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10W TO LIVE.
So should we live that every hour
May f{all e&s falls the natural flower,

A self-reviving thing of power;

That every thought and every deed
May he ~ within itself a seed
Of fu’ «re good and future need,

Esteemin;:; SOIr'row, whose PIH]"IH}‘
Is to develop, not destroy,
Far better than a barren joy.
—Lord f!-'ﬂrfrf:fu.-a

 ——————

IN SEARCH OF ROGER HALL.

—_— . ——

June, 1884, the law
office of Milliken, Frost & Co., situated
on a noisy thoroughfare of the city of
New York. presented its usual d"ili{‘[:t
Three heads bent over three desks,
while three pens scratched diligently at
the respective ‘asks.

Mr. Hiram Milliken emerged from the
private rooms of the firm, paused in the
middle space of the oflice, twirling the
gold seals which depended over his white
waistcoat, and looked at the owners of
the heads ruminatingly.

The pens paused, and three pair of
eves regarded the great man in respectful
interrogation, for Mr. Milliken, a lawver
¢i fine reputation, large connection, and
ampie fortune, was a very great person-
age, indeed, in the estimation of his
c.erks.  Some communication of import
ance was about to be made, for the
stranger, who had been received an hour
before, was visible through the open
door engaged In carnest conversatin
with Mr. Frost and Mr. Whitney.

‘*As sure as vou are alive something is
up with old Fudge,” whispered Harry
Fayall to his comrades of the desk.

Old Fudge was the nickname Lestowed
by the facetious youth on his seoior, who,
unconscious of the impertinence, con-
tinued to scan the group before him.

““Would either of vou like to search
for a missing man?”’ inauired Mr. Milli-
ken.

““Yes,
nromptly.

‘‘Expenses paid{’ echoed
Marshall, a prudent and dry
young man, whose sindy hair hung
straight and limp about his face, and
whose thin lips closed like the valves of
certain sea-shells.

‘‘Expenses paid,and one thousand dol-
lars for your trouble, 1f vou find him,”
continued Mr. Miliken.

““I will find him,"” said John Leggat,
wiping his pen and restoring it to the
rack. *“Who is he? Why is he wanted !”

The lawyer regarded him with marked
satisfaction. Courage and energy of
purpose were perceptible in the youth
with the keen, gray eve, handsome fea-
tures and curling, black hair. John
possessed the true legal passion for
tracing results to causes. Here was an
opening. One of three. Prudent Rich-
ard Marshall bethought him of the
heiress he was wooing at a suburban re-
sort, and hesitated between the bird in
the hand and one on the wing. Harry
Fayvall was reluctant to give up a fort-
night of camping in the Adirondack
mountains. John | eggat must go. He re-
ceived his instructions in the private
room. The missing m+sn was an artist
—~Roger Hale by name, His brother |
had recently died in his native town in
Central New York, leaving considerable
property to be divided between two sis-
tors and the absent Roger. No settle-
ment could be made of sales until the
artist gave his consent. He had been
iast seen at Nice, but as a correspondent
Mr. Hale left much to be desired.

“*I will find him,” reiterated John Leg-
gat. *'l shall sail on the next steamer, if
they put me in the coal bunk. I wonder
what Katy will think of it,” he added,
as he sought the abode of his fiance, on
the very wings of hope.

The search for Roger Hale meant such
a start in life as the marriage of these
voung peop e, otherwise definitely de-
ferred.  Katy White lived with her
brother on the fifth floor of an apart
ment building, where the increasing heat
and the lmprubablhn of a {'nuntn holi-
day had aroused the imagination of the
children. Tommy had made 1 train of
cars of chairs in one corner, while Molly,
reated majestically on a table, announced
sie was on board the steam oat, bound
for Newport, and Bob imagined himself
to be on the Long Branch shore, with
the nid of a wooden shovel and a toy |
mll full of shells.

"I mean to live in the couniry when I
am married,” announced Katy, who was
as sensible as shc was pretty, dimpled
:mr] rosy,

“I hate the country,” retorted her sis-
ter in law, a pale blonde, with a tashion
mugazine open on her knee.

john Leggat entered, was welcomed
shrilly by the childre n, and imparted
Lthe news that he was to seek Roger
Hale Katy wept and trembl.od. and be
came sufficientiy calm to listien to his
Projects,

‘*Make your wedd ng diess,
he whispered joyfully.

