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OULD that I were a manW with strength to exact a
man's revenge!" ex-
claimed Mme. Rigault,
closing her small white
teeth with an emphatic
snap.

"Perish the thought,"
rejoined Monsieur Claude,
courteously. "Not only
would the prefecture
lack an invaluable as-
sistant in such case, but

the ranks of your sex could ill afford
to lose a most exquisite ornament."

The little lady, famous alike for her
beauty and talent as a political spy
in the Court of Louis Napoleon, shook
her graceful head disdainfully.

"Compliments will not help me, M.
Claude," she said, "although your
manner of paying them is irresistible.
You must aid me in a practical way
asa perhaps may be all the more in-
clined to do so when I inform you
that the emperor advised me to con-
sult you."

"Be assured, Mme. Rigault," said
the chief, earnestly, "that my poor
services are ever at your command.
It would be strange were it otherwise.
I have not forgotten how well you re-
paid the confidence reposed in you
regarding the affair of the Scarlet
Arrow, not to mention other import-
ant matters where the empire bene-
fited by your loyal exertions. And I
venture to say that his majesty's opin-
ion coincides with mine."

"The emperor has acted with his
customary kindness," responded Mme.
Rigault. "He told me to trust to you
implicitly, and added that whatever
steps you might see fit to take would
be sanctioned by him."

"With the imperial favor, one Ii
doubly armed," commented the chief.
"Tell me the story and we will de-
cide what is best to be done."

"It concerns the one human being
whom I love better than myself, M.
Claude," said the little lady, gravely;
"none other than my younger sister.
Blanche Leclaire, with whom you are
acquainted."

The chief bowed in assent. "I'have
that honor," he said. "A charming
young girl for whom I entertain sin-
cere admiration and respect."

"Well, then," continued Mme. Ri-
gault, "it will surprise you to learn
that Blanche, naturally one of the
most joyous and innocent of girls, has
suffered in silence for nearly a year
under the persecution of a cowardly
blackmailer. I did not gain her con-
fidence until yesterday when, driven
to desperation on the near approach

of. her marriage with Monsieur d'Lar-
gental, she appealed to me for aid."

"And the name of her persecutor?"
queried the chief as Mme. Rigault
paused.

"Is Horace Vere, younger son of an
English lord, at present residing in
Paris," replied the lady.

"Vere!" repeated M. Claude. "The

name sounds familiar. Ah, I have it.

He lives in a mansion on the Boule-
vard Haussmann where high play is
indulged in by a number of his coun-

trymen and' several young bloods
about town. It cannot be actually
termed a public gambling establish- -

ment in the strict sense of the word,
but judging from the reports of my
men, it lacks but few of the require-
ments of a professional hell. Yet M.t

Vere has entree to the best social cir-

cles. I presume that explains his con-
nection with your sister's name."

"Partly," responded Mme. Rigault;
"but the trouble arose in the first
place through an unfortunate intima-
cy contracted by Blanche with his
cousin, one Thomas Stratton, who
committed suicide by blowing out his

brains about 16 months ago. It is just
tvo years since Blanche came from

mir mother's quiet country home and

made her debut in Paris. She knew r

piathing of the dangers one encounters
i a great city, and I am inclined to
Iime myself for not having made

clOser scrutiny into the character of o
the acquaintances she made. Yet even b

I been aware of her infatuation u
p gtratton I would have found little V

td.~ Mppprove of at the time. He was 0

asw hpdsome, of good family and
aell to do, and his suicide, fI

said to be due to a fit of temporary
insanity, surprised and shocked all
who knew him.

