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SYNOPSIS. 

at Harvard where Cot. 
TM »^y OP s A.t Visiting, saw the 

Rupert ,ii’”g Mercer. He met Cary 
Juldde of you * 

, dead student. 
Srcer, »"th J„.‘r )n Chlcag0f (n 1906, 
Three „v,.rtn aid Cary Mercer ap- 
Col- ^nl<iamiin'• to kidnap Archie, the 

potently pl‘'i .,nd to gain possession of 

^eKca'Win.- r's millions. A Miss 

«>*■^ mentioned, apparently as a 

ginith **• 
wini.r unexpectedly met a 

ItH^rntoJj " 
Millicent Melville, who 

l»pv*' J? his Aunt Rebecca, Archie 
tttf h‘m,‘th,J-s nurse, Miss Janet Smith. 
.»d thf la,t! v f„r the west with the 
««* ,t0 ‘?Mrs Melville. A great finan- 
colorte1 IS aboard the train on 

cl*1 {vint.-r met his Aunt Rebec- 

Smith -id Archie. He set his 
ca, JgfVf", Haley, to watch over Cary 
orderly. Sent winter learned that the 

magnate is Kdwin S. Keatcham 
dpgncial m*k Mercer, the colonel 

^‘S ' Jmt.r. aided by Archie. 
trU ^frustrated a hold-up on the 

cleLer>He took a great liking to Miss 
tr*l«: Xs'j,o her alleged connection 
Stnltl'. J1 Pd'' jnp p]0t, which he had 

rev" To his relatives The 
B0t ?! Jived in San Francisco. It was 

ff^hfthat there were big persons be- 
I thought that Archie mysterl- 

arid TruKles. search was 

OS*1/ d‘*, Pfor .\rchie. Blood in a near- 
conducted ,_i caused fears for the 

SrSfr No headway was made In the 
*r»B5*V Archie The lad's voice was 

over the telephone, however, and 
... iat-T a woman’s voice—that of 

Li1" Smith Coi. Winter and a detective 
jyjidtor the empty mansion owned by 
■"S » Harvard graduate They were 

: a terrible, detonation, indicat- 

S?S wposlon within The party 
,B*kJ Into the house. A few minutes 

Mercer appeared. He assured Win- 

Mt Archie had been returned to Mrs. 

fiSS Winter. The colonel saw a 

SSI, flitting from the supposedly haunt- 

SttjTltwa* Miss Janet Smith. CoV 
wintJrto himself admitted that he loved 
Ei todth Mercer told Winter that 

Si 5S,.had overheard plans for a coup 

rtSch Mercer and his friends wanted to 

J*}ry out. For that reason Archie had 

| fc-cn kidnaped. 

CHAPTER IX.—Continued. 
The dimple showed in the young 

nan's cheek. "I admit,” he replied, 
“that I didn't take advantage as I 

; should of my university opportunities. 
Probably that is why I have to earn a 

strenuous livelihood boosting the Only 

Peerless Fireless Stove. By the way, 

have you ever seen the Fireless in 
; iction? Just the thing for the army! 

Fills a long felt want. I should be 

very pleased to demonstrate. We have 

t stove here." 
The colonel grinned responsively. 

“You do it very well," said he. "Can’t 

you let me into the game?” 
There was the slightest waver in 

the promoter s glance, although he 
smiled brilliantly ns he answered: “I’ll 
take it into consideration, but—will 
you excuse me" I want to speak to 

Mr. Mercer about the stove.” 
The moment he had removed his 

affable young presence Birdsall ap- 

proached his employer. It had been a 

difficult quarter of an hour with the 
I detective. Vague instinct warned him 

not to touch the subject of Miss 

Smith; he felt in no way assured 
about anything else. The result had 
been that he had fidgeted In silence. 
But the accumulated flood could no 

longer be held. 
“I’ve found out one thing,” exploded 

Birdsall, puffing in the haste of his ut- 
terance. "The boy is on the prem- 
ises.” 

"Think so?" was all the colonel’s 
answer, 

“I’m sure of it. Say, I overheard 
Merder talking down a speaking-tube.” 

“What did lie say?” 
“Talked French, damn him! But 

•ay, what’s gorge?" 
“Throat.” 
“What'R cuptllo gorge?” 
“Sure he wasn’t talking of a car- 

riage, or did lie say je le couperal la 
gorge?” 

