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CHAPTER VI,

» pext evening they ure all out on the
oty sward, The last glimpse of duy

S goue., “Doeuth’s twin-sistoer, Sleep,” has
J:n apon the earth. UOne by one the
SWeet Btars cowme out jn the dusky vault
above, “wpirit-like, infinite.” In amongst
the firs thsat stand close together o a
buge clump at the end of the luwn, great
shudows are lying that, stretohing ever

and ever further, form at lust o lnk he- |

tween the lnod and the sea,

“Ah! here you are, Stephen says Sir
Mark, addressing the languid young man
they bad met in the morning, who s com-
tag to them peross the grass,  “Why
dido’t you come sonper?”

“They wouldu't give e any dinner un-
til ahotit an hour kgo,” suys the languid
young maen in a subdue! votee, He glunces
from Portia to Jolis Besufort, and then
tw Dulee, There his glavee rests. It is
rvident he has found what he seokz,

“Dualee, 1 think 1 told yon Stephen
Gower wan comitig te-night,” savs Roger,
slmply, And then Dulee rises nad sestlvi
ap to him, sud, flled with the determina
tion 10 keep sacred a promise she had
made 10 be purticolarly anlce to Roger's
friend, holds ont (o him e very friendly
band and mulies him a warm welyame,

Then Portin makes him a lttle how,
and Julls simpers at him, and presently
be finds himself seceptad by aod admitted
to the bosom of the fur ¥, which, indesd,
s a rather pondescript one,  After 4 fow
moments of gnavoiduble hesitation  be
throws himself at Dulee's feet, and, lean-
Ing on his eibow, telis himself cogutry
Uife, after all, isn'r half & bad thing,

“What & beavenly night it 18" says
Duice, smiling dewn on him.  Perhuaps
she s hardly uware how encouraglug her
mnile can be, “See the octan down
there,” pointing with a rounded, soft, |
bare arm, that gleams like snow in the
moonlight, to where the sea in sh ning be-
#ween the troes, “How near it eecma,
Sengh we know H is quite tur away.”

=28 18 nearer to you than 1 am,” sars

Sower, in a tone that might imply the
e that he thinks the ocesa in better |
{ than hnnself.
ell, not just mow,”
| esing.

« 9t Just now,” returns he, echoing her
—en). 1 suppose we should be thankful
for small mercies: bhat 1 wish the Feuw
wan g little nenrer to this place that it s |

“Portin, cnn you see Inen's OUF from
this 7' asks Dulee, looking at her cousin, |
“You remember the spot where we saw
the little blue dowers yesterday, that yon
oo coveted, How clearly it stands out
mow benenth the mocobea=s™

“Like buruishoed silver,” says Portin,
dreamily, alwags with 8 lnzy  molion
wwmfting her blick fan 1o and fro, “Anid
e flowers—how 1 longed for them,

weipally, 1 suppose, because they were
=mnd my reach”

“Fhore are they?™ uaks Roger. “1
—3yr rewember mecing  blue fowers
o e

~h! you wouldn't ootice them,” says
==, fiance, a fin¢ tonch of petulince in
wer tone that tnakes Gower |ift his head
to look at her; “but they were there, nev-
ertheleas. They were the very color of
the Alpine geuting, sod so pretty, We
aunite fell in love with them, Portia and
!, Portia especinlly: but we could not get
them, they were 20 low down.”

“I'here was & tiny ledze we might have
stood on,” says Fortia, “but our courage
fuiled us, aud we would vot try it”

“And quite right, wo,” says Bir Mark.
“1 detest people who elimb precipices and
descend clifls. It moees my bleod ruon
eold.'

“Then what made you climb all those
Bwiss mountains two years agn” gsks
Julin Beanfort, who has s talent for sny-
Ing the wrong thing, and who has quite
forgotten the love afMair that drove Bir
Mark shroad ut that time,

“I don't know,” repliea he, ealmly; “1
pever shall, | suppose. 1 perfectly hated
it ol the while, esnecially the zuides, who
were more Lke assassins than anythoog
else, 1 1think (hwey hated e, tos, sud
would have given auythiog to pitch me
over some of the pusses.”

