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things

the
which

r have not read, among the many 
written about the late hm- 

presa of Austria, any articles which 
£iye a mure complete idea of the 
character of that strange and tragic 
Princess, the Empress Elizabeth, than 

two articles by M. Ernest Tissot, 
have appeared at different 

periods in the well known French 
periodical, “Revue Encyclopédique 
pgrousse." 1 have pleasure in sum
marizing these articles, writes ‘M. A. 
p - i am sure their contents will give 
the same pleasure to my readers as 
they have already given to me.

There was something in even the 
earliest surroundings of the future 
Empress that seemed like a forecast 

her future, with all its glory and 
ill its bitterness. The castle of red 
stone, in which she was brought up, 
lay in the midst of a landscape of 
pine-trees and rucks ; and on shore 
of one of the sad and sombre lakes 
of the north—so different from the 
gun-lit and laughing waters of south
ern lands. The girl, with her long 
tresses of silken gold, was a dreamer 
from childhood, used to gaze hours at 
a time into the deep waters of the 
shadowy lake ; and to throw herself 
with a sense of luxury and abandon
ment on the bed of flowers which sur
rounded her father's home. Thus ear
ly, too, she was brought into friendly 
and intimate contact With her infer
iors, for her father was a man of the 
simplest habits, and there was still 
kept up in the country districts a 
close and kind intimacy between the 
master and the servant. Her father 
had a love for writing, for the dances 
of the peasants in his grounds to the 
sound of the zither ; a detestation for 
the ceremoniousness and splendours of 
Court life. He was the proper kind 
of father for a daughter who fled 
from courts, and for a son who, as we 
know, has abandoned his princely rank 
to do the work of an oculist among 
the poor and the afflicted.

One season the family went on its 
annual holiday to the mountains of 
Austria, and among the mountains 
end the larch trees of Ischl ; and there 
it was that one evening the little 
Princess danced several times and had 
long conversations with a cousin who 
was young and handsome and witty, 
and who, during the evening, too shy 
to speak the love that already over
whelmed his whole being, presented 
her with a bouquet of flowers. When 
the next day the little princess was 
told that her cousin—already the pow
erful Emperor of a great Empire—had 
proposed to ner, she grew suddenly 
white, and then with a burst of sobs, 
cried : “It is impossible ; I’m such 
an insignificant little thing 1" There 
waa a certain sinister foreboding in 
that spontaneous cry of a child's heart 
(the Princess at the moment was bare
ly sixteen,) for it revealed already 
that kingdom within her soul of self- 
distrust and nervous apprehension 
which was in time destined to make 
her one of the unhappiesi of women. 
However, the young Emperor would 
accept no denial ; and then there came 
a few months of an existence as ideal, 
as full of dreams and visions, of poetic 
fancies and facts as though the story 
were some creation of the imagination 
of a poet, and not the realities of this 
work-a-day world ; trips in those wild 
mountains which in their loftiness and 
remoteness, suggest all the empy
rean elevation of the ordinary things j 
of life, that are the accompaniments j 
of the brief mad passion of the young. 
And in addition to all this, marks of
devotion, of playful and chivalrous 
surprises, on the part of the future 
husband, that showed how a young 
emperor in love is like all other youths 
in love. Vienna is not far from Mun
ich. especially to one who flies on 
lever's wings, and the young Princess 
would wake up one morning to find 
that the carriage of the Emperor was 
outside the dooi^. and that a bouquet 
of the roses she always loved so well, 
was there beside her bed, to meet 
the first look of her waking eyes.

And better than all, the love of the 
lo/er was shared, and even exaggerat
ed, by that of the people over whom 
she was to rule. “The little Bavarian 
rose, adorable and adored,this was 
the language w'hicli was everywhere 
applied to her, in the Austrian papers 
and in the conversation of the people.
When she set out for her new dom
inions, it was like one of the fairy i the sinister impulses of a woman’s 
voyages of a Wagner heroine. The j nature. She sought to find in others 
journey in the first place, from Mun- 1 the devotion and intoxications that 
let to Vienna, was made in true Wag- ! she had once hoped to get at the side 
nerian fashion—that is to say, by of her husband ; hence a series of 
water, instead of the prosaic railway 1 caprices—romantic and grotesque, at 
train. At every village the young °nce humiliating and pathetic. 
Princess is met by deputations with There is another brief spell of hap- 
heaps of flowers, and an abundance of 1 pines» when the reconciliation comes 
good wishes and blessings and praise between Hungary and Austria, 
for the long golden hair and beautiful , some reason there is i

