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THE DAUGHTERS OF EVE. -'.n.otioeable that the younger fry of Soro

WEHAT THEY ARE DOING AND THIKK-
ING AND WEARING.

An Olla Podrida Prepared and Arranged
by One of Them for the J
Sunday Union.

“Open your mouth and shut yonr eyes ’'—
Three littie maidens were saying—
“ And seﬁ whg& God will send you(” Little they
thought
He listened while they were playing;
Bo little we guess that a light, light word
At times may be more than praying.
1, said Kate, with meni blue eres,
* Would have lots of frolic and folly ;'*
“1,” said Lu, with bonny brown hair,
** Would have life always smiling and jolly.”
“Andl woul_(’i have just what our Father would

send,
Said loveable, pale little Polly.

Life came for the two with sweetnesses new,
Every morning in gioss and in glister;

But our Father above, in a gush of grent love,
Caught up little Polly and kissed her.

And the churchyard nestles another wee grave,
The angels another wee sister.

The current number of Fortnightly pub-
lishes a lot of counter declarations in favor
of woman’s suffrage, in reply to the
woman’s protest against it in the Nineteenth
Century. This latter is signed by all the
priestesses and high priestesses of the cult,
bat for all practical purposes they might
just as well have saved themselves the
trouble, since their views on the subject
are fully known by everybody. While
there are a few gentle, worthy and womanly
women mixed with the rabble of cranks,
failures and disappointed females who
clamor for sufirage and sigh to unsex them-
selves, I believe that the vast majority of
the sex prefer to remain women, and have
no more desire to crowd around the ballot-
box thanthey have to become cab-drivers
or blacksmiths. What are men good for
if not to save women from disagreeble con-
tact with the world? In the Nineteenth
Century Mrs. Ashton Dilke and Mrs. Faw-
cett publish articles in which they denounce
all women who do not agree with them on
the question, and advance several weak
(but essentially feminine) reasons why the
opinion of their opponents should be ig-
nored. Having thus dealt with their open
enemies, they turn upon those within the
temple who are not yet prepared to admit
that, though no political distinction ought
to be recognized between the sexes, female
suffrage should be confined to girls, old
maids and widows. In this they have con-
siderable difficulty, because unable to find
a reul reason, though they sedrch heaven
and earth for it, for making such distine-
tion. In commenting upon the matter, the
Truth says: “Why, dear ladies, we see
through all this. It is our old friend, the
thin edge of the wedge. We know that
the old maids and the widows are only the
advance guard. Once admit that they
have a right to the sufirage, and we must
necessarily admit that all women have a
right to it. If all women had votes,
women would ruale, for there would be con-
siderably more female that male voters.
The woman’s rights ladies, therefore, deem
it more expedient to ask, at first, for part
of their number, though why Miss Jones
should lose it when she becomes Mis.
Smith, and only regains it again after she
has buried Mr. Smith, no male mind can
apprehend.”

No end of nice things are being perpet-
ually written on the subject of giving
occupation to boys; but it is seldom in-
deed that girls are advised as to what they
shall fit themselves for. It is supposed
that they are going to marry and keep
house and rear children; but the hard
fact is that in many sections there are
more women than men—and, therefore,
unless polyzamy comes again into fashion,
how are all the poor creatures to marry ?
Again, every community has widows, most
of whom have children to S&pport, and
young women with aged parents or
younger brothers and sisters dependent
upon them. What shall they do fora
living? Among other avenues of labor
which afford a fair field to women and in
which may be found health and pleasure
as well as support, there is that of horti-
culture. That the sex are born horticult-
urists, both by taste and inclination, is
evidenced by the house-plants which most
of them cultivate, and with success enough
even under unfavorable circumstances, to
indigate that if bread and butter de-
pendeéd upon it they wonld make first-class
florists or fruit-growers. Their natural
carefulness, keen eyes, quick perception
and deft fingers would combine to make
her far superior to the average man in the
finer operations of horticulture. Another
advantage is that fruit or flower culture
require but little land to begin with, and
not much cash outlay, and returns are
quick. For good products the demand is
always good and the prices remunerative.
Then, above all, it enables a woman to
earn her livelihood at home, which, after
all is said, is the place that suits her best.
She need not come to California to raise
oranges or olives, or go to Mexieo to calt-
ivate coffee, or anywhere else out of her
own county, wherever that may be. The
products of the locality where she belongs
will do as well as any other.

One of the most interesting women in
New York City is Mrs. Florence Kelley
Wischnewetsky, to whom, jointly with
Miss Ida M. Van Etten, is due the passage
of the bill giving New York State six
women factory inspectors. Mrs, Wisch-
newetsky is a dauvghter of the late Hon.
W. W. Kelly (familiarly known as “Pig-
iron Kelly”), and she seems to have in-
herited her father's ability. She was a
Cornell co-ed., and went abroad to study
in the German universities, where she ac-
quired her unpronouncable name by mar-
rying a Russian medical student. Though
by no means beautiful, she has a wonder-
fully strong and expressive face, and is a
writer of much force and originality. She
is President of the Philadelphia Society of
Working Women, and to her energetic
work in New York and Albany is largely
due the success of the factory bill.

From St. Petersburg comes the informa-
tion that the Czarina has just had three
magnificent dressing-gowns made for Prin-

cess Alexandria of Greece, who is about to |

be married to the Grand Duke Paul of
Raussia. One of them is made of white
silver fox-fur, cat princess shape, and
edged with a border of real gold-plaited
threads, four inches wide. The second is
made of sable, fastened up the front with
six agraffes, each com of a cluster of
real pearls. The effect of the pure white

ris on the bright, dark fur, is said to be
mling. The third of these luxurious
garments is made of blue fox-fur, and is
encircled at the waist by a diamond belt.
Several thousand skins have been used to
make these dressing-gowns, which repre-
sent an almost fabulous worth. The Czar-
ina has explained the lavish outlay by say-
ing that the Princess, who comes from the
sunny South, must be well protected
against Russian cold. It may happen that
a coat of mail would have been a better
bridal present if she goes out riding with
the royal family among the bomb-throw-

ers.

Mrs. Ella Dietz Clymer, the new Presi-
dent of the most popular woman’s club in
the country—Sorosis—is of more
than ordinary grace and beauty, She is tall
and slender, with light hair and dark
brown eyes that grow wonderfully lumin-
ous when she becomes interested. Mrs.
Clymer has a most musical voice, and re-
ligious temgframent, and a taste for the
mystical. We shall probably hear of her
by-and-by, among the Theosophists an
followers of Christian science -especially
as the latter craze is just now “looking
up” in New York’s best society since the
conversion of Bishop Newman and his
wife.

