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"TP UNDER THE DAISIES. 

twin utran"'' what a treat rti-al of trouble we take, 
Vrh»t -acrifl.-t- mo-t of ti- willingly make. 
J„, ,'h, lip- will >rnile though it"' f'i'ari may ache. 
And tx'iid t» the way- of the world for the sake 

Of ii« poor and scanty praise*. 
A n d  time run- ou with s.i'-h pmle-.- (low 
Th«1 our iivc'K are waited beftire we know 
Whit work to fini»h before we go 

To our long rt'*t under the dairies. 
And too often we fall in a tisclcs..- flzht, 
5JJTwronir i* co mnch in the place of right. 
And the end if w> far keyond our fight, 
vru a- when otie starts on a chase by night. 

An unknown nhade piirxuiiig. 
Even *<> <lo We we. when our race is run, 
m,., 0f B|i we have Mriven for little in won. 
And of all 'he work our strength has done, 

How little was worth the doing. 
So mn*t of us travel with very poor speed, 
Wilin" in thought where we conquer In deea, 
Least ftrave in the hour of greatest need. 
And making a riddle that few may read, 

Of our lifeV intricate mazes. 
«ncb a Ubvrinth of right and wrong, 
»it "irange that a heart once brave and 8trfi(| -
hoold falter at last, and mo-t earnestly Ion# 
for a calm cieep under the dakiunf 

BnL if one poor troubled heart can say, 
"uw kiridnenc softened my life"* rough way," 
Ana the tears fall over our lifeless clay. 
We etiall stand up ill Heaven in brighter arrtjr 

Tban if all Earth rang with our praises. 
For tin- fr'°od we have done shall never fade. 
Though the work be- wrought and the wage# P*id, 
Am* the wearied frame of tlie lalxjrcrlaui 
*2l peacefully under the daisies. 

• —July GaliMpW 

LOTE AND LOGGING. 

Lotiisa's father had gono off with the 
ox-team up into the woods, sixty miles 
awav, to make the camp before the win
ter's" logging should begin. 8he felt very 
lonely as soon as he was out of sight, for 
more reasons than one. In the first place, 
there was nobody at home but little Tim, 
who could dig the paths, to be sure, and 
look after the cattle; grandmother, who 
was companiorfable enough, with her 
stories of old times, but a care more than 
a protector; and Susette, who helped 
About the house, but was only a child. 
The second reason was that she had quar
reled with Ben; and last, but not least, 
he and her uncle Simon had driven oft'on 
•the ox-team with her father. If there had 
«ver been a time since their quarrel when 
*he felt disposed to make it up, it was 
when the ox-team had disappeared from 
«ight and it was impossible to do so. 

The fact of the case was that Ben had 
been looking upon Louisa as his own 
property ever since he could remember. 
He liad'beaued her to and from singing-
school ; he had helped her out with her 
hard problems at district school, and had 
•carried her home on his sled; at quilting, 
sewing circle, or picnic he had chosen 
her for his partner in the dance, had paid 
his forfeits to her, and had revolved about 
her daily. And she had seemed to relish 
the whole thing till she went away to the 
-city one winter to work in a milliner's 
shop, and so came home quite out of con
ceit with country living and countrymen, 
and had rathtr given "Ben the cold shoul
der, refusing his gifts and attentions, and 
showing pretty plainly that she looked 
higher. But lien, with the instincts of 
» free born American, felt himself as good 
.as anybody, and charged her one day 
with having come byliifalutin ideas of 
herself and life in the city, which didn't 
in the least become her, and averred that 
.she couldn't do better than to marry him. 

"Well, Mr. Benjamin Thurman, I hope 

Jou're conceited enough," she answered 
im. "Marry you! I won't say but 

jrou're well enough yourself; but to live 
in this slow, backwoods fashion forever 
would be the death of me; and not so 
much as a lecture or concert to while 
away the time; to be wearing homespun 
all my days, and worrying about the 
•crops Oh dear, no, thank you; I've had 
enough of hard times. I believe I'll wail 
awhile before I settle down." 

"Perhaps there's somebody else?" ven
tured Ben. 

u No, I can't say that there is; though I 
4on't mind telling you that I didn't come 
home single for want of a chance. He 
had a house too, in the suburbs, and a 
Bousekeeper, and he said I never should 
bring the water to wash iny hands." 

"And why didn't you marry him?" 
asked Ben, frigidly. 

"Oh, he didn't exactly suit me; he'd 
lost his front teeth and his hearing. 
"There's as good fish in the sea as ever 
jet were caught," she sang, gaylv. 

" Well," said Ben, rising1, and looking 
bl«e lightnings, " 011 the whole, I'm glad 
that yon won't marry me, for you've got 
no more heart than an adder." And then 
he could have bitten his tongue out for 
saying what wasn't true, when his heart 
wa* almost breaking for love of her; and 
if she had shown that she was wounded, 
by word or look, he was ready to abase 
himself beneath her feet, and take it all 
back. 

u You're amazing polite, Mr. Thurman, 
I must say," she returned. "I'm sorry 
JOO asked i'or what you didn't want, be-
cause it would have been awkward if I 
hadn't refused. I didn't know that this 
"was the way folks made love—calling 
wanes, when I've always treated yon 
•well." 

