
DECISION. KINO'S 
Tram the east slow pacing twilight. 

In her dusky robes, drew nigh, 
While yet sunset's golden splendor 

Flushed the blue Italian sky; 
<Kissed the white-robed queen's fair 

beauty. 
With its soft departing ray. 

As she plucked from its fragrant bower 
A rose of yesterday. * 

Near her stood her royal lover, 
"I aa> growing old," she said. 

And the sunset kissed the silver 
In the brown upon her head. 

Then he turned and smiled upon her, 
'Mong her fragrant roses tall,. 

They were fair, but Margherlta _ i.J 
Was the fairest of them all. """> •/ 

For the eyes of love are partial, 
And Love's heart is ever young 

As the springtime of its birthday, 
And tho deep fount whence it sprung. 

:He beheld her as he knew her 
On the day when they were wed, 

As sh^ pressed the drooping petals 
Of the dying rose, and said: 

,"1 must wear white gowns no longer. 
•| Autumn should not pose as Spring,'* 
i"We will take time to consider 
; This grave question," said the king. 

'One day In the queen's apartment, * 
: They unpacked a dressing-case, 
jFilled with gowns of snowy whiteness, 

"»l In their webs of filmy lace, 
,Margherlta's eyes grew tender— 

< Memories of vanished years—v 
As she read: "The King's Decision," 

Through a veil of happy tears. 
—Rose Hartwick Thorpe, in Detroit Free 

Press. 
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HAT feller," said old Solomon 
: ; 1 Beits to a stranger in town, as 

y Lemuel Jilson took his Weekly Clarion 
*:•. and went out of the post office, "is 

the bashfulest feller in town, er in the 
country. You wouldn't think it, but 

? ,he's ben trying to make it up to a 
• woman, old maid as she is now, fer— 

Lord! how long is it, anyhow?—end 
he can't ever git up spunk enough to 
tackle her." 

4- y "Don't tell me?" said the stranger, 
with full interest, watching Lemuel 

v Jilson getting into his buckboard. 
"Fact. Jest as good and capable a 

1 V feller as the towh'll show np. Ben 
'-^ school d'recter er town trustee er 
''""something ever since he's had whis-

kers. Mayor one time. Steward in 
- the Methodist church. But come 
i down to Em'line Bestor and he hain't 

the gumption of a moskeeter. Cu-
. v. rious case. Can't I recollect Lemuel 

< r
t I Jilson sparking 'round Em'line Bestor 

s;'1 when he wa'nt much more'n out o' 
^roundabouts? Er trying to spark 
-t • her, that's more like it—trying to. 
•. He didn't git her. And why didn't he? 
r „ His own plegged foolishness! She 
£ liked him; she's always liked him; and 
feglf it had ben any other feller on the 

"hull face o' the globe but Lemuel Jil-
% son—" 

"Wonder to me," chuckled the post-
"j. < master, "how he ever contrived to ask 

the woman he had." 
, ,, "Sary Dow was his wife, and it's 
^ more'n prob*ble she done the asking," 
£ said Solomon Betts, with a snort. 
' "More'n prob'ble. Wal, she's ben dead 
, fer ten years! What did Lemuel dd? 

Marry Em'line Bestor, her *t he'd 
always hankered after, and have a 

kf good mother fer his girls and take a 
little comfort fin'ly? No! There he 

. was ag'in; twenty-five years hadn't 
' boosted him along any, seem's if. He 
* got an old sozzle of a housekeeper, 
^ some kind o' distant relation, and he's 
j?' kept her. And there's Em'line—hull 
j town knows her condition o' mind. 

Hull town knows she'd marry Lemuel 
in half a minute if he ast her. Looks 
like it, don't it? She stayed an old 
maid when she might 'a* had any one 
o' five er six good-enough fellers and 
one minister." 

