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CHAPTER Vlll.—(Continued.)
I The little group about Aube’s chair

¦ made way at once for the ladies,' who

wYvere now all smiles, and after a while

L Aube’s court dispersed, leaving the trio

Ehlone.
E “My darling, you look quite weary,”

Kjaid Madame Saintone, taking Aube's

inland.
| “Yes,” echoed Antoinette, eagerly.

F'*Aube, dear, have some tea or lemonade.”

K “No, no,” she said, smiling gratefully;

H|*l only want to be quiet and look at the

ESteautiful sunset. I ought not to mind,

J7,»ut talking so much tires me. It is un-

grateful, for everyone is so kind.”

¦ “Os course,” said Madame Saintone,

< ‘and these fashionable young men chat-

MWer so much nonsense —so full of flattery.

fWt is wearisome nt times. I know poor

JgToinette is glad to get away.frorp it all.”

H Aube smiled at the girl, and wished in

er heart she could like her better, and

[Shat she did not always think there was

|H something in her companion which re-

belled her as much as the effusive ten-

[iierness of her mother.

ffi“We shall soon be there now, shall we

[sot?” said Aube, after a silence, during
i >*hich she sat back, gazing wistfully at

I 6i4*&ea. &
' r. “Yes, to-morrow morning; and then we

| -hall be at home.”

jS“And it is very beautiful, is it not,

tos&adame Saintone?”

\e. “Beautiful beyond description, my dear.

[ 'ery different to Faris. A land of sun-

line and flowers and fruit. No cold,

•ray, chilly skies there.”

“Yes, it must be very, very lovely,”
ghed Aube; and then to herself, “a fit

f’fjme for the dear mother who is waiting
take me to her heart.” And then words

¦ >Se to her lips. These people had seen

Sid known her mother slightly, they had

.id, and she wanted to question them

Sbout her —to ask what she was like—-

>out the home to which she was going—-

hundred things. But there was some-

Sng about Madame Saintone which kept

Eger from making her the depositary of

burning thoughts which agitated her,
id the days had glided by during the

aceful voyage fill now, when it was

gg-arly at an end, she was as ignorant of [
Ur mother and her surroundings as ever. \
®“Yes, my dear, it is beautiful; and, 1
Elbe, don’t think me vain. You will be I
Kgjted with my home. You know I !
fr ore flowers, and my home is a perfect
fewer. Ah, my darling, I am so glad

Kat we met as we did. I can never be

Kankful enough to the Consul for giv-
Hkme so delightful a charge.”
BET ought to be grateful, too, Madame

jKhjtone,” said Aube, coloring. “You and

®toinette here have been most kind to

®“Oh, nonsense!” said ’Toinette. “Who

*;iljd help being kind to you?”
I- 'Ah, who indeed? Aube, my dear, you

| Jtst make our place your home as much

..you can. Our society may be a little

kK but the welcome will be sincere.

5 ?u and ’Toinette must play and practice
I.•ether."

4he fixed her eyes on her daughter as

Bwi®Pnke, for the girl was biting her

•> > viciously.

i'i’ls mamma gone mad ?” she thought
» fajerself.

¦ You are too kind to me, said Aube,

| to felt oppressed by all this. “Os

d|- |qrse, I shall come to sec you, but after

Mthis lopg parting, my mother willhard-

gaike me to leave her side.”

¦’At first, of course,” said Madame Sain-

ts' §e. “Ah, look!” she said, “you are hav-

in'K glorious welcome home. It is as if

[• were smiling upon your return.”

|Yes,” said Aupe, softly, as she gazed

-,J| a strange feeling of awe at the
- Hes of the western sky, “I never saw

J ' thing so grand as this.”

No, my dear, shut up as you have been

BMnt convent. And now, look here, I

I s’ ,|oing to take upon myself to give you

'SIt of advice. To-morrow inprning you

? ¦ meet your mamma. Now I should

MSi fyou ought to look your best and put

Ig four richest dress.”

J; S-ichest dress?” said Aube, wondering-
< M‘lhave only that white cashmere.”

)h, my darling, that will hardly do.

i'aoF. I have it. You and ’Toinette

just of a size. She shall lend you her

brocade; it would go a<s-

S*' jpoly with your dark complexion.”

