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TIME ENOUGH.

Two little
Dne gathered nuts, the other had none,
“Time enough vet,” his constant refrain,

squirrels ont in the sun;

“Summer iz only just on the wane.”

Listen, my ehild, while I tell vou his fate;
He rouse
Duwan fell the snow from the pitilisa clouds

And gave little squirrel aspotless white shroud.

Two little boys fn a schoolroom were placed;
Dne always perfect, the other disgraced.

“Time enongh yet for my learning.’' he seid,
o | willh clnl:l.n& by and by, from the foot to the
C

Listen, my darling: Their locks have turned
Eray.

Dne ae a governor s sitifog to-dav;

The other, a pauper, looks out at the door

Of- the almshouse,and idles his days as of yore,

Two kinds of penple we meet every day;
Dne is &t work, the other at play,

Living uneared for, dyving unknown,

The business hive hath ever a drone.

Tell me, my child, il the squirrels have taught
The lesson I long to impart in your thought.
Answer me this, and my story is done,
Which of the two would you be, little onet

— The Methodist.

THE TALE OF A PITCHER

The Mysterions Circumstantial Evidence
of a Household Sensation.

BY ELIZABETH PHIPPS TRAIN.

“Madame, I cannot find the smasll
silver pitcher!”

“Which pitcher, Julie?”

*“The one for the cream, madame.
I do not remember seeing it since
madame’s coflee was served last even-
ing. Perhaps madame has sent it
somewhere?!’

“No, I know nothing of it. Search,
scarch, Julie, it must have gotten out
of sight.”

“Alas! madame, I
vain; it is nowhere to be found

Aund such proved, indeed, to be the
pase. We looked and hunted every-
where, not a nook or corner, probable
or mmprobable, did we leave unsearched
in our endeavor to discover the missing
article. And, at last, I was obliged
sorrowfully to uabandon all hope of ever
again seeing my little cream-ewer.

Now, from those who have not for
inher.ted possession a real love and
pride I cannot expect sympathy in my
m:sfortune, but perhaps a knowledge
of the intrinsic value of the heirloom
may awake an interest which would,
for the merely sentimental character
of my loss, be missing. The pitcher
wis a thoroughly unique little affair of
the purest silver, most curiously shaped
and exquisitely wrought. Its design
was that of a dragon, the tail forming
the handle and the hideous mouth, in
the upraised head, stretched to a
frightful widih to permit the escape of
the sweet, vellow fluid for which it
was purposed. The wicked, baleful
fire of the gleam ng eyes was due to
two large emeralds of considerable
value and of such lustre that they
really seemed to impart adiabolie life
1o the monster.

My great-grandfather, an English-
man, had long filled a diplomatic post
at St. Peterburg, and had brought home
from the Russian eapital many
valuable and interesting souvenirs, gifts
from the warm [riends his long resi-
dence there had drawn about him. This
little pitcher had been presented to
him by a beauotifui woman of high
rank. or archduochess, the story ran,
who had become greatlv attached to
the handsome English ambassador, and
who had herself received it as a wed-
ding gift. On one of the creature’s
flanks was engraved a tiny crest, that
of a small dragon surmounted by a cor-
onct and underneath were two tiny let-
ters, U. V., while on the other the fair
donor had caused to be inseribed the
coat-of-arms  of my ancestor. The
antiquary can well understand my grief
at the loss of so curious and ancient a
possession, while he who prizes objects
merely for ther marketable value, may
appreciate my sorrow at the theft
of my valuable emeralds.

I am not rich, and live in a small but
cozy little flat in New York, with one
gervant to attend to my wants and ad-
minister my houschold economy. I
have met with what people call reverses,
and am obliged to practice, a not very
stringent, but moderate economy. I
have my vanities, one of which is that
all myv surroundings shall be such as
become a lady, and that my ordinary
service and appointments shall be of as
dainty and elegant a nature as [ can
afford. Having many relies of former
wealth, I am able to make my menage
quite in accordance with my desires,
and though my apartments lack con-
siderably in dimens.ons. yettheir small
proportions contain articles of verta
which would notshame a more palatial
abode. 1love to eat from fine china
and sip my tea from fragile. dainty cups,
and evidently I am not alone in my
fancy, for rarely do I take my after-
dinner coffee alone, and about my pret-
ty little Chippendale table are often
gathered men and women whose names
represent much of the wit and talent
of New York.