nobility have been waiting for hours 
to greet the future Empress. She 
lands at last in tears of delighted emo
tion ; and everything is done to tell 
her of the enthusiasm and heartiness 
and splendour of the welcome. The 
crowds shout, the cannons roar, every 
steeple sends forth its chimes ; a car
riage with eight horses and surround
ed by gallant guardsmen and braying 
trumpeters and a multitude almost 
beside itself with joy, conducts her 
and her husband to Schonbrunn, 
the Imperial residence ; one bridge 
she passes has been covered with 
seventeen thousand rose trees and 
camélias and palm trees that a great 
courtier of immense wealth has had 
transported there from his famous and 
vast conservatories. Every ten steps 
young maidens dressed in white pre
sent her with baskets of flowers, 
throw roses at her feet, bless her pret
tiness, her sweetness, her love.

And then a few months of prolonged 
honeymoon ; and then the whole fab
ric of her happiness, the whole order
liness of her existence, came to an 
end. It is a sad, but in many respects 
a common-place story. Francis 
Joseph has always been a high-minded 
man, and to his wife there always re
mained sufficient of the first glow of 
early passion and affection to make 
him, tender, considerate, long-suffer
ing, to a woman that proved to be 
exacting, unaccountable, a wraith 
and an elusive vision rather than a 
real wife or mother or Empress. But 
the original wrong came from him. 
This beautiful young creature was the 
last of all women to bear neglect and 
infidelity. She had brought to love 
all the idealism and elevation and ex
aggerated demands of the highly ner
vous and imaginative race to which 
she belonged—that race of Wittels- 
bach, which produced in our time the 
mad King of Bavaria, who drowned 
himself, and the still more hopelessly 
mad King who is in a lunatic asylum. 
And she had then, and to her latest 
hour, more than the average woman’s 
weaknesses, and, above all, the weak
ness of vanity. The deception of her 
love was a bitter blow ; the wound to 
her vanity, was, perhaps, even more 
bitter, when she discovered that the 
Emperor followed the path of so many 
other monarchs, and in either the 
theatre or the circus, found some rival 
beauty, whose charms made him forget 
for the moment the proud, supersensi
tive, morbid, beautiful woman that 
was eating out her heart in the hated 
and lonely splendour of Schonbrunn.

Women, and even queens, in that 
position, act differently. Some have 
found consolation in religion, others in 
children, a third class, in works of 
benevolence—visits to hospitals, the 
care of the wounded, the poor, the 
wretched. Others, again, find the cul
tivation of the intellect some compen
sation for the wreckage and emptiness 
of the heart. But Elizabeth of Aus
tria could find relief in none of these 
things. She did not care for music, 
she did not care for art, she did not 
care for reading. A whole legend has 
been built up which represents her as 
an intellectual woman ; the legend has 
no foundation in fact. Nor did she 
care for society. Even in the days of 
her glory she loved solitude ; she hated 
the ceremonials of Courts. She never 
danced willingly. For many years she 
was so little seen by the inhabitants 
of the city which once adored her that 
she could have passed through even 
the crowded streets without attract
ing recognition. There is a character-»! 
istic story of her which brings this 
out. She always loved to mix freely 
with people, and one day she got into 
an omnibus. The unconscious and in
destructible air of dignity and com
mand which she always bore impressed 
her fellow-passengers ; they were 
more impressed still when she refused 
to take any change from- the piece of 
gold which she had handed to the con
ductor ; in short she was recognized. 
Crowds gathered from all quarters ; 
there was a scene of wild enthusiasm, 
a great demonstration of admiration. 
The Empress was furious. She rushed 
into the first house, and asked an 
asylum from the people she did not 
know ; and two hours afterwards, with 
drawn blinds, she found her way back 
to the palace in a carriage.

