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DARK DAYS

BY HUGH CONWAY.

| Author of ““Called Back."
e ==
CHAPTER I

A PRAYER AND A VOW,

‘When this story of my !ife, or of such pos
tions of my life os present any out-of-Lhes
common features, is read, it will be found
that I have committed errors of judgment—
that I have sinned not only socially, but alse
against the lawof the land, Inexcuse I can
plead but two things—the: strongth of love,
the wenkness of human nature,

If those carry no weight with you, throw
the book aside, You are too good for me; |
am too humon for you. We cannot be
friends. Read no further,

I noad say nothing nbout my childhood;
nothing about my boyhood. Let me hurry
on to enrly manhood—to that time when the
wonderful drenms of youth begin to leave
one; when the impulse which can drive so-
ber reason nside must be, indeed, a strong
one; when one has learned to count the cost
of every rash step; when the transient and
fitful flames of the boy have settled down to
o stenily, glowing fire which will burn until
only oglies nre left; when the strength, the
nerve, the intellect, is or should be at its
heighit; when, in short, one's years number
thirty.

Yet, what was [ then? A soured, morose,
disappointzd man; without ambition, with-
out care for the morrow; without a goal or
objectin life. Breathing, eating, drinking, as
by instinet, Rising in the morning, and
wishing the day was over; lyinz down at
night, and caring little whether the listless
eyes I elosed might open again or not,

And why! Ah| to know why you must sit
with mo as I sit lonely over my glowing fire
one winter night. You must read my
thoughts; the pictures of my past must rise
before you ns they rise before me, My sor-
row, my hate, my love must be yours, You
must, indeel, Le my very self,

You may begin this retrospect with tri-
umph. You may go back to tha day when,
after having pnssed my examination with
high honors, I, Basil North, was duly en-
titled to write M. D, after my name, and sat
to work to win fame and fortune by
dolng my best townrd relieving the suller-
ings of my fellow creatures. You may say,
as I snid then, os 1 say now, ‘A noble
carser; u life full of interest and useful-
ness."

You may see me full of hope and courage,
and ready for any amount of hard work;
pottiing down in a large provincial town,
resolved to beat out a practics for mywelf.
You may ses how, after the usual initiatory
struggles, my footing gradually grew
firmer; how my name became familiar; how
atlnst 1 seemed to be in a fair way of win-
ning success,

You muy see how for a while a dream
brightene | my life; how that dream faded
and loft gloom in its place. You may sce
the woman I loved.

No, I am wrong, Her you cannot see,
Only I myself can see Philippa as I saw Ler
Sben—as 1 see her now.

Philippa as Isaw kerthen—as I'see her now.

Heavens! how fair she was! How glorious
her rich, dark beauty! How different from
the pink-white and yellew dolls whom I have
seen exalted as the types of perfection!
Warm Soutbern blood ran through ber
veins and tinged ber clear Lrown cheek
with color, Her mother was an English
woman; but it was Spain that gave her
daughter that exquisite grace, those won-
drous dark eyes and long, curled lashes, that
mass of =oft black hair, that passionate,
impulsive nature, and perhaps that queen-
like carriage and dignity, The English
mother may bave given the girl many gom!
gifts, but ner beauty came from the father,
whom she had never known ; the Andalusinn,
who diedd while she was but a child in arms

Yet, in spite of her forcign grace, Philippa
was Lnglish, Her Spanish origin was o
her but a tradition, Her foot had never
touched her father's native land, Its lan.
gunge was strange to lher. She was born
in England, and her father, the natwmw of
whose occupation I have not been able to
ascertnin, seems to have spent most of his
timo in this country.

When did Ilearn to love herl Ask mo,
rather, whendid we first meot? Even then,
as my eyes fell upon the girl, 1 knew, as by
revelation, that for me life and her love
meant one and the sama thing. Till that
moment there was no woman in the world
the sight of whom would have guickensd
my pulse by a beat. I bad read and heard
of such love ns this, 1 bhad laughed at it
There seemed no room for such an engross-
ing passion in my Lusy lite, Yetall at once
I loved ax man has never loved before: awl
as 1sit to-night and gaze into the fire 1 tell
mysell that the objectless life 1 am leading
is the only ono possible for the man who
loved but failed to win Philippa.

