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CHAPTER XI.—(CONTINUED.) 
"Charles!" cried his Bister, breaking 

away from him and appealing to her 
(lusband, "who are these men? What 
are they here for?" 

He gave her no answer. 
"Louis Trudaine," Bald Lomaque, 

slowly drawing the order from his 
pocket, "in the name of the Republic, 
I arrest you." 

"Rose, come back," cried Trudaine. 
It was too late; she had broken from 

him, and in the recklessness of terror 
had seized her husband by the arm. 

"Save 'him!" she cried. "Save him, 
by all you hold dearest in the world! 
You are that man's superior, Charles— 
irder him from the room!" 

Danville roughly shook her hand off 
his arm. 

"Lomaque is doing his duty. Yes," 
he added with a glance of malicious tri
umph at Trudaine—"Yes, doing his 
duty. Look at me as you please—your 
looks won't move me. I denounced you! 
I admit it—I glory in it. I have rid 
myself of an enemy, and the State of a 
bad citizen. Remember your secret 
visit to the house in the Rue de Clery!" 

His wife uttered a cry of horror. She 
seized his arm again with both hands— 
frail, trembling hands—that seemed 
suddenly nerved with all the strength 
af a man's. 

"Come here—come here! I must and 
will speak to you!" 

She dragged him by main force a 
few paces back, towards an unoccupied 
corner of the room. With deathly 
cheeks and wild eyes she raised herself 
on tiptoe, and put her lips to her hus
band's ear. At that instant Trudaine 
called to her: 

"Rose, if you speak I am lost!" 
She stopped at the sound of his voice, 

dropped her hold on her husband's arm, 
and faced her brother, shuddering. 

"Rose," he continued, "you have 
promised, and your promise is sacred. 
If you prize your honor, if you love me, 
come here—come here, and be silent." 

He held out his hand. She ran to 
him; and laying her head on his bosom 
burst into a passion of tears. 

Danville turned uneasily towards the 
police agents. "Remove your prisoner." 
he said. "You have done your duty 
here." 
i "Only half of it." retorted Lomaque, 
eying him attentively. "Rose Dan
ville—" 

"My wife!" exclaimed the other. 
"What about my wife?" 

"Rose Danville." continued Lomaque. 
-Impassibly. "you are included in the 
arrest of Louis Trudaine." 

Rose raised her head quickly from 
her brother's breast. His firmness harl 
deserted him—he was trembling. Shc.' 
heard him whispering to himself. 
"Rose, too! Oh. my God! I was not pre
pared for that." She heard these words, 
and dashed the tears from her eyes, 
and kissed him. saying: 

"I am glad of it. Louis. We risked 
all together—we shall now suffer to
gether. I am glad of it!" 

Danville looked incredulously at Lo
maque, after the first shock of aston
ishment was over. 

1 "Impossible!" he exealimed. "I never 
denounced my wife. There is some mis
take; you have exceeded your orders." 

"Silence!" retorted Lomaque, imperi
ously. "Silence, citizen, and respect 
to a decree of the Republic!" 
• "You blackguard! show me the arrest 
order," said Danville. "Who has dared 
to denounce my wife?" 

"You have," said Lomaque, turning 
on him with a grin of contempt. "You 
—and blackguard back in your teeth! 
You, in denouncing her brother! Aha! 
we work hard in our office; we don't 
waste time in calling names—we make 
discoveries. If Trudaine is guilty, your 
wife is implicated in his guilt. We 
know it: and we arrest her." 

"I resist the arrest!" cried Danville. 
"I am the authority here. Who opposes 
me?" 

The impassible chief agent made no 
answer. Some new noise in the street 
struck his quick ear. He ran to the 
window and looked out eagerly. 

"Who opposes me?" reiterated Dan
ville. 

"Hark!" exclaimed Lomaque, raising 
his hand. "Silence, and listen!" 

The beavy, dull tramp of men march
ing became audible as he spoke. Voices 
humming low and in unison the Mar
seillaise hymn, joined solemnly with 
the heavy, regular footfalls. Soon the 
flare of torchlight began to glimmer 
redder and redder under the dim star
light sky. 

