
Croflbt Wfliei of People HeVeett at Son 
tirumblesjrt Hii,Acebnunodstlon», ,, 

&•'.{*..v!f •* «'!W1 

0mN':;:FEBE;ri®i* 

;:® 'fl£ 

York Opera. Home. 

PhM of,H$nry E. Abbey siid the/Artists HP 
M: W1U Brink <»>m England—The New 

{v.iter t* 'n 

AmerfeaM and High Art—Meiagofcler'a Pic-
tares and Promises—Ihe Review of 

Napoleon's Army. 
"Jr • J. 

A Olaaee at Liverpool—The British Parliament 
.-«: —Its Oratory—Gladstone and Northcoto1 / 

—Lady Wilde and Mr. Lowell. 
• ">:r/ fri' ';., - ' ' •'>•» 

Is&S 
SKS#3§»; '•• 
$$$$! 

i 

& 

BSUHSHIP AiiMKA, At Sea, Speoial Corre
spondence, May 23.—Here I-am, on the swift-
eetooean steamer, a few leagues from the coast 
of muoh-troubled Ireland, whioh lies iar off 
in the snn, like a piece of bine flannel in a par
ticularly large and serene tub. What to write 
about now is the question. Wo have had a 
rather rough passsage for thiB season—head 
winds and a ohoppy sea all the way—but you 
don't care much about that. To say that one 
of the Wiggins storms prevails—that is, the 
ooean is like a mirror, shimmering with ripples 
of light—but yon' don't care a red cent about 
that The last passenger with a greasy stom-
aoh haa crept on deck and is now reclining and 
sunning himself on one of those wooden'grass
hoppers ci^led a "steamer-chair"—result of the 
oarefuK ihterbreeding of a rocking-ohair and 
saw-horse. I am writing, in the great dining-
room, on one of the five seventy-five feet long 
tables, on a bright red spread that dazzles my 
eyes. And every few minutes, all day, a stew
ard comes along and says to the writers that 
he really mnst have the tables now, to set 
them for coffee, or breakfast, or lunoh, or din
ner, or snpper, or some of the other speci
mens in the everlasting monotony of 

. -feeding. [Only three things are ever 
done, on a steamer—eating, uneating, and 
betting. So we are remorselessly swept 
away, to collect our shattered ambitions again 
after awhll e. A vessel like this ought to have 
a room where qniet people can write letters 

, and reacl undisturbed. And .the state-rooms 
ought to be larger; they are fearfully cramped 
and uncomfortable. But then, one can't ex
pert everything. We have seen four other 
steamers going the same way, that left three 
days before we did, and have passed them 
all as if they were tied to posts; and 
for this blessing 1 suppose we ought 
to be willing to write jn an -anarohy of bread 
and butter, and Bleep in coffins on the hot side 
of stuffy vaults. The Alaska is a great steam-, 
er,, and as she has tremendous engines whose 
fires are fanned Uv a hoad wind, and as from 
her build she is capable of enormous displace
ment of water, she goes like a doer; but when 

. I bnild my steamer it will bo an improvement 
on the Gnion racers to some extent Now I 
have told yon positively all there is to tell 
about the pais age; let us see about the passen
gers: 

MB. ABBEY'S PLANS. 
Among the passengers is Henry E. Abbey, 

the impressario, Langtry's sponsor. Col. Maple-
eon's vis-a-vis, and heir apparent to the big 
new Opera bouse in New York. - He moves 
about amid the sympathy of all, as you may 
guess, for he came from the funeral of his wife 
direct to the ship the day we sailed. He is not 
more than five feet Dine, bat he is 
what the discriminating Mrs. Ponsonby 
would call "a fine Agger of a 
man," and ho most bo firmly and stoutly knit, 
for he has not had an overcoat on him since we 
-started, and he is the only passenger who haB 

no deck-chair and no rug or other wrap. In an 
•olive cutaway suit, close-fitting, he walks vig-
orouslyup.and down the long hurricane deck, 
.never sitting for a moment, talking only with 
those who will walk with - him. He tells ma 
there is nothing new about his plana for next 
winter, bnt that he oan probably give me some-
.thing new next week. He will return in 
September, bringing Nilsson, Lombriclifcj 

•and variohs other eminent prime donne, con
traltos, tenors, etc., with him, and will be fol
lowed in October by Irving,' Miss Terry and 
.their select company of fifty. I shall meet 
Mr. Irving next week, and will got hiB pie-im
pressions of America, which like Bolger's 
pocket-knife, will be "net valuable butcurus." 
Mr. Abbey thinks the new. Opera house, which 
tt>e Vanderbilts, D. 0. Mills and other 
'millionaires of New York are building 
for him, and will finish by September, will 
lay over anything else in America by a great 
ways. He insists that the briok facade on 
Broadway is going to be a beautiful and im
pressive bit of architecture, but I don't see how 
it ever can be. The stage will be tho largest in 
America—100 feet square! It will have 
nearly 100 feet of practicable depth, and the 
drops, Mr. Abbey says, will have a fall of 
forty-five feet, aud a width of seventy-one 
feet • He doesn't know what the drop-
'Curtain is going to be —that is 
left to the taste of the owners— 
but Hr. Abbey will furnish all the scenery. 

The new Gpeia house will seat 3,200 people, 
and will have three tiers of all-around boxes, 
125 in number, and every box will have a 
salon or private vestibule of its own. The 
bouse will be lighted by Edison, and will be 
equipped, furnished and finished in the most 

- modern etyje. The auditorium will be mainly 
lighted by a crown of electric bulbs over the 
center, but gas will probably be retained for 
the present in the dressing rooms, ante-rooms, 
eta Within, I have no doubt, this house will 
be very magnificient, quite overtopping the 
43d'Academy on Irving place. 

AMEBICAN8 AND HIGH ACT. 
There is on board a nnted connoisseur of 

ihe. fine aria from Hartford, Mr. A. D. 
Vorce, whom I knew in the treasury depart
ment at Washington twenty odd years ago, a 
gentleman of'culture, but not of leisure, for he 
•conld never be still ten minutes 
at a . time if he were worth a 
million dollars. He comes to Enrope 
-with a view to seeing the best purchasable 
TiictnrcB and buving here and there. Of course 
•this is the vcr<- :<ieto come to see everything 
"there is. In. . -n the exhibition of the Royal 
Academy is now open during these seven wee'ks, 
and there are five shows at the water-color 
galleries, to say nothing of the galleriee of sale 
and exhibition at Wallace & Sais', Arthnr 
Tooth's, Colnaghi's. etc., and the visitor to Paris 
finds the Salon presenting to the lover of art a 
Tiew of its treasures from May 1 to June 20. 

There are, as is well known, two distinctive 
schools of painting—the school of the close 
filling in of details, of which B. 0, Koekkoek 
in Germany is an eminent master, and the 
broad, suggestive school' of Diaz, Rousseau 
and Corot, whioh has .'had a striking modern 
development, and'is a sort of remonstrance 
against the Dutoh masters of minutitt. Both 
of these have their devotees iu America, but 
there ie, especially in our country, a growing 
taBte for the moderate middle school. As to 
English painting, it is scarcely represented at 
•11 among us, probably because our people 
prefer French and German art, whioh har
monizes more with our spirit and tendencies, 
and partly because tho best English paintings 
•ro held very high. Mr. Norce says: 

"There are not more than three first-class Eng
lish paintings sold to America in a year. Sir Fred
erick lielgbton's price for a portrait is $15,000— 
that is what Disraeli and Gladstone paid him -but 
If I'were a New York or Chicago millionaire I would 
have one of Sir Frederick Lelghton's great mytho
logical paintings. I have seen some of them in the 
Royal Academy that would make you bold your 
breath. Like all English art they are somewhat, 
painty and heavy, but they are real creations." 

A PAINTER'S PB0MI8E. 
"Do yon know the history of that superb picture 

—Nanoleon's Beview—by Meissonier, in Mrs. A. T. 
Stewart's gallery?" 

