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CHAPTER L

MOUNTING THE LADDER TOWARD MATRIMONY
OU have seen those step-ladders that shut
~up like one piece, and look like the
* gamous Roman symbols of unity, made of
Y ped-slats instead of reeds; that look fra-
gile and decrepli, and volce out their pretended
vains as volubly as a servant’'s bedstead, and
g stoed upon, prove strobger the more
th exacted of them. You must
,and if you have you and Iare

acquainted already. 1 am 29
t my history begins with my in-
first such step-ladder, when I was
eer. I came 1o New York from
l\xalx fewer dollars than fingers and
not witbout the step-ladder. It was
then in my head, to be sure, but accompanied
Ly a ‘;li\vd"«]r'll that It need only be gotten out
confinement and be set up for me to
Thus equipped I

Vel n
toes, bi

ut
m}

unt

to bonor and comforr

ented a ¢ r in Varick street, and furnishead
plane, a hammer, Screw-ariver,

C 1 would hardly believe how few |
ther 1 With these I first made a fold-
fng 1 tead. The 1 bought a cheap
tiress a a blanket, some coffea and
lot of planks, and had 7
« Then 1 fell to and made
t ladders. It was latein the sec-

layed on the side-
under a plaeard,
Portable Yankee

| visit she fell to iremk

I time bLeen twenty- |
s W nd haif as long with- |
IR 5 a cenvs |

1 ot of the

aited to see the efiect of the
my inventlon upon an un-

n of humanity
llne of march had to
In the first bundred
velve who looked

and

l a few bottles
I hold togelher to

pposed th

fers. Thereupen he
28 and deelared that
t 1 trump-
but he

*You'll

"Il make

that’'s w
I'm doin’
ayin’ [

on Lis uppers au
camel, an’ bavin’
line, 1t’s his
busin=ss, teo, if you
1 to be a white m to do what you Kin
, and not give him the grand ro-hy, as
k8 do, because Lhe’s down on his lpesi—
't vou forgit w.”

en my thud step ladder was m
liver its two predecessors at Mr. Heuuing’s
1 and spacious house in Gramercy Park. He
m:ust have seen me [rom an upper window, for
Lie surprised me by ecming down the stairs and
bLiddiog me good-morning, instead of leaviug me
are of servants. He took the package
1and, the servant standu ineasily by,
ainst the wall, and sayling t he might

ie I went

ot want the ladders after all, but couid not de-
cide untilt he saw bls dauglter, asked me into

the re room at the right to sit ([u'-\»':] till she
came, e made e feelatease, and I talxed volu-
biy aod Ire Imagine me, a 1all, big-limbed,

awkward couptry feliow, with a head of loug
1 that had pever been presentable, and had
been earnestly urged to be, in a suit of
g, good and clean, but fitting as
ed by a tailor to a rhinoceros, and
and feetinsisting upou attention,
incapable of modest retirement.
a figure opn a throne of pale biue

al
d a buundle five feet long in lieu of a vis-
d, and vet made o forget bis awkward-
id poverty by the interest shown in him.
“Look Lere, you say you are fond of books?"
Mr. Henoing remarked; “why unot come here
eveniogs and make use of my libvary? I have
£ol nothing else but iny books ana my daughter
to care for, and bhoth are of the best. Nol that
iy dauglter requires my care—sbhe is her own
istress, and my own as well I sometimes (hink.
1y daughter pursues the beot ol Ler own char-
aud makes those with whom she comes in
contact bend to her superior sirength of will
She is a gueen, sir; a very remarkable young
woman. Ab, Beatvlce, Mr.—upon my word your
pame has escaped me—Mr, Fieicher, my dear.”

There stood belor« me fn the doorway a tall
voung woman, with the extra lengths of a black
! ridlog habit thrown over one arm. The
ted her exactly, displaying her large and
ely arms, her slender neck, broad, sloping
ders, a girlish, budding bust and a waist
that secined compressed more than the necessis
ties ol presentable dress-fitting required I
judg d ber to be about 17, Beuealh her flossy
rouud-topped (iding bat a flaxen coil of beavy

bands of bair matched the fringe of ring-
lets tnhat curtaiped her white brow. Sus
had great deep gray eyes, and when

she spoke she turned them full upon me as I
never Ieit aiwoman’s before, There was no im-
modesty in their look; there was no bhint of or
peed for that air with which we see expression
given to self-cousciousness, to shyness, to re-
serve, or by whieh women In the presence of a
masculine stranger pay homage to the strongest
traditious of femiuninity. Vigorous health, nat-
uraluess, rulersnip as well as thorough ssil-com-
inand, were eloquently expressed in her full, firm
glapce. I tlnpk at frst I saw only her eyes, I
came to know afterward that there were other
marvelous beauties in her face; that her cheeks
were touched with rose color, her shell-like ears
were large but beautifully shaped, and Ler nose
was, though not small, clearly cut and as capa-
ble of expression someliow as her eyes them-
selves, or as her full red lips. It seemed to me
thien, apd it almosi does now, that I could under-
stand her every word if she spoke In a language
I had never heard. As it was, her speech was
eloquent enough Lo betray some fauits that other-
should not bave guessed that she pos-
W hat they were you shall determine.
sald she, **you brought those ladders.
1o make you trouble, but they will not
at all, Tuhey match nothing in the whole
ise except the stationary iubs in the Kitchen.
It was very absurd of you, father, uot to have
ceived that.”

laviog In my pocket only hall of the money
t had been paid 10 e tor them, I naturally
L, “What can 1 do?”

oll cau’t do anything,” said Mr. Henning.
daugiter Is quite right—and yel you are

il all 1o biame. But the ladders certainly
w d We cannot have yeliow in the house
excepl in a pail or a broom handle. Black

would bave beeu all right, red or biue would do,
bui yellow—well, we draw the line right there.”’

** 1 could stain them, or I eouid paint them—""

“Bul, don’t,” sald the young lady. *“Don’t
Staln or paint them. Why cau’'t you make
vonie of walnut? 7That would be nice,”

“71 can, madam.”

“ fle says Lie can, father.”

‘“Well, then, he shall, dear,” sald Mr. Hen-
uing; *‘that iv, if he wants to.”

* We'll send them back to you then,”’ said the
young lady.

* Thank you, I can carry them.”

** But tbere’s 2o need to, We'll send—"
. “lerbaps he wants to carry them, Beatrice,

ear.”’

1y, I might as weil; I brought them—"’
*“Fatber, are you aware how absurd all this
is? 1say I wish—"
‘* My aear Beatrice, you have misunderstood.
1 mecely wished to oblige this young man In
whom 1 bave taken a deep interest, and who ap-
peared to want to carry the ladders back, 1
thought 1 had told you enough of him vesterday
for you 1o understand why It se ms quite natural
that he should desnre this. But I withdraw.
You 1nust setile the maiter with yourseives;”
“Thavk you, papa. Mr. i‘letcher, I will see
that the ladders are returned to youn.”
Al the front door, to which Mr. Henning was
80 kind as to accompauny me, he said 1o a low
volee and a tone of immeasurable pride and sat-
isfuction: '*I thick you wili allow that my
~daughter was right., She is a remarkable girl,
Good-morpning. Think over my invitation.”
Time passed and my busiuess grew, I was
worth a few thousanas of dollars. Then I began
to think whether T ought noi to marry. I deter-
mined to do so. Perbaps 1 ought to have ad-
vice. The thought where I was to get it did not
troubie me at all. I would go to Dr. Whitfield’s
daughter; I did oot know how else (o speak or
regard her., She was not a Miss, and I had onl
faith for thinking her a Mrs, The Whitfields
-aud I had been {;lends ever siuce the doctor vis-

swept past.