Our first mosting was broug bt about inthe
most proseic way., Her mother, who suf-
fered (rom n chironfe disease, consulted me
professionally. My visits, first those of a
doctor, soon became thoss of a friend, ami 1
was free 10 woo the girl to the best of my
ability

PrLilippa wnd her mother lived in a small
house on the outskirts of the town. They

were notrich people, but bad enough to keep

the pinch of poverty from thalr livoe The

mothor  wos o swoeof, quiot, ladylike
woman, who bore  her  sufferings
with  resignation, Hor  health  was,
indeod,  wretched, The only thing

which seemed likely to benofit Ler was a
econtinual chiange of air and scone.  After
attending her for about six months, 1 was
in conseienco bound to indorse the opinion
of Lier formoer medical advisors, and tell her
it wenld be well for ber to try nuother
changa.

My hoart was heavy ns I pove this cde
vice, II ndopted, it meant that Philippa
and I must part,

But wliy, during thoss six months, had ]
not, passionately in love as I was, won the
young girl's heart!? Why did slie not leave
ma a4 iy aflianced bridel Wy did 1 Jef
her leave meo at ally

Ths answer is short,  8he Joved me not.

Not that she had ever told me so in words
bad naver askal hor im words for her lova
But she must have known—she must have
known! When I was with her, evary lovk,
every action of mine must have toll her the
truth, Women are not fools or blind. A
man, loving as I did,iwho can conceal the
true state of his feelings must be more than
mortal,

Ihad not spoken; I dared not speak. Bet-
ter uncertainty with hope than certainty
with despair. The 8ay on which Philippa
refused my love would be as the day of
death to me.

Besides, what had Ito offer her! Althongh
succeeding fairly well for a boginner, at
present 1 could only ask the woman I made
my wife toshare comparative poverty, And
Philippa! Ah! 1 would have wrappud Phil-
ippain luxury! All that wenlth could buy
ought to be hers, Had you seen her in ths
glory of her fresh young Leauty, you wouid
have smiled at the presumption of the man
wlio could expect such a being to become
the wife of n hard working and as yet ill-
paid dector. You would have felt thut she
+honld have lind the world at her feet.

IHad 1 thought that she loved mo I might
perhinps have dared to hopo she woull even
then have been happy as my wife. But she
il not love me, Moreover, she was wmbi-
tious

She knew—small blame to her—how beau-
titul she was. Do I wrong her when I say
that fn thoae days she looked for the MIt of
rank and riches from the man who loved hert
Bhe knew that she wus A& queen among
women, and expected n quoon’'s dues
(Sweolest, are my words cruelf They are
the eruelest I have spoken, gr shall speak,
tgainst you, Forgive them!)

Wi wore rriends—frout friends. Such
fricndship is love's bgne. It buoys false
hopws; it lulls to sscurity; it loads astray; it
is o stalf which breaks suddenly, and wouinis
thn han! which leans upon it. Bo little it
seomis t9 need to make friendship grow mto
lnve; and yet how seldom that little iy
ndided! The love which begins with bate or
dislikke is often luckier than that which
tunring with friendship. Lovers eannot be
frisnds

Philippa and ber mother left my neizh-
borhood.  They went to London for awhile,
I heard from them oceasionnlly, and onee or
twice, when In town, called upon then
Tims went by, [ worked harmd at my pro-
fession the while, striving, by sheer toil, to
drive away the dream from my life.  Alas!
Istrove in vain, To love PUilippa was to
love her forover!

One morning a letter eama from her, 1
tore it open.  The news it contained was
prievous.  Her mother had disd sudidenly
Philippa  was alone in tho worll.  So far us
I knaw, she hind not o velative left; and I bes
lieved, perhnps hoped, that, save myscif,
+he Lhad no friend.

| needed no time for consideration. That
aftarnoon I was in London, 1 I could not
comtort hor in ber great sorrow 1 could at
lenst sympathize with her; could undertake
the management of the many business do-
tails which are attendant upon a death.

Paor Philippa! She was glad to sea m-,
TErough her tears she flashed me a look «
gratitude, 1 did all 1 could for ber, an
staved in town until the funeral was over
Then 1 was obliged to think of going hom-.
What was to become of the girll

Kith or kin she had none, nor did she
mention the name of any friend who woulil
be willing to receive hor,  As 1 suspected,
she was absolutely alone in the world, A
aoon as my back was turned she would hav.
no one on Whom she could count for sym-
pathy or helyp.

