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IN THE

' THE DEAREST GIRL

WORLD

“f am sures your taoughts do my fu-
ture wife grea: injustice. 1 obnee
theught as yon do, but 1 know now I
was mistaken. 1 once belisved her to
be worldiy-hearted, but 1| am sure mow
that no mercemary thought ever ———-
Yer mind. I believe she tongs for tue
timrs that she may show the world its
mistake in belleving her to be so world-
ly. She longs to take my poor little
m«:;l:cﬂm danghter to her hesrt.”

“Y mm-happy that this is true,” said
Lady Ellsworth. She saw now that one
word agamst the womsa would bresk
tbe ald ties of friendship, snd she could
not utter one word. It was now too
Inte, but ebe feit aure that the Kar!
was bringing great troubles upon bim-
seif and in ber heart she pitied Ihim
greatly, '

The ginmour of love was over him,

tand «he knew that she dared mot speik.

She soom reached her destimation and
the Farl was lcft alone with his
thonrtita

Tn a week the party waa to dwperae,
and the decided to urge an fmme-
diate marriage, that all arrangementa
might be made to recrmva his daughter
at  her home-coming in June, at the
clase of the school, and he found no op-
pmaition to Lis plans. The Hom. Mrs
fmilis took rooms at the Vietoris Ho-
tel and wmade all arrangements for her

hing marriage.

“It would never do ia the world t’

have & eid that the Earl of Dunraven
had dharried In that shabby Httle home
in Curzon «treet;: besides, there was a
whole hest of lier near neighbors that
worid  expect  invitatioms, and this
would never do at ail. She eould not a3
thse Countess .of Dunraven be expected
to acknowledge the acquamntance  Aany
longer of the Waterleys, and the But-
terfords and the like ilk. Thers wers
soma neighbors tliat were army people,
who had/most mercilessly & the
Smitha. hese psnple ahe W show a
thing or two. She would make them
clearly understand that she could favor
them now. A\ faw davs befors her mar-
risge the Earl had told his daughter
wbout his marriage. She bad simply
olas her srma about his neek and
eriad. Shedid not reproach him or raise
an ohjection. He had a right to make
his own life as happy as possible, be-
osides she felt that her life would be a
short one, and he stood greatly in need
of some one to love him, and it never
ocearred  to her that apny one conld
kaow her father and not love him. Sle
foit snd that she should have to share
his love with another, but i1t would
make him happy, and she woudd do so,
to render his life more pleasant to him.
In a short time thers was a very quiel
wedding at St. Paul’s, and the Earl and
Countess Dunraven went on the conti-
nent for a few moutns’ tour. The
daughters returned alone to the little,
shabby house on Curzon street to await
their return.

CHAPTER V1L

Lord Wedderburn went to town and
told the story to his selicitors. " These
men were greatly metonished. Lt certain-
lv wam a sgrange story, and Lord Wed-
derburws faece pleaded with them tor
Belp. They could pisinly see that he had
suffered greatly.

“It i@ eertainly a atrange story. | can
not urderstand how the young lady
eould drop so completaly out of exist-
ence,” sald Mr. Willer, the senior of the
firm.

“Who is Dorothy Wynter”?  There
nmet be some mystery concerning her,
since Lord Wedderburn remembers on
one oceasion hearing Dame Wjymter -re-
mark that she was no kith nor kin of
hers. It is probably our best plan to
ascertain who Dorothy Wynter is. 1 am
sure our only posaible way 18 to trace
the man Boughman—he certainly
knowa something to give usa o elue
whereby we may #et to work,” remark-

Mr, Wiggins. .
M“ragm&:;ith Lord Wedderburn taal
the momwt probable sMution of the diff.-
eulty lies in the supposition that she is

cad. There are .
‘:k:ud;t thie time ard they both may have
been killed—in fact, 1 feel very nearly
ennvineed that sueh 13 the case. Tt i3 a

rave sitnation for our young friend.
%: must set about ascertaining '
man who performed the ceremony 13
really a ciergyman or having power to

: such a ceremony.
wr%?;:\?. having proved this, the next
stan will be to trace the whergubouw
of the girl or Boughman. [ am ineclined
to believe that the ceremony was IT"
ond was a®uated by some motive at
I ecagnot underatand in the dame. Per-
haps she had a good reason for wishing
the girl, Dorothy, to be .Lady Wedder-
burn. At any rate, as the matter stands
at present. it would bs modt nneenfe for

—J.ird Wedderburn to contract arotier

marriage—that is now impossible. It 1t
can be proven this m;mhzge is no legal

rriage. then it wi a most for-
:?x:xat:g:hia for our client.” Nr. Miller
held so strong to the belief in the rail-
wav sccident that he resolved to employ
detectives to trace the matter ap.

