
— I

The Arnewood Mystery
BY MAURICE H. HERVEY.

Author of “Dead Man’s Court,” ‘‘Somerville’s Crime,” “Dartmoor,”
“Maravin’s Money,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER VI. (Continued.)

Mr. Traill unlocked a drawer, and.

•fter a brief search, produced the pho-

tographs of the dead man which he

had previously sent me. Apparently,

•hey sufficed to remove whatevet

doubts he had at first entertained, and

he gave a very audible sigh of relief as

he handed me all three photographs.
With just a brief look, I passed them

on to Mr. O'Flynn.
“This gentleman.’’ I explained, “rep-

resents the solicitors of the deceased—”

“Aye! deceased he is. sure enough!"
broke in the old clerk, "if there’s any

truth in a camera. And murdered, too.

didn’t you tell me? Lord be godd to us

all! But London’s an awful wicked

place!”
“May I ask the name of your late

client’.'" queried the inspector, ignoring
this reflection upon the depravity of

the metropolis.
“Luke Arne woo I of Arnew< od Hall,

In the County Kildare," replied Mr.

O’ Flynn.

“That tallies exactly with the initials

tattooed on the left arm," remarked

the detective, in a sort of “aside’’ to

me.“ln fact, I suppose we may almost

take it for granted that the dead man’s

identity has been established?”

“Yes." Iassented, “beyond all doubt.

I think. The Chapter of Accidents has

supplied the clu\ after all. you see.

And. whr.t is more, Ican give y ou some

particulars of this Luke .Vnewood’s

antecedents and novemei ts. which

should help you materially towards a

satisfactory solution of the whole

case."

Inspector Traill’s eyes sparkled.
“You’re a good fellow, Weston,” lie

aaid. warmly, “and you have done me

a turn in this business I shall never

forget. Just give me the main outlines

now, and let me come down upon you
for the details later on. By the way.

does anyone else know of your discov-

ery?”

“Only Mr. O’Flynn,” I told him. low-

ering my voice, “and I expect he’s dy-

ing to rush off to a telegraph office to

notify his principals in Dublin.”

“Very likely.” he whispered back;
“but I can't afford to let him do so un-

til I’ve made out my own report first.

Mr. O'Flynn,” he added, in his natural

?oice, “Imust ask you. in the inter-

ests of justice, to give very careful at-

tention to a statement which Mr. West-

en is about to make and which may

need your corroboration.”

“Faith. I’ll corroborate anything in

rayson,” was the reply, “if ye’ll just
wait till I let Mr. O’Brien know’ I’m

after finding Mr. Luke.”

Mr. Traill gave me a significant look.

This queer old Irishman was quite pre-

pared to claim the discovery as his

own. and thereby reduce the credit due

to Scotland Yard to a minimum.

“Hold hard a bit there,” he said,

rather sharply. “Inthe first place, de-

•pite the resemblance of the portraits,
the identity cannot be regarded as es-

tablished without further proof. And,

secondly. I don’t exactly see where

your claim to having found Mr. Luke

(as you put it) comes in at all. Tile

credit of that lies with Mr. Weston, I

take it.”

“And, sure, isn't he employed by
O’Brien & Grudgery. in this business,

the same as meself?” retorted the old

Iran, testily. “And, for the matter of

that, didn’t we find it out between us?

Where would you both be now but for

the picture I showed him of Mr. Luke,

taken in Cooktown? Answer me that,

plase!"
Inspector Traill looked somewhat

nonplussed at this home-thrust, as, in-

deed. he very well might be. What the

old clerk said was perfectly true. But

for this photograph, the identity of the

murdered man would still have re-

mained a mystery. But the detective

possessed one great quality -absolute

self-command—in a very high degree;
and it was by no means his wish to of-

fend the astute Irishman.

“Ccme, come, Mr. O’Flynn." he said,

suavely, “you really must not take

what I said in so invidious a light. I

only ask you to listen to Mr. Weston’s

statement, and to add thereto any re

marks you may deem relevant. After

that you may send what messages you

please to Dublin.”

