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THE COMING YEAR OF

THE LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL

During 1897 the JOURNAL will emphasize the practical side of life.

Its literary

features will be unexcelled, but, above all, it will strive to be helpful.

One of the most striking features of the year will be

THE SERIES OF GREAT PERSONAL EVENTS

Two articles of which have already been published.  The series will continue with descriptions of the
great public events, the most momentous occurrences of a personal nature that have taken place in

our country in the past fifty years.
with striking pictures.

WHEN KOSSUTH
RODE UP BROADWAY

When 500,000 pcople lined Broad-
way, and enthusiasm went beyond
all bounds.

WHEN GRANT WENT

ROUND THE WORLD
A triumphant tour, with the most
brilliant social honors ever en
joved by an American.

WHEN THE PRINCE OF WALES
WAS IN AMERICA
A time when young women nearly
lost their senses in a frenzy of
romantic excitement.

WHEN_ LINCOLN

WAS FIRST INAUGURATED
His perilous journey from his
home to the White House.

Each event will be described by an eyewitness, and illustrated
The series will describe, among other notable events :

WHEN HENRY CLAY SAID
FAREWELL TO THE SENATE

The most dramatic event that
ever occurred in the Senate.

WHEN MACKAY STRUCK

THE GREAT BONANZA
The striking of the great gold
vein which netted 150 millions of
dollars.

After which will follow graphic recitals and pictures of other events of equally wonderful interest.

GENERAL HARRISON
ON LIFE IN THE WHITE HOUSE

The first time an ex-President of the United States has
written of life in the White House. His first article will
take oneinto the private office of the President and tell of

A DAY WITH THE PRESIDENT AT HIS DESK

What the President does: what matters he attends to;
how he divides a day; his visitors, etc. His sccond
article will describe

THE SOCIAL LIFE OF THE PRESIDENT

The receptions and dinners he is obliged to give; how
they are given and what they cost; the etiquette of these
events; the social duties of the President’s wife. His
third article will portray
DOMESTIC LIFE IN THE WHITE HOUSE

What time is left the President to sce and enjoy his
family; how the White House is conducted and what
part the President’s wife takes in it, etc. Each article
will have interesting special illustrations.

THE PERSONAL SIDE
OF THE PRINCE OF WALES

By George W. Smalley

One gets very near to the Prince of Wales in this famous
journalist’s article,—as close, in fact, as if we knew him
as an intimate friend. We brush against him; we hear
!mn talk ; we sce the man behind the prince; we real-
ize why he is the most popular man in the world.

THE BURGLAR
WHO MOVED PARADISE
By Herbert D. Ward

A young married couple have the most ludicrous ex-
periences. The most unusual and laughable things occur
at every turn: during their courtship; at the supreme
moment of the proposal; at the wedding; on their
honeymoon.  The story will run through six issues of
the JOURNAL.

MY MOTHER AS I RECALL HER
By Mrs. Raymond Maude

Jenny Lind had a beautiful home life, and her daugh-
ter, in a series of articles, tells of it for the first time. In
them we see the “ Swedish Nightingale™ in every
phase of her home life : we sce her as a hostess and as
a mother; we are with her as she practiced and culti-
vated her voice for her brilliant triumphs; we know
her tastes and her thoughts.

C. D. GIBSON’S
SKETCHES OF DICKENS’ PEOPLE

The creator of ** the Gibson girl" entirely departs here
from his previous line of work, and will surprise his
greatest admirers.  For years Mr. Gibson has studied
Dickens. Now, in six full-page pictures, he will give his
own conception of the most famous and most familiar of
Dickens’ characters.

SIX TYPES OF
THE AMERICAN WOMAN

By Alice Barber Stephens

Something never hitherto successfully accomplished
has been done in this series. In full-page pictures,
superbly painted, Mrs. Stephens portrays six types of
the American woman, as sheis: 1, In the Home; 2, In
Religion; 3, In Business; 4, In Society; s, In Summer;
6, In the Beauty of Motherhood.  Each illustration will
be a complete and beautiful picture.

PLEASURES OF OUR NEIGHBORHOOD
By Mary E. Wilkins

The social life of a quiet rural community lies before
us here. Primtive are the pleasures of this unrufiled
New England neighborhood, but charmingly simple.
Three sketches there are: an old-fushioned " quilting-
party, an apple-paring bee and the singing-schoo(f.

THE PERSONAL SIDE OF BISMARCK
By Jeorge W. Smalley

WitH THE ASSISTANCE OF COUNT HERBERT BISMARCK

Bismarck has never been so well presented as in this

article. \We come into close contact with him.  We see

him through the eves of his own son, and those of Mr.
Smalley, the famous correspondent of the London

“Times,” who knows this “ Man of lTron' well. Natu-
rally, the view we get is as striking as it is exceptional.

THE JOURNAL’S SERIES OF
ORIGINAL MUSICAL COMPOSITIONS

MRS. S. T. RORER WILL WRITE
EXCLUSIVELY FOR THE JOURNAL

During 1897—commencing with the new vear. Mrs.
Rorer is unquestionably the most practical authority in
America on cooking. Her lectures are the standard
ruides to the best cooking, while her cook-books are
followed more closcely than those of any other writer.
Mrs. Rorer will occupy several pages each month with
** Simple Cooking Lessons,” especially prepared for this
magazine. They will cover the entire needs of the table.
Then she will present a series of *“ New Domestic Les-
sons,”’ giving, in detail, the best arrangement and careof
every room in the house. In addition, Mrs. Rorer will
tell what there is in the markets, each month, in all parts
of the country, give new menus and receipts, and write of
domestic economics. Besides all this she will answer any
questions sent to her department of the JOURNAL.

MR. MOODY’S BIBLE CLASS
By Dwight L. Moody

Will continue throughout the year. The famous North-
field evangelist will personally conduct this great Na-
tional Bible Class, and present a series of popular Bible
studies, probably the very best work he has ever done.
Mr. Moody will have a page in cach issue of the JOURNAL
side by side with Mrs. Bottome’s Talks to The King's
Daughters.

INSIDE OF A HUNDRED HOMES

By Edward Hurst Brown

Every woman has a natural desire to look into the
homes of other women and to see how they are furnished.
This series will make that possible in a manner never
before attempted.  Pictures will here be given of one
hundred of the daintiest and most comfortably-furnished
rooms in homes of the better, well-to-do classes—not
expensive homes, but those of comfort, where taste
goes farther than income. The greatest care has been
taken in this respect to select homes of people of moder-
ate incomes but of excellent taste. The coziest bed-
rooms, the most comfortable dining-rooms, the most
{)rac\ic:\l kitchens, the most livable sitting-rooms, the
sest parlors, living-rooms, nurseries, halls, bathrooms,
and piazzas furnished as outdoor sitting-rooms will
be shown. These will not be fanciful rooms, but rooms
actually lived in and existing in homes from Maine to
California, photographed by the JOURNAL’S own artists.

SHAKESPEARE
IN SMALL COMMUNITIES

By Sir Henry Irving

Will be a notably practical article. The great English
tragedian will suggest how Shakespeare can be read,
studied, recited and acted in neighborhoods that do not
have the facilities of the large centres.

THE GIRL WHO ASPIRES TO MUSIC

Will have the most notable singers, prima donnas and
instructors of the day as her advisers. A continuous
succession of articles on vocal and instrumental music
will be given.

MODERATE HOMES TO BUILD

Will be given again next year. So successful have been
the architectural plans for houses of moderate cost, which
the JournAL gave during 1896, that additional ones will
be given in 1?7. The aim will be to suggest houses of
even more moderate cost than those already given.

THE CHILDREN
WILL BE LOOKED AFTER

Henceforth in every issue of the JOURNAL something
will be given for the little ones.  And that ** something "’
will always be of the freshest and best.

HOME PARTIES
AND CHURCH SOCIABLES

Will be better covered in the magazine than ever before.
A corps of skillful home and church entertainers has
been instructed with this special aim in view.

AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY
AT ITS BEST

Will be told about in four practical articles by Henry
Troth.  All the rules of the art will be simply given.

DROCH’S LITERARY TALKS

“ Droch’ knows books, old and new, as few men do.
He knows the hooks of the clean. healthy kind and
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THE PEOPLE OF DICKENS

A SERIES OF CHARACTER SKETCHES
BY CHARLES DANA GIBSON

1—SCROOGE—FROM “A~CHRISTMAS CAROL
“It’s humbug still,”’ said Scrooge, ' {1 woil't believe it.”
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WHAT CHRISTMAS MEANS TO QUEEN VICTORIA

 HRISTMAS means to Queen Victoria very much
the same thing as to her poorest subjects, for
while with them it is a time of enjoyment, in so
far as their humble means will admit, so with
the Quecn it is a season when she gathers as
many of her family around her as can leave
their own homes and children, and it is sanctified
by the deepest and tenderest memories of her
past life. The Queen’s family, taken in its widest sense
—her children, grandchildren and great-grandchildren—
is now so large, numbering nearly sixty persons, that it is
almost impossible for her to send or give each member a
separate gift, and as her Christmas and other gifts are
more or less costly such liberality would involve a very
considerable expenditure. To each of her children, and to
their children, the Queen gives Christmas gifts, and in her
turn receives them. The Prince and Princess of Wales
and their children, the Duke and Duchess of Connaught,
the Empress Frederick, the Duke and Duchess of Saxe-
Coburg, the Duchess of Albany, the Prince and Princess
Christian, their sons and daughters, and Princess l.ouise and
Lord Lorne, as well as Princess Henry of Battenberg and
her children, reccive substantial tokens of her affection
and good will. Beyond this immediate family circle the
Queen, with rare exceptions, does not go. All her other
relatives, save those which she has outside the English
shores, are too distant to count among those who naturally
would receive a gift from her, with, perhaps, the exception
of an English cloak, a wrap, or a small cart which she may
give to some infant great-grandchild, such as she has
given the Grand Duchess Olga of Russia, her last great-
grandchild. The Queen generally gives a useful Christmas
gift or something pretty to put on a table or to ornament a
home, chosen from among the endless fancy gifts which
are invented each succeeding Christmas. To some of the
grandsons, it is said, the Queen gives ““ tips,”” and to the
younger Princesses she sometimes gives a gown or a
beautiful piece of material, to use as their fancy dictates.
¥

THE QUEEN'S GIFTS TO FRIENDS AND SERVANTS

THE Queen does not give, nor is she expected to give,
any presents to her officials at Court, nor to any

' 5 of the Government.  There are many members
overnment of both political sides for whom the
as a strong personal feeling of regard and affec-
whom she does bestow a small token of her
ut it is done purely as a friend and is not in any
ccted. The late Lord Beaconsfield, Lord Mel-
l.ord Salisbury, as well as others of her well-
ceeew e Ministers, have no doubt from time to time
received gifts from the Queen, and probably other less
well-known people in the official world, but that is
because they are personal friends and would probably
under ordinary circumstances receive gifts. The mem-
bers of the Queen’s household stand, of course, in an
entirely different position, for from their regular attend-
ance on the Queen they almost become members of
the large family of which she is the head, and those for
whom she has a great affection, or who have been long
in her service, or who happen to be in waiting on these
festive occasions, usually receive a Christmas box from
the Queen, sometimes given on Christmas Day, or at the
Christmas tree, which has always been a great institution
among all the members of the Royal family. The ser-
vants of the Royal household, also, always get some gift on
these occasions—indeed, no one in the Queen'’s service is
ever forgotten. Her kindness and sympathy extend to
the humblest of her dependents, and nothing is more
highly prized and cherished by her servants than the
small gifts by which she shows how much she values and
appreciates their faithful service.

¥
WHAT OTHER SOVEREIGNS GIVE AND RECEIVE

THERE is no recognized etiquette as to the gifts the
Queen receives and bestows on other sovereigns.
When visits of ceremony take place there are regular
State presents which are accepted on both sides, but there
are smaller gifts which are much more valued because
they are real tokens of the friendship which exists, which
is often more deep and lasting than is, perhaps, generally
known. The Emperor of the French usually presented
the Queen with some magnificent specimen of Sdvres
china, the Emperor of Germany with something of a like
nature from the Royal factory at Berlin ; the Emperor of
Austria’s gift has often been some of the magnificent
Tokay and Johannesburg from the Imperial cellars, and
generally such gifts consist of choice specimens of the
product of some industry belonging to the country
whence the gift comes. When any Eastern potentate or
sovereign either visits England or has to send an Embassy
there, he at the same time sends costly gifts to the Queen,
which are accepted by her and placed in the corridors and
rooms at Windsor Castle, and some find a resting-place
at Balmoral or Osborne. The latter are generally those
of a personal and not an official kind, as the two latter
palaces are the Queen’s own private property, while
Windsor is a National palace. The Queen’s presents, in
return, are varied according to the individual, but they
are all generally selected from articles of British manufac-
ture. Many of the gifts are specimens of Eastern jewelry
and enamel, as well as of India stuffs and Cashmere
shawls, of which the Queen has a ltarge number sent her
annually as part of the tribute paid by the Maharajah of
Cashmere. The Queen has from time to time had presents
of valuable horses and ponies sent her. The late Sultan
of Turkey on several occasions presented her with some
magnificent Arab horses, and from the Sultan of Morocco
and such like potentates she receives similar gifts.
Tigers and leopards and other wild animals are from
time to time sent to the Queen from the East and from
African princes, but they are generally given by her to the
Zodlogical Society in London.

HOW THE QUEEN DOES HER ‘‘ SHOPPING

T IS obvious that the Queen cannot indulge in the luxury
of ““shopping,” or shall we say, is mercifully pre-
vented that infliction? She cannot, like her daughters,
the Princesses, go about among the shops at Christmas-
time and sclect gifts, -and, like ordinary women, chat
and discuss the merits of each article. The freedom the
English Princesses enjoy is one of the most delightful
features of their lives, for after they marry they go about
like any ordinary English lady, and a delightful story is
told of one of them who seized the first opportunity of
celebrating her emancipation by going out and driving
all day long in a hansom cab selecting her Christmas
presents. Never before had she driven in anything less
magnificent than a Royal carriage. The selection of the
Queen’s Christmas gifts, or those for any other occa-
sion, is made by hersclf at Windsor, or wherever the
Court may be in residence. The tradesmen who are
selected as Royal tradesmen send over a very large
quantity of articles suitable for the occasion, and they are
left at the palace till the Queen has chosen what she
wants. There are only a certain number of shops in
London that have what is called a Royal appointment or
warrant, but those that have are allowed to display the
Royal arms over their shops and to use the words, ‘‘ By
appointment to Her Majesty, the Queen,”’ on their bills.
The Queen generally selects gifts from her own trades-
men, but there is great rivalry among all shopkeepers to
sccure a Royal order, and the Princesses and ladies-in
Waiting are often commanded to go outside the Royal
warrant holders, and if they see anything or hear of any
very pretty and novel gift, to have it submitted to Her
Majesty. The Queen buys largely of Scotch and Irish
manufacturers, and employs tradesmen in Edinburgh and
Dublin, who also send specimens of their goods for Her
Majesty’s approbation. Scotch and Irish tweeds and cloths
and homespun goods are largely bought and given to those
who are likely to wear them and to whom they may be
useful. There are, also, a very large number of poor peo-
ple on the Queen’s estates who are known to her, to whom
she makes gifts of clothing.

¥
SANTA CLAUS FILLS PRINCES’ AND PRINCESSES’ STOCKINGS

TO SUCH of her children as are with her the Queen gives

her gift personally, and with her little grandchildren
the old fable of Santa Claus is upheld, and the Royal
stocking is very much heavier and more valuable from
the beloved grandmamma’s gift. To those children who
are away the gift is sent with a letter, generally by mes-
senger, sometimes by post, but to those who live abroad
a Queen’s messenger takes the gift and the Queen’s letter
which accompanies it. To the members of the house-
hold the gift is either sent or given with a gracious mes-
sage or some words of kind, affectionate greeting. To
any crowned head who may be the recipient of a Royal
Christmas gift the Queen would certainly write an
autograph letter, but to those of her immediate enfourage
a message or a letter written at her desire would accom-
pany her gift. To her German relations the Queen’s
letter would be in English, to any other Royal personage
it would be in French, but to all her children she writes
in English.

Hitherto 1 have spoken only of what the Queen does
in the way of bestowing Christmas gifts on her children
and friends, and it may not be uninteresting to mention a
few facts as to what Christmas offerings are made to her.
All her children present a Christmas gift, and to the
Queen their presents are not very costly, for it would be
useless to endeavor to give her anything very splendid
when we remember how she is possessed of everything
that is valuable and beautiful by right of being Queen of
England. The grandchildren also make an offering to
the grandmother who is always tender, loving and indul-
gent to them, and their presents are again of a simple
nature, as none of them are possessed of a great fortune.
Some little knickknack for the table, a bit of silver, a
beautifully-bound book, a photograph frame, any such
small gifts are what they offer her, and in their turn the

-members of the household, either severally or in combi-

nation, make their Christmas offering. In the early years
of the Queen’s married life the German custom was
followed, but circumstances have led more or less to its
abandonment, and the present is given personally to the
Queen. The Queen receives many simple and homely
gifts from some very humble but devoted friends, and 1
am told that nothing touches her more than their remem-
brance of her on such occasions. In the ‘Life of the
Prince Consort”’ there are many touching allusions by
the Queen as to the little gifts he from time to time gave
her and the Royal children, and again in other places one¢
sees how carefully they were treasured up.

¥
CHRISTMAS MERRY-MAKING IN THE PRINCE CONSORT'S DAY

lT IS quite impossible to form any idea as to the value of

the presents made by the Queen or given to her. In
some cases, when her gifts consist of India shawls,
jewelry and the like, they are very valuable because they
are unique, but the presents she gives to her family, or in
turn receives from them, are not expensive. The Royal
purse is not an inexhaustible one, and the claims on it
are enormous, so that the presents given by Royal people
must always be regarded in the light of souvenirs and not
as costly gifts. The Queen’s children are not rich, and
as they are not able to afford expensive presents so we
may consider the value of all Royal gifts from the senti-
mental, not the commercial, point of view, and it is its
pleasantest as well as most touching aspect, for it
shows that simplicity and depth of the family affection,
which is neither nourished nor fostered by any feeling of
greed or expectation, but which is as simple and genuine
as that of the poorest subject of our great Queen. There
are, of course, occasions—such as Royal marriages or

December, 1896

Royal visits—which necessitate expensive gifts, and they
are then forthcoming, but it has always been a cause of
reproach to the English Court that its gifts contrast very
unfavorably with those of other thrones, that they are
small and insignificant in comparison with those of the
Emperors of Russia and Germany and of the late
Emperor Napoleon. But these sovercigns have prac-
tically an unlimited civil list, and can, on emergency, take
and spend large sums of public money unchecked by any
parliamentary control.

The spending of Christmas Day to the Queen has been
sadly changed since the death of the Prince Consort.
The German celebration of that day was introduced by
him into his English home; it was one of the brightest
and happiest of the year. Christmas greetings and
Christmas presents were numerously exchanged, and the
great Christmas tree, which bore fruit for every member
of that large family household, was the great feature of
the evening. The death of the Prince Consort on the
fourteenth of December, so close to the former festive
season, for a long time precluded any Christmas festivities,
but as time went on and the deep wound was healed, the
Queen returned to her old life and ways. Christmas,
though shorn of many of its former gayeties, still reigns
supreme at Osborne, where the Queen always spends her
Christmas. She has always gone there since the death
of the Prince, Windsor being too full of sad memories,
so that after the services held on the anniversary of
the Prince Consort’s death the Court goes to the Isle of
Wight. The Queen always attends church on Christmas
Day and receives the Holy Communion with those of her
family who are with her. The Duke and Duchess of
Connaught, the Princess Louise and Lord l.orne, beside
Princess Henry of Battenberg, are those of her children
who generally spend Christmas with the Queen. Some-
times the Duchess of Albany and her children are also
there, and Princess Christian and her daughter and son
follow directly afterward when they have dispensed their
own Christmas festivities.

¥

LOVING GREETINGS FROM ALL HER CHILDREN

THE Queen is the recipient of many telegrams on

Christmas Day bringing her greetings and wishing her
many similar anniversaries. From the distant children’s
homes the electric spark flashes its message of love from
her absent ones.- It is difficult to realize how busy a day
Christmas is, with receiving and answering loving greet-
ings by telegraph, for the Royal family uses that mode of
communication more than any other. The Queen and her
children have each a private wire. One has a glimpse of
how strong the Christmas feeling is in our Royal family
in reading the ¢ Life of the Prince Consort,”” and that of
Princess Alice (the Grand Duchess of Hesse), who wrote
every Christmas to her Royal mother describing her
Christmas Day, with its gifts, its tree for all the tcnants
and household, and often affectionate thanks to her mother
for the many Christmas gifts she had sent her and her
children. One little sentence is very amusing. She
writes December 26, ¢ Many thanks for the turkey pie;
we give a dinner to-day in its honor,”” which shows that
the Queen had not forgotten that her daughter would
gladly have some English cheer to remind her in other
ways of her old home. How far the Queen’s sympathies
and kindness at Christmas extend is well exemplified in
a letter written on the twenty-third of December, 1870,
when the Duke of Hesse was with the army and the
Princess was alone at Darmstadt. The Princess writes :
‘I have been taking my gifts for Christmas to one
hospital after another. Your two Christmas gifts (warm
capes) have delighted the poor suficrers, who are very
bad, alas!”’

Perhaps this little sentence conveys better than any
words of mine how truly the Queen regards Christmas as
a time of peace and good will toward men. My little
paper will, I hope, at any rate, give my American friends
some idea of how our beloved Queen spends her Christmas,
and convey to them how infinitely simple and happy are
the ways of the greatest house in our land, which has
cver been the best example and highest ideal of what
family life should be.
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A NEW HOLIDAY FOR THE CHILDREN
By Mrs. Hamilton Mott

AN EXCELLENT suggestion was recently made by the
Department of Agriculture at Washington that the
public schools of the country shall have a new holiday, to
be known as Bird Day. Three cities have already
adopted the suggestion, and it is likely that others will
quickly follow. Of course, Bird Day will differ from its
successful predecessor, Arbor Day. We can plant trees
but not birds. It is suggested that Bird Day take the
form of bird exhibitions, of bird exercises, of bird studies
—any form of entertainment, in fact, which will bring
children closer to their little brethren of the air, and in
more intelligent sympathy with their life and ways.
There is a wonderful story in bird life, and but few of our
children know it. Few of our elders do, for that
matter. A whole day of a vear can well and profitably
be given over to the birds. Than such study, nothing
can be more interesting. The cultivation of an intimate
acquaintanceship with our feathered friends is a source
of genuine pleasure. We are under greater obliga-
tions to the birds than we dream of: without them the
world would be more barren than we imagine. Conse-
quently, we have some duties which we owe them.
What these duties are only a few of us know or have
ever taken the trouble to find out. Our children should
not be allowed to grow to maturity without this knowl-
edge. The more they know of the birds the better men
and women they will be. We can hardly encourage such
studies too much. Where Arbor Day has not found a
recognition as yet, it should speedily be established as a
holiday. Our future as a healthy nation depends upon
the preservation of the trees and a knowledge of tree life.
Without trees we should, indeed, be a sickly people. But
Arbor Day is now generally recognized in the schools.
And to it should be added Bird Day. The one is in truest
sympathy with the other. We can hardly know the trees
without the birds who nest in them. Our children should
be in touch with both. ~Therefore, let usthave Arbor Day
and Bird Day : two separate~days,wherever possible, or
the two daysaunited/inioné where that-is more practicable.
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Author of ** A Golden Wedding,” * Carlotta’s Intended,” “The Story of Babette,” * Sonny,” etc.

visitors on the 'eche as ** Evangeline’s grave.”

WIlI cnarm your ear witn an

7

inimitable accent, but her cnunciation will be clear and
fine. Her English, acquired at the convent of the
Ursuline nuns, will have a certain stilted form and a book-
ish lavor, which you will quickly confess to be an added
charm when you get it from hér own pretty lips, and in
the sonorous voice of the South.  And it will have, too,
the flavor of delicacy and refinement.  Even though she
may occasionally give you a literal translation of a IFrench
idiom, she will give it to you with a naizeté at once so
piquant and so dignified, and in so fine a setting of fin-
ished Lnglish—the English that the good sisters in the
convent have taught her out of their very correct text-
books—that you, if you are a man, will be ready to crawl

GETTING READY FOR ALL-SAINTS' . DAY



fragrance is still unspoiled by innovations, and untainted
by emulation or contact.

Your venerable hostess will tell you that she goes out
sceldom excepting to church—to the old Saint Louis Cathe-
dral, probably, and maybe, occasionally, for nine con-
sccutive days, for a wovena, out to the little chapel of
Saint Roche—to sccure a needed benefaction for a poor
kinsman or fricnd, or to pray for sight to blind cyves or
renewed life for paralyzed hands or feet.  She rarely makes
these weary pilgrimages in her own behalf.

In the popularity of such devotion, the little chapel of
Saint Roche, situated in a retired spot back of town, shares
honors with the shrine of ** Our Lady of Lourdes’ on the
left of the high altar in the old Cathedral, as is amply
attested by the numerous testimonials of healing which
deck the walls about both shrines.  In the shrine of the
grotto, constructed effectively of rough stones from which
a tiny stream of clear falling water trickles audibly and
ever in sight—in the figures of the peasant maid and the
apparition of the Blessed Virgin—we have a picturesque
representation of the legend of the famous miracle at
Lourdes and of the ever-flowing waters of the healing
spring.

In this quaint old Catherlral all the proud old Creole
families that New Orleans has ever known, have, in one
generation or another, come to kneel and pray, and to the
old who worship there to-day, the high altar, with all its
wealth of suggestive symbols, is reminiscent of a thousand
tender associations, that in the retrospect are as way-sta-
tions along the pathway of life.  Here, to look upon the
scene of the miracle of Lourdes, and mayhap receive the
perfect gift of faith, many have brought their little ailing
ones, and when the good Lord, through the intercession of
the Blessed Lady, has granted their petitions, here they
have hung their litte tablets of thanks, or perhaps they have
enriched the altar with a gift—a handsome lamp or cross
of carved ivory or fine metal.  Here, amid the votive
tablets with their grateful inscriptions, “Merci” or ** Ex
voto,” have sometimes hung the identical discarded
crutches that the healed sufferers have no longer needed ;
modecls in wax or marble of ¢yes or cars made whole
examples of distorted, maimed and twisted hands or feet.
Here, rich and poor may generally be scen kneeling
together, black and white, reputable and notorious—all
equal in the presence of the Divine manifestation. I the
Lady of the Grotto does not heed the petition perhaps
Saint Antoine, the patron saint of little children, will add
his intercession to hers. \When prayers are answered
through his intercession the heneficiary will drop into a
little black box a gratuity in acknowledgment of the ben-
cfit—1 fund which is distributed among the poor.

While there are, perhaps, no people less ostentatious
than the Creoles in matters of religion, there are certainly
none in America whose religious observances and cere-
monials form so interesting and definite a factor in distin-
guishing them.  Whether it be May or November, Christ-
mas or Laster, or only one of the lesser religious seasons
of the church calendar, the Creole is always in evidence
in relation to her church. In writing the above sentence
I have unwittingly emploved the feminine pronoun, and,
while I would disclaim any charge against the fidelity ot
the Creole pafer in regard to his religion, T am, neverthe-
less, inclined to let the pronoun stand—and for this rea-
son : The beauty and picturesqueness of the religious cer-
cmonials, as they impress the spectator from the outside,
are so closely and almost exclusively associated with the
gentler sex that when one thinks of the New Orleans
Creole as a religious unit he is apt inadvertently to write
her down a woman.  And this is not only because he first
realized her as a procession of dainty, veiled *“First Com-
munion girls,” passing in one street and out another,
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through the old IFrench town, immaculate as little brides ;
nor is it, yet, because he recalls her gentle face as Sister
of Charity, and knows its sweetness even though he has
never seen her lift her placid eyes from the starched rim
of the beautiful honnet of her religious order—the beauti-
ful bonnet of onc of the few enduring fashions that know
no change. Nor yet, still, is it because it is the woman
who is most in evidence in the crowded old cemeteries on
All Saints’ Day—the annual festival of the dead—where
the Roman Catholic is the only expressed religion, and
French the language of the day. Women are there by
daybreak and all day, bearing testimonials of flower and
plant and beaded symbol to the tombs of their departed
dead—women in tears and heavy crape; women in rose
bonnets and smiles; women in Paisley shawls, and women
in gilt shoes ; old, withered, IFrench-talking, brown and yel-
low praline women ; shabby women, bending to rearrange
the white shell borders that outline the cheaper graves ;
rich women, who can well afford the luxury of priest and
red-gowned acolyte with swinging censer, who intone their
beautiful Latin lines at the wrought-iron gates of some of
the stateliest tombs ; Sisters of Charity at the outer gates
chaperoning the pink-bonneted orphan girls who stand
beside them and clink their silver plates for sweet charity’s
sake. (These last, however, are seldom Creoles, and
come into notice here only because they belong in the
picture.)

[t is not only, I would say, for these or like reasons—
not only because the Creole pere is so slightly in evidence
in these decorative ceremonials of his church’s outer gar-
ments—that the casual observer almost loses sight of him
in this connection. The reason lies beyond this. He is
not well represented in his church congregations—at
mass. And yet, even in his confessed carelessness about
these formal matters, he preserves a very definite connec-
tion with his inherited religion.  He will frankly tell you,

THE LADIES HOME JOURNAL

A TYPICAL CREOLE HOME

for instance, 1 am a Catholic, of course—but,”” with a
shrug of the shoulders, perhaps, **I am not strict ;5 or
he may even go so far as to say playfully: *“Oh, T was
raisced Catholic, ves, but now, well) I am depending upon
my women folks to get me into Heaven ™5 and vet, even
as Le speaks, you will obscrve that he will lift his hat as
he passes the church.  More than this, if yvou will go to
his family pew on Easter Sunday you will almost certainly
find him there.  Even if he does not appear on any other
day in the year he will try to be in evidence then.  And
as you see his face vou will know that he realizes that no
flower upon the lilv-covered altar is half so fair or so fit
for the temple’s perfect adorning as his blooming wife and
budding daughters, who sit in line beside him.  If he docs
not think these things he is a dullard—or, maybe, only
half-Creole.  Perhaps his mother was an American, or
Scotch.  And then—? Perhaps he would not think them
becaus: they might not be true.  They would be other
things, other things just as finc and good, no doubt—they
might ¢ven have rare beauty of a different type—but the
Creole woman is a flower.  Sheis a magnolia or a jasmine
—occasionally, a camellia— or, especially when there is a
good warm drop of Spanish blood in her veins, sheis a
red, red rose—-a rose too sweet to pass untouched but for
her perfect dignity and a piquant Zauleunr that is as pro-
tective as any thorn upon a rose’s stem.

Properly speaking, or rather, narrowly speaking, the
Creolc is an American, born of French or Spanish parents,
or of both, and, strictly, both parents should themselves be
forcign-born, but the Creole is often only the great-great-
arandson of a Creole, and some of their families of purest
blood could not reach the mother country without going
back through three or four American-born generations.
The word Creole, used as an adjective, has gradually
come into free use in New Orleans as meaning home-born,
home-made, or ¢ven home-grown—as vegetables, chick-
ens, or even eggs—and the “Creole” article is always
offered at a premium, as being better and fresher than the
imported produce of the markets.

There are several thousand colored people in New
Orleans. T am a despiser of statistics, and pleased to con-
fess that 1 do not know how many there are, but there are
enough of them to count in the census—who will answer
vour English grecting in a sort of so-called **Gombao
I'rench,’” or the pafois that shows the English speech for-
eign to their tongues. They will all hasten to tell you—
and they always tell it with evident pride—'‘Me, I am
Creole, yas!'’ and I am quoting verbatim in giving the fol-
lowing sentence from an old negro’slips: ¢ Oh, yas, ma’am,
I am rais¢ an’ bohn here—I am good Creole!”  And, in
the sense of being through several generations connected
with Creolc families, speaking their language, having been
instructed in their religion and being identified with them
in their lives, their affections and their allegiances, per-
haps they are as much Creole as an alien can become.

I do not know the history of the old pra/ine woman,
but in all probability she is one of the many of her class
who have survived the glory of her ** white people,”” and is,
in consequence, taking her place at doorsteps as a vender
of the confections that she so notably excels in making.
No doubt there are numbers of girls of the Sophie New-
combe College who will be quite unable, when college
life becomes only a memory, to recall many of its sweetest
and most characteristic pictures without yielding to the old
praline woman her humble and patient seat at the outer
gate, or even her more ambitious position upon the lower
step of the main entrance. Even though hers be an unpre-
tending and simple figure, there is in it, quite apparent to
him who looks with open eyes at the picture, a quiet dig-
nity that is equal in its way to that of the stately portal
where she waits. It is the dignity of genuineness. The
old woman represents a #égime that has passed away,
maybe, a system that is dead. But she is in every detail
of her most picturesque personality a true expression of a
past, of which she is confessedly proud—and with some
reason.  To him who knows the signs all this is expressed
in the pose of the woman, as well as in the details of her
most respectable toilette—her trig-starched fignon, her
immaculate apron, her carefully-crocheted zephyr shawl.
These are the old-time belongings of gentility.

Along with the conservatism of the Creole character
there goes a noble patience and a fine forbearance under
misfortunec —an uncomplaining retreat from happy and
prosperous lives to the narrow ways of poverty and pri-
vation that are in themsclves most rare and admirable.
When adversity seeks out our Creole brother he does not
fight it. He accepts it—bravely. He cuts his garment
according to his shrunken bit of cloth, and wears it, heroic-
ally, with a deprecating smile. In nearly all the depart-
ments of woman’s work in the old city may be found
members of some of the proudest of her proud families,
patiently accepting the decree of Fate, and doing her hum-
ble bidding, even though it sometimes be to ‘‘ measure
tape,”’ or even to fit gloves to the hands of the women of
her own class behind shop-counters. This is sometimes
the fate of the Creole gentlewoman in adversity, as it is
with many of our Southern women, for the simple reason
that she finds herself possessed of no available accom-
plishment in line with her tastes and associations ; and, be
it said to her credit, the acceptance of a position of this
kind in nowise detracts from the Creole’s social standing
among her own people.

In the case of a gentle old dame, well known in New
Orleans, we have an example of this kind. Finding her-
self in her old age deprived of her income, the ancient
lady began making orange-peel preserves, pralines and
the various fruit confections that are so popular among
her own townsfolk ; and for years she has herself carried
these wares from house to house among the friends of her
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more prosperous days.  When she is admitted with her
basket of preserves, if it be luncheon-time, she is invited
unannounced to the dining-room.  Her hostess—the well-
bred Creole woman is never ' patron ' to the guest within
her door—rises to greet her with a kiss, and has a chair
placed for her at table by her side. It is typical of the
timidity and sensitiveness of such a woman, perhaps, that
she will never see and build upon her advantage.  She
will continue patiently to gather and cook and peddle her
fruit for a slight profit, and her sleep will be unmarred by
dreams of labilitics or risks. She cuts her garment
according to her cloth. Her American sister, in the same
situation, realizing the desire for a larger garment as a
necessity of her being, struggles for more cloth.  She
pines for the inflated sleeve, which to her seems to mean
success, and according to the degree to which she achieves
this ambition, she confesses herself successful—or the
reverse. The American finds her courage in assuming
the attitude of success—the Creole hers in the more heroie
rple of patient fortitude.  Not that there are wanting on
both sides many notable exceptions to this general rule.
Examples arc not lacking of Creole women who have
distinguished themselves by literary and artistic achieve-
ments. But this fact, and a list of honored names that
might be cited as illustrating it, are too well known for
mention here. There are in New York now several
members of the most conservative old Creole families who
have made brilliant successes in artistic careers, and it is
a notable fact that when a Creole girl makes her way in
the art life she immediately becomes a social factor.
\When she has won recognition for her work she already
has it for herself.  And the reason is not far to see. The
world is usually fin de siocle—pessimism to the contrary
notwithstanding—quite willing to accord a woman what is
hers by right.

This is true, even in New York.,  And when the woman
is preéminently fitted by social grace and charm for a dis-
tinguished position, the world not only hastens to yield
her her place, but in according it, takes off its hat.

" PRALINE WOMAN ""—'* Me, | am Creole, yas!"
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THE WISDOM AND BEAUTY OF REST
By Rose Thorn

ten-minutes-a-day reading, or half-
ieties for improving the mind, how
ake it a point to spend certain
it to improve their nerves and their
h is of vastly more importance
- of what comfort to its possessor,
is the most brilliant mind which
viveo s wewey we w2rvous body? T believe that sheer
weariness causes more trouble in the world than it ever
gets blamed for. A rested person, other things being
right, is a pleasant one; while a tired person, under
whatever other advantageous circumstances, is almost
sure to be cross. Many a family wrangle has started
from a few sharp words caused by overstrained nerves.

It is natural—and perfectly right—for a woman to
always consider her personal appearance of great impor-
tance. That fact should cause the subject of rest to find
favor, as those who are always a little overtired never
look well. Their faces assume a worried, frowning
expression, and wrinkles, gray hairs, dull eyes and sallow
complexion follow in natural succession.

Would you keep your fresh complexions, and plump-
ness, and bright eyes? Then rest!  Rest often, and rest
in the right way. Do not insist that change of occupa-
tion is rest. There is no greater delusion. 1t is nothing
of the kind. It simply varies the kind of fatigue—
adds another different in location. The best rest, the
only real rest, is found in a recumbent position. No
one can stand or sit without holding comparatively taut
some muscles, and the tension tires them, and the nerves
by sympathy. To rest, lie down on something entirely
comfortable, and relax every nerve and muscle as much
as possible. This is not altogether easy to do at first,
but *‘ practice makes perfect.”  The 7est of it is wonder-
ful—in fact, the whole secret of rest lies in the one word :
relaxation. Notice a baby’s, or an animal’s, complete
relaxation while it sleeps.  Five minutes at a time several
times a day—and more if possible—of such rest will
certainly add to length of life and happiness.

Many people think that they cannot afford to lie down
in the daytime, or if they do that they must improve the
time by reading. It is a false idea of an economy of time.
Neither the reading nor the resting is well done; and so
the time spent is practically wasted. But to take little
rests—lying down—does not waste time; it is time in-
vested in a way that pays big dividends. The bright
eyes, and good color, and good temper of a rested person
are to a home worth many times what the sewing, or
embroidering, or crocheting, or even reading accom-
plished in the samc/amount of time, c@uld ever possibly
be worth.




THE EMPRESS OF JAPAN'S CHERRY-BLOOM GARDEN PARTY

THE GARDEN PARTY OF AN EMPRESS
By Mrs. Robert P. Porter

.MOST before the rosy snows of
Mount Fujiyama fairly begin to
melt, and while the cherry buds
are slowly swelling into luscious
pinkness, society in Japan is
thrown into a sort of intermittent
fever. To speak with more ex-
actness, 1 should say that this
refers to that contingent of so-
ciety made up of American and
European travelers, which, in the
sawc UL scielce, arg, lterature, romance, or a passion for
traveling, flocks to the Land of Delight in the early spring.
Scarcely is the blue-gowned locksmith through with the
trunks rusted by long sea voyages, than one becomes aware
of a restlessness and anxious murmur pervading the long
corridors of the Grand Hotel in Yokohama, and finding
expression, as people pass to and from the big dining-room,
In such fragments of conversation as these : *‘If the Em-
peror is well?”  **If the Empress is better?” *‘If the
Crown Prince is convalescent?’’ *“If it does not rain?”’
“If the cherry blossoms are out?”’

It dawns upon the new arrival by degrees that the Im-
perial Garden Party, viven in honor of the blooming of
the cherry trees, is to e held on some day between the
fourteenth and the twenty-fourth of April. Twice a
vear—the second in the chrysanthemum season—these
garden parties are held, and to the fortunate visitor
invited they are the nearest equivalent to the presen-
tations at Court of other nations. No resident forcigne{‘.
no matter what his position in Japan or in his own land, is
invited, and the Ministers of the foreign Legations are only
allowed to request cards for those of thcir compatriots
who have been presented at the Court of their own coun-
try. This restriction in a measure simplifies the duties of
the foreign Ministers, and saves them from the pyramids
of entreaties, requests and appeals that are piled upon the
unfortunate head of the Minister from the United States.
Every traveling American, cheered with the knowledge
that whether he has or has not been presented at the
White House, the result counts for nothing, writes to
request that his or her name may be early on the list which
the Legation sends in due time to the [.ord Chamberlain
of the Japanese Court.

¥
THE TRIBULATIONS OF THE TOILETTE

OR weeks beforehand, then, there was great agitation
in the foreign camp. Polite acknowedgments of the
requests for invitations were received by the applicants,
but no intimation given as to whether their hopes would
be gratified or not. On account of the variability of their
Majesties’ health, the Japanese climate and the coquetry
of the cherry blossoms, which might or might not bloom
on any particular date, the invitations are never issued
until the day before the festivity itself. In consequence of
this the impatient tourists were pinned to the spot in
dread of missing their invitation, if one should come ; for
traveling, excepting in the immediate vicinity, was out of
the question.

. As on all occasions of this sort, the question of toilette,
simple as it may seem, is one that causes no end of tribu-
lation. Both written and unwritten law, as well as paid
newspaper notices, demand that the costume of every
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gentleman shall include a frock coat as well as a high hat.
The frock coat, as a rule, is carried by the traveler.
Rarely, indeed, is the high hat, which is impossible at sea,
ridiculous in a jinrikisha, and always in the way, even in
its own box ; it1s, as a rule, rigidly tabooed by travelers in
the East. The demand for an article so easily obtained at
home gives rise to an amount of trouble hard to imagine.
As to the ladies, the question is less difficult, but in a
sense quite as perplexing.  Residents have a happy way
of saying, *“Oh, you will be all right, just wear what you
would at an afternoon reception at home,”’” with the con-
soling addenda, **Of course, if it should be cold and
damp, you must wear thick things and take your chances
of a shower ; for, blaze or pour, umbrella or parasol must
never be raised in the Imperial presence. If it should be
warm wear your thinnest things, and remember the Em-
press likes the toilettes to be as gay as possible.”
¥
THE ANXIOUSLY-AWAITED BLOSSOMS APPEAR
S THE week of the garden party approached there was
a general exodus to picturesque old Tokyo, and the
bulletins of the Emperor’'s and Empress’ health, and the
condition of the Crown Prince, who had been for some time
ailing, became matters of extreme solicitude. A heavy
rain set in, which threatened to dash the delicate cherry
buds to the ground, and the general expression in the
great dining-room of the Imperial Hotel of the capital was
one of extreme gloom. DBut at last dawned a fair and
brilliant morning. The sun shone warmly on the drip-
ping cherry trees lining the green banks of the broad
river, and bordering the picturesque walks of Uyeno
Park. As the hours wore on a change, soft and subtle,
brought about a really wonderful transformation scene.
The moist flower buds swelled and swelled, growing
pinker with their efforts, until toward night we rested
our delighted eyes on great clouds of rosy bloom
reflected in the waters, and kept in motion by the
caresses of a faint breeze. In the distance the long ave-
nues, blushing into new and exquisite beauty, were filled
with merry throngs, who lost no time in public rejoicing
at the opening of their greatest festivity. The cherry
blossoms were out!