Next day he sailed for Euro, e.

w1 the month of

sir,” replied John Leggat,

Richard

l.i ﬂllng,

Nice.trav-
he
(L ll“. Iiillr

o Vhen John Leggat reiwched
enng from Paris without stopning.
learned that Roger Hale had |
brilliant city, but had gone on toward
Italy, sketching the shore. The infor
mation gleaned was somewhat vague
when analyzed. Everybody knew Roger
Hale, but no one was precse as to dates
respecting his movements.  The term
used was that he was gencraily around
somewhere and a very co :d feilow.

John departed alnug the shore, in
turn, undeterred by fierce hea! and the
sinister rumor that cholera had appeared
at Toulon and Marseilles. He cearched
every town, hamlct and in'et of a pictur-
esque coast until checked by the fron-
tier and the land quarantine whicih had
been established on that sultry July day.

Escaping from the land quuarantine
John Leggat hastened to Genoa, where
he learned that Koger Hale was in Milan.
At Milan he was told the ariist had
sought the Turin exhibition, He took
the next train for Turin, but
find the missing heir in the Mediwval
castle or the Kermess fair. 'The hotel
secretary was absoluiely sure the object
of inquiry had returned to Venice.
Launching letters and telegrams, like a
shower of arrows, in all directions, John
turned his face toward the Adiiatic. A
fresh perplexity awaited him. Venice
gained, he lost trace of Hogzer iTale alto-
What bad become o him?

gther
iqued, he sought ban’er, consul, hotels, |

fah I ‘

and lodgings in vaii. A at the
table d’hote stated that « partv of witisgs

| -
| names,
' Sm th?’

' to join them later,
l Venice, Hale was sure to turn up. T

| ing a {1 hi of steps. that [ale had -nn"

- Vest

'as to Ernest Renan.

dismay,

‘r(\)IJ- Xx \T I.
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had gonc to Titian's country ten davs | Dazza, anﬁpping of F.‘ii[figlit_"fh‘.i and the S”{ \f } [ l\(l \\ ”l l l

! belore, and Roo

er Hale was of the num-
ber. The ladv changed countenance
slightly when she learned that the Ameri-
can had sped after the artists,

“‘T am almost sure that was one of the
she mused, ‘‘or was was It

The artists cheered John. Roger was
and 1f the lawyer re-
midst or hung abeut
1
hi\t‘tt.’l
11

mained in the'r

d, all n

chief authority recalle

Fiorence to copyv a head of Titians

Ritti gallery. .John journecved to Flor-
ence, dmnwwd a canvas on which
woman’'s face was outlined, and learned
that Roger Hale had left for Leghorn
some weeks  before. At Leg
horn the artist was sald
to have gone to Sardinia with an Italian.
A merchant promised to telecraph to a
certain person at Rome for more accurate
information. .John waited, fumed with
impatience, fast verging to exasperation,
The artist, ever within reach, perpetu-
ally eluded him. How easy it had
seemed to find him! John began to fear
[Rozer Hale was a myvth—a will-o’-the-
wWisp,

