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For the Bluet. 

It doesn't pay to frown when you're 
biue; 

: You'd better exeriae a bit and fill 
your lungs with air; 

Jkm't sit down and mope or grumble; 
Jf you do 

Jken may pity, but they'll leave you 
sitting there. 

.When the world has been unkind, 
when life's troubles cloud your 
mind, 

g I>on't sit down and frown, and sigh, 
& and moan and mope! 
Take a walk along the square, till 

your lungs witli fresli air— 
. Then go whistling back to work, 

and smile again and hope. 
—Cleveland Leader. 
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"An Indiati girl, a leal Indian girl!' 
exciaimed Helena Dickson, with a lit
tle scream. "Dear inc! 1 never ex
pected to see anything like this even 
in the Far West." _ 

s It was a spacious, roomy kitchen, 
furnished wi'.h au odd intermingling 
of luxury, privation and makeshift. 
At one end a large fire of walnut and 
pine logs reared up the great, caver
nous chimney; at the other, two or 
t'iirse girls sat round a tab.e; while 
Ralph Davenanl, the farmer, lay fast 
asleep on the chintz-cushioned lounge, 
lulled by the continuous rusuing sound 
of the gr at western river that bound
ed one extremity of his domains. 

Guy Davenanl sat near the girls— 
a tall, splendidly molded young Apollo 
of t'ae forest, with shady, hazel eyes, 
and 'hair curling in black, silky rings 
all over his head. He looked up 
quickly as Miss Dickson spoke. 

"Agnes Oscawanda?" he exclaimed. 
• "You say she's in the outer kitchen? 

Why don't the women tell her to come 
In?" 

"Guy!" reproved his sister. "An 
Indian interpreter's daughter!" 

"Helena ought to see 1ier," urged 
° r~(jUy. "She's as beautiful as a statue." 
J" "But she is old Oscawanda's daugli-

•Viii-.ter, and she lives down by the fails." 
"What then? Sue is as Intelligent 

and cultivated as nine out of ten of 
,;the girls aiound here. Call her in, I 

: • say, or I'll go out there myself." 
Julia Davenant rose with a curl to 

i her lip, and opening the kitchen door, 
- beckoned haughtily to a tall, slight 
' figure standing by the Are beyond, 

"Come in, Agnes," cheerily called 
out Guy, as if determined to atone for 

y his sister's evident lack of courtesy, 
"'jP$BBd A*ne» Oscawanda entered, mov-

ing with the slow, willowy grace of a 
' ̂ ^bendiag reed. 
•I&P She was dark, but not darker than 

many a brunette of unblemished Sax-
iSJfepn lineage, with velvety soft eyes, 

" raven black hair, looped in heavy 
^braids at the back of her bead, and a 
'delicate, oval face, with features 

W, : straight and pure as the outlines of 
" a Greek model. Her dress was of 

some dark worsted stuff, with a scar
let shawl folded across her shoulders, 

_.._>ndja silken .scarf _waB twisted about 
her hair? "Wie hung her head with evi
dent embarrassment at Helena Dick
son^ bold stare. 

"I only came to bring Mr. Davenant 
, the baskets he ordered of my father," 

i she said, in a low voice. 
"But sit down and rest a few min-

f \>es," said Guy. "You have walked a 
'^ v Ions distance." 

'• Agnes Oscawanda hesitated. Had 
^ '"< Guy Devanant's sisters confirmed the 
- request, she would have gladly rest-

~ 1 fd a little. But Julia and Clara sew
ed on, without looking up, and Hel-

sjivijena's supercilious glance called the 
red blood to her dark cheek. 

"No," irtie said, quietly. "I must 
go." 

"Then I will walk a part of the way 
with you," said Guy, jumping up for 
his hat. 

"I don't think Agnes nas accustom
ed herself to an escort through tne 
woods," said Julia, rudely. 

"Indeed, I am not afraid," said the 
interpreter's daughter. 

- "Afraid! It isn't a question of 
JjT , fear," said Guy. "It's a lovely star
s' light night, and 1 would like the 
£,V, .walk " 

1' The three girls eyed eacn other as 
^ the door closed' behind the Indian girl 
toys and her companion. 
if "Very polite to rush off and leave 
SpkiHelena in that sort of way," said 

Clara, "the first nig;it of her visit 
~here " 

j ' "Oh, I don't care," said Helena, gig
gling. "A mere matter of taste, I'm 
sure " 

"It's Just like Guy,' said Julia. 
"Agnes Oscawanda Is well enough, I 

vs,,: dare say, but she is only an Indian 
( ", girl, and it is foolish to get her into 
•J 1 t'he notion of expecting the same at

tentions that we receive." 
fc ; • Meanwhile «ir. Guy was walking 

* along the dreary forest paths with the 
' _ beautiful joung daughter of the In-

dian interpreter. 
"Not that I care for Agnes, though 

she is pretty enough to turn any 
man's head," thought the willful 
young man, "but I'll teach those girls 

f >,• to treat her a little more civilly 
What right have they to bully and 
insult her? I won't have it." 

And so, although Miss Dickson had 
been invited to make a visit to the 

^r >y,L Western wildernesses, specially to 
carry out a darling »~sign of Clara 

"and Julia Davenant, that "a match" 
should be struck up—or, perhaps, "ig
nited" would be the proper term—be
tween her and their brother Guy, the 
young gentleman persisted In treat
ing her with nothing more than the 

• : regulation civllty. 
sj i. 'It's too mean!" said Clara, pout

ing 
"When Helena 'has such a nice lit

tle properly of her own, too," added 
Julia. 

