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Thc man was standing by the door
of' the village postoffice. He had
come in by the stage that brought the
mail. He was a young man with a

bright eye and a pleasant smile.
He smiled now at a boy who had

slowly edged up to hin.
"Hullo," he said.
"Hullo," the boy responded, with

much gravity.
"Fifteen?" queried the stranger.
" 'Most fourteen," the boy replied
"Big for your age. Live near

"here?"
*4 'Bout half a mile. Live wjth my

grandmother Peasley. My folks are
out West. Ma ain't well."
Th2 stranger nodded sympathetical

ly. And he looked the boy over. He
was a clean boy and a neat boy. His
trousers and coat were old, but care

fully brushed and darned, and his
shoes were whole and clekn.
"Wonder if 1 your grandmother

.would like to take a boarder for a

week or two?"
The boy's blue eyes sparkled.
"I dunno that she wouldn't," he

answered. "We've got a spare room

with a dandy bed in it, and grandma
makes bully pancakes."

Tbc stranger smiled again.
' Fine recommendatious," he said.

"If your time isn't otherwise engaged,
I'd be glad to have you guide me to
your grandmother's"home."

"Sure," said The boy. "I've got the
time. I haven't anything to do 'cept
a little weedin' and splittin' wood.
School don't begin for a week yet."

Thc stranger picked up his bag.
"Then," he said, "perhaps I could

get you io show me the best places
to fish."

"I'll show you the best places I
know," replied the boy. "There ain't
any of 'em much good now. Ben Tol-
iiyer says they're pretty well fished
out."

They were walking side by side
along the main street of the little vil¬
lage. The boy walked with his head
in the air and his hands thrust deep
in his jacket pockets. It was quite
evident that he*apprec?ated his inti¬
macy with this easy young stranger.

"Pretty quiet place," said the new¬

comer.
"Is it?"' said the boy. "It's the

only place I ever lived in. It just
seems natural to me."

The stranger laughed.
"Some day I hope you will have a

chance- to make comparisons," he
said. "'When I say the placeáis quiet,
I mean that nothing startling ever
happens here."

"I (dunno 'bout that," said the boy.
"Bingham's barn burned last spring,
and Toby Johnson fell in the dam on

the Fourth o' July, and john Sawyer
-he owns the big houseTup there on

the hili-gave the boys a new hose
cart, and there was a church fair in
the brick church, and the circus
showed over to Brownsville."
The stranger laughed.
"A round of excitement," he said.
The boy gravely nodded.
"They're puttin' in a new bell in

the schoolhouse," he went on, "and
she's a hummer! An' last June old
Ezra Dawson, he was 'most ninety,
died, an' Judge Atwater's son, Jim,
came home from college, but he
didn't stay long. Mart' Edwards says
he heard he went to Nob York. Didn't
see nothin' of him there, did you?"

"No," the stranger laughed; "I'm
afraid I missed him."
"Humpy Safford says he was a

nowiin' dude-that's because of his
clothes, you know, but Cliff Green
said he seen him drivin' a boss car
down to Coney Island. Cliff's been
'round a good deal, an' everybody
think's he's an awful liar."

Again the stranger laughed.
. "Yes,-an' right after Jim Atwatcr
went away -Jed Kenton' came back.
He's the,prodigal som you know."
."Is he?".
"That's what Bruce Jone" called

him. They was talkin' 'bout it at Si
Brainard's store when I was waitin'
'for some meriassès. Bruce said he
was the feller Parson Gibson told
about so many times. Mebby you've
heard the stor> ? It's in the Good
Book."

"Yes," said the. stranger, "I've
heard lt. lt's a beautiful story."

"There ain't anything beautiful
about Jed Kenton," said the boy.
"They're all a pretty tough lot, them
Kentons. See that ol' red house on

the hills, just beyond th' willows?"
"Yes."
'"That's where they live. Jed

runned away when he was 'bout as

bid as me, an' he never showed up
again until las' July."

The stranger no longer smiled.
"Ever see this prodigal?" he cas¬

ually asked.
"Yes," the boy replied. "H6 won't

come down town, but just hunts and
fishes. I saw him1 once up on the
Six-Mile Creek an' he chased me

away. Said he'd skin me if I came
'round scarin' the fish again."

