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LATEST MODES IN SMART COATS.

WHERE WOMEN HAVE TIME.

Far Away Country Happenings—Wisdom
Out of Solitude.

It was mid-August, and the visitor from the
throbbing city found her schooldays friend in the
wide, rag-carpeted sitting room, sewing, just as
she remembered her fifteen years ago. Through
the open window sounded the rustie of early falling
Jeaves anéd the swaying of branches. The front
yard was filled with myrtie and tall pink phlox—
pothing was changed, the visitor noted.

One life had been lived out in the stir and hurry
of the world, the other in the dear, sheltered fash-
fon. Yet now the shelter was gone, and gone, 100,
the season to learn new ways.

“What do I do?" After the first greetings had
come the question. “Well, not much, perhaps, but
I meake a long work morning of it, and then have
the afternoon to eft. There's just enough money
left to keep me, by being careful. Mother used to
egaw some folks are here to live and some just to
stay. Maybe my life looks more like staying than
living. But there's one thing I don't do"—a
twinkle shone in the soft, dark eyves. *I don't wear
e day zll out before it comes, the way what you
call your ‘new women' do. Things I can't get done
to-day I Jeave tiil to-morrow.”

“What's the use of knowing and doing so much?”
she objected, mildly, after her oid schoolmate had

dllsted on the sol-disant features of class and club.
“Why not live & little? Somehow it all puts me
in mind of Dorcas Btarr—you remember old Miss
Bisrr? When she was real young she began making
sets of underclothing against her getting married,
one st each year, and when she died—she was
about seventy—they found she had twelve big
trunks solid full of clothes.”

The talk, turning to old acquaintances, ran on.
*“Peter Smith? Oh, he died of twits.”’

“Twits?”

“Yes, he married a woman for her home, and
she and her mother kept twitting him with it, till
finally he died of the twits, There's nothing so bad
for most men as nagging, and nothing so good for
them as to let them aione. But not one woman in
&b red knows it. The happier and the peace-
fuller ks are the better they are. John used

10 tell me I knew all that just naturally.” The
wmita.u:cd & little over this unwonted self-ex-
pression

“Aren’t you very lomely, being so much by your-
sell the visitor askod gently, after a moment's
ause, From the window there was only one housé

 sight, and that five minutes’ walk away.

Yes, lonely, and discouraged, like anybody else
would be,” came the quick answer. “But when I
£et beat I go back to David and his Psalms; no one
ever had & harder time than he did. We've all got
to bLe fighting with something.” This New-England
woman was a type of her race. A lifelong recluse,
pondering over the mysteries of life and death, she
Y€t bad that strength of character and mind which
Beid out against the perils of sorrow and seclusion.
just come upstairs with me and I'll show
you something 1 did one lonesome spell,” said the
quondam hvvswu_ brightly. “One day, not quite a
rear ago, 1 was sitting by the window, feeling blue.

Ge autumn leaves were lying thick out there on
the ground. They looked cheerful anyway, 1
thought, &nd 1 wished 1 could paint them, but I
couldn’t; and then I remembered all my rags, so
I thought 1 would just try what I could do.” Up-
stairs, on the floor of the sweet, open, snowy bed-
room were (hree rugs, one large and two smaller,
charming, artistic, with a besuty all their own—a
rrq.’uunn of rich colored autumn leaves *“hooked
n" with wo accuracy of veining on a white
ground, the whale effert, sheared, soft and thick
Jooking like velvet pile. i worn face colored
under the ready, genuine praise. “I've often wished
I knew alhrw;:u(:rtnvﬁnz and painting,” and knotted
nervous hands began smoothing Gow 3
a.’iernuwn apron i fomn.ithe iwiite

own at the front door now. the visit

to go. ““Better stay till after Neighbor ,,,Z:,:.‘,”;};?.
women."”
“Cows are

as

m of the eve

of them, why, e
along the road, they t jump right over the fence
farm work as they used to, and the :

¥ L , @l e creat 1
forgotten that petticoats don't mean a;f{,“,;‘?,‘,,e
My cows ardPgetting used to me, though: 1 take
ur{ of them since John died L

“Must you go? 1 declare it’s food and drin

might's lodging to see vou. I expect it lﬁ'ukn:"lgzz
more to me than it does to yo My life's 50 quiet
it's zood to talk over old times. Maybe n;lngqn are
evener than they seem. 1 don’t have the wear and
tear of alwaye doing something, but I do have time
anf watch the sun-

to know the hirds and flowers
se’ and think about things.”” The fine eve:

o5 1 a
up In farewell, and the eager face showed ')‘:(:2:;\'
opportunity and stimulus were lacking for a rich
v;‘- reaching existence 1 4

et as the visitor went back to the mog
SR & & d i pe (3¢ -
tryside inn, with its empty, frothy ufmr\,!")h‘:'rc“?{},;
echo of ner friend's worde sounded over and over
again, “Why not live a little ™’ :

TRAINING HOME FOR COLORED GIRLS.
To the Editor of The Tribune

Bir: In behalf of the comfort of the citizens of
Mount Vernon, N. Y., and in bonor of its rapia
growth and aggressiveness, 1 made an a.'vpez;l‘nn
March 7, through this medium, for the supply of a

instead of women being afraid |

I COWS see 3 woman coming !
| jent.
1 suppose it's because women don’t do so much | ¥

great mecessity, an industrial training home for |

colored girls. Buch a home becomes more and more
& dally need because of the constant demeng for
“competent and reliable colored help.’

