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10 THE SWEET 0D

MANSE OF FASNARYLE

a Wagonetie, Rolling Heavily
Away Toward a Region of

Silenee Eternal.

GRAND

SCOTTISH HIGHLANDS.

A Wedding That Was Spoiling for
Want of a
Cycling Preacher Who Was In-

iarry a Couple—Ser-

“ Meenister "—A

duced to

[ if y

speaking in a strange, weird tongue, ana we
rolled rapidly along through a strange,
weird country. Every soul of the dozen or
more within the wagonette, but myself,
spoke the Gaelic tongue, and not a word
was spoken during the entire journey in En-
glish, save when I was addressed. It
was an immediate revelation of a condi-
tion of things in the Highlands
which even intelligent Scotchmen in
the large lowland eities are unacquainted
with, or affeet to be iznorant of. From
every source of book, newspaper and oral
infarmation outside the Highlands you
gain the impression that the Gaelic lan-
guage is dead; that perhaps .smnv\\'l!vre
ameng the peat and mi=ts of inaccessible

peaks in Donegal and Connaught in lre-
land. or of Sutherland, Ross, Skye and

the Hebrides in Scotland, there are a few
old men snd women who have retained a
few words of a ianguage once common fo
the Cymric Celts; indeed, that the Gaelic
Japguage, with the crumbling remains of the
gloricus antiquities of Ireland and Scotland,
are but the fabrics of zealots’ dreams. DBut
u will come far enough vou will find
lanzuage in all its original richness,
r and power, and will be astounded to
1 that every soul in many distriets in
Ireland and, geographicaily, in the larger
portion of Scotland, speak it every waking
hour of their lives precisely as their fore-
fathers spoke it for unkoown cyecies ol years
before them.

“Oh. ves.”
Oh, yes,

explained my friend, ‘‘we are

all Gaelic north of Perthshire and
Aberdeenshir and in all the outlying
islands.”” And then modestly, and as
though there might be something of the lin-
| gering old Jacobitic. sedition in it: *

mons in the Gaelic Tongue.
Singing The Misty Dell”.
Five Little Flaxen Heads Bob |
Up.
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1 vehicle. Once under the eoid clan
was peopled with a grand and

wee, From clearance after clearance

v na eviction it is now more

1 tthan when skin-clad helots

1 1n 1ts stratt

s and glens and savage |

rites were celebrated within its olden |

les and clachans. To-day its

ths and bridle-patlis are given over

Very |

he game-keeper, the gillie and the red
Perhaps a hundred grave-faced er s
every hundred square miles of |
Landlordism has exterminated -

hole race has been plan-

remnants of these peo-

. INJUSTICE AND LOSS,

y mountain eeries which gave
coach-load was completely
O e, grave fellow wa A
tl i1 a little forgze far up

| starved along, now
blet of work in sheeing

man held a few acres of
1 eary old inn at the edge of tl
tr - lly »s loitered and

t odd intervals,
or accident of re-

, from freak
ung a few pon

at the gentry’s hanting |

g o I'hree were crofters pure |
i o’ Shanter hats, bushy
bloodless faces, a

e far ¢
ve the rid
al i stehed There
1 O was a cotter’s wife, miser-
h an ailing child whieh had
score of miles to Beauly that a
ht see it, as no doctor lived in |
region from sea to sea. The
s a scragey “old guidwife, travel- |
worn, but bravely making her way back to
some Highland eroft, with a few pounds in
er pocket from among the herring-euring

it Wick or Lerwick in Shetland.
he had earned would keep the thatch

nily’s heads another year. An-
leek and well-fed. was from

1outh’s great polled Angus
S and lodge, far up the
till another was a s

dealt in “sweeties "’
a little hut by Fas ]
‘n there was the driver,

hecanse

tl-ponches; 1

. and, to complet the party,
ngside myself the Rev. fenzie, i
my panion, Free Ct r to the | §

f in Grand Strat s and resident

ee Church w Fasnakyle.
i v [ came to be a guest of this man
'

f
yoted and sacrificial life among
these tempest-ridden m
humor in it worth the
1ad been cyeling in Norway,
o to Scotland,
lel | whieh housed me in Edinburgh
With like sympathies and longings to know
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Alloa,

1ls, with kith and kin, and their par- |

i 2 ferry, and everythir
e 1ld bex ed if my friend
coom awa doon roffee-room an’
£ 1 - ’
N It was
n. Besides, how did he know
“right in their Jines.” Bat |

iandlady had him there. She

id been a l-teacher; had

*“lines 7 herself; !
pair 1to succor on that score.
No, again; because he had. been eycling,

7 an knickerboek to
ever heard of a el ;

burying

1
black? 1

nybody without
)