1 I answered in the negative, and he went on: 
' "French and German artists have, as a r'uie, no 
consciences—no financial moral sense of any sort. 
They do not scrnple to break their engagements, If 
they can get more money by doing so. That paint
ing of Napoleon's Review was begun a geod many 
years ago for Mr. Probasco, of Cincinnati, and was 
ordered through Mr. Kiioedler of New. York. 
Probasco Said tp Knoedler "I want something 
good of MeisBqnier's. He is a "rising man and is 
going to be a'crreat painter. I want nothing small or 
Commonplace; I want a large historic picture, on 

an important theme, rloh in detail art I am willing 
">_pay WsUifot It • Knoedler went to Meissonier" 
who was no* then verjr widely known, to order the 
picture. They agreed oa $10,000 as the pries of 
It, and the grand review of the 'flrst Napoleon as 
the subject 1$*y also fixed .the size three feet by 
t°Wt orw»j«ver it is. It wai tovbejdone the next 

Well, the next spring. Mr. iCttoedler'wtfnt 

i0<>0. /But we agreed 
., I ,M.jrtowr 'but v .it 

. I -7-5-.V—v;. ,,.—000. drfcuo plctdre.' K. 
telegraphed to Probasco, 'Yes, yes; pay it and get 
the picture. So 920,000 was agreed on as the 
Srlce; the next soring as the time. ThenextMay 

.needier went across the ;0ceatk7 Meissonier had 

pioture for 920,000. Do yon say $25,000? 
.-• Really, Mr. Meissonier, yon are trilling with 

my principal. He may think I am trifling with 
him. You ao not keep ronr promises,' 

But there was more telegraphing to .America, 
more remonstrances, and the concession of the ex1 

tra $5,000 The picture was to be ready the next 
spring to go to Cincinnati. The next spring 
Knoedler went to Paris. Again Meissonier engaged 
by telegraph to meet him, and failed to do- so. Was 
busy. Recalled at his studio. . Not there. Finally, 
falling to secure audience, called at his home and 
cornered him. Same' old story. Not done, ' But 
well.begun. Hard art Would'make a splendid 
picture—figures—compcBitlon —spirit—oh, grand, 
grand! But he must have $30,000 for itf 

"The same now monotonous negotiations with 
Cincinnati were gone through with, and the final 
result was a promise by the patient and long suffer
ing Probasco to pay the $30,000. 

"The next spring—let me shorten this—the 
cbeeky Meissonier, who had now received special 
honors in the salon, demanded $40,0001 Probasco 
get mad. He told Meissonier to go to the artistic 
heaven of liars and swindlers, to get out, that lie 
wouldn't have one of his pictures at any price. 

"So the bargain with Cincinnati was off. Meis
sonier finished his picture and sold it for $35,-
000, and it cost Mrs. Stuart $78,000 in America. 
That's the way with a good many continental art
ists. I hear that she had a standing offer of $135,-
000 for it" 

Here we are, thumping against the bar in the 
Mersey, and trying to make head for Liverpool. 

W.. A,. CBOFFUT. 
' THE GAMBLING- MANIA. 

LONDON, Special Correspondence, June 2.— 
It is a week since the Alaska touched land and 
1 sont off my first letter. Just before finishing 
that letter in the dining room, I went on deck 
aud found that the. betting mania, whioh had 
manifested itself for three days rather 
etrongly, had' grown into a frenzy. Some 
thirty of the passengers, who had now 
became pretty well acquainted, were seated in 
a circle on deck holly discussing the contin
gencies • of landing. In the smoking-room 
below deck were other groups gathered around 
tables in a cloud of smoke,, watching an ever
growing pile of gold and silver in the oenter of 
eaoh table, uttering strange, mystic cries, 
solemnly dealing more cards, and occasionally 
raking in the little piles of speoie thus ex
posed. Their faces were white and unsullied 

>y tbe sun. But the group on deck wore 
upon their noses the hectio flhsli of solar 
blandishment, and each one was shedding skin 
enough to make a pocketboofc. When the 
steamer lands,-the visitor can easily distinguish 
the poker players from the rest,, beoause eaoh 
ardent poker player bears aloft a blanobed and 
undecorated prow. Bnt thero are are other 
ways of gambling beside poker playing. Here 
sit the ruby' revelers on deck—staid people 
from New York, Boston, Vicksburg and Osh-
kosli—railroad men, merchants, ministers, 
drummers, professors—fighting time with a 
new diversion.- They all talk English money, 
now, for tBey have it in their pockets. 

"I'll bet fc(rutnea,"says the stout doctor from Chi
cago, "that tho number of the pilot's boat at 
Queenstown (pronounced Queenst'n) is even." 

Taken by a little man ID spectacles, walking 
up and down the deck, and they exchange 
cards. And the little man adds,. "A pound to 
a shilling that the pilot doesn't wear a Bilk 
hat" This is discussed by nearly all tbo group, 
and, finally, it being thought that tbe odds are 
not great, enongh, the bet is made two pounds 
to a shilling. "What'll you bet he doesn't 
wear a swallow-tail coat and white 
neck-tie?" nut in a man in a red fez. But this 
is thought too preposperous and is not iusisted 
on. Bets are now made in rapid succession, 
of a shilhug to a nound, that the pilot is mar
ried; that he will have his pantaloons tucked 
into the top of his boots; that he will have red 
hair: that he willbeolean-shaven; that he will 
have five children (at the time of meeting the 
vessel, of courso); that lie will carry an um
brella; that he will step on tho ladder with his 
left foot-first 

"I'll bet $2 even," says a theatrioal man
ager, who has been ill most of the way, and 
has not yot'-learned the new language, "that 
the pilot don't wear any socks or undershirt" 
Even this queer bet finds a taker. 

"Let's bo ton'the number of bis boots," says 
enry E. Abbey, lap"""'11" "fii • "»»«• 

he has twos," says 
"I'll bet a guinea 

[oore, president of the 
Mutual Union. 

"I'll bet," exclaims Sansome, "that you'll 
find ont tbe size and weight of his boots when 
yon try to verify some of your other bets!" 
[Laughter.] 

"Let's bet on his name," suggests a reckless 
young fellow with a noso like a full blown 
rose. 

'Til bet," said a lady in a yellow rug, turn
ing softly in her steamer chair and lifting her 
head from her pillow, "that this pilot's name 
is Pontius." 

And so they went on by the hour, while the 
lilao band in the distance broadened and deep
ened in contour and color, and the sailiug 
vessels we had passed faded away to tbe west, 
and tho big gulls, harbingers of land, came ont 
and greeted tho groat ship, flitting before it 
like lioralds and dashing joyfully after it along 
its silver train. 

LTVEBF00L. 
A glance at Liverpool. I stayed there two 

days and was not very deeply impressed. The 
public buildings aro adequate, and some of 
them even stately; the steeets are irregular 
enough to bo picturesque: the two parks— 
Princes and Sefton—aro sizable and well kept, 
and the Liverpoolians are fond of exclaiming 
that the latter-named is "the finest city park 
in England." Tbe choicest inner portion 
of these parks is locked out from the public 
and reserved for-the exclusive use of the gen
tlemen whose' mansions encompass i'j in tbo 
midst of beautiful and fragrant gardens. I 
called at several of these which were to let, 
aud found that they c:uld bo had for $300 to 
$1,000 a year. Imagine an imposing stone 
mansion, in the midst of .lnv9ly gardens and 
lawns, and opening down throng h a grove to 
one of the most oharming parks in the world— 
a mansion large enougli for a familv of 
a dozen— to be had for a rental of $75 a 
month. But this very fact, attractive as it 
seems at first sight, is an infallible sign of bad 
times in England. Her day of prosperity is 
past It is hard work to make a living in ''iho 
fast-anchored isle." High rents are a sign of 
thrift Tbe streets of Liverpool, "the chief 
commerc'al city of Great Britain," are vory 
still, aud to a New Yorker every day seems like 
Sunday. - The firet question an American asks 
is, Where are all the drays? Where are the 
oarriages? Is this a holiday? We drove for 
hours in the afternoon tbrongh the fashionable 
streets and-up and down the famous park ruade, 
and did not meet more carriages than we could 
count on tbe. fingers; in New York or Chicago, 
St. Paul, Detroit, or St Louis, they wonld have 
been ten timos as numerons. Tbe great 
Percberon-Norman draught horse, with one of 
his shaggy feet as big as a half-bushel, 
still moves slowly through the town— 
a huge, hairy reminiscence of the 
times before decay set in—What Mr. 
Hnxley would call "an obvious survival." 
Of course we visited the tremendous granite 
docks that loom along tbe Mersey like a fortifi
cation, impregnable and imperishable. The 
docks are not exactly a part of Liverpool; they 
are Liverpool; without them Liverpool would 
not exist They are the sonrce of her pride, 
and of whatever prosperity she has left They 
bring to the subscribers an income of $5,000,-
000 a year. But this, I find by inquiring, 
is not three per cent on-the investment;- and as 
for the'ships which find shelter here, they do 
not return two per cent to their owners. The 
fact is that Liverpool is in the position which 
Venice occupied in the sixteenth century—her 
power is departing. She is tbe complacent 
mart of a bankrupt nation. England to-day is 
levying, not on -her earnings,' but on her 
savings. She grows poorer year by year. It 
.will be several generations bbfore Macaulay's 
New Zealander-wiU squat triumphantly on Lon
don bridge and view the ruins of St Paul's, 
but he is not nearly so preposterous a figure as 
he was. 

