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Cooking Made Easy

The NEW PROCESS STOVE has revolutionized home cooking.
It has banished the bother of slow fire and late meals, and ended all
other tribulations so common with ordinary stoves. It will cook as
quick or as slow as you want it—the fire being controlled by a touch—
like gas. It never smokes or smells, never fills the food with soot,
never requires raking. You can leave it as long as you want without
fear of the fire going out or getting too hot. The comfort of this
stove on a hot day makes it alone worth the price.  Besides all this, it
is more economical than a coal stove and absolutely safe. There is so
much to tell about the NEW PROCESS STOVE that it takes a whole
book to hold it.  We send the book free. We manufacture an UP-TO-
DATE line of Gas Stoves and Ranges, of which we will also send a
handsome Catalogue free for the asking.

THE STANDARD LIGHTING CO.
208 Perkins Avenue, - - - CLEVELAND, OHIO

When Ordering, Please Write Name and Address Plainly
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Copyright 1895, by The Procter & Gamble Co., Cin'ti

White is the color emblematic
of purity and cleanliness.

[vory Soap is white and pure;
it 1s a clean soap and it washes
clean.
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“1 can see every figure in the parlor-car to-day, so plainly did my bridegroom impress
them on my mind”’

A VIVACIOUS GIRL
By Grace Stuart Reid

[With Illustrations by Frank O. Small]

v

CAN see every figure in the parlor-
car to-day, so. plainly did my
bridegroom impress them on my
mind by his attentions to me.
Even the ice-water boy took us
in at a glance, I was sure, and

Passed his slighted tumblers an extra time.
He may, indeed, have taken me for an

_*“1 hold him closely near the overcoat there”’

Interesting incurable, for no arrangement
of blind or window seemed the correct one
to refresh me or to suit my eyesight, and
no props for my back or feet appeared
sufficient to prevent my toppling over.
As to the candy boy and the dreadful liter-
ature man I think they looked upon the
day’s fortune as made at our seat. | took
courage as I began to disappear under
books, magazines and weeklies.

. “Harry,” I whispered, ‘“‘aren’t we go-
Ing to save anything at all for housekeep-

m%l? ’

. He thought that was very nice, and put-

ting up his pocketbook, discoursed upon

the passing houses in an eager tone. One
2

he thought was certainly occupied by a
new couple like ourselves, another had a
window at which he would be able to see
me the whole length of the road to and from
the station and perhaps from the train,
and another he felt he could almost knock
up himself in leisure hours.

““Why, Josie!” he exclaimed suddenly,
with a quiet chuckle, ‘“you look too mad
tosee! Don’t be afraid. Iam not going

to shut you up in the country yet
awhile.”

But I thought I would have
been quite willing to be shut up
in the Berkshires as we drove
from Great Barrington away down
the Sheftield road through rows
of apple trees in bridal bloom,
with little Valentine post-boxes
perked up on the gates along the
road. There were no summer
residents nor boarders on the
scene as yet to criticise and make

_fun of us. We could be as gay
and reckless as two city children
in green fields for the first time.
The good old deacon, with whom
we stayed, provided an antidote
by including us in his family
worship, though Harry set up a
family altar for just us two on our
wedding-day. The latter asked
if I had any special request for
him to present, and I answered
that we might be brought back
safely to mother and Mary, and
never be separated from them all
our lives, which petition he quite
forgot to offer.

We so gratified the deacon’s
wife by laboring a good part of
our first Sunday over a scriptural
game called ‘ The Sabbath a De-
light,”” a purchase which her own
children had refused to enjoy,
that she changed the name of one
of her cows from Delightful to
Harriet Josephine. Harry was
much pleased with the alliteration
which he made about our name-
sake when he said she was a cow
of the most childlike confidence

he had ever contemplated. She did, in-
deed, cheerfully consume a varied bill-of-
fare from my hand, given her because she
reminded me in a fairylike way of the
dream I had had in my first Fresh-Air
dress. She led me, however, into mis-
chief, or rather showed my heedless eyes a
shadow of the sorrow I was preparing for
myself.

Just at our staying place the fickle
Housatonic presented charming oppor-
tunities for boating. I became such an
adept at it that I soon could enjoy the ex-
citement of punting about alone, after a
strict promise to my lord to keep away
from even an eddy round a stone. But

Harriet Josephine saw me through the
overhanging trees one sunny morning, and
came flopping down the bank, splashing
through the leaf and sun shadows on the
water, like a lazy brown and white leopard,
till her horns caught in a bough above.
She tried to free herself, then lowed piti-
fully, and looked at me with such a trust-
ing human expression in her eyes that I
felt there was a time even for breaking a
promise to one’s husband.

I looked at the water between Harriet
Josephine and myself. It was, to be sure,
whirling somewhat, and the river just there
sloped to some mill falls; but my boat
was tight, my hands firm, and the deacon
and his wife would give me a fine reputa-
tion to Harry if I rescued their valuable
animal before she became
excited and got her feet in
the current. She waited pa-
tiently for me and [ had
steered successfully to her,
when a cry of horror reached
me from the bank where
Harry and the deacon had
appeared. Harriet Josephine
was startled, and bounding
forward struck the boat with
one foot, tipping it so the
water entered, but Harry
was soon at my side.

He caught me and carried
me to the shore, where he
left me to join the deacon in
his run along the bank after
the cow, which had freed her
horns herself. She coasted
the falls and reached the
pool below, slightly bruised
though greatly frightened.
When she was landed Harry
flung himself exhausted on
the ground in his dripping
clothes—a most unromantic
spectacle as a bridegroom.
Instead of scolding him for
such imprudence, I followed
to tell him the whole thing
was his fault for startling
Harriet Josephine when I
could have let her loose so
easily myself. He did not
utter a reproach nor, indeed,
any word to me at all fora
time, but he showed no anger whatever,
even though the boat had wrecked against
a mill-wheel and could not be repaired be-
fore the end of our visit.

I really wished he would be rude to me
before the deacon that I might be right-
fully annoyed, but he went on the moon-
light ride that evening as if nothing had
occurred, and said it was the most beauti-
ful one through hills and vales, wild woods
and residential lands, that could surely be
taken in this world. It was the deacon’s
wife, not I, who discovered he was pale
the next day, who insisted that he was
about to have the break-bone fever, and
who made him boneset tea, and ordered
him to recline indoors by a sunny window.

He laughed a great deal about it, but he
coughed every time he laughed, and his
voice had such a croaking sound that I
obeyed his slightest wish with the great-
est promptness. I sang a Moody-and-

Sankey hymn, and played my best on the
skeleton of ivory and wire the deacon
called a piano. Ieven truthfully remarked
that I wished he had brought his zither, and
was hurt sorely when he said he had given
it away. .

I had persuaded him to give up smok-
ing and quite rightly. Mother had taught
us its evils and rejoiced greatly that it was
not among John Thurlow’s indulgences.
Now, my principles were so weakened by
the sight of Harry in forced idleness and
by the thought that I had spoiled his holi-
day that I asked if he had not better bor-
row a little tobacco from the deacon’s
hired man—strictly for his cold, of course.
He really appeared very much shocked
and refused my persuasions with scorn,

“1 laugh and settle myself cozily against his arm”

asking me how on earth he was going to
keep up an ideal of me as a pattern of
wisdom and virtue.

‘““Now, Harry,” I exclaimed, my face in
a blaze at once, ‘‘you have no business to
talk that way. You know I am sorry
enough about the boating, even if I have
not said so before, and I never will—"’

I had taken hold of his shoulders to
shake him for his sword-thrust, as I began
to say I never would break a promise to
him again. But he laid his hand gently
on my mouth before I could finish my sen-
tence, as if my word must be proved by
deeds before he could rely onit. I burst
into tears, and had <o be comforted. It
took considerable time, and I may have
allowed the consoling to continue longer
than was absolutely necessary ; but he did
not take back his reproof at all, though he
said he was having the best part of his
honeymoon as an invalid, and that he had

“ A most unromantic spectacle as a bridegroom”’
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begun to be a little jealous even of Harriet
Josephine.

““Harry,” 1 observed apropos of jeal-
ousy, ‘‘none of us would have been sur-
prised if you had wanted Fanny instead
of me—just your age, you know, though I
always seem older and more settled in my
ways.”’ ;

“Do you?”’

‘““And she is so beautifully even-tem-
pered. Don’t you think you. made a mis-
take not to make an effort to get her?”’

““My Josephine, we would have been
sick of each other at the end of a ten-
minute engagement.”’

I took courage.

‘“Harry, did you ever think I was in
love with John Thurlow Spencer?”’

““Not a bit?”’

‘“Not the teeniest mite of a scrap.”’

“Did you ever suppose he was at all
sweet on me? "’

‘“Never.”

I was so used now to his honest lack of
flattery and so glad to be friends again, I
could laugh softly to myself at his blunt
answers ; but I still felt there was some-
thing about John Thurlow and me that
made Harry uncomfortable.

I said good-by with as much emotion
to the graceful Berkshire horses that had
carried us over many miles of smooth
road, as I had to the Thurlows. I assured
our hosts no boarding-place but theirs
could ever tempt me, and I would return at
the first opportunity. Harriet Josephine
seemed to me simply cowlike, and I did
not care for a last look at the river, espe-
cially when the deacon said :

““You must not lead that husband of
yours into another cold plunge.”’

The deacon’s wife whispered, ‘‘You
won’t mind my telling you to keep an eye
on him yet awhile, my dear. An old
woman like me has seen such bad circum-
stances from neglecting a cold, especially
a chill like he has had.”

Of course, I had written nothing home
about the mishap, and I knew Harry never
would betray me. Indeed, Mrs. Evans
does not know of it to this day, but I saw
anxiety in her face as soon gs she looked
at her son, and also, I fancied, a shade of
triumph. He placed me before him to
receive the beginning of her greeting, but
she leaned over my shoulder and kissed
him first. If we had passed mother’s
house on the way to hers I was sure I
could not have been kept from entering
the dear familiar door, and I felt as if
social laws needed to be completely made
over when I could not tell my husband I
was going to die of homesickness. It
oudght to have been comforting to see my
old treasures and belongings in my new
home, but they made me feel as dismissed
from the happy past as if I were a jilted
lover in the midst of gifts returned.

Harry laughed when I kissed severally
and lovingly the absurd collection of little
china dogs I had made for a parlor table,
but I ha(f no chance to laui at his journal.
It was gone from his desk, which he pro-
ceeded to share with me. The queer bun-
dle was gone also. Harry himself was soon
gone, and I was left for the first time in
my life to the responsibility of planning my
daily life. It would have been delightful
to just sleep and eat in my new home and
spend the rest of my time with mother and
Mary, but what would Harry have thought
of such a proceeding? Indeed, mother
gave me to understand that Mary was now
all in all to her.

‘““The most unselfish daughter a mother
ever had,” she said to me, ‘“and so happy
and ready for every new duty.”

Harry had surprised me by observing
that though Mary was the most beautifully
reliable character he had ever met, he
thought it was only just to some others to
say her serenity was a good deal due to
her having no imagination. He had no
doubt she could climb any Himalaya any
minute with much less dizziness than I
could a sand-heap. He was also sure her
sympathizing nature made her so weak
that mother would have no chance against
a widower with seven children and the care
of an asylum. .

Having both persuasion and permission
from Harry to use my sister-in-law’s piano,
I thought to practice for his sake. Iawak-
ened no commendation from my mother-
in-law, though she told me a great deal of
Carrie’s musical success, to which I felt I
must have been curiously blind. She felt
the responsibility of arranging the piano
cover after me every time I closed the in-
strument, and her watching for the oppor-
tunity to do so, really interfered with her
usual occupations.

I could have been merry exchanging
civilities with a host of old friends, but I
felt they were too much after my own pat-
tern to have the liberty of my mother-in-
law’s house, and how could I take what I
could not return? I assured myself my
loneliness was not all my own fault, be-
cause I had often heard mother speak of
a highly-esteemed friend who, during her
honeymoon, ripped all her stock of bed-
linen and sewed it over to keep herself
from dying of ennui. 1 had no chance to
be so foolish, for the portion mother had
(giiven me she had safely locked up for the

istant possibility of my own home.

It is painful, but I think it will do me
good to write down that I blamed Harry
Evans for taking me from my home at all,
and wondered why I had been so weak as
to consent, or rather, as not to rebel; for
I was sure my consent had not been enough
questioned. I would have given worlds
to effect some brilliant achievement, but I
could think of nothing but taking out a
patent for stemless currants, dry-picking
having relieved the market of sand only.
I took the long walk across town to Park
Avenue to satisfy myself what a wicked-
looking affair a tunnel could be, since
Harry had gone back to the Berkshires to
superintend the laying out of one there.
Lamps looked up out of the blackness like
so many victorious evil spirits, and trains
shrieked and puffed up in my face as if
they would make me deaf and blind if they
could not run over me.

I left them to find Mrs. Evans had
lighted her house extra early, and to hear
Harry’s voice two weeks sooner than I
had expected. It was a weak, unnatural
voice—it could not speak but a few words
to me. I was not long in realizing that
its owner had come home a sick man. It
did not comfort me in the least to have his
mother say he had been similarly ill the
year before, and she always classed tun-
nels with malaria and typhoid fever. What

did she know about our wedding-trip?

And Harry was soon unable to tell any-
thing. At his first unconscious refusal to
take a remedy from my hand, I, conscience-
stricken, yielded my place to his mother
and became nothing in the room but a
meek and faithful watchdog.

A hired nurse helped supplant me. I
was blotted out from the patient, for under
his mother’s touch and care he did not
once speak my name. There was one short
half hour of comfort when I ventured to
lay my cheek on his, and his hand closed
on mine as he suddenly slept, but Mrs.
Evans roused him for medicine and I sub-
sided. So, after long days of suspense, of
which I cannot write, it was I whose
strained attention first felt the thrill of his
returning consciousness, but not I whom
his eyes first met. He recognized his
mother with a grateful smile and obeyed
her wishes, but after a moment or two he
became restless. He scrutinized the nurse
sharply, and then startled her by suddenly
calling in a loud, peremptory tone :

‘“Josie!”

‘“That is not necessary,’”’ the nurse an-
swered abruptly, disturbed for his welfare.
‘‘She is always at hand.”

I could have hugged her on the spot,
though I had not looked upon her kindly
before. I knelt down by the bed and took
Harry’s hand shyly in mine.

‘“‘Josie,” he whispered, but not so low
that the others might not hear, “isn’t it
terrible the trouble I have been to you al-
ready with so much illness? The thought
and dread of it made me really worse.”

When I told him tearfully how he had
scorned my care, he would not believe it,
and if I had not at once corrected him,
would have insinuated to his mother that she
had domineered. The latter, indeed, when
she saw he wished it, left me for awhile
in charge ; but little did she, or does she,
think of what followed. In the great re-
bound from terror to hope my nerves re-
laxed, my eyes closed. I fell asleep with
a spoon upright in my hand to remind me
of the periodic dose. My reputation was
only saved by a silent poke from a con-
venient umbrella, administered by the
patient himself as the clock pointed to ten
minutes past medicine time.

“My poorlamb!”’ he said softly. ‘‘How
I hated to wake you.”

I trembled  as I thought of Mrs. Evans’
caution that no time was so important for
care as when the crisis was passing. But
Harry lived to give me a little revenge by
also falling asleep unintentionally. His
head rested one day on my clasped hands
till it seemed as if I had loaded and
emptied all the express and luggage vans
of the city, but no Romanist ever gloried
in penance more than I in that. When
Harry awoke my arms were numb, and he
lifted them for me, scolding fiercely while
I laughed.

““When you promised not to disturb

me,” he said, “I, of course, thought you
had common-sense enough to say when
you were tired.”’
* “You don’t mean, Harry,” I replied,
gleefully calling his attention to my im-
proved obedience, ‘‘that if you had sent
me to save Harriet Josephine vou would
have wanted me to disobey you if I found
I was in danger only of a wetting?”’

I regret to say he answered yes, and I
was not on the whole sorry, for it proved
men are as inconsistent in their way as
women, call it common-sense as they may.
It made a sort of equality between us,
which was very satisfactory to me. I had
grown so meek I did not rebel when he
scolded me again for stabbing one of my
fingers with the scissors in desperate haste
to be ahead of his mother in darning his
coat. He shook his head at me when I
had done my work so well that it took her
a moment to find the mended place; but
from that time he turned to me for every
want, including the writing of business
letters, which, I must confess, was some-
times a strain upon me as well as a joy.

My mother-in-law as suddenly and quietly
referred all his affairs to me, but when Harry
was able to go away and finish his task,
the days of absence were drearier than
before. I wrote to him every day, but I
feared he would think I only entertained
myself, I had been so cold before, and I
tore up most of my effusions. The very
pleasure and comfort I craved, I had ar-
ranged not to enjoy.

When Harry returned Carrie was home
on a visit with her children. I was be-rib-
boned and be-curled to look my prettiest,
and had been hours watching for him from
our window ; but mother, sister and nieces
were ahead of me on the floor below, and
I reached the stairs to find the door opened
and the traveler noisily surrounded. My
lip quivered and I was turning on my heel
when he pushed aside his adorers and
bounding up the stairs lifted me into our
room before I made a fool of myself.

It was not truly intentional that there
was an unsent letter I had forgotten to de-
stroy, nor did he once ask me if I were not
satisfied with present arrangements, but
he took my face between his hands and
looked into my eyes as if he were reading
every thought I had had aboutit. I hoped
he did not notice that involuntarily I would
have put my arm around him, and indeed
did as far as it would go, when he said
Carrie might be induced to live at home, and
that he had a scheme for our housekeeping,
novel but feasible, especially as he hoped
soon to be at office work in the city.

I made all the objections I could think
of that would not prove fatal ; but he pa-
tiently combatted them all, as if I were in
earnest, and only laughed after we agreed
to make the venture, when I poured forth
the plans and contrivances [ had been
privately designing. I generously let him
go down to dinner a few minutes before
me, but Carrie had apparently resolved to
recall every evil thing 1 had ever done or
said against him, and he was provoking
enough to enjoy all her silly tales.

““I remember well,”’ her mother added,
‘““the day he came home with a bruise on
the palm of his hand which I always ac-
cused Josie of giving, because he would
not explain it, though I know he went up-
stairs and wrote about it in his journal.”

She laughed as she handed me a cup
and saucer, but my hand trembled as I
took them. She must have noticed that
my face was flushed and troubled, for she,
with unusual kindness, turned the tables
by saying she could tell some very pretty
stories o% Harry’s conduct when she knew
I had been gracious.

The next day in church I asked him to
sing from the same book as I did. Once
I had pertly offered him a quarter for every
hymn he would not sing, because there
was a wow-wow sound in his enunciation
when he attempted bass, which he always
seemed bound to do in public. Now, I
was not ashamed to stand close and half
look up at him, so he unconsciously sang
the air with me. Every note was sweet to
me. I was quite unaware that I held his
arm tightly down the aisle, and we shook
hands together with friends.

‘“Josie,” said one of the latter, ‘“‘you
look as if you always intended to be a
bridal couple.”

The good old clergyman, who had
christened and married me, took my hand
in his and said to Harry:

“I trust you may always keep this child
as happy as she is to-day.”

That pricked if it pleased. By the time
I reached home I was so sobered that
Harry stopped in the vestibule, asking, ‘It
isn’'t my fault, is it?”

““Oh, you foolish simpleton!”” I an-
swered, biting my lip between my words,
for I had determined to weep no more
unless absolutely necessary. “If 1 were
only yox and could punish me /"’

‘T will give you,” he said, “‘an effigy to
relieve your mind on,’’ which he did later.

\2!

BEHOLD us, Harry and I, with various

last ends of packing, transported by
the Thurlows to our own home. It is not
a house. Itis not an apartment. We will
not say it is a stable, for a vine covers it
with a lacework of branches, and it is
enough like the country to be called a
barn. Yet we do not invite the Thurlows
to enter. We close the door. We wel-
come each other in an enthusiastic em-
brace.

How sad for the builder of our mansion
that he failed and could not use it! How
unfortunate for its present owner that he
in vain tried to let it for its original pur-
pose! How charming for us that he is
willing to let us have a lease of it at a low
figure and to knock up a few partitions and
staircases! We adore tinted plaster walls
with raftered ceilings and India matting
wainscots. We adore light and air and
not too much furniture. We might adore
our obliging landlord, but there is a draw-
back. He is a widower with not seven,
but eight children. We have not told
Mary. We have not introduced him to
her, but she has seen him from a window
and said: ‘“What a nice-looking man!”
We have confided in Fanny, and she is
coming to see about it, also to recognize
her duty to society. l:!ohn Thurlow adds a
postscript, in which he does not mention

Harry’s name. He says concerning me
that he would prefer to spend another
winter on the Nile making a few bricks to
give distinction to his prospective home,
but cannot control his curiosity to see the
biter so badly bitten. Fanny thinks it nec-
essary to write Josie in a bracket above
biter. John Thurlow observes further that
he is not at all surprised, for the first time
he saw the victim in the conqueror’s pres-
ence he read her consciousness that she
was going to be hit hard, in every bristling
of her lofty form and every sharpening of
her lingual weapons.

