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BEHIND THE SCENES.

BY NED P, MAdn,

There, yeu young dog!  You've got hehind the scenes
Atlast!] Stand where this canvas foliage sereens
. Your visage.
Keep cool.  Efface yourself. Be small and lean,
And wateh the star.  Her like there has no heen
Tn rhisage!

I watched the star. She understood to win
Men's hearts. Such power, such grace, and tender-
ness lay in
Her tushion.
The andience wept like chilidren as they sate
And the pit rose st her, moved by a great
Cotmaession.

The drop seene fell.  She came, and in 4 jet
Black draught planged pouting lips which trembled

yet
) With pathos.
Yet~"ere they pluaged-—a soundinx slaj.
'l teach you tools to let my stout get flurt®

O bathos !

“

ake that,

MISS EULALLES

ELM-TREL.

. It was a maguiticent work of nature, Mis< Eu-
lalie’s elm-trew : so tall and graceful, overhang-
ing the street with its greeu banuer, lending a
charmiung shade to her little parlor, which gave
it the air of a dim, cool recess in the woods on
a summer’s day. Miss Eulalie loved it, and
except for her gay young ward, it would seem as
if she had little else to love. Her grandfather
had planted it ; it was 4 sort of heirloom. She
had passed her youth beneath its houghs; her
same was carved on its stem. She never looked
at the tree without thinking of the one who
had carved it there; of the still, moonlight
nights they had spent together in its shadow.
It gave her botk pain and pleasure—pleasure,
because it reminded her that he had loved her
once ; pain, *hat he loved her ne longer. Sh-
could not g :s5 why he had never returned to
her ; what had estranged him was sti]l as great
a mystery to her as in those early davs of her
bereavement, when sorrow and sospense had
been her duily cowpanions, rising up aud sitting
down with her. Perbaps some fairer woman had
enslaved him, perhaps he had never really loved
her at all, and she experienced a pang of morti-
fied pride when she reflected that she had pos-
sibly been vain enough to make the mistake.
Year by year she watched the tender green of the
elm thicken into dark masses of leaves; year by
year she watched them fading and falling, like
her own hopes and illusions : it was a poem to
her; and yet, after all, it was only Miss Eulalie’s
elm-tree by yermission. The home of her an-
cestors had fallen into other hands ; she had only
returned to it by a bhappy chance, not as its
owner. Mre. Vaughn, the purchaser, had a
daughter to be educated, and Miss Eulalie had
taken the sitnation. When Mrs. Vaughn died,
she devised that Miss Eulalie shoula make a
home with Isabel, be mother, sister, and teacher,
all in one, to that wayward young person, till
she should marty—in short, stand in the gap.
Miss Eulalie had been used to standing in gaps
all her life ; this was nothing new. And it was
a home—her old home where she had dreamed
dreamns. When she walked at twilight beneath
the old elm its leaves secmed to whisper, ¢ Just
here he kissed you first,” and ““ Here you said
good-ty.”" No wonder she loved the old free !

*¢ Dangerous thing,’* said Captain Valentine,
tapping its trunk with his cane as he walked by;
‘‘hollow-hearted as a jilt, Miss Eulalie.”

* You are mistaken,” she rejoined ; *“it is as
sound as a nut.”

““ But it must come down, ™ he added, as if his
word were law,

¢ Never, while | live, Captain Valentive.”

*“ You forget that I am a man of property ;
that I pay more taxes than any one in Litve-
ford ; that | eeu buy every tree in the place, and
cut it down, if | choose.”

¢ Then it is only from pure good nature that
you beg my consent to cut down this exquisite
tree?! Do you kuow, | have loved it from a
child ; my grandfather planted it—'"

““1 kuoow that Miss Isabel owns the whole es-
tate, and 1 know that this bone of countention,
this tree, obstructs the view from my windows,
Miss Eolalie, wkich is more to the point—that
its boughs leap into the air 50 high and spread
their branches so wide, that it blots out the view
of the sea, ¢ the open sea ;' *° and he passed on
up the long green lawn te his new home, with
its marble steps and broad baleonies, which
rade its humble neighbor secem forlorn and
shabby. Miss Eulalie looked at the imposing
structure, at the parterres of brilliant flowers,
at the fountain tossing its jetsinto the sunlight,

the velvet terraces and lawn, and smiled. Why
had Captain Valentine chosen to build his

palace so near her home ? Why had he built at

of an untamed nature. He had beou only second
mate then, with little or nothing ahead in the
world ; to-day he was Captain Valentine, with
that world at his feet; the richest man in town,
perhaps.