L.eghorn swarmed with life; groups of
eirls cathered about the fountains; the
air was redolent of hot oil frizzlinzg on
the domestic altar of supper in narrow
streets. A funeral procession passed
a'ong a quay, the candles of the peni-
tents flaring: a black prison-van. guard
ed by roval carbineers, wearine cocked
hats, crept behind the four-in hand of a
Grreek banker.  The sun set behind the
tranqu:l Med.terranean in a fiery disk,
I'fj.'r'in;: the waves crimson and aold.
Joha strolled about the gardens of the
shore, and soucht one of the piers. On
the right the serrated peaks of the Car-
rara mountains s'oped to the brink of
the Spezian gulf. All about h'in the
peo"nlr* ]l‘lll”'ht“i and talked in a ba el of
tongues. A Sicilian princess, with nar-
row, Spanish face, enveloped in opales
cent draperies like the sea at sunset,
drank coffee at the next table. A pi-
quant beauty, clad in maize colored
satin, claimed the homage of a bevy of
cavaliers. One by one little boats,
wreathed with swaying lanterns, became
detached from shore and flitted over
the water to cluster about a vacht,
cemmed with lights in an arch of
creen fire. A Venetian fete was
transpiring, with song and revelry.
Suddenly a word. an exclamation, a ery
wrought swift change to the fairy spec-
taclee. The beauty he'd a telegram in
her rigid hand, the princess had started
to her feet—the very waiters paused to
look and listen. The cholera had reached
stricken Spezia, The eyes of adjacent
towns turned to the -boundary of moun-
tain 1n dread of the awful moment when
the pesti ence should wing its noiseless
and fatal way onward to strike them as
well. Panic ensued. The lights went
out, and the multitude surged inland to
join the fugitives of Spezia at Risa in a
tumult of frenzied haste. The princess
journeyed, enthroned on her own lug.
gage in the baggagze van, rather than be
left behind.

At this auvspicious moment John
learned that Roger Hale was certainly at
Nables.

““I.et him
“rathfuil}.

I"I"'

stay there, then,” he cried,

RS i

Roger Hale had an idea., When he
had an idea he invariably put it into ex-
ecution. YWas he not his own master?
His visit to S
gaining Rome by Civita-Vecchia, he was
meditating a return when the idea dawn-
ed upon him. A few hours of leisure
decided him to write to his relatrves in
America. He boucht some
stamps at a tobacconist’s, which
paper. Outside, in the shadowv of a
temple wa'l, the artsi
paper, and consigned the stamps to his
pocket.

“They will think I've died of cholera
long ago,” he mused,

to his anxious sisters. Ilis quick eye

10

In |

remove.l the new-comer.

in dutiful allusion | of his brother’s
ITe confessed that he did not always read

gat has just arrived.

l)l*]\"l()\ MD., IHI Iﬁl)\\

partaking of red peppers, fried in oil,
macaroni, rizza, silad and fruait, How
live without the red tomato sauce:
I1ow to banish the fig, ripening in luscious
abundance for the good of man, nourish-
ment of the Roman athlete? The city,
pouting at municipal authority, had
stretchied forth her hand and plucked
the fruit. When Roger Hale gained the
town and hastened to the museum, a cry
had arisen in the crowded streets, wnere
the 1dler paused, staggered, fell,
his romrades fled.

ﬂ'hnu '

Roger Hale emerged on thorouchfarea |

thinning of frequenters, and
closing shops. Ie hal come hither to
scek a siren, basking on golden sands,
and found the charanel house. The doom
of fear was written on all faces. Death
met him on every side, wrapped in scanty
rags in the hovel and scaling the
alike. Old age shriveled before it; the
warm current of the youth was stilled.
The population surged, like a restless
tide, dazed, frauntic, or fleeing before the
thunderbolt faliine in their midst, as

rapidly

palace |

' beforehand,

| of
| p;u't.-'u

the citizens of Pompeii once fled from |

the lava torrent. After

pentance.

l:n;_-_'f‘r Hale decided to return
by the next train,
streets. A procession hemmed
agzainst a wall: girls, old men, child
swept past with a startled rush of
and rags. A bov fell forward
knees, the old water vender at the cor-
ner threw up bher arins, as if stricken
by an invisible missile. Bevond a erowd of

him

revelry came re- |
. man:

to Rome !

lHHe went out into the | -
| porpus,

ren | L here's the

eet |
on his |

camblers fell into an eestacy because the |

had turned for

lottery., A

lucky numbers
Naples in the
vouths begged alms of the artist,
waved them off and returned to his
hotel. How wretched and somber was
the scene. Rain fell heavily,
wind, cold as November, agitated the
hurlinz back noxions vapors at the
town. Neapolitan malice circumvented
Roger Hale. The bors prepared the
crowd for him.

The foreigner comes this
He is the wizard., the poisoner, who
brougnt the pest to Naples [Ie scat
ters a powder from his pocket on the
air, in the salt, on our food. He helps
the accursed doctors with his spells.”