Harry does not see that he ought to re-
sent such joking about his wife’s intimate
affairs. He speaks more kindly of John
Thurlow than he ever has before, and
says irrelevantly, as he stoops to unscrew a
packing-box :

_“Don’t you know, Josie, a man can for-
give almost anything to another, except
that other’s imagining he might have been
a successful rival?”’

It is rather confused, I dg not understand,
but I make a note of the question for later
meditation and return to John Thurlow’s
remark that I am hit hard, asking Harry
to tell me, now he is sure where my affec-
tions lie, what his mother meant by her
story of his bruised hand. He says noth-
ing, but removes from the box he has un-
screwed the curious bundle I have often
thought about. He opens it slowly and
takes out first a stiff, warped, brown-black,
aged, disreputable object. I gasp. I can-
not believe my eyes. Before me is mother’s
long-lost slipper.

“I have known it was not yours for
some time,” Harry remarks, looking at
me comically.

Tlaugh convulsively. ThenI overwhelm
him with reproaches, forgetting I am criti-
cising mother’s footgear. He answers by
taking from the same box a volume of his
journal. He replaces the box lid and I sit
on it beside him as he takes his forefinger
and points with it along the lines of the
page he holds before me. I read beside a
date I recall:

‘‘She appeared on the tennis-ground with
a pair of old slippers carried for no other
purpose than to show how she wanted to
shake off the dust of her feet in relation to
me. One slipper wounded my hand, and
I am going to mend my heart by looking
at it occasionally.”

It is so absurd, sentimental and untrue,
I laugh and settle myself cozily against his
arm to read further how idiotic he could
be. His finger is made to skip a great
deal and is brought slowly to these words :

‘“I cannot believe that God would let
such a love grow year after year, till I
could willingly die for her, if it is altogether
foolish. I am going to commit it to Him.
I will try and forget what I am and all my
disadvantages. I will trust that a higher
voice than mine will tell her my love if
it is right.”

I draw his finger away and close the
book abruptly. My hands lock about the
writer’s neck, and I hide my shame-stricken
face upon his breast. 1 feel, upon the
small portion of my face that is not hid-
den, the kisses of my lover that always
was and always will be; but I cannot look
up for a long time, and [ will read no more
of his journal till he has seen my supple-
ment.

When I open it again a year later there
is a bird perched within my arm that in-
terferes sadly with my confessions to my
mate. A downy little head bobs in and
out of my light, and its owner looks at me
with astonishment when I ask him if he
knows that Grandma Evans likes him as
well as his father, and that she kisses his
mother on both cheeks for his sake. He
stares in astonishment, too, when I ask
him if he will be so kind as to give Grandma
Mitchell back her comfortable slipper and
tell her not to say any more about it.

But he batters me with his pink fists in
delight when I bring out the slipper’s com-
panion, John Thurlow’s doll pincushion
that Fanny transferred to Harry on her
wedding-day. He pretends to understand
perfectly well what an effigy means, and
thinks this is a very good one of me, and
likes me to stick pins in it savagely to
show how bad I have been. I ask him if
he hears our maid-of-all-work, Savannah,
attending to the hall light, and if he knows
for whom it is lighted. He is convulsed
with mirth at such a question and kicks
my writing away.

We go down-stairs to find that Savannah
has arranged ‘‘a front pew for de mistis
and de bressed boy,” close by the hat-
stand at the door. I hold him closely near
the overcoat there and softly tell him a
few sweet things about its owner. 1 ask
him if he is sure he can remember what I
have been for days teaching him. For an-
swer he buries his head in my neck and is
so busy cooing his lesson over he does not
hear the door open. He is startled by the
strong arms that enfold his mother and
himself. He weéps. 1 comfort him and
exclaim:

‘“Who in the world does baby think
could hurt him when mother is by?”’

He smiles suddenly through his tears
and basely gives his lesson in reply :

“ Papa ! »

' (Concluston)



JUNE, 18g5

3

THE QUEEN OF DENMARK

THE KING OF DENMARK

A DOMESTIC COURT
By Arthur Warren

[With Illustrations from Original Photographs]

HE King and

Queen of Den-
mark are grand-
father and grand-
motherin many of
the Royal Courts
of Europe. They
and their de-
scendants reign,
or will reign, over
five hundred mil-
lions of people, a
population nearly
seven times great-
er than that of the
United States.
Yet their own realm is but a tiny kingdom
tucked away on a ragged edge of North-
western Europe, inhabited by fewer per-
sons than there are in the cities of Brooklyn
and New York, and comprising an area
not larger than that of Vermont and Con-
necticut, while all the Colonial possessions
of the Danes do not exceed in dimensions
the States of Colorado and West Virginia.
Tiny as Denmark is she has a large place
In history, and as her rulers, in time long
bast, held the seas and overran the lands
all about them, so have they in our time
supplied kings and princes and princesses
or many of the monarchical countries of
the civilized world.

The venerable King Christian and his
graclous consort, Queen Louise, have had
the unique fortune to see their children,
and their children’s children, become by
the conquests of love and peace, and not

y those of war, the possessors of, or the
heirs to, mighty thrones, claiming domin-
lon from the Pacific Ocean on the one
hand to the Atlantic on the other. Their
second son is King of Greece ; their eldest

aughter married the heir to the throne of
England ; their second daughter became
Empress of Russia, and her son now wears
the Russian Crown; their grandchildren

ave married, or arranged to marry, into
most of the reigning families of the old
world; and all the children who have been
born to their Danish Majesties are still liv-
Ing, and happily placed 1n life.

PRINCE HARALD

King Christian and Queen Louise are in
habits, tastes and circumstances so far un-
like the other sovereigns of whom I have
written in these pages that their lives and
homes afford an interesting contrast to the
tales of Royal wealth and pageantry which
have hitherto been spun here. Their Maj-
esties are two dear old people who care
more for home happiness and the content-
ment of their subjects than for regal splen-
dor, political power and the vain glory of
arms. The King was seventy-seven on the
eighth of April last. The Queen is seven
months his senior. They have been mar-
ried fifty-three years, and their devotion to
each other is that of two well-matched
young lovers.

I have heard the King called, by one
who has been associated with him for
many years, ‘“‘The First Gentleman of
Europe.” In his case familiarity breeds
not merely respect but affection. There
never was a man who had greater consid-
eration for others, whatever their station
in life may be. He is a dignified, gentle-
mannered man, with a sixth sense, which
is Justice. He is a soldier who has seen
service, who has borne himself with credit,
and who knows not fear. When he was
young he was poor; when he came to the
throne he had but a meagre income for a
Crown Prince, and he has not forgotten the
days when he had to consider carefully
how far a kroner would go. A little while
ago he went on a journey. His train
passed through a foreign territory, and
stopped for a few minutes at a station
where the line was blocked. The occu-
pants of the Royal carriage amused them-
selves by looking out of the window.
Presently the station-master, cap in hand,
approached a gentleman of the King’s
suite, who bears a close resemblance to a
certain German Grand Duke. Taking him
for the latter, the station-master said:
‘“‘Your Royal Highness, all is ready, may
we start the train ?”’

‘““Yes,” was the reply.

‘] thank your Royal Highness,” said
the railway man, who must have been as
astonished as King Christian was by the

”»
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burst of laughter which broke from the
other members of the suite who had over-
heard the conversation. The King came
up from his end of the saloon-carriage and
asked : ‘“ What amuses you, gentlemen?”’

‘“Oh, Your Majesty,” replied one, ‘ the
station-master has been addressing So-and-
So as ‘ Royal Highness.’ ”’

The King looked grave for a minute,
and then, smiling, went up to the gentle-
man who had been the innocent cause of
the fun, and putting his hand on his shoul-
der said :

‘“Well, well, you can never tell what
may happen. Once I was a poor little
Prince, and now—well, now I am a decent
old King.”

Queen Louise knew what it was to be a
Princess without a fortune; she had to
learn and to practice economy, and later
in life she had to teach this art to her
daughters. It was a fortunate thing for
Denmark, and for Europe, that Prince
Christian and Princess Louise fell in love.
Each had claims to the throne. The bride
renounced hers in favor of her husband.
But the match was a love match, not a
political one, and the serene domestic in-
fluence of the little Danish Court has been
reflected in more than one European
palace ; has brought about friendly rela-

no fortune to bring to the throne. The
Prince brought his bride to a modest yel-
low ‘‘palace” in Copenhagen, and there
they ‘‘set up housekeeping.”” Three sons
and three daughters were born to them
before the Crown came to Prince Christian.
One of the sons became a King before his
father. King George, of Greece, was on
the throne w%en his father was still Crown
Prince of Denmark. In those days the
revenues were princely only in name.
They had to be shrewdly husbanded. The
Crown Princess Louise taught her daugh-
ters—the future Princess of Wales, Em-
press of Russia, and Duchess of Cumber-
land—to make their own bonnets and
gowns, and to clear-starch their linen.
The boys were trained, as Royal boys are,
for the army or navy. The Crown Princess
brought her children up in an atmosphere
of family affection, in a Court conspicu-
ously pure. The traits thus engendered
have been sown through Europe. The
Princess of Wales carried them to England,
where she has endeared herself to the
people as a devoted wife and mother;
another daughter carried them to St.
Petersburg, and for the first time, perhaps,
in history, Russia had a Czar whose love
and loyalty to his family were the most
conspicuous of his virtues. King George

THE THRONE OF DENMARK

tions among rulers, and has helped nations
to a good understanding of one another.
Denmark is a thrifty little country, but
not a rich one. The yearly national rev-
enue is only fifteen millions of dollars.
Prince Christian and Princess Louise had

A DINNER-PARTY AT THE FREDENSBORG PALACE

is a wise and pure sovereign in Greece.

When Prince Christian and the Princess
Louise became King and Queen of Den-
mark they did not lose their hold upon
simplicity of life. They went to a kingly
palace, to be sure, but they remained the
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same unassuming pair of gentlefolk they
had always been. They had to maintain
the higher dignities of sovereign rank, but
their lives had always been dignified ; they
had to live more 1n the public gaze, to
keep up an ampler state, but in all other
respects they remained as they were.
Eleven years ago, their town palace, the
huge old pile called Christiansborg, was
destroyed by fire. They removed to the
Amalieborg, a collection of four snug
palaces, concave-fronted, inclosing a fine
public space. Two of these snug palaces,
being connected, are set apart for the town
residence of their Majesties, the State
apartments being in one building, the
home part in the other. The third palace
is occupied by the Crown
Prince Frederick and his
family, and the fourth by
the Minister for Foreign
Affairs. There are no
gardens to speak of, and
what strikes one as odd
is the sight of sea-going
vessels poking their
noses almost against
the back of the King’s
palace, and unloading
freights there, for a big
dock stretches behind
the Royal houseplace
and within a few yards
of it. But the King is
quite content with his
rather contracted quar-
ters. He says that the
country cannot afford
to rebuild the old Chris-
tiansborg palace just yet,
so let it wait till it can.
Their Majesties do not
travel much about Den-
mark. The King says if
he could go quietly like
any other man he would
like it; but the people
would feel bound to de
him honor with display
and entertainments;
they would doubtless
spend more than they
could afford in the hope
of giving him pleasure,
and so he stays at Co-
penhagen or Fredens-
borg. Oneday, journey-
ing between the two
places, the train pulled up unexpectedly at
a small station where the line was tempo-
rarily blocked. A peasant who had been
told that the King was in the train, walked
up the platform, staring curiously until he
saw a fine-looking old gentleman leaning
out of an open window of a railway car-
riage.

‘“Good-morning,
man.

‘“ Good-morning,’’ said the peasant, ‘‘ be
you the King?”’

‘“ Yes.77

‘“Well then,” rejoined the countryman,
“T want to tell you something: You be
the best King we ever had in Denmark.”

His Majesty lifted his hat and replied,
‘““Thank you; but that’s a matter of opin-
ion, and I can’t judge it impartially.”

The peasant expressed what the people
of Denmark feel. There can be no doubt
about that. The loyalty of the people was
shown clearly enough in 1892, when their
Majesties celebrated their golden wedding.
Then all Denmark came to Copenhagen.
The town was decorated from roof-tree to

avement ; not a house that did not show
its banners, its lights, its flowers or its por-
traits of the two old sovereigns. The
streets were packed with people; the na-
tion made high holiday at its capital.
Everybody vied with everybody else in
celebrating the event. Then for the first
time King Christian and his Queen were
enabled to realize the hold they have upon
their subjects. They had always known
that they were respected ; now they saw
that they were loved, for the celebration
was nothing less than an outpouring of
national affection for the monarch and his
consort.

The anniversary came on a bright, warm
day in May. All business in Copenhagen
was suspended. The people filled the
ctraate and roamed about looking at the
igs of the town. In the princi-
shfares the throngs were so
vehicles were excluded by the
vertheless, early in the day, a
iven by a gentleman who
aself an expert whip, and who
4~ q charming lady, managed

: Ostergade, which is the
itreet of the capital, and to
ilowly through the pack,
eman driver and his fair
sed themselves by looking
houses and the decorated
reople were so engrossed
e decorations, reading the
tions, and watching the
, that they paid no atten-
uun W e uuglart until it turned from the
Ostergade into the huge square of Kongens
Nytorv. Then a man, who stood at the
corner by the Hotel d’Angleterre, lifted
his hat as he saw the driver of the dogcart
within two feet of him, «and he said :

“Oh, thank you very'much, it is kind of

you to come in this way.”’

(X}

said the old gentle-

Other bystanders paused and looked,
and then the cry went up, ‘“ The King, the
King!"" and the crowd, now having its
attention drawn, sent up round after round
of cheers. But the King had been the
round of the town and was now within two
minutes’ drive of the Amalieborg, so he
got back home as fast as he could to es-
cape the crowd. But he leaned over to
the Princess of Wales, for it was she who
sat with him in the dogcart, and he said,
“ How wonderful it is that they should do
all this for two old people like mother
and me!”’

An hour or two later the ceremonies of
the day began. The King and Queen,
their family and the legion of Royal per-

THE KING AND QUEEN OF DENMARK IN HIS MAJESTY’S STUDY

sonages assembled from all over Europe
for the anniversary, were to go in State to
church and give thanks for the fifty golden
years of wedded life. The Master of Cere-

“monies passing through an outer corridor

of the palace saw a group of twenty white-
gowned Danish maidens waiting at the
doors. He asked them why they waited.
They replied that they had come from dif-
ferent parts of the country with a present
for Her Majesty and the congratulations of
the young women of Denmark, but that
knowing nothing of Court life they had
neglected to get any one to introduce them
to the Royal presence, and so the guards
would not admit them. Their disappoint-
ment was plainly visible on their faces.
The kind-hearted Master of Ceremonies,
who is in every way worthy to be the confi-
dant of *“ The First Gentleman of Europe,”
invited the maidens into the palace, and
promised to see what could be done for
them, though time was short, he said, and
their Majesties
much engross-
ed that day.
In passing
through one
of the inner
apartments he
saw the shim-
mer of a white
gown behind
one of the
great doors.
Thinking that
one of Her
Majesty’s la-
dies-in-wait-
ing had sought
a few minutes’
rest there, he
approached
her to inquire
the where-
abouts of the
Queen. To
his astonish-
ment he saw
that it was the
Queen herself,
completely at-
tired for the
ceremony at
the church.
He apologized
for his in-
trusion and
asked :
““What does
the golden
bride here
alone, and at
this hour?”’
The Queen
laughingly re-
plied, ‘I am
afraid that
the golden
bridegotready
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too early, like a schoolgirl, and now she
sits about not knowing what to do with
herself in all her finery.”’

Being told of the deputation of eager
maidens craving audience, the Queen gave
word for their admittance. The Master of
Ceremonies withdrew, at the Queen’s re-
quest, to seck for the King. He found
King Christian in full uniform in his study.
The King, also, had got ready too early,
and was killing time by watching the
crowds from his window, and smoking a
cigar. He was delighted to join the
Queen, whom he found surrotinded by the
twenty girls who were rapturously listen-
ing to Her Majesty’s stories of her children
and grandchildren as she turned the leaves
of a big photograph album which she held
in her lap. Delighted with the spectacle
the King approached the Queen, and, put-
ting his hand affectionately upon her shoul-
der, said :

‘“Well, young ladies, what do you think
of this old couple? We look pretty well
after fifty years of married life, don't we?”’

The girls remained until their Majesties
departed for the church, and not in all
Denmark are there any subjects of the
Crown who retain happier recollections
than they of the golden wedding feast.

Gifts poured into the palace from every
part of LEurope. There were presents
enough to equip amuscum. Many of them
were of great price, but those that most
pleased the King and Queen were the
handiwork of their humbler subjects, the
wooden shoes, the homespun garments,
the embroidered caps, the knitted socks,
the cakes, the thousand and one things
which, though of small value in themselves,
expressed the affection of the donors, who
gave of their love and their best.

A long procession streamed for two or
three hours through the city—soldiers,
sailors, trade guilds, all kinds of associa-
tions, companies of people from every
part of Denmark—testifying to Denmark’s
share in the wedding anniversary. Ior
though the Danes are keen politicians, and
though divisions are sharp between them,
and though they are a sturdy, self-reliant
race, yet they all love King Christian and
Queen Louise. \Whatever may be the po-
litical sympathies of the Danes—be they
Conservatives or Radicals, Reactionists or
Social-Democrats—yct they are all King's
men and Queen’s men, and when the cele-
brations were on, they dropped their differ-
ences and cried, ‘‘ LLong live the King and
Queen!” To an alien onlooker this spon-
taneous and universal enthusiasm was re-
markable. A distinguished foreigner told
the King how deeply he had been impressed
by the manifestations of popular affection
for the person of His Majesty and all the
Royal family. The King replied in a tone
which showed how touched he was: ‘1
am deeply grateful to God for this blessing
—my people’s love—and grateful, too,
that all the members of my family shareit.”

Not long ago, during the absence of the
King from Denmark, his eldest son, the
Crown Prince Frederick, became Regent,
or temporary King. In this capacity it was
necessary for him to receive a friend of
mine who had been appointed by a foreign
country as Minister to Denmark, and who
had just arrived in Copenhagen. After
the ceremony of introduction the Crown
Prince led the way to a conversation on
general topics with the newly-arrived diplo-

The Queen of Denmark The Czaritza

Daughters of the Prince of Wales

A FAMILY PARTY

mat. The two men happened to ‘‘hit it
oft”’ so well that the Prince invited the
Minister to dine with him on the following
Sunday at his chateau of Charlottenlund.
The invitation was, of course, accepted,
and the affair, which was strictly a “*family
one, went off with much delight. After
the dinner—they dine very early in Den-
mark—the Prince took his guest over his
establishment.  \When he had shown every-
thing he turned to the new Minister, and,
with beaming face, said: ‘*But you haven't
seen my father and mother!” The tone
in which he said this was at once so gentle,
so affectionate and so proud that my friend
needed nothing more to show him the kind
of ties existing between the Royal parents
and the heir to the throne.

‘‘Llet me show you the portraits of my
father and mother,” said the Prince.
“There’s my father.” He pointed to a
recent portrait of the King. **What kind
of a face should you take that to be?”’

** IFirst, the face of a just man,”’ said the
guest.

* Ah, you see that in the face, do you?
Tustice is my father’s chief characteristic.”

‘It is also a soldierly face, and it has
an uncommonly affectionate nature behind
it. A firm face, too.”

““That's my father, sir!’’ exclaimed the
Prince, who, although a man of fifty-two
years, was as delighted as a boy of ten.
‘*Come now,’”’ he went on, ‘‘there’s my
mother.” With all the ardor of a son
and lover he pointed to a portrait of the
Queen. ‘‘My mother, sir, the dearest old
lady in the world !’

I mention these things because they sug-
gest, better than any words of mine, the
family feeling in this Royal line of Den-
mark.

