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Bill Nye Spends a Day Swapping
Stories With Stuart Robson.

THE SAD FATE OF LITTLE JAMES,

Forrest and the Elder Booth Dance the
Bailer's Hornpipe

TEOUBLE AT OPHELIa’'S OBSEQUIES

IWRITTEN YOIt THE DISFATCH.I

OHASSET is
about 2134 miles
from Boston, and is
noted for its mack-
erel fishingand also
asihe summer bome
of Lawrence Bar-
rett and Stuart Rob-
son, It is mnear
Nautasket and Mi-
not’s Ledge Licht-
bouse, on a stern
snd rock - bound
const. It is in lati.
tude 420 168" 9"
north sud longitude
TOC 407 147 wesk

Mr. Barrett was
away the other day when I went down
thore, and he will be pained when he reads
this to know that he has missed a Ssbbath
with one of the gentlest, loveliest characters
in history. Mr. Barrett’s house is large
snd white, and has the air of shrinking
modesty so noticesble in its great, but
uiterly nnconscions, Owner.

Mr, Robson was found at his house, walk-
iug under the trees nnd thoughtiuliy eating
green apples, of which he is passionately
tond. He raises upward of (60) sixty bar-
rels of apples on his estate each year, any
one of which is fatal.

*A uneighbor of mine had an odd experi-
ence with his apples the other day,™ said
Robson., *““He has some of this same breed.
1t is an apple which will turn when it is
trodden upon. Nobody but a cider press
can eat oue nod live. This friend of mine
went out one day and discovered a boy
named James sitting up in the branches of
his apple tree enting the Juscious fruit and
fiiling his shirt and trousers with enough to
stay his stomach when be pot home. ‘1
wish you would not do that,' said the man.
‘I do not eare so much for the fruit bat you
are breaking the tree and disfiguring i’
*0 you shut up,’ retoried the lad, knoeking
the muu's glusses off, together with the
bridge of his nose, with a lurge lignom vite
apple. ‘I you dou’t go in the house and
keep quict, 1 will come down there and in-
jure vou." “Very well,’ said the man, ‘I |
will have to go to-morrow and tell your
father abont you and vour iusaiting lan-
guage.” “All right," said the youth, ‘Go
in, you old pessimist, and get the razzle-
dasxle if ve wish, 1 will, in the meantime,
select a tew more of your mirth-provoking
fruit.”

LITTLE JIMMIE WAS DEAD.

*The pext day, full of wrath, the man
went over to the boy's house and said to the |
father: *Sir, 1 have come to do a very dis-

In Rolsow's Orchard,

agrepable duty, 1 come to tell you of your |
botr aud the ipsulting language he used to |
we vesterday.” I

““Dio not speak of it,” said the old man |
softlv. ‘He told the doctor and me and his
muther about it last might. Hc was very
gorry, indesd, very sorry, indeed, Your
errand 1s unnecessary, however, sir, the boy
is dead,”

“Then the man went home and did not
Jsugh snv jor two or three days, Aoy boy
slmokt ean pick on him now and bie does
not resent it.™

tobson tells n story as well 88 anybody I
koow, and I wish I might d» it balf as well
in print as be does in convarsation. He is
full of reminiscenses and all of them of in-
terest. He tells of a little ineidest in the
life of the elder Booth which was not of
such great imporiance of history, but I
wonld heve given agood sum it I counld
have been concesled somewhere so that I
cuould have seen the performance,

Young Edwin Dooth was just then get-
ting so that he couid play the banjo pretty
weil. He was doing 50 in his father's study
one day whan the gréak Forrest cntered.
The elder Dooth had the most profound re-
gpect and esteem for the penius of Forrest
and so he tried to et Edwin to concenl his
flippant banjo. But Forrest grandly mo-
tioned him to go on with it

“Dio vou play ‘Zip Coon,” Edwin?'" asked
Mr. Forrest in deep, reverbrating tones,

“Yos sir.”

“Play ir."’

The great Hamlst then procesded to
plunk the exilarating notes of the laie Mz,
Coon,

Forrest conversed with the elder Booth a
little, but he kept time with his loot to the
lascivions pleadings of young Edwin's
banijn,

“Do you play ‘Gray Eagle,' Edwin?"
nsked the preat Forrest.

“Yes, sir”

“Play it."