{ and added:

came |

ited me in my eellar. 1 should have heen glad to
know them if I had a thousand other friends.
Having no ottiers 1 was wrapped up in them,

7 he next time you are in the neighborbood of
Chatbam square turn to the west down Duane
stieet a block or two, and looking along a street
that will quickly coms to you, you will see Lhe
words “Big Barracks” in black letters on a
white ground on the side of a gigantic doubls
tenement. Step by step Dr. Whitfield’s practice,
built up with vigorous youth and by aid of an
entervrising partner, who appeared to take the
business with him when he died, had dwindiea
until toward the clese of a life begun in affiuence

and continued only
fort he had come to live in the barra 1
mystery that surnroundrd the daunghter was em-
bodied iu the presence of an invalid boy 3 or 4

i1l please not inquire about the child,”
' 8aid to me once. *“lis presence car-
Lame with it, though much sorrow and

the do
ries r

aln.

Mrs. Whitfield, who had lost ber mind under a
strain of poveity, al s informed me confi-
dentially that the baby’s father was a skeleton,

but the doctor as ofien asked me ** please uot to
ar "

er ki1 ny knock., On the occasion of this

ng violently as I entered.

a her hand. She beckoned

head, I did so and she

vinking of the skeletou; uo,
»

ml.

I went to hera

db

a
The doctor’s dau

ter was preparing the sup-
per in the back room. She came in on tiptoes,
sho me not 10 wake

K hands and wlilspered to
the baby, pinched face,
whit aw against the pitlow on the sofa.

! ne if 1 would come out and see hLer
cook the suppser or preterred to stay in the par-
lor with her mwotber. 1 followed her into the
kitehen,

“Alice,” said I, “I want to call you Alice—

sunken eyes and

1 please me If it would give you pleas-
en shie hiesitatad and laughed a little
“ But don’t insist that 1 call you
George for I—1 mean no disrespect—quite the
contrary—but I really don’t thiok I couid.”

T don’t see why, but I'll Le satisfied for the
present by calling you Alice. But then, Iwantto
say someihing a great deal harder than to call

n ce. | am gettimgalong well 1n this world,
as far as money goes, you Know, and yet
not getting alcug well at all—in another
You will lnugh at me—but 1 want a come-
I don’t know auy ladv except you, and

ure,’”’ a

(

v in words, Sihe was rose red from
“Hauve you mistaken our

1 it position, our hospitality,
.30 far as to —. If you force me
1st let yon kpow that I am not

1 1 is alive, though he 1S not
me with me. How could you, ob,

r, bow could you have mads such a

Of course, the mistake was Lers,

it we used toceallin Vermout gump-
ot to even t so.

peak of it rain,” said she, per

and Strong 1 the strength

ittues; *‘Lthat wiil be the bei-

into the other room, and soon Dr.

from his oltice
town. In my
Lim, he ex-

t references

3 up a good

d, *'I biouglt

other traps.

bad f iy e 1
a ladies” man. Dressed newly and neatl
standing 1 Centtal Park c¢lose to the e
I was interested in

dia t tice a fiery and

Anee a
day or iwo later. something
in the roadway

Liorse

t
spieundid ¥ rountil it
came so clos ) ed aside,
ima g m) ¢ up and
8aW H do, Mr.

I 1os2e you so
then my body,
ngly. llave
1o icquiring
3 nto dow And
have you got oo proud to visit old friends ?2”
Alter a brief dialogue she reinarked: ** My horse
Xious to get 1 am not, Mr.
and I'il your aceeptance
t the house. May I
. 3 u. Good-by.”
Al a point where the equestrian path crossed
he oune I was following filteen minutes later, I
I voice. Sbe could not see me, but I saw
with her, ona splendid horse, a blue-
eyed b 1e man of 30, on whose hauds and sbirt
diamounds sparkled, 1t seemed to me Lhat 1 saw
her then for the first time perfectly happy.
‘* Rudolph,” sala she as they passed me, she

Fletche:

oune as [

| holding up her horse for him to gain her side,

ndsome parlor, conscious of having |

| elbowed my way aloug that

| Then wlenever you

*‘the very cleverness that enabies you to deceive
the world is so great that 1 should think people
who meet you frequently would guess the truth.”

“ Siuce vobody but you Knows there is any
secret,” he responded, *nobody Is looking for 1L,
See how great is my trust in you. Absoluiely no
one on this coutinent except the clerksin the
postoffice and some persons at one banklng-house
Enow any more than your friends do.”

This was all that I beard, aud this 1 could not
help heariog.

CHAPTER 11
OUT THROUGH A WINDOW.

The canvas of Pleasure’s panorama slips along
in the Bowe:'y Just as it does elsewlere, even
when we who would like to make tne world
better, it we could, are not thicking of it. 1
think of this because it occurred to me as 1
thoroughfare one
night, and saw the gaping nets swallowing the
little tishes, the bluzing lights scorching the
foolish insects and the unsiglhitly spiders bearing
off their prey upon the sidewalks. In the bigaest
crowd that bindered me was on® young woinan,
who l2id ber hand on my arm and said: “I want
to speak to you. if you wout mind coming down
the street a step or two out of the crowd.” I
followed her into a shadow, and there she con-
tinued: “What name does the man go by that I
saw with you and the young lady in Grame:rcy
Park the other day ?”

She referred to the young man whom I have
described as a companion of Miss Hennlng in a
Central Park equestrian ride, and whom 1 had
subsequently met A number of times in the Hen-
ning resideuce, where he was a frequent aond
favored visitor.

* His name Is Rudolph Swensen,” I answered.

*“That I8 not his name,” the young woman
asserted. ‘* Do you waul to protect from harm
those he kuows but who don’t kKnow hLim?

“ I want to speak to yow.”

think it would he best for
any womau he is visiting that she should know
how to escape bharm from him, you let me kuow,””

“ Your name ?”

“ Write to Ella Palmer—that is not my name;
Ella ts but not the other—at 28 Elizabeth street,
That is a lodging bouse. 1 don’t live there, but
I go there; 1'd gei the letter. Inelose the name
of the lady, aud I'll write to her what 1 know.”

“ That woot do,” said I. “* 1 am not sure that
'l have auything to do with the matter at all,
certainly not unless there’s a strong reason why
1 should.”

“ Well, ?usl as you like,” sald the outeast girl,
“ Yon will be doiug right if you ao, and you’il be
sorry if you doun't, but T don’t care. I'll worry
him all the same whether you like or don’t like.
I want to strike him wbhen be’ll know it and
when it wiil hurt bim. Oh, I’m tonest—I don’t
care anylhing about doing a good turn for any of
bis lady [riends, but 1 do want to hurt him, and
1 mean to.”

This street encounter led to my galning, in
several ways, to detall whieh this story need not
be incumbered, the knowledge that Rudolph
Swensen was a professional swindier. He had
operated moslly in unsentimental schemes for
the transfer of other men’s mouney into his own
pocket, bul bad lately gone into the tield of sen-
timent, and utilized his good looks and auda-
cious address to recommend lLimself as a
suitor to Miss Henning. He had ied her to Infer
that he was a titied gentleman from Sweden, but
anxious to become a ylain republican In & ve-

ublie. Moreover, and almost by accident, I bad
earned that Swenseu was none other than the
absent Lusband of the doctor’s daughiter. Then
I deemea it my duty to acquaint the doctor of
the complicated situation.

“* Well,” be said, ** I am glad you have told me
this. As a father I ought to kuow it, though I
shail do nothiug. Noue of us has any furtber
foterest In that miserable wretch than to see
that he never enters our home agaln. He is of
excelleut family. He courted my daughter prop-
erly, in the presence of my brother and his fam-
1y, while she was complétlug her schooling in

| 1 inwardly thanked heaven that the

profitable specuiation.

| wl

Cineinnati. I trusted to my brother’s judgment
and gave iy consent, but I no sooner laid my
eyes on my sot-iu-law than I saw cunving, cow-
ardice, tUieacnery and viclous Inchinations
stamped upon his face with ithe unmistakable
brand by whish God always warns atl who ecan
read. After he had tired of Alice, at the end of
three moni hs, he exercised all the Ingeuunity of
a devil in torturing her. At length the gitl's very
soul revolied. and she exciuded herself frem him,
and now we (ry o hide our misery.
My peoor wife, through God’s merey, thinks of the
man ouly as she thinks of a skeleton which I
once had, and in her mind she canunot separate
oue from the other. He bas never been men-
tioned by name in our family since he quitted it.”

