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HERE, said Juliet
Garland, impa-
tiently, ‘I can't
wear these
gloves again by
any vpossibility.
They've been
once to the
cleaner's and I
have done them

myself twice
with bread
crumbs.”

She sat in the deep window-seat.
her bright hair streaked with morn-
ing sunshine, her bright eyes full of
wexation, while a pair of very much
demoralizad kid gloves of the palest
mmrom tint lay in her lap. And

ra, her youngest sister, glancad_up
from a pile of music she was turning
over—another of the bright bland
blosscms of humanity.

“Why don’t you get yourself a new
pair?” said she. “Oh dear! there isn’t
a song here tnat is mot a hundred

rs old. ‘Juanita,’ ‘Her Bright
Bmile," and all that sort of thing.
Rosie must get something that lan't
eoeval with the ark. How is a girl
to——"

“Why don’t you get another pair?”
sharply cross-questioned Juliet. ‘‘Be-
eause I haven't any money—that is
the reason.

“It is dreadful to be impecunious,”

hed plump Dora, contemplating

r pink finger-tips; and at the same
moment Mrs, Temple, the fair blonde
of the family, came in with a tired
1ook on her face.

“More bills,” said she. *‘Oh, girls,
what will Frank say? Stefani has

tually charged 875 for that little
unch we gave, and Madam Cheri-
mont’s account is §89, and I am really
afraid to open the florist’s bill.”

“Then it's no usc¢ asking for more
gloves at present,” said Juliet.

“No musie,” added Dora,
shrug of her shoulders.

Mrs. Temple burst into tears.

“I declare,” said she, “I'm discour-
aged. And you girls are always teas-
ing for something or other, and Frank
§8 s0 cross when we exceed the regu-

r allowance.”

“Crying will not mend matters,”
said Dora, who was evidently the
philosopher of the family, “But
what is that letter in your lap, Rosie?"”

“It is from Uncle Paul; the bills
upsct me so I forgot all about it. He
wants onc of you girls to come up to
the Maine camp and keep house {for
him. It's somewhere on the line of
the Rangeley lakes. Come, girls,
which of you will volunteer?”

Juliet gave a little shriek of dis-
may. Dora elevated her pink ecush-
fony hands, but the third sister who
had been silently mending the
flcunces of a pink silk skirt, glanced
ap.

*“Is Uncle Paul really in earnest?
said she. *I will go then.”

“Gladys!” eried all the others in
different accents.

Gladys rose up, hung aside the dress
that lay in her lap, and came out of
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I AM BORRY.

her corner. Of all the sisters she was
the loveliest—and the most deter-
mined as well.

“Why not?”

said she. ‘Do you

think I like this kind of life? I de-]

elare, there have been times within
the last month when I've felt inclined
to hire out as a servant. Just think,
the cress I wear isn't yet paid for; the
milliner is always sending her bills; I
ean't go out for fear of meeting a
ereditor. Rosie keeps giving parties
and luncheons to try and get us mar-
ried, and Frank is working beyond
his strength to give his wife's sisters
& chance but it's no use. I don't
know about Julie and Dora, but I, for
one, am tired of being put up for sale
in the world’'s window, and I'm going
to Uncle Paul.”

“But what will society say?”
gasped Mrs. Temple.

“Society won't settle my bills and
keep me in pin money. It may say
what it pleases.”

“Gladys, I think you are crazy,” re-
monstrated Juliet.

“Because 1 am emancipating my-
self from slavery? I can not see
where this is to end, Julie.”

“What will Mr. Mandeville say?”
demurely queried Dora.

“He will say there is one fortune-
hunter less in the ranks.”

“Gladys, how can you speak so
eoarsely?” Juliet said, indignantly.

“Is it coarse to tell the truth? Mr.
Mandeville is very kind and courte-
ous, but he will not miss me after the
first few evenings, and dear, patient
Frank will have one less to provide
for. Yes, I will go to.Uncle Paut."™

“You may as well commit suicide
at once,” said Juliet.

“You'll never marry in that wilder-
mess,” said Mrs. Temple.

