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Itun : ., Il:ry of N.'w Y,,rk. Ii irntiSg for
Irnu " iv in 'i r', it n a hol .ren trip.

Ho: ", Ity' nnn, arrlv' . aI t tl.,, hotel _I

talr<,o . tih a retrflli v iICiar ,d bundle
Ity.,nn, u n I J. ,,ne !h.. t:,I ,ut hol Thi-
Orld, rutt whlhh hrie arlits li:; ing sgtolen

fr,,, ai pau..in at Riaga•,It. J,,nt pC t
Ma."jr cll;tlta n and lat,'r Is Irntroduced to
}"~,rtu.r" <''.',*.y. ,hy a w ,alnl to wboI
be lh." lianu,. lt ;' tuuieln s at M lnt Carlo
sMme rn nt.i lrevl • inr lv, ariOl whO t
out to t&i Fortune's mtlher.

CHAPTER V,-(Continued.)
l"Vell?" said Mrs. ('hedsoye, a 4QO

zical smile slanting her lips.
"You wiLh my opinion?" coauuts

the daughter. "He is shy, but e is
neither Mtupid nor silly: and be he
smiles he is really good-looklng."

"My child." replied the wOmsa.
drawing off her gloves and exlalaai5
her shapely hands. "I have looked 1-
to the very heart of that youaM aLss.
A thousand years ago, a red-ers on
his surtout, he would have bees bsit
ing his fits against the walls e
Jerusalem; five hundred years latb,
he would have been singing chllat-
royales under lattice-windows; a 1M
ladin and a poet."

"How do you know that? Did el
make love to you?'

"No; but I made love to hil with'
out his knowing it; and that was
more to my purpose than havitl him
make love to me." eniglmatiallly
"Three days, and he was so gpl*"le
that be never asked my name But
in Monte Carlo, as you know, one asks
only your banker's name."

"And your purpose?"
"It is still mine, dear. Do you real-

ize that we haven't seen each other
in four months, and that you have't
offered to kiss me "

"Did he go away without writie• to
you about that money ?"

Mrs. Chedsoye calmly plucked Cot
the inturned fingers of her glove "I
believe I did receive a note tincdlag
his banker's address, but, saf'rta-
nately, in the confusion of rstmraiag
to Paris. I lost It. My memory him
always been a trial to me." sadly.

"Since when?" coldly. "There Is at
a woman living with a keener meney
than yours."

"You flatter me. In affairs thast$
terest me, perhaps."

"You never meant to pay bI. It
Is horrible."

"My dear Fortune, how you Jump at
conclusions! Did I not offer Lh
draft the very first thing?"

"Knowing that at such a maiist he
could not possibly accept ki" d-
rairely. "Bometimes I hate iyea'

"In these days filial devotlge to a
lost art."

"No, no; it is a flower parents bare
ceased to cultivate."

And there was In the gtol a
strained note which described a to.
tense longing to be loved. Fi if
George Percival Algernoh James la
a lonely young man, it was the eieh
of his own bllndness; whereas agbaes
Chedsoye turned hither and tlber t
search of that which she nestr', et
-ad. The wide Lyblan desut- lT

upon its face a lonellnass, a de i ng
lees mournful than that which salg
within her heart.

"Hush! We are growing usino*
al," warned the mother. "BeDist I
belleve we are attracting satll ,"
Her glance swept a haltfcig•gd
placently.

" adon me! I should be su o
draw attention to you, knowtg. bh;
you abhor It"

"My child, learn from me;: toal
the arch-eemy of smooth
loss. Jone--t makes you

"It is a bomtely, honest
"I rgat that. But aer

non Jones!" Mrs. Chedsoye
sofltly. It was one of those
souads that eased persms
hearinag to watt for it to
"Come; let us go up to the
L a dull, dusty Journery in

.AFortune was crtalsa~ c

her mother her heart knew
but hate. Neglect, IndlaeS

repelooe that always mqt
outre•ching dof the chld's
the uamecountable dal
the terror of the auknown,
wall of Ignoranee behind
was always kept, upon these
tbllded bher dark ad
treat. Yet. never did the
within the rmdis of her sight
did not fall under the
strange faelnation, n
agaInst It bow sbe might
touch of the hand, a sagle
smile, and she would have
arms about the other wom

