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Sperience of Reh'rend Qnacko Strong.

Swidg dat gate wide, 'Postle Peter,
Ring de big bell, beat de geng,
Sainls and martyrs den will meet dar
Brudder, Reb'rend Quacke Strong,

Turn de guard out, Gin’ral Michae
Arms present, de line along,

Let de band play “Conk’ring Her
For de Rebrrend Quacko Strong.

Joseph march down wid your bredren,
Tribes an’ banners musterin’
Speechies of weleome from ole
Angwer, Reb’rend Quacko Strong.

Tune your harp strings tight, King David,
Sing vour good Ole Hundred song,

Let de seraphs dance wid eymbals

'Round de Reb’rend Quacko Strong,

Angles hear me yell Hosanner,
Hear my duclem speritool song;
Halleluyer; I'm a comin’,

I'm de Rob’rend Quacko Strong.

Mauake dat white robe radder spacious,
And de waist-belt 'strondn’ry long,
’Cause 'twill take soem room in glory
For de Reb'rend Quacko Strong.

What! Noone at de landin’!

"Pears like sufl’in "nudder’s wron
Guess I'll gib dat sleepy Peter
Fite—from Reb'rend Quacko Strong,

What & narrer little gateway!
My! dat gate win hard to move,
“Who am dat# says "Postle Peter
From de parapet above,

Unele Peter, dov't you hnow me—

Me a shinin® light so long ¥
Why de berry niggers call me
Good ole Reb'rend Quacko Strong.

Dun'no me—de ghoutin® precher,

i * hull hog Wesleyan too;

Whar' in de woods you've been a lofin’?
Some old rooster’s bodder’d you.

I reckon.  Why! I've convarted
Hundreds o' durkies in song,
Dun’no m«! nor yet my mussa!
U'm de Reb'rend Quacko Strong.

Hark to that ar’ eur'us roarin’
Far away but rollin® nigher;

See de arcflle drajon flyin',

Head lika night and moufob fire!

"Tis de berry king ob debbils,
An’ he am rushin’ right along,
Oh, dear Peter, please Lo open
To Class-leader Quacko Strong.

Ole Nick's comin’, T can feel it
Getting warmer all about,

Oh, my rood, kind Kurnel Peter,
Let me in, 'm all too stout,

To go 'long wid Major Satan

Into dat warm climate "mong

Fire an’ brimstone.  Hear me knockin?
Ole chureh member* Quacko Strong,

Dat loud noise am comin’ nearer,

Dretlle smell like powder smoke;
'Nuddersereceh!  Good heaben help me—
Lord, forgib dis poor old moke.

Allers was so berry holy,

Singin’ and prayin’ extra long;
Now de debhle's gwine to catch me.
Poor ole nigger, Quacko Strong,

Hi! dut gateswing back a little,
Mighty squeezin’ to get roo!
Ole Appuliyon howlin’ louder,
Everything around am blue.

Bang de gate goes! an’ Belzebub,

Bunch ob wool upon his prong,

Goes along without de soul ob

Missabul sinner, name eb Strong.
! e USSP,

MY FATHER’S WIFE.

I had alway been a wild, wayward, and pas-
siomate girl; but when my mother died the
sorrow I felt for t' ¢ loss of one who had oeen
80 dear to me toned down for the time my
bold spirit, and my father, a remarkably even.
mindded und domesticated man, viewed with
delight what he thought would prove a per-
manent change in my disposition, After the
loss of my mother we kept but little company,
although [ oceusionplly went to o quiet even-
Ing party.

It was a private ball that I first met ayoung
geutleman named Melford. T was then nine-
teen, and Mr. Melford was about two years
my senior. The young man was hundsome
in his person and agrecable in his manners.
An acquaintance sprung up between us; it
was aclandestine one, for Mr. Melford told me
that for eertain reasons he must for the pres-
ent declin 1introduction to my family,

I did votrefleet upon the strangeness of this
secrecy, for mine was that foolish age which
disclaims common sense and defies romance.
Beside, I gave o pretty shrewd guess as to
what  Mr. Mellords reasons  were; he
was, I thought, poor and honorable, and his
seneative disposition would, of course, expe-
rlence o shook if brought in con-
tact with so ealculating and worldly-minded
& man a8 my father. Notthat my father was
harsh or unkicd, but, like most all city men,
he looked upon all sublunary affairs from a
Eruclir-lu point of view. Would, he therefore,

¢ likely 1o encourage as a suitor for the hand
of his daughter, one who had not attained a
firm footing in the world ¥

I shall never forget the day on which Arth.
ur Melford confessed his love for me.  We had
met by stealth. I was certainly scarcel

repared for an avowal so soon; and when

eft him that day and reflected that I had tac-
itly plighted myself to a young man who, I
wus obliged lo confess, was surrounded by a
halo of mystery tha tshould at leust have made
me cautious, I could not blind mysell to the
fact that, notwithstanding any confidence in
Mr. Melford’s hono, rI had done a very fool-
ish thing. There must surely have been in-
fused in my disposition something of my fath-
er’s practical spirit, of my love would never
have been alloyed by a practicle of doubt.

