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The party was breaking up; the party
was fast dispersing. And although the
sweet strains of the "Blue Danube" were
still floating through the rooms, the
dancers were few, and the couples who had
energy left for waltz or polka were revel-
ling in the delightful parquet, over which
they could now glide swiftly and-lightl- y

without colliding with their neighbors.
This Is decidedly the time to dance," said

a tall, slight man, with dark eyes and
hair turning a little gray about the tem-
ples. "Don't you agree, Alma?"

"Yes. It is perfectly delightful," replied
his partner, a pretty fair girl in a simple
frock of soft white chiffon. "But we must
stop now. I am sure mother is worn out."

"One more turn," he pleaded. "Just
one!"

"Very well," laughing, "but you are
really insatiable to-nigh- t."

"I plead guilty. With you for my part-
ner, I could go on for ever."

"I am afraid I could not, even with you.
So stop now. I'm breathless."

"I'm sorry for that," coming to a stand-
still. "I feel as though." drawing her
arm within his own, "the night were only
beginning."

"It has passed very quickly," with a soft
elgh. "All too quickly."

"My darling," he whi?pered, as they
found themselves In a quiet gallery beyond
the ballroom, "you do love me?"

"Yes." She trembled, and drawing her-
self away from his encircling arm, leant
against the walL "You know I do. But
hush! Here comes my mother."

He bowed and turned to greet an elderly
lady In rich velvet and lace, and wearing
a necklace of magnificent diamonds, who
came hurrying towards them.

"At last!" she cried pettishly. "Really.
Alma, you might be a little more thought-
ful. I am weary to death. It Is absurd
to stay to such an hour. Mr. Gunning,"
with a cold and haughty glance, "will you
oblige me by asking for my carriage?"

"With pleasure," he answefed, surprised
at her manner. And offering his arm he
led her downstairs to the cloak-roo- m.

"I am more annoyed than I can say.
Alma," said Mrs. Malcolm, as she and her
daughter drove home together through the
silent streets. "It Is wrong to mako your-
self remarkable In the way you do with
that man. You can never marry him, so I
beg you will dance less with him. Keep
him at a distance."

Alma crimsoned over throat and brow.
"I mean to marry him," she said firmly.
He Is poor, but "
"If it were only a Question of fortune- -

hunting"
"Mother, pray I love Charles. Don't "
"Love him!" Mrs. Malcolm twitched her

skirts, and bit her lip. "I trust not. He
Is not worthy of you. He make3 love, but
cannot marry. Confess now. Has he asked
you to be his wife?"

"No. But "
"Listen, Alma-- I must warn you tell

you what I have heard. There are strange
rumors going about this man. He comes
from no one know3 exactly where, and
some say It is an awful thins to think of,
seeing" how he behaves but they say he
has, a wife already."
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rnlnr forsook her cheeks. I

"Oh! mother! Hew can you repeat such
a calumny? Charles was married, but his
wife died years ago."

"Ask him where how when. I don't like
the man, and don't trust hira."

"Mother, you wrong-- him."
"For your sake I hope so. But till I am

convinced that hi3 wife is dead, till he
proves it beyond a doubt I forbid you to
dance with him or speak to him when you
meet."

"But I must tell him why explain. He
comes to see me to-morr- ow to" A sob

"hoked her utterance.
Then ask him straightforwardly. Tell

him orNehall I?"
"No, no. I'll see him and then send for

you."
"Very well. And remember, dear, I do

this for your good. Better suffer a little
now than more hereafter. This matter
must be settled once and for all."

"Yes, mother, Charles will do that to-

morrow." And holding her head very
high Alma stepped out of the carriage, and
bidding her mother "good night" went up-

stairs to her room.
But next morning Charles Gunning did

not appear as he had promised, and Alma
spent a miserable day. In the evening
came a telegram saying that he had been
unexpectedly called out of town on busi-
ness which would probably detain him for
fome time. A week passed and nothing
more was heard. He neither came nor
wrote.

"He must be back for the Montrevor's
ball," Alma told herself. "I am sure he
would not miss that." And she tried to
look careless and indifferent, though her
heart was breaking.

To the Montrevor ball Alma went with an
aunt and two young cousins, her mother
being somewhat indisposed. This, the girl
felt, was the best thing that could have
happened. She would be freer to talk the
matter out with Charles Gunning, if Mrs.
Malcolm were absent, and might count up-

on staying longer at the dance, as Hetty
and Kate invariably danced on to the last,
and their mother never bade them go till
they were quite willing to do so.

But alas! poor Alma's disappointment
was bitter. Her lover wi3 not at the ball,
and she had great difficulty in restraining
her tears, when after; hours of watching
and waiting she told herself he would not
come; that something extraordinary must
have happened to keep him away from this
dance, at which he knew he would surely
meet her.

"I'll ask auntie to take me home," she
cried, wringing her hands. "I cannot talk
and dance whilst I am so miserably un
happy. And yet he might come late."

Afraid to go. lost she should miss him,
and feeling it impossible to exert herself In
any way. Alma took refuge in a little al-
cove, screened from the ballroom by a
heavy curtain. Here she sat for some time

- unnoticed, her heart sinking lower every
moment, as the hours passed and the pos-

sibility of her seeing Charles Gunning that
night became more and more remote. Then
just as she had made up her mind that It
was useless to remain any longer he en-

tered the room, looking anxiously over the
surging crowd. Alma's heart gave a great
bound, and. springing to her feet, she step-
ped forth from her hiding-place- . In a mo-

ment he paw her and hurried to her side.
"I was afraid you had gone." He caught

her hand. "I am late. And you look pale.
Alma distressed."