Her follies did not end here. It is 
symbolical of her life that in her bed
room in the 'cottage in the forest at 
Lainz, where she often took refuge 
from the ceremonials of Courts and 
the weariness of her own heart, there 
is a large and sumptuous picture, 
which tells the story of Titania—the 
beautiful Queen that loved and em
braced the donkey. It is a picture not 
only symbolical of her own life, but 
also one that haunts her ; and that to 
a certain extent represents her philo- I 
sophy of life—at least so far as the j 
love of woman is concerned. She in- ! 
sists several times in those strangely j 
frank conversations she holds with I 
her last Greek secretary that woman : 
is always throwing away her love, as • 
Titania threw hers ; in other words, it 
is the cruel irony of human destiny 
that it is the unworthy and not the 
worthy that appeals to the hidden ten
dencies, the obscure, and sometimes

reconciliation between her and her 
husband. There is another reason, 
Deak, the great Hungarian statesman, 
who had brought to an end the strug
gle of Hungary for liberty—one of the 
loftiest spirits of any epoch—whom 
Elizabeth comes by-and-by to worship 
with all the reverence due -to a father 
—Deak says significantly to the Em
peror : “Sire, now that your peoples 
are reconciled, you ought to think of 
your own family 1” The Emperor 
takes the frank remonstrance of his 
greatest subject to heart ; the Empress 
has probably been spoken to in the 
same spirit. In short, the dead past 
is for the moment forgotten—its mis
eries, it’s- deceptions, its bitterness. A 
child is born within a year of the re
conciliation of Austria and Hungary. 
She is called officially the Archduchess 
Marie Valerie, but, with a smile, the 
people speak of her as the “Child of 
the Reconciliation."

In time, this child proves the last 
refuge—the final and only consoler of 
her unhappy mother. She is a delicate 
child ; the mother, in the case fit other 
children capricious in her affections, 
neglectful of some duties, bestows on 
this last daughter all the treasures of 
her affection ; by her bedside she is 
ready to watch night and day. It is 
this same daughter who first rouses 
the attention of her mother to the 
consolations of literature ; and, finally, 
it is this same daughter—the “Child of 
the Reconciliation’’—that rushes to 
the side of the other parent when m 
the lonely Palace of Schonbrunn, 
crowded (with so many memories of 
youth and love and hope, of age and 
estrangement and separation, it is she 
who rushes to his side and helps him 
to live through the agony of the 
tragic ending of that life which had 
begun in such lustrous sunshine forty- 
four years before.

POINTED PARAGRAPHS.

The toast of the evening is taken 
from a bottle.

It’s as hard to hide indifference as 
it is to conceal love.

When money talks the cream of the 
conversation is rich.

Every time you forgive a man you 
lower him in his own estimation.

One seldom has the price of the 
man who is really worth buying.

Hope is a pleasing acquaint
ance, but one you can seldom depend

The shadow of the family tree ac
counts for a good many shady reputa-

Time may be money, but it’s hard 
for a man to make his creditors be
lieve it.

When a man marries an heiress he 
isn't very anxious for her to retain 
her charms.

Ungrateful persons are about as rare 
in proportion as benevolent ones are 
uncommon.

Never give up—unless it’s in a lone
ly spot and the other fellow has a 
sandbag or a revolver.

IS A SMALL WAIST BEAUTIFUL? 
This

shape of 
a woman’s waist 

on which a corset tight 
4 laced. The ribs, de forme 

by being squeezed, press 
on the lungs till they’re 
diseased. The heart 

is jammed and 
cannot pump ; 

the liver 
is a 
tor

pid lump ; 
the stomach, 

crushed, cannot 
digest, and in a mess 

are all compressed. There
fore this silly woman grows to 
be a fearful mass of woes, 

but thinks she has a lovely 
shape, though hideous 

as a crippled ape

This is 
a woman’s 

natural waist, 
which corset tight 

has not disgraced. Inside 
it is a mine of health. Outside, 

of charms it has a wealth.
It is a thing of beauty 
true, and a sweet joy 

for ever new. It 
needs no artful 
padding vile, 

or bustle big to 
give it “ style.”