“There are mineteen old maids in
this block,” said Gladys “We

Do you suppose there are as many In
the wilderness?” *
Nonsense,” said Mrs. Temple.
““And besides,” nsked Gladys, the
laughter fading from her eyes ‘'is it
the end and aim of girls to marry?
Why shouldn't I be an old maid as
well as another? Do you think I
shouldn't survive it? You will see.”
She had made up her mind. Within
three days she had purchased thick
boots, a flannel sunit, and a rough
straw bonnet, trimmed with blue rib-
bons nnd had gone to Lake Molechunk-
amunk. 7
Her uncle was glad to see her. He
didn’t live in a wigwam, as she fan-
cied, but in a pretty little cottage,
shaded with forest trees and embow-
ered with morning glories. He did
no ill to the queen’s English, like the
hunters in the dime novels, and he
provided a pretty boudoir for her,
whose pink netting set gnats and flies
at defiance.
*I think I shall be quite happy
here,” said Gladys, as she sat in a
boat and read while her uncle fished,
“Don’t regret the New York beaux,
eh?” said her uncle.
Gladys stoutly answered:
“.NO."
But afterward she asked herselt
had she told the truth.
“If Darrell Mandeville wishes to
marry Miss Dorrance, let him,” she
thought. *I shall never pursue any
man."
That very day, however, when she
returned from a ramble in the forest,
with her hat full of berries a stranger
was within.
“I am sorry to take you by storm,”
said & handsome, middle-aged man,
who appeared to be what he was, a
Wall street broker, spending the
summer in the wilderness; “but my
friend has fallen over a cliff and
broken his leg, and this was the
nearest shelter within seven miles.
Perhaps your husband will—"
“But he isn't my husband,” said
Gladys composedly, depositing the
berries on the table; “he’s my uncle,
and if he were here he would say as
I do, that you are very welcome.
Where is your friend? I am not much
of a surgeon, but——"
She stopped abruptly. There, lying
on a chintz-covered lounge, his pallid
face supported by cushions,lay Darrell
Mandeville.
“Miss Garland!” he exclaimed.
am very glad!”
“Mr. Mandeville!” she uttered in
the same tone. *“I am so very sorryl”
“Because I have drifted here, of all
places?” he pleaded.

tBecause you are hurt,” faltered
Gladys, with tears in her eyes.

“] knew you were somewhere in
this region,” he said. ‘In faith, I
was searching for you, Gladys. I did
not expect to find you yet a while,and
thus I—I thought—"

He closed his eyes, and a deadly
pallor erossed his face.

“I think he has fainted,” said his
friend.

And then Uncle Paul came in, who
was born a chirurgeon,and who knew
all the healing secrets of the glen and
forest—and Gladys heaved = sigh of
relief.

A broken leg ia no joke, especially
in the wilderness, where splints have
to be manufactured out of the most
incongruous materials, and arnica is
twelve miles away.

Mr. Mandeville made but slow con-
valescence, yet he did not appear to
regard the detention as unpleasant.
The Wall street broker went back to
his business.

I think we could easily get you to
Andover,” he said wistfully. ‘“And a
parlor car "

*0h, hang your parlor cars,” said
the young man, impetuously. “I am
doing very well whereI am now.”

t0h,” said the broker, a sudden
light of comprehension irradiating
his dull brain. “Oh, in that case I
may as well leave you to yeur fate.
It’s the old, old story of Ulysses and
the sireps.”

» * * - * - - *

Mrs. Temple came into the room
where Dora and Juliet were remodel-
ing their white dresses for a theater
party at the Casino one day. with
flushed cheeks and shining eyes.

“‘Girls,” she cried, ‘‘what do you
think? Gladys is engaged.”

“To some buffalo hunter, I sup-
pose,” said Dora.

“No.” said Rosie; *‘to Mr. Mande-
ville. He has been there for a whole
month—at Lake Molechunkamunk.”

Juliet dropped her worle.

“Impaossible!” she cried, *“Gladys
engaged up in that wilderness, while
Dora and I are left to wither on the
stem down here in New York, and to
Darrell Mandeville, the best mateh of
the season.”

*“Things do turn out strangely,”
said Mrs. Temple, reflectively.

And Gladys, the presiding old maid
of the family, was the first to be
married, after all.

“Gladys always was fortunate,”
said her two sisters.

uI

Maullet Fishing.