And Helena, herself, who was get-
> ting into the sere and yellow leaf of 

maidenhood, curled her hair, and an
ointed her cheeks with "rose-bloom" 

; - more vigorously than ever, for Guy 
Davenant was a husband well worth 
the angling for. 

• • » • * • 

"But you'll ask Agnes Oscawanda to 
., your picnic party, girls?" 

' Indeed, we shall not!' Julia Daven
ant answered, with a toss of her 
haughty head. 'An Indian girl! 
What would people say?" 

"Then I shant come to it!" said 
'* Guy, Independently. 

'.is.; Julia burst into tears. 
-i-ji-:.: "Guy, you are too hateful for any-

thing! And Helena thinks so much 
\ of the picnic." 

' 'Not enough, it seems, to treat a 
SiO-'s harmless, pretty girl with ordinary 

d.ency," said Guy, angrily. "She 
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passed Agnes yesterday in the road 
without even speaking to Iter." 

"Do you expect us to receive 4ier on 
an equality with ourselves?" 

"I do not know why you should 
not," was the brusque reply. 

"I believe Agnes Oscawanda has 
bewitched you with some of her 
father's outlandish Indian charms," 
flashed out Julia. 

"Perhaps she has," said Guy, laugh
ing. "Her father's or her own." : /.; 

"Guy, it is no jesting matter."-
"Did I say it was.i'Miss Spitfiref Do 

leave me in pcace a little while now." 
"But Helena wants you to go with 

her to gather flowers and auiurnn 
leaves." 

"I sball do nothing of the sort," 
said Guy; and he adiiered resolutely 
<0 his resolution. 

The day of the (much-anticipated 
picnic came; font Guy, instead of 
escorting Miss Dickson down to the 
slope of velvet grass, shaded by su
perb forest trees, which had been se
eded as the site of the merry mak
ing, took his gun an J started off inte 
the woods. 

"I won't be deafened by tlie cackl* 
of t«ese girls," quoth he to himself. 

* * * * * *  
"Dead! Oh, father, he Is not dead?" 
Old Oscawanda, the swart-browed 

Indian interpreter, listened with his 
ear against the stalwart chest of the 
fallen luin'er, who la/ among the yel-
;ow autumn leaves, where Agnes had 
found him, bathed in his own blood, 
flier; had been some imperfection in 
4he lock of the new rifle—what or 
where no one evr»r knew, hut it was 
blown to pi?ce6, %nd Guy Davenant 
lay like a dead man beside it. 

They carried him to the little cabin 
beside the rushing falls of the Metar-
casa, and laid him on the rude couch 
of the old Indian, and then he strug
gled his way back again to life. 

"Who bound up these wounds?" he 
asked, wirh a slight shudder, as he 
glanced downward at 'bandages and 
wrappings, and began to comprehend 
the full extent of the pern from which 
he had so miraculously escaped. 

"I did," Agnes Oscawanda answer
ed. 

"You!" His eyes rested admiringly 
on her calm, beautiful face. "There 
isn't one woman in a thousand who 
wouul have had such pluck as that. 
1 should like to have Helena Dickson 
see blood without fainting away, and 
as for Clara and Julia—ponh!" 

"Just their maneuvering!" said 
Julia, when she Ifad sobbed and 
shrieked away her first terror at the 
frightful ii€ws cf the accident that 
had happened to her brother. "Of 
course Agnes and her scheming old 
father expect to make a profitable 
speculation out of it. Why couldn't 
they .lust as well have brought you 
home?" 

"They might have done so," said 
Guy, calmly, "but a corpse would have 
been all that was borne across the 
threshold. Oscawanda and his daugh
ter have saved my life, and I shall 
never cease to be grateful to them for 
what they liave done." 

"But," lisped Helena, "mayn't we 
come down and nurae you, dear Mr. 
Guy? I am sure it would be a pleas
ure, and these good people, although 
well meaning, I dare say, cannot un
derstand the refinements au invalid 
so much needs." 

"Your kindness is quite unneces
sary," said Guy, coldly. "1 have every 
care and attention here." 

"The bold, sly thing!" said Clara, 
biting her Up us the three girls walk
ed homeward again. "I saw her eyes 
flash triumph when he spoke." 

Helena Dickson, however, resolved 
not to give up the battle at this early 
stage of affairs. She determined to 
prolong her visit into the winter 
months. 

"Perhaps Guy will go home with 
me, when he recovers sufficiently," 
she thought; "and in that case I can 
easily bring him to the mark." 

! For Helena had unbounded confi-
• dence in her own charms and powers 
: of persuasion. 
! it was a bright, frosty afternoon in 
! late November when Guy Davenant 

walked up to the door of the farm
house, leaning on Ihe Indian girl's 
arm. Julia rose to welcome him 
home. 

j "1 will help him into the house 
now," coldly staring the beautiful 
young girl in the fac^ "You need not 

I trouble yourself any further, Agnes 
Oscawanda. 

| "Stop," said Guy, sternly, as his 
sister would have motioned his sup-

! porter away. "She has the best and 
only right to be at my side now." 

| "Guy! What do you mean?" gasp
ed Julia, scarcely ubderstanding what 
significance his words were intended 

, to convey. 
| "I married her this morning," he 

said, with quiet, exultant pride. "As 
my wifs, she is your equal—in all else. 
Infinitely your superior. Agnes, my 
pearl of tue forest, welcome, a thou
sand times, to your new home." 