Mr. Bonth and Mr. Forrest still conversed |

in a rambling way, but they kept time to

the melodions pivakings of the young trage- |

dinn.
“Do you piay the *Bailor's Hornpipe,”
Edwin? i)

A SOLEMY SCENE,

Mr. Forrest now arose. So did Jugins
Brutus Booth. Their fuces were ns solemn
uy il ther were ninying “Rickard 111" at a
one night stand, but genlly they fell to
skipping the light and flippant toe, till at
Inst, iu the retirement of this roem, the two
preat tragedians, with no more mirth in
their faces than there is in the prospects for
the Graut monument fund, hoed it down, to
the banjo plunkety-plunkings of Edwin
Hooth. I would be willing to walk up ta
NeCoomb's Dam Bridge to-dey, tired ss I
am, if 1 eomld see that sight.

Wheu Hornoe Berver, of Doston, was
buried in Aungust, Mr. Stuxrt Robson,
smong others, was asied to aot s= pail
bearer, He wrots in reply to the invitation
that be woald loel honored to aceept, and at
the time wet, he rode over from Cogm by
& fasttrain. That is where he made a mis-
take. I he had read the wisdom of the
gnm acholar and railway savaot, Robert J.

. Burdette, he would have known that the
man who is in & hurry should take the slow
train. The Cannon Ball train is generally
three hours late nnd the Flying Dutchman
is frequestly abandoned, but the Jerkwater
Mixed train is reported on time.

Ho Mr. Robson was a little late and the
enormous audience thronged the sisles and
cxtended even outside of Paine Hall so that
be could motgetin atall. Colonel Inger |

| pestiferous priest!

_ml-—hvt.

that he was “one of the pall bearers and
wust pet jn."”

“Oh, look ntthe pall bearer,” remarked
the crowd, “Isu’t he nr-uur vall bearer?"’
queried those who conld not get in them-
selves, ns they bored holes in Mr. Robzon
with their kean elbows, He tried once more
to make it understood that he was one of the
pall bearers, but his voice split up the baok
and o loud round of mirth was the immne-
diate reply. [

“Afterward,” ®aia Mr, Robson, I
learned that several others had tried to get
in before I arrived, on the ground that they
were pillbearers, and so the ecrowd was
ready for me. By that time, if T had known
that by giving my name I would have been
carried in on a bed of roses, I could not have
dope it. T went away, and asI did so I
heard a man say:  “He is, indeed, s healthy
looking pallbearer, is he not? Heis prob-
ably someone who lives here in Boston, and
has made a bet thathe would get in and
bear the address. Or perbapa he isa man
who furnishes gloom for funerals,. He
lonks like it. Did you notice his sad face?"*

Mr, Robins then came away, and, taking
:. slow train for Cohassct, was very soon
wme.

A WARM WELCOME HOME.

Probubly sinee the days of Damon snd
Pythias there has rarely been such deep de-
votion mnd naffection between two men as
that which existed between Robson and
Charlic Thorne. Everything about the
place brings back to **Rob" the memory of
his old friend, cspecially the welcome that
Thorne always had for him when he got
home. Thorne was always there first, con-
cealed behind a big tree mear the door,
When the proper moment came he would
spring forth like a Culinary Roman, with a
breast plate mode of tin pie plates, a helmet
consisting of a tin milk pail w_1_t.‘h the bail

High Jinks Among the Iragedians,

under lias chin, armed with s rolling piu
and shielding himsel! from attack by means

| of a bright, tin dish pan, he would burst
| forth, and after a Shakesperean howl of

weleome, he.would suddenly cast away his
armor and executée a breakdown on the
green.

It would seem from this that ectors are
not only susceptbile to enjoymen® of &
harmliess natare, but that they actuslly have
aflection Jor each other sometimes which
would do eredit to the higher order of human
beings.

At one time Robson was playing the Grave
Digger and Mr. Forrest Hamlet. When
thev came to the burial, he voticed that the
priest spoke rather thickly and his fest
were balanced doubtiully on the edge of the
gruve. He seemed to be a little mixed as
to whether it was Ophelia's grave or a
drunkard’s grave, 17 it were the latter, he
seemed to have serious notions of filling it
himself,

Mr. Forrest noticed it. Aswell 28T can
recall the words, they were about as sollows:

Pricst—Her obshekies have been sho far
n’large ex we have warrantish—

Forrest (in o low growl)—Most idiotie,
intoxicated and unprofitable nssl Speaking
pious words in the most impressive scene
ever written or portrayed, you sir, balance
yourself upon the wverge ol a property grave
and with the foul odor ot rum about your
garb, with eyes like the dead, yet eloquent
codfish, you, sirrah, essay to pronounce the
obsequies of the fair Ophelia! Pahl

A ROCEY ACTOR.

