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In reviewing the fashions
pprening season, the special features
swhich stand out from all the details
©of dress are the elegance of fabric, the
sumptuous coloring, the daring com-
tinations, exquisitely rich and beauti-
ful trimmings, and the increasing
itmiency itoward elaborate and fanci-

ul methods of fashioning garments.
Bomething appears to have been bor-
rowed from almost every century and
E&very country, and each recurring sea-
son seems to surpass the preceding one
in point of magnificence and variety in
design, and there is not the slightest
indication that there is to be in time
to come a lesser degree of elegance,
quality or quantity. One of the spe-
cial feature of the season’s modes is
the use of velvet for entire gowms,
wraps, waists, bolero jackets, bodice
trimmings and countless modes of
combination which make it so popular.
Silks, moires and brocades are in high-
est vogue and most active demand,
and furs of every elegant grade and
quality have developed capabilities of
elegance and style in shape, cut and
edjustment which have never prevailed
before. Garnitures were never so novel
and magnificent, and superb winter
gamments are beaded, yeweled and fur-
trimned elaborately enough for the
wear of queens and princesses; and
lages have reached a point of elab-
oratenass and exquisite artistic beauty
hitherto unknowr in the manufacture
of these lovely woven dreams.

- * .

The dress skirt bids fair to more than
rival the bodice in excess of elabora-
tion, and the elegant simplicity which
not long ago was conspicuous in wo-
man’s aftire has ncw almost entirely
vanished. The tailors happily are re-
turring to that severity of cut charac-
teristic of their earliest achievements
as woman’s tailers. The coat and
shirt are now as they used to be, plain
and simple, the sleeves reduced to al-
i+.0st the dimensicns of the close-fitting
coat shapes of long ago. There is no
redundarcy of basque. It fits close, It
is reither very long nor absurdly short;
its frilliness has quite disappeared; the
revers are neatly shaped. The skirts
are moderate in width, with the full-
ness kept well to the back. Concession
to the prevailing craze for elaboration
is apparent only in the stylish vests
which accompany hanrdsome tailor
gowns.

* * =

Women with an inborn taste for beau-
tiful things, but with no extensive means
of gratifying it, are this season murwi
than ever tempted by a brilliant display |
of inferior imitations of very many of |
the splendid fabries and garnitures now
the rage—spangled decorations, velvets,
furs, ribbons, fancy jewelry, jet, feath-
ers, Simple articles of wear that
are genuine are always a far better
choice than elaborate imitations of the
riches. A meretricious style never com-
mends admiration, and inferior goods
quickly betray their quality. Best ma-
terial with longer wear is the safest rule
for those who have not been overblessed

by fortune. But, while holding out a
warning against the purchase of second- |
rate material, it is not to be understood |
that there are no valuable and beautiful 1
fabrics and trimmings that are not high-
priced. Never has there been an age or
a year in history where so much that
is genuine and really desirable could be |
purchased at so low a price as now. It
fs in the choice and opportunity pre-
sented for choice for real valuable tex-
tiles that is the secret and point of this
matter. It is not necessary for the
svoman of modest means, who loves, for
instance, dainty laces, to select a poor
imitation of a real hand-made design.
The stores everywhere provide her with
beautiful “fancy’ laces that imitate
nothing, but appear upon their own
charming, attractive merits, laces pro-
duced by almost miraculous intricate
machine processes—delicate of pattern,
dainty as a cobweb and beautiful
enough in effect to satisfy any but a
critic lavish of means and so prodigal of
money and the rarities it can provide
that nothing in the world is quite right
or quite good enough for satiated tastes,
No, there is a very great difference be-
tween the meretricious materials which
tempt 80 many women and those which
are inexpensive yet desirable and beau-
tiful, and one has only to make a holi-
day tour of our Stores, now so brilliantly
and temptingly arrayed, to perceive
with her own eyes this particular differ-
ence and distinction.

.

ete.

Red in every tone and semi-tone is in
high fashion this winter, not only as a
prominent ACCessory, but forming en-
gire gowns, wraps, and head-coverings.
Formerly American women employed
this color with greatest caution, and left
red to be lavishly and artistically used
by the French. All that is changed, and
:.l.xe gay Parisienne is no more prodigal
with aggressive colors than we—only,
a French woman knows intuitively how
to mix and mingle her tones. She never
adopts a color for a very long time, and
she never wears the same gown long
enough to have it bear its date or tire
the eyes of her contemporaries. A
French woman keeps alert, vigilant, in-
terested pace with Fashion in all her
flights, but many of our countrywomen
and nearly all English women are apt
to toil in the wake of that erratic deity.

