
“COME BACK,
SWEETHEART."

"And now, Vera, if that presumptuous 
Rathveme dares to show himself at 
our new house, I  shall certainly sus
pect you of encouraging liim,” said Mrs. 
Harvey, a youthful-looki ng widow with 
bright brown eyes, and with dimpled

“She will be here before midnight 
unless something has befallen her. And 
it is almost midnight now,” Vera said 
at last In a tone quaking with nervous
fear.

Meanwhile something had befallen 
Mrs. Harvey.

It was only a little after eleven 
o’clock when she turned iuto her street

cheeks the tint of peaches which ripen an<* ascended the steps of wliat she sup- 
in the sim 1 I posed was her new residence.

“Mamma, if that entirely irreproach- ' .  ®ie4J uuJ 110 necd , to ,I3f  **®r ]atc|J' 
able young ltuthverne fails to present J^y; the d w r openeu at a  touch,'show-
liiniself at our now residence, then you i ***?« *!!£ not been properly closed.

All the lower pari of the house washimself at our new residence, then you 
certainly may suspect your daughter 
of meeting him elsewhere,”  Vera re
torted, in exact mimicry of her moth
er’s tone.

She was a tail, lovely girl, with a 
flower-like face, as demure us a mm’s, 
and with large, deep blue eyes, just 
now scintillating with mischief behind 
her woudrously long, thick lashes.

“I wish you would be serious, Vera," 
her mother said in a vexed and pet
tish tone. ‘’You know very well that 
£ would never have undertaken the 
expense and worry of moving at this 
season, only T was determined to get 
out of the .llatliverncs’ neighborhood.”

A laugh like the warbling of a thrush 
rippled from Vera’s coral-rod lips.

dark. But as she grrped her way up 
the broad staircase to the next landing, 
she espied a narrow Hue of light along 
the door of the front chamber.

'I’lie door was ajar, and guided by 
the light she stepped quickly across 
the thit shold of the room.

And there she stopped, motionless, 
staring with wild eyes at; the scene be
fore her.

The room Avas a superbly appointed 
study, and before a big carved mahog
any desk sat a handsome, stalwart 
man. whose black curling hair and 
rippling length of beard, showed a few 
streaks of gleaming! silver.

As she paused there, transfixed, ho 
turned a dark, somber face toward her,“ Why, mamma, the Itathvornes are . . . .  .......... ............ . „

not in the neighborhood. They moved : nj.u gazed at hot piei tangly with a  pair 
9aviiv twn month« :uro.” sin» imiimiuml. ’ ‘d melancholy black 030s.

Tin* astounded woman would have 
lied shrieking, but she was as incapable 
of movement as if her feet had been 
nailed to the floor: she was as power
less to litter a  sound as if her tongue 
were paralyzed; slu; could only stare 
helplessly at this man whom she had 
shunned for years, and whose pres
ence stirred within her a pain and 
bitterness intolerable.

After the first amazed glance, liis 
own countenance expressed naught but 
kind inquiry. He put aside Ills book 
after a moment, anel crossed the room 
to Avliere she stood.

“Are you in trouble, Ada—is there 
something I can do for you?” lie asked.

“Do you think, Ronald Itnlhvome. 
that 1. would come to you in trouble 
—to you. who deserted me long age* 
in the darkest hour of my life?” she 
demanded.

“I never deserted you, Ada. You 
would have knoivn that the next, day, 
had you allowed me an opportunity to 
explain,” he answered quietly.

“It is useless to discuss the past,” 
she faltered. “J came in here, thinking 
it was my own house; 1 could not see 
the number, and everything looked the 
same. I  trust you Avill pardon my mis
take. I ain very sorry.”

She was half way down the landing, 
but his masterly hand detained her, 
and drew her back.

“Let me have one moment, Ada. 
Or if you will go, permit me to go 
with you. I  suppose your house must 
be in this row, where each is exactly 
like all the others. I  am not surprised 
you should make a  mistake with the 
nearest street lamp half a block away. 
But. it is a mistake which I shall bless 
all the rest of my life, Ada. Oh, my 
dear little girl of long ago, can you 
not come back to me again?”

He was pleading as a man pleads for 
wliat is more than life.

And while she listened with eyes 
downcast, the years seemed to roll back 
like a bleak mist before the glory of 
tho sun. She was living again, those 
golden days of youth aud love before 
that dark and tragic hour, when she 
was deprived of parents aud fortune, 
and when a false friend had persuaded 
her to believe ill of her lover.

