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MEN THAT WE LOVE

The Wrong Man Most Apt to
Find Favor With
Women.
She Didn’t Know He
Married, You
Know.

on St. Anthony
Impossible Because
Ead Form.
As a Matter of Fact, Lovers
Change Like Ward-
robes.

Was

RUDY dear, ean
W, vou fell me what

most
m

voman is
kely to fall
ove with?”

“The wrong
man.”  promptly
replied Prudy,
without glancing

up from the day’s
record of divoree
suits that she was
perusing.
Speaking gener-
ally from matri-
onsequenees Prudy does not
Look over

MCaaias
come far short of the mark. OVe
vour married acquaintances and it is

surprising to see how persistently
women have loved and married the
wrong man. There is Mrs. Smith, of
decided incellectual tendencies, yoked
for * life to Joseph, whose thoughts
never get above pork, and who bhas
about as much appreeiation of his wife’s
vearning for the unattainable as would

have one of the beasts, dead or alive,
dressed or undressed, upon whieh
his soul is centered. Then there
is Mrs. Brown, who was
without doubt, born in full dress, her
face turned towards the ball room,

mated with the professor who would
trip to his death in ene of his wife’s
favorite waltzes, and sits tongue-tied
and uncomprehending in the midst of
the small talk she thrives upon. On
the other hand Mr, Thompson, who gels
his clothes direct from London, and is
posted on the latest seandal if not on
the latest literature, married a school
teacher, who wears spring-heel shoes,
no corsets and glasses, and evidently
adores him. though what she can see in
him is more than youor 1 or they can
imagine. Buat, of all instances of3
MISPLACED AFFECTIONS,

Miss May furnishes the strangest, if
Mrs. June's case can be forgotten. Miss
May, poor thing! really had no idea be
was married when she first met him,
and he was altogether interesting—no-
body can deny that. Neither can any
one say he did not lay himself out to be
agreeable to her, and when inadvertent-
1y one night hie mentioned the existence
of his wife, of course then it was too
late. The murder was done, she loved
him and certainly there was no wrong
in a plafonic vnion. 1t is such a simple
task for one woman to make an
exception of herselt and love qaite dif-
ferently from the otheér 999,000 women
on earth, that one is inclined to marvel,
as no doubt is Miss May herself, to see
thesad messshe has made of the attempt,
With tears in her eyves and a very piti-
ful droop of the corners of her mouth
she told Prudy the ether day she didn’t
think she would care to marry Harry if
Mrs. Harry were dead: sheis almost
positive that her love soars above the
carnal counsideration ' of matrimony,
still it would he a great relief to have
Mrs. Harry out of the way and be able
to know the exact truth of the matter.
Prudy hasn’t a doubt but some day
there’ll be a murder and suicide, and
a large number of the 400 will be called
upon’to send flowers, or what is worse,
all St. Anthony hill.will be by the ears
to know in which direction the couple
eloped and just how Mrs. Harry is going
to sustain the shock.

As for Mrs. June, well, one must con-
fess it is a direful enough state of affairs
to be conseionsly chained to the wronig
man, and he right man puts in

when the
appearance—ah,
NELL'S FIERCEST FURY

is heaven gained oo Jate. Dear knows
it is wretched to have the pearly gates
shut in one’s face at the best. But to
have them closed and be obliged to  sit
through lite vis-a-vis with the man who
closed them—manage his servants. per-
haps (by accident) bear his children,
poar his tea. put sugar in it even, and
all the while cateh sounds of heavenly
musie lie has barred her from—just Ju-

piter! Can even the prompt payment
of ali one’s milliner bills make it right
for one to submit to torture such as

this? Prudy swears Mrs, June will not
stund it much longer. The last fime |
they had a Dbottle of champagne §
together, she told Prudy  her |
paticnce is almost  exhausted—
that June’s cough seems to be
growing better instead of worse,

his conduct more exemplary and hope
of grounds for divoree more feeble every
day, that she is a_desperate woman and
“q big dash at the end,” says Prady,
“that meant anvthing or nothing.
Drawing my own conclusions 1 would
suggest a ecard in the daily papers,
signed by Mr, June, statinz  there are
1o rats on the premises and prohibiting
druggists from sclling Mrs. Juue any-
thing rough on them.”

fiz for Prudy’s conclusion and for
all tragedy in high life. Tragedy, out
of novels and off the stage, is intensely
bad form-—permissible on the Bohemian
flats.but as bad as cating with one’s knife
or drinking from one’s saucer on St.
Anthouy hill. As a matter of fact and
polite society. our lovers come like our
wardrobes, peeuliar to certain ages and
common to certain seasons. Ateighteen,
it you please. we will bave the man
handsome, nol young, world-worn.
There must go with him zood clothes
and a dash of the roue. The more sins
he has to repent, the more delightful he
is and the greateris our glory. Heis
tired of society and of pretty much
evervthing on earth—until he meets us:
he has lost faith ineverything, espee-
ially in women—until he met us. Now
he is saved—by the blood of us lambs.
He confesses all his past transgressions
10 us, groaning as he does it, that he
must bring such

