
 
 

   

 

Converting
Gwendolyn,

By MARTHA COBB SANFORD.

Copyrighted, 138 by Ass)ciated
Literary Press.

 

At twenty Gwendolyn Rand was un-

deniably a personality to be reckoned
with.

“l don't see where you get such
ways, Gwendolyn,” complained her

mother. “Why, at your age I"—

“Yes, indeed,” corroborated Mr.

Rand, “at your age, Gwendolyn, your
mother had settled down—she wasn't
running around after all the young
men in the neighborhood.”
“Oh, daddy.” remonstrated Gwen-

dolyn. “I think you might be a little

more gallant.”

“Well, well, the young men weren't

all running after her, then,” amended
Mr. Rand, softening at the hurt look
in Gwendolyn’s big brown eyes. “But
it doesn’t look well either way. 1

can't understand where”—
“Mother was brought up in a con-

vent, you remember. I'm the product

of coeducation,” ventured Gwendolyn
in explanation,

“H'm,” reflected Mr. Rand. “That

may be the reason, but the remedy is
your Aunt Abiatha.”

Gwendolyn gave « little gasp of ap-
prehension.

“Yes, my dear,” continued Mr. Rand,
“your mother and I have decided to
send you down to Florida to spend
the winter with your Aunt Abiatha.”

“She will teach you the things a

girl of your age ought to know, daugh-

ter,” added Gwendolyn’s mother dole-
fully, “things which I have somehow
failed to make you take an interest
in”

“In other words, I'm to be sent to a

convent,” exclaimed Gwendolyn as

she swished out of the room, her head

high in air. but her eyes glistening
with unshed tears.

Aunt Abiatha's spacious, old fashion-

ed house merited kinder verdict than
Gwendolyn bestowed upon it at first

glance, Once up in her cozy bedroom,

however, with its chintz covered four

poster and French windows opening
out on to a little rose covered porch
the girl's heart melted in spite of her-
self, and she threw both arms around
Aunt Abiatha, completely submissive—

for the time being.
But after the novelty of dusting,

sewing and cooking began to resolve

itself into routine Gwendolyn suddenly

balked.
“Now | know how to do all these

prosaic things, Aunt Ablatha,” she ar-

gued, “what's the use of doing them
day after day? There are so many
real live things to do in the world.
Let's give a garden party or some-
thing, Aunt Ablatha. Are there any
male inhabitants in Centerville that we
could hire to come, do you think?”
“Gwendolyn, my dear, how you talk!

Of course there are,” Aunt Abiatha
was startled into admitting. “There's
young Jack Hayward for one.”
“What's he like?”
“Very thoughtful and polite,” replied

Aunt Ablatha loyally. “He comes of

one of our best families.”
“Poor thing!” muttered Gwendolyn.
“What did you say, dear?”
“I asked what he does for a living?’

prevaricated Gwendolyn unblushingly.
“Why, he manages his father's es-

tate, of course. He's a country gen-
tleman.”
“Oh,” commented Gwendolyn indif-

ferently, “he must be a very provin-
cial kind of person! 1 don’t think I
should like him.”
“Well, of all things, Gwendolyn!”

bristied Aunt Abiatha. “Of course
you'd like him. Every oue does. I'll
ask him to call.”
An afternoon or two later as Gwen-

dolyn was reclining in the hammock

on her little porch engrossed in a nov-
el she became suddenly conscious that
the front doorbell had been ringing for
some time. On the veranda below she
could hear Aunt Abiatha rocking to
and fro.
“The frout doorbell's ringing. Aunt

Abiatha!” she called, jumping up. “If
it's that ‘polite and thoughtful young
country gentleman,’ please don't dis-
turb me. I'm in the midst of an aw-
fully exciting love story.”
A hearty masculine laugh followed

Gwendolyn’s declaration.
It aroused her curiosity, but also her

indignation, and she re-established her-
self in the hammock, determined not
to display the slightest interest, what-
ever happened.
But the next thing she heard startled

her into a sitting posture.
“Now, Aunt Abiatha, will you intro-

duce us?’
Gwendolyn, walking to the rail of

the porch, could hardly believe her
eyes. There, on the roof of the veran-
da, not ten feet away from her, sat
an extremely good looking young man.
And there on the lawn stood Aunt
Abiatha, the picture of dismay and
disapproval.
“Gwendolyn,” she called up, “this is

Mr. Heyward. Jack, my niece, Miss
Rand. I never saw such goings on in
my life. Go right into your room,
Gwendolyn!”
Gwendolyn did not budge. She only

laughed and laughed, until Aunt Abia-
tha finally joined in.
But such a triangular situation was

not over encouraging, especially since
Aunt Abiatha refused to leave her an-
gle of observation, so eventually they
all adjourned to the downstairs veran-
da for afternoon tea.  

