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ijiimiwin lenge prices, $2.95 up. , 1, -f«
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ERASS, KILr-ZMSS IRON IEDS CJ| ORiSSEHS,
A pleasing design and a neat appearance willmake 5^ You may buy a Dresssr for less money somewhere

a favorable impression, but a little cheap enamel may
' / T*"*• else, but remember that we don't handle poor furniture.,

cover inferior workmanship. Our Beds are not \u25a0 * "Sf } ° IIdoes not P^y us to sell a poor piece of any kind,

only of the latest and most artistic .designs, You. should see what v/e offer in Dressers,

but made of the best malleable iron; the \u25a0 Don't spqil your collection of in quartered oak, bird's-eye maple or ma-
enamel is of good quality and properly books for the sake of a few dol- hogany, full swell or serpentine front,

baked: the trimmings a.-e Scott's Brass lars. We have— shaped French plate mirror 24x30.
welllacquered. Bookcasssfrom. ... $2,25 up >hfll
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Challenge prices start at $2.45 for any size. cases Tfom. ..,.;§>12.50 up We have others as low as. $7.50

MISFITS. RESBMAMTS,
75 MisfitCarpets Inbest Brussels, Tapestry Bvussa'.s, Flem- We have a lot of short ends, some of them are largo

ish Tapestry, All Wool, One-half Wool, Cotton Chain and h for one room: others for two or three rooms; this lot

Granite Ingrain; standard sizes— Carpets for a medium-sized
-
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room, $3.00 up. On our regular line of Cai*pets, «/j off.
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BOOKS OF THE HOUR
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GO ItDOS, A STORY OF I,O\-

I>ON LOW LIFE

SERIES OE USEFUL STOEIES

-*<Tii- living Machine," I»y Prof.
< 'oiiii, n Popular UTirt teteTCiatilME
Treat incut «>r a Deep and Com-
'
iii!•.\u25a0!:£<\u25a0<! Selene*

—
Two Mew Text
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'
Book Company

—
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•'Li ss.
-

Destinies*" Samuel Gordon. Her-
i S. Stone & Co., Chicago and New

T ;p the American reader, who must bo

led to be unfamiliar with the life
of the humbler classes of London ao-
efety, this book presents at the outset a
naics 1 uninviting prospect. The characters
in it arc till quite evidently drawn close-
ly from life, The writer is familiar with
tht- inner consclousr.irs of the toiling
nun and women in the chirred heart of
L&ndon society. As its title indicates,

the j-sory deals exclusively with such
folk. It presents them to view In the
factory and in the aching poverty of
their homes, as well as in t"he squalor and
Sljlg-gestivjiness of crime which attend
•upon their- pl-aces of amusement.

r('lu- principal character of the story,

indeed its heroine, is Tabitha Tupp. She
is ;>^ commonplace as' her name indi-
cates, but underlying- all ih it might be

..the product of- dubious heritage and irre-
deemably bad environment the writer re-
veals in her one of the unsung heroines .
Of the world. She has borne the burden
of her life without the slightest deviation
room iho straight and narrow path, which
in [free like hers marks with cruel dis-
tinctness the course to be pursued by
the decent and self-respecting. She has
altaine'd tt)_ her thirty-third year and
presents nothing: in outward semblance
which would commend her to the notice
of the most observant passer-by, and

/when she has reached this a^e she ex-
periences the first divine promptings of
hive. She essays to enter upon a stage
career. She blunders and stumbles help-

lessly in the course for which nature un-
fitted her and which her native lack of
imagination has succeeded in blinding
her to the absurdities of. But she per-
•eereies and her native good sense in
,'tinie enables her to distinguish the folly
of the course which she pursues. Having-

in vain bestowed upon the unattainable
hej- first affections, she gradually real-
lies her true mission and awakes from a
dream of marital happiness with one
\u25a0Vvjiolly beyond her reach to the certainty
of contentment as the wife of a hunch- I
track.

This is the unpretentious and, to many,
it may seem, the uninteresting story un-
folded hi these pages; but to the true
>:ii.lent of life and character, to him
who sees the beauty which lies con-
g£aled in the heart of poverty, want and-

\u25a0 ignorance, the story will appeal not only
\u25a0as a superior work of literary art, but
at> a deep and loving- study made of
living, toiling humanity borne down by
the evil conditions which society imposes
upon its weaker members.

"Lesser Destinies" is a valuable social
study. To. that class of sociological stu-
dents who believe that we are fast ap-

\u25a0hing those conditions of European
society from^which the ancestors of most
of us Hod for refuge to the-United States
in other, generations, this book will com-
mend itself as showing the vast abyss
which still divides the condition of the
iiiielligent laboring poor In American
cttioa frooa the degradation which attends
every pfaaae' of their lives in the great
center of modern wealth, the British

-•Jiietropolis.

