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LEMAN OF TRANCE,

mke of manufacluring romancs,
m mothing but a slave
fasbiona’

v, that decease
worries of

. grievances IncTease,
never Eiven peace,
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yor o

mounted on & cCharger w

"‘:::. modern seems to like
*lhﬂ}o*. calied a “bike,’ "
“I the frritated Gentieman of Franes,

grightened &' the woman of today,
on Jiistress Gallia askance;

I'm forced tc join the fc'ny
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the melancholy

:'om'"

all the ladles I adored,
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Which today wo i1d make them bored,
go 1 wish 10 be restored
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~The Boston Gazette.

SALLY. :

France.

BY L. T. MEADE.

CHAPTER L
The time was midsummer,
vy piain and neatly-made cotton dress
oo standing by an open window. Creep-

|
|
|
|

s iwined all round the window, some of

s peeping into the room. Jessamine,

roses, and the deep, waxy petals

‘pmolla were among the blossoms,

t, soft bresze fanned the girl's

and brought into the room great

- qilis of sWeetness from the flowers which

b sd the window and which filled
i geisds in the garden beneath.

o, Saliy!” exclalmed a gay voice;

# yoUu are as usu al In one of your day

of heing taken from my grave

my

% the sorely troubled Gentleman of

of glory 1 would -trﬂ‘o{.
a

Gentleman of

eoffin,” quoth the Gentleman of

Agiriina |

—————

What are you exciting yoursel? |

got this morning? It Is neither choir-
day nor school-treat day.
fraslcan tell, there is nothing going on
acihing whatever, and yet you look—,
~mm‘ if you can, and let us be-
; g3 breakfast. Do come and take your
2 w“m. head of the table™
faliy Erskine followed aister with-
st another word, She seated herself be-
fore the toa tTRY, AT 1 wit!
twgatient movement Legan to perform her

ofioe of tea-making

) & guick,

from A letter he was reading and nodded
sfectionately to Bally.
axclaim excitedly, after pouncing on a let-

ter bestde her plate: “I've got the schol-
arship, papa—the scholarship from

for three years. T am first on the scholar-
ship list. The editor says so; this is his
Wtter. Oh, who would have believed it
possitle! Now I may go to Newnham or
Girton.”
'~wpm does Sallv mean by saving shae
$as zot & scholarship, Anne?” asked Mr.
4 Erskine,
“I'll exslain it to you, papa. B8ally, do
eat your breakfast, and allow me to speak.
You are scareely responsible at the pres-
ont moment. It Js this way, papa. Sally
and 1 have taken the Minerva Magazine
for the lazt year. Yon have noticed it, I
am sure. for [ have secn you reading it,
Weil. papa, the Minerva Magazine offers
a Mg prige~a scholarship, they call it—ta
the girl who comes out first in a certain
eompetition. She has to go through a very
#if tralning, and tne person who ad-
yiges the prize is a real live professor.”
U is £3 a year for three years. And
®grls competed for 1t. And it isn't a
moIt's a
sarship. I'm distinguished for life
& do let me glve you another good hug.”
¥. Erskine rose hurriedly to his feet.
= going out,” he said. “‘I ought to be
B e four-acre fleld now.
W xo off to schoo! In good time, Anne.
&lly lsn't quite responsible ™
He podded in 8 gentls
838 family, and left the room
kerried her brothers over thelr breakfast,
#d Bally, bher cheeks her eyes
¥ stars, read and rerecad her
: Btter,
As goon as tha two girls
#ives alone, Sally looked full
ah emphatic v
o I» quite settled;
& October.”
“My dear Sally, you know how strong
& father's prejudice 1o
“We must get o+
Bmade up 1 shall spe
® of the women's coll
¥art & career of my own.
“1 don't believe our father will consent,”™
MH Anne. “and even If he did, £30 a year
Would not cover vour expenses ™
“No:but £30 n year will help largely to-
wirds them: snd then you must not for-
-t 1 Bave my share of mother's money
8l be of age In a few weeks now, and
then the money 18 my own absolutely. Oh,
::”_‘_ life seems really worth living at

ffushed,

found them
it Anne, and

“Then t

I go to Newnham

r it, Anne. My mind

ges, and then

8X R®

|&"

ih¢ Erskines were not a rich family
¥r Erskine had inhertted a small farm
fom his father. Hle was sunnose 1 to man-

