©"1he climax he said sotto voce.

. plume of Mephisto.
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THE FAIR CAPTIVE.

A War=Time Romance ih Which True Love’s Course
Met Some Difficulties.

“If you aon’t believe there is a romancs
in my war dairy,” said Major Robert Bul-
luck, formerly of General Loring’s staff,
*‘let me read you a chapter to beguile a
weary hour, just here where the leaves
are well thumbad and a withered rpsobug
is the bookmark o the tender episode.
And placing his cigar on the corner of the
table, cocking his hat on one side nqd his
feet upon the rail of the summer piazza,
the amiable and gallant ex-Confederate
hero began the tale that follows.

I shall never forget the day Billy Alston,
whom we thought dead, came back
through the lines. He was not the gay
boy he had been the vear before, when he
came from D’aris to join the army, and
couldn’t zet rid of s foppish airs; but
be was the same glorious fellew, with
more sense and dignity after his terrible
trials. 1 never shall forget that “‘fine May
morn,”’ as Billy called it, in the spring of
¢2, when we went to take Fort Fayette
and didn’t do it. “This is a jolly fine piece
of luck,” said Billy, “that the general
should order us on this expedition. I've
got the sealed orders for McCansland.
But if this doesn’t turn out something I’ll
forswear the tented field and go back to
Taris and turn diplomat again with Slidell
and D2 LLeon and all those fellows. I’ve
given old Mars a fair chance, and thus far
I find him & fraud. I demand something

- like Achilles, Anthony and Cleopatra,
Charley O’Malley and all that sort of
thing, the way we read of war in books,
and love along with it. But say, old man,
yvou are chief of the staff mess this month,
but I’m chief of the staff and Captain Bui-
luck. I want to know what particular
delicacy is to comfort the stomach of a
hero besides salt bacon and corn bread?
It's 1 ¢’clock now.”

*Most ncble Anthony or O’Malley, pre-

. pare to be surprised. Two ebony slaves
‘have been on a scout and they return with
rich spoils, among which are a pea fowl, a
patriarchal gander and the rarest piece of
game thatever graced the bag of Nimrod—
an opossum. And last but best, a canteen
of apnlejack.” !

*Bob, vou are always wise, but now you
are inspired. let us pour a libation to the
gods, even if Mars is a failure, and then
we’ll ses the cook. I kuow Savarin by
heart and 1 could make an Irish stew of
opossum if we Lad some macaroni a la
Duoblin.”

The next morning Billy and I started to
join MeCansland, whose brigade lay in
camp in Raleigh County, thirty miles from
Fort Fayette. It was a pleasant little
eampaigu, the route lying through the
picturesque mountain region along the
beautiful New River that traverses the
southwest section of Virginia. Our ecav-
alry was in the enemy’s rear and we pro-
posed to aitack the front if circumstances
were favorable., The country girls always
received us with enthusiasm, for Billy
would whistle 2 gem from his operatic
repertoira and accompany himself on the
piano, an accomplishment as artistic as it
was eccentric. He could execute the most
intricate cadenza that ever made a prima
donna’s tour de force, and if the girls did
not take to classic musie we would sing as
a duet, “Her Bright Smile Haunts Me
Still,” a favorite song of the day.
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The fifth day, on Sunday Jafternoon, we
eame up to the Federal picket, and through
our glasses couid see the boys plaving
cards under a tree, while the sentry lazily
swupg his earbine in his hand and sang
*When the Cruel War Is Over,” little
thinking whata different sort of game was
about to be played.

Billy and I toock three scouts around |

through the woods and took up the planks
jn the bridge over a little creek, and then
fired off four pistols, at which signal our
advance guard charged the picket in front.
They were surprised and overpowered,
and come scampering down the hill with
our fellews after them yelling like devils.
We caught five of them on the bridge, and
one of them said, as he serambied out of
the trap: “Now, Johnnie, don’t be hard on
us. I've got a canteen full of applejack.”

We saw three girls on the poreh of a
pretty farmhouse near by waving hand-

kerchiefs to us by wav of applauding this i

little adventure, and as there was nothing
more to be done bnt to wait for the main
column to come up Billy and I went up to
the house and were received with wild
enthusiasm.

One nof the girls had disappeared, but
the other two dragged her out, struggling
aud blushing.

*“Oh, I'm so scared,” she cried. *I was
coming from church when a man came
running down the road and said the rebels
were coming.””

“You big goose,” said one of the girls.
*“The rebels are not going to eat yoa up.”

**She’s our cousin,” said another; *‘but
she’s a Union

“I"d be a Union man,” said Billy, “in
one respect for her sake. You hold her,
ladies, while I make her a prisoner

voung
of war.’

And encouraged by the applause of the
two other girls he seized the blushing
damsel and tried to kiss her.

“*Served her rignt,”” said the others.
*She’s just putting on to make believe
she doesn’t like it,”

We enjoyed a pastoral luneh of butter-
milk, cold bread, honey and cold mutton,
a kind-looking old matron presiding.
Then we gave our musical **matinee’” and
Rilly plaved the interlude that introduces
“Now, Bob,
when 1 how! on tbe bigh C you give ‘em
. that barviove croak on F sharp and we’ll

. gather the crowd.”

