guiuctml linger bhere—

‘or Pleasure, passing by that door. staya not to cheer the sight,

And Sympathy but mufiles soumd

Yel in the Prison House of Pain things full of beauty blow—
attain

Lile Cliristmas roses, whic
Porfection "mid the snow-—

Love, entering, in hi% mild warmth the darkest shadows melt,
Anil often, wheve the hush is deep, the wafe of wings is ftt

Ah, me! the Privon Houge of Pain!—wlhat lessons theve are bought!

Latasana of & sublimer striin
Than any e'sewhere tanght

Amid its loneliness and gloom, grave meanings grow mare elear,
For to no earthly dwelling-place seoms God so stranpely near!

THE HOUSE OF PAIN,

BY FLORENCE EARLE COATES.

Unto the Privon House of Pain none willingly repair— =
e bravest who an entrance gain-—

and banishes the light,

—1'rom “Lyrica of Life.*

The Commercial Traveler’s

Yes, we commercinls have our folt
ghare of odd experlences, and we
grow epse-hardenad in tme Bt
there wns one ocension when 1 un-
connclongly played a guedr part in o
bl affalr, and whenever 1 travel on
thiz line tha clreometanees come
vividly before vy mind's eye, and |
experionce a atrange feellng of ner-
vousnens which, try asg 1 wiil, 1 ein-
not ovarcome

It happened one night
ber, u gand
WAk young on the p
fng by tha avening
to entel the midnizht
pool for Bell

1 arflved #t the torminug on the
stroke of tho hour, Jeanl
time to : my tHeket and Ming my I
nnd ha yto n pecond amoker before |
the traln movied of |

There were ofly two ofther pazsan- |
gers In the
the ende of the sxme
gleh of vellef, gottlod mysell down In

in Deecems-
when I

trnyvel-

mony VOArs ngn,
I waa
train from Euston

boat ot Livey-

nd barely

compartment, occupyving
with n

seal: fo,

a corner and prepared to enjoy o eigat
and the lntest evening papor |

Before aturting to rénd 1 took n
look #t my fellow passengers, for 1
hay lwrys been food of n chat, :\rulI
can generslly spot o Hkely talker at|
onee.  However, therte wis Hitle p -
pect of anything of the kind, for
oty were middle-aged mon of ve-|

gsorved appearance, who woltld hardly
defgn to notlee n youngster like my-
golf The one opposjite (o me, -'l,i
elenp-shaven man with a professi nnl |
alr, wae borled In his paper; while
the other weas lying back in the far |

eorner with his cap over his eyes,
smoking n Dig cigar, and apparently
balf asleep

We hnd got as far ns Rugby with-

out a word being spoken, when 1 sud-
denly felt my foot jogged in a pe
culinr way, and, looking up, 1 met the
keen glance of my professionnl-lool-
Ingz neighbor.

"Exense me, sir,” said he, with an
odd *Would you mind ox-
changlng papers? 1 see you have ex-
hausted vours."

*Cortainly,” sald 1, slightly sur-
prised, and we swapped m-mml[lu:l}‘.l
while he gave my toe another wirn-
fng kick.

Imagine my astonishment when |
saw penciled on the margin of his
paper theses words:

“Keep ealm. I'm a Scotland Yard
man. Our feilow traveler i Burn-
glde—yon know who, Warrant for
his arrest walts me at Liverpool; but |
may have to secure him before we|
reach there. Rely on your asalstance
it necessary., Sneak to me in refresh-
ment room, Sla¥ord.™

Of course T knew who RBurnside
was—oevervhody did then, You may
remember he was Lord ——'s secre-
tary, who abgconded with her lady-
thip’s diamonds, and made a big stir
at the time, thongh the affair was
hushail up alterwarde,

I wos pretiy cool in those dayi, and
[ read the words over again before
I permitted mysell to take a peep at
the redoubtable Burnside himself, He
was still smoking lazily, and was evi-
dently unconscious of the proximity
of danger. TFor a week he had eluded
capture, aad the Jast item ol news
was that the police were still working
on a clue some days old. The very
paper 1 held contained a paragraph
to that effect carefully marked in
pencll by my detective friend.

You may ghess [ wos terribly ex-
eited by the time we runched‘Sl:sl‘l‘ortl.
where a five minutes' stop was made;
and no sooner had the train pulled
up than I pocketed the paper containe
Ing the strange message, and hurried
off to the refresiiment room,

A minute later the detective joined
me, lounging up in a carcleas style.