8 1t entirely himself. Whether he dld
‘.‘?—ll!' tis an ¢ question; he certain-
¥ oontrived to lose 1 y over it year

B .&“.-r year aily was @ o8 sibla ;x.'n-
8 of the old farmhouse. but Anne did
Boet of the wor ! took more than her

*

rather

Agae Erskine cut slices of bread from a
asd scolded two round-faced, ruddy- |
jooking boys. Mr. Erskine raised his eyes |

ghortly afterwards Sally was heard to

the
Mizerva Magazine—thirty pounds a year

scholarship—the Minerva

See that the

Tectionate way
Anne

precious

1 three vears at

AMr. Erskine was

As |

| bright, brown eyes.

| exc

He was
{1 not like them to
Y OX nent
ir this morn-
and In
wned to a feeling
iid have got the
% SR an are the rul
€ wom g s are ruin
. red, as he walked
BRIy to the fane L e e
o v « Sally won't
-“1' 4 - ¢ e ']
. y undne exe
"ment. Whrar will tha sequences? |
Sothing f1 pr———
o ) eat will appear n the
:’ Those hard 3
* RIAS: are =
. Ate giving .
: . Ob. it women would
B fact they are t » tr
had 2 ers fir -
1
Twaray -
L
Be v ea
D8 was »

"

BiiiibBiiibale IB

| &FPLs

. 1 as
eless ha
ache w h
oked at the

never Leen

more charming: her little siney speeches !
;
Were never more piquant; her guick, dright, |

sunshiny way had never pr

Ly ' 4 Even Mr. E

help smiling when he lo 'a'.
the boys stopped devour g po
laneh at her witty remarks, wh
semall. pale face was It up with
worship

But Tom's heart would go om aching, for
be felt down in its depths that Sally was
farther away from bhim than ever. She
kaew his greatest wish; she knew that he
lived for her alone, bu: he was well aw
that the event of today had put an
imbassable barrier between him esond
hopes

i shall be three years at Newnbam,™
she eald; “we won't ses much of
other during that time "

".’\’a," he replied sadly,

white summer dress, the biocom of early
summer in ting up her

{ e¥es. She reglize that death was
tiready or hresh home.

Id of the
Every one spoke of Mr X
but Sally 44 not recognize it a bit
felt sure that he must soon be we

€ | She entered the room now, hushed in her

mood, but by no means despondent.
“Well, dear papa.,” she said, her wvoice

SR——

set a little Jower than its wont, but her |

tone cheerful. “You have sent
Pap I am so glad you want me’
continued. Then gpon

for me

her eyes feil

the

! gray and dying face on the pillow, ard all
a

After dinner Sally addressed him sagerly, |
each |

. :
“but 1¢ T thought |

“Oh, please, Tom, dont think anything. |

All my future career is delightully pianned,
and I mast not disclose it at present, even
ta von. Oh! how happy I fesi!
one slight thing left to dread—my litue
tussle with papa.”

“By the way,” sald Ross, suddenly, “I'm
told that life at one of the women's colleges
is expensive,
Ne'w.r.lum on £30 a year, you know, Sally.”

“No, Tom, but don't you remember, I

|

gy
I've only |

You can’t manage to live at !

shall be of age on the 1st of August, and 1 |

am then tc have £1000 of ‘my very own.
That is my share of mother's money. Anne
is to have 1,000 alsc when she's of age.

I mean to take some of that meney to sup- |

plement the £30 a year.
is the matter?
turned!™

“It's the sun, I expeet,” sald Ross. “Let
us g0 and stand in the shade, Sally. Did I
Lear you aright when. you said you were
to have £1,000 the day you came of age.