Mullet fishing by night in the Ches-
apeake is exciting sport. A small
boat is used and a light is placed in
the stern. When a school of the fish is
sighted near shore the boat is rapidly
rowed toward them until they are
driven ashore. Once thoy feel the
land beneath them they begin to leap
toward the light. Then the boat is
depressed on the shoreward side, se
as to bring the other side high above
the water. The consequence is that
many of the fish leap into the boat
and are thus taken. -

Hls Own Affalr. 3

runs & matrimonial agency, the very
man who should know better, has
made himself liable to prosecution for
Bigamy.

Wilkine—So I told him, but his
answer was: *‘‘Business is business.”—

<ounted them yesterday, Dora and L

Puclk.

Filkins—Strange that Himan, who

THE NEW LEAW,

O vollum uv ten thousan’ leaves,
With covers big an’ clasps uv gold;
Whar time hez heaped his yaller
sheaves :
An’ all the fates uv men are told.
" Thar’ leanin’ o’er the opened bhook,
Stands Time without a smile or tear
An with a sad an’ patient look
He slowly turns a leaf each year.

The child impatient urges haste
An’ longs the unread page tew see
An' eager some new joy tew taste

—

liStanas Time Witwonot a Smile or
Fear.”
Scolds Time fer movin’ tardily.
What fairy picters will he see
If Time will make his waitin’ brief;
.He spurns the present foolishly
An’ waits the turnin’ uv the leaf.
The lovyer thinks the year tew long
That robs him uv expected bliss;
He thinks the world's timed tew a
song
Drawn in its orbit by a kiss.
What sighs, what groans are upward
© rolled:
“What kin ¢ld Time naow be about?"

“The Lover Thinks the Year Too
Long.”
No wonder Time is pictered bald,
Lovyers hev pulled his forelocks
out.

Net so the chap with eager face
‘Who rushes madly down the street
Outrunnin’ scandal and disgrace
Becoz lie hez a note to meet.
Ah, he would pull Time's tattered
cloak
And wish his feet was shed with
lead,
An’ wish his scythe an' hour-glass
broke
And even Time himself was dead.
Jess so the ole folks walit to see
‘What Time's slow finger may unfold,
“weir futur’ like their past will be

kfecause He Hans n Note to Meet.,”
Their new leaf very like the old.
More anxious they to backward turn
Tew brighter picters, faded now,
Whar memory’s lamp forever burn
Though white the har an' seamed
the brow.

So turn yer leaf, don't wait old friend,
The people all around you stand,
We'll write yer leaf plum tew the edd
“Though some may write a daan

poor hand.

“Now Anlnu to Backward Tur
—A. T. Worden.

Begegared Herself for Chnarity.

The Duchess of Santonna who died
recently in the deepest of poverty at
Madrid spent a fortune in charity,
her gifts for half a century back be-
ing of the mobt generous description.
On one occasion hearing that a noble
Spanish lady was about to sell her jew-
els to pay a debt,the duchess sent hera
check for $200,000. She diled in want
and none of those to whom sghe had
given abundantly thought enough of

WELL KNOWN PEOPI E

BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES
KOTED PEOPLE.

oF

Mme 9Queen of Portuiul—lohn A,
Btewart, the Hend of the Great
Syndicate—Sultan Abdul Hamid 1L
—Samuel C. Seely.

A melancholy interest attaches itself
to the young Queen of Portugal. She
was the eldest and favorite child of
the late Comte de Paris, and it was
owing more or léss
directly to her mar-
riage to the then
Duke of Braganza,
thaT the French
goverrment passed
the Expulsion Bill
against the direct
beirs of families
who bad once reign-
ed in France. Ame-
lia Louise Helene
D'Orleans was born
at Twickenham, 29

S TN, years ago. She mar-
QUEEN OF PORTUGAL 1joq ywhen quite
young and is the mother of two hand-
some sturdy boys. The Duke of Bra-
ganza succeeded his father five years
ago, and since that time both he and
Queen Amelie have won golden opin-
fons from their subjects and foreign
critics. Queen Amelie is devoted to
her children, takes an active interest
in the condition of her husband's peo-
ple, and is greatly beloved by them.

Sultan Abduol Hamid II.

