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GENIUS.

Once at the throns of Jove a youth appeared
Seeming of tender age and gently reared,

And being sore dlstressed;

with humbled head,

He paused before the throne, and thus he said:
“(dod of the gods! a prisoner of woe,

I come hefore thee, for 1 fain would know
Who the immortal asire from whence 1 came;
The world my home and Genlus I8 my name,

To Delphi's oracle they brought the yvouth,

And thus, the god advised, to learu the truth,
“Hers now In suppliance how unto the earth,
seek not by words to know who gave thee birth,
But let the soul breathe forth thy heart's desire,

It Is Jove's will, as well, to know thy sire.”

Lo! when his trembling knees first touched the soll,

The volee exclalmed:
Four-Trick News,

“(Genlus,

thy sire was Toll.”

The Last of the Leveridges.

—— O~

HREE of u kind,” sald Mona
T Leverldge., gazing after her hus

band ns he drove away from the
dooryard on his way to the station to
fetoh Aline Register, her dearesi
friend, whom she had invited on a
visit with a purpose.

She would have preferred her hus-
band driving something quieter than
those flery chestnuts, but they were
three of a kind, and perhaps the brutes
understood their flery master as well as
he understood them.

At any rate, she had other occupa-
tion than watehing him any longer.
There were flowers still to be put Into
Allne's room and her own dinner tol-
lette to make.

For her own sake, as well as Allne's,
#he wanted to “patch up that old af-
falr.” With Rafe Stillman at the oth-
or ond of the globe It had mattered 11t-
tle. Bui with Rafe back home, her
next door nelghbor-—as country neigh-
bors go—with Horace cruelly allve to
every Incldent in her own past that
Ald not concern him personally, the fu-
ture had 1is breakers,

She had not married the last of the
Leverldges unwarned. Prophecy had
held up Its ghastly finger, she “would
regret It “The Leveridges were not
as other men,” but with a toss of her
pretty head she had assured the croak-
ers that that was one thing she loved
him for.

Across the long, sloping approach to
his own outer gate; adown the dusty
gray highway, wita its vivid border of
bushes; into the twilight gloom of the
forest growth that marked the boun-
dary line hetween the Leveridge and
the Stillman places, Leveridge gulded
his high-mettled team, pleasantly ex-
hilarated by the spirited resistance to
control manifested by his beautiful

brutes,
Snddenly, with snorts of terror, they
swerved, eurrying the vehiele well out

of the rond, They had taken fright at
# thoroughly commonplace object—an
old wan standing on the roadside fnno-
cently engaged In winding bita of
twine about the saddle girth that hiad
treacherously broken, leaving him dis-
mounted from the horse that lmproved
his opportunities by grazing, It was
his own stableman. A fact which Lev-
eridge recognized with a heavy outflash
of temper.

“You Infernal old ldler, why are you
nol at work?

The old man doffed his ragged hat
deferentially,

“I told missus 1 didn*t think I haa
time to go, but she say 1 must."

Leveridge leaned toward the old
man with darkenlng eyes: “Go where?"

“Over to Mis" Stlllman’s.”™

“For what?"'

“T'o earry a letter.”

“To Mrs, Stillman?”

“1 don't know, sir. Missus jus' give
me this an® she say [ worn't to walt
for no answer."

With contiding frankness the old
man extracted a note from the crown
of his brimless hat, and put It infto
the hamd eagerly .stretched out tor I

It was nddressed to Rafe Stillmuaw
Leveridge turned it over with unsteady
Hogers. 1t was sealed with a looseness
that lovited treachery.

“I used to be apecounted a gentle-
man,” he sonarled, In an undertone
faltered n second, and In another one
was in full possession of the contents
of the hastily sealed énvelope:

“Mr, Leverldge goes out this morn-
ing. You had Letter come over early
If you want a good day with the
snipe.”

The address and the signature were
brief to curtness, “Mr. Stillman.” and
“M. K. Leveridge” Horace replaced
the intercepted note In its envelope,
and sat staring at It so long that his
wile's messenger ventured to ask:

"I you going to deliver 1t, Mr. Hor-
aee?”

