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SEER 

IVERS QUAINT BAPTISM. 

[The followirg is a relecticn from S 

Baring Gould's novel, The Broom-Squire,’ 

recently issued by Frederick A. Strokes & 

Co. A sailor s’opping at a tavern called 
The Ship with his mothcrless babe whom 

he is taking to his sister in acother county, 
starts cut at night with some bcon com- 

pations. At the inn, during the conver 
sation, it tren pired that tbe babe had not 

been baptiz:d. Young Iver heard his 
superttitious mother. the hcstess, fay of an 

unbaptiz:d child: “It ain't a christian, so 
it can't go to Lkeaven. Itain't dome no 
evil, so it can’t go to hell; and so the poor 

spirit wanders about in the wind and never 
bas no rest. You can hear them piping in 
the trees and tobbing at tke winder.” Iver 
and tke Broom-Squire set out shortly after 
the sailor and bis friends; and ave gone 

but a little vay when tkey find the dead 
body of the tailor, who had been murdercd 
and robbed, and the little child crying in 

the bushes. The Broom-Squire stands 
guard over the body, while be bids Iver 
carry the child to cne of the houses mn the 
scattered settlement and give tke alarm. 
The toy seeks mn vain at a number of the 
houses for admiss'on for the babe, but tke 
selfish people will not be burdered even for 
the night. | 

Iver stood in tke open air with the child 
in bis arms. He was perplexed. What 

shou!d be done with it? Ile would have 

rubbed his head, to rub an idea into it, Fad 

not both his arms been engaged. 
Large, warm drops fell trom tle sky, 

like tears from an overchargcd heart. The 
vault overhead wes row black with r.in 

clouds, and a flicker over the edge of the 

Punch-Bowl, like the quivering cf expiring 
light in a despairing eye, gave evidenc 
that a thunder stcrm was gatlering, and 
would speedily breek. 
The babe became peevish, and Iver was 

unable to pacify it. 
He must find s'elter somewhere, and 

every door was shut against the child. 
Had it not been that the storm was im- 
minent, Iver would have hasted directly 
tome, mm full confidence that his tender- 
hearted mother would receive the rejected 
of the Broom-Squire, and tle Stip Inn 
hartor what the Punch-Bowl retused to 
entertain. 
He stumbled in the darkness to Jonas 

Kink's house, but finding the door locked, 
and tlat rain was beginning to descerd 
out of the clouds in rushes, he was obligcd 
to take refuge in an cu house cr bain — 
which the building was he ccu'd not dis- 
tinguish. Here he was in absolute darkness. 
He did not venture to grope atout, lest he 
should fall over some of the timber that 
might be, and protably wae, collected 
there. 
He suoposed that he was in tke place 

where Jonas fasbioued his brcoms, in 
which case the choppirg-block, the burdles 
of twigs, as well as the brooms:ticks 
would te lying about. DBideabout was rot 
an orderly 

persed and strewn in such a manner as to 
trip ard throw down any one unaccustom- 
ed to the place, and unprovided with aligkLt. 
The perspiration broke out on the boy's 

brow. The tears welled up in his eyes. 
He danced the infant in h's arms, he ac- 
dressed it carcssingly, he scolded it. Then 
in desperation he laid it on the ground 
and ran ‘orth, through the rain, to the cot- 
tage of an old maid nesr, ramed Sally, 
stopping, however, at intervals in his 
career, to listen weather the child was still 
crying ; but unable to decide, owing to the 
prolonged chime in his ears. It is not at 
once that tke drums of hearing cbtain re- 
lief, after they have teen set in vibration 
by acute clamor. On reacting the old 
maid's door he knocked. 

For some time Sally remained irrcspon- 
sive. 

“] know very well,” said she to Lerselt 
under tke bed-clothes, “it’s that dratted 
boy wkto has been at the Rocliffe’s.” 

