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tried to move a few steps. On all sides
curious looks were directed upon him, but
po one offered to make wav, and =till the
monolonous singinz continued, until he felt
himeeli dealened, so he fuced the great econ-
gregation,

“1 am 11, he said in a low voice to those
nearest to Gim, “Pray let me pass.™

His fuee was white, indeed, and those who
heard his words believed him. A mild old
man raised his sad, blue eyes, gazed at him,
and while trring to draw bagk, gentiy shook
Thig hesd., A pale woman, whose sick]
features were half weiled in the foldsof &
torn bluck shaw!, moved as imr us she could;
ghripking as the very poor and miserable
ghirink when they are expectad 1o make way
betore the rich and strong. A lad of 15
stood upon tiptoe to make himseil even
glighter than he was, and thaw to widen the
way, and the Wanderer found himsell, after
repeated offorts, as much as wo steps dis-
taut frow his former position. He was stiil
trring 1o divide the crowd when the music
suddenly ceased, and the toncs of the
organ died away far np under the western
window, It was the moment of the
Elevation, and at the first silvery tinkling
o1 the bell, the people swayed a little, all
those koeeling who were nble, and those
whose movements were impeded Ly the press
of worshipers bending toward the aliar asa
field of grain before the gale. The Wanderer
turned again and bowed himself with the
rest, devontly und humbly, with ball closed
eves, as he strove to collect and control his
thougints in the presenceof the chief mystery
of his faith. Three times the tiny bell was
rung, a pause followed, and thrice again the
clear jingle of the metal broke the sclemn
stilluess. Then ouce morethe people stirred,
gnd the go!l sound of their simultaneous
motion was like a mighty sizh breatned up
from the gecrct vaults and the deep fonnds-
tionsof the ancient church; agsin the pedal
note of the orgau boowed through the nave
and aisles, and agnin the thousandsol human
woives took up the strain of song.

The wanderer glanced about him, meas
urieg the distance he must traverse to reach
tbe monumentol the Danish astronomer,
and contronting it with the short ime which
now remained before the end of the mass,
Fie saw that in such o throng he would have
no chance of gxining the position be wished
to occupy in loss than hsl! an bour, and he
bad now but a scant ten minutes at his dis-
posal, He gave up the attempt, therelore,
determining that when the celebration
should be over he would move forward with
the crowd, trusting to his superior stature
snd energy to kesp him withia sight ot the
woman he sought, until both he and she
could meet, either just within ar just with-
out the narrow eatrance of the church.

Very soon the momient of uction came.
The singing died away, the benediction was
given, the second gospel was read, the
priest and the peoplerepeated the Boheminn

ravers, and all wasover. The ecoun!less
};’uub: began to move onward, the shoffling
of innumerable feet sent heavy, tuneless
echoes throuzh vanlted space, broken every
moiment by the sharp, painful coughof a
sofering child whom ne one could sce in the
multitude, or by the dull thud of some
heavy loot striking agzainst the woodan seats
fn the press. The Wanderer moved forward
with the rest. Reaching the entrance of the
pew where she bod sat he was kept back
during s few seconds by the hall dozen men

and  wowen who were forcing their
way out of i1, before him. Bus at
the furthest end = fzure clothed ju

bluck was still Koeeling, A momen: more

gnd he mizht enter the pew and be at her
side. Oue of the other women dropped
somzething before she was out o1 the narrow
spuce, and siooped, tnmbling and searching

fu the darkness, At this minute theslight, *
pirlish fizure rose swiltly and passed like a
shadow be ore the heivy marble monument,
The Wanderer saw Lhat the pew was open st
the other end, and without heeding the
woman who stood
wpou the low seuat, pussed her, stepped 10
the floor wpon the other side and was out in
the o o owoment. Many persons had
slr v lefi the chureh, and the space was
comparatively Iree

She was betore him, gliding quickly to-

ward the door. Ere he vould reach her hie
suw lier toueh the thick iee which filled the
marble Lunia, cross hersell hurriediy and

pass out. Tut be had scen her Ince again,
ard he Enew that he was not mistaken. The
thin, wexen ieatures were as those of the
dead, but they were liers, nevertbeless, In
an iostant he eould be by herside. Bat
ggain his progress was wonentarily impeded
by & unmber of persons who were entering
the building hastiiy o attend the next mnss,
Heoreely (en scconds later he way out in the
narrow snd dismal passase which winds be-
tween the rib sigde af the Tevn Kirche
sod the boiluines beliiud the Kinsky Paince.
The vast buttresses and towers ecast deep
shadows below them, and the blackened
houses opposite absorb what remains of the
unecerizin winter's daviight, To the left of
the church door a low arch spans the lane,
affordiug a covered commwunieation between
the north aisle and the sacristy. To the
we open space is somewhat broader,
hree dark archways give ncoess to as
many passages, leading, in radiating direc-
tinns aud under the old bouses, to the streets
bevond.

The Wanderer stood upon the steps be-
peath the rich stone earvings which set 1orth
the Crucifixion over the door of the church,
and bis quick eve scanned everrthing iu

sight. To the left, no ficure resenabling the
one be soupht wan to be seen, but on the
right, he jmocicd that amoug & score of per-
eous now rapidly dispersing be could dis-

tinguish & moving shadow just within one
ol the archways, black nguinst the darkness,
In amn iustant be had crossed the way aud
was hurrying through the gloom. Already
fur beiore him, bot visible aod, as he be-
lieved, uomistakable, the shade was speed-
ing onward, light as mist, noiseless as
thought. but vét clearly to be seen and fol-
lowed, He eried aloud, as be ran:

“Beatrice! DBeatricel™

His strong weice echoed along the dank
walls and out into the court bevond, 1t
was intensely cold, aud the still 3ir earried
tiie sound clearly 1o the distance. She must
have ieard him, she must have known his
voice, but s she crossed the open place, and
the gray light tell upon her he conld see
that shie didd oot raise her bent head mor
slacken ber speed.

He rzn on, sure of overtauking her in the
passave she had now eatered, for she seemed
to be only walking, while he was pursuing
ber nt a headlong pace. But in the narrpw
tunue!l, wiren he reached it, she was oo,
thongh ut the tarther end he imagined that
the fold of a black garment was just disap-
pearing, He emerged ioto the street, in
which Le eould now see 1n both directionsto
o distatce of 0 yards or wore. He was
glone. The rusty iron shutters of the little
shops were ull barred and Justened, and
every door within the range of his vision
wae closed, He stood still in surprise and
listened, There was uo sound to be heard,
not the grating of & lock, vor the tinkling
of a bell, nor the fall of a footstep.

He did vot pause long, for he made up his
mind as to what he would do in the flash of
s moment's intuition. It was physicslly
impossible that she should have disappeared
into any one of the bouses which had their
evirances within the dark tuonel be had
just traversed, Apart from the presump-
tive impussibility of ber being lodged in
such & quarter, there was the selt-evident

in nis way, he sprang |

one side by the fantastic spires of the Teyn
Chureh, and the blackened frout of the
hoee Kinsky palaes, on the other hy the
hnlf-modern Town Hall with it« anecient
tower, its beautitul poreh, and the graeetul
oriel which torms the apse of the chapel in
the second story.