"Maybe I wouldn’t swear to it. I 
don't parlez francais a little bit." 

“Did you hear any other noises? 
Where were i hey ?” 

Birdsall thought he had heard other 
noises, and that they were down cellar. 
And, anyhow, colonel, I’m dead-to- 

flghts sure those guys are giving us 
hot stuff to get us out of the house. 
Im f°r getting our men In now and 
rushing the house. It’s me for the 
cellar.” 

While the colonel was rollfng Blrd- 
**11r Information around in his mind, 
he heard the echo of steps on the flag- 
,?* which preceded Mercer and the 

other man. 
There was that in the bearing and 
e look of them that made the watch- 

er, used to the signs of decision on 
8 faces. instantly sure that their 

°e course of plans and action was 
changed. 

Prcer rpoke first and in a low tone 
10 the colonel. 

“I have no right,” said he, “to ask 

t 
l"uc*1 trust from ypu, but wjll you 

thi* mt> enough to step aside with 

mft ,younK man and me for a mo- 

ron 
only—out of earshot? I give 

si. 
n,y 'VOr,i of honor I mean no 

frank681 *';nm ,0 >’°u. I want to be 
I will go alone if you desire.” 

•ho T ,colnn‘‘1 eyed him intently for 

aldh frst sl’;up- “HI trust you,” 
lev »6 *.llPn: *1 think you have the 

servi 
° this queer mix-up. At your 

too h .^nc* ,<>t your friend come, 

;1 is :in Ingenuous sort, and he 
n!B*es me.” 

!l,e 
ti8t4,l looked distinctly sullen over 

t0 walt, Intimating quite 
*>«0 a't 

“at employer was walking 
’han i*nP' 1 wou’t stand here more 

given min,,tes,” he grumbled. '‘I’ve 

enough" fPl,ows Poco tlente long 
y • Uut the colonel Insisted on 

20 minutes, and reluctantly Itirdsall 
acquiesced. 

Mercer conducted the others to the 
library. When they were seated he 
began in his composed, melancholy 
fashion: 

“I earnestly beg of you to listen to 
roe, and to believe me, for your 
nephew s sake. It is the only way 
now. When you came, we handed him 
over to this gentleman, exactly as we 
have said. I do not know why he 
should have been stopped. I do not 
know why he left the machine—” 

“Might he not have been carried 
away?” said Winter. 

“He might; but I don't know what 
motive—” 

“What motive had you? You kid- 
naped him!” 

“Not exactly. We had no intention 
of harming him. He came accidental- 
ly into the room between Mrs. Win- 
ter's and Mr. Keatcham's suites. Stand- 
ing in that room, trying to stanch 
the bleeding of a sudden hemorrhage 
of the nose, he overheard me and my 
friend—” 

“You?” asked the colonel, laconical- 
ly, of the young Harvard man. 

“I,” smilingly confessed the latter. 
“I am ready to own up. You are a 

decent fellow, and you are shrewd. 
You ought to be on our side, not 
fighting us. I tell you, you don’t want 
to have the boy turn up safe and 
sound any more than I do. Mr. Mer- 
cer was talking to me, and the kid 
overheard. We heard him and went 
into the room—” 

“How." 
“Knocked on the door and he opened 

It. And we jumped on him. It was 

life and death for us not to be blown 
on; so, as we didn’t wish to kill the 
kid, and as we didn’t know the young- 
ster well enough to trust him then— 
although we might, for he is game and 
the whitest chap!—but we didn’t know 

—why, we just told him he would have 
to stay with us a while until our rush 
was over. That was all we meant; 
and we let him ’phone you.” 

“How about his great-aunt—the 
cruel anxiety—” 

"Anxiety nothing!” began the other 
man, but a glance from Mercer cut 
him short. 

The southerner took the word in his 

slow, gentle voice. “I tried to reassure 

our aunt. Col. Winter. I think I suc- 

ceeded. She telephoned and I told her 

it was all right. As for Archie, after 
we talked with him. he was willing 
enough to go. He stole out with my 
friend inside of five minutes, while 
you all were searching your rooms. It 

was he insisted on calling you up, lest 

you should be worried. He said you 
were right afraid of kidnapers, and 

you would be sending the police after 

its. You can call Mrs. Winter up and 

find out if I am not telling you the 
exact facts.” 

“Very well, I will,” said Winter. 