Utoinette’s jaw dropped, and there

I look of horrified astonishment in

I MH e
-
ves: hor mother gave her so

I ® l |e a flash of the eyes that she forced

I nile, and then as the eyes still fast-

I as commanding her to speak,

sdid, hastily:
I J’oß

’ mamma, it would look charm-

|W ' ®POU her.”

|w t<m arc good to me,” said

Krarely; “but I cannot do that. I

ither my mother should spe me as

11—just as I have been all these years

IJ .ie convent.”

I 1 tut. my dear,” said Madame Saintone,

ife: a.a woman’s duty to make the best

I ¦ 4’Mfeelf.” ’ -
I £ I have been told. I think it

Ii U’ who sa 'ii so
’ Antoinette; but you

I 1. excuse me and not think me ungrate-

I no’ my dear,” said Madame Sain-

I Kfying to hide her disappointment;
I V Oerliapa you are right'

Tllat sim "

I I Ohmere does become you so well.

I ' ttj&oing?”
I illigid had died out in the west.

I the rapid tropic night was coming on

I HHs rose.

I am tired,” she said, “and I want to

I Jone to think about to-morrow. I

I good-night now.”

I mKno, no. my dear,” cried Madame

I Hte. taking the extended hand. “I

I to your cabin last thing as

I do. A nice mother's part I

| jWbe playing to you if I neglected

I >a th»4nst night of the voyage. Why,
I .K jwtr t&eefr tn fiuu»4> tad

vour hnnds are cold. You are not going
to be ill?”

“Oh.- no!” said Aube, smiling. “I am

a little excited, that is all; is it not nat-

ural just as I am about to meet the mother

I feel that I have hardly ever seen ?”

She kissed Madame Saintone, who em-

braced her affectionately, and then turned

to Antoinette, who kissed herjovingly on

either cheek.

“Do have the dress, dear,” she said, “I

should be so glad to lend it to you.”
Aube .shook her head, and went to her

cabin without another word. •

“Nearly new, and I could never have

worn it again,” said Antoinette in an

angry whisper. “It would have been con-

tamination. Mother, you must be mad.

What do you mean’?!’

“Wait and see, my dear,” said Madame

Saintone, mockingly, "wait and see.”

CHAPTER IX.

The French mail steamer did not reach

Port au Prince at daybreak next morn-

ing. for there was a screw loose in the

machinery, with the customary result on

board a French vessel. Everybody, from

the captain downwards, flew into a state

of the most intense excitement, behaving

as if it was his bounden duty to hinder

everybody else, so that a slight mishap

that ought to have been rectified in a

couple of hours took five times that time,

and it was again evening when they went

slowly in.

Fortunately the weather had been glor-

ious, and the delay bed been the only

trouble with which the passengers had

to contend, a delay which told heavily

upon Aube, who felt a strange constric-

tion at the heart, and as if the hour oi

meeting would never come.

As the afternoon came slowly on sh<

had stood beneath the awning watching

intently the high ground of the interior

of the island gradually assuming torm.

and looking less like clouds resting on

the sea; then forests and valleys began

to grow distinct, and beneath the daz-

zling sun Shine in a glowing haze she had

realized fully that the p’ace was indeed

an Eden set in that wonderfully blue sea.

As of old, during the, voyage, sfi£‘ had

been surrounded by an eager little throng;

but she was so abstracted, so rapt jn the

sight of her future home, that, one by

one, impressed by her silence and the look

of excited agony in her face, they had

all dropped away. Hence it was that

Aube was standing alone beneath the

awning, when, some few miles still from

the port, whose houses were now distinct-

ly visible, a yacht-like vessel with white

sail came skimming alongside, and catch-

ing the rope thrown, one of her crew ¦
climbed cleverly on board, to be followed

by her passenger, a gentleman clothed in

white, who after saluting the captain, to

whom he seemed well known, went quick-

ly to where the passengers were gathered,

and was clasped in Madame Saintone’s

arms.

“Etienne, my dear boy, once more?”

she cried, tragically. “Have you got

wet?”

“Only a splash or two,” said the young

man carelessly. “Well, Tonie,” he con-

tinued, kissing that young lady with a

kind of peck which was coolly received

on one ehettc, “Paris hasn’t done you

much good; you look skinnier and yellow-
er than ever.”

“And you,” retorted the girl with an

angry flash of her eyes, “you look—Pah!

comtemptible!”
“Hush!” said Madame Saintone, stern-

ly. “Etienne, here. ’Toinette, go and see

that everything in the cabin is ready for

going ashore.”