Ami he had been true!
He loved her then, and lie loved her 

now.
They were a long time in making

away two months ago,” she announced.
“Well, I ’m sure I hope we shall 

never seo any of them again," Mrs. 
Harvey declared with energy.

"£ think we are pretty likely to seo 
one of them, for 1 luivo promised to 
be Gower's AA'ife some time," Vera re
plied gently.

“You shall never, be his wife. You 
shall never marry a son of Ronald 
Uathverne while I  live 1o prevent it!" 
avowed the mother, looking aggrieved 
and angry.

Vera was an obedient and affection
ate daughter despite her girlish uits- 
cliiof, and she would do nothing know
ingly or willfully wrong.

But now she felt that her mother was 
childish and unreasonable.

The liathverno family was cue of 
the most honored in the city. There 
had never boon an ungenerous deed or 
unworthy motive imputed to any mem
ber of it. Gower was handsome, 
wealthy, and a favorite in society.

“I can't understand why you object 
to Gower, mamma,” Vera said after a 
little silence.

“It is not for you to understand; It 
is for you to obey,”  Mrs. Harvey re
sponded with severity.

“ You keep old Mr. Ratbverne’s pict
ure in your ivory box, anyhow, even 
if you do hate him so,” said Vera, 
smiling.

Mrs. Harvey’s unfaded, pretty feat
ures turned crimson. She darted a 
sudden, almost frightened, glance at 
her amused daughter.

But just then the front door bell rung
Imperiously, and she seized the oppor
tunity to retreat from the room.

She returned in a  moment, however, 
and Vera noticed that she appeared 
greatly disturbed.

“Your grandfather Harvey is very ill, 
and I am wanted at once,” she ex
plained. “You will bo obliged'to fin
ish tho moving without me; and 3Tou 
need not be anxious if I  am not home 
until late.”

After some necessary instructions and 
preparations, she provided herself with 
a latch-key belonging to the new resi
dence, and so hastened away.

Verst understood housekeeping and 
Us various emergencies, and thus, to 
superintend the half finished work of 
the day tvas to her an agreeable excite
ment. mi her thau a hardship.

% When the last van had finally trans
ferred its load to the new house, when
her own and her mother’s rooms wore i tllo5r lx) her OW11 house, which was

some half a dozeu dcol's down the 
same street.

And when they finally arrived at. the 
bottom of the high steps they were too 
much engrossed with each other to im
mediately notice the young couple sit
ting on a warm Persian rug in tho 
shallow o f the massive vestibule pillars.

"Great Caesar! if that isn’t dad!” 
Cower exclaimed in a whisper to his 
bewildered companion. “ Behold, the

made cozy, and when the culinary quar- 
101*5 wens made ready for immediate 
necessities, she ivas too gratiffed with 
her unwonted achievements to be con
scious of much fatigue.

When there was no more work to be 
done for the day she exchanged her 
dusty working dress for a pretty house 
gown, and stationed herself In a  rocker 
at one of the dining room windows. 

She had not sat there long when
she heard eager footsteps on the flag- j ®°rpunt has charmed the peeking dove 
ging. and saw a manly figure pause I ™10 wolf has hypnotized the war-like 
at-the bottom of her own steps. ' Protector of the lamb!”

Gower Rathveme. her lover, had 
come, as lie intimated he might do.

1 n a moment she joined him, anil they

What on earth does it mean?” Vera 
gasped under her breath.

A t that instant the gallant elderly
strolled away in tlie dim, hushed twi- lover drew his middle-aged sweetheart 
light, so entirely and rapturously happy 
in each other's society that, they hesi
tated to recall flic mysterious opposi
tion which threatened to sunder them 
forever in this lower world.

"fo r,” Vera said, very firmly—“ for of 
coui*se I cannot be your Avife until 
mamma is willing.”

“Is your oavii happiness nothing, love? 
Are you so indifferent to what I  must 
suffer?” he expostulated.

“Oh. if  1 yield something, then mam
ma must yield something, too! She

into his arms and pressed a very audi
ble kiss upon each of her unfaderl 
cheeks.

A. »mind suspiciously like a giggle 
floated down the high steps.

Both Mrs. Harvey and her escort 
glanced quickly toward the vestibule.

Gower Avas smiling rapturously iuto 
his darling’s lovely, mystified eyes.

