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ORDAUNT coruld 
not see his way 
oat of the >diffi-
c »a 11 y. T'h e 
w  o m  o n  w  e r e  

"Charles Clayton's 
widow and Kate 
T h o r n .  H i s  
mother, na charm
ing1 lady, with a 
gentle penchant 
for knitting use-1 

less articles, sym-; 
pathizefl worriecfly. This, morning; 
she was on the point of telling him; 
that she had made up her mind to' 
help Shim, when a servant announced:; 
"Mr. Ives." 

'"That simpleton!" she Ejaculated. 
"He's not half bad," returned her 

'son; '^nobody takes him seriously, j 
Besides he introduced me to Kate i 
Thorn." 

Enter the simpleton—a mere artist!: 
unimportant—and that sort of thing. Jj 

"I stopped to say, Fritz," he said,* 
"•that that picture is out of the mar-j; 
ket. Mrs. Clayton liked it so yester-

>day, when she came to the studio with 
;yovi, that'I sent it to her, to-day being 
her birthday." 

Mordaunt started; he lhad meant to;: 
•buy that picture for Nellie Clayton— 
had made *up his mind • over-night 'to 

•do so. 
:"I suppose," Mrs. Mordaunt said 

icily to Ives "you know Mrs. Clayton 
vwelL " 

^'1 introduced her and Clayton," re
plied Ives. "I presented Fritz to her." 

"You introduced >her ito a good dead 
•of misery when you made her ac
quainted with Mr. Clayton," said the 
' lady. 

/"He did dive a pace," hurriedly put 
in her son. Then: "Tom, wait and 
.I'll walk down to the town with you." 
And Ives ;and Mrs. Mordaunt were 

; alone. * 
' "There was a little silence. 

"Mr. Ives," said the lady, knitting 
like.a placid fate," Frederick wished 
to purchase that picture." 

"Why," cried Ives, "he said yester
day he thought he did not like it." 

"Yes?" Then: "I think you are a 
.friend ito Fred. Suppose 1 tell you 
that .he is < deeply enamored of two 
ladies. He may -.-not know which he 
>likes;tlie better." 

"Theadea!" .laughed.Ives. 
:She inclined her head. 
"Suppose J ask you if you can tell 

me which lady likes him best? I un
derstand tihatimany women treat you 
to their ^confidences scarcely as they 
•treat" 

Eligible men? Who arcithe ladies?" 
Then shp dHew'back.. 

JSOy'^sbe .said,' '*1' 'was remiss in 
'speakingtfif it. Forget it. Say noth
ing to Fred about it. My mind is so 
•inlliof Fred that—that"— 

'ftican imagine a mother desiring 
"Jier -son's lhappiness," Ives said. "I 
<don't know much about it myself; you 
know .my Ibruther and I were very 
young when our mother "died." 

"And you ;have always taken care 
<of your brother. It is a pity he has 
not repaid you better. Fred tells 
.me" 

B.uct -Tu'.ed entered the room (drawing 
•on a Jfi esh pair of tan gloves. 

When (her son ihad kissed her good
ly Mrs. Mordaunt had decided what 
itp do. '©f vcourse both these women 
flowed Fred; but'.which loved him most, 
®nd which >did he love most? She 
«veat to pay Miss Thorn a call. 

Kate w,asin her room writings note 
wihen her caller was announced. 

"Bother!!" she said. She finished the 
note .and Jjsnded .it to her maid. "Post 
it at<once. Minnie," she said, fluffed 
out *ier fremt hair, .punched her back 
draperies andtsailed down stairs. 
"WIT. Tom I%ees,"iread Minn.E, an the 

envelope. 
"My. dear Mrs. .Mordaunt," said 

Kate gmeeting that-lady in the draw
ing-room "this is indeed kind, to icall 
eo early.-*' 

Mrs. Mordaunt kissed her, thinking 
"what a lovely daughter she would 
make. Then .«he proceeded to sound 
her. She HRtayed thintv minutes and 

f discovered .nothing. If Fred lov<ed 
Kate Thorn omore than he loved NelMe 
Clayton, Kate did not know if, or el*e 

. she refused to icBo.w it until Fred had 
spoken. 

' 'When did you last see Fred?" asked 
his mother, as sfce -rose to go. 

"Last evening," answered Kate, so 
•decidedly, that Mrs. Mordaunt kissed 
her once more. 

