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THE ROSE SHE GAVE,

Thie-the rose she gave to me,
With its crimson tips;

Red—as any rose shonld be,
Having tonched lier s,

And with something of her grace,

And the beanty of her face,

This—the rose she gave to me,
Bloomed where sonth winds stis
Tid its honey from the bee
For the lips of her!
Through long days disquieted
For those lips to Kiss it red !

This<the rose she gave to me;
Noever rose so sweet !
Here the heart of springtime see
Lean, atd hear it beat !
Life, and all {ts melody
In the rose she gave to me !
~|Atlanta Constitution.

ANovlina Nuthell.

THE CUAUSEq

It was Fair Day in Antheen, in
County Cork, and the town, for the
nonce, was given over to pigs, geese
and peasantry. The market square
was o medley of grunting, noisy ani.
mals and rickety carts with nonde.
script horses, their owners the while
quietly smoking their pipes, or

thered In loud argument outside

e little taverns. Women with bare
feet and heads covered with shawls,
together with dirty little blue-eyed
urching, completed a pleture which
s about as quaint and old-world as
any that the British Isles can show.
Andy O'Shea was there in the thick
of the crowd, towering above his
shorter countrymen by a head and
shoulders, with the dark hair and
blue eyes that proclaimed him a true
Irishman. “King of Antheen'’ they
ealled him, and In truth that was
much about the position he oceupled;
for his personality swayed public

pnlon toa great extent, while his

rewdness and superior education
caused him to be resorted to for ad-
vice by all the country side. Al-
though a farmer In a large way, he
was well connected, and claimed to
be descended from one of the oldest
Irish families.

1n the midst of the clamor and bus-

tle, a rattle of wheels is heard, and

peasants erane thelr necks to
have a look at their new landlord. The
gentleman in question drove up Ina
smart cart, with a grand little Irish
mare in the shafts, aud as he jumped
off a alight murmur ran through the
ranks, which, however, was stilled at

once.

Val Hastings had come Into the
property unexpectedly a fow months
ago by the death of an unéele, and,
being energetic by nature, and hav-
ing heard that the sport on the estate
was {ood he came over to relleve his
agent and take up the reins of gov-
ernment himself.

8o far he had not been unsuccess-
ful, for he had obtalned the good will
of Andy O'Shea, and the result was
shat his *‘rint’” was paid far more
regularly than that of his brother
Jandlords.

There were not people wanting to sa
came more of Hastings' friend-
ship for Andy’s sister, Winifred, than
of xndy himself, but this was only a
surmise,

Val Hastings waa rather an un-
eommon type of a manj independent
and with no profession, he amused
himself with travel and sport, and
wherever he went acquired a reputa-
tlon ns a dead shot and a brave
though reckless man, which he un-
doubtedly was. He had been left
an orphan early, and his training
had been one of the best; the result
was that his watchword was ‘' Pour
g'amuser,” and he carrled ont this
maxim to the letter. His face waus
clean shaven, dark and resolute, with
that indescribable look on it of a man
who has looked death in the face and
braved him. He might have been
80, but the absence of hairon his
face and his lithe bulld made him
Jook younger, while his well-made
figure was set off to ita best advant-
age by the trim tweed riding sult he

wore.

Suddenly a hand was laid on his
shoulder, and, looking round, his
eoyes met those of Andy O'Shes, with
#look in them he had never seen be-
fore.
“Mr. Hastings, n word with you,"
he said, with hardly a trace of the
Irish accent.

‘At your disposal, What canl
do for you? Anything in the farm
line?"”

*I am not going to speak about
farms or cattle to-day, Mr. Hast-
ings,” he replied; *‘but about some-
thlnq I love better—my sister Wini-
fred.”

“*Go on; I am listening,’” sald
Val, with a curious tightening of his
mouth,

“] don't know whether you are
aware that my sister and yourself
are the common talk of Antheen,
and, as her only relative, in her In-
terest I demand to know what your
intentions are townrd her. When a
man in your state of life takes undue
notice of a girl in my sister's position
I have aright to nak."’