Even on that very evening when I pour-
ed for the lasttime the ivorv stream
from my dragon’s ugly mouth, I had
entertained a really Dbrilliant little co-
terie. There had come to me mv old
and dear friend, Henrv Farnsworth,
who for many years had been one of
New York’s most brilliant art erities,
and whose fam liarity with the mu-
sical and artistic circles of the metrop-
olis rendered h:m an authority on all
gossip connected therewith. With
him had come his nephew, a man who
direeted the publication of one of our
most prominent journals. Coffes had
iust been brougzht in when Mary Van
!Vort. who had been a school friend of
m ne, and who was now mistress of a
gorgeous eal:'tblishlnenl. appeared, also
bringing = friend, a v_h::rmmg woman
of perhaps 30 years, whose rare he:isll'\'
,_.m"pu][c.l our instant :1:!;111ruu{n1. She
was a foreigner, a Swede, Lthink, and
was visit ng Mrs, Van Vort, to wiom
ghe had brouzht letters of introluction
from our minister to Sweden. who was
a brother-in-law to her lhostess.

| never saw i more charminr n 1t-

have looked in

1

him at last, but he ronsed too Intes:

1

of self-conscionsness. She was ex-
tremely blonde, with such glorious
warm gray eyes, shining lustrously
from beneath long, dusky lashes,
above which were finely-pencilled eye-
brows of the same dark hue, which
formed a curious contrast to her gold-
en halr.  She had a perfeet command
of our language, though she spoke it
with a winning little accent, which ad-
ded another charm to her already suf-
ficient share, She had travelled much;
and I was a little shocked and disap-
pointed at seeinz her, after daintily
sipping her coffee, detach from her
chatelaine, where many odd trinkets
were suspended, a small cigarette case
of repousse gold, from which she ab-
stracted a tiny cigarette and, with a
lovely smile, murmuring *Have I
your permission, madame?’’ place it
between her perfect lips. There was
nothing unfeminine in her manner,
but the action shocked my old-fash-
ioned prejudices, though as the small
object was being consumed 1 could not
but admire the rare grace and perfect
ease of her every gesture.

One other guest completed the circle
in my salon that evening, He was an
Italian, a dark oliye-skinned son of the
south, who had not often been one of
my kaflee-klatsch. I could not, with
all my efforts, discover his real mission
to this country. He had been introduc
sd to me by a common friend who had
met him while traveling abroad, and
who had been greaily pleased by his
brilliant social qualities and by his
wonderful musical talent. De Vendosa
had asked my permission to eall and,
charmed by so gifted a being, I had
cordially welcomed him. This was
only the third time I had received him,
and that evening will be ever marked
by a white stone in my memory.

Every one of us had travelled exten-
sively and were thoroughlv acquainted
with foreign countries and customs.
The rare descriptions of persons and
places which were scattered so careless-
ly that night would have adorned the
finest works of travel. Such bon mots!
such epigrams! and then suchk musie!
My beloved little upright fairly awoke
to a new life under the wonderful
manipulation of M. DeVendosa. And
as the beautiful Swede responded to
our solicitations and poured a flood of
harmony from her fair white throat
broadeast into the room, we mutely
glanced from one to another in the
culminating rapture of an enjoyment
which was too deep for words.

And alas! such a festival must ever
be associated in my mind with my
irreparable loss! I bamoaned my mis-
fortune to Mrs. Van Vort, and she
shared my sorrow and advised all sorts
of schemes for the recovery of the heir-
loom. I told Dr. Farnsworlth of the
ill-luck which had befallen me, and he
promised to do all in his power to re-
pair it; and so affected was I by my
loss that I could not refrain from
speaking of it, on his next visit, to De
Vendosa.

“Do you remember the last evening
you passed with me?’ I asked, and
wondered a little at the rush of color
which of a suadden, dyed his dark
check.

“I do indeed, madame, he replied,
courteously with the gallantry of his
nation. “Can one who has onee par-
taken of madame’s charming hospitali-
ty ever cease to remember it?"

I acknowledged his flattering reply
and said, **Ahb, but monsieur, I wish to
reeall to you that one evening in partie-
ular, when you and Mme. Eriesson en-
chanted us with your beautiful music?”