Mr. Wiggins had w theory of his own
¢Lat he firmly believed in.

Lord Wedderburn was almoat con-

* yineed that he should hear that Dorothy

was dead. She must have met witih an
sevidewt. She was a chill as innceent
a~ the flowers that grew on the moor-
lands, and as unused to the world. She
koew that he was to he found at Casde
Roval. If ehe had lived, throwa as
she must have been, on the merciless
world, with nothing to battle with but
ber uncultivated childhood, shé must
have come to him, or he musi have
haeard from her. He thought of her last
words to him: "I want you to remember
§* :s oot my faut that I am foreed upon
you— [ did not want this marriage.”
She had gome from him thinkinge he
slamed her for it, and she had gone cut
of life feeling that she had im some way
o d him.
v H!:Eve hi¢ heart smote him, aad avery
evil met in his life turned itno demons
ghat mocked him. He could not bear
to leave Castle Royal for any length
of time. He knew if word ever eame
to him, it must come here. If ‘he wan-
dover were alive and ever camos back
ohe would come here. 3o he wa_wd

t all, he was no more convinced than be-

many railway accidents |

if the |

should be during its peru-
sal, and he nerved himself for ¢ae worst
and read: '

“We have iraced every clue aad have
found one that seems probable. We
have found that between Lymwick anmd
Ashwynwick there was & mailway dis-
aster, and many killed and wounded.
The station agent remembers secing &

st 'y assorted pair walking about
the tion. Hs is not sure that he.
could } them, but thinks it prob-

able. If Lord Wedderburn could meet
them at Lymwick station on June 8th
they would exhame the bodies that he
might ideatify them.”

He the letter in his safe and
s at once. His heart was heavy.
Here. was almost conclusive proof. . His
Dorothy lay could and dead in an un-

grave, instead of laying in the
great family vault of the Homes.

Lord Weddsrburn blamed himself se-
verely. He had not ons excuse for leav-
ing her alone in her great trouble, and
tlise was his punishment, and it was
almost too heavy to bear. Every one
that looked on his pale, sad face was
filled with sympathy for him. There
was grief written in every feature of
his face.

When he reached Lymwick station
he decided to walk over the fielda to
the town. He did not wish to excite
comment or nmotice of any kind. The
detectives had their permits ready and
they soon exhumed the body of the girl.
When the coffin was raised and the lid
about to be removed, Lord Wedder-
burn grew suddenly ill. He could hardly
ses for the white fiim before his eyes.
He trembled violently, und it was by
the greatest exertion he could stand
the ordeal.

The men removed the coffin lid and
one approached him.

“The body is in a tolerable state of
preservation. Come at once, my lord.”

He fgllowed the wman. There before
him lay a girl that was very like his
Dorothy, and still unlike her. He could
not decide even now. There was a
wealth of hair, but it was not goiden,
as was Dorothy’s. There waa a strange
look on the face, but death might have
caused that. After all, he was not con-
vinced. Parkine had made the drees she
wore off, and Parkinsa would remecmber
the goods. One of the detectives cut a
small piece and handed it to Lord Wed-
derburn, who knelt beside the open
coffin and cut a strand of the long,
bright hair, which he tremblingly placed’
in hie pocketbook with the sample. After

fore.
said

“You must be prepared for great
changes, my lord; deathh hardena the
features 8o that dearest friends do not
recognize them. It has, perhaps, dis-
eolored her hair. We can tell you of
hundreds of incidents of this same
thing. It is our business to know these
things.” R

They replaced the body in its resting-
place, and, a8 the earth fell oa the
cofiin 80 mercilessly hard, Lord Wed-
derburn leaned heavily against a tree
near by, lest he should fall