We did. The old lady’s eyes were suf-

.fused with tears and the girls were all
-rayitures.

Then Billy sang his translation
_-of Henry of Navarre’s song to Gabrielle

-and he pushed his flirtations with an ardor
-« -equal to that of the gallant monarch who
“ eft the fight§for his kingdom to win his
mistress with song and lute. It was as-
tonishing to ses how little the young lady
disguised her gratification and how boldly
.-'she encouraged her admirer,

**This beats Achilles and O’Malley,”
whispered Billy to me as he led the young

“lady outinto the garden bower for 2 tete-
a-tete.

We heard the drums of the fortin the

. distance beat the long roll, and Billy and
-.Helen ecame out of the bower, one ail
"smiles and the other all blushes.
-Helen was only a country gir], but one
;at a courtier or a pret might have gazed
-:on ~with rapture. Her pretty head was
s erownped with a little soft felt hat, saucily
cocked on one side and the tail feathers of
a pheasant set in front, like the forked
Her oval face was
framed in a mass of curling auburn hair
thal matched her gleaming agate eyes and
a red mouth that would bave risked the
- plety of a saint, while her neck might have
been likenea to the swan’s, except that the
reverse curves that poets aescribe in the
Swan of Leda and the steed of Adonis
were hidden by a close collar aud ribbon.

In fact, her attire, like her bearing and
manners, indicated all the defenses that
feminiue modesty erects against audacious
admiration.

But the littie traitor of eoquetry within

" his well-guarded citadel had thrown outa
signal to show that it might possibly be
taken by strategem if not by storm. The

- ribbon knot at the neck was evidently not
intended for a Gordian tie, and two open
buttonholes on the breast looked like a rift
in the cloud where two pink rosebuds sug-
gested the forbidden glimpse of heaven to
eyes that could wonder from the siren
fascinations of lier own,

So this rustic inaiden was a combination
of allurements and deliance as she stood
seemingly spellbound Ly the handsome
young soldier’s eloquent whispers,

They whispered as only true lovers
can, She took @ul one of the rosebuds,
kissed it and gave it to Billy, And we
‘gave the ladies a short an revoir and rode
away., \ 2 A

“That’s the hot)ptt flirtation 1 ever
saw,” sgid I, as we stopped to water our

\

{

zirl—Miss Helen Manson.” {

horses, “‘except the one with the pretty
widow who called you Cupid.”

“*What did she mean by that?” asked
Billy, scornfully.

“Why, she said whenever she saw yvoun
so clean and perfumed and so beautiful
you always reminded her of Cupid, her
dear little dead poodle.”

“You made that up,” said Billy, “and—""

_“But look younder. What’s that girl
ridiug off for at that breakneck gait ?”

The fair Helen had got on her horse
and was going to the rear of the house like
a comet.

“She’s going home,” said Billy, “but
weve sworn to meet again. ln the mean-
time, old boy, I seek solace in the weed.”
And he quietly drew his pipe from his
breast-pocket. But in the act he turned
deadly pale and trembled.

“Whoat's the maiter, Billy ?”’

“Great God of heaven, that fiend of a

woman has stolen my papers—the sealed
orders.”

A gay man in distress is doubly pathetic,
and I held up Billy as he staggered under
the disaster just as they held up poor
dying Mercutio. Ie had lost his papers in
an intrigue with a woman, :and having
been more than once rebuked for his gay
prooensities, the case was all the worse,

*We must catch her,” 1 cried, “but she
is going like the wind.”

™ her,” said Billy between his
teeth, “we’ll go like the whirlwina.”

And we did. It was a terrific race which
the fair Amazon would have won except
that ghe had to dismount to take down
three **draw bars,” Which she left down.
At the third one, just as she was springing
iu the saddle, Billy came ub st full speed
and caught the horse’s bridle. There was
a violent struggle, aad then Billy struck
the horse in the flank and he galloped off
down the road, leaving the indignant dam-
sel standing in the road before the enemv.

*“Now, young lady, that envelope, or I'll
take it wherever it is.” s

“I’I1 die first,”” was the defiant reply.

**The lady would be wise to remember
that she is taken in the act of carrying in-
formation through the lines, and is, there-
fore, a spy,” said I.

“1f you are a man of honor remember
that l am a woman.”

“I’m a man who has lost his honor and
you have it,"”” was the reply.

Miss Helen was always beautiful, but
now she was superb as she stood before us
with flushed cheeks and flashing ayes, the
auburn hair loose and waving in the wind.

““Miss Helen,” said Billy, taking off his
hat and bowing after the manner of Sir
Charies Grandison, **asa gentleman 1 hum-
bly apologize tn the lady, but as an officer I
arrest the spy.”

It was pear sunset now, and the boom of
agun in the distance announced that the
fort had saluted the first approach of our
advance guard.

