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WORKED DOWN,

The Reduacing of Flesh Is a Mat-
ter of Diet and System-
atie Exercise.
NECESSARY

NOT TO STARVE.

ons, Herbs, Acids, Drugs and

Nostrums Injurious—Not Neces.-
sary to Avoid Everything One
Likes—Bread the Most Fatten-
Diet.

ing Article of Modern
Flesh-Laden People.
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A coid rag placed on the
he brain, and it must be the
lant to change the cloth as
'm necessary to reduce
ture of the blood on its way to
lere the fleshi-luden patient is
for aun hour, if possible, perspiring at
pore, with the sensation of collapse
vy orzan. Whoever unpacks must be
ctim a massage treatmen
ient friction to stimula
heaithy action. To pi
> cold an application of alco-
I :ssentinl in cold weather.
e too weak to dress tor
urs, nourisiiment must be taken
» in bed, and it wiil be dapgerous to sup-
ae craving of the appetite. A cup of
the first thing; then a couple of
it of fresh fish or a couple of soft-
should be served and are prefer-
oiled steak, because they are a
smaller tax on the digestive organs.
stewed or fresh fruit will help as a stimu-
lant, and a piece of brown toast may be
taken -if there is a craving for bread. A
thin gruel or more soup is a much safer
drink than a stimulant. Properly given
reduce the weight thirty pounds;
t to' keep from regaining a regular system
of exerecise must be pursued. One of the
ng specialists in the treatment of obesi-
intains that diet has everything to do
th the discomfort vr inconvenience of
perfluous fat.
THE PROPER DIET.
* It-is gqnite impossible,” he savs, *“to give
ird and fast rules as to quantity and tiine
tting, as so much depends upon work,
e and abilify of persons to digest and
late food. That a diet of fish, fiuit,
its, milk, eggs, succulents and clieese will,
maintaiced, reduce the flesh without de-
ng the general health in the least 1
al experience. I know, too,
cure dyspepsia, improve the
1 he body and lengthen life.”
his revointion in the wode ot Living may
seim ke starvation, and will at first be at-
tended by prostrations, as every change is;
but the human stomach is man’s best and
most obedient slave, and can be trained to
est almost anything. All one needs is a
iency, and it does not make very much
Terence to the appetite whether the sup-
5 roast be-f and plum pudding or
ved prunes_or ‘soft-boiled eggs. Itisa
, however, that with exercise and what
led the “natural food” obesity can be
d. The desired rednction secured, the
orm of a mixed diet may be resumed,
provided the amount of exereise is increased.
The Duchess of Marlborough, Lillian Rus-
, Pauline Hall, Fanny Davenport and

@

Some

Isabelle Urquhart have demonstrated the

value of hunting, walking, cycling, rowing
and riding in subjugating the flesh. All of
e ladies have weighing machines, and
en a. pound too much is registered a
eral dose of exercise is taken atonce.
this metnod of weighing, watching and
tking these beautiful women regulate
fieir bulk to the very ounce of desire,—N.
. World.

CHARITABLE BIRDS.

Wonderful Perform.nces of Rooks That
Are Well-Established Facis.
-1 read with much interest in your last
issue, in Mr. Reid’s communication, the fol-
]o'wmg passage: "1 observed a curious
thing one day lately. Some food by some
gocd Christian had been thrown out to the
starving birds, when a rook came down and
fiew back to where he had left another rook
sitting In a very weak-looking condition,

and fed her with what he had picked up.
This he did twice in my sight before taking
anything to himself.”

1 had some time previousiy received from
a correspondent in Wales, a stranger to nme,
a precisely similar account of another of
these birds. *‘Oue day, in the Dbitterest of
the weather, when I am sure our friend, the
rook I have spoken of, was indeed reduced
to great extremities, the bird nevertheless
performed the following gocd deed: It
picked up a bit of bread, carriedit to another
rook, which sat on the terrace wall, too shy
to come nearer, and fed it there. Nor was
this after having satisGed its own hunger,
for it had only just alighted.”

When I put this little story down I had a
misgiving that any one who might nr.g:l it
would scarcely be disposed to believe it, as

bevond eredibility. I was therefore much
gratified at having so soon afterward seen
such an exactly similar fact recorded in cor-
roboration of it, as above. It was, indeed,
I think, a very touching incident, and one

to make every one, 1 should hope, who
reads it, have much goed feeling for all

God’s creatures.—London Spectator.
REDFERN'S
LATEST.

A Wrap That Was Completed for
a Titled American Lady.

It Is of Fale Grey Velcutine Quite Covered
With Embreidery—Scme I'ew Ideas in
Hats, in Velvets and in Felt.

JF:EW YORK, Oct. 1, 1890.—1t has been
B4 said, and probably with truth, that
v v11

Y “every F shman dearly loves a
f late years this has been in a
true of many Americans.
:onviction'that some such there

I umong our readers, we will treat
tl to-day to the description of a wrap
very recently completed for a titled Ameri-
can, a lady who was orce Miss Ward of
New York, but by the intervention of a
3 h hu-band was trausformed into the
ss Caraman Chimay.
s wrap is a coat of pale‘grey veloutine

1s quite covered with an elaborate
dery done in two shides of grey and
of steel cords. Over the el

which
embri

a mixture

se-

fitting sleeves, which are embroidered like
thie body of the coat, are hanging sleeves set
in with pleats on the shoulder and bordered
with bands of blue fox, to give the effect of

aceful short cloak worn by the Spanish
students.

it is Redfern’s desire to complete a
ime even to the very boots and shoes if
t+ customer will allow, he has created a little
hat to go with the above, is here
shown in the u tel

It is a small low turban with a brim
in curves over the forehead, and is made
velvet several shad s darker than co
A w bands of s

bent
of

couple of r tinsel
1

carel

ribbon are ly folded about the
erown, and a small dove-gray bird perches
at the back. The oth | is a large hat
of bei olored felt { ed up
closely at the v-ck and fiarin idely in the
front. A double twist of grenat velvet

wreathes the ¢

rown and there b sides, ¢
1l trimming of ostrich tips shading from
the dark red to pale tea-color on the ends.

