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CARA'S BRAVERY,

NY EETHER ARRLY KRNNETH,
 “For whom did you want the houss
Young lady?"

“For mysoll, sir."”

Dr. Leo Lelshton stood amased.
Thegirl belore him was so young—
not more than eighteen, and so pretty
—golden-haired and blueeyed as an
angel, He had never dreamed that
sho was making the application to
rent Thistle Cottage hersell, But
Miss Caroline Clarke took no notice
of his surprise,

*Tho honse is in good order, sir.”

“It requires a lew repairs, only,”
said the young physician, rather stifl.

! He had begun to thing he was throw-
ing his time away.

“And those you will make?”

“If 1 lot the cottage—yes.”

young lady mused a moment,

“I think 1 will like 1t,” she said
then,

“1 beg your pardon, Miss Clarke—1"

“Y‘-"

*No you quite understand the sit-
auation?”’
 “Ithink 1 do. The house % thought
to be haunted, and the rent is merely
nominal to anyone who will live
there,"

! *“Yes. But— How are yon situated
in regard to family, my dear young
M’T"

“I'have the care ol two younger
brothers—twelve and fourleen years
old. I bhave only & limited income,
which I eke out by embroidery. Iam
anxious to get my brothers out of the
city and there is a good academy
here. 1 am not afraid of ghoste,”
with o laint smile. *We shall come.”

Her words and maoner wers not at
wvanance with her delicate beanty—

all was ro taand yet so sell-
ssssed and dignified. Dr. Ieighton's

experience in girls did not Beem to
serve him at all in this emergency. He
recollected thas his sisters, Maud and

Bess, always regarded the outer walls
‘of Thistle Cottage with an appreben-
wive gare, and could not be persuaded
to pass it alone after dark, and here
was this girl, no older than they.dmo-
Ppoiing to live there, with two children!
:"ou have no parents?”
‘No/"
; “Relatives?"
/ “None to rely upon, I depend on
mysell entirely, Dr. Leighton; Iam
used to it. Would you like to let me
have Thistle Cottage?” with a steady
glance into the young man’s counte.
nance,

! ] hesitate only on your account,”

be hastened to “F' “It is no fable
that a man was killed there. He was
murdered by a =on ol unsound mind,
alter a quarrel about money. The
estate was owned by my father. Itis
now mine. It long :.g: fell into ill-
e on account of murder, but
iv E a very pretty place and has been
kept In repair. 1 will walk over it
with you again and make any changes
you may find desirabie,”” thus tacitly
eonl?ntmgto the young lady's pro-
al
Po\;fhﬂ. her words failed to do, her
clear blue eyea had succeeded in ac
complishing. They bad won the con.
fidence of the owner of the co Ltuf.

“She can but try since she wishes,"
he said to himsell. “Iam close by
at our house. If she gets frightened
out she ciin coma to us."

When they had gone over the house

the girl asked, quite coolly:

a” t boecame ol the murderor?”

“He fled from juetice—is probably
dead. He has never been heard from,
and his ghost is said to haont this

pot. Il you can prove that it does
not, I will give you five years rent
e roian Wt mad 1, onl

o young girl made no reply, only
m&lﬂ’bﬁ.htly.
“What a brave little creature!"
thought Dr. Leighton,

A week later Caroline Clarke and
her brothers were settled at the This-
tle Cottage.

Dr, Lewghton did not fancy the
boye. He told his mother that they
were “‘wheips that wanted licking in-
to shape.'” But when he saw the gen-
tleness and tact used by their sister
in managing them, when he saw her
patience, her charming smile in en.
couragement of their simplest well-
doing, he was ashamed of his intoler-
ance.

“My father,” she hesitated, “did
not set his boys & very good example,
They were much away Irom home be-
fore he died. They will do much bet.
ter here away from harmiul associa-
O Thay's & §ood gir d

s ‘s & —& TAre ROO
girl, Lee," gaid old ﬁlrs. Leighton., “I
only wisk Maud and Bess had half as
much character.”

