AN OLD-TIME LOVE STORY.

The fine old mansion of the Atberghi

- family, near Gluckstadt, was brilliantly

lighted, and the sound of music and
dancing was borne on the evening air
across the rolling, sparkling waters of
the Elbe. That night a grand ball was
to be griven by Count Frederic of Alber-
ghi, the only remaining representative
of the nob'e fumily whose name he bcra.
The building was massive stone, high
and dark, protected by moxt,drawbridge
and battle towers. It was a fine old fgu-
dal castle, built in the time of Frederick
II. Outside it looked grand and;zloomy;
inside it was ablaze with lights and redo-
lent with perfumes of choice flowers,
which were scattered in profusion, not
only about the large reception sa]oc_m.
but in all the smaller apartments,whick
were thrown open to the guests.

In & little room far removed from the
rest, in the eastern tower, stood two per-
gons—a young inan, remarkably hand-
some, though there was an expression of
deep care upon his face, and a lady. The
lady was not remarkably handsome just
now,as she listened to her champion with
drooping eyes; indeed, most people
would call her simply prettv until she
raised her expressive, dark blue eyes
and the brilliant, sylph-like smile broke
over her face. The two were standing
talking carclessly touzether, the lady
leaning against the heavily-carved oaken
window frame, and the voung man
stauding nearly opposite to her, caress-
ing a bright-eyed fulcon perched upon
his wrist.

“So, Count Alberghi, vou will be re-
membered for a long while as tne yonng
noble who gave the most splendid bail
as yvet ever atended.” The lips of the
young man curled,and he answered con-
temptuously:

“That is surely & name worth gaining
at any price.”

“Of course,” said the lady. “But why
so scornsul about it?”

“You know, Lady Lena, that I care
only tor your approbation, then the ball
is given only in honor and to please you.
whose slightest wish I would gratily at
auy expense.”

‘“Alas, Count Alberghi, I am told that
a dozen times each day.”

**Probably; but the words do notcowme
from the heurt, as mine do.”
tb“Poob," =aid the lady. **They allswear

at.
“Very well, Lady Lena; I may some
time be able to prove the truth of my
words. I have been a fool. For threc
vears I have hung upon your accent, fol-
filled your every wish, as faras lay in
my power. My fortune—which was am-
me—l laid at vour feet, that you might
ve every possible want supplied; and
in return for this devotion I have re-
ceived nothing but coldness and scorn.
You know that I love you as few men
love—with my whole heart and soul—
yet youscorn me. You are rich and
noble. I still love you as madly asever,
but to-night is the last time I bow be-
fore you. This once I plead, Lady Lena,
to be shown some kindness. FKor the
last time I offer vou myself. Will you
accept me?”

Lady Lena turned very pale as she
listened to the rapid, passioniite words
uttered by the young man who knelt
before her. Her eyes grew dark with
some inward feeling, but her words de-
stroyed the faint ‘hope which had risen
in his heart at the gentle expression on
her face.

“On. rise, Count Frederick—for I
know this isall nonsen<e—instantly. To-
morrow you will be beside e a8 usual,
and the next, and every day, just a8 you
have for years.” The younginan rose,
and in answer to her taunt, only bent
his head and tenderly siroked the
glossy head and neck of the bright-eyed
bird on his wrist, and looked from one
to the other, as if inquiring what was
goingon. Piqued at his silence, thelady
exclaimed:

“Where now is your boasted love? I
say a bitter thing to you and you do not
retallinte.”

*‘[ cannot forget myselfso far as to rve-
talliate to a woman.”

“No,” said she, ‘“but vou can sneer,
You can sneer and stroke your falcon,
which I know possesses more of your
boasted love than I do.”

“Jennett never wounds me, he re-
plied. “In return for my caressesshe
does not give me bitter coldness.”

*Perhaps she would if she could
speak,” persisted the lady.

‘*Actions, Lady Lena,” said he, “speak
louder than words.”

The girl’s e{es flashed, and she turned
to the door, but paused as ghe neared
it, and, looking over her shou der, said
contemptuously: *‘I suppose the cause
of your love for that bird is because shie
once belonged to some former lady love.”

