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down the carriage steps, Eleanor look-
ed about, longing, yet afraid to meet
the quizzical eyes of John Eversfield,
and her heart sank when she did not
see him. The pleasure she anticipated
turned to a dull ache and she twisted
her lace kerchlef between her fingers
as she leaned further forward hoping
to galn a glimpse of him,

Then pride came to her aid. He had
promised to be the first to meet her,
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In the attic Eleanor Brooke dived
fnto the old horse-hair trunk that had
once belonged to the great aunt after
whom she was named, She was look-
Ing for and hoping to find something
she could shape Into a dress for the
dance on the fourth. Whenever she
‘was at a loss for finery Aunt Eleanor's
trunk had been a veritable treasure
trove, but 8o often had the girl gone
through the contents she had small
bope of finding anything that would
be sultable for the party toward which
she was looking forward with more
than usual anticipation.

Aunt Bleanor's gowns were all of
the heaviest brocades, velvets and
satins, 8o stiff they would stand alone,
8he had never been stinted In money,
as her namesake frequently was, and
rich dresses, with here and there a
time stain, that had come from Lon-
don and were of a bygone style, had
faln for long In the horse-halr trunk
under the eaves untll young Fieanor
‘ene morning pulled It Into the lght.
With lttle lamations of pl e
she opened the carefully wrapped
packages and found herself heir to
much that was totally unsuited to her
youth and petite figure, even In a-day
when malds were gowned In costly
stuf?.

But when one loves dances and has
@aot the wherewithal to buy vanitles,
the fact that material Is unsuitable has
Nttle welght, and she always carried
the day against her mother's more
eertaln judgment of things fit and un-
Bt. But If her gowns were not always
what she should have worn, that fact
was lost In the pleasure one found in
looking at the animated face and the
absolute Joyousness of the girl herself.
For this little story is of a time when
xirls, young girls, were™not o sophis-
tieated as at the present day and thelr
pleasures, coming far apart, made them
all the more desirable, simple though
they usually were.

This dance had been heralded for
weeks. General Washington had sig-
nified his Intention to be present, paus-
Ing for a few hours In Upper Marl-
Borough dn his way to Annapolls, Nat-
wrally everyone was on the qul vive,
and Eleanor Brooke forthwith went
into the attic to mearch for a gown
Brave enough to do honor to the occa-
slon.

Bhe knew what she wanted and lov-
Ingly fingered the heavy brocade cov-
ered with pink roses and the under-
skirt of pink satin that had long been,
Ber utmost desire. And more daring
still was the wish to wear the gown
Just as it was, quaint In its looped-up

and watteau plait,

8he shook out the folds of satin and
Beld 1t against her helght. Tt was
loog, very long, for Great Aunt Elea-
wor had been a tall woman, But she
Bhad also been slight, and when later
her namesake stood in her own room
and twisted and turned before the mir-
ror to get a glimpse of her back, she
decided the only change needed was In

It was a lovely gown and she would
Bave been a very Indifterent girl If she
Bad not been thrilled by the vision that
peered half shyly at her from the gilt-
framed glass. It Was the first time her
face had impressed her and the dain-
tily-colored oval with its shining eyes,
framed in waving hair, made her won-
der If It really was herself. Her color
flamed at a deeper thought which she
tried to hide from her consclousness,
but it would obtrude, and at last she

' fmced it. “Would he like It.” Even to

Berself she hesitated to call his name.
For before all others she wished to
appear fair in his sight. She gave no
thought to other guests who would
eome from Georgetown, Alexandria,
Bealtimore and Annapolls on horseback
and In great coaches, drawn by four
Borses. Four horses were always used
wpon state occasions, and what more
Smportant event could there be than
ball, the first after the Declara-
of Independence? There had been
rain and the roads were deep,
the maids In and about Maribor
watched the clouds and prayed
south wind that would dry the
while the young men of the coun-
de the assembly reom brave with
and greenery.
with greatest Interest Eleanor
watched the clouds, for she
Hved a long way from Upper Marl-
Berough and was to stay with her

THUTHT

H

fhink the mud too deep to drive from
mear Muttapony Landing, and when-
ever that thought occurred there was a
#inking at her heart for fear she might
Tose the long-looked-for pleasure.

