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CHILDLESS. 

"I wowler why I shed those tears 
When they laid my little dead child 

-away? 
After the lapse of wearying1 years 

I am slad that I sit alone to-day: 
X can hear his laugh and his glad wild 

shout, 
Z can see him still, as he ran about. 

,, ..And I know the little prayer he used to 
•w-.i say. 
v-A , 
**I hold his picture to my tecs 

And I fancy I feel his hand again 
As it creeps into mine, and he takes his 

, place 
On my knee, as he did in the fair days 

when 
The world and the fates were kind to ne 
And the songs I heard were but songs .of 

glee* 
And I stirred the envy of other men. 

••His days were only days of Joy, 
Happy, he shouted the hours away; 

He was glad with the glee of a careless 
boy. 

He laughed as only the innocent may; 
He never was doomed to wearily fret. 
He never looked back with vain regret 

At the close of a sorrowful day 

"I keep the little clothes he wore 
I-treasure the shoes that encased his 

feet; 
TUb way was smooth that he traveled 

o'er. 
The flowers that bloomed at Its sides 

were sweet; 
The winds that blew through his curly-

hair 
Had blown out of peaceful realms and 

fair-
There were no grim foes that he had to 

meet. , „ v , 

"I wonder why I shed those tears 
When they crossed his hands and laid 

him away? 
After the lapse of wearying years 

I am glad that I toll alone to-day! 
He knew life's gladness, but not its woe. 
And I have his memory, and I know 

The sweet little prayer he used to say." 
—S. E. Kiser, in Chicago Record-Herald. 
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t THE TANQLE. 

By Mary L. Pendered. 
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ALISON COLE was wondering wheth
er she might not be able to slip 

away without offending her hostess, 
when a voice said: "Miss Cole, may 
I introduce Mrs. Kynaston to you?" 
and in a moment she was face to face 
with the one woman in the world she 
most desired to avoid. It had come 
upon her so suddenly that she almost 
lost her presence of mind, and a leap 
of color dyed her face so richly 
that, she was painfully aware of it. 
The strange flutter of her heart and 
the mist in her eyes prevented her 
for ;a second from either seeing or 
bearing distinctly the individual who 
was smiling and speaking to her—a 
fall, plump woman of middle age, well-
dressed, comely, with soft, shining 
eyes and pretty teeth. 

"I have long wished to know you, 
Miss Cole," she was saying, "for I 
have heard so much about you, and I 
love your pictures so well." 

"You are very kind," Alison mur
mured faintly. So this was the wo
man! She had met her at last, after 
15 years. 

Yes; it was 15 years since she had 
played, with James Kynaston, in the 
commonest of all tragedies, where 
love is the hero, circumstance the vil-
lian, conscience the stalking specter. 
It seemed a long while—15 years— 
when she had passed through Heaven 
and hell in six months, entering with 
wings and coming out a strange chrys
alis that was still alive and able to 
notice vaguely the other curious, 
wingless things about it. That state 
had not lasted either. She had moved, 
crawled, walked and learned to feel 
again, looking back on the past as on 
a previous incarnation, with but a 
faint sense of identity. Now—a great 
cloud of time was lifted; the old days 
were painted before her in a sudden 
glare of light. She shrank and trem
bled. 

"You can't think what pleasure you 
have given me over and over ajjain," 
Mrs. Kynaston went on,, gazing with 
frank admiration at the paling face in 
front of her; "those two last pictures 
of yours in the Academy—The Way In 
pnd The Way Out—are my favorites of 
all. They are exquisite! The expres
sion of the woman's eyes in the one 
where her lover is seen going away 
in the distance haunted me for days. 
How can you put such pathos and 
life into mere paint and canvas? It is 
wonderful f But I do not marvel so 
much now that I have seen you." 

Her eyes begged a question, but 
Alison could not ask it. She could 
only mutter: "It is very nice of you." 

Mrs. Kynaston, smiling sweetly, con
tinued: 

"Your face tells me plainly that you 
know what suffering is, and that you 
are full of sympathy for those who 
suffer. Am I not right?" v 

"I—it is a question of art, you 
know," faltered Miss Cole, trying not 
to meet the earnest eyes fixed on her. 

