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GLIMPSE OF AN UNUSUALLY INTERESTING PHASE OF MODERN LIFE.

HE horde of tourists who spend the winter
season-in Egypt Is Increasing each year—
greatly to the delight of the pleasure seek-

believers in the saying, “the more the mer-
rler.” But to students and dreamers who
are sworn foes to modernity this phase of
life in the land of the Pharaohs is something to be
deplored and lamented.

Among those visionarles whose constant cry is that
the charm and mystery of Egypt are being ruined and
‘obscured, there Is no more ardent hater of the tourist
class than the famous French lleutenant and writer,
Plerre Lotl. Ruskin fought no more fiercely against
our utilitarian age than does this Frenchman. English
rule in Egypt, England’'s treatment of the Nlile waters,
the bullding of the Assouan dam, all these matters draw

ers themselves, who are, as a.class, ardent-4

not immune ourselves from his anger; he has_simply
lumped us with the English, the dominant race among
the visitors there.

The desert of the Sphinx, he tells us, is now threat:
ened on every side by modernism, and is becoming a
meeting place for the idlers of the whole world. He
says: “It Is,true that so far nobody has dared to pro-
fane the Sphinx by bullding in immediate proximity to
its grandeur, the fixed disdain of which may still be
potent. Yet, scarcely half a league away Is the ter-
minus of & road where cabs and tramways gather, and
where motor cars of expensjve makes emit their duck-
like quacks; and yonder, behind the Pyramid of Cheops,
looms a vast hotel, swarming with fashionables feath-
ered as insanely as redskins for the scalp dance.”

—To the “fashionables” M. Lotl appears only as a man
out of tune with the times and his walls of protest

Lotl's anger;

but most of all It Is the tourlsts,
never names American tourists specifically, yet we can-

He

ridden Egypt" as

seem only to Increase the growing popularity of “‘tourist-

a winter resort.

SATISFACTION.

He never climbed the mountaln heights;
He never has attained success;

His name has never yet appeared
Within the columns of the press.

And yet he proudly goes his way,
Content In borrowed light to dwell;

Of one who wins he'll always say:
“I know a man who knows him weil."

Great things himself he never does,
And I am sure he never tries;
His greatest joy is to attract
A crowd that he can patronize.
And then, in a superior way,
To them he'll condescend to tell
How close he Is to So and So, .
He knows a friend who knows him
well. 8

Che proudest man on earth Is not
The one who Is on top and knows it;
Nor he who has succeeded well
And feels above us all and shows It;
But he who, when some great man's name
Is mentioned, lets his cranium swell !
Dh, spare us from this bore of bores,
Who knows a friend who knows him
well.
—Detroit Free Press,
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‘Half-past eight, Gordon,” said Mrs.
MacLean, “and I want you to leave
two notes on your way to kindergar-
ten. This in your right ‘hand is for
Aunt Margaret and the one in your
left hand is for the grocer. Don't give

“I'LL GO BACK TO THE STORE.”

the left-hand note to anyone but Mr.
Jeffrey himself—that boy of his is so
careless!” s

Gordon's chubby fingers closed over
the notes. His mother, standing on
the doorway to watch the little coat
and cap out of sight, ‘felt her eyes
suddenly blurred.

back to the top of the page and read
the words again. The foundations of
her world were slipping.

Suddenly she remembered one thing
clearly. It was her husband's volce
saying, “Must be mighty lonesome for
Al MacLean’s little widow, up there In
the old place. She was saying when
she was in the store yesterday that she
hardly knows a soul in town yet. She
just came ‘out here to the suburbs be-
cause she wanted to be near her aunt,
Mrs, Crane, and because she likes to
be in the place where Al grew up.”

That had been three months ago
Mrs. Jeffrey had meant to call, but oth-
er things had Interfered. Tom had
spoken of her going several times, but
not lately. A bright spot had begun to
burn in each of her cheeks as she read
the note once more. She had never
dreamed, when hearing about men’s
growing tired of their wives—

She snatched a sheet of paper and
dashed off these words:

“This note from Mrs. MacLean to
you will explain why Teddy and I are
taking the 10 o'clock train for Chicago.
I'm going to mother's.”

