s

1l

By Author of “Hetty,

" Ete,

£

1

CHAPTER XIV.—(Continued.)

“The secret is not my own,” he con-
‘tinued earnestly after a minute; “you
must . be satisfied with half .confi-
dences.’

1 waited.

“What I'want to_tell you, Kitty, 1s
this. I am bringing a visitor here to-
eep. 1 want no one'to know
here. He is eluding justice, 1
am sarry to say that I am abetting
him.

“John, what has he done?"

“Don’t be frightened, Kitty. We can
sleep in safety without fearing for our
lives. He has forged a cheque—a
cheque for a large amount. It Is not
his first offense. Many years 480 he was
gullty of a similar forgery; then the
would-be prosecutor was bought off,
the case was never brought Into court.
This time he has to deal with men who

I a
to

are made of sterner stuff. They will
hear they insist on
prosecu cks past | have

been trylng to neotiate with them, to

save him. [ have failed.’
. Is he worth it, John—worth all your

work?"

No. | think not.”

Why are you %0 anxlous, then?

“For old friendship's suke.”

“Was hie an old iclend of yours? Oh
Int him come here; can’ hide him!"

‘Kitty, you spoke then almost as
your old selt might have spoken. No,
dear, he was never a friena ot
mine. As 1 sald before, Kitty, you
must be ‘content with half confidences.
A few weeks ago [ hoped he had e
caped. He could not bo found. Then

we dlscovered that he had returned to
London and was here in hiding

ay 1 find, what ared yesterday,
that his hiding place has been discov
ered; he dares not return there tc
night. When it Is much later and the
way s clear, I shall bring him here.
“No one need see him, Kitty. I have a
disgulse prepared for him. Tomorrow

Madame Arnaud into 'the ° drawing-
room. We waited in ‘vain. There
were ‘steps in the hall, then John's
study door closed, and -all was silent

re silent, too; the rain
beat agalnst the panes; I sat and lis-
tened to It absently. Presently Meg
crossed the room and stood beside my
chalr, and kissed me caressingly.
“Madame Arnaud must have gone
again,”  sald, almost deflantly, defying
Meg's unspoken sympatby, turning and
looking up at her.
Meg did not answer. Presently she
drew a low chair just opposite to mine.
| An hour dragged by. All through
| that bour, even while Meg  talked, 1
| was listening with a straided atten
tion

“Go to Meg," I sald at last,
pleadingly,
“Why, Kitty?

“Do go, Meg." 1 urged

Meg glanced at me. Then for once,
she rose and kissed me agaln and
went.

The wind had risen; the rain heat

afen‘ugly agalnst  the  window.

unds {u the house were lost in the
sounds of the storm outside. 1 crossed
the rogm_took up my stand at the
WIMTOW, where Meg had been standing,
and closed the curtains behind me (&

shut out the lght of the room
Minutes  went by, minutes that
seemed lKe hours. At last the house
door opened, shut softly, and John and
Madame Arnaud came out together,
and passed window where I stood

I walted. Ten minutes passed. The
cock struck eleven slowly, and John
the window again--this time

| alone
He let limself in silently; he went
back to his study, and for an hour

longer 1 walted

The fire had gone out, the room had
grown cold; but my head was hot and
throbbing. 1 threw open the window
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I"'LOOKED STRA

IGHT AT HIM.

when he leaves here, he will, I hope, |
be unrecognizable. His berth has been |
taken for him In another name in a
ship for South America. Once there,
Be will be beyond the law.” |

John stood talking to me for some |
time longer, arranging the detalls of
our plot.

“Shall [ see him, John?" I asked,

“I think not, Kitty.”

I rose at last to go.
me a minute longer.

“Not a word to Meg,” he warned

John detained

‘No,” I promised.

“One would not willingly trust state
secrets to Meg,” he added, with a slight
Try to keep her with you all
the evening, Kitty. As for the serv-
ants, [ will tell them to bulld up the
study fire and then not to disturb me
agalp tonight. When dinner is over,
take Meg back to the drawing-room
and keep her there.”

“You will not be at dinser, John?"
he answered abstractedly, “I
am golng out now."

“iVhere?” [ asked.

The question escaped me before I had
time to think; It was often that
I questioned him about his goings. He
looked a little vexed at the Question
now.