Mr O’Flvnn acquiesced, a little sulk-

ily. as though suspecting some plan to

outwit him. However, he followed my

remarks with great attention, and oc-

casionally interjected hints very much

to the point. Indeed, by the time 1

had concluded, he had risen consider-

ably in my opinion as a very wily old

fox: and I could see that Mr. Traill

treated his suggestions as of the ut-

most value.

“Thank you, verj' much, gentlemen,”
he remarked, as he pinned together the

Blips of his report. “Ithink I can as-

Bure you that, in this case, any reason-

able claim you may choose to send in

for your time and trouble in coming

her? will be allowed. Meanwhile, you

must let me offer yoo a whisky and

soda. I shall be back in two min-

utes.”
The two minutes had lengthened to

five before a constable orderly made his

appearance with the promised refresh-

ments, and a request from Inspector
Traill that we would help ourselves

pendins his speedy return. OTlynn s

Impatience to be off had, meanwhile,

reached an acute stage, and it Was only

by dint of a judicious admixture of

deference and firmness that the tact-

ful constable succeeded in -detaining
him until his superior officer reap-

peared.
“Sorry to have kept you waiting a

little longer than I anticipated!” ex-

claimed the inspector, cheerily.

“Begorra. you're not half so sorry as

I am!” retorted Mr. O'l'lynn, seizing

Ms hat. “It’s in the Dublin ‘Evening
! >st’ my people will be afther reading
about the death of Mr. Luke, instead

of in a telegram from me! And a nice

smadliaun I’lllook—bad cess to it all!”

“You have ample time to get ahead

of the press," rejoinedtiTraill, coolly.
“A good quarter of an‘hour, I should

say. at least.”

“A quarter of an hour!" roared the

Indignant Irishman, making a bolt for
the door. “That's what comes of giv
ing information to the police!" And,
without further parley, he fled to the

nearest telegraph office.
“Clever old party, your Irish friend.”

remarked Traill, laughing; "and Ifan

cy he'll be of use to us yet. before we

get at the bottom of this queer case.

But it was rather confiding of him to

expect me to let him use the wires be-

fore 1 had my irons in the fire. By the

way. I suppose that, having ascer-

tained the fate of the missing heir,

your interest in the affair practically’
ends, eh?"

“Why, yes." Iassented, somewhat re-

luctantly. “Practically, I suppose it

does, so far as Hawkins & Co. are con-

cerned; but. personally. I am as keen

as ever to solve the mystery of poor
Tom Webb’s disappearance, and that

would seem to be bound up in the run-

ning to earth of the man who strangled
Luke Arnewood.”

“That is so." said Traill, “unless ap-

pearances lie even worse than usual.

But. in the name of common sense, my
dear fellow, don't buoy’ yourself up
with an.v hope of ever seeing Webb

alive. It is simply impossible that he

should evade capture all this time,
were he still above ground.”

“I’mafraid you're right." I replied,
despondently. “But it’s some comfort

to know that the case is still in your

hards, and that you seem more hope-
ful of worrying through now than 1

have ever seen you before.”

“Yes, thanks to the happy thought

which prompted you to bring Mr.

O’Flynn here,” he rejoined, briskly.
“And now. to drop ’tec business for a

moment, may Iask you a very person-

al question?”
“Certainly, any uestion you choose.”

“Have you any special reason (apart
of course, from ordinary friendship)
for your evident anxiety to ascertain

Webb's fate?”

“Yes,” Ireplied, “Ihave. Iwas prac-

tically engaged to his sister before this

wretched affair- **

“I understand." he said, interrupting
me, gently. “Woman like she blames

you for not saving him against himself,

as the phrase goes. Well, between our-

selves, it is pretty well recognized here

that this is one of the most awkward

cases we have had to deal with for

some years past. The idea in ‘the

Yard' is that it was a ‘one-man job,'
and I needn't tell you, who are almost

one of us. that it's long odds against
our nailing a clever scoundrel who
works alone, or who—if he has a con-

federate-puts the latter out of the

way before he has time to round or.

him.”

