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prudent and mereiful it was because

and if bloodshed and bankruptey fol-
low it In not to be wondered at.
but & tanner and eurrier, as yon know,
But I have kad experiences: and | do
mot believe in the future of a people
who are without a God and without a
religion.”

pow be silent, and wait for the echo;
but [ fear that God has not yet sald
“Let there be peace.’
night at Mr. Hamlilton's with your son
and danghier. Yon made a noble en-
trance.”

My Arenta s worth leoking at: and
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CHAPTER 1L

)

(" The Home ot Cornelia Moran.

Never, In all its history, was the
proud and opulert citv o New York
more glad and gay thap in the bright
sprirg days of Seventeen-Hundred:
and-Ninety-Ope. It *had put out ol
sight every trace of British rule and
occuparcy, all its homes had been re-
stored and re-furnished, and its sacred
places reconsecrated and adorned.
The skies of Italy were not bluer than
the skies above it; the sunshine of
Arcadia not brighter or more genial,

Thete gracious days of Seventeen-
Hundred-and-Nicety-One were also
the early days of the French revolu-
tion, and fugitives from the French
court—princes ani nobles, statesmen
and generals, suflicient for a new lliad,
Initered about the pleasant places of
Broadway and Wall strect, Broad
street, and Maiden Lane. They were

recelved with courtesy, and even with !

hospitality, although America at that
date almost universally sympathized
with the French Republicars, whom
they believed to be the pioneers of po-
litical freedom on the aged side of the
Atlantic. Love for France, batred for
England, was the spirit of the age;
it effected the trend of commerce, it
dominated poliiics, it was the keynole
of conversation wherever men and
women corgregated.

Yet the most pronounced publie
feeling always carries with it a note
of dissent, ard it was just at this day
that dissenting opinion began to make

With Respectful Eagerness He Talked to Her.

itself heard. The horrors of Avignon,
and of Paris, the brutality with which
the royal famlly bad been treated, and
the abolition of all religious ties and
duties, had many and bitter oppo-
nents.

In these days of wonderful hopes
and fearas there was, in Malden Lane.
a very handsome residence—an old
house even in the days of Washing-
ton, for Peter Van Clyffe had buillt It
early in the century as a bridal pres-
ent to his daughter when she married
Philip Moran, a lawyer who grew to
eminence among colonial jadges.

One aftermoon in April, 1791, two
men wére slanding talking opposite
to the entrance gates of the pleasant
place. They were Capt. Joris Van
Heemskirk, a member of the Congress
then sltting In Federal Hall, Broad
sireet, and Jacobua Van Ariens, a
wealthy cifizen, and a deacon in the
Duteh church. Van Heemskirk be
Hleved In France;, the tragedies she
had been eracting In the holy name of
Hherty, though they had saddened,
had, hitherto, not discouraged him.
But the news recelved that morning
had almost killed his hopes for the
spread of republican |deas in Europe.

“Van Ariens,” he sald warmly, “this
treatment of King Louls and kis fam-
fly Is hardly to be belleved. It ia too”
much, and too far. After thi=, no one
ean foresee what may happen In
rflﬂEE."

“That ia the truth, my friend,” an-
swered Van Arlers. “The French have
gone mad. We won our freedom with-
out massacres.”

“We had Washington and Franklin,
and other good and wise leaders who
feared God and loved men.”

“So0 1 sald to the Count de Moustier
but one hour ago. Yet i we were

we are religioua,. When men are Ir
religious, the lord forsakeas them:

Iam

“Well, o It la, Van Ariens. 1 will

1 saw you last

“w7ell, , the truth ls the truth.

oecasionally to examine tHe

Van Heemekirk went thoughtfully to
Broad street. When he reached Fed-
eral Hall, he stood a minute In the
doorway; and with
looked at the splendid, moving ple
ture; then he walked proudly toward

=

45 1or Rem. he was n.y made n a
ay God 18 zood, -who gives us boys
~anmd girls to sit 8o near our hearts!"”
.[ "Ard such a fair, free city for a
 wome!” said Van Heemkirle .as he
fim-lﬂml up anida down the spunshiny
sireet. "New York is not perfect, but

we love he: Riglit or wrong. we love
' er, jest a= we love our moder, and
oir little ¢hildren ™

“*TralL. alo. 1= what the Domine
cays,” arswered Van Ariens; “and yet,
| he likes not that New York favors the
French 20 much.