“To Madame Arnau
slmply.
1 turned
for mq

" he answered

toward the door; he opened
smiling at me as he dld so.
you, Kitty,” he sald tn a
You have helped me

it

A witely duty!"
bitter little smile.
I was bound to help you;" and I
turned away from him with the sound
Of my own bitter mocking voice rin
ing in my ears.

with a

1 returned
Don't ¢

CHAPTER XV,
‘Helgh-ho, what a long evening this
Ind and rain,

not heed tood

parted and
Out across the wet pavement
i the

ged.
But Meg did me. She s
iween the e

looked
shining

Jobn who was

and knelt beside it, welcoming the
cold wind that swept In, even wel-
coming thegrain that beat against my
burning  cheek.  After a minute 1
shivered. But even then I did not
move.  Physical cold seemed to

deaden for a minute all the passionate
burning tumult of thoughts that were
surging through my brain
The wind caught the curtains and
made them sway to and fro. Suddenly,
as the door was opened, I turned to
see John coming in with a firm quick
step across the room. He drew down
the window sharply before he spoke
a word. Then he turned to me, with a
auick glance of mingled severity and
gentleness. He tried to speak pa-
tiently, but there was somejhing of
anger In his self-controlleds thne.
ou try to make yourself m.l

“Do

Kitty?” he asked.

I had risen from my knees, and 1
stood leaning against the shutter, my
hands held down before me. I looked
stralght at him, all the agony, all the
hopelessness of the past two hours
shining in my eyes.

“1try to die,” I sald calmly, with the |
calmness of the deepest passion. |
John's eyes expressed a passion as
deep as mine. He was putting a cutb |
upon his speech; his effort after self- |
Testraint was evident,

“Why should I wish to Mve"
ked. “Why? Tell me why.”

Jobn sighed and made no answer, I
went on passionately—

“If the wind blows upon me a little,
f, the rain touches me, yog are sorry.
You are not sorry that heart is
reaking. It is breaking all day long
always. And you—you do not care.

“Kitty, I think you are mad when |
you talk like thi
I pushed back my hatr, which was
falling loosely about my forehead, and
looked at him with an odd little smire
beart-broken half-bitter smile,
‘I should be happler it 1 died,” I
sald. “And you—could marry Madame
Arnaud, John |
John's gray eyes flashed a quick,
startled, scrutinizing glance at my
face,

1

‘That is one of the things, Kitty
that I cannot allow even you to say,
he returned at last severely.

There was a long silence. It was
the first to break 'it,

He spoke slowly, and bis tone was
Beavy as he spoke.

you

“You asked me the other day to let
rou leave me,” he sald. “I refused. I
Was wrong—and you were right. You
may go, Kitty. 1 will not try to keep

with me.

lary Is mostly adverbs and adject]ves— "
we have all met ber, or her sister—was | Then he tried to get word to Wash-

ing to now,
must go over there befors you
away.”

the young man.
fupniest old place you ever saw, with
! Just a lot of the cutest old gravestones
in It, It's just perfectly grand!™

stepa.

was silent. Joho iurned away,
with a and heavy sigh.
talk of it tomorrow,” he
“It's too late—we are neither
tonight.

g

promise”

Life - stretched away
blankly before me, bereft of every joy,
every hope.

and waited In a dull, hopeless, unex-
pectant way ‘for the dawn to break.

The dawn came at last. The sun
rose slowly above the'house tops—a
red orb in a capper-colored sky. 1
dressed wearily, and turned with a
heavy heart to go down stairs,

My hand was on the handle of my
door when the door was opened from
outside. Meg came In. At-the first
-sight O her face I stepped forward
quickly and put my arm araynd her.
Her face wi deathly  whif hite
even to the lips. Her lips weré (remu-
lous, and yet they were trylng In a
pathetic way to laugh at herselt and at
me—at herselt for hor emotion, and at
me for my solicitude.

“I ought to faint, Kitty,” she sald,
looking at me with a queer, tremulous
little smile. It would be befitting—
and—and romantic, degs

She pushed away the cau de Cologne
I had brought her, and gradually the
color came back into her cheeks.

v ould bave told me he was
sald, after a minute, half
lightly, half reproachfully

“DId you see some one, Meg?
you startled? A—a friend of
came last night to stay 1 didn't 1
you."