"Big man?" asked the stranger, in¬
differently.

" 'Bout as tall as you."
"Easy stepper?"
"Nope. Kind o' lame."
The stranger seemed to hesitate.
"Rather pale and good looking?'"
The boy laugheu.
"I guess th' prodigal you seen

wasn't much like this one. Jed Ken¬
ton's face is. red, än' his hair is stiff,
an' his eyes are little, an' when his
hat's off you sse a white scar across
his forehead. "

The stranger fell to whistling softly
and he was still whistling when the
'two reached the cottage of the boy's
. grandmother.

The owner was on the porch, a.

clear eyed, capable Woman of sixty,
who studied the stranger's appear¬
ance as he preferred his request.

"I have./taken a. fancy to your
grandson, madam," he added, "and I
would like to engage hie services as

» guide and companion. He knows
ling can be found.
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for both board and the boy is ready
for you in advance."

The woman smiled.
"You have a very forceful way,"

she said, "and I don't see how I can
refuse you. Gome in and look at the
room and see if it will suit you., As
for the boy, he's a good boy, but I'm
afraid you'll find it isn't worta all that
money. Anyway, I'll take care of it
for him. This way, sir."
"My name is Robert Brett,

madam."
"I am Mrs. Martha Sterrett, sir."
"An' I'm Artie Howard, ladies and

gentlemen," said the boy. At which
they all laughed and the stranger
put his bag down in the sweet smell¬
ing spare room and his stay in the
Sterrett cottage commenced.

That night the stranger posted a

brief letter in the little office that
took up a corner of the leading gro¬
cery store.'

It was addressed to "John Morton,
dealer in tackle, 27 Hunniker street,
New York City," and it contained this
statement: "Fishing unexpectedly
good. Big catch assured. Must take
time, however,"
The next morning the man and

boy were trp and out early. The man

bore a fine jointed rod that he had
taken from his bag and a box con¬

taining the latest paraphernalia of the
sport. And the boy carried a tooth¬
some lunch in a covered basket. They
were going to make a day of it.
The boy led .the way along the wil¬

low road and then branched off across

the fields, following the bank of the
creek.
The stream entered the gorge pres¬

ently and wound among the hills,
narrowing here and there, now catch¬
ing the sunlight and now gurgling
in the shadow.
As they approached the gorge a

heavy man came acros., the field and
passed thc stranger and the boy at a

little distance. He had a gun lying
across his arm and he stared hard at
the two.

The stranger did not look "around.
His soft hat was down low on his face
and he plodded beside the boy with
his eyes on the pathway.

"That's th' prodigal," whispered
.the boy; "th' one I was tellin' you
about"

"Yes."
"He rjavè:us.a mighty hard look,"

said the boy.
"Looks don't hurt," said the

strár.ger!
"He's got a gun that would hurt,"

grumbled the boy.
But the stranger only laughed.
"And where do you think the prod¬

igal was going?" he asked.
"I dunno," the boy replied. "He

just seems to be scoutin* 'round. I
guess he carries the gun 'cause he
likes it. There ain't really much of
anything to shoot around here."

"Doesn't he do any work on the
farm?"

"No. The old man does the work
an' Jed loafs around."
"And is there no particular place

where he keeps himself?"
,"I've seen him four or five times

up back of his house where the gorge
winds in. He was slttin* there lookin'
'round, with the gun leanin' against
th' rock-an' when he saw me he
shook his fist."
. "Not a pleasant fellow, the prod¬
igal?"

"Nope.".
They trudged along in silence.
Presently the mau nudged the boy.
"There is somebody watching us

from the bushes up there," he mur¬
mured. "Don't look yet. It's the
prodigal. Throw a stone across the
creek and glance up when you ,th/ow
it. Be careful."
The boy did as he was told.
"It's Jed," he whispered. "He must

have cut across and headed us off.
How did you know he was there?"
The man laughed.
"I saw the pebbles falling," he

said. "I guessed the rest"
The boy stared.
"You're a good guesser," he said.
The catch of fish that day was very

small, but this did not lessen the
stranger's good nature. The boy was

delighted at his flow of spirits.
"I'd be glad to work for you for

nothin'," he told the man, and the
man laughed merrily.. .