"Do I? Oh! take me out of this," she
cried. And without a word he led her out
of the room, and to a broad, and she re-

joined to see, deserted balcony, she sank
down upon a low scat, and motioned him
to a chair by her side.

"Alma," 'he said In a Tolct full of emo

tion. "You are troubled? You have heardt,

"But it is not true? Y'ou will explain
deny alL I know you will.

He sighed, and his eyes rested upon her
for an instant, then wandered silently up-
wards.

It was almost day. Little streaks of red
and gold were already visible In the sum-
mer sky. The street below with its string
of waiting carriages, the tall, high houses
opposite, looked weird and dreary In the
dawn, whilst the girl in her white evening
dress, a spray of somewhat faded flowers
upon her breast, and fair hair ruffled, her
sweet face full of sadness and distress,
appeared to have grown suddenly worn
and haggard, when seen by early morning
light.

But the man at her side saw no change
In her. The freshness of her dress, the
neatness of her hair mattered nothing to
him. He loved her. And as he gazed into
her pure, true eyes, the wasted years of
his past life rose up black and hateful be-
fore him, and withll his soul he wished
that he could wipe them out and become
worthy of the love and admiration of this
trusting child.

But alas! he could not claim her now.
An unexpected blow had fallen upon him.
His sins pursued him. His folly had found
him out. And he must, just as he saw
the gates of a paradise on earth opening
before him, pay the price of his misspent
youth.

"Alma," he said, gently touching the lit-
tle hand that lay cold and Inert upon the
girl's lap, "I have never deceived you
willingly. I have told you everything.
Told you that I was ppor that I had
gambled away my patrimony "

"Yes, yes." She flushed and grew pale
again. "But that matters little. I have a
good fortune, you are working well, get-
ting on at the bar. But you told me your
wife was dead. And now they say that
she Is living."

"They say true." He was white as death.
"But till ten days ago I was certain she
was dead. You believe this. Alma?"

sae shivered and covered her face with
her hands.

"Yes," she moaned. "I do believe you.
But what does It all mean? Did you not
see her dead?"

"No. We had not met for years, and
whether she was living or dead did not
trouble me. I would not care now only
he lowered his voice to a whisper, "for my
love for you. But till ten days ago I never
questioned the matter. I believed her
dead."

"Why?" The girl's lips were quivering,
her eyes full of tears. "What were your
reasons for thinking so?"

"A friend who had known her well-Mau- rice

Palmer wrote and told me of her
death. He had paid for her burial."

Alma drew a long, deep breath.
"How was she supposed to have died?"
"Through an accident. SheTwas, as I have

told you. a girl of low family, but very
beautiful. Her fatal beauty ruined me and
she lured me on to marry her. Cut by my.
friends 'and relations, we could not live
in England and I took her abroad. We
were miserably unhappy and before long
grew to hate each other. To drown our
feelings and make life bearable we took
to gambling. For a time she won, but I
lost always heavily, and when everything
was gone I fled home and buried myself
and my misery at Cotswold, a little place
in Cornwall left me by my mother. She re-
fused to come and remained at Monte
Carlo.

"Years passed on. She never wrote, and
I knew not where she was, or what she did.
Then, an old friend wrote, telling me she
was dead. She had, he said, ruined herself
at the tables and fallen ill of fever in a
little place some miles from Monte Carlo.
Here she was tenderly cared for and nursed
back to life by an angel of a niece, and
when well enough set out once more for
the gambling rooms, to stake her last louls
and win back her fortune. That night, a

.woman fell between the train and the plat
form at X and was picked up crushed
and mutilated, dead. From various things
In her possession Palmer believed her to be
my unfortunate wife, and as such he had
her burled.

"His account of her death satisfied me
I made no Inquiries, asked r.o questions.
refunded Palmer and dismissed the matter
from my mind. I felt no sorrow, and did
not pretend to any. For some time I lived
on, lonely and wretched at Cotswold, and
then my Idle life began to pall, and I carne
to London to work. I soon grew less miser
able. Things looked brighter. I got on at
the Bar, and made friends. And when
met you, my happiness seemed complete
for my heart was full of hope. On that
night when we danced together so late at
the Rendaii s I was about to ask you the
all-Import- ant question when your mother
Interrupted and carried you off. Then the
blow fell. Happiness, peace, Joy, were scat
tered." He shuddered. "Oh! the horror
of it!"

"How did It happen?" came from Alma's
white and trembling Hps. "Who told
you?"

"An old man, whom I had hardly seen six
times since my unhappy marriage, but who
had been more Intimate with my wife. He
accosted me in a friendly way and hoped
Mrs. Gunning was well. I told him she
wa3 dead many years. He stared; then
said that he had seen her, looking In the
best of health and very handsome. In the
street but a few days before. I assured
him that he was mistaken. Such a thing
was impossible. But he insisted that he
could not have been deceived, and turning
to a young man who came up at that mo-

ment said:
" 'James, did I not point out Mrs. Charles

Gunning to you in the street the other
day?

" 'Yes, and I recognized her at once. She
Is very beautiful. Though people say Mr.
Gunnlg does not seem to think so.

" 'Good heavens!' I cried I could have
struck the fellow for his insolence. 'What
people say these things? Who knows this
woman, supposed to be my dead wife?

"James Masters looked at me as though
he thought I was going mad.