Something In Andy's tone jarred
on Hustings, for he turned a trifle
paler, and answered sternly :

““Whatever there is between Miss
O'Shea and mysell is bstween us
two, not between you and me.”’

“‘Answer me,’"’ replied Andy, livid

with passion, in alow volee; “‘unswer |

me or I'll thrash you here—here be-

fore every mun, you creeping Saxon— |

you who have sneaked into my house
and—"'

Here hia outhburst was cut short,
for Val's crop descended on his face,
and O'8hea recled on the ground,

For a moment dead silence reigned
suprems In the market place, and all
guzed in astonlshment on Hastings
standing with uplifted whip above
the writhing O'Shen. Then tho spell
was broken, and, with shrill cries of
“pPown with the landlord! Down
with the Saxon!’ o score of men
rushed at Val, and the fight began.

Val stood with his back to & wall, |

snd resolutely defended himself, but
strong 8s he was, they beat him down
on to one knee. Just as he was giv-
ing up hope there was a sghout of
“‘ollu!" a wild rush, and Val found
himself, without knowing how, In
the center of a compact knot of about
o constabulary

ward one end of the square, where the
rest of the force had placed two carts
across one of the only two entrances
into It, and were keeping the mob at
bay. The fight now became general ;

while amid the hubbub rose the
squenls of the pigs, which, getting
loose, rushed in all directions, and
rendered the confusion too hideous
tobe described. Amid the thiek
cloud of dust Val could see the mass
that intervened between thém and
the barrler, and wondered, In his
half-stunned condition, if they would
reach it. Ah! they are moving;
slowly at first, then faster, as thelr
gplendid diseipline tells, and the meb
surge aside before them. One last
astruggle, and heis lifted over the
barrter, and a long howl of rage goes
up from the crowd balked of their
prey.

“For (iod's sake, get out of this,"'
shouted the subaltern in command.
ag he helped him on tothe car.
“Dirive your hardeat.”

A flick at the mare, a spring, and
the low stone walls began to slip pagt
the car rapidly, Then the cool air nt

stunned man. But when he eame to
himself the ronr of the mob had died
down in the distance, and they held
their way unchecked to Antheen
Hall.

THE EFFECT,

The moon was rizing slowly, throw-
ing n long, rippling shadow on the
black river,which eddied along under
» bank where a clump of dwarl oaks
and willows formed a sort of bower,
Further down, a few lights flickering
froin s long, low building marked the
position of O'S8hen’s farm. From out
of the gloom a figure wrapped in a
long cloak glided down to the edge of
the river, and stood shivering from
time to time at the cries of the night
fowl and the chill dampof the stream,
SBuddenly, amid the sounds of the
woods, her listening ear cuught the
falntest plash of oars, and the hood
slipped from her head as she came
down to the brink of the river and
peeped intently into Its dancing
shadows.

It Is o aweet face which the moon
shines upon ; large, gray eyes fringed
with long, black eyelashes, small,
shapely nose, little mouth, and red
lips quivering with expectation; the
pale face rin with an aureole of
golden-brown halr, which nestles over
the high, white forehead In a hun-
dred little ringlets. Buch Is Winl-
fred O'S8hea, as she stands there walt-
ing by the lonely river. And as she
paused a long black streak glided
round the point, and with a few
strokes of the paddle a Canadian
canoo came under the shadow of the
bank. A moment more and another
dark figure stood beside her, and she
threw her arms round his neck and
kissed him again and again.

“I am so glad you have come,
dearest,’”’ she sald, at last; ‘1 have
been so alarmed for you.”

“‘Why have you troubled your dear
little heart about me, child; am I not
able to take care of myself?'"’

““Yes; I know you are strong and
brave, but that Is no good when you
are taken unawares, when a bullet
sings from behind a stone walle"

**Ah? what nre you saylng—a bul-
let, a stone wall? Have you heard
any threats agalnst me, You must
have, or you would not speak so.
Who is it? Your brother?"