Once upon a time, Sorosis, being short

~ of subjects, discussed the g'nestion, “Whea

is a woman an ¢/d woman On that fate-
ful and hateful subject that touches usallso

‘moderate ste;

nearly there were many opinions—it being

sisters put the dreaded Rubicon at a
much earlier period in life than the elder
speakers. - One, a cushing girl in her
“teens,” assumed. that a woman may con-
sider herself “old” when her first gray hair
appears ; but this was unanimously frowned
down, as those silvery reminders of fleet-
ing years sometimes come in the early
twenties. Another affirmed that a woman
is old when she can no lenger bear chil-
dren. The wisest opinion advanced was
this—that a woman is not “old,” whatever
her years may be, so long as she can in-
spire love in the opposite sex, and when
she looses that power she may consider
herself hopelessly beyond the line. Ex-
amples were cited of ladies of fifty, sixty,
even seventy, who had lovers’ galoye, and
remained beautiful and attractive—or
rather mesmeric—after their grown-up
grand-daughters were in the field. But
what of those women who never possessed
that charm for the opposite sex and never
attracted a lover in the whole course of
their existence—were they born old?
After all, we cannot reckon time by the
flight of years, and age, like beauty, is
“but skin-deep.” So long as the blood re-
mains warm, the heart fresh and the
affections unwithered, a woman need never
consider herself “laid up on the shelf)”
whatever may have been the date of her
birth. ¢ -
What can a helpless woman do ? %
Rock the cradle and bake and brew,

Or, if no cradle your fate afford,

Reck your brother's wife’s for vour board:

Or live in one room with an invalid cousin;

Or sew shop shirts for a dollar the dozen;

Or please some man by looking sweet;

Or please him by givi jg him things to eat;

Or please him by asking his advice

And thinking whatever he does is nice.

Visit the poor under his supervision;

Doctor the sick who can’t pay for a physician;
Save men'’s time by doing their praying,

And other odd jobs there's no present pay in,
But if you presume to ursup employments
Reserved by meén for their s al enjoyments,
Or if you sueceed when they knew yon wouldn't
Or ecarn money fast when they said you couldn’t,
Or learn to do things they’ve proved are above

You‘ll’ %!lll'l't their feelings and then they won't
love you.

Elizabeth Akers Allen, the author of
that famous poem, “Rock Me to Sleep,
Mother,” began writing poetry at the age
of 15. Though now 57 years old, she is
far more interesting than most younger
women, still retaining beauty of face and
figure and all her olden sparkle of conver-
sation. She lives very quietly at Ridge-
wood, New Jersey, and beyond an occa-
sional poem does very little literary work.

The city editor of Muncie, Ind., Erening
Herald, is Miss Minnie McKillip. She is
an energetic little woman, meeting trains,
getting interviews at hotels, gathering
more news and furnishing the printers
with more and better “copy” than any-
body else on the paper. But then, she is
only just 18. When she has pegged away
at it for ten years or less her journalistic
“yim” will begin to ebb.

In the matter of fig leaves, great value
is attached nowadavs to a pretty bodice for
theater or evening wear. For sake of
variety, the cutting out at the neck may
be managed in divers ways—sometimes by
the addition of a fulling collar, or a high
Medicis frill or pufls stiffened with wire
fuundation. I saw a pattern bodice made
of Tuscan satin, with collar of Tuscan tulle
stretched over wire. Bows of mauve rib-
bon came between the pufis, and bands of
similar ribbon aiternated with pufis on the
elbow sleeves.

The “four-in-hand capes” are becoming
immensely popular—almost too popular to
last long. They are in white, red, fawn,
brown and black cloth, with turned over or
upright collars made of either velvet or
embroidery, tied in front with a ribbon.
They have three or four deep capes, one
above the other, and only reach to the
waist. They may be worn on the street
and at the theater, as well as for driving.

Many of the new dast cloaks are almost
tight fitting, with long, crimped, open
sleeves. White =]paca trimmed wi gold,
forms many of the smarter one&®’ Short
mantles of white cashmere, with gold silk
linings, gold embroidery and wide ribbon
strings are greatly worn by young ladies at
evening entertainments. - Pink is alsoused
for trimming, and sometimes white. Little
old-fashioned-looking mantles, made of
muslin (some lined with silk), with long
ends and a {rill ail around, have been worn
during the recent hot weather; and these,
with the large, fanciful hats by day, make
the youthful wearer a true belle of the by-
gone days.

For bonnets, the best seem to be consti-
tuted of nothing but a hand and a bunch
of flowers; but those component parts,
though simple enough, must be treated
with a master hand. Straw is used in
many ways, and one of the prettiest styles
is the Surprise, formed of straw. A bon-
net crown of this has a bunch of roses on
top and narrow black velvet strings, with
a soft filling of plaited green tulle under
the brim. A bright green straw has pale
pink roses outside, a hordering of green
velvet all around, and exactly in the cen-
ter of the front, a bow of the velvet.

Capotes are made up of the most unique
and extraordinary combinations. Fancy,
for example, two flutings, one of black
silk gauze, the other of pink silk, placed
beneath the gauze; by way of trimming,
two bands of jet beading, and a small
wreath of roses, with two gauze-winged
butterflies perched on the flowers. Another
very large hat is of fine straw, lined with
violet velvet—the outside garnished with
a big cluster of irises, mixed with loops of
pale green ribbon.

A dainty little capote is a tiny shape of
brown crinoline, with a cockage of cream
lace in front fastened in by a butterfly ar-
rangement formed of the wing-feathers of
some small brown bird. A floral bonnet
has a coronal.of corn flowers and a spray
of buttercups garlanding it—a Tusean
straw folded into close shape and girt with
bow and strings of narrow green velvet.

A host of the newest hats are quite flat
upon the head, and are trimmed with vei-
vet flowers, black cawillias, green and
black primroses, orchids of the strangest
colors, towering irises and drooping violets.
With these are mixed leaves of all kinds,
all the grasses of the meadows, delicate
ivy, ferns, water cresses, hops, minonetis,
and verdure of every sort.

If you want to laugh at the most vicions
and persistent mosquitos, try this: Take
a piece of camphor gum an inch square
and half an inch thick and keep it in your
bedroom, always exposed—Dby day on the
bureau and at night somewhere near your
pillow. You may not believe it until you
try it, but it is an effectual and unfailing
remedy. You need not burn the camphor,
as some do, and you may discard your
mosquito bars and keep your windows and
doors wide open with perfect impunity
from the pestiferous insects, however nu-
merous they may be.

Some sentimental person has suggested
a “honeymoon hotel,” to be erected in the
“sweetest part of Devon,” or the most ro-
mantic part of Wales. This is a very
sugary idea, but not an original one. Ia
Germany, where they are proverbially
sentimental, and eat their sausage and
pretzels between sighs and kisses, they
have that same institution, called bold!v
“A Honeymoon Hotel.” There is one on
the banks of the Rhine, just above Oppen-
heim. And oh, the “spooning” that may
be witnessed there !

EVE'S GREAT-GREAT-
GRAND-DAUGHTER.
w Points in Tennis.

