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BYNOPSIS. [Alixe and Francold and Pletro were | acsurance of an aristoerat. He amiled
- growing up; the general already |his brilllant exquisite smtlle into the
i TRUCOI | Deanys "_II“_I'I'_'mj",'n"!‘l;:l'!"_ 0| grumbled words about Kittens turning | older boy'e face
il Marshal N gy i made «|into cats, as he looked at them, “Me—]1 am o peasant,” he said cheer
Chevaller of Franoe by the Emparor ..(“. | Just behind the great stone thers,” | fully, *1 have no Jouse.”
_!:l'._-." " e T P M= | Alixe formulated, “was the dog's bed “He is a peasant—yes. But he I8
the vmpetor bad beielly stopped 1o hold o | reom.  Of course, a greal monsieur |our brother, Pletro's and mine, and no
.. A N POt rop the dog bad hit own hedroom— | prinee Is better than Francols—not
i ’ gs, and office, too—and maybe his |one.”
L&, dining-room “Or half so good,” Pletro put in with
: . \ And the joke was esnough on that | his slow tones,
{ lazy day of vacntlon to set peals of “"You are likely right,"” the stranger
S8 the | . A e e e | Inughter ringing through the ruine |agreed laconically,
mnder 3 Y 1 L Iygey s THAR Alixe wtopped lpughing suddenly. And then without questions nsked.
‘;. M : Pt ,I I. s I'._I.‘. = | who s that ! jemanded. Her | in rapld eager sentences, the throe
i 1 l vve Dl | oavve vore lfted o the Liil rising be- | had told him how it was: how Fran-
;_I - ' I‘ ¢ ‘." I tl groen mound, and the glance | eols, refusing to lepve the coltige, wa
3 X of the others followed hers. A youngz [ vot the xon of the castle. With that
‘"‘ £<11 e o willh the Ewiv | man, a bov, was wuing lightly down | they were talking about the villige of
Bin il ity e b enu. | the slope, and something fn his figure | Viegues, and its antiquity, nnd then
by g r tl and movement made It Impossit of the old chaleay; and one told the
;.'.‘ f ¥ 1y -|even at a distancs that it should be | Iege nd of the treasurs and of th
A s to ) !lany one of the village He saw them, | guardian dog,
i : ELNRIRELY - PG land ecame forward, and his eap was “Just over the wall there I8 the
CHAPTER IX :- i u||:.'.|_kl'. ns he glanced at Alixs ':u‘ui:l:.:_uln-rt- he appeared lu. old
) u‘]iul with a keesn Jook at the three, it Il'lo'r‘r‘*- I'remblay,” Francols polinted |
= I 4 W wliom he spoke out.
fhere JM'? ('r 'r_:-c;_m_l;[jre:r-‘..- \‘_l!lm-l he nsked | “I think 1 should Hke to climb the
| p ', donsleur,” Francola n vall,” the stranger sald.
. Lch o vondering—and n 4 momen And he did. The others watching
i : ! nt midored mor i"he strange b wxiously, he crawled out on the un |
A held 1t v flung frow him, dropped on | cortuin pile ten feot in alr A big
47 : b 1l klgsed the grass (hnt | stone ernshed behind him; he erawled
‘:J, : _II_ - el ¢ Roman governor's foun- | 0 Then there was a hoar rumble
aow tl i With that he was standing | of loozened masonry, and down came
an it . f now looking at them unashamed |the grent blocks closeé to his hand
tenaul | i wfored the i his quiet oy es e was sipping! And, above, the wal
ol o L& Fran La Clalre it 8 the [ bave touched | swayed. Then, in the instant of time
Byven o thelr b diavs they had not |'MHC soil of | nce 1 was seven | before the catastrophe, Francois had
Becn 50 prosperous nm  this  would | 4500 old,” he stated, not as if to|sprung like a cat into the center o
manbis But what about Fran- | excuse his act, but as If explaining Innger and pushed tho other boy, vie
oG he gurernl slowered st them |595M thing historiesl. And was sllent. | lently reeling, scross the grass out of
from deep eyves The strunge boy talked very little; IGTIN'S Was
Ther alwavs g screw semoewhers they could not recollect that he askhed Alixe sereamed once sharply. Fran-
i every good thing hiz time [Us |ARETHONS, afler his firet  startling | cols lny motionless on his face and the
he boy.” uestion; yel Ler 14 Allxe, the very | great stones ralned around him It
Iher ) Clatre trem irited and | ..-*.'I:v , anxious | was all over in a moment; in a mo
od 0 mpke him und tand everything of nt more a shout of joy rose from
't will hard with the lag to ["heir-own afalr Pletro, for Francois lifted his head
MV 1P he brought out softly 1 oo » began — und | and began crawling difficultly, with
He won't give vou up: 1 should .'1-':‘ toppod short, seized with shynesa, | Pletro’s help, out of the debrie.
reapect hn if he gave you up.” the vas it o« Teti) 0 "".['!.Ilh to the I have to thank you for L
senernl thandered, I the two peus nsieur about Ther (distin- | Monsleur the peassnt,” the stranger
ania breathed more freely. This great fuather? She found herself | said, and held out his hand. *“More
good fortutie was not, after oll. the 4 agony of confusion | aver, It Is seldom that a prophecy Is eo

