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V. V. JOHNSON, 'm. D.
Northwest corner of Second and B streets,

INNVILLE • • - OREUON

. he found at his office when nut absent on pro
mal business.

LITTLEFIELD & CALBREATH, 

ysicians and Surgeons, 
hMlNNVILLF. AND LAFAYETTE. OR

L Galbreath, M. 1).. otHcu over Yaiuhill County 
McMinnville, Oregon.
R Littlefield, M. I)., office on Main street, 

fette, Oregon.

S. A. YOUNG-, M. D.

Physician and Surgeon,
innvillb - - - oregon.
ce anti residence on D street. All calls promptly 
irad day or night.

DR. G. F. TUCKER, 
dentist, 

INNVILLE - - - OREGON.

;o Two doors east of Bingham’s furnitur** 

gbing gas administered for painless extraction.

CHAS. W. TALMAGE,
I Estate and Iiisnraiice Agent,

Conveyancing and Abstracts a Specialty. 

.ECTING ATTENDED TO PROMPTLY!
Office -Manning Building, Third street.

ST. CHARLES HOTEL
Leading Hotel of McMinnville.

I anil $2 Hou e. Single meals 25 cents.

Sample Boom« for Commercial Men
F. MULTNER, Prop.

W. V.

OTOGRAPHER
UpStairs in Adams' Building,

NNV1LLE - • • OREGON

MMINNVILLE BATHS!
g bought out A C. Windham, I am prepared to 

do all work in first-class style.

s’ and Childrens’ Worn a Specialty!
lot and Cold Baths always ready for 25 cents.
ERY MAX AX A RT I KT.

C. H. Fleming,
Third street, near O, McMinnville, Oregon.

L.. Il O O I1,
—DKALKR IK— 

iceries, Provisions.
Crockery and Glassware.

11 Knolls delivered in the city.

STER POST BAND,
The Best in the State.

»red to fuiniRb music for all occasions at reason 
able rates. Address

.1. HOWLAND,
Business Manager, McMinnville.

M’MINN VILLE

ry, Feed and Sale Stables,
Corner Third and D «treets, McMinnville

AN BROS. & HENDERSON, 
Proprietors.

e Best Rigs in the City. Orders 
iptly Attended to Day or Night.

RPIIANS’ HOME”
BILLIARD HALL.

strictly Tcuppranre Resort.

Church member« to the contrary not 
withstanding.

irplinn«* Home”

TONSORIAL PARLORS,

ily first cla«i, «nd the only parlor like «hop in the 
city. None but

t-fflass Workmen Employed.

door aouth of Yamhill County Bank Building.
M< MINNVTLLE, OREGON

H. H. WEIjCH.

THE "CHESTNUT."
Pho’ ft loke may be oM and toothless and bald, 

it is able to amble aboiht.
^*¿'1 eyor ’w wi 1 ‘¡ng tr> come when It’« uallad, 

ror 'twill never, no nover, wear out.
The moss-covered jokes which our Infancy 

knew,
Still are merrily ii tting around:

They cheer up a fellow whonc er he feel« 
blue.

Often making the rafters resound.
Let nil hyper-critical pessimists cor<o

Cry in# ••Chestnut,” whenever they hear
A ioke that’s as ano.ent as Athens in Greece, 

Just so long as it tickles the ear!
Old jokes, like old friends, are forever the 

best.
And we re fond of these fossils of fun: 

Then let us enjoy the old *‘chestnuts” with 
zest.

For there's nothing now under the sun.
—T. Ii. Chryubtl, in Rambler.HEROIC MEURTRIER.

The True History of a Great 
French Athlete.

n.
I was at one time employed in a Gov

ernment office. Every day from ten 
until four o’clock I became a voluntary 
prisoner in a depressing office, adorned 
with yellow pasteboard boxes aud tilled 
with the musty odor of old papers, 
Thore I breakfasted on Italian cheese 
and apples which I roasted at the grate; 
I read the morning papers, even to the 
advertisements; I ryhmed verses, and 
I attended to ths affairs of state to the 
extent of drawing, at the end of each 
month, a salary which barely kept iuo 
from starving.

