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“Did you ever cruise among the West
Indics 2" asked my friend Captain Pendle-

n, after I had lighted a cigar and he had
refilled his pipe and lighted il to his satis-
faciion.

[ shook my head in the negative.

“1’s not a very pleasant place at certain
sons of the year, for there are earth-
gakes and hurricanes and calms and rains
npdance. A man can’t lie down and |
tein that he's not going to wake up
h his masts over the side or his ship on
am ends, and forked lightning play-
ing 1¢ maintopsail sheets like
dandies round a balireom belle.

“Ip the year 1819 1 was master of a brig
bound from the West Indies to Boston. 1
nink that I was a day's sail from Santa §

t
Cruz, on the night that I am about to tell |

aer

und the

u of. The wind was very high aud we

were going throngh the water no faster than
two knots an hear. 1 left the deck at10
elock in rge of my mate, a Salem-bred

boy named Cooper, and a smart fellow be |
I told Cooper to keep 2 sharp loukout
for squalls and suspiciou looking vessels, |
r we s ctly in the track of home- |
ars, and as I had met them |
1es without any good resalt,
us to see them again,and 1l |
them a wide berth.
more than two |

Was.

2
-
»

vapping
Cooper called me.

rs wien
 %Captain,” he said, ‘the moon is just ris-
gt riia black ecloud, and directly in
s Wi I can make out a vessel braced
and

L
1 standing across our bhawse, a8
she wished tospeak us.’ {

“I went ou deck and took a squint at the
vessel that had somewhat alarmed my
m 1 must confess that I did not feel §
{ ith ber looks, for she was a ]
3 vner, with trewendous |

ils, and they set as though |
for her by a master band. The eraft ,
W the water and as Dblack ss a
is orted to be. I saw that the |

when the crew are to perform any work.
The trick was Cooper’s, and was intended
1o aid me in the decertion.

“*Brace up the head vards!’ Ishouted,
ard then the men left their stations and
performed the work without the usual ac-
companiment of noise.

*i put my helm hard a-starboard, and the
brig came quickly to the wind and remained
stationary, with her maintopsail to the
mast. Then we were heading in the same
direction as the schooner, but the latter did
not seem to be in a hurry to obey my orders
and send a boat on board. 1 could hear
some loud talking on the quarterdeck of
the stranger, as though the officers and
crew were debating the feasibility of at-
tempting to escape or fight. 1 sincerely
hoped that we should be spared the Iaiter
alternative, for I knew that at the very first
fire they wonld discover our imposition asd
race for revenge,

“In the meantime the schooner continued
to draw abead slowly, as though to get be-
vond the reach of cur guns; but I deter-
mined to prevent that by bracing up and
waintaining my position. The instant,
however, that we had boarded the main-
tack and were mzking some headway
through the water 1 again bailed the
schooner.

“*Hello!” was the gruff answer.

Do you intend to send a boat on board
and give some account of yourself?” 1 de-
manded.

“*Ay, ay, sir; as soon as we can make her

ight.”

y ““The answer I did not desm satisfactory,
for it seemed to me asthough the erew were
attempting some dodge that was dangeious
to onr welfare, and I determined to prevent
it if possible by taking them by surprise.

“*Mr. Cooper,” 1 said, ‘bring one of the
108 to bear on the fellow’s how, and
see how near you can come to him. Don’t
miss if you can help it.”

“*We are aill ready,” Mr. Cooper said,
blowing a josh stick which we wused to
touch off our guns.

“] Jooked toward the schooner, and saw
that there was no movement for lowering a
beat, and, after listening quietiy for & mo-

“] TOCK A SQUINT

re. He ! luff, tor his
¢ shakicg and he don’t draw ahead

ieeps nis

eriaps he wants us to pass by, and

not not im,” my mate remarked: and 1
jiid not know but that such might be the
case, for the brig did look very much like a
in-of-war, and to tell the truth [ bad no

u to be taken for one of Uncle Sam’s

it r flattered my pride.
ime e stranger was off our
when I began to think that he

for us, he filled his sails and
just run under our stern. |
at the feilow was de-
If he had there woald
anything left of us. How-
lved to let him know that we
eep, so I sprang into the main
hailed:

ahoy?
“There was no response, but I could hear
a bustle as thouzh there was some con-
fus spoken. I fancied that
t e scuffling on deck, but 1

s

o & s
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AT THE CRAFI.”
ment, became satisfied that a desperate |
juarrel was raging on board, baut what 1t

was all about I could not guesas,

“*@Give them the gun, Cooper,” I said: I
had ! re than spoken, when
ther ing report and the brig

keelson.
ng sound ad the iron hail
r, cutting the halyards
] at sail down by the
and I could see numerous rents in the
through which the grapeshot had

foresail
pass
gun ready, Cooper,” 1
have done splenaidly with the
Kesp the brig well to the wind,
inger shan’t get away from
to the man at the wheel.
is all ready, sir,” my mate re-

y ¥

.
T

I give the w
s

or chaps if I ean
another hail,
nses.

you 1o-

ild hear the angry discussion

" Were abeam of the
were holding our own with
1aving been made to hoist
I saw a mau spring

just

IwWarss.,

reachery and murder on board ;

iesert—’

vech was cut short by a blow on

2 loud splash he fell into

» poor fellow had strength

him strike ent toward
we were moving abont

Ithough
guots an hour.
ear away the boat, Mr. Cooper, and
up that man. Mind and do it in ship-
shape fashion. No confusion or fear, for
we should have had a gun from the schooner
if she had been 1ed.’

*It was only the work of a few minutes to
clear away the starboard quarter-boat and
to send four men in it for the swimmer.
{ could see that the crew of the schooner
wns watching the proceeding from their

land I managed to count twelve men,
[ supposed was all they could
Th=s boat soon reacioed the
swimmer and teok him on boara and then
returned to the brig. The stranger was
nelped over the rail, for be was quite weak
from the effects of a cut upon his head,
which bl+d profusely.

**Sir,” he said, graspiug my hand, and
speaking with a Spauish aceent, ‘you have
saved my lifagand I owe you a thousand
thanks, My gratitude, however, shall be
more substantial than words. I have a
brother and sister on board, prisoners snd

“a BOAT WwWAS

could not make out anything distinet, I
thought that T would give them another
¢! e 1o reply, so I hailed again:
‘Schooner, ahoy!” and this time there
Was an alterupt at an answer.

“*Hello! came in gruff tones over the
water.