There was no answer, but the

ud head sank on his shoulder, and

e could feel the form In his arms
?ulveﬂnu with lll-suppressed sobs.

{e stooped and kissed her.

“‘Promlse you will not betray him,”
she answered at last, “‘for he Is very
dear to me, m{ brother, but you are
dearer still. That Is why I am here
now to warn you. On that dreadful
night he came home with his head
bandaged, and, eyeing me grimly, he
pointed to his wound and said, ‘This
is your lover's handiwork. Wil
you take him In your arms after
this? Then Mike Dennis and John
O'Hara stepned forward and sald,
‘The Saxon blackguard will nivir do
it agin to ye; he Is marked.” Oh,
love of mine, take care |—If you were
to dle and leave me my heart would
break!"’

“These men are weak chatterers,
{brave In words alone. Why have
they not tried to do their work be-
fore? This morning I was riding
alone, this afternoon Iwas driving.”

“‘Hush, Val! don’t speak so loud!
time is precious. Let me tell you all
I know. The Garrison ball, to-mor-
row night; you will be returning
late on foot=——""

‘‘How in the name of God do my
foes know that?'' burst out Val.

*‘Never mind, they know It, and
will ambush themselves in Perrin
Woods. There can be no mistake—

our felt hat and ulster are well

nown, and besldes, no one else will
come back that way. There will be
no one to help you, and you will fall
in the middle of the white road. Oh,
Val! my Vall promise me you will
not go, or you will come home some
other way—that you will avold this
in some manner! Think of my
broken heart, think of the disgrace,
the shame——""

But Val had put her firmly from
him, and stood there with eyes that
gleamed & ufoly. for & picture had
risen befope his mind. He is In
| Bicily, and from behind a rock four
| brigands rise up, and with threats,

demand money. He refuses; they
attack,
| out of the hand of the foremost, and
| places him and two others beyond
[the reach of fighting. Then the
fourth clutches him, and thoey
wrestlo, near the edge of o yawning
preeipice, with the gulls sereaming
below, nearer, nearer, till with one
[ outburst of strength he throws him
over the edge, and, ns he slips un.
| conscious hears the sickening crunch
| on the rocks four hundred feet below,
ancd with the remembrance of pust
duys the old Norman blood surged
into his brain, hiding as in o mist
the pleading, tear-stained face up-
turned to him, and he answered:
“* Do you think thut 1 shall give up
iny plang because a cur who dare
not face me hides and tries to kill
me? I tell you I will walk back
through PFerrin Woods to-morrow
night, and if he or anyone else mo-
lests me I shaull shoot them ns they
would shoot me if they will stand up
and face me. To think that & Hast-
ings should be defied by a coward—""
*Val, he Is my brother!"
“Yes, and a coward, and you

,MI; moving !p-,t!nli_hn wms be s coward too, 1

shillelahe waved wildly overywhere, |

the same time revived the half- |

He has wrenched the knife |

Nove youn, Winifred: but I love my
honore bettar, and 1 will show your
brother or anyone clge who molests
me tomortow night how I can vindi-
cate it "’
Winiteed withdrew hersell from
his arms, and the tears died on her
fuce, which hnd grown set and white
ns she listened. At last, with a sob,
she answered :
| **There s zomething Inconsistent
in what you say, Mr. Hastings; in
| one breath you vow you love me, and
in the next you refuse to save our
family from disgrace and me from
despanir and wretchedness, Don't
you think I am worthy of a little
love, alittle consideration '
“1faney, Misg O'Shen, our con-
versation had better cease for to-
night. 1 will find means of letting
your brother know that I shall not
avold him. I should ndvise you to
try an Irish lover now, Miss O'Shea;
n Saxon one has too much self-
respect to plense you. Good night.”
“Val, my love, for God's sake
| eome back!"’
| But his eanoe grates on the pebs
bles and he Is gone,  If he had turns
ed back, If he had seen those out.
stretched hands and heard that pites
ous **C'ome back!" all might have
been well,

But he never turned and so signod
her death warrant.

| THE RESOLVE.

