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Among the brave seamen, whose skill 

coolness enabled Commodore 

De'.vey to win his almost unparalleled 
ictory to far-off Manila, was a young 

Englander whose story is of peou- 

r acd°roniantic interest. To- avoid 

Embarrassing publicity I shall call him 

Owen Marston—though no such name, 

0f course, will be found an the official 

r0ll—and it is particularly requested 
-hat no attempt be made to solve his 

identity. That is none of our business, 
^ss than two years ago this young 

was teaching a little school in the 

island of .Nantucket. Like everyone 
else on that wind-swept and surf- 

crumbled sand heap, he had been bred 
to the sea; indeedi, his grandfather had 

been a whaling captain in ante-bellum 

days, though his name was finally in- 

scribed, with many others, on. the mon- 

ument that perpetuates the noble war 

record of the patriotic Nantucketers, 
gut the boy, despite his ancestry, 
shrank with an irrepressible dread 
from the battle with wind and. brine; a 

deep horror of the sea had been im- 

pressed upon him from his earliest 
childhood. His first clear recollection 
was of the little railed platform on. the 

roof, where he clung to his mother’s 

flapping skirts as she stood unmindful 
of her baby in the storm, searching the 
ciim offing with a spyglass for the 

patched sail of her husband’s fishing 
smack. And one day, when the little 
fellow was a few years older, both 
mother and son. saw quite too much; 
and one more slab of cheap blue slate 
was set up id the graveyard, with noth- 

ing under it but grief and a tragic re- 

membrance. 
This only made it the more impera- 

tive that Owen should brave these 
same perils as soon as possible. He was 

subduing heat ray, I presume—but to 
the surprise of all parties it took ef- 
fect. There was no restraining her. 
1 hat unconventional introduction 
speedily led to acquaintance, and—I 
will not say to love, for in love, I am 
sure, it began. From the first she 
treated the poor boy with a distinction 
that the gay young loungers in semi- 
nautical attire who threw away their 
cigarettes on her approach couid never 
win. Some of them had tried persist- 
ently enough, but they soon gave up 
the field to this obscure “native.” And 
I could see myself that in spite of his 
drawn face and shrunken eyes and 
shrinking nervousness there was some- 

thing uncommonly attractive about 
him. 

But Gertrude was a girl with high 
ideals; and a girl with ideals can some- 
times be incredibly cruel, even to those 
whom she devotedly loves—to those, in- 
deed, most of all. Her ideal is apt to 
be a martyr—especially if she is a New 
England girl, and Gertrude’s heredity 
was potent. 

One day the lovers had wandered to 
Sankoty Head, and stood on the brow 
of the mighty cliffs which there rise 
sheer from the water’s edge to a height 
of several hundred feet. Gertrude was 

eagerly gazing over the ragged arch 
of the whitecaps to the satis that 
loomed half sunk in the distant offing. 

“It is the most magnificent thing on 

earth,” she exclaimed. “I dearly love 
the sea, and I have a right to love it. 
All my ancestors were seamen, except 
my uncle, who fell at Shiloh when he 
was only IS—and except my father. 
That is one thing that I love in you, 
Owen, that you are a thoroughbred Nan- 
tucketer.” 

But Owen had>turned away his head. 
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"HOLD ON!" CRIED THE EXPERIMENTER. 

oareiy u wnen a secono trageay oc- 

curred, far more horrible than the 
first—his elder brother being mangled 
and devoured by sharks before his very 
eyes. Owen himself just managed to 

escape by crawling upon the hull of the 
overturned cat boat, where he Jay 
pronefor hours, desperately clinging on 

the slimy and unstable surface, watch- 

ing the sharp black fins of the still 

greedy monsters slashing the water 
all around him. By this frightful 
experience the boy was well-nigh 
ruined. When he was finally brought 
to shore he grimaced and chattered like 
an ape, and was able to give no intel- 

ligible account of himseif. For many 
days his mind was clouded and his 

body shaken by spasms of terror; h; 

appeared doomed to spend his whole 
life in a nightmare of imbecility. His 

vigorous brain, however, did at length 
resume its funcition, but his nerve was 

gone forever—as it seemed. When he 
recovered he found that his mother, too, 
was dead, this last shock having fairly 
jolted out her already wasted' and fal- 