It’s strong and solid, 
plump and sound, and 

hard to get one’s arm 
Around. Alas ! if womc 

-~'y knew the mischief the 
tight corsets do, they'd let 

Dame Nature have lier 
ease, and never try her 

waist to soueeze.

LThe Home

FUNNY HONEYMOONS.

Austria. For 
sympathy be

tween Hungarians and Elizabeth 
which she has never been able to feel 
or inspire in her German subjects. 
Perhaps it is the strain of excitability 
in these children of the East which 
makes them kin with her own erratic

faco of the lovely bride ; and from 
first to last, Elizabeth cared more for 
the praises of her beauty than the ; 
homage to her station. At Linz, an- 
other lover’s sweet surprise ; Francis I
Joseph, is there to meet her in strict j_-____ _____________„
Incognito, to kiss her lovely lips, and and unstrung temperament. At all 
then to rush secretly away on horse- i events she is always adored in Hun- 
back, and by forced stages, so that he | gary—down to the latest hour—after 
toay be in his capital in time to be j years of separation and invisibility, 
present at the official reception, and The story of the celebrations which 

her a ceremonial greeting. ! took place when she made her entry
What a day of days that last day of ' and took part in the coronation, after 

the voyage between Munich and ! the recognition of Hungary’s ancient 
Vienna 1 The ---- ’ .... .... -. ----- shone brightly
aver the limpid waters ; the haze in 
the air was the proper atmosphere for 
this epoch of dreams and delicious 
longings ; and on the bridge of the

autonomy, reads like scenes from the 
Arabian Nights—a carriage drawn by 
eight white horses, cavaliers dressed in 
all the luxuriant array of the Hun
garian magnates ; streets strewn withKo-T u- v . LUO onage ot cne magnates, streets strewn with

*>oat, winch is a mass of flowers, and ' roses; churches hung In silk ; and in 
uarter a tent of purple velvet, em- the midst of it all, the Queen of Hun-
broidered with bees in gold, the young 
Princess, radiant in beauty and in 
love, waves her handkerchief fo the 
cheering thousands that line both 
banks of the broad, blue river. At 
last the boat, now a bower of flowers 
reaches Nussdorf, the first suburb of 

aD#d ln * building specially 
prepared for the occasion, all the

gary—still beautiful, proud, and with 
the long tresses that never left her; 
and over her shoulders a rich mantle 
of white silk studded with dia
monds.

It is perhaps the influence of this 
scene—the softening of feeling—the 
flowing again of the congealed tide of 
affection, that leads to a temporary

A few years ago a newly wedded 
couple living 10 miles southeast of 
Brookville, Ky.,. took as a honeymoon 
trip a wagon ride to witness the hang
ing of Robert McLaughlin, which oc
curred at Brookville.

A short while since an adventurous 
couple spent their first days of wedded 
life on the summit of Mont Blanc. The 
ascent, extremely hazardous by reason 
of terrific snowstorms, being success
fully accomplished, and the summit 
reached, the bridegroom, in the pres
ence of the guides, embraced his young 
wife, to whom he swore eternal fidelity, 
and received from her lips an equally 
fervent assurance. Then the descent 
was commenced, and the couple, after 
three days’ absence, arrived at Cha- 
mounix, where they were accorded an 
enthusiastic reception.

There are on record four honey
moons known to have been spent in 
Mammoth Cave, Kentucky.

In the neighborhood of Debschau, a 
small Hungarian town, there is an ex
traordinary ico cave. The roof, the 
walls, the floor are thickly coated with 
ice, which in places assumes most fan
tastic shapes. In this cavç, some 16 
years ago, a couple named Kolcsey 
elected to pass the week immediately 
following their marriage. They took 
with them a plentiful supply of rugs, 
blankets and warm clothing, but not
withstanding all precautions their ex
perience was not of a sufficiently pleas
ant nature to tempt imitators.
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SUGGESTIONS TO HOUSEKEEPERS.
There was talk at one time that 

aluxnieum was the coming material 
for coekii^f utensils, but we hear less 
about it nowadays. Perhaps that is 
because the first cost is greater than 
that of tin, agate, etc. But when the 
durability, indestructibility and beau
ty of the ware is taken into account 
it is really economical. Aluminum 
has the silvery sheen of. silver, and re
quires for cleaning only a rubbing 
with a flannel moistened in kerosene 
and 4hen dipped in whiting. Pickles, 
however, should not be made in alum
inum, but for the most part neither 
acids nor alkalies effect it at all.