"Yeup. You see, she's good-na
tured, and-got as much horse sense 
as. most women, and a good. cook, 
and good looking, find a fair dresser. 
She's the kind of woman men buckle 
to," said the postmaster, formulating 

j reflectively a striking universal truth. 
<"Wal, now, look a-here, Solomon, 

^Lemuel goes up there to see her. He's 
' got along that fur, and you can't tell; 

"• mebbe—" 
* ! Old Solomon Betts squinted at him. 
. Sarcasm imbued him, and profound 
incredulity. "Got that fur, has he? 

, . You take it ten years from now, er 
" forty, if they're living, and you'll find 

; him sneaking up there to see her now 
" and ag'in, off and on, and Em'line 

feeding him apples and cookies and 
V. talking pleasant to him; and that, 

*b' gol, is all you mil find!" said old 
Solomon, in the scorn and wrath 
which contemplation of the facts had 

. aroused within him. 
Whether by the telegraphic cQm-

: munication between minds, or from 
the force of habit, Lemuel Jilson was 
thinking about Emetine Bestor as he 

* ' drove up the road. So long and faith
fully had he thought of her that the 
vision of her was with him always, 

4 like the indestructible subconscious-
of self. He was a modest man, 

\i-'' at heart singularly timorous and mor-
* K bidly self-distrustful. 

c Many times during the past nine 
:.,_V years had he tried to ask Ejneline 

w Bestor to marry him. His constant 
attitude was, indeed, a silent, touch-

fT ing inquiry on that point. But those 
occasions when he had striven to put 

/ the question in material shape were 
memorable—memorable for the ap
palling strangeness of his sensations, 

- for his unhappy struggles often 
> protracted, and for his failure al-
> ways. Everybody in town, he was 
poignantly aware, knew his posi
tion la regard to Emeline Bestor. 
Everybody knew he had cared for her 
lU Ua life, and that long ago he had - " >:.%/ 

m 
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wantedto marry her, and that lie 
wanted to marry her now; and that, 
able-bodied man that lie wis, he had 
never asked her. He devfned, with an 
instinct sensitively keen, in what man* 
ner the village discussed his condi
tion, gossiped about it, snickered over 
it. It was known as broadly as that 
Hi Jenning's wife wanted a divorce, 
and that Dan Swain had bad delirium 
tremens. He knew that It was to be 
laid, in large measure, at the door of 
his exceeding great, native bashful-
ness, which had more than once, even 
in distinctly practical affairs, kept him 
back and defeated him where men of 
meaner parte had succeeded. But 
there was something else—something 
of which the callous world would not 
have dreamed,'nor could have fathomed, 
something that. Lemuel himself but 
dimly comprehended, and could never 
have put into words. His tenderness 
for Emeline Bestor had been the one 
great emotion of his frustrated life; 
loving her, he had, with a fine sim
plicity and fidelity, looked upon her 
as he looked upon no other woman; 
he had set her on a plane far above 
himself; his love might follow her 
there, but some subtile power held it 
back from the nearness of bold and 
decisive approach, because in that lay 
the semblance of desecration. In Eme
line Bestor the village in general saw 
a pleasant old maid—of whom people 
said, as an unequivocal compliment, 
that nobody would ever take her for 
an old maid—whose recipe for raised 
cake was borrowed widely, and who 
could be counted upon to wash more 
than her rightful share of dishes after 
church sociables. Who can say what 
Lemuel Jilson saw in her? Who shall 
smile becaupe he saw it? 