“ ""i\'l,;xt'w‘nc.o::er is that?’ I demanded.

e—

“There was a moment’s hesitancy, and
thien some one in the waist of the schocner
shouted in startling tones:

***Heip! Treschery! Marder!

**Gag the fool!’ eried the man who was
answering my hail. ‘Gag Lim and throw

bim averboard.’
*“There was atother scuffle and many sup-
pressed mutterings, and then [ heard a

woman’s voice raised in imploring tones,

“‘Have mercy, gentlemen,” she eried,
*and spare his life. He did not mean any-
thing, I am sure. O, let me entreat of you
to spare his life.”

“] put my g!zss to my eve and as the
moon had got clear of a black cloud I was
alle to see what I had to deal with. I could
wake out only half a dozen men on deck
aud I concluded that was all the schooner
bad on board. There was something wrong
going on and I made up my mind to inves-
tigate it, even if I was exposed to some
jittle peril. 1 detergined on a bold stroke,
although 1 had some littie fear of the result,

“*Schooner, ahoy!” I shouted, just as she
was directly astern of us.

**Well, what is it,” was the answer.

% Sand a boat on board immediately and
let us see who you are/ I commanded.

» *Who in thander are you?' was the im-

jent question.
"“fo":’h.g United States brig Perry, bound to

" ’
Sa‘z.n:a‘ﬁ.r;x:. was a breathless silence fora
moment, when suddenly I heard a shrill
whistie on board of my own brig, such as 1s
weed by boatswaius of a national vesse!

o

in the power of a desperate man. Save
them and we are your debtors for life.’

“‘T'lido what 1 ean for you,” I replied;
‘but wmy force is small, as you can see.”

*‘Is this nota United States vessel?’ he
demanded, looking over the deck in astonish-
ment,

*“‘Its n United States vessel, but not a
naval one,” I answered,

**Tren, for heaven’s sake, keep up the
deception, for the schooner is armed and the
crew will fight desperately. Tiey suppose
that vou are a brig of war, and the reason
why I hailed was beeause half of the ruffians
were advising a surrender and the other
half wanted to fight you at all hazards.”

j‘Hnre was a pretty Kkettle of fish, and no
mistake. I had supposed all along that the
schooner was unarmed, and that a few dis-
charges from our guns would be sufficient to
comprl a surrender. If thescamps should
discover the deception that we had prac-
ticed before we secured them our lives and our
property would pay forit. Impudence was
the only thing to earry us through, and I
determined to exercisea littleof that, which
somelimes answers as well as courage.

** *‘Schooner, ahoy !’ [ once more shouted
‘if youdon’t send a boat on board I will
blow you out of the water. Pipg the men
to the guns, Mr. Cooper, and alm so as to
swe:;p lllle :essel's deck.”

**Tue latter part of my remark w -
tended to be heard on board the tch:):mle':'
for Ispoke loud enaugh. :

“Instantly the mate commenced a series
of toots with his whistle that would have
done honor to the oldest boatswain in the
navy. The effect was beyond my most
sanguine expectations, for I heard the
pirates clearing away their boat in sullen
siluln;‘e. ’ fh

*‘For the love of heaven, sir,” my new
passenger pleaded, ‘order them i bru!gnmy
brother and sister, for I fear every minute
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that they will be murdered by the desperate

or must I |

ruffiane, They have nlrerdy threatencd to
do so half a dvzen times.”

**] saw that the crew of the scliooner were
viling into the boat, so I just toid them to
bring the woman and the gentieman, and
that if they were ill-treated I would hang
every one of them at the yardarm. 1t was
loud talk, but vou see I nhad got my hand in
and i®came natural to speak big.

“The fel'ows muttered something that I
couldn’t undersiand, bul saw a Wwhile
dress going over the rail, and it made my
heart jump that the lady was sonn to be
out of danger. 1counted seven personsin
the boat, including the girl and her brother,
and as the boat was pulled by four oars, it
did not take long for it to get alone-
side, I kunew that tne instant the
vawl touched the brig’s side the cheat
would bs discovered, but 1 was prepared
for the scanips and alifowed them no oppor-
tunity to escape. Istationed Mr. Cooper
and five of the crew with loaded muskets on
the vessei’s rail, while another hand held a
small grapoling-iron for the purpose ol
throwing it into the boat to prevent the
men from poshing off and returning to their
vessel to reveal our true chararcter.

“Things worked just as 1 expected. No
sooner haa the pirates shipped their oars
w h;n they got alongside than oue of them
said:

“ *Dis is no man-de-war. It's nothin® but
merchantmans.”

***Sacre I” eried a Frenchman,

**Diablo!” muttered a Spauniard.

“*We are deceived. Shove off,” crieda
man in the stern sheets.

*‘Not as you know of,” cried Cooper.
‘T' e man who offers to lift an oar dies in-
stantly.’

*“I'he 8ix muskats were pointed within a
fathom of the pirates’ beads and then down
into the boat was dropped the kedge, It
eaught in the bow thwart and heid the boat
firm alongside aud Lhe only way to getclear
of il was to cut the rope, but at the first in-
timation of that we would have blown them
to pirces.

“*I'll trouble you to walk over the side,
one by one,” Mr. Cooper said, adidressing
the pirates. *The least noise or resistance
shall cost yon dearly. Walk up like men
and settle your accounts.”

**I's a mean Yaokee trick,” muttered the
man in the stern-sheets, who I afterward
fonnd out was the captain of the schooner
and an Enpglishman by birth, °*It I had
kpown for sure that you were nothing but
a merchantman 1'd Lave blown your tub
out of the water.”

**But as you didn’t know anything about
it we have saved you some trouble, So just
walk up and quit grumbiing, for it wiil do
you no good.”

