- THE

DOCTOR MACBRIDE. .

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.

Dr, Aneas Macbride was strong in com-
jarative anatomy, and dissected everything
hat came in his way. His dissecting-room
was in the courtyard of the Palazzo Carminali
Rome. But it is upstairs, in his library, and
alone that *Il1 Scozzese’ carried out his
choicest manipulations, and made the more
delicate of his ‘‘preparations’” of human
muscles, arteries, veins and nerves, which,
when completed, were displayed under glass
shades on a large table in the centre of the
apartment. It was at this table, having just
finished the dissection of a very small hand
—never mind to what kind of creature the
hand, while it was a living one, had belonged
—that he was sitting one evening in July,
1755, when it suddenly occurred to him that
he had exhausted his supply of cochineal with
which to tinge the melted wax which he pro-
posed to inject on the morrow morning into
the venous system of his *‘preparation.”

Dr. /Eneas Macbride proceeded to the

rell-known druggist’s shop kept by Sig. Pan-
ciarotto, at the corner of the Via de Condot-
ti. It was one of the largest and handsomest
in Rome. He made his purchase and
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he 1 “I had forgotten some-
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h the secret of the formula of which only
md I are cognizant, and which has given
so many of my patients. Will you
once?! lImust take il

» it for me ot

re , illustrissimo ed excellentissimo
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He had soon completed his task; and Dr.
Macbride, placing the vial in his side poe k-
et with the cochineal, left the farmacia. He

crossed the Palaz
of the Col
as he had

za di Spagna,in the direction
of the Propaganda. when,just
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in one of the garrets at the Palazzi Carmin-
ali. Ionce nursedyou through a fever, my
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ino—a hired as n 12
had he thus mentally expressed
himeself when he heard,in a low voice behind
him, the single word. ‘‘Eccolo!’” ‘‘Here he

And immediately he was seized from
iind by strong arms a heavy cloak was
own over his head and he was lifted from
gronnd and carried some yards. Then
was thrust forward on to what seemed to
some kind of bench or seat; the arms

be
which had scized him had relaxed their grasp

a door w lammed and he became aware

that he was in a rapidly moving wheeled
vehicle.
Dr. /Enas Macbride had in verity been

kidnapped by two men, forcibly carried by
them to acoach, one of the doors of which
was standing wide, huddled into the vehicle

and rapidly driven away. The whole pro-
ceeding, indeed, had been watched with the
liveliest interest by an indivldual who was

c¢lad in a Jong brown cloak and who wore his
hat slouched over his eyes and who—there is
now mno diseretion in gaying it—was the
nameless man who lived in one of the gar-
rets of the Pulazzo Carminali and whos2 pro-
fession was conjectured to be that of an as-
sin for hire, And as he watched the car-
ge rapidly retreating into the shadows the
man was jingling some golden
in his pocket and-chuckling merrily.

“Ten ducats,” he reflected—*‘ten ducats
only for pointing out the Signor Dottore to
them. And they have sworn not to do him any
harm. Of course if they had wanted to harm
his: they would have come to me; but I would
not have stabbed the Signore Dottore; no for
a hundred ducats. Let us go and drink a
bottle of Chianti.”?

While the nameless man was thus congrat-
ulating himself on the successful result of
Lis exceptionally bloodless night’s work un-
seen hands had relieved Dr. Aneas Mae-
bride of the heavy cloak in which he had
been muffied, and in which he had been all
but suffocated. He sat up to find himself
indeed in the interior of what was evidently
a carriage belonging to some person of rank.
The blinds were closely draw down, but a
small lamp hanging from the roof gave suf-
ficient light for him to see taat the opposite
seat was occupied by two gentlemen very
richly dressed, but whose countenances
were wholly concealed by masks of black
silk, having deep fringes of the same mate-
rial. One of the gentiemen hastened to in-
form him that he must submit to have his
eycs bandaged, as the person into whose
nce they were about to conduct him
a lady of rank, whose name and place of
abode it was imperitavely necessary to con-
ceal.  As he pulled the bandage out of his
pocket and proceeded very adroitly to adjust
it to the doctor’s eyes his companion took
occeasion to remark that he and the other
gentleman were fully armed, and should the
doctor at this or at any other stage of the pro-
ceedings, offer the slightest resistance to any
request which was proffered to him, he would
immediately stabbed to death. Upon
s admonition Dr. Aneas Macbride deter-
ined, like the canny Scot he was, to hold
tongue and see—when he was permitted
use his eyesight again—what came of it.
ed to him that the carriage was
continually turning and was lwihg»llrivvn

through a great variety of streets, possibly
with the view-to prevent his' forming any
accurate idea as to the part of the ecity to
which he was being conducted. The coach

at length stopped and the door was opened
for him. His twocompanions took him each
under one arm, assisted him to alight and
conducted him up a narrow stairecase into a
room, where, after a moment’s pause the
bandage was removed from his eyes. He
found hin fin a small drawing-room or
boudoir, dimly lighted by wax tapers and
richly furnished, although sheers and pieces
of tapestry had been thrown over some of
's or placed in front of the picture
as though for the purpose of prevent-
rer from too plainly identifying
the contents of the room. There was a flask
of wine on the table and one of the gentle-
men filled a large bumper of Ventiane glass
and offered it to Dr. Macbride.

“I want no wiue,’’ he said coolly; “‘it may
be poison for aught I know.”

The gentleman who had offered him the
wine, and who was very talland cladin a
suit of dark blue paduasoy, richly laced with
gold, for all reply put the goblet to his lips
and tossed off the contents ata draught.
Then his companion, who was shorter and
stouter—neither had removed his mask—and
who wore a green doublet and coat laced
with silver, filled another glass with wine and
offered it to the doctor, saying: ‘‘You had
better drink it. Remember what I told you
in the carriage. We allow no trifling in this
ides, you have need to nerve
yourself for what you have to do!”?

T don’t like Dutch courage,’” replied Dr.
Macbride, “‘and am not used to dramn drink-
ing to nerve me for my work. However, as
I have not the slightest wish to have my
throat cut, and you appear to be prepare: to
cut it”—both gentlemen nodded their heads
significantly—*‘at a moment’s notice, if
things do not go as you wish them to go, I
willdrink. And now,” he resumed, after a
very moderate potation, ‘“‘what is it that you
desire me to do?”

““To perform a surgieal operation.”

“When?”’

¢This instant.”? .

¢“Where?”?

¢You shall see.”