1 recall to-day one of my companions 
in captivity at that epoch. He was 
called Achille Meurtrier, and certainly 
his fierce look and his tall form seemed 
to warrant that name. He was a great 
big fellow, about forty years old, with
out too much chest or shoulders, but 
who wore felt hats with wide brims, 
short, but ample coats, large plaid 
trousers, and red neckties under rolling 
collars. He wore a full beard, long 
hair, and was very proud of his hairy 
hands. The chief boast of Meurtrier, 
otherwise the best and most amiable of 
companions, was to trifle with an 
athletic constitution, to possess 
the biceps of a prize fighter, ana, as he 
said himself, not to Know his own 
strength. He never made a gesture 
even in the exercise of his peaceable 
profession that did not have for its ob
ject to convince the spectators of his 
prodigious vigor. Did he have to take 
from its case an empty pasteboard box, 
he advanced toward the shelf with the 
heavy step of a street porter, grasped 
the box solidly with a tight hand, and 
carried it with a stiff arm as far as the 
next table with a shrugging of shoul
ders and frowning of brow worthy of 
Milo of Cretona. He carried this man
ner so far that he never used less appar
ent effort even to lift the lightest objects, 
and one day when he held in his right 
hand a basket of old papers, I saw him 
extend his left arm horizontally as if to 
make a counterpoise to the. tremendous . 
weight.

I ought to say that this robust creature 
nspired me with a profound respect, 

for I was then, even more than to-dav, 
physically weak and delicate, and in 
consequence filled with admiration for 
that energetic physique which I lacked. 
The conversations of Meurtrier were 
not of a nature to diminish the admira
tion with which he inspired me. Above 
all, in the summer, on Monday morn
ings. when he had returnod to the office 
after our Sunday holiday, he had an in
exhaustible fund of stories concerning 
his adventures and feats of strength. 
After having taken off his felt hat, his 
coat ami his vest, and having wiped the 
perspiration from his forehead with the 
sleeve of his shirt to indicate his san
guine an ardent temperament, he would 
thrust his hands deep in the pockets of 
his trousers, and, standing near me in 
an attitude of perpendicular solidity, 
begin a monologue something as 
follows:

“What a Snnday, my boy! Pos
itively no fatigue can lay me up. Think 
of ItLyesterdav was the regatta at 
Joinevflle le-Pont—nt six o’clock in the 
morning the rendezvous at Bercy for 
the crew of the Marsoum—the sun is np 
—we jump into our rowing suits and 
seize the oar and give way—one-two, 
one-two—as far ns .Toinvillo ; then over
board for a swim before breakfast: strip 
to swimming drawers, a jump over
board, and look out for squalls. After 
ray bath I have the appetite of a tiger. 
Good; I seize the boat by one hnnd and 
I call out, Charpentier, pass me a small 
hnm. Three motions in one time and I 
have finished it to the bone. Charpen
tier. pass me the brandy flask. Three 
swallows and it is empty.”

So the description would continue— 
dazzling Homeric.

“The hour for the regatta—noon, the 
sun just overhead. The boats draw up 
in line on the river, before a tent gaudy 
with streamers. On the bank the 
Mayor, witji his scarf of office, gend
armes in yellow shoulder belts, and a 
swarm of summer dresses, open para
sols, and straw hats. Bang! The sig
nal gun is fired, the Marsouin shoots 
forward of her competitors and gains 
the first prize, and no fatigue. We dine 
at Crete«. How cool the evening in the 
dnsky arbor; pipes glow in the dark
ness, and moths singe their wing« 
in the flame of the emelett« an 
kirsch. At the end of a dessert 
served on decorated plates, wr> hear 
from the ball room the call of the cor
net, Take places for the quadrille! 
But already a rival crew beaten that 
sama morning, has monopolized the 
prettiest girls. A tight! teeth broken, 
■ves blackened, ugly falls, and whacks 

to low the belt: in a word, a poem of 

I

i

i

physical enthusiasm, ot noisy hilarity, 
of animal spirits,”