Priest—Her death was doubtfal and but
th' great, Command o’ershwayd th'order,
she should in ground unshanctified here
lodge till astrump ish played.

Forreet (in a suppreszed tumble like dis-
tant thunder)—Oh, villainous and most
Could I but get a hack
at thine own obsequies, how joviully would
1 pronounce them, And thou, churlish
priest, seeking to support the noble Forrest,
when beshrew me, but thou oanst not sup-

| wort the giant jag thou hast concealed about

thee. Out uwon thee, thou maudlin ehoe-
maker, thou deep-voiced ass, with naoght
to recommend thee but that cursed dignity
which is, and ever was, the devil’s disin-
fectant for a moss-grown mind.

Priest—For sharitable prayers; shards,
fiints and pebbles should be thrown at her,

Thorne's Welcome to Robson.

véet here ehe’s allowed her Virgin crants,
her maiden strew.ments and the bringing
home of bell n"burial.

Laertes—Must there no mere be done?

Priest—N'more be done., Yon bet. We
shonld profame shervice of dead to shing
requinm and shuch sings to her you know,
as to preach ported shoeles (hie).

Forrest (sotto woice) (also aside)—Oh,
most suceessful and Profound inebriate. Thy
work is done. The fair Ophelia can be the
recipient of no deeper indignity. Bogus and
most rocky priest. Hell could nbi ,:Jnra
thee if it knew thy worth. Oh, fall orbed ass
with tallowy pate, ods peuikins that thou
shouldst spread the priestly vestments o'er
the mammoth jag and then come here to hic
and bray above the grave of fair Ophelia.
Begone, dull knave, I bid thee tarry not, for
at the postern thoun wilt find thy quittance
and thy salary. Iu riper vears when thou
dost almost have a thought, in some short,
lucid, bromide interval, remember what the
grest and only Forrest told Lhee.

(Curtain.)

Bion Nye

She Had Been Having Trouble With the

Husbaod—My dear, the howling of that
cat of ours is unbearable; I wish you would
to get rid of her!

ife (drowsily )—Her mouth is up un Fri-
day, .mS l'lll-'?;aam'nbu’lm

A Spot on the Carolina Coast Where
Naturo Aids Cupid'to

FOOL FOXD FLUTTERING HEARTS

As Youth and Maiden Wander on the Bands
in the Moonlight.

THE STORY OF A BHELL-COVERED GRAVE

I'WRITTEX FOR THE DISPATCIHL)

About 40 miles above the dangerous reels
of Cape Hatteras, where many a goodly
ship laden with its freight of valuable mer-
chandise, and still more precious human
lives, has gone down forever to the botlom
of the treacherous sea, stands & large hotel
sud numerous cottages on a strip of the
sandy beach with the usually placid waters
of the Albemarle on one side and those of
the more turbulent ocean on the other. The
land between the ocean and sound at this
point iz in the shape of a horse’s head, and
the place from the carliest times has been
called “Nag's Head.” Itfis here that many
of the wealthy people of the Carolinas spend
their summer, snd no more interesting or
picturesque summer resort can be found
trom Maine to Florida. A few miles from
“Nag's Head", on the sound side, can be
seen historie Roanoke Island, with its clus-
ters of vine-covered forest and its bowers of
blooming wild roses.