IN PABLIAMEKT. 
I delayed availing myself of Minister 

Lowell's offer of an "order" to visit the houses 
of parliament, and last evening tho notion 
siezed me to go, notwithstanding, and take my 
oliance to get in. A friend was in similar 
mood, and we started of. My "guide" says, 
"Nobody can be present at a debate in the com
mons without an order from a member of par
liament" I had met two of the members in 
New York, my friond knew.another, and had a 
letter to still another; but, .on sending onr 
cards in from the lobby, we-discovered that 
none of them wers present 

My friend said to the doorkeeper, in hie 
sweetest voice, laying his h^gd on my shoulder: 

"This is a distinguished stranger from America. 
He is one of .our most celebrated redaoteurs." 

I straightdhed up and looked modestly away. 
"Himo truly sorry I c&hn'tlet ye hup, gentlemen. 

Hlme rm frenly to 'Merlcans. Bnt it wad be 
mnchei my head wnz wuth to let re hap without 
a order." ' 

Jean''get used toyonr blamed money,"saldmy 
! n 5?' ^pntVtwoshiiltug nleoe; "now jnst/ 

wW Ainertoan;money." 
ff1 uu .* doorkeeper, »Wy taking the coin 

ltIn*11 i.hlVabbuteitlt to1 roirart a dollan " 
..00 glve me a. .conple ot orders," Hid my 
fritad, for us; two-distinguished Am%rioans, anAv 

Gladstone whj& 
you figure on tfals. T1J Maya the coln with yon 
till I-come out" • 

The doorkeeper smiled, oalmly lifted up the 
gold-fringed flap of his side pocket and fished 
out two printed orders, saying: -

Ei luck wonld 'av it, 'ere's a counle some Honble 
Member give me to give to some friend of 'is'n wich 
was a coming in to- night wioh 'as n't come. • 

We took tho orders and passed in. Among 
tbe Vioes we are oompelled to praotloe in order 
to get along with any degree of comfort I. let' 
my friend do all of 'the bribery—not so muoh 
onaooountof morales fluanoialsornples. It 
costs something to get through a land whioh 
doesn t apparently oontain a man with strength 
of mind enough to refuse a shilling. 

Well, here we were, classified as "members' 
friends," in a gallery at one end of the house 
of commons—a room seventv-fivo feet long 
and forty-five wide. I should" think it . about 
one-thirtieth as large as tho-house of represen
tatives at Washington, though the commons • 
oontains one-half more members. Just below 
us they sit—an hundred or BO—-mostly with 
bats on, ourled up in grotesque attitudes on 
unoomfortable benches. At tho other end, 
faoing us, sits the speaker iu a little sentry 
box in tho middle aisle, with what looks-"like 
a bunch of pine shavings on his head. 
At his right slopes upward the bank 
of Liberal (government) benches to, the 
wall; and at his left (onr right) the corr&spocd-
iug bank of1 Conservative benches. In the 
middle of the front bench on the Conservative 
side sits tbe Conservative leader—Sir Stafford 
Northcote—a tall man in Prinae Albert ooat 
and gray "trousers," with long, gray beard, 
and small eyes that are conoealed most of the 
time by the etove-pipe hat pulled forward 
and resting on his enormous nose, as 
he stioks out his legs, thrusts hie 
hands deep, into his pockete and listens. 
He listens to Hr. Gladstone, immediately op
posite, who stands in front of the lower Lib
eral bench, and saye a few words in favor of 
the agricultural bill. He speaks in a conver
sational tone,, quietly, with correct rhetorio 
and small inueotion. Presently he sits down. 
It is noticeable that^ all the evening,, the 
premier is about the only man who does not put 
on his hat, always excepting, of oonrse, the man 
with tbe orown of pine shavings who sits in 
the sentry box. Extending from the 
sentry, hot to the oenter of the 
hall are the desk of the "darks" 
(three clerks, O, Amenoan oongressl), and 
tables containing a hundred or so of books; 
and next to these, in front of the premier, is 
elevated the great mtce of the sergeant-at-
arms. It is a gilt club, about the ahapo of the 
conventional picture of Cain's, six Met long 
and a foot through at the butt,, and if it is of 
metal it weighs at least a ton. Mr. Gladstone 
does not try to swing it around his grav head, 
bnt he bows under the sbadowof. it, and writes 
in a memorandum book in his lap—probably 
writing up his diary. To this workne stioks 
earnestly, while the gabble goes on. He is 
thin and feeble-looking, but his olearly out 
face shines with intelligence, and he glances 
up every now and then to oatoh some fleeting 
scrap of the debate. 

The members of the English, parliament are 
notoriously the worst talkers in the world. 
Dauiel O'Connell mnst have had a fine back
ground of dullness against whioh to show off 
his florid brilliancy. The members all talk in 
a conversational tone; they hesitate in speech; 
they hem and haw;,they go back to pick up 
the aroppod stitches- in their' vooal knitting-
work; they say "I am—txr- -trooly sorry—nr— 
not to—to be able to agree—nr—with the 
honorable gentleman—ur—below the gangway 
—ur"—but let us remember that to- "ur" is 
human. 

The honse of commons—like the ball of 
peers at the other end of Westminster palace-
is small, oramped, meager; and the -com
moners, like the lords, talk badly; but, after 
all, one cannot but have respeot for this 
British parliament It legislates for the 
whole of the great realm, and it worka cheap. 
It keopB a firm grip on the empire, bnt ite 
annual expenses are less those- of any Ameri-
oan legislature that I happen to- be acquainted 
with. They are not a quarter as- great as those 
of New York. A road can scaroely be laid out 
without permission of parliament; a new 
bridge cannot be built without act of parlia
ment^ a new dock cannot be erected on the 
Mersey at Liverpool without act of parliament; 
and yet all the legislation of last year amounted 
to only forty-seven pages, while that at Albany 
made more than 2,200 pageB. 

- BITS OF EXPERIENCES. . . 
I called at Lady Wilde's on Wednesday. Sho 

i? a stately lady of fere>t force and earnestness 
and is a popular entertainer. She bewails the 
condition of Ireland, and savs: "We have not 
received a single pound from our Irish estatee 
for four years. Our poor tenants cannot pay." 
Oscar is back from Paris, in. quarters on 
Charles street His mother tells me that he 
has cut off his hair. Miss Adelaide Detchon, 
noted in New York for great beauty aud 
dramatio vivacity, reada at Lady Wilde's 
reception to-morrow. 

This afternoon I have been around to the 
regular weekly recaption given by James Rus
sell Lowell, tbe American minister, and Mrs. 
Lowell. It was a characteristically pleasant 
affair. The residence of our minister la at No. 
10 Lowndes square, close by the pictureBque-
ne9s of Hyde park and the frivolities of Rotton 
Row. but it is plainly furnished, and the re
ception was as simple and unoeremonions as it 
could be with any propriety. 

Among the Americans whom I have met 
during the last two days are Theodore Tilton, 
Mrs. Frank Leslie, Edwin Booth and Miss 
Agnes B. Huntington, who has been etudying 
music three years in Dresden, and who has 
just snng there aud in Leip^ic and Paris. She 
is said to possess a phenomenal contralto 
voice, and shortly returns to Amerioa. 