Iver persisted in knocking. At length 
ste appeared at the casement, opened it, 
thrust forth her night-capped head, and 
said peevishly : ‘‘It ain't no manner o’ use. 
I won't have no habies kere, not to my 
time o’ life, thank’y. lsezl won’t* and 
wot I sez that I sticks to like toffee be- 
tween the teett. You may knock them 
there knuckles of yorn into dimples, Lut 
optn I won't. I won't I won't.” 
The ¢ld woman t¢tamped on the bedroom 

floor. 
“I do not ask that, Sally*” plead¢d the 

boy. *‘I have set the baby in Bideabout’s 
bain, and there's no knowin’, it may get 
Lold cf tke chopper and back off its limbs, 
or pull down all tke rick o’ troom handles 
cn itself, or get smottercd inthe heather. 
I want a lantern. I dont know how to 
pacify the creature, and ‘tis squeadling 
that terrible I don’t know what's the mat- 
ter.” 

“Is it a drawn’ of the hind legs up, ard 
ttiffenun’ of the back ?” asked the old maid. 

“I think so,” answered th2 boy dubious- 
ly ; then with further ccnsideration, ‘I'm 
ture of it. It wriggled in my arms like a 
worm when one's gettin’ it on a hook out 
fishing.” 
a Thbat's convulsions,” said Sally. ¢¢ “Twill 
go cif in one of they, sure as eggs is eggs 
and ain't inions.” 
“Do you reall say so?” 
‘It's tka*, or water on the brain WY 

all this pour'ng rain, I shouldn't woncer 
if ‘twasn’t to'tker. Not, you know, that 
I've any acqua'ntance wi’ babies. Only 
I've heard wimmin talk ¢s bas bad ‘em just 
like rabti's. 

‘Do they die when they have water on 
the brain 

‘Always. Babies can’t stand it, ro 
more nor can gcslings gettin’ their backs 
wetted.’ 

‘Will you help me?’ p'eaded the boy. 
Alter the lspse of a few minutes, a light 

appeared at the window of the lower 100m, 
and the door was slowly unlocked end un- 
barred. 
Then the old woman appeared in the 

dourway. 
‘I've been a-turnin’ over in my head,’ 

the seid, ‘and ten chances to half-a-one, if 
that there child hev been squcalin’ 0 long, 
it's either broke a blood: vessel, or will die 
o’' ,plexy. There'll be a purty expense to 
the parish. There'll be two buryings laid 
on it that oughten’t to be. That means an 
¢x(ra penny in the rates. If them there 
chaps wanted to murder a man, why didn't 
ttey goand do it in Hampehire, and not 
0 4 ered of this county an’ parish ? 
here's rayson in eveything.’ 
‘Do you really suppose the child will 

die ? asked tke boy, more concerned about 
the life ttan about the rates. 

ard tidy worker, and his | 
material would almost certainly be die- | 

‘How can I say? I've bad precious 
little to do wi’ babies, thanks be. Now, 

sharp, what is it you went? I'm perishin’ 
wi’ cold. 
‘May I bave a bottle ard some milk, and 

a lan‘ern ?’ 
“You can hava wot you wants, only I'll 

protest I'll have no babics foist on me here.’ 
Then she added, ‘I will not trust you byes. 
Show me your bands, that you ain’t bidin’ 
of it bekind yer back.’ 

‘1 assure you the child is in Bideatout’s 
shed. Do be quick and help. I am so 
afraid lest it die, end becomes a wanderer.’ 

‘If I can help it I will do what I can that 
it mayn’c die, for certain,’ said the woman, 
‘anything but taking it in here, ard thet I 
won't, t won't, i won't.’ Again she 
stemped. 

Iver provided bimselt with the rcquisi’es 
as speedily as might te, and tastered back 
to the outhouse. At the door a cat was 
miawling. and rubbed itself against his 
shins. When he entered the cat followed 
him. 
The child was still sobbing and fitfully 

screaming, but was rapidly becoming ex- 
tausted. 

Iver telt the aims and head and body to 
ascerta’'n whether any bone was broken or 
battered by the fall, but his acquaintance 
with tke anatcmy of a child was too 1udi- 
mentary for him to come to any satis'actory 
conclusion. 
He held the betile in one hand, but was 

ignorant how to sdminisier the contents. 
Stould the chi!d be leid on its back «r 
placed in a sitting posture ? 
Wken he #pplied the moistened rag to 

its mouth, he speedily learned tiat pesition 
was immaterial. The babz fell to work 
vigorously, with lerge expectation of re- 
sults. Some moments elapsed before it 
awoke to the fact t'at the actual retults 
were hardly commensurate with its antic pa- 
tions, nor with its exertions. 
When roused to full conscicusness that it 

was being trifled with, then tke resentment 
ot t'e infant wes vehement and vociierous. 
It drew up ifs legs end kicked out. It 
battled with its Lande, it butted with its 
pate, ard in its — pulled tle plug 
out of the mouth of the flask so that the 
milk gushed over its face and into its mouth, 
at once blinding and choking it. 
A teries of strangulatirg coughs and 

gasps-ensued, and the creature turned the 
color of a mulberry. Iver was more alarmed 
than he had been before. He did his ut- 
most to rescue the ccntents of the bottle 
from being entirely spilled, and ke re placed 
tte plug. 