Having inclosed the two messages In
an envelope, which she sealed and ad-
dressed, leaving it on the desk for her
hushand, Mrs. Jeffrey told the boy in
the rear room that he would have to
come and stay In the store until Mr.
Jeffrey returned. Then she walked
swiftly down the street to her home,
the moss-green house at the foot of
the hill.. There, upon her own porch,
she found herself face to face with
Mrs. MacLean! ?

“Oh, here you are!" sald the little
widow. “Please forglve my unconven-
tionality 1A coming this way, Mrs. Jef-
frey, but your husband sald you really
wanted to call on me, and I'm so lone-
some that I've just acted on impulse
and run down to ask you {f you
wouldn't come and have a cup of tea
with me this afternoon?”

She cast an appealing smile up to
Mrs. Jeffrey—and fell back.

“How dare you?" sald Mrs. Jeffrey,
compressing into three words a yolume
of scorn.

As she spoke Jeffrey came rapldly
up the walk.

“What in the name—" he began. *I
beg your pardon!" as his astonished
eyes took in the little widow.®

“How dare you?" Mrs. Jeffrey re-
peated, with rising excltement, as she
snatched the wretched note from her
husband's hand and held it out to Mrs.
MacLean. “After writing my husband

that—how
home?"
Ars. MacLean, shocked and white,
was leaning against a plllar for sup-
port. Then her eyes fell on the note
and the color flooded back to her face.
“That was for my Aunt Margaret!"”
she crled. "“Did Gordon leave it at
the slore? And you thought—Oh!"”
+ She dropped on the porch settee and
burled her face in her hands. ‘

dare you come to my

Jeffrey shifted his feet and cleared
his throat.

Mrs. Jeffrey stood rooted to the floor,
unable to keep pace with the develop-
ments, y

The little widow sosbed and sobbed.
At last, however, she lifted her face
and looked at Mrs. Jeffrey. “I under
stand it now,” she sald, “and the
strangest part is that it all happened
because I wanted you for my friend.
From the first minute I saw you in
church I wanted to know you, but it
was the beautiful way your husband
spoke about you the other day that
made me dare, this morning, when I
was so lonely, to ask—" Her volce
broke.

Mrs. Jeffrey, with a lump in her
throat, took one step and sat down on
the porch settee.

“Tom,” she sald, as she put both
arms around the little widow, “go back
to the store.” .

And the clock struck 9.-Chicago
Daily News.

The Firast Scapegoat.

The word ‘‘scapegoat” originated in
an anclent Hebrew custom practiced
at the feast of the Passover. Placing
a young goat upon the altar, the
priests would pray over it, asking that
all the sins of the people be visited
upon the goat. Then, after each mem-
ber of the tribe had transferred his
guilt to the victim by laying on his
hands, the animal was turned loose in
the forests to be devoured by wild
beasts.

‘“Dend as a Herring.”

Until the day of aquariums it was
a somewhat difficult matter to observe
a live herring. It is a fish that dies
instantly on being taken from its na-
tive elenfent. Among fishermen first
arose the expression, “Dead as a her-
ring.”

When photographs of Mother, as she
appeared when young, are shown the
children, they begin to regard her
wrinkles and gray halrs as a proof of
Father's mean treatment, Instead of
the work of time,

WHAT ANY PEOPLE

ON MARS MIGHT SEE.

“S8o llke his dead father!" ghe mur-
mured, as she turned back into the
empty home,

A few minutes later she glanced
from a window toward the moss-green
house at the foot of the hill and sald
to herself, “I believe I'll go and call.” |
Over at Aunt Margaret Crane's a vi- !
glon of red cheeks and brown eyes
flashed In and out of the dining room, |
leaving a note on the table. The wind [
had given Gordon a chas3 for his cap |
on the way there and al one stdge In |
the skirmish both notes had found |
themselves clutched in one hand, but |
Gordon knew perfectly well that the |
right-hand note had been on top all |
the time.