“Young lady,” said Billy, inventing a
stroke of strategy, ‘““vou mav tell by that
sound that our soldiers have invested the
fort and so if you don’t surrender that
paper you may fall into worse hands than
ours before morning, not to mention the
Inconveniences of a night in the woods
without a femme de chambre, chaperon or
robe’de-—excuae me, I meant to say sup-
per.

Struck with this unexpected turn of the
adventure Miss Helen bit her lip for a mo-
meni, then drew the package from the
breast of her riding dress and. disdainfully
tossing it on the ground, stood beating her
skirt with her whip.

*“You have read this document,” said
Billy, after opening the envelope,” and
might convey the information withont hav-
ing the paper. Come, fair Helen, this
my friend Achilles, and I'll
stead of Charles O’Malley,

Let vs fiy to

is |
be Paris in-|

|

| Troy, that is, to the safety of the Confed- |

erate rear, where we Inay renew
broken pledges of the matinee.””

‘“You will only be a prisoner in form,”
I suzgested, *‘and it’s for your own safety,
you know.””

At this our fair captive, to our great
surprise, gave a convulsive snb, and
sitting meekiy down on the side of the
| road drew a snowy cambric handker-
{ehiet and sought relief in the tears that
| make a pretty woman in distress more
formidable than an army of Amazons.

We stood by like two stupid schoolboys,
! worse broken up by this sudden shower
| than the lady herself.

At last Billy said softly, *“You’ll be as
| safe with us as if wa were vour brothers.”

“Or your mother,” I suggested.

the

“I’'m afraid you’ll cateh cold sitting on | ot

that damp grass,”

“We’ll go and get an ambulance.”

**No,” sobbed the heroine,

I'nen 1 whispered to Billy that when
women got Inte such a humor it was
{ better to wait quietly until the mood
'changed.

{ lady to her grief for ten minutes sha rose,
| and slowly adjusting her hat and skirt said
faintly:

“i’m ready.”

But when I led my horse up to the fence
and took down three rails to make an im-
provised horseblock she said, ruefully:

“I will have to ride behind you.”

And so we took our way to the Manson
House in melancholy procession to make
a sad end to our gay matinee, as Billy
called it.

A¢ we passed along the groups ol col-
diers going into camp the tvpical humorist
so familiar in the Confederate ranks gave
ns what would have been called in later
times a “‘guy.”

“Say, boys, dog on me if that ain’t old
Manson’s gal. Cap, yon had oughl to
cotched Ler dad, that old Union enss.”

“He prefers the gal,” said another.

**Hold on to the cap’n, sis,” cried a third,
“If the critter kicks up you’ll fall off sure.”’

And with such gibes as these we ran the
gantlet, and finally brought our teartul
prisoner to her kinfolk, who neard the
story with deep sympathy, petted and con-
soled the fair victim, and bade us good-
night in mingled tones of regret and re-
proach.

The next morning at daylight when we
attacked the fort there was nota living
creature in it except a cat sitting in front
of one of the huts, with the peculiar
serenity that only a cat can maintain under
such tryving circumstances.

Billy handed the general the sealed
orders, explaining that they were only to
be delivered after the result of the attack
on the fort, and he then narrated the cir-
cumstances of our adventure. ‘I'he gen-
eral, or colonel, as he was then, gave a
contemptuous grunt and coldly remarked
that:

“Of course she has sent the d—d Yan-
kees the information, and hence they had
gone down the river to join their cavalry
and overpower Jenkins” (our own cavalry
commander). And he promptly gave orders
for the troops to form in column and move
forward as rapidly as possible. The colonel,
who was afterward a distinguished gen-
eral, was then a young man tocommand a
brigade, and was a fierce and headlong
fighter, and he ncw pusued the pursuit
with intense ardor, driving back the rear
guard of the Federals and {frequently
forcing them to halt their whole culuwmn
and deploy in line. But with the advan-
tages of the mountain roads they con-
tinved th e mareh of the wain column unp-
til near sunset, when in rear of a defile
they formed line with two batteries on a
litile mountain spur and after a series of
desperate assaults we were forced to draw
off badly discomfited.

When Billy recogunized his resporsibility
for the fiasco his gallant and debonair
bearing vanished, and with elenched teeth
be rode to the front and stayed there until
a welcome bullet took him in the shoulder
and he fell down in the dusty road where
our battery was being terribly pounded by
a plungiveg fire. When we took him back
and laid him among the wounded under a
tent-fly, he faintly murmured:

*0Oid fellow, we’ve had our last matinee,
but it’s bard luck to be mua'gered out with-
out an honorable discharze.

Just before daybreak the pickets re-
vortea thata steamboat was coming up
the river, and we recognized by the
wheezy, hard-drawn breatb one of the flat
stern-wheel boats that could navigate the
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Ohio and Kanawha as long as there was
a heavy dew, as the natives expressed
it. By the time daylight appeared the
soldiers wera bringing rails aod cutting
poles to make a *‘palisade” as we guessed
that the enemy had been re-enforced and
would take their turn to attack. At 9
o’clock, however, no demonstration had
been made, and I rode back to see how
Billy was getting along, but what was my
surprise to see standing before the tent into
which he had been moved the identical
cause of all the trouble, the fiendish Helen,
forked feathers and all, and holding her
horse by the bridle.