‘Oh, dear! oh, dear ! what shall do 1?” 
he exclaimed, and began to cry with vexa- 
tion. 
The cat now came to his assistance. It 

began to lick up the spilled milk. 
Iver seized the occasion. 
‘Lcok, see, pretty puss!” said he caress- 

irgly, to the child. ‘Giroke pussy. Don't 
be afraid. You see she likes the milk that 
you wou!da’t have. Naughty pussy eats 
little tir’s and mousies. But she won't 
touch babics.’ 
Tte cat having appropriated the spilled 

mill looked atthe inf:nt in an uncanny way 
out of her gl'nting green eyes, as ttough 
by no means urdisposed to try whether 
baby was not as good eating as a fladg- 
ling bird, as toothsome &s a mous. 

Iver caught up the cat and scratched her 
under the chin and pehind the ears. 

‘Do you hear? The pussy purrs. 
Would that ycu also might purr. She is 
pleased to make your acquaintanee. Oh, 
do, do, do be qaiet !’ 
Then casting aside tte cat Le endcavored 

slowly to distill some of the milk down the 
child's throat witkout sufferirg it to swallow 
too much at once, but found the task diffi- 
cult, if not impossible, tor his hand shook. 

‘Wait a tit,” said he. There are straws 
here. I will cut one and put it through the 
rag, and then you can tipple like a king 
upon his throne.’ 
He selected a stout barley straw, end 

finding a knot in it endeavored to perforate 
ths obstiuction with a pin. When this 
failed be looked about for another straw, 
and &t last discovered one that was strong, 
uninterrupted by knots, and sufficiently 
long to serve bis purpose. 
For a while he was so engrossed in his 

occupation that the child remaired unno- 
ticed. But when the s‘raw Lad becn ad- 
justed satisfactorily, and the apparatus was 
in working order, as Iver ascertained by 
testing it himself, then he looked round at 
his charge. 
The baby was lying silent and motionless. 
His heart stood still. 
‘Itis dead ! It is going to die! It will 

become a wanderer!" he exclaimed ; and 
putting down the fceding-bottle, snatched 
up the lantern, crept on his knees to tke 
child and brought the little face witkin the 
radius of the sickly yellow light. 

‘I can not see! Oh, I can see nothing! 
There is no light worth baving!” he gasped 
and proceeded to open the door in tke 
lantern side. 
‘What is to te doce? he asked, de- 

spairingly. ‘1 do not know if it be dying 
or be in a fit. Oh, live ! do, do live! Tl 
give you a brass button and some twine 
out of my pocket! I promise jou my 
next lollipops if ycu will. Nasty, cross, 
disobliging thing.” He went to the bara 

coming down in torrents, came back. 
‘1s it true,’ asked he, ‘that you must be a 
wanderer, if you die unchristened ? Shall 
I ever heer you yowling in the wind? It 
is too, too dreadful 
A chill came over the boy's heart. 
Iver had never teen death. Ie was 

vastly frightened at the thought that the 
little soul might fleet away while he was 
watching. He dared not leave the child. 
He was afraid to stay. If he were to de- 
scrt the babe, and it expired—and to run 
home, would not the soul come flying and 
flapping after him ? 

e considered with his hands to his 
head. 
I know what I will do!” exclaimed he, 

suddenly; ‘I'll make a Christian of it, 
anyhow.’ 