Aud the evenings of my astonishing 
companion were not less full of adven
ture than bis Sundays. Collar-and-el- 
bow wrestling in a tent, under the red 
light of torches, between him, simple 
amateur, and Dubois, the iron man in 
person--rat chases near the mouth of 
sewers with dogs as tierce as tigers— 
sanguinary encounters at night in 
the most dangerous quarters, with 
ruffians and nose-eaters—were the most 
insignificant episodes of his nightly ca
reer. Nor do I dare relate other ad
ventures of a more intimate character, 
from which, as tho writer* of an earlier 
day would say in liable style, a pen the 
least timorous would recoil with hor
ror. However painful it may be to 
confess an unworthy irentiment, I am 
obliged to say that my admiration for 
Meurtrier was not unmixed with re
gret and bitterness, perhaps with envy. 
But the recitation of his most marvel
ous exploits had never awakened in 
me the least feeling of incredulity, and 
Achille Meurtrier easily took his plain 
in my mind among heroes and i.jini- 
gods, between Roland and Pirithous.

II.
At’this time I was a great wanderer 

in the suburbs, and I occupied the leis
ure of my summer evenings by solitary 
walks in those distant regions, as un
known to the Parisians of tile boulevard- 
as the country of the Caribbees, and ot 
whose somber charm I endeavored 
later to toll in verse. An evening in 
July, hot and dusty, at tho hour when 
the first gaslights wero beginning to 
twinkle in the misty twilight, I was 
walking slowly from Vaugfrard, 
through one of those long and depress
ing suburban streets lined on each side 
by houses of unequaled height, whose 
porters and portresses, in shirt sleeves 
and calico, sat on the steps and imag
ined that they were taking the fresh 
air. Hardly any one passing in the 
whole street—perhaps a mason, white 
with plaster, a sergent de ville, a child 
carrying home a four-pound loaf larger 
than himself, or a young girl hurrying 
on in hat and cloak with a leather bag 
on her arm, and every quarter hour the 
half empty omnibus coming back to its 
place of departure with the heavy trot 
of its tired horses.

Stumbling now and then on the pave
ment, for asphaltis an unknown luxury 
in these places, I went down the street, 
tasting all the charms of a stroller. 
Sometimes I stopped before an inclos- 
ute to watch through the broken boards 
tho fading glories of the setting sun 
and the black silhouettes of the chim
neys thrown against a greenish sky. 
Sometimes through an open window 
on the ground floor I caught sight of 
*n interior, picturesque and familiar; 
here a jolly looking laundress holding 
her flat iron to her cheek; there work
men sitting at tables and smoking 
in the ground floor of a cabaret, while 
an old Bohemian, standing before them, 
sang something about liberty, accom
panying himself on an old guitar.

Suddenly I stopped. One of these 
personal pictures had caught my eye by 
its domestie and charming simplicity. 
She looked so happy and peaceful in 
her simple little room, the dear old lady 
in her black dress and widow's cap, 
leaning back in an easy chair covered 
witl green Utrecht velvet and sitting 
quietly with her hands folded on her 
lap. Everything around her was so 
old, and seemed to have been preserved, 
less through a wise economy than on 
account of hallowed memories, since 
the honeymoon with Monsieur 
of the high comploxion, in a 
frock coat anil flowered waistcoat, 
whose oval crayon ornamented the 
wall. By two lamps on the mantle
shelf every detail of the old-fashioned 
furniture could be distinguished, from 
the clock on a fish of artificial and 
painted marble to the old and anti
quated piano, on which, without doubt, 
as a young girl in leg-of-mutton sleeves 
and with her hair dressed a la greeqt 
she played the airs of Romagnesi. Ci 
tainly a loved and only daughter, re
maining unmarried through her affee- 
tion for her mother, piously watched 
over the last years of the widow. It 
was she, I was sure, who had so tender
ly placed her dear mother, she who 
had put the ottoman under her feet, 
she who placed near her the inlaid 
table and arranged on it the waiter ami 
the two cups. I expected already to 
see her coming in, carrying the even
ing coffee, the sweet, calm girl, who 
should be dressed in mourning like the 
widow and resemble her verv much.