"She loves him passionately," she 
•decided. "I eouM tell it "by tho way 
she said 'last evening-.' New I'll see 
.Nellie Clayton." 

Mrs. .Clayton was hanging a little 
picture. 

"Yes," said Mrs. Mordaunt. "Tom 
lives told us about it. Fred meant to 
jget that picture for you, I am positive, 
feat Mr. Ives forestalled him." 

•"Mrs. Clayton elevated her brows at 
tJfcia piece of information, and was so 
coarfused all through the call that 
Hcs. Mordaunt was delig-hted. 

*®&e worships Fred," she decided, 
"and he loves her the most; he had no 

idea. sending Kate a picture.. I see 
, .the way out of Fred's difficulty. jSTow 
„ I'll go home and wait for him." 

Ia tjbie meantime Mordaunt and Xres 
bad gone down to the town. Ives was 
sot very genial; the idea of Mordaunt 
telling bis mother he loved two 
women an<J 4id not know which one 
he Loved bests Who could the women 
be? Mordawi&t knew a hundred love
ly women, but not to know w high one 
he loved besij 

As for Ives himself, he had never 
considered himself well- enough oft to 
marry; and a,s a cou^equence, he had, 
Us he thought, shut hi* heart to every 
appeal of the fine frenzy; refused to 
acknowiedjge he ever cured for a 

had cared for his mother—in th i way 
his brother, younger than himself, 
cared for «, "woman. Over his pipe he 
had often "dreamed dreams where one 
woman ruled: but he concluded that 
he was wedded to his art, and all that 
sort of tiling, and women believed in 
him. 

There was one woman who did not 
believe in him. This was Charles 
Clayton's widow. She disbelieved in 
him more than ever, after Mrs. Mor-
dauntt told her be had forestalled 
Frederick in the matter of the picture. 
She itook down the picture. 

^'This must be 'returned,'* she said. 
Thus, when Mordaunt and Ives 

reached the stmdio. there was the 
picture. Ives regarded it blankly, 
Mordaunt almost as blankly. 

"Why," said Mordaunt, ""I thought 
you said you had sent this to .Nellie 
Clayton?" 

"Did you?" 'returned Ives. "You 
'see it is here,'" 'and began stuffing to-
•bacco into bis pipe. 

Somehow <er other, Mordaunt grew 
Cheerful. 

"By the way,'" he said, '"'I saw Kate 
Thorn last ndsrbt. How ixandsome she 
is—quite goddess-like!" 

Ives lodked at him, as though about 
ito say something; then, apparently 
changing >his mind, lighted his pipe, 
and made >a ^volcano of himself. 

"Would >you call Kate Thorn very 
sweet tempered?" persisted Mordaunt, 
more and more cheerful. 

"Confoundedly," laconically re
sponded Eves. 

Mordaunt lodked up. 
''(Every woman is able tto take her 

•own part mowadays," explained Ives. 
Just 'then the postman ^thundered 

<on the idoor,;and iin fluttered a square 
envelope through the slit in >the panel. 
Mordaurfct >was nearer the -door, and 
•picked itg> the ̂ missive. It was his turn 
•to -start, for unon ;the envelope he 
recognized ffihe tall chirograohy of 
Kate Thorn. "But Ives tossed the let
ter laside, and Mordaunt brightened 
again. 

"Fred"'said Ives,;all at onee, 'you 
<can have that picture—a present," and 
daughed. 

Mordaunt smoothed his moustache. 
"Why don't you vread your letter?" 

he asked, geniall3T. ''Don't mind me." 
•Ives .tore open the letter, only to 

send it^spinning into'the grate. 
Mordaunt, on the instant, felt 

•"good." Then'he feit<not so "good"; 
•it might be that bdth these women 
dislike Jives, but that, was no answer 
to< the question that agitate 1 his mind; 
whi -h;did he like best—he, himself, 

IMordaunt. 

I 

WOOJ«» the sweet Vfny his father 

•Mr SON iIS IX (LOVE WITH TWO WOMEN. 

"EGom," hersaid, "I'm going to tell a 
story." 

"Make it short," said Tom, his man
ner shorter than any story on record. 

"i like two fine women," began 
Mocdaunt, sheepishly, "and" 

,4TSou don't know wliiuh one likes 
you," .finished fves. 

"Oome, I like that," sharply said 
Mordaunt. "Look here: women seem 
tfi rega- d you -diJEerently from the 
way they regard other imen—sort *of 
brotherly, youikno.w." 