The i1dle listened, the turbulent
yaused and scowled. As the artist
vassed the altar improvised before a
one-concealed strike at San Gennaro,
and the door of the adjacent pork |
butcher, the latter sprang out and seized
him by the collar,

“I will teach vou, wretch,
with my wares so that nobody will buy
them.” shouted the buteher. The artist
believed his hour had come, and the in-
furiated man was about to kill him for
some imaginary wrong. To expostulate
would be to add fuel to the flames.
More than once a complete limpness of
demeanor had saved him from
disaster. Suddenly the butcher snatched
up the sausage cake on the bznch, brushed
bv the stranger’s sleeve, thrust the deli-
cacy into his hand. and hissed: *‘“Eat it
or I will strangle vou!"

*“Willingly,"” said Koger Hale. “*Your
sausace is excellent.” The butcher
orowled: the ecrowd watched to see the
foreigner drop dead; a girl laughed; an
old woman croaked, ‘“‘He can eat it, but
another would die.”

The mirth changed to groansand cries,
A chorus of female voices expressed a
desire to have the skin of Roger Hale.
Two guards attempted to force their way
to his rescue. The artist flung the sau-

tll'l

L

i >ee ] wayv.

ardinia had been brief, and sage into the butcher’s face, and with an

aerile bound ecleared the space behind
the altar, gained the corner and vaulted
into a carriage. He was saved. The
occupants of the vehicle made way for

postage him, toc much astonished for words,
the |
woman wrapped up in a bit ol news-

“Lord! That butcher nearly did for

me. "

‘““You speak English?”
“*Have vou
Hale at Naples?™

tapid explanation ensued. John Leg-
The artist learned

with contrition.

demanded the
met Roger

death

noted a paragraph ou the bit of paper, in | his sister’'s letters quite through ana sel-

which the queen expressed sorrow for

the misfortunes of Naples, the smiling

forgot

The two men actually

dom responded.
surroundings for the

their

Parthenope, scated on Ler incomparable | moment.

bay.
“I have it!” exclaimed Roger Hale,

““The Siren Parthenope was there cast
ashore,

Campania, built
" He took the next train southward.
votary at the siirine of beautv, absorbed

on the Sinns Carter.”

Al

was approwrhm_: the
carriage
and Neapolis was the city of clamorous subijects as far as eyve could
reach.

The king,accompanied by his brother,

breasting a human wave of

Years before, the ¢ soldier Victor

Emanue!, in his shooting-coat,

Rossore had undertaken the same heroic

in his art, the elusive ideal of perfection pilgrimage.

' now flitted before him on rainbow wings |

toward the Vesuvian gulf. He had done

nothing. Parthenope should redeem his quoth the artist:

ive on canvas, a
vision of loveliness, combining the
golden tones of Tatian, with the re-
dundant coloring of Ruben:
charm of Han= Makart or Cabanal.
was ca'led color mad by his feliow artists.

Roger Hale was a <hort and
man, with flowine beard. nose turning
ll]} at the IIE‘I and a ui‘t of hazel eves,
seeing evervthing the
discern, and further -11:uh~d by a felt
hat, whicll had lost all shape in hard
usage, now serving as a pillow and
again protecting the owner’s liead from
sun and rain. He took his chances as
they came, and life was as glorious to him
Hence the (harm
of the Siren Parthenope, a study of | light,
warmth, a goddess bathed in a luminous
atmoqphere with shadow of ilex, palm,
and orange groves cast athwart her dea.
peries, and the peaks of Vesuvius and
Monte St. Angelo in the bagkground,
The vision intoxicated him as he passed |
by the ancient Via Latina through the
(amparfna Felice, and thence onward to
Naples.
the goal. Modern competition did not
but oh! he must learn if ancient

yvears of idleness and

and the |
He | said musingly:

vner wished to  Cassamiceiola topples

IIC pl’ﬁ“SEd fﬂl‘“ d.l'l]'. Eﬂ."’t‘l l\ lﬂ w Arners,

Roger Hale doffed his hat.
““That’s the real article, vou
“T don't care
about kings, but when 1 mr~et
braver than I am I take oil
him."

