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——THI'. LAND OF THE LEFT.

The big thoughte that we thought, but we could
nat cxpreast
The laws We proposed, but never ennctad]
The love that we Telt, bul never cinifassed |
Tha Lusiness we plansed. but nover lrans
aoted
The warp lhai We wove nnd noglected the
well,
Are plied mountal= bigh in be Land of the
Left:

.‘rhﬂ =0 piled up so high
That shey gruie the blue sky,
Aud burden the earih in the Laud of the Left

fuere (s piied battled thunder thet never has
bursl,
Tuere i stored Hvid lightning thst ever has
struck,
aAnd there stands the Last who had hoped Lo be
1 .rst,
Thi ingy and luckliess peliever i Junk:
And the hopes of wiich wo uil our lives wegre
berafl
Stall praudly and fair thro” the Land of the
Lafe:
And our gay dreams ara there
Looking wondrously far
On the mounshiny strand ol the Land of the
Left,

Al the ofion wo run lor that eyermon siips
From our grasp, ke & shiadow, we'll catch in
thut elime=—
Far thrre Culinel portfolios and postmasier
shiips
Are thiek as mosquiloes in camp-woeeting
1 me,
Yor Sult River cargoes of wonderiul heft
Are dumped on the wharves of 1y Land of the
Lt}
There the oo we prige
Wil materialize—
We wiil fnd it at Tast in the Land of the Left

Afen ieft out in the cold will be pulled 1o to
wWarm
Who nil thetr lives long have chattered and
shivered,
and thelr cargoes from Bpain will sail in from
the starm,
Aud the “letter they lomged fer” be duly de-
livered,
1t will come safe and sound with its senl syl
unclely
Frow the postmaster's hands of the Land of
the Left,
With & certified chirek
Thut §s worlh a good speck
On the Nativaul Bank of the Land of the Left,
~8. W. Foss, in Yaskec Bladae,
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AT DRESS REHEARSAL.

A Coloplal Love BStory with
Modern Addenda.

—_———

The play was to be given that evens
fng.  The play was perbaps dubiots—
«A Colonial Love Story.” written for
the ocension by Wil Laae, who had
never written any thing beforo nnd
did not expect to again

And acting was o novelty to the
sctors—all but John Liddell, who had
onve taken @ minor part ina farce,
and was henee chosen by acclamation
to enact the hero in A Colonial Love
si.‘r}-.l

But they had a professional “coach,”
and the best hall in town, aud the
loveliest costumes procurable; and a
lurge and fashionable wudicnce was
absolutely certain.  The free reading-
room, for the benefit of which *A
Colonin! Love Story™" was to be given,
wos sure of & handsome donution.  So
that all was biithe and buoyant.

Hetty Burton stood with John
Liddell at & corner of the stage,
ostensibly watehlug the placing of the
seonery for the first acl; scene, @ colos
uisl kitchen, or a kitchen thesudicnce
was to imagine colonial.

There was to be a little dance and
supper after the performance that
cvening ot Bess Gordon's, and it was
to the subject of the first waitz that
John Lidde!l had skilifully led up.

+1s itengaged?’ he gueried, bracing
himse!f before her in a determined
way he had.

With his very good legs incased In
knoo-brecches and black silk stockings
it was o very becoming way.

“No,” Hetty admitted

She swung the dainty duster she
Leld in rather n coguettish manner,
How could she help being coquettish
in n short pink skirt under a white
spron, & blue bodiee, and a tiny, be-
ruflled cap? Hetty belag billed as
Margery, a waiting-maid, and a most
pleasing waiting-mald she was.

wWell, then,” sald John Liddell, en-
thusiastically, *it's & plain case. You
are not engaged for the first walta;
peither am L But you wish to be; so
do I. 1desire to dance the first time
with you—and several times more; you
also desire o—"

“Do I, indeed?” cried Hetly, warm-
1y biushing.

John Liddell had the coolest way of
saying things and he had nequired it
rathersuddenly, too. Hetty had knowan
bim only since *“A Colenial love
Story™ had brought them together, but
he already appeared to ccasider her
his especinl propeftly, aad to talk ac-
cordingly.

it was far from unpleasant, to be
surn, the consciousness that it was she
—she alone—when ¢ one ol the
girls thought him delightful snd irre-
sistible,

And If the other girls had thought
guite the opposite it would have made
small difference to Hetty, Hetty was
in love and aware of it

“Yes,you do," said John, collectedly.

