sxtent of $150,000,000 to $200,000,000
2y American and European capitalists
are repeated, and the story has every
lndicatior of being put forth in good
“aith. As has already been shown
says the Troy Times, should the pro
jected line be carried through it
«ould mean the possibility of riding
«ithout change of cars from any rail-
road center in the United States to
*he capiials of Europe. With the tun-
sel under the English channel and tho
sompletion of the “three Americas”
system in this hemisphere, one will be
able to go by rail from remote points
in South America directly to London.
And with the carrying out of the
“Cape to Cairo” scheme in Africa
there may be a through route from
“the Horn” to Good Hope. Who
knows?

_.uylng an Island.

The man who buys a mine rarely
gets so deeply taken im as to have
nothing at all that he can show for his
money. There's commonly a place
somewhere and a hole in the ground
at least. Not so, however, with a Mr.
Tutt, who is reported from Colorado
Springs as having lately purchased an
island off Washington state which he
has since been unsuccessfully trying
to find. His deeds call for ten acres
in the San Juan group off British Co-
fumbia, and he fondly hoped to build
a summer home there. Alack and
alas! He sailed out in his yacht to
where he supposed the island to be,
but not a scrap of land could he find.
This might be considered sufficiently
Pprovoking, but it was not the worst
The seller now claims that the island
was there when he sold it, but that it
sank into the sea at the time of the,
earthquake which destroyed San Fran-
cisco. All this is no joke to Mr. Tutt,’
but, says the Boston Herald, it strong-
Iy suggests the case of the curious
people who flocked to a tent and paid
their way in to see the wonderful
gyascutus. They didn't see him, but
were glad to escape with their lives at
the alarming cry that the ferocious
gyascutus had broken loose.

Prison Reform.

A notable reform in prison adminis-
tration is contemplated by Gov. Folk
and the advanced penologists of Mis-
souri, and at the govermor’s Sugges-
tion the Rev. E. A. Fredenhagen, ol"
Topeka, Kan., is engaged in the prepa-
ration of a bill on the subject, which
will be introduced at the next session
of the Missouri legislature. Its chief
features will be the payment to the
~onvict's wife and children of an ap-
preciable percentage ‘of his earnings;
the use of a graduated uniform instead
of the usual striped clothing; the sub-
stitution of a military double file for
the abhorred lockstep and regular in-
struction for prisoners five nights a
week. The whole tendency of the
changes suggested is in the line of
reformation az distinguished from
vindictive punishment, and a main
purpose is to relleve the misery of the
innocent dependents upon the cri
inal -

Is the class pipe to become a fea-
coeducational Institutions?

sity at Evanston, Ill, is this mention
of the pipe of peace smoking, a cere-
mony not commonly practiced in co-

Methodist institutions:
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Nevertheless, the painters,
rule, following the example set by
the weavers, the sempstresses and the
farm laborers of old, ailmost to a man,
oppose the improvement. It is a real
improvement, however, and simply be-
sause of that fact the sale of such
products has increased until during
the present it will fall not far
short of 90,000,000 or 100,000,000 gal-
lons.

Hindsight is always better than
foresight, and most of us who deplore
the short-sightedness of our ancestors
would do well to see that we do not
in turn furnish “terrible examples” to
our posterity. P. G.

FINDS VIRTUE IN OLD CLOTHES.

Men's Garments Shaped to the Figure
by Age Catch Artist's Eye.

To the eye of the artist the gar-

“It is not only that new clothes are
more ugly than old,” said a knight of
the paletie who discussed the ques-

; “to my mind no one can be prop-
easy or graceful in them.

“I never feel that I properly know a

til I have met him wearing an
t. Certainly no man can possi-

Capraight, 5.0y J. . Rigpiassn On)

JHAPTER VIL—Continued.
She turned upoa him quickly.
“Was it an sccident, Mr. Jastrow?"”
“How could it be anything else?”

he inguired, mildly. 3
“l don’t know. But there was an

er at a
“It is horribly unfair,” she went on.
“l] understand the sheriff is here.
Couldn’t he have prevented this?”
Jastrow’s reply was an evasion.
“QOh, it’s all legal enough. That bare

“But it was planned beforehand, and
you knew of it,” she insisted. Her
eyes were flashing, and the secretary’s
desire for possession warmed jinto
something like admiration.

