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She Will Marry 
a Prince. 

2999929998 999.990.8998) 
While her father, E P. Deacon, hope- 

‘essly insane, drsge out his weary days ina 

Massachusetts asylum, besutiful 18-yesr- 

s]d Gladys Deacon has become betrothed to 

one of the proudest princes of Europe, the 

prince of Lichtenstein. 

The terrible tragedy of Mr. Deacon's 

killing of Abeille, whom he had accused 

of attentions to his wife, is forgotten in 

the intensity of ths American colony’s in- 

terest in the romance. 

Miss Deacon has several times been re 

ported engsged. The last time such a 

story prevailed she was supposed to he on 

the point of becoming the bride of Claude 

Lowther, an Englishman. 

Not many months ago Miss Deacon and 

her mother went to Biarntz. A week or 

two aiterwards the prince of Lichtenstein, a 

rich young Germain relative of the kaiser, 

registered at the same hotel. Then the 

fol'owing interesting sequence of events 

occurred : — 

The young prince, who is a nephew of 

the famous Austrisn diplomat, Prince 

Aloys Licntenstein, met Mrs. Deacor—or 

Mrs. Baldwin, as she is now known. 

Mrs. Deacon is still young, She mar- 

ried Edward Deacon when she was only 

17. Her misfortunes have added, ber ad- 

mirers say, a curious fascination to the 

beauty which made her in her girlhood one 

of the belles of America and as a young 

matron much sought after in Earops. In 

ress, in manner and in a thousand details 

jhe is a thorough Parisian. 

Young Prince Lichtenstein succumbed 

it the fi-st sight of this beautiful woman. 

t was tbe same old story—exemplified a 
ew we-ks ago in the marriage of Lady 

Randolph Churchill and young Mr. West 

—of a beautiful matron’s capacity for 

arousing the infatuation of a susceptible 

young man. The second time he met Mrs. 

Deacon the young prince told her some- 

thing of the sort. She, wiser than some 

women, silenced him. 

‘Hush dear boy,’ she said. ‘Why, you 

baven't even met my daughter yet. 

The next day the prince met 

the daughter. Spectators of the 

comedy smilel at the eagerness 

of the boy's glances. In a few days the 

imprzssionable young nobleman was much 

more overcome with the charms of Miss 

Gladys Deacon than he had ever been by 

those of her mamma. His attentions were 

delicately insistent. Miss Deacon's ac 

ceptance of them was marvellously ready, 

her friends thought. 

In short, their romance developed by 

leaps and bounds. In two weeks Paris 

had beard of it. 

‘Poor, dear Mrs. Deacon!" they said— 

Paris had never condemned Mrs. Deacon 

very severely— What a comfort this will 

be to her ! 

And they righed reminiscently. The 

one painfully lund chapter in the life of 

Edward is not yet {aded by time. 

The princess-to be has captivated, it is 

id, although only 18, many far less im- 

pressionable men than her. present fiance. 

It is known that her mother has often 

‘eclared that Gladys should marry for no 

other motive than love. 

Gladys Deacon. though an American 

born, an heiress, and of excellent family, 

is absolutely unknown to her own country. 

She has not even visited it since she was a 

tiny girl. 

Even then, on her last visit, people 

looked st her curiously and pityingly. The 

sorrow of her life had already come to 

her. The bitterness of being stared at 

and openly pitied was revealed to Gladys 

Deacon when she was only eight years old. 

Since then she has never known a respite 

from it. 

in the remotest by ways of Europe 

there would always be some prying eye to 

recognize that conspicuously lovely pair, 

Mrs. E iward Deacon and her daughter ;al. 

ways some malicious tongue to remind the 

daughter of the mistortune of her parent- 

age. 

It is only a year or two ago that the 

girl learned the secret that had tortured 

her from babyhood—why it was a curse to 

be Edward Deacou’s daughter. It was a 

relief to her to koow the truth. The 

whispers she had overheard had led ber to 

fancy the connection of her family with 

jome far more monstrous crime. 

The story that had been told her has 

)een gossip at one time or another in 

avery drawing-room in both continents. 

Anybody familiar with the social history 

of the country can tell you that the begin 

ning of misfortune came a score of years 

ago when lovely Florence Baldwin—only 
child of Rear-Admiral Baldwin—the ‘‘rich- 

est cfficer in the navy”—17 years old, mc- 
therless, the belle and beauty of her time, 

chose from her long line of suitors a re- 
sorved, awkward man of 40-Eiward 

Deacon of Boston. 