Oae of the city watchmen, muffled in his
military overcoat, and conspicuous by the
fm-l. tuach of dark feathers that drooped

rom his black hat, was standing idly at the
corner from which the Wanderer emerged.
The latter thought of inquiring whether the
man had scen a lady pass, buc the feilow’s
vacant stare convinced him that no ques-
tioniog would clicit u sulisfactory answer.
Moreover, as he iooked across the square e
caught sight of a retresting figure dressed in
piack, already at such a distance as to make
positive recognition impossible. In his
haste he found vo time 1o convinee himseld
that uo living woman could have thus out-
ran hioi, and he instantly resumed his pur-
suit, gaining rapidly upon her' he was fol-
lowing. But it is not an easy watter to over-
take even 2 woman, when she has an advan-
tage of a couple of hundred yards, and when
the race ixa short one. He passed the an-
cient astronomical clock just as the little
bell was striking the third quoarter
after 11, but he did not raise his head
o wiutch the sad-faced apostles as they pre-
sented their stiff izures in sa n at the
two square windows. When the blackened
cock under the smull Guothie arehi sbove
flapped his wooden wings and nttered his
melancholy crow,the Wanderer wan alreadv
ut the corner of the little ring, and he could
sce the oljeet of his pursuit disappearing
before him into the Karisgasse. He noticed
uneasily that the resemblance between the
woman he was tollowing and the olject of
his loving search seemed now to diminish,
ns in a bad dream, us the distance between
himself and ber decreased. But be held
resolutely on, nearing her at every step,
round a sharp corner to the rignt, then to
the leit, tothe righ: sgain, and ouce more
in the opposite direction, always, as he
kuew, appronching the old stone bridge.
He was not a dozen paces beliind her as sie
turned quicklv & third time 1o the rieht,
round the wall of theancient house which faces
the litlle square over against sthe enormons
buildings comprising the Clementine Jesuig
Mounstery aud the astrenomical obseTvalury.
As be sprang past the corner he snw the licary
door just closing, and heard the sharp resound-
ing clanz of its irom fastening. The lady had
disappeared, and ne feit sure tias shie bad gune
through that entrauce.

He knew the honse well, for it s distingushed
from all others sn Prague, both by its shape
and ¢ oddiy ornamented, Bunatural, parrow
front., Jtis umils in she figure of an irregular
triangle, the biunt apex of one angle facing
the little square, the sules beine erected on tne
one haod along Karlogasse and on the other
upon & narrow alley which leads away toward

warm,
o! heavy #ull atmo<phova uf an
island in Southern seas, und the »lience was
broken ouly by the light plash of seltly falling

“;ls £ advanced a few ateps from the door,

afew s g
the Wanderer stnod still and wal supposing
that the owner of the dwelling wouldl e made
aware of a visitor's presence a

uo great distance,

-1 am here.” 1 sabd.

He moved forward amid the fernsand the
tall plants, nntil befound himself on the farther
side of 3 thiek network of creepers, Then he
pansed, for he was in the presence ol & woinan,
of her who dwelt among the flowers. Sho was
sitting before him, molionless aud upright in a
Yigh, carved chair, and so placed that the
puinted leaves of the paim which ross above
ber cast siar-shaped shadows over the
broaa folds of h‘:.-:‘ :fli“pnhct dreas. “Omm ‘_“':
white, as cold, as ¥
tun“::'t a Praxiteles or a FPhidias, resied with
drooping fin on the arm of the chair. The
other the ol a greas beok which
lay open on the y's knee. Her fnce was
turned toward .1 he visitor and her eyes exam-
ined his face, ealmiy and with no lurtrtu in
thom, butnot without a look of interest. Their
expression was at onee 8o wnusual, so disguigl-
ing apd yet so inexplicalily attractive as to
fascinata the Wanderer's gaze. Hedid not re-
nrember that he had ever seen a pur of eyes of
distinctly different colors, the one of a clear,
cold gray, the other of a deep, warm brown, so
dark as tv seem almost black, and he would
not bave belleved that mature could sp fav
transgress the canous of her own art and yet

rve the a?mrnnee of beanty. For the
Edy was heautiful, from the diadens of lier red
guld hair to the proud curve of her fresh young
lips, from hor broad, pale foreheoad, prowinent
undl boldly modeled at the angm of the brows,
to the strong moldings of the weli-balanced
chin which gave evidence of strengih and reso-
lution wherewith to carry out the nromise of
the :iu {1 squlli‘nlw features and of the high and
sensitive nogirils

vwaladam,” said the Wanderer, bandiog his
head courteously and advancing apotber step,
*] ean neither frame excuses for bhaving
entercd your house unbuiden, mor hope to
obtain indulgence for my jutrasion, unless
you are willing, in the firsg place, to bear my
shiort story. May I expect so much kindnesst"

He pansed. and the lady looked at him fixediy
and curiopsly. Without taking her :Ive- trom
his face, nud without speaking, she closed the
bosk she had held on her kuee and lad it
veside ber upou a low table. ‘I'he Wanderer
did not aveld ber gaze, for, hiad mothing to
eniceal, uor any sen=e of timidity. He was o
intruder upon the privacy of ons whowm he did
not know, but he was resdy explain his pres-
ence and to make soch amerds s courtesy re-
quired, iT he haa given offense.

‘The heavy odors of the flowers fllea his
nostrils with an unknown, luxurious delight, as
be stood there sazing ioto the Jady's eyos; he
fancied that a gentie breath of periomed alr
was Llowing softly over his hair anid face out
of tise motionless palins, apd the faint plashing
of the hidden fountnin was like an exquisite
melody in bis ears. It was cood 10 be iu such a
pluce, to look on such & woman, to breathe such
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THE STRANGER IN THE CHURCH.

the Jows' qnarter. Overhanging passages are
butit out aver this dim lane, as thongh to facil-
1tate the interior communicationsol the dwell-
ing, and in the shadow beneath them there isa
small door studded with iron nails whieh s in-
variably shut. The main entrance takes in all
tho scant breadth of the tr ted angle which
looks toward the monasteryv. JImmediately
over it is o great window, above that auother,
and highest of all, under the pointed gable, a
ronnd and nnglaz=d aperture, within which
there is inky darkuess. The windows of the
first and second stories are flanked by huge
figures of saiuts, standing forth in strangely
concorted attitudes, black with the dust of
apres, black as all old Prague is black, with the
smoke of the brown Hohemian coal, with the
dark aud unctnous mists of many autumne
with the crael, petrifying frosts of ten score
winters.