He moved alittle nearver. Nobody
wans observing but Mr. Ryer, the
weoach,” and Mr Ryer was of small
aceount st that moment

For handsome nnd seif-assured John
Liddell of & sudden lost control of him-
self.

There had been previous occasions
when it had scemed to Hetty that e
was in danger of ik

Now he eaught her hand and pressed
it in his own, with an unintelligible
word or two, whose import was not
mysterious, and held iL

“Mr. Liddell?” she whispered.

vHetty " said Me. Liddell, masters
fully.

And then Mr. Rycr, who had turned
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1 his bald head considerately nway. rang

& little bell, sand the next minute
Hotty's lover, as Christopher Peabody.
win sitting in u tall-backed chair, and

making his first shy speech 10
Dorothy Jeflerson o the colonial
kitehen,

Hetty shrank back Into the wing
and prossed her hot cheek against the
bourds, Her pretty dark eyes were
holf shut. She beard and saw Both-
ing.

“It has come—it has come!” she
kept suying 1o horself, blissfully. Yo,
now that It had come she realized how
much she Lad wanted it, und admitted
it Lo borsolf bravely.

sho had not known him long, but—
Well, there was no use in trying to ex-
pluin it; she was happy, that was wlil
—huppier than anybody else alive, she
wis certain, unless it was John,

v Ain't shie 3 dalsy, though?"' some-
body wus saying just behiod her, in &
sopulehral  whisper, necessary now
that the play had begun.

It wis Chaupeey Dean und Belle
Bennett, a¢ Me. and Mrs Jeflerson,
respectively.

Hetty looked uround ot them, still
duzodly.

«Ni to ba the father of such &
girl," Me. Jefferson sdded, joeularly.

Mri. Jeflerson giggled.

e Look!" she murmured. pinching
Margery. “lsn't she & prety little
thing? You qnow Mag Carpenter lad
to give up her part at the last minute,
didn't you? She's sick; and that giri—
Muck is her name—she's staying at
the Liddells, Johin askod her only =
day or two ago to lake Mug's part and
see how well she's got It already!
Isn't she clever? She does it better
than Mag, don't you think, really?
She's been in smutenr theatricals be-
fore, John said, and he knew she could
do it.”’

O™ sald Hetty, faintly.

She looked at Miss Mack, where
she sat listening to John's mimiclove-
making.

John's mimic love-making had never
been an agreeable thing for Jletty to
hear. It had been bad enough with
Mayg Carpenter as Dorothy Jefferson
—Mag, who was rather piain, and en-
gaged to Will Lana. And with this
person for Dorothy—this person who
had sprung up a#s though by fairy
means, without a warning —this ex-
tremely pretty  and gentie-looking
person from notody knew where—this
person, with ponde locks and blue
eyes, and & dimple—with her for the
colonial heroine John's love-making
wis agonizing.

“Who is she?' Hetty demanded, her
hands elasped tightly.

“Why, 1 twldyoun, Miss Mack,” Belle
responded, staring s little. “She's
visiting st the Liddells. That's all 1
know. Some friend, of course. Still,
come 1o think of it, she must be rath-
or more than a [ lend—visiting there,
you know. Shouldn’t wonder if John's
engaged to her. He's back from the
East somewhere lately, you know.
She's engaged to him i John's nsked
her—1 know that. I don't know who'd
say no to John Liddell; ] couldn’t!"
Belle declared, with cheerful candor.
«Yes, 1 suppose that must beit."

oHow you girls gossip!” sald Chaun-
eey Denn, with & tail of his briss-but-
toned bluecoat on either arm. “AllI've
got to say is if John gets her he's got
s mighty preity giri. Yeup! Stun-
ning,” said Mr. Jefferson, with a start-
Hng lackol dignity. considering his
gray wig and carclful wax wrinkles,

“Mag lent her her costume, of
course,” said Belle, studying her
“How much sweeter she looks in it
than Magz did.  Foor Mag! I'm
actually afraid we'll all be glad she
ean't pluy.  I'm positive John Liddell
will. Just hear him! He does ten
times better than he did with Mag.
It's more inspiring, you sea.’”

Hetty saw. It was surprising, the
sudden prottiness of Mag's short-
waisted, big-figured gown, with its
square neck and puffed sleevas

It was astonishing, the new bright-
pess of the amorous dialogue of Chris-
topher and his sweetheart.