Portia laughs.

“1 can sympnthize with you,” she says.
“Danger of any sort has no charm for
me. Yet 1 wanted those lowers, | think"
—idly—*] shall ulways want them, simply
becuuse | cun’t get them,”

“Yon shall have then In thres seconds,
if you will only say the word,"” says Dicky
Browne, who is all but fast aslesrp, and
who looks quite as like descending a rug-
ged cliff as Porila herself.

“] um so glad I don’t know the ‘word,’
suys Portla, with s little grimace, *It
would be a pity to endunger a valuable
lite like yours.”

Dulece turna to Mr. Gower,

“You may smoke if you like,"” she says,
sweetly—"1 know you are longing for a
clgarette or something, and we don't
wind.”

“Where Is Fablan?" she asks suddenly,

says Dulee,

peering through the dusky gloom. “Are
you there, darling™
But no one anxwers her. It scems to

them that, tiring of their compiny, he
has taken himself (o solitude and the
Bouse once more. No one bas seen him
g0, but, during the last few misotes, a
r k eloud has heen alowly wan-
over the pale-faced moon, and
i Tl r hes mers lalie
v Feibups Foius, whe W sitting on
2 i-w«lnotlhmn&,-w bave
'-"iar’!:mm but if so, she say»
- b

~me¢ rane on. BSome one yawns, and |

" < tries vaialy to tura it ixte 8
zmwmﬁqs 1
slambering village far below in the
plala tolln slow!y, soweninly, as thon
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|
| slipped ipto the grest and fathomlces sea

| tuvaning firs, and comes toward

| Portin, whose eyes huve bven upon this
newcomer for 4 fall minute before the
others notwsl him, only turns her head

[} . ) 4 L
he % L g = ot in il i
el .--'......_:—-.
-
aceonnta. oy the by, he gets more irreg- | o river, small, but swift and turt.u]pnl,l

of Eternity

“ALD a0 lute!™ says Dulee, with a little

Ktart “How swiftly time has gone tu
night. 1 saw it iy with suvh hot |
haste. That proves [ bBuve Lwwn h:;p;l_\‘.

HEVETD

| deses it mot ¥

She wmiles down upon Mz, Gower, who

i® wtill at her feer, uud he smiles ap vuly |
too willingly at her. At this moment a i
dnrk ugure emerges from mmongst |

them

1« it zink 8 degree more lnz
iom of her chair. The firs
moniting hi nin the sky, stund ous
boldly sguinst their agure background
Fabinn wdvauvces with more haste and
sUyN:

“It is only me,” tn his usunl clear, slow
Yaire,

Passing by Portia’s chislr, he drops inta
her lup o little bunch of dark blue flow-
Ers.

SART she says quickly, thes chocks
herself. Taking op the deeply dypd hlos
sows, she lays them o her pink paim,
and, bending her face over them, exam
ines them silently, 8ir Mark, regnrding
her curiously from the buckground, won-
ders whether shie fa thinkiog of them or
of their donaor.

“Whr, those are the flowers we were
talking about,” saye Dulee, with & fain?

Awly, asd
ily inte the
1

ontraction of her brows, “Fabian! Did
Fou risk yoor fate 1o ge1 them ¥
“Your lifel" savs Portia, in an {nde

seribiuhile torie, as if the words were drawn
from her against ber will. 1 think she
had made up her mind to keep utter si
lence, but some horrar connected with

Diulee's hasty remark has oobound her
lips, She turne her eyes npon him, sni
he cun see by the moonlight that her face
i# very white,

“It was the simplest thing In the
waorld,” says Fubian celdly., “Thire was
the ledge Idulte told you of, and plentr
of téugh heatlier th hald on by, 1 assure
ron, if there was the smallest donger, |
should not have sttempted it And, e
sides, I was fully rewarded for any tron
bie T undertook. ‘Ihe view up there 1o
night |s magnifieent.”