The next night, just before dinner was served, and when
everybody was coming down the broad staircase, casting
furtive glances at the office counters below, they were
rewarded by seeing a pile of huge white envelopes.
addressed in a bold, English hand. Each one inclosed a
large card about a foot long and proportionately wide,
made of the heaviest pasteboard, bordered with golden
cherry blossoms and bearing the Tmperial crest—the six-
teen-leaved chrysanthemum. The invitation was engraved
in Japanese characters, and inclosed with it was a type-
written translation from our lLegation, with an admission
card, and a reminder that guests would not be admitted
to the garden after the Empress had arrived. The trans-
lation read as follows:

Bv command of their Imperial Majesties, the Emperor and
Empress, the Minister of the Imperial Household has the
honor to request the presence of Mr. and Mrs. at the
Cherrv-Bloom Garden Party, to be given at the Hama De-
tached Palace on the 23d inst., at 2:30 P. M.

N. B.—In the event of sickness or public business prevent-
ing attendance, immediate notice of the fact is requested.
Please note further the inclosed directions.

9

WITHIN THE GORGEOUS PALACE GROUNDS

THE twenty-third (the next day) was certainly designed

by Ama-terasu, Goddess of the Sun, for the satisfac-
tion of her sex on ecarth. It was just cool enough to
admit of the handsome wraps and heavier stuffs of a winter
season, but with so radiant a sky that the lighter fabrics
and gay colors of spring were not out of place. About
twelve o'clock, or noon, all Tokyo was in a state of com-
motion. Every wild beast—by which 1 mean the livery
horses of this city, which buck and bite like bronchos—was
brought out, in shining harness. All the equipages from
the Legations and the Court were positively glittering
with new decorations and varnish. The coachmen and
bettos, or running footmen, were in new liveries, and the
long streets leading to the Seashore Palace were lined
with a dense throng of men, women and children.

Before two o'clock the procession of carriages was
bearing guests to the garden party. As we entered the
outskirts of the Palace grounds, the magnificent posses-
sion of the last of the Shoguns, and confiscated by the
Emperor on his restoration in 1868, we miet considerable
squads of the infantry and police, and were received with
the most profound salutations on entering the large outer
court. Carriages were compelled to wait here, and the
guests then walked through the large gates into a garden
as dazzling and curiously beautiful as Nature and Japanese
art together could make it.

At each turn of the broad, graveled path stood
officers of fine address and showy uniform. Their
quick, intelligent eyes flashed a welcome, and their fea-
tures relaxed into something akin to a smile with the
approach of each foreigner. The guests at once, upon
their arrival, formed themselves into animated groups,
under the magnificent trees which grow on the water edge
of the beautiful lake and on the graceful arched bridges
and miniature islands, linked together by flowery walks.
There are no groves nor avenues of cherry blossoms in
these gardens. The trees grow in scattered clumps, but
cven more beautiful to the eye than these were the single
trees, of great size, soft, gray and velvety of bark, with
long, sweeping Dbranches that hung, willow-fashion,
heavily laden with cherry blossoms large as tea roses and
of the purest pink.

¥
PAYING HOMAGE TO HER MAJESTY

T HALF-PAST two o’clock the guests, who had now
assembled to the number of six or seven hundred,
representing every phase of foreign visitor, together with
the Legations, which brought out some exceedingly pretty
and well-gowned women, had all assembled, and, as
requested, formed in line on either side of the broad path
leading from a very beautiful bridge, over which the
Empress was to walk on foot, after entering on the other
side of the Palace gardens. The ladies formed on one side.
the gentlemen on the other. The many brilliant uniforms,
some of them liberally decorated, and the variety of
hues of the ladies’ dresses, with the rich background of
foliage and flowering trees, formed a spectacle that must
have struck even the Imperial eye as dazzling. Presently
the sounds of the National hymn could be heard in the
distance, as it was played by the Royal band, and a few
minutes later, in absolute silence, appeared Mr. Yoshitane
Sannomiya, the Master of Ceremonies, who preceded the
FEmpress and her ladies, partly backing or walking side-
ways with the greatest skill, up the open path. As the
Empress advanced she held herself very erect, and walked
with an ease and grace that were astonishing when one

(CONTINUATION ON PAGE_ 42 OF,THIS ISSUE)
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*XII—THE JUDICIAL DEPARTMENT OF THE GOVERNMENT

dERE are reasons why I make
the Judicial Department the
subject of this paper, rather
than the Legislative, but they
need not be stated. A su-
preme, independent judiciary
1s an indispensable element
of every Government that
engages to protect the prop-
erty rights and liberties of its
citizens; for protection in-
volves ascertainment—a judg-
ment, and a mandate. An
orderly and peaceful com-
munity is impossible without a Court to adjudge the
incvitable disputes between the individuals who compose
it; and to ascertain and punish infractions of the public
peace. These duties cannot be intrusted with any degree
of safety to a foreign tribunal. The Government that
enacts laws must have its own Courts to interpret and
apply them.

The Constitution of the United States is the supreme
law, and every law of Congress, every State Constitution
and every State law must be brought to the test of this
supreme law, and is valid or invalid as it stands, or fails
to stand, that test. The interpretation and enforcement
of the National Constitution and laws could not, for
several obvious reasons, be left to the State Courts.  Uni-
formity of interpretation would be impossible if the
Supreme Appellate Courts of the States could, each for
itself and finally for the people of the particular State, con-
strue the National Constitution and laws. And especially
questions affecting the conflicting powers of a State and
of the National Government could not be left to the deci-
sion of the State Court. If the powers given to the
National Government were to be maintained and uni-
formly and beneficially exercised it was essential that the
final judicial determination of the scope and limits of
these powers should be confided to National Courts. It
would not have done in 1861 to submit the question of
the right of a State to secede from the Union to the
Supreme Court of South Carolina.

¥
THE POWER TO APPOINT COURTS

HE Articles of Confederation gave to Congress the
power to appoint Courts for the trial of piracies and
felonies committed on the high seas, and of appeals in
prize cases; and Congress was made the Court of final
appeal in all disputes between States concerning bound-
aries, jurisdiction and other matters, and of conflicting
claims to lands held or claimed under grants from different
States. This was a very limited and inadequate jurisdic-
tion, and was very feebly exercised. The State Courts
showed little more deference to the Judicial Department
than the State Legislatures did to Congress. A Pennsyl-
vania Court refused to recognize the appellate power in
a prize case, and Congress, recognizing the crude and
inefficient character of the judicial powers of the Con-
federation, sometimes directed FFederal cases to be tried
in the State Courts. The Confederacy had no Court
authorized to construe and enforce the laws, or to punish
offenses other than felonies on the seas. Hamilton
spoke of this as the crowning defect of the Articles of
Confederation.

The framers of the Constitution, instructed by the
deafects of the Articles of Confederation, saw that ques-
tions as to the validity of State laws must arise. Certain
supreme powers were to be given to the United States,
and certain powers prohibited to the States. There must
be a veto power somewhere upon any State laws that
invaded the powers of the United States or used the
powers prohibited to the States. Mr. Madison proposed
that Congress should have the power to veto a State law,
but the Convention was led to a wiser solution of the
difficulty.

To the Supreme Court of the United States, an inde-
pendent judicial tribunal of the highest dignity, removed
as far as men can be removed from the sway of human
passion and prejudices, and placed under the sanction of
the highest obligation that can be imposed upon men to
exercise justice without fear or favor, the safe-keeping
of the ark of our civil covenant was committed. The
power to bring laws to the test of the Constitution is not
limited to the laws of the States, but includes the laws of
Congress. This power must be exercised by some body
or tribunal, if the ‘‘supreme law” is to be supreme.
Gouverneur Morris said : *‘Such power in Judges is dan-
gerous ; but unless it exists somewhere the time employed
in framing a bill of rights and form of Government was
merely thrown away.”

¥
THE HIGHER LAW AND THE LOWER LAW

THE first decision of the Supreme Court holding a law
of Congress to be unconstitutional was given in 1803
(Marbury v. Madison, 1 Cranch, 158), the opinion being
delivered by Chief Justice Marshall. In the course of the
opinion he said: *‘So if alaw be in opposition to the
Constitution ; if both the law and the Constitution apply
to a particular case, so that the Court must cither decide
that case conformably to the law, disregarding the Con-
stitution, or conformably to the Constitution, disregarding
the law, the Court must determine which of these con-

* Previous articles of the series by ex-President Harrison published
in the JourNat: Introductory, December, 189s; ‘“ The Constitution,”
January: ‘“ The Presidential Office,” February; ‘ The Duties of the
President,” March: ‘“ The Enforcement of the Law,” April; ‘“The
Veto and Treaty-Making Powers,” May ; ‘‘ The Pardoning Power and
Impeachment,” June; * The Secretary of State,” July; “ The Sccretary
of the Treasurv,” August; * Three Departments of the Government,”
September; ‘“ The Secretary of the Navy and the Secretary of the
Interior.”” October ; ‘‘Indians, Pensions and Agriculture,”” November,
1896.  The concluding articles in this series of ‘ This Country of Ours”’
will appear in the next two or three issues of the Jourxan. Then will
begin' General Harrison's three supplementary articles descriptive of
life in the White House.

flicting rules governs the case.”” Nothing can be added
to this luminous statement. We have a higher law and a
lower law. When they both apply to a case before the
Court, the higher law must prevail—is the law of the case ;
and the Courts must follow the law. The manner in
which this high power is exercised has greatly tended to
promote its effectiveness and to avoid the irritations that
would otherwise have been excited. The laws of Con-
gress and of the States are not laid before the Supreme
Court to be marked ‘‘Constitutional”” or ‘‘ Unconstitu-
tional,”” as the case may be, and returned to the Legis-
lative bodies. The Court takes no notice of statutes until
they are brought to its attention in a *‘ case ’—a real con-
troversy between persons. It will not answer abstract
questions nor hear ‘‘moot cases.” In 1793 Washington,
being greatly perplexed by some questions of Inter-
national law growing out of the obstreperous conduct of
France, propounded to the Supreme Court twenty-ninc
questions : as to the right of France to fit out vessels of
war in our ports, to set up prize Courts in our territory,
whether free bottoms made free cargoes, etc. The Court
respectfully declined to answer the questions—holding
that it could only give opinions in cases properly brought
before it. In some of the States provision is made for
submitting abstract questions 4o their Supreme Courts.
In the civil crisis that occurred in Maine under Governor
Garcelon this method of getting a judicial expression
was used with good effect, but, on the whole, I think it is
better that all questions requiring a judicial determination
should be brought before the Courts in suits between
individuals.
¥
HOW LAWS ARE INTERPRETED

THE Supreme Appellate Courts of the States exercise the

power to declare acts of the State Legislatures to be
invalid if they conflict with the Constitution of the State.
Under the English Constitution—where an Act of Parlia-
ment is the highest written law—the Courts are not called
upon to decide between an Act of Parliament and a
Constitution. The English Courts, however, must inter-
pret Acts of Parliament when they affect cases before the
Courts. But if a law is interpreted in a sense other than
that intended by Parliament it is in the power of that body
to pass another act that will carry out the original inten-
tion. That may also be done here if the question is only
one of interpretation. But if a law is held by the Supreme
Court to be invalid because it conflicts with the Constitu-
tion Congress is without any further Constitutional power
in the matter. The decision is strictly final only between
the parties to the case in which it was rendered. As to
other persons it is only final in the sense that if they
assert any right under the same statute they may expect
their case to be decided in the same way. But the Consti-
tution has not left the people without an orderly way of
making the Constitution what they desire it to be, if the
Supreme Court should construe it to be something else.
That method is by amendments proposed to the States,
either by a vote of two-thirds of both Houses of Congress,
or by a convention requested by the Legislatures of two-
thirds of the States, and adopted by the Legislatures of
three-fourths of the States, or by conventions in such
States. There is an instance of such a use of the power
of amendment. The Second Section of Article Three of
the Constitution declares that ‘“‘the judicial power shall
extend . . to controversies . . between a
State and citizens of another State.”

In the ‘“Federalist”” Hamilton argued that the juris-
diction thus given did not extend to suits brought by
individuals as plaintiffs against States. But in 1793 the
Supreme Court, in an opinion by Chief Justice Jay, held
that the jurisdiction did extend to such cases, and enter-
tained a suit by one Chisholm, a citizen of South Carolina,
against the State of Georgia, for the recovery of a debt.
Great C{gopular excitement followed the decision, for it
seemed to be in derogation of the sovereignty and dig-
nity of a State that it should be drawn into Court at the
suit of a citizen of another State. Relief was sought and
obtained—not by packing the Court, but by the adoption,
the following year, of the Eleventh Amendment, which
declares that the judicial power ‘‘shall not be con-
strued ’’ to extend to suits by individuals against a State.
In the exercise of this extreme but necessary power to
declare a law of Congress or of a State to be invalid the
Supreme Court has acted with great conservatism, but
also with great courage. The services of that Court,
in defining and defending the National powers, can
hardly be overestimated, and are popularly very much
underestimated.

&
VALUE OF THE NATIONAL JUDICIARY

ASHINGTON has left on record many expressions of
his estimate of the value of the National judiciary
as an clement in our system of Government.

In transmitting his commission as Chief Justice to John
Jay, of New York, he took occasion to say: ‘It gives
me singular pleasure to address you as the head of that
great department which must be considered the keystone
of our political fabric.”

And to James Wilson he wrote: ““Considering the
judicial system as the chief pillar upon which our Govern-
ment must rest I have thought it my duty to nominate for
the high offices in that department such men as I con-
ceived would give dignity and lustre .to our National
character.”

These expressions of Washington are impressive and
ought to be pondered by those who are inclined to
disparage the judiciary, and by those who would destroy
the independence of the Supreme Court by threats of
reconstructing it when their views of Constitutional con-
struction are not followed.

Mr. Webster’s statement that ‘“the Constitution without
it would be no Constitution—the Government no Govern-
ment,”’ is not an overstatement.

December, 1896

A GREAT PROCESSION OF QUESTIONS

MONG the men who framed the National Constitution
there were many of eminent legal ability, and some
who possessed in a high degree the faculty of accurate
expression ; yet from the hour that Government under
the Constitution was instituted until this hour a great pro-
cession of questions as to the meaning of this section or
this phrase of that instrument has been moving into the
Supreme Court room for solution. The door has not yet
closed upon the last of them and probably never will.
These questions relate not only to the text—to the express
powers granted to the National Government—but every
express power may carry one or many incidental powers—
that is, powers necessary to carry into effect the express
or specific power. The power or direction to do a partic-
ular thing implies the power or direction to do all other
things that must be done to execute the power or carry
out the direction. To the lay mind it may seem to be
. puzzling and not a little discouraging that a century has
not sufhiced to interpret the Constitution ; but the expla-
nation is largely in the fact that Constitutional provisions
are general and not particular, and the Court is required
constantly to apply them to particulars and to new condi-
tions. What does the Inter-State commerce clause mean
as applied to railroads and the telegraph—things the
writer of that clause never dreamed of? How are the
limitations of the Constitution to be applied to a state of
civil war? How is the guarantee of a republican form of
Government to the States to be made good in the case of
an attempted secession? Is an Executive Proclamation
effective to emancipate the slaves in time of civil war? It
would not have been safe to try to be specific, even if all
these things could have been anticipated by the Con-
stitutional Convention. And it may be if every future
application of the general propositions adopted had been
foreseen that some of the most important of them would
. have been negatived.

¥
THE GENERAL PRINCIPLES OF THE CONSTITUTION

HE makers of our Constitution, instructed by the
experience of the Colonies, by the State Constitutions
already adopted, and by earlier lessons from British
history, found an easy agreement upon the general princi-
ple that the judicial power of the United States should be
vested in a separate and independent department. The
division of powers will be made plainer by bringing
together the opening sentences of the first three Articles
of the Constitution :

‘“Article 1. All Legislative powers herein granted shall be
vested in a Congress of the United States.”

‘“ Article 2. The Executive power shall be vested in a Pres-
ident of the United States of America.”

‘“Article 3. The Judicial power of the United States shall
be vested in one Supreme Court and in such inferior Courts
as the Congress may from time to time ordain and establish.”’

Upon this threefold frame the other provisions of the
Constitution are hung. The limitations upon the powers
of the United States Courts will be more clearly under-
stood if what has been before said in another connection
is recalled here—namely, that the powers of Government
in this country are divided between the Nation and the
States upon the principle that certain powers are set off to
the United States, and all other powers, save a few that
are prohibited, are retained by the States. The Consti-
tution enumerates the powers which the people have
given to the Nation. ‘The Judicial power of the United
States ”’ is, therefore, such power of a judicial nature as
the Constitution gives to the United States—no more.
The residue of the judicial power the people have
reserved in the grant to the United States, and have
given the whole, or such part of this reserved power as
pleased them, to the State Courts.

¥
WHAT A SUPREME COURT DECISION MEANS

BUT as to the subjects or cases given to be judged by
the United States Courts the power is complete and
supreme, and carries, as the Legislative grant does, the
necessary incidental powers. The decision of the
Supreme Court of the United States in any case of which
it has jurisdiction is final ; and the question whether it has
jurisdiction of the case it must, of course, settle for itself.
No other Court can intercept its mandates. The final
interpretation of the Constitution of the United States as
applied to the question of the Court’s jurisdiction to
receive a case, as well as to the principles upon which the
case is"to be judged, is, and must in the nature of things
be, with the Supreme Court of the United States. A
power in a State Court to determine finally a question of
the construction of the Constitution of the United States,
as affecting the jurisdiction of the United States Courts,
would subordinate and practically destroy the Federal
judiciary.

The grant of the power to hear and determine suits
involving specific subjects, or between particular persons,
carries the power to determine whether those subjects are
involved in the case presented, and whether the parties
are of the classes described. It is expressly written that
‘“‘the Judges in every State’’ shall be bound by the Con-
stitution and the laws made in pursuance of it, ‘‘anything
in the Constitution or laws of any State to the contrary
notwithstanding.”” Briefly and generally, then, this is the
“Judicial power of the United States’—to hear and
determine finally such cases, and only such, as the Con-
stitution commits to the Courts of the United States, and,
ex necessitate, to decide whether cach case as it is pre-
sented is within the grant of judicial power.

Political questions are left by the Constitution to the
political departments—namely, the Congress and the Pres-
ident; and the Supreme Court will not consider them.
Chief Justice Marshall said: ‘Questions in their nature
political, or which are by the Constitution and laws sub-
mitted to the Executive, can never be made in this Court.”’
Political questions are such as the recognition of the sov-
ereignty of another nation and of its territorial limits, the
recognition by Congress of a particular organization as the
true Government of a State, the determination by the Pres-
ident when called upon to aid in suppressing a domestic
insurrection in a State, as to which is the lawful Govern-
ment, etc.

EpITor’s NoTE—In the next (January) JOURNAL General Harrison
will conclude his treatment of the Judicial Department by pointing
out how the Court$ are constituted, their jurisdictions, the lines that
separate them, and the men who preside over them. He will then tell
the interesting story of ““How Congress Works and Legislates,” and
reach the conclusion of/the present scries. The ex-President’s articles,
descriptive, of life in the White ' House, will immediately follow. These
will be(illustrated with special vicws of thegExecutive Mansion, made
for these articles.
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THE BURGLAR WHO MOVED PARADISE

Dramatis Persona of ©* An Old Maid's Pavadise™
Scene—Fairharbor, a town on the Massachusetts Coast

Hero . A Cottage
Heroine . Corona

¢ (Owner of the Cotlage)
Maid to Corona . Puelvir
Brother to Corona . - I'om
Sister-in-law to Corona . . Coe . . Susy
NiccetoCorona. . . . . . . . . . . . Ababy
. Mary
Friends to Corona . 2ffic
A Builder Mr. Timbers
Boy to Corona Zero
A Dog Matthew Launcelot
A Horse Lady of Shalott
Neighbors

Sub-hero A Widower

T MAY be remembered by
a few of my friendly
readers that | had, some

years ago, the pleasure of
recording for them the ex-
periences of an old maid
who built a matched board
cottage at the seaside; and
with various episodes more
or less interesting to her
friends, but all of them
absorbing to her, lived in
it happily ever after. The
adventures of Corona, of
Puelvir her maid, of the
Raspberry Man, who
wooed Puelvir unsuccess-
fully and married a widow
with four; of a boy, a dog,
a horse and a burglar, all
of them closely intertwined
with Corona’s history, were
conscientiously related, and
have been amiably consid-
ered by a too generous
public.

As the volumes to which
I allude are no longer re-
cent publications it may be
prudent to recall more
minutely that Corona had
been robbed of a five-hun-
dred-dollar bond, and that
in the early autumn follow-
inz this incident, while she
sat calculating the costs of
her non-recovery, (it
amounted, [ remember, to
four hundred and eighty-
two dollars and thirty-six
and a half cents,) a gentle-
man had arrived unexpect-
edly at the Old Maid's Par-
adise. He was a widower
and an old acquaintance,
and he helped Coront do
the sum about the detect-
ves. It was  September,
and the glory of that which
1s 1rrevocably passing away
was on the sea and on the
harbor shore. Corona and
the widower sat together
and talked of friendship
and the present very pret-
tily. Corona declined to
discuss either the past or
the future.

Her biographer, indeed,
raised the question, ** Had
the most dangerous burglar
of all climbed up to Para-
dise?” But the query was
never answered. It has
often been my wish, and at
times my intention, to reply
to this question myself by
further annals of the history
of Paradise. Having been
unable to carry out this de-
sign I am happy to give
way to another plan and
pen. To the following
sympathetic effort to repre-
sent the burglar in Para-
dise, I offer my heartiest
good will, asking of my
readers of an earlier time
only that they extend to .
this little story the same kindness of heart which once
they offered to mine.

DHAWN BY W. L. TAYLO]

ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS.

AUTHOR’S PREFACE

THE following narrative, it is needless to say, is entirely

from the man's point of view. It may be the fact
that the woman sees only the heraldic colors, and the man
the marshaling of arms upon the shicld. From a fem-
inine standpoint it is to be expected that the *“ Sub-hero ™
should be of the masculine denomination. But a man is
not to be eternally snubbed. And so, by the privilege of
being the last writer on the subject, I have seen to it that
the ‘“sub’’ plays the principal part to the heroine.

A house makes a very good hero for an ** old maid " to
beguile an audience with. But we are sure that if we
promote the man and degrade the dwelling to its proper
place in the dramatis persona, and drop the “* old maid,”’
the play will have truer proportions and move from scene
to scene with more heroic satisfaction.

HERBERT D). \WaRrD.

CHAPTER |—THE WIDOWER

ALTHOUGH there has been no evidence of the fact up to

the time of this writing, nevertheless the widower
had a name. \Why there should have been any mystery
about it is hard to explain. Perhaps an exaggerated
feminine delicacy forbade its being published. Perhaps
that spirit of aggravation, which might be called the
stimulator of curiosity and which belongs peculiarly to
the gentler sex, prompted its suppression.

For the widower’s name was neither uncomfortably
suggestive, like Washington Sudds, Esq., or Mr. Wiley
T. Rickey, nor was it aristocratic like Reginald Guelph
de Somerset. On the other hand it was not elemental
like Smith nor rare like Toxteth. Suffice it to say that

‘*Hold on tight miss! Don't let your cable slip or ye'll be swamped sure’’

the widower was a man of the better classes of intelligence
and means.  His name (why juggle with the subject any
longer?) was Alexander Hensleigh. The pedigree of
Alexander is not difficult to trace; but his patronymic
had descended to him through English, and after thesc
through Nova Scotian ancestors until, like all of the best
things, the name and the race had become bone of our
Republic.

It was March, and all that the third month of the year
implies to the city of Boston. There had been a storm
atsea and a blizzard on land. Vesscls had been driven
on shore; cars had been blockaded in the streets. It
was the third day of the storm, and the old Eastqrn Depot
congealed under a draught, the quality of which could
not have been produced without the boundaries of New
England.

The 10:45 Fairharbor train was waiting on the track.
The engine was just backing to make the connection, and
it was within two or three minutes of the starting time.
A tall gentleman with fur cap and ulster, black beard
inclining to gray, and cager cves, paced the platform
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nervously.  He had just run through the whole train for
the third time, staring cach of the lady passengers almost
out of countenance. He was now engaged in consulting
the station clock and now in glaring at the gateway.
When he did not bite his mustache he made no pretense
of disguising his disappointment.  He scowled at every
one who was unfortunate enough to cross his line of vision.

There was hardly a minute left.  The conductor with
the white mustache, whom all the Fairharbor people knew
with a more or less degree of train intimacy, stood ready,
watch in hand. The engine wheezed impatiently.

**All aboard ! shouted the conductor.

At that moment a tall figure walked through the gate.
It did not hurry. It glided composedly along until it
reached the rear car of the train.  The conductor tipped
his hat and smiled a welcome, for he recognized a favorite
summer passenger. He helped the lady up and then
lifted his hand. "The engineer opened the throttle slowly.

There was one vacant seat and Corona dropped into it.
Corona was a striking-looking woman. She was a strong,
mobile blonde, with chestnut hair, and a firm mouth that
looked a little severe in repose, and that curved and fasci-
nated when in action.  Her eyes could be as cold as a
tempered blade or as affcctionate as a violet, according
to her mood.  Corona was tall and trig.  She was highly
bred in every movement. perhaps too reserved to suit a
chance acquaintance.  But the old friend might once in a
while catch a gleam of forget-me-not m her eyes, a flush
of fidelity in her cheeks, a rose of passion in her lips, a
constancy that illumined
her whole countenance,
which proclaimed, in spite
of her New EFngland bear-
ing, the woman for whose
attainment a man might
well spend his life.

New England women
have been much misunder-
stood and carelessly called
sclf-sufficient.  But their
manner is only a matter of
indirect radiation. It is
healthier because it is so.
What manner of house-
holder is he who wants
the furnace continually on
draught, blistering the pure
atmosphere of the home, or
of the hearth?  Corona had
enough warmth in her for
those she loved, and for the
one elect who should dis-
cover her to herself and to
him, even though she did
look a little unapproachable
in her present attitude.

During the winter Corona
lived in one of the Boston
suburbs with Tom, her
brother, and Susy, her
sister-in-law. Tom and
Susy had a baby, and some-
thing was always the mat-
ter with the baby. This
time it was deferentially
called bad dreams. No
one had slept the night be-
fore, and Corona had to
take the carly train with
Tom in order to be driven
to their little station. This
morning Tom was late and
Corona had almost missed
her Fairharbor train. As
she looked out of the win-
dow she gave the impres-
sion of being absorbed by
cternal verities.  One would
have thought that she was
analyzing the last novel by
Tolstoi, with its unquestion-
able moral aim, and its
questionable immoral char-
acters, or that she was
wondering whether the time
had come for the organiza-
tion of a society for the
propagation of Buddhism on
Beacon Street. But Corona
had a sane mind. It was
occupied with nothing less
than the circumstance that
her summer house was
leaking.

Zero had leisurely written
her about it the week after
he had found it out. Zero
was Corona’s boy-of-all-
laziness, one of the most
important members of her
summer Paradise, the cur-
rier of her horse and favors.
an institution for the ab-
sorption of extra doughnuts
and uneaten desserts, a part
of her sea life, and as
necessary as the stove in
the kitchen or the rocks
And Zero kept the keys of Paradise in

-

upon the beach.
winter.

Corona proceeded now to draw forth from her muff
this boy’s letter, and to meditate further upon the humid
problems which dampen every owner and builder of his
own house at some time or other in his ardent career.
Corona had put off her regular midwinter trip to Iair-
harbor on account of the baby. But a leak was different.
Baby or no baby a leak must be mended or patched or
darned. This was Corona’s first own leak, and she was
wondering what ought to be done under the circum-
stances. So she had telegraphed Mr. Timbers to meet
her at Paradise at half-past twelve. Mr. Timbers was the
builder of the Old Maid’s Paradise. And she had tele-
graphed Zero to harness up the I.ady and meet her when
the train came in. The lady of Shalott was Corona's
horse. Unlike her mistress the horse was not a summer
guest.  She stayed among the winter people in Zero's care.
But all Corona’s calculations stopped jith telegrams.
She looked from the letter tothe snow outside, awaiting
a practical inspiration., Shelwished=—she wished
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‘“Is this scat engaged? May I? May I, Corona?”

She started at the familiar voice and glanced around,
and up. A tall man devoured the face, now flushed out
of its serenity, and looked down. It was a year ago last
fall since he had bade her good-by on the porch of her
own house by the September sea. Not for a moment
since had the picture which her last. attitude had etched
upon his heart faded from his imagination.

“May [?” he repcated gently. - She saw that his lips
quivered, and a great wave of pity for him obscured, in
spite of herself, her startled eyes. She moved closer to
the window and automatically held out her hand.

* Where—where do you come from?  You man, you?”

Alexander Hensleigh took his seat and took her hand
and laughed softly, with the content of a successful hunter.
The dream of cighteen months—the dream to be near
her, to touch her hand, to watch her face, to hear her
voice, to be warmed by her smile—had now come to pass.
Only he who has loved in doubt and distance can under-
stand the bitterness, the happiness, the uncertainty, the
hope of such long waiting. A hundred times a day he
knew that he would never see her again, and that either
he or she would die, and that such bliss as only she might
bestow could never be for him. And as many times he
knew that he should see her, and he felt that the one
desire of his heart must be the logical earnest of its
fulfillment.

Thus two people meet in a crowd. To the passenger
across the aisle, if he notices them at all, the two are like
cinders that have accidentally touched in a draught. But
only they know that an epoch, as important to them as the
creation, has overtaken their lives. Corona looked at her
old friend with a mixture of resentment and admiration for
the masterfulness by which she had been entrapped.

“I wrote you,”” he said quietly, ‘“‘about three weeks
ago, to expect me.”’

“I didn’t getit.”

“ Your brother told me this morning that he had a letter
for you somewhere. I remember he smiled in a peculiar
way.”’

“I'll never trust Tom as long as I live again with my
mail !

‘1 hope you never will have to,”” Hensleigh insinuated
gently. “I have brought it myself.” He took the letter
out of his overcoat pocket, showed her the address and
then put it back. :

“So Tom told you that I was to be on this train?”
Corona tapped her finger on the back of her hand. ‘1
see it all. It’s a conspiracy. 1 hope you feel satisfied
with this underhand performance!” she flashed in her
old way. ‘‘Besides, I'll take my letter.”

‘1 certainly do. No, you won’t.”” This was spoken
with a quiet assurance that startled Corona more than
anything else could have done. She glanced up at his
face hurriedly. She read there the calm expression of
one who was master of the situation. She felt like crying
out aloud in protest. But those lips that had now become
firm, those insistent eycs told her that the time had come
at last when she could no more escape him than a bird
can escape from a locked cage. And she respected him,
womanlike, all the more for it.

Alexander Hensleigh settled back in his seat comforta-
bly. For a man who had finally severed every strand that
bound him to his past life, and to whom this moment was
as important as the sun after a week’s tempest is to the
driven ship, he certainly exhibited few signs of anxiety.
Many months of self-distrust had been succeeded by a
kind of exaltation as the woman beside him stepped upon
the train.

He took Zero’s letter from her fingers exactly as if he
ownad her, and as if he were not guilty of unpardonable
impertinence. This she helplessly allowed.

“It is from Zero. You can read it,”’ she said. She
caught her breath, wondering what was coming next. Of
what audacity was this widower not capable? He opened
the letter and read as follows. The letter was written on
a soiled half of a store sheet of paper ruled blue :

“miss Koronoh: i want to tell you that yure Hous is leekin
badly in the Pallor. You kin almost Katch cunners There.
i Think you ort to Sea about it. No one hez broke in yet.

‘““Your Obedyuntly, ZERO.”

They both laughed and their eyes met merrily.

“It is so good to laugh,” he said, ‘‘and I thank God
that neither Matthew launcelot nor Puelvir is here to
matronize you this time. I want you all to myself for
once in my life.”

“You'll find Zero at the other end,” she suggested
demurelv. ““I’ve built a kitchen since you were at Para-
dise,” she added, with the charming irrelevance of a
woman who will go to any length to change the subject.

“ Ah!” replied Hensleigh without enthusiasm.

““Yes, a brand-new kitchen with a room on top for
Puclvir. She calls it her house; she moved in those

maroon and indigo curtains of hers before the carpenters -

were out—it’s perfectly delightful. The old kitchen is
the dining-room now, and there’s a lovely storeroom.
You can’t think how happy she is ! ”

“Really? I'm glad Puelvir is happy,” answered
Hensleigh with dark significance. ‘‘Here’s Zero’s letter,”’
he continued in an anxious and aimless tone.

Their hands touched as he gave her the letter back.
She did not immediately withdraw her fingers as they
were hidden under her muff. Strange how lonely and
helpless she felt when she stepped aboard that train!
Life was as bleak as the sky to her then. Now summer
seemed suddenly to have sprung into existence. Indeed,
at that moment the sun blazed out for the first time after
these many terrible days of storm.

As usual, on the Fairharbor branch, the car was full.
The conductor with the white mustache took up their
tickets, and after a pleasant word passed on. The
marshes of Lynn, hidden by snow and ice, began to
glitter in the new sun. Even the bay beyond assumed
an air of cheerfulness entirely inconsistent with the tem-
pestuous month. Hensleigh leaned over to pull the
shade down in order to shut out the reflection of the
lizht, the more glaring because the more unexpected.
But Corona shook her head and looked out dreamily.

Then the man bent close to her and their faces were
both lighted by the sun. He whispered. and the rumble
of the train drowned the sound of his voice to every other
ear but hers :

‘“ You know, Corona, why I have come.”

“Why? HowshouldI? Why? She made a desperate
effort to look unconscious, but her risen color belied her
affectation. This sign of weakness made her angry with
herself and then with him.

“I have loved you too long, Corona, for you not to
know it.”’
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‘I suppose that is the reason you left me sixteen years
ago.” )

**Now, now, Corona, don't let us quarrel! Time is
too precious. We are too old.”

**Speak for yourself, sir!”’ frigidly.

‘I didn’t mean that.  You know I didn't—I meant——"

“I'm afraid it's no use, Mr. Hensleigh, we always did
quarrel, and we always shall. Do you think you can
neglect a woman for the best part of her life—marry
somebody else—and then come back, swear eternal love,
and expect her to fall into your arms like a pet poodle?
The East and the West are different, sir.”” She brought
the shade down sharply to hide her emotion.

By this time all the confidence of the few moments ago
had died out of the man’s heart. He bent his head and
bit his lips to control his words. As he was silent longer
than she expected—for one side of a quarrel isn’t much
fun, even at the rate of thirty miles an hour—Corona
glanced at him with that intuitive sideways motion that
makes even the most commonplace of women mysterious
to masculine minds. She saw her old friend’s dejection,
and she pitied him for the second time.

‘I have given up everything, Corona,’”’ he began again
gravely. ‘I have sold my house, disposed of my busi-
ness and have come East to stay—to stay, Corona, forever
with you—if you will have me, dear.”

It was now her turn to be silent. This was a devotion
that she could not taunt.

‘“‘Let me think,”” she said, with a swift glance of con-
fidence that made a man of him again. ‘‘ Ask me later—
ah, there’s the sea. How beautiful! How happy!”’

‘““Here you are, Miss Corona. Take you right over!”’
The pilot of the Fairharbor stage jumped forward as
Corona stepped out. The air was salt and cold, but how
fresh and pure! Nobody noticed her companion, but
Corona, as he helped her off the car, had leaned upon
his arm more heavily than one would expect a hearty,
modern woman to do. She had also given him a look of
gratitude, so swift that not even the stage-driver had
noticed it. The snov’ was heaped high around the station.

‘“Take you over safe as a dory on a float! Got new
runners on this morning. This is the worst we ever hed.
Snow draws three feet everywhere on a level,” insisted
the driver affably.

‘“ My own carriage is here to meet me.”” Corona spoke
with the dignity that only a horse-holder can assume.
‘‘Zero is here to meet me.”’

‘““He! he!!he!!!” irreverently snickered the driver.
‘“Isn’t Zero here as I telegraphed?’’ Corona asked
hastily.

‘“ He's there, all right, on the other side, but—he ! he!!
he!!!”

Corona motioned to her companion as she hurried over.
It was true, there was her faithful Zero—a boy of about
fifteen—standing up to his hips in snow at the head of a
prancing, snorting, kicking horse. Apparently the Lady
of Shalott was doing the best she could to stand on her
head. In the pursuance of this noble effort she had
floundered into a six-foot drift and was rapidly drawing
the boy out of sight. And behind that horse was a buggy.

“Why, Zero!” exclaimed the proprietor of the outfit.

‘““Hay?"’ spluttered Zero blankly.

““Oh, | forgot,” said Corona, ‘‘the boy is as deaf as a
bowlder, and I forget it every spring.”’

“I’'m dum glad ye’ve come, miss,”’ said the hapless
boy bobbing the snow out of his eyes. ‘I thought ye
hedn’t come and wuz wonderin’ how to get in. I've hed
one policeman and three men holdin’ of this hoss, and
bin two hours gettin’ here. It wuz orfurl! Whoa there!
Whoa !

‘“ But, Zero, why didn’t you put her into a sleigh?”’

[ ]_Ia ? »

“Sleigh! Sleigh!”’

“Way?” asked Zero intelligently.
walk her all the way.”

The engine at this crisis let off steam, and the boy lost
his footing as the Lady dashed deeper into the drift.
One degree of angle more and the buggy would have
been capsized.

“No, sleigh!”

“You didn’t say nothin’ about sleigh. You said to
bring down yer team, and here she is, the hull of it, and
I got all I want of it, you kin betch-yer life on that.”
The tears began to come to the desperate boy’s eyes.

¢ Zero, I am surprised——"’

“Wise?” said Zero. “I ain’t so wise as you be. Me
an’ the Lady are both blarsted fools to be here anyhow.”’

““Dear me!” said Corona, ‘‘the boy is growing up.
He is learning to swear.” When she had left last fall
Zero was as mild as a clam.

By this time the buggy would have collapsed had not
the widower plunged and held it by the top hinges.

“Y kin hold on jest about one more minnit with that
dum’d engine puftin’ so!”’ interjected Zero.

But Hensleigh had already jumped into the buggy on
the windward side and held the reins with a practiced
hand. ¢ D’ll take the horse around to the stable and you
start on in the coach. You'll take us up on the way.
This isn’t safe for you. Hurry up! Getin, Zero!”

“Then it isn’t safe for you,” pleaded Corona, with a
quiver in her voice.

““Oh, yes, it is, the snow is too deep to hurt, anyway.”
But he was glad she was troubled about him.

There was a scramble as the boy shot in as from a
catapult. There was a prancing and then a dash forward.
The buggy lurched, and Corona gave a low cry of fright.
But pretty soon the horse, finding its master, settled down
to a less dramatic coup de pied. As Corona turned to the
Fairharbor coach, now low on its unaccustomed runners,
it occurred to her that Alexander Hensleigh was just the
kind of a man she needed to take care of her.

Mr. Timbers, clad in a tremendous ulster, was stamp-
ing his feet impatiently on the porch of the Old Maid’s
Paradise. The long, easterly swell leaped rhythmically
upon the frosted rocks, lapping the snow higher and
higher with the tide. At last the stage struggled off the
traveled road into the little arc that bounded Corona’s
cottage. She had left the downs past their autumn bril-
liancy and soberly taking on their Turkish coloring, and
now they were clothed like a bride in dazzling white.

Zero gave a whoop and landed up to his waist. Mr.
Hensleigh drew breath and followed. Mr. Timbers
greeted the lady of the house with a curve on his lips as
dry as a pine shaving.

“Hev ye got the key?” Like most Fairharbor men
Mr. Timbers spoke very loud.

““I hev, you bet,’’ said Zero proudly.

“Yes, I hed to
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“I guess we’d better carry her in; she’d flounder,”
suggested the driver. He threw the reins over the horses’
backs and stepped off.

*“I have always waded through my own drifts,” said
Corona proudly.

No one of the three men paid the least attention to her
remark. At a word from the driver Mr. Hensleigh
stepped forward. The two men picked the woman up.
The gentleman’s jaw was closed in determination. In
the meanwhile Zero and the builder had gone around and
unlocked the back door. Mr. Hensleigh did not dare to
look at Corona while she put, according to the necessity
of the circumstances, her left arm about his neck. But
the driver had no such delicacy, for he said :

‘“Hold on tight, miss! Don’t let your cable slip or
ye'll be swamped sure.”

Obedient to her orders, her left arm increased its
pressure, and the widower wondered if her heart beat as
violently as his.

*The bright day from the front and back doors met in
the dining-room. The house was boarded with heavy
shutters, and, except for this one avenue of light, was a
cavern of Dblackness. The cottage, that was as dainty
as a lady’s work-basket in summer, looked like a dry
goods box in winter.

“Ye can’t go no further,”’ said Zero at the threshold of
the little dining-room. ‘‘It’s up to the rail here.”” But
Mr. Timbers, the builder, swished into the parlor, relying
on his rubber boots. Zero hopped after. The driver
went back to blanket his horses, and, being well brought
up, shut the back door after him. Behind Corona and
her lover was a throat of blackness. They seemed to be
swallowed up. Before them the front door, opening
directly into the parlor, cast a vivid light. The winter
sea looked in strangely. The two stood together in the
doorway of the dining-room and peered about. The
builder and Zero were busily looking around the parlor
for leaks. Their heads were turned. Hensleigh was not
slow to perceive this. Unconsciously, or perhaps with
tenderness prepense, the visitor drew the mistress of the
house toward him ; while she, in despair over what seemed
to her the utter ruin and desolation of her house, suffered
his sympathetic caress.

The builder gave a low whistle. ‘It leaked in over
them winders and down the chimbley. I guess I'll hev
to tear out them frames. I wasn’t calculating on no sich
hurricane as this.”