3ut I had

k ¢ t of my own. sut ob,

e ity! ha had no wil collar

1 el ben I cornered bim again;

i w with a Yankee paper collar and
ha’penny white muslin tie; and we were

A re of vietory, for unier these con-

d ns we got him to the landing below.
flere he balked completely, On how
ght a thread hung the fate of this
wretched eouple then! He had net the
i of service with him, and proceeding

without it was utterly out of the question,
I those second-hand books, tnis time
the recourse. I bade the land-
man of prayer, and with vis-
ss and the aroma of a scorching
ner prompting, she held him like a vise.
a moment more I had bounded to my
, with emotions of defeat, hope, vie-
ry, had swept my eyes along the mil-
ed covers of my second-hand books, and
I3 iced with exultant delight upon
littie own veolume of 1856, *“Ander-
on’s  Minister's Directory.” Bounding
mek to our captured ‘' meenister,” |
placed this in bhis hands, opened at page
11, and before he could offer further protest
that vigorous Seoteh landlady and myself
id him in front of the biushing bride and
ridegroom, perspiring through an Estab-
lished Chureh form of marriage ceremony ;
and in 10 minutes time Isabella McCarthy

roon

Camweron apd Charles Macdonald, burgh
ud parish of Alloa, shire of Clackman-
nan, Kingdom of Seotland, were made
man and wife; I had set my
name down with boldness and flourish

one of the witnesses ; the * rosy cheekit”

Alloa girls accompanying the pair baa hus-
ed the bride until the window panpes rat-
I, for the one first rubbing her left shoul-

r will first be married ; with laughter and
est and many a sally at the eaptured parson,
we all partook of the wedding dinner, done
to a ture, and all the more graciously served
as the landlady got two prices for

AT LEAST TWO PLATES OT IT.

A}l_\' friend surely got a sovereign for his
eénforced clerical labors; and I, with the
good fortune ever favoring those who rescue
love-lorn folk from plight and distress, was,
In turn, perforce made to come to the glori-
ous North with my home in a sweet old
imanse where I could see, for so long as my
fanecy willed, life as it truly is in the very
jnn!{t of the remotest Highlands of Scot-
iana.

It was a strange, weird coach-load of folk,

| mail-ponehes
| by.

preach to my people in Gaelic every other
Sunday.”

“And do

they all understand it?"”

“Understand it! They will tell you that
Adam spoke Gaelie; that the Seripture can
De

lone properly expounded in Gaelic; my
clish serm re given to empty benches:
the Gaelie Sand: 1 ers from
twenty miles awa fuace is a

s bring

every

pictare of radiant even to

B SR rrad i LT

thie last one of th dogs!®”
Bless them ir tradilions

for below and
yme a roar of seng that
ugzir the glens and passes.

and langnage, | be S0

behind us ti
echoed wildly

They had wora out the
IMEEADBARE
Of Strathglass, and, as all without excep-
tion had had tbe cockles of their bearts
warmed i

GOSSIP

a cinderin
as the Highlanders affection-

little this day by

"

a drop of peat whisky, moodiness
and silence, after *the ceilidh” or gossiping

was exhausted, were suceeeded by hmpetu-

ous song. °*Coire Cheathaich”™ was the
name of the first one they sang, and the very
title. from coire (kettle) and cheathaich

, vapory). or * The Misty Dell,”’ as
o a loved Hig nd valley or hollow,
strative of the exquisitely poetae siz-
nificance words in all Gaeli¢ original.
Here is the first stanza:

(stear
app

h SW P
rIlove dearand well;

wing,

e lithe graceful

rn soon!”

said my friend

with & grimace of resigna-

“It will be my tu

in a whisper and
tion.
“Your tar:

“They w tire of their ‘Misty Dell’
shortiy, and then every one, women and all,
will begin such a doetrinal exposition

ld you hear it in Eng
littlte less than as

1y Hock, and indeed
1 0 get their mioister
wind harry him a listle. All
nmen ars rn disputants. Add a little
the right kind of tiame to their zeal and
re masters of One glass
» of my people a do nal enthus-
to expounding the most

Seot

polemics.

7o, sets him

1 it theologie problem; and ymetimes

think, with another he would stop c¢n his
)A 3

and engage St. Peter him-

His prediction was a true ona. On» by
they approached the c ] snbject.

y wera answered ily and silenced.
 few more bars ot the “Misty Dell”’
leashed in joyous, uneven measure
ined 1 two or

3 it were, and set upon
ank movement of doc-
trinal problems that kept best wits
flashing to meet and parry. Then they
would subside again and another song, in
ise of Lord Lovat, the jovs the Lovat
chase, hospitalities and all,

d major

hi
1S

e
irned, all the rami-
oken Covenant” were

nderful vigor, and this

assault I turn g nlace to

INTERLUDE,

Or truce, i e entire party, minister
and r with great vehemence and
feeling * Nan Gaidheal,” *“The Cry
of the if they had gathered
; nze notes of this lam-
h-load, driver and
ried at him
toption”” and

f argamenta-
to it besides.
vigorous Iigh-
the lurching of

ding their
shoulders to
each almost
assertions in a
ish ears, and all
nce or hurling
with a half-

tive Iienzy.
To sece more

i axes of elos
hunderbolts of doctrinal logie,
led ““Nis! Nis” (Now! now!"”) as some
-ularly effective point was made: and

all, to one unused to their innocent ways,
apparently ready to annihilate my minis-
terial friend to whom they were all de-

votedly attached, and who finally sank help-
less under the tempest of oratory; was to
know, witham yus thrill of delight, that
there is one place in the world where the
preacher it still and writhe, even as
long-suffer rishioners, under his own
ed to be heaped up and
mn him like the bread upon
returneth after many

teachings,
poured back up
the waters which
days.

