306

THE DAYS’ DOINGS.

The Days’ Doings Hiustrated.

Office: 535 Pearl Street, N. Y.

NEW YORK. OCTOBER 15, 1870.

ALL communications concerning the business ot
the paper, must be addressed to “ THE Davs’
Domgs CoMPANY.”

All literary icati or ibuti
must be addressed to “The Editor of THE DAYs’
Domvas”; and must be accompanied by the
signature and address of the writer.

Al subscriptions must be sent to “Tex DAY
Domas CorrPany,” 535 Pearl street.

TERMS*

Ten Cents each number.
One copy three months,
One copy, six months, -
One copy, one year, - - - - - = - 400
Two copies, oné year, to one address, in one

e s, = ey, <N, 17 50
B i .
I“:ul;"lgt?.;;iés,one year,to oneaddress, m one
wrapper, - - = = ° - ce = = = -1500
Six copies, one year, - - - = - 2000

Goddesses in Disguise;

WOMEN IN MASQUERADE.

The Sexes with their Costume
Reversed.

A Long List of the Possibilities
of Dress.

THE ETHIC_S_O_F CLOTHES.
Women in the Garb of Men:
Historical Examples Thereof.
The Poetry of Female Manhood.

THE MASKING MANIA.

A Woman'’s Club (which is not Con=
nected with Sorosis.'

Getting Ready for ‘“the Grand
Duchess.”

AN ARTICLE ON APPAREL.

BEARESPEARE asked, or made one of his cha-
racters agk for him, “ What’s in a name ?” and
with eq itmightbe “What's
in a dress 2”

And the answer to both questicns might be,
with equal truth, * Nothing—much—everything”
acsordmg to circumstances,

As for the item of dress, so fickle, 8o insatiably
fickle, 8o various, so infinitely various, are its
styles, that if man or woman artificial, or man (or
woman) dressed, instead of man or woman (na-
taral not to.say undressed) were the objects of

gaiters, shoe-buckles, strings, straps, hats, caps,
hoods, bonnets, turbans, tiaras, mitres, crowvns,
chepewns, cauls, cowls, plumes, crests, veils,
wimples, coiffures, commodes, obaplets, fi'lets,
frontals, periwigs,perukes, combs, mufiers, stock-
ings, boots, gaiters, buckskins, thongs, shoes,
slippers, moccagius, socks, gauntles, gloves, or
mittens. The morality of armlets, anklets, col-
lars, cravats, bracelets, tippets, brooches, clasps,
buckles, hooks-and-eyes, cords, ribbons, or knots’
may seem alike equally infinitissimal ; and whether
the surface of our garments are embroidered
peopelowed, fiounced, trolloped, or puffed, ana
whether their borders may be furnished with
fringes, lappets, fags, frills, argulets, fal s, ruffs,
tassels, callop, sashes, or any other finish, may
seem to matter not a whit in the way of decency
or morality; and yet it is these trifles, or the
combination ot these trifies,

AND DRESS IN IT9 THOUSAND AND ONE VARIETIES,

wbich in reality constitute a very important,
some would say the most potent, infiuence in
the morale of society.

In other words, there seem to be certain forms
of attire, or styles of dress, which are appro-
priated to children, and other forms of attire and
styles of dress which seem to be equally appro-
priate to men and women, or children of an older
growth ; there appear to be peculiar varieties of
costume which are generally considered signifi-
cant of the male sex, and certain other peculiar
varieties of dress which are generally regarded as
equally significant of the female sex; and assym-
bols are often mistaken for the things they symbol~
ize, it 80 happens that the stylein which age or
sex dress is generally taken or mistaken for cer-
tain ethical lities p to be ch ter.
istic of the age or sex which adopt them, and
therefore 1t occurs that when a man assumes
the attire of a woman he is presumed to be dere-
lict in the qualities of true manhood, just as
when a woman assumes the garb of a man she is
supposed to belackingin the especial aud charac-
teristic modesty of her sex.

In one third of the cases, perhaps, this supposi-
tion is false, but undoubtedly in the other two
thirds of it, it i8 strictly true.

Consequently, then, the question of the sexual
attire becomes more or less a question of sexual
morality.

The recent in London
the so-called Boulton Masqueraders in which a
number of young men were detected by the pofice
arrayed as women, is an instance in point.

THE BOULTON MASQUERADE REVERSED.

‘While in our article of to-day we would call at-
tention to some cases in New York in which the
Bolton Masquerude is reversed, and women have
appeared as men.

We may here remark, introductorily, that in
ancient times the drees of the women approxi-
mated more closely than «t present to that of the
men. Most of the eighteen garments which,
according to the Talmud, formed the clothes of
the Jews from head to foot, were worn by the
females a8 by the males. And Jewesses of a su-
perior condition wore over their inner dress a
mantle resembling that of the men, only fitting
the person more closely. Among the Romans,
while the males wore the toga, the females wore
the stola, which resembled the former being only
more elegant, and reaching to the ancles or the
feet.

Later in the course of time, we find that the
petticoat is first mentioned as such in the 15th
century, and was then worn alike by women and
by men, 8o that this century at least may be said
to have been

LITERALLY UNDER PETTICOAT GOVERNMENT,

while in the eastern countries the aftire of the
women and the men has in many respects closely

dissertation, and philosophical study,
would become a more difficult branch of research
than conic sections.

