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GINDERELLA'S SISIEHS =
| ———=[HE STORY OF THEIR WOOING

Showing How a Miss Hopeful Came Within an Ace of Playing Her Cards
Successfully, to the Disadvantage ot Her Elders.

I ever fhere were
greeable, hateful, tyrannieal
old malls on earth, those two
are my step-sisters,- and you
know it, Miss Reade.”

Miss Reade looked uncomfortable.

“As your governess, you know, Ella,
I ought not to listen to your remarks
on your sisters ' ghe_ began, ner-
vously.

"step-sisters, please,” snapped Ella,
“Oh, Miss Rteade, if you had only Leen
here before they came, It was so
nlce.”

“Didn't they always live here, then®"
asked the governess,

“Oh, dear, no, Thelr father died
, twenty years ago, when Laura and
Iy Theodora Were six and elght years
old, and when mother marcied a vear
later, Mr. Newton's mother toolk them
1o live with her. Then mother died
two years ago, and father said I wasn't
old enough to take charge, though 1
was fifteen. So as old Mrs. Newton
had died a year or so before, and
Laura and Theo were staying with
their father's sister, father wrote uud
Rasked them to come here. They've
done nothing but interfere with me
ever since they came. You haven't
been long enotigh here to find out yet,
but you will soon. The idea of taking
that book away from me."”

“Well, you know, Ella, dear, it is
not quite a book for young girls; but
kush—I hear Miss Newton's voice,
Do go on practicing,”

The door opencd, and a tall, grace-
ful glrl entered. She looked as much
younger than her real age as Blla
leoked clder, and no one would have
guessed her to be more than twenty-
three or four. She looked very pale
and there were fears in her eyes and
a quiver In her voice as she addressed
1hia governess.

“Miss Reade, T have just had a tele-
gram to fell me that my aunt has
had a paralytie gstroke. My slster and
I are going to her with the next train.
Will you kindly take charge here? I
will give you all directions if you will
come to my room. Ella, you will ex-
plain to father, dear, and be kind to
the little ones,”

All was bustle and confusion for the
next two hours, and then the sisters
drove off to catch their train from the
Junection.

“It's too annoying, eried
Leigh when Le arrived later in the
afternoon and was met in the hall
by E’la. eager to tell him the news,
“Just exactly my luck, Why couldn’t
their aunt take ill at some other time?
What on earth shall I do? Write and
put them off, [ suppose.”

“Put who off? Have you asked any-
body down?' asked Ella, who was ac-
customed to her parent's Incoherent
style of conversation.

“I met two friends in town to-day,”
oxplained her father, “whom I haven't
segn for six seven years, and I
asked them down for soeme sghooting.
I guppose I must put them off.”

two disa-
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“No need for that,” answered Ella,
with a toss of hier head. “There are
plenty of zood servants, and Miss

Iteade can order dinner and chaperoup
me. Who are your friends, father? I
suppose they are quite old.”

“They don't think so,” sald the Ma-
Jor with a grin, “though no doubt you
avil, They gome years younger
thian myself, hoth on the sunny side of
forty. It's too bad of the girls,” went
on the Major, absently, and half for-
aetting his auditor. “I always thought
thére was something between Dot and
Ashby, and It would do very well now
that hre has come into his unele's prop-
erty. And Courtenay's always talking
about Lis ideal woman. I wonder what
he'd think of Laura. Run away, Ella:
I wasn't talking to you. Go and tell
Miss Reade I want her”

Mlss Reade was a weak and foolish
woman, whoe, being inecapable of ex-
ercising any conirol over her streng-
willed pupll, mananged her by means
of gross flattery and unlimited Indulg-
ence, She was writing In her own
room when Nlla ran in to tell ber of
the expected visitors.

“And I shall have them all to my-
self,” cried the girl, exultantly: “with
no sisters to keep me in the back-
ground; no hateful Laura to look ma-
jesticdlly at me I I venture to speak;
v no detestable Theo to snub me, I look
quite grown up, don't I, Miss Reade?”

iwre

“You are grown up, dear,” replied
the judicious governess, “You look
quite twenty. And seventeen is a mar-
riageable age, you know, Wouldn't it
be fun to steal a mareh on your sisters,
and get married to one of these gentle-
men?”