The girl gave her brother a vindictive

look, a task which came easy to her, and

turned away,while her mother took the

newcomer by the arm

“No, no,” she said, in a quick, eager

whisper. “Don’t smoke now. I want to

talk business to you.”
“Business, eh?” he retorted. “That

means money. Well, it is as scarce as

ever.”
“Because of your extravagance, sir,”

said Madame Saintone, bitterly.
“No,” he replied with a laugh. “Mad-

ame’s Paris society fashions. That’s the

way the money melts, dearest mother.”

•'roolish boy,” she said. “Enough of*

that. LoqJ< here, Etienne, fate has been

very kind to me.”

“Indeed!” he said, contemptuously.
“Picked up a. rich French husband?”

“What would you say if I had brought
you back a rich>wife?” ,

“Bless you. But no, thank you, my

dearest of scheming mothers, I know

what rich wives are —old, thin, sour and

pinched.”
“No,” she whispered. “Young and

rich, beautiful as a houri, innocent as a

babe. Fresh from a convent, my son—a

girl who has never hardly heard the name

of love.”

“That willdo,” he said merrily. “Where
is she —in your trunks?”

“Hush! be sensible!”

“But are you in earnest, eh, mother?”

Yes. It is a young lady I
have had under my charge to bring home.

She is really beautiful as her name.”
“Eli? What is it?”
“Aube.”

“The dawn! Come, that’s romantic.
And rich?”

“Her mother’s heiress.”

“And her mother —where is she? Ja-

maica—Cuba?”

“Here, at Port au Prince.”
“Some one I know?”

“Yes,” she, whispered, taking her son's

hand. “I-willintroduce you directly.”
“Let it be directly then. Don’t keep me

on thorns; I’m desperately in love al-

ready. Who is she—who is the mother?”

“Venousie—Madame Dulau.”
“What!” cried the young man with a

burst of laughter. “Oh, absurd!”

“Etienne, don’t be a fool. I tell you

the girl is an angel. We want money

horribly, and she is rich.”

“But, mother! Ob, I eeel For abame,
wicked old woman, to tempt your sou

•T mean her to be your wife, boy," said

Madame Saintone, sternly.

“My wife—Mahme’s child?”

“The child of your father’s old friend

and companion. Do you hear me? She

has been from a mere infant at a Frecidi

convent pension, and she is now all thal

is graceful and beautiful.”

“Yes, and her mother is
’’

“The woman who has been waiting for

her all these years, and amassing money

that her daughter might be a lady.

Etienne, my son, if you are not blind you

will see that here’s a prize that will re-

store us.”

“Oh, yes; but the mother!"

“Bali! What is the mother to us?

What will she be to such a girl? Can

you not see a few yards beyond your

nose?”

“Yes, but
”

“Foolish boy! I can manage all that.

Trust me.”

“Oh, yes; but I should be laughed at

by every one I know. Just, too, as 1 am

trying hard to come to the front. Moth-

er, I am almost certain to be elected as a

deputy.”
“And some day you may be President,

my boy. But you. want more money—to

live well, to entertain your friends, din-

ners, carriages, wines, Etienne.”

“Yes, but
”

“You have not seen the fttdy, boy.

What is birth to us out here? Who

among us could bear an examination?”

“Well, at all events we have no stain

of black blood in our veins,” said the

young man, hotly.

“Indeed!” said his mother, with an im

perceptible sneer.

“But, really, mother ”

“You foolish fellow! We are getting
close in to the port, and I want to make

nn impression on her before she meeis

her mother. 1 tell you she is heart whole,

and so innocent that you, with your

handsome face and winning ways, back-

ed up by me, are safe to conquer. Come,

now, and I’llintroduce you."

“Ah, well,” said Saintone. flushing a

little with this firing of his natural van-

ity, “I can see her of course, but I’m not

going to bind myself to anything, and so

I tell you."

“Come,” said his mother, with her eyes

half closed and a peculiar look about her

thin lips. “Come, Etienne,” she said

again as she took his arm, “Iknow your

nature better than you know it yourself.

I have not been blind to all your follies,”
she whispered.

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, nothing,” she said with a laugh;

“perhaps I was thinking of Lity and

Euphrosyne, and half-a-dozen others,

ending with swarthy Eugenie. But I

heard rumors of some one else.”