I have not °een a shawl worn by any woman 
in Eeglaad. They are altogether discarded. 

W. A. CBOFFUT. 

AMERICAN PAINTERS' WORK. 

The Summer Exhibition at the American 
Art Gallery in New nnd Its Advantages— 
A Pine Display of Notable Though Un
ambitious Work of American Artists— 
Some of,the Notable Picture*. 
NEW YOBK, Special Correspondence, June 

13.—The summer exhibition of works by 
American artists, now open at the American 
Art gallery in Twenty-third street, fills a want 
long folt among our painters. The opportuni
ties of exhibiting pictures confessedly for 
purposes of Bale are entirely out of proportion 
to the large number of works produced every 
year in the New York studios, and each new 
exhibition of original work should be regarded 
as a means of widening the channel of com
munication between tbe prodncing artists and 
the consuming public or pioture buyer. 
Then, again, at the close of the 
season, ' after the winter's work has 
been sent in to the important spring exhi
bitions, almost all artists succeed in finishing 
another picture, less ambitious, probably, than 
their "Academy" or "American artist" work, 
before they leave town for the summer sketch
ing trip. "It is no small advantage for them to 
send these demi-saison works to an exhibition 
where they will be seen, and perhaps sold. Al
though New York picture buyers aro not apt 
to bo in town during the summer, the city is, 
at this season, full of wealthy Western and 
Southern visitors, whose interest in-art is con
stantly on the increase; and who, if they buy 
pictures at all, prefer buying them in New 
York, rather than in any of the provinoial and 
local exhibitions.; 

The present collection consists of 150 works, 
a small proportion of which have been seen be
fore in other recent exhibitions, and a few of 
them were among those rejected by the jury 
of the Munich exhibition. Most of the works 
are small and .unambitious, bnt good. One of 
the most important pictures is P. A. Bridg-
man's La Plantation du Colza, exhibited some 
time ago at the Acadomy. It shows a Frenoh 
field of oolza planted in furrows on a slope of 
land with figures of peasants and horses. It 
is in an entirely different vein from that 
usually, worked by this artist whoso 
namo is generally identified' with 
Eastern interiors and heads, painted in 
tbe manner of Uerome; and to my thinking be 
is ssen to much better acjvan'.ago in this nat
ural, honest, vigorous Representation of prole
tarian life, than in his over-colored and over-
finished harem soencs. The tono and effects 
of light in the Plantation are particularly good. 
Tbo figures, both of tho poasants and the 
horses, are firmly drawn, strongly modeled 
and full of nerve, The work, as a whole, pos-
Bosses qualities of artistic conscientiousness 
and trutnfulneas whioh give it more than or
dinary value. 

OTHEB NOTABLE WORKS. 
Another excellent work, whioh might serve 

as a companion pioture to The Plantation, is 

oalled The NewYear, b; 
a bare New England L 
spring that the anow stll 
sere ground. Twodnei 
groundi attaolml id/'a . 
reoted by a fajtuier. An 
theoxen'p heada.' This' 
Ml; vigonme .tockforoifc 
oh^ylp^pm^pl,, 
;deredj the/bolor b.ei 
finely modeled, and the whole, while highly 
satisfactory ae regards teehnique. is no 
lesa worthy of praise as % purely 
American f snbjeot, treated simply and 
with- singleness of ;purpose,, unmarred 
by foreign, mannerisms or affectations. Bridg-
man has mree Eastern anbjeote, Yonng Tim-
buotoo, a head and shoulders of a black in a 
rose-oolored mantle; a small Tnrkish Interior, 

B,' Poor. 'At shows 
Ide, so early in the. 

Ilea iu patches on the 
oxen are in the fore-' 
ity hfhd plow, di-J 
ler jarmer stands at 

I a ramarkably trntb-
i piece of woHc. The 
{e.- îs admirably ren-
Sellent," the oxen- are 

'pa^BLEsiy NEW':EMGI;AND 

••£ •' ' a' .- . •-• * - •' 
•1' ,;i,;' "' U. » .. V '- ' . 
Where-Many-of the Prominent Authors and 

Acton Will Pass Their Summer 
Vacation.. . i , . 

Of a Munioh girl; a decorative panel—a alender 
female figure in a white robe called Spring; 
and an ideal head. .A small head, well mod-

oolor 
soape 
Nook, 
small 

. lystical landsoapi 
and tone. Another excellent" land-
by this artist is oalled A Quiet 
William Hart's Midsummer, a 

work, is one of the most satis
factory examples at this artist I have ever 
eeen. It shows a placid stream with tall trees 
and a few cattle.. Mr. Hart repeats himself 
constantly, and for this reason his larger works 
are frequently tame and monotonous; but 
Midsummer is a . little gem of landscape art 
J. B. Brevoort sends a large landsoape—an 
English heath under a threatening sky, with a 
thatched cottage in the middle of the O&IIY&B 
and a few figures. George Wright's Smoking-
room of a Steamer on a Wet Day at Sea is 4 
good charaoter-study, and presents well-indi-
vidjlalized types., a B. Gilford's Villa 
Malta is a good study of Italian aroh-
iteoture and atmosphere. S. M. Wiles has 
a oredllable piece of worjc in an unuBual vein, 
being a view of the Yosemite from Inspiration 
Point, treated with subtlety and delicaoy and 
good in color. Good flower studies are Daisies, 
by A. D. Abbott; and Snowballs. byE. M. Scott 
An Anxious Mother, by Percival ae Luce, is a 
oharming little picture *>f a ruddy-haired ohild 
feeding her doll; good in 'technique. Upland 
is a small good landsoape by J. Francis Mur
phy. Moonlight, is a deeptoned bituminous 
small study bv Charles Melville Dewey, Will
iam A. Coffin's CloBe of Day, the large study 
of the ohnroh and ohnrohyard. A Grez, with 
the figure of an old peasant whioh was in the 
Aoademy, is in this exhibition. It has exoellent 
qualities, but laoks depth of tone and has a 
certain rawness of color. Another work by 
this artist, exhibited for the first time, is Wait
ing—the figure of a girl in blaok, seen against 
a stained-glass window. 

- 1X0BB AMBITIOUS. 
William Sartain haa an excellent architectural 

study, good in tone, color and.effeot—An 
Arohed Street in Algiens. Another strong work 
by this artist is a landscape. Near the North 
Shore, Nonquitt, painted in a sober and vigor-
one manner, full of thought and knowledge. 
Walter Bhutan's Peggy is a sinewy female figure 
dark in tono. F. D. Millet's Salina is a well 
painted head of a Roman girt Constant May
er's Idyl ahowa a yoang girl crowned with ivy, 
seated on a wall above a stream, with a blaok 
dog etanding on a atone at her feet The dog 
is well given, and there is some good painting 
in tbe work. Arthur Qnartley sends a marine, 
A Breezy Day, a space of water swept by the 
wind, with a rooking fishing boat Another 
marine is On the Bands, by Harrv Chase, not a 
favorable example of the artist A Mother's 
Cares is an excellent oat piotnre by J. H. 
Dolpb, which shows a cat and several kittens 
on a cushion against a pale yellcw 
and green brocaded curtain. W. S. 
Maoy has a, winter road soene, hard 
and wooden in effect. Bruce Crane sends 
a good landscape—a spring effect, subtle and 
delicate in treatment M. P. H. de Haas has a 
marine—a view on the New England coast 
Two small, good works, by Ben- Foster, are 
Nantncket Cliffs, and An October Day. An 
exoellent work in the line of historical 
genre is Wordsworth Thompson's Noonday in 
the Olden Time, whioh snows a roadside 
tavern, with travelers grouped on the porch, 
horses drinking at a trough, a boy approaohing 
with a paok of- hunting-dogs, and all the ac
cessories of the soene and period excellently 
rendered, so that the work seems aotually alive 
with historical feeling. Hamilton Hamilton's 
Peddler's Visit shows a peddler in front of a 
flower-grown rustio house displaying his wares 
jo a young woman. The color is harsh and 
raw and the picture lacks tono. Taking Your 
Picture, by J. H. Witt, shows a pretty Utile 
girl witu long, fair hair in a red dress drawing 
on a slate. E. H. Blashfield baa a sketoh of 
the| Place de la Concorde, in Paris, whioh is 
excellent aa an impression. The Field is a 
careful stndy of a pasture in full sunlight, by 
a M. Dewey. Besides the Still Waters is 
an exoellent landscape impression, showing 
mnch sentiment, by E. A. Moore. Roses 
and Peacocks'Feathors, by Mrs. T. W. Dewing, 
is smudgy and painty. Nasturtiums, by E. M. 
Scott, is an excellent flower study. Out in the 
Fields, by Lyell Carr, is a good out of door ef
fect A child with a blue pinafore is seated on 
tbe grass, plucking dandelions. This is- an 
eminently artistio and conscientious piece of 
work. Mamma's Pete, by C. Adele Fassett, 
shows a lady and children with birds in a 
tasteful interior. Grandma's Advice, by T. W. • 
Shields, is not badly painted, but is ridicu
lously incongruous in the costumeB and acces
sories. John La Farge's large, life-size, 
full length panels, S£ John and St 
Mary, which were shown during 
the winter in the exhibitions of the art clnb are 
here. They are treated in a hierarchical man-, 
ner in imitation of the old masters, are fine in 
tone and in knowlenge of the figure, particu
larly the St John, Near Stockbridge,, Mass., 