AN UNDRESSED PHILOSOPHER IN A DILEMMA,

There is a quaint old poem in which an English
phailosopher is depicted as standing in deshabille
before a piece of cloth, with a pair of scissors in
his hand, trying in vain to decide in which of the
ten thousand possible varieties of costume he
shall hide his nakedness, and singing while he
deliberates—

Now I will Wear this ;
NoIwillwear that ;
And now I will wear—
Iknow not what.

Now, while it {s perfectly true that the diver-
sities of human dress have been the fruittul
theme of human satire in all ages, and while it is
equally true that in the majority of instances this
satire was deserved, yet two things are certain,
first, that dress of some kind is an absolute neces-
sity, and, secondly, that dress in itself, or in its
applications, has & greater or less degree of
decency or indecency, morality or immorality,
connected withit, and that therefore there is such
a thing as

THE ETHIOAL ELEMENT IN DRESS.
It may seem to make but little di

since the of recorded time
The male Turke wear full trousers reaching to
the ancles, #nd the ladies of Persia wear trousers
too, only they wear several pairs, In India a fine
cloth wound about the head in the manner of a
turban is the head drees alike of both men and
women, while the Japanese.dress, which bas re-
mained unchanged, consists of a number of coats
of wool or silk, of which the men wear fouror
five, and the women nine or ten, the one over the
other.

It may be here also paranthetically stated
that many of tne manliest of men, many of the
bravest, boldest, and most poetical of mslee have
from the earliest periods adopted costumes closely
resembling female apparel. Thus the Albanians,
anobletribe of semi-Greeks, wear, asa part of their
masculice costume, the pettigoat, or somethmg
analogous thereto, while the Highlanders, prover-
bial for their bravery, have been clad in a semi-
petticoat from the days of Bruce, aye, and long
before.

SISTOBICAL EXAMPLES OF WOMEN IN THE GARB OF
MEN.

As for the appearing of women in the appare]

of males in civiized and so-called Christian coun-

with one not; le—that of the Pope or

whether we array ourselves in the oloak, or the

Poppess Joan. This creature was born in Mentz,

chlamys, or the toga, or the peplum, or the pal-
Jium, or the shawl, or the cossack, or robe, cope,
dalmatica, surplice, pelisse, mantle, or mantilla ;
whether we go abroad or stay at home wearing a
coat, waist-coat, frockcoat, blouse, jucket,
apencer, jerkin, doublot, super-tumc, smtour,
gown, bodice, kertle, chemise, or skirt; 1t may
appear to make no great matter whother we en-
velope our limbs in pantaloons or pantalettes,
waetherwe wear breeches or aprons, or petticoats,

orjures, sous jupes, jupons, kilts, or farthingales;

there may. & pr-ieri, seem to be no choice botween

and came to Italy withan English lover. In order
| to facilitate her designs, she assumed the garb of
aman, and thus,having access to all the avenues
of the learning of her day, became an accom.
plished scholar, attained holy orders, lived with.
out suspicion, and finally succeeded Leo IV. in
the Pontifical chair.

Another historical example of woman in the
garb of man was presented 1n the case of the il-
lustrious and ill-fated Joan of Are, who, when
leading the armies ot France io victory, wore the
tull suit of armor of a cantain. and in-ihis euise

tries, the history of {he middle ages presents us |
bl

|

drove the enrmy fron tho land, which finaliy re «
warded her glory by the flames.

THE WOMEN-MCN OF BNARESPFAEE.

Literature, a8 well as history, has its women-
men. The idea of the female in the costume of
the male has been a favorite one with poets, and
espezially with the poet of all time—Will Shake-
speare. Witness his dainty Rosalind—his euperb
Portia—and his charming Imogen—and certainly
there arw#iot three more truly womanly cbarac-
ters than these in all the range of literature.
Who for a moment doubts the purity of this tri.
umvirate of graces, though each individual mem-
ber wandered through the wide, wide world
awhile 28 man. Was Rosalind the less of a glory
because she donned the garment of another sex?
Was Imogen less of an ideal softness because she
had disgwsed her beauties? Was Portia less
wortby of all love because she had appeared as a
lawyer before a judge? 8o think not the world, who
have read about them, these generatiors—so we
trow will not the million of Bhakespearian readers
and critics and adorers yet to come.

But to return to that branch of onr subject
‘which most deserves our attention atthe present
time : tho masqrerading of wamen inmen’s attire
in this city of New York, and in this nineteenth
century.

THE MASKED BALL MANIA,

A growing fondness has recently been observ-
able in social circles for the bal masque and the
bal d’opera which has made Paris famous. And
the chief feature which has of late years distin-
guished this ball mania among us, Knickerbock-
ers, has been the appearing of all sorts of women,
in all sorts of page, and other masculine dresses.

There sre & number of nandsome women, anda
number of women who are not handsome, in New
York, who have never attended a masked ball in
the costume of their own sex, but alwaysin that
of theother. Names could readily be mentioned,
but to mention these names might seem invi-
dious.

The cavalier dress of King Charles the Second’s
time has also been a favorite costume of many
fair and female masquers, and with very good rea-
8o, too, for it is a very showy garb, and in it a
pretty woman shows still prettier.

Now, the effect, upon the eyes, produced by this
feminine masking of masculinity is generally
very pleasing.