“Oh. nonsense!” he said consciously, as

he let his mother lead him toward the

awning where one figure draped in soft

white stood alone gazing wildly at the

port with its crowd of boats and well-

thronged wharf.

The figure of the young girl seemed to

stand out in a wonderfully statuesque

fashion in the glow cast by the sun

through the awning. Her back was to-

ward them, ‘and Etienne Saintone could

only see the soft outlines of a graceful

figure, and the great coils of black hair

whose wealth of profusion was clustered

beneath a light straw hat; but the moth-

er smiled slightly as she saw a flash of

eagerness in the young man’s eyes, and

as she said, quietly, “Aube, my darling,

let me introduce you to my son,” she

drew back to watch the result.

Aube turned round dreamily, and met

Saintone’s eyes, raising'her hand to him

mechanically.

The effect was all Madame Saintone

could have desired, for her son caught
the extended hand in his and held it.

“Delighted,” he exclaimed. “Very glad

to meet you. Come home, have you not—-

from Paris?”

“Yes,” said Aube, quietly, as she look-

ed at the speaker in a half dreamy way.

hardly seeing him. hardly realizing his

presence, “I have come back home.”

“Yes, Etienne, and she is watching for

Madame Dulau. There, let us go now.

Aube is coming to, sed us soon, and you

two can talk then as long as you like.”

Aube darted a grateful glance at the

speaker, smiling, pleasantly, and then

turned, with the smile still lighting up

her features, to the man.

“Yes.” she said; “I am waiting for

mamma”—the tears sprang to her eyes

then—“ and you will not think me rude

if I do not speak to you now.” , 4
“But let me find her; let me help you.”

said Saintone, eagerly.
“No, no, my boy,” said Madame Sain-

tone, as she took her son’s arm; “I want

your services for your sister and my-

self.”

“But I can see to you too,” he said.

“Yes, but for dear Aube’s sake, Eti-

enne, my boy. They have not met for

years. Such an encounter should be

sacred to them, and our presence here

would be cruel. Come!”

“Oh, Madame Saintone,” cried Aube,

impetuously, as she took a step forward

and kissed her; “thank you for that.

You have been so kind to me. I never

knew you tillnow.”

“Bless you,, my darling,” said the

scheming woman. “We shall be near nt

hand if we can help you. If not, dearest;
au revoir. Come, my son.”

(To be continued.)

Once Owned St. Paul.

Pierre Bottineau, who lies dying at

Red Lake Falls, has an interesting bi-

ography, one in which the early history

of Minnesota Is interwoven. He is a

native of Dakota, born about twelve

miles west of Grand Forks. He is the

son of Charles and Margaret (Clear

Sky) Bottineau. About the time of his

birth Lord Selkirk formed a colony

of Swedes and Scotchmen near Fort

Garry, and after the death of. Lord

Selkirk they commenced an exodus.

Although Pierre Bottineau was yet a

boy, he was well skilled as a guide;,

and he acted as such to a great many

families. In a great many early expedi-

tions he was employed as a scout and

guide by the Government, as, for in-

stance, in the noted Sibley expedition

across the plains. He is well acquaint-

ed with all Dakota, Minnesota and

Montana, and his services as guide were

invaluable, In 1841 he took a claim

where St. Paul now stands, but later

sold it for a horse and cow. He then

bought a claim where St. Anthony falls

is located, and by the dishonesty oTpur-

chasers lost It. These properties are

worth to-day many millions. He has

bad twenty-three children, of whom

eight have died.—Minneapolis Journal.

There is only one explanation of the

action of the bankrupt congress of Ser-

via in voting a pension of $75,000 per

annum to ex-King Milan, and that, is

that the prsuiUr bopv to ivla itall back

at Pdier.

TALMAGE’S SERMON.

THE PREACHER CHOOSES AN

INTtRESTiNQ TOPIC.

His Views of tho New Woman—Spir-

itual and Physical Health—A Word

for Mothers—Their influence and

Counsel—A btrons Peroration.

A Word with Women.

Rev. Dr. Talmage took for the subject

Os lust Bunday's sermon "A Word with

Women," the text for the occasion being
the following letter received by the dis-

tinguished preacher:
Levereuu bir—lou delivered a dis-

course in answer to a letter from six

young men of l-uyette, Ohio, requesting

you to preach a sermon on "Advice to

Young Aten." Are we justified in asking

you to preuch a sermon on “Advice to

Young Women?”