“No" The man lo the drag handed
bhack the note. “You are to deliver It
according to your mistress” orders.
And, Munson"-~hls volce was tense In
its enforced composure—"you will go
as fast as if the devll was spurring
your beast.  Dellver that note and
gome back hece to me, 1, too, heve a

danger In my

note for you to deliver. It Is only a
mile by the Cypress Walk., Five shi)-
lings If you are back here In half an
hour: dismissal from the place if you
are not,"”

“I'll be here, sir.”

Leveridge stralghtened himself In
the drag as the old man cantered out
of sight., He had some few prepara-
tiong to make, Of course, he snould
have to kill Stillman. As well then
and there as at any other time, He
Inughed unpleasantly. It was odd he
should have his gun under the seat of
the drag. ITe had meant to leave It
with the smith In town to be cleaned.

He tore a page from his pocket dlary
and wrote hig courteous regrets that
cireumstances rendered it Inconvenlent
for him to fetech Miss Register from
the station,

“1 have A lttle matter to settle with
Mr, Stillman,” he wrote, “that may In-
terfere with his snipe shooting. Sorry
to have spolled your little plan for a
pleasant day. Your pardon for a
rather free interpretation of marlital
rights.”

As old Munsou reappeared, fHurrled
and heated, but punctual, his master
sprang from the drag and shook the
reing Impatiently toward him,

“You dellvered the note to Mr,
man himself?"

“Yes, air.”

“(3ood, Here, you ape to drive the
beasts home, Let them cool off before
witering them. After you have stabled
them and rubbed themn down, take this
pote up to the house and dellver it to
Mrs., Leveridge. Not before you have
attended to the horses. You under-
stand 7"

The old man recolled In terror.

“Me drive thim devils home, sir?”

“Youn." The answer dropped llke n
stone, cold, hard, resolute,

Munson glanced nervously from the
foam-flecked brutes to their master,
whose delicate features were distorted
with black rage. Of the two, the chest-
nuts inspired him with less terror. He
obeyed the tmperious order,

fomething was wrong. He could not
puzzle It out. Something had put Mr.
Horace into one of his “ways,” and he
would as soon be out of range of hils
fierce temper as not. But “if the geod
Lord spared him to get home wlth
them four-footed devils,” he was go-
ing right stralght to his mistress and
mike a clean breast of it.

On one of her numerous trips to the
terrace, Mona, restlessly watchful for
the coming of Rafe In time for her to
prepare him for Aline's advent, saw
the old man driving at a rate that
bespoke something wrong. Every drop
of blood had deserted her cheeks by
the time the old man was near enough
to be guestloned,

“Where s Mr, Leveridge, Munson?
Why are you driving the chestnuts?"

“I left him back yonder at the cross-
roads, missus, and—"

“Dolng what?"'

“Just waitin’, seemed like."

“Walting for what?"

“1 don’'t know, missus, This poor
via nead of mine 18 all a-whirling
with ® The Leveridge men-folks is
surely hard to keep up with, Mehbe
this will elear it up. 1 warn't to give
It to you tHl 1 rubbed the horses down,
but they can walt. 1 seem to feel
hones."

Monan selzed the envelope he extend-
ed. In another moment Horace's bit
ing words had scorched themselves
upon her braln. She made a step for-
ward, stopped and pressed her hands
over her eyes In a paroxysm of physleal
terror. Could she do 1t?  She must,

All bareheaded and ungloved as she
was, she sprang Into the drag and
guthered the long relns in her slight,
untralned hands. Munson, who had
dismounted to deliver the note, sprang
to the brutes’ heads, and laid a detain-
lug grasp on thelr bridles,

“Misgsus, milssus, what are you think-
Ing of dolng? They'll kil youn, wmy
sweet mistress. They Is all fretted out
with exeltement now, Don't leave the
old man behind, missus.”

“Stand aside—they will trample you
down!"

Bhe planted her little feet
agalnst the dashboard,

sStill-

rigldly
Her dinner

| ness,

gown of shimmering silk ghstened In
the sunshine. She swaysd with the
swift onrushing of the chestnuts, about
whose ears she had laid the whip wlth
l.‘nﬂl“lnt Senergy.