He who knew the eities of men as few have
known them, knew also this house. Many a
time had le passed betore it by day and by
night, wndmnﬁeﬂ:o lived within Its massive,
irrezular walls. belund those nncouth, barbar-
ous sculptured saints who kept their intermin-
able watch high np by the lozenged
windows. He would koow now. BSince
she whom he sought had entered, he wonld
enter too; and in some wcormer of
tha: awelling which had long eil
a wysterions sttraction for his eyes, he would
find at last that being who held power over his
heart, that Beatrice whom he bad learmed to
think of as dead, while still believing that
somewhere she must be yot alive, that dear
lady whom, dead or livieg, he loved beyond atl
others, with 3 great love, pussing words,

CHAPTER IL

The Wanderer laid his hand boldly upon the
chain of the Lell, He expected to hear the
bkarsh jingling of cracked metal, but he wassnr-
prised by the silvery clearness and musical
quality of the ringinz tones which reached his
car. He was pl d and unc ioody took
the pleasaut impres=ion for a favorable omen.
Tho heavy door swung back almost immediate-
l¥, and he was confronted by atall porter in
dark green cloth and goid lacings, whose im-
posing appearance was made still more striking
by the magnificent fair beard which fowed
down almost to his waist. The man lifted his
hearvy cocked hat and held it low at his side as
be drew back to let the visitor entar. The lat-
ter had not expected to be admitted thox, with-
out question, and paused nnder the bright light
which illuminated the arched entrance, intend-
ing to make vome inguiry of the porter. But
the latier seemed to expect nothing of the sort.
He carefully closed the door and then, bearing
his hat in one band and his gold-headed staff in
the other, he proceeded gravely to the other end
of the vaulted porch, opened a prest glazed
door held iz back for tha visitor to pass.
The Wanderer recoguized thas the farther he
was allowed to etrate uphindered Into the
interior of the house the nearer e should beto
the object of his search, He did not know
where he was, nor what he might fud. Forall
that be knew ho might be in & club. ina great
baoking heuse, or in some semi-public insti-
totion of the nature of a library, an acadeny,
or & conservatory of music. ‘I'bere sre many
fuch establishiments in Prague, thouch he was
not acqualnted with any in which the internal
anangements so closely resembled thossora
lexsirious private residence. But there was no

tiwe for hesitation and be ascended the broad
staircase with a firm siep, glancing at the rich
tries which covered the ' walls, at the pol
1shed surface of the marble steps on either sias
of the heavy tand all the elaborate and
beautiful jron work of the band-rail. As
he myuuted higher, be heard the quick ra
of an electric signal abuve bLilm, and be under-

the entrance. Without a word
lewed the visitor into a high room of

fact that be must have heard the door d
aud closed. B8 dly, Id not bave
turoed to the right, for in that direction the
sireel was struight aod without any lateral
exit, so that be must byve seen her, There-
jore sbe must have gope to the lefi, since on
thut side there was a nnrrow alley leading
out of the lane, at some distauce irom the
poiut where he waxnow standine—too far, jo-
deed, for ber to huve reached it nuvoticed,
unless, ns was possible, he bad been greatly
deceived in the distunce which bad Intely
separated her from bim.

Withouot turther licsitation he turned to
the left. He found no one in the way, for
it waus not yet moon, and st that hour the
people were cither st their prayers or at
their Sunday morniog’s potations, and the
place was s deserted as a disused cemetery.
Btill he hustened onward, never pausing for
breath, till be fonnd hlr:elt ‘:nll :; opoe in
the grest riog. He koew ty well,
but, in his race, be bad bestowed no atten-
tion upon the familisr windings and torp-
ings, thinkiog ooly of overtaking the fleet-
ing wision, no matter how, no mutter where.
Now, on a sudden, the great, irregular
square opeoed before him, flanked on the

ch as & vestibule, ana stood
wuiling to receive the guest's furs, should ic
vlease him to lay them
have beel (e reject an oppurtuoni

whien mizhi never return, Iuv such an ma;{
hi=nmwent, be was sure of finding himselr berore
long in the of some mure or less intel-
person of lls own cla=s, of whom he
comid ke such inguiries as wight enlizhiten
biws, aml to whom be could present such ex-
cuses for his jutrusion as might seew most
ftting fo so difficult a case. lie lot hus sables
fall iuto the bhauds of the servaus and folluwed
the iatter along a short

The man introduced him into a spacious hall

L

odors and to hear such tunefo]l musle. A
dream-like, half mysterinn« satisfactios of the
senses dulled the keev sell-Enowledge of body
and soul for one short moment. In the stormy
ploy of bis troubled life there was a briel inter-
lude of peace. Ilotasted the fruit of the Lotoz,
his lipa were molstened in the sweat water* of
forgetfulnesa,

The lady spoke at last, and the 11 left him,
not broken, as by 2 sndden shoek, ba: losiny
its strong power by quick degrees until it was

wholly F:uc.
“I will answer your question by another,”
sald the Indy, “Let your “repl; be the pinin

truth. It will be better so.
“i"’k what you wili. Ibave nothing to con-
ceal.”

*Do you know who and what ] am? Do you
come here out of curiosity, in the vain bope of
knowing me, having heard of me (rom othersT'

“Assuredly nur.” A faiot fingh rose in the
man's pale and noble face, “You have wmy
word," hie said, in the tong of one who is sure
of being belleved, “that 1T have never, to my
knowledge, heard of vour existovce; thatIam
ignorant even of your name—lorgive my ignor-
auce—and that [ entared this house, not know-
ing whose it might be, secking and lollowin,
altor one for whom [ have searched the worl
oue dearly lovoed, long lost, long sonehr,™

*1tis enongh, 1 am Unoron.”

“Unorna? repeated the Wanderer, with an
unconscicus question in his volce, as though
the name recalled some balf-lorgoten associa-

0.
“Unorna—yes, I have another name,” she
sdded, with a shade o! Intierness, “but it is
bardly mine. Tell me your story. You loved—
you lost—you seek—so much Iknow. What
elant

The Wanderer sighed,

"You have told in those fow words the story
of my life—the unfinisbed story. A wanderer
I was born,a waudercr I nw, a wandorer )
must ever be, ontil at last I find ber whom I
seek. 1 knew herin a strange land, far from
my birthplace, in & city where 1 was known but
toa few, and Lloved lLer. Sue lovea me, two,
aod that against her fatker's will, Hes would
ot bave his daughter wed with one not of her
ruce; for be bi If had taken a wife

took for her, to forgive then my manuerless in-

s | trusion and to Jet me go."

Unorna had listensd wich half closad eyes,

but with _ attention, watching the

speaker’s face from th her drooping ligs,

making no effort to read his t-hwxhnabm

T o ot Tt W et be had dove,
;O] o

thmmr’dmw for a time, broken only by the

plash and rippis of the falling wator.

*She is not here,” sald Uporna at “You
shall see for yourself. Tlers in this
house, & young gpirl 10 whom am dctp? at-
tached, who has grown up at myside and has
always lved under my rool. Hhe s 7ery pale

na_rm tuil is dressea always in black.!
*“Tike her L saw.
*Xou_shall sce her again. I will send for
her.” Unorna pressed an ivory key 1o the silver
ball which lay beaide her, attached toa thick
cord ot white silk. “Ask Slotchina Axoeiato
come to me” she said to the servant who
oponed the door in _ths distance, out of sight
behind tha forest of plants,

Amid less ununsual surroundings the Wan-
terer would bave ed with contempt the
Jast remnants of his belief in the ldentity of
Unoroa's companion with Beatrice. Bat, being
where be was, he felt unable to decide be-

wsaible and the lmpossibie, be-
E'. might mﬂry expect and
what lay beyond tae bounds of reaspn iiseil.
The air he breathed was wo loaded with rich
exotic perfume, the woman bafore him was so
little like other women, her strangely mis-
mutched eves, had for his own sach a disquiat-
ing attraction, all that- be saw and felt and
heard was so far removed from the common-
vlaco of daily life as to make him feel that he
bimsell was becoming a part of some other
person’s existence, that he wasbeing graduslly
drawn nway from his Identity, and was losing
the power of thinking his own thoughts. He
r d a8 the shadows reason in dreamlan
the hoondaries of common Drobability reced
to an immessurable distance, and 1 t

RUNS ACROSS OUIDA.