] am heartily interested in this matter
eppeal to whom it may concern for hej
tute the home. Attention has been given the
vious writing to the extent that a landlorg l'hﬂ“
given me the key 1o a house that is in a quijet aaﬁ
convenient locality, quite sultable and very goo, 21
ble for both patron and occupant, becauge ,;ves- .
proximity to trolley car and reilroad lines 8

The house has nine good sized and convenjently
arranged rooms, with excellent ventilation. 7Ty §;
being repaired and when finished wili make a mod.
ern dweliing, suitable for a real common se, ‘a
tra.!r.:nr viace for girls. The jot is 50x100 feet ::!x"i
hes salabie vacant lots in the rear. where may t‘,.-
grown vegetables sufficient for the supply of a
smal] institution, and space to add rooms as may
become necessgry. Besutiful grapevines and fruit
trees are there with enough fruit to teach presery-

ing at once.

L éear in mind, this ideal home is not to be an
‘eccommodating caich-all-sirangers place” nor a
landlord’s speculation, but a model institution for
good. moral and Christian training and develop-
ment for every day and usefulness of the intelll-
gent, common sense kind. Jis object will be seif-
Support and its motto, “To thyself be true* i

I have the key to this place. Who has the money

end again
P to insti-

%o help the advance? The landiord has begun sub-
s very generously, and he is a citizen of
t Vernon. An

one lm.eunﬂ in object
it by commu: utlntghuwm; me

manifes
my home, No. 10 Cort gt-n.
Mount Vernon, N. Y., August 6 153 P

———

| girls, and are both smart and youthful

SHORT HOUSEHOLD CHATS.

August the “Disinfecting” Month—A Ger-
man Dish.

August is one of the most unwholesome months
of the year because of decaying vegetation and
cold nights which follow sultry days, and during
this heated term disinfectants should be used with
thoroughness, Drains and cesspools ought to be
flushed with copperas and bolling water and all
impurities carefully destroyed.

Chemical cleanliness is gquite different from the
superficial cleanliness brought about by scrubbing
brush and pall. The garbage bucket is often per-
mitted by careless housekeepers to stand for days
filled with decaying vegetables. This should never
be permitted. The gn!l should be emptied every
day, scalded out with salsoda and set in the sun
to become perfectly dry.

KITCHEN CLOTHS.

There are those who fail to “respect their dish-
cloths” and consider any old piece of stockinet
that falls to thelr hands good enough for this pur-
pose. It cannot be too strongly insisted that dish-
cloths and, in fact, all kitchen cloths, should be
made of coarse but durable material which will

bear the acrubblng.e scalding and disinfecting to
which they must continually subjected. is
not an uncommon thing for careless persons who
do not r ize the necessity for scientific cleanli-
ness, but who are in other respects precise house-
keepers, to use old bite of underwear or stockings
for dishcioths, thinking that if these have been
washed thoroughly in water they have been dis-
infected enough. This is a mistake. Stockinet is
too close a material as well as not strong enough
to bear the continual wear of the kitchen dish-
cloth. Buy a strong linen crash for this purpose
and cut it in suitable lengths, hemming each piece
and keeping them especially for this use and no
other. ut a supply of dishcloths through the
wash each week, replacing those that have bLeen
in use with fresh ones.

Other kitchen cloths should be of gtrong cotton
stockinet. For this purpose remnants of an under-
wear factory may usually be purchased at a few
cents 2 pound. A supply of these should be kept
on hand and renewed when too much worn. Cast
off shirts become too thin by use to make durable
scrubbing cloths. People who live in the neighbor-
hood of & manufacturer of coarse underwear can
buy enough remnants for 2% cents to last for a
year. Those sold by the pound vary in slze from
small bite to good sized pieces, which may be
utilized jsor wvarious cloths in the kitchen, from
pleces to cover the bath brick board to large kitch-
en files. This stockinet can be scalded repeatedly,
but when it becomes too stiff for use it should be
burnt up instead of being left around to gather
germs. Cotton stockinet endures better than wool
when put in strong disinfectants or used for scrub-

bing.