" Treated me well with a vengeance!" 
•cried Ben, his face white as a star,and his 
•eyes like thunder-bolts. " Do you call it 
handsome treatment lo let me go on lov
ing you year after year, while it strength
ened with my strength, without a hint 
that you couldn't return measure for 
measure ? And then to go back upon a 
fellow, and throw him over because he 
doesn't live like a nabob, though he loved 
the ground you walked on, and thought 
nothing too hard to do for you! If that's 
what you call treating me well, good-by— 
I don't want ever to see you again." 

Louisa had been looking at him with 
sparkling even. She rather liked to we 
him angry; it was vastly becoming. And 
then he loved her so desperately. She felt 
a strange, delightful thrill at her heart, as 
if it responded secretly. She had half a 
mind to go to him and hold out her arms 
and be clasped to his beating heart, and 
fore et ambition and luxury and choose 
father a heaven on earth ; and while she 
hesitated he had said, " Good-by—I don't 
want ever to see you again—good-by." 

"I return the sentiment," said she, in
stead. "I believe I can live without you. 
•Good-by." And when he was safely out 
of sight she took revenge in a good cry. 

But now that he was gone she liegan it) 
And how much she hail depended upon 
him, how much more his mere presence 
was to her than any dream of worldly 

* prosperity, however golden. Perhaps but 
for this breach she might never have 
known how dear he was to her, nor how 
little she valued the superfluities of life in 
comparison. Well, one of the three was 
to return before the winter's season of log-
ing began in order to lay in provisions 
for the camp—an they had only taken up 
enough for a week or ten days—and per
haps Ben would be the one to come; in 
which case he could hardly avoid bring
ing her some word of her lather and un

cle. And then who could predict but he 
might think it worth his while to reiterate 
his love in his eloquent style? And then 
Louisa laughed wickedly at the prospect, 
and decided that if he was enough in love 
to do thus and thus, it would be safe for 
her beyond a. peradventure to take her 
own time about making up, to show a su
preme indifference to his regard. No more 
heart than an adder, indeed! What was 
it, then, that ached so, day after day, as 
the dull, cold November* wind sighed 
about the house and touched the neighbor
ing pines into -Eolian harps and swept up 
the dead leaves only to scatter them again? 
Why was she always straining her eyes 
down the frost-whitened country road? 
And what was it that trembled in her bo
som whenever a spe'ek appeared against 
the frosty sky ? But Louisa had reckoned 
without her host. Ben was not the man 
who was fond of reiterating a love that 
had been received so coldly. He didn't 
mean to leave the woods till March, if he 
could hold out so long. Moreover, it was 
Mr. Bruce himself who proposed to go 
back with the ox-team and bring the sup
plies and hire the men. 

"I don't feel quite right about the head," 
said he, "and I want Louisa to cosset me. 
Then I'll go out to Shopton and see Scales 
and Weight about the supplies, and be 
back before you and Si have eat up all 
this 'ere vituals." 

"All right, 6ir," said Ben, smothering a 
twinge of disappointment which he 
wouldn't own to himself. "We'll get the 
hovel ready for the cattle while you're off, 
and take a tramp through the woods and 
spot the best timber for felling." 

"There's enough to do," said Uncle 
Simon. "You'll be back in five days, 
say?" 

"If I'm lucky. How's the stores, Si?" 
"Good for a week, I should say, such as 

they are. But the sooner you get back 
the better. It'll be a sight easier for you 
if you can manage to get up before a 
heavy snow comes. You, see, we haven't 
had anything but spits yet, though maybe 
we're going to hev an open winter." 

"Ay, ay," answered Mr. Bruce, as he 
drove off through the woods with his ox 
team. "Provisions for a week, eh? 
That'll tide ye over, I reckon. There's a 
sight of work to be got through with in a 
week's time. There's the supplies to be 
got, and the hands to be hired: lemme see 
—five cutters, two teamsters, and a cook; 
that's about it, and to hev 'em ready to 
start when I do, and I ain't so young as I 
was. Heyday, it's rub and grind a lum
berman's life is!" 

Alas! there was more work to be gotten 
through with in a week's time than Mr. 
Bruce had an inkling of; so much that it 
ran over into the next week, as work has 
a trick of doing. 

When Louisa saw that it was only her 
old father trudging along with the return
ing ox temn her mercury went down to 
zero in half a second. She saw before 
her a weary three months of loneliness 
and longing, and she 6aw, too, that she 
deserved it. 