They soou unearthed the nthar hody,
and when the face was exposed
to view it was clearly seen it
waa not the man they sought.
It did not take long to re)lace the
bady as they foumd it, and as iord
Wedderburn started to fetrace his steps
to the station, he looked back at the
little unknown, unmarked grave, and his
heart ached sorely. He had come to
be convinced, but he was not. The
certainty that he had expected, he had
pot. Still those men were almost sure.
Death changes everything, they said,
and perhaps it had frozen his Dorothy’s
bright face into the hard cold one he
had seen. *

The deteetive saw his Jdoubt and

column erected over the grave of the
girl. It was a beautiful broken sbhaft
with flowers drooping over its sides, and
on it was instribed: “Sacred to the
memory of my belowed Dorvothy, aged
about fifteen years.” The few who no-
ticed the shaft and the inseription,
thought it belonged to some of the
graves near it, and that Dorothy was a
beloved child of the family.

Lord Wedderburn went home to Cas-
tle Royal with the sime aching, heavy
heart. He was haunted by the dead
face he had seen. He had grown to
think of & as Dorothy, and he was mors
restless than ever.

One June evening he went to walk
on the moors. There was Parkins, the
eastle housekeeper, who had been to the
village. How should he show her the

jace of the dead girl's dress he had in
ﬁis pocket he did not know.
cold. dark and dreary,
Tord YWedderburn

Before them,
lay old Lenthiil.
pointed to it. ;

“The old p'ace looks more gloomy than
ever, since Dame Winter’s death,” he
said.

“Yes, and it seems so _strange to me
that we have received mo tidings from
Dorothy.and that man. My heart aches
yet that [ let her go with him. He had
such an evil face”

“Yon did your duty by her.
made her clothes, did you not?”

She did not notice the anxiety in his
voice,

“I made her two black dresses. They
were of old goods it is true, but she could
could not gu out with her rags on, and
I did all T could for her”

Lord Wedderburn took the piece of
goods from his pocket and handed it to
her. :

“Ig this anything like the goods of her
dress?”

She took the goods and looked at it
a moment and handed it hack.

“No, my Lord. The dresses I made
were black. This one is brown.”
He then handed her the bair.

“Is this like her hair?” he asked.

You

“Are you sure?” be asked.
“Asg sure as I live,” she
“T trust you will not spesk of

is,” he

his Dorothy that lay out in the village
churehyard at Lymwitk, and he hought

of ber as dead. ‘
[ L 4 L 4 L 2
It was the eveming before the close
of Madame Brown’s school. The girls |
biwx @i assembled in the music room |,
and wers chatting gaily. In n great |-

easy chsir, pale and lsngnid, with great
haggard eyes, sat Elsie Dunraven. She
had grown seriously ill now, and her

ecough had grown very amnoyisg. She

had almost givenm up going around, but

kept her chair, and was constantly at-

tended by Dorothy. The devotion of the
two was & most lovable sight. 'If Elise

Dunraven moved, Dorothy anticipated

her wishes. She walked supported by
Dorothy, and when she moved no one
could make her comfortable but Dor-
othy. The one girl was completely help-
leas without her friends. The girls look-
ed on in admiration. They could not
belp but respect and love Dorathy, and
the derision that had sprung up at first,
left them, and in its place came love and
respect. The morrow would bring part-
ings, but the new lives befors them
made them comparatively happy. They
were all discussing their future lives.

“I shall go down to the seashore and
rest until next season, then I shall be
presented,” said one. !

“I shall joint a party
ent.’ ’ said another. ‘

“I shall spend my summer at the Isle
of Wight,” said another.

Each one had hopeful anticipations.

“What have you planned?” asked one
girl of Elise Dunraven.

“I have no plans for the future . My
future is very uncertain,” she replied.
There was a world of sadness in the
tone, which deeply impressed every lis-

for the contin-

tener. At lest some one broke the pain-.

ful silencs by saying to Dorothy, “and
what are you going to do, Dorothy?” .

“My future will likely be too absurdly
ommonplace to speak of,” | she said,
with a laugh; “atill I think I shall take
a few music scholars and strive to eX-
ist.” §

“You may count me for one,” said
one girl.

“And I will take also,” said another.

“1 shall see too,” eaid one of more
voices.