** You might have been mistress up there,
Miss Eulalie,”” he had reminded her one day,
pausing ut her gateway after the house was done.
“But you took your choice—you took your
choice, and"—Ilanghing—*¢ they tell us that
beggars shouldn’t be choosers.”’

From the very first Captain Valentine had
raised a hue and cry about Miss Kulalie's elm-
tree ; it almost seemed as if he had selected the
site to tease her, as if he wished to strip her of
evervthing she loved, since she declined to love
himself. ‘1 have bought the most expensive
spot in town," he said, ‘“ and spared no money,
in order that 1 might opeu my eyes every morn-
ingon my beloved sea, and you refuse to saceri-
fice a tree for an old friend and neighbor, a tree
which will drop of its own will presently.”

“Captain Valentine,” she said, ¢ you have
my word, once for all : the elmn shall stand so
long as 1 am mistress here. There need be no
more words about 1t.”

* No more words, tut deeds,’” he answered,
and & wicked, angiy light flamed in his eyes,
such as she had seen there once before. The man
eonld hold fire like iroun.

But then the subject diopped, as she believed,
He did not meution the tree again. *‘He has
given it up,’ she thought; * he makesa great
noise when he can’t have his way, and then for-
getsabout it.””  But Miss Eulalie did not do the
Captain justice.  Oune twilight, as she returned
from a sick neighbor's, it gave her a curious
shock to see her pretty ward, Isabel Vaughn,
talking, over the hedge which separated the
grounds, to Captain Valentine, who worea rose
1w his button-hole.

**See, dear Miss Eaolalie,'’ she cried—'* see
what a basket of roses Captain Valentine has
brought us!  And might 1 go up to The Towers
te-morrow with Mrs. Van Bufl' to see Captain
Valentine’s Corot 1"

Miss Eulalie conld hardly refuse —why should
she 1—and Isabel returned in ecstasies with the
medi:eval Tarniture, the Persian draperies, the
wonderfual carved ivories, the carpets like wood-
land mwoss, the Oriental rugs, and skios of ant-
eaters and tawny lions.

It is just heavenly,” she said.
howme look squalid and mean.
spirited to come back. Why did you let me go,
Miss Eulalie 7 Aud the elm-tree duoes intertere
with his view more or less; but what of that?
He hus everything else. e can gallop tu the
seain halfan hour. Such horses ! I’ve always
longed for a saddle-horse. Captain Valentine
has promised to lend me a safe one.”

And day after day he kept his word, and
brought his horses round for Miss lsabel to try,
ot lett flowers and {ruits that fairly inundated
the small house; or perhaps he gathered the
young people together, and gave a {ete under his
trees, with dancing on the broad veranda hung
with festoons of Chinese lanterns; and sowme-
times Miss Eulalie was obliged to chaperon lsa-
bel, and sit, a faded wall-tlower, in the house of
her old suitor.

1 wonder why Captain Valentine never mar-
ried ¥ said Isabel, after one of these fotes. ** 1
wonder how he seemns to be so everlasting rich ;
to have no worry about money ; to—""

“ Isabel,” warned Miss Eulalie, ** you care too
muck: for motey. There are better things.”

« Mention one, please.”

“ You will think [ am a sentimental old wo-
man, butlove is better a thousandfold.”

* ] don’t know. Loveis very nice, but if you
must go without everything else, without pretty
gowns aml jewels and splendor, give me
money.”

“ You are too young to choose. Pretiy gowus,
jewels, and splendor lose their charm when you
are used 1o them, but love outlasts everything.”

