
SYNOPSIS.

Francois liemipre, a peasant liut of
t l.r-- - jcai'8, aftei an ainuKing Inciiit'iit In
which Marshnl Ney llK'es. Is niail a
Chevalier of France by the Knipemr Na-
poleon, in the home of the hid parents
in the village of Vlc'ien, France, where
the emperor hail briefly stopped to hold a
council of war. Napoleon prophenied that
the boy mlfrht one day be a marshal of
France under another Honaparte. At the
ae of ten Francois meets a KtranKer who
1 astonished when the boy tUn him of
Ma ambition. Francois visit General
Haron Oagpard (JourRaud. who with
Alixe. his aeven-year-ol- d dauifhter. lives
at the Chateau. A soldier of the Umpire
under Napoleon he tlre the boy's Iiiuk-lnatio- ii

with stories of his campaigns.
The general offers Francois a home at
the Chateau. The boy refuse to leave his
parent, but In the end becomes a copy-
ist for the general and learns of the
friendship between the general and Mar-qu- ts

Zuppi. who campaigned with the gen-
eral under Napoleon. Marquis Zappl and
li's non. Pietro. arrive at the Chateau.
The general agrees to care for the Mar-
quis's son wMI the former goes to
America. The Marquis before leaving for
America nsks Francois to be a friend
of his son. The boy solemnly promises.
Francois goes' to the Chateau to live.
Marquis Zippi dies leaving I'tetro ns a
ward of the general. Al!e, IMetro and
Francois meet a strange Ixiy who proves
1o le 1'rlnce Louis Napoleon. Francois
save his life. The general discovers
Francois loves Alive, and extracts a
promise from him that he will not Inter-
fere hetween the girl ami J'ietro. Fran-col- s

goc to Italy as secretary to I'ietro.

CHAPTER XII.

The Mother of a Prince.
The walls of the palace at Ancona

dropped to the sea; against them the
waves danced. Out on the blue wa-

ter lay a fleet of fishing boats, and the
wind flapped torn Bails, and the sun-
light glanced on battered hulls and
littered decks. The woman who sat
by an open window of the palace
pushed the black trailing of her gown
from her, a If the sotnbernees hurt
her eyes; she laid her head against
the window-fram- e and stared at the
bree.e-tosse- d wares and the fishing
fleet?

"It may be our only hop of escape
those wretched boats." she said, half

loud, and her blue eyes were full of
sadness, almost of hopelessness.

A sound caught her ear. and she lift-
ed her head quickly. The door into
the next room was partly open and
some one moved there, that was all
She turned, the lines or her figure
falling again into a melancholy pose.

"The doctor takes a long time," she
spoke, and gazed out once more to the
water.

There had been a spirited young
girl years before who had romped in
the gardens of Malmaison. who had
led the laughter which echoed through
those avenues of lime and plantain,
whose sweetness and vivacity had
drawn the figure of Napoleon himself
into the vortex of gladness which was
Iter atmosphere. Always brightness
seemed to follow her through the en-

chantment of the place; always 6he
seemed to move in gaiety. Today, on
a March morning of IS30, this wa she

Hortense.
The daughter of France she had

been, the queen of Holland, and now
for years an exile. Here, 111, a fugi-
tive, in her nephew's palate at An-con-

with the Austrians at the gate
of the city, she waited in anxiety al-

most more intense than she could bear
the word of the doctor as to her non.
Five days before, at Forli, her older
boy had died, and her sore heart
fctlrred with a sickening thiob as she
thought of this other Louis now her
only child, lying in the room beyond
in a high fever, ill with the disease
with which his brother had fallen. A

woman's soul might well be over-
crowded with such sorrow tmd such
fear, but there was more. Her two
boys had thrown in their lot shortly
before with the Italian revolutionists,
and had fought, and had distinguished
themselves. And now that the revo-
lution of the Romagna was a failure,
that the Austrian army wn advanc-
ing victoriously, now that death had
taken the older to safety, the younger

Louis the invalid lad in the room
beyond, was in imminent danger. He
was excepted from the general am-
nesty; the natural ways of escape
were closed, for the authorities of
Tuscany and of Switzerland had let
her know that the Prince would not be
permitted la those territories. From
Rome two of her son's uncles, Cardi-
nal Fesch and King Jerome, had sent
word that If he were taken by the
Austrians he was lost. And at the
moment when Hortense had decided to
carry her boy off to Turkey by way
of Corfu, an Austrian fleet 'appeared
in the Adriatic.