"You mustn't try to beat down the
market price of labor, my boy," he
said. "It will never do. I begin to
think that $3 a week isn't enough
for such a bright and faithful lad.
In fact, I seem to see something more

coming to you. Pretty soon I hope to
tell you how you can earn it."

The boy stared at him again.
"Three dollars is mighty good pay

for boys around here,*' he gravely
said.

"And I'm well a-ware that you are
a mighty good boy," laughed the
stranger.

That night he wrote again to his
New York friend.

"The fish is shy and suspicious," he
wrote. "I'm playing him carefully."
The next day there was another

long stroll. This time the pair fol¬
lowed the creek still further up the
gorge.

They saw nothing of the prodigal.
Presently the boy stopped.
"Here's where I saw Jed loiterin',"

he said.
The keen eyes of the stranger

glanced about.
And then a gun rang out and a bit

of lead flattened against the rock not
far above the stranger's head.

The boy gave a cry of alarm, but
the stranger did not move. Only the
hand on his belt seemed .to slip back
a little.

"Hi, there, you below," cried a
hoarse voice from the ledge above.
"These are private grounds, an' you
ain't no business here. There's shoot-
in* goin' on around here an' you're
likely to get hurt Better mosey back
where you came from."

He ain't to blame. The fishin's n

good down below."
"It's a dum sight worse up here,

growled the prodigal. "You stee
your stranger right about face an

keep him away-you mind m<

Strangers ain't welcome hereabouts.
"All right, friend," cried th

stranger, in his easy way. "Ther
isn't any harm done. Only it migb
be better for you to put up a warnin
sign instead of using your gunnin
method. Come, boy."
They trudged back together, neithe

looking around nor speaking unti
they were some distance away.

"Artie," said the stranger, Ti
thankful you were with me this morn
ing. If you don't mind I'll shak
hands wLth you."

The boy wonderingly shook hand
with the stranger..
"You don't think Jed really mean

to shoot you, do you?" he asked.
"If he had any such idea hi

dropped it when he saw yo,u," sai<
the stránger. "But it was a beautifu
spot for an accident-or a hidinj
place."

Then they trudged along in silence
the stranger smiling and .the boy oe

casionally looking at him in wonder
That night he varied his custom

He didn't send the usual mall com
munication. He telegraphed this mes

sage to his New York friend from th«
office in the little hotel: "Leave her«
soon. Much better. Look for me a

any time./'
The operator no doubt regardée

this dispatch as only mildly interest
lng, but he would have been consid
erably surprised if he could hav(
read between the lines.
The simple message was at once i

revelation and a demand for help.
After he had returned to the pot¬

tage he called the boy outside and
they sat together on the little porch
the stranger smoking' and the bo>
watching the rings of smoke thal
floated above his head.
'Tm well pleased with you, boy,'

said the man presently. "I find you
are just the lad I was sure you would
prove to be. And now I am going tc
trust you to do a very rebponsible
thing."
He paused and looked at Artie.
"All right, sir." i
The stranger's voice dropped.-
"It concerns the prodigal."
"Yes, sir."
"There are reasons why I want him

watched."
"I don't care for.the reasons, sir.''
"Good. They will come later. 1

want you to follow him to-morrow.
Keep out of his sight, but don't let
him get out of yours. I am going
away early in the morning. I will
return as soon as possible."

"To-morrow, sir?"
."Yes, but not befoxe afternoon.

There are papers I must secure at
Springfield. There are men I must
meet. I am leaving this trust in your
hands, my boy."

"I'll do my best, sir."
"I'm sure of that. The prodigal

may go to the place where you have
seen him. He will look for some¬

thing there, no doubt. Watch him.
He may prepare to go away. Watch
him."
He glanced at the boy.
"I understand, sir. And when am

I to tell you all about it?"
"If there is anything that you think

I should know as soon as possible,
le&vt; a note for me here at the
house."

"Yes," said the boy. "You'll tell
me what it all means afterward, won't
you, sir?"

"Yes, yes, and you'll find it a fine
story-if the ending proves all right."
He reached out his hand. "Good
night, partner."

"Good night."
The man sat on the porch for some

time after he finished his cigar.
Then he stepped down and walked

away in the darkness, fie was gone
a half hour or more. When he came
back he paused on the steps.