“Perfectly, madame, perfectly,” he
replied; and then, as if impatient of the
subject, he moved towards the piano
saying, *‘will it please you if I give you
a little more music?”

I acquiesced of course and he plaved
for some time, improvising at intervals,
and finally gliding into astrange, weird
Swed:sh folk-song (with which Mme,
Eriesson had charmetd us on that mem-
orable evening), in the midst of which
he stopped suddenly, left the piano and,
approaching me, bade me a hasty,
though courteous farewell. He made
no apology for his abruptness, and I
could only account for it by remem-
bering the impulsive character of his
nation. But in recounting to Dr. Farns-
worth his evident impatience at the
subject of our conversation and his odd
ana mysterious actions, my good friend
looked a little suspicious and put me
through a rigid examination as to the
length of my acquaintance with the
young Italian and the value and genu-
ineness of his credentials.

*Perhaps he could tell you something
of the mysterious disappearance of the
pitcher,” he suggested.

“Nonsense!"" T replied, testily, for I
was really fond of the brilliant young
foreigner and felt uttterly sure that he
was as innocent of the theft - the doe-
tor himself.

“Can’t tell; foreigners, Italians es-
pecially, are apt to feel a strong predi-
lection for other’s goods. I think T'll
institute some inquiries concerning the
fellow.”

“You need do no such thing,” Isaid,
senuinely angry at his suggestion. I
would rather lose 50 cream jugs than
have that brilliant, lovable boy accused
of so mean a crime,”’

Time went on and T had to resign
myself to my loss. Julia was almost
as much distressed as I, as the months
rolled on and we heard nothing of the
pitecher. It was a little singular that
after that oddly-terminated call of De
Vendosa I should have seen nothing
more of him. He sent me a little note
a few days latter, apologizing for his
abruptness on the plea of extreme
nervousness caused by certain trouble
which had weighed heavily upon him
of late. That he did not entirely ex-
clude himself I learned from Mary Van
Vort, who brought Mme. Ericsson to
eall upon me several times and wh
spoke of his frequent visits to them.

O day I was sitting, idly reading a
novel by the fire, when Julia announced
«Mrs. Van Vort.”?  She came in look-
inz quite distressed and uncomfortable,
seemingly so absorbed in some subject
that she searce returned my salutations
before she beran: -

“Fanny dear, how long have youn
known M. DeVendosa?”

“How long? Oh, possibly a ;ear
Why?"”

Do vou know ansthine of his an'e-
cedents, or in fuct of his h story and
character, save as he appears in soc.-

gral manner nor a persH i more devo d | ety2”

Ui, conne Mary, whatdis 12 What
we vou anung at? Out with 0wt
bt 1 [ LS -
Yendosa save tlet Mrs. DeWite e
B oo Dtady and asked me (o <how
some k ndness, and as |

too glad to doso.
quest ons mean?”’

I spoke defiantly rather for 1
distrust and suspicion of my favorite in

ber manner, and was impatient of it |

and |

Shedrew her chair elose to mine
said in a low tone, with meaning in her
voice:

“You have never recovered your
pitcher, and DeVendosa was here the
evening on which it disappeared.”

“Well, well, you are telling me noth-
ing new!”

“Wat a moment. He has been a
frequent visitor at my hounse of late,
and twice, after his departure. have I
discovered that something of value has
disappeared from my rooms. Now,
what does it mean?"’

“I'm sure Idon’t know.,” I said eap-
tiously, for even I was a little stagger-
ed at this weight of evidence. *-Per-
haps your servants are dishonest, why
not suspect them?”’

“Why not suspect your Julia of hav-
ing taken your pitcher? No, were my
servants thieves they would not select
such articles as those which I have lost.
I feel doubly anxions, beeause I have
become really fond of Pauline Eriesson,
and 1 fear that she is forming an at-
tachment for your protege. I have not
mentioned my suspicions to her, know-
ing that they would distress her, but 1
must probe the mystery which sur-
rounds DeVendosa."

“I wish you suceess,”” I said ecrossly.
“But pray don’t come to me with any
more questions. and, if you discover
that Paola DeVendosa is a common
thief, 1 beg you not to take the trouble
of acquainting me with the fact. One
hates to be proved at fault in his pet
science, and if I, an old student of
physiognomy, have made such a tre-
menduous mistake in this man’s char-
acter, I don’t want to know . Now,
what about the opera?”’ And so I
resolutely shut my ears to her suspic-
ions.

