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Blind

CHAPTER VIIL. (Continued.)
“When my logical formula came back
X thought of It,” he sald. On inquiring
as to whom it was who rung me up on
“that fateful occasion, I learned that the
Il\lnlv?l' was 0017 Kensington and
that—"

“Gates” own pumber at Prince's
-Gate,” Bell exclein ed. “The plot thick-

ens.
“It does, indeed,” David said, grimly.
“It is Wilkie Collins gone mad, Gabo-
riau in extremis, Du Boisgaboy suffer-
‘Ieg from delivium tremens. I go to
Gates' house hers, and am solemnly
“told, In the midst of sarro'ndings that
I can swear to that I have never been
“there before; the whole mad expedi-
tion is launched ny the turning of the
handle of a telephone in the house of a
distinguished, trusted, if prosaic citi-
+gen. Somebody gets hold of the synop-
-#ls of a story of milae, Heaven knows
‘how—"
“That s fairly e
-was short, I suppose
“Only a few lines, 1,000 \-ords, a sheet
-of paper. My writing is very small. It
was tucked into a half-penny open en-
velope—a magazire oflice  enveloye,
warked ‘Proof, urgent.’ ere were
“the proofs of a short story in the buft
envelope.”

Which reached its destinstion in due
-eourse?”
“So I hear this morning.
arth—"
“Easily Enough. The whole thing
.gets slipped into a largey envelope, the
kind of Lig-mouthed affair that enlor-
prising flrms send out cirel
patterns with, This falls into the hnnd<
of the woman who is at the bottom of
“this and every othar case, and she reads
the synopsis from sheer curiosity. The
ease fits her case, and there you are.
Mind, T don’t say that this s how tl\«‘
ching actually happened, but how'
might have d 0. When did )nu
vos". the letter

l can’ t giva you the date.

¥'S ago.

The synopsis

Rut how on

Suy ten

there would be no hurry for o
" Bell said, thoughtfully. “And
YOu had no cause for worry on that
Yead.. Nor ncad the woman who found
it have kept the envelope beyond’ the
delay of a single post, which is only a
matter of an hour or so in London, If
¥ou go a little farther we find that
money is no object, hence the £1.000
offer and the carveful, and doubtless
-expensive, inquiry into your position.
Steel, I am going to enjoy this case.”

“You're welcome to all the fun you
tan get out of it,” David said, griwly.
“So far as I am cencerned, T fail to see
‘the hutnor, Isu't this the office you are
-after?”

Bell nodded and disappeared, presently
to return with two exceedingly rusiy
keys tied together with a drab plece of
tape. He jingled them c¢n his long,
-elender forefinger with an alr of posi-
tive enjoyment.

“Now come alorng." he sald. “I feel
like 2 boy who has marked down some
thing rave in the v of a bird's nest,

exactly the same way as you ap-
pre ched lt on the night of the great
adventure. .

TER IX.
The Broken Fig

“Any particulwr  object
course?"” David asiced.

“There ought to be an object in ex-
erything that even an irrational man
says or does,” Bell replied. “I have
achieved scme marvellcus results by
following up a single sent2nce uttered
by a patient. Besides, on the evening
in question, you were particularly told

to approach the Louse from the sea
Cront.”

“Somebody might have been on the
look-out near the Western Road en-
trance,” Steel suggested.

“Possibly. I have another theory:
Here we are. The figures over the fan-
lights run from 187 upwards, gotting
gradually to 219 as you breast the slope.
‘At 1 o'clock in the morning every house
‘would be in d.u}.ness Did you find
that to be so0?”

“I didn’t notice a light anywhere un-
til I reached 219."

“Good, again. And you could only
find 219 by the light over the door. Nat-
urally you were not interested in and
would not bave looked for any other
number. Well. here is 218, where I pro-
pose to enter, and for which purpose I
have the keys. Come along.”