In such a critical state were the
i flairs of the black-gowne- woman
who gaied from the palace windows
to the sea. The doctor was with her
son. The boy's condition seemed to
her no better, but worse tban the day
before; she waited an official verdict.
The door opened and she looked up as
a) iU nan came In.

"Doctor," she stammered and
topped ehe feared to ask.
"Tour majesty," the old man said

gravely, "I grieve to be the bearer
of bad news."

"He is worse, Doctor?" The words
came with a gasp; she felt that she
could not face more trouble.

"Yes, jour Majesty, the fever has
Increased since yesterday. With his
youth and srrength we may nope if
he is carefully nursed but to move
him would be madness."

V2. BY CO.
Queen Hortense struck her hands

together. "What can I do? What can
I do?" she demanded, and the doctor
stooj gravely regarding her, helpless,
with all his devotion to the house of
Bonaparte, to suggest a way out. "If
he stays he will be taken they will
execute him. If he goes he will die
on the way," she cried in an agony
of indecision. "Doctor, tell me, think
for me how can I save him?"

And the doctor still stood silent,
suffering with the impotent desire to
help her. "If if only the Austrians
might think that the Prince were
gone." he stammered, and hated him-
self for the futility of the words. Hut
the Queen stood with a hand halt
lifted, arrested. Her blue eyes were
alive with the crossing and weaving
of swift Ideas, and then with a catch
of her breath she laughed at him
like a pleased child. "Doctor, you are
a very clever man." he said. "To-
gether we are going to save the
Prince."

The vivacity of the schoolgirl of
Madame de Campan flashed for a mo-

ment into her manner, warmed to sud-
den life by the joy of hope. The doc-
tor waited, enchanted, bewildered, to
hear his cleverness explained, hut Hor-
tense did always the unexpected thing.
She shook her finger at him.

"I'm not going to tell you," she said.
"At least not till I have to not till
tomorrow at all events. Hut all today,
as you visit your patients ou may
think that you are saving the Prince
from his enemie and tomorrow you
may know how. Coodby. Doctor," and
puzzled and pleased, the physician
was gone.

"Send Fritz to me," the Queen or-

dered, and a moment later the young
man who was for years the confiden-
tial servant of Hortense, who knew
more of the history of her middle
years, perhaps, than any other, stood
before her. "Fritz, when does a packet
sail for Corfu?" she demanded.

Fritz Riokenbach considered It his
business to know everything. "To-
night," your Majesty," he answered

"You will see that the luggage of
Prince Louis is on board, and that a
carriage is ready to take him there."
she ordered.

"Put yes, your Majesty," Fritz still
stood regarding her seriously. "It Is
a great happiness to mef your Majesty,
that his Highness is well enough to
travel."

Fritz knew perfectly that there was
a somewhere, and he
wanted to know what it was. His
curiosity was patent, but his deep in-

terest in the affairs of his people
could not be an and the
Queen smiled at him.

"You shall know about it, Fritz."
she said. "The Austrians are com-
ing. The Prince can not be moved.
If they take him, it means death. They
must btlieve that he is gone, and it
is for you and me to make them be-

lieve it, Fritz. You must get a pass-
port signed by all of the authorities
that is easy today; you must engage
his place in the packet for tonight;
you must tell the servants tell every
one that the Prince goes to Corfu,
and you must see that the proper lug-
gage is on board. It will be known

Francois Wai on Hit Knee by the
Bedside.

that 1 stay, but they will not molest
an ill woman. Do you understand the
plan, Fritz?"

"Put yes, your Majesty," Fritz an-

swered with his face alight.
And so the packet sailed for Corfu,

and all day before the sailing the
servants of Hortenee moved busily
between the palace and the boat, car-
rying luggage and making arrange-
ments. And only one or two knew
the secret that Prince Louii Bonaparte
had not sailed in the packet but lay
tossing with fever in a little room
beyond his mother's, carried there for
greater privacy by Fritz and the doc-
tor.