“How shall we find you?”
other. ]

“Perhaps T can arrange it through Ma.
dam Brown,” said Dorothy. There was
no sadness in her voice. [f her world
was not as brilliant as it might be, it
was through no fault of hers. She would
meet her trials bravely. |

There Was not even the faintest tone
of sadness in her voice, and every one
admired her bhravery. ‘

Madame Brown’s school being patron-
ized by the daughters of the aristocracy
there was alwaya a crush at the closing
exercises, Captain [ - had insieted
that J.ord Wedderburn attend with him,
since his sister waa one of the gradu-
ates; but Lord Wedderburn {id not de-
cide.to do so until late, and they were
almost the iast arrivals there. If they
could bave been earlier, they  would
have witnessed a acene long to be re-
membered .Aa the girls filed into  the
great hall every eye was turned upon
the EBarl’a sick daughter leaning heavily
on the arm of her ¢companion; The Farl’s
daughter looked indeed iil with her pale,
dark face and her great haggard eyes.
She had bLeen too ill, but had insisted
on finishing all the exercises with the
rest of her clags, They were iike pictures
of sunlight and darknesa Elsie Dunra-
ven looked like a picture of death in
her snowy silken gobe that showed off
the great and death-like pallor of her
face.

Dorothy was clad in a filmy, black sil-
ken tulle with a bunch of white clover
at her belt. Her cheeks were like roses
that blushed at the greeting of dewy
morn. Her hair lay like cotls of golden
sunlight. A more’ beautifui girl than
Dorothy Wynter was seldom seen, and
every eye was turned upon the strange-
ly mated pair as they slowly wended
their way through the throng, and a
strange bush pervaded the whole room.

Captain H and Lord Wedderburn
entered the room as the last notes of a

asked an-

In a few days there was a beautiful ['song died on the air. Dorothy Wynter
had sung a weird little Swiss song and |

ber beli-like tones floated on the air
and thrilled every one with pleasure,
and the clear ringmg  of the voice
sounded like that oi some sweet, Swiss
nightingale, that brought with it the
clearness and chill as if just  from
some snowy Alpine peak.

Lord Wedderburn heard the last few
words of the song, and it thrilled him
strangely. He turned to get a view of
the singer, but a great marble column

| obstructed his view, ard he could only

catch a sight of ovne tiny form draped
in black.

The sight of those girliah faces made
him ill. He eould think of no onre but
Dorothy —his ioet Dorothy-—-and hesoon
excused himself to his iriends and left
the room:

After the school closed, friends came
for Elise Dunraven, and the parting
game.

Dorothy started out in [tie great,
cold world alone. 8he weant out and
bunted her a room. It was a suall one
in a seeond atorey .It contained : amall,
faded carpet aad a tiny_bed bhut its
cheapness had recommended it to Dor-
othy. The single, little window looked
out on a small park, wherz the spar-
rows twittered from  mdrning until
night, but the green graas and trees sent
up a dewy fragrance even to the small
second-storey room.

UNBURN.

BLISTERS,
SORE FEET.

“Nothing at all like, my Lord. Her
hair was like sunshine, and fine as any

oflk. This is rougl and coarse”™

for her. Dorothy had only a- few pen-

‘closet hung a much worn black dress
‘with a small crepe ruching at the neck;

4
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Dorothy was happy. The little money
she had waa barely sufficient to pay her
room rent, but she was full of hope and
life. She rented her a piano, and bought
a few coals that she might light a fire
on cool evenings, and sat herself down
to her first meal alone. She had no
thoughts that her money was almost
gone, or that her landlady eyed her eur-
iously, -She ate her bread and butter,
drank her cup of water since tea was
too expensive a luxury for every day
use, and she was happy as could be. Day
by day went by and there was no call

nies left now - true, there were  those
gold sovereigns that Lord Wedderburn
had given her in the old days at Lent-
hill, but she would not use them if she
starved to death. She decided to go to
Madam Brown, as there might be
some names there for her. When she had
gone tripping down the street in her
neatly mended old dress and gaiters,
and her old worn hat set jauntily on
her golden head, she looked like some
tiny princess masquerading. The land-
lady saw her leave the house. and sie
took a duplicate kev and entered  the
room. There was a tiny black box that
could not holl mueh clothing; there
were a few books:; on  the {ly leaves
were written: “From Elsie Dunraven to
her friend, Dorothy Wynter” There
were a few of the simplest toilet ar
tiles on the dressing table; in  the

it gave evidence of long wear, and was
neatly mended in divers places. There
wae a little worn pair of gaiters whose
torn sides had been most carefuliy darn-
ed over black cloth.