When 1 made my way through the drawing-
room in the Hepning mansion on my next visit
Miss Henning was scated on a low stool, rock-
ing to and fro, with a sheet of paper erumpled
between her locked fingers and the Knee they
clasped. So absoibed was she in thought that
sheé did not notice my presence. IL seemed to
me that I never had seen such a ehange in a per-
sou’s face, nor could 1 have belicved such a
transformation could have been possible as that
which in a sigle glauce 1 noted o hers. She
nad erown ten years oider in thice days. The
confident, proud expression thal even in repose
her features had always worn—the flash that ac-
companied every motlon of her eyes—the curl
that bad seemed part of the fashioning of her
upper lip—all were gone, and there sat a pale
gitl, blankly staring at the carpet, with ber face
contorted as by worriment and lined as If by the
strain of ilipess. Her self-command, never be-
tore relinquisbed, was now so far goue that
when she saw me she sprang to her feet as in
alarm, crumpled the paper in the raim of her
hand, and then stood nervously clutehing
the back ot a chair, and exhibiting a hesitation,
as it appearad to m~, between falling Into the
chair or by force of wiil continuing to stand.
Astonished, I so far forgot myself as 1o pause 1a
passing her. But I managed to salute ber in an
approach to a natural tone and to pass into the
libtary. Need I say that for a few minutes my
old friends on the shelves falled to bold my at-
tention, and that I took them down ana put them
up again, and even opened and scanped them
mechanically ?

W hiat possible thing could bave changed the
haughty beauty so completely aud so suddenly ?
Her tather came in and I delayed looking at him,
expecting him to show agitation and excitement.
But the tones of his voice were full and normal.
1 lovked, and he was the same bright-eyed, clear-
skinned, plump auvd ruddy-visagea young old
man,

Visitors made themselves heard inthe drawing-
room, young lady visttors, and Mr. Henniag ex-
cused himself, 1 felt at ease again, opened a
volume and leaning back In my chair and cross-
ing my legs went to the Foejee Islands with a
daring trayeler. ‘1The sound of my name spoken
hurriediy and somewbat sharply biought me
back with a start.

Miss Henning, pale yet, and wan-looking, but
with all her wouted haughtiness of mien, was
stauding before me,

‘air, Fletcher, Mr. Swensen dislikes you.”

“I know it,” 1 said.

“]s it because you, know something of him
that is not known here—svmethLing he would not
wish us to know 27

“f donot know how he could possibly think
that,” 1 replird. I never feil so thoroughly
under my own command before in my life. 1 en-
joyed the sensation.

“I have not said that he thought anything, Mr.
Fletcher.”

*“\Well, I do not see then how you could possi-
bly thiuk it.”

“‘1do think it, Mr. Fleteber, and T am not
mistaken; be hates you, and you, so far as I am
able to read demeaunor, act as il you realized the
power you hseld over him.”

“On, no, upon my word, Miss Hennling, I beg
of you not to thick that. 1f- there has been any-
thing to read 1n my demeanor in connection with
Mr. Swensen, it has been simply that 1 bhave
kpown my business and minded it. Has he
spoken to you as you just spoke? Does lie say
this 27

*Mr. Fletchier, I have not come (o make ex-
plapations to you. Mr. Sweusen has always
acted like a gentieman and has lutesfered 1o no
oue’s aftairs.

“Excuse me, have I then done differently 2

“You are not frank; it seems to me thatl
ought to be met diflerently on the first oceasion
of my asking a fuvor from you.” Her tone was
most pecullar.  She assuined command over me.

“What would you bhave me say, Miss Hen-
ning 27

“Tell me what there 12 against Mr. Swensen
that you know and that we in this house ought
to share with you,”

*1 know nothing.”

“Nothing?” She seemed startled.
“Of my perfeet, absolute knowledge, nothing.”
s eu, what does it all wean 2"
e doue and said nothing that means any-

thing.”
Miss Henning looked at me as though she was
completely ataloss bow lo act, as tbough she
with one brealtn wounld go away with an appear-
ance of bavin g triumphed over me, with another
as though she would plead with mme, Perhaps
1is was my imagination. Atr all events, just
Robert, the porter, with a low cough gave
g of his presence.
*“Mr. Swensen, ma’am, wishes to
motht important.”’
Miss Henning started at the words so that she
It but jumped., There was no imagination about
L

thee you

:5,” said she; *‘say that 1 sald yes.”

There was my moment of triumph. T arose
and stood by her, and my tone and words were
exactly sulied to an hogest and Kindl teution,
oud beauty

me, but

did not, as she might, rebuke or rep:l
seemed Lo understaud my purpose.

of the mauy thicgs I bave heard but do
ow about the n ,! sald I, *‘is that Le has
a few days pr red mouney with whieh
st o what hi complices think will be a
That speculation is to be
a wedding with a rich young woman.”

“How do you Kuow that? Could you prove
| i

As she spoke there was a violent clang at the

{ door-bell, which was followed by loud voices,
| the loudest anda highest of which was a woman’s.

Miss Henning moved as if to go and see what oc-

| casion d the disturbance.

*“One moment,” sald I “You can judge
bher what 1 bave heard Is truoe, and so you

{ can also welgh this, that 1 bave heard that that

{ chalk, pretending to look at a picture,
| was toward the roughb-looking men in the open

| same

| Palmer

marriage cauuot be—unaer the law.”

The uproar gave place to the voices of men.

“ Have vou heard what he really is 2"

& Yes”

“ I hen that, at teast, 1s true.”

The volces were nearer than
was somethlng jarrnnog in their tone,
ning and I wenl into the drawing-room.
Swenseun was there, with bis face

before., There
Miss Hen-
Mr.
the color of
His back

doorway. Two or three youug women stood as
1f riveted to the floor, starlng at the wen. At the
instant—it was all 10 an- iostavt—the
wretched woman who had called herself Ella
came into the room by the lower door.

She walked straight to Swensen, and, looking

| first at him and then at the two strangers, sald:

| tions.

|
|
|
l
!

| ning.
son.’

“ Heie he is, as I told you.”

The men advanced. Swensen

lauclied face toward them,

“We want you, Lafarge,” sald oue of the men;
“we are officers.”

“You are making a mistake,” said Sweunsen,
speaking somehow dowa bis chest. “*My name
I1s not Lafarge.”

““Thats all right, young feller,” spoke one of
the detectives, in a low, firm voice; **don’t make
a kick, we’ve got onto you; so come along.”

“Oh, iuls is some mistake,” said Miss Hen-
“We can vouch for his beiug Mr. Swen-

tusned his

i

’

“We're onto him, as I jest told him,” said the

| detective, “‘aud we are respousible for all ms-
Ty

Hes,

*“This woman has annoyed me scveral times,”
sald Swensen. ‘1 cau easily disprove Ler asser-
Let me Know at what court and at what
nhour to preseut iyself ana I give my word I'll
be there.”

“This woman,” said the outeast, with a sneer-
ing empbhasis on the words, “bas made no other
accusaiion than that you are Alfred Latarge, and
you can’t disprove that.”

“Come, young feller, we aint agoin’
board and lodging bhere,
Come along.”

“Tell him who you are, Rudolph. Let this
farce go no farther,” said Miss Hennling.

“What's the charge?” said Swensen.

“Come along,” snid the detective, swinging a
pair of handeufls so that they jingled. *“*You'll
find out what it 18, Nouse talklug of sueh things
in people’s pariors.” )

“Get my hat, Robert,” said Swensen,
gro disappeared.

“What does this mean, Beatrice?” Mr. Hen-
ning asked.

“Tell bim, Rudolph.”