" Every part of this lovely isle of the South
hasits legend or history, and, as we ramble
at eventide beneath the towering branches
of live onks, listening to the sweet music of
singing birds and the hoarser murmur of the
ceaseless waters, bieathing the perfume of &
million flowers, watching the blood-red sun
dashing his fiery chariots toward the west-
ern horizon while his slanting beams glisten
and dnoee along the foam-crested waves of
the distant =zea, we ecan but imagine Sir
Walter Raleigh’s astonishment and delight
when he furled his storm-whitened salls and
sct foot on its lovely virgin shore. It was
there Virginia Dare, the first child “in
America, was born, and either the deepen-
ing shadows of the murmuring pine trees or
the unreal rhythm of chiming waters still
bold the secret of

HER MYSTERIOUS FATE.,

On the ocean side we look out, ont, out,
and naught ean be seen but the mighty At
lantic. Its ponderous, white-capped waves
roar and rumble and break upon the golden
sands up and down as far as the eye can
see, Boaring aloit, lazily, or darting with
the swiftness of the wind, white-winged sea
birds dip down in the briny deep for a
moment, then rise dripping with the salt
sea's tears, and sereaming over the silver-
scaled prey their talons hold. And the
winds; 'Tis here they gambo: aud frolic;
'tis here they moan and.shriek wity the
vengennce of myriad demons. Here the
gentlest health-giving zephyrs bring out the
roses on the pallid maideu’s cheek in sum-
mer, and toy with beauty’s flowing curls as
tenderly as an enraptured lover. Here the
hoarse, wild sweep of the storm is felt in
winter—rushing, cutting, bennwbing in its
most awlul lury. Here the sun shioes
brightly along the vast expanse of the ever-
pulsing sea, and here the full, ronnd moon
sheas her silvery radiance in showers of
sparkling, glittering dismonds over the
throbbing bosom of the rolling deep. Here
the clouds gather and deepen and spread
till they seam to touch the ocedn as o mam-
moth pall, while the roar of the thunder
detonates like exploding worlds, and the
flasning, twisting, burning lightning scars
and senms the very vanlt of heaven.

Youth and beauty ramble along the
stretches of sandy beach or bathe in the
chafing waters near the shore. Female love-
liness and manly excellence promenade the
water-washed i,;r: or congregate in reclin-
ing chairs on the cool verandahs where the
tempered sea breezes blow, 'Tis here Cupid
wings his tender darts most accurately, and
many s lovely, blushing Southern maiden
has arrived heartwhole to depart in Seprem-
ber engaged to some rallant bean whom she
will follow to the aitarand promise to *‘love,
bhonor and obey”" ere the Christmas tide has
come. Ay, this is indeed

A PARADISE FOR LOVERS,

He who would not feel the soft influence
of a pretty woman's smile here would be safe
anywhere. Oh! the witchery of the musio
wiere & flood of light is streaming and
merry feet are dancing to the struins of
gushing melody! Graceful forms recline on
cushioned divans and sofas 'neath chande-
liers of oriental splendor, while hearts, warm
hearts, pulsate to kiadred hearts! Or leave
the heated ballroom and go out with your
faseinating purtner for a stroll along the
moonlit shore. The refreshing night wind
cools your brow, and you scarcely feel the
weight of the willowy form on your arm as
she floats along. You glance into the depths
of her dusky eves and plainly mark the
eurve of her vosy lips by the bright moon’s
beam. On, on vou 2o until the musie dies in
the distance, the flashing lights pale from
the windows and all is silence save the beat-
ing of yourown hearts and the continnal
sound of the sea. Before you return, unless
your heart is made of steel, you have made
a fool of yourself—thrown yoursell st her
feet nnd vowed to be her slave forever!
While ehe, with the witchery of a siren, bids
vou rise, and either fills your eup of huppi-
ness to the brim or dashes it in & thousand
fragments over the phosphorescent sands.

In the morning many places of interest
ean be visited—thie sand hills and the fresh
water ponds, or lakes, the groves of stunted
oak, and, further on, the pony pennings.
These ponies run wiid over the marshes and'
ure penued onece a year, in August, by their
owners to be branded or sold to purchasers
who come from a distance to buy them.
When the branding is finlshed and all sales
have been made, the remaining ponies are
again turned out to roam at will for another
twelve-month. They constitute the greater
part of the wealth of these hardy people
who live along this nurrow strip of hand
washed by the sea on one side and thesound
on the other.