notonousin oharacter and evidently purposely 
treated in auch a way aa to intedfcify the char
acter of monotony. The Yunng Recruit,.by 
Eastman Johnson, is a nice little genre of a 
child in nniforni, admired, by his relations. 
0. B. Grant has two landscape 
hits with a single figure< in 
eaoh in the artist's peculiar manner. Waiting, 
by S. H. St John, is a life-size atndy of a.red 
setter. . The head is expressive and not ill-
painted, but the figure baa no firmness and the 
texture rendering is bad. The artist haa evi
dently aimed at breadth to the exolnsion' of 
precision or knowledgo. E. Leon Durand's 
Le Chef-d'oeuvre du (irandpere, whioh was in 
the academy, is included in this exhibition. D. 
W. Tryon'e South Dartmouth from the Shore, 
is a good literal reproduction of nature. The 
Portrait of a Lady by C. Adele Fassett, ia not 
without merit A. F. Burner ' has 
one of bis enamelled silky views 
of Venetian boats with a Dias 
sky. Charles Warren Eaton shows several 
landscapes.. J; Carroll Beckwith has a small, 
well-painted head of a preity Spanish woman 
called La Chula. George H. McCord has seve
ral landscapes, rather crude in color. Tracy's 
Fox Terriers are not bad as his dog pictures 
go. Eruseman Van Elten has a somewhat 
monotonous landsoape, An Afternoon in Con
necticut Charles H. Miller has several land
scapes. J. Gk Brown has a picture of a child 
oalled Give Me a Siring. J. F. Cropsey's 
View of Lintern Abbey, England,, is rather 
crude in color,, as is also his small autumn land
scape. Edward Gay has several lanscapes of 
average merit Henry P. Smith has-a moonlight 
marine, rather good lii treatment of water and 
in effect of light and;, shade. Another good 
marine ia a New Jersey Beacb, by F. K. M. 
Behn. Frank Fowler'i View in Venice is bet
ter in the distance than in tbe foreground 
Reconnoitering, by New bold H. Trotter, shows 
a stag in a landscape. The beast appears to 
conBist only of a head, four legs and the fore-
quarters, so very bad is tho foreshortening. 
Ernest W. Longfellow's Misty Morning, Cam
bridge, has a Corot-like quality. The Wood 
Fann, by.S. W. Van Schaiok, ia a quaint deco
rative work, not without artistio merit Where 
Ignorance Is Bliss 'tis Folly to Be Wise, 
by George H. Story, is a good character study, 
showing an old man trying to light his pipe 
with a piece of burning paper. John Lafarge's 
stndy of an old tree trunk, though merely 
blocked in, is an excellent example of truth in 
values. F. T. Lsnt's view of the old bridge at 
Grez, though somewhat mannered in color, 
composition and treatment, is artistic in effect 
Some fair still-life btudies are by Maraton 
Beam. Benoni Irwin has a large female head. 
Bessie is tbe hoad of a fair-haired child by 
0. B. Owen. On the tit Lawrence Rirer, is a 
good laudsoape by J. 0. Nicolls. 

SONNET. 

When Philomel her evening psalm bath ceased, 
Whilst raptured Echo sinks to sleeD again, 
And men return to consciousness of pain, 

On glow worms doth she solitary feast 
E'en so the poet in bis deepest breast 

* Seeks for that mvBtlc light which, not in vain 
Bestowed by him whose wisdom, as his reign, 

Is boundless, leads to everlasting rest; 
And of this gift celestisl weaves snch charm 

As penetrates the clondsel earthly night, 
Stealing the sonls of men from vain alarm, 

And heav'n discloses to their erring sight-
Song. born of light to light is turned at will. 
For poetry is silent, music siliU 

The HomM of a Number of tbe Eeadlhg Writers 
, in Fieaaant New England 

• Towns. 

BOSTON, Special Correspondence, June 13,— 
Vacation time is now fnll.upon us, and already 
the residents of tho sultty-aired oity aria.rap
idly becoming "birds of passage" and are Hook
ing to tho seashore and mountains as fast as 
social and business engagements permit,, to ob
tain an invigorating breath of cool, fresh air 
and a sun-browned .complexion—Dame Na-
ture'e token of health—that even Whittier's 
"barefoot boy with cheek of tan" wonld envy. 
The first to go, usually, are our men and wom
en of note—personages who desire to esoape 
as soon as possible from tbe constant and tire
some gaze of tbe ever inquisitive and expect
ant pnblin, to some spot where the pleasures 
of .private life may be enjoyed and where the 
tired frame and brain may bo rested and 
strengthened for another season's work. But 
where are. they going and where have they 
gone? Whittier has left this city, where he 
passed the winter, and has goiie to his old 
home at Amesbury, Mass., where he will"re
main until the 1st of July. The poet loves this 
old-fashioned house in which ho has passed eo 
many of his years, and does not leave it until 
compelled to by the hot weather. The house 
is an ancient structure, painted white with 
green blinds, and partly covered in 
front by creeping vines. There is a 
small flower garden in front of a few bushes. 
Whittier spends most of his time in bis small 
oloset-like library, whioh, to a stranger, is 
quite a onrious place. It is furnished with 
old-fashionod carpets and furniture, dating al
most 100 years back. There is a small table, 
m front of whioh is a large armchair—the 
poet's favorite seat There is a picture of 
Whittier's mother on the wall, besides a mod
erate-sized book case, in which are the poet's 
complete works and a few works of ancient 
anthors badly worn by nse. There is but one 
window, and that looke out upon tbe side of his 
neighbor's house—a not very picturesque or 
romantic view. Whittier invariable spends 
his vacation somewhere in New Hampshire, 
either along the chores of Lake Winnipiseogee 
or up on the sides of the mountains. One of 
the mountains near Madison baa been named 
in his honor, and he has written many of his 
oharming poems in compliment of the magnifi-
oent scenery to be viewed from their summits. 
Last year he stopped for a few weeks at the 
Asqnam house, Holderness, N. H., and has 
engaged rooms there again this year. 

