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THE CHRONICLE.

COLFAX, i LOUISIANA.

my case should be looked into by the
entire medical fraternity. You may err
in your judgment. What then? Must
1 be thrust in there to court the loath-
some infection? The meanest of God's
creatures ought to be treated with more
I ity. You might as well plunge
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DEAD YET ALIVE.

The True and Pitiful Story of a
San Franoclsco Leper.

The morning was bright and bracing,
the air stimulating as a glass of cham-
e. 1 was walking down the street
to business with my mind in s whirl of
happy thoughts. As I turned into San
Francisco's leading thoroughfare and
joined its surging tide of life, rushing
onward at full speed, 1 scanned each
passing face insearchof one which bore
the happiness reflected upon mine.
Humanity in every guise was hurry-
ing to their various occupations. Some
were sad, others gay. Many were fol-
lowed by the grim phantom, care. Few
looked genuinely happy. Though borne
along upon the human wave, I was
apart from it—in an ideal world of my
own. With what cruel force it now
comes back to me. I have lived it over,
ah! 50 many times—and now again it
econfronts me—that glad day of my sor-
row-steeped life. Again I am walking
down the street in a happy reverie;
again I see & sweet face, lit up by a
pair of great, tender, brown eyes!
Again I feel the clasp of a warm little
hand in mine—the hand of my little
Jess—oh, God! is there no mercy for
such & stricken wretch? Slow, hot
tears well into my eyes, while memory
with bitter insistence holds up to my
vision the mirror of the past. Of what
was I thinking? 1 was thinking of my
little love and the promise she made me

take the previous night. The thought

gent the blood leaping through my
veins. My pace quickened. ‘‘To live!
to live always!” I mentally eried. With
80 keen a sense of strength and exhil-
aration, what is there in life to equal
the gracious gifts of love and
youth? I then fell to wondering if all
the to-morrows of my existence would
be as that day, as my happy yesterdays.
1 tried to banish the mervous forebod-
ing which erept in and poisoned my
reflections. Why allow anything to
trouble me? Did I not have all thata
young man ought to possess with which
to begin life—robust health, a lucra-
tive position in & great firm with a fair
prospect of advancement, the respect of
my employers, and last and best of all,
my bonny Jess? But my arm (is there
not always this “but” or “if” to mar
the greatest pleasures of - life?)—this
arm of mine—this dead member of my
anatomy is my greatestsource of un-
easiness. Before father lost his fortune
he took me through Europe in search
of medical aid. I was treated by sev-
eral physicians, but my malady baffled
them, and father was fipally obliged to

my body and soul into the afysses of
hell—it could mot cause me greater
agony.”

I paused, panting for breath. The
muscles of my neck stood-out like whip-
cords; the sweat of agony cozed from
my shivering body, and the doector in
a cold, hard voice replied: ‘‘We were
prepared for this; we expected it would
be a terrible blow to you, but that could
not alter our course. The health laws
are extremely rigorous in regard to
leprosy, and it is therefore our painful
duty to send you at once to the leper
ward.”

“] am not a leper,” I emphatically
declared; “had I been s leper it would
have been discovered when 1 was & res-
ident of Honolulu.”

“Our decision is unalterable,” an-
swered the head physician. W& would
gpare you this pain if we could, but it
is impossible.”

“Mercy is always possible. For the
love of God, give me a day's grace, a
day's respite.” My voice broke in a
great sob, and as I noticed the set de-
termination upon their faces hope van-
1shed and I sunk into a chair spent with
exhanstion. They left me without a
word, and then the thought came of my
little sweetheart, to torture me afresh.
What would beecome of her? Better
that she should believe me faithless, a
scoundrel. Better anything than the
truth. I determined to send her & mes-
sage stating that I had been ecalled
away on business, and then to change
my name, that she might never dis-
cover that the man she loved and would
have married was that thing sceursed
of God and man, a leper! 1 ecould never
see her sweet face again, nor ever hear
her low, tender voice. She might come
to me only in dreams. My little Jess!
my lost love! omly a short time ago
since youn were mine, and even now you
would shrink with horror from such u
thing as I. Yesterday s happy man,
and to-day a leper. Yesterday! golden,
mocking yesterday! Must its remem-
brance follow me through all the days
and months and years of my dead youth?