WARM FRIENDS, BITTER EXEMIES,

And what a generous, hospitable people
they arel Though rough snd uncultured
they extend the band of friendship tb the
stranger and open wide their deor for his
entrance iptn their humble homes. The
best their lurder contains is set before him,
and when we temember the luscious oyster,
the delightful wild tow]l and the toothsome
fish that grace their plain tables, he would
be an epicure indeed who could not do
justice to the bonntiiul repast thuy spread.
Like the Indians, who centuries ago bathed
in the surf, fished and hunted, loved and
mated and lived and died along these banks,
they are strone in their friendships and last-
ing in their dislikes. They know what it is
to: love and are unwavering in affeetion.

| They know what it is to kate, and are un-
| forgiving in thelr enmities. Gain their

estcem and they will shield and protect
i;on—-iucur their ill-will aod they will

ound you to the death. The maidens love
and wed and are as constant and true to the
objects of their choice as the most cultured
lady at the summer resort lower down the
beach. And their young men, while not as
polished as city gentlemen, are faitaful to
the girls they marry. Indeed, they possess
characteristics that might in many 1nstances
be-copied to advautage by some wembers of
our polite society.

A BHELL-COVERED GRAVE.

Near one of the many cart roads running
through these sandy barrens is an old bury-
ing ground. Huge boulders, ht as bal-
lnst for ships, mark some of the graves while
others have plain at
their head. One ve rather a trom
the others is arly noticeable from

the large number of bright snd curions sea-
shells entirely covering it. Why this one

should be so differently mar from the
m&mmﬂ%m‘hm
ng cottage. A veners-

hw woman to the

aloverof a wild and roving disposition
whom she loved with the utmost devotion,
and who loved her as traly in return. But
her parents were anwil n: for them to
marry unless he would give up his
roving lile, Bo he promised her
after one more ©  Voyage to
quit .gning to gen and do as her parents
wished. With a srembling heart bade
him god speed as his ship sailed away over
the treacherous deeI. Much bad weather
prevailed after his departure, and the vessel
was some weeks longer veturning than its
ullotted time. The agonized maiden watehed
every passing gail until the long delayed
one hove in sight.  She rushed to the pier
to meet her lover, and the sad news that he
hud been lost in a storm at sea was told ber
as gently as possible. The shoek was so
great that she sank to the ground, aud

when lifted therelrom life was extinet. Bhe

was buried in the old graveyard, and on
every anniversary of her death her com-
panions, in a sad procession, go along the
seashore gathering the prettiest shells,
which they strew over her grave.

LOVE,STRONGER THAN LIFE.

Turning away as the narrator finished her
story, the thought gunnud itself that in
all the annals of the rich and great, no ia-
stance of undefiled true love could be found
to exceed in tragic siveerity that of the
faithful maiden reared among the simple
and unlettered denizens of the bauks:

“Onh!ship, with the dripping sail,
From across the foaniing sea,
What news of o wanderer
Do thy wet wings bring to me?
Has he sent true love 1o hia dear,
Or porchanco he's now with thee,
Oh! ship with the dripping sail?

“Oh! ship with the dripping sail,
Are thosa drops the salt sea's tears?
A symbol are they of woe?
Oh! iow they wake iny fears;
Aupd thy broken spars? lknow
There's lack of news that chears—
Oh! stup with the dripping sail™

“Oh! maiden"—the ship said—
*"Tis true when I left yon shore
Thy lover was then with me,
And vowed he would rove no more
Over land nor yet over sea,
But would live for his sweet Lenore,”
« “0Ohlship, tell me not he's dead!”

“And majiden"—the ship said—
“He was brave ' the storm king's

T
Tho' my n% and booms were gone
And my decks oft swept again,
He was firm, but just at dawn
Bp.' a falling spar was slain.”
“Oh! ship!"—and the maid was dead.
—W. Cotten Douning,

A LUCKY THIRTEEN,

A Baker's Dozen of Children luo One Family
Live te be Old.

Chlesgo Tribuna. |

There are three old gentlemen visiting
Chicago who are guite remarkable in a way.
They are remarkable because of the family
of which they are members. This family
has made a record for longevity thal has cer-
tainly seldom had a parallel. These old
gentlemen—their names areJames, William
and David Swett—are three of a family of
thirteen, all sons and daughters of Benjamin
Swett and his wife. This good conple came
from Wellfleet, Cape Cod, emigrating to
Hampden, Me., in 1780, There wers 13
children born within a period of 19 years.
Ten of these ““children’ are nowalive, their

sges ranging from 87 to 71 years, The
second olgm is Mrs. Emily Mayo of
this city.