“It’s pretty safe to say that you will 
neither be constrained to make a mar
tyr of yourself, love, nor a victim of
me,” he breathed ecstatically into the 

must allOAV us to see each oilier just j  little pink ear close beside him. 
ns often as aa'c like,” said Vera. Then Avitli exaggerated deliberation,

Her lover smiled at the flash of . he arose to his feel, assumed a conse- 
gii’Ush spirit. I queutial attitude, and looked benignly

“I AA’isli, my dearest, I  could feel ns down upon the pal? beneath him. 
sanguine as you are,” lie answered, j “Come rigid, up," he began In a the- 

Biit I foresee years of pain for us ' atric voice, bis dark eyes flashing Avith
Jiotli, and perhaps estrangement in the 
end. It will be hard for you, love, 
but it Avill be harder for me. Consider 
well, Vein; for it’ you yield at all, 
vou must yield in everything.”

“But a fOAV years avHI not matter,” 
Vera suggested.

“The suspense and uncertainty con
tained in those few years will matter 
very much. I A v a u t  you now, sweet
heart, or at least, the assurance that 
you will be mine after a reasonable 
delay,” GoAver protested, Avith all a 
lover’s impatience.

But, plead or argue ns he might, 
Vera would promise nothing more.

The time had passed quickly. They 
had strolled far away from Iho house, 
and they had soon loitered back, to 
settle themselves on the topmost step 
of the high stoop, and there await 
Mrs. Harvey’s coming.

Vera was grateful that he did re
main that night.

t She Avas very anxious at her moth
er’s prolonged absence.

boyish fun, “come right up, dad, and 
receive the filial benediction.”

Of the two older people, Mrs. Harvey 
was naturally the most, embarrassed. 
But she underwent her ordeal nobly.

I have wronged you, Cmver, and your 
dear father most of all. Forgive me, 
my son,” she said to him later.

Gower Avould have forgiven a hun
dred-fold more Avitli cheerfulness, now 
that ho Avas eerlain lie had gained his 
heart’s desire.

But it was years afterward before 
he and liis young wife learned the ex
act circumstances under Avhich the elder 
pair had met and become reconciled on 
that eventful evening.

“And so mamma walked straight Into 
the arras of her bete noir,”  said Vera, 
laughing, “ I don’t wonder they have 
kept it to themselves so long after she 
actually went Into liis own house in 
that fashion.”

“It was a blessed mistake for us,” 
Vera’s happy husband declares.

PAT’S DREADED
STEP FATHER.

*1 shall never bo reconciled, mamma. 
I  can never call Gordon Lisle father. 
Oh, w hy'need yon marry? Weren’t 
you and I  happy enough together?”

“I am surprised that you should be 
ao childish, Fay. It is not like you to 
condemn a  person of whom you knew 
nothing at all. Wait until you have 
seen Mr. Lisle before you decide 
against him. And I  am sure you will 
learn to love him; and you need not 
fear that you wilt bo any loss dear to 
me, you foolish, unreasonable darling. 
We shall all be happier than ever we 
have been.”

Fay Ruulelgb’s response was a  storm 
of tears.

It was not because she had any girl- . 
isli prejudice against a step father; it 
was not because she feared the loss 
or diminution of the tender mother 
love, or because she dreaded a  loss in
dulgent rule in the household; it was 
for none of the ordinary reasons that 
she was opposed to her mother’s mar
riage.

It av.is for something far more sor- 
roAvful and serious.

And it was something she could not; 
dared not, confide to any one—her 
mother least of all.

For Gordon Lisle had been her own 
lover! A  worshiped lover, a  lover most 
periidous, and more cruel than death.

It Avas a .year ago she met him, dowu 
at picturesque Gray Crags on the coast 
of the summer sea.

He had Avooed her like a  knight of 
old—bravely, ardently, and with all 
reverence!

Never did lover seem truer, nobler, 
more Avorthy of a woman’s affection.

And slie fixed her heart upon him, 
and owned hint her master, her king, 
her one liege love to whom all other 
men were as shade ws.

His devotion was c< nspicuous and un
ceasing. He seemed proud of her, and 
sought her society every Avliere.

All the little summer colony at Gray 
Crags regarded the two as aftinuced 
lovers.

But they were not betrothed; despite 
the love which he declared by every 
look and by every inflection of lii3 
voice, by every act and token, he had 
never spoken the word nor asked her 
to be his wife.

This fact caused her no doubt aud 
uneasiness. Where Avas the need of. 
speech when each knew the other’s 
heart?

And so the days rolled by until that 
final, fatal evening.

