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Prof. Ciaparede, of a Swiss univer

sity receatly asked a claass of 54 stu
dents eight simple questions comcers-
ing the rooms they daily visited at the
school. “Are the columns in the ves
tibule round or square?” “Is there a
window tating the doorkeeper’'s box?”
“js the celling in the large amphithe
ater pisin or decorated,” and 20 on
Fortyfive of the 54 students de-
elared that there was no window at
all; eight remembered that there was
a window, but each and all attributed
a wrong situation to it; ome, more
sincere than his fellows, candidly
owned that he had not the least idea
whether there was a window or not.
As regards the shape of the columns
in the vestibule, only six answers were
correct. By way of continuing the
experiment, one day a man conspicu-
ously costumed burst into the class-
room, where he performed certain an-
tics and uttered certain emphatic
phrases prearranged with the pro-
fessor. He was then thrust out of
the door as if he had been an ordinary
unauthorized intruder. Here was &
scene, says the Grand Magazine, emi-
nently calculated by reason of its
strangeness and unexpectedness to
impress the imagination of the sto-
dents. A few days later, on some
pretext or other, Prof. Claparede
asked his pupils to describe to the
best of their recollections the persom
and acts of the masked man. Out of
the 22 students who had been present
on the occasion only four described
the man aeccurately. The rest either
admitted that their recollection of the
scene was absolutely at fault or gave
such a description that it might have
applied to anybody rather than the
correct person.

The Mississippi's Power.

A $10,000,000 éam to be built across
the Mississippl, furnishing a force
which will generate 211,500-horse pow-
er, is the latest word in civil engineer-
ing circles. This dam will furnish
niore power than does Niagara Falls
at the present time, and is being pro-
moted by a syndicate aggregating
$300,000,000 in capital, who have al
ready spent $50,000 in preliminary sur-
veys, etc. The article gives a clear
account of the curious difficulties
which had to be overcome in promot-
ing this project—showing the govern-
ment had spent $5,000,000 in building
a canal for navigation of the river past
the rapids opposite Keokuk, Ia., and
that the new water-power scheme
would necessitate the overflooding of
this great national canal. But, never
theless, says Technical World, con-
gress was induced to look with favor
on the undertaking, as the promise
was made that, although all the fed-
eral works in the neighborhood would
be drowned out, new ones would be
constructed without cost to Uncle
Sam, and that $40,000 a year would
ultimately be saved the govermment
in the cost of operating their canal
It is expected that the actual construc-

tion work on the dam will commence |

the first of the year.

If we may accept the expert opinion
of the famous son of a famous father
pulpit eloguence has suffered a decline.
According to Rev. Thomas Spurgeon,
son of the late Rev. C. H. Spurgeon,
the sermon of to-day is no longer the
power it was. It is possible the mod-
era sermon may be couched in equally
forcible language, but its influence
cansot be compared with that wield-
od by the exhortations of a generation
or more ago. The pastor to-day, re
Jmarks the Cleveland Plain Dealer,
‘faces a very different audience, an au-
dience that is at once critical and
largely unimpressionable. It doesa’t
ask for rhapsodies, it is impervious to
warning lessons, it refuses to have its
feeliags barrowed up. This was not
the comgregation the old-time giants
of the puipits faced. They were not
handicapped by such considerations as
temper the eloguent flight of the
preacher of to-day.

Parfis honors famous literary men
by maming streets after them. The
death of Henrik Ibsen has started talk
of thus commemorating the great Nor-
wegian. A dramatist of the lighter
-sort declared his readiness to vote for
a Roe Henrik Ibsen on condition that
there should also be a Rue Bjomst
jerne-Bjornson. This, he explained,
would mot only be homage to the aun-
thor of “Beyond Human Power,” but
would be productive of amusing re-
sults in the case of cabmen, as no
‘doubt it would.

Down in Pennsylvania the other day
a trunk exploded and nearly killed a

trunk may help it out some by mark-
ing it piainly: “Explosive! Handle
with Care!”
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“Does it hurt much?” she asked,
softly, after a long time.

“You would have to change places
with me to know just how much it
hurts,” he answered. “And yet you
haven’t left me quite desolate, Vir-
ginia. I still have something left—
sll I've ever had, I fancy.”