The main points, then, are: When wait-
ing—to stand with the feet a little apart,
and with the weight divided between
them, the knees bent, the body and head
tbxl-tlswn forward, and to never stand quite
still.

When moving—to start early, to take
and not long strides,

When striking—to strike quietly with
the weight thrown furward into the ball.
Never flourish the racket beforehand. The
stroke, of course, requires a certain swing
of the racket backward befor®it comes for-
ward unto the ball.

WERING SUITS OF WOE.

MEASURING GRIEF BY THE FPRICE OF
THE BOMBAZINE.

A Plea for the Abelition of the Fashion
Which Compels Women to Wear
Somber-Hued Garments.

There is no doubt as a nation we are
original enough to get on without borrow-
ing very many ideas from foreiga countries,
but as a matter of fact, individually, we do
borrow a good deal. It may be that, as
America is made up of immigrants from
all parts of the world, the national mind
is cosmopolitan and so, naturally, it turns
to its mother countries for various ideas
and customs. There is no objection to
this; we should be praised for our humil-
ity in borrowing what is desirable and
worth having, and there is no doubt that
there is much that is worthy of imitation
in other countries besides our own.

In many of the most important affairsof
life, however, we have found that American

methods are far better than those practiced
by the Old World countries—as, for in-
stance, our journalism, our public school
and college system, and our library meth-
ods, not to mention a number of other
things. Buat in minor matters we like to
go abroad for ideas and fashions.

We have a fondness for French and
Italian cooking and wines; we like Rus-
sian furs, and Japanese and Chinese quaint
or grotesque articles. Our partiality for
India shawls is of ancient date; Spanish
lace has long been fashionable with us;
German is a popular language just now,
and so are many things English.

Twenty or thirty years ago we almost
exclusively copied the French fashions,
but it is now some time since the wind
shifted to another quarter, and now it
blows straight from England, and we are
overrun with English fashions and ecus-
toms. Well, what matter from where the
fashions come so long as we are the gain-
ers? The English are 1« more robust race
than the French ; and if the imitation of
their out-of-doors amusements makes us
stronger and healthier, so much the better
for us. Certainly, it is the fashion for girls
to be strong, healthy and active, and it is.
an indisputable fact that the American
girl of to-day is healthier than the giri of
a generation ago.

Just now a number of English women of
high social standing are attemptigg to in-
augurate the fashion of doing away with
the heavy mourning weeds that it has long
been the custom for women to put on when
a near relative dies. Women are easily
led in the matter of fashions, and if the
wind wafts this reform across the sea our
English cousins will be doing us 2 real
benefit. Buat these English women are,
perhaps, not the first to attempt this revo-
lution. A few American women have had
the courage to disregard entirely the cus-
tom of wearing “suits of woe,” while others
have merely worn what black dresses they
happened to have in their wardrobes until
they were worn out. One fashionable
woman in this city, who possessed several
black silks, at the death of her mother sim-
ply trimmed with crape and wore them for
a year. Of course she was accused of
heartlessness by those who measure grief
by the length of the veil and the price of
the bombazire,

This rushing into crape and bombazine
is extremely expensive ; in fact, handsome
mourning, such mourning as widows wear,
is the most_expensive that a woman can
buy. And shabby, rusty mourning is the
shabbiest, most poverty-stricken looking
gown that acy woman can put on her
back. Aside from the expense, the wear-
ing of heavy English crape canunot be too
strongly condemned, for it contains chemi-
cals that often seriously affect the health ;
and there are instances where a crape veil
worn over the face has produced alarming
cases of cutaneous disease. Some physi-
cians earnestly beg their delicate patients
to wear crape only on the skirts of their
dresses, if they wear it at all. The mourn-
ing worn by men, a black hatband and
necktie, is 80 inexpensive and sensible that
it is well worthy of imitation by women.
But if this is not enough black to indicate
that they are in mourning, why wonld not
the addition of a black sash of nun’s veil-
ing or other material be sufficient? This
might be tied loosely about the waist, or
fastened on cne shoulder, crossed over the
breast and tied under the arm, according
to the wearer’s fancy,

But it must not be supposed that all
women zonform to the fashion of wearing
mourning simply because it is the fashion.
To those who feel deeply and mourn sin-
cerely, bright colors and even sunlight are
painful. The light of their life is gone
out; the world to them is black indeed,
and only the somber black robes are in
keeping with their feelings. For a time
they wish that they might hide themszelves
away. Men, perhaps, cannot understand
this. They pursue their vocations, mix-
ing in the world almost as much as if
death had not visited their household,
while women sit at home in the empty
house and mourn their loss. All this
mourning and weeping and seclusion some
persons consider wicked, or a waste of
Lime,

But of late years, althouzh mourning is
worn quite as much as ever by the majority
of women, they do not seclude themselves
go much as formerly. This is an innova-
tion in the right direction; for if it is true,
as the poet says, “IHe that lacks time to
mourn lacks time to mend,” it is certainly
quite as true that the woman who issuffer-
ing deeply from the loss of a near relative
or [riend needs a little diverson. It is not
an uacommon thing now to hear of a
newly-made widow, or of women who have
lost their purents, passing a summer at one
of the most fashionable resorts in the coun-
iry; and, although they do not enter into
the gayeties of the place, it is supposed
that as lookers-on their minds are refreshed
and diverted. The present Duachess of
Marlborough appeared at dinner parties
while still wearing bombazine gowns for
Mr. Hamersley, and many fashionable
women attend luncheons and dinners while
wearing crape. Frequently, too, women
may be seen at concerts and at the theater
weariag crape veils. It wonld seem that
if 2 woman is in mourning deep enongh to
wear a veil, which is worn only in the
deepest mourning, she would not have the
heart for such amusements. But there are
instances where women who have grieved
the most could only find comfort in attend-
ing theatrical performances. And so no
conventional rule for diversion can be es-
tablished, for what one sorrowing mind
craves would shock another.,

Bat in the matter of wearin, mourning
it is quite different. It would seem that
persons of moderate means, who find the
custom of wearing mourning so expensive,
would be the first to inaugurate a change,
bat it is rare thai they take the lead in
anything of ghe kind. The American dis-
like ofngoing or not doing anything that
looks like economy, compels those of small
incomes, and often of no incomes at all, to
imitate the wealthy and fashionable, so to
the latter we mfust look for a revoiution in
the wearing of mourning apparel. The
will not tge accused ofngisgi,ng to ecouo’;
mize, nor of the inability to purchase the
nsut:I amount of bombazine and crape for
want of money, but they will probably be

of heartiessness and a want of
proper respect for the conventionalities.
One fashionable woman, who lost her
auot last winter, said that she “wore
mourning for a week and staid away from
the opera.”  This she considered as show-
ing a proper amount. of res for the

death of a relative of whom she had seen
but little.

