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CHAPTER XIX.

“Let us talk of other things,* eaid
Tuooerns st last. *Talk of the otber lady
who is here, Who is she? What briogs
her into retrent at this time of year?™

““‘Poor |!|':|1Q—'\'L'5, she 1s very Illlimbb_?.”
answered Sister Paunl. “'itis asad story,
oo far as I have heard it.  Her father is just
dead, and she is sloue in the world. The
Abbess received & letter yesterday from the
Cardinal Archbishop, requesting that we
would receive ber. and this morning she
came, His Eminence knew her father, it
appesrs. She is only to be here for a short
time, I beliove, until her relations come to
take her howe to her own country. Her
tatber was tzken il in a country place nrar
the city, which he had hired for the shoot-
ing season, aund the poor girl wasieft all
alone out there. The Cardinal thought she
would be =aler and perhaps less unbappy
with vs while she is waiting.*'

(0 course,” said Unorna, with a faint
interest.  ““How old is she, poor ehild?"”
shie is not a child—she must be five and
twenty years old, thoneh perbaps her sor-
row wukes ber look older than she is”

“And what is her name?”

“Beairice—] eannot remember the name
o/ tier family.” Unorna started.

“What is 17" nsked the nun, coticing
Cav s sudden movement.

s of Beatrice is
It suggested

- mg—the name
fanuii to we, that is all,
sotething. "

Theugh Sister Paul was as uoworldly as
five and twenty vears of cloistered lite can
make & woman who is naturally simple in
wind and cevout in thought, she poedessed
t ucnity of quick observation which is
1ed as readily and exervised, perbaps, ns
enpstantiv m the midst of a rFmnll com-
muniiy, where each member 3s in some
usure depsupdent upos all the rest for the
¥ pittauce of ideas, as io wider spheres

of ivve.
“You may have seen this lady, or you
wav have heard of her,”” she said.

“Iwould like to see her,"” Unoroa an-
swered, thoughtiully.
She was thinking of all the wossibilities
the case. She remembered the clearness
d precision of the Wanderer's first im-
pressing, when he first lold her how he had
secu Beatrice in the Teyn Church, and she
refiected that the pame was a very uncom-
mon oue. The Beatrice o! this story, too,
bad « futher nud po stiser relution, and was
supposed 1o be traveling with him. By the
rtain light i the corridor Unorna had
=c0 able to distinguish the lady's leat-
ures, but the impression she had received
iiad been that she wneg duark, nx Beatrice
wiut. There was sio reason in the natare of
things wiy (his should pot be the woman
the Wanderer loved. It was natural
i thut, beiug leit alone in a strange
such s wmoment, she should bave
retuge in o convent, and, this being

adwiited, 1t followed that she woulil
paturally bave been advised to retire to the
on ch Unorna found hersel!, it being
the which ladies were most frequently

received as guests. Usorna could bardly
berselt 1o speak. She was conscious
it 8t ter Paul was watching ber, and she
iorned her face from the lamp,

“There can be mno dificuliy about your
ug ner, or talking with her, it vou wish
e pun, “She told me that she
¢ Compline a1 9 o'clock. 1i you
thers vourself, you ean gee ber come
watch her when she goes ont. Do
: vou have ever seen her?™”
+,"" answered Unorna, in an odd tope,
“7 wot sure that I huve not.™
Paul coveluded from Tnoraa's
hie must have reason to believe
i waus identical witk som: oue
3 Liod heard vers often. Her
per waE gbstracied, and she =eemed il
Dut that wight be the result of

[ {25

=lie

re vou not hongre?" asked the nun.
¢ bud noibiug sinee vou came, I

S e
> it is trne” answered Unorna.
n. I* wonld be verr kind of
K me something. ™
cister Poal rose witl alacrity,to Unorna's
great retisd
[ will see to it,” she said, holding out
“We sbell meet in the morniug.

Will vou

yert : Sie added the ques
ily, by ag impulse of which she

I couscious,

4 1 will—with all my bheart, mr

sar Sister Paul.

cl answered the nan, looking earnestls
it ter tuce. **You are not happy in your
1 Le udded, with a slow, sad move-
Riter her liead.
. I am not happy. ot I wil) be.™
"I tear not,"" said Sister Paul, almost uo-
der her breath, as she went out softiy.

Uwvorne was lelt nlone, She could not
15t in ber extreme snxiery. It was
to think thut the womun she
sec wus 50 near ber, but that she
uol, upon any reusonnble preiext, po
koock at ber door and see her and
: to her, She felt also s terrible doubt
ther she would recognize herat
a8 the sume woman whose shadow
i passed between herself and the Wan-
derer on thst eventiul day s month are.
The shadow had been veiled, but shebad a
enuscionsness of the features be-
neath the veil. Nevertheless she might be
mmistakien,

[he lay sister went out. Uborna ate me-
chunivally what had been set before her,
and waited, She felt that a ‘erisis perhaps
more terrible than that throuzh which she
bad lately passed was at hand, If the stranger
stiould prove 1o be indeed the Destrice
whom the Wanderer loved. Her brain was
io & whirl when she thought of being
ught face to fnce with the woman who
sre her, and every cruel and
set of her naiure rose and took
ans for ber rival’s destroction.

e opened ber door, careless of the
draught of frozen sir that rushed in from
the vorridor.  She wished to hoar the lady’s
footsiep when she left her room to go to the
L, and she sat down and remesined

tionless, fearing lest her own football
should prevent the sound from reachivg
tier, The beavy-toned Lells begun to ring,
far off in the night,

At last it came, the opening of a doar, the

elight noise made by a tread upon the pave-
ae roee quietly and went out, fol-
the same direction. She conld
ree ; but & durk shadow movine be-
tore her toward the opposite epd of the
passage, farther and farther from the hang-
sug lamp. Uwsorna could hear her own
beating s« she followed, first to the
theu to the left. There was apother
icht at this poini. The lady bad noticed
it some oue was coming behind her and
urped ber head to look back., The delicate,
ik profie stood out elearly. Unorna
d her breath, walking swifily forward.
in 2 moment the lady went on, and
red the ehapel-like room from which a
reat baleouled window Jlooked down inte
he ehurch sbowe the choir. As Unorna
went in she saw her kueeling upon one of
the stools, her hands foldeg, ber head in-
eined, her eyves closed, a Llack veil loosely
ywn over ner still blacker hair and fali-
down upon her shoulders without hid-
her fuce,

Unorus sank upen her kuees, compress-
ing her lips to restrain the incobersat ex-
clumution ilint almost broke irom them in

f ber, clagping her hands desperately,
& thiut blue veins stood out uwpon

jirescient

nothi

hearl
ragur,

-

[-®

! -y

wpite of

uch a fuce ss a wan wonid
rel.  Unorna, seeing the
Hection of itin the Wanderer’s mind, had
sovied it otherwise, though she could mot
)t recognize toe reality from the im-
on  slie had received. She had
nagived i wore ethereal, more faint, more
vexieis quore angelic, as she had seen it 1n
bir thoushts,  Divine it was, but womanly
tevand Usorna’s own. Dark, delicately
yuilive, tall and uoble, the puriiy it ex-
presand wae of earth and not o! heaven.