My bitter reflections were broken; my
hearse was at the door. Was it not a
hearse, this wagon which was to bear
me to a living tomb—to eut me adrift
from the endearing ties of life? Death
was more merciful than this. The dead
rode in their carringes respectfully un-
conscious—but I rode on with every
nerve quivering with anguish. The
wheels rattling upon the sloneé pave-
ment sang in my ears: “Going to the
grave—to the grave forever.” In the
street children mocked me with their
merry voices; the sun flung upon the
blue dome above its royal banner of
light; birds sang jubilantly; happy

return to America with me u
How strange that I should have lost
the useof my arm from the moment
that I fell from that tree in the garden
of our home in Honolulu. I was only a
child at the time. Since then years
have come and gone, yet it still hangs
helplessly by my side. Well, to humer
my little fiancee, 1 will consult a physi-
cian to-morrow.

All that day I worked with a vim
wnntil the time of closing, and when
evening came [ went to see my darling
Jess. As 1 entered she laid her dainty

faces p d me, and flowers bloomed
on every side. The air was redolent
with perfume. It was spring in Cali-
fornia, and all nature was glad; but I—
1 could not partake of it. I was young,
and I was old. Grief touched my mind
with age, while youth imperionsly as-
serted control over my body. We
reached the outskirts of the city at
last. The hillsides were covered with
blossoms. Perhaps if 1 were to touch
them they might wither in my hund.
But no, they were of Heaven, and
would not shrivel even in the hand of a

head, with its short crop of sunny | leper.

bronze hair, against my breast and a
little happy sigh of content broke from
her. Ever and again her soft eloguent
eyes gazed tenderly into mine, then a
caress, & whisper of d t; and
that was all, for we had no meed of
words. At parting she followed me to
the door and, raising my helpless arm
laid it compassionately about her neck.
Her luminons eyes shone into mine with

I was shnt in my tomb among the
lepers. The world and its joys were
left behind, The pitiable wretches—
sharers of my miserable lot—seemed as
if they were bound in a heavy lethargy.
Upon their faces was an expression of
mute resignation. They sat listlessly
about in an apparently uninterested
manner. Upon entering my new abode
I shrank from them with an irrepressi-
ble shudd But they did not appear

& look of appeal, which I undersiood

“I promise, little ome, I promise,” I
murmured passionately, and with a lin-
gering caress we parted.

Was there of all God's creatures one
ns blessed as I? And now what am I?
Dead! and yet alive—within sight and
sound of the world, longing for its joys
and pursuits, but fettered by the most
hideous fate of which the human mind
can conceive.

I kept my promise to little Jess, and
the following morning repaired to the
nearest hoapital to consult its medical
advisers. The head physician made a
careful examination and, after the
wusual formula, brought in two of his
fellow practitioners and I was again
examined. They then retired to an ad-
joining room for comsultation. Soom
after they reentered. But why did they
regard me with such grave looks of
compassion? What could it mean? I
was perplexed—vaguely -

Dr. Norris broke in upon my conjec-
tures and in serious tomes sald:
“Young man, I fear our diagnosis of
your case will be a terrible shock to
you. Are you man enough to meet it
bravely? Have you strength to face
what may be a erushing blow?”

“I trust I have, sir,” I replied, witha
sudden contraction of the heart.

“It is my painful duty,” he said, “to
inform you that there can be no cure
for your disegse; you are afflicted with
leprosy.”

“Leprosy!” I gasped in a tone of in-
eredulous horver. “‘Leprosy! leprosy!”
I repeated.

For the moment my brain refused to
grasp the revolting significance of that
word. I gazed blankly atthe solemn
faces of my doomsmen. 1 seemed to
have h-tuﬁ p:war of motion. My
body was & heavy dead weight—my
eyeballs seared with the hot tears which

to notice it, though I am sure my coun-
tenance must have betrayed the hot re-
bellion raging in my soul. Would I ever
be like that loathsome object who sat
huddled in a gloomy eormer of the
room? Oh, God forbid! Send death in
any form but that—to sit and wait for
the inevitable approach of dncay, to
konow as the leaden-footed years drag
by, one must reach the stage where the
flesh gradually drops from the bones
and nothing remains but a living mass
of putrefaction. Horrible! Horrible!
I rushed wildly into the open air; I tore
open my shirt; my brain and heart felt
as if they would burst with the agony
which consumed me, My case attract-
ed the attention of the journals and
they, with my employers, demended an
investigation. BSo it was finally de-
cided the board of health that I
should be brought before them for a
thorough examination. Were it proven
that I was not a leper, I might return to
the world and thelove of little Jess, If,
on the contrary, I must be sent back
here—but I dared not think of that.