The guiily man was sllent.

“ihen, I will, for surely the time for it has
come. He is the Count Norberg of Sweden,”
said the girl contideutiy, “*and his reason for as-
suming Lils mother’s name, ‘Swensen,” e bas ex-
plained satisractorily to me.”

“Excuse me, youuyg lady,” said the spokesman
of 1ve detectives willi politeness sarcastically
simulated, *‘but IU's for a little affaitr connecied
with the Counnt Norberg that we want him.
[Swenson started.] The Couut is dead; Lefarge
we found done i, IU's for the murder of Count
Norberg that the dSwedish Government bhas po-
iitely requested any one that knows him as we
do for to perfoim this here disagreeable duty.”’

Robert came 1n and handed Swensen his hat.
Miss Henning reeled anda fell in a ehair,

“Murder!” said Mr. Henuingin a loud whisper,

Miss Eila Palmer laughed aloud so that for
once my blood ran cold.

Swensen walked toward the detectives with
two steps then wheeled and with a bound reached
thie library and with avother the broad sill of the
window in the western eud of that room. This
window lovked down upon a square of pavement
hemmed inon 1ts four sides by a kitehen win-
dow, a projection of the house, a fence separating
it fromn the next yard, and the end wall of the

family stable.

Botnh detectives bounded after him. He
stralned and tugged at the window. It had a
cateh that he did not see. He bent himself, then
straightened up and with desperale strength
tore away the inch-thick top bar of the lower
sash. As it gave way he slipped and stood upon
the floor. Oune of the detectives was thiee feet
from him then and Sweusen wilh the rapidity ot
thought drew a pistol and fiied. The shot
missed, but while the detective paused only the
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We're on business.

The ne-
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* Swensen made the leap,”

shade of a second, the desperate man had
reached the wirdow sill, burst out the huge pane
and was ready to leap to the ground. *“ Bang,’”
&nlt‘:go detective’s pistol and Swensen made

I saw at the same time much more than 1 have
described—Mr. Hennlng Iifting his daughter’s
limp body and trying to carry it out of the room;
the negro servant, though called to aid him,
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darting out of the door as if beside himself with
fright; the young detective, who had not spoken,
pressing up close to the one who was shot at
and who returned ihe fire; the young wom
huddling in oune corner—two with their faces
against the wall and one with her back to theirs,
hiding her eyes with Ler hands,

The shot Swensen fired buried itself in the door
b‘y whiebh the foremost otlicer bad been standing.
He paused, It seemed (o me, as if to derermine
whetber he had been weunded. He reached the
window just as Swensen leaped from the lintel.
He looked out, then locked Iuither out, and then
he leaped half way over the silland looked every-
where—even in the air,

CHAPTER IIL
THE SKELETON’S LAST VISIT.

1 was astonisbhed at the sight of Miss Beatrice
Henning in Forsythe street. 1here was no doubt
about it. There she stood, and, more surprisin
yet, she was talking to Klla Palmer., And then
felt grateful as I saw Mr. Henning holding aloof
from (he two, and talking to his coachman, but
evidently with only one eye ana one ear for the
latier, I bowed t0 Miss Heunln¥ and was about
to ask Mr. Henoing ** What in the world—"
when he interrupted me.

“We're crazy; that's why we are here,” he re-
plied. * It isp’t bad enovugh that ecriminals
should come into my house and turn it into a
shooting gallery, but we now enter into commu-
nication with Irresponsible cbaracters ifn the
slums.”

“ But you are not golng to see Swensen—""

“Oh, but 1 believe we are to be shown where
he is. My daughter is set upon it, and of course
I bave had to accompany her.”

“There is no danger where I asked ber to go,”
said tbe giil Palmer. “He wont hurt a flea. He
hates me worst of all, and I aint afraid of him.”

Miss Palmer snapped her ringers and hissed
East Side fashion, at a boy-shaped bundle o
rags, as a signal for it to approach. *“‘Show us
the rose-maker’s room,” said she.

*“Thar you be,” said the rags, having fed us to
the end of a piteh-dark ball.

A man in the end bhall-room was talking to a
woman, who was moving from one apartment to
another, He was cursing ber. *“I tcll you I
must have whisky,” he said,

“Ob, don’t talK like tbhat,” sald the feminine
volce. Then he cursed and demanded again, and
she made no answer, We rapped at a door, and

it was opened. Miss Henning swept In
without leave or invitation. The  blas-
pheming man in the adjolning room was
screaming In a paroxysm of profauity, and

he beard none of the noise we made. A small
flatiron shot from the door within a foot of Miss
Hennlng’s feet, 1 turned and saw the doctor’s
daughter Alice, who looked at me with & piteous
expression of surprise and alarm.

“She’ll show you your man,” sald Ella Palmer,
and withdrew,

“Great heavens?” I sald.
here?”

I saw as one sees without looking, a room
with a bare floor and with pictures cut from
illustrated papers on the walls, board boxes to
the ceiling, at one side two long tables, and here
and there some stools; but everywhere were
roses—in heaps on the tables, piled on the man-
tel-piece, and in a gorgeous loop depending from
the gas bracket. All were artificlal, for it was

““Miss Alice, you

Y Whisky—1I want whisky.”

here, as I afterward learned, thar Allesa Whitfield
condueted a shop—all unknown to her father—
for making artificialt lowers. Thus she provided
the family with support without injuring his
family pride.

Beatrice Henning strode into the small room,
and we followed her., There we saw the face of
Swensen above the quilt that covered his body
as it rested on a couch. How changed it was.
How the eyes glared. They accouuted for his
specch and manner—he was delirious,

“ Rudolph, tell me what I ask you,” Miss Hen-
ning said.

“Whisky—whisky.
only exclamation,

“0Ob, Rudelph, I’ll halp you.
moved. You are ill.”

1 amdying,”” be moaned; *‘‘shotthrough ana
through. Fou heaven’s sake give me whisky.”
Then followed a burst of the foulest language.
Miss Beatiice quitted the room, not distracted or
in tears, but with her head beld high, and though
Ler race was blanched with flashing eyes. “You
will go for the police 2”7 she commanded rather
than asked of me.

“Mr, Fletcher, what does this mean—are you
going 1o surreuder Lim 2 The words were those
of Miss Alice, slanding before me with out-
stretehied hands, whose fingers were pressed to-
getner as In prayer. She contlnued: **No one
but you and a pbysicén knows beis here. He
cannor! ilve many days—perbaps not many Louis.
Let hime die here.”’

Af
an in

I want whisky,” was his

I'll have you

tightful volley of vile eplthets issued from
oom. They were in all probability ad-
dressed to the woman who was delending the
outlaw; but as the words fell upon the ears of
Miss Hennlog ber face became a mass of raging
hate, She bounded toward the door, but was
seized and held back by the doctor’s daughter.

“Stop!” eried Alice. %1 don't know what
cause you have to wish bim 11, but Mr. Fletcher
wlil tell you I am the mother of Lis child—1 am
Lis wife. It s for my child that [ plead. What-
ever you Know against my husbandg, I know
worse. W hatever he has done elsewhere is not
likely to equal what he has done to me and mine,
But be is dying, and 1 bad Lhoped my child might
live to hear bis name no worse stained than it is.
Let the man die bLere out of jail, atiended asz a
man should be.”

Miss Hennlpg touched her father’s arm. He
did not turn Uis face. She shook his arm petu-
lantly. 'Then they both went downstalrs, she
leading her father.

‘*God_Dbless you, Mr. Fletcher,” said Miss
Allce. Now go away, aear [riend, and may
what you Lave seeun be our joint secret,”

Atthe end of the hall, by the street door,
stood klla Palmer with a hand in each pocket of
her sacque, stumptug her feet like a man and
whistiing,

* 1 have & twenty-dollar note bere,” 1 said,
holding it up, ** and this 1s only the begiuning of
what 1 will give you if you will teil no one ot
what you know.” And I informed her of Alice’s
baby, and drew such a melting picture that I
really fancied that she was aflccted.