To Tartia It is an casy mattear to trans
Iate his last remark. He v giving her
plainly to understand that he neither
seekn nor desiros thanks from her! The
view hawn suficed hin.

With the fowers still in her hund, Par
tin hus wandered awuy from the others,
and entering the drawing room hefore
they huve mounted the baleony steps,
goes up to W mirror and regards horself
attentively far & moment.

A little gold brooch, of lodinn work-

manship, Is fastening the lace at har bos-
om. She loosens it, and then raises the
flowers (now growiog rather erushod and
drooping) as it with the evideat intention
of placing them, by means of the brooch,
against her neck.  Yet, even with her
hand half lifted, she hesitatos, glances gt
ber swn imuge ngdin, nnd finally, terning
awav, leaves the brooch empty.
Fablau, entering the drawine room nt
this moment with the others, has had 1ime
to notice the action, the hesitation, every-
thing.

Then comen bed hour, The men pre-
pare to go to the smoking room—the
women think fondly of their swn rooms
and their maids,

Fabian, lighting a candle, takes it np
o Portin. Ther are all standing In the
hall now, benenth the licht of the hang
ing lampa, SBhe smiles her thanks with.
ot letting her eyes meet his, and let him
place the candle tu her left hand.

“Have yon hurt this?" he asks, lichtly
touching her right hand an he spenks,

“Ne® T> punwses & moment, and then
slowly opening her closed fingers, shows
him the hlue flowers Iving thersin,

“They are lovely,” she suys, in a low
tone, “and I did wish for them. RBut
never—never—do that again.”

“Ilo what again?

“Endanger your life for me.”

“There was no danger—and you hnd
expressed & wish for them.”

—

CHAPTER Vii.

“Where are you going, Unecle Chrinto-
pher?’ asks Dulce, us Bir Christopher
enters the small drawing room, booted
and spurred us if for & loug journey.

Portin, in the distance, (s bending aver
an easel; Julin |s forming some mirgey-
lnus Hower, that Dever yet was geen by
lund or ses, oo a conrse towel, with some
crewel woods; the Boodie Is lying on her
little fat stomach, drawing dilizently
with a slate and pencil; Dulce, charmingly
idle, is leaning back in u lounging chair,
doing nothing.

*“To Warminster,” says Bir Christopher,
“Whut sbail I bring you girls from that
sleepy little town?"

“Bumething sweet,” says Dulee, going
up to him and laying ber woft arms loving-
Iy round his neck,

“Like yourselt,” sayas Sir Christopher.

Just at this moment Fabian euters the
room.

“Going to drive to Warminster?” be
asks his uncle,

“Yeu"

“Not Bess, | hopa?' alluding to a very
objectionnble young mure In the stables

“Yen," wnys Bir Christopher aguin.
“Why oot?
“She is utterly unsafe. About the

worst thing In chestnuts T ever met. |
tonk her ont mysell the other day—rode
her strwight from this to Grange, and 1
confess 1 shouid not care to do it again.
Take one of the other horses, and let that
wmummnmmmndot

"ilunmur' says Rir f
scornfulty: I wouldn't part with ber for
an: meney, Ele ls the greatest beauty

rils nide of the county.”
“ ‘Willfu! msn must have his way,’ "~
Fabias, with a slight sh
1 g0 shall I look over ae-

ware them that elever mors hours bave

giar daily.”

“More deunk do vou mean?’
bian, Thvie are moetnents when
ner in both cold and uncHmpromising,

siys Fa
his mun

“Yes! gew! jlist so. saps Sir Christo-
pher, hastily, “But for the melsocholy
sory that attaches tself 1w hm—and

irse, is sofe excuse for him-—
1 really should not feel myself justitied
in hesping him bere wich looger.”