"Unfortunately matters between my
sister and him had reached a stage
where she had written several letters
breathing undying love and devotion
in every line, and these missives fell
into the hands of Horace Vere who,
as next of kin, became possessed
of the dead man's effects. Shortly af-
ter Stratton's demise there came to
light several incidents of his career
that satisfied me Blanche had had a
merciful escape from her contemplat-
ed union, and the proofs of his in-
famy were such that she was com-
pelled to agree with me. Luckily, as
we thought, their love affair had been
conducted with the utmost secrecy
on both Sides, so that Blanche was en-
abled to take her usual place in so-
ciety as though nothing had occurred
to disturb the peaceful current of her
life. Several months later she met
with Monsieur d'Largental, and their
acquaintance grew from mutual es-
teem into love and in due course of
time their engagement was announced.
It was then that Vere brought the let-
ters written to his dead cousin into
play, and by threatening to expose
the story of her former passion for
Thomas Stratton extorted sums of
money from her at different times.
The death of a wealthy relative left
Blanche in possession of a small for-
tune which for a while enabled her to
satisfy Vere's demands. At last, her
funds being exhausted, she was forced
to apply to me for a loan. In this
way I became aware of her trouble
and hastened to seek the advice of
wiser heads than mine."

"Would it not be well for your sis-
ter to confess all and trust to the
generosity of her future husband?"
queried the chief.

Mme. Rigault made an impatient
gesture of dissent.

"If you knew Monsieur d'Largental
you would never suggest such a pro-
ceeding," she exclaimed. "Although
passionately fond of Blanche and re-
garding her as the type of all that is
pure and beautiful in womankind, I
dare not think of the effect an exhi-
bition of her letters to a former lover
would produce upon him. The- very
intensity of his affection would be an
element of danger in the face of
such a revelation. Even if he forgave
my sister he would never regain the
confidence he once placed in her. And
love too frequently ends in tragedy
when distrust or jealousy appears."

"Your reasoning is acute, as usual,"
assented the chief. "Plainly then we
must endeavor to bring about the
restoration of these letters to your sis-
ter, or their destruction."

"Were I a man," declared Minme.
Rigault passionately, "I would insultthe wretch, force him into a duel and
slay him with my own hand."

"I believe you," said M. Claude, not-ing with admiration the fires that
flamed in the speaker's dark eyes. "I
regret that my official position is a
serious stumbling block In the way of
resorting to an appeal to arms; other-
wise my sword would gladly be
placed at your service. But after all,
to kill this scoundrel Would be an un-

availing revenge with the compromis-
ing epistles still in existence. No, we
must seek for a safer path. The fact
that M. Vere is an Englishman adds
to the complications of the case, for
being to a certain extent under the
protection of the British ambassador

his arrest on any charge would pro-
voke the publicity we are anxious to
ivoid. However, you can assure yoursister that her friends have rallied toler support, and trust me, Madame, we
shall find some way to checkmate our
>pponent."

"I have gained new courage, M.
,laude," said the little lady as she

-ose to go. "The test of battle is yet
:o come, but with your aid I have
)right hopes of victory."
The chief rose and held the door

pen while his charming visitor made
ier exit. He watched the slender fig-
Ire until it vanished with a parting
'ave of the hand, and then summoned

me of his men.

"M. Serge," said the head of the pre-
ecture, "I am about toi gjt yoa' am

opportunity of demonstrating the
worth of those faculties which have
gained for you the sobriquet of The
Lynx. There is an Englishman named
Horace Vere, living at No. 28 Boule
yard Haussmann. Find out all you can
concerning his habits and personal at
tendants and report to me as soon as
possible."

"The Lynx," a tall, thin individual
with small, restless black eyes, saluted
and went forth upon his mission with.
out replying. He was a man of few
words, with an infinite capacity for
obtaining information from unpromis.
ing sources, a quality which enabled
him to rank as one of M. Claude's
most trusted aids. Therefore the chief
was not surprised when early the fol-
lowingmorning his wily subordinate
offered an exhaustive report on the
daily life and pursuits of the object of
Mme. Rigault's hatred.

"This so-called Alfred Beausine, con-
fidential valet to M. Vere, whose name
appears marked with a red cross in
your notes-is he then one of our
missing birds, M. Serge?" inquired the
chief.

"Beausine is his alias, M. Claude,"
replied the Lynx. "IHe is none other
than Levard, wanted in connection
with the robbery of Pierre Simons, the
jeweler, last year. I did not arrest
him as I preferred to wait for further
orders."