Letter feigned by Six Young Women.

Christ, wuo took his text Horn a iloek

of birds flying overhead, saying, “Behold

the fowls of me air!" and from the flow

ers m the valley, saying, ‘'Consider i.

hues of the held," and from the clucking
of a barnyard fowl, saying, “As a hen

gathereth her chickens uuuer her wing,”
uud from a crystal of salt picked up by the

roadsiue, aay mg, "Sult is good,” will

grant us a blessing, if, instead of taking
u text troiu the bible, 1 take for my text

this letter from Cincinnati, which is only

one of many letters which 1 have received

from young women in New York, New

Orleans, ban Francisco, London, Edin-

burgh, and troui the ends of the earth, all

implying that, having some mouths ago

preached the sermon on "Advice to Young

.Uen,” 1 could not, without neglect of

duty, refuse to preach a sermon on "Ad-

vice to Young Women.”

it is the more important that the pulpit
be heard on this subject at this time when

we are having such an illimitable discus-

sion about what is called the “new wo-

man,” as though some new creature of

God had arrived on earth or were abopt to

arrive. One theory is that she willbe an

athlete and boxing glove and foot-ball ami

pugilistic encounter willcharacfWize her.

Another theory is that she will superin-

tend ballot boxes, sit in Congressional hall

and through improved politics bring the

millennium by the evil she will extirp..

and tue good she will install. Another

theory is that she will adopt masculine at-

tire and make sacred a vulgarism positive-
ly horrific. Another theory is that she

will”be so aesthetic that broom handle

and‘rolling pin and coal scuttle will iie

pictonalized with tints from soft skies

or sug o esiioiiß of Rembrandt and Raphael.

TJbe New Woman.

Heaven deliver the church and the

world from any one ot these styles of new

woman! bhe willnever come. 1 have so

much faith in the evangelistic triumph
and in the progress of all things in the

right direction that 1 prophesy that style
of new woman will never arrive. She

would hand over this world to diabolism,

and from being, as she is now, the might-

iest agency for the world’s uplifting she

would be the mightiest force tor its dow n

thrust. 1 will tell you who the new wo-

man will be. She will be the good wo-

man of all the ages past. Here and there

a difference of attire as the temporary

custom may command, but the same good v

honest, lovely, Christian, all influential

being that your mother and mine was.

Os that kind of woman w-as Christian

Eddy who, talking to a man who was so

much of an unbeliever he had named his

two children Voltaire and Tom Paine,

nevertheless saw him converted, he.break-,
ing down with emotion as be said to her:

"I cannot stand you. You talk like my

mother.” And telling the story of his

conversion'to twelves companions who had

been blatant opposite of religion-they
asked her to come andsbq them also ami

t< 11 them of Christ, and sous of them were

converted and all the others greatly

changed, and the leader of the band, de-

parting for heaven, shouted: “Joyful!
Joyful! Joyful!”

If you know any better style of woman

than that, Where is she? The world can-

not improve on that kind. The new wo-

man may have more knowledge, because*

she will have more books, but she will

have no more common sense than that

which tried-to manage and discipline and

educate us and did as well as she cculd

with such unpromising material. Sue

may have more heakh than the woman of

other days, for the sewing machine and
the sanitarjr regulations and added in-

telligence on the subjects of diet, ventila-

tion and exercise and rescue from many

forms of drudgery may allow her more

longevity, but she will have the same

characteristics which God gave her in

paradise, with the exception of the nerv-

ous shock and moral jolt of the fall she

got that day when fipt noticing where she

stepped she looked up into the branches

of the fruit tree.

But I must be specific. This letter be-

fore me wants advice to young women.

'1 he First Ne?d.

Advice the first: Get your soul right
with God, and you will be in the best atti-

tude for everything that comes. New

ways of voyaging by sea, new ways of

traveling by land, new ways of thrashing
the harvests, new ways of printing books

—and the patent office is enough to en-

chant a man who has mechanical ingenu-
ity and knows a good deal of levers and
wheels —and we hardly do anything as it

used to be done; invention after invention,

invention on top of invention. But in the
matter of getting right with God there

has not been a invention for (1,000 years.