The day dawned at last that was to
decide my fate, and I was taken before
a formidable array of physicians and
stripped.  They my fine
breadth of chest and strong limbs with
looks of astonishment and admiration,
and critically inspected me as they would
the noble proportions of a blooded ani-
mal. Istood before them like a mur-
derer in the dock on his last day of
grace. In vain I tried to banish hope.
It erept throungh my mind like a nar-
cotic and whispered me that I was not
that repulsive thing which all human-
ity shuns. It told me that I migat
again go into the world a free man—
free! to marry the girl I loved—{free! to
have a home, and little children, and

could not fall—and in flery letters be-
fore my reeling vision was the awful
'od I!lm,;‘l

*“I regret dingly,” d the
doctor, “‘that I am forced to send youn to
the leper ward at the pest house.”

At last! my numbed sensibilities were
ronsed. “Doector!” I cried in a voice
which shook with emotion. *‘Are you
80 lost to all semse of justice or mercy
as toconsign me to a living death?
‘What do yon know of leprosy? FHave
you ever treated it? What right have
W cast me among lepers? Before

commutted to that abhorred place,

the pl t duties which filled - the
lives of other men. I tried to think of
the other side of the picture, but ah,
no! I had not the h to contem-
plate that. No vision of the inferno, or
the hid ures painted upon the
brain of & drunkard in the frenzy of de-
lirium could equal the thought of be-
coming a leper. 1 gazed entreatingly
into those somber countenances—but
their faces were impenetrable masks
from which 1 could read nothing—
nothing. During Dr. Buckley's exami-
nation he ran a pin into my hand and

arm:
“Po you feel any sensption?” he
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queried. “None whatever,” [ replied
in a stified voice, and stepping aside
with an ominous look he made way for
Dr. Jameson, of Honolulu, who went
through a rigid e€xamination and then
announced to the board that it was his
opinion that I was not a leper.
“Not a leper.” Oh, thank the good
God! The exclamation involuntarily
broke from me—my heart beat with
suffoeating strokes as in a dream I saw
the face of winsome Jess; but I was
rudely awakened by the hard voice of
the head physician, announcing in
measured tones that the board had de-
cided that I was afilicted with leprosy.
Every word fell upon my heart like ice;
and through o great distance, which
sounded to my numbed senses muffied
as a voice from a sepulcher, I heard Dr.
Jameson pleading my cause. Hestoutly
declared to the wise men who had con-
demned me to a living death that I waa
not a leper—that he had spent the most
of his life among lepers, and having
treated the disease for many years was
familiar with every phase of the mal-
ady; that it would be almost impossible
from the mere knowledge to be gained
from books to wholly comprehend the
fearful scourge, and that one must have
the actual experience of constant
praclice in order to detect it in its
earlier stages. He urged them to
further consider the matter before
thrusting me where 1 must soon econ-
tract the loathsome disease—and closed
with an earnest appeal to them not to
doom to a leper’s ward a young man
who stood upon the threshold of a
bright career.

They hstened with respectful atten-
tion to his remarks, but their convic-
tion was not to be shaken; the mighty
board had declared against me. I was
condemned, isolated. The fire of youth
was in my veins, but a heavy eclipse
would darken all my days. The phy-
sicians solemnly filed past. Some
shrank by with averted looks; some
gazed at me: compassionately; another
guickly brushed a tear away, but I
seemed apart from itall, as though I
had suddenly slipped out of life.

The doctor who pleaded my eaunse
came np to where I stood, a statue of
despair, and mutely shook my hand.
“I did my best,” was all he said, and
hastiiy passed on to hide the tears
which came into his eyes. I made no
response; words struggled to my lips,
but were choked in my throat. All had
now left me. I wondered vaguely if I
should awaken from the trance which
chained me to the spot, and endeavored
to think calmly, connectedly, but rea-
son fell back appalled.

Through the mist which encompassed
mel saw a woman approaching with
an expression of pity wpon her tender
count , 80 expression such as the
woman who mourned at the feet of
Christ must have worn. Suddenly, like
the mocking cry of a demon borne up-
on me by an imagination maddened by
suffering was the word leper—leper!
1t burnt upon my brain, it swam before
my eyes; the air was heavy with sighs
of the unfortunate outeasts, and a voice
whispered close at my ear: “Do not
allow that pure woman to touch you;
you are unclean! Unclean! Acecursed
of God!”

She enme to me, and through a rain
of tears drew my head down and rev-
erently kissed my brow. The haze
which enveloped my thoughts vanished,
the frozen apathy which held me in a
vise was dispelled, and with a hoarse
ery of anguish 1 fell prone upon the
floor.