I am very fond of children, old maid
though I be, and have a constant stream
of little visitors on bright afternoons.
My artisticsense and love of the beauti-
ful are gratified as well as my philopro-
genitiveness by the deliciously quaint
appearance of the lovely little ereatures
who, one and all, eall me “*Aunt Fan-
ny.”  What pictures they make in their
exquisitely dainty, rich costumes, with
their masses of dark and golden ecurls
falling upon the deep, Vandyke collars
of their plush coats, and their big, ser:-
ous and merry eyes gazing out from
beneath the thick picturesque banes
which frame their smooth, babyish
brows! They are most welcome visitors
and seldom find me wunprepared for
their reception. Perhaps I show 3
subtle wisdom in enhancing my own
atiractions by the added charmes of
delicate ecakes and bonbons; at all
events, they love to come and I love to
have them.

One day in Marech I am holding my
tiny court when the door is thrown
wide open and two new comers rash
into the room. Behind them appears
a white-capped bonnet, who is making
vain attempts to quiet their spirits.
They rush up to me and throw them-
selves tumultuous into my arms.

“Ob, Aant Fannyv, Aunt Fanny, we
have brought vou something yvou love;
fruess, cuess what it is!”

“Why vourselves, little geese,” I say.
stooping to kiss the glowing checks.

*No, no, wrong: it is something iet-
ter. eream. real cream from our place
at Staten Island. Marie, corochez toute
de suife.  She has it, Mavie has.”

“Really! How delicious! and so sweet
of you my darlings, but Marie may take
it to Julia who will put it in a cooler
place than this warm room.”

And the boune departs, glad, no
doubt. of the opportanity to have a little
chat with my maid. Tam testifyine
my gratitude to my small benefactors
by a liberal supply of sweetments, when
a sharp, shrill ery attracts my atten-
tion. In the doorway stands Julie, her
excitable French nature aroused to a
tremendous piteh, as she pours out a
voluable string of unintillizable senten-
ces. Isee that she holds something
aloft in her hand, but I am too near-
sighred to tell what it is.

“Julie,” I say in a tone of authority
which has its effect, **what is the mat-
ter?”

“But see, madame, it is »'est ez pas,
our’dear. little pitcher come back to
us!’

The little Ormstead had recognized
it before I. and now the elder burst
forth. indienantly:

“It is no such a thing. It is mam-
ma's own pitcher, Marie, Marie,
detes done, n'est ce pas que c'est d'
maman?

1 had by this time taken the little jug
fnto my hands, It was indeed my own.
miraculously and mysteriously restored
to me. There could be no doubt as to
its identity. Even were such a design
duplicated it would not bear the stamp
of my tamily arms and my creat grand-
parent’s initials. Still the children
clamored for the vindieation of their
mother's claims, and I could only
gilcence them by putting on my bonaet
and wrap and escorting them home, in
order to mnvesticate the matter. Mrs.
Ormstead was a comparative stranger
to me; that is, I knew her s= one knows
so many people in New York. 1 mel
her occasionly in society and we ex-
changed formal ecalls, but her lovely
children were the only .real bonds of
union between us. She welcomed me
very kindly and listened with much in-
terest and sympathy to my tule. When
I bad finished I said:

“] am sure, Mrs. Ormstead, you will
pardon my natoral desire to know how
the pitcher came into your possession.”

“Certainly,” she replied, *and I am
only sorry that I can help you so little.
I have had it but a few weeks and did
not know that the butler had put your

I do not know anvihoarrs of De- |

heart Iy Like |
and el re the youna fellow I was only |
HNow, what do your |

road |

cream into it, but ever since I have
owned it he has shown a great pride in |
its—beauty; shall I say, or ugliness? |
and I suppose a littie professional van- |
itv, on his own part, induced him to!
display it. My husband has a strong |
fancy for pitchers. Whenever he sees |

woalked int s the room with h's over
coat oo, amd e peenline baleing of
one of Lis poekets eused mueh lsnrch
ingr comment.  1iis a0 piteher!?” we all
excitme !, aml sur: coonzh he drew
out this little fve, whieh was greatly
admived, amd foenished a0 subject for
conjectur: aid comment for some tine.
He dewl seen it in the window of a
pawnshop, down town, had wone in and
purchased it.  That is uli 1 know con-
cerning it