"Have him brought here at once," or-
dered the chief. "Is there substantial
evidence against him in the Simons
case?"

"Enough to warrant a speedy con-
viction and galley sentence, M.
Claude," returned the Lynx. "I will
produce him in a little while."
M. Serge was as good as his word,

for within the space of an hour he re-
appeared with the prisoner, a shifty-
eyed, undersized man, who blinked
nervously as he stood before the pre-
fect.

"You are Lavard, at present mas-
querading under the name of Beausine,
one of four confederates concerned in
an attack upon M. Simons, the Jewel-
er?" queried the chief.

The man murmured a faint reply in
the affirmative and M. Claude con-
tinued:

"The evidence against you is com-
plete and of sufficient importance to
provide heavy punishment. It now
rests with yourself whether you will
be given the galleys for 15 years or re-
ceive a comparatively light sentence
upon my recommendation. Whether I
shall interfere .or not depends upon
the manner in which you carry out a
certain task at my bidding."

A faint tinge of color crept into theprisoner's pallid face.

",What do you require of me, M.Claude?" he asked timidly.

"In the possession of your master,M. Vere," said the chief, "there are
several letters written by a Mlle.
Blanche Leclair to his cousin, now de-
ceased. Obtain those documents and

I promise that your punishment for
complicity in the Simon affair will be

merely nominal."

Two days after the above conversa-tion had taken place the chief was
sitting alone at his desk when one of
his subordinates announced that an
Englishman named Vere desired an
audience with him. M. Claude, much
surprised, but curious as to the cause

f the unexpected visit, gave orders
that he be admitted, and the door
>pened to disclose the person of one of
the most formidable looking men that
had ever entered the prefecture.

Vere was a giant in stature, withiuge shoulders, long, muscular arms
and a chest whose tremendous width

tnd depth gave promise of herculean
strength. His broad face, red and
swollen, gave eloquent testimony of
nights spent in reckless dissipation.
mnd from under heavy brows his little
loodshot gray eys gleamed malicious-

y. Without troubling himself to go
:hrough the formality of asking per-
lission he deposited his immense

rame on a convenient chair, and'
eaning back at ease, surveyed the
hief with an air of cool defiance.

if M. Claude's indignation rose at
he insolent demeanor of the English-~nan•, it did not appeu' ow his tran-

quil, immobile features. Producing
his snuff box he inhaled a pinch of
the contents, sneezed languidly and
addressed the newcomer with indolent
grace.

"To what am I indebted for the hon-
or of this visit, M. Vere?" he inquired,
politely.

Vere uttered a short, contemptuous
laugh.

"Call it an honor if you want to,"
he retorted, speaking in English, the
language in which the chief had chos-9
en to address him. "I didn't come
here to fence with fine phrases or beat
about the bush. First of all, I wish to
inform you that I have killed your
cursed spy, Beausine. I strangled him
with these hands about four o'clock
this morning, not, however, until I
had first wrung from his throat a
confession that he had been employed
by you to steal some of my papers."

He stretched out his thick, blunt
fingers and shook them menacingly in
the chief's face. Neither the action
nor announcement served to startle
the chief from his habitual composure.
He merely smiled and again applied
himself to the snuff box without exhib-
iting the slightest trace of anger or
excitement. Then he said, placidly:

"Without pretending to comprehend
your allusion to the late lamented
Beausine's employer, M. Vere, I seem
to understand that you come here to
boast of having murdered a man.
Rather an indiscreet confession to
make to a chief of police, is it not?"

Vere indulged in a bitter sneer.
"I killed him in self-defense when

he tried to rob me," he said, savage-
ly. "There's no mistake about that.
I'm an Englishman, under the protec-
tion of my country's ambassador, and
ready to welcome any investigation
you care to make. If you want proofs
send to my house; you well know
where it is, and your men will find
the corpse of that sneaking cur where
I left it. I fancy that for your own
sake you will want to hush the matter
up. If the letters from Mlle. Blanche
Leclair, for which your emissary
risked and lost his life, are made pub-
lic, you know what a pretty scandal
will follow."

