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ON THE BORDERLAND BETWEEN
YOUTH AKND OLD AGE.

Old Age Not Unhappy—It's Better to
Yield to It Gracefully—The
Transition Stage.

A dear old lady, who died recently
somewhat past the age of four-score, de-
clared a few years ago that since she had
really given up trying or pretending to be
young she had enjoyed life much more
than when passing through the transition
period. Every one had been kinder, more
considerate, more anxious and ready to do
little things for her, and life had been
very comfortable and happy.

There is much in her remark that is
worth pondering by women who are grow-
ing old. Isthere not a 5uggestion in it,
nay, a proof, that the world loves truth?
She had given up trying to deceive the
world, and the world—her world—showed
its gratitude, its appreciation, by nameless
little acts of kindness and courtesy.

To g-ow old gracefully is said to be ex-
tremely difficult for women, and for some
men. And it is not to be wondered at; to
acknowledge that one is old, really old, and
out of the race, laid aside, as it were, and
fit only to sit at the firesside and listen to
gossip; to blazon to the world that one is
no longer able to go to balls and late din-
ners ; that one 1s incapable of going about
as much as formerly; that, in faet, one no
longer cares for it, is a hard thing for
most women to do.

But once the gulf is crossed, and the up-
lands of old age are reached, everything is
calm, comfortable, content. There is no
need ot any hypocrisy or subterfuge; no
excuse for not doing this, that or the
other thing; everything is understood, no
explanations are needed and no guestions
are asked. Old age has come, and that is
the excuse for doing or not doing certain
things. One does not go out of one’s house
for amusements at this age, but if one has
lived an unselfish life, sympathizing with
and helping others, doing the good that
comes to one’s hand to do, it will now be
paid back tenfold. The home of an elderly
woman should be the resort of the young
and the middle-aged. If she has been a
wife and mother, who so competent to give
advice to those women younger than her-
self who are going through the same ex-
periences that she has been through? If
prosperity has not hardened her heart to
suffering, nor sorrow embittered her, she is
the one to whom the younger women will
turn for sympathy in their joys and for
comfort ia their sufferings.

It is nobler to live in the joys and sor-
rows of others than to live in the dead
past, brocding over what has gone never
to return. With the aged it is a choice
between the two, and the truly good and
lovely woman will choose the former. The
old do not suffer so acutely as the young,
but they have suffered; hence the value
and sweetness of their sympathy.

The varied experiences of life that no

“ one escapes should temper the spirit and

mellow the disposition. That it does not
in all cases, we know too well. And when
it does not, we know what a dreary old
age such a woman is laying up for herself.

But there is much to be said about the
transition stage. When does it begin?
Ah, there’s the rub; this is the question
that is so difficult to answer. One’s age
and one’s feelings must decide. We all

. know women who are young and charming
at sixty, and others who are old and dis-
agreeable at forty; the former we are al-
ways glad to welcome to our homes, while
we avoid the latter.

Doubtléss when a woman begins to re-
alize that she is no longer songht by
young men and women, by those whom
she considers middle-aged, she receives the
first intimation that she is no longer
yvoung, and that this knowledge gives her
a pang no one can doubt. If she yields to
the pain, she has a sad futare before her,
for as the years pass, her life will be filled
more and more with hints, and broadly
spoken ones, that she is not young; that
sﬁe is old and growing oldir., The woman
who at forty speaks of herself and her
companions as ‘“we girls;” the woman of
fifty who calls herself a “young lady;” .the
married woman with grown sons, who says
she married “very young,” are all types of
the women who have not learned how to
grow old gracefully; who dread old age,
and who are to be pitied.

They will not give up youth and its
leasures, nor the appearance of youth.
Ve involuntarily ask if they enjoy this
masquerading, this trying to keep up ap-
pearances, this decention that deceives no
one but themselves, this fatile effort to be
what they are not. They make them-
selves targets for ridicule, and arrows of
sarcasm are shot behind their backs that,
if felt, would pierce their hearts with al-
most mortal wounds.

There are pleasures that come with
every age, and this period of transition
from middle life to old age will be what
one chooses to make it. If the heart is
youung there is plenty of happiness in the
world. Because one is growing old one
need not be unhappy. The transition

period is difficult because one does nat|

want to renounce the last vestige of youth ;
because one feels too young to be called
old, and yet knows that one is too old to
be called young. A woman does not like
to be the first to call herself old. Too well
she knows that there are plenty to do it
for her, and that if she once does it the
appellation “old” will cling to her as long
as she lives.

But since one must grow old, if one lives
long encugh, is it not better to try to en-
dure it philosophically ?

Is it not really wiser for a woman to
acknowledge that she is no longer young,
and that it would be inappropriate for her
to wear such a hat or gown, or to do this
or that thing? She need not force her
age upon people, but she can tacitly make
them to understand that she is not young
and that she knows it. It is better to

ield gracefully to creeping age than to
forced to yield through the insistence
of others.

Bat how and when to yield are difficult
questions to answer. The quick-witted
woman need not be told, for she sees
readily. And common sense, accompanied
by wir, will tell her what she ought to do.
But there are other women, and many of
them, who unfortunately are not so gifted.
Their chief characteristic is vanity—alas!
every human being has plenty of it—and
this vanity it is that will not permit them
to realize that they are no longer young.

And so they go on masquerading as
young and flippant women, in a way that is
both ludicrous and painful. We all know
such women. If they do not wear false
hair they dye their own ; they wear hats
that are only suitable for young girls, and
gowns to match; they are as frivolous in
their conversation as they were twenty
years ago, and their memory is very un-
certain as to dates.

Such women are neither loved nor re-
ﬁected ; they are tolerated and ridiculed.
they would but throw off this feeble
mask that deceives no one, and come out
under their true colors, they would com-
mand respect, love and :3’mtpatl.1 . This
transition stage, this period of middle life,
when one is on the borderlands of youth
and age, should be the richest part of one’s
hf'i;he mistakes and crudities of youth are
left behind, the he;rtldand b_mntax:er:
ith experience, and old age is yet in the
d'ilsunee' fnr:::) h and near enougl} to
make this part of life precious. The “In-
dian summer” of life, some one has called
it. This is a rich and besutiful season of

the year, and should be equally beantiful
in the life of every human being.

Perhaps the best advice that can be
given regarding growing old, and the sac-
rifices and rennnciations that come with
age is: Be natural; do not try to be young
nor old, but enjoy what comes; do not
moan over the past, nor darken the hours
with regrets that one can never be young
again. It is foolish, it is wicked to spen
one’s time in vain repinings. People who
do this are cumberers of the ground, aqd
would do well to depart and give their
places to others more worthy.

