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some, one among & milllon seeming-
ly; behind this nature's “push but-
ton” is a apring, which, vpon tha ut-
terance of a little fairy-tale magic,
or san ordinary push without the
magte, will awing open & elay door
large encugh to comfortably admit a
man. From this, & short hallway
lends to & spacious room some ten
feet in height and ten or twelve 4n
lengih and width. Here a white pine
table with innumerable wstains, a
Broken box or two, a few broken bot-
tles, whose conients contribute their

share to the real Norror of the place, .

and were of sssistance changing a
mortal into & ghost no doubt. While
the guests made merry in the room
shove the wise few apparently visited
the barroom for m glass and a ehat,
but really to alip into the little eclay
door where they knew great piles of
shining twentiesa awnited, should
fickle fortune turn the tide their way.
Here the clank of gold was muffied,
and sn occasional sharp scream or
the sharp report of a pistol wers
alike heard only by those upon whom
the elay door h closed. Why the
cellar was finally abandoned is the
strangest part of all, for it deals with
the soperstitious side of human na-
ture.

The story is something like this: An
nnusual erowd had gathered in the
eellar that night, great sport was
announced, for a stranger, a tourist,
foreign, rich, and with love of the
game, wag to be initiated. The little
e¢lock ai the end souunded one, two;
etill the gold clinked, and the plles
inereased and diminished with the
fancy of the coquettish goddess of

. c¢hance, who was now kind to the

hardy miner to the right, now to the
pale - faced stranger, whose -eyes
gleamed and brightened as he stack-
ed up in front of him the piles .ot
gold. Tbree, four; the little clock
was nearing the next hour when the
final game was annoubced. The
stake was high—a last swig at the
bottle all around—then silence; the
game had begun. “Deal two,” fBaid
the red face, withont raising his
eyee, three came from another.
Then they noticed that the stranger,
who had ¢ut the deal, required omly
¢ne to complets his hand. A gleam
of puspicion shot across the table.
“Raise one huandred,” growled one;
“five humdred,” said the next; “ten™;
the last had risked his all, 50 ten
was the limit.- **Call” The miner
displayed four kings, and prepared
to take the coin, but the stranger,
without & word, spread four aces on
the table face up. The words “Fair
play” and “Cheat'-—the muttered

threats were lost in the general
brawl which followed. The gentle-
manly foreigmer, with satirical

smiles, said nothing, but ealmly don-
ned coat and gloves, and, without a
glince at the crestfallen loser, reach-
ed for hia bag of coin. Like a flash
scroas the table shout out a brawny
band, grabbed that of the mtranger,
laid it flat nupon the. table, and, be-
dore the startled, half-drunken om-
lookern could interfere,” drew his

knife and in a moment held up the °
first and mecond fingers, saylog, with .

an oath: “Finished his chesting!™
The stranger stared at the blood
dripping upon the- earthen #oor,
then, with quick decision. he looked
his eontempt, mnd, drawing his
slight form up iz dignity the pale
face gleamed more pale, the low
narrow eyes glistemed, and & curas,
blood curdling in its awfulness, fell
from the thin lips. "“Shall never
have peace while you live.” He fln-
ished, then picked up the knife—
the seme that had severed his fin-
gers—and in & moment hia life bleod
was stainicg the clay. -

The horror wae oot that of sesing '

& man die, but the curse—the curae,
With blanckted faces the mow sober
men dragged the bedy out to the
closet stairway, where it was sub-
sequently 'discovered. ‘That night
the clay doors were closed never to
be opened again, snd rumowr will
bave it thet from that day to this
the inn has never Lieen on o paying
basis. With the Zoding of ° the
shapely glove with the two fingern
missing, the tale ends, wply 1o be
revived sgain snd again with the
reported sppesrsnce of the real or
fmaginary spectre, who ia always
seen holdibg bigh Lis right hand
with tbe two fingers gore. After &

fruitless search for this mysterions
door or secret mpring im the clay
bank, everybody staried again, this
tima over a low, rumbling sound. I
noticed how every brave put-s hand
oa the pistol pocket. The wind rat-
tled & o piece of glass from m
broken window In the bar-room, tha
candles flared wickedly, the house
trembled, everyhody held his breath,
Then the owner, with a gleam of
mischie! in his eys, said: “That s
the ear coming over the bridge, A
mirthless joke or two was responded
to by little forced laughs, and we
ieft the basement, where I fancy =
million invisible apectre eyea were
curioudly looking om, and went up-
atairs again, :

Not more than a year ago a tramp
was found hanging to a tree back
of the tavern. Bome one dared
some one else to go up to the tree
—#% few women demurred—at last
all declded to go. The little grove
aurronnding the house on the hill
swayed with the wind, sobbed and
sighed am he stopped near a little
tumble-down fence and flashed our
lights over .the mounds covered with
a thick growih of tangled weeds,
mingled with half-stified roses. A
little private burying ground—rela-
tives who were mourned or victima?
Because of the roses, presumably the
former. To one side we found an
old-fashioned well, with the tradi-
tional moss-covered bucket, omly in
this instance the bucket stares up
from the bottom, for the rope has
long since rotted away.