A SIN-STAINED SOUL

to adore our fair innocence. But in the
generosity of our perfection we grant
him full and free absolution from the
1 and feeling the size of the halo
about our heads, piously thank heaven
it has been reserved for us to do this
zood and glorious work on earth. If he
is suffering froin the burden of three or
tour, or fewer or more wives, we bid
him take upon him our yoke of platonic
affection, which is light and easy to
bear, and go and wed no wmore. There
is no erime we ean not, as his redeemer,
forgive him, and our contempt for sin-

less souls Increase, in  proportion
to the righteous vanilty of the
successful reformer  that glows
within us. But while we are

preparing him for heaven he guietly
prepares us for the world. He gently
removes our torn, dog-eared primer
from our hands;and hears our recita-
tions through the first two or three
chapters of the book of life. At twenty
wdnate from him, and robbed of

zeal of the reformer, the desire to
test our faith by straining at the re-
moval of mountains, we develop a fond-
ness for the society man—the leader of
cotillions, who has no thought above
the mazy whirl and whose, soul by its
evident abscunce, suggests no need of
salvation. We have done with mission-
ary work and we are never going to
marry. We smile in ealm superiority at
{he suggestion of any sueh indiseretion,
ond when some“one hints that the right
man (meaning the wrong one,of course),
has not vet appeared, we look whole
librarvies of bitter knowledge that
plainly says, we can’t be tanght any-

—

| brain, heathens,
bachelor woman, like the bachelor man,

§ “Well, ivs

hing about wen. At twenty-two we

have danced ourselves into aetual ex-
istence again, and begin to take notice
of the matrimonial market. Not that
we really mean to marry; no, indeéd:
still a lot of new clothes and a  trip
abroad would not beso bad, after all.
At twenty-four we're’ beginning to
know people, and, Diogenes-like, we
set out-for-a man. \We want one now
whose salvation has been accomplished,
whese brains are not in his heels, whem
one could recognijze on the street with-

out an apology to anybody, and
last, if not least, one who
finanees are assured. At twenly-six

a woman lives to be twenty
keeps her heart and head from serious
injury—she is prepared to take the
world, men included, as it comes and
for what it is worth. The blase fellow.
whose pressing need of redemption was
her mission on earth at eighteen, she
can chaff and enjoy: there is both time
and place still in her -affections: for the
feader of the cotillion she once exelu-
sively adered : the animated gold bags is
not without his charm in her sight: the
all-around man is her boon companion:
but, above all others, she adores the
man who wmakes -a graceful play
of loving—earnest  enough to  be
interesting without being alarmmingz—
and, fond as he is of lier, is equally fond
of giving charming dinners with plenty
of rare wines. 1If she does not 1un to
cats or canaries, the

worships at the shrine where the best
feeding is to be found. For the ices
and the sweets of sixteen are ex-
changed the wines and substantials of
twenty-six, and the first question about
a new man is, not How does he look,
bat How does he entertain?
PAavrLiNe Pry,

LOVING TRIBUTES TO WOMEN.

Gems From the Poets, Preachers
and Sages of Many Lands.
Confucius—Woman is the master-
piece.
Herder—Woman is the crown of crea-
tion.
Voltaire—Women teach
civility and dignity.
Lessing—Nature meant to make wo-
man its masterpiece,
John Quiney Adams—All that T am
my mother made me.
Ruskin—Shakespeare has no heroes—
he has only heroines.
Whittier—If woman lost us Eden,
such as shie alone restore it.
Boucicault--1 wish Adam had died
with all his ribs in his body.
Gladstone—Woman is the mest per-
feet when the most womanly.
E. S. Barrett—Woman is last at the
cross and eariiest at the grave.s
Bulwer—To a gentleman eve
man is a lady in right of her ses
Saadi—A handsome woman isa jewel:
a good woman is a treasure.
Lamartine—There is a weman at the
beginning of all great things.
Nochiefoucauld—A fashionable woman
is always in love with herself.
Cowiey—What is a woman! Only
one of nature’s agreeable blunders.
Richter—No man can either live
piously or die righteous without a wife.
Cervantes—All women are  good—
good for nothing, or good for something.
Vietor Hugo—Women detest the ser-
pent through a professional jealousy.
N. P. Willis—The sweetest thing in

us repose,

Ty Wo-

life is the unclouded welcome of a
wife.
Franeis I.—A woman changes oft;

who trusts her is the softest of the
soft.

Shakespeare—There unever was
woman but she mouths in the glass.

George Eliot—A passionate woman’s
love is always overshadowed by her
fear.

Heine—Handsome women without
religion are like flowers without per-
fume.

Voltaire—All the reasouings of men
are not worth one sentiment of a
woman.

Leopold Schefer—But one thing on
earth 1s better than a wife—that is the
mother.

Beecher—Women are a new raee,
recreated since the world received
Christianity.

Cervantes—Between a woman’s “yes”
and “*no” I would not venture to stick a
yn,

! Luther-—Earth Thas nothing more
tender than a woman’s heart when it is
the abode of pity.

Shakespeare—For where isany author
in the world teaches such beauty-.as a
wolnan’'s eves.

Michelet—Woman is the Sunday of.
man: not his repose only, but his joy,
the salr of hislife.

Margaret Fuller Ossilli-Woman is
born fur love, and it 1s iinpossible to turn
her from seeking it.