It is e sy enough to grumble; it is also
easy enough to be careful, 1f one will make
the effort. Cheerfulness is a good habit ;
it should be cultivated by old, young and
middle-aged. It will make the sorrows
and cares of life easier to bear, and it will
make life more acceptable to others.

CURRENT NEWSPAPER WIT.

Miss Van Dash—*“Have you met Count
Eusterbee ?” D:. Blank—“Oh, yes; he
was my butler for some time.”—Munsey’s
Weekly.

Mrs. Bunting—“It seems odd that gas
can be solidified into bricks.” Bunting—
“Not at all. Lots of men have made rocks
out of it.”—Munsey's Weekly.

Jack—“Why 1s dough like a man?”
Susie—“Because it’s hard to get off your
hands.” Jack—*Oh, no! It’s a thing the
women knead.”—Harvard Lampoon.

A woman can learn (o ride a wke=l,

As well, perhaps, as the average man;
But she can’t throw a stone to hit & house,

For she isn’t constructed upon that plan.

—Boston Traveler,

“Count, I have found an American girl
with $2,000,000 who will marry you.”
“How vash her moneys made?” *Her
father made it in the soap business.” “She
von't do!”

Customer—*“My watch which you re-
paired for me some time ago has stopped.”
Jeweler—“Ah! my collector informs me
that the bill is still running”—N. Y.
Herald.

“] should think that Dudley would be
careful not to drop his voice in singing.”
“Why so?’ *Because, it is so cracked
now that it would not take much to break
it."—Louwell Citizen.

“John,” asked the Sunday-school teacher
of the new scholar, “what do you know of
the proverb regarding people who live in
glass houses?’ “They orter pull down
the blinds.”— Puck.

Snagley—*“I used to think that Sue was
sweet enough to eat when I went to see
her,” Chumley—*Why didn’t you eat
her then?” Snagley—*“Because she soured
on me.’— West Shore.

Visitor—“Isn’t your mother afraid,
Willie, of catching cold in those slippers?”
Willie—*“Huh, I guess you don’t kuow
them slippers! Ma uses them to warm
the whole family with.”

Indignant Citizen—* You should not
drive that beer-wagon at such a rate
through the streets” Wagon-driver—
“Haf no fear, meester. Dot beer-vagon
vas so sthrong dot nossings could hurd it.”

Husband—“Why, what in the world
did you get such a little bit of a bonnet as
that for 7 Wife—"“Well, now, don’t go
to making such a fuss about it; just' wait
until the bill comes in.”—Detroit Free
Press.

Doctor—“You do appear to be in a bad
way, that’s a fact. “Phat’s your business?”
Patient—*“I’'m one of the city laborers.”
Doctor—It is as I feared. What you re-
quire, my man, is exercise.”—Boston
Transeript.

Mabel—“Mrs. Jaysmith intimated to me
vesterday, Amy, that you wore false hair.”
Amy—“The idea! Why, the dealer as-
sured me that it was genuine hair, azd
that he imported it himself from France!”
Drake's Magazine.

The boy with wisdom gast his year
Now looks about with care to see,
Which of the Sunday schools appear
Most likely for a Christmas tree.
—Lynn Item.

“] hear the Bradleys are going South
this winter. I thoughkt they’d lost all
their money?”’ “They have. That’s the
reason they are going. They can wear
their summer clothes all winter, you
know.”—N. Y. Sun.

“Where there's a will there’s a way,”
read the motto of the young lawyer. “Is
that appropriate to your profession?”’
asked a friend. “Oh, yes,” was the an-
swer. “Where there’s a will there’s a way
—to break it,and then we come in.”—
Epoch. v

Mrs. Young—“I’m afraid my husband is
killing himself with overwork.” Mrs.
Odds—“How is that?” Mrs. Young—
“Why, when we were first married he al-
ways got home from the office at 5, and
now he’s often kept until 10— Munsey's

Weekly.

“We gave you a good notice in our
paper.” “Oh, did you? Well, don’t do
it again. I don’t mind your saying our

vegetables are delicious, and the milk
pure, but when you add that our butter
speaks for itself we object.”—Munsey's
Weekly.

Blushing bride-elect was rehearsing the
ceremony about to take place. I shall
expect you to give me away, papa,” she
said. “I’'m afraid I have done it already,
Caroline,” said the old man nervously. “I
told your Herbert this morning you had a
disposition just like your mother’s.”—
Chicago Tribune.

Mrs. Lafferty (visitor)—“Your daughter
has a foine touch, Mrs. Moriarity., Mrs.
M.—“Yis, so they do be tellin’ me; an’
sure ’tis no wonther, for she loves the
pianny an’ niver tires of it. She has a
great tashte for moosic; but thin that’s
ownly natural, for her gran’father had his
skull laid open wid a cornet at a temper-
ance picnie.”—Life.

Power of Music—Musician—“Id vas de
‘Marseillaise’ dat make Vrance a republic;
it vas ‘Der Vatch on der Rhine’ vat give
victory to Shermany; id vas ‘Yankee
Dootle’ vat free America; und ‘Shon
Brown’s Body’ vat free her slaves,” Lay-
man—*“How about the ‘Boulanger March? ”
Musician—*Dot march save France from
Boulanger. Ven Boulanger hear id he do
vat ve all do—he runned avay.”—New
York Weekly.

A sallow-faced woman, with a wealth of
freckles on her long nose, entered an
Austin street-car. There were eight or
ten well-dressed gentlemen in the car, but
none of them showed any inclination to
give her a seat. After she waited a reason-
able time, she remarked with asperity: *Et
any of you galoots air waiten’ for me to
squat in your laps, you are a sucked-in
crowd, for I want you to understand I am
a lady from the ground up.” A dread
that she was not in earnest about not sit-
ting in their laps caused six of the gentle-
men to leave the car.—Tezxas Siftings.

Tests for Glib Tongl}e-.

Here are some sentences which rival the
celebrated “Peter Piper's Peck of Pickled
Peppers,” in testing the agility of the
tox&gue: . fobed

aze on the gay y brigade.

The sea censegsx fnr:l! it sufficeth us.

Say, should such a shapely sash shabby
stitches show ?

Strange strategic statistics.

Give Grimes Jim’s gilt gig-whip.

Sarah in a shawl shoveled soft smow
softly.

She sells sea-shells.
Smith’s spirit flask split Philip’s sixth
sister’s fifth squirrel’s skull.

The Rifle,

No two of the great nations of the world
use the same sort of nfle, although Russia
has employed many of the Lebel brand in
its army, the Lebel brand being the
French gun. Itisnot known definitely,
however, which nation has the best rifle.
Each wea has some peculiarities

possessed by any of the others, and %
of course, is the favorite of the country

which has adopted it.

GOSSIP OF THE TELEPHORE.