It is on the same line of repentance that

David exercised about his sins, and the
same old style of prayer that the publican
used when he emphasized it by an inward
stroke of both hands, and the same faith

in Christ that Paul suggested to the jailer
the night the penitentiary broke down.
’ Aye, that is the reason I have more con-

fidence in it. It has been tried by more

millions than I dare to state lest I come

far short of the brilliant facts. All who

through Christ earnestly tried to get right
with God are right and always will be

right. Tha't gives the young woman who

gets that position superiority over all

rivalries, all jealousies, nil misfortuffos.

all health failings, ail social disasters and

al) the combined troubles of eight years

if she shall live to be an octogenarian. If

the world fails to appreciate her. she

says, “God loves me, the angels in heaven

are in sympathy with me. and I can afford

to be patient until the day when the im-

perial chariot shall wheel to my doqr to

take me up to my coronation.” If health

goes, she says, “I can endure the present
distress, for I atq qn the way to a climate

the first bfeath '-it which will make me

proof against even the slightest discom-

fort." Ifshe be jostled with pertubations

of social life, she can say, “Well, when I

begin my life among the thrones of heaven

•ad the Uog a&4 Qumm «ate ataU

be my associates, It will not make much

difference who ou earth forgot me when

the Invitations to that reception wpre
made out.” Allright with God, you are

ail right with everything.
Martin Luther, writing a letter of con-

dolence to one of his friends who had lost

bis daughter, began by saying, "This is a

hard world for girls.” It is for those who

are dependent upon their own wits and

the whims of the world and the prefer-

ences of human favor, but those who take

the Eternal God for their portion not

later than 15 years of age, and that is

ten years later than it ought to be, will

find that while Martin Luther’s letter of

condolence was true in regard to miiuy,

if not most, with respect to those who

have the wisdom and promptitude and the

earnestness to get right with God, I de-

clare that this is a good world for girls.

Importance of Physical Health.

Advice the second: Make it a matter

of religion to take cure of your physical

health. Ido not wonder that the Greeks

deified health and hailed Hygela as a god-

dess. 1 rejoice that there have been so

many modes of maintaining and restoring

young womanly health invented in our

time. They may have been known a long

time back, but they have been popularized
in our day—lawn tennis, croquet and golf

mid the bicycle. It always seemed strange

and inscrutable that our human ruee

should be so slow of locomotion, when

creatures of less importance have powers

of velocity, wing of bird or foot of ante-

lope, leaving us far behind, and while it

seems so Important that we be in

places in a short while we were weighed

down with incapacities, and most “ej1 .

they run a mile, are exhausted or dead

from the exhaustion. It was left until

the last decade of the nineteenth century

to, give the speed which we see whirling

through all our cities and along the coun-

try reads, and with that speed comes

health. The women of the next decade

will be healthier than at any time since

the world was created, while the invalid-

ism which has so often characterized wo-

manhood will pass over to manhood,

which, by its posture on the wheel, is com-

ing to curved spine and cramped chest

and a deformity for which another fifty

years willnot have power to make fescue.

Young man, sit up straight when you ride.

Darwin says the human race is descended

from the monkey, but the bicycle will turn

a hundred thousand men of the present

generation in physical condition from

man to monkey. For good womanhood,

I thank God that this mode of recreation

has been invented. Use it wisely, modest-

ly, Christianly. No good woman needs

to be told what attire is proper and what

behavior is right. If anything be doubt-

ful, reject it. A hoydenish, boisterous,

masculine woman is the detestation of all,

and every revolution of the wheel she

rides is toward depreciation and down-

fall. Take care of your health, O woman;

of your nerves in not reading the trash

which makes up ninety-nine out of one

hundred novels, or by eating too many

cornucopias of confectionery. Take caie

of your eyes by not reading at hours

when you ought to be sleeping. 1 ake care

of your ears by stopping them against the

tides of gossip that surge through every

neighborhood.
Health! Only those know its value who

have lost it. The Arth is girdled with

pain, and a vast proportion of it is the

price paid for early recklessness. I close

this, though, with the salutation in Mac-

beth:

“Now good digestion wait on appetite

And health on both.”

A Word for Mothers.

Advice the third: Appreciate your

mother while you have her. It is the al-

most universal testimony of young women

who have lost mother that they did not

realize what she was to them until after

her exit from this life. Indeed, motheF is

in the appreciation of many a young lady

a hindrance. The maternal inspection is

often considered an obstacle. Mother has

so many notions about that which is

proper and that which is improper. It is

astounding how much more many girls

know at 18 than their mothers nt 45.