‘*He says that when I am not mother,
mother-in-law or grandmother, I am aunt
to Europe,’’ remarked the Queen one day
to a Royal lady who had come from abroad
on a visit to Fredensborg. The ‘“he” in
the case was the King. Her Majesty
usually alludes to the King as ‘‘he,”” and
the King usually speaks of her as ‘“‘my
wife.” He rarely says ‘‘ Her Majesty ’ or
‘““‘the Queen,” excepting on ceremonial
occasions. Neither of them, by-the-way,
cares a pin’s fee for ceremonial affairs.
They heartily prefer to do their Royal work
in an atmosphere of serene domesticity.
And they are never quite at ease when they
are separated even for a day. Sometimes
it happens that the King has to go to a
function while the Queen is detained by
her own engagements. But he returns at
the earliest possible moment and tells his
consort all that he has seen, and they talk
the matter over with the keenest interest.

Every afternoon the King walks in the
streets of Copenhagen, or takes a turn along
the water-side and watches the progress of
the work on the new harbor and docks
which are intended to make Copenhagen
the great free port of the North. You will
see a tall old gentleman of military bearing,
in ordinary plain clothes, a ‘‘ bowler,” or,
as we call it in America, a ‘‘derby,” hat,
and brown overcoat, striding along with a
walking-stick, and followed by a big dog.
All the men and boys lift their hats, and all
the ladies and girls bow as he passes. He
will stop now and then and look into a
shop window, but no curious crowd gathers,
as the Danes respect their King’s desire to
go about without ostentation.

The King of Greece
The Princess of Wales
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i{E world is older by centuries

since the Rose-plant was ex-

alted in Jericho; since Cleo-

patra’s banqueting hall was

laid eighteen inches deep in

Roses when she féted Antony ;

older than when a hundred

thousand dollars’ worth of Roses decorated

ut one of Nero’s feasts. And the sceptre

has departed from Judah ; the *‘grandeur

that was Rome’s’’” is forgotten, and no

Praxiteles has fixed on marble the sorcery

of Cleopatra’s smile. But the Roses are

inviolably fresh. They are still the chal-
lenges that Life hurls at Death.

The men who have, from the time the
world was new, thrown dice with Destiny
for a heart, a city or an empire, wrote their
names on water, but the Rose which lay up-
on the heart they loved, which jeweled the
gardens of the cities they battled for, which
crowned the feasts of the empires they over-
threw, is yet the supreme symbol of eternal
youth.

In an old magazine article there was a

escription of Shakespeare walking across
the fields at evening to Ann Hathaway's
Cottage, whose garden was sweet with the
breath of Cabbage Roses. It was Romeo
and Othello, Antony and Henry the Fifth,
who made love to her in that little Rose-
Scented garden; but the lips that told his
hopes and ambitions have been dust for
two hundred years and the Cabbage Roses
still bloom.

For several years the American Beauty
has easily won first honors among Roses.
The supply has never equaled the demand.
This is easily understood on observing the
very long stems which are cut with this

ose.

“You have forgotten something,” said
a charming young woman to a man who
presented her with an American Beauty,
whose stem resembled a young tree.

‘“ Pardon me, what is it?”’ he queried.

‘““ The roots.”’

. The American Beauty is the representa-
tive of the highest development of which
Rose culture is capable. Anything larger
would be a monstrosity. One unblemished
specimen of the American Beauty is the
perfection of a type—the thick, strong-
Frowing stem, the mass of large glossy
eaves, the blossom whose deep crimson
Eetals form a great double chalice which

olds imprisoned the soul of {une. It has
fine lasting qualities and with a little care
will remain fresh for days.

For several years the Jacqueminot held
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the place in popular favor that the Ameri-
can Beauty now occupies. On one occa-
sion, when the demand was very great,
only four Roses of that variety could be
ound in New York. They weré purchased
at eighteen dollars apiece.

*Myrtilla to-night wears Jacqueminot Roses,
(.orrgspond:pgly light, my pocket-book closes,
Myrtilla to-night wears Jacqueminot Roses,”

There is a deep significance in this little
triolet.

American Belle, a sport from the
American Beauty, is a great favorite; it
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possesses the Beauty’s fragrance, but is
lighter in tint. Dinsmore is also very fine.
It is one of the dwarf ever-blooming Roses
and is quite hardy; in color it displays a
brilliant crimson, and during the summer
will be a mass of large, fragrant blossoms.
King Sweden has been very lately intro-
duced, and is said to be the darkest Rose
ever grown ; the petals are
a velvety crimson-black,
and the fragrance is deli-
cious. It is a curious fact
that the darker Roses al-
ways have the advantage
of the richest odor. The
Empress of India is ex-
tremely dark and very
handsome. Prince Camille
de Rohan has the same in-

tensely dark beauty.
Among the new hardy
Roses Gloire de Margottin
is one of the most brilliant ;
itis a clear dazzling red and
very free bloomer. The
Meteor has held its popu-
larity for several years ; it
is dark and rich in color,
very regular in form, and
although not so fragrant as
others I have mentioned
has a faint agreeable per-
fume. Mrs. Whitney has
the most delicious fra-
grance; it is a handsome
pink Rose with thick,
satiny petals. The favorite of several
years’ standing, Madame de Watteville, the
Tulip Rose, tips every dainty petal with a
blush, and the new Rose, Madame Pierre
Guillot, borders the petals of every large
creamy bud with pink. Mrs. John Laing
is an extremely fragrant pink Rose and is
quite hardy. l.a France Roses are now
sold in sets of four: the white, the red,

the striped and the pink. When the La
France made its appearance it was pre-
dicted that it would not long remain in
favor. Is did not possess that purity of
tint which is desirable, but it had a grace
and individuality which demanded recogni-
tion. The faint fade tints, the manner in
which the petals, folded so tightly about
the central bud, fell loosely away from it
(reflexed, satiny petals that caught the light
in a way to charm the artistic soul) all
compelled admiration. The Tea Roses are
more delicate and fragile than the hybrids,
and owe their name to their faint tea-like
fragrance. They were introduced into this
country about 1810.

Madame Hoste is lovely ; creamy white
tinted softly with rich amber. Madame
Caroline Testout is a magnificent hybrid
Tea, in color an exquisite satiny pink,
somewhat resembling La France. The
Augusta Victoria is the most superb Tea
Rosel have everseen; the large, heavy buds
expand into a full double Rose whose white-
ness exhibits a faint lemon tinge. Brides-
maid is a sport from Catherine Mermet
but is lovelier, being larger and deeper in
tint. Marthe du Bourg is said to be one
of the prettiest of the new Roses. The
petals have a crimped or lacelike ap-
pearance, and the buds are creamy pink
with yellow centres. Clotilde Soupert is
considered very dainty and charming;
it is extremely easy to grow and is be-
coming very popular. J. B. Varonne is su-
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perb ; its long, graceful buds are a clear,
vivid, beautiful scarlet, shaded with buff.
No Roses are
lovelier than the
climbing Teas, but
they are only seen
in the full perfec-
tion in the South.
In a Southern city
stands a house
once occupied by
the poet, Sidney
Lanier, before
“Death’s cour-
iers, Fame and
Honor,” overtook
him. The old in-
habitants say that
he would lie upon
the grass all day
long, his arms un-
der his head, gaz-
ing upward at the
sky and dreaming
of the verses he
should one da
give to the world.
Later, his home
became General
Sherman’s head-
quarters during
one of his stop-
pages on his
“March to the
Sea.” These dis-
tinguished occu-
pants have made
the house famous.
All over the porch
clamber Marechal
Niel Roses, the
growth of years.
Great, globular
buds and fully-
opened Roses f%lll

the air with their rich, enchanting fra-
grance. In the garden is a hedge of
Cherokee Roses, beautiful, cold, scentless,
common things, growing as blithely by a
negro’s cabin as in the greenhouses of a
millionaire.

Every one is familiar with the perfectly
hardy climbing Prairie Rose—so often seen
covering buildings which have fallen into
decay.

‘“ And 'gainst the broken plaster of the wall is blown

The shadow of a climbing Rose.”

The blush-tinted Baltimore Belle is ex-
quisitely dainty. The Banksian Roses,
white and yellow, grow well in greenhouses,
but are only hardy on the Pacific coast.
The fine, clear, green foliage, the long
sprays covered with tiny yellow or white
rosettes are very pretty. The Mary Wash-
ington has had great vogue in the last few
years; it is a very full bloomer, white, and
has been grown from slips brought from
Mt. Vernon, where General Washington
planted it and named it in honor of his
mother. The Polyanthas are a very dis-
tinct variety ; they are Roses in miniature;
dainty, fairy-like little blossoms. The
flowers cluster very thickly and the foliage
is dense. They are constant bloomers.
Among them is Mignonette, very double
and pink; it has a sweet fragrance.
George Pernet is a delicate lemon, and
Gloire de Polyantha is a pale yellow flushed
with pink.

If you prefer to view Roses from a purely
asthetic standpoint turn a deaf ear to the
remarks of successful growers upon their
culture. One man has said epigrammatic-
ally :

*“The whole secret of Rose culture lies in
the comprehension of one phrase: ‘Roses
are gross feeders.””’

Really they demand an immense amount
of nutriment to perfect their beauty. The
best growers have decided that a Rose
garden should have a basis of good drain-
age: broken crocks, potsherds, charcoal,
etc. The beds should be dug down about
two feet and filled with a mixture of
thoroughly-enriched soil and well-broken
clay. Roses demand broad sunlight and
abhor shade.

About the first of June the Rose beds
should be mulched. This prevents the sun
from drying the earth about the roots. The
one demand of Rosesis ¢ give, give,”’ and
they should frequently be given some
stronger nutriment than that which they
absorb from the soil. Any good fertilizer
will do. Much nourishment, moisture and
plenty of sunlight, a constant battle with
slugs and the tiny green bugs that infest so
many plants—that is the secret of Rose
culture.

Roses are both haughty and exclusive,
preferring their own society to that of other
flowers. Give the Rose much care and she
repays you, neglect her and she is proudly
independent, refusing to bloom.

These Roses I have mentioned are the
latest and the best of this year’s importa-
tions and production ; but there are many
others which, although they have been in
the market for several years, are equally
beautiful and equally deserving of their
popularity. I have not even attempted to
mention all of the new Roses, but have
simply taken the types—those which are
noticeable for some distinguishing quality.

The study of the Rose is full of interest,
but it is the symbolic flower of beliefs so
widely divergent, that in tracing its history
one occasionally pauses in bewilderment.
Roses are the flowers of Martyrdom and yet
they wreathe Pan’s pipes.

LA FRANCE, DINSMORE, PERLE DE JAKRDIN
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VII—DOMINATION OF THE DUD

T was a beautiful June day, and the
members of the Paradise Club,
taking advantage of the genial
warmth of midday and its imme-
diately succeeding hours, were
having their luncheon served on
the large veranda at the rear of
the club house. The Irresponsi-

ble Person had been unwontedly silent for
a long space of time. He appeared to be
devoting his entire attention to a group of
children at play in the grounds of a neigh-
boring mansion, one of those few fortunate
mansions which, erected in a great city,
have yet about them a half acre or more of
land to furnish breathing space to those
who live within their walls. Finally he
ventured to speak.

“Don’t you wish you were a boy again,
Mr. Cynic?”’ he said with a nod toward
the children whose antics had suggested
the notion to him.

I ““Why? "’ said the Cynic.

?’1

“Well,” replied the Irresponsible Per-
son, ‘“most of us have had a pretty good
time as boys—haven't we?”’

“I had,” said the Married Man. “‘As I
look back on my life I am convinced that
there’s no fun like the boy’s fun, no trial
like the boy’s trial, no love like the boy’s
love—""

““What?” cried the Cynic. “You? You
say that? No love like the boy’s love? 1
~lneetd il 4 married man would at least

e loved his first sweetheart
is present wife. I'm a Cynic,
I wouldn’t stand on your plat-
nstance if I needed to do it to
zicism from plunging into an

““\Why should

n’t let me finish,” said the

n. “My wife was my first
vewwmwe.  We were not betrothed in the
cradle exactly, but as a matter of fact when
I was five and she was three I proposed to
her one day at a party, and she accepted
me, and—as the story books say—and so we
were married and lived happily ever after-
ward. | was rather glad, too, it happened
the way it did because as | grew up I be-
came very shy, and I don’t think that as a
man I'd have had the nerve to dowhat as a
boy of five I was quite equal to.”

“Boys of five rush in where warriors
fear to tread,” said the Philosopher. ‘“I've
never had a boy of five myself, but my old
friend and classmate, General Parsons, has,
and I can tell you I’ve accepted more
abuse from that child than his heroic father,
the General, would have dared give me.
The last time I called there the youngster
appeared to mistake my stomach for a
foot-ball. For nerve, pure, simple and
massive, commend me to the boy of five.”

‘““And would you care to be one your-
self really?’’ asked the Cynic.

““Not I,” said the Philosopher. ‘‘Nerve
is a very good thing when you have it in
control, but when it has you in its control
it is not so excellent. I have no desire to
be a boy again, to be the joy of my parents
and the bane of everybody else.”

“Nor 1,” said the Married Man. ‘Al-
though, as I have said, there is no fun like
the boy’s fun, I also said that there are no
trials like the boy’s trials, and the mixture
of woe and joy in man’s life is no greater
in proportion than that in the life of the
boy. Besides, man is comparatively a
free being, while boys, without feeling it
or knowing it perhaps, are after all nothing
but slaves. They can have their way as
long as they do not run counter to the
parental ideas or whims. Take my old-
est boy, Tom, for instance. I came down-
stairs this morning with a wheel in my
head, and Tom, without intending to do it,
upset a cup of coffee in my lap at break-
fast. Result, no flapjacks for Tom at
breakfast. My headache, the result of my
own injudicious eating last night, puts me
in such a frame of mind that a mere acci-
dent on Tom’s {)art deprives Tom of one
of the greatest pleasures of life, that of eat-
ing flapjacks.”’

“That’s all right,” laughed the Irre-
sponsible Person. ‘““Tom didn’t suffer
much, I fancy. I'll wager you that after
breakfast he went down into the kitchen
and found a plateful of them waiting for
him. That's the way it used to be with
me. The servants of a household, I've
always found, are the natural-born allies of
the children in all matters where they run
counter to the discipline of the household.
I never went without pie at dinner in
my life at home, that sooner or later I
didn’t get from a sympathetic waitress or
cook what I'd been deprived of, with an
extra piece thrown in by way of interest.
In fact, I distinctly remember that as a boy
I always made a point of misbehaving at
table when the dessert was of a particu-
larly desirable kind from my point of view,
because I knew that my misbehavior
would result in my being sent away from
the table, that this would arouse the sym-
pathy of the maid, and that at her sugges-
tion the cook would see to it that I got an
extra large portion of the dessert.”’

‘What a depraved lad ! ”’ said the Cynic.

‘“ And what insubordination on the part
of the servants,’” said the Philosopher.

‘““ And how general the habit is,’’ saia
the Married Man with a smile. ‘‘I’ve been
there myself. The Irresponsible . Person
and [ must have been made after the same
pattern, just as most servants are. I've
noticed many a time and oft how Tom has
flown to the kitchen for sympathy, and
while it is no doubt very weak in me to
say it I haven’t been altogether sorry for
it. It didn’t hurt me much to have it when
I was a boy. But there’s one point only
in which a boy gets sympathy only from
his father, and none from his mother or
the usually sympathetic domestics, wherein
the parental tyranny is most patent, and
wherein, also, all women are either the
despots or sympathizers with the despot
rather than with the victim, and that is in
the matter of dress. The way boys and
girls are fixed out with duds in these days
is beyond my comprehension. I suppose
mothers know more about how children
should be dressed than fathers do, but it
seems to me that the time has come for
the fathers to organize and strike a blow
for the emancipation of their children, their
sons particularly, from the ‘Domination
of the Dud.” ILook over there if you want
a fine example of the modern tendency,”
he continued, waving his hand in the direc-
tion of the youngsters the Irresponsible
Person had been watching at their play.
*‘ Take that big lanky LLord Fauntleroy for
atext. He’s every bit of eight years old,
and very tall for his years. His legs look
like weather-strips and he has the manners
of a centre rush in afoot-ball game. What
earthly sense is there in that get-up of his?
He isn’t like Fauntleroy, and you could
spank him with the book forty times a day
without hammering a bit of the Fauntleroy
nature into him. He is a boy of the
E{.riod. He’d scalp Indians if he could.

e’d run about after dark and put tick-
tacks on the windows of nervous old ladies ;
he’d fasten strings from lamp-posts to front
stoop rails just low enough to knock off
every beaver hat that came through this
street, if you let him follow his own in-
clinations. To his mother he is undoubt-
edly the most perfect specimen of a noble-
man extant. She sees in him all of her
own perfection, plus the perfection she had
expected to find in her husband—and
didn’t. So she puts velveteen trousers on
him ; covers his calves with leathern leg-
gins, lets his hair fall in curls over his
shoulders, and tops him off with a Tam
o’Shanter because that lovely little fellow
Fauntleroy was dressed that way. She
forgot that Fauntleroy’s figure was more
like one of ‘‘Life’s™ cupids than sug-
gestive of a lamp-post ; she overlooks the
fact that her dear, sweet Bobbie would
like nothing better than to hook a quart of
peanuts from a poverty-stricken Italian
street vendor—she sees only the little
nobleman in him. Itis true he plagues his

small sister—but then he is a nervous child.
It is true he is impudent to his father—but
that is only the nobleness of his high-strung
nature prompting him to resent tyranny.
His impertinence is the same thing as
Washington’s resentment of English inter-
ference—it is the good old Revolutionary
stock which comes to him, on his great-
uncle’s side, asserting itself; he’s more
Fauntleroy than ever when he asserts his
independence, and hence velveteen trousers
and coat and curls and Tam o’Shanter
and leggins are most appropriate.’’

The Married Man was becoming indig-
nant.

“1 wouldn't get mad at the boy about
it,”” said the Irresponsible Person.

“I’m not—I’m sorry for the boy,” said
the Married Man. ‘‘It isn’t his fault. I
don’t believe he likes to go about rigged
up that way. He’s rough at his play with
those children there because it’s the only
way he can see to live down those clothes.
He knows he’s a red Indian by nature,
and he’d like to go around with a lot of
other red Indians, but his hair is too long
for him to do so comfortably. I know
what I am talking about. Madame tried
the Fauntleroy business with Tom one
day, and Tom and I both struck. It was
his first day in school, and his hair was
curly, and his velveteen trousers were lovely
for to see, and his leggins were shapely—
when he went. When he came home the
topknot on his Tam o’Shanter was miss-
ing ; one leggin was gone ; half the buttons
were off the other; all the nap was worn
off the seat of his trousers, and the precious
curls had been pulled until every noble in-
stinct in his body had been yanked out.
The other boys had been playing with him
and he was at a disadvantage. That night
we clipped off his curls, and the next day
.he wore a strong corduroy suit to school,
and he didn’t come home until late. When
I made inquiries as to the reason of his
.coming in so late I discovered that he had
been kept in for thrashing three of his
classmates, and offering to do up the rest
of the school if any of the boys ventured
to interfere with him again.

‘“No doubt it is that way with the lamp-
post Fauntleroy over in that yard, only the
poor little fellow can’t get his parents to
give him the right kind of clothes.”

““That little girl is rather sweet though,
I think,” said the Irresponsible Person.
‘“She’s picturesquely dressed, eh?”’

-“Very,” said the Married Man. ‘‘She
looks like a penwiper going to market with
a basket of vegetables on its head.”

The Philosopher snickered outright at
this, for the description was undoubtedly
a good one. The pretty-faced little tot
had on a dress and skirts that stood out
from her little waist and legs exactly like
the layers of a penwiper, and upon her
head she wore a huge Leghorn hat laden
down with all sorts of leaves and artificial
roses that, but for their color, were little
less than cabbages in counterfeit.

“ As for the liftle sailor,”” the Married
Man continued, ‘‘he’s not so bad. Of
course, his hat has H. M. S. Pinafore
printed on the band, and his sleeve has a
golden device of the British Admiralty em-
broidered on it, but that may be appropri-
ate. Itis possible thathe’s a little English-
man, or if he isn’t, somebody related to
him may be, or perhaps his father thinks
that in these days when America is so
much given over to foreigners it is just as
well in losing our individuality to lose it to
the greatest nation in the world, as well as
the one for which, on the score of kinship,
a common language, and similarity of
tastes, we should have the greatest admira-
tion and affection. Or it may be that
the suit was a bargain, a remnant of the
days when Pinafore was a popular opera,
and before the United States had any ships
after which you could name a decent hat.
At any rate, it looks comfortable, and if
the boy by wearing a sailor’s costume can
overcome the boy’s aversion to cold water,
it is to be recommended. Tom wears
sailor suits altogether.”

“That’s it,”’ put inthe Cynic. ‘‘ There’s
the milk in the cocoanut. Tom wears
sailor suits—therefore sailor suits are
good. It's always somebody else’s child
that is badly dressed. For my part I ad-
mire that Fauntleroy suit and the boy in it.”