“What's this?" sald Aunt Margaret,
picking up the note. Already Gordon
was trotting down the road. * ‘Please
send immediately one dozen eggs, one
bottle vanilla, one pound—' This was
meant for the grocer. I'll telephone It ‘

|

down to-Jeffrey's for her.”

Mrs. Jeffrey, who happened that |
morning to be filling the place of a!
suddenly departed cashier in her hus- |
band's store, had hardly finished tak- |
ing a telephone order to be sent to |
Mrs. MacLean's when Gordon Mac-|
Lean, breathless from running, bound- |
ed into the store.

“Oh! Isn't Mr. Jeffrey here?” he
asked, tightening his hold on the note.
“Mother told me not to give this to
anyone but Mr. Jeffrey.”

“But I'm Mrs. Jefirey, dear. It's just
the same if you give it to me.”

This was perfectly true when she

sald it. Two minutes later there was
no truth in fit.
Mrs, Jeffrey, standing behind the

high desk, opened the' note and read,
instead of an order for groceries, this
message: {
“Dear: I'm afrald I should not ask !
you to come again after your being |
here yesterday, but could you? I shall
be alone all the morning. ‘A word to
the wise.'! Don’t come this afternoon.
I'll explain why later. DOLLY."”
Mrs. Jeffrey's unbelleving eyes went

T

A Section of the Great Chinese Wall.

.~ The Great Wall of China, an elghth wonder of the world, owes its being
to Shi-Hwang-[1, the first Emperor of United China, “who cut the grand
canals that still intersect China; who built palaces and roads, walled citles
and ships, and theén, Jealous of the fame which the founders of the earller
dynasties had earned in the bearts of his letter-loving population, ordered
the famous burning of the books.”
Shaping of the Far East."
between the years 214 and 204 B. C. Dealing with it in “China, the Long-
Lived Ewplire,” Miss E. R. Scidmore describes it as “the one artificial con-
struction on the face of the earth that may be seen by the Inhablitants of
Mars," an opinion that gains additicnal Interest from I'rof. Lowell's recent
experiments to prove that narrow lines (such as the Great Wall) can be
seen from great distances, provided always that thelr length Is greatly out
of proportion to their width.—London Ilustrated News.

8o says D, L. Putham Weale's “The Re-
The wall Is 1,800 mlles long, nnd was constructed

| the grave,

| fejters, escaped and

Where Has The Little. Girl Gone?

The snows of yesteryear are gone
Their like will ®come agaln;

The blooms of yester June are fled,
But more-will gladden men.

We ask for what has gone for good
Amid the dizzy whirl :

And for the sign by which we knew
The old-time little girl,

Now from the cradle to the grave
'Dhrougpout their length of years
Tc Told their hats upon their heads
They bristle thick with spears,
And so we ask: Where hag she gone,

The girl before the pin,
‘Who wore to moor her hat on tight
Elastic 'neath her chin?
: —MocLandburgh Wilson.

FIDO THE OLEVER,

In France there was once a little
dog whose name was Fido. He be-
longed to a poor woman who did not
always have enough food to give him.
Fido must have thought_it over to
himself this way: “My mistress loves
me, but she is so poor that often sha
does not have enough food for her
own dinner. How then can she afford
to give me mine? I am a strong dog
and.a wise dog, too, so I must get my
dinner without troubling my good mis-
tress.”

Not far from the place where the
dog lived there was a convent which
wag the home of some good nuns, and
one day as Fido sat near by in the
sun he saw a beggar ring the bell
of the couvent door. Soon & woman
came and brought a bowl of soup and
meat, which she gave to the beggar.

Fido trotted up and looked into the
beggar's face as much as to say,
“Can’'t you spare me one of those
bones?” But the beggar did not see
things in the light that Fido did. “Go
away, you cur,” sald the beggar. So
Fido trotted back to his place In the
sun and lay down. %

But he was very hungrys He did
not have anything to eat for a whole
day. The beggar over the way as
soon as he had eaten his food put the
bowl In the hole in the door and then
walked off. =

“Those must be good women to give
fooq to beggars,” thought Fido. “I'
wonder if they wouldn't give me 2
bowl of soup. There’s nothing lke
trying.”