Absorbed by the contemplation of s 
scene so sympathetic, and bv the pleas
ure of imagining that humble poem. I 
remained standing some steps from the 
open window, sure of not being no
ticed in the dusky street, when I saw a 
door open and there appeared—oh, 
how far he was from my thoughts at 
that moment!—my friend Meurtrier 
himself, the formidable hero of tilts on 
the river and frays in unknown places. 
A sudden doubt crossed me. I felt that 
I was on the point of discovering a mys
tery. It was he, indeed. His terrible 
hairv hand hold a tiny silver coffee-pot. 
and he was followed bv a poodle, which 
greatly embarrassed his step« -avaliant 
and classic poodle, tho poodle of blind 
clarinette players, a poor beggar's poo
dle, a poodle clipped like a lion, with 
hairy ruffles on his four paws and a 
white mustache like a General of the 
Gymnase.

“Mamma," said the giant, in a tone 
•f ineffable tenderness, “here is your 
coffee. 1 am sure that you will find 
it nice to-ttight. The water was boil
ing well, and I poured it on drop by 
drop.”

“Thank yon,” said the old lady, roll
ing her ea-v chair to tho table with an 
air; "thank you, my little Achille. 
Your dear father said many a time that 
there was not tny equal at making cof- 

I

ine,
Jer-

tee—fie was so kind and indulgent, the 
dear, good mail—but 1 begin to believe 
that you are even better than me.”

At that moment, and while Mourtrier 
was pouring out the coffee witli all tho 
delicacy of a young girl, the poodle, ex- 
dited no doubt by the uncovered sugar, 
placed his forepaws on tho lap of his 
mistress.

“Down, Modor,” she cried, with a 
benevolent indignation, “Did any one 
ever see such a troublesome animal! 
Look hero, sir! you know very well that 
vo.ur master never fails to give you the 
last of his cup. By the way,” said the 
widow, addressing her son, “you have 
taken the poor fellow out, have you 
not?”

“Certainly, mamma,” he replied in a 
tone that was almost infantile. “I have 
just boon to the creamery for your 

i morning milk, and I put the leash and 
* collar on Medor and took him with tne.”

Reassured on this point, important to 
. canine hygiene, the good dame drank 
her coffee, between her son and her 
dog, who each regarded her with an in
expressible tenderness. It was as
suredly unnecessary to see or heal- more. 
I had already divined what a peaceful 
family life, upright, pure and devoted, 
my friend Meurtrier hid under his 
chimerical gasconades. But tho 
spectacle with which chance had fa
vored me was' at onoe so droll 
and so touching that I could 
not resist tho temptation to watch for 
some moments longer; that indiscre
tion sufficed to show me the whole 
‘ruth. Yes, this type of roisterers, who 
uoomed to have stepped from one ofthe 
romances of Paul de Kock, this athlete, 
this despot of bar-rooms and public 
houses, performed, simply and courage
ously, in these lowly rooms in the sub
urbs. the sublime duties of a sister of 
charity. This intrepid oarsman iiad 
never made a longer voyage than to 
conduct his mother to mass or vespers 
every Sunday. This billiard expert 
only knew how to play bosique. This 
trainer of bull-dogs was the submissive 
Slave of a poodle.

in.
Next morning on arriving at the of- 

fie.s I asked Meurtrier how lie had em
ployed the previous evening, and he 
instantly improvised, without the least 
hesitation, an account of a sharp en
counter on the boulevard, where lie 
had knocked down with a single blow 
of his fist, having passed his thumb 
through the ring of his keys, a terrible 
street rough.

I listened, smiling ironically, and 
thinking to confound him; but, remem
bering how respectable a virtue is, 
which is hidden even under an absurd
ity. I struck him on tho shoulder, and 
said with conviction: •■Meurtrier, you 
are a hero.”—N. Y. Post.

ASPIRATION.
A Painful Operation Rendered Almont 

Painless.

