
Vacation Youngsters Sorry When
Summer Classes Close.

When Shakespeare wrote of the schoolboy
"with his satchel and shining morning face creep-

ing like a snail unwillinglyto school.
"
it is evi-

dent that he had never seen a vacation school.
Otherwise he would probably have used another
simile, for it is when leaving, not when going to,

school that vacation students walk withunwilling
feet.
"I wish," said a busy girl student to a Tribune

reporter yesterday, "that the vacation schools
would keep open until the others open In Sep-

tember."
"And aren't you a bit tired, girls?" asked the

principal, addressing the class.
"No, sir," they answered ina convincing chorus.
"They don't seem to know what being tired is."

said the teacher. "Indeed. Iam sometimes in-
clined to wish that they were less energetic, for
itis hard to keep them in work, and we have been
somewhat limited In our supply of material."

EMBROIDERY THEIR DELIGHT.
This was in Public School No. 20. Rivington and

Forsyth sts.. of which H. W. Smith is principal,

and the class in question was doing embroidery.

And everywhere it was Just the same. The chil-

dren were so occupied in making hats, or weaving
baskets, or beating iron, or designing cathedral

windows that they scarcely looked up when a
visitor entered.

THEYLOVETHEIR SCHOOL

MONEY RECEIVED.

One dollar has been contributed by E. F. to helj>
some one in need of sunshine; Jl by Miss Fink to
be used where most needed; 24 cci 3 Lida
M. Santos-Gellhard to help send a pa.'-ka<?» to some
one.

TO GIVE TO OTHERS.

Two books came from Libbie, Oomo for the Little
Mothers, a package containing several shirtwaists
and a girl's dress frooa "a friend" in Mount Ver-
non; a dress for a wunai: mmer shirt-
waists from A. O. B. i
reading matter from Mrs. J. F Loyi.rta lin< mat-
ter frem Miss Fink, and a trunk: :
reading matter from C. Burrows. \\ J.

A BARREL. OF SUNSHINE.

President of the T. 3. S.:lam packing a barrel
for a poor minister's family in the Southwest.
Ihave ftnearly filled,but lack a few things. There
are four girls between two and nine years. The
wife asked particularly for cloth to make under-
clothes for the children, and 1 have very little to
send.
Iwould also be glad of a few good books for

the minister himself He is a Methodist and would
b» very glad of Wesley's writings. Yours truly.

INtuZ A. GODMAN.
No. 4.310 Wainut-st.. Philadelphia, Aug. 4. 1908.
Any member who is willingto help Miss Godman

in her Sunshine endeavor, especially Pennsylvania
members, will please send contributions direct
to her so that she can get her barrel of sunshin*
started southward.

BOOKS FOR CHILDREN.

Mrs. H. Harms, now at Chest»-rtown, N. T.. is

pleased to acknowledge the receipt of books for
distribution from Orange. N. J.. and Manhattan.

Mrs. Harms Is trying to start a small circulat-
ing sunshine library in the town where .«ne spends
her summers. Th« children, after r»-adins. pass
the books from one to another, so all huve tha
benefit.

Any books especially suited to children, if sent
direct to Mrs. Harms at the v "heater House, will
be greatly appreciated.

Allletters antl packages Intended for th«
T. S. S. should be addressed to the Trlh«me>
Sunshine Society* Tribune Bulldinir. >*(»•
York City. Ifthe above address Is earefally
observed eommnnlcatlons Intended for th-
T. H. >. will be less likely to go astray. The
Tribune Sunshine Society has no, connection.
with any other orsjnnlzatton or publication,
mine the 'word "Sunshine."

CHILDREN* AT CONEY ISLAND.

Miss J. Olmstead, president of Manhattan Branch
No. 11. took twenty-two children from the vicinity
of South Ferry on a trolley outing to Coney Island
last week. An early start was made in the mom-
ing, that they mighthave as much, time as possible
on. the beach, and yet return before the rush hours
of travel. It was a great treat to these little ones.
and Miss Olmstead made them all neat and comfort-
able by supplying some extra articles of clothing.
One little girl was so scantily clad that it would
have been Impossible for her to go had not some
articles from the supply closet been given to her.
Asubstantial luncheon of bread and butter, cheese,
cake. etc.. was taken along with t:.*party, and the
milk was bought at the beach. The ride on the
merry-go-rounds, the many curious and amusing
sights and two or three hours on the sand mad*
a day of perfect happiness for the:** children of the
tenement houses.

Miss Olmalead says: "I am anxlouji to take a
little lame girl for a sail or a trolley ride. She
can walk with my assistance, and Iam planning
to get up a special trip and Invite a few older
girls who have not had even a half day of recrea-
tion this summer, to go with us. They can take
the babies they must care for with them.