What stars ™" asks Pori

“Oh, well; 1 all |k
W an old story,
heard i A bud son—dinsipated —in per-
petaal hot wyrer. A devored father, Then
Ghe 44y a very bad story comes, and the

that, of eu

natshell, Tt

has so often

LI

100 O

son has e Hy o GUHLIY And then
motiag Line aftery i, urwa comes of his
denth,  Slyme never saw bim agnin, He

at lvast, he has
mip sinee the san,
uwl, It was all a
busitess,"

broods over thut. T think
never beon the snme
Mutthew, left En
very unthapps
“Fur the father, pechaps. For the son,
than ordinary luck to die
Fubian, He does not
Only hope'essly, aud
irt or feeling,

1 mare
) did,” suys

K wt all bitter]y
without he

“Noubody knows how old Gregory got
him wut of the country so cleverly,” says
Sir Chrlstoplier, - “It was a marvel how
he u izl to elude the grasp of the
liw

“He satisficd the one prineipal eceditor,
= Fabian, indifferently
" suys Nir Christopher,

vds, you know: nnd he
hada't a farthing. Well, good-by: I'm aff.
Expect me nnd the bon-bons about din
ger hour,™

He s to Poetia and Julla, wha smile
st him in return, and, kissing Dolee, quits
the room. Fabian, following him, goes
on to the lihrary, and, having desired one
of the men o send the sseretary, Siyme,
to him, sits donn e one of the 1ables and
turne over lelsurely the pages of accounts
that Lie there

After a brief examination he telis him-
self impmtiently thut they sre somew hit
mudillod, or bave, a1 lewst, heon attended
to in # most slovenly manner. He has
Just discoversd 8 werlous mistake in the
row of tignred that adorn the end of the
second page, when the door opens slowly
and Gregory Slyme comes In.

“Wait n moment, Slyme." says Fahian,
without looking up from the figures be
fore kim. A momenl parses in utter sl
lence. Then Fabian, still with his oyves
upon the serount, sars somewhat sharply:

“Whw, it Is altogether weong. [t hus been |

attendsd to with extreme carelessnoss

D you, sourself, see to this matter of |

Younga'a®

He walts apparently for an snewer—
hut aone vomes, Lifting his eves, he fixes
them serutinizingly upon the old man be
him, and having fixed them, lots
thom rest there in displensed surprise,

Sleme, beneath this steadr gaze, grows
visibly uneasy. Flis eyes shift uncom-
fortaldy from one object in the room to
utinther; his imbs are unsteady—the hand
resting on the tabiet near him in shaking.
His face betrays vacaney mized with a
cutiriug desire to hide from ohservation
the heaviness and sluggishoess that la
overpowering him. The old man mutiers
something that s slmost unintelligible,
s thick and husky nre his tones.  His
eris prow more restless—mechanically,
wod s thongh unconscions of the act, he
leans bis bady stopidly agaiost the book-
case Benr him,

“You #re drunk,” says Fablan, with
slow seorn—"leave the room."”

“l assure you, sir,” began Blyme. Bat
Fabian will not listen,

G0 he says, briefly, with a disdainful
raotlon of the hund, and in 2 tone not to
be diaobesod,  Slyme moves toward the
door in his usunl slooching fashion, bat,
ag he reaches it, pauses for one instant,
Iifrs his heavy eyes, and lets them rest
pen the young man nt the distant table,

This one Instaul revenls his thoughts,
In his glauce there ia fear, distrust, aud,
above ull o malignant und undying hat-
red—such o hatred us might project l1selt
from the eyes of the trultor upon his vle
tlmn. There is, oo, upon Blyme's face a
contortion of the muscles, that it won!d
be wmacriege to call & smile, that is re-
vengeful, nnd somehow guggests the pos-
sibillty that this mas, however impotent
he may now appear, his in some siranes
tashion, sequired a hidden and terrible
power over the young man, who o moment
wince hod treated him with such seorn and
contamely,