He was leaning toward her with a
most realistic devotion: his handsome
eyes lovked intent, pad her fresh
cheeks were aglow.

Hetty could hear the applauding
mermur of the lookers-on. Her own
fair face was growing colorless and
strained.

wShe l¢ staying there? sho re-
peated, stifly. *‘She is visiting the
Liddells?"’

“Yes,”" Beolle responded, her eyos
widening with n suddea recoguition,
and she faltered thereafter, with
gentle symputhy: “Ye-es She's been
there several days. 1 saw her wut
driving with John and his mother
yosterday.™

Belle found Hetty's cold little hand,
and pressod It

“Never mind. There isn't a fellow
in the world that's worth i,”’ she
whispered, philosophically. I dare
say he's an awlul flirt. Don’t mind
him.™

Christopher was taking a tender
leave of Dorothy, and departing, and
Mr. Ryer was peering anxiously [from
the opposite wing.

wCome along,”’ said Mr. Jefferson,
pulling his spouse on the stage; and
Hetty was left alone.

She dropped her face
hands with a silont soh

She had heard of such things before
—the double love-mnking of bad
young men; she had read of it. How
could ho--how conld he? He did it
perhaps, with every other girl he met;
she had heard of men who did.

Fngaged! Yes, that was likely.
Else why was she staying there, who
was not o reiative, and going driving
with him? He had never taken her
drivine,  Nor ever would.

into her

Her angwr surged potiy in hee l
thumping benrt, und holped 10 keep
bauek hor tears

sShe reflected, with bitter shame,
that probably he had  not thought
serlously of it—a more squeeaing of |
her hand and a whispered word or |
twa.  But slie had thought—she had |
thought— |

She shivered in her blank misery. |
A tragicnlly Sippant little kit cume
into her head:

«“ Oy, wonld 1 were dead now, !
Or up in my bed now,
To cover my hrad now,
Anil have & good cry '

+Miss Burton,” said Mr. Ryer, Ina
loud whisper.

And looking up Hetty percelved that
he must have beéen suying it for some
time.

He looked stern, and the occupants
of the stage woers wailing stockestill
for Murgery.

Hetty went on.

she did not know how she got
through her part—how she dusted
the mantel und unswered Mrs, Jeffer-
son's inquiries and flirted with the
man-servant in the background, and
even spoke to Dorothy; but somehow
she did.

»You wmust try to come on at the
proper time to-night. Miss Burton,”
said Mr. Ryer, na she passed him in
the wings. Even at that wretched
moment she dimly admired his meek
patience.  Mra Jefferson had ruinoed
her best speech with a giggle, snd Mr.
Jefferson had knocked over two chairs
“And put a little more expression intc
your lines, plense, Miss Burton.”

“Yes, "' sald Hotty, drearily.

Dorothy Jefferson mude her exit at
the same minute, and Hetty was bend-
ing hor lagging energies to the lazk of
esenping her. |

Miss Mack was not, however, 10 be
escaped. The murmur of applause |
had risen to a clapping of hauds and
stumping of feet.

Miss Mack's blue orbs wera bright
and her red lips smiling with excusa-
ble triumph. Evidently she wanted
sympathy and congratulntions,

loony sleeve, through Hetty's, and

icy smile,

onteen al the most.  She made Hetty,

heelod slippera.

She was an artless little thing with-
al. She seemed to have taken s fancy
w Hotty, Hetty nodded grimly. She
burst into a confidential prattle; Hetty
had never heard anybody talk so fast.

wHow did 1 do 117" said she, with
pretiy anxiety. *‘1 was almost sure
I'd break down. Why, I've oniy had

made me take it: he sald he knew I
could.  [ve practiced with John alit-
tle 5t home, of course; but that's all,
gvery bit. How did I do?”