So Fido trotted across the street,
and, putting up his paw, rang the bell.
‘Ding, ding, ding.” What a noise he
made. 2

“There's another ‘beggar after
food,” sald the good nun to herself;
and out she came with a plate of boil-
ed meat, and looked around. “There's
nobody here after all,” she sald, and
shut the door. -

“She calls me nobody,” thought
poor Fido. “I must try again.” = So
he jumped up and rang the bell once
more. “Ding, ding, dong.” It made
a much louder noise than before.

But nobody came. The woman stood
at a baock window, watching to see
who was ringing the bell. Fido wait-
ed awhile and then jumped up agaln
and gave the dell a good pull.

Then the woman came out and
laughed to find that a dog had been
ringing the bell. “What do you want?”
she asked.

“Bow-wow-wow,” sald Fido.

“I know what that means,” sald
the woman. *You want some dinner.”

So she gave the dog some dinner,
and every day after that Fido woull
come at a certaln hour and ring the
bell and the woman would give him
food.

One day she put some food in a
basket and sald to Fldo: “Now, good
dog, take that home to your mis-
tress.”

Fido took it home safely. His mis-
tress had a good dinner that day as
well as Fido -himself.

Folkks came from a distance to see
Fido ring the convent bell for his
dinner.—Home Herall.

A TRUE FRIEND.

During the French Revolution a
very good man was thrown into pris.
on and condemned to die. This man
had a dog, a water spaniel, who was
most faithful to the man while he was
at home, and when the man left his
home to go to prison the dog fol-
lowed. Of course, he was refused ad-
mittance, so he went to a neighbor's
house, where he boarded and lodged,
but his time was spent sitting in
front of the prison door.

His faithful watch at length won
over the jailer, who allowed him to
enter the dark place and enjoy an
hour with his master. After that he
was allowed this hour's pleasure until
the day the man was led to execution.
The man's only true friend. the dosg,
walked to the burial place and never
rested until he saw the man lald
away and then he lald himself over
where he remained for
three days. =

The neighbor at whose house the
animal sought lodging enticed him
home after the third day of watch
and made him eat, but the dog escap-
ed an hour later and again sought the
burial place. Three months passed.
Each day the dog went to the nelgh-
bor's for food, and then back to his

-place of watch, but each day he was

more sad, more lean and more lang-
uishing. They even chainad him to
keep him.at home, but he broke his
never left it
again., At the grave of the master
this true friend breathed his last.—
Philadelphia Ledger.
SKYLARKS.

John Burroughs relates that a
number of years ago a friend in Eng-
land sent him a ‘score of skylarks ia
a cage. He gave them their liberty
in a fleld near where he lived. They
drifted away, and ‘he never heard or
saw them again. But one Sunday a
Scotchman from a neighboring clty
calren on him and declared, with visi-
ble excitement, that on his way algng
the road he had heard a skylark. He
was not dreaming, he knew it was a
skylark, though he had not heard
one since he had left .the banks of
the Doon, a quarter of a century or
more before, The gsong hadigiven him
infinitely more pleasure than it would
have given to the naturalist himsell,
Many years ago some skylarks were
liberated on Long Island, and they
became established there, and may
now occaslonally be heard in certain
localities. One summer day a lover of

»

birds journeyed out from the city in
order to obsérve them. A lark was
soaring and singing in_the sky above
him. An old Irishman came along and
suddenly stopped as if transfixed to
the spot. A look of mingled delight
and incredulity came into his face.
Was he indeed hearing the bird of
his youth? He took off his hat anl
turned his face skyward, and with
moving lips and streaming eyes stood
a long time regard'ng the ird,
“Ah,” thought the student of nature,
“if T could only hear the bird as he
hears that song with his ears!l To-
the man of sclence it was only a bird
song to be critically compared to a
score of others, but to the other it
brought back his youth and all these
long-gone days on his native hills!—
Christian Register.

OUR POLLY.