“Iwon’t have it even suggested that

poor Tom Webb was a confederate in

this affair!” I rejoined, hotly.
“Well, call him a dupe, if you like,”

said Traill. "It is clear that he was

mixed up in the business, somehow or

other, and I have not the faintest doubt
that his knowledge of the crime cost

him his life. However, let that pass
for the present. The full truth can

only come out when we have the actu

al murderer by the heels. Thanks to

you. I have now a real clue to work

upon, and—l think I see ray way.”
These last words wre’‘[<hn in h

singularly calm, convincing way. I

knew that Tom Traill, although a man

well under thirty, and but recently pro-

moted as inspector, was regarded as

one of the smartest men in the depart-
ment; and his quiet confidence carried

conviction with it that I would yet
stand justified in the eyes of Madge
Webb. True, I would rather have

stood indebted to my own personal ef-
forts than to liis; but I was not my

own master, and I could nor. well ask

for leave on private affairs at a time

when Mr. Hawkins, as yet barely con-

valescent, could so ill spare me. And

this I explained to sympathizing In-

spector Traill.

“I understand perfectly.” was his

comment; “and I think it very hard

lines that, having found the scent, you

should be debarred from joining in

the hunt; but, at all events, you can

have a look-in, now and then. For in-

stance, what's the earliest you can get

away from the office this afternoon?”

“Five, or a quarter to,” I answered,

brightening up.

“That willdo, all right,” he rejoined.
“I'll call for you at five sharp. Dress a

bit roughly, and don't bring any valu-

ables or much money."

“May I ask where you are going to?

Soho?”

the gamekeeper-like individual before

me, had I not been expecting him.

“No occasion to make up for a job
like the one we have in hand,” he re-

marked, glancing around him critically
in search of a well-horsed hansom.
“The chaps I want to interview are
not of the sort likely to know me by
sight, and it doesn’t much master even

if Iam spotted by an outsider."
A wlry-looking roan met his approval,

but our appearance did not seem to im-

press the driver very favorably; and,
indeed, I did not much wonder thereat

when I saw him taking stock of the
weather-beaten old reefing jacket and

cap I had donned for that occasion. A

detective-inspector is not, however,

likely’ to pay much heed to a cabby's
whims, and the rapid exchange of a

few sharp retorts resulted in our being
bowled along eastward at as fast a

pace as the crowded traffic would ad-
mit. As though by common instinct,
we lit our pipes, turned up the collars
of our coats and sank back in our re-

spective corners, trying to husband
what little warmth there was in us.

Two average foreigners, similarly
placed, would at once have had the

window lowered; but we were far too

English, or too hardy, or too mule-

headed to abandon our pipes; and so

we sped along behind the wiry roan,

smoking and rarely’ exchanging a word.

It is a long drive from the Strand to

the Southwest India Docks, and a bit-

terly cold one on a raw evening in mid-

winter. Yet we qnly called a halt once

on the way; and then (as we assured
each other) only to restore animation

to our half-frozen Jehu. We, moreover,

ascertained (the driver being some-

what hazy as to the topography of the

district) that the rendezvous given by
Mr. Traill’s emissary, and known as

the “White Bear,” was some distance

nearer than the Southwest India

Docks. though largely patronized by
the crews of vessels berthed 1 there. To

the “White Bear” we accordingly pro-

ceeded. giving the cabby five shillings

on account, "with leave of absence for

at least an hour, and we found our

way into a comfortable, fair-sized bar

parlor, reserved (as we were given to

understand) for the better-paying class

of customers. We were somewhat be-

fore our time, and the detective had

not yet arrived; so we were reduced to

ordering refreshments and awaiting
the course of events.

The bar parlor seemed but poorly
patronized in comparison with the

more public parts of the establishment,

for we had it to ourselves until Brad-

shaw (Traill's man) made his appear-

ance with two companions. All three

were, of course, strangers to me; but I

easily distinguished the detective from

the others, one of whom Iset down as

a ship's steward, while the appearance
of the other denoted him tx> be a low-

grade engineer. Bradshaw was got up

in a baggy serge suit, of longshore cut,

and might have been almost anything,
in a semi-nautical way, from a steve-

dore to a ship’s husband.