After a while some one roused me,
and 1 was taken back to that dread
abode, the leper ward. My doom was
sealed, my hopes laid low, but, unlike
my wretched companions, I ecould not
accept my fate with stoical indifference.
I chafed inwardly at the restraints im-
posed upon me by law, and I dreaded
the confinement and the association of
lepers. How long would it last? How
long would I have strength to face this
death in life?

The hero of this narrative—William
Horn, of Honolulu—who for a time was
supposed to be nnjustly detained in the
leper ward at the San Francisco pest-

SCIENCE AND INDUSTRY.

—The establishment of a labor ex-
change by the labor organizations of
Kansas City is an attempt to carry into
practical effect the ec-operative idea of
Edward Bellamy.

—Corn husks boiled in eaustic soda
are being utilized for the manufae-
ture of paper. The cooking process re-
sults in the formation of a spongy, glu-
tinous paste, which is subjected to
heavy pressure so as to eliminate the
gluten, the fiber remaining being made
into paper in the ordinary way.—Sel-
entific American.

—Recent catalognes show that ento-
mologists have found 8563 species of
gpiders in the upper Cayuga lake basin,
470 in the District of Columbia and $40
in New England. Dr. George Marx has
compiled a list of 292 species which
have been found in the polar regions
of the globe.

—Of the 15,940 tons of pig iron which
was exported from the United States
in the last fiscal year, 14,796 tons went
to Canada. In that market the fur-
naces of the United States were so
successful in competing with those of
England that English iron was almost
entirely driven from the Canadian mar-
ket.—Baltimore Journal of Commerce.

—A physician who has devoted spe-
cial study to the grip says that itis
easier to determine by the after effects
whether a patient is suffering from
the endemie or the common, non-con-
tagious form of influenza, than it is by
the primitive symptoms. Influenza of
the ordinary sort leaves no after effect
of any consequence, but grip leaves the
patient with a profound mnervous de-
pression that is as bad as the disease.

—The water spider,which spends most
of its time under water, carries a bub-
ble of air for breathing on the under
side of its body; and, when this air is
exhausted, it comes to the surface for
more. Itis enabled to ecarry the air
bubble because the under side of its
body is covered with tiny hairs set so
close together that the surface film of
the water does not pass them, althongh
the air does, and thus the air is impris-
oned among the hairs.

—The area devoted to potatoes im
New Zealand shows a substantial in-
crease, amounting to 60 per cent., in
nine years, while the product has ad-
vanced from 4,000,000 bushels in 1883 to
6,600,000 bushels in 1891, with an export
trade now amounting to pearly 1,500,-
000 bushels. In Tasmania the area
planted to potatoes is also steadily in-
creasing and now covers more than
20,000 acres, which yielded 2,731,000
bushels in 1891, of which 1,250,000 bush-
els were exported to other colonies.

—Sinee Darwin's investigations on so-
called ‘‘carmivorons plants,” & great
deal has been written on the habits
and powers of these remarkable organ-
isms, but the question how flies, ete.,
were dissolved and digested seems to
have remained unsolved. It is mow
maintained that digestion in the case
of carnivorous plants is due to the
activity of certain micro-organisms,
which are always present in the sap of
the mature plant, and that their seere-
tions are favorable to the development
of such minute organisms.—Knowledge.

—The licoriee plant is chiefly grown
on the banks of the Tigrisand Euphra-
tes, in Jocalities where for three
months during the prevalence of hot
winds, the temperature reaches 104
degrees, and for three months often
registers 850 degrees below at night
The remaining six months are moder-
ate and healthy. This plant is a small
shrub, about three feet high with light
foliage, growing where its rootscan
reach the water, and needing no culti-
vation. When the root is dug up it is
full of water, and takes nearly a year
to dry. The rotten pieces are used for
firewood, while the good wood is
shipped to London and America, where
it is used largely in the manufacture
of tobaceo.

—It is believed, according to P. L.
Simmonds, F. L. 8., that there are five
times as many insects as there are
species of all other living things put
together. The oak alone supports 450

cies of i ts, and 200 kinds make

house, and whose case exeited the aym-
pathy of the entire community, even-
tually proved to be a leper. Young,
handsome, well connected, and upon
the dawn of a bright career, he was the
most rebellious subject that ever en-
tered the doors of that institution. In
spite of the verdict of the board of
health he clung to the belief that he
was free from the taint of leprosy. The
malady grew slowly upon him and he
appeared as sound as anyone, but after
the lapse of a few months pustules
broke out upon the arm which had so
long been insensible to feeling.

