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THE DOORWAY. 
In the heart of the day I strayed to the 

heart of a tangled wood. 
And there, like a dream, before me a des

olate portal stood. 

Strange and solemn and sombre It stood— 
and I was alone; 

Mystery fell like a fog; fear swept by like 
a moan. 

I t was bolted strongly above, and bolted 
below again, 

And one of the bolts was Sorrow, and 
the other bolt was Pain. 

Two dim lights hung in the shadow, two 
red and misty spheres, 

And my soul sank as I saw them, for I 
knew they were Blood and Tears. 

The way was lost behind me, backward 
I dared not go; 

I beat upon the portal, and my heart 
broke with the blow. 

Bruised, and bleeding, and blinded, I 
forced the bolts to move— 

I passed through the dreadful doorway 
and the other side was Love! 

—Ella Heath in Lippincott's Magazine. 

A HOUSE BUILT 
UPON THE SAND 

l i)lffi 

THE haze of a lovely day in October 
lay on Jamaica bay. A gentle 

southwest wind stirred the water into 
shining ripples. 

Afar on the horizon the salt mead
ows resembled the islands of the Blest, 
The wind, blowing over a thousand 
leagues of heaving sea, was redolent of 
salt and freighted with stimulation. 

Crayfish Bill is a bayman. He lives 
en Ruffle bar, four miles away from 
shore as the crow flies, in the cabin 
of an old canalboat drawn up on a bar 
and surrounded by piles driven into 
the sand to protect it from the ice. 

"Say, Jim," said Bill, as his visitor 
came down the cabin stairs, "this 
'ere cabin ain't no Astor hotel, with 
a French cook, but I can give you some 
oysters right out of the bay." 

Fifteen minutes later the visitor 
drew a cracker box to the table. The 
menu consisted of oysters on the half 
ehell, soft clams roasted in the oven 
\Fith a slice of bacon o\*r each, milk 
toast made of bread four £iys old and 
condensed milk, and tea brewed in a 
jot black as the stovepipe that pro
jected from the top of the cabin. 

After this meal was finished and the 
oats were fed, Bill lit his pipe and his 
tongue began to wag. Said he: 

"You ain't been here since I lost my 
house last March?" 

"Where did you get money enough 
to buy a house?" said the visitor in 
pjayful irony. 

"I saved it," said Bill. "It cost mo 
about ?35. I s'pose I'll never have so 
much money again at one time. I'm 
over 50 and ain ' t so s t rong as I used to 
be. 

"This 'ere is the oyster season and 
I'm watchin' the oyster beds to keep 
the thieves away. I watch nights and 
tong oysters in the daytime. I s'pose 
you never tonged for oysters with 
tongs 15 feet long in a strong tideway? 

"Well, it ain't no child's play. A 
day's work is a boatful of oysters, and 
you have to cull 'em after you've dug 
'em up. You don't do much dreamin' 
nights after you have been tongin' oys
ters all day—you're too tired. 

"It took me two years to save that 
money to build my house. I got per
mission from an oyster planter to 
build a house on one of his bars. I 
had a kind of a feelin' that I'd like to 
own a house that was all my own and 
that didn't cost me nothin' for rent, 
and when I shut the door I could look 
aroun' at the stove and the cupboard 
and the bunks and the dollar clock and 
say to myself: 

"This 'ere house is all my own. I 
built it with my own hands, paid for 
it with my own money. Laid every 
timber in it and drove every nail, from 
the cellar to the tarred roof. 

"Of course, you understand, I'm only 
jokin' about drivin' nails in the cel
lar, 'cause there wasn't no cellar. At 
high tide there was two feet o' water 
where the cellar ought to be. 

"I had that there house all planned 
out in my mind for a year before I 
started to build it. even to the vinegar 
barrel I was goin' to have settin' out
side the door to catch the rain water 
from the roof, 'cause you can't get 
Croton water in the middle of Jamaica 
bay." 

Bill laid his knotty, brown hand up
on M3 knee and looked with unseeing 
eyes up through the companion way. 
He W.HS aroused from his reverie by 
his visitor, who said, with a grin: 

"Did you build your foundation of 
stone or of brick?" 

"No, sir," said Bill. "My founda
tion was built of eight-inch piles, ten 
feet long. There was a contractor 
drivin* piles over the Canarsie side of 
the bay, and he had a dozen piles too 
short for his use. I bought 'em for 
half what he paid for 'em." 

"How did you get the piles over to 
Ruffle bar?" said the inquisitor. 

"Made a raft of 'em and totaed 'em 
over behind my skiff. Took me seven 
hours to do it on acovmt of the tide, 
which carried me and the raft down 
to Barren island. There were blisters 
on my hands as big as walnuts when 
I got over to Ruffle bar." 

"How did you sink your founda
tion?" said the visitor, seeking to dis
turb Bill's serenity. 