I thanked her and asked, as delieate-
Iy as possible, to be allowed to repur-
chase it at the same price which Mr. |
Ormstead had g ven, but she called tu!
her two little ones and. placing the jug |
in their hands, bade them give it te
“Aunt Fanny” brimful of their love,

Determined now to trace the thief. T
sent that evening for Dr. Farnsworth
and asked him to place the matter in the
hands of detectives, amd having
learned the name of the pawnbroker,
from whom Mr, Omstead had brought
it, I gave him that as a busis of opera-
tions. I heard nothing of importance
for some time, and in the meanwhile,
Mary VanVort told me that she had
felt obliged to forbid DeVendosa her
house. Mme. Ericsson had finished
her visit amd was shortly to sail for|
Europe. I hoped to see her again be- |
fore her departure, as I continued to
feel a strong interest in the beautiful
woman. 1 was unsuecessful, however,
in finding her at her hotel when 1 ealled,
but one morning I received a note from
Mrs. VanVort saying that Mme. Er.es- |
son was to sal that afternoon, and if 1
would like to go down to see her ofl,
she would call for me in her eariage.
I sent back a pleased aceeptanee und
we reached the doek about half an
hour before the steamer sailed.

The lovely Swede had made manv
friends during her sojourn in New
York and her stateroom bore floral tes-
timony to her popularity. [ was a lit-
tle ashamed at my simple offering of
fragrant violets, but she placed them
on her breast with a charming smile !

BATHING.

A Cleun 01d Custom Handed Down
from Antigulity—"The Varfous Styles
of iaths, Thelr Ilistory and ( har-
acteristics.

If cleanliness comes next to godliness
Cineinpatians are near neighbors of
the godly, The average Cincinnatian
s a great bather,  Every house making
any pretensions to modern improve-
ment has its bath-room, wiule the pub-
lic buth-houses all agree that patronage
s good and steadly growing better.
What a panacea of allills the bath-tab
w! When vou have a bad cold you
1ake a bath; when your head aches you
take a bath. If you have a chill or a
laver, a pain or an ache, into the bath-
lub you plunge. If you're tired and

weary and dustv the first thing you
think of is a bath. 1f you've been out
all night with the boys the first place
you make for in the morning is the
bath-room. ©On oceasions of that kind
A bath feels as fine as a good night's
sleep and square meal thrown in., A
man always feels better and younger
snd looks vounger and better, and will
cive a larger “tip” to the wa ter and a
more cheerful mite to the begzar after

="

» bath than before it. The bath is
AS OLD) AS THE HILLS.

It comes down from the most remote
antiquity. The Esyptians used to
oathe in the Nile. The Hebrews made
bathing compulsory by law, and the

Mobhammedans and Hindoos enforee it
as a duty of religion. Public baths
were among the publie institutions of
the ancient Egyptians, Greeks and
Romans. If Pharoah's lovely danehter
badn’t gone bathing in the Nile, Moses
might never have been discovered in
the bullrushes. If Nuausicaa and her
tair companions had not  bathed them-
selves in the waters of the sea, the
shipwreeked Ulysses might never have
been rescued.  So it will be seen that

- = | » by 15 . FeNer: 3y 8 o
which, had I been her lover, would | :E;:L:L;’:;:llh ’“1;::?‘ venerable and pa
have causad me to squander a fortune ! -

THE PRIMITIVE BATH

for such rewards. We were slandines
ina group, laughing and chattng,
when Mme. Eresson's maid appreach-
ed with a long sable-lined gurment,
which she wrapped w.th anxious ten-
derness about her mistress.  The latter
thanked her with evident appreciation
of her devotion, and the maid was
about to withdraw, when a couple ol |
men appeared and hastily approaching
the woman, the foremost walked guiek-
ly past us, laid b's hand upon her
shoulder saying:

‘“You are Christine Elboree,
maid of Mme. Ercisson?"”

The woman bowed and madame!)
made a hasty movement as if to speak,
but her maid interrupted it

“If you have anythine to say to me,
this is no plaes, in the presenc: of
ladies and gentlemen. Let us go for-
ward."”’