*He is a good man. With you, last
night, was a little maid—a great beau-
ty I thought her—but | knew bher not.
Is she then a stranger?”

“A glranger! Come, come! The lit-
tle one Is & very child of New York.
She is the daughter of Dr. Moran—
Dr. John, as we all call him.”

“Well, look now, 1 thought In her
face there was something that went
to my heart and memory.”
| “And yet, in one way, she Is a
| stranger. Such a litile one she was,
| when the coming of the English sent
the family apart and away. To the

stayed, till the war was over. Mrs.
Moran tock her child, and went to her
father's home In Philadelphia. It was
ouly last month she came back to
oW Yerk. But look now!
Httle, mald herself, t.uat Is
down the street.”

“And it is my grandson who is at
her side. The rascal! He ought now
to bhe reading his law books inm Mr.

coming

Hamilton's office.”

“We also have been young,
Heemskirk.”

“l forget not, my friend My Joris
#eeds not me, and [ will not see him."
Then the two old men were silent,
but thelr eyes were fixed on the youth
and maiden, who were slowly advanc
ing toward them.

She might have stepped out of the
folded leavea of a rosebud, so lovely
was her face, framed In its dark curls.
Her dress was of some soflt, green ma-
terial; and she carrled in her hand a
bunch of daffodils. She was small,
but exquisitely formed, and she
walked with fearlessness and distine
Llon.

Of all this eharming womanhood the
Young man at her side was profoundly
consclous., A tall, sunbrowned, mil
tary-looking young man, as handsome
a2 & Oreek god. He was also very
finely dressed, In the best and highest
mode; and he wore hia sword as If it
were a part of himself. Indeed, all
his movements were full of confidence
and ease; and yet it was the vivacity,
vitality. and ready reaponse of his
face that was most atiractive.

His wonderful eyes were bent upon
the maid at his side; he saw no other
earthly thing. With a respectful eag-
erness, full of admiration, he talked
to her; and she answered his words—
whatever they were—with a smile
that might have moved mountains.
They passed the two old men without
any consciousness of their presence,
and Van Heemskirk smiled, and then
sighed, and then sald softly—

“S8o much youth, and beauty, and
happinesa! It Is a benediction to have
seen it! [ shall not reprove Joria at
this time. But now | must go back
to Federal Hall.”

When their eyes turned to the
Moran house the vision of youth and
heauty had dlssolved. Van Heems-
kirk'a grandeson, Lieut. Hyde, was
hastening towards PBroadway; and the
lovely Cornelia Moran was sauntering
up the garden of her home, stooping
pearl-
powdered aurienlas or to twine around
ita support some vine, straggling ont
of Ita proper place
Then Van Ariens hurried down to
kis tanning pite in the swamp; and

Van

inspired eyes

army went the Doctor, and there he

It is the

the Hall of Representativis, saying to
himself, with silent exallation as he
went:

“The Beat of Government! Leét who
will, have it; New York Is the Crown-
ieg City. Her. merchants shall be
princes, her i kers the hooorable
| of the earth; the harvest of her rivers
shall be her royal revenue, acd the
| marts of all nations shall be In her
- Blreets."

L

CHAPTER N.
This Is the Way of Love.

Cornelia lirgered in the garden, be-
cause she had suddenly, and as yet un-
consciously, ectered into that tender
mystery, s0 common and so soverelgn,
which we call Love. In Hyde's pres-
ence she had been sufflused with a
bewildering, profound emotion, which
had fallen on her as the gentle showers
fall, to make the flowers of spring.
This handsome youth, whom she had
only seen twice, and Im the most for-
mal manner, affected her as no other
mortal ever dome. BShe was a little
alraid.

“l have met him but twice,” she
thought; “and it {s as if I had a new,
strange, exquisite life. Ought 1 tell
my mother? But how can [? |1 have
no words to explain—I do not under-
stand-—Alas! if | should be growing
wicked!”