" I don't know anyone who actually
knows her he answered, 'that Is to visit
or sneak to. but most people seem aware
that there is such a person, and there are
a good many who think you ought to bring
her about with you sometimes, and not
allow girls to fancy '

" 'Stop!' I cried, white with passion. 'I
will not be insulted. Where la this woman
you say Is my wife?

"He looked at me with a curious, puzzled,
incredulous expression and shrugged his
shoulders.

" 'Ton my soul, I don't knew, and if you
don't It's hard to tell who does.

" 'I tell you she doesn't exist. She died at
Monte Carlo four years ago.s

" Then her ghost is walking about Lon-
don. I'm awfully sorry, old chap, if I have
offended you, but. after all, it's better you
should know the truth. People are saying

your wife is alive, and many other ugly
thinss. You saw how Mrs. Malcolm carried
off her daughter "Alma Just now? Well, she
had only then heard the story. If but I'll
say.no more. Good night!' and he hurried
away.

"I felt, stunned, bewildered terrified. All
sorts of strange Idea3 and mad projects
floated through my brain as I dragged my-

self wearily home to my rooms that night.
I remembered your mother's coldness and
look of proud contempt as I handed her
into her carriage remembered the story
she would tell you thought of your horror
and suffering thought of your love and the
happiness that had seemed so near for both
of us, and vowed that till I could prove be
yond a doubt that my wife was. as I be-

lieved her, dead, I would never speak to or
look into your dear face again.

"The task was a difficult one. I had
nothing to go upon, no Idea how to find this
woman whom people had seen and imag-
ined to be my wife. In my extremity I
hurried into the country to Maurice Talm- -

er. But he could give me little help. In
fact, he did but Increase my misery. It
was quite possible, he admitted, that there
had been a mistake; he had thought so
often lately, but had not dared to suggest
such a thing to me. The woman killed near
Monte Carlo might not have been my wife.
The face had been so horribly disfigured
and mutilated that absolute, recognition
was out of the question.

"At the time there had been no doubt
about it. Lara had disappeared that day,
leaving her things at the hotel, and when
this person, about her height and figure,
rearing a dress he thought he knew, and
a brooch he certainly did know, was found
dead, he believed her to be my wife, and
had her burled under her name. Lara
never returned to the hotel, never sent for
her clothes, which were sold to pay her
bill, and neither he nor anyone about the
place imagined that any mistake had been
trade."

He paused and wiped the perspiration
from his brow.

"And why-o- h. why has Mr. Palmer be-

gun to think that there was a mistake?"
moaned Alma. "Living in the country what
has he seen what has he heard?"

"His suspicious were first aroused by a
photograph seen at the house of a friend.
It was a group of actors and actresses
done by an amateur. The likenesses were
not good did not do Justice to any of them,
he was told but as he looked at one beau-t!f- ul

face, he was filled with terror. It bore
a most extraordinary resemblance to my
wife. But convinced that she was dead,
reassured by his lady friend's repeated
declaration, that the photograph was not
a good one, not really like the people there
represented, he laughed at his sudden fear,
and tried to forget it.

"But the idea haunted him. And he fre-
quently, thought of writing to tell me of
his doubts, but shrank from doing so, and
put it off, thinking he would tell me of
them when we met. But we did not meet,
and I went my way in total ignorance,
without the faintest suspicion of the awful
sword that hung over my head. But the
blow has fallen. I know the worst now.
The woman wo believed dead lives. My
life, my hope?,' are ruined!"

"Are you sure ?"
"Alas only too' sure. I have seen her

spoken to her."
Alma started and raised her eyes full of

anguish to his face.
"Öh, God! Where?"
"At a little theater In the East End-t-hls

very night. That is why I was late
coming here; that is why I now see speak
to you for the last time."

He paused for a moment overcome with
emotion. Then steadying his voice with an
effort he continued:

"At the Variety Theater, Palmer told
me, this Mme. De Lara was acting, and he
advised me to go there and see for myself.
I went and soon knew all. Under the
name of De Lara she acts, but gives out
openly that she is my wife has done so
for some time. And so, although I was
the last to hear it, she has been ruining
my reputation, making me appear a lying.
black-hearte- d villain. Oh heavens!" he
clenched his fist and the veins stood out.
throbbing upon his forehead, "I longed to
smite her to the ground as she stood be
fore me like a beautiful devil, mocking and
laughing, boasting of the easy way in
which we had been deceived by the dead
woman's likeness to herself and the Incon
venience and worry she had escaped by her
supposed death.

" 'It was all arranged for me In a mar
velous manner,' she said, twisting a mag
niflcent diamond ring round her finger. 'I
was up to my eyes in debt and I knew not
how to get money. Every penny was gone.
In 'the town where I was staying was a
young woman with whom I had made
friends. To her I sold a dress, a brooch
and some half dozen handkerchiefs. With
this money I went to the gaming tables
and won. Delighted, I played on and
missed the last train to X . The next
day I saw that I was supposed to have been
killed and that Mr. Maurice Palmer had
kindly undertaken to bury me. Soit. I was
well off now. I would keep my money and
remain dead. I came back to London and
met an old friend, the manager of the
Variety. Encouraged by him I went on the
stage. I have succeeded beyond all my
expectations and here I am doing all the
leading parts and making quite a fortune.'

" 'Y'ou might have let me know, and
spared my name,' I said.

"She shrugged her shoulders contemptu
ously, and laughed.

