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Do Not Confound

LADA"

Ceylon Tea with those of any other brand, as
imitations abound. |

Packets, 40, 50, G6oc per Ib, By all Grocers.
Louis, 1904. Black, Mixed or Green Tea.
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LOVE AND A TITLE|

Ep B R EE RN o

“What—the hook? ghe
cently.

“No, your arm,” explains Hal. “But”
he adds, “that't out of the question—
they never do.”

“That’s all right,” she says, “and now
I'll go for my book; I left it on tbe
g‘!‘!-'l.w:-.“

Hal runas back, and, after a [littn
search, finds the volume; it is Tenny-
son's poems in ltalian.

“Here it is,”" he says, handing it to
her: “is there anything else?™

asks, inno-

“No, thank you,” she says, “and now |

I will go and not disturb your fishing
any longer.”
“I shan't fish any more,” says Hal,
decidedly. “I've got quite enough.”
“Yes,” she says; “and the sun is sink-
ing, too. Are you going to Forbach?®"
“Yes," savs Hal, longing to ask where

sbe is gzoing, but not daring to. *“Yes, !

I'm staying at Forbach."”

“Ah, yves, you are traveling—you are
a tourist!” she says, euriously.

“For goodnesa sake dom't call me
that!™ says Hal, laughing. “It makes
me feel hke the diots who go about
with a knpapsach and dressed hke
mountebanks! No, I'm staying at For-
bach till some friends arrive. They
are coming to that emstle—Schloss, they
call it—on the hill there.”

“The Konig's Schloss?” she says, nod-
ding. “Yes, | know jt. It belongs to a

great English milord, doesn’t it? What

18 his name?

“The Marquis of Ferndale,” said Hal.

“Yes, that is it. Your English names
are so diffieult to remember. Fern-
dale, that is pretty.”

“Yes," says HMal, carelessly; “hia
name is Vane, though; at least, that's
what we all call him. He married my
sister.”

“Your sister,” she says, thoughtfully.
“Is she like you?!™ naively.

I me—Jeanne '™ sava Hal, indif-

“I'm sure ]| don't know. XNo,

1 should say not. Jeanne 18 very
pretey.”

Thi eirl looks at himm with a little

lips.

~he is pretty—and not like you,” she

‘And sbe's the marchioness—is

j [LE '.:.” Poomniors Sichloss L‘i

Do yun know the
#Is that——" and

vhiere I live—where 1 am
iva, frankly. “It is a lit-
oh, not so larre as the

. by the church.”
"says Hal. ~Ferhaps I might

that jg—-

" says Hal, fumbling with
with a very red face, “that
Cosll vou wouldn't mind if I
o ask if that i-r'u.-:i;r hook hadn't
vour arm much.”
vou?l’ she savs, not eagerly, but
| frank smile of [:Iu:l_qu]'t'-_ = That
12 very Kind! 1 shall be very glad! It
ry quiet and dull—is
Fieet Wordr

I': _'::'El l|"'|I". Wi,
“Why!" exelaims Hal, enthusiastieal-
Iy, * ! Your gram-
mar 18 first-rate, and—and—in fact, you
couldnt speak it better if you tried.”
r--u!?limu’-nE.‘u'!.'," sho

ol Spealk il I--'L'Inli':E'..','

S oNOwW You are
1

=avs, “and that is not like your country- | ably soe.

‘n—they always speak the truth.”
“Do they ™ says lal, ironieally. “*Not
alwavs, by George!™
There is a minute's silenee after this
utle burst of satire. She breaks it
“Are vou staving all alone?!™
“No,” says Hal, “I've got my ecoacd
Wit ne.

quiet the |
Y oul see I do mnot speak ' chair nearest the window, and pulling

I ® 6 b % FPFFFSEBFEFEFEDF;

i know. Of course I won't call. Good

evening,” and he is about to turn away,
when he feels a soft, warm hand on his
arm.

“What is the matter? Hawve I offend-
ed you, sirt”

“Offended !” echoes Hal, taken aback.
“No, how should you 1"

“Then why wil you not call 1" she asks
innocently.

