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) Synopsig.

‘“THE MINISTER OF POLICE,” by

enry Mountjoy, is a romance of Paris
during the Louis XV reign, a period when

pe was in a condition of foment and
unrest; when Voltaire was breaking to
E:cel the shackles of religion; when
usseau at the Cafe de Regenance was
geachlng the right to think; and when a
ousand men, gome in the gutter, some
near the throne, were prep-.'ing the great
explosion of the revolution.

Madame Linden, an Austrian lady,
after completln‘ a simple mission to the
French county, 1ngers on in Paris, enjoy-
’"f the gay life there. De BSartines, the
minister of police, thinks she has some
other motive than pleasure in delaying
her departure and surrounds her with
spies to discover, if possible, whether she
is dabbling in state plots.

Lussac is a noble of exceptional
character of that period. Handsome, with
all the elegance of a man of the court,
there Is still about him something that
.umvf: him as & man apart, something of
the lonu.r{. the enthusiast and the Roet.
rare in tha e of animal lust, chilling
wit and embroidered brutalltz. He 1Is, In
fact, steeped in the philosophy of Rous-
®eau and is trying to put this phllo-ophg

- Into practice through his connection wit A
& secret society that is plotting the down®
fall of the state. Before he has gone far
enough to incriminate himself he falls in
love with the beautiful Austrian, who
persuades him his method of righting the
wrongs of humanity is impracticable, and
;nd.t bl promising to go to Vienna with

er to live.

As he leaves her house a fellow con-
tglrator. his chief, joins him, says several
of theilr members are arrested, and en-
trusts the secret articles of the assoclation
g him. He then explains to De Lussac

at their only hope is to intimidate the
minister of police. This can be accom-
Plllhed only by obtaining an incriminat-
ng contract signed by the minister of po-
lice and in the. possession and safe keep-
ing of De Richelleu, De Lussac's cousin.
W?th this contract in their possession they
can dictate terms to the minister of po-

.~ lMce, obtain the release of the members
nhl-eady imprisoned and be safe them-
selves,

Dy Lussac goes home, buries the papers
he has just received, writes Madame -
den that he is attempting one last mission
for the soclety, and also writes an asso-
clate telling him where the papers may
"be found In case of his death. Then he
enters Richelieu’'s home and almost suc-
ceeds in getting the document, but is sur-

and leaves it in a drawer which he
unlocked. Before he can make an-
other attempt he is arrested and taken to
the Bastile but not before he has told
Madame Linden how nearly he succeeded
ledttlnc the l:iocxlxment. ﬁ?ﬁ rels:l’lerg

ow desperate her lover's p on 8-
its Richelleu’'s home and succeeeds where
her lover has failed.

[——

CHAPTER II (Continued.)
; N

‘“Then render it by explaining your-
self gulckly, for my time is not my
own.’ 14

“Monsieur,” replied Placide, coming
forward closer to Sartines, “I am in the
service of Madame la Baronne Linden.
I am also in her secrets.” He laughed
and ipaused for a moment.

“Proceed.”

“I am not satisfled with my mistress,
monsjeur.”

“A common complaint with servants.
Proceed.”

‘“The other day, monsieur, I discov-
ered that the police were making in-
quiries about Madame la Baronne.

An agent of police, disguised,
attempted to enter the - house
by making love to Rosine, the

matd: She repulsed him, and I had the
honor to assist, with a bucket of water.
Well, monsfeur, I said to myself, if the
police are so anxious to find out some-
thing about Madame la Baronne, there
is perhaps something to find out.”

“One. moment,” said de .Sartines.
“What is your name?”

“Placide, monsieur.”

“GO 'On."'

“Well, monsieur, heaven has given
me a fine nose for hunting out intrigues.
and I said to.myself, ‘Here is your
cliance of obtaining a post in the police
agency, where the pay is good. Mon-
sleur de Sartines is trying to find out
something about madame. Let us try
if we can't help Monsieur de Sartines.
Now,’ I said to myself; ‘In a case where
you want to find out anything about a

. woman, locs. for the man. hom does
« - madame favor most?, Why, the Comte
de Lussac.”