Arthur Melford, Ishould mention, was an
vnder-teacher in alarge academy for boys at
Hagkney, and his worldly prospects, accord-
ing to his own account,were gloomy in the ex-
treme. It was not until the morning he de-
clared himselfl to me that he told me he was a
teacher in a school. 8till, I could pardon his
reticence, for I well understool the pride from
which it took its origin;but asI haye said be-
fore, the whispering vuice of reason told me
that I had acted somewhat foolishly.

One morning, my father, feeling slightly in-
disposed, did not go to business in the city as
usual. Oun learning that I was goiug to the
West-Evd on a shopping expedition, he de-
termined to accompany me. We dined to-
gether in town, and lonnged about Regent
street, now and then pausing to make a pur-
chase. We were thinking of returning home
when I suddenly remembered that I had
omitted to call for a small parcel 1 had left
two hours previously at the most agreeable
lounge for ludies—the London Crystal Palace.

The place was crowd.d, as it generally is at
four o'clock in the afternoon. e therelere
made our way out slowly. I detest a crowd,
aud huve a habit—a foolish one perhaps—of
hanging my head when [ find myself surround-
ed by many people. On the present occasion
I kept my eyes sednlously downcast; and
when at last, on reachinge the door, I looked
up, and breathed more freely, it was to find
myself vis-a-vis with Arthur Melford. He was
not uloné. A lady of about six-and-twenty.
well-dressed and attractive, was by his side. 1
drew a long breath, felt a strange, fluttering
setlwation about my heart, and turned very

ale,

3 I was about to pass on with my father, when
to my indescribable surprise, he stopped short
and with a bashful confusion, as unusual as
unbecoming to him, raised his hat politely to
Arthur Melford's companion, and then shook
hands with her warmly. The lady instantly
became agitated; she colored very deeply and
trembled violently as she greeted my father.
Arthur Melford seemed as much astonished
as myself.

“It is Miss Sanderson, the daughter of m
employer, the schoolmaster,” he whispered.

My father cust a hasty and suspicious

1a:ce toward 8. Could he have heard Ar-
ﬁmr‘n words?

“Florence, love,” eaid my father, ‘‘allow me
to introduce you to Miss Sanderson, a friend
of mine, I cannot say an old friend, but who is
shortly to be e

‘“Hush!"” interrupted Miss Sanderson. “Mr

Melford,” she continued hastily, “I must now
trouble you to escort me home. We shall be
late as it is. Miss Maynard,” she added, ‘“‘we
ghall, I am sure, very shortly be the best of
friends. Mr. Maynard—" E %

The speaker broke off aud hurriedly seized
my father’s hand. Arthur Melford took leave
of me, and bowed respectiully to my parent,
who eyed bim sternly, and inanother moment
both Miss S8anders and Arther were gone.

That evening I and my father gat at home
in silence. Tt was evident that he had some-
thing to say, but was nervous how to begin;
while, for my own part, the eurprise of the
unexpected meeting at the bazuar afforded
me ample food for reflection and conjecture.
Presently my father said: :

“Florence, you were no doubt a little aston-
ished at our meeting with Miss Sanderson,
whom unt | to.day you had probably never
seen. Ahem—Florencel—never.”

“The lady was a stranger to me unt!l this
afternoon, papa.” Ireplied, neryously, for I
dreaded lest may father should have discovered
something respecting my acquaintance with
Arthur Melford.

“That lady, Flurence," continued my father,
in a hesitating voice—"“that lady is shortly—is
in fact to berome——"

“A very great friend of mine., So she said
herself. and I am sure I shall be very happy,”
I broke in.

Ismiled as I spoke. T could not, for the life
of me, have restrained that smile. 1 was
what was termed a sharp girl, and quickly
jumped at a conclusion. I knew as well as
possible what would be the end of my father's
sentence, and therefore, womanlike, to in-
crease his confusion, interrupted him.

“I am eure she will become a grest friend of
yours, darling,” resumed my father: “but that
was nef precisely what T was going to say.
That lady, Miss Sanders, will shortly—ahem!
very shortly, become—"

“There papa,stuck again! Come out with it;
I know ulli abont it,” I ericd, with a merry
laugh.

“Then since you are so well informed,” #aid
my father, *I need perhaps say nothing more.
But, Floy, love, to be serious o moment, Miss
Sanderson is to become my wife.”

That solemn word “wife’sobered me direct-
ly. Miss Sanderson my father’s wife! What a
flood of wild, incoherent thourhts passed
my mind asthose simple words rang in my car.
Who was Miss Sanderson? How 1longed to
be able to read her character at a glance, to
unalyze the very virtue and [ ling of the
woman who was to supply the place of my
dead mother. It was uscless to try to think
quictly on the matter—egually useless to talk
to my farber about it then. I must wait until
I could refleet more calmly, and then I might
be able to determine whether my father was
to be congratulated or the step he was ub ut
to take, or pitied fo - his folly.