David followed, wonderingly, The
+house in Brunswick Square was some-
what irregular in point of architecture,
and Nos. 218 and 219 were the only

aatched pair thereabouts. Signs were
mot wanting. as Bell pointed out, that
at cne time the houses had been accu-
pied as one residence. The two en-
trance halls were back to back, so to
‘speak, and what had previously been a
doorway, leading from one to the oth-
-er had been plastered up withln cotn;
paratively recent memory. .

The zrim and dusty derolation of an
empty house seemed to he supplemeit-
«ed here by deepar desolation. Not that
there v as any dust'on the ground tloor,
Which seemed a simgular thing seeing
that elsewhere the honrds were pow-
dered with it, and festoons of brown
.ecLwehs hung evorywhere, Bell similed
approvingly as David Stecl pointed the
<zet out to him.™”
annther singular point?”

.
in  that

ed
D'\\'ltl 311(1 thoughtfully; “I—
The two side shutters in the bay
are closed. and there is the
ivid erimson blind in the center

stop!
window
same vi

4s exdctly the same. The faint discol-

2acsimile.” )
“In fact, this {s the room you were in
‘the other night,” Bell sald, quletly.
“Impossible!” Steel cried. “The blind
.may be an accident, so might the fad-
4ng of the distemper. But the furnture,
ghe engravings, the fittings generally—"

“Are all capable of an explaration,
which we shall arrive’ at with pa-
tience.”

“‘Can we arrive at the number over
the door with patlence?"

“Exactly what I was coming to. T
noticed an old pair of Steps in the back
sitting room. Would you mind placing
them against the fanlight for me®"

David complied readily enough. He
was growing credulous and interested
in spite of himself. At Bell's instigation
he placed the steps before the fanlight
and mounted them., Over his head
were the figures 213 ih elongated shape
and formed in white porcelain.

“Now, then,” Bell said slowly. “Take
this pocketknife, apply the blade to the
right-hand lower half of the bottom ot
the figure 8—to half the small o, in
fact—and I shall be extremely surprised
if.the quarter section doesn't come
away from the glass of the fanlight,
leaving the rest of the figure intact,
Very gently, please. I want to co
vinee you that the plece comes away
beeause it is broken, and not because
the pre essure has eracked it. Now,
then,"

The point of the knife was hardly un-
der the edize of the porcelain before the
segment of the lower circle dropped into
Steel's hand, e could feel the edges
of the cement sticking to his finger:
As yet the full force of the discover
was not apparent to him,

““Go out.into the road and look at the

fanlight,” Bell directed, .
David complied cagerly. A sharp
cry of surprise escaped him as he

looked up. The change was apparent.
Instead of the figures 218 he could read
now the change to 219—a falfitly in-
different 9, but one that would have
passed muster without eriticism by
ninety-nine people out of a hundred.
With a strong light behing the figures
the clumsy 9 would never have been
noticed at all. The very simplicity and
ingenivusness of the scheme was its
safeguard,

“I should like to have the address of
ll\c man who thought that out,” David

dryly.

\os. I fancy that you are dealing
with quite clever people,” Bell replied.
And now I have shown you how utter-
Iy you have been deceived over the
number we will go a little further, For
the present, the way in which the fur-
niture trick was worked must remain
a mystery. But there has been furni-
ture here, or this room and the hall
would not have been so carefully swept
and garnished whilst the rest of the
house remains in so dirty a condition.
It my eyes don't deceive me, I can sew
two fresh nails driven into the arch-
way leading to the back hall. On those
nalls hung the curtain which prevented
you from seelng more than was neces-
sary, Arve you still incredulous as to
the house where you had your remark-
able adventure?"

“I confess that my faith has been se-
rlously shaken,” David admitted. “But
about the furniture? And about my
telephone call from Mr. Gates' town
house? And about my adventure tak-
ing place in the very next house to the
one taken by him at Brighton? And
about Miss Gates' agitation when she
learnt my f{dentity? Do you call them
coinclidences?"”