Louis Desnoyers— A woman may be
ugly, ill-shaped, wicked, ignorant, siliy
and stupid, but hardly ever ridiculous.

Lord Landsdale—If the whole world
were put into one seale and my mother
into the other, the world would kick the
beam.

Malherbe—There are only two beauti-
ful things in the world—women and
roses; amd only two sweet things—
woman and melons.

Bulwer Lytton—O, woman! in ordi
nary cascs so mere a mortal, how in the
sreat and rare events of life dost thou

a

i swell into the angels!

Saville—Women have more strength
in their Jooks than we have in our laws
and more power by their tears than we
have by our arguments.

Emerson—A  beaustful woman is a
practical poet, taming her savage mate,
planting tenderness, hope and eloquence
m all whoin she approaches.

Anna Cora
sprinkles ashes on the heart of the
woman and tvrings forth germs of
strength of which she herself had no
conscious possession.

Thackeray—Almost all wowen will
give a sympathizing hearing to men who
are in love., Be they ever so old, they
grow young again in that conversation
and renew their own early time. Men
are 1ot quite so generous.

B e —
King Milan and the Bishops.
‘*“I'he reproof which the Servian
bishops administered to their sovereign
hy refusing to meet him on his return
to his capital has evoked from King
Milan a characteristic outburst of tem-
per.” says the all Mall Gazette. “Com-
ing upon most of the prelates shortly
afterward, assembled in the house of
the metropolitan, he gave vent to the
following sareasm: ‘I am glad to find
yvour lordships in such health: I ima-
gined you were all on your death-beds.”
The king then said: ‘1 will no longer
tolerate such conduct: it you are dis-
posed to show yourselves - refractory I
will compel you to obedience.’”

S —————— -
IS MARRIAGE A FAILURE?

“°Is marriage 2 failurer the newspapers
ask.”

Said Snooks with a grin like a comedy mask.

1y opinion, I freely confess,

That as far as 1've seen it's a howling suc-
CeSS,

To be sure, as yon say, my engagement is off,

Aud people, no doubt, in their ignorance
scoft.

But she was a widow, my fair fiancee,

Now triste as the twilight, now dazzling as
aay.

For a while, a sweet season as short as the
spring,

But as soon as our marriage appeared a sure

thing.

Then torrents of temper ang simoons ot
spite,

Reproof and reproaches from morning till
night,

Made such blizzard-like blasts round my
bachelor head., .

That I fancied at times I was actually wed.

But fate one day ,checked the widow's wild
course,

By all of a sudden repairing-the loss

Of a husband, supposed to have perished at
sea

But who really was rescued and who now
rescued me

From this mereciless mermaid, soon proving
her mateh,

Since the sharks and sea serpents had taught
him dispatch

In the matter of dealing with two active
jaws,

So bound by our sacred and strict marriage

aws,

To mk? back the pariner she'd sworm to
obey,

The widow, now wife, bad for once waught
o

10 say.

And “twas tins blessed bond, this time-hon-
ored tie,

That saved me from-woe; so T alwaysshall
TV,

Allhonor to marriag And freely confess,

That as raras I've seenit's a howling suc-
CCSS,

—Brooklyn Eagle,

Mowatt—Misfortune .

GRAPY I Pra-y

-

To Contributors: Commiunications not ex-
ceeding ROO words, on any subject of “inter-
est to women, are invited, and discussions of
all questions affecting women’s weal and
woe will be encouraged. Itishoped by the
editor that women will make this depart
ment of the Grome essentinlly their king-
dom, by indulging to the full their innate
love of talking back. Address all communi-
cations to Editor of Woman's Kingdom,
Globe,

GO FROM ME,

Go from me, yet I know that I shall stand
Heneeforward in thy shadow. Nevermore
Alone upen the threshald of my door

Of individual life shall I command

The uses of my soul or raise my hand
Serenely in the sunshine. as before,
Without a sense of that which I forbore—

Thy touch upon my palm. The widest land

Doum takes to part us leaves thy heart in

miue,
With pulses that deat double. What I do

And what I dream include thee as the wine
Must taste of its own grape; and when I

sne

God tor myself He hears that name of thine,
And sees withinr my eyes the tears of two.

—Elizaieth Barrett Browning.

THE FEMININE WOMAN,

What volumes it speaks of the tend-
ency of femininity that we already
need some qualifying term to designate
clearly what order of woman is meant
when we refer to the sex. Gradually
such an essential change has come
about that whereas once the word
woman suggested a yielding, sweet,
submissive, patient, passive body—the
complement of man’s existence—it now
calls to mind rather a self-sufficient be-
ing, neither sweet nor sour, self-assert-

ive rather than submissive, patient
so far as it is politie,c, no more
passive, Dbut full of unrest and