Doubtless they would kill her,
rather expected it, but she must reach
the cross-roads first—befors Rafe 8t
man got there
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Horace Leveridge, standlng face to
face with the man whom he had pitl
lessly insulted Into an agreement to
settle the matters there and then, saw
a glittering spectacle sdvaneing upon
them with the speed of a well-almed
ATTOW,

Mona's halr had escaped all bounda.
Like a vell of some yellow sllken fab-
vie it fell about her pallld face. The
gtin gshone full upon the glittering har-
upon the tnwny manes of her
steeds, and upon the dinmond pln she
had donned with her dinner costume.
They were all a-glitter.  She stood up
in the drag to cry alond

“Horace, my husband,
stop!  Let me explain”

As she drew reln or trled to curb the
exclted anlmals he cast a bitter look
at her,

“The time for explanations hias gone,
Mra, Leveridge. Perhaps yvon may as
well witness the consunmmation of your
own work."

“My work?"

He lifted his gun resolutely
shoulder. Stillman  as  resolutely
gronnded his, Murder was about to
be committed before her eyes., WIith
a strenuous tnen of her delicate wrists,
wlich left them powerless for further
netion, Mona brought the horses’ heads
about just In time te intercept the bul
let nlwed ot Stillman's heart, It went
crashing through the hack of the vehl-
cle, Leverldge had never once loosed
his tonch upon the trigger

With wild snorts of terror the mad-
dened chestnuts swerved and dashed
out of sight. The relns fell from
Mona's helpless hands. She sank to
the bottom of the drag. Her destroce-
tlon wag a matter of mere minutes.
Perhaps seconds, She felt strangely
indi%erent to everything, Only she
wanted not to suffer very long.

On, on, swifter, still faster, now
swinging her frall cradle clear of the
uneven ground: now thundering across
a wooden bridge that gove back hollow
echoes to the lron-shod feet; now rush-
ing with swooth veliemence by the
side of a flower-fringed streamlet, the
chestnuts bore her forward to meet
her fate

Rescue was Impossible, and =he
knew lt. She opened her eyes and gaz-
ed heavenward, prayerfully. Thare
was =0 much she would like to unao it
ghe had time. 8She was not prayling.
There was no time left for prayer, A
black-winged bird In a turquolse sky
was the one object her falling senses
graspes,

How serenely it soared on broad,
slow wings, far, far above the turbu.
lont world she was hastenlng oat of.
Would those brutes never oxhaust
their demoniacal strength? Would IMor-
ace suffer very keen remorse when he
came to learn how things really stood?

Perhaps, after all, she was escaping
long., weary yeuars of a hopeless strug.
gle to adjust the unadjustable, How
Httle it all mattered now? How f(ar
away, how small, how unireal the
world, trouble, hope, disappointinent,
It was something like getting to the
end of a tresome story which present-
ly she would forget all about.

The chestnuts prused for a second
on the brook slde. A violent downward
plunge--space seemed suddenly to en
velop thelr rushing feet, The world

are youn mnad?

to his

reeled. The busy braln stopped like a
rudely  Jarred watch spriog, Two
small, white hands were stretched de-

spairingly to grasp at something—any-

thing.
L] - L . L ] » L)
The ashen tints of November en-

wrapped the woods where Horace Ley-
erldge had invited his doom. Aline
Register still lingered at Leverldge
Hall a loving minlsirant to lts widow-
e mistress, But Rafe was waxing
Impatient and she must tell Mona that
her wedding day was lixed, She koeel-
el by her friend's lounge.

“Mona, you once sikd you had
wronged me because Rafe's fancy
strayed toward you, small blame to

can | ever ask your
have Iinnocently

him, dear, How
pardon for all |
brought upon vou?"”

Mona laid a silencing finger upon the
girl’s lips,

“It was not your fuult. It was not
mine, My poor Horace! 1 am glad he
knew the truth before he turned his
gun npon himself. My granite refused
to be chiseled, Allne, although love
held the chised in o firmgra sap,. Per-
haps, if I had not wearled In well do-
ing It might a!l have come right In
the end.”

There woere those who sald-—on hear-
ing that In a paroxysm of remorse
Horace ILaeverldge bhad taken hls own
life, supposing Mouna dead—that the
Lord must surely have repented hlm
of ever creating the Leveridges, and
the woman who thought she could
mold them was elther very presumptn-
ous or very sllly.

“Buat she Is young," the kindly gos-
sips sald, “and heart-wounds heal
auickly. ®ralse bLe to an all-wise dis-
pensation,”—Illustrated Bits.