Just as the present time the Sultan
of Turkey is attracting universal inter-
est from all parts of the world owing
to the massacre, by his sanction, of
6,000 to 10,000
Christians in Ar-
menia. In 1876 he
succeeded his Qroth
er Murad V., who
was deposed be-
cause of insanity.
Abdul Hamid is an
ibsolvte aatocrat
ind when be nods
assent to any meas-
ure proposed, it is
equivalent to the
promulgation of
the irade, which
allows no discus-
sion or criticism and is never recalled.
While he does not hesitate to have
thousands of men, women and child-
ren butchered +to ensure his own
comfort and safety, and the collections
of taxes, he lives in constant fear of
secret assassination.

John A. Stewnart.

John A. Stewart, spongor of a great
syndicate, who organized the purchase
of the recent bond issue of $50,000,-
D00, is 72 years of age. His early edu-

ABDUL-HAMID,

cation he received
in the public
schoola df New
cxd he was grad-
rated from Colum-
bia “‘Tollege when
he was 18 years
old. For ten years
he was clerk of the
New York Board of
Education. Then
he accepted a posi-
tion as actuary of
the TUnited States
Life Insurance As-
sociation. with
which he remained eleven years. In
18€4 when Assistant United States
Treasurer Cisco vacated his office, Mr.
Btewart was chosen by President Lin-
eoln to fill it, which he did, dischaxg-
Ing his duties with skill and ability.
He has for many years been president
of the United States Trust Company,
and under his care the business of the
company has grown to its present
great proportions.

Genernl Caheznn.

The sensational reports from Blue-
felds and the Mosquito coast of Nic-
wragua makes General Cabezas a per-
son of interest. The Mosquito reser-
vation is incorpor-
ated with Nicara-
gua and Geaemal
Cabezas is supreme
authority. The res-
ervation will here-
after appear on the
paps as the Zala-
ya. It is named
so by Gen. Cabe-
ras and the Indians
In homor of the
oresident of the Ite- |
public. There are \{s
reports that the \\
United States |is

JOHX A, STEWART.

pn the verge of a war with England, !

because the latter will hot recognize
the new government on the Mosquito
poam:, but these are unfounded.
Though trouble is rot expected the
United States, will, if neceesary take
pction.

Samuel C. Seely.

The robbing of.the National Shoe
and Leather Bank, of New York, of
$354,000 by Samuel C. Seely, for 14
years a bookkeeper in the bank, in
whom
confidence was
placed, is one of the
greatest sensations
in financial circles
In recent years. Sam
uel C. Seely was a
yrominent Brooklyn
} eburch member,has
a wife and f{wo
children and enjoy-
ed the respect of
all who knew him.
He s a weak
: minded man, how-

B. C. BEELY. ever, and In an evil
hour, either intentiomally or tninten-
tionally allowed Mis friend, a lawyer
named Baker, who has committed sui-
clde since the expcsire, to overdraw
his account. From that time on he
was completely in Baker's power, pot
‘daring to expose him for fear of prose-
cution, and for nine years Baker drew
money weekly until it has amounted
to £354,000. The swindle was only dis-
covered when a mew system of bobk-
keeping was introdrced in the bank.
Secly was captured in Chicago re-
cently and taken back to New York.

Charles Hobson.
One of the most noted Socialists In

her to see that her days were ended In

England is Charles Hobson. English

,unbounded i

Soclaligts - desire “to obtain for the
whole community complete ownership
and control of the
means of transport

facture, the mines
of the land. Thus
they hope to put an
end forever to the
wage system, to
sweep away all dis-
tinetion of class,
and cventually to
establish  national
and in ternational
culnmunism- en  a
» sound basis.” Mr.

CEAMURSH * Hobson fs an offi-
cec ul the Labor Electoral Association,
and was chairman f the British sec-
tion at the Zurich Seelalist Congress in
Augrst last. He is a man of genial
dispnsition and secrvpulous fairness,
who has wcerked lorg and arduously
in the cause of the irternational or-
ganization of labor. ;

George Du Maurier.