“80 you're a climber, Mr. Heyward?”
Gwendolyn observed archly, taking ad-
vantage of Aunt Ablatha's absence in
the kitchen.
“Given sufficient incentive — yes,”

Jack answared lightly. “TI couldn't

stand down there below, you know,
and let a fellow in a book get ahead
of me.”
“Get ahead of you?’
“Well, absorb your interest to the ex-

clusion of a real human being,” ex-
plained Jack.
“You took an awful risk,” laughed

Gwendolyn.
“Oh, that was nothing,” Jack boast-

ed. “I'm used to all sorts of athletic
stunts, you know.”
“That isn't the kind of risk I meant

exactly,” Gwendolyn enlightened him.
“Well, how did you like him?” beam-

ed Aunt Abiatha after the caller's de-
parture,
“Not very well,” said Gwendolyn,

shaking her head dublously. “He's so
bold and conceited.”
“But, my dear,” hastily interposed

Aunt Ablatha., “You mustn't judge
him from first appearances. Jack was

a little queer today. I don’t know what
was the matter with him. But we'll
have him in often, and you must be
polite to him, Gwendolyn.”
And that was how a most audacious

courtship came to be carried on right

under Aunt Abiatha'’s eyes,

“Gwendolyn,” asked Jack dreamily
one sunny morning as they sat to-

gether in the fragrant rose garden,
“how did you ever happen to come
down to this quiet little spot anyhow?
I should imagine you'd love all the gay
things of life—dances, theaters, din-
ners and all that, you know. Don't
you?”

“No, you're all wrong,” answered
Gwendolyn slowly, hiding ber face in
the flowers she had gathered. “I love

something ouite different.”
For a few minutes the birds in the

garden had it all to themselves, so

suddenly still were the two people who
sat there.

“Gwendolyn,” Jack finally found
himself asking in a husky voice quite

unlike his own, “do you really love it

down here—the quiet, lazy life we
lead?”
Gwendolyn nodded, but did not lift

her face.

“Love It enough to stay with me.

dearest?”
Gwendolyn nodded again.
“Look up at me, you fraud,” Jack

commanded, taking her joyfully into
his arms.

“yl can't,”

blinking.

eye.”

“Oh, let me get it out, sweetheart,”
implored Jack sympathetically. “What
it it, darling?”
“A tear, I think,” confessed the mis-

chievous Gwendolyn.

Half an hour later Jack sat talking
with Aunt / biatha on the porch. Gwen-

Gwendolyn protested,
“There's something in my

dolyn was scribbling her daily line to
her mother
“Rend thot, Aunt Ablatha,” the girl

called suddenly, holding out a sheet of

note paper. “It has something about
you In it.”

And this is what the astonished Aunt
Ablatha read:

Dearest Mother and Dad—I want you
to come down here just as quickly as you
can. I am to be married at Aunt Abin-
tha's two weeks from today. The wed-
ding will be very quiet. Aunt Ablatha
fully approves of my engagement—in fact,
she has done everything in her power to
bring it about. Please bring my trous-
seau along with you. Your loving

GWENDOLYN.
P. 8.—His name is Jack Montgomery

Heyward, and he's just as nice as his
name. I can cook and sew and dust. G.

 

He Liked the Sound.
Mr. Goff has a humor peculiarly his

own. He looks at the world in a half
amused, half induigent manner some-
times very annoying to his friends.
One day when in town he dropped
info a restaurant for lunch. It was a
tidy although not a pretentious estab-

lishment. After a good meal he called
i the waitress and inquired what
kind of pie could be had.
“Appleplemincepieraisinpieblueberry-

plecustardpiepeachpieandstrawberry-
shortcake,” the young woman repeated
glibly.
“Will you please say that again?” he

asked, leaning a trifle forward.
The girl went through the list at

lightning rate. “Andstrawberryshort-
cake!” she concluded, with emphasis.
“Would you mind doing it once

more?’ he said.
The waitress looked her disgust and

started in a third time, pronouncing
the words in a defiantly clear tone.
“Thank you,” he remarked when she

had finished. “For the life of me I
can't see how you do it. But I like to
hear it. It’s very interesting, very.
Give me apple ple, please, and thank
you very much.”—Youth's Companion.