"And heart. But it is all amazing. 
I have so often longed to be clever." 

"Never do that!" Alison exclaimed, 
impetuously, adding, in a lower key: 
"Believe me, it is undesirable." 

"Undesirable! To be clever! You 
cannot mean it, Miss Cole. I would 
give the world to have your genius, 
your brain. They would have brought 
me a good deal of happiness that I 
have missed. But you will not under
stand—I can't explain." 

Alison felt cold. The woman's 
voice, warm and sweet as it was, had 
become a stabbing pain to her; its 
note of sadness wrung her heart. 
When she spoke again her voice was 
husky. 

-• "You are, I fear, under a delusion," 
she said. "The clever and talented 
woman is one of nature's mistakes, 
a freak that had better, perhaps, be 
jgtrangled at her birth. Too often 
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she misses all that Is worth having, 
In life. For the simple, ordinary wbSi 
man the feast- is spread, sverythi] 
is prepared. Her notes are lilt soft 
andlow, in harmony with thenormal 
key; the melody of Iter fateflbwstt 
ily. It is otherwise with the woman 
who finds herself pitched too high 
for the usual voice." 

"You mean that she seldom mar* 
ries happily; that, as so few men are 
her superiors, she rarely meets one 
who can dominate her, as a husband 
should. I have often though of that,1' 
was the quick reply. 

("And he told me she was not re
sponsive !" thought Alison. She said 
aloud, choosing her words carefully, 
for the ice was thin between safety 
and betrayal: "That flatters the dev. 
er woman too much. Her superlative* 
ness is a thing not proven. ; Probably 
the difficulty ties less often in her 
failure to find the superior man than 
in her failure to please him when she 
has found him!" 

Mrs. Kynaston look at her a moment 
before replying. 

"You can never have failed to please 
any man or woman," she observed de
cisively, "so don't tell me that. But 
you are modest, as all large-minded 
and great-hearted people are. It has 
been a real pleasure to meet you, Miss 
Cole, and I have thoroughly enjoyed 
our chat. If yon will only come to 
see me, I should be more than de
lighted. Will you? My days are first 
and second Tuesdays; and if you could 
manage to call early, we might have 
a lovely talk before anyone else 
comes." 

Alison controlled a shudder. Call 
on James Kynaston's wife—perhaps 
meet him there, in the home that 
would have been hers but for the acci
dent of having arrived late upon the 
scene of his life.' She .smiled, and 
wanted to scream. 

"You are most kind, but I have lit
tle time— I—rarely call on anyone," 
she protested lamely. Mrs. Kynaston 
came to the rescue, in quick recogni
tion of her embarrassment'. 

"I quite understand. Of course I 
ought not to have asked you. Your 
time is so valuable and you must have 
so many intellectual and interresting 
friends who all want you badly. Besides, 
I know what constant labor art of any 
kind, demands. My - husband never 
has a minute 'to spare. It was the 
thought of hinj that made me venture 
to invite you; for though I am hum
drum, he is not, as you are doubtless 
aware, and I believe you would enjoy 
a chat with him. Especially as he ad
mires you so much." 

("My God! How can I get away 
from her?" thought Alison in despair. 
She felt her face must blurt the truth 
to the eyes that watched it with such 
absorbed interest.) 

"Really—you are—it is very kind of 
him to say so," she stammered. 

"O, he has never said so in words. 
I know from his voice when he men
tions you, and from his face when 
anyone else speaks of you," jvas the 
prompt reply. And then there was a 
moment's pause. For all the world, 
Alison could not have spoken. Mrs. 
Kynaston leaned forward and took 
her hand. They were sitting in the 
deep bow of a window, behind half-
drawn curtains. 