Housecleaning wrill soon be in order, 
and a receipt for cleaning a soiled car
pet will not be amiss. Take up, beat 
and nail the carpet down again. Get 
a dime's worth of soap bark, pour in 
it; 2 gallons of boiling water, let stand 
an hour on the back of the stove. Then 
take two or three quarts of the wa
ter, and with a stiff brush go over 
the carpet, dipping lightly in the 
water and brushing evenly. Begin 
at the farthest corner and work to
ward the door. Open doors and win
dows and let in the air and sun,' and 
keep people out qf the room till the 
carpet is tnoroughly dry.

Beets, boiled, peeled and packed in
to glass cans while hot, the cans then 
filled up with hot vinegar, spiced or 
plain, and sealed, will keep till sum
mer vegetables come and prove a 
very appetizing relish in the spring.

Don’t allow the children to drink 
copious draughts of water, swallowed 
all at once—and don’t allow yourself 
to do it. Insist on their sipping, 
rather than drinking the fluid. Sip
ping is a stimulant to the circulation. 
It allays thirst much more effectually 
than to pour down the throat a large 
quantity of any liquid at one 
time.

Copperas is the best of germ-killers 
and deodorizers, and it is cheap. Use 
it freely in the cellar, outhouse, and 
any place that is malodorous. After 
the cellar has been cleaned—a task 
which should be done early and thor
oughly, fumigate it with sulphur. This 
is done by placing an iron kettle a 
third full of coal ashes in the center, 
putting in a shovelful of live coals, 
then scattering flowers of sulphur on 
them. Make a hasty exit, and leave 
the cellar closed till next day, then air 
thoroughly. Of course the windows, 
etc., must be tightly closed.

An exchange correspondent writes 
that having no bureau for her little 
girls’ room she took two stout boxes, 
papered them on the inside, covered 
them with figured denim outside, put 
on leat her hinges and had the children 
keep their everyday clothing in them. 
They served a second purpose as seats 
and helped finish the room.

When baking bread take out a lit
tle of the light dough after it has ris
en for the last time, roll it a quarter 
of an inch thick, spre-ad thickly with 
powdered cinnamon and sugar, then 
roll up and with a sharp knife cut 

i into slices. Bake as you would cookies 
and serve instead of fried cakes with 
coffee lit breakfast. The cinnamon 
sticks better if a little butter is first 
spread on the dough.

DOMESTIC RECIPES.
Boiled Finnan Haddie.—Cut the fish 

in small squares, skin and parboil them. 
Wipe dry and broil over a clear fire 
until they are slightly brown. Lay 
on a hot platter and put on each piece 
a small lump of butter into which has 
been worked a few drops of lemon 
juice. Serve very hot.

Parsnips a la Perfection.—Parboil in 
water with a teaspoonful of salt for 
twenty minutes or uni.il tender, take 
them out and roll in flour and fry in 
butter till brown, sprinkle a little 
sugar over them while they are 
bi owning. They are delicious.

Potato Flulf.— Four cups of hot 
j mashed potato, one gill of hoi cream 
and one tea spoonful of salt. Beat 
well and stir in carefully the whipped 
whites of three eggs. Heap in a bak
ing dish; brown in t he oven. Very nice 

j for a supper dish.
: Spanish Wafeis.—Make a batter of 
one cup of sweet cream, two table- 
spix-mfuls of sugar, one well beaten 
egg, one cup of sifted flour, one tea
spoon’"ul of vanilla and one teaspoonful 
baking powder. In a round wafer 
iron, heated and buttered, place a gen
erous lablespoonful of the batter; close 
and t urn. If the conditions are right 
it will bake in two minutes. While 
warm twist around a funnel or siick 
shaped like a cornucopia. 1 he filling 
should be of whipped cream mixed with 
raspberry jam, jelly or fresh straw
berry juice. These are very delicious 
and will keep indefinitely.