“Mr. Cooper’'s advice was foliowed, for
the skipper came siowly over the bulwarks,
and as scon as he struck the deck his arms
we.e seized, ana a nice pair of hand-
mcuffs was thrust upon his wrists. Hauds
were also thrust into his pockets, and a
pair of pistois and a huge bowie-kuife were
found., After tbhe fellow was disarmed be
was shoved down the after-hatch with a gag
in his mouth to prevent his shouting too
lond. Every man was served in the same
munner, and then I assisted the lady on
deck, and very happy 1 was to doso. I told
her folks to take her into the cabin and
give Ler something to eat if she
desired it, for I wanted to be polite; but
she suid that she wasn’t hungry and should
have no appet:te until the rest of the
pirates were secured. DBut how to get
them was a guestion that I had asked In my
mind half a dozen times and no satisfactory
answer had been returned. I hadthe skipper
and bhalf of his crew, but there were six
more that 1 wanted, or my work would be
incomplete, for it was evident that the
schooner was laster than the brig, and
that she could fight us a runuiug race [ had
no relish for; for you know that it doen’t
{ take many shots between wind and water
to send a vessel and crew to Davy Jones’
locker,

*‘Captain,’ said Mr. Cooper, while I was
meditating, ‘Il know what you are thinking
about, and the only way that it can be done
is to send me on board in the boat,with half
adozen of the crew, and take possession of
it. We can go well a2rmieq, and still make
them think that we are Uuncle Sam’s men.’
[ **I dido’t like to run the risk, but Cooper

| was 8o positive that [ consented to let him |

undertake the job. For the
| carryiug out the deception I lent the
| mate a cap, and a coat with brass buttons,
and hung a sword at his waist, while the
] six men he took with him put on white
| duck trousers, so as to apvear as uniform as

possible, Well armed, the crew started in

the schoonetr’s boat, altbough for the sake
| of seeming all right it was piped away in
war style,

i
|
|
1 man-oi-
i "I watched the course of tha boat
]m,nmlemble anxiely, for I feared every
| minnte that the pirates would let cne of
{ their guns fiy and send boat and men all to
! the bottom. DBut foritune favors the brave,
they say, and in this instanee | can swear
lx.a it. The boat gt alvngside without
| trouble, and the next instant the men had
! led on deck.

There was no sound of
fighting or scufiiing, but I knew that the
mate was at work., At 'ast 1 had the satis-
faction of bhearing bim hail and say that the
scheoonet’s erew were all prisoners and
under hatches, where they could do no
harm.

! *Tuen I began to breathe freer. I told
the mate 1o stay close by the brig unti! day-
light, when we would see whit could be
done, for 1 didn’t know as yet on what
grounds we had taken the schoomer. [
asked the brotheéis to give me an account

1 f their adventures, and they did so.
| They Uelonged to Santa Cruz, where
they owned a Jarge plantation, and
were looked uwpon as Al in rank.

‘T hey had bought the schooner for the pur-
pose of trading amonrg the islands, and I
guess for running a few cargoes of negroes,
but that they said nothing about. They
| had hired a man who called himself Smith,
an Englishman, as captain, and bhe
shipped his crew, and a bad lot ne got hold
of. One day, wben tha vessel was all
ready for sea, the brothers and sister were
invited on board ; while they were enjoying
themselves in the cabin tlie cable was
slivped, the scheoner put to sea, and before
the owners Enew where thev were or what
was going on they were out of the bay and
] the mask was thrown off. The skipper
made no secret of his iutentions to visit
| the coast of Afriea, and by way of making
things pleasant offered to make the lady his
wife; if we had not fallen in with him jast
as we did, 1 don’t think that he would have
waited for a priest to perform the cere-
mony. However, we took the schooner
into port and she was condemned and the
crew imprisoned, and I made $10,000 by the
job.” bl o s R S J.C.

ANCIENT WONDERS.

Buildings of Old Which Modern
Machinery Could Not Erect.
St. Louls Republie.

Nineveh was fourteen miles long and
eight miles wide, tl:e whole city surrounded
by a wall 100 feet high, so thick as to fur-
pish ample room for three chariots to be
driven abreast around the top. DBabylon
was filty miles within the walls, which were
seventy-five feet thick and of the same
neight as those of Nineveh, This monster
wall had twelve openings or gates, which
were closed by encrmous brass shutters
every evening at sundowr. The temple of
Diana st Ephesus, which was about an
even 100 years in  building, was 450
feet to the first support of the roof.
The largest one of the pyramids
was origina'ly 481 feet high and 853 on the
sides, the base covering eleven acres. The
stones, which are in 208 lavers, average
sixty feet in length. Oue account says that
350,000 men worked for twenty years in
fashioning the Titanie pile. The famons
“Labyrinth of Egypt” contained 300 rooms
or chambers and twelve halls. Thebes,
Egvpt, at the present time, presents ruins
twenty-seven miles in eircumference. The
rema'ns of many of the buildings, sueh as
columns, arches, ete., are of such gigantie
size thatno known modern machinery would
be equal to the task of taking them down,
to say nothing of putting thiem in their pres-
ent positions.

Spelibound.
Boston Journal,

The eighty-five teachers in the public
schools of Lockport had a spelling contest
the other day, to the great delight of their
pu:iis, because some of the teachers did
not altogether cover themselves with glory.
Of the eighty-five only five spelled “Rens-
selaer’” correctly, and 74 per cent of the
whole number misspelled *‘acknowledg-
went.” All of the following words were
wrongly spelled by more than half of the
teachers, and several of them by mora than
fifty: “Supersede,”” “resuscitative,”’ “excel-
lence,” “benefited.” “business,” “medal,”
“maiutenance,” “milliner,” “pretentious,”
“gaseous” and ‘*‘concede.” The name
“Genesee” is said to have caught a good
many viciims.

Universal Use of (as.
Detrolt Jouraal,

The latest solution proposed for the Lon-
don fog and smoke nuisance is the use of gas
for cooking, heating and laundry purposes.
The author of the scheme would make its
use compu'sory. He estimates that it would
cost only $120,000,000 to buy up the gas com-
panies, and the cast of the new plant to en-
able the whole of the 9,000,000 tons of coal
now burned in London to be consumed as
gas would be $55000,000 more. Gas as a
result would be cheapened, smoke would
disappear, £20,000,000 would be saved out-
right each year and London life would be
lived in sunlight by dag and tbe lovely
glow of electricity by night.

No More Left.
Texas Siftings.
A Texas Sunday-school teacher usked a
pupil how many sacraments there were,
*““There ain’t any more left.”
:Wh » what do you mean ?”’
oelva tlil g lb.::r that outt slck nelghbor re-
sacrame
pors g b ut yesterday, so there

purpose of |

with |
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WOMEN AND HOME.

Sweeping a Room Accord=
ing to Rule.

ANNALS OF A BUSY DAY.

Useful Household Devices—An Em-
pire Gown—Making a Circular
Flounce.