The tone was very insulting, nnd this
time the young man raised his Liead
with flishing eves, and his words were
rapid and indignant.

“You are right, -he replied. “This
falcon belonged to a noble lady, whose
kind, womanly heart scorned to inflict a
wound unon the meanest creature; who
trampled not under feot honoraile love
off*red her, as if it were a disgraceful
thing. One whom I loved devotedly,
and who, had 8 e been unabie to return
the affection offered her, would have
rejected it with considerable gentleness.”

*“Why, then, don’t you return to this
parazon of tenderness and vyirtue?”
sncered the lady.

“she woud willingly soothe my
‘;:on;u,led spirit,” he replied, “but sheis
dead.”

Without another word Lena sped
from the room, her brain on fire, her
eyes full of tears. Could Frederick have
seen her as she, leaning far out of a win-
dow, weeping bitterly, he would have
forgiven the bitter words. As it was,
they parted in anger.

Leit alone, Frederick paced up and
dowvn the room. In his dexpair he mur-
mured alond; “‘I have beena driveling
focl—a madinan. For three years I have
devoted my time, heart, and fortune to
the rervice of thisheartless woman. One
day rewarded with smiles the n=2xt with
frowns, To morrow when the bills are

paid for debis incurred for this night,

} shall be absolutely penniless. Yes, to-
morrow, my furiiture, horses, and plate
will be sold, my servauts discharged, and

1 all that will remain to me is this old cas-

tla, and my faithful nurse, Margaret,
who will not leave me and my falcon.
This building, now ringzing with the
~ounds of music, dancing, and merry
laughter, will Le closed to hecome the
sanctuary of rats and owls. For myself,
I shall withdraw frow society, and in
this small, gloomy tower support my
povercy and despair as best | may. I
have been worse than foolish—I have
heen wicked. But this repining will not
do. I must reioin my guests,”

So saying, Fredrick replaced the fal-
con on h's perch near the window, and
forcing a gay smile and careless air,
sauntered into the ball-room, and from
that time till the company left he was
seemungly the gayesc of the gay.
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“Quick, Susan! fasten the bodice and
bring ine my hood and mantle and the
thick shoes!” exclaiimed Lady lLena;
then added, impatiently, ‘‘you’ll have
to pin this handkerciief and apron
string, for my hands tre .ble so I can-
not do any ti.ing”” The maid obeved,
and soon her young mistress stood be-
fore the elegant mirror, langhing to see
herself in complete peasaut’s attire,

““Wiii anybody know me, Susan?” she
asked, lnaghingly, as she drew the hood
over her face.

*No, indeed, Lady Lena,” replied the
maid; “if I hadn’t seen you dress I
should not know vou myself.”

*Then [ am off.”

And suiting the action to the word,
the graceful Lady Lena ran out of the
room and down stairs 1a a very undigni-
fied way. In the gard n she was met
by a lover of Susan’s, who exclaimed:

“Pears to me we are in a monstrous
hurry, Mstress Susan. Can’t vou stop
to give a fellow a noontide kiss?”

*Ayay with you!” she exclain.ad.
*“Yoa shall bave tyo kiases when I
come back, if you won’t stop me now.”

**Good bargain, Susan,” said he. *I
bhave much to do, and will wait by the
gate till you come back.”

Away sped Lena. After a pretty long,
rapid walk she reached Castie Alberghi,
and, entering by alow poster door,
which she found open, made her way to
the door of the tower, where she saw
old Margaret seated.

““Good noon, Dame Margaret,” said
Lena. The old woman raised her head,
and, recognizing Susan, Lady Lena’s fav-
orite waiting maid, she returneda very
sulky greeting.

“Don’t be cross, Margaret,” she con-
tinued; ‘‘I’ve gota beautiful note for
your young master from my lady.”

‘“You rieedn’t come here with it then,
said Dame Murgaret. “Your ladys
notes have vrought sorrow enough to
this house.”