She moved away, but before she had
taken many steps she wrenehed her-
self, suddenly, from her captives, turn-
ed swiltly, seized her mistress’ hand
and pressed it convulsively to her lips,
then turned again to the men.  Imme-
diately the secomndd warning came for
us to leave. Mme. Eriesson turned
pade as deatn and implored that some
one should find her madd. It was too
late, however. Already the ganoway
was being Lfted and with a hasty fave-
well, which she was too paralyzed by
surprise and emotion to return, we left
Ler, a white, terror-stricken statue,
leaning for support against the bul-
warks. We could nov diseover the
iaid, upon landing. and were left in
suspense as to the meaning, of the sud-
den arrest. Never for a moment did
we associate the detention of Mme.
Eriesson’s maid with the theft of my
pitcher, but the next evening Mrs. Van
Vort and I were sitting sipping out
colfee when e, Farnsworth eatered.

*Well,” he sad, after saluting ns.l
“the mystery is at last solvedd. Circum-
stantial evidence has couvicied the
thief, for we cannot make the accom-
plice confess. Now, mesdames, wha
do you you think stole the pieher?””

‘M. DeVendosa!” promptly replied
Mrs. Van Vort, evidently pluming her- |
sclf on her persp cacity.

“Wrong, dear lady,” said the doector,
with an amused smile; “the pitcher and °
your own valuables were stolen by no
other than your charming guest, Mme,.
Eriesson.™

What a denonement! We could
searcely eredit our senses; and not une
til I received the following letter from
Paolo DeVendosa was 1 thoroughly
convinced:

Dear Madame.

Now that you know the truth, let ma
explain what must appear to you
mysterions. Ah, my poor darling! To |
think that she is unconsious of her ter-
rible weakness. 1 have just come from
Christine, her nurse from her birth and |
now her maid. It seems that my dear
one has always been afficted with that
most unhappy of all diseases, klepto- !
mania, and after the aet 15 committed
she entirely forrets having perpetrated
it. Christine, with wonderfui and per-
haps mistaken devotion, has taken up-
on herself the risk of disposing of the
articles, never referringe to them before
her mistress. I saw Mme. Ericsson
take vour piteher, also various things
belonging to Mme. Van Vort and, oh!
madame, imagine my torment when I
tell vou that 1 loved her. [ understood |
it not, but one day, remonstrating with '
her, she thought I insulted her and
forbade my ecalling again. Since then
I have been in torture until I learned
the truth from Christine. Oh,
madame’ your good heart will sugoest
some memns of procuring the poor
creature's release! Meanwhile | go, 1
fly to my darling, who shall know the
whole truth from one whose life shall
be spent, if she permits it, in shielding
and protecting her weakness, |

Ever, dear madame,
Faitifully yours,
Paoro DEVENDOsA

che

B —
Flooding the Deserts.

The French project of fertilizing the
African deserts by means of artesian |
wells is reported to be working adm ra-
bly. Ona tract of 25,000 acres ol
wotrthless land eranted by the Bev o
Tanig, an area of 375 acres is alrewdy
under suecessfnl eunltivation througih

and odd jug he buys it, so that it has | the aid of the first well, and two other

become a sort of joke with us.

One | wells are in progress which are expect

day I was holding a reception when he | ed to irrigate 7,500 acres. [

dueted

Was a simple process compuared with
the elaborate bath of maodern times.
The primitive bath wus merely a
plunge into the Lmpid water of some
flowing stream. Now the bathis a
scientific process, presided over by
competent attendants and regulated by
the wateh and  the thermometer.  The

! bath most popuiar with the Ameriean

people, barring, of course, the do-
mestie tub, is the Turkish bath, Why
it is ealled *“l'urkish’ surpasseth all

understanding. It is probuably, though,
because the Turks recline in a most
luxuriant bath in perfumed water,
while about the edges of the marble
basin grow fragrant flowers and
biooming rose-trees, filling the apart-
ment with their ravishing seent.  The
Turkish bath was first introduced into
England about the mildle of the 50's
by a nobleman, David Urqubart by
name, who had received the 1mpre-sion
IN THE ORIENTS.

This country adopted the Turkish
bath about tweniy-five vears azo.

Have you ever taken a Turkish bath?

No! Then, in the language of Ed-
win Forrest. you **have never risen to
the dienity of being personally clean.”