Two days later, as the Queen sat
quietly by her boy's bedside, she heard
that the vanguard of the Austrians
had entered the city, and almost at
once Fritz came to tell her that the
palace in which the was staying had
been chosen for the residence of the
general The probability
of this had not entered ber mind; It
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seemed the last straw. The Austrian
officer demanded the Queen's own
chamber for his chief, but when the
stewards wife told him the name of
the lady who was in the rooms which
had not been given up, he bowed deep-
ly and said not r word, it was another
of that brotherhood scattered over e

the friends of Hortense; it was
an officer who had protected her years
before at Dijon.

So for a week they lived side by
fide with their enemies and only a
few feet lay between the Prince and
capture, for his room was next that
of the Austrian general, with but a
double door between. It was a life
of momentary anxiety, for the Queen
feared each time the invalid spoke
that they might recognize a man's
voice; when he coughed she turned
white. Put at the end of the week
Louis was at last well enough to go.
He was to leave Ancona disguised as
one of his mother's lackeys, the young
Marquis Zappl was to put on another
livery, and over the frontier they were
both to change and be the sons of
Hortense traveling on the English-
man's pa6sort.

CHAPTER XIII.

The Ruse.
The day before the escape, as the

Prince, weak nd ill yet, lay In bed,
word was brought that a messenger
of the marquis wished to ee the
Queen.

"Let me see him too, my mother."
the silent, grave young man begged.
"It may be that I can help you. I

wish to help."
In a moment Fritz Introduced a

slight alert person whose delicate face
was made remarkable by a pair of
eyes large and brilliant and full of
visionary shadows, yet alive with fire.
One saw first those uncommon eyea
and then the man. If they had not
been entirely concerned with his mes-
sage they might have remarked that
be trembled as he looked at the
Prince's face; that his voice shook as
he answered the Queen's question.

"I have the unhappiness, your Maj-
esty, to bring you bad news." he said,
speaking to her, but still gazing ea-
gerly at the Prince. "The Marquis
Zappl, my employer, Is ill. He was
taken suddenly last night, and today
is much worse, and there is no chance
that he can travel with your Majesty
tomorrow."

The Queen threw out her hands w 1th
a gesture of hopelessness. "What can
we do?" she exclaimed. "Am I to plan
and plan and have always an uncon-
querable obstacle? Can I not save
my boy? I might have known that
everything seemed too bright this
morning, too good to be true. Yet It
is not possible that after all they
should" she looked at her son; her
courage came springing back. "They
shall not take you." and her eyes
flashed defiance at a world of enemies,
and she went over and threw her arm
about his neck. "Louis, don't let your-
self be excited, dearest. They shall
not take you. I can save you."

It was as if she put a spur to her
brain; there was a moment's silence
and the two lads watched her brows
drawing together under the concentra-
tion of her brain.

"Of course," she said suddenly, and
laughed a spontaneous laughter
which seemed to flood her with youth-fulnes-

She turned her blue glance
swiftly on the newcomer, the slender
boy with the luminous eyes. "You are
in the employ of the Marquis Zappl,
monsieur?"

"Put yes, your majesty. I am the
secretary of Monsieur le Marquis"
She paused a second, seemed to take
stock of the young man. of his looks,
hid bearing, his accent.

"You are French. Have you a sym-
pathy with the family of iny son, with
the P.onapartes?"

It was as if a door had been opened
into a furnace, o the eyes blazed.
"Your majesty, I would give my life
for his highness." he said quietly. The
impassive face of the young prince
turned toward the speaker, and the
half-shu- t hoavy glance, which had the
Napoleonic gift of holding a picture,
rested on him attentively. Louis Bona-part- e

seemed to remember something.
"What is your name, monsieur?" he

asked, and it might have been noticed
that his head lifted a little from the
pillow as he waited for the answer.

"Francoia Reaupre, sire." The young
man seemed to be out of breath.
"Sire!" Louis Napoleon repeated. And
then, "I have seen you before. Where
was it? Not in Rome not in Switzer-
land ah!" His band flew out. and
with that Francois was on his knee by
the bedside, and had kissed the out-
stretched thin Angers, and the prince's
other hand was on his shoulder fra-
ternally.