Oue of these is curled under the brim to rest

In our other sketehes just received the hat
at the top is a dark blue feit, with a very
small erown, upon which is massed a buneh
of ribbon loops and a bright tan-colored
bird. In the center is a more dressy little
bonnet of petunia cloth, embroidered with
silver and banded with velvet. Tips of a
deeper shade curl over the crown at the
back and a small silver-gray bird guards the

front, 1 last cne is a comparatively
simple walking bhat of cadet blue felt,
trimmed with velvet of the same color and

a black bird. The brim slopes down in front
to quite cover the forehead, but is rolled ou

the sides and back. R.

BRIGHT PARAGRAPHS.

Four Doses as a Cure for Dys-
pepsina.
BY J. E. TOTHEROH.

Written for THE SUNDAY CALL.

She was young and pretty, and had been
waiting nearly an hour in the waiting-room
at the ferry, evidently looking for some one.
Presently a presumptuous young fellow who
had been intently watching ber movements
for some time walked up to her and said:

“ Pardon me, Miss, you seem to be disap-
pointed. Probably T might take the place
of vour absent companion?”’

‘You are very kind, sir,”” the young lady
remarked. “I think you will answer ad-
mirably. My pet monkey has strayed away
and a polieeman is looking for him. If he
don’t appear before the next boat leaves I'll
take you.”

HIS BROTHER-IN-LAW,

Benedict—Say, Markley, lend me a five
on the strength of our relationship.

Markley—Get out; you’re no relative of
mine.

Benedict—You’re wrong there. My wife
said she once promised to be a sister to you,
so I must be your brother-in-law.

SHE FILLED THE BILL.

Mrs. Yeagly advertised for a servant girl
with a retiring disposition. She engaged
the first one who applied, and on going into
the kitchen in the evening found the dishes
unwashed, the domestic having “retired” to
begd immediately after dinner.

UNDOUBTEDLY CORRECT,

A Sunday-school teacher, after relating to
her class of small boys the story of how
Moses obtained water from a rock in the
wilderness by striking it with his staff, said:

“Now, Jobnny, suppose we were all trav-
eling in a desert and our good minister was
to sirike a rock with his cane, do you think
we would get water from the stoue ?”

*“Naw,” said Johnny, “we’d get soup.”

IN PICTURESQUE
EUTIN, HOLSTEIN.

Where Carl Maria von Weber, {he
Great Composer, Lived,

A Lovely Spot That Once Held Many Famous
People as Dwellers in It—Its Wonder-
ful Gardens and Scenary,

music to know that on the 1st of July,

1390, the unveiling of the statue of one of
our greatest masters of musie, Cari Maria von
Weter, took place here at Eutin, his native
town, writes a correspondent from that place
to the St. Louis Post-Dispatch. Although at
the present time the name of this little city
does not venetrate from hemisphere to
hemisphere, no more attractive place could
have been found wherein to rear a memorial
to the great composar, nor cne around which

lgT is no doubt of interest to all lovers ot
¢

HOUSE IN

cluster more of
glerious da
name of Eutin. Therefore it may not be
amiss to write you about it.

reminiscences olden,

While the western portion of Bolstein
is made up of monoctonous marshes and
black heaths, the eastern part, the

land of Wagren, abounds with lively diver-
sion. Connected with each other through
the River Sehwentin, whi h flows into the
Bay of Kiel, a number of lovely lakes are
strurg side by side, interrupted by gently
undulating hiil-lands. A peculiar charm
and a profound peacefulness are poured
out over these silvery mirrors,
disturbed nothing but a noisy
swarm ducks - here and there
and the cries of the sea-gullls, which
nest in large numbers on the various
islands. On many cf these islands, like thesa
t ia the Sibberdo:f Lake for instance, one can
{ see thousands of these birds circling around
their nests, and the farmer is not at all
averse to notice them follow in the wake of
his plow, for they devour all the worms

by

of

THE OLD *“VOSS-HOUSE)»

which he up with the loose
earth. Soitly lisping, the dense reeds
rock gently to and fro on the pictur-
esque shores of the lake; the great
tree-tops of the beeches are reflected
in the crystal waters, and the boat ot
the fisherman glides gently over the
rivpling surface, the while he lures the
frisky trout from the depths below,

digs

Brricd in thick green folinge the little
town of Eutin lies between two of these
lakes. The tall, pointed spire of her cathe-

dral is visible from way beyond the hills.
On the peninsula, between the city and the
lake, stands a stately 2astle, which in its
present form dates bick to the seventeenth
century, when it was rebuilt after a fire had
destroyed the former structure. Old-time
trenches, constantly filled with water, sep-
arate the castle from the adjoining park,
which it the beginning of the eighteenth
century was laid out in the genuine French
style with closely eropped hedges, artificial
stitues of nymphs and other
mythologieal figures. In later years Duke
Peter transformed this park into an Enzlish
garden famons everywhere for its extrems
beauty; but its prime charm lies in its mag-
nificent linden avenue, through whose
leafy bonghs the sun paints golden lichts
upon the pathis below. The avenue
from tlie castle down to where the lake cuts

grotioes,

a deep bay into the land. Along its bank
winds the so-called ** Philosophen-steig”
(Philosphers’ Walk), hidden almost entirely
from view by the dense green of the over-
hanging branches. To every cosy nook of
the park a marble bench or a rustic seat has
been added, inviting the strolling foot to
tarry the while the enchanted eye peers
through the trellised framework on the
trees and lingers on the pretty “Pheasant
Island”” in the middle of the lake or on the
rich, flowered tapestry of the lawn which
leads toward the castle, Arbors, grottoes
and minarets abound —veritable dreamland
places, where the glare of day cannot pene-
trate.