TUE BOUNDED LIMn
of woman is an artistic object of contemplation
and the graceful form of womanisequally delicious
to behold, and then there is son:ething (to a man)
in the 1d10wing that what seems to bo a man, is
really a woman, that what appears to be like
himself, is like, but different, which has an inde-
finable attraction. But when, as too often is the
case, an ugly, thin, scraggy female calls attention
to the angularity of her proportions by exhibiting
them to the public, nolensvolens, as amau, when
a thin female will persist in revealing her thin

| legs in breeches or tights, and when a scantily de-

veloped female will call the notice of everybody
around her to the fact of her scantiness, by ap-
pearing in that costume of all others that renders
it most apparent, then, and only then, does this
female masquerading as men, strike us deci-
dedly unpleasantly-—even in an artistic point of
view.
THE MORALITY OF MASQUERADING.

As for the morality of this assumption of men’s
attire by women, there.can little be said, one way
or the other.

There i8 no positive evil in it—certainly there is
no positive good—andwhile on the person of a
pretty woman or a decent one, the masculine at-
tire looks even better than it does on a man, or
the person of an ill-formed, or ill-mannered fe-
male, it looks much worse.

But the question of morality is notours to de-
cide.

Buffice it for us to record the fact, that there is
a growing penchant among females to appear in
public, whether in balle, or on the stage, as mas.
oulines, and to show whatever physical perfec-
tions, or imperfections they may be blessed or
cwrsed with, to men, as men themselves,

In our spirited engraving entitled, ‘“A Female
Club in the Masculine Line,” a truthful represen-
tation is given of a party of merry young ladies
who reside in East Thirteenth-street, attiring
themselves én masquerade for a ball at the Grand
Duchess Rooms, New York City, where entertain-
ments of a lively character are held at stated
intervals.

From aboat eight or nine o’clock in the ¢ven-
ing, until about four or five in the morning, these
gay girls will be gay men, and then they will
sleep the next day, and be women again until the
next ball, when they will be men once more.

« Thus runs the world away.”

“«Two are Company, Three are None,”—
A Tale of the Tiger of Patterson.

A LorpLY beast, some say a Royal Bengal tiger
roams the woodlands of New Jersey at large, in
the romantic neighborhood of the Passaic Fall..
His roar mingles with the roar of the cataract, or
rather it would 8o mingle if that graceful water-
tallhad not been quite dried up in consequence
of the regent drought. Whether he be native
there and to the m#nor born, or whether he be a
fugitive from some menagerie, has not been
ascertaiued ; but his live, real presence in a Jersey
jungle is vouched for by respectable witnesses,

Last weel tWo lovers wandered hand in hand
along the byways, up tae bill sidos, and down the
rugged clffs (hat overhang the Passaio River.
Soeeking a sequestered nook, they sate them down
npon s green sward, benoath the foliage and

serene lovelinesa of the epot, they talked of love;
and then there intervened pressure of hands, per.
haps even one chaste kiss. With falteriug lips,
the young man whispered a question in her ear ;
ana just as the maiden murmured “Yes!” a
fierce, low, horrible growl burst upon the per
fumed air* Tt could not have been the maiden’s
wrathful eire, for he was hard at work in one of
the factories that enbance the charm of that
picturesquelocality. What was it then that dis-
turbed the soft delights of their wooing? They
turned, they saw, and they resled over. It was
the mysterious tiger of Patterson. He glowered
upon them with hungry eyes. He gaped &t them
with discourteous suggestion of an extraordinary
appetite. He raised his paws, but the lovers.
thought it was no time for pause. They stood
Dot upon the order of their going but went at
onoce ; and the condition of that gentle maiden’s
garments, and the loss of that young man’s hat
attested thatthey traveled down the briary sides
of that ravine with other thoughts than those of
dreamy, languid love.

“ Among the Angels.”’

The Pleasures of the Pretty Trea-
sury Clerks.

PIC-NICS IN PARADISE.

And Paradise near Washington.

How General Spinner takes his
ease among the Angels.

How the Treasurer of the United States
enjoys himself in company with
the Treasury Girls.

AN EPISODE OF A PIC-NIO AT CAMP EALCYON.
A “HEAVENLY” CHILL.

TeE Government of these United States of Am-
erica, presents many curious phases.

And none are more curious tban those waich
relate to the employment of women, many of
them young and pretty, in the Treasury Depart-
ment at Washington.

The details of the organization of the work of
these ““dear” creatures have been previously
treated of in this journal, but we will now take an
opportunity to describe them in their hours ot
leisure.
very season the fair Female Teasury clerks ot
Washi enjoy hugely, pic-nic-ing
and camping out at an island on the Potomsc,
called Camp Halcyon.

A correspondent recently paid a visit to this
rural and watery Paradise, and thus somewhat
poetically narrates his somewhat picturesque ad-
ventures.

“Havingheardmuch about Camp Halcyon, 1iost
no time in discovering its whereabouts. Accord-
ingly, I employed a trusly charioteer who could
not tell me much about the position of the camp,
although he was sure it was a day’s ride trom
Willard’s, and was equally confideat that it lay
somewhere near the Great Falls, that it was on
#n island on the Potomac, that it was uninhabited
during the winter months, and that during the
days when the dog-star rages it was the abode of
the
LIVELIEST, JOLLIEST, AND LOVELIEST PEOPLE ON

EARTH.