Lillian Spencer Has Anotber Starl-
ling Experience in Italy.

THE KOVELIST'S VILLA AXD DOGS,

She is Beginning to Iide Age's Marks
With Rouges and Powders.

LIVING IN THE SCULPTORS' BTREET

[CORRESPONDENCE OF THE DISPATCHL. ]

FLORENCE, Jan. 3—We are in Florence
and we have walked iunto it

Oh, there is no disputing that fact. Ounr
boots give only too plain evidence of it. It
has been a long promenade, good friends,
but—we don't regret it. Our digestion is
superb. We are bronzed, but it is a health-
ful hue, and not as unbecoming as one might
suppose,
It was midday when we came into blue
Florence, sleeping on the banks of the
golden Arno, at the foot of the Tasean hills.
Nothing could have besn more beautiful
than the scene which presented itself. The
sun sh full and warm over the steep

caased 1o Kknow where reality ended and where
Imamnation took up the sequence of avenisa,

Who was this woman who called herself
Unornat He tried to consider the question
and to bring his mmu?um to bear upon it.
Was she a greas lady of Prague, rich, caprici-
ous, croating a mysterious existence for her-
self, mierely for her own good nleasure? Her
language, her volce, her cvident refinement
gave color to the idea, which was In ftsell at-
tractive to a man who had long toexpect
novelty in this workinz<day world, He glancod
at ber face, mwusing and wonderine, inhaling
the swent, intoxicating odors of the flowers and
Hstening to the tinkling uf the hidden fountain.
Her eyes were gazing  into s, und again, a8 it
by magle, the curtain of life's stage was drawn
together in misty folds, shumn’ ont the past,
ithe present ana the future, the fact, the doubt
and the hope, i an interval of poriect trance.

He was roused by the sonnd of a light foot-
fall upon the marbla pavement. Unoroa’s e
woere turaed [rom his and wigh something like
& movement of surpnse ke bhimself lovked
towurd the mneweower.- A young girl was
standing onder the shadow of o great letonia
at a short distance from him, She was very
pale, indeed, but uet with that deathlike,
waxen pailor woich hoad ehilled him when he
had looked upon that other face. There was a
faint resembl in the delicate acquiline
features, tho dress was binck, and the figure of
thie girl before blw was assuredly neither mueh
taller nor muel shortor than that of the woman
ho loved and songht. But the likeness went no
furthier, and he koew that he had been utterly
nlstaken.

Unorna exchbanged. a few indifferent words
with Axueia and dismissed her.

“Yon have seen,” she sald, when the young
girtt was gone. “Was it she who entered the
bouse just now?™ 8

“Yes, I was misled by a mers resemblance.
Forgive me for my importunity—let me thank

ou most sincerely for your great kindness."

@ rose as he apoke.

*Do not go,” said Unorna, looking at him
earnestiy,

He stood still, silent as 1hough his attitude
should explain itself, and yet expecting that
she would say something forther, Ile felt that
her exes were upon  him, and bhe raised his own
to weest the look frankly, as was his wont, For
the tirst time since he had entered hor pres-
ence, he felt that there was more than a mers
disquleting attraction in her steady gaze; there
was a sirong, resistless faseination, from which
be bad no power to withdraw bimsetf. Almost
unconsciously be resumed his seag, still look-
Ing at her, while tellivg himself with a savere
effvre, that ke woild look but one instant
louger, and then turn awar. Ten seconds
vassed, 20, half a minute, In total silence, He
was confused, disturbed, aud  yet wholly

heights of Fiesole,with its crown of monastie
walls and cypresses, and tinged with its yel-
Jow radiance, the green slopes sprinkled
with villas, The Duomo, that wonder of
the world, with its pink, whils and purple
marbles, shone with dazzling brillianey 1n
the noonday light. Above it shot the huge
shell of the eupola of Giotto's eampanile.

Seventy towers onee surrounded the walls
which eocircled Florepece. These sre for
the mosi,part Tuins now, but the city still
has her great great slone and iron gates,
which are closed at nizht and which after a

rtain hour will open to the wavfarer even

r aroyal bribe, Why they still deem it
necessary o pratect themselves by closing
these gates alter having leveled the fumous
towers whieh were once, not only a defense,
but a glory, 15 a mystery,

A Little Behind the Times.

All in all Florence has not modernized
very much. The great bridges, for in-
stance, are all there uochanged., We
walked over the "Ponte Venine,” (unlike
any other bridge in the worid) and lingered
to gnze in the windows of the shops of
mosuic snd silver ware which line it. Does
it not seem odd to walk out into the middle
of a river to buy a card case, or a necklace,
as the case may be? This bridge is said to
date from the time of the Romans. It was
rebuilt at the instigation of one of the
medici, 50 that she could walk from the
“ealleria degli Uffizi” to that of the
“Palazzo Pitti,"” ou the other bank of the
Arno, without descending into the street.

This de medioi certainty had an eye to
conveniznce and comiort.  She could thus
come and go in all kinds of weather and
run no risk of lost feet or—suustroke,
Trust a woman for looking after her com-
plexion. And an Italian woman especially.
The ciimate makes this imperative. One
burns wlmostblack in ltaly. And it isa
black which will not rendily yield to face
washes and come off. The siznoras know
this, aud they are scropulonsly eareful. It
is easy enough to zet a new husband, but u
pew complexion—well, just try to get that
and see what it will cost you! Thesignora
knows, and she takes no chances, It is npot

i t to be ebony-skinned. Oune cannot

unable o shot  out  her penetrating
slance. His fast ebbing consclousness barely
allowed him to wunder whether be wers
weskened by the strong emotions be had felt in
the church, or by the first beginning of some
nnknown and unexpected malads. He was
utterly weak and unsirone. He conld neither
ri<e tromw lifs seat nor lift his hand por close
the lids of his eyes. It was asthough an irre-
sistible force were drawing him into the depths
of a fathomless whiripool, dows, down, by ita
endless giddy spirals, robbine him of 3 portion
of his conaciousness at everr gyration, so that
ba left bebind him at every instant somethiog
of his individoality, something of the central
faculty of self-rerognition. He feit na pain,
but e did not feal th - inexpressibie delizht of
peacs wineh alread® twice han descendeéd upon
him. He experienced a rapid diminncon of
sil perception, of all feellug, of all intelligence,
Thoughs, and the memory of thought, cbbed
from hi= brain and left it vacant, as the waters
of alock subside when the zates are opened,
leavine empliness in their place,

Unorna's eyos turned -from him, and she
ratsed ber hand a_moment, letting it fall again
upon her knee, Instanily the stroog man was
restored to himself; his weakness vanished, his
sight was clear, lils intellizence was swake,
Instantly the certainty flashed upon him thas
Unorna possessed the power of jmposing the
hypuotic sleep aud had exercised that gift upon
him. unexpectedly and against his will, He
wonld have more willingly supposed that he
had been the viotim of & momentary physical
faintness, for the idea of baving been thos sub-
jected to the influence of a woman, and of a
woman be handly knew, was repugnant to him,
and had in it something bBumilating to his
pride, or at least to his vanlty. Hut he coull
not escape the conviction forced upon him by
the circumstances.