*Don't look round,” he safd; “he's
pver there at the cpllee countor, If
he suspects anything he'll boll., He's
expecting some one ut Crewe, I fancy,
for he sent n wire from tra telegraph
office at Euston to & party 'here, and
I overheard the clerk asking him
about some figures in the telegram—
2064, they were.”

“Why, that's the number of our
ecompartment,”™ I sald,

“Exactly. It's sure to be a messagn
telling some one to meet him, and, it
80, the puir of them may give me
trouble nt Liverpool."

“What do vou mean to do, then?"

“Collar him as soon as we start
from here, strap him up, shove him
under the seat, and when his procious
accomplice arrives at Crewe I'll piteh
a4 yarn to him about his friend being
In another part of the traln. Then
he'll board the train, and at Liver-

; pool the pollee can formally arrest
my prisoner, while | follow the other
chap to see what the gama Is. You
se@, I don't know which of them has
the booty, and that's the main thing
we're after.”

smlle,

“But supposing some olther pasen-

gers have already eutered our com-
partment?” -
“They can’t. I've made it all right
with the guard. Time's nearly up;
better wot buek, T must huy o couple

| on Burnslde and had him plioed In

{ He struggled frightfully for a moment

LA

Story.__

“Of courge,” sald 1, for the affaly
was greatly to my Hking.

Wi weore Just abont to start when
Burnslde, who had settled doawn In
hig corner, suddinly ross and tI:rm'.l.I
hig head out of the window beslde us,

“Guard!*" he shontad, “Whit time
do we reach Crewe?®

“Elght-forty-five, sir!®™ |

“Hood!”™  Burnside took his sent
agaln, and the detective and 1 ox-
changed glances. My heart hegan 1ol

beat fasat, and 1 braced myaelf ap for
the coming strugete: for Burnside
was n powerful looking man, and the

deltective, thoneh wiry and elos -'.J.11|l,I
was much stighter in bulld, Ve |
would evidi !|l.|'!' have a tongh Job of

it, T thoueht,

Just an the train flow through the
third slniion beyond Siafford the des
teetive, who hod boen Ndgetlng bhe-
hind his paper, suddenly began to
wipe hls Nips with his bandkerchief,
and then rose as if to got something
oft the rock, With one bound he was

the dorner with his knee,

“Quick, gat his wrists! ™ he said.

1 fumped over and lald hold of
Rurnside's hands, just ns he wis
strogeling to rench s pocket, Then
1 saw that his face was eoversd hy
the detective's handkerchief, from
whieh ecame p strong, siekly odor,

o two and then seemed to collapse.

“It's all right now,” sald the de-
teetive, “but he very nenrly had me
plugeed. Faugh! Open the windows,

and, feeling easter In my mind, 1

| Burnside,

Jumprd out, closed the door, and
stood by 1t untll my friend returned.

“Eyerything right?" “sald he.
“Good! I've wired further Instrue-
tlons to Liverpool. I'll relleve you
now If yon want a drink.”

I rushed oft for some coffee, for 1
wns feeling eold,  Hut no sooner had
I put the eup to my Hps than the bell
rang, and 1 had to swallow the stuff
it one gulp, half scalding my mouth,
ond then make a bolt for my ecarriage.
1 wns only just In time, for the train
hind begun to move. The guard held
apen the door and bangéd it to after
me; and then) to my horror, listead
of my friend whom 1 expected to find
wilting for me, there was the black-
bearded man in the far corner of the
carringe, covering me with a revolver,

“The game's up, my Iriend,” he
sald,

I was too astonlshed to reply, and
sanlk down helplessly on the cushions,
forgetting my blistered mouth In sud-
den terror, for T Knew 1 was com-
pletely at the rullinn's merey.,

“You're n deep one; hut not deep
enough,” he wont on, “Just feteh out
my (riend there, and undo him. Mind,
no tricks."

| obeyed, In n kind of stupor, and
presently Burnside was sitting up on
the onposite gent, rubbing his brow In
o dazed manner,

“Ari you all right, Barker?"™ sald
the bearded man, still keeping the
ravolver polnted at me.

"“Oh! you've come, Buart,”
recovering  hWis
“Have they got clenn nwny?*

“Wa've nabbed one of them; but
ot the one we want, "

“Oood!™ eald Buarnslde, turnlng to
look gt me, “How did the other man-
ngon to bolt?"