"One of our members has Interested those with
whom she works to raise sufficient money to send
one of their comrades to the country for a few
weeks. The father is dead and the family Is not
able to make any provision for her. She has been
ill and needs the change, so Ihave mads arrange-
ments for her to have this pleasure, which Iam
sura willprove a Sunshine act."

THANK 9 FOR WOOLS.
Miss E. B. Totten. of Somervllle, N. J.. acknowl-

edges with thanks the fine wools sent by the mem-
ber at Bennington. Vt.. to help in the completion
of the Sunshine afshan. The box sent from th»
office was also appreciated. The brisht stripes of
the afghan are finished, and it is hoped sufficient
black may be received to complete it.

BEYOND THE HORIZON.
"Oh. the freedom the joy of the sea!"

She thought with a stifled sigh.
And she longed for the liberty

Of the ship that was sailing by.
She looked at the quiet horn*

Where the days of her life were passed.
"Oh, unless some change can come
Icould wish this day my last!"

"Oh. the plenty and peace on shore!"
And he gazed at the far-off land;

"Here is tumult/ and tempest's roar.
There the happy bouses stand.

Oh. to feel for me little day
The rest which is found in home:

Then perhaps Icould sail away
With courage for what's to come."

Yet never was she to know
The freedom for which ah« longed.

And he was never to go
To the home where his heart belonged.

O lives with your human loves.
And your human discontent.

Have faith that the years will prove
What denial and longing meant.

—(Caroline B. Le Row. in The Woman's Journal.

NOTICE.

But no sound cams from between their closed
lips. The rowdy street Arabs turning handsprings
on the sidewalk seemed a different species of be-
ing, tenants of another •world, to these suppressed
children. All the gayety. the exuberance and the
animal spirit stayed behind turning handsprings,
and the suffering-, the dumb endurance, rolled on
south past Morningsifie Park.

The littlest one, a brown eyed baby of two,
per.t'.y pulled herself up till her head rested against
dM bach of the carriage "Isee park." she sput-
tered, more to herself than to the waxen faced
child at eight who sat next her. The eight-year-old
girl did not take the remark personally. Like the
others, ehe simply lifted her eyes on The land-
scape and let trees and houses, people and grass,
trolley cars and equipages, drift by like objects
la *dream. She never seemed to fix a thing with
a conscious regard. The life of the streets and
parks came flooding in upon eyes and ears and
brain, but the pale eyes, the transparent ears and
the mt!a clawlike hands betrayed or.ly passivity,
submission, acceptance.

There was one little boy. with spinal complaint.whose body was fairly incased in harness. Aheavy <eaUier support came up the hack of the neck
a! over on the forehead, where it met a strap
which fitted closely around the head. From thisstrap came a third, which passed under the child'schin holding the head rigid. The body teemed to

r>e **> as :n a rise by a Jacket of leather, andthe wo lees, dwindled to pitifulsticks, were in-closed between iron aces terminating in a Fortor iron boot. He misrht have been seven or eight.
HiF face was the fare of an old, old man. Hisbody was the body of a baby of two. yr,,m thesest where he had been placed he gradually slid
to the floor, and nil through the rest of the ridehe either leaned nr ]ay drinking in such things
as floated into hi« ken, but unable to raise his
can =1

C°Uld nOt Sit any more than a candle
Near Grant's Tomb the party alighted and cream

ruffe and macaroons were handed around. Thecream puffs had a thawing effect. They seemed towake the children up.
"My cake ain't done in the inside." complained

vi i.negTess> as she eyed her pastry dlsap-

v
"

Oh>.Vs
-

jt ls- you silly!*!corrected one of the
T v eat lT for you if you don't like It

"
The little nepress concluded to eat it herself.
There were one or two catastrophes, as mightrave hem expected. Some of the youngsters chasedtr:e Illusive cream from mouth to necktie, from

pecktle to trousers, from trousers to shoes, only to
los* It on the sidewalk after all. Their fellowscon-rnlserated with them on the loss.On the way home the sense of enjoyment foundexpression in little murmurs of delipht and hereano there a child eroor.ed to herself a happy little
-?/« T

«-
ey win talk this ride over for a week."

said Mr. Wrljrht.
Unless more money comes in. two more rides"•"J?* 2-" T.he I!it!e ""-PP1™ will have at the handsof the Outing Society this summer. A ride likethat of vest day costs J2-".

"Hi, boys, give us a ride?" they yelled in un-
quenchable llghtheartedneas.

The little cripples never turned a hair.
"Can't you cheer back?" asked lire. Silas F.

Wright, tbe treasurer of the O-Jtini? Society, who
was in charge of the party. "Now! One, two,
three! Hurrah!"