He had been up to Pitt Wheeler's, 
and made a horse-trade, driving thith
er with his animal, and returning with 
his purchase hitched to his buckboard. 
The horse, Humbodlt by name—Pitt 
Wheeler was quite a reader—had a 
vaguely familiar look for which Lem
uel, reflecting on the fact that Pitt 
Wheeler never drove this horse to 
town, failed to account. Lemuel had, 
however, a masculine inattention, even 
oblivion, to small matters; his girls 
had been accustomed to make his 
Christmas presents under his nose, and 
then to surprise him with them. He 
was not thinking much about Hum
boldt; he was thinking old, old 
thoughts about Emeline. Her house 
was in sight, and Lemuel's heart— 
still a heart, though it had pumped 
for half a century—beat a little fast
er. The infrequent Sunday evenings 
when he sat with Emeline and her 
father, old Ephraim Bestor, in Erne-
line's parlor, and talked on unexciting 
subjects, and ate the enjoyable things 
which Emeline always offered him— 
these were the hallowed times of Lem
uel's life; times the recollection of 
which bridged over almost happily 
the interims between them; the times 
he lived for. Sometimes Emeline 
played hymns on her organ, and made 
Lemuel sing them with her, although 
it was perfectly understood by them 
both not only that Lemuel could hot 
get a tune himself, but that he had, 
difficulty in distinguishing one from 
another. Gentle she always was, and 
smiling; always cheerful; always 
dressed in a way becoming to her 
rather portly figure and her fair, mid
dle-aged face. 

He sighed as he thought of her with 
tender admiration. To think of her 
was restful to him. His deceased 
wife—Lemuel was too upright a man 
to dwell critically on the memory of 
his children's mother; but sometimes 
it had seemed to him—it had struck 
through his consciousness—that of all 
the women in the world who were, by 
reason of their Ineradicable natures, 
in all respects singularly and remote
ly different from Emeline Bestor, his 
wife, who had been Sarah Dow, stood 
undoubtedly first. Lemuel had seen 
once at the county fair symbolical fe
male figures of War and Peace made 
with red corn and speckled beans, but 
yet gruesomely expressive—the one 
masterful, rampant, the. other majes
tically serene—and in spit* of himself 
he had been put in mind of his wife 
and Emeline Bestor. The Peace was 
Emeline. 

He was lonelome since Rosy had got 
married; and the distant connection 
who kept house for him, and used 
an oil-cloth instead of table-cloths, to 
save washing, and never swept under 
the stove, nor the beds, wanted to 
go to her daughter in Iowa. If Eme
line—oh, if Emeline 

As for old Ephriam Bestor, he would 
be an addition to any household; his 
chief defect being a settled habit of 
taking off his boots about noon and 
continuing in his stocking feet the 
rest of the day, even if the minister's 
w i f e  c a l l e d .  » t  t -

He was nearing the house,' 'and his 
eyes focused on Emeline's line of 
clothes whitely flapping, her three-
cornered verbena-bed and her four red 
beehives. Humboldt, too; some sud
den interest seemed to inspire Hum
boldt—or curiousity. Opposite the 
house he turned his head, and looked 
toward it with an evident concern not 
seeond to Lemuel's, and as they 
reached the big gate he made an at-
tempt to turn in, ff|§ 

Lemueh pulle^f him up. He grew 
red, the more because Emeline was in 
the side yard painting a wooden rock
ing chair blue. He urged Humboldt 
along. Humboldt would never see 18 
again, and he was beginning1 to look 
like a buffalo robe, and had white 
hairs behind his ears. Still he had 
vim, and Lemuel had had 'to give $5 
for him besides his horse, whose speed 
was a mere recollection of the days 
before he was foundered. That $5, 
Lemuel suddenly remembered, some 
rods farther along, he had forgotten to 
pay, and Pitt Wheeler had delicately 
refrained from mentioning it. He 
turned and drove back. At Emeline's 
gate Humboldt distinctly and delib
erately turned In again. 

Lemuel had to cramp the buckboard 
~V •< \  "  v  

to tornbim bade; Be stared at Mm 
in ptinful amazement, in bewilder
ment, and In a dawning alarm. Ho 
was not superstitious; he was far from 
bring imaginative, bat a tremor ran 
over him. What did It mean? To hla 
perplexed mind it appeared a thing 
miraculous. Had Humboldt an uncan
ny knowledge of matters human? A 
supernatural comprehension? Lem
uel looked along his nubby spine to his 
low-lying ears, and on between them, 
with a blank gaze. Did it mean any
thing? 