I have always believed, with good old
John Wesley, that cleanliness is next to
godiiness, Surely if there is an unmixed
good in this world it is cleanliness—the
preserver of health, the promoter of com-
fort, the guardian of morality, the very
sine qua non of human happiness and well
being. Who does not kvnow that dirt is
disease; that econsumption lurks in the un-
shaken curtain: that cholera germs hide be-
hind the picture frame, where the duster
is not a frequent visitor, and that
ueath in every variety of hideous forms
and manifestation eamps down upon the
walls that the rubbing cloth does not trav-
erse ut least once a week. If you are igno-
rant of these fac's it 13 beeauvse you neglect
to read all the entertaining and highly
instructive literature that the boiler-
plate sliops turn out so industriously, week
after week, for the edifieation, higher devel-
opment and edueation of Woman (with a blg
W). Inmy way Iam not without skill in
certain lines of achievement. I can cook a
very fair meal, and do not always forget to
salt my porridge; 1 canselect a roast of beef,
and kuow that crabs are not born
already ccoked; neither am I lacking in
strength or muscular development, I can
ride twenty-five miles in the saddle, or
travel adozen miles afoot at a good pace,
without undue fatizue. I can pull a boat,
handie the lundian clubs, drive a nail or
catch a ball with at least the average dex-
terity of the feebler sex, and because of
these minor accomplishwents I fondly
dreamed in the fatuity of iguorance that I
could sweep a room. 1 no longar hug this
fond delusiou to my heart,

In my wild iguorance I had even been so
presumptucus as to suppose that I had, on
certain occasions, swepi. a room, Now I
knuw that I never bad. Like all newspuper

i

L

|

ey -

W

“The first step is to dust all the ornaments.”
people I am passionately fond of work., No
matter what the task so it be work. My
soul vearns and burns to accomplish ifr,
Therefore, when I read in a journal devoted
to the uplifting of the sex and the exaitation
ol woman’s sphere an article on *“The
Way to Sweep a Room,” ambi-
leaprd high within me and emu-
lation seizd and marked me for
her own, After gently bat firmly laying
down the direetion that a general sweeping-
day shonld be held once a week, preferably
on Friday, the article vroceeded to tell the
would-be model housekeeper how to sweep
and clean each apartmert. Bear in mind,
please, that the artlicle is written by a
woman who makes her living writing diree-
tions to women how to do their werk. For-
tunate it is for her that she has not to get it
by following her own direetions.

“The first step,” reads the imtroductory
Insirnetion, “is to dust all the ornaments
and place them on a firm table in another
ronm.”

How I blushed for shame as I read this, to
think howoften 1 had, before sweeping, bor-
rowed a suggestion fromthe printerciean-
ing his typecase, and biown the dust with &
pair of bellows from all the bric-a-brac on a
shelf or bookcase, and then covered all with
asheet., I should have known that the
proper thing to do was to dust all
these trifles and remove them to another
apartment, and I did so, thinking, as I
trotted back and forth with vases, cabinets,
the elock and other articles of orna-
ment from an ordinary parlor, how nice
they would all be when brought beek.
I felt vigorons and had that part of the
work done in half an hour. Then I fol-
lowed the next instruction and dusted all
the plain furniture with a soft cloth and re-
moved the lighter pieces from the room.
“Now,”" said the journalistic mentor, “*beat
and brush all the stuffed articles, using s
brush to clean the tufting and creases.”
This tork another half hour—the dusting
and removal of light furniture had aceupled
fifteen minutes, I had warmed up to the
work and was eagar to ecarry out the next
number on the progrumme. This was to

tion

The Long-Handled Duster,
dust all the pictures with a feather-duster

or cloth and then cover them., The
operation copsumed twenty minutes, The
next trifing step in preparation to sweep
was “Brush the ceiling and walls with a
long feather duster or a soft cloth fast-
ened on a broow. Brush all dust from
the tops of the doors and windows.” This
waus no § ke and took haif an hour, NextI
was Instructed to take down portieres and
window draveries, earry them ontside, put
them on the clothesline and shake them
well. T did so, bringing in the stepladder to
my aid and thanking heaven there were no
portieres, onl{ window draperies,

“Take up all the rugs, and, if yon have
grass in the yard, lay them upon it right
side down and beat well with o switeh or
rattan; then shake.” Fortunately 1 had
srns in the yard, else, Inthe excess of m

elermination to follow those directions {
had set to work to grow some, for my ex-
prrience with the curtains on the clothes-
fine had given me all I desired of that
method of cleaning the rug, of whieh there
was only one, before the hearth, our house-
hold goddess not having fallen victim to
the insane frenzy of furnishing that
srompu the average housewife to spread

own Trugs on a r already carpsted.
Curtains and rug took about fifty minutes
to clean and I had not stopped & moment,

I wasnow supposed to be ready for the
u‘mﬂl:.mm:o.'d bro ’ said the i

‘Have a g om,"” sa nstrae-
tions, “not too heavy for the carpets, Swaen
in one direction only, taking short strokes.”
Religiously obeying, 1 went carefully over

inch of th‘.clrm taking up the dust
as direoted with a dustpan snd whisk-

broom. It was a large carpet, and the
vrocess of sweeping it occupled thir'y min-
utes of vigorous exertion. I had begun
operations at 8 A, am. It now lacked five
minutes of 11 o’clock.

“When the dust settles,” continued this
avtharity on sweeping, ‘‘go over the carpet
once more, having first freed your broom of
all lint, thread, ete.” 1 began to perceive,
1 thought, why Friday was selected as
sweeping day. It is just the day for such
an unlucky job. I went over that carpet
the second time in exactly ten minutes, my
conscience protesting, but my aching back
fully concurring in my desireto make haste,
Five minutes after 11 o’clock, and I conned
my vaper for the next order.

““When the dust bas again settled, dust
the room with a soft cloth.”

d so.

“Put three quarts of warm water and
three tablespoonsful of household ammonia
in a pail. Wring a clean piece of old flannel
out of this and wipe every part of the car-
pet, wringing the eloth as it becomes soiled.”

The dusting had taken twenty minutes:
by the time that pail of water was ready it
was high noon and had been called to
luncheon. I-was resolved, however, to ﬁn-
ish the cleaning of that room, and turning
a deaf ear to calls, I went down on my

Housecleaning.

knees and wiped off that carpet. 1t took
me twenty-five minutes. **Now wash the
windows and wi' e off anv marks there may
be on the paint.”” At 15 minutes before
2 p M. this was all accomplished, there be-
ing four windows to clean, each having two
sashes, and inside blinds to be wiped eoff,

“Remove the coverings from the pictures
and furniture, being careful not to seatter
the dust.”” You may ve sure I was careful,
for 1 never wished to see a dusting-cloth
again,

*“Bring back the rugs and hangings and
arrange them.” Ten minutes before 8 and
this stage of the performance was com-
pleted,

“Finally put the furniture and ornaments
in blace.”