activity. Even the masculine woman
has so far given place to adifferent
ereature as to almost persuade us the
coming woman has arrived and gone
into business without having sent up
her card in advance. Representative
women—those who compose clubs, make
motions, present memorials, bally the
government, instigate reforms, stir
up the conservative old world gener-
ally—mo longer feel the necessity of
trademarking superficial differences
from others of their sex with outlandish
dress and manners. The difference has
become so deep-seated as to need no
surface label. Everybody recognizes
it. and never as to-day were women
with ideas so little and so much like wo-
men and solittle and so mueh like men—
in a word, so entirely a class by them-
selves, Are we hybridizing? is bound
soon to be the question about which the
minds of thinking women will most |
actively revolve.. The outward sem-
blances of their sex were never as eare-
fully observed by strong-minded women
as at present. The brainy woman who
comes short of being an actual genius
~aud cannot, on the score of eccentricity,
Findulge in old clothes and freaks, gives
such close attention to her wardrobe
that the lady of fashion in a crowd
might claim her as a sister. Anything
that savors of mannishness in dress or

manner she shuns as the devil does
his own while masquerading as a
saint. Yet daily she grows more

manlike in thoucght and expression.
Her ideas and seutiments are fast losing
sex. as are also her needs. A woman
physician in this eity said not long azo,
questioned as to whether she would ever
marry: “Marry? good gracious, what
do you suppose I would do with a man?
I undertook to have my brother live
with me last year, and it was mutual
misery. e came home at night tired,
so did 1 he rather expected me to make
his tea. get his slippers and dressing
gown and I rather expected him {o per-
form these tasks for me; he wanted
to be amused, so did I, he wanted
P to talk his shop and I wanted to talk
mine; the consequence of our conjunc-
tion was, as I said, mutoal misery. He
would sit one side the grate, glare
into the ure and feel neglacted; 1 would
sit the other side, glaring and neglect-
ed, too, unfil finally he would go down
town and I would find bLappiness in a
case of hydrophobia or Asiatic cholera.
Instead of adding a man to my bur-
dens, I need more to secure the care
and sympathy of a woman myself.”

The ¢ mpanionship of a husband. the
delights of home and a family are daily
decreasing attractions 1o the hybrid
ereation that 4s the outcome of intel-
lectual development among women. A
Chicago “glorified spinster” says on the
subject, **As to a home, I can make one
for myself. 1 love children, and whenl
am able to _care for them shall adopt
several. There are too many homeless
little ones now. Astoa husband’slove,
it is too great arisk to take: the records
of the divoree courts and the private
lives of many of my friends are a sad
warning to me.,” This ‘“glorified
spinster” omits from her dream of the
future one feature that the majority of
others add, i. e.. a feminine woman.
The independent woman who labers
ten or twelve hours of the day among
men, finds enjoyment in the dainty
charms, the soft ways, the very
weakness and frivolity of a
woman unspoiled by brain, that
nothing else can compensate. The in-
finite graces at the command of a
refined woman spared the coarsening in-
fluences attendaat ubon “‘hustling for a
living™ are as great a source of delight
to the masculine woman as to the mas-
culine man, and the masculine woman
has justas great a horror as a man
of the old-fashioned stroung-minded
woman—the literary female, bristling
with opinions like a disturbed poreu-
pine, who talks always in nothing less
dignified than blabk Vverse and never
opens her mouth without prefacing her
remarks with some reference to the de-
cline of the Roman empire or
the tall of Nineveh, or some quotation
from the classies, rendered in very
faulty original, or equally murderous
original translation. The masculine
woman would a hundred times rather
talk dolls with a chiild, or the latest
scandal or newest fashion with apretty,
unintellectual woman, than. discuss
metaphysies with a Chautauqua gradu-
ate, or the #ariff question with a man.
The distinctly feminine woman isata
big premium even now, and in accord-
ance with the law of supply and de-
mand, her value is bound to increase as
feminine progression reduces her num-
vers, Heaven hinder the day of her
total disappearance, if advancing civil-
zation must suffer. convulsions and
doubie on its track to preserve her in
our midst!

> %
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At the last club dinner given by the
Chicago Congregational elub, Mrs.

Emily Huntington Miller read a paper
on **‘The Financial Question in the
Home From a Woman’s Standpeint.”
She held that the man who earns and

than the woman who has given her time
and energy for more hours than he in
the home.” From the woman’s stand-
point the financial question is how to

meet constant wants with an ineonstant;

income, whereas there should be an in-
telligent plan agreed upon between
husband and wite to administer the in-
come and regulate the outgo to the best
advantage,

* %

In recent years feminine inventive-
ness shows marked progress. For in-
stance, from Jan. 1, 1888, to the 26th of
June last sixty-six patents were issued

to women, while during the year 1837
179 patents were issued. This latter is

the largest number ever issued to
women in a single year.

- &
*

re ). s I
Widows and unmarried women be-

longing to the rank of large proprietors
in Aystriaare soon to be given the right

of voting in the eleetions of the landtag,.

x ¥
*
A journal -for Australian women,

called The Dawn, is published monthiy
in Sydney, New South Wales.

THE LOVE OR THE LOVER?

Woman’s Heart Is Like an Zolian
Harp, Which Every Breath of
Emotion Sets Vibrating.

Written for the Globe.