It must hnve Ueen her utter loneliness
which urged mie, in spite of my better judg-
moent, in spite of the grial which still oppress-
ad her, to throw myself at her feet and de
clare the desire of my heart. My words |
cannot recall, but I think—I know I pleaded
elonquentiy. Buch passion as mine gives
power and intensity to the most unpracticel
spenikor Yot long before my appeal was
ende | T knew that I pleaded in wain, Her
eyes, her manner, told me sha loved me not.

Then, remembering her present helples:
condition, 1 checked myself. 1 begged her
to furget the words 1 bad spoken; not 1o
onswer them now; to let me say them again
Iu some months' tima. Let mestill ba hoer
friend, and render her such service us |
:_>|\\|Il|.

She shook ber head; she held out her hand
The first action meant the refusal of v
Iove: the second, the ncceptance of my
triendship.  Ischooled myself to calmness,
nnd we discussed her plans for the future,

she was lodging in a house ina quiet, ro-
cwetnblo street near Rezent's Park. She

spessed lier intention of staying on here
I awhile.

“Fat alons!” 1exclaimad.

“Why not! What bave I to fear? Still
I s open to resson if you can BUgges
another plan.™

I could suggest mo other. Philippn was
past twenty-one and would at once suceec |
tn whatever money had been her mothe's,

triends, nnd must live somewhers, Wiy
‘henid she not stay on at her pressnt lody
st Nevertheless, T trembled as 1 thoug it
i this benutiful girl all alone in  Lowdon
Wiy conld she not lova me?
she not be my wile! It needed ail my self.
pestreaint 1o keep me from broaking nfresl
into passionate appeals

As she would not give mo the right to Jdis-
pose of her future 1 could do nothing more,
I bade her a sad farewell, then went back
to my homo to conquer my unhappy love,
or to suffer from its tresh inroads,

Conquer it! Such love as mine s never
conguered, It is a man's life. Philippa

was nover absent from wy thoughts, Lot

my frame of mind be gay or grave, Philip-
pn was always present.

Now and then she wrote to me, but her
Jotters told me little as to her mode of life;
they were short iriendly epistles, and gave
me Jittle hope.

Yot I was not quite hopeless, T felt that
1 bad been too hasty in “::-“g her for her
love o soon after her mot Jdeath, Let
bor recover from the shock; then I will try
agrin, Threo months was the time which
fnmy own mind 1 resolved should elapse
bafops 1 ngnin approached her with words
of Tuva, Threp menths! How woearily they
dragged theinsalves away|

Toward the end of 1y salf-imposed term
of probation 1 fancled that & brighter,
gayer tone manifested itself in I"lll.llpp.'.
letts, Fool that I was, I augured wall
from this

Telling mysell that such love as mine
wnust win in the end, I went to London, and
once more saw Uhilippa.  Bhe received ma
kindly, Althongh her garh was still that of
deap mourning, never, 1 thought, had she
looked more beantiful. Not long after our
firet greeting did 1 wait before I began to
plead again, Bhe stopped me at the outset,

“Hush," she said; *'1 have forgotten your
formnr words; let us still be riends,”

“Never[" | eried passionately, “Philippa,
answer me once for all, tell me you ean love
me "

Blie looked at me compassionately, “How
can 1 Lest answer youT" she sald musingly.
“"The sharpest remedy Is perhaps the kind-
est. Basll, will you underatand me when I
say it is too later”

“*Too Inte! What can you mean]! Has
another—"

The words died on my lips as Philippa,
drawing a ring from the fourth fingerof her
left hund, shoed me that it concealed a
plain gold cirelet. Her eyes met mine 1m-
ploringly.

*I should bave told yon before,” she sakd
sartly, and bendlog her proud head; ‘‘but
there were reasons—even now I am pledged
to tell noone, Basil, 1 only show you this
bemt:'u Iknow you will tuke no other ane
swer.

e R i
“To0 lute! Whatl ean you mean? Has an-
ollpr—"

1 rose without a word. The room seemed
whirling around me, ‘The only thing which
was clear to my sight was that cursed gold
band on the fair white hand—that sy mbol of
possession by another! In that moment hopn
and all the sweetness of life seonied swept
away Lrom me,

Something in my fhea must havoe told her
how her news affected me. She cuma to
me and land bher hand upon my arm, I
trembled like a lea! beneath ber touch,
Bbe looked beseechingly into my iace,