“Yes, that is half of my mother's money.
Can you possibly know anything about it?
How queer you look!™

“The sun struck my head rather
Shall we have a game of tennis? There's
Charlie, looking unutierable things at us
for not begilnning.”

“But do you know aenything about the
money 7’

Ress did not answer; he seemed sudden-
1y to have turned deaf.

Sally gave him a queer, perplexed look,
then, laughing off an undefined fear, she
eutered heart and soul into the game.

A coupie of days afterward she found an
opportunity W acquaint her father with
her decision, and discussed the matiter
fully while walking beside him. But
uttered a decided uegaiive, and sad she

How white you

flercely.

Why, Tom, what |
have !

| ed haggard and worn.

further words were arrested.

on her kness by the bedside, and laid b
blooming cheek against the dying man's
cold hand,

“I want you to promise me something,
Sally,” he sald, In a harsh and broken
voice. “I have something to tell you, and
I want you on your part to make me a
promise.”

“Of—of course, papa.”

. - - . @ k2

That evening Mr. Erskine dled. There
was mourning and weeping in the house;
but. to the surprise of every ones, Sally
scarcely shed a tear.

Old Mr. Barnes did not like her appear-
ance. He said the blow had stunned her,
and that In reality she was feeling her be-
reavement much more than her sister and
brothers,

Something had certainly occurred which
had taken all the May sunshiny look out
of her face. She made no confidences,
however, and spent most of her time mop-
ing in her own room.

“I shall be quite glad when Sally goes
away to Newpham.” sa!d Anne, speaking
to Tom Ross. “I never did know that she
was so much attached to papa. All the
spring seems taken out of her life”

Tom made no reply. His own face look-
He was the best of
brothers to Anne. but she noticed that he
ceased to confide in her. His blue eyes
looked full of trouble when she spoke of

| Sally,

Mr. Erskine was dead a fortnight, and
Anne seemed slighter and thinner than
ever in her deep mourning.

“By the way, Tom,” she continued,
Jooking up at him, “we know nothing yet
about the—the affalrs’

“What affairs. Anne?

“The monev. We don't know how we

| are left: Mr. Johnson, my father's man of

he |

would never ge: his consent to go to coi- |

lege. And he found plenty of cid-fashioned
opinions to back up his decision.
g Wil never give you per

fon to go

& like a senunel ©

1wad nodded to Sally
wup. I know all
discussion, Mr. kr
dropped In tals summary

Lhe roadside, and who

and jolned
the matier
and it cannet b

tashion. 1L must be thrashed out, and you
mmust give adequale reasons for deny.ung
Sally her very natural wish."

What was the matter? Why did Sally

suddenly slip her hand out of her father's
arm and give Tom Ross a quick, exciled
glance of gratitude? And then, why
the little coward put wings (o her feet
and run away?
Tom linked his
and immediately

arm in Mr. Erskine's,
begin to speak, and Mi

the sub~- |

eavelope.
avoutl |

did |

Erskine never even knew that Sally had |

left them.

Two hours later Mr
Ross returned together. Sally was pacing
listlesaly up and down in front of the
house. When Mr. Erskine saw his daugh-
ter he went at once into tl
toas came up to the young girl's side, and
taking both her hands in one of his, said,
in a voice of some agiiation:

“It's all right, Sally; you are to go."”

8She turned white when he said this,
clasped her hands, and looked far away.
Suddden tears of rellef and joy filled her

Erskine and Tom

house, but

“Yes, Baly,” ntinued Ross, “it's all
right for y You are to have the wish
of your he You are to go out of this
snug little nest into the cold world. You |

are glad to go.
the world will treat you well

“Yes, Tom, it will, it will. ( I am so
ited I can scarcely speak calmly. I can
scarcely thank you, dear Tom, but my
henrt full of thanks. You do not
know what it would have been to me had
this wish of mine come to nothing. I think

Oh, Sally, Saliy, I hope

feels

I should have gone about with a br n
heart Don't laugh, Tom; girls’ hearts
can he broken when the wish which lies
nearest to them is denled.”