For the benefit of timid women who are
afraid of breaking conventional rules and
shocking their relatives and friends, it
would be well if some one would establish
a new order of mourning, with limitations
as to the length of time it should be worn.
For there are plenty of women who never
consult their own feelings in such matters,
but depend entirely upon what Mrs. So-
and-So does, or wears, and follow her ex-
ample blindly. But, after all, would it
not be better to consult one’s feelings,
purse and common sense in the matter of
mourning and wearing mourning? Re-
spect should be paid to the memory of the
dead, but there are the duties to the liv-
ing that cannot be properly performed if
one’s whole time is given over to mourn-
ing and the dismal bombazine is the only
gown that is worn.

PROMINENT PEOPLE.

Dr. McGlynn is on the American plat-
form again.
Bishop Newman has taken pains to deny

that he is a believer in so-called Christian
science.

Edward Bellamy believes that intemper-
ance is the effect rather than the cause of
poverty. ;

Senator Ingalls of Kaasas is said to be
spending his vacation in the collection of a
library.

Dr. Thomas Waterman, a prominent
surgeon of Boston, is the most skilltul ven-
triloquist in that city.

The Shah of Persia would not ride in
the elevators of the Eiffel Tower. He pre-
ferred to climb the stairs.

It is rumored that Queen Victoria will
soon take asea trip, and perhaps visit
Canada and the United States.

The Shah of Persia considers the Duch-
ess of Marlborough the hanisomest woman
in England, and she’s an American.

The Shah shocks Parisians by dousing
his peaches in a sauce composed of vinegar
and pepper, and by having grapes with his
roast meat.

General Louis Kossuth, now 88 years
old, has good health and enjoys his facul-
ties. He is living at his pleasant villa
near Turin. :

The attempt to raise funds fora monu-
ment to John Bright does not prosper.
Only $40,000 was wanted, but only $15,000
has been secared. .

Judge Allen G. Thurman and wife have
gone to Hot Springs, Va., where the ven-
erable statesman will receive treatment for
his malady, rheumatism.

The Rev. Dr. Edward Everett Hale says
that when he was a college student he and
his chum took the first daguerreotype pic-
ture ever made in Boston.

Sir Edward Watkin, who wants to cut a
tunnel under the British channel, has
bought the top of Mount Snowdon. What
he will do with it no one knows.

Mrs. Harrison has offered a silver cup
for the newest seedling chrysanthemum of
American origin shown at the annual dis-
play by the Society of Indiana Florists,
November 5th to 9th.

R'chard Edward Hamerton, whose
death has been announced at Paris, was

the oldest son of Philip Gilbert Hamer- !

ton, and occupied a chair of English liter-
ature in the University of France.

Ivan Stepanoff, of Tobolsk, Siberia, is
making anextensive tour of this country.
He was at one time Governor of one of the
Siberian provinces. After resigning this
position he made a large fortune in busi-
ness.

Robert Browning has been very gener-
ally condemued in England for his hasty
attack on the memory of Fitzgerald. He
is at work on a series of short poems on
various subjects, written in the semi-
humorous, philosophical vein of “Jo-
coseria.”

Rev. Samuel Longfellow is recasting his
biography of the poet. The volume of
reminiscences and anecdotes which ap-
peared as a sequel to the two volumes of
the biography will probably be incorpo-
rated in these, the “Life” then appearing in
three volumes.

Senator Blackburn is said to be the
crack shot of the Western statesmen, and
he has a mild liking for hunting, and
likes to go fishing occasionally; bat he
has been misrepresented by the newspaper
man who set him up as a terror to the
wild game of Kentucky.
® The Sultan of Turkey maintains 474
carriages, which incur an expense of 2,-
300,000 francs a year. Most of these car-
riages are of French make. A few made
in Turkey show cleverness in construction.
The Sultan personally has need for only
about four of the vehicles referred to.

Editor Stead of Pall Mall Gazette fame
will soon set sail for the United States in
order to get a few ideas on the American
style of journalism. On his return he is
to take charge of a Radical halfpenny
morning paper for London. The money
for the enterprise was all raised last week

When Andrew Clark entered London’
hospital as an assistant ke was in poor
health. *“Poor Scotch beggar,” said one of
the faculty, “let him havea place; he can-
not possibly live more than six months.”
He is now, after these many years of emi-
nent service, Sir Andrew Clark, perhaps
the most famous physician in Eogland.

The Maharajah of Singapore, who is now
in Paris, is astonishing even that blase
city. His coaches, attendants, costumes
and expenditures are based upon such a
scale of elegance that he seems to have the
wealth of the East at his disposal. He far
outshines the Shah of Persia, and he seems
to like Paris so well that his stay bids fair
to be a long one.

Whitelaw Reid, American Migrister to
France, could read French when he left
his country, but his conversational ability
in the polite tongue was limited. Now,
however, he can speak French fluently.
He had sufficient knowledge of the struct-
ure of the langnage to take the best ad-
vantage of his few months in Parisian
drawing-rooms.

Mrs. Georce Pendleton Bowler, a
wealthy lady of Cincinnati, who spends
most of her time in Earopean fashionable
resorts, is reported as captured by bandits
in Italy, and held for a ransom. She has
a son and daughter who usunally travel
with her, but the brief notice of her cap-
ture does not state whether the boy and
girl are also held as prisoners.

The statue of Horace Greeleyy to be
erected in City Hall Park, New York, will
be eighteen feet high, in standard bronze
upon a granite pedestal. The figure will
be represented seated in a large armchair,
one foot resting on a hassock, the left arm
placed negligently upon the left leg, while
the right arm holds an open newspaper.
The statue will be ready for unveiling in
1892,

King Alexander of Servia, says a Lon-
don Tmes writer, is not yet 13 years old ;
but he is precociously developed and looks
as English boys doat 15 or 16. Itseems
but a short while ago that he was being
photographed in a sailor’sdress and knick-
erbockers, but now, in bis colonel’s uni-
form he stands as tall as the three regents,
and has acquired a good deal of self-
possession. He has bright features but
not an intellectual face. His forehead is
low, and little of it would be seen if he
did not wear his hair close-cropped. He
has large, soft eyes, and a quicg, pleasing
smile; but a physiognomist would say that
the mouth and nose showed indecision of
character.

Mistress—“Bridget, I wish you would
refill my inkstand for me.” Bridget (u&
staics girl)—“Please, mum, ivery time Oi
fills this inkstand Oi gits me hLands that
black they don’t git clane for a wake.”
Mistress—“Bat g'_f;u surely do not expect
me to do it ?” ‘Bridget—*No, mum; bat
Oi was thinkin’ yez moight ax the colored
cook.”—Harper's Bazar. ,

MIKING KiD GLOVES.

AN INDUSTRY THAT IS BEING PER-
FECTED IN NEW YOREK.

Shades as Delicate as Those of Paris—
Process of Evolution from the
Kid to the Glove.

[From the New York Star.]