"It's a deuced cold day for an old man," 
said Mr. Bruce, shivering before the wood 
fire, as if there should have been special 
sets of weather created to suit customers. 
"What's that you've got cooking 011 the 
crane, Lu? Stew? I ain't got no more ap
petite than a bear in August. Brindle 
and Trot were slow as cold molasses; 
they've seen their best days, I reckon, like 
their master. Wish I'd swapped 'em to 
Dunn for the yearlings and boot; It would 
hev bin a good bargain. Si sent his love 
to you, Lu. I've got a cold. I reckon 
I'll turn in and sleep it off." 

"They oughtn't have let you come,'.' 
said Lu, indignantly, as she carried him 
a bottle of hot water for his feet. "Uncle 
Si or Ben ought to have come instead." 

"It wa'n't their fault; I thought I could 
drive a better bargain with the hands. 
Ben said he'd come in my place, but his 
heart wa'n't set on it," which assurance 
in no wise comforted Louisa. 

Mr. Bruce was restless all night, and in 
the morning was out of his head, and 
didn't know his right hand from his left, 
and called Louisa Ben, and asked grand
ma to put the oxen into the cart, mistak
ing her for Uncle Simon. And Louisa, 
half frightened to death, jumped upon 
old Roan's back and galloped all the way 
to Shopton for the nearest doctor. 

"Ahem! Nothing more nor less than a 
fever," said he, the instant he laid eyes on 
Mr. Bruce. 

"Is he dangerous?" asked Louisa. 
"Dangerous? Oh, I guess he'll pull 

through. I'll leave this prescription, and 
be round to morrow. There's Mr. Ma
verick, of the tavern—Maverick's tavern, 
at our place—had the same symptoms a 
week ago, and he's about to-day. There's 
no telling about these things; different 
constitutions take diseases differently. 
At least, you needn't be alarmed at 
present. <7#orf-morning," with an empha
sis on the good. Louisa thought it was 
anything but a good-morning, alter the 
comfort of his professional presence was 
withdrawn. But the next day her father 
was no better, nor yet the next, though 
the doctor assured her that he was doing 
as well as could be expected, whatever 
that might be. 

Louisa was too busy, and weary with 
watching and nursing, cooking and look
ing after the house, and seeing to grand
ma's cold, and keeping order and quiet 
among the children, to take note of the 
sick man's delirious words, though he 
was constantly talking about the camp, 
sixty miles away—where her own 
thoughts wandered whenever she had 
time to think them—bargaining with im
aginary teamsters, haggling with Scales 
and Weight over groceries, and repeating, 
"Provisions for a week, for a weeek, for 
a week," and counting the days on his 
fingers and losing the count, and begin
ning over again and again, as if it were 
a puzzle upon the solution of which his 
life depended. And so the fever ran to 
the ninth day and turned, and the patient 
fell into a quiet sleep, and awoke too 
weak and languid to put words together, 
or to remember anything but that he had 
suffered a fearful nightmare and it was 
over. It was perhaps the third day after 
the fever turned that he suddenly took up 
the thread of life where he had dropped 
it. and asked, "How long have I been 
a-laying here, Lu ?" 
" Twelve days." „ . 
"Where's Ben and Uncle Si !*' ^ t  
"Why, you left 'ton fn ramp,«Wfcr." 
"Left 'em in camp! Twelve days ago," 

lie gasped, "with a week's provisions! I 
shouldn't wonder if they were both in 
heaven by this time! \V hat hev you been 
thinking of all this while, eh?" 

"I didn't know they had only a week's 
provisions," said Louisa, showing a 
ghastly face; "and I had to look after 
you and the fever." 

"Well, don't wait another minute round 
me; just harness up old Koan and Quick
step, and take some brandy and things— 
ana don't let them eat all they want; 
make gruel; keep 'em short. _ Come, 
start yourself, and don't be standing still 
like a ghost and folks a-dying for lack of 
you." 

"And you?" 
"I'll take care of myself, and so'll 

grandma. Koan and Quickstep can do 

the distance by nightfall. Take my gun 
to keep off the wolves, and little Tim, a#l 
a lantern " 

"But how shall I find the way?" Louisa 
was already inside her pelisse and muf
flers. 

"Bless you, a baby couldn't miss it; the 
trees are notched with a star, every half 
mile, on the left-hand side. There, take 
Tim, and be off." 

As there was not an able-bodied man 
short of Shopton at that season who 
wasn't off logging, and as grandma and 
Susette could take care ot her patient, 
and Ben was starving without her, what 
could she do but go? 

And how were they faring in the camp, 
sixty miles away in the heart of the wood, 
which was almost like a primeval forest? 
Alter Mr. Bruce's departure they had gone 
about their work with a will; while Lucie 
Simon was busy on the hovel for the cat
tle, Ben had walked miles and miles 
through the sweet-scented wood, spotting 
the timber: and suns had risen and set, 
when one morning, before the week was 
out, Uncle Simon was surprised to see the 
bottom of the meal-chest. 