"The LTvlnß- *luvlitn.c."
Story of the Living Machine." by—

H. W. Conn. D. Appleton & Co., New
York.

\u25a0 Of tWe various little volumes composing
the "Library of Useful Stories" which
l:;irv heretofore been issued, or w;hich are
Jikely to be, it is doubtful whether an-
other can be found of the great intrinsic
vahic which this one possesses. Prof.
Conn is known to all readers of the lit-
<r*tui:<> OT science as one of its most
luminous disciples. He is able to invest
a subject ordinarily beyond the reach of
the reader of the average intelligence
•with the keenest interest. He makes
the n'OKi abstruse problems of science
a-ppeaf plain to the common, understand-
ing-, and his work thus far has been of
surpassing value in bringing within the
liopul'ar comprehension the great discov-
eries In, science which distinguish this
epoch <jf the world's progres-3. This little
book is devoted to telling the story of the
human machine. It treats of all the
ihost recent discoveries of science in the
domain of biology. \u25a0 Itis a review of- the
conclusions- reached by modern biology
in regard to the mechanism which con-
trols the phenomena of. livingactivity.

Prof. Conn. a3 is well known, occupies
tl'.e chair of biology in the Wcsleyan uni-
versity. He has ateo written the story
of germ life, wliich is one of the present
series.

Prof. Conn traces with the profoundest

Interest in this volume the various steps
in the scientific discoveries which bring
us lo the conclusion that the livingbody
is a machine, it is the story of this ma-
chine which he tells. Pie divides his sub-
jpci into two great parts, one involving

the story of the running of the livingma-
chine, and the other the story of the
ori;:in of the living:machine.

It is a singular and highly instructive
fact that in the midst of the great ad-
vaw-rmr.it of knowledge among the
masses of the people which has been made
during the century now drawing to a
olo:-e there still subsists the densest ig-
norance, even on the part of the men and
•women of intelligence, concerning the
vital functions of the human body. This
is the piodnet in pnrt of a totally false
sysiein of education, and in part of a
grotesquely fal.se modi-sty and morality.
'; he reader who has mind enough and the
faculty of exerting it to read this book
to the end may be said to be the posses-
tor of more knowledge of substantial
end enduring value than is possessed by
cue pgrson in ten thousand.

With Infinite pains alid in the clearest
possible way Prof. Conn takes the reader
through the various stages of di3covery
jlvhereby science has- at -last reached the
commanding eminence from which in
time it will ba in position to survey the
jn-ofour.dost secrets of nature. Inhis lit-
tle booh he brings together the discover-
ies of science in all that relates to hu-
man life, and gives to the unprofessional
rcadtr glimpses of those grand domains
(>i Learning into which it is vouchsafed
thil only the most conscientious scholar
t\uu student shall enter. If this little
!book is in any sense a test of the value
of the fifteen or sixteen other like pub-
lications which make up the series, it
ca.n truthfully be said that the "Li-
brary of Useful Stories," published by D.
.Appleton & Co., is one of the most val-
uable libraries which the work of the
modem press places within the reach of
the evcry-day reader.

''Mexicnn Visljts."

"Mexican Vistas." Harriott Wright Sher-
i-att. Rand, McNally &Co., Chicago.
The new volume from the pen of Har-

riott Wright Sherrratt, while designed as
a Ruide to the -show places and points

"of interest in picturesque old Mexico, is
so well disguised by an attractive cover
*nd excellent illustrations that the reader

\u25a0is well into it before the purpose is sus-
pected and the text tends even then to
convince one that he is reading for in-
terest rather than profit. As a sample
of the contents may be cited this de-
scription of a Mexican watering place.

"The Grand baths, which aro about a
lialf mile east of the station, are open-
air batl-.s. They are named for the
apostles, and one can take a St. Peter,

« St. Paul or a- St. Murk, as bo.st pleases

him. Tlioy are of different tempera-
tures.-but all hot. From tlie spring at
the Grand baths runs ,a atgajnlng! brook
v,'hich is used by the poorer people, both
for laundry ai.d bath house. The women
are always washing on the stones and
sometimes they ure sporting in the water.
In spite, however, of the glowing ro-
mances of the guide books we saw
nothing fascinatingly improper in these
public baths. For studies of the nude,
Mexico, as compared to Cuba, offers few
advantages. Indeed, we saw nothing in
Aguas Calientes that the traveler can-
not see at the springs in Southern France
or Italy."

Mrs. Sherratt takes the reader to a
great mttnx interesting places. You can
walk with her along the Calzada of

Marelia. under the great trees, or stop

and admire the dome of the Cathedral of
Guadalajara, towering above .the Plaza de
Armas. There is all Mexico to choose
from and you may pick as sui.ts your
fancy.

Hooka for Solioolm.