"It's queer about that," said Bill. 
"On them bars In the middle of the 
Ibay the tide rises from four to five 
feet, accordin' to which way the wind 
Mows. A nor'easter would blow the 
water out o' the bay so there wouldn't 
be a foot o' water on my lot. And 
then agin a sou-wester for two days 
would make a tide six or seven foot 
high. Consequence Is I had to sink 
my piles at dead low water." 

"Did you have a piledriver to sink 
.your foundation?" 
„ "None o* your guyln,' son," said the 
•eteran "I chopped one end o' the 
piles wedgeshaped and -worked sem' 
down Into the mud and sand. It's 

surprisin' how that meadow sand does 
stick to a stick o' timber. One man 
can work it down about three or four 
feet and 20 men couldn't pull it up." 

"How big was this wonderful house 
of yours, Bill?" 

" 'Twas just 12 feet square. I meas
ured it with a six-foot oar," replied 
the bayman. "When I had all the 
piles worked down solid in the sand I 
sawed off the tops so they were all 
even, and the foundation was finished. 
There were three rows of piles, four 
feet apart 

" 'Twas two months before I got 
enough money to get the floor beams. 
They were six-Inch pieces of hemlock 
that I got from a second hand dealer 
in lumber at a bargain. 

"When I got the beams laid down 
solid I laid some pieces o' scantlin' 
down on top of the beams and did a 
song and dance on the floor, my floor, 
the only floor I ever owned." 

The look of reminiscent gratifica
tion on the bayman's face was so real, 
so earnest, that the cynical visitor was 
shamed into quiet, 

"After that the clammin' was poor 
and the oysterin' was worse, and 'twas 
six months before I could afford to 
buy my joists and weather boards. 
When I got my joists and boards up 
it didn't take long to finish the house. 

"The roof was made of smooth pine 
boards, tongued and grooved, and 
covered with tarred paper. To make 
the house warm I put tarred paper un
der the flooring. When I got the 
house finished I had four winders in it, 
with panes of glass a foot square, 
and two bunks in the corner with ex
celsior mattresses in 'em. 

"On summer nights I used to lay in 
the lower bunk with the door open lis-
tenin' to the tide talkin' just like 
folks, a-babblin' and a-gurglin' agin' 
the piles, and a-murmurin' sleepylike 
through the grass. But when the nor*-
easters blew I shut the door. That's 
when the tide got noisy and quarrel
some. 

"It spit spray agin the winders and 
jumped up agin the floor as if it was 
jealous that my house was finished 
and I was snug in my bunk. But, 
Lord bless you, I wasn't afraid o' the 
tide. The ebb and the flood are old 
friends o' mine. 

"Did you ever see the tides meet? 
The ebb runnin' out and the flood 
runnin' in? There's a place in the bay 
where they meet and pile up in a ridge 
o' foam a foot high. 

"The ebb seems to say: *Git out o* 
my way; I'm goin' out to sea.' And 
the flood humps itself and says: "Don't 
be foolish, I'm goin' all over the bars 
and the meadows, and I've got the 
sea behind me pushin' and, of course, 
the flood wins. 

"But 'twas the ebb and the flood and 
the wind and the ice that wrangled 
together and agreed to push my house 
off the bar, and they did it" 

"Were you in the house at the time, 
Bill?" said the visitor. 

"Sure," replied Bill. "I was inside 
with my three cats." 

"Three cats?" said the visitor. "I 
should think that one cat would have 
been enough for one man." 

"One cat is enough for one man 
ashore, but three ain't any too many 
when you're out here in the winter, 
four miles away from solid ground, and 
a nor'easter playing peekaboo with 
your winders. 

"When I got the house finished and 
a half ton o' coal in the locker, I went 
ashore to Canarsie to get some gro
ceries. When I got there I saw a man 
comin' down to the shore with a bag 
and inside of it were three kittens that 
he was goin' to drown. 

"They looked so measly and they 
meowed so sorrowful like that I 
grabbed the bag, cats and all, and 
took 'em over to the house. I bought 
a quart o' milk for 'em before we 
starred, and that was the last drink 
o' fresh milk they ever had, for there 
ain't any cows or goats on Ruffle bar. 

"I named the cats after the three 
men in the Bible that went through 
the fiery furnace—Hayshack, Meshack 
and Bendigo, for I knew the cats was 
up agin it and were bound to see trou
ble before they got through with me." 

"How long was it after your house 
was finished before it was swept 
away?" said the visitor. 

"From August till March," replied 
Bill. "I got along all right through 
the winter, and the comfort them cats 
was to me in the long evenin's was a 
caution. I used to lay in my bunk and 
watch 'em rollin' over each other, 
while the wind was screechin' 'round 
the house and the tide talkin' noisy in 
the cellar. 

"I think I'd 'ave gone crazy with 
lonesomeness if it hadn't been for them 
cats. You ought to have seen Hay-
shack sparrln' with a spider ciab I 
tonged up one day! A spider crab, 
you know, is all claws and bone and 
has no innards to speak of. 

"On the night before St. Patrick's 
day the wind was roarin' around the 
shanty. It had been blowin' from the 
nor'west, and it shifted te the south
ard and blew the water tumblin' beck 
in the bay. To make things worse for 
the cats and me, the bay was full of 
float Ice six to eight inches thick. 