Put Mi-s Fulalic's worde were wasted, 1
love money,’” Isabel confessed; 1 adore
clothes. 1 don’t know about love.”

In spite of all that had happened, Miss Fa-
lalie was quite nnprepared when lsabel said to
her: ¢ I've something to tell you. Idare say
you know it already, though. I am going to
murry Captain Valeutine, and wear cashmeres
and sapphires, aud go abroad, aud never have to
count my change again,  Congratulate me.”

¢ Youare joking,”’ cried Miss Eulalie.

““Then it's the best joke in the world !
no joke to the other girls, let me tell you.""

““ You are going to marry Captain Valentine?
Do you know that he is old enough —"

“To know better.”

“ Do you love him, Isabel 7"’

¢s 1 like him well enough. [ love his money.”

“ 1t makes
It makes me low-

Its

i

all, at his time of life, with nolamily to inherit, ]

and no wife to do its honors? How lonely he
must be, she thonght, in the spacious mansion,

{

H
i

¢ Isahel, don’t doit. You will gow the wind
and reap the whirlwind, 1 can’t allow it ; the
irdear of your marrying him! It is too preposter-
ous, too mercenary. Why, be was once a lover
of my own,” pursucd Miss Eulalie, forgetting
herself. .

“ Why didu't you marry him, and save me
the trouble " asked Isabel. *‘Bat perhaps he

with nobody but the servants to speak with! was poor then?”

Why had he never married? In the humility
ot her heart Miss Eulalir never dreamed that it
was because she would not marry him, That had
happened so many years ago, before he and An-
sop Andrews had sailed together in the Water
Witch. How angry he had been then! how
_jealous of Anson !
that the day should come when she would give
her heart’s bloud to reeall the words—when she
should regret her folly in dust and ashes | But
of course he had forgotten all that—the ravings

4
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¢ [t was not that."”

« What then ?. You loved somebody else 1"

[ don't mind telling you now, Isabel. [ had
another lover—Anson Andrews, I've never got-
ten over it. There have been weeks and months

. when I've tried with all my soul to forget him

How bitterly be had sworn’

—to unlove him. He and Captain Valentine
sailed together in the Water Wilch, and when
Captain Vulentine retarned he brought me all
the trinkets and letters I had sent Anson An-
drews, hat never a word more.”

*“You doar old faithful thing ! you shall dress
in satin de Lyon and thread lace; we shall live
in the lap of juxury ; aud I'll send word to An-
son Andrews if he is at farthest Thule. How
oddly things turn out! Fancy my mmarrying
your cast-ofl lover!”

* 1sabel, 1 beg you uot to—""

¢ Not marry Captain Valentine just Lecause
I'm not in love ! Perhaps I never shall be in
love. You would have me give up so much for
n mere sentiment. You mustn't expect overy-
body to have as iutense feelings as ‘yourself. |
couldn’t remember a man fifteen years if he wero
the Great Mogul himsell.”

Captain Valentine and Isabel were married in
the little parlor of the old house, shaded by the
ol elm-tree, which made pretty dancing shadows
on the wall, It wasa most informal affair ; and
when it was over, and the clergyman had pock-
eted his fee, and the bride was trying on her tra-
velling hat, Miss Eulalie stepped into the garden
to draw a long breath. What were the working-
men doing there at that hour?

“ Go into the house, Miss Eulalie,” said Cap-
tain Valentine. *1 am going to celebrate my
wedding day. Isabel has made me a wedding
gift of the old elm-tree, and I'm cutting it down
to burn on the hearth at The Towers, while we
look out at the * dreary winter sea.’ Miss Eula-
lie, when yon thwarta Valentine, you do it at
your peril, Do you think 1 married Isabel for
love! Revenge is sweeter than love. When
you refused to marry me, I swore | would make
you repent in dust and ashes.”

Miss Fulalie turned silently toward the house,
but paused to look back from the doorway,
There was a crash, and when astrange blur had
cleared away from before her eyes, Captain Val-
entine lay dead beneath a great arm of the tree,
which hud snapped as it fell.