“0n, not like that!" she eried.  “Basil, I
am not worth it.  Ishiou!ld not have mnde
you huppy. You will forget—you will find
another, 1f I have wronged or mislel you,
suy you forgive me. Lot ma hear you, my
trus friend, wish me happiness,”

1 strove to fceee my dry lips to frame
some ¢onventional phrase.  In vain! words
would not come, Isank into a chair ana
coversd my face with my hands,

The door opened suddenly and a man en-

terod. He may have been about forty years
of nge. He was tall and remarkably hand-
some, Heo was dressed with serupulons

cara; but thers wns something written on
his face which told me it was not the face
of a good man., As I rose from my chair ha
glanced from me to Philippa with an air of
suspicious inquiry,

“Dr, North, an old friend of my mother's
and mine,* she said, with compasure, “Mr,
Farmer," she added; and a rosy blush crepk
round her neck ne she indicated the new
comer by the name which I felt sure was
now also her own

I bowed mechanieally. Imade n fow dis-
jointed remarks about the weather and kin-
dred topics: then 1 sbook hamds with
Philippa and left the house, tho most miser-
uble man in England.

Philippa married, and married secrotly!
How could her pride have stooped to a clan-
destine unjon! What manner of mnn was
he who hind won hert Heavens! he must be
hard to pleass if he eared not to show his
conguiest to the light of day. Curl sneakl
coward! wvillain! Stay; bhe may have lis
own reasons for coneealmont—reasons known
to Philippa and approved of by her. Nota
word against her. She is still my queen;
the one woinan in the world to me, What
sha hns done is right!

I pussed a sleeplessnight,  In the morning
I wrote to Philippa. 1 wished her all happi-
ness—1 could command my pen, if not my
tongue. I saidl no word about the secrecy
of the wedding, or the evils so often conse-
ruent to such concenlment,. Bat, with a foro-
boding ol ovil to come, [ bezged her to remom-

This was enough to live upon.  8he bad no |

Why coull |

ber that we were friends; that, although
I could see ber no more, whenever she
wanted a friend's ail, 8 wordd would bring
mo to her side, 1 usad no word of blame,
1 riskod no expression of love or regret. No
thought of my grief shoull jar upon the
happiness which she doubtless expected to
find. Farewell to tho one dream of my life!
[ Farew I, Philippa!
| Bueh n passion as miny may, in theso
| matter-of-fact, unromantic days, =eem an
:mmrllruuism. No matter whether to sym-
pathy or ridicule, 1 am but laying bare my
true thoughts and leelings.
F 1 woudd not return to my homa ot ones,
I shrank from going bLack to my lonely
hearth and beginning to eat my heart out,
.1 had made arrangements to stay in town

for some days, so 1 stayed, trying by a
oourss of what is termed gayety to drive
remembrance away. Futile efort! How
miniy have trivd the same reputed remody
without success!

And this was her husband—FPhilippa's hus-
band?

Four days after my interview with Phil-
ippn I was walking with a friend who know
every ono In town. As we passed the door
of vne of the most exclusive of the clubs 1
paw, standing on the steps talking to other
mien, the man whom I knew was Philippa®s
busbind, His face was turned frops e, 5o
I was nble to dircot my friond’s :}t(ml'.'n} to
bim,

“Wha is that mani” I asked.

*That man wilh the gardenia in his coat
js Sir Xarvyn Ferrand.”

*Whaiis hel What s he! What kind of
g man i hel”

“A baronet. Not very rich. Just about
the usual kind of man you ses on thoss
slopse. Very popular with the ladies, they
toll mo®

“Is he married -

Higaven knows! Idon't.© I never heard
of a Livly Ferrand, although thers must be

weversl Who are morally entitled to use the
degiguntgn.”