But far up the strath our horses were
lachan. Then here and
here foot-paths turned to the heights
above or the valley beneath, peasant due-
trinariss one by one descended and disap-
peared with a departing shot of Secriptural
ferocity, er ‘and fiercer than all the
granite crags above us. The shadows crept
in and were marshaled in dark phalanxes

in the strathi-bed far down there, thousands

of feet below. The rive y broad and

glassy, now a foaming to and again a
.

1, Hl!}' discloser Its
course in Hints of great hunt-
ing-lodges, casties, were revealed
by ghostly turrets which were sharply cut
against the leaden sky above the darkeniag
trees, or by tremendous gates before great
avenues of sycamores, or by liveried servi-
tors standing at the roadside to cateh the
flung t we rattled

feathery

to them as
And, finally, five littie flaxen heads,
appatition-like, bobbing beside the coach,

{ and erowing and shouting to the * Pappy”’

| heart of

beside me, told

Grand

me we were at last in the
Strathglass, and that the

great square pile behind the larches, from
| which the weleoming lamp and fire light

on saw him clapped inside a |

shone, was the sweet old Manse of Fasua-
kyle, where, for a little, a Yankee pilgrim
was to find a hospitable Highland home.

¥ Copyright, 1590. Epcar L. WAKEMAN,

THE BLIND SOLDIER.

He Tells What He Saw Last at the Battle
of Gettyshurg.

During the National Encampment in Bos-
ton an old comrade with silvery hair was
led into the Cyclorama of Gettysburg by a
bright-faced little miss. The old man sat
down while the child described to him the
features of the picture. Occasionally he
asked her a question and slowly shook bis
head as if in doubt of the accuracy of her
account, She had described to him in her
own way the onrush of picket men and the
hand-to-hand conflicts at the stone wall,
where the Maine veterans met the charge of
the Southerners, when he asked: * But
where’s the artillery, May?”

““Oh, you mean the big guns.
over there on the hill in a row.”

“ Allin a row ?” he asked.

“Yes,” she replied.

He shook his head. * Look around,” said
he. * 'I'here must be some more that are not
in line.”

*Yes.” said, there are some more
down lere, but they are all upset; I guess
they’re burst.”

* I3 that where the men are coming over
the wall?”

“ Yes, grandpa.”

*“Is there a grove of trees?”

*Yes, it-seems to be full of men, but the
smoke is so thiek you can’t see them.”

“Oh, Isze them,” he eried. .

The little girl replied, **On, no, grandpa,
you ean’t see them.”

“ Yes, I can,” cried the old soldier; “Ican
see the men, the grove, and the broken can-
non lying about.”

The child looked at him in irnocent sur-
prise and said, ** Yon are joking, grandpa.””

“No, my dear,” repiied the old man.
“No. Thatwas the last thing [ ever saw.
There was a caisson exploded there just this
side of the stone wall, and that was the last
teriible picture I ever saw, for it was then
that I lost my eye-sight, and 1 have never
got the picture out of my mind.”—Portland
(Me.) Telegram.
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Book agents are now excluded from Bucks
County, Pa.

PHOTUGRAPHING
A BIG BLAST.

Snap Shot at Ten Paces From a
Ledge Shatiered by Dynamite.

The Extraordipary Nerve Displayed by Dr.
George H. Bailey an Amateur Camera
Artist of Bcston.

é‘q.{d SPECTAL from Boston to the New
b ¥ York Sun tells of the extraordinary
( _‘3 daring of an amateur photographer
oi that city, Dr. George H. Bailey. Dr.
Bailey, it says, is

possessed of more

o ) ¢
i S NS S,

meted out to
offensive type
but the gen-

nerve than is generally
ma kid It Is not the
that is sometimes seen,
uine variety called pluck. Dr. Bailey is
an enthusiastic photographer. He doesn’t
claim to be a professional, but his work
would compare favorably with the best. He
hias been interested in this pastime about
two years only, but he has mastered all the
mysteries of the trade, and can snatch a

just in time to escape a big fragment of rock
that weighed about a ton. Of eourse he
rescued the camera. It was a mighty tic k-
list position in which Dr, Bailey found him-
self, but he kept cool and he “has the satis-
faction of knowing that he possesses the
(nly perfect pieture of an explosien of dy-
namite.

The ledgze that was shattered is located at
Savin Hili, Dorchester. 1t is being leveled
for building purposes. The part that was
biown up measured about 125x100 feet. In
this mass of rock sixty holes were bored,
each about ten feet deep, and then 235
rounds of dynamite was planted therein.
Dr. Bailey had kept track of these opera-
tions and was on hand when the time came
for applying the electric spark. He placed
his camera opposite a small grove of pine
trees, which were destined to shoot heaven-
ward, and first took a sketeh of tihe scene
“before using.” Mr. G. H. Putney, the
contractor, at the last minute urged Dr.
Bailey to abandon his scheme, for he consid-
ered it suicidal to stand so close to the blast.
But the doctor was not to be dissuaded by
the fear of bodily harm. He de-lared that
b he eould dodge apy reck that might come 1o

his direction, and told the contractor to turn

| on the eleetrieity. Owing to the extreme

| size of the blast it was impossible to anply

the customary safeguards against flying

} debris. No covering of logs could be spread
over the area as is done in smaller blasts.