As the talier of the two masked men made
this reply, he took the Doctor by the arm and
led him forward. The shorter gentleman
lifted a heavy velvet curtain veiling an open
portal and the three passed into a vast bed-
chamber, Here everything in the way of
furniture, and even the ceiling and the cur-
tainsand counterpane of a huge four-post
bed in the centre of the room, had been
sbrouded in white sheeting. At the foot of

oo

the bed there sat, or rather vhere was half re-
clining in a large chair covered with'erim-
son velvet, a young lady—she could scareely
be nfpre than nineteen—exceedingly beauti-
ful and with golden hair that rippled over
Jier shoulders. Her hands were tightly
clasped and she was deathly pale. She was
clad in a long, loosely flowing undress robe
of some white, silky material; and Dr. Mac-
bride could see that her little feet were bare,

¢You see this woman—this most guilty and
unhappy woman?’’ said in a harsh voice the
taller of the two gentlemen. ‘‘She has dis-
graced the noble family to which she belongs
and it is necessary that she should be de-
prived of life. Here is a case of lancets
and you will instantly proceed to bleed her
to death.”

“She is prepared to submit to her fate,”
added the shorter gentleman in green and
silver, “‘and you will make the greatest pos-
sible expedition. I mneed scarcely say that
you will be amply recompensed for your
pains.”

“I will do no such horrible and unmanly
thing,”? cried Dr. AKneas Macbride. *Do
you think that I, a physician, whose bound-
en duty it is to do everything that he possi-
bly can to save human life—be it that of the
new-born infant or of the dotard of ninety—
would consent to putto aeruel death a poor
lady who should be enjoying all the hippi-
ness that earth can give? Do your buicherly
wosk yourself; I'lIl have no hand in it.”

‘It is precisely,’” replied the latter gentle-
man, ‘‘because we are desirous that this in-
dispensable work should not be done in a
butcherly manner that we . have brought you
here. You are kuown to be the skillfullest
surgeon in Rome, and you will perform the
operation at once by opening the veins in
her ankles; if you refuse, I swear that I and
my bro’—he checked himself before he
could wholly pronounce the word *‘brother’
—*“my companion will fall on you with our
poniards and hack you to death.”

Do their bidding,’’ said, in a low, faint
voice the young lady in the armehair.

“Do I hear aright?”? said the doctor.

“You do?’ resumed the lady. Do their
bidding, oryou will incur a fate as dreadful
as my own.’’

Doctor Aneas Macbride appeared to hesi
tate for a moment: then
your will; and may Heaven forgive me for
yielding to you! But I must have a vessel, a
large vessel of warm water.”’

““That shall be at once proeured.” replied
the taller of of the masked men, leaving the
room. Yor will remember that Doctor Eneas
Macbride was also tall of stature. He bent
over the reclining lady and whispered some-
thing to her.

“I have told her,”” he said, drawing him-
self up to his full height, *‘that I will not
hurt her much.

Presently two female attendants, each
closely masked, entered the room, carrying
between them a large silver tub full of warm
water. This vessel they placed before the
young lady, who, without a word, immersed
her feet in the water. Then Dr. MacBride,
once more bending over the victiin, smooth-
ing the hair on the forehead, and feeling her
pulse, knelt lancet in hand, by the side of
the silver footbath. He rose, looked in the
vietim’s face, chose a fresh lancet,sand knelt
again by the side of the foot-bath. The wa-
ter was mnow deeply discolored. Ere long it
was completely crimson.

*‘Bring another bath—a tub—=a bucket—
what you will!’”? said the doctor; ‘‘and
more warm water!”” Then he continued,
hastily holding his wrists around the ankles
of the patient while the first foot-bath was
taken away and another substituted for it,
“This will finish the work.”

““How she bleeds!” said the tall man,
who, with folded arms was watching the
scene. The young lady had fallen back in
her chair, her arms hanging loosely.

“She 1is insensible!’? said the shorter
of the masked men.

‘‘She is dead!”? said Dr. Eneas Macbride,
solemnly.

‘‘How she bled!’” repeated the shorter of
the two masked men.

¢‘She will bleed no more,” said Dr. Mac-
bride. ‘‘And now let me ask you what
you intend to do with the evidence of your,
and I may almost say my, guilt? How do
you intend to dispose of the corpse?”’

“Put it into a sack full of stones and sink
it in the Tiber,”” muttered the taller gentle-
man.

““At the risk of the sack rotting, the
weights becoming disengaged from the body
and of the corpse floating, or of being
washed on shore and the features recog-
nized.”?

“Bury it in the garden,” suggested the
shorter man.

‘It s still dangerous,” resumed the Doe-
tor. “The bodies of buried people that have
been murdered have been disinterred over
and over again. One was, ‘you know, last
year in that vineyard close to to the
Appian Way, and the assassin was brought
to justice.””

““That is true.”

““When you planned your little scheme,
gentlemen,” the Doctor went on almost
banteringly, ‘‘you should have planned the
last act of your tragedy as well as the pre-
ceding ones. Let me tell you that a murd-
ered dead body is, in a eivilized city, one of
the most difficult of imaginable things to
getrid of. But since I have gone with you
so far in this abominable business I will go
yet further and help you to conceal this cor-
pse. Bring it back with me to my surgery
in the Piazza di Spagne—I am accustomed
to have such burdens brought to me at dead
of night—and I’'ll dissect her. By which I
mean that in less than twelve hours no re-
cognizable trace will ®main  of your deceas-
ed relative—if relative she be.”

The victim was evidently stone dead. Af-
ter a long consulation, the masked men ac-
ceded to the proposition of the doetor, who
appeared to have become so completely their
accomplice, and who accepted, with many
protestations of thanks, a large purse of gold
sequins. Again he submitted to have his
eyes bandaged, and again he was conducted
to the coach in waiting below: but some-
thing else accompanied the party, and was
placed on the seat beside the doctor. That
something else was the body, rolled up in
many thicknesses of white linen; of the lady
who had been bled to death! The -carriage
made a route as circuitous as before to the
Piazza di Spagre; but it was then, at Doctor
Macbridge’s request, driven round to the en-
trance of the narrow lane behind the Palzzo
Carminali. Then the burden wrapped in
white linen was carried by the doctor and the
taller of the masked men by the back door
into the dissecting room, and laid like a
stone on the table. The doctor noticed that
his fellow-bearer was trembling violently,
and he had evidently had enough of horrors
for that night.