At an early hour we set out to find the camp.
We passed the historic bridges of the Potomae,
and skirtiog the line of the canal, keps in view for
many miles the queer snub-nosed barges that
plowed it, and watched with more than ordinary
interest the spasdomic movements of the mules
on the tow-path, and the steady, unchanging, and
refreshing indolence ot the people who s.iled the
boats, and made them picturesque by therr want
of clothing, and the grace and repose of their vari-
ous attitudes. About

ONE FULL SEIRT

to four men and boys was an average allotment,
and it is not-an exaggeration to remark thata
gown and a half served to covertheloqr]nrgest,
women. As to the dozens of little children oo
those remarkable boats—well, nothing need be
said. .
At last we reached the lock through which
the canal is supplied with water from the Poto-
mac. Here we were greeted by

DICE.

Now, Dick bears a very importani relation to
the important parts of this narrative.

Dick is Gen. Spinner’s coachman.

And Gen. F. E. Spinner, Treasurer of the United
Siates, is a public ofticer of 80 much jmportance.
that to drop him would be to render invalushle,
or rather valueless, those paper squibs of the
Government which call tor thepayment of sundry
ocents and dollars due to the citizens of the R.-
public.

Dick transports tne General in safety from point
to point ; and, when occasion presents,yke car-
ries one, tv¥o, three, or more of the General®
clerks from the Treasury Department, or from
their respeotive homes, to the camp, or therefrom
to the Department or their homes, aa the case
be. These clerks are usually of

THE GENILEB 8EX.

taneled brushwoed of the ravine. Yielding to the

Thereare 400 of them ; and when the sesson in
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camn is good, they are thirty strong on the island,
taking turns, as it were, until fully one-half of the
force take active part in the feetivities.

Dick was zrooming and watering the Genoral’s
horses, & fine pair of well-bred bays.

He was on the Maryland side of the Potomac,
and wtently d in his iti busi
two horses being under his hands on the bank of
the canal, and the carriage hard by, with a swarm
of flies making music around it.

«Dick,” said I, after a formal introduction to
the General’s dusky pilot, “where can Ifind the

”

O‘TF gonm know, sir,” said Dick, politely, poising
& curry-comb in his dexter hand as he epoke,
«upless you hires a guide, and cuts across the
feeder.”

This was soon done. A young Marylander
stopped forward, and offered his services. He
wag

A TWELVE-YEAR-OLDER,

and rather more intelligent than the ordinary
full-grown Montgomery county people. He led
me across the feeder, and through a dense under-
growth of weeds, short and tall, up hills and
through valleys, over &tone heaps and arownd
places where the river water was splashing over
the side-laden rocks. Birds of bright plumage
were making the air wild with their melody, and
the wind was playing gladly merry tunes
through the trees which kept the sunhght from
the narrow path, while the rough weeds waved
and rustled responsive to our tread. After a mile
of wild and tiresome tramping, my guide brought
me to the foot of a hill, up which wound a

TORTUOUS STAIRWAY,

built into the sides of the dechvity four years ago
by the hands of the jolly Treasurer and his chosen
aids, just after the war had ended, and men knew
that the days of peace had arrived.

In a few minutes I was at the crest of the island
hill, when there burst upon my gaze a most love-
ly sight. First, there was the broad Potomac,
winding down upon the east over rocks and
ehoals; and o the north the noisy stream break-
ing over the falls with the sound of a Wagneriar
crescendo. Then there were glorious hills in the
distance, and here apd there a break in the mono-
tony that seemed to lead to pleasant shades and
glades beyond the roar of the waters. On the
summit of the hill, which I reached by a series of
tiresome windings, I found

AN ENOAMPXMENT OF TENTS,

a8 pleturesque as those of Wallenstein’s
and therein such a galaxy of beauty as might
have maGe Mohammed mad. Twelve maidens
fair engrossed the view when the grand picture
of the mountain and river had crossed the horizon
of my vision,

Onpe lay in & hammock, and slumbered as if she
slept on dormouse pie with a sauce ot syrup of
poppy, and she snored like a gentle porpoise. An
other, who lay at her side was wide awake, and
sung like the mermaid *that lay along the
scooped side of & hollow wave, singing such dul-
cet songs that the ear, like a wooed damsel, trem-
bled with delight.”

Off to the south, ag I have eaid, were the falls,
and eight miles beyond the great *Cabin John
Bridge,”

THE GREATEST STONE SPAN IN THE WORLD,

Between the Iland (High Island by name) and
the falls, the river winds majestically, throwing
ite waters over the intervening rocke with the pe-
ulant rear of a giant beast at bay. They come
down growling, 28 if gent from the eave of Aonis
on an errand of wrath ; but as they reach Camp
Halcyon, they are as quiet as if nursed by
Qng_gom or regularly tutored by the goddess

acita.

In the broad expanse of green waters stretching
¢ast and west and north and sonth, more like a
b_a.y than a running stream, there lie scores of
litle wooded islands, and crossing the river at a
point about a mile above the camp is a dam con-
Decting the shores of Ma.rybmdp and Virginia,
This was built three generations ago, during
Washington's admimstration. It 18 a very rude
looking structure, and I believe answers all pur-
poses for which it was designed, and keeps the

old canal well supplied with b
isinhabitod only &p'.he with water. High lsland

WARM DAYS OF §UMMER,

Here are no hotels, no stores, no dwellin,
There is not a house on a1y one of its many ac;;:s
of sold ground. But wheon the summer comes it
vuts on the appearance of an imprevised city.
Large tents are pitched upen the ridge, which
commands an extensive view of the broad river
aud the diark hills on the Virginia side ; canvass
sholters are thrown up Liere and there ; hammocks
are swung, flags flung out; and by the 15th of
June, 28 was the case this year, the camp holds a
thappy garrison of from twenty to fifty ag