When all was ready the electric current

was applied. There was agrinding, crunch-

ing sound throughout the ledge, and great

‘ chunks of rock were split from the ledue,

l many of them weighing tons each, and lifted

Clouds

heavily and sluggishly into the air.

DUERING.

likeness of anything from astationary house
to a flash of lightning. He has even become
such an exper. that he has manufactured
his own camera, and naturally he thinks it
is the best in existence.

His latest sueeess in the photographie line
was the picture of a tremendous blast in
which 230 pounds of dynamite was used. In
order to get the best results it was necessary
to place the camera thirty feet from the
scene of the explosion. Any one who knows

of smoke and dust rushed from the crevices,
and above the whole mass of disrunted soil
three or four pine trees reared their tops
about forty feet higher than they ever did
before or ever will again. Just at that in-
stant, when the air was full of flying rocks
and dust and trees, Dr. Bailey gave a little
turn of the wrist and imprisoned an image
of the scene on the sensitive plate within
tbhe camera. Then he had to think of him-
self. Small fragments of rock were falling
around him, and he saw a biz rock taking a
bee-line for his territory. He didn’t stop a

AFTER.

the extracrdinary precautions, taken by men
who blast out ledges will realize how much
“sand” it required to stand unprotected
only thirty feet from the spot to be shat-
tered. Ordinarily the workmen retire to po-
sitions of safety more than 100 feet distant,
and get behind a fence or tree, even at that
distanee. But Dr. Bailey was willing to
risk his life in the interest of scienes, and,
standing in the full view of the explosion,
he caught in his camera a perfect picture of

! minute to dispute over the possession of the
ground, but decamped unceremoniously,
and was covered by the dust raised by the
rock when it landed just where he had been
standing but a few seconds before. Butthe
enterprising photogranher didn’t mind a lit-
tle thing like that, The explesion had been
a complete success; so was the picture. Dr.
Bailey took another shot at the pile of
blasted rock, and the victure he secured
| shows what a tremendous upheaval had
{ been caused by the explosion.

the earth’s upheaval, and then jumped aside

A STATE SECRET.

How It Was Keptiby the Fifteen-
Year-0ld Son of a Minister.

State seerets, as a rule, are not permitted
to fallinto the hands of the young. All na-
tions guard their interests with jealous care,
but there was ouce a boy, says a writer in
Golden Days, wio for along time held pos-
session of a very important State secret,
whieh affected, to a large extent, the welfare
of this country at a time of pressing need.

It came about in this way:

In the month of Mareh, 1776, the Conti-
nental Congress sent Silas Deane as a politi-
cal agent to the French court to enlist Louis
X VI in our cause and bring about negotia-
tions which would result in a treaty ot alli-
Lee, an-

ance. At the same time Arthur L
other distinguished Americap, was In Lon-
don in secret corresponde nce with influen-

tial Frenchmen.

Lee one day was approached by Beau-
marchis, a secret envoy of the French Gov-
ernment, who told him that the King was
desirous of helping the eolonies, but did not
want to do so in a manner which would in-
volve him in an open war witin England.
Beaumarchis said that Louis would give us
plenty of money and some arms, if he could
do so without exeiting suspicion, for he cor-
dially bhated Esngland, though I fear he did
not like the thought of belping to establish
a republic in America.

Accordingly Lee, Deane and the crafty

Jenumarchis put their beads together and
agreed upon a witty plan of secrecy. When
Beaumarchis returned to Paris a corre-
spondence began between a firm ealled
Roderique Hortales & Co. and one Mary
Johuson—the former being, in reality, Beau.
marchis and the latter Artnur Lee.

I.es represented that he had large amounts
of tobacco to sell, and directed that the pur-
chase money received from Hortales & Co.
be sent to him by the way of Cape Francois.
In the meantime Vergeunes, the French
Minister of Foreign Affairs, and the King
had been informed of the pian and had ap-
proved of it, and Louis directed his Treas-
urer to hold 1,000,000 livres subjeet to Ver-
gennes’ orders,

Now, it was very important that all the
correspondence on behaif of the French
Government should be conducted by one
person, and the one selected to conduct it
was Minpister Vergennes’ son, a boy of
only 15. :

He was well educated, bright, and knew
how to keep a State secret as well as his
illustrious parent. ‘I'he boy took charge of
the important business, and from time to
time large sumws of money found their way
from the royal treasury to the coffers of the
colonies,

In order to give the transaction a business
complexion some tobacco was sentin re-
turn.