“Because,” says Hal, them he stops
short; “because 1 didn't know that you
were a princess, Your people, you see—
I mean your people wouldn't thank me
for being so free-and-easy. I'm—well—I
expect l;he-;r wouldn't consider me good
enough. I'm not a prince.”

“No 1" she says, with a little puzzled
smile. Will you tell me your name "

“My name is Bertram,” says Hal,
“Harry Bertram. I'm ealled Hal.”

“Hal,” she repeats, and the name for
“the first time sounds in the boy's ears
like a note of music, “Hal Bertram, It
is a pretty name., And why will you
not ecall. Mr. Bertram

DBertram.”

“No ? Hal Bertram, then,’ she says,
evidently anxious to please him, “why
will you not ecall ¥

“Well,” he says, “well, yes, then, 1
will eall, your highness !”

She smiles and holds out her hand.

“(Giood-by, Hal Bertram,” she says, and
Hal, uwncovering, takes her hand, and
| shakes it, boy fashion. The next moment
1 she bas flitted up the winding path and
| is out of =sight.

Hal looked up the windinz path, and
|then at the stream, and lastly toward the
vilage, with a puzzled and slightly dazed
look on his handsome, boyish face, Then
he lights his pipe. puts up his rod, and
saunters though the valley, up the clean
little street, which is nearly deserted,
save by the little eart drawn by its two
dogs; by the stableman at Der Krone
Hotel, who apparently do all their work
while leaning amainst the posta outside
the gate, and by the little hump-backed
fruit-zeller, who sits under the huge yel-
low umbrella, looking like a ching image

= TR [qu-_ l""_1 ﬂ.!-uu[ hil‘ “HFI."]L n h[‘ir Hr{llln lir[l:].ﬂ ““l.]. !-'-Hf'.l‘.'lf:.* “'hil:\ 'E:‘ !

Hal, pulling at bhis pipe, goes up the

hot, white street, nods to the stable-
keepers as they bestow an elaborate bow
npon him, stops to stare at and pat the
two panting dors in the milkeart, buvs
tiiree ripe firs off the old woman, r'l;'ul
then elatters through the paved hall of
the Krone, and, elattering up the broad
staire, snunters into one of the ald rcoms
on the first floor ¢f that most respect-
ahle hotel,
_ Sitting by a table at the open window
12 the Reverend Peter piell, writing a lct-
ter with one hand, and beating off the
gnats with the other. Perspiration is
upon his forchead, for the gnats are nu.
merous and the battle has waged long;
his sleek hair is twisted by the heat, and
his long eoat of Oxford mixture is dusty;
but he looks up with the old good-tem.
| pered smile, and grects the youth with
the old :

“Well, Hal

“Well," says Hal, droppinz into the

| the curtains into s=omethine like a gereen,
“By George ! it’s like an oven in here,
and”—Ilooking at the reverend tutor with
merciless candor—"you look half-baked,
gir !

“It is hot, Hal,” admits Pell, “remarl:-
It is true this room faces the
sonth "

“And it is evidently the favorite and
fashionable resort of everv fly in For-
bach,” says Ilal, striking out u"ilrllj.‘ at a
y ciond of those insecta, “What are vou
! doing, sir—besides meltine, I mean
“I'm writing to your excellent aunt,
i my boy!™ says the Reverend Peter, *|

~he starea at him, opening her dark  promised her that I would let her know

eves to their widest
*Your coach-and-four? she asks,
il . not' savs

hal, Iaughing, “ my tu- ! not: thank vom, sir,

| whe
|  “Whether I get into any mischief or
I've been pretty

tor, Peter Lell, a clergyman who looks | good up to now—eh

after me,” he add
sees 1 don't oet

into the water, 3
1 bad to pull him out of the lake!
i at the hotel: it is too hot for him, and
he staved behind, reading the p;l.Pt'l‘:'

“*And are you going
man!” she asks, 1;h.r:1~_f|:1ll'l.:'|.|}'.

“Not 1," said Hal, decidedly; “I'm go-
ing to be a barrister, or going into the
army-—1 don't quite know which. DBut
it's holiday time just now.”

“1 see,” she says, musing.
hope vou will be happy.”

He doesn’'t bow, as he ought to do—
doesn’t lift his hat; but, in blunt fash-
ion, he says: .

“Thanks—the same to you."