A: all events after a brilliant wedding, 

the elferly Mr Deacon, who had already 
echausted, during his long bachelorhood, 

the pleasures of a purely worldly lite, took 

his young bride to Paris and invited ber to 

settle down to domestic isolation. 
But Paris would not hear of such a 

thing. 
Mrs. Deacon was the most charming 

novelty that had come to Paris in many a 
day. She was ‘taken up’ in a transport of 
enthusiasm. All Europe heard of this tall 

slender young woman, with the wonderful 

transparent skin, wav'ng chestnut bair, ir 

resis'able voice and a fascination alto- 

gether indefinable. 
Then there was a powerful disturbing 

element in the person of a Paris clubman, 

M. Abeille, whom Deacon had met a few 

years before and who had come to be a 

constant visitor at the house. No import- 
ance was attached to the fact that Abeille 

oenly admired Mrs. Deacon, because all 

Paris admired her likewise. And the one 

person who was suspicious, resentful, 
jealous, was of too taciturn a nature to 

make his suspicions known. Edward Doa- 
con said nothing. 
O.e morning, Feb. 18, 1892, a sensation 

fl ished from one end of Europe to the 

other. There bad been a tragedy at 

Cannes, of which the well-known Parisian, 

M Abeille, was the victim. Mr. Deacon 

on returning suddenly to the Hotel Splen- 
dide, at Cannes, where his wife and chil 

dren were stopping, had brought a revolver 
in his pocket. Arriving there, he bad shot 

and killed M. Abeille. 
The Dascons were so well known that 

the scandal assumed enormous propor- 

tions. 
Deacon himself was arrested, tried at 

Nice and convicted ot murder, but in con- 
sideration of the alleged circumstances of 

the crime, was imprisoned but a short 

time. 

There were numberless squabbles over 

the four little girls. The result of the first 

court decision was that the oldest child, 

G'adys, now soon to be Princess Lichten- 

stein, was sent to a convent, where both 

parents might visit her. Mr. Deacon then 
sued for divorce. Each made serious 

charges against the other. 
As the outcome of it all, Edward Deacon 

came back to America to live, while Mrs. 

D acon remained :n Europe, dividing ber 
time between a convent and quiet watering 
places, where she was known as Mrs. 

Baldwin. Though the scandal was one 
i possible to live down, no other unpleas- 

a1 rumor has ever been associated with 

her. 

Deacon, who was, his wife declares, dur- 
ing their married life unkind, cruel and 
given to personel violence, became more 
and more unsound mentally, and was a 

few years ago committed to a hospital for 
the insane in Waverley, Mass. 

Previously he had repeatedly startled 

Newport by manifestations of insane vio- 
lence in various clubhouses and hotels. 
Once after his commitment Deacon es- 
caped ; once he was released on the inter- 

cession of his divorced wife. Oa each oc- 

casion it was found necessary that he 

should be recommitted. 
Mrs. Da2acon, his divorced wife, keeps 

constantly informed as to the patient’s 
condition, does all that is possible for him, 

and is greatly distressed that there is no 

hope of his recovery. 

WAR SPIRIT PROMINANT, 

The World To Day is Worshippiog at the 

Shrine of Mars, 

Those who still believe in the beautiful 
dream of international peace should divest 

themselves of the optimism based on the 
Hague conference of the powers and study 

the military situation as it eff :cts the great 

nations of the world. 
There never has been a {ime during the 

past three quarters ot a century when the 

great powers were making preparations 
for war with more feverish baste than 
now. There never bas been a time in all 
the annals of mankind when the enginery 

of destruction, was more perfect than at 
present. Tax bas been laid upon the 

human intellect in every line of endeavor 

to perfect the weapons of war and now, 20,- 

00 years since Corist preached the lessons 

of peace, the Christian world is one vast 

camp of warriors, trained in the science of 

killing. Indeed, it seems as though 

civilization were promoting the science of 

warfare. It breatbed upon barbarian Japan 
and lo! a new and powerful militant nation 
arose in the world. It touched the outer 
fringe of China and already the Cbinese 

monster is awaking, brushing from its eyes 

the cobwebs of conservatism and girding 
on the armor of militarism. When China 
rhall have attained the development of 

Japan the world may well trembls. and the 

¢ yellow peril” shall take on a new meaning 

for mankird. Should the Chinese turn 

from the arte of peace, which they have 
practiced for thousands of years, to war 

and corquest, what power, or combination 
ot powers, could stay the advance of a 
nation 400 000 000 strong, whose people 
are capable of the greatest endurance and 
ths mo*t daring bravery. 
But among the most civilized of Earo- 

pean countries the war spirit 1# dominant. 