“But, Margaret, I was sent to deliver
it and receive an answer, and I dare not
go back without it; it would cost me my
place, and you wouldn't be so cruel as
that to a poor girl who has never done
you any harm.” Here Iena began to
sob, and Margaret arose, saying:

‘You have never done me any harm,
so give me the note and let me take it
up stairs quickly.” The note was pro-
ducel, and Margaret gmmbhng:r' took
it up stairs, muttering as she did so.
“Much good, much good it will do my
poor young master. It isn't sealed very
closely and if I could read it I would
open it, and then it there was anytbing
n 1t to wre ng bhim, I'd sooner put my
hand in the fire than give it to him.”
By this time she had reached the second
story and knocked at the door

“Come in,” said Frederick, who was
scated by the window reading. He
looked up as the «ld woman entered
and asked what she wanted.

“A note for vou, sir,” she replied.
The young man’s face turned a shade

aler, and hig hand shightly trembied as

e took the delicate perfu ed note. A
moment he paus:d, overcome by his
feelings, then impetuously tore it open
und read the following words:

“Lady Lena  Erfert, being about to
visit England for several years, desires
to have the pleasure of meeting once
more her friend Count frederick Al-
berghi, who has so mysteriously with-
drawn bimself from societv. She will
do Lerself the honor of dining with him
this day at 5 o'clock.”

A spasm passed over the voung man's
face and he mumured, “Once more,”
Then turning to Margaret, he said:
‘““What is there in the house to eat?”

‘‘As good as notaing, sir” replied the
faithful woman, ‘“for there is only scraps
left from your breakfas.”

“That’s bad, Margarct,” said he, *‘for
i bave no money, not a siagle kreutzer,
and here isa note from Lady Lena in-
forming me thatshe will dine with me
to day.”

She musn’t come, dear sir. There is
nothing to give her.” Frederick seeme
lost in thought, Suddenly, he raised
his head.

“I have it now” eraid he. You must
serve up my poor Jeanette here. It is
all I cando.”

“Oh, master! What, roast this poor
bitd you have loved so long, and which
belonged to—"

‘“Hush, Margaret; not another word;
only do us I bid you. Serve the bird np
as best you can. Have the table laid for
two in the old dining room, having it
re dy precisely at 5. When the luady ar-
rives sumimon me, and gerve dinner im-
mediately. I shall be in my chamber,
to which I shail now retire.” Marga et
dared not remonstrate, but sobbing and
wringing her hands, she went down
stairs. Lena had waited her coming
with intense anxiety.

“What's the matter, Margaret? Has
anything huppened to your master?”’

*‘Deed there has,” woefully answered
Margaret.

“What?” gaid Lena. “Speak, woman.”

“Oh, only he’s gone clean demented.
You bringa ncte from vour haughty
mistress, who oughtto be drowned in
the Elbe, for she always makes trouble
for my dear young master, one of whose
fingers is worth more than her whole
body; made him waste all his fortune,
g0 that now he is as poor as Jobh and
ncw makes him kill his beautiful falcon.”
A trimmphant smile now flashed into
the eyesof the lalse waiting-woman, and
ghe asked, *How 80?”

‘“Why, vou sce, Mistress Susan, your
lady is coming to dine with him, and
there is nothing in the house, neither
victualg, nor eyen a kreutzer, so he has
ordered the fhlcon to be roasted for
your wicked lady’'s dinner.”

“I have no doubt it will make ~apital

eating,” laughed the girl. e
*‘Out upon you,” surd Margaret. “You
are as beartless as vour mistress. Go

back to her and tell her she is welcome.
1 hope the bird may st ck in her theoat
and choke her, unfeeling woman that
she ir."”

“Qh, don’t take on so, Margaret. Ts
am BOrry your muster is 8o poor, hut he
will offer my lady a dish valuable for its
rarity, for I warrant me she never tasted
roust falcon before,” Margaret’s onlv
answer was to throw herseli into a chair
xlmd sob. The disguised Lenaapproaciied
(0 8

“Don’t feel g0 ead, but tell me wh
should Count Frederick care 80 muc
for the poor bird?”

“Don’t you know that? Why, it be-
longed to his blessed mother, who is
now an ungel in heaven.” Tears filled
Lena’s eyes. and she said:

*Well, 1 didn’t know that, and it is a
real shame to roast the bird, and if you
will keeg i* a secret I'll help you. Give
me the bird and I'll take it home and

send you another in return. Your
master will be none the wiser.”” Mar-
garet’s face lighted up and earnestly
thanking tl)e({zirl she left the room and
soon returned with the falcon, clossly
hooded, which she gave to the false Su-
san, who went off with it.