“ You naturally would,”’ said the Philos-
opher. ‘“They are both of ’em likely to
prove that there is reason for cynicism. 1
don’t approve of any of ’em—Fauntleroy
suits, sailor suits, or the penwiper costume.
I'd sew ’em all up in a bag and send them
to a warm climate until they’d grown up
and knew less. There never were but two
children who were dressed naturally any-
how.”

“Tom and what other?”
Irresponsible Person.

‘“Tom wasn’t in the pair,”’ said the
Philosopher. ‘‘ The twoI referred to were
Cain and Abel. They were dressed with-
out regard to style. Propriety and con-
venience were the patterns after which
they were clothed.”

‘“ Exactly,” said the Married Man.
“That's all I contend for. They did not
suffer from the ‘Domination of the Dud.’
I don’t claim that clothes make the man,
but I do say that clothes do interfere
with the development of the boy. A boy
knows whether he’s a guy or not, or if he

asked the

doesn’t some other boy does, and he finds
it out pretty quickly. Then, poor little
slave that he is, if his parents persist in
making a guy of him he’s lost. He is
badgered or scorned, and the upshot of it
all is he doesn’t get his chance.”

“You're very wise,” said the Cynic.
‘“But your talk is all theory. Granting
that that tall Fauntleroy over there is all
you say he is—no doubt his dress is absurd
—but you’ve merely speculated on chance.
He may be very different from what you
say.”

‘“Let’s try it and see,” said the Irre-
sponsible Person. ‘I say, my boy!” he
cried, rising up and leaning over the rail of
the veranda. ‘‘I say, what are you doing
there—playing tag?”

The boy stopped for a moment and said
something to the other children, at which
they all laughed. Then he replied :

“What?”

‘I asked you if you were playing tag?”’
said the Irresponsible Person.

‘““Hoh! " cried the boy. ‘‘Tag! The
idea! Of course not. We're hunting
monkeys and vou're the only ones we've
seen.”’

The Married Man smiled triumphantly.

“I'd like to dress that boy,” said the
Cynic, settling back into his chair with a
grim smile; ““I'd put him in stripes, with
a chain and ball on his leg.”

DAINTY PHOTOGRAPH FRAMES
BY JANET MOWBRAY

HE simple, always popular, book-
shaped frames, to hold two, four, six
or even more photographs, are use-
ful. They may be covered with al-
most any kind of material, though of
course the handsomer the material chosen,
the more dainty the results will be. These
frames may be closed like a book to lie
on a table, thereby taking the place of the
obsolete album, or they may be extended
screen fashion, partly open so as to ex-
hibit the pictures they contain. It is al-
most necessary to buy the foundations for
these frames, as it is nearly impossible for a
novice to cut out the cardboard and have
it perfectly exact, and unless they are ex-
act they are not at all pretty. The foun-
dations are sold for a few cents apiece, and
consist of two pieces of heavy cardboard
for each division or leaf of the book. The
back and front are the same in size, eight
inches by six, but the front piece has an
opening five and a half inches by three and
a half for the picture. For a frame capable
of holding four pictures, eight pieces of
cardboard will be required, four of which
must have the opening as already described.
There will also be necessary half a yard
of material, twenty-seven inches wide, a
sheet of batting, a sheet of white watered
paper and some good glue. Begin by
making the back of the book first.

TO do this divide the silk lengthwise, so
that there will be two pieces, each
twenty-seven inches long. From the end
of each piece cut off two inches and place
aside for subsequent use. Extend one of the
twenty-five-inch pieces, right side down,
on the table. Place a layer of batting over
the silk, and on the batting adjust at equal
distances the four back pieces, allowing
sufficient space hetween each to permit the
frame to be folded in book form. Then
turn the edges of the material being used
for the cover and the batting over the back
pieces and glue firmly in place. The end
pieces of the silk are now brought into use.
Divide them through the centre, so that
there will be four pieces, although only
three are to be used. These pieces are
to be glued in neatly between the card-
boards to hide the exposed batting at the
hinges. The tops and bottoms of these
strips will be, of course, turned under so
as to avoid raw edges. To finish the backs
glue over the cards pieces of watered
ﬁaper, covering the ends of the silk which

ave been previously glued to the boards.
The object of this is to give the frame
a finished appearance when completed.
This finishes the back of the book frame,
and it may be laid away to dry while the
front pieces are being covered. To cover
the front pieces proceed in the same way,
omitting the batting. When all are cov-
ered glue them in position to the back
pieces, leaving the bottom free to admit
the photographs; place under a heavy
weight and let remain under pressure for
twenty-four hours, so that the glue may
become well set. Brocade, China silk,
crépe, duck, denim and embroidered linen
are all used in the manufacture of these
useful photograph holders.

Pretty frames of this sort may be made
as gifts for friends, or brothers, sisters or
cousins who are at college, utilizing the
college colors when selecting the covering:
yellow and white for Bryn Mawr, rose and
gray for Vassar, blue and white for Bar-
nard, blue for Wellesley, orange and black
for Princeton, crimson for Harvard, dark
blue for Yale, carnelian and white for
Cornell, blue and white for Columbia, pur-
ple and white for Amherst, red and blue
for Pennsylvania, brown and white for
Brown, and black and blue for Johns
Hopkins.
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*III—MY MOTHER: By Rev. Robert Collyer, D. D.

IRTY years ago next summer

[ went over to my old home

in England, after an absence

of fifteen years, to find ‘‘ the

woman who most influenced

me’’—my mother. She was

sitting in the old rocking-chair

. where she had nursed all her

children, but could not rise at once, be-
Cause the sudden
shock of her joy
held her there
some moments,
and the years had
wrought such a
change in me that
she looked up with
a touch of wonder,
but when 1 said

‘“mother” she
held out her arms
and cried, “My

lad, I did not know
thy face but [ know
thy voice.”

There were only
a few threads of
silver in her hair
when I left home,

ut now it had
grown all white.

noticed the
threads coming
soon after m
father died sud-
denly while he was
working at his an-
vil on a blazing
July day twenty-
one years before
this time, and she
was much changed
now, but not at all
for the worse with
the years, only,
I thought, as a
sound rosy apple
changes "toward
the perfect ripe-
ness.

It was one of the
supreme days in a
man’s lifetime and this. was the supreme
moment in mine, meeting with my mother.

IT was not the home of my early life—this
lay in a valley about twenty miles to
the north—but I had taken that with me
when we moved away many years before,
and now I wanted to go there again that I
might see the place I had taken away in
my heart and enshrined for all time—see
the old factory where a little fellow I knew
of stood at the spinning frames through
the long days from the time when he was
eight years old, and drink at a well he
loved where the beryl brown water came
from a spring hidden in the moors;
wander over the pastures and through the
lanes where he found the birds’ nests the
ome canon would not allow him to molest,
or make the mother bird afraid ; the nests
must be held sacred, and they were.

—_—

* In this series of papers the following writers have
already appeared :
Mr. EuGENE FIELD . 1895
MR. ROBERT J. BURDETTE . ‘
In the companion series of “
Most Influenced Me," the following
MRs. FRANCES HODGSON BURNET1
MRs. A, D. T. WHITNEY
ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS . .
Any of these back numbers can |
each, by writing to the JOURNAL.

SO I went about the valley, as they say,
with my heart in my mouth, and
seemed to be saying to the boy I saw
through the mists of the many years :

““ Dear little fellow, you had a hard time
then, but it was a good time also, wasn’t it
now? Have any flowers in the world be-
side ever seemed so sweet to you as the
snowdrop, the primrose and the cowslip

THERE were six of us in the earlier years,
also, to make good the old rune
mother would croon over us now and then:

““Four is good company, five is a charge,
Six is a family, seven’s too large,”

but I think she would have refitted the
rhyme to the reason if there had been
more.

And now how did she raise us so that
her son must fain write down this memory?

There was fair white linen and calico
first to wear and to sleep in. And until we
could see toit ourselves, once a week there
was the tub where we had a good sound
scrubbing, who were big enough for the
sad solemnity, with yellow soap and things
that got into your eyes, and a stout
‘“‘harden”’ towel to dry off withal, so that
now, when I think of our “ Cotter’s Saturday
Night,”’ the words of the wise man are apt
to come back to me, ¢ Who hath red eyes,
who hath contention, who hath strife?”’
and I can answer, I know who had all these
say sixty-five years ago, when I was turned
into that tub, while there was but scant
comfort for me in the words she would say
as a sort of benediction, ‘‘ There now, chil-
dren, cleanliness is next to Godliness.”

HOW did we fare, the six hearty children?
There was oatmeal, and what we
call mush who know no better, and skim
milk in plenty, with oatcake, as mother
would say, to fill in; also wheaten bread
for more careful use, and sometimes a trace
of butter. Not much meat, for meat was
dear, but soup with dumplings, and what
the old Yorkshire folk used to call *sike-
like,”’ a word with a wide meaning. And
the tradition still remains of an early time
of innocency when mother would say those
who eat the most dumpling shall have the
most meat. So we would peg away until
we did not want any meat, and then mother
would save it for the next day’s dinner.
There was fruit, also, when this was cheap,
in the lovely guise of a pie, and then more
oatmeal and skim milk for supper.

WHO were we, again, and how did we

come there? I love to read about
the old families in my mother-land which
have come down from the Saxon times or
the Conquest, but we go no farther back

THE MOST RECENT PORTRAIT TAKEN OF DR. COLLYER

ou knew so well where to find and bring
Kome to mother, or have any singing birds
ever matched your memory of the skylark
and the throstle, or were there ever such
Christmas-tides as those she made for us
when her children and the world were all
young together? "’

And there was the old home nest. It
stood where the villa stands now, but I
would not have exchanged the memory for
the mansion. It was a cottage of two
rooms and an attic fronting due south, and
there was a green dooryard with a clump
of roses set about with wallflowers, pinks
and sweet williams. There was a plum
tree also branching about the windows.
Then I went within doors of the home
which was, and is no more, to find the
bright open fire that went out in 1839, but
was still burning for me, and the walls of
the living-room were white as the driven
snow. There was the famous bureau, also,
shining like a dim mirror, and the tall clock
which was always too fast at bedtime and
too slow at mealtimes—it stands here in
our dining-room now. There was still the
fine store of willow-ware on the rack
against the wall, but that was for Christ-
mas and the summer feast; while all
things were glorified by pictures Turner
could not have done to save his soul.

by clear chapter and verse than the third
generation as we sit about the table in that
sweet and sunny place. There was the
grandfather of our name. He was one of
Nelson’s men, and my father would tell me
how he sat on his shoulder to see the pro-
cession when the dust of the great Admiral
was brought up the Thames for burial in
St. Paul’s, but not long after this my grand-
sire going to sea again, went overboard
one wild night in a great storm. My other
grandsire was also a sailor, Thomas
Norman. So we may, perhaps, date from
the Conquest too. His ship went down in
a storm with all on board. They both left
families of small children. Their widows
fought the wolf at the door as long as they
were able, but fell soon in the fight, and
then the children found refuge in the
asylums. This was early in the century
when children were wanted in the north to
work in the factories. They scoured the
refuges for them in the south, so my father
and mother, boy of ten and girl of nine,
were caught by the impulse to go to the
promised land. It lay there in the valley
of the Washburn for them. So there they
were, the father and mother, when the boy
I saw in the faraway first begins to remem-
ber, and is trying on a day to say mother,
but the word will not come right, he is too

young to say so big a word. A woman
then, and for long after, with shining
flaxen hair and blue eyes shot through with
gray ; tall to the child’s sight then and
full-chested, with a damask rose bloom
mantling her bright face; a step like a
deer for lightness and strength, so that in
her middle age she could walk her twenty
miles in a day over the hills to the great
town of Leeds; a laugh which is still
like music to me with a contagion of
laughter in it which would start the whole
household—wells of humor blended close
with tears, so that we would laugh and cry
in the same breath ; the glance of a poet
into the heart of the house beautiful all
about her, and within all a deep abiding
tenderness ready to spring forth as her
crown and glory. So she stands in the
sunlight of the long ago, and she had
also such a genius for doing well what she
must take in hand that I think still if it
had fallen to her lot and her training to
govern a kingdom she would have made a
noble queen and governed it well, while
what she did govern well was the house
full of eager and outbreaking children with
a good deal of the old Berserker blood in
them, as | have reason to suspect—keep-
ing us all well in hand and clearing the
way for us into the world’s great life when
our time came to go forth; seeing to it
that we were well housed, well fed and
well clad for weekday and Sunday, while
the school wage was paid for us, so long as
we could be spared to go there, out of the
eighteen shillings a week my father earned
in those days at his anvil, together with the
pittance some of us could earn by-and-by
in the factory—what time, as the saying
ran over there, we went deeper into t’ loaf
and deeper into t’ clodath.

AND now about my father. I think still
he was as good a smith as I have ever
known, a man who would forge no lie in
iron or steel, with soft, steadfast brown
eyes, strong and sinewy arms to labor,
and never sick a day I can remember,
always at his work until he fell dead that
day with the hammer in his hand. Black-
smiths, I think, are usually silent men.
The old Beechers were, as I have heard,
who were of this craft, silent men who left
the pent-up speech
to their sons and
grandsons. This
was my father,
also. He was a
silent man, while
both father and
mother were as
free from conta-
gions and infec-
tions as the sound
oaks are and the
stars, so that the
microbes, when
they came in the
dreadful form of
fevers, found noth-
ing in them for

prey.

ND it is here I

find ‘‘the

woman who has

most influenced

me’’—my mother

—as I think of the

time when theyfell

in love with each

other, the brown

and the blonde,

“not like in like

but like in differ-

ence.”’ Itwastwo

miles to the old

church at Fews-

ton, where the

dust of Edward

Fairfax, the poet,

was laid away

once, and there

was a deep snow,

so that they had to

walk on the stone

walls part way to their wedding, but what
did they care, for there was the good par-
son waiting, who baptized us all in the
course of time, and whose successor was
the Rev. Amos Barton, made immortal
by George Eliot? So they were made
one, and reading between the marriage
lines I make up my mind that when my
father wanted a wife he did not want a
blue-eyed wax doll. He wanted a woman
who would be as true and steadfast in the
tiny home they would make as he was in
the forge—a woman who would hold her
own end level, and if the need came, as it
did twenty-one years after, take the whole
burden in her arms and to her heart, while
it may be he did not think of this. But in
winning my mother he won a woman who
was, beyond all question, the better half in
those fine powers on which her children
must draw for the better chance in life than
that which had fallen to their own lot—a
wife who would take charge and care of
the earnings with the earner and the home,
while, like all good Englishmen, he must
never suspect he was not the head of that
concern. So I feel greatly obliged to him
now for choosing my motl{er out of all the
world, yet imagine that in some delicate
way women know of, she had about as
much to do in the choosing as he had, and




8

then making good her choice. And then
for this I thank them both, as I sit here now
thinking of the home by the bonnie river,
that in taking good care of themselves be-
fore I was born they are taking good care
of me still, and have been through all these
years. They did not ruin their eyes so
that [ had to wear glasses in my youthor my
prime. And my father did not drink water
in the sight of men and something else in
his closet, so that I fell on no such trouble
as my dear friend did in the West. He
was one of the most temperate men you
will find, but was sadly tormented with the
gout, and told me once that his grandsire,
who was a general in the revolution, drank
a great deal of port wine, so he had the
wine, but his grandson had the gout and
did not think this was quite fair.

My father left me no such legacy, and so
when these twain were made one all those
years ago their life was clear from what
we call now the curse of heredity. So there
I was in this world well-born, as we all
were, when the question waited for its
answer, How should their children be
raised, and with what bodies should they
come through the perils of the years to
their threescore and ten? The answer is
coming in. I am the eldest ; the youngest
has turned the mile-stone of sixty. There
has been only one break in the number.
““All’'s well here,”’ comes from the mother-
land and from France, and ‘“All's well
here,”’ is the message we send in return.

N OW where lies the secret of this exemp-

tion? I must answer, after what I
have said, it lies with our mother, whose
children rise up and call her blessed. I
still mind how twice in the year she would
make those walls in the living-room and
the chambers white, as I still see them,
with quick-lime, the dire enemy of the
fevers which would invade other homes
but never ours, while in all things else
her feast of purification belted the whole
year, but never at the cost of comfort or
coziness in the small place, tight and trim
as a ship’s cabin. This and the good,
wholesome fare, the caller, the sunshine
and all the rest as it lies now in heart
and memory.

This, I take it, is the second reason why
we are all here, and if yousay I have left
out God’s providence and grace I answer
no, because His providence and grace lay
in the mother’s constant care, touching
these things which lie at the foundation of
our human life.

[ CAN remember a dispute I held with a
small maiden, who lived next door,
over the rank and station of our families
when she said, “ But we are lerigous,’’ and
I took a back seat for her good father was
a deacon. We were not religious in that
way, but no profane word was ever spoken
in the house or learned out-of-doors.
Mother’s training in this — as in much
beside—was so perfect that I think it was
not until I became a minister that I could
freely use the most sacred name, while I
still balk at such words as hell, the devil,
the infernal. And two things especially
mother held sacred among the many.
The day comes back to me when her face
grew stern and her voice deep with rebuke.
It was when one of us had thrown a stray
leaf from some old Bible into the fire, and
another day when in some petulant
moment [ threw a hard crust of bread into
the fire. The Bible and bread were among
her most sacred things, and I think salt
was one, also ; we must never waste salt.

And we must go to the Sunday-school
twice each Sunday, and the services in the
chapel afterward, but after these were over
we could run free. We had no rewards in
those days, and no picnics—they were
never thought of.

And the time came in my mother’s long
widowhood when the dear old heart found
rest in the Baptist fold in which she died.
But when I went over that first time I was
a minister in a denomination far from her
own. I must, also, preach at our great
church in Leeds where her home was. So
she must needs go and hear what I had to
say. And after the service, as she walked
home leaning on my arm, she said softly,
“My lad, I did not quite understand thy
sermon, and think I could not believe thy
way if I had understood, but then,’’ giving
my arm a warm, close pressure, she con-
cluded, ‘I want thee to feel sure, my lad,
that I believe in thee.”

Well, this was the secret of mother’s in-
fluence toward these higher things. She
believed in her children, and gave her life
for them all radiant with her love—held
the small home sacred for us, and filled it
with such good cheer as she could compass
for the heart as for all the rest; would
not have us troubled by grim shadows if
she could help it, that blight the budding
grain, the tender heart ; saw toit, also, that
we said the simple prayers, had the old
Bible on the bureau, and would let us
browse in it to our hearts’ content ; loved
to go over the sweet stories with us, with
some word out of her own human heart.
That was mother. And now sacred mem-
ories remain of other noble women who
have blessed me since then more than I
could tell. They came after. Mother came
first in the early years which do so much to
make or mar the man.
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HOUSEHOLDING IN OLD NEW ENGLAND
By Alice Morse Earle

AONG the many du-
ties which over-
whelmed a Colonial
housekeeper were
the ones appertain-
ing to what was
known as the ‘‘still-
room.” In large
and well-appointed
houses such a room
was kept for the uses of distilling and
expressing, not only perfumes, oils and
beauty-waters, but also half the medicines
for external and internal use in the domes-
tic pharmacopceia ; for preserving and con-
serving, for the making of diet-drinks, of
marmalets and quiddanies. And whether
there was a ‘‘still-room”’ or not these duties
were all performed in the household.
‘“ Kitchen-physicke ”’ was in great repute,
and lotions and tonics needed as careful
preparation as did the supplies of the larder.
As in the old play, the Colonists made their
wives their doctors, their gardens their
‘“‘poticaries shops.”” Indeed, the craft of
the cook and of the doctor were closely
allied ; many of the old-time cook-books
were written by doctors. Queen Anne’s
physician said plainly that no man could
be a good doctor who had not a competent
knowledge of cookery. The work of this
nature did not begin in the still-room.
From early spring till late autumn the wife
and daughters gathered in field and in
garden stores of roots, leaves, flowers,
barks and seeds. From them they made
oils, syrups, distilled waters, decoctions,
electuaries, ointments, conserves, pre-
serves, pills, plasters, troches, poultices
and lohocks. A lohock was somewhat
thicker than a syrup, and not so condensed
as an electuary, and was said to be in-
tended to be ‘‘licked up.” In the garret
of every thrifty household hung great
bunches and bags of these gathered treas-
ures of the fields, and the dry, hot air was
heavy with their pungent perfume.