When you go to a Turkish bath-honse
you first enter the oflice, where yvou reg-
ister, deposit your valuables and receive
a cheek for them. Then you pass into
the Muetaly.  “Muetaly’” must be the
Turk for eool room. At any rate mue-
taly is the cool Toon. In one of the
numerous compartments of this apart-
ment vou disrobe and invest votirself in
a bathing sarment, then yvou pnss into
the warm room, the Tepidanum, tizey
eall it, where y ou ¢ncounter a tempera-
ture of 120 to 110 degrees Fahrenheit.
Here you

RECLINE ON A COUCH

Until the perspirat on is freelv startoed.
When the skin has become sufliciently
soft and moist—the attendant frequently
passes his hand over the body to ascer-
tain if it has arrived at the proper state
—vou are ushered into the hot room,
which is plain Enslish for the ecalida-
num, as the apartment is ealled, where
the temperature is forty degrees higher
than in the warm room. In the hot
room the attendants lay von upon a
heated marble slab, and the perspira-

tion becomes more and more profuse, |

while the atiendant thoroughly manip-
ulates the body with a towel. From
this room you pass into a
STILL HOTTER HOT ROOM.

Where the temperature is 220 to 240
degrees. You perspire a few more
times in this room, when you are con-
into the shampoomg room,
where enough tepid water is sprinkled
over you Lo remove the perspiration.

Then vou ure stretched out upon an-

other marble slab and receive another
manipulation. The wind-up consists
in the attendant thoroughly washing
the body witha lather of soap and
water, sprinkling the buther over with
a tepid spray, and the bather taking a
plunge in the swimming bath. The

2uss an bath is so ealled beeause the |

Russians from long ago have indualzed
in a hot vapor bath. The Russian bath
differs from the Turkish bath in this es-
sential partienlar; in a Russian bath the

room is filled with hot vapor: in the |

Turkish bath the room is filled with
hot air.

The Russ'an bath is attaining some
popularity with 1he

BUSY BUSTLING AMERICAN PEOPLE
For the reason that L doesn’t take long.

A Russiun bath ean be tuken in quarter

the time that it requires for a Turkish |

bath. A comparatively new idea in
baths is the elecirie batl, This is a
medicated bath prescribed for neural-
aia, rhenmatism and ail forms of nerv-
ous disorders. The bathers enter a
bath tub. around the inside of which
are a number of electric bultons.

During the bath a current of electr city |

is turned into the water throuzh ihese
conductors from a battery, manipulated
by an attendant. The sensation,
stead of being vnpleasant, or producing

a shock such as contact with a batlery |

produces, i3 said to be one of intense
delight. Then there is
' THE MUD BATH

The mud bath is imlolged in almost
entirely as a remedy for blood dis-
orders. The bather is placed in a bath-
tub and covered up to the chin witha
thick coatinz of heated mud. As one
coating conls off a fresh warm z_wm:iu:
is appl vd. This heated mud is
mnsed toact as a voultice and draw

=up-

in- |

out the fmpurities of the system.
“I'nere is one peculinrity about the
Turk'sh bath that is not generally

known, and that is its influence to pre-
serve the equilibrinm of the bather’s
weight, It the bather is above his
normal weizit, that is, above n weizht
stuitable to h s bu Id smd temperament,
the Turkish bath will reduce him. If
he is below his normal weight it will
increase it.
A PHILADELPUHIA PHYSICIAN
Ina recent lecture on bathing advises
daily baths for persons who prespire
freelv. A bath two or three times a
week is sufficient for others. He dis-
courages Turkish and Russian baths
except when advised by a phvsician,
and encourages a sponge bath taken
the first thing in the morning, as one
of the most invigorating tonies in the
world. A bath, according to the lec-
turer, should neither be too hot nor too
cold. The one is ns weakenmg and
debilitating as the other. ‘“‘Just com-
fortable™ is the proper temperature
for the water as near as it can be de-
seribed.  As to the best time to take n
bath, the lecturer counselled that
which is least liable to interfere with
the dizestion, that is, “not within three-
quarters of an hour to an hour after
ameal."—Cincinnali Eiquirer.
-

The Light of Love.

Fair is the flush of the summer dawn,
When the gute of pearl uncloses,

As it glimmers along the dewy lawn
And shimmers winid the roses;

As it wakes the little drops of dew

To quiverings of delight,
And thremds tue nistes of the forest through
Ou the trall of the llying night.