Inthe course of a day or two I learned that
my lather had been  introduced 1o Miss San-
derson ut the house of a bachelor fricnd at
Islington. The introduction had been maile, [
found out, with a vies of matrimony. My fa-
ther had told his old chum, Mr Fordyee, that
he wanted u wife; that jovial old bachelor had
instantly mentioned the daugeter of the Hack-
ney schoolinaster, as a fitting bride for iy
father, and the latter was graciously pleased
to approve of Lhe selection, and thus was the
affair brought abourt.

My father was the very soul of hanor, Al-
though a man of business, he was not a man of
the world. Even us a young man he had ney-
er sought its pleasures. A quiet evening at
home, a rubber at whist, 8 new book, were to
him never failing sources of enjoymont, and [
have often thought that a man pos.essed of
his quiet tastes and habits i8 to be enyied by
his fellows. Was it st1ange, therefore, that [
should feel anxious about the character of
Mise Banderson ? Was it singular that I asked
myself over and over again, “Will she make
my father happy

Miss Sanderson’s appearance and manners
were certuinly sugeestive of the most amiable
disposition. She was about six.and-twenty;
but a certuin staid dvineanor, combined with
a quiet, yet perfect and exceedingly graceful
and self-possession, would haye excused the
supposi.ion that she was thirty. Her features
were good, and her smile was of the sweetest,
She was well edueated, too, and posgessed of
much lterary and artistic taste. She was
cheerful, but pever frivolons; indeed her
many good qualities scemed so evenly bal-
anced that I could scarcely wonder at my fa.
ther being riveted, facinated by them. And
yet mny heart did not warm toward Miss San-
dersem. T did not feel that I could love
her; and as I became aware of it, I wondered
at my coldness, the more especially as I was
obliged to own to mysell that had any one
usked me my opinion of her who was to be-
come my lather's wile, I should have felt
bound to give a favoruble one.

1L was abont a forknight after the day I first
became aware of my father's acquaiatance
with Miss Slanderson, that the servant placed
i letter in my band, at breakfast time. The
superscription was in the hand of Arthur Mel-
ford. AtItremblingly opened the missive.
I knew my father's scrutinizing glance was
re ting upon me.

“Du not be nervous Florence,” said he: “the
letter Is T presume from Arthur Melford. 1
expected you would hear from him by this
morning’s post,and he has probably written to
ask you to see him this day. You have my
full permission to doso.”

My father resumed his T'imes. [ was speech-
less with amazement. I read my letter; it
was from Arthur—a single brief sentence,
aski¥g me to meet him in one of the parks.

“Papa,” I said when I had somewhat recov-
ered my equanimity,” you know, then, that
Arthur Melford is a friend of mine?”

“I have been aware of the fact for some
time Florence,” he replied, dryly.

I did not say anything more to my father
on the subject. At the appointed hour I met
Arthur Melford. He looked very pale, but
there was a good deal of resolntion expressed
in bis couutenance. There was evidenlly
something on his mind.

“Florence, dearest,” he said, gravely, “I have
asked you to meet me here this morn]yn = to say
good-by. and, Florence, I must ask you to for-
give wme for what I said to you a few days
since, and also forget the words that told you
of my love.”

1looked in the face of Arthur Melford; it
were a troubled, anxious look, that gave me

ain.

“But, Arthur,” said I, “why is this? Do
you mean——"

“I mean, Flor:nce,” interrupted Arthur
Melford, “that 1 am a very poor man,
such, I had no busiuess to ask you to love me;
it was eruel for me, it wasungzenerous. But 1
meant to persevere and try and win a better
fositlon in the world. T shall still persevere.

shall still plod on—cheerily, I trust—and,
Florence, the knowledge that Tam not wholy
iﬁ:i[['emnt to you will giye me courage and

ope.”

‘Pl'es—yes, Arthur,” I said, “I ghall neve:
cense to love you: but tell me, has my father
had anything to do with this chan:e

“No, not exactly,” he replied, evasively,

“Then it1s Miss Sanderson,” T said; “it is
she who—"

MHush, Florence, hush—not a word,” said
Arthur, gently,

The hot blood mounted to my cheek, as I
faveied I had got at the truth. I became ab-
sorbed in one of those sudden fits of thought
which possess the mind with all the tendency
of a dream; and as [ stood with my eyes va-
cantly fixed on the graveled pathway, I was
unconseious of everything—even of the
presence of my lover. Presently a low, gen-
tle voice whispered in my ear.

“Farewell, Floreoce, farewell! If you are
free, dearest, when retarn, I may again
know something of happiness.”

1 started from my trance. Arthur Melford
was gone, and I saw him in the distance,
walking rapidly away.

““And so it is Miss S8anderson who nas done
this; it is she who has come between me and
Arthur Melford,” I thought as I walked slow-
ly home.