It is the national idol, and yearly it is cost- 
ing many millions in treasure and the esrn- 
ings of millions of men,who are held apart 

trom the fields of indastrialism. 
France has just expended $40,000 000 

in perfecting her field artillery. Russia is 
equipping her for forces with 1,000 six 

gun batteries ata cost of £50 000 000 
Germany, which has expended $30,000, 

000 since 1896 on her Krupp field guns, 

is about expending £15 000,000 in per- 
fecting this branch of the service alone. 
England is constructing 500 field guns of 

the newest pattern, in addition to the vast 

armament she already has. Turkey placed 
an order recently for 200 Krupp guns, 

while bankrupt Spain and little Swedan 
are each adding to their enginery of des- 

truction according to the most approved 
modern patterns. Similarly, the leading 

countries of the world are adding to their 
navies—all expectant of that cata clysmal 
day when they will be call:d upon to fight 
for thair existence. Surely the day of in 
ternational peace is not at band yet. In 

entering the second milleonium of Chriat- 
ianity the world is face to face with the 

shadow of impending disaster. 

IN 1IHE BIG STORE. 

How the Man Looking for the Razor Strap 

Fared, 

Where are your razor straps?’ asked the 

customer. 

‘Razer straps P said the floorwalker, 

stroking his side whiskers. ‘Filth aisle to 

the right.’ 
The customer went to the fiith aisle to 

the right. 
‘Razor straps? be asked. 
‘R zor straps? the girl bebind the count- 

er said. ‘I think they must be in the 

notion department.’ 
‘Where is the notion department ?, 
‘Next section. Three aisles back.’ 

The customer hunted up the notion ce- 

partment. 
‘Razor straps-straps?’ he said. 

‘You'il find them among the house-hold 
goods in the basement,’ responded the girl 
in charge of the hairpin sub-department. 
He went to the basement. 
‘Where are your rszor str-straps P’ Le 

inquired of the first salesman he met. 

‘Last counter on the right.’ 
He went to the last counter on the right. 

‘I'd like to see some of your razor 

straps.’ 

¢] think you'll find those in the notion 

department on the first floor.’ 
‘Been there. They sent me down here.’ 

‘Nearest we can come to it is dog col- 
lars. Suppose you try the razor depart- 

ment.’ 

‘Where is that ?’ 
‘First Floor.’ 
The customer hadn't thought of the 

razor department. He went back to the 
floor above and appeared a few moments 
later at the counter presided over by a girl 
with a large bang and a lisp. 

‘Got any razor straps P’ he demanded. 
He was becoming reckless now. 
‘Leather thtraph P No, thir. You'll find 

thoths in the leather goodth department 

on the thickth floor.’ 
He took passage in the elevator for the 

sixth floor. 
‘Where's your blamed razor straps» 

he inquired of the sixth floor walker. 
‘Eight aisles over. Leather goods de- 

partment.’ 

The weary pilgrim traversed the eight 

aisles. 
‘I want to see your razor straps,’ he 

said, with some fisrceness. 
‘We don’t keep ’em,’ replied the man 

behind the counter. 

Bicyclists, 

Youog or oid, should carry a bottle ot 
Pain Killer in their saddle bags. It cures 
cuts and wounds with wondertul quickness. 
Avoid substitutes, there is but one Pain- 
Killer, Perry Davis’. 252. and 50c¢. 

“¢ I suppose you take a great interest in 
your husband’s literary work, Mrs. Brada- 
lay? When he writes a new poem, for in- 

stance do you get all wrought up and ex 

cited over it?” 
¢¢ Oh, yes, always, unless it is written to 

order, and he has already received the 

check for it.” 

| that I couldn’c show him how our stock had 

FLASHES 
OF FUN. 

‘Maude says she isn’t going to sing for 
nothing any more.’ 
‘H'm! Jf I had her voice 1 wouldn't 

sing for anything.’ 

The widow—Did you ever think serious- 
ly of matrimony ? 
The bachelor—Well, I'm sure I never 

thought of it ss a joke. 

Little Elmer—Papa, what bappens if 
you convince a man aginst bis will P 

Prot. Broadhead—Oh ! you have to do 
2 all over again the next time you catch 
im. 

I ree that dried hens’ eggs have been 
ordered in large quantities for shipment to 
our soldiers in the Phillippines.’ 

‘Yes. But where do they find the dried 
hens P 

He—Would you object seriously to my 
kissing you P 
She— Well, you see, I must resist on 

general principals; but then, I'm not very 
strong. 