But the day of her expected visit
wose elear and bright, and with her
Borse-hair trunk strapped tight on the
vemble and Uncle Clem and Jake in
front, she set out with her mother for
“Croome.”

and she must not let this crowd of
cousins sense her disappointment.
With a light laugh that well covered
the ache at her heart, she accepted the
extended hand of Allan Bowle and de-
scended from the high carriage,

This was two days before the ball.

“Isn’t it too bad,” Ruth Worthington
whispered to her that night, as they
went up the stalrs together, “Cousin
John sent John, Jr., to Baltimore upon
affairs of importance. I think it a
shame. He might have walted until
after the ball. Although John told me
nothing but death would keep him
away, there is always the chance of
something happening. But even if he
does get back in time for the dance,
he will miss the good time we are hav-
Ing, and Cousin John was certainly
mean to choose this opportunity for
pressing business.”

Eleanor's heavy heart lightened af-
ter hearing this and she took her full
share of the gayety that filled every
minute of the day and evening. Al-
though no coquette, as were some of
the other pretty cousins, time did not
1le heavily upon her hands, Allan Bowie
saw to that, and Alec Worthington.
Both young men were bewitched, and
between them she was kept fully occu-
pled. The night of the dance, as she
descended the stairs, brave in her
Dolly Varden gown, no mald among
them all was loveller, and the two
gallants, beruffled, powdered and dress-
ed In the helght of fashionable attire,
all but came to blows in their effort to
win her favor, .

But mistress FEleanor minded not
that. She accepted thelr admiration
shyly, which was most becoming, but
underneath her pleasure was the hope
John Eversfield would also find her
good to look upon. Yet, when they
left the house, early on account of the
ronds, he had not come, and there was
a tiny misgiving lest he might not be
In time to see her In the wonderful
gown or to clalm the minuet he had
begged for.
Ruth pinched her as she wag about
to step Into the carriage, whispering,
as she handed her a small package:
“I wonder If yon can guess what this
18? John Eversfleld’s Tom brought it.
T'm dying of curlosity. Slip back Into
the house and open it before grand-
mother comes. There's time,” and
glving the girl a push, Rhth stepped
Into her place and gave back tit for
tat, as the two young men called for
an explanation of Eleanor's sudden dis-
appearance,
And [n her room the girl was looking
with fluctuating color upon a pearl-en-
circled minlature while she opened
with fingers that trembled the note
twisted about the slender golden chaln,
There was only a line, but it made of
life a beautiful thing*for it asked for
that which she was glad to give.
Over and over she read the single
line: “Dear, will you wear thig for my
sake?—John.” Then she slipped it
Into the hosom of her dress. With hes-
Itating fingers she clasped the chaln
about-her neck, but overcome by mod-
esty at so flaunting her lover's minia-
ture for curious eyes to look upon, she
hid it among the ruffies of her gown
and hastily ran down the stairs, a radi-
ant thing that took away one's breath,
after e was d d
before John Eversfleld appeared that
night, and when he came, one arm was
in a sling, “An accident,” he told them
lightly, as he made his way to Elea-
nor's side, where he stood so as to cut
her off from the view of others.
“Tom did not reach ‘Croome’ In
time?” he asked, leaning toward her.
“Yes,” she answered breathlessly, “I
wear It here.”
“But not before them all?”
The color came and went upon her
face. “I could not with you not pres-
ent. T had no courage.”
“And now?”
She drew the miniature from 4

YANKS BUY OUT
'SHIP’S CANTEEN

Britisher Tired Out by Americans
Who Purchase Everything
in Sight.

HAVE WEAKNESS FOR CANDY

One Soldier Spends $15 for Sweets and
Ginger Ale and Is Only Stopped

English Money.

London.—“Next for candy,” cried
the keeper of the ship's canteen. In
front of his booth is a long queue of
American soldiers, patiently awaiting
their turn to buy the sweets and sou-
venirs displayed on the counter and In
the showcases, It Is an Incident of
life of American soldlers on a trans-
port bound for France.

The canteen-keeper Is tired. Never
In his experience on British vessels
has he encountered such a rush of
business. He has sold his wares In
all the seven seas to people of many
nationalities, and if he were awarding
8 prize to the best customer it would
be bestowed promptly on the American
soldler.

“I say,” he exclaimed to the chief
steward after he had closed shop the
first day out, “what a sweet tooth
they have! At the rate they're buying
me there won't be a gumdrop left by
the time we get halfway across.”

Have Sweet Tooth,
“On some of the British transports
that are taking Uncle Sam’s troops to
France are as many as five canteens.