. ]\‘eep your money,” said she, ** I'll not tell a
soul.’

* Thank you,” said L.

* Keep your thauks, 100,” she retorted. * 1
aint worth them, and 1 can’t stand them, I like a
blow and a crack with the club, a curse at night
in the la@kup better, beeause 1'm used to it, and
it’s part of wy business.”

Thiee days later there was a knot of white
erape on one of the bell-knobs at the door of the
Big Barracks. Alice’s boy was dead. The b--
reaved mother put her hand in mine, and left it
there, and bowed her head, despising mere
words. I opened my mouth, but my heart
closed my speech, and a tear ran down each of
my cheeks. Sne pressed my hand, and 1 unaer-
s‘luud that she was grateful to me for my emo-
tion.

The doctor’s wife caught my eye and seemed
to invite ine to her. 1 made my way oan tlptoe Lo
her side.

*‘Hush,” shie sald. “You know the skeleton?
It comes and goes, you know. It will come and
g0 to-night, but never again.” This was whis-
pered very earnestly and coufidentially. It will
come ouly onee more, to-nicht, but never agaio.
Oh, we shall be so bappy after that.,”

A little later, as we were all in the frout room,
there was a knock at the door, and a ragged
bootblack entered with a movement that was
something between leaplng and beiug thrown for.
ward.

“ Exeuse me,” said a man who appeared at the
oven aoor, and to whom the boy Lad evident!
shown the way. *“Is this Dr. Whitfield's ? {
have a man in the hack downstairs. He was al-
ter telling me to leave him here, and God forgive
bim for whati he has done to me. Bring him up
if be is wanted and iet e go,”

We went downsiairs, A closed carriage stood
at the curb. Alice was first to look into the ve-
hicle. She arew back, and graspiug iny arm,
tnrned a face distoried with Loiror upon me.
“ He Is dead ! she exclaimed. * My husband
is dead. Ob, Mr, Fletcher, what shall we do
now 2"

I whispered to the driver a promise ot money
and of iy company on his box If he would wait
another five minutes, Then I led the doctor’s
daughter into the house. I told themn that there
would be a Coroner’s inquest, and that if (he
body was broughit into the liouse the most sacred
secrels of the family would be made publie. I
volunieered to take the remaius to an under-
laker’s shop, to notify the poliee, acquaiut the
Coroner with all the facts necessary and to
manage that the existence of the widow should
not be diselosed.

Swensen was buried the day after the inquest.
His widow had hoped that be might be interred
with ber little boy, but the doctor would not, had
that been done, have attended the funeral, The
child was buried on the afternoon of the day of
the Inquest. The doctor, his daughter and I
were tue only mourners. The next day Miss
Alice and 1 followed the hearse for the second
time. She wept bitterly for her little boy on the
way Lo its grave. And the pext day we buried
ber busband; she yielded agaln to excessive
griel. I spoke a few comforting words, and
found that all the tears were for her baby boy.
Even when she drew me beside her close to the
grave in which her husband’s body had been
laid, she told me of the winsome aitributes the
child bad possessed. 1 do not believe sue shed a
Lear_(or htir husbimd.

. . L

I bhave determined upon the woman I want for
a wife. 1deliberately started from my tatlor’s
bands a year ago to get a bride justas I had
been getling my meals, my clothes and the worke
wen I my shop—to order. I started out philos
sophically and in cold blood, saying to myself
that 1 had the years aud the money and the need
of a home, now for a wife! Without my know-
lng how it came about, or dreaming thai It ever
could, I have been guided to a familiar spot oft
visited In the past, but always blindly. Certain
bandages have fallen from my eyes and I see be-
fore me Alice Whitfield. She i3 just where she
always was, in her home and at lier work, but I
see ber in a new light, which makes her seem no
longer simply the (nend whose sorrow-laden se-
crets have been betrayed to me. The same per-
son 18 now subordinated to something ethereal,
subtle and magnetic,as If I saw ber thirough a halo.
Full well I know that 1t Is because love i3 lookin,
through my eyes and lending me bis sighi, i
love ner. Does she love me? The month of
my waliting for her answer will be up to-morrow.
With it will close that era in my life of which this
is a history.

[ ght, 1890. AU rights reserved by Jul
Mmﬁ y Y Julian

The Vietoria Colonist says: The sl Anni
owned by the smuggler Holte (who wa:oz)hot ln?l'
killed while resistiug capture) has been taken to
Port Townsend where slie underwent a thorough
examination. Several secret compartments have
blecnnd]lscovereu in the hull, all filled with pure
aleohol,

A strike of very rich ore was make recently in

&‘h o:d Hi_r‘:on nlmlilnlo t‘:n lAl:zl:,%rry Vdnlley. Fresno
nty. e vein Is nches wide and

$500 & ton. e

THE CADETS AT
THE BIG GUAS.

Bombardment of the * Crow’s
Nest *’ From the West Point
Drill-Ground.

AN EXCITING EXPERIENCE.

Over 1000 Pounds of Sclid Iron
Shot Sent Whizzing Through
the Air—Firing Practice by Bat-
teries—The Most Exciting of All
the Military Academy Taotics.

F all the drills at the Mili-
tary Academy, that of the
coast battery is the most
picturesque and interest-
ing. TLe last drill was on
June 5th. The Dbattery
stands upon a low shore
facing the Crow’s Nest. The day was sul-
try. Hardly a breath of air was stirring.
The sun beat hot upon the bosom of the
Hudson. Its rays were reflected from the
surface of the river to the shore, increasing
if possible the heat of the battery. A firing
drill bad been ordered at 4 o’clock. Here
is the picture:

The great guns stand, black and grim,
pear the bay washing the feet of the dark
green mountain known as the Crow’s Nest.
Storm King is outlined against the sky
beyond it. To the right, ten miles across
the blue water, the glittering spires of New-
burg are seen. Across the river towers
Mount Taurus, and beyond that Dreak-
Neck, as wild, rugged and ragged as when
Benedict Arnold tled down the river after
hearing of the capture of Andre.

Sloops, lazily drifting with the current,
dot the bosom of the siream. In the far
distance two tugs are puliing a fleet of lum-
ber-laden canal-boats toward the Tappan
Zee. The heat is intense. Crows sailing
over the west shore flats emit lazy *‘caws,”
and the robins remain silent in the shade.
The hill beneath the battery is littered with
sweltering spectators. Ameng them are
many well-dressed ladies. They sit be-
neath the trees, and the play of their fans
is incessant. Knots of cadets off duty are
seen lower down the slope. All eagerly
await the drill.

Suddenly the sharp rat-tat-tat of a drum
is heard. 1t comes from the barracks be-
yond the esplanade. A moment later a
column of cadets is in sight. 1t is the firing
party. The boys wear gray jackets and
white trousers. The column moves with
the precision of a machine. Down the
slope it comes carrying the elastic step of
vouth, In disciplineitisperfect. With eyes
rigidly to the front it passes batteries more
dangerous than any coast batteries. They
are batteries of loveliness—maidens, the
fire of whose eyes would make the bravest
of men lay down their arms.

Filing to the left, the column is aligned
behind the guns. At the word of command
it breaks into detachments. Each detach-
ment marches to its gun. There are six

pieces of artillery. The first two on
the right ars 15-inch smooth-bores,
and the third, fifth and sixth are

8-inch rifles converted. The fourth isa 13-
inch mortar. The smooth-bores carry round
shot weighing over 400 pounds. All frown
above the earthworks, black and defiant.

* Take equipments,” shouts the com-
manding officer.

The equipments hang from the guns or
are found upon the chassis, as the cres-
cented railway upon which the breech rests
is termed. In a twinkling the cadets are at
work. Some mount the platforms, while
others are busy below. 7The excavation is
alive with activity. The gunner stands upon
the chassis superintending the move-
ments around him. He passes the primer
pouch to a cadet and removes the cover
of the vent. This he places in his own
pouch. Two cadets work the screw and
give the piece an elevation, and all resume
thelr places.