"The ice was floatin' back and forth 
on the tide, and at low water it was 
stranded on the bars ten foot high. 
Some o' this ice came sailin' along 
and jammed up in my cellar, and It 
lay there groanin* and grindin' agin 
the piles. 

"The top of a big wave came slap 
agin the house and a thin stream o' 
water ran under the door and over the 
floor. The crab had been sparrin' with 
Hayshack as usual, and got one of bis 
claws fast in the cat's whiskers, and 
when the water came in Hayshack 
and the other cats jumped up on the 
table, and the crab was still hangin' 
to Hayshack's whiskers. 

"Things got pretty lively after that 
and I didn't have no time to see what 
become o* the crab. The cats were 
meowin' with fear. In about five min
utes there came another big wave that 
lifted one end o' the house off the piles 
about a foot, tumbled the clock off the 
shelf and sent a pot full of boilin* po
tatoes rollin' over the floor. 

"When the big wave rolled away the 
house came down on the piles again 
with a crash that smashed all my 
dishes, put out the lamp and made a 
big hole in the floor where the Ice and 
water came through. This time the 
water was a foot deep on the floor. 

"I jumped out o' the bunk, grabbed 
my coat, and yelled to the cats, and 
I'm blamed if them cats didn't jump 
off the table, swim over to pM^'j^g 

stick their sharp claws Into my bare 
shins. I grabbed one of 'em in each 
hand and shoved 'em into my pockets, 
and Hayshack climbed onto my shoul
der. 

"I waded to the door, and when I 
opened it the wind came roarin' in and 
tore off the roof like a leaf. All this 
happened quicker'n I'm tellin' it. I 
knew the next big wave would carry 
the house away, and I moved quick. 
In stormy nights I still call hear the 
wind howlin', the cats squallin' and 
the ice grindin' agin the floor." 

"Did you swim, Bill?" said the vis
itor. 

"Swim!" said Bill in quiet contempt, 
"I couldn't live three minutes in that 
sea and that ice-cold water. 

"I had a duckboat tied to my piazza. 
The piazza was two boards wide. The 
boat was jumpin' around like a frisky 
colt right agin the side o' the house. 
I jumped in and pushed off. 

" 'Twas a cloudy night, but not very 
dark. I got 100 feet away, when I saw 
the house lift up again five or six feet 
and the red-hot stove slid through the 
back joists and scantlin', and when I 
looked again the house was gone." 

Bill smoked reflectively for a mo
ment, with Hayshack purring against 
his leg. Then he led the way up the 
cabin stairs, and, pointing with his 
pipe across an arm of the bay, now 
dimpling in the sunlight, while the tide 
loitered lazily to the sea, resumed his 
tale. 

"It looks peaceful enough now, don't 
it? But on the night I'm tellin' about 
the white horses were jumpin' fivo 
foot high. I could never tell you hov 
the duckboat lived in that sea, bit 
she floated like a cork and me and the 
cats got over here alive." 

"Did you save anything out of the 
wreck?" 

"Yes, I saved them four piles you see 
stickin' out o' the sand and a pickle 
jar." 

"A pickle jar?" 
"Yes. You see, I kept my savin's in 

the pickle jar in cents and nickels and 
quarters. There was $15.50 in the jar. 
It had a glass top screwed down on a 
rubber band, so it was watertight. If 
it had been empty it would have float
ed away, but the coin took it to the 
bottom and I found it on the sand at 
low water."—N. Y. Sun. 

BRANNIGAN WAS MODEST. 

Told W b o the Bravest Soldier Was , 
but Didn't Revea l HI* Own 

Identi ty . 

He looked unmistakably an old sol
dier, and it was not long before the 
conversation drifted to matters mili
tary. Then it came out that he was 
a Crimean and Mutiny veteran, and 
soon he was fighting those terrible days 
over again for the benefit of an inter
ested 'busful of fellow-passengers, re
lates London Tit-Bits. 

"And what wvs the bravest deed 
you ever saw?" asked one. 

"The capturin' of the Rooshin gun 
by Brannigan, that I told you of," re
plied the veteran. 

"And who do you consider was the 
bravest soldier you ever met?" 

"Brannigan, sir. Brannigan was the 
boy." 

As he stepped stiffly off the step of 
the 'bus, with a parting military sa
lute, â  passenger remarked: "Modest 
old hero that. Did you notice that he 
never boasted of his own deeds, but al
ways of those of his old comrade, Bran
nigan?" 

Just then, while the 'bus waited for 
the policeman's signal to move on, the 
passengers saw the veteran salute a 
passing gentleman. 

"How do, Brannigan?" they heard 
the gentleman say. 

MISSED HER OWN PARTY. 

There Wa.» So Much t o Do In t h e 
Ki t chen Aunt Sally Had to 

Lend a Hand. 

Senator Joe Blackburn tells a story 
of a quaint old woman in a remote 
Kentucky village who was locally 
famed for her kindness of heart and 
good will toward her neighbors, says 
the New York Herald. 

