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The Two Wills,

HE chance which brought Jack Newcombe and Una
Rolfe face to face was the ong chance Gideon Rojfe had
never considered in the eighteen years he had hidden

her in the Forest of Warden. In all that time none but
‘woodmen or charcoal burners had visited his little oottage,
and Jack Newcomtle could never have found it if he had
not been lost In the forest, trying to find a short ocut to
Arkdale. Gideon Rolfe, the woodman, had no desire {0 meet
Jack, but, coming on him in the wood, set him right in his
directions and sauntered on through to his home.

The old woodman's heart leaped when through the trees he
saw Una approaching. )

8he had evidently rur. some distance, for she stood panting
and breathless, the color coming and golng on her face,
which shong out of the hood which half covered her head.

She was dressed in a plain cotton dress which & woodman's
daughter might wear, and which was ghort enough in the
ekirt to reveal a shapely foot and scant enough in the sleeves
to show a white, shapely arm.

But no one would have wasted time upon either arm or
foot after a glance at her face.

To write it down sImply and curtly, it was a beautiful faoce;
but such a description {s far too meagre and insufficlent. It
requires an artist—a Rembrandt or a Gainsborough—to de-
scribe it; no pen-and-ink work can do it. Beautiful faces can
be seen by the score by any one who chooses to walk through
Hyde Park in the middle of the season, but such a face as this
which was enframed by the doorway of the woodman's hut s
not seen in twenty seasons.

It was a face which baffles the powers of description, just
a8 a sunset sky laughs to scorn the brush of the ablest paint-
er. It was neither dark nor falr, neither grave nor sad,
though at the moment of its entrance a smfle played over #t
as the moonbeams play over a placid lake

To catalogue In 4ry, matter-of-faot fashion, the face pos-
sessed dark-brown eyes, bright-brown halr and red, ripe lips;
but no catalogue can give the spirit of the face, no descrip-
tion gonvey an idea of the swift and eloquent play of expres-
sion which, like a flash of sunlight, Mt up eyes and lips,

Beautiful! The word is hackneyed and worn out. Here
wapa face more than beautiful—it was soulful. Like the still
pool in the heart of a wood, it mirrored the emotion of the
beart as faithfully as a glass would reflect the face. Like a
glass—joy, sorrow, pleasure, mirth were reflected in the elo-
quent eyes and mobile lips.

OF concealment the face was entirely ignorant; no dbird of
the forest in which she lived could be more frank, innocent
of guile and ignorant of evil.

‘With her light summer cloak held round her graceful figure
she stood a plcture of grace and youthful beauty.

“Father,’” she sald, “I should like to ses the world we read
of in our books. Is it not strange that for all these years I
hese never been outside Warden?’

“Strange?'’ he echoed, reluctantly.

““Yes,” she went on, leaning forward and resting her chin
on her hand—a characteristic attitude, by the way—her dark,
eloquent eyes dreamlly distended. ‘‘Yes. Are other girls so
ohut in and kept from seeing the world that one reads 80
pleasantly of?"’ =5

“Not all,"” he said, after a minute's pause, during which his
rugged brows came dowm over his eyes and his lips com-
preased tightly. “Not all. It would te well for most of them
§f they were. It has been well for you. You have not been
unhappy, Una?"’

‘“Unhappy? No!" she answered brightly, and with a moft
laugh. ‘““How could one be unhappy in Warden? Why, it's a
world In itself, and full of friends. Every living thing in it
seema a friend, and an old friend, too. How long have we
lived In Warden, father?"

“Bighteen years,” sald the man reluctantly, as if he dread-
ed the next question. It came promptly.

“And I am twenty-one! Mother told me yesterday. Where
aid we live before we came to Warden?"

Gldeon Rolfe bent and kissed her—not with the careless,
easy kiss which fathers usually bestow on thelr daughters,
but a caress both tender and reverential,

‘“‘Say no more. Una,"” he said, as he resumed his seat. ‘‘It
grieves me to think that you might not be content, that you
were not happy. If you knew as much of the world that raves
and writhes outside as T do you would be all too thankful that
you are out of the monster's reach, and that all you know of
1t is from your books, which—heaven forgive them!—lie all too
often. EBee, now: here Is oorqethlnx I“found in Arkdale,” and
as he spoke he drew from the oapaclous pocket of his vel-
veteen jacket a small volume.