In the railway carriage,

know, ”
much
a man
- hat to

woger Hale

‘““The picture must be Parthenope

stout  desolate, a Niobe weeping for her slain

children, a Sibyl outliving the griefs of a
siricken world. In the background
to rain 1in the
of Epomeo, while at Parthen-
lies a dead child, crowned
with flowers, the summer of 18547

[n the month of October Katy White
clanced un through her falling tears to
behold John Leggat standing in the
doorway. He had his arm linked
through that of a short man, as if fear-
ine to lose him.

““My darling
mlunphmth
Mr. Roger Hale.

How Bees Prediet the We;lther.

Herr Emmerig, of Laningen, writes in
Die Natur on German bees as storm
From numerous observations.
the writer advances tentatively the
theory that, on the approach of thunder

shadow
HIH“:H fL‘E‘t

Katy,” exclaimed John,
‘“let me introduce you to
"— Chicago Inter- Ocean.

art had traced on marble and fresco of storms, hce:-.-. otherwise gentle and harm-

temple and bath the image he sought.
He gained the museum, oblivious to ont-

cool halls, enriched with Pompeiian urn,

candelabra, bronze, the ligcht gleaming

| ' on crystal and
failled to

gem, Roman empresses

less, hccome excited :-wd exceedingly ir-

' ritable, and will at once attack anv one,
ward event, going and coming in the even their usual attendant, approaching

‘their hives. A succession of instances |

'are given in which the barometer and

hygrometer foretold a storm, the bees

gazing down cynically on Areid and remaining quiet, and no storm oceurred -

Venus.
chocolate in his pocket. and ate it while

studying the figures of a sarcophagus.
He would have worked on had the cus-
todians dropped about him, for
town was already plague strick.
en. Artists have wrought
in siege and famine.
fierce summer heat, stung by sudden
storms, charged with hail, enervated by
tropical showers arousing sickly emana-

the of

thus tain district or not,
Naples, spent with | the appearances,

The artist found a stick of or the instruments gave no intimation of |

a storm, but the bees for hours before |
were irritable, and the storm came. He
concludes, thereiore, that the conduct
bees 18 a trustworthy indication
whether a storm is impending over a cer-
and that, whateve
if bees are stiil, one
need not fear a storm.

A bunch of grapes weighing eight

tions from the soul, must keep the festa pounds is on exhibition at San Diego,
~of the Riedegrotta, with jingle of tam- C3l,

! 1!|'; Ly as g -
band of |MooOrings, a: if anxious to iu.h off.
ko L‘rid man had given each of us a rifle.

' fact.’
and the |

. man,
' the

i

to Mmp{'r !

:  th
serious | . "
danger,

roy al palace, the |

1 til}u was ia II]"UI

from San |

| “*Wall,

| up the river.
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T WHALES.

A NOVEL AND EKCIT’ING SPORT IN
THE GULYI OF ST. LAWRENCE

S

fLoing Ont on a Schoon r and Wait.
mmg. Rifle in Wand, for a Shotw ae
the YTonsiers,

Every other man about Chaleurs,
a IL'I[!*I‘ f!‘ﬂ]!l !h i { Illilf" 0 New
paper, 1s a lisherman, and those w
not Bshermen are 1n the fish-c
ness, or in some way copnected wit
great industry,

The other mornine, before New York
ers were awake, I found msseil u.ui'z-.-_:
down the bav toward the Guli
Lawrence in as trim and neat 2 fore .nni-
after as it was ever my good fortune to
meet. Every thing had been planned
and, after a thirty-mile run,
the schooner rounded to off a
point, and a beat appearing we took
hvr. and were soon l.'”i'-lt‘f,l inthu. cab n
a famous guide and fisherman of those

_‘i'!h.._:
Y ork
}LH L'

'l w
nine

=t

rocky

**What time sha'l we stait, Sandv?"”
asked my friend.

““In about an heour,” replied the fisher-
‘*then the tide’s in chock.”
ught no tackle,” [ suggested.
‘want tackle for the white

Sandy, with a laugh,
tackle for them,” he con-
tinued, taking up an old-fashioned rifle
and blowine down the barrdl.

