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'Bm-u..lm worn _and wasted with

g “.sun-burnt skin; her reddish hair fel} in {
" disorder from underneath a little {

S, ’ £} e

ne evening in November,
ove 6f Sainte Catherine’s Day, the iron
gate of the prison at Auberive rolled
‘back on its hinges and gave a passage
$0 & woman of about thirty years of age.
‘8he was dressed in a faded woolen

gown and wore on her head a white |

" linen cap, adjusted in a strange fashiop

round her pale features, whose wan
‘expression betrayed long detention and
i meagre fare. . Her fellow prisoners had:
niknamed her the Bretdnne; no doubt

» because she was a native of Brittany.
" Condemned for the heinous crime of
{nfanticide, she had jeen brought to
* the House of Détention in a prison van.
exactly six years ago and hn:
. Qtroo. having served her time.
After getting back her old clothes

ﬁ.{m ving atthe - greffe or registry
) i'idﬁ:’ulougl mﬁx sum’ of money set
sside for her by the prison authorities
mtum for six long years unremitting
\ labor, she was now gt laat. ORCe
more free, with her passport signed for-
L The coach, however, for
M§aMr place has already left. Tim-
id and awkward, she directed her falt-
. qting steps towards the nearest inn and
ﬁ:t fremyilons volee inquired if she
ould be accommodated for the night.
« The inn was crowded with customers,
--and the inn-keepgr, who little cared to
bguse birds of that feather,” advised
y to push on to the wine shop at the
v end of the vyillage. :
. 'The Bretonne, more awkward and
timid than before, went on her way
. and knocked at the door of the wine
. shop, & mere pot house for navies.
* The publican’s wife eyed her mistrust-
fully Trom lgeud to foot, and guessing
that she had just left the Centrale, or
~prison, sent her off with the
excuse that she did not take in lodgers.
Not daring to insist, the poor woman
. turned away with drooping head, while
" & feeling of anger rose in her heart
i inst those who thus drove her from
their door,
. 8he had only one thing left to do and
i that was to reach Langres on foot.
" ht, however, sets ilf early towards
m:mse of November, so that darkness
- yovertook the wayfarer on the dusty
 Toad that extended far away .through
the lonesome wood and the north wind
blew keen among the swaying trees,
| scattering large heaps of dead leaves by
the way. During the six long years
she had spent in solitary confinement
i the Bretonne had lost the habit of walk-
‘ing. Her joints were as if knotted and
; Eg feet, unused to any but hv:,ooden
"shoes, were cramped in the leather ones
‘she I4d on. Aftergetting over aleague
‘or 80 of ground her heels were sorely
. blistered and she felt already tired out.
) sank down on a heap of stones,
shuddering at the thought that she
. might have to die of cold and hunger
in 8o dark a night and with such a nip-
ing blast that chilled her to the bone.
lS)uddenly. along the solitary road and
' in the pauses of the 'cold north wind,
she thought she heard the drawling tones
of somebody singing in the distance.
_ 8he listened eagerly and was soon con-
vinced that she caught the sound of
one of those dear, monotonous snatches
of nursery rhymes with which children
“ are nursed to sleep. Rising ‘to her
feet she went in the direction of the
voice and at the turn of a eross-road
beheld a red light glimmering thro
. the branches. Five migutes after she
reached a clay-built hovel, the roof of
which, covered with clods, leaned
against a rock, and whose only window
gave passage to a flickering ray. With
anxious heart she resolved to knock at
thié doos. As soon asshe had done so
- the singing ceased and a peasant woma
came to the threshold. :
‘Bhéwas of aboul the same age as the

fisld labor. Her short gown, wbich
was rent in places, showed her dark,

and her gray eyes looked with as-
::!l:iahmont n%r:he stranger, whose face
had, infact, something unusual in its
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y t0 drop’afid can go no
: r,”’ murmured the Bretonne with
© afigh of deep angunish, “the town is
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just been | i

for:| wakened by the arrival of the stran

‘upon

2 far off, and if you'd let me put up
-:'mntorﬂunlzht ‘twould be & real)

pay you for your trouble.”’

: in,” said the peasant with-
out much hesitation; <but,” she added,
more out of curi than from any
mistrast, “why didn't you stop at Au-
berive?"’