“No, 1 don't” Rell said promptly.
They are merely evidences of clever
folks taking advantage of an excellent
strategic position. I sald just now that
it was an important point that Mr.
Gates had merely taken the next door
furnished, But we shall come to that
side of the theory in due course. Have
you any other objections to urge?”

“One more, and I have finished for
the present. When I came here the
other night—provided, of course, that
I did come here—immediately upon my
entering the dining room the place was
brilliantly illuminated. Now, directly
the place was vold the supply of elec-
tric current would be cut off at the
meter.  So far as I can judge, some
two or three units must have been con-
sumed during my visit. Thére could
not be many less than ten lights burn-
ing for an hour. Now, those units
must show on the meter. Can you read
an electric meter?"”

“My dear fellow, there is nothing
easier.”

“Then let us go down into the base-
ment and scttle the matter. There is
pretty sure to be a card on the meter
made up to the day awhen the last ten-
ant went out. See, the supply is cut
off now."

As Steel spoke he snapped down the
hall switch and no result came. Down
in the basement by the area door stood
the meter. Both switches were turned
off, but on Bell pressing them down
Steel was enabled to light the passage.

“There's the card,” Bell exclaimed.
Made up to 25th June, 1895, since when
the house has been void. Just a minute
whilst I read the meter. Yes, that's
right. According to this card in your
hand, provided that the light has not
been used since the index was taken,
should read at 1521, What do you make
of the ("\rd"‘
avid cried,  “Which means
ﬂle\l‘u lllﬂlh since the’ meter was last
taken. Or, If you like to put it from
your own point of view, eleven units
used the night that I came here, You
aye quite right. Bell. You have practi-
cally convinced me that I have been in-
side the real 219 for the first time to-
day.+ And yet the more one probes the
mystery the more asfounding does it
become. . . . What do you propose
to do next?”

“Find out the name of the last ten-
ant or owner,"” Bell suggested. Discov-
er what the two houses were used for
when they were occupled by one per-
son. Also ascertain why on earth the
owners are willing to let a house this
size and in this situation for a sum like
£80 'per annum. Let us go and take
the keys back to the agents.”

Steel was nothing loth to find himself
in the fresh air again. Some progress
had been made like the opening of a
chess match between ‘masters, and yet
the more Steel thought of it the more

muddled and bewildered did he become.
No complicated tangle in the way of a
plot had ever been anything llke the
skein this was.

“I'm like a child in your hands,” he
said. “I'm a blind man on the end of
a string: a man dazed with wine in a
labyrinth. And if ever I help a woman
again——"

He mused as he caught sight of Ruth
Gates’ lovely face through the window
of No. 219, Her features were tinged
with melancholy: there was a look of
deepest sympathy and feeling and com-
passion in her glorious eyes. She slip-
ped back as Steel bowed, and the rest
of his speech was lost in a sigh.

CHAPTER X.-The House of the

SHent Sorrow,

A bell tolled mournfully with a slow,
swinging cadence like a passing bell.
On winter nights, folks passing the
House of the Silent Sorrow, compared
the doleful clanging to the boom that
carries the criminal from the cell to the
scaffold. Every night all the year
round the little valley of Longdean
echoed to that mournful clang. Per-
haps it was for this reason that a wan-
dering poet christened the place as the
House of the Silent Sorrow.

For seven years this had beei golng
on now, until nobody but strangers no-
ticed it. From half-past seven til eight
o'clock that hideous bell rang its swing-
ing, melancholy note. Why it was no-
body could possibly tell. Nobody in
the village had ever been beyond the
great rusty gates leading to a dark
drive of Scotch firs, though one small |
boy bolder than the rest had once’
climbed the lichen-strewn stone wall
and penetruted the thick undergrowth
beyond. Henee he had returned, with
white face and staring eyes, with the
information that great wild dogs dwelt
in the thickets. Subsequently the vil-
lage poacher confirmed this informa-
tion. He was not exaclly loquacious
on the subject, but merely hinted thot
the grounds of Longdean Grange were
not salubrious for naturalists with a
pedatory disposition.