‘““Why, father, it 12 the poems you promised me, and it was
fn your pocket all the while I was wearying you with my
foolish questions,” and she lald her cheek on his head peni-
tently.

After tea Una selzed her treasure, but before settling down
on the wooden seat, her favorite nook, she reached a long
wooden pipe from the ghelf, filled it and held the match to it
for him; then she glided to her seat, and, curling herself up,
prepared to devour the volume of poems.

Mrs. Rolfe cleared away the supper things and took her
usual place at the tatfe with some needle-work, and silence
reigned profound save for the soughing of the wind through
the trees, for, as the sun sank, a wind had crept up from the
west, and had driven a mass of summer clouds like a flock of
sheep over the blue expanse.

_ Once or twice Gideon looked up, roused from his reverie by
the rustling of the trees as the gusts shook them, and suddenly
the sky was rent by a flash of lightning and a peal of thun-
der, followed by the heavy rattle of the rainstorm.

But suddenly there came another sound, which, coming In
an Interval of comparative quiet, caused Una to look up with
suirprise,

‘““What is that, father?'' ghe askéd.

Gldeonr looked round with contracted brow, and before he
eould speak the knocking came again, accompanied by a
man’s voice,

Jack Newcombe, lost again In the wood, clamored for ghel-
ter, and Rolfe, against his will, must admit him.

Tt was thus they met, these two whose lives were thence-
forth to be bouhd in the weab of chance, but no hint of their
fate came that night, though when morning came Jack went
on his way with a fixed memory of her beauty and she re-
membered him as the hero of all the romances she had ever
read.

Squire Ralph Davenant lay dying at Hurst Leigh, He was
Uncle Ralph to Jack, although the relationship was in reality
a more distant tle, For years Jack had known that he was
to te the Squire's heir, but a quarrel had recently separated
them, and now the sudden summons was taking him to the
old man's bedside, with no knowledge of how he would be
recelved, /

His cousin Stephen had supplanted Jack In the Squire's
confidence, nn‘! Stephen was at the Hurst.

Hurst Hall, or The Hurst, as it was more generally called,
had been the home of the Davenants gince that anclent family
had possessed a settled ablding place, and, notwithstanding
the hybrid character of the architecture, the family was
proud of it.

It stood in the very centre of the Wealdshire valleys, pos-
sessing a moble trout stream, and was the chief and only
place of importantca in the county.

Excepting the aforesald trout stream, and the number and
size of the redars which grew in the park surrounding it, it
had no special attraction,

It was as roomy, as huge and time-eaten as most of the
ancestral mansions of the highest gentry, and it was as damp,
In the great room upstairs Jack found his uncle, alone for
the moment. and seemingly asleep,

At last old Ralph mow

“ere ot laat,” be sald, and by
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be made himself heard distinctly, though every word cost
him a breath.

Jack nodded.

“I'm sorry I'm so late,” he saild, and his volce was husicy,
“I 4dldn't know''—— '

Then he stopped.

The 0ld man looked at him 3

‘‘So Btephen &ldn't mend? It was fust Itke him, A good
stroke.”’

‘“Yes, he sent.” sald Jack, ‘but’’—

The old man waved his hand to show that he understood.

‘A sharp stroke. A clever fellow, Stephen. You always
were a fool."”

Jack shook his head,

“I'm afrald so, sir,’”" he sald quletly.

‘“But Stephen is a knave and a fool, t00,"” murmured the

old man. ‘Jack, I wish—I wish I could come back t§ the
funeral.”
Jack started.

‘“To ses his face when the will's read, explained old Ralph,
with a grim smlle.

That night Stephen watched alone beside the Squire. Jack
was striding the lawn, remembering the many happy days
he had spent at The Hurst, the old man's great fondness for
him, and the approaching end.

‘“Is that you, Hudsley?'' the old man whispered.