And it is much to his surprise that,
instead of smiling in reply, as an English
girl would do, she looks dreamily before
her, amd sighs,

Suddenly —too suddenly for Hal—she
stops short at a litile path.

“1 go along here,” she says “We

“Well, I

1 o - L
oud—good-bye,” 5aY3 H'::I, and be
raises his hat.

she makes him a little bow, grave and
demure, and is about to pass on, when
Hal swldenly bethmks him.

“Uh!” he savs, * Wait—] mean, do
vou mind teling me Your name!—so
that [ can inquire, you know.”

“My name!” she says. “Yes. My
name is Verona—the Prineess Verona.”
and she smiles,

Hal stands turned into stone. A true
Englishman, he respects mank. This
simple, frank girl, wnose arm he has
been cntting about with his penknife, is
] incesa! That right has he to be
walking so far with so great a lady?

He lifts his hat.

“Ligod evening,”

4, with & smile, * and |
into mischief and fall | counzh of hesitation.
Though, by the wu_\',!
iHe ' ulating; “I regard m}':ri[‘].[ as a pattern

|

“Y—es,” says Bell, with a little dry
“Oh, come sir,” says Hal, lazily expost-

of P rprint_}:”
| “Well—well !" savs PBell, leaning for-

to be a clergy-; ward and meopping his forchead: “but 1

Eui-h you would address yourself with

aciquiring the language——"

“All right, sir,’ says Hal; “I shall pick
it up in time. To tell you the truth
that's the only thing that will give a for-
eigner the proper German acent. ['ve
got some fish. 1 wonder ‘Whether they
would let us have them for dinner

“I dare say,” says Bell,peering into the
basket, throngh his spectacles. “Dear
me | they look very like English trout. I
think I should like to try and eatch some
myself, eh, Hzl 1"

He laughs, knowing well that “Old
Bell” could no more throw a fly than
shot a pheasant.”

“All right,’ "he says, “we’ll have a try
to-morrow.

‘Then he leans his elbows on the open
windowsill, and loocks down imto the
street with more of thoughtfulness on
| kis faee than it usvally wears.

Bell, meanwlile, returns to his letter,
the completion of which is not greatly
facilitated by the low and incessant
whistling which Hal carries on.

Suddenly the whistling ceases, and
without {ooking around, he mys:

“I)d yon ever see a princess, Bell?”

“Did I ever—no; oh, yes, once, in Ken-
sington Gardens,” says Bell, mopping his
forshead and smiling meditatively,

“I forget which prineess it was, but she
was very fair and stout, and looked in a
pleasing manner—*

“Oh,” puta in Hal, “T don't mean that
sort of thing. Anybody con see a

he =ays. "I didn't in a carriags or at the theatre—or at

. but with

Highest 1"mm thing for a

“Oh !" says Hal, “don’t call me Mr.['

Madame Tussaud's. Were in

““M&H

“Ef;'.,m-'

remember that I have.”

“Hem!” comments Hal
one meets o
m-ﬁuﬂ'.uu'mﬁtﬂﬂ
to call ber “your highness'? »

I should say so,” says Bell,

ty. “I'm

blandly. “I don't |

4
lhatumnﬁdptnu:hﬂ'hl

uncertain
not re; oh, yes, but not too fre- | late arrival. He is a short,

q . ou ask, Hal?
' "Im mm*‘ SOnsSumea me
for every kind of information,” ..;-:'m

Bell smiles and back '
but Hal has not finished yet. | h i
“I'say, Bell,” he says, “ain’t it a rather
nceas to be
about alone?t 1 that mt;n-t:i‘urg
generally attended by a companion—a
what do you eall it, sort of attache™
“Not always,” says Bell. “Oh, no, esne-
clally on the continent. The higher or-
ders of nobility are more numerous with
fﬂﬂtlﬂnﬂ! than with us”

That means that princes and dukes
grow on every bush, like blackberries, in
Germany,” says Hal. “Wel, a princesas
15 a princess anywhere, isn't she, Bell?"”