They met the sullen detective at the 

door. Cary Mercer, with his mirthless 
3milo, led the way. Mercer rang up 

the hotel for Winter, himself. To the 

colonel’s vast relief Aunt Rebecca an 

swered the call. “Est-ce que e’est 

vous-meme, mon neveu?” said she, 

dryly. 
“Mais oul, ma tante. Why are you 

speaking so formally in foreign 

tongues? Is Millicent on deck? 

“In her room,” came the answer, 

still In French. “Well, you have got 
us in a pretty mess. Where is my 

boy?” 
“I only wish I knew! Tell me now. 

though, is Mercer's story straight 

“Absolutely. You may trust him.” 

“What’s his real game, then? The 

one he was afraid Archie would ex- 

pose?" 
“Ask him.” 
“But vou are in it, aren’t you?" 
“Enough to ask that you abandon 

the chase—immediately! Cnless you 

wish to ruin me!” 
“You’ll have to speak plainer. I ve 

been kept in the dark as long as I can 

stand in this matter. 
But before he could finish the sen- 

tence “Pas ici, pas maintenant—e’est 
trop de peril.” she cried, and she must 

have gone, for he could get no more 

from her. When he rang again, Ran- 

dall responded: 
“Mrs. Winter says, sir, will you 

please come up hfre as quick as you 

can. She’s gone out. She thought 

she caught sight of Mr. Archie on the 

sireei. 

To the colonel’s demand: Where, 

how did she see him?" he obtained no 

answer, and on his vicious Piling of 

the bell there came, eventually. n» 

low Anglican accents, which asked. 

“Yes9 Whom do you wish 

It is an evidence of the undisciplined 
nature of the sex that the so 

made a face and—hung up the 10 

ceiver. 
He found hlmself-although this to 

a really open mind is m> 11 

a muddle of conflicting Impulses. He 

was on edge to get into the btuei for 

the search after the boy; he .vas 

An,I nil the while he ™uld feel i»nl 

1 ^ ■ 
Mercer’s Eyes Followed Him. 

with a wry face, "quite on the cards 
that he may bolt in spite of me and 
do some foolish stunt of his own that 

will make a most awful muddle.” 
Not nearly so composed as he 

looked, therefore, he turned to Mercer. 

However, his ammunition was ready, 
and to Mercer’s inquiry, was he sat- 

isfied? he replied, calmly: “Well, not 

entirely. If Archie isn’t in the house, 
who is it whose throat you wish to 

cut? Who is hidden here?” 
It could not have been an unex- 

pected question or Mercer hardly had 
answered so readily: “You know who 

it is,” said he. “It is Mr. Keatcham.” 

CHAPTER X. 
The Smoldering Embere. 

If Mercer’s avowal surprised the 
colonel, there was no trace of such 
emotion in his face or his manner. “I 

rather thought it might be,” he said. 
“And our young friend who is pro- 

moting fireless stoves with the solemn 
energy he learned doing Dicky 
stunts?” 

“Mr. Endicott Tracy.” Mercer had 
the manner of a ceremonious introduc- 
tion. Tracy flavored the customary 

murmur of pleasure with his radiant 
smile. 

“Pleased, I am sure," said the colo- 
nel in turn, bowing. “Your father. I 

suppose, is the president of the Mid- 

land: and Mr. Keatcham will, I sup- 

pose, not be able to prevent his re- 

election to-morrow. Is that the game?” 
Mr. Tracy's son admitted that it 

might be. 

"Ah, very clever," said the colonel, 
"very. Any side-show, for example?” 

"I did not go into this for money.” 
Mercer’s level gaze did not relax, and 

he kept his dreary eyes unflinchingly 
ou Winter’s. A peculiar look in the 

eyes recalled some tragic and alien 

memory, just what, Rupert could not 

capture; it flitted hazily through his 

thoughts ere the next words drove jt 
off. "Nevertheless, it is true that if 

we win out I shall have enough to pay | 
back to all the people who trusted me 

the money they lost when they were j 
frightened into selling their stock in 

the Tidewater, and your aunt and Mr. 

Tracy stand to make money.” 
"How do you expect to make it?” 