“Do you know who he was?" she |
asked

¥o. I don’t know—John didn't tell
But be told me that he was com
ing. I wish you hadn't seen him, Meg.
He startled you- naturally--when you
didn’t know that any one was staying
here. Would you mind
Ing to any one that

me,

you have se

Meg laughed harshly
“Iam not likely to mention it, Kit-
ty,” she said drily. “It is not often,
dear, that I boast of that ecarly es-
capade of mine. When I am an old
woman and very dull I may weave a
romance out of those ices and love
letters and jam puffs; but 1 am not
old enough just yet. 1 shan't talk of
it, dear; don't fear.
eg, what do you mes
It ,‘,n saw? Not Arthur
0 be continued.)

CHRISTIANITY IN BUSINESS

Its Principle  Applled to Commercial
Affalrs Would Work & Glorloos
Revolution.

“There is not the least question that

as the commercial world Is organized
and run today It Is run at a fearful
loss along the side of money,” writes
Rev. Charles M. Sheldon, author of “In
His Steps,” in the November Ladie:
Home Journal. “Even the rules of
success that business men lay down do
not insure succes, iaps no age has
ecqualed this for disturbance and un-

ness world. If the prineiples of

tanity were applied to the whole busi-
ness world it would  cause a shock
that for the time being would result

in what might ind.
greatest financial
But out of that r

ed prave to be the
panic of the ages
ult would em

a new order of buy

would result ultimately in more finan-
clal success on the part of more people
than the world has ever

cents better than selfishn,
fish principles the business world to-
day does not succeed even in the mat- |
ter of making money—that {s, not for
any length-of time nor for the masses
of the people. Love in business would
lose lees money, and actually distrib- |
ute the real earnings of toil among |

a far greater number of human Leings,
than s possible now under the pres-
ent system."”

SECRETARY. |

coLLis

|

How & Ralse Was Mude to His Salary

The Chicago News of a late date
glves currency to the following story:
A few years ago Collis P. Huntin,
private secretary, Mr. Miles, ask:
an increase of salary. “Do you need
any more money?" asked Mr.
ington, thoughttully.
exactly need it replied Mr. Miles
“but still I'd be glad to be getting a
ittle more.” “Ah—hum-m-m,” mused

guess
50,” and the matter was dropped. A
couple of years later a new boy ap-
peared at the Miles home and the
secretary thought the time propitious
to renew the application. “Why, my
dear sir,” sald Mr. Huntington, when
he heard him through, “I ralsed your
salary when you asked me before.” [
never heard ‘anything about it,” sald
the secretary, fn amazement. *Proba-
bly Bot,” returned Mr. Huntington; “in |
fact, § used that money to buy a plece|
of property for you. I'd just Jet it
stand for a while If I were you." Mr.
Miles thanked him warmly and retired,

somewhat mystified. Recently Mr.
Huntjngton called bim into his private
fMice. "By the way, Mile: be said,

have sold that real estate of yours
at a pretty good advance. Here fs the
check.” The amount was $0,000. The
Property was part of a large section
purchased by the fallway king us an
investment for his wife,

Words for Old Thiags.
The young woman whose vocabu-

with an excursion party on the Poto-

mac river, The Washington Post
treagures a fragment of her conversa-
tlon: “This Is Alexandria we're com-

sald Margaret. “You

80
“What Is there to wee?’ agked
," sald Margaret,
“there’s an old graveyard there—the

Golng to thy bad begins in short

Sl

Ob, | sul at the port.

strode up and demanded the release
of the prisoners.
that it was impossible unless the ran-
soms were pald.

TN

Of the thousands of American ciil-
zens whose pity went out to the brave
officers of Cervera's squadron in their
hours of anguish and depression dur-
Ing the weeks of thelr captivity on
Yankee soil, very few knew of the
early Incidents of a romantic story
between Capt. Ealate and a loyal
American citizen, which the war with
Spain later brought to a close,

JJt was in 1892 that the story really
begins, Venezuela was in a revolu-
tlonary tumult. A dictator, Mendoza,
had seized the government a few
months before and installed himself in
Power at Caracas, the Inland capit
The war had grown very serious
September. 41l troops clamored for
Pay. That Was a circumstance the
dictator had not provided for. The
treasury had been depleted long be-
fore, 50 there was no money to be had
h that quarter. Gen. chev

fendoza’s principal supporter, 1t oc-
| curred to him that the quickest way
| to get money was to take 1t by force

| from whomsoever had it. So he ar- |

| rested eighty-five of
| people of La Guayra, the se
| commercial metropolls of Venezuela
The prisoners were mostly merchants
of foreign birth, but the really serious

the wealthiest

part of the affair was the fact that
seventeen forelgn consuls were in-
cluded in the arrest—the consuls of
| Russia, France, Delgium, Hawail and

| nearly every Latin country. A list

was |

port and |

e

ST0

Incidents of Years Ago That Made Consul
Hanna and Capt. Eu]atg Firm Friends.