"The old chateau of Vieques my
playfellow, Francois. I told you then
I was going to remember, didn't I?"
IjouIs Napoleon demanded, laughing
boyishly. "Mother, he saved my life
from the falling wall. Do you remem-
ber the Btory of my runaway trip?"
And Hortense, smiling, delighted to
see her sad-face- boy so pleased aud
exhilarated, did remember, and was
gracious and grateful to the young
Frenchman. ."It la a "good omen to

have you come to us today," she said
with all the dazzling charm which she
knew bow to throw into a sentence.
And then, eager with the headlong
zest of a hunter for the game, ehe
caught the thread which wove Into the
pattern of her scheming. "You would
risk something to save him, would
you not? You will take the place of
the marquis and travel with us. tomor-
row, and help me carry away the
prince to safety?"

The dark young face was pale.
"Your majesty, it Is a happiness I had
not dared to hope for yet."

"Yet?" the prince demanded laconic-
ally. He saved words always, this lad,
but he always bald bin thought.

The other boy's face turned to him,
and he answered very simply, "Put
yes, your highness. I have known al-
ways that I should have a part in your
highness' fute."

In the gray dawn of the next morn-
ing there was a slight stir through the
palace, and out between the lines of
drowsy Austrian sentinel passed a
procession of whose true character
they were far from aware, else history-ha-

changed. The guard watched the
departure; the sick lady Hortense
late queen of Holland, as they all
knew more or less clearly, drove away
slowly in her traveling caleche. and on
the box was a yeung man in the liv-
ery of a groom whom no one of the
half-awak- e soldiers knew for Prince
Louis Napoleon; in the middle of
the second carriage eat another youth
of two or three years younger who
was, the queen's servants had been
told, the Marquis Zappl. Their pass-
ports were examined and they went
through the gates of the city without
awakening the least suspicion.

Not once in all their dramatic series
of escapes and disguises were Hor-
tense and her sons betrayed, but they
had to fear the indiscretion of their
friends more than the malignity of
their enemies, and this part bf Italy
was full of friends high and low.

At length It was time for Prince
Ixiuis and the sham marquis to drop
their liveries and travel as the sone
of the English woman for whom their
passport was made out. The clothes
which Peaupre was to wear had be-
longed to the young man dead at Forli

Louis Bonaparte's brother and as
he presented himself dressed in them,
he saw the painful flush which crept
upon the prince's face.

"Your highness, 1 am sorry." he
btammererl. "It is grief to me." And
then he threw himself impulsively on
his knees by the side of Louis' chair.
"My prince, I wear them with rever-
ence." he said, and then.hesitating.be
added: "Perhaps 1 would seem less
unworthy if your highness knew that,
mere secretary as I am. I am yet more.
I am noble. It is not simple Francois
Peaupre whom you honor, but a man
created chevalier by the sword of the
emperor."

The dull eyes of the prince shot a
glance between drooping lids. "What
is it you mean, monsieur?" he de
manded. Put at the moment the queen
entered the room, and the lads sprang
to their feet. Her eyes caught the
picture of the young Frenchman in hia
new dress at once; they opened wide
and then filled with tears.

"Louis, Louis!" the cried, and laid
her hand on hia arm. "He looks like
him; he looks like Napoleon!"

A deferential knock sounded at the
door. Francois sprang to it, and the
landlord stood in the opening, bowing
elaborately a soldiery old man with
thick grizzled hair.

"A thousand pardons for disturbing
miladi and the messieurs," and miladl
smiled forgiveness. "Might an old
soldier of the emperor dare to say that
one could not help knowing the em-
peror's kinsmen?" lie bowed low
again to both boys alike, and again
Hortenee smiled at him. It was com-
forting to know that the two seemed
brothers to the world in general, and
she was so used to recognition and
loyalty now that they appeared to be-
long together. "Might an old soldier
of the emperor dare to Bhow miladi
her majesty and the highnesses, the
sword which the emperor himself had
touched, the sword which he. Jean
Gredln, an old cuirassier of the guard,
had carried In four battles? There
was a little etory of the sword, a story
also of the wonderful goodness of the
emperor, which miladi her majesty
permitting, he wouid like to tell to her,
as also to the highnesses."

And, her majesty permitting, and
the boys pleased and interested, the
old cavalryman brought the sword and
drew it from its sheath and gave it to
each of them to handle, and called on
them to remark how It was as keen
and bright aa it had ever been at Ulm
or Austerlitz. He cleared his throat,
strongly, for the tale.