But the touch and them
never cameo. She knew,
stood; she wasa't wanted,
been want ed in the beginnlngI
mother bshe was as u the youe ,

male, interemtlnl only up to
when they oould stapd aolo+i
the mother never made
feminine frlendships was
astonlshing. Beauty and ch
as she possessaed, served I
to stimulate sevy in other
bearts. And tart men of all
to life flocked about her,
the eternal tribute demand
ty. Here and there the men
all the daughter might ha
Often they burnt sweet iat
sh~lne, tentatively; but as
stamped out these Inel•p
they at length ame to
one regarda the beauty of
window, as a thing to
praise a passing' O ne
anbided; the bitter knew
she met in hinad muB for
at for Jest, she m t ha
metera bees e .

heah in seen MAs
hinit sa a sanw dsd

stCl'. a dread which, whene\hc.ver she,
atro'•' to analyze It, ran from under
her inv,'sti. ating touch, as little balls
of 1Ii ks:.ilver run fri pm under the
pro •re- of a thumlllb.

,'111 was ntever without the comforts
of litf. well-fed, well4ire,•sed. well-
howl, lrand olten her mother flung
her T~mine Jeweled trinket whli-h (again
that: s' nse of trlerltee), she put away.
but neve.r wore. The bright periods
were, whien they left her in the littler
villa near l1en une. with no one but
her old and faithful nurse. There.
with her horse, her hooks and her
flo'er.s, she was at peace. Week into
week and month into month she was
let lie. Never a letter came. save
from borne former schoolmate who
was coming over and wanted letters
of introduction to dukes and duchess-
es. If she smiled over these letters
it was with melancholy; for the dukes
and duchesses, who fell within her
singular orbit, were not the sort to
whom one gave letters of introduction

Where her mother went she never
had the least idea. She might be in
any of the great ports of the world.
anywhere between New York and
Port Said. The major generally dis-
appeared at the same time. Then.
perhaps, she'd come back from a
pleasant tram-ride over to Nice and
find them both at the villa, maid and
luggage. Mayhap a night or two, and
off they'd go again; never a word
about their former journey. uncom-
municative, rather quiet. These ab-
sences, together with the undemon-
strative reappearances, used to hurt
Fortune dreadfully. It gave her a
clear proof of where she stood. exactly
nowhere. The hurt had lessened with
the years. and now she didn't care
much. Like as not, they would drag
her out of Eden for a month or two.
for what true reason she never could
quite fathom, unless it was that at
times her mother liked to have the
daughter near her as a foil.

At rare Intervals she saw steel-eyed,
grim-mouthed men wandering up and
down before the gates of the Villa
Fanny, but they never rang the bell,
nor spoke to her when she passed
them on the street. If she talked of
these men, her mother and the major
would exchange amused glances, noth-
ing more.

If, rightly or wrongly, she hated her
mother, she despised her uncle, who
was ever bringing to the villa men of
money, but of coarse fiber, ostensibly
with the view of marrying her off.
But Fortune had her dreams, and she
was quite content to wait.

There was one man more persistent
than the others. Her mother called
him Horace, which the major mel-
lowed into Hoddy. He was tall, blond,

There Weren't Two Other Weonn in All Cairo to Compare With Theis
TwO.

gPod-lookIng, a devl-maY' us

ated, witty, amusing; and In evelng
dress he appeared to be what rt was

quite evident he had once been, a

gentlemaa. At first she thought It

strange that he should make bhr. in-

stead of her mother, his confllante.

As to what vocation he pursued, she

did not know. for be kept sedulous

guard over his tongue; but his past,

ip to that fork is the road where maon
hood says good-by to youth. was hers.

And into this direction, clever and artful

as the mother was, she sought in vain

to wrest this past from her daughter's

ips. To the mother, it was really s u
asary for her to know who thios Um

teally was, had beek knorwin thore

seshly as bshe did what he was now.
Persistent he undeniably was bn•

sever course so roude a that

ie he had eee bu e the
eauno at Mete Care. meh the wo
to wine she feared him; yet. I islite
et this fer. ha for him a vague

Sensets a ht be. *d* steed witoae

hkI - - ah sad

ba wa neine at I "M
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returned agin. And he. too, 5(1(i1

grewt to it ia art of ti., nreall l diraia.
tirrivinlg miiysteritously one day.i andii dei-
partliug the inext.

Thlat a dramiia was being iniiactled Iin
Stder hr eyes she no longelr doubtedl

ut it w as as though she had taken
her seat amllong the anldhtitne in the
middle of the •secondl act. She could
miiake neihher head nor tail to it.