Three months afterwards Dr. Eneas Mac-
bride returned to Edinburg, bringing with
him his wife, a young and extremely hand-
some Italian lady of a noble Roman family.
Pope Benedict XIV., the enlightened and
humane Lambretini, had had much to do
with bringing about the union of the hand-
some young lady with ‘Il Dottore Enea Mac-
bride, Scozzes He had informed the
young lady’s brothers, Don Rafaelle and Don
Antonio Cordiscoglio, Counts of that ilk, that
if they did not consent to the match and pay
over a large fine to the Apostolic Chamber
they would be prosecuted with the utmost
rigor of the law for having basely attempted
to murder their sister by causing her, as they
thought, to have the veins of her ankles
opened. Of course, they had never been
opened. Dr. Eneas Macbride, while pre-
tending to execute the dreadful behests of
Don Rafaelle and Don Antonio Cordiscoglio,
had first administered to her a potion which
speedily reduced her to complete insensibili-
ty, and had next skilfully mingled with the
warm water in which the feet of the ‘patient
were immersed the contents of the packet of
cochineal which he had purchased -at the
Jarmacia Panciarotto. The poor girl’s only
offense had been that she had imprudentiy,
and in mere girlish folly, encouraged for a
short time the addresses of a young man
much her inferior in rank; but by her haugh-
ty and vindictive brothers this transient
flirtation was esteemed a crime which her
death alone could expiate. How fortunate it
was that Dr. AEneas Macbride was so much
addicted to making anatomical ‘‘prepara-
tions,”’ necessitating the use of cochineal for
their perfection! Ifaney, bowever, that af-
ter his marriage he ceased to dissect small
dead hands, and consoled himself with cover-
ing small live ones with kisses.—ZBow Belis.

An Inieresting Statement.
London Truth.

In New York the latest foolish freak is for
bald men to paint their heads as a part of
their full dress. Ata recent entertainment
one individual’s scalp was covered witha
carefully painted battle-piece, another with a
group of fish and shells, while a third dis-
vlayed a copy of one of Mr. Vanderbilt's

BE- 2%

Meissoniers.

he said, ~*I will do-

PROFESSORS AT YALE.

Something Abowt Their Incomes and Their
Duties.

Should one try to advise a young man how
to fit himself for acollege professorship he

secure a scuolarship if possible, make his
home about New Hayen, grow solid with the
*‘powers”? swear by their ‘‘poiiey,’’ and soon
a protector’s or freshman tutor's position
would be vacant and the first and most diffi-
cult step effected, While Yale is one of the
poorest endowed of the larger colleges, yet
she bestows a number of fellowships forgrad-
uates, most of them requiring the incum-
bent to prosecute professional studies in
New Haven, anda young man who does
good work on his fellowship is usually offer-
¢d a tutorship at its expiration. Two fellow-
ships, netting about $600 each per year for
three years, will be awardedto the senior
class in June, besides the Larned scholarship
yielding $300, tenable for three years, and
the Clark scholarship, giving $120 per year
to the senior passing the examination in the
studies of the course. Then there are two
recently fonnded Foote scholarships, $600,
to be awarded in the present senior class.
These fellowships are not always awarded to
the ‘‘highest stgnd’® men, but to those who
are the students- in the highest sense of the
word and give promise of excelience in
their respective branches.

Some men can succeed in only one line of
study. Professor Hadley, whose name all
classes from *40 to ’70 hold in honor, was
perhaps the most versatile man ever connec-
with the Coliege. Of his Greek researches,
Professor Whitney says; ‘‘He advanced it
with a spirit wnich brought Yale into relation
with the progress of Greek learning, not in
America alone, but throughout the whole
world.” More than once there was serious
thought of calling him to the Professorship of
Hebrew in the Divinity School. His first
publications were mathematical {reatises,
and Havard thought him a sufficient authori-
ty on Roman laws to introduce a course by
him before the graduate department. Pro-
fessor Hadley read Virgil at eight years of
age, Greek at ten, and was a Hebrew scholar
at sixteen. But among the present force
from which Yale is to draw her professers
| few display such versatility. The appoint-
ments are confined to Yale graduates. Per-
haps two-thirds of the Faculty are Yale grad-
uates, but whenever Yale sees a promising
young man and has a vacancy in his depart-
ment she calls him, regardless of his Alma
| Mater. The example is. Professor Ladd, a
igrmlunteuf the Western Reserve, who was
| taken from Bowdoin, and the wisdom of the
choice is evident from the favorable eritic-
isms on ““The Inspiration of the Bible,’ his
recent works have received.

NON COLLEGE MEN.

A few of Yale’s instructors have never re-
ceived a college education. Professor An-
drew Phillips, who has achieved wide fame for
Lis mathematical innovations, was a country
boy in the Cheshire Academy, when Dr.
Horton recognized his great talents and
placed him under Dr. Newton’s private in-
structions, after which he was called to the
faculty. It is rumored that an English uni-
versity now wants Professor Phillips. All
professors do not reach their positions by the
regulation channels, although many of them
grow up in the service of the college from
commencement day. Professor William G.
Summer, now one of the recognized leaders
of the free trade party in this country, was
an Episcopalian clergyman, but his ‘‘History
of Currency,” and other vigorous articles
and addresses on political and social topics
y attracted attention towards him as an econo-
mist, and he was called to the chair in the
Yale. Professor Summer is an influential
man in the faculty’s council and the center
about whom the Yale studenls congregate.
Professor Cyrus Northup, who recently de-
clined the presideney of the Wisconsin Uni-
versity, went into journalism after gradua-
tion—being connected with Palladium—and
afterwards into political life, becoming col-
lector of the port of New Haven. He bas
been the Republican candidate for congress
from this district.

Tutors are paid better at Yale than else
where, but her professors are unpaid in com-
parison with any other first eclass college in
the country. Tutors receive $1,200 the first
year, 81,300 the second year, and $1,500 the
third; they rest until promoted to half profes-
sors, who average $2,500. For a single man
who is too busy to buy anything except books,
this js very liberal. Professors receive $3,-
500, a few increasing their income by addi-
tional teaching. The president’s salary, with
fees, ete., is equivalent to about $4,000. The
use of the Farnum estate, given as a home
for the president of the college, will material-
ly increase the revenue of the office, Har-
vard’s tutors receive but $1,000, while . most
of the professors receive $4,000, and some
$5,000. At a recent Harvard Alumni din-
ner Colonel Codman, of the Board of over-
seers, spoke of the low salaries their profes-
sors received as a disgrace to Harvard; and
the Yale Alumni, without complaint on even
smaller salaries, may well find food for re-
flection.