During the eighteenth century Eutin was
the favorite residence place for the Bishops
of Lubeck, and it was here they gathered all
the members of their chapter around them.
But at the beginning of the Reformation the
bishopric gradually lost its ecclesiastical im-
portance, and was transformed into a prin-
cipality with the right of succession. Fried-
rich August, who was invested ith this
property by Emperor Joseph LI, as Duke of
Oldenburg, divided his stay between the
latter place and Eatin. Ile was followed by
Peter Friedrich Ludwig as Duke of Olden-
burg, and 1t was the latter who assembled
{ the celebrities of his day around his courtat
Eutin, and that was the time when it flour-
ished as it has never done since. In 1779
Peter called to Eutin Franz Anton Weber as
the leader of his newly established orches-
tra. Franz Anton was the father of the
famous Carl Marin, the composer of the im-
mortal opera *‘Freischuetz.”

In order to promo.e among bis subjects the
love and sense of art, Duke Peter invited

WHICH TISCHBEIN

than are awakened by the { the

the well-known landscape painter Strack to
make a visit at Eutin and also William
Tischbein, the genius of his day, who lived
there until his “death in 1829, [ wili only
mention a few of his most renowncd his-
torical paintings, whch are found at the
castie of Butin: ““Ajax, Tearing Cassandra
From the Altar of Pallas,” “Hector Taking
Leave of Andromache,” “Nausikaa,” *Ulys-
ses and Penelope,” *“Ajax and Ulysses
at the River Styx,” ete. 1n 1791 Peter ap-
pointed Count Friedrich Leopold von Stol-
berg President of the Ministry., Stelberg’s
name is prominent in literature., The rec-
tor-hip of the schools of Eutin was placed in
the hands of Johann Heinrich Voss, the im-
mortal translator of Homer. Besides these
there were many other celebrated person-
ages who lived there during a part of their
lives at least, attracted by the circle uf the
savants already mentioned, and by the gen-
erous patronage of Duke Peter, Gersten-
berg, for instance, the author of “Ugolino,”
Klopstock, the singer of the *“Messiah”’ and
later on Lavater, the great preacher and
physiognomist.

Exiles of the French revolution, too, found
a safe retreat at Eutin, among them the
Duke de Liancourt, General Lafayette and
his sister, and the Marquis de Montague, all
of whom welcome guests at the house of
Stolberg.

While, of course, many changes have
taken place since those days of glory and in-
tellectual power have passed over the hori-
zon of pretty Eutin, nature round about has
remained the same in all its charmiog

AND STOLBERG LIVED,
characteristics. From Eutin the way leads to
neighboring *“Gremsmuehle” through
the “Prinzenholz” (Prince’s timber), a fa-
vorite excursion point for the poets of
Eutin, and the ever memorable scene of
“oss” “Louise.” Here on the banks of the
‘Dieksee,”” where formerly stood a solitary
mill, pretty villas and hotels present now the
lively picture of a high-toned family resort.
On Whitsuntide Sunday a new railway
line was opened whieh conducts us past the
pretty village of Malente to one of the finest
hotels in Europe, built in royal castle styvle
—the Holsteiner Schweiz—which overlooks
the charming ‘*Kellersee” from a high,
thickly timbered bluff. Hill leans against
hill, lake joins lake, until the last
far-away mountain ridges and shining
water lines fade away in the
brilliant sunlight. Aboard the hand-
some little steamer Carl Maria von Weber,
we spin along the shores of the ** Kellersee,”
until we reach 1ts end, where, hidden from
view by a deep bay, lies the little village of
Sielbeck. A°few minutes’ walk and we are

beyeud the cirele of hills, in whose miast
gleams in profound solitude the “*Ukleisee,”
a body of water whose praises have often
been sung.

HOUSE

IN WHICH WEBER WAS BORN.
During bright nights, when the full moon
bathes ber visage in the silver-tinted waters,
the wmists which dance acro=s them appear
like floating elves with golden, glittering
hair ana the monotonous, plaintive whisper-
ing of the reeds narrates the ancient lore of
the handsome Prince who lived in the castle
by the lake, and who loved the forester’'s
pretty danghter and wooed her every night
under the sheltering branches of the beeches.
But one day there came a seductive Princess
to the castle and ler beauty and riches
lured the heart of the Prince away irom
his forest maiden. ‘I'he poor, forsaken
child of the beachwood grew melancholy,
and in her despair s nght death in the erys-

tal waters of the Uklei; and it is said
that on the day on which the faith-
less lover led the rich Princess to the
altar to Dbe wed, the waters of the
lake swelled to immense proportions.
burying in their angry foam chapel and

bride and bridegroom, and all the retinue
that stood in line to celebrate the event.
Aud to this day the initiated discovers dur-
ing moonlit nights the ringing of the bells
deep down in the bottomless pit of the lake.