QUEER KINKS OF WHICH SUBSCRIBERS
ENOW NOTHING.

The Receiver Good Encugh for a Trans-
mitter in Case of Need—-Possible Ef-
fectof the Telephone Upon Language.

Away over on Avenue A a man stood on
a corner the other day, talking into a lamp
post, while a small knot of curious people
gathered round to watch his performance.
Had such a thing occurred twenty years
ago, the police would have dispersed the
crowd and arrested the object of their
curiosity as a lunatic. In this instance,
however, the police did nothing, for the
reason that the man was merely commu-
nicating by telephone through an un-
charged electric-light wire with the office
of the electric-light company. This is
one of the manv odd uses to which the
telephone is now adapted. All that is
essential to the telephone is contained in
the receiver, or handphone, as it is some-
times called, and armed with this familiar
instrument, linemen of various companies
go about town testing the wires and com-
municating at will with their employers.
Most telephone subscribers seem to have

forgotten the fact that the receiver is also
a transmitter, and many a man leaves the
telephone in despair and disgust because
the transmitter will not work, when the
receiver is still serviceable for the double
purpose.

An officer of a great telephone company,
having dined comfortably the other night,
sat for two hours and gossiped curiously of
his profession. All telephone men are
possessed of a scientific anthusiasm born
of the wonderful electrical world in which
they live. They are perpetually trying to
attain the unattainable, and forever won-
dering how soon theoretical probabilities
will become practical actualities. “Why,”
said this worker of scientific wonders,
“every day we are absolutely ordered to do
things that are practically impossible in
the present state of the science, and may
not ﬁe possible for years to come. We are
wrestling with half a dozen such problems
just now. When an order comes to per-
form the impossible, and we look in vain
for a solution of the problem, we call the
difficulty a ‘bug’ I hardly know where
the term originated. Perhaps it came to
us from the telegraph operators. They
say that an early operator’s explanation
for his failure to get a message through
was the presence of ‘bugs on the wire.
Other theories as to the origin of the
term have been advanced. Perhaps it has
some relation to ‘bt:igbear,’ or ‘bugaboo.’
At any rate, the word ‘bug’ is well-estab-
lished electrical slang for an apparently
insurmountable difficulty or an unex-
plained fault in mechanism.

“Did it ever occur to you,” he con-
tinued, “that the telephone may have an
important effect upon language? Up in
Quebec, you know, operators must speak
both English and French. It was dis-
covered in Milwaukee that when a sub-
scriber speaking English was disturbed by
‘cross-taﬁ:’ also in English, from another
wire, a shift to the German tongue rem-
edied the difficulty. Now, as to the effect
of the telephone on language, let me illus-
trate: The other day I called for Wash-
ington. Presently there was a reply, and
for the moment, of course, I could not be
sure from what point the answer came.
But when I heard a soft feminine voice
say ‘Baltimah,’ I felt pretty sure that the
operator in Washington was speaking.
Now, suppose the use of long-distance
telephoning became so general that people
in any part of the United States were in
daily communication with their fellow-
citizens in all other parts of the country,
don’t you fancy that we should gradually
get rid of provincialism in speech ?

“Itis odd, by the way, what you do
hear by telephone. I remember once
when I was out on the lake at Buffalo, ex-
perimenting with a telephone wire, to
have heard at short intervals a curious
whirring sound. It puzzled me for a
while, but presently I realized that it was
the stopping and starting of cars on an
electric street railway in Cambridge,
Mass. I've since heard a like sound in
New York, and identified it as coming

rison avenue in Boston. The wires are
very sensitive. Why, I’ve frequently
traced the course of a thunder-storm
moving around Boston fifty miles inland
by the successivedropping of the telephone
signal tage on the switchboard.

“4t is a favorite idea of mine that the
telephone would be wonderfully useful in
sudti)enly massing troops or calling out
militia. Think what could be done in
New York even now, when there is a tele-

hone in perhaps every block; and then
Eow much more will be ible some
years hence. But the idea that I like best
1s that of talking round the world. The
popular impression as to the difficulty of
telephoning under the ocean is a false
one. The problem is not to obtain enough
battery force, or powerful enough instru-
ment, or strong enough initial sound im-
pulse. It is rather one of induction. Water,
as well as land is a good conductor, so that
when your wire is in contact with either
induction, and consequent confusion of
sound is almost unavoidable, the great
thing is to separate the wire by a long dis-
from land and water. Now, if we could
lay a cable of copper wire, say, a foot
thick under the ocean, and have the insu-
lation, say, fifteen or twenty feet thick, I
believe there would be no difficuity in
talking with the other side of the world.

“Such a cable, of course, is an impossi-
bility. But the Germans have been ex-
perimenting with the refraction and re-
flection of electricity, and have discovered
that many of the laws of sound apply in
the case of the electric fluid. They have
refracted a current or wave so that it was
prevented from communicating with a
near conductor. This prevents induction.
The use of some insulating medium that
would refract the lateral waves which
cause induction ought to solve the pro-
blem.

“Hard-drawn copper wire,” he con-
tinued, “is taking the place of other con-
ducting media. The famous composite
wire, over which a faint halloo came by
telephone from Chicago, has proved a
failure. This wire is a steel core covered
with copper. In course of time, however,
the unequal expansion of the two metals
caused cracks to appear in the copper coat-
ing, and the moisture that got in set up
galvanic action and thus promoted corro-
sion. You can see the copper peeling off
in flakes and strips.

“The phonograph in conjunction with
the telephone ?” said the expert, in answer
to a query. “I have not given much at-
tention to the phonograph, but I have an
idea that I think practicable. It is an ar-
rangement by which, in the absence of a
telephone subscriber, any message sent to
him by telephone should be received on
the phonograph. All that is needed is an
automatic arrangement, by which the
operator in failing to receive an answer to
a telephone call could switch on the phono-
graph and let the message be received and
recorded.”

Value of Sincerity.

Though a man must be sincere in order
to be great, he need not be great in order
o e ety e WL T A
of our , the of our ;
the talents of any kind with which we are
i sincerity of heart, or of belief, or
of life, is possible to tell us all, says
New York Ledger. It is of itself a
of greatness, which, in spite

drawbacks, will make itself felt.

from the electric cars running along Har-|

honest, upright man, who lives openly,
fearlessly and truly, professing only what
he feels, upholding only what he believes
in, pretending nothing, disguising nothing,
deceiving no one, claims unconsciously a
respect and honor that we cannot give to
any degree of power or ability, wielded
with duplicity or cunnintf. If we could
correctly divide the world into the sincere
and the insincere, we would have a truer
estimate of real worth than we generally
obtain.

JAMES E. MURDOCH.