“So you are here, are you? you —.” But
propriety and rage together choked my ut-
terance.

*Oh, my God, my God!” cried the girl
wildly, *“have I caused this? 1t just
dawned on me when a wounded soldier
came to the house last night and tola us.
What ean I do, what can I do?”

“You can go to—well, to Richmond. You
stole that paper. You are a spy. You
have caused a brave young boy to get him
self killed and—""

But a terrific rattle of musketry to the
left of us broke off the dialogue. The
enemy had surprised our picket on a by-
road to the left. and come down on our
flank like a whirlwind without notice.
‘i'be colonel, however, was a complete sol-
dier, and he had three regiments of Vir-
ginia mountaineers, the finest riflemen in
the world, who, clad in dirt-colored gray,
when skirmishing could hardly be seen
compared with the black silhouettes that
the Union soldiers made on the field. Or-
dering one regiment to form to the lelt
and rear and a double line of skirmishers
to hold the front he drew off his little
army in_perfect order, and, posting the
artillery in a gap through which the turn-
pike ran, threw out his line to left and
r:ght on ithe steep acclivities and presented
a front that the enemy only approached
once.

So quickly did all this happen that before
[ could take one look at Billy and mount
my horse, our skirmishers came by us,
facing about and firing as they retreated.
They had strack the tent and putitin a
wagon, but there lay Billy and the girl
kneeling by him. The next instant the
long line of Federals came forward, shout-
ing and firing. The wagon and the
surgeon and the ambulance dashed
off at a gallop, and, leaping on my
horse, I turned his head to the rear. He
needed no forther nint, but rushed down a
siope om a run, across a little slash and
scrambled up the steep hill, where our line
was reforming, just in time to avoid the
reopening fire of our own men.

Our yonng commwander, who was as cool
and wary in retreat as he was rash in at-
tack, retired slowly before the Feaeral
force and allowed them to occupy their
former post at Fayette, but in September
he captured it with vearly all the gariison,
for wbich he was made a brigadier-gen-

eral.

All this time Major Alston had not been
heard from, except that some of the coua-
try girls who had relaticns in the Federal
lines heard a lurid story of the wrath of
old Manson when he found bis daughter
at a field hospital nursing a rebel. The
newly-made general had ignored Billy’s
unfortunate slip, as he considered that it
had precipitated the campaign that re-
sulted to his own benefit.

As the first snow of Decembar came over
the southern range of the Alleghenies and
began to spread its desolate white mantle
over the beautiful region known as
“Burke’s Garden,” Geveral Loring was
sitting in his teni regaling some of his
staff with tales of his travels in the East,
as he loved to do, and he was in the
midst of a description of the seraglio that
was the scene of Don Juan’s adventures
and explaining that the walls were decor-
ated with the colored iilustrations of
Byron’s poem, when an orderly entered
and announced that two deserters haa
just come in.

“Very well,”” said the general, *‘bring
them in. As 1 was saying, there on two
walls are these pictures of the favorite—
what’s her name ?—Zuleika, and Don Juan
and Johnson at the camp of Suwarrow
with the girl in disguise.”

**Here they are, general,” sald the or-
derly, and throwieg back the flaps of the
tent he pointed to two ragged and dejected
fizures in the stained remnants of blue
uniforms, ope a yonng man with thin, un-
kempt bair and beard, the other a boy in
equally forlorn habiliments relieved by a
glaukel closely drawn around his shoul-

ers.

“*Well, who are you and where did youn
come from?”” asked the general, posing
himself to discover some important piece
of information.

Slowly taking off his ragged cap and put-
ting back his uncombed hair the elder
stranger said in a low, deprecating tone:
“GGeparal, don’t you know Billy ?”

The general was subject to sndden fits
avger, and perhaps thinking that his

| dignity, which he held with extreme mili-
| tary precision, was being trifled wilh, he
| said in a deep base voice, like the growl of

a tiger:
*“Billy who ?”
Another short pause and the tattered

: I | stranger said with a comicallv sad attempt
’ Sure enough, afier leaving the young

at a smile:

“Bill Alston.” ¢

The general rose slowly, and, approach-
ing bis former adjutant-general, took him
by the shoulders and turning him around
exaloined him critically. Then, thinking
of the contrast between ‘the wretched
object and the former brilliant ornament
of bis staff, he burst into a laugh that was
echoed Dy the other officers ns they took
hoid of Billy and aliernately ewmbraced
and bantered him,

“Take him out and wash him aud be
particular about it, and then, Billy, I'll
shake hands,” said Loring. *But see
here, who's that other one £

The *‘other one” looked more pitiful
and abazhed than Billy, and with bowed
head avoided the inquisitive glances bent
upon him.