{  The next day hung slowly on Val
| Hastings' hands. He wandered
| about the grounds of Antheen Hall
|in nan aimless way, meditating on
the situation, and his blood flamed
whunever he thought of O’Bhen and
the coming struggle. Hastings was
no braggart or Don Quixote, but his
honor was very sensitive, and never
a doubt crossed his mind as to the
course he should take that night.
He would be armed, too, and meet
this man, this coward, and dare him
to fight him to his face, and then—
It he were killad=life was not worth
much, and It he conquered—an A
Winlfred O'SBhea was lost to him, and
he would try to be a man, and live
his life without her. He once thought
of sending o challenge to O’'Shen,
but, remembering that he had in.
formed the head groom, a shifty-
faced. suspicious-looking man, of his
plans for that night, he went to him
and carelessly rolterated them, feel-
Ing certain that O'Shen would get
the latest intelligence through tf:'il
medium. And in this he was right;
the man was in O'Shea's pay to spy
on his master, -

Dinner was an entire failure, and,
Emhlng the untasted food from him,

o went out Into the dim hall, and
took a green leathor caso from a chest
of old oak. Then he drew out two
revolvers, and, after loading them
and examining them carefully, put
them Into the case, and the case into
hislong fawn coat. He returned into
the dining room, and, throwing him-

self Into & lounge chalr, tried to di-
vort his thoughts with a cigarette.
But, do what he would, Winifred

would rise before hls eyes—\Winifred
as sho was when he saw her for the
first time. He had gone down to
O'Bhea’s farm to look at a shed that
wanted repair, and on his way back
he had suddenly come upon her round
a shrubbery corner, and oh, how
swoet she had looked In her blue
blouse and a sort of sunbonnet,
alnst which her bright hair had
glenmed under the sun! What a
protty expression, half feight, half
amusement, she wore, and how
ueenly she seemed ns she faced him |
uld not things be altered? Was
there not time?

‘““The dog cart is at the door, sir,”’
sald a trlm manservant,

He rose and went out.

That morning, too, found Winifred
O'Shes In a mental state which
might be described as a fog
Thoughts, plans, doubts, hopes,
fears—all chased each other through
her head like swallows at play.

She knew her brother well=hls
vindictive nature, which would brood
and brood until it would drive him
to desperation, and that he would
kill her ns well if she attempted to
interfere,

Bhe knew her lover—his hasty
soul, his absolute vontempt for dan-
gor, and his determination—and a
shudder passed over her; but that
quickly died away as she remem-
bered how they had parted. If he
loved her, things would have been
different; he would have saved her
from this pain, this shame. But he
loved her no longer—that was evi-
dent.

Suddenly a plcture rose before her
eyes; she saw the Perrin Woods, and
the moon falling !n strange white

tches on the long road; she saw

al wnlking unconcernedly along
with his swinging step; then a flash,
n report, und he throws up his arms
with a moan, and rolls over and over
in the dust, and with an agonizing
cry she buried her face in her hands.
No, her Val should not dle like this;
she would save him.

She would slip into the cloak-room
and take his hat and coat, put them
oa, and, trusting to her height and
lithe step,would walk down the road.
8he shivered; she was very younf to
die. But what had she left to live
for?

The twilight deepened In the eld
ouak-paneled room at O'Shea's farm-
stead, but still she sat there motion-
less, with her head on her hand, gouz-
ing with struined set eyes Into etern-
ity . .