Then the st ger made a low bow | quickly fullilled. You sald a few min
» Lt g0 o b & (1] } 4 lan e % R - r L = 1 [ a g y

By dsgreos the thres came to an | % i apok n th gentlest friendly | ut ..‘,lgo that you should one day do

Lones . I " ; : .

godorstanding. A tUlor was to b& &n LILE: 1 thing worth while for a Bonaparte,

price aof their son

| unseen by them, rega

| eannon—"Does Alixe love voun, Fri
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midst of clogecropped milllons of |

bledes. of grass ns he stopped short
on the sloping lawn which led down
to the white stone steps which led to
the sunken garden, Alixe, in her rid
Ing hablt, with u fosther in her hat,
atnd gauntleted gloves on her hands,
was 80 lovely as to be startling. She

| leoked at the ground, balf shy, half

laughing, and beat the grass with her

| riding-whip. Francols wue leaning

toward her and talking, and the gen

| eral, coming slowly down the lawr
| felt a flood of pride rise In i

ns he

| looked at this succcasful pleture of o
| boy whichh he had done =0 much to

ashlon The two had been ridiog to
gether, and Francols :..-Euurnl_ ns
nost men do, at his best in riding

clothes With that, as the genoral
marched slowly down the velvet slope,

rding them hbh

girl and his boy, this happy sistor and
||-'.n”lt'r with that the brother lifted

his elster’s hand and, bending over U
kiseed It slowly, In n manner unmis-

| takably unbrotherly,

“Mon Dieu!™ gasped the genernl

| and turtned on his heel and tnarched

| back to Nis lbrary
All thut alternoon he stayed shut
up I the Hhrary At dinner he was

e next mornlng the genergl sent

for Francols to come to him in the
fhrary. A letter had been brought n
hort time bhafore and was lyving open
an the table by his hand.

“Francols,” began the general in hls

decy abrupt tones, "1 am In trouble
wWill you help me?
“Yos, m Selgneur,” i Francol

The general glared at him, frown

| inE ‘We shall ses,” he sald agaln

il then uddenly ag n shot from ¢
1 I think mot, my Selgneur.” he
anewered In n low volee
“1 am hurting you,” the deep volen
gald—and

the world had heard that volee 2o full
of tenderncss, "1 nm hurting my son
But listen, Francois. [t was the dear
est wish of Pletro's father—it has
been my dearest wish for years—that
Alixe nnd Pletro should one day be

paped for the three children; Francois It 1a envugh It is a charming | You have done it. You have saved my | married. It Is that which would be
wak to llee at the castle as f—jp | H8me Mudemotselle Allxe, 1 belisve | Hfe” the crown of a friendship forged in
skould be explained to him—he were I shall now think it the most charm. Francois’ hand crept to his eap and | the fires of battle-fields, ti-na;-r't In
woiug away to school, and every ¥ri ing name in Franee" e pulled it off and stood bareheaded \Ith'- freexing starving snow Welde of
day he was to walk to the Ferme du | She has more of o name than that,| “Monsleur, who are you? he If-%'-F‘d_iL finished—I hope never finished
Val—the Valley Parm—and stay with however, Monsleur, and Francol= | brought out for ail eternity.”

ais prople ur til. Stinday afterncon { etepped acrogs the grass and stood by The strange boy's vanishing smile Francols, his head bent, his eyes on