With what an elaborate argument, per-

haps spiced with some temper, the young-

ling tries to reverse the opinion of the.

oidling. The .of gray on the ma-

ternal foreheftd is rather an indication to

the recent graduate of the female sem-

inary that the circumstances of to-day

or to-night are not fully appreciated.
What a wise boarding school that would

be if the mothers were the pupils and

the daughters the teachers! How well

the teens could chaperon the fifties! Then

mothers do not amount to much, anyhow.

They are in the way and are always ask-

ing questions about postage marks of let-

ters and asking, “Who is that Mary D.?”

and “Where did you get that ring, Flora?"

and “Where did you get that ring,"

Myra?” For mothers have such unpre-

cedented means of knowing everything.

They say “it was a bird in the air” that

told them. Alas, for that bird in the air!

Will not some one lift his gun and shoot

it? It would take whole libraries to hold

the wisdoYv which the daughter knows

more than her mother. “Why cannot 1

have this?” “Why cannot Ido that?”

And the question in many a group has

been, although not plainly stated: "What

shall we do wit’ the mothers, anyhow?
They are so far behind the times.” Per-

mit me to suggest that if the mother had

given more time to looking after herself

and less time to looking after you she

would have been as fullyup to date as you

in music, in style of gait, in aesthetic

taste and in all sort's of information. I

expect that while you were studying bof-

any and chemistry and embroidery ami
the new opera she was studying house-
hold economics. But one day, frpm over-

work, or sitting up of nights with a neigh-
bor's sick child, or a blast of the east

wind, on which pneumonias are horsed,

mother is sick. Yet the family think she
will soon be Well, for she has been sick

so often and always has gat well, and the

physician comes three times a day, and

there is a consultation of the doctors, and

the news is gradually-broken that recov-

ery is impossible, given in the words,

“While there is life there is hope.” And

the white pillow over which are strewn

the locks a little tinted with snow be-
comes the point around which all the

family gather, some standing, some kneel-

ing. and the pulse bents the last |hrob,
and the bosom trembles with the last

breath, and the question is asked in a

whisper by all the group, “Is she gone?”
And al) is over.

Maternal Fupervia'-on.

Now come the regrets. Now the daugh-
ter reviews her former criticism of mater-

nal supervision. For the first time she

realizes what it is to’ have a mother and

what it is to lose a mother. Tell me, men

and women, young and old, did any of us

appreciate how much mother was to us

until shb was gone? Young woman, yoa
willprobably never have a more disinter-

ested friend thanyour mother. When she

snys anything is unsafe ot Imprudent, jfow'
had better believe It Is unsafe or impru-
tai Wiua tfto tataet ft to •ovrtUDif

re® ought to do, I think you had better da

It She has seen more of the world thau

you hare. Do you think she could have

any mercenary or contemptible motive in

what she advises you? She would give
her life for you if it were called for. Do

yon know of any one else who would do

more thnn that for you? Do you know

of any one who would do as much 1 Again
and again she has already endangered
that life during six week of diphtheria »r

scarlet fever, aiid she never once brought

up the question of whether she had better

stay, breathing day and night the con-

tagion.
The graveyards are fullof mothers who

died taking care of their children. Better

ap'preciuto your mother before your ap-

preciation of her willbe no kindness to

her, and the post mortem regrets will be

more and more of an agony as the years

pass on. Big headstones of polished Al>-

erdeen and the best epitaphs which the

family put together could compose and a

garland of whitest roses from the con-

servatory are often the attempt to atone

for the thanks we ought to have uttered

in living ears and the kind words that

would have done more good than all the

calla lilies ever piled up on the silent

mounds of the cemeteries. The world

makes applauditory ado over the work of

mothers who have raised boys to be great

men, and I could turn to my bookshelves
and find the names of fifty distinguished
men who had great mothers —Cuvier's

mother, Walter Scott’s mother, St. Ber-

nard’s mother, Benjamin West's mother.