Kindly-faced and pretty, indeed, she
was, but she was evidently annoyed. “Dear
me! how will I ever get gloves to match
such a peculiar color as this gown ?” she
exclaimed as she was having the last “tiy
on” of a magnificent new toilet at a man
dressmaker’s the other day.

“You will doubtless have to send to
Paris for them,” said that artist. “I can
take your order for them.”

“Not at all,” I spoke up in my dual ca-
pacity of consulting friend and patriot ;
“she can get them right here in New
York.”

“But, dearest,” said the lady of the
lovely gray-green gown, “they almost cer-
tainly have to be dyed to order,” while

the great man looked unutterable weari-
ness at the nonsense of talking about buy-
ing a pair of gloves in New York.

“That’s just what you can get done
here,” I stoutly insisted, and though they
both politely told me at first that I did
not know what I was talking ahout, the
thing ended by those gloves being dyed
and made right here on Manhattan Island,
and beautiful they were, too.

I concluded after I'd ordered them that
1'd see the whole thing through ; that I'd
not only know that gloves are made from
the skin up here, but, I'd know all about
how it was done. It is almost as hard to
say where a pair of gloves begins as to de-
cide the maternal parentage of a chicken
—whether it is the hen that lays the egg
or the hen that hatchesit. If a pair of
gloves begins with the birth of the kid,
then we don’t begin ’em here in America.
The little animal indigenous to Harlem,
and whose normal diet is the tomato can
of commerce, does not give up its life to
adorn fine ladies. It lives to a green old
age as a landscape ornament purely. The
kids our gloves are made from, when our
gloves are good, are born in France. Just
here it would be as well to sit on that per-
ennial fake about gloves being made of
rat skins. Men’s depravity is sometimes
checked by self-interest, and this is one of
the cases. The first insuperable objection
the manufacturers have to foisting rat
skins upon us for kid is that they would be
incalculably expensive.

No; kid gloves are made of kid, becanse
no available substitute has ever been found.
An inferior grade is sometimes manufac-
tured of lambskin, but they ean’t be fixed
up to compete in the good markets. The
kids are raised, not in large quantities, by
men devoted to the business, thongh prob-
ably that will come with the march of civ-
| ilization ; but now their rearing is still one
of those healthy small industries in which
little farmers are engaged in varying de-
grees all over large parts of France, and,
in a less degree, in Belgium and Germany.
As the best and biggest manufacturers are
French, however, it is natural that the
French farmers should retain their leader-
ship. Agents are sent out to buy from
them skins in any quantity—from one to
a doz:n or so, Then they are dressed and
bleached, and it is in that state that the
one or two houses in the United Statesthat
do their dyeing on this side bring
them over. There are scores of kid zlove
manufacturers here who do their own sew-
ing, and even their own cutting, but they
import their skins dyed.

At is only a couple of years or so since
the first efiorts at dyeing the skins here
were made., Under the regulations of our
tariff, and with the lack of labor skilled
in that industry, it was cheaper to im-
port dyed skins. Only one thing pointed
to the success of the new venture, and
that was the American woman’s uncon-
querable love for having everything about
her dress “just right”” Here was her
chance to have her gloves the precise
shade she wanted, and the business
schemes founded on the belief in the fastid-
ionsness of her taste have been successful.

gray-green gloves I am telling about.
When they are very long it takes more,
but most of the gloves of the day take

glove of another pair. After the skin was
chosen I followed the youth who had the
matter in charge around into a queer little
sidg street, not far from the heart of the
shopping part of the town, but which
seemed as remote and quiet as if it were
some dark nook in a Dickens story. We
went into a basement half filled with boxes
and barrels and smells—smells not offens-
ive, but not perfumes—and then into a
room like a laundry more than anything
else, where [ met the distinguished work-
man who was the first person to dye kid
gloves on American soil. He is a little
red-headed Frenchman, who can’t speak
a word of Eoglish, but is ready to assert,
in the Parisian of his class, that there is
not a shade to be concocted on a painter’s

alette which he’ll not match for you in
gid. The first thing he did with the skin
destined for the gray-green gown was to
“nourish” it.

That’s a technical term, but it is not as
mysterious as most technical terms, because
skins, it seems, are mnourished much like
other folks, on eggs. This was plunged
into a bowl, in which were the yolks of a
dozen eggs. It wasto be left there for
twenty-four hours, so were the other opera-
tions I watched in progress on other skins.
Then you noticed that some of your col-
ored gloves are white inside and some are
the same color inside that they are out-
side? The two methods of dyeing are
used in all establishments, according to
convenience or fancy. After the skin has
been softened and thickened by this egg
bath, it is laid on a big sloping table and
the dye applied with a brush, or itis
dipped in the dye and only laid on the
table for manipulation. After this it is
dried, and is as stiff as a board and about
as promising looking material for gloves as
a piece of tin sheeting. See, here is where
the drying took piace, in this little close
place. Whew! what a blast of hot air
comes out of there, and how primitive
looks the method of heating by a little
rusty stove you see. Nothing else would
do. The gases from a furnace would ruin
the colors, and the moisture from steam
would defeat the purpose of the room.

The next thing is to bring this hard,
stiff sheet to a more pliable and tractable
state. For this purpose it is buried in
damp sawdust, a great rough binfal of it
filled with carefully prepared fine oak saw-
dust ; other kinds would be liable to stain
the skins. In an hour the change is
effected, and the skin comes out equally
moistened and softened. A queer, clumsy,
primitive machine is next em’ploved to do
the first shaving, for you don’t wear your
glove the same thickness that the kid
wore his skin. To be shaved and shaved
again is the destiny of skins meant for
gloves. The first roughuness of the inside
of the skin is removed on a circular piece
L of tin like a bottomless wash-basin. The
workman seems to move recklessly and
freely as he draws his leather over the
sharp edge, yet the slightest slip would cut
and ruin it, and he is really employing the
greatest dexterity. This done, he with
evea more appearance of recklessness wets
it and proceeds to “open” it. All the
technical terms are French, but I give

what seem the English equivalents. Open-
ing is done by drawing it back and forth
over a steel-tipped slab, a couple of feet
high, set in the floor. Some muscle is ex-
E;nded‘!:i drawing it back and forth and
wnward over this structure, and the skin

The skin of one kid was used in these,

about one skin, or leave enough for one’

pull. Now the probation of the gloves in
a back-street basement is over, and they are
taken, still in the shape of the kid, to the
shop, in a fashionable thoroughfare, where
they are made up.

Before any cutting or sewing begins the
shaving process is continued, not with
rough-looking tin, but with a big, broad,
polished steel instrument, like a greatly
magnified chisel. The operator stretches
oat the skin before him on a marble slab,
and the amount of matter he takes off,
pushing his instrument before him, is sim-
ply amazing. You wouldn’t think there
would be enough left to make a face veil,
much less gloves, and yet this house con-
siders that a skin shaved too close is not
serviceable nor calculated to make a good
fit. Of course,if the gloves are to be what
we call “dressed” gloves, only one side of
the skin is shaved, the other side being
left in its natural smoothness for the outer
side of the gloves; but if the more popular
Suede, or undressed glove, is to be made
(both names are arbitrary and meaningless),
then both sides may be shaved, though it
is still the under, now to be the outer, that
receives the most attention.