By the time a broiled seatrout dinner

L.l‘_“,t_‘ l_}['
“Ye don't
S

' had been disposed of the tide was full,

and, following the fishe rmam.
liilﬂi‘llll t"' tllc ilt{lt-l (. 1.1--:_.. *l" f“i'
where a heavy boat was

we went
118 house.
]]\lt]“- al 1”".':

The

pretty guns, that's a
said  Sandv, as he trimmed aft
the sail and the boat bore away, ‘“‘but
:11"_!"['1' ‘*]Il;-I"?‘-l_ T-ll'.l Iir*!I.T Volul f*b[':_ji_"
-,
“There
as a stroag, oud |}
water, and a
drifted from the
“‘Steady ! and the
run and secized h's
ment a round b e
just olf the beam.
as 1If a cannyn had expleded, and
}H]"l form of a be i1‘._‘_{:l 0 il._‘.'
f{‘!_‘ [ al 't ASL 1IN lil"' :1ir. .H!'i fell |
a SO! m linz crash
5 m.x;u_l him!” shouled th
| The animal was whirline about in
erratic mauner, beating the water
terrific blows with its power lni tail.
“‘l.ook out for him! *‘Ile’s
Ana with a blind rush the round,
head struck the beat a sounding
that lifted her prow above water.
“riimme thes shhouted the fisher
man, who was pushinz on the oar that
answered for a rudder. The
cot the rope, and amid the spray
dving whale the Dboat shot out
and old man and sent
another bullet 1nto the white tareet,
‘“They're hard to kill if you don’t fetch
'em first shot.” he said. *“*Now you pull
ap and 'l oive him the lance.’

lhf vV ain't

‘.".'Iji*-iﬂ"t‘{".l the Hld
il came over
loud of spray
of a wave.
old man let the sheet
rifle. The next
white hide popy

There wias

vOou o,

10

111€
{our
wiih

| (s

ICK

1iin,
al

» old

hiullet
Dlow

-
neet !

Lne roy=e

The whale was still makinge the water |
| very clear

the prow of the boat ran
A quic k blow-—the water was
th!‘ Dlood of the beanti-
ful creture. A few more blows, and it
was dead. A barrel was lashed to it
and the boat fe!l away for another.

““There’s your chance,” said the fisher-
man, as a pufl came a hundred yards
away. ‘‘Yes, that’s too far, - but vou
can tell now just where hu Il come up a
second time. P’int vour rifle over there,’
continued the fisherman, pointing lu a
spot 200 feet in advance of the p'ace
where the animal had appeared. The
sportsman followed Instructions, and a
moment later, almost in front of the
rifle, rose the white head. 1 fired, and
by one of those remarkable chances that
come sometimes to green hands the bul-
let struck the white whale in the heart.
A single leap Into the air and it was
dead. The old POrpoLse
the oar and i1nsisted on shaking hands.
vou've been at this business be-
There ain't no use a deonyin’ of 1t
you never could have hit that critter ef
you hadn't.” So greatness
upon some people,and as | did not shoot
again I came away with a proud record
as an old beluga shooter.

The others took two more whales be-
fore the day ended, and for off-hand
shooting it must be said that the exhibi-
one. It was intecresting
to note how accurately the fisherman
gauged the power of the animal to re.
main under water, lic hit it every time,
and his own statement that he rarely
missed couid well be taken. The whales
were finally taken back In tow ana
hauled upon the nearest beach.

The white whale. better known as the
beluga, 1s verv commeon in the gulf of
St. Lawrence and sevel 111 hundred miles
The aduits are about fif-
teen feet long, of a pearly blue-white
color, the vounrg being spotted or mar-
bled. The beluga 1s quite valuable in
trade, the o1l being adapted to certain
Kinds of machinery, and the sKkin 15 made
into a car.ous kina of velvet leather.
The meat is eaten Ly some, and it is said
that a company is {orming to export it
as beef, and in reality, there 1s no reason
why it should not be done.  The beinga
is a milk givine animal,
good and nutritious, and not at all fAshy,

foam when
alongside,
dl"-l nln[i ii 'IH.

fﬂrﬂ.
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Embarrassing Generosily,
A thing

Mexico
meet make

that nearly every man you
s you a present of a residence.
He grasps vour hand
diality when he leaves yon,
“*My house 1s yours: it
tres— Calle,” and so on, *‘‘and 1s at your
service.”” The next man t you that
your house is at such and such a num-
ver, and he shall be angry if you
not occupy it. As neither of them has
' enjoved the honor of your acquaintance
for more than five minutes, and both are
only casually introduced,
generosity 1s quite embarrassing,

| =

and savs:

0
s

= = a—

How to Take a I'ill.