"The name was and Is useful. It gives
me a certain standing. You are getting on
in your profession and In society. As to
letting you know, that was not my busi
ness. I am well known, much admired, and
always here to be seen.'

'In this out of the way place who sees
you?'

" 'It is not so far removed from civiliza-
tion as you suppose,' she answered, com-
placently. 'And our little theater is the
fashion Just now. It is not for me to say
who or what attracts them, but we have
many earls ay, and dukes in our stalls
from time to time. So when I saw you
there to-nlc- ht I was not surpised. 'My fame
has reached him at last, I thought.

'Fame,' I cried, and my fury choked
me so that I could say no more.

'Yes fame. Little as you think of it
or care. I am famous. I am envied. I
have many friends, many admirers. But,
her eyes flashed as though she gloried in
the thought. 'I have enemies, too. The
more successful I am. the more Jealous and
disagreeable they become.

" Take care I said, 'Jealousy has driven
men to crime before now.'

"She looked at me curiously. Then a
sudden expression of terror flashed into
her eyes.

'I am not afraid of the Jealous ones.
But there is one man I am in deadly dread
of. You remember Weston, my brother?'

" 'No. . I never saw hlra. He was In
America when --'

" 'You and I were young. Of course. And
I wish he had stayed there. But to my
grief he has returned and has found me
out. He is wild and strange and pesters
me for money which I cannot will not
give. Then he threatens me, and I go in
terror of my life. "

"Poor.thing." murmured Alma. "She is
not very happy, then."

" 'Tis hard to say. Her moods vary. In
a moment she changed and seemed to for-
get her fear?, as she told me that she was
soon leaving the Variety and coming' to the
West End to act at th WcOcjtcx

" 'I expect to have a great triumph there
she cried gaily, 'and hope to ec you often
in the stalls. Till then, "au reyolr." That
is a signal that I am wanted And making
me a low, mocking bow, which I did not
return, she hurried away."

He leant heavily against the rail of the
balcony and looked at Alma as though ex-

pecting her to fcjKak. But she remained
silent, her eyes" downcast, her sweet face
full of deep, unutterable woe. Gunning
drew his hand across his brow, and a sob
escaped him.

"I dashed out of the theater," he con
tinued after a time, "into the night, care
less of where I went or what I did despair
ing. Then I thought of you, of your good-

ness, your purity, your love. And I vowed
to do nothing unworthy, nothing that would
make you blush or feel ashamed that you
had known me. 'In all the world I said.
'what Is there to equal the love of a good
woman? It surpasses everything. I have
Injured Alma made her suffer. But she
will forgive. I will place my future life
and actions in her hands. What she bids
me do I will do "

He went back to her side and looked
sadly down upon the pretty bowed head.
"Have I hoped too much, Alma? Have I"

"Oh! No, no." She caught his hand and
held It for a moment between her trem
bling palms. "You are not to blame," she
raid, white to the Hps. "There la nothing
to forgive. This blow which has fallen
upon us was as unexpected by you as by
me. God bless you and keep you. Whilst
your wife lives, our lives must be divided.
But let me hear good of you always.
Work hard at your profession that will
save you and keep a brave heart. And
now good-by- e. I see my aunt coming to
look for me. Good-bye!- '!

She dropped his handvand went quickly
along the balcony. Meeting her aunt at
cne of the windows, she took her arm and
drew back into the house.

In a few moments the call for Mrs. Dar-mer- 's

carriage rang up the street, and
very soon Gunning saw Alma, as whita
as the swansdown round. her throat, fol-

low her aunt and cousins down the hall
doorsteps, and enter the landau.

"So vanishes hope and Joy and love from
my life and hers," he moaned, as the car-
riage disappeared. "But how brave the
child is! How brave and true! God help
her." And he left the house and went sad-l- y

home through the deserted streets.
Two years passed, and Charles Gunning

and Alma Malcolm did not meet again.
He followed her advice to the letter, and
threw himself body and coul Into his work.
The Malcolms, he knew, spent most of
their time abroad, coming but seldom to
London. Alma's health was not what it
had been, and very little tired her. She
did not complain, was sweet and . gentle
to all around her, but her spirits drooped.
From the night of the Montrevor's ball she
was a changed being. She was silent and
subdued, and in spite of care of every kind,
she grew pale and thin. She shrank from
amusement, and became weary and de
jected in any place of entertainment.

"She Is not fit for society," the doctor
raid. "Take her abroad, and give her
plenty of change of air and scene. But do
not to allow her to exert herself unduly."

Her mother sighed heavily. A roving life
was not what she cared for. But her
daughter's health and happiness were a
matter of vital Importance to her, and so
she followed the doctor's advice with lov-

ing and unselfish exactitude.
Meanwhile, all London was ringing with

the name of the great actress. Mme. De
Lara. She had left the "Variety" for the
"Woffington," and was playing Cleopatra.
Ophelia and Lady Macbeth before crowded
and enthusiastic "houses. "She was all the
fashion; the rage of the moment. Everyone
talked about her; everyone went to see
her. She was well known to be Charles
Gunning's wife, and many and frequent
were the congratulations he received upon
her marvelous, unprecedented success.
Gunning thanked those who. spoke so
warmly, but their praise of Lara, her
beauty and her acting, gave him no pleas- -

ure, and he longed to fly to some distant
land, where he should never see her face.
or hear her name again.

But Alma's wish that he should work
hard at his profession kept him in London,
and although he " never went anywhere
where he was likely to meet the beautiful
actress, he found it impossible to escape
from or forget her. Her photograph was
in every window, her name in every paper.
and in every mouth. On all sides the
thought of her haunted and pursued him.