If England had discovered that a shrewd
little boy in the office of the French Minis-
ter was thus damaging her cause with his
pen over the signature of *“‘Hortales &
Co.,” she would have called King Louis to
account for his duplicity ; but the secret was
s0 well kept that England never suspected
it. Young Vergennes displayed so much
tact in the part lie played tnat, when it was
all over, he was summoned to court and re-
ceived the thanks of the King.

In one of his letters he offered, as Hortales
& Co., to furnish the Americans with * any-
thing they needed.”” OI course, all he did
was «tlnne with the free consent of the French
court.

The little fellow would couch his letters in
adroit commercial phrases, so that if they
had fallen into the hands of the enemy the
truth would not have been suspected. In
all, ** Messrs. Hortales & Co.” furnished the
struggling colonies with $185,000.

History is silent concerning the subse-
quent career of the boy with the State secret,
but I am almost ready to say that he became
a noted diplomate, for he had shown that he
could keep an important secret and coaduect
a correspondence between two nations. No
doubt his illustrious father, the great Minis-
ter, was proud of him,

ARCTIC EXPLORATION.
The Expedi:i;; ";l";ﬂ Will Start
Under Dr. Nansen.

It will be remembered that Dr. Nansen,
the Norwegian explorer, was wholly suc-
cessful in his enterprise of leading a party
across Greenland two years ago. They
made the journey on skis, or snow-runners,
from the east coast to the Danish settle-
ments on Baffins Bay.

It is now reported that the Norwegian
Natio nal Assembly has voted an appropria-
tion to fit cut another expedition—this time
for the Northh Pole. A specially constructed
boat of 170 tons burden is to be built, and
manned by a crew of ten or twelve men
under the command of Dr. Nansen. Pro-
visions and fuel enough for five years will
be taken, although it is hoped that two
vears will be all that is needed for makiug
the trip. It is proposed to leave Norway in
February, 1892,

‘I'he general plan of the expedition is to
find, at some point north of Europe or Asia,
a current that shall carry the vessel through
open water past the North Pole to the west
coast of Greenland. 1t is believed that the
currents and the open water will be found
along the proposed line. 'This beliel is
foundea chiefly upon recent observations.

In June, 1881, the Jeannette, under Cap-
tain de Long, sank off the mouth of the Lena
River on the north shore of Siberia. In
June, 1884, three vears afterward, there were
picked up near Juliansbaab, in Greenland,
several articles which had belonged to the
Jeannette, and which bhad been brought
from the opposite side of the Pclar Sea on a
jiece of ice.

» d'he question was, By what route had
these articles come? They could reach that
point only by one of two ways. Either they
must have come up Davis Strait from
around the south end of Greenland, or they
must have drifted in from the Arectic Ccean.

To get to Cape Farewell from the mouth of
the Lena that cake of ice would have to
stem all the easterly currents which are
known to run between Spitzbergen and
Nova Zembla, which seems improbable.

The most plausible theory is that the
broken ice was driven off the coast of
Siberia far enough to be taken up by an
easterly current which carried it back past
Behring Straits, where the Jeannette en-
tered the Polar Sea, and past all the north-
ern coast of this continent, until it reached
Greenland.

Should the expedition planned by Dr.
Nansen lead to any of the anticipated re-
sults, then the eruise of the Jeannstte will
not have been made wholly in vain. The
attempt to be made is a bold one in the face
of repeated defeats.—Youth’s Companion.

Smaliest Church in England.

While in England the Rev. Dr. Lyman Ab-
bott visited the smallest church in England,
at Nust Dale Head. And the parson’s wife
gave him some facts about the chureh which
Dr. Abbott labels “important if true,” such
as that the age of the echurch is uuknown,
that its endowment fund is 2 shillings, and a
bottle of wine and a loaf of bread for the
communion, which carries back the age of
the church, she opines, to the vear 1000 at
least; that the entire population of the
parish is fifty-two, men, women and chil-
dren, and the average attendance fifty-two§
that the viear’s wife is organist and bell-
rineer, and sweeps and dusts and performs
in general all the Levitical functions of the
temple, which is 42 by 16 feet in size; that
the viear’s salary—stivend they call it—is
£65 ($325), paid out of the missionary funds
of the Established Chureh; thatthe previous
vicars have been drinking men and no honor
to their cloth; and that the total contribu-
tions of the worshipers in the parish
amounted for the three years of the present
X)wur's charge to less than 2 shillings.—Inter

cean,

The Chico Enterprise says a number of
guns belonging to C Company of Marys-
ville, was lost during the week of the an-
nual encampment.

THE ETHICS OF
FLIRTING.

A Feminine Art Regarded From
a Moral Standpeint.

Is Mock Love-Making a Harmless Amuse-
ment or a Bad Trait? — Wemen Who Go
Out cf Their Way to Attract Men,

)vaE verb flirt signifies to move back-
‘:wm‘d and forward with shert quick
A7 motions, or to throw with a sudden
jerk.

As applied to the conduet of women, it
borrows its significance wholly from the use
of the fan, which centuries ago was the in-
strument used for the attraction of attention
from gentlemen. The fan was flirted in
recognized signals, hence one who employed
the fan for this puriose was a flirt, and the
intercourse thus established was called a
flirtation.