Such a still, unsmiling, heartrending procession!
No fun. no pranks, no larking. Just patient ac-
ceptance.

On One-nundred-and-sixteenth-st. a crowd of
gamins cheered the teams.

Sere Society Formed Solely to Give
Them a LittlePleasure.

In Central Park on Aupust afternoons pur-eys

and cabs drive by. men and women whiz past in

gay automobile*, young men in outing flannels play

tennis and happy lovers hold hands. Healthy little
boys and giris. whose lepp and arms are stralpht

and strong, and their Innocent cheeks flushed with
red. tumble about on the prass or harry their
nuraes And people come with luncheon boxes

under their arms and the evening paper.
Yesterday the tennis players and the lover* saw

a little procession drive Flowly in at the Fifty-
ninth-st. and Pifth-ave. gate, up along the Mall,

and then strike westward In the direction of the
f>lc where the sheep graze. It was a procession
r* three big, lumbering, covered carryalls of the
regtdattoa Central Park carriage type. Between
them they carried fifty-four children, all patients
In the Hospital for the Ruptured and <'rippled.
Porty-second-Bt. and Lexinpton-ave. The children
ww being taken for a drive by the New-York
Outing Society, a newly formed organization which
alms to give the crippled children of the city the
pleasure and healthful benefit of phort drives
through the summer and fall.

"How the things grow!" they kept saying to

Miss Biederman. "What makes them grow?'
All the work of preparing the soil and planting

the seeds was done by the children themselves,
with cunning little rakes, hoes and spades pro-
vided by the Board of Education for the purpose.

The vacation schools will all close on Friday, and
up to that time No. 20 willbe open to any one who
cares to see the kind of work that is being done.
The schools opened on July 5. and have had only
morning sessions, so that they have had only thirty

half days to work In.
The vacation schools and playgrounds are super-

intended by Miss Evangeline Whitney, who is ar-
ranging an exhibit of their work to be sent to St.

Louis.

classes, of which there are three or four, is par-
ticularly interesting. Ithad the misfortune to lose
its tearher early in the reasrn, but the work was
not interrupted on that account, for the little folks
decided that theiy could manage themselves, and
"nave done it beautifully ever since. M;ss Rosa
Waltxer. a tiny little maid, who docs not apprar to
be more than seven or eight, assumes general
supervision of the work, and is one of the best
teachers in 'the school, according to the principal.
She Is assisted in her pedagogical duties by Miss
Dorothy Bauer and Miss Ida Waltzer.

THE TRANSITION CLASS.

Between the. kindergarten and the industrial

classes is a transition class, called the cla^s in so-
cial occupations, and the children have been much
interested in making blue prints of flowers. They
have also built and furnished a little dolls house.

A new feature in the vacation schools this year

is the nature study room, to which all the classes
go for half an hour two or three times a week.
Several large boxes of soil were provided, in which
the children planted seeds of various kinds, from
potatoes to flax, and one of which was laid out as
a farm, with dimunltlve fences and farm buildings
and toy livestock. They have also had collections
of butterflies and any quantity of wildfiowers.

The nature study room at Public School No. 20
is In charge of Miss Blanche Biederman, and the
farm has been an object of Intense interest to the
children.

ITEMS OF SOCIAL INTEREST

The engagement of Miss Julie M. Young, soprano
eoloißt in the First Presbyterian Church. Mont-
rhiir.K. J-. to Harry M. Cole, is announced. Mi?s
Young is a daughter of Thomas F. Young, and she
has frequently appeared in concerts. Last spring

nhe took the leading role In the comic opera "Paul
Jones." Mr. Cole is identified with many of the
prominent business interests of Montclair.

A New-York girlhas discovered that all her sar-
torial blunders are committed when she is eitherworried or Jred. -That wretched waist that mademe look a sickly pea green ibought one day when
Ihad a headache." she says. "Then, one day
m-h«i Iwas feeling awfully Put out over some-thing Jack had said. Iweal out and bought thatlir.en coat that 1 look so grotesque in Icoutdfro through my wardrobe and tell you storyabout everything in it that is ugly or unbecoming
Ihave got so 1 would rather go without than go
shopping on one of these bad days." h

Kx-L'nited States Senator Thomas W. Palmer, of
Michigan, and family, returned this week after a
visit of several months in the West, and have re-
oiiened Little Farm, their country seat at Quaker
Kidge. Mamaroneck.

The engagement has been announced of Miss
Lillian Bauer, of I^archmcnt. to Renwlck Dlmond.
son of Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Dimond, of Rye.

The young couple are well known in Westchester
County, wherp they spend a great deal of their
tine playing golf and yachting.