. % *

Some of the new princess gowns are

rendered most picturesque by their

waist and sleeve effects, and they are
charming on a slender rounded figure,
and often on one not so slender that is
well proportioned. A very stylish model
worn recently was made of powderblue
cloth combined with powderblue corded
silk of very rich lustrous quality. Blue
and gold iridescent passementerie edged
all the silk accessories, and also bor-
dered the hem of the seven-gored cloth
skirt. Accompanying this gown was a
cape of the cloth, with a very deep col-
lar of brown velvet inlaid everywhere
with the glittering trimming in elabor-
ate arabesque designs, this collar edged
with sable. The very high standing
collar had a number of sable tails in
front forming a cort of drooping boa.
The entire wrap was lined with a shot
silk, barred with brown satin.
* % *

Fox, rabbit, baby lamb, deodorized
skunk, and other inexpensive pelts have
for several years been dyed and given
various attractive titles as furs for
wraps and trimmings, and now we hear
that Doucet has introduced little bolero
jackets on some of his handsome cloth
costumes, that are made of dressed and
dyed cows’ skin. The fud is pronounced
far prettier than ts title would imply,
“it being close and full, but flatter than
sealskin, and more supple than cara-
cule.,” It is yet to be discovered
whether prejudice or sentiment will
keep people from wearing cowskin coats
and baby-calf trimmings.

* ® *

How extremely fantastic and ornate
in style many of the season’'s mewest
bodices are, only those who have an op-
portunity of seeing them en masse can
by any possibility imagine. It was very
reasonably supposed that when
trimed skirts came in again in overdec-
orated bodices would go out, but this
Box-and-Cox arrangement does not
seem to appeal to fashion. Winter skirts
bid fair to rival the bodice In excess of
elaboration, and the delightful simpli-
city in woman’s attire which not long
ago was so marked has now almost en-
tirely vanished—tailor-made gowns and
velvet evening toilets excepted.

» * *

Many of the fashionable bodices of the
season for day wear represent a very
short single-breasted bolero or other
fancy jacket, or a double-breasted shape
which reaches no lower than the bust.
A very deep ceinture comes up to meet
the jacket, and this gives the effect of
a shorter and thicker waist than has
been popular for many years, and young
women and girls seem without that wil-
lowy grace with which poetic sentiment
always invested tall and slender mai-
dens.

* % *»

Smart little coat bodices made of satin
brocade in various dainty colorings are
worn by fashionable young women with
afternoon gowns of black or dark-col-
ored material in silk and wool, moire, or
figured satin. The bodice opens over a
full vest of some airy fabric shirred or
pleated over colored silk and banded
with lace insertion. The short frilly
basque is lined with a matching color
of silk, and is belted at the back and on
the sides where the belt disappears,
leaving the front of the coat bodice free,
banding only the lower edge of the full
vest in front.

* ® %

A smeart little Paris gown of sage-
g1ay cloth has a seven-gored skirt and
a charming coat-bodice, cut with bolero
fronts, and arranged with a pleated
and cascaded jabot of Danish red and
green checked silk. This jabot parts,
revealing a narrow white repped silk
vest covered with iridescent bead-gimp.
The bodice is finished with a pointed
girdle made entirely of the glittering
trimming.

* %® =

Among demi-dress toilets coat-bodices
with jacket-fronts and pleated belted
Russian backs are worn with vests of
some rich brocade or of a diaphanous
textile, accordion-pleated and draped
over plain satin of some becoming tint.
Long slender tabs lined with contrast-
ing color are cut at the back of many
of the cloth bodices, while others are
battlemented both back and front. Flat
bretelles are tabled and deeply pointed,
standing out well on the shoulders and
often continuing on in a tapering form
to the waist-line. As a rule, the high
flaring collar is tabled and lined to cor-
respond.

= % =

A “picture hat,” although most be-
coming, and grown more and more fash-
jonable, has its responsibilities. The
woman who wears it with a box coat, a
reefer jacket, or an English cut-away,
finished with a manly necktie and scarf
pin, is guilty of a heinous offense. The
graceful lines of the picture hat, with
its soft, sweeping plumes and dainty
velvet flowers, cannot properly be worn
with anything masculine or even severe
in its effect. To thus treat this beautiful
head-covering would be a crime against
the laws of art, good taste and consis-
tency.

® = =

Small sable or seal capes with narrow
edges of grebe, with one long pointed
end to cross the bust and fastened at
the side of the waist are charming,
suggesting the crossed neckerchief of a
Puritan maiden.

* = »

Soft Liberty wools and silk and wool
mixed Liberty crepes are much used
for dresy tea-gowns.

PSRRI

CUPID THE FIDDLER.