And, with a sinking heart, Helena 
Dickson saw Agnes Oscawanda, the 
Indian interpreter's daughter, elevat
ed to the position she had so vainly 
tried to occupy. 

Truly, "Woman proposes, but Cupid 
disposes." The Miss Davenants had 
outwitted themselves, after all.—New 
York Weekly. 
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Titles of Naval Staff Officers. 
Civil Engineer Peter C. Asserson, 

U. S. N., was retired from active ser» 
vice with the rank of Rear Admiral 
and the corresponding pay; but when 
he used the title of "Rear Admiral" 
upon his visiting cards a line officer 
of simitar grade protested to the Navy 
Department that Mr. Asserson, being 
a staff officer, was unauthorized to 

a title that "belonged only to offi« 
cers of the navy empowered to act
ually command ships and squadrons." 

The Secretary of the Navy, by direct
ing Mr. Asserson not to use the title 
of Rear Admiral, either in official or 
personal correspondence, practically 
supports the contention of the line 
officer. 

It is said that an effort is to be made 
in the next Congress to correct this 
anomaly by authorizing the staff offi
cer to assume the corresponding line 
title. Could not the problem be solv
ed by soms appropriate affix to the 
more familiar and more generally hon
ored title—as Engineer Rear Admiral, 
Surgeon Rear Admiral, Pay Rear Ad
miral? There is already a precedent 
for such action in the case of the 
army, wliere we now have S1'rg(op 
General, Paymaster Ueneral and Quar
termaster General. Some such law 
authorizing the use oil all occasions 
ot a distinctive and sufllclentlv honor
able title would remove much friction. 
—Engineering News. 

WHY THE HUSBAND SHOULD RULE. 
Br iref«n oiatteid. 

There is a strong tendency in the present day 
among women who call themselves "advanced" 
to protest against a man's authority In his own 
household. Women, they say, are fully equal to 
men lu common sense, judgment, and, when the 
opportunity is afforded for its exercise, in execu
tive ability To this question there is but one 
answer—vie.; every government requires a nom
inal head, and custom and tradition, as well as 

the fact that It Is the duty of the man to provide for his 
family, as his superior physical strength enables him to do. 
as a rule, asslgu hiiu that place In his household. Well 
regulated couples never quarrel over this. 

Much pernicious nonsense Is talked, often by people 
who ought to know better, about men being "masters in 
their own houses," of wives who "do not dare to call their 
souls their own." Not long since a woman's paper, which 
counts its circulation by tens of thousands, published a 
story of a wife whose husband bought her clothes, did the 
family marketing, etc.; a woman who, when, like a worm, 
she turned at Inst, told her oppressor that she Intended 
to leave him because she never had 2 cents wherewith to 
buy a postage stamp. "Can such things be?" On the 
other hand, much pocr wit has been leveled at the house
hold in which "the gray mare is the bettor horse." Possi
bly the home, where the wife rules and the husband sub
mits to her sway for the wake of peace and quietness, may 
be a little less miserable than the one where the husband 
Is a tyrant and the wife a spiritless slave; since women 
are usnaljy pleasant when they have their own way, and 
It is the mistress of the bouse who makes it a home. There 
can be no peace where there is contention, and happiness 
can exist only where there is the perfect love which casteth 
out fear, and which implies pcrfect equality: where each Is 
anxious to please the other, and their wills never come Into 
conflict. 

The hand of steel in a glove of softest velvet is the 
Ideal thing; strength behind, but all softness and gentle
ness to the front. There are some with whom it Is all steel 
tnd no velvet; which may compel submission, but does not 
make it willing; that a willing obedience is many times 
over worth that which Is paid ns a hated tax is n secret 
of good governuieut which It behooves every master of a 
household to learn ere he takes the reins. 

Tea Growing in Jamaica. 
Tea culture has Iwiomt? one of the 

staple industries1 of the island of Ja
maica, and the output compare* favor 
ibly with the Ceylon and China pro
duct, it is said. 

Not ono girl in 10,000 has a dimple 
in her chin. 

IDEAL AND REAL LOVE. 
By Hrn. Desmond Humphreys. 

Most women set out in life with an ideal of 
manhood, knowing little of the nature of a man. 
A girl's love is only too often a romantic longing 
for the Impossible: n desire for impassioned 
adoration, sui'h as she has read of in books— 
smcli ns few men are capable of giving; the rea
son being that while the girl is going through an 
Initial stage of comprehension, the man hnn long 
passed It. He knows a great deal more about her 

than she knows about him. and while she regards marriage 
as a revel of exartlons and petty tyrannies be begins to 
assert himself after the flrst captivity of courtship. A 
love founded on mutual sympathy and appreciation Is the 
only love that can stand the severe tests of time, of hu
man Infirmities, and human weakness. 

To Idealize the lover is often a girl's mistaken method 
•f Idealizing love. Bnt there is a wide gulf between the 
feeling and the author or Insplrer of that feeling. He 
may be, and often Is. the reverse of the Ideal. But she 
Insists on imagined perfections Instead of testing the actual 
food qualities he may possess. Then conies the Inevitable 
disillusion; the discovery of the feet of clay, and the 
broken reed, and all the other sadly sentimental reproaches 
heaped by women on their fallen Idols. 