THE SACRIFICE,

The officers’ quarters at Antheen
barrncks were a blaze of light, and
the soft strains of the hand swept out
on the night alr and died away ns
soltly us they came. The pgardens
were lluminated with o myrind of
colorad lights, which, as the night
| was windless, still burnt clearly,
{ thongh it was past midnight, while
| their brillinney contrasted plensantly
with the softer rays of tho sinking
moon, A tall, lithe figure in a felp
hatand & long, brown coat left the
veranda, and slipped out through the
lighted gardens into the main roud.
The higheoat collar was turned up,
and that, together with the fact that
the felt hat was pulled well down
over the face, entirely concealed the
identity of the wearer, Just as the
roadwaywas reached the figure turned
round to the lights behind, and the
face showed white in the darkness—
It was Winltred O'Shen golng to her
doom. S8he stopped & minute, and
her brain resled as she looked at the
bazsouke bebind and thoughs of Vad,

e

THE CHICAGO HAGLH.

How cruel he was after all her love| MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE.
| Prominent Rast Indlans Who Have

for him! Why did he not come and
save her? No, it was Val that must
be saved at any cost, and there was
no other way. Bhe stumbied along,
and the pains of death rose before

her eyes, Oh! the horroe of It—the the

fiery ball eating her flesh, the ngony
of writhing In the dust, for she felt
sure Andy would not miss. Just as
her resolutions were slipping awny
from her, something gleamed white
in the moonlight on the roadside.| It
was a rough stone cross, Inviting the
passer-by to pray for the soul of one
suddenly Isunched Into eternity,
Moved by a sudden Impulse, she flung
herselt at its foot and prayed as she
had never prayed before that what-
ever sina she had committed might
be blotted out by this last eacrifice
made in the spring of her youth,and
that the path of trial she was about
to tread would lead her to the heaven
where in God's good time she would
mect Val again. Then she rose and
walked on, and all fear left her; only
love for Val remnined, that love
which was prompting her to lay down
her ife for his sake. One hesitation,
and she hns turncd aside down the
pathway through Perrin Woods, where
the moonlight falls In patches and
flakes and bars—the pathway leading
to her long rest, * * *

Val was the first to find the bodr.
as it lny huddled up, a little henp in
a pateh of light. A ghastly red
sirenk showed where her life had
ebbed away, and those pretty curis
were all dabbled and splashed with
the blood that formed n pool around
her. The cold faco lny white and
awful to the sky, nnd the eyes seemed
to quiver as the flickering rays foll
upon them. He staggered, and a
mist seemed to pass before him; then
he knelt down by the side of the
body and gently drew down the eye-
lids. Bomething was clasped in the
limp hand, but crushed in folds in
her death straggle. He took It and
smoothed it out—it was a pho ph
of himself. And as he knelt there,
heedless of the possibility of a lurk-
ing foe, everything gradually dawned
upon him==the all absorbing love,
the courage, the despair that had
lald her dead at his feet, and he hid
his face In his hands. Then he rose,
and, with a long kiss on the poor
cold lips, left her to God and the
\nlllngnlpht wind, * * *

Andy O’Shen was never seon in An-
theen sfnln, but his gun, with one
barrel discharged, which was found
by the bank of the river,left no doubt
a8 to his fate.

Val Hastings left England almost
immediately for East Afriea, and,
while going up country, met with a
band of slave traders. One survivor
of his band alone returned to Zanzl-
bar, and his talo of its complete an-
nihilation has never been contra-
dicted. And doubtless Winifred's
prayer has been answered.—[8ketch.

THE TALLEST LADDER.

Spiked A#.I:n a Smokestack and
hes 458 Feet.

A short distance from Glasgow
Cathedral, northward through Castle
street, the Monkland canal is crossed
and the grimlest of manufacturin
regions Is reached. On the left han
are the well-known Bt, Rollox works,
of which 8ir Charies Tennant is the
head, and which are easily distin-

ished by the great chimney stack

esigned by the late Professsr Mac-
uorn Rankine. The stack is 450
eet high from the base to the cap-
stone—82 feet less than the Town-
send stack In the same locality, but
Tennant's stack stands on a more
elevated part of the city and so to the
onlooker appears taller than its
neighbor, BSome Interesting opera-
tions were recently carried out in con-
nectlon with the repalring of Ten-
nant’'s stack. A local steeplejack of
note, who has kept the two chimnoys
in repair for the past twenty-five
years mounted to the top of the
stack, adopting a different method
from that used by him about twe
years ngo, when he climbed the stack
at Port Dundus. On that occasion
ho mounted by means of kite-flying,
which enabled the necessary ropes
for the ascent being thrown over the
top of the chimney.