“Did 1™

“Yes, you did.”

"la would be impolite to contradict

“It is more impolite not to answer
my question. Couldn't the sheriff
have prevented it?”

“Supposing he didn't want to pre-
vent it? Supposing he brought the
men who did it over on his train last
night?”

“Then I say again it is horribly un-
fair.”

The secretary’s rejoinder was a
platitude; “Everything is fair in love
or war.”

“But this is neither.” she retorted.

“Think not?” he said, coolly. “Wait
and you'll see. And a word in your
ear, Miss Carteret: you are one of us,
you know, and you mustn’t be dis-
loyal. I know what you did yesterday
after you read those telegrams.™

Virginia's face became suddenly
wooden. Until that moment it had
not occurred to her that Jastrow’s mo-
tive in showing her the two telegrams
might have been carefully ecalculated.
Though she would have disavowed it
emphatically, Miss Carteret was an
aristocrat of the aristocrats; and the
conviction that the secretary had de-
liberately gone about to establish a
confidential relation filled her with
cold anger.

“I have mever given you the right
jo speak to me that way, Mr. Jas-
strow,” she said, with the faintest pos-
sible emphasis on the courtesy prefix;
and with that she turmned from him
to focus her field giass om the con-
struction camp below.

At the Utah stronghold all was ac-
tivity of the flercest. Winton had
raced back with his news of the catas-
trophe, and the camp was alive with
clustering like bees r swarm-
ing upon the flat cars of material
train to be taken to the front.

While she looked, studiously igmor-
ing the man behind her, Virginia saW
the big octopod engine come eclamor-
ing up the grade, shoving the fiats be-
fore it, losing itself quickly in the
doubling of the gulch loop to reappear
presently on the scene of the disaster.
Jdn’ a twinkling the men were off and
at work, and the frosty morning air
rang with the "battle shout of labor
triumphant—or meaning to be.

Virginia’s color rose and the brown
eyes filled swiftly. One part of her
ideal—her masculine ideal—was cour-
age Of the sort that rises the higher
for reverses. So the prompt counter-
strokn filled her with joy, and at the
moment Winton was as near gaining a
partisan as the Rajah was to losing
one. But at the heart-thrilling instant
she remembered the cold-eyed secre-
tary, and, lest he should spy upon her

as he had upon her sympathy,
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car instead of you.. Now, then;
to the fromt! &teady!” . it
veins in his stood out like
whip cords. 2

“What are you going to do?” said
Virginia. She was standing, too, and
her hand, wrembling a little, was cn

his arm.

The clerical meekness in the ath-
lete’s reply was conspicuous by its ab-
sence. .

“I'm going to' give Winton a tip if
it’'s the last thing 1 ever do. They'll
rush him like a rat in a corner!”

She shook her head and pointed
eastward to the mouth of the lateral
gulch. Under cover of a clump of fir-
scrub a man in a wiace-flapped hat and
leather breeches was climbing swift-
ly to the level of the new line, cau-
tiously waving a handkerchief as a
peace token. *“That is the man who
arrested Mr. Winton yesterday. This
time he is going to fight on the other
side. He'll carry the warning.”

“Think so?” said Calvert.

“I am sure of it. Open the window,
please. I want to see better.”

As yet therc was no sign of prepara-
tion on the embanknent. For the
moment the arms of the track force
were laid aside, and every man was
plying pick or shovel as if his life de-
pended on the amount of earth he
could add to the re-forming dump in a
given number of minutes.

Winton was in the thick of the pick-
and-shovel melee, urging it on, when
Biggin ran up.

“Hi!” he shouted. “Fixin’ to take
another play-day in Carbonate?
Lookee down yonder!”™

Winton looked and came aljve to

=

R

“COME DOWN!"

the possibilities in the turning of a |
leaf. i

“Guns!” he yelled; and at the word |
of command the tools were flung
aside, and the track force, over 200
strong, became an army, not with!
banners, but well-weaponed withal. |
Winton snapped out his orders like a |
martinet major of drill squads.

“Mulcahy, take half the men and go
up the grade till you can rake those
fellows without hitting the car.
Branagan, you take the other half and
go down along till you can cross-fire
with Mulcahy. Aim low, both of you;
and the man who fires before he gets
the word from me will break his neck
at a rope's end. Fall in!”