“Wouldn't i1? And the point Is,
Miss Rteade, that I belleve father agked
these men down to meet Laura and
Theodora—I won't eall her Dot: so
absurd fo keep up baby names when
she is 80 old. 1 mean to have some
fun with these men. Wouldn't it be
joily ir 1 were to marry one?”

“It would indeed,” Miss Reade as-
sented.

“It {5 a distinet leading of Providence
that the sisters are away.” luuzhed
Ella, “If they were at home I shouldn't
have a chance. I ghould be kept In the
background; and besides, Laura is
handsome and Theo really lovely.”

“But you have the charm of youth
and your artless ways are more win-
1lng than the finished manners of
older women.”

Ella.dld not answer. She stood look-
ing absently at the window,

“What is my Cinderella thinking
of?" asked Mlss Reade, after a pause.

“Of—Cinderella,” answered the girl,
with a little gleeful langh. *“I have a
plan, Miss Reade, and if you help me,
I'll tae you to live with me when I
am married. I'm going to act a little
comedy. I am Ciodervella; ill-treated
by my step-sisters, who are old, ugly
and jealous, but I am too noble to
complaln. [ am-resigned, gentle, ever
obliglag.”

“1 see. ‘Pliy is akin to love.! And
you think you can interest these men
by playing Cinderelln. Well, it is not
a bad idea. Baut how can I help vou?"

“I'll tell you later. Meantime you
had better go to father, 1 :muo forgot
to tell you he wants to see you."

Colonel Ashby arrived next evening.
Sir George Courtenay was not expect-
ed for a day or two, and Dlla felt
rather relieved. One man was enough
to begin with. The Mnajor mentioned
casually at dinner that his elder
daughters were from home, and Ernest
Ashby felt a pang of disnppointment.
ITe had hoped to meet Dot, for he had
heard of the death of her mother and
of the sisters having gone to live with
their step-father. His brief love story
had been played out one nutumn in a
country house where Dot had been
visiting alone. Ashby had fallen vio-
lently in love with Dot, but although
she had returned his affection, thelr
engagement was never announced, for
they had quarreled almost at once,
and Ashby had gone abroad In a fit
of temper,

As soon as the Major had rallen
asleep over his dinner, Asliby inade his
way to the drawing-room, where he
found Miss Reade at the piapo, and
Ella prettily reposed in a window re-

cess. He quickly jolned the latter,
and began to make conversation.

“You have sisters, haven't yon?" he
asked, alter a time,

“Step-sisters, and three darling little
brothers,”

“Your sisters are from home just
now?"

“Oh, yes,” with an arch smile, “or I

"

ghouldn’t be here.
“Shouldn’t you? Why not?"
“0h, well"—a pause. “You sgee, I
am rather young, and my sisters keep
me in the school-room. They are very

gond and kind, but quite old; they
think me a child."”
“Quite old!” he execlaimed. “Why,

they ecannot be, At least the one 1
kpew eannot be much over twenty."”
Ela bit her lip In annoyance at her
blunder. She had forgotten that Ash-
by had known Dot.
Ella hesitated a moment,
a darving step.
“Darling Dot,"

then risked

she murmured, “Ah,
Colonel Ashby, did you not know?
Dot died two years ago.”

“Dot dead!" he cried, in a4 voice of
anguigh, It was over, then; his dream
of veconelllation. He could never ask
forgiveness now; never explain away
his harsh words; hear her dear
voice whisper pardon. "I am sorry to
have distressed you,” he snid, wearlly,
after a pause. *“I had not heard of—
of your slster's death.”

Ella smiled through her tears like an
April morn,

“I can't

never

quite talk

of dariing Dot | child.

yet,"” she szaid, unsteadily. “We were
s0 much to each other, and I am so
lonely now she's gone."

*You must be,” he answered, almost

tenderly. *“You must miss her ter-
vibly.”
“0Oh, I do,” cried Ella, pressing her

handkerchief to her eyes, and there
was a long silence, At last Ella loolzed
up. “I must say good-night now,
Aolonel Ashby,” she said, with a little
smile,

“Already ?” he remonstrated.
it's very early. Don't go yet."