"May I make a confession to you?" 
she pleaded softly, "and beg your for
giveness? I feel that I must now, and 
clear my conscience. Years ago— 
about 15 years now—that makes us 
both seem old, doesn't it? But you 
will always be young. Well, I had not 
been married long, and I was a silly 
goose, dreadfully in love with my hus
band, and continually tormenting my
self about him. The fact is, I took it 
into my head to be jealous—fright
fully jealous—Of you, Miss Cole. I 
thought"—she stopped. Alison had 
drawn her hand away instinctively. 

"Now you are vexed, and no won
der! But you will forgive me. Your 
kind eyes tell me you could not be 
hard on anyone. And I was only a 
very young wife. You know how 
blindly girls adore, how full of ro
mance they are, and—rubbish. Then 
some one came to me and said that 
James—Mr. Kynaston—had been seen 
with you at a certain place when he 
had told me he was going somewhere 
else. I lost my head, like the poor 
fool I was, and taxed him with de
ceiving me. He seemed confused, 
grew angry and blustered, as he had 
never done before, and so—we had 
our first quarrel.- Don't you think 
there 'was some excuse for me—just 
a fraction? For though you were not 
famous then, I had heard how lovely 
and attractive you were, and could see 
that he admired you. It only needed 
that horrid bit of scandal to fan the 
spark into a flame. I know I ought 
not to have believed it, but I was a 
foolish, credulous girl, and—anyhow, 
I was very soon ashamed of my jeal
ousy and suspicion. Can you ever for
give me for wronging you so?" 

Alison tried to speak, but her lipB 
trembled fatuously. She could only 
murmur: 

"Please, please don't talk like that. 
There is nothing to forgive—I mean 
—you—you did not wrong—you did 
not know me." 

"That was just the Reason," de
clared the other woman, earnestly; 
"if I had known you it would all 
have been different—0, quite differ
ent. It is the thought of your' noble 
life, devoted to art and to works of 
charity, that shames me now. I won
der how I could have been so idiotic, 
so wicked, as to doubt your goodness. 
I've long wanted to tell you this. I've 
written letters to you and torn them 
up over and over again. For, though 
1 wished to confess and apologize, it 
seemed an insult even to mention 
such a suspicion of you, to own that 
I ever could have thought yon the 
kind of a woman to If your face 
were not so sweet I should never have 
dared to speak of this at all; but its 
very purity shames one into confes
sion, and " 

*1 most go." Allsonroseabrtiptly. 
Her lips were dry, her voice sounded 
harsh. "I must go. You make me—" 
she sought in impressive word, and 
could find only the tame one, "un
comfortable." Its inaptitude made her 
laugh, nervously. 

"One moment. I must tell you 
that, at leAt, I have been punished 
for my sin against you—punished 
enough, I think—much as I deserved. 
For such jealousy as mine was—an 
illness, an agony, a fire that threat
ened to burn my very life away. What 
I suffered! I cannot speak of it, even 
now, without feeling sick and faint." 

There was & long and painful si
lence. The atmosphere seemed too 
heavy to breathe; each could hear the 
other panting softly. At last Alison 
-said, with a jerk: 

"You feel things strongly.** r' 
"Yes, and so do you. That is why 

I know you can understand and for
give me. Sometimes I wonder what 
I should have done if'—her voice fell 
to a whisper—"if I had found out that 
—that my suspicions were true, and 
he—loved someone—else. I—the mere 
thought of it almost kills me." 

A violent shudder passed through 
her frame, and the happy, comely 
face was convulsed into age and plain
ness for a moment. Her next words 
came with a gasp that was like a 
sob. 

"How weak and silly you must 
think me", Miss Cole. But you are re
sponsible for this schoolgirlish out
break. Does not everyone you meet 
wish to confide in you? Can anybody 
resist the spell of your sympathy? 
If I might only have you for a friend! 
But that is asking too much, I know. 
I should bore you with my uninterest
ing affection. Yet if you ever need a 
trustworthy friend, if I can do any
thing to atone for having once 
wronged you in my thoughts, nothing 
could make me happier." 

She took the limp hand formally 
extended to her. "Good-bye," she 
said, with a winning smile of apology 
and kindness still lingering about her 
flexible mouth: "Good-bye, I do hope 
you'll be happy, you deserve to be." 