"M-Mhod In Education." Ruric N. Ronrk;

"The Baldwin \u25a0 Primer," May lurk.
American Book company, Chicago.
"ffiethod in- • Education,", the second

book of Roark's pedagogical series, is
designed for

'
normal schools, teachers'

reading circles and. for private reading
by every teacher who seeks a key to the
solution of. the pr.oble.jnas. tljat continually
present themselves in the schoolroom. By

its practical application and illustration
of sound pedagogical principles it pre-

sents a workingmanual of great helpful-

ness to all teachers, both to the expe-
rienced and the inexperienced.

The lessons in the Baldwin primer have
been prepared in accordance with well
established principles of mental science
and child study. Besides a great number
of half-tones' and 'pen-and-ink sketches,

the primer contain? numerous colored il-
lustrations or"birds,', flowers, animals,

fruit and other familiar objects.

"The Honey .Make,r.K."

"Our Native Bird.?; How to Protect Them
and Attract Them to Our Homes." D.
Lange. The Macmillan Company, New
York.

' '

Mr. Lange, who is also author of a
"Handbook of Na'tiine Study," is well
known here as. instructor in nature study

in the public schools of St. Paul, and this
book irom his pen Will receive a warm
welcome on account of his personality
as well as 'bectruse of its own merit3.
H«? seeks. to secure b^ttLeS-pr^tection for
American birds by obr-er means than
legislative enactments. In his opinion

."insufficient means to carry out and en-
force the pToVisibn' of the law'" are al-
ways "the .greatest obstacle to the ef.
fective legal protection of song birds,

game birds; ami mammals.". H-e is a be-
liever in education, feeling that proper
teacfains by tlftfriends" -of birds will in
the future result in much less work for
giune wardens'. Among the subjects dis.
eus.sed are "Causes of the Decrease of
Song Birds," "The Decrease of Game

Birds." "How Best to Protect and Mako
Friends of the Birds," and "The Uses of

Bhds on Hats." Bird day is considered
and mention made of the laws on the
subject. An interesting school exercise
is given which would tend -to cultivate

love of birds among school children. One

section of the book is devoted to game
piolecUon. from the nature lover's point

of view. The entire book is a valuable
tnd entertaining discussion >of American
birds, with illustrations, and is a tasty

specimen of typographic excellence.

"N'ntlw Birds."
"The Honey-Makers," .Misa,Margaret

Warner Morley. Illustrated by the
author, A. C. McClurg & Co., Chicago.

In two sections this book deals with the

bee and with ancient and modern litera-

ture of the industrious honoymaker. Ths
structure, habits and intelligence of tho
busy little .insect till the first portion,

while tho seco«d portion gives interesting

anecdotes and allusions to the bee in. the

ancient and modern literature of the beo.

"The I'-eo People' was. written.for chil-

dren and "The Moneymakers" for adultsj-

but the tjrljyhr.Fimpie style oE/exiuaiams \u25a0

eviM-yLhing in this "grown-up" book
makes it of Tutorest to both young an*

dd- while it will bo .of decided, profit to

those payiSig deeper and more business

like attention to the subject. • -
. . \u25a0 !« : !

6tt the Book Table.

\ C Mcrim-s & Co. -"Moments WUb

:^issrf^^yto'^!U by

P^e"SKt"Our Native Birds,'

b>
J:1mes

a
H£^eS t Co.-"Of Making One's

<?<Mf Beautiful" by William C. Gannett.
The Truth Seeker Co.-'-Wonian. Church

and State." bv Matilda Joslyn Gage.

Tho American Book Co.-' Method in
Education." by Ruric N. Roark. $1; The
Baldwin Primer," by May Kirk,30c.

LITERARY KOTKH.

The Successful . American, a new
periodical containing biographica .sketches
of prominent men now In the public eye,

with half-tone engravings and editorial
paragraphs, has made its initial appear-
ance.

The leading article in. the January Home
Magazine is Wilf P. Pond'.s "Tales of the

Diamond Fields."
Former Consul General Charles De

Kay. than whom no American, knows Ber-
lin better, contributes Mo the January

Cosmopolitan a most interesting- ««<»\u25a0
important article on the Impressions ;he
gathered at Emperor William s capital.

The New Amsterdam Book company an-
nounces the immediate publication of two

novels bv popular writers. "Old Convict
DiyV" by Louis Becke, author of ''Pa-
cific Tales" and "Wild Life in Southern

Seas" and "The Glass Dagger," by Cut-
cliffeHyne, the creator of "Capt. Kettle."

D Applelon &Co. have nearly ready for
publication a new standard work entitled
"The International Geography.

"La Lettre d'Amour," one of the best
love stories Richard Harding Davis has
written with illustrations by Howard

Chandler Christy, it is the leading story

in the midwinter fiction number of the
Saturday Evening Post.

"Health-Culture," which has been pub-

lished for five years as a quarterly mag-
azine, opens its sixth volume as, a month-
lv under the editorship of W. R. C. Lat-
son M. D.

"
The" January number is a

bright one and contains much of interest
bearing on practical hygiene. '

.
—̂ —

FIFTY COCKTAILS.