“Oh, but I have such a lot to do to:
night,” she answered, simply.

“Io you =till do lessons, then?"”

“Oh, no,” cried Ella, earnestly. “1
am going to the nursery. Baby Bertie
won't let anybody else put him to bed.
And then, my sisters have left me
things to do.”

“PTagks?" asked Ashby.

“Mending, and things like that. They

u“.' hy'

have taken theiy maid with them, you
see,"
“Rather hard lines on you. lm'a't

they c¢ver take you ot with them?

“Oh, they are very kind,” said Ella,
“and they have promised to take me
somewhere some day, when the boys
are old enough to be at school and [
am not so much needed at home.”

“HRather a distant prospeet,” re-
marked Ashby. *“I'm afrald it's a
case of Cinderella and the eruel step-
gisgters."

Ella rather forgot her part next «lar,
Her father was lald up with a sudden
fit of gout, and Miss Reade was kept
busy looking after household alfairs
and subduingz n mutiny In the nursery.
Ella sauntercd round the grounds with
the Colonel, chatting zayly, and then
Ingisted on rowing abhout on the pond,
as unlike a housebold drudge as pos-
sible. This occurring to her very
for¢ibly, she made an effort to resume
her role.

“What a nice holiday I'm having!
she remarked, accordingly, resting on
her onrs, and fixing gleeful eves on
hm. *That dear Miss Reade has un-
dertaken all my dutles this week that
I may have a complete rest. Isn't it
sweet of her?”

“Poor little woman,"” he relolned—
they were on quite famillar terms
now—"it's a shanme yon should he so
overworked, nnd I shall tell your fa-
they so.”

“Dn, no,
quick alarmn.

"

you mustn't,”” eried Ella, In
“I.can't have dear fa-
ther worried. especially now he is 1L
You mustn’t think I'm complaining.
My sisters are very good to me. Prom-
ise me you won't say anything; please
promise me."”

“I promise, I promise,”
her. “I won't say a word,
little soul. It's hard lines
Cinderella, but remember
fairy tale ends, and this
sooner than yvou think.”

“How?

he soothed
you loyal
just now,
how the
may end

ey

What do you mean?’ asked

the child, with wide, Innocent eyes,
and Ashby hastily changed the sub-
ject, resolving to say nothing more

to disturb her “heavenly innocence.”
As soon as Silr George Courtenay
arrived, Ella turned her attention to
him. He, at least, could not bore her
about the defunct Dot, Ella really
was a clever girl, and she knew that
simple pathos becomesg wearisome in
time, so without abandoning ler role
of Cindeyvella, she kept it rather in the
backgzround, and prattled so happily
and even wittily that both men were

amused and fascinated by lher. So
skilfully did she play her part (de-
veloping histrionle talent in a way
that quite dazzled Miss Reade) that

by the end of a week her success had
far outstripped her wildest hopes,
Both men had resolved to propose for
her. Elln had determined to accept
Courtenay. If she chose Ashby, he
must inevitably discover her decop-
tlon ahout Det, but Courtenay had
never met her sisters and could not
hold her responsible for any diserep-
ancies he migit notiez between her
deseription of them and reality.

“I may as well own it to you. little
one,” he esald, one afternoon, they
strolled on the lawn, “I was engaged
to your sister. It was rather a hope-
less affnir, for I was wretchedly poor,
we kept it to ourselves. But a
gecret engazement is an awfully trying
thing, and I was a jealous fool. We
quarreled, and parted, and so—and so—
I lost her.”

KElla was allent,

When she was goune, C
into conversation with
and Ashby avent indoors. Running
upstairs, be stumbled over a bundle
which, on investization, turned out
be a sobbing ehlld of 't'mlr]' years,

“What's wrong, little one ™" he asked,
picking it up carefully.

“Ella slapped baby,”

as

S0

wurtenay foll |

Miss Reade,

o

sobbied the

“Ella did? Where is Ella, then?”

“Don’'t want Ella,” walled the baby
so heartbrokenly that Ashby felt quite
touched. He was trying to console it
when to his relief the murse appeared
with a flood of apologles.