"Miladi her majesty permitting,"
he began, "it was on a day two days
after the great battle of Austerlitz.
The country, as her majesty and the
highnesses will remember, was In a
most dangerous condition. Desperate
bands " Why was it the landlord
stopped?

The party, caught by the fervor of
hla manner, stared at him, annoyed as
the tale of the emperor, promising so
well, halted at its beginning. The
man stood as if drawn to his tiptoes.

every muscle tense, his head turned
toward the doorway, listening.

And suddenly they were aware of a
stir, a growing noise; there were gal-

loping horses; there was a Jingle of
harness, and voice coming nearer.
With a step backward the landlord
flashed a glance from under bushy
brows down the corridor, through the
open door at the end, which gave on
tho court of the inn.

"Mon dieu!" He faced the three,
standing startled. He spoke last and
low. "Madame, It is a squad of Aus-
trian soldiers; they are upon ua. What
can we do?" He hesitated only a sec-
ond. "Bleu-ble- my horse saddled
under the tree yonder If one of the
princes if the prince " He glanced
uncertainly from one lad .to the other.

Put the game was out of his hands.
Quicker hands than his had caught the
play. Francois Peaupre, the sabr of
the old cavalryman gleaming In his
grasp, sprang to the doorway.

"It is nioneieur there who is the
prince." he explained rapidly to the
landlord. "Hide him, take care of him

I will druw them away. When, they
are gone, see that the prince and the
queen escape. That Is for you; you
are responsible."

There was the rush of a flying figure
down the hallway, and out Francoia
flashed across a broken line of a dozen
dismounted riders, straight toward the
landlord's horse held by a groom un-

der the trees. There was a chock of
startled silence as the impetuous ap-

parition, saber gleaming at wrist, shot
across the court. Then there was a
hubbub of voices, and a mass of uni-
formed figures fell toward him as ho
threw himself on the horse. A sol-
dier caught at the bridle. The naked
sword twinkled and the man u un-

der Uleubleti's feet. For a second
there was a vortex of men and a fran-
tic borse. and riding the storm a buoy-
ant figure of fury, flashing a blade,
with infinite swiftness, this way and
that. Then horse and lad shot out
from the living canvas, streaked the
background of trees a second and were
gone, and the Austrian troopers scram-
bled into their saddles to follow.

Through breeze-tosse- d

woods tore the chase; across a road
and over a low fence, and still Fran-
cois led. but the heavy horses gained-I- t

was a hopelea hunt, tor the land-
lord's mount was no match for the
big cavalry horses, yet the rider's
light weight and clever horsemanship
counted, and it was fully four miles
from the Inn when Bleu bleu stumbled
and fell at a ditch, and Francois
pitched over his head. His lead was
short by now, and they were on him
in a moment, in a mass; ho was seized
by a dozen burly Austrians.

The leader took a tharp look at him
as he stood panting, staring defiantly.

"What is this?" the Austrian de-

manded sternly, and wheeled to a
trooper In a bunch. "Friedrich. thou
knowest the cub of the P.onapartes. Is
this lad he?"

And Friedrich lunged forward, gasp-
ing, for he had run his hore hard, and
shook his head. "No. my captain. I

have never seen this one."
The boy looked from one to anoth

er of the threatening group, smiling,
composed in spite of his quick breath-
ing. The captain took a step close to
him and shook his fist in his face.

"You have fooled us, you young

There Was a Hubbub of Voices.

game-coc- have you? But wait. Do
you know what we will do to you, you
bantam of a Frenchman? Do you know
how we will treat you for this, we Aus-
trians?"

Color deepened In hie cheeks, and
Francois drew up his figure magnifi-
cently.

"You may do what you like. Mes-
sieurs," he said gaily. "It is for you;
my part is done. The prince is safe."

CHAPTER XIV.

After Five Years.
The window of the cell was small,

but it was low enough so that a man
standing could see from it the vast
sky and the sea-lin- e six miles away,
and, by leaning close to the bars, the
hill that sloped town into wooded
country; beyond that the sand of the
shore. The Jailer stood cloe by the

little window in the stormy eunset for
a better light as he dropped the medi-
cine.