But Cara, as the boys called her,
did not trouble her neighbors. Bhe
was an exquisite housekeeper; she had
a pigno—an oll one but ol mellow
tooe; she did much work with crewels
and flosses. In the evening she as-
sisted her brothers with their studies,
They were fond of her under their
roughness and selfishness. The
shoveled snow, when it came, too
care of the poultry—she encouraged
them ln their ambition for prize chick-

ens—and kept in wood and
water. There was not a
brighter  little home in the

village, Cara bad finished the rooms
hersoll with pretty artistic touches,
On the pale Luﬂ paper of the sitting
room she hau painted, here and there,
a bunch of red Bergundy roses. She
had gilded the cornices and bung be-
fore a doorway a corimson curtain,

for guesta—when people queried
her, she simply apswered: *“No, 1
have not seen any."

But baps Lhe nir of the mount.
ain vil did nol agree with Cara
Clarke, for she grew pale. She was
always sweet, but sowetimes she had
a little wearied air. Dr. Leighton

her i she did not work too
bard, *“1t1s not that,” she answered,
He wondered sometimes, with & secret

swoothenrt who did not write to her.
But Cara kept ber own counsel,

The [all and winter wore nwn‘y wilh-
out any revelation to him of what
troubled lor. Jack and Willis, the
boys, were jubilant over Lhe

of a vegetable en with
mtou and 8q es of thelr own
:.h s But their sister looked so ill

young lphyllchn felt called
upon to expostulate.

“Cara,” hio said, “I want to speak
to youn. You must have a change or
you will dje.”

“0, II:..!! shall not she replied, in-

y.

“Your countenance gives token of
unmistakable exhaustion. You are
doing too much labor or you have
some trouble, Cara, why do you not
confide in ma? Do you nut belisve |
am your friend?”

“Oh, yes.. It is nothing, only 1 de
not tlu_? very well,”

;l‘:%u,;a: repl d t

@ & no ¥: and seeing that
his inslstance distressed her, h?;“ CEAS-
ed to urge her confidence at thattime,
though more certain than ever that
she had a painful secret. He was sat-
infied that she had no or o diveate;
and her mind seemed to have no mor-
bid tendency. But the colorless cheek,
the hollow temples, theair of Inuguor,
betrayed that something daily wund

hourly sapped the young girl's
strength

One morning, Willis, the younger
boy, rapped at his office door.

“Something's the matter with my
nister,” he said. "We can't wake her
up. Won't you come over?"”

Dr. Leighton found Carain a stupor
and delirious, with every symptom of
brain fever. He lost no time in get-
ting assistance, Mrs. Hodgdon, t
village nurse, was at Cara's bedside
when she awoke.

Dr. Leighton had just left the room
and was in the next apartment. He

heard the gicl talking,

“Am | 5o very sick?"’ she asked,
“No, dear. You was feverish and
your mind wandered a little, and I
was out of a place and told Dr. Leigh-
ton 1 could stay with youa dudy or
two as well as not for my board. 1
hain't forgotten the jackets as Willie
outgrew that you sent to my Bobbie;
and I had feeling for a young girl with
no n}pthur's hand in the hour o

“Oh,"” moaned theyoung girl. “I'm
not sick, I'm worn out! Oh, this
dreadful house! 1 have not slept
soundly all winter.”

“Why, dearie?”"

“'Oh, Mrs. Hodgdon, there is some-
body in this house beside ourselves.
Beside me and the boys, I mean.
Bomebody creeps about and I am al-
ways lstening for that step. It is
killing me!  Oh, don't tell anyone! 1
did not mean to vall you, but I am so
weak, Don't, don't say a word to
Dr. Leighton. I must bear it, becanse
its all the homewe have, and the boys
never had such a pretty, nice home
before, and they are croing 80 well,
and are 80 good. [ was not afraid at
first, Iam not afraid now, only for
them. There may be som® evil about,
though nothing has ever harmed us,
But as soon as I fall asleep I start up
and listen."”

Cara was bepeing the old woman not
to betray her confidence, when Dr.
Leighton eame into the room.