Six wells in &ll are scattered about
in the grove within a radiuse of hall
an acre, Truly a more ideal stalk-
ing ground for restless ppirits eould
not, be found, It is small wonder that
with all the weird surrcundings, ihe
place- huy gained ita reputation for
ghostly tenants. )

After teking a look at the tree
which aided the tramp In his flight
from this plane to another we made
our way back to the entrance.

*Sa.a-a-y,” in & stage whisper.

Everybody stopped. "I maw some-
thing wkite move,” “Where!” (atill
in whispers, just as if a ghost could
not hear a whisper-)

“Up there,” and & blacklecking
window at one end of the shed-like
barn was pointed out. .We all laugh-
ed nervously and seid, “All imagina-
tion"; then eyes began to grow
round. There waa something and 1t
was white. "“Look therel” Ab, it
had vanished! We stocd fascinated;
twice, three times it came. Some
of the less nerv-us suspected a trick.
The others simply shook and said
nothing. Upon investigation this
mysterious something was found to
be the oose of s white horse stabled
in the shed. Upon hearing voices
at that time of night his curiosity
was arcused, and he made an at-
tempt to look out, but, the rope be-

ing too short, only his mnoee ap-
peared.
What will not the imagination

form ont of a horee’s white nosa In
» dark window of a haunted stablel
That being seitled, we ull entered
apain through the pentry window
and kelected the old-time sitting-
room for the ghost to do his ape-
cialty in. We 8at about oa boxes,
on pieces o barrel, or anything that
1s part of the furnishing of a vacant
house. The lighta flared and sent
up little wreaths of smoke a8 the
draughts whispered throogh the
holes in the window, Bome one held
up a candle, and said: “Look, it has
wound s death sheet” After that
wupersiition had been explained,
another proved curious ss to what
these particular ghosta were sup-
posed to do for a living, elank chaink
or howl death waila? At the last
word, a long, blovd-eurdiing shriek
pierced the air. All ceme to thelr
feet with » bound, then sat down
agnin looking rather foolish, ne tha
supplementsry toot-toot of the
Bouthern Paciic whimtle stemped
the fAret akriek am decidedly from
this sphere. A snatch of tbe ban-
guet wcens from Macbeth was ren-
dered by an smbitious stodent, who
1 faccy will never have & better in-
spirstion then that occaslon for-
aished. -

At last the two hands of the
watch pointed to 12, that mystlo
hour when graveyards yawn. By

VINOLIA,

ecommon sonsent sllenee reigned, but
in thas peculiar atmospacre wilenor
was far lesa eomforting tham the
most rrneune babble. My halr
seemed ready to mssume s perpen-
dicular position at every blaat, for
many were the curious rreakings,
rappings, and unaccountasbla noises
caused by a mischlewous wind and =
rickety old building.

The tall treea on either side of ihe
tavern rustled their branches in fan-
tastic harmony; s drizzls of rain
which finally grew into & sharp
shower lent its cheerfuiness to the
occaaion., To the evident relie! of
the assembly, nothing mupernstural
made its appearance—more’s tha
pity—for it would have had an en-

thusiastie sudience, wrsught up te &
splendid state of nervous apprecis
sica. With more atery-ielling and
tonjeciores &a to the origin of gheat
stories, hsunted house tales, eio,
the retelling of rumwurs emsanating
frora the reaidents im the vicinlty
of the old Jewlsh Cemetery whe
have seen ympoury abadows flittleg
about among the tombetones in the.
dark hours, the time slowly paszsed.

Finally the clouda begnn to lify,
the rain snd wind wera lons violent,
and we waved our farewsll to the
apooky tavern Never have the lights
of early dawn appeared more wel-
come than on this occeaion after
spending ten hourm trying to wrest
& secret from another world,
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BIRD'S Oustard Fowday makes & parfact Blm
B

of ccat and tronbla Used by all the
Henninjten Sobhoul of Y, Lond Ms ulse for & Tariety
of Fweet Disn ol fToxr srhich swary

NO EQaR I o9 RiER 1 NO TROURLK I

Preswprad GAR ETAIF FOYPLIM PRoW ALL TEE

WINCHESTER

Shotgun Cartridges

“New Rival” loaded with Black powder, and “Repeater’”
loaded with Smokeless powders. When buying, always

{nsist upen having them, take no others,and you will get .

the best Cartridges for the price that money can buy.
NO TROUBLE TO GET, ALL DEALERS KEE® THEM.

SOAPS that injure the skin are

dear

at any price.

A delicate

skin demands a delicate Soap like

which

improves the |

c'ompl'exion, and Purest, Safest,
and best for the Nursery.

VINOLIA CREAf, for Itching, Prickiy Heat, Sunburn, ete )
VINOLIA POWDER, #r Redness, Reughness, Teliet, Nursery, s

LD EVERYWHERE.