In 1872 this family of 13 sat down to dia-
ner together in the old house where all of
them were born. Exactly one year to an
hour from the date of that dinner at which
18 covers were laid they were cslled to the
funeral of one of the brothers, who died at
the age of 60 vears. The other two deaths
which bave taken place were those of a sister
aud a brother, one dying aged 88, tie other
70 years. -

“YWhat is the seoret of this astonishing
record?"’ was asked of the brothers yester-

day.

"'o, there has been no m ous elixir of
life, they said. “Just plain, old fashioned
ways o livillif. Weo have lived quiet
lives, nearly all staying near the old home-
stead.”

“Have you followed any wspecial rules
to which yun can astribute your perfect
health?"

““There has been but one of the 13 who
knew the taste of rum or tobacco.” _

“I followed the sea for 30 rs,"" said
David, “*but even then I never learned how
to smoke."” "

“I took a pledge the day I was 21," said
James, “That was just 60 yearsago. I
haven't tasted a drop of liquor since that
time."

** Are you ever sick?"”

“Never. I haven’t taken any medicine
stronger than the juice of a lemon sinee I
can remember.”

“How were your faumily divided on poli-

S o

‘““I'welve Republicans and one Demo-
erat.”

The visitors are surprised and delighted
with Chicago. Great as they had expected
to find the. eity, they say, they were still
unprepared lor what they have seen.

“Of course you are all in favor of Chicago
for the World’s Exposition?” was asked.

“We surely will say nothing'else while
we are here,"” was the diserect reply.

EVERYTHING WRONG END FIRST.

Curious Chlnese Practices That Are Just the
Opposite of Our Own,

An old writer in speaking of China says
that it is a country ““where roses have no
scent and the women no petticonts; where
the Inborer has no Sabbath day of rest and
the magistrate no sense of honor; where the
roads ve no carringes and the ships po
keels; where the unecdle ol the compass
points to the south and the place of hounor is
on the lefi-hand side aud the seat of intel-
lect is supposed 1o lie in the stomach; where
it is rude to take off your hat and to wear
white clothes is to go into mourning.”

With all the peculinrities mentioned one
does not feel surprised at finding a litera-
ture without an alphubet, a langunge with-
outa grammar. In China they mount s
horse upon the right side instead of the lefy;
the old men play marbles sud fly kites,
while the children look gravely on; they
shake hands with themselves instead of
with each other, and what we call the sur-
name is written first, and the other name
afterward; they whiten their shoes instead
of blacking them; a coffin is considered a
very aceeptable present to & parent in good
health; in the north they sail and pull 1heir
wheelbarrows instead of pushing them, and
all Chinese candlesticks are made to fit into
the candle instead of the candle fitting into
the stick. Last, but not least, it is nothing
uncommon for a man fo court two or more
young women at the same time,

Expressive French,

Bristow (to his guide)—Well, good.by,
Bontereau. ‘We've had & rough time of if,
h.t;i'n ! mnluu;d

|1
o“!glonk mail containing perhaps

Lengthy Visiting Lists of Acknowle
edged Society Leaders

HOLDING RECEPTIONS IN JAIL,

A New York’ Woman With Oriental Ideas
of Magnificance

TEACHING OUL GIRLS T0 BHAKE HANDS

ICORRESPONDENCE OF TIIE DISFATCI.]
New Yorg, September 21,

ADAM VANAS.
TORBILT is en-
gaged in revising her
visiting list. Shehas
not yet returned to
town, but will be
here by the 1st of Oe-
tober, and then it will
be necessary to send
out her cards for the
winter season. As
she isa high poten-
tate in society, it ean

her recognition or

disregard means a
great deal to those
who desire to be
connted in, but who
have any reason fo
fear that they may be counted out. Madam
Vanastorbili comprehends fully the import-
ance of ber work of annual revision of her
list of acquaintances, All sorts of consid-
erations must be measured for or against
the candidates for her favor. She will prob-
ably send out something like a thousand
cards, esoh bearing her name and the days
she will be *at home.” Mrs. William
Astor hae 1,100 names 1n her visiting book,
snd the rumor is that she will now increase
the uumber to 1, 200. No otheér of ourae-
knowledged matrons keeps so long & roster,
those of the other Astor ladies, as well as
those of the Vanderbilts, ranging from
1,000 down to as few as 500,