Then Billy, putting his arm around
his timid companion, said with the first
touch of dignity and courage that he had
mustered :

*“This is my wife, Miss Helen Manson,
who saved my life and gave me my
freedom ; but a thousand times more than
that she gave me herself,”

At this pathetic turn of the seene old
Loring, who was a bachelor and the sonl
of gallantry, rose, and, tenderly putting
his hand on the yvoung lady’s head, said:

“My dear young lady, this is really the
most beautiful thing 1 bave ever witnessed
in all my travels in the East or in our own
country, and I am proud to have a part in
it. Letan old fellow give you his bless-
ing, and I’'ll be your father until—well, I
expect to catch your real father, but will
forgive him evervthing for your sake.”
And tenderlv conducting the disguised
bride to the door of the tent he directed
one of the staff to call a female servant
and hitch up the headquarters ambulance
to take the couple to a private house
near by.

It wonld be impossible for me to do jus-
tice to the story she told ot the rescue from
prison and the dangerous and weary ad-
ventures in getting through the lines. Old
Loring would not rest until he got Bil'vy
promoted, and he distinguished himself 1a
the Southern campaigns with Johnson.

After the surrender he came wandering
back to Virginia not knowing whether he
had any home or where to find his wife,
But when he eame to the house he saw an
old gentleman rolling a baby-carriage,

“*Hello,” said the old gentleman, *“is that
yon, Billw?”

*Why, Mr. Manson,” saia Rillv, jump-
ing off nis starved horse.

“We’ve got your pardon and saved your
fortune,” said the old fellow, and he
adaed, slapping Billy on the back, “You
rascal, vou made my daughter a rebel, but
I forgive you, for you've made me a grand-
father.” PAGE MCCARTY.
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Not a Happy Lot.
New York Week!ly.

Edaltor (Boom City Recorder)—There’s an-
otlier fellow waiting out there with a gun. An,
me! An editor's lot 1s not a happy one. If
that mau should kil ma he would 'ose nothing,
as there are plenty of other fools willing to take
my place here and keevp him supplied with the
news of the day at 5 cents a copy.

Friend—You are a good shot and ean pick
an Off with perfect safety right from this win-

0

w.

Editor—Hun! 1f you were running thf® paper
ou’d soon be bankrupt. If 1 should kill him
’d lose a subseriber, :

The first British translation of the Bible
was in the Irish tongue.

WOMEN AND HOME.

The Very Latest Midwin-
ter Fashions.

GOWN FOR A LITTLE GIRL.

Stylish Costumes for the House and
Street—A Modern Type of
Beauty.

The overskirt has come to stay, and it
begins to look as if we should have a re-
vival of the regular paniers by nextspring,
the short, bouffant drapery on the hips
showing itself in more and more pro-
nounced fashion on the imported dresses.
This and the apparent seamless and Qart-
less simplicity of the new waists, which
are drawn In folds to a point well below

the waist a 1a Bernhardt (this famous act-
ress having a particular predilection for this
cut' seem to be the newest features of the
presivat mode. For evening dresses—that
is to say, ball and reception gowns—the
skirts are becoming more and more studied,
and are really fearfully and wonderfully
made in their elaboration. *“Mucb too
labored” is the verdict of good taste, This

criticism, however, does not appiy to the
ball dresses of young girls, which are
miracles of simplicity and freshness.

Of the two miawin‘er gowns iliustrated
the first is a picturesque arrangement of
cloth, velvet and fur. The pretty little
fur-gathered front is of bengaline. The
home dinner dress, of which a sketch is
given, is intended for a brunette, and is of
silk in a pale shade «f old rose, It hasa
bertha and full front of old lace.

FOR THE TEA TABLE.

1t was really a remarkable tea jacket,
though it was composed mainly of odds
and ends, says the New York World. The
small, sleeveless Zouave jacket was of
black velvet, carefully cut from the least

TERT G

worn places in her mother’s old black
velvet gown. ‘The enormous sleeves of
golden-flowered silk were made of material
originally intended for sofa cushions and
purchased at the bargain counter for that
purpose. The soft, golden-colored vest
was of crepe de Chine, from a ball-gown
whose days were over. DBut the effect was
strikingly harmonious and Frenchy.

A COLLEGE-BRED BEAUTY.

The type of recognized facial beauty in
women has changed remarkably in the
past twenty years. Gradually the very
points that used to be considered the most
essential have altered or been lost sight of
in the heightened appreciation for others.
Take eyes, for instance. Large eyes are
beautiful of course, yet, according to the

Philadelphia Press, the average pretty
woman of te-day has not large eyes. She
has bright, clear or steady ones, but they
are seldom the big, round child-like eves
that the girl of a while ago must have had
to be thought pretty. A picture in this
article is that of a woman who was the
belle of her class at college, who duriog
Lthe past season has been acknowledged a
superbly beautiful woman. The smootbh,

lump neck and rippling bair are there,

ut no picture can do full justice to her
eyes, with their sparkle of wit and chal-
lenge that dazzles ycu into an acknowl-
edgment of their beauty when they meet
yours. A beauty beyond question, and as
surely one of a new type within the past
score of years.

A LITTLE GIRL’S GOWN.