tering life. 
The cat-boat still lay mildlewing at 

the wharf. He could never set foot up- 
on its deck again; the mere thought 
made him faint and giddy. So he sold 
his only means of livelihood for what 
it would fetch, and invested the pro- 
ceeds in schooling. In this line he 
showed no lack of resolution, though it 
was like the desperation of a mar. who 
itees from specters and will turn aside 
for nothing. Through six long seasons 

he had studiied and starved and shiv- 
ered and ebored for cottagers; but in 
the end he had achieved a very decent 
education, which he was now endeavor- 

ing to cash back into dollars by teach- 

ing district school near 'Seouset. 
Such was the situation two summers 

ago. when the first ray of light flashed 
into this dreary life; and it came when 
Gertie Cecil, impelled by curiosity and 

fate, disregarding mv heated protest, 
pushed open the schoolhouse door and 

adventurously peered through. What 
a sight it must have been—that fair 

facesuddenly shining in upon the dingy 
blackboards and benches! 

I am quite right in likening Gertrude 
to a sunbeam; it is no exaggeration. 
She has sunshine hair, sunny eyes and 
a face as clear and bright as a sunlit 

cloud. Radiant is the word that best de- 

scribes her. We were both guests, she 
and I, at the summer cottage of the 

Colmans on the bluff, and were taking 
a vagrant stroll together through 
quaint old ’Sconset and out beyond, 
along the deep-rutted island roads, 
when she thus broke through the de- 
fenses of the little schoolhouse and shot 
its master with her shaft of light. What 

he shot back at her I can’t say—a dark, 

vvny uon i you neip me waicn me 

ships?” she complained. 
“I had rather watch you," he protest- 

ed. But he was shuddering uncontrol- 

lably. “Don’t ask me to look at the 
sea,” he whispered—“I can’t—I can’t— 
not even with you.” He was unable to 
command his voice and his face was as 

gray as the breakers below. He sank 
down on the grass and covered his face 
with his hands. 

“It isn’t often so bad,” he groaned. 
“This is one of my very worst days— 
and to be with you—” 

“Worst days”—she cried—“and with 
me!” Her sunshine gloomed as if a 

thundercloud were gathering, with 

lightning flashes yet to come. “Oh! 
what do you mean? Tell me, Owen, 
what is the matter—you must tell me 

everything, Owen.” 
He sat for some time staring across 

the fields, trying to steady himself. “I 
can’t do it,” he gasped. “I shall go 
mad and lose myself forever if I try to 

tell it now.” 
Then the merciless lightnings began 

to play. 
“Ov.en Marston, this is mere moral 

cowardice. If you have some abom- 
inable secret, I could forgive you that 
if you told me the whole, plain truth 

at once. But a coward I utterly-de- 
spise.” 

Here the storm cloud rifted and a 

gleam of sunshine stole through. 
“I know I could forgive you if you 

told me, Owen,” she said, softly, “for— 
I do love you, Owen.” 

But Owen, with averted face, was 

grfipping the grass in an agony that 

only those who have suffered a wrench 
at the roots of reason in the quivering 
brain can appreciate. And again the 

lightning blazed forth. 
“But that isn’t all, Owen Marston. 

You are not playing a man’s part in the 

world. You are teaching babies in a 

little country school. A girl could do 

that. You ought to be ashamed—when 
there are so many noble and heroic 

things to do, that other men are doing. 
And you have such a splendid brain to 

work with! I concede you that—you 
have a noble mind, but a craven spirit,” 

He was still silent, and her anger 

grew. 
“And now, Owen Marston. I’ll tell 

you something more—though you don’t 
deserve my confidence, for you never 

told anything to me—except a lie when 

you said you loved me. A man who 

really loves a woman doesn’t grovel on 

the ground when she asks him for the 

simple truth. He stands firm on his 

feet and looks straight in her eves and 

proves himself worthy of her trust, 

“My own father was just such an- 

other man as you, Owen—a willful 

weakling. 1 am ashamed to say it, but I 

I 

want to let you see that I understand 
your case perfectly. He never did a 
tithe of what he might have done. It 
was a great grief to toy mother all her 
life. ■ He just frittered away his time 
on books and music like a girl, and 
lived on the money he’d inherited till it 
was nearly gone. When the war broke 
out he never offered to enlist, though 
my mother’s brother went and gave up 
his life—and he was only a boy. I’ll 
never marry such a man as my mother 
married, Owen—not even if I love him 
as dearly as she loved my father. Oh! 
why is it that we can’t help loving men 