A beiter woman than Unorna miztit have
felt sowething evil and cruel and hating in
ber heart, ot the sight of so much beauty in
ove who held ber piaee, in the queen of the
kinzdom where she longe to reigu.
Unorna's cheeks grew very pale and her
unlike eves were fisrce and dangerous, It
wus well tor her that she oould not speak to

Jark beanty would have seen the danger of
desth in the 1ace of the fair, and would
have turned and delended herself in time.

The psalms were {inished. There was a
pause, und then the words of the ancient
hymn floated up to Unorna’s ears, familiar
in vears gone by, Almost unconscionsly
she herself, by force of old habit, joined in
the first verse. Then, suddeniy, she stopped,
not renlizing, indeed, the horrible gulf that
lay between the words that passed her lips
and “he thoughts that were at work 1o her
heart, but silenced by the bear sound of a
woice less rich and 1ull, but far more ex-
quisite and tender thon her own. Beatrice
was singing, too, with joined hands and
parted lips and upturned face.

~ & ® % * proins clementia,
it praesul ot custodia,

Procul recedant somnia,

141 noctinm phantasmnata;g
Hostem que nostrum comprime.”

“Let dreams be far, and phantasms of the
night—bind Thou our Foe,” sang Beatrice
in lang, sweel notes.

Unorua heard no more. The light dazzled
her anda the blool beat in her heart. It
ssemed 88 thongh no praver that was ever
prayed conld be offered up directly against
hersel!, and the voice that sang it, thongh
not Juud, bad the rare power of carrying
every syllable distinetly in its magic tones, |
even to a greaf distance. .

For one mowent the strong, ernel heart
almost wavered, not through fear, but under
the nameless impression that sometimes
takes hold of men and women. The divine
voloe beside bher seemed to dominute the
hundreds below, the nun’s despairing look
for one instant chilled all her love and all
her hatred, so that she longed to be alone,
away from it all, and forever. Bat the
bymu ended, 4he voice was silent, and Bis-
ter PPaul’'s glance turned again toward the
altar. The wowent was past and Unorna
was again what she had been before,

Beatrice remained knveeling a few mo-
meats louger, crossed berself und then rose,
Atthe snme moment, Unorna was on her
ieet. The necessity for immediale netion st
all costs restored the calm to her fuce and
the tactal skill to her actions. She
reached the door first, and then, half turp-
ing her head, stood aside, as though to give
Beatrice precedence in passing.  Beatrice
claneed at her faec for the first time, and

IMro.na and Beotrice,

then by a eocurteous movement of the head
signified that Unorna should ge out first.
Unorna appeared to besitate, Beatrice to
protest. ot women emiled a little and
Uuorna, with a gesture of submission,
passed through the doorway, She had
managed it so well that it was almost im-
possible to avoid speaking as thev threaded
the Jong corridors together. Unorna al-
lowed a moment to pass, as though to let
her companion understand the slight awk-
wardness of the situation, and then ad-
dressed her, in a toue of quiet and natursl
eivilitr. . ;

“We seem to be the only ladies in retreat,”
she said.

“Yes," Beptrice answersd. Even in that
one exllable something of the quality of her
thrilling voice vibrated for an instant
They walked a few steps farther in silence.

“] am not exaetly io retreat,” she said,
presently, either becanse she feit thatit
would be almost rude to say nothing, or be-
cause she wished her position to  be
clearly understood. I am waiting here
for some one who is to come for me.""

“It is a wery quiet place to rest in," said
Unorna, “I am iond of 1"

*You often come here, perhaps.”

“Not now,"” said Unornz. “But] was
here for a loug time when I was very young.™

By a common iustinet, as they Jeil into
conversation, they began to walk more
slowly, side by side.

“Indeed,” ssid Beatrice, with a slight io-
erease of interest, **Then you were brought
up here by the nuns?™’

“Not exartly, It wasa sort of refuge for
me when I was almost a child. I was left
here alone, until I was thought old enough
1o tuke care of myselr.””

There was & little bitterness in her tone,
inteutionnl, but masterly in itz trath to
nature.

“Leit by your parents?" Beatrice asked.
The question seemed almost inevitable,

] had none. 1 never Kknew a {ather nor
a mother.” Unorna's voice grew sad with
esch syllable.

They hoad entered the great corridor in
which their apartients were situated, and
were approaching Beatrice’s door. They
walked wore and mor: slowly, in sileace
during the last tew woments, after Unorna
had spoken. Unorna sighed. The passing
breath, traveling on the air of the lonely
place, seemed both to invite and to offer
sympathy.

“My iather died last week,” Besatrice
said, in a very low tone, that was not quite
steady. *'1 am all slone—bhere and in the
world."

She laid her haod apon the latch and her
deep black eves rested upon Unoroa’s, as
though almost, but not quite, conveying an
invitation, hungry for humwan comiort, yet
too proud to ask it

‘I am very lonely, too,”” eaid Unorna,
“May I sit with you for awhile?””

She tiad just time to make the bold stroke
that was necessary. In another moment
ehe knew that Deatrice would have disap-
peared within. Her heart beat violently
until the answer came. She bad been sue-
cessful.

“Will youn, indeed?” Beatrice exclaimed.
“I am poor company, but I shall be very
glad if you will come in.”

She opened the door and Unoraa entered.
The apartuent was almost exactly like her
own in size and shape and furniture, but it
already bhud the air of being inhabited.
There were books upon the table, and a
square jewel case and an old silver frame
contsining & large photograph of a stern,
dask wan in middle age—Beatrice’s father,
as Uporoa at once understood. Cloaks and
turs lay in some confusion upon the chairs,
a lurge box stood with the lid raised, against
tx wall, displaying & quantity of lace,
adlong which lay silks and ribbons of soft
colors.

“I only ecame thiz morniog," Beatrice
said, as though to apologize lor the dis-
order.

Unorna sank down in a ocorner of the
acfa, shading her eves from the bright
lamp with _ber hand. She conld not help
lovking at Beatrice, but she felt that she
must oot let her serutiny be too apparent,
nor her conversation too eager. atrice
was proud and strong aod could doubtless
be very cold and forbidding when she chose.

“Aud do you expect to be here long?”
Unoraa asked, o5 Besatrice established her-
self at the other end of the sofa.

*1 cannol tell,” was the answer. “'I may
be here but a few days, or I may have to
stay o month.”