The results of the police investiga-
tion of Beausine's death corroborated
the big Englishman's story in every
particular. Examination of the dregs
of a goblet that had contained wine
drunk by Vere before retiring, dis-
closed the presence of a drug placed
therein by the valet with the evident
intention of rendering his master help-
less. But the dose, which would in
all probability have overcome a weak-
er man, failed to accomplish its pur-
pose in the case of the giant son of
Albion. The latter, awaking from
slumber and finding Beausine in the
act of removing certain valuable docu-
ments contained in a belt around his
waist, sprang upon him and in the
struggle that ensued choked him to
death. Such was the gist of Vere's
testimony, which was accepted by the
authorities, and no further action was
taken.

Suddenly, one day Vere left the city
and was reported by the Lynx, who
followed faithfully on the trail, to
have established himself in lodgings
at the seaport of Marseilles, passing
the greater portion of his time in the
lower drinking places of the city and
occasionally visiting a gaming estab-
lishment where he risked small sums
of money. None of his Parisian as-
sociates had accompanied him, and
M. Claude, aware that the English-
man had suffered severe financial re-
verses in the gambling hells of Paris,
came to the conclusion that he had
retired to Marseilles as a less expen-
sive place than the capital in which
to await Monsieur d'Largental's re-
turn, when he hoped by a final threat
of exposure to bring the girl to his
terms, upon which her friends would
probably furnish the sum demanded
for the surrender of the letters.

The result of the chief's cogitations
was that one fine morning found him
domiciled under the roof of the Lion
d'Or inn at Marseilles. A dark brown
wig, flashy clothing and glittering dis-
play of jewelry had wrought such a
change in the head of the prefecture
that his most intimate friend would
have failed to recognize the usually
sedate and soberly dressed M. Claude
in this debonair person, to whom the
servants of the Lion d'Or paid the cus-
tomary homage of their kind.

On the third day of his visit to Mar-
seilles a British frigate anchored in
the harbor and a few hours later M.
Claude encountered Vere on the
street in company with an officer from
the man-of-war.

"I've half a notion to accept your
invitation, Fred," he heard the big
man say in his loud, careless way,
"and run over home with you. I'm
killing time here at present until a
certain little business scheme devel-
ops in Paris, but it won't materialize
for a couple of weeks yet, and I might
as well spend a while in England as
among these French frog eaters.
When do you sail?"

"To-morrow evening," replied the
naval man, and they stolled on leis-
urely, the rest of the conversation be-
ing inaudible to the chief. M. Claude
frowned as he digested the substanceof the remarks he had just heard.

In following the trail of his quarry,
M. Claude had discovered that the
gambling establishment most frequent-
ed by Vere was one kept by a Spanish
woman who had formerly pursued a
similar occupation in Paris. Com-
pelled to leave the capital by orders
from the prefecture, she had taken
up her abode in Merseilles, where she
conducted her business on a smaller
but sufficiently well-paying scale. To
thi_ place, short alter the shadis

oi nmgnt nan raiien, tne chief made
his way. The gaming room held but
few occupants when he first entered,
but as the night wore on the crowd
increased in size and M. Claude, hav-
ing lost a few insignificant stakes,
drew away from the tables and sat
smoking placidly in a snug corner.
Nearly an hour passed before the man
he expected made his appearance, and
when he did he took a seat at a ta-
ble in close proximity to M. Claude,
who viewed his movements with in-
tense interest. Vere had for his op-
ponent a young man of elegant ap-
pearance, who had been playing with
varying fortune for some time before
the Englishman entered the room.
The youth's extreme eagerness and the
nervous excitement he displayed, as
luck went for or against him, attracted
the chief's attention and caused him to
augur badly for his chances against
the stolid and cunning Briton. For
awhile, however, fortune leaned
toward the young Frenchman, and a
scowl deepened on the brow of his
huge adversary as he saw the pile of
gold coins on his side of the table
dwindle gradually away.