Half-past 3 and the instruetions had all
been carried out, Over seven hours’ hard,
steady labor and one apartment was com-
pletely cleaned. I had had no luneh, how-
ever, and every muscle in my body ached.
Arms, back, feat, hands were sore and lame
and the other rooms were unteuched,

Yet these directions were written for
women doing their own work, Suppose ]l
had had lunch to prepare, 28 well? [ would
like to know, I wou!ld really like to know,
whether there is somnewhere in this world a
species of cast-iron woman, operated by
steam, who could have cledaned several
rooms according to those instructions in the
same length of time, or whether the woman
who wrote the directions had no knowledge
of what she was ta'king about; whether
any other woman ever tried to follow the
directions and lived to tell the tale,
whether the edilor who prints such stuff
thinks his feminine readers are fools
encugh to take any stock in it, and whether
we women do not deserve to lose the power
of speech and the use of pens for allowing
sueh trash to flced the country as written
for our instruction, while we not only make
no protest, but actually buy and pay for
the papers printing it!

PENELOPE POWELSEN,

THE CIRCULAR FLOUNCE.

The latest development of fashion, savs
the New York Recorder, is the circular
flounce. It came to us only a very short
time back from across the seas, and is as vet
known only to such modistes as are
ever alert and ever eager to find the
thing that is gcod as well as new.
It is especially designed for the skirts that
are now in vogue and is totally different
from any other trimmingz, both in its effect
and in the way in which it is eut. It is cir-
cular in form, as the name sugeests, and is
g0 planned that the Inner portion of the cir-

cle makes the top and the outer curve the
bottom, the foliness being formed by the
difference between the two, ]

To ent it rightly requires one and a half
yards of goods forty inehes wide, or three
yards of velvet or other narrower materials
for a seven-ineh width, Bot it may be
made narrower in width fill it becomes a
flounce in depth, as best pleases the indi-
vidual or cuits the siyls of the gown.
Made from the same material as the gown
itself it is extremely graceful and vexy
pretty, but of veivet it is especlally satis-
factory,

Cut your 20-ineh goods in two lengths,
each measuring 1% vards, and fold each
lengthwise. ‘Then measure at the edge of
the fold 7 inches in depth, and again at the
selvage edge furthest removed from that
point; measure the same distance with a
pencil, or with ehalk, draw a enrved line be-
tween the two outer and another between
the two inner points, as the diagram shows.
Then cut earefully through the two thick-
nesses on the line you have marked, and
when the folded edga 18 laid open you will
have a perfect curve twice the length of the
picce marked.

When both of the folded lengths have
been cut you will find two good-sized
pleces of irregular shape remaining:
and with these you must piece out
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the flounce. Lay the
latter on the skirt, so that one fold
comes exactly in the center of the
front and the other in the center of the
back and fill in the necessary length.
Seam the pieces all neatly together and
elther press or steam them with care,
Then hem the bottom edge and baste the
flounce in place. The top will lie simoothly
and without fuliness in the skirt, while at
the bottom it will make the frilled appear-
ance peculiar to itself. Finish the edge
with any fiat trimming that you please—
ribbon, passementerie or any of the fancy
braids—but umemwn the flounce can-
not bs made to ng, orin any way to
grouﬂ complete itselfl. It requires the
and, that ean be sewed down firmly over

the length of

the edge, to make it quite complete, and
when it is rightly made it becomes as ex-
cellent a trimming as any that is known to
the art of dressmakiog.

FOR THOSE WHO WEAR GLASSES.

To make a holder for glasses, like the one
illustrated in Fig. 1, roll a piece of card-
board into the shape of a eylinder, draw the
upper end open a little
wider than the lower,
and tack the overlapping
edges together; trim off
the bottom smoothiy,
aud shape the top, as
shown in the sketch, so
that the back will rise
in a point above tha
curved front. The over-
lapping edges should
come in front. Cutthe
tacking and smooth out
the foundation, cover one side with plain
yellow silk, spread sheet wadding, lapping it
well over on the other side, around the
edges and tack it as before with the silk in-
side of a lining. Overhand to the bottom a
small silk-covered circular plece of card-
board that will just fit the opening. The
outside has a puffed enver of yellow silk
with edges forming ruffles around the top
and bottom. Over the gathering threads
are tied ribbons of a deeper, but harmoniz-
iug, shade of yellow. The sketch shows how
the ribbons atthe top are ied at the back
to form a lcop, by which to bang the
holder. ‘Iha initial letier on the back
should be worked before the lining is ap-
plied, and the pocketshould be just deep
enough to allowed the
glasses to ba seen abve
the front edgze. Such
holders are always
haudy for those who use
glasses, aud, if tastefully
made, of pretty ma-
terial, are also quite
ornamental. Fig. 2shows
a novel design for a L ESG
handy little wiper for bR
the glasses, which may
be conveniently kept in
the holder, ready for
use, It is made of
three small, sealloped,
circular pieces of chamois, plain or tinted,
fastened together with & silk cord, which
passes down through the center and back
again, and is then tied in a mite of a bow at
the top. Above the ends the cords are
wound with silk and the ends are picked
out to form miniature tassels.

A GIRL'S EMPIRE GOWN.

An empire gown for a small girl is fash-
ioned of dark wine-colored velvet. [t hangs
straight from neck to ankles, The frontis
of cream-white crepe de chine, shirred a
triflie to form =& yoke. Square-shaped
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velvet revers outline the yoke, which is
then finished with a fiill of antique lace.
The crepe de chine is used for the sleeve.
There is a huge puff which is drawn into
plaits just below the elbow and edged with
a deep frill of lace. 'The veivet breadths of
the little frock are bound with gold cord
and the tiny slippers are of shining goid.

A MOTHER’S GARDEN.

I see her in the dear, dead years,

Biest In her apt and tender ways:

1 catch somne sweel or humorous phrase;
She siniies; aud then all disappears
Iu a quick mist of burning tears.

A minute. and she comes agaln,

And loiters where she ioitered oft
Upon the lor g lawns, close and soft,
Teuding the blossoms that might wane

W ith thirsting for the summer rain.

Like her own chiidren, well she knew
1he children of ber garden-reach,
Ana ministered to all and each,

From woodbine striving for the biue

To homw ely lavender and rue.

She loved the phlox on swaying stem,
Tue vedow ilites’ brief, sweet bliss;
The dclicate gray elematis,

And ru tie Star of bethlelem:

She watched aund tended all of them,

And many a fragrant flower that yet

Iu fancy I can smell again

Al eve, (ralter summer raing
The stocks, su sweel when dewy wet;
With pansies, walifiowers, miguonette,

And lavish roses; still I see
Her ‘mid them; hear the names I know,
“Ihe Moss Ruse,” “General Jacquemluot,”
“Saflronl,’” and the dear old tree
“Teu-scented,” sweet as it could be.