Creamed Mackerel.—Soak one mack
erel over night in cold water. In the 
morning cover with boiling water and 
simmer for ten minutes; then free it 
from skin and bones and shred fine. 
Melt a tablespoonful of butter in a 
saucepan; stir in a crowded tablespoon 
of flour, and when perfectly blended 
add giadually two cupfuls of hot milk. 
When thickened add the mackerel 
one well-beaten egg, two hard boiled 
egg, chopped fine, one salt spoon of 
paprika and one teaspoon of Worcester
shire sauce. Mix thoroughly and 
quickly, and serve at once on Slices of 
hot buttered toast.

Cooking Class Potato Soup. — Oue- 
half cup finely chopped salt pork, four 
chopped onions, six chopped potatoes, 
one chopped turnip, one stalk celery. 
Boil in one quart of water, keeping 
the measure good, until tender, then 
press through a colander and return 
to the kettle. Add one quart of rich 
milk and one tablespoonful of corn 
ataroi* stirred smooth iu one table

spoonful of butter, three shakes of pep
per and one salt spoon of salt.

Cranberry Tart.—Line a pie tin with 
puff paste, prick well and bake. Stew 
one pint of cranberries ten minutes, 
and ucid one coffee cup of granulated 
sugar, ami cook until thick. When 
cold fill the crust and heap over whip
ped cream well sweetened and flavor
ed with fresh lemon.

THE HOUSEWIFE’S DAILY BURDEN 
It is a common remark with hun

dred* of men that they wonder 
"what women find to do all day.’’ 
Sometimes curiosity gets ' the better 
of a man and lie asks his wife what 
she has done all day. "Oh, a hundred 
and one little things," she says. Then 
he thinks of some monotonous scheme 
over which he has been working all

IT IS FRESH AIE AED FOOD
THE BLACK FOREST SURE CURE 

FOR CONSUMPTION.

No .tied loin es So Iiiculallon, No toddling 
—Simply Pure Air Hay and Night. 
Enormous Meals, Carefully Itcgululed 
Exercise and Besl.

There Ls an interesting article in The 
Nineteenth Century in which Mr. J. A. 
Gibson tells how he waa cured of con
sumption. Mr. Gibson found himself, 
at the age of 28, suffering from acute 
phthisis. His case was pronounced to 
be desperate by the doctors. He weigh
ed only nine stone seven pounds, and 
the disease had such a hold upon him 
that lie never expected to recover, 

day, and makes a mental comparison, ! However, he went off into the country,
in which his wife’s work takes sec
ond place. He overlooks the fact, 
however, that a woman's life in the 
home is made up of "little things," 
and that these same "little things" 
are not only necessary, but that they 
are absolutely vital to the even ad
justment of the domestic machinery 
of his home. They are “little’’ only 
in a woman’s eye ; they would in
stantly assume proportions of mag
nitude if the man’s hands were to try 
to do them.

as the doctors advised and after three 
months of complete! rest and a diet of 
more than half a gallon of milk a day 
he had put on a few pounds’ weight. 
Then a friend urged him to go to Nor- 
drach, in the Black forest, and place 
himself under Dr. Walther.

He did so, and in four months he came 
back to England in a state of barbaric 
health, weighing 12 1-2 stone and with a 
chest measurement to correspond. 
What was this magical treatment of 
Dr. Walther? Nourishment, rest and 
fresh air — no medicines, no inocula
tion, no coddling, but simply open win
dow's day ami night, enormous meals 
and carefully regulated exercise and 
rest.

IT SOUNDS AN EASY CURE,
and it began to take effect instan
taneously Ln Mr. Gibson’s case. The 
first thing was to gain in weight , and. 
with this object in view Dr. Walt her 
fairly crammed his patieut. Mr. Gib
son gained in weight. Everybody 
else gained in weight. There was a 
competition as to who should gain 
most, and people ate for dear life, 
with an eye on the scale.

"We used to say among outsiders," 
writes Mr. Gibson, "that we had to eat 
three times the ordinary amount of 
food—one .portion to replace natural 
waste, a second portion to replace the 
extra waste from the disease and a 
third portion to put on weight so that 
the system might be strengthened and 
finally gel the better of the disease." 