Punctual to the minute came Lady Le-
ra, and never had she looked more love-
ly or been dressed with 30 much ele-

ance aud taste. Margaret, with a sal-
en air, ushsred her into the dining
room, where Frederick came forward
to meet her. He wuas struck with her
frésh, winning appearance, a bitter
change to be wrought in 8o few weeks.
His greeting was frigidly polite, and hers
particularly genial ano kind.

The dinner was soon served, and Le-
na shuddered as she glanced around
the long, dark, unfurnished room, seen
last brilliantly lichted and decorated,
filled with sprichtlyly puests, and be-
fore whom proaned a table covered with
every luxury tne season affor ed and
money could buy. What a contrast,
Now all gorgeous hangin:s, furniture,
pictares, silver, gligs and lights were
gone, and in their places stood in the
empty room a srall deal table, bearing
two covers and one dish of meat. With
all hisold gr.ce of manner Frederick
led Leno to the table and took his place
opposite ta lier. The meal was a silent
one, .or Frederick was abstracted, and
Lena so overcome by everything around
her that she could scarcely repress her
tears. As they arose irom the table the
count said:

‘]l am sorry, madam, to offer you so
poor a 1epast, but—"

““Don’t speak of it, Count,” hastily in-
terrupted Lena, affectinza gayity she
was far from feeling. *“It was charm-
ing—eo new; I never tasted a more de-
licious chicken.”

“] am hnppy to find that I have
pleased you,” eaid Fredrick; ‘“‘but al-
low me, in all defsrence to your taste, to
correct one mistake—the biril vou have
partaken of was not - hicken, buat my
falcon.”

““Your pet falcon?” said Lena, in af-
fected astonishment,

*'The same, madame,” he replied.

“Frederick.” she exclaimed, and the
tone in which his name was uttered
caused Krederick to start. He was
dumb with surprise when ke saw the
haughty Lena burst into tears, and be-
fore he could recover his self-possession
Lena stood before him erect and pale.

*‘Frederick, to-day we part forever,”
said she, “and before we do so I must
obtain your forgiveness. You have al-
ways treated me with respect and love,
and I—I have repfid your devotion with
coldness and scorn. Will you forgive
me?’

“Most certainly.” coldly answered
Frederick, making a zreat effort to sub-
due the passion her unwonted gentle-
had roused. “Iloved you, and prob-
ably by my unceasing devotion wearied
vou. Ineeded a lesson, and I have
iearned it. I could not expect one who
did not love me to—"’

“Stop there and listen to me,” said
Lena, *“and if my con ession made in
this hour, seems, unmnidenly letmy ex-
cuse be that it 1s the onlv reparation in
my power. ram wealthy—ine wealthi-
est woman in al' Germany, as it is said,
I‘'rom my childhood I have feired to be
loved for my wealth, and with my earn:
est nature [ know that a marriage with-
out love would be death, People whom
Icounted my warm, gincere friends told
me that my riches were all that you
cared for—that you lavished your com-
paratively little wealih upon me only the
wore surely to gain poesession of my

rincely forture. 1 did not believe them,

ut 1 wished to try vou. In my cautious-
ness [ wenttoo far, too far; for L have Jost
what I have valued more than iife—
your love.”

‘“Lena, Lena, be careful,”” said the
young man,

“I am past care for anything now,”
she replied. “To-morrow 1 leave for
England never to return. I could not
go without asking vou to forgive me;
without tellinz you, as the only balm [
can offer, that if 1 made you sufler 1 suf-
fercd also, and perhaps more acutely,
for 1 was called heartless, cold, unprin-
cipled, by the only being I everlove:d in
the world, that [-——" She coulid ray
no more, for she was clasped in euger
arms and covered with passionate kiss-
es. A few minutesshe lay there, then
freed hLerself, all b.ashing and tearful
from her lover's embrace. A moment
she left the room.then returned, bear-
ing a basket, which she gave to Freder-
ick. On opening it his falcon flew out.
Resting her beauditul head on Freder-
ick’s shoulder, she said: ‘‘Take me,
dear Frederick. I yield myselt to you,
overcome by your love and unselfish de-
votion—actually brought to nand by
your falcon.