No. His judgment pronounced a 
negative. But as he drove on, looking 
widely about him, and seeing nothing, 
the inquiry recurred to him,- and with 
persistence rose again. For what rea
son had Humboldt turned in at Eme
line Bestor's gate? Why not at the 
Whitman's? Why not at John Pur-
dy's? Could it be? Had some unseen 
power paused to take compassionate 
cognizance of his, Lemuel Jilson's, 
long helplessness and the starvation of 
his soul—to take compassionate cog
nizance, where the world grinned? 
Those strange antics of the old horse, 
what might they be? Was the animal 
impelled by some force extraordinary? 
Was it a hint, an encouragement, an 
impetus from some high source? Lem
uel rubbed his unsteady hand over his 
dry lips. 

He said little when he paid Pitt 
Wheeler, and that little somewhat in
coherently. Humboldt flapped off flies 
with his meager tail, which had been 
once wantonly chewed off by a colt, 
and had never renewed itself. He 
had by means of persevering* efforts 
contrived to loosen the check-rein, 
but Lemuel did not see it. When they 
turned back up the road he kept tak
ing off his hat and biting its brim, his 
habit in nervousness. He dreaded get
ting to Emeline's gate, and his dread 
deepened with every rod. It became 
a sort of terror. When the clothes
line and the red hives came in view, 
for sheer want of ability to regard 
them he stared down at the space be-' 
tween his feet—and waited. Opposite 
Emeline's house Humboldt slowed'up, 
6ince the lines hung lax; then he 
trotted on with an obviously fresh 
impulse, and turned in at Emeline 
Bestor's gate, and went up the lane 
at a pace brisk and eager and admir
able in one of his years. 

Lemuel sat there in the buckboard 
with his hat in his lap. He was pale, 
his hands shook, and the lines dropped. 
"Em'line!" he called, huskily, without 
stirring, for he was afraid his legs 
would not bear him up. 

Emeline came hurrying over from 
the rocking chair. Her hair was blown 
about, and her apron and her hands 
were daubed with paint. She raised 
to him a beaming smile. "I declare!" 
she said, in kind welcome. 

"Em'line," said Lemuel. He moist
ened his lips and began again. It 
seemed to him that his voice was an 
inaudible whisper, but it had, in 
truth, a rasping loudness. "Emline, 
I want to know if you'll marry me? 
Will you, Em'line?" 

Emeline had come close to the buck-
board. She stood still for a moment, 
her smile unfaded, all her thwarted 
hopes, all her unquestioning love, 
faithful through the lost years, look
ing at him out of her happy, misty 
eyes. Then she laid upon Lemuel's 
hand, which clutched his knee, her 
own warm, blue-bedaubed one. Old 
Ephriam Bestor came to the door in 
his stocking feet. Humboldt, with the 
retrospective, the judicial mien which 
only an old horse can compass, the 
expression of patient leniency for hu
man foibles and weakness—Humboldt 
stood and waited. ; 

"Yeup," Pitt Wheeler answered an 
inquirer. "I got a new horse. Traded 
with Lemuel Jilson. Tain't good fer 
much, but I give him* one 'twa'nt much 
better—old Humboldt. I'll bet you 
he was a smart horse once, though, 
old Humboldt. I got him of Ephraim 
Bestor eight or ten years ago, and I'll 
be hornswoggled if he don't want to 
turn into his* old gate every plegged 
time he goes past, right up to this 
day. Yes, sir. He's got a memory 
that'd done credit to Danl Webster." 
—Woman's Home Companion. 