Suddenly, just when it seemed that
the Englishman must lose the last of
his stake, an unexpected revolution
took place in the wheel of fortune and
Vere began to win steadily. Repeated-
ly he scored over his opponent, the lat-
ter becoming more and more agitated
as he lost, until a pile consisting of
40,000 francs lay beside the British
player. A crowd, attracted by the high
play, had gathered around the table
and M. Claude, rising, pushed his way
into the front rank. Something sus-
picious in Vere's manner, a faint trace
of anxiety appearing through the
phlegmatic mask he was wont to wear,
had given the chief food for reflection
and he stood watching keenly, never
removing his gaze from the big hands
of the Briton. The young man de-
manded his revenge and producing
more funds, staked the entire sum he
had lost previously-40,000 francs. M.
Claude, his whole attention concen-
trated on the Englishman's hands, saw
him slip a card from his sleeve and
put it in the place of one he held. In-
stantly the chief's sonorous voice
broke the silence. "M. Vere, you are
a thief!" he shouted.

At this startling denunciation Vere
turned pale and sprang to his feet. As
he did so a couple of marked cards
fell from his sleeve on the table, and
a roar of anger burst from the crowd.
The victim of the sharper leaped for-
ward and in a moment Vere's colossal
figure became the center of a strug-
gling knot of men. M. Claude, the
originator of the disturbance, looked
calmly on. It was no part of his plan
to become involved in a personal at-
tack on Vere.

A loud and imperious knocking on
the front door of the house and a
harsh summons to "open in the name
of the law," created a Ihomentary lull
in the tumult of the fight that raged
around the Briton. As his assailants
paused to listen, the big Englishman
broke from their grasp by a superhu-
man effort and sprang toward a win-
dow that stood half open in the rear
of the room. Quick as he was, the
youth with whom he had been play-
ing when denounced by M. Claude
was quicker. He caught the English-
man's coat as the latter reached the
sill and clung to it firmly. Vere en-
deavored to shake him off, but in vain,
and seeing that others were advancing
to the aid of their countryman, he ut-
tered a savage curse and picking up a
glass decanter that stood on a table
close by, dashed it down with terrific
force on the young man's head. He
fell to the floor with a choking groan,
and Vere disappeared through the win-
dow, just as a party of gendarmes en-

tered the roonm .

M. Claude by a moment's examina-
tion convinced himself that the fugi-
tiye had not taken much risk of in-
ury by his sudden leap for freedom.
the gaming room was situated on the
ground floor of the house, and the dis-
tance from window sill to ground

could not have measured over six
eet. The officer in charge of the
gendarmes made it his first care to
look after the wounds of Vere's un-
ortunate victim, who lay senseless
and bleeding profusely from a jagged
cut in his head. A physician was sum
moned and pronounced his condition
serious, the skull having been frac
ured by the blow it had sustained.
,me. Alavarda, the keeper of the es
ablishment, answered the interroga-
tions of the officer with the nervous
haste of one who wishes to curry favor
with the powers above.

"Yes, she knew the English mon
sieur, but slightly. His address she
was informed of by a compatriot who
bad dined with him. It was No. 72,
Rue de Noailles."

Upon receiving this information two
.f the gendarmes, who had returned
after a short and useless search for
he fugitive, were dispatched to his
odgings with instructions to arrest
and bring him to police headquarters
when found. The wounded man was
emoved to a hospital and M. Claude,
leaving the house, proceeded with rap•
id steps to the harbor. Vere's escape
annoyed the chief greatly for he doubt-

d the ability of the Marseilles offlcers
o secure him. Vere was suficiently
cute to know that the spies of the
prefecture were perfectly informed as
o his movements, and would natur
lly be averse to placing himself in a

position where he could be searched
,nd the letters taken from him on
ome pretext. It was possible that he
night have visited his residence ft
he purpose of obtaining whatever al-
ables he possessed, bat there was

small likelihood of his remaining there
long enough to risk capture. His most
logical plan of action would be to seek
refuge under the British flag on board
the frigate now lying in the harbor.