The old secretary’s countenance for this
futeful moment is one brilliant, if wicked,
phantasmaugorin, In which the ghosts of
long-sustalned thoughts appear and disap
pedr, going from fear and its brother,
batted, to lssting revenge, Then all van-
Ish;: the usunl sodden look returns to the
man’'s fuce; he opens the door, and once
more, {nstead of the evll genius be looked
a wecand ago, & broken-down, drunken
old creaturs crosses the threshold, sham-
bles over the hall, and Is lost prescatly
wnong the many pussages,

CHAFPTER VIIL

The ntternoon wanes; day is sinking to
its rest.  Behind the wall, dark firs *'the
greatl gold sun-god blazing through the
sky,” may still be ween, but now he grows
nwenry, and weuld fain give place to his
sister, the pale moon,

“I'he wweet, keen smell—the sighing
sound" of coming night is on the air. The
resiless oceun In rolling Inlund with &
monotonous roar; there ls scarcely sufll
cient breeze to rutlle the leaves of the
huge chestnut that stands nesr one cor-
ner of the old house, not far from the bal-
cony oulwide the drawing room windows,
where Mrs, Beaufort and the two girls
wre sitting.

All is peace untll u startling Interrnp-
tlon occurs, Flret apon the wir the re-
part of two guns being fired off qulekly,
one after the otber! then the quick, Bloty
sound of u horse's galloping hoofs.

Nearer they come, and still nearer, with
that mad huate belonging to them that
supgrsts unmaoageable fury In the brute
bresst; and an all on the baleony rise sim-
ultunrously nod press forward to see what
may be coming, Bess and the dog cart
turn the corner near the chesinut tree
and daxh onward toward the lower lawn,

Bir Christopher, grim and as full of rage
as the animal in whose power be now
fnds himeelf, is still holding the reins—
bat more for form's sake than anything
¢loe, a» he has no control whatever over
the Infuriated chestuat, that, with red-
dened nontrils and foam-coversd fanks,
is roshing madly down the greea slope.

fore

| spread a thick coatlng of tan hiark or

that fows for two mides thrueh the purk,

) wasing field, at giuwing valley, |
throw itsell fiballs to the artes of the
st 1 Toward this the hourse i3
rushing madly. Ooee oo s bauk, who
wi) i whol ) linppea?  Thers
" i 4 ma ‘ ink, n vry, per
hags, that w hrangh al ther
80 .:..!.. 4 " | 'Ilw
As thy s Foroe

on the girls they shu
tarily move clussr 4o suvh ot

covers hor face witl ber

to shut vat same drenidfn
low, dry sob escapes her
ng o the baleny rails, sud

n speechless fear gt the chestnut,

snstant s Lringing ueurer to

ulla, fram time to time,

ricks of torr ;

mure with Sir Chris
topt nrer and nesrer to the brink
of the strenmn they draw; now they are
within n few yarids af «ooh- help will
be of Hitle ting g

tse, and the pi

and two 1 ! e “finl]
him will only A time th witless g o
closeiy the o Al il !
hopeirss, = ‘& I |
Lingd the % o} hedge that grows ot
the right, rushos forward, and rlzityy
Bess by the head by shver foree of min ;
aod body, forees hop hee hatnches
“It s Fabilan!™ says Portin nos .-;'
sharp with fear. “There s positite agons
In Ler tone |
And now ensues n strogele hetw --o')i
man ned ist; 4 steuggle sharp but)
shart, The beust, f tined, or perhap
with fury exhuusted, 1% he. eompel i
against its will to nekn wivdge the = 1pe
rior power of mind over mattep riven

way, anid aftar m good dea) of prancing
stands toleralily quiet, though still trem
bling from excitemient and violent tem-
per. ir this tinme the groom, with (Sower
and Dicky Browne, have joined them.
{To be cantinueil.)