Fashionable Tournaments.

Tournaments are still fashionable in
Baltimore, Howard, and Carroll coun-
ties, Maryland. There was one that was
brilliant in Woodstock, Howard county,
on Saturday last. It was under the au-
spices of the Woodstock College. Early
in the morning red sashed marshals and
decorated knights rode at high speed up
and down the streets, and multitudes
began to arrive in the traing from the
near-by towns. Later in the day a pro-
cession moved to an elevated plateau
half a miie out of town, whare a flag was
fliing. Three arcs, from which the
rir 23 were suspeaded, stood about thirtv

fert apart and were painted red, white
and blue. Aboutthree hundred vehicles

were ranged in parallel rows facing each
other, and the intervening space w:s
the tiliing ground, In the carriages
were young ladies dressed in white and
Mother Ilubbards. The knigh's were
tastefully dressed in biackand wite cor-
duroy, and most of them woie r« d sashes,
Some had fancy rosettes, and some wore
no decoration.” The riding was begun at
noon. Dr, Keene of Ellicott City deliv-
ered the chiarge. It is for woman’s
smiles,” he said, in couclusiop, *‘that
you are here, Sir Knights. Spur,tiien the
panting ~ des of your steeds, and re-
member that your bravest will crown
the fairest.” The course was one hun-
dred yards, the rings were an inch and
a quarter in diameter, and the time to
be made inside of niue seconds. The
rest of the aiternoon was spent in danc-
ing.

RISTIC PRILOSOPHY,

Talk With a Man Who Can Whip any Other
Man in America®

“Do I think Paddy Ryan a game man?”
said Mr. John L. Sulliven, as he stood
among fifty of the fanoy, imcluding Billy
Madden, Pete hcCoy and Paison Davies,
in Mike McDonald's store this afternoon.

“Of course I do. No man ever yet took
off his shirt to fight in a ring unless he was
& gawe map, for he knows very well what
he is going to get.”

“Some of thy newspapers said that Ryan
looked terror-stricken a8 soon a8 no laid
eyes on you. Is that true?”

“Not at all. Ryan did very weli nntil 1
struck him once or twice, and after that he
was dazed—I may say abont half crazy.”

“Is it true there was not a body blow
striiock daring the whole fight?”

“Yes, that is a fact; thero wasn’t one,”
“Do you think Ryan's mose is brokent”
“I ao not; it wus that blowin the nose
that split his lip, and knocked him down,
but I don’t think it broke his nose.”
“Some of the newspapers represent that
Ryan was whipoed by being knocsed out of
bis senses until after time was called by
your last blow, and that blow was delivered
on the nec..; is tha! true?”

“No; that isa mistuke. On the last round
I fought him dowp, and he fell in a nheap
from a succession of blows on his head,
not from any particular one. His s.rength
was overcome aud exhausted.”

“How did you feel when Ryan struck you
that blow on the left eye!”

*“He didn't strike me there with his fist;
that black eye came from his falling toward
me from weakness, and striking me with his
head; in fact, he struck me no blows on the
face. His blows allfell on the back of my
head, which was much beiter for me.”
“Did you part on terms?”

“Oh, yes, we shook bands pleasantly at

:’Aro you thinking of another match
yet?”

“No, not yet. I don’t mean to be a Prizo-
fighter more than a year or two more,

*“Do you think a man is apt to get killed
in the ring?”

“No, Ido not. I think whenever men
are killed in the prize ring it is in conse-
quenoe of their having something the mat-
ter with them—like heart disease.”

“Have you scruples of comscience about
Aghting?”

“I have not. I neverfight a man to kill
hi‘!‘n; I MM! ‘him only to lick him.”

n't it generate a great feeling of
hatrad?” S
“Notatall, Sometimes, when it isin
dispute which is the better man, bad feel-
ing springs up, but there is 20 bad feeling
in a tight, er after it.