JOLLY PEOPLE
as lgnne w&uld wish to see.

e officer in charge is Gen. F. E. Spimer
Trawsurer of the United States, the pant.cmsn
whose portrait adorne the fifty cent notes, and
whose remarkable signature is enstamped upon
every greenback issued by the Governmemt.
General” Spinner holds the island by right of dis-
]cotvory, ha,vvln%" taken p msesgion of it « uring the
ate war, ata ime whan he was the anly civilian
privileged to navigate the Potomac from Wasling-
ton to Great Falls. He commands the camp by
the unanimous vote of his guests, who are for the
most part the Jadies employed in the vsrious
t;l'lll\usmns of the Treasury Bepnrtment. They are

FAVORITES OF THE GENERAL,

and to them he is the embodiment of all that is
good and jolly and generous,

Ever since the cloee of the war it has been one
of the pleasures of the General’sexistence—second
only, perbaps, to that of iscuing stacks of green-

acks and millions of fractional notes—to make
up parties of young women connected with his
departn,ent and take them down in summer to
nish and make merry on bis little island. Apd I
wacrant toat the fascinating lady clerks who do
s bidding durivg working hours, never are
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better satisfied with obedience to ordere than
when they promise to give timely heed to his
command to appear at Camp Halcyon arrayed and
oqul%ped for wood life. They run up in carriages
| and boats, the General himselt always acting n§
chief of transportation, and whon the complement
is made up, and the tents arcfilled and the little
disputes af:out_ beds and seats at the board are
settled, there isn’t a morrier, noigier, more care-
less set of roysterers from Dan to Bersheeba than
the pretty girls who waken tho echoes in the hills
and vales of High Island. One Sunday there was

A GRAND TIME

at Camp Halcyon, but unfortunately I was not
resent to enjey it ;_but blue-eyed Katy, sparkling
Bttie, saugy Nell, Jenny with the auburn curs,
light-footed Belle, and all the rest, gave each
such 2 glowing description of the affair that just
88 many times as I heard the story, I felt ihaz
just 8o often had I been on the spot in epirit if not
1n body, and that my loss was not hall sogreat as
that of hm who had neither seen nor heard.
Present on that occasion, as invited guests, were,
among others, Gen. Marcy, Gen. Myers, Gen.
Miles, and Acting Secretary Richardson—the
latier, by the way, the only member of the United
States Government in Washington. On the day
of the jollification at Camp Halcyon

THE HAD NO

sovereign in it power against melancholy. Here
the hours flew by lkc minutes. Meats flanked
by waters alive with puissant force gave strength
to the feast; ‘Ihe charming bowl moved round,
and spurred the wits of the rcvelers until the
Circean god shone in their eyes, and the spirit of
Jjollity was in every breath of the pleasant air,

AN EPIDODE AND THE GENERAL'S NURSES.

After dinner, which lasted a long_time, we took
to the woods, where we watched the wild birds,
and down by the feeder, where we etudied the ra~
pid corrent, and where the tender-hearted maid-
eng pitied the impaled minnows amd tbe captured
fish., Then we wandered up © the ridge again,
where, alas! we found our adelanfado, our rex
8 5(';3“, the gracious and glorious Treaeurer of
1.11{:" ited States, in the agonies of a chill. To
be sure,he was carefully attended by many fair
creatures, to whom his every shake wae a pang;
but the miseries of the hour could not be allayed
by care and sympathy, and at the soft time when
the day is wont to meet the night in sweet em-
brace, we dispersed for Washington, and the
happy sezson at Camp Halcyon was over.

A Swimmiog Tournament.—National Ex-
ercigses and Fancy Floating by Female

within the limits of the Federal Capital, or within
many miles thereof. This fact did not in the
leagt disturb the harmony of the meeting.

‘When I reached the camp I was greeted most
heartily, much to my surprigse. I had thought
that I might be running a risk in venturing unin-
vited into this quiet summer retreat. But the
General ?we me a cordial welcome, and in & few
minutes Iwas thoroughly at home with the ladies,
of whom there were at the time some ei%:t or
ten present. Two of them, one of a stately blonde,
the other a lovely brunette of flashing eye, oc-
cupied

A SWINGING HAMMOCE

near the main tent; and grouped around this cen-
tre of attraction sat the other members of the
galaxy of wit and beauty. Some ‘Wwere singing,
some cbatting, some preparing for a sail in the
General’s boat, the Josephine, whose flae fluitered
in the breeze over our heads. Some Were South-
ern, a8 could easily be known by their epeech and
their queenly walk ; some Northern, some Eastern,
some Western ; but all were happy, and all tho-
rourhly intent ng‘on securing the largest possible
addition to their happiness in the shorlest possi-
ble time.