We stamp love with divinity by de-
claring that God is love, yet how can
we reconcile this affirmation with the
love-tragedies which are every day en-
acted? A young man is brought to his
home a corpse, his life unlived—the
woman who loved him “better than ex-
istence” has sent a bullet through him.
A woman, with all the charms and
beauty of youth, lies in the morgue
awaiting identification—robbed of life
and of honor by the man who loved
her. With our meaningless play upon
words, are we giving a holy name to an

unholy thing, or "is it that love
}'eully has no earthly existence?
I'he love that 1is current. among

us, for whieh hearts and souls are bar-
tered, is a selfish, sensual, exacting, un-
reasoning passion: its first desire is the
desire for possession : it maintains asits
inalienable right the right to possess,
to monopolize, to bless or to curse, at
its own option. A woman yields her-
self to a man—so {ong as he loves her,
she is happy, virtuous and devoted : the
minute he withdraws his love she is
plunged into the most tragic musery. 1f
she be of strong. unbridied passsions
her love is maddened into hate, she
thirsts tor revenge, she curses and slays
what she had died for yesterday; if her
nature be weak, she dies of a broken
heart, or after a few sharp pangs, her
outraged affections transfer themselves
to some other wan, who with love and
tenderness catehes her elastie heart in
rebound. Whieh did she love, the love
or the lover? 7The man’s constitution 1s
the same; whether loving or not loving
her, he has altered only in what he gives.

Be kind to me, give me love and pro-
tection, and I will pour out my soul for
yvou: I care not for the sinstainson your
life, your menta: mediocrity, the
world’s estimate of yon—only love me,
me alone, and 1 will deify you. Such,
whether avowed or not, is woman's
heart-creed. When possession eools

the man’s passion, as it invariably willy’

and the love for which she has sold the
very birthrights of her soul slips down.
between themn, and she stands face to

face with the man’s nature, she is horri- |

fied to find nothing there to satisfy the

gnawing hunger, the parching thirst of

heart and soul, and she stands conviet+

ed of having been won by the love

rather than the man.

Few—none—find what they love or could
have loved,

Though accident, blind contact, and the

strong
Necessity of loving have removed

Antipathies that but recur, ere long,

Envencmed with irrevocable wrong.

Our “loving” is but the truce between
these deadly antipathies, to whose ex-
istenee we are blinded by the mad pas-
sion for love and for loving—the deadly
antipathies of good for evil, of the true
for the talse, of the higher nature for
the baser, which. after the brief armis-
tice of love is ended, break out in the
warfare which devastates mind, heart
and soul, and ends only with death.
Woman is pitifully weak in her affec-
tional relations, culpably susceptible to
every attribute of so-called love. Her
heart is like an Aolian harp, which ev-
ery breath of emotion sets vibrating.
Her weak desirve for attention, tor hom-
age, for protection, for heart-shelter,
leads her to attach herself to the man
who can gratify these desires—not be-
cause of what he is, but becausc of
what he gives. Thus her lower nature
deseends to the level of his, meets and
unites with it upon the carnal plane of
selfishness.

La Rochefoucauld said, “Dans la pre-
miere passion les femmes aiment
I'amant. et dans les autres elles -aimeng
i‘amour.” Ahl but in her youth *‘of
its own beauty is the mind diseased,
and fevers into false ereation,” and she
is blinded by her faith and her inno-
cence: wheleas, in maturer vears, she is
blinded Ly her passion, and her con-
svience weakens. Butif she would be
happy. Jet her stand cool and serene
without the pale of passion, and lct the
fragment of divinity within her make
its way by divine, unerring intuition to
the soul that is worthy of her higher
self. *We ate begirt by spiritual laws
which execute themselves™; let her
surrender herself anto those laws, and
descend to no union with man which
may not be consummated on the plane
of her higher nature. Let the keen
spiritual insight she is reputed to pos-
sess guide her to the nature of the man;
Jet her be wooed and won by that nat-
ure, and not by a shifting earnal pas-
sion which man is ever ready to give,
and woman too ready to accept.

CoNE DAvis,

Baraboo, Wis., Nov. 20, 1858,

POLLY'S CONFESSION,
A Farmer’s Niece Explains Why
Farmers’ Wives Go Mad.
Written for the Globe.

Statistics say that the majority of the
female inmates of the insane asylums
are farmers’ wives. I do not wonder
that such is the case. I never had ex-
perience as a farmer’s wife, but I was
once a farmer’s niece. I have few pleas-
ant recollections of that country lire,
and many sad ones. How well I re-
member when, in the beautiful summer’

mornings, trying to steal one short doze
befere getting up, I would hear my un-

cle’s sonorous voice resounding up the .

back stairs with “Polly, it’s arter four
o’clock. Get up and put the potatoes on
to boil.” 1landed on the floor, donned
my calico robes, and my large bare
feet paddied down the stairs. The po.
tatoes went into the kettle with their
“jackets” on them, the salt pork wag

puton the back of the stove to sizzle,

and at 4:30 breakfast was ready. There

was alwaysone blessing that the head of |

the family recitedin the morning—*Lord
bless us as we partake of these thine’
earthly bounties;’ and as
tatees were always the chief features
of the merning meal, the words
*tearthly bounties” have always been
associated in my mind with those two
articles.