Thomas Bailey Aldrich, editor of the Atlan
tic, has already settled down in his pictur
esque. seaside home at Doer Cove, King's 
Beacb, Lynn. In winter the author of From 
Ponkapog to Pesth, lives on aristocratio Mount 
Vernon street, at the West end, next door to 
Charles Francis Adams, Sr., but moves to the 
beach-as soon as hot weather makes its appear
ance. Until within a few year.*, Mr. Aldrich 
has spent his summers at Ponkapog, the place 
which the author did not think worthy of de
scription in his book. Mr. Aldrich still owns 
an old house in tliie rural village, and may 
later on spend some of his time there. It is 
ouite near Canton, and may be called part of 
that town, which is some eight or ten miles 
from Boston. It is two miles distant from the 
railroad Btation, and ia easiest reached by the 
tumble-down stage connecting. The house is 
a_ quaint, two-story bnilding, built at the be
ginning of the present century, and is partially 
screened from the road. by cherry trees and by 
a hedge of arbor vitsB. Back of tho honso the 
grounds fall away to a stream and an old mill 
pond, on which stands a deserted and decaying 
mill, which was used dnring tbe late war for 
the weaving of soldiers' cardigans. Along 
the margin of tho stream, whioh, after 
wandering around the grounds, finds its 
way ont in the great Neponset meadows, and so 
to the ocean, great quantities of water cresses 
and curious wild flowers grow, the cowslip and 
the piotcher plant among them. Mr. Aldrich's 
nearest neighbor is- Henry L. Pierce, the 
mayor of Boston, who gave his entire official 
salary to the publio library of that city. • 

BOME FEMALE NOTABLES. 
Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnett ie one of Mr. 

Bailey's literary neighbors, occupying Camp 
Cottage, Ocean street, King's Beach, Lynn. 
This brilliant authoress leaves her "den" in 
Washington and goes to the sea shore with her 
husband and two ohildren, Vivian and Liouel, 
very shortly. As summer approaches each vear, 
the author of Fair Barbarian and That Lass o' 
Lowrie's longs to-escape from the close quar
ters of Washington, with its tiresome frivoli
ties, and go to the cottage by the broad Atlan
tic, where Bhe can breathe the salt and invig
orating air and regain her wasted strength. In 
Washington she jives in a three-story brown 
front house on I street, between Twelfth and 
Thirteenth streets. Her cottage at- King's 
Beach is of tbe ordinary style of summer cot
tages, prettily painted without and decorated 
within. It is said.that Mrs. Burueitwill begin 
upon a new novel while summering on the sea
shore. 
' Elizabeth Stuari-Phelps-basherBummerbome 

at Manchester-by-the-Sea. It is a two-story 
brown cottage, with doors and windows open
ing upon a piazza facing tbe sea. The in
terior deooration exhibits the artistio handiwork 
of tho author. The parlor is a long,- narrow 
room, tinted with a delicate green shade. In 
other rooms of the house the same taste has 
directed that one should bo rose-pink, an
other robin's-egg blue, another the- delicate 
shades of buff-and brown, while another glo
ries in the native colors of the wood. It is in 
this-honse, filled with pictures,- bric-a-brac, 
and love tokens from friends, that the author 
of Gates Ajar and The Story of Avis lives dur
ing the hot weather, breathing the saline breath 
of tbe ooean, whose wavelets break calmlv on 
a summer's day upon the charming stretch of 
beach which greets the peaceful eye. 

J. T. Trowbridge lives in a neat, brown-
house, two and a half storieB bigh,.iu Arlington, 
Mass., both summer and winter.. Arlington 
lake, or Spy- pond, noted in history, is to be 
eeen from the eide and rear windows of the 
house, affording a charming view; A drawing 
room famished with plegauce and taste ̂ occu
pies the front half of the house, 
which is. a large dihing room 
From the east window in the- upper hall, 
Bunker Hill monument and Charleston can be 
seen, with a good part of the old Hub. itself. 
From tbe southeast window of the author's 
study,-Mount Anburn, tbe citv of the dead, 
Cambridge observatory, the hiile-'of Brighton 
and Brookline form an interesting prospect 
It is at this quiet and beautiful place that the 
author lives contentedly, writing at his- leis
ure, and enjoying life at all. times< 

Mrs. Harriet Prescott Spofford and.her-hus-
band, Mr. R S. Spofford, have a. beautiful 
summer home on Deer island, in the Mermmao 
river, just at the edge of Newburyport They 
have just returned from a. visit to Miss Booth, 
the editor of Harper's Bazar, iu New York, ami 
have settled down for tbe summer. The bouse 
itself is one of those rambling, spacious farm
houses, built to last almost aa long as the 
island itself. In its earlier days it was used as 
a tavern, and many a tankard of cider-has been 
drank by jovial parties within its walls. It 
has been remodeled somewhat,, and now 
stands in quiet, balf-stately grace. The 
staircase is broad and quaintly construct
ed, and above it is open clear through the 
house, giving grand opportunities for the cir
culation of the fresh country air. Below, too, 
it is wide and cool, and offers a delicions re
treat in the beat of the day. To. tbo left of tbe 
wide hall is the parlor, not particularly at
tractive inr an artistio eense, but cheerful and 
homelike. This is the most frequented room 
of the house, and where visitors aro enter
tained. 

Mrs. A. D. T. Whitney, the-novelist, livesthe 
year round in a retired manner in the town of 
Milton, a few miles front Boston. The estate 
is about midway between Mill village and the 
Centor, and is most pleasantly situated. Tbe 
house is large, and cost $275,000 to build 
throughout, some years ago. It is a brown^ 
double bouee, with an L and a veranda at tbe-
back, while in front is a broad piazza, around 
the pillows of whioh twine luxuriantly grow
ing woodbines, and up the eide of the bouse 
woodbine brought from .the Milton woods 
by her children years ago and plantod. Roses 
and other flowers grow about the plaoe, while 
gnarled old apple trees and dwarf 'pears 
abound at the back. There are alsoi magnifi
cent old elm trees, which shade the bouse and 
have given the plaoo the name of dm Corner. 
Directly aoross the road in a curious oldhouBO 
is where "Faith Gartney" used to live. 

Mrs Celia Thaxter is now at her cottage at 
Appledore island, off Portsmouth* N. U. For 

years she'bas spent the summer months upon 
. tfafs picturesque island, that dqts the surfaoe of 
the mighty - Atlantic some ten miles front the 
main' shore. The island is muoh' more Inter
esting than the cottage of Mrs. Thaxter, It. is 
a plain, homely, two-storied wooden affair 
perched on a rock' in sharp relief • against the 
sky. There are no bay windows'or balconies, 
no vines or trees, nothing but an ordinary sea
side cottage With a small yard filled with flow
ers. But there is .a magnificent view to be* oh-' 
tained of tbe sea, and during a storm the pow
erful and savage waves, lashed'by a fierce 
wind, can be seen breaking in sheets of spray 

"and clouds of foam over the rooky shore be
low. There is nothing <to interest one particu
larly on the island, but a,better place in which 
to live in repose and drink in Neptune's neotar 
oould not be found if i search continued-for 
100 years. 