KOHLRABIL
Kohlrabl, or kale-turnip, is a vegetable of the

kale family, in which the stem swells out above |

the ground to the size of a large turnip, from
which the leaves spring. This swollen part is used
for food. In Germany it is a favorite vegetable,
while in this country it is_gradually finding ad-
mirers. To cook it trim off all the leaves, peel,
cut into quarters and boil until tender. Serve with
a cream sauce poured over it. It somewhat resem-
biee the rutabaga, or Swedish variety of turnip,
and is sometimes mashed like turnips or potatoes
and seasoned with salt, pepper and a little butter.
it §s found in the New-York markets from May
until November, but comes fresh {rom the garden
in summer when new turnips are in abundance.

A MACEDCINE OF VEGETABLES.

Cut 2 small spring carrot with a vegetable scoop
into balls or with a knife into cublc pieces and

cook in boiling water for twenty minutes, or until |

| tender.
| cut similarly into cubes.

Cook also a spring turnip, well peeled, and
Cook until :enderz half a
cup of green peas, also the same amount o string
bc;l:ns, xcut iz{ half-inch lengths. Mix all these
vegetahles in a poreelain lined kettle, after cnok-
ing and draining them. Frepare e pint of cream
sauce by mixing & tablespoonful of butter with

ren tablespoonful of flour in a French frying |
e ﬂp:d'& ’ pll)nt of milk carefully, and when it |
cimmers add a little mushroom liquor if conven- |

pan.

Pour this sauce over the vegetables and let
it for ten minutes, and no longer.
This is a dtelgclot;)u dLsh to sen"e ]a]xs

to a platter of lamb chops carefully
ﬁr..':’ﬁ?"npmnan'is left of the various cold vege-
tables named may be warmed up in this way, but

them simmer in
Serve at once,

the green Deas are
not r rfr-ooklm: as coarser vegetables do. This
cream sauce given is the one to use In serving

kohlrabi or turnips.

————
THE TRIBUNE PATTERN.

A Tissue Paper Pattern of Girl's Costume,

No. 4,492, for 10 Cents.

Bhepherd's checks are much in vogue for yc;x:‘g

s
stylish frock
made of the ma-
terial in  Dblue
and white, and
is trimmed with
blue braid and
combined with
a shield of white
banded with
blue.

ceedingly
one, and is ap-
propriate both
for schoo! and
for afternoon
wear,
more or
elaborate as
is made
material

less
it

COSTUME.
te, as well as linen and cotton

NO. 4.492--GIRL'S used for girls’

dresses are appropria
T e & required for the me-
The quantity of mnu:rla.}amg fired for Uhg T
e '37' £ vards 52 iInches wide
iﬁgnﬂ. yards for ghield and collar.
The pattern, No. 4.4?:'.1. is cut 1§
8, 10, 12 and 14 years olC. s s - .
p‘u Pl:a,.llut gievr:umber agd years dlmt':’;t.u-.

e lon-oeu Pattern Department. New-York Tri nel.
for pattern send an extra two-cen

Adas
It in 8 WArrY it ‘mall by letter postage o
--“

better cooked fresh, as they do |

is

The cos- |
tume is an ex-|
useful |

becoming |

of one |
or an- |
other. Cashmere, |

n sizes for girls of

The House on the

Hudson.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTER.

Athena Derohan, born in Athens of American parents.
w have long remained abroad, while a chlld in
France is offered a doll for some kisses by Lord
Ebbrides, who bets that any one can be bouzht. He
loses. Athena's mother buys, from her winnings <n
the bet, an antique emerald.

1L

Nurse Margaret read but three bhooks—the
Bible, Burns's Poems and “Uncle Tom's Cabin.”
This last I was never permitted to read, but T
knew its few illustrations well, and because of
the one where Eliza was shown crossing the
river on the ice bhlocks, her child in her arms,
my doll lost her looks. I was not told Eliza's
story, nor that she was not white. Nurse
merely said that she was a brave woman, sav-
ing her child from worse than death. So later
in the summer, when stopping near Baden-
Baden—a favorite halting place with my par-
ents, the gaming tables not being suppressed
until nearly .two years after—a convenient brook
being, unluckily, at hand, I must needs play
Eliza's part.

With big stepping stones for cakes of ice,
Prince Hal and two dechshunds for blood-
hounds, I started across. My foot slipping, I fell
in, and  Percette Stuart Derochan was sub-
merged. When she was rescued and thoroughly
dried her complexion was gone and her flaxen
curls came out in spots. My mother, shocked
by her ugliness, begged me to throw her away;
then suggested a new head. But to me Percette
was—Percette. I insisted that she should re-
main as she was.

“Should you cease to love me, mamma,”
asked, “if I had the smallpox and grew ugly?”

I can never forget the palior that overspread
my mother's lovely face at this, or the shudder
that she could not repress as she told me not to
suggest so great a calamity. She had an ex-
quisite nature, a pure and tender soul. Rough
thoughts hurt her,

Poor Percette! I kept her only two years. We
were in England visiting friends whe lived in a2
grand old castle—much celebrated in song and
story—when 1 lost her. Several children were
of this house party, and royalty condescended to
be present, A few days before our departure we
children lunched with our elders in the great
dining hall, whose walls were panelled from
floor to ceiling in white and gold. I thought
that my mother, in her gown of pale green mus-
lin, covered with a network of wonderful em-
broidery, a rope of pearls around her throat,
was the most beautiful woman present. His
royal highness agreed with me apparently, for
he joined her as she entered the deep set win-
dow of the cedar drawing room—so called be-
cause of the earvings in that wood around win-
dows and doors—and began paying her graceful
compliments. But my mother pouted.