But Yale professors as a rule have ‘‘mar-
ried well,”” Hillhouse avenue might proper-
1y be called ‘‘Faculty avenue,” as both sides
are lined with palatial residences of the lead-
ing professors and patrons of the university.
The life of the tutors and the younger pro-
fessors is a busy one, as they have their
spurs yet to win, and many find time out-
side their regular classroom work for extra
duty or literary research, and not a few are
engaged on books. Professor Beers, who is
considered one of the most promising of
Yale’s litterateurs, has attracted much atten-
tion by his published books and contributions
to the leading magazines, and is now busy
on the life of N. P. Willis, for the ‘*‘Ameri
can Men of Letters” series. Manyof the
professors make a point of cultivating stud-
ent acquaintances outside the classroom,
among them Professors Northrop, Beebe,
Sumner, Dwight and Peck, and an informal
visit to one of their homes and the cordial
greetings of their wives bring up recollec-
tions of home far away, and have more di-
rect influence for good than can be estimat-
ed. Dr. Barbour, the college pastor, also
entertains visitors, and the popularity of
President Porter’s receptions is well known.
—The New Haven (Connecticut) Palladium.

Brahmin And Missionary,

Moncure D. Conway in his letter from Al-
ahabad, India, relates the following story of
an encounter between an English mission-
ary and Brahmin:

The most pathetic sight was-that perhaps,
of a London missionary in his tent, contend-
ingsingle handed against a circle of acute
and, in their way, Ilearned Brahmins.
There was a large crowd around the disput-
ants. The heat alone was sufficie nt to cause
considerable perspiration. I was careful to
secure a translation of every word as it was
uttered on either side. As I entered the
Brahmin was saying: ‘“You say we must
have faith. Well, we must have faith.”

Missionary—*‘But you must have the right
faith.”

“‘Our faith seems to us as right as your
Christian faith seems to you.”

‘“But you have faith in such things as the
water of the Ganges.”

“‘But if, as you say we are saved by faith,
why should we not be saved by faith in the
holy Ganges?”

‘‘How can the Ganges wash away your
sins?”?

“‘The water of the Ganges has washed away
my sins.”’

‘“How do you knew that it washed away
your sins?”’

‘‘Haw do you know that the blood of Christ
has washed away your sins?,’

“I know it by the grace of God in my
heart.”

*And L,’* said the Brahmin trinmphantly,
““know it by the grace of God in my heart.”
A free thinker Babu remarked to me. “That
missionary, if he only knew it, is carrying
coals to Newecastle.”” T could not help smil-
ing that our proverb should have traveled so
far. I may mention that on the second day
of the festival, when I stopped at a er
tent, I saw and heard a cleverer missionary
who realized that he had present in his andi-
ence two parties—one from the Punjab, who
differed o some petdogma from more south-
ern Hindus. The missionary was similarly
‘hard pressed by his Brahmin adversary, a
fine looking and able man, but he managed
dextrously to shift the controversy round to
the point of difference referred to. The Pun-
jab men soon rose against the Brahmins, and
the missionaiy had the satisfaction of sitting
for a quarter of an hour complacently wip-
sng his brow, while the Hindus disputed with

.

wouud tell him to take high rank in college,

each other in an animated way. Their voic-
e were not very loud,” but their feeling

seemed intense. One of - them gesticulated
in a strange way and illustrated some point
which my interpreter did not quite catch by
taking off his slipper, treading on it and
then putting it on again.

FASHIONABLE GLOBELETS,

Lace toilets are the rage i@ Paris.
Corn blue is the color for ®rosy blonde.

India tissues of all kinds are in high fay-
or,

Water cress green is a lovely summer col-
or.

Pongees, either plain or embroidered,
wash beautifully.

Among other lovely shades of yellowish
creamy pink comes apricot.

Water blue is very becoging to some bru-
nettes, but not to all.

Black lace capofes are worn as much by
young ladies as by matrons.

Flounees, when narrow and nottoo full,
sometimes cover the entire skirt. .

Dove, steel and meuse gray are the fash-
ionable shades this popular color.

Even for little people there are dainty
seamless and Robinson Crusoe parasols.

It is more chic to trim the dress bonnet
with lace or gauzy stuffs than with ribbon.

Velvet and velveteen skirts are the cor-
rech wear under lace dresses and lace polon-
aises.

Some hats have for their only trimming a
tuft or panache of feathers, placed generally
directly in front.

Fashionable and dressy parasols are very
gay, very large, and very much trimmed
with lace and flowers. .

Japanese paper and silk and satin fans
are not entirely out of vogue, but feather
fans are the favorites.

The jacket or casaque opening over the
waistcoat or gathered or pleated plastron is a
feature in early summer suits.

Shot bison cloths, changeable in color and
wiry in texture, canvas woven and very dur-
able, are made up for serviceable seaside
suits.

Brocaded and embroidered silks, cashmere
d’Inda, and other fine wools and velvets are
correctly combined with taffeta glace, shot or
plain.
plain.

Fashionable parasols come in the bright,
fashionable colors—champignon, flamingo,
and erab red, pheasant blue, and chaudron,
or copper. v

The short mantelets with long fronts and
dolman sleeves of pleated lace, reaching to
the elbow only, are the most graceful wraps
introduced for years.

Much of the beautiful ‘‘Oriental” embroid-
ery seen on veilings, camel’s hair stuffs,
pongees and cashmeres is done in this city
or in the suburban towns.

The stupid and ugly fashion of carrying
smelling bottles from six to ten inches long,
which is the craze of the Washington belle,
has not yet reached New York.

A fanciful ornament for fans consists of a
bouquet fastened on the outerstick in a
small metal holder, furnished with a spring
or cateh to hold the stems of the flowers. .

From Nice comesa flower fancy in the
form of parasols of strong lace net covered
with daisies, pansies, violets, or asters sewn
on flat and thickly, so as to give the requi-
site shade.

Big gilt darning needles and big gilt pins
are the latest fancies for bonnet and hat de-
corations. Two are thrust through one side
of the crown diagonally and at right angles,
forming a cross.

The nobbiest of seaside suits is composed
of a red serge skirt of accordion pleats, worn
under a polonaise of gray blue serge, with
parements, cuffs, and a collar of red and
blue shot silk.

Rosettes of satin ribbons in various shades
of rose pink and red are made to imitate im-
mense roses, and fasten the draperies of
white muslin dresses and decorate various
parts of the toilet.

Tan, in ils various shades, remains the
favorite colors for gentlemen’s gloves for all
occasions except evening or wedding wear,
when pearl or lavender kids, stitched with
black, are worn or carried in the hands.

The sunflower, daisy, marigold, dandelion,
and hedge roses with leaves are the flowers
most in favor for colored outline embroidery
on pongees and on pongee, gray, and mush-
room-colored cashmeres and woollen stuffs.

Gray, pongee, and mushroom-colored
cashmeres in all the shades of those popular
colors come in pattern lengths for dresses,
part of which are covered with flowers and
sprays embroidered in outline stitches with
vari-colored silks.