\iWhenver she accolpaniedlllit her
inother upon these improlimptu jour
ney.vs. her character. or rather her at-
titude. uniderwenrt a change. She
swept aside her dreanms; she acceptetd
the world as it w*l. saw things as
they were: laughed, but lithout nimerri-
ment; jested, but with the venomied

point. It was the reverse of her real
character to give hurt to any living
thing. blut during these forced march-
es, as the major humorously termed
them, and such they were in truth,
she could no more stand against giv-
ing the cruel stab than. when alone
in her garden, she could resist the
tender pleasure of succoring a fallen
butterfly. She was especially happy
in finding weak spots in her nlother's
armor, and she never denied herself
the thrust. Mrs. ('hedsoye enjoyed
these sharp encounters. for it must
he added that she gave as good as
she took, and more often than not her
thrusts bit deeper and did not always
heal.

Fortune never asked questions rela-
tive to the family finances. If she
harbored any doubts as to their origin.
to the source of their comparative lux-
ury, she never put these Into.speech.

She had never seen her father. but
she had often heard him referred to
as "that brute' or "that fool" or "that
drunken Imbecile." If a portrait of
him existed. Fortune had not yet seen
it. She visited his lonely grave once
a year. in the Protestant cemetery,
and dreamily tried to conjure up what
manner of man he had been. One day
she plied her old Italian nurse with
questions.

"Handsome? Yes, but it was all so
long ago, cars mia. that I can not
describe him to you."
"Did he drink?" Behind this ques-

tion there was no sense of moral
obloquy as applyinj to the dead.

"Sainted Mary! didn't all men drink
their very souls into purgatory those
unreligious days?"

"Had he any relatives?"
"I never heard of any."

"Was he rich?"
"No; but when the signora. your

mother, married him she thought he
was."

It was not till later years that For.
tune grasped the true significance of
this statement. It Illumined many
pages. She dropped all investigations.
concluding wisely that her mother, if
she were minded to speak at all, could
sqpply only the incidents, the details.

It was warm, balmy, like May in the
northern latitudes. Women wore
white dresses and carried sunshades
over their shoulders. A tood band
played airs from the new light-operas.
and at one side of the grand-stand
were tea-tables under dassling linen.
Fashion was out. Not all her votaries
enjoyed polo, but it was absolutely
necessary to pretend that they 41d.
When they talked they discussed the

panish dancer who paraded back
and forth across the teelawL. They

seismed her jewels, her elothe, her
ewort. and quite frankly her morals
wtbch of the toer was by all odds the
meat psrar theme Al agreed that
she wase iaseme i a baei way. This

lmealsvm ueiav u dmstneshe

the' rightl ,( rt iof wome'i n irotii thfe
,, ro(nl •-ort. hIn r i hith thi er Is ill n ap-

Ieal to i hi glhter mi n rt The'y couli
\ell : I ff(torl to :(!fsiit of hel r h u:IIItyV,.
"i nlei tI0 dancelll r w;is ollt- iil, w l;hat is

.llan II the s :ial pale, foe r fo ll 11 that her
wte,, t ese ort w•a,' a prine o incognlito.

The.y .also dist us,.s•ld the pida at bridge.
the dullness ill tlhis particular seaonil.
thie possihillty of war le twee n Eng-
litd and f (;ernlllanly. And s4i tue on0e
asked others w ho were' the two well-
gowitned wolmtlen (down ill front, sitting
ion eitcher side1 of the youing challp in

iperlt grey. No one I~knew. Molthelr and
dalught er, probbllily. Anylhow, they
knew soniething about golod clothes.

George was happy. lie was proud.
too. lie saw the glances, the nods of
approval. lie basked in a kind of
sunshine that was new. What an ass
he had been all his life! To have
been afraidl of wonmen just blecause

he was Percival Algernon! W1'hat he
should have done was to have gone
forth boldly, taken what pleasures he
found, and laughed with the rest of
them.

There weren't two other women In
all ('alro to compare with these two.
The mothler, shapely, elegant, with
the dark beauty of a high-class Span-
iardl, posse sing humor, trenchant com-
ment. keen delduction and alplication:
worldly, cynical, high-blred. The stu-
d(1 nt (if naticns mii( ght have tried in
vain to plaie her. She spoke the
Fl'r(ncli of the Parisians,. the Italian
of the Florcntine,. the (;,eralnn of the
Ilanolverians, and her Inglish was the
envy of Ameri ans~ and the wonder of
the L.ondoners. The daliughtler fell be-
hind her but little, but the was more
reserved.