~»They wouldn’t take me in,” she
answered, and casting down her blue
eyes, the Bretonne as from a sense of
duty, added: +‘Because, you see I've
just left the Centrale, and that doesnt’

“IYonr ‘m::'l is dend.b{.henr"
__ &I nevet qng..’" untly rejoined |
& . Fleariotte, " poor m'ﬁ“& Bo’
sther. eﬂ.ynw we . all - have
trombjes. * There's your bed. now,
wod Baro are fwo ot ' three potatoss
hlch #aio It troa sapper.  ‘Tis all
hsye to offer you."” = = :
She was interrupted by a childish
voice, which came from a plank parti-
tion forming a kind of dark closet in
oneo}moopmmnt:ep A
««Good night!” added La Fleuriotte,
“I'll be looking after the little one,
whﬂ‘; getting scared. Try to sleep
well!” g :
8he took the lamp and sought the
adjoining closet, leaving the Bretonne
n the dark.

The latter had stretched herself on
the sweet heather. After eating her
frugal meal she tried tb ¢lose her "eyes,
but slesp would not ¢ome to her t{red
lids. Through the partition boards she
heard La Fleuriotte chatting in a low
voice fa-her little one, whe. had been
and would not go to sleep agpini L4
Fleuriotte fondled an P’oo.:"ed and
kissed her darling . with endearin
words, the artless expression of whicﬁ
moved the poor Bretonne in an unwont-
ed manner. It summoned up a con-
fused maternal instinct still slumbering
in the breast of one who had been con-
demned for stifling her new-born. babe.
She was alive to the fact that, if things
thad not turned out badly,” her own
little one would now be about as old as
that little girl.

A motherly yearning rose in her
beating heart. Her feelings, so long
chilled, were roused to their inmost
depths by this haunting thought and
the sound of that sweet childish voice;
a melting softness ‘?read throughout
her being and she had a good mind to
give way to tears.

“Now, my darling,” said La Fleu-
riotte ¢‘go to sleep like a good girl, gnd
if youdo I'll take you to-morrow to
Sainte Catherine’s Fair.”

“‘Sainte Catherine is the festival for
little girls, isn’t it mammaP’’

»Yes, my dear.”

«Js it true that.on that day Sainte
Catherine brings pretty toys to child-
renf” :

«Yes, sometimes.”

“Why, then, doesn’t she ever bring
some to me, mammap”

“Because we live so far away, and
then again we are too poor.”

“Then she only brings toys to the
rich, does she? Why? I should like
to have some too.”

«“Well, some day, if you are good
girl and go to sleep, she may perhapa
bring you some also.”

«Oh, then I'll go to sleep right off,
so she may bring me some to-morrow.”

A stillness followed. Then the soft,
gentle breathing of both mother and
child showed that they had fallen a-
sleep together.

But the Bretonne could not close
her eyes. A feeling at once poignant
and tender clutched her at the heart,
and more than ever before at any time
of her lifeshe thought of the defenseless,
harmless little creature she had ruth-
lessly strangled.

This dread, remorseful feeling lasted
until th:ia;inia streak of dawn. At
break of Flouriotte. and . her
child weye still fast locked in ‘each oth-
er's arms. g N 2

The Bretonne noiselessly crept ont o
the hovel, and making the best of her
way back to uberive, aslackened . her:
steps only whan_ she reached.:the fizst.
houses of the small place. She sléwly
walked up the only streetin the village,

intently gazing at the sign-bourds over
each shop.

At last one of these signs arrested her
attention. ‘She knocked at. the  shut-
ters and. the door was.soon opened. It
was one of those little country stores
where, besides a variety of haberdash-

wares,,0hesp second-hand 2
- ;:!';bou he;;‘]ga:ﬂbqud dolll.’z:lx

arks and baa-lambs. The amazément
of the woman who kept the store was
unbounded when she saw the Bretonne

d for th stock.
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hovel, when a bgavy-gioyed band fell
¢ shoulder. She started, “and,

on turning round, shuddered to find

he to faca.with & corporal..of

bidden to remain in the precints of the
Central House of Detention.
ndising round
t to have s Shimarm

pu
she had to get up into it,

went the horses, under esoort ‘

cart was stopped, th
tied to a tree, the gendarme and his
prisoper down and they went up
the path’ led to the hovel in the

Ia. Flauriolte was busy choppin
wood In front of her door. - When slg
looked 4p and oa:fht sight of the wo-
man whomshe had housed on the pre-
vious evening'in the hands ofa gen-
darme she stood with mouth wide open,
like one petrified.