"One two," he counted the drops
carefully up to nine, and then glanced
at the prisoner on his cot In the cor-
ner, who tossed, and talked rapidly,
diajointedly. 'It is high time that the
doctor saw him," the jailer spoke, half
aloud. "If the governor had been here
this would not have been allowed to
run on. I am glad the governor is
coming back."

With that the prisoner threw off the
cover from his shoulders and eat up
suddenly, with wild bright eyeB star-
ing at the jailer.

"Pietro!" he called in astonishment.
"Why, my dear old Pietro!" and flung
out his hands eagerly toward the man.
and would have sprung from the bed
to him.

Put the jailer was at his side and
held him down, yet gently. "Be quiet,
slgnor," he said respectfully. "It Is
only old Battista; you will eee if you
look. Only Battista. who has taken
care of you these live years."

The brilliant dark eyes stared at
him hungrily; then with a sigh the
light went out of them and the head
fell on the pillow.

"Ah, Battista." he said, "my good
Pattlsta." A smile full of a subtle
charm made the worn face bright. He
spoke slowly. "I thought it was my
friend my best friend," he explained
gently.

"Will the slgnor take the doctor's
medicine?" Battieta asked then, not
much noticing the words, for the sick
man was clearly light-heade- yet with
a certain pleasant throb of memory
which always moved within him at the
name of Pietro. It happened that the
name stood for some one dear to the
jailer also. The slgnor took the medi-
cine at once, like a good child.

"Will it make me better, do you
think. Battista?" he asked earnestly.

"But yes, signor; the doctor Is
clever."

"I want to be better; I must get
well, for I have work to do as soon
a I come out of prison."

"Surely, sigoor. That will be soon
now, I think, for It is five years; they
will let you go soon, 1 believe." Bat-
tista lied kindly.

"You are good to rne, Battista," the
boy taid. "and just now you gave me
a great pleasure. It warms me yet to
think of it. for, you see. I thought you
were Pietro my dear Pietro the
Marquis Zappl."

Battista. breathless; stared, stam-
mered. "Whom whom did you eay,
signor?"

Put the prisoner had flashed Into
reason. The color went out of his face
as the tide ebbs. "Battista, did I say
a name? Battista you will not betray
me yon will not repU that name? I

would never have said it but that I
was not quite steady. I must have
been out of my head; I have never
spoken his name before in this place.
Oh. If I should bring danger to him!
Battista, for Cod's sake, you will not
repeat that name?"

Battista spoke low, glancing at the
heavy iron door of the cell. "God for-
bid, slgnor." he whispered, "that I

should speak, here in his own castle,
the name of my young master."

There was a long silence. The pris-
oner and his jailer gazed at each other
as if saying things beyond words.
Then the boy put out his long hot fin-
gers and caught tho man's sleeve.

"Battista." he murmured, "Battista
Is that true? Is it possible? Do you

know my Pietro?"
"Know him. signor?" Battlsta's deep

voice was unsteady. "My fathers have
served his for eight hundred years."
The man was shaking with a loyalty
long pent up, but Francois lifted hie
head, leaned on his elbow, and looked
at him thoughtfully.

"But, Pattlsta, I know you now; he
has spoken to me of you; it was your
son. the little Battista, who was his
body-serva- when they were chil-
dren?"

"Yes, signor."
"I did not dream of It; I never knew

what castle this was; 1 never dreamed
of Carstleforte; you would not tell me."

"I could not, slgnor. It wa forbid-
den. It is forbidden. I am risking:
mjr life every minute."

"Co. Battista," and Francois pushed
him away with weak hands. "Co quick-
ly you have been here too long.
There might be suspicion. I could not
llvo If 1 brought trouble on you."

"It is right so far, slgnor." Battista
answered. "It is known you are 111:

I must care for the sick ones a little.
But I had better go now."

With that he clipped to his knees
and lifted the feverish hands to bis
lips. "The friend of my young mas-
ter," he said simply, but his voice
broke on the words. The traditional
faithfulness of centuries was strong In
Battista; the Zappls had been good
masters: one had been cared for and
contented always; one was terrorized
and ground down by these "Austrian
swine;" the memory of the old mas
ters, the personality of anyone con-
nected with them, was sacred. Battis-
ta bowed his head over the handa In
bis own, then he Rt iod up.

l shall be back at bedtime, slgnor "
ha said quietly, pud was gone.