"He's there, all right," he mut¬
tered. "He won't make any attempt
to get away before to-morrow." He
yawned heavily. "You've worried me
for two years, my man," he growled,
"but your worrying hours are nearly
ended."
He crossed the porch and softly en¬

tered the house.
When the boy arose the next morn¬

ing the stranger had gone. He was
on his way to the county seat. A
good horse drawing a light wagon
was taking him over the hills at as

fast a rate as could be expected for a

seventeen-mile drive.
At 2 o'clock he was back at the

cottage. He returned behind a team
of fine horses and in the wagon with
him were three strange men.
He found a note written by the

boy.
He read it aloud to the men:
"Slr-I watched the proddygal like

you said, and he diddent see me. He
has borrod Seth Cutter's lite wagon
and is going somewhere. He wuz
down in the gorge lookin' around and
brot out a bag that was pretty heavy.
He seemed scart about it an* dragged
it to the barn as quick as he cood. A
littel wile ago-at noon-he come
over to our hourse-an' I slipt
around an' got ahead of him-an' he
said, 'Ware is that fellow?' An' I
said, 'Gone away.* He laft an' sed he
seen him go. An' he sed when he
cums back give him my complemen's.
An' he had his gun with him. That's
all, Frum Artie."
The man looked up.
"He's off, sheriff," he quickly said,

"which way?"
The stoutest man in the party re¬

flected a moment.
"The chances are he'll make a bluff

at going toward Springfield, the near¬
est point on the railroad. But he's
pretty sure to try to get into the Bas¬
com woods. That's the hiding place
for him. Touch 'em up, Joe. We'll
keep, on the State road until we hit
the Woodville pike. Where do you'
suppose the boy is?"

"He's right on the job somewhere,"
said Artie's friend. "That's a great
boy, sheriff. "

"He's tumbled into a great game,
that's sure,* said the stout man.
"Been working on this two years, you
say?"

"Just two years. Ütarted in thc
day after the express robbery."

the same day. It has been a merry
chase for him."
"How much was taken?" the sher¬

iff asked.
"Twenty-seven thousand dollars,"

replied the manager.
"An' you think this fellow still has

the money?"
"I am sure of it," replied the young

detective. "I could have nabbed him'
long ago, but I wanted to find where
he had bidden his founder. "

"An* he held up the train alone,
eh?"

"Yes, and shot the messenger."
"Pretty bad man, eh?"
"No doubt of it."
The horses, urged on by the driver,

drew the wagon along at a lively
pace, and the men rode on in silence.
"Now, Joe," said the sheriff, pres¬

ently, "take the cross road right be¬
yond the white oak yonder. That will
give us a big lead on him if he worked
the bluff and is making for the woods.
Steady at the turn."
The ruse, worked well. As the

party worked back into the turnpike
they saw a horse and ^wagon far
ahead. And on the seat were two
passengers.
The driver of the team urged his

horses, and the distance between the
two vehicles'1 lessened.
The driver ahead was lashing his

»horse. They could see the whip rise
and fall. But the posse gained more

and more rapidly.
And now they were close enough to

see that the man's companion was a

boy, and a glint of sunshine resting
on its polished barrel showed them
.the gun lying across the seat.

"Surrender!" roared the sheriff.
The man dropped the reins and

with a wild oath whirled about and
stooped for the gun.

But the boy was too quick for him.
He snatched away the weapon and
flung it far into the bushes. With a

scream of rage the man struck him
down, a pistol cracked, there was a

wild rush of struggling men and all
was over.
When the boy came to himself he

was lying in the lounge in his grand¬
mother's sitting room, and his head
throbbed and there was a smell of
liniment in the air.
Two men were bending over him.

One of them he knew. He looked up
with a faint smile.

"Yes, dear boy."
His friend's voice sounded far

away!
"Did-did you get the prodigal?"
"Yes, dear boy. He's out there in

the wagon with the sheriff.-'
The boy tried to nod.
"When I 3aw he was going away,

I asked him if I might ride a piece.
You told me not to lose sight of him."
The young man. looked at his man¬

ager.
"It was a lucky thing for us that

you didn't, dear boy. But there, you
will soon be well again-it was only
a bad bump that the prodigal gave
you. And now I want you to put out
your hand to Mr. Van Cleve here.
He is the manager of our western
agency and he feels very gratified to
you-and has something to tell you."