“Hush!" gjaculated the RBretonne,
as she'put her finger to her lips. ¢Is.
the little une still asleep?"’

+Yes; but—" ?

~farcy thesq toys softly to her bed-
side and tell her ﬂntsm Catharine
sent-them to her. I went back to Au-
berive to: fetch them, but. it seema I
had no right to do so, and I am being
taken on to Langres.”

«Holy. mother of God!" exclaimed
La Fleuriotte.

«Hush!"

They all drew near the bed where
the.child lay. ;

The Bretonne took she carboard
dolls, Noah'€ arks and bas-lambs, scat-
tered / them gently owver the coverlet,
kissed the thin, naked arm of the yet
slumbering child, and then, turning to-
wards the gendarme, who. quickly
br}:ished' a tear from his eye, quietly
said:

*Now, wecan goonour way.”
—_ A —ee—
Chaaces In China,

China has all the- natural resources
for agreat and powerful nation—second
to none—olimate, soil, mineral resour-
cees of every kind in rich abundaroe,
copious streams and teeming millions of
easily governed people—now cursed
from end to end by bigoted conserva-
tism.

Napoleon prophesied sore things for
Europe should China “once  be taught.
her real strength. But it is hardly
possible in fact or logic that Europe’s
thrift is to be based on Asiatic ignor-

‘| ance. If it is, then it were high time

that the theory were exploded. China

ought to be a nobler, better country
than she is. Withiron mines and coal—
none betterinthe world—she buys old
scraps of every sort fromm European
junk shops, and freights it here to ham-
mer out its nails, bolts and wagon tires
and tools, and such other small-way
iron needs as must be filled. With
mines of gold and silver full of richest
ores, it coins no money, save its
dirty copper ‘‘cash’’—one hundred
for ten cents—a dollar five pounds
weight. With wealth enough and
resources of almost every sort, but
brains, it totes its coals and goods long
stretches upon the backs of brute and
human animals—degrading men and
women to the state of beasts of burden!
With abundant means and credit it
has no national banking system and
leaves such affairs in the hands of for-
eigners at seapofts, or individuals at:
other points, yet in the St. Petersburg
museum you may see a8 bank note of the
Imperial Bank of China issued, as its
date shows, 3,344 years ago, showing
as far as can be shown that China was
the first country of the world to have a
national bank ofdssue. Not only, this
tique, but many others you may find
m and there in” Chins and in other
show that this country has long
‘been sfnking from a lofty pointof supe-
rlority to one of dpgie D ~l.n';layr
of old ber interns] improvements ip ex-
bcellentl!l:ads. superior stone and marble
and suspension bridges; vast networks
of canals, which ‘connected with her
many rivers, gave ready ways for easy
transportation; natural defenses, yet the
wonder of the world;' paper, priating,
gunpowder, German silver, sugar, tea
and many other w she gave us-
even though its proselyting priests, no
doubs, discovered Americs;and pooslcd
much: of its western shores! Old it
surely is; great in" light and’ enterprise
it surely, too, has been—cast down it
truly is to-day-a great and lumbering
hulk for all 3 come and pick at. [Hon. |
"I N Richidrdson in American: Rursl

" The 300 young women of Wellesly"
College do the housework of the college
R.tha cooperative plan., It takes.epch

one of tiem forty4ive minutes s dayto
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" INA WICA WINE.

One of the finest mica (sometimes

wrongly called isinglass) mines in.

 Dapot, on the line of the Boston, Lowell
;sod Montreal Rafposth, ¢ 3 7 7
_Q'A 000l brapitig-breéss afieved the
udding maples, as we, rested from our
arly cimb, again set forth. £ ‘#dheh
his industrial Mecca. Half way up

s the ateep incline' we found e airy
ihome of the teamster, & jolly French- |

: pemhodqnnbmaﬁ.,mou&

Mer, with its: pellar: | to, ithe; duy.
nt thiy u&\fm cominatided

#n unrivaled view of Franconia's: missy:
ganges. Nearer by could be seen the
Whitg crown of Moosilaiks;. the! Blaok,
ithe ‘Waterville Mountains, and
Bngly at our feet, Loon Lake; a

‘perféot gem, reminding thoss who have
been abroad ‘of the lochs for which
Scotland is famous. Still our sspira.