"The M. & S. stock is away down 

because of rumors Keatcham is likely 
to control it. When it is settled it is 

not to be looted by him. the stock will 

rise*—we are sure of the ten points; 
we may make 20—” 

“And my aunt has financed your 

scheme, has she?—paid all your ex- 

penses?” 
The Harvard man laughed out. "Our 

expenses? Oh, yes, she has grub- 

staked us, all right; but she has done 

a good deal more—she has furnished 

more than half a million to us for our 

gamble.” 
The colonel considered; then; Hut 

why did you keep him here so long be- 

forehand?” said he. 

-It was not long beforehand,” said 

Mercer. “The meeting was adjourned 
for a day—we don t know why we 

fancy that, his partners suspect «*me- 

thing. It la called for to morrow, in 

spite of their efforts to have It put off 
a week. But w’e want more; we want 

to induce Keatcham to vote his own 

stock for us, and to call off his dogs 
himself.” 

“And you can't force him to do it?” 
“We shall force him, easily enough,” 

returned Mercer, “but we don’t trust 
him. We want his private code-book 
to be sure he is playing fair, in fact, 
we have to have it, because nothing 
gets any attention that isn’t, so to 

speak, properly introduced.” 
“And he will not give it to you?” 
“Says he has lost it.” 
“Perhaps he has," mused the soldier. 

“But now, all this is not my concern, 

except that I have no right, as a sol- 

dier, even passively to aid in breaking 
the laws. It is my duty to rescue and 
free Mr. Keatcham.” 

Before he could speak further Mer- 
cer lifted a hand in apologetic inter- 

ruption. Would Col. Winter excuse 

him, but he must ask Mr. Tracy to go 
back to the patio and have an eye on 

the detective. Endicott only ex- 

changed a single glance before he 
obeyed. Mercer’s eyes followed him. 
“It was not to be helped,” he said, 
half to himself, "but I have been sorry 
more than once that I had to take 
him into this.” 

Winter looked at him, more puz- 
zled than he wanted to admit to him- 

self; Indeed, he was rather glad to 
have the next word come from Mercer. 

“I have a few things I want to say 
to you; they go easier when we are 

alone—but won’t you sit down?” When 
the colonel had seated himself he went 
on: "I’d like to explain things a bit.” 

"I’d like to have you,” answered the 
soldier. “I think you have the clew to 
Archie's whereabouts and don’t recog- 
nize it yourself; so put me wise, as 

the slang goes.” 
Then, without preface, in brief, ner- 

vous sentences, spoken hardly with a 

quiver of a muscle or a wavering 
cadence of the voice, yet nevertheless 
instinct with a deadly earnestness, 
Mercer began to talk. He told of his 

struggling youth on the drained plan- 
tation, mortgaged so that after the in- 
terest was paid there was barely 
enough to set the meagere3t living 
for mother and sister and little broth- 
er; of his accidental discovery of iron 
ore on the place; of his working as a 

common laborer in the steel mills; of 
his being "rooster,” "strand-boy,” 
"rougher,” "heater,” “roller,” during 
three years while he was waiting for 
his chance; of his heart draining toil; 
of his solitary studies. 

"I never was the kind of fellow to 
make friends,” he said, in his soft, 
monotonous voice, "so I expect I was 

the fonder of my own kin. I’d a mighty 
good mother, sir, and sister; and there 
was Phil—my little brother. We were 

right happy all together on the old 

place that's been in our family for 100 

years, and it was all we asked to stay 
there; but it had every dollar of 
mortgage it could stand, and the soil 
all worn out, needing all kinds of 
things; and I wish you could have 

seen the makeshifts we had for ma- 

chines! I was blacksmith and carpen- 
ter and painter—just If, and not an 

I IJL*L,Cr<£TRACri01sr<sJ' I 
I s--*4- ivnrr I 
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especially bright chap, but mighty will- 
ing to work; and my mother and sis 
and I—we did a heap. When I stum- 
bled on the ore I couldn’t be sure, but 
I wrote to Aunt Rebecca Winter. She 
sent a man down. He looked up 
things. It would take a heap of money 
to work the mines, but it might be a 

big thing. She paid off the mortgage 
and took another. First to last, she’s 
been mighty kind to us. She would 
have done more had we let her. So I 
went to Pittsburg and learned my 
trade, and I made enough to pay inter- 
est, and the people at home got a fair- 

ly good living. When I was 21 I was 

back home, and got a company started 
and put up a mill. You know how 
those things have to creep up. But 
there was ore, all right, and I under- 
stood my business and taught the 
hands. We’d a right sweet little mill. 