In a strange little village, somewhere
in England, lived Prissy Emlet. Pec-
prle sometimes strayed very near her
home, and strayed away agewn tired
and hungry, longing for sign of hu-
man creatures, when all the time they
kad been looking right over the tops
of a score of caimmneys, old chimneys’
wrapped about with ivy ard house-
leek, whence if the wind had lain aright
they might have savored of frizzling
bacon and eggs. Stomachs, braced by
the keen air o¢f the plain, and the fear
of never smelling anything more sub-
stantial, would have been irresistibly
drawn on by such means, in spite of
the fact that there was naught but dun
grass from their feet to the wind-hole;
but if they had followed their noses,
‘they would certainly have heard some-
thinrg soon, a rusty pump braying, the
thud of chopping, the crying of babes
or the crowing of cocks. Spurred by
the sound, they would at last have won
sight of a wisp of blue smoke arising
from tke ground, and so have lighted
cn Little Dinder, lying curled up like
a field mouse in a hollow of the great
green blanket, with pinfoid, pump,
church, and perscnage, springing up
with an inn and eighteen cottages to
look after them, beside a rough chalk
road, which a few miles back over the
brow was but a faint track. And there
was a tinkling stream, turning up un-
abtashed frem nowhere, and frisking
down the roadside as if it had been
guiding the wanderer for miles past
like a properly ccnducted watercourse.
Weary men who found thece things
were often very irritated, and would
vow that they had never seen such a
place in their lives, and that it ought
to have been marked on the map; they
wanted to know how people could live
in such a hole, and how they ever
found their way into it or out of it.
Then Prissy, as she slapped thick, salt,
glistening rashers into the frying-pan,
or raked together smcldering turves,
would say: “Lor bless ’ee, we'm able to
get here right 'nough. We'd jess look
at that tump,” indicating with her fork
a far-away clump of firs, like a pimple
on the face of the plain.

But the travelers, unless they were
cld, or blind, or bilious, looked not at
the clump, but at Prissy, for she was
goodly to look at, sweetly slender, di-
vinely tall, and generally half blinded
by a drifted wisp of golden hair, which
needed tucking under a thick net with
a rounded arm. Nature, the ever young
Mistress of Arts, had taught her to
lcok at one in a kind of accidental,
dreamy manner, and to retire into her-
self as a down rabbit dives into its
burrow. But her little ways were all
her own, and when she looked at a
man so she did not know quite what
he thought about those eyes of hare-
bell blue, and when she so dived, she
dived in a spasm of fear that there was
a smut on her nose.

Now, it fell out that Robert Ross of
the Mill took certain teggs of his fa-
ther’s, certain lambs, and certain fat
beasts to Langston stock sale; and hav-
ing sold well ha drank well, and wended
home as the sun turned back. When he
came to the chalk pit on the Thousand
Acre, by reason of the liquor that was in
him he took the left-hand track after
the three stones, and then bare leftward
at the Gibbet, which, as every man
knows who is sober, is the way to Din-
der, and never to Mallop, Therefore his
long legs brought him into the inn at
Dinder,as Prissy wasgetting herfather’s
supper against he came back from
Langston; and when Prissy came in
from the kitchen and looked at him in
that way of hers, or ever he was aware
his soul made him like the chariots of
Amminadib, and he could scarcely gasp,
“Quart, please, miss.”

After a score or so sips at his cider, his
heart rose within him and he conversed.
He said it was a cold day, and he said
it was a bit coldish, and he said it was
cold coming up by Thousand Acre.
Somewhat later he said it was dampish,
and main sharp in the wind; and he
said it did blow a bit wettish, but he
thought the rain would not come till
the change of the moon. Then he said
it was cool for the time of the year, and
Prissy looked at him, and he immedi-
ately perceived it was a warm evening,
and said so.

Then the little wan'ton god stirred him
up with his poisoned dart, and he be-
came anxious about Prissy’s health,
and inquired after it twice. In the full-
ness of his sympathy he even expressed
the hope that she would put a bit of
something soft round her pretty head
when she went out and not get cold,
or let the sun harm her. Then Prissy's
mother wanted her, and Robert went
to sleep with his curly poll on the
scrubbed table hard by his blue mug.

A couple of hours later the rector’s
roan came cornwards at a great pace
over the turf, and it took some persua-
sion to make him stop at the inn. How-
ever, the withered little rector was his
master, and burly John Emlet alighted
carefully, with a coffin-shaped case un-
der his arm and a round box in his hand,
and Dbade the rector good day, and
thanked him kindly, and said his Prissy
should be round at half-past 6. The
thump of the aforesaid case being de-
posited upon the table aroused Robert
from his reposing, and he watched Pris-
sy's blush as her father unlocked the
brown case and produced a fiddle.

“Well, I never did,” said Mrs. Emlet.
“To think of the rector’'s a-wantin to
teach my gel that thing! A pretty fig-
ure you'll cut, Priss!”