The modern desire to secure attention is
not unusually expressed by the useof the
fan, but the word remains without any ety-
mwologieal connection with the meaps em-
ployed to gain the end.

A debating society recently spent a whole
evening discussing the question: ,Is It
Ever Proper for a Lady to Flirt?”” and when
at thie ciose a vote was called for the assem-
bly was equally divided, so no decision was
reached. We asked one who voted in the
affirmative whether he took that side merely
to express an opinion as to which of the
contending parties had the pre-eminence in
the debate or because he approved of the
action involved in the guestion. He an-
swered, ““both.” He thought *‘it was a lady’s
privilege to engage in this harmless amuse-
ment.”

But is it a harmless amusement? asks a
writer for the Journal of Ccmmerce. In
its most innocent aspect, when carried on
between unmarried persons of the same
social position, it seems to be evil inits
nature, dangerous in its tendency and al-
ways liable to excess by indulgence.

It is born of vanity, fostered by a love of
admiration and subversive, when practiced,
of all the finer traits ot womanly character.
Its parentage is sufficient to condemn it.

Nothing that comes from the love of in-
discrimiuate admiration, leading the one
under the control of the passion to court
the applause of all beholders, can fail to be
wholly evil in its influence on both the
mind and heart.

Some people are attractive by nature.
They have charms of person, of manner or
of speech, and there is a magic in their pres-
ence that compels the homage of others. It
is a very dangerous possession. If borne
meekly and with due modesty, it is en-
Lhanced by the

GRACEFUL AND BECOMING SETTING,

But the temptations to pride are manifold.
The involuntary applause of an admiring
world is a most intoxicating incense, and
few can live in such an atmosphere and
escape its noxious effects.

But the flirt may not be, and generally is
not, one richly endowed with gifts to atiract
the world.

She longs, however, for the incense, and
she vuts forth her utmost efforts to win at-
tention. By all the little aits slie has
learned to practice she besets every one she
meets, to obtain, if poessible, the food for
her vanity.

She stadies her intended vietims with the
keenest serutiny, to see by what avenue she
can best appreach the tender side of their
nawire and turn their love to herself.

It is sometimes a serious effort pat forth
with skill and enerzy to win a husband aud
to securea settlement in life. Then itrises
above the giddy temper which plays at
courtship for the amiusement of the passing
hour and becomes a _daring hunt for place
and maintenance. But flirtation, as a fine
art, has no such grave designs. It puts on
an amorous garb in the mere desire to be
admired and petted, to win attention and
admiration, to be set in a shrine and wor-
siiiped, if that is possible, and not to be in-
stalled as a saint in the household.

When the flirt develops into the coquette
she is generally incurable.

She trifles with hearts as the player with
the picces he moves inagame. She becomes
hardened to the anguish of those whose ad-
miration she has excited and purposely
fanned into a flame of love. She has no pity
for their disappointinent when she throws
off the mask, and she adds sc:lp alter scalp
to her girdle, with the keenest zest in the
hunt and the sense of triumph in the final
success. But not always are the victims on
the other side.

Itis a dangerous amusement, the trifling
with hearis under love's disguise, The
bloom is biushed from the modest cheek,
the feelings too often grow wanton and es-
cape coentrol, and the tlirt loses in this ex-
citing pastime all that woman should most
truly prize. A ruined hife and a broken
heart are the sequel of too many historics
that began in the simple effort to gain a
cirele ot admirers or to make some one at
least bow down in adoring homage.

When one of a marriea pair makes this
rash experiment the home i3 too often
wrecked before the scene is over and the
curtain falls. The flirts are not all of the
frminine gender, although we have treated
thus far only of that class. The single m»n
who assumes the role is one who lays aside
the serious business of life and must sur-
render his own self-respect at

TUHE OUTSET OF SUCH A CAREER.

Jut we regiet to say that neither in his
suceess as a trifler with woman's love nor
in his failure as a victim of his own false-
hood does he receive from the worid at
Jarge the punishment or the contempt he
deserves, And ihe married man, whether
he Indes the faet that in every advance he
makes to another Le is false to the one he
has sworn to love aud cherish, or goes
boldly and defiantly in the face of such
claims to win and wear upon his sleeve the
trophies that show his falsehood, 1s not
scourged from the society of the true and
virtuous as he ought to be In ecemmon justice
for the punishment of his offense,

For the wife who looks out from her home
with longing eyes for the amorous gaze of
lovers in the world bevond there is gener-
ally brief and emphatic condemnation. In
many, perhaps in most of these cases, she
deserves the scorn that curls every lip. But
we have seen not a few thus betrayed who
have excited our pity far more than our bit-
ter revroach.

A clergyman two or three Sundays ago
{ artled a congregation in Brook-
lyn, to which he was preaching as a tempo-
rary supply, by repeating the story of a very
pious man who brought te his home a wife
much younger than himself, aud when she
greeted him after his first Gay’s absence
with her ext«nded arms and the offer of a
kiss, repulsed her with the remark he bhad
no thought was brutal: “Come, come, we
are married now—it is time to have done
with this nonsense!”