That Lara Was anxious to forget and
avoid him he never doubted for a moment,
and it was, therefore, with feelings of sur-
prise and astonishment that he one day
received a note from her, begging him to
come and see her at the theater that night.

"I am in grave difficulties," she wrote,
"and want your advice. You are a law
yer, and my husband, and in spite of
everything I feel that I can trust you."

"Wants money," he said, shrugging his
shoulders and crushing the scented note
between his fingers. "The biggest fortune
In Europe wouldn't keep Lara out of debt.
Well, it's little I can do for her. Still, I
can't refuse to go and see what Is wrong."

Gunning reached the theater about seven.
tut was told that Mme. De Lara never ar
rived before 8 o'clock, as she did not go
on the stage till a quarter to 9.

'She will come earlier to-nig- ht, to talk
over her affairs," he decided, and stationed
himself at the little side door, by which
he was told the actors and actresses en
tered the theater.

Quite a crowd soon gathered in the nar
row street, and pressed up to the entrance,
all eager to get a good place from which
to see the reigning favorite, as she stepped
out of her carriage. One dark-lookin- g

man, his hands hidden in the folds of a
long, black cloak, which he wore, draped
about his shoulders, kept well to the front.
and glared fiercely at any one who pushed
or Jostled him.

"A vindictive-lookin- g ruffian," thought
Gunning,' attracted by the man's appear
ance, his sallow face and strange, wild
eyes. "He looks mad enough for any
thing."

At that moment the well-know- n carriage
dashed up and tnere was a rush for the
door. As the beautiful Lara stepped forth
the diamonds In her hair and at her throat
sparkling and scintillating, her long silken
train over her arm, she caught sight of
Gunning and greeted him with a radiant

'smile.'
"How more than good of you " she be

gan, advancing towards hlra, then sudden
ly paused, all white and trembling, as the
man in the black cloak barred her passage.

"Will you consent?" he asked. In a husky
whisper. "Give me what I ask?"

"No, Weston. No!" -

He raised his arm, a wild cry escaped
her lips. "I'm stabbed. Oh, God!"

She staggered forward, reeled round and
then sank to the ground, bleeding and un-

conscious.
The assassin made no attempt to escape

and stood gazing at his victim with dilated
eyes. Then, as people near caught hold of
him, he raised his dagger once more, and,
plunging It deep into hit heart, fell like a
stone by her side and died without a strug
gle.

Very gently Gunning raised Lara In his
arms and carried her into the theater. As
he laid her upon a low couch she opened
ber eyes.

"He tcreitened-oft- en " she murmured.

i-Ö- J.

My unhappy brother. He has done it at
last. Forgive me, Charles, forgive me.
Madness was in my blood. I could not
always help myself."

He pressed her hand in speechless emo
tion. She smiled. A leaden, death-lik- e grey
overspread her countenance, and her
breath came In quick, short gasps. Then.
with a long-draw- n sigh, her head fell for-
ward upon her breast, and all was over.
Lara was dead. .

Some six months later, surrounded by a
select party of her nearest and dearest
friends." Alma Malcolm, looking very love-
ly and radiantly happy, was married to
Charles Gunning in the English Church in
Paris.

HU1I0R OF "THE DAY.
A Definition.

Life.
Willie What is imagination, papa?
Author It Is that which pnahlcs ns in

see things as they ain't and then depict
inera as iney are.

Looking Forward.
Puck.

First Tramn Do ver t'lnk de shirt waist
has come ter stay?

becond Tramn Sure! We'll be wearin
dem ourselves next summer.

SUetl Up.
Puck.

First Doctor Wasn't Skinner once a
patient of yours?

Second Doctor For a little while. I diag-
nosed him as a man who wouldn't pay his
DU1S.

Where the lanit Warn.
Baltimore American.

Markleich Your office cepmu hadlv
mussed up. Have you no Janitor?

Barkleigh We . have one, but since he
became a faith curist he has been giving
me omce "absent treatment."

An Exception.
Life.

"There's one thing about this glorious
country Every man in it has a chance to
be President."

"Not every man."
"Yes. sir!"
'No, sir! There's Bryan."

A Test.
Life.

Edith (to Ethel. Who has Just returned
from Europe) Oh, Ethel, were you sea
sick :

Ethel Seasick! VhT. Edith. I went Intn
the stateroom and sat down on mv best
hat and I didn't care.

Condensed Traffedlca.
Washington Star.

"What do you think Is the saddest work
of Action you ever read?"

"The cook book," answered the young
woman who has not been- - married very
long. "Not more than one in ten of those
pieces come out right."

A Gentle Hint.
Catholic Standard.

Borroughs I'm off for California: got a
good Job out there. Good-by- e. old man:
I'll never be able to express to you all I owe
you tor your many little kindnesses."

Lenders ell, If you can't express it.
you might try a money order or a check."

The Evidence Warn Clear.
Chicago Times-Heral- d.

"Oh, no, you must be mistaken. That man
isn't deaf."

"But I know him I've known him foryears. He's as deaf as a nost. What makps
you think he isn't? '

. "Why, over there s a railroad track and
he isn't walking on it."

Ideal Happiness.
Chicago News.

She What was the happiest moment ofyour life?
HeWell, I think it was one evening last

week when I entered the parlor of my
boarding house and taw a- - strange sign
on the piano.

She Indeed! And the sign?
He "Closed for Repairs."