Everything in the room plainly told
a tale of poverty. There were a few of
Madame Brown’s cards also. These the
landlady read.

“Some poor school girl, T must be
careful and get my rents,” she said, and
true ts» the letter at the emnd of each
month she asked for her money.

To Dorothy’s great delight she found
three names awaiting her at Madame
Brown’s, Her moderate charges would
just enable her to live. and her cloth-
inﬁ‘ must answer a long time yet,

here was no one in the great city of
London that was  Thappier or lightar-
hearted than Dorethy. and day afted,
she walked early and late giving her
lessons, and at the end of each week,
when she had laid by her rents, she had
ouly a few pennieg left, but she ate her
bread and butter, and drank pure wat-
er, and was ae happy as the noisy little
swallows that twittered in the park.

(To be Continued.)

—_———— ——

THE WHY OF POVERTY.

The social reformer set out blithely
upon his task af abolishing poverty. He
came upon a politician and asked his
aid.

“T.ao bad,” replied the politician. “[
should like to oblige you. but poverty

is not an issue just now. I'm afraid you
will have to move on.”

The social reformer went on a bit far-
ther and met a physician. He asked the
physician to help.

“Really, good sir.” said the physician,
“you will have to excuse me. Without
poverty I shonld have to zo out of busi-
ness, for it is the cause of many of the
diseases I am called upou to treat.”

“Can’t do it at all, sir.” declared the
manufacturer cmphatically. “it would
be ruinows to rxy business. Without
poverty I could pot hire little children
or get adults at such low wages. You
will have to move on, sir.”

The soeinl reformer went on a bit far-
ther and came upon 2 charity worker
whose help he requested.

“I cannot deny that it would be n
rood thing in a wav” replied the char-
ity worker. “but T cannot assist. You
ace. there iy a vast auantity of capital
invested in this and other echarity or-
ganizations. Also thev employ a great
many people nnd give a great many
others an opportunity to ease their con-
sciences through contributions. Without
poverty, of course, all thia effort would
be wasted.”

The social reformer went on a bit

farther and, meeting a pauper, asked
him to help aholish poverty.
“4 gplendid idea”” declared the pan-
per. “and I should he delighted to help,
Yut as I have neither job. monev nor in-
fluence, there is nothing 1 can do.”

 Apples Main Crop—Slavery of Na-

tive Women.

London.—Another story of an African
farm is told by Mrs.. H.'J. Langridge,
who has just returned to London after
four years’ residence in British Afnet.
where she has engaged i fruit growing,
Mrs. Langridge 1s of opinion that the
country offers one of the greatest fields |

who have capital
$25,000.

She has had great success in her pres-
ent enterprise and when ehe returms in
a few months ehe is going to turn her
attention to coffee, which she will grow
on a tract of land which she has pur-
chased, adjoining her husband’s planta:
tion, and sixteen miles from her pres-
ent farm. Coffee, she says, is easy to
grow, needs less capisal than any other
product, and is sure of a continuous and
expanding market. P

Mrs. Langridge’s fruit farm is knowsn
as the N’ Gelani estate, and it is near
Manchako ‘Lown, about thirty mile-J
from the Uganda Railway, in the High-
lands of British Fast Africa. She has
about a hundred acres and it is all un-
der cultivation. The farm has been laid
wut for more than twenty-five years, but
1t is only recently under her manage-
ment that it has been made a paying
proposition.

It is at prescnt the only aetual fruit-
bearing farm in the colony, although
others are under cultivation. It con-
tains 7,000 apple trees, besides oranges,
lemons, pineapple, tangerines, peaches,
plums, figs, apricots, greengages, guavas,
quinces, pomegranates and vines.

She has on it fifty ostriches, thirty
head of cattle, a small flock of sheep
and a poultry farm. The main crop so
far, however, comes from the apple trees.
It pays best at present to push this crop
because it can be easily packed and
shipped to Uganda. German East Africa,
Zanzibar, Aden and other parts.