Bartondor Say* There Is No Limit to

Varieties That Can Be Made.

Chicago Chronicl".
"How many k'.nds cf cocktail3 are thera,

do you suppose?" said the bartender. One
man said six, another ten. while an Eng-

lishman hazarded a thousand, but no one
paid any attention to him. Finally they

all gave it up, and tho bartender had the
chance he had been waitingfor.

'How many are there?" they asked.
"1 don't know," said the bartender. "I

have only been in the business ten years,

but there are very many, Some year3

ago, when I.was in/Frisco, a man told
me Icouldn't make one dozen different

cocktails. Itold him Icould make four
times as many. Finally we made a bit.
He used to come in every morning, and
Iguaranteed that Iwould make him a
different cocktail every morning for forty

days. IfIfailed Iwas to foot the bill:
otherwise he was to pay. Igot through

all right. Fur forty days Imade a differ-
ent cocktail for him every morning, and
finallyIthrew in eight more Just as a
flourish.

"There was not, of course, much differ-

ence between them, but quite enough for

an experienced man to be able to dis-
tinguish them, and so Iwon. The truth
is there is no limit to the varieties of
cocktail, and Ishould not be surprised to
see an experiencd man reach the hundral
mark."

Small Diamond* Best.

There are more perfect small diamonds
than there are perfect large ones, and
where a man gets together a collection,

of perfect diamonds he is most likely to
have a collection of small ones. Thus
the diamonds owned by Americans are
not as a rule, so large as the ones owned
In Europe. Artificial light enables the
European diamond wearer to wear his big
stones that are not altogether perfect.

nicht-st Gold Mine.

It is estimated that greater quantities
of gold and silver have been sunk in the

state of slush. The tradesmen were try-

ing to give to their shops a festive ap>
pearance, but the streets looked uninvit-
ing, and people were hustling one another
about, in their attempts to get through
their business at the earliest possible mo-.,
ment. Strange felt a relief as the train
steamed out of the station.- It was pleas-
ant to see the open country, in spite of |
the bad weather. Change of .scene was
a help, though he did carry his trouble
with him. • .'

He arrived at The Towers -in time for
luncheon, and was heartily welcomed by
his host and hostess. He found there were
several other guests besides, himself; The
gzeetings and introductions over, Mrs.
Belmont drew him aside. '
"Ihave ventured, Jack, to put you into I

the west wing,"said she smiling: "Ihope'
you don't mind. Icannot fancy you being
afraid of ghosts. My other sparerooms
are all occupied. The only real objection
to the west wingIs its being so far away
from everybody else."

"Oh, don't trouble "for a moment," said
he lightly; "it is the proper thing, to-
sleep hi a haunted room on Christmas
eve."
"Isuppose you have seen nothing of

Jeaii Graham by this train. She -wrote,
saying we were to expect her last even-
ing, but curiously she did not come, and
so .far, 1 have received no telegram. No
doubt something has delayed her at hjme,"
and she will come in by the 5 o'clock train
this evening."

Strange went to his room in the west
wing. He found it a picture of com-
fort, but there were long and winding
passages between it and the inhabited
part of The Towers. It had been built
several hundred years ago, by an eccen-
tric owner, who wished to live his life in
retirement. Being inconveniently dis-
tant, it had become disused, with the
Inevitable result of being "haunted." No

j servant could be persuaded to go along

[ those passages alone after dark.
"I could give them the reason why

Jean' has not appeared," said he to him-
self. "Of course, she would not meet
me, after her scornful treatment of my
letter. When she accepted Helen's invi-
tation, she did not know that Iwas
to be at The Towers. No, we sliaU «ot
see Jean Graham here by th«itrain."

John Strange was a prcnAt and sensi-
tive man, and he felt littterly the way
in which he had been Created by the girl
he had honored above all other women.

IHe had poured »«t his soul to her in- a
| long letter, in vhich he had asked her to

be his wife. True, he had said, in con-
clusion: **Ifyou cannot love me, Ishall
know by your silence;" but for all that,
he had expected to have some words of
regret, and he had' hoped, with all the
strength of his manly nature, that he had
not been mistaken in believing that, she.
loved him. But now it was over; she
had taken him at his word

—
and silence'

was her only answer to his passionate

J appeal!
The Towers was a pleasant house to

visit. The domestic machinery worked
jsmoothly. Visitors never felt that an ef-
fort was being- made for their entertain-
ment. You felt tree to go and come as
you liked, and you seemed to be living
in an atmosphere of cherry good nature.
The Belmonts were blessed with much
of this world's wealth, and they knew
how to make use of it, for others, as well
as for themselves.