“And that is—"

“My love for you, you kmow. It
isn’t at all contingent upon yopr yes
or mo; or upon possession—it mever
bas been, I think. It has never asked
much except the right to be.”

She was silent for a moment. Then
she said: “Cousin Billy, I do believe
that you are the best mgn that ever
lived. And I am ashamed—ashamed!”

“What for?”

“If I have spoiled you, ever so lit-
tle, for some truer, worthier woman.”

“You haven’t; you mustn’t take that
view of it I am decently in love
with my work—a work that not a few
wise men have agreed could best be
done alone. I don't think there will
be any other woman. You see, there
is only one Virginia. Shall we go
in now?

She nodded, but when they reached
the Rosemary the returning engine
was rattling upon the open siding.
Virginia drew back. -

“I don't want to meet Uncle Somer-
ville just now,” she confessed. “Can’t
we climb up to the observation plat-
form at the other end of the car?

He sald yes, and made the affirma-
tive good by lifting her in his arms
over the high railing. Once safely on
the car, she bade him leave her.

“8Slip in gquietly and they won't no
tice,” she said. “I'll come presently.”

Calvert obeyed, and Virginia stood
alone in the darkmess. Down in the
Utah construction camp lights were
darting to and fro; and before long
she heard the hoarse puffs of the big
octopod, betokening activities.

8he was shivering a little in thé
chill wind sliding down from the
snow-peaks, yet she would not go in
until she had made sure. In a little
time her patience was rewarded. The
huge engine came storming up the
grade on the new line, pushing fis
three flat-cars, whiclr were black with
clinging men. On the car mnearest
the locomotive, where the dazzling
beam of the headlight pricked him
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know; and if Mr. Darrah knew, he
would cut you out of his will with

the Rajah’s working-den stateroom.

Mr. Darrah was deep in one of the
cipher telegrams when they entered,
and he looked up to glare fiercely at
one and then the other of the intrud-
ers. Virginia gave her persecutor mo
time to lodge his accusation.

“Uncle Somerville, Mr. Winton was
here an hour ago, as you know, and
I told him what you had done—what
I had helped you do. Also, I sent
him about his business; which is, to
win his rallroad fight if he can. Mr.
Jastrow overheard the conversation,
purposely, and as he threatens to turn
informer, I am saving him the trou-
ble. Perhaps I ought to add that he
offered to hold his peace if I would
promise to marry him.”

What the unlucky Jastrow might
have said in his own behalf is not
to be here set down in peaceful black
and white. With the final word of
Virginla’s explanation the flerce old
master of men was up and clutching
for the secretary’s throat, and the
working complement of the Rosemary
suffered instant loss.

ed. “Don’t charge it to Mr. McGrath.
Can't we go out on the platform?”
“It's as much as your life is worth,”

for her.
The car was backing swiftly up the

rails of the new line, the big decapod
was heaving and grunting in the
midst of an army of workmen swarm-
ing thick upon the overturnmed guard
engine.

“Goodness! it's like a battle!” she
shuddered. As she spoke the Rose-
mary stopped with a jerk and Moc-
Grath's fireman darted past to set the
spur-track switch.

The points were snow-clogged, and
the fireman wrestled with the lever,
saying words. The delay was meas-
urable in heart-beats, but it sufficed.
The big decapod coughed thrice like
a mighty giant in a consumption; the
clustering workmen scattered like
chaff to a ringing shout of “Stand
clear!” and the obstructing mass of
iron and steel rolled, wallowing angd
hissing, into the stream.

“Rails to the front! Hammermen!"
yelled Winton; and the scattered force

rallied instantly.
But now the wrestling fireman had

l‘
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“You'll spy upon a membeh of mythrown the switch, and at the Rajah’s

you have a leg to fun with!

disappeared; and when the
door closed behind him Virginia faced
her irate clan-chief bravely.

“He was a spy, and he would have
been a traitor—for a consideration,
Uncle Somerville. But I am little bet-
ter. What will you do to me?”