Marriage may be the institution of reason and neces
sity. But love Is a demand. And considering It as snch 
the wonder Is that the demand Is so lightly answered, so 
readily assured. The call of heart to heart, of kindred 
»oul to kindred soul is no light thing. On the contrary, It 

is serious, nolemn, and often—tragic. It teems a Strang* 
thing that out of a world of millions one Individual Is pos
itively confident that his or her life choice Is the one per
fectly suitable, sympathetic, and eternal. 

TOUGH HIDE ESSENTIAL TO BUSINESS SUCCESS. 
Br JoHn A. KOWLAKO. 

The man who can stand criticism unmoved 
is the man who cannot be interfered with, 
swerved aside from bis purpose, and the idea of 
success Implies this inarching straight forward 
toward a definite end. You believe you hare the 
ability to gain the object of your ambition; don't 
shrink and waver then because ot the criticism 
and disparaging attitude of others. Ignore stric
tures on yourself and your methods; hold to your 

faith in yourself and march on. Consider the motto of the 
soldier: I care nothing for wounds; 1 care only to defeat 
the enemy." Tills man who marches on regardless of what 
everybody thinks of him may be little or he may be great. 
That depends on what there Is Inside his thick envelop— 
bralus or sawdust. But whether he comes out well or ill 
the result will be something definite, clear cut. Whether 
he make a success or failure he will learn something from 
the result 

Keep your eyes fixed unwaveringly upon the mark you 
have set yourself, without taking too much heed of criti
cism upon your efforts. Remember that 110 man of force 
and distinction ever yet failed to make some enemies and 
to be stung by bitter criticisms. Only be sure you are right 
and don't worry about what people think of you. If you 
are too sensitive to the other innn's opinion, you may meet 
the fate of the man who, from riding the ass, commanded 
his son to help him carry the beast, because somebody told 
him that was the right tiling to do. The man who tries 
to plense everybody, pleases nobody, and becomes a fool 
for his pains. 

RESPECT THAT IS DUE TO THE LAW. 
By Frot. Oliver A. Barter. 

As a branch of social science law has been 
a most potent factor In promoting human wel
fare. For eight centuries of continuous growth 
the snges of the bench and wise legislators, with 
keen conception of private right and distributive 
Justice, have given the best of their lives to Its 
construction. And yet there are well meaning 
people who profess a contempt for the law, and, 
on an occasional miscarriage of Justice In its ad

ministration, are quick to denounce It as utterly Inadequate 
to efTectuate justice between man and man. They lose 
sight of the fact that we live in security of rights of person 
and property because there is law; that because of its sta
ble and beneficent principles and a general belief that when 
violated those principles will be vindicated we are per
mitted to enjoy the fruits of our labors. 

There Is another class of people who profess to recog
nize the rules of law as right and proper, but who con
sciously violate them. The violations are usually those 
which afTect property rights. They are prompted by per
sonal greed. Unlawful combinations for the purpose of de
stroying competition, unlicensed encroachments npon the 
property of others, reckless and extravagant management 
of corporate property for the purpose of lnvitlug mortgage 
foreclosures and securing tlie appointment of receivers, 
corrupt acts of boards of directors under the dictation of 
large stockholders for the purpose of squeezing out small 
holders are violations of frequent occurrence in this day 
of strenuous commercialism. These men do not belong to 
what Is popularly designated as the criminal class, but, 
excepting violence and Intimidation, their acts are about as 
reprehensible as those of the footpad. 

In times of peace the ordinary citizen, not the lawyer, 
nor the officer of the law—whose sworn duty it Is to stand 
for the law and Its execution—but the business man and 
laborer can furnish no higher proof of patriotism nor do 
more for the advancement and happiness of humanity than 
by teaching, by precept and example, high respect for the 
law and the means by which It may be vindicated. 

,THE GIRL OF I90S. 

Bite Wtear* Wide Bklrts and I* Called 
the "Gold Field Girl." 

"Looks like a 49er," said an old fel
low from the coast. 

"An1 she is a 4J)er," said another. 
And a 49er she certainly Is. The 

girl of lOOTi who stepped across the 
threshold of the New Year, all blush-
lugly, brought to the mind, not the 
days of 1830, nor tlie duys of 1860. 
She Is not un empire girl, not a girl of 
the Victorian ern. not n girl of the 

THE GIRL OF 11)05. 

1880 days, but a "^Der," true and un
mistakable. 

The girl of HKK5 wears round skirts, 
all rufllcd and made to stund out. She 
will carry a reticule. And her orna
ment will be a little fan. Upon her 
hands there will be long black gloves, 
aud sbo will wear a poke bonnet aud 
the sweet smile which goes with every 
poke. 

The girl of 1005 does not look at all 
like the girl of a year ago. Never was 
there so radical a change wrought in 
an Individual in one year. She has 
stepped out of her clinging skirts into 
full ones, and she has thrown aside 
her picture hat for another one still 
more picturesque. I/er clothes are all 
picture clothes, and she will be fash
ionable like a doll and destined to do 
nothiug more useful than to look 
pretty. 

In 1849 }*ellow was the color. And 
the new girl of 1005 wears yellow a 
great deal, gold and ivory and yellow 
colored lace. She is called "the gold 
field girl." 

A BRUTAL EXHIBITION. 

Columbia College Students Engage In 
u Fierce Encounter. 