The Odd Shillings. 
There is very little difference be

tween a pound and a guinea; only a 
shilling, and yet a keen business man 
insists that the shilling shall be con
sidered. After Thackeray's series of 
lecturers on the Four Georges had 
been delivered in London, Willert 
Beale says that he called upon the 
novelist, in Onslow square, with a 
check for £250. "What's this, W. B.?" 
cried Thackeray, reading the check. 
"Pounds? Our agreement says guin
eas, and guineas it must be." "You 
are aware that the lectures so far have 
involved very heavy losses," said 
Beale, apologetically. " That's not my 
affair," said Thackeray. "I don't'know 
what occult means you have to pro
tect yourself from loss. Guineas, W. 
B.! Guineas it must be and noth
ing less. I must have the shillings." 
And ithe shillings were sent him im
mediately.—Youth's Companion. 
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Jndcment 
Frultfulness is killed by our sitting 

In judgment upon others. Many men 
would be really useful and helpful If 
they could only stop their criticism of 
their fellows. It is so easy to look 
over the fence into our neighbor's 
yard, and blame! It is so natural to 
see how others ill-treat us and fail to 
appreciate us! Good men do not talk 
mtch about their neighbor's faults. 
To sit tin the judgment-seat is to 
neglect one's own garden. How pit
iful, when God would have us strong, 
heroic battlers with wrong and suf
fering in the world, for us to go 
about whining, or to sit moping, say
ing that nobody cares for us, and that 
men are unjust and selfish! Self-judg
ment is the knife with which to prune, 
and so to make lif$ a blessing.—De
troit Free Presa, 
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SMALL APPLE DRIER. 

For Cleanliness ssd Facility ot Op
eration This Homemade Derise 

Has No Sapcrlar. — 

The illustration shows an apple 
drier adapted to use on the ordinary 
stove or range, and which for cleanli
ness and facility is superior to any 
other method of fruR drying on a 
small scale. Any good tinner will be 
able to make the main parts, and the 
cost should not be much. Have made 
a tin box about l'/a to 2 feet deep. The 
other dimensions may be made to suit 
the available heating surface of stove, 
cay 20 inches square. The box is left 
open at the bottom, has several holes 
made in top, and is fitted with a hinged 
door at one side. Put four sieves, 
four inches apart, inside box, support-

IK 

IMPROVISED APPLE DRIER. : ' 
Ing them on three arrangements like 
A, made of heavy pieces of tin about 
two inches broad, bent in the form il
lustrated, and riveted in box inside, 
one at each end and one in middle. 
The end supporters of sieves are bent 
as in the cut, to extend down and serve 
as feet for the drier. The middle 
supporter need not reach below box. 

If desired, the supporting devices 
may be made like B, using three on 
each side. The sieves (C), are easily 
made by tacking wire netting, of not 
too close mesh, on a tin frame, or 
lapping it over a frame of heavy wire. 
They slide in and out on the supports 
just described, and may change places 
as the drying, progresses. When drier 
is made in the way described, without 
bottom, the sieves receive the direct 
heat which rises from the stove. If 
thought best, the drier may have a bot
tom, and the drying be carried on by 
means of the hot air inside of box. 
It will be best to have a removable tin 
bottom, which slides in on the holders 
the same as the sieves, and fits closely 
to sides of box. Then the drier maybe 
used with or without bottom, as seems 
best to suit the particular purpose.— 
J. G. Allshouse, in Farm and Home. 

UNIQUE FRENCH IDEA. 
_ • 
Bow m European Florist Uses Egg 

Shells to ESxceilent Advantage 
In Horticulture. 

A French florist, who is also an ex
tensive breeder of poultry for eggs, 
says that he uses the shells to good 
advantage in horticulture. He 
punches at the bottom of each half 
shell with a sharp penknife a little 
hole 1-16 inch for drainage, fills the 
shell with good rich earth, suitable 
to the vegetation it is intended to 
contain, puts in one or two seeds, 
stands the shells up in a flat box of 
earth, keeps them warm and moist, 
and then when he thinks he can trust 
the weather outdoors and the seeds 
have sprouted sufficiently, he breaks 
the shell and puts the little ball of 
earth into its proper place. 