“Aha!” ‘sald de Sartines, beginning
to feel some respect for the miserable
: old ‘sinner who seemed to glory in the

-'bomyt&‘or his mistress. “And did you

the Comte de Lussac?” :
“Oh, no, monsifeur. I stuck to my

- ‘mistress. She left Paris for Complegne,
. ‘taking me with her as well as the mald,

Rosince. We had scartely been two
... hours at the Villa Rose—for that was
~-the name of the house where we were
:gl when a messenger from Paris
Arrived on horseback, with a note for
madame. :

*“The. messenger was Jasmin, Mon-
sleur d¢ Lussac's confidential servant.

“L, it ‘was, who opened the door and
ook ‘the note; madame was in her
~bath, and. I promised .to deliver it to
her as soon as she was vistble.
- opened the note, monsieur, and it
WAS of such an extraordinary nature

t I made a wr-&q&y-ot the contents.

a. folded

is. it it.” He took paper
from his pocket and handed it/to Ue

gering. He had not only de Lussac
fully in his power, but de Lussac's
mistress, the Baronne Linden, by at-
tainment. But the deep satisfaction
that fillle

that filled his mind left him quite un-
enthusiastic as to Placide, the fount
xt).'nd origin of this precious informa-

on. 3

The perfidy of Placide did not occur
to him at all in relation to the informa-
tion, nor did it mar his satisfaction.
But when it came to the question of
reward, Placide's perfidy shocked Mon-
sleur de Sartines and chilled his tone
as he said, “This information may be
important as a means of carrying out
the ends of justice. We shall see.”

“Yes, monsieur,” replied Placide,
without moving an inch. “I think you
will find it most important. And now
to the small question of my reward.”

“You have done your duty to the
state,” replied the minister. “Let your
rgward consist in the satisfaction of
that thought. There is no question of
reward. All citizens are required to
assist the police in protecting the so-
:lalr?rder. Well, what are you waliting
or

The old villain seemed completely
taken aback by this cool pronounce-
ment; his beard wagged, his mouth
opened .and closed. Then, to de Sar-
tines’ astonishment, he began to laugh.

“Oh, monsieur,” said he, “the onily
reward I require, is for you to say,
‘Placide, you are in my service,’ with,
of course, the ordinary police pay for
my services, which, added to my salary,
will not be s0 bad.”

“Oh,” sald de Sartines, “vou can
serve me every day, if you. like, as you
served me today. Ma foi, if that is
what you want, the thing is done.
Placide, you are in my service.”

“Thank you, monsieur.”

“Now you can geo,” said de Sartines.
“Continue to keep your eyes open and
apply to Monsieur Beauregard for your
salary, starting from yesterday. He
will pay you weekly in advance.”

Placide left the room, and de Sar-
tines summoned Monsieur Beauregard.

“Monsijeur Beauregard,” said de Sar-
tines, “go at once with half a company
of guards to the house of Monsieur le
Comte de Lussac, in the Rue de Valois.
Surround {t, arrest all the servants,
place a man in each room; should your
entrance be contested, break the doors
down.

“Immediately you enter the court
yard, examine the first orange tree
tub on the right; examine it care-
fully, -to see if the soil has been dis-
turbed. Then, with your own hands
remove the soil and bring me the
packet of papers you find concealed
there. It is of vital impartance. It is
concealed in the mold. Do not tear
to dirty your hands.

Qeauregard laughed, .

“And the Bervants, monsieur?”

“‘Have them all removed under a
strong guard to the conclergerie: and
by the way, that old scoundrel who
has just left the room—enter him on
your pay list as an agent, and pay him
the first clags” agent's salary weekly
in advance.”

“Yes, monsieur.”

Beauregard saluted and went out.

CHAPTER III.

ROSINE TELLS TALES.