Now, Traill’s original plan had been

that Bradshaw should, in affected sur-

prise and delight, recognize him as an

old friend, unseen for years; and, un-

der cover of this carefully-acted pream-

ble, introduce him to his companions.
To my surprise, therefore, as also,

doubtless, that of bis subordinate, the

inspector averted his face, produced his

handkerchief, and abandoned himself

to the throes of a violent sneezing fit.

When he had sufficiently recovered to

face the company, a very ugly, strag-

gling goatee beard almost covered his

chin, and so entirely altered his ap-

pearance as to render recognition al-

most an Impossibility. Bradshaw eith-

er divined that this move indicated a

sudden change of plan, or else he re-

ceived some private signal to the same

effect, for he took no notice of his chief

and filled in his change of cue by-

standing treat to his friends, with

whom he presently entered into what

seemed to be a rather animated conver-

sation. Seated as we were, however,

in a remote corner, originally selected

by Traill for his own reasons, we could

not hear a word of wh:ut was said.

This, of course, cut both ways. We

could converse in a low tone without

risk of being overheard

“Iknow the small, pasty-faced man

by sight.” whispered the inspector.
Saw him paraded once at Bow Street,

and I think he got three years after-

wards for thieving. I never forget a

face, and it’s just on the cards he may-

know me. So I altered my first plan

and grew a beard. It don’t suit me

much, does it?”

“No.’ I said, smiling at his almost

grotesque appearance, “it certainly
does not. But it hides your identity-

very effectively, and that's the main

point. What’s your new programme?

To chip in with our friends over

there?”

“Ithink I’ll try a leaf out of your

book,” he replied, “and trust to the

Chapter of Accidents.’

Events, however, did not seem to

shape themselves so as to afford him

any reasonable pretext for intruding

upon the others until, weary of wait-

ing. he had recourse to a bold manneu-

vre which succeeded to perfection.

Seizing our empty glasses, he moved

toward a small sliding panel, -which

opened upon the bar. with the evident

intention of having them replenished.

But. in passing behind Bradshaw's

chair he tripped forward and, in a

well feigned effort to save himself,

made a clean sweep of the drinks

which the three men were discussing.

Bradshaw rose to the occasion, and an

interchange of somewhat forcible lan-

guage ensued. Traill, of course, pro-

tested that it was a pure accident, and

peace was eventually restored upon

the basis of compensation for the dam-

age done. This the wily inspector ef-

fected with a cheerful liberality de-

lightful to behold. No mere threepen-

n’orths of gin hot, such as he had up-

set. Nothing less- than a bottle of the

best Hollands would satisfy him.

“With your permission, gentlemen,”

he added, suavely, “I’ll join you in a

glass just to show there’s no ill-will,

and Idaresay you’ll allow my friend to

chip in. also?”

To this proposal Bradshaw assented

readily enough, and his companions fol-

lowed suit, a -little sulkily. After all.

it is not easy to refuse a man a couple

of drinks from a battle of his own pro-

viding: and this was precisely what

Traill had counted upon. Having thus

adroitly broken the ice. he was not like-

ly to allow it to freeze again; and so

he exerted himself to his utmost to

make himself agreeable, and pressed

the Hollands upon his new accqualnt-

ances with a grea/t show of cordiality.

“You gentlemen are connected with

the sea?” he suggested, half-inquiring-
ly. “Everybody in this neighborhood
seems to be, and I’ve no doubt it’s a

good calling enough for those who like
it. Not for me. though! (live me the

dry land and my quiet little keeper's
cottage to live in. What do you sup-

pose, now, brings me down here

amongst this shipping?”
“Going abroad, maybe?” hazarded

Bradshaw.
"God forbid!" ejaculated the pseudo

keeper, fervently. “No; lam trying to

get upon tlie track of my young mas-

ter, who who left New Zealand for

London more than two months ago and

who hasn’t turned up yet, though his

ship reached port safe enough. They
tell me she’s in one of those big docks

here, but that I’m too late this evening
to go aboard of her."

“What's her name?” asked Brad-

shaw. with an assumed carelessness

which, judging from their looks of ea-

ger interest, the other two were far

from sharing.
“The Wairoa,” answered Traill, after

consulting his pocketbook.
“Well. I’llbe hanged if you haven’t

come across a rare bit of luck!" ex-

claimed Bradshaw, affecting not to no-

tice the warning glances and gestures
of his companions. “My two friends

here l>elong to that very ship: Mr.