Exaet;{ 4 month after my parting with
Arther Melford my father was united to Miss
Sanderson, The honeymoon was spent in
Bwitzerland, and while the happy pair were
aw .y Ivisited somefriends in the country.

I had not se 'n or heard anything further of
Arthur Melford, Both my father and his wife
were silent whenever I made any inquiries re-
specting him, and the more I reflected, more
certain did I feel that there was a greut deal
concealed behind my parenVs reticence, A
certain coolness existed between mo and my
step-mother. In this coolness I must, how-
ever, confess thut I took the initiative. 1 dis-
liked my father's wile; why, I scarcely knew.

. My father was happy, snpremelry hn‘rﬂpy in
her society, and his relations and frie con-
gratulated him on his choice. Then, too,
what could be more admirable than the un-
varying kindness with which Mrs. Maynard
treated her huaband? while, a& rezard-d my-
self, although she of course felt that there
was adifierence hetween us,she would scarcely
condescend to acknowledge its existence, and
treated me v 'th a generous affection which
made me sometimes warm toward her in
spite of myself.

But then, that sudden parting with Arthar
Melford! What was the cause of that dreary
farewell? Was it not prabable that the daugh-
ter of young Melford’s employer had found
outthat her father's usher was acquaintaned
with me, and had she not feltit her duty to
inform my father of the cladestine and pre-
sumptuous courtship of the poor and despised
young man?

Eighteen months passed away. My father
had retired from hisshare of the business in
which he had so long and so profitably en-
gaged, and we were residing in a pleasant lit-
tle retreat in a quiet watering-place on the
Kentish coast. It was Autumn. Seabridge
was getting dull; the myriads who annually
flock to the unpretending yet popular littl
town, were falling off with the yelllow leaf. In
another brief mouth they would all be gone.

‘We lingered to the lust, for my father en-
joyed the rough weather that -et in at the

beginning of October, the Seabridge pier, with
its tarpaulined sai.ors, formed his duily prom-
enade. It was the geason of the equinoctial
gales, and the casualties at zea were hecoming
frequentand serious. The autumnal visitors to
Seavridge for the benefit of their health be-
gan to experience a aifficulty in taking their
constitutional walks; trades people became
anxious about their plateglass, and like eo
many sailors on board ship, prepared for a
long spell of bad weather. " One evening we
weresested rourd a cosy fire, when a word
or two spoken Ly my step.mother tomy father
roused my curiosity to a high degree. It was
iu reference to the bad weather that Mrs.
Maynard spoke.
errible indeed at sea!” ghe said.
ship will be due soon.
safe voyage home!”

I could not catch my father's reply, but I
wondered to whom Mrs. Maynard’s remarks
bore reference.  After our early supper my
father suggested that we should take a turn
of the pier.

“There’s a fine sea running,” he said; “and
as we return to London next week we must
« ake the most of the briny.”

We readily acquiesced, and having wrapped
ourselves up in our warmest garments, set
out. The night was very dark,and the scant-
ily lighted and narrow streets of the town
looked desolate and de-erted; but round the
custom-house, which was opposite the pier,
was assem' "ed a group of sailors who, from
their cxcited demeanor, were evidently dis-
cussing gome grave calamity, We pressed
on eagerly, being anxious to learn the cause
of the excitemnent. One of the roughest and
heartiest of the old salts informed us that the
life-boat was about to set out to the reseu . of
a large clipper ship which had struck on the
Eddy Sands, the crew of the light-ship having
fired an alar rocket.

In the course of a few moments the life-brat
towed out by the steam tug, left the harbor,
As they dashed out into the pitchy darkness.
of the night a loud cheer rose from the crowd
assembled at the pier-head, and many u silent
prayer wus breathed for the safety of the gal.
lant mariners and the success of their endeay-
ors. Wedetermined to remain on the pier
until the return of the life-hoat, which,
it was said would probably be in
the course of an hour and & half. We whiled
uway the time by taking brisk pedestrain ex-
ercise and although the night was cold and
clieerless, we felt to much interested in the
fate of the good ship which had run aground
to think of any inconveniences we might ex-
perience.,

Nerrly three hours elapsed betore there
were any signs of return of the life-boat, but
at the end ol that time a shout from the ex-
peetant multitude announced that she was at
hand. A eeneral rush was made toward the
head of the pier, and in a few minutes the ves-
sel and the steam tug had glided into the
quiet waters of the harbor. The greatest excite-
ment prevailed, It was soon agscertained that
the name of the wrecked ship was the Alder.
ton, from New York. The captain and the
whole of the crew and passengers were saved,
and as they landed on the pier they were
scrutinized with _curious eyes by the good
prople of Seabndge.

“Here comes the captain,” exclaimed one,
as a tall, dauntless-looking man mounted the
wooden steps by the lunding-pl ace; “but who
is that with him ?—one of the passengers, of

course,”
My father and

“His
Heaven grant him o

But what was it that I saw?
his wife hastily rushed forward with a cry of
surprise, and seemed to recognize the hana-
some young man who landed with the captain,
and the young man himsell greeted them
cordially. Then I heard my father say:

“Thank God for this, my young friend!
You are eaved !—saved!”