“I'm so sorry, 8ir, but I had to go
downstairs for something, and Master
Bertfe ran after me. We're all at
gixes nnd sevens just now, sir, for the
young ladies being away makes such
a difference.”

Baby burst into renewed sobs, wall-
ing, “Me no want nursle; me want Dot.
Oh, me do go want Dot."

“Ah, poor little man! I, too,
want Dot,'"” sighed Ashhy.

That evening the Major received a
letter from Laura, informing him that
her aant was better and she and Dot
woeuld return the following afiernoon.
He kept this to himself, intending a
pleasant surprise, and had himself es-
tablished on the lawn next day at tea
time. Iilla made such a pretty pic-
ture of fillal love as she Lung about
her father's chair that Courtenay made
up his mind to delay no longer, but to
ask her at once to submit io be trained
—aflter marringe—into his ldeal woman.
80 he presentiy asked her to come for
a stroll around the Iawn, and Illa,
repnding his purpose in his face, ros2
wich nloevity., PBut, alas! in the very
act of ralsiug the costly eup to her lips
it was daghed to the ground. At this
very moment there anpearcd two la-
dieg, hastening from the housge across
the lawn to join the party arvound the
tea table, Ella turned white. Iler
father held ont welcoming hands,

“Che girls!” he exclaimed, joyously.
“Welecome home, dears!”

At this moment—whence, no one
ecould tell—three children dashed across
the Inwn and up to the newcomers, ut-
tering shouts of welcome.

‘do so

“0Oh, glsters, we're so glad yon're
baelk!” eried the eidest. “Flit's bLeen
horrid. She's made us live In the

nursery and never come downstairs."
The two guests had been looking on
mystified, but as Tlie ladies came nearer

Ashby fairly gasped for breath. Tor
the lady round whose neck baby was
clinzing was no ofther than his lest
Dot, A= for Courtenay, hs was
stricken speechless hy Lawnrn’s ealm
loveliness. Tere—at lenst Ih appear-
ance—was his Ideal woman

“Don't yon know my daughter, Ash-
by ?' asked rthe Major. “Lot, T
menn." [

“It can’t he,” zasped Ashby, honrse- |
Iy. “It isn't possible, Dot s dead.

Ella told me she died two years ago.
“Dot dead,” repeated the Major, stu-
pefied. “What—on—earth do yon

oy

mean ?

“But—there must be—some awful
mistake. FElla told me,” faltered Ash-
by, and then Dot raised her eyes to
his and said: “Ernest!” and he had no
more doubts.

Ella, meantime, had most judielously
disappeared and her mystified father
postponed Inquiries till next day.
Then, however, her little Dbrothers,
who had hung about the gardens
many an evening and Dbeen unsus-
pected witnesses to tender scenes and
pathetic plaints, told enough to reveal
to the astonizshed and wrathful Major
Cinderella’s little plot,

Some months later a donhle wedding

took place in the villnge churelh. The
brideerooms weve Colenel Ashby and
RBir George Conrtenny, and the brides
werp Cinderella’s slsters.—New Yok
News.

Temper aml Felf-Nespect.

When one loses conunaid of bhime-
self and throws the reins npon the
neck of passion, he may have for the
moment a certain enjoyment in 1he
license; but there must surely comge &
reaction of regret. When ke Is calin
again, and the fit has passed away,
every serious person must be ashamed
of what he sald and what he did, of
the manner in which he gave himself
away, and the exhibition which bLe
made of hlmsel”,

He will recall the amazement on the |;
faces of hig {riends, aud the silence
which they adopted as a proteetlve
measare, and the soothing lang
which they used, as if they weve speak-
ing with a by, sod the glance which
passed between themn, He will not
goon be thought the same of with them
as he was hefore this outhurst, ror will
he have the snme clalng apon thelv |
confidence ns n gound ami clear-headed )
man He has neted trul, |
peevish child. and Las for the time for- |
.f--fh*:\ le 1 ninehood aud 1i!c|
place of a man,—New York News. l

e | = R |
T.ois of Fan. h

The bopeful man never ge's .""._':-\

thing, byt Le has lets of fuan kReepliug

, York Press,
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CAPITOL "WHISPERING GALLERY."