Foot Wenriness,
A greal many years ago the old-fazh
loneqd back-country honscheeper loarn

| ed that when she had work to do that|

involved a great deal of standing on het
feet In one place she was the galner by
foiding & piece of carpet ob & Tug sod
placing iten the floor under her feel
suys the Now York Ledger.

It has taken the business men a long
time to ledrn Just what a great many
of the grandmothers snd nuntles of
this world knew very long ago—name
1y, that people who stand in one place
for any length of time would save g
great portion of thelr foot and leg wear
iness If they urcanged for saomethiing
soft on the loor, One sensible man|

the flaor of his warehouse: anothe
used sawdost and found it & great ad
vaatage, Where these sybhstances can
not ba Wtrodoced with safety or con
venlenece a light platform of rather thip
boards for the men to stand on has beet
found of great value In the saving of
strength. In officos where men are con
stantly on their feet thick man!lla mat
ting s helpful In avolding that extreme
weariness to which active peopie arn
subjeet, Wearing loose shoes with a
thick insale of felt & recommended
when floors ure extremely bard snd
unylelding. A lttle attention to soma
af whut appear to be the minor dedalls
of life will oftentimes répay the pains
taking ewployer in ipcrcased useful
ness and the abllity to sccompiist
greater amount of labor.

t.‘-ln-u_- Man's Recollectiona.

“lants” snld the old elrcon man
“Oh, yes, we've bhad some big men it
tke show at one Ume und another. Om
of the Wiggest we ever had use to comt
his balr with a sectlon of a pirket
fence, That was a part of the streel
sliow when we made the parade In »
town. Uwunlly we had an arrange
ment in gdvance with the owner of the
fence, nod hnd a panel loosened, s
that the giant woulin't wreck tot
much of the fence o pleking up the
part ha wanted to use. When the
shiow came along to this spot the ginn
would step up te the fence, tuke off L
hat und pick up the plece of fence—I
alwnys looked as if he had tremendom
sirength, too—and rulse It up and comt
his balr with it. And then he wouid
put the big comb down agaln and pu
on his hat and meve on. This alway
tickled the people Immensely. And g
certainly was & big man, sure; but we
had & bigger man once. I wouldn't dare
tell you how big this other man waa
becanse you wouldn't belleve IL™-
New York Eun.

Peaches with Banana Kkinge,

Willlam P. Winter, a retired carpen
ter, who lives at 820 North Carey sireet,
Bultimore, hus entered heart and soul
inte the wizard business with remark.
able results. In a cozy little back yurd
of Mr. Winter's sme grows & pench
tree that has produced annual crops of
luselous frult for a number of years
Two years age Mr. Winter grew weary
of the conventonnl covering of the
peaches In his limited orchard. and de
termined at least to produce a peack
minus that objectional nap or down.

He began u series of experlimonts, and
that year produced a peach elothnd 1o
the ordinary ralment of {he Lanana,
but, not satlsfied with the result of his
atartling sssault on nature, he has sne
ceeded In producing a crop, which la
just now rips, that looks for qull the
world like a tree full of apples, The
skin of the fruit Is perfecily smooth
and of a uark red hue, shuding grad
gally Inte a yellow that Mr., Winter
clalms I8 & remnant of the banana skin,

“Next year.,” sald he, “I'l bave an
orange skin on them.”

Woman (noticing an artist eopying one
of the old masters)~ Why do they paint
this picture twice?

Her Husband—Why, that's

4
r
I
'.

WOMAN COUNTY PHYSICIAN

AT WESITA COUNTY, Wis
\f \} tvonsin, Mtz & codmty  phys
cian of The gentler sex. This