In anotherinstant I found mysell face to
face with Arthur Melford!

“Florence, dearest, I am at last able to
throw off the mask, and to explain to you all
that has seemed so mysterious, and has alloy-
ed the love that should subsist between us.
Oh, Floy! I have long mnoticed your coldoess
toward me, and it has made me miserable;
but.[ﬁ-l‘l'unk Heaven! there will sood be an end
to it.

It was my stepmother who thus spoke to
me. We were alone together, It was but an
hour since we had, s0 uncxpectedty inet Ar
thur Melford.

“lam so astonished—bewildered by what
has happened to-night—that [ hardly know
what to say,” I replied. “Our mecting with
e T

“Listen, my dear girl,” interrupted Mrs.
Maynard, “and I will explain everything, You
murt know that 1 and Arthur Meltord are dis-
tantly related to each other. Arthur's parents
were poor, and he was left an orphan at an
early age. When he was seventeen he be-
came junior teacher at my father's school at
Hackney., My father treated him with un.
varying kindness, and in return for which he
gave him most zealous aed energetic services.
Arthur always looked upon me in the light of
u sister,and made me his confidant in many of
his private affairs. But he had no secret
worth the telling until he accidentallv met a
certain Miss Florence Maynard; and when he
told me—mind Floy, I was like a sister—that
he had lost his heart to that young lady, and
asked for my advice, I hardly knew what to
say. He was poor, Ireflected, and your father
waus rich. Iwas stillin doubt and perplexity
on the subject, and had almost determined to
place the atfair before Arthur in its true colors,
when one of those strange chances which
sometimes oceur, introduced me to your
father,

Now, I am not going to confess much, Flor-
ence,but I must a little. When Mr. May-
nard proposed to me, I put into execution a
very cunningly-devised plan. I told him the
story of the loves of Arthur and Florence, and
promised him my hand on this one condition,
that he 8hould Jo his best to improve Arthur
Melford’s worldly prospects. Your father
asked me to introduce him to Arthur, and I
did so privately. The interview was satisfuc-
tory in its results, for Mr. Maynard arranged
thai Arthur should go to Canada for a year or
80 to a mercantile house there, which was in-
timately connected in its relations with his
own firm. Arthur joyfully acceded to the
proposition, and he also promised to keep the
affuir a secret from you. In Canada he has
won golden opinions for his steady, perseve-
ring, business habits. Of his sudden return I
need say nothing to you, Florence. Your
affection for each other has been submitted to
a seyere test, and if you have ever looked up-
on me as your enemy, perhaps you will now
admit that yon have been a little unjust,”

Oh! how shall I express to you my sorrow
I cried.

“By being a good girl for the future, and
mnk{ng a model wife for Arthur Melford.”
was the reply.

1 sometimes think that the happiness I now
enjoy is more than I deserve. am Arthur
Melford’s wife, and my husband is jnnior
partoer in tho prosperous mercantile firm to
which my father formerly belonged. I shall
never pay the debt of gratitude [ owe my
stepmother, for I often reflect that my clades-
tine acquaintance w:th the poor usher would
have ended in dis:gpolntmant and misery,
had it not been for the wise interference of
my father’s wife.

STYLES.
For the Ladies to Bead.

Combinatien costumes are the rule.

New bra-eletsare formed of gold links.

Btuffed birds appear on bornets and
hats.

Bhawls will be worn for early winter
Wwraps,

Gold-coil bracelets are new and fash-
ionable.

Fashion is a tyrant from which nothing
frees us.

Brocaded satin ribbnns are shown in
gay colors. :

Birds are more used on round hats than
on bonne:s.

Belts will be worn in the house and on
the street,

Blondes will wear yeliow this winter
in profusion.

The sheer linen lawn ties displayed are
very pretty.

Black velvet suits will not be popular
this winter..

Almond color is fashionable in hats,
gloves and ribbons.

Belt ribhons are shown to match the
new shades of goods.

Felt bonnets and hats come in shades
to match costumes.

Openings at the miillinery houses show
elegant novelties.

Gilt beetles and lizards take the lead
as bonnet ornaments. :

Flowers are at a dsicount and feathers
are used in pro'usion

The washerwoman overskirt is the fa-
vorite for walking suits.

The newest costumes are trimmed with
pipings of black satin.

The silk stuffs of this season are usual-
ly varied and luxurious.

Turquoises in jewelry are now regard-
ed as extremely elegant

Gilded horse-shoes are among the new
ornaments for millinery use.

Camel’s hair-cloth isdisplayed, especial-
ly for mantles and sacques.

Belt buckles of most elaborate work-
manship are displayed in our stores.

All that is festive in character is shown
in seasonable goods and models.

‘Wide sash ribbon around the waist and
looped on the left side are in style.