“T feel cross and disappointed,” she sald, com-
plaining that I would not talk or be gay like the
little Lady Gladys Trevor, whose witticisms had
kept the table in a roar of laughter. 1 mean-
while looked from the window to the river, gray
and sluggish, sliding slimily past, far, far below
(for the castle stood with its feet in the water),
and felt ashamed.

The Prince was kind, trying to comfort my
mother by praises of my beauty, admiring my
level eyebrows and fair hair.

“Curiously enough, I feel that I must have
met the child before,™ he said at length; “her
face is strangely familiar to me—yet I never for-
get a name. I confess I am puzzled.”

My mother smiled. An odd, far away look
came into her dark eyes,

“My Athena is a Greek, monseigneur,” she said,
dreamily, “and her kinsfolk—marble people—are
to be met with in the great art galleries of the
world.”

The poor gentleman looked bewildered, but,
kissing my cheek, bade me run away and play.

In the courtyard—where screaming peacocks
had supplanted the oldtime pages and men-at-
arms—Gladys waited for me. In her arms she
held Percette with respectful care, while she
dangled her own doll carelessly by what she
called its “hind leg.” Sighing with relief, she
relinquished Percette to my keeping.

“She's a care!” she said. ‘“Not because of her
face, which is most awfully knocked up, but be-
cause of your embroidery on her frock. Mamma
says she never saw such needlework—says the
flowers look real enough to smell sweet—says
she wonders you could do 'em—says you're such
a stupid little thing. Oh, Athena! I'm so sorry.
I d4idn’t mean to say that—It just slipped out.
Please forgive me.”

I had nothing to forgive.
simple truth.

We stopped on a stretch of greensward that
topped a steep bank above the river. Here a
| dolls’ féte champétre was soon in full swing. All
the children had brought all their dolls. It was
like a real party, we decided. Such a crowd!
Thinking ourselves well concealed from castle
and flower gardens by a screen of young larches,
our dismay was great when a young French-
man whom we detested bounced suddenly into
our very midst. Grinning with delight over our
evident terror, he stood in the centre of our
green ballroom seeking a prey. A doll, a wall
flower for the nopce, was sitting out the dance.
Her he seized, and began to spring about in a
strange and alarming manner.

“La-la-1a,” sang the sallow faced little dandy,
gayly pirouetting and bounding high in alir.
“Tiens, I go to dance the can-can to make
emusement to the petites demoiselles Anglaises!”

The doll was Percette, First she was held by
an arm, then a leg, next by her waist, and all
the time so banged and whirled about that each
moment I feared to hear her stitches give, to see
the air filled with her sawdust insides. All tried

I

She had spoken the

| dexterity. Suddenly our hopes rose. Monsieur
le Marquis ceased leaping up and down. Pick-
ing up a doll's table, made of iron, he fastened it
| to Percette’s sash and sprang to the top of the
i bank overhanging the river.

|  *“You reely wish, trés chére Ateena, to me sep-
! arate from this your lofely child?”

“Oh, please give her to me!" I entreated, run-
| ning toward him.

With a mocking laugh he lifted Percette high
in air, and calling out, “‘She say jamais, nevare!
Better ze death than ze life wizout me,” flung
her into the middle of the stream, then stood
stock still, staring stupidly at the spot where
she had disappeared.

Before Percette touched the water I was down
the bark and tearing off my shoes; as she sank
1 struck out to her assistance. But the little
table held her down, the river bottom Wwae
muddy, and, dive as I would, I could not find
her. My father came in time to pull me out be-
fore I was drowned, but not before my strength
was exhausted, for to give up what should be
achieved Is a heart breaking matter, and—I
loved Percette.

It was Lady Gladsys who had run for m¥
father. It was Lady Gladys who, roused to
wrath by the sight of the evildoer standing idle
on the bank, rushed upon him with such furious
onslaught that her child's push sent him top-
pling into the river. There, amid rough sedges.

drowning.
The gay crowd from the flower garden. where

| the river, and now greeted with mocking laugh-

ter the piteous cries of the French bully.
|jent him aid. He scrambled out and slunk
homeward alone. But to me they were Very
kind. * I tried to thank them, but could not.
Percette was dead.

to rescue her in vain—he eluded us with flendish |

Gladys had found my father, had followed to |

| at the flashing jewels on her finger.

BY FRANCES POWELL.

{Copyright, 1003, by Charles Seribner’'s Sons)

ing Nurse Margaret wrap me in shawls brought
in haste from the castle, “I will get you a new
Percette.”