Carrie Chevalier, a young and comely
widow who had been sent to the pest-
house as a nurse, was frequently thrown
in contact with young Horn and a
warm friendship sprang up between
them which ripened intolove. Ehe was
the one whose kiss had comforted him.
When forsaken by all she read the story
of repressed anguish in those sad eyes,
and with rare sympathy sought by
every device to divert his mind from
the scourge of which he was the victim.
He at first struggled to overcome this
growing and, as he fancied, hopeless
attachment, but day by day the charm
of her championship, her sweet woman-
lipess won upon him, cheering and sus-
taining him as he had never hoped to
be sustained or comforted again. The
image of “little Jess,” his first love,
who belonged to that other part of his
existence—dead beyond recall—gradu-
ally came to him only as a hali-remem-
bered dream. Every throb of his heart
was for his ministering angel, whom he
adored as a devotee might the image of
some saint. When she became aware
of this adoration she resolved to re-
nounce the world for him. He remon-
strated with her upon the rashness of
joining her fate with that a leper, but
as her resolution was not ta be shaken
they determined to escape from the pest-
house.

In order to carry out this plan he
wrote to his father, a well-to-do mer-
chant of Honolulu, and as soon as he

d the y funds, with his
heroic nurse he escapgd at night from
the hospital. They have never been
seen or heard from since. —Lee Bascom,

in Detroit Free Press

their home in the pine, Forty years
ago Humboldt estimated that the num-
ber of species preserved in collectiona
was between 150,000 and 170,000, but
scientific men now say that there must
be more than 750,000, without taling
into account the parasite creatures. Of
the 85,000 species in Europe, however,
not more than 3,500 are noxious or de-
structive. There are more than 100,000
Mnds of beetles.

—For more than a century the breed-
ing of canaries has been & thriving in-
dustry in parts of Germany. In 1850
the German dealers began to ship the
birds to New York, and then to South
America and Australia. The profits
are small, but the industry is a god-
send to the poor, who make the small
wooden cages. It is estimated that
about 250,000 eanary birds are raised
every year in Germany. The most im-
portant market is the United States,
which takes about 100,000 birds
annum. When the birds are shipped
to this country they are always accom-
panied by an attendant. On the return
voyage these attendants take American
birds and animals to Europe.

An Event.

Yes! It was indubitable. It had been
evident to Algy for a long time. He
had tried to conceal it, but ’twas im-
possible. And now his friends were
aware of it. Some congratulated him,
some sympathized with him. Al
wished him suceess.

Some gave good advice, others bad.
He alone had to discriminate between
the good and worthless. It was a seri-
ous matter. A crucial time in his life.
But it comes to all young men.

What is it? you ask.

Why whiskers, of course.—Life.

Baut the Honors Were Not Easy.
Walker Ham—Hello, old man! Where
have you been all winter? S
Onnis Uppers—Out west, playing
second parts to. Scully in heavy

tragedy.
Walker Ham—Good, good! An' I'll
wager me kingdom you divided the

FIRESIDE FRAGMENTS.

—Breaded Omelet.—Put into a stew-
pan two tablespoonfuls of rich milk.
Sprinkle in one tablespoonful of salt,
and half a tablespoonful of pepper.
Stir until the crumbs have absorbed all
the milk; take from the fire, and let
the mixture cool, and then beat it up
with six eggs, and fry like other ome-
lets.—0ld Cook Book.

—Sugar Cookies.—Two cupfuls of
sugar, two eggs, one-half cupful of but-
ter, one-half cupful of fried meat gravy
or drippings, one-half cupful of sweet
cream, one-half teaspoonful of soda.
Before baking, dip the top of each
cooky in the white of egg, then in
granulated sugar. The white of the
egg is not to be beaten.—Housekeeper.

—Canned Rhubarb.—There is noth-
ing which keeps so easily in cans as
rhubarb. Fill perfect cans with the
sliced stalks, erowding them down
firmly. Put the cansin a cool place
and fill with cool water, and leave over
night. Examine the cans the next day
and see that they are full to the brim;
then screw on the tops and treat like
canned fruit. I have used it when two
years old which was as nice as the fresh
vegetable.—Rural.