Placide left the Hotel de Sartines
and took his way to the Rue Cogq
Heron.

He had no need to ring. Rosihe was
at the gate, taking the air, glancing
up and down the stree® It was a
lovely evening, warm and perfumed
with the scent of flowers from the
little gardens behind the Rue Coq
Heron. -

The instafit Placide’s eyes fell on Ro-
sine standing at the gate of the court
yard he knew that Madame la Baronne
must be out.

;“Well, idler,” said Rosine, “where
have you been Ma fol! but when
Madame la Barronne returns you wiil
catch it."

“So madame is ocut?
gone to?" ‘

‘“Versailles.” 8She moved back, for
Placide, with a pretense of mock gal-
lantry, had attempted to slip his arm
around her waist. Placilde was a fine
example of the snuffy old man servant
common in the families of the lesser
nobility of that age. The old retainer,
a product of feudallsm, impudent with
family pride; inmolent- to the lower
orders, making love to the maids and
stealing his master's snuff; open of
speech, garrulous, and licensed to be
drunk on holldays; often dominating
thé household as old servants some-
times will.

“Oh, Versallles! And where has sh
gone to at Versailles?"

“What {s that to you, impudence?

“Nothing, for you are not speaking
the truth. Madame la Baronne has
gone to the reception of Madame de
Stenlis."”

“I tell you, madame has e to Ver-
sailles, to the house of Monsieur le
Duc de Rfichelieu; gone in a carriage
with two horses and with directions' to
the driver not to spare them. Well,
what do you say to that?’

*Only that you have told me all I
want to know,” replied.Placide, turn-
ing on his heal. “I'm oft." .

‘Where to? 3,

“A cabaret, : It madame is gone tq
Versailles, she won't be back for a
good time yet. ) :

Rosine grumbled as she watched him

Where has she

depart.
] BAnd‘tM_ﬂlver?". she " cried after

him. “You have not cleaned it.”
. “Mua fol,” sald  Placlde, “clean it
yourselt, The exercise will do you

| ing his hand.

CHAPTER IV.
THE GALLANTRY OF DE
RICHELIEU,

That evening Monsieur de Richelieu
was in very-good humor. He had fin-
ished supper and ‘his digestion . was
behaving itself; he had got rid of his
half-yearly accounts with the assists
ance of Raffe, exaniined minutely his
financial position and found himself
with 2,000 louis more in hand than he
had expected; besides, politics were
shaping favorably. De Choiseul, not
destined to fall for another seven
months, seemed on the point of falling
and the fall of De Choiseul ‘as minis-
ter mecant, every one said, the eleva-
tion of Monsieur dé Richelieu.

He had supped alone, and after sup-

per, followed by
his library. eI

“Ma foi!” sald the marechal, as he
entered ‘the room, ‘I haye had over
70 years' experience of life, only to
learn that he who sups alone sups
best. In company.we eat to much, to
cover our boredom, and drink too
much, to liven our wits.”

Raffe laughed the Ilittle noiseless
laugh peculiar to him. Monsieur de
Richelieu's philosophy always left him
quite cynical,

“Well,” said he, ‘“if monsieur will
pursue politics, he must expect what
he finds.”

“And what do you think he may ex-
pect to find—grumbler?”’

“Oh, ma foi! what else but dull din-
ner parties and indigestions, not to
speak of headaches, pitfalls, traps and
rogues.”

“It's true,” sald De Richelleu, tak-
ing his seat at the bureau. “Every
politician is a rogue, with this differ-
ence, that whereas most rogues are
amusing, all politiclans are dull.”

ife, he returned to

“And since monsieur is a poll-
ticlan—"
“I am not. It is true that yester-

day, when De Choiseul seemed on the
point of falling, as he will fall gome
day, I was prepared,- for the good ‘of.
France, and not for any personal rea-
son—I say I was prepared-—"

“To take his portfolio.”

- “Yes, for the good. of France.” .