“Well, I wnn walting for you at
Crewe, acedbrding to your Instruetlions,
and 1 spotted onr man immedintely,
though 1 was rather surpriged at your
nhssnee. However, 1 thought youn'd
turn up presently, go [ followed him
when he left the earrlage. The beg-
gar went to the booklng-office and
took a ticket for Glasgow. Then I
kept my eyos skinned, for 1 knew
that something had gone wrong. IHe
hureled buek to the carringe, and our
friend here then left him. 1 dldn't
bother about him, thongh, thinking
ho wns an ordinnry passenger; and as
our man commenced to pace up nnd

gnld
songes,
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v WHAT IS A MAN ?

té ﬁ LITTLE 80O

g corpse. —Epictetus.

g “The masterpiece of over-daring
g Nature."—Zoroaster.

g “The glory and

g Imti\)erse-“—‘pascal.

%' “One more lump of clay to hold the
U world todgether."—Emerson.

E “The End of Man.—To do his duty,
.'T and to tell the truth."—Stoics.

i
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quic%, or we'll be succumbing to the |
chloroform ourselves.”

I lowered the windows, and none
too soon, for already the drug was
beginning' to make my hegd swim.
The detective, meanwhile, was seouy-
ing Burnsgide's hands and feet with a
couple of stout rug straps.

“That's all right,” he sald, when
he had finished “You nabbed his
hand just at the right moment, 1'11
mention your name in the proper
quarter if you'll give it to me, and
who knows but you might come in for
a recognition from his lordship!™

I gave him my name, but on econdi-
tion that it would not be published
In the papers.

“I'll see to that,” he said; "and
now, help me to place our worthy
friend under the seat."

We lifted Burnside with some difli-
culty and rolled him under the over-
hanging curtains, placing his head
against the detective's black bag.

“Goopd! ™ sald my alert companion,
“but his arm shows & trifle, so 1'l1
place the foot-warmers In front.
There you nre! Half a dozen peaple
might look into the carringe and
never dream he was there.”

“When he comes te, though, he'll
commence to shout."”

“I'll gag wlm just before we reach
Crewe, He'll be all right, never fear."

Now that the crisis had passed, 1
began to grow cheerfully interested
fu the affalr, and looked forward with
eagerness to the second act In the
little drama which was belng played
before our eyes.

Sure enough, when the train slowed
up at Crewe, there was a tall, heavily
beared man standing on the platform
inspecting the numbers on the car-
ringes,

“You wait hers while T mot the
guard to put a reserved label on this
compartment, We don't want the
‘baggar in here If we can help it,"

He got out and closed the door,
leaving me alone with the thief, who
lind been duly gagged, and was now
breathing heavily, with every sign of
returning consclousness, 1 felt some-
what uncomfortable, I must confess,
when the bearded man passed the
carriage and glanced sharply in; and,
fearing he might return and subject
the carrlige to a cloper inspection, I
rearranged the foot-warmers and
trandferred my bag to the other side,
s0 that the view unnder the seat was
completely blocked.

Prosently & porter ecame and

of staun You'll belp, if neec sary?”

\iabeligd the compartment *Reserved ”

-

down, T walted over at the bookstall
to sgee what would happen. As you
badn't turned up, I knew he had
managad to play some triek on you,
and 1 determined not to let him out
ol my s'ght, Then the hell rang.
and In he jumped, closing the door
Bekind him. 1 walted half o second
for the guard's ‘Right awny!' and
then I mnde a rush and followed my
wan.  Put the begear had gone!™

“Through the other door?”

“Yes. 1 was too late to follow him,
and then, just ns I spotted you under
the seat, and tumbled to the whole
plant, In comes our friend here and
delivers himself up Hke o lamb."

By this time I had bogun to see
that there was o mistake somewhere,
and that I was in a very awkward pre-
dleament. 1 turned hot all over and
o funny feeling erept down my spine.

“Gentlemen,” sald I, “I'm afrald
there's been a terrible mistake,”

“Yes," growled the man named
Burt, “and you'll jolly soon find out,
too. Look here, what's your name?"™

I told him, adding that T was trav-
eling to Belfast on business.

“Drop it, and own up,” sald he.
“Come, you may as well tell us whore
you've put the swag.”

“Swag! What swag? I ean assure
you, gentlemen, I know nothing of
this business.”

“You know how to chloroform a
chap," sald the other.

“It was the detective, not I," I
replied, in dismay.

“The dotective! Who on earth are
you talking about?"

*Who—my friend, who's
The detective!™

“Look here, young man, you're
either very deep or a blg fool. Do
yon know that we are detectives and
that your precious friend whom you
have assisted to escape was Burn-
side?™

“Burnside!" I repoated, horror
struck. Visiops of prison cells and
wrowded courts and my name in the
papers began to float before my eyes.
I hed been fooled utterly and com-
pletely,

“Yeg, and you'll precious soon have
to answer for It, too."

It wans in vailn that I explained;
they wouldn't listen to me. Then 1
guddenly remembered the newspapey
in my pocket.