“Do not go, for Imay yet help you," maid
Unorpa quietly, *“Let us talk of this matter
and consnit what is best to be done,  Will you
acoent & woman's help?

“Readily. Butl caunot accept her will as
mive, nor resign my consgiousness into her
keeping.”

“Not for the sake of seelng her whom youn
say vou love?’

The Wanderer was silent, being yet

match one’s high frocks. And everyone
wears thin, summer gowns in Florence, I
found tresh milk about as effectnal a remedy
for tan asanything else, By washing the
fuce in it twice & day, and refrainiog from
all nses of water and soap, it will really
work wonders lor toe skin,

Bhe Discovers Ouida.

The first person of interest I met in Flor-
enece was the world-famed Ounida. Ouwida is
quite as interesting as her novels, and not
nearly so wicked. Her villa nestles snugly
among the Tuscan. hills which hang over
the city. They are grand hills these, with
olive wounts, and vineglrdl, and orchurds
of figs. In the noouday sun they shine
blue; at sunset pink,

Ouida’s villa is not pretentions, It islow
snd rambling, with a square stone court-
yard shut off by iron gates. The windows
open to the floors, and one walks from the
dining room and parlors into the gardens
There nre some statues hiding among the
trees, very creditable statues, but old
enough “‘to know better.” B8till, ope
should not be too severe, jor it is abount as
hot as the conventional hades gix hours out
of the twelve.

Ouids is, ns T suppose everyone knows,
unmarried. If she were anyone but herselt,
I shenld say frackly that she is a “spin-
ster.”” For u person who deals in such *jab
lots’" of heroes as she does this is quite odd.
It seems to me, with 80 much mauterinl at
hand, she might bave made bersell a fine,
handsome young chap;and given him =
charming dispesition to boot. But she
hasn’t. No, Ouida does noteare abonit men,
She knows them too well. But she adores
dogs. Aud no doubt she getn as muoch
amusement out of her pets as we less foriu-

mined how to act, and still unsteadied by whas
be had experionced. Hut he was abie to
reason, and he asked of his fndzment whar he
should do, wandering what mavoer of womuan
Unorna might prove to be, and whether she
wora anything more than oue of those whao Hve
and even enrich th by the visae of
the upusual faculties or powers paturs las
given them. Fie bad seen wany of that class,
and he considered most of thewm to be but half
fanaties, alf charlarans, worshiping 1 them-
selves as somothing alinost divine that which
was but & physical power. or weakness, beyond

their own limited compichension. Though a
whole school of wise aod thoughtfol wen had

strangers, and while she was yet alive he had
repented of what be had done. Bat I would
bave overcome his reasaons and his arguments
— and I cocld have overcome them to-
gether, for be did not hate me, be bore me uo
lil-will. We were almost triends when I last
took his hand. Then the hour of destiny came
upnou we. The alrof that city was treacherons
and deadly. I bad left her with her father,
and juy beart was full of many things, and
of words both spokem and unutterod. |
lingored upon an ancient bridge that spanned
the river, and the sun went down. Then the
ovil fever of the South Jaid hold upon me
and poisoned the blovd in my weins
and stole the conscioushess from wy under-
:un\i:m Weeks passed away, and memory
returned, with the strength to speik, Ilcarned
tuat she I loved and her father were gone, and
nouoe kuew whither. I rose andleftihe accursed
city, being at that time scarcely abls to staud
witdght on my feet, Finding no trace of those
1 sougbt, I journeyed to thelr own conntry, for
1 knew where her tather beld bis lands. 1 hed
been 11l many weeks, and wach tine had
from the day on which 1 had left her

uutil I was able to move from my bed. When
I reached the gate cf her home 1 was (old ibat
others now dwelt within the waile. I inquirea
of these new owpers of the lumid. Lut neither
they nor any of all those whom [ questioned
coald tell me whitber I should direct wysesret.
The father was a strange man, loving travel
and change of movement, réstless and unsatis-
fled with the world, rich and {ree to make his
own caprice his gunide through life; reticent be
was, moreover, and thoughtiul, not given to
Those who adwin-

his absence

were

'| honorable men, bound by hisespecial injunction

ot to reveal his ever-varyin w.m. M
8 inmyulul::lmrch,glp ni:a:ﬁ':

e
upon them, often learning wﬂduuy that an
veean lay between them and me. Was he
eluaing me, purposely, resolasely, or was e une
cunscions of my Jesperate pursull, Lbeisg
served by chance alone wnd by Lis own restless
wewper? I do not know At last some une
tuld we that she was speaklug thought-
lessly, not knowing that Iloved her. He who
told me had beard the pews (row - anovilbier, who
bad received it on hearsay from a third. Nune
koew in what place l;u:ylrﬂ had parted: nons
knew by what manner ol sickuoss sbe bad died,

already produced remarkable results and
elicited astounding facts by sifting the truth
through & fine web of closely logical
experunent, it did not follow that either
Unorna or any other seif-convinced, self-
taught operatwnr could do more than grope
blindly towara the light, guided by intuition
alone, amongz the varied and misieading phe-
nomena of !:ygno:tm The thouzht of accept-
{ng the help of one who was probably, like mast
of ber kinu, a drceiver of herself, and therefore
and thereby nf others, was an affront to the dig-
nity of his disiress, n _desecration of his love's
sanctity, a frivolons invasion ot love's hollest

oumdl, Hnt onthe other hand, he was stimu-
Elul to catch at the verlest shudows of poasi-
bility by the eertainty that he was at last with-
in the same city with her heloved, and be knew
that hypnotic bjscts are imes able to
determine the abude of persons whow no one
rlse can find. Tomorrow it might be too late,
Even befere to-day's san had ser Beatrice
might be once mora taken from him, snatched
mway to the ends of the earth by her fa:her's

ever-changing caprice. To lose a moment now
He was tem piod to yield, to resign his vl into
Unn.:-:n's hands, and {Ii.l aizht to her leading,
then, with asnddén reaction of his ndividnal.
fty, bhe realized ibat hn had aunother course,
trica was in
Prague. It was little bable that she was
l hllbondu,h“‘::l:lhl:u father wers lodged i
she ra i}
. t hotels. To bo
but an affair of minates. Falling information
from this soarce, there yet remained the
takes note of every stranger's name and dwell-
ing lpllus. =y -
“1 thank you,” boe said, “if all my inquirles
to-day, I will then ask youar belp.”
“you are right,” Unorna ans

might bo to luse all,
to let her bid him sisep and see the troth. Bat
surer, simpler, more dignifisd. Bea

in the eity, and in ail
v hom ows to the othes of thess would be
ters of the Austrian police, whose w;im
£all, and if you will 1ot me visit you once more

" _ | To be continued next week. ]

THE LARGEST BELLS

Montreal and New York Ench Has One That
Weighs Over Twelve Tons,
New England Magazine.!

