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Veronica
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‘•You are certainly a most extraor-

nary client,” observed Rolfe Darwin,

stockbroker, and he stared wondering-

ly at the hatchet-faced, keen-eyed lit-

tle old man seated ut the side of his

desk.

"Why?” snapped his visitor with pis-

tol-shot decisiveness —"because 1 hap-

pen to know just what I want?”

“Not that —but the class of stock

you are ordering*
“Well?”

“The one hundred thousand shares

of mining securities include two com-

panies that are insipid, one in the

hands of a receiver and the last one

a rank promotional swindle of the

worst type.”

“Proceed,” calmly suggested John

Sterling, with a grim chuckle.

“Of the mining stocks you have

named, not one has ever paid a divi-

dend.”

“I’mnot after dividends."

i “It appears not," rejoined Dawson.

“In fact, you are ordering shares of

worthless stock, par value nearly a

million dollars, present value so low

that the securities are used only by

cheap stockjobbers to trade in as a

bonus where they make a real sale.”

“You’re telling me nothing I don’t

know,” advised Sterling coolly, but a

trifle irritably. “I’ve given you a list

of what I want. How soon can you

have the stuff?”

“Stuff, indeed!” muttered Dawson un-

der his breath. “We don’t usually

handle the class of securities you

want,” he added aloud, “and you take

them on your own responsibility, I

will know by tomorrow at this hour

what we can gather up. I presume an

average of a few cents will corner the

lot. The entire cost won’t reach five

hundred dollars.”

“Very good, and dear at that,” said

the old man.

“There's two hundred dollars on ac-

count,” and he extracted the amount

from a worn wallet and departed. .
“I declare! This is the most re-

freshing novelty that ever came into

this office,” soliloquized Rolfe. “What

is the old fox, anyhow—a swindler?

He don’t look it. I’d pay something

to fathom his game."
In a perfectly satisfied and business-

like manner, the next day, Mr. Sterling

reappeared, received innumerable

shares of stock, settled in full, stowed

his new possessions in an inside pock-

et and nodded crisply to the broker, -i

“Thank’ee,” he spoke tersely.

"One word,” suggested Rolfe, as his

erratic client was about to leave—“l

would like to ask you one question.”
"Fire away,” directed Sterling calm-

ly-
“What are you going to do with that

lot of rubbish?”

The old man’s eyes twinkled. He

Smiled shrewdly. ‘Tin £oing to start

a million-dollar trust,” he chuckled,

"and get even with the world.”

It was an hour after his departure

that Rolfe chanced to notice some pa-

pers lying under the chair where the

old man had sat. He picked them up.

One was a letter beginning, “Dear Fa-

ther” and winding up with, "Your lov-

ing daughter, Veronica.” “I am inclos-

ing a new photograph I had taken just

after you left. . Hurry home. I am

lonesome without you.”

Rolfe stood staring at the counter-

feit presentment of the loveliest face

he had ever gazed upon. Then uncon-

sciously he murmured the name, “Ver-

onica.” --It had a sweetly appealing

charm. The second paper was some

kind of a schedule. It listed the item

"One million dollars in securities.”

'.“Homestead, eight thousand dollars,”

'“Wild land in Canada, prospective
value, one hundred thousand dollars,”

i“Deed of trust inwavor of Veronica

Sterling. Make Lfewyer Morse trus-

tee.”
''

I ¦ ¦' '

“The puzzle deepens,” meditated

ißolfe. “Whatever in the world is the

eld schemer up to, anyhow?”
i Rnlfo placed 'the papers in an en-

velope and addressed it to “Johif Ster-

ling, Mapleton,” where the old man

had told jiim “he hailed from.” The

documents were of no particular value,

but Rolfe decided to mall them to

their owner. He placed the envelope

in his pocket unsealed. Half a dozen

times that day he took from it the

photograph.

“I won’t mull it,” he decided late

that afternoon. “I Just can’t get away

from wanting to find out what bee this

eccentric John Sterling has got in his

bonnet,” which was subterfuge, pure

and simple, for the old man’s daughter,

Veronica. Rolfe was interested’-in.
—

“I need a Httle run out Into the

couutry,finyh<y’.v,”hedeludedhTmself
info believing, and the next morning

he was on his way to Mapleton. Time

and expense did not mean a great deal

to Rolfe Darwin, for he was more

than well validated in the way of

money possessions. . ...