Thus mused the chief as he reached
the water front and gazed across the
black expanse of water to where the
lights of the English man-of-war
twinkled in the offing. It was after
midnight and a profound silence
reigned along the shore, a silence in-
terrupted only by the lapping of the
water against the wharves. M. Claude
caught. sight of a long, low wooden
pier jutting out from the land, and he
turned his steps toward it. In a few
seconds of walking he reached the end
and glancing down saw a small boat
moored by a rope to the piles, tossing
gently to and fro with the tide. Here
then was a means of escape for Vere,
did he but know of it. The chief
glanced back to the wharf as the
thought occurred to him and uttered
a fierce exclamation. There was a
man shoving off in a boat from the
spot he had just left. By the light of
the moon he could see the gigantic
figure plainly as it swung to the oars.
It was Vere--escaping from him-
bearing the documents that would
blast the fame of Blanche Leclaire.

M. Claude stooped and swiftly sev-
ered the rope that moored the boat to
the pier. In another instant he was
bending to the oars with savage en-
ergy.

Vere's boat shot straight for the
mouth of the harbor in the direction of
the British frigate's anchorage. M.
Claude, still in the shadow of the pier,
backed water suddenly and brought
his craft to a halt as he perceived that
Vere in passing would" steer directly
before his bows. He waited with
bated breath as the black dot drew
near, wondering if the Englishman
would glance around and notice his
presence. But Vere did not see the
danger that lurked in the shadows;
his mind was fixed on the big ship
swinging lazily at anchor in the of-
fing. He had successfully eluded his
pursuers on land, and he laughed ex-
ultantly as he bent his broad back and
sent the sharp prow cleaving rapidly
through the black water.

And in that moment of fancied tri-
umph his fate came upon him. From
out the darkness there silently glided
a menacing shape that crashed against
the side of his vessel, an active figure
sprang upon him and a million lurid
fires flamed before his eyes as a crash-
ing blow descended full on his tem-
ple. The oars slipped from his nerve-
less grasp and his huge bulk collapsed
into an inbrt mass at the bottom of the
boat.

Replacing the life preserver in his
pocket the chief hurriedly retrieved
the drifting oars and pulled back to
land. Reaching the wharf he moored
the boat to a convenient ringbolt, and
proceeded to examine into the condi-
tion of his prisoner. He was breath-
ing heavily but was still unconscious,
and M. Claude made a search of his
garments with a dexterity born of
long practice. In a cloth belt
next to Vere's skin he dis-
covered the long sought package
of letters that had caused him so
many anxious hours, and pocketed
them with much heart-felt satisfac-
tion. Then he walked leisurely to the
nearest police station and revealed
his identity to the inspector in
charge.

"I chanced to witness the affair in
Mme. Alavarda's establishment last
night," he said, "and later was for-
tunate enough to perceive this Mon-
sieur Vere in the act of making his
escape by water. There was no time
to summon assistance, and knowing
that once aboard the British frigate
now in the offing he would be beyond
your jurisdiction I took it upon myself
to capture him. In doing so I was
compelled to use considekable force
and you will find him unconscious in
the boat where I left him, unless he
has recovered his senses, which I
hardly think is likely."

"I will send my men for him at
once, M. Claude," returned the highly
gratified inspector. "The young man
whom he 'rst cheated and then as-
saulted is dangerously ill, and but for
you the ruffian would have surely es-
caped the consequences of his ill- do-
ing."

"You are welcome to my poor ser-
vices," responded the chief, with ain
easy wave of his hand. "And by the
way, I came here on important busi-
ness of the state which is now con-
cluded. Let the credit of the capture
lie to your own record and see that
my name is not mentioned in c6nnec-
tion with the affair. It is my wish
that my presence in Marseilles should
remain a secret to all but yourself."

Mmine. Rigault summoned to the pre-
fecture found the chief awaiting her
with smiling features.