‘ Form battery,” shouts the commandant.

It means * Roll the gun back.” The gun-
ner cries, *‘In gear,” and each detachment
is again alive. Handspikes are inserted in
the sockets of the carriages and the axies
are unkeyed. This leaves the cannon free
upon its carriage. A moment later the
gunner shouts * Ileave.”” The wheels re-
volve and the muzzie of the monster is
drawn within the battery. * Halt,”” cries
the gunner, and the great cannoa is brought
to a standstill. Like a flash a cadet throws
an outlying pulley into place. It is used to
lift the heavy shot to the muzzle.

Ihis first gun.

Then comes the command *“Load” from

the officer in charge. There is renewed ac-
tivity on the part of the cadets. Some dash
to the magazine on the left of the battery.
The tompion is removed from the muzzle of
each gun and the sponge and rammer are
passed to those on the platform. Two ca-
dets seize 1t and swab the gun. They are
hardly through with the job before their
comrades begin to pour from the
magazine. The pointed projectiles are
brought out in long tin pails, while the
shells are carried in _three-pronged nivpers
like chunks af ice. In a breath the pulleys
are at work. They creak as the cadets
draw the missiles up to the muzzlies of the
guns. Here they are seized, turned into the
guns and rammed home, There is no con-
fusion. Everything moves like clockwork,
Each cadet knows his place and performs
his duty silently and alertly.

When the guns are loaded the command
“In battery” is heard. Tie wheels revolve
as by magic, and the snout of each piece
peers over the parapet, All are thrown out
of gear, so as to hold them steady under a
recoil. At the order “Arm,” they are
raised and lowered by a ratchet at the
breech, and thrown to the right or left on
the chassis, according to the command of
t.llne gunuer. The gunner himself sights the

ece. ?

The friction primer is inserted in the
vent and everything made ready. Then
comes the vrder, *Detachment to the rear,
march.”” As a precautionary measur9
against the bursting of a gun, the cadets
abandon the battery while the guns are
being fired. One cadet to each gun, how-
ever, remains, He stands upon the earth
below his gun, lanyard in band, facing to
the rear, right foot forward,

The battery is now ready for work. In a
ck:iar !y’olce the commandant shouts, “No.
1, fire

Flame streams from the mouth of the
great smooth-bore on. the right. The re-
port is deafening, and the gun is hidden in
acloud of smoke, It was aimed at a target
painted upon a rock on Crow’s Nest, 2100
yards away. As the smoke rolis to the
right those in line with the gun see the
huge round shot weighing 450 pounds sai l-
ing over adeep cut made by the West Shore
Railroad.

A second later it strikes some feet above
the huge white target chipping the rock
and throwing up a cloud of dust.

At the same instant a West Shore express
train rounds the point of the mountain and

e

dashes along the shore of the upper bay.
She is lost in the cut this side of the target
when the order *No. 2, fire,” is given. A
shot of the same size and weight asits prede-
cessor speeds over the bay and the cut and
lands upon the target hundreds of feet
above them.

The dust caused by this shot has hardly
risen when the officer in command orders
No. 3to fire. Itisthe eight-inch rifle gun.
The cadet at her lanyard shuts his eves,
throws his weight forward and pulis the
string. The gun cracks like a huge rifle.
She sends over the water a solid conical
shot weighing 180 peunds. As it hurtles
over the railroad embankment the shrill
whistle of a locomotive is beard. The ex-
press train emerges from the cut and shoots
along the shore as though racing for life.
A moment afterward it takes refuge in the
tunnel beneath the Military Academy.

‘“No. 4, fire!” is the next order. It is the
thirteen-inch mortar. She spouts flame like
a volcano, and vomits a shell weighing 216
pounds. It flies into the air above the
smoking crater and is seen by every eve.
In mounting the heavens it describes a par-
abola and finally begins to fall into the de-
pression on the top which gives the moun-
tain its name—Crow’s Nest. Before it disap-
pears it explodes, filling the air with a cap
of smoke, which expands and hangs over
the nest for a minute or more.

Nos. 5 and 6 are eight-inch rifles, The
pointed shot spad from their mouths strike
the target spitefully and damage ite face.

The six pieces in this one round have
landed over 1600 pounds of iron upon the
mountain by the use of 164 pounds of pow-
der. The spectators strewn over the hill in
the rear ara thrilled with admiration and
wet with perspiration. The cadets con-
tinue at work, however, without regard to
the heat. The gunners sight their pieces
with the utmost care, using their caps to
shield their eyes from the suun. Several
bull’s eyes are made.

After more rounds are fired singly an
order to fire by piatoons is given. It is done
inatrim way. Each lanyard is pulled to
the fraction of a second, and the reports are
simultaneous. A faint breeze wafts the
smoke to the right, and the three huge pro-
jectiles are seen flying over the cut like a
small covey of quail. They pour uvon the
target en masse and wipe away much of its

face. With the second platoon the mortar
is fired. The huge black shell arises with

such force and on so great a curve that it
passes over the top of the mountain and is
lost to view. But the report of its explo-
sion far away is heard and tells that it has
done its work. T'wice is the platoon firing
repeated.

The rays of the sun are hotter than ever
when the command, ** By battery—firel”
is heard. 7The six monsters beich in unison,
and over sixteen hundred pounds of iromn
are sent over the bay in one discharge, The
shell from the mortar mounts the heavens
above the solid shot and again explodes on
the rim of the Crow’s Nest. ‘The rever-
berations of'the reports from the platoon
guns were startling, but these are simply
terrific. They sound like claps of thunder
and come with vivid distinctiveness from
the depths of the mountains.
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_ At the close of the firing the cadets fall
in line, mount the hill and return to the
barracks in charge of their Sergeants. An
hour later they are rushing over the es-
planade at a double quick, after dress
parade. An hour after that, however,
after the sun is down and the eveningstar
shines over the Crow’s Nest, they appear
upon Flirtation walk earrying parasols
and wraps and paying loving attention to
their fair partners.

Copyright, 1390,

A FLIRT'S LOVE-LETTERS.

Written tor THE SUNDAY CALL,
OW often I love to look over
Ol1d love-letters, aged and dim,
Here’s a bunch that long, long ago
I tied with a pretty Llue string;
But now it's worn out and old,
And the letters are getting quite gray.
T'il just read them over again,
Then kiss and put them away.

Here's one from bright Harry Brown—
Oh, dear, he was awfully sweet!
But now he is married, and yet
1t’s pleasant that sometimes we meet,
I wonder if he is content
With the wife he so hurriedly wed,
Just because I flirted a bit
With that stupid Jouathan Webb,

This one with a rose crushed within
Is from gallant Percy de Vere;
Oh, what fun we had at the springs!
As we met there year after year.
But he spoiled it all by asking
If I would marry him there,
And, because I sald ** Only a sister,”
He raved 1a the deepest despair.

But this one rolled up in white silk—
Ah, 1 never unwrap its soft folds
But I think I love it the best,
For the love never was told.
My hero lies 'neath the deep sea,
And sea-shells cover his grave,
And the only token of love
Is this note of friendship he gave.

Once more I must put them away,
These letters faded and dim,
For fresh ones are coming to-day
From lords, dukes and coronets thin;
And I wonder from out of the score
‘Which one I shall claim as my fate,
For wy visit to Europe this year
Is to marry before it's too late,
Y * * - - - - -
At last T have chosen and wed
A lord of the highest degree—
Baokrupt, of course; but what matter,
He wanted my fortune, not me,
But beneath my gown of white satin,
As I stood at the altar so white,
Next my heart was pressed an old letter,
Wrapped up In asilken fold tight,
San Francisco, June, 1890, DELMA DUSANNE.

THE ART OF FAST WALKING.