‘“Why doesn’t it drain through?” asked Corona,
dabbling with the tip of her rubber on the flood that cov-
ered the parlor floor. Happily, her straw matting had
been taken up when the house was closed.

“This flooring is as tight as if it was calked,” replied
the builder proudly. It seemed to him as if it were a
Ereat point, that, having taken in water, the house should

old it.

“You scem to have been calculating on its raining
from below,” said Hensleigh dryly, ‘ or perhaps you
expected a tidal wave. Why can’t you putty up the
seams and put a double coat of paint over? That ought
to last and prevent any more leaks,”’ he continued.

‘““Thet ain’t a bad idea. Let me go out and see.”
The builder went out on the piazza. Of course, Zero
followed. What boy wouldn’t tag after a mechanic?

The two were left alone for the first time. Corona
thought how clever he was to suggest the putty. But he
thought, ‘‘now or never.”

This time he asked no questions.
woman in his arms.

‘“It's no use, Corona,” he whispered.
[ can’t wait.”

‘“But Zero!’’ she fluttered.

Now when a woman thinks more about what people
will say than about her own feelings a man may know
that she is not unwilling.

‘It sha’n’t be called ‘Old Maid’s Paradise’ any longer
if 1 can help it,” he insisted. ‘‘When shall we change
the name, dear?”’

‘““Not yet. Oh, Alec, not yet, dear!”

‘“Shall it be the middle of June? Quick!”’
was the munching of feet on the furry snow.

“Quick! They are coming!”’

‘““Alec! Don’t—yes, then—yes!”’

It was all over in that moment. Mr. Timbers returned,
tramping heavily. Zero followed, swishing over the wet
floor like a school of herring.

The woman, as is usual in an embarrassing position,
was the first to recover her self-possession.

“I’ll leave the whole thing to you, Mr. Timbers. Do
as you please. My rubber leaks and I'll have to get out
of this.”

“If ye'd said that before ye might have saved yer car-
fare,”’ grunted Mr. Timbers.

‘“Yes, I might, but if 1 had—" The lady did not
finish her sentence.

He simply took the

“I love you so

There

(CONTINUATION IN JANUARY JOURNAL)

$* 3
A “POSTSCRIPT” FROM MRS. WHITNEY

IT IS an established principle that a woman’s letter is

incomplete without a postscript. T am being made to
realize what I have left undone, and the consequences I
have incurred by sending out ten letters in print without
an addendum to a single one. Scores of girls are writing
to me for individual postscripts : advice, detailed instruc-
tion as to what to do, how to begin, and where to look
for opportunity. This opens up an immense business for
one whose hand and brain demand some rest from long-
continued labor, and I am obliged to try if one inclusive,
kindly paragraph may not do for all.

Let me ask you, dear girl friends, to perceive that in
offering such thought and sympathy as I could to younger
women it was a necessity that I should do so in a general
way : treating matters of interest upon general principles,
and leaving each reader to make separate application for
herself. To follow up with personal counsel, information,
assistance, without the needful, intimate personal knowl-
edge, is an impossibility ; and to attain this knowledge by
particular correspondence all over the country is—if such
comparative expression may be allowed—yet more
impossible. So with the assurance that every appreciative
response to the little T have written, in a true womanly
interest, is very gratefully and gladly received, ] must beg
vou to release my conscience from the practical responsi-
bility of your several lives, and to believe me no less
earnestly and truly th¢ friend-of every ane of.you.

ADELINE.D. T. WHITNEY.
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THE STORY OF MY LIFE*
By Rosa Bonheur

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM HERETOFORE UNPUBLISHED SKETCHES AND PHOTOGRAPHS

SCENES SHOWING ROSA BONHEUR IN HER DAILY LIFE, AT HER HOME

FIRST saw the light in the Rue Ste. Catherine, at
¢ Bordeaux, on the sixteenth of March, 1822. 1
was the cldest of four children. My father was
not more than twenty-two when I was born; he
taught drawing for a livelihood. We lived with my
maternal grandparents, *‘ 72pé’’ and ‘‘ Mémé”’ as one
says in the province of Bordeaux. Every Sunday we all
went together to dine in some rustic spot outside of town.
Our most intimate friends during those years were the
Figueras and the Silvelas. \We met at these friends’
houses a great many foreigners and artists. 1 still
remember the poet Moratin, who used to call me his
‘“‘pretty little
dum[‘"“” ”
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FIRST SKETCH OF THE FAMOUS ' HORSE FAIR"

left Bordeaux to live in Paris, strongly advised my father
to join them, urging that he could better his position, as
work would be easier to procure in the French capital.
Our departure was decided upon. Poor  Pépé’’ was
too old to go with us, but **A%mé’’ made up her mind to
come. [t was heartbreaking to leave the poor old grand-
father. [Finally one evening we got in the diligence,
which took two days and three nights to reach Paris.
The Silvelas kept a boarding-school.  The larger number
of their pupils were young Spaniards and South Americans,
and children from the colonies. Through M. Silvela’s
influence my father soon found employment. M. Geoffroy

* Translated from the French.
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and other playthings for children.
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the Rue des Tournelles in an old house dating from
A vast stone stairway led to
It was so gloomy that 1 was afraid
go upstairs alone, cspecially as an undertaker lived
The wife of the undertaker made shuttlecocks
The skin she used for

the shuttlecocks she bought from Mme. Micas, who had

al

of the Place Royale.

ittle daughter whom 1 had already mct in the garden
There we often saw a pale-faced

little girl wearing the most comical of little bonnets and

a green shade over her eyes.

\We, heartless children of

the Antin Institute, laughed at her pinched and puny

aspect. To think that this little girl was Nathalie Micas,

who later was my most valued and best-beloved friend !
We did not remain very long in the Rue des Tournelles

—a

de

de St. Hilaire, the celebrated scientist, engaged him to

design plates for his natural history.

Besides he gave

drawing lessons in several families who held him in high —

esteem.

Our first home in Paris was in the Rue St. Antoine.
Our apartment was above a bathing establishment, and it

exists to-day. 1 still see in my mind’s eye the
pork butcher opposite our windows. He had
forasign a wild boar carved in wood and painted.
It was my delight to go and caress that unfortu-
nate animal. The first days of our new life were
very hard. Paris was depressing, even the bread
’ seemed to me ullpalatal;l‘e
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few months only—and then we moved to the Place
la Bastille. Here our sojourn was short, and, like the

1e nomads we had become, next found oursclves domi-

ed in the Rue Taitbout.

2,

It was about the time that the

ories of St. Simon flourished. My father, a very

pressionable and warm-hearted nature, readily gave
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a

class of boys with my Dbrothers, Auguste and
Isidore. I was not the least abashed to have
only boys as playmates during the hours of
recess, which we spent in the garden of the Place

tha

which I cannot think without emotion.
creature was dear Mme. Brisson.

support to the sect. Ile was one of the first followers
Father Enfantin (himself the successor of St. Siman,
founder), and did not hesitate to leave us to take up his
abode with the brotherhood at Ménilmontant. Every
Sunday we went there to make him a visit.  The boy's
in the street used to laugh at my St. Simon cap with
its tassel dangling on one side’; some even threw
stones at me. [ became acquainted with the children
of the Pereires, the Talabots and several others whosc
fathers, like mine, had enlisted under the banner of
the new humanitarian religion.

In 1835 my poor, dear mother died, and I can sav
that her death has been the greatest sorrow of my life.
After that my aunt took charge of me and placed me
to board with one of her old friends, Mme. Pélerin,
who lived in the Allée des Veuves near the Champs
Elysées.  But I could not endure the separation from
my people, and father had to take me with him, for
he had left Ménilmontant and was living on the Quai
de I'Iicole, only a few steps from the Café du Parnasse
kept by old Charpentier, whose daughter had marriced
the famous Danton. At that café my father made the
acquaintance of Fabre-Palaprat, grand master of the
Knights Templars. Palaprat had at his house the
sword, the helmet and the breastplate of Jacques de
Molay, the martyr of his faith, who had b¢en burned
for his creed in 1314 in front of Notre Dame Cathe-
dral. Need I say what enthusiasm my father had for
this order? I was baptized by the Knights Templars.
They had a Gothic chapel situated on the very spot
of the Cour des Miracles—now crossed by the Rue
Daniette. Midst the remnants of a pristine splendor
they had their altar, their pulpit and the baptismal
fonts. And it was in that chapel that I was baptized
anew under an arch of steel formed by the swords
held aloft by the Knights dressed in their full regalia.
This impressive ceremony suited my temperament
and chivalrous instincts so well that Tor the while 1
believed myself a true Knight. Yet, Knight though |
believed myself, I was placed in apprenticeship to a
dressmaker named Mme. Gaindorf. I had not the
slightest taste for the profession, and instead of
remaining seated at work in Mme. Gaindorf’s room 1
went to the workshop of old Gaindorf, her husband,
who was a manufacturer of percussion caps. There
I turned the wheel for him and liked it much better
than stitching. Of course, under such conditions, I
did not remain long. My father, very much occupied
with his lessons, had little time to look after me, and
consequently I was left pretty much to myself. Among
his friends were M. and Mme. Brisson, whose business
was to paint heraldic devices and to color plates of
all sorts. Mme. Brisson took me in hand, and seeing
that I had taste for work of this kind gave me simple
things to color, such as kaleidoscopic views, etc. In
t way 1 earned a few sous—poor little earnings of
What an eccentric
The mother of three

boys she was disconsolate never to have had a daughter

Royale. .
the games, and the fights as well.
until 1830. While the cannon of the
Revolution boomed my sister Juliette
was born. The expression is not exag-
gerated, for just before the door of our
house the Royal guard had mounted a
piece of artillery which fired on the Place
de la Bastille. T just missed being one
of its victims. My father had climbed on
the bolt of the heavy porte-cockere in
order to follow, through the transom, the progress
of the fight. When the cannon was fired the
explosion shook the door and threw him from
his position, and he came very near crushing me
in his fall. I still remember the charge of the
Royal guards, the shouts of the combatants as they
were repulsed ; then we heard that the King had
left Paris. .

After 1830 the times were hard with us; my
father had no work to do, and in 1832, to make
matters worse, cholera broke out. It was awful.
Carts upon carts filled with dead bodies followed
one after another all dav. Every one was seized
with terror. \When things grew calmer we moved

I was quite able to hold my own in all
This lasted

—her dream.
named her boys with girl names (in the home circle, of

To lessen the disappointment she nick-
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course). My chum, best friend and closest companion,
her youngest son, answered to the name of Elenora.

As time passed my father, desirous of giving me an

education, decided to send me to a boarding-school.  So
I was placed at Mme. Gibert’s, Rue de Reuilly.  Very
soon [ became a disturbing element in that prim school.
My rough ways and partiality for boyish games had a
disturbing influence over my companions.  One day in
the heat of a sham
battle we charged
through the flower-
beds, and 1 slashed
with my woodensword
at the rose-bushes—
the pride of M. Gibert.
The ground was
strewn with the love-
liest of them. This
filled the measure;
M. and Mme. Gibert
refused to keep any
longer under their roof
the tomboy that [ was,
and took me back to
my father.

We had gone back
to live in the Rue des
Tournelles.  The gar-
ret of the house had
been arranged as a
kind of studio, and
while my father was rur
four corners of Paris to g
lessons 1 worked alone
could.  Onc night, when
home after his day’s fab
me  finishing my first .. -
after Nature: a handful of cherries.
“\Whv. that's fine.”” he said, *and in future vou must

REPRODUCTION OF THE FIRST WATER-COLOR

to St. Helena, who, wishing to take me with her to
Versailles, gave mce my first white dress.  Later 1 gave
drawing lessons to the Princess Isa Czartorisky, but, 1
should add, we wasted half of our time in sliding up and
down the polished floor of the long gallery.  Certainly it
was true what my grandfather had often remarked to my
mother: * You think you have a daughter! What a
mistake ! Rosa is a boy in petticoats !’

By this time 1 had begun to work at the Louvre. My
costume and independent ways gained for me the nick-
name of the ‘““The Little Hussar” among the keepers of
the galleries. My breakfast usually consisted of a one-
cent roll and two cents’ worth of fricd potatoes, with a
goblet of water from the fountain in the courtyard below.
I made some important copies: Henry 1V, by Porbus,
that [ sold at once; *‘The Shepherds of Arcadia,” by
Poussin, which copy my father gave to M. Recurt, the
Secretary of the Interior; ‘“The Rcapers,” by Leopold
Robert.  But my real success as a copyist was from the
St. Jerome in the sculpture department. Art students
came to watch me at work and no longer made fun of
me. I do not know what become of that St. Jerome,
only that it was bought for a church. The drawings by
old masters had a special fascination for me. How many
happy hours of work have 1 passed in those endless
rooms filled with chefs-d'@uvres. How many of them I
have copied, and I cannot repeat sufficiently to young
beginners who wish to adopt the hard life of the artist,
to do as I have done: stock their brains with studies
after the old masters. It is the real grammmar of art, and
time thus employed will be profitable to the end of their
career.

In 1845 we settled in Rue Rumford. My father had
marricd again, and | was pursuing my artistic education,
working very hard in that part of Paris stretching behind
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the Parc Monceaux, and which at that time was mostly
fields, farms and dairies.  ‘There | studied cows, sheep
and goats. 1 had found a delightful corner of wild
scenery at Villiers, close to the Parc de Neuilly. 1 boarded
with an honest peasant woman and spent several months
at her place. Telling the story of my first essays would
be telling the story of all beginners. The rapid move-
ments of animals, the shimmer of their coloring, their
subtle character (for each animal has
an individual physiognomy) had to be
caught; so before undertaking the
study of a dog, horse or sheep | first
made myself familiar with the anatomy,
theosteology, the myology of the animal.
I even attempted some dissecting work,
and I cannot recommend enough to
those wishing to paint animals to adopt
the same method.  Again, I studied the
aspect of animals from plaster casts,
copying them chiefly by lamplight,
which gave them neat and vibrating
shadows. This is an excellent study.
To those who are kind enough to recog-
nize in me a sincere artist 1 have but to
say that whatever 1 am is due to this
conscientious training.

I exhibited at the Salon for the first
time, in 1845, a very modest canvas
representing rabbits.  The year after ]
traveled and prepared in Auvergne the
studies from which I composed my
picture for 1847, ' Beeufs Rouges du
Cantal.”” T exhibited it, and it won me
my first reward, a gold medal of the
third class. Two years ago the Duc
d’Aumale honored me with an invita-
tion to Chantilly. After breakfast,
while smoking my cigarette, I showed

hizn myv voor little medal stamped with the effiev of Louis

her laugh with accounts of my Bohemian life. She
preached to me, scolded me and petted me. Poor,
dear friend, whose memory is ever blessed in my
heart. 1 was greatly in need of her good advice, for my
excellent father had not been able to exert much influence
over me.  Our studio was a confused medley of all kinds
of bric-a-brac, and yvou would not believe the strange way
in which my father utilized the disorder.  When he received
moncy for his work he would take a handful of it and
throw it broadcast in the midst of that chaos. So when
the day came when there was not a sou in
the house we would scarch among the
piles of things in the studio and would
always find a stray two-franc or five-franc
picce, with which we could manage to
live for a day or two.
I had become a hard worker.  To better
study Nature, so as to impregnate myself
with it, I passed whole days at the
slaughter-house of the Roule.  One must
be truly devoted to one’s art to live in the
midst of such horrors, and in such coarse
company. The men were surprised to
see a young woman interested in such
things, and were disposed to make it dis-
agrecable for me.  But Providence never
abandons those who strive to do well, and
came to my aid in the person of good
old M. Emile, a Hercules in force and
physique, who declared that he would
take it upon himself to administer a good
lesson to the first one who behaved rudely toward me.
From that time I worked without further annoyance.
The position that my protector occupied was that of
scalder and dresser of calves’ heads. Seeing how frugally
I breakfasted he often invited me home with him, and
there, surrounded by the curious implements that served
him in his profession, his wife, as good and honest as
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himself, made me partake of many a comforting meal.
At last fortune smiled on me: M. Tedesco, the picture
dealer, bought one of my canvases; the Secretary of
Fine Arts commissioned me to copy a picture—a ** Flight
Into Egypt,” | forget by whom—and 1 painted another
picture, ** The Shepherd and His Flock Seeking Refuge
JFrom the Storm,”’ which [ sold well, and lastly, to crown
all these happy successes, I was asked in marriage by a
druggist. As the drug store had no attraction for me |
refused. My father's position had improved, also, but
death overtook him very soon after this brightening up of
our prospects.

I had taken a studio in the Rue de I’ Quest, in a house
where several other artists, Heim, Yvon, Droz, Signol,
had theirs. My friend Nathalie, who was, also, interested
in painting, worked with me. 1 painted there the
*“I.abourage Nivernais,” exhibited in 1849, now at the
Luxembourg. The State bought it in 1854 for twenty
thousand francs. We had many visitors at our studio.
There was one among the visitors who excited the curiosity
of the neighbors when she came. It was Mme. de
Rauchoux, a widow of one of the chief commissaries of
Napoleon’s armies. She was among the first in IFrance to
import forcign plants and foreign birds. At her death
she left to the city of Blois a fine collection of ancient
and modern pictures, among which 1 have the honor to
figure with ““ Troupeau de Moutons e¢n Nivernais.”

Then I went to live at Place d’ Assas with the Micas
family, who had built for me a large studio. At that
time David d’ Augers did me the honor to model my
medallion for the gallery of celebrities. 1 was then pre-
paring the necessary studies for the execution of “*The
Horse IFair.”” To go about my work more freely I had
adopted the masculine costume—the prefect of police
had authorized me to do so—and 1 must say | really had
a very boylike appearance.

At last ** The Horse FFair' was exhibited (in 1853), and

it had a great
success. M.
Gambardbought
it from me for
the sum of forty
thousand francs.
That day |1
thought myself a
millionaire. M.
Gambard exhib-
ited the picture
in several cities
of the United
States before he
finally sold it for
three hundred
thousand francs.
lLater, when it
was engraved, 1
painted a replica
ourth of the original
slica was bought and
National Gallery of

r I exhibited ¢ The
felt a desire to see
and Mme. Gambard,
alie and I made up
sited that romantic
zht back to Wexham,
rlace near Windsor,
specimens of animals
sheep—which I had
otland, and while my
he country were still
dictures composed in
‘“Razzia,” ‘‘ Herd of
Crossing a Lake,”
<e with His Sheep.”
of the Rue d’ Assas,
rreat medal of honor.
en Auvergne.”’
by, in the heart of the
live to-day. I paid
pleted it by building
roleon kindly granted
yrest, which stretches
have lived happily,
Is, far from the world

afternoon (I had on
scher’’) when I heard
the roll of carriages
e ey oo o - nent miy faithful maid
Olive rushed in the studio in a flutter of excitement.
“ Mademoiselle, mademoiselle! Her Majesty, the
Empress!”’
I just had time to throw a skirt over my woolen trousers
and exchange my long blue blouse for a velvet jacket.
*“I have here,” said the Empress, ‘‘a little jewel which
I bring you on the part of the Emperor, who authorized
me to avail myself of the last day of my Regency to
announce to you your nomination to the Legion of
Honor.” Saluting the new Knight with a kiss she pinned

the decoration to my black velvet jacket. A few days
after I received an invitation to breakfast at Fontainebleau,
where the Imperial Court was stopping. On the appointed
day T was driven in my best carriage to the palace. 1
alighted at the wrong door, and was about to lose my way
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"My dear,” said General Washington,

LOVE AT VALLEY FC
By Sara King Wiley

4 APTAIN ALDEN PRESCOTT and Major Charles
® Itastman tramped arm-in-arm through the thin,
dry snow across the frozen fields near Valley
Forge, their boot heels smashing the filmy ice
that covered many little pools in the marshy
ground. It was a fierce and bitter day in January, 1778
the strong wind lashed the trees, moving ecven their
stiffened branches, and caught the long military cloak of
Captain Dupréville, who walked ahead of the two gentle-
men, flapping it around his spurs, beating it up in his face.

““ He seems to find our cloaks as hard to manage as our
language,”’ said Eastman, *‘and as likely to trip him up.”’

Captain Prescott made no answer ; he was thinking, and
the words seemed to float by him. There was much to
fill his mind that morning. Below all things else was the
pain of separation from the woman he ]pvcd, ﬂ!ld though
he bore it bravely it was a constant hidden discomfort,
and was augmentéd by the fact that he had not yet dared
to tell her of his love. Just now there was another
trouble that appealed to a different side of his nature.
Being devotedly attached to his chief, Alden Prescott
felt keenly the attacks and plots directed against Wash-
ington. He knew that in the new Board of War in Con-
gress there was forming a strong faction opposed to him ;
that enemics everywhere, prompted by jealousy or the
hope of their own aggrandizement, were sneering at the
““Fabian >’ policy, hinting that the miseries and disorders
of their camp were due to the leader’s inefficiency, and
urging the superior merits of Gates, of Lee and of Con-
way. Prescott, filled as he was with wrathful meditation
on the covert insults from which he knew the great chief
suffered, yet heard faintly the carcless words of his com-
panion, and they thrust upon his irritated mind the sting
of a new grievance.

“General Lafayctte is well on his way to Yorktown by
now,’’ said he.

Eastman laughed a little derisively. .

“You should have scen the parting,” he cried ; ““of
course he insisted on the IFrench embrace, and | h:}vc yet
before me the pathetic lift of one corner of General
Washington’s mouth, the protesting wrinkle of his brows
as that impulsive youth kissed him on either cheek.”

I have naught to say against General Lafayctte’s con-
duct in the past,” said Alden, a slight trembling in his
voice, “nor do I begrudge him the love he has from
Washington, the great love—if he deserves it—but I cannot
find it in my heart to applaud his present action. Hc
knows well the distress of mind of his General ; he must
know all that he has borne, all he bears, and that he needs
his friends as never before.”’

As he spoke there came before his mind the grave and
worried face of the great commander as he had seen him
latcly when he heard that the Legislature of Pennsylvania
h;\gl addressed a remonstrance to Congress against his
going into winter quarters. It blamed him for not keep-
ing his half-starved, half-clothed army in the open field.

‘““Have you read the article in the ‘New Jersey
Gazette’ ?’" asked Eastman. ‘It is truly a panegyric on
Gates.  One can see the drift of it all toward the desired

Captain Prescott s

successor to Washington.
ofticer.”

‘I have not scen it,”’ said Alden briefly.
short, gasping breath and quickened his pace.

Just then they came in sight of the encampment at
Valley Forge. How cheerless was the scene! The very
atmosphere was gray with cold, and the sounds that came
to them seemed from the voice of winter. Here and
there rose above the snow tall brown weeds through
which the wind hissed, often snapping their dry stems ;
the broad stream near by was covered with green ice,
seamed with white, and the black water purled and
bubbled through the unfrozen centre, while from the
woods was heard the creaking of wind-harried branches
and the rustle of the deep brown oak lcaves that clung
on the lower limbs of many trees.  Beyond werce the huts
of the American army, a forlorn encampment. Some of
the soldiers were crawling about, their miserable rags
bound around them, with much the motion of torpid
bectles. At the end of a company street a tall and well-
known figure stood by a little group of workers engaged
in moving lumber. Ilven as the young men watched
they saw the General stoop to aid the struggling soldiers.
Somchow the sight of the toiling patriots and the patient
commander moved Alden to fury. It may be that an
uncomfortable sense that he should have been working
himself, instead of walking with his friend, added to his
indignation. His voice was raised higher than he knew
as he spoke.

“General Lafayctte did well to desert that place for
the comforts of Yorktown and the possible honors of an
active campaign.”

The thought, even as he uttered these words, that it
was probably the design of Gates to alienate from Wash-
ington his beloved friend, roused him yet further.

* His French affection failed ! he cried, * else he had
never gone to Gates, or he lost his courage in the face of
this cold and hunger.”

Dupréville, close ahead, wheeled so quickly that his
unruly cloak unwound entirely from his neck and chest.

‘I do not listen, sair,”’ he said, ** | hear General Lafay-
ctte, two, three times. 1 like not the tone. [ hear that
last you shout so, though, 1 hear it plain; and when you
say of General Lafayette, ‘desert,” and ‘lose courage,’
then vou are a liar, sair.”’

Alden Prescott’s long-smouldering anger leaped like a
taper in sudden draught. He uttered a wordless sound
and struck the Frenchman full on the mouth with his
open hand. Eastman seized Dupréville around the body
with intent to pinion his arms and prevent a fg'l_n, but he
was not dealing with a Briton, who desired to strike back ;
the Gaul was cool and impassive in his grasp.

“You may, messieurs, since you are the stronger, do
here as you will. You must not deny me later the satis-
faction due a gentleman, if monsieur le Capitaine is also
ready with his sword or a pistol, which are a gentleman’s
weapons, and the ones to which I am accustomed.”

“When - you please, sir!’’ shouted the infuriated
Prescott.

It was signed by a Irench

He took a
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behavior was rnexcusable’’

‘“ Alden, Captain Dupréville!”’ remonstrated Eastman,
“1 am sure, sirs, ye do not intend a duel!”

*If monsieur is unwilling—’’ said the Frenchman.
is so easy to talk, and of the absent also.” .

““Ah!” gasped Prescott.  ““Ah!” It was all his voice
permitted.

Dupréville smiled.

‘“To-night will suit, monsieur, I am sure,”’ said he.
“There is a full moon, and in the clearing yonder we
could be quite undisturbed.”’

“Yes, sir,”’ said the American; ‘‘yes, sir, to-night.
None too soon. None too soon.”’

Alden was an excellent fencer. Swords were agreed
upon, the Frenchman departed, and the two f{riends
walked away in silence. As they reached the hut of
Eastman he laid his hand on Alden’s shoulder, saying
quietly :

‘“I shall come for you at ten.”

Prescott closed his eyes, nodded and strode ofl. He
was beginning to realize that he had got his friend into
trouble, but he was still too angry for reflection.

At the end of the street Washington, having quitted his
labors, was listening to a poor wretch whose bleeding
feet had left a ruddy trail behind him on the snow. He
was telling of the death of a sentry who had been frozen
at his post the previous night.  As Alden drew near, the
distressful pity of the General’s face touched him through
all his egotistic thoughts, and as Washington, who liked
the bright young man, answered his salute with a pleas-
ant ‘“ Good-morning, sir,”’ the Captain was conscious of
a quick sense of shame.

‘“It cannot be helped now,’”’ he thought, and he passed
quickly on.

Prescott was one of those persons happily dowered
with the force to put from him any disquieting thought,
an ability arising usually from the power of health and
strong vitality, not infrequently accompanicd by a cer-
tain lack of appreciation for the troubles of others and
resulting in a gradual hardening of the conscience.
Alden was busy all the day, and he held his attention
steadily on the work in hand, but as he startcd home-
ward in the late afternoon his occupation slipped frem
his mind, and he strode on faster and faster, vainly try-
ing to distract the thought by rapid motion. Alout him
were the browns and the grays of the forest, and here
and the_re a single great tree lifted above the sladowy
groups its tapering crest, in symmetry of delicate houghs
against the flawless, vivid blue.  In the east the sky was
pf blended tones, like mother-of-pearl, and there, low
in Iu-a\_'en, hung the great orb of the full moon, flushed
with faint, roseate hues and already softly luminous.

And now he could no longer stave off the crowding
thoughts, for by that moon’s light he must fight for very
life perhaps, and there was small time left to prepare
for what might bappen. He hurried on in the chilling
air, reached his hut, ate a hasty supper, and soon sat
down with pen, ink and paper, laying his sword before
him on the table. He wrote a short note to his brother,
who was his only near relative, and then he began to
meditate an epistle to Elizabeth Warren. After a long
pause he lifted his quill.

‘“Respected Miss.” he began in the stilted fashion of
the day, and he continued for some space, formally relat-
ing the condition of .men and minds at Valley Forge
then as Lie touched (upon the state-of [thescountry and
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wrote of the great commander he forgot his stately
verbiage, and fierce words flowed. It was his desire to
be entirely truthful, but as he wrote on and on the selt-
accusation which had pursued him during the day was
driven forth by the sense of her entire sympathy. He
did not justify himself intentionally, but he poured out
to her all the wrath toward Gates, all the love for \Vash-
ington which had led to his outburst of anger.

As he brought the story to the present, and wrote of
the sword before him, he was seized by the realization
that this was, perhaps, his last chance to tell her of his
love. Alden was of a deep and strong nature, and he
found it hard to pen such sacred words, but when they
were once on the paper there came a rush of memories.
He went back to the time when he met her, and he told,
in writing so rapid that it seemed he thought upon the
sheets, of all that she had been to him since. He was
interrupted by the entrance of Eastman, to whom he con-
signed the two letters, with the request that they be for-
warded in case of his death.

They stepped from the cabin into a world of silver;
the great rayless moon flooded the heaven with glory,
made the snow a luminous pallor, on which were cut
sharp black shadows, and seemed herself in the wide and
cloudless sky, like some marvelous, pulsating jewel of
light. There was something unreal and unsubstantial in
the scene, and Alden felt that he was walking in a dream
life. They passed through the belt of woods into the
clearing indicated. Dupréville, a friend and a regimental
surgeon were already there. Prescott leaned against a
great oak and listened to the wind which roared through
the forest, rising and sweeping on and dwindling away
with sound like the gathering, the crash and the retreat
of breakers on the shore of the sea. He was not a weak
man but he was a very young one, and he allowed himself to
watch thus dreamily the motions of the black figures and
their shifting shadows before him, because of his hidden
sense that he was doing wrong, and not because he
strove to numb any fear ; for when the moment of action
came he pressed Eastman’s hand hard, and rejoicing in
his steady arm and oncoming desire to slay, he stepped
from the shadow and advanced to meet Dupréville.

As the two men moved forward they were alternately in
gloom and in glory, and while they passed through the
strips of moonlight there sparkled the glint and gleam of
their drawn swords. They paused an instant with grave
and stately salute. Then Alden heard the ring of the
steel, and with snapping pulses and a mouth drawn to a
dry smile of excitement, he had one single thought:

‘“ At his heart! at his heart!”

Flashing, flashing, before him, about him, glancing
against his own, passed the sword of the enemy. Now,
he felt that they were well matched : two strong men; it
would be a long fight; he was glad of it.

Then the dream ended; the sword vanished. There
was a hand on his shoulder that jerked him backward,
and the voice of Washington, like the blast of a trumpet :

‘‘ Put up your swords !’

The Frenchman ran forward :

““Sair, Général, you have no right—""

‘“Be silent!”

Alden could not see \Washington’s face, but he saw the
terrified expression of Dupréville, and he felt a sudden
faintness. Eastman was beside him, and in hurried words,
assisted by tremulous speech from the Frenchman, he
told the story of the quarrel. In all his confusion of mind
Alden admired his friend as never before. He perceived
that Eastman had disapproved of the whole matter, but
that his friendship had forced him to assist; now he told
the outline of the facts with absolute justice. Washington
listened until he came to a full pause, and then he spoke
again in a deep, repressed voice :

I was making a tour of inspection. I had not antici-
pated the discovery of enemies to our peace so near the
camp. My dear friend, General Lafayette, is of too high,
too unsullied honor to need defense from any ; the shame
of insulting him is, therefore, the greater.”

‘“ But, sir—,”’ remonstrated Eastman.

“You, sir,”” said Washington to Dupréville, ‘‘have much
excuse, though you are culpable, in that you are some-
what ignorant of our language and of our customs. You
may give me your sword and consider yourself under
arrest. I will speak with you later. I need scarcely
enjoin on you alr, gentlemen, entire secrecy.

Dupréville handed his sword to the General’s aide and
withdrew with his friend.

‘“ As for you,”’ continued the commander, and his grasp
tightened on Alden’s shoulder, ‘“as for you,”’ his voice
ceased again, and then he added, in a still lower tone,
‘“‘miserable boy,’’ and fairly shook his captive.

Alden was no coward, and the physical violence roused
his anger. He raised his head quickly and looked Wash-
ington full in the face.

*“Sir,”’ he said, with flashing eyes, ‘ here is my sword,”’

and without endeavoring to release himself he presented -

it to the General. Washington glared at him an instant,
and then loosed him so violently that he might almost be
said to have cast him off, and taking the sword, and say-
ing shortly, ‘“ Follow me, sir!’’ he strode away.

Prescott followed the tall figure, with the relaxing sense
that he had passed a crucial moment. They reached
headquarters and entered the warm house. The General
did not pause but went at once to his room, where he laid
the sword on the table, and turning, faced the young
man. Alden was now much more frightened than he had
been in the wood, for he saw from that terrible and im-
passive countenance that Washington had regained con-
trol of himself, and before the fierce light of those steady
eyes he began to appreciate what he had done.

‘“Captain Prescott,” said the commander slowly, ‘“‘you
have been guilty of an act always unmartial, under the
present circumstances well-nigh inexcusable.”’

“But my private honor, sir,”” faltered the miserable
young man.

‘“ Are you so small of soul,” said \WVashington, ‘‘as to
think of yourself at all when your country is thus imper-
iled? I.et us bear every reproach ; aye,” he continued,
his voice rising as the thought of his own ill-treatment
and hardship came upon him, ¢ aye, every reproach—all
scorn, all contumely, all disgrace, sooner than endanger
her.”

He paused with kindling eyes that grew cold and stern
as they were lowered to the bowed head before him.

“You, in your selfishness, have failed your country;
you have proven yourself unworthy to suffer for her sake
even personal annoyance. And what a time have you
chosen to add to the burdens and distresses upon all!
I have a mind to have you court-martialed and dismissed
from the army.”

THE LADIES HOME JOURNAL

Alden choked and lifted a white face, but had the
wisdom to make no answer. There was an instant’s
pause, and then the chief said quickly :

*“For the present go to your quarters,’”’ and terminated
the interview by a wave of his haund.

Captain Alden Prescott passed again into the moon-
light, through the white streets to his own dark dwelling,
where he paced the narrow limits with a bursting heart.
He saw now the full enormity of his action: not only
had he exposed the camp to a dangerous scandal of inter-
necine brawls, not only created a possibility of rupture
with the French, but he had laid another burden on the
sorely-weighted shoulders of his beloved commander. At
last the nervous walk ceased ; he seated himself at the
table and gave himself up to the most melancholy reflec-
tions. His future was probably wrecked, and he had
lost forever the esteem of his chief, for how could
Washington forgive words against Lafayette, and how
could he explain that he had meant no insult? Then he
saw two letters lying white before him; Eastman must
have brought them back. He lifted the one addressed to
Miss Warren and broke the seal. There came an over-
whelming desire to salve his smarting self-respect by
pouring out to her all his distresses. It was a full hour
before he had completed the recital of his remorse at
having troubled \Vashington, and of his real admiration
for the young French General. As he called his orderly
to ask him to start the letter for Yorktown, where Miss
Warren was living with an aunt, he remembered what
was contained in the former part of that document.

Well, he thought, he had said it. If she did not
care for him it was as well for him to know it now ; if she
did she would wish to know of his troubles. In any case
he was desperate. He must have the solace of fancying
that she read his letter, that she thought of him.

As he was about to seal the missive it occurred to him
that she might suffer suspense while reading his long
account before the duel, and seizing his pen he wrote
across the head of the letter:

‘“Benot distressed. I am not dead.” Then in a rush of
misery he added, with the discretion befitting his sex and
years, ‘“‘I would to Heaven I were.”

After the letter was off it occurred to him that this
preface was scarcely calculated to allay anxiety.

It was many days ere the important epistle reached its
destination, but once arrived it was not long before its
power was manifest. On a certain afternoon Elizabeth
Warren knelt before the bed in her room in Yorktown,
the many closely-written sheets of the letter scattered
before her. She was not reading, her face was hid in her
hands, and she sobbed with the violence of a woman who
does not lightly cry, nor often. Yet when she raised her
head her face, though drenched with tears, was not an
unhappy one; the eyes, rayed round with wet lashes,
were shiriing ; the mouth moved in sweet and tremulous
curves. She had thought of herself by flashes while
reading the letter, but now, save for a constant sense of
joy within, her mind was concentrated on aiding the man
she loved. As she rose and moved to the window she
seemed to herself as if she were crowned with light and
strength and knowledge, and as if she held in her hand
the golden key to the mystery of all life. Meanwhile
her rapid thoughts flew hither and thither seeking to
plan a way to help Prescott. Then she remembered
that Mrs. Washington was going to Valley Forge accom-
panied by several other ladies, and among them was one
of her friends. She would join them, she would inter-
cede with General Washington.

Elizabeth was naturally a timid girl, but there was
unfaltering decision now in all her quick actions. She
did not write Alden, as the transportation of mails was
both slow and insecure, but a day in February not long
after saw her on her way with the company of ladies,
and on the very afternoon of her arrival, in spite of a
flurry of great snowflakes, she was at the door of the
headquarters of the commander-in-chief.

She had ascertained from Colonel Eastman, who was
an old acquaintance, that the General had not taken any
decisive action against Prescott, who was still under
arrest. The matter had been kept entirely secret, and
Dupréville, who had been at liberty for some time, showed
no inclination to renew the quarrel, or to refer to it.

Mrs. Washington received Miss Warren kindly, and
knowing her business advised her to go at once to the
General, who was writing in another room.

“You have been presented to him formally, I believe,
and you will, perhaps, be more likely to succeed if you go
alone,” and this wise matron smiled.

Elizabeth went hurriedly to the door and was at once
bidden to enter. General Washington rose and acknowl-
edged her courtesy by a courtly bow—not, however, before
he had cast a keen glance at his visitor. Elizabeth did
not know how fair she was that afternoon: the rough
wind had brought vivid color to her delicate face, and
crystals of the snow were yet unmelted on her curls or
shone here and there like glistening dewdrops. She was
much frightened and endeavored to keep herself from
trembling, and she heard the General’s voice as from
afar when he asked how he could serve her.

‘I came, sir, to speak with you of the case of Captain
Prescott,”’ she faltered.

Washington’s brow wrinkled, he lowered his eyes and
his firm lips pressed closer.

‘“You are his cousin?’’ said he.

‘“‘No, sir,”” said Elizabeth, lifting her face, ‘I am his
friend.”’

She did not blush, and her voice was clear and sweet.
Washington was the one embarrassed.

‘“ Ah,” said he slowly.

“Y am quite sure, sir,”’ she continued, ¢ that you do
not fully understand Captain Prescott.”’

‘T admire him at present as never before,”’ murmured
the gallant commander with softening face, as he looked
at her wide and shining eyes.

‘“He has some things,”’ began the girl.

““He has a friend— "’ suggested \Washington.
‘“ He has a very hasty temper, a very high temper, and
you know, sir, I—I mean— "’ (in sudden confusion, as

thoughts of the General's failing overcame her)—*‘you
could imagine, perhaps, that it is difficult of control.”

Washington’s lips twitched.

“That may well be, madame,”’ said he.

‘“ But, sir,” she continued with increasing earnestness,
““he cares for you more than for any one else in the
world.”

“He is a fool then,” said Washington quickly.

“Sir!” said Elizabeth, and blushed crimson.

““My dear,” said the General, ‘I beg your pardon. I
beg your pardon. But indeed,” he added, hurriedly
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seeking the firm ground of military seriousness, ‘‘ this is
no matter for personal feeling. Captain Prescott’s
behavior was inexcusable.”

‘I know, General Washington,’” said Elizabeth, ¢ that
you have heard accounts of this affair, and have decided
with your usual justice—that is, 1 know it was your
endeavor, your intention, so to do. But, sir, I know also
that you could scarcely have been given an exact account
of all that preceded the trouble. Now, 1 have a letter,”
and she drew forth Alden’s epistle, ‘‘in which there is an
entire account of this affair.”’

“Well, well,” sighed the General,
the boy has to say for himself.”

And Elizabeth read, her clear, sweet voice lending
pathos and grace to the woes of Captain Prescott.
Washington, knowing more than she of the situation of
affairs, understood at length that the Captain’s outburst
of anger had risen mainly from the young man’s devoted
attachment to him, his jealousy lest he be neglected or
undervalued. Once, with his eyes on the long lashes,
the General interrupted.

‘‘Madame, you are omitting much,” he remarked with
affected sternness.

Elizabeth lifted her eyes, shining with the delight of
what she read.

‘“Only personal matters,”’ she said quite simply.

Washington’s rare but hearty laugh rang out, and the
ambassador knew her cause was won. As she rose to go
he made her several courteous speeches, complimenting
her on her skill as a diplomat, and ended by giving her
a message to Prescott which neither of them ever forgot.

“You may tell my young friend,”’ said he, ‘‘that he
should not expect me to bc exempt from censure. My
enemies take an ungenerous advantage over me, since
they know the delicacy of the situation, and that motives
of policy deprive me of the defense I might otherwise
make against them. But my chief concern arises from
the apprehension of the dangerous consequences which
internecine dissensions may prove to the common cause.
The conduct of all, therefore, should be governed by
wisdom and moderation. Let us be faithful, and it is my
hope, and also my belief, that we shall have a happy and
a glorious issue out of these our difficulties.”

After thanking the General for his kindness Elizabeth
passed from the house, triumphant, into the clear light of
the bright winter afternoon. The storm had ceased, the
whole world was draped in white. Hurrying with her
news to Prescott, she held the vision of his face and form
and motions constantly before her, and forgot the pain,
the anxiety and the poverty of Valley Forge. She drew
in the keen air in long breaths, she looked on earth and
heaven with delight, and when the splendid resonant notes
of a bugle call rang forth her lips trembled with happi-
ness in the beauty and joy of life.

Prescott, meanwhile, had passed through a miserable
season. Each succeeding day of his imprisonment was
more difficult to endure. There was little indeed to
divert him, and for the first time in his active, selfish and
joyous life he was forced to think long and steadily. As
he was not lacking in intelligence he began at length to
realize what manner of man he actually was; he saw
how much he had demanded of others, how little accorded
himself. He recognized his habit of arbitrary and
unyielding decision, taken always from his own stand-
point without consideration of any other. The fallibility
of these decisions was brought strongly before him one
afternoon when Eastman came to tell him the story of a
friend who had gone with Lafayette to Yorktown and had
just returned. With growing shame Alden heard how
the young General had stood faithful to Washington.

It seemed that they had arrived at Gates’ headquarters
during a large dinner given by that General, as was his
frequent custom, and since the guests had sat long at
table the conviviality was loud. They were greeted
vociferously, especially Lafayette; were bidden to take
places at once, and to join in the gayety, and as the time
passed, amid frequent speeches in honor of Gates and
the officers attached to him, amid much drinking of
toasts and much praise of valor, neither was the name of
Washington mentioned by any present nor was motion
made to do him reverence. The steady voice of Eastman
thrilled, and his words came faster than was his wont as
he told how all those from Valley Forge began to perceive
the attitude of affairs, the hostility to the great General,
the covert insults offered him. Then had risen the young
Frenchman ; in brief but emphatic speech he had called
the notice of the company to the one toast omitted, and
in tones of love and respect he had proposed the health
of ‘“ The Commander-in-Chief of the American Armies.”