HE Colonists did not find all the herbs to
which they were accustomed in the
new land, and they sent at once to Eng-
land for the seeds and roots of the familiar
home herbs, that flourished wonderfully
in the new land, and spread apace. Our
common herbs and medicinal plants, elder,
rue, saffron, sage, tansy, wormwood, cel-
andine, mallows, mayweed, yarrow, cham-
omile, dandelion, elecampane, mint, cat-
nip, fennel, dill, burdock and motherwort,
are none of them native plants, but were
brought over from England by the early
settlers. But there were other domestic
duties which did not waft sweet ‘‘ odors of
Araby’’ as did the still-room ; the annual
spring manufacture of soft soap for home
consumption was one of these, and also
one of the most important and most trying
of all the household industries. The refuse
grease from the family cooking was stowed
away in tubs and barrels in unsavory
masses, through the cool winter months,
and the wood-ashes from the great fire-
places were also thriftily stored until the
carefully-chosen time arrived. The day
was selected with much deliberation, after
careful consultation with that family coun-
selor, the almanac, for the moon must be
in the right quarter, and the tide at the
flood if the soap were to ‘come right.”
Then the leach was set outside the kitchen
door. Some families owned a strongly-
made leach tub, some used a barrel, others
cut a section from the great birch tree and
removed the bark to form a tub, which was
placed loosely in a circular groove in a base
made of wood or, preferably, of stone.
This was not set horizontally, but was
slightly inclined. The tub was filled with
ashes, and water was scantily poured upon
them until the lye trickled or leached out
of an outlet cut in the groove at the base.
The ‘“first run” of lye was not strong
enough to be of use, and was poured again
upon the ashes ; then it began to run much
stronger. The wasted ashes were replen-
ished a;fain and again and water poured
in small quantities on them, and the lye
accumulated in a receptacle placed for it.
It was a universal test that when the lye
was strong enough to hold up an egg it
was also strong enough to use for the
soap-boiling.

The good wife had also wool and flax
to spin and weave. On almost every
farm might be seen a patch of flax, ripen-
ing for the hard work of pulling, rotting,
breaking, swingling and combing, which
all had to be done before it came to the
women’s hands for spinning. The seed
was sown broadcast and allowed to grow
till the bolls were ripe. It then was pulled
and spread neatly in rows. This could be
done by boys. Then men whipped or
threshed out all the seed for meal ; then it
was allowed to lie until the shives were
thoroughly rotten. Then came work for
strong men, to break it on the ponderous
flax brake and to swingle it. Some men
could swingle forty pounds a day on the
swingling-board. Then it was hatcheled,
or combed, or hackled.

SOME thrifty folk a hundred years ago
employed a few hours through the
week in ‘‘sticking”’ card-teeth. The strips
of pierced leather and the wire teeth bent
in proper shape were supplied to them by
the card manufacturer. When the teeth
were stuck in the holes the cards were
ready for use.

By the side of the chimney in New
England country houses at the begin-
ning of this century, always hung a broom
or besom of peeled birch. These birch
brooms were a characteristic New Eng-
land production. A straight birch tree from
three to four inches in diameter was chosen
to make one of these brooms. About five
feet of the trunk was cut off. Ten inches
from the larger end a notch was cut around
the stick and the bark carefully peeled off
from thence to the end. Then with a sharp
knife the bared end was carefully split up
to the notch in slender slivers, which were
held back by the broom-maker’s left hand
until they became too many and too bulky
to restrain, when they were tied back with
a string. As the tendency of the slivers
or splints was to grow slightly thinner
toward the notch, there was left in the
heart of the growing broom a short core
which had to be whittled off. \When this
was done the splints were all turned back
to their first and natural position, a second
notch was cut an inch above the first one,
leaving a strip of bark an inch in diameter;
the bark was peeled off from what was
destined to be the broom handle, and a
series of splints was shaved down toward
the second notch. Enough of the stick
was left to form the handle ; this was care-
fully whittled until an inch in diameter,
was smoothed and furnished with a hole
in the end in which to place a string or
strip of leather for suspension. The second
series of splints from the handle end was
then carefully and firmly turned down and
tied with hempen twine over the wholly-
splintered end and all the splints cut off
the same length. The inch of bark which
remained of the broom helped to hold the
splints firmly in place.

When these brooms were partly worn
the restraining string was removed and the
flaring splints formed an ideal oven-broom,
spreading and cleaning the ashes from
every corner and crevice. Corn brooms
were unknown in these country neighbor-
hoods until about the middle of the present
century.

A century, and even half a century ago,
many a farmer’s son (and daughter too)
throughout New England earned his first
spending money by making birch brooms
for the country stores, from whence they
were sent to the large cities, especially
Boston. In Northampton, about 1790, one
shopkeeper kept as many as seven hundred
and sixty of these brooms on hand at one
time.

THESE boys and girls did not grow rich

very fast at broom-making. Through-
out Vermont fifty years ago the uniform
grice paid to the broom-maker for these

rooms was but six cents apiece, and as
the broom-maker had to work at least
three evenings in the cheerful light of the
great fireplace to make one broom—to say
nothing of the time spent in selecting and
cutting the birch tree—it was not as
profitable an industry as gathering beech-
nuts at a dollar a bushel. Major Robert
Randolph told in fashionable London cir-
cles, that about the year 1750 he carried
many a load of these birch brooms on his
back, ten miles to Concord, that he might
earn a few shillings. These brooms were
not sent to Boston in the summer time, but
in the winter, when the great painted pung
or pod was filled with tubs of butter and
vast cheeses, whole pigs and bags of beans,
there were strapped to its high back rows
of these birch brooms that stood up to the
wind like a great sail or hedge, and in
their shelter the driver sat during his long
and cold, but gay sleighride on the old
turnpike ; for frequently thirty or forty of
these great sleighs went in company to-
gether, each driver carrying his own’ pro-
visions, which sometimes consisted of a
vast bean porridge frozen stiff and hang-
ing on the side of the sleigh by a loop of
twine which had been conveniently frozen
into it. Such brooms were known by dif-
ferent names in different localities : birch
brooms, splinter brooms and Indian
brooms. The Indians were very proficient
in making them, and it is said they were
the inventors of them. Squaws wandered
over certain portions of the country bear-
ing brooms on their backs, peddling them
from house to house for ninepence apiece
and a drink of cider. In 1806 one min-
ister of Haverhill, New Hampshire, had
two of these brooms given to him as a
marriage fee. When a Hadley man planted
broomcorn in 1797 and made corn brooms
to sell, he was scornfully met with the re-
mark that broom-making was work for
Indians and boys. It was long ere his in-
dustry crowded out the sturdy birch
brooms.

IN these days of cheap and universal illu-

mination we almost forget the humble
tallow dips of our grandmothers, and the
way they were made. Candle-making was
the great household event of the late
autumn or early winter, as soap-making
was of the spring. Careful and laborious
preparations were made for this labor.
The small wooden rods that had been laid
up above the great beams of the kitchen,
or thrust under the garret eaves since the
previous year, were brought down-stairs
to the scene of the candle-dipping, and
cotton wicks that had previously been cut
and sometimes soaked in saltpetre were
placed three or four inches apart the entire
length of each rod. Usually eight or ten
wicks were fastened to a rod. Sometimes
‘“ cat-tails,” or flags, were used instead of
wooden rods. Then long poles were
placed in a cool room, supported on two
straight-backed chairs, and across these
poles the be-wicked rods were hung, like
the rounds of a ladder. This work was all
done on the day previous to that ap-
pointed for the candle-dipping, and on the
following morning all in the household
were astir before dawn. The fire in the
kitchen fireplace was piled with logs, the
vast brass kettle brought out and hung on
the crane and partly filled with water.
When this water was hot cakes of tallow
were broken up and thrown in to meit and
float upon the top of the water. This
tallow had been coliected for many months
from the slaughtered animals by the care-
ful housewife ; and beeswax had also been
saved from the hives to add to the candle
stock to make harder candles ; and where
bayberries grew, bayberry wax also.
These fragrant little berries had been
gathered through the late summer in vast
stores, boiled with water till the melted
bayberry wax had separated and risen to
the top, whence it had been skimmed and
allowed to harden into cakes, to save for
the candle-making. When the wax and
tallow were well melted the kettle was
taken from the crane and carried to the
cooler room, or the cool end of the kitchen,
where stood the chairs with the poles, rods
and wicks. Each wick was then dipped
carefully into the melted tallow, and the
rod placed again on the poles, care being
taken that each wick hung straight, and
well away from the other. Each rod was
taken in turn, and by the time the last wick
had received its dipping the first wicks
were cool and ready to receive a second
coating of tallow by a second immersion.
This tedious process was repeated again
and again till the candles were as large as
desired. The candles were left to thor-
oughly harden over night, and in the
morning were taken from the rods and
packed away with satisfaction and pride
for winter use.

The candles made of bayberry tallow
were pale green in color and burned with
a delicious spicy fragrance that charmed
all the early travelers in New England.
Bayberry wax was a staple article of sale
in those days. I have seen it advertised in
scores of old-time newspapers. 1 bought,
within a year, in Plymouth County, bay-
berry tallow candles made just as they were
dipped in that same neighborhood two
hundred years ago ; and no 'sweeter incense
to the memory of our honored forefathers
and the good old times was ever offered
up than the delicate pungent fumes of those
bayberry candles.

Candles also were run in tin moulds in
which wicks had been placed. In some
communities traveling candle-makers made
the rounds, stopping in each family to take
charge of the candle-making.

IN no way was a thrifty housewife better
known than through her abundant
winter’'s stock of symmetrical candles.
They showed her frugality and her deftness
—for nowhere was a skillful and dexterous
hand more positively needed than in dip-
ping a well-shaped candle. 1 find this
sentence in an old letter, ‘ Pray excuse
this ill-writing. 1 write by a vile tallow
dip, like all of
‘Lazey Tamsin's dippin’
Is always sure to be a drippin’.’ ”’

And no well-to-do housekeeper would
make the winter’s start without many score
of candles. Poor folk might burn a betty
or phebe lamp, filled with ill-smelling
grease and with a dirty twist of rag fora
wick ; and even in the home circle of pre-
tentious folk might these primitive forms
of lamps be seen, but there must be also
plenty of firm white candles to set in the
brass or silver candlesticks for ‘ company.”’
These candles were not very costly if the
careless housewife chose to purchase them.
In the Boston ‘‘ Evening Post "’ of October
5, 1767, I read this advertisement, *“ Dip’d
Tallow Candles Half a Pistareen the Single
Pound & Cheaper by Cwt.”’

In many a country household some few
of the old-time frugalities still linger, but
domestic candle-making is a thing of the
past. The bounteous oil-wells of Pennsyl-
vania, with their cheap illuminating me-
dium, have rendered home-made candles
not only obsolete, but too costly for
country use, and, through a curious turn of
fashion, candles have become compara-
tively articles of luxury and elegance, that
seem to throw an old-time refinement
wherever their soft rays shine,
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OW beautiful it is out here,” said

Anne, as she rested her crutch

against a gnarled apple tree,

and sat down upon the bench

overshadowed by the spreading

boughs. The orchard was all

abloom, lading the air with ver-

nal fragrance, and Anne sighed in sercne
content.

Esther, her sister, glanced around with
comprehensive vision, but did not imme-
diately reply. There was a conflict of sen-
timents in her mind : she wished to agree
with Anne, and she wished to contradict
her; but she could not do either com-
pletely.

The sun had gone into the west, and his
slant rays shone upon the orchard slope
with a shimmer of softened light. The
house which was their home stood upon
the height of the slope. It was an old
1ouse, showing all the dingier by contrast
with the spring freshness adorning the
fields and gardens around.

Anne did not look at the house ; she
looked at the apple trees pink with

lossoms, and the soft skies, and a flight of
Pigeons circling through the air, and a
Smile was shining in her eyes.

But Esther frowned ; her eyes, that had
taken in all her sister saw, were resting on
the house.

_““Yes,” she said at last, ‘“it is beautiful,
picturesquely so—if only it did not belong
to us!’ And she gave utterance to a
harsh little laugh.

“Oh, Esther!” Anne remonstrated
with a pained look, ‘it is our home.”

““So much the worse for us!’’ Esther
retorted.

o ‘e So much the better, dear,”’ sighed Anne.

It is all we have.”

C‘“Anne! Anne!” cried Esther impa-
tiently. “I don’t sce how you can—put
up with things so serenely. This dilapida-
ted old place going to rack and ruin under
our very eyes! And it is never going to

€ any better that [ can see.”’

Anne sighed again, but was silent.

“Itis five years since papa died,”” Esther
went on, ‘“and four years since we gave
up our home in town to vegetate in this

Ingy, old tumble-down place. It was
bad enough then, but it goes from bad to
worse. The roof leaks, the plastering
falls, the windows want patching, and the
shutters bang for lack of fastenings—""

“There is plenty of fresh air,”’ Anne re-
minded her.

‘“Oh, you dear Anne!’” FEsther ex-
fil:umed, between impatience and admira-

on,

Anne was twenty-three, and she had
never known perfect health, but she had
gained, through suffering, the strength of
unrepining endurance.

‘1 could be very happy here, Esther,”
she said gravely, ‘‘except for—mamma.
She was crying last night.”’

Anne said this with averted eyes, and
almost in a whisper, a faint flush mounting
to her forehead. She felt it a sort of sac-
rilege to speak of her mother’s secret tears.
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“Crying? What about?”” Esther de-
manded, frowning. It was not her
mother's weeping that she resented, but
the hard fate that caused it.

“1 couldn’t ask her,”” Anne answered
sadly, ‘“for she doos not suspect that I
knew she was crying, and I think she
would not wish me to know.”

*“Oh, it’s about money, of course," said

Esther. ‘‘Every year we are poorer and
poorer. I shouldn’t mind living out of the

world—at least, not so very much—but I
am sick unto death of economy. I can’t
find compensation, as you do, Anne, in
the ‘rural prospect’—I am only twenty—
and we are young but once!’’ And Esther
set her teeth fiercely, determined that the
tears should not come.

¢TI think that was one reason mamma
was crying,” Anne said softly. ‘‘She
grieves that she cannot give us what youth
delights in.”’

“Oh, Anne!” Esther gasped, but the
pang she felt
was for her
mother, rath-
er than for
herself.

Anne, how-
ever, thought
at the mo-
ment only of
her sister’s
restricted lot.
““The future
is always rich
in possibili-
ties for a girl
like you,
dear,” she
ventured, but
Esther inter-
rupted fierce-
ly :

‘“ Anne, for
Heaven's
sake, don't
go to roman-
cing about
what old Mrs.
Wallis calls
‘my pros-
pects.” The
case is too
serious for
such non-
sense. | fecl
so helpless,
so powerless
in this strait-
ened life of
ours. Oh,
Anne, if we
were but
boys! What
can girls
do?’’ she
demanded
scornfully.

“T know
one girl who
has done
very well, all

things considered,’’ said Anne admiringly,
‘“and her name is Esther Pendenning.”

“You mean my work with Miss Trent?”’
said Esther. ¢ Well, I have made the
most of that chance—at least in a way,”’
she amended, hesitating and coloring.
‘“ But, after all, Anne, a young man can
look forward to building up a business ;
but a girl has nosuch outlook. And when
it happens that anything like a business
chance does come to her maybe she does
not know how to use it.”

““ You’ve certainly made good use of
your chance with Miss Trent,”’ said Anne
warmly.

Miss Trent was a wealthy woman of
middle age, and without a relative in the
world. She lived in one of the largest and
handsomest houses in Rodney, but she did
not lead a lonely life, for she was fond ot
company, and she gave many entertain-
ments. Her manners were somewhat
brusque, and she was exceedingly impa-
tient of contradiction ; but she had a kind
heart, and more tact and delicacy than was
commonly supposed. She furnished one
source of income to the impoverished
Pendennings by employing Esther in per-
haps the only way that the girl was able to
make herself useful, or at least in the only
way yet discovered ; and the merit of the
discovery was Miss Trent’s altogether.
She was comparatively a stranger in
Rodney, having but recently made her
home in the town; but from her first ac-
quaintance with the Pendenning family it
had been her anxious study how to serve
them without seeming to regard them as
objects of charity. There was nothing to
be made of Anne, Miss Trent had promptly
decided. Anne was most estimable, but
altogether unavailable, except in the way
of artistic embroidery, and it went against
Miss Trent’s conscience to encourage a
delicate girl in any such work, seeing that
embroidering, to any remunerative extent,
must be bad for the health. But Esther
was different. She had beauty and spirit
—too much spirit, perhaps—sound health,
a graceful bearing, and a good manner;
and Miss Trent, quick to appreciate the
value of these endowments, devised a plan
by which Esther was enabled to render a
most acceptable addition to her mother’s
inadequate income. It was a happy day
for Esther Pendenning, a happy day for
Esther’'s home, when Miss Trent called in
the beginning of the winter and unfolded
her plan. She needed some one, she said,
to assist in her entertainments, a person of
intelligence and taste, not to do the work
of a servant, but to superintend her lunch-
parties, her dinner-parties, her teas, her
literary mornings, her musical evenings,
and she was sure that Esther could do it.
Esther, who was not afflicted with shyness
or self-distrust, was quite willing to try.
“I am sure I could learn,’”’ she said. And
she did learn with incredible rapidity.
Having a sense of harmony, an eye for
color, and a perception of fitness, she de-
veloped, almost immediately, a decorative
talent that made Miss Trent’s banquets
famous. Miss Trent paid her twenty-five
dollars a month, and gave her many pres-
ents besides, so that she did not need to
spend the money upon herself in order to
be well dressed upon those occasions when

a Pendenning, if you please”’

her presence was required among Miss
Trent’s guests.

All through the winter Esther, though
she continued to live at home, had devoted
four or five days in the week—sometimes,
indeed, every day, Sunday often included—
to the adornment of Miss Trent’s rooms,
the care of her bric-3-brac, the superintend-
ence of her table, the arrangement of her
programmes. It wasa work that, even with
her mother and Anne to aid her by sugges-
tions, taxed her ingenuity and invention
incessantly, but Esther enjoyedit. ‘“Itis
not all heavenly,” she sometimes said
privately to Anne. ‘‘Miss Trent is not an
angel, exactly, but still she is worth
pleasing.”

And Esther pleased Miss Trent so well
that this exacting lady had come to set her
heart upon having complete possession of
so very capable a young person, for she
had grown fond of the girl whose talents
she had so successfully evoked. Unaccus-
tomed to have her wishes crossed, Miss
Trent had not looked for opposition in this
case, and perhaps there might have been
none had she shown herself less sure of
carrying her point; but she found, to her
surprise, that Esther could be difficult to
deal with.

Esther had said nothing as yet to Anne
of what had occurred between herself and
Miss Trent on Friday, and it was now Sun-
day afternoon.

‘When do you go to her again?’’ Anne
asked, troubled vaguely at her sister’s pro-
longed silence.

‘“Oh, when she sends for me,” Esther
answered briefly, filliping bits of bark into
the grass with a careless air. Then turning
suddenly she exclaimed, ‘ You could
never, never guess, Anne, what Miss Trent
said to me on Friday.”

‘‘ Something pleasant, I hope? "’

“You shall judge. She kept me after
the lunch-party was over for what she
called ‘a business talk.” That was why I
was so late coming home. Well, to put
the matter in a few words, she wishes me
to live with her, out and out, to travel with
her, wherever she may go——"’

‘“To leave us?’’ Anne gasped dismayed.
‘“Oh, Esther!”’

‘““Don’t think hardly of me,”’ Esther en-
treated. ‘‘ Anne, my heart jumped at the
chance! ButI had at least the grace to be
ashamed of my readiness to desert my
home, and I pretended that I could not
give my consent suddenly. I asked her to
let me think of it.”’

‘“That was best,” said Anne. ‘You
couldn’t consent without first consulting
mamma.”’

“I wasn’t thinking of mamma,’’ Esther
confessed. ‘‘1 was thinking only that I
must keep my wits about me and not show
an unseemly eagerness.’’

‘“Have you told mamma?’’ Anne asked
in a tremulous whisper.

‘“Not yet.”

‘‘She would never oppose any plan that
would be for the advantage of any one of
us; I am sure of that,”” Anne said more
steadily. ‘‘She loves us very much.”

‘“And we love her! Wedo! Wedo!”
cried Esther with a vehemence that startled
her quiet sister. ‘“Of course, you've
always known that you love mamma,”

* Mrs. Wallis,”" Esther interrupted again with crisp emphasis, “ the gentleman is never to be named in connection with
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Esther continued impetuously, ‘‘ but, oh,
Anne, I've been so bitterly impatient at
our life, that sometimes it really did not
seem to me that I loved mamma and you,
and Lucy and Roger. You need not look
so shocked, dear, I've found out that I do
truly love mamma and you, and our little
sister and brother far better than myself.
One finds out a great many things by living
with Miss Trent,”” she added with quiver-
ing lips and tearful eyes.