“By Jove!” maid Adams. “Are you

That spells feloay,

Winton pointed to the waiting octo-

pod.
“I'm going to order the 215 down
out of the way; you may go with her
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in an aside to Winton. “Them profes-

sional vemiry chumps couldn’t hit the |’

soldiers trained to do or die, the depu-
ties hung back to a man, hugging the
backgrounding sheiter of the Rose-
mary as if they were shackled to the
private car by imvisible chains.

Virginia, standing a. the opem win-
dow and trembling with excitement,
could not forbear a smile. It was too
much for the sheriff, the added straw,
and his exhortation to his foot-posse
burst into ecaustic profanity. Where-
upon Mr. Peter Biggin rose up in his
place, took careless aim, and sent a
bullet to plow a little furrow in -the
ice and frozen snow within an inch
of veckert’s heels.

“Ex-cuse me, Bart,” he drawled,
“but no cuss words domn’t go in this
here highly moril show. They pains
us extreme.”

Under ordinary circumstances the
sheriff would have replied to Mr. Big-
gin’s salutation in kind. As it was,

e

HE BELLOWED.

he ignored Peter Biggin as a person
who could g argued with at leisure
and turned his attention to Winton.

“Come down!” he bellowed.

Winton lauched. The tide had
turned. and he knew it.

“Let me reiurn the invitation. Come
up. and you may read your warrants
to us all day.”

The crisis was past. Deckert with-
drew his men, and at Winton's signal
the track layers came in and the earth
began to fly again.

Virginia sighed her relief, and Bes-
sie plucked up courage to go to the
window, which she had deserted in the
moment of impending battle.

“Oh-h-h! 1 wish Uncle Somerville
woull take us away!” she gasped
“Can't you peusuade him, Virginia®™

“I'll try,” said Virginia, gravely,

late, so late that when he came in Vir-
ginia was the only one of the guartette
who remained at table.

alone, but he
did feel grieved

at the prospect of
his vegetables

“As you perhaps know,” said Crapo,
“my family has left me to shift for
myself and I thought you would ac-
cept these beans, the first of this sea-
son's product of my farm.”

Mr. Badger lifted her eyes from the
book she was reading and glanced
languidly in his direction.

“Why—ah—thank you,” said Badg-
er. “Won't you come up? Fact is,
I have so many beans in my own gar-
den that we can’t eat half of them.
Just as much obliged, I'm sure.”

Crapo backed off with an apologetie
“Oh. I see,” chagrined over the re-
fusal, even though politely given. It
hadn't occurred to him that the Badg-
ers had a garden. Perhaps Radcliff
could use them.

The Radecliff piazza was full of peo-
ple, mostly strangers to him. Crapo
halted an instant as he saw the array.
but he was recognized and did not
dare retreat.

“Hello, Crapoe! “What's up?” called
Radcliff, coming down the steps.

“Why, Rad,” sald Crapo, cheerful
ly, “I'm trying to place a fine line of
butter beans, just picked from the
vings. My folks are away and, I
thought you could use them. How
about it?*™ :

“Mighty good of you to think of us,”
said Radclif. “I'm awflully fond of
fresh vegetables. But, the fact is, we
all leave to-morrow morning for across
the lake. Come up and have a cigar,
won't you?™

“Well, bhardly,” answered Crapo.
“Not in this rig. Good night.”

He knew that this last remark was
not in a very civil tone, but he was
getting rapidly out of patience. The
thought that was uppermost now was
to dispose of those beans at all haz-
ards. Funny he couldn’t find anyone
to take them. Some one must take
them, if he spent the night in the
search.

There were the Sheldons. They
might use the beans. They hadn't a

- -

away in the morn-
ing.

No one was vis-
fible at the Shel
don mansion but
their ten-year-old
incorrigible.

“Charley,” said
Crapo, in a tone of
authority, “just

beans anyhow.”
“Wil you ask

“Aw, ma ain’t home. She don't like
beans neither.”

across the street and into Tom Magil-
ton’s dooryard. Tom was a vegetarian
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jaws, and fits a snug lining of the
teaf material into her caveshaped
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