Not Too Fast.
Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Tho Devoted Wife Oh', hurry, please!
This rubber plant tub has fallen on my
husband and I'm afraid he's smashed!

Chorus of rescuers as they grasp the tub
Now, all together!
The Devoted Wife Gently, please, gent

ly. Don't lift It too suddenly. It's got a
new leaf Just coming out!

Riven.
Detroit Journal.

This is the story of an army subaltern
and a maid.

When her great lustrous eyes told him
that she would like a second Ice he had
no alternative to confessing that he was
broke.

"Ah, a rift In the lieut." she. cried, try
ing to be gay and buoyant, albeit she saw
at once that their dream of bliss was shat-
tered.

Pathetic.
Chicago Times-Heral- d.

"What's the matter, Pennington? I
thought you claimed that it was a man's
duty to always look cheerful, no matter
what was going onr

"Yes, I used to put forward that theory.
but I see it's unreasonable. I published a
book of poems three weeks ago."

"Oh! And you ve been reading some of
the criticisms, eh?

No. 1 ve been looking for some."

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.
About one-quart- er of all the United

States pensions go to widows.
The miners of the Yukon district, Alaska.

employ 6.2S0 men, who receive an average
wage of Jl an hour.

The population of India In 1S31 amounted
to 2S8.000.000; at a very moderate estimate
now it may be put down to 300,000,000.

Statistics show that in Nebraska only
thirty-on- e persons out of 1.000 cannot read
or write. This is the best showing made by
any State.

The crust of the earth under Japan must
be comparatively thin. Judging by tho num
ber of earthquake shocks In that country.
They average 500 a year.

The census bulletins confirm the truth
of the statements that growing American
cities are those where manufacturing can
be carried on economically.

Property In Milwaukee exempt from the
regular form of taxation amounts to 513.
fc07.7S6.S2, while the total amount of property
taxed in the city is only J158,174,S73.15.

Philadelphia was the largest of American
cities at the time the first census was
taken, 110 years ago, and New York was
second, Boston was then third, Charleston
fourth and Boston fifth.

Every year on June SO the pensioners of
the civil war are counted. In June, 1S9S,

the number on the lists was 903,714. Last
year there were about 2,000 less, and this
year also there are fewer than in 1S3S.

Only one pensioner who served in the
war of 1812 is leit. ins name is Hiram
Cronk. He is one hundred rs old and
lives in Oneida county. New York. About
2,000 widows of 1812 are left on the rolls.

At the last general election In Great
Britain 3.S76.000 votes were cast at an aver
age cost of S2 cents a vote for legitimate
expenses; In the English counties the cost
was 51.22. and in the boroughs SO cents.

Only one city in Sweden would be classed
with our larger cities Stockholm, which Is
somewhat maller than Pittsburg. Goth
cnberg is about as large as Columbus, O.,
tut the other cities are little more than
towns.

Houghton county, Michigan, which Is in
the heart of the Lake Superior copper min
inj? region, has the highest assessed valu
Ltion of property per .capita of any county
in the United States. The total valuation
lor the county is HTO.000,000.

Plow cattle being exterminated in In
dia, an ingenious famine official has re-
lieved the government of a superhuman 'dif
ficulty by inventing a man plough. The un-
precedented spectacle is now witnessed of
men yoked to this implement.

An examination of the census returns
shows that the greater grown in the popu
latlon of the country hsa been In the Kast
ern States, and that most of the cities
which have had the largest percentage of
increase are in New England.

Chinese historians estimate the popula
tlOD et thr country la t&9 year TU tftcr

Christ at only 50,000.000. In the ac-
cepted figure was in 1732 it was
207,000.000. The present population is prob
ably between 370,noo,oj0 and 100,000,000.

Every second Tuesday is a reception day
of the King of Sweden. Any of his sub
jects may call upon his Majesty on that
day. The only formality required Is to send
in one s card, the visitors being received
when their turn comes in the order of ar-
rival.

A glacier flows like any other river of
water, but at a much slower rate. The
velocity of the Mucr Ice river has been
reckoned at twenty-seve- n feet a day for
the middle part of It. but this is thought
by some authorities to be an excessive esti-
mate.

The effort of street railroads to encourage
pleasure riding has arisen out of a realiza-
tion of the important part that factor plays
In the receipts. For instance, it is stated
that in Chicago "the difference between a
pleasant and a rainy Sunday often amounts
to 20, 000."

Whale fishing Is not ejtlnct in the United
States, but it is gradually and slowly be-
coming so. From 1S50 to 1S75 the annual
product of the American whale fisheries f 11

from 100,000 barrels of sperm oil to 42,XW, of
whale oil from 200.000 to 33,000 and of whale- -
pene from 5.000,000 pounds to 400.000.

Until the time of Charles XII of Sweden
the artillery was not considered a part of
the army: the men servine in It were not
toldlers, but regarded as mechanics; the
efflcers had no army rank. Charles Allgave artillery officers a rank and regularly
organized the artillery Into companies.

There is a big field for missionary work
in Wyoming. Out of a population of about
75.000 in a large district it is estimated that
less than 3,000 are evangelical Christians,
and they are widely scattered over the S7,-0- 00

miles of country in which the centers of
population are from fifty to seventy-fiv- e

miles apart.
Gold coin is practically unknown In

China, no coins of the metal being made at
the mints, and gold coins of other coun
tries have never circulated to any great ex-
tent. The value of gold is recognized, and
gold, whether in coin or in bulk, has been
used as a medium of exchange, upon de-
termination of its value.