Alison shrank as if she had received 
a blow. She recovered herself quick
ly, however, and asked, on a sudden 
impulse: "Are you happy?" The 
other woman dimpled into a laugh. 

"Come and see me with my chil
dren. You will not need to ask then." 

Out in the air Alison Cole reeled at 
first, then set off as fast as she could 
walk, under a drizzling rain, of which -
she was scarcely conscious. Her 
thoughts whirled deliriously. 

"At last—at last we've met! Rivals 
and enemies, by all the laws of con
vention, yet two women who could 
have loved, and understood, and 
helped each other. She wanted to bev 

'friends'—think of it! And my face, 
that told her so much, did not tell her 
the truth, though I writhed before 
her. Thank God for that! Thank 
God she can still be happy." 

She pulled up on the curb and hailed 
a hansom driving towards her. But 
someone had already claimed it. The 
cabman pulled up a few paces off, then 
drove away with another fare. Alison 
walked on. 
" 'First come, firse serve.* So all 

through life!" She laughed at this 
prosaic illustration of a theme for 
tragedy. "The first, not the fittest! 
Because he met her before I crossed 
his path—and there is nothing to tell 
us what the real face of love will be 
like when we see it. We are made 
ignorant, and then punished for our 
ignorance? Is it fair—is it just?" 

"Ah, yes," she thought; "perhaps 
things are leveled more than they 
seem to our tangled notions of jus
tice. She has her husband, her home, 
and her children, while I am alone and 
have nothing. But I have never been 
jealous—she has. I have always been 
sure of him—she has not. If she has 
his children and sits at his table, have 
I not shared all the romance of his 
life? Do we not sit at the feast of 
memory together, he and I—always 
together. So the sum balances out! 
And why should she not get her 
heart's desire?" Mrs. Kynaston was 
wondering, too, on her way home. 
She felt sure that dear Miss Cole had 
a story—a secret sorrow which she 
longed to share. And she told her 
husband so.—Black and White. 

The Duke to n Quack. -

"Sir: I have received your letter 
and the box of salves, etc., which you 
have sent me. This last will be re
turned to you by the coach of Monday. 
I beg you to accept my best thanks 
for your attention. I think that you 
and I have some reason to complain of 
the editors of newspapers. One of 
them thought proper to publish an 
account of me, that -I was affected 
by a rigidity of the muscles of the 
face. You have dicided that the 
disorder must be tic douloureux, for 
which you send me your salve as a 
remedy. I have no disorder in my 
face. I am affected by the lumbago 
or rheumatism in my loins, shoulders, 
neck and back, a disorder to which 
many are liable who have passed days 
and nights exposed to the weather 
in bad climates. I am attended by 
the best medical advisers in England, 
and I must attend to their advice. I 
cannot make use of salves sent to me 
by a gentleman, however respectable, 
of whom I know -nothing, and who 
knows nothing of the case excepting 
what he reads in the newspapers."— 
A letter of the duke of Wellington. 

Hard Lack. 

She—Yes, it ig true I jilted him— 
then he went west and died of liver 
complaint. 

He—There is something unusually 
sad in a denouement like that. 

"Do you really think so?" 
"Yes. It looks like Providence is 

dead against a man when, after losing 
Us heart, "his liver goes back on him." 
—Chicago Daily New* 

COLD STORAGE HOUSE. 

DHCriptlom •! a Straetan That WIU 
Wive Satisfactory Resalta at 

Moderate Kxpemie. 

Storing apples in anticipation of 
higher prices is more or less prac(-
ticed by all fruit growers, and chappy 
are they who can secure the struc
ture which will give the most satis
factory results at tlje lowest possible 
expense. The house presented in the. 
accompanying cuts will meet such de
mands. Not only is it adaptable to 
being built on the level, but is exceed
ingly convenient for sloping land. 