Ives ig} awed ;at Mm. 
"I thought,"' fpursued Mordaunt," 

that y>ffloa migth-t ibe able ito help me—" 
"To ;a wife.? '^demanded Ives. l\ve 

helped more ithan one titan that way." 
"Charles (Clayton,* tfur instance," 

Mordatant^aid, as under rthe circum
stances fee -was justified nan saying. 

"No wonder she hates me," mildly 
murmured Jwes, as though he com
muned witth ibdmself, utterly-oblivious 
to his surroicndings. 

Mordaunt felt Ibefeter &nd ibetter. 
"Tom," he:saad, •'•'it's like this: a fel

low knows that two ceirtaan ladies 
think the world of Hairn, but he can't 
decide whie'li he likes the better. Sup
pose he wants to get out <©,f such a 
quandary, what do you, who know 
women so well, advise him to,da?" 

"Hang himseif," Ives answ.ered. 
Mordaunt shrugged ihis shoulders 

:and laughed, as though he leould un-
tfierstand the vagaries of has friend 
fco-dav. 

"No," said Ives, picking' up his pal
ette, "don't come to cue with love-
raatters. Go to a woman—any woman: 
saeJ'd like it. Go to your mother, eveni'' 

Ajt which Mordannt cooled. He was 
still in difficulty. Suppose he went to 
NelS. >Clavton, when he did not know 
if it were she he loved? Before him 
rose Iter beautiful face, her tender, 
half-s;id eyes, and his heart beat un
comfortably. Then came the face of 
Kate Thorn. Kate! None of your 
Catherines or Kathryns; but Kate— 
Kate, suggestive of hazel eyes, a wind 
back of the small head blowing over 
the fair broad brow- little wisps of 
brown hair, holding in it an inexplica
ble sheen at gold. Suppose he went 
to Nell, only to find that it was Kat j 
he loved? On the other hand he might 
fo to Kate and become entangled in 

er eyes, to discover that Nell o wned 
his heart. 
'"The unexpected always happens," 

he .s&id irritably. "The way out may 
come of itself," suscVtook himself oil. 

"1 wonder," mused Ives, "if he's in 
love wi£h two wo^tjn at the same 
time? Ifc'e hard eiwttgfe to take them 
singly-" Then he eaw Kate Thorn's 
Uiter pnskering on lbs cooler coals ia 

**•**-

the grate. "Must Harry have this, 
sorrow, poor old duffer?" he said. ; 

Now, Harry was his brother in 
Edinburgh. He took the letter and 
read its few curt lines. 

"I'll go to her," he said. "She 
urasn't throw him over like this." 

Miss Thorn was at home. She had 
a visitor to whom she had told how 
•she was about to give up Harry. 

"I can't see him," she said;' "my 
eyes are too red." 

"I'll draw the curtains," suggested 
her visitor. '"See him and have it 
over; of course, he comes in answer to 
your note about Harry. I'll go behind 
this door. There! it's nice and dark, 
and he'll be sure to tumble over some
thing and hurt his shins. -To upset 
him a little irrore, tell him you have a 
splitting headache and he must speak 
low." 

Ives was siiown in* 
"I have a splitting headache," said 

Kate; "you must speak low." 
But he paid little heed; he was urg

ing Harry's case, saying how long the 
boy had loved her, how miserable at 
was for her to break with him, simply 
because Mordaunt kept on repeating 
all the extravagant stories he heard 
about Harry. He went on till he 
found himself on his knees. 

"He loves you, Kate, "and he teopes 
to come home and claim yon. He is 
true to you, and he cannot go very far 
wrong dtf he has you near Ms heairtt. 
You women listen too readily to gossip 
against those you love. For you do 
love Harry. You cannot look me in 
the face and say you do not." 

She ccmld not. 
"Of course not," he said. ^CNow I'll 

write to 'him and give him a staff letter. 
For myself, I don't believe ihete done 
more than play a few games of >dhance. 
Only, KaJte, dear Kate, don't sendihim 
adrift. Will you be happier in giving 
him up? 1 know what it is to give up 
one we love. You never thongght of 
love and me, did you? Y<et- I loved a 
woman once—I was too pooriEB purse 
to aspire to her. Maybe she never 
thought.of me, for I presented =a man 
to her and she married shim." 

"You presented Harry to me,Tom?" 
"Yes, .and' Harry loves you more 

than poor Clayton loved—say, is the 
door allsrightV I thought it wobbled." 