Indeed, on moonlight nights those
apoeryphal hounds were heard to bay
and whimper. A shepherd up late one
spring night averred that he had seen
two of them fighting.  But nobody could
say anything about them for certain:
also, it was equally certain that nobody
knew anything about the people at
Longdean Grange. The place had been
shut up for thirtysyears, being under-
stood to be in Chancery, when the an-
nouncement went forth that a distant
relative of the family had arranged
to live there in future.

What the lady of the Grange was
like no one could say. She had arrived
late one night, accompanied by a niece,
and from that moment she had never
been beyond the house. None of the
large staff of servants ever left the
grounds unless it was to quit altogeth-
er. and then they were understood to
leave at night with a large bonus in
money as a recompense for their prom-
Ise to evacuate Sussex Wwithout delay.
Everything was ordered by telephone
from Brighton and left at the porter's
lodge., The porter was a stranger; also
he was deaf and exceedingly ill tem-
pered, so that long since the village
had abandoned the hope of getting any-
thing out of him. One rational being
they saw from the Grange occasionaily,
a big man with an exceedingly benevo-
lent face and mild, large blue eyes—a
man full of Christlan kindness and
given to largesse to the village boys.
The blg gentleman went by the name
of “Mr. Charles,” and was understood
to have a lot of pigeons of which he
was exceedingly fond. But who “Mr.
Charles” was, or how he had got that
name, it would have puzzled the wisest
heud of the village to tell.

And yet, but for the mighty clamor
of that hideous Dell and. that belt of
wildness that surrounded it, Longdean
Grange was a cheerful looking house
enough., Any visitor emerging from
the drive would have been delighted
with it, For the lawns were trim and
truly kept, the beds were blazing with
masses of flowers, the creepers over the
Grange were not allowed to riot too ex
travagantly. And yet the strange,
haunting sense of fear was there. Now
and again a huge black head would up-
lift from the copplee growth, and a
long., rumbling growl come from be-
neath a double row of white teeth, For
the dogs were no fiction. They lived
and bred in the fifteen or twenty acres
of coppice round the house, where they
were fed regularly and regularly
thrashed without mercy if they showed
in the garden. Perhaps they looked
more flerce and truculent than they
really were, being Cuban bloodhounds,
but they gave a weird color to the
place and lent it new terror to the sim-
ple folk around.

‘The bell was swinging dolefully over
the stable turret; it rang out its'pass-
Ing note till the clock struck eight and
then mercifully c:ased. At the same
momerit precisely as she had done any
time the last seven years, the lady of
the house descended the broad, black
oak staircase to the hall. A butler of
the old-fashioned type bowed to her
and announced that dinner was ready.
He might have been the butler of an
archbishop from his mien and deport-

‘ment, yet his evening dress was seedy

and shiny to the last degree, his patent
leather boots had long lost their luster,
his linen was terrlbly frayed and yel-
low. Two footmen in livery stood in
the hall. They might have been supers
playing on the boards of a traveling
theater, their once smartly cut and
trimmed coats hung raggedly upon
therm,

As to the lady, who was tall and
handsome, with dark eyes and features
contrasting stragely with hair as white
as the frost on a winter's landscape,
there was a far-away, strained fook in
the dark eyes, as if they were ever
night and day looking for somethinsg,
something that would never be found.
In herself the lady was clean and
wholesome enough, but her evening
dress of black sllk and lace was drop-
ping into fragments, the lace was in
rags upon her hosom, though there
were c¢lamonds of great value in her
white hair.

And here, strangely allied, were
wealth and direst poverty; the whole
place wasg filled With rare and costly
things, pictures, statuary, china: the
floors were covered with thick carpets,
and yet everything was absolutely
smothered in dust. A thick, white,
blankety cloud of It lay everywhere.
It obscured the china, it dimmed the
glasses of the pictures, it piled in little
drifts on the heads and arms of the
dingy statues there, ' Many years must

e———

have elapsed since a housemaid’s brush
or duster had touched anything In
Longdean Grange. It was like a pal-
ace of the Sleeping Beauty, wherein
people walked as in a walking dream.