In the latter case the front of the 
house should be on the lower end of 

EXTERIOR OP FRUIT HOUSE, 
the incline; the floor can then be 
made just high enough so that the 
barrels may be easily discharged 
from the wagon onto the platform at 
the front door. Furthermore, let
ting the building run back into the 
ground just as deep as the slope 
makes necessary will do no harm, but 
putting it partially below the surface 
will help to regulate the temperature. 
Assuming that the house is 36 feet by 
38 feet, it will hold just about 1,000 
barrels. To be sure, they would have 
to be piled up three tiers high, but 
that is not an inconvenient- arrange
ment; then apple growers have gen
erally found it best to store apples 
in barrels. 

The sorting and packing room is 
something that is very much needed. 
Standing next to the outside door, 

Storage-
~ Roo^\.— 

•36 X..3S' 

Sorh/ny & FhcK"i9 roo«n 

JHflT 
PLAN OF FRUIT HOUSE, 

and the only entrance to the storage 
apartment being through- this sort
ing1 room, it protects the storage 
room from outside temperatures, and 
permits work to go on, either bring
ing in fruit or taking it out, without 
disturbing seriously the atmosphere 
in the storage room. There is also 
a space overhead, which is useful for 
storing barrel stock and the like. 

The front doors should be six feet 
wide and the two inside doors each 
four feet wide. It may appear as if 
a single door put in the middle of the 
partition would suffice, but it will not, 
because more draughts of outside air 
will be admitted to the storage room, 
and then it is not so convenient in 
handling. barrels from one room to 
the other. 

The best feature about this house 
Is that no ice or artificial refrigera
tion of any kind is required; owing 
to the windows and the ventilators, 
the temperature can be easily con
trolled, and, as this method has been 
tried by hundreds of fruit growers, 
its superiority over ice storage is not 
to be questioned. 

The walls should be double thick 
and constructed as follows: Inside 
they should be boarded with matched 
lumber on the studs, and then close
ly ceiled .on top of this, in addition 
to which the ceiling should be heavily 
painted. This is necessary: As to 
the outside, they should have a sheet
ing of inch lumber and a coat of 
building paper on top of this, the 
whole being covered with matched 
novelty siding. It is true that this 
seems like a good deal of material to 
put into the walls, but it is the only 
way to make them safe and the house 
a success. 

Thus constructed, the building will 
cost anywhere from 9800 to $1,000, ac
cording to the prices for materials 
and the locality in which it is located. 
—Frederick O. Sibley, in N. Y. Trib
une. 

! How to Avoid Waahonta. 
The benefits which are to be derived 

from the judicious care of our wood
lands is shown by the fact that the 
mat of fallen leaves which covers the 
ground in the forest absorbs the rain 
as it* falls, instead of permitting it to 
course down the hillsides, to join the 
brook which helps to swell the river to 
overflowing. The wet surface of the 
leaves also operates as a covering to 
prevent evaporation while myriads of 
-tiny rootlets take up the water as it 
slowly percolates through this cover
ing into the soil, from which it is raised 
by a mysterious capillary force, 
through the trunk and branches to-the 
leaves, where it is given off in the form 
of vapor through transpiration, to be 
once more precipitated to .the earth in 
the shower of dew that waters the 
growing crop.—Farm and Fireside. 

The quality of butter" will suffer 
when it is made too quickly or too 
slowIj, 

NUTRITION IV FOODS.; 

•••a* Pa»alat Theories asplaM kf 
lavMtlaatloaa at the A**leal» 

taral DeparCaaaat. 

Recent experiments of the depart* 
ment of agriculture show that fruits 
in general contain remarkably little 
stuff that is convertible, when eaten, 
into muscle and Mood. Bananas and 
grapes have about two per cent^ 
while apples, cherries, strawberries, 
blackberries, cranberries, lemons and 
oranges are able to lay claim to only 
one per cent.—this, too, when skins 
and seeds are put aside. On this ac
count, such articles of diet are obvi
ously ill adapted to sustain human 
life, though they possess great medic
inal value and contribute much to 
health. 