*I lived here for years,” said Unornn,
thoughtfully. "Isupposse it wonld be im-
possible now—1I should die of apathy and
inanition.” She laughed in n subdued way,
as though respecting Beatrice’s mournigg.
“Buat I was youne then ' she added, sud-
denly withdrawiog ber hand from her eyes,
5o that the full light of the lamp tell upon
her.,

She chose to show that she, too, was beau-
tiful, and sbe knew that Beatrice had as yet
hiardly seen her face as they passed throngh
the gloomy corridors. It was an instinet of
venity, and vet, for her purpose, it was the
right ope. The effect! was sudden and un-
rxpected, and Beatrice looked ut her almost
fizedly in undiscuised admiration.

“*Young then!” she exclaimed,
youug now."

““Less voung than I was then," Unorna
answered with a listle mgh, followed in-
stantly by o smile. 1

“lsm five and twenty,” said Beatrice,

‘“You are

from ber pew unintance.

“Are you? I wouldnot have thought it—
we are nearly of un age—qnite, perhaps, for
I am not vel 25, But then, it is not the
years—"" She stopped suddenly.

Beatrice wondered whether Unorns ware
married or not. Cousidering the ageshe nd-
mitted, and her extreme beaunty, it seemed
probable that she must be. It oceurred to
her that the acquaintance had been made
without any presentation, and that neither
knew the other’s name,

“Since I am a little the younger,” she
said, *'I should tell you who I am.”™

Unorna made a slight movement. She
was on the poini of saying that she koew
already—and wo well,

*‘I am Beatrice Varnnger.”

“I am Unorna.” She conld not help a
sort of cold defiance that sounded in her tone
as she pronounced theonly name she could
call hers,

“Unorna?"’ Beatrice repeated, courteously
enough, but with an air of surprize.

“Yes—that is all. It seems strange to
you? They eall me so because 1 was born
in February, in the month we call Unor
Indeed, it is strange, and so is my story—
thonzh it could have little interest for youn.”

“Forgive me—yon are wrong, It would
interest me immensely—if you wonld tell
me a little of it—but I am such a stranger
to vou—""

“1 do not feel as though you were that,”
Unoraa answered, with a very geatle smile,

“Vou are very kind to say so,” said Bea-
trice, quistly.

Unorna was perfectly well aware that it
rmust seem  strange, to say the least of it,
that she should teli Bentrice the wild story
of her lile, when they had as yet exchanged
barely 100 words. Bul she cared listle what
Beatrice thought, provided she comld inter-
est her, She had a distinet intention in
making the time slip by unnoticed, until it
should be late.

She related her hislory, so far as it was
kuown to hersel, simply and eraphically,
substantially as it has been already set forth,
but with an abundance of anecdote and
comment, which enhanced the interest, and
atthe sawe time extended 1ts limits, inter-
spersing ler monologues with remarks
which ecalled for an answer, and which
served as tests of her companion’s attention.
She hinted but lightly at her possession of
unusual power over animals, and spoke not
at all of the influence she could exert upon
people.  Beatrice listened eagerly. She
couid have told on her part, that for years
her own life had been dull und empty, and
that it was long since she had talked with
auvone who had so roused her interest.

At last Unorna was silent. She had
resched the period ot her ltre whick had be-
guu & month before that time, and at that
point lier story ended.

“Then you are not married?”’ Beatrice’s
tone expressed an interrogation, aud a cer-
tain surprise,

"No." said Unorna, “I am not married.
And you, if I may ask?"’

Beatrice started visibly. It bad not oc-
curred to ber that the question might seem a
ontural one for Unorna to ask; although
she had said that she was zll alooe in the
world. Unorna might have supposed her
to buve lost her husband, Butr Unorna
could see that it was not surprise alone that
had startled her. The question, as she
kuew it must, had roused a deep and pain-
ful traln of thought.

**Ne,” said Beatrice, in an altered voice.
“1 am not married. I shall pever marry.”

A short silence followed, during which
she turaed her face away.

“I have pained you,” said Unorna, with
profound sympatby and regret. “‘Forgive
me. How could I be so tactless!"

“How could you know?** Beatrice asked
simply, not attemptiog to deuy the sugges-
tion.

Eut Uporna was sufiering, too. She haa
allowed berself to imagiue that in the long
wvears which had anzx Beatrice might pir-
haps bave forgotten. It bad even crossed
her mind that she might, indeed, be mar-
ried. But in the few words, and in the
tremor that asccompanied them, ns well as in
the inercased pallor of Beatrice's lace, sae
detectod a love not less deep and constant
and unforgotten than the Wandersr's owa.

“Forgive me,"" Unorna repeated. *I1
might bave guessed. 1 bave loved, too.”

She knew that here, at least, she could
vot feign, and sbe could not centrol her
voice, but with sopreme judzment of effect
she aflowed herselr to be carried beyond all
reserve. In the ome short sentence her
whole passion expressed itself, genuine,
deep, strong, ruthless. She let the words
eome as they would,and Beatriee was startled
by the passionate ery that burst from the
heart, so wholly unrestrained,

The teeling that she was in the presence
of n passion ns great, as unhappy and, as
masteriul as her own, unloosed her tongue.
Such things huppen in thisstrange world.
Men and women of deep and strong teelings,
ontwardly cold, reserved, taciturn and
proud, have been kuvown, once in their
lives, to pour oul the scerets of their hearts
to a stranger or o Juereacquaintance, as they
could never have done 10 a iriend,

Beatrice seemed scarcely comscious of
what she was saying, or o! Unorna's pres-
ence, The words, loog kept back and sternly
restrained, fell with a strange strength from
her lips, and there wis vot one of them from
first to last that did not sheathe itself like a
sharp knife in Unorna’s beart. The enor-
mous jealousy of Beatrice, which bad been
growing withiu her beside her love during
the last month, was reaching the climax of
its overwhelming magaitude. She harily
kpew when Beatrice ceased speaking, for
the words were still all ringiog in ber ea
and clasing madly in her own breast an
promptior her fierce nature to do some vio-
lent deed. But Beatrice looked for no
sympathy and did not see Unoraa's face,
She had forgotten Unorna herself at last, as
she sat staring at the opposite wall,

Then she rose guickly, aud taking some-
thing from the jewel box, thrust itinto
Unorna's hands.

“I cannot tell why I have told vou—but
I buve. You will see him, top. What does
it matter? We have both loved, we
are h?'tb unhappy—we shall never meet

n.

“What is it?" Unoroa tried to ask, hold-
ing the closed case in her hands. She knew
what was in it well esongh, and her self-
command was forsaking her. It was al-
most more than she conld bear, Tt was as
though Beatrice were wreaking vengeance
on her, instead of ber destroying her rival,
#8 she meant to do, soouer or later.