Billy Madden is considerably proud of his
protege, and he said he would match Sulli-
van with gloves  against any
living man without gloves. He says
speculators are trying to work up
another match, but he doesn't know a liv-
ing mun in America, Eagland or Australia,
who woula be ‘ikely to fight Sullivan. He
says Ryun said when Sullivan first struck
him he thought a telegraph pole Lad been
shoved against him endwise. No one
wounld ever puess, from bhis anpearance,
that he had “been” through a mill within a
week. He is slightlv yellow under the left
eye, and there is a speck of bloodshot in
the eye, and there is a omall parh on the
first knuckle of the left hand, which came
in contact with one of Ryan's teeth, but
with those exceptions he appears to be in
the flower of health and spirits.

The Value of Silence.

There are times, even in the best
regulated families, that silence is a won-
derful peace-maker. In certain »oods
of mind and body one may be wrougzht
to frenzy by words and suggestions that:
in other moods wouid Lave no such ef*
fect. When one is hungry. or tired,. on
sleepy, oz sick, he cannot take the same
views that he dues when full fed, fresh
and vigorous in health. If he caa
make due allowence for this inevituble
state of things in hirself and in those
around him, and restrain his words,
gevern his tones, eontrol his mananers,
he may avert a deal of trouble. An im-
puisive word issometimes a spark to pow-
der. We arecare:ul tokeep flame from,
powder made ofsultpetreand sulphar,
should we not be equally careful to pre-
vent social and dowmestic ex})!osious?
Some people are so constituted that in
certain wouds they will say disagreeable
things simply bec.usethey teellike it. If
the combustible stuff aboutthem is wet
with the cool waser of silence it wisl not
take fire, and great damage may be vre-
vented. 1tis nier: crueity to.take dvan-
tage of a (rettul child und tease and aggra-
vate and torwent him, ‘‘for the fun of
it.” And yet some -awilies tolerate this
species of amusemen:. How many
words are best left unseid! Why should
we drop caustic remarks that ¢an only
barn and rankle and corrode in the
hearts they touch? Why should we re-
turn railing for railing? Why should
we meet petulance with harshness? Let
us never forget that a soft answer turns.
away wrath.

. ————
Gens of Thought.

1t is the energy of the will that is the
soul of the inteiiect; wherever it isthere
i8 life; where it i not all is dullness,
despondency. and desolation.

True courage is cool and calm. The
bravest of men have the least of a bru-
tal bullying insolence; and in the very
time of danger are found the most se-

rene and free.
Beware of evil thoughts. Ob, the
mischief they have done in the world,

—

Bad thoughts come first, bad wards
bring p the rear. Pray against them.
They prepare the enemy.

The flower which blooins to-day, and
is withered to-morrow—is it at all more
actual than the colors of tbe rainbow?
Or rather, are those less actual? B.auty
is the most fleeting thing upon earth,
yet immortal as the spirit irom which it
blossoius.

When once & concealinent or decait
has been practiced in matters where all
should be fair and open as the day, con-
fidence can never be restored, any
more than you can restore the white
bloom to the grape or plum that vou
have once held in your hand.

The mixture of one error with much
truth adulterates the whole; as the
chalice of pure liquid is rendered dan-
gerous by the infusion of a drop nf poi-
son. We should therefore avoid all
error, however slight and inconsiderate
it way appear. Oue error may soon
lead toa hundrea—eay, to a thousand.

The modest deparsment of those who
divided between the Bridgeport Protes-
tant Widows’ Relief Socicty and the
Prorestant Orphans’ Asylum. ‘

Commander Riviere, who lost his life
in Tonquin, wrote three days before his
death to a friend in Paris, “I am now
administrator, soldier, seaman, diplo-
mate, custom-house oflicer and palice-
man. In spite of all this, I hav. written
one novel and begun a se.ond, which,
however, has auvanced only as far as
the first page. I lack time. 1 don’t
know how KFrance—thut is to say, the
government—wil! judge of what circum-
stances have made me do. In any case,
I am indiflerent; I have done what [ was
compelled to do, and | am, besuies, pos-
sessed of that quiet philosophy which 18
prepared for everything and submit to
anything.”

‘The Necessity of Looking Well
at Home.