»You @id very well,” said Hetty, in
a voice which sounded like somebody
else's

«Oh, did 1?" eried little Miss Mack.
“You arc so good to say it! I'm so
siad! 1 wish Harry was hero
though,” she deciared, impetuously,
looking up ot Hetty with a babyish
sweetness. “Don’t you?" ' '

“Harry Liddell?” sald Hetty, vague-
ly. She had heard of him. i

“Why, of course,”” said Miss Mack.
hlithely, as though there was no other
Hurry in the country, **but he's away,
you know. He's in college ye!, you
know. At first,” said Miss Mack,
with us guileless a candor as though |
Hetty were s life-long friend, “'at first
1 was going to walt till he had gradu-
ated and was at homa to visit his peo-
ple.  But we're to be married immedi-
ately after that, you know, and he
was w0 anxious to meet them now, and
¢o was 1: and so I came. Mamma
thinks we're Wo young, and I'm afraid
Mrs Liddell does. Do you? Why,
Harry's nearly twenty-two. But it
won't make the least bit of difference
in the world what anybody thinks—
not & bit! Would it to you? We're
going—" Mr. Ryer's careworn face
was visible, In aoxious searching.
Little Miss Mack rose hurriedly. her
cnarming infantile face rippling with
smiles, "we're going to get married,
anyhow," she coded. as she ran away.

Hetty put her fluttering band over
her lips. The dear little thing! the
dear little thing! She looked after her
jovingly. In that first blissful breath
she did fairly love her. Was she—
Hetty—the same girl she had been a
moment before? And this the same
place? [t did not seam so.

Somebody bending over her from
behind laughed In her ear.

“What do you think of my sister-in-
Iaw?" John Liddell demanded. “*The
babes in the wood, we call them. Bat |
pever mind my sisterinsiaw. You |
didn't tall me whether 1 could have that |
waltz, Hetty.”

Ho siipped around to the front, and
with an arm round his sweetheart's |
waist, pressed her against bis ruffled
shirt-front.

The sound of Dorothy's lifting voice
came to her from the stage, dimly,
soothingly. Hetty smiled lato John's
beaming eyes And-—surely there was
no need of it—he nevar knew sbout
her bad hall-hour. —Saturday Night

—_Qwoet Omelet. —One teaspoon of
sugnr, yoik of one egg. the juice and
grated rind of one ovange; pour over
this the white of the egg beaten to a
froth; put into & buttered pan over =«
quick fire, cook three minutes, put in
thhe oven for hall & minute, then fold
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and sprinkle with sugar.

guaint old-fasiioned

| fasldon  with  wide

She was young, this fiancee of Jobn |
Liddell's. She was not more than sev-

who was twenty, feel suddenly old and |
faded. And she was the prottiest lit- |
tle creature imuginable, from the top |
of her high shell comb to her dizay- |

a fow days to study it.  But John just |

equally
\ the lovely flower bon-

FASHION LETTER.
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A Wide Bang. ior Cholce in Siyles—The

| Emplre and Directoire Sl umn-+

condant—U1her Faskion Notes.
|Specisl New York Correapondence.]
There § grost style and fancy In the
pleturesque aud elegant gowning of the
pt senson.  There is & choles for all in
the fashlunable array, for inelnded in it isa
wonderiul melange of the historie the co-
quettish, the simple, the severe, the poetia
and the practical. In dress toil=ts there is
still & strong leannyg toward the empire
and directoire stylos still, Lowever, they
are closely rivaled by princesse dresses and

| those showing classie Urecian effects and

features Although tn high fashion, the
stratzeht full undraped skirts do not ) leave

‘uulwuaily. and slight graceful draperies

appenr upon many of Lhe most elegant im-
ported gowns  Kilting and accordeon plait-
{ng appear upon tennis and yachting suits,
and neglige costumes for the beach and
country, There is a rage for sewl-transpas
ent cool white wovlen ,

goods, and  fasbion-
abile  modistes are
making grest use of
these in eombination
with soft silks that are
either fgured with
buds sl sprays of
fowers, oOr are
striped or barred with

colors In bt rose
pink, Hiae, ete. Thess
are mude in empire

soft sk ris e
tringod nt the cdges,
open  bodices  with
Llouse yests, or those
crossed In  surplice
style; amnd pletur.
eaqualy - shaped
sleeves suited to this
particslar  mode of
dress Clina aud In-
dia silks are brought out in beautiful tinte
and patterns anid are sold &t amazingly low
prices  These, with the pretty Bengalines
and fancy wurabs, are made into
gowns suttable for any ordinary oceasion.
The pew lnee trimmings and lace gowns are
beautiful beyond description.