"Do you hear that? Do you see the 
advancing torchlight?" cried Lomaque, 
pointing exultingly into the street. "Re
spect to the national hymn, and to the 
man who holds in the hollow of his 
hand the destinies of all France. Hat 
off, Citizen Danville! Robespierre is in 
the street. His bodyguard, the Hard-
hitters, are lighting him on his way to 
the Jacobin club! Who shall oppose 
you, did you say? Your master and 
mine; the man whose signature is at 
the bottom of this order—the man who 
with a scratch of his pen can send both 
our heads rolling together into the sack 
of the guillotine! Shall I call to him as 
he i—nfi the house? Shall I tell him 
that Superintendent Danville resists 
ate in making an arrest? Shall I? Shall 
If And in the immensity of his con
tempt Lomaque seemed absolutely to 
risein stature as he thrust* the arrest 
{Order under Danville's eyes, and pointed 
t* the signature with the head of his 
'attefc-

Beeelooked arouadinterror, as Lo-
m*QM spoke his last words—looked 
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fore the^'signature on the arrest order, 
as if the guillotine Itself had suddenly 
arisen before him. Her brother felt 
her shrinking back in his arms, and 
trembled for the preservation of her 
self-control If the terror and suspense 
of the arrest lasted any longer. 

"Courage, Rose, courage!" he said. 
"You have behaved nobly; you must not 
fall now. No, no! Not a word more. 
Not a word till I am able to think 
clearly again, and to decide what is 
best. Courage, love; our lives depend 
on it. Citizen," he continued, address
ing himself to Lomaque, "proceed with 
your duty—we are ready." 

The heavy marching footsteps outside 
were striking louder and louder on the 
ground; the chanting voices were every 
moment swelling in volume; the dark 
street was flaming again with the 
brightening torchlight, as Lomaque, 
under pretext of giving Trudaine his 
hat, came close to him and turning his 
back towards Danville, whispered, "I 
have not forgotten the eve of the wed
ding and the lunch on the river-bank." 

Before Trudaine could answer, he had 
taken Rose's cloak and hood from one 
of his assistants, and was helping her 
on with it. Danville, still pale and 
trembling, advanced a step when he 
saw these preparations for departure, 
and addressed a word or two to his 
wife; but he spoke in low tones, and the 
fast-advancing march of feet and sul
len, low roar of singing outside 
drowned his voice. An oath burst from 
his lips, and he struck his fist with im
potent fury on a table near him. 

"Tlie seals are set on everything in 
this room and in the bedroom," said 
Magloire, approaching Lomaque. who 
nodded, and signed to him to bring up 
the other police-agents at the door. 

"Ready," cried Magloire, coming for
ward immediately with his men. and 
raising his voice to make himself heard. 
"Where to?" 

Robespierre and his Hard-hitters 
were passing the house. The smoke 
of the torchlight was rolling in at the 
window; the tramping footsteps struck 
heavier and heavier on the ground; the 
low. sulle/i roar of the Marseillaise was 
swelling to its loudest, as Lomaque re
ferred for a moment to his arrest-order, 
and then answered: 

"To the prison St. Lazare!" 

itFvPxr 
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CHAPTER XII. 
HE head-goaler of 
St. Lazare stood 
in the outer hall of 
the prison. two 
days after the ar
rest at Trudaine's 
lodgings, smoking 
his morning pipe. 
Looking towards 
the court-yard gate, 
he saw the wicket 
opened, and a priv

ileged man let in, whom he soon recog
nized as the chief agent of the second 
section of Secret Police. "Why, friend 
Lomaque," cried the gaoler, advancing 
towards the court-yard, "what brings 
you here this morning, business or 
pleasure?" 

"Pleasure, this time, citizen. I have 
an idle hour or two to spare for a walk. 
I find myself passing the prison, and I 
can't resist calling in to see how my 
friend, the head goaler, Is getting on." 
Lomaque spoke in a surprisingly brisk 
and airy manner. His eyes were suf
fering under a violent fit of weakness 
and winking; but he smiled, notwith
standing, with an air of the most invet
erate cheerfulness. Those old enemies 
of his, who always distrusted him most 
when his eyes were most affected, 
would have certainly disbelieved every 
word of the friendly speech he had just 
made, and would have assumed it as 
a matter of fact that his visit to the 
head-gaoler had some specially under
hand business at the bottom of it. 