THEATRICAL PEOPLE. 
The members of the theatrical profession 

also havo recognized tho advantages of the1 

various New England summer resorts at whioh 
to. rusticate. Edwin Booth will reach the 
United States from Europe some time this 
month, and after- seeing his daughter bound 
with matrimonial bonds to Mr. Downing Vaux, 
will at ouce go to Newport where ho will oc-
oupv his new cottage which has just been built 
for him there. Kate Claxton and her husband, 
Mr. Charles Stevenson, have already settled 
down for the season atr Hull, Boston harbor. 
They own a very pretty cottage at that mnch 
frequented resort, but spend much of their 
time on board their yacht, which is said to be 
quite fast "Kate" is quite a sailor and can 
take her "trick" at tho wheel and cock her 
weather eyo at the coming squall with the 
oldest sea-do^ afloat. Next season they will 
take a theater in New York and. produce a new 
melodrama from the French, as yet unaoted on 
this side of tho Atlantic. This and another 
now pieee will bo added to their repertoire, 
and Frou-Frou and The Double Marriage 
will be dropped. William Warren, Boston's 
veteran comedian who celebrated the fiftieth 
anniversary of his first appearance on the stage 
last fall at the Museum, has been invited to 
visit Joseph JefferBon's new summer house in 
Now Brunswick, but will probably not do so, 
as he intends to go to Chicago shortly to see 
his sister, who is the widow of the late J. B. 
Rice of that city, a well-known theatrical man, 
who has been mayor and a member of con
gress. Joe Jefferson, now in this city, will 
soon go to his island home, some four miles 
from Canterbury, N. B. He recently purchased 
an island in, an inland lake there, and will 
spend the summer in pursuit of his favorite 
sport—angling. A number of New York actors 
will be his guests during the summer. Sarah 
Jewett, late of the Union Square oompany, 
New York, and her motholr have taken posses
sion of their picturesque cottage at Pigeon 
Cove, Mass. For a number of years past she 
has spent her vacation months at this well-
known seaside resort, occupying an aesthetic
ally decorated cottage. She roads during the 
heated portion of the day, and in the evening 
indulges in a game of croquet, a stroll along 
the beach or a row upoon the water. There is 
nothing that quite comes up to Pigeon Cove in 
her opinion. A near neighbor is James E. 
Murdoch, the well-known old-time actor, who 
owns and occupies a cottage not 
far • away. They are good friends, 
and visit each other quite often. 
Pigeon Cove is on Capo Ann, and- some ways 
this side of it is Mauchoster-by-the-Sea, an
other popular summering place for actors. J. 
B. Booth, the elder brother of Edwin, and his 
wife, Mrs. Agnes Booth, of the Madison Square 
theater, New York, have already Battled down 
in their cottage near the Masconourd for the 
season. The veteran John Gilbert, of Wal-
lack's, takes a cottage near them this week 
sometime. J. C. McCollom and his wife, Mrs. 
D. P. Bowers, have occupied a cottage there 
for years, and are now there. Joseph Proctor, 
"Old Jibbonainosay," iB also there, besides a 
number of lessor stage celebrities. At Cobas-
set, on the south shore, some twenty miles 
from Boston, Robson and Crane have already 
settled themselves for the summer. Stuart 
Robson owned a small cottage near Charlie 
Thorn's, but a year or two ago he purchased 
Charlie's. Crane's habitation is close by, as is 
also that of Lawrence Barrett Barrett, how
ever, will not occupy, his cottage this season, as 
he intends to remain in Europe until the the
atrical season onens in September. At Ocean 
Spray, which is a new watering place a 
few miles from this city, two of 
the Hanlon brothers—William and Alfred— 
will pass the summer with a number of other 
Bmaller fry. Denman Thompson, Uncle Josh 
Whitcomb, is "laying off" at Swanzey, N. It, 
his native village and the place where the char
acter of Uncle Josh was discovered. "Den." 
has a fine country house, and makes hunting 
and fishing excursions into the interior. He 
begins his season Sept 20, at Indianapolis. 
John Stetson of the Globe theater, this city, 
has purchased a handsome oottage at Nantas-
kol for himself and father. John claims to 
have made $30,000 clear this season on the 
Globe, besides a aumlarger than that, in other 
ventures. He hankered for. a trip to Europe, 
but is a little afraid that hfa stomach will go 
back on him as it has on many a better man. 
Stetson, it is said, will start in heavy next sea
son and will pnsh some of the New York mana
gers pretty hard. It is rather uncertain where 
Mrs. Annie Louise Cary-Raymond will pass 
the summer this year, bhe has a deep affec
tion for her old home in Durham, Me., but may 
go to the monntains or the beach. NELSE. 

THE PRINCE OF JOURNALISTS. 

The Beautirul Home of the I.ate Emllo de 
Glrardln, and the Notables Who Visited 
It—The Journalist's Wives and Their Re
ceptions—Exploits or Abbe Slcard—A Pa
risian Managerial Shark. 
PABIS, Special Correspondence, May 29.— 

It was in 1875 that I visited, for the first 
time, Saint Gratien, the country residence of 
the late Emile de Girardin, and I again visited 
it in 1880. On tbe latter ocoasion I was in
vited to do eo by a very charming lady, a rep
resentative of the photographer Von Bosch,, 
who had to arrange with the master of the 
honse to sit for the picture, which proved the 
last one that he ever had taken. On that occa
sion I had a long and pleasant ohat with the 
"king of journalists," aaT his French confreres 
used to call him, and it was he himself who 
showed me over the place. This charming 
visit was forcibly recalled to my mind the other 
morning when I read that all the interesting, 
souvenirs of tbe long and busy life of the cele
brated publicist that he himself had shown me 
at Saint Gratien were about to be sold at auc
tion. There has probably never been a man 
who had a more'passionate admiration for 
Paris than had M. de Girardin, and he never 
went further away from it for any 
extended period. than his ' country 
villa, where he had for neighbors 
two ladies, who were tbe most Parisian 
of Parisiennns, and his two oldest and warmest 
friends, Madame Fould and the Princess Ma-
thilde, sister of Prince Jerome Bonaparte, and 
which, when he was there, became as it were 
a corner of Paris, for it was a neutral ground 
where ail the varions mondes of the capital 
used to meet I did not know M. de Girardin 
at the time when, bis salon was presided over 
by his first wife, the colebr&ted Delphine de 
Girardin. Later,, when literary rivalry led to 
a separation between M. and Madame de 
Girardin, and the latter had passed awav,a new 
mistress rnled at Saint Gratien in the person of 
Mina Tiffsnbacb, a daughter of tbo duke de 
Nassau, who has survived him, and.who never 
caused him any anxiety on tho score of his 
literary laurels. She is a handeome woman 
and did the honors of her salon with a truly 
royal grace. On the days when she was at 
homo aho received her guests- in a little 
boudoir hung with purple damask and filled: 
with pictures by the greatest artists of the day. 
This boudoir-opeued on her bedroom, a mag
nificent room hung with blue- silk and fur
nished in.the Louis XVL stylo.. Tbe cabinet de 
travail of M. de Girardin was in strik
ing contrast with the luxuriousness of his 
wife's apartments—not that its appointments 
were anjt-less sumptuous, bub beoause it was 
severely simple. This cabiuet de travail was 
hung with heavy black velvet,- and the ouly 
decoration on tbe walls beside the caseB .filled 
with handsomely bound volumes, was a large 
portrait of a.handsome child, an only daugh
ter. wliGae death just aa she was passing into 
womanhood, was a blow, from which her father 
never recovered. On more ceremonious oc
casions Mme. de Girardin received in a grand 
salon decorated and furnished in the some--
wbat severe Louis XJIL style, with a vast man-
tlepioce that towered up. to the calling, and 
wido sofas of re£ plush around the walls. 
From this opened a gallery filled with rare pic
tures and statuary, the gem of which was a 
magnificent life-size statue of RacheL 

PROMINENT VI8IT0R3. 
But of mora- interest than sa!pn, cabinet de 

travail or boudoir were the persons who were, 
to be met there. Among tk#m was, Emile' 
Olivier, the first minister of the liberal em. 

Sire that Kapoieon attempted, to-found in or-
er to save- bis orown, and to- the support of 

which Ginardin.in spite of bis life long republi
canism, consented to loud, the support of bis 
pen. All the ministers of that famous cabinet 
used to. be frequent guests at Saint Gratien, 
and all tbo members of the diplomatio corps 
were only too glad to avail themselves of the 
opportunities which were to be found there for 
catching those Uttlft and seemingly unimportant 

many, of tUoee state secrets' whieh'he It ae-
cased of havhig;.betrayed', to. Biamjirok. A* 
Madame de Girardin was a very Mini WOHUIL ' 
frmay be ihat  ̂(lieav^^WUnfa; feUgfam 
with hen had quite asjfiuoh tQ do as had dfplo-
jjjoy with the regulfo attendance- (if Cardinal 
Chigi, tho-papal nuncio; at her redeptî na. Of 
the literary celebrities for. whloM intheudaya of 
the first Mme  ̂ de Girardin, this saXon wti 
famous, there was still remaining,toward the 
end of the. seoond. - empire Emil An-
gier, Arsene Houssaye, Meilhao: and Halevr. 
Later the statesmen of-the third republio mad# 
their appearance;.and the whole of that truth
ful and ardent 'tnbe' of writers and- artlsta 
which the last twelve years have produced; and 
no foreign prmce or potentate who passed 
through Faris ever failed to beg f6r a presen
tation into the,salon, of M. de Girardiir, whioh 
one of them, said seemed to him to be tbs 
quintessence of civilization. Music was 
not as much cultivated- as' conversation 
in tbe salon of M. de Girardin. but 
what musio was to bo heard' there was of tha 
very highest order. Mme. de 'Lagrange: Mme. 
Oar.valho, Nilsson^ Mme. Erauss, Mons. ViardoC 
are among those who used to sing there to ths 
accompaniment of such masters as Gounod, 
Delibes, Saint Saens .and J. Cohen. On great 
occasions the world of fashion sent its moat 
prominent representatives,. Mme. Salomon da 
Rothschild, the Princess Troubetskoy, Mme. 
Canrobert, and thero was always a flying de
tachment of the most charming Of'tho'ladies of 
the. American colony, including Mrs. Wagner 
and a beautiful daughter, Mrs. and Miss Bates 
and the beautiful - Mies Radcliffe. 'But that 
ealon has now passed aWay forever, and the 
auctioneer's hammer has scattered all the rars 
paintings, statues and bronzes ia whioh its 
master used to find so much delight 