“They dared not refuse,” said Eastman’s informant ;
‘““they drank in silence, but all knew well from that hour
that neither reward nor pressure could turn from
Washington the heart of that faithful friend.”

Prescott heard, also, that the young General had gone
on the expedition by the express advice of Washington.

With the waning of his self-confidence came to Alden
doubts of the love of Mistress Warren. Had he not
endowed her also, by the force of his dominant will,
with the characteristics he had desired? He reviewed
with anxiety all that had taken place between them ; it
balanced to a marvel—at one instant he was hopeful, at
the next cast down. But as time drew on and his letter
was not answered despair came often. On the very
afternoon of Elizabeth’s interview with Washington he
made an effort to put the thought of her absolutely from
him, and in making the effort discovered how precious,
how essential, she was. Being a strong man he struggled
violently with what he termed his weakness, and even
as he suffered she drew near.

She reached his door, and having spoken to his orderly,
who knew her well, she softly entered. Alden had thrown
himself into a low chair, with his head resting upon its
straight back ; his chin was tipped high, showing the lines
of distress about his mouth; his eyes were closed. At
the sight of the pallor and the weariness of his face there
came upon her a feeling stronger even than the sense that
this was her lover. With all the overwhelming pity of
motherhood awake within her she lightly crossed the
room, and kneeling beside the chair she put her arms
about him and drew him to her. His head was on her
shoulder, he felt her lips upon his brow before he opened
his eyes.

““Dear,” she said, ‘“dear, I have seen General Wash-
ington, and it is all forgiven you.”

He felt the support of her slight arm, he looked up
into her beautiful eyes brimming with tears, and as the
knowledge of all she was came over him he found no
word save only :

‘“Eljzabeth ! *’

‘““‘let us hear what
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THE GRANDMOTHER OF THE WIND

ILLUSTRATIONS BY THE AUTHOR
MUSIC BY W. W. GILCHRIST

ACT 1

Oulside of the Mother’s coltage. A rose-bush grows
near the path and a starling hangs in a cage by the door.
Jacob and Jane are playing about the rosc-bush. Their
Mother comes out with a basket on her arm.

The Mother—Now, Jacob and Jane, I am going to mar-
ket, and if you are good children while I am away I will
bring you cach a big spice-cake ; but now you must go
in the house and play, for it is growing cold and windy.

Jacob and Jane—Oh, please, mother, let us play here a
little longer.

The AMolther—No, my children. The Wind’s Grand-
mother is about looking for naughty, disobedient children;
shz catches them in a great gray spider-web, and then she
takes them home and turns them into weathercocks.  She
might catch you if youstayout. (7%e Children scow!/ ana
pout.) Now, Jane and Jacob, do not look like that, but
run in, lest she come and catch you. [Fxit.

Jacob—Must we trulygo in, Jane? .

Jane—No ! we will play a little longer,
and then go in.

The starling sings beside the door :

Take care, little children !
Oh, do you not know,

You ought to go in when
Your mother said so?

Jacob—Be quiet, starling.
Jarne—Do not heed the bird. Come, Jacob, let us play.
The Wind’s Grandmother sings outside :

[77%e Children’s kais blow off and lodge in the
branches of the pear-tree.

Jane—Oh! there go our hats! How can we ever get
them? [She begins to cry.

Jacob—Jane, there is an old gray woman coming up the
road. She looks at us so strangely that I am afraid.

Janz—Come, Jacob, let us run indoors and bolt the door.

Jacob—No, then she might steal our hats.  Let us stand
on the doorstep, and if she runs after us we can slip
inside. [ 7% Wind's Grandmother sfops af the gate.

Wind's Grandmother—>My dear little children, why did
yourun away? Don't vou know me? I am vour grand-
mother, and 1 have come many a weary mile to see you.

The Children—0Oh, no, you are not our grandmother ;
our grandmother has not such long, long nails and tecth.
Her voice is gentle and not hoarse like yours.

Wind's Grandmother—Oh, what clever little children!
No, I am not vour grandmother, but I love little children,
and if you will come out to me I will give you cacha stick
of barley-sugar.

The Children—No, no! Our mother will bring us some
spice-cakes from market, and we are afraid of you.

Wind's Grandmother—Then tell me why you were cry-
ing so as I came along the road.

The Children—\Ve cried because our little hats had
Llown into the tree.

Wind's Grandmoticr—Then I will get your hats for you.
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[She stands under the tree and holds out her apron.

[ The hats fall into her apron.
Now here are vour hats.
The Children—Throw them to us.
Wind's Grandinother—XNo, 1 am too old and stiff, you
must come and get them.
[ 7he Children move toward her.
The Children—Now hand them to us.
Wind's Grandinother—No, no ; you must come nearer.
(As the Children come closer she throws her great gray
net of spider-web over them.) Now I haveyou! 1 have

been hunting all day for two disobedient children. Home
with me you must go, and there I will turn you into
weathercocks, for I am the Grandmother of the Wind.

The Children (struggling)—Oh, letus go ! Please let us
go, and we will never be disobedicent again.

Wind's Grandmother—No, no. No use for you to
scream and fight. I have you safe in my spider-web.

Jane sings :

Oh'! little starling, hanging by the door,
Have I not fed you every day?

When our mother comes home then speak for us,
For we will be far away.

Wind's Grandmother—Cease that noise.
will never know what has become of you.

Sane sings :

O, little rose-bush, growing by the path,
I have given you water every day ;
When our mother comes again then speak for us,
For we will be far away.
[ 7%e Wind's Grandmother drags the Children across
the garden, and at the gate Jane sings:
O, little gate, I have latched you when
You were banging, many a windy day ;
When our mother comes again then spcak for us,
For we will be far away.

Wind's Grandmother—Even if your mother seeks you
she will never find where I live, beyond the seven rivers,
beyond the scven hills and past the FForest of Shadows.

[She carries the Children out with her while they cry,
*Ohy mother! mother! come soon to find us.”
7he Nother enters.

The Mother—\Vhat was that 1 heard? Jacob! Jane!
Where are you?

The Starling—I] know who came ; 1 saw who came.

The Mother—Tell me, starling, who was it?

The Starling—Give me the bread you have in your
basket and then I will tell you.

The Mother—That will 1 gladly do.

[.She gives the starling the bread.

The Starling—I1t was the Wind's Grandmother who
came. If you would know more you must ask the rose-
bush.

The Mother—Alas, alas! Tell me, rose-bush, what
did the old witch do with my children?

Rose-bush—IFirst, give me the milk you have in your
kettle and then I will tell you.

The Mother—That will T gladly do.

[She pours the milk on the rose-bush.

Rose-bush—She drew them to her with her net of spider-
web and carried them away with her, but if you would
kaow where she took them you must ask the garden-gate.

The Mother—Tell me, gate, where has the Wind’s
Grandmother taken my little Jacob and Jane?

The Gate—Iirst rub my poor hinges with butter that
they may not creak, and then [ will tell you.

The Mother—That will 1 gladly do.

[ She rubs the butter on the hinges.

The Gate—The Wind’s Grandmother has carried them
far off, bevond the seven hills, beyond the seven rivers
and past the Forest of Shadows.

The Mother—Now off T will go in search of them, and
never come home until I find my dear little Jacob and Jane.

The starling, the rose-bush and the gale sing -

S

Your mother
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ACT 11

Scene—The house or the \Vind’s Grandmother. Great
stone fircplace with huge iron kettle.  The Children are
sitling on a bench and weeping. The old Witch stirs
the pot and sings :

Boil and bubble, porridge-pot.
Soot is inky, fire 1s hot.

Chimney draw, and sparks fly up.
Wind and flames togcther sup.
Wind is hungry, fire is not;

Boil and bubble, porridge-pot.

[Zhe Wind s heard moaning
Jar away in the Ilorest of
Shadows. The sound grows
louder and louder.
Jacob and Jane (clutching ecach other.)—\What is that
noise ?
Wind’s Grand-
mother—That is the
Wind coming home.
Here, make haste
and hide over in the
dough-trough. If he
sees you before he eats his supper there is no knowing
what will happen.
[ Zhe Children hide in the dough-trough, and the old
Witch puts the lid on it.  Then she gocs back to
the porridge-pot.  The \Nind rushes in.

[S it

The WWind—Je, fi, fo, fum!

I smell human flesh and bone :
Who has been here?

Wind's Grandmother (ladcling out the
porvidge info a bowl)—There was no-
body here. A sparrow flew through the
room and that is what you smell.

[ ZThe \Nind looks under the bed and behind the bench.
Wind's Grandmother (setting the bowl on the table)—
Come! come! Your porridge will grow cold, and then
you will not cat it. (7%c \Vind, grumbhng, draws up a
chair and begins to eal.) ls it very dry down there on'the
green earth to-day ?
The Wind—Dry as a bone, and as dusty as a mill. 1
have been coughing all day with the dust in my throat.
Wind's Grandimother—2\cthinks I had better give them
a little rain before 1 go to bed.  (She lakes a greal wooden
bucket from the corner and sprinkles water out of the win-
dow. Voices are heard oulside: ** Run! Run! It is begin-
ning to rain!’’ The Wind’s Grandmother leans out of the
window.) Now the wet roofs shine like glass! I can
smell the wet earth. Now I will hang out th¢ moon and
my work will be done for the night.
[She takes from the cupboard a great bright globe
and hangs 1t from the window.
Chorus of Weathercock Children from the cupboard :



The Wind—How noisy
those weathercocks are.
They ought to have an-
other coat of varnish.
[He opens the cup-
board door, and
there stand the
\Weathercock Chil-
dren 2 a row on
the shelf.
They sing .
We turn and creak as the wind may blow,
And thinner and thinner each day we grow.
Oh, what good little children we’ll be,
Master Wind, if you'll set us free.

The Wind (counting)—Two and two are four, and one
is five. Could you not find any morc naughty children for
me? [Shuts the closet door.

Wind's Grandmother—Yes, 1found two more. 1 have
them in the dough-trough, and now that you have eaten
your supper [ will show them to you. .

She lakes off the lid and lifts the Children ouxl.

The Wind (feeling them)—Yes, they are good, strong,
stout children.

Wind's Grandmother—You had better varnish them
now, and set them on the shelf with the others. They
slip about like mice, and I can hardly keep track of them.

The Wind—No, keep them for me to-night, and in the
morning I’ll varnish them. Now I must fly far over the
sea to the Storm-King’s castle. Good-by, grandmother,

I will be back when the cock crows. [£xit.
Wind's Grandmother—Farewell, grandson. (7%e Chil-

dren cling together while the Wind’s Grandmother puts
away the porridge-bowl.) Now for bed. Oh, my poor

bones. How weary I am. .
[She ties a nightcap under her chin and crawls into
bed. Her feet in loose slippers stick out al the fool.

Jacob and Jané (sobbing)—But where are we to sleep?

Wind’s Grandnother—Be quiet! Be quiet! You can
sleep on the bench or on the floor before the fire; that is
good enough for you. [ So/t music.

[ 7he Witch falls aslecp and begins to snore.

Jane—Are you asleep, brother? )

“Jacob—No, I cannot sleep ; I lie awake and think of our
dear mother. Ah, Jane, if we had done as she said we
never should have been here.

Jane—DBrother, the Witch is asleep.

Jacob—Yes, 1 hear her snoring.

Jane—Do you see over yonder where that key hangs on
the nail? If we climb upon a chair we can reach it, and
then we can unlock the door and run away.

Jacob—No, no, sister, the old Witch would surely wake,
and then she would punish us.

Jane—But, Jacob, if we pin the bed-covers down tight
over her, so she cannot stir, then we need not be afraid.

Jacob—DBut where are the pins. .

Jane—Over yonder by the fireplace a great red pin-
cushion is hanging.

Jacob—Oh, walk softly, sister.
lest she should wake.

[ Zhey steal on tiptoes across the room, and take down
the pincushion.
Weathercock Children :
The winds, they blow, now high, now low ;
Far across the hills they blow.
Pin and pin the old witch in.
And so your way through the forest win.

Jacob—Sister, what was that?

Do not make a noise

Jane—1 heard
nothing.

[ZThey take
down the
key and
unlock the
door. The
Wind’s
Grand-
mother
wakens.

Wind’s Grandmother—Oh, oh, oh! What has hap-
pened? 1 cannot stir, the bedclothes are so tight over
me.

Weathercock Children :

Jacob—Hark, sister, I hear those voices again.
Jane—They come from that closet, and they seem to be

calling us. [Jacob and Jane open the closet.
Weathercock Children:
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Jacob—Make haste! Make haste!

They all run oul into the night.

The Wilch (from the bed )—Oh! the children are run-
ning away, and all the weathercocks too. Oh! if I could
but get my hands out I would soon catch them. (A cock
crows.) Hark! Now the Wind will come home.

[ The Wind heard in the distance. The sound grows
louder and louder, and he rushes in.

The Wind—Come, get up, grandmother, and fetch me
those children. I promised to have those new weather-
cocks up by noon, and we must get to work.

Wind's Grandmother—How can 1 get up? Herel lie
pinned down as tight as a pea in a pod.

The Wind—Who has done this?

Wind's Grandmother—Those children I brought home
with me last night. They have run away and taken the
weathercocks with them. Take the scissors and let me
out.

[7he Wind lakes a greal pair of shears and rips
up the bedclothes. The \Vitch tumbles out. She
goes to the cupboard and begins to fumble aboul.

The Wind—\\Vhat are you looking for?

Wind's Grandmother—The pot of varnish. When we
find the children we will varnish them up without any
more ado about it.

The Wind—Yes, yes. Let us away before day dawns.

ACT 1II

The Forest of Shadows. The Mother is heard singing
outside :

[ 7ke Mother enters.
The Mother—I have climbed the seven high hills, I have
crossed the seven wide
rivers, but the Forest of
Shadows still lies before
me. But what strange old
witch is that who comes
this way? By her long
nails and her gray hair [
think she must be the
Grandmother of the Wind.
[ 74 Wind’s Grand-
mother comes lLinp-
ing in. She puts
down the varnish-pot grunting and groaning.
Wind’s Grandinother—Oh ! my back is aimost broken.
[ 7he Mother comes out from behind the rocks.
The Mother—Good-morrow, grandmother.
Wind’s Grandmother—Good-morrow, daughter.
you seen my grandson, the Wind, pass this way?
The Mother—No, 1 have not seen a branch bend nor a
leaf stir. But whither are you going in the gray dawning?
Wind's Grandmother—I am in search of two children.
Have you seen two children go along the road?
The Mother—No, no! None have gone by. But you
are footsore and weary, so sit down, grandmother.
[ The old Witch sits down while the Mother strokes
her hair and sings o her :

Have

The night will fade and the momingbreak  Tis the
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Wind's Grandmother—I1 am asleep.

The Mother sings :
The little bird sings in the top of the tree,
And Love will find out the way for me,
Asleep or awake, whichever it be.

She is aslcep.

The Children sing oulside -

[ 7he Children come clambering in over the rocks,
Jollowed stiffly by the Weathercock Children.

The Mother—Oh, my little Jacob and Jane !

The Children—Oh, mother! mother!

The Mother—Hush! Speak quietly! The Witch is
asleep. (She sces the Weathercock ‘Children.) Why!
What are these?

Jane—They were naughty children who did not do as they
were told, and so they were changed into weathercocks.

Jacob—Yes, but now they are sorry for what they have
done, so we are taking them home to their mothers.

[ 77:e old WVitch snores.

T/w. Mother—Tush ! The old witch snores.  Run, run
my children, and hide back of those rocks. (7Z7e Chil-
dren and the \Weathercocks kide. Tke Mother dips the
brush in the pot of varnish and varnishes the Witch.) She
shall know how 1t fcels to he made into a weathercock.

[ Zhe Mother hides behind the rocks witlh the Children.
The \Nitch begins lo strelch herself and walkcn.

Wind's Grandmother—Oh, my bones and eyebrows!
How strangely I feel. It is exactly asif I had becn var-
nished and were changing into a weathercock. Oh, I
cannot move! I cannotspeak! Oh, oh, oh!

[She changes into a weathercock. 7The Wind is
heard roaring outside. [He rushes in.

The Wind—¥e, N, fo, fum! I smell the varnish-pot.
(He finds the old Witch.) Whoever saw such a big
weathercock before? No need to go farther. D'l just fly
off with this, and put it on top of the highest stceple in
the town.

[Goes off with

the Grand-
mother
Weather-
cock. Thre
Mother and
the Children
run out from
behind the
rocks, fol-
lowed stiffly
by the Weathercock Children.
about crying :

Look! Look at the Wind carrying off his grand-
mother, and he never knows it. There she must sit on
top of the spire, and creak and turn every time there is a
breath of air.

All sing -

Jacob and Jane jump

[ Curitain.
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THE CHRISTMAS THAT LIES BETWEEN

" OFTEN happens that the festival of Christmas
has its most direct significance to us only at
two extreme periods of our lives: when we
are children and when we are aged. As
children, we look forward to Christmas as
the day of Santa Claus and of presents. It
holds for us a sense of delight that no other
day possesses. It is the one day of the year
in the mind of the child which is distinctively
its own. And itis. We never enjoy Christ-
mas so much as when, as children, Santa
Claus is a real being, whose track in his
reindeer sleigh lies over the snow-covered

roof-tops down the chimney, ending at the hearth beside
the bed where we have hung our stocking. Then the
tim: comes when we are told that there is no Santa Claus.
And though our interest in the day remains the delight
is never again the same. The mysterious charm of myth
and legend has gone. How often is it, then, that the
Christmas spirit takes a leap of years and. we receive and
nourish it again only when it finds us sitting aged at the
Christmas hearth. The recollections and traditions of the
day come to us then, and we love Christmas for its mem-
ories. In the one case, as a child, it is Christmas in the
delicious perspective; in the other it is the day in quiet
retrospective. But what of the Christmas Day that lies
between the years of these extremes? Is the day only for
man in his first and seventh ages?
¥

'TOO many parents dismiss Christmas from their lives

when their children are grown. While the children
are small there seems to be a reason for Christmas fes-
tivity. Once they have gone from the paternal roof, how-
ever, the Christmas spirit is all too apt to go with them.
Particularly is this true where the children marry, find
their homes in other cities and leave the parents in the old
home. No sadder time comes into the life of a man or
woman than when the Christmas spirit is permitted to be
regarded as a thing only of the past. The day loses its
delights, and its coming is deprived of all its beautiful
significance. The idea that, although the children are
gone from the paternal roof, the day can yet be made
bright and happy for other children rarely presents itself.
The world is not so fortunately constituted that some one
is provided to make Christmas a happy day to every child.
To thousands of children Christmas is but a name: its
significance they have never known; its delights they have
never known; its sweets they have never tasted. Surely
if there are no children in our own homes their absence
should recall, rather than allow us to forget, the existence
of the children in other homes. In such remembrance
lies the happiness of thousands who now allow Christmas
to pass by with scarcely a thought of the day. If evera
day were given to us wherein to be happy and in which to
add to the happiness of others it is Christmas Day. The
Christmas Days of our own childhood and those of our
children may glow with happy recollections, but the
Christmas Days that we are living now should be made
as fully freighted with happy moments and pleasant deeds
as we can make them : happy moments for ourselves;
pleasant deeds for others. No span of years can be
bright which allows the Christmas spirit to lie dormant
between childhood and old age. It is the Christmas of
the present that we should enjoy and make bright.
What of it if Santa Claus is a legend instead of a person-
ality? In the hearts of thousands he is a living Patron
Saint.

¥

NO ONE, I think, can look at the pictures which Mr.

Woolf has drawn on page seventeen of this issue of
the JourNAL without feeling a quick response at the heart-
strings of his sympathies. They will tug at many a heart.
For the moment the humorist has ceased to be, and the
preacher stands forth. Few sermons could teach what
these pictures so tenderly and yet so mutely convey.
They reach out to us in a singularly direct way. And
shall they reach out vainly? Only a few of us fully realize
what one doll at Christmas may mean to a little child who
has had nothing with which to play all the year round.
To many of us a doll seems such a trifle. But to the poor
little waif it means a day of sunshine and a happy heart,
in which buds, perhaps, for the first time, the feeling of
tender motherhood which God implants in every woman’s
heart. In every city, town, village and hamlet in this
country there are these children hungry for the joy of
clasping a doll to their warm little hearts. It is an inan-
imate thing which they would hold, but to them it would
speak, it would laugh, it would possess a real being.
Their little hearts yearn, and their thin arms are often
outstretched in vain. Only a doll! Is there a single
being in this world who would refuse a child that? It
seems so fitting that every girl child in our land should
have a doll at Christmas time. And every little girl in
the land might have if each one of us would select a
single poor child upon whom to bestow this blessing of
childhood dreams. The opportunity is present with
nearly all of us. It is simply the thought of doing. Shall
we not do so this Christmas Day? Onlyonedoll! Cheap
in price, if you can afford no more. But buy a doll for
some one little girl outside of your own home. Its com-
ing will mean happiness untold.
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WE MUST not allow ourselves to forget the true mean-

ing of the Christmas spirit. It will bring happiness
to us just in proportion as we bring happiness to others.
To some the day will this year bring other than happy
thoughts or memories. Sorrows are harder to bear on
festal days than at any other time. But no sorrow should
crush the Christmas spirit from our hearts. [t is notin
the amount that we do, or are able to do, that we shall
find happiness for ourselves and for others. The simplest
pleasures and acts ofttimes make the hearts of others
overflowing with happiness. To fail to do something be-
cause you feel that you cannot do much is wrong. What
seems ever so trifling to you may make some little heart
sing all day long, which but for you might pass the day
without a note of happiness. Don’t grow impatient of
the Christmas myth or legend. Keep it alive. God
knows that we have few enough ideals in these investigat-
ing days of ours. Let us not disturb the Christmas tradi-
tions. It is a duty to ourselves to keep this day as unlike
any other. And we can only do this by fanning into flame
the smouldering embers of the Christmas spirit which is
in every one of us. God implanted it there. It was good
that we should have it, or He would not have given it to
us. In childhood the fire burned brightly enough within
us; in old age the light of Christmas will reflect in our
faces and our natures. But in the meantime we must
keep the spirit alive so that it may glow the warmer and
softer in old age. Let us have an old-time merry Christ-
mas this year: a real, old-fashioned, happy one. Let us
make everybody forget that there is anything in the world
but good-fellowship and happy laughter. To the sick let
us bring forgetfulness of pain; to the sorrowful, the sweet
balm of a happy smile; to the aged, loving thoughts of
consideration; to the poor, a suggestion of the greater
material blessings which are ours. Then, as we bring
light to other eyes, color to other cheeks, happiness to
other hearts, we shall be happy ourselves. The Christ-
mas spirit will keep alive within us. Our years must be
spanned, not with a Christmas at either end, but with an
unbroken bow of happy Yuletides, the centre brighter
even than the beginning and the end. Living memories
must intertwine and link together the golden curl and the
snowy lock. Then we will live in the full richness of the
Christmas that lies between: the Yuletide of the present,
the Christ Day that is now and here.

¥
ECONOMY IN THE CHURCH CHOIR

lT SEEMS a singular thing that so many of our churches,

especially those outside of the large cities, constantly
commit the error of economizing where economy can
least be wisely made : in the choir. This occurred to me
recently when reading of the opening exercises of a new
church in one of our smaller cities. The church structure
cost $20,000 ; the society paid its minister $2500; its janitor
received $1000 ; it had contributed $6000 for a pipe organ,
but its choir consisted of volunteer voices. In the report
of the exercises in the case cited, it said that the services
were of the pleasantest and most successful order—with
the exception of the choir. That, said this report, was
crude and untrained. Naturally! Subsequent inquiry
of a personal character revealed the fact that the services
were positively spoiled by the singing of the volunteer
choir. ‘“‘It jarred everybody,”” wrotec my informant, who
was present.

¥

lT IS very difficult for some very excellent and otherwise

broad-minded church people to realize that good
music is one of the most powerful auxiliaries to successful
church work. The truth of this latter statement is con-
stantly demonstrated by the announcement of song ser-
vices with promise of good singing and music. Empty
pews have an astonishingly sudden way of filling up in
response to such a bidding on the part of the church.
Nor does such a condition reflect at all upon the capa-
bilities of the minister or the attractiveness of his preach-
ing. Music naturally appeals to a far larger number of
people than preaching ever has or can, no matter how
good its quality. Some of us may not altogether approve
of this method of being attracted to divine service. But
in a world where every person’s taste is different we
cannot, in the church any more than in any other insti-
tution, hold fast to an immovable theory. A church
desirous of reaching the largest number of people and
doing the greatest amount of good must adjust itself to
prevailing conditions. If good music will attract where
other attractions fail, why not employ this auxiliary?
Aside from the magnet which a choir of trained voices
may be to attract outsiders, it is, likewise, an additional
link to heighten the interest and pleasure of regular
church-goers. None of us are insensible to good music,
and what more uplifting combination in music is con-
ceivable than skillful fingers on the organ and the voices
of a well-trained choir?

¥

BUT good church music can rarely be had from a volun-
teer choir. And I say this with all due respect to the
thousands who each Sunday throughout our country
volunteer their services in divine song. There are in-
numerable cases where a paid choir is out of the question.
I have known of such instances where the singing by
volunteer choirs was good. But they are the exceptions;
by no means the rule. And it stands to reason that this
should be so. Excellence in any kind of work calls for
study and preparation. A minister must study for years
before he essays to preach. An organist must practice
long and tediously before he can interpret the keys of the
organ-board. So with the voice. To be a good singer
requires years of study and training. And years of hard,
practical work must follow the study period. This is
true even where the person possesses natural vocal
talents. In the volunteer choir we necessarily have none
of this preparative work. I do not doubt that in many
of our volunteer choirs there may be what are called
“diamonds in the rough.” But the most valuable of
diamonds require polishing : their beauty is developed
because of the process and their value enhanced. So
with the voice : it must be cultivated, it must be trained.
And this calls for infinite patience, time and money.
Trained voices naturally cannot be expected to give the
results of all this without compensation. And the fact
that their services are asked by the church and in the
cause of religion does not affect the justice of remunera-
tion. Ministers and janitors are paid, and so should be
our church singers if they have good voices.
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To churches whose incomes do not warrant the engage-
ment of a paid choir these remarks do not, of course,
apply. Yet the fact, even in such cases, must not be
overlooked that the more attractive a church makes its
services, the more people will come to it and the more
money will necessarily find its way into the collecticn
baskets. But where a church is able to maintain a paid
choir, and seeks to economize with volunteer voices,
there is, in particular, a grievous mistake committed.
Music hath charms, it has been truly said, and it has to
every one. A church able to spend something on its
music cannot afford to have aught but the best it is within
its means to employ. Those who regulate the affairs of
our churches should bear this fact in mind in connection
with their approaching Christmas festivities and for their
regular services in the new year before them. There
would be far fewer empty pews in some of our churches
during 1897 if there were better voices in the choirs.

o o
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DOGS AND FEMININE AFFECTION

T SEEMS unfortunate that so many women adopt a means
of showing their affection for dogs which only har-
bors danger to themselves. A few years ago it was a
common sight to see a woman allowing her pet dog to lick
her face. But so muclr was written decrying this practice,
and showing the positive evils of it, that it has, happily,
become almost obsolete. Now, however, too often
women allow their affection for dogs to take the form of
pressing their cheeks against a dog’s head, or burying their
faces into the faces of dogs. Itrequires the exercise of very
little common sense to see the dangers attending such
practices. Again and again we read in the newspapers
of a dog, being petted in this way, suddenly becoming
vicious, by reason of too close a pressure, throwing
dismay into a household by biting, sometimes disfigur-
ing the face of a woman or child for life. Then we
blame the dog. But the blame is misplaced. A dog has
a certain canine intelligence, which, in all too many cases,
we are apt to overrate. We seem to forget that it is
the intelligence of the brute kingdom : it is not human.
And the difference is marked. Intelligent as a dog may
be, it has no judgment, and can exercise none. We
may, in our affection for a dog, like to attribute human
intelligence to the canine creation. But that does not
make a dog a whit more than a dog. Capable of some
things a dog is: of understanding certain things, but
incapable is 1t of others, and one of these is the exercise
of judgment. \Women ought to remember this in lavish-
ing their affection upon dogs. Not only should the
actual danger be borne in mind, but likcwise the un-
healthful phase of it.

The most eminent physicians have conclusively shown
that the practice of allowing the body of a dog to come
into close contact with the human body is fraught with
the greatest physical cvils. The cleanest dog in the
world is not without this objection. It cannot be. A
dog’s nose should never be allowed to touch any part of
the human skin. The most casual observance of a dog’s
habits will show the reasons for this. In fact, from what-
ever standpoint one chooses to look at the matter—from
that of cleanliness, health or bodily danger—the practice
of petting dogs with close embraces of any sort is a pos-
itive wrong. Women cannot be too careful about this,
either as the practice affects themselves, or, if they are
mothers, their children. We can be fond of our dogs—
many of them deserve human affection—but we should
bestow this fondness upon them with a little carcful regard
for common sense. One point, of all others, cannot be
too carefully regarded : the face should never be brought
into close contact with a dog. A sense of cleanliness
alone should forbid this, even if positive danger did not
lurk in the practice.

¥ ¥
THE MEN IN WOMEN'S DOMAIN

WHEN this magazine was started, fourteen years ago, it

was intended that in its literature it should appeal
solely and directly to women. Not that its originator
believed women to be a class apart from the rest of the
human race for whom a special literature must be pro-
vided, but because there are a hundred and one things in
a woman’s life which are distinctively hers, and hers alone.
And as no periodical of importance taking note of these
elements existed THE LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL came to
fill the vacancy. As ‘‘the proof of the pudding is the
eating,”’ so the magazine’s success may be rightly taken
as a sufficient guarantee that its policy is approved by
the hundreds of thousands of women who, during these
past years, have bought and read it each month. Itisnot
now our idea to depart in any way from this original plan.
The JourNaL will always reflect the best elements of
American womanhood. .

Yet the men have come in. At first, we heard of a man,
here and there, reading the JourRNAL. We smiled. Then
we heard of others, and we wondered. The number has
slowly grown until ‘it is no longer a theory but a condition
which confronts us.”” Every copy of the magazine is now
read by thousands of men. They not only read, but they
write. They ask questions. The young men started with
queries first, and a year or two ago it was thought wise to
occasionally give this page over to a treatment of the
“Problems of Young Men.”” The interest in this has
grown beyond this occasional attention, and it now seems
fitting to make a regular department of what was at first
intended to be only an occasional feature. Hence, begin-
ning with the next issue of the []OIYRNAL. ‘“Problems of
Young Men” will each month have a place of its own
in the pages of the magazine, and be made a regular part
of its contents. It will be conducted by the editor of the
JourNaL. In addition to this, another column will be
devoted to men of maturer years. This will answer the
increasing number of questions which have come to us
from men, and will be entitled ‘ What Men are Asking.”
This column will appear for the first time in the next
ganuary) issue of the JouRNAL, and be conducted by Mr.

Jalter Germain, one of the best authorities on these
matters. Mr. Germain has in other channels made his
mark as a writer who understands men, and his column
in the JourNAL will quickly make this evident.

In this way the JOURNAL will strive, in a sense, to meet
the demands and interests of its new and unexpected cli-
entele of readers. It is a clientele of which we are partic-
ularly proud. It rather reverses the prevailing cry of
to-day that. the women are (crowding into (men’s domain.
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A DUBIOUS “OLD KRISS”
By James Whitcombd Riley

US-FOLKS is purty pore—Dbut Ma

She's waitin’—two years more—tel Pa
He serves his term out. Our Pa he—
He's in the Penitenchurree !

Now don’t you never fe// !'—'cause Sis,
The baby, she don’t know he is.
’Cause she wuz only four, you know,
He kissed her last an’ hat to go!

Pa allus liked Sis best of all

Us childern.—’Spect it’s *cause she fall
When she 'uz ist a chi/d, one day—
An’ make her back look thataway.

Pa—’fore he be a burglar—he’s

A locksmift, an’ maked locks, an’ keys,
An’ knobs you pull fer bells to ring,
An’ he could ist make anrthing !'—

’Cause our Ma say he can !'—A4»’ this

Here little pair o’ crutches Sis

Skips round on—Pa maked them—yes-sir |—
An’ silivur-plate-name here fer her ;

Pa’s out o’ work when Chris'mus come
One time, an’ stay away from home,
An’s drunk an’ ’buse our Ma, an’ swear
They ain't no * Old Kriss’” anywhere!

An’ Sis she allus say they wug

A’ “ Old Kriss "—an’ she allus does.
But ef they rs a «* Old Kriss ”’ why,
When’s Chris'mus, Ma she allus ¢y ?

This Chris’mus now, we live here in
Where Ma’s rent's allus due agin—
An’ “she ist slaves ’—I heerd her say
She did—ist them words thataway !

An’ th’ other night, when all’s so cold
An’ stove’s most out—our Ma she rolled
Us in th’ old featherbed an’ said
“To-morry’s Chris'mus—go to bed,

An’ thank yer blessed stars fer this—

We don’t ’spect nothin’ from * Old Kriss
An’ cried, an’ locked the door, an’ prayed.
An’ turned the lamp down. . . . An’ I laid

LR

There, thinkin’ in the dark agin,

“ Ef wug < Old Kriss,” he can’t git in,
’Cause ain’t no chimbly here at all—
Ist old stovepipe stuck frue the wall "’

I sleeped nen.—An’ wuz dreamin’ some
When I waked up an’ mornin’s come,—
Fer our Ma she wuz settin’ square
Straight up in bed, a-readin’ there

Some letter ’at she’d read, an’ quit,

An’ nen hold like she’s huggin’ it.—
An’ Diamon’ ear-rings she don’t know
Wuz in her ears tel I say so—

An’ wake the rest up. An’ the sun

In frue the winder dazzle-un

Them eyes 0’ Sis’s, wiv a sure-

Enough gold-chain « Old Kriss " bringed to er!

An’ all of us git gold things 1—Sis,

Though, say “she know it ain’t < Old Kriss’—
He kissed her so she waked an’ saw

Him skite out—an’ it wuz her Pa.”

THF T ANDIFS HOME JOURNAL
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THE KING OF THE ROAD
By William L. Keese

“Knights to his arms did yield and ladies to his
face."—Du Vall's Lpitaph.

'TWAS the year sixteen hundred and sixty
and eight;

Hounslow Heath was the place, and the hour
was late:

The horsemen were waiting and list'ning—
when “ Hark !’

Spoke the Leader's clear voice—* I hear wheels
in the dark.”

Then up rolled the Coach with its booty of
gold,

Withbthe Knight and his Lady, so fair and so

old,

And the Maid, apprehensive of what might
befall,

Should it chance they were stopped by that
daring Du Vall.

Ah! What those
shapes?

They're horsemen—they whisper—they throw
back their capes—

They form in half circle at word of command,

While the Leader rides forward and bids the
coach « Stand !

are moving mysterious

Then the scream of the Maid drowned the
oath of the Knight; :

But the Lady, unruffled, sat calm in the plight;

Nay, rather than show that she felt the least

fear,
She played on her flageolet loudly and clear.

Then up rode the Leader, on hearing the tone,
And in answer played deftly on pipe of his

own;

Then, dismounting, be bowed like a gallant of
France,

And begged for the Lady’s fair hand in a
dance.

«On the Heath here with me one coranto, I
pray;

I am sure that you dance quite as well as you
play.”

The Lady stepped out with a smile on her face,

And they danced the coranto with infinite
grace.

What a scene ! the Maid fainting; the Knight
with hands bound;

The gay courtly measure;
grouped round ;—

There was everything there to be picturesque
with,

And it all lives again on the canvas of Frith.

the horsemen

"Twas the year sixteen hundred and sixty and
eight;

The Monarch was merry who ruled at that
date;

Charles the Festive was King of Court, Bower
and Hall, )

But the King of the Road was the daring
Du Vall.
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A BIT OF LIFE
By Clara J. Denlon

MAIDEN sat within the door
And sang as many times before.
A man to daily toil passed by,
No love nor pleasure lit his eye,
But when he heard the merry song
He whistled as he went along.

A woman by the window wept

For one who in the churchyard slept,
But when upon her hearing fell

That tune she knew and loved so well,
The flood of burning tears was stayed,
And soon a song her lips essayed.

Her neighbor heard the tender strain,
And softly joined the sweet refrain.
Thus, all day long that one song bore
Its joyousness from door to door.

THE CHRISTMAS STOCKING
By Clarence Henry Pearson

lN THE ghostly light I'm sitting musing of
long dead Decembers,

While the fire-clad shapes are flitting in and
out among the embers

On my hearthstone in mad races,and I marvel,
for in seeming

I can dimly see the faces and the scenes of
which I'm dreaming.

O golden Christmas days of yore!
In sweet anticipation
I hived their joys for days before
Their glorious realization;
And on the dawn
Of Christmas morn
My childish heart was knocking
A wild tattoo,
As 'twould break through,
As 1 unhung my stocking.

Each simple gift that came to hand,
How marvelous I thought it !
A treasure straight from Wonderland,
For Santa Claus had brought it.
And at my cries
Of glad surprise
The others all came flocking
To share my glee
And view with me
The contents of the stocking.

Years sped—1 left each well-loved scene
In Northern wilds to roam,
And there, 'mid tossing pine trees green,
I made myself a home.
We numbered three
And blithe were we,
At adverse fortune mocking,
And Christmastide
By our fireside
Found hung the baby’s stocking.

Alas ! within our home to-night
No sweet young voice is ringing.
And through its silent rooms no hght,
Free, childish step is springing.
The wild winds rave
O’er baby's grave
Where plumy pines are rocking.
And crossed at rest
On marble breast
The hands that filled my stocking.

With misty eyes but steady hand
I raise my Christmas chalice;
Here's to the children of the land

In cabin or in palace;
May each one hold
The key of gold,
The gates of glee unlocking,
And hands be found
The whole world round
To fill the Christmas stocking.

< <
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THE SWEETEST OF MEMORY’S BELLS
By Frank L. Stanton

WILD is the way through the woodland;
but thereare the sweet fields of clover,
The sighing. sad pines, and the jessamine
vines, and the rill that leaps laughingly
over

<

L d

The lilies that rim it—the shadows that dim it |

—and there, winding winsomely sweet,
Is the path that still leads to the old home
through rivery ripples of wheat !

2I

Prossoctom i’

Nestlé’s Food builds firm, strong flesh and
bone, gives healthful sleep and is safe.

| Nestlé’s Food does not require the ad-
dition of cow’s milk. Water only i3
needed in preparation for use.

| The danger of disease being conveyed
| through the medium of cow'’s milk
i should be thoughtfully considered when
} choosing a food for your baby.

|

Consult your doctor abont Nestlé’s Food, and send
to us for a large sample can, and our book, ¢ The
Baby,” both of which will be sent free on applica-

i tion.
THOS. LEEMING & CO.
| 73 Warren St., New York
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And hark ! ’tis the song of the reapers,and I |

know by its jubilant ringing

There is gold in the gleam of the harvest and i

love in the hearts that are singing !
And still as of old to the ether its music mellif-
luous swells,

And the wind that sighs westward is swaying |

the sweetest of Memory’s bells.

Let me pass through the wheat and the clover,
O men and rose-maidens, who reap !

I, who come from the sound of the cities, like
a child to its mother would creep;

For through long years of tears and of toiling,
like harbor-bells over the foam

Your voices far winging and ringing were
singing me—singing me home !

And here, from the pain and the pleasure—
from the sorrow and sighing, I flee

As the birds when the storm-winds are blow-
ing, as the ships seek the haven from sea:

And I fancy the violets know me in gardens
of beauty and bliss;

And do not the red roses owe me the peace of
the prodigal’s kiss ?

The sun is still bright at the portal: there the
love-light all radiant shines:

Heart! Heart! there’s a face we remember in
the tangle and bloom of the vines!

Far off the glad reapers are singing—far off in
the rivery wheat,

And the arms of a mother are clinging, and
the kiss of a mother is sweet !

‘Vantine’s India Seats

Strongly made
in oak, cherry,
birch, imitation
mahogany and
white enamel;
solid tops: 5-ply
veneer ; beauti-
fully finished.
Our little book
“Gires” tells
what to give for
tmas, free if yon
n this magazine.

A. A. VANLINE & VU., 537/ proaaway, New York
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1E caption with which I
introduce my concluding
letter to young men is, per-
haps, quite as pictorial as
it 1s rhetorical. A picture,
1wever, is, as a rule, fully
1s good as an abstraction
cuntea trom we dictionary, and will, in the
present instance, serve much better than
any one of the half dozen of long-limbed
polysyllables that I have scriously consid-
ered calling into service.

\When all has been said that admits of
being said in regard to a young man’s
equipment for life, and in regard to what
he ought to do and what he ought to
eschew, it still remains a fact that his
acquisitions and his achievements will
depend principally on his way of looking
at life and on the spirit with which he takes
hold of life. He can deal with it at arm’s
length or he can grip it at short range.
He can treat the world as an article of
virtu to be elegantly inspected, or he can
handle it as a practical commodity to thrust
his hands into. He can approach it with
an eye of half-supercilious interrogation,
or he can come down upon it with a plump
bound that means respect, confidence and
the will to have frank commerce with it.

There is enough in almost any voung fel-

low to get a great deal into hife if he has
the disposition to construe things with a
degree of seriousness, and by seriousness
I do not mean sourness, but practical
earnestness—the spirit, namely, that will
prevent his looking upon the world as
being little better than an ill-timed joke,
awkward enough to make the whole thing
uncomfortable, and ludicrous «<nough to
excuse any sophisticated person from con-
cerning himself much with it.

There is a good deal of this sentiment
lying around amonyz young men—more in
the city, I imagine, than in the country.
There is in them an element of intangi-
bleness that puts them beyond the reach
of approach. Their nerves they take care
not to keep wound up, so that they never
quite see anvthing or hear anything or feel
anything. They are cavalier, they have
nothing answering to what the ordinary
run of men understand as chivalry. With
such it does not pass as good form ever to
be particularly interested, or to let it be
supposed that in their estimate one idea is
more true than any other id.-a, even if it is
as much so. There has, indeed, developed
among them a class of young men who
have carried the ni/ admirari spirit to such
a point of refinement as even to discourage
in themselves the betrayval of symptoms
of intelligence. This polite idiocy is largely
an affectation, although with sufficient
native genius in that direction to prevent
the assumption from proving painful or
exhaustive. There is, ﬁowwer, an advan-
tage in having society sprinkled with occa-
sional invertebrates of this sort. They
make admirable object lessons.