here was standing on the floor an old 
broken red bowl of coarse pottery, out of 
which fowls bad been fed. It was now 
empty. Iver took it, wiped it out with his 
hand, and went with it to the door, where 
a rude “'launder” or shoot of wood carried 
the water from the thatch immediately over 
the door, and sent the collected moisture 
in a stream down one side. The boy h¢ld 
the vessel under the shoot till he had ob- 
tained sufficient for his purpose, and then, 
returned within said ‘I'll stop your wander- 
ing,” went vp to the child, sprinkled some 
water over it and said ‘‘Mehctabel, I bap- 
tize thee——"' 

docr and looked out, saw that the rain was | 

Tke cat made a spring and dashed past. ! 
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It Makes a Good Breakfast. 
Above all drinks for the morning 

meal Coffee stands supreme. The odor 

of it, rich and pungent, prevades the 

house like an incense. 

and pride that we supply the homes 

of the land with Coffee of the finest 

quality. The best the earth affords we 

give them. There is no variation in the 

quality of our “Seal Brand’ Coffee, 

every packageis of thesame high grade. 

On it our reputation stands. 

Packed in air tight tin cans only. 

SANBORN, 

It is our claim 

CHICAGO. 

EO 

‘CAMPBELL’S wine oF 
BEECH TREE CREOSOTE 
CURES OBSTINATE COUGHS. 

DOCTORS RECOMMEND IT HIGHLY. ASK YOUR DRUGGIST FOR IT. 

Down went the contents of the bowl 
over the babe, which uttered a howl lusty 
enough to have sat’sfied eny nurse that the 
baptism was valid, acd that the devil was 
expelled. 

In at the door came Mrs. Versfage, 
Iver’s mother. 

“Jver! ‘Wot's vp? 
‘Oh, mother!” 

‘Where's tkat babe ?’ 
‘Here, mother, cn tha ground.’ 
‘On tte ground! Good life! Scused, 

sosked through end through! whatever 
bave you been doin’? Holdin’it under 
the spout ?’ 

‘Baptizin’ it, mother.’ 
‘Baptizin’ of it?” TLe woman stared. 
‘I thought the creetur was dyin’. 
*Well, acd wot then ?’ 
‘Mother. Lest it shud take to wander- 

in’. 
‘Baptizin’ of it. Dear Lfe! 

did you ca'l it?’ 
‘Mehetabel.’ 
‘Mebetabel !| 'Tain’t a human name.’ 
‘It is, mother. It's a Scriptur’ name.’ 
‘Never heard on it.’ 
‘Mehetabel was tte wife of Hadar.’ 
‘And who the dickens was Hadar?’ 
He was a dook—a dcok of Edcm’ 
At the time the murder aroused the 

greatest possitle excitement in tke neigh- 
borhcod and preeminently in tte parishin 
Thursley. As shown by the wordirg of 
the inscription on tke tombstone 1h.t 
covers the victim, his name never tran- 

spired. No relaticns claimed the right to 

bury Lim. None appeared to take ch.rge 
of lus orphan child. 
The parish fretted, it fumed, it protested. 

Bat fret, fume, and protest availed nothing, 
it had to deiray the cost of the funeral, 
and receive ard lap the child in its porochial 
mercies. 
Th one difliculty that solved i‘self— 

ambulando, was that as to who would take 
charge of the child. This was solved by 
the hostess of the Ship. 
The parish endeavored to cajole tie 

good woman into receiving tte babe as a 
gift from Heaver, and to exact no com- 
pensation for her labors in rearing it, for 
the expense of clothing, feeding, educating 
it. But Mrs Verstage was deat to such 
solicitations. She wculd take charge cf tke 
child, but paid she must te. Eventually 
the parochial authorities, after taving cal- 
led a vestry, and sat three hours in con- 
sultation had to ‘knuckle under,” as the 
hostess expressed it, and allow a trifle for 
the entertainment of the little wail. 
So the matter was settled. 
Then another had to be determined. 

What about the chrisiening performed in 
tke shed by Iver? What about the out- 
landish name given the child? The land- 
lady reised no ques'ion on these heads till 
it was settled that the little being wes to be 
an inmate of ber house, and under her 
care. Then t¢h2 reasoned thus: ‘Either 
this here child te a Mehetabel or she 
bain't. Either it’s a Christian or it’s a 
heathen. What is it? Is it fish, is it fl sh, 
or is it good red herring ? It ain’t no use 
my calling her Mehetabel if ske bain't 
nothing of the sort. And it ain’t no use 
teachin’ her the caterp.asm, if she ba’n’t 
been made a Christian. I'll go and ax the 
pa'son.” 