*There,” sald I, “if you don't be-
lleve me, look at (hat!™

They took the paper and esamined
it, with evident surprige. Then Burt
looked up,

gone.

[ *Look here, we'll want to see into !
this aftatr. 1t this yarn of yours is
true, and you're a genuine traveler,
show us your credentinlg. Open your
bag thera!"

I pleked up what 1 thought was my
bag, and then started back in dis-
mny. 3

“SWhy, thls lsn't mine, it'a the de-
teetlve's—1 menn Burnslda's. ™

The detectives jumped to thelr feét
and laid hold of the bag. It was
locked, but in a trice they hnd foréod
it open, and from its depths drew a
flat moroceo leather case, Pressing
the apring, Burt relensed the 1id, and
a binze of dazzling light met our eyes,

“Well, I'm blessed!™ gald Burt.
“He's gone off with the wrong bag.
Thesa are Lady A——'s dinmonds! ™

It was true enough. I remembered
having moved my bag under the op-
posite aeat, and Burnside in his haste,
must have migtaken it for hig own, to
which it bore a strong resemblance,

Tlia detectives fell back on the seat
and began to laugh,

" o L] L] . . L]

Of course; T had a bit of a Job to
prove my bona fides. 1 wos detained
ut Liverpool that night, and released
on ball next day, Lucklly the affule
wis kept out of the papers, and [ es-
eaped with the only Indignity of re-
celving n severe official cemsure for
my Improdence,

Burnside gol clean away, a8 you
donbtless remember, and I heard no
more of the affair untll some six
months afterward, when I received a
cheek for G0ty pounds from his lord-
ghip, who, It was romored, was not
gorey that Barnside hnd escaped, onee
the dinmonds were recovered. But I
don't think I should enter on a slmi-
lar undertaking agaln, even with the
prospect of n reward ten thmes as big,
—Waverlay.
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2 The Deep Waterway $
L]

. For Illinois. °
:. ePoLooeoPROGROBRD ..l.ﬂ..:

Writlng of “"Another Phage of the
Deep Waterway Problem," Ebin J,
Ward says, in The World To-doy:

“The nevitable eonclusion follows
thet, I the State takes posgession of
the water-power rights of private in-
dividunls, mothing can be accom-
plished with the $20,000,000 toward
the construction of the walerway.
However, for the §20,000,000 na
waterway, nfter the plans of the
United States engineers, can be built
from Jollet to Utlea, provided the
State leaves private owners in pos-
gesslon of their private property, ns
does the plan of the United States for
a walerway down the valley, The
iden of the Government or of the
State developlng and distributing hy-
drovlectrio energy, Ia go foreign to
the univeraal conception of the proper
functions of government, that the in-
ahility to do so should be regarded
as fortunate,

"“Therefore, why shonld Lhe State
abandon the constrnetion of a water-
way, moerely hecause It eannot seenre
the water-power for Its private gain?
Lot ug have the waterway, but let the
State uge Its powera for governmental
purposea only."”

WORDS OF WISDOM.

When Poverty comes In the door
True Love engages her on the spol to
do the cooking.

The manager of a temperamental
“atar" knows that all luminous bod-
fea nre not heavenly.

Chivalry died of n conrestive chill
the day the first short halred woman
appeared on the streels,

'T wailed for the river to ron hy,
mothor,” and now I am too old and
stift mysalf to run,

A man {8 never go much-a man as
when he I8 irying to convinece some
woman she fsn't anything but a wo-
main.,

A good name ghould he chosen for
a book, but if yon want it to bring
you groat riches get the right press
agent,

To the opltimist the rains of April
bring the roses of May; to the peasi-
mist the same showers bring fore-
bodings of rhenmatism.

The only tie that binds I8 a love
knot,

Many a peach hath the disposition
of a lemon.

People who llve In glass houses
ought to Invest In shades,

The thoroughfare known as easy
street Is paved with dough.

Becnuse a girl Is chicken hearted
Is no sign that she is feather headed.

In the spring a young girl’s fancy
lightly turns to thoughts of Easter
hats,

They who pawn their opportuni-
ties rarely have the wherewithal to
redeem them.

He jests at jars who never had a
malden aunt who invited hersell to
live with his family,

“If T kept on, Mavourneen, until I
told you everything I want to say,"
wrote the ardent young Irish lover
to his sweetheart, “1'd atill have sev-
eral volumes to write you, darling.”

Roman, “he 1§ an ambitious poet, He
wotild serve the muses all his Hfe"

“But,"” replied his elder, “he makes
the mistake of supposing that Bae-
chus is one of the muses,'—Catholle
Standard and Times.