In brocades the climax of elegance
and richness seems to have been attained.

The elegant bonnet for visiting and re-
ception wear will be made of velvet.

The new and stylish veils are black
thread net, speckled or dusted with tin-
sel,

The new corduroy ribbons with satin
on the wrong side are very handsome.

Silver jewelry for morning wear is still
sought alter by the fashionable classes.

Bonnets of green and blue combined
are displayed to wear with plaid suits.

Small buttons, used in great quantities,
will be a stylish and popular trimming.

The corners of fine cuffs and collars
present neautiful devices in hem-stitch-
Ing. ;

Crash towels, handsomely embroidered,
are mysteriously converted into shoe-
bags,

The shapes of bonnets arc less numer-
ous and varied than for several seasons
past.

Dress goods are of a bet'er quality this
season than they were during the sum-
mer.

Some very ridiculous looking things
are shown among the ornaments for bon-
nets and hats.

Ribbons with graduated stripes of an-
other color are among the latest impor:a-
tions in millinery goods.

The drapery of a fashionable dress is
now srranged to show the outlines of the
form as nearly as possible.

One of the uew shades in fancy plush-
es to be used this winter for hats and
ponnets is called “Gramoise.”

Ithas become fashionable to send cus-
temers cards o{invitation to “openings.”
Some of them are beautiful.

The show-windows of our millinery
and dry goods stores never looked more
brilliant and gay than they do now,

Cork-soled Polish buttoned boots will
be worn on the street, and kid boots and
low-quartered shoes in the house.

The deep Russian lace collars and cuffs
are still worn. Some of them are deep
enough to reach the bottom of the waist.

Eyening bonnets, composed entirely of
ostrich feathers on a transparent frame,
are among the novelties in millinery.

The openings in this week during the
past few days decide positively that we
can design costumes equal to those 1m-
ported.

A Chicayro girl left Cape May the other
day wearing five different engagement
rings. She goesin for Troy weight in-
stead of love.

Square silk neckerchiefs, cream, white
or with dark centers and Scotch-plaid
borders, will be much worn around the,
neck outside of wraps.

It is the custom in France for the
bridegroom to present the bride with
three dresses—a visiting dress, a travel-
ing dress, and a reception dress.

The plaited and blouse waists worn
this sammer will be continued this win-
ter, but will be much longer. Waists of
-all kinds are made very long.

Hand-painted buttons are a novelty.
Ladies industriously inclined buy the
plain, flat buttons and paint them to suit
the costume for which they are intemded.

People whose dresses are not of the
freshest are by no means loud in praise
of lighting ball-rooms with electric light.

Fashionable D
Fiom the Philid lphia T.mes. s

To the anxious question,” What will ke
the style for the season! but one answer
can be made. There will np one style—
princesses, polonaises and overskirts, long
dresses and short suits, basques and jack-
ets, belted blouses and yokes; all these
will be worn, and every lady may choose
what best suits her age, fi.ure, position
and habits. Bome skirts will be draped,
other flat, some puffed and others cling-
ing. Noltthat all limits are to be abol-
ished, though, for there will still be cer-
tain peculiarities of fabric and trimming
which will stamp the era of the garment,
and tell unerringly to an expert when it
was made. The cutaway coat will be

among favorite styles, since it forms a.

convenient wrap, and is well suited to the
slender American fi .

A good plan is to have a basque under-
neath, which may be worn without the
jacket, but which under it gives the effect
of a vest. Insuch case the sleeves are
set in the basque and the jacket has the
arm-holes mercly corded. As usual,
crinoline is predicted, a prediction which
we do not credit. Nothing is so well
adapted to the slight American figure as
the long straight cuirazs or the glove-
fitting princesse; nothing so softens the
outlines of an angular, or deals so kind.y
with a stout figure; therefcre, women are
not going readily to adopt either bustle
or hoopskirt. “They wore them a long
time, and not 8o long ago, cither.” Yes,
but the hoopskirt came as an emancipa-
tion from bondage, a blessed relief to
overburdened bips. Full skirts were
worn before its adoption, and to “set out”
properly was the object of eve'y woman’s
desire. As many as ten stiffly starched
petticoats were often worn in full dress,
and one may imagine the tatigue ana in-
jury from dancing all night under such a
burden. The crinoline gradually grew
smaller and narrower, and the bustle or
tournure, was it's last form —a form which
died hard. Then, to everyone’s surprise,
the glove-fitting cuirass was fond to be
graceful and becoming, showing off a
good figure to advantage and at least not
exaggerating a bad one.