accumulates in one or 
of the body, causing 
its pressure, and fre- 

It is some-

A fluid often 
more cavities 
much harm by 
quently resulting in death, 
times due to inflammation, which in
creases the natural secretion of the 
parts, and sometimes to obstructions of 
tho blood-vessels, causing their disten
tion and a leakage, or exudation of the 
watery parts of the blood through their 
walls. The fluid is generally thin, 
limpid and colorless, or slightly yellow, 
or, more rarely, gelatinous and turbid. 
When it is due to inflammation, it tends 
to become purulent and fetid. A secret
ing membrane covers the lungs, and, 
turning back, lines the sides of the 
chest, thus forming a closed cavity. A 
similar one lines every closed cavity of 
tho body, and secretes a thin, lubri
cating fluid which prevents all friction 
between adjacent parte. This fluid is 
called serum. All cavities which open 
into the outer world — the mouth, 
stomach, intestines, bladder, etc.—are 
lined with a membrane that secretes 
mucus, a thicker fluid. A serum
secreting membrane, similar to that 
which invests the lungs, lines the sac 
(pericardium) tiiat encloses the heart, 
also the entire cavity of the abdomen, 
all the joints of the body, and equally 
covers and surrounds the brain, dip
ping down into and lining its ventricles 
and convolutions. Thus, in pleurisy, 
“water” may so accumulate between 
tho chest and the lungs as not only to 
impede but wholly prevent the action 
of the latter ; between the heart and its

| sac, so as to interfere with the action 
both of the heart and the lungs; within 
tho abdomen, to th.- amount sometimes 
of gallons ; within the joints, especially 
of the knee, and upon the brain, or 
within its ventricles.

“Tapping” the brain has long boon 
practised, to the great relief of the pa
tient, though teni|M>rary, as, the cause 
remaining, the water rapidly accumu
lates again. But it is not yet twenty 
years since the invention of the "aspi
rator,” a great advance on the so-called 
“trocar.” It is a hollow needle—the 
finest only one-fiftieth of an inch in di- 
ainoter—attached to a rubber tube, the 
latter connected with a glass syringe 
having a piston, stop-cocks and a di-- 
charging tube. The hollow needle 
penetrating to the fluid, the working of 
the piston creates a vacuum, when the 
fluid rises trp into tho instrument and 
flows out through the tube. By using 
cocaine to abolish sensation in tin 

I punctured part, or benumbing the sur
face with a spray of ether, tho opera
tion may be rendered painless, all sen
sation being confined to the nerves of 
the skin.— south's Companion.

Thomas Stevens, the bicyclist who 
is now wheeling round the world, is a 
slight man, of medium height, and has 

nt most of his life west of the 
Mississippi as a ranrhm.in. - CA • 
Journal

A Place Where a Specter is Said to Warn 
Mortal Friends of Danger.

Within a radius of a few miles of 
Pittsburgh there are a number of places 
that have associations connected with 
them, dating back nearly a hundred 
years in some instances, that lend to 
them an interest and attractiveness 
that almost rivals the legends which 
cluster around the early days of the 
points of interest in the primitive days 
of the East and Northwest. One of 
these spots is the scene of what is still 
known as the Indian spring. It is 
situated on the Oliij river, about seven 
miles from this city, and on the verge 
of the village of Laurel, on the Fort 
Wayne railroad. Ask any of the early 
settlers, who still reside in that section, 
about the places of interest in their 
neighborhood and they will Invariably 
refer you to th^ Indian spring. A few 
years ago they would have related a 
romantic legend connected with the 
“Turkey Foot Kocks,” a mile further 
down the river, but the encroachments 
of the railroads have obliterated those 
Indian signs of a turkey’s foot, that 
showed boldly on a steep precipice 
where the wonder was how anv mortal 
could ever have climbed to such a diz.z.y 
height to rudely paint them. But the 
water from the Indian spring still 
trickles down into the ravine and forms 
a little brook that gurgles down the 
hillside and soon mingles with the 
waters of the Ohio river.

Less than ten years ago scarcely any 
other spot in tVeslTrn Pennsylvania 
presented a more wild, weird and pic
turesque scene than this spring. Over
head was a natural roof that crept out 
and far beyond th„ crevice in the rock 
where the water trickled from; a roof 
that was formed of countless delicate 
veins of sandstone. Above the roof a 
dense growth of oak and locust trees 
bent over and threw out their branches 
rs though making an endeavor to still 
further shield the crystal water from 
the rays of the sun. So completely 
had nature hid the spring that the 
shadows, even at midday, might delude 
one into the belief that eventide was 
close at hand. Underneath the ledge of 
rocks and far back there was a single 
crevice in the rocks. From this poured 
forth a clear, cool stream that within 
the recollection of the oldest residents 
lias never ceased to How, no difference 
how great the summer drouth or ho1” 
parched was the earth above. In tl. . 
center was a little room of pebbles, and 
on all sides were a dense growth of 