(4
INTELLECTUALLY AND MORALLY CHLOROFORMED

NY one who has ever undertaken to stir
public sentiment and rouse it to action
knows to his sorrow what an element there
is in a community of men who keep them-
selves so intellectually and morally chloro-
formed that no stab given at the spot
where they are supposed to keep their
mental and ethical sensibilities produces
response. A person who is instinct with
a spirit of szlf-commitment one can do
almost anything with. If he will take the
lids off his eyes you can show him some-
thing in such a way that his optic nerve will
be set twanging. Or if he will take the cot-
ton out of his ears you can make yourself
audible to him and lodge with him some
sort of an impression ; but there is no way
of bending your musket-barrel at such an
angle as to hit the man behind the tree.
A man’s nerves must be made out of
something beside yarn before he will be
reached by a pin prick, and speakers and
writers learn, after very little experience,
that about nine-tenths of all their effective-
ness is a matter of the quickness or the
numbness of the cuticle men’s thoughts
and consciences are encased in. It is a
great deal as it is in naval gunnery: in
computing cffects you have to take quite
as much account of the thickness of the
“plating as you do of the size of the charge.
There is a great deal abroad in the air, and
I always feel like saying to young men:
“Get off your sheathing and come and
staind where the sun is shining and the
wind blowing, and let every new impulse
and latest influence work its own best and
fullest work upon you.”

EpiTor's Nori—The concluding article in Dr.
Parkhurst's series addressed to young men, which
began in the JourNAL of February, 1896,
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The spirit of indifferentism, of which
there is so much, works with the power of
a moral paralysis. \We know that to the
degree in which paralysis affects the optic
nerve the eye ceases to be able to discrim-
inate between black and white, between
light and darkness. The interior paralysis
of indilferentism operates in much the
same way to confuse the vision with which
we survey matters of truth and error, of
right and wrong. There may remain still
the consciousness of a certain difference
between the two, but not a consciousness
that draws any sharp lines between the
two. What is true does not seem to it to be
impressively true, and what is not true
looks to it to be truth, only, perhaps, of a
little less pronounced character. In its
estimation, what is wrong would be also
right could there only be some little change
made in non-essential particulars.

¥
OBSTACLES IN THE WAY OF SUCCESS

THE quality of character I am just now
dealing with is what, more than any-
thing else, lies in the way of men’s suc-
ceeding.  The appearance is that only a
comparatively small number of people
ever quite realize what an easy thing suc-
cess would be if only they made effective
the means to it which they have already in
hand. Differences among people in re-
spect to efficiency are far less an affair of
resources than they are a matter of getting
those resources trained upon a particular
point, and of getting that point so close to
the eye and the heart that it shall be able
to draw those energies along convergent
lines, like a sun-glass that will convert
ordinary temperature into heat by contract-
ing solar lines to a focus. It is worth a
whole fortune to get well stirred up, to get
all the energies of one’s being drawn out
in warm intensity upon a single object. A
good deal of the success of even a man like
Saint Paul is due to that posture of mind
and of life which he expressed when he
said, ‘“This one thing I do.” He was
wholly drawn in under the power of a single
purpose. He was aglow with that purpose.
Everything within him was combustible
material, which he laid upon the crackling
bonfire of that purpose. Success was,
therefore, easy to him.

[ was much interested recently in read-
ing a biographical sketch of Sir William
Herschel ; it may be a long way from Paul
to Herschel, but in the same way that the
former of the two succeeded, because he
let himself be monopolized by the power
of the spiritual heavens, so the latter
achieved an analogous success by allowing
himself to be overwhelmed by the glory
of the stellar heavens. It is not clear that
either of these two would ever have been
known as a great man if he had not given
himself utterly away in a single self-con-
suming service. Either of these two heroes
of history might have been politely inter-
ested in an amateurish and non-committal
way in a thousand significant questions of
achievement or of research, and have been
inspired by none of them and have been a
power in none of them. It is this same
indifference to principles involved that
keeps men from taking distinct sides in so
many of the great controversies that are
fought out on the political arena. The
thing about this peculiar phase of political
irresolution is not that it indulges in criti-
cism, but that it hangs chronically on the
off side of things and anchors itself to
negations. The most direct way of getting
rid of error is not to vituperate it or to go
off in the corner and sulk over it, but to
find something that is true and be tre-
mendously committed to it.

¥
THE FOLLY OF STANDING STILL

A GOOD many young men seem to

imagine, also, that it shows largeness
of mind and width of view to recognize
that no party and no sect has the monopoly
of the truth, and therefore mildly and gen-
erously to take a little stock in every party
and in every creed. \When 1 encounter a
man who begins by saying that he has
never limited himsclf to any particular
creed, for the reason that he considers that
the truth has been pretty impartially dis-
tributed among all the creeds, [ can agree
with him that no sect has ever completely
‘““cornered”’ the truth, but at the same
time [ shall instantly conclude that the par-
ticular person in question withholds ad-
herence from any particular sect, not
because he is so devoted to the truth
that is in them all, but because he does
not much care for the truth that is in any
of them. Breadth of view is exceedingly
often simply a euphemism for thinness and
indifferentism of view.

GETTING DOWN FROM THE FENCE

lT IS undoubtedly the case that men who

step down from the political or theolog-
ical fence, and stand upon the ground with
all their weight on either one side or the
other of the fence, are not always comfort-
able people to get along with, and they are
liable to keep things stirred up in a way
that is not conducive to the mental repose
of such as unconcernedly and a little
superciliously inspect the world from the

topmost rail ; but they are the ones, never- |

theless, who really come in under the
power of the truth, and experience the

truth and are the arch-agencies for truth’s
The attitude of

extension and triumph.
the Divine mind toward all this spirit
of intellectual dilettanteism and moral
insipidity is rather graphically expressed
by the Apostle in his letter to thes Laodi-
ceans: ‘I would thou wert cold or hot.
So then, because thou art luke-warm, and
neither cold nor hot, I will spew thee out
of my mouth.”

¥
BALANCING ON THE FENCE

HIS same irresolute temper tells seriously
against a young man's likelihood of
becoming fixed and robust in his moral
character and purpose. Not much is to be
expected of one with whom it is the acme
of his moral and religious ambition never
to be anything or to do anything that is
particularly bad. A gentleman once said

to me—and he is a person for whom 1 have |

a warm regard, and whose general life |
believe to be considerably above the
average—'' 1 am not a Christian, but I am
what might be called a pretty tolerably
decent sort of a sinner.” He was prob-
ably balanced on the fence in such a way
as to keep him in easy reach of a good
time, and at the same time near enough
to what grew on the other side to foster
self-respect, save his reputation and ballast
his hopes of eternal life.  The trouble with
such a mental posture as his is that there
is nothing in it to hold a man. There is
not that in a negation sufficiently tenacious
for a man morally to fluke into with any
prospect that he will not drag his anchor.
So long as righteousness does not impress
us as inimitably magnificent, and unright-
eousness as unspeakably abhorrent, we
shall be at any moment on the edge of
renouncing the first and espousing the
second. We shall certainly slide unless
we are grounded into something fixed, and
when we slide we always slide down hill.
The truth I am just now standing for is
scripturally illustrated by the case of a man
who undertook to become good by the
purely negative process of trying not to be
bad—the consequence of which was that
the one devil that he expelled was replaced
presently by seven fresh recruits, either one
of which was a worse devil than the single
one he had just parted with. It is well
enough to resist the devil and to expect
that he will flee in consequence, but unless
the room he leaves vacant is filled up by
something that is positively and construct-
ively good, the emptiness will be a stand-
ing offer to him to return and move in
himself and all his housekeeping appurte-
nances. Satan is in this respect like our
common atmosphere, which always occu-

pies every nook and cranny that is not |

otherwise preémpted. Itisa like personal
irresolution which explains a large part of
the indecision of young men upon religious
questions.

¥
MAN IS THE MEASURE OF ALL THINGS

ORE than half of the time when 1 am
approached by young inquirers any-
where between the ages of twenty and
thirty, the first thing 1 am treated to is an
inventory of their unbeliefs. What they
do not believe has nothing immediately to
do with the case. The only question ger-
mane to the situation is: Is there anything
that you do believe, and if so what is it?
Do you believe, for instance, that there is
a God? That inquiry I find almost uni-
versally replied to in the affirmative. Now,
then, are you carrying yourself in a man-
ner consistent with your belief in a Divine
Being ? In other words, have you so
entered into the real meaning of this belief
of yours, and have you so put yourself
under the power of that belief as to be
swayed and managed by it and to become
all that it is qualified to make of you?
The question is not how lung is your creed,
but how intense is it, and with what com-
pleteness of intellect and heart and life
have you committed yourself to it. The
meaning of the world, the meaning  of
truth and the meaning of God will uncover
themselves to vou only so fast as you
uncover yourself in heroic unreserve to
the last revelation in which they stand
waiting to commit themselves to you.
There is as much on the earth and in the
air as we personally put into the eye with
which we do our Dbeholding. The man
is, indeed, the measure of all things, and
the key with which to unlock the treasure-
house of truth, goodness and power is
placed in each young man’s own purity
of vision, sincerity of purpose and impas-
sioned self-commitment.
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MEN’S
Unlaundered Shirts

“TRUE MERIT”

TRADE MARK.

Open back, and open front and back. Made
of New York Mills Muslin, with 3-ply Union
! Linen bosom (set in), 3-ply wristbands and neck-
bands, extra full in size, thoroughly re-enforced;
36 inches long, felled seams, patent facing and
gussets. 13! to 18 inch neckbands, with five
lengths of sleeves, 30 to 34 inches.

50 cents each
$2.95 per half dozen
In ordering by mail, state clearly the size of
neckband and sleeve length required, and whether

open back, or open front and back.
By mail, 75 cents additional per half dozen.

MEN’S
Collars and Cuffs

“TRUE MERIT”

TRADE MARK.

COLLARS: Fine Linen, 4-ply, laundered.
Straight, Turned Point, Bent Corner, Rolling
Turn-Over and High Turn-Over.

SIZES, 14 to 17% inches
$1.25 per dozen

CUFFS: 4-ply, Fine Linen, laundered.
Reversible, Round and Square Corners. Revers-
ible and Single Links.

SIZES, 9! to 11 inches
$2.00 per dozen

When ordering by mail state plainly the style
and size desired. Illustrated Circular of styles

i sent on request.
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SoLb By _s  ~—SHIPPING DEPOT ~

NDRIIGGISTS 97 IaunCapi £ 2 Sanc.NewVanv.

Russian Violets

On rem-iLrt of 35 cts. we will send you by return
mail a package of R ussian Violet Sachet Powder,
which keeps.its strength a long time and emits a most
refreshing and delightful odor to laces, handkerchiefs,
the corsage, stationery, etc.y, Address

‘CBen. Levy & Co., French Perfumers; 34 West St., Boston, Mass.
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State has marked the entrance to it with
a schoolhouse which is free to everybody.
And from there, up through the high
school and the normal school to the col-
lege, the State lavishes money, and rich
men and churches give millions to make
the way plain and easy. In no other line
of effort can so much be had for nothing
as in the acquisition of knowledge. Even
for those whose
time is limited by
the necessities
of bread -earning,
there are Chau-
tauqua circles and
University Exten-
sionsocieties. The
world was never so
kind to the inquir-
iélg mind as it is to-

ay.

I)Sut when it comes to the pursuit of
pleasure in reading, there are few guide-
boards except the book reviews and pub-
lishers’ announcements. It happens that
in this country the two are not very differ-
ent. The newspapers that employ com-
petent reviewers are the exception. But
they do the next best thing, however : they
tell what the honest publisher thinks he is
giving the public in a book.

¥

BUT any one who follows even a very well-
edited book-column in the choice of
books to read for pleasure is apt not to get
the most even of the pleasure alone that
ought to come from reading. From the
necessity of the case only the newest books
are in the column, and you cannot get the
most pleasure from reading only the new-
est books all the time, any more than you
could from dining every day on newly-
invented dishes. Novelty is more cloying
in the long run than a repetition of what
has been proved good and nourishing by
long trial. )
I believe that every one who reads for
pleasure, who thinks about the matter at
all, wants to fill her
mind with thoughts
and images that are
better than her own
average thought—and
by ‘‘better” 1 mean
more amusing, pleas-
anter, more piquant,
more intense — what-
ever the kind of book
may be. That is what
you mean by ‘‘divert-
ing yourmind ’—turn-
ing it into another
channel. When you
read a book you follow part of the channel
of some person’s else mind. For the time
being you live in the author’s thoughts.
Now, when you go into the woods on a
holiday, and paddle in a canoe along a
streani, your pleasure is enhanced by the
beauty Of the stream—by the alders that
brush'its edges and the flaring sumac-bushes
that burn at every curve. And when
you float along the current of an author’s
dreams, in the book that he has written,
you have a right to expect that there shall
be beauty revealed at many turnings. An
author lhias no more right to fill his book
with the ugly thoughts of his mind than
you have to cultivate what is unpleasant in
your own thoughts and spread itbefore your
friends when you meet for social enjoyment.
When we do meet a person of that kind
we say that he or she is *‘ bad company,”’
no matter how choice the language in
which the narrative is clothed.
And a book that is given over to the
exploitation of ugly thoughts
and images is ‘‘bad com-
pany’’—the worst sort of
company, for it not only
spoils the hour that you give
to it, but by association spoils
many other hours.

THE LADIES

- .

of books for our own reading.

If you think a great deal over the choice
of flowers and the arrangement of a bou-
quet that you send your friend, how much
more should you consider the book that
you choose for a present. The flowers
soon wither and the perfume passes, but
the book remains not only on the shelves
but in the memory—and the perfume of it
is indissolubly wedded to the giver. If we
realized how often we walk through the
memories of our friends, attended by the
strange company who have stepped out of
the books that we have given them, we
should certainly shudder—and choose bet-
ter next time. What a curious spectacle
does a decent young woman present in the
mind of her friend, associated with the
memory of certain New Women who have
stepped out of current fiction! Such an
association is humiliating and degrading,
and yet some very nice girls do not take
thought to avoid it.

¥

HE books that we give to children are
often the hardest to choose, for it is
impossible to put one’s self in the attitude
of a child. Our keenest memories of child-
hood are more than half compounded of
the ideas and knowledge that we have
picked up in maturer years. But there are
certain books that have stood the highest
critical test of the nursery—and grown-up
folks have no standard of criticism half so
severe. If a child does not like a book,
that settles it—no sense of duty or high
literary authority will make herreadit. But
the Congress of Critics among children has
scttled once for all that Grimm and Hans
Anderson tell ““perfectly lovely stories’” ;
that ‘‘Alice in Wonderland”’ and
thorne’s “ Tanglewood Tales” are ¢
petual delight; that Kipling’s *]
Books '’ are almost as good as the
circus ; and that ‘“Uncle Remus”’
is an ideal chum for winter even-
ings before the fire.
There was never so much atten-
tion and effort given by writers
of the first rank to the making of
books for children as now; and
never before have publishers spe:
much money on their artistic adorm
Indeed, the children have so much «
beautiful, and wholesome literature put
before them in these days that it must be
a serious shock to them when they begin
to read grown-up books to find what poor
stuff we choose to read. Mrs. Burnett and
Mrs. Wiggin have written books that have
become classics for children, and John
Kendrick Bangs’s ¢ Jimmieboy ' stories
have domesticated themselves at most fire-
sides where there is a healthy boy.
The healthy boy is about the hardest
specimen that we have to keep up with in
the matter of books. He
is out of the nursery be-
fore we know it, and
changes his standard of
taste every six months.
The time that he is hard-
est to please is when the
‘Indian fever’ strikes
him. He won't let you
read him a page of a
“girl’s story” then, and
woe be to him if a cheap story paper falls
into his hands at this time! His taste in
reading will get a wrench from which it
is hard to recover. But if at that critical
time a judicious aunt or sister presents him
with Cooper’s *‘ Leather-Stocking Tales,”
or some of Mayne Reid’s stirring adven-
tures, or Henty’s historical fictions, the
boy will get a taste for the real thing that
will make him impatient ever after
of what is tawdry and spurious.
And, if by chance, you should
give him Stevenson’s ‘‘ Treasure
Island,”” he will bless you as long
as he lives, and call it a red-letter
Christmas, and vow that you are
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the wisest of his aunts. On some long
rainy evening he may even permit you to
read him, out of gratitude, Stevenson’s
‘“Child’s Garden of Verses,”” and if you
get him in his tender mood that book will
make the boy a lover of real poetry for
life. Aund in the same quiet and receptive
mood you can read him ‘‘The Golden
Age,”’ by Kenneth Grahame. He may tell
you that that is the way *‘you grown-ups "’
look at things, or he may say ‘‘that’s
bully ’—but at any rate he will have had a
glimmering of what good writing means.

The boy has a lot of other good friends
about whom he will tell you if you ask
him—Kirk Munroe, and Trowbridge, and
‘“Oliver Optic.”

The girl of the same uncertain age and
tastes, it seems to me, has been rather neg-
lected by our writers. [ confess my pro-
found ignorance of what girls like to read
or what they ought to read. But I know
that Sarah Orne Jewett, Mrs. A. D. T.
Whitney, Mrs. Harrison and Mrs. Wiggin
have written stories expressly for them, and
I have confidence in the literary taste and
judgment of anything that they set out to
do for young girls.

>

(9
HEN it comes to the choice of a book

for an adult man or woman you have |
the whole field of good literature to select |

from. What I have said in this paper about
your own choice of books for pleasure
should apply with equal force to your
choice of a present for a friend.

In succeeding papers something will be
said about choice in many kinds of litera-
ture and for various purposes.

can easily apply. Between the old book

that has stood the test of years, and the -

new book, just out with a most enticing

cover, it is always safe to choose the classic .
Your friend will have a higher |
. ! . |
opinion of you, even if he has read it, and |

for a gift.

if he has not read it he will ever after asso-
ciate you with a delightful memory.

¥

THE very centre and
life of a family

reunion at Christmas-

time often is, and al-

ways ought to be, a :

dear old lady who pre-
serves in her warm
heart the traditions
and good will of at
least half a hundred Christmases. It is
she, and not Santa Claus,
who really keeps the
sacred fire a-burning on
the Christmas hearth.
Without her to pass the
legend on to her grand-
children the Santa Claus
myth would be in a fair
way to perish in these cold
scientific times.
And yet, with all our love for her, she is
the hardest person on our list to choose a
present for. Her wants
are very few, and she
never wears out any of
her clothes. She pre-
fers old things to new,
at any rate.
But there is one thing
about her that is per-

There is |
one general principle, however, that you |
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Prudential

STRONG—

| with the durance of a granite ledge,

Che

LR X 4

offers every form of

Life Insurance

for men, women and children
Ages, 1 to 70
Amounts, $15 to $50,000

Premiums payable weekly, quarterly,

half-yearly, yearly. The Prudential

has Assets ol $15,780,000; Surplus,

$3,300,000; Income, $12,500,000.
Write for information

' The Prudential Insurance
Company of America

Home Office, Newark, N. J.
JOHN F. DRYDEN, President

The Art Interchange

FOR 1897

. More thorough, complete and iuteresting than ever. It is the
highest wuthority on art matters, and as a practical house-
hold maguzine it is indispensable. Each monthly number con-
taiux, besides its valuable iuformation on all home matters and
beaugiln'nll_\' illustrated pages, large design supplements and exquisite
fac-similes of oil and water-color paintings. Yearly subs., §4. Six
mox., §2. Ningle copies, 35 cts. Subscribe now for 1897
and get unusuel -~ - -2

Decorative Art

Hlostration

Blographies of Artist

Sketching

Wood-Carving

Home Decoration

China Painting

Architectural 'lans

Oil and Water-Color

Painting

Pyrography

Art Criticism
Artistie l‘lmtogrnph
EMBROIDERY

Art Notes and News

Ete.

The Christmas
| color shown in this a
| sentasa apccelmen

| wot deluy in sending for this claborate holiday number. The
. handxomest ever Issued.
: SPECIAL to THE Lapixs’ IJonk JournaL readers. Every

oue subscribing for 1897 at $4 (regular price) wiil
receive FREE the six mouths’ numbers from JI‘I‘U loll.)cce:nhur,
1896. This gives you 18 mouths’ subscription for $4 (value $6),
with 36 design supplements and 36 color studies, which includes
our beautiful Pansies (compavion to Chrysanthemums and Violets).,

petually young, and -

that is her dear old ro-
mantic heart. If a girl

or a boy wants sym-
pathy in his first ro-

mance he goes to his
grandmother every
time.
So that if you want
to please her give her
a real good romance to read. She has no
sympathy with modern realism and pes-
simism. She knows better, for she has
lived her life deeply, truly, honestly, and
she will tell you that it was good fo have
lived if. She believes with Stevenson that
‘“this period for which we are asked to
hoard up everything, is, in its own right,
the richest, easiest, and happiest of life.”’
You must give her a book with heart in
it, and she will talk with you about it for
months after. The permanent affections
of home life—friendship, fidelity, patriot-
ism—always please her. because she has
tested them and found that they can be
depended upon. I know one old lady who
has read over and over again Barrie's
“Window in Thrums,”’ [an Maclaran’e
‘“Bonnie Brier Bush,”
Barr’s “ A Daughter of
But then /Ze lived in
before she met him—
so long ago—and thes
are the things they
talked about when
both were young.
Now he is very far
away, in the Land o’ the leal, but at night
when she sits nodding over the story of
Jess and Hendry in Thrums, the old red
chair is filled again, and he is there once
more beside the Christmas inele nook.

out, showing 45 Beautiful Homens built from our plans.
Will aend it free. Simply say what priced house vou
are thinking of'and inclose two 2-cent stamps for mailing.

GEO. F. BARBER & CO., 624 Gay St., Knoxville, Tenn.
PROF. A. LOISETTE’S World-Famed

Endorsed by Educatora,
Sclentifie, Profeaxional
and Busincas Men all
over the world.
Abridged from

Assimilative
Memory SyStem six  books to

one. Ilandsopely hound, with portrait and autograph.
Price $2.50 American, 10s. 6d. Knglish.
and testimonials sent FREE. Address
A. LOISETTE, 287 Fifth Avenue, New York
or 200 Regent Street, London, Eng.

SHADE CARD For Embroiderers

Showing. 3% Shades in which we.Dye our EMBROIDERY SILKS.
Indis ble for E i s. Sent for 20 centa. Address
The Brainerd” & Armstrong Co., 6 Unlon St., New London, Conm.

\ to-date Designs and Plans. We have a new one, just
i
|
|
|
|
i Prospectus
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lining sides shall be on the inside, and
cover the place where the join is made with
a bow of narrow ribbon. Screw into the
ornamented board a tiny brass hook and
the watch-stand is complete.

A useful darning-casc is made by cover-
ing and lining two pieces of stiff paste-
board, six by four inches in size, with
silk or linen of contrasting colors. This
can be best done by covering only one side
of four pieces

OI SCISSOr's must be attacneda.
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shaped corners of white satin, one and a
quarter by two inches in size. A laver
of cotton batting sprinkled with orris-
root, was tacked to the reverse side, and

ild contain. At the
: ribbon make hems
halebone should be
e elasticity and firm-
:dges together, leav-
1¢ end, to hold the

lition to the work-
¢ pieces, emery-bag,
-case.  They should
d silk, ornamented
nd bound with silk
rasting shade. The
ther circular, square
.. The inner leaves
d be prettily button-
the edges. It should
 cushion, which may
be either circular
or square,_has no
ornamentation
other than the
dainty binding of
cord. The emery
bag may be ecither
heart or straw-
berry in shape, and
finished with a
tiny bow of rib-
bon. The three
pieces should be
connected by a
narrow ribbon.
A pretty gift is a
clasp-pin holder,
iing a strip of white
in length and two
:dges evenly. Then
n ribbon the same
:r.  Midway between
yon and flannel cut
admit the head of a
ither both materials
nd tie a sash of nar-
nding in bow and
aaist. A sigilar bit
n be tied about the
de at the back from
- holder. Clasp-pins
ld be placed evenly

> may be made by
mall brass rings with
or the purposc knit-
lor. Form a chain
nning a narrow rib-
s shown in illustra-
m  through the first
) the back ; place the
first half way; bring
1¢ upper part of ring
v the lower part of
ce ring number three
unuct nng awnocr WO and proceed as
before until all the rings arc used.  Allow
the ribbon to hang a quarter of a yard
below the last ring, and attach to it scissors,
emery and needle-book. Sew a loop three |
inches in length to the upper ring and e¢nd |

a lmlmr of white surah silk added Two
other smps of black sat’ o
inches, were next taken
ners put upon each along
These pieces were simile
ﬂa_p_s ~of white satin, a
«
1
CARD-CASE plece or neavy
cardboard the
shape desired,
ead, etc., is made cover first

bon, seven inches
in width. Make
m at one end of
'm, an inch from
itching, so as to
Midway between
ds sew the strips
er, uniting them
h side as far as
sing, thus making
Il bag. Half an
elow the foot of
g make a second
stitching, closing
. side of this divi-
Take a piece of
isteboard, a trifle
r than this open-
width and three
in length, cover
lannel and then
ibbon, sewing a
>bon loop to one
end. In this
place several
needles of vari-
ous sizes, suit-
able both for
darning pur-
poses and for
sewing on the
shoe-buttons

FOR SHOE-BUTTONS which the bag

with flannel
and then with
the material
selected, on
which should
be either em-
broidered or
painted some
ornamentation
appropriate to
the occasion.
l.Line with
heavy paper,
applied with
olue. Then
cut several
piceces of blot-
ting paper of a harmonizing color to
correspond in size and q]mpc with the
cover, and tie together with ribbon.

A useful little present is a holder for the
baby-ribbon which is so much used for
lingerie A unique one may be made by
gilding or enameling three large spools
which have been emptied of thread. Wind
each with baby-ribbon of a different
color, and hang together by ribbons of
unequal length from a pretty flowing
bow of wider ribbon. These cases are
very simply made, and in addition to
their usefulness are most charmingly
ornamental for either bureau or dressing-
table.

A FANLY BLUI IEK

. YOU CAN

December, 1896

TAKE CLEVER BABY PICTURES
T HOME WITH THE

PHOTAKF CAMERA

1L WEKES SUPCTD IUWCTIOE UINE CAPUSUICS BUU VUWUUUL suapsuuts,
‘Takes tive pictures at one loading on glass plates. (No kinky films
to handle.) Made of metal—handsomely finished—simple in con-

struction—simple to operate.
Camera complete, with Outfit for Developing $250
6 Negatives and Printing 12 Pictures, for .o
Send 2c. stamp for Descriptive Booklet and Sample Picture.

CHICAGO CAMERA (0., 5th Ave. and Randolph St,, CHICAGO

The “Practical " Trousers Hanger and Press

Keeps Trousers ‘‘ Smooth as if Ironed”’

Tt cnables a closet arrangement as_illustrated, which gives maxi-
mum convenlence and room. Set of 6 llnngen and 8
Practical Cloaet Rods, express paid, #5.00. Price (post-
paid) of single Hauger, 75c.; of Rod, 25c. Descriptive pamphlet
and fuc-simile letters of dupllule orders (the most emphatic kind of
testimony), mailed free. Mouey refunded ir not satisfactory.
PRACTICAL NOVELTY (0., 429 Walnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa.
OUR fixtures for Ladies’ Clothing ar¢jjust as convenient and
satisfactory. Circular free.

A Set of 4 Bkirt_Hangers and 1 Cloret Rod, $1.00, postpald.
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cases may be dec-

orated in college

colors, and the envelopes labeled with sub-

jects, as ‘* Art,’’ **Poetry,”” “ Music,” etc.
A very useful medicine-case may be

made by taking two pieces of linen, shaped

somewhat like a four-leaved ' -7 “orier

an oblong centre eight and

six inches in size. This shor

four sides flaps with rounded

at the sides and top having ¢

inches at the greatest bre

that at the foot measuring

half as it is purposed to

double pocket. Then take

thin board eight and a qua:

inches, cover on both sides

silk, and place between the

shaped centres. An intc

oiled silk should be secur

between the two pieces of

row of machine stitching sl

encircle and incluse the cen

the board firmly. Take a s

linen, fourteen and a half

length and two wide. Bin

with braid, and ornament wit

herring-bone at top and bott

each end to the centre piece

from the foot. Fasten e\

inches, making five com-

partments. Then cut two

pieces of linen to fit the

flap at the foot, making

one a half inch and the

other an inch and a half

shorter than this flap.

Bind each along its

straight edge. Then top-

sew these about the

rounded edges, the short-

er one over the larger,

thus making two pockets

almost the length of the

flap, one of which should

A CLIPPING-CAS=

Cover firmly Swo of the pieces on this
padded side with white silk. The other two
pieces should be covered with linen, one
cover being ornamented either with em-
broidery or painting. Fasten securely two
loose straps of inch-wide ribbon two inches
fenn anch and of ane af the cilk-cavered

in the centre of the silk-covered pieces glue
inch-and-a-quarter-length hinges of ribbon.
Then glue securely the backs of the silk-
covered pieces to the backs of the linen,
and the case is complete.

A sachet which when made looks like
a stick of mint candy is made by cover-
ing a pencil-shaped piece of wood, six
inches in length, with sachet-powdered

cotton batting, the whole to be

makes its proverbial disappearance less
likely, and is therefore in favor. For
the desk there is quite a bewildering
array. The stamp-boxes, pen-trays,
paper-weights, letter-clips and mucilage-
bottles are all finished in dull silver and

—— o — 1
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The Quad &z

AN UNEQUALED HOLIDAY GIFT
FOR YOUNG AND OLD

Unequaled as a Camera at Three Times its Price

Every
Camera
guaran-
teed. It
alone
has the
quadru-
plex
plate
holder.
It makes
as per-
fect pic-
tures as
any
Camera.
For sale
by all
dealers,
or sent
on re-
ceipt of
price,

:

Send 2e.
stamp for
sample ple-
ture and
eatalogue.
“Quan
Poster (in
colors) e,

VLUOL & WVUIL, 313 Lhamplain Building, CHICAGO
E. & ll. T. Anthony, Eastern Trade Agts., 591 Brondway, New York

To all Unemployed Men

and Women who are willing to use their
influence with their personal iiends and ac-
quaintances in explaining and showing the
practical working of a very simple device
recently patented, we will give an opportunity
to earn some money.

Any intelligent man can earn from one
to two dollars a day: an active man can
earn more—a “hustler” can net $5 to $8.

Particulars, terms, prices, methods, advice
and suggestions will be carefully given to the
first one to apply (enclosing 2c. stamp) from
each city, town and village in the United
States. Address

PRATT FASTENER COMPANY,
72 Lincoln Street, BOSTON, MASS.

A Present for a Lifetime

WINTER FIRESIDE COMFORT

CAMA T anthaw Tall TTaie (v .

iT3e iTle WUNRIKIT, DUA 794, WIILBRU, U. D. A.

Genuine Navajo Indian Blankets, groor ™o
to &8, fancy-colored, large, $10 to 835, Indian Baskets, $1 to
California Lion Skins, 810 to als,. Gash with orger. P o 85

M. HOWELL, Jr.,1109 W. Seventh Street, Los Angeles, Cal.
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PERSONALLY CONDUCTED
By E. L. Drane

' WAS very much mystified over the
following invitation which reached
me by mail the other day :

LyNpDHURST, November 6, 1896.
Miss E. L. DrRANE,

Dear Madam: 1 am making up a party for a
winter tour in the United States. It will be very
select, and I should like the pleasure of numbering
you among the tourists. It will be perfectly safe for
you to come alone as I shall have an unlimited
number of chaperons on hand.

I have had large experience in all modern modes
of travel, having frequently gone on extended trips
on the trolley lines. Being a linguist of no mean
ability I can act as interpreter to any form of the
‘“ United States’ language.

The expense will be slight.

The porter has agreed to be paid only in his own
coin, and has magnanimously offered to give as
good as the guests may send.

The cars are well lighted, evenly heated by furnace
and built for use.

Che train will start from * Lyndhurst *’ at 8:30 p. M.,
Friday, November sixteenth.

Meals are included.

The itinerary includes stops at most of the leading
cities and points of interest in the United States.

The accompanying coupon will cntitle you to a
ticket and all the privileges of the party. Present it
at the ticket-office on the evening of the start.

Yours respectfully,
GERTRUDE CRAMPTON.

¥

F COURSE, I accepted, and promptly at
the hour mentioned I put in an
appearance at Lyndhurst, arrayed in a
traveling suit. Upon entering the hall |
found a screened corner with the con-
ventional ticket-window. Smiles bought
my ticket from a youth whose face seemed
very familiar, and 1 took my change in one
of his. Gertrude stood near, ready to hand
my wrap over to a most stolid unsmilable
baggage-master. The parlor had been
transformed into a waiting-room, and there
was a gatekeeper to restrain the passengers
from entering the sitting-room, or parlor-
car.
The tickets were of the regulation length,
and printed on green paper as follows :

FuNVILLE, FROLICTOWN AND FEATHERBRAIN
RaiLway
Tuiz GREAT NEW YORK ROUTE
Davis Dyer, Receiver
SPECIAL EXCURSION TICKET

RuULES AND CONDITIONS

This ticket is not transferable, reversible nor sala-
ble. It must be signed by the person to whom it is
assigned.

The company will not be responsible for cattle
killed by the carelessness of passengers who throw
sandwiches out of the window.

Doctors are not provided, but if vou have the grip
it can be checked by the baggage-master.

The porter is a pirate who deserves no quarter.

If the ventilation is not sufficient tell your wife.

You are prohibited in this State from standing on
the platform.

The conductor will not punch this ticket.

The stations at which this train stops are :

1. Where all have bean. [Boston.]

2. The greatest engineering feat. " [Wheeling.]

3. An improvement on the ship which grounded
on Mount Ararat. [Newark.

4. A military defense, an
[Fort Worth.]

5. A city whose end and aim is *“ go.” [Chicago.]

6. Our {)onrd of city fathers, also a precipice.
[Council Bluffs.]

7. An accident which results in a ducking.
River.]

8. An_ exclamation, an appeal to maternity, a
laugh. [Omaha.]

9. Anopera encore. [Sing Sing.]

10. Named from the King of France who reigned
from 1226 to 1270 A. D. [Louisville.]

11. A deceased farmer who was twice dictator of
Rome. [Cincinnati.]

12. Named for an ancient citv whose downfall after
a long sicge avenged the abduction of a woman,
['l‘roy’.{]

13.” A place for the lingerers. [Tarrytown.]

14. Named for the father of our country.
ington.]

15. A high place, and what all
[Mount Desert.]

16. A superlative, and rushing waters.
Rapids.]

17. A girl's nickname, and relations by blood or
marriage. [Nankin.]

18. A purely American product, and a continuous
structure. [Cornwall.]

19. A girl’s name, and a Roman garment.
toga.]

¥

TTACHED to each ticket was a lead
pencil, and blank spaces were left on
which the answers were to be written. Of
course, in the original tickets the answers
were not given. Promptly at eight-thirty
the passengers, who had by this time
assembled, were allowed to pass through
the gate into the sitting-room and take seats
in the parlor-car; then when all were seated
a youth blew the whistle, another called
““all aboard,” a third clanged a bell, and
we were supposed to have started.  When
the fun was at its height the conductor
called out that the train had stopped, and
we repaired to the parlor, where we had
music, until Gertrude and the train crew
announced the one who had guessed most
of the places, and to her a miniature grip
was given. Then we had refreshments,
and wound up our trip by a unanimous
vote that there should soon be another.

a Paris dressmaker.

[Fall

(Wash-
children love.

[Grand
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TEN CLEVER IDEAS
By Alice M. Rellog

HE considerate hostess furnishes
- her mind with ideas for entertain-
 ing her friends when she issues
invitations for an evening party
with no less care than she bestows upon the
preparation of the material elements for
the same occasion.

Where a number of people meet for the
first time a mutual interest is the best
means for breaking the ice of unacquaint-
ability. To bridge over the chasm of
stiffness that often settles upon an evening
gathering the following devices may be
considered.

Topics for conversation may be sug-
gested in an attractive form in the following
way : Write down a list of subjects of the
day, including those of local interest, on
blank cards. A sample lot are given in
the following: ¢ Conundrums,’” ‘‘The
Turkish Trouble,”” ¢ Hearts,” ‘“ The Latest
Book,”” ‘‘Modern Philanthropies,”” ‘ My
IFavorite Song,” ‘‘ People Who Have Im-
pressed Me.” Each gentleman present
asks the ladies to converse with him on
these topics, in turn, and secures their
autographs upon his card. Five minutes
are allotted to each topic, and at a signal
the partners change for the next number
on the program.

Conundrums are so universally popular
that they nced no introduction as a channel
for sociability. Being never very new nor
very old, they may be passed in from time
to time. What will hold all the snuff in
the world? No one knows. Why are the
stars the greatest astronomers? Because
they have studded [studied] the heavens
for centuries. Why is a good machine like
a kiss? Because it seams [seems] nice!
What was Joan of Arc made of? Maid of
Orleans. Why cannot Queen Victoria be
buried in Trinity Churchyard in New York?
Because she is not dead yet.

¥

A GEOGRAPHY story can be elaborated

from the following model, and prizes
bestowed upon the persons who can give
the most names correctly in place of the
bracketed words: A [island south of Scot-
land] once came to this country to hunt,
having the idea that a [city in Western
New York] could be seen as soon as he
landed. However, a [island southwest of
Australia] he would not despise for game,
and he felt certain that an [ocean west of
Australia] would beset him on every hand.
He was a [city in Scotland] fellow and
often called by his friends Eisland south of
Africa]. To his surprise [country in the
western hemisphere] was not so barbaric
as he fancied, and after scouring the
[mountains in the western part of the
United States] he met a lovely girl named
[city in Italy] whom he persuaded to
return with him and become a subject of
[province of Australia]. The answers to
the above are Man, Buffalo, Kangaroo,
Indian, Sterling, Prince Edward, America,
Rockies, Florence, Victoria.

L4

A CONGENIAL employment for people
whose thoughts turn to art is to
recall in a stated time the names and
painters of familiar masterpieces. Copies
of these, numbered (prints or cheap photo-
graphs answer every purpose), should be
displayed about the room as if it were an
art exhibition, and guests provided with
cards and pencils for noting down their
guesses. Millet's ““ Angelus,”” Munkacsy’s
*“ Christ Before Pilate,”” Raphael’s ¢“ Sistine
Madonna,” Murillo’s ‘‘Immaculate Con-
ception,” Rubens’ ‘‘Descent from the
Cross,"” l.epage's “[loan of Arc,”’ Paul
Potter’'s ¢ Bull,”” Millais’ ‘‘ Princes in the
Tower,” may be included in a list of
famous works.

'f'-

¥
MISQUOTED quotations afford mental
occupation for lovers of poetry.

Write out on slips of paper certain much-
read verses from ‘Maud Miiller,” “The
Psalm of Life,” Tennyson's ‘‘ Maud,”
Shakespeare’s plays, Dickens’ or Thack-
eray’s novels, etc. ; change a few words or
even a whole line, and see who can recall
the original rendering.

Another use for quotations is to twist
pieces of different shades of green tissuc
paper into the shape of lettuce leaves, and
place them in a salad bowl—having pre-
viously pasted upon each a short quota-
tion, written distinctly on white paper—and
pass them about as a salad, inviting each
partaker thereof to guess the name of the
author whose quotation adorns the lettuce
leaf which he has chosen.

DEVICE not too much used to still
prove a novelty in many homes is the
designating of each guest as he arrives
with the name of some noted character.
A card with the name upon it is pinned on
the shoulder; this is referred to by the
others in conversation, but is not examined
by the wearer. I‘rom the remarks ad-
dressed to him he is to guess whether he
is impersonating Buffalo Bill, Mr. Cleve-
land, the Duke of Marlborough, Chauncey
M. Depew or some local celebrity.
Photographs of famous people, labeled
with names that do not belong to them,
may be handed about among a company
of persons for correction. What seems at
first glance to be a simple act of adjust-
ment, calls for considerable study and a
good memory. The portraits of Wagner,
Beethoven, Paderewski, Rubinstein, ~Ole
Bull, Whittier, Queen Victoria, Emperor of
Germany, Gladstone, Shakespeare, Milton,
Dickens, Tennyson, Scott, Burns, lLong-

fellow, Washington, Lafayette, Napoleon,
and others of known fame should be
chosen.

¥

ITH a child’s blackboard and crayon
impromptu drawings can be made of
animals, each person taking a turn while
the others guess the name of what is
being portrayed, To call out more artistic
skill and some historical knowledge each
one may be asked to give his conception
on the blackboard of an event in American
history—the Boston tea party, \Washington
crossing the Delaware, Pocahontas and
Captain John Smith, landing of the Pil-
grims—which the rest essay to give titles to.
A “mock convention’’ can be carried
out with all the ceremony of a real affair,
and will evoke amusement and also prove
instructive to the participants. A topic of
popular interest is chosen before the time
of meeting—woman'’s suffrage, capital pun-
ishment, emigration, etc.—and each guest
is assigned to one of the United States as
a representative or delegate. Officers are
selected and parliamentary rules followed,
and as the members appear and present
their credentials they are shown to their
places, and in due order give their views
upon the subject.

As nearly all of the diversions described
above require pencils and cards it is a good
plan to keep a supply on hand. Ribbons
and decorations on the cards add to their
attractiveness, and if prizes are desired
book-marks, magazine covers, calendars,
frames, or any addition to the writing-desk
or work-basket will be found popular.

$F9

A LITTLE SUGGESTION
By H. Custle

ELIEVING that the success of a social
gathering depends largely upon how
the evening begins, and that too often
cliques are prone to gather in the different
parts of the rooms while waiting for some
one to make a start, I recently tried the fol-
lowing plan which worked most success-
fully: From a list of names to whom
invitations had been extended we pre-
pared, on small cards, enigmas or charades
representing the different names. As the
guests arrived they were each handed the
card which had previously been prepared
for them.

As each one saw his own name bur-
lesqued, curiosity to know how the others
had fared was aroused, and he therefore
started at once to make a circuit of the
room.

L2 2K
A MYSTERY TEA
By FElizabeth de Motte Carter

HILE there is *‘ nothing new under the
sun " there are new ways of com-
bining old things, and in this day of search

after unheard-of and pleasing combinations :

the ‘““Mystery Tea’” seems particularly
amusing.