He says, as not a root has been 
disturbed, it is far preferable to the 
insignificant "torn" pots he formerly 
used, and with a favorable time for 
transplanting there are no wilted 
leaves to retard the growing of the 
plants. He is a great grower of 
muskmelons, and his success, he says, 
is great. 

He applies the shells to the use of 
delicate seeds, to cuttings,of temper
ate plants, such as verbenas, fuchsias, 
geraniums and pelargoniums, and 
even to pick out small seedlings 
originally sowed in pans or such like, 
as they retain that way, when need
ed to be potted, a solid mass, wells 
constructed, and the roots are not in 
the least disturbed.—American Gar
dening. 

Forestry Bnroau Planned. " 
Secretary Hitchcock is preparing to 

organize a forestry bureau in the in
terior department..to carry out an ex
tensive system of reforestation, 
somewhat on the plan successfully 
pursued in Germany. The agricul
tural department is now sending a 
man to the rice-growing countries of 
the east. A scientist who has recent
ly returned from Japan brought speci
mens of rice so much more suitable 
for the gulf coast than what we for
merly had that we' are now producing 
most of the rice needed here. 

Florhtlna the Pen Weevil. 
The pea weevil has been a pest for 

years, and it is difficult to secure seed 
perfectly free from the pests. An ex
cellent plan is to pour the seed into a 
vessel containing brine. .The infested 
peas, being lighter than the others, 
will float, when they may be skimmed 
off and consigned to the flames or fed 
to poultry. The sound seed should 
then be rinsed with clear water to re
move the salt, spreading on mats or 
boards to dry. 
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RASPBKRR? CULTURB. 
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Select a piece of (round with good 
surface drainage, facing east, or 
south. The soil should contain a 
good amount of humus. A good 
clover sod which had a crop of po
tatoes taken from it the year before 
planting berries, would be myJdeaL 
During winter or in early spring give 
it a liberal dressing of stable manure 
—about 8 to 12 tons per acre. Plow 
under in early spring but. be careful 
not to plow when the ground is too 
wet. I prefer plowing 7 or 8 inches 
deep. 

Pulverize ground thoroughly; mark 
out with single shovel plow about S 
inches deep; rows 3% feet apart. 
Plant every other row to potatoes, 
then plant your berries in the re
maining rows. Now we want good 
thrifty, well-rooted plants. When we 
have to purchase them or have to 
transport a considerable distance we 
want them in a dormant state, but 
when plants can be got on an adjoin
ing plantation I prefer to have plants 
well started, say tops 6 inches high, 
taking them up with all the soil that 
will adhere to roots, only takihg 
about 3 .or 4 dozen at a time and 
planting them 3 feet in row, running 
the shovel plow through the row just 
before planting so the soil is fresh 
and moist. As soon as they are set 
start the cultivation to form an earth 
mulch and arrest the evaporation 
from the surface of moisture brought 
up by capillary attraction; also to 
kill all weeds. Keep cultivating all 
summer and keep clear from weeds. 
The potato crop will pay for the 
work and the use of the land. Do 
not prune the first season. In the 
following spring prune the laterals 
back to 10 or 12 inches. After fruit
ing remove all old canes, and all new 
canes except 3 or 4 of the strongest, 
in August or September. 

I take one horse to a breaking 
plow and plow the soil up to the row 
of plants, forming quite a ridge. The 
reason I do this is, it braces -up the 
plants and keeps them from being 
blown over; also it drains the surface 
water from the plants and keeps 
them from heaving out the following 
spring. I prune all laterals back to 
8 or 12 inches. The reason of so close 
pruning is it preserves the vitality 
of plants. Also it makes them set 
less fruit, but it will.be of finer and 
better quality and just as many 
quarts. I cut the top bud out of all 
canes when 2y9 feet high so that they 
will form laterals. After the second 
year cultivate with a double shovel 
plow and five-tooth cultivator. My 
first plantation has fruited four 
crops and this spring has a fine set 
of canes for fifth crop and from ap
pearances will produce paying crops 
for three years or more in thi future. 
I attribute this success to close prun
ing.—George Wyler, in Ohio Farmer. 