"For months and months she had 
been saving her slender means to 
give a great party, so she said," the 
senator relates, "and at last came the 
great event. All of her friends, dressed 
in their best, were on hand to render 
the occasion notable in the annals of 
the village and all voted the party a 
great success, the only false note in the 
gamut of their enjoyment being the 
mysterious absence of their hostess. 

"Meeting her the next morning, one 
of the guests of the night before spoke 
rapturously of the party. 

" T m certainly glad you enjoyed 
yourself,* returned the old lady, beam
ing her satisfaction. 'So it really was 
a success? Yes? My! I certainly 
should like to have seen It' 

" "But why were you not there, 
Aunt Sally, at your very own party?' 

"'Laws, child,' answered the erst
while party giver, 'I had to stay in the 
kitchen and wash the dishes.'" 

Had Use for His Hair. 
An aged clergyman with silvery hair 

was the recipient of several simulta
neous requests from young ladies for 
a lock of his hair. The requests were 
complied with, the clergyman being 
pleased to fulfill wishes which seemed 
founded on a sentiment of respect, and 
all went well until his wife received 
this note: "Dear Mrs. : Won't 
you please ask your husband to send 
me a little lock of his hair? We have 
all been taking lessons in making hair 
flowers. So many of the other girls 
asked him, and he sent it to them, that 
I thought I would ratlier ask you to get 
it for me. Won't you please do this for 
me? It is so hard to get white hair 
for lilies of the valley."—London 
World. 

««Wo End!" 
Formerly in Devonshire the reapers, 

when they had finished, would weave a 
ring of wheat Holding to this, the 
harvesters would form a circle and 
shout together: "We een!" (we end), 
after which one bore the ring to the 
house, and had the privilege of kissing 
the first maid he mot That curious 
practice has,passed, and others as gen
tle with i t Nevertl/eless, there is 
still the harvest dinne", where the 
squire, be he gentleman or noble, sits 
down with his "hands" and drinks 

Discussion of Winter Fashions 
OTABLTC among fashionable 
colors this season is the 
real orange shade—very ef
fective when used sparing
ly, such as to face in lapels 
or border a vest edge—or a 
petticoat of orange - silk 

looks well with a brown or black 
gown. 

Orange shades will take the place of 
emerald green for day wear, while for 
evening use pink will lead, and next 
to this, black—for black evening 
gowns are considered very smart even 
if worn entirely black, or relieved with 
a dash of color, such «s blue, pink, 
white, or orange. 

Walking dresses are made with a 
short skirt, and bolero basque coat in 
sacque style, or the new fitted back 
coat;" and la mode is so lenient, that 
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A WALKING GOWN. 
Otade of Cloth and Trimmed with Band* 

of Silk of the S a m Color.) 

the time Is now here when one can 
really wear what becomes one. 

If you desire to dress in a plain and 
unobtrusive style you can do so—or if 
you wish to dress in the latest fashion, 
there are the lovely Directoire and 
Loui3 creations; while as to the "hap
py medium" styles, never has fashion 
been so generous. A word, however: 
do not wear the Directoire styles un
less you are moderately tall and slim 
—as slimness is essential for this 
style of dress. 

There is absolutely no season of the 
year, nor time of the day, when 
blouses are not admissible—indeed, 
blouses are worn as much as ever—and 
a very welcome addition they are to 
one's wardrobe. 

For morning use there are no end of 
pretty blouses in flannel, with and 
without yokes—box-pleated, tucked, 
insertloned, and made more or less 
fussy as fancy may dictate, and em
broidered and embellished as time and 
taste may allow. Some of the new 
flannels and such-like fabrics, includ
ing Viyella, are manufactured in such 
delightful colorings and designs as to 
find favor for afternoon wear—and 
with a broad yoke of Yak, or other 
coarse lace, they are quite stylish-look
ing. For more dressy wear, nothing 

seems too elaborate as to trimming, 
nor dainty as to fabric for the blouse, 
and any amount of needlework enters 
into the making—such as bands of in
sertion, tucks, appliques of lace, fancy 
stitchery, etc. Flannel blouses are 
ornamented with the old-fashioned 
English embroidery, worked with silk 
or "Peri-Lusta* thread; while the 
lovely Norwegian, and Danish embroid
ery known as "Hardanger" work ia 
most decorative for any dress fabric 
that permits of thread-drawing, or tha 
"Sawtooth" stich used in this work 
makes such a pretty finish to cuffs, 
collars, etc. Sleeves are gaining in size, 
and many of the newest models stand 
well out from the shoulders, and so 
lend the appearance of breadth. At 
the same time, however, the broad 
yoke effect, sloping on to the shoul
ders, is yet favored; while deep cuff 
finishes are mostly shown for the 
bishop or leg of mutton style of sleeve, 
or for the full French shape there is 
a long cuff, handsomely embroidered 
and finished with a ruffle of real lace, 
which nearly covers the hand. 