The largest bell in America is that of
Notre Dame Cathedral, Montreal, which
hapgs In the south tower. It ia 6 feet high,
8 feet 7 inches in diameter, and weighs
24,780 pounds. It in ornamented with im-
ages of the Blessed Virglo and 8t John the
together with emblems

nate get out of our husbands. There
is this to be said Jor a dog: He isalways
loving, faithful and good humored—when
be is awake. He comes when be 1s called
too. And he keeps his cngagements. Oh,
Ounida knows what she is about. And what
s jolly lot of dogs she bas to be sure. Fiue
thoroughbred tellows. And how they love
her; and go scrambling along after ber,
wherever she goes,
Ouidse's Dogs In Paris.

Not lonz since she was ia Paris at a large
and expensive hotel.  As usual had a
hall dozen or more dogs witn her., These
dogs had their meals served them ian her
rooms and went every day with her maids
for an airing. When her bill was presented
each dog was down for full board. The

reat writer flew into n terrible rage, The

andlord m:is summoned in haste.

“What do you mean. sir, by daring to
u%;:t me a bill for o l;dm" ¥

“They are éating an ging in my hote!,
madam,"” was the reply, “they are th’eufore
guests!*’

“It is an outrage,” Ounida declared, “T |

will not pay it.”

*As you please, madam, but we will keep
them until you do.”

“Keep my dogs,” she gasped, “my—
d"’_'"

“Certainly, madam, that is just what we
will do."”

This was too much to be borpe. Ouida,
beside herseli with rage, dashed of to the
railway station and returned to Florence.
When she arrivea she had cooled down, and
her hungry heart ached for her pets. So a
servant was dispatebed to Paris. He paid
the bill, which was appalling, bundled up
the aniwals and restored them to their mis-
tress. Doggies stop in Florence mostly now;
but occasionally they go for a trip, and then
things are liveir, 1tell you. The railway
guards swear and tear their hair, passengers
rebel, servauts fly around excitedly—but
Ouida is ealm, bland, placid, She pays the
fare of ber dogs and defies the world. K?m,

Quidal
Age Has Done Its Work.

Time has not passed this distinguished
woman by. Ithas whitened ber hair and
faded her eyes. She rouges and powders, ns
what woman does not when she hus to, and
dresses ruiber more youthful thun is strictiy
in keeping with pood tnste. She hates the
Americans for some reason or other. I think

she” has not been fortuomte iun  her
acquaintances among us.  She  las
an ides  that we are vulgar and

slaogy and goodness knows what all,
A really igoorsat sud comwmon American
womsn was once presented to Ouida st a
ball at the house of the Awerican Mivister
in Paris. Tbis wowan having overheard
some sarcastic allusion relstive to her
cl?unlqnd ita society fall from Ouida’s

p&mhdnhuqu!hku: J

“1'm sure oughta’s to be dowa on us,
Mlle, de Ia we are the only people
AT (B R ok et
ﬁi: Im:m zuhinhd. :
mater of she can '

‘padrone swears in choie= Italian,

bring her at least $15,000 a . Besides
this she hos an income (rom g’ﬁﬁbm'lf-
Todd, or Dodd, or some such un-svistooratic
person, who kept a shop in London or some
small English town, and departed shis worid
many years leaving his daughter, Miss
Todd, or Dodd, or to write nanghty
books and blossom out into Mlle. de la
Ramee, alias Oaidal

But someone bas hinted that T am be-
coming & Who ever heard of such
a0 usjust accusajjon? a

Streot of the Sculptors.

We live in the *‘Sireet of the Sculptors,”
It is not very clean, but itis very .
To live in the “Street of the Sealptors” ensts
$2 u week. We bave a bie, bare, barn-like
room opening on & loggia. Itisbrick paved,
and sitoated on the floor described in the
police register as “Piavo 4. Our room has
a brass bedstead, & hard ma two cot-
ten pillows ania counterpane. It boasts
nlso a xofa (equaily hard), three chairs, a
dressing cese, s bureau and table, There is
a narrow strip of earpet nlongyide the bed to
step on when rising. Thas bit of carpet is a

ery, inasmuch as it is never in its
place when it is needed. There are white
muslin curtains at the window and a row
of flower pots along the ledge.

The King and Queen beam down om us
from the time-stained walls. The landlady,
a little pop-eyed old lady who hops about
like a kangaroo, bobs her head in the door
every half-houror so to make sure that we
bave not gone off and taken some of the
furniture with os. This little signora is
the only person we see the first month, She
bargains with ns for the breaklast, the
service, the lights, the room. She pamesa
sum, which we take the precantion to have
her write down. DBot when we come to
settle, a fierce padrone (whom we have not
seen before) materializses. Then the
frightened listle aignora refuses to ize
ber own figures. 1t seems it is her business
to smile upon the applicant, and take him
in at almost any smount that he is willing
to pay. The padrone then cowes along and
proceeds to demand his own terms,

Always a Lively Scens,

We appenl to the signora. We show
her her own fizures; she shrieks ous that she
never sAw them before, Then we tell the
padrone we will only do business with the
sigonors. The padrone suys that the signora
is & tool, and calls on ail the saints and
devils to bear him out in his statement. It
is quite lively for a time, The signora
swiogs her hands and rolls her eves; the
en she
"ﬂ" and chokes ber into silence, and
finally locks her into the kitchen.

It goes without saying, that we pay the
padrona his price.  _And in time we even
grow accustomed to him. He cheats us at
every turn, but we get aceustomed to his
dishonesty. There is no redrese. All the
padrones who rent rooms are the same. So
we grin and bear our wrongs and (all into
the careless, luzy, idle life of Florence, We
breakfast in our room on “‘Caffe latie” and
rolls; we luoch st a “Tratioria” on white
bread, ripe figs and red wine, We dineata
Freach restaarant.  The Italian cooking is
atrocious, Eversthing swims in garlic and
oil, The beet and mutten is cooked to
shreds. The sonp floats in cheese. The
macearoni is, of course, excellent. And the
chinnti—cheap

Dyspepsin on Top Agnin.

But all this notwithstanding, we do not
fare well in a culinary way in Florence.
My old encmy, *“dyspepsia,’ commences to
haunt my ionocent siumbers. I thought I
had “walked him to death™ in Belginm,
No doubt he was only o a trance aud the
stuell of the garlic brought hiw to life again.
Garlie, to my mind, is quite capable—of
anything.

Oune fessts well on art, however, in Flor-
ence. There are the palleries of the “Uf-
fizzi"" and Pitti Palace for instance. What
more ean one ask. Fiorence 18 proud, and
justly so, of her pictare galleries. The po-
sition which she occupies in the history of
art and science is indeed great. From the
time of Duante Alighieri, asuthor of the
““Divine Comedy,"” down to the present day
of top-conts and silk hats, she has gone
steadily on piling up her treasures. Now
she is the storehouse of the masterpicces of

ast ages., Along the white, smooth road
ruding to the “Pitti Palace” we lazil
tread our way. The blue sky burns red,
and purple and gold. The towers and
dames greum in the riotous lighte. The
bridges over the sleepy Arnc hang like
golden bows. Biz brown girls leading don-
keys saunter slowly up the hill orrest onthe
sun-burnt grass by the wayside,

Story of Petrarch's Love.