As Fortune sat beside the young col-
lector that afternoon, she marveled
why they had given him Percival Al-

'9I Expect very Hour tb H, r of 0 m. On. Arrvlng Prom agimi.

gernon. Jones was all right, solid snd
substantial, but the other two turned
It into ridicule. Still, what was the
matter with Percival Algernon? His-
tory had given men of these names
mighty ine things to accomplish.
Then why ridicule? Was it due to the
perverted angle of vision created by
wits and humorists in the comic week.
lies, who were eternally pillorying
these unhappy prefixes to ordinary
cognomenas? And why this pillorying?
She hadn't studied the subject suf-
ficiently to realize that the business
of the humorist Is not so mutch to
amuse as to warn persons agalnst be-
coming ridiculous. And Percival Al-
gernon Jones was all of that. it re

Fear to Display Emotion
Mistaken SnsOe of What Is Dignified

Is a Common Fault of the
Times.

This is not an age in which clear dis-

tinctions are made in the meaning of
terms. Grotesque errors arise through

haphazard conclusions drawn from
this loose method of reasoning. One

of the popular misconceptions is that

the display of emotion on the part of

men is belittling and indicates a weak-

ness of character. disgraceful and

shaming to the victim, says a writer

In the Pittsburg Gaette Times. It

is claimed by some that the natural
processes of materialism and the hard-

ealnL of men's natures by the struale
fcr success that the age demands has

brought about this mootempt for any-

thing like a display of emotion ea the

part of r It may be questm
however. whether this eplamsa4e a
sumed respect for emIsO es that is
so marbed a kmtare the t
The id a t alse s ostbel is
what m iat s ia a mahmms eak
esugI s hs MSl Msty r Iplm.
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-,\c.! i -. "!t i1to a milatter of valu'as.
then IliI htis -urt:itte lbeen lMnt

mi rnchv I'er.iul ' .A1t'rnon woald

miledl , No'. l illt am to4 l mothler

(It lllll 1 N. • I , e ii t f ; 11 h a iliie. ,\rit tllw\oiubt , iltilc y o,1 -uch a ltinlt. An

if sihe 'i vr grew to know htnt well

iIno ch..i, •h i was goingl to iask hint all

about thif.• lmiolthelr.

\V hi latere st had hetr own lmther

in this hlarltessl youitg IIII n tlh.

sIiontI day sh i' w.iild tou'st thro ,gh this
webh, thi jullglle; some dlay she w•llld
see beyond the second act' What

th1 4 iho nIver troubled t o ask her-
seti f e llne enough whetn the lotnlllt

artlived.
"I had an interesting adventui r

last night, a most intieresting one,"
began IGeorge. wbt' was no longer the

Is l', blunllering recluse. They were
<ll the way back to town.

"Tell it nie." said .Mrs. ('hedsoye.
lie leaned ovr from his Feat beside

the chauffeur of the hired automobile.
I Hang the 4expense on a day like
t
h

i
s! • "A fellow brought me a rug

last night. one of the rarest outside
the nmuseums. hlw and where he got
it I'm not fully able to state. But
he had been in a violent struggle
somewhere. arms slashed, shins bat-
tered. He admitted that he had gone
in where many shapes of death
lurked. It was a bit irregular. I
bought the rug, however. Some one
else would have snatched it up If I
hadn't. I wanted him to recount the
adventure, but he smiled and refused.
I tell you what it is,. these eastern

ports are great places."

"How interesting!" Mrs. ('hedsoye's
color was not up to the mark. "l•e
was not seriously wounded?"

"(O)h. no. He looks like a tough In-
dividual. I mean, a chap strong and
hardy enough to pull himself out of
pretty had holes. He needed the
Ulloney."

"Did he give his name?" asked For-

tune.
"Yes: but no doubt it was assumed.

Ryanne, and he spelt it with an 'ne,'

and humorously explad•ed why he did
so."

"Is he young, old, good-looking, or
what?"
Mrs. Cbedsoye eyiA her offspring

through narrowed lids.
"I should say that be was about

thirty-fve, tall, somethting of sa ath-
lete; and there remains some Indica-
tions that in the flush of youth he was
handsome. Odd. He reminded me of
a young man who was on the varsity
eleven-foot-baller-when I entered
my freshman year. I didn't know him,
but I was a great admirer of his from
the grand-stand. Horace Wadsworth
was his name."