Tea was served in the drawing room
on the day of"Jack's arrival

—
a cozy

room, with a large log fire, and shaded
lamps. Helen was in the center of a
group of guests, pouring out tea. Strange
was chatting with a pretty girl at the
other side of the fire. Their conversa-
tion was bright and sparkling, and no
one noticed his depression of spirits. He
was anxiously awaiting the arrival of the
5 train, though he did not believe for a
moment that Jean would appear. Pres-
ently, wheels were heard on the gravel,
and Helen went out into~the hall to re-
ceive her guest. There was a hurried
conversation, in low tones, and then she
returned to the drawing room, looking
slightly disturbed.

"Miss Graham has not arrived," she
jsaid. "We begin to be a little uneasy.
We felt curtain that she would come in
by this train. Of course, something must.
have prevented her at the last moment;
but Idon't understand why people do not
Itelegraph at once in such cases."

George Belmont entered, not feeling in

J the best of humors with his missing
I.guest. He had had various journeys to

the station, which was two miles from
The Towers, not to speak of the constant.
turning-out of the horses. A cup of tea
soon set him to rights, however, for he
Iwas one of the most genial of men.

Strange went to his room about mid-
Inight, sat over his fire smoking, for about

half an hour, then turned in. He was
unusually tired. The day had seemed
Ilong, but he flattered himself he had suc~
Icessfully hidden his feelings under a
Icloak of gayety. It was several nights
Isince he had slept more than an hour or
Itwo at once. Now, flinginghimself upon

the pillows,he went off into a sound and
heavy sleep. It must have been some

Ihours afterward that he was aroused by
Iwhat seemed to be a knocking on a dls-
Itant wall. He started up in bed, feeling
Ian unpleasing thrill of the nerves, as he
Iremembered all the ghost stories con-
Inected with the west wing. He was not
jnaturally a nervous man, but in his pres-
Ient state of tension, small things had a
Igreater effect upon him than would have
Ibeen the case in Ms normal state* He sat

up and listened intently. The fire had
!died down to a few glowing embers— only

just sufficient to make darkness visible!
IThe wind howled in the wide chimney.

and dashed the loose sprays of creeper
jagainst the windows. At last he heard 3

Irepetition of the knocking, but it seemed'
J at a greater distance, and he fancied he

heard a faint \u25a0 q?y am/d the moaning of
the wind.

"Decidedly uripleis£it," he murmured
to himself. "N^o \u25a0 wonder the servant?
have no liking for'"tire west wing."

He .listened some longer, then
sleep overpowered "him,' and he did not
wake again until his shaving water was
brought to the door. It was late, but
the letters had-flrfTvetl. It was the cus-
tom at The Towers to send them round
to the bed rooms, so^John Strange found
one laid upon She U|p of his hot water
can. Seeing thelhanpwritlng of his map

in the 'Temple? *he broke open the en-
velope at once, and found an lncloaure of
a smaller size. The man's note ran thus:

"Dear Sir: £»aajt -evening, in lookng
into the letter *fa#, V found this inclosed
letter fastened into the hinge of the. lid.
Ifear it must have come by an earlier
post. Ihasten to send at once. Your
obedient servant.

—
"James Watson."

. John tore open ttie inelosure, and read:
"Dearest Jack: Ireceived your long

and. very precious letter. I,too, have had
an invitation to The Towers, and am
starting at once. Iwill give you your
aiibWer when we meet there tomorrow.—

"Jean."
The note was dated the 23d. Jack read

it over twice and then he fully realized
the good news that it brought. But with
the happiness came "the thought that ill
must have befallen her whom he loved.
Yesterday, wlien his friends had suggest-
ed that harm h,ad come to the girl, he
had laughed the' idea' to scorn, feelfng

sure in his own mind;.that he knew the
reason of her non-appearance. Now all
things were altered, and there was every
reason why she. should have been at Tha \
lowers "on thf*ove'iung of the 23d.

"What -a, tool.Tje 'been," he muttered,
"wasting all these hours and my darling
heaven knows where!' V-

Dressing hastily. "\u25a0he" "sought out Mr. Bei-
:mbnt''arTd explain^!"^that he had hews
from town that M.iss Graham had stait^d
and he feared' 'that' something serious
must have happened to prevent her! ar-
riving. Mrs. Belmont joined them as

•they -were talking and the thre« discussed
the matter in all lights.
"A telegram'was sent to town asking
Whether. Jean liad really jefit by the tra'n
she intended. Strange considered that his
best plan was -ta-go to- the... station, and
make all inquiries there. Unfortunately,
being Christmas day, things were doubly

.ditlicult...The ujegraph office.only opened
for an hour.' and the trains ran ;as on-

-Sunday. There Jwas no time to lose- Jack
had a horse brought round at once and
made off at full speed.