Accordingly tte good woman took Iver 
by the shoulder and dragged him to Witley 
Vicarage, and stated her case and Ler 
difficulties. 

‘It the boy gave a name—-' said the 
parson. 

‘He did, your reverence, and such a 
name.’ 
‘What is it?’ 
‘Mehetabel. 
‘Wherever did you pick u» thst name ?’ 

asked the vicar, turning to the boy. 

‘Please, tir, we was doin’ the Dooks of 
Edom in Sunday-school. We'd already 
learned David's mighty men, and could run 
‘em off like one o'clock, and—I don't know 
how it was, tir, but the deme ¢lipped out 0’ 
my mouth wi’ out a ttought. You see, sir, 
we had so many verses to say for next 
Sunday, and I bad some of the Dooks of 
Edom to repeat.’ 

‘Oh! So you gave tke name of one of the 
dukes.’ 

‘Please, sir, co. Mehetabel was the wife 
of one, she was marricd to his Grace, 
Dook Hader.’ 

“Oh, Hadar ! to be sure, quite so! Very 
good boy, glad you are so well primed in 
all things necessary to salvation.’ 
‘And is the child to be called Meheta- 

bel? ”’ asked the woman. 
“That depends,” said the vicar. ‘‘How 

did the boy perform the sacred funtion ?-’ 
“Pleate sir,” said Iver, “I did it as 

your Honor does, after the second lesson 
on Sunday afternoon, and the pe 
“He hada’t no surplice on,” argued the 

mother. 
“You had a bowl of pure water ?” asked 

the parson. 
“Yee, sir, rain water. 

of the spout.” 
“And the words used ?” 
“The tame as you say, sir ; exactly.” 
The parson rubbed his chin, 
“Was it done in thoughtfulness—in ir- 

reverent folly ?? 

And what 

1 caught it out 

“Ob, no, sir! I did it in sober earnest 
I thought the child was going to die.” 
“Ot ccur.e,” said the vicar, ‘lay bap- 

tism is valid, even if administered by a 
Disenter ; but—it is very unusual, very 
much so.” 

“I didn’t do all that about the cross,” 
otserved Iver, “because the cat jumped 
ard upeet the bowl. 0.8 

‘Of course, of course. That belongs to 
the rcception into the church, and you 
couldnt do that as it was——" 

‘In Bideabout's basin,’ said Iver. 
‘You are certcin the water touched the 

child ? 
‘Soused her,” responded tke hostess. 

‘She caught a tremendous cold out o’it, 
and hss been runnin’ at tte nose ever since.’ 

*I think the very best thing we can do,’ 
said the vicar, ‘is that I should baptize the 
child conditionally in church,—conc ition- 
ally, mind.’ 

‘And call her by another name ?' atked 
the woman. 

‘I ¢o not think I can do that.’ 
‘It’s a terrible mouthful,’ observed Mrs. 

Verstage. 
‘I dare say that in practise you will be 

ab'e to condenseit. As for that boy of 
yours, ma'am, I should like a word with 
h'm, by bimself.’ 

‘So, the cre¢tur must bide Mehetatel ? 
‘Mehetabel it must be.’ 

RHEUMATISM’S VICTIMS. 

AFTER SPASMODIC EFFORTS FOR A 

CURE USUALLY GIVE UP, 

There 18 One Medicine That Has Cured 

Thousands Afer Other Medicines Had 

Fatled—A Released Safferer Adds His 

strong Eaodor:atlon of 1his Wonderful 

Remedy. 

From the Trenton Courier. 

Wtat an innocent sounding name has 
rheumatism, and yet how teriible a reality 
to the thousands who sufler with it. Doctors 
agree that rheumatic results from poison 
in the blood, tut as to just how ttey can 
te reached and eradicated, it would seem 
that their knowledge fails. The usual treat- 
ment is a long series of medicines which 
may give temporary relief, but do not cure, 
and then the patient usually gives up, 
thinking that there is ro medicine that will 
cure him. This is a mistake. Rheumatism 
18 not a necessary evil, and because one is 
growing old it is mot imperative that one 
should accept rheumatism as a natural 
accessory to advancing years. 
There is a remedy for rheumatism des- 