Stephen answered in the old lawyer’'s gruff tones: ‘Yes,
it's Hudsley."
The dying man’'s senses were no longer keen. ‘Here, take

the key and open the safe,” he mald. “‘Bring me the wills.*

Stephen glided llke a snake across the rodfdn and fetched
the wills from the inner drawer of the safe, There were two,
one in Hudsley's writing, made in January, leaving every-
thing to 8tephen, one in the Squire's own hand, made iIn
July. The Squire's voice was faint,

“One is parchment, the ither is paper. The parchment
one you drew up. You know {its contents, I want it destroyed.
Or, stay, keep 1t. It will add to the deceltful houmd's disap-
pointment. The other—ah, my God! it is too late—Hudsley,
there ls a cruel history in that paper. No hand but mine could
pen it. But—but—I have done justice. Too late! why do you
say, too late? Why do you mock a dying man? BMind, Huds-
ley, I trust to you. It is a sound will, made In sound tody
—and-mind. Don’t leave that hypocritical hound a chance
of setting it aside. T trust to you. Stop! Better burn the first
will. Burn it here—now,’” and In his excitement he actually
raised his head; raised it to let it drop upon the piHow again
with exhaustion.

Btephen stood and glared, torn this way and that by doudt
and uncertainty.

“Justice,”” he whispered hoarsely.
leaves all to''—

‘“To that hound Stephen!"” gasped the old man. “I 4ld it in
a weak moment and repented of it. Leaves all to him; but
not now."

Stephen hesitated no longer. With the quick, gliding move-
ment of a cat he reached the iron safe, replaced the parch-
ment in the draw, closed it and locked the outer door, and
thrust the paper will into his pocket.

Bcarcely had he done so, before he had time to get to his
place, the door opened and Hudsley, the lawyer, entered.

As he entered Stephen came forward, his back to the light,

“The first will-my will

WANT A NICE C
HERE’S

The Galveston, Which May Go
Under the Sherift's Hammer,
Would Make a Pretty Orna-
ment for Any Home.

Gemme an offer!”

GO UP TO THAT SHERIFFS
AND BUY  THAT
WARSMIP !

SALE

OFFICR OF THE-PRESIOEWPOF
THE SCRAPENTING, REPUBLIC .

was in, he became quite indignant and
‘The man behind the bars )

6 OME one! Come alll What am I bd? Give me an offer!
must be cash; no trade taken cus' we need the money! Who wants #t?
There she Is, as purty to look at as any ploter ye ever see, sahs!

RUISER?
VYOUR CHANCE.

”

TAKING 1T Home ,

“Come!'* Msps the little Bherift,
my pretty crulser?"’

Jt I got lema than ‘ten’ for it the natlon is &
losar,

No home’s complete without this toy to deck the
mantel shelf—

If I were fond of household pets I'd buy & ia
mysell.

“who'll buy

The children will go wild with joy; 'twill please

the missus’ aye.
Rememitws, I'm an orphan, triends. Get generous
and buyr

All offers

All of which we may hear from the Sheriff of Henrico County, who may
have to hold a Bheriff’s auction sale on a warship he has on his hands. The

warship {s the cruiser Galveston, and (s
being built at Richmond, Va., which 1s
in Henrico County. The firm that took
the ocontract has got into trouble with
its creditors, and now there's the deuce
to pay all around.

The creditors and the Bheriff and the
bullders and the counts down that way
hawve got themselves in a fine mess be-
causs the se old gasaboes at Wash-
ington who keep tab on the trolley
wheel of our grand old Republic say
the Richmondese must not interfere
with Uncle S8am's property. They say:

*You oan't hold up the boat.”

The fellows down in Henrloco County
don't make any reply, but just put up
the bars around the boat, sit on the
fence and whittle, walting for ‘‘Teddy"
and his “Distrigt Leaders' in Washing-
ton to do their durndest. Which makes

one think of that anclent anecdote of the man in jall who wes talking to his
lawyer. As the conversation continued, and as the lawyer became familiar with
the facts in the case which brought the man behind the Mars to the state he

exclaimed:

*Why, they can’t put you in jail for that?"
ked at his

1 sadly and sald:

tut here I am.”

S0 while Uncle Sam says you can’t
hold up the ship for unpaid dllls the
Sheriff goes on holding it up just the
same, and may sell it at auction If the
trouble isn't straightened out. And hero
comes the part of it that makes it most

his face in the shadow, and held out his hand.

Hudsley took it, held it for a moment, and dropped it with
a little} irritablo shudder—the slilm white hand was as cold as
{fece—and, turning to the bed, looked anxiously at the dying
man.

“Great heaven!"” he sald, ‘““is he dead?’

A msavage hope shot up in Btephen’'s heart, but he looked
and shook his head.

‘“No. You have been a long time coming, Mr. Hudsey.”