1 feel so awfully wicked,” said Isabel, some
months later, awed and ashamed at finding her-
self in possession of the coveted wealth without
the burdensome conditions. ““ I've been looking
over his papers with Mr. Billings, the executor,
and we ferreted out this letter. It's from Auson
Andrews. 1 thought it explained somethinyg ;
at any rate you might like to see it. It’s dated
Australia, a year ago.”

“Dear Var” (Miss Eulalie read),—*¢ Here 1
aw, leagues from howe, but possessed with an
uniuenchable longing to hear from the old place,
and a homesickness which no money can relieve.
Sometimes when 1'm smoking in my bungalow,
alone, I fancy I am home again under the old
elm-tree with Eulalie, still young, with hope in
wy soul, and presently | awake from the day-
dream and. berate myself soundly for allowing
the old wound to throb and ache. Believe me,
old boy, in spite of the fifteen years behind us,
my bald bead, and her double-dealing, I can not
think of her and all I've lost without & weight at
my heart. | was a happy wight when we ship-
Yed in the Nater Hitch. 1'm free to confess

've never seen a happy day since you confided
to me that you were going to marry BEulalie, 1
remember how black you looked when | told you
she belonged to me, and how we then and there
swore we would neither of us marry such a heart.
less jilt! How have wou weathered it, mess
mate {  And what has happened to hert Has
she befooled any more true-lovers{ After all |
believe that

My heart would hear her and beat
Hael it Inin for a century dead.’

*“ Write me about her, and if the old elui-tree,
where I kissed her imst, is still standing. * Our
love is dead, but the tree is alive.’ No, love is
not dead ; 1 can not slay it; it smoulders and
torments me."”

‘‘ Miss FEulalie,”’ said Isabel, when Eulalie
had folded the letter with trembling fingers,
‘“there has been a great wroug done. Mr, Pill.
ings and 1 mean to right it. We mean to send
word to Anson Andrews; we are going to tell
him what an angel you are.  We have talked it
all over. And about this money—I1 couldu't
make up my mind to touch a cent of it if [ were
starving, | shall found an hospital with it.
Mr. Billings is to help me  We have talked it
all over. I don’t care for splendor any longer ;
{ have found out, Miss Fulalie, that love is
best."

SOME DELUSIONS REGARDING THE
OYSTER. :

BY CHARLES L. DANA, M.D.

The oyster does not present a very lofty theme,
and [ venture to apologize first for calling aiten-
tion to it at the present length.

Mr. Herbert Spencer, in his address upon
America, made no reference to this interesting
animal, and we are left to infer that it has no
importrnece in American society, and no definite
relation to the problems of evolution. But one
may fairly claim that this is & neglect, and that

he went too far in ignoring what is so unob-{

trusive, For the oyster represents, very typi-

od, has been going the rounds of the press, that
the oyster digests itself, [ believe that Dr.
Wm. Roberts first gave currency to it. The
theory is that the oyster has a large liver, which
contains a diastase, and that this diastase, in
some inscrutable way, digests the whole auimal,
under suitable conditions, Thus it hes become
a wide.sproad belief that the oyster, taken inio
the stomach, does, by virtue of its liver, execute
a kind of felo de se.  Such n belief is very consol-
ing when a person is committing midnight in-
discretions with 6strea edwlis, aud it is nn-
pleasant to be obliged to dispelit. Yet it is a
fact, which the accompanying record of experi-
ments will show, that an oyster has no more self-
digestive power than a man. The hepatic dins-
tuse referred to has no power except to change
glycogen into sugar—a very trivial atter. It
canuot even digest the liver tissue. 1 have kept
oysters, previously crushed between the teeth,
in water (temperature 100 © 1.} acidulated, and
neutral, for hours, with no resulting digestion
whatever. | haveeven dissected out the liver,
and given it the best possible chance to eat
itself ; but neither the mystic diastase nor any
other ferment at all afTected its succulent auto-
nomy, The oyster does not and cannot digest
itself.