! the faintest sort of a turned-down j Every Inxly had to lie down for an hour 
1 light coming from the room where the belore meals. To bed at nine and up

... . , , ____ at seven; breakfast at eight, dinner at
one, supper at seven—this was the

THE RETIRED BURGLAR.

An Episode ot Ike Ways When € radies 
Were More Commonly I'sed.

"They tell me," said the retired 
burglar, "that nowadays people put 
babies in cribs to sleep; that they 
don’t rock ’em in cradles any more, and 
that may be; so. I suppose it is; but 
they used cradles years ago, when I 
was younger. I shall never forget see
ing a mother rocking one once, when I 
was on one of my professionals visits.

"Yrou know, I thought I heard some
body sort of crooning as I went up the 
stairs, and I halted and listened and 
thought I could make it out; and when 
I got up on the floor above, at the 
head of the stairs, i could make it out 
plainly enough—a mother singing to 
her child, and 1 could locate, too, the 
room that the sound came from.

"Tne hall was dark; there was only

singing was, and 1 thought. I could pass 
j the door w'ilhout being seen, because I 
| could see her easy enough right 
through the wall, bending over the 

! cradle, and it never occurred to me 
! that she might look up, because I didn’t 
i think she'd hear me, or that she could 
! see in t bat light if she did

day’s routine, with a w'alk at u snail’s 
pace.

From the moment: of arrival until 
leaving Nordraoh the patient never 
breathes one breath of any but 
the purest air, as Nordrach is iu the 
Black forest, at an elevation of 1,500 
feet, surrounded by trees, and a long

"But as I wa going
absolutely noiseless, but looking in as,------- -—.......77--------— 7- , . . .
1 passed, I saw her bending over the :lre kept wide -open day and night, 
< radie, as I ha.l expected, and rocking summer and winter, and in some in- 

jit with one hand, but her head now i stances the windows are taxen com- 
slightlv raised, and, as L could dimly-i pletely out of the frames, 
see by the outline of her figure in' Thus it is practical iy an outdoor life 
that light, looking across the cradle the pati-nl lives com inuously. I here ta 
toward the door, where I was passing, therefoie no danger cf chills on going 

! And as she looked, still rocking the ;(>uL lu any kind of weather or at any 
1 cradle with the other, she held up her hour, as the temperature within unu 
right hand with the p.lrn toward t he , wit bout is equal. bo pleasant does this 

! door, and the singing was stopped and living in the open become and so hardy 
j she was saying very softly, to whoever 's Patient made and so invigorated 
I was passing: t hat on his return to this country it is

"Sh------,’ meaning, ‘don't wake the | THE GREATEST MISERY
: baby!' ! for hi in to have to remain in a room
; “Then I could see, when I had top- ' with closed windows, 
toed past, right through the wall. Being at such a considerable height 
just as easy as I could before, that —]fS0d feet, with a rise iu the longer 

. right hand dropping to the cradle walks of another l,50i) feet—the pa ti
ll gain, or drawing up the coverlid on vnt, to get the same amount of oxy- 
the child, perhaps, and I could really gen into the system, must brent he re- 

I bear her crooning again, just as I la lively more of. the. rarefied air and 
had before. Now ill it I had passed; thus expand the lungs. In this way 
she paid no more attention to me thin! the lungs are completely flooded with 
if I had never existed. Her heart i pure air. All the odd corners and 
was in the cradle; and all she asked | crannies, which he has hardly used for 
of anybody was that they wouldn’t years, are ventilated, which the easy 

I wake the baby. ! w alking up hill is eminently calculated
Now, what could a man do under ; to effect, while at ; he same time the 

u h circumstances? Nothing, I reckon j almost alisolute rest 1 h • pati-nt enjoys 
except, what I did do. Alter I had ; allows the lungs to lie practically 

! stayed there in the hall, on the other j undisturbed, ami so permits the heal- 
:nie of the door, a minute I started ing process to proceed. The climate is 
back; this time! she didn’t look up. I ; much the same, as in England. There 
have uo doubt, if she saw me or heard j is quite as high a rainfall, and in win- 

aL instinct told her I was go- i ter it is much colder. But it has been
j int=- ________ __________ {demonstrated beyond a doubt that