Mentioning blouses, reminds me ol 
the pretty collar and cuff sets now 
arranged, as well as the smart "twice 
round the neck" ties of glace silk rib
bon, decorated with colored embroid
ery in silk. The ends are V-shape, and 
often hem-stitched or fagotted; then 
raised dots, crescents, stars, or even 
cut work devices are worked in col
ored silk, or that useful thread, "Peri* 
Lusta," which has all the appearance 
of silk, and washes perfectly. The 
collar and cuff sets are of glace silk, 
edged with narrow crochet or tatted 
edging worked in silk; or fine linen 
or canvas sets ornamented with Har-
danger embroic n-y are the very latest, 
this lovely wcv-'i also ornamenting 
blouses in the shu^t of straps for box-
pleats, yokes, ete. 

For evening blouses there are roses, 
asters, etc., made of chiffon, with rib
bon or velvet ends, filched with the 
flower bud. These floras additions re
place the velvet bow and rosette so 
long worn, and are extremely chic. 
Floral garnitures are much used for 
evening gowns—the small banksia 
roses being the favorite blossom. The 
coarse Yak or woollen lace, used so 
much for dress trimmings, is often 
decorated with cross-stitch worked In 
red and blue, pink and pale green, two 
shades of orange, etc. It makes an ef
fective trimming for flannel blouse's; 
the stitching being added to the lace, 
and much enhances its decorative pos
sibilities. 

For day wear the tailor-made gown 
with short skirt and smartly eut coat, 
fitting at the back, regulation coat 
sleeve, and a small basque, is in good 
taste; then for more dressy wear 
comes the full skirt, even on the 
ground all round, the coat somewhat 
of the bolero order, with large sleeves 
standing out from the shoulders, 
where they are pleated, gathered, or 
gored, while the cuff terminates with 
a full frill of lace. 

The three-quarter length coat is this 
season's fancy, and the Newmarket 
shape again appears. The Inverness 
coat returns to favor, and capes of 
every conceivable shape are shown— 
especially the three, four, or five-tiei 
capes, flounce upon flounce, in fact— 
and in faced cloth these capes are left 
with cut edges. 

ELLEN OSMONDE. 

DEBAUCHERY OF RUSSIANS. 
Much Drunkenness and Insolence 

Among Soldiers—Suffering 
of the Wounded. 

Tea Gowns and Jewelry in Paris 

from the same ale jug. Vhis custom 
shows no sign of decay.—Everybody's i i y understand! that glorious mixture 

ARIS.—Although the wear
ing of what in America is 
known as the tea gown is 
not so universal over here, 
has lately become much 
more popular, and the 
French chatelaine dons at 

five o'clock the same style of garment 
as is made for the American hostess 
of the country house shooting party. 
On the whole, perhaps, the gowns in 
vogue here are rather more negliges 
than those adopted by your country 
women; this year, par exemple, the 
embroidered or lace coat hanging 
loosely over an "Empire." accordion-
pleated under-dress, confined at the 
waist, is much en evidence; it is a 
charming idea of a gown for five 
o'clock. Of course, the tea gown has 
some pretension to "fit," while the 
saut-de-lit is absolutely plain. Many 
of the best models are cut a la'Empire. 
But I think those made with a lace coat 
edged with a narrow trimming of er
mine are very beautiful. The mixing 
of lace, fur and chiffon finds an ideal 
environment In a Louis XVI. salon. 

The lace blouse is also de rigueur 
over here for five o'clock; but it is 
never worn with a dark skirt The 
necks of these elaborate blouses are 
very often quite transparent, but there 
is no suggestion of a decolletage. A 
few exclusive models have a tiny V at 
the neck to permit of the wearing of 
a Louis XVI. ornament or pendant, 
which is such a charming finish to 
some of the dainty toilettes of the 
same period. 

A charming tea gown worn by a 
well-known elegante (who is greatly 
addicted to the English custom of en
tertaining one's friends at tea), is in 
iridescent shades of taffeta with a 
long, plain flowing skirt and a Marie 
Antoinette band of old-rose velvet 
holding in place the dainty, unlined 
blouse of taffeta, arranged with a V-
shaped piece of old worked lawn, cut 
open very slightly at the neck to dis
play a miniature on a black velvet 
ribbon. A fichu-like drapery crosses 
back and front,, and is finished with 
two long sash ends at the back. The 
sleeves are very large transparent 
bishop sleeps of muslin, lined with 
shaded chiffon. 

Another charming five o'clock is in 
silver gray accordion-pleated chiffon, 
held at the waist by a girdle of silver 
and finished with a high Medici collar 
of lace standing away from the coif
fure and just showing the throat, 
which is encircled by a high, diamond 
dog collar. Over this to worn a 
sleeveless coat of fine, blonde lace, cut 
up at the aides and edged with mink. 
After contemplating such garments as 
these, one realizes that the Parisian 
now understands the beauties and pos
sibilities of the indescribable gowns 
known to the* English af) tha tea 
gown. 