An Interesting Talk With the Veteran
Actor.
|From the Cincinnati Times-Star. |

After an absence in the East of about
three years, the veteran James E. Murdoch
has once more taken up his residence among
us. He is established at his pretty cottage
on the Reading road, where he was found
by a reporter. Mr. Murdoch, although
nearly 80 years old, seems still hale and
hearty, and his conversation is full of his
old-time fire and vigor. He had been
working in his garden wlL.n the reporter
called, and came in fresh from his work.
He has grown a full beard, and presents
now a patriarchal appearance.

He is an enthusiast on the slibject of out-
door labor, and says if it were not for that
be would not be here to-day. He said he
was first forced to it by a complication of
diseases, and, purchasing a farm, he went
to work on it, working for a time and act-
ing for a time. When his health would no
longer permit him to act, he would go back
to his farm and work there until he was
well again. This he kept up until the
breaking out of the war.

“Then,” he said, “I packed up my
trunks and made a vow that I would not
open them again until peace was declared.
And I didn’t want peace on any half-way
basis. I wanted it only on a basisof freedom
for the negro. I met Mr. Lincoln in
Sprinzfield before he came on to Washing-
ton, and I told him that this would have
to be the end of it. I said to him: Mg,
Lincoln, at present the negro is nothing
but a mule” He seemed very much sur-
Erised at my enunciating such sentiments,

ut I continued: ‘Our Constitution makes
him nothing more” He looked at me a
minute and said, “Murdoch, you're right ;
you’re right.

“You see, I had been playing in the
South, for that was where I played my
second engagement, and I hmr seen the
way the negro was treated there. This
treatment was not because of any inherent
feeling awainst him in his owners, but
rather what they were used to, a sort of
thoughtlessness. When I came back from
that engagement I prophesied to my father
that a civil war would come. The young
men of the North imbibing Daniel Web-
ster’s teachings and the youth of the South
the doctrines of Henry Clay, there could
be but one result. They were bound to
come together with a clash.”

Mr. Murdoch, in ceurse of the talk, told
how he had come to be a tragedian. “In
1840,” he said, “I was lecturing in Boston.
Before that I had been playing comedy
parts. John A. Andrew, who was one of
my pupils, came to me one day and said:
‘Mr. Murdoch, I often notice tones in
your voice that lead me to believe that
you should be a tragedian. You generally
use head-tones, but I should think with
your chest-tones you had just the voice for
tragedy. :

“Acting on his suggestion I studied the
parts of Hamlet, Macbeth and Othello.
When I had thoroughly learned these I
borrowed the funds to purchase my ward-
robe and went on. William Cullen Bry-
ant came out in a very favorable criticism
the next morning, and after that I was
greeted with crowded houses, when I had
only had balf houses to see my comedy
parts. I afterwards took up Richelien,
and with the same success. And yet it
was said by the actors of the time that I
was no tragedian. Why, my dear sir, all
the little money I have made was made at
tragedy.

“No, I never had any ambition to be-
come a theater manager. John Bates
once offered to sell me the National
Theater, in this city, and let me take it
out in acting. But I never cared for that.

“The actors are the ones who make the
actor. They hobnob with the critics, and
what they say about one man is the idea
on which the critieworks. Itis a peculiar
fact that nearly all the press notices I
received have been in the editorial col-
umns,

“Booth is an actor who has gained the
good things said of him by sheer merit.
He is the greatest. postic actor of the
American stage. There is no one who can
approach him, when he occasionally wakes
up in the recitation of Shakespeare’s mag-
nificent blank verse. He is the worthy
son of his father, whose mantle has de-
scended upon him. Barrett is the actor of
the argument of the play.

“Yes, Mary Anderson has retired, and
it is my opinion that Mary was heartily
sick of the business and was glad to
leave it.

“What is to become of the American
stage? Who are the favorites now? A
lot of young men who adopt the English
‘aws’ and ‘bah jahves’ and call that the
English language. That’s not English,
that’s Cockneyism. The English language
is in danger of degenerating into a mere
dialect. They can’t prolong a syllable
nowadays without making it a drawl; and
in the schools, too, the language is so
clipped and butchered that one wounld
hardly know it. And all this because elo-
cution is not taught in the schools. The
grand, rugged old Anglo-Saxon is in dan-

er. :

“And then there is too much of this
‘coaching for the stage” Why, I have had
numbers of young people come to me and
ask me to teach them to act. Why, I
never do that. I deliver lectures, and that
is all. And schools for oratory! Nothing
of that for me. All they should have is
schools for voice culture to be afterward
used in oratory or acting.

“I feel as though I had come home to
‘me the drapery of my couch about me
and lie down to pleasant dreams.” I shall
give readings, I suppose, from time to
time, and shall take a few pupils and so
shall fill in the time until the day shall
come when I shall, as I say, lie down.”

Mr. Murdoch has been lecturing in
schools of voice cuiture in Baltimore and
Philadelphia during the past three years,
but is not favorably impressed with these
cities. : ;

Boston, he says, is no longer what it
was, “Why, I say a man recite Marc
Antony’s address there, and he was so
fatigued at the end of it that he had to
ask to be excused from his next number.
And they seem there to be devotees of
Delsarte. And what are his attitudes but
humbug — mere ballet-dancing—no ex-
pression in them ?”

Notwithstanding his solemn talk of
“wraPping the drapery of his couch about
him,” Mr. Murdoch seems to be still quite
hale and hearty and good for some years
among us yet.

Ought to Know German.

I heard an odd bit of repartee in a bar-
ber shop on Eighth avenue a few days ago.
The boss barber was conversing in Eng-
lish with a customer when he broke off
suddenly and began talking in German.
A third gentleman, as a sort of playful re-
buke, remarked: “Don’t you Enow that
it is impolite to converse in a lar
that is not understood by all present ?”

“What!” said the barber. “Don’t you
understand German ?” *

“No,” said the other.

“Well,” was t.ltuhse reply, ‘;you ought ltlo ;

u’ve been in this country long enough.
{\Tom York Star. s den S

A story told of an African savage by a

recent explorer is an amusing specimen of
asa

e.

barbaric humor. At one time
brought a fish that was lht'»nim!)lyuv'.:fo
“White men don’t eat fish 1lke that,” was
the criticism. “But,” answered the savage,
“you don’t eat the smell.”

MUSIC AND THE DRAMA.

ROSALIND MAY'S COMMENTS ON MET-
ROPOLITAN AMUSEMENTS.

Why People Go te Hear Italian Opera
Sung in German—The New Swedish
Play—Gencral Stage Notes.