"I always thought you liked Nell." 
"I love her,but I am nothingto her." 
"How d© you know .that?" 
"That'door—" 
"How <do you know yon're nothingto 

Nell? Don't you think a woman 
sometimes marries from pique?" 

"I anything to her? Why, she 
wouldn't even have a little picture I 
sent her to-day—her birthday. No, 
no; I only tell you this, Kate, to show 
you the dreariness of loving and not 
having. So-be kind to Harry, even to 
his faults. That door—" ' 

"Tom," she said, '1 will," and 
leaned ovet .and kissed ihim on the 
bro w.-r—"Stay~tt»;youB,re^'—tjet-Tnfe tell~r • 
you about that-goose, Nellie Clay ton 
She came to see me this morning. She 
told me about tfoe picture. :She fears 
you sent it in jest. " 

"In jest?" the Ihorror m ihis voice'! 
"I cever thought—" 

"You never think of yourself," she 
said. "That's why Harry—why every
body depends upon you. Don't you 
write to Harry—let me do it; let me 
give him—wfoat you said. I can do it 
But, Nell! You and she looked very 
well together last .week, taking that 
country walk together—quite lover
like. And I don't believe she hates 
you quite. But Mi*s. Mordaunt paid 
her a call this morning, and told her 
Fred had intended to send that picture 
to her, only you got' the start of him. 
Between yon 'and me, Nell is very 
fond of Fred; Hie .keeps himself so 
posted regarding the foibles of his 
friends. His mother called on me 
this morning, too. I love that woman. 
You will perceive I am in a very lov
ing mood to-day. That's -why I feed 
equal to giving Harrv the—what you 
said. As for 2$ell, what is a man's 
lack of fortune to the woman who 
loves him?" 

Ives cried nut. She (raised iher hand. 
"There!" she-said. "Don't think I'm 

giving you false 'hopes. A man who 
has done wtttfoout 'hope preferably, 
should not exipeet the impossible. It is 
my opinion that Nell will marry Fred
die Mordaunt aaid'' 

The door swmig baek with a clatter. 
Ives sprang to his feet. Nellie Clay
ton, in awful oomfoskm, eon-fronted 
tthem. 

• Kate opposed Ives. 
"Why don't yora. speaik for yourself, 

Tom?" she said, a®d marched toward 
ttihe door. 

"Kate!" faintly called Mrs. Clayton. 
"y<ou have always spoken for 

others," said Kate, nearing the door; 
"for once speak for yourself, Tom." 

"Kate!" ajrain called the widow. "I 
must go. You know the dressmaker 
expeets me, you foolish thing!" 

"Don't either of you," said Kata,her 
hand osi the knob, "attempt to leave 
this room for ten minutes. I'm going 
to write to Harry and give him, you 
know what, Tom. Nell, listen to 
what this laggard has to say; if you'd 
heard it years ago you might have 
been a more agreeable person," an.4 

disappeared, shutting the door witk 
emphasis. 

At the end of ten minutes . But 
why should another word l»e said? 

Except just this: that, before those 
ten minutes were up, Mordaunt, tak
ing Ives' advicc concerning the advisa-
foiiity of consulting a woman in affairs 
oi the heart, wag rounding a corner on 
hi« way home to confer with his 
mother as to the way out of his diffi
culty. Yet, as he had* said, the unex
pected always happens; uod had not 
the way out come about without very 
much exertion on his part? 

Appearances Sometimes Deceptive. 

Dodd—You can't always judge a 
man by his looks. For instance, tctke 
Whisker#, Todd — He's shabby 
enough. Dodd—I know it. But I 
succeeded in borrowing $5 from him 
yesterday.. —Clothier an 1 Furnisher. 
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ORIGIN OF THE LIFT" POim JACK'S DULL LIFE. 

lOTONOUS ROUTINE OF 
BAILOR'S DAY ATfSEA.  

His \jTork Isn't so Very Hard Unless Ji'g 
Blofring, But Ha Has to Rise Early 
andjChange Watch at All Sorts x>f In
convenient Hoars. 

"Way-ay-ay-ay there, you sleepers! 
Eighf.bells! Rise and shine!" With 
some-; such yell as this is Jack 
«poJiS<ed from slumber when his 
watbfi. has to go on deck. The hour 
is 4 c£clock in the morning, and he 
imme'diately tumbles out of his bunk, 
an*d Within fifteen minutes' from the 
time |ae was called he is on deck 
keepilag his watch, hoping for 5 
o'clocjk to come when he will take 
his hfcpkpot to the gallery and get a 
cup o| warm coffee. 