Maylelle M. 1"ark

tedh by the county board of =u

Wi s
Wis i
jervisors after p splrited contes

ouents wing three mle physiciins
I ast

couservalive antos

ract

Miss Park wits boro ot Dodge's Cot
nere. 8 villade In the southern pmart
Watkesha County Misv PPark grady
fated from Carroll Caollege, In Wik

sla, and then gttended thie Sthute 1nl

DL, MAYDBELLN M. IPAERK.
versity, whore shic received 1he degne
of bu sor of selence o 1% The en

sulng sutumn she matrliotlated at the
Womat's Medical College of Pentisy
vania st Ihllndelphin, sopd graduated
iothie ks BHrs’ coltrse. 8

look the Ivanio Stute eximing
tion, vne dreaded by the young
M. L) than any otber collige ordea
After sbe bad passed] thls examiba
oo will EOZUis il Bldiveas #le

opeted an otice o Mhiladeiphin.  and

dlko began u course of study o
Poss ity i te Selion] of Hotidopathiles
She received from thls fwstiiution the
degree of B M. tmastér of hona
prattiiesy, after which sbe localed D
Waukeshu

Queen of the Witihen,
A Peousylvanis wornsn decliuris that
Elie woulil eathier e the cook oo Tash

lonable louse thon e misiress of -
Thls quevn of the Klteben bus el with |
many reverses, but instesd of growing
oud wodd worose she has grown plille

sophical and s making the st of life

wiieh she finds lso't bulf bad sShe
mnuages 10 tuke lo the opera Trom e
bl outty or frong the gallery, sees a good |
pluy pow gud then, repds books which

are beyond the comprebivnsion of ber

s on the fat of this

worry of being 4

miistress, na
gud wll w
tne lady

" As for Iu

hront the
D g =aleswoman [y a store
OF L iypewTiter or o clerk, | wouldn't
WKe  ft—at  least, | would enther be |
where 1T am,” she says, My wiaekly in
core may nol be s large ne sotue of |
these, but then T am well fed and com- |
fortatily  sheltered  withou! cost wnd
without price.  Nor da 1 have
ecarlier than the ‘lady clerk, por sit up
later, amd my room Is more comlort
sbie than hers, amd T am quite suee s
work (s not half as tlresome nor ns dis
szrwable. Besldes, when T have squar
Al aceounts at the end of the month, | |
Wiave wore woney ooy pockst than
ahe”

10 rise |

Ftranin of Wedding Presenis.

A bride of a year was recently beard
to say that ten of her acqgualmtances
were 10 be married soon, and that as
the parents of wll of thewm had sent hop |
expensive wedding gifts she nnd ber |
hushand were tn muclh  perturbation |
about the customary return.  There s |
food for retlection In bher cotmmont that,
as they [ved In & small rented bhouse
and kept but oue servant, thelr valo-
able sllver was stored In the vault
where It ki Dean glaced at their mar
riage; that althouzl the gifts repre |
Kented over EL.000 the vonng hoasband |
Liad to strugele for thelr Hyelbhood : sl
that the most modest presenis ey
conld seleet for thelr ten friends would
ke Lis whole month's salary,

What Hoyul Women Weigh,

The Empress of Austrin welghs loss
than any other crowned royal lady In
Europe, her welght belng only 102
pounds, o splte of the fact that her
mnjesty I8 extremely i, The Queen
of England, when last In Niee, welghed
224 pounds, more (bhan twiee s much
o4 Lhe Austrian empross, who 18 s
much taller, The Queen of Naly wolghs
1 pounds; the Queen HNegent of
Spaln, 107 pounds; the ex Queen Isy
Lielln of Spaln, 258 pounds; and tl.
Quesn regent of the Netherlands, 210
pounds,

Fditor of Loandon Queen,

Misa Ellzubeth Lowe, who died ro
cently in London, bad been the editor |
of the London Queen for thirty-thre
yenrs. Her brother tralned his sister
in Journalletiec work at a period when
the woman Journalist had scarce sp
peared on the scene. When Mims Lowe
tonk the editorship of the Queen the
e eontained slxteen pages; now it
numbers from 100 to nearly 160 gnd s
the most Important of English papers
devuted 1o feminine Interests.