The older man smiled down at the
boy. Then he looked around.

"I want your grandmother to hear
this, too," he said. "Theexpress com¬

pany offered $4000 for the recovery
of the money stolen from it by this
man Kenton. Two thousand dollars
of this sum-at Mr. Brett's sugges¬
tion and by my recommendation will
be placed to the credit of a boy called
Arthur Howard-to be expended for
his education, if that meets with the
approval of his guardians."

There was a little silence.
Then the boy slowly smiled.
"That's doing pretty well for a am-

atoor detective, ain't it?" he faintly
asked.

WORDS OF WISDOM.

Sooner or later the man who does
his best gets the best job.
A man can get a good deal of fuu

out of a poker game if he gets al.1
there is in it.

One difference between the rich
and the poor is that the former dc
not envy the latter.
Some women are so anxious foi

something to boast of they will bra?
of a daughter who gets up aftei
breakfast.

It has just about got so in this
country that as soon as a man geti
used to the way his wife looks she
buys a new hat.
When a schoolboy gets about

twelve years old he begins to suspect
that the reason father doesn't hulp
him with his lessons is because
father can't.
A back number is a person who

doesn't look out for number one.

When young people are not happy
it is a sign that they are human.
When a man has no one but him¬

self to blame he always finds an ex¬

cuse.

Of course a woman has a perfect
right to ask her husband for money,
but what's the use?

Sometimes it seems like those
who toil not nor spin put in their time
at knocking.
The kind of man who carries his

pocket change in a light little purse
nearly always has some.

One reason why the loafer doesn't
enjoy his leisure is becauss he has tc
associate with other loafers.

. About thc hardest thing in this
world for a young man to do is io tel!
a girl she is pretty without makins
her believe it.
When a woman's figure looks wil¬

lowy she takes thc credit to herself;
when it looks like a cord of wood shi
blames it on her corset.
When a woman has a cook whe

takes tho responsibility of planning
and preparing the meals and a hus¬
band who sees to paying for them
she has time to be as miserable as

she wants to.-From "Snap Shots,'
in the Dallas News.

A Wholesaler.
"Now let me tell you about my

other troubles."
"My friend, you ought not to wast«

time trying to tell people about youl

troubles."]"What «io you mean?"
waáütofcJMite to issue a catalogue."

A MURDER
Andrew Lang on

Countess

From The Londo

The best true story of a mysterious
murder is that of the Countess Goer-
litz (1847). It was published twen¬
ty years ago by Mr. Bî.rlng-Gould, but
is by the world forgot. Count Goer-
litz, was, in 1847, a man of forty-six.
He had married, at nineteen (1S20),
a very disagreeable heiress, who
"kept him short" and insulted his
poverty, but who had made a will in
his favor. On Sunday, June 13, 1847,
the Count drove in als carriage, at
3 p. m., to dine with :he Grand Duke
of Hesse. In a manner rather
Homeric than modern he took some

sweets from the dessert for his wife
and drove home to his house at half-
past 6. The footman, Stauff, reported
that the lady was .it home. The
Count went upstairs, found a glass
door leading to her anteroom locked
(they had separate suites of rooms),
and retired to his own room till half-
past 7, when he took a walk till 8.45.
Returning, he asked iîtauff to bid .the
Countess jointhim at supper, but was

told that she had go ie out. He did
not believe it, but looked for his wife
in her dressing roon and bedroom,
but xiad no key to the locked ante¬
room and drawing room. The rest
of the house he drew blank, but in
place of forcing the glass door of the
anteroom he sent oit to make in¬
quiries, to no avail.