Spratt, bath-room steward, and Mr.

Blogg, fifth engineer. They ought to

know the gentleman you're looking for,

if he was on board.”

"Yes. if he travelled in the saloon.”

assented the pasty-faced steward, sulk-

ily. "I’ve nothing to do with the sec-

ond class or steerage.”
“As for me," added Mr. Blogg. “I

have no truck with the passengers at

all."

“Well, being a gentleman of means,”

explained the inspector, tranquilly, “he

most probably traveled first-class. And

his name would be Arnewood; though

I believe he sometimes called himself

Arnott, for some reason or other.

Know him?"

“A Mr. Arnewood came back with us

last trip, right enough." said Spratt,
after taking thought. “Buthe knocked

off having baths after we entered the

Channel, and I saw nothing of him at

the end of the voyage. He must have

landed, though, either at Gravesend or

here, like the other passengers. The

chief steward would probably know.”

“Quite so," assented Traill. “I’llin-

quire on board. By the way, did yon

(as you were Iwithing-room steward)
ever notice any tattoo marks upon the

gentleman's arm or chest?"

“Yes: in blue and red ink. One of

the quartermasters pricked the de-

signs in for him during the voyage, and

told me he got two pounds for the job."
“Just to settle the question of identi-

ty,” remarked Traill, apologetically, as

he produced the Cooktown photograph
“Is this the Mr. Arnewood you knew

on board?"

“No.” he replied. “Try again.”
“Aboard the Wairoa, then?”; th ?n. I

suggested.
“Quite right.” he assented, approv-

ingly. “The Wairoa it is. She’s now

berthed in the Southwest India docks;

and one of my men. who is used to

seafaring folk, has her under observa-

tion. But. confound it all! That Irish-

man has bolted with the photographs!”
“No, he hasn’t,” I put in, quietly.

“They’re in my pocket.”
“Thank goodness!” he remarked,

with a sigh of relief. “We shall prob-

ably want them. So bring them along.
Five o’clock, mind, sharp.”

“Yes,” was the prompt reply. “That’s

him, right enough. I daresay you’ve
seen the gent, too, Joe.”

“Why, yes, I seem to know the face.”

assented Mr. Blogg. doubtfully. “But

I wouldn’t swear to it. I don’t see

nowt to worry about, nohow. Gents

often goes off on a bit of a spree, after

a long voyage, and then turns up all

right when they’ve had their fling.”

“Isuppose they do,” said Inspector
Traill, drily. “But I’ve heard of trav

elers falling into bad hands and com-

ing to grief. However, I’m real grate-
ful to you both for your information,

and I’m only sorry that I can't spend

the rest of the evening in your pleasant

company. Come, Ned, we must be off,

old chap.”
I being the person addressed as Ned.

Bradshaw understood plainly enough
that he was to remain and keep the

men under observation until further

orders. We accordingly left the three

to finish the Hollands at their leisure.

Iscarcely need be told that a visit to

the Wairoa was imperative before we

could think of turning our faces west-

ward. A short drive brought us to the

dock gates, and even Inspector Traill

found it no easy matter to procure ad

mission without an official pass. How-

ever. we got through, and presently

found ourselves alongside the Wairoa.

More delay and explanations before we

were allowed on board; but, once there,

our efforts were rewarded, forasmuch

as the chief steward, a Mr. Gray. was.

luckily, in his cabin. Upon learning

the object of our visit, he proved to be

most courteous and obliging; and. from

him we ascertained the following

facts:

1. Mr. Luke Arnewood (undoubted-

ly the original of the Cooktown por-

trait) had voyaged by the Wairoa. and

had quitted the vessel in the dock, ear-

ly upon the morning of Nov. 19th. His

luggage had been sent ashore in the or-

dinary way. But what had become of

him. or his effects, after leaving the

ship, he (Mr. Gray) could not say. It

should, however, be a matter of no

great difficulty to find out. and he un-

dertook to make every ]>ossible in-

quiry on board. The ]>olice. he sug-

gested. could similarly inquire among

the porters and cabmen ashore.