The Rajah's wrath evaporated quick-
ly, and 2 shrewd smile, not unkindly,
ruddy old face.

case of the trappeh

the
“So it was a
was it, my deah? I'm sor-
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command the Rosemary shot out onm
the spur to be thrust with locked
brakes fairly into the breach left de-
fenseless by the ditched engine. With
a mob-roar of wrath the infuriated
track-layers made a rush for the new
obstruction. But Winton was before
them.

“Hold on!” he shouted, bearing
them back with outflung arms. “Hoid
on, men, for God’s sake! There are
women in that car!”

The wrathful wave broke and ed-
died murmurous while a square-shoul
dered old man with flerce eyes and
huge white mustaches, and with an
extinct cigar between his teeth, clam-
bered down from the Rosemary’s en-
gine to say:

“Hah! a ratheh close connection, eh,

May 1

a light for the Rajah’s cigar, easing
mind only as he might with Vir-

The Rajah’s laugh rumbled deep in
his throat. “Not so vehy much longer
than you have beem taking during the
past fo'tnight, my deak seh. But
neveh mind; all’s fair in love or war,
and we appeah to be having a little
of both up heah in Qua’'tz creek, hah?”

Winton flushed angrily. It was no
light thing to be mocked before his

v men, to say nothing of Miss Carteret

standing within arm’s reach on the
railed platform of the Rosemary.
“Perhaps I shall give you back
word before we are through, Mr. Dar-
rah,” he snapped. Then to the eddy-
ing mob-wave: “Tools up, boys. We
camp here for breakfast. Flanagan,
send the 215 down for the cook’s out-
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(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Beat Him to It
Riley—Did you Imvite your friend
from Kentucky to take a drink when
you met him downtown?
Smiley—I should say not. He didn’s
give me a chance. _

he ssserted, but he opened the door

the town, in two of which new tenants
had lately come, whose acquaintance

he was anxious to make.
The door of the first was invitinsly
it she saw, in the lit-

. “Oh, not at all; if you will go into
the front room 1 will be with you in
a minute.”

't move,” exclaimed the other.

into a chair by the table. “I love to
watch people work.”

“l expect it is fascinating some-
times to those who themselves have
nothing to do.”

Miss Dennett-Brown was a little
taken aback and tried to look severe.

“Oh, I am a very busy woman, I
assure you. Do you always do your
own ironing in here?”

“No, not always. I sometimes iron
in the kitchen—but to-day the kitchen
is rather in a pickle.”

“Ah, that is a pity. Do you not
think it is a good rule to clean your
kitchen early? An ill kept kitchen is
—well, you know, so very untidy. 1
think I have a little paper on that
very subject. I am sure you will find
it useful,” and diving into her string
bag, she produced a tract.

“‘Her House in Order,’ it is called,”
she said; “it is most interesting.”
“Thank you. Kindly put it down,
and I will show it by and by to Susan.”
“Read it yourself, my good woman
—vead it yourself—it will teach you a
great deal”

The ironing being now finished, the

“A very unpleasant smell here,” she
d. “What is it? Stuffy—very
stuffy! 1 should keep that window

can tell him it was one of the parish

visitors. Obh, and 1 have not asked

your name.”

“] am Lady Macintyre,” the other
sweetly. “I have come in here

to be near-the Poplars, which is being

got ready for me—pretty, quaint little

not to say who she was at
lead me on—and it was just

1

end of a story—of course we shall
be invited to the Poplars now!”
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= onfa and seve rempady for infants sad childres,

without effect. Saw your Cuticara
advertisement, and got the Cuticura

ug. 31, 1905."

Could Take His Choice.

At a recent inquest in a Pennsyl
vania town, one of the jurors, after
the usual swearing in, arose and with
much dignity protested against serv-
ice, alleging that he was the general
manager of an important concern and
was wasting valuable time by sitting
as a juror at an inquest.

The coromer, turning to his clerk,
said: “Mr. Morgan, kindly hand me
“Jervis’ (the authority om juries).”

others see us—but we can’t, so there's
o use worrying about it
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W. L. DOUCLAS
'3.50&°3.00 Shoes

Let He Send You a Package of

Defiance Starch

with your next order of groceries and 1 will guarautes
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