Lace coats, fichus, redingotes, plazza

| wraps.tes gownsemplire dresses and tral

evening robesall appear in delicious array,

" and there is 5o gown or garniture more ex-

3!1»1;‘ or becoming. The Ulack lace
reses this season are wade up over founda-
tions of biack silk or satin, far more gen-

| ezally thun over color When a coutrast ia

dosired, opal-tinted surahs, shot siiks or

She put her round arm, in its bal- | watered silk in delicate shades of old rose,

rescda, strawberry w d the like, are chosen

pushed her into a chair in the green- | Thers is & sudden eaprice awong fashion- | holdings average from two 1o three

room, and d-ew another close to her. | able women, both here and abroud for

| of the lovely cotton fabries thnt lave ap-
earecd this year
ens comprise flow.
ered India musline
Chambery fabrics in
novel and deliclous

sheer and dainty
lawns and crepalines
in pompadour pat-

siriped  The Chams-
berv gaizes are iove.
Iy Loth in tiut and de-
vice. Theniiky zephyr
ginghams in ol rose,
pale blue, stra wherry,
cream and lilse, are
cool md fresi.look-
ing. and in Paris the
large plaited French
ginrhams are nsed
for beach and travel.
ing dresses, with close
peat bodice of plain
gingham trimmed
with the plaid The akirts are as stylishiy
adfusted as & sUmMmMEr silk and very ofien
are oo sui'e.  English
serye i« a very favorite fabric also for trav.
eling costumes, as the dust and sea air bave
but littie effect upon it
To save laundry bills at the summer re=
ports, skirts to wear next the gown, in place
of those of muslin, are made of cotton-
back moire—a fabricthat keeps jts dressing
the entire season—and stroog American
surah. These are simply edged with nar.
row pinked ruffles  Ribbon is used with a
lavish hand on gowne ol every sort, and &
simple aud pretty finish to 5 bodice is to
carry & strand of ribbon up over the shoul-
ders from belt to belt, with falling ends
and loopw at the tereinus of the V thus
made Lace is jaboted down the
ot these braces on
very dressy corsages
Therejs no shatewent
in the demand for
large pictaresque
round hats, and
pepuiar are

nets wholly of
blossoms and foliage.
There is a large fm-

tion this sum-
mer of fancy blouses,
silk Sahirt waists and
neglige jackets with
fancy waistcoata

There are twenty-five distinet ahades of
in faghion, but all these are strongly
rivalled llow in nearly as many toned
Evening toilets for debutantes ore of wit
Stellfenne siik in vieux rose, golden greem,
magnolia white and pale opal bine combined
wigh pearl dotted sk crepe lissa. Very
many of the bodices for evening wear &re
cut off round at the walsl, or very
pointed, the edyges covered by a softly-fo
ed sash or ribbon gernituwe leid on fag
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PASSING PLEASANTRY.

TaLgiss about shoo'er things, bow about
& woman's apron in hen tise!

Sowme one has sshd that the explorer
Btanley is “like a lady’s pocket, for nobedy
can fiod him."

“Sue had tapering hands,” wrote the
povelist, and the critle observed that she
must have been ght-fingered.

A Wesrrnx journal communicates the in-
toresting fact that pie parties, much in vogue
14 that section, are usually foliowed by pep
sin picnics

S - the wearing in afterncom drives, ot lawn |
Hetty sat rigidly straight, with 80 porge, summer tess and garden parties. |

shades of color, and

torna, or harred and
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I POVERTY IN INDIA,
| & Country Where Alle-Rodied Mea Work
for $is Conts & Day.

I had always lovked upon India ns 8
| plos-cating country. | find that s great |
pumber of the peuple bore eat whent
and grain. In Northwestern India
only about ten per cent. of the people
eat rice, sod in the prison at Agra l
found that the prisopers were fod
upon grain, Everywhere the mass of
tie people seem to be underfed and
the leanest, scraggiest specimens of
humanity 1 have ever soen [ find in
this rich valley of the Ganzes. Where
pature has done every thing the peo-
ple are starving, and you can have no
fden of the skin and bone men and
boys whom 1 see daily by the thoo-
sands. The costume of the people is
such that the arms and legs and often
the breasts snd waists are bare. There
seems to be nothing but skin, bones
and sinew, and the average thigh is
| pot bigger than a muscular Ameriean
' biceps. Thero are no calves whats
ever, and the joints at the knees and
unkles are extrnordinarily large.
Nearly every man you meet, if he be
poor, has wrinkles in bis belly, and at
every railroad station you find guunt,
durk-faced, piteous, lean men, who
slap their bare stomachs 1o show that
they are bollow and ask for backshish.
Wages are miserably low. Farm
laborers get from six to eight cemtsa
day and masons get about tem cents
a day. Even travelers who have to
pay the highest wages, can pet gond
English-speaking servants who will
' travel with them and feed themselves
for thirty-three centsa day, and less