"Ingivinga small dinner." says a hostess of ex-
perience, "it requires considerable forethought to
prevent husbands and. wives from sitting together
or even directly opposite each other. Some mar-
ried people have the disconcerting habit of criti-
cising the remarks made at social gatherings by
the partners of their Joys and sorrows. 'What
made you say that?' or Why did you mention this
or that?* Is the not Infrequent sequel to an even-
ing abroad, and it promotes sociability to arrange
things so that this kind of conJujraJ criticism can-
not take place. With a party consisting of four
married ccuples this Is a difficult thing to do. and
It is advisable, therefore, whenever possible, to
invite two married couples only. w:th two women
and two men who are unrelated to one another.
This may seem an unimportant detail, but the
neglect of Itis responsible for many dull dinners."

At a Cinderella party a table of slippers Is pro-
vided, say* "The Housekeeper." and each man Is
asked to choose one of these articles and find his
partner by th« help of the transposed name at-
tached to the footgear. The men are then required
to write the story of Cinderella in ten minutes,
their version* of the tale being afterward read by
their partcers. A glass slipper Is awarded for the
best story. The party closes with a slipper hunt
to find one's fortune. The couple finding a dancing

slipper will lead a gay and happy life; the leather
one promises a. life of har<l work, the rice slipper
(covered with glue and rolled In rice) indicates an
early marriage: the slipper deoorated with a h..r-#.-

shoe Rive* good luck: the gold or silver one. riches,

and the old carpet slipper, poverty.

TJflr?ftyACJCSON(oragK

ENTERPRISING COLORED WOMAN.
That progressive colored woman of the South.

Mrs. Maggie L. Walker, who is president of St.
Luke's Savings Bank, of Richmond. Va.. has been
here in the North giving lectures, with the ex-
press purpose of arousing In her people a sense of

the vital importance of thrift and economy. In
speaking of her bank she said:

"There are three other colored banks in Rich-
mond, with men as presidents, but not a single
one of them has been invited to Join the Backers
Association. As soon as Iwas elected Ireceived
a very cordial Invitation to join this white or-
ganization. Ishall do so. and shall hope to bo
conduct myself as to reflect credit upon my race
and people." '-^ -'"

Inion -quare. North. 29 E. 17th Street

Artistic

WROUGHT Inßrax and Iron

METAL Fortateriors,Opea

WORK Kr,-pia.c>. Etc.
Our O* n Foundries and Shop*.

• •••••••
When Mr. Thorpe's task was ended Igave

him luncheon. Ienjoyed his enjoyment of my

omelet— for it was good. When he found 1had
made tt—and the bread— and everything—he

seemed annoyed, and gave me no peace till I
let him come Into the kitchen and wash the
dishes' He did Itextremely well, and when I

Braised his dextaritr said hm had lstrn*i bow

"Is it as bad as that. Miss Derohan? I'm
awfullysorry. As for paying me

—
yes. yes." as

Iwould have interrupted him. "Iquite under-

stand. I'll send in my bill, never fear, but
there's no hurry about it. is there? And now.
may Igo through Mr. Derohan's papers? l*n-
less," stopping short and looking rather
haughty, "you prefer trusting them to some one
else"

Iliked Mr. Thorpe's frank manner and honest

face. He looked good, as well as clever. Mr.

Welborn was as ignorant of business matters as

I.yet Ineeded advice. Should Itrust this young

man? Iwished to very much, and Irecollected
that, whatever my decision, Ialone should be

Involved. Ifonlyhe were elderly!

"Ifyou don't mind, how old are you?" Iasked.
"Twenty-three"

— then, seeing my disappoint-

ment, "but I'llgrow! It's not age that counts.
Miss Derohan, but experience, and I've had a
great deal," and he smiled. His smile was really

charming. Suddenly Iremembered that lawyers

must be paid. Ihad not a cent In the world.

This Itold Mr. Thorpe, and Ithanked him for
his interest.

"Yes, and lawyer—all that sort of thing. I'm

said to understand my business pretty well.

Won't you give me a try?"

Mr. Thorpe's face flushed as he said, eagerly

yet a trifle shyly. "Iwish you would accept :ny

services, Miss Derohan."
As adviser?"

When Mr. Thorpe had placed the slipof paper

in my unwilling fingers a silence fell between

us which lasted a long time. He stood by the

western window, staring into the orchard, an

uninviting spot in spite of Its gay blossoms.

A stout pig. with a contemplative eye. its feet

buried in dank earth, luxuriously rubbed its

side against the rough bark of a tree, its fellow

pigs rooting and grunting hard by. Ienvied

them as Ifought my pride down inch by inch.
They need not accept favors from a stranger.

"With regard to that old pig." Mr. Thorpe be-

gan.
"Pig?" Iinterrupted.

"Ibeg your pardon. Isaid, Mrs. Spuyten."