2. Mr. Arnewood was a man of tac-

iturn. almost sulky temperament, and

shunned all intercourse with his fel-

low passengers. He was wont, at

times, to talk with members of the

crew, and was liberal with tips for any

service rendered him.

3. It was a fact that he had been

tattooed on board by a quartermaster
named Payne, then absent on leave.

These items practically exhausted all

that Mr. Gray had to tell us; and,

thanking him for his good offices, we

rejoined our hansom, feeling well

pleased with our evening’s work. Our

driver, too, was happy with an addi-

tional half-sovereign meted out to him

in Fleet street. Traill bad removed the

hideous goate<, and we proceeded to

treat ourselves to an excellent supper

with the appetites of men who had

fairly earned it.

Mixing Chemtoal Fertilisers.

A bulletin of the Tennessee Experi-
ment Station says:

Farmers should make their own

manure at home, by growing feed,

feeding it to milch cows or other stock

and saving the manure. They should

by all means produce their own nitro-

genous fertilizers by growing legumin-
ous plants, which catch and fix the ni-

trogen of the air, as explained in Press

Bulletin 1. The good farmer will do

this and will thus never need to buy
any fertilizer unless it is phosphate
and potash. If they will buy fertiliz-

ers there is no mystery or difficulty
about mixing them at home. Nitrogen
costs 12 to 15 cents a pound in fertil-
izers. Manufacturers prepare them by

mixing with acid phosphate some

source of nitrogen, like tankage, dried

blood, or cotton seed meal, and a pot-
ash compound like muriate of pot-
ash or kanite. Why may not the

farmer mix them for himself? is a

question frequently asked of the Ten-

nessee Agricultural Experiment Sta-

tion. The station always mixes fer-

tilizers for its own use, and any farmer

can do the same as follows: Use as

the basis for your mixture acid phos-
phate made from the Tennessee rock.

It is the highest grade and the cheap-
est phosphate we have. It should be

had anywhere in lennessee for sl2
a ton or less, and should contain 16 to

18 per cent available phosphoric acid.

For potash Use muriate of potash, con-

taining 50 per cent potash, it costs,

in Tennessee, $42 to $45.

Two classes of mixtures are sold

1. Mixtures of acid phosphate and

potash can be prepared thus: Take

1,850 pounds of Tennessee acid phos-

phate, 150 pounds muriate of potash,

and mix thoroughly. At the above

prices a ton of the mixture will cost

about $14.25, and will contain at least

13.5 per cent available phosphoric aeiu

and 3.5 per cent potash. It is the best

fertilizer for cow-peas, grasses and for-

age plants generally, corn and wheat,

and makes a line compost with ma-

nure.

2. So-called complete fertilizers may

be prepared by mixing proper amounts

of acid phosphates, potash and “am-

moniates,” as the substances supply-

ing nitrogen are called. Here is a

good mixture made with "tankage,” or

dried animal matter from the slaughter
houses, which contain 7 per cent nitro-

gen and 12 per cent available phos-

phoric acid, and costing a ton.

Any of these can be easily mixed on

the barn floor or a smooth, dry place,

by breaking all the lumps, and sprink-

ling out, first a thin layer of one and

then of another ingredient until the

whole is laid out. Shovel together
until very thoroughly mixed and put

through a sand screen. Can you not

afford to mix your own fertilizers for

from $5 to $lO a ton? Agents are run-

ning over the country selling formulas

for fertilizers not half as good as the

above, for $5 a recipe.

Farm Vegetables. —The fresh, crisp,

juicy and finely flavored products of

the farm garden may be set down as

one of the most attractive things in

farm life. The farmer may not appre-

ciate these products as greatly as do

the people of the towns, who see only

stale, wilted, discolored and generally
out-of-condition vegetables in the mar-

kets. The farmer who will not give a

thought to his lettuce or his onions or

his green, or other vegetable, because

be is accustomed to them in their most

attractive state, would find a new in-

terest in such things, could he return

to them after a visit to a city and a

diet on vegetables in the usual city

condition. The farmer at home is

master of his own supplies of vege-

tables, and he misses one of the best

things within his reach when he fails

to secure for himself and his family

a large garden growing a variety of ex-

cellent and wholesome vegetables. Ex-

The Non-Prodneer.