After breakfast came the dishwash-
ing: then the peas, were picked and
shelled for dinner, the apple pudding
was baked, and the ham cooked in the
great iron kettle. The little chickens
were to be fed, and as I threw down the

brings in the money has dene no more

corn meal they gathered about me like

Fotk and po-
1

the inhabitants of an ant hill. Even
now, a cold wave of remorse runs
through me when 1 remember how
many of those poor innocents were. un-
intentionally murdered,forit was impes-
sible to move my feet without stepping
on one or a dozen of them. To escape
detection, I threw their dead bodies to
the swine. In the afternoon the ‘run-
ners” were cut off the strawberry vines,
the currants must be picked and the
water pumped for the cows. Thus every
day in the week passed,except wash day.
The memory and the odorof those dread-
ful Mondays still hover about me. The
recollection of one is particularly vivid,
when the boiler emptied its hot contents
over my feet. There were only two
days in the week that brought me any
real pleasure. On Thursday came the
weekly paper, and in the evening we
all sat in the kitechen while my uncle

' read aloud the politics, the poeiry, the

“Sharps and Flats” and the continued
story. That was a red-letter day in my
existence, and during the following
week, while my ears were *“boxed™ be-
cause the meat burned, or “silk” was
discovered on the corn when it came to
the table, I comforted myself with the
thought of the continued story that was
coming the next Thursday, and lived
an imaginary life, in which I was a
wonderful heroine, surrounded with
dozens of lovers, any of whom would
cut off his head at any command. Then

came Sunday, the Dblessed day of
rest, when, dressed in a blue
and white striped calico dress,

spotless white stockings and calfskin
shoes, earrying my brown cotton para-
sol, I walked the school house, where
we had Sunday school. I heard and
doubted the story of Jonah and the
whale, 1 shuddered at the tale of the
lions eating little children who called
Elisha a bald head, 1 recited the ten
commandments and the twelve tribes
of Israel, and when the teacher solemnly
assured us that God saw everything wy
thoughts would revert to the dead
chickens I fed to the pigs. Sometimes,
in a fit of religious ferver, I almnost re-
solved to teli my aunt. and receive the
whipping which I knew would follow
the diselosure; but after Sunday school
was over I took a more rational view of
the subject, thinking that although God
kuew he couldn’t tell on me, and to this
day the sin has never been confessed.

Sunday afternoon 1 changed my
dress, donning a dark calico,
put my shoes away so they

would keep nice for fair time. The
county fair was the great event of the
year in the country—and then I wand-
ered off to the cow pasture, where, with
my Bible and Aurora Leigh, the only
books I. had, [ passed the hours with
the cows, Both of the books were be-
yond my comprehension, but I studied
the lives of Moses and Joseph, wept
over the sad fate of Absalom, and
learned my verse for the next Sunday.
Although 1 understood very little of the
book,1 read Aurora Leigh because 1
felt that she was a kindred soul. She
had lived with her aunt, and I lived
with mine. To me to live with an aunt
meant to be supremely miserabie, and
I had sympathy for Aurora. Oune senti-
ment in the book I fullv understood,
and it struck me very forcibly. 1t was:
*She had lived. we'll say

A harmless lite. she called a virtuous life,

A quiet lifc which was not Jife at all.”

After reading that, I 1aid the book
down aud said to the cows, “That’s just
like me and my aunt; we don’t live any
life at all.”

T'o some peopie, the idea of country
life may be a sweet seclusien from all
earthly cares—“where the wicked cease
irom troubling, and the weary be at
rest:” bui to me, rural existence means
a continual round of bare feet walking
over wheat stubble, weeding onions,
feeding poultry and stinging *“boxes”
on Iny ears. PoLLy POLLOCK.

ODDITIES  OF  AGTORS.

Pauline L’Allemand Passionately Fond
of Birds and Dogs.

MLLE. DE LUSSAN AT COVENT.

Frank Baxter Should Have a Maid---
Meriens’ Study--- The Slugger
and Funny Man.

There is now every indieation that
Col. W. H. Foster is the father of a
happy family, and that the Boston
Ideals, as constituted this season, form
as harmonious an eorganization as
exists in the amusement business.
After the storms and vicissitudes
of several years as sa :manager he
should feel theroughly satisfied with
the social and distinetive character of
the principals who make up the strong-
est ensemble to be found in English
opera. There is considerable human
nature in the opera company, and with
so many individuals of strong character,
with different tastes and inclinations, it
is no easy matter to avoid friction, even
though the managers possess the rarest
diplomacy.

S An organiza-
tion so strong
in personal pe-
culiarities af-
fords an inter-
esting study for

“"the student of
the human
heart, its foi-
bles and pas-
sions. Pauline
I’Allemand

ssesses  per-
) Egusas marked
¢ haracteristics
as any other
member of the company. She is of the
French rather than the German type of
beauty, and has a disposition as child-
like and serene as one could imagine.
She is personally fond of pets. Carries
her bird—a parrot—dog and a little girl
of whom she is very fond, along with
her on her travels. The parrot is one
of the brightest of his kind and has re-
ceived the careful tuition of Mile. L’Al-
lemand from his earliest moment of lite.