Ismiled.
"Well, never mind ifIdid «ay pig. the name

suits her. If you should decide to visit her—

and all that." wavinghis hand vaguely, "please

remember that she owes you a lot of money."

Ishook my head. "What is given Is given,"

"Idon't see it in that light. Miss Derohan. I
wish, before you decide upon anything, you'd

consult your legal adviser."
"Ihave none."

Then Ilearned that my grandfather had taken
a poor orphaned niece to live with him, but,

when he died, had failed to provide for her.
Mygenerous father had at once settled a large

sum of money upon her, that she might be quite
independent. She had not been grateful, but
had quarrelled with him. and Mr. Thorpe at last
gave me to understand that this was because
of slighted affection. Cornelia Derohan had
loved her handsome young cousin— eight years

her junior
—

and her love had not been returned.
Later she had married a rich widower. Mr.
Spuyten, who had died a few years before my

mother. Mrs. Spuyten, so Mr. Thorpe hinted,

again hoped to gain my father's affection, but

failed. She lived in New-York with her two

stepdaughters, and had sent Mr. Thorpe to in-

vite me to spend a week with her
—

to tell me
that she had obtained a position for me. as
housekeeper and companion, in a wealthy

family, and to hand over to me a check for
$100.

"Then, Iam sorry to say. Mrs. Cornelia De-
rohan Spuyten is most certainly your cousin,

and I,equally certainly, must deliver a most
unpleasant message —

one Iwas very unwilling

to have anything to do with. But on junior
partners falls the dirty work."

"Tellme of Mrs. Spuyten first.
'
Isaid, trying

to make matters easier.

"Icome from your cousin. Mrs. Spuyten."
"From Mrs. Spuyten?" Iechoed as Iled the

•way into the house. "ButIfear you have made
a mistake, Mr Thorpe. Idon't know Mrs.
Spuyten. and Ihave no cousins.

**

The situation had grown comical. Mr. Thorpe
laughed, but ruefully; then said, "MayIask if
you are not the daughter of the late Charles
Derohan?"
Ibowed.

"Iam Richard Thorpe, Junior partner in the
firm of Beverley & Thorpe." said the stranger,
smiling so pleasantly that Iforgot to think
him plain looking.

Ibowed again and he looked a trifle em-
barrassed. Ihad been expected to know about
him and his firm,Isaw. Since this failed, ha
tried again.

and this knowledge held no terrors for me. but I
when Iopened my father's desk to find his
pigeonholes stuffed with unpaid bills my heart
sank within me.
It was a lovely morning in May. but Isat

like a stone before the old fashioned secretary,
unconscious of the beauty of the outside world.
Istared from the windows without seeing the
stretch of fresh, green meadows, the blue waters
sparkling in the sunshine, or the spray of apple
blossoms tapping gayly against the pane. I
saw only v mountain of debt, and realized, with
a shaip pain at my heart, that for the last
four years we had lived upon charity. Iknew
that had my father lived he would have paid in
full, but—did his creditors understand? A firm
knock at the door startled me to my feet, and
Iturned to face the chief among them, our
landlord, Mr. Welborn.

They were his unpaid bills that Istill held in
my hand. He saw them, and, taking them from
me. vanished with them into the kitchen. I
followed in time to see them thrust into the
stove. Refusing to listen to my remonstrances.
to my eager assurances that Ihad money with
which to pay my debts— Nemesis remained to
me--he insisted that Ishould make my home
under his roof untilIsaw fit to leave the island.
It was noon when he left me. Iwent to the

barnyard to feed the poultry, my heart almost
lightagain, through the fresh courage Instilled
by the splendid generosity of this kind friend.
But where mightIfind a purchaser for the
ring? The crisp Seabreeze blowing back my
hair, the soft May sunshine, tbe sweet May
scents, brought me comfort, but no solution to
this difficulty. It was hard to puzile my brains.
In the sudden reaction that had come with the
knowledge of the world's kindness.
Itossed a handful of corn into the air for my

doves. The chickens, rushing pellmell from
every direction, crowded about my feet, scolding,
pushing, gobbling— a greedy lot! The pigeons,
appearing less so because of their beauty,
flashed and whirled about me In the sunshine,
alighting now on my shoulders, now on my out-
stretched arm with soft rustle of furling wings.

Suddenly Iheard a step. and. glancing around,
saw a town- bred man, of easy carriage, stand-
ing by the fence. He was watching my doves
with evident admiration, but. when Iturned,
took off his hat and entered the yard.

"Miss Derohan?"
Ibowed.

During their years of wanderings my parents

had made few friends. These few were foreign-

ers
—

they had avoided their compatriots. My

mother disliked her kinsfolk—who had llltreated
her—and never spoke of them. My father often
told me that 1 had no "kith nor kin." When
he left me there was no one either to share my
grief, or. save for kind neigh hold out a
friendly hand. IknewImust EujQort mrielf.