I ferns and wild grass and flowers.
The legends of a hundred years ago 

have so associated this spring with the 
Indians that it still bears their name. 
It is said ihat the spring was their 
favorite resort. It was on the tortuous 
path that led up from the Ohio river to 
the highlands. The roamirg nature of 
the Indians frequently took' them from 
the hills and valleys beyond the Ohio 
river across the waters in their canoes. 
Their favorite place for disembarking 
was at the hill at the foot of this spring. 
There the deep line of precipitous hills 
were broken, and through the little 
ravine they wound their way, stopping 
at the spring, where the cool retreat 
afforded them many a pleasant hour to 
rest. In latter years several legends 
have sprung up, most probably the 
work of fertile imagination, in which 
the Indians were the romantic centers. 
It. is said that as far back as the earliest 
settler can remember that the spring 
has been haunted. On dark, anil par
ticularly stormy nights, it is said that 
often when the. farmers were driving 
home, at midnight, from market, that 
a stately figure was seen stalking 
through the dense laurel bushes where 
a path still leads to the spring, and 
that the figure, after reaching the 
ledge of rocks overhanging the spring, 
and which commanded a view 
for miles up and down the Ohio 
river, would suddenly wildly wave 
a light to and fro as though signaling 
to mortal friends who were in danger. 
On other occasions, apcording to the 
legend, the weirdness of the ghostly 
surroundings was still more awe-inspir
ing by the wonderful tinkling of bs-llm 
in the stillness of the night that seemed 
to be rung bv some unseen hand 
whose immortal owner was apparently 
standing on the edge of the haunted 
rocks. •

These legends and ghostly stories 
have been hand'd down and narrated 
for ages past, and still may be heard 
when the work of supernatural agencies 
are related at the Laurel firesides in 
the winter. In these more enlightened 
davs there are not a few people who 
are said to feel a chill steal over them 
if occasion should require them to pass 
near the spot on a dark night when the 
storm-clouds are at war with one an
other.

The Indian spring, however, still re
mains, and the pure, cold water gushes 
forth the same as of yore. But the 
bridge across the ravine, that was 
formed bv a fallen tree, has molderi d 
away. Within the past month one of 
the greatest of civilizers and landmark 
destroyers, a prosaic oil-pipe line, has 
been laid through the ravine that leads 
to the spring, and one-half of the last I 
trace of the early sources of the spring 
arc obliterated. Pittsburgh Chronicle.

— A Pembroke young man who was 
engaged to lie married wanted to start 
on his wedding tour immediately after 
the knot had been tied, but his intended 
bride declared her intention of remain
ing to attend a party. The young man 
remarked that she would lai sorry if 
she pe, .Died. On the day fixed for the 
wedding he failed to appear, and it was 
ascertained that he 'had left by the 
train on ‘lie previous evening.— Toronto 
•Jlobt.

Light-blue, pink or buff 
or Albatross cloth, are 
these tiny costumes, to be 

white gnimpes; and. the 
be very full, indeed, to be

1’retty Costu men and Becoming llata For 
Small Girls and Mlaaea.

The leading features in small girls’ 
dresses are short waists and full skirts; 
many of the former being cut off' just 
under the arms, and the latter extended 
to the ankles; giving the tiny maidens 
the picturesque appearance of quaint 
Dutch peasants. It is prettier, how
ever, to sirike a happy medium, if pos
sible. For every-day wear these frocks 
are made of pretty sprigged calicoes, 
sateens or cambrics, or else warm, 
dark-red. brown or blue flannels, suita
ble for the seaside or mountains, for it 
is no longer considered necessary to 
keep young children always in white, 
and there is a decided tendency toward 
bright, rich shades for these small 
toilettes.