Casie In India.

As T passed along the streets at first, I no-
ticed that people would frequently turn aside
and wait for me to pass. Accustomed to the
obsequious courtesy of the Oriental, I na-
turally supposed atfirst that this was a mark
of respect; but I soon learned to my chargin
that it was because the people feared I would
contaminate them. They were Brahmins,
governed by laws of caste as inexorable as
those of the Medes and Persians. 'Caste has
been greatly broken down in India by the ad-
yvent of Western civilization; but the rem=
nants of the system impress the stranger
most foreibly. Down at the eremating ghat
on the river I discovered a phase of it. When
a man is to be burned, the fire must be
brought from the house of some domra, the
lowest and most despised caste in all India.
During his lifetime the man would not take
fire from a domra for anything in the world.
If he did he would be banned from caste
fellowship, and only on the performance of
some penance could he be admitted to his
own clique again. The system of caste dis-
cipline is very rigid, The necessity of pro-
curing the cremation fire from a domra af-
fords a considerable revenue to the despised
class, the members of which often charge
fabulous sums. Baikunt, or heaven, has to
be bought here by continual sacrificial rites.
Even accidental contact with a lower caste
man must be expiated.—Correspondence New
Orleans Times-Democrat. :

Ruskin on the Platform.

A London letter says: ‘‘The . manner is
nervous—I hardly know whether self-con-
scious or only characterized by bonhomie, by
which I mean Mr. Ruskin shuffled into the
room and up to the desk, looking here and
there and everywhere all at once, fumbling
his big, uneven edged MS., and began
straightway to read without any salutation to
chairman or audience. Had he not been
John Ruskin, my hero, myidol, really I
should have said, ‘What a funny little man !’
He began to play with his gold-bowed spect-
acles. His pronunciation sounded ke
Scotch and cockney made into hash. It was
as broad as Dundee Scotch, and as indistinet
betimes as Belgravia cockney. He seldom
could pronounce an ‘r.’ Nine times in ten
his ‘r’ lost itself in a ‘w’ sound. Still his
pronunciation was scholarly. He stood well
in the same spot, but his body and hands
were constantly in motion. But the distin-
guished speaker’s ‘make-up’ was something
wonderful. The coat that almost shrouded
Lim was the old coat my father used to wear
when I was a child—so young I can only in-
distinctly remember it now. Yes, the very
identical coat. I was glad to see that ever-
dear old coat once more. Shall I ever see it

in? The trousers and waistcoat were
gray and of Scoteh tweed.”

Taglioni’s Marriage. - ¢

The St. James's Gazette says: ‘“Taglioni’s
marriage with Count Gilbert de Voisins—an
event which took place exactly fifty-two years
ago—was as untortunate assuch unions
often are. The parties separated in less than
a week. Arsene Houssaye states in the Paris
Gaulois that he met Taglioni and Rachel at a
dinner given by Countde Morny in 1852.
They both looked grave and stately, and had
quite the air of ‘grandes dames,’ as he puts
it. A gentleman who entered the room
shortly before dinner was announced took
the ex-director of the Comedie Franeaise
aside. ‘Who is that governess-like looking
woman? he asked. ‘Don’t you recognize
he}" said M. Houssaye, whom the question
_cousiderably embarrassed. “Thatis your
wife.” Count de Voisins seemed buried in
thought for a minute, and then simply an-
swered, ‘C’est bien possible.’ 2

EARLY MINSTRELSY.

The Man who has Spent Forty Years with
His Face Black d—Some R
of the Oldest Living Negro Munstrel,

National Republican.

George Kunkel, who played the part of
Tom,in ‘‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’’ in this city
last week, is the oldest living negro minstrel
performer. He entered the burnt-cork pro-
fession at Philadelphia in 1844, and al-
though 62 years of age Le is still on the
boards, and is as spry as many men half as
old as himself. ¥

“In the early days of ‘40,” he said, ‘‘was
the purity of negro minstrelsy. The busi-
ness then was confined to bands of singers
and instrumental players. The omly musi-
cal instruments used were ‘banjos, guitars,
bones, accordions, and tambourines. Some-
times we would play short acts, such as ‘Oh,
Hush; or, The Virginia Cupids.” Some of
those small acts were very clever. Things
have changed mightily since then. The
minstrelsy of to-day verges on opera. It is
not the pure, unadulterated article of ante-
bellum days.

“I am a printer by trade,” resumed Mr.
Kunkel, after lighting his pipe and taking a
comfortable seat. ‘I was making $15 a
week setting type when the Virginia Serena-
ders organized. The manager offered me
$25 a week to sing and play and I accepted
and left the case. T hayve been in the min-
strel business ever since. I have met and
played with all the old players during my
forty years on the stage. After the Virginia
Serenaders disbanded I organized Kunkel’s
Nightingale Serenaders. This company was
on the road eleven years, and finally dis-
banded in Washington in 1855.”

‘‘How did negro minstrelsy originate?’’
asked the reporter.

‘It originated from two or three circus
performers who got together, played the
banjo, sang, &c., in the ring. The Virginia
Serenaders was the first regular company. It
was organized by the author of the old
southern song, ‘Dixie.’ In those days a one
sheet poster was enough to astogish the
world. There was no printing press in the
United States that could printa two-sheet
poster.”

“When did you first play in Washing-
ton?”?

“In 1845. We stopped at an old hotel on
the corner of Seventh street and Pennsylva-
nia avenue. Many old citizens will remem-
ber. the antique hostelry. It was known as
the Steamboat hotel, and was kept by an old
fellow named West. He was familiarly call-
ed ‘Daddy’ West. Our first performance
was given Ina hall over Shillington’s book
store (now Odeon Hall), atthe corner of
Four-and-a-half street and Pennsylvania ay-
enue. At that time there were severalfine
local minstrel singing clubs in south ~and
east Washington. One of these organiza-
tions met at the tavern of Fred and Bill Wil-
liams, on the aveénue, just below the hail.
They were, of course, very jealous of us, and
regarded the company as a ‘snide’ affair.
On our opening night the audience consisted
of about twenty people, not enough to pay
hallrent, much less board and salaries.
There was an old ten-plate stove in the hall,
and on the opening night it burned bright-
ly. Shortly after the curtain went up the
east Washington club, headed by the Will-
iams . brothers, entered the hall abruptly.
Each man had provided himself with a pack-
age of red pepper. Their intention was to
throw it into the stove. and smoke us and
the audience out. Our players were some-
what nervous, but they marched boldly out
and opened with the quartet, ‘She Now
Sleeps in the Valley.” The rendition was so
good that the pepper burners were moved to
applause. They didn’t use the pepper at all,
but just sat through the entire performance,
and encored us heartily, After the show was
over they came up and laid the pepper on the
stage with the remark: ‘Boys, we came here
to smoke you out, but were so agreeably dis-
appointed that we intend to use our bestef-
forts for your success here.” 7’ -

““How are the salaries of minstrel perform-
ers of to-day, as compared with those of old
times?” asked the reporter.