From Sielbeck the road winds along the

THE OLD MILL,

banks of the Kellersea back toward Eutin
through the so-cailed **Dome,” a mighty
circle of beech trees, whose tops form the
arched outlines of a gothie cathedral, and
as we wander along this path more than one
charming fragment of the delightful en-
virons of Eutin passes before our wonder-
ing vision.

WHAT MUSTACHES TELL,
An Odd Syvstem of Character Reading
From the Hirsute Adornment.

There is a great deal of character in the
mustache, says the Northwest Magazine.
As the form of the upper lip and in the
regions about it has largely to do with the
feelings, pride, self-reliance, manliness,
vanity and other qualities that give self-
contrel, the mustache is more particularly
connected with the expression of those
qua!iti(-s or the reverse.

When the mustache is racged and, as it
were, flying hither and thither, there is a
lack of proper self-control, When it is
straight and orderly the reverse is thie case,
other thines, of course, taken into account.

If there is a tendency to curl at the outer
ends of the mustache there is a tendency to
ambition, vanity or display. When the
curl turns upward there is a geniality com-
bined with a leve of approbation; when the
inclination is downward there is a more
sedate turn of mind, not unaccompanied
with gloom.

It is worthy of remark that good-natured
men will, in playing with the mustache, in-
variably give it an upward inclination®
whereas cross-grained or morose men wiil
pull it obliguely downward.

A thief was tracked in New York the
other night by the trail he left of stolen sil-
Ver spoons,

GEMS IN VERSE.

Written for THE SuNDAY CALL.

IN SPANISH DAYXS.

TO JOSE.
SPANISH days, fair Spanish days!
Velled in romance’s magic haze,
Colored by fancies manifold,
Snining through mem’ry’s mists of gold;
E’en as I read of ye I sce
(As on a page of history)
The red-tiled churches, cross-crowned spires,
The neophytes, the gray robe of friars,
The stately groves of graceful palms,
The forts, the groups of men-at-arms,
The sunny skies (as blue as now),
The a2queducts, the rustic plow,
The clustering grapes, the olive trees,

Which shiver e’en in suinmer breeze, A

The mission ship San Carlos ride
At anchor ou the peaceful tide;
I hear the liquid Spanish tongue,
The sllver-throated chur.h-bells rung
The sound of merry dancing feet.
I smell the roses. pink and sweet,
Castile’s own roses, brought so far,
Ana listen to the soft guitar.
- * * % * " ¥
But these have passed, my dream is o’er;
The old, oid scenes can come no more;
Enveloped 1n time's mystit haze
Must they remain—those Spanish days.
Yet this remains, your ring, which glows
And o’er my hand its color throws;
This ruby circlet, still as bright,
As vivid as the rosy light—
Though worn and du!led, the rim of gold—
As 'twas in sunny days of old.
Dear friend. thy gift I'll keep always.
Memento sweet of ** Spanish days.”
Alameda, Cal., Sept. 50, 1550,

—_——

AWAY.

ANELEH,

The folls are idly crossed upon the wall,
Tied with a silken ribbon, soft and wide;

The color that his lady wears—fair blue.
Shakespeare, much read, alas! lies tossed aside,

I am the lady who the fair biue wears;
I am his heroine in Shakespeare's plays,
Often I've wielded one bright, steely foil,
Alone I dream away the autumn days.

Out from our home my hero brother’s gone;
Outto win bread, perhaps renown and fame,
Life thit was like one long, bright summer day,
Never azain can be to me the sawme,
October, 1590, GRACE HIBBARD,
A LSS
THE SEASONS.

Spring comes as a winsome, beautiful child,
Briuging tiny zephyrs, frollcsome, balmy and mild;
With baby tears—the sott-talling showers—

That kiss and cheer the daintlest, earliest flowers.

Now grown into summer, girlish and free,

Throwing, warm, sunuy glances o'er the
gemmed lea;

Charming and graceful; now modest, now bold.

Yet there blows not & breath that seems too cold,

flower-

Quickly follows autumn, all in brown and sage
As becomes womanhood in grave middle a
Gusty winds whirl the dead leaves and sway in the
alr

cnce leafy branches that are now gauntand
bare,

The

Until winter, wrinkled, feeble and old,

Bowed with many cares, and trembling with cold,
Throws o’er the earth solt snowy bands,

Then sllently, with thin, to!l-knotted hands
Covers her head and sorrow-scarred breast,

And sinks away to a well-carned rest.

Sleep peacefully, once happy year!
'11is the future, not you, that we fear.
What will it oring? How much withhold?
Wiil contentment come only when we are tired and
old? JETH BRAMBLE,
Halfmoon Bay, Cal., Sept., 1550,
T
IN cAmMP.

All that first night In camp I could not sleep,
Uneasy gladuess and anticipation deep

Of rare companionship with nature dwelt with me
And restfully I walted.

Came through the shadowed stlence to my ear

‘I he soothing voice of the stream caressing near
At hand the stones, the very air about its way.
Birds twittered in the boughs with early day,
And, too, a shy perfume of new-mown hay
Aud scent of grass and bush and earth—so rare
To my dulled senses—swelled on all the air.

With sun-up of the perfect summer day

Through the spicy wood’s dim belt I stole away,

Past the wistful horses tethered in the shade,

Whose cioudiess eyes for wood and me a mirror
made,

Silken skinned, sweet of breath, patient, still,

OUbedient and faithful, waiting a master’s will;

Past the wave-worn cliff, the npameiess, modest
streams,

And up the pauseless, climbing road that seems

Too narrow for the shaggy, short-necked teams

Aud freight of powdered, quivering grapes,

Fresh from the vineyard that the hill crest drapes

In changeless verdancy.