To a great majority of these “'recognized”
persons the honor comes as & matter of
course, buf there is in each lista minority
of npames belonging to families who are
barely more than “in society,”” sccording to
boundaries arbitrarily fixed. In thecard
baske t of those households you may look
confidently to see the cardsof the Astors,
the Vanderbilts and other magoates always
lving conspicuonsly én top of all the other
bits of cardboard. The season of formal
ealls will begin just as soon as the swells re-
turn to their town residences, and from thas
time until the Holidays no toilets, not even
those worn at balls aznd the opera, will be
finer in their way than the costumes worn
in making the round of visits,

A CURIOUS VISITING CAED,

A visiting card which was given to me
the other day, and which I shall keep as s
curlosity, bears the neatly engraved words:
“Pennie C. Claflin, Ludlow Street Jail
Every Afternoon in December.” Copies of
this card were sent, about 15 years ago, to
most of the brokers of Wall street, to a
number of leading Spirithalists, and to a
few fashionnble families, Tennie C. Claflin
and her sister, Victoria Woodhull, had
then exploited themselves in a way to send
them temporarily to prison, sud it was to
emphasize her disdain of bolts and bars
that Tennie, the pretty one of theaudncious
sisters, sent these cards to her acquaint-

ances.

The one which has come into my hands
wns the card sent to the late Commodore
Vanderbilt, who had befriended the Wall
mmekt firm of Wond:anll & ht:llml‘:ni: lh:{r

0 ons, and, as [T uen
w&uﬂudmurt had consulted them wi
considerable faith as spiritaalistiomediums.
The Commodore lived then in Waverl
Place, and had lataly taken a second wi
—an estimable lady of fine eunlture and
sincere religion. The eard came when the
aged Commodore wus st home, and although
itwas impudently addressed to Mrs. Van-
derbilt, it was delivered into his hands, A
small poker party was in pro for
Vanderbilt did not abolish his favorite

me of chance when his pions bride came
iuto the household. The card was
sround, humorously commented on, and
then handed to Mrs. Vanderbilt, who threw
it aside somewhat eontempluously. One of
the poker playing guests thereupon asked
for it, and she declared ibat he would do
her a favor by taking It away.

A DISNMAL RECEPTION ROOM.

I will fake the reader along for a eall
which I setually made on B New York
woman of sorial prominence. A pretty maid
opened the door, showed me into a drawing
room that was as melancholy in its gloom
asJuliet's tomb, and alter an absence of
40 minutes, that filled my thoughts with
the dismal grandenr of the place, returned
with Madum’s compliments and & desire
to sea me in her room. I followed the
almond-cheeked maiden, falling rather than
walking upstairs in order to avoid the grim
ugliness of the harpies, furies, dragons and
genii pictured along the wall, From the
niches in the upper hallway the fragrance
of burning joss sticks sweetened the air, and
on console brackets were Mll’y laced
a scent bottle, a fan, photographs of famous
men and women, und an enameled hand-
glass for a passing glance.

We passed through the dimly lighted
boudeir, with its canopied divan and soft
hangings of mandarin silk, and into a
chambet sumptuous enough in its appoint-
ments for a gueen. The afternoon was
scarcely half gone, but the curtsins were
drawn about the windows, and a burning
lamp of garnet and enrved bronze, and a
echaneel luntern, that huog in » corner just
above a Moorish screen, threw from their
erystals of amethyst, ruby and carbunele
those glarious colors that fancy paints about
the heads of hallowed saints.

IN BEAUTY'S BOWER.

In a brass-bound bedstead, with a eanopy
of old pink, fringed with silver, Ia
Madam, the most captivating éreatore
had ever seen in my life, either in a ball
room, proscenium box or amphitheater. Bhe
wore a night frock of fine white cambri
cut decollete, with sleeves of narrow flut,
lace that reached to her elbows withouot coy-
ering them. Hull way above her wrists she
wore & pair of narrow gold bands and
two or three jeweled pins lLicld _the
lace frills together in her filmy, dreamy
ecorsage. In one hand wus =&
handkerchief as delichte in the magic
of its web as the one thas roined the Othello
family, and in the other was a shell fan of
mutchless beauty. On the pillow support-
ing her head wes a smaller one filled with
bnﬁmm and orris powder, and the mingled
swestness that came and went gave me the
sensation of momontary giddiness. It over.
powered my'senses, made my brain veel, and
made e bite my lips to keep from swoon-