After some difficulty he found a

locksmith's apprentie», who could not
open the anteroom, but (about 10
p. m., it seems) did notice a smell of
burning. At 10.30 they broke the

glass of the anteroom door (the
Count's valet did that), and smoke
from a stove rushed out. The Count
did not force the door; he sent* one

servant for a doctor and another for
a chimney sweep! Time passed, the
door laughed at locksmiths, but at
last the aprsntice-of his own mo¬

tion-burst it open with a hammer,
for the Count woulc. do nothing so

violent. Much black smoke rushed
out. The bold apprentice, climbing
to the anteroom wine.ow by a ladder,
broke it and pulled down the burning
curtains. They now burst open the
drawing room door, found the room

on fire and the Countess lying dead
before her burning tureau. On one
of her feet was a shO'î; the other was

later found in an adjoining boudoir.
The sofa was more or less burned,
the bell rope had be sn pulled down,
but nobody ever asked if the bell had
been heard. A cor! 1er seat in the
bureau had been burned; the fire was
very "local:" The keys of the locked
doors were néver found.
There were three explanatory hy¬

potheses. 1. The Counse3S had
caught fire at her bureau, perhaps
whilë sealing a letter, If so, she had
sought repose on the burned sofa and
corner seat. 2 (medical). It was a

case of spontaneous combustion! 3.
It was a murder. The magistrates
preferred accidental burning; the
public fixed on the Count as the mur¬

derer; they always do. He had mo¬

tives, opportunity and he had delayed
the researches. He demanded new in-
quiries, but little can e of them till in
August, 184S, .the corpse was ex¬

humed and examined. It was found
that the lady's skull had been frac-
tured, and that she had also been
strangled. She had been murdered,
had been burned, and the chairs and
sofa had the marks of her blood
burned out of them. She had then
been placed near her bureau and that
had been set on fire. Black smoke
had been seen rushing from the chim¬
ney at 8 on the fatal evening. Now,
the Count had left his house at halfr
past 7, and did not return till about
9; there was evidence for these facts.
Consequently, if he did fracture his
wife's skull and strangle her before
half-past 7, he certainly did not burn
hwr at 8.05-S.25, when the smoke
was seen issuing black and dense
from the chimney-tnat is, unless he
entered his house, unseen, about 8,
and later went out and returned
again. It was improbable that he
would delegate the fire to an accom¬

plice, so the Count'n case was per¬
ceptibly brighter.

Now, who was in the house when
the Count was absenl, from half-past
7 to a quarter to 9 that Sunday
night? The magistrates, true to their
theory of accidental death, had ap¬
parently made no inquiries in June,
1847. But the Count's demands for
an inquiry in November, 1847, had
led to something-indeed, had very
nearly led to the dea;h of this noble¬
man. On Novémber 3, 18.47, there
was to be an official inquiry by his
request, at his house, and among his
domestics. At 3 o'clock on Novem¬
ber 2, the cook was busy in her
kitchen when Stauff came in and
asked her to light fires in the upper
rooms. Shs declined, and went on

with her work. Stauff suggested to
her that, a plate needed washing, and
while she washed lt he stirred the
sauce in a pan. She turned her head,
and observed Stauff nouring drops
from a phial into the sauce. She
questioned him, he denied the cha. ge,
and she pretended to be satiated.-
When he left the kitchen she tasted
the sauce and did not like it; more¬

over, it was of a strange color. She
sent for thc family doctor who, on

analysis, detected fiftoen and one-half
grains of verdigris, enough to poison
a man. Stauff was then incarcerated,
but only on a charge of intending to
poison his master. His idea was

that if the Count died of poison, on
the eve of the arrival of the official
inquirer, the cynical public would in¬
fer that the death by verdigris was

suicide, the nobleman being unable to
face research. The Due de Praslin
(the mysterious Spectre of the Cata¬
combs in Hawthorne's "Transforma¬
tion") poisoned himself after mur¬

dering the Duchess. The public, how¬
ever, held that he had really escaped
to the Catacombs, where he lodged
and/ haunted Miriam-that is, his
English governess, in whom, through
a pretty girl, no guilt had been found.
This, however, is a digression.
Wc have observed that the Count's

gQ^^^j^Benslbly^mprojed when

MYSTERY.
the Killing of the
Goerlitz.
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Stauff was arrested for trying to poi¬
son him. But to .the Sherlock
Hoi meses of Germany the Count's
case probably looked blacker than
ever. What more probable than that
the Count was guilty, that Stauff
knew damaging evidence against him,
and that the Count had induced the
cook to put poison in the pot, and
then say that she saw Stauff intro¬
duce the baneful drug? The Count
being an aristocrat and Stauff "a man
of the people" (as Homer says in his
disdainful way), .the people must cer¬
tainly have argued on these lines.