Rolfe strolled around the pretty vil-

lage and made a few 1 casual inquiries
as to Mr. John Sterling. He learned

that the old man had lived in the town

for over thirty years, had lost his wife

and fortune, but his great hopes and

ambition centered around his daugh-

ter. Father and child were highly es-

teemed, but socially had lost some of

their prestige since the former fortune

of the old man had dwindled. There

was the old homestead, however, a gos-

sip told Rolfe, and some wood land, re-

mote, worthless, and a limited income

from a legacy the dead wife had left

Veronica, but they had kept up appear-

ances under difficulties.

“Proud as Lucifer, the old man is,”

declared Rolfe’s informant. “He

thinks his daughter worthy of a prince.

As to Miss Sterling, she is the sweet-

est. kindest creature in the town. Al-

ways helping somebody with klujK

words, and out of her little store of

money, too. He hopes to marry her

to some millionaire. She has no such

proud ideas. They say, though, that

the old man has made a ten-strike.”

“How is that?” pressed Rolfe.

“Why, he was gone to the city for

two weeks, and came back only yes-

terday. A lawyer friend of his, Mr.

Morse, gave it out.that Mr. Sterling has

made da investment to a large amount

and has nearly one million dollars in

securities and land in trust for Ver-

onica. That will fetch the suitors

about her.”

Rolfe walked on. a sudden brilliant

light shining upon his mind. He saw

it all in a flash —John Sterling was

“scheriiTng to marry off his”daughter in

a good way, and the milllon-dollar

trust was the bait with which he was

to lure on the prospective husband.

“My father is not at home,” spoke
the original of the photograph, as

Rolfe presented himself at the Sterling

home, and his heart fluttered as he

stood face to face with his fate. He

knew it instantly, as those lovely eyes

met his own.

“I have some papers belonging to

Mr, Sterling,” he said, and Veronica

invited him into the house, “as her fa-

ther would be home in half an hour.”

John Sterling looked startled to find

the broker from the city in evidence.

He mysteriously besought Rolfe to

make no public mention of his “invest-

ments.” Rolfe was invited to tea. By

the time he left the Sterling home he

and Veronica were rare good friends.

“I didn’t set the trap for you,” ob-

served Sterling, one day a month later

—the day that Rolfe asked him for

the .hand of his daughter. “I’m glad

to welcome you as my son-in-law,

though, for you wasn't after the mil-

lion-dollar trust, but Veronica only,

the dear, sweet treasure that she isl”

“Iconcur in that sentiment,” agreed

Rolfe Dawson enthusiastically.

“I Am Going to Start a Million-Dollar

Trust.”

Physician Paid Physician.
An Indianapolis physician, who at-

tends a number of poor patients with-

out pay, recently was called to the

home of an old woman, who had been

under his care at different times for

many years. She was dying of a gen-

eral breakdown, and the physician saw

at once that all he could do would be

to make her last hours as easy as pos-

sible.

This he proceeded to do, and just

before he left he told the son that

nothing m ore could be done, but that

if anything happened to let him knbw.

The son 'followed him outside and

asked him if he might borrow $2, say-

ing that he had a very good use for it

The physician gave him two silver

dollars, realizing, however, that he

was making a gift and not a loan.

During the night the patient died.

The charitably inclined physician has

learned since that the son called in

physftiati with the $2 he bor-

rdwed, and asked him if he thought

he could do any more for his mother

than Doctor X .—lndianapolis
News.

Saving the Gas.

Bobbie willbe chancellor of the ex-

chequer when he grows up, says Lon-

don Tit-Bits.

The other evening dad brought home

z

a beautiful green shade for the draw-,

ing-room chandelier and spent two

hours fixing it in order to comply with

the new lighting restrictions.

After the family from

the upheaval which always attends

any duty performed by dad, they set-

lied down under the obscured light.
Suddenly dad perceived Bobbie sit-

ting well outside the radius of the light

poring over a volume of close print.