This world is but a fleeting show;
The kicker, so they say,

Performs no work to make things go
And never pays his way.

—Washington Star.

llormoniim.
Is a blot upon our land —a symptom of

governmental ill-health. The right
laws would act upon it as Hostetter’s
Stomach Bitters does upon constipa-
tion, or dyspepsia. They would quick-
ly restore healthy purity; and that is

just what the Bitters does for the hu-
man constitution. It makes the stom-

ach strong by curing indigestion and
biliousness.

His Experience.

Mr. Chalkimup (engaging aspirant
for the position of assistant in the
milk business) —And what previous ex-

perience have yon had, my lad?

Jimmy Small—Well, sir, I’ve ’elped
pump the organ in our church.

Engaged at once.—Ally Sloper.

44An Empty Sac

Cannot Stand Upright.”

I hurried back to Exeter street, to in-

sure that my work for the day would

be finished by the time specified, dis-

patched a messenger to my rooms for

a rough boating suit, and awaited the

inspector's arrival with some impa-
tience.

Neither can poor, vueak, thin blood

nourish and sustain the physical system.
For strength of nerves and muscles there

must be pure, rich, vigorous blood.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla is established as the

standard preparation for the blood by its

many remarkable cures.

(To Be Continued.)

Both Omitted Something.

The Memphis Scimitar tells of a

negro preacher who had just concluded

the ceremony which united an old ne-

gro in matrimony for the fourth time.

The silence which usually follows an

occasion of this kind was broken by
the preacher in his effort to relieve the

embarrassment of the attendants.

Storing Onions.—Onions, unless thev

have been properly prepared, are diffi-

cult to keep, but properly ripened off,

dug at the right season and dried as

they should be, they will keep well.

The temperature must be low and the

air dry, as in a warm, moist atmos-

phere they soon grow and are spoiled.

If I had onions to store, not knowing

how they had been dried, I should sub-

ject them to 100 degrees heat for sev-

eral days, which has almost the effect

of kiln drying. Then place in shallow,
slatted boxes, piled one above another,

in a cellar well ventilated and kept
just above freezing. Ifthis way is not

practicable they can be kept in a build-

ing away from fire, stored in a bin

which has a thick lining and covering
of chaff and fine hay.—Vick’s Maga-
zine.

“It is usually the custom,” he said
“for the preacher to kiss the bride, bull

this time we will omit.”
The groom gave his young wife a

healthy smack, and, turning to the

preacher, said:

“Parson, it am usually de case for de

groom to give de parson somehtin’, but

dis time we’ll omit,” and he walked

away from the astonished preacher
with his bride on his arm.

PATENTS.

The Prickly Pear. —The Oputia,

grown in Sicily, produce delicious

fruits in great abundance, often ten

tons per aere. In Almeria, Spain, as

high as fifteen tons of fruits are some-

times produced. In Sicily the well-

ripened prickly pears are really delici-

ous, and these improved varieties

should be tried in all the southern and

southwestern states. Some of these

best sorts have been obtained and will

be distributed to the experiment sta-

tions for trial.

Liat of Patents Issued Last Week to
Northwestern Inventors.

A Bit Mixed.

The play was “The Wreck of the

Dardanelles; or, The City of a Ixist

Sole,” and rehearsal had been hurried.

But all went well until the storm

scene. Then, as the cheap thunder

rolled from the flies and the wind be-

gan to whistle, the skipper found he

had forgot his lines.

“The storm is upon us!” he shouted

in tragic accents. “Haul down the—-

haul down the—the—(in desperation)
the bowsprit! Square the anchor!

Beef the painter! Man the scuppers!
Hurry up, you lazy lubbers! What are

you grinning at?”—Answers

Charles J. Abbe, White Rock, S. D.,
adjustable milk can holder and protect-
or; Herman G. Dittbenner, Minneapo-
lis, Minn., plow hammer; Charles B.