Beatrice took the thing from her, opened
it, gag=d at it a moment, and put it again
into Unorna’s hands. *It was like him,"”
she said, watching her corvpanion as though
to see whal effect the portrait would pro-
duce. Then she shrank back.

Unoroa was looking at her. Her face was
livid and unnaturally drawn, and the ex-
traordinary contrast in the eolor of her two
eyes was horribly apparent. The one seemed
to freeze, the other to be ou fire. The strong-
est and worst passions that ean play upon
the human soul were all expressed with aw-
ful torce in the distorted musk, and not a
trage of the mognificent besuty so lately
there was visible. Buatrice shrank back in
horror.

“You know him!" she ecried, half guoess-
iog at the truth,

“I koow bim—and I Jove him,"” said
Unoras, slowly and flereely, her eyes fixed
on herenem z, and gradually leaning toward
her so us to briog her face nearer and nearer
to Beatrice,

The dark woman tried to rise, and conld
not. There was worse than anger or hatred
or intent to Kill in those dreadful eyes.
There was a fiscination trom which no liv-
ing thiug could escape, She tried to scream,
to shut out the vision, to ralée her hand as a
sereen before it.  Nearer and neareritcame,
until she could feel the warm breath of it
upon ber chesk, Then her brain reeled, her
limbs reluxed and her head fell back against
the wall.

“1 know him, and I love him,"” were the
last words Beatrice heard.

[ To be Continued Next Sunday.]

WO langhs lost, laughs best! Salvation
Qil hos won the race and i on ton, Price
25¢.

Stylish Suitings,
Overcoat and  trouser wmterial, of the
best quality at Andemn'-h'l"w Smithfield
street. Cutting and fitting the very best. su

S10oP at the Hollenden, in Cleveland.
American and European plans. 8u

SKELETONS AND GORE

Welcome the Visitor at the White-
chnpgl Club of Chicago.

A LETTER FROM JACK THE RIPPER,

The World's Fair Has a Building in Which
to Store Plans,

BILL NYIE VOCALIZES IN CHURCH

[COREESPONDENCE OF THE DISPATCH.)
CHICAGO, ILL,

Toward® the Gladsome Spring, z
ERHAPS no institption
of the great, throbbing,
chin whiskered West is
more unique or more dis-
tinctive than the White-
chapel Club of this eity.
It isa bright, cheery little
erypt, which is reached
throngh a narrow, somber
stab in the still blacker
blockness, and soon to be
called Whitechapel alley,
opening off La Salle street.
Inside all is cozy and
bright. You enter by
going down several steps,
and find yourself in an antercom, on the left
of which is the tap room and on the right
the reception vault or general sarcophagus,

Bright and cheery skeletons havg up
wherever the pleased eyve rambles o’er the
walls, and blood spattered garments, torn by
the Coroner from murdered innocence,
soften the harsh outlines of the beny decora-
tions. Sknlls with phosphorescent eves in

them stand upon the whatnots—or whatsnot,
perhaps I should say—here and there.
Cheerful and Appetizing.

All is cheery and appetizing, especially to
the weary mind and the tired and spent
brain. erc we see several white, ghost.
dance garments from Wounded Kuee, upon
which the blood yet looks nice and fresh.
Hert is a larze Westward hoe with which an
irritated farmer killed several ot his chil-
dren in an unguarded moment. Over yon.
der is the somewhat battered and knock-
kuneod charcer formerly belongiag to Herod's
somewhat morbid daughter.

Many relies, from the early history of
erime and horror to (hat of the present day,
are here—here to please, to beguile and to
perpetuate. Yonder is the cloven helmet of
a Havmarket policeman, and back of it a
model of the gallows on which the Anarchists
were hanged.

Comfortable solitude is said to be the ob-
ect of the London eluh, and in this respect
it is doubtless modeled after the White-
chapel Club, of Chicago, Bolitude, sur-
rounded by a wealth of brass knuckles,
highbinders’ knives with fresh gore on them,
freshened each day by the Armour abattoirs,
and skeletons from which ever and anon
a vertebra, a patella or n few phalanges fall
with a startling yet sodden plunk on the
deadened floor, may surely be found here.

Endowed by Jack the Ripper.

The Whitechapel Club, of Chicago, was
endowed some two years ago by Jack the
Ripper for the purpose of engendering a
mbre fraterpal feeling toward humanity,
and also to ndvance intellectual refigement
and encourage thought waves. Realizing
the uncertainty of life,'he desired, he said,
to rpetuste his name in this way., *'I
might be cat down at any time,"” said he,
“‘zs mr night work, of course, is one of con-
stant exposure to the unwholesome atmos-
phere of London. Desides,” he added,
“‘there is & growing feeling of antagonism
toward me here. Sometimes 1 think I
would like to try the climate of America,
but I am afraid I would get run over and
killed by the professional drunkards who
drive drays over people in New York, or i
I came to Chicago I might get ‘binged’ and
die of pneumonis. Bo, perbaps, I am as
well off here among friends, suppressing
viee and evading the keeo-eyed police, as I
would be in America, where the secial evil
does not as yet own the town,

*Do all that you ean,"” he sajd, *to make
the club cheerful and bright. I send by
this steamer a gray plaid shawl, stiff with
the goreof No. 3. It will make a mice
piano cover, I think. Could you not ar-
range with the city to combine vonr dining

WHITECHAPE L
LU

In the Whilechapel Club,

room with the cily morgue, so that rent
could be saved and your dining hall have
abount 1t a home-like air which money alose
cannot procure?

Gets the Blues at Times.

“I am almost discouraged at times when I
see how slowly I am getting along with my
great work locking toward the smppression
of viee, but I will not give up. I am de-
termined to press on and carve my way to
fame. Keep up the kindest club spirit,
and yet admit no one who has ever led a
life of shame. We cannot be too careful, I
think, in this regard.

*] am going ont sgain this evening to sees
if I can catch up = little with my work, I
am unw away behind. When I get this job
done I am thinkiog of operating on a tew
titled Englishmen who need killing very
much. Iam very anxious to be through
with my work, for, as I say, it keeps me
away irom home so much utnight, Fly
swiltly ronod, ye wheels of time, and bring
the welcome day!

*Miss Bompard, of Paris, wishes to con-
tribute to the club a trunk, searf, ete., for
our dining room. They will be seat within
a few weeks,”

I wish I had more time o spesk of the
bric-a-brac of the Whitechapel Club, but
huva not, of course. Saffiee it thar, with
the walls covered over with bones, blood-
stnined cleavers, knives and slung shots,
with a loasded door spring billy here, and
over there the dried and weather-beaten boot
of asoldier from the Custer battiefield, in
which the boues of the dool could still be
sean, the presideut apologized for the ab-
sence of 11 skeletous which had been loaned
to a well-known physician for scientific pur-
poses. He said that to him the absence of
these 11 skeletons seemed to leave the room
sort of bare and inhospitable.

