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CHAPTER XIII.—(Continued.)

“Dropped it! You do not mean to
gay that the letter is lost?" exclaimed
Falkland, starting forward with a look
of terrible anxiety on his face, “Really,
Miss Luttrell, how very——'""But, dis-
covering Miss Luttrell’'s gaze concen-
trated upon him:in absolute amaze-
ment, he seemed suddenly to bethink
himself, for, leaning back against the
cushlons, he folded his arms with an
air of calm complacence and laughed
indolently. “It is so annoying, I al-
ways think, to lose one's correspond-
ence; one never cares to have one's
private affalrs published from the
housetops. But, great heavens, why
are we etopping here?” Falkland
gprang up from his seat and let down
the window with a bang as the traln
began to slacken speed. ]

“Why, what do you mean? We stop
at Redhill, of course; this (s where
Parker will be walting with the lug-
gage;” and Evelyn commenced rubbing
vigorously at the window nearest her,
at the same time peering out anxiously
through the dimmed glass in the hope
of catching a glance of the missing
maid.

But Falkland, who had his head half
way out of the window as the train
came to a standstill by the slde of the
lamp-lit station, all at once drew back
into the carriage and brought up the
window again with a resounding bang.

“Redhill, Miss Luttrell? Oh, did I
not explain?’ As he turned his face
toward her Evelyn noticed that he was
deadly pale. “This train was not
down on the time table to stop here,
Lynwood Is the first stopping place;
8o that it will be the next station
where Parker is to be found.”

“Are you sure?”’ Evelyn bent for-
ward anxiously, “Had you not better
ask somebody to make certain? Yes,
here comes a guard; ask him.”

She had risen to her feet and was
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likely,” was the major's reply In a
volee which made Evelyn survey him
in silent wonder, whHst Falkland's
face became simply livid. *"Only, as
it happens, it was fully ten minutes to
nine when I took my departure from
the hotel; and I can assure youn that
barely two seconds before I was in
your aunt's room, talking to Lady
Howard herself!"”

“At ten minutes to nine you were
talking to Aunt Lydia at the ‘Royal
George!" What on earth do you
mean?"

“l mean wnat I say, Miss Luttrell;
and, if it is true that you are now off
to join her in London—because this is
the express, which does not stop be-
fore you reach tcwn—I am afraid yon
are the victim of another forgery and
some vile scheme concocted simply
with an idea of inveigling you away."
And, having so dellvered himself, the
major folded his arms and, with an
air of studied calmness, stood looking
from one to the other of the two hor-
rified countenances.

CHAPTER XIV.

There was an awful silence, and then
Evelyn passed her hand with a gesture
of dazed bewilderment across her eyes
and slowly recovered herse!f.

“A forgery—that letter!"” she gasped.
“Oh, surely, you are mistaken! It—it
cannot be!”

Yet, even as she spoke, even as her
eyes rested for one brief moment upon
the major's face, a terrible fear took
poeession of her, and, starting to her
feet, she made one quick movement
toward the door, Instantly, however,
a hand was lald upon her arm.

“Miss Luttrell, what are you doing?
Are you mad? Have your senses for-
saken you?" expostulated Falkland,
with a sudden wvehemence, “that you
can belleve such an absurd, really out-
rageous fabrication?”

%

“MOST LIKELY YOU WILL RECOGNIZE IT.”

about to lay her hand upon the win-
dow, but Falkland was before her. He
had seized the strap and seemed to be
making a vain attempt to let the win-
dow down, when suddenly a key was
inserted in the lock, the door was
hastily thrown back, and the light of
a lantern was directed into the car-
ringe.

There was a momentary pause as
both Falkland and Evelyn, completely
dazzled by the light, stared vacantly
at the dark figure before them, and
then—

“Great heavens! Misa Luttrell, is
that you? 1 thought | must have been
mistaken."”