“You mnst tell me the whole story,
Cara!"” he said. “You shall not losa
anything by it," he added.

But Cara broke out, crying, in her
wenkness giving way to her emotions,
and for a time the tumult would have
its way, Bhe was brought to listen to
resason at last.

“It wes two months after wo came
here,”” she waid, *‘that I first heard
those creeping, creeping steps, 1 tried
to think it was the trees, or the wind,
or the eat, but I heard them when
there waa no wind at all, and the cat
was asleep on the loot of my bed, and
the things were moved from their

lnces about the house, and lately I

ave missed food. That's since I
would not allow myaelf to belleve that
& spirit hannted the place. I have
searched every spot and nook in this
house. There is only the space above
the seuttle in the roof, and there are
no stairs,"”

“Oh, Dr. Leighton!" groaned Mrs,
Hodgdon, “then, of course, it's
spirita."

“Nonsense,"

Dr. Leighton contented himsell with
prescribing for the sick and over-
wearied girl, and alter a lew days ol
care arranged a drive for her in his
new bugey, with her brother Jack as
attendant,

“You are to {ake & nice long drive,
and not be back under two hours,"
he said, smiling,

The kindness and care surronnding
Cara was new and very pleasant to
her. As the wheels rolled away from
the door in the brightness of the
spring day, her trouble fell away
from her like a nightmare, and the
color came bazk to the pretty cheek,

Five minutes aiter her departure
from Thistle Cottage two men were
inthe house with Dr, Leighton, They
went rnpidl{ through it, beginning with
the cellar. Every wall was tried, with
the idea of discovering any unknown
space or passage. Nothing unknuwn
was develo At length a short
ladder was brought, and the men as-
cended to the attie.

It was only a hollow space beneath
the center of the rool, quite unlighted,
But enough light penetrated the place
to show an unkempt figure rising from
its liar of straw and rags in one cor:
ner.

“What's this? Are yvou alter ma?”
he said, in hollow tones.

The men silently gazed on this object
with astonishment, repulsion and
pity. It was a man, but so thick the
mask of dirt and grim, s5 ragged the
beard and hair, grotesgue the costume
of tatters Irom which fell feathers and
straw, it seemed some unknown crea-
ture instead of & buman being,

“Gireat heavens! itis Bimon Leland!”
criedd Dr. Leighton.

This only added to the consterus-
tion of the other men, for SBimon
Leland was the hall crazed boy who
murdered his father at Thistle Cottage
five years before. But want and

misery had given him the appearance
of an old man.

disguiet, if she bad not somewhers a

did not go in immediately, though he |}

“I don't care what you do with
me!" oried the hollow voice. *Oanly
give me something to eat."”

“Come with ns and you shall have
all you want,” said Dr. Leighton, not
unkindly.

“Whare? Down there, whers the
fire and the light and the girl is? ask.
ed the wretched being, and when they
;{uddd, hokmu.u t&;p t:d rql:tuqhdlnﬂdar

rope, ¥ s and swu
himself hﬂhe“&vdm mgutb:y‘:
was 20 8 i
were obliged to help him down the
stairs to the kitchen, where Mrs, Hodg
don, shaking with excitement and
consternation, placed food upon the
tabls from which he snatched it, with-
out any pretence of eating from a
plate,devonring it like a hall-famished
animal. When he had filled himself,
he would have lnid down on the
floor and gone to sleep, but that the
unaccustomed plenty sickened him,
and he to groan and rollabout.
In & short time, the sherifl, who had
bean sent for, arrived, and he was
taken away. No one believed that
the poor, underwitted, half-dying
creature was a fit subject for punish-
ment, but the com::,y il was a clean
and comfortable refuge for him iun his
destitution. Here ho remained until
consigned to the almshouse. No re
liable sccount af his career could be
obtained from him, but it is probable
that he had sought refuge at Thistle
Cottage in its desertion, and existed
misorably there a great while before
discovered. He had prowled about
at night searching for lood, of which
he found a scanty supply,stealing from
corn bins, pigs and poultry, and rob-
bing hen roosts, eating the flesh of the
fowls raw. It was the occasional dis-
covery of hia miserable figure which
biad called into existence the story of
the place being haunted by his ghost.
But so reduced had he become he
would probably have died in his lair
but for De. Leighton's discovery of
1lm.