Ouce a boy went whistlingalong this read.
He met a little girl with » bssdiul of
purple figs, Sie reached ont her hand and
gave him one asshe passed. And she was
Laura, and he—he was Petrarchl It wasa
preity love story that, but, alas, it ended as
such ideal passion mostly does. Petrarch,
of course, loved her with all a post’s ardor.
He sung her praises in poems that became
world famous. Charles iV,, upon being
presented to her, asked permission to “‘kiss
the beautitul eyes that had beea celebrated
in such beautiiul verse.”

Laura, on her part, did not return the
poet’s pussion. She became his friend—no
more. Her heartshe bestowed on one Hagh
de Sades, whom she married, and by whom
she had 11 children, and no doubt grew
fat. Oh, Lanra, what n small souled woman

o must bave been! Yet you will alwaya

famous, those 11 youungste wotwiti-
standing. For you were the beloved of
Petrarch, LILLIAN SPENCEER.

THE COMING CHIEFTAIN.

Young American Horse Who One Day Is to
Rule Over the Sioux.

New York Illustrated News, |

This young buck is the oaly son of the
great Sioux warrior, "American Horse,"
and the pet of the Ogallalla tribe. The little
brave is destined sowe day in the near future
to become chiel of the entire Sioux Nation,

Charlie American Horse, .
he being & direct descendant of Red Cloud,
rmnt chief. .l.ltbmh but 7 years
:'1'5 e is a orack shot aod rides liken vacaro.

ustration “*American Horse"

B e wlin the Tatest model of the Uaited

States cavalry carbine. It1s just sbout as
long as he js tall

- A New Application. i

| Washtngton Star.) - : _

‘| A gallant beau ealls & Washington girl's

| shos “Wis,* beosuse brevity sol it

THE BARMAID'S LIFE.

Wakeman Finds Nothing to Admire
in England’s Liquor System.

LEADS BRITISE WOMEN TO DRINK

And Gresatly Inereases the Fascination of
the Saloon for Men.

RECRUITED MOSTLY FROM THE FARM

[CORNESPOXDENCE OF THE DISPATOH.Y

Loxpox, Exc., Jan. 10.—More than
nine-tenths of all the tremendous quantity
of ale, beer, wine and lignor annually con-
sumed by the men, women and children of
Great Britain is served by women. There
are nearly 200,000 women thus engaged
every day in the year. These are asa
class, the prettiest and tidiest women in the

| three kingdoms.  Whatever their relations

to sooiety at Jarge, they have characters
good or bad, manners and morals, interest-
ing or otherwise, and souls saved or um
saved, though the clergy, church societies
and mimionaries never seem fo have
tronbled themselves about the Iatfer.
Duriog the first half of the past ten vears
I had onportunity for frequent study of
these British barmaida. During the last
five years I bave been able to closaly ob-
serve them nearly every day and evening of
my life. At first thought many may regard
them as hardly meriting serious consmder-
ation. It seems to me they are really worth
talking about. English liternture is full of
the barmaid. Prose and roetty are redolent
of her. Those rare old fellows who lived, or
rather slept, “in chambers™ and dined and
wined in public houses while making most
of the books which last, all along down
through the seventeenth nnd cightsenth cen-
turies, and even as near Lo us as the first
third of the present century, seem to have
drawn their inspiration largely from the
tap-room fount. ‘Indeed, if we will be
wholly nonest about it, Englisn literatare,
the sweetest and grandest on earth, and the
spigot have ever known close fellowship,
The Barmald in Literature.

Aund even if little stress should be laid
upon the matter,we owea to the very presence
of the barmaids of those duys preservation
of the sweetest fancies, the most sparkling
huibor, the wost charming sitaations, and a
po mean nomber of the most chaste and
pathetic incidents known to ballad poetry
and fietion. This is not defensive of the
barmaid. It is merely historic ¢! her effect
on and presence in literatare. And I have
often thought because it was so; because the
public house of old and the barmaid of old
became Eritish institutions, unconsciously
though universally grounded in the human
heart, they have sarvived civilization and
deeay.

But it is undeniably true that because the
barmaid was long ago elevated into a Brit-
ish institution through literature; because
the older snv sentiment or thing, barring
the barmaid herself, is in Britaiu the more
endenringly It is prized; and beeause your
British nobleman or workman will have his
wine or “'bitter’” from the hand of a tap-room
diyinity, whethsr all the werld like it or
not, the prototype of the American “‘bar-
tender’’ is here nnknown, and 200,000 women
serve 20 000,000 British people with their
brews and spirita to-day. There are other
effects, such ns the rapid national increase
in the consumption of liquors; the increas.
ing nower in politics and legislation of the
liguor intercsts; and, worse than all, the
sturtling increase of liquor drinking by all
classes ol British women; upon each of
which vast and sad volumes might be writ-
ten. But the great host of British barmaids
is what the British people like and will
have; and, being accounted for, it only re-
mains to k or this particular class as it
individually and collectively exists,

At the Humbler Inns.

Some curions facts bave developed on cer-
tain interestiog lines inmy five years’ study
of these people in Eogiand, irsland and
Scotland. Asa rule, in my wanderiogs I
have sought the humbler class of inns for
housing; not only from motives of comfort,
bul as best furnishing various snd vagarous
forms of character study;.iunson & par, as
nearly as ean be compared, with our Ameri-
can hotels of the “second class.” Coming
again and again to many of these, I have
secured such friendships und confidences as
guined for me, in many instances, the
able position of “one of the family™ with
the inn’s host and hostess. Not being fittad
by ineclination or habit tor honoors in front
e, these bars, whieh I have always found
gains respect from even those who exist by
them, I reached msny & snug corner within
them.

There, in the landlord’s or landlads’s
chairof honor and state, while apparently
reading my mail, or scanuing the papers, I
have been favored atall hours of the day
and night with pietures of life in British
“Pubs’’—as the barrooms aitached to iuns
or restaurantsare here universally called;
and, during their momentsof rest between
customers’ demands, I have received irom
British barmaids themseives inoumerable
kindly, honest, and altogether womanly,
revclations a2s to their previous condition,
with the mode and motive of their lives
Oueof the first series of ecarafol inquiries
made was in reference to the sources of sup-
ply of females for this vocation. Who were
these bright, hundsome, graceful women?
What manner of social condition was that
vt of which they came?

Where Barmalds Coms From.

1 do mot know whether these averages on
about 1,700 will bold true with 200,000,
They at least serve as a basis for reputable
conjeeture:  Daughters of farmers, villagers
and of various employves on estates of the
British nobility, 760; daughters of small
tradesmen, 214; publicans’ daughters,
sisters and other female relatives, 187; fue-
tory girls, 34; seamstrestes and milliners,
£3; divoreed wives, 11; school mistresses, 72;
drapers’ and other clerks, 39; telegraph
operators aod postal empioyes, 6; sntresses
variety and otherwise, 13; cashiers, 28; can-
vassers, 14; unsuccessful siogers and
music teakhers, 44; mission workers,
Bunday school teachers and “'Salvationists,”
57, photograph colorists and “artists’ yes-
eraliy, 19; “literury” persons—8 of whom
had written poems, 6 pamphlets, 4 ballads
and 2 books, all of wihich *'bad been pub-
lished,” the balance of whom might be
elussitied as “*human various"'—39; while13
had been domestics; 18, scullery maids; 7,
governesses, and B3, as n maids,
originally had the moldiag oi the miands and
morals of the British youth.