The World's Fair Plans.

The World's Fair is getting on firstrate,
A nice little building is erected now
in which to store the plaus. This is a great
stride, The plansare valued at §500,000. I
wounld not give that lor them, ot course, but
that is becanse I am not a plan collector.
My fanoy does not run in that direction.

{'ha flying machiue, or air ship, is at the
old Exposition building. It is quite buoy-
ant, and hobs around at a great rate. Itiis
about as liable to be success(ul aerial nayi-

tion, according to the general opinion, as
gooldwnimolﬂ ia is ta

there and build their

On Sunday I went to Central Music Hall
to hear Prof. Bwing. He is o plain man,
with iron gray hair, cut straight scross at
the neck, like Mr, Beecher's and John the
Baptist's. He is tall and serious Jooking,
but able, ah ! how able he is !

The day was very rainy, and I plodded
through the mud feeling that L was doing a
noble thing to actas Prof. Swing’s audience
on such a day. But others were there,
Slowly the audience room filled up, and
when the organ struck up s nocturne with
enckoo 1nterlude, and the organist was feel-
iug around over the features of his instru-
ment for some new stons to pull out, the
seats were comfortably filled, and remained
so till the service was over. Tiere was mo
choir. “The organist sat by himsell up in.
the loft, and toyed with the valves nnd
things, unmoved and unvexed by the young
people wiio geaerally eat butterscotch and
talk like a theater party while not voealiz-
ing. Aslender voung man with a far away
and peasive look led the congregation in
song by means of a small baton which he
waved to and fro, but which be did not of-
fer to play on.

Nye Does a Great Act.

I borst forth soto song, I eould not help
it. People uear me looked sround, struck
by my strange, wild melody. Some seemed
startled, Othera were visibly affected, and

Bursling Into Song,

wounld have repented if they had been en-
couraged, I thiok, Couviction could be
aeen on their faces; also remorse and sorrow
for the past,

One man read a newspaper during the
enrly part of the service. I could hearan
usher near we cossing him for his lack of
reverence but, the man went _on reading
abont the baccarat scandal in England, and
of how a brighs little child in Michigan
had recently been boiled in a kertle of hot
maple sap.,

Before and all throngh the services the
rattle of the lesson leal was very disturbing,
especially to those who desired to hear and
criticise the pruyer. I wonld suggest the
lenther covers used in restaurants some-
timies for these hymn slips to deaden the
sound and keep them clean, They would
n;u rattle themselves or the speaker so much
then.

Prof. Bwing "is a great big brainy man.”
He does not get his sermons from the worn
wax cylinders of his mind, or resl off the
thunken thoughts of men now dead and
turned to dust. He isa big, broad man, in
the shade of whose mighty think works, to
use a simile ot his own, the little poison
weeds of doubt and distrust die out and dis-
appear. Great minds, ike great trees, get
all the sunlight, and the breeze, and the
ozoue, or whatever it is which they uire
in their business, and at their feet the litile
measly jimson weeds ol schism and those
things curl up and die. Meantime, far
above, and refusing to mookey with the
trivial dogmas and the palid, poxions
growth beluw, the brave, big tree tosses its
grand old arms about, and the birds come
pests and spoon
around in the early spring, nnd thank God
for the beantifal and the iully old universe,
so free to use temporarily aud toen return in
good order to the Creator. '

Applauded With His Umbrella.

David seemed to koow that I was there,
and so he spoke well. I applanded him
once with my umbrelis, but was reproached
for it by & heavier-set man thau I am, so did
not earry it {0 excess,

Bpeaking of General Sherman Prof. Swing
snid: “Whata glorious thing it is for ns
that God never repeats himsel!! He gives us
un man equally great in some ways for the
dne we have lost, but never again the same
arrangement of talents. Whata grand man
was General Shermanl A charaeter like his
has an eternal monopoly of iiself, The
perfect man has the affections, the under-
standing and the will equally balanced.
The scholar is ant 1o cultivate his under-
standing ot the expense of his will and his
affections.”’

Thus be becomes & bloodless, flabby hun-
gerer for more books, more problems, more
to read; a loveless, abuormal man, alo
sided copartnership between a wabbly will,
a weak affection and a cerebral tapeworm.
(The Innguage is not Pro. Swing's—onl
the idea, the thought germ, The word-
painting 1s mine.)

So, likewise, the drunkard and the liber-
tine allow the nffections to run away with
the will aud the understanding, while the
stubborn man permits his will 1o ride with
Mexiean spurs over his affections and his
‘understanding. e has firmoess, and that
isall. He does not love anvbody or know
anything. He is the greatest anthropoid
jackass of the age in which he lives.

BiLy Nye,

BAVING THE PENKIES.

How a Philadelphin Bank Encourages the
Young to Thrift
Pliladelphla Record,)

Ot the wany wafs that have been devised
of late to encourage the children of the land
in treasuring up their stray penpies, in the
hope of developing
them into respect-
ablebank accounts,
the scheme mow in
use by the West
Philadelphia Say-
ing Fand is prob-
ably the most
uniqne as well as
practical. This
organization, which is a branch of the West
Philadelphin Bank, has been in existence
less than six months, durivg which time the
pumber of its depositors has totaled over a
thousand. )

Being aware that many would hesitate in
bringing small amounts to the bunk, the
directors of this institution hit upon the
idea of supplyving depositors with a recep-
tacle for their spare change until they would
have sufficient to make nreunecr.a_bledepn&t.
These were pgiven to the depositors on the
latter paying $3 as security for the return of
the bank. The safe is made ol niekel-
plated brass, with combination locks and is
highly orpamental and econvenient. The
money thus deposited can be only taken
out at the offics of the Savings Fund, as the
officers retain the keys. Oneof these is in-
serted iu the hole made in the froot, while
the other relieves the lock and opens the
bank by being placed in the hole on the
side. A passbook is given to each depos-
itor, and the 83 lait as security is eredited
to their account.

Authors to Go Into Printing.

The anoouncement by cable that Walter
Besant, Willinm Black and others are talk-
ing abont organizing = soeiety of English
suthors to establish in New York a print-
ing hounse where first copies of their books,
necessitated by the new copyright law, can
be printed simultaneousiy with the making
of

crawl out of its hole some night lu‘n!lnb_d

d‘; book in England, is hailed by the
Bie good Biinge

on as simply a foretaste of
ings to come under the new law,

Without It There Can Be No Begin-
ning of a Life That Is Bettet.

ST, PAUL’S IDEA OF BIMSELF,

A Long Distands Betwesen Human Imperfac-
: tlen and Perfection.