A citizen of Hartford, Conn., was arrest
ed for catching frogs in a public reservoir.
He was fined and apiea!ed the case. The
Superior Court has Just decided that frogs
are fish within the meaning of the statutes
and that the accused was. therefore, liable
under the law. The citizen had pleaded"
tnat the statute did not refer to frogs.

The machine which perforates the sheets
of stamps was invented in 1SG0 by Henry
Archer, and sold to the British government
for $20.000. The "penny post," so dear an
institution to all Englishmen, was started
as a private speculation by Robert Mur
ray, and sold by him in 1S81 for a handsome
fortune. Eleven years later its revnues
were annexed to the Crown.

RAG DOLLS AND Till. I It 3IAKERS.

An Appropriate Employment for
Women Expansion of the Business.

New York Commercial Advertiser.
There is a certain appropriateness in a

woman's entering into the business of
doll manufacture. Memories of her child
hood days will tell her how best to please
and attract the small persons for whom
her wares are Intended. This is more than
ever true when it comes to the making of
so-call- ed rag dolls, which are in reality
not rag dolls at all, but dolls made entire-
ly from top to toe of a very good quality
of muslin and warranted to outwear many
a more expensive doll because of the last
ing qualities of their material. Several es
tablishments for the manufacture of these
dolls are now being managed by women in
different parts of the country. But the
most Interesting of these, since it was the
first In the field. Is that carried on by two
young women In Brooklyn.

Some six years ago one of the managers
of the present establishment conceived the
idea or making cloth dolls for a church
fair. They were altogether a success and
found numbers of eager purchasers. There
were then no dolls of the kind on sale In
the shops, and the experiment which had
proved so successful on a small scale gave
promise of larger profits. From so small
a beginning tho originators of this rag
doll have seen the business grow until the
dolls are now found in all parts of the
country. Large orders are received rrom
the West and South, and competing firms
have sprung up which turn out dolls that
are largely patterned after those of the
Brooklyn make.

Women are employed almost exclusively
also in the various processes of manufac-
ture. There is very little machine work
used in the Brooklyn shop. The cutting.
however. Is done by machinery, and it is
a curious sight to see the neatly stacked
piles of flattened-ou- t arms, legs and bodies,
just as they have Issued from the cutters.
The dolls never leave the workrooms un-
dressed. Yet that they may make their
appearance in the showroom or on the
ccunter for which they are destined in
fresh and spotless attire no doll is clothed
until she is ordered from the factory. Con-
sequently the workrooms display shelf
after shelp of closely packed articles of
dolls' apparel, and the piles of small bon-
nets and dresses would doubtless fill a
childish beholder with ecstasy. Somewhat
grewsome, though, is the aspect of the big
bin where the dolls themselves are 3tacked.
In the dim light the heap of white limbs
and slender bodies, falling over one an-
other in every imaginable attitude, forci-
bly recall the prophet's vision of the valley
of bones. At this time of the year toys
of all kinds are less In demand than at any
other, and the bin, now but half full, will
be piled to the top as the Christmas season
approaches.

The most interesting part of the making
of these cloth dolls is the putting on and
the painting of the faces. The faces are
painted on the finest of white muslin. This
work, as also the stitching of the dresses,
may be taken away from the workrooms.
One woman employed by the Brooklyn
house has become an expert at doing the
faces, and has supported herself for some
time by that means. Before the painted
cloth is put on queer little pads covered
with pink muslin are fastened to the head
to give the well-round- ed cheeks and the
slight pinkish tinge to the unpalnted parts
of the face. Over this the face is pinned
In the cheaper dolls, or sewed in the more
expensive ones. Cotton batting Is used
here exclusively for stuffing the dolls, al-
though sawdust or excelsior is preferred
by some firms as less expensive.

The work required in making the dolls
is neat and by no means difficult, and a
large number of girls and women have
been enabled to find employment in this
way. We are told that a slightly different
kind of cloth doll is made abroad, but It
has not yet reached the degree of excel
lence to which the American women have
brought their invention.

An Aberration Period.
Literary Digest.

A physician of Great Britain, George II.
IL Dabbs, M. D.. makes a suggestion that
has in It all the elements for an interest-
ing controversy. His suggestion is thus
Riven in the London Spectator (July 2Sj:

"1. That between the ages, in men, of
fifty-seve- n and sixty-tw- o years 'errors of
Judgment,' as they are called, are more
common than beiore or arter those perous.
2. That this period of partial eclipse is.
in my belief, associated with a period of
tlimacteric. 3. That though catastrophes
may be fortunately rare as italicizing this
r resumption, careful observation may yet
find in the small and unrecorded matters
ol life such variations from the 'usual in
individuals as Justify comment where mat
lers are unimportant, and reflection where
home crisis hss arisen in the imperious
trial of which they may have failed or
fallen short. 4. And finally, I think I may
say that if a careful examination be made
of the preventible disasters of the last
twenty years, and of the age of hose who
were held responsible by the verdict of
mankind for such lamentable issues, there
will be found a strange coincidence In the
range of their ages, which may appear to.
at least, favor a more natural theory as
explanation than the constant and almost
wearisome one of the epileptic possession
or Influence."

Dr. Dabbs says his theory is the result
of observation, but he does not In his
Spectator article, attempt to do more than
suggest.

The Old Friend.
Where are they scattered now
Th eld. old friends?