spite the general belief that it cannot be 
cured—a remedy that has cured thousands 
of the most severe cases. A noted instance 
of the truth of this assertion which has just 
come to the kncwledge of the editor of the 
Courier, in the cease of Rotert Francis, 
E:q., formerly of Trenten, now retired 
from business in Ret Portage, Ont., and 
still residing there. He has been a vietim 
of rheumatism fcr over three yesrs. Last 
winter he visited his friends in Trentonani 
was then contemplating a visit to the south 
in s arch of 1eliet from bis constant foe. 
He bad to use a stafl in walking and went 
at a slow pace. This Christmas he was 
here again on a visit to his friends, smart 
and erect and without the stick or the sor- 
rowful look of a year age. His friends and 
acquaintenc s all accost im as a rew man 
and congratulate Lim on his healthy, fresh 
and active appearance in con(rast with a 
year ago. He has chee fully and grate- 
fully given the following statement of his 
efforts after a cure. “My home is at Rat 
Portage, Ont., where for four years I was 
engaged in business and where I still re- 
eide. For three years I have been a great 
sufferer from rheuma'ism. I tried several 
highly recommended remedies to no 
purpose, as I continued to grow worte 
till it was difficult for me to walk. 
I was for thirteen week confined vo my ted 
at home and in the Winnipeg hospital. I 
was then induced to try the Mount Clem- 
ent Springs. I took six courses of baths 
or twenty-ore baths each without any seem- 
ingly beceficial result. I read of several 
cures in the Courier from Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills for Jas People, and friends who 
used them with benefit to them:elves urged 
me to try them. I did so and after a short 
time I felt an improve ment in my condition. 
I have taken twelve boxes in and my 
improvement bas been continuous and sat- 
sfactory, so that I necd the cane no longer 
and I bave izcreased my weight from 140 
pounds to 175 by the use of Pink Pills. I 
am not entirely free from rk eumatism but 1 
am a new man, one thousand percent bet- 
ter than I was a ycar ago and I attribute 
my health entirely to Dr. Williaws’ Pink 
Pills.” 

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills strike at the 
root of the disease, driving it from the 
system and restcring the patient to health 
and stre . In cascs of paralyeis, spinal 
troubles, locomotor ataxia, sciatica, rheu- 
matism, erysipelas, scroiulous troubles, etc. 
these pills are superior to all otter treat- 
ment. They are also a specific for the 
troubles which make the lives of so many 

women a burden, and speedily restore the 

rich glow of health to pale and sallow 
cheeks. Min broken down by overwork, 
worry or excesses, will find in Pik Pills a 
certain cure. Sold by all dealers or sent 
by mail postpa’d, at 50c¢. a box, or six 
boxes for £2 50, by addressing the Dr. 
Williams’ Medicire Company, Brcckville, 

Ont., or Schenectady, N. Y. Beware of 
imitations and substitutes alleged to be 
‘just as good.’ 

AMERICAN WIVES OF EUROPEANS. 

Reasons Why They do not Always Find 

Europe a Paradish, 

Tte An erican girl or young widow as a 

marriageable perscn bas come to be sppre- 

ciated in Europe as much as, nsy more 
than, on the Cortinent as in England. 

for this, Tere are several reasons 
says a German correspondent of 

the N. Y. Sun, one being that 
the average American girl is band- 
somer than the average Europcan girl; 
another being that she—or Ler papa or 
guardian —is supposed to have, and often 

does have, more money than her European 

sister ; and still another, though nct so po- 

{ent factor, being that the American girl is 
intellectually more gitted, brighter, a more 
interesting creature than is her Europcan 

ister, cn an svarsge. The above three 
facts have just tegen to be generally known 
in these European circles coming here ur- 

der considerstion ; hence it is probeble that 

the marrying acd giving in marriage of the 
American girl to well-connected young 
Europeans will increace, instead of decreas- 

ing, hereafter. 
In most irstances American girls, when 

marrying Europeans, do so for two reasons, 

one being that they wish to spend their 
lives in a highly cultured, mcre or less 
aristocratic, and exclusive society, and the 
other being that they believe the life cf 
this society to be a more enjoyable one 
than would be tte case in American and 
with an American husband, other things 
being equal. In this two-fold supposition 
the American girl is often quite wrong, 
rarely quite right. If she marries, for in- 
stance, into a family belonging to the 
privileged classes, she is regarded to the 
last in the light of an interloper, And 

this, no matter what she or her husbard, 

or even the whole femily may do to the 
contrary, caste spir't in Europe being too 
strong and two insurmountable to be over- 
come even by a very ‘“‘emart” American 

girl. Again. where she escapes, by her 
Europeen marriage, a number of peculiar- 
ly American annoyances, the exchanges 
them for as many, or moie, peculiarly 