OUR KATURE ESSENTIALLY BIKPUIL

IWRITTEN FOR THE DIRPATOM.1

The first step toward anything better is to
recognize that there is something better.
All progress begins with the realization of
defect. When a man gets discontented there
13 some hope for him. Owue day Thorwald-
sen carved a slatue which satisfied him, He
flung down his chisel in despair, He knew
that he had come to the end of his srt.

The prodigal in the parable came at last
into a condition of profound discontent.
His feast was followed by a famine, He
fell upon evil fortunes., He bagan to be in
want. That was the best thing that had
happened to bim since he left his father’s
honse. Tt was then, in the midst of his
want, that he came to himself. He recog-
nized that he was badly off. He realized
that he had made an evil bargain. He
began to think about his home, about all
those better conditions which had once
entered into his life, and which he had lost
out of it. He perceived that even the hired
servants who worked on his father’s farm
were better off than be was, At the same
time, he was sure that this betier condition
was still possible for him. Anyway, he
eould improve upon this life among the

igs. 8o he set his face toward home and

tter living.
The Convlction of Sin.

This is the history of all amendment and
relormation. Then comes a famine, and
men begin to be in want. For the first time
they realize what they are and where they
are. A great discontent takes hold upon
them. The name of this condition of mind,
in the language of religion, is the convie-
tion of sin,

The emphatic word of the Christian rel-
izion, on the divine side of it, is the word
“salvation;"" and the word which eorre-
sponds to that, on the human side, is the
word *'sin.” Christ ecamie to save us from
our sins. Not to save us simply from the
punishment which onur sins deserve: that is
not the meaning of salvation. Not lo save
us at some far distant day [rom beiug con-
signed to the company of the devil aud his
angels in the dreadful abodes of hell: that is
not the salvation which Christ came to
bring. He came to save usfrom our sins—
now, in this life, in the fuce of our every-
day temptations, to save ue from our sins.
Itis evident that our recard lor Him, onr
estimate of the valué of His life and death,
cur sense of our own personal need of Him,
will depend upon vur realization of our own
sinfulness. If we have no sin, we have no
need of a Savior, If oursins which need
forgiveness are but few, then our love for
Him who forgives our sins will be propor-
tionately small. If weure hiving a prett
good life, with which we are fairly we
content, the probability is that religion has
not much meaning for wvs. Christ wasa
man of ideal character, a teacher of supreme
anthority in ethies, a saint aod a bero
pleasant to think about—but nething more.
The meaning of religion, and the place
which Christ holds in the regard of our
souls, rest upon our sense of sin.

The Confession’ of Sin.

We all need this deepening of the sense
of sin. We need a renewed and emphasized
consciousness of the-faect of sin, as it touches
us, *“*Oh, God, the Father of Heaven, have
merey upon us, miserable sinuers!” We
pray that, but do wg mean it? The words
are on our lips; do they honestly come out
of our hearts? *"Miserable sinnere.”
that pname fairly deseribe us? All these
well-dressed, weli-behaved people, all this
good company of respectable men and
women, is that what we really are, miser-
able sioners? All the time committing
miserable sins, in thouzht, word and dead,
provoking most justly God’s wrath and in-
dignation against us, bearing about an in-
tolerable burden of transgression? Are we
miserable sinners?

At lesst, we are miserably sell-deeeitinl,
Because that belongs to human nature,. We
will undoubtedly get a truer sense of sin
if we examine ourselves. That is a good
exercise for the season just ended—the exer-
cise of sell-axnmination.

Take the ten commandments, one by one,
putting Christ’s ioterpretation upon them.
Remember that the first of the command-
nients is summed up in this sentence:
“T'hou shalt love the Lord thy God with all
thy heart, and with all thv souni, and witn
all thy mind.” Remember that "“Thou
shult do no murder,” forbids all anger, all
untruthfulness, all neglect or refusal to for-
give; and that “Thou shult not commit
adultery” forbids every impure thought;
and that “Thou shall not steal" forbids the
vyery smallest dishonesty, interferes with
hali a hundred convantionalities of trade;
and that **Thou shall not bear false witness
against thy neighbor' forbids all unneigh-
borly speech, all unkind comment, all
pleasure in scandal, und coes straicht
azninst a fourth part (at least) of ordinary
conversation. HRead these ten eommand-
ments and ask voursell questions,

The Vows of

Aund then take the vows of b.{nl.inm. You
are to renounce the devil and all his works,

the pomps and vaoities of this wicked world,

and all the sinful lusts of the flesh., Think

that over slowly, and compare your life

with it

And then take the sermon on {he Mount,
study the beatitudes. Are you huogry and
thirsty after righteousness, meek, poor in
epirit,making penee, shosing merey. Look
at the verse where Christ asks for a right-
eousness which shall exceed that of all the
moral seribes and pharisees. See what He
says about loving your enemies, and about
having your tressure in heaven, and about
thinkiog very little about what we shalls
eat, and what we shall driok, and where-
withal we shall be clothed, but setting first
the kiugdom of God and His rizhteousness,
Is all this true of you? .

But even this is not the whole of it. Our
Lord’s deseription of the Final Judgment
shows that we shall be held 1o neeount not
only for our actual words, and thbughts, and
deeds, but for our opportunities. . This and
that ye have not done, is the indictment.
Day by day, we are surrounded by oppor-
tunities innumerable, We bave a thousand
chances to guide, to connsel, to help, to
winister, to influence. Probably we let
nine hundred and seventy-five of them go
by daily. This you might have done; thus
and thus you might have expended vour
time, your ability, your money; and yon
did it net. Who will elaim that he lives up
to his opportunities?

Depeonds Upon the Ideul

The ideal thas we set before us makes all
the difference in the world in our estimate
of onr success in character. It is certain
that everybody who has a contented opinion
of his own life, and is not conscious of
grave defects in it, and bas no senseof the
sinfulness of i, is following some other
ideal than that which ought to be set belore
the henrts of Christinns. The life of Christ
is the measure for our life. In proportion
as we study that life, and learn how it was
lived, and get closer to it and so see it
clearer, we will discover how to estimate
ourselves.

By and by we will come to uppreciate
what St. Paul meant when, a years of
tollowing Christ, he wrote beside the sen-
tence in which he spoke of Christ’s coming
to save sinners, ‘‘of whom I am chief.” He
meant thst there was only one sinner in the
world with whom he was perfectly ae-

uainted, and that sinner’s name was Paul,

ad he kuew what a sivner Puul was. You
know how it is when you open the shutters
and let all the light into the room. If a:z:
thing is out of p if there is dust or
order in the room, you will see it. The’
dusk all that. Let the light of the

realization of sin, mx-pén mm aod
you may go about for years, og
you m’ism of sinners, deceiviog your
own soul. |

We are all under tia.‘nrhl:.u udm.

hteous, not one. ve sinoed
ﬂu‘d come d:.l of the glory of God.

' Sin Dwelleth in Men.