Horace Wadsworth. Fortune had

Hysteria is one of our national dise
eases. The excesses into which it leads
men and women have become the sub-
ject of widespread contempt, sensible
people, feeling an instinctive aversion
for this sort of exaggerated eeling.
have fallen into the error of mistaklng
sane, human emotion for hysteria and
have gone to the extreme in their ef-
fort to avoid any expression of feel-
ing as vwomanish," pubrile and un-
manly.

A Fereed Confessioe.
"Pshaw! Here's the rain comlng

down agtin and somebody's stolen my
umb .ala."

"SomebodYs stole what?"
"Well, the umbrells rve bees earry-

tag for the last week or so."-Catbs-
lie taniard and Time

Peer Mhet of Edmseetldm.
A imattutlng ot manW til•s I. preb

ably th wmst a most barrens way or
einsefgas cehu that Sos Ierve.i]
wite ma eeali e11s

the .-, a r-,t ,n ( 1ook, 1111 1I rtyh " at-.
tai'~t:.ethll :! V. . h .il ,.l"p ( It to bap-

li lt ' I !,! !" !t :, ',i i' i; ,t , b !Liglotl r

thtnding !I the .Iti r ii. t I...it It h r
Si•. 'i', e ect' I ,.I i Olr .l t, IVt I Itead

her tIlltIther 'ije'wed hir aitt). ::prai

lI}wly. Iler :t t o 11111 mo er u as tno

e icjitalle to r ,s•ist so delht ; ale' ;a it

"You tcnly hirar o coreiir, th. t the

tii
o

n+y ceily from tii, " Iletma11( -

fir. (you idtv. I, whlken sh, e cloltty co a-
trndl her cthel i

"Sorely. $in1c1 it did cenme from

like the ,ltwtg in the lik. ao;" and she

humr rledl li wehtly-

"'To mtkll the prlliner pIet
I'tIlnitii iy riepresfn t

A luelte of trinlent merriment.
Iro her entf I rerrl.ent!"

"Am I a prisoner, then?"

"Whatever you like: it can not he
said that I ever held yoI on the leafh."

taking a finl learok into the irror.

likWht is the neMikado;" of this rug?

You and I know who stol1 it"

"I base explicitly narrne'd you, my
huild, netvr to ledll- with affairs
that mdo oth concrn .er nt

'"Iillyrc .lotIe your do. You

are in love with ityai.nnI. as he ctlls

hiAm I a self" er, then

"My teaver. yOIl do nli t usually !toot

to iucli volgarity. Andl are yolu cer-
taid that he has any o(i itr n le h,?"

"If I were I should tiot tell you."

"Oh!"
"A man will tell the woman he

loves imany things he ill riot tellr
the woman e know who stoire."

"As wise as the serpent," bantered
the mother; but she looked again into

the mirror to see it her color was still
what it should be. "And whom does

he admire?" the Mon Lisa smile d o. Yo

ere ing at the corners of her lips.

"You," evenly.
Mrs. Chedsoye thought for a mo

ment, thought deeply and with new

nsight. It was no longer a child uter-

a woman and mayap she had played?"

upon the taut strings of the young
heart once too often. Still she was
unafraid.

"And whom does he love?"
"Me. Shall I tet you the rouge.

mothe mother; but she looked again ?"
Still with that unchangin who sm does

the woman received the stab. "My
daughter." as evenly. speculatively "you
will get on. You haven't been my pu-new

pInsight.l all these years for nothing. Let I

us go down to dinner."
Fortune, as she silently followed,

experienced a sense of disconcertieo
rather than of elation.

CHAPTER VI.

Moonlight and Poetry.
A ball followed dinner that night. I

Wednesday. The ample louin-oo often. Still she wa
room filled up rapidly after cod.ee

officers in smart uniforms and spuars
whose principal function in time ofove
peace Shall to get in everybyou thedy way.

rowel expored anles, and demolish
lace rufleman r Eyptians and Turs andMy
sleet Arme" ans in somber wete "you
frock and scarlet essterp fes or tas-
oosh, women of all color nothi (meang. Le
s course, as applied) and hapes and
taster, the lean sand the fat, the followe

and expshort, uch as Billye of Taylor ncertiod
to have iofed in al the i orto, and
tailcoats of onlight many tyles as o
eph' had ptched dinneore could die.