than that if taken by the month.
| This valley of the Ganges has more
people than it can support, and it is
probably the most densely populated
| part of the world  The people live in
villages and the average countiry lown
consists of one-story mud buts, too
l poor and flly-ventilated for American
pig-pens.  You would not think of
’ihm-ing such outhouses as the resi-
' dences of the majority of this vast
| populasion would make, and in alarge
purt of India, and especially in the
best part of this Ganges eountry, the

acres apicce. At four 1o the family
this represents a hatf acre per person,
| or over 1,900 persons per square mile
| When it is remembered that these peo-
ple live by agriculture it will be scen
that this condition is far worse than
that of China or any part of Europe.
And still the people are bright. They
' are brainy, 100, and you will find few
 sharp.r bDusiness men, betler eut
faces and more polite people than
these people of India  Their faces in
| this part of India have much the}
same characteristics as those of the
Anglo-Saxon.  These of the higher
eastes mre more like those of the
Greeks, and 1 see faces every day
which, If the #kin were white, any
American might be proud to own.
They belong to the same race germ
that we do, and under the same train-
{ng and Christian influences they
would be strong competitors with us
But what can & mun do on six cenis a
day, or how can a man learn when he
bas to struggle to exist  The popula-
tion of India is continually increasing.
England cats the lion’s share of the
| products of the country, and though
| the people are perhaps better off under
 her government than they have been
' in the past, it is the same old story of
her wealth going to the rulers and
the people working their flesh off their
' bones to support them. The Gov-
:emur—(ienenl of India. who, by the
| way, is the rich Marquis of Lans-
downe, gets $100,000 & year. Quite a
contrast with the wages of the masses
at six cents a day, fsu't t?—Frank G.
Carpenter, in Boston Globe.
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IN ARCTIC REG!ONS.

The Growing Popularity of the Laad of
the Midnight Sun.

Every summer hundreds make the
sxcursion along the Norwegian coast
to the North Cape, where the midaight
sun is witnessed and the night is as
Illgh'. as day. The inhabitanis of the
Arctic regions seem to enjoy life as
much as those in lower latitudes
| They would not exchange their coun-
{try for any other. The lcelanders do
' pot want a better country thas that
found in the island which is sur-
| pounded by ice half the year. A few
emigrate because otherwise the popu-
| jation would overstock the island. But
the natives of high Iatitudes never
| seek warm countries. The Norwegian
| immigrants take kindly to Wisconsin
gnd Minnesota They want frost
snow and ice. 1f the lakes and rivers
are not sealed up half the year it is
pot a good country for Norwegians. A
fow years ago some of these people
made explorations in Alaska with a
view tosettiement. The winter climate
is milder than that of Norway. Of
course these explorers did not find &
country more attractive iban the
northern parts of Wisconsin and Min-
nssota. They found & country where
the waters abounded in fish and there
were vast forests. Butl these advan-
tages are found in the Northwestern
States and Territories in addition to
chenp nnd fertile lands.

Pr. Nansen, who made the journey
across Greenland, was compelied to
spend the winter st Godthaah, on the
western const. He found winter life
enjoyable. The permanent white set-
tiers did not need any sympathy on
necount of the rigors of the climate
Upernavik in Greenland is the most
porthern bamlet in the world A
Danish doctor who had spent most of
his life there proposed to go back 0
Denmark and end his days  But hav.
ing been gone twelve mouths he re-

It in just as honorable 1o saw wood a8
piay beseball. And yetitis caimed that

turned 1o live in the town within ike

good enough place for Alm after have
ing seen something of the rest of the
worid,

Arctio explorers who are not broken
by the hardships of the Srel voyage
are ready to make ancther. Life In
these bigh !atitudes has & fascination
for ther. Whalemen go far up into
the Arctle Ocean year after yeaur
Captains of whaling vessels rarely o
tire from business so loug s they bave
sufficient physical stamina These
high latitudes deal kindly with them.
In Sweden, the terminus of the most
porthern railroad In that counatry is
on the line of the Arctie circle. How
far will civilization yet push izte
Arctic regions? Railroads may final-
Iy reach the Arctic circle by way ol
Alaska  Life has been found tolerable
in winter even at Point Barrow, the
shores of the Arctic Ocean.