Fruits are, however, relatively rich 
in sugar and starch, and hetoce arc 
useful as fuel to keep the body ma
chine going. Bananas have 27 pet 
cent, of these materials, grapes 21 
per cent., apples 16 per cent., cherriet 
and cranberries 11 per cent., orangei 
nine per cent., lemons eight per cent 
and strawberries seven per cent. In 
this case, as before, only the edible 
portions are considered. Blackberriet 
and grapes have two per cent, of fal 
and the other fruits mentioned eon-
tain one per cent. Watermelon pulp 
is 92 per cent, water. 

Among vegetables Lima beans have 
the highest food value, containing 32 
per cent, of nutrients. Sweet pota 
toes come next, with 29 per cent., 
green peas next with 22 per cent., 
white potatoes next with 21 per cent, 
and string beans next with 13 pei 
cent. Green sweet corn has 19 pel 
cent, of nutrients, beets 12 per cent, 
turnips 11 per cent., cabbage, cauli
flower and spinach eight "per cent, 
eggplant and lettuce seven per cent., 
tomatoes and asparagus six per cent., 
and cucumbers four per cent. Drj 
beans or rice are about the most eco
nomical of foods one can buy, con
taining as they do 88 per cent, of solid 
nutriment. 

Fish has very high food value, in 
fact, is very nearly as nutritious as 
chicken or turkey. A pound of eggs, 
on the other hand, yields only half as 
much nourishment as a pound of lean 
beef, notwithstanding a well-known 
popular theory. 

THE WINDSOR BEAN. 

It la a Standard Variety, Bat Growa 
with More Sncceaa la Knrope 

Thau la This Country. 

This is the "bean of history,** or 
that which was earlier cultivated. 
This bean grows erect, about 2% feet 
high, has a square, reddish stem, and 
the leaves are made up of oval leaf
lets. The pods are broad, thicker 
at the end and generally curved and 
pendant, containing thickish, bulging 
seeds. Several varieties are grown 
in Europe, both for fodder and for 
human food, but it does not continue 
as long in bearing as other beans. It 
is said to be more generally eaten 
there by thf. poor ' than by the 
wealthy, but, as it has a distinct and 
agreeable flavor of its own, quite dif-

BROAD OR WINDSOR BEAN, 
ferentfrom the kidney bean, it should 
be better known among us. It is 
gathered when full grown, but un
ripe, as it is then best flavored. The 
Broad Windsor is perhaps the best 
known of the cultivated varieties, but 
it is less successfully grown in the 
United States than in Europe, the cli
mate being apparently unsuited to its 
best development. It is -imported to 
some extent in exchange for varieties 
grown here.—Farmers' Review. 

Care of Plants la Pots. 
Disease' of plants in pots is some

times due to accumulation of acid in 
the soil. Placing the plants in new, 
fresh earth is one of the remedies, 
but as some plants will not -bear re
moval the use of hot water is resorted 
to. First stir the soil as> deep as it 
can be done, and pour water at a -tem
perature of 140 degrees on the earth 
in the pot until it runs off clear from 
the bottom. At the beginning the wa
ter will be clear; then brown, and then 
clear again. The sickly plants will 
be invigorated, and will soon show evi
dences of improvement. Keep the 
plants in a warm location until the 
soil become* somewhat dry again. 

Fall la the Berrjr Patch 
Charles Hirschinger tells -the Farm

ers* Review that the best way to cut 
the surplus runners from strawberry 
plants is to use a plow with a rolling 
coulter. He goes over his strawberry 
fields several times after the plants 
have ceased to fruit, each time cutting 
off the runners and-cultivating the 
ground between the rows of straw
berry plants. Keeping the plants well 
cultivated in the fall helps them to 
form large root systems and insures 
strong plants in the spring. The fall 
growth and development has very 
much to do with the power to bear s 
crop the following year. . - :%• 

> S ' •+ <* fit "St ' 

beats all records tad always «0L 
Coras • 

Rheumatism, 

h 
m 

Weakness of 
; C the limbs 

?v-jiaad alt 
' Ache* and 
-v Pains. 

Acts like 
magic 

Conquers 
Fain 

CURRENT TOPICS. 