Some Valuable Hints to Those Who
Want to Make Eight Minute Miles.
RPLERSONS who have never been
. fi trained to walk fast generally
Y quicken their gait by bending for-
ward and lengthening the stride, at the sane
time bending the knees very much at each
step. 1t is pretty safe to say that no ove
can possibly adopt this style and keep a
fair walk at a faster gait than six miles an
hour. The fast walker must keep himself
erect, his shoulders back, and chest thrown
out. IHe must take strides so quick that
they look short. He must, if he expects to
get a good stride, work his hips consider-
ably, overcoming the sidewise tendency of

the hip movement b_\":'a compensatory swing-
ing of the arms. The length of stride

in fast walking is astonishiug to these
who lock at it. A little fizuring will make
it clear why this is so. There are 1760
vards in a mile, or 1760 strides 3 feet long.
To doa mile in 8 minutes a walker must
cover 220 yards a minute, or 11 feet a sec-
ond. Now 220 steps a minute—nearly four
a second—is pretty quick work, as any one
may discover for himself. Eyen three steps
a second, or 180 to the minute, seems quick.
The chances are that your 8-minute man,
although his legs move so quickly that the
steps seem short, is not doing as many as
200 steps to the minute, and consequently
that the stride is at least 3 feet 6 inches.
With a little practice a mau 6 feet high can
eaislily maintain a 4-foet stride for hall a
mile.

1t is true that fast walking is an artificial
gait; but il is also true that practice at {ast
wa\kxu% will gquicken a man’s unartificial
gait. One who can do his mile in 7:30 In
racing trim and on the cinder path can
walk in the street at a six-mile gait without
either Eemnx out of breath or becoming red
in the face, and without attracting attention
by any peculiarity of bis gait except its
swittness. It isareal gainto any manto
be able to walk a mile in ten or twelve
minutes without over-exertion or fatigue;
to be able to walk five or six miles for every
four he used to walk without any more con-
scious effort, and with a sense of enjoyment
}n the mere exercise thiat he never had be-
ore.

The walking records at some of the ordi-
nary distances stand: One mile, 6 min-
utes, 29 35 seconds, F. P. Murray; two
miles, 13:48 3-5, ¥. P. Murray; three miles,
21:09 1-5, F. P. Murray; five miles, 33:0%,
W. H. Purdy; seven miles, 54:07, E. E.
Merrill; ten miles, 77:-10%. E. E. Merrill.—
Walter Shirlaw i Harper's Weekly.

Says the Homer Index: The great hot Springs
on the prioneipal island 1o ono lLake never
bolled so fiercely as they do now. The rocks
around their craters are unbearable Lot for a
radius of many yards, while the great volumne
of water flowing from them is ulways at the bolls
ing polut.

\

HOUSEKEEPING NOTES.

An Interesting Chat With a
Butcher.

wT is really too bad,” said a prominent

[5 butcher in one of the city markets to &

% representative of Tre CALL, *that so
many women should have the care of a
family without really understanding how
to make money go as far as possible, and to
prevent waste. As any experienced housp-
keeper will tell you, the greatest leakage in
her finances is through the kitchen depart-
ment. DBesides, there is ancther thing. I
bave so often heard some women complain-
ing that their husbands spent so much on
drink. am speaking now of those who
have every reason to take care that there is
no waste in their kitchens, and vet I'll ven-
ture to sayv that if their busbands did drink
a good Geal of the reason was because at
home there was not proper focd. Ob, it
makes me angry sometimes when I think
of so much good meat being spoiled by too
muech cooking, wrong seasoning and care-
lessness. \When food is too higbly vep-
pered it will make a man desperately
thirsty, and he’s bound to take something
to quench his thirst.

“The reason that so few people like stews
or hashes or soups is because so few people
knew how to cook these things well. Most
people think that they can fry or bwll‘or
roast, and they do, but in what a st_yu_el
Perhaps vou will wonder what concern it is
of mine how the meat is cooked, after i
have sold it and the money is in my drawer.
Don’t you sce that by poor cooking poor
cooks can give me and my stock a very bad
reputation? Vs so. Doaes the lady at her
table stop to think about the fault of the
cook in the kitechen when the steak is tough?
No, she simply says to her husband: *My
dear, I wish you would stop on your way
downtown to-morrow morning and tell that
buteher that if he can’t send us better meat

we’ll try some one else.” That’s how the
thing works. Of course I can’t set up a
cooking-scliool, but 1 often wish I might

take the liberty to snggest that the fault
lies in the ignorance of the cook, and not in
the animal from which the meat came. Of
course you must understand that it is very
difficult in the midst of a hot spell to get
really tender meat, for we do not dare
to keep it on the hooks long enough
to let it crow tender. 1f we did we would
be apt to have a chance to throw it away.
And meat when it is too fresh is bound
to be tough. But it is 8o easy to be a good
cook of meats and, indeed, it is the same in
regard to vegetables., Both require great
heatatfirst. In them both isalbumen ; every
one knows what that is, it’s like the white
of an erz. T'his hardens ii exposed to great
heat and so shuts in the juices of the meats
and vegetables. But as soon as this result
has been reached, and it comes in a very
few minutes, a geuntle heat is required, or
the meat will be hard and tough. See how
easy it is to apply this rule. Il itis a roast,
you will put your meat in a very Lot oven
for five minutes, and then cocl the ovea so0
that it will cook more gently., Nearly all
stoves have a device by which the oven can
be cooled off instantly. I know that there
are thermometers for attachment on stoves,
on the oven doors I believe, but I have
heard that they did not work with satis-
faction ; they break too quickly. The good
cook thrusts a bare arm into the oven
and tells ‘by the feeling.” Others, also
good cuoks, can determine the effectiveness
of the heat by the rapidity with which a
piece of newspaper thrust into the oven
becomes browned. A roast of meat is a
good deal of trouble, for after having ‘been
exposed to this great heat, it is very likely
to burp, if not properly watched and
basted. That is a hot piece of work, blind-
ing and exhausting to the cook, although
I think it is a very appetizing process when
the long spoon turns up the gravy over the
meat, and the rich juice goes sizzling down
in savory steaming rivulets over the crack-
ling crust. But the best roasted, or rather
baked meat Iever tasted—Ifor all our oven-
cook2d meats are baked, not roasted—that
requires an open fire, the best I say, was
cooked in a device that is like a sheet-iron
box, which is not opened while the meat is
cooking, but simply turned around in the
oven so as to present all sides 1o the differ-
ent degrees of heat. In this the juices of
the meat rise and fall upon the crust, thus
doing its own basting, and by this means a
tough piece of meat can be made very
tender.

“]f yon were boiling meat you would
plunge your leg of mutton or corned beef
into boiling water, and then after a few
minutes push the pot aside and let it
simmer.  In the case of a very salt piece of
meat, it may be put on tbhe stove in cold
water and allowed to come to the boil, as
the salt keeps the juices in. ‘I'he best way
to cook salt meat is to pour off the water
and replace it with fresh water at the boil-
ing point. DBut meat should never be kept
at the boiling point. I'd as lief eat boiled
shoe-strings as a leg of mutton when un-
properly cooked.

“ But it is in regard to {rying that good
meat suffers most. A half-warmed pan and
poor drippings are answerable for much of
the dyspepsia that we hear about. The pan
should be very hot, the fat must smoke be-
fore the meat is put in, so that by quickly
cooking the outside you keep the juices in.
Do you know how the best broiled weat is
cooked? It’s by Pierre Blot’s famous re-
cipe. A frying-pan is heated red hot and
then wiped over with a piece of suet, the
steak, the chops or the piece of fowl
whisked in and covered with a tin pan or
pot-cover, uncovered only to turn the meat;
seasoned, and served with butter, it is de-
licious.”

THE TRAVELER’S TREE.

It Furnishes Fresh Water for Those Who
Are Thirsty.

#; EUROPEAN traveler, on his way
¢ ry from the coast of Madagascar to the
A% y capital in the interior, was suffering
from thirst, and finally asked one of the
natives of his party to huunt for a spring or
water-course.