The gentlemen of the party, with the excoption
of the General, were ont on the river, not having
yet finished their morning egon with rod aund line.
Atter a little while two tired fishermen appeared
toiline up the hill, and were greeted with cruel
jeers ifor all they could show for their days work
wag one poor little black bass that had hcoked
bimself accidentelly as the hunﬁy and fretful
sportemen were drawing in their lines,

THE COSTUMES

worn at Camp Halcyon were of the most inde-
pendent character. There Was not a chignon to
be seen within the lines, and not a hoop except
those on the provision barres and on 2 remark-
ble-looking an ingly inex ible keg in
dlose proximity to the ice box. No trains swept
the walks : there were no flounces, no furbelows,
none of those unpronounceable hxings without
the existence of which one could not write a read-
able fashion article- As to theladies’toilets, they
were extremely simple, and I can truthfully say
ag much for the gentlemen’s. Gen. Spinner wore
a skull cap, 2 threadbare black coat, and a pair of
drab trousers turned up at the bottom. e of
the fishermen sported ahout tbree-fourths of a
etraw hat anda coat much like Mr. Greeley’s old
one. He wasa sort of puse-in boots to me when
I first saw him, for he was hidden up to the waist
of him in ponderous cowhide, and gloried in &
fierce moustache. This was the unfortunate
fisherman who had come bame empty-handed.
The other was encased in a funny bob-tailed coat
and a necktie of crimeon silk. When I caught
sight of that coat, and had taken in a fair esti-
mate of the dimensions, more especially its reaoh
betweem collar and braid-line, I was reminded of
those unbuppy eldersofIsrael whom Hanun, King
of the A it ished i

Charles street, New York City.

Ox September 21st, in the free bath at the foot
of Charles street, Mr. Krack's young women
pupils engaged in swimming races and trials of
skill in the water. Admission was gained by
ticket ; at the appointed hour, a large number of
persons of both sexes, generally of a veryrespect~
able appearance, assembled in the bath as spec-
tators, the males being placed on the roofand the
gentler sex occupying the lower balcony.

For some reason the sports did not begin until
nearly half-past three, at which time the contes-
tants made their appearance. The first exercise
on the programme was & race for a silver castor,
twice around the bath, a distance of 700 feet.
The entries were Mary Jane Hill and Susan
‘Waters, the former of whom won after & spirited
contest.

Several young girle, from 15 to 18 years of age,
next plunged in, and swam around the bath twice
for the fun of the thing. Several gave up before
the finish, and the race excited very little interest.
Three women then displayed their skill in float-
ing. They first floated from the top to the bot-
tom of the bath, a distance of 100 feet ; they then
turned around eingly several times in the water,
still on their backs ; they then touched the soles

at the Free Bath, foot of |s!

tims of that fratricidsl war. That which she did
for America, she now proposes todo for her com-
patriots.

A SERENADE IN VENICE TO THE EMPRESS EUGENIE.

On the svsninﬁ of that first day of mine in Ven-
ice, I was told there was to be a grand serenade
inhonour of the Empress Eugénie, who was atay-
ing there. What a serenademight mean, I could
onl g copjecture. Floating visions of a troubadour
with a gnitar, singing lullabies under the Em-
press’s window, seemed scarcely satisfactory, and
suggested the Christmas wail But a serenade
of any kind was a novelty to me, and having feal
ed my eyes all day, it seemed fair that Ishould
iem ‘my ears all :xigh}; !n&’ as, wwato\i:a 8 o’cloc!
8aW every one stepping into a gon ow
the lead, and steppi lsnto the first I could find,
consigned myself entirely to the mercy of my
boatmen for that evening.
A few strokes brought uson to where the Grand
Canal opens out into the broad ineoon, and there
I defy any dascrigtion to exu.g%am the extraor-
dinary scene. They say that there are over
gondolas in Venice ; not one, I warrant, but was
out that night. No Venetian, who wa8 not at the
int of death, stayed at home; the whole town
cked to the festa.
As to the Empress, no one appeared 0 know
where she might be, She was in the rvlolm, on
ore, 1ncog. somewhere. The attraction of the
spe ctacle lay in the lights, the glitter, the music.
In tthe middle of the fa,goon shome ¢ wo large bril-
liantly-illuminated barges, with all manner of fan-
ciful “decorations, in colored gl flowers, &c.
One contained a military band ; on the other were
asgembled the chief opera singers; these were to
_the Imp serenaders, and towards this
pointail the boats flogked ; rowing was ont of the
question, 8o closely Were they packed.
The music then began, & vocaland instrumen-
tal piece following alternately, and the two barges
moved on glowly up the Grand Oanal, surrounded
by the floating mass of gondolas, and till
midnight this strange scene continued withoat
brﬁak @ ;:{is,hon. had fight of
very balcony, eve: oW, eV ight of
steps, was crowded. t‘iockau, iimgh’ghh, fire-
works, were let off a intervals, sometimes from
the boats, sometimes from the shore, shining for
& few moments apd vividly lightin {i:p each face

in the crowd,and then euddenly exi

How the glory of this world vanishes] Eugénie
is the Empress of the French no I r; the bril-
lisnt Qourt over which she presided has vanished

like & scene from a fairy spectacle—the imposi:
tabric of the Second Empire having disap)

with the suddenness of a dream—her husband &
prigoner of war in"a foreign land, and her son an
exile in another!

'he continued story, ¢ Worse than Death,” is
carried over one more chapter, which we confess
we find to be quite enough of it. ’

The two illuswrations to this month’s Brifanniu
have murder for their motif.—in the first duellists

of their feet each to the other’s should: and in
this manner again described the length of the
bath ; finally, one of them still kept on her back
and another crept on top of her, and the first,
thus weighted down, floated about, the spectators
applauding.

Now came another race of the same distance as
the first for a set of jewelry. The entries were
Jane Stevens, Anna Price, Emma Carey, Lucy
Fisher, and Catherine Underwood. Stevens won
after a gallant struggle.