Ordinarily there is never any work 
done fen ship board before 5:b0, ex
cepting, of course, such as is neces
sary fpr trimming sail, says the New 
York World. At 5:30 the order is 
given to "wash down." The men 
take brooms and buckets along, two 
men go lo the pump, and then be
gins tlie first work of the day, plenty 
of waier being used, and those with 
broonjs scrubbing the deck as they 
go frpm the poop to the fo'c's'le 
head. ; The scrubbing is done with a 
thoroughness that would shame the 
best housewives. 

By 7 o'clock the deck has been 
washed down, after which various 
ropes $hat have been put out of the 
way during the operation are coiled 
down clear for any emergency, for 
one of the most important things on 
ship lioard is that every rope should, 
be in Ibuch a shape that when it is 
let go it should run without getting 
any kinks in it, which in some cases 
might have rather disastrous conse
quences. * 

Meanwhile at seven bells (7:30) 
the watch below had been called to 
get breakfast. Jack's breakfast, 
even in the best of ships, is fav from 
elaborate. It generally consists of 
coiiee without milk, "hard tack," 
and t craps of meat left over from the 
previous day's dinner. 

Jack is now off duty till noon. 
After he has had his breakfast he 
generally has some little odds and 
ends of things to do for himself, and 
they keep him busy until about 10 
o'clock, when he turns in and sleeps 
till 11:30, his dinner hour. At 12 

o'clock. The four hours' time from 
4 p. m. to 8 p. m. is divided into two 
watches known as "dog watches," 
though the dog watch is always 
•reckoned as the watch from 6 to 8. 

When all the men are together they 
go in for their skylarking, music and 
•dancing, and have a good time gen
erally. This is the time when Jack 
iis seen at his best, when his spirits 
are at the highest, when he is con
genial and has not a word to say 
against anybody, not even the cook, 
who may have spoiled the dinner 
•that day. 

The object of this division is to 
make an even number of watches to 
the twenty-four hours, so that there 
will be a daily change; for example, 
•the watch that goes below one day at 
\noon will the next day come on dec!< 
at that hour. At 5:3 J he has supper 
and at 6 he i3 on duty once more. At 
8 he goes below to sleep till mid-
inight, when he has again to be on 
duty till 4 o clock. 

This is a fair specimen of the mo-
rnotony of the sailor's life at sea. Ex
cept for the changing of the weather 
occasionally and for a slight differ
ence in the work that has to be done, 
one day is exactly like another, with 
Uhe same faces around, the same out-
4ook on the broad ocean, the same 
food—in all things with a sameness 
ififaat as monotonous in the extreme. 

Jaefc is nothing if not a grumbler, 
•A reputation he has had in all ages. 
Chromic complaining about every
thing and everybody seems to be his 
one great amusement. Of" course 
tihere is always some ground for this. 
Take, for instance, the question of 
food. The rations of a sailor are 
abora.jas follows: One pound of hard 
biscuit, one and one-half pounds o f 
salt foeef, one and one quarter 
pounds salt pork, one quarter ounce 
of co ee, one-eighth ounce of tea, 
and three quarts of water daily; one-
half pound flour made into bread, 
one-half pint peas made into soup, 
three times a week; one-half pint of 
rice, and twelve ounces of sugar 
weekly. In many ships the odd 
quarter pound of pork and half-
pound of beef are kept back, and in
stead Jack gets one. pound of butter 
weekly. At dinner each day the 
meat is served and the meat used for 
•other meals is what is left over from 
dinner. 

It is thouglit that the old-time 
sailor is a thing of the pa?t; that 
steamboats, which do not require 
men with a knowledge of seaman
ship in all its ramifications, are mak
ing them die away, because, it is 
said, that steamboats are fast taking 
the place of sailing ships. But facts 
do not bear out this view, as the in
crease in the number of sailing ships 
is as high proportionately as the in
crease in steamships. Further, with 
th$ <?xcept-on, ot a few of the large 1 

liners, which do an almost exclusively 
passenger trade, the sailing ship is 
to-day making more money than the 
steamer, and this simply because her 
expenses are infinitesimal in com* 
parison with tKat of the steamer. 