‘Would you like to know that you had a 
king tor an ancester P’ 
‘No; it would be a lifelong grief to me 

improved.’ 

The Easy Mark—She said she had the 
‘other fish to try.” I wonder if she insiau- 
ated that I was a fish ? 
The soubrette—Impossible ! All lobsters 

are crustaceous. 

‘If a man wants to do something to kill 
time.’ remarked the O .server ot Events 
and Things, ‘Ist him try to open a window 
in a railroad train. He can kill a whole 
lot of it that way.’ 

Mrs Wunder—The paper say that the 
defeated silver candidate will enter the 
ministry. 
Mr Wunder—Oh, no. He pever could 

accept that golden stair idea, 

‘Tommy says he hates to see his mother 
have to stand up in a car.’ 
‘What a noble child I 
‘Yes, he saye it always makes him ner- 

vous to see a strap in ber hand.’ 

Society R:luctance.—*Dickey, did you 
go up snd tell pa that Mr. and Mrs. Jones 
were here? 

‘Yes, ma: he said he guessed he'd have 
to come down, but he di.n’c want to.’ 

Booker—Prof. D:lvington is in a terri- 
ble quandary. 
Hooker— Why, what’s the trouble ? 
Booker—He has discovered a new dis- 

ease and can't ind any germ for it. 

Clara— ‘How shall I haves my winter hat 
trimmed so that it will correspond with my 
complexion?’ 
Maude—*Well, if you want it to match 

your face I'd advise you to have it plain.’ 

Reconsidered—He— You need not fear. 
I shall do nothing desperate just because 
you have refused me.’ 
“Then, darling, I repent. It was only 

the thought that you might do something 
romantic that made me refuse you.’ 

‘Miss Keedick is taking the first course 
in the Female College ot Journalism. It 
will last three months.’ 
‘What is the subject for the first few 

months ?’ 
-Liaarning to sharpen a lead pencil’ 

Marie—'Oh, Tom, suppose papa should 
find out that you drank whiskey.’ 
Tom—*‘He knows. He found it out this 

afternoon.’ 
Maric— My goodness! what did he say?’ 
Tom—‘He said: ‘What're ye goin’ to 

have? 

‘Jack Sheppard is considered the pro 
1 of read agents.isn’t he ¥’ 

‘Oa, I don’t know. What's the matter 
with Atlas? 

‘Atlas?’ 
‘Yes. All the world’s stage, you know, 

and Atlas held it up.’ 

Well, Lydia always said that she would 
marry & hero you know.’ 

‘Yes. Did she stick to her resolution?’ 
‘She is engaged to a man who bas faced 

death hundreds of timzs.’ 
‘Goodness! Is he a soldier or a sailor? 
‘No, an undertaker. 

‘I’ve asked you te marry ma, Miss High- 
up. I'ma plain, blunt man, acd I may 
have startled you with my suddenness. 
Take your time to think aboutit. It's a 
standing offsr.’ 

“You'll have to make it a kneeling offer. 
Mr. Wellon, before | can even consider 
it. 

‘Yes, sir,’ said Farmer Corntosscd, ‘I'm 
ag’n capital. It's oppressin’ the farmer 
an’ destroyin’ his opportunities.’ 
‘Can you prove it ?’ 
‘Certainly. I know a lot o’ people that’s 

gettin’ so much money that they go to the 
big hotcls inst’d o’ comin’ an’ takin’ board 
with us agriculturalists.’ 

‘There are some people,” remarked the 
melancholy person, ‘whose fate it seems to 
be to stand aside while those less worthy 
profit by their endeavors.’ 

“Thet’s right,’ answered Mr. Blykins; 
‘I'm ons of those people. We always in- 
vite cu- relations to the house on Thanks: 
giving day, and I carve the turkey, 

Great Power of Women Rulers. 

Co: siderably more then half the human 

race 1s ruled by women. Two women— 

the Empress Dowager of China and the 
Queen of England—alone govern about 

halt the entire population of the world. 

Wilbkelmina of Holland, whose bome land 

pumbers less than 5 000,000 souls, but 

whose colonies have 30,000,000. Spain is 

ruled by a woman, Q 1een Regent Christioa 

in the minority of ber sor. It is expected 

that the Queen mother Margherita will 
have great influence over ber son’s kingdom 
but her case is not needed to establish the 
preponderance of woman-ruled races. 