My father was very ill for two weeks— at the

last peaceful and quite happy. He had forgot-

ten his troubles, and become as a little child.
Ilaid him to rest in the graveyard of the tiny
hamlet, near which he had lived bo long. This

was his wish— the last Iwas able to gratify.

Then Iturned to face the world
—

alone.

"MUlicer.t, Millker.t. MiUicent"'
Swiftly as Ianswered it.Icould give no help,

since, wild with fever, my father did not know
me. The Bight of the ring seemed driving him

mad. As Icaught it up Iwondered that Ihad
thought the gem grown dull, for it blazed with
fierce, green lights from the midst of its
diamonds.

After my mother's death he had given it me,
the only jewel remaining us, and to me the

emerald with its Nemesis was no trinket, but
a live thing. Parting with it was bitter. I
opened the case and looked long at the gem

—
it

was less brilliant than usual; then, in memory

of my mother, pressed my lips against the in-
taglio. It was, Ithought, my last farewell.
Going softly to my father's room Iplaced the
case, still open, on the table by his bed.

At midnight a great cry rang through the

house:

"'lt's got to go," he muttered, "got to go!
Put it in my room."

"Nemesis?" Icried. "Oh, papa!"
He turned upon me fiercely as if about to

speak harshly, then hiß expression changed to

one of feeble bewilderment.

"I'm all right," he said In answer to my
questions; "for God's sake, don't badger me!"

But he could not eat. and later Iheard him
pacing his room, up and down, up and down,

till he came back to me and said, his eyes
averted, his voice low and husky:

"Athena. Imust raise money on the ring.
Put it in my room. Igo bac** to town early to-

morrow."

"Nonsense, Athena!" he would cry. Indig-
nantly. "No woman is the worse for under-
standing the art, the noble art, of self-defence!
Say you met a tramp, would you run away
screaming? Or become helpless through terror
if you saw he meant mischief? Not much."
chuckling, "not much, my dear! You'd simply
play for his head, smartly, with your left, hit-
ting straight. Or, better still, ifyou could man-
age It

—
mind what I'm saying, Athena

—
give him

two hard rights over the heart, driving him
back, then send a straight left to the neck and—

you'll have him guessing in no time!" Sigh-
ing, he would add, "Ifyou'd only let yourself

go, not be so infernally anxious to spare your

old dad hard knocks, you'd daze me, have me
helpless straight off! Few men could get the
better of you, my girl, though you look so
dainty. What you lack In weight you make up
for in skill. Your style's perfect, if Isay it
who shouldn't! You're supple as an Indian,
your grip is iron, your muscles steel. Tell you
what, my slender goddess, you'lldo!"

But moments of contentment
—

when he re-
joiced in my strength

—
were rare. The thought

of my nunlike existence harried him perpet-
ually since he wished to see me launched in the
gay world. My nineteenth birthday was ap-
pi«oaching fast when, bent upon making money

for -me, he took the small sum he had in hand
and went up to town. He was absent some
time. When he returned he looked startlingly
ill.

Boxing Iwas not allowed to forget. Prize-
fights still aroused his enthusiasm, and when
one came off he read me every detail from his
sporting paper. Ifhe returned from town in
a happy mood he always renewed my lessons,
calling me to the barn, where they took place.
Thankful to give him pleasure. Itucked up my
long braids, rolled up my sleeves, and drew
on the gloves with feigned zest.

The barn was a pleasant place to loiter in,
smelling sweet of the hay that Mr. Wellborn,

our landlord, stored there. But on the board
floor Ifound a square chalked out

—
the ring.

In fighting parlance
—

and there was no loitering
for me! Sometimes, because of the swallows
and pigeons circling past the wide flung doors,

the shunshine checking the duaty floor, the
cadence of waves on the distant shore, Iwould
grow dreamy, forget myself, and so get a fall!
Again, my father forgot that hia adversary
was his daughter, and I, remembering, fell
again. Idid not mind the bruises, but box-
Ing is an unwomanly exercise, and this Ioften
hinted.

My father spent most of his time and all his
money in Wall Street. He took no comfort In
being with me, realizing too keenly the change
in my position. He was pleased when I
learned to launch the fishermen's dory through
a high surf, to understand the weather signs

and the management of crops; rejoiced that
my complexion stood wind and weather, and
sighed because, disliking the noise of firearms
and taking the lives of birds. Irefused to go
shooting. He predicted that Ishould lose my
skill.