“ There is neither within ten miles,” re-
plied the native. * But,” he added, with a
smwile at the traveler’s expression of despair,
** we can have water any time you wish it.”

He then conducted the white man to a
group of tall, palm-like trees, standing in a
cluster on the edge of the forest, with
straight trunks and bright green broad
leaves growing from the opposite sides of
the stalk, and making the tree appear like
a great fan. The white man gazed admir-
ingly at the tree.

*You think it is a fine tree,” said the na-
%ive.., “but I will show you what it is good
or.

He pierced one of the leaf-stems at the
point where it joined the tree with his
spear, whereupon a stream of clear water
spurted out, which the European caught in
his water-can and found cool, fresh and ex-
eellent to drink.

The party having satisfied their thirst
and taken supper, the native who had
spoken went on:

*This tree, which is good for us in more
ways than one, we call the traveler’s tree.”

** But where does the water come from
that this tree contains?” asked the white
man. *Is it from the soil?”

*On, no,” said the native. “The leaves
drink in the rain that falls on them, and
when it has passed all through them it be-
comes very pure and sweet.”—St. Louis
Globe-Demoerat.
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L LOVELY COMPLEXION

May Be Obtained by Every Healthy Woman,

MRS, GRAHAM'S
CUCUMBER
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* ELDER FLOWER
/7Y CREAM!
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7‘1 Fties fprakaces chould Be Used by AlL

The lady 18 much mistaken who thinks she has
thoroughly cieansed her face because she has just
washed it with water and soap. 7o provelt—liet her
then use a littie CUCUMBER AND ELDER
FLOWER CREAM, by rubbing it thoroughly in the
skin and then wiping the face well with atowel. The
result—as seen on the towej—proves it, Soap and
water scarcely remove the impurities from the sur-
face of the skin; they never penetrate and cleanse
the pores; besldes, soap Is a caustic, and dries and
withers and turns the skin dark, Indeed, many em-
inent dermatologists go so far as to declare that a
woman should never apply soap aud water to her
face if she wishes to preserve a fresh complexion
and youthiful ap;earance.

CUCUMBER AND ELDER FLOWER CREAM
possesses all the purifying and cleausing qualities
possible, It is composed of milk of almonds, jnlce
of eucumbers and extract of e!der flower, and con-
tains no vaseline, glycerine, anlmal fator other sub-
stance which wou'd in way dry, wither or
darken the skin or cause a growth of hair on the
face. It i3 neither greasy, clammy nor sticky. 1t
renders the skin beautifully pure, soft and of a
satin-like texture and bioom, keeping it free from
wrinkies, and youthful looking.

No lady’s toilet is complete v
Price per Bottle, :

Mrs. Gervalse Graham, at her establishment at 103
Post st., treats ies for moles, blackheads, pim-
ples, treckles, moth patches, rough or stippled or
too oily skin, for undue redness of the skin, for su-
perfiuous halr, for gray or falling hair, r the eye-
brows and lashes, for undeveloped forms, for too
much or too little tlesh, at all other blemishes of
face or figure. She occupies the whole building so
that ladies who cali will meet no one but Mrs, tira-
bham’s lady patrous. syr_

ON EXHIBITION THIS WEEK

A Young Lady with One Side of Her Face
Cleared of Freckles, Other Side as It
Was. Ladies Should Not Miss This Op-
portunity of Convincing Themselves
That Mme. Ruppert’s World-Renowned
Face Bleach will Do All Advertised.

MME. A. RUPPERT’S WORLD-RE-
NOWNED FACE BLEACH

3 NOT A COSMETIC, BUT A THOROUGH

cleanser of the compiexion, having the same ef-
fect on the face as our wearing apparel, by friction,
has on the rest of the body, thus gently removing
the dead, callous cuticle that covers the pores,
cleansing the latter of all poisonous fililugs and
drawling from beneath the skin all impurities or dis-
colorations that have been accumulating there for
years. Having this action, it caunot fail to clear
any skin and remove entirely freckles, moth-patch,
black-heads, chronie pimples, eczema, acne, rough-
ness and auy discolorations or blemish of the com-
plexion. FaceBleach has been thoroughly tested;
horrible complexions cleared by its usa for publie
inspection. Face tileach sent to any address on re-
ceipt of price: one bottle, $2; three bottles (usu-
ally required to clear the complexion), $5. Send
4 ceuts tor postage for comple particulars and
catalogue of wonderful Face Bleach. MADAME A,
RUPPERT, 121 Post street, rooms 7 and 8.
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TO THE YOUNG FACE

POZZORI'S

P R R TS

MEDICATED

I

Hl

Cives fresher Charms, to the
oid renewed youth.

TRY IT.

SOLD EVERYWHERRE.
mri1 Iy TaTnsa_

A BKin of Beauty is a Joy Foraver.
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD'S

«<x0riental Cream, or Magical Beautifierm

=a Removes Tan, Pimples,
RS S% g, Freckies, Moth - Patches,
B °g 89 Rash and Skin diseases,
;:5 P S and every blemish on
o T _._—,; beauty and de-
RP = 5o fies detection,
De—e = On its virtuas
Vo — BT it hasstood the
o A test of forty

years:no other
has, and is so
harmliess we
taste it to be

sure it Is prop-
erly made, Ace
cept no coun-
terfeit of simi-
lar name, The

said to a lady of the Aaut fon (a pati
ladiss will use them, I recornmend *
as the least harmful of all Skin preparatic
bottle will last six months, using it every day. Also
Poudre Subtlle removes superiuous hair withous
injury to the skin.
FERD T, HOPKINS, Prop'r, 37 Grest Jonesst.,N. Y,
For sale by all Druggists and Fauvy Goods Dealers
throughout the U. 8., Canadas a Europe,
B¥ Beware of Base imitations. $1000 Reward
«or arrest sad proof of any one selling the sams,
mr30 subMo 6p 1y

FASHIONABLE HAIR.

We will mail goods torelia-

ble parties thiroughout the

= - United States for approval
S /3{ The newest sty il best
. of goods at lowest prices.

No d untit

1 No obir

¢ wds 1f un-

sal ud for cire.

JOHN MEDINA,
463 Washington St.,
itoston. Mass,
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SIVEN SISTEIRS Wi

ITyERLAND
SISTE!

HAIR-CROWER.

ESeven Sutherland Sisters’ Scalp-Cleaner is the only
Dandruff Cure. For shampoolng it has no equal.

Prices—Hair-Grower $1, six bottles for $5; Scalp-
Cleaner, 50¢. >

SEVEN SUTHERLAND SISTERS, sole manufac-
turers and proprietors, 834 Market street, San
Francisco, Cal.

Maln office, 18 West Fourteenth street, New York,

No charge to see the Seven Sutherland Sisters.
Consultation free, je29 jy22¢

BADWAY’S
PILLS,

An excellent and mild Cathartic Purel
Vegetable. Taken according to :ng

ATH THY LONGEST ANC MOST

restore health and rene itality. Pri
$60n Box. Sold by all druggists. sel 1y S

LADIES,

A BOON FOR YOU!

ACCOMPLISHED AT LAST.

Ahsolute safety and the most perfect methed
—Dr.J. W. Kirkwood's Ladies’ Scientific Sne-
tion and Force Syringe. A Boon to Ladies.

Tndorsed by physicians and enthusiastieally
recommended by those who have used it.

Descriptive circulars sant on arplication to
any one sending their address and stamp.

Price, $5.

EIRKW0OD HARD RUBBER CO., Murphy
Building, Rooms 123 and 124, No. 1236 Market
street, San Francises.

Lady Agents wanted in every town.

jeS SuTatf

TO WEAK MERN

Buffering from the eflects of youthful erro em
decay, wasting weakness, lost manhood, ("L':.

gend a valoal
particulars for home cure, FREE

splendid medical work : should be read
man who is nervous and debilitated,
Prof. F.C. FOWLER, Moodus,Coun,
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