The demand for chocolates Is so
great that the supply, large though it
may have been, is quickly exhausted.
American chewing gum is next In pop-
ularity. After the home variety of
confections have been sold out, the
soldlers begin to experiment with Brit-
Ish sweets, of which toffee wins per-
haps the most favor. If American
“pop” could be had, it would be con-
sumed In large quantities. Failing that,
the troops drink Spanish ginger ale,
One soldier Is known to have spent

by Seasickness—Discover ~

$15 for candy and ginger ule. He prob-
ably would have spent more before the
ship reached port, but one day, greatly
to his astonishment, he became sea-
sick.

The canteen curlos, such as shells on
which are painted the American flag,
attract many buyers, and before the
trip Is ended almost every soldier’s kit
contalns ope or more of these treas-
ures.

On the British transports the barber
shop is advertised on the door as
“Halrdresser.,” As a rule this sign Is
not understood by the American look-
ing for a haircut or a shave. He
thinks It Is a place for women to have

POPULAR MEETING PLACE

their halr dressed, and he | it by.
When he confesses to his comrades
that he can't find the barber shop, he
is made the victlm of a good deal of
Joshing from those who have fathomed
the secret.

The soldlers who patronize the hair-
dresser find the experience rather
novel. It seems queer to be shaved In
an Immovable upright chair, and
queerer still, but extremely satisfac-
tory, to be charged half the price one
pays In a first-class American shop.

“Discover” English Money.

It 1s on the ship that many Ameri-
cans become acquainted for the first
time with English money., Aside from
a stray Canadian dime, they usually
have never seen British coins, and
when in exchange for an American bill
they are given strange-looking pleces
of silver and big disks of copper, they
register, in the language of the movies,
wide-eyed Interest.

“What are these stove llds for?”
asks an Towan of a Texan, puzzled and
showing some disdain for the big Eng-
lish pennies,

“You put 'em in a sock to bean a
Hun with, I reckon,” replies the South-
erner, hefting the coins. “Or, maybe,”
he adds, “we can use 'em to throw at
submarines.”

A sergeant steps up with Informa-
tion. “You use those things for tips,”
he volunteers. “They're worth two
cents aplece. That’s a good-sized tip
in London.”

“You fellows,” the sergeant goes on,

The canvas waterbags for cooling
water are the most popular meeting
places for soldiers in the many can-
tonments In America these hot days.

shielded from the sun by Its scant cov-
ering, the water Is kept surprisingly
cool.

reaching for the lowan’s coins, “bet-
ter get wise to thig English dough.”
He holds up a silver coin, *"You know
what that is?"

A crowd has gathered to hear the
lecture.

“That's a shilling,” says a voice.

“Shilling your grandmother. That's
a halfcrown, It's equal to two shillings
and a sixpence. You want to be care-
ful not to get it mixed up with one of
these two-shilling pleces that's nearly
the same size.”

“How much Is a shilling?” queries
the Texan.

“About two bits,” says the sergeant,
who hails from California, “It's equal
to two of these sixpences.”

He gives the coins back to thelr
owner and stalks off, followed by ad-
mlrlng‘oyes.

“Say,” observes the Iowan, “we got
a lot to learn. And when we get to

other kind of foolish money,”
“War certalnly Is hell,” says the
Texan,

THIEF HAD LOOT HOARDED

“Diamond Dick’s” Safe In London
Contained $5,000 Worth of
Valuables.

London.—Henry Jones, known to the
underworld as “Diamond Dick,” a no-
torious criminal, was arrested the oth-
er day on a charge of attempting to
pick pockets.

In his possession was a key which
fitted a safe in a large deposit vault.
The safe contained nearly $5,000 worth
of property and two wax Impressions
of keys, one belng the impression of
the master key of a large Plccadilly
hotel, where Jones had been staying
for nearly two years. .

His bank pass book showed $1,000 to
his credit. He was given three months
hard labor as a suspected person.

MISS KAISER HATES BILL,
80 COURT CHANGES NAME
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e  Los Angeles.—*“T just hate that §
¢ hateful old German kaiser and .
e you must change my name right o
o away." —
. So declared Miss Adelaide C. ¢
3 Kalser to Judge Charles W. Well- e
8 born here. Judge Wellborn also e
o hates the German kaiser, so he $
® permitted Miss Kaiser to change e
o her name to Adelaide Robert. 8
° °
. .
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Hen Establishes Record.
Hmith Centre, Kan.—Rev. F. M. Rice
of thls city, has a hen that has estab-
lished what Is belleved ¢ be a record

her laces, letting it fall upon her
breast. “It 1s different now. With
you I have no fear of what Is sald.”
“Then come.” He extended his hand
as the slow music of the minuet filled
the room, and together they took thelr
places, In the sight of all, a man and
a mald promised to each other.