After stuff enough had been shaved off
to outweigh, one would think, a pair of
gloves, the cutting proper begins. Is vour
hand the ordinary, every-day hand of
commerce? Then that is money in your
pocket now. Your glove can be cut with
adie. If it has extraordinarily short fin-
gers or extraordinarily long ones, or is un-
commonly thick or distressingly thin, then
your measurements will be taken and your
single pair of gloves cut out with the
shears by a skilled laborer in time that
would suffice for a novice to cut a hundred
pairs with the die. JIn both kinds of cut-
ting there is a good deal of waste, and the
scraps are gathered up to cut thumbs from
and to make bindings. The sewing is
done on a machine on the principle of the
ordinary sewing machine, but its needle
works horizontally. This work is done by
girls, and they, too, are nearly all French,
or French-Awmericau.

The ordinary plain stitching, or what
used to be the ordinary thing, is done on
the machine, but the embroidered backs,
now so generally used, are done by hand,
though = little machine punches the holes
for the needle to go through. Little girls
sew on the buttons, and we all know how
badly those little girls neglect their work.
When I have to stop on the way to a wed-
ding to sew the buttons on my new gloves,
I wish some one would start a society for
the inculeation of moral principle in little
girls who sew on glove buttons. The really
wonderful thing about the gray-green
gloves is that they come home the precise
shade of the sample, although the color
after dyeing changed with every subse-
quent process I have described, so nicely
could that little red-headed exile from
Paris calculate his effects.

She Knew “Low Down” Talk.

When General O. O. Howard was march-
ing down through Tennessee, General
Whittlesey, late President of the Freed-
man’s Bank, was Assistant Adjutant-Gen-
eral on his staff. Whittlesey had been a
clergyman down in Maine, and was fully
as straight-laced as Howard. Oune day
Howard drove into a farm-yard from
which Whittlesey was just departing. A
woman and her grown daughter were
standing outside the door.

“My good woman,” said Howard, “will
you kindly give me a drink of water ?”

“No. Get out of my yard. A lot of
more impudent Yankees I never seed.”

“But I have done nothing and said
nothing out of the way, and will severely
punish any of my soldiers who should say
or do anything wrong.”

“That sojer insulted me,” said she,
pointing to the retreating form of General
Whittlesey. “He axed me for a drink of
water and when I done give it o him he
sassed me.”

“But—but that is General Whittlesey of

my stafl. I am sure he wouldn’t be rude
to any woman.”
“Now,” said the girl, pulling her

mother’s dress, “I reckon he moughn’t
have meant anything misbeholden.”
“Hush; don’t I know low-down black-
guard talk when I hears it? He asked
me what was the State of my nativity ?”

The Drummer Abroad.

“I'll tell you what I saw in Manchester,
England,” said a Michigander who lately
returned from a trip abroad. “On the
hotel register I found the name of ‘C. Sid-
ney Smith, U.S. A, Ambassador to Eng-
land and France and S. P. D. to the Czar of
Russia” It was a puzzie to meand I smelt
a mouse, but I waited to see him before
giving anything away. After a few hours
he called at my room. Then I found him
to bean ex-drummer for a Chicago crockery
house. He had saved up a few hundred
and was making the tour.

“I asked him why he registered with an
official title.

* ‘Simply to receive the respect and con-
sideration due me, he replied.

“‘Does it cheapen your bills ?

“‘No, not to any extent, but it gives me
the best for my money, and I have free
carriage rides and many invitations out to
dine. A man who registers over here as
plain Smith or Brown gets only common.
I’'m off for France next week, and I shall
register there as “Special Envoy of the
American Congress and Jim Dandy Rep-
resentative of 70,000,000 Americans.” Tl
get quail on toast when you fellows have
only bacon. Well, so long. I'm off to
dinner with a big manufacturer, and to-
morrow I’m to ride out with an M. P. and
a Duke. Take my advice and hitch on a
title.) ”"—Detroit Free Press.

The Wrong Lamp Post.

Mrs. O'Brien—“Sare, Mrs. Flaherty, an’
it a foine thing to have a postoffice in the
lamp post, I be thinkin’.”

Mrs. Flaherty—“Then it’s wrong ye are,
Mrs, O'Brien, for I found it a bother, en-
tirely.”

“An’ for why? T'm sure it’s the natest
thing in the worrld to be drappin’ yer
lethers into the post.”

“Yis! But it’s not so aisy gittin’ ‘'em
out. I've knocked on this box ivery
blissid day since it was put up, thinkin’ to
hear from me ould mither, but niver a
word comes out.”

“She may have directed her letters to
the wrong lamp post Mrs. Flaherty.”

“The saints be praised! An’ I niver
would a thought o’ that same. I’Il write
again, for I niver tould her the post was
painted green, wid a corner chipped off of
it. Thank ye, mum.”—Tezas Siftings.

Live White Owl,

A beautiful live white owl is on exhibi-
tion at a music store in Louisville, Ky. It
was sent by L. J. Smith, of Niagara Falls,
and belongs to a very rare species. It was
captured by a young hunter in the woods
near Quebec. It was found in a hollow
tree, and was secured with a net. The
habitation of the bird is in the extreme
north, so Mr. Smith wrote them when he
sent the owl, and only extremely cold
weather drives it as far south as Quebec,
So far as kncwn only seven of the birds
have been captured or killed in Canada
during the last three years. The one on
exhibition is a perfect specimen. It issnow
white, and about the size and shape of the
common large owl.

Give "Em Hot Alum Water.

No insect that crawls, even the bianked
bedbug, can live under the application of
hot alum water. It will destroy red and
black ants, cockroaches, spiders, bedbugs
and all the .myriads of crawling pests
which infest our houses during the heated
term. This information may save many a
boarding-house guest nights of sleepless
anxiety and bites,—La Salle Press.

Several of the large land owners of Scot-
land have imported a number of reindeer
from Norway and turned them out in the

Lope that they may become acclimated
and increase.

<
grows softer and more pliable with every

 MUSIC AND DRAMA.

GLIMPSES OF LIFE BEFORE AND BE-
HIND THE CURTAIN.