“ You would see the world. Oh, Esther,
what opportunities would be yours !’ said
Anne in unselfish sympathy.

“Yes. She reminded me of all that
might enjoy by a surrender of those I love.
And then she pointed out to me, by way
of persuasion, or inducement, I suppose,
that I could never hope for any advantages
here with mamma ; that our worldly con-
dition is bound to go from bad to worse,
for that mamma has no more management
than a baby ; that a woman of management
in mamma’s place could have kept affairs
in better order ?

‘I am afraid it is true,”” Anne admitted
sadly.

‘“ Suppose it is true!
it but you, Anne. Is it her fault, poor,
- dear little mother? How should she know
about management when she never had to
manage, but always had everything heart
could desire until papa died and all was
sweptaway? Of course, Miss Trent under-
stands management, she has been looking
after affairs for years and years and years.
I reminded her that she has had that ad-
vantage, but that mamma has some claim
to excellence, nevertheless.”’

*Oh, Esther, I am afraid you were very
disrespectful.”

‘“No, Anne, only properly independent.
I cannot allow any one to say a word about
mamma that is not complimentary. 1 had
thought to say ‘yes’ to the chance Miss
Trent offered—I would not let myself think
of mamma or you, or the children, even
though 1 despised myself for my selfishness
—for, oh, Anmne, it did mean so much to
me ! Esther interrupted herself faltering.
“But when she spoke of mamma in that
belittling way, oh, then, by the fire in my
heart, I knew that 1 couldn’t, couldn’t,
couldn’t! I hate this restricted life we lead
here, in this old rickety, lonesome, broken-
down place, but I love mamma and you,
and Lucy and Roger more than I can say,
and I was so angry with myself for even
having thought ‘yes,” that I told Miss
Trent I would rather starve in my own
home than flaunt about with her.”

*“Oh, Esther! How could you? ”’

“Then she said, ‘I bid you good-after-
noon, Miss Esther Pendenning, and 1 will
dispense with your services in future.’
You need not look so shocked, Anne ; it
had to come some day ; she is so opinion-
ated.”

“1 hope, oh, I hope it is not an irreme-
diable rupture?”’ sighed Anne.

““No, indeed !’ Esther replied securely.
“There is her Shakespearean banquet for
the twenty-third of April, you remember,
and I am the indispensable person. She
will make overtures fast enough.”’

“But you are so much the younger,
ought not you to make overtures ?’’ Anne
suggested timidly. ‘‘That twenty-five
dollars a month was such a help, dear.”

““That is in no danger,”’ Esther declared.
“There is nobody here to do the kind of
work I've done for Miss Trent. Libbie
Deane thinks she can; she has hinted as
much to Miss Trent once or twice, but just
let her try! Libbie has no taste and no in-
vention ; she can copy, but she can’t origi-
nate, and Miss Trent demands originality of
all things. I’m not a bit afraid; it is only
a little breeze that will soon blow over.”

She could not bring herself to say that
she had hoped in vain all Saturday for a
message from Miss Trent; she was still so
confidently expectant of a flattering over-
ture. But Anne, unable to cherish such a
hope, and unwilling to discourage her sister,
turned her eyes toward the house in sub-
missive silence. Presently she saw Roger,
their thirteen-year-old Dbrother, running
down the slope.

‘““1 wonder what brings him in such
haste?”’ she said anxiously. ‘‘I'm afraid

Nobody shall say

mamma’s headache is going to prove
something serious.”” And she reached for
her crutch in instant readiness to answer

her mother’s summons.

“Why do you always imagine trouble,
Anne?” said Esther impatiently. ‘I dare
say it is Miss Trent—""

As she rose Roger arrived breathless.

‘“Oh, sisters,”” he panted, ‘‘do come
quick! Old Mrs. Wallis is in the parlor,
and mamma’s head aches so she cannot
see her.”

‘“She has brought me a message,’’ said
Esther with certainty. ¢ Under the circum-
stances Miss Trent would naturally send
an ambassador, rather than come in per-
son; though why she should choose old
Mrs. Wallis—"’

“Why, indeed?’’ thought Anne, but she
made no comment.

Il

THE home of the Pendennings was more
attractive within than without, and it
was a very pretty little parlor in which old
Mrs. Wallis sat awaiting the sisters.

“Poor things,”” she said to herself.

‘“What a blessing they were able to keep
some of their good furniture. Dear knows
how they contrive to live on their pittance
of an income. It takes sharp management
to make a little go even a little way, and
Mrs. Pendenning never was a manager.
And poor Anne a cripple, and the only
boy with his education yet to get. It
would e too dreadful if Miss Trent has
fallen out with Esther.”

Mrs. Wallis was one of the many in
Rodney wiio had seen better days; but by
dint of a severe cconomy she still con-
trived to live in comfort, though retired
from the world.  Her own experience en-
abled her to sympathize keenly with the
Pendenning family, whose history she was
well acquainted with.  Her interest in their
affairs was sincere and kindly meant, but
it was often troublesome, and never duly
appreciated by one, at least, of the two
young people she was waiting to see.

*“My, but I am glad to find you both
looking so well !’ she exclaimed, as Anne
and Esther entered. ‘ You weren’t at
church this morning, Esther, so 1 told
Sister Selina I'd take it upon me to come
over and inquire.”” And she fixed her
%{cen eyes disconcertingly upon Esther’s
ace.

¢ Oh, thank you,” said Esther, coloring
with annoyance; ‘‘mamma has a head-
ache; it is nothing unusual for one of us
to stay at home in that case.”

“ Ah, these frequent headaches! If
your mother would but stir around more.
However, what made me especially un-
easy was that Miss Trent gave one of her
little dinners yesterday—one of her very
small parties, you know, about which she
is so particular; and when I heard that
Libbie Deane arranged the decorations 1
said at once, ‘\Vhat can be the matter with
Esther?’”

Esther heard this with a raging heart;
but before she could speak Anne made
haste to say :

*“It is very kind of Miss Trent to let
Libbie try.”

“Ah, my dear Anne,”’ Mrs. Wallis re-
turned, ‘* you are very good-natured to say
that, when all of us know that Libbie
doesn’t really need to do anything for her-
self. Her brother is able to give her all
she ought to want. But I suppose she
thinks what a Pendenning can do a Deane
may do. She is a flighty thing, that Libbie
Deane, and there is no depending upon
her. It would be such a pity for you to
lose Miss Trent’s favor, Esther. A most
peculiar person she must be. Libbie ran
in to see us after she had completed the
decorations, and you know what a mimic
she is "

“ She ought to be ashamed of herself
said Esther indignantly.

“Yes, my dear,” Mrs. Wallis nodded,
““so I told her. But Selina would laugh.”

*“ Did she make a success of her work?”’
Anne asked, and then blushed so for the
sentiment that prompted the inquiry that
Esther could with difhculty restrain a
laugh.

“\Well, judging from what Libbie says,
and from what she doesn’t say, we have
our doubts, Selina and 1,”” Mrs. Wallis re-
plied, with an air of giving comfort. *‘ But
there, Esther, if you understand your op-
portunities, you needn’t be long beholden
to Miss Trent, according to what I'm
told,”’ the old lady added significantly, for
though she lived retired Mrs. Wallis heard
all the news of the town.

“] don’t in the least understand what
you mean,’’ said Esther, with an emphasis
that betrayed to Anne, who knew her sis-
ter well, Esther’s perfect comprehension.

Mrs. Wallis regarded Esther with placid
admiration, and then addressed herself to
Anne :

‘“She is very handsome, this sister of
yours,” she said, ‘“but really, my dear,
you ought to remonstrate with her.  She’ll
spoil all the chances her good looks win
her, if she goes on giving the reins to that
quick spirit of hers. Now they tell me
this young Mr. Arthur Hackett has eyes
for no other girl, and—"

‘“Mrs. Wallis, I protest—’ Esther in-
terrupted, with angry color.

“I’m not talking to you, child. Now,
Anne, Esther snubs him, because his step-
mother wishes to keep him under her
thumb. Why shouldn’t a young man of
twenty-six choose for himself? If these
Hacketts were not new-comers, Mrs.
Hackett might know that a Penden-
ning—"’ .

‘“Mrs. Wallis,”” Esther interrupted again
with crisp emphasis, ‘‘the gentleman is
never to be named in connection with a
Pendenning, if you please.”

“Well, that's as time may show,” said
Mrs. Wallis, her serenity unruffled. *‘For
my part, I don’t believe the young man is
going to be too submissive to his step-
mother—not if he is worthy of you, Esther.
And since he has two good eyes of his
own, he may be expected to use them.
You should talk to Esther, Anne. I was
hoping that she would recognize her op-
portunity—for the sake of her family, you
know."’

“How I wish you were a young girl,
Mrs. Wallis !’ cried Esther, with a forced
laugh.

“Well, you don't wish it any more than
Ido!” retorted Mrs. Wallis heartily. 1
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know if I stood in your shoes—there, child,
you needn’t be offended. I'm your well-
wisher, and I do hate to see a girl like you
throw away her chances. Be sure you talk
to her, Anne.”

**What in the world does she mean?”’
Anne asked when the old lady was gone.

* Dreadful old gossip and matchmaker!”’
said Esther, with an angry stamp.

“But, indeed, Esther, 1 do think she
feels a friendly interest in you; and she
has been always kind to mamma,” Anne
reminded her.

I wish she would confine’her attentions
to mamma, and leave me and my affairs
alone,”” said LEsther, still angry. * Situ-
ated as we are | am obliged to take too
serious a view of life to attach significance
to the sentimental nonsense all girls hear
more or less of, 1 suppose, and 1 haven’t
thought the little notice his high mightiness
has taken of me worth mention, even to
you, Anne.”’

*“Oh, then what Mrs. Wallis says is not
without foundation?”’

Esther burst out laughing. ‘‘ Now, don’t
you be absurd, Anne !’ she cried. ‘‘There
1s no ‘foundation’ for any romance, I as-
sure you. It has been ‘nipped in the bud’
—if there was anything to nip.”’

‘* By Mrs. Hackett?”

‘“ By Esther Pendenning! You see, the
Hacketts are intimate with Miss Trent, and
Mr. Arthur Hackett is lounging in and out
a good deal, and I suppose he thought to
amuse himself with me. I'm sure 1 did
nothing to draw him on, but he was always
seeking occasions to see me, and some-
times he was a good deal in my way.
One evening—you remember Miss Trent’s
musicale two weeks ago?—DMrs. Hackett
left the parlors on pretense of faintness,
and beckoned me to the dining-room to
ask a glass of water. With the glass in her
hand she remarked in a sweetly imper-
sonal tone that she hoped the girls would
not mistake her unreflecting son’s good-
natured attentions for scrious intentions ;
that some girls are so unfortunately sus-
ceptible, on which account she had felt it
her duty to warn Arthur——"’

““Oh, then you said something sharp,
you quick-tongued Esther!” cried Anne,
in a panic.

*“Not just then; @ was catching my
breath with indignation, while Mrs. Hack-
ett purred on softly : * And I feel impelled
to tell you, dear Miss Pendenning, in con-
fidence, of course, that the darling boy is
not at liberty to think seriously of any girl
in Rodney.” Thereupon I spoke—oh, you
need not look so aghast, Anne, I was as
sweet to her as she was to me. I said that
girls are not so lamentably susceptible as
some people may think; that no girl of
ordinary good sense is in any danger of
having her equilibrium disturbed by any
young fainéant bored with his own idle-
ness ; but that from my limited opportuni-
ties of judging I should infer that her son
has some good qualities which may enable
the. fortunate young lady who does not
exist in Rodney to make a man of him.”’

‘¢ Esther, that was dreadful.”

“P'm afraid it was,” Iisther admitted
frankly. ‘But I had to say something or
—die! I might have done better; 1 might
have laughed and expressed a wish that
the fortunate young lady were here to keep
him out of my way when I'm busy——"’

‘“ And what did she do?”’

““She? Oh, she just looked at me,
and set her glass down, and murmured,
‘Thanks.” I think her mind was much re-
lieved. I could have made her happier
still by the information that I had refused
him permission to call here. I don’t like
idle young men; they are too apt to be
possessed by the notion that they can turn
any girl’s head just by dangling after her.
And what use have I for a dangler?
Anne, that fussy old Mrs. Wallis has quite
upset me. For once, I was glad mamma
had a headache—no, 1 don’t mean that—
but there is no need that mamma should
hear I have arival, even a temporary one—
I mean Libbie Deane, of course,”’ Esther
amended, coloring furiously.

Anne had the consideration to accept
the amendment without comment. ‘“‘Yes,”’
she replied gravely, ‘1 hope mamma may
not hear of Libbie’s being with Miss Trent.”

““Why do you say ‘hope’ in so despair-
ing a tone? " Esther remonstrated, laugh-
ing. ¢ Miss Trent is not going to adhere
to this arrangement with lLibbie. When
the time comes to prepare for her Shakes-
pearean banquet—"’

‘“ Ah, but the hard, preliminary work is
all done,” said Anne despondently, ‘“and
Miss Trent has your notes and sketch of
the plan. It will be no very difficult under-
taking for Libbie Deane to carry out an
idea ready-made to her hand.”

“You don’t know Miss Trent!” Esther
was quick to assert. ‘‘She may be hasty
and exacting, but she has far too nice a
sense of honor to ignore my rights in the
case. But that little dinner-party was sud-
den. There was never the shadow of a
hint on Friday about company for Satur-
day. I do believe it was devised on pur-
pose.”’

“I’m afraid so,’”’ Anne assented.

“I’m so glad I never made fun of Miss
Trent, not even with you, Anne,” sighed
Esther.

‘“That would never have been like you,”’

Oh,

Anne declared. ‘“You are ‘main brash
with your tongue,’ Esther, as Mom Chaney
says, but you are not insincere.”’

‘“Am I to consider myself complimented
orreprimanded?”’ Esther asked mockingly.

“* Both,”” answered Anne. ‘1 think you
ought to apologize to Miss Trent.”

* Cringe to her after she has taken up
with Libbie Deane? Not 1!’ cried Esther
haughtily. *‘Let her send for me first, and
then I'tl say what is proper by way of
apology ; but until she does send, don’t
let mamma hear of Libbie’s being my
substitute, even for a day.”

But Mrs. Pendenning heard this unwel-
come news through Mom Chaney, her one
servant. Mom Chaney had known the
Pendenning family in their prosperity, and
she held them all in high esteem, account-
ing their poverty no disparagement to their
merit. Chaney heard of Miss Trent's
Saturday dinner-party when she went
abroad on the Sunday afternoon, and on
Monday morning she took a private op-
portunity to impart her information to Mrs.
Pendenning.

“There must be some mistake,”’ said
Mrs. Pendenning uneasily. ¢ Esther has
not told me anything.”

‘“ Maybe she ain’t knowin’ nothin’ ter
tell,”” grumbled Chaney, who was not
pleased that any one should, as she
phrased it, ‘‘step so brash into Miss
Esther’s shoes.” ¢ But hit ain’t no mis-
take, no ma'am, hit ain’t. Jennibel, what
her aunt cooks ter Miss Trent's, she told
me.

“Well, no doubt it’s all right,”” Mrs.
Pendenning replied, with an assumption of
serenity that deceived Mom Chaney ; but

she was, in fact, greatly disturbed. Gentle,
uncomplaining, much-enduring, through

the five years of her struggle with poverty,
she had succeeded in keeping her anxieties
and perplexities hidden from her children,
and even from her friends for the most
part; but she could not conceal her un-
easiness when asking Esther what could
be Miss Trent’s object in having Libbie
Deane to arrange her decorations on
Saturday.

‘“Dear mamma,”’ said Esther, ‘‘don’t
let Chaney’s gossip trouble you. You
know that Miss Trent is a sudden sort of
person. There is nothing to worry about.
Libbie Deane cannot take my place, ex-
cept very temporarily. Of course, I am
going to Miss Trent again after a short
rest.”’

Esther made this statement in absolute
confidence of its validity ; but when she
looked at her frail, faded little mother,
and heard the sigh of relief that greeted
her evasive explanation, she hoped ardently
that Miss Trent would not long delay the
expected overture.

Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday passed,
however, and there came no word from
Miss Trent. On Thursday Esther, who
had remained closely at home in anticipa-
tion of a summons, found it necessary to
go in town on various errands for the
family. * If Miss Trent should send for
me,”’ she said to Anne, ‘‘make any en-
gagement she may wish. ‘““I’ll be back
by half-past two.”

On their journeys to and from the town
the Pendennings were dependent upon the
suburban street-cars, and Esther might
have ridden straight to her destination, but
she could not resist the temptation to leave
the car for a walk on Myrtle Avenue,
though it was much out of her way. She
did not take this walk with any thought
of Miss Trent, for Miss Trent did not live
on Myrtle Avenue ; but she liked to stroll
along that wide, handsome, street, lined
with beautiful houses in the midst of well-
kept gardens. ‘‘It is my element,” she
said to herself a little bitterly. ¢ The
house on the hill at West End was once
our home, and I feel as though my feet
were on my native heather when [ tread
the pavement of Myrtle Avenue.”’

Moreover, Esther was conscious this
morning that her toilette, simple though it
was, rendered her not unworthy of that
fashionable promenade. Anne had ex-
erted her utmost skill in fitting the pale
gray serge, and in trimming the inexpen-
sive hat that matched it. A bunch of pink
azaleas in her belt vied with the bloom in
her cheeks.

She had walked but a short distance
when she met Mrs. Grayson, Mrs. Wallis’
“Sister Selina.” Still resentful of Mrs.
Wallis’ garrulous sympathy, Esther would
have passed with a brief greeting, but Mrs.
Grayson laid hands upon her.

“Speak of an angel, child!” she
wheezed—being ‘‘ fat and scant o’ breath”’
—*“Sister Hannah was talking of you only
this very morning.”’

“I hope Mrs. Wallis is well?’’ Esther
inquired, lingering perforce.

‘“Hannah is pretty well, yes. But she
has fretted immensely on your account,
Esther, over this last news about Miss
Trent—""

“You mean about ILibbie Deane?”
Esther interpolated, serene and smiling.

“la, no, child: the last news, I said.
Haven’t you heard?”’

Esther, who had been in a fever to es-
cape, arrested her flight. ‘ What news?”
she asked with unconscious sharpness.

(70 be continued in July JOURNAL)
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THE CAREER OF A BALTIMORE GIRL

By Harper I. Langdon

IZABETH PATTERSON,
afterward Madame
Bonaparte, was born
in Baltimore on the
sixth of February,
1785. Her mother’s
maiden name was
Dorcas Spear; her
father, William Patter-
son, was of Irish birth,
and came to America when fourteen years
of age. By unusual talent and great en-
ergy he raised himself from a state of
poverty to extreme wealth, being consid-
ered at one time almost the richest man in
Maryland. Elizabeth inherited her father’s
mental qualities, and to these was added
the gift of rare beauty. Upon her entrance
Into Baltimore society she became at once
a recognized belle. Young, witty, rich
and beautiful, she was necessarily a strik-
Ing figure, but even the most imaginative
could scarcely have conceived the singu-
arly romantic fate which awaited her.

In 1803 Jerome Bonaparte arrived in
New York.” He was received with great
éclat, as his elder brother, Napoleon Bona-
parte, was at that time First Consul of
France. Commodore Barney, who had
served in the French navy with Jerome,
Invited him to Baltimore. ~Attheautumn
races at that city occurred the mecting of
Miss Patterson and the future King of
Westphalia. It was a case of love at first
sight, and the attachment soon matured
Into an engagement. This was opposed
with great firmness by the young lady’s
father. A man of his sound judgment
could not fail to see that such a union
would be attended only by unhappy re-
sults. It is related that one evening
Elizabeth prepared to attend a ball in
Baltimore where young Bonaparte was to

e the lion of the evening. The Patter-
sons were at that time sojourning at their
summer residence in Carroll County,
some distance from the city. Mr. Pat-
terson determined to prevent the trip,
and, consequently, the meeting of the
young people. He locked Elizabeth
In her room, but she, by some means or
other, effected her escape, and, securing
a mule, rode in triumph to the ball. The
house from which she started on this
Journey is still standing and is at present
occupied by Governor Brown. Finally,
In spite of opposition as reasonable as it
was useless, a marriage license was ob-
tained. In answer to her friends’ ob-
Jections the bride-elect replied that she
would rather be the wife of Jerome Bona-
parte for one hour than that of any other
man for life. The wedding took place
on Christmas Eve, 1803, the Right Rev.
John Carroll, Bishop of Baltimore, offici-
ating. Among the witnesses were the
Mayor and other prominent persons.

he contract was drawn up with all due
respect to civil and religious sanction.

