until recently, surgeons
believed that a wound, to ‘either artery
or vein or nerve meant sure death.

When Fellows first went to the hos-
pital he complained of loss of voice
and a swelling on the left side of the
neck. The swelling, was about the size
of a hen’s egg, and was situated Jjust
under the ear. If the swelling was
touched the patient always began to
cough violently.

A larlyngoscope was used upon Fel-
lows, and it was seen that the left ;
vocal chord lay motionless and in the
same condition and appearance as ifl it
belonged to a corpse. The right vocal
chord wasimatural. Absolutely nothing
else could, be seen.

Because of the pain and suffering
which Fellows had undergone, he was
advised to submit to an operation, sc
that the nature of the swelling could
be postively determined. Dr. Stansfield
Collier, who operated, made a small ex-
ploratory cut just at the angle of the
jaw, and dissected gently down unti}
the awelling was reached.

A TREMENDOUS TASK.

Then for the first time, the surgeon
understood and appreciated what a tre-
mendous task lay before him. The
swelling was no mere glandular en-
largement, as had seemed probable,
but was, instead, a malignant tumor,
and wap: inextricably involved with the
sheath of the carotid artery. The
growth also surrounded the jugulai
vein and 'the pneumogastric nerve. Dg‘.
Collier was, not dismayed at the magni-
tude of the operation necessary to ef-
fect a cure. He determined to ligate
both the carotid artery and the jugu-
lar, vein—that js to’say. to tie up both
artery and vein so that no blood could
pass through them. Ligatures were ac-
cordingly placed upon the jugular vein
and the carotid artery at a point close
to the collar-bone and the vessels were
divided. A big machine by which arti-
ficial respiration can be maintained for
a length of time was then brought to
the side of the operating table to be
ready for instant use, and then, with
a touch of his knife, the physician di-
vided the pneumogastric nerve. The
patient’s breathing stopped at once. Tao
all intents and purposes Fellows died at
that instant. There was a tiny flut-
ter atl the pulse, but it stopped instant-
ly. No movement of the heart could
be perceived, and there was ne involun-
tary attempt to resume respiration. In-
stantly the tubes of the artificial re-
spiration machine were connected with
the lungs of the patient, and the re-
gular panting of the machine sounded
through the operating theatre. At the
same time an electric battery was
brought to bear on the heart, stimu-
lating it to regular contractions. Ap-
parently unmoved by these oceurrences
Mr. Collier continued his operative
work. The growth was dissected away
from its adhesions to the neighbornpg
tissues and was then lifted from its
place. It brought with it fully three
inches of the carotid artery and the
jugular vein, as well as a large piecg-
from the side of the nerve.

THE CRISIS PASSED.

Then an even more daring piece of
surgical work was done. A piece of the
pneamogastric nerve of a dog was then
handed to Mr. Collier and he carefully
approximated it fto ths damaged nerve
in Fellows’ neck, and fastened lt‘m
(place. As the repair was made Fel-
lows began to breathe of his own ac-
cord, and the artificial breathing ap-
paratus was removed.

The remainder of the operation was
simple. At its close the pailent was
much collapsed. but he soon rallied.
Fellows’ recovery was uneventful, and
he rapidly improved in general condi-
tion. For some time there was para-
lysis of a branch of ihe nerve whick
runs to the eyelid.
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