P'ast the sounding tlood a tangled bank pours out

Forman and beast—a kidden spring; about

Its sunless basin rocked a leaky pail;

Beneath the road to unseen ends the austere gale

Of waters swept: as though the hills, I thougut,

To compensate the weary climbersought

To keep this siinpie hospitality

Up to grassy suminils played on by the breeze

From the phautom laud of fog upou the seas,

0 sweet, sllent scene! Within my vision lay

A broad, checked landscape stretching away

Like fine fretwork under the misty morn—

Shorn fields, and vineyards and young corn—

That plenty promised. Downward gleamed the
shrives

The Fathers wisely built among their vines

That give such faultiess thanks for leave to live,

O mountains distant, with uprising fringed crown!

O hiils, purple-hued, flecked with green and brown !

O stream cmbowered. companion to grove and hills,

Flow on thy way, for thy murmuring fills

With joy my soul.

O delightfultender hour

Preceding each sun that opes the cleft-born flower

Leaning on its slenderstem toward that yellow light

That reddens the hazel clusters up each tangled
heigut.

Back from the pebbly strand unwitling sank

The busy stream, and from bauk to bank

Smooth stones a fording made

To where swept long boughs that opened out,

And ropes of siivery gray moss looped about

In festoons;: in the depths the first tide

Of dear wind came softly tossing the boughs aside,

Letting fail trembling shafts of light between

That pierced a delicate tracery of living green,

Where blushing maldens, beautiful and bright,

Always more charming in shaded light,

With eyes sparkiing and faces in smiles,

Tripped about through the shadowy aisles,

Or haunted the brooklet's fringed side

When the noonday heat was at high tide,

And the sun’s breath quivered o'er hill and grove;

When languished the plant world, and the dove

Aud hare a covert sought,

'Tis this hour that we delight

To linger and listen to the fall and flight

Of waters embowered in shadows deliciously cool,

Siuging and leaping from pool to pool;

Where swarm our stars that glimmering lay

teflected in the flood till light of day

Siniles out each littie silvery lamp

That vigll Keeps above tiie white-winged camp.

Octobey, 1690, Mgrs. E. L. BALLARD,
o

Jl:'.‘T]'JLh" OF 1THOUGHT.

Translated from the German of Ruckert,

On that which thou canst not possess
Thy gaze shall never dwell;

Ur yes—look close; thou wilt confess
Thou canst live without it well,

Woeunto him whose death-hour draweth nigh,
Who never love to any heart has given;

The beaker that passed the thirsty by,
And now in shards 1s riven.

Go search for the happy, if thou thyself artsad,

And lJet the joy of thy brother make thy heart
glad;

Seek the unfortunate, if luck from thee has flown'

Aud let this comfort thee—that thou art not alone.

Consider naught renains of
thou must part,

Save what a word or deed of thine wrote in some
human heart,

thee when from earth

He who wins not his son as friend finds to his cost,
The years of boyhood past, his child to him 1s lost.

In the days when my heart was glad,
The world upon me frowned;

And when I laugued she was sad—
From her dumb lips came no sound,

But when 'neath my sorrow I bowed,
She stood in her robe of pride;

And her laugh rang merry and loud,
While my tears 1 could not hide.

Now, in this strife Dame Nature wages,
Surely should be fairer play;
8o, If she smiles or if she rages,
I w.ll liugh alway. SELMA SCHMIDT.
San Francisco, Oct., 18%).
-

THE CALM.

BENEATH

Dear, it is bitter hard
To meet you coldly as each day goes by,
Know what the truth may be, yet act a lie;
To stlence tender words that might be said;
To mask the race always, lest it be read.
Dear, it Is bitter hara,

Dear, It is bitter hard,
More hard than you or others e’er may know,
To let the surface of a life still low
Unstirred above wild depths when one could
1ts maddening calm; yea, even [or your sake,
D ear, It is bitter bard,

Dear, it is bitter hard,
Those golden momeuts when we stand, alone,
To see your kind face grave and weary growu,
Yet stifle every gentle word, nor dare
To lay caressiug hands on brow or hatr.

Dear, it Is bitter hard,

Dear, it is bitter hard,
Harder than iife, and bitterer than death
To feel that sometime, when day’s dying breath
Flutters the shadows, 1 shall sit alone
And know you, with the past, forever gone,
Dear, it is bitter hard.

Dear, It is bitter bard,
This endless doubting. I, who love you so,
Knowing the folly of it, taln would throw
Your good God’s gifts before his feet, and cry

break

. “Life 1s s0 hard, have pity, let me dle.”

Yen, it is bitter hard,
September, 159, MiLLIE CLIFTON,

METAMORPHOSIS.

Narcissus, lovely youth, once on a time
‘When Pheebus round his form a halo shone,
Resolved at once, at Cytherea’s shine
To win the nymph he loved—and her alone.

In passing onward he chanc’'d by a well—

Quite curious like, down in its depths he gazed,
And there In love with his own image fe!l,

And lovingly his own great beauty praised.

The pure, clear water show’d his true reflex,
As in a looking-glass as truly seen;

And any matden’s heart ‘twould surely vex,
To see where Aphrodite’s hand had been.