This

now order of th
settiod belore six months had

NEs wWne

woll I Lhe little her knight, unconscious l-rig}slalrxtart his fuce a second. “I am
ansed | of the part he played. "It is ‘n very | l.ﬂ:ful Bonaparte,” he anid quletly,
after the going of the Marquis Zapp grand name, the other one. For our The Hitle court of three stood about
And them In three or four months | FEiREUr, the father of Alixe, is Mon- | the young Prince, silent. And in o
ur the Baron Gaspard Gourgaud, a | moment, In a few sentences, he had
Frapcols wa general of Napoleon himself; was in- | told them how, the day before, he had
wahen the letter com His eves wero deed with the Emperor at St, Helena.” | been seized with a hunger for the alr
on Nis seligneur's fice as he .r".ul the | Francols had no false modesty, no | of France, which he had not breathed
tstter and the bov saw the blood rwhlr-"l.‘-t- isclousne he felt that he had | slnce, as a boy of seven, his mother
throueh the weather-hardened skin in Allxe's standing now In the | had escaped with him from Paris duor-
vi-red flood, and then fade out, ht possible, The strange boy | ing the Hundred Danys. He told them
Sekvine (0 Say.  TheU o HAE nEves it, too, It geemed, for he xtarted | how the desire to stand on French soll
lank ,‘,._' With that, as Francolg spoke of Napoleon; his | had possessed him, tll]l at last he had
thrown out on the | reserved face brightened and his cap | run away from his tutor and had found
table and the big grizzled head fell vivs off and aweeping low ns he bowed | the path from his exiled home, the
ots 1him 4 agaln to Alixe wmore deeply.r Francols | castle of Arenenberg, In the canton of
Then he lifted his head and !I_,m.' him to en- | Thurgovie, In Switzerland, over the
the boy how the friend whom he had |*% dramatie ‘[’”."' ns It ie in most | mountains into .the Jura valley
feund lately, after so many years of | Frenchn He f -.-.'--! about to Platro, “It Is Imprudent.,” he fAnished the
gepuration, had gono away not to.come | T8 One, Monsieur,” he went ou, | tale calmly. “The government would
Back in this life, and how Pletro wns much tuken eil as master of | turn on all its big engines In an uproar

more something happened. |
F ne with the general |

3

2 br .
| fult

g0 the

he bilg arm:

ng dellghied. 11 wns in

fathicriess, Francois, holding tightly | | . to catch one schoolboy, if it was
with both fists to the general’s hand, I . known. Hut I had to do It." He threw
Nstened wideeyed, struck to the heart back his head and Olled his lungs with

“HBut he had a brave life, my 1 | a great breath. *“The alr of France,”

he whispered in an ecstasy,

For two hours more they told ato
ries and played games through the
| #oft old rulns of the savage old strong-
hold, as light-heartedly, as carcloss)y
as if there were no wars or Intrigues
lor politics or plots which had been
and were to be close to the lves of
all of them. Till, as the red round
aun went down behind the mountain
|of the Rose, Francols' quick eye
;rm:gh! gight of a figure awinging rap-
| ldly down the mountain road where
the Prince had come,