Mr. Hanna as he turned awa
raged at his powerlesa condition.
would ask Eulaf
marines. The lleutenant looked
the consul a moment and exclaimed:
‘You are my dear friend:
| 'low up the prisow it yqu say so.”
True to his word, he trained his
gnos on the fortress, and gave it a
b ank volley. The fort replied by run-
nmg out one gun and firing It. The
shot struck the bows and glanced off
It was Eulate's turn to get angry now.
Putting on his full uniform and taking
.bis staft and a detall of men he went
ashore. Consul Hanna marched up to
Escheverra once more and -pulled out
his watch. .
| “I'll give you just twenty minute
| he sald, “to let those people out, We'
| stay here till you do {t." The twenty
| minutes were just up as Gen. Esche-
verra turned sullenly and unlocked
the door of the fall. The eighty-five
| prisoners lost no time in getting out
| "It it ever comes my turn, lieuten-
[ant” satd Mr. Hamna, ‘to do you o
| tavor, you can count on me.”
Little did either man think of the
| eonsequences of the affair. The Vene
zuelan dictator, balked of his prey by
| @ despised American ang a reckless
neutral Spaniard, complained to Ma-
drid and to Washington of the breach
of Internationa Washington
only took trivial notice of the mat-
ter, writing to Hanna for an explan

He
to-land him some

at

aw.

Cervera. Then came a report that
Capt. Eulate was killed. In the midst
of excitement Consul Hanna did not
forget. He talegraphed to Washing-
‘| ton to ascertatn whether the captain
was dead or alive. He got word that
the Vizcaya had gone down and that
Eulate was a prisoner of war. He sent
All the facts to Mrs. Eulate and she
wrote him a . charming letter of
nks. He also sent letters from Mra.
Eulate to her husband through the
state department. Before leaving San
Jusn Mrs. Eulate commended several
local friends and relatives
American protection, saylng that this
wap Bad given her an exalted idea of
American manhood.

ER HAT PFIN
Whean

cy Occurred.
laales of the northern

to  the

! RELIED ON

the
rge.

Ewme,

Two marcied
sectlon of the clty are regular atten
dants at the theater on certain nights
each week.
the nature of their occupations, are
unable to.accompany them, so they go

Thelr hua'auds, owlng to

alone. One of ¥y In2s resides thi

equare~  bm the cars, and the other
nearly 1wo squares, hoth on the same
street, The lady who lives farthes

w

frem the car asked by
1 band If she was not afrafd t.
| distance Afraid!™
swered. “do you eee that?"
a wicked-looking I
any man should address me | wonld
| stab him, One dark night recently
the two wives alighted from the car

lone.

prod
long hat pin

at thelr usual place and started home
ward, ¢ chatting about the
Iplay. They had gone half a square
when a man sudd nly ppeared from

|

CAPT. EULATE OF THE VIZCAYA— BRAVE SPANISH OFFICER WO
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ELoD’s | was kept of the names of the pris- | tion and then to Mendoza,
ed for | oners and of the amount of money ex- | he

pected from each before he could be |
liberated. |

There were two men In La Guayra, |
however, upon whom Escheverra had |
not reckoned. One was a tall, slender
young American. He was Philip Han-
na, an Jowa man, the American con-
The other man who
was destined to interfere was a lieu-
tenant of the Spanish navy, a dark-
visaged, tacjturn man, who had taken
a liking to the lowa boy, and whose
vessel was lying in the harbor
vesael, the Jorge Juan, was about the |
size of the little Concord of the Ameri-
can navy. The two men had been ac- |
quainted about two months, Lieut
Eulate—for such was the Spanlard's
name—visiting the bachelor quarters
at the consulate for a smoke and a
ehat, and Consul Hanna golng aboard
the tiny warship whenever it came in
from the coast survey duty. There
was no war anywhere, except In Vene-
suela. Spain was friendly
United States and indifferent to the
revolutionary quarrels of Crespo and
Mendoza,