The thought made her start; she
hastened her steps towards the large
éxtrance door, and as she approached
it a negro in a fine livery of blue and
white tirew the door wide open for
her. She turred quickly out of the
ball, into a parlor full of sunshine.
A lady sat there hemstitching a dam-
ask napkin; a Ilady of dainty plain-
ress, with a face full of graven exper-
ience ard mellow character., As Cor-
nelia entered she looked up with a
smile, and said, as she slightly raised
her work, “it is the last of the dozen,
Cornelia.” -

“You make me ashamed of my idle-
ness, mother. | went to Embree's for
the linen thread, and he had just
opened some English gauzes and lute-
strings. Mrs. Willets was choosing a
plece for a new gown, for she Is to
dine with the President pext week,
and she was so polite as to ask my
opinion about the goods. Afterwards,
I walked to Wall street with her; and
coming back I met, on Broadway,
Lieut. Hyde, and then he walked home
with me. Was It wrong? I mean
was it polite—I mean the proper
thing to permit? [ kpoew mot how to
prevent it.”

“How ofien have you met Lieut.
Hyde?"

“I met him for the firet time last
night. He was at the Sylvesters'.”

“And pray what did Lieat. Hyde
say to you this afternoon?”

“He gave me the flowers, and he
told me about a beautiful opera, of
which 1 had never before heard., It
is called Figaro' He asked permis-
gion to brirg me some of the aira
to-night, and 1 sald some civilities
| think they meant ‘Yes." Ind 1 do
wrong, mother?”

“1 will say ‘no,” my dear; as you
have given the Invitation. But to
prevent an appearance of too exclu-
sive Intimacy, write to Arenta, and
ask her and Rem to take tea with
us.”

“Mother, Arenta has bought a blue
lutesiring. Shall I not also have a
new gown? The gauzes are very
sweet and genteel, and | think Mrs.
Jay wilill not forget to ask me (o her
dance next week. Mr. Jeflerson |Is
sure to be there, and 1 wish to walk
a minuet with him.*

“1 told Mrs, Willets, and with such
a queer little langh she asked me ‘if
his red breeches did not make me
think of the gullldine? 1 do not
think Mrs.. Willets likes Mr. Jefferson
very much; but, ail the same, | wish
to dance once with him. 1 think it
will be something to talk about when
| am an old woman.”

“My dear one, that Is so far off. Co
now, and write to Arenta.”

(To be continued.)
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GOOD CUSTOMER OF FRANCE.
England Makes Heavy Purchases |
from Her Old-Time Foe.
Jean Finot, editor of the Revue des
Revues, recectly put the relations be- r
tween France and England In a most

striking fashion. He said:

“Greal Britain deserves the name
of the richest and most Important of
French colonies. France Is so bound
up with her fate that the disappear-

| (Fig. 2).

. bay

Much Easter amusement can be se
cured from eggs made Into a variety
of objects, such as great purple plums,
watermelons and fine radishes, says
tne Delineator. ‘f'o prepare them color
some eggs and make the eggs all solid
hues, some a rich purple, some red,

0™

others brown or light green, one or
two dark green.

Begin by making the radish. Gum a
mumber of crisp tissue-paper leaves
cut from Figure 1 on the big end of
the red eggs. Fold each leafl length-
wise through the center, according to
the dotted line; then slip a hat pin
or the back of the blade of a table
knife tight up In the fold and, holding
the leaf in place with the right hand,
gradually push it up together on the
blade with the left hand; this gives
the leaf a natural crimped appearance
Take a small plece of raw
cotton and dip it In the dye, or, betler
still, color it with a little erushed red
erayon; then pull the cotton Into the
form of Figure 3. Fasten this red |
point on the end of the egg and the
egg will be a radish (Fig. 4).

Use a dark greenm egg to make the
watermelon. Mark uneven,
lengthwise hands aronnd it with a soft
lead pencll, and fasten In the stem
with sealing wax. Bore a hole In the
large end of the melon, making the
opening big enough to admit the end
of a small curved awig, which must
form the stem; put on enough sealing

ance of Englard's econromic power
wonld cauge her incaienlanle mischief. |
Our total exports In 1901 were only

waz o secure firmness (Fig. §5).
Convert the purple egg Into a plum
by fastening it on the natural twig In

4.156,000600 francs, of wnich Eng
land took 1,264,000,000 francs, or |
more than 30 per cent of all the mer-
chandise which we cast on the
world’s market. But even of more im- |
portance is the fact that the amount |
of English purchases in France is |
constantly growing. From 1,632,000,