—_———

What Causes Jts Bemarkable Peculiarity
—Attempts to Bemedy Ir.

The *“whispering gallery” of the old
Hall of Representatives in the National
Capltol, now known as Statuary Hall,
has long been an ohject of interest,
and, to the uninitiated, of curiosity. In
an apparent erratic manner, but with
actunl mathematicnl accuracy. 1be
voice of a speaker, even wiren nitered
in a whisper, echoes with remarkable
distinetness from one place to another,
and a person standing in the gallery
on the extreme east may express a
whispered remark, audible only at the
opposite side of the chamber 110 feet
away. From a scientific standpoint
this phenomenon may be easily ex-
plained. The chamber is in the form
of a quavter of a sphere, the centre of
whicn would come five or six feet be-
low the floor, Sound waves projected
agninst the spherical ceiling rebound as
a billinrd ball earroms,

While this peculiarity is interesting
and curious It always seriously inter-
fered with the wse of the chamber for
legislative purposes, aid numerous cx-

pedicots were vesorted to with (he
hope of remedying it. At one time n
canvas false celling swas stretched

across the room and the ebjectionahle
acoustic properties of the hall weve de-
stroyed. In recent renovations the old
wonoiden ceillng has been replaced with
firepronf construction, but the echoes
may still be heard. When the chamber
was renovated last summer, in paint-
ing the columng to resemble marhle
the artist worked into the marblelzing
excellent likenesses of Presidents Me-
Kinley and Roosevelt, but their pres-
ence, in form similar to the newspaper
pleture puzzle, was deemed Inappro-
priate and they were subsequently re-
moved. Although not generally known
there are many curious pictures in the
renl marble columns of Statuary Hall
which eannot be removed, for they are
in the natural veins of the marble,
which is known as pudding stone. An
Indlan, a deer, a girl's head and some
emblems are clearly discernible once
they have been pointed out.

There are other echoes in the Capitol,
notably in the Suopreme Court room
and the various committee rooms, and
even in the rotunda, but they can be
heard only when perfect quiet pre-
vails.—New York Tribune.

Disraell on Love.

The sale of a2 bateh of letters to Dis-
racli to his gister, written Tiefore the
days of his fame, brought to light some
interesting passages in which “Dizzy,”

ng he always was to his sister, was
very candid.
In deseribing a visit to Wyndham

Lewlis's he writes: “By-the-by, would
you like Lady Z. for a sister-in-law?
She Is very clever, has $250,000 and is
domestic. As for love, ﬂl] my friends
who married for love or beauty either
béat their wives or live apart from
them. This is literally the c¢ase. I
may commit many foliies in life, but I
never intend to:marry for love, which,
I am sure, is a guarantee of infelicity.”

Within four years Disraell married
Wrandham Lewig's prosperous widow,

In & letter written four vears before
he becames a Member of Parllament,
Disracli thus desceribed a debate in
the House Commons: “It was one
the finest we have had in fwo

of

of

Bulwer spoke, but is physieally llsb'
aqualified, and in spite of all his exers
tions ean never suceeed. [ heard Ma-

canlay’s hest speeclies and Sheil and
Charles Grant. Macaulay was admipr-
able, but befween ourgelves I ecould
floor them all. This is enive nous. 1
have never heen move condidgent of
anvthing than that I could carry every-
thing bhefore me in the House. The

time will come,”"—New York Sun

Ot of His Cinss,

“There was a deg fight going on just

aroned the corner out of sizht'" ex-
plained the man who was ftelling the
<tory, and who alwiays sées the funuy
gide of life. “Back of e, coming as
{ as his little legs could ecarry him,

mall dogz not much b or than

As a matter of fact the higgest

about him was his bark. hat his
every action seemed to say: 'Ob, I do
hope that serap won't Le over hefore
[ #et there!” 1 apd that small dog c2me
in gight of the tght at the saime mo
ment There were six dogs in the
mix-up, and not one of them was
sinaller tham a calf. The way that
smnll dog suddenly stopped, took one

lonk and then turned and legged it for
hotne caused me to lanugh aloud. He
acted as if he had suddenly remem-

bered that It wasn't his day to fight,"-—
Deirolt Free Press,

The stingy man may Keep everything
except his promises.