Jerome’s two brothers, Lucien and
oseph, expressed themselves as well
satisfied with the match. Not so the
ambitious Napoleon. Four months later

e directed his Minister to issue an order
Prohibiting the captains of all Irench
vessels from receiving on board ‘‘the
young person’’ to whom Jerome had
attached himself, adding that should she
arrive she should not be allowed to land,

ut be sent immediately back to America.
At the same time Jerome was urged by
!HS brother to come alone to France
In order to pursue the glorious career
which awaited him there. The young
husband—never a strong character—was
undecided among conflicting emotions.
His affection for his wife, the influence of

Is brother’s unbending will and the at-
traction of future greatness in Europe, all
these claims were pressing upon him. At
length he resolved to set sail and to take
with him Elizabeth, whose personal charms
and eloquent pleadings, he felt assured,
would win over Napoleon and set every-
thing right. Her presence, however, ren-

ered it impossible for him to secure pas-
sage, owing to the strict orders which the
Captains had received.

After many fruitless efforts the young
couple started in one of Mr. Patterson’s
Private vessels, the Erin, and arrived at
Lisbon on the second of April. Napoleon’s
vigilance had anticipated this, and the ship
was surrounded in port by a French guard
to prevent Madame Bonaparte from land-
Ing. Soon after Jerome set out for Paris,
hoping to effect much by a personal inter-
view with his brother. At first his demand
for an audience was refused, but later on
It was granted. After chiding Jerome for
'fl‘bandoning his post Napoleon added :

As for your love-affair with your little
girl, I pay no regard to it.”” Meanwhile,
the beautiful young wife finding no pros-
pect of disembarking at Lisbon, sailed for
Amsterdam. Even here the same trial
awaited her, and the privilege of landing
denied. Excluded from all ports of the
Continent, Madame Bonaparte left for Eng-
land and arrived at Dover in May.

On July 7, 1805, her only child was

born at Camberwell, near England. He
was named after his father, from whom
Madame Bonaparte received frequent lov-
ing missives and messages.  As time wore
on, however, she was forced to the bitter
conclusion that, in spite of his professed
affection, Jerome was being gradually
alienated by Napoleon’s influence, and De-
cember, 1805, found her established, with
the little Jerome, in her father's residence
at Baltimore.

Some months before, Napoleon had sent
a formal letter to Pope Pius VII, request-
ing him to annul Jerome’s marriage.
Accompanying this letter was a magnificent
gold tiara, by which gift Napoleon hoped
to conciliate the DPontiff. After careful
investigation Pius VII refused to annul the
marriage, and directed a courteous but
firm letter to the Emperor to that effect.
In his own council of state Napoleon
found things more easily managed. He

Nevertheless, she returned to America in
1816, remaining three years. At the end
of that time she again visited Europe,
accompanied by her son.

Jerome by no means shared his mother’s
enthusiasm for European ways and cus-
toms. In one of his letters to his grand-
father he says: “Since 1 have bceen in
Europe I have dined with princes and prin-
cesses and all the great people of Europe,
but I have not found a dish as much to
my taste as the roast beef and steak | ate
in South Street” (at Mr. Patterson’s resi-
dence).

\While Jerome was still very young a
matrimonial scheme was formed for him,
which gave his mother unlimited satisfac-
tion. The proposed union was with his
first cousin, Charlotte Bonaparte, the
youngest daughter of his uncle goscph.
The young man was accordingly sent
to America to become acquainted with
Charlotte, and remained for some time at
his uncle’s house. His father, the King of
Westphalia, wrote that the match would
give him great satisfaction. Jerome's per-
sonal appearance and manners were much
admired, but, nevertheless, the matrimonial
scheme was abandoned, much to the

THREE POSITIONS OF THE HEAD OF MADAME BONAPARTE
[Reproduced from Gilbert Stuart’s portrait, now in possession of Hon. Charles J. Bonaparte]

procured a civil divorce and had the union
declared null and void. Jerome, in spite
of his great affection for his ‘dear little
wife,”” was so weak as to consent to this,
and the unfortunate wife was forced to
submit, as best she could, to the cruel and
unjustifiable decree.

Her crowning sorrow came, two years
later, in the marriage of her husband to
Princess Fredericka Catharina, daughter
of the King of Wiirttemberg. To the credit
of the nobility be it said that Napoleon
made numerous fruitless efforts to secure
an alliance for his brother with other
princesses. Meanwhile the life of Madame
Bonaparte, at her father’s house, was un-
eventful, except for the interest which she
excited by her extraordinary attractions
and her strangely sad history.

About this time Gilbert Stuart, the
artist, executed a celebrated portrait of
Madame Bonaparte. It consists of three
positions of the head, and is at present
exhibited at the rooms of the Maryland
Historical Society in Baltimore. Like the
majority of the paintings of this gifted
artist, the portrait remained unfinished,
but Madame Bonaparte considered it the
best picture of herself ever taken.

In 1815, after Napoleon’s overthrow at
Waterloo, Madame Bonaparte went abroad,
leaving her son at Mt. St. Mary’s College,
Emmitsburg, Maryland. In Europe she
was received with many social honors.
Louis XVIII of France desired to see her
at court ; this she declined, saying that, as
she received a pension ($1200 per annum)
from Napoleon, she could not appear in
the court of his successor. Her beauty
was admired by Madame de Staél, her wit
by Talleyrand; in a word no American
woman had ever before enjoyed so great
a measure of European social success.

chagrin and disappointment of his mother.

During her son’s absence in America
Madame Bonaparte saw her husband for
the first time since he had left her, fiftcen
years before on shipboard at Lisbon. She
was at Florence, at the gallery of the DPitti
Palace, and saw Prince Jerome with his
second wife, the Princess of Wiirttemberg.
The recognition was mutual, although no
words were exchanged between them.
Jerome turned to his companion and said :
“That is my American wife.”

When Madame Bonaparte found that
there was no hope of effecting a marriage
between her son and his cousin Charlotte
she advised his staying in America and
attending Cambridge University. Here
he remained four
years. During this
period his mother
was constantly har-
assed by fears of his
forming an attach-
ment for some one
who might be his in-
ferior in rank. ‘“On
the caprice of the
moment,” as she
said, ‘‘he might marry
anobscure American.
This,’’ she continued,
“would be the most
fatal of all impru-
dences.”” When, sev-
eral years later,
Jerome’s engage-
ment to a young
Baltimore lady was
announced, his
mother found that
her worst fears were
realized ; but all op-
position was without

avail, and on November 30, 1820, he mar-
ried Miss Susan May Williams. The cer-
emony was performed by Archbishop
Whitfield, at the bride’s residence on
North Charles Street, Baltimore.

Madame Bonaparte continued to reside
in Europe.  She lost all love for her native
country, and declared on one occasion
that Baltimore was a very good place
for merchants. It has always seemed re-
markable that a woman of her culture
should have so vehemently expressed her
dislike for America, in writing to her
friends in her own native land. She is,
however, a subject for admiration in having
preserved always an untarnished reputa-
tion. In money matters she was penurious
and this tendency increased with years.
Her wit was brilliant. Once at a dinner-
party given by Hon. Mr. Dundas, Madame
Bonaparte made a witty retort which was
reported all over Europe. Her escort to
the table was the host himself, who had
suffered from the lady’s sarcastic tongue.
After the soup had been served he asked
her if she had read Captain Hall’s book on
America. Madame Bonaparte replied that
she had.

‘“Well, madame,”’ continued Mr. Dun-

das, ‘“‘did you notice that the author de-

nounces all Americans as vulgarians?”’

“Yes,”” she replied; ““I am not sur-
prised at that. Were the Americans the
descendants of the Indians and the Es-
quimaux I should be astonished; but,
being the direct descendants of the En-
glish it is very natural that they should be
vulgarians.”’

Notwithstanding her great dislike for
Americans Madame Bonaparte came to
her native country in 1834.

In 1835 Mr. Patterson, her father, died
and left her a great deal of property, al-
though in mentioning her in his will he
states that Betsy had caused him more
anxiety than all the rest of the family
put together.

Several years later we find Madame
Bonaparte at the Virginia Springs, the
centre of an admiring group, who were
attracted by her romantic anecdotes, her
brilliant European reminiscences and
her accounts of the distinguished persons
whom she had met. Prince Jerome, her
husband, died June 24, 1860. In his will
he does not even mention his first wife
or their son.  They, however, very justly
appealed to the I'rench court for a share
in the estate. Although Madame Bona-
parte’s cause was very eloquently plead-
ed by a distinguished lawyer she lost her
case, but she had the satisfaction of gain-
ing the sympathy of all Europe. After
this she retired to quiet life for good and
all. She was very rich, her income be-
ing about one hundred thousand dollars
a year, of which she expended only two
thousand dollars each year. As her life
was an unusually long one there was
ample time for the fortune to accumulate.

Her last days were spent in a quiet
boarding-house. When questioned
about her religious belief Madame Bona-
parte replied that if she ever joined any
religion it would be the Catholic, that
being the faith of Kings and Queens;
however, she never professed any allegi-
ance to any sect. During the Christmas
holidays of 1878 she was obliged to re-
main in her room, which she never left
afterward. When any one inquired
about her health Madame Bonaparte
would answer : ‘I have a disease which
medicine cannot cure—old age.” On
another occasion, when it was remarked

in her presence that nothing was so sure
as death, she answered tartly : ‘“ Except
taxes.”

On April 4, 1879, Madame Bonaparte
quietly passed away at the advanced age of
ninety-four. The funeral took place from
the residence of her daughter-in-law. By
her will she divided her fortune between
her two grandsons, Jerome Napoleon Bona-
parte and Charles J. Bonaparte. Her re-
mains were interred in Greenmount Ceme-
tery, Baltimore, where she had a few years
before purchased a triangular lot, large
enough for only one grave. Her tomb-
stone, beside the date of her death, etc.,
contains this inscription: ‘¢ After life’s
fitful fever, she sleeps well. >’

”

TOMB OF MADAME BONAPARTE AT BALTIMORE
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MIGNONETTE CENTREPIECE (lllus. No. 1)

SOME GRACEFUL CENTREPIECES
By Mrs. Barnes-Bruce

THE popular demand for dainty embroid-
eries for the table is ever on the in-
crease, but the general cultivation of the
powers of artistic appreciation has likewise
developed to such a degree that none but

FUMPFADUUK CULEIVIKEFICULD (HIIW. 1YO,

designs that are the work of trained hands
serve to satisfy the fastidious refinements
of taste that characterize the woman of
the present day in every department of
life and especially in ornamental needle-
work. . At the moment there is a great
demand for elaborate hand embroidery on
all articles connected with the embellish-
ment of the table. Solid, close needle-
work in fine, delicate, well-filled floral
designs is the order of the day, while in
many instances bowknots, floating ribbons
and baskets greatly enhance the beauty of

LA VALIERE CENTREPIECE (lllus. No. 3)

graceful floral groups and festoons. All
the centrepieces given on this page can be
matched for the plate, dessert and tumbler
doilies, with finger napkins of the same, if
desired, and also for the ends of a side-
board cloth.

METHOD OF SHADING
A GREAT many shades of each tone
should be employed so that the gra-
dations will be almost imperceptible. This
delicate mode of shading gives an exquisite
sheen to the work, provided
the worker knows how to
handle the embroidery silk
SO as to preserve its bright-
ness. It is really astonish-
ing how much depends on
the skillful execution of the
merely mechanical action of
drawing the silk back and
forth through the material.
It is far easier to preserve
the gloss on the silk when
the design is stretched on a
frame. For this reason, as
well as to avoid the risk of
puckering, I invariably rec-
ommend stretching the
work. A simple frame
formed of two hoops, fixing
only a small portion of the
work at a time, is the hand-
iest and most portable.

CHOICE OF MATERIALS

HE first rule to be ob-
served in the selection
of materials is that they be
suited to the garticular pur-
pose for which they are des-
tined ; then, also, it is im-
perative that they be of good
quality ; it is the worst kind
of economy that grudges the necessary
outlay for a good foundation, while to
work with inferior silks means failure, with
loss of time and temper. For any one of
the six truly exquisite centrepieces chosen
from among my latest novelties, and form-
ing the subject of the illustrations for this
article, the most suitable foundation is a
fine round thread linen of sufficient weight
to lie smoothly in place. If sheer linen is
preferred the use of it is quite permissible.
The effect will be found aqlittle more dressy
for special occasions, but it is desirable to
affix it, when finished, to
an underlying mat of
colored silk or satin har-
monizing - with the tones
of the design. It may
here be noted that it is
never well to fold linen
centrepieces, for the
creases will invariably
show and prevent the per-
fect flatness when laid out,
which is essential to show
off the beauty of the nee-
dlework. Filo-selle is the
best kind of silk for this
class of work. Itis com-
posed of six strands ; these
should be separated, and
for the fine work under
consideration only one
strand should be used for
working the flowers, while
for the stems and some of
the larger leaves of the
foliage two strands may
be taken. All the work is
to be executed in the sim-
ple Kensington stitch pop-
ularly known as the long
and short stitch. The
great art in working is to
make the direction of the
stitches imperceptibly fol-
low the form that is being filled in. Where
the curves are somewhat sudden very
short stitches must be taken. Sometimes it
is even well to split a single strand of silk
in doing this to avoid even a suggestion of
clumsiness.

<)

COLORING THE FLOWERS

A GREAT opportunity for effective color-
ing is afforded by the mignonette, a

flower that at first sight seems almost be-

yond the reach of the embroiderer’s art,

but, nevertheless, singularly successful ex-

periments with this charming little blossom

have resulted in such natural effects that

the finished work seemed to lack nothing

but fragrance, so closely

can Nature be copied in

color and form with the

needle. The best plan to _

insure success is to obtain,

if possible, a real bloom

and match its very varied

coloring exactly. It is sur-

prising how many different

lines of green can be found

both in the budding anc

full-blown mignonette, not

to speak of the pale yellows

and reds. Nearly all the

tones of green are now

graded by the best manu-

facturers in about twelve

shades. I would advise a

liberal selection from these.

A CIRCULAR DESIGN

IN the circular design,
combining so charm-
ingly the rose and mignon-
ette given in Illustration
No. 4, the roses may be
either pink or yellow. A
particularly delicate and
harmonious effect may bhe
obtained by making the
roses creamy white shaded
with pale green. This
method has the added ad-
vantage of being always available for use
with flowers or china of any coloring.
The exquisitely dainty circle of floral fes-
toons tied with ribbons shown in Illus-
tration No. 2 lends itself to the favorite
French mixture of the tender blue of the
forget-me-not with the soft pink of the
blush rose. The solidly-embroidered
white ribbon should be edged with pale
yellowish green to accord with the tints of
the foliage and stems. The circular centre-

DAINTY CENTREPIECE (lllus. No.

piece in Illustration No. 3 gives scope for
a great variety of coloring, producing a
Dresden china-like effect. By alternating
pink, blue, yellow, violet and green skill-
fully, so as to bring each color into juxta-
position with its complementary tint, charm-
ing results are obtainable. Here, again, the
ribbon should be white, with or without
a green edge, according to taste. The
baskets may be simply outlined in two
shades of maize brown. This is preferable
to filling them in because it

gives a more basket-like

appearance.

A SQUARE CENTREPIECE
FOR the bolder pattern on
the Marie Antoinette
square centrepiece shown
in Illustration No. 6, the
baskets should be treated
in the same way. The
coloring of the flowers
should, likewise, be varied.
A very quaint and original
effect can be produced as
a pleasing novelty by using
yellowish pink,  greenish
blue, brownish yellow and
red violet shades, with pale
silver green for the foliage.
If these tones are well
graded and kept very deli-
cate the combination is
most happy and quite
unique. The flower rep-
resents a straggling Jap-
anese chrysanthemum that
blooms in many colors. It
may be noted that the base
of each petal throughout
should be of palest green. .

THE DAINTY BORDERS
THE border of the square of mignonette
in Illustration No. 1 is to be button-
holed closely in white, with two strands of
the filo-selle, being afterward cutout. The
scroll-like forms reaching toward the centre
are to be alternately worked in stem stitch,
with pale shades of yellow and green,
relating by the aid of the simple scattered

-

MIGNONETTE AND ROSE CENTREPIECE (Illus. No. 4)

diaper pattern brought out in yellow, green
and red with the tones of the mignonette.
The circular pieces are all fringed with a
hemstitched heading. This is simple
enough to accomplish ; it is easier, indeed,
than ordinary drawn-work on a square.
Perforate the circle by running it around
beneath the unthreaded needle of a sewing
machine, then use the perforations in place
of drawn thread spaces for the hemstitch-
ing. The perforations can be regulated
by the size of the machine
needle and the setting
of the stitch. For the
fringing draw out all the
threads possible from
four sides. This leaves
four corner spaces not
fringed. For these take
a fine lace pin and pick
out the threads one by
one, then trim the edges
to a perfect circle.

When laundered the
fringe should be smoothed
out with a whisk-brush
before it is quite dry.
This makes it even and
close, and never breaks
the threads as a comb is
apt to do. A handsome
border may be made of
lace with Honiton braids,
the inner edge being ap-
pliquéd on to the linen.

COLOR OF THE FLOWERS

THE coloring of the mi-

gnonette must be

positively realisti¢c and

true to Nature. The

S) touches of yellow and red

found in the real flower

are invaluable, while the

shades of green are exceedingly varied

in many graded tones. The work is not

nearly so difficult of execution as it ap-

pears to be when finished, because while

the blossoms are richl]); massed, each seg-

ment is separate, so that there is no con-
fusion in carrying out the detail.

China dishes, tinted with pale buff, pow-
dered with gold stars and finished with pale
green‘ bands edged with gold, harmonize

eautifully with a mignonette set.

MARIE ANTOINETTE CENTRFPIECE (Illus. No. 6)
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THOUGH the Re-

naissance style

originated in Italy

many centuries

ago it has never

lost its charm and

beauty, and of all

the styles it is one

of the most prom-

inent for the em-

. bellishment of ar-
chitectural furniture and draperies. There
are three classes of the Renaissance: the
Italian, the
French and the
German. Of
these the Italian
Is the original.
From it the
renchmen of
the early gener-
ations created a
style of their
own; later the
Germans adopt-
ed many of the
Italian features,
ut lent a more
finished feeling
to the detail.
History does
not tell us when
the style origin-
ated, but states
that it was near
the close of the
Middle Ages
when, in con-
nection with ar-
chitecture, it
Sprang rapidly
Into promi-
nence. The accompanying article treats
of the Italian Renaissance, and of the many
classic styles it affords, as some of the most
charming designs for embroidery work
that may be admirably adapted to any
glege of modern fancy-work. These em-
roideries chime in delightfully with the

ROUND CENTREPIECE (l11us. NO. 2)

Prevailing fondness for Empire designs in
all schemes of household decoration.

RUNNING BORDER FOR LAMBREQUIN

lN Illustration No. 1 is given a design for
the end of a lambrequin, the running
border design to be worked in outline
-stitch, It should not be more than three
or three and a half

END OF EMPIRE SCARF (lllus. No. 4)

FRINGES FOR THE DESIGNS
A STRONG and handsome fringe for a
lambrequin or table-cover can be
made by working two lines of buttonhole
stitching one above the other a distance of
three-eighths of an inch apart, and two or
three inches in from the edge of the ma-
terial ; between them draw the threads,
and fagot stitch. Fray out the linen out-
side the outer line of buttonhole stitching
to form the fringe. A tasseled effect can
be given by hemstitching on a few threads
outside the outer line of buttonhole stitch-
ing. The result
will then appear
as shown in Il-
lustration No. 1.
If, however, it
would necessi-
tate the expend-
iture of too
much time to
make a fringe
as described,
fringes of vari-
ous designs in
both silk and
linen may be
purchased by
the yard and
applied.

The design
for a round cen-
trepiece given
in Illustration
No. 2, which
may be utilized
for a handsome
vase or tall slim
piece of glass-
ware to rest
upon, will form
a beautiful underlay for any piece of bric-
a-brac. The design should be worked in
light shades of green, pink and brown, but
if for use on the dining-table white only is
appropriate. Where a little contrast is de-
sired a very light shade of green, salmon,
old rose, blue or orange s effective.