“When the wish which lles nearest to
them,” repeated Ross, In a sad voice; “and
is this your very, very dearegt wish,

Sally 7

He looked at her anxiously. His honest
blue eyes gazed siralght to hers. She
returned n and full
Then som 1 they
full s her he
and gave i away,and a

“Tom,"”
and best
have my
learn all

world: but I t
g0 to college and
iich m

1ke women

sirong A &S
w 1 are P 1
woman's ins
and 1 w » be a
dollL.”
“Oh, you were never that,” he answer.
ed A sigh which he could not prevent es-
aped hin Soon af rd )k his
leave
I'hat evening Mr. Erskine called Sally to
him, and sald a few words t r
I & 2t AP} v f your s 2,” he
sa'd * Ly your wi! s. Cir-
1star to def X .
an go t =e,
nto « €@
is I t :
r It fa
al 8 {¢
Ly father sa!d this
she was in no mood just now to think
. The money wou'd be forth-

In Oct

then,

coming: her wish was granted o~
ber sha oould go to Newnham, and
she had a

hey, presto! the world before
her. Never was a ¢ appler than this
one during the next few wecks
nsulted Ross about ea step In
) Should she go for
‘ r s ? she ike up
1 s o Aern
h and 80 wel
—— r native
every
w.ce her e 3
% B .
v "

=g
K n
¢ s W X i
ex 1 1
P €
st w b
CiiAl 1
- 1’4 alie
. N -
Anne < s
A and ia
’
8 ade .
r s 1
>
© s
¢ .
1 iy b A - >
R oes - ' %
- of < ! was
2 . 2
tha a

business, promised to call upon us, but he
has not vet done so., I know that Sally
and I inherit £1.00 apwecesa from our
mother. but—— What's the matter, Tom?
How white you look!”

“Hurrah. hurrah!” shouted a boyish
voice. *“Is that you. Anne, croning away
as usual? Obh. and Tom Ross is with you,
of course. Why, Tom, you're looking
pasty. George and 1 have had such a race
over the moors. We metl the postman,
and he gave us a letter. IUs for Sally; it's
her scholarship, 1 exvect. The Minerva
Magazine iz written across the flap of the
Lucky Sally, say 1! Wouldn't
George and I ilke to have a dip into that

£3. What is it Ross? Vaat do you
want?”

Give me that letter,” sald Ross.

He took it of the bLoy's unwilling

out
<ing him by the shoulders,
ly out of the room.

sald Ross, coming up

! bargain.

“Tom, Tom.,” the ealled, in a shrill, wid
tone.
He turned at once. 8h

seemed =0

L | s one's
brain. PBut I don’t care far an 5
world now, excepl—exceyt 3
you must have me; you mu
‘“Ts s

that true

my tul

“Of course
thing on earth.’
“Well, then, lock here: we'll
I'd hate to h

it's the very truest

re 2 doll for a
wife,
bra i Suppose you go
October for my sake;

pass your exar
afterward, Sal

to Newnham

what !s the matter?

-
e —

make a |

I adore clever women with heaps of |

Ross stopped a P for Sally's arms |
{ were Bung tightly round his neck, her |
head rested on his shoulder and he felt

{ her warm tears.

“I am tha happiest girl in the world,™
she whispered; “but it isn't
3 have won this"—she threw her unopened
letter on the grass—"but because of yo

now because |

because you love me, and I love you with |

my whole heart."—Chambers’ Journal

BOOKS PEOPLE LIKE TO READ.

| Popular Tastes as Shown by Appliea-

tion at a Publiec Library.
Philadelphia Times.

On July 20. %1 volumes were loaned from
the free library en Chestnut street, 50
more than were distributed from any other
library in the city.
increased to 23,287,
culation thus far in August was when %0
t ssued from the desk. The in-

books were

creasing popularity of suburban summer

| life, and the easy accessibilily -of the free
3

library by rail and trolley has favored it

In July the circulation |
The largest daily cir- |

continued suooort during the hot weather. |

No small proportion of the 15,670 regular
readers are to bhe found among the sum-
mer idlers populating rural plazzas and
ensconced under the friendly
some verdant lawn.