It is well, however, to have several 
white muslin frocks for afternoon and 
dresny occasions. For girls of from 
three to ten years of age, these are 
sometimes made with a low, round, 
sleeveless waist, entirely of embroid
ery; or else open in V shape, and laced 
across with narrow cherry, blue or 
yellow ribbon, with a preference for 
the latter. These ribbons are passed 
through eyelet holes, and small epaul
ettes of embroidery finish the shoul
ders, The Gretchen dress is, perhaps, 
the prettiest of all, cut square nearly 
to the waist and strapped across with 
ribbon or velvet. Like all low-necked 
dresses, this is always worn with a 
guimpe, which is a high, white waist 
of nainsook or Victoria lawn, buttoned 
behind, and trimmed in yoke fashion at 
the top, but without gathers below, 
being held around the waist by a simple 
drawing string. The long sleeves are 
slightly full at the top, and have a 
waistband of embroidery, or a turned- 
back ct:ff. ’ ' ‘ •
cashmere, 
lovely for 
worn with 
skirt must 
graceful.

Plain colored skirts have a hem four 
inches deep, and five or six half-inch 
tucks above it; but for handsome white 
frocks, insertion is set in between 
clusters of tucks, or else nearly the en
tire skirt is formed of embroidery, such 
as conies for ladies' flounces. The 
sashes most in vogue, are of the dress 
goods, hemmed and tucked or em
broidered across the ends. These pass 
around tiie waist nnd are tied in an im
mense bow behind.

The first short dresses for infants are 
yoke slips; and they are liked for all 
girls under five, w'ith the yoke and 
sleeves trimmed to imitate a guimpe. 
They bang loose in front, but are con
fined by a sash of the material in the 
back. High yoke dresses are worn by 
ail girls up to fifteen years of age, and 
they are decidedly commended for 
school frocks, being easily laundried. 
To be stylish, however, the yoke should 
be very deep, the gathered part, short 
and full, and the belt extzemely nar
row. The full skirt may be plain, 
tucked or elaborately trimmed wfitlj 
embroidery. The only silks used for 
children are the light summer silk 
foulards, in soft, a'sthetic colors, or 
e|sc. tho pin-head checks, and small, 
gay, Scotch plaids. A great favorite 
with large school-girls and misses is 
the Norfolk belted waist, which is 
worn with a tucked skirt, and apron 
overskirt; or, if made of checked, 
plaided or plain dark woolen material, 
it is suitable with any skirt. It is a 
strong rival of the ever-useful Jersey. 
For outrdoor wraps on cool days, small 
girls have short-waisted walking coats, 
of rough cloth, made with two large 
box plaits in the buck, and two rosettes 
defining the waist Line. Larger misses 
prefer the short, jaunty jackets, or 
redingotes, with .shoulder capes. All 
ages, however, wear dark straw hats 
with large crowns and wide brims. 
These arc faced with dark velvet, and 
are trimmed with high, narrow loops 
of ribbon or cape in front, a fold around 
the crown, and a bunch of flowers on 
the left side. It is considered very 
stylish to put white flowers and rib
bons on dark hats.—American Agricul
turist.

Amazing Mastery or Hana.

Among the many anecdotes of Sir 
Edwin Landseer contained in a bio
graphy. is one about the famous art
ist’s amazing mastery of hand. At a 
large party in Loudon the conversation 
turned on the dexterity and facility in 
feats of skill with the hand. A lady 
remarked: “Well, there’s one thing 
nobody has ever done, and that is to 
draw two things at once.” “Oh, I 
can do that.” said Landseer. “Lend 
mi- two pencils, and I will shew you." 
The pencils were given him, a piece of 
paper la d on the table, and Sir Edwin 
drew. • simultaneously and without 
hesitation, with one hand, the profile 
of a stag’s head and all its antlers com
plete. and with the other hnnd the per
fect profile of a horse’s head.” Both 
drawings were said to be full of life 
and energy, and the drawing of the 
left hand not inferior to the one made 
with the right—A. K Herald.
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—The ice ot arctic regions, accord

ing to Major Greely, doc not form to a 
{’renter thickness than five feet, but in 
Tallin's Bay, tho Greenland Sea andBaltin 8 Bay, ________________________ _

parts of the Arctic Ocean thicker 
masses arc produced by the jamming 
together of floes, which are thus piled 
up and become frozen together. The 
ice of the Polar Sea is almost of incon
ceivable roughness,’and it is doubted 
whether any explorer has ever seen 
three hundred square yards ot it that 
is level.