There was a  ball that night at Uie 
hotel where she was staying Avith her 
aunt, who was her chaperon.

The orchestra was playing the “Mag
nolia Blossom” waltzes when Gordon 
Lisle entered the long, Sower-scented 
and flag-draped dancing salon. And 
since then a strain of that music had 
poAver to turn her faint and sick Avitli 
tho memory it evoked.

She was standing almost in tho center 
o f tho splmdid room, surrounded by 
a  little crowd of friends and admirers, 
when he came through an opposite 
door and sauntered toward her.

She noticed something different in his 
manner; he always h;ul approached her 
eagerly and with smiles, but now lie 
advanced sloAvly Avith a grave counten
ance.

As lie readied the little group he 
flashed over her a single, searching 
glance, bowed slightly aud (hen passed 
on the lengtli of the salon, Avliere lie 
Joined some of his own particular 
friends.

Nor did he seek her afterward. He 
witlidtow early from Use scene of gny- 
ety, and the next morning lie left Cray 
Crags.

Fay had Dever seen him since, nor 
had "she heard from him until now— 
when her mother mentioned him as her 
prospective step father.

Mrs. Runlcigh was in Europe during 
the summer which had been so disas
trous to her young daughter’s happi
ness.

This season she had spent at Gray 
Crags, and here Fay laid just arrived 
in oliedience to her summons.

She was distressed quite naturally by 
the girl’s tears, uiul she was irritated 
also.

But she was very patient.
She drew the small, dusky heud to 

her bosom and fondly kissed the--sor
rowful little face.

“Don’t cry, pot. You make me very 
unhappy. Wait until you see Mr. Lisle.
I am sure you Avill like him; but if 
you do not I will delay my marriage 
anyhow for awhile. You are dearer 
to me than ought else,” she said ten. 
derly.

Then she Avithdrew from the room, 
and Fay was alone.

It chanced to be the same room Fay 
occupied the summer before.

Here avcs the same window where 
still, Avliile her loA'er played on his 
violin and sung old love lilts in his 
th rilling tenor voice down In the moon
lighted arbor just below.

This was the same dressing bureau 
Avitli ils showy carving and white mnr- 
l ie slab which she had so detested, 
mu before which she had arrayed ber- 

If in the pretty gown of pink satin 
and snowy gauze on that bitter night 

And what was this glowiDg like n 
spark of flame in the crevice between 
the far edge of the marble and the 
ugly wood carving?

With the aid of a hairpin Fay dis
lodged it, drawing forth a  diamond- 
set band of gold which partially pro
truded from a sealed envelope.

And the envelope was inscribed with 
her name and address.

How strange! What could It be? 
How curious that it should be hidden 
for a  whole year in such a place.

And yet it Avas not so strange. The 
crevice was deep enough to have held- 
a  dozen letters beyond the possibility 
of discovery. I f  the paper had not 
been torn by the sharp point «.

screw or nail which held It from drop
ping farther down the cranny, she 
might have looked over.it and around 
it a thousand times without noticing It 

Bat in tho spot die happened to stand 
just at the Instant when a stray beam 
of light touched one of the facets 
through the tom paper, It- easily attract
ed her attention.

Her pretty cheeks paled, and her 
dusky eyes darkened with agony, as 
she perused the brief missive.

“I am a coward, my adored one. Al
though I  Avorsliip you, my oeautlf’il 
love, my tongue always refuses to do 
the heart’s bidding. The fear that you 
do not care for me, at least enough 
to be my wife, always stops an avotval 
on my lips. If you do love me a 
little, my sweet, will you wear this 
ring as a token—as a betrothal pledge? 
May I  know my fate to-night, love?” 

The little tender, passionate epistle 
bore the signature of Gordon Lisle, 
and Avas dated the day of that fatal 
Lall a year ago.

, Fay understood now Ills hesitating 
manner as lie approached her oil that 
bitter evening. It was dread lest she 
should scorn the royal gift of his price- 
less love.

She kncAV now Avhat the unsmiling, 
searching glance meant. He was look- 
iLg for his ring—the ring she did not 
wear, the ring which was destiued 
not to reach her until too late!

And so he loved her once—her dar
ling. her prince among men!

All, no!
If he loved her Ihen. lie must love 

her still; for love, tlio true aud real, 
is immortal; it neither changes nor per
ishes.

And if  he still loved her, lioiv could 
he desire her mother for liis bride?