‘The Jady of the house made her way

slowly to the dining voom. Here din-
ner was laid out daintily and artistical-
ly enough—a
drawn up to the table with a feeling £
satisfaction. Flowers were there, and
silver and cut glass, china with a his-
tory of its own, and the whole set out
on a tablecloth that was literally drop-
mng to pleces.
a beautiful room in itselt,
lotty alk panelled from floor to roof,
With a few plctures of price on the
walls. There was plenty of gleaming
sflver glowing like an argent moon
against a purple sky, and yet the same
sense of dust znd desolation every-
Where. Only the dinner looked bright
and mod-rn,

There were two other people standing
Ly the table, one a girl. with a hand-
seme, intellectual face full of passion
but ill-repressed; the cther, the big,
falr man, known as “Mr. Charles.” As
QA matter of fact, his name was Regl-
nald Henson, and he was distantly re-
lated to Mrs. Henson, the strange chat-
elaine of the House of the Silent Sor-
row. . He was smiling blandly now at
Enid enson, the worderfully-beautis
tul girl with the deflant, shining eyes,

“We may be seated, now that ma
has arrived”” Hendon suld, gravely.

He spoke with a certain mocking hu-
mility and a queer. wry smile on his
broad. losse mouth that filled Enid with
a speechless fury. The girl was hot-
bleoted—a good hater and a good
friend. And the master passion of her
life was hatred of Regl lenson,

(To De Continned.)

gro's Cunning Diplomne

Apropos of a point he desired to
make, Tiamilton Mabic told this storv
at the Aldine assoziatim. the other
evening, of an old negro who experi-
enced religion, and of his master,
whose conversation was punctuated
with profanit; It was just after the
civil ad heen the
A slave, and
that eapacily cven after
his frocdom. He joined the
Preshyterian church.

“Took here, George,” said the colonel,
“tell me about this predestination and
the clect. You don't believe your old
mas! is doomed to hell, do you?
Don't you think he will go to heaven
with the elect?”

Respect and love for the old, swear:
dng master did not overceme the ne
cquired religion, Dbut there was
cunning and diplomacy in his answer:

“I nevah heahed of nobody,” replied
George, “who done got 'lected who wuz
not a candidate."—New York Times,

—_—

Shouter for Church Services.

"Slloulel to advertise church ser-
vices, re the latest. The experiment—
a sir a man who not

to use hls voice on Suday evening in
crowded strests—was tried at North
Clark and Michigan streets, Sunday
night. -

“Glorious song service at Moody's

hurch Chicago and La Salle ave-
nues!” he proclaimed, so loudly that he
could be heard two blocks away.
“Come and have a glorious time. Fino
song service!”

The “shouter” sald that the practice
of distributing printed cards on Sun-
day evening among the theatergoing
crowds had been entirely discontinued,
but that it had been found many pe-
desttians either refused to take notice,
or, having recelved them. tossed them
away a few steps farther on. “But,”
he sald, “they can't help hearing my
volce. Ore man stoppad for further {n-
formation, and then said he was going
to the church service,”—Chicago Amer-
fean, endt !

‘Cne Ifug, One Cent.

A jury decided to-day that an unwel-
come hug constituted damages to the
amount of 1 cent, and, accordingly, ren-
dered judgment in that sum against
Richard Langan, who was sued by
Mrs. Lizzle Cecll for forcing his affec-
tions upon her,

Largan is a retired capitalist. Mrs
Cecl: and her husband rented their
home from him. On the pretense of
having repairs made, Langan went to
the Cecil home, and made himself so
agreeable that the woman thowed him
a small crucifix.