She |

An enormous amount of care and Ia
bor and a great léength of tlme are re-
guired in the making of the turblues of
ocean-going vessels and it is this that
renders the bullding of turbine steam-

ghips 8o expensive., The first ocean
liner of the turbine type recently made
Its mulden trip ncross the ocean. There
were no fewer than 1,600,000 geparate
pleces uged In the bullding of the thres
turbines by which the vessels were
driven,

Among the new industries that have
been developed by the exigencies of
modern life, none & more surprising
than that of supplying human skin,
Experiments in grafting to cover #x.
tensive Injuries have bheen so SUCEess
ful that there Is considerable demand
for llve skin, and the London hospitals
have long llats of men and women
not all of the very poor cluss—who nre
ready to sell thelr flesh when It =
wanted,

Nir William Ramsay believes that It
Is quite possible that In some cnses
bread ls radio-active, He thinks that
the radlo-activity would not do any
harm, as is shown by the presence of
radium in the waters at Bath and at
Wiesbaden. In both cases the water
has to e drunk on the spot in order to
get the full value of the cure, Rir
Willlam Ramsay thinks that thisx is
partly due to the radio-nctive proper-
tles of the water. Ile s Inclined to
think that there are radio-active gases
in the alr. The “freshness” of the alr
at certuin times he belleves i« due to
thelr presence,

The arrival in London of a specimen
of the bird-eating splder calls renewed
aftentlon to a lttle known Insect that
Is more powerful than the famous Ta-
rantula, It {s the largest splder known,
and its tropleal South Amerlean home
It splng very formidable webs for
catehing humming birds and fAnches
Instead of tlles, When the enormously
strong threads are spun across little
frequented roads they often strike the
faces of travelers with great violence,
The body of the splder Is often three
inches long and as large as & hen's egg,
and its horrible aspect 18 Increased by
the long, halry legs.

A huge electro-magnet has been In-
stalled In a certaln hosplial in En-
gland. It drew out splinters of stecl
which had become lodged in the eyes
of patients. ’ e lnstance Jt w
out a plece o ammer head which
had been driven into the muscles of a
patient's upper arm and in another
case drew out a plece of a cold chisel
in a forearm, The success of the mug-
net is sald to have bheen complete, the
fragments of the metal appearing
quickly on the pole of the magnet. It
is suggested that such an electro-mag-
net could be of great use in milita
hospitals for the removal of pleces of
shell and steel bullets,

According to the investigations of
Professor John B, Bmith, It Is not go
ensy to destroy the mosquito as some
persons lmagine, The eggs of the snlt-
marsh mosgulto, for Instance, may re-
main in dried mud for months, and yet
# large percentage of them will hateh
out within a few hours after becom-
ing covered with water. The remaln-
der lle dormant until the first lot has
reached full growth, and then, if still
submerged, most of them also will
hatch out. A few eggs of each brood
lle over.to the followilng year, and all
the eggs of the last autumn brood hiber-
nate, The consequence is that the first
spring mosquito swarm s the largest
of the season, and migrating adults of
this brood live untll September, swell-
Ing the number of midsummer mosqui-
toes,

BKYBCFIAPEH SCHOOLE

Doors and lle-lu shnuld He Fire FProof
~No Chance on Fire,

In n day of big things large school
bulldings are paturally to be expected,
but a plan under conslderation by the
New York school authoritles ralsed the
questlon whether slze may not be cay-
ried to a ridiculous &nd dangerous ea-
treme, The plan contempliates the erec-
tion of a school bullding “ten or more
storles in helght"” and intended to ac
commodate no less than 8,000 children.
It will have about fifteen clags ooy
on each floor, or 160 in all. The strue-
ture will be fireproof, only desks and
doors belug Inflammable, and If the fire
should break out in one room It could
he closed until the flumes had burned
themselves out. ‘T'ransportation from
floor to floor will be furnished by ele
valors,

Such is the scheme, which will muke
those gasp who recall the “little red
school house” and the modest but Inad-
equate clty school bulldlngs of not
many years ago. It s very impressive,
but would be rather more Interesting
if the New York authorities should
tell how they propose to overcome cer-
taln objectlons that come at once to
mind.