““There is nocomparison,’’said Mr. Kunkel.
“In those days from $10 to $18 per week was
considered a princely salary. The salaries of
to-day range from 325 to 175 per week. The
modern minstrel troupe is a colossal affair.”

“Iam an old Washington theatrical man-
ager,” continued the speaker, as he refilled
his pipe. ‘I was the original manager of
the Jenny Lind Theatre, which stood on the
site of the National Theatre. When that
building was destroyed by fire
I lost $8,000. After that I
took up ‘Uncle Tom, having played that
part in Charleston, 8. C., in 1851. Af that
time I presented the drama in oneact. On
my first appearance in Charleston the City
council held a special meeting and passed a
resolution forbidding any colored person
from entering the theatre under pain of pun-
ishment. I was offered $5 and $10 at the
door by colored men, hut refused the offers.
Parson Brownlow publisned an editorial in
his paper, headed. To the Chivalry of Char-
leston,’ in which he told them to ‘drive the
itinerant company of common vagrants’—
meaning our company—‘from the city.” »

The first professional minstrel company
consisted of George Kunkel, Harry Lehr, J.
K. Search Wm. Penn Lehr,, W. H. Morgan,
M. W. White, H. K. Johnson, T. L. Floyd.
and Levi Brown. They were known as ‘‘The
Nine.”” Many old residents of Washington
will rememboar the names. “‘I have lost sev
eral fortunes in the burnt-cork profession,”
concluded the gray-haired veteran, ‘‘and am
now working for a salary like an honest
man.”’

i,

The Cafe Voltaire, Paris.

Any man who knew the Cafe Voltaire
knew that he was going to dine, not only on
the fat of the Ignd, but on the bestmorsels
of that fat, at any ot the threescore tables
hidden away in their boxes like cabinets.
Suggestive things could be seen in every
nook and corner of the glorious old place—
from the remarkable personage with pink
ribbons and fluffy lace who sat at the comtoir,
as one passed up the grand escalier, to the
unobtrusive garcon-in-chief whose pride it
was to know every client entering the savory
penetralia—a servant who grades the guest
by the quality of the wine they drink. The
privacy of a duke or a Vanderbilt coud not
exceed the impressive seclusion of the fayor-
ed clientele, for whose coming certain cabinets
always seemed in waiting. When seated
therein, the solemn state of a prince could
not be more perfect in the ancestral hall.
Candelabra light the compact rooms; while
engravings decorate the panels; the centre
of the shining marquetry flooris covered with
arug adjusted to the size of the table; a
square window, draped with thick stuff cur-
tains, gives air, not light, to the scene. The
chairs, high-backed and carvéM, suggest the
spoil of luckless grands seignewrs, victims of the
teachings of the patron saint, M. Arouet de
Voltaire, Repose and luxury are the sur-
roundings, and the feast insensibly takes
the same tone.—From the Novel *“‘Trajan,’
in The Manhattan for June.

A Haunted Mill in Chicago.

It is said that the factory of the North-
western  Fertilizing Company, corner of
Twenty-fifth street and Packers’ Avenue, is
haunted—a queer place for a ghost. Itisa
very large establishment, and, employing
over one hundred men, it is run day and
night. About seven months ago one of the
largest of the mills, requiring a fifty-horse
power engine to run it, started without help
from engine or man, and ran for some
twenty minutes before stopping. The engine
was running, but the belt that connected the
engine and mill was off. No one was seen
about the mill, nor could one man aloune have
started it, as it requires the united efforts of
three men to start it. The engineer said if
the mill and engine had been connected and
under full headway and the belt had been
thrown off, the mill might have run for some
time if it was empty. This incident was
talked about to a great extent among the
employees, but had almost ceased to be of in-
terest, when blood-curdling yells and shrieks
began to be heard night after night. There
was violent ponding by unseen agencies on
floors, casings, and doors.

In one case a large rock was thrown into
the engine-room, and although the engineers
used their utmost endeavors to discover the
source of the missile, it was without avail.
Many of the employees were so scared that
they threw up their situations and left. These
poundings still continme. One door, that
seems to be a favorite for pounding, was
watched on both sides by men with hammers
ready to smash anything that might appear,
but the door flew open violently, un!
by any human ageney. At one time
noises czased for about a week, but at 12

o’clock Sunday night, the engine having stop-
ped to wipe up, one of the engineers remark-
ed to his companion that there wasn’t much
ghost that week, when instantly the noises
began harder than ever. A stock-yards pa-
per published a statement of these remarka-
ble occurrences, which natuarally brought so
many visitors as to be anuisence, and they
were generally excluded.  They came in the
daytime and heard nothif but the nightly
noises continued and still continue. The
proprietors state that on the night of April
21 fully 600 people were present, armed with
canes, clubs, and revolvers, and many of
them drunk. This %as an outrage, not only
on the ghost, but upon the proprietors, and
1no one is now admitted without special per-
mission. Tt is impossible to give an opinion
as to the genuineness of these manifesta-
tions, though plenty of evidence is offered as
to their reality.—Chicago Inter-Ocean.

An Agitator in the Lime-Kiln Club.
Detroit Free Press.

By actual count there were forty-three
members of the club coughing and sneézing
at the moment the triangle sounded, and it
was nof until four minutes after the echoes
died away that the President arose from be-
hind his desk and said:

“If Socrates Spikeroot am in de hall dis
eavenin’ I would like to see him out heah in
front of de desk.’,

Socrates had just crowded himself in be-
tween the stove and the wood-box, calculat-
ing to get warmth enough to last him until
the next meeting, and he didn’t look over-
pleased at being disturbed. When he had
limped along to the desk, one d in his
pocket and the other digging into his wool,
Brother Gardner continued:

‘‘How long has you been a member of dis
club?”?

““Bout six months sah.”

“Um! It has been about three months
since I fust had my eye on you, an’ to-night
you seber your connexun wid dis club. Miss-
er Spikeroot, it was understood when you
jined this club dat you was a barber. Has
you barbed anybody or anything since dat
date?”

¢ I—I—no, sah.”