“Certainly, my dear Hal” assents Bell,
sedately, “but I fail to gather the rele-
“imir of your questions.®

J?TE]JF a wild kind of cackle on my
rl.rl;, says Hal. “Perhaps I'm going in
or etiquette, now I'm going to visit at a
rm_..] castle, and live with a real live mar-
;:11;’1"’ Have you been up to the eastle

P;I] blushes, |

es. I took an opportunity of walk-

ing up yesterday n.fteﬂ:mmn. 11{ isa uﬂ:-
derful place, Hal, truly grand and won-
derful, and, of eourse, I saw it at a dis-
advantage, as the whole place was in a
state of confusion with Vane’s—I mean
the marquis’—expeeted arrival, By the
Way., a very amiwle and good-natured
ﬁentlemn, a major domo, who seemed to
ave the general direction of the whole,
on being informed by me that you were
a h_rnthn: of the marchioness, declared
his intention of coming down to the hotel

and inquiring if } | 2 5
vise.” juinng i¢ could be of any ser

]:!'I take care to give instructions that
I'm out whenever a big man with a bald
head and shagey eyebrows puts in an ap-
pearance.”

“My dear Hal—"

"{]{l. thank you, Bell, T don’t want to
h:n killed by another interview with a
German who doesn't understand mvy lan-
guage, and thinks T understand his. No
you shall receive the major domo.
Haven't I avoided the castle for that
very reason, although I'm dying to see
what sort of a place it is? No eastle
that was ever built is good enoush for
me, until there are some people in T: who
can speak my native tongue. Making
{.,'rent+ preparations, are. they, Bell? It
ill}E'."i_'-l'I. L seem raal, does it? Faney Jeanne
having half a dozen castles to choose
from! George!, most people are content
with one. I begin to belicve that when
that long-nosed woman at Baden—I1 for-
get her name—said to me: ‘Your sister’s
a lucky, very lucky, woman, Mr. Baar-
trarm,” she about spoke the truth.”

Bell sighed, and mibbled the tip of the
penholder,

“When did yon hear last, Hal, from
Jea—from the marehioness e

“Oh, when!” replies Hal, half out of
the window again.  “Why, a week or two
ago, wasn't if+"

“She was quite well, T think you said—
and—happy!” inquires Bell, 5:_r|i':,h', and
blushing timidiv, 1

“Quite well, and hapoy, 1 supposa”
aava Hal, absently; “why shouldn't she
be? She never was one of your melan-
choly mopes, at the worst of times, and
she's got no reason to be mnow, by
George!"

“No—no,” says- Dell, thoughtfully:
“Jeanne, she’s happy! s vou say, how
could she be otherwise?” And, with a
sigh: “Ho good, so unselfish, so0 thought-
ful of others—how could she be cther-
wise, ¢h, Hal ™"

“Just so—you're richt, Beli!™ he says,
eoming mto the roowt, and Tezinning to
stride up and down, as is his wont when
excited and energetie, which he is once
:n every quarter of the hour. “Gad!
there aren’t a ‘zooder’ girl aoing than
Jearne. Thoughtful! why, Lell, if we
would bave allowed it, she would have
lavished every blessed penny of her in-
come, enormous as it is s, on wus!
Leok at the money she gmives me
— more than I want, mors than
I'd take, only that I mean to
use it properly, and do romething in
the future to make her feel it hasn’e
been thrown away. Bell !” he goes on,
stopping short, with his eyes flashing,
“there isn't ancther girl like Jeanne in
the whole world ! and—and 1 wish this
fortnight were here, and she was with
us now.”

Bell looked up with a moist look in his
eyes.

“So do I, Hal,” he =ays, “I—I am an
old friend, and, of course, it's only nat-
ural that 1 should wish to see her, and
rejoice in her happiness, isn't it *—only
natural.”

“Just s0,” sayvs Hal. “Hullo ! there’s
that old eracked bell for the table d*-
hote. What a blessing one doesn't have
to put on swallow-tails. I'll just wash
my hands and be down in a minnte. Kee
a place for me, Bell, and, say, 1 wi
vou'd ask them if they've got a bottle
of Bass—that wvellow wine, with ten
stomachaches to a bottle, doesn’t agree
with me !”

And he clatters ont of the room.

Bell puts up his writing case—*“A pre-
sent from the parishioners to the Rever-
end Peter Bell, Curate of Newton Regis,”
inscribed in gilt letters on the oulside
thereof—and, sighing softiy, slowly des-
eends to the Speise Saal, or dining-room.