To an
thou s of readers, would be interesting
if difficult. Several armfuls of books
gathered indiscriminately from the number
&4 1ed to the free library turned their
titles. acld and red. blue and brown, in-

maple ¢n

yze the diversified tastes of these

| vitingly upward, a day or two ago. Tucked |

| showed a sh

h ung gzirl and speaking eagerly, “if
you like, I'll give this lelter to Sally. 1
expect Charlie is right, and that there is
a check in it. If so, it will give me just
the opportunity I want. Can't you send |
her dowa to me here? or, better still, send
Ler into the garden, where 1 can meetl
LT

low white you look, Tom! and your
hand trembles.”

“You know, Anne,

But I can't speak of it even to you

A greatl excitement was over him; he was
shaken out of hl!s habilual calm.

CHAPTER IIL

departed, and Tom went out into

| of the "Tr

he evening was lovely, and the last rays |
of the gloricus sunset were fading from

the sky, when Sally, dishevelled in appear-
ance, red rims around her eyes, and her
bright hair pushed untidily back from her
forehead, came oul into the garden,
She, too, was in black, but her mourning

partook of the disordered state of her |

mind. It was not trim and neat like
Anne's, but was put on carelessly; Her
black dress d!d not become Sally. She

needed light and soft draperies (o sel off
her peculiar bright
The girl wha advanced timidly now to

beauly

meet Tom Ross looked something like a |

licate flower broken at the roots. She
1d her garden hat on oue arm, her sicps
were very slow,
“See what 1've got for you, Bally,” sald

He came towards her,

letter. Shg looke at it w
fer . He turned the
£h the words Miner
Wi » across the flap.
: s schlarship money ty, e
s 1 war it,
elp towards your
going,” she sa
tu iite as de N
T t's very, very cru you t

ou had some ea of
I ' osa “l a
~ it ) t A
e Wi t
¥y “ t
f W

Ko~ ad <
want ¢ . e e e A = ard we?
shé must Keed 1hal Dale! Batefal oy, |
As to Newnham, the thougly ¢ & N i
teriure~n hep pressnl :

{ wanions on the se
what all this means o)

in t!
nea

y bound and quite new,

e corner was the “Sign of the Four,” |
Anything of |

Conan Doyle's is In demand at present, es- |

es. If the detective
ts are sure to ask

b & ping a few books, Victor
| H y-Three” and “The Toilers
of the Sea. There were several well-
tl wbed copies of Henty, Castleman, and

Alger, who still know no rivals in healthy
boyish literature. *“Little Woman,"” that
dearest and best of Louisa M. Alcott's
books, did not happen to be among the
num! but the *Old-Fashioned Girl"
ning face near the “Fireli

er,

ht

Stor ' of Louise Chandler Moulton and
A Terrible Temntation' of Charies Reade,
Pansv's vooular Sunday school book,

“The Pocket Measure,” was cheek by Jowl
with Ouida’'s “Under Two Flags." Susan
Blow's “Symbolic Education,” several of |
Abbott's histories, Muhlbach's “‘Moham-
med Ali,”’” Guiz. t's “History of Frar a
vol of Reclus’ “Oceanica,” and “In-
nocents Abroad.” were the closest of com=-

‘ond row.

.re are thirty-one copies of “Trilby"
library, but none of them are ever
1 almost every one is in “reserve.”
of all much-talked-of books.
jous to read a popular book
names and secure the work
is returned. In the height
* furore there were as many
eventy names on the list of

a8 BixXty or s
“reserved.”
Just now there is a run on “The Manx-
man.” which among the patrons of the free
library outvies “The Deemster."” “Mar-

{s another book constantly In de-

1 wonders what hgs become
of the “Ellesmere” fad. *“Ben Hur” never
wants for popularity. Everything of
Richard Harding Davis’ Is sought for,;
so with Marion Crawford, Rudyard Kip-
ling, Howells and Barrie. Kate Douglass
Wigging' pretty little stories, “The Cat :
dral Courtship” and “Timothy’s Quest/’
e to speak to charmed circles.
to what the publlic will

e Aas
is not always safe. Foy Instance,
, are three coples of “Degeneration’

a Every one of Max Nor-
ulky octavo is “out,” and there are,
¢t readers waliting thelr turn for
i The “Leather Stocking Tales”
and Dickens, Thack-

of almost ev-

ok
ue to be reac

gh part

f the “two book"

"he introd

reducing

resulted In

fictior
worke

the man-
of putting
and at the

S

d admirably,
n the plan
iSSP sal
ne time ur r public pr
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MILTON AND GLADSTONE.

tection.