Well, I don’t want to take up your 
time, suh. Those next 10 or 12 years 
were right hard work, but they were 

happy, too. We prospered; we helped 
the whole county prosper. We paid 
Aunt Becky. We were in good shape. 
We went through '93 paying our divi- 
dends just as regular and making 
them, too, though we didn't much 
more—it was close sailing. But we 

were honest; we made a mighty good 
article; and everybody trusted us. 

Then came the craze for mergers, and 
a number or us got togetner. atm we 

weren't very big, but we were big 
enough to be listed. I didn't want It, 
but some of the men thought it was a 

terrible line thing to be ‘Iron Kings.’ 
That was how. Keatcham was look- 
ing over the country for fish for his 
net; he somehow heard that here was 

a heap of good ore and new mills. The 
first intimation we had was his sec- 

retary coming as a northern invalid— 
why, he stayed at our house because 
we were so sorry for him, the hotel 
being in new hands and not right com- 

fortable. He seemed so interested in 
our mills, and bought some stock, and 
sent presents to Phil and my mother 
after he went.” 

‘‘That was Keatcham's private secre- 

tary, you say?” 
“Yes, suh, Atkins. You met him on 

the train—as sleek and deadly a little 
scoundrel as ever got rich quick. Oh, 
he’s deep. Well, suh, you know the 
usual process. Convinced of the value 
of the property, Keatcham and one or 

two others set out to buy it. They 
got little blocks of it here and there. 
Then Atkins wrote me in confidence 
that some men were after the con- 

trolling interest and meant to squeeze 
us all out—offered to lend me money 
to buy—of course, on a margin. And 
I was plumb idiot enough to be tolled 
into his trap! I, who had never spec- 
ulated with a dollar before, I didn't 
borrow his money, but I took all I 
could raise myself, and I bought enough 
to be sure I could control the next 
election. Then—the slump came, and 
after the slump the long, slow crum- 

bling. I eontrolled the election all 
right, of course, but before the next 
one came I was ruined, and Keatcham 
put his own men in. I went desperate- 
ly to New York. I didn’t know how 
to fight those fellows; it was a new 

game. I didn’t find Atkins. Maybe 
because that wasn’t his name when I 
had known him. I was so sure that 
the property was good—as if that mat- 

I tered! As if anything mattered with 
these gamblers who play with loaded 
dice and dope the horses they bet 

against! Phil had all his property in 
the mills; we all had. We mortgaged 
the house; we had too. to protect our 

stock. You know how the fight ended, 
and what happened at Cambridge. 
That isn’t all. My wife—” He stood 
a little straighter, and the light went 
out of his eyes. "I told you I don’t 
make friends easily, and I am not the 
kind of man women take to; all the 
same, the loveliest girl in the south 
loved me ever since I Jumped over the 
mill-dam to save her rag doll, once, 
when she was visiting her aunt near 

us. I’d married, when we seemed pros- 
perous. Now, understand me, I don’t 
say it was my ruin and Phil’s death 
that killed her and the baby; she had 
pneumonia, and it may be that seeing 
that paper by accident didn’t turn the 
scale; but 1 do say that she had her last 
hours embittered by it. That’s enough 
for me. When I got home with—with 
Phil, she was dead.’’ 

"Tough,” said tho colonel. He be- 
gan to revise his impressions of 
Mercer. 

“Wasn’t it?” the other asked, with 
a simplicity of appeal that affected the 
listener more than anything he had 
heard. He jumped out of his chair 
and began pacing the room, talking 
more rapidly. "You’re a man; you 
know’ what I wanted to do.” 

"Kill somebody, I suppose. I should.” 
"Just that. I ran Atkins to cover 

after a while through Endicott Tracy. 
That boy is one of the noblest fellows 
that ever lived; yes, sub. He was 

going to help poor Phil, Phil’s room- 

mate had told him. All those boys— 
look a-here. Col. Winter, if ever any- 
body talks to you about Harvard fel- 
lows being indifferent—” 

“I shall tell him he can’t get under 
the American surface. A Harvard 
boy will do anything on earth for bia 
friends." 