>
Aesthetics and Health,

“The connection between individual
health and beauty, though seldom rec-
ognlzed in theory, is Intimate in prac-
tice,” says the New York Medical Jour-
nal. True, extravagant ideas of what
1s beautiful have caused much nulsance
and harm In the way of absurd and un-
healthy fashions of dress, but it is to
the aesthetic Instinct of people that we
owe most of sanitary Improvement.
The removal of fiith, so Important to
public health, and cleanliness in gen-
eral, i1s due In a large part to a dis-
like for ugliness.

Medical sclence s coming more and
‘more to the Idea of enforcing sanitary
measures by fostering a public sense
of aesthetics. The Journal concludes
with rare sense: “One of the chlef
for the furthering of public

It was a weary way through the mud
and night had fallen before the car
viage encircled the drive at her grand-
mother’s, -but weariness was forgotten
as ghe gazed out at the brightly-lighted

health consists not so much In preach-
ing the need of sanitary conditions as
In awakening the sense of beauty.”

Remarkable Feat of Memory.
“Pa, I learned four new French
words today.”
“Did ‘you, my son? What were
”

they
* ‘Grenade, village, envelope and lo-
comotive.’”
“And what are they in French?"
“The same."—Boston Transcript.

of the maxl in production. She
began to lay an egg a day In February
and In April went to setting. Despite
setting, she continued to lay and even
afternards when raising and mother-
ing her brood. She did not cease lay-
Ing eggs untll she set for the second
time late In June,

Kings county (N. Y.) officlals have
discovered that they work 83 hours a
week, and are wondering how they
will be affected by the antiloafing law,
which requires 85 hours.

MUST MAKE GOOD
TO GET BIG JOB

Y. M. C. A. Workers Given Severe
Test Before Getting Im-
portant Work.

NOT WHAT THEY EXPECT

Have Visions of Performing Heroic
Services and Then Find That
War Is Not All Romance
and Visions.

By MAXIMILIAN FOSTER.

Paris.—On the way across the ocean
the good-looking girl in the natty, new
uniform sat in a steamer chair, her
eyes hazy while she dreamed a dream
of what her work In France was to be.
One had a hint of what that vision
was, for now and then, her voice low
with suppressed emotion, she would
talk a bit about it. In her mind’s eye
she saw herself somewhere out by No
Man's Land, crouching beside a d-
ed boy In khakl whose last words she
was taking down while she ministered
to his last, parting wunts. It was a
fine, heroic dream, that dream of hers.

In a nearby chalr sat another war
worker, this one a man. He too had a
dream, and the dream was even more
herolc than the girl’s. Out In the front-
line trenches he saw hi If standing
by with the boys in khakl, the air over-
head filled with the puffs of deadly
bursting sharpnel while he too, hero-
ically brave, ministered to the wants
of his charges. .

Altogether Different.

The writer has just returned from
a trip among a line of camps. There
was a Red Triangle hut near the en-
trance of one camp. One side of the
hut was flanked by a steaming mess
kitchen; across a rutted road, a chan-
vel of traffic filled with men, mules,

An Itallan soldler who has
line, and who has given his life

trian bullet,

so that democracy might
started to go over the top to attack when his life was flicked out.by an Aus-

OVER THE TOP FOR THE LAST TIME

gone on his last furlough from the firing

ive. He had just

=
»

motors and trucks, was a stockade
filled with German prisoners of war.

AY M C A secretary met the
writer at the door. The secretary
looked tired, fagged, worn out. In
spite of that, however, his alr was
cheerful, brisk, cordial.

Inside all was splck and span. There
Was a scattering handful of boys In
khakl, the majority colored soldiers,
Wwho belonged about the place, At the
hut’s other end was a counter and be-
hind the counter were two familiar
faces,

One was the girl who'd sat In the
Steamer chair, her eyes hazy as she'd
dream'ed her dream. The other was
the nmian who'd come across with her
—the fellow who'd seen himself framed
l';e:'olcnlly amidst the bursting shrap-

el.