An ordinary piano contains a mile 
of piano wire. 

The United Kingdom has 850 blast 
furnaces; France 570. 

Science is now studying drunkards 
by the use of machines. 

New Zealand crown lands are now; 
disposed of for 999 years. \ 

Cplorado leads all the states in the 
production of both gold and silver. 

A vessel going from Montreal to 
Port Arthur has to ascend 600 feet. 

The various countries of the world 
" use 13,400 different kinds of postage 
stamps. 

During the year ending June 30 last f 
there were 4,200 cases of smallpox in . 
Tennessee. i ^ 

The Bible used in Queen Victoria's 
coronation was sold oy auction recent* -
ly for 40 guineas. 

The Irish river, in Siberia, is 2,300 
miles in length and drains 000,000 -
miles of territory. | 

Kangeroos can jump eleven feet in;« 
height, against a deer's best record of' 
nine feet six inches. s. I 

It is estimated that the electric or-
gan of a lively electric fish would give -
a discharge of 200 volts 

It is said that the representative. 
of Germany at the coronation of Ed
ward VII. will be the crown prince. / s f 

A Prince Edward Island fisherman, 
Philippe Gallant, has saved the lives 
of no less than twenty-seven people. ^ 

The Belgian pigeon which won the '' 
great race from Burgos, in Spain, to 
Brussels, did the 700 miles in fourteen 
hours. 

The "elephant beetle" of Venezuela' 
is the largest insect in the world. A* j 
full grown one weighs about half a;' 
pound. 

The number of Protestant Chris-
tians in India and Ceylon has in fif-- i 
teen years grown from 446,780 to 753,-' >'-li 
641—nearly 70 per cent. * 

The use of the ME Pluribus Unum" 
on coin was never authorized by law. 
Its first known use was on a New Jer
sey cent struck off in 1776. -

In Zante, one of the Ionian islands, 
there is a petroleum spring which has;. 
been known for nearly 3,000 years. It, • 
is mentioned by Herodotus. 

In the year 1900, out of 1,955 raids 
on Illicit stills, 673 were made in Geor
gia, which is a prohibition state ex
cept as to four of its cities. 

King Victor Emanuel III. has the 
largest and most valuable collection., 
of Italian coins in the world. It com-
prises over 50,000 specimens. 

The common council of Arkansas 4 
City, Kan., has passed an ordinance : 
levying an occupation tax on all per
sons engaged in business in the city. -

T. Suffern Tailer, of New York, is 
said to have the best library of books : 
on sporting subjects, and particularly 
on riding and driving, in this country. 

Prof. Dr. Van t'Hoff, a Berlin chem- • 
1st, is reported to be of opinion that ,;5 
before long the problem will be solved 
which will make it possible to ex
tract bread from wood. 

The Russian minister of railways-
has prepared a time table showing 
that when the Transiberian railway is * 
finished the journey around the world 
can be made in thirty-three days. 

Although about seventy-six years 
old, the Rev. Dr. J. G. i?aton, the fa- < 
mous missionary to the New Hebrides -i 
islands, is about to return to his field 
Of labor after a visit to this country, 
and England. ' 

A DISTINGUISHED MISSIONARY : 
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Washington, Ind., Sept. 23rd.—There 
Is at present living at 106 E. 15th street, 
in this city, a most remarkable man. 
He is Rev. C. H. Thompson, and' he , 
came to Washington from Little York, 
Ind., a short time ago. 

Rev. Mr. Thompson spent many' 
years of his long and useful life as a 
missionary among the Indians of the 
West. The great exposure and the 
drinking of so much bad water ? 
brought on Diabetes, and at Wagoner, 
Indian Territory, he was struck down, h 
while preaching. ^ 

Physicians, one of them a Chicago ^ 
specialist, pronounced his case hope
less. Dodd's Kidney Pills were recom- ^ 
mended, and as a last resort he tried ^ 
them. He was' completely cured, and ~ 
restored to good health and his case 
and its cure has caused a sensation ~ 5 " 
among the physicians. 
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