Second. That raw oysters are always more di-
gestible than the cooked. 1 yuiteadmit that the
ordinary stew is Jess digestible than the plate of
raw oysters. The stew generally contains milk,
butter, and a larger numbar of oysters, all of
which complicates the question. Half a dozen
oysters, however, roasted in the shell, or simply
boiled a short time, will be digested nearly if
not quite as rapidly as the same number of ruw,
Thus the white of an egg, unless thoroughly,
beaten, is slowly digested, and similarly, raw
beef has to be finely minced in order to be
quickly affected by the yastric juice. Cooking,
on the other haund, loosens the tissue binding to-
gether the muscular fibrils, and allows the pep-
tic juices to penetrate,

Third. That fermented lguors dissolve or di-
gest the oyster,  Cutrency has been given in the
Reporter and many other journals to the follow-
ing highly instructive tale: Rev. Dr. Hough-
ton, of Dublin, clergyman, physician and physi-
ologist, was sitting with a friend at a restaurant,
Raw oysters had been brought them. Beliving,
however, that it is proper desipere i Joco, Dr.
Houghton's friend ordered brandy ; he himself
ordered ale. Wishing to demonstrate the wis-
dom of his choice and the beauty of physiologi-
cal process+s, Dr. Hounghton poured some brandy
into one glass, and ale into another, and then
dropped an oyster into each. The oyster in the
brandy grew hard and shrivelled ; that in the
ale gradually melted away into a diffusible, in-
visible solution.  Maral: Dirink ale with
oysters.,

Now Ur. Houghton's name and authority
have great weight. | doubt if the incident re-
lated really occurred, yet it is widely circulated
and credited. But it is quite as well, if one iy
bound to have bad and bibulous habits, to put
them upon as near as powible a physiological
basis. Therofore | venture to deny the possi-
bility and accuracy of Dr. Houghton’s al-
leged experiment, at least as regards American
oyvters. These grow hard in ale or beer, instead
of dissolving.

When any oue becotes so dissolute, therefore,
as to drink fermented liquors with his oysters,he
should not allow his habits to be contirmed by a
false confidence in the potency of malt diastase,

VIEUXTEMDPS.

Vieuxtemps, the celebrated vioiniat, used to
tell a strange story of his experience in London.
One day, he said, he was crossing London
bridge when a poor wretch jumped into the
water. There was atonce a cry ¢

*I'll bet he drowns."”

**Two to one he doesu’t.”

** Done.”

In the meantime Vieuxtemps hactened to get
a boatman aud sped to the assistance of the
drowning man. Just as they were about to
reach him there was a roar from the bridge :

‘' Leave him alone. There isn wager on it."”

The boatman immediately lay on his oars and
refused to lend n hand.  Vieuxtemps was forced
to see the man drown before his eyes. 1He told
told this story so often that he finally believed
it.

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

GroRGE CiANoT, the eminent violin maker,
of Paris, has just died.

Ix Albany, last week, the Senate attended, in
a body, the performance of Salvini.

Sosmr newspapers are fretting over the fact

that there has never heen uny scandal about Albani
or Nilrson, ’

WAGNEE left no fortune but his rights as an
author, which are worth about 230,00 1 yvoar for
thirty years.

NivssoN always sings her prayers before she

cally, that absence from work and worry which | sings in public. Emmu Abbott says her prayers in
should characterize the evolved life toward which ! public.

Americans are advised to strive. Furthermore,
the oyster, besides thus offering us certain valu-
able ideals, is a very considerable factor in the
social life of the ‘“ B ' months,

With this preamble, I venture to submit some
corrections of prevalent errors regarding the annoys thousunds of persons by pleasing one.

mollusk in qnestion.

First. That the oyster digests -itsoll. For

several years the statement, quite uncountradict-

Poruvran opera has been established in Paris,
in the reconxtrincted huilding Intely occupied by the
Panorama of Beltort.

Nicorixt vows he does not sing for plensure,
but to pleare Mme. Patti. o forgets that he thus

I may bo taken for granted that the Royal
Collego of Music, nt SouthiKensington, will bo ofli-
olally oponed by the Prince of Wales in May.