“Percette? What an odd name!” exclaimed a
sympathetic bystander,

“Yes, named for young Stuart,” some one ex-
plained. “Awfully sad about bhim, isn't 1t?
Good hearted chap.”

“What about him?" asked the other.

“Dead. Hadn't you heard? Crushed by the
roof falling in at the Shaws' fire. You had not?
Why it was all Ir the papers. Whole house
gone—pictures, furniture, jewels, laces—Lady
Shaws had a stunning lot of lace; showed it me
once. Well, it's all gone now. Young Stuart?
Oh, ves! Well, he went in after the youngest
boy's dog, a collie. They say the howls of the
creature turned you sick, and the boy—lame,
vou know—insisted on going back for it, so
Stuart went. There, don't let's talk about it—
crushed to death, and se young. They say the
crowd worked like devils to get him out—why,
look at that child! Athena, what is it, dear?”

I did not answer. A great black wave seemed
to roar above, around me. I lost consciousness.

I never owned another doll. I d@id not wish for
one. Percy was dead, and his gift, Percette, I
turned my face away when people, meaning to
be kind, offered to replace her, seeming not to
realize that the place of the dead may never be
filled. Nurse Margaret, learning that Lord Eb-
brides was heir to Percy's large fortune,
mourned openly over the strange ways of Prov-
idence.

“The flow'r ta'en,” she complained, “the weed
left to flourish!™

Poor nurse! A year later she was sent back to
Scotland, and I had a French maid. I missed
my Margaret sadly.

We had a house in Paris the May I was
thirteen—a large house, that my mother might
entertain. The ballroom was very splendid, and
my mother’'s boudoir resembled a bonbonniere
with its frescoed ceiling and hangings of green
satin. In it was an armoire that I thought
beautiful. It was of oak, the tall mirror of its
door supported on either hand by a nymph or
dryad, whose diaphanous drapery, clinging
closely to her graceful limbs, was drawn, where
it floated free, just above the head, by an up-
curved arm. From under these veils each sister
looked forth upon you as if, well knowing the
past, she might foretell the future. They fasci-
nated me, and I felt that the sad eyed dryads
were the guardians of my mother's emeralds,
since she kept them on the upper shelf of the
armoire,

Her collection grew each year. My father's
income had yearly increased since, his former
man of affairs dying, our fortune had been
placed in the hands of a brisk young lawyer.
Then, too, Lord Ebbrides added many gems to
my mother's store. These she disliked accept-
ing, for she could not esteem him and realized, I
feel sure, that they were given only because of
his friendship for her husband. Lord Ebbrides
was with us always—he and my father had be-
come inseparablc. That May he had apartments
in our neighborhood, and we saw him daily.

Although my old nurse, Scotch Margaret, was
very superstitious, she had failed to imbue me
with her quaint beliefs, and I state but a plain
fact when I say that misfortunes have generally
befallen me in the month of May, and always
on & Friday. It was on a Friday afternocon
when, crossing the hall to dress for my dally
ride, I met my father, his cheerful, high colored
face so drawn with pain that I feared he was
dying.

“Papa!” I cried, running to him, “what is it?
Are you ilI?” 3

For answer he caught me in his arms.

“My poor little daughter!” he groaned; “my
beautiful, helpless little child!"” and staggered
as if he would have fallen.

Just then the door of the boudoir—on the floor
above—opened, and I heard my mother's musical
laugh.

“In that case I might,"” she said in sweet, low
tones; “but now a truce to your folly—cela m’en-
nufe."”

My father's heavy sigh echoed through the
hall. Startled by the sound, my mother came
to the head of the staircase, behind her Lord
Ebbrides.

“Hurry, mamma!” I cried. “Papa is very ill."

Slowly, as if deprived of her strength, she de-
scended the stairs. Lord Ebbrides would have
supported her, but she thrust him away.

“Ohk, Millicent, Millicent!"—my father’'s voice
was hoarse and strange—‘‘that damned scoun-
drel—I trusted him!”

“Go away, Athena,” said my mother, in a
flerce whisper. “Go to your room and—be
gilent.”

Without a word I obeyed,

It was, indeed, a great calamity that had
broken my father down. His fortune was gone,
lost in mad speculation. I feel sure that for
himself ruin would have mattered little, but the
thought of wife and child reduced to penury—
a mere pittance remained to us—wrung his
heart. To a vigorous young creature like my-
self poverty meant little, but, like my father,
I dreaded it for my sensitive mother. She bore
the blow bravely, making no complaint, though
each day her lovely face grew more haggard,
her great eyes more feverishly bright.

Lord Ebbrides placed his purse at my father's
disposal for immediate expenses. As soon as
possible, everything of value was to go
under the hammer, save the emeralds. These
Lord Ebbrides offered to buy. The sale was
particularly bitter to my father. It was an ad-
ditional blow to deprive my mother of her jew-
els, and for that reason, perhaps, he was eager
to have them go at once. It was on the last
Friday in May that, entering the green boudoir,
I heard him ask if they had been sent to Lord
Ebbrides. My mother answering in the nega-
tive, he showed his displeasure. “I grudge them
to him, of course,” he said, irritably, “but he's
paid up handsomely, Millicent, and I wish to
God you'd give 'em to him and be done with it."