On- - mrt- - her dwelling where the man!' erow,
And mighty streams through solemn forets flow;
Yet never from that pine-crown- ed land of snow

A message tends.
Sme meet me oft amid --

life's common war.
.wan i- nn'f a fif m 11 a t ! 1 rem

That warm hrui throb beneath their loads of
cures;

For lov prows on. like wheat among the tares.
Till harvest dar.
Put "tome are falln asleep"
The words art tweet:

Oh, friends at ret beneath the btesaed od.
My feet atlll tread the weary path ye trod.
Ere yet your lovlns aouls went back to God;

When hall we meet?
Oh. then, dlvlneit Friend.
Vhn shall It

Tb-- t I may know thm in their garment white,

lila old familiar fiitnda-mad- e fair and bricht.
. Ui&m iuw ifini rCirti Doulit7.

All styles and slzzs.
Prices Ircra 5 to $50.

r

fn r 't
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Ainrdcd First Prize Paris ErposUicn 1500
OVER ALU THE WORLD.

ySaWlylFirst --Clau Stavt Mercuatt crcryvure.

C. KOKIiniNO & PRO . TS Vlrglria v
NATIONAL. FL' RN ITU HC CO.. i Wfi

WafclnjrVn tret.
CHAIILDS WILLIO, 141 Wert Wanhlnrton .

IBUdDdDdl PdDUOCIDUd
There is no poison so highly contagious,

eo deceptive and so destructive. Don't be
too sure you are cured because all external
signs of the disease have disappeared, and
the doctor sajs you arc veil. Ma,ny per-
sons have been dosed with Mercury and
Fotash for months or years, and pro-
nounced cured to realize vrhen too Ute
that the disease was only covered up

driven tTCT theUUO BQZOtS LiL'O. surfacc to break
out again, and to their sorrow and mortifi-
cation find those rearcst and dearest to
them have been infected by this loath-
some disease, for no other poison is so
surely transmitted from parent to child
as this. Often a bad case of Rheumatism,
Citarrh, Scrofula or revere skin disexfe,
an old sore or ulcer dc-e.lopin- g in xnidue
life, can be traced to blood poison coc--

inaeady Tho SIn of tho Pont'
life, for it remains smoldering in lht sys-
tem forever, unless properly treated and
driven out in the beginning. S. S. S. is
the only antidote for this peculiar virus,
th only remedy knowt that can over-
come it and drive it out --f the blood, and
it docs this so thoroughl. and effectually
that there is never a return of the disease
to embarrass or humiliate you afterwards.

cures contagious xiiooa
Poison in any and all
stages; contains no
mineral to break down
your constitution ; it if

purely vegetable and the only blood puri-
fier known that cleanses the blood ard
at the same time builds rp the general
health.

Our little book on contagious blood
poison is the most complete and instruc-
tive ever issued; it not only tells all
about this disease, but also how to cure
yourself at home.

' It is free and should
be in the hands of everyone seeking a
cure. Send for it.

THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO, ATLANTA CA.

I

A Uiroog Motion
It ia anistaVo
to suppose that
baby must, . tcome witn
creat pain and
suffering. An VVexpectant
mother need
only uso the
wonderful lini-

ment called
U OTHER'S

FltlEHD
to escape the
dread, danger,
pain, uUco
and nervousness. l"w ,

llnimem I0r $I a OOiuc. m ives are ed

to send for our free illustrated tx
It will ten mem imnn mcj t"

When You luild
Give the matter of Painting and
Finishing your house careful
consideration

It Will Pay You
to srECirY

Capital City Paints and
Varnishes

We Guarantee Perfect Satisfaction.

Indianapolis Paint and Color Co.

Manufacturer of

PAINT THAT WEARS
240-24- 8 Massachusetts Avenue.

Drunkenness.
THE CURSE OF MANY HOMES.

The roan ho ha allowed the demon cf ir.tem
reranc to dominate his actions is no tlrmlf
bound fry the chatn of habit that tears and ar-rum- nts

are of little avaiL It is ustWs to at-
tempt to reform a drunkard hy ijaia to ni
conscience or his morality. Hi? aj.jute is tb
ourc of hts trouble, and should be the point of.

It is 'because of the rft?nltlon of this
that the Keeley Institute, located at J'laiii-hel- d.

Ind.. has had euch rat success In tn
cure of chronic alcoholism. The drunkard has to
step whether he wants to or not. The trestrs.-r.- t

rot only cures th craving, but builds un th
wasted tlsu8 until the one-tim- e flave is err3t.
eirated. Write tor Information to rialnr.-!!- .

lt.d.. or Mi Commercial Club buillirji, Inia?-aroii- s.

Ind. Telerhone 22T.
Plalnfield Is fourteen miles west of Inilanap.

oils on the VandalU Hallway.

A Flood of Dollars
Is what the comic trrsmould bavejou think It
riect K-ir-y to hay nr
Mrt of vIuniLinc. You
know iMtter. of courv
If you've had ny tifal--
int with us It' never
too late to lmrn if ru're
not ava re of on r m thoti
and rri. W put la
lionot materials by I ton
ot vork and harge yoa
only honot price.

C. ANESHAENSEL & CO.
29-3- 3 East Ohio Street.

We Do Know Something
About paint, and are anxious to tell it.
We will talk about it as long as you wiU
let us. Our special hobby is good paint;
paiut that $Uys. A few pointers may save
vou a great ileal of trouble. Give us a
chance to tell yoa about it.

TU ALDAG PAINT & VARW151I CO,

23 X--
ai

TTti-ii-t- ta Ctrcct.