Recognized Likeness.
A Parisian dandy of the first water,

the Comte de 8., had a crayon picture
of himself made, which he afterward
pretended to find fault with.
“It does not bear the slightest resem-

blance to me,” he said, “and I will not
take it.”
The artist protested, but all to no

avail. “All right, monsieur,” he re-
marked finally, “if it is not at all like
you, of course I can't reasonably ex-
pect to get paid for it."
After the count had left the painter

added to the portrait a magnificent
pair of ass’ ears and exhibited it to
the gaze of the curious public.

It had not been long so
when the count broke into the artist's
studio in a towering rage and, finding
that threats availed him nothing, at
last offered to buy it at a considerable
advance upon the original price.
“It was not strange that you failed

to recognize your resemblance to the
pleture at first,” said the painter, de-
termined to be revenged for the slight
put upon his work. “But I knew you
would notice the likeness as soon as I
added these ears.”  

 

 

(ASTORIA.
 

The Kind You Have Always Bought, and whict has been in use for over 30 years, has

borne the signature of

CHAS. H. FLETCHER “™"™ heen made under his personal supervision

since its infancy. Allow no ome to deceive

you im this. All Counterfeits, imitations, and ‘*‘Justas-good” are
but Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of Infants and Chil

dren—Experience against Experiment.

WHAT IS CASTORIA

Castoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Paregoric, Drops and Soothing

Syrups. It is Pleasant, It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Narcot-

ie subs ance. Its age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms and allays Feverish-

ness. It cures Diarrhoea and Wind Colic. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures

Constipation and Fiatulency. It assimilates the Food, regulates the Stomach

and Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. The Children’s Panacea—The

Mother's Friend.

GENUINE CAS

Bears the

CHAS. H.

THE KIND YOU HA

TORIA ALwaAYSs

Signature of

FLETCHER

VE ALWAYS BOUGHT

In Use For Over 30 Years.

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, 77 MU
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ots For Sale.

Your Money to Earn Twenty Per Cent ?

RRAY STREET, NEW YORK CITY. bH-6t

YOU LIKE

 

Such a question is almost superfluous.
is how and where you can get the twenty on your surplus capital.

The Opportunity is Here
We have just purchased 98 more Building Lots in connection with

the Hamilton farm. The fact that we own and control a large number
of building lots in this prosperous town places us in a position to offer
the best proposition in real estate that has ever been offered in this state.

Lots on Easy Terms

All you naturally want to know

 

 

choicest lots.

FREE TRANSPORTATION TO ANY ONE

There is a great demand for homes and rooms at State College.
Houses rent from $25 to $roo per month. Russell Sage said,

“Your Rear Estate WiLL Make Your Op AGE COMFORTABLE.’

State College has the brightest future of any town in central Pa.

Call and see our proposition, and select for yourself one of the
Tue Best INVESTMENT ON EARTH 1S IN THE EARTH.

BUYING A LOT DURING NEXT 30 DAYS
SIR, 
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The Rice God.
In the Malay peninsula, after a gen.

eral propitiatory service has been held
as an “apology” to the rice for cutting
it, the “rice soul” is diligently sought.

First the spot where the best rice
grows Is selected; then seven stems
are chosen, each having seven joints.
Within this sacred bundle resides the
soul of the whole precious field, and,
dressed in swaddling clothes like a live
infant, it is borne home in a basket
and tenderly, reverently, placed on a
new sleeping mat.
After the rice harvest in Ceylon the

priests take a little old god called
Mareil down to the river. A hole is
dug where the water is shallow, and
into this is crammed a bag of dry rice,
with the god placed on top. The satu-

tions of great joy.
Both in China and Japan are held

special festivals of thanksgiving and
offering up of first fruits.—Los An-
geles Times.

Luck In Golf.
Luck, as will readily be understood,
a factor that enters very largely

golf. Perhaps the most notable
on record is that of Jamie An-

derson when competing for the cham-
at Prestwick in 1878. He had

for the seventeenth
little girl standing

the spectators remarked that

 

teed his ball again in a fresh position
well behind the line and made a drive
which landed him in the hole and

match. If, however, he had played it
from the original spot he would have
been penalized a stroke and have lost
the championship. Clearly, then, luck
on the links is something to be taken
into consideration whatever nonbeliev-
ers may say to the contrary.—Balley's
Magazine.