“I'll warrant she'd make a fine play-
er,” her father sald, pa'tting her shoul-
der fondly; “and it do seem to I as 'tis
more a wimmin's thing than a man’s
thing, all a tweedleein’ and a twiddle-
diddlin’ about.”

Prissy said nothing, but she looked at
the fiddle and a string broke. “There
now,” said she, ‘‘the old thing's gone
and broke of its own self! Now how
about half-past 6?7

Then Robert stretched out a hand for
the fiddle. “Give it to I,” said he;
“may be I can mend 'n.” He was an
ingenious young chap, and soon learned
the twist and the hitch that makes a
string catch. He repaired the damage
and handed the fiddle back to Priss, or
would have handed it back if she had
not raised her eyes and made him drop
it.

“I dow’t know if thee be clever or
clumsy, young man,” grumbled John,
overlooking it tenderly; ‘“‘but 'tis a-har-
nessed up again all right, sure enough,
Priss. Better take 'n away, lass, afore
he drops 'n again.”

“Be'est a-going to play him thyself,
then?" asked Bob.

“Ah, I be,” replied rosy Prissy, trip-
ping away with her treasure.

“Parson’s fad, that is. He would have
it that our Priss had a hand for the
fiddle, and a ear for'm too. Come o’
singin’ in the choir,” explained the proud
parent. ‘“‘Parson, he've got a band.
Thur's lots a-learning. Young Jakes
have a-got a flute in it, and Noah, he's
in it with that there foozle-pipe o’ his'n.

it. Play a big fiddle, he do, wot they
calls a vermicello. A big un, it is.”

“Young Toby from Warmster End?”

llAh?il

““Who learned him to play?”’

“Learned hisself.”

Bob’s imagination was not naturally
fertile, nor had it been developed by ex-
ercise. Nevertheless it rapidly sketched
out for him a very vivid picture of
handsome, black-haired young Toby
wreathing himself about a big fiddle
with a foreign name, irradiated by the
sunshine of the look. Straightway he
took a great resolution; with heaven's
help he, Robert, would have a bigger
fiddle than Toby's, and would play it
louder.

Fired with the new fervor, he marched
to the rectory and rang the bell without
allowing time for cold thought. A gra-
cious smell of supper preceded the maid
who opened the oaken door, and Parson
Potts came out rubbing his hands.
“Well, my boy, how are you, eh? Where
do you come from? Ross, Ross, son of
old David Ross of Mallup Mill, eh? Bless
my soul, how you boys do grow! And
how’s your father, and my very good
friend, the vicar, en? And those Welsh
sheep of his? Ha! Ha! no keepin 'em
in, en? Ah, I said how it would be. And
what are you doing over here, eh?”

Robert explained how that he had
heard tell of a band and wanted to be
in it. He told the rector that he was
fond of music; he said he knew his notes
and he otherwise lied unto the spiritual
man.

“Well, and what are you going to play,
eh?”

Robert scratched his head. ““Have ’'ee
got ee'r a big un,” he inquired, “‘a rare
big un, one o’ them there very big uns?”

“A big one, eh?”

“Ah; one o them there grandfather
fiddles, a real big un?”

“H'm! Well, curiously enough, Ross,
that's just the thing we do require; and
if you can get hold of one, and if you are
musician enough to teach yourself how
to play it, you might make yourself very
useful. Only, you must come regularly,
and eleven miles is a long way to bring
a big fiddle.”

“Oh, I can get here right enough, if
g0 be as I can get he here.”

“Well, I don’t knew where he’s to
come from,” said ‘the rector, rubbing
his chin meditatively. ‘“Matt Slocombe,
the cobhbler at Leverell, is the only
man I ever met about these parts who
played the bass.”

“Well, T'll get me over and see he.
Good-night, parson.”

“Come back a minute, Ross. Wouldn't
you like to stop and see the practice
to-night? It begins at 6:30; but I
suppose you have a long walk, eh?”

Robert needed no second invitation;
so at 6:30, after supper in the tool-
house (that being the social position
assigned to him by ithe rector’'s wife,
a childless and punctilious person
whose stepfather had been married to
a lady of title), at 6:30, we say, when
the supper tray had been removed, and
the shears, and the syringes, and the
netting, and the model reaping ma-
chine, and the cricket bags, and the
garden lights had been hustled away,
and candles had been stuck all around
upcn the sills, distant quacks and
bleats, as of 4 simple creature in agony,
arose beyond the shrubbery, and anon
there was a heavy knock at the door,
and a heavy young man creaked ap-
prehensively into the candle light,
gleaming with soap and attired in the
raiment of the Sabbath.

“Why, Ross, what be ’ee a-doing
here?” he inquired with no great cor-
diality.

Robert explained that he had receivel
a particular invitation from the rector
to attend on purpose to give him any
hints as to the appearance or abilities
of the band; and Noah eyed him sus-
piciously, sucking glumly at his clari-
net and occasionally gurgling into the
instrument obscure reflections of his
uneasiness.