This is bad enough, but even this is not
the whole of it, To facts about our
sins, we have to add still another fact—the
fact of win. It is not only that day by da
we do wrong, and think wrong, and l‘pﬁ.‘
wrong. It is notonly that there is a defeet
and a misd in our haads and in our
lips, There W something the matter with
our hesrts. “Sin dwelleth in me," says St
Paul. “For I know that in ma?nlhtb no
good thing: for to will is present with me,
but how to perform that which is- good I
know not, For the good that I would I do
not; but the evil that I would not that I do.
I finda law that when I would do good,
evil is present with me. O wretehed
that Inm, who shull deliver me from the
body of this death.”™

If we really know ourselves, we know
that atl these words are true sbout our-
selves, There is something radically and
prafoundly wrong. We recognize this

learly enough in our dealings with chil-

0. We kuow that if human nature is
lelt to itself, leit to grow up and flower and
bear fruit as' 1t will, the result will bea fear-
ful harvest of sin. So we set saleguards
and correctives in the way." We try to
change that. Human nature is essentially
sinful. There is in everyone of us a tend-
ency toward sin.

What then is sin? The parable defines it
well enough. Sin means separation irom
God. The prodigal departs into a far coun-
try. There lie spends his substunee which
his father has given bim upan objects which
he knows very well his father would not ap-
prova of, That is what sug ie. It is u de-
parture {rom the obedience of God, It is a
spending of time and interest npon that
which is against God, It is a consequent
avoidance of the face of God and a shun-
ning of the thought of God.

The Wages of Sin Is Death,

The outcome of all this 1s plain. The
waees of sio is death. Whatsoever a man
soweth that shall he also reap. We areall
the time sowing the seeds of evil. Sin con-
tinued in means separation from God for-
ever. And that is death everlasting. That
is what sin leads to, It leads down into the
pit. Tlnie consequence of it is misery up-

= .

Sin is spiritual disease. It lays hold upon
our souls. If, by some sort of magie, there
could be a revelation of our souls, so that
the soul should be made visible, and we
could see it—what a sight, what 2 hospital
of sick souls! Bome maimad, some dwarfed,
some starving, some seized with loathsome
maladies, horrible to look mpou! None
righteous, no, not one! None whaole*aud
sound, no, not one! What aa infirmary of
souis! And everyrbody knows well encugh
what nocheeked disease results in. Death is
at the end ofit. Thus we are in dauger of
losing our souls.

Whozaver would learn anything more
about the meaning of sin, he can read it on
the cross. There it is written plain in
svug:ody'u eyes. Sio isso dreadful that
the Sou o! God was contens to dis to save us
from it. I weare inclined to make light of
it, toset it down as im tion, to explain
it as the remainder of our “brute inherit-
ance,”” and thus to quiet the warnings of our
conscience—there is no cross. What does
the cross mean, if it don't mean the exceed-
ing dreadfulness of siu?

The Maludy of the Soul

Weall are sinners excesdingly. This is
the coneclusion of the 'whole matter. We
are setting our faces in & wrong direction,
away from God. We ars walking steadily
aloog a path which falls presenyly into a
pit without a bottom. We are sick with a
disease whieh threatens the very death of
our souls. Unlessi—we have made the great
discovery, There is no help for us—uniess
we have found or shall find the helpar.
Grant us a guide who shall set us in a better
path which leads to lifes Send usa physi-
cian who can heal the malady of our soul.
That is what we want. And if we do want
that, then, s I said at the begianing, there
is hope for us. The prodigal came to him-
self. He looked about him; and a supreme
discontent eame over him, He realized
where he was, away off from his father's
home. Then he turned abour. So will we
in proportion as we are convicted of sin,
We will be dissatisfied with our unsatisfy-
ing lives. There will come a great longin
into our hearts to be beiter. We will rea
ize the need of hélp. .

That is where religion begina. Religion
is belp. That s wiere the love of Christ,
which Is the heart of religion, his its source.
We need help, and here is the Helper. We
want a guide, and here is the Way, the
Truth, and the Life. 'We desire a physician,
and here 1s the Divine Physician of our
souls. ‘“We all like sheep have gone astray.
We have turned every one to hisown way,
and the Lord hath lsid upon him the
iniqoiky of us all.” Hera at last is sure

vagion. And we turn to Christ with
hands outstretehed and hearts full of love.
O wretched man that T am, who shall deliver
me from the body of this death? I thank
Goad, eries the a le, through Jesus Christ
our Lord. For this is a true sayinz and
worthy of all men to be received, that Christ
Jesus came into the world to save sinners.
GeonGce HoDGES,

THEY BRIDLED TEE SCOLD,

Awful Panishment to Which Women Were
Subject at One Time.
New York Press. ]

An instrument of punishment formerly
much used in England, but never in this
conntry, was the “brank,” or “‘scold’s
bridle,”” or “‘wossip’s bridle,” used on women,
1t consisted of a crown framework of iron,
which was locked upon the hedf and was
armed in front with a gag, a plate or sharp-
cutting knife or pointewhich was placed
in the mouth so as to prevent the tongue
being moved without it being cut in a
horrible manner. With this cage upon
her head and with the gag pressed and
locked against ber tongue, the misersble

creature, whose sole offense perhaps was
that she had raised her voice in definse of

The Bridle in Position,

her socinl rights against 3 brutal or besotted
husband, or had spuken honest truth of
some one high in office in the fown, was

raded through the streets led by a chain
g:!d in the bands of the bellman, the
beadle or the constable, or else she was
chained to the pillory, the whippiog post or
the market eross, and subjected to every
coneeivable insult without even the power
left het of askiog for merey or of promising
smendmenat for the future; and when the
punishment was over she was turned out
from the town hall msimed, disfigured, faint
and degraded, to'be the sabject of comment

and jeering among her bors, and to be
ed by ber persecutors.
Income of New York Doctors.

A prominent New York doctor saysthe
bright young men of his profession in that
city are makisg from $1,200 to $3,000a
a

Newly-Discovered Facts About the
Pictures the Sun Paints,

TINTS WHICH 5O MAN EVER SAW,

'
I

Taking Pholographs on Newspapers, Leaves
and Blocks of Woed,

SNAP BHOTS AT THE BABY FISHES

FWHITTEN FOR THE DISPFATCH.)