The first pet my sister and 1 ever
had was a parrot, which a friend ot
our mother, brought to usg from Cuba.
He was a young ‘bird and coull
speak J1o English at all, though he
had picked up geveral Spanish wcrls
from the crew on the voyage here,
However, it did not take Polly lonz
to acquire a very fluent vocabulary,
and he chattered so incessantly that
he drove every one in the ™house
nearly crazy.” He was so tame that
we let him go out of doors. He al-
ways stayed near the house, com'ng
in in the evening to be fed and put
to bed. His favorite trick was to climb
high up in the wistaria vime that
covered the front of our house, and
from there he would call “Hello!” to
every one who passed the house, It
was so funny to see people turn
around to see who it was who had call
ed. Polly was almost the color of
the vine, 80 he could not be easily
seen, and anyway no one thought of
its being a parrot. Of all- things he
hated his bath, and would call loudly
for help during the whole process,
though he never offered to bite the
person bathing him.—Grace Horney,
in the New York Tribune.

A COLONIAL CITY.

I wish you could all come to Kings-
ton and see the fine old things here.
It is called the Colohial City hecause
it was settleq in the old Colonial
days, ‘way back in 1661, but it was
called Wiltwyck then; so you can see
it is very old. There are many oll
houses here. The oldest one is call-
ed the Senate -House.

When the British burned our city
in the Revolutionary War all the
houses were burned except the Sen-
ate House. Let me tell you something
about this house., It -was bullt in
1676, and George Washington had his
headquarters here once. It was also
the first capitol of New York state.
It is two stories high and is made of
old stone. It is in good condition, and
many people visit it to view the o'd
relics kept there. The last time 1
went there I saw a spinning wheel,
some of George Washington's clothes,
old-fashioned kitchen utensils and
many other things. There was a
cracker over two hundred years old.
—Samuel H. Gross, in the New York
Tribune.

READY FOR THE DOLLAR,

Marjorie, aged nine, had not been
having very satisfactory reports from
school. Her father finally said, “Mar-
jorie, for the first hundred you get
I'll give you a dollar,” Time went
on, the reward could not be claimed.
One day the child was taken yiolently
ill. Her mother sent for the doctor.
When he had gone, Marjorie sald,
“Mama, am I very il11?”

“No, dear, your temperature is a
little over a hundred, but the doctor
thinks you will be all right in a day
or so.” :

Smiles broke through Marjorle’s
tears.

Now, mama, 1 can have my dollar.
Papa sald he would give it to me if
1 ocould get a hundred in anything.”
—Bee Hive. .

YOU'SE DRESSED UP.

Grandma's guest was elegantly but
simply dressed in black chiffon volle
handsomely trimmed with silk over-
lace. Little_Birdie, aged four, climh-
ed on her lap and patted the many
gray hairs and smoothed the soft
lace and silk, then peered lovingly
into her face and sald:

“You'se dressed up good enough to
be killed, ain't you?’—Bee Hive,

A Hogarthian Inn Sign.

One of the most humorous inn signs
is “The Man Loaded With Mischief”
which is found about a mile from
Cambride, on the Madingley road. The
original “Mischief” was designed by
Hogarth for @ public house in Ox-
ford street.

It Is needless to say that the sign-
board and even the name have long
ago disappeared from the busy Lon-
don thoroughfare, but the quaint de-
vice must have been extensively cop-

is a “Mischief” at Wallingford and
a “Load of Mischief” at Norwich, The
inn on the Madingley road exhibits
the sign in its original form. Thougn
the oolors are much faded from ex-
pogure to the weather, traces of Hog-
farthian humor can be detected. A man
{s staggering under the weight'of a
woman, who Is on his back. She is
holding a glass of gin in her hand,
a ohain and padlock are around the

the right-hand side is the shop of “S.
Gripe, Pawnbroker,” and a carpenter
is just going in to pledge his tools.
—Strand Magazine.

Small Talk.

A young fellow in Bloomington, TlL.
who has been devoting himself for
some years to a young woman of that
town, recently Yound himself in a most
embarrasing situation just ag he had
taken his courage in both hands and
was “going to ask the girl."