A trio of soldlers wags gra )
the girl’s counter. The mrep;d"a:;l:
pened, were whites, About the other
counter were four other soldlers, and
all the four were black. The man, a
damp, muggy towel in bis hand, was
mopping off the counter, The look on
his face was the same luok one beheld
on the face of the girl. It was a look
of bored, excruclating wenriness,

“Wha:'ll you have, eggs? he was
murmuring to a by J
g g8 Galveston roust

The girl, her voice even more lst-
less, was saying: “Clgarettes are 75
centimes the pack. No, there Is no
chewing tobacco today."”

Their Bubble Pricked.

As they saw the writer it would be
dificult to describe the look that
spread upon thelr faces,

The girl was the first
polse.

“I'm very well, thatk you. The
work? Oh, yes. It's not exactly what |
thought it*would be, but then, C'est 1a
guerre,” It took a struggle, though
for her to say it. Chewing tobaceo,
chocolate and cigarettes—that lutea(i
of glory.

The man was more brief,

“The war—what do I think of it7
It's eggs, mostly—tried eggs.”

Their bubble had been pricked, They
were seelng the war, a large part of |t
anyway, face to face with Its realities,

Outside, the hut secretary with a'
grin stopped to bid the writer good-by,

“That's the way with g lot of them
from over home,” he remarked, “They
come over here, thinking they're go-
Ing right up to the front Where they
can have a hand in the big show., But
they're all right. That girl's got the
right stuff in her, and after she's been
tried out here a while she'll have g
thance at bigger things, The man,
too, i3 coming on. He's had a Joit Just'
as all of us get It over here, but when
he gets the romance all wiped out of
him he'll be a mighty valuable person
for our sort of work., No, there's
mighty {'mle romance In this map's
scrap. You can't do much
Just now in France” i
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Ten hours 1s the legal work

Arkansas sawmlills, R e

to reguin her

Though the bag is only imperfectly |,

France, I guess we'll run Into some |

Sign of the Times.
“Glippering, you probahly know, yi
confirmed misogynist,"

“That's so, I don't suppose there §

mmn In this town who hates Woing

more than Glippering.”
“But he got a Jolt the other day"
“How was that?” )

=

“Something went wrong with the g
gine of his motor car. Afier tinkes §8
ing with it for an hour Glippering ey

ed a garage for first aid.
mechanic came around on
cycle and fixed it in a jiffy.”
ham Age-Herald.

A womg B8
it motop
Dirmiy

A THEORY.

Cook—I wonder If Adam had any
regrets when he left the Gurden of
Eden? s

Hook—It's a safe bet he didn't It he
tried to raise hls own vegetahles,

Truth and Suspicion.
A blessing {s the truth direct.
Most llls that we endure
Arise from things that we Buspect,
But do not know for sure.

Different Now.

“Do you think government wage
should be larger?”

“I do," replied Senator Sorghum
“And it's a pretty unselfish attitude on
my part. I can remember when folks
used to stand In llne asking my Infiv
ence for government jobs till 1 hardly
got a chance to attend to anything
else,”

Helped Some.

“I see,” sald the father,. putting
down the paper, “that Signor Mazzan
finl, the Spanish bull-fighter, has
kllled 8,500 animals In the arena with
a single sword.”

“Well, say, pop!" exclaimed the fam
lly hopeful, “he's certainly help:d to
2117 up the cold-storage plants, hasnt

e

What 8he Objected To. %7
Parson—Cheer up, sister; your hus
band Is now In heaven. 5
Widow (sobbing)—Yes, and so is his
first wife, whom he falrly idolized.

=SS
The Idea.
“We must give until it hurts.”
“I think I get the idea, We must
act as though we were glving money
to our own wives.”

—_—
REASONS ENOUGH.

Chlet Raw Dog—Why did you re<ign 8
the honorable post of medicine man ©
Al prophet of the tribe?

Doctor Ralnmaker — Because |
found that the prophet was withont
honor and the hopor was _ without
profit, ;

of Averages. .
ou make your husbund =
0 bet on the races

Law

“Why don't y.

promise neyer

again?"

“Bfmu“"'" replied young Mrs, Torke &5
Ins, “Charley has heen losing so long

that I'm afraid 'l g i
top him just when
his luck is dye to ('hnnge."’

Johnny “:Orplexlng.

1y —What" "

Bame? at's the new baby's
Urand,

Pa—He hasn't got o name yet.

Johtiny—Then
W he a7 how does he know