"How am I getting on?" said the 
gaoler, shaking his head. "Overworked, 
friend—overworked. No idle hours in 
our department. Even the guillotine 
is getting too slow for us!" ., 

"Sent off your batch of prisoners for 
trial this morning?" asked Lomaque, 
with an appearance of perfect uncon
cern. 

"No; they're just going," answered 
the other. "Come and have a look at 
them." He spoke as if the prisoners 
were a collection of pictures on view, or 
a set of dresses just made up. Lomaque 
nodded his head, with an air of happy 
holiday carelessness. The gaoler led 
the way to an inner hall, and pointing 
lazily with his pipe-stem, said: "Our 
morning batch, citizen, just ready for 
the baking." 

In the corner of the hall were huddled 
together more than thirty men and j 
women of all ranks and ages; some star-! 
ing round with looks of blank despair; j 
some laughing and gossiping recklessly. 
Near them lounged a guard of "Patri
ots," smoking, spitting and swearing. 
Between the patriots and prisoners sat, 
on a rickety stool, the second gaoler—a 
humpbacked man, with an immense red 
moustachio—finishing his breakfast of 
broad beans, which he scooped out of a 
basin with his knife, and washed down 
with copious draughts of wine frem the 
bottle. Carelessly as Lomaque looked 
at the shocking scene before him his 
quick eye contrived to take notice of 
every prisoner's face, and to descry In 
a'few minutes Trudaine and his sister 
together at the back of the. group. 

"Now then,; Apollo!" cried the gaoler, 
addresslng his subordinate by a face
tious nlckname,"don't be all day start
ing that-trdnipery batch of yours! And 
harkye, friend, I hays leayeof absence 

noon. So it will be your duty to read 
the list for the guillotine, and chalk the 
prisoners' doors before the cart comes 
to-morrow morning. 'Ware the bottle, 
Apollo, to-day; 'ware the bottle, for 
fear of accidents with the death-lists 
to-morrow." 

"Thirsty July weather, this—eh, cit
izen ?" said Lomaque, leaving the head-
gaoler, and patting the hunchback in 
the friendliest manner on the shoulder. 
"Why, how you have got your batch 
huddled up together this morning. 
Shall I help you to shove them Into 
marching order? My time is quite at 
your disposal. This is a holiday morn
ing with me!" 

"Ha! ha! ha! what a jolly dog he is on 
his holiday morning!" exclaimed the 
head-gaoler, as Lomaque—apparently 
taking leave of his natural character 
altogether in the exhilaration of an 
hour's unexpected leisure—began push
ing and pulling the prisoners into rank, 
with numerous mock apologies, at 
which, not the officials only, but many 
of the victims themselves—reckless 
victims of a reckless tyranny—laughed 
heartily. Persevering to the last in 
his practical jest, Lomaque contrived to 
get close to Trudaine for a minute, and 
to give him one significant look before 
he seized him by the shoulders, like 
the rest. "Now, then, rear-guard," 
cried Lomaque, pushing Trudaine on. 
"Close the line of march, and mind you 
keep step with your young v.oman 
there. Pluck up your spirits, citoyenne! 
one gets used to everything in this 
world, even to the guillotine!" 

While he was speaking and pushing 
at the same time, Trudaine felt a piece 
of paper slip quickly between his neck 
and his cravat. "Courage!" he whis
pered. pressing his sister's hand, as he 
saw her shuddering under the assumed 
brutality of Lomaque's joke. 

Surrounded by the guard of "Patri
ots," the procession of prisoners moved 
slowly into the outer court-yard! on its 
way to the revolutionary tribunal, the 
humpbacked gaoler bringing up the 
rear. Lomaque was about to follow at 
some little distance, but the head-gaoler 
hospitably expostulated. "What a 
hurry you're in!" said he. "Now tint 
incorrigible drinker, my second in com
mand, has gone off with his batch. I 
don't mind asking you to step in and 
have a drop of wine." 