The summer fiourists are now on
their way in greater pumbers than
usual to the hizh latitudes of Alaska.
Those who have made the excursion 10
the North Cape and have sinca
made ope to Alaska. declare that
scenery along the const of the latter
surpasses in grandeur axd boauty that
slong the coast of Nortay. The pas-
sage through narcow waterways, the
piacid waters, wooded islands, land-
locked bays. fjords, majestic mountl-
ains. and forcsts coming down to meet
the sea. and further north the glaciers,
are some of the attractions of this
summer excursion in high Iatitudes,
At po distant day, probably, these
summer excursions will be extended tg
polints where the midnight sun will ba
us visible as atthe North Cape. Where
the present excursions terminate there
is only n brief twilight during theg
twenty-four hours. An old whaling
captain, being imterrogated about the
appearance of the miduight sun in the
Arctic Ucean, declared that the sight
was not at all equal 10 the spouting of
a good-sized whale.—San Francisco
Bulletin
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ROYAL, BUT HUMAN.

A Lesson Taught by the Court Gesalp =1
Eurepesa Newspapers.

Even in the court gossip of the news-
papers published in different European
countries, we find the pathetic hints
of human love and suffering which
prove all men to be of but one blood.

Queen Christina of Spain, we are
told, at the time of her marriage was
an angular, hard-faced, repellent
woman, whose mannoers offended those
who approached her.  But her passion-
ate desire that her baby son shall in-
herit his father’s throne has altered
her whole character. She is gracious
and friendly; has scquired fine ilact,
and her manners are now as charming
as they were once unpleasing. She
has subjugated the haughty grandecs
of Spain, and made them loyalto their
little King by her direct personal in-
fluence alone Every day Is a new
battle for her boy: and so far she has
won every battie.

The Ciarina of Russia several
months ago, with her husband and
children, was in a railway train which
was wrecked by conspirmtors For
some time she thought her oldest son
was killed. The result was that fors
time her mind was affected: the dead
boy was constantly before her.

The Empress of Austria, It is ro
mored, owing to the suicide of her
son. has lost her reason.

The Queen of Sweden has long been
an invalid from some obscure disease
She is extremely fond of music, and
her happiest hours are those whes her
sons sing to her.

The most touching story which
comes out of the court surroundings is
that of the Duchess of Cambridge,
aunt of Queen Victoria, who has just
died at an extreme old age. Her son,
who is over sevemly yrars old. in-
variably came twice a day to sit by
her bedside and entertain her with
family gossip. He never left her with-
out bending his white hesd that she
might lay her hand upon it in biessing.

Young peopie are apt toihink of
royalty ss removed into s state of
splendid triumph. insensible to pain
oranxiety. Yet these briel glimpees
show that Kings and Queens are but
fsthers and mothers like the poorest
slave. and draw their misery and hap-

from their children just a8
keenly as though ne “golden rigoi™
bound their browsa —Youth's Com-
panion. -
Women with Painted Faces.

I was the other afterncom in the
park, and was looking =t the iadies
driving in their carriages. [ take the
liberty to give them a little advica A
considerable number of them bad en-
deavored to “improve’ their complex-
jons, and, what is more curious the
young ones seem 1o have done so even
more than the elderiy ones. Now, ad-
mitting that to painst the face be de-
sirable, it ought at icast to be well
done. particularly whea the painting
has 1o stand the test of sumlight |
pever saw [aces worse painted An
American girl paints from ber child-
hood upward, and by the time thatshe
comes over to London 10 be presented
at Court and to take part at other
such functions so dear to the young re-
publican. she has acquired a mastery
of her art. So, again, with the French
women. They know how to paisi
But English girls know as little about
it as savages The white that they
daub on their faces Jooks blue in day-
light: their rouge bocomes & Phie mae
genta: the black lise timt they draw
round their eyes gives their orbs &
bead-llke. expressioniess air: the red
that they put on their lips assumes &
brownish tint and darkens their teeth,
and their attempis to better their
eye-hrows generally end lin making
ore differ from the other.—Losdog

base-ball is sbsolutely necessary to give the
boys athletic exercise,

Arctic circle, declaring that it wasa

Truth

I
b
I