No maid was destined e’er to be his bride,
For him the gods decreed a loftier fame:
At length he pined away, and when he died
Was turned Into the flower that bears his name,

O, modern maiden! do not miss vour chance,
Nor Jeave it to that grim eleventh hour;
Lest like the mald beguiled with Cupid’s prance,
You'll be tost—and he’il be turned a flower!
TaoMAs H, MATHIAS.
San Francisco, Sept. 30, 1590.
PR —

AN ANSWER.

* Was ever a belng so bright ?
Was ever a voice so light ?
Ever a soug so thrilling *
* * - L4 *
Ever a mind from care so free
As tihis musical brook in its path to the sea ?”
J. T, Copithorne in THE CALL.
Yes, brighter far than the brook.
Erighter than e’er its glowing look;
Sweeter, too, than the song
Hummed as it whirls along
On its serpentine road to the sea
Is a night of stars to me.
Up in the limitless space above
In martial lines they onward rove,
With twinkle of eyes and glimmering face
Into thereaims of boundless space.
£0 a brook in its path to the sea
I8 never so bright to me.
Journeying on to a solemn tune,
Onward led by the regent moon,
With a peaceful mind I watenh them march—
Froud as scoldiers 'neath triumphbal arch—
Till the rear at last glides soft away
And forth from the east comes the great king
Day.
Go! scan the sky, and the brook to the sea
Will be but a meager scene to thee!
San Francisco, 18%). J. VINCENT O'SULLIVAN.
S
A SHATTERED ROSEBUD.

Last Sabbath morn the summer sun
Shone down upon a garden fair;
A lily sweet, like white-robed nun,

Bent in the incense-laden air.

The jasmine shook Its sllver bells,
The violet trembled in its bed,

Forget-me-nots (rom leafy del!s
Auswered the blue sky overhead.

A butterfly with jeweled wing,
New broken from his gruesome coil,
A happy, freed and glorious thing,
Flew gladly from his earthly moil.

He hovered o’er a stately rose,
And lightly touched its loveliest bud;
Sudden as when the north wind blows
The petals fell, a snowy,shroud.

Last Sabbath morn the summer sun
Shone down upon a house so fair;

None deemed a specter pale and wan
Would dare unbid to enter there.

Whtle all around the house looked bright,
And heaven seemed bending but to bless;
Within was sorrow’s dark’uing night,
And bitter tears and sore distress,

A mother clasped in anguish keen
Her darling baby to bher breast,

And In her grief could scarcely ween,
Thnat God could give it better rest,

There to her side there gently stole
An unseen form in robes of white,
And bore away a cherub soul,
To bilssful realms of golden light,

So death had only power to rife
The shattered rosebud lying there;
The rare periume, the subtile life,
Sped to its maker like a prayer,

And through the ages long and dim,

Last Sabbath morn the sweet words came,
Of Jesus caliing unto him

The little ones in heaven to reign.

And he who watched the sparrow’s fall,
Aud richly clothed the lily frail,

Still listens to his children’s call,
While clouds of glory round him trail,

He wipes away the mourner's tears,
He bids all sorrow quickly cease;
He lights with joy the sable bier,
He welcomes to a land of peace.
San Francisco, Aug. 20, 18%. MARY E, SACHETT,
—_—————

WHICH?

A fairy rose on a slender throne
In a beautiful garden grew:

It waved and nodded in graceful mirth
All the daylight through.

So grand it looked in its dreamy pride
That the flowerets at its feet
Nodded assent to all its wants,
And lvoked quite demure and sweet,

But truly “pride hath a fail,’ as 'tis said.
For the beautiful rose had withered away,

And its waxen leaves lay scattered about,
Like the “sileut suow” of another day.

Hard Ly the dead rose was a pansy flower,
With vright little eves of velvety blue;
Not a mark or trace of this borrowed pride

On its perfect features grew.

Neither the sun, nor the wind, nor the shower
Could mar its sturdy grace;
And when it breathed to God its humble
prayer,
There was peace on its upturned face.

My dear, ip your moments of reverie
Which will you choose of these two—

The rose with its deadened rose-ieaves,
Or the pansy of braver hue ?

‘Which can truly say to its master,
** O Lord, 1 have accomplished for you
1he work, and the deed, and the labor—
All that I had promised to do ?”’
San Francisco, September, 189). ALMA ALDEN.
—_—————
TO ONE BEREAVED.
No longer weep! Oh, sorrow-laden friend!
Nay, lift thy tear-dimmed face 10 heaven and
smile,
For thy beloved has only gone before
And thou wilt foilow in a little while—
Wilt follow to that bright and happy home
Where all our trials and our tears shall cease;
Where souls are ever filled with joys celestial
And over a'l doth reign the ** Prince of Peace.”
There doth thine own dear loved one wait for thee,
With radiant eyes, upon the shining strand
To welcome thee, with sweet and teuder words
Unto that fair—that biessed ** Heavenly Land.”
San Fyancisco, Sept. 50, 159, LYNN DARE.

JAPANEKESE DRESS.

Both Sexes Wear the Same Kind of Out-
side Garment.

The Japanese dress is easily deseribed. It
consists of a series of loose wrappings, with
a gown (kimono) over all, common to both
sexes, The distinguishing feature between
them lies in the “‘obi” or girdle, worn by the
women. Itis wrapped round the waist and
tied into a bow at the back. ‘Though usually
worn of one subdued color, the holiday

Japanese Pillow.

“obi” is a very elaborate affair. The rich
embroidery which adorns it is of the very
best material that the purses of the wearers
will afford. It is really the only part of
their costume which gives them scope for
display, with the exception, perhaps, of
their head-dress.