And bis wos her husband—Philippa's
husbandl

I clhghed m: teath. Why had he mar
ried wipor & fain namel  Or il she knew
thntnns by which she introduced him to
e wod 1ilse, why was it assumed! Why
Lad' ®e unrBage Poon vlandestined Not
oniy Sir Mervyn Ferrand, but the noblest in
tie land sheuld be proud of winnieg Philip-
pal The more I thought of the matter the
more wretched I grew, The dread that she
hiad been insome way deceived almost drove
memad. The thought of my proud, beauti-
fuil quesn some day finding herself humbled
tothe dust by a scoundrel's deceit was un-
gulsh. 'What could I dol

My first impulse was to demand an expla-
nation, then and there, from Sir Mervyn
Ferand  Yet I had no right or authority
8o to do, What was I to Philippa save an
unsuccessful suitor! Moreover, I felt that
+k» had revealed her secret to me in confl-
denee,  1f there were good reasons for ihe
copcenlment, 1 might do her irretrievable
horm by letting this man know that I was
aware of his true position in society. No, 1
vatild not call him to account. But I must
dosomething, or in time to come my grief
may bo rendered doubly deep: by self-re-
proach.

e next day I callad upon Philippa. She
won'll nt least tell me If the name unler
wiiich tha man marrisd her was the true or
o nlse one.  Alas! I found that she had
.t Ler home the day before—left it to re-
turis vo more! The landlady hail no idea
whither she bad gone, but belioved it was
Ler intention to leave England

After this I threw prudencs to the winds.
With soma trouble I found Sir Mervyn Fer-
rand’s town address, The next day 1 called
on him.  He also, I was informed, had just
left England. His destination was also un-
known

I turned away moodily, All chanee of
ving good was at an end, Letthe marriage
b fruye or false, Philippa had departed, ne-
compnnied by the man who, for purposes of
his own, pussed under the name of Farmer,
Lut who was renlly 8ir Mervyn Farrand,

1 went back to my home, and amid the
wreck of my life's bappiness murniured n
prayor and registered an oath, 1 prayed
that honor and happiness might Le the lot
af her | loved ; 1 swore that were she wronged
1 wonld with my own hand tako vengeance
wmn the man who wronged her.

For myself | prayed nothing—not oven
forgetfulness,  Iloved Philippa: 1 had lost
lier forever!  Thoe past, the present, the [u-
ture were all summoned up in these words!

The Effect of Diet on the Teeth,
[Exchange. |

According to a Hartford, Conn.. den-
sist the extensive and almost univeraal
ase of tonies and  sedatives, in the form
of iron and bromides, and the coneral
usa of fine flour and non-bone making
food materinls, are what support the
vast army of dentists in this countrey. It
is o curious fact that the effect of Amer-
jvan food upon the teeth of emigrants
who have been used to a coarsqr and
perhaps a more wholesome diet, is more
marked than upon the teeth of thesouns
af American ancestors,

Gladstone's Last Chore.
{Chiengo Tribune. |
The English prime minister’s duties
do not end with the close of the daily
sessions of parlinment, witen the tired
members are at liberty to take them-
selyves off to b, O the contrary, be-
fore sceking rest he mist write to the
jisen, giving her an odicial repors ol
the proceedings. These  Jetrers  ave
vouchied W the thind  person:  “Mr
Gladstone presamts bis duty 1o hoe maj-
exty, ol and maiv's  rplies,
asnally dicire ! e o cuev 1 lso ran
i the third] e

et

sweetest, but loaf sugar is more refined.

Common brown sugar may be the

WINTER IN CALIFORNIA,

How the Weather Diffors from Winter in
Now England.
[Ban Frauclsco Butletin, |

After Thanksgiving, winter. In the
Atlantic states, east of the Hudson,
frood sleighing is expected at this date.
Here nothing more than a few white
frosts indicale that winter has come.
There have frosts in the low-
lands during tho past week, Last
night the frost crept up on the billsides a
little. Tho crystals lay on the plank side-
walks in thesuburban towns and sparkled
ns the rays of the rising sun touched
them. For a moment or two there were
millio.is of dinmonds, then small drops of
water, and then nothing. But tho frost
makes crisp mornings, and a coal or
wood fire most enjoyable morning and
evening-—the wood fire especially. More-
over, the frosts help to color the foilage,
although in this country the deciduous
trees drop the greater part of their foli-
age before the frosts come. The soft
maples, ¢lms, white birches and locust
trees, which have been naturalized here,
for the most part, have cast their leaves.
Yet the maples tako on a wreath of color
before the leaves fall; so the frost does
not do all the coloring. Even the
eucalyptus, which casts its leaves at
midsummer and comtinues dropping
them until late in autumn, has a wealth
of color which is hardly noticed. The
coniferous trees prevail so largely in
California that the high colors of decid-
uous trees which grow on the hillsides
and mountain slopes of eastern states
are rarely seen here. Yet in every dell
after the first frosts have come in this
latitude, one may find patches of color
shading off from gold to scarlet, with a
great. many subdued tones, which
artists, who are good colorists, do not
fuil to notice. The firs and the pines
clothe many of the mountains in eternal
green. When they are bare, they are as
desolate as in Spain until the vernal
season sets In,