tinguish his compatriots by the ft of
the tdnrousersday. roThud the lountep; th
Englofficershman had his uniformtted at the
wapeist and trusted in Providece or
the hang of the gyprest. This trland Turk d
tectkve work rathsr pleased Georgetar
The women however, werell al (mEvesin
to his eye; liberal epd) anses ofsha beaut

ful white leskin, the bare eatec be tingall
modaled ry a string of pearls or dlia i
monds o emera lds, and hair which

might or might not have been wholly
their own. He wated restles asly for
the reappearance of Mrs. Ched diye
and her daughter. Atl was right with
the world. except that he was to sil
altogether too roon. His loan had

been returned, and he knew that thie
former safrsplctons had been most un-
worthy. Mrs. Chedsoyre had never
received his note.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Dependent en Wood Pulp.
Mr. Frank Lloyd. at the annual din-

ner of the British Wood Pulp associa-
tlon, spoke of the serious effect upon
the industry of the drought in Scan-
dinavia. and. referring to the rapid
development of the industry, pointed
out how dependent paper makers now
were upon wood pulp. If they had to
rely on straw. etc.. as was the case
only about twenty-five years ago. his
mill at Sittingbourne "would alone re
quire a string of tarts over four miles
long, and at least 40,000.000 gallons
of water every twenty-four hours."

How He Fixed the Date.
The lawyer was determined to d1i.

credit the witness.
"You are poolstive this happened oo

Wednesday?" he demanded.
1 am."
"Ca't be mistaken?"
"No.1.
"Why couldn't It have been T sm,

day or Tuesday? How is It that you
ean Ss this day so positively tn your
mind?"

"Because" aswersd the witness
with some sprit "we had ehb e'
that day, Chidse day is Wednesday
whre 'jase?

WOMEN MAN FLEET
They Do More Tha.i Men in the

Welsh Village of Llangwm.

3u!ljers of Hoausr. "To -Mrs. Ml ry

Palmer. •• Ye.irs Oid. Tel's r' .1

Day's Work Carry'; .KO Pou-; s

of Cysucrs to %1 :4rert

of rte , , . .

Sr! .r', i ' 1

iii, , I .
'

. I" ,

.l i 11 " ' 1 . '1
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Typ al House in Welsh Village.

all sorts of odd places, just v hero
they could be found. When the cot-
tage was complete, she whlte-wsbh-
ed the walls and ceilings. Scores of
women in the village have donci the
same thiry--a mason and a olner be-
Ing merely called in to do the export
work.

Nearly all the villagers own their

cottages, a donkey and cart, and a flah-
i-ng boat. Living chiefly on bread, with
a Iiberal spreading of butter, they

have saved and scrap•l until theycould buy the freehold. Their thrift
has grown, too, mince the women agi-
tated so much against the liquor trat-
fic that the , t public house in the

village waclosed.
Most of the men work in Pembroke

dockyard, leaving their homes at 4:30
or 5 in the morning for a long Journey

on foot and in big rowlng boats. These
men are not home until 7 6n the even-
in,. and all the time the women of
the village do the work that in every
other place is done by men.

Some years ago when the fsh!ing
fleet west down the haven the wom-
en who manned it all wore picturesque
red skirts and fiat felt bats.
But now the influence of modernity

is felt even in Llangwm. and only the
older womg wear the garments which
once made even the plainer ones look

charmitig. The young ones are not
at all proud of the fashtons of their
grandmothers.

"Why cia't we wear modern clothes
Ilke other people?" said a young 'wom-

an. "Folks cnly laugh at old fash-
lons nowadays."

Put Mrs. Palmer. aho. a beauty in
her day, has had her photograph pub"
lished all over the world, .tll wears
her red skirt and felt hat when, with
a j~carty step, she goes on her rounds
selling fish, just as she has done nall
her lIfe.

MARKING SANTA FE TRAIL

0ohirty Granote Monuments Provided
to Preserve the Course of the

HIstoric Highway.

Kansas City.-Thirty grarnitn mark-
ers for the Santa Fe trail in Missouri

for ahich the legislature appropriated
$3,000 will be set in place In the near
future. Local members of the Daugh-
ters of the American Revoluation, who
obtained the appropriation, announced
the program they have arranged.

A huge granite block hearing a
broase tablet will be placed at Old
Pranklin, where the principal eere

monies will be held. Governor Major,
former Governor Hadley and other
promtnent Missourians wilul deliver ad-
dresses therve

Smaller markers will be placed a

pnts of histoeial iter est aloug the

tribute ptrle features to the p,-
U-re