—Stewed Sweetbreads.—Parboil and
carefully remove the skin without
breaking the sweetbreads, put them
into a stewpan with two ounces of but-
ter, a tablespoonful of chopped pars-
ley, one clove, one bay leaf, a teaspoon-
ful of Worcestershire sauce, a half tea-
spoonful of salt and a half pint of
white stock. Set the pan over a mod-
erate fire and simmer for thirty min-
utes. Dish the sweetbreads. Wash a
pint of French peas in cold water, add
them to the sauce, let the whole come
to & boil, skim all the fat from the sur-
face, and pour the sauce and peas
around the sweetbreads.—N. Y. Ob-

server.

—Beef Olives,.—Cut one and one-hall
pounds of beef in strips three inches
wide and four long. Add to the chopped
trimmings and fat, salt, pepper, three
tablespoonfuls of cracker powder, one

each of sage and savory.
Spread on strips, roll up and tle with
twine. Roll them in flour. Fry quar-
ter pound till brown, remove it and put
olives of beef in the fat. Fry brown,
then put in a covered pan. To fatadd
one tables| of flour and rab
smooth. Addone and one-half pints of
boiling water. Semson to taste, pour
over olives and simmer two hours. Cut
strings, and pour gravy over dish of
olives.—Good Housekeeping.

Graham Shortecake.—Omne and one-
half teacupfuls sweet cream, two tea-
cupfuls graham flour, two large tea-

powder and one-hali
teas salt. Mix lightly together
and roll out two round cakes, one-half
an inch thick. Lay one on & buttered
tin, brush over the top with melted
butter and lay the other cake om it
Bake in a quick oven. When done re-
move the upper layer, spread with but-
ter and then with a layer of sweetened
rhubarb, strawberries, or any kind of
sweetmeats one has at hand, on both
the layers. Eat warm, preferably with
cream and sugar, though it is nice
without.—Orange Judd Farmer.

—Orange Ice Cream.—To make an
orange ice cream grate the peel of
three Valencia oranges into a pint of
boiling milk. Re careful to use only
the yellow peel, none of the bitter
white peel that lies underneath. Add
the juice of the oranges, mixed with »
cup of sugar and the yolks of six egga.
Stir the beiling milk gradually into
the eggs. It must not curdle. Add a
pint of perfectly fresh eream, and if
the mixture is not a good yellow a drap
or two of the yellow French
liquid used by confectioners and cater-
ers, These vegetable eolorings are per
fectly safe, and often add eonsiderably
to the appearance of the dish. Freeze
the ice cream as usual, and dish it out
in little round forms, about the size of
small oranges.—Boston Budget.

A Unique Motive Power,

Acconnts come from Germany thai
Krupp, the famous gun maker, is now
building & number of experimental en-
gines to test & movel idea. According
to Hardware, a8 German inventor has
taken patents on the utilization of the
general prineciple that finely divided
ecarbonaceous matter floating in the air
readily explodes. He proposes to grind
coal to an impalpable powder, and
after introducing the dust floating in
the air into the eylinder of an engine,
explode it, the idea being o follow
very much the same lines which are
being so thoroughly developed in the
use of gas in engine practice. Natur-
ally, the first question which has risen
has been how togetrid of the ash.
Krupp is to Have stated that
his experience in gun manufacture con-
vinces him that this is not a serious
obstacle. The advan' which would
grow out of a direct u tion of min-
eral fuel as mined are very obrious.
‘While modern converts only
10 to 15 per cent. of the heat energ
stored in coal into power at the cran i
shaft of a steam engine, it is believed
that no less than 75 to 80 cent.
could be made available bi mdhﬂwl

B!pkdﬂﬂ

eombustion of fuel
of coal dust.—Mechanical News.

An Alligator's Nest.

can be compared. They average
four feet in height and about five feet
in diameter, and .are constructed of
grasses and herbage. First the mother
‘gator deposits one layer of ezgsona
mortar-like floor, and having covered
this with a stratum of mud and herb-
age about eight inches thick, lays an-
other set of eggs upon that, and soon
to the top, there being commonly from
100 to 200 eggs ina nest. With their
tails the parents then beat down the
prevent the

g

female watches her eggs until they
are hatched by the heat of the sun,
nnder

honors with the star.

Onnis Uppers—On the walk home
me boy, it was a tie between us.—
Puck.
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CURE

Fﬂhnﬂl!hmml vast amount
ol Bince mning to take it } have not
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good rhv fch 1 attribute to s Sarsa-
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Hood’s Pllis cureall Liver 1lls, Biliousneas,
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Do you wear them? When next in need try a pair, they
wlii give you more comfort and service for the mossy
‘han any othér make. Best In the world.
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