"Thank you," answered Lomaque; 
"but I have rather a fancy for hearing 
the trial this morning. Suppose I come 
back afterwards? What time do you go 
to your section? At 2 o'clock, eh? 
Good! I shall try if I can't get here 
soon after one." With these words he 
nodded and went out. The brilliant 
sunlight in the courtyard made him 
wink faster than ever. Had any of his 
old enemies been with him. they would 
lx<ive whispered with themselves—"If 
you mean to come back at all, Citizen 
Lomaque, it will not be soon after one!" 

On his way through the streets, the 
chief-agent met one or two police-office 
friends, wha delayed his progress: r,o 
that when he arrived at the revolution
ary tribunal, the trials of the day were 
just about to begin. 

(TO BB CONTINUED. I 

WRITING ON THE SKY.  

LIFE INSURANCE A 
TRUST. . 

SACRED 

• . , y ... - Jra,.' i 
Responsibilities of Officers and Dl* 

rectors. 
v 

Evicfently President Kingsley of tho 
New York Life Insurance company 
has learned the great lesson of the 
times with respect to the responsibil
ity and duty of directors of corpora
tions. Speaking to the new board of 
trustees, on the occasion of his elec
tion to the presidency, he emphasized 
the fact that "life insurance is more 
than a private business, that life in
surance trustees are public servants, 
charged at once with the obligations 
of public service and with the respon
sibilities that attach to a going busi
ness which at the same time must be 
administered as a trust." . 

He also realises that similar respon
sibilities' rest upon the officers of the 
company. "I understand," he says, 
"your anxiety in selecting the men 
who are day by day to carry this bur
den for you, who are to discharge thia 
trust in your behalf, who are to ad
minister for the benefit of the people 
involved the multitudinous and exact
ing details to which it is impossible 
for you to give personal attention. My 
long connection with the New York 
Life—covering nearly twenty years— 
my service in about every branch of 
the company's working organization, 
gives me, as I believe, a profound ap
preciation, not merely of the heavy 
burden you have placed on my shoul
ders, but of the standards of efficiency, 
the standards of faith, the standards 
of integrity, which must be main
tained at all times by the man who 
serves you and the policyholders in 
this high office." 

Best of all, perhaps, he feels that 
words are cheap, and that the public 
will be satisfied with nothing short of 
performance. "My thanks, therefore," 
he continues, "for an honor which out
ranks any distinction within, the reach 
of my ambition, cannot be expressed 
in words; they must be read out of 
the record I make day by day." 

.Implying Conceit. 
Many years ago Daniel Lord, Jr., as 

he always signed ifls name, then one 
of the shining lights of the bar in 
New York, was arguing a case before 
the court of appeals, when a country 
lawyer asked Charles O'Connor the 
name of the gentleman who was speak
ing. 

"That," said Mr. O'connor, who was 
rather nettled at something Lord had 
said, "that, sir, is Daniel Lord, Jr., and 
lie puts the 'junior' after his name so 
that he may not be mistaken for tho 
Almighty." 

SIBt Device Which Promises to Be 
at Great Utility. 

1 iujb He' Electrical Review: The vir
tues of an electric monogram signal 
have already been referred to in these 
columns. The device Is a sort of type
writer delivering its message, letter by 
letter, in midair, or at any distant point, 
in gigantic characters of light. The ob
servers may be miles away and yet 
read the message with ease. The key
board is manipulated exactly as in an 
ordinary typewriter and its function is 
to switch 'n or direct the current 
through a series of distributing wires, 
which are carried in a cable to the mon
ogram or display frame. According to 
a predetermined scheme the keys exer
cise a selective function, and each one 
switches In the leading wires . only, 
which connect with the members of the 
monogram constituting the letter of the 
alphabet which that particular key rep
resents. By reference to the monogram 
one may easily trace any letter of the 
alphabet In form so nearly convention
al as to be readily understood. Thus, if 
on the keyboard the A button is pressed 
the lamps of all members of the mono
gram entering into that letter shine out 
simultaneosly, while all other lamps 
upon the display frame remain dead. 
And so on for every letter. The ob
server has only to follow the letters as 
they flash out one after another to spell 
out the words of the message. • It will 
be seen that this is a sort of visual tele
graph, and that it may be made to talk 
in almost any language spoken by man. 
It is also serviceable for cipher writing 
according to any prearranged code. The 
monogram frame is five feet high by 
three and one-half feet wide and is 
equipped with 16-candle power lamps. 
Signals flashed from this frame are vis-
able to the naked eye for distances of 
from one to three miles, depending on 
the weather. With a glass the signals 
may be easily read up to ten miles. 
Some frames are made .much larger and 
can be seen further. : a . ; 