1 took these figzures to & very noted En-
glish thinker, leader and writer, & man
whose pame is & familiar ooe in every news-
paper aud household throughout the Eao-
glish-speaking world. He examined them
carciully; seeméd lost in reflection for a
time; and gave bis views regarding the
sociologieal stady in rapidly-propounded
retarn questions, sfter our true Yaokee
tashion. ;

“Yon bave & great many women in Amer.
jea at the present time kunown as ‘agitstors’
und ‘reformers,” have you uot? Aud bas
pot each one o mission or scheme, or o di-
vine eall, to gallop, pluoge and eavort
about, shriekinz out all manuer of notes of
warning, reearding the enslavement of her
sex? And do not these fewales sound tim-

w—lﬁlm It is simpl
form of of the same
original evil—a pamsion for wome

manner of notoriety. Your over-shrewd
Ry

an es <
a gamutof ‘isms’ sud ‘ists’ from female
saffrage past a score of reforms to Christiaa
science, theosophy and spiritualism into the
capacious bosom of the Over-Soul itself,
meantime psusing anywhere just so long
as she may continue a~ disturbing
ever thrilled and ecstatic over any manner
ot notoriety conducing to what she hysteries
ally imagines has become a ‘career.’

Eager for Notorfety.

“Our barmaids sre just that sort of male
females; prond of tap-room publicity; esger
for tawrdy notoriety; consomed with am-
bition for » public career. Buat we are the
mo=t fortunate nation.  With us, rigid and
healtnful  scecial Jimitations force these
rharacters into their proper places at onee.
Your female birds of prey defile and fatten
upon your tenderest and most sacred sosial
and domestic iostitutions. Ours impinge
only upon our lowest national weakoesses,™

Many will consider this British com
s0o and estimate of our suffering sisterhood
a8 4 very severe one. Seme will be ungal-
lant epough to regard it as an unjust classic
fication of British barmaids themsalves. As
a rule, I have jound them hard-working
women. Few ever know a hotiday. They
are on their feet from 12 to 16 hours per day.
Whatever their natural tendencies, they
are perforce honest, The British bar sys-
tain is entirely different from ours, and still
retains much of the favorof the old custom
of the publican and his wife sitting in their
own private room and sevving customers
with hquors through & little ahelf-bottomed
window; while the publican, his wife, or
some member of his family, is never sbsent
from the bar daring busioess hours,

In & Measure Frotected.

This is much protection to the personality
of the barmaid. Though you may regard
her as lost to all moral sense, and the sig-
nificance of words, through the endless repes
tition of infamous language in her presence
by drunken brutes, brainless cads and
clever rones, in the main she remaing meas-
ureshiy iree from rough treatment. The
modern British bar is practically a walled
exiension of the ancient British bar-window.
There is no sccesslo it from the publie
room, Itisashigh asyour chin. The bar-
malid herself, behiod the silver beer and ale
pumps, stands two feet above you, a charm-
ing study in black, white and esroation—a
biack perfect-Stting gown, a dainty whits
apron, the glory of the rose in, or on, ber
chesks and lips.

She is, in fact, just as most men love to
ses woman; suggestive of domesticity in
her raiment, charming in figure asa face.
But aiter a day and evening of bantar and
wiles, through which seores of pockets have
besn emptied, bruins beelouded and her
master further enriched, the highest and
lowest are remorselessly shut irom sight of
her smiling face. It is a sad, wearied, tired
face pow. She is practically a prisoner
there. She lives with the publicas’s fam-
ily. She goestoaroom not fit for a dog’s
keeping, snutches a tew hours’ slesp and ‘s
again at ber post behind the bar tw cheer
and wheedle the trembling drunkards of the
early morning bours. Her mesals are
snatehed between ferocious rushes of cus
tomers at the bar.

Some of the Bequirements.

Bhe must know everybody; be
of sowething about everythiog; have 's
soothing word for rum-bedeviled tempers;
placidly listen to disénssions of hersel! like
those upon an animal; accept direet and
intamons insult with invitation in her eves
and honeyed words unpon Ler lips; sympa-
theticaily reoeive confidences of thy most
sacred or damnable character; in brief, te
the end of her duys remain o marble Veans
jor the worship and slavery of Bacchus®
ernzed and maddened victims,

For all this she receives from 6 to 20
shillings per week and “keep.” Some
masters provide gowns and apronma. The
inconoeivable degradation of her calling can
only be hinted at in the statementof tact
that there is but one place in Great Britain
—at the refreshment bars of leading rail-
way stations—where refusal to serve one
who insuits her would not lead to her im-
mediate disgharge without “a charscter.”
‘The lowest grade in her voeation is among
the sailors” “Pubs,” 1n the siums of Mary-

jeboue, Liverpool and East A
the highest, in the gorgeons oo g

Ead cales,

What becomes oi them? Many die »* sa
early age of lnng disease, the result of wzir
foul environment. Few driit iuto the un-
namable classes. Ever seeing the worst
side of men,
roughly, against temptation.
mauageresses of inns, “"Pubs,"” of railway
refreshment rooms snd cales wit®y hevy of
younger barmaids uoder them, of cheap
museums, and all maoner of enterprises as
seaside resorts,

Many marry utable men, but drift
back into their old lives. English nobil-
ity’s ranks have been recruited from their
pumber; and recently a wealthy youag
American of Baltimore wed ane of the most
beautiiul and good of their kind in the
three kingdoms—an Irish barmaid st Cork.
No honest man can speakgf them unkindly
as s class, The power bind them is
responsible for the evil they accomplish.
That is ineslculable. Because of their
prescoce countless British women fiad it
easy to become druckards. Becauss of
their agreeability, sympathetie kinaliness
and outfight bisndishments, 11l grades and
copditions of men are moreand more en-
riching the British dram-shop with =all that
should pressurve and sapotily the British
home. Epcar L. WAREMAN,

I0E MACHINES OF INDIA

How the Porons Earthen FPots Are Used to
Prodoce Big Blocks. 3
IWRITTEN FOR THE DISFATCAL]

Of course you know that water begins to
freeze at 32 degrees above zero, but do yom
know that ice will freexs naturally, nnder
certain conditions, at a temperature of 45
degrees above zero? In parts of India,
where a freeziog temperature is rarely “cx-
perienced, the natives secure ies io this
way: On layers of straw they
shallow porous earthen pots, which fil
wi.h water early in the aiternson. Thess
porffus parts reduce the tempernture of the
water by absorption belore aight. The frees-
ing point is then reached by radiation,
which intensifies the cold, bringing the tem-
perature to 32 degrees or lower.

In this way ice is seenred in
ties, in thickness more tluauilm
then these layers are frozen into blocks by
water poured over them. Thus we ses the" -
the poor heathen of Indis, of whom we bear
so much, knowa thing or two that even some
of us highly enlightened people never
dreamed o,
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