Hal runs up to his room, his service-
able boots still elattering on the polish-
ed floora; but instead of making straight
for the washing-stand, with the ridicuo-
lous pie dish and milk jug, which German
hotel-keepers provide for ablutionary
purposes, he seats himself on the bed,
and slowly rubs his head, as is his way
when he wants to think.

“A princess !” he gays. “Princess of
what, and what is her father the King
of ! George, she's too d—too—too
jolly to be a princess ! Shall I call to-
morrow ! Perhaps, when they hear I've
run a fishing hook in her arm, they'll
seize me and order mme off for instant
execution " and he laughs,

Then he takes out the fishing-hoalk,
and looks at it curiously.

“It’s what old Bell would eall an ad-
venture,” he says, smiling. “Why should
not I eall? Of course it's the proper
thing to do. Yes, I will I”

Then, with much and eloquent abuse
of the pie dish, he performs his limited
toilet and goes down.

Bell has saved a seat for him—a wise

ution, for the long, narrow table
lined on both sides by a company that,
however mixed as regards status and na-

ual, whose face is so covered

Every one looks
erybody invariably does at a mew arriv-
al, and the waiter, with much fussy em-
pressement, makes room to place a chair
next to Bell, and requests to know, in
an audible voice if “his Exeellency, Count
Mikoff, will partake of any soup "

His excellency, with a comprehensive
bow to the company, seats himaelf, wim
his moustache with a napkin, display
a hand almost white, and then fal
he soup.

“If hzi exceleney is a Russian he ought
to enjoy that soup,” whispers Hal; “for
there's plenty of se in it.”

Bell looks 8 timid prayer for silence,
and the dinner proceeds.

“Bell’s right. incesses and that kind
of thing, grow like blackberries in this
country,” thinks Hal. “A princess and
o count in one day is not bad.”

(Ta pe ﬂinuﬂl
TEETHING WITHOUT TEARS.

to at

watched their babies in the unhn]gcd
agony of that period. will welcome the
safe and certain relief that Baby's Own
Tablets bring. Mrs. W. G. Mundle,
Yorkton, N. W. T., says: “When my
little one was cutting her teeth she suf-

“Did he, by Jove?!” says Hal. “Then:

fered a great deal, Her gums were
: swollen and inflamed, and she was ecross
| and restless. I got a box of Baby’s
Own Tablets, and atter etarting their
use she bezan to improve at once, and
her teeth came through almost pain-
lessly, The Tablets are truly baby's
friend.” This medicine is guaranteed to
contain no poisonous opiate or harmful
drug. It cures all the minor ailments of
little ones, and may safely be given to
a new born child. Full directions with
every box. Sold by all medicine dealers
or sent by mail at 25 cents a  box by
writing The Dr. Williams Medicine Co.,
Brockwille, Ont.

il

SOME HOLSTEIN TESTS.

Twelve additional official tests are
reported by G. W. Clemons, Seeretary
of the Iolstein-Friesian Association of
Canada. All of theze were made under
the direction and supervision of Prof.
Dean, of the Ontario Agricultural Col-

lege, and may be relied upon as strietly
authentiec. The most noteworthy rec-
ord is that of Sara Jewel Hengerveld,
a four-year-old cow owned by W. W.
Brown, Lyn, Ontario. The fuil::rwing is
the list:

(1) Bara Jewel Hengerveld (4407),at
L 4y 2 25d: milk, 353.1 1bs; fat 190.79 ibs;
butter, 23.09 lbs; owner, W, W. Brown,
Lyn, Ont.

(2) Speckle (3544) at 3y 8m 20d; milk,
375.2 lbs;: fat, 11.49 lbs: butter, 13.40 Ibs;
sccond week, milk, 389 lbs; fat, 11.84
Ibs; butter, 13.81 lbs; owner, W. W.
Brown, Lyn, Ont.

(3) Betty Waldorf (4023) at 3y 30d;
milk, 386.8 lbs; fat, 11.21 lbs; butter,
13.08 lbs; owner, W. W. Brown, Lyn,
Ont.