The Rise of Siberia. 

A graphic idea of the immense size 
of Siberia may be gleaned from the 
i'ollowing comparison: All of the 
states, kingdoms, municipalities, em
pires, etc., of Europe, except Russia, 
and all of the United States, including 
Alaska, could be placed side by side 
in Siberia and yet but little more than 
rover that Immense territory. ^,4 

i Wonlil Hot Be 8ol«l. 

A dog owned by a {nan in A'ddison, 
Mich., walked back.home a distance of 
forty miles recently; Its owner gave it 
away, bi*t the dog didn't like its new 
lOme, and quietly, tretttty back to lu 

The Kaiser's Precautions. 
Thirty thousand metres of wire net

ting are to ibe erected on the course 
for the Kaiserpreis contest wherever 
necessary at dangerous corners and 
in villages. 

The kaiser himself, accompanied by 
Prince Henry of Prussia, made the 
round of the course recently with a 
view to examining the arrangements 
for the building of bridges, to the 
number of thirty, for pedestrians. The 
route is to be subdivided into twelve 
sections, and a public safety commis
sion will be in charge of each. 

It is intended that the course shall 
be closed'three days before the race 
in order that it may be treated 
throughout with a dust laying prepara
tion. 

Car Kills Big Badger. 
The pugnacity of the badger is of 

world wide renown, but he would 
scarcely be expected to assail a street 
car; yet the crew of Pacific Electric 
Car No. 393 assert that one claiming 
residence on Rancho Santa Anita 
disputed the right of way last even
ing. 

About 9 o'clock p. m., as the car 
swung around the curve in the vine
yard west of Arcadia, Motorman 
Shearer saw a large animal between 
the. rails. Repeated shrieks of the 
whistle had no other effect than to 
cause him to rear and bare his teeth 
in defiance. Then he was a dead 
badger. He weighed eighty pounds, 
and his hide measures three and one-
half feet In length by two in width. 
His immense claws are four inches 
long. He is by far the largest of the 
species ever killed in this vicinity. 

COULDN'T KEEP IT. 

^ SIMPLE TRICK WITH CARDS. 

Will Mystify Ordinary Spectators, anf 
, q^ la Not Easy to Deteet. v 

One of the simplest tricks to per 
form, but one<not easily detected, cas 
be executed by using a tapered , deck 
of cards as sh&wn in the figure./ A 
cheap deck of cards la evened up 
square, fastened in a vise and planed 
along the edge in such a manner thai 

all the pack will be tapered about 
one-sixteenth inch. This taper Is ex
aggerated In the illustration, which 
shows one card that has been turned 
end for end. 

It is evident that any card reversed 
in this way can be easily separated 
from the other cards In the pack, 
which makes it possible to perform 
the following trick: The performer 
spreads the cards out, fan like, and 
asks an observer to withdraw a card, 
which is then replaced in any part of 
the pack. After thoroughly shuffling 
the cards the performer then holds 
the deck in both hands behind his 
back and pronouncing a few magic 
words produces the card selected in 
one hand and the rest of the pack in 
the other. This is accomplished by 
simply turning the deck end for end 
while the observer is looking at hia 
card, thus bringing the wide end of 
the selected card at the narrow end of 
the pack when it is replaced. The 
hands are placed behind the back for 
a double purpose, as the feat then 
seems more marvelous and the ob< 
servers are not allowed to see how it is 
done. v 

FOR THE BARBER SHOP. 

Inverted Clock a Boon to the "Man 
in the Chair." 