Thereforc we think that the day
of crinolines is not yet -that most
kilted suits will be kilted only to
the knee, and that th princisse
robe with long.narrow train  will
yet for more than one season sweep
through fashionable parlors. French
dresses have the train filled in with a
mass of frilled and fluted musline which
holds them out almost as well as a posi
tive hoop, and to this support for the
train will crinoline probably be confined
for tha present. Diagonal fastenings will
continue in vogue, both for basques and
for polonaises. For the last, and for the
princesse dress, the most satisfactory
fastening is straight to the waist, then an
abrupt slope to the left until some twelve
or fifteen inches below the waist line the
row of buttons is finished by a bew—a
fashion popular last season, and which
will be this. Large collars, square in
shape, and giving the effect of a yoke,
are geen on recently imported suits, and
high authorities predict that taey will be
aa much copied as the Carrick collor has
been. Bhawl-shaped overskirts, laid in
front in upturned plaits and scarf-dra-
pery, are much worn. On some new
dresces this scarf drapery is very low
down on the skirt, serving merely asa
graceful heading t» the flouncing at the
foot of the dress. One very handsome
dinner dress of brocade and silk, in alter-
nate gores of each, hasa pla on of the bro-
cade down the front, two piaitings of silk
around the foot, each inches deep, and
above them ascarf formed of three bands,
two of silk, with brocade iv the centre,
finished with fringe on the lower edge
and caught ut the sides into festcons by
loops of folded silk lying on the sweep-
ing train.

Seaside Love.

The Chicago Tribune's Newport letter
says the pavillion was empty save for
these two, but a wanderer outside hap-
pened to beso placed thart the treacherous
ucean breeze wafted to her the following
conversation, which she did not consider
sufficiently sucred to avoid or to keep to
herself:

“Now, Charley, it's of no use; I can’t
marry & man who hasn’t the means to
live in Newport summers.”

Charley, gloomily—You never knew
this blasted place until this season.

Irene —That is very true, but this sea-
son has shown me what I need to make
me happy.

Charley—A house at Newport with a
man attachment—the house of primary
importance, the man of secondary. very
much secondary. I never saw a girl so
changed as you are by this little taste of
this confounded place. I wish the whole
concern—the whole island—was at the
bottom of the ocean. I wish one of those
torpedoes would send the cursed town,
villas, four-in-hands and all, to destruct-
ion. I wish—

Irene—I don’t suppose it occurs to
you that we should go up with the town?

Charley—I don’t know as that makes
any difference, there’d be only two idiots
less.

Irene—You needn't be abusive, sir; I
haven'’t said that I hadn’t a great regard
for you.

Charley—But you have said that
iv_ou've a greater regard for a house than

or me. Against a villa at Newport I've

no chance. Irene, I can't see how you
can be so foolish. Why* how do you ex-
peet to marry ome of these swells?
You're notone of them. You're just a
hanger-on, a sort of chance visitor, among
them. You're pretty, I know, awfully
pretty —but there are scores of girls as
pretty as you.

Irene—Thank vou sir; you'd better
take your pick amung them.

Charley—No; I want you.

Irene-—Idiot that I am.

Charley—Precisely.

Irene—Well, sir, I decline the honor.

A colored brother was telling his young
friend that he oughtto gine the church.
Baid George, “I would, but de tempta-
tion to do wrong is too strong for me.”
“Whar's yer backbone, dat ye can’t rose
up and stand temptation!” exclaimed
brother Peter. “I was dat way myself
once. Rightin dis yere town I had a
chance to steal a pa’r of boots—mighty
fine ones, too. Nobody was dar to see
me, and [ reached out my hand and de
debbil said take ’em, Den a good spirit
whispered for me to let them boots
alone.” “An' you didn't take
*No,sah—not much. I took a
cheap shoes off de shelf, and I le
boots alone!”

!e m g! )
a'r o'
dem

In one our courts a little while ago an
old lady was being examined as a wit-
ness. Toalmost every question asked,
the counsel of thn opposite side would
jamp up and say, “I object as irrevele-
vant,jmmaterial and imcompetent.” This
appeared to annoy the old lady, who
seemed inclined to make u personal mat-
ter out of it. Finally the interrogatory
was put, “Did you see those men in that
field on that d1y?” “Maybe what I saw
wouldn’t be evidence,” was her answer,
‘‘because I saw them through glasses. I

am old and wear spectacles.”—Los Angs-
les (Cal.) Herald. :

Miscellaneous Items,

A burgler broke into a New J ersey
house, devoured a quantity of mince-meat
and dropped dead at the gate. Never-
theless, pass that pie—Detroit Free Press.

“Dere was only a leedle difference be-
tween us,” said a burly Teuton who had
just hossewhipped another. *[ was ox-
]}]’l?uii und he vas cowhidea—dot’s all.”—

They pulled the boots off a mun before
they buried him in Deadwood the other
day, causing the local paper to come out
1n 1 severe article denouncing “extrava-
gance at funerals,”

An old granger, who came irto town
to purchase a piano for his daughter,
asked the agent if he hadn’t one with a
handle in the end, “so we can all give it
a turn once in a while.”

A clerggman who was recently called
up to hold services in the state prison at
Sing Sing, prefaced his remarks to the
prisoners by saying that he was “glad to
see 8o large a number present.”