Klngdou Gould, son of George 
Gould, enrolled as a student In Colum
bia University, New York City, has 
avoided tlie freslimuu 8 experience of 
hazing. The sophomores attempted to 
kidnap him and take him to their ban
quet, which the victim is not permit
ted to enjoy, for only empty plates are 
sened him, and later he was t® be 
subjected to rough treatment. Yr^jng 
Gould was pursued by sophomores 
and ran to oue of the chapter houses 
of the university. Overtaken by his 
pursuers lie whipped out a revolver 
and threatened to Bboot if hand* were 
laid upon him. Then backing his way 
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NEW INTERNAL COMBINATION LOCOMOTIVE. 

The Southern Pacific Railroad Company is experimenting with a loco
motive that is expected to revolutionize the transportation system of the 
world. It is literally a power bouse on wheels and is designed to cover 100 
miles In an hour. It is fireless, smokeless and waterless. Its builders claim 
that It is capable of haullug a 2,000 ton train from New York to San Fran
cisco without a stop. The locomotive 1b propelled by a combination of com
pressed air, fuel oil power and electricity. It has long been realized by engi
neers that the limit has been practically reached in the construction of steam 
locomotives, and It is believed by those best qualified to form an opinion that 
this new invention is destined to supersede all steam propelling devices, at 
least as applied to railway uses. 

Into the house with the upraised re
volver in hand he discharged it over 
the heads of his would-be captors; He 
gained the inside, barred entrance to 
the same, summoned police protection 
and with his father was taken home In 
a cab. 

Enraged at the failure to secure 
Gould the sophomores and the fresh
men classes met around the subway 
station at 10<tth street and for half an 
hour 300 men fought each other with 
fists and wrestled as well. It was o 
brutal scene. The police were power
less to quell tlie mob and those who 
did start In to Interfere were tossed 
around like pigmies In the hands of 
a giant. Finally they concluded to let 
the students fight It out themselves. 
Once the freshmen formed a flying 
wedge and rushed the sophomore ceu* 
ter and then the air was filled with 
flying logs and arms and whirling 
bodies. The rival classes fought In 
battalions, squads, companies and sin
gly. Two and three men would pick 
out a nice snowbank aud argue it out 
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there, lu the niajoritv of the cases dis
appearing beneath the snow. They 
fought for half a mile within the col
lege grounds and the street looked ns 
If struggling men were having a roll 
over and battle for their lives. All 
the glass In the siflnvny station was 
smashed where the quarrel began and 
torn clothing and hair In handfuls 
from the scalps of the fighters were 
scattered over the half mile of tlie 
ground contested. 

Are Blonde, to Disappear? 
The somewhat startling statement 

has been made that the blue-eyed, 
golden-haired, and ilght-complexlaned 
variety of the human race Is In the 
course of extinction, and that, within 
a few more generations, blondes are 
likely to become BO rare in tlie world's 
population that they may be looked 
upon as curiosities, somewhat as al
binos are to-day. The blonde type 
has been so often chosen by artist* 
and poets to represent their noblest 
conceptions of human beauty that no 
one can regard even the bare sugges
tion of Its extinction without dismay. 
Moreover, some of the world's great
est races anil many of its most mas
terful personalities have belonged to 
tills type, and its admirers have some
times gone so far as to aver that light 
complexions, and In particular light-
colored eyes, are the favored livery of 
the highest genius. 

•fills Is undoubtedly an extreme and 
untenable claim, yet it cannot be de
nied that history Bliows an extraor
dinary number of men nnd women of 
the first rank in all the higher fields 
of Intellect who possessed the charac
teristic marks of the blonde, and this 
not only In countries where the light 
type prevails, but also in lands like 
Italy, where the general complexlpfl of 
the population is dark.—Karrett I*. 
Serviss, In Success Magazine. 

FAMOUS INDIANA TRAGEDY. 

Jmmtm GlllMpl. Foand Oallty of th. 
Murder of HI. Btat.r. 

The conviction of James Gillespie, 
on the charge of murdering his sister, 
Miss Elizabeth Gillespie, In Rising 
Sun, Ind., on l>ec. 8, 1803, and bis sen
tence to life Imprisonment for th. 
crime, meets with the approval of all 
persons who are familiar with the de
tails of this tragedy which, at th. 
time of Its occurrence, awakened in
terest all over the United States. This 
was James Gillespie's second trial. A 
year ago he, with his alster, Mrs. Belle 
Seward, and Mr. and Mrs. Myron Bar
bour, were tried together for the mur
der and the Jury disagreed. When the 
case came Into court again, Gillespie 
demanded to be tried alone. His re
quest was granted aud after trial the 
Jury, after three hour.' deliberation, 
brought in a verdict of guilty. 

The circumstances surrounding the 
murder of Elizabeth Gillespie and th. 

( f  

JAMES OlI.r.ESPIR. 

social prominence In Indiana of all 
the actors in the tragedy, attracted 
widespread attention to the case. The 
Gillespie family was one of the oldest 
and proudest In Indiana. James Gil
lespie and his sister, Elizabeth, were 
twins. They were Inseparable as chil
dren and young people. The girl he
re me engaged at the age of 20, but on 
her brother's account broke the en
gagement. Though no word of trouble 
leaked out this beautiful society wo
man from that time grew In appear
ance from a young girl to an aged 
woman, her hair turning almost snowy 
white within a year. She never mar
ried nor did her brother, James. 