Arriving at" tjje he interviewed \
the station master first, but with little1

result. He hacjcnotiooticed any lady an-
swering to the description leave May-
bury station, eitfieVori the 23d or the 24th,
"but," .he ad<j£d_ somewhat carelessly,

''she may have 'come when Iwas away

or inmy room. 1;49hlt take much notice
of lady passengers, as a rule." Jack
wired up the lUie.-'irtlt could hear no tid-
ings. His fea\>i besan to, take full-pos-
session of him"" now,' and he cursed his
folly in havlng;wastjed the long hours of
yesterday. He was, about to leave the
station when a<wos<i porter hobbled up
to him.

\u25a0\u25a0 "Was you looking for a lady's luggage,

sir?" said he, touching his cap. "Because
there's some 3'ust been. pttt out of the" up
train. The,, guard said that it was found
in a first-class carriage - and nobody to
own It. As.ii was labeled 'Maybury' he
has brought it 'back. It should have
come back yesterday, seeing it was found
the night before, but there's no telling
where* things get to' at Christmas time.":

Jack, crossed ihe line, looked at the lug-
gage, which he found labeled 'Graham,
Maybury," then, ippF. being able to learn
anything further, he -rode-off. to the junc-
tion, three miles .taesfer town. He que.,4-

.-tioped .the ticket'"I'*Collectors1
'*
Collectors there, but

could hear nothing. One suggested that
theKlady Jiad i'ailedfjF<T*eh^rf£s6' at ths junc-

I.tion, as she outfit 00-itays dona, for May-,
'bury. "stfaT)5r'ple4>ple*inade that misiaks '\u25a0'•'

he said; "espeeiffliy in busy .time-;."
Jack rode back/ ib'- The Towers to report

his unsuccessful efforts, hoping to rind
further news awaiting him. In this he.,
was disappointed. He snatched a hur-
ried meal, for lie thought it wise t ) hus-
band hib strength, then rode to Burton
station, two miles further down the line
than Maybury. Here the ticket collector
xeomed to be H man of some observation.
He thought quietly for a few moments>-
then said:

'Yes, Ido remember such a lady, now
Iwnie to think- of it. She stepped out
of tba train just before it starred, lock-
ing tt bit flurried 'ike. Her ticket v.'as

!far Maybury, and she pa'.d the difference,
then wa'ked out ..to the station and dowa
the road."

Burton consisted <k about fifty houses,
some distance apart on both sides of the
main road. Any one coming from the sta-
tion and making for Tho Towers would
leave the main'iroa^r after walking ab ut
fifty yards, and-.turn off to t';e rlgfet
across several somewhat lonely larfes, and
so wind into another road which led di-
rectly to The Towers

—
the whole distance

being not more thanilwo and a half m'los.
Strange left the station, wonder n% what
should be the next move. He was fully
convinced now that Jean, having failed
to. change at the junction, and having
passed through Maybury station, had

Ithought it best to Walk to The Towers
from Burton. )She; was a good walker,
and would know, .that the distance was
not great.

But what fifvi become of her after-
ward? Jack trembled to think. He walk-
ed back to Th-e Towers, stopping at every
house on the way to make full inqui.ies.
None seemed to have noticed the ,qirl

. after she left the station. There seerne-.l
nothing else to be done. George Be.'mont
had already put the police upon the tra.k

Iof the mystery, but they had so far l^ara-
{ ed nothing, not even so much as Jack
had himself found out. He could not rsst,
but wandered about until long after dark,
trying to follow up fir3t one clue, and
then another. At length, weary and Bid
at heart, he sought his room. Tired
though he was, he felt he cou'd not si?ep
in his uncertainty of rni^d. He piled morj

fuel upon his fire, and, slipping an h*s
dressing gown, sank down In a big chair
by the fire. He had spent a strange
Christmas day, hurrying about from vil-
lage to village, and. often retracing hi3
steps across the wet fields. The whole
household had been in an ups^t, especially
since the arrival of Jean's brother from
town. He explained how his sister left
home in the best of spirits, making it p r-
fectly clear that something very serious
had happened.

Allseemed to have been done that was
possible to trace the girl, but, so far,
without result. Strange sat on, going
over in imagination all the hours of tha
past day, \u25a0 trying to evolve some ntw
plans for the morning, and wondering, in
an agony of -fear, what could have be-
come of the woman -he loved.

The clock irvthe mantelshelf struck the
half hour aft|r midnight and the wind
sighed inthe trees. west wing seem-
ed very far removed' from the rest of the
house. Strange ross from his chair, and
began to pace^ip and down to relieve the
nervous strain on his mind. He had only

taken half a' dozen' turns when he was
brought To a'fcuddefl standstill by a long
and muffled spjjnd <# knocking, and what
seemed like a faint cry, In the distance.
He waited, resnaini^g perfectly stiHi untii
it was repealed. Yes, they were most
certainly the isameVkind of sounds he had
heard on thd previous night—the same
knocking, the" same^faint cry. For a few
moments a nervous-dread possessed him,

his hands shook as Jie pushed hi3 fingers
through hts $unmfc halr' then- gripping
himself as it, were, he decided to follow
up the mystery 'amf run to earth, ifpos-
sible, the ghost of'the west wing.