 

What He Was Allowed to Do.
A Presbyterian delegate who was

accustomed to being sent to denomina-
tional conventions to extend fraternal
greetings was delegated to the genera!

CALL OR WRITE

LEATHERS BROTHERS,
116 College Ave. Commercial 'phone. State College, Pa

 

   

conference of the Methodist Episcopal
church.
Rising to speak, he said it was al

ways an interesting study to him to
note the different receptions accorded
him at the conventions of the various
denominations.
“Whenever I attend a convention of

the Episcopal church, for example,”
said he, “I find I can do anything 1!
like except preach in the pulpit. When
I go before the Baptist church I am
accorded every privilege except that
of taking communion. And.” he said.
with a smile, “when I appear among
the Methodists I notice I am allowed
every privilege except taking the col-
lection!”"—Ladies’ Home Journal.

 

Whistler's Grocery Bill.
Whistler's financial affairs were the

mingled joy and terror of his friends,
and the Pennells, in their “Life of
Whistler,” give a most amusing
glimpse into this side of his life. On
one occasion he had actually run up
a bill of £600 with a Chelsea green-
grocer, who at last called to insist
upon payment. Whistler came out
strong on that occasion:
“How—what—why—why, of course,

you have sent these things—most ex.
cellent things—and they have been
eaten, you know, by most excellent
people. Think what a splendid adver-
tisement! And sometimes, you know,

seemly discussions about the bill-
well, you know, I shall have to go into
discussions about all this, and think

think the best thing is not to refer to
the past—I'll let it go. And in the fu-

we'll have a weekly account—
you know!”
greengrocer left without his

money, but received in payment two
nocturnes, one the blue upright Val
paraiso.

Courtesy at the Pawnshop.
“You go first, Frau Meier. I can

Thanks. I'd have you know I'm in
mo more hurry for my money than
you."—Fliegende Blatter.

It requires three years before many
gpecies of birds ncquire their matuwe
‘Plumage,

 

  

 

Lyon & Ceo. Lvon & Ce.

LYON & CO.
 

 

We are showing all the new weaves in Spring

and Summer

DRESS GOODS.
Come early and get thefirst selection.

MASSALINE SILKS.

Our stock is now complete in every depart-

ment. New Massaline Silks, in all colors,

$1, 1.25 and 1.50 per yard.

NEW OYAMA SILKS.

New Oyama Silks, in all colors, 4oc. per yd.

ALL WOOL DRESS GOODS.

We are showing a full line of All Wool Dress

Goods, in all shades and colors, from 48c. to

$2.50 per yard.

WASHABLE GOODS.

Also a full line of Washable Goods—White

Waistings, Striped Madras and Ginghams,

Plain and Striped Linens.

LADIES’ SHIRT WAISTS.

We are showing the greatest values in Ladies’

White Shirt Waists, all new this season,

from 69c. to $3.50.

WORCESTER AND BON-TON CORSETS.

Royal Worcester Corsets in the new long

models from $1. to $3. Bon-Ton Corsets

in the long directoire models from $3.00 up.

Also a full line of all the latest Beltings.

COME EARLY
and secure some of these new Spring Goods, as

we will save you money.

 

 

LYON & COMPANY,
47-12 Allegheny St., Bellefonte, Ia. 

 

  

Bellefonte Shoe Emporium.
 

 

KNOWING

HOW TO BUY
Where to buy them and buy-

ing in large quantities
is what

SAVES YOU MONEY
20 years ofhard study in the
shoe business has taught me
this trick, Why should you
buy your shoes from the little
stores, or from people wh¥
do not know anything about

shoes.

FOR EXAMPLE.
I have on sale at my store
Ladies Dress Shoes at $1.48
a pair that I will DEFY any
person in the shoe business
to show you or give you a
better shoe for less than $2.
This shoe is made of genuine
dongola kid with mat kid
tops, patent leather tips,
bluchercut,leather innersole,
high and low heels. I will
guarantee to replace any
pair ofthese shoes that does
not give satisfaction and
guarantee them to bejust as
good as any $2 shoe made.
They will be sold at $1.48 a
pair and the reason is Iknow
how to buy them. Come and

see.

YEAGER’'S SHOE STORE,
successor to Yeager & Davis.

Bush Arcade Building, BELLEFONTE, PA.  
 