“Now then, Bobble,” he snapped,
"what are you sitting right outside

there for straining your eyes in the

dark like that? I haven’t got enough

expense as it is. I suppose, and you

want to run me into more expense for

spectacles for you—what?”
„ “Please, dad, I was only (Utting opt-

side here lit order to save the gas!*

Birthplace of Empress Josephine

DURING
a sojourn on the French

West India island of Marti-

nique, where Theodore dq

Booy was engaged in making

an archaeological reconnaissance In

the interest of the Museum of the

American Indian (Heye foundation) of

New York city, he was enabled, thanks

to the kindness of Mr. Simon Hayot,

a resident of this island, to visit the

birthplace of Josephine Tascher de la

Pagerie, who subsequently became the

wife of Napoleon Bonaparte and em-

press of France. -¦
The great events in the life of the

unfortunate empress are too well

known to students and historians to

need recital in this short paper, says

Mr. De Booy in the French edition of

the Bulletin of the Pan-American

Union. The writer. thinks it may be

of interest to Americanists, however,

to have some record of Josephine’s

birthplace. Due to the various politi-
cal changes that took place in France

after the fall of the first empire and

to the republican form of government

which was subsequently adopted, no

efforts were made to preserve the

buildings in which Josephine spent her

childhood.. At’ the time of writing a

movement has been started by the gov-

ernor of Martinique, M. Camille Guy,

an historian of note, to preserve what

ruins still remain of La Pagerie and to

erect within the walls of what once

was the plantation residence a fitting

monument to the empress.

Famed for Its Hospitality.
The property of La Pagerie, ances-

tral home of Josephine Tascher, sec-,

ond daughter of Messire J. G. Tascher

de la Pagerie, lies some two miles west

of the small village of Trois Islets, on

the southwest coast of the island of

Martinique. No record can be found

as to how long this-La Pagerie prop-

erty had been in possession of the

Tascher family. That it was famed for

hospitality, even in the days when cre-

ole hospitality in the West Indies was

at Its zenith, is a cherished tradition

among the inhabitants of Martinique.

Sugarcane was extensively cultivated

at La Pagerie, and there can be no

doubt that, with a large number of

slaves, and with the high price that

sugar commanded in those days, Mon-

sieur Tascher was a well-to-do planter.

There still remains on the plantation
the ruin of the old sugar house, where

the cane was ground by the windmill

process and the juice boiled in the open

copper kettles.

Local traditions have It that Jo-

sephine was born in the old sugar

house, instead of in the plantation res-

idence. It seems that the island of

Martinique was visited by one of the

typical, all-destructive hurricanes

which are such a common occurrence

in this region; the family, anxious for

its safety, took refuge in the more sub-

stantially constructed factory, and it

was here that Madame Tascher’s sec-

ond child was bora on the 24th of June,

1763.

Not Much of Residence Left.

But little remains of the Tascher res-

idence. Successive hurricanes suc-

ceeded but too well In effacing the hand-

iwork of man, and one can now find

but the low, three-foot-hlgh walls of

the residence proper. These walls are

so overgrown with tropical vegetation

that it is well-nigh impossible to pho-

tograph them. It is the plan of the

commission headed by Monsieur Guy,

the governor of the island, to remove

this vegetation and the debris inside

the walls, and to erect therein the mon-

ument to Josephine.

Strange to say. the best-preserved

ruins on the La Pagerie estate consist

of the kitchen walls. What higher trib-

ute can the writer pay to the delights

of the far-famed Martinique cuisine

than to say that he considers it a fit-

ting tribute to the hospitality of Jo-

sephine’s parents that of all the plan-

tation buildings, this should be the one

to be the best preserved? One can

even see the old fireplace, where the

Tascher eoek prepared her delicious

creole concoctions.

Local tradition has it that it was

young Josephine’s custom to dally be-

take herself, accompanied by a faithful

old negro “mammy” to a certain pool

on the property to indulge In a bath In

the refreshing waters of a limpid rivu-

let. This’mammy,” named Euphemia,

was an old family slave, and was gen-

erally credited as being a prophetess

of no mean order. It seems to have

been ner custom to allow herself to go

Into a sort of trance, and to then re-

veal future happenings. Josephine,

brought up with all the ideas and su-

perstitions of the creole child, which

from its birth assimilates all sorts of

African folklore, due to its constant

association with negro slaves and serv-

itors, was far from scoffing at her

nurse’s revelations and constantly

lived in the hope that slfe,also might

some day be the subject of Euphemia’s

prophecies.

Prophecy of Euphemia.
It seems that Euphemia, however, no

matter how easily she revealed the fu-

ture of other people, seems to have

possessed & strange reticence about

Josephine’s fate. And it was not until

the beautiful young creole had reached

the age of fifteen years that the old

“mammy” could be made to speak on

this subject. One day, while seated

under the shade of a giant mango

tree, near the pool where Josephine

took her daily bath, guarded by her

faithful servant —the visitor to La

Pagerie is still shown the gigantic

tree and the shaded, pool where these

events took place—Euphemia’s eyes

took on the far-away look that always

preceded her prophecies, and she

spoke:
“You will be married to a man of

fair complexion, Intended to be the

husband of another of your family.