(TO t)K CONTINUED

To Pipe Smokers

pas i

t r wnrrtnu mrnrT

We Are Independent
and have no one to please but our cus-
tomers. Wt have been making high-grad- e

smoking tobacco for more than
halt century and "Wild Fruit" is our
bt effort. It is Union Made. Packed
la fivs rsat foil packages, ten cent
cloth pouches, eight and sixteen ounce
tins. Premium coupons in all packages.
Should you fail to find the "Wild Fruit"
in your dealer's stock, send us five
cents in postage stamps and we
will mail you an original package.

Jno.J.Bagley & Co., Detroit, Mich.

Had the Proof.
Stonemmason (in box describing

lie walks Into my yard and
ram 8 me up agen one o' me own
Btones.

Counsel Did he hurt you?
Stonemason Hurt me! Why, I've

got "sacred to the memory of" stamp-
ed all down me back. Tatler.

Mother Gray's Sweet Towders Tor Children
Relieve FeTerUhoens, Bad Hiomacb, Teething
Disorders, move and regulate the Bowels and
are a pleasant remedy for Worms. Uued by
Mothers for 24 years. They are so pleasant U
take, children like tbeia. Thtv nrvtr mil. At
all Dmgglnts, Sc. bample S'ltEE. Addres.
A. S. Olnmed, L Roy. N. Y. Adv.

Between the Acts.
"Sir," said the man in the orchestrsl

chair, "in passing to and fro you have
ruined my silk hat."

"I cannot help that, eir," said the
other. "If you had gone out between
the acts yourself your hat would not
have suffered!" Puck.

Deadly Work of Scorpion.
Some scorpion bites cause little

more than burning pain and numbness
in the part affected for a few days.
But the more poisonous varieties cause
death, and that especially, when
they sting young children or de-

bilitated old people. The lower class-
es of people in Mexico duffer more than
the well-to-d- because of their custom
of going about half naked most of the
time.

Common Form of Insanity.
A party of Clevelanders entertained

some holiday visitors and having
showed them everything Interesting it
Cleveland proper they had to take
them to Newburg for a view of th
asylum. The superintendent was in
a genial frame of mind and he con-
ducted the bunch personally.

"Here is a queer case, ladies," he
paid, pausing at a particular cell.
"This man has the delusion that Iim

possesses the motive power that runs
the universe. He is perfectly harm-
less, but he actually believes that
without him the world would not
move. Strange notion, isn't it?"

"Why, not at all!" exclaimed one of
the women. "My husband has th
Fame idea and he always has had it.
Is he crazy, too?"

ANOTHER COFFEE WRECK
What's tho Use When There's an Easy

Way Out?

Along with the coffee habit has
grown the prevalent "American Dis-
ease" nervous prostration.

The following letter shows the way
out of the trouble:

"Five years ago I was a great cof-
fee drinker and from its use I be-

came bo nervous I could scarcely
Bleep at all nights. My condition grew
worse and worse until finally the phy-
sician I consulted declared my trou-
bles were due to coffee.

"But being so wedded to the ber
erage I did not Bee how 1 could do
without It, especially at breakfast,
as that meal seemed incomplete with
out coffee.

"On a visit, my friends deprived m
of coffee to prove that it was harm-
ful. At the end of about eight days
I was less nervous, but the craving
for coffee was Intense, so 1 went back
to the old habit as soon as I got home
and the old sleepless nights came
near making a wreck of me.

"I heard of Postum and decided to
try it I did cot like it at first, be-

cause, as I afterwards discovered, it
was cot made properly. I found, how
ever, that when made after directions
on the package, it was delicious.

"It had a soothing effect on my
nerves, and none of the bad effects
that coffee had, so I bade farewell to
coffee and have used only Postum
since. The most wonderful account of
tho benefit to be derived from
Toetum could not exceed mj own ex-

perience."
Name given by Postum Co., Battle

Creek, Mich. Write for a copy of "Ths
Road to Wellville."

Postum now comes In two forms:
Regular Postum must be well

belled.
Instant Postum Is a soluble pow-

der. A teaspoonful dissolves quickly
in a cup of hot water and, with cream
and sugar, makes a delicious bever-
age Instantly. Grocers sell both kinds.

"There's a Reason" for Postum,