Upon entering the room one of the
entertainment committee hands you a card,
with pencil attached, upen which are the
numbers from one to ten, with a blank
space after each. This is your menu card,
and it is your duty to put a cross or check
mark after cach number you wish served
to you, the first order being limited to five
numbers, the second to two.

Having checked numbers one, two,
seven, nine, ten, the serving waitress
reccives your card, and shortly after are
sct before you a glass of water, a roll, a
piece of cake, a doughnut and an apple.
Your second order reads five and eight,
and you are given a cup of coffee and a
toothpick.

Follow the waitress out into the kitchen
and over the table, convenient to sight and
rapid reading, is the following list:

1. Glass of water. 6. Pickle

2. Roll, buttered. 7. Cake.

3. Slice of tongue. 8. Cup of coffce.
4. Piece of checse. 9. Doughnut.

5. Toothpick. 10. Apple.

The numbers may be increased, or other
articles substituted for the very modest
ones listed here, but the idea in all cases is
the same. One orders always in entire
ignorance of what he will receive, and
mystery prevails.

December, 1896
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[HE RUDUOLPH WURLITZER CU.
118 East 4th St., CINCINNATI

HAVE YOU SEEN IT?

“A Visit to Uncle Sam’

The greatest parlor game of the age. *Takes you over

the Great Lakes and visits every State; shows their

coats-of-arms and capitals, and date admitted to the

Union. Just the thing to keep the boys home these
LONG WINTER EVENINGS

For sale by Toy Dealers and Stationers, or sent, pre-

paid, for ¥1.00.” GARFIELD & CO., Louisville, Ky.

Agents wanted in every township; no competition : write quick.

not for sale by local dealer, write

If
THE JOHN CHURCH CO., CINCINNATI or CHICAGO.

We Furnish INVITATIONS

for Weddings. Reeeptionssete-:Correct styles. Hirh-
classawvork.  50-for §3.005 100 for §4.50. “Express prepaid.
Send/for samples. “FRANKLIN PRINTING.CO., Loulsville, Ky,
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By Several Experienced Entertainers

THE LADIES OF THE WHITE HOUSE
By Minnie F. Fegley

HE time had almost come for our
annual church entertainment, and
what to do for entertainment we
knew not. Finally from the book

called ““ The Ladies of the \White House ™’

we evolved the following idea, which was
most successfully and most profitably car-
ried out. Each member of the Entertain-
ment Committee selected a picture of one
of the ladies of the White House, and
agreed, as far as was possible, to prepare

a costume that should make of her a living

prototype of the picture she had chosen,

and then to permit herself to be marked

1, 2" or ‘“3,”" as the case might be,

and upon some stated evening to appear

as one of the exhibits at a revised ‘‘ Mrs.

Jarley evening.”

We had one dress rehearsal necessary
to the best arrangement of footlights,
draperies, etc., and then, feeling satisfied
that we could really entertain, we made
arrangements for the printing of our
tickets, which were afterward distributed
among the Sunday-school children, to be
sold for ten cents apiece. The tickets read
as follows :

‘““AN EVENING WITH MRS. JARLEY "

Wednesday, November ninth
IN THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL BUILDING
Doors open at 7.30 Price, ten cents
Refreshments Extra

¥

E THEN had a temporary stage erected,
and upon the stage a representation
of an immense picture frame, within which,
when the curtain rose upon the evening of
the entertainment, stood the persons who
had undertaken to represent ‘‘ The Ladies
of the White House " ; at one side stood
a very modernized ‘‘ Mrs. Jarley,” with a
long gilt cane in her hand. The figures
were marked 1, 2, 3, etc., and all stood
perfectly still while ‘“Mrs. Jarley’’ made the
following little speech :

*The pictures which I will show you to-night,
ladies and gentlemen, have been brought together
from all parts of the United States. They have been
chosen with infinite care and research solely for your
amusement. They are genuine articles, I can assure

you, ladies and gentlemc ral.
These pictures represern nme
period in the history of ver
the White House, Th een
able to secure the latest vou
will occasionally observ ese

it it
ro-

pictures were trying to
18 all due to the lights,
duced by reason of chia

¥

SHE then proceeded to call off the exhibits
as follows :

‘“ Exhibit No. 1.—The character of the woman
represented in this picture was as beautiful as her
face. Her husband was a President who exerted a
strong influence over affairs of his day. He served
two terms and inaugurated the ‘spoils system,’
having turned nearly seven hundred of the rascals
out whom he found in office when he took command.
He was a famous General, and is often referred to,
in a familiar way, by a well-known nickname, given
him because of the toughness and sturdiness of his
character. His wife, whose picture is here shown
died and was buried at their Southern home called
the Hermitage. .

‘‘ Exhibit No. 2.—This is a woman whom the nation
delighted to honor. She probably made more people
happy during her occupancf\; of the White House
than ‘any other woman who has ever occupied that
exalted position. When she first appeared at public

receptio »on the plain-
ness of sitk,’ as the
newspag iiled in court
circles. ‘he afterward
attired 1 t could wish
upon pu istoms, how-
ever, sh etermined to
haveno ...... erved at the

White House while she was mistress there. At the
first State dinner she was overruled by the persua-
sions of the Secretary of State, but ever after that she
asserted her supremacy, and pure cold water was at
a premium on all occasions. i

‘“ Exhibit No. 3.—I hasten to assure you, ladies
and geuntlemen, that this was one of the ladies of the
White House, lest you conclude from her headdress
that she represents a ‘big Injun.’ If fine feathers
make fine birds this is surely quite a fine bird. Her
husband’s administration ~ was uneventful. He
served but one term and was defeated in the race for
asecond. He was a staunch Democrat, a native of
New York and bears a typical Dutch name. During
his term of office occurred a great financial panic
known as the panic of '37.

‘ Exhibit No. 4.—
‘“ ‘A hero was her better half,

Of our young country the strong staff.

The British redcoats put to flight.

He nothing did but what was right.

He 1ever on a railroad went, and never rode a

bicycle.

His wife belonzed to no smart club,

More to her taste the washing-tub.

She read by no electric lamp,

Nor heard about the Yellowstone.

She never saw a postage stamp

Nor ever used a telephone.

She lived before these days of ease,

By wire she could not send dispatch ;

She filled her lamp with whale-oil grease,

And never had a match to scratch,

But in these davs it's come to pass

Machines make living rather tame.

We’ve all these things, but then, alas!

We miss old lady—What’s-her-name?’

At the close of the picture exhibition
refreshments of a simple sort were sold to
all who would buy.

SOME DAINTY PAPER BOXES
By Webb Donnel

NY one who has taken part in con-
ducting a fair knows how profit-
able the home-made candy booth

? is, and how much more salable

the candy is when put up in a dainty fash-

ion. Rough white paper, such as is used

for water-color painting or for drawing,
can be made to take a multitude of
shapes that are attractive, as the accom-
panying illustrations attest. These oddly-

shaped little boxes, when filled with candy
and daintily tied with white baby-ribbon,
make a package that is as charming to

look at asthe con-

It will be well before beginning to make any
of these boxes to cut out a pattern first from
brown paper and fold it together to see
that it comes right; the pattern may then
be used as a
guide for cut-
ting out any
-number of
boxes. When

the paper is
cut and fold-
ed there re-
mains only
the pasting of
the little flaps
atthe corners.
As the candy
in these boxes will be invisible the boxes
containing each kind of sweet should
be piled together with some of the same
candy loosely heaped about the base of the
collection, or, if preferred, the boxes may be
labeled with the name of the candy which
they contain.

$F$9
THE BIRTHDAY PARTY

S A charitable affair at which tea, coffee,
chocolate, ice cream, sandwiches and
cake are mingled with pleasant converse
in aid of some church charity. Prior to
the occasion small silk bags are sent to the
different members of the congregation
attached to cards of invitation to be present
at a *‘ Birthday Party ’’ on a certain evening
and at a certain place. Beneath the invita-
tion is written, printed or engraved either
of the following verses :

“ The deed done for charity’s own sweet sake
To your conscience no lasting burden need make,
You will be welcomed with feelings so hearty
If you only will come to our *birthday party.’

*“ This ‘ birthday party’ is given to you,
'Tis something novel, 'tis something new ;
We send you each a little sack,
Please either send or bring it back
With as many cents as you are years old—
We promise the number will never be told.
Kind friends will give you something to eat
And others will furnish a musical treat.
The Social Committee, with greetings most hearty,
Feel sure you'll attend ‘ your own birthday party.’”

It is further explained that the little bag
is intended to hold your contribution to the
special charity for which the entertainment
is given, which should consist of as many
pieces of silver or copper coin as you are
years old.

A SERIES OF CHURCH FAIRS
By Frances E. Lanigan

SERIES of monthly sales, known
as ‘‘Household Sales,” which
may be arranged so as to concen-

& trate all work offered, will furnish
abundant opportunity for varied effect in
decoration, and may be substituted for the
elaborate church fair, which at times seems
beyond the means of the congregation.

It may be well to have in January a * Par-
lor and Library Fair.”’ As the announce-
ment suggests, this sale will furnish a varicty
of things useful for such rooms, and the plan
is flexible enough to permit the exercise of
personal taste in the arrangement of all
details. The sale may be held in a room
divided in two parts and fitted up as a

\0

parlor and a library, but it must be remem- |

bered that elaborate decorations are not so |

necessary as are appropriate and useful
articles to sell.

At this sale tea, coffce and other refresh-
ments might be sold ; all the requisites for
the afternoon tea-table also, as well as dainty
lamp-shades, sofa-pillows, bric-a-brac, mu-
sic, fancy chairs, etc. Books of all sorts
might also be on sale, as well as the cur-
rent periodicals, magazine-covers, paper-
cutters, photographs of authors, book-
covers, table-covers, scrap-books, waste
paper baskets and stationery of all sorts.

St. Valentine’s Day might be anticipatcd
by having on hand a collection of valen-
tines, as well as some dainty knickknacks
suitable for valentine gifts.

¥

N FEBRUARY a ‘‘Nursery and Bedroom
Sale” will furnish an entirely different,
but not less attractive, line of articles. The
ladies who preside in the ** Nursery >’ might
be dressed to represent the nursemaids of
the different countries. The stock of bed-
room articles might consist of all sorts of
toilet articles, of dainty pincushions, night-
gown cases, hemstitched pillow-cases, bed-
room slippers, down quilts, cheesecloth
comforts, etc.

The ** Nursery ’’ might be made most at-
tractive by the use of all sorts of colored
prints as wall adornment, and by a collec-
tion of dolls and toys of all kinds, children’s
books and kindergarten supplies, as well
as useful articles for children’s wear and for
the furnishing of both crib and carriage.

¥

OR March a “‘ Dining-Room and Kitchen
Sale”” will admit of the sale of most
delicate, as well as most practical, articles.
The near approach of Easter suggests
dainty and significant offerings, which can
be so arranged as to lend the grace: of
sentiment to this practical occasion.

The ‘‘Kitchen Sale”” may be made most
attractive by the display of bright-colored
tins and kitchen utensils. Dish towels of
all sorts neatly hemmed, marked according
to their uses, laundered and tied with bright
ribbons in packages of six, cook-books,
irons, iron-holders, stove-lifters, cake-turn-
ers, pie-plates, etc., would all prove salable.

The ‘*‘ Dining-Room Sale’’ may be more
elaborate, and the display greater. China
of all sorts, table linen, hemmed, laundered
and ready for use, pictures, potted plants
and jardinieres, as well as a collection of
cut and pressed glass. The chafing-dish
might be conspicuous by its presence.

Few members of the congregation would
care to serve at all these sales, but a careful
canvassing of the people in any community
or church would prove that most women
would be glad to contribute to a similar
series of church fairs.

L 2K 2 3
A GREEK TEA
By Mary Solace Saxe

N A COUNTRY parish, where the

young people are largely called

upon to pay off the church debt,

a ‘“Greek Tea’ may be found a
very successful novelty. Twelve young
ladies, the taller the better, may be chosen
to do the honors. They must, of course,
don the classic Grecian™ costume, with its
flowing draperies and girdled waist. Such
costumes are very effective made of cheese-
cloth, and appropriate girdles can be made
of gilt or silver curtain chains. The hair
should be bound with the regulation fillet,
consisting of three narrow bands of silver
or gold braid, bound well on the front of
the head, and fastened beneath the Grecian
knot at the back.

Four of these classic maidens receive the
guests, four escort them into the tea-room,
and the remaining four may preside at the
tea-table, where the ribbon or flower deco-
rations take the form of Grecian chains,
and a Greek cake holds the place of honor.
The cake is made of very modern eggs,
sugar and flour, and is a large square one
iced over with chocolate. On this choco-
late are the letters of the Greek alphabet,
done in white frosting.

During the reception a short program
of music and recitations should be carried
out. ‘‘Parthenia,” the story of a Greek
maiden, is an appropriate selection.
Should it be deemed best to hold this
entertainment in the evening tableaux
could be introduced and a higher rate of
admission charged.
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Holiday Gifts

IN SIT.VER and GOLD

Order early to insure
prompt delivery

ng

5¢.

Bowl Design of Panay, and Gold Lined, $1.00

Sterling Silver Lemonade Spoon,

a Gl $1.75

T Guspenders,
Elastie, Bmt, White or
HER $3.00 pair

Tape Hemure, $1.75 Blaer

Sterling Silver.

Handled Knife,
for Gentleman,

biuden, $1.50

SEND for our Fall Catalogue, NOW, ining hundreds
> of Hlustrations of the lutest productions in Jewelry,
Silver Novelties, Watches, Dhmwntr Jdewelry, ete. It will
*ave you hours of hesitation in selecting a gift.

J. H. JOHNSTON & Co.

Established 1844. 17 Union Square, New York

[he Capital
self-playing
Music Box

Plays any nimber
f tunes. Standard
nd popular airs.

AMERICAN
MANUFACTURE
terchangeable Cylinders

v -z cev-m .— omb, with 8 tunes, $15 00
21x14x9 Inches, 58 teeth In comb, with 10 tunes, 28 00
ix17x10 inches, 81 teeth in comb, with 12 tunes, 40 00
¢ Fy 28x17x12 inches, 162 teeth in comb, with 12 tunes, 5 00

SPECIALTIES IN ANTIQUES
0Old furniturepchina, silver, etc. Modern cut glass, silver
and china. Misa MARY . BARTON, 226 East 15th St.,
New York, purchasing agent. Correspondence solicited.
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By Emma M. Hooper

IEN selecting Christmas remem-

brances plan to combine the

ornamental and practical so as

to give as much pleasure and

fit as possible to the one for

ym the gifts are destined. For

reason all things appertaining

ress, made up or in the piece,

are of interest to all classes and to

all ages. Many a young girl fairly longs

for a pretty party dress, and the amount is

put into a piece of jewelry under thé idea

that jewelry must be given, when if the

truth were known the gown would have
given twice as much pleasure.

¥
PARTY GOWNS FOR GIRLS

VENING dresses to wear to dancing-
school and informal parties may be of
silk-warp woolen goods at a dollar, of all-
wool crépon at seventy-five cents, of dainty
cotton crépe at fifteen cents, or of small-
figured taffeta at a dollar or less. If the
goods are forty inches wide get eight yards
or fifteen of single width. White, pink,
yellow or turquoise blue are the shades
used, and ribbon, chiffon, lace or velvet the
trimming. A present of a crépon gown
should include the eight yards of goods,
eight yards of percaline for lining, also
white ribbon of a becoming color for a
belt brought twice around the waist and
tied in a short bow on the left, and a crush
collar having a bow at the back, using four
yards of four-inch taffeta. Add sufhicient
chiffon frilling for the sleeves. Fold the
articles neatly, the dress goods outside,
and tie with a bit of colored ribbon to
make a presentable package, and send with
your Christmas greetings. Ior a cotton
crépe gown get twelve yards, eight of lin-
ing, a yard of lace for the wrists, and three-
quarters of a yard of velvet cut on the
bias for a wide corselet belt and collar;
another half yard of lace will suftice for
fan-shaped pieces on each side of the col-
lar. This package need not cost over four
dollars and fifty cents. .

¥
DRESSES FOR WEE ONES

N GIVING frocks to small children either
buy them ready-made or make them
yourself, as a child can realize a new dress
but does not attach much pleasure to a
package containing a few yards of goods.
If the little one goes to dancing-school
give her an Empire frock of white China
silk hanging loose from a tiny yoke back
and front, of shirring, forming an erect ruftle
over a guimpe of white tucked lawn having
a band of embroidery around the neck.
There are full mutton-leg sleeves shirred
in to the arm-size, a deep hem to the skirt,
and on the left side of the yoke a rosette
of two-inch white satin ribbon with ends
to the edge. To another child give a frock
of bright red plaid at fifty cents, and make
with a round waist, full sleeves, epaulette
revers narrowing where they meet back
and front, and a skirt cut on the bias so as
to bring the large squares diamondwise.
Edge epaulettes, wrists and rolled collar
with several rows of very narrow black
velvet ribbon.

In selecting dresses for poor children
remember that they like pretty colors. For
them get the durable American percales
or ginghams, and if given unmade add a
bit of embroidery for collar and cuffs. It
is a better plan to make the frocks, how-
ever, as they will be better fitted and sewed.
As a rule, the poor are usually too hard
worked not to be glad of an article already
made. A navy blue flannel or serge is
useful, a plaid, mixed cheviot or small-
figured challie, as well as the cotton goods
mentioned above, and the ever-welcome
white lawn.

¥
DRESSES FOR THE BABIES

FOR babies there are so many pretty
things that it seems folly to make
them, except that it may be a labor of love.
Sacques of French flannel are scalloped
all around with embroidery silk. Wrap-
pers are treated in the same way or may
be of challie lined with sateen and bound
with ribbon. Another one is made of
cheesecloth with a laver of wadding be-
tween caught with tufting of wash silk like
a comforter is. A dress of white nain-
sook having yoke of inserting and tucks
edged with embroidery to match that on
the neck and wrists, is always acceptable,
for a baby needs many changes.

Then there is a carriage robe of eider-
down bound with ribbon, and ‘ Baby”’
worked on a wide piece of ribbon put
diagonally across. Nice bibs are of lawn
or piqué quilted and edged with lace or
embroidery. Warm hoods are of white
China silk embroidered in tiny designs,
lined and wadded, with a rosette on top
and ties of narrow ribbon. White cash-
mere sacques are finished with scallops of
embroidery silk.

COMFORT FOR THE INVALID

WHETHER you make or buy for the

invalid there are certain articles
especially directed toward her comfort :
Sofa-pillows without number and of dif-
ferent sizes; a sofa-rug two yards and a
quarter by a yard and three-quarters, of
silk picces, flowered sateen or cheesecloth
wadded and tufted; shoulder shawls and
crocheted slippers, and the little wrap called
a nightingale to slip on over the nightgown,
are all ‘““must haves.” A pretty flannel or
cashmere dressing-sacque buttonholed in
scallops all around, with ribbon belt, large
sleeves and a turn-over collar, is charming.
A dainty nightgown of muslin, cambric or
batiste tied with ribbons ; hemstitched linen
covers for sofa-pillows, and an embroidered
sheet-sham of linen are all gifts that go
far toward making the invalid’s life hap-
pier. A foot-rest, hassock, tiny table and
candlestick to stand by the bed are con-
venient necessities often absent from this
room of suffering. lLoose wrappers simi-
lar to the Mother Hubbard pattern can be
of outing flannel or real flannel, and eider-
down is made up as a loose princesse wrap-
per with ribbon-bound edges and a cord
about the waist. Have a rolling collar,
amply large arm-sizes, etc. Anything
given to an invalid should be made before
it is presented. Dressier garments are
the regular tea-gowns of cashmere, Lans-
downe, printed Japanese silk or challie with
a loose front of bright Japanese silk, lace in
the wrists and neck, ribbons at the waist-
line, and often a collarette of the goods or
of velvet edged with lace.

¥
PRESENTS FOR HOUSEMAIDS

GINGHAMS, percales, serges, cheviots,

mobhairs, etc., form the bulk of the
dress lengths that are sold in separate
packages for the holiday trade. In giving
a gown add the linings and trimmings.
Get eight yards of forty-inch goods ; select
fashionable colors, for your servant knows
these quite as well as you do. Tie up
nicely together and give with at least a
card saying Merry Christmas. Do not buy
a loud color or poor design, and if you
feel able to get beyond a very ordinary
goods why not get a black alpaca at a
dollar or an English serge at this price, for
a good black gown is a necessity and boon
to every woman? With a black gown add
two yard-and-a-quarter lengths of fancy
ribbon for collars, black satin for a vest or
corselet belt, and the linings. In giving a
percale or cambric dress twelve yards is
an ample dress pattern. Add white linen
collar and cuffs and a neat belt, and re-
member that white aprons never go amiss
with a servant of any kind. Half a dozen
white linen handkerchiefs or an equal num-
ber of fast black hose will make a sensible
present. To the poor woman whom we
have always with us give dress lengths of
such durable goods as serge, cheviot, blue
flannel or cambric, but here, too, remem-
ber to exercise taste in the selection. To
such people I would certainly give the
skirt ready-made and cut out the waist.
Shoes, stockings, a wrap, a couple of sets
of flannel underwear, a warm petticoat of
flannel, etc., are all things absolutely neces-
sary from our point of view, but how many
are without, even at this time of charity
and good will to all. Cheap goods are a
poor investment for the really poverty-
stricken, as they must wear their garments
for a long time.

A pair of warm gloves, a hat neatly
trimmed, warm overshoes and an umbrella
are among the inexpensive gifts that many
cannot afford to buy. Old ladies will
appreciate a warm shoulder shawl, or a
couple of neat caps if they wear them.
Inclose a simple card containing good
wishes for the holidays, in every Christmas
package and tie it up attractively.

(4
ARTICLES OF LINGERIE

THERE is something very attractive about

dainty underwear, and many articles
of the kind are suitable for gifts that should
be tied up in dainty packages with the nar-
row satin baby-ribbon, ten yards of which
usually cost eighteen cents. To a servant
two neat muslin nightgowns at a dollar will
save her this outlay and probably fill a
decided want. The young girl going on a
visit will appreciate a couple of batiste or
cambric nightgowns trimmed in lace or
embroidery and costing from two to five
dollars each. Another present is a set of
nightgown, chemise and drawers folded
neatly in a box for seven dollars; or an
umbrella skirt, a lawn skirt having a full
ruffle, put on with a heading of beading and
edged with insertion, for about two dollars.
A couple of prettv corset-covers at a dol-
lar, a lace-trimmed lawn dressing-sacque at
three dollars, or enough pink or blue surah
silk for a similar sacque, with ribbons and
lace for trimming, will delight any girl
loving nice lingerie.

SOME LITTLE THINGS

OW that linen collars and cuffs are in
again a setis welcome, or if possessed
of a waitress or general servant who wears
the usual livery of black with white collar
and apron, give her half a dozen of each.
A fancy five o'clock tea apron of fine
lawn trimmed with lace and ribbon is easily
made of a yard of lawn, two yards and a
half of ribbon, and two yards of lace at
any price for the lower edge and simulated
pocket. This only represents an outlay of
a dollar. To a nurse a couple of aprons
of cambric, having a deep hem and insert-
ing above, is a most useful remembrance.
They may be bought ready-made for a
dollar or the materials gotten for seventy
cents. For a friend who is fond of fancy-
work make an apron of white China silk at
fifty cents a yard, putting a deep,supturned
pocket across the lower edge, and feather-
stitching it into divisions ; stitch the sides
and top of pocket and finish the belt in the
same manner, using white embroidery silk ;
add white ribbon ties. Corsets and corset-
waists always come in a nice-looking box,
and a corset is sure to be appreciated in
white, black or fancy matenal, silk or
cotton. A corset of a finer grade than has
usually been afforded will please.

¥
GLOVES, VEILS AND RIBBONS

FLOWERS, candy and gloves are gifts to

which but little importance is attached,
yet gloves are an important item to young
ladies. A pair of sixteen-button white
suéde for evening wear, reddish-tan piqué
for the street, and light tan glacé kid for
visiting—the three pairs costing five dol-
lars. Put them in a pretty box with a
sachet bag. IFor another girl wanting addi-
tions to the toilette that are beyond her
purse, give two to six lengths of fancy
taffeta ribbon four to five inches wide and
a yard and a quarter long for crush collars—
the ribbon costs from twenty-five to
seventy-five cents a yard ; or give her three
yards and a half for a crush belt worn
twice around the waist, and collar. A tiny
sleeveless bolero jacket of cloth covered
with soutache braiding and lined with silk
would not be difficult to make, and is a very
stylish accessory to any toilette. Do not
forget face veils in the list.  They are dressy
and becoming, and stylish withal. Velil
sachets of sitk arce lovely, and within one,
similar to a squarce kerchief sachet only
smaller, slip a double-width black veil hav-
ing large spots far apart, or a dainty bor-
dcred or black and white veil.

¥
TAFFETA SILK PETTICOATS

ANY a girt would enjoy a silk petticoat
if it did not cost so much, as it does
not pay to buy the cheap ones under ten
dollars, but if a gift reaches her Christmas
morn of the material for one it will be a
queer girl who will not make it up with
thanksgiving in her hecart. Seclect nine
vards of taffeta, of not too stiff a finish,
either black, figured or striped in colors,
—though black is the most useful—at
seventy-five cents a yard; include a skirt
binding, two yards of silk tape for the
drawing-string at the top, and half a yard of
sateen for the facing. It should be made
three yards wide, with a narrow dust ruffle
on the edge and two wider ones above,
each cut bias and set on with a tiny frill; a
narrow yoke at the top, with a ribbon string
matching the petticoat in color, finishes the
convenient and useful garment.

v
FANCY WAISTS FOR ALL

AN ODD fancy silk waist is the one gar-

ment worn by women and girls of all
ages, and a dainty bundle inclosing the
materials for one will never go amiss. Get
striped taffeta silk for a stout figure, and for
others buy the small-figured taffeta and
changeable velours showing a hair line of
color by a rib of black. Black and red,
blue or green, violet, bright blue, pink
and blue effects are all fashionable. The
waist may be made up entircly of the
silk, in which case buy six yards. Have
a velvet or ribbon collar, or make in
the latest fashion with six yards of silk,
half a yard of velvet, a yard and a quarter
of narrow jet edging and a yard of chiffon.
Now imagine the silk black and cherry and
make a plain back and full centre front to
within five inches of the waist-line ; have
plain sleeves to the shoulders, where there
1s a moderate puff draped on. The lower
part of the lining is covered with a boned
corselet belt laid on in easy folds, seven to
eight inches deep, and hooked upon the
left side. Tiny square jacket fronts of
velvet, edged with a narrow, doubled frill of
red chiffon and the jet. The wrists are
finished with the same. Collar of either
material, having a chiffon frill at the top.
If a remnant of silk is picked up it can be
eked out with velvet for the deep belt and
jacket fronts. Silk for waists can be
bought in very gay effects and remain
correct. All sorts of combinations of
colors are allowed. Five yards of chiffon
and three yards of glacé taffeta, with two
yards and a half of moiré taffeta, four
inches wide, for a belt and collar, will make
a dressy waist,

EpiTor's NoTE—Miss Hooper's answers to her
correspondents, under the title of ‘ The Home
Dressmaker,” will be found on page 47 of this_ issue
of the JOURNAL.
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The Keystone Clasp

1s on all our Waists, Belts, Hose Supporters, Side-
Elastic Garters, ete., for Children, Women and
Men. Easiest to adjust and cannot come un-
fastened accidentally.

It will not tear the hore, no matter how fine
the fubric. We will ghe

A PAIR OF NEW HOSE FREE

Silk, Lisle or cotton, in exchange for any torn in
wear by the Keystone Claep, This offer advertised
for nearly u yearin*Tuk Lapiks

HoME JOURNAL,” not having boey
claimed by any one shows that
the saving on hose alone maker
it economy to buy our garments

The"Feels-Well" Waist
and Hose Supporter

Form - fitting, gored waist - band
witn httie Abdominal Supporter in front, which,
with adjustable straps without changing position
of buttons, makes them always in place for proper
fit of garments.  All adjustment ront. Buttons
taped on, cannot pull off.  Auy child can take the
“Feeln-Well” offoron. By Mai.

Child’s ** Feeln-Well," 2 to 12 y
Ladies’ ** Feels-Well,™ 32-46 In.

Dunt measnre, 1.00
Ladies’
Style B
Safety Belt
and Hose
Supporter

Al our Waists and mose supporters
e perfeet Shoulder Braces,  There
s no dead weight or pull from the
hould: in other supporters)
liding straps at the
ough which the body oscil-
s strain fmpossible, Our
atent sliding-bar buekle used
our goods docs away with
he two-pronged buckle which in-
ures the garment and wearer.
A~k your dealer for them.
10 other.
1ose.

Take
All others will tear your
If your dealer does not keep

hem we will mail them on reeeipt
of price. Catalogue free, showing thirty styles waists, supporters, cte.

GEO. N. BUCK MFG@. CO., Mattcon, IIl.

20/ AT PI.UU, P1.20, 1.1, PZ.UU
If your dealer does not keep them write to

R & G Mfrs., 361 Broadway, New York

from Maker

MQCkiDtOShCS to Wearer Direct
$ OUR LEADER

sually sold from $5.00 to
d 7.50. Double texture, Wors-
:d Henrietta, Fancy Plaid
Jining, Double, Seamless, De-
wchable Capes, Inlaid Velvet
ollars.
‘olors: Navy, Black,
darnet, Seal and Myrtle
SIZES : Bust, 32-40
Length, 50-62
ame in Misses
4-48 long, . . ’ $3-25
Moncey back if you say so.
rder early Samples if desired.

'EDFORD RUBBER CO.
91 Bedford St., Boston, Mass.

TWO CHRISTMAS PRESENTS

For Gentleman: |
DESK CLOCK

with postal rates

For Lady :

A Pair of Candle
on diul. | Sticks
Size, 354 x3x224. Helght, 6 inches.

@ Either one finished in gold or $2 00
[

silver plate, prepald, . . .

H. D. PHELPS, Ansonia, Conn.

BABYLAN D ENLARGED to

16 puges. 50 cts. a year.

. All 10-cent orders must

6 months rr 10 cts. be sent on Special Sub-
scription Blanks sent free to any address,

ALPHA PUB. CO., 212 Boylston Street, Boston

GENEALOGIES A% gE ARYs
Pedigrees traced here and as to British ancestry.

Secarches made for Coats of /Arms and Crests for stated
fees. Arms painted. Book plates designed.

Matthews & Wilberforce, 1012 Walnut St., Philada.
(Formerly-connected with_Herald’s-College, England.)
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FOR ELDERLY LADIES
By 7Isabel A. Mallon

WITH

IE elderly lady should dress with
dignity. Irivolous loops and
ends of ribbon are out of place
upon her costume. If she retains
the coilfure that was fashionable when her
years were not many she gains a certain
individuality that is decidedly distinguished.

She should, above all things, choose her
bonnet with care. It must not be so small
as to make her look ridiculous, nor so
large as to weigh her down. It should be
the moclified expression of the shape in
vozue rather simply trimmed, preferably
with ostrich tips and ribbon rather than
flowers.  In choosing her chapeau, how-
ever, the elderly lady must beware of
weighting it with plumes, clse her bonnet
will look like a miniature hearse. The
elderly lady nced not wear all black,
although if she has assumed mourning for
the husband of her youth there is a certain
dignity in never laying it aside. \When she
wears colors I commend the soft grays,
pale heliotropes, the dark browns, and the
dark, but rich-looking, greens that seem
only possible in velvet or silk.  In develop-
ing these materials into handsome gowns
soft rather than severe effects should be
aimed at. Trimmings that look frivolous
are to be avoided, but there are always
decorations that have an air of dignity.
Then, too, the clderly lady if sheis wise—
and, surely, years have brought her
wisdom—chooses for general wear quiet
fabrics like cashmere, serge or Henrietta
cloth, while for very fine toilettes she
elects to have satin, silk or velvet. All
these materials have an air of stateliness
specially adapted to the elderly lady.
They are rich and show it, they are more
magnificent than dainty, and consequently
well suited to the elderly matron.

In sclecting a model for a gown the
woman who yesterday kissed her grand-
daughter should not choose what 1s
known as * the latest,”’ but that which will
best suit her style, and then have her
dressmaker adapt it to her. If she is stout
she should have the draperies so folded
that the curves may be hidden, and_if
slender have sufficient decoration to hide
the angles. The short, rather flirty-look-
ing basque just now in vogue among young
people, is not adapted to the elderly lady.
It gives to her an air of aping youth which
takes away from her dignity. Instead, the
jacket or the stylish Louis Quinze coat is to
be commended.

¥
A VISITING COSTUME

TYPICAL costume, to be worn for visit-
ing by an elderly lady, has a skirt

of black silk ; it is made with the fashion-
able flare and barely escapes the ground.
A long, fitted jacket of black brocade is
worn above this, and just down the centre
of the front is a jabot of yellow lace, this
jabot reaching from the neck, where it is
very wide, to the edge of the jacket, where
it is narrower. On each side is a revers of
white satin overlaid with vellow lace like the

ILLUSTRATIONS BY ELIZABETH SHIPPEN GREEN

jabot, and caught down with jet spangles.
The sleeves are full, shape into the arms
and flare slightly at the wrists, where they
are cdged with frills of lace. The collar
is of white satin with a narrow, flaring turn-
over collar of black. The bonnet worn with
this gown is a black felt with a small bunch
of white feathers on one side, and hich
loops of black satin ribbon on the other.

v
THE COSTUME FOR GENERAL WEAR

ERGE or lenrietta cloth is in best taste
for the costume that is to be worn on

the street at any hour of the day. Serge,
in dark blue, grav or dark brown, is in

good taste, while the Henrietta cloth is, of
Course, always black. An elderly lady
whom I recently met looked the picture of
neatness and good form in a_costume of
dark brown serge. The skirt had the
usual flare, and showed on the foot as a

roration, on each side of
front gore, extending
yve the knees, three rows
small, flat, brown velvet
tons.
“he coat basque fitted at
back and was semi-loose
front, flaring to show the
istcoat, quite a long one
brown velvet. This had,
t in the centre, its entire
gth, a very narrow double
¢-plait, which concealed
closing so carefully done
I hooks and eyes. The
wl collar and revers of the

ique were faced with the !
ge and outlined with a |

ing of brown fur. The in-
e collar, a simple stock of
wn ribbon, was fastened
the back under a bow of

same. With this was
rn, when the cool winds
nanded it, a mink collar.
wi undressed kid gloves
-e in harmony. The bon-
was of brown felt, fitting
1 on the head and having
oval outline piped with
ck jet. Ononeside wasa
ich of small brown feath-
grouped so low that a
fy effect was attained. On
other an aigrette of white,
ile the ties were of brown
vet. With this costume a
1k muff, lined with brown

satin, was carried.

¥
FOR HOUSE WEAR

ASHMERE, Henri-

etta cloth and

crépon are considered

the proper materials

for house wear. Those

crépons having a long,

deep wave not unlike

crape itself are specially fancied for elderly

ladies. A crépon of this design made up

for a lady who is rather tall and slender

shows a flaring skirt which touches the

ground, a draped bodice with a belt of black
satin, and cuffs and collar of black satin.

Black velvet is essentially the dressy

costume of the elderly woman. She may,

with propriety, wear it at a dinner or

a dance, at a wedding or a reception.

If she is fortunate enough to possess some

handsome real lace this may be used upon

it, for to the elderly lady real lace is.the

hall-mark of gentility. A black velvet cos-

tume that is at once simple and elegant,

has a full, flaring skirt with a slight train. |

The bodice is a jacket shape with semi-

loose fronts, showing between them a '
waistcoat of black satin heavily overlaid |

with black jet passementerie. A folded
collar of satin is the inner one on the
waistcoat, while the shawl collar and revers
of the jacket are faced with velvet, piped
with jet, and have geometrical circles of
jet set regularly upon

’ The sleeves are

velvet, full and
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What Assurance
‘Have You

besides the clerk’s word-
that other bindings are
“just as good”

BIAS
VELVETEEN
IRT BINDING?

Are you willing to risk it at
the same price?

SEE that the letters S. H. & M. are stamped
on the back of every yard you buy from the
reel. None other genuine.

ASK FOR THE NEW

S. H. & M. CORD EDGE

If your dealer WILL NOT supply
you we will.
Samples showing labels and materials mailed free.
" Home Dressmaking Made Easy,”” a new 72-page
book by Miss Emma’ M. Hooper, of The Ladies’ Home

| Journal, tells in plain words how to make dresses
at home without previous training; mailed for 25c.

S. H. & M. Co., P. 0. Box 699, New York City

High-Grade, Perfect-Fitting, Imported Corsets

PRIMA DONNA
CORSETS "=

French
Models

Elegance, vomiort ana vurapiiity

i Every pair stamped
ot v PRIMA SHEER DONNA

None other genuine. Prices from $1 upward
FOR SALE BY ALL LEADING DRY GOODS STORES

FELLHEIMER & LINDAUER, Imysrtems

WRITE FOR CATALOGU

1g, and shape in at ¢

sts, where they are
1 with pipings of

ler which fall frills |

it lace. The hair
«d off the face in
dour fashion.

sIderly lady wear-

urning who wishes

ear at a wedding
ume a costume of
«ck silk.  The skirt
rusual flare and a
-ain, and each seam
d with a jet bead-
‘he basque has a
ipple, not a short
ed with heliotrope
Down each side
ront is a strip of jet
enterie laid over
rope satin. The
Ilar is of heliotrope

satin folded and |

fastened at
the back under
a flaring bow of
the same fabric.
The sleeves are
the close-fitted
wrinkled ones
now in vogue,
with caps of
blacksilk edged
with jet and
lined with satin,
extending well
over the upper
part of each.
The hair is ar-
ranged high on
the head, and a
cluster of short,
heliotrope tips
Is at one side
fastened with a
diamond pin.
The gloves are of pale pearl undressed kid.
Wearing such a gown the elderly lady
would be at ease, for she would know that
she was suitably dressed. She would be a
picture of well-bred and artistic dressing,
looking the gentlewoman that she is.

| “ONYX?”
'BLACK HOSIERY

‘“WE NEVER CHANGE COLOR”

l “ONYX?” brand is the standard jfor
| Black Hosiery and is especially noted jor
' Shape, Elasticity and Durability.

LORD & TAYLOR, Wholesale Importers, guar-
antee every pair sold. If you cannol obtain
at your retailer's communicate with

LORD & TAYLOR, "S55 vork
Christmas Send Jor L ATALOGUE
«L. H. FIELD

Handkerchiefs

Jackson, Mich.
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HEART TO HEART TALKS

IRISTMAS is coming ! So
say the children, the
happy, hopeful children.
And we say Christmas is
coming. But with what
spirit do we say it? Are
we more like little chil-
dren this Christmas than
a1, I fear some of us are
not traveling toward Bethlehem. We are
neither wise men nor wise women if we
are not following a Star of Hope that shall
bring us not merely to where the young
Child lay, but to the spirit of that young
Child, for the Christ Child must be born
inus! Did you ever think that after Pen-
tecost the apostles spoke of Christ as the
Holy Child Jesus? I think the most im-
portant question we can ask ourselves at
the Christmas time is, ““Am I more like a
little child this year than ever before?”
I like so much that expression, ‘‘a child of
God "’ It shows how much there is yet
to know. Children are not expected to
know much while children. I think we
might get so much comfort out of what we
do not know, if we could only see the
eternities ahead in which we are to grow
into fullest knowledge. Do you ever
think that we may have the spirit in us
that was in Jesus from His birth—that
was never absent from Him? Of course,
the manifestations were more wonderful
at certain times than at others. There
was one time, you remember, when He
said:  *‘The spirit of the Lord is upon
Me, because He hath anointed Me to preach
the gospel to the poor; He hath sent Me
to heal the broken-hearted, to preach de-
liverance to the captives, and recovering
of sight to the blind, to set at liberty them
that are bruised.”” Was not that a beauti-
ful mission? And Bethlehem meant, and
still means, just that. Have you who are
bruised ever been to Him to heal your
broken hearts? Have you who are poor
ever listened to His beautiful gospel?
Have you ever realized what His coming
into the world meant for you?

THE BEST OF ALL CHRISTMAS GIFTS

¢ E CAME unto His own, and Ilis own

received Him not.  But as many as
received Him, to them gave He power to
become the sons of God, cven to them
that believe on His name.” As I write
these words [ think what a wonderful
Christmas so many might have if they
would only take for themselves God’s
Christmas gift to the whole world. Shall
we be among those who receive Him?  If
we do the child heart will be ours; we
shall be born again; we shall become like
little children! It will be the beginning of
a life you will never regret. Think of it
as you sec your children glad to receive
their gifts. Remember that a Christmas
gift is offered to you so great that all the
gold and silver of earth cannot be com-
pared with it—the gift of a Saviour! \Vill
you receive this Christmas gift?

ey
WHAT WILL YOU DO WITH YOUR FUTURE?