The young lady whose place you are

called to fill will not live long. Your

star promises you two marriages.

Your first husband will be a man born

in Martinique, but he will reside in

Europe and wear a sword; he will en-

joy some moments of good fortune. A

sad legal proceeding willseparate you

from him, and, after many great

troubles which are to befall the king-

dom of the Franks, he willperish trag-

ically and leave you a widow with two

helpless children. Your second hus-

band willbe of an olive complexion, of

European birth; without fortune, yet

he willbecome famous; he willfill the

world with his glory, and willsubject

a great many nations to his power.

You willthen become an eminent wom-

an and possess a supreme dignity; but

many people will forget your kind-

nesses. After having astonished the

world, you will die miserably. The

country in which what I foretell will

happen forms a part of Celtic Gaul;

and more than once, in the midst of

your prosperity, you will regret the

happy and the peaceful life you led

in the colony. At the moment you

shall quit it (but not forever) a prod-

igy willappear in the air—this willbe

the first harbinger of your astonishing
destiny.”

It All Came True.

How true this prophecy became is,

of course, well known. The man of

fair complexion whom Josephine first

married was the viscount Alexander

de Beauharnais, who was first affi-

anced to Maria, the eldest daughter of

Monsieur de Tascher. Maria, however,

died in Martinique before her mar-

riage took place. Shortly afterwards

Josephine married De Beauharnais,

after a brief engagement, and sailed

for France. De Beauharnais was then

in the French army of King Louis XVL

For various reasons he instituted legal

proceedings against Josephine after a

few years of married Hfe. He was

guillotined during the French revolu-

tion, leaving Josephine a widow with

two children. She then met Napoleon

Bonaparte, who at the time was but

an humble lieutenant of artillery, and

subsequently married him. Her rise

to eminence at Napoleon’s side and the

incidents of her unhappy life with the

emperor are but two well known.
_

Even the latter part of Euphemia’s

prophecy came true, for, when the ship

which carried Josephine to France left

the harbor of Martinique, the masts

of the vessel seemed to be tipped with

fire, according to traditions which

have been handed down. This, of

course, was nothing but an atmos-

pheric phenomenon known as St. El-

mo’s fire, but it must have astonished

the youthful mind of the futiwe em-

press of France to see this sigff upon

her departure from her native shores.

The third Napoleon, son of Hortense

de Beauharnais and, in consequence,

grandson of Josephine, made some few

efforts during his turbulent reign to

preserve the memory of the Tascher

family. He had a tombstone erected

in the church of the' dftiall village of

Trols Islets to perpetuate the memory

of Madame Tascher, his great-grand-
mother. *

REMAINS OF KITCHEN AT PAGERIE

SMOCKING IS USED

Strongly Favored as Trimming

for Children’s Frocks.

Use of Bloomers Matching Press Ap-

proved for Girls From Four

to Eight Years Old.

Smocking is the trimming favored

above all others in development of

simple serviceable little frocks for

sketch owes its distinction entirely to

the use of smocking, which trims the

pockets and confines the fullness of

the littlefrock below the yoke, so that

an empire-waisted dress rather than a

mere yoked model is the result. The

dress buttons In the center back. The

yoke cuts straight across the back,

omitting the elongated 6r panel effect

featured in front.

To make this frock for a four or

six year old girl two and a quarter

yards of material 36 Inches wide will

be required.

In fashioning these serviceable little

tub frocks the use of little bloomers

matching the dress is strongly ap-

proved. This does away with the

need of petticoats, which are an abom-

ination to the average sturdy young-

ster. Colored bloomers, a pair to match

every tub frock, will be found well

worth while for the girl of four to

eight years, says the Washington Star.

The average girl child of more than

eight years old would be Inclined to

scorn bloomers and prefer rather the

dainty, frilled little .white petticoats,

and under four years of age boys and

girls are frequently dressed very much

alike, rompers, except for overgrown

children, being found extremely de-

sirable summer garments for play and

Utility wear.

Colored linens, galatea, chambray,

etc., are fabrics employed in the de-

velopment of summer garments for the
4
yougsters, and this year the checked

ginghams are favored for both young

and old. Some of the smartest tub

frocks noted for adult members of the

family are made of Scotch plaid or

other gingham checks, with sheer .col-

lars of write organdie.