, , PULLING GRAPEVINES.... 

Chain Traee Worked by One Male 
Does the,Work Neatly and In 

Less Than No Time. 

Owing to a change in the plans of a 
fruit farm in a neighboringcounty.it 
became necessary to pull up two acres 
of a vineyard. The owner ordered his 
men to grub out the vines. They went 
at it with spade, ax and grubbing hoe, 
and at the end of the first half-day had 
only a few vines out. At that rate 

' CHAIN TRACE IN OPERATION. 

they had a week's hard work on hand. 
A Yankee neighbor happened to visit 
the farm, and after watching the men 
for awhile told one of them to go> to 
the barn and harness a mule and bring 
him with a ten-foot chain. Then he 
set the men to digging around the 
vines and cutting the main roots. When 
the mule and chain came he made a 
half-hitch with the chain around a 
vine near the ground, and attached it 
to the mule's whiffletree. Then he took 
a piece of 2x4 about four feet long, 
placed one end on the ground and the 
other under the chain, leaning at an 
angle of 45 degrees toward the vine. 
The mule was started and the vine 
lifted out of the ground. The chain 
was unfastened and hitched to the 
next, and so on. The whole job was 
done with the mule, and was an easy 
and speedy one. The same plan will 
work with all grubbing where the roots 
are not too large. Fence posts can also 
be pulled up in the same way.—Orange 
Judd Farmer. 

New Field for Research. 
The world of horticulture is a mys

terious one, and in it are many secrets 
yet to be found out. We have consid
ered that the 'question of maternity 
belongs to living and breathing ani
mals. But we are now awaking to the 
fact that we must consider maternity 
in the vegetable world. As scientists 
investigate, the wonder grows. Not 
only are there self-sterile varieties 
among grapes, plums and pears, but 
among the apples self-sterility exists 
to a great extent. More than that, 
varieties have been discovered that 
have no affinity toward each other and 
if planted together will produce no 
fruit. This presents a new field for 
investigation and research. 
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' the rm Food Laws mt 
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Toledo, July 80,—The jury la 
Judge Meck's court in this city haa 
found James. White, a- local grocer, 
guilty of selling adulterated coffee. 
The prosecution was based on a 
package of- Arbnckles' Ariosa coffee. 

The 8tate of Ohio, through the 
Pure Food Commission, prosecuted 
White. The case waa on trial for 
nearly a month and attracted nation
al attention. 

The manufacturers of Ariosa coffee 
conducted the defense for Grocer 
White. The best attorneys in the 
country were retained to defend him 
but, after a short consultation, a ver
dict of .guilty was returned by the 
jury. The State of Ohio considers 
this a big victory. Pure Food Com
missioner Blackburn has been wag
ing a warfare on spurious food arti
cles and the department has been 
very successful. 

The complaint of the State of Ohio 
was that Ariosa coffee was coated 
with a substance which concealed de
fects in the coffee and made it ap
pear better than it is. The State 
charged that thip coating or glazing 
was a favorable medium for the 
propagation of bacteria. 

Prof. G. A. Kirchmaier, of this city, 
a well-known chemist, was the prin
cipal witness for the State. He had 
made scientific examinations of sam
ples of Ariosa purchased in the open 
market from ~tirocer White, He 
found that each Ariosa berry con
tained an average of 300 bacteria. 
Mr. Kirchmaier further testified that 
other coffees he examined contained 
few bacteria or none at all. He de
clared that the glazed coffee was not 
a wholesome food product. 

Chemist Schmidt, of Cincinnati, 
corroborated the testimony of Prof. 
Kirchmaier. The State did not pre
sent further testimony. 