A color scheme la the characteristic 
note of such gbwnt emanating from 
well-known, ateliers. Worth especial 

to brightest rose, and there are many 
chrysanthemum shadings which can 
be introduced into the tea gown with 
more success than in the ordinary 
toilette de visite. The ideal fabrics 
are chiffon, sole de Chine, mousseline 
de soie, laces plain and laces em
broidered, and some beautiful raised 
designs and quaint patterns in old-
world embroideries. Lovely, too, are 
the laces worked in dull steel and 
pearls. There is a revival of sequins; 
jet is also getting popular; but these 
are chiefly used in the orthodox robe 
de diner and the robe de bal for the 
demoiselle. 

The jewelers of the rue de la Paix 
are really very clever, and I think 
their taste Is better than it has ever 
been. They are copying the best de
signs of the Louis XV. and Louis XVI. 
periods not only in diamonds but In a 
judicious mixture of precious gems of 
different colors. 

In the day time, I must tell you, the 
real French elegante is wearing very 
little jewelry, and does not commit the 

The correspondent of the London 
Daily Telegraph at St. Petersburg 
seads some lurid pictures of matters 
at the front. At Harbin, where the 
troops rest in order to prepare for 
active work, vodka, cards and coarse 
pleasures, he says, are the prepara
tions that most of them make. He 
quotes a general order of the day is
sued by Gen. Volkoff, which says: 
"Drunken soldiers are met at every 
hand's turn on the streets, as well as 
at the railway station. Many who 
have been insolent and disobedient 
have been court-martialed." 

A Russian correspondent thus fills 
in the general's sketch: "I had 
scarcely quitted the train at Liaoyang 
when the wounded began to arrive. 
Gradually the moaning of the bleeding 
soldiers grew in volume till it dead
ened the din of the station. More and 
more the atmosphere became satu
rated with the peculiar smell of blood 
known only on the battlefield. 

"But this melancholy picture had no 
sobering effect upon a group of ele
gant, dandified Cossack oflicers who 
had just arrived from St. Petersburg. 
Five paces from the dead and dying 
they sat merrily drinking champagne 
and flavoring it with obscene jests. 
Only in war are such contrasts pos
sible. Here men cease to wear masks 
and show themselves as they are. 
You note the arrival of officers who 
are lean and wasted from hunger and 
hardships, and cheek by jowl with 
these you witness the orgies of half-
drunken men faultlessly dressed, hear 
the pop of champagne bottles, the 
laughs that greet ribald jests and the 
requests of painted women who even 
at this supreme moment try to wheedle 
tipsy officers out of their last rubles." 

"It is to be regretted," writes M. 
Danchenko, the leading Russian cor
respondent, "that some oflicers on the 
way to join their regiments go so far 
as to treat Sisters of Charity as 
they are accustomed to treat women 
of the class that follows the rear of 
an army." 

The correspondent of the Telegraph 
goes on to say that the commissariat 
is supposed to be better than during 
the Turkish campaign, but judging 
from the private letters from officers 
and the revelations of correspondents 
it could hardly be worse. The corre
spondent of the Viedemosti tells the 
following Incident: "For three days 
we have had nothing to eat," said a 
soldier to the correspondent. "Here, 
take your fill," replied the correspond
ent. "I cannot eat here," said the sol
dier. "Why not?" asked the corre
spondent. "There is an officer with 
me who is worse than myself," re
plied the soldier. "Well, call him, too," 
said the correspondent. "He won't 
come," said the soldier. "He is 
ashamed, but if you let me take him 
food, he will be grateful." 

An officer writes that it is mem
bers of the Red Cross and other so
cieties that are succoring- the wound
ed who have frequently to feed the 
soldiers on active service., The head 
delegate of the Red Cross society states 
in a letter received at St. Petersburg 
that the troops at the front are suf
fering horribly from lack of victuals 
and clothing. The Red Cross society 
distributes bread and tea and tinned 
meats to soldiers in battle, and boots 
and overcoats come from the sam* 
source, and not from the commis
sariat. 

In a letter to his wife a captain a» 
the front says: "We officers cannoi 
lie down at night even after a day oi 
killing fatigue." 

Art in Architecture 
Designed and Written Espec ia l ly 

for this P a p e r 

A DINNER GOWN OF LACB AND 
RIBBON. 

error of wearing anything but the se
verest type of gem workmanship with 
her plain cloth or tailor-made cos
tume. Thus we see a revival of the 
narrow moire ribbon with a single dia
mond or pearl slide; the very fine 
platinum chain with a single gem sus
pended (and this should harmonize 
with the accompanying dress) is also 
once more in vogue. 

In Jewelry almost everything is tree 
simple. Hat pins are a reproduction 
of some flower in enamel or beautiful 
old paste to wear with the "Directoire" 
hat, or some conventional design in 
exquisite Italian enamels, of which, 
too. there are beautiful specimens in 
buckles, clasps, and pendants, in a dull 

This very neat and attractive house 
tun be erected upon a rubble stone foun
dation for $2,000. 