"Tough luck!" said he, briefly; "but 
there's swamp pork to eke it out." And 
he plunged his hand confidently into the 
pickle, and had something of a chase 
after two or three insignificant pieces. 
The two men looked at each other in dis
may for an instant. 

"But he'll be back day after to-mor
row," said Ben. 

"But what if he shouldn't?" tasked the 
older man, not so sanguinft,* ̂  * • 

"What can keep him ? jLt any rate, 
we've got legs of our own.1* 

"Precious stiff ones mine are ! It 
would be a nice excursion, sixty miles 
afoot. Why, we shall fieeze to death!" 

"Well, let's us wait; no running 
from your shadow." 

And so they waited. 
"He'll be sure to come to-morrow," was 

the assurance with which the}* comforted 
each other; and when to morrow passed 
without bringing him, "We will wait an
other day; perhaps the oxen were disabled 
on the road." For a storm had set in, 
cold and blustering; not much snow; just 
enough to make the world lovely. The 
wind sang among the pines li^p the 
voice of angry water courses, and splin
tered great boughs in the forest, and up
rooted blasted trees, and seemed like an 
invisible presence haunting the recesses 
of the wood—some impersonation of Tlior, 
whose touch was a blow; and all the while 
the snow built up its Aladdin palaces, 
crystal by crystal; wreathed about the 
living green, tapestried every bowlder, 
hid the dead leaves and hollows under 
the screen, for it was by no means deep; 
the weather was too bitter cold for more 
than a light fall, just enough to drape na
ture gracefully in its fold, and give a 
promise of more to come. 

Before the sky had cleared the last 
mouthful of food had vanished, and ex
cept for a partridge that Ben had made 
shift to kill with a club—for there were 
no fire arms yet in camp—and a rabbit 
taken in a rude trap of their own con
structing, they had not eaten anything for 
two days. But they were robust men,who 
would have a tough fight with starvation 
before succumbing; and then there was 
no lack of water. 

In the mean while they were almost as 
much concerned for Mr. Bruce as for 
themselves. He might have lost his way, 
they feared, or been overtaken by the 
storm or the wolves; lie might come into 
camp any moment too far reduced to help 
himself, and need their weak assistance. 
Since their stomachs were idle, their 
brains became correspondingly active 
with fearful imaginations. Every day 
they proposed setting out to walk home— 
but"perhaps he would come tomorrow; 
ami then they hated to desert, their post; 
besides the weather was stinging cold, 
and, reduced by hunger, they might faint 
by the way, frost-bitten, or, unarmed, en
counter Indian devils or wolves! What
ever he might be able to endure himself, 
Ben felt that Uncle Simon's strength wan 
utterly inadequate to the struggle. They 
were beset with a thousand pcradventures; 
there was not only a lion in the way, but 
all manner of perils, real and imaginary. 
So they waited, perforce, watching the 
days vanish in a tender dream of color, and 
the stars make their silent journey across 
the deeps of heaven, and the mornings 
dawn as the rose blooms, unfolding petal 
after petal of exquisite bloom. They bu
sied themselves still about the camp and 
hovel, giving a thousand last touches, such 
as they would never have thought of giv
ing at another time, gathering fire-wood, 
and setting the rabbit trap in vain. And 
one day the axe fell from Ben's resolute 
hand, and he just dragged himself inside 
the camp, anil stretched himself before 
the fire. Uncle Simon had already given 
out. 

"WalkiHg home could hardly have been 
worse," Ben said, simply. Perhaps he 
was thinking of somebody who might 
have met him, kindly, at the journey's 
end, in view of the danger he had passed. 

"Perhaps Bruce'll come yet," returned 
Uncle Simon. 

Through a chink in the camp door Ben 
watched the sunset fade like a flre among 
the woods, and one by one the stars shine 
out, each in its appointed solitude, and the 
northern lights palpitate rosily along the 
sky. The howling of wolves echoed dis
mally, while now and then a branch 
cracked in the forest, and the wind trebled 
among the pines. Inside the fire made a 
comfortable glow, under the influence of 
which he was soon nodding off to sleep, 
when through the fog of his semi-con
sciousness he seemed to hear a sort of 
ringing in his ears, at first a mere thread 
of sound, then louder and nearer, as if 
every tree in the forest was a church stee
ple with all the bells a-swinging. Then 
lie heard no more till a smothered groan 
from Uncle Samuel caused him to raise 
himself upon his elbow. The flre was 
still snapping and blazing brightly, and 
the form and profile of a woman was shad
owed forth upon the wall of the camp—a 
very familiar face and figure it was, too,-
that appeared to be bendiug over some
thing that was cooking 011 the fire. Was 
it the excited action of his brain that pho
tographed Louisa Bruce on the wall? If 

.jio, he prayeu that it might last forever. 
'Then he turned his head languidly toward 
the fire, and met a pair of eyes that had 
«hone for him all his life with the fascina
tion of a will-o'-the-wisp. Were they still 
to haunt him across the confines ot this 
world ? 