This is Milton's rend g of Horace,
Book 1., Ode v. (Qui is Puer):
What slender youth, bedewed with liquid
Courts thee on roses in some pleasant

b 1 1«'t thou

I ? T inds ho

| hs 1 uir
¥ A ss? ( ft shall he
o wnd changed gods mplain, and

R i winds, and storms

1 re'

W red s, all gold,
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To w j i st fair! Me,

Pict he sacred wall declares to have
My dank and dropping weeds

To the stern god of sea.
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w
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are constantly asked |

that is, allowing each reader two
at a time, only one of which |

e system of open |

l

A CYCLE SFEQ 2
Tihe Sketch) ~~

THE GCEEAT PRIZE FIGHT,

(Fhid May. in Punck.)

i

{

Johnnie (mho finds that his box, £ 20, has Been appropriated by “the Pancy”): | oug

r pardon, but this is my box
Bill Bashford: Ok isit? Well, why don't you tike is

THT MARBELL HEART,
(Life),

|
|
|

| dress

——

‘Joy*s for the Jaded and Gool
o Health for all Mankind.

JOY'S VEGETABLE SARSAPARILLA.

ties throngh
nature’sown
properchane
nels, Joy's

drugs eor Vegetadla
deadiy pois- Sarsaparilla
en. Joy's cures Dys
YVegetabdle cepsia,
Rar<aparilla Bhronlc
robs the Constipae
blood of afl tion, lLiver
fts impuris ¢ om plaints
ties, and snd XNiianey
courses Affectinns,

these impurts

Joy's Vegetable
‘grl"hrllh

preveats tired feel-
10gs, staggering sen-
sations, palpitation
of heart, rush of
blood to the head,
dizzipess, ringing in

OIovYr INLIH0S 5 A0

ancholy,
tongue coated, feul
breath, pimples on
fmltbotly and limb,
declineofnerve foroe
diu{ spells, faint
spells, cold, eiammy
fees and hands, sour
risings, fatigue, dn-
aommn} and all dis-
eases of the stomach,
liver and kidneys.
Jov8 Vegetabi¢ Gare
sapari'iais so'd by all
druggists, Refuse a
substitute, When
pay for the best see
you get the best,

JOXYEFORTHE JADED

L0y S
Canadian
Pacific Ry.
e A N D

SO0O-PACIFIC.

THE SCENIC ROUTE OF
THE WORLD,

. \

THEADED

OBSERVATION CARS,

MAGNIFICENT SLEEPING AND
DINING CARS.

' Handsoms l'phalstcn;i Tourist Cass.

DAILY TO ST. PAUL
WEDNESDAYS TO BOSTON,
SUNDAYS TO TORONTO,
Without Change.

The World Renowned Empress Line of
BSteamers to China and Japan every fous
weeks. Australlan sieamers 16th of every
month.

For rates and other Information applp
GEO. Mcl. BROWN,
L.st. Pass. Agent, Vancouver, 8. G
Or to E. W. McGINNIS,
Freight and Pass.

0. R. & N. CO.

—~AND—

UNION,
PACIFIC

Pullman Palace Sleepers
Upholstered Tourist Sleapers
and Freo Reclining Chale Cura

PORTLAND TO CHICAGO,

Low Rates! Quick.Timel

eneral information call on or ade
e A C.MARTIN
N 1 Agent, 618 Feont BL, Seal
General AR Gr'W. H. HURLBURT,

| Qeneral Passenger Agent, 24 Washingtos

street, Portland, Oregon.
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the Generative Organs,
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