there I8 My mother sald so My
mother teld me th we shall smlle
keter, when we are with the good| |
God, to think that we ever fearcd
death on this earth, For she says one
apends o long time with the good God |
Iater, and nll one's dear friends come,
mand it s pleasant and It Is for a long,
Tonyg tine, wl hiere It is, after all, | |
guiite short I¥ not that true, my
seigncur? My mother sald It" |
Big little Pletro had to be told what |
Bad happened and how the gr:u:m!l - s 4
was now to be a father %o him as| |- , | : | “But look, Louls,” he called from be-
bost he might, and Allxe and Francois [ | hind the rock where he was preparing,
would be hin slster and brother, ”"! | a8 a robber baron, to swoop down on
took the blow dumbly and went about | Prinee Louls convoying Alixe as an
his studies next morning, but for\ escaped nun to Pletro's monastery in
many daye he could not play, and another corner,
andy Francoln could make him speak : And the boy Prince, suddenly grave,
MRe was handsome—extraordinarily “| Am Louis Bonaparte shaded his eye with his hand and
kandsome—and a lovable good child, gazed up the mountaln. Then his
But slow in initlative where Frageols | ceremonies, “is Monsieur the Marquis | hand fell and he sighed. “The adven-
was ready, shy where Francols was |Zappl of Italy, His father also fought | fure I8 over,” he sald. “I must go
friends with all the world, eteady- |for the great captain.” back to the Prince business. It is
going where the peasant boy was bril-| The quiet strange boy interrupted | Monsleur Lebas.”
Bant. Betwoen the two, of such con- |awiftly. “I know.” he sald. "Of ”"'} Monsieur Lebae, the tutor, arrived
trasting types, was an unshaken bond | Italian corps undeg Prince Fugene; |shortly in anything but a playful he-
from the first, and at this age it |nlso on the staff of Lannes. | know | mor. The boy's mother, Queen Hor-
secmod 10 bo tho little peasant whoe | the name well,” and he had Pletro's | tense, was In Rome, and he wae re
had everything to give. Smauller phys- | hand in o firm grasp and wae Jooking sponsible; he had been frightensd to
jeally, weaker In muscle than the big- | into the lad's embarrassed face with the verge of madnens by the prince’s
Boned son of North ftaly, he yet took | his dreamy kven eyon eschpade :
quitn naturally an attitude of protec The cnildren. surprized, wore yeot The playinates were soparated
tion snd guidance, and Pietro accept- | tao young to wonder that a boy searce. | awiftly. Monnieur Lebas refused with
#d it without hesitution, | Iy oldor than themselves should have something like horror the eager sug
siid past nolselessly, un- | the army of Napoleon at his fingers’ gestion that he and his charge should

seigneur—it 8 the best thing that ‘

aoticed, and tt was vacation time; It | ends; ho gave them no time (o think | spend the night &t the chatenu. 'n",‘

was t of the yopr 1524, The old | about it | Prince must bo gotiten off French
chatean of Vieques—the ruin—lay| "One seen, without names. that you | gpround without a8 moment's delay
back bLehind the corn flelds and smiled | are of the noblesse.” he spld simply, I
tn ho! sut it | embracing the three In hisn sloepy | CHAPTER X,

A tall Ind of fourteen, another boy, | glance He turned to Proncols, "And i
afightor, quicker, darker, and a Hitte | you, Monsicur the spokesman? You The Promise,

girl ol cleven in » ghort white dress, | are also of n great Bonapartist house 1™ “Mon Dien!" sald the general.
wapdered through the ruins, tnlkiugl Francols stood stralght and slim; It was slx yorrs laler, At the new
earnestly now, silent now, flling the | his wellkalt young body in his mil) | chateau not & biade of grass seemed

grim place with easy langhter again. | tary dress was carried with all the |changed. The goneral stood In the

the general’s hand which held his, an
swerad very quietly. “I see.” he sald

“You would not take her from [Me
tro, who, | am sure, loves her?"

Francois looked up sharply, but the
general did pot notice. He spole
glowly. “I promiged Pletro's father”
tho boy seemed to be out of breath
‘to be Pletro's f[riend—always.” he
sald

The general smiled then and let the

NMngers go, and turned to the letter |
on the table before him. “Good!™ he |

sald. “You are always what 1 wish,
Francois,” and it was quite evident
that the load was off his mind

CHAPTER X1,

With All My Seul,

The general swung around to the
lad, "Francois, this letter is about
you," He tapped the rustling paper
“Pletro wants you to come to him n
his mecretary.”’ <

Francois' large eves IHlted to the
general’s face, Inquiring, startled
childiike Pletro!” he sald slowly
“1 had not thopght of that”

“Yet vou knew that Plotro was
heart and soul In the plots of the
Italiny patriots?”

“Yes”

“But yon had not thought of going |

to help him fight?"

“No, my seigneur. 1 had thought
only of the fight for which I must be
ready here

“Thia Itnllan business will be good
practice,” sald the general, as a man
of today might speak of a tennis tour-
pament. "“And you and Pletro will be
enchanted to be together again.”

¥rancols smiled, and something in |

the smile wrung the general’s heart

“Francols, you are not golng to be
unhappy about little Alixe?"