Dr. Leighton kindly saved Carafrom
witndesing so much misery. She nev-
er saw Rimon Leland, Her nerves
had already borne much, and that
she had been willing stil! to sufler in
secret for the sake of presorving a
good home for her young brothers was
a fact which became known and en-
deared her to many hearts. Her
friends multiplied, and, when she ac-
copted as a lile companion, Dr. Leigh-
ton, the oldest friend of all, hearty
kindness surrounded her and warm
wishers for her happiness danced
merrily at the wedding.

"“PAYINC ATTENTIONS.”

The Evila of Premature QGossip
About Love Aflairs.

Harper's Bazar.

As ib is obviously a young man'sdu-
ty to pay attentions to some young
woman, considering that this is really
the chiel motive of social intercourse,
it is rather hard upon hun that he no
sooner bezins to fulfill his mission, and
cnlls, and drives, and dances more or
less boldly with one damsel, than all
the mateh-making women to whom a
love affair, anybody's love aflair, is
precious and entertaining, interchange
ideas upon the subject and report
that youug Crayon iz in love with
Miss Coupon; and although he may
never have thought of love in relation
to Miss Coupon, and slthough he may
possibly have drifted into a genume
aflection sooner or Iater il nobody had
meddled—since proximity is adanger
ous factor, and brings about more
marriages than mateh-making—the

premature report has a very damag-
ing effect; he begins to see that unless
he Iy gervious in paying attentions he is
compromising not only nimsell, but
the young woman, and keeping other
suitors at u distance; and although
he may not know whether he has any
positive designs or no, and his emo-
tions may be in a state ol evolution,
and he may not entirely understand
his own designs, yet he is put upon
hia guard, the cordial relation between
the two cools, and he earns the name
¢l being a heartless trifler, or is forced
into n?mlty declarution betore he is
ready to make it. Naturally the look-
er-on says that be ought to know his
own mind; that he has no business to
devote himself to a woman whom he
does not love. But love is not an in-
stantaneous affair, like being struck
by lightning; it is & growth. And now
prithee, is a young man to know
whether he loves or not i he may not
live more or less in the companion-
ship of that *‘not impossible she?"
il he mAy not have opportunity to
observe and study her? To be sure
Miss Coupon may object to being
made a study of,to being placed under
the microscope, and then by-and-by
turned aside as an inperfect specimen,
But she has the same privileze herself,
and would be sadly shocked if
any one supposed that she would
accept a lover without some knowl.
edge of his qualifications. One might
uﬁoif she, on her side, hud serious
and matured designs when she answer-
ed his notes, nccepted his invitations,
his bouquets and confectionery, il she
were not also attempting to discover
il he were her ideal. We do not dis-
pute the lact that there are men who
flirt maliciously, so to speak—who do
not mean to fall in love—who have
themselves well in hand; but they
nend not be confounded with thoss
who are slmply trying to discover
their heroine.

Messrs. L. W. Habercom, Louis Bchnde,
Slmon Woll and Rev. L. H. Shleder, of
Washiougton, addressed the House com
mitlee on the aleoholic liquor tentlic in op- |
position to the bills to provide lor & com«
nilesion of inquiry on the liquor tratfie and |
for prokibition in the District ulColumbia,

— v —

A poneral court martial at Fort Missoj-
In, Mont., sentenced Private Thomas M)
Evily, Company B, Third Infantry, cha
e with desertivn, to be tllshounrnl.ll,!' dil-
charged from the service of the Unitgl
Btates, Torfeit all pay and allowances die
und be coofined at hard labor for t
FeRrs.

‘such a person as Barbara Frietchie.

BARBARA FREITCHIE.