“Ay, ay,” sald Raffe, with another
silent little laugh.” “For the good of
France, the old motto of the politi-
cians.” 5 ;

“Silence!” said De Richelieu. “For
what other reason would I mix my-
gelf ap in affairs of state? What am-
bitions have I, who possess every-
thing. An old man—"

“True,” said Raffe,

“Yet not too old to strike a blow—"

“For the good of France.”

“For the good of, France. All the
same, there are: younger men. Why
should I waste the last years of my
life struggling against rogues, avoid-
ing pitfalls, laboring under the weight
of a portfolio heavy with the mistakes
of my precdecessor? No, mordieu! give
me. peace, my hawks and hounds,
quietude and the friends I care for;
all_better than a dozen portfolios.”

“True,” saild Raffe, “but it seems to
me, monsieur, that there is someone at

the door.”
Someone, in fact, had knocked at
the door. It was & mervant, bearing In

his hand a heavy. gold saiver, upon
which lay a letter with a yellow seal.
The king alone sealed his letters with
yellow wax, and De Richelieu's eyes
lighted up as he stretched out his hand
and took the letter.®

He broke the seal-Bnd'read:

“Dear Marechal: Our friend De C.
is very ill; so hold yourself in readiness
should the worst occur. L”

The note was addressed from Lu-
ciennes. His majesty, who had_been
seized with a scribbling fit, had dis-
patched it by special messenger. It
had no significance at all; the position
of De Choiseul had not altered a whit
since yesterday, but it amused the
mischief-loving king to excite hopes
doomed to destruction, and certainly it
would have amused him to watch the
little comedy that followed.

De- Richelieu, having read the note,
turned to Ralffe,

“De Choiseul has fallen.”

“Oho!” sald Raffe.

“He is not auite overturned, but a
few more days will do'it.”

“Well, monsieur,” replied Raffe, ‘I
do not see how that affects us who
have declared for a “quiet life, who
care nothing for portfolios,’ who would
avold the struggle against rogues—"

“I am asked to hold myself in read-
iness,” went on the marechal, without
regarding the  other's” words. ‘‘The
king’s mind 18 made up.”

“Of contrarieties.” ¢

‘“He_has chosen me as De Choiseul's
successor. Waell, grumbler, what do
you say to that? Frem all the men:
in France I am chosen.”

“To follow Monsiecur de Choiseul.”

*“No—to precede him.”

“Well, monsieur,” replied Raffe, “I
congratulate you on the complimeat
his majesty has paid you. Your knowl-
edge of men will, doubtless, stand you
in good stead when the heavy portfolio
comes under your arm; and your
knowledge of women, and If I may say
80, the fascination you still exercise
over them.” . 3 Sahe

Raffe was De Richelieu’s bitter tonic;
unpleasant as his raillery and cynicism
might be, it was at least always sin-
cere; it helped De Richelieu to digest
all the poisoned sugar of the court, the
falsities and the absurdities. But there
was one subject on which even Raffe,
privileged as he was, dared scarcely to
touch, and that was the love affairs of
his master. 7

When a man is nearly 80, his amours
form -a target that evel' a ‘blind man
can hit, and Raffe, to do him justice,

rarely expended his ammunition on 80

easy a mark. AEE T

“I have some knowledge of women,”
sald De Richelieu stiffly, “and what is
better than that, tho I have some
influence over them, -they have none
over me. It is a power, that—though,
mordieu! one pays for it by growing old.
Had De Choiszeul' made & study of wo-
men as I have done, h8 would not now
be on the eve of destruction.”

“Listen, monsieur,”” sg rals

Faint and far away ‘came thy sound
of carriage ,wheels on gravel. It
ceased, A garriage rapldly driven had.

the 'avenue way and drawn
up before the door. i :

Coming as it did on the message of
the king, this arrival of some one un-

ICas, s in, 2, chel, letensd
ntently. Notw age;
CAMPpA: his aff of weari-

was the chief
holieu at the present moment.

de
L (‘meem xeu penupwoD)  F

R

Raffe, -
“Is not that a carriage?”’
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Old Love and New Rug.