Elizabeth devoted herself to the care 
of her widowed mother and threw her
self heart and soul Into plans which 
afforded pleasure to others. She was 
a leader In the social world aud In 
church work. Then came trouble be
tween her and her brother, and a fam
ily feud was brought on which culmi-
luited In murder. James Gillespie left 
his mother's house and went to llv. 
with his other sister, Mrs. Belle Sew
ard, across the street Dr. William 
Gillespie had married a niece of Dr. 
Thad Ream.v, a noted Cincinnati phy
sician, and had moved to that city. 
His wife's sister married Myron Bar
bour, and they lived directly across 
the street from the Gillespie home 
stead, adjoining the Seward residence. 

On the evening of Dec. 8, 1903, Eliz
abeth Gillespie was preparing to re
ceive at her home the Women's Lit
erary Club, of Rising Sun. As she 
passed a window looking Into the 
street from her parlor the report of a 
gun rang out In the darkness and Miss 
Gillespie fell to the floor, blood stream
ing from a jagged wound in her bead. 
She died the day following. Suspicion 
at once fastened upon James Gillespie 
and he with the others named above 
were arrested and Indicted for mur
der. It was shown at the trial that 
Elizabeth Gillespie lived in mortal ter
ror of her brother. On the other hand, 
members of the family from all over 
the State, all of whom are wealthy, 
made a strong effort to save the fami
ly name and to free James Gillespie. 
Tlie two trials were bitterly contested 
and thousands of dollara were lavish
ed oil lawyers by the defense. The 
State, however, won. 

THEBES GLASS WOKKERS. 

The Home of Muaioal Flab. 
I,ake Battlcaloa, Ceylon, has the 

probably unique distinction of being 
the home of musical flsli. Tlie sounds 
emitted by these nr. said to be as 
sweet and melodious as those which 
would be produced by a series of Aeo
lian harps. Crossing- the lake In a 
boat one can plainly distinguish th*. 
pleasant sounds, it an oar is dipped 
In the wnter the melody becomes lead
er and more distinct. :• :: f: 

y 

While a man is using Ills fingers to 
measure drinks,, opportunities slip 
through them, 

tJys>r\u 

Work and l'lay. 
Whizzer—Every man ought Jo di

vide his time between work and p'sy. 
•losliem—Ics. Your friend TouiHer 
over there certainly does that. {Vfen 
he Isn't playing the races he Is wffi'k-
lng his friends.—Chicago News. 

The MmiL 
"How much will you give me foi a 

novel of 40,000 words?" 
"Let me see,' replied the editor. 

"You ought to get six months (or 
that!''—Atlanta Constitution. 

No, Cordelia, the railway tie is pot 
a four-in-hand. 

The High Art that Flourished Over 
Forty Centnriea A no. 

Tlie glassblmvers of ancient Thebes 
are known to have been equally as pro
ficient In that piu-tlciilar art as Is the 
most scientific i-iuftgiuau of the same 
trade of the pi-twent day, after a lapse 
of over forty centuries of so called 
"progress." They were well rcqualnt-
e>l with the art of staining glass and 
are known to have paoduced that com
modity In great profusion and perfec
tion. Itosselllnl gives tin illustration 
of a piece of stajned glass known to 
be 4,000 yeta* old which displayed ar
tistic taste of high order, both in tint 
unil design. 

lu this case llie color lb struck 
through the vitrified structure, aud he 
nientloiiH designs struck entirely lu 
pieces from a half to three-quarters of 
an inch thick, tliewolor being perfectly 
incorporated with the structure of the 
piece ami exactly the snn.e on both 
the obverse ami reverse Hides. 

The priests of r'lali at Memphis 
were adepts in tlae glassiunker's art, 
and not only did they have factories 
for manufacturing tlie common crystal 
variety, but they had learned the vitri
fying of the different colors and of Im
itating precious stones lo perfection. 
Their iniitatloiis of the amethyst and 
of tlie various other eolored gems were 
so true to nature that even now, after 
they have lain In llie desert, sands 
from 2.000 to 4.000 years, It takes an 
expert lo distinguish the genuine arti
cles from tlie spurious. It has been 
shown that, besides being experts lu 
glassinaklug aud coloring. They also 
used the diamond lu cutting and en
graving. In the British museum there 
U a beautiful piece of stained glass 
with ail engraved emblazonment of 
the monarch Thothmes III., who lived 
3,400 years ago. 

Babl.s and Boot*. 
Gypsies carry their babies in old 

shawls slung over their shoulders and 
tied about the waist. North American 
Indians carry their babies on the 
hacks ot squaws—cradle aud all. But 
the Eskimo women of I^abrador carry 
their babies lu their boots. These 
boots come up to the knee and are 
wide at the top, with a flap in front. 
In these the little brown babies llva 
and are happy. .. . . 

Future of the Indians. 
James Mooney, attached to th. 

Smithsonian bureau of ethnology, sees 
a hopeless future for the Indians, 
among whom he has spent th. greater 
portion of his life. He believes that 
it is practically Impossible to clvlllt. 
the Indian; that, having no ambition 
for Improvement or progress, they will 
continue in their present state, dying 
out In numbers till they become sim
ply roving bands. 

It Is bootless for a man to have an 
, aim In life unless be has the ammuul-

.1 Hon to back It up. . 