European ones. 
The whole lite ot the upper class ie, 

just to mention one thing, £0 highly artific- 

cial and so full of the minutest care to be 
taken at every step, ttat few American- 
born women, even after a long training, 

grow accustomed to it cr learn to ac- 
commodate themselves thoroughly to it all. 
There are, of ccurse, exceptions—I per- 
sonally know of some—but the above is 
the rule, even if the girl, on marrying, be 

still young and impressionable. Again, 
Europeans of both sexes, but more especi- 
ally thc women, do not like ths independ- 
ent, unceremoanicus ways of the American 
woman, ard they rever forgive her for 
exerc.sing more freedom of speech and 
manner and motion than they themselves 
are, by the custom of a thousard years, 
permitted to enjoy. 
A recent incident at one of the court 

balls in Dresden comes to my mind to il- 

lustrate this. The yourg American girl in 
quettion is the daughter of wealtby and 
distinguished Baltimoreans, and she, being 

very pretty besides and highly gifted in 
mind as well, found no great difficulty 
in obtaining an invitation to the 
ettivity that night (court 1ulcs and 
etiquette being often somewhat relaxed on 
the Continent at the smaller courts for the 
pleasure of receiving somes charming] little 
Amnericaine). Her costume that night was, 

of course, above reproach ; of that she had 

taken good care, and at first she was much 
admired ; and she had also ao irreproach- 
able chaperon with her. But her man- 
ners—b-r-r. Without intending to do so, 
withont being aware of it, she transgressed 
that evening nearly every paragraph in the 
code of bebavicr, until she was, when sup- 
per time errived, fairly taboced and 
ostracized. Her final faux pas—she said, 
rather audib’y, though in English, that the 
trufiled pkeasant on her plate was nct as 
good as an Amer.can canvasback duck, end 
said this just when a royal prince, nepkew 
of tke King, conversed within Ler hearing— 

broke her neck, so to speak. At any rate, 
she was shurned by all for the rest of the 
evening, and the King personally requested 
the court marshal to be a little more care- 
ful in the matter of invitations for the 
future. 

All this was simply due to the fact that 
the girl was not used to tuck a higker arti- 
ficial atmosphere as obtains at courts, and 
probably never could get used to it, her 
very blood, her mode of thought, being 
against it. 
But imsgine for a moment that a full- 

grown American girl of wealth and posi- 
tion, ard corresponding bringing up, was 
married to a Euro of more or less 
aristocratic family. It is true that such 
girls often possess that flexibility and ad- 
aptability of mind necessary to conform to 
the new surroundings, to the novel way 
of looking upon lite and one’s fellow be- 
ings. If the does adept herself to these 
altered circumstances, the ceases, 
must cease, to be an American in all es- 
sential respects. She must above all bow 
down to that d European fetish— 
caste spirit—and observe in all minute de- 

and | 

fails ttose rules of dividing snd subdivid- 
ing clasees and ¢pecies of mankind which 
her own forefathers in 1776 succerstul’y 
levelled in the young republic. Nesrly all 
American girls, however, are unable to 
ccmpletely Europcanize themselves, and 
hence their life is an untrcken series of 
compromises between their consciences, 
their minds, and the demand of their new 
home. 

It may be well to state here, though, that 
while it is true that when a European mar- 
ries an American it is, in nicety-nine cases 
out of 4 hundred, primarily for tke stke 
of a large, fat dowry, itis true probably 
in the same percentage that he treats bis 
American wife well and indulge ntly. Among 
the American wives I have met in Europe 
married to natives, I do not recollect per- 
sonally a single ca'e where tke husband 
wes brutal, or where the union was an out- 
and-out unhappy one. On the contrary, I 
know or h.ve heard cf quite a number 
where tkere seeme~ to be bappiress on 
both si les. 
An intimate friend ot mine here, for in- 