The 'defense, through the Ar-
buckles, who prepare this glazed cof
fee, secured some of the most emi
nent chemists and scientists in the 
United States to give testimony in 
their behalf. Prof. H. W. Wiley, of 
the United States Agricultural De
partment; Prof. Vaughn, of Ann Ar
bor University; Profs. Bleile and 
Webber, of the Ohio State University, 
were called to defend Ariosa. Dr. 
Wiley had made a careful examina
tion of the method of manufacturing 
Ariosa. He told of the 19,000,000 
eggs used by the Arbuckles yearly 
in the preparation of this glazing. 
On this point in cross examination, 
the State's attorneys deftly drew 
from him the information that these 
eggs might be kept in cold storage 
by the Arbuckles for a year or two 
at a time. 

The experts who heard Dr. Wiley's 
testimony were - pleased to be able 
to "catch" so famous a chemist. The 
doctor at one point in his testimony 
explained very clearly how it is that 
the egg put into the coffee pot by 
the housewife settles the coffee. He 
said that the heat coagulates the 
egg, and as it sinks to the bottom of 
the pot it carries the fine particles 
of the coffee with it, and thus clari
fies the drink. It is the act of 
coagulation in the coffee pot that 
does the work. Later on in his cross 
examination, he had to admit that 
when the egg was put on Ariosa cof
fee at the factory, it became coagu
lated, and as egg cannot be coagu
lated but once, that the coating on 
coffee was of practically no value as 
a "settler" when it reaehed the cof
fee pot. • 4? 

Prof. Wiley acknowledged that the 
glazing might be a favorable medium 
for the propagation of bacteria, al
though he would not testify positive
ly either way because lie was not a 
bacteriologist. ^ 

Prof. Vaughn, of Ann Arbor' Uni
versity, also a witness for the Ar
buckles, said he found bacteria on 
Ariosa coffee. 

Prof. Bleile, another witness for 
the defense, found any number of 
lively bacteria on the Ariosa coffee 
he examined, and he agreed that 
glazed coffee surely was a more 
favorable medium for the propaga
tion of bacteria than unglazed cof-, 
fee. 

The verdict of the jury in this case 
is of national importance because a 
great many other states have Pure 
Food Laws like that of Ohio, and it 
is natural to suppose that similar ac
tion will be taken by other Pure 
Food Commissioners to prevent tho 
sale of glazed coffees. 

Pure Food Commissioner Black
burn says: "The State is very much 
elated over its victory against this 
big corporation. We are now "con
sidering the advisability of inform
ing every grocer in the State of Ohio 
that it is an infraction of the laws to 
sell Ariosa, and at the same time 
give warning to consumers that tha 
coffee is an adulterated food article." 

PAN-AMKBICAX EXPOSITION. 

The -Doctor's Joke. 
He was a horrid doctor, anyway, and no 

gentleman, or he would not have been so 
cruel to the fair young girl who sought his 
aid. But even doctors are human and like 
to joke. 

"Doctor," die said, "I am afraid this cli
mate is too severe for me. 1 have such a 
great trouble breathing with my lungs." 

"Yon would have a great deal more 
trouble breathing without them," replied 
the cruel man, witS a loud, hoarse laugh. 

The maiden shrunk from such a wkked 
man, and fled as though pursued byamousei 
—Boston Herald. 

KiOW Bate* to Bufllalo via theMwrtfe-Ws 
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From Minneapolis and St. Paul: 
S24.50—Retarn limit, ten days. 
$81.85—Return limit, fifteen days. -
888.80—Return limit, Oct. 8L -
Tickets, illustrated pamphlets and att !»• 

formation at city ticket offlees: 888 Robert 
street, St. Paul; 418 Nicollet avenue, Min
neapolis; or address T. W. Traiilsis Q» 
aral Passenger Agent, St Paul, Minn. . 
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