000 franca in 1896 It rose to 1,132.000.-
000 franca In

1897, to 1,238 000 0040 |
franca in 1899, and to 1,264,000,000 |
francs in 1901, thus showing an in- |

crease of 232,000,000 francs, or over |
22 per cent In five years. Now the
purchases from the motier eountry of |
all the French colonles,
Algeria, 269 000,000 france, and Tunis,
about 34,000,000 francs, together with
those scattered all
about
;;nunt in 1900 to more than 476,000, |
amount of purchasea, the Englis: |
yearly spend econsiderable suma In |
France,
try by Englishmen visiting Paria or
their favorite resorts
estimated at 500000000 francs, thus |
making 1800000000 francs as the
formidable tolal yearly paid by Eng
land to France.™

incloding

over the world,
153000000 francs, did not

——

francs. Bealdes this colossal |

The money left in our coun-

is commonly

the same way you stick the melon on

tirely around the bottom
Joina the ahell, as in Fig. 5. The apout

Easter Pastimes to

Amuse the Children

hm*‘ru & lealf bud from the lilac
bush; if that cannot be had make the
little point of cotton., Let a band of
colored raw cotton or crumpled tis
sue paper be glued on to form the
edge of the acorn cup (Flg. 7).

A neat little tea pot, one from which
tea can really be poured out of the
saucy wee spout, blow the contents
from an egg. Have the sealing wax,
if possible, of a soft gray color, dell-
cate brown or quiet gray-green. With
a sharp sciesors cut a round hole In
each end of the shell and another
small one In Lthe side a small distance
frcm the top a8 an opening for the
spout. Soaking the shell In warm
water for nearly half an hour will
render it less brittle. Make the bot-
tom of the teapot of & round plece of

f;a ?

stiff paper, cover the upper side of the
paper all over with melting sealing
wax and before the wax hardens set
the shell down on It. For greater
security drop melted sealing wax en-

Fig.

(Fig. 10) should be cut from stiff

its stem. Oum two green tissué paper
leaves to the branch for the foliage
(Fig. 8).

The funny big acormn must lkewlse
be attached (o a stem, and on Jia

small end you should fastem with seal

paper, also the handle (Fig. 11); fas

It-u strips of paper for the handles;

ten both on the egg-shell with sealing
wax In their respective positions, fol

lowing the dotted lines. When fin- |

ished test the teapot to make sure It
is waterproof; them more than half
A1l it with water and have the fun of
pouring the water in a tiny stream out
of the spout. If the teapot leaks the
least bit fill the crack with sealing
wax. Be sure *hat the little gift Is In
perfect order before it leaves your
hands.

Having completed the teapot, the
sugar bowl will be easy work. Use
fasten them on ﬂihlullum.lnl"
set the round bottom of the half egg-
shell in the soft sealing wax which
you have dropped on a circular bit of
paper. The paper being flat will give

there Is usually a pall of clear, cold
spring water conveniently near, with
a gourd dipper from which to drink
in place of a rommon glass. The

interesting,
drinking vessels, but cannot compare
in quaintness to the little egg dippers
fashloned from eggshells. A large half
of an eggshell forms the bowl and &

odd-looking

gourds are

slender stick the handle. (Fig. 13).

and slide the end of any kind of &
slender stick through. Fasten this

:':

securely In place with hot sealing was
both outside and Inside at the juncture
of the bowl and handle, and In less
time than it takes to tell It the dipper
will be made.

Place all the unique Easter gifts
you have manufactured on a
where you may enjoy them,K and
der that you shall get the full
of their beauty, look at them
A pair of opera glasses, bul
must make the glasses, Cut
from cardbcard; them bore
each end of two egge, remove
tents and cut the openings
enough to see though. (Fig. 15.
tach the large ends of the she
Fig. 14 by means of melted
wax; glue them om tightly and

F_}
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(Fig. 18.)

A Goed Old Custom
It used to be a custom among
A kiss, but now,

nate osculation is mo lomger Mep

it to set erect and Arm. (Fig 12).
In old-fashioned country houses

the sugar bowl a level ma.-um'

which Is as oM
still prevalla, t desirably In
of evening and Wil

£
L (|
]

Bore a hole in one side of the dipper .

opera glasses will be ready for mea jf
x '; ‘“._'i* -'.:I-.' .1: g

Christians to salute swe mnether -_.,,u