TEXT AND SITUATION/ 

The Pew Wasn't Big Enough for Uncle 
Lemmie and the Grass Widow. 

Two clergymen were riding on the 
New York elevated. Said one of 
them: 44What is the funniest.experi-
ence you ever had in church?" 

"Well," answered the other, a 
twinkle coming into his eye, "if you 
mean with queer people, I think it 
was during the vacation I have just 
finished. This year I spent my holi
days in a quaint little town up North. 
I preached for them one Sunday. 

"The town is full of queer charac
ters. Among others there was an 
old man, 'Uncle Lemmie.' 

"When he was a young fellow he 
had been disappointed in love, and 
from that time he had been sour. 
You should have seen him. His ears 
stuck out like those of Mother Hub
bard's dog. 

"Well down on them he wore a 
disreputable silk hat. His chin 
jested on the two prominent points 
of his collar, and in his hand he 
always carried a great, thick green 
cotton umbrella tied with a rustic 
shoestring. 

"Uncle Lemmie's particular thorn 
in the flesh was a grass widow, ag
gressive from her head to her feet. 

"Her nose stuck straight out 
threateningly, her hair bristled up 
from her forehead, she walked like a 
step,m engine, and when she walked 
every loop of her bonnet ribbon 
shook. The very sight ot her to 
Uncje Lemmie was like the waving of 
a red flag to a bull. 

"It happened that they went to the 
same church, but the ushers knew 
the situation well enough to have a 
goodly portion of the sanctuary be
tween them. 

"Unfortunately the Sunday I 
preached there was a new usher. 
The opening services were well under 
way. Uncle Lemmie was there in a 
pew by himself. He was leaning on 
the umbrella and was looking at me 
with complacence. 1 was just about 
to announce my text when down the 
.aisle came the new usher, and in his 
wake the grass widow, to Uncle Lem
mie's pew. 

"Uncle Lemmie gave one look as 
the figure rustled into the pew, 
gathered up his umbrella, his hat 
ana fiis prayerbook and cleared the 
back of the pew in the front of him 
with the agility of a boy. I never 
had such difficulty in announcing a 
text, for when Uncle Lemmie landed 
in the front pew my woids rang out 
across the church: 

" 'There hath no evil befallen you 
but such as is common to man, but 
God will with the temptation also 
make a way of escape.'" 

A. Ghnxcljr .Execution. 

One of the most ghastly executions 
of the French revolution was that of 
the marquis de Marville. While 
standing on the scaffold awaiting 
the completion of the preliminary 
arrangements, the marquis addressed 
a few wo.'ds to the assemblage of 
people. He was proceeding to say 
that before he died he wished to 
open their eyes to the truth, when 
he was seized by the executioner and 
forced under the knife. With the 
utmost sang-froid the marquis con
tinued: "Educated as I was among 
a privileged class I voluntarily aban 
doned my friends to live among you, 
to earn my daily bread side by side 
with you, and I have always acted 
like a gooi patriot." At this mo
ment the knife fell. Tho guillotine 
was. however, in such constant 
requisition that it was frequently 
out of order. Upon this occasion 
the knife fell but did not sever the 
vertebrae, although the flesh was hor
ribly mangled. The executioner and 
his assistants raised the knife anew. 
As soon as they - had - done so the 
marquis, still lying face downward, 
continued: "As I was saying, fellow-
citizens,'when 1 was interrupted " 
And again the knife fell, this time 
accomplishing its ghastly work. 

As the Kaglisli See Her. 

A young American lady who has 
not very long been married, was in
vited to the first state ball in Lon
don, some weeks ago, her mother-in-
law being invited to the second. As 
the date of the first ball drew near, 
the younger lady was so far from 
well that the elder lady called upon 
the lord chamberlain to ask if the 
invitations might be reversed, so 
that the younger might have a bet
ter chance of recovery. "Quite im
possible," 6cid the stern official, and 
with a smile, "I hardly believe your 
daughter-in-law is an American at 
all; any American worthy of the 
name would get off her death-bed to 
dance at Buckingham palace."—Ar
gonaut. ! 

For the Kspeclal Henofln of Americans. 
The blood of Eizzio, Mary Stuart's 

favorite, cannot be seen on the floor 
where he! was murdered by Darnley 
and the other conspirators. What is 
seen there is a daub of red paint, an
nually renewed for the benefit of gap
ing tourists. . 

Volayer Invented aud Used a "Flying 
Chair" in Paris 250 Tears Ago. 