So far from putting Langan into a de-
veout frame of mind, tae sight of the
cruclfix caused him to place his arm
around Mrs, Ceil's waist. Such is her
story. Langan swore that he merely
brushed by her, and begged pardon for
so doing.—Louisville (Ky.) Speclal to
New York World.

gourmant Would have |

SERMON IN ‘A SUNSET

ELOQUENT WORD PICTURE INSPIRED
BY SCENE OF BEAUTY.

TOO MUCH FOR HIS PHILOSOPHY
Coulan’t Figure How the Calf Gay
Through the Auger IHole.

A Virginia member of congress used
many years ago to tell a story which
may have been intended as a parabla

Writer Records s

West—Glorions Suncise Even s More

Perfect View.

Tkere are sermons in song, in stone
and In sunsets, It is oneof these latter,
says an impressionable writer; which
has left an indelible glow on my mem-
ory I would tell you. From the crest
of a high bluff overhafiging the low-
lands of a great city of the west I
bebeld its glories unfold slowly, then
fade into thc mystery of night.

The gray, wet day was drawing to
2 checrless close. Hours of incessant
weeping had drained the clouds of
their last tear, and they loitered sul-
lenly above the city, muttering in low
thunder tones lixe vexed children. A
thousand murky streams of smoke
spread out below them and decpenctl
the shadows.

Slowly almost as the flame of a can-
dle sickly flickers when first lighted,
a thin streak of gold grew-out of the
gray, low down in the west, It was
a lone taper, lifted ugh the
c.oud curtains to the chandelier of the
dome, and quickly the masses caught
its gleam and became a sea of saffron
so vividly yellow that it paled to
shame the headlights of the pufiing lo-
comotives, crawling hither anu thith-
er far below me like pigmies decked
with jewels. The glory of the sinking
sun filtered through the upper world
till it all looked llke gold, whipped
into foam and spread out against the
walls of heaven. Indeed,” it scemed
not unlikely that the streets of the
city themsclves might be formed of
the fullness of it.

Along the sky-shores of this sea
where it paled into cool canary and
softly lost its outlines rose wonderful
clifts of strange greens and purplish
biues, ever changing in form and col-
or, A cloud that sailed too low to bo
caught in the golden noose scudded
across the waves like a wild bird af-
frighted. To the south stood mount-
ains of a whitish hue, like towering
Icebergs. Slowly they floated into the
flood of light, and were melted in the
saffron sea.

I turned to rest my eyes a moment
trom a glare. Then, stretched across
that other corner of the heavens, its
seven-fold pillars resting, the one far
to the east, the other southward, and
Its every hue as brilliant as that of
the sea of gold, I saw a rainbow.

Long I stood, looking first on the
one and then the other scene. The
cloud-sea was restless—like the world
—constantly changing in its heauty.
The bow of color was serene and staid,
like the hope of higher things for
which it stood. Now the blooa of the
dying sun sent a great tinge of rich
red through the golden waves. Then,
as darkness slipped in to help the
sky on with its night robe, a single
star came out to light the clouds to
Yed.

We sail over wide seas to look upon
tne master paintings of men, when be-
fore our sight many evenings and
mornings are spread these far more
beautiful and wonderful scenes. And
there is just one thing finer and more
sublime—less sad—than a glorious
sunset. That is a glorious sunrise.
Got up early some morning and see.

MIGHT HAVE BEEN AN “OLD FOOL'’

Man Who Married Third Wife, Says, “I'm
Mappy and That's Enough for Me
Judson W. Oliver, who in his 70th

year was married for the third time,

and who has been connected with the

Somerville police department thirty

years, is as “chipper” as a young

Yridegroom.

He appeared at the police station at
roll call, with a box of cigars which
had been made by his bride, who like-
wise embarked with “Jud” in her
third matrimonial venture.

The cigars went around with the
rapidity of “hot cakes" and the gath-
ering of 30 patrolmen’ called on the

" Lahourchere on Savagery.