"If you are awake, Ben, you had better 
taste this gruel th.tt I havi made for you," 
said Louisa, quietly. "You must lie near
ly famished." 

"How came you heref Wit ttt the 
answer Ben vouchsafed. 

"You are mighty polite if you are 'most 
starved. Who else could come, and 
father not able to lift his head? I brought 
Tim; he is putting up the horses. It's no 
such pleasant journey either, I can tell 
you, between the wolves and the frost, 
not to mention a cold welcome. Come, 
ain't you going to take something? 
Here's broth and brandy and gruel—take 
your choice." 

"Nay, you shall choose for tald 

Ben. "Listen. Unless you take back the 
words you spoke when we met last, un
less you give me back love for love, I 
swear I will not taste a morsel of any 
thing you have to offer. I'll stay here 
and starve rather than take a crumb of 
comfort from your hand." 

"What did I say V" asked Louisa, meek
ly-

"You said that you could live without 
me." 

"Oh yes, I suppose I could, bttt I 
shouldn't w*ant to." " 

"But you refused to tnarrr me." 
"Certainly, because you didn't want to 

marry a girl with no more heart than an 
adder, Ben." 

"1 want to marry you, heart or no 
heart." 

"Very well; have some broth first, won't 
you?" 

And then Tim came in, and Uncle 
Simon awoke, and there was an end of 
starvation in camp. 

Something About Lace. 

IT has been wondered at by persons un
acquainted with the possibilities of mech
anism that machine-made lace should be 
so inferior to that made by hand. It is 
not only true that it is, but that, for vari
ous reasons, it must always continue in
ferior. In lace making it is essential that 
the ends of the thread be loose. Now, un
til a machine has been devised which will 
pick up these loose ends as a Devonshire 
lace-maker or a Belgian nun does, it is 
useless to expect from the automatic ma
chine the softness and elasticity, the even
ness of thread, or grace of pattern which 
conies from intelligent fingers. I do not 
desire to snub the machine-made gimps 
and fringes that give a style to English 
and American ladies' dresses, which the 
traveler misses so much as he proceeds 
through Europe toward the East; but they 
are not lace. 

There are but four real classes of lace, 
although the specialties of different coun
tries are innumerable. Point, pillow, 
drawn, and applique are the generic kinds 
of lace proper, and the name of each, to a 
woman's understanding, designates how it 
is made. Point lace, indeed, meaning 
made by the needle's point, is untrue to 
its name, since it is partly pillow twisted, 
but pillow lace, drawn lace, and applique 
lace are what their names indicate. • 

Of drawn lacc and applique lace no de
scription is needed. Of pillow lace the 
usua^inetliod of work is thus : Upon 
the pillow, which is nearly globular, a 
piece of stiff parchment is stretched, hav
ing a number of holes forming the pat
tern. Through these holes pins are stuck, 
and threads wound upon bobbins are wo
ven around the pins and twisted in com
plete ways around each other. These 
threads now form the skeleton. The 
meshes are bound together. At every two 
or three turns of the thread it is twisted 
around its own cord, and then again 
around its neighbor's cord. The figure of 
the meshes depends upon the number of 
turns made before the twist is changed 
from one cord to another. It is a most 
tedious process. Attention cannot be di
verted. Thought must be upon the work. 
Memory is severely taxed. The mistake 
of a single twist becomes latal to the 
whole piece. 

There are certain peculiar conditions 
necessary to the production of perfect 
lace. Tiiese are, first, the quality of the 
thread; second, the abundance of female 
labor; and third, the Roman Catholic re
ligion. Belgium, better than all other 
European countries, possesses tin; three. 
Her thread has not, and never had a rival; 
her peasant girls, red-cheeked pictures of 
perfect health, are proverbially industri
ous; and her upper and lower classes are 
Catholic devotees. In the vestries of the 
old churches of Flemish land there is a 
wealth of lace upon sacerdotal vestments 
that is beyond estimate. It has been col
lecting ever since Isabella's days, was 
wrought as a labor of love by nuns and 
other holy ladies, and appears upon the 
gorgeous apparel of ecclesiastical digni
taries on great days of the Church. But 
in all the world there is no such collec
tion of every description of lace as at, the 
Vatican. From Prance and England, 
from Spain, Portugal, Austria, and Italy, 
point d'Espagne and point Alencon, Val
enciennes and Iloniton, Brussels, Genoese, 
Argentan, and one knows not what, have 
lteen coming as gilts to the Church these 
500 years. There are twelve large rooms 
used exclusively as wardrobes for laces in 
the Papal Palace. 

Though a great deal of old lace has 
come down in families and in ccclcsiasti. 
cal establishments, and though lace, as an 
heirloom, is guarded as watchfully as dia
monds, 110 doubt much has been lost. It 
has been the fashion at times, in different 
parts of the world, to bury the dead of dis-
inguished families in their lacc. This 

was particularly the case at Corfu. To 
this day there are to be found in shops 
these specimens of antique lace of elegant 
workmanship, conspicuous for darkness 
of color and sepulchral smell. 