A particularly trim little French dress
for a girl has a pleated skirt and a blouse
bodice trimmed with embroidery in jacket

shape. The collar, the belt and the sleeve
trimming are of the same embroidery. It
is to be hoped that pleated skirts will iong
be worn by children, for hardly any other
it as graceful and flower-like in effect.

A GOWN BY 'WORTH.

This costume is a street gown designed

for the New York World by Worth. The
material is 1ady’s cloth, trimmed with rich

black lace. The skirtis full and plain, a
deep flounce of the lace trimming the bot-
tom. The odd sleeves and bertha will
commend themselves to the woman in
search of something new.

ELECTRICALLY LIGHTED TABLES

English women are exulting over the
discovery that electric light can be made a
most brilliant and ocrnamental feature of
the dinner-table. It is a partof the center-

piece, pendant over a basket of flowers,
and is even introduced among the dishes
themseives. Handsome lamps with wide-
spreading amber shades, pillar candle-
sticks and various other fittings are find-
ing a ready sale among hostesses who are
looking for something ne w.

 BABYHOOD.

Helgh-ho! Babyhood! Tell me whereyou linger,

Let’s toddle home again, for we have gone
astray;

Take this eager hand of mine and lead me by the

nger
Back to the loius land of the far away.

Turn back the leaves of 1ife: don’t read the glory—
Let's find the pictures and fancy all the rest!
We can fill the unwritten pages with a brighter

siory
Than old Time, the story-telier, at his best!

Turn to the brook, where the honey"suckle tipping
O’er its vase of perfume spiils It on the breeze,
And the bee and bumming bird in ecstacy are

sipping
From the falry flagons of the blooming locust
trees.

Turn to the lane where we used to “teeter-totter,”
Printing little foot-palms in the meliow mold;
Lauguing at the lazy cattle wading In the water,
Where the ripples dimple round the buttercups
of gold.

Where the dusky turtie lles basking In the gravel
Of the sunny sandbar in the middie tide,

And the ghostly dragon-fiy pauses in his travel,
To rest like a blossom where the waterelily died,

Helgh-ho! Babyhood! Tell me where you linger,
Let's toddle home again, for we have gune

astray:
Take this eager hand of mine and lead me by the

nger
Back to the lotus land of the far away.
J. W. RILEY,

Wouldn’t Be an Englishman.
Boston Budget -

Blufikins wanpdered in at the club the other
nignht and drew his ¢hair close to the fire.

] wouldn’t be an Englishman for anything!”
he ejaculated. “They bave the most giutton-
ous appetites on record.” :

“You cawn’t prove that, bah Jove!” sald
Mr. Algernon Hawkine, who lived on chops
aund swore by her Majesty. :

*1 ecan,” repiied Blufikins, with unrufiled
composure, *‘and here is the proof: 1 was rid-
ing home in an electric last night., Two Eng-
lishmen sat next to me. *I’ave just boughta
stove,” said one. 'So ’ave I, said the other.
‘But mine is the best ou earth; it cooks my
breakfast in ’alf an hour,” said the first. ‘Jove!’
said the second, ‘that isn’t auything. 1 can
‘eat my stove in five minutes.’

And eveu Mr. Algsrnon Hawkins acknowl-
edged the Engijshman did bave preily solid
appetite.

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR

ON THE FEMALE FACE, ON MEN'S CHEEKS
ABOVE THE BEARD LINE.

Moles, Warts, Red Nose,
Enlarged Veins of the
Nose, Blackheads, Scars,
Pittings, etc., permanent-
ly destroyed without
pain or after blemish by
the

Electric

Needle

Operation.

Bend stamp for our

FREE BOOK.

Wo guarantee a cure
for any
FACIAL
DISFIGUREMENT.
NEW YORK ELECTRO- [;
LYSIS CO.,

225 Geary Street, San Francisco.

Hours, 9 to4: Sundays, 10 to 1.

Books and consultation free. ja7uSu

PULLING THE LOAD.

A Study of the Principles of Hauling.

There is one point in horse management
in which the Pacific Coast is far ahead of
most sections of the East. This is the
matter of loading horses. Whether it is
because horses are cheaper, feed less dear,
or our horsemen have more horse sense, it
is certain that an all too common sight in
the East, a single borse or a team strug-
gling with a load that is all too heavy for
their strength, is seldom encountered here.

Iam afraid I incline to the theory that
this must be explained on the ground that
horses and feed are cheap out here, for in
other regards we do not show arny very
great horse sense concerning loading. The
drays and heavy trucks we use out here
are especially designed to take the most
out of a horse with the least possible
return in work accomplished. They are
80 built that their weight hangs dead over
the wheels, far below the axles, so that the
horse has to encounter not only heavier
friction but to overcome an additional
force of gravity to what he could were the
load above the axle.

We have no idea, apparently, of econ-
omizing horseflesh by means of intelligent
loaaing. Our only remedy when we have
accumulated a load too heavy for the out-
fi to manage is to add another horse to
the team. With a little intelligence in the
matter of building our heavy trucks fully
one-third of the horses used in this city,
for instance, could be dispensed with.
With broader tires to our wheels and de-
cent pavements on our thoroughfares half
of what then remained could be turned
out to grass. The thought that is vftenest
saggested to the obseryant mind, in going
through the wholesale streets and noticing
the really extraordinary amouunt of horse-
flesh that cumbers the way, is that old
saying of Josh Billings’: *““There are 5
hundred dogs in this ’ere town and 2 hun-
dred and 50 of ’em cud dew all the
bizness.”