“‘On de contrary, you has loafed aroun’ sa-
loons, an’ policy shops, an’ queer places, an’
no man has known you to doan honest
day’s work. We doan’ hanker arter sich
members as yon. When a poo man kin lib
widout labor people have a right to be suspish-
us of him. Brudder giveeadam Jones,you will
escort dis pusson to de doah. If, when he
gets dar’ he should utter any remark derago
tory to de character of de Lim@Kiln Club,
you needn’t put de Bogardus kicker at work.
Let him go in_peace. What he kin say won’t
hurt us, an’ you might kick too hard an’
break a leg'”

After the late deceased had been shown
out and order restored, the President said:

“‘Gem’len, if dar am any me’ agitators in
de hall I want ’ém tolisten closely. Socrates
Spikeroot used to be a hard workin’ man.
All to once he got de ideah dat @apital was
oppressin’ labor. He quit airnin’ $12 per
week bekase he didn’t want to be oppressed.
In a month he became a dead-beat. While
it am a serious offence for capitalists to op-
press labor, it am all right for a kicker to
go aroun’ borrowin’ money, runnin’ in debt,
an’ stealln’ his wood. A few weeks ago
Misser Spikeroot got lonesome, an’ he began
to agitate. He went to var’us laborin’ men
an’ convinced em’ dat de man who airns
his $12 or $14 per week orter turn out and
mob de capitalists who furnish him de
chance. He am mnow an agitator.
He has got facks an’ figgers to
prove dat de workin’ man who owns his cot-
tage and kin airn a good support fur wife an
chillen am de most oppressed bein’ on de
face of dis airth. When a saloon turns him
out he threatens to boydbtt it. When a man
refuses to lend him money he am called a
bloated monopolist. When his wife wants
shoes or his chill’en cry fur bread he com-
forts ’em wid de statement dat America am
buildin’ up an aristocracy to lord it over de
poo’ men and grind ’em to powder. If
Misser Spikeroot has left any friends behind
an opportunity, will now be giben ’em to
pick up der hats an’feet an’ trabble.”” ,

There was a deep silence for a miuute, and
as no one trayvelled the President signed for
the Secretary to proceed with the regular or-
der of business.

A Woman’s Fight.
Z N. Y. Post,

A woman who has spent half her life in
journalism at the west and is now editing a
magazide in this city, says: ‘The women
who succeed in journalism, or any other pro-
fession or business, are those possessed of
brains and energy enough to ‘make a way’,
if there is none already prepared for them.
Success does not come to those who sit quiet-
Iy at home bewailing the fact that a por-
tion of our laws are unjust to women, and
that women have not all the rights to which,
in their judgement they are entitled. No
good is ever gained without an effort, and
the only way I know of to get one’s rights is
to take them—they will not be brought to
one on asilver salver. The woman who feels
the necessity of work, either from force of
outward circumstances or pressure of energy
and will within, will find her pathway hard,
uneven, and full of obstacles. If she poss-
esses the talent of patience, which in nine
cases out of ten will serve her better than
genius, she will succeed. The chief difficulty
with the majority of women is that they do
not begin to labor until they feel the need of
money; then, in accordance with their ne-
cessities rather than their abilities, they de-
mand as much salary as those who have
served years of apprenticeship. I shall nev-
er forget the first money I earned! It was
paid me for a New York letter written for the
Cleveland Leader. No check for an hundred
times that amount will ever seem to me so
valuable. It opened the way for me, and
when after a few months, I did general util-
ity work for that journal, I was willing to
learn. The editor-in chief once asked me,
‘what would you do if things went wrong
with you, madam—cry?’ ‘No sif,’ I an-
swered, ‘T would fight.” This answer born of
my boundless ignorance of the world, plggsed
him, and he engaged me. There came many
times when I felt more like crying than fight-
ing, but I kept to my work, and now look
back with thankfulness to the experience
gained in apprenticeship.

An Obliging Market Man.

Nearly two winters were devoted by Mr.
Newman to painting in the Mercato Vecchio
or Old ‘Market, just then threatened with
what has since come upon it—the total de-
molition and reconstruction which the Flor-
entines have not only inflicted on this an-
cient centre of their city, but are inflicting
and threatening far and wide in Florence.
The artist established very friendly relations
with the various stall-keepers, from whom he
invariably received the greatest considera-
tion; they were ever ready to move their
wares aside and make a place for his camp-
stool and easel, building barriers of chairs
and benches to prevent him® from the too
intrusive interest of street boys. On going
into the New Market to choose a Christmas
dinner for an old pensioner, at a fish stall
whose proprietor he did not recognize, he be-
gan to select some fish, but the man, who at
once recognized him, after a lapse of several
years, remonstrated that that fish was not
good enough for the Signore, and fetched a
basket from some icy region. It appeared
that this was one of Mr. Newman’s old pro-
tectors—one, indeed, who had become so
devoted to him that he had gone the length
of offering him his daughter in marriage
(through friends, of course!) the one great
recommendation being that she was ‘‘quite a
Signora,”” had never lifted her hand to do
anything, and bad never been seen in the
Mercato!—[H. Buxton Forman, in The Man-
hattan for June.]

Great Schemes.

A Chicago paper tells the following at the
expense of the ladies of that city: ‘“When
the opera came to Chicago’’ seaid the head of
alarge dry-goods house, ‘I noticed there
were two or three expensive lace shawls sent
home on approbation and returned the
morning after the performance. This set
me thinking, and when Mrs. B. came in the
day of an opera night and asked to have one
of the most expensive wraps sent home to
look at. I just slipped out to old Swags,
the ticket speculator, and bought seats im-
mediately behind those of Mr. and Mrs. B.
‘When I came in, a little late, there was Mrs.
B. seated in front of me with the elegantlace
wrap sent home in the morning over her
shoulders. When she turned I greeted her
politely and said I was delighted the wray

had suited her. She looked rather unhapps
during the ce, but the shawl way

performan
not returned to the store, and T charged mp
opera ticket fo expense account.”” §
o b2 Ji ’

True Source of The Mississippi River.
Detroit Times.

In 1832 Henry Rowe Schoolcrgled an
expedition through the wilds of nesota
and discovered what he belieyed to be the
source of the Mississippi river says the Buffa-
lo Times. Being at a loss for an appropriate
name to bestow upon the lake which consti-
tuted this supposed source, so the story goes,
he asked a companion what were the Latin
words signifying ‘‘true head,”” and received
in reply ‘“weritas caput.”” This was rather a
ponderous name to give a moderately small
body of water, even though the Father of Wa-
ters here took his first start in the world.
The explorer, therefore, conceived the idea
of uniting the two last syllables of the first
word with the first syllable of the second.
Thus, by a novel mode of etymology, form-
ing a name which might easily pass for one
of Indian origin, Itasca. A person versed in
etymological science would probably perceive
at once that the name did not belong to the
same family of harsh Indian appellations
which have affixed themselves permanently
to many towns and rivers in Minnesota and
Wiscensin, but was more allied to the softer
language ot southern Indian nations. But
it has now been discovered that lake Ttasca
is not Veritas Caput; and lake Glazier, dis-
covered in July, 1881, by Capt. Willard
Glazier, must be regarded by all future
generations as the true source of the Mississ-
ippi.