Rosalind May, the regular New York
correspondent of the Suxpay Uxionw,
writes as follows under date of December
6th:

“With the inauguration of German Op-
era, the musical season has fairly opened
and the nights of Monday, Wednesday
and Friday find a wonted display of dia-
monds and low necks. The two latter, it
is well known, come first; considerations of
melody or harmony, second. The 400
ranged on exhibition in the two semi-cir-
cular rows of boxes, afford spectacles of
absorbing interest one to the other; in
their private boudoirs at the rear (each
box has its boudoir attached, a sample one
being fitted up at a cost of $3,000) they
can flirt, eat candy, and, in appropriate ex-
clusiveness, promenade in lobbies to which
none other are admitted—Ward McAllis-
ter, a taken-for-granted factor.

DO THESE PEOPLE

Care for music? Echo answers, ‘Do they ?
By the strains of music they may compla-
cently survey the ignobile vulgus who pay
$3 per seat and from that—down or up,
whichever you may put it, since the lower
the price the higher the position—to the
$1 50 people in the balcony, which is the
ultima thule of anything that may pass.
Rear seats in the same tier for $1 are a
degree better than the family circle, which
holding people who do not go beyond 50
cents, are relegated to a far away terra in-
cognita.
“THE OPENING NIGHT

It was evident that Trinity’s thunders had
proved a stimulus rather than an obsta-
cle to the dressmaker’s scissors. De-
ficiences in fabrics were atoned for,
however, by overplus of precious
stones, and as a rule the homelier the
woman the more of them ; frights of old
dowagers fairly blazing with them. Wigs
and false fronts prove a special vantage
ground of exhibition, nor are skinny arms
or necks a hindrance, nor seas of fat, the
accumulated consequences of a good deal
more than forty years. As a rule, the
younger and prettier the woman, the less
Jewelry, but in a prize competition less
may be understood -as just the reverse in
any ordinary sense. From all this it may
easily be seen that opera attracts. One
goes for one object, another for another,
but the sum total, it must be confessed, is
an advancement of art, and if the hybrid
producticns of Italian operas sung in Ger-
man are displeasing to the lovers of the
language ot song, yet to tolerate the pre-
sentation of an Italian work is a compro-
mise on the part of a true Wagnerite.
But yielding here, giving way there, but
always, nevertheless, holding a firm rein
and possessing a placid soul, the pre-
eminently handsome manager (for Staun-
ton is a wonderfully good-looking man of
tine proportion, classic features and dark
hair, as yet untouched by Time) steers his
bark among conflicting tastes and fills the
house. But minus the element of

FINE DRESSING
Down would go opera with a heavy

thump, and, after all, like what
would those brilliantly-illumined boxes
lock without their variously clad

occupants? Like forlorn pigeon-holes, and
a sonr cynic would like to call them back.
So far two operas have been given, ‘As-
rael,’ by Franchetti, an Italian work sung
in German, and ‘The Huguenots,’ a peren-
nial stand-by. The singers are chiefly
new to America and will be reviewed in
detail at an early date, and with more ex-
tended space. This will be in the natural
order of things, since dress and fashion
come first, singers and orchestra last. Is
it a desecration to mention

A BANJO CONCERT

In connection with opera? Not at all,
and were room allowed an extended ac-
count would be interesting as to the weirdly
musical effects of nearly a hundred banjos
supplemented by a number of guitars in
unison and led by the noted banjo players,
Brooks and Denton. Taken altogether it
was a rare treat, gave enjoyment to a
crowded house last Saturday night at
Chickering Hall, and reflected much credit
on the manager, J. H. Phipps.”
THE NEW ANGLO-SWEDISH PLAY.

While “Yon Yonson,” the new Arglo-
Swedish play written by W. D. Coxey and
Gus J. Heege, for Manager Jacob Litt, is
essentially a comedy, and intended to cre-
ate a far greater proportion of smiles than
sentiment, it nevertheless tells a story of
strofig and unusual dramatic interest. A
peor Swedish machinist, an emigrant to
America, on his death bed intrusts to his
employer, an elderly cabitalist, a valuable
sawmill Invention, receiving a faithful
promise that his orphan children, a boy of
6 and a girl of 2, shall receive the benefit
of the father’s life’s work. The capitalist
permits the boy to be adopted by a family
of Swedes in northern Minnesota, and he
grows up to manhood among these people,
retaining his natural characteristics and
his Anglo-Swedish dialect. The capital-
ist yields to the wishes of his wife and
adopts the girl himself. The poor Swede’s
invention proves enormously profitable, so
much so that the spirit of avarice masters
the old man, and he refrains not only
from telling the girl the truth, but also
from discovering the whereabouts of the
boy in order to make an honorable dis-
tribution of the profits.

The old man’s partner, an unscrupulous
but thoroughly modern and unconven-
tional villain, uses his knowledge of the
old man’s one false step to force him into
land swindles, in which the unfortunate
victims—mostly foreigners—are made to
pay enormous sums of money for practi-
cally worthless mining and timber land.
His most daring scheme culminates in dis-
aster. Urged by the younger man, the
capitalist endeavors to force a young
Englishman into buying a tract of worth-
less land. The Englishman discovers the
attempted swindle, and during an angry
altercation with the old man, the latter
strikes him down with his cane, and leaves
him lying *in the snow, apparently dead.
Half crazed by what he hasdone, he returns
to his partner, who discovers the trath, and
uses his knowledge to further strengthen
his mastery over the old man. Broken
down in health and spirits, the old man
confesses his wrong-doing to his adopted
daughter. The partner discovers that the
Swede is the son of the poor machinist,
whose invention has proved so profitable
to the capitalist, but when he attempts to
use this knowledge to extend his influ-
ence over the old man, he is confronted by
the fact that the secret is already out.
Brother and sister are again united, the
old man is forgiven not only by the young
Swede and his sister, but also by the Eng-
lishman, who is fortunately saved from a
terrible death in the woods. The oppro-
brium falls as it shotld, on the head of the
designing partner. - This is a mere outline

of the plot. Interwoven in it are some

of the most original and laughable
comedy scenes ever presented in a play.
The comedy at times is incessant. The
Swede’s entrance or exit is invariably the
cue for a prolonged laugh. The Swede is
a natural t, and while being a charac-
ter new to the stage, has a human interest
iar to himself and the class of which

e is a type. The play is full of clever
bits, thoroughly characteristic of life in
the Northwest. The draughty, uncom-
fortable hotel, the junction railway sta-
tion, and the lumber camp with all its

characteristic scenes, give opportunities
for new bright and ori i
o o o

quartets, complete a production that would
be difficult to surpass.

VLADIMIR DE PACHMANN.