The first rains have already come.
But the winter rains have not yet ap-
peared, There is a sort of hush butween
the autumn and winter. 1f one goes to
the wood, he will hear hardly any other
sound than that of the harsh and ob-
streperous bluejay. Here and there will
be a tapping on the trunks, and an oe-
casional s juirrel descends to see what
provision in the way of ncorns the
may be left on the ground. Tn the open,
wher e the ground loecft, thero ure the
tracksof the sncaking coyote, Even
owls cease in & measure to hoot in the
winter season, and the mournful sound
of doves has ultogether ceased. A great
silence has fallen upon the woods,
There is hardly a singing bird, The
linnets in the suburban gardens, which
two months ago were so activein foeast-
ing on the ripe fruit, beginning even
earlicr with cherries, and continuing
until the Iast vipe pear had disappeared,
have become silent also.  No more
songs and no more depredations, for the
good reason that there is nothing to
steal, and the pairing season has not
begun., The white frosts are the fitting
introduction of winter. They precede
the heavier rains.

The trade winds have died out. They
will not prevail in this latitude before
the middle of next May. Some are un-
kind enough to say that it is a pity that
they should ever prevail. lut these
winds are the Lord's scavengers, sent up

as s0 many messagers from the salt
ocean fo deliver the city from plagues
and pestilence.  San Francisco has not

city from the day of its
foundation. There is Oriental dirt, and
Occidental dirt. It has come to be a
foreign city, Merehandise fills the side-
walks, and in many places crowds the
pedestrian into the street, Offal is
thrown there. The six months' trade
winds of summer and the six months'
rain are the two sanitary agents which
keep wateh and ward over the vity. The
most dangerous weeks of the year, on
the score of health, are those when
neither the trade winds nor the rains
prevail.  The winter season being less
pronounced in this latitude, thereis less
disposition lo store up anything All
the season is open, and even now the
bees are making honey, or are going to
rob other hives, For in this state even
the bees have caught the spirit of the
monopolist. They get a part of their
honey honestly, and, as to therest, they
do not seruple to get it dishonestly.

been a clean

The Child in Literature.
[Atlantic Monthly.]

There was a time, just beyond the mem-
ory of men now living, when the child
was born in  literature. At the same
period books for children began to be
written. There were children, indeed,
in literature before Wordsworth created
Alice Fell and Lucy Gray, or breathed
the line beginning,

She was a paantom of delight,

and there were books for the young be-
fore Mr. lay wrote “‘Sanford and Mer-
ton;” especially is it to be noted that
Goldsmith, who was an avant-courier of
Wordsworth, had a very delightful per-
ception of thoe child, and amused himself
with him in the *“Viear of Wake-
field,'” while he or his double enter-
tained his little friends in real life with
the *Henowned History of Goody Two
shoes,” Nevertheless there has bopn,
since the day of Wordsworth, such a
stecession of childish figures in prose
and verse that we are justified in belieyv-
ing ehildhood to have been discovered at
the close of the last century.  The child
has now become 80 common that we
searcely consider how absent he is from
tho carlier literature.  Men and women
ave there, lovers, mailens, and youth,
but these are all with us still.  The
child has been added to the dramatis
persome of modern literature,

OH, HAD | KNOWN | &
[Harriet Prescott Spofford.]
If I had thought so soon she woulil have died
He snid, I had been tenderer in my speech
[ bad a rnoment lingered at hor sile,
And bold her, ere she pasie] bayvond my

reach,
1t I had thought soseon she would have died

That daw che looked up with her startled eyes
Like somo burt creature wher: the woods
With ks { B stills] those
Vith kidses atille 1 thoso breaking sigha
Wine kisses clogad thoss eyelids inug- ﬁlgcp
That day she looked up withi her startlad eyes

Ol had 1 known aho would have dio 1 sosoon,
Love lind nnt wasted on & barren land,

Love liks those Fivers un ler tireid noon
Lost on the dewrt, polral outon the sand—

Oh, ha 1 1 known she would have lied sosoon

SOCIETY AT WASHINITON,

How to Get into the Whirl of the O
clal Circle =Fooding the Multitude.
[*"Ruhamah®™ in Globe-Demoveat, |

Matrimonially, Washington is the
poorest market in the country, ns many
of the delulel ones have feund before
the lirst season was hulf over, and while
to & certain extent anybody ean got inte
soviety here, and go to the public recep-
tions ot the While House, and eall on
every oflicial family, the priviloges
cease there, A bar 13 set ngninst those
not in ofiicial life that can only be lifted
by winter residents of great wealth, who
will entertuin the oficiaks.