We are now informed that the "lift" 
or "elevator" the apparatus which 
takes us from the ground floor to the= 
top of the house in a few seconds, is 
not a modern invention, says a Brus
sels paper.. r 

An ingenious contrivance of a simi
lar nature was constructed in the 
middle of the seventeenth century, 
in Paris, by a man named Yelayer, 
who called his invention a flying-
chair. 

Velayer's lift was not merely a toy. 
It became very fashionable among 
rich people on account of its utility. 
It was simply a chair attached to a. 
rope, which was passed over a pulley, 
or something which did duty for one, 
and had a weight at its other end to 
counterbalance the chair and the 
occupant. 

It continued in fashion until a mis
hap occurred to the king's daughter 

Versailles. On one occasion the 
machinery failed to work when she 
was hali way up, and there she stuck 
for three good hours before she could/ 
be rescued by her servants, who had. 
to break away the wall to release her. 

"Flying chairs" were not much used 
at the court afterward. 

Some years later a certain M. 
Thonier, who dabbled in mechanics 
in his leisure time, made a similar 
chair, which he worked from tho-
balcony outside his window. He thus 
escaped the danger of being shut up-
in a shaft, as the king's daughter' 
was. 

M. Thonier kept his arrangement 
secret, and had many laughs at the 
expense of his friends- who came to 
visit him. When they left him he 
would make some excuse for not go
ing down-stairs with them, but when 
they reached the court-yard they 
wei*e amazed to find him standing 
there await ng them. 

To their questions he would return 
jesting replies, and then seat himself 
in his chair and go up so quickly 
tnat they were quite unable to dis
cover how he did it. 

But Nemesis overtook him. One 
day, instead of surprising his friends-
agreeably, he did so disagreeably, 
for the machinery broke and he came 
greatly to grief. He used the stair
case after his recovery. 

In a book published about 1786, 
the-e is an article on the "flying 
cbai/." The author expresses sur
prise that such a useful invention 
is not employed, to a greater extent, 
but concludes that this is due to the 
fact that the rapidity of descent can
not be regulated. 

He, therefore, gives an explanation 
of the manner in which the chairs 
should be constructed in order ta 
obtain full power over the machinery,, 
and enable the occupant of the chair 
to regulate the movement arid stop-
when he likes. 

Imagine a square shaft in the corner 
of the building lighted by lateral 
openings in the outer wall, and con
taining on one side a tube or small 
shaft for the leaden counterpoise. 

This latter is attached to a ropo • 
which is passed two or three times« 
round a horizontal cylinder of wood " 
fixed above the shaft; the other end 
is fastened to a square cage, in which 
is a comfortable chair with & foot
board. 

There is an arrangement of wheels 
and pulleys, and two cords or straps -
which pa^s over movable pulleys at. 
the top and fixed pulleys at the? 
bottom of the shaft; the cords also-
pass through the footboard of the 
chair. A catch, worked by a servant-
at the top of the shaft, kesps the 
chair still at any required spot. • 

- The principle is the same as in. 
Velayer's chair, but the two cords 
act as a regulator ; by p essing against-
them the speed can be moderated,-
and the chair even brought to a stand
still. 

A kind of latch, which the occupant 
of the chair moves with his foot, 
secures the chair to the st3p of tha-
door where he wishes to get out. 

Although all this has been in print-
for so many years, very few people-
seem to know it. In 1860, or there
abouts, somebody brought out a> 
"new" invention, which was nothing 
but Velayer's primitive lift. J 

Cycling in Ft'imcc. 

Cycling is reported to be growing-
rapidly in popularity with the French 
women of all classes. They wero 
much slower in taking to it than 
their English sisters, who have ldng 
ago adopted the tricycle as a ladies' 
machine. The French women, how
ever, have gone beyond them. They 
scorn the tricycle and take to tho 
bicycle at once. Moreover, they 
usually wear some sort of a suitable 
gymnastic costume for riding, an in
novation which the English and 
American women have not ventured, 
to adopt to any great extent 

The Tin IV-eddta?. 

The tenth anniversary of a mar
riage is called the tin wedding. Tho-
invitations for this anniversary may 
be made upon Airds covered with; 
tinfoil, or upon ordinary wedding 
note paper, with a small tin card in^-
closed. Tlie guests generally pre
sent any product of the tinner's art 
their taste may Rjiggest. although 
the presentation is not obligatory. 

i':1« 