One of the most artistic musical events
of the season will take place at the Met-
ropolitan Opera House on Thursday even-
ing next. In speaking of M. de Pach-
mann’s performance, the New York Com-
mereial Advertiser comments as follows:
“De Pachmann’s performance last evening
is bound not only to rank among the me-
morable feats of pianism that have been
offered to the New York public, but also
as one that wiil be extremely difficult for
any later artist to equal. Mr. de Pach-
maun was heard in other selections—a
Schumann romance, ‘La Fileuse, by Raff,
a composition by his wife—he also played
a scherzo for two pianos by Saint-Saens
with Mme. de Pachmann, and amiably
gave as encore a Rubinstein barcarolle;

ut all his later work lacked the element
of importance, when contrasted with the
rendering of the F minor concerto. The
concert by itself wculd be sufficient to en-
title him to the position of a great Chopin
player.”
U AND L

At the Metropolitan Theater, to-morrow
and Tuesday evenings, theater-goers will
have am opportunity of witnessing those
clever comedians, Gus Williams and John
T. Kelly, in their new farce-comedy en-
titled “U and I.” The comedy is said to em-
brace an interesting plot interspersed with
extremely funny situations, and a variety
of new and catchy music with new songs
by Williams. Mr. Kelly’s wit, together
with Mr. Williams’, will have a tendency
to create no little merriment. “U and I”
is a satire on New York fiat houses, and
was comstructed for laughing purposes, and
as Professor Ungerboltz and O’Donovan
Innis, Messrs. Williams and Kelly have
found it the two greatest characters of
their lives. They are ably supported by a
compaay of comedians directed by Pro-
fessor Hermann and George W. Lederer.
Miss Florrie West, who was especially en-
gaged in England to create the soubrette
role, has made a decided impression, her
singing, acting and dancing being admira-
ble. Miss Gertrude Zella, a soprano, has
been added to the list of “U and I's”
clever artists, There should be ro doubt
of the company’s success in this city, for
besides the play, Messrs. Williams and
Kelly have been for many years popular
favorites,

STAGE NOTES.

“The Babes in the Wood” will follow
“Nero” at Niblo’s, New York, January
5th.

Miss Adelaide Moore delighted the peo-
ple of Denver by her interpretation of
“Galatea.”

George Backus ismeeting with universal
praise for his commendable performance in
“Aunt Jack.”

Sim. Reeves, the veteran English tenor
ir juggling with an offer of $60,000 for fifty
concerts to be given in Australia.

T. Hennery French, the most unpopular
manager in the country, has been forced
to quit the Garden Theater, New York.

Stuart Robson is having an exception-
ably good season. The only pieces in his
repertoire are “The Henrietta” and “Is
Marriage a Failure ?”

Charles Alfred Byrne and Louis Harri-
son are at work on a new comic opera that
is to be called “The Isle of Champagne.”
It is rapidly approaching completion.

R. E. Graham is one of the very few
comedians that understand the art of mak-
ing up. His appearance as Don Bamboula
in “The Sea King” is a study, and is said
to be a sure cure for dyspepsia.

“The Black Flag,” “Fun on the Bristol,”
“Muldoon’s Picnic” and “Uncle Tom’s
Cabin” almost complete the list of Ameri-
can productions touring the British: pro-
vinces, while English productions are to
be found in this country by the score.

Hattie Dolaro-Barnes has an ambition to
star. Bhe hasin her mind a burlesque
entitled “Mrs. Barnes, of San Francisco.”
Itis said to ably answer the long-mooted
question concerning the fact whether the
marriageable state is desirable or not.
Miss Barnes has some decided views on
the subject.

Rose Coghlan is having her most pros-
perous season down South; but her lead-
ing man, the once handsome John T.
Sullivan, is said to be a wreck of his
former self. Mr. Sullivan is one of the
most conscientious of our young actors, but
overwork for his talented star is said to
have completely broken his health.

ART NOTES.

Sicily will have at Palermo an Italian
national exhibition in November, 1891.
The designs of Professor Ernest Basile
have been accepted.

One of the features at an art reception
given by William Ordway Partridge in
Boston recently was a fine portrait bust of
Edward Everett Hale.

The Duke of Cumberland has issued for
private distribution a fine work with 144
illustrations on the treasures and heir-
looms of the house of Guelph. It was

rinted at Vienna with text by Professor
V. A. Neumann.

A wonderful monument has been erected
to Marie Bashkirtseff by her bereaved
mother, which is more like a house than a
tomb, near the entrance of the cemetery at
Passy. The interior, which can be plainly
seen, contains the young artist’s rocking
chair, little table and favorite books, and
the names of her paintings shine in gold
letters on the wall. A perpetual light
burns before her bier.

A grand moument for Gettysburg bat-
tlefield is now proposed, to be paid for by
Penusylvania, New York, Maine, Connec-
ticut and Maryland. It is to be in honor
of Meade and his eight corps commanders.
To Pennsylvania is allotted the base and
the figures in bronze of Meade, Reynolds
and Hancock; to New York, the statues
of Sickles and Slocum; to Maryland, that
of Sykes; to Connecticut, the figure of
Sedgwick, and to Maine that of How-
ard. General Pleasanton was born at
Washington. The commanders = who
are dead are to be remembered at once,
while the turn of ths others will come
when they are no l¢" _ralive. At pres-
ent Meade, Han¢ .,’Sedgwiok, Reynolds
and Sykes could have statues. Only Meade
is to have an equestrian statue; the others
are to surround him on foof,

The monument to the French soldiers
and sailors who fell in the war of inde-
pendence of Greece against Turkey is
made of marble from Pentelicus and was
prepared at Athens. It stands over the
common grave, which is on a small island
that forms part of the southern part of
Sphakteria. This grave is cut in the top
of a high rock about one hundred feet
above the surface of the sea. From the
platform one sees the bay of Navarino,
where .the Turkish fleet was destroyed.
The tomb has a circular lid and a ring-
shaped sloping base, for the monument has
been built around it. From the base rises
a simple, robust shaft like a stela from cld
Greek tombs. Its shape is a foursided
ryramid cut off at the top. The crowning
stome has a vertical face and rear with a
cross and floral decorations carved in relief.
This chief stone has on the lower faces a
bilingual inscription, French and Greek.
Oa the side looking toward Navarino bay
is written in French: “France—to her
children—sailors and soldiers—dead—for
the independence—of Greece”” At a lower
level comes a molding of laurel leaves,
and below that other inscriptions, while
garlands of oak decorate the sides of the
pyramid at the same level. Further down,
%eddate 13’90 i.ls carvedchwithin a border.

nderneath, a long niche opens with a
atro? lower edge, whereon appears to
stand a sarcophagus. This is, however,
carved in low relief within the niche.

Open canned fruit an hour or two be-
fore it is needed for use. It is far richer

when the oxygen is thus restored to it,

J

IN RELIGION'S REALM.

MATTERS OF INTEREST TO MINIS-
TERS AND LAYMEN,

Expressions of Opinion by Newspapers
Ropresenting the Varlous Denom-
inations, on Many Subj:cts.