“The apble crop is truly remarkable,”
said Mrs. Langridge. “We start picking
apples in Deeember and continue with-
out break until August. In August T
strip the trees of their leaves and white.-
wash the bark all the way up in order
to give the trees a forced rest. The trees
are blossomine, fruiting and ripening all
at the same time. You can’see the bud,
hloswom,  amall and large fruit on the
tree at one and the same period. |

“The singuler evenness of ¢limate ae.
eounts for this remarkable fertility.
The sun rises &t 6 aan. and sets at 8
p.m.. with unswerving regularity, and
every night & cool mist comes dawn on
the hills, so that every morning every-
thing is wmofstened.  There are two
rainy seasons--in November and March

of from $10,000 to

—but the elements are very obliging
and the rain Jdescends only at night
time.”

Mrs. Langridge says that there is not
much difficulty as veeards lubor. The
natives work verv well and are very
quiet and teachable.  Only male help.
however, is possible. as the female na-
tives work onlv in their own allotments.
In their ordinary life the native 'woman
is an absolute «lave to the man|

She rises at 4 am., milks the cowa,
fetches the wood and water, cooka the
food, and then goes to work in the fields
from 6 in the morning until 6 in the
evening. At 6 she again fetches the
wood and water, again milks the cows
and prepares the evening meal.

But her duties are not over even then.
Her lord and master, who spends has
time between sleeping and drinking,
wants a midnight meal. and this she
has to prepare. so that her average al-
lowance for sleep is from 1 to 4 am.
These women are enormously streng. and
are frequeantlv seen carrving on their
hacks burdens considerably over a hun-
dredweight, supported by straps fas-
tened round the forehead so that the
main weight is borne by the head.

Girls are sold at 168 years >f age to the
highest bidder in cows, the aatites trad-
ing entirely in cattle and grola. Girls
are never allowed to eni:r domestic ser-
vice, and the Britiah Governnent will
not allow Europeans to purchase 2.6
for that purpose. Tis lLess native male
servant is founi in the hov who f2 tak-
en away from "ij surronndings at about
ten or twelve veils ol axs and given a
thorough training in Kuropean ways. He
is then very auick an! villing to learn.

SEND IN NAMES

Ex-Members of Thirteenth May Now
Register for Semi-Centennial.

—e

Arrangements have heen made  for
the aegistration of names in connection
with fhe celebration of the semi-cen-
tenninl of the Thirteenth Royul Regi-
ment, and it is hoped that all ex-mem-
bers will send in their names. The
registration of names will be made at
Nordheimer's music store, 18  King
strcet west. 'This is the only means
the officers have of getting irnto touch
with ex-members, and it is hoped that

the members and .ex members who
know of the celebration will inform
any ex-members whese whereabouts

they know, so that they may accept
this notice of the affair as an invita-
tion to send in their names. |[As soon
as mumes are received  persenal invi-
tations will he sent out and informa-
tion given regarding the celebration.
Throngh the co-operation of all mem-
bers and ex-members who know of the
arrangements that are being mnde, the
affair ean he made the success the of-
ficers hope. and as elaborate arrange-
ments are heing made it is believed
that the attendance will bhe very large
on September 13, 14 and 15.

A SHY BRIDE.

Miss Violet Shy of Mishawaka,
is to be married July 9.

‘“There was a strange man here to see
you to-day, papa,” sakd little Mary, as
she ran uiit to meet her father.”

“Did he have a bhild?”’

““No, papa; he had just a plain nose.”

AMost Anything Editor: Why don't you
muzzle those poets and poetesses” Or
do you use their stuff so’'s you won't
have to write anything?—W. B.

A man will do a lot these blistering
davs to keep from working.

When an English raflway’ advertised
for 09 woouden sleepers, a ciergyman of-
fered his entire congregation.

Wis.,

THOSE POPULAR AIRS.

In a certain office a jilted youth was
whistiing ‘I Wonder Who's Kissing Her

- The social reformer moved on and at
Tatest reports was still moving—From
Life.
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WASTE PAPER.

Accumulation o; a Chicago Office
Sold for $1,331.

The management of one of the largest
office bufldings in Chicago made a pro-
it of $1,881.57 last year by selling
waste paper which the janitors rem
each night fromm the offices of tenants.