that we despise?" 
And the storm broke in a rain of 

tears. 
Owen sprang to his feet. There was 

a glare of madness in his eyes, but pas- 
sion outflamed it; his face was still 
tense, almost distorted, but it was 

strained in bolder lines; the tremor was 

gone from both voice and limbs. 
“My God!” Le cried, “you don’t know 

what you are saying, Gertrude. But one 

thing is true—I am not worthy of the 
name of man nor the love of woman, 
and before I look in your face again 
I’ll win my victory or die—death is bet- 
ter than this.” 

lie trusted tiiroseif no turther, but 
fled across the fields; while Gertrude, 
bewildered and choked with sobs, went 
back alone, and hiding that “fayre 
blubbering face” of hers in both her 
hands, even as her lover had hidden his 

writhing anguish, flitted through the 
halls like a wraith of an April day, 
and took refuge in her chamber. The 
next morning she hastened to the little 
school house—the prime cause of all 
her trouble; but the pupils were play- 
ing idly about the yard and presently 
dispersed, for no teacher came. 

And Owen—behind a bolted door, in 
the solitude of his empty garret, he was 

fighting the grimmest of all battles for 

self-mastery, in torment which none 

but those who have been inmates of a 

madhouse can adequately understand. 
Some months later he was standing 

before the examining officer of a naval 

recruiting station, lie had told hia 
whole story frankly, except what per- 
tained to Gertrude. The physician was 

deeply interested, but doubtful. 
“For God’s sake, doctor, give me a 

fighting chance,” pleaded the candi- 
date. 

With cowboy suddenness the doctor 
thrust the muzzle of a pistol in his face 
and pulled the trigger. The young man 

started as if at the jolt of an electric 
shock; his face was like clay, his hair 
was fairly on end, cold sweat was on 

his limbs—hut he had the doctor by the 
throat, and was wrenching the weapon 
from his grasp. 

"Hold on!" cried the experimenter. 
“That’s enough; it wasn't loaded. 
You’ll do, 1 guess; anyhow, I’ll give you 
your chance. You startle easily, and 

you can't help it, far your nerves are in 
a bad way; but you startle into an atti- 
tude of tight, not flight. There’s some 

pretty fair heredity behind you, my lad, 
or you wouldn’t do that in your present 
condition. I'll pass you; heroic treat- 

ment is best, and the strict discipline 
will do you good—though Uncle Sam’s 

navy is no lunatic asylum. There’s a 

girl back of this somewhere, isn’t 
there?" 

It was Decoration day, and “the girl” 
was laying flowers on her uncle's grave 
in Salem, when Owen appeared before 
her. I shall not attempt to describe the 
interview. It began with a cry of joy, 
and was much less stormy than the 
last; though again Gertrude displayed 
herself as a goddess of showers. Quiet- 
ly, though not without strong effort, 
the young sailor—teacher of babes no 

longer—told her the whole sad story of 
his blighted life and his partial vic- 

tory. 
“1 believe the worst is over,” he con- 

cluded. "Your awful cruelty, Gertrude, 
roused and saved me. 1 am sure 1 shall 
\\ ill. 

As they parted she plucked a blossom 
from a wreath and gave it to him. Then 
she snatched it away and flung it on 

the ground. 
“It is from a grave,” she cried. “It 

may be an omen. You shall not have 
it.” 

But he caught it up and pressed it to 
his lips. 

“Omen or not,” he said, “it is mine 
and I shall keep it. I am not afraid of 
a flower from a brave man’s grave.” 

Not easy to endure was the long sus- 

pense that followed the first news of 
the light at Manila. To Gertrude it 
was like an ordeal of expiation. At last 
came full reports of splendid and al- 
most bloodless victory, and her heart 
was lifted in thanksgiving. Still, she 
has been anxiously awaiting a letter. 
It has but just arrived. In it her lover 

says: 
“I have had a hard and bitter strug- 

gle, darling. The worst was crossing 
the great waste of waters—you will un- 

derstand, dear betrothed. But I have 

won; I have gained a bigger victory 
than Dewey’s, and for a dearer prize. I 
have put myself to the supreme test. 