The capacity of the Atlantic cobles
{8 800,000,000 words annuplly. Only
25,000,000 are sent,

—From "“Eve's Eplgramg" in the
New York Telegram. '
Bibnlous.
“Nevertheless,” sald the vyoung
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Two Bags in One.

How often have we stood thought-
fully fn front of a plle of clothing, a
gult case and a valise nnd wondsered
which bng to  thke, The ahirts
wouldn't go In the vallse and the sult
ease wonlda't hold It all, sn we ware
obillen) to take hoth or o fronk

J

Two Chicago men got thelr hends
together and declded to combine the
two nnd get a patent on it, g0 now
we have the combined sult case and
valise, which will hold as much ns a
small trunk and ecan be earried nbout
with ease, The |llustratlon shows
how the two #are comlbiined, Neécoes-
gorlly the gult case vaed I8 one of the
gmaller sizns, as otherwise the con-
trivance would he so bulky that It
woulil discount Il convenlence in
other directions.  With thils eambi-
nation a man may fesl sure that his
sulits and shirts are 1ving Ant and not
creasing and at the same time he will
have all tho gmaller articles he needs
ready to hand In the vallss on top.
Boston Post,

Clock Stuttered, Too,

A droll sort of a fellow, given to
stuttering, met an old college chium
on the gtrect, Thoy had some hours
together nnd other things. As the
tardy one stealthily ascended the
ptalte on reaching home, out of the
darkness came his wife's volto:

“What time Is It?" sha asked,
sternly,

“Tt 18 J-3s0<3-Just 1," he stammered

The words were gearcely uttered
when the old fashioned clock on the
lIanding gave four laborious strokes.

“Do you hear that?” she asked,
sharply.

“But my d-d-dear,” he rejolned,
plensantly, “y-you muystn't mind that
c-c-clock, It's l-l-l-llke me. "—B8ue-
cess Magazine.

Sherlock Molmes Again,

i

“Do you know your chickens come
over Into my garden?"

“T thought they did.”

“Why?"

“Because they never come back."
—New York Telegram,

COMPANY CHECKER

Strect Hnllway Fares Abroad,

In the eitles of Great Britain the
population of which Is 200,000 or
more the avernge rate of fare for
atreet raliway travel {8 1.1 conts &
pusgsenger mile, In the eltles of Cons

tinental Borope the average rate of

{ fare paid for urban trangportation I8

one cent a passenger mile.

| On the overhend and undergronnd
(rallway In the city of Derlin, Ger-
many, the average rate of fare pald
I 1.25 cents a pnagenger mile, Itis
fguite apparent that the people of Bus
In gplte of the general impres
slon here to the contriry—aré paving
n higher price for a poorer service
than are the people of the United
Statog, —Rallwiy and Eogineering
teview,

rope

Keeps Spoon in Place,

When the number of kitehen uten-
glla and helps invented is compared
with' the number of Inventions In
other lines, the percentage of  the ¢
former Is nothing short of remuark-
ahle, Tt will not be long before the

| eonk will be eliminated entirely and

the dinner will be conked by o series
of wires, welghls and pulleys ruon by

| the kitehen elock.

Ono of the Intest deviees to help
the cook 18 the spoon rest, designed
hy a New York woman, This con
| sists of o single length of wire bent
to form wertically arranged hookg.!
l'whieh fagten over the side of a pot.
A long end with o Inon to It extends

Gui [Fube LUy oLoel side ol Lde pol, Ll
cooking some dighea it Is necessary to
have a apoon always handy to stir the
contents, Heretofore this spoon has
shown an annoylng habit of falling in
or out of the pot at eritieal moments
but with the rest just describgy'®™
handle ean be placed in t [‘

the whale kept in place thyg*
the pot, or even without it.- # #
Post.

Study of Catacombs.

A chalir of Christian archasology
has been established in the University
of Rome by direction of the Minister
of Education and Professor Marucel
has been appointed as its first ooccu=
pant. “Marucei, whose entry into the
[ faculty has created much excitement
!in chureh elreles, is known as the besat
| Informed archaeologlst of the Vatl-
| ean,” says Figaro, “and the only.sur-
| viving pupll of Rossi, who made the
catacombs a lfe study.™

Brigham Young.

Brigham Young had just been pre-
sented with his hundred and f@fth
son. A careworn look came over his
brow as the news was broken to him,
|'.md he sighed deoply.

“I don't know what I shall do 1f
this thing keeps op,” he sald. “Looks
| to me as if gooner or later 'l kave
i',[l start a fresh alr fund."—New York
Times.

IN THE CANAL ZONE.
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