Every barber shop has a clock 
which is invariably placed on the 
wall opposite the big mirror which 
faces the customer in the chair. The 
clock face is reversed as seen in the 
mirror, and it is a severe strain on 
the eyes to figure out the correct 

Kept It Hid from the Children. 

- "We cannot keep Grape-Nuts food in 
the house. It goes'so fast I have to 
hide it, because the children love it BO. 
It is just the food I have been looking 
for ever so long; something that I do 
not have to stop to prepare ahd still is 
nourishing. 

Grape-Nuts is the most scientifically 
made food on the market. It is per
fectly and completely cooked at the 
factory and can be served at an in
stant's notice, either with rich cold 
cream, or with hot milk if a hot dish 
is desired. When milk or water is 
used, a little sugar should be added, 
but when cold cream is used £lone 
the natural grape-sugar, which can be 
seen glistening on the granules, is suf
ficiently sweet to. satisfy the palate. 
This gripe-sugar is not poured oyer 
the granules, as some people think, 
but exudes from the granules, in the 
process of manufacture, when the 
starch of the grains is changed from 
starch to grape-sugar by the process 
of manufacture. This, in effect, is the 
first act-of digestion; therefore, Grape-
Nuts food ls pre-dlgested and is moat 
perfectly assimilated by the "very 
weakest stomad!,, "There'* a 
ion." 

Hade at.the pure ldbd factories of 
the Fostum Co., Rattle Creek, liklu 
Read the little health classic "TM 

Mi 

time. A jeweler in Glendlne, Mont., 
has now invented a sane clock for 
barber shops. The figures on the dial 
are reversed, and the hands move 
just opposite to those of ordinary 
clocks. The result is the reflection 
in the glass is so "you can understand 
it." To demonstrate, hold this page 
in front of a mirror and read the time 
of the clock tn the illustration. 

OTTER CAME HOME AGAIN. 

Pet Returned to Owner After 
Hour of Freedom, 

Brief 

A curious instance of animal instinct 
and attachment in an otter is related 
by a Cork correspondent of the Lon
don Field. A few months ago in that 
city a man caught a live otter. Bring
ing the animal home, after some time, 
he succeeded in taming it, and trained 
it to fish. 

One day he took it to the river for 
a swim, and while there it killed some 
fish, but succeeded in getting off the 
strap to which it was attached. After 
waiting some hours in a vain en
deavor to induce the animal to leave 
the water the owner gave up in de
spair and returned home. 

Late that night. While in bed, this 
man heard a scratching at the front 
door of his cottage, and to his great 
surprise, when he opened the door, in 
walked the otter, which he then se
cure. The most remarkable feature 
of this story is the fact that this man 
lived about a mile' from the river and 
that his cottage was one In a row/ 

Odd Place for Bird's Nest, 
A thrush has built her nest at the 

back of the neck of the sculptured 
angel on the memorial to William 
Thimos Klne, the author, in St. Mar
garet's churchyard, Keddlngton, near 
Louth. 

The memorial is protected by a wire 
cage, through which the bird managed 
to find its way. The cage also pro
tects the birds, for no . boys can pos
sibly get at the nest, which now shel
ters the mother bird and five little 
thrushes.—London Evening Standard. 

SPOILS OP AN OLD; CA8KET. -

Carefully Hidden Dowry of a Mohan* 
medan Bride. 

A true fairy tale concerning an Orfc 
ental casket sold by an antiquary to 
a Parisian amateur is related by the § 
correspondent of > the London Tele- 4 •< 
g r a p h . " - ' . ' .  

The casket is of beautiful artistlo y 
workmanship of olive wood, with In-
crustations. It was evidently a wed- v\ \ 
ding present, such as it is the custom ^ 
to give a bride in Mohammedan coun- • 
tries. 