Willi War om Whisky,
Kansas Unlvérsity girls belonging to
the young women's fraternities bave or-
ganised a war on whisky and Intoxicat-

Ing liquors, The use of the latter at

ternltios at the Lawrence [nstiiutiom
W e stoppes; 1 the girls 1o the num-
e o thirty five with the

ves of 4 pumber of the profossors off
w [ew of the mas

torzte! el

the In=titution aod

trons of the vliy, o prevent, A reses

§owie passend declaring thut at the

vi Fraternlty gty ot which a wenlt

o wis detectid the young lady

naking the dlscovery was 10 give 8

stz a1 whilch all the voung lndles pras-

o TN IT vive for home s
a Lipdy

Curivus Unstoms,
A cuarlous misrriage custom obtales
In the fsland of Hlmla, Just opposite

the slands of Rlindes, The Greeks, by
whin s propled, earn thelr livieg
by the sponge fishiery.  No &l in this
Dislindd b allowed too marry untll she
s brouzht up o certaln number of

whileh mitst be taken from s
Iu some of the other
Gireck Islatds dernonstration of
thility is requires) of the men, and
I there are seversl spliors for the hand
of a2 malden her father lwstows her on
the wuu who enn dive Test and bring
o e largest number of spotges.

RIMOTLZEs,
vurtaln depth

this

Tulented Hoosier Girl.
Miss Meb Cnlbertson s a daughter of
linllana of whichh the Sute s very
Hor wanty bs shoply perfect,

e it appears o the “Hook of
g Heantles™ with the Duchess of
Sutoerinmd amd other hamlsomes and
Jebe roowoinen of these tmes. Bok
Miss Clthwrison s not only a beanty.
She Is o geulus, oo, She is a scalptor

of Zreat performanee atd greater proms
wr. Nhe s stadied 1t neglected artt
centers where senpliare hus s
Best bizh privsts todday, She has ex-
DL tesd i the Parie salons,  She origs
netomn of modeling hands
and arms of noted people,  She did Cols
ot Inglisoll, Mime, Calve, Ella Wheels
v Wileox, and Geperal lew Wal
1 this way, She has wronght In m
Dl the elusped hands of Sp=an B, A
uy and Ellzabeth Cady  Stantots,
Miss Culbertson s the daughter of thal

re fhiimsis

s les) the

MIsS MED CULBERT=OY,

- - B ]
late Dr. 0, W, Culbertson, the emineng'
e¥e surgeon,  Her mother 15 the daugh-
ter of Major Authouy Hilborn, a welk
kuown Lritish oflicer.  Socially Mise
Cuibertson Is much sunght for, Her
beauty, her genlus, her broad undess
standlug, ber fascinating manners give
her all that Is of value for assoclation

| Severe critles predict for this

lndy a high position in the world of
art.

Brave Englinh Woman,

During the defense ut Fort Gulistan
or Cavagrarl o the Samuna range,
India, by the British troops ugalinst an
s assault of the Afrge

dis, an LEoglish
woman named
Misa Magrath
showed COns(i e
ous bravery, She
altended the
wounded thronghe
out 1he st vzle
under 4n uncess-
ing and beavy fire,
Without the leash

fear she repenteds
Iy went to the front with water for

wounded men, and many times knelg
down and bandaged the wounds of
fallen soldlers on the wpot where thap
fell. Ble came out of the struggle
without a scrateh.

Noten Abhout Women,

A woman has made the Journey fromy
South Africa to South Dakots to wus
for divorce.

AMiss Muy Channing Wister has
appointed n member of the Philadels
phin Bourd of Education,

The Princess of Wiles has no partiegs
lar liking for outdoor gnmes, cxcepting

MIMA MAGRATIL

| croquet, of which she Is very fond.

Mpw. Joseph Meok, who died
In Africa, was the Princess Jejes!, off
the Urst royul house of the Zuluy nation,

Mrs. Humphry Ward, who has been
wriling for only ten years, and has
produced very few books, has earned
$300.000,

A New York wownn huas g display age
Ferdeemient in onue of the papors of thag