tions lead us skyward,. and: span- we
have reached the scene that has pleased
30 many with its novelty. A/ speedy
‘ntroduction to the overseer followed,

and then wa were:shown an .animated
sight. Looking down two pits, each
some thirty-five feet deep, their sides
bright with layers of almost pure mica,

embedded between rocks ,uf. feldapar.
and-quartz, we saw the pompanies’ of:
toilers. Some, on temporary stagings

of rough boards, half-way up the pit,

were wic'ling_six-pound _hammpgrs,

striking in regulsr scoession th: nar-
rowsheaded and glistening drills; held
by their inates; and' sinking -deep. but
narrow cavities for the reception of the
blast; some were grouped with pick
and shoyel in the openings'below, some
were pumping water that' had trickled
from above, and here and there were
suﬁes pu;hing the loaded cars to the
s —and all were .hardy, bronzed-
Imet intelligent help..

Theémica lies in yeins, averaging from
1 foot'to 5 feet in ‘thickness,’. and is of
ten blown out in blocks, or peices, weigh-
ing from 20 to 40 pound. This is brok-
en into suitable shape for carriage in
large baskets, and after being partislly
cleaned, is borne to the cutting shop.
This is a long, commodious building.
with a wide, stationary bench runaing
the length of both sides, having shelves
above. Some 5 feet apart are placed
steel shears, having a foot and a half
blade and long handle fixed to each
bench, and manned by as' many strong-
armed, busy workmen, of whom ffteen
are here employed. - On the shelves be-
fore ench cutter are ranged the bard,
wood patterns by which the mica is cut
into various sizes. The proper pattern
with the mica beneath is held in one
one hand, whle with the other
each man rapidlyplies the sharp shears.
The day’s work 1s pilad up before them
in square compartments, aad put into
pound packages, ranging in size from
2x3% inches 0 8x10 inches. It s used
mostly in stoves and ranges, but it is al-
50 cut for door and electric lights. .

At one end of this building sut two
men sphitting the layers of mica brought
from the mine with implements resem-
bling oyster knives. Falling into con-
versation with them we learned that
they daily find specimgus strongly re-
sembling animals, utensils, &c., and
were shown pieces that closely counter-
feited the form of elephants, rabbits,
mules, &. One of the employers in
the finishing shop showed us a mica
woman, wearing a seventeenth century
bonnet, and another had a spcecimen
that had appropriately been named
“The Old man of the Mountain.” We
also saw some curious pieces which, by
contact with iron rust, had impressions
closely resembling leaves, mosses and
ferns; salmone-colored mica from
Canada, and some very beautiful iridis-
cent specimens from North Carolina.

In the company’s office, on the Brook
road, we we were shown a huge sheet
of mica two feet long and one and a
half wide, almost as clear as crystal,
and a six-sided prism of nearly pure
beryl, weighing ninety pounds, both of
which were found in the «Valencia” two
years ago. It is a singulgr fact that
pistiaum, ongof the hardestores known
will melt in s vessel made of mica.
Heat not offect this singular pros
duet, but water in time will injure it.
The layers msy also be split thinner
‘than & wafer, ‘and often reflect all the
colors‘of the rainbow. We toolga peep
into the smithy, and saw in the glowing

of as many different - sizes, at red heat,
;while many ; other implements used in
the mines were strewn sround waitin
their tnrn to be sharpened or 2
Abont. fifty hands : are employed 4n or
around this mine.

Descending to the finishing shop, at

rered intoi s hﬁa light room: on the
ground floor, which w.:s‘ thickly g‘tp'o?
ed with the imperfect layers of mica
cast uidett:{) th:mlemnle he P None of
b Om m Lhis m OWRYSE. -h
POWD aWAY,: for'even the .’1‘,
mnd =P, mn with'oil, and-gled- gs
| lnbricgnt. In:this'iroomss” ranged ¢
stools, with trays upol‘:pire‘ benches IS-
fore t:::. to receive thedifferent pieces,
 ing.s, small {nile 4'&'10 attern my
shoamakérs.  with ’~VM& ther casidly

coals of the forge a dozen or moredrills |

‘$he fgot of the mountaiu#, We wiers ulli|

shining substance. In the
ws saw small boxes, in form and sise

ey

Aholu oan

vf'werth 4 Wnica. Oh:hi‘;m ;