WELL remember when [ was twenty-

five years old that I stood before a
mirror and looked at the few streaks of
gray that had come in my very black hair.
How old I felt that day! 1 said as 1
looked at myself in the glass, ¢ You are
a quarter of a century old! What are
you doing with yoursclf? What are you
going to do with yourself in the future,
now that you are growing old?” The
eyes looked thoughtful as 1 gazed into
them, but no answer came, and | turned
and looked at a little boy at my side, and
I stroked his curly hair and wondered
what the boy would grow to be. Heis a
man to-day, and I am over half a century
old, but I do not feel as old as I did that
day in the long ago, because I have since
that time touched the shores of immortal
youth; yet now my hair is all gray. 1
think there is usually much hurt in the
minds of women when they face the fact
that youth has gone. The attempt to
make one’s self look as young as possible
does not seem wrong to me. But then
there comes a time later on when, if there
is perfect health and happy, bright spirits,
the incongruity between the age and the
way one feels may, under some circum-
stances, cause pain, and one may say, ‘I
do not want to think of my age. If |
could only take off twenty years ; I am not
as old as those figures indicate. 1 am
younger than so many women not much
more than half my age.” T wish I could
help some women that are feeling so.

e wuilv aaou:
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MY LOVE FOR WOMEN

l LOVE women, and my love for them

increases as the years go on. I look
out from my window and sece the working-
girls as they pass. The poor women that
I know have a struggle in life, and I love
them, and 1 always want to help them if I
can, and so just now I want to help the
women who know they are growing old,
whose hair is so much whiter and so much
thinner, and whose hearts are so young.
My dear, dear friends, my sisters, I wish
you could sce how young you are—I wish
vou could taste the living water that would
give you perpetual youth, that would make
you rejoice, as a friend of mine, one of the
grandest women of the world, rejoices that
she is growing old. She sent me her pic-
ture a short time ago, and 1 wrote to her,
saying, ‘“Oh, you do not look as old as
your picture makes you.” She wrote
back, I do look just as old as my picture
indicates—that is, my cocoon does and 1
am delighted. 1 just triumph in the
thought that gradually that old cocoon is
weakening and losing its power to hold
me in imprisonment, and [ often say to it,
“Ah, it has been your turn a good long
while now, but my turn is coming, and
then I shall give you one good shove off,
and shall fly away to the place where you
cannot come and can no longer have any
power over me.””  And yet my friend is
not what we call old at all, and is one of
the noblest-looking women, but she has
cultivated spirit life—the imperishable—
and so must we. All flesh is grass—all
beautiful flesh as well as ugly flesh—all is
perishable, and, dear Daughters, if you do
not obtain God's estimate of things, and
cultivate a spiritual beauty you will surely
find sooner or later that “* I'avor is deceit-
ful and beauty vain.”

ey

THE BEAUTY OF THE SOUL

THXS body will get old, but there is a soul
beauty that will strike through if we
have cultivated the spiritual. 1 know an
old lady who is perfectly fascinating to me
—oh, the sweetness, the brightness of her
face, the youthfulness in old age! But, as
I once said to a class of young girls 1
taught in the long ago, “‘there is no time
to be lost.” I asked them if they would
like to be beautiful when they grew to be
old, and they all said they would.  They
all happened to be exceedingly plain.
There was not a pretty girl among them.
Well I said, ** There is no time to be lost;
you will have to begin immediately ; it
will take a lifctime to make you beautiful,
and yet it can be done ; but you will have
to lead unselfish lives, you will have to
scatter sceds of kindness, manufacture

- sunshine all the time, and then 1 promise

you if you live to be old you will be lovely
to look upon.””  Dear sisters, I am sure you
can know, long before you pass on to the
shores where all are young, the beginning
of the everlasting life—the eternal youth,
and you will know what it is to be a child
in a kind of Divine childhood. You will
always be your Father's child, and all the
clinging dependence of childhood will be
yours, and the line in the old song will be
realized, ‘‘ Make me a child again,”” and
although the mother may not ““come back
from the echoless shore”’ the long-lasting
arms of the One who says, ‘‘As one whom
his mother comforteth, so will I comfort
you,” will be around you. I have just
received a letter from one who signed
herself ““ Marah,”” which means ‘¢ bitter-
ness’’; she is bitter because God has not
met her nceds.  We come sooner or later
to find out that God has made laws ; they
are written in our physical and mental
constitution, and if they are broken we
have to suffer the penalty. God intended
that we should work for the good of others
—good, honest, hard work for the benefit
of those less favored than ourselves. This
is healthy, and no one need tell me that
God cannot make a heart happy that is
truly given to Him. Do not tell me that
the Fountain cannot supply your need of
love, that you must have the streams. All
streams are from the Fountain. No one
in this world need say, ‘1 am getting old
and I must have love,” with a God whose
nature and whose name is love, offering to
fill us with Himself. But you say, ‘I want
human love.” Well, you can have it if
you give it. As Lucy Larcom said, ‘‘If the
world’s a wilderness go build houses in
it.””  Look out for some more forlorn one.

Do not act as if the only existence you
have is an animal existence; above all,
do not be such a fool as to do wrong.
“Whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he
also reap.” ‘‘Remember the first man is
of the earth, earthy; the second man is
the Lord from Heaven.”

** I SHALL BE AN OLD WOMAN NOW »

IWAS so sorry to see the words; she
had been so young. I could think of
her only in connection with flowers. She
was much younger than her husband, and
now he had gone from her side, and she
wrote the words: ‘I shall be an old
woman now.” Of course, I wrote her
immediately, and told her how wrong it
was for her to say, ‘I shall be an old
woman now,”’ to become old just as her
husband had become young. Why the
very thought that he had reached the land
where they never grow old ought to have
made her forget everything but the youth-
ful husband that she would see cre long,
and instead of it making her feel old it
could and would make her feel young.
We have, to my mind, talked toa.much of
that Western slope, and the going down
of the sun. I do not feel that 1 am facing
the West at all—1 am facing the East, the
sun-rising, the morning light. The early
Christians talked of the night being far
spent and the day at hand, instead of talk-
ing of growing old. It is time we changed
our tune and talked of growing young,
for everything is reversed in this Kingdom
to which we are going ; we become more
and more like little children ; you see there
the getting young —going toward, not
childishness but beautiful childhood, and
when our loved ones pass out of our sight
into the land of perpetual youth, if we did
the appropriate thing we should put on
white instead of black, and wear the flowers
that tell of the land of never-fading flowers.

T
WHERE THE FLOWERS ARE

HE first summer that the one left me who
had walked by my side for nearly a
lifetime 1 wore a white dress most of the
time, and my dress influenced me—I am
conscious of that now. Inall I had read
of the land where he had gone to dwell,
whencver dress was spoken of it was
always white robes, and my dress helped
me. One day lovely pink flowers were
sent me, and [ had always worn flowers,
and the one who had left me, it scemed to
me, would hardly know me without
flowers. So I was placing the flowers just
where he had so often smiled when he
saw them, when a friend at my side took
them quietly from my hand and said they
would not seem right, and she was correct.
They would not seem right, but as I see it
now it was right that 1 should wear them.
He had gone where the flowers were, and
why shouldn’t 1T keep him company? 1
wanted to wear them in remembrance of
him. I met a lady the other day who said
to me: ‘Do remember us women in the
JourNAL who are no longer young—don’t
talk exclusively to the girls.””  And just
here I can speak to you women who are no
longer voung. There is a power within
yvour reach that will make you conscious
of the tides of eternal life, but you will
have to seek the gift—not in the way of
earning it, or becoming worthy of it, but
simply desiring it—and [ assure you it
will make a most desirable revolution in
your life, first of all in your heart life; it
will completely take away all envy. You
will no longer envy those who have youth ;
vou will be so sympathetic and concerned
for them, for they have to pass dangers
that you have passed, and you will or may
have ‘‘a heart at leisure from itself to
soothe and sympathize,” and with your
youthful feelings and your wide expcrience
you will be able to help them. I think it
was George Eliot who thought that the
work of a lifetime was done in the last ten
years of life, and it took all the life back
of those ten years to make the ten ycars
effectual. The Master did all His public
work in three years. So to you women who
say you are no longer young I say leave
your age alone, and see your opportunity
of being more, and doing more at this
time in your life than ever before. But
I do not, after all, think you will or can do
so without a gift that you can have. 1
have spoken of it before, but I shall keep
on speaking of it, for without it you will
never come to your best.

ey
READING BETWEEN THE LINES

[ HOPE those who have written to me will,

at least, be able to read between the
lines the answers to some sad letters that
are lying on my desk before me. 1 beg of
them not to doubt that there isa God. The
only solution to the hard problems that
confront us is that there is a God, and a
patient God, who will yet stand justified
before His creatures. Do take in the
eternities ahead, and listen to such words
as, ‘‘One day is with the Lord as a thou-
sand years, and a thousand years as one
day.” He has your etemity of existence
to look after, and all He denies you is
only in the training for your immortal
existence. Be determined that the highest
in you shall conquer the lowest. Be a
child of Eternity—a child of God !
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IS joyous Christmas season,
with ‘its sacred associations
of earthly ties and Heavenly
love, is suggestive of our
second topic. If in our first
lesson we considered the dark
or human side of our estate,
we shall now reverse condi-
uous anu consider it from the glorious or
divine aspect. If then we sought to thor-
oughly disclose the definition of sin, we
now may apply the remedy of the Gospel.
I once heard Dr. Andrew Bonar say that,
although it was a mystery to him_ how sin
should have come into the world, it was
still a greater mystery how God should
have come here to bear the penalty of it
Himself. )

Beginning with the earliest prophecy of
the coming Messiah, made to our first
parents in Eden, on that dark day of their
transgression, and down through all the
ages, the life of Jesus Christ is surrounded
with that which is superhuman.

THE PROMISE OF A SAVIOUR

WHILE the promise of an avenger was
made in Eden it is not recorded
that anything more definite was promised
to Adam and Eve. But to Abraham a
clearer vision was given, for of him the
Saviour said : ** Your Father Abraham re-
joiced to see my day: and he saw it and
wasglad.” The Psalmist David still more
fully prophesied of the coming Messiah
and His reception when he said : ** The
stone which the builders refused is be-
come the headstone of the corner.” But
to the prophet Isaiah may especially be ap-
plied the name of ‘‘ Messianic prophet.”
To him it was given to see the Messiah
as an offering for sin. He tells of One
“wounded for our transgressions, bruised
for our iniquities.”’” It was from the words
of this prophet that Christ chose that pas-
sage which most clearly described His
mission: ‘“ The Spirit of the Lord is upon
Me, because He hath anointed Me to
preach the Gospel to the poor.” )

All the prophecies of Christ had pointed
to Him as the great deliverer of the world.
It was for this cominz King and Ruler

that the Jews, and through them the
world, had been sighing for four thousand
years. The waiting time had been long

and the world was weary, but when at
last the news spread through the land that
the King had come, what a thrill of joy the
faithful must have felt.

THE BRINGING OF GLAD TIDINGS

O BETTER tidings were ever given to
mortal man than that first Gospel
message delivered to the humble shep-
herds on the Judean hills. There must
liave been a special solemnity about that
night. Above, the heavens were resplend-
ent with the glory of God, and even the
elem :nts seemed to appreciate the bene-
diction of **peace and good will toward
men.” A holy quiet rested on the scene.
The noise and tumult of the overcrowded
streets in the distant city at last were
stilled, and one by one  the flickering
lights below them disappeared.

In the realms of another world those
who had long looked for the promised re-
demption gaze down upon the scene.
Prophet and law-giver, king and leader
all look toward the One who shall make
the atonement for their transgressions.

And as the shepherds watched and
waited for the morn [ imagine that their
thoughts and conversation were on heavenly
things. It may have been that they were
talking over the strange rumors which they
had heard regarding the son that was born
to Zacharias, and how it had been prophe-
sied that he was to become the ** Prophet
of the Highest.”” At least, their thoughts
and conversation that night must have
bzen on things above, for God reveals His
best gifts to those ‘‘whose minds are
stayed on Him.”” * The time is at hand,”’
I can imagine one saying, ‘* the Messiah
will soon be here to save us from our ene-
mies.”” ¢ Great is the Holy One of Israel
in the midst of thee.”” exclaims another.
And thus as they rejoice among themselves
there suddenly bursts upon their sight the
glorious light of the other world ; midnight
gloom is transformed into midday bright-
ness, and there appears before them the
Angel of the Lord. He proclams the
deliverance for which this world had so
long yearned. With exultant shout the
choir of Heaven chants again the Gospel
message, that first and glorious carol song.
And as the full meaning of the vision was
realized what thrill of love and joy must
have filled their souls. How their hearts
must have burned within them as they
hastened to worship their Saviour King in
His lowly abode at Bethlehem.

EpiTor's NoTE—' Mr. Moodyv's Bible Class’’
began in the JOURNAL of .November. 1896, and will
continue without intermission during 1897.
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THE WORK OF THE MESSIAH

[T IS customary for any new ruler or

leader to issue a manifesto setting
forth the policy which he is going to pur-
sue, and the special work he will seek to
accomplish. In like manner Christ, at the
beginning of His ministry, in His sermon
at Nazareth read from the prophet®Isaiah
what mission it had been foretold that He
would accomplish.

The prophet Isaiah, from whom the
Master took His message, divides the
work of the Messiah under four heads: the
healing of the broken-hearted, preaching
deliverance to the captives, restoring sight
to the blind, and giving liberty to the
bruised. No prophecy did Christ more lit-
erally fulfill than the healing of the broken-
hearted. What radiance of joy and grati-
tude He ever left behind Him as He moved
among those who sorrowed during His
earthly life! There was. never an aching
or broken heart that He did not heal.
How He comforted the mourning widow of
Nain as she was about to lay away her only
son, the stay and pride of her declining
years. That little home at Bethany could
testify of His power to heal the broken-
hearted when once again the brother, Laz-
arus, was restored to life. Then there was
Jairus, and the Centurion whose servant
was sick, and multitudes of others whose
names are not recorded.

*

ONE PICTURE THAT STANDS OUT

HERE is one scene in the Master's life
that I am specially fond of picturing
to my own mind. It is the one recorded
by Matthew and Mark after the transfigura-
tion. Heaven and earth had for a short
time come together, and the ‘‘law and the
prophets”’ were there mingled with ‘‘grace
and truth.”” And after communion with
the Father, receiving again the will of Him
whom He ever sought to please, He re-
turned to the world of care and sin. And
here He is met by an unfeeling and unsym-
pathetic multitude. Many are doubtless
scoffing and jecring at the failure of His
disciples in accomplishing His work. But
there stood the broken-hearted father, and
none but a parent can realize the anguish
of that man, as, kneeling before the Mas-
ter, he pleads for his son, who is a lunatic.
He relates the terrible anxiety he has had
to suffer for the boy and the awful experi-
ences of their home ; but his words are cut
short with the summons, ‘‘ Bring him hither
to me.”” Itis the only place for a sorrow-
ing parent to bring a wayward child. It
may have been that the jeering of a scoffing
crowd, and the failure of the disciples in
their undertaking had weakened the father’s
faith. But the tenderness and compassion
of Christ’s loving heart dispelled all hesi-
tancy, and the prayer of doubt became the
prayer of faith: *“Lord, I believe; help
thou mine unbelief.”” Then the prayer was
answered ; the son restored, and tears of
anguish became tears of rejoicing.  In that
home there was abundant witness that
Christ did heal the broken-hearted. And
so to-day, although not present in person,
sorrowing hearts may still find peace and
rest in Him, and from His words receive
consolation for the heaviest burdens and the
loneliest grief. For the past nineteen cen-
turies this ministry of consolation has becen
offered to the world, and the most remark-
able thing about it is that so few appropriate
the proffered blessing.

Did we but treat our Master more as a
personal friend, confiding in Him our griefs
and sorrows, and learning from His words
the comfort He has in store for us, there
would be in all our lives a peace and joy
such as the world can never give.

THE SHEPHERD AND HIS SHEEP

GENTLEMAN and his wife traveling in

the Holy Land, while resting by the
roadside became interested in a shepherd
as he sought to lead his flock over a
stream. In vain he called to his sheep to
follow him through the shallow waters, and
again and again he coaxed them on. They
would come so far and no farther. At
last, as a final resort, he caught a little
lamb and bore it to the other side. Imme-
diately the dam followed, and then the en-
tire flock crossed safely to better pastures
and cooler shade. There was a lesson in
that little incident for the two travelers.
It had been necessary in their case, too,
that the Good Shepherd should bear their
only child across the stream in order to
draw them closer to Him. But their
hearts had rebelled against the will of God
and they had sought to bury their sorrow
in distraction. As the meaning of the
lesson came more fully upon them they
accepted the great truth it taught; and
not only did they find healing for their own
broken hearts and shattered hopes but
were used of God in bringing hope and
comfort into many another burdened and
darkened life.

AN INCIDENT OF THE CIVIL WAR

FTER the Battle of Murfreesboro, in our
recent war, as a member of the Chris-
tian commission 1 was stationed in the
hospital. For two nights I had been un-
able to get any rest, and being really worn
out, on the third night I had laid down to
sleep. About midnight 1 was called to see
a wounded soldier who was very low. At
first [ tried to put the messenger off, but he
told me that if I waited it might be too late
in the morning. I went to the ward where
I had been directed and found the man
who had sent for me. I shall never forget
his face as I saw it that night in the dim,
uncertain candle-light. 1 asked what 1
could do for him, and he said that he wanted
me to ““help him die.”” I told him [ would
bear him in my darms into the Kingdom of
God if I could, but I couldn’t, and then I
tried to preach the Gospel. He only
shook his head and said: ‘“ He can’t save
me; [ have sinned all my life.”” My
thoughts went back to his loved ones in
the North, and I thought that even then
his mother might be praying for her
boy. I repeated promise after promise
and prayed with the dying man, but
nothing I said seemed to help him. Then
I said that I wanted to read to him an
account of an interview which Christ
had one night while here on earth with a
man who was anxious about his eternal
welfare, and I read the third chapter of
John, how Nicodemus came to the
Master. As I read on, his eyes became
riveted upon me, and he seemed to drink
in every syllable. When I came to the
words, ‘“As Moses lifted up the serpent
in the wilderness, even so must the Son of
Man be lifted up : that whosoever believeth
in Him should not perish, but have etcr-
nal life,” he stopped me and asked: “‘Is
that there?’’ *“ Yes,” [ said. *‘“Well,”
he said, ‘‘I never knew that was in the
Bible. Read it again.”” Leaning his el-
bows on the side of the cot he brought his
hands together in a firm grasp, and when |
finished he exclaimed: ‘‘That’s good.
Won’t you read it again?’’ Slowly 1 re-
peated the passage for the third time.
When I finished 1 saw that his eyes were
closed, and the troubled expression on his
face had given way to a peaceful smile.
His lips moved, and [ bent over him to
catch what he was saying, and heard in a
faint wisper: ‘‘‘As Moses lifted up the ser-
pent in the wilderness, even so must the
Son of Man be lifted up: that whosoever
believeth in Him should not perish, but
have eternal life.”””  He opened his eyes
and said: *“That's enough; don't read
any more.”’  Early next morning I again
came to his cot, but it was empty. Turn-
ing to the attendant in charge I asked if
the young man had died peacefully, and he
told me that after my visit he had rested
quietly, repeating to himself, now and then,
that glorious proclamation of liberty to the
captive: ‘““Whosoever believeth in Him
should not perish, but have eternal life.”

THE GOSPEL A HEAVENLY PASSPORT

THE third purpose of Christ’s coming to
earth was the ‘‘ recovering of the sight
to the blind.”” With what loving compas-
sion He restored that physical blindness,
which then, as now, was the curse of Pales-
tine. The Gospels relate several individ-
ual cases where darkness was dispelled,
and the glorious light of God’s own crea-
tion was let in upon the human vision.

But the recovering of sight to the physical
blind was but an illustration of a still
greater work of mercy. That spiritual
blindness that had so misled the Jewish
nation, it was His especial work to relieve.
Nicodemus, himself a religious teacher of
the people, was blind to the fundamental
doctrines of which the Jewish rites and
ceremonies were but types. And now, to-
day, the Gospel brings to all who will, in
simplicity of heart, receive its message, a
clear vision of a better life.

Finally, and most important, He sets
‘“ at liberty them that are bruised ’’ by the
‘conviction of sin. Let a human soul once
behold itself a culprit before a perfect law
and the crushing weight of guilt will never
lift till Calvary’s pardon is accepted.

The Gospel of Jesus Christ is all that we
choose to make it. To some it means noth-
ing ; to others it means simply a Heavenly
passport, but to all who appropriate it fully
it means a living power.

He, alone, can fill the every need of a
man, and with His friendship there can
nothing lack. Well has an English hymn-
writer expressed the all-sufficient Saviour :

‘I need Thee, precious Jesus,
For I am full of sin;
My soul is dark and guilty,
My heart is dead within.
1 need the cleansing fountain,
Where | can always flee,

The blood of Christ most precious,
The sinner’s perfect plea.

I need Thee, precious Jesus,
I need a friend like Thee,

A friend to soothe and pity,
A friend to carc for me.

I need the heart of Jesus
To feel each anxious care,
‘T'o tell my every trouble,
And all my sorrows share.”

Upon each individual then, at this
Christmastide, it must depend how great
the Gospel news will be. The fuller the
appropriation of its blessing, the greater
the Gospel becomes.
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A CHRISTMAS IDEA

MOTHERS. AND DOCTORS KNOW

that lfn]f the ills of children arise from their becoming
chilled from kicking out of their night-dress or bed-clothes
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ORIGINAL DESIGNS BY THE AUTHOR

E fruit doilies shown in
‘he accompanying illus-
rations measure eight
nches across and may be
>mbroidered on linen or
inen lawn. The latter
naterial is quite popular,
ind is especially pretty
when the dotlies are to be used on a highly-
polished table. The designs, when en-
larged, are well adapted to the decoration
of centrepieces, lunch and tea cloths, and
are also appropriate for tray-cloths and
sideboard covers. In enlarging the de-
signs draw only one-fourth of the pattern,
which can be repeated for the other sides.

CHERRIES

If an oblong pattern is desired parts of the
designs can be repeated or extended along
to suit the requirements of the article to be
embroidered. A person who is skillful
with the pencil will not find it difficult to
add here and there a few more clusters of
the fruit or blossoms if a wider border be
desired. These original designs of fruit
are to be worked with the ‘' Asiatic filo
floss silk.”” This silk, being of such a fine
quality, is well adapted to embroidering
fruits, as it is necessary that each shade
should blend well into the next to get a
realistic effect.  Artistic and beautiful re-
sults are obtained when the embroidery is
done with the Asiatic filo floss silks.

If these designs are enlarged for lunch,
tea cloths or table-covers, etc., they may
be embroidered with the Roman floss,
which is heavier than the Asiatic filo and
fills up a given space much more rapidly,
but where fine work is the object the
Asiatic filo floss silk is preferable.

The design of strawberries showing the
berries with blossoms and buds is arranged
for a fruit doily. Select four or five
shades of red silk. It is pretty to work
some of the unripe strawberries in silks of
a greenish tone. The little sced vessels,

GOOSEBERRIES

which are one of the characteristics of
this fruit, are put in with gold-colored filo ;
use the same for working the little flower
stamens, shading with darker yellow silk
for the darker touches. Embroider the
leaves in greens of a rather dull tone; sage
or bronze greens are preferable, as the
strawberries are so brilliant in coloring it
will be much more pleasing to the eye to
avoid greens that are crude and lack soft-
ness in color. Work the flowers with white
silk and shade with soft gray-green.
Gooszberries are very effcctive when
embroidered in an artistic manner. This
fruit will be found rather more difficult to
work than some of the other desixns, but
if the berries are studied in the natural

state before beginning the work, one will
be enabled to get a very realistic effect as
to coloring, shading, etc. Observe where
the light and shade fall, and embroider the
berries so they will appear round. Goose-

ORANGES

berries are green in the unripe state; as
they ripen this color takes on a pinkish
tone, blending into amber, copper and
brownish tints. Carefully select the proper
shades required for the work. The tip
ends of the berries should be worked with
dark brown. The fine stems that connect
the gooseberries with the branches may be
worked in copper or greenish shades, if
preferred ; these same shades may be used
for the branch, thorns, etc. The leaves
may be worked in shades of yellow or
bronze-green silk, outlining the veins with
the darker shades.

Oranges are especially pretty embroid-
ered in their natural colorings. The fruit,
as shown in the illustration, is purposely
drawn smaller than it appears in Nature,
so that it may be in keeping with the
other designs of fruit selected for this

STRAWBERRIES

set of doilies. Embroider the oranges in
four or five shades of yellow and orange
Asiatic floss silk ; use white for working the
orange blossoms. The stamens may be
put in with yellow and the leaves with a
rich, deep shade of green. Bronze or blue
greens are in charming contrast to the
golden and orange tints used in working
the fruit, and the purity of the pretty blos-
soms and buds. Embroider the stems,
calyx and younger leaves with lighter
shades of green silk than are used for the
larger leaves.

The leaves of the currant should be
first outline-embroidered along the outer
edge of the design, using pretty shades of
a cool gray tone. These should then be
filled in with silk in the usual way; the
veinings of the leaves may be worked with
the darker shades of green, reserving the
lighter shades for the stems and lighter
leaves. IFour or five shades of red will be
required for the currants, and, if preferred,
some of the unripe fruit may be embroid-
cred in shades of green, in pleasing con-
trast to the brilliant reds of the ripened
fruit. The dark tip at the end of each
currant should be worked with very dark
brown or black silk.

Do not embroider the blackberries in
shades of too dark a tone, as the result
will give a heavy effect to the work. It
is pretty to introduce in the coloring the
green or red tints used in working the
unripe fruit. The flowers are white,
stamens yellow, and centres of a light
areenish tone. The leaves may be done

in bronze-green silks, or in shades of
brown, merging into red or copper tones,
as they appear in the autumn tints. These
colors will harmonize well with the dull
purple silks employed in working the ripe
fruit. Select four or five shades of rather
dull purple Asiatic filo for the ripe berries,
while the unripe blackberries may be
embroidered red or green, according to
the individual taste of the worker. These
doilies are intended to be cut out on the
edge. The flowers, leaves, stems, etc.,
that appear on the outer parts of the design
must first be buttonholed to give a firm
finish to the edge.

Cherries may be embroidered in bright
or deep red shades of silk, or in the mel-
low tones of the so-called white cherry,
which is not white, but of a beautiful yellow
or ivory tint, with a blush on one side of
the fruit, which gradually blends into the
ivory shades and produces a most beautiful
effect if properly done. For this treatment
three shades of the yellow and ivory silks
are required, and for the blush side of the
fruit four shades of pink merging into red
are used. Of course, the more shades of
silk selected the more realistic the work

will appear when finished. The red
cherries will be found much easier to
embroider. If these are preferred use

three shades of red filo floss silk. Work
the leaves with bronze-green silk.

It is best for those unacquainted with
the characteristics of the different fruits to
study the coloring, form, etc., from Naturc,
or, if this is not possible, to procure a
colored study of the fruit. Work the
stitches to curve with the shape of the
fruit, observing the shadows and reflected
lights like one docs in painting. This
gives roundness to their form, and will
produce realistic and artistic results if
properly treated.

In embroidering fruit notice where the
lights and shading come, and work the
stitches so that they will appear round,
avoiding flatness wherever it is possible to
do so. When embroidering fruit select

BLACKBEKKIED

the shades of silk with care. The greater
number of shades of the silk used the
better results will be obtained.

Another way to work the fruit doilies is
to embroider them in green and white.
White and gold is also a very pretty com-
bination. The leaves are first outline-
embroidered, and the fruit, flowers and
buds are worked solidly with the white,
after which the whole design is outlined
with the green or golden silk—in fact, any
color one prefers can be used for this pur-
pose. A still easier method of working
the fruit doilies is obtained by working
the whole design in outline embroidery
in any color desired, merely outlining the
veinings on the leaves and markings on
the flowers, stamens, stems and buds.
The Asiatic twisted embroidery silk is
effective for this style of work.

These designs will be found useful for
decorating china fruit-plates in the mineral
colors. If square ones are selected the
designs may be arranged as shown in the
illustrations, but for the round plates a
slight alteration will be necessary. The
different fruits may be painted in their
natural colors, or in monochrome if pre-
ferred, selecting warm shades of brown,
red, ¢ Delft’’ blue, etc. After firing out-
line the designs with gold.
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their wonderful dis-
plays of becautiful toys, when the book
stores are running over with marvelous
editions of interesting tales, my thoughts
go very far back, and I see three children,
a girl and two boys, being brought in from
the country to spend the money that had
been so carefully hoarded since the early
summer days. I can even see the list
that the little girl holds in her hand—a
long list in sprawling writing—of the pres-
ents that she means to buy. It is headed
by ¢“ A little tray to hold mamma’s rings’’;
then comes “A small purse to hold car
tickets, with, if I can afford it, a silver
*S? upon it.””  This cvidently was for the
head of the house, who had a use for rail-
road tickets as he went in and out on the
train every day. Then there followed a
book for one boy, a game for another, a
toy for the baby, an apron for the cook,
a present for some child friend, and a
box of sweets for  mammy.” There
was careful shopping done in those days.
IEvery penny had to be considered, and
there were very merry times when the
boyvs must go to the end of the store
and not look at what sister was buying.
There was another time when the dear
mother was urged to go away entirely, so
that the three could buy the gifts intended
for her with a certainty that she would
know nothing about them.

¥
SUITABILITY IN GIVING

i l DON'T suppose that either of these chil-

dren had much over a dollar to spend,
and I know that it had all been very care-
fully saved. Swects had been given up;
the boys had sold to their grandmother the
hickory-nuts they had collected ; and there
were never three happier children in the
world than these who spent their money for

the pleasure of others, unless, indeed, the’

height of happiness was rcached when,
on Christmas morning, they gave, with the
Christmas greeting, the gifts they had
bought with so much joy. In their hearts
was the real spirit of Christmas. There
was no questioning as to whether the
recipient would like the gift, for due
thought had been given to it, and it was
understood that the present was at once
something that had been longed for and
which was suitable. One year all the
money was put together, and for the
mother was bought a gold thimble ; another
year, when ‘‘“mammy ”’ was in deep trouble,
the greater part of the money was taken
to buy her a black frock, but young as
these children were they never would have
made the mistake of giving the gold thim-
ble to *‘ mammy,”’ or of buying something
so useful as a gown for their mother.
They learned the law of suitability in the
giving of their gifts.
¥
THE GIFT WHIGH IS A BURDEN

HERE is no value to a gift which is given
with the hope of receiving another in
exchange for it. That gift which goes as
a burden is lacking in the Christmas
spirit. Generosity 1s  false when it is
forced. The American people are spoken
of as being generous to a fault, and, ina
way, this contradictory phrase tells the
truth. Real generosity cannot be a fault,
but that false spirit called ‘‘ generosity,”
which incites you to give when you can-
not afford it, which urges you to give, or
which suggests to you that you give so
that your gift may be talked about in high
places, that is not cven generosity to a
fault. It is a combination of vanity and
meanness. It is true that there are too
many households in which Christmas gifts
are a tax. For weeks after the great fes-
tival cither the household is worried by
unpaid debts, or perhaps, worse still, is
not troubled by the money that is due, or
else it is hampered in every way through
paving for extravagant Christmas gifts.
‘That Dorothy, who is a musician, cannot
take her lessons as often as she wishes,
because she felt that to a rich relation an
expensive picture must be given; that
Tom, who is studying to be a civil engin-
eer. cannot have the expensive books or
tools that he needs, because it was thought
wise to give a wealthy friend a rick piece
of silver; or that for a month the mother
herself must economize in her household
accounts, stint the table and have the
rooms only half warm, because so much
money had been paid out for the piece of
cut-glass that was given to a friend who
had fine bachelor apartments and could
not be offered a cheap present—all this is
wrong, and, indeed, it is all vulgar.
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spend so much money on a present, do
not need her help. The wealthy friend will
hesitate at sending the course ticket for a
concert that she had intended to give Dor-
othy, for she will think, properly enough,
that since they can afford to send her such
a rich present they need nothing of this
sort; while the bachelor friend, who had
thought of offering a beautiful box of roses
as his Christmas greeting, will look at the
cut-glass bowl and decide, “ If I send any-
thing it will have to be equally handsome ;
if I send nothing, nothing will come to me
next year, and 1 sha’n’t have to go decep
into my pockets again.”

If, instead of the picture, there had gone
to the aunt a bunch of violets and a note
breathing forth in its pleasant words the
spirit of Christmas, she would have been
grateful and understood. If thefriend had
gotten a dainty pillow, or a sachet, or a
pretty bit of knitting, or any dainty thing
that she could not make herself, she
would have thought lovingly of the gift
and the giver, and in return sent with
a glad heart that which she wanted to
represent her. And for the bachelor—
well, he would have appreciated a wreath
of holly, a bunch of mistletoe, or some
tiny trifle that did not cost much and which
could have been put about his room. Do
not give that which you cannot afford.

¥
SOME QUESTIONS ANSWERED

“RUT,” says Dorothy, ‘“ what shall I give
to my rich friend? She has all
beautiful things, and 1 cannot offer her
any imitation.”” You are right in that,
my Dorothy, but there is something you
can offer that your friend will be glad to
receive, and for which she will give you sin-
cere thanks. Best of all, it may be some-
thing that is the work of your own hands:
the befrilled pincushion that the dexterous
needle embroidered, the dainty doilies
that your artistic pencil designed, and
which money cannot buy, the painted or
embroidered photograph-frame, or, if you
are not mistress of the needle or the
pencil, then there is the inexpensive book,
the dainty little glove-buttoner or paper-
knife, or any one of the hundred pretty
things that do not cost much and which will
come into your friend’s every-day life and
remind her of you. There may go a blos-
som with a note of good wishes, or, if your
purse is very light of weight, there may be
simply the pleasant note expressing your
good wishes. One never makes a social
error by giving to a rich friend a trifle,
rovided it is not an imitation and has an
individuality of its own.

¥
TO THAT OTHER FRIEND

DOROTHY puts to me another question :

‘“What shall 1 give to my poor
friend?” Do not give her anything so
gorgeous that it will become a burden to
her. Do not send to the friend living in
the hall bedroom of a boarding-house—as
I knew a foolish, but over-generous, woman
to do—an easy-chair elaborately covered
with rose brocade and having thrown over
it a point lace scarf. I do not mean by
this that you are to give her presents that
tell of their usefulness or her needs. Do
not send her the gift that makes her sit
down and wonder if you would have dared
to have sent it to a richer friend, but give
her what to her are the luxuries of life:
the dainty evening gloves, the pretty fan,
or, if she is fond of places of amusement
or of pictures, and goes often to the play
or the exhibition, a good pair of opera-
glasses. If you think she has none you
may send her a tasteful brooch or some
other pretty trifle in jewelry ; or, if you are
only spending a little moncy, and most of
us have only a little to spend, my Dorothy,
then try your very best to think of what
you know she would like, and what she
would not feel at liberty to buy for herself,
no matter how much she longs for it.

If, .after thinking for a long time, yvou
cannot decide what she would like best,
and you know her well enough to leave to
her the choice of the gift, then send her
the money that she may spend it for her-
self. But make this money look more
like a chosen gift, and less like that which
is so hardly earned by her ; trouble vour-
self to go to the bank and put it in gold,
or at least in a new banknote, and inclose
itin a tiny little purse. There never was
a woman who did not like to receive a gift
done up to look unlike the ordinary bun-
dle; so, some of your money put in tissuc
paper and narrow ribbon to wrap your
Christmas presents in and tie them with.

A REALLY GENEROUS GIRL

l AM going to tell you of one girl. One

year it was impossible for Geraldine
to spend any money.  She could not be
generous and honest.  And life had been
sufficiently hard with Geraldine to teach
her that she was happiest when she was
honest. To be sure, she usually gave
trifles ; but it was impossible at that sad
time even to buy these trifles.  There had
been doctors’ bills and medicine, and,
saddest of all, the undertaker to be paid.
So Geraldine looked at her purse and shed
many tears because she could remember
nobody with a gift. Then she brightened
up and thought a bit, and when Geraldine
thought there was usually a result.  She
counted the money in her purse. She
looked over her list and then she divided
it into two, one consisting of those friends
who were out of town, the other, of those
who lived in the same city with her. The
money which she could spend bought
some paper that looked like parchment
and which folded once to fit into its big,
square envelope. It bought, in addition,
some narrow ribbon the color of the holly
berries, and on the paper Geraldine wrote
in old-fashioned words her wishes for a
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.
Then she addressed the envelope, wound
the ribbon around it, and scaled it at the
back with red wax, as letters used to be
made safe with silk and wax in the days of
the Troubadours. The envelopes that went
out of town had a plain envelope over
cach so that the postman might not sce
the quaint device.

To those that were to go to city friends
Geraldine carefully tied, in the corner
of each shect of paper, a spray of mistle-
toe, and Dbelow that wrote her greeting.
Sealed and tied like the others these
needed no outer wrappers, and as Gerald-
ine had hired the services, for a couple of
hours on Christmas morning, of the boy
whose business it was to tend to the fur-
naces, and who was always glad of any
little extra money, her good wishes were
delivered by messenger.  And everybody
who got Geraldine’s greeting was made
glad by it, for in the few words that
she said there lingered, like a perfume,
the spirit of Christmas, and he who got
the greeting was made the better thereby.
And Geraldine herself never got so many
Christmas gifts before or after; for, as one
dear old spinster wrote her: ‘‘If you had
sent me anything in the way of a bought
present I should not have had the courage
to send you my simple little gift; but as
you were swect enough to realize how 1
felt I am emboldened to offer you the
little hood that I knitted for you and which
I hope you will like.”” T tell you the story
of this one girl that you may have the
courage to imitate her in being honest,
and, also, that her example may suggest to
you the wisdom of giving with sincerity,
and that it may warn you of the folly of
giving extravagantly. There is a lack of
honesty in the gift that should not have
been given.  The learning to be just before
one is generous is a hard lesson, but one
that all girls should try very hard to learn,
particularly at this season of the ycar.

¥
THE FIRST CHRISTMAS GIFT

F YOU had the wealth of the world you
could not equal that first Christmas
gift. And you can only imitate it by
making your gift a pure one, and giving it
with love.  You want to share, this Christ-
mastide, your faith, your hope and your
charity with those you love. You want to
make your very ““good-morning”’ tell of
that good morning that came so many
hundred years ago when the little Child
first wakened on this earth. You want to
think of the gifts that were brought to Him
and what they typified. You want to
have your heart full of joy, and love, and
hope—so full that it will brim over and
the rest of the world share it with you.
You want to tell, in your speech and in
your eyes, and from your heart, of the
gladness of the time. You want to make
this gladness go out to some one who is in
gricf. These are the days when you must
needs give of your good things, and among
all your possessions there is nothing so
good as a belief in God and a hope for
the future. That was what the little Child
came to tell about.  Surely the Christmas-
tide is the feast of all others that appeals
to women, and as the story is told again
and again by the bells as they ring, by
the carolsas they are sung, by the preacher
from the pulpit, we know that *“Unto us
a Child is born,”” and peace and good will
reign all over the land. Let peace and
good will be in your heart, and from you
they will go and spread all over the land.
Itis to the women, thank God, that the
happiness of the Christmastide specially
comes. And women are generous, else
one of them never would have given her
Son to die that all might live. She gave
to all the world her only Son—the gift that
meant eternal life.

The bells are ringing in the Christmas
morning, and I pray God to bless all my
girls wherever they may be and give them
a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.

EpiTOR'S NoTE—Miss Ashmore’s answers to her
correspondents, under the title of *‘ Side-Talks with
Girls,” wi'l be found on page 45 of this issue ofcthe
JOURNAL.
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1E skillful cooking and
carving of game un-
doubtedly adds to the
pleasure of the guest at
a dinner-table, for game
seems preé¢minently to
be composed of such
limbs and tender flesh
+ inapt carver of it
to very great disadvan-
he carving of game is
:ult, but should be ele-
and deftly done. As
s almost universally
served as a damty, and not as a dish to
stand the assaults of an altogether fresh
appetite, it is not usually cut up entirely,
but only those parts which are considered
the best flavored and primest are served.
Of wild duck the breast alone is con-
sidered by epicures worth eating, and
slices are cut from this lengthwise.
¥
COOKING AND PREPARING

N COOKING game—especially in roasting

and broiling—always be careful to keep

a clear fire. Let the game be done a
bright brown, but not overcooked, or
the fine flavor will be destroyed. It
should be continually basted and served
beautifully frothed. \Wild fowl require a
much shorter time to cook than domestic
poultry. Wild ducks should be carefully
plucked, drawn and quickly washed. To
remove the fishy taste so objectionable
in wild fowl, plunge several times into boil-
ing hot water, to which has been added an
onion and a little salt. Truss ducks by
running a skewer through the middle of
each leg, after having drawn them as close
as possible to the body, to plump up the
breast, passing the skewers quite through
the body. Cut off the head, and secure
the neck inside the body; cut off the
pinions at the first joint; bring these close
to the body and skewer carefully. Stuff
ducks with a sage and onion dressing.
Place them in a pan, and set in a very
brisk oven ; baste frequently with melted
butter. The outside of the birds should
be nicely browned and yet the flesh be
juicy and full of gravy. They require from
twenty to thirty minutes’ baking accord-
ing to size, but if overdone the birds will
lose their flavor. Five minutes before
serving dredge them lightly with flour, and
baste well with butter—this to make them
look frothy and plump—and serve quickly
and hot, with orange sauce made as fol-
lows: Place one pint of good beef stock
in a saucepan, add to it a sliced onion,
the rind of half an orange, and a few leaves
of basil. Let these simmer very gently for
twenty minutes, add cayenne and salt to
suit the taste, with a grating of nutmeg
and the juice of three oranges; strain.
Incorporate an ounce of butter with a
dessertspoonful of flour, add to the boil-
ing sauce. Let it boil up once, when serve.

¥
SALMI OF DUCK

CUT the breast of some roasted ducks
into neat fillets ; place in a flat dish,
sprinkled well with allspice, cayenne and
salt if necessary. Pour over the slices
enough orange juice to half cover the
pieces of duck, and dot with an ounce of
butter broken into small bits; shake
quickly over a brisk fire until thoroughly

hot, when serve expeditiously.

¥
FLICASSEE OF DUCK

DUCK that has been previously roasted
makes a dainty luncheon dish. Cut
into neat pieces and place aside until
wanted. Put the bones and trimmings
into a stewpan with four shallots and a
pint of stock or zravy; let simmer for a
quarter of an hour; strain. Melt one
ounce of butter, and dredge in a dessert-
spoonful of flour ; when well blended pour
in the gravy; give one boil, add the juice
of one lemon and a dash of cayenne pepper.
Lay in the pieces of duck, and let the whole
gradually warm through, but not boil.

¥
RAGOUT OF DUCK

HAVING thoroughly prepared a large duck

season it inside with salt and pepper
and truss it.  Roast it in a hot oven for
twenty minutes, and let it acquire a nice
brown color. Put it into a saucepan with
sufficient well-seasoned  beef  stock  to
cover ; slice and fry in butter two medium-
sized onions, and add these, with four sage
leaves and a few leaves of lemon thyme,
to the stock. Simmer very gently until
the duck is tender, when remove it care-
fully ; strain the gravy and thicken it with
a little butter and flour blended together ;
boil up and serve with the duck.
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ROAST PARTRIDGE

ARTRIDGES for roasting should be young
and carefully plucked, drawn and
washed. A very delicious method  of
serving partridges is to cover the breasts
with thin slices of lemon (removing all the
rind), and then encase the birds in thin
slices of Dbacon sccured with strings or
skewers ; place in a hot oven, and baste
frequently ; cook about twenty-five min-
utes ; scrve with clear gravy, to which is
added some allspice and lemon juice.
Bread sauce is frequently served with roast

partridge. Serve with currant jelly.

v
BROILED PARTRIDGE ON TOAST

ARTRIDGES broiled make a delightful
course at aluncheon served on delicate
squares of toasted bread. After preparing
the bird with great nicety, divide and flatten
it with a meat bat, dip in melted butter, and
broil over a clear fire. Serve with mush-
rooms prepared as follows: Take a pint
of mushrooms, and pare them neatly, re-
moving the stalks ; as they are pared drop
into water, to which has been added some
lemon juice to preserve their color.  When
all are prepared take them from the water,
drain well, and put them in a saucepan
with three ounces of fresh butter, white
pepper and salt to taste and the juice of
half a lemon. Cover them closcly and
simmer for twenty minutes ; then sift in a
dessertspoonful of flour, and a very little
crcam—about four tablespoonfuls will be
sufficient ; add a little grated nutmeg, and

scrve hot, garnished with parsley.