George Du Maurier, who for nearly
30 years has been famous as an artist
is now known the world over as a nov-
elist. His latest serial, “Trilby,” has
placed him in the
front rank of great
fiction writers. Du
Maurier was born
in Faris in 1834
and educated in the
French capital, in
London, Belgium
and the Nether-
lands. Early in life
he passed six years
in New York city,

returning to Lon-
don in 1855. For

many years he has
has been a regular

GEO. DU MAURIER.
contributor to “Punch,” and in that
paper some >f his most famous cariea-
tures have appeared. Mr. Du Maur-
fer turned his attention to literature
only a few years ago. His first novel

was entitled “Peter Ibbetson.” 'The
artist author is happily married and
has several pretty dauglters, who are
models for n:any of his pictures.
Prince Yoshikito.
A most important young gentleman
in Japan Is Prince Yoshihito, the heir

| apparent to the throne. He was 16

years of age last September. He is a
very bright boy
dark-faced and al-
mond eyed, of the
most  preneunced
Japanese type. Ha
is as straight asan
arrow, is fond of
military  pursuits
and is an officer in
the army. He has
been educated in
the nobles’ schools
and is learning
French and Eng-
; - lish. He has an es-
PRINCE YOSHIHITO. {ablishment of his
own inside the palace grecunds, with
his own servants, guards and attend-
ants, His ancestiy, it is clalmed, can
be traced back in unbroken succession
from Jimmu Tenno, who, according to
tradition, swayed the destinles of Jap-
an about 600 B. C. and is supposed to
have been the first of hurmman mon-
archs.

Duncan Karns.

Duncan Karns, who is so deeply in-
terested I[n the founding of a colony
at Beltzhoover, Pa., on the Bellamny
theory of nationalism. was bern in
Butler county, Pa.,

51 years ago. He
was Dboring for oil
in West Virginia
before the war, en-
tered the United
States army at the
age of 17, fought
throughout the re-
bellion and left the
service a first lleu-
tenant. After the
war he returned to
the oil business and
at one time he had
an income of $5,000
a day from a single oil well. He was
at one time considered worth $3,000,000
but lost all his mcrey in fighting the
Standard Oil Compeny. In oil regions
he is almost as celebrated a character
as Coal Oil Jimmy, and is known as
“Dunc” Karns.

John M. Ward.

John M. Ward who recently retired
from the base ball field, was one of
the best known players in the country.
He resigned his position as manager
and captain of the
Neaw York base ball
club, and in the fu-
ture will devote his
time to the practice
of law. Ward was
born in Pellefonte.
Pa., 84 years ago.
After a few years
jn  the -district
school he attended
‘he  Pennsylvania
State College. On
the college team he
played third base.
In 1876 he master-

JOHXN M. WARD.
ed the art of curve pitching and be-

came famous as a pitcher.. He has
held positions of note In some of the
leading clubs of the United States.
He was captain of the All-American:
team which with the Chicago nine
made the famous tour of the world in
1889. The ex-marager is a graduate
of the Columbia Law Sckool.
Not Good Enough Form for Amerien.
It Is reported that ultra fashionable
persons In New York are mcw trying
to enforce the Frerch coenventionah-
tieh regulating the meeting of boys
and girls before their formal introduc-
tion into society. They do not appreve
mixed dancing classes for yonths of
both sexes. The boys must dance by
themselves and the girls In separate
classes. It Is not good form, they say,
the old American otion of putting boys
and girls on af ooting of natural equal-
ity and frank, unconscious comrade-
ship. On the other hand, most sensi-
ble Americans will say, we think that
this is the best possible “form,” and
that to abandon it would be to ex-
change one of - the most wholesome
characteristics of Ameriean soclal
life and tralning for am artificial
French way of regarding the relations
of the sexes during the yeuthful years
—Buffale Hxpress. B

GIRLS THAT SKATE.

THEY BELONG TO MANY DIF- ¢
the means of manu- : :

FERENT COUNTRIES.

ind They Have Fecullaritles According.
to Thelr XNationality—The Canadian
Girl Bold and F¥earless—The Dutch
Are Quick.