He took up his'candl'e and a thick stick
:which stood in the corner, and quietly nn-
locked the door. He turned to the left
and made his way down a long narrow-
passage in the opposite direction from the
inhabited pai't of the house. So far he
had heard no spunrl since leaving his
room, but as he opened a door which lc>l
to a small staircase the knocks became
very distinct, and he deckled that he w.a:-
upon the right track. He crossed a land-

John Strange sat in his chambers in th<?
inner temple. He pushed on one side a
pillof papers which he had been examin-
ing and turned to mend the fast-dying
fire. It was a dreary night, the wind
sighed in the keyholes and rain beat
heavily against the window. He shivered
more from imagination than from cold,

as he took up a letter which had been
delivered by the last post. He read it;-
then cast it carelessly on one side. It
was of no importance.

"So there is no letter from Jean," he
exclaimed. "Isuppose Imust accept my
fafe, though Icould have sworn she loved
me! She might at least have written and
told me it had all been a great mistake.
No doubt I've been a fool to think a girl

of her stamp could care for a man like
me, and yet Ishould have made a posi-

tion in a year or two; and now—well, I
won't stay here for Christmas, ai any

rate.*' He drew pen and paper toward him
and hastily wrote, accepting an invitation
to spend Christmas with his friends, the
Belmonts, at their place in Buckingham-
shire. Then locking up his papers and his
desk he went off to bed, little dreaming
of the delicate little note, which was at
that moment securely caught inside the
door letter box.

Now, it so happened that among other
guests the Belmonts had invited both
\u25a0Tack Strange and Jean Graham to The
Towers for Christmas. Jack had mention-
ed the fact of his own Invitation, in his
letter to Jean, but was hoping to remain
in town at her bidding. She, on her part,
started for Buckinghamshire with a light
heart, after writing to tell Jack she would
give him his answer when they met at
The Towers.

The next morning Strange packed his
bug, called a hansom, and drove off to
Paddington. He had slept little, and was
feeling fagged and anything but happy.

The weather, too, was cheerless and deso"-
lute. Snow had fallen during the night,

and the streets were in an uncomfortable

MAD WITH DBINK.
Vivilm of Alcoholism Ilium Amurk

In St. I.onlH.
ST. LOUIS, Jan. 13.—James House, a

patient at a private sanitarium here, to-
day assaulted his nurse, Albert Dehrin.
House then jumped from a second story
window and died from his injuries a
few hours later. It la feared that Doh-
rin's wound may prove fatal. Houso
was a merchant of Blue Mound, 111. Ha
was brought to St. Louis recently u> ba
treated for alcoholism.

Wood Tar.

It Is curious to notice that wood tar la
prepared .iust as it was in the fourth cen-
tury, B. C. A bank is chosen and a hole
dug. into which the- wood is placed, cov-
ered with turf. A fire is lighted under-
neath and the tar slowly drips :»-o ttw
barrels placed to receive it.

Many children look too

old for their years. They
go about with thin faces and
sober manners not in keep-
ing with robust childhood.
Ifit's your boy or girl, give

'Twillfillout the hollow
places, increase the weight,
and bring a healthy color
to the cheeks. The im-
provement continues long
after they cease using the
Emulsion. Get Scott's,

$oc. and $t.OO, alldruggists.
SCOTT &BOWNE, Chemists* N*wYorlfc

come to my rescue. But the minute*
passed into hours, and scill no help came.
Of course, Ihad decided by that tima
that Ihad' fastened myself into one of
the rooms of the west wing. Ifelt care-
fully round the watls for" another door
and found the one by which Jack entered,

but only to be again disappointed in find-
ing it fasH. Then Isa.t down and cried,

and remembered all the horrible ghost

tales Ihad ever heard. At Intervals dur-
ing the night and following ciay Iham
mercd away, at first one door and the:\
the other; but as they and the walls are
of such an extraordinary thickness Ibe-
gan to despair. The only window in th-i
room is high up. near the ceiling-, and
thc.t, of course, Icould not reach. Hun-
ger attacked me, too," said she, smiling,
"and Ishould have been even worse put

to it but Ifound a take of chocolate in
my coat pocket. It seems ridiculous now.
when 1look back upon it all, but it was
very real then, and very terrible."

The girl shivered, and Helen hurried
her off to bod. She did not leave her

until she saw her falling into a soft,

sleep. Jack went back to his room, and
was soon sleeping soundly, and was not
further disturbed by ghosta from the

%vest wing. He slept for many hours and

when he awoke felt better than he had
done for many a long day.

Next morning, the snow having disap-
peared and the weather satisfactory,

there was a meet of the hounds at the
further side of Eurton, but when Jack
came down stairs he found he was too
late to accompany his host and hostess,

who, with their visitors, had left an hour
ago. He hung about Vhc house, amusing
himself as best he could, but finding it a
little dull. Late in the afternoon he was
sitting over the hall lire trying to read,
whtn he heard a soft footstep beside him.