•She did not wonder that lie, that any 
gentlemau, should admire her fair, 
SAveet mother.

Mrs. Ranleigh Avas only thirty-live 
years of age, and she looked like a 
girl.

.She ivas an exceedingly beautiful 
woman Avith pale gold liair and eyes of 
lurquoise blue, a month like a  cleft 
rose bud, and a comiu' xinn like rose 
leaves on snow.

Her manner was charming, and she 
Avas as good as she was beautiful.

It was only natural that Gordon Lisle 
should be attracted to her.

And then, he was not himself so very 
much younger; he was certainly more 
than thirty.

“But if  he loves mamma, then he 
never really loved me,” thoughts poor 
Fay. “And, oh, Uoav can I  bear it? 
what shall I  do?”

Almost unconsciously she had slipped 
the diamond-set hoop upon her be
trothal finger, and it was still there 
Avhen a few  minutes later she wan
dered into Iho hotel parlor 

She had barely crossed the threshold, 
when somebody was ushered into the 
room, and she turned to stand face 
to face with Gordon Lisle.

With a  little scared, nervous gesture, 
she Hung out one pretty hand as if  to 
Avard lii in back.

It Avas tho hand which wore that 
fateful ring; her right was occupied by 
a roll of music.

As Lisle observed his slighted gift,
thus Avorn at that late day, his luiud- 
somo face turned ghastly pale.

He seized her slim AA’liite wrist al
most rudely.

“Why do you wear it. Fay? Did 
you not knoAV your own mind? or did 
you wish to torture me?” lie demand
ed in a hoarse, tense whisper.

“ 1 never knew you sent it until to
day. I only found it a little xvhilc 
ago—now when it is too late,” said 
Fay, beginning to sol) like tho child 
she was.
• “Why too late? Do you not knoAV I 
ieved you, my bciuliful darling? Do 
you not know Unit to love once is to 
love forever?” lie said almost sternly. 
“If you loved me then, Fay, you love 
me now. Does another claim my treas
ure? Is that wli.ii. you mean?”

Fay had suddenly choked down her 
sobs. She looked at him reproachfully, 
and an indignant rebuke was on her 
lips.

But she ne\rcr uttered It.
At that instant a soft ripple of laugh

ter sounded from the hall, and then 
Mrs. Itanleigh stepped through the 
open door of the parlor.

She was folloAved by an erect and 
soldierly-looking old gentleman with sil
very-white hair and beard, and with 
handsome black eyes which still spark
led with the fires of youth.

“Ah, here is my little girl. Gordon. 
And hero is our son, loo. IIoav glad 
I am; wo have our little family nit 
together,” Mrs. Itanleigh exclaimed gay- 
iy-

And while poor Fay was still staring 
In hopeless bewilderment, the stately 
eld gentleman with the handsome black 
eyes was presented to licr as:

“Hero Is your father—Mr. Gordon 
Lisle, senior, my darling.

“ I shall be very proud of you, my 
daughter,” said the old gentleman, 
bending bis handsome head low and 
kissing her cold forehead.

Something in licr changing face—the 
perplexity, the amazement, the rapture 
—was a revelation to tho younger roan.

He took a step nearer, and put one 
arm about her pretty waist.

“Shall I toll them that avo are doubly 
their children—that you are to be my 
wife?” he whispered.

Fay lifted her dusky face to his, and 
the SAveet, dark eyes smiled an ecstatic: 

“Yes.”
It Avas not until after the double wed

ding that the older woman understood 
tlio reason of F ay’s changed feelings 
toAvard her step father.

“My little daughter’s secret should 
have been confided to her mother; she 
would have saved herself all that dis
tress of mind.” Fay’s mother said, but 
not reprovingly.

Reproof was out of place in that 
happy family, where love ruled—lord 
and king.

Itaverstnc the lever when n train is at full 
speed is now sold only to make the train go 
faster.

Pannlas of Slcyoa, whs the Inventor of 
caustic pslnrinc. a method of burning color« 

I into wood.or Ivory.
I

THE JUICE QF THE POPPY.

Opium mm Immoeemt mad. Bunelelal
■dlmuluut WAn VmI la llultu»»
Horn.
One of the most recent witnesses p »  

fore the British Royal oommlastoo on 
the opium trade between India and 
China, which is sitting in the house of 
lords, was Sir John Strachey, who has 
passed forty years of his life in va
rious official positions In India. He said 
that opium was not a terrible poison. 
The vast majority of those who oos* 
sumed opium consumed it In modera
tion, and so consumed there was bo 
stimulant that entered largely Into ths 
consumption of the world that wan 
1001*0 innocent or beneficial.