There is a perfume of rose leaves, 
a delicate far away fragrance qf the 
distant East, when the cover is lifted. ; 
The antiquary bought it at a general 
sale long ago, and offered it to pur
chasers amid Louis XVI. .clocks, old 
ribbons and out-of-date decorations. 
A lover of quaint antiques, M. Mau
rice saw the casket and bought it 

As it had been knocked about a 
good deal in its long journey it stood , 
in need of repairs, and M. Maurice 
gave it to an expert' workman to re
store. The workman -tapped it and 
was surprised to notice a metallic 
sound inside. He found that the jew-
el box had a double bottom,, and when 
opened there were rows of old and 
odd coins, which glittered faintly, but 
enough to show at once that they 
were of pure gold. 

A numismatist declared they were 
gold sequins and worth about 160 
pounds. It was a sum which to a 
young bride a hundred or two hun
dred years ago represented perhaps a 
fortune. The workman infromed M. 
Maurice, and the latter told the an
tiquary. As they were all three hon-. 
est men, each wished that the other 
claim the bride's treasure _ 

They referred the mattefr to the po
lice commissary, who gave a decision 
worthy of Solomon. He divided tho 
gold coins into two equal piles and 
told M. Maurice and the antiquary to 
take each a pite and then left it to 
their combined generosity to reward 
the honest workman. This they did, 
each giving him a few of the gold 
sequins, so that all had about an even 
share in the treasure of the bride. 

THERE IS A REASON. 

The Medical Times Explains Why 
Doctors Oppose Patent Medicines. 

The Medical Times for April in a 
moment of frankness explains the 
whole opposition of physicians to "pat
ent" medicines which are taken with
out a prescription, in the . following 
words: 

"We will hardly repeat here th< 
specific statement to the effect thai 
in one year $62,000,000 has been ei 
pended on patent medicines in th< 
United States. Enough to give ever} 
practitioner in the country a yearly 
income of $2,000. In the face of such 
facts as these, all talk of love of hu
manity, altruism, self-abnegation and 
the like becomes cheao and nauseat
ing. It appears to us that such bun
combe should give place " to homely 
common sense." 

Reliable authority states that the 
gross amount of the "patent" medi
cine business is about $40,000,000 in
stead of $62,000,000 but taking the 
Medical Times' figures as correct they 
represent an outlay of considerably 
less than $1 per capita for home medi
cation. The cost of doctors' fees ex
clusive of medicines except such as 
are dispensed for the same period, 
probably was approximately $230,000,-
000. This is reached by allowing an 
average income of $2,000 to each of 
the 115,000 physicians in the United 
States. Even allowing that a gross 
business of $62,000,000 is to be divid
ed between 116,000 physicians the in
come of each would not be increased 
more than $640. 

Innocent Joys of Youth. 
"Gracious, Fanny!" exclaimed a 

mother to her little daughter, "why are 
you shouting like that? Why can't 
you be quiet like your brother?" 

"He's got to be quiet," replied Fan
ny. "He's playing papa coming home 
late." 

"And who are you playing?" 
"Oh, I'm playing you." 

\ 
•HIP YOUR CREAM 

to Crescent Creamery Co.. St. Paul, Mlna. 
Write to-day tor tags and prlees. 

A Perfectly Peaceful Person. 
Gay lord—I think it's frightfully 

overdone, you know, all this nonsense 
about mothers-in-law. 

Brlghtman—Yes. 
Gaylord—Ever have any trouble with 

yours? 
Brlghtman—No, she died quietly 

enough. 

"Flat" Life Among the Birds.; . 
A curious friendship has been ob

served here. A blackbird built her 
nest in a quiet covert In-this neigh-' 
borhood, and .after laying fo\|r eggs" 
she was Joined by a thrush, who  ̂also 
laid four eggs in the same nest 0H(*: 

. ing to the sheltered - nature of thilr. 
retreat, the hospitable blackbird aii 

DACOTAH BRAND PARTS, SHIRTS 
And Macicinaws, guaranteed to wear. We 
replace them if they don't, demand them 
oft (your dealer. Dacotah Mfg. Co., St. Paul. 

Given Diplomatic Warning. 
.. The Clergyman ,— Tou should seek 
work, my friend. Tou know, Satan 
finds employment for idle hands. 

The Hobo—Thanks, kind sir. Many 
times before I've been advised ter go 
ter de devil, but never in sich dipply-
matic langwldge. r 

r 
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