THRE MHEROINE oF wWHITTIER'S
WAR POEM A REALITY,

Faots nnd Pietures Gathered In An-
clent Frederiek Town by William
H, Riley—A Long Life Spent Amid
:n'ryl.nl'l Green Hills and Not In

aln,

Up from the meadows rich with corn,
Cloar in the cool September morn,
The chimster'd apires of Frederick
stand,
Green wall'd by the hills of Maryland.
The meadows nare still rich with
corn; the clustered spires of old Fred-
prick town still stand and beyond the
green hills rise as of yore, but Bar-
bara Frieichie has long since been
gathered to her fathers, leaving In
Whittler's poem a monument that
must stand well nigh as long as those
hilis of Margland, Tmmortalized as
the poet hins the story of the heroloe
upholding of the old flag, there has
crept in some doubt as to whether
such an Incldent ever occurred and
even a8 to whether there ever lived

In the nelghborhood of Frederick that
donbt was and s to some extent
gtrosigest, Far away In the Norih
doubt gives place to the dramatie
reallty which Whittler has set forth
in his verses.

To the question as to whether Bar-
bara Frietchle ever existed outside the
poet's Imagination, Willlam H. Riler.
specinl depuaty clerk to the city court

Barbara Frictehle,
of Brooklyn, has given conslderable
thonght and investigation, says the
Brooklyn Eagle. Mr. Riley has made

there wan a Night of stone steps which
led 1o a large,
which the Frietchle tnml:{ obialned
s supply of water for drinking and
nll household purposes. There were
two lron dippers fastened by chains
to one side of the rocky wall and here
thirsty wayfarers stopped to drink
and gorsip,

When the Confederate army, under
Gen, Lee, evacuated Frederick, closely
followed by the Unlon troops under

Grave of Barbara Frietohie,

Gen. MeClellan, Barbara  Frietchie
kept a small sgliken flag fiying from
the dormer window of her house. It
was an old revolutionary flag handed
down to her from her ancestors and
deeply prized through many memor-
ies, ‘hen the Unlon soldiers entered
the town later she took it down, and
as the troops marched by she stood
in her doorway, proudly waving it
dbove her head,

Barbara Frietehle died in Decomber,
1872, at the age of nioety-six, and her
remains now rest In the cemetery of
the Reformed church on Meutz street,
oppogite Third, the western portion of
the town. There, when strangers go
fo see ihe mound, the stars and siripes
are always flonting and there one can-
not helpe remembering the closing
ilnes of Whittler's poem:

Over Barbara Frietehie's grave,

Flag of frecdom and union wave;
Peace nnd order and beanty draw
Round thy symbol of light and law;
And ever the stars above look down
On the stars below in Frederick town.

n Library of Them Exist,
The Very Smallest Book,

Quite a llbrary might be formed of
the lilliputian books that have appear-
ed from thme to tlme. They are ad-
mirable specimeus of the printer's art,

and treat of many subjects, grave or
gay. Among the smallest known are
some French devotlonal works, Ger-
map almanaes and Ivish albums, The
French “Chemin de In Crolx,” and

Quite

It & custom for some years to journey
down to the green hills of Maryland.

RNecently he returned from such a
trip and with him he brought snmo'
facts and pletures which place be- !
yond much ground for doubt the ma-
teriality of Whittier's war hevoine. It
s through Mpr. Riley's courtesy that
some of the pletures arve here repro-
duced and the facts and dates avall-
able,

Barbarnh Frietehle, or Hauer, before
her marringe, was born In lancaster,
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“Livre de Prieres,” has a print only 13
by 6 millimetres (nbout 1-2 inch by
1-4 inel) in slze,

The “Rloem Hofje" (Court of Flow-
ers”), is believed, however, to be the
tinlest book In existence. The print
fs only 10 by € millimetres (nearly 2-5
inch by 1-4 inch,) and the entire page,
with margios, is only 17 by 8 millime.
tres (mbout 7-10 inch by 310 inch) in
dimensions. It contninsg 49 pages and
was produced in Holland o 1674
The puthor's name is Corl Van Lange
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Harharn Frie tehie's Houne,

Pa., on Dec, 3,
had played ¢ prominent part in the |
early history of the infant rnpuhlit|
and every drop of blood In her body |
came from the foumders and presery- |
ers of the Unlon. When but a child
she romoved with her parcois to Fred-
erick, Md., nnd thers sbe lyved up to
the thme of her denth.