The next thing on the programme was diving
from the top of the bathroom railing, seven feets
and jumping from the roof, twenty feet. Then
came diving and jumping backwards and forwards
and sideways, rolling sideways off the platform
floor, and turning summersaults in the water.
The next thing was a trial of endurance in
swimming for a long time under water. Then
came the science of the day, fancy figure floating,
by four experts. They lay on their backs and
touched toes in the form of a star, and in thig
position they paddled around in the water in a
circle.

After the distribution of the prizes, Mary Jane
Hill, the winner of the first race, addressed the

p by ing their
skirts ; and then I ventured to wonder whether
apy of those abbrevisted garments had ever
crossed to our comtinent with the Lost Tribes,
and been hapded down through successive gener-
ations to deck a part of the form of a modern
amateur fisherman in this year of grace on the
banks of the Potomac.

HOW WE FISHED.

As the General said; “There’s nothing to be got
now-a-days unless thou canst fish for it.” A great
poet and philosopher put those words in the
mouth of a lowly man many years ago ; but the re-
mark is ag applicable to day as it was when the
Prince of Tyre first heard it. = Of course, at Cemp
Halcyon, one of our chief pleasures is the taking
of bass and fall-fish. These cannot be brought
ashore without patience and skill. Our young
folks here are not akillful, nor are they by any
means patient; and therefore our stock of fish is
rorely an ample one, unless I myself go out, or
some of my steady people go out for me. Sup-
pose you try your hand down at the landing, and
when you return in time for dinner, you will be
welcomed with smiles.”

A little party was soon formed, and down the
hill and through the woods we went. On the way
the girls kept up a perpetual poppiug of gay re-

artees, like 8o many beskets of champagne,

ombarding each other with mirthful corks an

answerisg jets of foam. Hilerity reigned, and the
woods rang with frequent laughter, w!ncl; ac-
counted for the fact that the nimble squirrels
were amazed, and the rabbits frightened, and
that when we reached the ﬂshmg ground, neither
bass nor fall-fish would respond to our quiet hints.
So then we gave ourselves up to jollity, and i the
cool damp shadow of the forest trees, and by the
side of the swift stream that gurgled and lau ghed
merrily in answerto our noisy revery, we rollicked
until the horn blew, and, without the shadow of
a fsh o our catchisg to lay upon the altar of
sacrifice, we toiled to the camp, where hungry
people awaited our coming.

THE GENERAL'S SYLVAN FEAST.

A plensant repast had been prepared by the
General's gervants, and this was enjoyed as al
fresco meals usuaily are.  We had fish, cbicken
and turkey, and beef, and all the vegetables an
fruits of the season; and, amid the lively chat of
the ladies, a sortof sweet extractof all speech that
held theearin blissful elavery, there were frequent
libations poured from a dainty demijohn, and num-
erous 1Dspirations drawn from an orscular bulb
with a very long neck, that centained a mectar

==

and after this the assemblage dis-
persed.

The bathing season at the public baths closed
last week.

WHISPERS ABOUT WOMEN.

TeE most popuar physician at St. Petersburg
i8 a woman—Mada me Susloff.

Mgs. LypiA ARMSTRONG, Grant County, India-
na, advertiges for a husband. “Money,” she
#ays, “is no obiect, but he must be healthy and
willing to work.”

A Miss Hanser, of Berlin, raised an Amazon

company, numbering fifty-three, to serve in the

Prussian armies ; but the nngsilant authoritiea

refused to accept their aid, even for garrison

du tyd and they were obliged to ingloriously dis-
and.

Mies Avcorr is living quietly at Bex,in the
neighborhood of Vevey, in Switzerland, since
ch:l]gleling her journey through France, and
while preparing tfor anItalian tourin the autumn,
Her health is better than it has beenfor years,

and a8 the dolce far niente is difficult for one with
80 busy a brain, we expect to hear of her resum-
ing her pen ere long.

THEdress worn by Mlle. Nilsson ather first

bei read; sed, waiting for the
wol%to shoot each othe;ogothg' sels'l;:gfe and by
moonlight ; and in the other the human wrecks
that strew a battle-field are shown—algo with the
ghastly effects of moonlight.

A COMPLIMENT.

%1 wourp I were a bird,”

Sang Chloe’s liquid voice ;
Which, when the poet hear

Said he, “Not such my choice!
¢I would that I might be

A smile’ would eclipse:
For I should be, you 860,

For ever on your lips!*

RIPPLES OF ROMANCE.

A suawr girl in Minnesota popé)ed the question
to her lover, asked the consent of his parents,
grocured & marriage license, ordered the wedding

reakfast, the carriage te convey them to the de-
pot, and had a private conversation with the par-
son, all on the same day, The young man had
occupied seven years in the effort to ask her to
haye him, and had failed every time. She finally
noticed that he had something: %:;yinw upon his
mind, and having in the meantime heard Miss
Anthony, assisted him to get rid of it in the man-
ner described.