“I have, sir, thanks to your man's stupidity,’’ said the Jaw-
yer in an angry whisper. ‘‘He came for me in a confounded
dog-cart."

““The quickest vehicle to get ready,” murmured Bteplien.
‘T told him to take the first that came to hand.”

‘““And the result,” sald the lawyer impatiently, ‘‘the result
is that we lost half an hour on the road! Does your man
drink, Mr. Stephen?" !

“Drink! SBlummers drink!"” murmured Stephen. ‘A most
steady, respectable—I may say consclentious—man."

‘““He may tie conscientious, but he's a very bad driver. T
never saw such a clumsy fellow. He drove into a ditch half
a mile after we had started.”

‘“Dear, dear!"” murmured Stephen regretfully. ‘‘Poor Blum-
mers. It is not his fault, He is a worthy fellow, but too sym-
pathetie, and my uncle's {llness quite upset him''—

“Hush!" Interrupted Mr. Hudsley, holding up his finger
and bending down.

“Squire, you know me? I am Hudsley.”

The dying man moved hls hand faintly in assent.

‘““Yes. Have you done as I told you?'’

“You have told me nothing yet.,"

The Squire groaned weakly.

“Tho safe!—the key!—the piftow!" he sald.

Hudsley caught his meaning and felt under the pillow, and
Stephen, as If to assist, thrust his hand under and with@ew
it with the key in his fingers.

Hudsley took It and went to the safe,

“Why-—again?' came the volce, broken and impatient.
‘“You have done it? You have burned the first?"

‘What is he saying?"' he asked.

Stephen shook his head mournfully.

‘You have shown #t. B8how me the other—the last. Tet me
touch {t.”

Hudsley opened the safe and took the first will from the
drawer.

“Two, did he say?’ he muttered. ‘‘There is only one here
~the will,'"" and he came to the bed with it

‘““There 18 only one will here, of course, Squire,’ he sald,
bending down and speaking slowly and distinctly.

The old man, by his face, seemed to 1isten.

"Yes—you—you have—burnt the other. Speak.
see, but T can hear you."

“I have burnt none," sald Hudsley. '“Have only just come
—there is only one will hare."

“Which?" gauped the dying man,

““The will of January—Mr. Stephen® —

Before he could finlsh they saw, with horror, the dying man
half raise himself, his face 11vid, his hands wildly clutehing
the alr, his ayn| by accident, turmed toward Stephen.

“You—you thlef!" he gasped. “‘Give It to me! N
oh, God! Too late?—too la''— Bt eatver|

It was too late! Before the nurse and Jack could rush into
the ro?m. horrified by the shriek whioh rang from his white
lips, 0id Ralph Davenant had fallen back dead!

(To Be Continued.)
s

HOTESICKNESS.

It 1s the universal experience am -
people who come to this colintry, ‘n;:‘th]fng\::::lp.:l;;::
Herald, that they get more or less homesick, and they dwell
80 much on the past and the scenes of former days that
they create an exaggerated Atmosphere of delight about
them. The dlsagreeable things fade and are lost to memory
and only the pleasant Incldenty and scenes remain, If they
return home after reveral years' residence in this country
the usual experience is that after an agreeable visit to
former scenes and friends they are quite ready to turn their
faces In thls direction, and aré ever after more contented
for the experience they have obtained, For people who have
to work in some way for a living this country is far ahead of
Any other, especially for the poor men, and all of us would

I cannot

find as many dificulties elsewhaere 8 here—not the same, but
son

P

t. They
without o m"u;. mcnm:‘:

.

fortunate to learn this les-

w

pecullar. Who wants a nice, new
crulser? Who s there that can use a
cruiser In bls business in these days of
commerce?

Now, if Capt. Kidd was still doing
business et the old stand one could
easily imagine him a busy bldder at
the sale of the big white fighting ma-
chiine.

Those little South American countries
that are always in some kind of re-
belllon might find & wonderful oppor-
tunity in this sale to acquire e real
warship, but 4t is doubtful whether the
treasurer of any one of them could rake
up enough change to buy even one of

fine thing It would be to have such a
holding up people.

along the highway under the burden of
with his white elephant.