Then, from far away, sounds shrill
and plaintive floated on the air, as of
scme spirit of the wind bemoaning the
departure of the pleasant summer time.
As these strains drifted down the hill
there was the sound of a woman’s
laugh, whereat Robert fidgeted in his
corner and Noah =niffed deliberately.
But in came the rector, fiddle in hand,
and he turned it and skirled up and
down in an incidental and semi-con-
scious manner which was very impres-
sive. Then entered young Jakes the
flutist, and a man from Crow Clump,
five miles away, with a bassoon. Still
appeared no sequel to the laugh; and
at last 'the rector saying, “Well, I think,
friends, we'll make a stanrt,” doled out
to each his por'tion of the feast of sound
contained on slips of manuscript. As
they unloosed the pent flood of musical
emotion, the door opened and revealed
Prissy Emlet in such a bonnet, with
pink ribbons in the latest London fash-
ion. Bewildering, bewitching, but
heavens and earth! enter young Toby,
with a smile on his detestable face,
a new red kerchief around his hateful
neck, and (could it be?) a rose affixed
to his abominable green coat. Oh, thou
little blind god! how did thy tiny ar-
rows rankle as Toby laid down the
new violin case, and with his great leg-
of-mutton thumbs unfastened the
straps, while the rector smiled most
knowingly upon the two, for he loved
sweethearts and their ways, being still
young at heart. And then Toby's own
green bag—oh, Ananias, he said he
could not get the string undone! “Look,
oee, Miss Emlet, ’tis this yere knot:”
and 'then, of course, what could Prissy
do but untie it nimbly, for Toby to
skake cut the biggest fiddle of the
whole band? ’'Tis no wonder that Rob-
ert, blue and bubbling, darted glances
sparky as the fireworks which boys
make of ink and gunpowder.

The rector played upon Prissy’s fid-
dle, just to try the tone, she sitting be-
side him and watching him gratefully;
and everybody murmured “Yurr, yurr!”
and clapped when he concluded, saying,
“You've got a good fiddle there,my dear:
we'll soon make a good player of you.”
Prissy flushed prettily, but Robert
could not catch her eye, try as he might,
for Noah, and Jakes, and the man from
Crow Clump were trying to catch it
also.

Robert’s soul grew dark within him;
but the rector said, “Life let us cher-
ish,” and they cherished upon their va-
rious instruments with grim energy and
loling tongues. It mattered but little
how loud the co-operatiye sound might
wax, the pre-eminent Toby easily bored
through the whole mass with his ver-
micello. Robert could hear naught else,
and as he listened a longing grew on
him for a fiddle as large as a cow, some-
thing that should make the strains con-
tributed by Toby peak and dwindle to a
midge’s song.

By and by the artists stayed for
breath and to dry their heads; and then
the rector conducted each one separate-
ly through his part, and Toby made
two mistakes. When he crowed up on
the word cherish, like a callow rooster,
Bob said, ‘““Coop, coop, coop,” as one
calls fowls to feed. Everyone laughed
except crimson Toby, who, glowering
beneath his black brows, pressed his

Oh, ah, and thus’'s young Toby, he’s in

s s

closed fist against his nose, and the

v
men grinned over their shoulders at
Bob. The rector looked over too, twink-
ling wickedly, and shook his head re-
provnigly, but Prissy laughed.

They played “How Beautiful Upon
the Mountains,” and the ‘“High Road
to Linton” and “Haste to the Wed-
ding”: but “Life Let Us Cherish” was
what they whistled as they put their
instruments up after practice, because
they had worked the hardest at that
tune.

“Now, we shall go in for our first les-
son?” said the rector te Prissy, and the
sharp Ifttle god whispered kindly into
Bob’s ear, “Go thou likewise,” so Bob
stuck out his elbows and protruded his
thorax, and, with an affable nod to the
rest of ithe party, followed his maid
through the house door into the rectory
hall.

“La, Mr. Ross, be that you?" said
Priss. “I thought you was miles away."”