One morning in September, the day
of the wholesale arrests, Consul Han-
na recelved a note from the prison
telling him there was an American
locked up, & man who had been
naturalized. The consul was alone.
He tried to telegraph Minlster Scruggs
at Caracas. for Instructions, but the
local authorities shut off the dispatch.

|
ington. but the censor refused to |

“PhII" Hanna was fghting mad. |
Escheverr: ps were lounging In |
front of the fortress when the consul }

|

Esche:

replied

It you don't let them out,

s

Hanna, “I will land troops and take
charge of the

myselt.”

Escheverra shrugged  his

shouldars. It was & bluff and he

it An lnspiration came

changed the position of
Then he penned a note of invitation
requesting

| fagship.
Intervening time been married to a
charming Io
half of himself and wife
ing was a-dramatic ome, war belng |
then a certalnty, and, in fact,
few days off, and gr.

of friendship over clrcumatances, |

to | when her husband sailed

had only got what he deserved, or
- Madrid took a different view of
It Eulate was stripped of his rank
and put in the guard house to awalt
court-martial. Things wouid have
gone hard with him it Madrid had not
soon received the thanks of seven-
teen governments for the timely aid of
Eulate

Mr. Hanna, as in duty bound, had
requested the consuls to write home
about it. with the result that the mer-
curial Spanish govenment officials re-
leased their man and promoted him to |
the command of the Havana naval
depot. with the rank of captain. -

One fine day in April, 1898, when
the two nations were on the verge of
war, the harbor of San Juan de Porto
Rico was entered by the Vizcaya and
the Almirante Oquendo. ‘The Vizeaya
come to anchor, its great 13-inch guns
trained on the American ‘consulate

less,

shouts of the populace the fleet's com-
mander came ashore, He pald the cus-
tomary officlal visit to the Spanish
military commander, and n the
course of the conversation asked
Who represents the Yankees here?"
Philip C. Hanna" was the reply
“My friend!” Capt. Eulate turned
Hastening back to the fleet he
the Vizcaya

\

pale.

the pleasure of Consul
Hanna's presence at dinner aboard the
The consul, who had In the

4 girl, responded on be- |
The meet- |

only a |
t was the aston- |

vessel were blinded by the trall 14
ishment of the Spanish town and the | s ! o
Spanish fleet to witness the triumph |

|
While the ships were yet In the

bay the consul was ordered to leave
San Juan and take refuge in the Dan-
ish island of St. Thom.
hundred miles away.

less t

Mrs. Eulate remained in San Juan
y to joln

telling him |

an alley
| his eyes.

His bat was slouched over
At a glance the ladles con-
| cluded he was a suspicious character.
| They slowed up to let him get past,
but he slowed up also. Then they
walked faster; he did the same. As
they neared the home of one of the
ladies the man was very close to them.
The one who had boasted of what she
would do when an opportunity oc-
curred for the use of the hat pin broke
in a dead run for the middle of the
street, down which she hurrfed like a
wild gazelle. After she had gone fifty
or sixty feet a familiar volce rang out:
“Say. Nan, where's your hat pin?" It
was her husband. She still declares
that it was the meanest act her hus-
band ever did.— Baltimore Sun.

Meteor Falls.
Philadelphta Inquirer: The narrow
escape of the Norweglan steamship

| Amid the blare of trumpets ang the  George Dumois from being sunk at ses

by a fneteor which exploded in hey
course While she was bound from Paf1-
adelphia for Jamalca was related by
members of the crew when the steamer
tied up at the West India Fruit com-
pany’s wharves. Capt. Jentoft states
that on the night of Oct. 10, the ves-
Nel's position being about latitude 23
uurth and longitude 74.22 west, the
meteor, which was only seen a few
seconds before It came near, exploded
within,a few yards of the vessel, scat
tering Ns fragments fn all directions.
The explosion was due, he believes,
to the hot\substance suddenly coming
in contact With the water. During the
entire night\the luminous trails of
other meteors\could be seen in their
downward descent. The crew of the

intense light which followed the me-
teor even after it had disappeared.
Birds Killed by Uightalag.
Lightalng ed 500 biNs {n County
Monaghan, Ireland.