A Veteran's Story. —George Lewis, 
of Shamokin, Pa., writes: **1 am eighty 
years of age. I have been troubled with 
Catarrh for fifty years, andin my time have 
used a great many catarrh cures, but never 
had any velief until I used Dr. Agnew's 
Catarrhal Powder. One box cured me 
completely,” 50 cents.—25 

I say, Sherry, said one of two royal 

dukes, who had met Sheridan in St. 

J ames street, we have just been discussing 

the question whether you are a greater 
fool or rogue. What is your opinion, my 
boy P 

Why, said the wit, smiling and bowing 

at the compliment, and then taking each 
of the dukes by an arm, “I” faith, I be- 

lieve I am be!wean the two, 

Helpless as a Baby .—South Ameri- 
can Rheumatic Cure strikes the root of the 

ailment and strikes it quik, R. W, Wright, 10 

Daniel street, Brockville, Ont., for twelve yearsa 

great sufferer from rheumatism, couldn't wash 
himself, feed himself or dress himself, After 

using six bottles was able to go to work, and 

says: ‘‘ I think pain has left me forever," —26 

Pll fix that Hall of Fame all right. 

What would be your basis of choice ? 

Why, I think no man’s name ought to go 
in there until everybody is dead that know 
him. 

Her Heart like a Polluted 
Spring. — Mrs. James Srigley, Pelee 
Isiand, Ont., says: *“1 was for five years 
afflicted with dyspepsia, constipation, heart 
disease and nervous prostration. I cured 
the heart trouble with Dr, Agnew's Cure 
for the Heart, and the other ailments 
vanished like mist, Had relief in half an 
hour after the first dose,''—27 

Professor (to student of surgery) — 
Please inform the class the names of bones 

forming the sknll. 

S udent— Ah—er—I do not at the pres- 

ent time remember,but I kuow that I have 
them all in my head. [Uproar in clase]. 

Under the Nerve Lash.—The 
torture and torment of the victim of nervous 
prostration and nervous debility no one can 
rightly estimate who has not been under the 
ruthless lash of these relentless human foes, M., 
Williams, of Fordwich, Ont., was for four years 
a nervous wreck. Six bottles of South American 
Nervine worked a miracle, and his doctor cone 
firmed it,—28 

I must admit said the mannish girl, that 

I'm very fond of men’s clothes. You don’t 
like them—do you? 

Yes, 1 do, replied the girly girl, frankly 
when there's a man in them —Tit-Bits. 

Ruby Lips and a clear complexion, 
the pride of woman. Have you lost these 
charms through torpid liver, constipation, 

biliousness, or nervousness? Dr. Agnew's 
Liver Pills will restore them to you—40 

little ** Rubies’ in a vial, 10 cents, Act 

like a charm. Never gripe.—29 

Customs Inspector—This photo is of a 
very lean man. 

Passenger—Yes, foreign living fattened 
me up I have nearly doubled my weight. 

Customs Inspector—Then I must charge 
you the special duty on foreign-grown 
meat. 

. The Backache Stage may be 
just that incipient form of kidney disease 
which, if neglected, will develop into stub- | 
born and distressing disorder that will take 
long tedious treatment to cure. Don't neg- 
lect the * backache stage’ of the most 
insidious of diseases, South American 
Kidney Cure stops the ache in six hours 
and cures.—30 

Irate Pa—Did you tell that dude who 
calls on you every other night that I am 
going to have tbe gas turned off promptly 
at 10 p. m.? 

Daughter—Yes, papa. “ 
Irate Pa—And what did he say to that? 
Daughter—He said he would consider it 

a personal favor if you would have it turn- 

ed off at 8 30 

Salt Rheum, Tetter, Eczema 
—These distressing skin diseases relieved 
by one application, Dr. Agnew’s Ointment 
is a potent curg for all eruptions of the 
skin. Jas. Clston, Wilkesbarre, says: 
“For nine years I was disfigured with 
Tetter on my hands. Dr. Agnew's Oint- 
ment cured it." 35 cents.—31 

Mrs. Mann— Nora, I am awfully sorry 

you broke that fruit dish. I thought so 
much of it ! 

Nora—Yes, ma'am, and I was awfully 
sorry when Mr. Mann broke one of the 
commandments when he saw the thing 
drop. 

Dr. Von Stan's Pineapple 
Tablets.—Medical science by accident dis- 
covered the potency of the pineapple as a 
panacea for stomach troubles, The immense 
percentage of vegetable pepsin contained in the 
fruit makes it an almost indispensable remedy in 
cases of dyspepsia and indigestion, One tablet 
after each meal will cure most chronic cases. 

The third in importance is young Queen 

lS —- ttre -— 

60 in a box, 35 cents,—32 
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