Frank Mayo and “Davy Crocketi”—The
Pronounced Success of “The Bur-

glar” in San Francisco,

Frank Mayo is going to revise “Davy
Crockett” next season, but he doesn’t like
the idea of doing so at all. “J am really
compelled to produee the play,” he said
the other day. “Five years ago I wanted
to burn the ‘props’ and manuscript, but
everybody said that I would be glad to
make use of them again. I am not glad,
but I am like the apothecary—iny poverty
consents. I am in as serious a

ment as Frankenstein.

predica-
I worked hard to
create the character of Davy Crockett and
now I cannot destroy it. It lives to pursue
me. Next year I am going to Australia to
get rid of it. I shall try to establish some
reputation there for Frank Mayo instead
Uf f(’r .\‘A'\'('r::}l‘l‘ BN,
Davy Crock®!t has been a good filend to
Frank Mavo, and has brought him lots of

i

Davy Crockett.”

pleasant compliments, as well as good
deal of money. -1 remember an occasion
nearly ten years ago when Mavo ne

lost a good engagement through = peculiar

newspaper comment which was made con-
cerning his appearance in

another role.

He was playing the part of Badger in
“The Streets of New York™” at the Boston
Theater, and a writer on the staff of one of |
the evening papers of that city thought it |

a good joke w criticise him as if
been Frank Mayo on the stage i
Badger. Mayor was under contr:
play “Davy Crockett” at the Bos
seum, and Manager Field of )
who read the grotesque criticism rather too
literally, sent in hot haste to investizate
Mr. Mayo’s behavior on the stage of the
Boston Theater, in the fear that his own
stage was in danger of desecration. It w
not until the paper had published a lo
explanation of its own joke that Mr. Field
felt safe in allowing Mayo to fulfill his
contract.

he had

stead ol

at house,

MUSIC TO LOOK AT.

Rossini, who had always le mot pour rive,
used tosay: “In olden time they used to
compose music for the brain and
people are quite content when  the t
looks well.” This, 1 feel confide
often his guiding opinion. For instance
when Meyerbeer gave “The Huguenots,”

his lawyer and coreligionnaire Cremieux !
gave a luncheon, where he invited some !

influential friends to
Rossini, one of the
Mme. Cremieux,
hostess who has

meet Meyerbeer.

with the lynx eye of

her abstemious guest with that question |

which every lady imagines must go
straight to the heart of her guests.
sure, M. Rossini, you don't like that dish:
one cannot easily please such a
noisseur are you are.”” “Pardon, Madame,
that is not all the reason, but I never eat
between my breakfast and my dinner. Of
course, you will ask me why, then, did I
come to a luncheon garty. 1 wili tell you.
The other day I was invited to hear a per-
formance of my ‘William Tel¥ overture.
At the moment where the allegro begins 1

for the |
ears; bat it seems to me that !h'r‘»\'ﬂ:i:i_\‘\"

guests, ate nothing. i
)'L'U;rlt‘ round her table |
invited for a meal, suddenly pounced upon !
“f am |

fine con- i

by Manager John H. Russell for “The
City Directory.”
T. W. Keene will next

W. K : add
“Louis X1.” to his repertory.

season
Mme. Albani comes to America next
season for on operatic tour under the man-
agement of Henry E. Abbey.
Henry E. Dixey is still at Manchester
by-the-Sea, studying his great pa
new play “The Seven Ages”

Eddy Girard is at Long Branch and
Henry Donnelly at Mount Clements, Mich.
“Natural Gas” will be let on in August.

Edwin Booth has given £300 toward

butlding an armroy and lil rary at his na-

ay
1
i

tive town, Belair, Harford county. Mary-
land.
It is announced that Maggie Mitchell

will marry again, this time to Charles Ab-
bott, her leading man.
Hamburg.

Pretty Miss Anna L.
the Conreid comy
Lewis Morris "
next season.

She is now in

late of
be a mem or ot

' Opera Company

Jacksor

on’s

Viscount

Duanlo, heir of the Earl of
Clauncarty, recentls i
festive 1 ondon vy 1
I‘-\‘“t' B« lton,

Charles Frohn as retun
Yi T“.\, and 1s b ISty at wors

| . ) \\ \
{ Ve
~ n 1V €
.\l!\.: 'l;l.(:-ln;t. ‘
actr 1s the vyoungest Fiw
), and o mes of a fam
{ nished seven generations {
i
| The best pew ¢ per
d’Ys,” by Lalo, a voung Fren
.\\h;‘i‘. 18 ;'i\\‘l] at the ( pera (
15 a veautiful work, full of mel
geniously orchest d.
and Miss Davies | ht

» California with fea

e 1)]" (4] h;ls SCO1

0, and is up for a lon

m

run. The play will be given here in the
course of a month.

It turns out that

Irving is not com

the real reason v
g to Amerig

is because he feels offended at t-
i ment some of the newspapers gave him
I when ke was here last time.s Ellen Terry
i says that she contemplates another visit
| here.

‘ The Sacramento public addicted to
| dramatic loves will be pleased to learn that
{ Fanny Davenport is to appear | 1 Oc-
{ tober and will reproduce “La Tos wmd
| it goes without saying that there are no
| actresses, if we except Bernhardt. who do

a Tosca” better than Fanny Davenport,
l Pauline Hall

was first made kuown to
the admiring dudes of this metropol
Mike Leavitt in the “Adamless
what is now known as Dockstader’
ter. She gets more money
Casino than she did from the “E lon”
agement, but she is neither more
i nor more beautitul than she was then,

he

oy

! It may not be generally known that Tony
Pastor first exploited Lillian Russell as a
| prima donna. This was at his famous old
house on Broadway, where she was heard
i in “The Pirates of Penzance.” She received
i a small bouquet the first nig Nince

then she has been the recipient of flowers

{ enough to cover a large area of New York
rcity. She was a success from the start.

i » -

! Manager Aronson, of the New York
i Casino, savs: “While T was on

he other
raR]

i side this remarkable thing was o

Bble,
saw two men in the band putting their | that the two great capitals of urope—
trumpets up, but I could not for the life of | London and Pa: is—depend upon America
me hear one note; so I asked the manager | for their singers: for in Paric. at (h Opera
why they did not play. ‘Oh, that is very | Comique, was Sibyl Sanderson prima
simple; he said. ‘I could not get two!donma, while at the Grand Opera Miss
trumpeters, but I thought Pd get some ! Eames was singing in ‘Romu > and Juliet.
men to hold up the trumpet. It always' In London were Van Zandt, Nordica. and
iooks well to see trumpets in ao orchestra ; | Nevada.’

but of course, as they can’t play, you can’t| Miss Tsabelle C. ¢, who made such a suc-
hear them.” Now, I can’t eat any more | cess last season as the ¥ Schoolma’am,
than they could play; bat Lo ‘\I“-"e”‘}“"‘" ( in “A Midnight Bell,” is passing the sum-~
who is so superstitious, would have taken i mer with Mr. and -Mrs. Charles Hovt at
it for a bad omen if [ }I:i.(l sent an excuse, i their pretty home in Charlestos n, N, H.
I thonght 1 would just sit behind my plate, | Miss Coe, in private life, is kno Mr

because it looks well to have old friends sit
round one's table.”—7Zemple Bas,
MURPHY WAS THERE.