Honiton lace, made only in Devonshire, 
England, has never been a favorite in the 
United States. Two handkerchiefs, con
tributed by an American gentleman visit 
ing in London, to the New York Sanitary 
Fair in 1M<;:J, could scarcely be disposed 
of at cost. About the middle of the last 
century this lace was made In such per
fection that it rivaled Brussels. But the 
lace makers introduced a set of hideous 
patterns "out of their own heads," they 
said, patterns of boars' heads and peacock 
tails; of kettles and frying-pans; of 
churches and castles. Leaves and flowers, 
graceful compositions of the old school, 
were abandoned, and the end was an utter 
depression of the trade. To revive the 
best days of Iloniton again, Queen Victo
ria ordered her wedding lace, composed 
of sprigs, to be made in Devonshire, and 
paid for it i'1,000. The bridal dress of 
each of her married daughters has been 
made also of Iloniton point, the patterns 
being the national flowers. This encour
agement, together with the new business 
of restoring old lace, has once uguin set 
Devonshire industry on its legs. 

Of the value of old laces it is impossi
ble to speak with accuracy. The bed fur
niture, made of point d'Alencon for the 
Empress Marie Louise, cost Napoleon I. 
200,000 francs. The flouace which Eu
genie wore at her wedding, which had 
taken thirty-six women eighteen months 
to complete, cost 22,000 francs. 'I he Lm-
peror gave her a dress also, for which he 
paid 70,000 francs. In the Exhibition of 
18<J7 was a dress of this lace, which it had 
taken forty women seven years to com
plete, and which was valued at Mo,000 
francs. There is a Brussels lace stole, 
worn only by the Archbishop in the Ma-
lines Cathedral, that is said to be the 
la. gest and finest specimen in the world. 
It cost the labor of seventy-three nuns 
fourteen years. "What may be the worth 
of that stole?" asked a lady who had been 
admiring its marvelous beauty. "In 
money, madame, do you mean?" asked a 
the verger, in reply. "Yes, monsieur." 
"The Church, madame," said the verger, 
"reckons the value of the gifts it receives 
by love, and not mon^f."—JIT. tf.JkKtge, in 

I Hearth and Horn*. 

The Education of Women. 

[Extract* from an Address by Prof. Tyler, at 
Mount Holyoki' (.Mass.) Seminary.] 

The founder of Williston Seminary, 
who is at the same time one of the found
ers of Mt. Holyokc Seminary and the 
second founder of Amherst College, pro
vided with no little care and expense for 
the education of young women in the 
same classes and studies, by the same 
teachers and in just the same way 
with young men, in that richly en
dowed and well appointed institution; but 
the experiment failed and the woman's 
department was relinquished, simply be
cause young women preferred to go to 
Mount Holvoke and other seminaries 
where the training was expressly intended 
for theui, adapted to their nature and 
suited to meet their wants. In Oberlin, 
where the experiment has been tried under 
the most favorable circumstances, it has 
proved a failure so far as the regular col
lege course is concerned. The number of 
voung women in that course, instead of 
increasing with the prosperity of the in
stitution, has diminished, so that it now 
averages at most only two or three. The 
roat pursue a different curriculum, live in 
a separate dormitory and study by them
selves in a course of their own, reciting 
indeed partly with the young men, and by 
way of reciprocity and in true womanly 
compassion allowing some of them to sit 
at their table in the dining hall, but yet 
constituting substantially' a female semi
nary, or, if you please, a woman's college 
in the university. So that if Oberlin had 
been only a college with its four collegiate 
classes, without any preparatory depart
ment, female seminary or professional 
schools, the experiment would have turned 
out just as it did at Williston Seminary 
and would have been a failure even there. 
It could have been made successful at 
Amherst, or any other AV«c England 
college only by turning it into a univer
sity—in other words, only by enlarging 
the accommodations, changing the entire 
system, and thus nearly doubling the ex
pense, and then it would not have been 
the ideal woman's college. There would 
have been no economy—which is the 
great American argument for co-educa
tion—there would have been little or 110 
advantage for young women in such an 
institution—the course established for 
young men would have been complicated, 
revolutionized, and exposed to new 
ha/.ards, and after all there would still 
have been a more excellent way. 