is-usuaity put in a Box. An1 :
ketable product of the mine is shipiie
ot X, e whense Jais sqld to't
e | 771 Y K s T
=y v g DRTTeSR I8 ho Army. |
| "o S3uthorn “Soldler, in the Wash-
lngton Capitol, scores 8 pretty point iin
'wﬁspmae: PR
The war is over. The true sign' of
e Intiat spcher o masily el
RoY—#4 s thn ovep injeyery INB: oabh
twenty or thirty years. Another sad
(mhore ! plendthg'bign is that in their
‘I‘n'l dne articles th& Generals (
thwie dply:apgolatef sttbrneys in faet,
:I:o sta?::oem). '::to hnvoy.convenhd_
eir swords jnto Shat, ier wespon,
the pen, disp{n? né ani té:r ﬁo’thdr
 former ensmiph, but direct all their as-
saults against gome. .oo-ope;sﬁngﬁt
dral oo teir dwa sile. | Sométintes
nes- have 1‘Recollections of (a
Private,” bat this'pbzzles' me. In the
first place, it requires a great deal pf
oursalistic enterprise to tind a private.
n thé sécond place, I don't see how a
private-can have - any -recollections - pof
the war. I was a private in the cam-
paign of 1862 through Northern Vir-
ginia and Maryland, and in every
fight, and I must say that I never saw
asingle battle.or had the' faintest idea
what was going on or what were the
results until I was told of it afterward
or saw it in & paper. I was three da;

made,up:my mind. that there would
probably be. s genuine engagement
next day. When we rebels began to
move the night after Sharpsburg, [
bad:an idea that it wasg with & view o
open & battle in the mosuing and when
we got to the Potomac and started in I
couldn’t comprehend why we hadn't
‘tried a fight first. Fighting, as we
‘Fonerally Were, with a long %ine over
miles of front in woods for the most
g:m and.over hills and valleys, I don’t
lieve thata private ever saw more
than a small part of a battle (except at
Fredericksburg) or. knew a skirmish
from a general engagement, or a re-
connoissance from an attack.

miqnu ;‘ﬂ;owm jw.
If you would be generous there is not
time enough to be unjust.. . . ;
Learn glibly the titles of many books
80 you can discuss litersture intelligent-
ly. .

sons of life we might be able to large-
ly mitigate our miseries. {

Life is 8o small a thing that it were,
the height of folly to unnecessarily in-'
crease its frictions.

Philosophize how we will, the melan-
choly fact remains that life is an aggre-
gation of mistakes.

So many dealers in cheap essays have
pawed over the Woman Question that
it has become shelf-worn.

I wonder if it really is so difficult to
convince even the worst among us that
we cannot afford to fliypantly judge any
that live!

I am just beginning to be aware of
the extieme desirability of inviting as
little attention Lo myself as the exigen-
cies of life will allow.

to discern the white-clad figure of Truth
floundering in the bogs that skirt the
highways of lifé.

The Phase of the Girl Question which
has given me sharpest concern is the
manifest fact of The Girl’s larga ac-
quaintance with Life at 10-years old.

The conclusions of persons who are
so intemperate as to make sweeping as-
sertions concerning human affairs are
not a safe criterion by which to meas-
ure life.

Girls, treat with merited contempt
the prudes who tell you that promiscu-
ous round-dancing is a battle from
which you emerge with your, ‘vamity
triumphant and your delicacy in rags.”

When to Stop.

If you can trust yourself to ocease
when you are really and heartily
tired, when rest isrefreshment—but too
many women work just to finish this or
that, long after fatigue has setin. Their
bodies may not feel much more tired
than they were an hour or two earlier,
bat instead of bheerful physical fatigue.
m‘lg:l?:hwm ”t&slt t,lz‘n'nd

. a d talk "perhaps, or
this goed feeling, ‘has gome nervous fa-
tigue, a very different matter. The
least word irritates us, and when we
ity cease, it is not to rest with cheer-
ful ¢alk or reading, and a delicious
sense of work done and repose earned,
but we sink down too tired to rest,
feeling completely worn out, ill and
ready to ory  rather thsp laugh. We

seain to’get over ende such abuse
as ghig; or t’% or_ thre¢ times, but: by

ps this nervgus irrilgbility will be-
comse, not a rare experience conseqtient
on rare fatigue, but will follow even
very little exertion, and the result will
be the sbattered, pallid’ woman, faded:
and worn out long before life's vrima.

store-room

A

at'second Manngsas and then slowly °

e

Could we rightly interpret all the les-

We need no unusual power of vision .
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