Can we be very much surprised that
foreign nations do not regard our
methods of war as highly chivalrous?
We are selling by auction the estates
of the Boer leaders in the fleld, As the
only persons who can buy them are the
representatives of the Transvaal mill-
lonalres (their principals living In LJIX-
don in palaces or enjoying themse!
on the Niviera), they are the only hl|l<
ders. The estates are, therefore sold
for a mere song, as shark no more hids
ugalnst shark in the Transvaal than in
a mock auction at home. On the other
hand, Delarey has released Lord Meth-

br for a speech. He accom-
modated them in a somewhat inter-
esting manner.

“l was born among the rocks and
rills of Malden,” quoth he. “My
grandfather lies buried in the Malden
cemetery, surrounded by four wives.
My father is there surrounded by two
wives. Last night I took unto myself
a third wife, and who knows but I
may have a fourth?

“Some have called me a fool, some
an old fool and some a d— old fool.
Um happy, and that's enough for me.”

Dlhcr was given three cheers and
d to be all right.—Boston Jour-

5 o keep a n man
nrlsox_ncr.»—Loudon Truth,

e Upper Do
Jasper—I al\ 1y 8y mpathlm with the
upper dog In a fight,

Jumpup—You mean the under dog,
don't you?

Jasper—No, I don't. Some fool PhI
lanthropist is sure to come alon:
kick In the ribs of the upj
Yorlk Sun.

A Studio Seeret.
“Sometimes,” sighed the weary papa,

v
wish T was a photogri-

“And why,"” nonchalantly asked the
other, as she turned 1o another chup-
ter.

“Because a photographer seems to he
the only man on carth who ¢an’ mak

by Jook pleasant when it doesn't wis
'—Chicago News.

e Had
“Haven't you any occupation?”
asked the "voman at the kitchen door,
atter listening to his tale of woe.
“Ye's, mta’min,” responded Tuffold
Knutt. “I'm a hunter.”
YA hunter? Of what?"

“Grub, ma’am.”—Chicago Tribune.
‘

nal.
R S —
Antlqaity of Cards.

The game of cards was first played
fn the ecast, and seems to have had a
military origin. Cards were introduc-
ed from Asia to Europe at the time
of the Crusades, and were first used
by necromancers to tell fortunes. They
soon became a popular amusement
in the south of Europe, where the
Saracens and Moors taught the pcople
how to use them, and card playing
spread to all parts of the continent.
The state records of Germany mention
the fact that Rudolph I, in 1275, was
fond of the gam¢, and played with his
=ourtiers.

After the invention of paper the
manufacture of cards became exten-
sive, but declined somewhat when
card playing was forbidden by several
of the German states and by the Eng-
lish government on account of the
supposed immoral tendency. Before
the era of paper, cards in the Orient
were made of ivory, papyrus and can-

vas, less frequently of the precious

metal, and quite commonly of wood,

for who app

from the wrong side. still cap-
able of performing that office, uot only
for politicians, but for others.

‘The proprietor of a tanyard built a
stand on one of the main streets of a
Virginia town for the purpose of sell-
ing leather and buying raw hides.

‘When he had completed the building
he considered for a long time what
sort of sign to put up to attract atten
tion to the new establishment. Final
Iy a happy thought struck him. He
bored an auger hole through the door
post and stuck a calf's tail into it with
the tufted end outside.

After a while hie saw a solemn-faced
man %tanding near the door looking at
the sign, his eyes in a round, medita:
tive stare behind his spectacles. The
tanner watched him a minute, thep
stepped out and addressed him.

“Good morning, sir,” he said.

“Morning'"” said the other, without
taking his eyes off the sign.

“Want to buy leatuer?" asked the
tanner.

yer?”

“Doctor?”

“No."

“What are you then®"

“I'm a philosopher.  I've been
standing here for an hour trying to
figure out how that calf got through
that auger hole.—Youth's Compan.
fon.