When foriy years of age Barbara
Hauer became Barbara Frietehie, the |
wife of John Casper Frietehle. The |
wedding tock place on May 0, 1804,
No chlildren came to her, but 1wr|
strong motherly love found occupa- |
tlen in the care and tralning of sev- |
eral nephews and nleces. While of |
axpect stern and cold, it is sald that
she was a gentlewomuan of fine senzl- |

Barbava Frictehie Relies,
billties and teuder beart, Loy face be-

| ing but a reflection of her sirong and

steadfast will. Of Lhumor there was |
muech o her composition and when a !
girl she was known as one fond of
wholesome pleasures of all kinds, 1

The house (nbaldied by Barbara |
Frietchle at Frederick «was a story |
and & half cottage of heick and stone, |
with high gables and dormer nln-1
dows, devold of exiernual show or dec- L
oration. It stood on Patrick street, a |
ghort distance from Carroll’s ereek,
over which rmn an anclent woodonl
bridge. On one side of this bridge

1776, Her nocesters amd the publisher's B. Schimidt, It is

" understanding about condliilons, Inas-

vlegantly bound in calf, gilt apnd fur-
nlshed with o clasp In gold filigree
The book I8 now In the possesion of
M, Georges Balomon, a forelgn collecs
tor.—Cassel's Magazine,
Another Use for Newapnpers,

Npeaking of feet makes me think of
the amusing ingenuity of a girl I
know, We were all gittiing on the ve
randa of a house In Tacoma the other
night, and it was a night when the
mosquitoes were out In full force. All
the women were wearing low shoes,
and by the way they twitched and
wriggled you could tell whenever a
mosquite got in a telling blow. The
ingenious girl ulone of all the party
was plainly not troubled. At length
I asked her how she managed It

“It's ¥ Ay simple,” sald she; “1 sim-
ply wear one thickness of newspaper
inslde my stockings.”

You see the power of the press s
really something you can't estlmate,

Washington FPosr.,

Germany's reward In Jolning In with
Russia and Frnee to Hmit Jupan's
demands upon China I8 to be the Is
land of Chusan, according to the latest
report. The Islind is a ferille sirip
twenty miles long, ut the moutly of
e Yang-Tse-Kiang river. which s
navigable for more than 1,500 miles.
With Chusan for a military and naval
stiatlon, Gernuviny will have an mpor-
tant foothold in the east. Russia will
gradually close In upon Corea, and
Pianee, will extend Its Tonguin boun-
daries, unless the bargain of the three
ullies in this business miscarries.

The challenge of C. 1), Rose for the
Amerion’s cup seems to e falr enongh
far the most exacting. Mr, Rose ovl
dently Intends to have mno mis

much as he expressly stipulates that
there shall be nopne whiktever.

How He Courted, Married, and Was
Divorced From Mis Idealistic
Woman.

New York Graphie.

John Ruskin did a strangely WAy
ward thing whon be consented to get
married. He did & most erratic and
to the public a most inexplicable thing
when he arranged for his divorce,

He hnd accepted some of the loftiest
traditions about womanhood that
men sometimes read ol and talk
abour, and he looked for s ideal
companion., One night he met her in
the drawing-room ol a London friend,
who, without his knowing it, had
brought the young lady to meet the
eyes of the great writer.

It was a June night. He was thirty-
five, and she looked like a Greek
poddess,

He was dazzled. She was a tall,
graceful girl ol nineteen, with a fuee
and figure as faultless as one of the
etatues of old. No one ever expected
Ruskin to fall in love, and he did not.
8he was poor, needed & home and its
comforts, and so they were married.