“While the fight was at its hottest 
one of my comrades—a young officer— 
was wounded and fell overboard. I 

plunged after him—there were others 
at hand to take my place—and I was 

lucky enough to save him. That was 

the finishing touch; I have faced every- 
thing now—even your anger, Gertrude 
mine—and I shall never shrink again. 
It wasn’t so much the fire—though shot 
and shell were splashing all about me. 

It was braving the water—you- know 

why—and above all the sharks; for 
there are plenty of sharks in Manila 

bay. 
“I'm to have a decoration and a pro- 

motion—sd they say; but best of all is 
the privilege of writing this to you. I 
can claim you now. 

“I still have that blossom you gave 
me. Don’t be afraid! it is no hoodoo; 
a token from a hero’s grave is a talis- 

man—-especially if it comes to one 

through ;» heroine’s fingers.” 
However it may seem to others, to 

Gertrude this letter seems the grandest 
result of Dewey’s triumph. 

THE LATE FASHIONS 

Fads and Fancies Among Women 

of the Fashionable Set. 

“Honnewlven" for Friend* In the 

Army—S|innl»li Flounce, flic One 

Thins of ltd Nome Popu- 
lar with American*. 

The chief topic of conversation among 
young women, nowadays, is what to 
make for the soldiers who go to the 
war. There are plenty of clubs wTiich 
are organized for the express purpose 
of making “housewives” for their 
friends in the army—an object, which 
might be regarded as somewhat am- 

BUTTON BAGS FOR THE SOLDIERS. 

bigious by the casual observer who does 
not know, what everybody ought to 

know by this time, that “housewives” 
are nothing but button bags with 
needles and thread thrown in. Some 
of them have planes for sponges and 

soap, and there la also a comjiartment 
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| where it ends in a bow ot rioooo, muu- 

I of insertion and an edge of narrow 

I lace follow the upper edge of this 

j flounce, and are repeated on the waist, 
I forming a similar design. There is a 

pointed yoke which has a \-shaped 
neck—qoite an innovation in these days 
of high, close-fitting stocks. A pointed 
luolero effect is produced with bands 
of the same trimming as that on the 

skirt, and there nre more points at the 

top of tlie sleeves, which are short, 

barely reaching below the elbows. 

The military bicycle suit is a product 
of the times. There are many phases 
of it, from the one actually made from 

an American flag which never gets out 

SPANISH FLOUNCE. 

of the show windows, to the quiet cloth 

gown with just an army button here 
and there, which one frequently meets 

on the cycle path. 
The compromise between these two 

is a doth suit of military cut, as to jack- 
et. and with braid trimmings put on in 

soldierly fashion. There are strips of 
braid put on in V shape on the sleeves, 
and more strips at the edge and around 
the collar. The skirt has its bands of 
braid down the front gores and around 

■A FAIR BICYCLE SCOUT. 

iui uumu, iuuiui7|usu ctuu me iiK.tr* me 

accompanying' illustration shows how 
one is made with one strip of denim 
or canvas for the back, and pieces 
sititehed on the inside for pockets. 
There are tapes or ribbons ait the end, 
with which the case is tied together 
after it is folded up in pocket size. 
Some girls embroider the initials of 
him for whom the case is intended. 
Others, sentimentally inclined, em- 

broider their own on the back, and per- 

THE ROMAN SCARF. 

haps put a note inside, hoping the sol- 
dier who gets it may search out the 
writer. 

The skirt with Spanish flounce has 
come to be so much the ordinary thing 
that one merely thinks of making some 

variation in its contour and never of 

dispensing with it entirely. The one 

here pictured has a deep point in front, 
and from there runs nearly to the waist, 
then turns down and makes smaller 

points over each hip, running from 
there straight up to the waistband, 

me, too naps, anu oom waost ami 
sk' are trimmed with military but- 

Every patriotic bicycle girl wears an 

army slouch bat, with its guns crossed 
in front just such a hat as any mem- 
ber of the national guard would wear, 
except that there are no figures between 
the guns representing the number of 
the regiment. 