‘ r climate has absolutely nothing to do
“DRIVER*’ ANTS. ! with the case.

i" ___ kv*î-*"* * ! There the patients, who go out re-
| They Drive People Out of Tlielr Houses In ! 8u1arly day after’ day in all kinds of

oast the door 1 way from a town or even a village. The
K ' !.....................X _____________ . . f* * l. .. n .nirort tin.casement windows of the sanitarium

Africa,
In Africa there are ants that travel

at night in great droves and visit 
' every house in the village. Then every- 
! body in that house wakes right up and 
! hurries out into the streets. They have

I weather, sometimes walk hours at 
time in the rain without ever 1 liinking 
of changing their wet clothes after
ward. The course Mr. Gibson still 
adopts and finds that such a welting 
—sometimes twice in one, day — never 
does him any harm whatever.

, He asked Din Walther if he thought
to, and so do the dogs and the cats his system could be carried on with 

I and the rats and the spiders and the hope of success iu this country. He 
j cockroaches, and everything that has i sa*"d that it could be worked here quite 
I litVnd ™»ve. to, these ants aro ^,m^t 1ha7 wt £

j so fteice and so hungiy, and there are quired was a place where pure air was 
I so many of them, that everything must to l,u had, situated well away from a 
I get out of their way or be eaten up. 1 own, at a fair elevation, and. the man 
: D does not take them long to get j see that the system was properly 
through eating everything there is in i carried out. Mr. Gibson is now con- 

I a house, for the people there are poor vinced that this is 
and do not keep much to eat in the ! PERFECTLY TRUE

; house at one time, and then they go on .1 • ,! to the next place, and the people go LvtiT1 ? X n,,tl.un^ e,s\‘ !H n”°ded. 
j hack and crawl in bed. These Iruu- If u-fn,m, " "‘i-’ h,gh Hve,'H&« 

hlesome insects ar e known as driver ' r •. sun;\h!ne’ (lr>' <'liinate ;>nd all such 
ants and they travel in a long procès- , 1 1 llnn6s as are g ne rally supposed

1 »ion that is solid wiih ants a horn four ! ’ k ?°' hin|? And
, feet wide and sometimes several blocks HÎ, , , “ truA wh'-le. li is pos-

long. Travellers in Africa who mee: "Vi , '’"’i '"Ve;,'.’n 1 h *!»•«, almost
| them in lonely places keep as far a wav ! ‘ii t e • <)f coum ry who it re
1 from them as they can. for there are ! t! °f l,hllu ls; ^ hy’ ll'en- are S:<ni-

not many people who really want to ' u ril|,n"’ ,lot vi teted at ........... _
be eaten up. ‘ hundreds of thousands of those who are

ill and who have not the means to go 
abroad—hundreds of thums:mis who 
are as certainly doomed to death as ifPROGRESS OF THE TELEPHONE. 

M— • W. II. Preece, president of ,he ,.U‘°y *'or? "lrra<?y under lhe sod if 
British ln-tilution of Civil Engineers, t?™6 h sLvi>s. ,e nut- u< one taken? 
in a recent address, said that speech , 1S 8 , {J! 1 hl?li< ’11 " these p Mi
ls now practically possible bet w-een I i muv die vvhen 1 hey might easily 

-- ! lie saved.any two fcost-offices in the United 
Kingdom. Theoretically it is possible 
to talk between London and every 
capital in Europe, and the British

SIAMESE SUPERSTITION.
The Siamese have so strong a super- j n"inrh,s'nrm.nd 

stilion against even numbers that they ‘ mrnes r'amd. 
will have none of them. The number 
of the rooms in a house, of windows, 
or doors in a room, even of rungs on <i 
ladder, must always be odd.

SABLE SKINS.
A single fine Russian sable 

worth fiom 3101» to ST'O It is a tiny 
thing about 14 inches long by 8 or

skin

ESTIMATED BY WEIGHT.
The Sandwich I<1 • ndevs estimate iha

beauty of women by their weight.