away. In the other pillow was the 2
60 letters,

Over the counterpane was spread & white
q:ﬂl of Chinese silk finished with a border
of rics embroi and trimmed on two sides
with deep kuotted fringe. The drapery was

tovely enourh in texture and workmanship
for a belle or & bride. Madom gave (o me
her soft little hand in greeting, auid bude me
m seated in ltha r.l::ii‘ri beside her b'e’d,l\ninlt
e purpose of m t was gone, and 4
ounll:l do was to aﬁ and uni&umﬂ and
enamored by this mastchless queea ol com.
merce.
THE ABT OF HANDSHAKING,

I lately heard it said of o but
affected girl that she “‘shook m&"ﬁlﬁ
fail

and I was much amosed by this

han ng e or

in. Most o! us are quickly impressed—
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scter from a band shake. Msanwhile,
pin my faith to the quiet, earnest
alike free from

::dmnwl“ indifference. It is for the pur-
]
pose ,;uuhin to take just the

rightly tight politely g
greeting that, in a select
mtm hnﬂ.ﬁi all the

She or com-
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Somebody told me that s Japaness bride
hpm-lﬂlbhcma has
which was wn

as as
i ool B S
transformed mysell intoa reporter for the

urpose of learning the facts, I
fh“ﬁ.ww haes no idea of the
amount of work y s in
chasing the rainbows I got

an idea of it when I came down to the truth

the Monmouth-

shire, on board which she hsd made the

voyage across the ocean. But she did not

own that big steamer, nor more than s small
portion of 1ts Oriental lading,

She had married the Rev. Robert A.

o rich

merchant, and he
tto herof &

p and cargo
of the original story, but itisa small for-
e

reenman’s me s
and he has taken hhnm(hthm for a
boneymoon visit, after which he will re-
turn to Japan. CLARA BELLE,

POLLY AND THE HEN,

How the Parrot Made nn Esenpe Frem an
Angry Chicken,

| Youth's Companion.?

Our next neighbor—writes a correspondent
—owned an amusing pu;::rhinh wasalways
getting into mischief, usualiy got out
again without much tromble to herself. |
When she had done snything for which she
knew she ought to be punished, she wounld
hold her head to one side, and eyeing her
mistress, protest in sing-song tone, “Polly
is s good girl,” until she saw her mustress
smile; then she would flap her wings and
ery out in exultation, “Hurzah! Polly isa
good girll"

She was allowed to go free, and usually
took her exercise in the {lﬂen,n!mn-ln
promenaded back and forth on the walks,
annning herself, and warning off all intru-

ors,

Oue morping & hen strayed outof the

chicken yard, and was guietly pi ap
its breakfust, when Poll marched up to her,
and called out “Shool” in her shrill voiee,

emphasizing the command with a smart
iei of her sharp beak on she chicken’s
end, The poor hen retreated to her own
qoarters, running as fast as she could, fol-
lowed by Poll, who soreamed “Bhool” at
every step.

The hen had her revenge a few days later,
when Poll extended her morning walk into
tl:lei e!:iek:!:ylﬂl. p:!rin. w?;l; her usual
curiosity, went 0 every cor-
ner, til.lyl.ln eame to th:gid hen upon her
nest. The hen made adiye for Poll'syellow
head, but missed it. Poll, thi discra-
tion the better part of valor, turned to ran,
the hen, with her wings wide-spread,tollow-
ing close after.

As she ran, Poll screamed in her shrillest
tones, “O Lord! O Lord!”

ol A SRS et B
n whole orm
time to interfere in Poll's behalf, as the
angry hen was gaining on her. He ranou
and stooping down held out his hand.
lost no time in traveling up to his shoulder.
Then, from her high vantage-ground, she
turned her head to one side, and lwitllll
dg\ﬂll' on her foe, sereamed, ““Hello, there!
shoo!”

The frightened hen scknowledged defeat
by returning to her nest as rapidly as she
had come,

Mr. Roper (the ngent)—Allow me to con-
‘gratulate you, sir. Our examining physi-

cisn reports you as a first-class risk, and we
shall be gu’: to insure you for $50,000.—

earefully are |
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Vietoria insistetl gently “Mr.
" again the pou flon
ont of the room with—* night, Brown."
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