“Harriet,” said he, as he shifted his
feet uneasily and swallowed the lump
in his throat, “I'm anxious to have
you'—

“Yes, Mr. Hummer,” gently inter
posed the young woman, by way of
encouragement.

“Well—er—Harriet,”” he began, with
increasing nervousness. “I'm anxlous
to have yoy"——

Just then both parents of the young
lady entered the room where the lov-
ers sat.

“Oh, Mr. Hummer,” said the des
perate -girl, “what was it you wer:
just telling me?"—Harper's Weekly.

Nearly 45 per cent of all the Im-
ports to 'China’last year paid duty at
Shanghal.

.DuUes paid on Manila Imports of
opium fortunately decreased from
$294,381 fn 1905 to $64,801 in 1908
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be inestimable. But it is altogether unselfish. There Is
not a dollar in it for anyone. Like all of the great
American democratic movements, the study of econom-
fcs is for the good of the many at the sacrifice of the
few. And it is but one of a score of the activities ot
men from the broader college and the greater university
which democracy is establishing all over the land, by
local tax or private gifts—American Magazine.

CASH CAPITAL OF STOCK GAMBLING. s

By Frederick U, Adams.

I take it that no effective denlal can be en-

tered against the assertion that many of the

superb buildings which are massed in the

Wall street district of New York are largely

J, devoted to housing concerns which draw thelr

revenue from the speculative public. This

same public partially pald for their erection.

\ It continues to contribute the funds which

make such Investments profitable. The read-

er-will be appalled by the facts I am about to cite and
the unanswerable proof I am about to submit,

It is not alleged that what Is known as the Wall
street district i= entirely devoted to the purposes of
speculation. It Includes hundreds, and possibly thou-
safds, of firms which have no direct concern with the
various excBManges; but it is possible to arrive at a rea-
sonably close approximation to the total paid by those
who defray the cost of the Wall street game.

The tax books of New York City show that the Wall
street district Is assessed at a figure between $200.000.

“WHERE ARE THE HOUSES OF YESTERDAY{” —
x By Margaret Bateson.

Three-quarters of a century ago It was the
ambition of every prosperous citizen to bulld
bimself a house. These houses really held
things. There were lmmense plctures, And
then, what splendid tables there were in these
houses! There was not only that great tabl
with the many leaves dedicated to eating;
but in all the 'sitting rooms there would be
ever so many fine, spacious, solid tables on
which work could be done and things could be lald.

Nowaduys we have diminutive flats with reception
rooms that just receive a tottering little table and noth-
ing else, We dine at a table which accommodates a
baby cruet almost under protest. - The narrow beds in
our little bedrooms have sldes, but no middle. There
are no more fine plctures, only a quantity of photographs
})erllously edged against a narrow slat of wood.

And, worst of-aH, there is not a decent table at which
a person can sit with books and work at it. A drawing
room may look prettier since the abolition from it of all
sensible tables. But it is much less habitable. It Is
small wonder that people nowadays try continually to
curtall the time after dinner. It is because there is
nothing one can do In a drawing room, At best some-
body plays the violin, or sings; at worst the planola is
set going. The poet who wished for “an hour of crowd-
od life” should try living now. On the score of crowd-
cdness. If not of life, he would be well content.

J FIVE TIMES THE HEIGHT OF NIAGARA. -

A preliminary estimate by the geo-
logical survey puts the.country's-pe-
troleum production for 1908 at between
175,000,000 and 180,000,000 barrels, as
against 166,000,000 barrels in 1907.

The white rhinoceros which Presl-
dent Roosevelt is expected to try to
shoot while in Africa really is of a
yellowish color, not so much lighter
than its commoner-relatives, but it is
a larger beast.

According to two sclentists of the
Maseachusetts Institute of Technology,
each human emotion creates in a dell-
cate machine which they have invent-
ed a distinct electrie force which it is
possible to classify.

The_blackening of the glass of {ncan-
descent lamps is due to the fact that,
although the fusing point of carbon is
in the neighborhood of 4,000 C., it be-
gins to vaporize long before that tem-
perature is reached.