“As you please, Charles,” she answered, coldly
“Is he to have the ring, too?” half drawing the
intaglio from her finger.

“No, no! Not Athena's Psyche—God forbid!”

He hurrled from the room,

My mother lay back among the pale green
cushions of her sofa, staring with sombre eyes
Her golden

| hair gleamed like sunshine, a red spot burned on

henrietta, serge | jn but two feet of water, the Marquis spiashed
';,nrde.tn,!l wol®  about in real terror, believing himself to be |

| seem years!

None |

either cheek. She was surpassingly beautiful.
Presently she became aware of my steady gaze.

“Well,” she said, a note of contempt in her
voice, “are you discovering the worm?"*

“The worm, mamma?”’

“Yes, the nasty, crawling, evil worm! That's
what is left when the butterfly’'s wings are
pulled off.” With a dreary laugh she rose and
surveyed herself in the armoire’'s mirror. “I see
it plainly,” she continued, “for thank God—or
the devil—I have never blinked plain facts.
Come here, Athena, stand beside me—so. Now
look well at those two reflections and learn a
lesson in physiognomy. -Ah! I am grown a hag
already—in two short weeks!”

“Short weeks!" I echoed, thoushtfully.

“Athena! Is it possible you feel that way?
But no, like all children, you only repeat what
others say. You resemble a statue—like a
statue, you rest content forever in some dusty,
out of the way niche! I—like my kind—need
warmth, sunshine, flowers! I must have them.
Well for you that you care for nothing, since
nothing is left you to care for! FPoverty is like

“They

“Never mind, darling,” cried my mother, help- death™

(FROM THE NEW.YORK TRIBUNE

-
WEEKLY REVIEW, AUGUST §, 1908).

Latest Foreign Netws About BooKks.

London, Aug. 7.—A great stock of economics
is promised for the autumn, but none of the
new works are by American authors. Amer-
ican novels are numerous. This class of fiction
is winning from “The Daily Chronicle™ a tribute
for delicate realism and an avoidance of sensa-
tionalism, “A Connoisseurs’ Art Library"™ ef
twenty volumes is projected for the autumn,
and “A History of English Literature,” by Gar-
nett and Gosse, will soon be completed. Mrs.
Drew's book, “Letters from Lord Acton to Glad-
stone’'s Daughter,” is nearly ready. A book on
monastic life by Abbot Gasquet (possibly Car-
dinal Vaughan's successor) is promised. Pro-

Birmingham, has edited a volume of lectures
to business men. LNPF
———

Paris, Aug. 7.—What has proved decidedly the
book of the season is Ernest Daudet's “Une Vie
d’Ambassadrice au Siecle Dernfer” (La Prin-
cesse de Lieven), brought out by Plon, It gives
delightful personal reminiscences of Emperer
Paul of Russia, Queen Louise of Prussia, George
IV, Louis Philippe, Metternich and Guizot. Of-
lendorff publishes “La Confession ¢'Un Enfant
d'Hier,” by Abel Hermant. Jules Claretis writes
the preface to a novel, “Andre.” by Andre
Geiger, which Fasquelle prints, while another
novel, “Mademoiselle de Fougere,” by Ernest

fessor Ashley, formerly of Harvard, but now of

Daudet, appears from the presses of Juven.

Books People

Are Reading.

NEW-YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY.—The most
popular books for the week ending August 6
were:

Fiction—Ward's “Lady Rose's Daughter™;
Green's “The Filigree Ball”; Allen's “The
Mettle of the Pasture.”

Juveniles—Louise Alcott's “Little Women";
Baum's “New Wizard of 0z"; Otis's “Across
the Delaware.”

Miscellaneous—Munson's “Art of Phonography";
“American Boys’ Book of Sports”; Wagner's
“The Simple Life.”

CHICAGO PUBLIC LIBRARY.—Chicago, Aug.
6.—The most popular books among Chicago
readers, according to the demands at the
Public Library during the last week, were
as follows:

Fiction—Ward's “Lady Rose's Daughter”;
Hegan Rice’'s “Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage
Patch"”; Crawford's “Cecilia.”

History and Biography—Washington's “Up from
Slavery”; Ford's “The Story of Du Barry”.
Fiske's “New France and New England.”

Travel and Adventure—Jerome's ‘““Three Men on
Wheels”; Norman's “All the Russias”; Lan-
dor's “Across Coveted Lands.”

Scientific and Sociological—Dubois’'s “The Souls

Psychic Phenomena™; Dewey's “The True
Science of Living.”

ulscelhhneous—)lunm’n “The Art of Phoneg-
Tephy.”

THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS.—Washington.
Aug. T.—The following list of books called
for indicates the tastes of readers in Wash~
ington tais week:

History—Hedgkin's “Italy
Hosie's “Manchuria™; s “The
French Revolution™; Norman's “All the Rus=
sias”; Maspero’'s “The Dawn eof Civilisa~

tion.”

Biography—Rose's “Napoleon™; Monsignor
O'Reilly's “Pope Leo XIII"; Holyrod's
“Michael Angelo”; Whitman's “Personal

Reminiscences of Prince Bismarek.™

Fiction—Oprpenheim’'s “A Prince of Sinners™;
MacGrath's “The Gray Cloak”; Williamsen's
“The Lightning Conductor™; Brown's “The
Manneriigs”; Page's “Gordon Keith"; Har-
dy’s “His Daughter First”; Van Dyke's “The
Blue Flo ver.”

Miscellaneous—Harper's “Stage Ccach and Mail
in Days of Yore”; Hilty's “Happiness'™:
Keeler's *“Northern 8 : Bly's “A

W
Simple Life”; Brooks's “The Secial U

of Black Folk"; Hudson's “The Law of

Woman's Hardy Garden';
“The Garden of a Commuter's Wife."

Whar N. V. BooKksellers Say Ghey
Are Selling Moust.

The six best selling books in New-York this week, as reported to The New-York Tribune Weekly

Review, were taken in the following order:
1. “The Mettle of the Pasture”
2. “The Call of the Wild"
3. “Gordon Keith".
4. “The Grey Cloak’
5. “Lady Rose's Daughter"
6. “The One Woman'

James

. Jack London
. Thomas Nelson Page.... .(Charles Scribner's Soms)...... 18
. Harold MacGrath
..Mrs. Humphry Ward.....
«+s.. Thomas Dixon, jir

Lane Allen (The Macmillan Company)....f1 8

(The Macmillan Company).... 13

(The Bobbs-Merrill Company) 18
(Harper & Bros.).......ccocovenee
(Doubleday, Pags & Co.)...... 18

— —

I remember I flung my arms around her, cry-
ing out, in a very passion of love and pity, that
while I had her I had everything, everything—
that to purchase her happiness I would gladly
die!

“Then hold me close, Athena; do not let me
go!” she spoke breathlessly, clinging to me as if
in terror. ‘““While you are near me''—

“A note for madame."

Julie, my mother’s maid, stood in the doorway,
disapproval in her hard, dark eyes.

“A volce from the pit!” said my mother,
laughing hysterically. “Well, agent of the devil,
what does your master want?”

Julie was handsome—tall, dark, imposing. In
the Reign of Terror she might have led a mob.
She stood before her mistress erect and calm,
holding out the note. My mother put both
hands behind her and stepped back.

“I shall not touch it, Julie.”

*“Is it, then, to be returned, madame?®

“Wait!" cried my mother. “If I only knew
what to do! Who was it, Athena, that was pur-
sued by Death and the Devil?"

“Sintram, mamma."

“Poor creature! If I could but decide"—

“Perhaps with a coin,” suggested Julie.

“The very thing.” Taking from her purse a
10-franc piece my mother called out: “Heads,
Death! Tails, the Devil!” and tossed it high in
air.

It fell with a soft rustle on the gay rug at her
feet. She knelt to examine it. The glitter of
fierce excitement gleamed in Julie's eyes. Slow-
1y, very slowly, my mother rose, her face ghast-
ly white. She stretched out her hand for the
letter.

“Go, Athena,” she said.

“Yes, but first let me kiss you, mamma.”

“No, no!" she cried, shrinking back. “Deon’t
touch me, don't come near me!"”

Seeing that her nerves were on-edge I went
quietly away. When, at midnight, a frightful
storm broke over the city, waking me, I remem-
bered my mother’s excited condition, and could
not sleep because of my anxiety unti! the moises
of the tempest died away. She breakfasted al-
ways in her room, and when she failed to appear
at luncheon I believed that she was but taking
a much needed rest, and felt no alarm. Neither
was my father uneasy until Julie, pale faced and
wild eyed, startled us.

“The door of the boudolir has been locked since
daybreak, monsieur,” she cried, entering unan-
nounced. *“Perhaps madame is {117

Fearing we knew not what, we hurried up-
stairs. My father knocked softly at the door.

“Millicent!"”

No answer.

ily—

“Millicent! Millicent!
treatingly—violently—despalringly. Then, to
the huddled group of frightened servants:
“gtand back, damn you! Can’t you do some-
thing besides stare? Athena, can you hear any-
thing?"* ;-

I shook my head.

“Stand aside, then,” he commanded, hoarsely,
and. driving his shoulder against the door, broke
it down. It crashed, splintering. inward. He
covered his face with his hands. “I can't do it
he whispered, and I entered. The atmosphere

was close, tainted with the odor of, a dying |

night lamp. When, groping my way to a win-
dow, I flung it wide and looked about me, I
thought the room empty. But the armoire had
fallen forward. It was flat upon the floor, its
door, the great mirror, showing to one side and
eracked from end to end. I ran forward, strove
to lift it. The servants came to my aid. Under-
neath lay my mother—dead.