There are thousands and thoasands of
aching hearts in this country starving for
tokens of love.

Women, when not maseuline in temper or
hardened by some bitter experience into an
insensibility wholly unnatural, are always,
like children, pining for

A FOND CARESS
From those they love. Throughout a large
part of the West and not a few places further
east it is thought in many eommunities an
unmanly thing for a husband to manifest in
speech or action any fondness for his wife.

We heard a very respectable lady say not
long since that no one in ber circle expected
it, and that her husband, a very good, kind
man, she thought, had kissed her but twice
during the ten years of their marriage. Once
was when he came to her bedside after the
birth of her first child, and the other was on
his return from an eight weeks’' absence
from home,

Where this seceming indifference is com-
mon and expected it excites little attention
and may not distress the wife, who does not
note and dwell upon it to her own discom-
fcrt. Butto many the crying, unsatisfied
longing of their famishing hearts through
all the years of their married Iife is for
these suppressed demonstrations of affec-
tion. And here comes in the subtle tempta-
tion.

Another looks into the face of the wifa
with eyes that seem to beam with love; he
speaks to her in tones of tond affection ; his
fuce lights up at her approach; he waits for
her sinile as if it made his heaven. He has
learned to play upon the chords within her
soul with the touch of a master, and her life
is filled with a new, strange melody.

Resentment at the husband’s indifference
and a greed for the ministry that meets the
heart’s fondest desire will often explain the
flight of a wife from a home she has thus
wrecked by her inconstancy, when it is a
mystery to all the world beside.

The love of the despoiler is often but sim-
ulated; the lavish caresses were but the
outcome of a brief, selfish passion, and the
vietim in a few days wakes to the sad fact
that she has thrown her life away for a
gilded falsehocd. But it was swee{ while
she believed in its truth, and met the gnaw-
m%hunge}' of apinched and starving nature.

here is no greater exhibition of heroic
fortitude than is seen in one who dwells in
a cheerless home she does her best to
brighten, and wears away the years in an
unsatisfied desire for words and tokens ot
love she will not seek nor accept from any
outside source, And that home is nearest

-

the heavenly state and is its best and high-
est type on earth where connubial love in
its manifestations has new surprises for
each day and is never wearied 1n telling
over and over the old, old story that made
the two hearts beat as one in that glad morn-
ing when the affection first awakened iuto
birth.

A CHANCE
ACQUAINTANCE.

What Befell a Young Man Who
Was Smitten by a Pretty Face.

Written for THE SUNDAY CALL,

A tall, muscunlar man, with a fine face and
pleasing manner, ealled on me a few days
sinee and handed me a small roll of manu-
seript, sayving that possibly it mizht be of
some Interest to the public. Following is the
story as it was written:

I was the only passenger on a Valencia-
street dummy one rainy night last winter.
It was between 10 and 11 o’clock when the
car stopped at Tenth and Market streets to
take aboard a young lady with a dripping
umbrella and gossamer., Coutrary to my
expectations this perite bit of femininity,
regardless of exposure to the driving rain,
stepped quickly upon the dummy, glanced
at me an instant and then proceeded to make
herself as comfortable as circumstances
would permit. 1 quickly arose from my
somewhat sheltered seat in the corner and
begged her to accept it. She gave me an-
other glance—ieavens, what dark, lusirous
eves she had ! —thanked me; smiled charm-
ingly, and accepted the proffered corner, I
never knew what “‘first-sight” love was; but
when I gazea at that pretty, finely chiseled
face peering from the wet gossamer hood,
which had been pushed back until a few
ringlets of jet-black hair could be seen ca-
ressing the white brow, something under the
leit lapel of my coat gave a thuwp which I

‘am positive the fairy in the corner could have

heard had not the car at that moment rattled
in passing over a crossing. 1 do not know
how often I glanced in the direction of that
corner before the car had traveled three
blocks, and at each glance my heart re-
doubled its beats—not without cause, how-
ever, for wy eyes looked straight into hers
each time, and on that fact I based the opin-
ion that she was gazing steadily at me all the
time. I tried to tlatter myself that my opin-
ion was correct. When the car neared Fil-
teenth street the little face in the corner in-
clined slightly toward me and a geuntie voice
anxiously said:

“Will you please inform me what ¢’clock
it is?”

“With pleasure,” [ replied, my heart in
the meantime coming in on the home-streteh
at the rate of eightesn jumps per haif
second; *it i3 now filteen minutes past
eleven o’clock.”

450 late!” she exclaimed. “Ob, what will
papa—" She ceased suddenly and blushed
deliciously.

I did not know precisely what to do or
say after this exclamation, but I thought
that if her papa, whoever he might be,
would dare to speak harshly to such an
angel he should ve chained in a dungeon.
Finally 1 ventured to remark that if I
could be of any assistance to her, my time
and ability was at her disposal—and
might have added with equalstruthfulness,
al-o my throbbing heart.

“You are very kind, sir,” she replied, with
a slight tremor in her voice, *“‘but you could
not 1u any way assist wme, only”—and she
lavghingly added, “you eould, perhaps,
endure a portion of the scolding which
papa will give me for staying out so late.”