DADDY'S DARLING. 
She comes to me when I'm at work 

And rumples up my hair; 
She plays among the papers which 

I've just arranged with care; 
She chatters, too, yet, all the same, 

I love to have her there. ' '' 

She spoils my pens, upsets the iniC 
And make« a dreadful noise; 

The table that 1 wj^te up&n 
Is covered with her toys; |ggp 

Yet, all the same, she Is to me 
The greatest of my joys. 

She diows me all iter dollies-, too. 
And when she tumbles down, 

'Tis I who always comfort her^ 
And kiss away tne l'rown; 

Yet all the same, she is to me 
A queen without a crown. m  

'Tis sweet to hear her baby voice, 
That calls me by my name; 

She's such a little darling, how -
Can anybody blame? 

She la a teasing pet, but, still, ^ ' ~ 
I love her all the same. 

— New York Globe 'Ji'-Sig — 
ifefe JEAN'S WATERLOO. 

Jean and Donald were twins, al-
thugh Jean was a good deal larger. 
This was because she had always 
been healthy, while Donald had found 
It 1iard work to live, so many dangers 
had beset his path. Donald was wilt
ing to endure the pain that went with 
measles and chickenpox and diph
theria, but always to be defeated by 
Jean was too much fl>r hla spirit. 

Jean was a regular fly-up-the-creek, 
flitting from one thing to another— 
nefer apparently trying to do a thing, 
but in some remarkable manner al
ways succeeding. She had talked be
fore Donald was still lisping "Dada;" 
could read the newspaper while Don
ald was still struggling with "See the 
rat." 

In spite of Jean's cleverness, Don
ald and she were mpst loving to one 
another. When they wrote their 
Christmas letter to Santa Clans their 
lists were found to be exactly alike. 
Jean's was short and sweet. It read; 
"Dear Santa—Bring me everything 
just like Donald's, except a sled. One 
will do for both, for of course, we'll 
always coast together." 

Down in Jean's heart she felt that 
she would be flrst to master the "flex
ible Ayer," and visions of coasting 
down Simmon's hill steering Donald, 
rose before her self-satisfied eyes. 

Of course, banta Claus brought the 
"flexible flyer." In his mind, as in 
Jean's one seemed enough, for but 
one splendid sled gladdened the vis
ion of both children on Christmas 
morning. 

How hard It was to wait for the 
flrst snow, with a flexible flyer just 
aching to be tried. Luckily a splen
did snowfall did occur a few days aft
er Christmas, and Donald and Jean 
were wild with excitement. Mother 
could scarcely keep them still long 
enough to put on their warm wraps, 
ao eager were they to join their little 
friends in the delightful sport. What 
pleasure docs equal coasting anyway: 
When the air is bright and clear, the 
ground covered with crisp, sparkling 
snow, the sleds flying down a hill like 
birds—can any one help being happy? 

Jean took the lead, as usual, plac
ing Donald behind ber. She thought, 
of cours-?, she could steer the new 
sled. At first everything went all 
right, when, suddenly the sled whirl
ed around, and before Jean knew 
what had happened Donald and she 
wire buried in a snowdrift, while the 
sled was madly speeding down the 
hill by itself. Time and time again 
did Jean try to guide it, but with no 
better results. No matter how many 
things this young lady could do, she 
now had to face the unpleasant fact 
that she could not steer a "flexible 
flyer/' 

Donald pleaded to be allowed to try, 
but Jean would not even listen to 
such a thing. "If I can't do it, Donald 
Keith, bow in the world can you? 
Don't 1 always beat you at every
thing?" -

Donald admitted that she did, but 
timidly added: "No one can tell wliat 
he can do until he tries; I've never 
tried stealing a flexible flyer!" Jean 
had to agree that his reasoning w&s 
sound. Realizing that she was a fall-
lire, and at the same time that the 
coasting was getting better each mo
ment, Jean finally allowed the timid 
Donald to try his skill. Whether the 
instinct that makes boys boys came 
to Donald just at that moment or 
whether the fates thought it time for 
him to show that he was no longer 
going to be kept in the background 
by his clever sister, no one can tell, 
but down went the flyer in the most 
approved fashion, it never swerved 
from the path except as Donald's 
hand bade it. It obeyed him perfect
ly, and the sensation was so novel 
that the boy seemed beside himself 
with Joy. At flrst Jean refused to 
ride with liim, say In; tlie was not 
ready to be killed, but after Donald 
had made two or thlee successful 
trips the little girl's ugliness gave 
way, and she jumped on the sled back 
of Donald. The sensation of being 
beaten by h*n was at flrst unpleas
ant, but the sport was so delightful, 
the shouts of the children so cheering, 
that before Jean kn?w it she was 
laughln'g and shrieking as merrily as 
any of them. 

As for Donald, lie was happy be
yond words. When he told mother 
of his success she patted his curly 
head and looked as plaased as he did. 
Mother said it was good for all people 
to meet defeat once in a while, and 
to make her lesson clearer, (old Jean 
and Donald the atorv of Napoleon. 
How this general, after the great-
est successes the world had ever 
known, finally met his defeat on the 
battlefield of Waterloo. Donald liked 
the story very much. He declared he 
would name his new; sled Napoleon. 
Father agreed to paint this name on 
one side of the sled, but suggested 
that it would be a good Idea to paint 
Waterloo on the other. As he said 
this, he looked at Jean, who already 
had applied mother's story to herself. 
She was generous enough, however, 
to forget her own failure in steering 
tbe flyer, when Donald became the 

Napoleon of Simmon's bill. From 
this time onward no sled nor boy, no 
matter how 'big, could hope to win a 
race when Donald and Napoleon ap
peared upon ttie scene.—M. S. Handy 
in Indianapolis Wews. > 

§j|g MEADOW MfCE. 