On the present occasion he adopt-
ed a handior, and, on the whole, a
safer plan. This is known as the
ladder process, and Is much in vogue
among contractors for chimney re-

ring, The occaslion was the firet
ime the method has been used for a
chimney of eo great s helght, and
whean fully erected the lndder was the
highest In the world. The first seg-
tion was planted net the chimney
and nailed securely by hooked iron
pina elghteen inches long and an inch
thick, Bection after section each
elghteon feet long was then holsted
up, and after being lashed together,
was fastened in the same manner to
the chimney—the diffieult work, as
will be readily understood, mllulrlnu
great care und attention. The ladders
used were of yellow pine, and of the
lightest [:oulbte make, with flat steps
an inch by an inch and a half broad,
One advantage of this process la that
the work of repalring doed not, as In
the case of a kite, require to walt for
a favorable wind, but can be begun at
any time, and the preliminary opera-
tions thus over, it I8 slmply & matter
of climbing a ladder.—[Westminster
Gazette.

Beshive in a Courthouse Domae.

Since the dial on the south side of
the courthouse was blown out by
the late storm, workmen engaged in
repairing the dnnage have mude the
discovery that the large ball just
nhove the dome and beneath the
englo I8 inhabited by bees, and that
their stornge of honey is Immense,
For several years past it has been
claimed that bees ocoupled that ors
namental portion of Alachua's capi-
tol, but it was gencrally regarded as
an unfounded clnim; late investign.
tion, however, leaves no room to
doubt that both the bees and honey
ure there, It 1s caleulated by those
who are presumed to be competent
to judge that the ball contains not
loss than 100 pounds of honey, The
bees have selected a home where
they are not likely to be seriously
disturbed—certainly not to theex-
tent of being robbed, ' There is prob-
ably not another hive of bees in the

provided with a home 200 feel
above the level of the ses.—{Galnes-

ville (Flw) oo, \

Volusntarily Passed Into Obscurity,

| Bome five or ¥ix years ngo the son of

the Inte rajah of Tanjore, & man some
40 or 60 years of nge, and, of course,
chlef native personage In that part

of India, made up his mind to become a
| devotee. He one day told his friends
he was going on n rallway journey,
sent off his servants and carriages
from the palace to the station, saying
he would follow, gave them the slip,
nnd has never been heard of since. His
friends went to the man who was
known to have been acting as his guru,
who simply told them: "You will never
find him.”"” Buppowse the g. 0. m. or the
Prince of Walea were to retire like
this, how odd It would scem!

To lllustrate this subject, I may tell
the story of Tillelnathan Bwam, who
was the teacher of the guru, whose
acquaintance I am referring to in this
chapter. Tillelnnthan was a wealthy
ship-owner of high family. In 1880 he
devoted himself to religlous exercises
till 1885, when he became “emanci-
pated.” After his attninment he felt
sick of the world, and so he wound up
his affairs, divided all his money and
goods nmong relatives nnd dependents,
and went off stark naked Into the
woods, His mother and sisters were
grieved and repeatedly pursued him,
offering to surrender all to him If he
would return. At last he almply re-
| fused to answer thelr lmportunities,
and they desisted, Ile appeared In
Tanjore after that In 1857, 1850, 1804,
and 1872, but has not been seen since.
He Is supposed to be living somewhere
in the western Ghauts,

THE SERGEANT LAUGHED.

80 Did the Reporter and the Plok-
pocket; but Not the Officer.

When they searched the prisoner at
the sergeant’'s desk they found In his
pockets three watches, four silk hand-
kerchiefs and two of linen, a copy of
the works of Rabelnis, a bunch of clg-
arettes, a small plece of Turkish rhu-
oarb, and a wad of greenbacks.