Our house in Paris was given up. and my
father, before sailing for New-York, placed me
In the care of a melancholy French lady who
lived in the country. He had hoped to retrieve
his shattered fortunes, but his efforts met with
no success. He was not fitted for business.
Poverty, the necessity of asking favors, broke
him down. When Iwent to him, ten months
later, he had gro-*n an old man.
Iwas fourteen when Ifirst saw the flat, green

meadows and gray dunes of Long Island. I

love the eastern end of that strange length of
sand better than any place on earth. In an
old gray farmhouse, half a mile from the sea.
we set up housekeeping. For five years, win-

ter and summer, Ilived there, often quite
alone, but too busy to be lonely, as Itook en-
tire charge of the house. Igrew proud of my

skill in cooking. My cake was in demand at
the village fairs.

"She served your mother faithfully. Athena,"

he said.

CHAPTER 111.
My father was never the same again. The

loss of fortune had tried him; but if my mother
had lived he might have become his old genial

self once more. Without her. however, life lost
Its charm. Only the necessity of caring for
me prevented him from killinghimself. This

he frankly acknowledged. Lord Ebbrides, his
sworn friend, deserted him. Perhaps Charles
Derohan poor proved too dull a companion for
so gay a man. Lord Ebbrides neither came to

my mothers funeral nor expressed sympathy

for us in our sorrow. He left Paris at once,

and my father never saw him again. Cray, his
valet and confidential man, came for the emer-
alds and

—
married Julie. My father gave her

a handsome dot, though he could illspare the
money.

STJfOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
Athena Derahan. born In Athens of American parents,

who have long remained abroad, while a child in
France Is offered a doll for some kisses by l*.->ni
Ebbrides. who bets that any one can V>e bought. He
loses. Athena's mother buys, from htr winnings on
the bet. an antique emerald After the loss of her
father's fortune and her mother's tragic death, this
stone, which Is left to her. she calls "Nemesis."

There are some things in the way their American
cousins behave at the seashore that the English,
with all their natural humility,cannot but think a
little strange. One of these is the "habit thatmany fashionable girls at watering places In the
United States have of going about during the day.
whether they be driving, walking, playing Ramos
or bathing. quite hatless." But this. -The Gentle-
woman" reminds its readers, is by no means "a
new freak of the modern woman in America. For
taar.y years it has been the fancy of young girls
Curing the summer to carry parasols over their
hatless heads." Another summer American cus-
tom that disturbs some of the English who have
Beard about it is tne way ».«-oii>e here have ofPlaying tennis and other games on the beach Inbathing suite. "This diversion." remarks "The
gentlewoman." "as a matter of fact, is anything
out a novelty, for from the time when bicycles
Brat became popular, and giris and men rode races
'a their bathing suits up and down the beach be-we taking their plunge, it has been one of the.-
'Usual • - •

.xes of Ufa -> the ocean."-

"There are three things." said Mm* Geoffrin "the
women of Paris throw out of the window— their
time, their health and thoir money

"
Mijrht n,itthe same be said with eaual truth of a good rnJnvwomen of New- York?

many

IN CHICAGO.
"The lady next door is celebrating her golden

wedding."
-Married fifty years

I time* (Puck.

A Tissue Paper Pattern of Woman's Bertha

in Three Different Styles, No.

4,491, for 10 Cents.

Berthas make a marked feature of the season
and are to je noted upon most of the latest and

smartest gowns.
The designs

her* given offer
a wide variety
and are all
graceful and
smart. Inaddi-
tion to being
ornamental they
can often be
made to serve
the double end
of modernizing
a bodice that
has become
slightly pass*,

as they can be
relied upon to
give the broad
shouldered ef-
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THE "NEW WOMAN" AGAIN.

"People are so apt to see only one side of a con-
troversy." remarked a woman to her friend, when
the other callers had gone, and the two were con-
suming together the remains of the tea and wafers
in cosey intimacy.

"What an original remark!" said the friend,
laughing, as she tried to melt a lump of sugar in a
cup of cold tea.

"Well, what follows is original; at least it's a
novel way of looking at the subject Ihave in mind.
Mrs. Brown and Iwere talking of what she still
calls the 'new woman,' though the expression is
getting out of date. She was Inveighing against

a sort of woman that Iconfess Idon't like myself—

hard, conceited, unlovable, and given over to fads
and reforms. The kind of woman, you know, who
says 'Xever say you are too busy! There Is al-
ways time for one thing more": the kind that
doesn't believe in ripeness and leisure. Well it
never occurred to Mrs. Brown that such a woman
Is a reaction from a worse type. Her extravagances
are oniy a swing of the pendulum. Her hard,

rational life is the other extreme from a capricious,

maddening, petty minded creature, for whom pleas-
ure alone exists, and who hasn't even a rudiment-
ary conception of reason, duty, honor or fair-
ness."