(4) Dora Pietertje Clothilde (4020) at
v 1lm 20d: milk, 373..5 lbs; fat, 11.08
lbs; butter, 12.93 lbs; owner, S, Macklin,
Streetsville, Ont,

(6) Deryl Wayne's Granddafghter
(4412) at 2y 14d; milk, 2813 lbs.; fat,
10,14 1hs.: butter, 11.85 lbs; owner, W.
W. DBrown.

(3) Daisy Akkrum Delol (3652) at
4y 11m 23d: milk, 2¢7.1 lbs; fat, 10.00
Ihe.: butter 11.73 Ibs.; owner, W. W.
Brown.

{7) Acme Molley, (4677) at 2y Im
10d: milk, 337.2 lbs; fat, 9.14 lbs; but-
ter, 10.66 1bs; owner, J. W. Cohoe, New
Durham, Ont.

(8) Dewunde Apgie Pearl, 2nd (5705)
at 1v 11m 11d;: milk, 209.8 lbs; fat, B.O
]1,._;;'1;..;;_”1-_ 10,03 lbs; owner, lieorge
Rice, Tillsonburg, Ont.

(9) Johamma Wayne Da Kol (45398), .ab
9¢ 10m 244: milk, 253.6 Ihs; fat, 8.44
Ibs: butter, 0.84 Ibs; owmer, W. W.
Brown.

(10) Inka DelKol Waldorf (4411) at
ov 5m 12d: milk, 248,1 lbs; fat, 834
Iha.: butter, 90.73 lbs.; owner, W. W.
DBrown.

(11) Homesteand Mercena (4678( at 2y
om Gd: milk, 2082 lbs; fat, 8.19 lbs;
butter. 9.55 lbs; owner J, W. Cohoe.

(12) DeKol Jewel (4670) at 2y 1m
5d: milk, 303 lbs; fat, 8.13 lbs; butter,

0,40 lbs: owner, J. W. Cohoe,
A

ERROERS OF DOCTORS.
! ———
Ailm-nt Varicusly ldagnosed ard Dif.
ferent Treatment Prescribed

CGeorge W. Hennessey, a life saver, ex-
amined by a physician of the United
States Marine Hospital in New York and
pronounced “physically fit," dropped
dend a moment later.

John R. Millspaugh, gerving a short
sentence in the Detroit House of Cor-
rection for & minor orfence, boasted that
he could deceive the physician cttached
to that institution. He was taken ill
and the doctors believed he was fei ':ﬁ
illness—until he died. Then they fou
they had deceived themselves, These two
men died on the same day.

Years ago a clever woman reporter
visited the offices of o number of physi-
cians, gave them an identical statement,
and each pamed a separate complaint
and prescribed a different course of

treatment.
From time to time the mews columns

of the daily press tell how some unfor-
tunate has died of imjuries and disease
after having been taken in an ambulance
to a hospital where his or her ailment
was diagnosed as “intoxication.”
Yet against any record of blunders it
be worth while to offset the action
of Dr. Michael K. Warner, of Baltimore,
who destr his accounts before he
died in r that his F.Eﬂhti: I-E-ﬂﬂtﬂ
not be pressed for payment admin-
istrators. There ‘l]r:l the lpiit that ex-
alta the medical profession above any
mere science—New York World.

:

the deep stillness of the country, would
be sure of arousing the neighborhood
for miles around. In the city, however,
the thief can work more safely.
can hide from the early approach of
day in the deep shadows of tall walls,
and he can drown the click of his “jack”
or the report of his safe-eracking blast
in the roar of passing trains or cars
In certain parts of the city just now
the unusual activity of thieves has caus-
ed a veritable panic. In East New York,
for example, there have been so many
burglars and sneak thieves abroad that
men and women sit up nights with all
manner of firearms handy to repel at-
tacks. Five thefts in the region bound-
ed by Bradford and Fulton streets, Ar-
lington and Miller avenues, were re-

Mothers who have suffered the misery | ported recently in a single night, In
of restless nights at tecthing times, and | the eastern section of Harlem 30 burg-

laries have occurred in the last 10 days.