A SPEOUIIATISO ABBE. 
All abbes are supposed to be good men, btlt 

sometimes quite the contrary is the case. In 
the good old days whon the Bourbons rnled in 
France, it was not at all uncommon for a lively 
and lusty abbe to be the lover :of one of ths 
grande dames of the court; but that, along with 
many other good things, has long since gonl 
out of fashion, and if there is any billing and 
cooing between priests and- petticoats, it is 
done in France sub rosa, just as -it is in. other 
countries, and we hear little, if anythingi about 
it But if the French priesthood of tbe nine
teenth are in this respect better than those of 
tho eighteenth century, when, if we may oredit 
the racy memoirs of those days, they did not 
take the trouble to hide their licentious doings 
under a bushel, those of to-dav are quite as 
much men of their times as their, predecessors 
were, and' as the lust for wealth Is ths 
besetting sin of these latter days, it is 
to that form of lust that they would 
seem to be addicted. This reflection haa been 
suggested to my mind by the exploits of Mon
sieur L'Abbe Sicard, one of the priests of tho 
parish of Notre Dame des Bonnes Nouvelles 
whose darks ways and tricks are now under 
investigation by the criminal authorities of 
this capital. Tlio abbe is one - of - those active, 
energetic priests who mixes a good deal in so
ciety, and who has the oily,. insinuating and 
obsequious manners that are so often found in 
gentlemen of his cloth. One of the favorite 
lonnging places of Monsieur l'Abbe has been 
the stock exchange, and he was not at all averse 
to taking a flyer iu Panama, Suez or any other 
of the stocks that have a fluctuating tendency. 
His flyers of late have not panned out satis
factorily, and as his salary aB first vicaire was 
insufficient to keep up. his margins with the 
brokers, he hit pon a means of raising the 
wind, whioh not only shows that he is a man 
of genius in fiuancial matters, but also illus
trates the old saying that all the fools are not 
yet dead. To carry out his little game the 
abbe needed an accomplice,. and he fonnd 
just the one he wanted in.a young Parisian 

fentleman and the grandson of a 
eceased statesman of prominenoo. This yonng 

man was presented everywhere by the priest 
as an orphan who was soon to come into a 
handsome estate, and for whom he had ar
ranged a. marriage with a wealthy heiress, with 
a dot of 5,000,000 francs. On the strength 
of' these assertions the abbe induced a wealthy 
banker, Mr. Hoas, to advance his protege the 
snm of 60,000 francs. He also indnced a 
fashionable dressmaker to advance to the sams 
person 16,000 francB, on the condition that 
she was to have the making of the'trousaeau, 
and that sho might include that sum in her bill. 
A jeweler was found who was confiding enough 
to part with diamonds and other jewelry to the 
amount of 20,000 francs, which the young 
gentleman has a desire to present to his fiancee. 
As the marriage did not come off, the banker, 
tbe dressmaker and the jeweler began to be 
afraid'that there might be something wrong, 
and they at last ended by doing what they 
Bhould have begun with;-that is,-by going to 

had been the young lady whose name 
given them by the abbe aa the 
fiancee of his young friend. This 
young lady, Mile. Marson, was an heiress aud 
the man who gets her will get with her a dot of 
2,000,000, but it happens that not ouly is she 
not engaged to the abbe's protege, but she has 
never even heard- of -him or of the abbe! The 
victims began by going to the archbiship,. who 
conld not help tbem,. ao they went, to 
the correctional police conrt,. where", the 
matter- was turned • over - to one of •' the 
judges- d'instruotion, aa the officials 
are termed who, in . this conntry, investigate 
oriminal charges and do the work of the grand 
jury.in deciding whether there is or is not a 
case for the courts to take hold of. . As-the 
judge d'instruction has decided that there is 
something in tbe charge, Monsieur. l'Abbe and 
his accomplice are now under bail to answer at 
tbe next term of oonrt to . the accusation of 
cheating by false pretenses. 

A UANAOEBEAL SHAKE. 
The performance .at the Gymnase - theater 

came to an^brnpt end last night The specta
tors, who had assembled to hear. Madame 
Caverlet, received back their money-and were 
sent away at the conclusion of the nrst piece. 
After a long wait the stage manager, came be
fore the curtain and anuounced: "Mr. Marais 
having refused to continue to play the role of 
Caverlet, the money will.: be returned: at the 
box ofjjoe." He had hardly got the woras out 
of fila lips when Marais himself appeared and 
declared that he did not refuse to play. Tho 
audience waited to find out whether tbe per
formance was go,ing on oc not,; and. like all 
French audiences amused themselves by 
making as much noise as possibla This lasted 
over an hour, when tbe lights were turned out, 
and for more than another, hour-these was a 
surging crowd around the ticket office and in
numerable dispntes, in which-the commissaire 
de police had to interfere.before everyone- got 
bacK his money and went away. Acoording to 
Manager Eoning, the only eide which has yet 
been heard, the acton refused to- play the rolo 
on the ground that it was not in his'line, which 
is that of a jeune premier, and tbat.for him to 
play it would injure -him professionally, and 

i he managoradds that .this is onlj'.-aa excuse 
in order to get. out of ;a contract, 
which binds him to tbe Gymnaso. for several 
years to come, in order to become iriie leading 
man with Sarah Bernhardt , at the Ports St 
Martin. But those who know.Eoning feel very 
sure that there is something more in the little 
incident. than be is willing, to .admit There 
was . probably never a. ttieatiucal manager 
who has had more law. suits with the 
artists of bis troupe than this -same Eoning, and 
there iB none who has a^greater skill in devis
ing iron-clad contracts which place his pension-
naires at his mercy. It is generally among 
,tbe ladies of the profession that Koning finds 
his viotims, and as a sample o£ his manner of 
proceeding 1 may cito. the following' receut 
case: When he tool; the Gymnase Mile. Tes-
sandier was .the leading, lady of the company, 
and knowing she desired.to leave, Koning beg
ged her-to stay, offering hor a long engage-, 
ment, but inserting in the contract a penalty of: 
$4,000 in case> she sbonld leave him before 
its termination. Months, passed on and Mille.. 
Tessandier was not. cast for any of the new 

ieces that were.broughitout at the Gymnase. 
lne;day she was offere.d a short engagement 

at. the Oden,.and had. to. pay Koning 1,900 
fraacs, a month and- relinquish her salary 
boloro she could get his permission to accept it. 
He then made matters, so uncomfortable", .for 
her at tbe. theater thatshe determined to Jeave 
him at all risk's. Koning agreed to let hgt go 

.for-10,000 francs cash and an equal sum- in 
notes, and it was only tbe other day that the 
furniture and wardrobe of the aotreas Ttere sold 
by. the sheriff in order to pay three ^itqa,- It 
Was only recently that tne courts, decided 
a law suit between this same Koning and Victor 
Caponl, who sang far a few months at the Re
naissance under the management of, the for
mer, and, as. usual, the manager got-the better, 
of the actor. A case similar to that of Mile. 
Tessandier was that of Mile. LetwideLeblano, 
and as the lady has a wealthy friend, who is a 
prominent member of a family that once, sat 
on tbe French throne,Mr. Koniyg made afloat 
40,000- franos by the' transaction. Mile. 
Julian, Mile. Duverger. and] M. Aoliard are 
among the best known of tbe.many viotims of 
Koning's managerial caveer. It is therefore 
more than probable that.Marais' coutraot calls 
for a handsome sum of. forfeit money and that 
Koning haa so arranged matters that it will 
either have to be pavSor that Marais-will hava, 
to consent to a big ^du^tio^in his ^tary. 
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