Here's the overheard conversation
that made the day seem more spring-
like:

“Those people next door to us have
been married a long time, haven't
they ?”’

“Perhaps they have. But their hon-
eymoon isn’t over yet.”

- “How do you figure that out?”

“Well, it was awfully sloppy last
night. But when he came home she
made him step inside and kiss her be-
fore she told him to go back on the
porch and wipe his feet.”

“Well, honey, would you——"

“No, I wouldn't! We've got a new
mg!u

ECZEMA BURNED AND ITCHED

203 Walnut St., Hillsboro, 11l.—"'My
child had a breaking out on the lower
limbs which developed into eczema.
The eczema began with pimples which
contained yellow corruption and from
the child’s clothing they were greatly
irritated. They seemed to burn, which
made the child scratch them, resultjng
in & mass of open places. They made
her so cross and fretful that it was
impossible to keep her quiet. They
caused her to lose much eleep and she
was constantly tormented by severe
itching and burning.

“l tried several well-known reme-'

dies, but got no relief until I got a
sample of Cuticura Soap and Oint-
ment, which did so much good that I
got a large quantity that cured her in
ten days after she had been affected
for two months.” (Signed) Mrs. Edith
Schwartz, Feb. 28, 1913,

Cuticura Soap and Oifntment sold
throughout the world. Sample of each
free, with 32-p. Skin Book, Address post-
card “Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston.”—Adyv.

Exception,

One evening the guests were all
seated around the table earnestly
talking on an important topic. Little
Frank came running in shouting:
“Papa, papa!”

*“Hush, Frank, litt!s children should
be seen and not heard.”

Frank subsided iunto silence_and
pensively eucking his finger. Later
his father =said: ‘‘Well son, what did
you want to cay before?”

“Just that the ba‘htub was over-
flowing."

Mra.Winslow's Eoothing Syrup for Children
teething, softens the gums, rednces inflamma-
tjon,allays pain,cures wind coilc,35¢c & bottin Ay

Similarity.
Jackson—Whew! THhat's gome cliff!
Johnson—Seems to fascinate you.
Jackson—Yes. That's the way my

desk will look when I get back.—Judge.

"What with motors and aeroplanes, it
looks as if the horseshée superstition
would outlast the horse.

BACKACHE IS
DISCOURAGING

Backache

warning! - Sus-
pect kidney
trouble. Look
about for a
goodkidney
remedy. »

Surprising Information.
“S8o your little boy is in the bhey
pital?” 3
“Yes; the doctor said he wouk
have to have his asteroids takes
out.”
“My stars!” /

“Coining False Monies™
“Binks appears to be a hopeless
dreamer.”
“Yes; he spends most of the time
trying to real on the silver Iltuing
of clouds.”

A birth is announced in Holland by
& silk pincushion on the doorkmod-
red for a boy, and white for a girl

It's a good plan to allow yows
heart to remain a little softer thas
your head.
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WHY RENT LAND

when you ean buy Minnesota's:

dairy lands for $10 to $20 per acre?

and up first r’ncnu. terms 10 suit on

ance at 6% otatoes yield up to 800

to acre. over grows A8 & noxious
Ifalfa cuts 3 crops. Can't make a

coming here to buy land. Agents w.
rite {or‘l’napo. V. M. OWEN, l’lNll.
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seasen, Made ¢
metal, ean‘tspiiier i)
over; will net ool o
injure anything
Guarantesd oZ0tivg

= : express pald for SLGY
HAROLD SOMERS, 150 Defald Ave., Broediyn, N. §

Your Liver .
Is Clogged Up

That's Why You're Tired—Out of M-

—Have No Appetite. 4S50 )
CARTER'S LITTLE,
LIVER PILLS @
will put you right " £2iasy
in a few days.

stipation, € - ———

Bi!;i,zusncss. Indigestion and Sick Headache

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE
Genuine must bear Signature
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