In spite of strongest safes, more cun-
ning electrie alarm systems and more
complete methods of identifving crimin-
als, the burglar seems to be feared
nowadays much more than he used to
be. An evidence of this is the tremen-
dous growth of the burglar insurance
business in this country in recent times.
A little more than 10 years ago practi-
cally all effort to insure people against
theft proved futile. Companies were
organized for this purpose, but after
many vicissitudes they ended in failure.
Simce that nearly a dozen corpora-
tions have come into existence, and so
large is the business they do that in
the last year they paid over £384,147 in
burglary losses. In the same time they
collected §1,386,610 in promiums,

This increasing dread of the burglar

fi8 due to the fact that he never was

more formidable or more active than
at the present time. In these days of
greater wealth those temptations which
are so alluring to the thief bave been
multiplied. Consequently there are more
diamond robberies, and erimes of a sim-
ilar character now than in the past. The
discovery of more effective tools and
more powerful explosives has also aid-
ed the robber, and although he does not
Aftempt ns often as he did to blow
up the big city banks, because of their
alarm systems and speeial patrols, his
ravages in country distriets have grown
to an alarming extent. At the present
time four out of five bank burglaries
are commiited in towns of less than
L000 inhabitants, In the last eight years
770 banks situated in such communities
were attacked, with a loss of £1.250.-
000. =afes once regarded as burglar
proof have been shown to be  little
stronger than =oap boxes in the hands
of expert thieves and cosequently many
companies will not insure country banks
at all.

Impressed with facts like these the
government officials at Washington de-
cided to instal an electrie burglar al-
arm system in the treasury department
in addition to the old-tims  “strong
vaults.” As Mr. Taylor, the assistant
secretary of the treasory, said at the
time:

“We have come to the conclusion that
the strongest vault built ean be opened
or cut by an expert safecracker. With
the improved safecracker  appliances
abroad they ean eut through five inches
of chrome steel as ecasgily as you or |
go through a piece of chees with a case
knife.”

The modern burglar is also more wan.
tonly destructive than his predecessors.
His us of “dope,” or itroglycerine often
causes a greater damage to a building
than the loss made by the theft itself,
Even whéli he fails of petting loot he
leaves a scene of wreckage behind, Of
the £1,250,000 in losses occurred by
baks, of which mention has already
been made, more than $300,000 repre-
rented destruction of property. In rob-
beries of dwelling houses and apart-
ment houses the damage averages about
one-tenth of the total loss,

It may be seen, therefore, that if
thieves are able to break into armor-
clad depositories with such ease, they
are far more certain of suecess in rob-
bing private apartments. There are var-
ious sorts of criminals engaged in this
kind of robbery. In winter months the
sneak thiel and house burglar are those
chiefly employead in this wvoeation, and
in summer their ranks are swollen by
the “hobo” burglars, who retorn from
looting country banks and post-offices.
—New York Tribune.
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SAFETY CF OCEAN TRAVEL,

———

With Moderr Devices Steamskips Are
Safer Than Railway Travel

In the presence of the fearful loss of
life in accidents om our railroads it is
with relief that we contemplate the ever-
increasing safety of travel by sea. Year
after year passes by without any of
the important passenger steamers that
cross the Atlantie Ocean, or other oceans
on which passenger travel is  heavy,
meeting with an accident that causes
risk of life or limb to the passengers.
This fact is the more remarkable when
we remember that ocean travel has in.
ereased by leaps and bounds during the
past decade; that not only are there
more steamers following the lanes of
travel, but that they are running at
much higher speed. The mail steamers
ccme and go with a ty ap-
proaching that of the ruilroad
schedule, and it takes the very fiercest
of Atlantic midwinter gales to interfere
seriously with this punctuality. In seek-
ing for the causes of this remarkable
immunity from accidents, we have to
look mot at the but at the hu-
man elements of the situation.

Beas are as broad and tempestuousas

ever; fogs as impenetrable as those that
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fer to two of the very latest saf
in the form of wireless telegraphy and
submarine signaling, to show that the
present immunity from accidents is
traceable to clearly reeognized human
causes,

The last-named invention is a close

to its efficiency was recently given by
an officer of Kaiser Wilhelm der
(irosse, upon which the new equipment
iz carried. We have so frequently de-
scribed the device in the columns of the
Scientific American that it is sufficient
to say that at the lighthouse or light-
ship there is a bell upon which signals
are sounded and that upon the ship is
carried a receiving device in the form
of an iron tank attached to the inside
of the plating below the water line,
from which wires are to be led to tele-
phones in the chartroom or om the
bridge. One recciver is placed on each
side of the ship, with separate wires
from each, and by the use of the tele-
phones the ofiicer is able to hear a bell
that js being struck at a point many
miles distant from the ship and deter-
mine its direction.