IF A PIRATE

CABMAN COULD

YAKE 1T uP
BROADWAY ,

the launches. The Pirate Cabman of Broadway sighs as he thinks of what a

ship to cruise up and down Broadway

Down in Virginla they are mighty keen for a trade, and it
would not be surprising if some man, carried away with the excitement of the|
opportunity for such a trade, should buy it, and one can fancy him tottering

the bargaln, meeting the man of legend

He would not be altogether without a flald for trade
with his boat, for he could come up and start a swap with the wine agent who
won the case of lingerie on a horse race, or maybe Yo business with the legless
man who won the blcycle at a raffle at a church falr the other evening,
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Love, Domesticity and Helpfulness Their Qualiﬁes“. g
BY DR. EDGAR C. BEALL, THE FAMOUS PHRENQLOGIST. .. ..

—
i
k
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the domestic sphers, and beat edapted to a business man

T the requeat of the editor, I have sdected from nbnuli
‘\l two thousand puotogrepls thus far reclived, a group! who eould give her an undivided love as deep and loyal as

| nf four yasiung women especially quaiified to becowae! her own :
xood wives, Hundreds of others were, in many re-| Miss T. W. D, 18 a blonde, who would be an inspiring mate }
spects, equally commendable, but in my judgment these are| for a rising lawyer, physlclan or politician, Her love would 3
the best, fire & man with courage to do or dle. She would dispel lhr:‘ 0
Miss J. A. I Is a typs of blonde eminently sulted to a| worrles and fill his life with sunshine W
man of wealth and high culture, who would appreclate her Mrs, M. L. G., another brunette, would he a lupﬁ'b"lln' 1 o L
gentleneas of disposition, and find In her a congenial com-| mate and business partner. In the battle of life she 3 ¥,
panion for his excursions (nto the higher realms of sentiment| not say "'go on,” but “come on.” Her love would be bound= .

|

and thought. | less.  She would always be within call, and ever ready to
Mins C. A. B. is a brunette who would be a model wife in lend a hand. EDGAR C. BEALL, M. D.

Miss C. A. B, New York.—A profound love nature; all|
your affections are earnest, tender and true; your home
would be a temple If you could realize your ideal; should
be very careful in choosing a husband, for you would suffer|
deeply 1f disappointed; are now governed too much by
sentiment, but have excellent capacity to learn and mn]
greatly Improve your mind if you study; especially nead a|
better command of language; have good judgment; manory"
of events Is strong; should read history and blography;
talents are more solid than beililant; would be a superior
professional nurse; your true destiny is marriage.

Miss T. W. D, Harlem.—Great buoyancy of g
temperament finely balanced; are never melancholy; B
something to enjoy wherever you go; cannot endure
and are not likely ever to have to try it; are very magnetid
and sure to make many friends; are quick tempenred, | 2
never vindictive; are free hearted almost to a fault; mu
more careful about money; fond of praise, but not conoe
have more talent than force of character; need more pa
and concentration; intellect Is very alert; adore
especlally in art and music; some ability for the stage,
:ould be a peerless wife df rightly mated, and Inpﬂ.p&,
ome, ;

1 :;nui‘.' :
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Miss J. A, B, Van Brunt streel.—Dreamy, passive, Intro-
spective, reflective, poetic; lack force, self-pssertion and in-
terest in external events; tastes exquisite; :deals lofty; must| likes and dislikes; mind clear and well balanced; see thing$
be careful feet do not trip while thoughts are soaring; not| in true perspective; judgment rarely at fault, espes B
suited to cope with adversity; should study the natural about people; are a close observer; would excel! in m‘
eclences, logic, languages, history, blography, &c., to equalize| ural sciences: much personal magnetism; easily’ uﬂ“
your mental powers; the broad bevel of your upper torahead’ friends; Intense and constant in love; are greatly alive!
betrays aversion to analysis, especially as regands people's surroundings; could become expert as physician, pharmacis
motives; take too much for granted; should observe more! trained nurse, teacher, bookkeeper or stenographar; y
and, if possible, travel; best In profession such as muslo, [ also for painting, millinery, dressmaking and ho <

In Thursday's EVENING WORLD Dr. Edgar C. Beall will present the photographs of the Four Best Hus-
bands, selected from over 2,000 photographs received by him from readers of The Evening World. Later Dn
Beall will select from the submitted pictures the Four Truest Sweethearts and the Four Most Loyal Lovers.