m 

“They were mighty good to me. It 
was Endy found out about Atkins, Just 
from my description of him. 1 found 
out about Keateham for myself. And 
you are quite right— for a little while 
I wanted to kill them both. Looked 
like I just naturally had to kill them! 
But there was my mother. There was 
nobody to take care of her but S1s anf. 
me, and a trial for murder is terribly 
expensive. Of course, anybody can 
get off who has got money and can 
spend it; but it takes such an awful 
heap of money. And we were all 
ruined together, for what little was 
left was all in the company, and that 
promptly stopped paying dividends. I 
couldn’t risk it. I had to wait. I had 
to go to work to support my mother, 
to pay Sis and her back, don’t you 
see? We came here. I got a job, a 
well-paid one, too, through Endy’s far 
ther, reporting on the condition of the 
mills—a kind of examiner. And the 
job was for Keateham." 

“Why did you take it? I know, 
though. You did it to familiarize him 
with your appearance, so that he 
would not be warned when your 
chance came.” 

“How did you know that?” 
“A man I knew in the Philippines— 

a Filipino—was wronged by a white 
man, who took his wife and threw her 
aside when he tired of her. The girl 
killed herself. Her husband watched 
his chance for a year, found It at last 
—thanks to that very fact that his 
victim wasn't on guard against him— 
and sent his knife home. He'd been 
that fellow’s servant. I picked the 
dead man up. That Filipino looked as 

you looked a minute ago.” 
“What became of the Filipino?” In- 

quired his listener. 
The colonel had not told the story 

quite without intention. He argued 
subconsciously, that if Mercer were a 

good sort under all, he would have a 

movement of sympathy for a more 

cruelly wronged man than he; if not, 
he would drive ahead to his purpose, 
whatever that might be. His keen, 
eyes looked a little more gentle as he 
answered: "He poisoned himself. The 
best way out, I reckon. I should hate 
to have had him shot after I knew the 
story. But there was really no option. 
Rut I'm interrupting you. You did 
your work well and won Keatcham't 
confidence?” 

VISITOR WAS SHERLOCK HOLMES 

Marvelous Powers of Deduction That 
Astonished Storekeeper. 

Though it had happened ft long time 
before, the honest storekeeper still 
spoke of the occurrence with awe. 

“It was this way,” he said. “I was 

standing behind the counter in mjr 
store, thinking of nothing in particu- 
lar, when a hawk-eyed gentleman 
walked In, followed by a quiet, unas- 

suming chap. 
"The hawk-eyed gentleman, after 

looking all about, turned to me. 

‘Do you—er—perhaps—sell cof- 
fee?' he asked. 

‘“Yes, sir.’ 
“ ‘And—sugar?’ 

‘Yes, Bir.’ 
‘Nice raisins, too, I take It.’ 

" ‘Yes, sir; we have a very superior 
line of raisins.’ 

“He paused a while. Then, turning 
to me again: 

“ ‘Cheese?’ 
‘Yes, sir—good cheese.’ 

“At that he beckoned to the quiet, 
unassuming chap and whispered In 
his ear: 

“‘What do you make of It?’ 
’“Not a thing.’ 

’Watson—it’s—a grocery store!’ 
“ ‘No!* 

‘I’m sure of It, Watson.’ 
“ ‘Marvelous!’ 
"And signing to his companion to 

follow, the hawk-eyed gentleman stole 
away, with catlike tread, looking wari- 

ly about him on all sides. 
“Not until after he had gone did I 

realize who my distinguished visitor 

was.” 

Proving it. 
When the earth coaies between the 

sun and the moon it always casts a 

round shadow. A place chosen for 

an experiment to prove the roundtiess 
of the earth “was near Bedford, Eng- 
land, where there is a straight six- 

mile stretch of water. At both ends 

and in the middle of this stretch of 

water posts were erected, each of the 
same definite height above the water 

level. Upon looking with a telescope 
along the tops of these three posts It 

was clearly seen that the center one 

overtopped the other by about six 

feet, thus marking the curvature of 

the earth’s surface." This experimfflit 
has been repeated, anil with every 

latest appliance brought to bear to 

effect absolute accuracy. The state- 

ment as to how a ship at sea shows 

the tops of her masts first and then 

gradually parts below that, but above 

the water, is a familiar one. and satis- 

fies most minds. 

Truth Kept Busy. 1 
“Truth crushed to earth will rise 

again.” says the philosopher of Folly, 
“but it seems a pity that she has to g 
spend her whole time In a contlauou. 

performance of resurrectl*#*. 