Quickly Francols threw back, as If
he had not heard the question: “My
Seigneur, 1 will go to Pletro; it will
be the best thing possible-—action and
training, and good old Pletro for a
comrade. My Selgneur, may 1 go to
morrow ™

“Tomorrow!” The general was
startled now. “A thouesand thunders,
but you are a sudden lad! Yet It will
be no harder to give you up tomorrow
thaun It wonld be next month., Yes, to
morrow, then, let it be”

iFrancols stood vp, sllm, young, alert
and stendy, yet somehow pot as the
boy who had come In to the gensral
an hour before; more, perhaps, as a
man who had beem through a battle
and come ont very *tired, with the
noise of the fighting In his ¢ars,

“I will go to the farm tomight, to
my mother and my father. And this
afternoon 1 will ride with Alixe, If you
do not want me for the book, my

Selgneur—and If she will go. May 1

ask you not to Wil Alixe of this—to
jeave it to me W0 toll her?"

the general saw
i

tiliness In the

old dim Hbrary il the window

the falling, biack-brown in

eéld the rampant brook

od up and saw It

ily one or two people In|
Francols sald

Trou du Gouverneur""

| tense me, |
name (o the deep pool of the brook
v wald that the cruel
used it, two thousand

by the road; It
old governor had

guzed steadily at the

"Yos, one misses
you suppose,
people, and they get
to be as much a part of living as the

1 belleve, Alixe,” sald Francois

This is seclicol, this life
wother saye it i8 not very

roum or & bad; If one sits near one's

playmates or

| Not n bad ldea of my

Alixe Turned Sharply.

thoughtfally.
“She Hves like She never let
things trouble her, not even when your
father lost everything. Did she, Frao.
* sald Francols. "She Is one of
the few people who know what
real thinge nre and live in them.
is hard to do that
s0 bitterly for whit 1 want,

for me 1o glve up—what I want."

him inguiringly

“You need not
| «tall bave mor
gan uncertainly

He will have what-

n Pietro,” s be

“I see how 1t 1" he sald
gently, “and you are right to care so

loyally for Pietro. Jde Is worth it

And yvou must never care less, Allxe
|

never forget him  beecause he has |
gone awny. Heo will come back.” The

Loy spoke with effort, slowly, but |

Alixa was too much oecupled with her

lown tamultoous thoughts to notive
|"He will surely come back and—bo

long te you more than ever. He will

come back distinguished and covered
with honors, perhaps, and thep—and
then—Allxe, do yvou see the chestnut
trae at the corner thut turns to the

u? It lm n good hit of soft road
t trop—ahnll we?

And then 41! you something
‘'ie horses roced merrily; Allxe sat
cloge Lo th nddl with Lhe Hght
gwingin the deleate hand on
t |the bridls, which were part of her
| perfeot horsemanship, and over and

ver a8 he watched ber ride Francola
atd to himetlf

“1 will give n happiness
Spolgneur's—1 sald it, and 1 will, 1
vill be a friend to Pletro always—I
pnid i, and 1 will”

Over and over the horses' fiying feet

numand, and ut
the

pounded out that sel

length the musio 1

tiplying

| hoo! - beats grew slower, and with tight

endug reln they drew in and stopped
inde ithe bip chestnat Allxe was
| laughing, exhilarated, love

Waen't it a good in't
go deliciously?™” &he ! at

Aund then, "We will go around

by the Delusmontos Road: It & only

| three miles farther, and it s early

in the afternoon; there |s nothing to

do."”
Francols apoke slowly 1 am afrald
I must not, Alixe. [ am going o

the farm tonight.
- the farm!" Alixe looked at|

| him In surprise. “But you were pot
|to go over till tomorrow. My futher
and 1 will ride over with you, Have
you forgoiten?

No," eald Franeois, "1 have not for
gottenn—no, indeed But 1 am golng
AW tomorrow, Allxe”

"Golug awav?' Allxe turned sharp
deep Blue glance searched
“What do you mean, Fran
And then, imperiously: “Don’t
neols! 1 don't like 1L™

Franecols steadied, hardened his face
very carafully, and answered “l am
not teasing vou, Alixe, 1 did not tell
you before because—" he stopped, for
hig volee wum golng wrong—"because
I thought we would have our ride just
as usunl today. 1 only kuew about It
myself this morning. 1 am golng to
Fietro."”