Joe Murphy is playing to “big” bou-es

in San Francisco, in Irish drama.

cannot understand why he should, for

Murphy is not a superior actor, and we i
can name a dozen Irish comedians who !
But “Joe” draws, and |
1s this
He was billed !

are his superiors.
always did. The New York Star I
“good one” about Murphy:
to open his season in Philadelphia, and his
company, which is nearly always the same
from season to season, wasanxiously await-
ing him in the Quaker City. Monday
came, but Joe was missing.
bring him, and at 7 o’clock in the evening
he had not put in an appearance. The audi-
ence began to fill the theater, and the
orchestra was ready to be “rung in;” still
was Joseph absent. Things had come to a
pretty pass and the manager had just be-
gun his speech before the curtain,
craving the indulgence of the peo-
ple assembled for the “understudy” who

would play the “Kerry Gow” that night, !

because Mr. Murphy was ill, when Joseph

himself shouted from the front door of tie !

auditorium: “It’s all right, ladies and
gentlemen; I'm not sick at ali. T was
only fishing, and I'll bet a new hat T took
the biggest trout ever captured in Pike
county.” Mr. Murphy is one of the rici-
est actors in America.

“BUNCH OF KEYS.”

“A Bunch of Keys,” Frank Sanger and
Joe Arthur, the author of “Still Alarm,”
who was then associated with Sanger and
Edouin in the “Keys,” insisted was a dead
failure from the start,and Charley Hoyt, its
anthor, was so convinced of this that he
offered to write another skit for the firm.
Both Edouin and Sanger refused, resolving
to stick to the foundation in the *‘ Keys”
and rebuild upon it another superstructure
which should have at least the merit of
good and tried material within its walls;
so to work these gentlemen went, pulling
out dialogue here, introducing dancing
there, singing in another place, and “gags”
wherever they could be stuck in, like
raising in a sailor’s “plum duff” They
sought and grabbed their material in
every direction, taking the second act of
“The Tourist” as their pattern, and finally,
after immense labor and daily rehearsals,
compiled the extravaganza known as “The
Bunch of Keys,” which seized upon a tired
and weary public and made it forget its
business cares and domestic griefs.

From that moment, famous for the finan-
cial good jfortune of Edouin and Sanger,
every comedian, song and dance soubrette
and “business manager” inthe land wanted
a “musical farcical comedy” to get rich on.
Mr. Hoyt swung right into line of battle
with the “Keys” as his trade-mark, and
Charley Thomas and Eugene Tompkins of
the Boston Theater as financial partners.
He compiled “The Rag Baby,” put Frank

Daniels and a bevy of Boston beauties as

auxiliaries in the cast,and began to acquire
capital.
AN ABSOLUTE PARADOX.

“Farcical comedy” is a misnomer, if not
an absolute paradox. For as everybody
knows, the comedy was as distinct from
the farce as it was possible to make it, and
farce was the name given to the broadest,
most ridiculous and lowest kind of comic
matter. Inother words, comedy suggested
skill, dignity, literary style and real deline-
ation of character; farce suggested buf-
foonery, absence of reality, either in char-
acter or protraiture, and a total want of
anything that could in the remotest way
lay claim to a place in literature. Thus
the coupling of the two terms was dram-
atically heterodox, if not as absurd as the
entertainment itself.

FOOLIGHT FLASHES.
Christige Nilson is in London, very ill_
Miss Georgia Parker has been engaged

We :

Noon did not !

le gis

Frank McKee, and her pretty
named after her, but called Bab:
is quite as pretty and as much
the other baby M inthe W
Next scason Miss Coe will be
of Nat. Goodwin’s company.

MoK ee,
Sichee,
ired as
t Ziunw.

ing ll:hly

i Walter Arnold, the proprieter of the
{ London Lycenm, is dead. He retained
possession of a procenium box a e right

of the stage, and entertained Lis friends
there upon all great occasions. Ilis last
; appearance in public was on the first night
; of “Macbeth.” He was Jucky in his ten-
I ant, for Mr. Irving expended lar ums in

| additions aad improvements to the h
ing, which still remained in full posse
of the landlord. Mr, Arnold was 80 y
of age, and enjoyed life to the last.

ild-
100
r's

A more lugubrious drama than © Joce-
Iyn ” cannot well be fancied. There isnot
in it a ray of sunshine or a gleam of wit,
i But Rose Coghlan and
i play it charminogly.
San Francisco has
with the dismal pie 3 .
natingly interesting—and they will make
{ & country tcur a couple of weeks hence,
The company will appear here late this
 month in three plays, one of which will
be “ Masks and I"aces,” and a more charm-
ing Peg Woflington than Rose Coghlan
one could not wish to see.

her fine « nnpany
Their enga i
been fairl

i While grand operas and light operas are
; magnificently put on in Paris at the Opera
House and the Opera Comique, the setting
i and dressing of comic operas are s ¥ in
{ the extreme. There are four houses pre-
senting this class of work—the Varietes,
Bouffes Parisiennes, Fo'ies Dramatigues
and Renaissance. All are small and stuffy,
In some of them the chorus does not pum-
ber more than eighteen, and the dresses
and scenery are mise:able. If any Ameri-
can manager were to put on such a
wretched prodaction, its carcer would
probably be limited to one night.

;
i
H
|
i

¢ The cable dispatches in regard to Wil-

son Barrett being supported by an Ameri-
| can company during his forthcoming tonr
of the United States are pronounced erro-
neous by his American manager, Clark S.
Sammis. - Mr. Barrett is contewplating
{ appearing in Paris just prior to sailing for
America, and he wonld have no time
to devote to rehearssing an Ameri-
can company. So he will bring over his
entire London company, he:ded by Mrs,
Eastlake and George Barrett. About ten
of these fully-equipped English compa-
inies are coming to America during the

coming season, and the question is, what
{ will become of the American actors if this
; is continued ? @

{
|

It is said that one night not long ago,
! Barrymore, who is thought to be the
handsomest man on the stage to-day, was
coming from the Union Square Theater
! escorting howe a handsome and very large
| woman. Now, the beautiful actor isa
superb athlete, and it's a bit dangerous to
. say anything unpleasant to him. Iow-
{ ever, one of the impudent cabmen along
the square called out to him: “Say,
i don’t you want a cabby for your chipp;
{ The cabman fiund his resticg place in the
{ gutter. Barrymore had given Lim. une
i straight, and after the first indiguation the
i little party of two indulged in a burst of
, Jaughter at being mistaken for chappies
. aud chippies.
i
( - It is proposed by P. Lorillard and a few
. others to inclose Jerome Park with glass,
light it with electricity, and use it for
' winter racing at night. The scheme is
' believed to be feasible, and estimates and
i plans have been contracted for. It may
: made to the interest of the American
| Jockey Club to carry out the project. The
! extension of the elevated railroad. the
| Harlem turnont, will carry pepple to the
grounds from the center of the city in
thirty minutes. ;