“Hullo! who's that?” said the rector,
and Bob explained that he had been
meditating upon a big fiddle, and did
not the rector think a man might make
one who was main clever with his
hands? The rector thought that per-
haps such a man might make some sort
of an instrument if he had a pattern.
Then, said Robert, he would go over
and measure the fiddle at Leverell, and
make one, and so he bade the rector
good night. But he bade not Prissy any
good night, for little Cupid whispered,
“Tarry thee in the shrubbery, oh Bob,
and wait for her,” and he sat him down
and waited for half an hour, and pres-
ently out came Prissy, fiddle in hand.
She did not seem very startled at Bob's
considerate cough, though she did say
“Mercy, how you made I jump!” and
she gave unto him her fiddle to bear,
when he pleaded for it, and made him
happy. During the short walk to the
inn there was not much conversation.
Robert merely adverted to the warmth
of the weather, and said that the wind
was a bit dampish, whereat Prissy
laughed softly, and he could not con-
verse further. Then she took up the
conversation and asked him if he pro-
posed to join the band, which he ad-
mifted to be possible; and then they
were at home. He would not go in, for
he was much too happy to fight, and
struck off across the flank of the hill in
the moonlight, for he had eleven miles
to walk. All the way he was warm
and happy, and even when his mother
put her nightcap out of the window and
told him that they had all given him up
for dead and that his father would tan
his hide in the morning, he cared not a
rap. But his father did no tanning in
the morning, for Bob had made good
sales.

€0 soon as he could he walked the
thirteen miles to Leverell, and returned
the same day in the strength of his
love with measured drawings of his
ideal, which he stuck up in the little
office above the mill pool and pondered
over while he made out his father’s
bills. The traditional design seemed
to him capable of improvements; he
did not admit the necessity of making
curved sides unless a man had only
billets to work with, so he planned his
viol with straight sides, hollowed
squarely by the bridge. And, for that
he was a larger man than Matthew
Slccombe of Leverell, he built it about
nine feet high. The strings he arranged
to tighten with an invention of his own,
based upon the principle of the mill
sluice, and he designed to actuate the
three screws with a bed key. These
and other developments cost him many
sleepless nights; and when he had per-
fected his designs, he sent to the black-
smith for the machinery and by the
carrier for the timber from Sandbury,
and for five weeks he wrought in his
spare time, rising early and working
late, and only once calling over at Din-
der for a mug of cider. The finger
beard gave him the greatest trouble,
but by cutting up his cricket bait he
finally won a fair result. On the third
day of the fifth week, when the carrier
brought his strings, he found that his
sluice arrangement did not provide
sufficiently fine adjustmenit, and that
unless he tuned his strings at both ends
he could not approach within a tone of
the note he desired. Accordingly he
put nuts at the bottom, and twisted
them around with a spanner.

Placed in the sack scale, the embodi-
ment of Robert }{055 ambition weighed
nirnety-six pounds; and it was with a
face lit with honest pride and anticipa-
tion that he hoisted it on his back one
Turesday afternoon and set off to prove
it at Little Dinder. He had invented
some rope work wherewith he clothed
himself, as it were, with his viol, and
kept it clear of the earth; but he took
a long time to mount the hillside, al-
beit the wind was at his back, and be-
fore he had traversed two of the eleven
miles he was feeling tired, strong man
though he was. For this reason he
took off his coat and hitched it over the
projecting neck of the machine, pre-
senting thereby such an unnatural and
even appalling appearance as to make
every living creature he approached
shy wildly from him. By the time he
had won Dinder Down he was pale and
faint; he would perhaps never have
arrived at his destination had he not
discerned another figure, of somewhat
similar aspect, blotting the expanse in
the direction of Toby’s home.

But try as he might there was no
making headway with ninety-six
pounds of machinery bearing him
down; and Robert witnessed his rival
disappear over the edge of the plain
bhalf an hour and more before he gained
the road; and while he staggered and
slid uvon the white mud (for it had
rained and the wind blew high), he bit-
terly reflected that Toby was all the
time warmly ensconced in the corner
of the settle, probably joking with
Prissy. The gale which blew off the
hill compelled Robert into a run. Some
one saw him and raised such a ery of
“Lawk-a-mussy! what's that a-com-
ing down th'ill?"” that everybody came
out, and lo, & great bird-shaped crea-
ture like a ptérodactyl, flapping black
wings and scuttling on muddy legs.

The apparition raced stifily up to the
door of the inn and halted with a loud
explosion (for one of the gut cables had
given way from the damp), and stolidly
undressing himself of his *invention,
Robert Ross crept out and sought the
fireside. Toby was there, with boots
cléan and shining hair and clean Sab-
bath coat. Even as Robert looked, he
soughit in his green bag and from its
depths produced a comb. Bob meant
smiting him without further parley,
solely on the ground of that comb, but
Prissy brought him a mug of cider, and
said: “Let I ‘have that there coat to
dry'n. Gracious, how wet the poor man
be!” Then they all crowded round, and
talked of his invention, and Bob ex-
plained its salient features and pieced
the broken string. So the dangerous ten-
sion passed away, and when his coat
was dry and he felt refreshed, he set off
to exhibit at the rectory.

The rector seemed deeply impressed
and became thoughtful. “Have you
tried its tone?” he inquired.

Robert had not done so. They there-
fore screwed the cords up to G, D and
A, the apparatus creaking apprehen-
sively. Then 'the rector rubbed the big
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bow with rosin and, pulling up his shirt-
cuffs, retired to the rear flank, as a gun-
ner sidles clear of his weapon before he
ignites the fuse.