Father T1
he is fore

scythe
mow

thas

- lor pupa;

L

Th.'d;llo(uuﬂhl!.'.’
to the depth of one foot may be takes.
45 1,600 tons. Bach per cent of water
In s0ll to that depth represents about 16
tons of water per acre, or oneiseventh
of an inch. The water apparemtly lost
by the untreated soll was 176 tons per
acre, equivalent to over one and a halt
Inches of rain. This ia about one halt
what the soil would hold after a soak-
ing raln. The real loss was much more
than this, since as water escaped from
the upper foot, other would be drawn
up trom below by capillary attraction.

The Codllng Woun.
| The Latin name of this
| carpocapsa pomonella. We are sure
| that all our readers are interested im
|this (nsect, as it is of all others the
persistent in injuring our apples.
The illustration on this page shows the
| moth and worm about life size, the
only figure that Is enlarged Is that one
marked which s the head of the
larva. At “a” we see the apple bur-

oW, at “b" the place where the worm
entered the apple;
at e’
the moth
the moth with wings spread:"
|at “h” head end of larva; at “1” the
cocoon in which the larva changes to
|a chrysalls.  The worm is so well
‘known to every apple-eater that we
|need not describe him, more than to
|say that he is flesh-colored.
| "As to remedies, a bultetin of the Coi-
|orado station says:  About one week
‘n!ler the blossoms have fallen, make
| thorough application of Paris greem
|or London purple in a coarse spray
|In the proportion of one pound to 16
|Ballons of water. At the end of ome
|Week repeat the treatment, using the
|poison a little weaker (one pound to
| 200 gallons of water), unless heavy
|ralns have intervened to wash off the
|polson of the first application. The
| Kedzle arsenite of lime may be used
|in place of the above polsons if pre
|terred. N

In addition to one of the abave mix-

tures use the following: . Pul buriag
bandages on the trunks about June 15
[unu remove them every seven days to
| Kill the larvae and pupie under them
Ul the last of August. Then leave
them until winter or till early the next
| spring, when they should be aguim re-

| most

a

t "d” the chrysalis
larva or worm;

moved and the worms beneath them
killed. he prompt destruction of
|fallen fruit will kill some of the
| worms, but not a large proportion of
|them, probably 15 per cent, Keep

screens on windows and doors of cel-
|1ars and fruithouses where apples are
|stored. to prevent the moths that Batch
‘ln these places from flying to the or-

chard. Scald in bolling water all boxes:
and barrels that have lately contained
apples, pears or quinces.

Forest Fires.—Of all the foes which
attack the woodlands of North Amers-
ca no other 18 5o terrible as fire. Pea-
est fires spring from many differemt
causes. They are often kindled along
rallroads by sparks from the locome-
tives. Carelessness is responsible Sor
many fires. Settlers and farmers cleas-
ing land or burning and brush
often allow the fire tojescape iuto the
woods. Some one may drop a half-
burned match or the glowing tobacen
of a pipe or cigar, or a hunter or pros-
pector may neglect to extingulsh his
camp fire, or may bulld it where it wil*
burrow into the thick duff far beyond:
bis reach, to smolder for days, ar
weeks, and perhaps to break out as a
destructive fire long after he Is gome.
Many fires are set for malice or re-
venge, and the forest is often burned
over by huckleberry pickers to increase
the next season’s growth of berries, e
by the owners of cattle or sheep tu
wake better pasture for their herds

The Russian Thistle.—Of the passing
of the Russian thistle Prof. Busey
says: “In a recent journey of nearly
a thousand miles In Nebraska, includ
iDg & broad belt of countles, from thowe
touching the Missouri river on the east.
to the Wyoming line on the west, §
found that everywhere the Russian
thistle s of relatively much less im-
portance than formerly. It is a weed
no doubt; but one which finds little op-
portunity for troublesome growth om
ordinary farms. On fallow ground
still grows large and assumes a spheri-
cal form, but ordinartly it is jow wmd
slender. Many farmers and rapchmen
esteem it highly as a fodder plant when
fed early, and many cut it early and
make it loto nutritious hay. The day
may yet come when the sheepgrowers
of the plains will take pal £ron
the Russian thistle as a fodd- plamt.™

Angora Wool.

In one feece mohalr was elghteen
Inches long and welghed nine pounds.
are the lightest.