A British religlious organization s
trying to transplant a race by encour-
aging the emigration of the Laps from
Lgplnnd. where they are in danger ot
extinction, to the more healthful_re-
glons of Labrador and Newfoundland

A writer In the London Times sug-
gests & way in which an instantaneous
photograph of the wheels of a passing
auto may glve a measure of its speed.
With the focal-plane camera shutter
the slot moves In such a way as to dis-
close first the part of the wheels which
touches the ground. Since the upper
part of the wheels is moving with
twice the velocity of the car, and the
lower part is relatively stationary, the
effect In the photograph Is'to distort
the image of a wheel into an elliptical
form whose shape varies In accordance
with the speed. Hence, If the time
movement of the shutter is accurately
known, the speed of the passing car
can be quickly deduced.

The quantity of light which it is
now possible to obtain, at a reasonable
cost, from tungsten lamps\in series,
has Jed to an innovation In street-
lighting in some Michigan towns,

THE KAIETEUR FALL ON THE POTARO RIVER.

The perpendicular height of the Kaleteur Fall on the Potaro river,
Essequibo, British Gulana, is 741 feet, or nearly five times that of Niagara.
The width varies from 350 feet In the dry season to 400 feet in the rainy

season, and the depth of water passing over similarly ranges from a few
feet to twenty feet.

thirty-five feet about a quarter of a mile above the fall.
fall is of sandstone, with & capping of harder conglomerate.
that the falls may be used to provide power, and it is pointed out that the

chlef fall alone would supply two and one-eighth million horse power.—
London Illustrated News. i

Even In very dry seasons the river has a depth of
The face of the
It 18 suggested

which, it is thought, may find wide
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gan to take an important place in college life, | ;45 selling value is at least 20 per cent in excess of IR 3
educated men bewalled the material spirlt | 4.\ gcuesned against the owners. ~laws ¢
of ‘our education, = There was'a movement to It s ultra-conservallve to assert that one-third of .+ sembl
force education back to the humanitles, back | i1y eqpitalization is employed in catering to specu- . of sta
to culture, back to “the sweet serenity of | 14iivq enterprises and employments. This constitutes R tion 2
books.” But now the laboratory is relurning | on jtem of $75,000,000 for New York City alone, and senter
to the democracy that founded it the servics | {nq nation will swell this to $100,000,000 and more. Y the w
that is due. Our sclentific socleties are most purely We have taken no account of the cost of the fixtures — (¥ nitteer
altrulstic. The heaith and well-being of the mass:a ’: in the thousands of offices in these buildings; neither . tifteer
engaging sclentlsfs all over the nation. A score of scl- | yoq mention been made of many other items which R oo
entific societies, State and national, have as their reason properly belong in this calculation. The total amount ¥ S owe
of being some improvement in our public life. of fixed capiial Invested in the speculative game in the o
The Boclety for the Prevention of Tuberculosis 18 4o | ynited States is approx{mately indicated in the follow- J
ing effective work fmrmany States. From the other end | yno (apje: { Fines
of the college campus the students of economics &re | yrpyested in exchange bulldings ..........:.$ 25,000,000 o law r
coming- into public life, and one group of them has | yalye of membership tickets ........s..... 100,000,000 «f 3 curing
formed and iz maintaining the National Tax Association | 1nvested in office bUllAINGS vvvvvensenanenesss 1000,000 XY more
and the American Academy of Political and Social | pixtures and fncidentals .................. 25,000,000 ~ 1R upon
Bclences, which hold national conferences and are gath- . other!
ering most valuable data and forming most important PO T s ol vessessssssnsasssss.$250,000,000 =W - quire
conclusions in economics and soclology. - —Everybody's Magazine. g ’,\". ~desire
The future work of these and similar associations wlill Za sl 'Blg' :

fed by country sign painters. There

man’s neck, labelled “Wedlock.” On,

adoption.. In Grand Rapids, where the
system seems first to have been ap-
plied, the tungsten lamps are strung
across the stréeet, between the eaves
of the buildings, in such a way that
they form the outline of an arch. The
effect of a series of these {lluminated
arches resembles that of a canopy
of lamps covering the street, and shed-
ding down upon it a pleasing llumina-
tion. The same system has been adopt-
ed In Big Rapids, and {s under consid-
eration in Greenville and offier towns.