The Mississippi on its first stages flows in
a northerly direction the whole system of
multitudinous small lakes which contribute
toit being surrounded on. the north ar®
west by an amphitheater of hills. Lake
Glazier lies above and beyond lake TItasca,
and its waters have an elevation of probably
three feet above that lake, being connected
therewlth by a small, swift strecam. Lake
Itasca is composed of three arms, extending
in the form of a trefoil, having a length of
five miles and an ayerage width of a mile and
a half. The upper or southern end of its
middle arm apparently terminates in a
swamp, which might easily have deceived
any one not familiar with the country. But
Chenowagesic, Capt. Glazier’s Indian guide,
who had for years used the region of these
lakes for his hunting grounds, readily made
his way through the reeds and rushes atthe
mouth of the connecting stream. Lake
Glazier at its outlet presents another barri-
cade of reeds, through which the party made
their way in their canoes.

Lake Glazier is about a mile and a half in
length by mile in breadth. Its shores, in-
stead of being low and marshy as are those
of many of the néighboring lakes, present
finely-wooded slopes and surround the lake
in what would have been the shape of a per-
fect oval had not a bold, rocky promontory
indented its southern end and given to it the
outline of a heart. On the point of this pro-
montory is a spring from which flows ice-
cold water. The waters of the lake are ex-
ceedingly clear and pure, proceeding: from
springs, some of them in the bottom of the
lake itself and others at a greater or less dis-
tance from its shores.

Lake Glazier has lhree small feeders, one
of them called Elk creck, entering it near its
outlet, and taking its rise a mile or so farther
south, in a small marshy lake or pond, upon
®hich Captain Glazier bestowed the name of
Alice, after his daughter. Elk creek runs
nearly parallel with the western shore of the
lake, alittle distance from it, and the effort
recently made to dignify its insignificant,
swampy source—sometimes completely dry
during the summer months—into the true
head of the Mississippi, must prove a futile
one, since the geography of the country re-
veals that other tributaries of Lake Glazier
rise further up in in the country. Two
streams two or three miles in length, flow
northward into Lake Glazier at its southern
extremity on either side of the indenting
promontory. Excelsior creek, so named be-
cause it reprerents the very highest water of
the Mississippi, is the longer and more wes-"
tern of these. FEagle creek, to the eastward,
and rising a little nearer the lake, has been
30 named for the two-fold reason that num-
bers of eagles were seen in its vicinity, and,
as the eagle is our national emblem, it seem-
ed fitting that it should be rememberedas
the head waters of our greatest river.

Lake Glazier is thus supplied by three feed-
ers, Blk, Excelsior and Eagle crecks, now
named in the order of their importance; and
as uniting these waters in one common res-
ervoir, this lake is undoubtedly entitled to be
regarded as the ¥ eritas Caput the true head of
the Mississip pi. f

DRIV EN CRAZY.

A Young Mother’s Devotion to Her Dying
Children and the Sad Effects.
Baltimore Special to Cincinnati Enquirer.

A terrible case of insanity, superinduced
by overwork and grief, has just come ta
light near Pleasantville, Carrol county, Md.
The victim is Mrs. Ellen Douglas, aged twen-
{y-five years, wife of a well-known farmer
residing on the outskirts of the above named
village. Mrs. Douglas had two children.
agedthree and five years respectively. About
two weeks ago the little ones were taken sick
with whooping-cough. Mrs. Douglas nursed
them tenderly, never leaving their bedside

for hardiy a moment. She ate and slept
with her children. Dr. Johnson, the attend-
ing physician, warned her of the danger of
her unceasing laborious task, and informed
her that wunless she took rest serious
consequences would result. The devoted
mother would not heed the physicians advice,
but remained steadily at the bedside of her
children until Monday last, when she was
overcome from exhaustion and removed to
an “adjoining room to that occupied by the
sick children.

On Tuesday morning last, May, aged
five years, died, and the
next day George, aged three years,
breathed his last. When informed of the
death of the two childfen Mrs. Douglas be-
came almost frantic with grief, and it was
with difficulty that she could be kept in her
bed. After a long interval she became more
quiet and conversed rationally with those
about her as to the funeral arrangements of
the little ones. The burial was arranged for
Thursday. On Tuesday eyening Mr. Douglas
sat up all night with the dead, and on Wed-
nesday night, thinking he might retire, he
went into a spare room and laid down on a
couch. After sleeping a few hours he got up
and returned to the parlor, where the child-
ren were laid out, and was horrified to dis-
cover that one of the corpses had been taken
away.

At once the household was alarmed, and
an investigation developed that Mrs. Douglas
was not in her bedroom. A search was made
for her and she was found in the wood-shed,
with the bodygof her youngest child clasped
to her side. She had been bereft of her rea-
son and was raving madly. When the party
approached she cried out excitedly: “You
shall not have my children! They are mine
—they are mine!”” Mrs. Douglas was carried
tenderly to the house and the dead body of
the child replaced in the coffin.

One of the most astonishing features of the
case is how the mother bad strength to carry
the child from the house to the wood-shed,
for when *hose who were attending on her
left to retire a few hours before she was ap-
parentlyto weak too raise herself in bed. The
funeral of the children took place on Thurs—
day, and on Saturday Mrs. Douglas was con-
veyedto the Asylum for the Insane. Her
physicians are of the opinion that she will re-
cover her reason if properly cared for and
kept free from her excitement. Mr. Douglas,
the young husband, has the sympathy of the
entire community. He is an estimable
citizen, and was a devoted husband and fath-
er. The physicians say Mrs. Douglas’ con-
dition was brought about by overtaxing her-
self and grief at the loss of both her children.
She is a rather pretty woman, and has been
married seven years.

Why he Didnt.
Detroit Free Press.

¢Did you notice what a boor that man was
who sat next to you?” asked one lady of
another as the pair stepped off a Woodward
avenue car the other day.

“HU'?”

¢“Why he refused to pass up the fare for
the lady in lavender%ilk,’

“Oh, well, you see they were divorced
only two weeks ago, and it couldn’t be ex-,
pected that he would recover his comipos
this soon. It js a mean trick in anydivorced *
woman to expect her ex husband to pass ali-
mony money up to the fare box, ~ °
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