The higher education of woman, if it is 
to deserve the name, must develop the 
powers and faculties of women, especially 
lier higher faculties and those in which 
she excels; if it is to answer the ends of 
education, it must qualify her for the 
sphere in which she is fitted to move. Let. 
us, then, take a rajdd survey, first, of the 
peculiar nature of woman, and, secondly, 
of her proper sphere, that we may thus in
fer what showld be the characteristic fea
tures of her education. The most otjvious 
peculiarity of her nature, which none 
will question, because it is patent to the 
senses, is her comparatively Rlender, deli
cate and feeble bodily constitution. There 
are individual exceptions. But as a gen
eral rule, which is only proved and made 
palpable by these exceptions, woman is no 
more capable of enduring the same seven; 
and protracted study with the other sex, 
by day and by night, through all the 
months and years of her early life, than 
she is abb: to perform the same labors on 
the farm or in the shop, in the mine or at 
the anvil, or to brave the same dangers, 
and bear the same hardships and expos
ures on the tented field. This fact alone 
goes far to settle the question of co-educa
tion. Sooner or later, in the long run, co
education will, for this reason alone, inev
itably either break down the health and 
constitution of woman, or change the eur-
riculum, and lower the standard of college 
education. A s} stem of higher education for 
young women should, first of all, and I 
had almost said above all, guard her 
health, invigorate her constitution, develop 
her form, animate and irradiate her fea
tures, give color to her cheek, light to her 
eye, music to her voice, elasticity to her 
step, grace to her motions, the native hue 
of health, life and joy to her whole person. 
To this end her education should be, not 
exactly gymnastic, although a well-ap
plied ami wisely-eonducted gymnasium is 
quite essential, but it should be largely 
calisthenic in the widest and liest sense of 
that expressive word, so that the result 
shall be strength clothed with beauty, and 
beauty informed and enforced by 
strength. We cannot but add in this 
connection that woman's person must 
be protected, her character guard 
ed, her virgin purity piescrvcd, and her 
womanly delicacy cultivated and cher
ished with the most sedulous care. Hence 
there should be less of publicity, more of 
retirement and seclusion in her education 
than in that of the other sex. She must 
be educated largely at home. Her school 
education should be as much as possible 
under the immediate watch and care of 
her parents. And when she goes away to 
the seminary or the college, she should 
find there the nearest possible approach 
lo the arrangements of home and the 
family circle. 

Turning now from the physical to the 
mental constitution, none will deny that 
woman is more observing and less reflec
tive than man. She sees by intuition 
what he proves by argument or estab
lishes by demonstration. She has more 
taste, more feeling, more fancy, perhaps 
more imagination, but less reason and 
judgment. Hence she requires a system 
of education which will develop th« 
powers in which her superiority lies, and 
at the same lime supply marked deficien
cies, strengthen points of positive weak
ness, and, so far as there is a manifest 
want of balance, restore the true equi
poise. For the latter purpose, perhaps, 
there are no belter studies than mathe
matics, logic and philosophy—in a word, 
the sciences both of matter and of mind; 
since it is the office of science to weigh 
and measure, to prove arid demonstrate, 
to find and fix the equilibrium, whether 
in the material or the spiritual universe. 
For the former purpose—that of develop
ing and disciplining the powers in which 
woman naturally excels—rhetoric, belles-
lettres, language, literature, art, are cer
tainly better adapted. And in the higher 
education of woman, I cannot but think 
that literature and art, rather than sci
ence should have the preponderance. 
Science lays a solid foundation, but art 
should build and finish the superstruc
ture. Mathematics are the frame-work of 
the universe, but life, love, reason, speech, 
music, poetrv, constitute its beauty and 
glory—nay, they are it* informing soul 
and its speaking features. 

We are well aware that woman's sphere 
is, much of it, disputed territory, and that 
we are here entering 011 the great battle
ground of the age. Yet one point, I 
think, will be universally conceded. All 
will agree that home is emphatically 
woman's sphere. The family is her king
dom. Her throne is in the hearts of lather 
and mother, brother and sister, husband 
and children. Love is the acepter of her 
power, and if wisdom may but share the 

throne and scepter, there is no power so 
great, 110 dominion so absolute, no realm 
so wide or so happy as hers. The 
character and conduct, the prosperity and. 
happiness, the health and life, of the 
family are chiefly entrusted to her; and. 
since the family is the fountain of the 
church and the state, she stands at the 
fountain-head of national as well as indi
vidual public not less than private, spir
itual not less than temporal life. Woman 
takes the individual, the community, the 
state, the church—in a word, she takes 
every person and every thing in the germ 
and at its forming period, molds and 
shapes it for good or evil, weal or woe. 

Surely siie needs all knowledge for % 
work of such unlimited extent and un
bounded influence. She needs, above all, 
to know herself, her physical and mental 
constitution, the laws of her own being, 
health and life, for she is herself to be the 
fountain of being, health and life to her 
children. As the mother and nurse of 
the family, the first principles, at least, of 
anatomy, plysiology and medicine arc in
dispensable. As the housekeeper, and, kt 
a broatl sente, the home-builder, chemis
try, botany and natural history, cookery 
and domestic economy, the art of build
ing, also, and adorning—all those arts and 
sciences which combine to make the 
home convenient, the grounds beautiful, 
the kitchen clean, the library cozy, the 
parlor neat, the table wholesome, the fire
side cheerful, home attractive—all these 
branches of knowledge are needful to her; 
all these have more todo with the character 
and happiness <fl' the family than we are 
apt to think. Indeed, they are quite 
fundamental; and if they arc "ever to enter 
and bless our homes generally, they must 
IM* introduced by well-trained, educated, 
cultivated women. Of course, the mother 
must be the teacher, and home the school 
in which alone those arts that adorn and 
bless home can be practically and fully 
learned. But the seminary and college 
can better teach the sciences which un
derlie them. And this is not the least im
portant department in the higher educa
tion of women. 