TO BRIDGE THE GREAT SALT LAKE
Southern Pucllic Is About to Bulld a
Long Trestte Across Tt
One of the most remarkable tasks
of rallroad enginccring undertaken in
the west In recent years is about to
be begun by the Southern Pacific in
Utah, says the New York Sun. For
the sake of saving four and a half
miles the raflroad is about to build a
new line 105 miles long, and for part
of the way the road will run on a tim-
ber trestle across the Great Salt Lake.
It now runs around the northern end
of the lake over a route hothered by
many sharp curves and heavy grades.
The work will take three years to
complete. It calls for an expenditure
of $800,000 a year., The most formid-
able part will be the building of the
trestle across the main hody of the
lake, at a point where it is seven miles

across.

The lake bed Is comprised first of a
layer of find sand from six to thirty
inches in depth. Then comes a hard
stratum of soda formation from a foot
to eighteen inches thick and dfter that
sand and blue clay alternately for an
indefinite depth.

The road will be built on plles
driven into this mass. The trestle
will be built high enough to allow for
a rise of the water which at this
point is now about thirty feet deep. .-

It has been the expérience on the
lake hitherto that sand tends to ac-
cumulate around driven piles. If this
should be repeated here the result will
be a shallowing of the water and in-
creased sccurity along the road.

Besides saving time on the South.
¢rp Pacific the copstruction of the llno
will bring ImmefiSe deposits of guaho
on islands in Salt Lake within easy
reach of a market. _,.,-?

Jarring s Memory.

A married lady living out at Lake-
side has been having the greatest dif-
ficulty of late in induncing her husband
to remember to order certain things
for the houschold while downtown.
Every day there was something for-
golten and the meals were growing
more scanty as a result.

A few days ago she handed her hus
band a letter as he made a run for hls
car, saying that it was not to be open-
ed until the afternoon. He remember-
ed it just as he finished his luncheon
that day and opening It he read:

“I am forced to tell you something
that I know will trouble you, but
have thought of it for spme time. 1
feel that it is my duty to do so, My
mother has been taken Into the secret
and she, too, John, declares that it is
best that you should know. I cannot
keep this to myselt any longer.”

Hubbie's face grew ashen and his
hair was taking an upright position
when he turned oves the page and
read:

“We have not a poound of butter In
this house. Send me some this after-
noon.”

The request, was complied with.—
Duluth News-Tribune.

Number of Dritish 14te:

Ot Scotland's area of nearly 31,000
square miles ‘no less than 631 are
water and 485 barren fore-shore. Sev-

en hundred and eighty-seven islands
lie around-the Scottish coast: but ot
these only sixty-two exceed three

square miles in area. The biggest I8
Lewis and Harris—839 square miles—
and Skye comes second, Ireland pos-
sesses over 300 islands, most of them
along the western coasts, and England
just under 100. There are thus just
about 1,200 British isles

Flshormen Scnators,

Senators Proctor and Frye are fa-
mous fishermen. For thirty years
Senator Proctor has been in Vermont
on the last night of April with fishing
tackle ready, and for thirty years at
sun-up on the.first of May he, has be-
gun casting for speckled trout, He
was there this year,



Jarring His Memory.

A married lady living out at Lake-
side has been having the greatest dif-
ficulty of late In inducing her husband
to remember to order certain things
for the household while downtown.
Every day there was something for-
gotten and the meals were growing
more scanty as a result.

‘A few days ago she handed her hus
band a letter as he made a run for his
car, saying that it was not to be open-
ed until the afternoon. He remember-
ed it just as he finished his luncheon
that day and opening it he read:

“l am forced to tell you something
that I know will trouble you, but
have thought of it for spme time, 1
feel that it {s my duty to do so, My
mother has been taken into the secret
and she, too, John, declares that it is
best that you should know. I cannot
keep this to myself any longer.”

Hubbie's face grew ashen and his
hair was taking an upright position
when he turned oven the page and
read:

“We have not a poound of butter in
this house. Send me some this after-
noon.”

The request, was complied with.—
Duluth News-Tribune.
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