The effect of the trial was superb,
and repaid all that Robert Ross had
suffered. The top string bellowed with
a grinding pungency which developed a
kind of sneezing sensation at the back
of the palate; the string in the midst
emitted a large sour boom which rat-

tled the teeth together umless one
clenched them; but the lowest string—
ah, that was a masterpiece! When
you got the bow home on that string,
small objects on tables and shelves
danced solemnly, windows rattled,
cakes of plaster descended from the
ceiling, lights fluttered and flickered,
and the air was filled with quaking

gloom. It was a grand string indeed!
The rector, having investigated the
instrumenit, explained where the differ-
en tones and semitones might be found,
and they drove nails into the side of the
somew hile ericket bat to mark the posi-
tions; bellows-nail, hob-nail,
nall, screw nail, tin tack;
tack was the same as the bellows nail
on the next string.
system prove that in about an hour's
time Robert had mastered the bass of
“Life Let UsCherish,” and had blistered

the various nailheads.

While the rector and his pupil were
studying, the ddor was flung open, and
the cowman ran in with a look of great
anxiety and a pail of hot waver. He
stood open-mouthed for some moments.
“What is it, John?" asked the rector.

“Lord be praised, 1 thought as
Dolly were down afore her time,” said
John. “Reuben Tummit, he come a-
running round to I, And he said: ‘John,
one of youer cows is'down; if I was you
I should go and look to her purty sharp

for she’s powerful bad by the sound.’
So I says to he, ‘Reuben, it can't be
one of ouer cows;' and he says, ‘It is
one o' youer cows, I tell 'ee; 'tis old

Doll come down,” and 1 thought 'twas
old Dolly sure."”

“Oh, no, it’'s Bob’s Big One,” said the
rector, and so it got christened.

That was a delightful evening for
Bob. Prissy watched him and he made
louder sound and more of it than all
the other men in the room put together.
Wken Toby, crouching over his ’cello,
would clutch its neck and carve sav-
agely at it, Bob would stand erect and
touch up his center string; but if To-
by attempted any fancy work, tickling
and picking with his fingers, Bob would
let go the big string and drown him
head over ears. It was fine. If Robert
strayed the parson would cry to him,
“First bellows-nail, please, Ross,” or
“Second hob nail, Robert,” as the
case might be; and, when he desired
modulations, he called, “Look out, Rob-
ert, sharp coming!” So things went
very smoothly, and the parson’'s lady
came in to see this wonderful instru-
ment which was Kkeeping her fowls
awake.

For the ingenious young man the
evening was full of hints by which he
profited against the future. Accord-
ingly, come next week, when Toby
walked over behind a Warmster boy
who carried his green bag in state,
there was a blot moving two miles
ahead of him on the plain, which blot
was Robert Ross, driving a donkey
cart with his Big One therein. When
it was unloaded. “Law, Robert, what
be they tits on thy fiddle?” people in-
quired. Then Bob explained that he
kad built a cupboard and two drawers
in the front to hold things; and he got
out from one a necktie and a pair of
bcots, and some honey for Priss out
of the other,

Still his fancy urged him on to new
amendments, and late next Tuesday
afternoon the Dinder folk, hearing a
great rattling and bumping, perceived
that Robert had mounted his Big One
on wheels and was trundling it down
the hill. The axle was detachable and
took off when he wished to perform
on the vehicle.

Prissy appeared much impressed by
his ingenuity and his neckties: she was
Kind to him, and when she looked the
look, there was a tiny something at
the back of it which made Bob’s heart
beat quickly. Toby purchased an iron
peg for his instrument, and weekly in-
vested in a brass box for the strings:
but for some reason he appeared to
make no headway.

At last things came to a crisis. It had
been a pouring wet week and the Darle
was in flood. There was no getting on
to the hill from Warmster or from Mal-
lep either, for the swollen river ran be-
tween over ford and bridge. But when
Tuesday morning dawned gray and
dripping, Robert arose with an idea. All
the forenoon he labored at it with pitch
and with paint, and at the turn of the
day he embarked upon his Big One,
having slackened off the strings suffi-
ciently to afford comfortable sitting-
room. After an uneventful passage he
drifted against willow on the further
side, and arrived at Dinder in time for
practice. E\'eryone was astonished to
see him, and commended the young man
man’s resource and industry; but Phissy
as they walked up to the practice-room.
said that it was very wrong of him to
have gone on the water upon his viol.
Bob asked why. She answered (very
low), “Beause you might have been
drowned.” Bob set down his craft in-
side the doorway of the empty room and
said bravely, groping out with one arm
(for the thumping of his heart dimmed
his eyes), “Should ’ee care then, Prissy?
Should ’ee, should ’ee?”