C vely few persons ever stop to
think that there is any value to & scrap
of paper thrown into a waste basket.
There really isn’'t when a single sheet ar
even a basketful is considered. But wheis
thousands of basketfuls are dumped into
one big pile it is worth considerable.

Removing the day's accumuiation of
waste paper is an obligation which the
management of every big building must
perform for his tenants, so a fit of,
$1.321.57 is really just llke finding that'
much money. Handling waste paper
has been reduced to a science, and toms
and tons of it is sold each year by the
proprietors of the hundreds of skyscrap-
ers in Chicago. This scrap paper is pur-
chased by the second ivand peper com-
panies, who in turn dispose of it at pro-
fit to concerns that make it up into cheap
grades and perhaps sell tt back to the
persons who originally threw tha scrap
away.

The office building management that
clears $1,33.67 annually from this source:
employs a man at $0 a month, whase
sole duty it is 1o look after the waste
paper. After {t is brought down n hht
big sacks to the basement each day the
paper is carefully sorted over and
ined to discover any valuables m:m

take. This done the r is ghod,m:
a big compressing machine and it 4
cut in bundles similar to baled hay. i
These bundles are sold by welght an&
the market price of waste paper hm
$6 a ton. 0 realize a profMt of :
over and above the salary of the mans
who handles the waste paper this one oft-
fice dudlding must dispose of more t {
three hu tons a year—From
Chicago Tribune. é 4

B o o

ENGLISHN VIEW OF WAR OF 1812

Preparations already afoot te cele-
brate the centenary of Anglo-Saxen
peace in 1815, writes a Daily Chronicle
correspondent, add interest to the eir-
cumstance that the war whoae termim-
ation will then be commemerated began
100 years ago to-day.

In order to find crews for the ]
fleet that was necessary for the cheek-
making of Napoleon, Brigish captains
were authorized to search any Americam:
warships or merchant vessels if they,
suspected that there were deserters om,
board. The United States submitted to-
this indignity for fourteen years, during.
which thousands of Americans were tak-
en from under their gwn flag and forced,
to serve in British ships; but war at
l]ast became uravoidable, and was de-
clared on June 18.

Prabably most people in this country
remember the war for the victory of,
tive Shannon over the Chesapeake. As a!
matter of fact, however, the Americans,
had five sound trlumphs to their credib:
before the Shannon came along to vary
the monotony of our disasters. Before
the epd of 1812 we had lost thirty-eight
gun frigates, Guerriere, Macedonian and
Java and the eighteen gun Frolic, while
early in 1813 the eighteen gun Peacock
fell an  easv victim to the American
Hornet. Altogether there were fifteem
of these single ship encounters, and the
British ship was beaten in ten of them.
In everv case save one, however, the
American vessel was superior in force.

The American navy at the outset of

the war eomprised only sixteen vessels,
while Great Britain possessed over 600.
The war lasted over three years, and
we lost twenty-one ships before peace
was proclaimed.
L Lieutenant Provo Wallis, who was an
officer in the Shannon at the time of
her fight with the Chesapeake, died an
admiraj of the fleet in 1892, at the age
of 100—From the Tondon Chronicle.

-

SECRET LOCKETS.

Would vou have something quite new
and diffqrent to wear om your pretty
Tong chain? Then here are some fas-
cinating lockets with a compartment for
a hidden picture. They may be turned
and twisted and examined most minute-
Iv and still retain the secret of the en-
closed portrait. Neither hinge nor ere-
vice is to be seen and the bejewelled
and ornamented cover will deiy the de-
tection of the secret picture.

These lockets are handsomely carved

1

in many beautiful designs. and they.
Jre shown in the jewelry shops im
various shapes and sizes. Some are

studded with diamonds or pearls and
others with the colored stones.

One charming locket is set with am
amethyst and three beautifully timted
baroque pearls, while from it is eus-
pended s large baroque pearl as a pen-
dant.

Now?' when the bockkeeper, safe behind
his scveen, answered with “Everybody’'s
Doin’ It.”” The screen was of heavy wire;
no fatalities. —Atchisen (Kan.) Champton.

Another is set with a large topas, snd
this s?ld locket is heavily earved aad
e £ Cyaina MQIJL-, l.gu._)

poesibly have been thrown away by »i 3
5