She wore a travelling dress. Beside her was
the small bag in which the emeralds were car-
ried when we moged. Some were in it, others
scattered about the floor. Her right hand, palm

outward, was pressed close against her mouth.
lifting the beautiful head, I pil- |

When, tenderly
lowed it on my
and I saw upon her lips the imprint
intaglio.
One of the

breast, her hand auppedo:nde.

many doctors, summoned in vain,

returned the next day to talk with me—an old |
man, with beetling eyebrows and a mane of |

iron gray hair.

“Thy mother, dear child,” he said, gently.
“had lost her mind. Had she lived she would
have been parted from thee—always. Thy sor-
row is, then, truly a blessing. Bee, it was like
this. The storm came. She arose, imagining
she was to make a journey. She seeks her
jewels—in the armoire.
from the shelf she feels it totter,
quickly to push it back, but—it falls! The hand
against the shelf's edge is forced down upon her
face, and the ring—— Ah, this is the ring upon
thy small right hand? Is it pen:n““d—y:.?"

m . and,
He drew it from my finger, nal“l

magnifying glass from his pocket,
closely. .
“A Psyche, monsieur,” I faltered, as my tears
flowed fast.
The old man shook his

head.
M * he cried, with sudden
Mais non, mnh non butterfly i
transferred

In the silence I could hear my
heart beat. Again—knocking loudly, peremptor- |

Open the door!"™ en-

the |

As she draws them |
lifts her hand |

LITERARY NOTES.

Mr. Will Payne has written another novel of
business life in Chicago. “Mr. Salt” he calls it,
and it will be printed in the forthcoming season
by Houghton, Mifflin & Co.

The new novel upon which Mr. Charles Major,
the author of “Deorothy Vernon of Haddon Hall,"
has been at work since before the publication of
that book, is a story of Indiana life in the 30's.
The region in which the scene is laid s
the one in which the author has lived all his
life.

Mr. Louis Harmond Peet, whose little book en
the “Trees and Shrubs of Prospect Park™ has
been favorably noticed in The Tridbunme, is pre-
paring along exactly the same lines a volume
on the trees and shrubs of Central Park. The
Park Department has done everything to facili-
tate the execution of his plans, and the book
will not be Jong in making its appearance.

Kate Douglas Wiggin's next book, which
Houghton, Mifflin & Co. have in press, will be
called “Rebecca of Sunny Brook Farm." In it
the author, it is sald, has returned to the earlier
vein in which she first won public appreciation.

Doubleday, Page & Co. will issue in Septem-
ber three new volumes in the series deveoted to
the Harriman Alaska expedition. These, on
glaciers, botany and geology, respectively, on
which specialists have been at work for four
vears, will soon be followed by other veolumes,
completing the work in twelve.

e me _am E et

To the universal habit of “going away for the
summer’” may be attributed many a case of spoiled
child. A child is pretty nearly sure to suffer, at
least temporarily, from being taken out of the safe
routine of home life and from surroundings which
his parents create and control, and made a target
for the petting and the flattery of the summer
hotel “guests.” When a child is charming. bright
| and good to look at he or she is generally made &
plaything of for the time being, until they make
such nuisances of themselves as to be scolded and
snubbed by the very persons who were most ardent
in their first attentions. All of which s wrong and
| horribly unjust to the child. Self-consciousness s
never uglier than when displayed by a child, for
children should be simple. unconscious and un-
! spoiled. The desire to have her darling “show off™

| before a room full of boerders has made unteld
mischief for ma_rx an idolizing mother and other-
| wise amiable chil

i

“Speak gently to the erring one™ seems to be the
l gist of a little sermon that “The Medical Examiner”
’ preaches anent the curing of a2 bad temper—in
others. The bad tempered person is sighk mervously.
| it says. He or she is 2 neurasthenic, and should re-
| cetve treatment like any other nervous imvaild. *“In
adults these maladies can be often curbed and
sometimes cured., but in children they can be ef-
fectually dealt with. The symptoms first show
themselves in {rritability or maliciousness, the child
flying Into a temper one minute only to be sorry
the next. This can be easily cured by dieting o
such simple es as dashi cold water on
the angry child or placing him before a mirrer to
let him see how ugly he looks. All this should be
done calmly, without blows or threats. Om
other hand, a regular course of treatment is
seribed for the wickedly angry child. Let h
nothing but water and milk, permit no
| allow him fresh vegetables, egzs and
| hours of rising and retiring should
should be as much as possible in the
be bathed and well rubbed dally. In

| larity in all things should be rigidly
Neurasthenics should have as much
food as possible.”
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An interesting feature of the Louisiana
Exposition will be the mammoth
will be installed on the hill north
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