There are five rooms on the first floor 
(?<nd three rooms and alcove on second 
*:oor. The size of rooms on first floor 
?'i as follows: 

Parlor, 14x14 feet, with fireplace and 
c-oset. Library, 8x10. Dining-room, 13x13 
i-iet. Servant's room, 7x8 feet. Kitchen, 
f <cl0 feet. Pantry, 5x7 feet. Reception hall, 
G«8 feet. 

The rooms on the second floor are 10x13 
î et, Sxi3 feet, 10x20 feet, and alcove 9x10 
ff>.et. 

The entrance to the house is on the 
sftde, making a very novel feature and 
one especially adapted for a house which 
to to occupy a corner lot, as the side and 
front are very nicely treated. The rub-
I'le stone walls project 3 feet 6 inches 
into the ground and 6 inches above the 
ground. This makes a very good foun
dation and one that can be put in for 
About one-third the cost of one that pro
jects 3 or 4 feet above the ground. The 
£able upon the side is cemented with 
Imported Portland cement and has or
namented work in the apex. The siding 
J<s 4-inch O G, laid 3 inches to the weath-

PERJURY IN EVERY COURT. 

Sreat Evil That Is Becoming a Menace 
to Justice and Liberty in 

This Country. 

An interesting contribution to th< 
proof of the prevalence of perjury ii 
court proceedings is furnished, sayi 
the Brooklyn Citizen, by a recent storj 
of the restitution of $550 to a stree* 
railway company of this city by tin 
priest of a Polish church in Manhat
tan, acting on behalf of a woman whe 
confessed to him that she had ob
tained it as her share of a verdict in 
her suit for damages against the com
pany by false testimony. 

According to the story, she testified 
falsely by the advice of her lawyer, 
who told her that if she presented 
nothing but the truth in court she 
could recover nothing. So she per
jured herself. Of course the priest 
could not be bound to reveal hei 
identity and he did not, holding that 
he had done his full duty to both the 
woman and the company in securing 
the restitution of the money fraud
ulently obtained. 

The story exemplifies the difficulties 
so often met with by the railroad com
panies in answers to the frequent 
damage suits, and justifies, as far as 
it goes, their complaints of the way 
in which many of them are worked 
up; a complaint that is also made by 
many lawyers, who say that per
jurious testimony is increasingly en
countered in the trial of cases, and 
particularly those in which the for
eign element is concerned. 

This state of things is encouraged 
by the success which, as in the case 
cited, is secured by perjured testimony 
in the suits brought, but not by that 
alone. It receives its chief encour
agement from the immunity from 
prosecution and punishment given to 
perjurers and suborners of perjury 
through the neglect of the authorities 
to follow up the evidence and the 
clews that would often lead to the 
conviction of the guilty. This preva
lence of perjury is, indeed, a matter 
of such consequence to the commun
ity—even more harmful, perhaps, than 
murder—that it deserves the most 
vigorous and rigorous attention of 
those who have the power to effect a 
general reformation in it. 

Fortune from Trees. 
Orsa, in Sweden, has in the course of 

a generation sold £1,150,000 worth of 
trees, and by means of judicious replant
ing has provided for a similar income 
every 30 or 40 years. In consequence of 
the development of this commercial 
wealth there are no taxes. Railways and 
telephones are free, and so are the 
schoolhouses, teaching, and many other 
things. 

be double; chimneys above roof to oe 
of red pressed brick. All closets will 
have three shelves and two rows of 
hooks. The floors of parlor, library, 
dining hall and reception hall will be of 
Georgia pine. The trim and stairway 
will be of Georgia pine. 

Second floor trim will be of pine for 
paint. Kitchen, pantry and bathroom 

FIRST FLOOR PLAN. 

«r. All sheathing is to be done with 
fence flooring, building paper to be used 
between sheathing and siding. The en
tire house will be back plastered with a 
rown coat of mortar. All plastering of 

walls will be two-coat work. 
The studding will be 2x4 inches, 1G 

inches on centers; roof joist, 2x4; floor 
oist, 2x8; ceiling joist, 2x6; all floors to 

SECOND FLOOR PLAN. 

floors will be of maple. The exterior of 
the house will be primed with yellow 
ochre and lead with boiled oil, and 
painted two coat work, finishing coat to 
be of a very dark gray with white trim
mings. All glass is to be American. The 
shingles are to be Star A Star brand. 
The carpenter contractor will furnish 
all heavy hardware. All gutters, down 
spouts, flashing, etc., to be done witii 
galvanized iron. The baluster will be 
seven-eighths inch square with a neat 
hand-rail. 

The opening between the dining-room 
and the reception hall and between the 
dining-room and the library will be 
cased. The corners of the siding will be 
mitered, and all sash and doors' exterior 
will be painted a bottle green. The 
tops of the chimneys will be cemented 

] to represent stone caps. All material to 
• be used throughout this house is to be 
| of the best quality. The first story is 9 

feet G inches, second story 9 feet, base
ment 6 feet. The owner will furnish 
mantel and shelf hardware. 

GEO. A. W. KINTZ. 

THE LIVING ROOM. 