Holmes, Minneapolis, Minn., bicycle
chain; Frank C. Jaeger, Belview,
Minn., wrench; Benjamin J. Knapp,
St. Paul, Minn., lubricating journal

bearing; Charles A. Ray, Bridgewater,
S. D., thill for vehicles; Richard Rus-

sell, Stephen. Minn., weed puller;
George H. Stewart, Aneta, N. D., snap
hook; Alfred Tucker, Hassas, Minn.,

clock winding indicator; Henry

Whomes, Winona, Minn., power ham-

mer.

Merwin, Lothrop & Johnson. Patent Attor-

neys, 911 & 912 Pioneer Press Bldg., St.
*

Paul

Miniature Trees. —One of the most re-

markable features of Japanese garden-

ing is the way in which every plant
and tree in a famous garden willbe re-

produced in miniature, by a system of

dwarfing which has been handed down

from many generations back. Every

characteristic of a large tree will be

preserved, the foliage, color and the

texture of the branches, and yet the

miniature copy will often be not more

than from one to three feet high.—Ex.

Reformer Reed Own* Up.

“How do you do, Mr. Speaker?” said

Representative McClellan of New York

to Tom Reed the other day.
“Iam not Mr. Speaker any longer,”

drawled Reed.

“Then, how do you do, Mr. Reed, and

what do you think of politics?”
“Idon’t think of politics,” he replied

in his lazy voice. “Iam a reformer

now, and reformers don’t think of any-

thing except making money.”—Cleve-
land Plaindealer.

Mount St. Joseph. Dubuque, la.. Wins
the Frise.

At the St. Louis State Fair of 1899,
lovers of art were attracted by a paint-
ing in oil. the work of Miss Sabina Ri-

ordan of that city. The art committee

awarded it the second prize. Miss Ri-

ordan was a student of Mount St. Jo-

seph Academy. Dubuque, la., and

painted the prize scene while a pupil
of that institution.

Social Distinctions.

“She is inclined to assume a great
deal of importance,” said one young

woman. “But I don’t know that I can

blame her.”

“Why, you married a European
count.”

CHAPTER VII.

“Yes; but she married an American

coal baron.”—Washington Star.

Ibelieve Plso's Cure is the only medicine
that will cure consumption. —Anna M.

Ross, Williamsport, Pa., Nov. 12, ’95

How He Told Them.

Mr. McPherson—How do you know,
William, that this man is from Tip-
perary?

William—Sure, Mister McPherson.
Dime ahiways tillin’thim fillahs boye
the axidints in their spache!—HarpePs
Bazar.

Revenue for Educational Institu-
tions.

At the Docks.

Punctually, almost to a minute. In-

spector Traill called for me, and, al-

though ho was not disguised (in the

sense of using false hair or paint), I

would never have recognized him In

Some reliable fertilizer ought always
to be kept on hand also. Ifthis is not

done, plants are often allowed to suffer

for food at the very time when it is

most needed. —Exchange.

By an act of the last legislature of

Minnesota, two-thirds of the revenue

which may be derived from any non-

agricultural lands that may be donated

to the state for forestry purposes shall

be paid “to such public educational in-,

stitution or system in the state as the

grantor may designate." The lands so

granted are to be* managed by a state

forestry board, which, as at present
organized comprises, among others

Frederick Weyerhaeuser, John Cooper,
William Mitchell, Greenleaf Clark and

Professor Green of the State Univers-

ity.

Garbled.

Said Mrs. Brown to Mrs. Parvenu:

“Have you seen Mrs. Hyton’s winter

wrap? It’s magnificent; ne plus ultra.”

Said Mrs. Parvenu to Mrs. Smith a

few hours later:

“Have you seen Mrs. Hyton’s Winter

wrap? It’s a new plush ulster!”—Phil-

adelphia Press.

FITS Permanently Cured -Woflta or nerronaneas after

first day’s use of Pr. Kline’s Great Nerve Kestorer.

8-jnd for FREE 9*4.00 trial bottle and treatise.

Fb. R. U. Ltd., V3l xreb St, Philadelphia, Pa.

He who would not take advice gets
knowledge when trouble overtakes

him.—Kaffir.
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