We. can always tell when there ara 
meadow mice in a field by the little . 
foot-ipaths winding in and out among 
the grass roots. The paths are usual
ly rather lower than the surrounding 
grass, and are used chiefly at night, 
when the mice come out to feed upon 
wild bulbs, grass roots, berries and 
insects. The little rodents liave many 
enemies, owls perhaps being tbe 
worst of all. Domestic cats get a 
great many of these mice, and of 
course hawks capture a great many 
of those whicn venture forth in the 
daytime. The mice themselves are 
harmless creatures exefept pertiaps in 
very cold weather when they have 
been known to destroy fruit trees by 
gnawing the bark just above the Bnow 
line. They are gentle In disposition, 
and although I have picked up hun
dreds of them with my bare handB, 
they have seldom bitten me unless I 
happened to squeese them a little too 
hard. 

The best known representative of 
the American king- tailed mice Is un
questionably the while-footed, or deer, 
mouse. This Is one of the commonest 
as well as one of the most beautiful! 
of the four-footed animals In this 
country. Unlike the meadow mouse, 
it is a creature of the woodland, ana 
"wood mouse" is the name by whlcli 
It Is known in many places. Among 
the surest signs of Its presence are 
the empty shells of the hickory nuts, , 
which form a considerable part of Its 
food. These shells may always ha 
distinguished from those which have 
been opened by squirrels by the man
ner in whlh they have been cut. In 
nearly all cases it will be found that 
there are two holes in the shell— 
one in each of the two flat Bides—and 
very often one of these holes is larg
er than the other. When you flnd a 
shell opened In this way you may be 
sure that white-footed mice are near . 
by. Hunt for them in old stone heaps, 
decayed logs, holes In trees, and espe
cially in old birds' nests.—November 
Woman's Home Compfinion. 

DUMB CRAMBO. , ? 

Divide, the company into two equal 
parts, one-half leaving the room; the 
remaining players should tnen select 
a word, which will have to be guess 3d 
by those outside the door. When the 
word has been chosen—say, tor in
stance, the word "will"—the party 
outside the room are told that the 
wot'd they are to guess rhymes with 
"till." A consultation then taj^es 
place, and they may think that the 
word Is "ill." Tbo company then en
ter and begin to act the word "fll," 
but without Bpeaking a word. The 
audience, when they recognize the 
word that Is being performed, will Im
mediately hiss, and the actors then 
retire and think of another word. 

Thus the game goes on until the 
right word is hit upon, when the com
pany who have remained in the room 
clap their hands. The auaience then 
change places with tne actors. 

FOR THE LITTLE CHIMNEY 
SWEEP. 

Do you know why on all the old-
fashioned roofs (Dutch roofs) there 
were such funny little steps? These 
were not for ornament, as you may 
suppose, but were to epable the little 
sweeps to reach the chimneys. Un 
the 5ie->p, slanting roofs tills would 
have been impossible had It not been" 
for these attractive little steps. -

Driving to a Dane. 

"People out West think nothing of 
a drive of thirty or forty miles a day," 

! said J. W. Llewellyn, o'f Seattle, Wash. 
"I was born on a stock ranch of about 
2,000 acres, twenty-eight miles north 
of Seattle, and we used to drive in to 
the city nearly every day for mail 
and other things. We thougnt nothing 
of driving thirty or forty miles to a 
dance, enjoying ourselves until 2 or 3 
o'clock in the morning, and then drlv-

, ing home again, and we did not seem 
to be as tired as peop.e do nowadays: 

( when they dance till 12 o'clock and 
, then ride home a short'distance In a 
hack. 

j "I remember one experience I had in 
particular. 1 started out one night 

| to attend a dance forty miles away. 
' I had gone about half way when I 

had an accident and my rig broke 
down. After a deiay of over an hour " 
I managed to fix It up so that it would 
stand a good journey, and resumed 
my trip. 

"By the time I reached the ball the 
dance was over, but to my surprise 
I found a young woman sitting there 
on the from steps. Her escort had be
come 'sore' at her, as she said, and 
had gone home with another girl, and 
she was waiting for daylight in hopes 
some one would come along and she 
could get a ride home. Well, I wasn't 
particular when I reached home, so I 
took her In my buggy and drove sev
enty miles out of my way to take her 
home."—Milwaukee Sentinel. 

The Poor of Paris. 
Depression reigns in Paris owing to 

the poor men In society who have to 
make presents to the rich at the New 
Year. Says one unfortunate: "For 
two months after New Year's Day I 
hesitate to buy a pair, of gloves or 
take a cab when It rains. Cigars are 
forbidden luxuries, and at home I 

j smoke a pipe. Wnat has become ol 
my money? It has been spent on 
flowers and bon bons for t'he wealthy 
hostesses wnose invitations to dinner 

> my social position forces me to ac
cept. And they are not amusing, 

. those dinners! Observe that I am m-
| vited by these ladies solely because 

they know I shall have to send them 
presents; and when their salons look' 
like the sweetstuff shops or tbe flor
ist's, tbey have to give most of the ; 
things away and run the risk of let
ting the donor recognize bis gift in; 
another house!" Truly Parisian so-' 
clcty is very complex.—London Chron
icle. 
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