Again, it will be universally admitted 
that woman must be the center and soul 
of all good society. Without her civilizing 
and rctiniug presence, society always anu 
everywhere degenerates into barbarism. 
Clubs from which she is excluded tend t<» 
rudeness, roughness, coarseness, cor
ruption of morals and manners. Gentle 
manners come from the gentler sex; pure 
morals from purity and propriety in 
woman. She is the standard of social 
customs, the glass of fashion, the rule of 
good breeding, the law of refinement and 
decorum, the regulator of society, the at
mosphere with which public sentiment 
rises or sinks like the barometer, and the 
very element in which public morals and 
maimers live and move and have their 
being. If women were only sufficient
ly cnlighted, united and decided— 
if ;womcn would always frown 
upon those habits of eating, drink
ing and smoking, which lead to intem
perance and minister to licentiousnesH— 
if women would never walk or ride with 
a smoke-stack, or keep company with a 
beer-barrel or a bottle of champagne—L 
repeat it, if women were only sufficiently 
enlightened, united and decided never t<» 
vmile, but always to frown, 011 these and 
similar habits, from which they them
selves are the greatest sufferers, banished 
from all dcccnt society, they would vanish 
and disappear. 

Woman, again, is a born and divinely-
constituted educator. Hence, she should 
be taught the science and art of educa
tion. The schools for women should be 
largely and in a broad sense, normal 
schools, and what the Germans call pro-
a pdeutics should be a prominent branch 
of higher education. Woman is also a 
born physician and nurse. Her quick 
perceptions and lively sympathies, her 
soft hand and nimble, noiseless footstep, 
tit her pre-eminently to administer aa 
well as minister to the sick and the suf
fering, to visit the houses of others as well 
as to stand by the sick-bed in her own 
home, to have charge of hospitals in time 
of peace as well as to extemporize them 
in war and battle. Art, literature, lan
guage and religion, as they are all ea-
pcciully adapted to woman's nature, so 
are they all daily more and more opening 
and expanding before her as her sphere 
of action. Miss Hosmer and Miss Ed
monson are only the advance guard of a 
great company of sculptors and artists of 
their sex who will brealhe new life and 
beauty into the marble, touch the cauvaa 
with unknown tenderness and grace, and 
make art subsidiary more than it ever yet 
has been to truth and goodness, humanity 
and religion. Uncle Tom's Cabin haa 
shown how a woman's pen, moved by a 
woman's heart, and guided by a woman'* 
wisdom and wit, can stir the nations 
to sympathy with an oppressed 
and downtrodden race; and a sac
ramental host of authoresses have 
already" set out under her leadership, 
and will move 011 in increasing numbera 
and with ever-growing power, overthrow
ing oppression, restraining vice and crime, 
reforming morals and manners, enlighten
ing the public mind, purifying public 
sentiment, revolutionizing business, soci
ety and government, till every yoke ia 
broken and all nations are won to the 
truth. Woman has the gift of tongues, if 
anybody has it in modern times. 

There has been much discussion, and 
not a little sharp contention, between the 
advocates of women's colleges and poly
technic schools for women. Why should 
there be? Why not have both, as men 
have colleges and also professional 
schools? I cannot hear Mrs. Livermoro 
or read Miss Beecher without feeling that 
there is a wide field for schools to train 
woman for her "profession" "as wife, 
mother, housekeeper, nurse and mistress 
of servants;" and I cannot but agree with 
Miss Jleecher, that this kind of education 
and training is likely todo much more for 
the education of her sex than the right of 
suffrage. At the same time it seems to me 
that 110 one can look over the whole 
ground of woman's nature and sphere and. 
the education she requires, as we have en
deavored to do to-day, without seeing that 
then; is also ample room for a real wo
man's college, which shall otter a truly 
liberal education at least to the sclcct 
who have special taste and talents for tt» 

—Of all cereal grains rice is the most 
extensively cultivated and feeds the great
est number of human mouths. The fol
lowing pithy note on rice-culture is worth 
repeating: "Few crops more easy, can 
be raised on any soil that can be made 
either wet or rich. L'sual yield from thirty 
to sixty bushels per acre. Easy crop for 
poor man, lazy man, any man." 

—Tobacco smoke, says Carlyle, U the 
one element in European manners (and. ^ 
he might have added American) in which 
men can sit silent together without 
embarrassment, and where no man la 
bound to speak one word morelhasifc 
has actually and veritably got to say. 

Ixsuiiroiu claims childwi* 
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