But 'mid the many flowers that were
One might notthrive, and still apart
The childish lenging takes my Leart,

*Would that the Daphne had hived there,

Since this was so desireda by her.”

But ah! what matter now: the grace
Is vaulslied of her gentie touch:
‘The heart that cared [or ail so much,

The noble mein, the loving face,

Have passed uulo a higber piace,

The walks, the lawns, the rustling trees,
The mimic wood for many a fern,
Expect no more her siow return:

New numes, Dew voices cateh the breeze,

Ana all 15 changed save memories.,

But these are ours unt!l 1ife's slope
Dips down intothe darkened dale,
Aud 'Uis by these the dead avall
To help us stiil. as still we grope
Toward their bigh, accemplished hope.
KaTe CARTER in Chambver's Journal,

Philadeiphia Times.

After a girl bas passed her eighteenth
birthday she is thought 1o be une demoi-
selle a marier, but it is considered bad taste
for the parents themselves to muke auy
effort to secbieve a daughter’s marriage.
Y oung men, excepting in the country, where
far greater Jiberty is allowed, are seldom
asked to visit a family where there are
grown-up daughters, and, unless under rare
circumstances, are rever asked to come to
lunch or dinner. On no account would a
French mother allow her daughter to speak
toa man of known bad ehaiacter or obvi-
ously unfit to become her busband. Mar-
risge is an ever present possibility in
France where young people are concerned,
and, as may be easily imagined, this has
both its advantages and disadvantages,
None of these rules apply to near relations,
Abroad families see a great deal of one an-
other, and cousins hardly ever develop
into husbands, probably because they are
allowed to see so much of their young
cousins,

Good Gracious.
5 Kate Field's Washington,

A clever soclety woman, who holds an
especial aversion to that popular form of
entertainment, the afternoon tea, from the
incongrnous menu generally presented the
guests, remarked that while wholly eschew-
ing teas on her own account, she could not
understand how others sbould deliberately
make Noal’s arks of theirinterior eccnomy,

A Silly Remark.,
Truth,

Mrs. Newbride (holding on to hat)—Oh
this dreadfu!l wind. \What will become of
my lovely new quilis?

r. Newbride (sarcastically)—They will
still remain on the guose, my dear.
———

Choice.

Strolling "mong the garden blossoms,
One would hardly dare

To select one flower as talrest
Where all seem so fair.

For if one should ehoose the 1y,
Might we not suppose

One would soon repent not having
Sought the biushing rose?

'Ti« not se, thongh, when you're seeking
Deutritice to test;

You will find but one, that's peerless
SOZODONT, the best.

Ask for Sozodont

It you want a dentrifice—as you probably do—
which will PROTECT YOUR TEETH from decay
and render them white, SOZODONT is la vogue
with the professious, which of all others are
called upon to dispiay thelr teeth the most—to
wit, the musieal and dramatie. It 1 especlally
attractive with the falr sex, a portion of the coms«
munity who make a polnt of looking attraetive.
The breath is rendered delightfully fragrant by
SOZODONT, which is certainly a desideratum In
persons of fine tastes.

JEAN

INGELOW.

WRITTEN FOR THE MORNING CALL.

I got the poems of two contemporary
English women out of the library the other
day. One of these books I found to be
worn and torn and “thumbed” all through
and some of the pages were stained, as with
drops of rain. The other book looked to be
brand new. One of these books is a book
for the people, the other is a book tor
poets. The one poet is the peuple’s poet,
the other is the poets’ poet. James Whit-
comb Riley took upthislatter book here the
other day and read ravenously, and read
mostly while not looking at the page, for
he knew by heart the greater part of lbe
book. This book was Christine Rossetti’s
Poems. He pronounced her sonnet
“Deatl’” the finest ever written. And you
should not despise the judgment of James
Whiteomt Kiley, who. queerly enough, ealls
himself the Hoosier Poet and preacher ane
teacher in the “vernacular,” for he is one of
the best read men I have met, and is as full
of points as a pincushion. Butto get on
with Jean Ingelow.

I first saw her when I was fresh from
Oregon, She was the first person of im-
vortance that I tried to see in London. I
got a letter from Tom Hood to Frederick
Locker, the poet, who knew everybody and
really held the keys toall literary and so-
cial London. Locker is a famous poet at
home. He was the fast friend of the first
Lord Tennyson and his nearest and dearest
friend after the death of Bishop Morris.
Locker’s daugbter, the “Geraldine’” so fre-
quently and so mnaively celebrated in
his poems, is the present Lady Tennyson.
You can guess what a good-hearted and

Jean Ingelow,

trnstfnl man Fred Locker must have been
in those days to give a letter of introduction
to Jean Ingalow into the hands of a stranger
from Oregon. Fortupateiy for me the lady
was at that time fitting out some nephews
for migration to and settiement in Missouri,
where she had purchased lands for them ;
so she naturally wanted to see some one
from the farther West,

I foand & squara little brick house on a
quiet and retired street, which faced the
high brick wall on the south side of Ken-
sington Gardens, with flowers in abundance
about the door. A short, florid woman was
washing the window by the high stepsasl
ascepded; and when I asked for Jean In-
gelow she wiped the suds from her reund,
full arms, let down her sleeves, and in a
sweet, motherly way opened the doorand
corducted me into a large room with a big
deskqull of drawers in the center of the
room, and books and books and books all
about. This robust and beautiful woman
whom I found washing the window was
Jean ingelow’s mother; also “a writer of
books,”” as Carlyle nominated himself.

Pretty soon the mother went out, taking
my letter from Locker, and Jean Ingelow
came in: came up from the kitehen, she said.

“Taking iessons in cooking?’" I suggested.

“Nn, giving lessons in cooking,” she an-
swered, quietly.

Now, will you please stick a pin here, and
at all such places as we go forward through
thes=e personal sketches, my dear American
ladies. I would like to teach a little and to
do some good in this worlid while I do my
work and earn my bread.

Here was a young woman, gifted with
great endowments of body and miand, in her
own house, with plenty of money and
friends the world over, yet she was not only
doing her own cooking but teaching some
poor girl how to cook and get on in the
world, Ibave said the mother was a very
handsome woman. 1 can say nothing so
personal nf the daughter, for she is stiil
living. Perbaps I may venture to set down
the fact, however, without giving serious
offense, that they looked so nearly alike I
could hardly distinguish the one from the
other as we sat there in the study in the
@im light of a L.ondon afternoon and talked
and talked of America and her boundless
possibilities,

At early twilight fell the yellow fog; with
1t candles were brought in by Jean, and
then the weather had to cateh it. How
everybody dislikes Londou! and howevery-
bedy in England goes to London to live if
he or she can possibly get there!