Prof. George Forbes has given new '
1ife to the bellef In the exisience of an
unseen bplanet beyond Neptune. He
bases his conclusions in favor of the
reality of this planet on tne peculiari-’
ties of four remarkable comets, sup-
pored to be intimately related to one
another. These are the comets of
1566, 1843, 1880 and 1882. Prot.i
Forbes' idea is that the comet of 1556,
which was described as of “prodigious !
magnitude,” and which is sald to have
Jed to the abdicatfon of the Emperor
Charles V., was disrupted by the influ-
ence of the supposititious planet, and
gave birth to the three gother. comets'
named, all of which were very bright
and otherwise remarkable. His cal-
culations indicate thatrthe planet in
guestion is situated-at a distance of
about 9,000,000,000 miles from the -un.l
and that its period of revolution is
about 1,000 years, |

“A Miss as Good as a Mile,”

We-have all used the saying,-"A
miss is as good as a mile,” yet it is
doubtful i{f many know the origin of
this proverb. Beafore the days of the
great Charlemagne, when King Pepin
ruled the Frankish Empire, there
dwelt two friends, Amis and Amile.
According to the story of Turpin,
these men were 80 strongly attached
to ‘each other that Amlle risked his
life to save the life and fortune of
Amis, and later, when Amile was suf-
fering from leprosy, Amis sacrificed
his own children In order that his
friend might be bathed in their blood
and cured. Thus, came that pecullar-
ly true proverb which will no doubt

remain with us until the end of time.

NEVER WORKED.

One of the Few Gentlemen of Lelsure
United States Has Produced.

As is pretty well known, Foxhall
Keene is one of the few gentlemen of
leisure the United States has had time
to turn out. He is a son of James R.
Keene, the Wall street speculator. Al
ways supplied with money by his fath-
er, he has devoted his whole life to
sport. He {8 well known as a gentle-
man ridér and has played polo with

FOXIIALL KEENE.

distinction on both sides of the Atlan-
tic. For a time he ran in motor cup
races, but his great interest has al-
ways been in the horse. This snap-
shot was made when he was officiating
as judge at the Rackaway Hunt Club
race meet at Cedarhurst.

Every man has some particular sort
of genius. If the time in which he
lives makes a market for his genius,
he becomes great.

The World’'s Greatest Cave,

Every one has heard of the Mam-
moth Cavecof Kentucky, but few prob-
ably are aware that Its discovery was
due to the search for suitable earth
for the manufacture of saltpetre. The
anxlety to find saltpetre earth was
due to the Embargo bill passed by
Congress in 1807, which forbade Amer-
Ican vessels to sail for Europe and for-
elgn vessels to land cargoes In Amerls
ca.
The Amerlcans needed gunpowder,
and to make it they required saltpetre.
They had geen getting it from Spain
and Italy, but the Embargo bill stop-
ped that, and there was no American
supply of the substance. A roving
chemist, named Samuel Brown, had
shown how saltpetre, or potassium nit-
rate, could be obtalned from cave
earth. And so the quest for caves
was begun, and asslduously continued.

When the Mammoth Cave was
found, every part of the great cavern
was searched for cave earth. From
pit, byways, and avenues slaves car-
rled out the heavy loads of petre
earth. Many thousands of tons were
treated, and the rude chemlistry of the
day produced something llke a hun-
dred thousand pounds of saltpetre
within two years.

His Day of Reckoning,

As the stout man whose appetite
had excited the envy of the other
boarders turned to leave the parlor,
he looked down at his walstcoat, *I
declare, I've lost two buttons off my
vest,” he sald, ruefully.

He was a new boarder, but his land-
lady saw no reason for further delay
in showing her banner, “Watchfulness
and Economy for all.” She gave him'
the benefit of the chill gaze so familiar
to her older boarders.

“I think without doubt you will find
them both in the dining room,” she
announced, clearly.

It s nice In the books to have a
masterful man for a hero, but such s
man 18 called downright bossy by the
neighbors in real life.