Often when I have Leen riding in the
country, on a summer afternovon have I
seen the farmer’s wife sitting in or near
the door engaged with her sewing,—her
sleevee tucked to her elbows, her hair
perhaps uncombe.!, or at best brushed
back injthe plainest manner, her feet
in slipshod shoes, aud her dress the
same in which she had worked all the
morning, with perhaps the same apron,
aud usually not over-clean. Her house,
if one should enter, would probably be
found in excellent order—clean swept
floors, and chairsset back against the
wall, as if arranged for a funera!, and
not & thing out of place In the cup-
board or store-room would be found the
whitest of bread, plenty of toothsome
pie a «d cake, the #esheut and sweetest
of batter, and many little delicacies the
materials for which nature so abuadant-
ly provides, and which the modern
housewife haslearned so well to prepare.
Nothing has she been remissin her duty
to her house but on herself; perhaps the
most imgportant, certainl',v the most
necessary, thing in it she  hasno tspent a
thought. She is too wearied with her
labor, and there is a pile of sewing and

eriect self-abnegation she sits down o
en task till the evening’s daily work,
«nd the preparation for supper, with its
consequent duties closes-the day on her
weary bod, “and mind. And so the days
pass—one ¢ °r another—mnch alike in
their samencss, until her mind is nar-
rowed down to this small routine of
daily cares, and the thought of ‘‘dress-
ing up,” to go.from home, or to receive
companv be omes almost irksome. Her
habits have become so fixed that she
has never considered, that s few min-
ntes spent in bathing face, hands, and
neck, comhbing the hair in a taste ul and
hecoming manner, and puttinzon a clean
dress with the addition of a tresh lace or
muslin neck-tie, will not only add won-
derfully to her sel: respect, but actually
bring res' to her weary body and mind,
No matter if the dress be nothing but
print, it it be clean and fresh, Forsum-
iner wear, this is usually the best mate-
rial, as the evening chores must neces-
sarily be done, and with the addition of
a big apron,.one is ready for he work.
Prints are so pretty and echeap, that
there can be no excuse for not alwayvs
having one on hand.. And then the
present mode of dressing the neck is so
pretty and:yet so ssmple, and cl:eap that
there is no.need of being seen even in
the morning without a clean, fresh tie
or kerchief. No frills—no stiff collars,
but simply a piece ot India muslin, or &
lesa costly: one cut squire and hemmed,
put on copner wise, and tucked into the
dress in front, or if one pre. ers; a strip
a few inch 8 wide and o s atable length
simply hemmed and a1ew tucks across
the endsputonforatie. Fouror fivesuch
articles are all that is necessary. They.
are thrown into the weekly wash, and
ironed without starch. Costly maierials
muade with eiuborate eare, are nut ar all
necesseey to personal neatness, The
wife aad mother cannot afford to zo
about her honse, witha torn or dicty
dress,. neither for the example which it
brings, nor her own personal self re-
speci. There are few kasbands eo dif-
ferens to the appsaranee and dress of &
wile, a8 not to teel a glow of ratisfacvion,
when on comingto the house from his
labar he finds her neatly arrayed, and
with 8 smiling face—instead of the slat-
tern)ly being which is sometitieS seen.
Indeed, I thizk the ‘‘male man,” as
Szmantha Alles would say, is naturally
fsatidious in this respect. Evezy man
fa2 his younger days nat only
wished to be dressed hin self with a de-
gree of careand taste, but his admira-.
tion of the girl he loves is iarzely modi--
fied by the care which she besiows upom
her personal appearance, and il in after
Iif -, she becomes coarse and seemingly
oblivious to the refining influences
which taste and culture bring, who stall
say in how large a manner she isre-
sponsible? The wise mother of daugh-
ters witl insist that each afternoon abgll
sce them not only neatand tidy, but
tastefully dressed, so that in case of un-
exp -cted callers, there need be no
flaxry, nor loss of seli-respect. This, if
vepun in early life will grow into a aabit
which in time wiil become sv tixed, thag
when she becomesa wite and mother,
ghe will no more thick of discarding,
than the necessary ones of eating and

sleeping.

mewnding waiting to be done. Se with ®
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