A youxnag lady of New York,h now in London,
who owes a large fortune to her father having
struck oil, has hit upon a startling ornament to
be worn at the theatre. Unable to enter society,
she gratifies her vanity by attracting public af

tention. Her last freak is to appear at the grand
opera without jewels or flowers, her only orma-~
ment being & live snake coiled around ber wrist.
The snake is constantly climbing up and down her
arm, or nestling in her hand, enjoying her fan

and words of endearment. Every opera-glass
fixed on her and the snake. The lorettes are all
crazy for the ion of such an it

Tre Lorraine peasant loves to narrate the
story of the * Woman of Stenay,” who offered a
barrel of wine to & detachment of Austrians, say-
ing : “You are thirsty friends; drink® you are
welcome to all my store,” drinking, as she spok‘a
a supful in their honor. The soldiers accept
with pleasure, and in a few minutes four hun
men were Wwrithing on the qmund in azog&;
Then the Wom:rlil lx‘)fdsten:y‘: ;oae, "“fﬂ ‘;)‘ol
her dying gasp, shrieked ouf ou are i~
sonedy:n m 1a Fraocel” fell back a corpse.
This'is the legend ofdlagrr&me, and 31’5 m;goz’
of its heroine is revered by the peasantry as hi;
a8 that ef Charlotte Corday. hly

TrE landlady of an inn near Metz pretends to
ize in Prince i i

concert was said to be one of the most
toilettes ever seen in this country. It waea hea

white gros-grain silk with long skirt, trimme
with flounces of lace, looped over at eacth side with
vines of moming—gforiee. Hor hair wras dressed
very simply, and ornamented with a single morn-
ing-glory, with a diamond humming-bird and
butterfly lighting on the flower. Necklace of
pearls and diamonds, and hieavy &old bracelets
set with di this iful toil

ette. She 18 noted, it is said, all oyer Europe, for
her exquisite taste in dress.

Maspame AMELIA MEzzARA, wife of the well-
Imown sculptor of San Francisco, started from
that city on L'uesday week last week for France,
whereshe will devote herself to the care ef the
wounded during the war. It B not the first time
that Mezzara has thus devoted herself. For four
years, during the epooh of the attempted seces-
sion, she acted as & Bister of Chm'ti, withoat
baving taken the veil. She spent her life in
American ambulances, by the couches or the vie-

O
who, a few years ago, made a pedestrian excur-
sion through the Vosges and aggng the Moxselle.
She then took him for a medical man, as he pre=
tended to be a lover of botany, who, with an old
gentleman, extremely like the traits of Gen.
Moltke, explored in mearch of &?er specimens of
Alsatian flora every pass and forest in the -
ment. They looked like military men’;

she thought 80 at the time, but this did not seem
incompatible with their alleged profession, for
every Prussian she knew was a soldier. The
young dgenﬂemm innocently picked flowers, and
the old one had a_passion for_geology, and in-
«creased his knowledge of the science by scanning
overy wall and cutting. The nephew most con-
scientiously walked through the passes and over
the hills and the uncle took drives in various
rectinng. They were in the N hborhood for
more than a month, says this w

she swears that she recognized

‘woman, and
then paid their bills and went nv{:ey w‘m
he came up with his army to fight Bagaine. -
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AN INCIDENT OF
THE WAR.

A FRENOCH paper re-
lates the following inci~
dent of -the war, an
vouches for its truth :

One of the sturdy
race of peasanta inhabit-
ing the Vosges, seized
‘with _patriotio = fervor,
shouldered his chasse

t, and set out to de-

nd his country from
the invader. He was
detailed as a picket, and
had scarcely taken his

08t of. observation be-
fore fortune favored him,

It was morning, and
he had finished cleanin,
bis gun, which he loves
almost as well as life
itself, when he observed
a cloud of dust obscure
the horizon. Our peas-,
ant eniffed the conflict
afar off, and his piercing
eyes 800D recognized g
body of German Uhlane,
or lancers, fully armed
and equipped, about
twelve hundred (1,200)
metres (1350 yards) dis-
tant from his post.

To bring his chasse-
Eot into the hollow of

is arm and take de-
Tiberate aim at the lead-
er was the work ofan in-
stant, and when the

smoke had died away
the ianeers were without
& leader.

A second shot, an-

]‘M'r |
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THE WAR,—ALSATIAN LADIES TENDING THE WOUNDED.—SEE PAGE 311.

A WATERTNG-FLACE EP180DE.—' L0OKING OUT FOR PRUSSIAN CRUISERS, INDRED~—I'LL PRUSSIAN CRUISER EmM! Samp Mrs. MoN. 5

other lancer, leavinil
oight. A German fen
for every ehot, and whe
they had advanced to
within  one  hundred
metres the troupe had
dwindled down to two
Thlsns, who, boiliog
over with rage at find-
ing themselves g0 reso-
lutely foiled by a_singlo
individual, rushed upon
the brave peasant at tull
tilt, but not before an-
other had gono to his
last account.

‘Thero was now only
ond left, and he wss
made prisoner, and car-
ried triumphantly mto
camp a8 & trophy of his
prowess. Tho hero re-
ceived a severe sword
cut from the last lancer,
but itis not a dangerons
one.

Mr. SumyER CLARE,
of Cornville, Maine, &
fow days_since, was dig-
ging a ditch through s
piece of low land, and
when at a depth of
three or four feet ho
struck a vein of pure
water, that gushed ount
two inches or more in

thirty. The fish resem-
bled” what is usually
known as & chub.
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A FEMALE CLUB IN THE MASCULINE LINE; BEING AN ASSOCIATION OF YOUNG LADIES IN NEW YORK CITY WHO DISGUISE THEMSELVES IN MALE
HABILIMENTS.—seE PAGE 807.

= = —— = —— — ~
A SWIMMING TOURNAMENT,—NATATORIAL EXERCISES AND FANCY FLOATING BY FEMALE SWIMMERS AT THE FREE BATH FOOT OF CHARLES STREET,
i
NEW YORE CITY.—SEE #AGH 308,
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