But who praises mothers for what they
do for daughters who make the homes of

America? I do not know of nn Instance

of such recognition. I declare to you

that I believe I am uttering the first word

that has ever been uttered in appreciation ,

of the self denial, of the fatigues and

good sense and prayers Which those

mothers go through who navigate a fam-

ily of girls from the edge of the cradle to

the schoolhouse door and from the school-

house door up tq the marriage altar, 'x hat

is on achievement which the eternal God

celebrates high up In the heavens, though

for it human hands so seldom clap the

faintest applause. My! My! What a

time that mother had with those young-

sters, and if she had relaxed care and

work and advice and solicitation of heav-

enly help that next generation would
x

have landed in the poorhouse, idiot asy-

lum or

living, but never while she is dead, thnt

some girls call their mother “maternal

ancestors” or “the old woman."

Grief and Comfort.

And if you have a grief already—and

some of the keenest sorrows of a woman’s

life come early—roll It over on Christ, and

you will find him more sympathetic than

was Queen Victoria, who, when her chil-

dren, the princes and princesses, came out

of the school-room after the morning les-

son had been given up by their governess

and told how her voice had trembled in

the morning prayer because it was the an-

niversary of her mother’s death, and that

she had put her head down on the desk

and sobbed, “Mother! Mother!” the queen

went in and said to the governess: “My

poor child! 1 am sorry the children dis-

turbed you this morning. I will hear their

lessons to-day, and to show you that I

have not forgotten the sad anniversary I

bring you this gift." And the Queen

clasped on the girl’s wrist a mourning
bracelet with a lock of her mother's hair.

All you young women the world around

who mourn a like sorrow, and sometimes

in your loneliness and sorrow and loss

burst out crying, “Mother! Mother!" put
‘

on your wrist this golden clasp of divine

sympathy, “As one whom his mother

comforteth so will I comfort you.”
Advice the fourth: Allow no time tc

pass without brightening some one's life.

Within five minutes’ walk of you there

is some one in a tragedy compared with

which Shakspeare’s King Lear or Victor

Hugo’s Jean Vaijean has no power. Go

out and brighten somebody’s life with a

cheering word or smile or a flower. Take

a good book and read a chapter to that

blind man. Go up that dark alley and

make that invalid woman laugh with some

good story. Go to that house from wb<ch

that child has been taWn by death and tell

the father and mother what an Escape

the child has had from the winter of

earth into the springtime of heaven. For

God’s sake make some one happy for teu

minutes if for no longer a time.

A young woman bound on such a mis-

sion, what might she not accomplish? Oh,
there are thousands of these manufactur-
ers of sunshine! They are King’s Daugh-
ters. whether inside or outside of that de-

lightful organization. They do more good
before they are 20 years of age than sel-

fish women who live 90, and they are so

happy just because they make others hap-
py. Compare such a young woman who
feels she has such a mission with one who
lives a round of vanities, cardcase in

hand, calling on people for whom she does

not care, except for some social advant-

age, and insufferably bored when the call
is returned, and trying to look young
after she is old, and living a life of insin-

cerity and hollowness and dramatization

and show. Young woman, live to make

others happy, and you willbe happy! Live

for yourself, and you willbe miserable!

There never has been an exception to thq
rule; there never will be an exception.

Plan Ont Your Li e.

Advice the fifth: Plan out your life on.

a big scale, whether you.<qre a farmer’*!

daughter, or a shepherdess among the

hills, or the flattered pet of a drawing-
room filled with statuary and pictures and

bric-a-brac. Stop where you are and

make a plan for your lifetime. You cannot

be satisfied with a life of frivolity and

giggle and indirection. Trust the world,
and it willcheat you if it does not destroy

“you. The Redoubtable v s the name of

nn enemy’s ship that Lord Nelson spared
twice from demolition, but that same ship
afterward sent the ball that killed him,
and the world on which you smile may

aim at yon its deadliest weapon.

Be a God’s woman. Draw out and de*

clde what you will be and do. God help-
ing. Write it out in a plain hand. Put'
the plan on the wall of yoA' room or write

it in the opening of a blank book or put it

where you willbe compelled often to see

it. A thousand questions of your coming
life you qannot settle now, but there is

one question you can settle independent
of man, woman, angel and devil, and

that is thnt you will be a God's woman

now, henceforth and forever. Clasp hand*

with the Almighty. Ihrn you can start

out on a voyage of life, defying both calm
and cyclone, saying, with Dean Alford:

“One who has known in storms to sail

I have on board;

Above the roaring of the gale
I hear the Lord.

“He holds me when the billows smile;
I shall not fall;

If short ’tls sharp, if long ’tto lights „ i

He tempers all.”

From the etforsof otters a vttM man
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