A very Irank and a very vulgar woman
bluntly asked a prominent so-iety ma-
tron how she should manage it 1o get
into the whirl of the official circle, and
the astute matron answered; *‘Feed
them! Spread your table well the firsf
time, anil all Washington will be eager
to come on the mext oceasion.” That
ambitious soul was simply the wife of a
rich retired tradesman who came here
to spend her money, but without oficial
position, or relative in office, she had
@ weary and expensive up-hill
strugzle, and had to taks many snubs
and butfotings from those who feasted
and danced in her liouse. It was better
that the'r fortune from trade was ac-
quired in another city than here, for the
richest of the Wasﬁinp;tnn merchants
have no standing in what is distinctively
known as Washington society. A man
may make his fortune in junk, old
clothes or street-sweeping, any place
e!se, and with his mouey come to con-
gress, and gain entrance to the t
sovinl cirele for hie family, but il he
made “his money here society would
scorn him utterly.

There was a woman here once, the
wifv of a western statesman, who, a
dozen years hoefora her appearance at
Washington, managed a laundry and
hotel and deummed up her patrons at
the depot from her omnibus steps. She
wiis familiarly known by her first name
everywhere.  Together the couple ae-
quired a fortune, and, taking a liouse as
soon a8 they reached Washington, they
fed the multitude and won their way by
terrapin and champagne to the place the
ambitious wife coveted. Her grammar
was beyond all parallel and her langunage

not always marked with propriety.
Though her manners lacked the
repose  and polish of the Vere de

Veres, every one flocked to her louse
when it was open, danced for her fa-
vors, ate and drank of her abundance
and went away to ridicule her. Foreign
ministers and attaches would go there,
but only the unmarried men, as the la-
dies of the foreign circle did at least
draw the line at the ex-laundress,

After a season or two the statesman's
wife broke down and, plaintively saving
*“[ have overdone," retired from active
life, and felt the keen sting of disap-
pointment und what she ealled ingrati-
tude at the way she was passeld by, over-
louked and  forgotten, when no longer
able to minister to those who had rioted
at her expense so long,

An Art Well Worth Acquiring,
[Titus Munson Coan in Harper's Weekly.)
The cure of sleeplessness depends

upon the cause; how various the canses
are we have seen. 1 will not enumerate
the devices for proeuring slumber in the
ordinarily heahlh_\': they are very numer-
ous, but none of them have any general
application.  One counsel mauy be given,
for it is not hackneyed;it is this: Learn
toslecp in the daytime, This art is one
whicl cverybody has not acquireat

People there are—I  know such
people—who are  wise cnough to
et when they are hungry,

but who have never attained that higher
reach of wisdom, to sleep when they are
gleepy. But oceasions come to all of us
when we need to be able to sleep in the
daytime at will. Have you failed to get
your needed sleep, whether because of
work or watching, sorrow or pleasure?
Then repose in the daytime is the re-
storative necded, There is great virtue
in naps—even in short ones—and the
art of napping in the daytime, if von
have not learned it already, is one to be
learned without further delay., It may
require a little practice, but nature is
on the side of the learner,

And lastly. here iza bit of philosopliy,
written by a wise man and a physician,
Dr. Frank Hamilton. Let me hope that
at least one of my readers, if only one,
will be wise enough to profit by its wis-
dom: “Gloomy thoughts prevent sleep,
The poor and unfortunate wagnify and
inerease their misfortunes by too mueh
thinking. *Blessed be he who invented
gleep,” but thrice blessed be the man
who shall invent a ctire for thinking, ™

The Cost of 1t
Sinee the bombardment of Alexan-
dria the British have spent on their
Egyptian armament 22,000,000 pounds
sterling, the income from which at 3

per cent. would be more than §3,000,008
yearly.