The officer of the Kaiser Wilhelm der
Grosse states that on the last trip over,
when the ship was four miles distant
from the mouth of the River Weser, he
plainly made out the signals conveyed
from the lightship there. Furthermore,
as the vessel meared Nantucket, and
when she was about four miles distant
from the lightship, he heard through
the telephone the signal “66.” This con-
s1sts of six strokes of the bell, a pause,
and then six more strokes of the bell,
which is the Nantucket lightship code
gignal. At about the same distance from
the Fire Island light and from the San-
dy Hook lightship the respective siguals
were distinetly audible. The value of
this device in preventing collisions be-
tween approaching ships is evident, for
it has this advantage over the foghorn,
that the direction of the approaching
vessel, whether from port or starboard,
is determined at once by the fact that
the sounds are audible to the port or
starboard telephone.—Scientific Ameri-
call. .
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IS WAR NECESSARY ?

-

French Writer Says Peace is a School
of Cowardice, 42

We all like frankness and admire &
man who has courage to mateh his con-
vietions.

such a man is Ferdinand Druneiierre,
the French editor, who in the Revue
Des Deux Mondes defends war.

His views are digested in the Chicago
Record-Herald as follows:

“Brunetiere, in the first place favors

war for the virtues of devotion and
murngf it fosters. To preach peace, he
says, 18 to ignore the nvigoratine
ﬂnnubliﬂﬁ eiferld of u‘uﬁ‘ﬂr. Hmiﬁ-
like individuals, must ].gppp stromg,
brave and resolute, and peace is a schocl
of ecowardice when carried to an ex-
treme. No doubt unimportant disputse
ought to be arbitrated, for, after all,
war means slaughter and misery and
waste but it is well for nations to
fight occasionally for honor and vital
izsues generally.”

Of course such a position from a man
g0 eminent has aroused a storm of
protest, and his critics point out that
to carry the argument to its limit, Mr.
irunetiere should also include dueling
as a defense of private honor and free
fights as a defence of private rights

Perhaps the French editor might reply
that to let the bars down to that ex-
tent war furnishes just emough scope
for the exercise of man's ferocious ten-
dencies to keep his virtue in running

The vitaldefect with the view he ex-
presses is in the narrow and  brutal
gense in which it appears he uses the
word courage,

Have women, who never go to war
ne courage?

Every one knows they have courage
equal to men withi the limits of their

liar spheres of duty. Tt is evidene-
ed mot alone in those aets connecled
with the care of children which have
cpused so many women (o face fire,
shipwreck, tornadoes and wild beasls,
but in the care and defence of the weak
and helpless generally.

Who can number the host of women
who have laid down their lives in the
care of the sick!?

Has man developed no courage ex-

t what war brought out?! The
thought is absurd. Not a day passes
that some men, a fireman, a police of-
ficer, a coast guard, a sailor, or some
voluntary hero does mot give up his life
in trying to save others,

That training has been man's from
time immemorial, and the training men
Lave had from oceasional wars is insig-
nificent compared with the cveryday
training of evervday men.

To make men warlike there iz no
doubt war is necessary, and that it
tendds to make them overbearing and
truculent is  highly probable,

But that it cultivaies the careful and
eonservative kinds of eourage, bettey
than they are cultivated in peace there
is mo ground to believe,

Hﬁilf:*r is there reason for eaying
that ce makes cowards exeept a8
it makes men who abhor Lloodshed and
repudiate wholly the Larbarous notiom
that differences of opinion as to men's
rights may be arbitrated by wholesale
ll.llll‘ht-!l‘..ﬂ-nﬂhﬂit Tim.
—_——————

Wigg—When your friend the

fighter retired from the ring, why did he

choose the coal business? Wagr—Well,
you know be always trained as a Ught~-

weight.
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