“We lived Ly the sea,” said Jean, “and I
shouid so like to be tack there, only it was
so far from chureh, quite a mile. Some-
times it was so windy mother could not go
at all, and father would have to take me up
behind Lim on the horse.”

When I told her that in Oregon we
generally went to chureh, when we went
at iall, on horseback, and that we thought
nothing of riding five or ten miles in the
rain, she looked very serious and again fell
to talking of her nephews and her fears
that they might forget their pravers.

**We must pray for them,” said the
thouzhiful mother. ;
*“That we will, mother,” said Jeap,

cheerily, and thep, balf laughing, she said,
“You know I used to pray for everything.”
Then suddenly turning to me, seriously,
she wenton: *“Ounce on our way to chureh
the wind blew so terribly that I could not
hold up my head, and I had hard work to
hold on to father as I sat behind him on the
horse. So I praved all the way till we got
to the church doour for the wind to change.
Sure encugh! when we came cut it had
changed, changed sharp about. and was
blowing guns the other way. My prayer
was answered and I nad it right in my face
as before all the way back.”

Iu London a dinner, shortly, is always an
adjunct to a letlter of introduction. This
dinner may be in compliment te yourself.
It may be, as it must have been in this case,
a compliment to the one who gives you the
letter. In this country we let tnings go at
ravel ends and introduetions mean
almest nothing; but they are very
serious matters over there and involve
obligations not to be neglected, I received
my letter to dine with Jean Ingelow with
boundless delight, for 1 truly loved her
poetry. But to my consternation when I
got there 1 found it was not a quiet family
affair at all, but the regulation *‘low-neck
and swallow-tail."”” I had on Oregon-made
cowhide boots, a sealskin vest and a great,
long sealskin coat, also of Oregon pattern
ana make.,

Now I might have gone and hired a8 dress
suit, as Dr. Franklin tells us he did, and
as thousands do now, but I did not know it
could be done then, and besides, I did not
think it necessary. But it is abso-
lutely necessary. What I would have
done in any other than the broad and demo-
cratic doors of Jean Ingelow I don’t know;
but most certainly I would not have dined.
The **man” looked at me, went away, came
back, tried to take off my big sealskin coat,
but finding no coat beneath he quietly
smoothed me down, pulled my trousers out
of my boots, brushed thew, and so showed
me to the drawing-room.

Tie widow of Nathantel Hawthorne and
her daughter Una, Lady Franklin, Eimund
Gosse and a dozen others of like nane and
place in letters were there, They looked at
me, and my face must bave told the pain
and dismay, for they were so very kind.
Fortunately, we went to dinner at once. I
suffered of course-from the heat, but that
was nothing, compared to my bumiliation
and siame. I weunt and told Locker at
once and he was horrified. He told ma I
ought to be indicted for donkeyism, but th

entle fellow never withdrew his friendship
or me; and it was the biggest day of my
life when, a few months later, I laid my
pew book in his havd with all Londen in-
dorsing it.

But here I go rattling along all about my-
self when the matter in hand is Jean In-
gelow. ILet us take first a few lines from
her “High Tige.,” You see she is still liv-
ing by the ocean, in song at least, Here is
the sea and the sun, the grass, the seeds
the sedge, surge—almost the very voice of
the ocean.

- . -

1 sat and spun within the doore,

My thread brake off, I raised mine eyes,

The level sun, like ruddy ore,

Lay sinking fu the harren skies;

And aark against day’s golden death

Sbe moved where Lindls wandereth,

My soune’s falre wife, Klizabeth.

“Cusha! Cusha! Cusba!®" calling,

Ere the early aews were faliing,

Farre away I heard her song,

“Cushat Cusha!" alialong:

Where the reedy Lindis floweth,
Floweth, flowetn, p

From the meads wnere melick groweth,

Falutly came ber milking song.

*Cusha! Casha! Cusha!” ecalling,
**For the dews will soon be falling;
Leave your meadow grasscs meilow,
Mellow, mellow:

Quit your cowslips, cowslips yellow;

e~

Come uppe Whitefoot, come nppe Lightfoot
Quit the stalks of parsiey hollow,
Hollow, hollow;

Come uppe Jetty, riseand follow,
From the clovers lift your head;
Come uppe Whitefoot, eome uppe Lightfoos,
Come appe Jetty, rise and foliow,

From the clovers lift your head:
Come uppe Whitefoot, come uppe Lightfoot,
Cowe uppe Jetty, rise and follow,

Jetty, to the milking shed.”

It it be long, aye, long ago,

When I beglnne to think howe long,
Againe I hear the Lind's fiow,

Swift as as arrowe, sharp and strongs;
And all the alre, 1t seemelh maee,
Bin fuil of floatiug belis (savth she)
That ring the tune of Enderby.

Alle fresh the level pasture lay,
Aud uot ashadowe mote be seen
Save where, fuil fyve gzood miles away,
The steeple towered from out the greane,
And lo! thegreat beil, far and wids,
Was heard in all the countryside
That Saturday at eventide.

The swannerds where their sedges are
Moved on In sunsei's golden breath;

The shephsrde !ads I heanl afarre,
And mv sonne's wife Etlzabeth;

Ti11, floatiag o’er the grassy sea,

Came downe that kyndiy 'ocssage [req,

The “brides of Mavls Enderby.”

Then some looked uppe into the sky,
And al! along where Lindis flows
To where the goodly vesseis lie,
And where the lordly steepie shows,
They sayde: *"And wiy should this thing be,
What danger lowers by land or s-a?
They riug the tune of Enderby!

“For ev!l news from Mablethorpe,
Of pyrate galleys warplog down:
For shippes ashore beyond the scorpe,
They have not spared to wake the town;
But while the west bin red to see,
And storms be none and pyrates flae,
Whoy ring *‘The Brides of Enderny 2 "

I look%ed without, and lo! mv sonne

Came riding aown with mizht and main,
He ratsed a suout as he drew on,

11ill atl the weikin rang agaln,
Elizabeth ! KEiizabeth!

(A sweeter woiman ne’er drew braath
Than my sonne’s wife Elizan.th.)

Of course she has done stronger and
more arlistic work thap this quoted here;
but nothing more to our purpese, She is a
ehild of the sea and the sea winds and en-
tirely at home there, whether sadness or
gladness be her theme.