Mrs. M. L. G., Brooklyn.—Clever, tactful, ready,’ fwimh®’
practical, knowing: executive, positive charaocter; 'strong

HAIRINE
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| 100 pleces Body

A Hur"“gf ;;;Eni::'\r‘ r.'.i'.m.“rl: dellcate uulis' "n"' Fnec‘l!s' I 73 pleces Axminsters,
perfume. GUARANTEED TO curo dandruft, MOTR, TAN, LIVER SPOTS, [ 30 pieces Velvets, x

stop falling halr, oure dlecased scalps, and pos!-
tively will NOT DARKEN BLOND HAIR
N;’lll‘.l" or Injurious Ingredients In its com-
tion. o I > T
m. :tnonl: tonie, without coloring matter, and greatly alds the treatment, and in-
sures, perfect and lasting results,

witly a clear, healthy, roseate com-
15 CtS- Bottle plr'xlon free from spot or blemish.
.,At all druggists—15, 40 and 75 cta. a BOTTLE.

mall b conts extra. Your druggist will se-
Qure it for you within twenty-four hours if you

Regular value §1.25 to §1.50 per ft.{m

OHEPPARD NAPP & G-

Sixth Ave., 13th and 14th Sts, o

Removed Now Stay Removed.
The skin being molist and pliable,

scientific treatments never fail.
Thirty years' practical ex-
perience. Hours 9 to 6. Cal]
or writa personally to me.

doposit the price whe rder. 3
MBAL, STREIT CO., 7981 Cortiandt st N. Y. John H, Woodbury D, 1., AmUsiratE :
e —— —_— 23 West 234 St., New York, men

MANHATTAN BEACH TO-
SHANNON'’S &% B

IF YOU KNBW HOW GOOD oy

Amusen N .
‘MZJI} $200 UmeB"aS W‘usitrwz:.‘:y\x i N S0 B
T iy it 5, | LV PROCTORY TESEE S | coMMENOING WewysunEag"

Guaranteed One Year
1 BARCLAY ST., near B'WAY.

ry t. ~Full
| OCONTINUOUS VAUDEVILLE. Flo
Irwin & Walter Hawley, Jas. R.
| « L Glearay, %5 others

J'A PRODIGAL PATHER. Florence
ve | Reed, Chaa S, Abbe, and All Stock
.LF'IVOI:'NI Pig Vadde.

PAIN'S POMPEIL
AND GRAND FIREWORKS

Amusements.

the valuable Centuny War Book.

Bach member of the post, May 30, dep«
mortelles. Lincoln's Gettysburg address
Jacob A. Cantor. Thus unusually elabor

|the man who wrote the immortal order
has grown more sacred in light of recent events.

Gen, John A. Dix, as Secretary of War, issued the famous
spot' order. The accompanying fac-simile of the original order is taken from

Gen. Dix ls buried In Trinity Cemetery.

‘““SBhoot him on the

A G. A. R. post is named after him.
wited upon the grave a wreath of im-
was read, and a speech was made Ly
dte exerclses were held at the grave of
in defense of the American flag, which

CASTORIA

The Kind You Have Always Bough!

gem the
ture
Fot

— ]

Amusements.

GRAND CIRCLE, B'way & 68th st

NAIERTIC! Rra Py Cho B ey & Joth o
23D WEEK i teiienghee
D OF OZi Wed. Mat., §1.00

w
with Montgome #y & Ston etie. o

Matines, §1.60.
xElT ’s:“":l Bﬁ SHOW IN TOWN,
POy T

[ BROADWAY AND
S Louata and Obidren, | 0 EAE 0L o i

BELA
£ot., Bway & 7 ave. Glass (ncl. & fu

~Mr, & A
aganse, Puoch, Judy

Amusemeqts.

K THEATRE
Managnrs,
*NIGHT! Every Eve. at § 80
EP'S 3 GREAT BHOWS
IN ONB KVE
i GALLE

GEO. W. LEDERER
GAL 40D8."

"DARLING e R
THE,DRESS PARADE' " el

PARADISE ROOF GARDENS,

Roofs of VICTORIA & SC0 Theatres,

lly protected,

Riccobona’'s Horses—Franco Plper—17 Hoosler

Zouaves—Galett!'s Moakeye—PBdith Helena, Sher-

man & De Forest, The 4 Nightons—Wikton Bros.

Mra. Chamberiain—and the New Extrav-
& Co, with 75 People.
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