Smocked Frock for Four-Year-Old.

JERSEY SUITS HERE TO STAY

One-Piece Garments of That Material

Have Displaced the Separate

Skirt and Blouse.

In connection with the statement

that the women of America will be

covered with jersey cloth most of the

time, if fashion and desire continue to

proceed in the direction they are head-

ing, it is of interest that one-piece

gowns of thin wool jersey have almost

superseded the separate skirt of jersey

with n wash blouse.

When the ornate frocks of this ma-

terial first appeared, most women

thought they were not as good looking

as those of silk or serge, but a little

experience with them seems to have

changed their opinion.

They are admirable for all manner

of sport use, because they cling to the

figure and do not pull apart at the

waistline, a defect which all sport lov-

ers try to overcome. The peplum

blouse with its twisting sash, for this

reason, has taken the place of the

white shirtwaist that has served two

decades of athletic women.

When we read in the cables from

Paris that this garment has disap-

peared as a first fashion, we have our

own spinion that it willbe retained in

this country for years to come on ac-

count of its entire comfort in sports,

says a fashion authority. It was not

originated for that purpose in Paris,

and it is not easy to tell whether she

took the Oriental shirt or the Ameri-

can middy blouse as her inspiration.

She improved on the latter by adding

the sash to girdle the hips, and by

that one trick she gave America a

garment which she was slow to ac-

cept, but which she will be equally

slow to relinquish.

ATTENTION!

Here's an up-to-the-minute blouse

andt a khaki skirt designed by "the

sveltline method to give large women,

fashionable, slender lines. Summer

makes the selection of comfortable and

stylish clothes a problem for the large

Woman. If she follows the lines sug-

gested here half her dress troubles

will be eliminated.

JERSEY USED IN LONG COATS

Most Favored Fabric for the Summer

Season—Contrasting-Colors in

Full-Length Garments.

Long coats of wool jersey In full

length or in seven-eighths length tn

two colors are much worn. This is

by all odds the inost favored fabric

of Hie season.

The full length coats generally have

the upper portion in a light shade and

the portion from below the hips to the

hem in a darker tone or in a contrast-

ing color.

These coats are usually quite simple
—on the style of the chemise dress.

They have a belt of the fabric at the

normal waistline.

SOME CROCHET KINKS

To keep the balls of crochet cotton

In your workbag from unwinding and

tangling, try using rubber bands .over

each ball and see how snug they will

lie.

Do you want a crocheted edge in a

hurry? Then use a piece of seam

beading about half an inch wide, and

to It crochet a picoted edge just along
one edge; The straight edge makes It

easy to sew on a garment in a few

minutes.

Don’t forget that your crochet hook

makes an excellent substitute for a,

bodkin for running ribbons or tapes

through a casing. The hook of the

needle is caught firmly In the tape nd

the blunt end" of the needle runs

through the hem.

Instead of ribbons, make yourself
lingerie cords by crocheting a length

of chain and by taking a treble in ev-

ery other stitch of the chain. Fin-

ish with balls or crocheted motifs.

Deep Purple Lingerie Latest.

. The color of underclothes is a mat-

ter in which feminine taste has

changed enormously within less' than

a generation’s time. We can all of us

remember —except those of US'who are

still in our* teens —the time when a

well-bred woman would rather smile

at the idea of wearing anything but

pure white lingerie. The only conces-

sion she made was in the way of pink

or possibly blue ribbops. But now

deep purple is not too vivid hue for

one’s underwear—and deep purple

with green hand block designs is con-

sidered especially chic. A deep purple

nightgown thus decorated in green is

shown in one smart shop and to top

the climax there* is a purple velvet

pansy placed <at the top of the left

shoulder.

Lingerie Is Less Fussy.

A noticeable feature of both domes-

tic and imported undergarments just

now is the comparative absence of lace

and ribbon. Embroidery, drawnwork,

color and cut are relied upon for deco-

ration, rather than the laces and frills

commonly associated with the idea of

lingerie. Georgette finished with plcot-

ing, appears to be a favorite for such

ruffles as are required.

Overettes In Khaki.

Overettes is the name applied to a

sort of overall costume of khaki for .

women. It is especially designed for

women engaged in agricultural work,

and other work making a bifurcated

garment especially convenient. They

are to be worn with separate blouses

’and have wide shoulder straps that

keep the bloomer section in place. „
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