Place one or more pils under the
' tongue, then take a mouthful of water
or other liquid and swallow
the act of drinking); this done, look for
the pill. Invanably the *‘I-can’t-take-a-
pill patient” 1s astonished, and some-

times he investigates the mouth with his |

fingers to reassure himself that he has
swallowed the pill. The secret lies in
the fact that in the act of drinking the
tongue curves back upon itself; the pill,
' taken by the force of the current, is im-
perceptibly washed down the eaophagul.
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The Crown Princess Stephanile, ol

Austria. contributed some original draw

ings for a picture book and auccepted pay |

at the rate criven to other artists, thoug ‘b
she presented the moaey to a charity.,

Derby hats for misses, in brown and
oray felts, have no plume this year, -1111~
a corded rFbbon to match the color
In shape they are higher
brim

I} 2%
of the hats,
and with more of a flat
}'!"111".-:_

The Boston dry goods merchants like
strapping girls for saleswomen—*‘tall
" is the protessional term. Tae
cives a character to the

“tall saleslady™
prefer to

store. and *‘ladies, as a class,”’

' trade with her.

The latest craze in fancy work is the
making of artificial flowers ol
paper. In the hands of au expert with
ull-lu' feeline very fine results from this

| inexpensive mat erial are accomplished

in the way of decorative pieces for in-
terior decorations, as well as for personal
adornment.

In Russia betrothal feasts held.,
The woman has a lock of hair cut off 1

ri =-!1

thl‘ E”l ~Cnee Ut W I{” e el ﬂ“tl '”l"h- en to ='

the man, who, in return, presents a silver
ring set with turquoise, an almond cake

and a gilt of bread and salt. Among
poor people tin and a bit of bluestond
are substituted.

In 1771 a vounz Boston girl wrote to
her mother a description of the construc.
tion of her coiffure. It was composed of
a roll of red cow's ta |, mixed with horse
hair and a little vellow human hair, all
and twisted tozether and made
structure
lady’s face.

Into i
the young

(overnment officials 1o Canada, a-
private ladies ;say thatif superior women
between the ages of cichteen and twenty
five go there and submit to the position
of domestic service they are almost sure
to marry, and marry well,
time of their arilvai,especiall)
far west,

A Dog Fanning the Baby.

are always 1n order, pro
A gentleman 1n onc
wards owned a fine

Dog stories
vided they are truec.
the suburban

very fond of children,and when
ones visit his master’s house constitutes
himse!l their companion, p'aymate and
guardian, A few days ago a lady with
an infant  visited the gentleman, and iv
the course of the dayv the child was laid
on a pillow on the floor to amuse itsell
for a time. The dog took his place nean
the hittle one, as usual. The day was
hot and the flies bad, and they made the
bibv the target of frequent attacks.
This rendercd her restless. Doggie
watched her for a few minutes, and lht:n

Iking close up, with his nose or pa:
11%!)\.L away every fly as soon as it lit on
the baby’s face, and did it so geutly, too,
as not to disturb her in the least. Ths
dog’s actions attragcted the attention o!
the mother and !‘Elt‘lﬂ, who were filles
with astonishment at his thoughtful
kindness. This story has the merit of
truth. —Pittsburg Chronicle.
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i

A German scientist has drawn atten
tion to the fact that the Sutlej, one o
the streams f Dritish India, is probabl.
the swiftest larce river in the worln
having a descent of 12,000 feet in 18(
miles, an average of abouot sixty-seves
leet per mile, ]

i
|

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929_scm3532-0170.jpd
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