The American Hebrew says: “There can-
not well be any worthier observance of
Thanksgiving Day than a consecration of
ourselves to a fuller recognition of our
duty as citizens and a more self-sacrificing
falfillment of our obligations as such. It
is, after all, but little that our country
asks of us. It is certainly not as great a
matter to keep ourselves versed concerning
current legislative and administrative
problems, and to cast our vote according
to our convictions on those problems and
our judgments concerning the men whom
we shall intrust with this solution, as it is
to leave our work for a year or a term of
years to attend to compulsory military
duties. We have, indeed, much to be
grateful for. Let us see to it that we leave
our children the same causes for gratitude
that we enjoy. There is need for provision
lest by negligence we despoil them of those
blessings transmitted to us; lest even we
train up a generation incapable of appre-
ciating those advantages which our.form
of government insures tothe people when
rightly administered.”

The Watehman (Bapt.) says: “The An-
glican monk who calls himself ‘Father Ig-
natius’ has been attracting much attention
in Boston. His preaching is fervent,
pointed, and, in the main, thoroughly
evangelical’ It does not differ in tone or
substance from earnest evangelical preach-
ing with which the denominations believ-
ing in revivals of religion are familiar,
The statements made in the Boston Minis-
ters' Meeting last Monday by Somerset
Gardner, to the effect that Father Igna-
tius was a Jesuit in disguise, rest upon the
speaker’s own conclusions. High Church
practices may go to the very verge of the
practices of Rome, but the doctrine be-
hind them may not be Roman. If it
should turn out that ‘Father Ignatius’ is a
Romanist in disguise, of course his conduct
has exposed him to severe condemnation.
But in the absen-e of a rigorous demon-
stration of this, we rejoice that the essen-
tial features of evangelical religion are so
clearly and vigorously presented, though
in combination with much that we regard
as superfluous, superstitious and errone-
ous.”

The Boston correspondent of the Chris-
tian Intelligencer (Ref'd) writes of “Father
Ignatius” as follows: “When ready to
pray, Father Ignatius knelt and poured
out his soul before God with all tle rapt
ardor of a camp-meeting ‘eaint. No
vrayer-book was visible, but his supplica-
tion mounted straight from its altar to
heaven. He does uze the prayer-book,
and believes in it, but he only uses it at
certain services. The first time I heard
him he preached upon the subject of the
‘Woman of Pleasure’ His Bible charac-
ter, used as an illustration, was Mary
Magdalcne, and his great point was to
show how Jesus Christ dealt with great
sinners. His Magdalene theory was both
ingenious and interesting. His word-
pictures were full of color. But what
charmed me was the old gospel of a Sa-
viour in the flesh and feeling for others in
the flesh, pouring out of the infinite ful-
ness of his heart his love like balm for
their wounds, like light in their darkness,
like rest after their weary wanderings,
That presentation of truth, so Scriptural,
so evangelical, sc heart-reaching, did me
a vast amount of good. I had a baptism
thatday. It was such a setting forth of
the tender, beneficent, compassionate
epirit of Jesus, I have not got over it yet,
and do not wish to get beyond it. When
one makes me Yeel that way I can over-
look the things about the man that, to
me, are folly and nonsense. With a smile
I leave the monk part of his make-up
upon the other side of the street. I walk
with the man on this side in hearty fellow-
ship. There are many who think with
me, and this strange man from over the
seas is receiving and accepting invitations
to preach in Congregational, Unitarian
and Baptist pulpits while shut out from
Episcopal.”

Commenting on the recent Conference
concerning moral instruction in the public
schools, the Christian Union says: “We
take the occasion to reaffirm what we be-
lieve to be fundamental and indisputable,
thongh often disputed, propositions upon
this subject: First, that education cannot
be given, nor even the common life of the
scheol maintained, without moral instrue-
tion. The conscience, the love, the rever-
ence mnst be trained and educated in order
to preserve the harmony and solidarity of
the community ; nor is it possible to teach
any more than two or three of the most
primary branches of instruction—such as
the alphabet, writing and arithmetic—
without teaching morals. Reading, his
tory, literature, all necessarily involve
some measure of moral instruction. And,
second, it is not possible to carry moral in-
struction to any considerable degree, or
teach it with any measure of thoroughness,
without religion. Religion is the basis of
morality. If a boy is told that he ought
not to strike a girl, this is morals. If he
asks why he ought not to strike the girl,
the answer to that question™hatever the
answer may be, is religion. If it is, ‘Be-
cause I told you you onght not,’ it is the
religion of authority. If it is, ‘Because it
is not gentlemany to strike a girl,” it is the
religion of approbativeness. If it is, ‘Be-
cause it is not honorable to strike a girl,
it is the religion of humanity. If it is,
‘Because there is an eternal duty of the
strong not to oppress, but to protect the
weak,’ it is the religion of an eternal sanc-
tion, the religion of God.”

But the Independent says; “Now morals
and religion are two differentthings. Re-
ligion has to do with one’s relation to God ;
morals have to do with one’s relation to
his fellow-men. ‘Thou shalt love the
Lord thy God with all thy heart’ is re-
ligion. ‘Thou shalt love thy neighbor as
thyself’ is morals. Religion may depend
upon morals, 2nd much more morals may
depend upon religion; but they are not
inseparable. Now it is for the interest of
the State to have good morals. If it has
no real relation to religion, it does have a
real relation to character ; but morals must
be kept distinct and separate from religion.
It is not any part of the duty of the State
to teach religion under the preference of
teaching morals.”

The Rev. Dr. Rollin A. Sawyer says, in
the Evrangelist (Pres): “Toward the close
of the Conference two very bright and
original papers were read, which seemed
to sum up the whole matter from the two
extreme itions, and which, if printed
side by side and distributed, would be suf-
ficient; much more effective than a larger
pamphlet. The mistake of printing all
the papers, instead of a judiciousselection,
simply perpetuates the one defect in all
Conferences, which is repetition. The
papers of the Rev. Dr. Ward and the Rey.
Mr. Beller, with the address of Mr. Wil-
liam Allen Butler as a sort of jury charge,
would tell all that the Conference really
had tosay on the subject in hand, and
would probably do more service by being
read and studied together. Mr. Butlers
argument is cogent, and to our Christian
sentiment, entirely convincing. But Dr.,
Ward, with equal assurance and doubtless
with a basis of fact, affirms that ‘it is now
generally conceded that the State has no
more character than a machine; that ‘the
schools have no more to de with morals
than & shoe-shop” That is, doubtless, the
view of very many educators to-day.
From the other side the argument boldly
starts from the Christian State, and pushes
right on to the teaching of Christian mor-
als by the State, Wide apart as these

|

papers are, they yet converge on the one
vital point, after all, and that is the echar-
acter of the teacher. Here the whole
matter hinges. For so long as the publie-
school teacher is an ideal citizen, is a

sound American man or woman, we are
safe.”