Soft fu the gleam of the smmmer stars
When the feverish day is over,

When the fays are alloat in silvery cars,
Andd the dusky moth is & rover,

Whenover the couelr of the dreaming flowers
The mists of the fountain ereep,

And the languid cars of the drowsy bhours
Are wooed by sousr of the deep.

But thie dazzling hues of the morning lall,
And dull are its golden lances,

Aund all the light of the starsgrow pale
In my darling’s tender clances;

For the stars may burn witha thousand dyes,
And a myriad sunbeams fall,

But the light of love in a woman’s eyes
Is the purest light of all

. -_—— e

Farmers™ Food, EEt

What the newspapers eall a “sensa-
tion’ was produced a dozeu years since
or 50 by & Mussachusetts physician, who
undertook to denounce the diet of
farmers generally, asserting that they
lived on such things as they could not
sell, and on food too poor for even
domestic animals.  But anong such as
have any claim to the title of farmer,
thev live as well, and their food is as well
pi'tr}::t:'ﬁtl, as those in eities and towns.
The great errors mto which some
physicians fall are twofold. They visit
the family probably when the mother
is either sick, or her time engrossed
w th some other member of the family
who is sick. In saech times there is but
little attention pad to the preparation
of food, or the eleanine of houses, con-
sequently the physician leaves with a
poor opinion of the rich provisions
which ourht to adorn the farmers’s
table. The other error is, phys cians,
as well as most others, elass as farmers
all those drones who have failed in oth-
er fjt":'ll}n:iliuns or p!'n}'e--.-' ons, amd who
| have been driven ont of other business
to cke out a mizerable existence on
some poor piece of Lknd, either as a
tenant or owner, covered with a morte-
are for more than it is warth. They
kunow nothine abont Girmine, and that
branch of indastry should not be held
for their nyserable and lazy existence.
It is to such places as these phys cians
are frequently ealled and they get their
pay from the overseers of the poor. if
at ali. And it is mnkind in charginge
farmers with the idieness and laeck of
prov son in food and clothineg for the
famil es of such persons. IL s
often the ease when a man can no lone-
er pay his rent or provide for his fumily
in town, he isdriven ont to some hot
on a farm: when the doetor visits the
fam ly he returns to town and reports
what @ hard time he has had with
those dirty farmers.”

The charee is mude, too, that farm-
ers aiways sell the best of their produets
in either beeves, hors, veootables, fruits
or grans, and consume the pnfu"crs?.
This is probably true in some ecases.
| The charge is also aplicable to the pe-
| nurious saving and grasping in  all
I branches of industry, and even the pro-

fessions. The world is th ekly seatter-
ed over with such specimens of human-
ity., and the race is in a partial degree
| disgraced by such conduet. Yet the
earth is peopled with a noble, liberal
[ and generons race. The refuse and
scalawazs of all other industries try to
erowd themselves into the ranks of the
acriculturists, and to a limted extent
ewve color and chuaractoer to the industry
of the profession of farminry.  Yet with
this serious elog the respectability, the
enterptise and oood lLiving of a real
farmer redecms them from this stan.
I have visited the homes and tables of
all elasses, uan to testify that
| the richest tiables of fool, eon=iztine of
the very best of the Landd, pl‘t"htlr-"f n
the best stvle of the art of eooking. |
found in the houses of farmers. In-
stead of charesing this elass with, poor
I vine, 1 have been inelined to charge
them with extravaranes aml too much
| devotion to the kitehen, and too mueh
time spant in tables. — len.
Perley Poore, in Aierican Cnitivator.
—
The Way to Get Rich.

A Land Specalation.
! the would-be purchaser, they tell me
that the land is covered by aswamp.”

tco

v oaiin froc

serving

“But,"" said

“Swamp, why, of course. It's the
richest Innd in the world.”
“Bat how am [ to gzet rid of the

water?”’
“Pump it off.™
““Yes, but then it will be on some
other man's land.”
“That's all rirht: Jet
| off on to some
{ dear sit. vou should neve
| by what is on some rman's ek
“+Yes, but won't he pump the water
back on myv lamd?”
“The verv
best erops are

him pnmp it
Il My

r e bothers i

ane al=g s

o e

thinr vou want. The
raised that was. P
ine from field to anothe:
brings about a mutual system of ire
eation. 1 oot rich that way." —Arkan

| saw Traveler.
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