It had come out as slowly as every¬
thing else in these distant days; that
the jewels of the Countess had been
stolen from her bureau. The Count
said that, in his grief, he had never
thought of noticing this circumstance.
Perhaps a son of the people might
have taken the jewels, but the Count
was no less likely to have done so
as a blind, for who could suspect an
aristocrat of a petty theft? Thus
Stauff and the Count were almost
equal favorites for the'" verdict of
guilty, the intelligent public laying a

shade of odds on the Count. W9
Not for years were the inquiries

made that should have been made in
June, 1847. It then came out that
the cook was also tho Countess'
"suivante," or ' femme de cliambre"
-she doubled the parts. On the
fatal day; the Countess had gone into
the kitchen at 2 p. m. and .told the
cook and "femme de chambre" that
she might take a holiday till 9 p. m.

At 3.30 the Count's valet had seen
the Countess in the laundry "hanging
out the clothes" for the mangle.
From 3.30 to 4.15 and from 4.30 to
5.30 the Countess and Stauff were
alone in the house. At 6.30 the
Countess did not answer the Count's
knock. She was probably murdered
between 4.30 and 5.30. She was
burned while the Count was ¿ut, and
Stauff was in between 7.30 and 8.
Stauff was, at last, examined, and ac¬
counted for his time through the
whole day. From 8 to 9.30 he was
in a restaurant, but here he v/as not
corroborated. The Count might have
done the crime at 6.30, when he said
that he could not get Into the ante¬
room, returned at 8 when Stauff went
out, lighted-the fires and gone out
again, and returned a little before 9
o'clock, when Stauff appears to have
been1 in the house, though perhaps he
returned a little later.

The truth came out when Stauff's
brother was found selling jewels and
a lump of molten gold. The jewels
had belonged to the Countess. Iii
March-Arrll, 1849,'Stauff was'tried
at last and found guilty on all the
counts. He made a confession, trying
to prove that his guilt was unpre¬
meditated. The Countess had found
him stealing her jewels, and to pre¬
vent her from calling out he had ac¬
cidentally strangled her. When the
Count went out at 7.30, Stauff had
done all the burnings. These weçp
"attenuating circumstances," and in
1872 he received a pardon on condi¬
tion that he settled in America, where
he is not known to have become one
of the most remarkable men of the
country. Had he not made the ex¬
periment with the poison the Count's
memory might still be under a cloud,
for certainly nobody ever did more to
make himself appear guilty than that
very stupid gentleman.

Canada and Her Unproductive Areas.
The annual report of the Canadian

Pacific Railway for the year ending
June 30, 1909, presented at the an¬
nual meeting on October 6, has an in¬
teresting statement in regard to their
tareatment and subsequent sale of
desert areas. The directors set apart
about 995,000 acres, called the "west¬
ern block," of which 353,000 are ir¬
rigable and over which canals and
ditches have been dug. Of this land,
69,963 acres have been sold at an

average price of $24.71 an acre. The
remaining sales of land, amounting
for the year to about 300,000 acres,
brought only an average of $10.96 an

acre. The experiment has been so
successful in opening up a very large
body of land which would otherwise
be unproductive of traffic that the
directors are considering the advisa¬
bility of extending the irrigation sys¬
tem to another block of about 1,000,-
000 acres.-Dally Consular Reports.

THE INDIA
Their Idea of It is the W

Which Th
It is a common notion that the

Indian has no idea of home because
he is always moving as the season

and the game may call him. There is
added to this reason for the belief,
the fact that in the Indian languages
no word is found by which to render
our word "home." Mrs. Riggs writes
to the American Missionary Associa¬
tion on this point:

"It seems to me that the Indians
do have some of the ideas of home.
To them as a nomadic people perhaps
no particular place was home, but the
whole country through which they
roamed was home.
"Some years ago I was .traveling

with an Indian woman. Her early
home had been in Minnesota, but she
had been among those who, after the
outbreak of '62, had gone to eastern
Dakota, and when I first went into
the mission work she had come West
to the Missouri River to help us in
our work there.