An editor with nine unmarried daugh-
ters was recently made justly indignant
by the misconstruction his con‘emporaies
put upon his able leader on “The De-
mand for Men."— Burlington Hawkeye.

Editors like brevity, bnt a man who
was recently hung in Indiana suited them
foo well. He made no remarks abont
heaven, but nodded to tne preacher and
said: " -'T'll see you later,” and then the
trap fell.

The Norristown Herald wants to send
the ninc-wived man to jail for 250 years
because no fair-minded gentleman would
try to make a corner in wives until Dr,
Mary Walker and Mr. Tilden had each
secured one.

A Chicago girl left Cape May the other
day wearing five different engagement
rings. She goes in for troy weight in-
Stead of love, Thisis one ofthe D-Troy-t
F'ree Press’ weightiest jokes.—New York
Commercial Advertiser.

A lecturer, addressinz a mechanics’
institution, contended that: “Art could
not impruve nature,” when one of the
audience set the whole assembly in a
roar by exclaming: “How would you
look without your wigi?

Fussy and partially deaf officer, in-
specting stables: “Ah, Smith, what on
earth have you been cleaning your har-
ness w,th?” S.ith: “Noihing, sir.”
Officer: “Ah, then don't do it with that
ngain; see how it rots the leather.”—
Fun.

The cooks in Boston have struck fryer
wages.—@raphic. Their interests were
probably at steak.—Boston Post. That is
well understewed.—Commerc.al Bulletin.
Th» business, in fact, being over-done
and good situations rare.—Boston Adver-
tiser.

They are working political conundrums
et London Minstrel shows. This goes
well with the audience. Onn of the cor-
ner men asks: “How could you convert
Mr. Gladstone intoa Conservative?” “The
reply is: “Spin him round and round un-
til he becomes Dizzy!”

When Benjamin Franklin arrived in

| Philadelphia he calmly walked up the

street with a loaf of bread under his arm.
But he couldn’t do it nowadays. Sowe-
body would steal his bread beforu he got
half a block away from theriver.— Phlila-
delphia Chronicle.

A poem commences, “Under the willows
he’s lying.” He must be a tramp. They
lie under all sorts of tre:8  One was dis-
covered lying under an axle-tree the oth-
er morning. The owner of .he wagon
made him wheelright round and leave,—
Norristown Herald.

From Scotiand Yard--Sergeant: How's
this, Jones? What do you mean by com-
ing on duty unshaved?” Jones: “I'm a-
growin' of my beard, sir.” Sergeant:
“Then you must get up earlier and do it,
or- —or—. Anvhow, you must not grow it
while on deoty."—Funny Folks.

The Chicago T'imes assert that the pick-
pockets who visited the city during the
firemen's tournament have all drowned
themselves in disgust at the discovery
that for three days they have been ope-
rating in a comunity where every man had
taken advantage of the bankrupt act.

Taat artist on the Graphic who has the
handling of pictures of war always has
three or four officers in front of the men
waving their swords and foaming at the
mouth. Some one should tell him that
infantry officers are always in the rear of
the line, and they never forget their po-
sitions, either,

A Minnesota preacher is discoursing
on, “who is the Decvil. Where is the
Devil and How the Devil can be Over-
come,” and the Detroit Free Press calls
the attention of the Chicago T'imes to thig
personal assault. The old, old, Storey.
Give a man a bad dog and hang him.—
N. Y. Com. Ado.

Feathers will be universally worn this
winter.— Fashion Item.—If the American
people are going to take to feathers uni-
versally, they will be a tar-nation sight
worse stuck up than ever.—Philadelphia
Bullet:n.—Piich in, old boy. We shall
stick to this country, leather or no.—Cin-
innati Saturday Night.

A secptic, who was badgering a simple
minded old man about a miracle and
Balaam's ass, finally said: “How is it
possible for an ass to talk lik= a manfi”
“Well,’ replied an honest old believer,
with meaning emphasis: “I don’t see why
ita’n’t as easy for an ass to talk like a
man, as it is for a man to talk like an
ass.”

Having been presented with Bosnia,
Austria is now fighting for it. “Tu you,
John,” said a dying man, “I will give
$10,000.” “Why, father,” said the son
“you know you haven’ta dollar in the
world.” “Of course I haven’t, exclaimed
the indulgent father, “yau must work for
it1” - G@raphie.

At a public reading recently a cockney
was attempting to recite a part of Ballie
Nicol Jarvie, but with indiffcrent success.
A brawny Bcot in the audience, indig-
nant at the ruthless murder of his native
tongue, bawled out, “Whaur's yer awk-
sent, mnn{”’ “Why you've got itl”
answered the cockney, te the intemse de-
light of the'audience,

The Virginia City Chronicle is led to
believe the chronic borrowers are getting
sharper every day. *‘Have you got change
for %e!" asged one over there. “Certain-
ly,” said an innooent—looking fellow, who

lled out a handful of silver. “Then
oan me $2.50,” said the other, without a
tremor in his voice, and he nailed

coin right there. :