The head-dress is a most elaborate affair,
built on a foundation of eardboard, which is
blackened ; the hair, being passed over it, is
then smoothed down and well oiled. and
into it they put flowers, combs, faney pins
and other small articles intended to heighten
their personal attractions, The result
is frequently an artistic triomph, It
is a tedious process, and perhaps for this
reason habit has taught them to sleep with-
out soft pillows, instead of which they use a
round piece of wood, like a rolling-pin,
about eight inches long, supported on two
wooden feet, and with a hollow for the neck
to lie in; so by these means the ladies are
able to leave their hair untouched for sever-
al days, as at night it does not become at all
disarranged ; and for that consideration, of
cowrse, they can reconcile themselves to the
use of the wooden pillow—St. Louis Globe-
Democrat.

If a man calls you a jibnose,,nl you are
a Republican, never mind. H& simply has
anew word and doesn’t know how to use it.
But if a man cal's you a jiboose and you are
a Democrat and of the milk and water
variety, then smash him or not_as you
please, for a jiboose is “a professed” Demo-
crat who is better and purer than his party,
in his own estimation, and is loaded with a
set of prize-package principles which can
never be put into practice,”

AS THE CURTAIN
ROLLS DOWN.

Incidents and Anecdotes of the
‘¢ Passion Play’’ This Year.

The Financial Aspect of It and What Becomes
of the Monsy Made—The Salaries of the
Players—Mayer’s Donkey.

o TATION Oberan; it is there where
S ‘ the Oberammergau tourist takes
=) leave of the crowded railroad car
and consigns himsell and his chattels to one
of aline of vehieles, the diversity of which
is simply astounding. My traveling com-
panion counted 183 different specimens which
we met on the new road that leads past the
old monastery of Ettal—yellow omnibuses
with hard, uncomfortable wooden seats;
elegant private equipages of all descriptions;
light, quickly traveling buggies, peasant
wagons and carts. And as to their contents,
it was a perfect defile of the various types
and nationalities of the Passion guests.
The sturdy peasant from Lower Ba-
varia in his long black Sunday coat, with
the silver coins in place where buttons aught
to be, sits tranquilly by the side of a pretty
young girl from Munich; the puff-sleeved

- charming little seene.

gant, and the way of getting to them is
thing like our illustration of the “Pe
Ascent.”” Up to the middle of June e
these two little old womsen. had - t:]
in, in all, 12 marks feor the accommodatioas: -
given to strangers. o

“If I ean make as much as 50 or 80 marks ...

I’'ll thank the good Lord from tha Lsttom of
my heart, for Ican live on it all wnter:”
said one of them to me in her simple, naive -
way. : AR S

The community itself reckons with .other.
sums. Every fime the theater is sold-out-
there is an income of 20,000 marks. With
the extra performance the income from this: -
source may reach 600,000 marks. To this
may be added the sum of 35,000 marks, which:
a Vienna firm has pa:d for the privilege of
the photographic monopoly, and a few minor:
items.  With this sum eunormous outlays
must be met—=200,000 marks for tha new
theater, machines and decorations, etes,
which Lautenschlaeger has put up for them.

The salaries which the players receive are
but nominal. They are intended simply as
an indemnity for the time lost from theic
daily labors and the expensas connected
therewitlr. In 1880 Christus-Mayar received
1000 marks or $250; Pilate was paid 200
marks, and Caiaphas, who also filis the difli-
cult position of manager of the play, was
allotted 800 marks. Beginning with 30 marks
for children and “supes,” the salaries rengs
-all the way up to 600 marks. For this small
compensation the actors are compelléd to
play some forty different times from:8
o’clock in the morning until 5 o’clock in thé
evening, in good or bad weather, and always
under the open sky.

How closely allied these people are with
the * Passicn Play” I found illustrated by-a
In other places; fo'=
lowing the spirit of the times, ths childr
play soldiers; here they play ‘* passion:’*-.
Several little lads had made a eross, which. =

one, imitating the Christ, carried on tho

AIRING THE FEATHER-BEDS.
farmer’s wife from Sunabia nods beside the
English reverend in somber black broad-
cloth, and the country pastor and the Dame
de la Mode, the duae and the simple, modest
burgher and Albion’s yellow-haired, red-
faced son in an array which reminds us of
De Fregger’s “city swell,”” and the swarthy,
dark-haired slave from the Russian prov-
inces; the money-scattering American and
the thrifty small merchant from the interior.
A curious, interesting mixture, one and all,
attracted by the remarkable and unique
play performed by the quaint mountain
folks.

As the road grows steeper we alighted oc-
cacionally from our primitive conveyance
to relieve the brave steea, which we have
hired at Murnau. The first thing we did
when we arrived at our destination, writes a
correspondent to the St. Louis Post-Dis-
pateh, was to repair to the house of *‘Caia-
phas,”” in ordinary life the ‘“‘Herr Burgo-
master Lang,” in order to find quarters and
engage seats for the perfermance. We
entered a room, in which the high priest
conducts his grocery store. In the middle
of the room before a large table sat Miss
Rose, the Mother Mary of 1890; heaped up
before her weie piles of letters and tele-
grams. **This is my daily task,” explains
she, divining our astonished, questioning
look, with the same patient mien and plain-
tive, touching voice of a Mater Dolorosa

which she has taken with her into her daily
life. Thavillage itself presented a holiday ap-
pearance. Its principal streets looked like
those almost of a well-frequented summer
resort, but in its byways it has preserved
the character of the simple village that is
clean and tidy everywhere. Like the chalets
of the Tyrol, the houses of Overammergau
are decorated with images of saints. The
colors are fresh and new, the walls are
nicely whitened. It is obvious at a glance
that the village has donned its best toilet in
honor of the visitors, Many of the villagers
have turned their houses into hotels, restay-
rants, pensions—and I have even seen a
“boarding-hcuse’ sign. There are cafes,
confectioneries and other exotic herbs, re-
minding one of the city and cosmopolitan
life, but upon closer inspection all these lo-
calities develop into rejuvenated country
inns, despite the swallow-tailed waiters,
“‘gorgeous’’ bills of fare and, horrible dietu,
“drop-a-nickel-in-the-slot” chocolate auto-
matons.