"On this journey, as we traveled
into Minnesota, one after another of
the landmarks were recognized by
her, and her reminiscences came

quick and vivid. Here was Sleepy
Eye, named by her grandfather,
where they forded the river; there
was where they hunted for game;
there where they gathered the wild
rice.

" 'Ah,' she said, 'Minnesota is a i

beautiful country-BO different from
Dakota!' h

TN

Great Britain has 1500 ¿indj
apples.

It is said that sunlight Is a ci
influenza epidemics. ?'?

At'last reports there were í
postoflices in this country.

The Turkish turban contaii
twenty yards of material.

Past freight line service
country uses 32,000 cars.

One town in Spain has, one hf
back to every thirteen Inhabit

The annual supply of wati
London, England, is 82,125,j
gallons.

The flour, mills of M
grind 120,000,000 bushels \
every year.

The Government Printing
Washington, D. C., emploj
4000 persons.

- r
Each of the British Dreadnoi

has a hospital with a capacity
sixty patients.

In the course bf his aeronî

experiments M. Bleriot haß me|
fifty accidents.

Of the Philippine Islands
which probably has the most
tlve soil is .Mindanao.

The act. approving the adm
the. State of West Virginia
thirty-fifth State, to the
passed Congress December 31^
to take effect June 30, 1863

Í

Glass water pipes covered;
asphalt have been in use for
time in some-parts ol! Germi.n|
success. They give thorough
tion against the entrance of ga
acids.

Los Angeles has a .school'in ^
meals are served' for ene cont; th¿^
to the pupils, and they, get a

brimming bowl of a thick, delid
soup, .with two cold buns, iilt'fo'r their
penny. The idea has also been used
In one of the schools at Ann Arbor,
Mich., with great success.

The new tariff bill introd't
most people the word quebrad
extract used in tanning hid*'
Paraguay and Argentina
large industry, there being thc
of' square miles of the queî
tree. ,Such land is valued -af
$3000 a square league'upWa^
bracho logs are also used fot
ties.

There has just been
from the River Annan, ;i<¡
erbie, a relic of early Bri
shape a canoe in a wonder!
state of preservation. It is^
known as dugouts, the rai

lng the trunk of a blacfc
about twelve feet long, rude
and hollowed out-Lonclç
ard.

Women Harvest Crop«!
Many hundreds of womf

in gathering the harvest
Beatrice, Neb. They wer?
the fields by the offer of
$3 day. ' A farmer wi
Beatrice looking for fan
Loungers in the town,
work, and the farmer had
possibility of losing part of,
He went into a restaurant,
waiting to be served was jj
the idea of bidding for thal
as harvesters. He offered|
day, and every waitress
her apron and weat toi
They did such efficient.]
other farmers sought
they drew school teacher
phers and collere girls .as,1!
York Press.

Patierjlaccords
Lesson in

"Patience will accoi

thing. You can even carry
a sieve, if you wait tong .enougï

"Is that so? ~Sày, how long
I have to wait to do that ? "

"Till it gets cold enoughVic
water to freeze. "-^Oleveland

NS' HOMRj
hole Country Titi
ey Roam.

"Homesick longing wJi
voice. Minnesota was he
even affer all those yeal
"The children of a mij

ily went away to schoij
they came back for
ter another spoke of
was to be at home, or £E
were for other boys aneHHHR'ho'
not have such a home. mott
who had been silent ail this\ while!
to her own feelings, nnally gave wj
to them, and told how she had lonjj
for a better home for them,
were almost too much astonished!
reply, but at last the 'little giri of
family went and put her arms roi

her mother, and said, 'Why, mott
you are home!'

"I fancy something of 1;his fee^
was had by a little six-year-old
iian girl who came to Oab^Seb]
She had said good-by to her par<[
without any show of emotion,
was very fearless, very friendly
the teachers, very much iLtereste^
all the new. things she saw, bi
the day wore away and the ^eveil
came on, she came and stood by!
as I sat sewing. I was the only »

who could talk Dakotah to her]
looked up at her and saw the t
welling up in her eyes, and
'Why, Maisie, what is the maj
"She answered, gobbing,

ï&e my mother for a long iimel
"Poor little aomeriek souU

et meant home to her."