Prissy nodded, and began to cry, for
fear—for fear——

Long after this, and far from Dinder,
I came up their garden one evening,
when their son and his wife and their
children had been paying them a visit,
for I wanted to hear all about the boys.
The old lady was sprinkling linen: the
old gentleman was smoking and staring
intently at his hollyhocks.

“Ah, fine boys they be,” said Prissy;
“and young Bob, he do take after his
grandad wonderful, he do. And as fond
o' musie!”

The old man awoke from his reverie.
“Evening, Parson,” he said.

“What are you dreaming about, Bobh?"”
I asked.

“That there old cradle,” he answered.
“It were a double-bass once. Ah!” And
l.'xe told me this which I have written.

“Yes,” said Prissy, with a sunny sigh,
“it's a getting a bit old now. But 'tis a
good old thing. 1It's been a cupboard,
and a cart, and a boat, and a meal-
chest, and a dresser, and a cradle; and
I'll be bound as the old man’s a schem-
ing to make something else out on it
yet, ain’t ye, father?”

“Ah, I be,” said Bob. “I was just a-
thinkin’ then, ’tis the very thing as we
want for that chicken-coop.”—Mac-
millan’s Magazine.
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“I am Iinpxpresslb)rﬂry. Mr. Smith-
ers,” she said, “to learn that when you
called the other day Tiger bit you.”
“Oh, that's all right,” he said, with a
forced effort to be cheerful.
“No, it ain’t,” she sobbed, “the dear
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WILLIAM BATH.

Mr. Bath, the proprietor of the A e
Hotel of Sacramento, says: 1 take
pleasure in calling the attention
public to one of our home instituti
the Sacramento Sanitarium, mor i

brass |

but the tin |

So eflicient did the |

his fingers severely by the friction of |

old !

little fellow has been ill ever since.”—|

i
larly known as The Neagle Medical Insu-
| tute, located at 72434 K street

| For more than one year 1 have been a
| great sufferer from kidney troubles, with
catarrh of the nose and throat [ had -

v constipation and indigestion with
bloating of my stomach after eating L
| had pains in my back and extending int
! my hips, The least exertion would g1
fatigue me and 1 felt tired all the
My nose and throat gave me great tr
tand the cough would keep me from rest-
ing at night. 1 was very nervous and

|

| gloomy and worried a great deal ab¢

| my condition. b :

| 1 was treated by several doctors in Sac-
ramento, but got little or no relief. I w
a great many statements in the new

papers from persons who had been tre
and cured at The Neagle Medical Inst

and [ went there to investigate. F
| the fine collection and display of ins
| ments and medicines which 1 saw in
laboratories and operating rooms 1 w

quickly satisfled that the Institution
strer h and ability, and I put myself
der the treatment of Dr. Neagle and a

ciates. Now, after a few months’ treat-
ment, [ am a well man. 1 never got s
quick relief in my life

Some time ago my son Nicholas, from
exposure to cold, had a very severs -

tack of inflammation of the internal ea
from which he suffered a great deal.

Dr. Neagle promptly cured him

With this experience I can recommend
all persons who have any dise to
to The Neagle Medical Institute and
treated

Dr. Neagle and associates
all Chronic Diseases and Di s of t
Eye, Ear, Throat and Lungs, Liver, He¢ 5
| Kidney, Bladder, Brain, Catarrh, Asthma,
{ Rheumatism, Bronchilis, Headache, Deaf-
| nes
{ N
[ Eczen
| Hemor
’ forms of
caAses
f NERVOUS DISEASES and NERVOUS
| PROSTRATION made a specialty
NEAGLE MEDICAL INSTIT 3
PHYSICIANS and SURGEONS, loca
permanently at 7243 K STREET, Sacr
mento.

treat and «

Diseas:«

ll1s and Malaria, Skin :
Dropsy,

Diabetes, Dyspepsia,
, Scrofula, Chronic Diarrhea,
hoids and Rectal Troubles, and all
Sores, Blood and Wasting Dis-

PINEAPPLE.

A Delicacy Cheapr Enough for
Everyday Use.

Grated Pineapple, 2-pound can, 10¢
Chopped Pineapple, 3-pound ean, 15¢

KILGORE & TRACY,
Cash Grocers,
N. E. CORNER EIGHTH AND J STREETS
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The Leading Paper of the.ln-,
terior of California.

The pioneer journal,
which, from early
years in the history of
the coast, has main-
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The<_ 1
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San Francisco leading Journal.
dailies, and sustaining

the fullest public confi- e
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Clean in all depart
meuis, and therefore
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The best paper for the
. Homeseeker, for the
Merchant, Farmer, Me-
chanic and all who
desire the full news of
the day presented in a
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cleanly manner.