FRINGING THE DOILIES

HE manner in which a round
doily or centrepiece is
fringed has often been ex-
plained, but for the benefit of
those who are not thoroughly
acquainted with the method the
following instructions are given:
The linen must be cut square
and pinned on a smooth board ;
with a pencil compass describe
the desired diameter of the cen-
trepiece including the fringe ; in-
side of this draw another circle
to indicate the width of the
fringe ; this inner circle must be
stitched round on the machine,
and after the design is embroid-
ered the linen cut on the outer
circle and fringed down to the
stitching at each of the four
points where straight threads are
shown. When that is done the
remaining threads may be pulled
round with a needle, and so the
circle of fringe is formed; the
machine stitching can then be
removed, and the edge of the
material buttonholed or hem-
stitched ; the frin%e threads should then be
trimmed to a uniform length with a sharp
pair of scissors or a knife.

A UNIQUE DESIGN

THE design for a unique centrepiece is
given in Illustration No. 3. This one
is square in form, having a round centre.
When arranging the linen for this design it
ith a
s and
. one
; the
wwing
fer to

y em-
rope
an be
en is
nsive

BORDER AND CORNER IN EMPIRE EMBROIDERY (Illus. No. 6)

TRANSFERRING THE DESIGN

A VERY good way to transfer a design to
linen is, after making the original on
a piece of smooth paper and with pen and
water-proof ink tracing it on transparent
cloth, to lay a piece of black transfer paper
on the body material, and over it lay the
linen tracing in the proper position, then,
after pinning the several pieces to a board,
go over all the lines with a smooth, sharp
point until all of them have been transferred
to the linen. By raising one corner you
may see that all the lines have been gone
over, but if any have been missed replace
the paper and tracing and draw in the
omitted lines. Tracing cloth is used by
architects and draughtsmen for plans, and
is a tough transparent sheet with a glossy
surface on one side while the other is dull.
The dull side is preferable to draw on as
the ink used will not creep as it would on
the other. Drawings traced on this cloth
may be used many times as it will not tear
as paper would, and if a smooth point is
used when transferring, the cloth will not
cut. A sharp lead pencil or the end
of a knitting needle will be good
things to use as they will not hurt
the surface of the material.
The transfer paper referred to may
be, with the tracing cloth, purchased
at any art store, and comes in oblong
sheets ; one side of it is prepared
with a coating of soft colored wax
that can readily be transferred to
linen by impression on the back of
it. Careshould be taken when using
it not to press too heavily on it with
the fingers, as the result would be
smutty spots on the face of the linen
which should be kept as free from
soiled places as possible. The trac-
ing cloth costs from twenty-five to
fifty cents a yard according to the
width, and the transfer paper from
five to fifteen cents a sheet, the dif-
ference depending on the size of the
sheets.

DESIGN FOR END OF SCARF

BEAUTIFUL design for the end of

a scarf is shown in Illustration

No. 4, and is adapted to a width of

fifteen to twenty-four inches. This

design will appear to the best ad-

vantage if worked in outline stitch,

although if found practicable it or

parts of it may be worked solid. If

parts only are to be worked solid the
small ones should be selected, such as the
leaves to the vines, the wheat at the centre
and the pearls forming the garland. After
deciding the size of the scarf draw one-
half of the design in proportion to the size
of the illustration, and after tracing it on
cloth it may be transferred to the linen as
described. A good size for a scarf on
which to embroider this design will be
twenty inches wide, and if for a bureau,

SQUARE CENTREPIECE (lllus. No. 3)

long enough to allow the ends to hang
down far enough over the ends of the

bureau top so the entire desien mav be

showr
the ec
line o
scarf 1
in fro
same
left be
as the
in the

OBTAINING A FINISH

BY fringing out the linen at either end
and working a line of buttonhole
stitching and knotting the fringe, a good
finish can be obtained, that if carried out
in the proper
manner will re-
sult as shown
in the drawing.
Many other and
more elaborate
ways of form-
ing the ends
can, of course,
be carried out
by those who
have ideas of
their own, but
the point of the
illustration is to
show a classic
Renaissance design well adapted to orna-
ment the ends of a scarf, or one that may
be employed quite as well to adorn the
lower end of a handsome portiére. Many

A TYPICAL FIGURE

END OF LAMBREQUIN (Illus. No. 1)

features of the design are such that the
may be adapted to other pieces of embroid-
ery work quite as well as to a scarf end.

DESIGNS FOR RUNNING BORDERS

DESIGNS for attractive running borders

are given in Illustrations Nos. 5 and
6. In each one a corner is shown so the
worker may not be puzzled to know how
to form them. The designs given in Illus-
trations Nos. 5 and 6 are
well adapted to the bor-
ders of large pieces, such
as table-covers, bed-
spreads, lambrequins or
large scarfs, and while
No. 5 can be worked in
a bold manner with rope
linen, No. 6 should be
carefully embroidered
with a fine silk or linen
in order to bring out the
beauty of the leaf and
scroll effect.

The design shown in
Illustration No. 5 is one
of the oldest of running
borders, while that
shown in Illustration No.
6 is of more modern
origin, and its general
treatment is most grace-
ful, as it conforms in
line more to a running
vine with leaves, flowers
and tendrils.

The outline stitch is
preferable for this de-
sign, as it helps to carry
out the light and delicate
effect, although if not
overloaded parts of it
may be worked solid
with very good and pleasing results.

It is impossible, of course, in so few draw-
ings to give a very

RUNNING BORDER AND CORNER_ (lllus. No. 5)
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A THIRD SEX

o {E of my readers in the
East asks this question:

“Do I understand you
aright when I infer that you
have no sympathy with the
‘new woman,’ and if I am
correct in my inference may
I ask why you have no sym-
pathy for her?”

LR LY.

In order to have any
feeunyg, sympaweuc or otherwise, for any
object, animate or inanimate, the existence
of the object must be acknowledged. Now
the simple fact of the matter is, there 7s no
‘““new woman’’; hence | can have no feel-
ing for her either one way or the other. It
is true that during the past year or more
we have been treated to reams of printed
matter about what is called, or known as
the ‘“New Woman” movement. But it
must not be forgotten that the ‘‘new
woman,’”’ as an actuality, does not exist.
At present, she has two kinds of existence
only : one in the minds of a certain group
of women ; the other on paper. Beyond
those two places she neither does exist,
nor will, nor can exist. And my reasons
for believing this are very simple.

HAT is called the ‘“New Woman”
movement is based upon nothing
definite. It may be said to have begun
with the assertion of a certain English
woman that ‘“‘marriage is a failure.”” This
was not a new assertion when advanced by
this woman, but it was one which had not
been made for some time, and therefore it
had a certain amount of freshness about
it. It was just fresh enough to attract the
attention of scores of people who are al-
ways ‘‘ waiting for something to turn up ”’
that can either attract notoriety to them-
selves or help them to earn a few dollars
by their pens. It was not long, however,
before the assertion was exploded and its
insulting untruthfulness laid bare. The
whole discussion was too silly to last very
long and so it died a natural and sudden
death. Butitserved as a means of bringing
before the public a certain group of restless
women, who, for some reason—generally
of a very personal nature—are always un-
happy, save when they can make other
women as unhappy and restless as some
event in their lives has rendered them. It
was only natural when the ‘‘marriage
failure”” bubble was exploded that these
women should seek for another basis of
argument. Nothing was more fitting for
their purposes than that they should save
a fragment of the marriage discussion
and build upon that. That fragment was
“man.” Immediately a hundred or more
pens were set going to prove how devoid
of morality was man! The kind of lives
which men led was pictured in detail for
our girls that they might ‘‘have their eyes
opened,” and not ‘‘rush into marriage”’
with those barbarians and monsters of in-
iquity! But after awhile two things were
demonstrated : first that although men were
by no means saints, yet they did not lead
the impure lives which these ‘‘leaders”
pictured to the world; and second, that
the men who did live impure lives would
be forced to a higher moral standard when
women demanded it of them and refused
to overlook in ‘a man what they scorned in
a woman. And thus was ended the second
“crusade”’ of the “ New Woman’’ move-
ment. A third element was then intro-
duced : ‘“the inequality of woman.” She
should be raised to equality with man, was
the cry! She was just as intellectually
capable as man. But even this did not
last, because it was very soon demonstrated
that history showed plainly that women, in
hundreds of cases, were the intellectual
equals of men and had always so been re-
garded. Then, on looking at the present
woman, it was seen that her equal intellec-
tuality was acknowledged on every hand.
There was nothing more to argue. The
point raised by these ‘‘leaders’ was
granted. It was never disputed, for that
matter, but these ‘‘leaders’’ were not
aware of this. At their wits’ end, these
creators of the ‘‘ New Woman’’ movement
stopped quarreling with men and earthly
institutiens, and so far as one can gather
from their present maunderings, their
quarrel is with their Creator. It is no
longer an inequality of intellect, but an
inequality of sex that they complain of.
The point at issue now, it seems to me, is
one incapable of earthly solution. They
are vexed simply at one thing: because
they are women! There is one advantage
which this new phase of argument has
for these ‘‘leaders’’ over the other points
which preceded it : it will last longer.

T is because of this indefinite basis of
argument that no sensibles man nor
woman can take up with this ‘‘New
Woman’’ movement. So far as one can
see, it leads nowhere. 1t has no point.
These women do not want to be men, for
they have plainly told us that men are im-
moral and are dominant tyrants. They re-
sent being women, because they tell us to
be a woman is to be ‘‘a subject creature’’—
whatever that may mean. There is not
much left for them, therefore, that I can see
—nothing except to create a third sex. It
was George Eliot who, in one of her epi-
grammatic moments, discovered that there
were three sexes in England, ‘‘men, women
and clergymen.’”’ Perhaps the leaders of
our ‘““New Woman” movement will dis-
cover something of this sort for us in
America—something which will render
them as offensive to decent Americans as
George Eliot’s remark rendered her of-
fensive for a long time in the eves of self-
respecting English people. Then we shall
hear less of the ‘“new woman,” and per-
haps our attention will be a little more
directed to the present woman. And we
shall all be the better for it.

GIRLS WHO POSE AS «“TRILBY”

IT has been the fashion during the past

vear to write much of Mr. Du Maurier’s
story of “Trilby.”” Every one interested
in hiterary matters has had something to
say about it, and, as is natural in books of
great popularity, opinions have widely dif-
fered as to the merits and demerits of the
story. No sooner had the book been fairly
launched, however, than its moral aspect
was taken up, and for a long time pens and
tongues worked vigorously in an attempt
to solve the question: is “‘Trilby”’ really
immoral? Of course, it was not settled.
Such discussions never are settled. Their
chief advantage comes to the author and to
the publisher of the book under discussion.
This has been particularly true of “ Trilby,”
for 1 venture to believe that had the
moral aspects of the story never been called
into question the sale of the book would
neve: have reached its present proportions.

[T is not the purpose of these remarks to

advance any opinion as to the morality
of Mr. Du Maurier’s story. I am inclined
to the belief, in a general way, however,
that not all of us have a rightful con-
ception of what constitutes immorality in
a story. There are certain problems of
life which it is not only permissible but
wise to present in literature, and when
these problems are introduced or portrayed
from an honorable motive to enlighten,
the accusation of an attempt to be ‘‘im-
moral”’ is the very last that we must lay
at the door of an author. But whether
the novel or the story is,.just the best or
the most fitting place for the introduction
of these problems may form the basis
of an honest doubt in any healthy mind.
Be that as it may, one thing, however,
those of us who are more matured in
reading and experience should always re-
member—and it is a point upon which 1
have dwelt before—is that the most danger-
ous book to the young is not the book with
a palpable immoral tendency. Flaunted
vice is repulsive even to the most depraved
mind. The book which conveys the most
dangerous lessons to the mind is the book
that suggests immorality rather than por-
trays it. That is the immoral book—truly
worthy of its adjective. And there are
thousands of people who like just such
books. They like to play with fire without
getting burned, forgetting that the impres-
sion which a suggestively indecent book
leaves upon the mind is precisely the same
as the odor which the smoke of a fire
leaves upon one’s clothes, with this differ-
ence, that it is easier to air clothes than it
is to cleanse the mind.

If, however, there be a difference of
opinion as to the reading of ‘“Trilby”’ from
a moral standpoint, there can only exist
one feeling as to the present growing craze
among women to pose as ‘‘ Trilby ”’ in en-
tertainments or tableaux. The fashion for
this sort of entertainment was set in New
York during the past winter, since which
time the idea has been copied in other
cities. The likelihood is that ‘Trilby”
tableaux will be quite popular this summer,
and it is for this reason that these words
are written here and now. And what I
say here relates not to the story but di-
rectly to the character of ‘ Trilby ” itself,
the character as Mr. Du Maurier has given
it to us, and as it mustbe if “Trilby’’ is
represented in tableaux.

IT is only giving ‘ Trilby’’ her due to say

that she was a simple, sincere, truthful,
loving child. She was a heroine in that
she was self-sacrificing. I fancy, too, that
she must have been a beautiful woman. 1
am quite willing to believe that she was
a paragon of loveliness. Now, all these
attributes are attractive to young women
who desire to pose as ‘““‘Trilby,”” and they
are creditable traits to appeal to young
womanhood. If the young women who
pose as this famous artist’s model repre-
sented only these qualities it would be
well enough. But to pose as ‘ Trilby”
means to represent her entirely.  And what
does this mean? Love her as we may,
“Trilby ” lacked the great and overpower-
ing quality that stamps true womanhood :
chastity. Twist the facts as we may, por-
tray ‘“Trilby’’ as we like, that one fact
stares us in the face and remains. We
cannot get away from it. Mr. Du Maurier
states the fact, and states it plainly. It
makes not an iota of difference that she
did not sell herself for money or for station
but of her own accord ; she gave away the
greatest possession of woman, without
which she becomes nothing. She repented
afterward, it is true. But it is not decreed
in this life that the innocence of a woman
is restored to her by repentance once her
virtue is lost. It is not meeting the case to
point to man in comparison. Nature has
set upon woman her law, and that law is in-
exorable. It is permissible that we shall
read of women who make missteps in life,
and we do not necessarily injure ourselves
by such reading. Moreover, we can and
should sympathize with them, and help
them. This is humane; itis Christian; itis
Christ-like. We can, in our hearts, con-
done and forgive. But it is not asked of us
to impersonate such women, allowing their
mistake even for a moment to become a
part of ourselves, even when the cause is
charity. It is a poor charity that seeks its
alms by asking purity to pose as impurity.
Let us be content to read *‘ Trilby,’’ emulat-
ing those graces and virtues which she un-
doubtedly possessed. But let us leave her
in the book, where its author intended she
should be. To take her out of her printed
dress and bring her to life is to take the
character beyond the point of burlesque.
It merges on to the unsavory. It makes the
girl who personates her, for the time be-
ing, not the ‘“‘Trilby’’ of the Latin Quarter
or of Mr. Du Maurier's story, but the
American girl “Trilbyized.”” And that no
self-respecting American girl can afford to
become, even for a moment.

ONE NON-TOBACCO ROOM

WOMEN have various degrees of liking
for the fumes of tobacco smoke.
To some it is utterly reprehensible ; others
have a certain tolerance for it, while the
majority will tell a man that they either
like it, that they are really fond of the
fumes of a good cigar, or that they have
been ‘‘seasoned’’ and do not mind smoke.
If the majority of women were to be truth-
ful about the matter men would find, I
think, that they have only a certain edu-
cated tolerance for it, based upon the
knowledge that the men of their hearts
and homes like to smoke, and so they put
up with it as well as they can. - In short,
women tolerate tobacco smoke, for the
most part, because they feel they have to.
As a matter of fact the fumes of any cigar,
no matter how good the brand, can be
nothing else than instinctively distasteful
to the sensitive organism of any woman.
Women have a charming way of hiding
their feelings in this matter, but the feeling
is there just the same. All things being
equal, that is, if the average wife knew her
husband would be just as happy and con-
tented without smoking as with it, I fancy
she would prefer him without the smoking.

This being so, and it only admits of a
fancied denial, it becomes men to regulate
their smoking in the home. A man’s idea
of a home is a place where one room is the
same as another, so far as his comfort is
concerned. And women, as a rule,‘have
never interposed any strenuous objection to
this mental picture of man. A very chari-
ing woman not long agostruck the keynote
of the whole situation as it is most con-
ducive to the fullest happiness when she
said : “‘I want my husband to feel that he
and his friends can smoke in any room in
this ‘house save one, our bed-chamber.
That I want to_keep free from the cigar.”
To many, particularly so to well-bred per-
sons, it may seem strange that any word of
comment should be necessary on the sub-
ject of men smoking in the bed-chambers
of their homes. Yet its strangeness does
not rob the matter of the necessity of it.
I am free to believe that the vast majority
of men would not think of smoking in a
bed-chamber. At the same time it is well
sometimes to write to the minority. ‘A
gentleman, surely, would not do it,” said
a woman to me recently as we were talking
on this subject, and yet when she went
over the list of her friends she found that
she knew one or two of her friends who
had mentioned the fact to her that their
husbands did smoke in their sleeping
apartments. And she was compelled to
confess that she esteemed these men in the
light of gentlemen.

It is unfortunate when the fumes of to-
bacco are so offensive to a woman that she
cannot tolerate her husband’s smoking at
home. For if there is one place and one
time above all others when and where a
man enjoys his cigar it is in his home after
dinner, the hour which is truly the man’s
hour. But every woman has a right to ask
of her husband that the fumes of tobacco
shall be excluded from her room. It is
not too much to ask; it is no more than
any man will concede to his wife. The
cause for the request upon the part of the
one or the concession upon the part of the
other should never arise. But where it
does arise, or exists, the right of the wife is
as plain and indisputable as the error of
the husband is palpable. No man, with
the best wishes of his wife at heart, will
ever introduce the fumes of tobacco into a
bed-chamber occupied by his wife as well
as by himself. There should be one room
in the house where a woman has the bene-
fit of her own instinctive preferences.

YOUNG MEN AND THE DANCE

THE number of desirable young men who
" can be induced to come to a social
occasion where ‘‘the dance is the thing”’
is constantly lessening. With the better
class of young men, dancing is, and has
been for several seasons, on the decline.
Social hangers-on and so-called young men
of leisure there always are who can be
counted upon, in every community large
and small, to attend a dance whenever an
invitation comes to them. But the youn

men whom the girls are most anxious shal
come to their dances will not attend. They
fight shy of terpsichorean allurements, and
the girls are wondering why it is. They
do not seem to be able to explain the fact.
And yet the true explanation is not difficuit.

An evening of dancing holds out pleas-
ures which appeal very strongly to any
young man. But if dancing is pleasant,
scores of young men have also found that
it is wearing, that it is exhaustive. A
young man goes to a dance. He goes
there for enjoyment, pure and simple. He
cannot enjoy himself and be adjudged fair
and agreeable to all his young lady friends
if he dances only part of the evening.
He must ** distribute’’ himself. He must
dance all the time. This means from six
to a dozen dances—sometimes more, but
rarely less. It means, too, lateness of
hour, and eating on a heated stomach.
When he reaches home, never before mid-
night, but invariably after, he is exhausted
—*‘played out,” it is called. The six or
seven hours—far often less—which he gets
for sleep do not refresh him. Heis tired
when he rises, has little appetite for break-
fast, and hurries to his business unfit for a
day’s work. If his position is a minor one
of a clerical order he manages to * pull
through the day.”” But if any sense of re-
sponsibility attaches itself to his position
he must be alert. He finds heis not. His
mind, having been denied its rest, is
sluggish. And the more important the
position which the young man occupies the
more he is convinced that the previous
evening’s dissipation stands in the way of
meeting the demands of his position. After
awhile he realizes that a man can only do
one thing well in this world, and he comes
to the conclusion that he must choose be-
tween his life work and the dance. And,
of course, the dance suffers.

As he goes along progressing in his busi-
ness he feels that he might indulge in an
occasional evening of dancing and be none
the worse for it. And he could. But he
finds that while he was absent from dances
new ‘‘steps’’ have come into the waltz,
new ‘‘ figures *’ have been introduced into
the square dances, and he holds back. He
does not know the new dances, and is
naturally loath to either place himself or his
partner at a disadvantage on the floor. So
he remains out, and the dance has lost
another young man. This is simply an
illustration of hundreds of cases. The
commercial duties of young men will not
permit of their being devotees of the dance,
and while they are willing and would
gladly dance occasionally, they find them-
selves shut out by this constant introduc-
tion of changes in the simplest dances.

It is not easy for girls, who, in the
majority of cases, can sleep off the effects
of the dance, to understand the reasons for
the withdrawal of young men from the
ballroom floor. But the reason is found
in the increasing necessity for them to pay
stricter attention to business matters, and
the assumption of commercial responsibil-
ities which preclude evenings of exhaustive

leasures. In the winter they must hus-

and their resources for the work before
them ; in the summer, when on their vaca-
tions, they need the respite from business
cares for bodily as well as mental rest.
And if dancing is more exhaustive at one
time of the year than at any other it is in
the heated months. The tendency among
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