Near the Passion Theater a little city of
booths has sprung up, where photographs of
the *““Passion Play” and the village and its
environments are sold, besides all kinds of
mementos, prineipally wood earvings and
viands of all descriptions, from the erisp,
brown chicken roasted on the spit to the sau-
sage, which frizzles in the fat in the big
black pan. What a multi-colored, tumultu-
ous, busy picture this is on thedays on which
the play takes place, but only on those days.
On off days the viliage subsides into quiet
stillness; the booths are closed and emptied
of their contents, the hotels are dead, the
porters and waiters spend their time in play-
ing cards, the handred various vehicles seem
to have been swept from the face of the carth.

On Friday the first installment of visitors
arrives. On Saturday they come in droves,
the taverns and inns begin to swarm, every
available space is occupied. The villags,
which numbers about 1300 inhabitants, is
prepared to furnish with beds at least 3000
strangers, while as many more can be stowed
away on maitresses, straw-beds and in hay-
lofts. The contingent which arrives on
Sunday morning is mostly -composed of the
peasants of the neizhboring country, inter-
spersed with a fair sprinkling of tourists
from Munich, which, as we know, is the
capital of the land, close by.

The play is scarcely over when the hnge
structure pours forth its flood of human
beings, who make a break for their re-
spective vehicles, which form a perfect bul-
wark from the theater to the church. These
scenes are repeated on Monday and Tuesday
morning, but on Wednesday and Thuarsday
the place is wrapped in profound peaceful-
ness.

Now let me say a word about the whine
and cry of certain correspondents on the
modernization of the village, the straying
away from the customs and habits of the
fathers. That is all bosh. Because the

place has advanced a_step or two since 1880,

ecause a few smoked -Dbegrimed ceilings
have been freshly whitened, and several
sheds have been rebuilt into habitable
rooms, because there are one or two foreiga
signboards, gotten up for the benefit of
strangers and the spoilt city man, these sen-
timental gentlemen sct up a howl about the
lost ideals. They came here with the ex-
pectation of finding everything as it was ten
or twenty years ago. ‘I'he villagers are as
quaint, simple and earnest as ever, like all
the rest of the Alpine folks round about,
despite the fooltsh cult with which senti-
mental Enghsh women surround the *Chris-
tus-Meyer.”

To cite a touching little example in proof of
my statement, two poor old widows inhabit
a little liouse which belongs to the commu-
nity, One of them, a pauper, is permitted
to live there rent free; the other pays 36
marks ($11) a year. The beds which they
reut out to strangers are by no means ele-

GOING TO THE THEATER,

way to Golgotha, while a second assumed
the part of Caiaphas and a third played-thie
Roman. All this was done with so much
touching self-oblivion and childish- inne=
cence that it destroyved every thought of a
profanati-n of the holy act.

Since 1870 Christus-Mayer has affixed his
autograph to his pictures mere than: 9000
times. If he had a thousand heads instead
of one there would not have been a single
hair left on any of them had he vieldéd to
every request for a tiny curl of his hair.”

The little anecdote of the denkey, on
which Christus-Mayer rode info Jerusalem
during the play of 1850 bears repeating. ~An
enthusiastic Englishwoman bought the ani-
mal from Mayer. For years she wrote to
him rezularly about the health and ‘éondi-
tion of the donkey; at last came the: sad
news of its.death. **The dear little donkey
died,” she wroté. ‘“*‘We have buried::it in
the garden: Peace be to its ashes.”’

The exterior of the players has much::to
do with their selection for the different
parts, which rests in the hands of a commit=
tee of twelve. This vear the committes has
been unexceptionally fortanate in-its selee-
tions. ‘T'ne part of Mary is executed splen-
didly by a new artist. Itis said thatit-has
never been represented better.  John:and
Herod are fine. - Frau von Hillern; tlia. wall-
known author of “Geyer-Wally' and **Au
Kreuz,” her latest novel, based -upon - the
“Passion Play,” assures ‘me that:whatever
Mayer may have lost in outward appearance
by advancing years, he has gained: within.

e has never represented. Christ with so
much perfect finish, and 1 can easily com-
prehend how this man, at the noon-tide of:

A TYPICAL LODGING.

his life, who must have carried many an
invisible cross and crown of thorns, can
fully and wholly represent the sufferings of
the Savior. :

A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever. - .
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Coughs, Sore Throat, Bronchitis,
Hoarseness, Croup, Whooping Cough,
Asthma, Influenza and Consumption
yield at once to the wonderful power of this
remedy. None genuine unless signed :

WILD GHERRY

FASHIONABLE HAIR.

We will mall goods to relia-
ble parties throughout the
_United States for approval. -
The newest styles and best
of goods at lowest prices.
No money required until |
they are recelved. No obli-
gation to keep goods If un.
sgtisfactory. nd for eirc.

JOHN MEDINA,"
’ 463 Washington St., .-
Boston, Mass,
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