One who is re-
garded by her
professional as-
sociates as a
very accom-
plished member
of the company
is Mlle. Zelie de
L ussan, who,
while American
by birth, comes
of French par-
entage,and com-
bines with the
vivacity of the
latter racedthe 7
business and in-,7
dcpendentquali-//
ties of the
former. She is :
a woman . w ho, hinid
while never meritinug the verdict of
strong-mindedness, possesses a native
spirit of independence and pluck. It
was this self-same De Lussan who
alone and unheralded went to London,
and sent up her card to Impressario
Harris, with the request that she be en-
gaged to sing “Carmen” at the Covent
Garden, the very lyric temple where
Mme. Minnie Hauk created the trying
role. It was a successful venture, too,
for the eharming little woman received
an ovation, and was engaged to sing
during the entire season of 1889.

Tenors are always supposed to pos-
sess more peculiarities than others of
‘their eraft; and affeetations, while not of
a disagreeable nature, but conspicuous
innumber,make
Frank Baxter a
marked charac-
ter in the com-
pany. Childish
mannerismsand

casearepossibly

conducive to a
4 hizh form of art,
give him a most
peculiar per-
onalify. A re-
. 3 cent Ssweeping
improvement in his voeal work -has
created great astonishment in the

.company. By studious application

his yoice has changed from a lyric
‘to a robust tenor. He is an advo-
cate of severe and:vrotracted rehearsals,
and often lends valuable assistance in
drilling the principals and chorus. One
of his chief diffieulties is a lack of facil-
ities in dressing, and those who ocgupy
the same dressing room with him insist
that he should have a maid.

The new baritone, W. H. Mertens, is
also endowed with personalities.! He is
of German birth, and while his looks
do not- strongly ;
indieate it, has a
refined and artis-
tiec nature. He
sings well. The
masters in ele-
mentary music
insist thatalarge
mouth and an
ability to open it
to its fullest ex-
tent is necessary
to complete vo-
cal success. Mr.
}ﬂe;tens’ m(;utllx - . 7
sof a size which DOR -
gives hope for yis FEaaLA
great artistic possibilities in the future.
Itis not infrequently referred to by
members of the company as being as
large as a theater entrance.

¢ Clement
@ Bainbridge is
a graduate of
the comedy
schopl of Au-
gustin _ Daly,
and besides be-
ing ranked as
a sport of high
degree, has a

Z

decided lean-
ing toward
billiards and

the manly art.
In the latter he
4a is doubtless an

expert.and had
one of the se-
date residents
of Fourteenth street, New York, last
summer, chanced todrop into No. 16 at 10
o’clock, they would doubtless have seen
the lean but agile form of Bainbridge
wiping up the parlor carpet with an an-
tagonist. During last summer Bain-
bridge had a dispute with the manage-
ment of the Ideals—Ire claiming that
while Col. Foster had the management
of an opera company down fine, he
knew nothing about the management of
his **dukes.” Since that memorable
afternoon Col. Foster has received in-
structions in the manly art, and, figura-
tively, is now prepared to meet all com-
ers. Bainbridge “also won the prize in
the amateur billiard contest in New
York recently.

Every organization seems to have its
funny mman, and Buffo J. C. Miron sup-
plies this ele- o
ment the
Ideals. He is
noted for his
wonderful fa-
cial expres-
sion, which he
manipulates
almost to af-
fectation.
Some of his
best acting is;‘q‘
done off the
stage, where
he is genial,
companionable
and sympa-
thetic. Miron
uses a voice in
conversation thatreminds one of the re-
monstrance of a sea lion, and he was
never known to smile with the face, but
always with the vocal organ. Ile has
also been known to laugh at his own
jokes.

in

——

To Please the Women.
New York Mail.

Red in all shades is more lhan ever
in vogue.

French ladies wear bracelets on the
outside ot the dress sleeves.

The rage for oxidized silver hasex-
tended even to glove buttons.

Ostrich feather boas are now im-
ported in most of the fashionable cloth
shades.

There is a decided tendency to revive
the use of laces as a for finish the neck,
the front of the corsage, and the
sleeves.

2uches of raveled silk, passed around
the back of the neck and pointed in V
shape in front, are a fashicnable necic
dressing.

Very large cravat bows of lace, made
with two great loops without ends. are
worn with tea gowns, jackets and blouse
waists. :

The rich dark shade known as Rus-
sian blue is popular just now. The blue
is universally becoming to women of
either fair or dark eomplexion.

Some of the new ribbon muffs have
wide ribbon ends hanging below them,
while black net is shirrea over the esi-
tire muff, drooping over the hands at
the side.

Ladies’ eloth holds the first position
among woolen dress fabries. It is made
in cheeks and stripes, as well as plain.
The latter is made up into the dressiest
toilets.

Newly imported French gowns are
edeed at the neck with a strip of colored
ribbon, finished with a bow at the left
side. A similar finish is also seen upon
the sleeves.

Pierrot collars of finely plaited wide
lace are turned down about the neck of
the corsage. These collars are some-
times made of lisse or silk muslinin
both white and colors.

Blue in its deep tones isa durable
color. It does not fade when produced
in all wool fabrics, and may be effect-
ively relieved with %ilver, gold, red.
ecrun or tan color.

Wool jerseys are now preferred to
silk, but have silk trimmings. Stylish
jerseys have black silk revers and belt,
on green, Gobelin blue, rosewood, gray
or eopper red wool.

Tne figures in some of the newest
brocades are so large that often a single
on? (iovers the entire width of the ma-
terial.