In some of the large department 
stores they are selling ottomans which, 

A SMALL GIRL, READY FOR THE 
BEACH. 

upon being’ examined, prove to be hol- 
low, containing pockets for shoes and 
places for buttons, shoe thread, etc. 
They are really nothing more than up- 
holstered boxes which the veriest am- 
ateur could make with an ordinary gro- cer’s box and some figured denim. The 
box must have a lid, for it is this that 
forms the seat, and must therefore be 
padded with cotton batting or excelsior 
or a little curled hair saved from some 

ta« 

'p OF MOTHERS. the uu 

made w- 

the ir.sidt ba Carefully buttons ai * 

Imng or tWomanhood, 
tinie which ti 

save will be A. 
the trouble. % results 

The number ofor more 

popular ISonian se?lect to 
ends may be convei 

attention. Mothers wFer,’* 
ing them lie them arofct. 
girls’ waists for sashes, ’1 
girls, boys with sailor colla 
to carry otf the discarded a 

necktie. 
Last year’s sailor hat is fre 

made to look new by knotting a 

scarf around it and sticking in a el 
of quills. 

For a little girl’s sash the scarf 
knotted without loops a little to th 
left of the front, and the ends hang set 
era! inches below the waist—enough t 
serve very well. 

The manufacturers now have ret 
white and blue Roman scarfs on th 
market, os well 4s sashes, and the tem] 
tation to buy them is even greater tha 

tbefore. Flag ribbon fringed attheenc 
makes a pretty substitute. 

The small boys and girls will n> 

miss the big men who have gone off 
war half as much as theirgrown-ups! 
ters expect to do, and they will enji 
the sand on the beach just as much 
they ever did. For this nmuseme 

there is no reason why they should! 
made uncomfortable with fancy dresl 
which will soil with a drop of sea wat 
Sensible mothers have learned to p 

A HOLLOW SEAT. 

vide little red or blue slips made | 
so that laundry work will he no cc 

eration. A little blouse with the 
sewed to the waistband and all ft 

ing together in the back is all tt 

necessary for the tiny builder of 
hills and ditches. A turn-down c 

and loose sleeves, with perhaps a 

of colored embroidery at the wri,s ?• 
suflicient trimming, and wit* 
dozen of these a child may be k 
without a great expense fo^fs 
work. A s-M 
with stitched bmn and a crow- 

buttons on, is also a great com? 
both mother and child, since it a 

be washed and ironed. 
THE LAI 

ABOUT CHALK. 

V\ tier** ]| Conic* l<'roni. Ilow It 
puri-tl mid What It !■ 

I xoil Cor. 

Chalk is one of the most im 
crude materials brought to this 
for manufacturing purposes, I 

largely into the manufacturebi 
oilcloth, wallpaper and paint, a 

being refined, purified and rh 
a powderof various degrees of 
is sold on the market for hue 
purposes for which no otherj 
would be as useful. It is one a 
articles used in the trades wB 
almost exclusively from Eurog 
chalk beds have been discover 
United States, but the expensf 
porting it is too great to make 

product a successful compel 
the foreign article. Tt is foij 
bank of the Thames river, at D 
near Copenhagen, and is ship) 
country in crude condition.! 
no duty on chalk, and it uslll 
as ballast in bulk. About If 
came to tTie United States in? 

There is nothing complicf 
its preparation for the mat 

placed in huge grinding 
where it is ground in watg 
floated off into vats, where 
substances and impurities^! 
tated. The water is tbendt 
a series of filtering Qoerar’ 
soft residuum is drieSTby 
aim exposure 10 me air. *, 

burrmills and belting thp 
stance is then reduced to a 

packed in barrels and ship 
The finest is pressed into pit 
ous shapes for the drug trt 
grade, in crayon form, go* 
in art materials, coarser stf 
manufacturers of frames | 
ware, thousands of tons 1 
manufacturers of paint ac 

great quantities go tc tbei 
ers of rubber goods, who, 
the vulcanizing process.—' 

His Concluslo 

Foreigner—Your Wash 
have possessed a remarkt 

Native—What makes yo : 

Foreigner—1 have seen 

uinents erected to it.—N. 
-——,- 

The Re#*" 

N'ed—Why didn't Jac 
mate attend his xveddir 

Ted—.Jack had the dr 
Evening Journal. 

Every I)osc Has i 
Black—I’m leading a d< 
White—Never mind, o 

diay is com in-.—Up to Df 