stance, still cherishes the memory of his 
young American wi‘e witha devotion which 
1s as steadfast asit is deep, and that young 
wife, while she lived, often declared her 
union to be an ideal one. But she bau b2- 
come thoroughly Germanized within the 
first eighteen months of her marriage. 
Another young American I know of 
here, the wife of an «cilicer in 
the etet mijor, takes such a pride inher 
husbana’s profession, and such an interest 
in it, that she knows by name or looks 
neatly every cfficer in the Germen army. 
Countess Waldersee, nee Lee, is intersely 
happy in her German life, and very proud 
of her lord. Tle other day an American 
young widow, nee Budd, married a Msjor 
in the German War Ministry, Herr von 
Harbou, having been, as she says, so happy 
with her first German husband. Freu von 
Rottenburg, daughter of the late Amciic*n 
Ambassador Phelps, is a happy medium, 
neither tco German nor too American, but 
witbal a happy wite. Countess Max 
Pappenheim of Bavaria, who is an Ameri- 
can girl, told me last winter that she felt 
sure she could not have teen happier with 
an American husband, aod Ler life in 
Furope she likes immensely. Count Alex 
Gertdo«ft of the srmy is tte second son of 
the old — Chamberlain, Count Gers- 
dorff, who married an American, 
a Miss Parsons, while kis elder brotk- 
er married a Miss l.oomis, and though 
he, too, married for money, the union may 
be quite a happy ore. In this instance, as 
in so many in Europe, the sons are timply 
forced to look out for a ‘‘goldfish,” the 
social standing of the family requiring large 
means, while their estates are heavily en- 
cumbered. And the Americen people 
being quite p-oductive of ‘‘goldfithes,” 
these high-born but penniless young men 
look for their game in that direction, not 
because they beir America any special 
grudge. 

There is one elderly American lady in 
Germany who has been quite a match- 
maker for impoverished but aristocratic 
young German army cflicers, delivering up 
to them a number of these selt-same “‘gold 
fithes.” That lady is Princ:ss Amelia 
Lynar, nee Parsons of Columbus, O., who 
is a widow snice 1886. Her husband was 
a distinguished Prussian diplomatist. Her 
son is now twenty, and entered the Ger- 
man army as cfficer the other day. He 
is the picture of his handsome mother. 
From all the individual cases I know of 

both in Germany and in Austria and the 
Scandinavian north, I should say that mar- 
riages between natives of those countries 
and American girls are much more likely 
to be happy—or, at least, not unbappy— 
than with natives of Italy, Spain or France, 
whose estimate of women differs much mcre 
materially from the Americar estimate than 
does the German one. However, high spir- 
ited, seli-willed American girls are not 
adviced ever to mury even a (German, 
or Austrian, or Dane, or Swede, as 
they are not nearly so liable to 
have their way as whin tkey marry 
an American. Here the wife—the well- 
tried, orthodox, average wife—is expected 
to bow down and submit to her husband, 
figuratively at least. She must not attempt 
to set up her ways of thinking above his, 
as he is ov gg to do the thinking for 
her. And the Jaw goes even further than 
custom; by law a German husband is al- 
lowed to chastite his wife—‘'mildly, so as 
not to permanently injure her.” Even the 
new civil code now being considered in tke 
Re chstag has retained this provision. And 
divorce is d:fficult to obtain here, and only 
for a few reasone. 

Lucky Thirteen, 

“I believe that the number 13 brings 
me good luck,” said P. T. Thornton 
of Louisville at the Metropolitan. “I 
don't know whether or not it was because 

I was born on th2 13th of the month, t 

I have watched it for years, and whenever 

there is a combination in which 13 appears 
it is a lucky one for me, I am as much of a 
crank in favor otf the number 13 as anyone 
can possibly be against it. It I am having 
a dull businest on the road [ ask the hotel 
clerks to give me room No 13. Itis re- 
markable how many Lotels there are that 
have no room with that number, and I am 
told that I am the only man who ever asks 
for a room with that number. Most men 
object to being given such a room. 

Didu't Want His Share, 

Perry Patetic—‘What dofyou think of 
this here idea of the progress of the coun- 
try bein’ mostly Joo to the division of la- 
bor 
Wayworn Watcon—*‘Oh, I guess it is 

all right, but they needn't take the trouble 
to divide no labor with [me.”—Cincinnati 
Enquirer. 
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