Some women on skates are some-
what like the little girl who sported a
turl right in the middle of her fore-
nead. They look either ‘‘very, very
good,” or else they approximate quite
slosely to ¢‘horrid,” says the Montreal
News. It really must be confessed
that the skate,” as she is now worn by
the New York girl, is not always a
success. But there are extenuating
circumstances. The New York girl
is, in fact, a composite cosmopolitan,
says the New York Journal. Her
right foot may skate as her grand-
mother, a market woman of Holland,
did, while her left foot may take the
stroke of her Scandinavian grand-
father. Skating has been one of the
rights of women ever since they used
to strap long bones to their feet and
push themselves over the ice with a
pointed stick, and particularly has
been the inalienable privilege of a
Dutch housewife.

Skating in Holland, however, is not
of a highly ornate order. This is be-
cause 2 prudent woman is not dis-
posed to attempt the evolution of
spirals and other figures when she has
®» basket of fragile eggs upon her arm.
But the Holland girl goes in forspeed,
in proof of which statement there is a
story that once upon a time two
neighborly souls had a difference over
the question of their respective skat-
ing abilities. Even the Dutch tem-
per sometimes gets stirred, and the
argument finally waxed exceedingiy
warm—far warmer, in fact, than the
weather, which was clutching all the
ranals in a grip of ice. The two
james continued the dispute until a
race was arranged. They were to
skate thirty miles, and to the one cov-
ering the distance in the shorter time
a prize was promised of the finest
puir of skates in Amsterdam.

The match came off, with great
eclat and a large attendance. The
winning time was two hours, and if
any girl in New Amsterdam can do
better, let her show her recoid. Is it
not quite likely that the familiar
phrase, *It beats the Dutch,” origin-
ated in this little episode?

Now, as has been said, the Dutch
women skate because itis the quickest
means of locomotion between their
kitchens and the market. The Scan-
dinavian women skate because it is
the most rapid way of paying calls,
and the Russian women rarely skate
at all. The rivers in Russia flow so,
swiftly that they seldom freeze, and'
even in the cities most of the skating
is done by the English and German. '
When a Russian woman does skate, |
however, she can discount every other '
nationality in the beauty of her cos-
tume. She is not afraid of brilliant
color effects, and she and her furs are
inseparable.

In England skating is an art, not an
industry. - The English girl is as ad-
dicted to open air exercise as her
American cousin is to ice cream. She
skates conscientiously, if not always
with marvelous grace, and with her
sisters may be seen by the thousands
on the Serpentine and in Regent park.

The Canadian girl improves each
shining hour of ice, but she often has
to have her skating area dug out of
the snow. A Canadian girl is a bbld
and fearless skater. She is not so
stiff as an English girl nor so luxuri-
ous as & Russian. She wraps up in
the warmest of woolen suits, and pulls
a festive toboggan cap over her ears.
There is a streak of French in her .
blood, which makes her don bright
colors and which puts verve and dash
into her style.

There is the girl who knows that
she can’t skate, and also knows that
every one else knows it, but doesn’t
care a continental. She is going to
learn. She has no manly arm to lean
upon, so she embraces large sections
of atmosphere as she plunges boldly
forward. One cannot help murmur-
ing, *“What are the wild waves say-
ing?" as one watches the circles her
arms deseribe. But, never mind, she
will learn.

And, speaking of the manly arm,
there are only two desirable positions
with regard to a girl on skates. One
is very close to her escort—very close.
A . woman's respect for a man never
reaches a higher altitude than it does
when she is perched on a pair of wob-
bly skates. She is not only ready to
fall on his neck, Wt she actually does
it. She falls all over him, in fact.
And the timid dependence with which
the haughtiest girl clings to a man’s
strong right arm is ample reward for
having that same arm pinched black:
and blue in the process. e :

The other position is one of remote-
ness. One which absolutely removes .
her -escort from the reach of her

clutches and kicks resulting from her

lost equilibrium.

Soclety of Clncinnat) ]

There is preserved by a private
family in Baltimore Major Robert
Kirkwood's certificate as a member of
the Bociety of the Cincinnati. The
certificate - bears the signature of
W ashington. ~The parchment i8
framed under glass W Orn
through in places as though it had
been kept folded. The major wasa

revolutionary hero of Delaware, and =

‘Liﬁ;htllom_o' Lens. n
A lighthonse lens of the first order

,400; second_ order, four feetse
inches and costs $2,760 to $6,565
and the third order, three feet th