Whatever may be accomplished eyente
ually in the way of reproducing eolors of
permanence by photography, the process lor
doing this, newly discovered by M. Lipp-
mmon, is scarcely to be considered yet as
more than one of the many curiosities of &
marvelous art, Some day before very long,
doubtless, this or other methods will be so
far perfected that the taking of people’s
portraits with the coloring of the originals
will be practicable; great paintings will be
copied imperishably—thongh time must de-
stroy the paintiogs themsélves—with the
camers, and the same apparatus will be
utilized for making the sun himaself do iand-
scapes in the twinkling of an eye with all
the tints of nature. i

With relation to the ultra-red and infrae
violet, invisible to the human eye,which the
French Academician finds exhibited asblack
bands in his reproduction of the colorsin the
rainbow, Prof. Langler, Secretary of the
Smithsonian Iastitution, has made some
ustonishing discoveriesrecantly. The ultra-
red is to the Jeft of the red end of the rain-
bow, while the infra-violet is to the right of
the violet end, the length of the rainbow be-
ing in this manoer added to in Loth direc-
tions,

Widening the Rainbow.

‘What could be more interesting than thess
hues unkvown to us, to whieh, so Prof,
Langley says, roses and other flowers nwe
much of the exquisite beauty of their eolor-
ing? By an instrument of his own iaven-
tion, inexpressibly delicate, which he calls
& “bolometer,” this famous scientist has
traced the rainbow to more than twice ils
visible length. The contrivanee—a thin
film of iron, through which a curreat of
electricity is passed—is movad along over a
rainbow, east by the san through a prism,
registering the heat of the hiddea rars by
the interruption of the current. In this way
it is made known that we are actually able
to see but & small fraction of & rainbow,
Who can tell what gorgeouscolors, different
from any ever béleld by man, lie concenled
to his imperfect vision along the path be-
yond the violet and the red?

It is amazingz how simple and evident
some inventions are, when once they are hit
wpon. It was the Emperor Nero who used
the first eyeslass—a monocle, by the way.
He was near-sighted, and he found thata
certain big coneaveemerald in his jewel eol-
lection enabled him to see with a mueh im-
proved vision what went on in the cireus at the
gladiator shows. HIis notion was that the gea
was magical, but there was the original presy-
opie lens, if enly any one had bad ihe wit 1o
look through it with the znze of seientific specu.
lation. But no ane did, and so it was not for 15
centuries that spectacies were invented,

A Newspaper Is Sensitized.

To make a pbotograpb, the most important
requirement isa surface thatis sensitive to
light. You imagine that chemistry is required
to wake such a surface, but that is oot true.
The mnewspaper on wihich these words are
printed has a sensitized surface. Tear off this
page, when you ars through readiog it and it
will make you a very fair photographic print,
il yom will lay a glnsa negu.lre upou it and ex-
pose it to the san for a while,

Imagine yoursell cast away upon an umine
bapited 1sland. Hapmly you bave presgrved
ium' hat, your spectucles and a note bouk. You

t one of your spectacie lenses intothe crown
ot your hat and cut a strip of bark to close up
the epening intended for your head. Thatisa
camera. Next you tear a page from your note-
book, previously dried, and rub it ower with
some juolce saueeczed from dowers. Flower
juiee is an admirabie sensitizing wediam;a few
years ago it wasutilized to some. extent in
photographiy. The page thus sensitized you
attach inside to the bark-back of the hat, and
your photograph is soon made upon the A
without the intervention of a negative. But
you might not have a hat, nor s les, oor
yeta notebook; but you counld surely make
some sort of & box with a very small holen one
side and a big leaf attached to the back. In
the absenco of 3 lana, the small bole dues very
woll 1o omeentrate the rays of lighs uron the
leaf, which has, ks all leaves, s sensitive sar-
face. Thus yun obiain your Ehmoguph. A
smooth plank of wood has a highly sensitive
sarface. Itis wortn menGioning, by the wary,
that atraveler in the Arctic regions couid
make a very respectabis lens out of a cake of

ice.
Some Novel Applications,

The uuriosities of photography are only bee
ginning to be discoversd. Some photographs
were made the other day by telescope of the
status of America—vulzarly supnosed to rep-
resent the Goddess of Liberty—on the dome of
the capitol. Some very interesting photo-
grapiis have been madeat the National Ma.
seum, Washington, of mushrooms in progress.
ive stages of growth. One scries represeats
the d@evelopment and propagation of the
“fairy-ring” mushroom, respecting which so
many pretty superstitlons fancies are current
Eacn rin, begun with a singla mushroom,
which, when it decays, 1s replaced by a number -
of little ones. ‘The latter multiply rapidly,
and the exhaustion of :he nutritive material
1n the soil canses those in the midale to die out
for wan: of susienance, §0 thai the outaids
ones gradually s ousw untili 3 ring of
perhaps as muoch as four op
five foet in diametar. Fairfes might ind &
pleasant piace to trip in within the circle thus
madg, bnt. alas! there 13 no evidenca that
find repose between the turns upon the daioty
little stools.

Another thing which pho hy has been
used to illustrate, by the Fish Commission in
this instance. is the crowth of the shad in the
ogE. At the begmnning 3 microscopic pollywog
from the “mili"” of a male Nsh makes its m
into ouo of a myrind egus of the fewnle
through a littie hole in the siin of the szg and
thus wives life (o the germ.  When this has bat
$ust bown accowplished, the egy, magnified 100
times in the pho aph, shows the younyg fish
in the shape of a dark spot on one sitle. This
dark spot in su uent daily pietures becomes
rapidly larger, unsil it i» seen to deveicp a tall
and Gnally to escape from tho shell.

" Bookmaking by Photography.

Ons of the most wonderful ases of photogs
raphy recently devised is that by which a
whole sdition of a bouk |s turned out automat-
feally by the cameia. A singie page s repro-
duced at a time, a cleckwork device belngso

. that, by the !h::ﬂn;tntha cuu::lm
mrip ol puper, tue negalive of the page nts
cnpg afrer copy, each blank belng expused for
just the necessary tiuie,

A carious surt of compeaite photography
has recontly been tried with human skalls, of
which it was attempted m this way 10 obtain
representative types tor scientific
For example, a com was made of &
'numuer ol murderers’ skulls, The Govern-
ment Lighthouse Board also has empl
photograpby lately for the ‘En.mun of Gnding
m‘:t":::at sort of lamp gave Lhe greatest amouns
L T

Pertiaps the most extraordinary application
of phoiography “hat it s prsaible 1o mention
is found in muliiform mechanical processag
used at the present day for the Teprod
of pletures. In thellustratiog of
the art of womdl-cutting bas Lecn al
v superseded by photo-engraving in one shape

i

or another. Until recently it was m-
possible to reprodnce in this way anyl but
a drawiog com 1of lines: hutnow even a

It Lo copied off-hand in the shape ot
rcga:?m siupls device of placing a gause
screan between the piciure and the ..:a
the netwark of rhe gauzs breaking up the
oy h';:g:l‘.:'l ol acegmplishing
ducible. A muoc
this, however, mmmdgb“w

it 1o tho LeSAPRPOtN O S day sess
Th find in
peautiful_enzravings of actual werks of art,

done withina few hours, which would have
nk:- the hand-workmas sot leog mmm
£ Baouz
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