Let ns walk with Jean through the
grasses by the littie brook cn its path to the
sea, As Keats said when dying, “You can
hear the daisies growing.”

An empty sky, a8 world of heather,
Purpie of foxglove, yellow of broom,

We, toe, among them wading together,
Shaking out honey, treading perfume.

Crowds of bLees are glddy with clover,
Crowds of grasshoppers skip out at our feet,

Crowas of farks at their wmatius hang over,
Thanking tie Lord for a lile 50 sweet,

Finshing the rise with her purple favor,
Glowing the cleft with her golden ring,

'Twixt the two brown butterfites waver,
Lighily settle, and sleepily swiug,

We two walk till the purple dieth
Anud short dry grass under foot is brown,
But one little streak at a distance heth
Green like a ribbon to prank the dewn.

Over the graves we stepped into It,

And God he knoweth how biithe wa wers
Never a voice to bid us eschew it:

Hey the greeu ribbon that showed so fair

Hey the green ribbon! We kneeled 1
" We parted the grasses dewy and
Drop over drop there filtered and

A tiuy bright bee 4t trickied

belwe

Tinkle. tinkle, sweetly it sune to ns,
Light was our ta'k as of faery belis;
Faery wedding-beils falntly rung to us
Dowa 1o their fortunate paraiie!s.

Hand in hand, while the sun peered over,
We lapped the gra:s on that young
Swept back Its rushes, smoothed its ¢l
And sald, “Let us follow it westeriug.’

A dappled sky, a worid of meadows;
Circling above us, the black rooxs fly
Forward, bacsward: lo! their dark shad
Fiiton the blossoming tapestry.
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Flit on the beck, for her long grass parteth,

As hair from & maid’s vright eyes blown back:
And lo! the sun lixe a lover darteth

His flattering smile on her wayward track

Sieg on! we sing In the glorious weather
‘211l one sions over the tiny strand,
So parrow, ln sooth, that still togeth
Oun either Lrink we go haud in haul,

The beck grows wider, the hanas must sever,
On elther margin, our sougs all do 8,

We moveapart, while she singeth ever,
Taking the course of the stooping sun.

He prays. “Come over.” I may not follow:
1 cry, *Return!™ but he cannot con
We speak, we lauzh. but with v
Qur hauds are hanging, our hearts are numb.

Jean Ingelew has kept quietly along her
walk by the seashore and taught the Eng-
lish virtues all her life. Unlike Mrs.
Browning, she has kept at home, and even
at heme has kept to quiet, pastoral themes,
She is, as has been stated, extreme'y reli-
gious, although her religion is rather in hier
heart and daily life than in ber books. DBut
the world has a strangeiy direct way of go-
ing to the heart acd truth of things. It
honors what is good and true and pure, and
it wants it and gets ivin the books of Jean
Ingelow.

To ¢ me right down to “ecold facis and
brass tacks,”” as they say in the South, 1
don’t think any weman, living or dead,
ever realized so much money for her poelry
as bas Jean Ingelow. It was she who sent
my Boston publishers to me, or rather their
London agent, with a most enthusiastic
ietter as to their integrity and ability. As
she had been the very first verson with
whom I broke bread in London, you

may be sure she was the first to hear
from me, and the first and most
ardent to respond, too, when sud-
denly came tfo the surface there. I saw

much of her during my first years in Lon-
don, and always found her the same wise,
sweet woman, the idol of a very select so-
cial ana literary world of her own. Butl
never recall my first dinner there without
dismay, for if she bad turned me away
that night, or if that gruff but good-hearted
“man’”’ had not dusted wme down and
smoothed me up 1 probably would never
gave had courage to do what 1 did in Lon-
on.

It is many years since I saw her, or even
heard from her; and as I have meantime
been in Mexico and other piaces remote
from English literary ways I know almost
nothing of her later life. But whatever her
fortunes I owe ber much, much more than I
venture to record here.

JoAQuUIN MILLER.

A MODERN MIRACLE.
A Hdopeless Case, Abandoned by
Physicians, Rescued from
Beath’s Door.

Dr. Davio KexSeoy, Rondout, N. Y.

My Dear Sir—It is my pleasure and
absolute duty towards these who are strug-
gling for very life against the dead

DISEASES OF THE RIDNEYS

to add my testimony to the wonde:f
eficacy of DR. KENNEDY'S FAVOR-
ITE REMEDY. My wife's was a &g
less case, abandoned by the physicians
DR. DAVID KENNEDY'S FAYORITE
REMEDY was resorted to; not becau
any hope was placed in it, but, becin
nothing else remained. The efect was
little short of a miracle. At the second
752tle she had recovered strenvth and cov-
szniug the treatment has fully recovered.
Jay Swerr. Albany, N. Y.
Je5 tf Su

A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever.

R. T. FELIX GOURAUD'S ORIENTATL,
CREAM, OR MAGICAL BUAUTIFIER.
Removes Tan, Pimples, Freck.
les, Moth Patches. Rash, and
Skin diseases, and
svery blemish on
beauty, and defies
detection. On its
virtues ithasstood
the test of 40 years,
noother has, and is
80 harmlioess wo
taste it to besure it
is properiy made.
Accepinocounters
feit of similar
name. The @istin-

uished Dr. L. A

ayre said to a
lady of the haut-
fen (a patlent):
* Asyou ladies wiil
use them, I recommend *Gouraud’s Cream’ as the lrast
harmful of all Skin preparations.” One bottie wil|
last six months, usiug 1t every day. Aiso Poudre
Subdtile removes superfluous alr without Injury to
the skin.
FERD T. HOPKINS, Prop'r, 37 Great Jonesst. N. Y.
For sale by all Druggistsand Fancy Goods Dealers
throug hout the U. 8., Canadas and Europe.

AW Beware of Buse imitations. 81000 Rewarq
ter arrest aud proof of any ouo s=lilng the same.

~
-

Purifies as well ag
es the Skin,
No otber cosmetie
wiil do {g,

EBeautifi

apl7 SaMo iy

CATARR
TH :

ELY’S
CREAM BALM

(leanses the
Nasal Passages,

Allays Pain and
Inflammation.

Heals the Sores.

Restores the
Senses of Tast»
and Smell,

TRY THE CURE.

A particle isapphed itto each nostril and IS agree-
able. Price 50 cents at druggists or by mall.
ELY BROTHERS, 56 Warren street, New York.
sed 1y uTu&Wy -

Year

Weekly (T'ajl, Bl ;er