¥
POTTED GAME

PARTRIDGES, quails and the smaller

woodcocks are very dainty when
potted. Pluck and draw the birds, and
bone them. Pound some mace, allspice,
white pepper and salt; mix together, and
rub every part of the birds with this. One
must use one’s own discretion as to pro-
portions. Pack the birds as closely as
possible in a baking-pan, with plenty of
butter, and cover with a coarse flour and
water crust. Tie a paper over this, and
bake for rather more than an hour and a
half. Let the birds get cold, then remove
the crust, and pack the game in a large
jar, and cover with melted butter. They
will keep for a long time if always care-
fully covered with butter, and may be
eaten cold or broiled.

¥
A GAME PIE

THE most simple method is to make what

is generally called a timbale. To
raise the crust from a pic with the hands is
a difficult task, and can only be accom-
plished by skilled and experienced hands.
Therefore the raised pies are usually made
in a mould, and have the advantage of
being more easily made than where the
paste is raised with the hands. Make a
stiff, short crust; to every pound of flour
allow half a pound of butter, the yolks
of two eggs and half a pint of water.
Work it up very smoothly. Butter a raised
pie-mould and line with the paste.  Pre-
vious to making the crust, bone the game
partridge, quail, woodcock, or what-
ever is to be used—and rub well with
pounded mace, allspice, pepper and salt;
then spread over all a layer of force-
meat made by chopping two ounces of
ham, one teaspoonful of parsley and the
peel of half a lemon ; mince very fine, add
a seasoning to taste of salt, cayenne and
mace; blend all thoroughly together with
six ounces of breadcrumbs.  Beat two
ezgs, work these up with the other ingre-
dients, and use as directed. Roll the fowl
over the force-meat. Line the pie with
force-meat; put in the game, packing it
in well ; wet the edges, put on a cover of
paste, pinch the edges together; brush
over with the beaten yolk of an egg, and
bake in a moderate oven for four hours.
In the meantime make a good, strong
gravy from the bones; pour it through a
funnel into the hole at the top, and the pic
is ready for use. If the pieis to be eaten
cold the gravy must be considerably re-
duced before it is poured into the pie, as,
when cold, it should form a firm jelly,
hence it is wise to use a knuckle of veal in
making the jelly. Should the pie acquire
too much color in baking cover with a
piece of brown paper, as the crust should
not in the least degree be burned. Mush-
rooms, truffles or oysters may be added to
enrich the flavor of these pies. These
pies are more frequently served cold than
hot. The cover is sometimes carefully
removed, leaving the perfect edges, and
the top garnished with bits of bright aspic
and sprigs of fresh parsley, which gives
an exceedingly pretty effect.

A CHRISTMAS FRUIT CAKE
By Margaret Macleod Brown

A made by creaming together one pound
of sugar and three-quarters of a pound of
butter ; add nine well-beaten eggs and
two tablespoonfuls of molasses i which
a teaspoonful of soda has been dissolved ;
a wine-glass of milk, one pound of flour,
one pound each of currants and raisins,
two ounces of citron, onc grated nutmeg,
and one teaspoontul cach of cloves and
cinnamon. This quantity will make two
large loaves.
¥
CHRISTMAS CURRANT BUNS

TAKE four pounds of fine flour, add a
little salt, and mix it with yeast and
warm water, as if making bread; then set
it in a warm place ; when risen work into
it half a pound of good, sweet butter that
has Dbeen warmed slightly, and let the
sponge rise again for about half an hour.
While the sponge is rising the fruit must
be prepared and put into a dish by itself
to warm before being added to the sponge.
Take two pounds of best raisins, stoned
and cut in halves; two pounds currants,
washed and thoroughly dried ; one-half
pound each of candied orange and lemon
pecl, cut in thin slices; half a pound of
almonds, blanched and cut in strips. In
a scparate bowl mix with half a pound
of soft sugar one ounce ground ginger,
one-half ounce cach of ground cinnamon
and allspice, a small teaspoonful salt, a
quarter teaspoonful cayenne pepper, and
the grated yellow rind of a fresh lemon;
then add the spice to the fruits and rub
well in among the dough, and set it by
the stove to keep warm. Take whatever
tins you intend to use, butter them well
and let them warm thoroughly. Then
take the dough, leaving about one-third
of it in the bowl (to be used in covering
the bun). Work this larger portion of
dough and the fruit together to form a
smooth mass. Roll out the remaining
piece of dough very thin and line the tins
with it (kceping part to form a lid).
in the mixture and make it level on the
top (the tins should be only two-thirds
filled) ; wet the edges of the paste lining,
and lay on the thinly-rolled covers. Brush
all over the top with beaten eggs, then
prick the top with a fork, and pierce with
a long skewer in several places down to
the bottom of the tins. Lect the buns stand
to rise again for half an hour; then put
them in the oven to bake slowly for from
two to three hours.

L K 2 4
WEST INDIA GINGER CAKES

By Anna Alexander Cameron
OIL for twenty minutes one quart of the
very best molasses with a large cup-
ful of yellow sugar. Stir into it one pound
of fresh butter, one pint of West India pre-

served ginger with one teacupful of the |

syrup from it, and one tablespoonful of
pounded and sifted race ginger. Remove
from the fire. Sift two or three quarts of
flour into a large tray bowl, make a hole
in the middle of it and pour in the ingre-
dients.  When cool enough to handle mix

with as mucli flour as it will take up into a !

pliable dough ; roll out thin, cut into round
cakes and bake crisp and brown.

LK K 4

THREE MUSHROOM ENTREES
By Eliza R. Parkcr

DELICIOUS entrée for a Christmas din-
ner is roast mushrooms, which may

be prepared as follows: Trim and peel
large mushrooms, wipe dry on a soft towel.
Chop up the stalks and any broken pieces
remaining, add a teaspoonful of minced
parsley, a little pepper and salt, with one
small tomato peeled and chopped fine ;
put in a small pan with a tablespoonful of
heated butter, and stir over the fire for five
minutes. Fill the mushrooms with the
mixture, place them carefully in a buttered
baking-dish and set in a hot oven ten min-
utes ; baste with melted butter. When
done garnish with sliced lemon and serve.

¥
BROILED MUSHROOMS ON TOAST

CAREFULLY prepare some large mush-
rooms and broil them on a wire
broiler over a clear fire for about twelve
minutes ; season with salt and pepper, and
place them on thin, square slices of hot
buttered toast. Serve with a sauce made
of chicken stock, thickened, strained, and
seasoned with a little lemon juice and
finely-chopped parsley.

¥
MUSHROOMS IN PASTRY

OLL delicate puff paste very thin. Line
some small deep patty-pans with it,
and bake in a very hot oven. Remove
carefully from the pans and fill with the
following mixture: A dozen chopped
mushrooms, the pulp of one tomato, a
tablespoonful each of butter and cornstarch
with two of thick cream. After mixing
well set over the fire, and stir until thick,

DELICIOUS Christmas cake may be

Lift
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HRISTMAS is pre¢minently a church

festival. ‘The Puritans, seeing

only the superstitions and disor-

derliness with which  Christmas
had become encumbered, strove with all
their ardor to destroy it, but happily did
not succced. The argument sometimes
used against it, that the birthday of the
Child Jesus is not known, and therefore
cannot be observed, does not prevail
against the almost universal longing to
celebrate in some way this great event.
So we are not surprised to learn that in
the first centuries of the Christian era
Christians, though generally celebrating
the Nativity, were not unanimous in the
time chosen for the festival. At least a
part of the carly church observed the
sixth of January, not only to commeinorate
the Epiphany, or the manifestation of
Christ to the Gentiles, but also the birth of
Jesus, and it was not until the end of the
fourth century, perhaps not until the
beginning of the fifth, that the present
date, December 25, was generally accepted.
One of the important pieces of evidence
in fixing the time when the church in the
East began to celebrate the Nativity asa
festival by itself is a homily of Saint
Chrysostom’s, supposed to have been
delivered to the people of Antioch on
December 25, A. D. 386. In it he speaks
of his gratification at the large congrega-
tion there assembled, and congratulates the
people upon the progress made through
their zeal in establishing this new festival
which they had borrowed from the Western
church. The ¢ Christinas season’ is
sometimes used to designate the time
between December 16 and February 1,
more often the fortnight between Decem-
ber 24 and January 6. During all this
period there was formerly, and still con-
tinues to be, a spirit of joy and festivity
which entitles it to be called ‘‘the holi-
days.” The vigil of the Nativity, or as
we now call it, Christmas Eve, was observed
from the first with exceptional devotion,
perhaps because the birth of our Lord
occurred in the night. Unlike other vigils
it continued through the night, and made,
with Christmas itself, one great solemnity.

¥
THE PRACTICE OF SINGING CAROLS

HE liturgies of the church have furnished
musical composers with great themes.
The old masses and the later anthems are
a rich mine to the lover of fine music.
There is scarcely a church so small and
so remote as not to have some special
Christmas music, however simple and even
crude it may be. The practice of singing
Christmas carols does not date much prior
to the fifteenth century, although the song
of the angels, ‘“Gloria in Excelsis,”’ has
been called the first great carol. Many
of the early carols preserved to this time
are so quaint and even fantastic that we
are surprised to find they are not older
than they are. They seem to belong to the
childhood of the race. Modern ballads, so
““‘semi-articulate,”’ so crude in their com-
mingling of the fantastic and the sacred,
would quickly sink into oblivion. Indeed,
in our own land and time we are rapidly
losing the negro songs, which have many
characteristics of the early carols. Most
of the carols, interesting as they are, could
not be used now either as religious or as
merry-making songs, but they better rep-
resent the feelings and thoughts of those
times than any studied history could do.

Those were days when men were not
accustomed to self-restraint—they had not
learned the reserve of modern culture, and
they spoke out in song and tale their feel-
ings with a surprising freedom. Reverence,
and what seems to us almost profanity,
are expressed in the same breath. Itisa
fair question whether stolidity has not
come in with refinement, so that with the
coarse and sensuous there has also been
lost the heartiness and buoyancy of cheer-
fulness which is so fit a handmaid of
religious devotion.

There is a pleasant custom in some
households of teaching the smaller chil-
dren a carol to sing early Christmas morn-
ing for the waking of parents and older
friends. Dressed in the choristers’ white
vestments they make a pretty picture going
around the quict house in the dark winter
morning singing :

* Christians awake, salute the happy morn,”
or,
* Awake, glad heart! get up and sing !
It is the birthday of thy King."

Sunday-schools never sing more heartily
than when they are given some rousing
Christmas hymns. They sing out lustily,
“Ring the Merry Bells,”’ **Hark! the
Herald Angels Sing,”” ““Once in Roval
David’s City,” and that most beautiful of
all our modern carols, Phillips Brooks’
*Q, Little Town of Bethlehem.”

THE LADILES

THE CHRISTMAS DECORATIONS

HE carol naturally leads to the *‘laurel,
box and holly,” the “holme, ivy and
bayes’ which were uscd to deck the
houses and the parish churches **against
the feast of Christmas.””  In common with
many of our religious customs this *‘ trim-
myng of the temples with hangyngs,
flowers, boughs and garlands was taken of
the heathen people, whiche decked their
idols and houses with suche array.”” The
Druids, with much ceremony, gathered the
mistletoe from the oak to distribute among
the people, by whom it was hung over the
doors and other entrances to propitiate the
sylvan deities who therein might find
shelter from the winter frosts and storms.
It was, perhaps, the remains of this Druid-
ical custom which is described by a writer
of the last century. He says of the
Cathedral at York, England, that “on the
eve of Christmas Day they carry mistletoe
to the high altar of the Cathedral and pro-
claim a public and universal liberty, pardon
and frecdom to all sorts of inferior and
even wicked people at the gates of the
city toward the four quarters of Heaven.”
But the mistletoe is not now considered
an appropriate plant for church uses, and
so the cypress and the ycew, from their
association with death and the grave, arc
not good Christmasgreens. Although any
and every kind of evergreen tree or shrub
at hand seems to have been used for dress-
ing churches and houses, not all kinds
were even at the time thought appropriate.
An old verse runs :
‘“ At Christmas men do always ivy get
And in each corner of the house to set,

But why do they then use that Bacchus weed ?
Because they mean then, Bacchus-like, to feed.”

¥
DECORATIONS FOR HOUSE AND TABLE

ND such an emblem of unlimited indul-
gence of appetite and extravagant
feasting would not be inappropriate where
the peacock was dressed for the table.
When well cooked this bird was allowed
to cool a little, and then his skin, with
its fine feathers, was again wrapped around
him, his beak gilded and he was ready to
be carried to the Christmas dinner-table,
not by menials, but by ladies. A well-
prepared boar's head, which was the great
Christmas dish, and still continues to be
the picce de resistance at the Christmas
dinner of Queen’s College, Oxford, is
barbaric in its richness, and other special-
ties, ‘‘ Frumenty,” *‘plum porridge ™ and
““mince pies,”’ give us the impression of
“riotous living”’ instead of a Christian
feast. The ‘‘holme,” an evergreen oak,
laurel and bay were all freely used, but
the still favorite holly was the most
desirable of all. Its appropriateness is
explained in an old carol, ** The Contest
of the Holly and the Ivy,” a part of which
I quote :
‘“The holly bears a blossom
As white as the lily flower,

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ
To be our sweet Saviour.

‘“The holly bears a berry
As red as any blood,
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ
To do poor sinners good.

““ The holly bears a prickle
As sharp as any thorn,
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ
On Christmas Day in the morn.

‘“The holly bears a bark

As bitter as any gall,
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ

So to redeem us all.”

¥
HOME AND CHURCH REUNIONS

OF THE home enjoyments—the recunions,
the gayety, when grandparents, par-
ents and children join in simple games, the
stocking hanging with the hopc of sweet-
meats from Kriss Kringle for the good chil-
dren and the fear of a rod from Pelsnichol
for the bad ones, the cxchange of gifts
between the dear family friends—of these
things, with the curious customs which
have been in the past attached to these
houschold Christmas entertainments, |
must not stop to speak. It is of the church
day and the religious aspect of it that 1
want to say most. For [ think we need to
emphasize the sacredness a little more,
lest in the celebration we forget the thing
we celchrate. Too often the Sunday-
school has a ““Christmas festival,”” which
might as well be a May Day party or a
Fourth of [luly frolic. It should not be
forgotten that it is a rcligious occasion ;
that if it means anything it means the most
wonderful and holy fact—God coming
under the ordinary human limitations as a
sublime object lesson. We ought not to
dare to celebrate it at all if we do not do
it reverently. And especially in any enter-
tainment provided for children let us be
quite sure we are not leaving out the
Christ Child, and giving them only the
manger, the straw and the cattle.
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THE CHRISTMAS ENTERTAINMENT
HERE are charming cantatas written
which give an opportunity for the
children to take part, but that means
patient work for the trainer
children.
oiven early in the evening, and care should
be taken to avoid exciting the vanity and
the self-consciousness of the young partici-
pants. \Wise mothers object to their chil-
dren's coming into such publicity, and in
order to meet their objections a skilled and
sensible leader should be secured—one
who will teach the children their parts
without unnccessary demands upon their
play time, who will regulate the tempers
and allay the passions which are sure to
be aroused unless the small people are well
guarded. First of all impress upon them
that they are to consider the pleasure of
others, not their own, and that selfishness
can have no part in Christmas pleasures.
The decorations and other accompani-
ments must be suited to the place and
should be kept within a limited expendi-
ture. When it can be done the trimming
should be a labor of love. A party of
young people going to the woods in quest
of greens, and joining in their arrangement
in the church, may have the best of whole-
some ‘‘fun,” and they may share their
treasures with the sick in home or hos-
pital.  One who has never tried it has no
idea how much of winter beauty there is in
ficld and woods. All shades of brown and
gray are shown in the dead flowers of the
weeds, bright berries hang on tree and
shrub. green vines creep under the dead
leaves, and the varictics of evergreens
are, of course, at their best. If there is
no holly there will, perhaps, be laurel,
which is very beautiful, and there is in
almost every locality some hidden plant
which only discloses itself to the true lover
of Nature.
¥

THE CHRISTMAS TREE

HE Christmas tree should be a spruce or
fir if possible, with full and regular
boughs. The dressing of it is a matter of
taste. But for the danger attending it every
one would wish to have the tree brilliant
with lighted candles. In city churches
clectric lights may be used with good
effect.  Inan account of a German Christ-
mas tree, written by S. T. Coleridge, it is
said that the great yew bough was fastened
to the wall, adorned with candles, and
when the candles had burned down and
the needles of the yew began to sputter
and burn the delight of the children was
unbounded. It was apparently the inten-
tion that the bough should burn as a cul-
mination of the enjoyment. But that is
not desirable now, so every precaution
should be taken to avoid it. A pan of

Such entertainments should be !

and the

water should stand near, and at least two |

tall persons should be provided with a
pair of tongs, upon the ends of which wet
sponges are securely fastened. A small
blaze can in this manner be immediately
quenched.

A German friend tells me that the true

Christmas tree is ‘** not a mere show, deco-
rated for the momentary amusement of
children. It is a sublime symbol of the
soul life of the Germanic people for a
thousand years.” It should not be laden
with gifts, but should stand as a centre to
them as they are arranged on white-cov-
ered tables around the tree. The tree
itself is ‘‘ the cclestial sun tree.”” The fir
stands for the ash, the lights for the light-
nings flashing overhead, the golden apples,
the nuts and the balls point to the sun, the
moon and the stars, while the sugar and
papier maché figures of animals have each
their place in the symbolism. Upon this
heathen tree shines the Star of Bethlehem
among its branches is cradled the Holy
Child in the manger, and on its topmost
bough rests the Christ Child. Thus, as the
German households are called together
around this glittering tree by the hymn,
“Stille Nacht, Heilige Nacht!”’ they see
their ancient festival Christianized.

¥
THE GIVING OF PRESENTS

[N THE giving of gifts remember the

injunction to do it with simplicity, and
give hoping for nothing in return. Re-
member the humble servants of the church,
the sexton or janitor, and the woman who
washes the dishes at the tea-drinkings, in
the shape of some useful article which is
more of a luxury than the recipient could
afford to buy. A gift to the pastor of some
coveted book, or an inspiring picture, or a
cushion for his chair, a fur collar or gloves
if heis in a cold region—how many things
there are, useful in themselves, which will
warm his heart if they go to him with the
affection and the Christmas greetings of
his people.

Does it not fill us with new strength to
find what a host of Christmas lovers there
have been. How innumerable is the com-
pany of those who do in their hearts give
honor and worship to the Blessed Lord,

and how many are seeking to follow Him |

in their lives.

“What can | give Him,

Poor as I am?

I{ I were a shepherd
T would bring a lamb,

If Iwere a wise man
I would do my part,

Yet what I can'I give Him,
Give Him my heart.”

i
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Heartily Thank us for having Induced you to Subscribe, and best of all,
er Again be without it. With a view of interesting you in THE CHRIS-
ALD we will on Receipt of only $3, send that Matchless Paper for One
32 Times, and with it, All Charges Prepaid, this Superb 1897 Library.

Elegant Christmas Gifts

s and Authors of the 10 Charming Books Constituting our 1897 Library:
. THE WEDDING RING, T. De Witt Talmage, DD.

. THE SECRET OF A HAPPY HO| Marion Harland.
. HOW TO SUCCEED, .. Orison Swert Marden, MD
- RECITATIONS FOR THE SOCIAL C'IRCLE,  James Clarence Harvey.
. WINTER EVENING TALES, . . Ameia E. Barr,

. NOTABLE EVENTS OF THE 19TH CENTURY,‘ ). éhrk Ridpath, LL.D.

+ HOLIDAY STORIES FOR THE YOUNG, « Margaret E Sangiter.
. THE LAND WE LIVEIN, . . . . +  Henry Mann.
- THE FAIRY LAND OF SCIENCE, . ¢ Arabella B. Buckley.
- MANY THOUGHTS OF MANY MINDS, . Louis Klopsch, Ph.D.

This Magnificent Library consists of TEN SPLENDID BOOKS,
ach a LITERARY GEM, and all BEAUTIFUL Specimens of Artistic
Jook-making. It s the FINEST Production of its Kind in the World,

w ONE WHOLE Year, and a Beautiful Cloth and Gilt Copy of the
HE BIBLE,” which will delight the eye, and bring joy to the heart of its
ivery Possessor. It is from cover to cover an Oriental Picture Gallery
€ Surpassing Beauty, Replete with Delightful Pictorial Surprises.

Dver Two Hundred Beautiful Pictures

The Holy Land, with all its Scenic Attractions, its Odd and Cuaint
lustoms, its interesting People, and their peculiar Dress, are brought
vithin Eye-Range of the Reader to be Gazed at again and again with
Jeverailing Interest. This Magnificent Book of Palestine Travel, with
's Wealth of Information and IDllustration, just the Book for a Holiday
5ift, and THE CHRISTIAN HERALD, the brightest and best Paper in
1l the World, for one whole Year— 52 Times—together for only $2.

The “Home of the Bible” by Marion Harland, contains 446 Extra
.arge Pages of Large Type, and Measures, when Open, 9 x 15 inches.

A Superb Christmas Present!

“The Home of the Bible” is very elegantly bound in Rich Silk-finished
Zloth, Turkey Red, with artistic Side and Back Stamp. It wce+hs about
FHREE Pounds, and is sent to All Parts ¢
he country, All Charges Prepaid, togethe

nd was Specially Prepared for Lovers of PURE, Wholesome, and
FAEVAUY Lt LLIUA LR, LIEE €D Leignuul volumes Aggregating 3,200 PAGES of LARGE Type, are bound in Rich, OLIVE,
!ELLUM Cloth, with RED and GILT Titles, and Neatly Packed in an Unusually Attract:ve BOOK-

CASE.  Shipped in a Special Box, Ensuring Undamaged Delivery. ALL CHARGES PREPAID.

Do Not Miss this Great Opportunity

Last Year Over 25,000 Orders were Received After our First Supply was Exhausted. No: thi
Year’s Magnificent Production Infinitely Surpasses in Every Respect last Year’s Excellent Lil::ar‘;, v::
have made much Larger Provision; but we warn you Not to Delay Unnecessarily. If intended for
Christmas, better order now, and. we will ship to reach any address on any given date. Send $3 and

et THE CHRISTIAN HERALD for One Year o g
e The Christian Herald

—52 Times—and this® Magnificent Library, All
191 to 197 Bible House, New York Clty.

Charges Prepaid. Goods now ready for Shipm:nt.
Ve ———-——tbbbsddddbdddddddddddadddas BAAAAAAAAAAAPPPO( A4 4404140141414144144014404441444441441441414144444140141444144444444444444295

vith THE CHRISTIAN HERALD fo
Ine Year, or 52 Times, for only $2.
There are very few books, indeed, whic!
ixcel in Attractiveness, as a Christma
5ift, this Magnificent Production ¢
Harland, who traveled over 20,000 mile
1 Palestine and Syria in order that she migh
|, Strange, yet Intensely Intercsting Scene
. . _ Charming Volum:. Her “Day witn th
Lepers,” her D“Cﬁpfﬁg 0}‘|I 3‘[\1 “Omu%wa;fnz’" a thousand and one othzr things contribute t
make this Unique and Richly lllustrated Work Petu- . .
liarly Attractive to Intelligent People everywhere. Tbe Cbl’lstli\l’) HQI"c\ld
MONEY REFUNDED IF TOO LATE 191 to 197 Bible House, New York City
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2 .
;’ublished Every Wednesday, 52 Times a Year, at the Bible House, New York. Louis Klopsch, Proprietor.

Oply Paper in the World Edited by Dr. Talmage

THERF. is Nothing Sombre, Nothing Doleful, Nothing Gloomy about THE CHRISTIAN HERALD. On the Contrary, it is so
Attractive, so Charming, so Helpful, so Interesting, so Entertaining, so RADIANT WITH BEAUTIFUL COLORED PICT-
TIDER o Qunchine and cn Reight, that you Cannot Afford to do Without it, Except at a Positive Loss to Yourself and Familv.

A _FEW_OF OUR SPECIAL FEATURES:

T s.
Fublished Every Wednesday, 52 Times a Year, at the Bible House, New York. Louis Klopsch, Proprietor.

A Delightful Treat, 52 Times a Year!

SOME Papers are O lly very Ch but THE CHRISTIAN HERALD is Always so-

Brimful of Bright Pictures, very Beautifully Printed, and Abounding in Attractive Literary Features, it

i« Tuet the Paner Caleulated to Bring Happiness and Joy to Every Member of Your family 52 Times a Year.
A FEW OF OUR SPECIAL FEATURES:

FALMAGE'S Marvclous Sermons and
tirring, Epigrammatic Editorials.

D. SANKEY Contributes cvery Week
harming Music for the Home Circle.
iLIA E. BARR has Written for us the
rightest Serial Story of the Age.

SELAH MERRILL, Eight Years U. S.
onsulin Jerusalem, will Supply Profusely
[llustrated Articles on “Modern Strect Life
in the Holy City.”

MARGARET E. SANGSTER'S “Home
Talks with Mothers and Daughters.”

Pastor THOS. SPURGEON of London off
Helpful Suggestions on “ How to Make
Best of Both Worlds.”

Rev. FRANK DE WITT TALMAGE, o
Son of our Editor, Supplies some Inten
ing “ Experiences of a Young Minister

Gen. JOHN EATON Describes “ Mormon
of the Present Day,” Richly Illustrated

FANNY CROSBY, the Blind Poet, wil
dictate the Story of some of her Famou:
Hymns now Sung in every Land and it
every Tongue.

v—p =

STATY CONTRISUTOR.

-+~~~ MARGARET E._SANGSTER'S “Home

r. TALMAGE'S Marvelous Sermons aad
Stirring, Epigrammatic Editorials.

RA_D. SANKEY Contributes every Werk
Charming Music for the Home Circle.

AMELIA E. BARR has Written for us the
Brightest Serial Story of the Age.

Jon. SELAH Eight Years U.S.
Consul in Jerusalem, will Supply Profusely
Mlustrated Articles on “Modern Street Life
in the Holy City.”

Talks with Mothers and Daughters.”

Pastor THOS. SPURGEON of London of-
fers Helpful Suggestions on “How to
Make the Best of Both Worlds.”

Rev. FRANK DE WITT TALMAGE, only
Son of our Editor, Supplics some Interest-
ing “ Experiences of a Young Minister.”

Gen. JOHN EATON Describes “ Mormonism
of the Present Day,” Richly Illustrated.

FANNY CROSBY, the Blind Poet, wil
tell the Story of some of her Famous
Hymns now Sung in every Land and in
cvery Tongue.

e e e TURES, a THOUSAND Helpful ANECDOTES, a THOUSAND Interesting QUESTIONS and ANSWERS, »
THOUSAND SUGGESTIONS for Christian ENDEAVORERS, and a THOUSAND GOOD THINGS for Good People of all Ages Everywhere.

Look at This 1897 Thumb-Indexed Bible!

t LETE, Most DURABLE, and Most CONVENIENT BIBLE, Containing ALL the Most Recent Helps.
The BEST, Most COMP E T SrTmEeSTTANY YrmnaATn oo - on Receipt of only $3, send that Matchless Paper
for one whole Year—52 TIMES—and with it,
All Charges PREPAID, a Superb International
SELF-PRONOUNCING Teachers’ Bible, Large
MINION Type, DIVINITY CIRCUIT American
LEVANT Binding, RED UNDER GOLD. Edges,
Silk-Sewed, and, MARK YOU (for NO Bible like
this CAN be Elsewhere Offered) it is

Leather Liped, with Thumb-lpdex

Don't forget the Leather Lining and Thumb-Index.
The one Doubles the Life of the Book and the
Other Doubles its Usefulness. This Wonda‘fgtﬂ
Bible and THE CHRISTIAN HERALD for
One Year—52 Times— TOGETHER FOR $3.
The SAME Bible, in EVERY RESPECT,
SAME TYPE, same Red under Gold Edges,
SAME DIVINITY CIRCUIT, same American
Levant (bt WITHOUT the Leather Lining and
: Year—52 Times— TOGETHER FOR ONLY $2.
U 1 DL 1 YE AL Y ATA S E A Yy rat bk U @i s e 4 s o swenedted, and MEASURE, when open, 9 x I3 INCHES.
You cannot find anywhere 2 More Suitable HOLIDAY GIFT than one of these Beautiful Teachers’ Bibles, and if you intend to
Flg1 L. L. € DACTAR Sypcrintendent, TEACHER, Scholar, CHRISTIAN ENDEAVORER, Epworth Leaguer, or
in Worker generally, here is your Opportunity. IF YOU ARE NOT SATISFIED, we will
ND YOUR MONEY. Premium and Paper may go to the Same or each to a Separate Address. ¢

NotDelay, ActTo-day, orYou maybeTooLate {

The making of Thumb-Indexes consumes much time. It is intricate, tedious, and very slow work. 4
Fe placed our order for these Bébles over a year ago, and when our Present Stock is Exhausted, no
nore Thumb-Indexed Bibles can te supplied this year. Therefore, if you expect to get one, Order it - [t : Sweeter,
e S " The Christian Herald $ Euls s e roese v i 1. o e e

for One Year, 52 Times, Tbe ris D

rours, to-morrow it thay be gone. MONEY ! CHRISTIAN HERALD
REFUNDED IF TOO LATE.  Address 19110 197 Bible House. New York City. § = s Gr ind Books Premaid, fr TWO DOLLARS. 191 to 197 Bible House, New Yo

A THOUSAND Beautiful PICTURES, a THOUSAND Helpful ANECDOTES, a THOUSAND Interesting QUE . svu o aims suusowann o
“THOUSAND SUGGESTIONS for Christign ENDEAVORERS, and 2 THOUSAND GOOD THINGS for Good People of all Ages Everywhere.

Margaret E. San_gster’s Superb Book Free!

* g you Acquainted with THE CHRISTIAN HERALD, that if you will
at Matchless Paper for One Whole Year—52 Times—but we will also
rster’s Superb Book, entitled, “HOME-LIFE MADE BEAUTIFUL.”
oress in this Country More Popular, More Beloved, and More Respected
han M, E.S 'who needs no introduction to the reading public.

It will Bring Sunshine to the Heart

»f every one into whose hands this Magnificent Volume may fall, for in
ts pages Mrs. Sangster discusses the Ideal and Practical Sides of Home-
_ife in all its Kaleidoscopic, shifting phases. “WHEN TO MARRY,”
“The Children,” “DOMESTIC FRICTION,” “Financiering in the
Household,” “Famous Men in their Home-Lives,” “The Wives of Great
Vlen,” “Backward Children,” “Young People and Their Lovers,” “The
rowing Girl,” “Husbands and Wives as Partners in Business,” “Set-
ling on a Profession,” “HOW TO START YOUR SONS IN LIFE,”
ire a few of the Topics, all TREATED PLAINLY and Colloquially.

A Very Charming Holiday Gift

Stories, HOUSEHOLD RECIPES, AMUSEMENTS, RECREA-
[IONS and Games finda place in thie Rl whish ie Resisifodler and
’ROFUSELY ILLUSTRATI
id to Lid. It Contains 446
.ARGE PAGES, printed fro
ype, ELEGANTLY BOUNL
inished Cloth, with emblematic
3ack Stamp in Gilt and Colors,

FHREE POUNDS and ME.
vhen Open 9x 15 inches. Tt
lay, the Family Book of the Age
eneration. If you want to make
"t vy = mge Ve = , - = ,—awant to be Happy yourself, get t

AAA AAAAANAALLALALLAALALALALL200000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000




40

Al - Al

' HE old-fashioned taffies which our
» mothers used to make have been
 replaced in many households by
the more elaborate French bon-
bons ; but for those who still like the old-
style candies I will give a few good
receipts. 1f possible, have a candy-hook ;
it is so much easier to pull the candy over
a hook than with the hands only. A
sharp-pointed meat-hook makes a good
candy-hook. It should be fastened to the
wall of the room. Lard is better for
greasing the pans than butter. If the taffy
15 just right very little grease will be neces-
sary to keep the hands from sticking to it
while it is being pulled.  For this purpose
butter is better than lard; do not use
flour. Pull the taffy while it is warm ; if a
hook is used the taffy may be handled
while quite hot. When making taffy pro-
ceed as follows : Put over a brisk fire one
and a half pounds of coffee A sugar and
half a pint of water; stir until dissolved,
then add one-fourth teaspoonful of cream
of tartar. Do not stir again.  If the sugar
collects on the inside of the pan wipe it
off with a damp cloth. When *“crack” is
reached pour into greased pans. \WVhile
cooling throw the edges of the candy
toward the centre, until all is cool enough
to pull. Flavor by pouring half a tea-
spoonful of vanilla extract on the candy
while it is being pulled. Pull until white.
Lemon taffy is made in the same way ; itis
colored a light yellow by the addition of a
little caramel sugar, liquid curcuma or
saffron color. Flavor with half a teaspoon-
ful of lemon extract.

¥
STRAWBERRY TAFFY

OOK the same as vanilla taffy; color
pink and flavor with strawberry ex-
tract.

¥
PINEAPPLE TAFFY

THE plain taffy, unflavored, is used for
this. When cooked, take out half of
it, add pineapple flavor, pull until white,
and form into a large, flat cake. Color the
other half a bright pink, pull that, and
place on the white candy in fine stripes.

¥
CHOCOLATE TAFFY

OOK the same as vanilla; when in the
pan cooling, add to the centre of the
candy one and a half ounces of the choc-
olate used for frostings, melted over the
steam of a teakettle. Throw the edges of
the candy, as it cools, over the chocolate,
until the chocolate is well worked in.

¥
NEW-STYLE MOLASSES TAFFY

ONE pound of granulated sugar, one

pound of glucose, and one and a half
teacupfuls of New Orleans molasses ; cook
not quite to ‘‘ crack,”’ set off the stove and
stir in one-third teaspoonful of soda;
flavor with peppermint or vanilla by pour-
ing the essence (not too much) on the
candy while it is being pulled.

L4
DELICIOUS CREAM TAFFY

NE teacupful of granulated sugar, half
a teacupful of molasses, one tea-
cupful of cream or milk, and a piece of
butter the size of an egg. Boil over a
brisk fire, stirring all the time to ‘“crack.”
This may be poured over nuts or not, as
desired. It may possibly curdle in cook-
ing, but it is not spoiled by that.

¥
COCOANUT TAFFY

ONE pound of coffee A sugar, one
pound of glucose or one-fourth tea-
spoonful of cream of tartar. Cook to
“crack,” add half of a freshly-grated
cocoanut; stir until the candy cracks
when dropped in water, but if held a
moment forms a hard ball again. Pour
out at once ; when cool pull until white.

¥
SALT WATER TAFFY

PUT one pound of granulated sugar,
three-fourths pound of glucose and
one teacupful of water in a pan over a
ood fire. Stir until it begins to boil, no
onger ; then wipe the sugar grains from
the inside of the pan with a damp cloth.
When the candy has boiled a few moments
add three-fourths pound more of glucose,
and boil without stirring until ‘“‘crack” is
reached ; add one ounce of salt and pouron
greased pan. When cold pull until white
and glossy. This candy may be pulled into
strips and cut with scissors or a sharp knife
in pieces about three inches long, then
wrapped in waxed paper to keep it fresh.
Salt water taffy makes an agreeable change
from plain taffy. It is particularly popular
with small children.
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HICKORY-NUT TAFFY

NE and a half pounds of coffee A
sugar, just enough molasses to color,

and one-fourth teaspoonful of cream of
tartar. Cook to ‘‘crack,” and pour into
greased pans. \When the candy has cooled
somewhat throw over it one pound of
chopped hickory-nuts, and fold the edges
of it over the nuts. Continue this folding
until the nuts are well mixed into the candy.
Put on a greased marble slab and roll very
thin with a greased rolling-pin.  Mark into
squares and break up when cold. \Walnut
taffy may be made the same way, substi-
tuting English walnuts for hickory-nuts.
Brazil-nut taffy, also, omitting the molasses.

¥
PEANUT CANDY

A VERY simple candy is made as follows:

Melt granulated sugar over a slow fire,
using no water, and stirring all the time
until the sugar is melted. (It turns brown
in melting, but does not burn if carefully
stirred.) \When the sugar is melted pour
it over the peanuts, which should be ready,
in a greased pan. This candy can be in the
pans cooling in ten minutes from the time it
1s started. Many people who entertain
informally will be glad to know of a good
candy that can be made in a hurry. Pea-
nuts for the candy can be bought already
shelled, but not roasted. They are better
if roasted just before the candy-making.
The thin skin of the peanuts can be re-
moved or not, as desired.

L J
OLD-STYLE MOLASSES TAFFY

lN A PAN holding at least six quarts, place

one and a half pints of granulated
sugar and half a pint of water, and set
over a brisk fire. Stir until it boils, then
add one quart of New Orleans molasses ;
stir until it boils again, then add a piece of
butter half the size of an egg and half a
teaspoonful of cream of tartar. Continue
to stir carefully until when dropped in cold
water it will break and crack when taken
between the fingers. (This degree of
cooking is called ‘““crack,” and is to be
reached in all taffy-making, unless other-
wise specified.) Pour the candy into
greased pans; as it cools throw the
edges toward the centre until it is all cool
enough to handle.  Pull until itis a bright,
golden yellow, and cut with a pair of
scissors or sharp knife into pieces the size
of a hickory-nut. Use no soda.

I
HOME-MADE CARAMELS

OME-MADE caramels, properly

made, are a delight. Glucose is

used in the best caramels, and,

. contrary to general belief, is, if

pure, not harmful. It is usually made of

corn, and is a clear, colorless, thick syrup,

perfectly tasteless. A caramel without

glucose does not have the chewing quality
which most caramel lovers desire.

When the candy becomes quite thick in
cooking, have some one else try it, as you
must not leave it an instant. \When it can
be dropped in ice water and snaps when
taken up between the fingers, but if held a
moment goes back to a hard ball, it is
done. This degree of candy-cooking is
called ““soft crack,” and is used unless
otherwise specified in all caramel receipts.
Pour the candy into buttered pans so that
it will be three-fourths of an inch thick.
When cold turn on a buttered pan or tin,
larger than the one in which it was cooled,
and cut with a sharp knife into three-
fourths-inch squares. Caramels should be
of the consistency of firm cheese.

¥
HONEY CARAMELS

ARE made by cooking to ‘‘soft crack”
two pounds of coffee A sugar, two
pounds of clear-strained honey, and two
pounds of glucose.

¥
COCOANUT CARAMELS

USE the same proportions and process as

for vanilla cream caramels, with the
addition of half of a freshly-grated cocoa-
nut when the candy begins to boil, and
one teaspoonful, instead of half a tea-
spoonful, of cream of tartar.

¥
SOFT CHOCOLATE CARAMELS

ONE pound of granulated sugar, one-

fourth pound of “‘frosting’’ chocolate,
half a teacupful of milk, and piece of
butter the size of an egg. Stir all the time
over a slow fire, and cook until it is brittle
when dropped in ice water. This is the
chocolate caramel usually made by home
candy-makers. The cutting of caramels is
the hardest part of the work, as the candy
is so stiff the hand gets tired in a short
time.

MAPLE CARAMELS

ONE pound of coffee A sugar, half a

pound of maple sugar, half a pint of
rich cream, or half a can of condensed
milk. Heat slowly, and when it begins to
boil add one-fourth teaspoonful of cream
of tartar and two ounces of butter. Cook
slowly, stirring all the time to ¢ soft crack.”
Pour into greased pan.

¥
PULLED CARAMELS

OOK two pounds of sugar, two pounds

of glucose, two quarts of cream, and

two ounces of butter to ‘‘soft crack.”

Pour in a greased pan; when nearly cold

place on a hook, or use the hands, and pull

as nearly white as possible. Form into a

thick sheet in a tin, and roll with a rolling-

pin until of even thickness. Mark and cut
up when cold.

¥

NUT CARAMELS

REPARE vanilla, maple or chocolate car-
amels as previously described. Have
ready in buttered tins a number of English
walnuts, hickory-nuts, almonds or filberts;
pour half the candy over the nuts, then add
more nuts, and pour the balance of candy
on them. Cut with a thin, sharp knife when
cold. Strawberry caramels may be made
in the same manner, flavoring and coloring
with strawberry extract.

¥
CREAM CHOCOLATE CARAMELS

TWO pounds of granulated sugar, half
a pound of glucose, two ounces of
paraffine, two ounces of butter, one pint of
cream, one-fourth teaspoonful of cream of
tartar, four squares of melted ‘‘frosting ”’
chocolate ; mix together and cook over a
slow fire, stirring every instant until the

candy is brittle when dropped in ice water. !

The chocolate should be cut up and melted
over the steam of a teakettle.

¥
VANILLA CARAMELS

O HALF a can of condensed milk add
half a pint of sweet cream, and stir
well.  Strain and be sure there are no
lumps in it, and add three-fourths pound
of granulated sugar and six ounces of glu-
cose. Put the mixture in a thick, round-
bottom pan, over a slow fire, and stir all
the time. As the candy cooks it will grad-
ually turn brown, but if constantly and
evenly stirred it will not burn. This makes
a good chewing caramel.

¥
CHOCOLATE CARAMELS

NE can of condensed milk, half a pint
of sweet cream; mix and reserve
one-fourth pint of the mixture. To the
rest add one and a half pounds of sugar,
three-fourths pound of glucose, and cook
over a slow fire until half done, then set off
the stove. Break up two and a half ounces
of the chocolate used for frosting and put
it into a basin with a little water; put on
the fire and when hot add the reserved
cream, a little at a time, until the chocolate
is dissolved ; strain into the candy which
has been cooling, and set on the fire again
and cook to ‘“‘soft crack.”

¥
VANILLA CREAM CARAMELS

UT into a pan three pounds of granulated ;

sugar, one pint of rich cream, or, better
still, one can of condensed milk. (If the
latter is used add one pint of water, and
thoroughly mix and strain to remove
lumps.) Add the cream to the sugar and
place on the fire; stir constantly, and when
it boils add a full half teaspoonful of cream
of tartar and one-fourth pound of butter.
Cook slowly, stirring all the time, occ<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>