“Thim's from some woman's purse,”
sald the officer who had made the ar-
rost.

“How do you know that?" asked the
reporter.

“Well, you see,” aald the officer, who
bad read Conan Doyle “a man do al-
ways dibble up bis nootes wance, or
twish at the moast; but a woman do
creash thim up In a little bit of a round-
lukking wahd and drrives thim into
her little dam fool of a purse. Yis,
sorr, that money do come from the
pokkit of some poor faymale that may.
be now s crrying of her eyes out owver
the loss ov It"”

“Is that so?" asked the reporter of
the thief. “Was this money stolen
from some woman?"

The pickpocket, who was a little vi-
clous apecimen of the cockney lag, cop-
tracted his monkey face into a hundred
wrinkles,

“I giss it's Gawd's truth,” he snick-
ered. “I nipped the flimsies out of
that 'ere wery copper’s pocket ven he
was harresting me, and we vos 'havin'
a little bit of a rough and tumble,
doncherknow.”—New York Bun,

Insoot Secoretions.

The strongly vesicating power of
certaln parts of the apparatus of the
blister beetle of course suggested that
the function of cantharidin In the
economy of the insect might be con-
nected In some way with the reproduc-
tive process. But that such Is not nec-
essarily the caso evidently follows
from the fact that the insect pos-
sesses the property to a greater or less
degree in all its stages, including those
in which it Is sexually Immature. Even
the eggs are possessed of the blister
ing power, though this perhaps is no
more than might be expected, slnce
the ovarles are strongly lmpreguated
with eantharidin,

In 1883 Beauregard took a portion of
A frenbly Inld bateh of eggs and, work-
ing them up into n paste with n little
water, applied the little plaster so
formed to his arm, After four hours
the smarting produced was sufficient-
Iy Intense to lead him to stop the ex-
perment. He therefore removed the
plaster, and a few minutes after an
enorimous blister appeared on the spot,
attesting the strongly veslcating prop-
erty of the freshly Inld eggs.

In the larvae the property was found
to be much less Intense. Ten larvae,
severnl days old, were crushed and
made Into a plaster, which was ap-
plied as before, Even after elght hours
nothing more than a considerable in-
flammation was developed, and no
bllster appeared. When, however, a
larger application of the crushed
bodles of two dozen simlilar larvae wan
made, a blistor was produced after the
lapse of the snme time.—Knowledge.

Growing Prunes Instead of Wheat.

Prune growing Is taking the place, to
& great extent, In parts of Western Ore-
gon, of wheat growlng. It Is the opin-
lon of practical men there that it Is the
most likely solution of the problem how
to escape frow the dificulty of unprof-
itable wheat farming., ‘There has been
some disappeintment In the Btate this
year over the result of fresh fruit un-
dertakings, owing to the flood and the
rallway strike, but as the prune crop is
coming into view its possibllities of
wealth are most encouraging, About
fifty car londs of dried prunes are about
ready for shipment In Douglas County,
Counting 25,000 pounds to the cur, and
allowing G cents a pound for the crop,
the county will have some $02,600 for
this Item, The Industry In Oregon s

comparatively mew, having attracted
plmost no attention outside of the local-
ity where the experlments were belng
made In growing the frult extonsively
untll last year., The outlook Is for an
enormously Increasing acreage of prune
bearing orchards, so ghat in five years,
when cheap prices, ns those interested
In the business In Oregon belleve, shall
have made n wide muarket for pruncs
as o staple of table use, there will be an
putput ten thmes as great us ot present,
—New York Evening Post.
“Chaos Destroyed!"
To be conservative may be a very
thing; It Is possible, however, to
ave too much even of a good thing,
T'his was the case with the great Tal-
leyrand, who would have preserved
even abuses merely because they had
puco existed,

This pecullarity of his was summed
op by & witty compatriot, Paul de
Courrler, who declared that If Talley-
:ld bad been present at the creation,

would have exclalmed:

“Good grocious! Chaos will be de
reyed!”
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