1do not know how many horses there
are in San Francisco, but I do know that
rightly used about half as many as there
are could do all the work that is now done,
and the comfort, safety, quiet and cleanli-
ness of our streets would be greatly aug-
mentad by the change.

The loading of a wagon is a proposition
in mathematics. There is not a practical
engineer in the world who, if he gave his
mind to a consideration of the matter,
would not at once recognize the fact that
we set that wonderful engine, the drafs-

gineer, the more the vehicle ought to sup-
port the horse. When, however, the load
inereases the horse ought gradually to lose
that support until, with an excessive load,
he ought to support a part of the vehicle.
In the case of the horse who was enabled
to draw the load of 2000 pounds after 203
pouunds weight had been placed upon shis
back the additional weight gave a better
angle of drait. If the load is heavy and
difficult to move and the horse is com-
pelled to effect a horizontal thrust without
inereasing his grip and improving his me-
chanical conditions it fails. But if the
conditions remove soma of the weight of the
load and put it on the horse it is equal
to allowing the thrust to be an obliquely
upward one. Mr. Briggs is perfecting an
automatic appliance which he claims will
increase or decrease the weight of a horse
as occasion requires. Some contrivance
that could be operated so as to occasion-
ally accomplish the latter would be a boon
to horseflesh. A horse exerts from ten to
a hundred times more force and expends
that much more energy in transporting
himself from place to place than in haul
10g a two-ton load on fairly good roads,
and they are so harnessed between the
shafts of a wagon as to compel them, even
in tiie moments during the day when they
are not at work, to rest their weight on
their feet. Any contrivance that would
temporarily diminish this welght would
prove a boon to the animal and a great
saving in horseflesh.

The idea that a horse thrusts rather than
pulls a load will strike many people as
amusing in the extreme. The comment of
one incredulous driver when I first putths
matter before him was given with a great
laugh. *‘In that case,” said he, ‘“‘we should
put the cart before the horse and let him
push it.” There are obvious reasons why
this cannot be done. The horse is built
differently from the elephant, for instance,
who moves his great loads by pressing
against them with his ponderous head ana
thrusting his weight forward. The horse,
however, could be made much more
comfortable about his work. As it is
now he is compelled to rest himself
unnecessarily under conditions that
any engineer knows that a locomotive
would speedily go to pieces under. On
this coast, for instance, wo could abandon
the great horse-killing trucks that are
such a distinctive feature of our business
trafic. We could study more intelligently
the rationale of the harness, particularly
of the collar, which is seldom constructed

“HE PUT SOME OF THE

LOAD ON THE HORSE.”

horse, to do work under conditions that ) upon

we know would cause the most carefully
construeted steam engine ever built to wear
itself out in useless endeavor. Oue man, a
civil engineer in London, named Briggs,
bas recently applied his mind to this
problem, and some of the conclusions he
has reached are so novel and seemingly
preposterous as to require a careful study
vefore their reasonableness can be fully
demonstrated. Mr. Briggs’ demonstra-
tions of what a horse may do under proper
conditions of leading have been pro-
nounced by representatives of bumane and
engineering societies, before whom he has
lectured, to be of the utmost importance.

To begin with he lays down a general
proposition that pulling is largely a mat-
ter of weight. Casually speaking, most
horsemen understand this to be a fact.
They koow that they require a heavy
horse to pull a heavy ioad, but in hitehing
the horse to the lvad they invariably pro-
ceed upon the idea that it is the extra
strength rather than the extra weight of
the large animal that is required. By our
methods of harnessing Mr. Briggs con-
tends the animals are so handieapped that
in many cases, if not in all, there is
an absolute 1loss of 50 per cent of
their power. A horse, he claims, does not
puil at any time; he thrusts. Tha
collar and traces are no part of the horse,
any more than the shafts are. The amount
of resistance a horse ean overcome de-
pends upon his own weight, his height, his
length and his muscular development. A |
carious experiment was given at a lecture !
in London to demonstrate the claim made
that pulling is & matter of weight. Two
men were brought out on the stage, one
much heavier than the other, bat both of
about equal muscular development. Each
took hold of a rope, and the heavier man
pulled the lizghter one across the stage. A
small boy then perched himself upon the
lighter man’s shoulders, and with this ad-
ditional weight to ald him, he, in turn,
hauled his heavier antagonist across the
stage.

Another experiment tried by Mr. Briggs,
in London, is very conclusive. A stout
draft horse was set to pull a load of 2000
pounds up a grade. By straining with all
his powers, the horse was able, with great
difficulty, nearly to move the load. Tae
experimenters then rewmoved from the
load two sacks, each containing 100 pounds,
and placed them on the horse’s back.
With bardly more than an ordinary effort
the horse walked up hill with the loaded
wagon.