It Avas as innocent as the wines of 
Franco or Italy were to the people of 
those countries, or as luidoctorod beer 
was to the people of England or Ger
many.

In India there were 280,000,000 in
habitants and many countries. In some 
of these countries the people have 
from time immemorial consumed 
opium. But these classes constituted 
numerically an absolutely insignificant 
proportion of the population of India. 
The consumption of opium was so in
finitesimally small that * lie might say 
Avithout exaggeration that no opium 
question existed at all.

It Avas declared that tlio consump
tion of opium had been rapidly increas
ing, and had been fostered by the Brit
ish government. These statements 
were absolutely baseless. The increase 
of population under British rule had 
been enormous, but there was every 
reason to believe that the consumption 
of opium in India under uutive rule 
150 years ago ivas greater than at 
present- It ivas an indisputable fact 
that those who consumed opium, es
pecially tlio Rajputs and Sikhs, ivere 
precisely the finest races physically in 
Tnrtla.

There ivas no more vigorous, manly 
and handsome race of ' men in the 
world than the crack opium using Sikhs 
regiments, among whom the practice 
ivas universal. People talked glibly 
about suppressing opium consumption 
in India, but he would not like to soo 
an attempt made to deprive the Sikhs 
and Rajputs of one of tlie necessaries 
of their lives. Sir Waller Hunter liod 
said that such n law could only be en
forced in Britsli territory by bloodshed 
and arms, while in native states it 
could not be enforced at all.

With regard to the Chinese part; of 
the question, there could be no greater 
delusion than to suppose that China 
depended upon India for her supply of 
opium. I f  no opium ivere exported 
from India the consumption of Chiua 
would remain practically unchanged. 
A  single province, of China produced 
more opium than the ivliole Indian 
empire. Whole provinces' >vere covered 
with the poppy, and the cultii’ation 
ivent on increasing ivithout interference 
on the part of the government of 
China. Even, therefore, if it were true 
that the people of China ivere being 
ruined by opium, xthu cessation of Im
ports from India would not diminish 
the evil.—Chicago Times

lilectrn-lIj'droKtfn C lp ir  I.lftliter.
A  neiv electro-h.idrogen cigar lighter 

which lias just been put on the market 
is an ornamental and effective device, 
and apparently a decided improvement 
on the ordinary electric cigar lighter.
The outside jar, ivliich is made of Flem
ish stoneware, in blue and granite, 
and with a cover of hard rubier, is 
really a buttery cell, ivhicli contains 
dilute sulphuric acid with carbon and 
zinc electrodes. The hydrogen gas given 
off by tlio zinc is carried upivards, 
and is set free by the pressure of a 
lever, ivliich also causes an electric 
spark to be generated. As the spark oc
curs in tile path of the escaping gas, 
the latter is ignited,'and burns with the 
hot blue flame characteristic of hydro
gen gas. The inner cell is supposed to 
hold enough gas to burn for about ten 
or fifteen minutes, and the cost of the 
maintenance of the lighter is said not 
to exceed 10c a month.

A  S n a il  fCngrinc.
There is one exhibit in the gallery 

of the electrical building at the Chi
cago fair ivhich most pccple will miss 
because U Is so small and has such 
a modest position. It is a horizontal 
engine, complete in every part, made 
by Max Kold, a German Instrument 
maker, and is so little that with its 
boiler it reBts in half a walnut shell, 
ivitli plenty of room to spare. It takes 
a magnifying glass to see all Its parts 
distinctly.

What a difference there is between 
this tiny tiling and the menster 2,000 
horse power Allis engine in the machin
ery building. Another interesting ob
ject in tlie Maryland building is tbs 
perfect working model o f a locomotive, 
about three feet long, built by a Bal
timore boy 17 years old.

An AwnItcR CIIh im .
In one of his remarkable lectures, 

Tesla states that most scientific men 
noiv look upon the various forms of 
manifestation of energy which are gen
erally designated “electric”  as energy 
manifestations of the same nature us 
those of radiant heat and light. The 
phenomena of light and heat and others 
besides may be called electrical phe
nomena, and thus it is that electrical 
science lias become the mother science 
of all, and ils study all-important. The 
day ivhen we shall know exactly ivlial 
electricity is will chronicle an event 
probably greater and of more moment 
than any o*lier record in the history of 
the human race.