A pretty new baby robe is made of
white India silk, the waist and hem
ornamented with briar-stitching and
the whole trimmed with Valenciennes
lace.

————

Able to Lose All She Had Wagered.
Chieago Tribune.

“Mandy !’ almostsheieked the elderly
aunt, as she entered the parlor unex-
pectedly and_ found the young lady
clasped in the arms of a young man who
was kissing her with every indication
that he had considerable practice,**what
on earth wdoes this mean?”’

“Nothing but an election bet.auntie,”
remarked Amanda, with a look of
heroie, martyr-like resignation on her
face, *'1lost. Go on, Mr. McPelican.
How many was that?”

———— e

THE LAZY MAN.

T'm the laziest man, 1 reckon, thata mortal
ever seed !
Got mfoney? Narya dollar! I wasn't built

or greed,

Fer graspin® an’ fer grippen’ where the reve-
nue is found; >

I'm what you call alazy ‘un—jes’ built fer
Iyin’ round!

Contented? Mighty right I am; when spring
winds whistle sweet, 7

In the meadows where the daises makea
carpet ror your feet;

Where the nestin’ birds are chirpin’; where
the brook, in wa(cinn;ﬂlaé;].

Goes laughin’ on, a-pushin e lilies out
of his way i

You'll find me almost any time a Iy’ at my

Withthe lull song o' the locust and the
drowsy drone 0’ bees
Above me and aroun’ me; I'm a poet in my

way,
An’ I'd rather hear the birds sing "an to shoot
‘em any day!

“Jes laziness,” they tell me, ah’ Treckon
they are right;

But the world’s g0 fall o’ beanty, an’ you
can’t see much at night!

But different folks have different minds, nor
drink from the same cup: L

When I'm talkin’ to the lilies, they're plowin’

+  of 'emup.

My field’s & pasture for the cows, an’ though.
it never pa{s, S

It's a source o’ pleasure to me jes’ ter see the
creatures graze!

The tinkle, tinkle ¢* bells is such a pleasin’

sound,
But I'm a lazy ehap, you know, jes’ built for
lyin’ round! x —F, L. Stanton.

SCHORERAN  EVAS

BEGINNINGTUESDAY

WE SHALL PLACE ON SALE .

487 French Safin Corsels

At $2.50 Each.

This is exaetly half value, $5 being the usual price all over tho
country for an Imported Satin Corset, and the price we have been selling
the same quality for before we received this lot. They come in all the
most desirable eolors, such as

BLACK, CARDINAL, GOLD, CREAM, ,
PINK AND L/GHT BLUE.

Remember, Only $2.50 for a $5.00 Gorset.

All first-class fresh goods, sizes from 18 to 30. -

The way we are enabled to sell you a $5.00 Corset for $2.50 is in the
way we buy goods. We are always on the lookout for a drive, and when
we find a real bargain we give our eustomers the benefit of the same.

We came across an importer who was overstocked in Fine Satin
Corsets. We made him an offer on the lot in cash. Our offer was ae-
cepted. Of course, it was a big loss to the importer, but' what was his
loss is your gain. We shall coutinue to give our customers bargains
weekly as long as Ready Cash and a Keen Watchfulness will secure them.

Our great sale of 52-inch Tricot at 49¢ Friday and Saturday was an
immense suceess, and that it was appreciated by our customers was evi-
denced by the erowd that gathered around the counters both days. The
people found the goods as advertised, and everybody went away well
pleased after supplying themselves liberally.

Ladies will find these Corsets just what we claim for them,
can be seen in our Large East Window to-morrow. Remember,

Sale Begins Tuesday Morning.
Price $2.50.

Those who come early will avoid the rush, besides will have the
choice of the stoek while.assortment of colors and sizes is eomplete,
We carry at all times fall lines of

C. P. a /a Serene Corsets,
Royal Worcester Corsets,
Thomson's Glove-Fitiing Corsets,
Dr. Warner's Corsets,
French Woven Corsets,
Misses and Children’s Corsets.

SCHUNEMAN & EVANS,

55, 67, 59 East Third Strest,

NOEAE &

They

Rt & LALL

13 East Third St., St. Paul, Minn.

Change of Firm!

LAUGRTER 3A

===OF ==~

DRESS GOODS!

- Commencing to-morrow morning, Nov. 26.

WO BIG JOB LOTS!

LOT { contains akout 5,000 yards of all-wool Dress Goods, in Serges
Camel’s Hair, English Mixtures and many other fabries, all at one price,
58c per yard. These goods have been reduced from 75¢, 85¢ and $1

per yard.

LOT 2 is made up of 40-inch all-wool Fuelle, French Mixtures and
Cashmeres, and some broken lines of Dress Goods. at 42¢ per yard.
Worth from 50 to 75 cents per yard. These two lots at the price named
will last a short time only, as they are rare bargains.

BIG GUT IN PRICES!

Have been made on all

Plush Cloaks,
Plush Jackets

And Plush Modjeskas.
Novelties in Ladies’ and Misses’ Newmarkets !

Children’s Cloaks Sold at a Sacrifice.

Our stock must be reduced, and we have made prices to make it an
object for every one to examine our stock before buying.
Mail orders carefully filled. Agents for Butterick’s Patierns.

LINDEKE & LADD.