Why, for example, should doors and
desks be combustible in these days of
fireproofed wood? Agaln, no skyscrap-

or in New York houses as many penplol

ﬂvclnddmﬂttfhlm our and
moment twice & day, each and
unnmm as do the m&ll lo
sehool, Thess elght regiments ot alﬂ-_-

dren will have to find simultaneons in.
gross and egvess—no easy task even
for oficers and welldigelplined sol
iers,

smoke I8 gquite as dangerous as firs,
aned 1% not ellminated even In so-oalled
fireproof bulldings. Flre drills in the
schools have greatly reduced the dan-
ger from fire and ensulng panie, but
they will have to be brought to an In:
concelvable polnt  of  perfection, or
ehlld nature will have to be radleally
changed, If children are to be held
guletly awnlting thelr turn to descend
In elevators from a tenth story while
smoke from perhaps a seore of elevator
shafts Is enfolding them,

The llea of a sehool house large.
cuough to contaln the school popula-
tlon of a town of UMK or more In-
habitants I8 novel and lmpressive, The
New York suthorlties, though, are
quite lkely to conclude that thelr
scheme {8 of more speculative interest
than practieal Importance.—Cleveland
Plnindealer,

BEEINO LONDON IN A FOG.

Gruaphic Description of a Weird Day
‘ with Prentice Mulford,
He knew his London well. He went

forth Into a fog that was of the pea-

soup varlety, says a writer In the Na-
tioifal Magazine. It seemed useless to
walt any longer for It to clear off. The
days were all alike and were darker
than twilight ever dared to be. I clung
to MNliford's coat sleeve, for I knew If
he were once to get boyond my reach

I could never hope to find him again,
We groped blindly among th

strects, wheie the ntmokphere wis oni,

less palpable than the houses that wall-
ed us In. At Intervals we Inguired
where we were, for otherwlse we could
never have known at all, We had to
feel our way carefully and take sound-

Ings at intervals, “Here,” sald Pren-

tiee, as we paused In space, “"Here s

Temple Bar!" 1 thought I saw some-

thing that might have been the ghost

of an arch hewn out of the solld fog.

The top of It, thongh It was not lofty,

was lost to view, ’

Temple Bar, now gone forever froin
the place where its gntes once swung
in the wall of the old clfy, It was
here her gracious majesty, Vietoria of
England, was wont to recelve the keys
of (%e city from the hands of the lord
mayors, when she drove in .tnte to !t
l’cul{ cathedral. We th
streef, but could nof see to
shore,

“Here is Her Majesty's tower," sald
Prentice, but nothing of 1t was visi.
ble, not one stone upon another. Wa
c¢rossed London bridge almost without
knowing it; the waters of the Thaires,
which are only condensed fog, were -
visible from the parapet, and the steam
ferrles were plcking thelr way cau-
tiously and looking very llke marine
monsters In a muddy aquarlum, We
crawled through the tunnel, for foot
traffle under the Thames, which wa
like a hole In the fog, and for hours
carrled the sky about on our shoul
ders; It was a woolly, greasy and 11l
smelling sky.

Our nostrils were clogged with the
cinders, llke chimney flues, and there
were smudges all over our faces. Some
times for 1 moment or two we saw a
#pot overhead that was llke a pale red
wafer and we knew it for the sun, now
lost to us. The lamps that burned ail
day were llke glow worms for dim:
ness; and so we explored the wonders
of the town and saw as much of It as
a blind man sees, but nv more,

a fa rthfﬁ'

Doffs Btripes to Pray.

A certaln and favorite officer in the
I/nited States navy had for a consider-
able time observed that the admiral
nlways removed his uniform coat and
donned one of less pretentions when
he read his Bible on Sunday morning.
He often wondered why the comman-
der of the flagship should do wso
strange a thing, and so one day when
the good humor of the admiral per-
mitted the great amount of freedom
such a questlon would require, he
anked:

“Admiral, will you tell me why you
always remove yvour uniform coat bq-
fore you open your Bible for Sundny
morning's reading 7'

The admiral lfted his eyes and
gravely stared the young officer in the
face, His smile was more beatifie
than forbidding.

“Lisutenant, | remiove my uniform
couat before reading the Blble because
I ean never give the Lord of Hosts
the proper amount of respect and ador-
ation with the stripes of an admiral
embraciug the arms that support the
Bible"

It was a question of the pride of
his heart—which was In his admliral's
stripes—overcoming the love he held
for his Maker when he would render
his devotlon to him.—Lippincott's

Magazine,
Economizing,
Bacon—Is be saving, dld you say}
Egbert—My, yes! Why, he even

tulks through his nose to save his
tongue!l—Yonkers Statesman,