What the Appointments of the Family 
Ballying Place Should Be to In

sure Comfort and Peace. 

The name living-room is one which is 
coming to be applied to a room which 
Is variously known by many other 
names. Every house has its living-
room, whether it be called library, sit
ting-room, back parlor, reception hall, 
or what not. It is the room where the 
family congregate—where arounu the 
big table, by the light of the green-
Bhaded drop, mother does her mending, 
and father his reading, where Bob 
«ails piratical seas with Capt. Kiad, 
and Mabel writes her essay, while Fido 
hunts rats in Dreamland on the rug 
before the hearth. 

Unless the house is very large, the 
Jiving-room is also the library. How
ever, few or many the books may be, 
it is here that they should be kept, for 
(t is here that they will be for the most 
rart read; and if properly arranged on 
:ow book shelves built in under win
dows, or in the chimney corner, they 
Will give the room an air of culture 
*nd refinement. Whether one has time 
2or much reading or not, the presence 
<if books, well disposed along the walls, 
pervades the air of the room and gives 
tt an atmosphere at once suggestive 
and satisfying. 

This room should be the largest in 
the house. It is the one room that is 
always open and inviting to all mem
bers of the household. It is the room 
lhat should give the keynote to the 
rest of the house, and in relation to 
which all other rooms should be as 
planets to the sun. It should be given 
a good outlook, if possible, and prefer
ably a southern or western exposure, 
where in winter the sun will shine 
nearly all day long, and make it the 
fountain source of cheer and bright
ness. It is the winter exposure that 
should be thought of, inasmuch as in 
the summer life is largely spent out of 
doors. 

As the living-room should be the 
keynote of the house, so the fireplace 
rshould be the keynote of the living-
room. If the house is small or means 
limited, and only one fireplace can be 
provided, the place for that one is the 
living-room. Above all things, let it 
to broad and deep, and capable of burn-
tog logs—cord wood cut once for mod
erate size rooms' and large enough fox 
*. full length piece in a large room—with 
freat iron or brass andirons. If wood 
Js not obtainable, coal makes a less in
teresting, but utilitarian fire, but it 
should be burned in a basket grate, with 
the andirons, which allows the fireplace 
opening to retain the generous dimen-
nions of the wood fire, without too large 
a grate area. Gas logs are a modern 
labor-saving device, which pay in com
fort in inverse ratio to the labor saved. 
Their stifling odor when In operation 
ts in marked contrast to the delicate 

aroma of the burning logs, which they 
profess in appearance to be, and they 
should not be substituted for a real 
fire, except in dire necessity. Worse 
than the logs are the asbestos grates, 
with their cheap and tawdry setting 
and flat forwardness. Anything more 
ugly, more unromantic, and less likely 
to inspire one with anything more than 
the feelings of an unsympathetic world 
can hardly be imagined. 

The mantel should be broad and sim
ple. This is very often entirely of 
brick, even to the shelves. A heavy 
wood shelf, with bold, massive brackets, 
simple in outline and with the mantel 
facing of brick, of a color to harmonize 
with the wall treatment, makes a very 
appropriate mantel for a living-room. 
The brick should always return to the 
wall at the sides of the chimney breast, 
and the runners should never be cased 
with wood, as this gives a feeling of in
security, as of a strong (nearing) mate
rial, being contained by a weaker one. 
If domestic happiness has a god, it is 
the fireplace, and so are we still "fire-
worshipers." The "hearth" fittingly 
typifies the home, and around it clus
ter the dearest memories of earth. It 
is home. In the playing light and 
shadow of crackling flames we medi
tate of the past, philosophize on the 
present, and dream of the future. 
Around its glowing embers, "a world of 
love shut in, a wcrld of strife shut out," 
we feel a wealth of peace, comfort and 
satisfying happiness. There is nothing 
in all the length and breadth of the 
house that will be more satisfying than, 
this essence of the home, the living-
room fireplace. 

GEORGE A. W. KINTZ. 

ANIMALS ENJOY TELEGRAPH 

Monkeys Perform Many Complicated 
Evolutions on Wires in Brit

ish East Africa. 

In British East Africa the animal 
kingdom looks upon the 2,190 miles of 
telegraph wire strung through that re
gion as an innovation to be utilized. 
The wires arouse curiosity and stimu
late experiment. The latest official re
port speaks of monkeys as incorrigi
ble. They have ceased to pay much 
attention to the locomotive and even 
the shrieks of the whistle are not per
mitted to interfere much with the fun 
of swinging on the wire. Three wires 
are strung on the same line of poles 
for 584 miles between the Indian oceaa 
and Victoria Nyanza, giving an oppor
tunity for complicated performances. 
In the Kikuyu forest the monkeys in 
their evolutions sometimes succeed in 
twisting the wires together. Even the 
giraffe sometimes applies muscular en
ergy to the bracket on which the wire 
is fastened to twist it around, stretch
ing the wire and causing it to foul 
with the other wires. The hippopota
mus rubs up against the poles and 
sometimes knocks them over. 
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