"The fruits of victory, my dear
friend and colleague," said M. Claude,
as he handed her the hardly won pa-
pers.

The little lady's eyes were limpid
with grateful tears.

"How can I ever thank you?" e
faltered.

"By continuing to look upon 114as
your devoted servant," said the atef,
gayly. "My faith, though, maiinse,
your first suggestidn as to
to be employed for the red of
those harmless looking
was strangely prophetic! •eo
necessary after all, in a sea i re
sort to an appeal to a pr the
preservation of the good'

(copmrleht usan by nw.

4 A TONIC OF
G US7EFLULNESS.

Sti-Trust League

ewrites fromP : vania Ave., N. W.,

S "Having use: una for catirrhalrdisorders, S. T le to testify to its
great remedial 1Hence and do not

d hesitate to give emphatic endorse-t ment and earn ecommendation to
all persons affec y that disorder: Itis also a tonic o t usefulness.'"

Mr. T. Bar , West AylmerOntario, Can., : "Last winter f
f was ill with pne le afterhavingla

e grippe. I took a for two months,
d when I became well. I also in-
a duced a young I who was all randown and confe the house, to takee Peruna, and aft king Peruna for

three months she ble to follow her
e trade of tailorin can recommdess. Peruna for all su ho are ill and re-

Squire a tonic."

d Pe-rwnSome people pr to take tablets.,rather than to t dicine in a fluid
Sform. Such peopl obtain Peruna

tablets which rep t the solid med-
adicinal ingredient Peruna. 'EachStablet is equivalent ne average dose

of Peruna.e of TOO H.

It
h .)

Arabella--Ah, John, ere was a
time when you couldn' enough ofe me.

John-Well, I can se lenty of you

now, can't I?

NOT UP TO THE CORD.eBoy Had, at Least Onc stet Larger

Pedal Extrem

A pupil of one of the ebic schools
Sn Chicago sends this conmunication:

S"Dear Sir: In our school this mornt
ing an amusing dialogue took place.

"A primary teochopr of :`tcago,.wishing to impress on her the
necessity of greater quiet, ai"'I am a great deal lfogr t mo

of you, yet I don't make ; asd when I walk around twe s n

year-old Kenneth, 'you dowa't wear

Sshoes.' t t

any larger than mine?' e ai"Kenneth surveyed themarefully.

" 'Yes,' he replied, stalowlonc'onc--Ln
a show.' "-Waverly Magao e.

"This is a busy wire, I you,"Proared the excited man e telphone booth.e o e ls

And from the other end the fid

came this: 1"I don't care, I will talk."n

S"Get of the wire!" sh• ted the

to talke with me."p e ol e"I've paid ten cents to ta ," cameAnd tcialk he dietd, busy wire r not.

Old Lady Got Well with e rage oM

A great sctentst has said w'an utbody properly.

To do this the right kind e ooof

course, is necessary. The . anu ~factures poisons in the ston :h and

Sintetines from certain kind food
stufs and unless sufficient of eright

Skind is used, the injurious m taSovercome the good.
S "My grandmother, 71 yeou old,"

Swrites a N. Y. lady, ad ellan in-
Scalled consumption of the otfh and

Sbowels. The dootor had gl hter u

* to tdhi,
"a sa much a t Q .Nuts

that I petsrs , o -trySitshe coul# ber - , - ,-•nowhe can'teg an? rae ai l

teAsdooaful* s that dwd not rher and, at L could re it, tookI "Then of obeg an tohne 1lcsc growstrong an a snr trouble to to-•sp ac

"as opia entirely. Sh of o enjoync esst for ongrate e soie san

Then do r wal s astonitsheteard Ke nnee the 'ou elon' we
out a dro; 'justeokDid after she begathe Graeg th. ie? ' o.

Name given by Potum Co., Battle
Creek, ich. Rad "The a by wrad to Well-

Ever reca the above letter? A newone appears from time en time. They

ar d genuae, tru and full ofta
"I e of t ! h tedte

to'dnn