Their wedded life was peaceful,
friendly, kindly to the highest degree,
but there was not a spark of affection
to lighten their exstence. She ad-
mired the great man she had married,
and was grateful for the wealth and
comfort he showered on her. He
worshiped her as he would the marble
n!mde life-like by the sculptors's chis-
el.

Thera was nothing human about
the lifa they led as husband and wife;
and she was a woman, who, in her
heart, like all true women, langhed at
the traditions that made her sex love
distant worship.

One day Ruskin brought an artist
to paint his wife's pictore. And the
man wae Millais, and he was a bright,
cieery, handsome fellow, human,
every inch of him, with a great and
absorbing love for the beautilul, and
a willingness to tell of his love.

He began to paint the portrait of
the magnificent woman, and when he
had finished he was in love with his
friend's wife,

Womanlike she saw it, and perhaps
she was not ll ol sorrow and re-
proach. It was the first tribute of
real manful love that had been laid at
her feet.

And Ruskin? His wide eyes saw the
romance that was weaving aronnd
their two lives, and his heart realized
how little affection he had vo lavisl
Ot_‘llthe woman whom he had made his
wife,

How he told her the story of his
pride in her, and the sacrifice he was
to make for her, while she lay prone
at his feet, i3 one of the thines which
only ghe or he could tell.

It is difficult to obtain a divorce in
England, but John Ruskin secured it
tor her, and one bracing morning in
the early winter, o month after the
divorce was granted, Ruskin stood
beside the couple in one of London's
quiet churches, and saw them made
man and wife,

That was a good many years ago,
and since then Millais has become
rich and famous, and is now EirJohn,
and s wife is my Lady Millais,

The warmest, sturdiest friend the
struggling painter had n his toiling
days was the man whose wile he had
married, and through all the years of
Millais' later success and great honor
John Ruskin has been the welcome
guest and almost daily visitor to the
man and woman whose lives heso
unselfishly crowned with happiuness,
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HowUlitra-Fashionable Young
Men of Boston Spend Their
weisure Hours.

Boston Correspondeties.

This is Lthe greatest club tovyn in the
world, Every phase of the intellect-
unl activity for which Boston is so
famous is represented by a social or-
ganization, There is going on here
what might be called a perpetual fer-
mentationofideas,scientific, philosoph-

|ieal, literary, religions—every kind,

in short, that' interests highly civilized
bumanity—all ol which are seeking
expt esRlon a-ﬂd recognition, very much
ns the molecules of a gas strive inces-
santly to escape from the receiver con-
fining them. Now, the most effective
way to push an idea, as every one
admits, is over a dinner table. The
man who would otherwise regard
your pet hobby as no end of a

ore will listen to you patiently as
an accompaniment to the nuts and
raising, and, with extra-dey cham-
pagne and & pousse-cafe to top off,
your most llninl,eres_tln;: remarks will
appear to him positively oracular.
Thus it happens that fordining clubs
there is & perfect craze in this enlight-
ened metropolis. Everybody who is
anybody belongs to at least balb &
dozen, each of which represents some-
thing calculated to excite co:wwnl' en-
thusinsm, say, once a month. The
object to which this enthusiasm is di-
rected is of coparatively little impor-
tance, 80 long as the grob is Imlulu.hla
and the wine ofgood flavor. It may be
theological, political, musieal, artistie
—whatever you piease. Every religi-
ous denomination in Boston has ita
representative club, with the solitary
exception of the Episcopalians, who

are just now organizing one, Theirs
will be the swellest of all—for the
| fnshionable portion ol the town,

thuugh honeycombed with more or
less nguostic Unitarianism, is profess-
edly devoted to the church of En-
gland, At periodical intervals each
pious sodality is assembied tor the
mirpose of discussing over the festive
{u.‘mn] such important questions of
sectarian interest as may chance to
be uppermost, Likewise the liternry
coteries meet for mutual admiration,
the scientific people for learned dis-
cussion. the politicians for theincuba-
tion of Machiavellian schemes, and so
on ad infinitum. Thereisanot, inshort,
an imaginable subject of contempo-
rancous human inmtercst which is not
represented in Boiston by a club.
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