"I've always thought." said the visitor, "that
whatever the 'new woman' might be. the "old
woman' was unbearable. Women needed an in-

fusion of the masculine element in their souls, and
they needed It so badly that they've taken a little
too much. The ultra-feminine is all very pretty in
"Dolly Dialogues' and the like, but it's wearing in
daily life."

"Exactly! And men forget that when carried to

excess it Is not only wearing to them, but tenfold
more wearing to reasonable women. Hence the re-
action. A woman with any logic, or even common
sense, in her makeup, thinks. 'Heaven defend me
from being like Dolly," or Polly, as the case may

be. So ehe goes too far. and tries to live by mind
alone. And then men call her 'masculine.' and pet
the little pussy Dollies, forgetting how they can
6cratch!"

"They can scratch!" exclaimed the other woman,
shuddering. "But men don't realize that they have
to suffer from the claws, because of their own
false estimate of the value of reasoning power in
a woman."

"And fair play!" said the hostess, eagerly. "Oh,

those two words mean more than all the creeds
in Christendom; Why. all goodness is comprised
in them. And the typical 'old woman'— the ultra-
feminine type doesn't know what they mean. If
such a woman happens to be born with a con-
science and a good heart, she gets through cm her
Impulses, and noes little harm, because those Im-
pulses are kindlyon the whole. But assume that
she is naturally selfish, or devoid of moral sense,

and life does not force her tn consider fair play
or rational methods of thought. Ihave seen such
\u0084 several of them. Iknew one woman whose
every judgment was based on prejudice: 'T don't
like you so you must be wrong Irio like you. so
you must be right, though you commit a crime."

"Well we're all like that to some extent, both
men and women." said the friend, laughing, "and
not without reason, entirely. For it does make
ne.-i'-lv all the difference in an act. whether one per-
BO'i or another commits it. It's character that

counts, and gives color to the act."
"I know, hut Imean something more narrow

than that But aside from the common form of.
prejudice, pettiness plays strange tricks. Iknew
another woman who could invent queer little
methods of persecuting others which would count
for very little, taken separately, but taken to-
gether "in a long course would drive anything

human to insanity. Xo man could have devised
them unless he were drunk, for in his sober senses
hi« Intent ir.stinct of fair play would make him
Jtop somewhere. But a certain elemental type of
woman i- a child In reason and full grown in
malice If the hard headed, practical 'new woman'm

,n n «ome extent deliver her sex from such con-
ri'i7inn« as that she is welcome, in spite of a few

mtle eccentricities. f>
And men ought to see what

the reaction means."

THE TKIBTJNE PATTEKN.

BY KRANCES POWBU.

<Copyrtfht. IMS, by Char]*, SerttaeTa Sana.)

The House on the Hudson.

NEW-YOKK PATLY TRIBUNE, TUESDAY. 'ATOrST 11. IMS.

(To be continued.

when camptng. and that ha was "a dab" at
cooking, too!

He had supper and stopped over night at the
Welborns. and discussed my affairs with them.
He was to dispose of my ring for me. and cam*
for It with Mr. Welborn. As Istood on the old
porch saying goodby to my visitors, Iopened
the shabby leather case and looked once more at
Nemesis. The moon had Just risen, flooding
meadow and sea with its light. The air was full
of sweet spring scents. From the distant pond
came the plaintive cry*of the whippoorwilL It
was very lovely, hut my heart ached. The circle
of diamonds sparkled brilliantly,but the em-
erald, translucent in the moonlight, gave forth
no ray.

GOOD CHEER.
Have you had a kindness shown?

Pan It on.
Twu not given to you aioo*—

Pass Iton.
3>t It travel down th« yean.
L*t tt wlp« another's tears.
Tillla b*&ven the daed appears—

SMALL BASKETMAKERS INVACATION SCHOOL NO. SO, IN RIVINGTON-ST.

OUTING OF CRIPPLES.

Pua tt on.

The kindersurten classes are as popular as those
in millinery, and four hundred or five hundred chil-
dren might easily have been enrolled in them if
there had been teachers enough. One of these

The embroidery has been a vety popular class,

and Ifthere had been three times as many teachers
they could easily have been kept busy, but there

has been an even greater demand tor admission to

the classes In millinery and crocheting. There are
three classes In millinery, and hundreds of hat*

have been turned out. but there is only one In
crocheting and knitting, and many disappointments

have been the result. Sewing does not take so well,

but one girlapplied for admission to the class only

the other day because she was anxious to learii
how to repair her own clothes. So she was al-

lowed to enter, though it was bo late In the term

as to make it scarcely worth while.

BASKETRY FOR THE BOYS.

The boys take to basketry more kindly than the
girls, for the obvious reason that the materials
are hard to work with, and cut and blister the

hands in a most distressing manner. Still, there is

one girls' class in basketry whicli has done ex-
cellent work.
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