I admitted that 1 could endure scolding
for her, and tbat it would give me un-
bounded pleasure to be scolded forever if
she would look on and smile occasionally.

She said no more until we neared I'wen-
tieth street, when she gently touched my
arm and said:  *Please tell the man to stop
the car; I live on I'wentieth street.”

“Allow me to accompany you to your
home ; it is so late,” I saud.

*Oh, no, thank you: papa will be watch-
ing for me. Good-nignt.”

pefore Leould get up from the seat to as-
sist her in alighting, she jumped quickly off
the car, and vo sconer hud her feet touched
the slippery eobbles than she uttered a little
scream ana sank to the ground. 1 bhastily
leaped from tue car and rau to her.

*Gh, my foot slipped on a cobble-stone,
aud my ankle is sprained o that 1 cannot
walk,” she piteously exclaimed.

“Never mied, 1 am stroog enough to earry
you howme,” I avswered. *“Go auead with
the car, sir; we're ali right now.”

The car raitled on, and 1 tenderly picked
up my precious burden. It was rather slow
work, trudging along with this rather heavy
morsel of sweetness, while the wind was
blowing a gale, though the rain bad ceased.
The pain sie sulfered was intense, and her
sobs penetrated my heart.

*“What is your name, little sufferer?” I
inquired.

“My name?
“Aud yours?”’

“Rudolph Franks,” I replied.

* fiere we are at howme,” she said. ** It is
strange papa 4s not loeking for me, and
there ave no lights in the house. 1 will sit
hiere on this sheltered step while vou go up
and call papa to assist you. There toomany
steps for you to climbd with such a neavy
burden as 1.”

We had reacled a flight of steps leading
from the sidewalk to an elegant residence
situated high above the street. I was loth
to release my sweet burden, but her wiil
wus law, aud we sat side by side for a short
tuwe. In the few moments spent there I told
Eva of the passion of my heart, and how
bappy I would be to always carry her over
the rough places in life’s path. She was in
my anus now, and oue of her little hands
haa shipped under my coat and rested a mo-
ment on my beating heart. She drew it
away quickly and said: **Oh, Mr. Franks,
your heart is pleading so ardently that 1
cannot refuse vou.” 1 pressed her to my
besom and Kissed her biushing cheek: then
remembering her painful ankle, 1 wrapped
my overcoat about Ler and ran quickly up
the steps.

“Go around to the back door, dear,” she
called to me.

It required but a few minutes to find the
back door, and by dint of loud knocking and
calling 1 succeeded in arocusing a servant-
maid, who raised a window aund asked what
was wanted.

*Miss Thomas has sprained her ankle se-
verely, and wishes ber father to help her up
the stairs,” I ealled out.

“Who?” said the woman.

““Miss Thomas—Eva Thomas!” I impa-
tiently answered. *“Is her father in the
house?”

“l guess you must be mistaken in the
house, sT1,” replied the woman., “No
Thomas lives here."”

I apologized for the intrusion, and she
banged the window. I hurried down the
stairs to Eva. My overcoat was there, but
the little figure it l:ad encireled was not. 1
was dumfounded. Presently a clock in a
peighboring house struck 1.

*Is it so late as that?” 1 asked myself.

I reached in my poeket for my watch, It
was not there! With feverish haste I
thrust my hand into the inside pocket of
my coat. My wallet was not there—neither
was the §285 which it contained.

The cars had stopped running before I
made up my wind to go home, and 1 had to
walk. Had they been running I would have
walked also, for my sweetheart had not left
me a nickel. 1 still yearn for her.

J. E. TorHEROIL

Eva Thomas,” she said.

A recent scarf-pin represents a erab hold-
ing a diamond between its claws, which form
the setting.
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A Great Event

In one’s life is the discovery of a remedy for
some long-standing malady. The poison of
Scrofula is in your blood. You inherited it
from your ancestors. Will you transmit it
to your offspring? In the great majority
of cases, both Consumption and Catarrh orig-
inate in Serofula. It is supposed to be the
primary source of many other derangements
of the body. Begin at once to cleanse your
blood with the staudard alterative,

Ayer’s
Sarsaparilla

“For several months I was troubled with
scrofulous eruptions over the whole body.
My appetite was bad, and my system so
prostrated that I was unable to work. After
trying several remedies in vain, I resolved
to take Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, and did so with
such good effect that less than one bottle

Restored My Health

and strength. The rapidity of the cure ase
tonished me, as I expected the process to be
long and tedious.” — Frederico Mariz Fer-
nandes, Villa Nova de Gaya, Portugal.

“For many years I was a sufferer from
scrofula, until about three years ago, when I
began the use of Ayer's Sarsaparilla, since
which the disease has entirely disappeared.
A little child of mine, who was troubled with
the same complaint, has also been cured by
this medicine,”— H, Brandt, Avoca, Nebr.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla

DR.J. C. AYER & 0O0., Lowell, Mass,
Sold by Druggists. $1,six $5. Worth $5aboitle.
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Handsomely and Substantially Bound!

The best Dictionary in the English language, containing not only all the
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