The Observer (Pres.) says: “It is becom-
ing evident that it is neither wise nor safe
for schools to be thoroughly secular. At
the same time there is not the slizhtest
tendency to permit the State to teach de-
nominational religion. No influential por-
tion of the Protestant community dreams
of consenting to the support of ecclesiasti-
cal schools by public moneys. What is to
be done in regard to the matter ? It is by
no means an insoluble problem. Our
whole system of public instruction may be
revised in the future so as to make this re-
ligious problem far less difficult. When
the country is convinced that present edu-
cational methods unfit great numbers for
self-support and usefulness, these methods
will be modified in ways that will make
public education far more advantageous to
the nation. Universal primary instruction
will be the chief concern of public educa=
tion. Higher education will be given by
the Government only to.those who prove
themselves worthy of the privilege, and,
like those in anilitary and naval schools,
are intending to serve the country with
their acquirements and powers. When
public education is regulated by public
needs, and is of such quality as prepares
the mass of those who receive it for lives
of profitable work, there will not be so
much trouble as there is now in determin-
ing how the State can teach the morals
that belong to Christian civilization with-
out meddling in ecclesiastical affairs and
religious controversies.”

PEOPLE WHO ARE TALKED ABOUT.

Susan B. Anthony is sitting tor her por-
trait to a Boston artist, and, strange to
say, it is her first portrait. g

Mr. Gladstone’s nephew, Sir John Glad-
stone, owns a distiilery at Fasque which
produces 80,000 gallons of good whisky
annually.

The ex-Emoress Eugenie is a daily vis-
itor to the graves of her husband and son,
To say mass in the chapel of the mnso-
leum she employs six priests and four
monks,

Prime Minister Crispi of Italy is a tall
and distinguished-looking man, with snowy
white hair and moustache. Ile has the
reputation of being the best-hated man in
the kingdom.

The private correspondence of Albert
Edward, the Prince of Wales, is something
enormous. He is said to receive four
times as many letters as does the President
of the United States.

Grace Greenwood is quite out of health,
Her trouble is ascrited to rhenmatism.
Her face is missed at the social gatherings
to which her keen mother wit and shrewd
sense gave flavor and piguancy.

The wife ot ex-Governor St. John is
drawing large audiences in the West as a
lecturer. A local paper describes her as
“bright-eyed, glib of tongue, and a hlamed
sight prettier than her cranky husband.”

H. A. Aldrich, who has been Postmaster
at Mendon, Mass., under every administra-
tion since President W. H. Harrison, a
service of fifty years, has announced his
intention of resigning becanse of advanc-
ing age and ill-health.

Mrs. Anna Clotz of St. Paul, Minn., was
run over and killed by the cars there one
day last week, and while they were pre-
varing her for burial $338000 in green-
Lacks was found sewed into her clothing.
She has no known heirs,

Lady Brooke, who as Miss Maynard was
known as one of the greatest of English
heiresses, has perfected a scheme for teach -
ing sewing to children in her district,
which would bear inspection from other
intending philanthropists.

Out of 900 foreign missionaries at pres-
ent in India, it is said that the oldest is an
American—the Rev. John Newton of the
Presbyterian Church, the veterin mis-
sionary of Lahore, who, at the age of 78,
is still a worker in his chosen field,

Governor Warren of Wyoming, who
has been elected to the United States Sen-
ate from that State, began as Alderman
twenty years ago, and has been pretty
much every kind of an official since. He
went West and grew up with the country,

Dr. Koch was until ten years ago an ob-
scure country whysician. His practice and
his reputation did not extend beyond the
limits of the little town of Wollstein, a
place so small and unimportant that it is
cnly with much difficuliy that it can be
found on the map.

General Du Temple, whose death in
Paris is announced, obtained his General’s
stars in a curious way. He was a Cap-
tain in the French navy in 1870 and was
accidentally gazetted General by Gam-
betta, who mistook him for his brother—
a'so a naval captain.

Mrs. Joplin-Rowe is one of the most
noted women artists of England, as well
as one of the hardest working. She paints
from morning till night, seldom leaving
her studio until nightfall. She has a
bright and open face, an aitractive man-
ner, and is regarded as ome of the best {alk-
ers in London.

Bernhardt’s son Maurice, who prt his
vigorous blade into a Parisian journalist
the other day, is by no means a Fauntle-
roy stripling, but a fine-looking, clear-eyed,
well-built athlete. But he is a sadly idile
lad, who spends each year not only the
$25,000 his fond mother allots him, but
about $10,000 more.

F. Heap, keeper of the Glendale Na-
tional Cemetery, near Richmond, has a
desk, made in 1610, which has been in
possession of the Heap family of England.
It is said to have been used by Oliver
Cromwell in 164748 when ‘fighting
Charles I. - It is of antique oak, beauti-
fully carved and highly polished.

Mrs. E. Lyno Linton, the novelist,
lives in the Queen Anne mansions over-
looking St. James Park, Lopdon. Here
she has charming rooms that' are always
bright with flowers, and here she receives
a delightful circle of friends. Far from
disclaiming her age, Mrs., Linton makes
her boast of having lived in three reigns.

Ex-Governor Long of MasSachusetts
possesses the remark:ile ability of recol-
lecting what he has written without read-
ing it over even by himself, It is said that
during his most animated speech he has
in his mind’s eye a vivid impression of his
manuscript, so that he knows where every
page and every line ends, and even where
there are interlineations.

The name of August Belmont was orig-
inally Schonberg, which means a beantiful
hill.' It was Gallicised by some of the

modern branches of the family into Bel-—

mont, which means the same thing. His
coming to New York was peculiar. He
was attached to the house of the Roths-
childs, in one of its branches, the chief of
which came to him one day and said: “We
want some one to go immediately to New
York. Will you go; and if s0, when will
you be ready ?” Said Mr. Belmont, with-
out hesitation: “I will go, and I will be
ready to start to-morrow.” He started
within twenty-four yours, and he owed his
great fortune to that quick decision.

Should he Thoroughly Ripe.

Apples are considered the most gener-
ally useful of all fruits. There are but
few portions of the United States, in which
some of the varieties do not attain perfec-
tion. 1If properly handled, apples can be
kept in good condition longer than most
any other fruit, and there is none other
which can be used insuch a diversity of
ways. To be eaten from hand apples
should always be thoroughly ripe, and in
this state they are one of the most health-
ful of foods. "The skin should always be
removed, as it is utterly indigestible, and,
unless oroughly mastica oftentimeg
causes inflammation of the bowels,
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