"Jean," he said, rising and taking both
her hards In his own, "tell me that you
are no worse for that terrible time."

"Not the least bit, thank you," said
she, lightly,smiling at his anxiety.

"Then, dearest, Ican wait no longer for
your answer to my letter. Will you l>a
my wife?

She hesitated for a moment, then looked
up into his face.

"If you" only knew how Iloved you.
Jack," said she, shyly.

Jean Graham has visited the went Wing
several times since her imprisonment
there, but ahe always chooses broad day.
light for her visits and does not go unat-
tended.

ing, descended about a dozen- steps anil
then

—
a whiff from a broken pane blew

out his candle. John felt for his match-
es. He had left them in his room. There
was nothing for it but to retrace his

s-'teps as carefully as -possible in the dark-
ncrs. Nothing' daunted he set out afresh,
taking care this time to shield the -candle
with his hand in passing the open win-
dow. Arrived at this point he crossed a.
large room, with deep windows along its
southern side, then unlocking a door he
found himself at the top of another
flight of stone steps. The knocking was
ence more repeated, t"nl3 time the sound
being quite near. John hurried down the
steps, undid an old fashioned latch, open-
ed the door prepared to meet he knew not
what, and beheld— Jean, the woman he
ioved, seated upon an old oak chair.

"Joan, my darling, what has brought
you here?" he exclaimed.

The girl struggled to speak, but over-
wrought feeling checked her utterance.
John put down his candle and went to
her side. He took her cold hands in hi*
own, but when he looked agaui into he^
sv eet face she had fainted. The sudden
relief from her imprisonment, added to

the loss of food, had been too much fo?
her .strength. John put his arm tenderly
round her, and brushed back the soft
brown hair from her brow. He felt at a
loss what to (To. To fetch water or
brandy frcm his room would mean leav-
ing her with the chance of her waking to
find him gone. Gradually, however, he
saw signs of returning a?iimation, anA
in a few minutes she was herself again.

"Have Ifrightened you, Jack," said
she, softly.

"You are better now, darling," said he,

helping her to rise. "No wonder you faint-
ed in this lonely cold place," said he. ten-
derly. "But, come, Iwill help you back
the way Icame, and call Mrs. Belmont.
You must tell me how it all happened, but

not now."
Wrapping her cloak more closely round

her he helped her by slow degrees up

the stone steps, and along the dreary pas-
sages of the west wing. They found the
fire not quite out in the drawing room,

so Jack led her there, and placed her ir
the cozy depths of a large chair, then
lighted the lamp and went in search of

food. He returned shortly with bread and
wine, which he made her take slowly.

"You look more like Jean Graham
now," said he at length, as he put the
glass and plate upon the table. "Now I

willgo and wake George and Helen, and
then you must tell us how you managed

to be a prisoner in that cold little vault of

a room."
But a few minutes elapsed before he

returned, quickly followed by the Bel-

monts.
"Mypoor child!" exclaimed Helen, rusn-

ing in in her impetuous manner. "Tell us
how it all came about."

"Well, to begin at the beginning," said
Jean, who had by this time begun to feel
something like herself, "I forgot to
change at the junction. Iwas reading at
the time, and did not hear the porters call
out. After we had passed Maybury sta-

tioi-. Ifound what Ihad done, but just

then, as luck would have it, we drew up

at Burton. Quick as thought Idecided to

get out there, and walk across to The

Towers. Ihad never been that way be-
fore, but knew it could not be any great

distance. As Istepped out at the last

moment Ihad no time to see to my lug-
gage, which was all in the carriage with
me. But Idifi not trouble much about
that, as it was labeled all right. It was
getting dark, so Ihastened across the
fields, finding my way after only inquir-
ing once. Irather enjoyed the walk, and
laughed to myself as Ithought of your

surprise when you saw me come quickly

in. As Ineared The Towers it began to
rain rather heavily, and as Ihad no um-
brella 1 entered at the west gate. The
lamps were lighted in the grounds, as it

was by that time dark. Ientered by the

flrst door, thinking it led into the back
part of the house, which Iknew a little.
Closing the heavy door behind me Icross-
ed a kind of nagged hall, which was not
dark, as the lamp-light shone through the
window, opened another door, with a curi-
ous old fastener, slipped across the thres-
hold, when a heavy spring on the back
of the door pushed it to with a bang, and
Iwas a prisoner. The latch would only
open on one side, Ifound, and all my

efforts to release myself were in vain."
"My poor darling!" said Helen fondly.

"And to think we were so near you all

'1 did not enjoy the darkness," Jean
went on, "but Iknocked away at th&
door, expecting someone would shortly

EXTREMELY SO.
Dramatist— Don't you think my play is very realistic?
Critic

—
Very; the church scene in the third act was ho natural that Iwent &

sleep.
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