“Gioing—to Pletro!™ Alixe wae gasp-
ing painfully, “Francois—It {5 a joke

tell me It Is a poor joks. Quick!"™
she ordered. “1 won't have you play
with me, torture me!"™

“It i not a Joke.” The boy's eyes
were hold by a superhuman effort on
the buckle of the bridlereln lylng on

¥, and h

| hie knee “T'here was a letter from

Metro this morning. The seignear

| wishes me to go. 1 wish to go. | go
| tomorrow.”™

“Gloing tomorrow!” The girl’'s volee

was a wall, “You—taken away from

| me!" Then in a flash: “I hate Pletro!
| He 18 cruel
| gelf, He wants you—but 1 want you
|too. How eoan 1 live without you,

thinks only of him-

Francols?" Then wsoftly, hurriedly,
while the world reeled about the boy,
sitting statue-dtke in his saddle e |
is just as I sald. You are as much
a purt of my llfe as the air I breathe

and you and my father and Pletro say
quite ealmly, “The alr Is to be taken

| away—you must do without it 1
can tot. 1 will choke!™ She pulled al

her collar suddenly, as If the choking
were a physical present fact
No elightest motlon, no shade of

| infigction missed Francols; still he

gat motionless, his eyes on the little
brass buckle, his lips eet in n line,
without a word, without a look toward
her. And suddenly Alixe, with another
quick blue glance from under her long

| lIashes—Allxe, hart, recklesn, desper-
| ate, had struck her horse a eharp blow

.and she was in the road before him,
gulloplng awny.

Ho let her go. He sat quiet & long
time. As she turned in, still galiop
ing, at the high stone gateway of the
ehateau, his eves eame back again to
the little shining buckle. It seemed
the only thing tangible in a dream-
universe of rapiuro and agony. Over
and over he heard the worda she had
sald—words which must mean—what?
Had they moant it? Had he possibly
been mistaken? No—the utter happh
ness which came with the memory of
the soft hurried volece must mean the
truth—she cared for him, and then
over and over and ovef he sald, half
sloud, through hie set teath:

*1 eald that 1 would give my happl
nees for my seigneur's; 1 sald that
1 would be a friend to Pletro; 1T will.”

TO NE CORTINUED)

Home, Sweet Home.

A well known pluyer was talking
about @ brilllant but unsuceessful dis
eciple of Dlacksione

“His habits are to blame for hils fall
ure," wiid he 'Ono of his remarks

| ustrates hin hablte well  He sald
| to mo in the Unlon elub

* “There's uo place like home—espe-

lelally at 2 or 2 & m., when you've ex-

hausted the pleasures of all the other
places, and you're tired. and every-
thing shut up snyway.'™

To Pipe Smokers
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We Are Independent

und have no one to please but our cus
We have besnn making high
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STOPPED TRAFFIC FOR PUSSY

5252585

Business on New York Thoroughfare
Interrupted While Mother Cat
Crossed the Streot.

y bucking cach oth

way that truckmen have
They stopped

he ot her opportunity,
a Hrmer hold on the nape of her prod
holding it high to keep

ntely ploked her way

l'_mpoﬂam to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottle of

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that it

79

In Use For Over 30 Yéars.

Children Cry for Fle

tcher’s Castoria

mother-in-law
hersell very useful at times."”
Glad you are fair enough to admit

“Of course I'1l admit
other morning

and chop the lee off the front

top step and bumped herself
to the sidewnlk she fell s

Then her language
shorteomings

fragments and left
the steps as clean and smooth as they
ever are in July."

ation causes and aggravates many
s thoroughly cured by
Dr. Pierve's Plessant Pellets. The favorite
family luxative. Adv.

Nimble-Footed,
The preacher was a young man and
pervous, but interesting.
ing an eloguent plea for the home life,
and was descanting eloquently on the
telling his congre-
gation that married men in particular
ehould spend thelr evenings at home
with thelr wives and children
“Think, my hearers,” sald he, "of &
poor, neglected wife, all alone In the
house, rocking tha cra-
die of her sleeping baby with one [oot
and wiping away the tears

He wans mak-

evils of the club,

Bo thrifty on 1ttle things lke bhalne
accept water fur bining.
Hall Blue, the extra guod value blue.

Ask for Ked Cross

It Would Be Apparent.
Mrs. Bleecher (upstaira)—Bridget,
parior, as 1 told you?

mum; can't ye smell it?

Putnam TFadeless Dyes are the
brightest and fastest,

One kind of a nulsance 18 alwayn
telling yon that “you ocught to tuke
someihing for that before It Is too

‘Act Quickly

't wait until you have some ail-
ment cmused by

r digedtion,
active bowels

ud to m serious sickness,
Immediate relief is aiforded by
that best corrective and preventive

BEEGHAM'S

Bebd averywiors, ln betes, 10c., I8a

——— - —