I remember, myself, seeing on one of
our city streets a sight which showed coy-
clusively the relation between weight and
bauling power. A heavy drafthorse, at-
tached to a two-wheeled flat dray, was
hauling with apparent difficulty a not
very large load. The load, in fact, seemed
the merest trifie for an animal of his size,
yet he was leaning against the collar, his
legs braced, his wuscies quivering with
the strain of pulling. The disadvantage
under which he labored was not difficult
to recognize. The load, though by uno
means one that should have taxed his
strength, was rendered about double its
natural weight by being disposed on the
rear end of the dray platform. The ten-
dency of the load in this position was to
weigh down the end of the dray and
throw the shafts in the air. To coun-
teract this tendency must have required
a vertical pressure of several hundred
pounds at the other end. This pressure
was applied at the saddie by means of the
shaft supports and girth, and the force re-
quired to exert it was taken directly from
the weight of the horse. In other words,
part of the weight that should have been
imposed against the load was expended in
holding down the shafts, so that in reality
it was a horse of very ordivary weight that
was drawing the dray. If the load had
been shifted so as to rest forward of the
axle the effect would bave been to throw
part of the weight forward upon the
horse’s back, in which case he would
have had just that additional amount of
force to throw into the collar, and the
hauling of the wagon would have been a
mere bagatelie to him.

If Mr. Briggs could have seen this rig
as Isaw it that day he might have added
another to the collection of pictures with
which he illustrates his lectures, all show-
ing the waste of horse-power.

The lighter the load, says our civil en-

scientific principles, and every
handler of heavy horses should be made
to pass an examination in the mechanics
of loading that should be as searching and
thorough as that reqguired of engineers or
pilots. There are other matters, too, with
reference to hauling that every teamster
should know.

Experiments show thkat from one-third
to two-thirds more power is required to
draw a given load through mud or sand
than over a hard road, yet your average
teamster hurries his horses when he comes
to a *'bad bit” in the road. I asked one
once why he did this, and received the
astonishing reply: *‘Ob, it’s easier for the
horses to get through it quickly.” This,
when the animals he drove were visibly
in

using up, passing  quickly over
a sandy street, the enerzy that
shouid have carried them to town. A

horse can use, in one great effort, all the
force he has al his command, but I have
known drivers to urge a tired animal be.
yvond his strength, on the homeward way
on the plea that *‘the quicker he gets home
the longer hé’ll have to rest.” In hauling,
particularly, a great deal depends upon
management, whether a horse is worn out
by a short pull or enabled to work steadily
all day. Steady, hard pulling, particularly
on a grade, is painful to a horse,
and every animal so employed should be
allowed frequent periods of rest, particu-
larly in the early partof a trip. A load
should alwavs be arranged so that tha
weight is as far forward as possible, and,
in the winter season, every driver on soft
roads in California should remember that
a light rain, softening the surface of tha
road, adds 20 per cent to the power required
to draw a load. Dry axles add double,
sometimes treble, to the lahor of a team,
and a rise of one foot in ten on a grade
doubles the draft. Miss RUSSELL.

MRS, M. H. OBER,

Phelan Block, 816 Market St., S. F.

1236 San Pablo Ave., Oakland.

All qgualities Black, Cream
and Natural Ypsilanti Union
Suits, for ladies and children.
Headquarters for the Coast.

Sample pleces and Catalogues sent
free. The only house in San Fran-
cisco that carries extra sizes for La-
dies in Vests, Equestrienne Drawers
and Union Suits,

TICGHTS.

Knee and ankle, open and closed
seat, $1 25 up. All qualities. Sample
lot Hoslery atfmanufacturers’ prices.

Sponge 8ilk for underwear.

MRS. MILLER’S PUBLICATIONS.

Book on mother and babe, a few
hints for expsctant mothers. Send
for circular.

Only authorized Agent for Equre
POrSE Waist and JENNESS MILLER
Goods.

M. E. O BER,

Branch—1236 San Pablo Ave., Oakland.
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A Skin of Beauty Is a Joy Forever,

R. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL
CREAM, or MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER.
s Removes Tan, Pimples, Freck-

35 2 les, Moth Patches. Rash, and
=02 - =, Skin diseases, and
: o2E every blemish om

23S0 beauty. and defles
asc= “2tection. On its
eo5= Y Virtues it has
eE5F stood the Sest of
=350 43 years, no other
: ae has, and s so

8% harmless we tasta

ittobe sure it is
properly made.
Accept no coune
terfeit of similar

A. Sayre said ta
a lady of the
haul-ton ¢(a pa«
tient) : ““As you ladies will use them, I recommend
‘Gouraud’s Cream’ as the least narmful of all Skin
preparations.” Oue bottie will last six months,
using it every day. Also Poudre Subtile removes
superfiluous hair without Injury to the skin.
FERD T. HOPKINS, Prop'r, 37 Great Jones st.,N.Y.
¥or sale by all Drl':f:hu and ¥aney Goods Deals
ers throughout the U. 8., Canadas and Europe.
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