It wasa Major Brown himsell who
stood there indistinctly defined o the
darkness: and at the sound of his
volce Evelyn's heart gave a great
bound, whilst every particle of color
retreated from her face. Only now did
she realize that after that evening she
would most probably never see him
again—never again! Full of this new
thought, she Immediately thrust out
her hand, forgetting as she ¢id so all
terrible suaplclons of the past four-
and twenty hours,

“Yeo, | am here,” she answered;
“and, as there can be only a second to
walt, | suppose It ls-—good-by? 1 am
going now. " she added falteringly, “to
join my aunt, who has hurried off st
A moment's notice to one of her bays,
wha has met
school ™

“1 do not understanl  An acoldent?®
And Lady Howard has left Salteliffe ¥

“Certalnly ' Lady Moward left by
530 aapress.” supplementod Falk
in s of some mpatience
had a letter o that of
of vourse, It s guite likely
have hsard nothing The
has asowrred u he apace
howur.
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with an acoldent at '

“You mean to say—"

“That it is a lie—a downright lle,”
he exelaimed, all his pent-up fury
bursting Into a flame—"as I myself

| happened to see Lady Howard passing
| on her way to the station now more
| than an hour ago!"

“You saw her driving past?” Evelyn

1

| save one wild despairing glance
around,

[ "And at ten minutes to nine I left

| her sitting in her own room at the

| ‘Royal George,' Miss Luttrell,” declared
| the major in the same peculiarly calm

tone. “Which do you believe?”

! “Which? Great heavens, do you
| suppose there Is any question?’ In-
terrupted Falkland, with a harsh
laugh.

The major amiled,

“Well, perhaps not, when one takes
into conslderation that on the one
| band the statement comes from a man
| who would stoop to anything in order
to secure his own ends- an Individual,
in fact, who habitually carries about
with him a supply of a most dangerous
drug, which he administers. as oc-
| caslon pequires, to any passing ac-
quaintance That reminds me, Mr
Falkland, For the future & third of
that amount which you gave to me last
night will be guite enough
then you will have plenty of time o

make a thorough search and disap- |

pear, bag and baggage, before your un
furtunate victhm, whosver he may be

| has enjoyed more than his  allotted
Ilhlf“ of divams; only be quitle sure
he does drink It—that s all. | had the

wnae Bot W do s ™

“I bag your pardon, Major Browa
bat, If you wish 0 Insvinuate

“Thank you | wish o
nothing. | am merely ansious for you
o Bnow that you have not been gquite
| a8 lusky aa usual In the chalve of your
aihjects Mere the wmalor raland his
Ilwl e the carriage step and loaked

and even |

insinwate |

steadily at Falkland, “You may never
bave seen me befere—I do not suppose
80, or you would hardly have behaved
as you have—but I once had the pleas-
ure of seeing you. Possibly,” he con-
tinued, “you may recollect the timo of
which I am thinking. It was at Monte
Carlo, just before the notorious forg-
ery affalr was made public. But per-
haps my name {s not altogs'her un-
familiar to you. Most likely"—and he
pulled out a case of cards and handed
one across to him—“you will recog-
nize it.”

A deathly paleness came over Falk-
land's face,

“Sir Adrian Beauchamp indeed!” he
muttered, flinging the plece of paste-
board to the ground in a sudden tu-
mult of wrath. *“Who do you suppose
would be fool enough to be taken in
by such a piece of trickery as that?”

“Yet the mere question of identifi-
cation becomes the simplest matter in
the world,” was the major's reply, as
he gave one swift, furtive glance In
Evelyn's direction, a smile Involun-
tarily crossing his face. “The difficulty
has been to remain incognito all this
time. As for you, I suppose you would
prefer to sall along under false colors
a8 long as possible. As Gllbert Falk-
land you have more scope altogether-—a
better chance, in fact, of claiming an
acquaintance with the absent rela-
tives of any of your fellow travelers
—than as plain, unvarnlshed Samuel
Cripps, the forger.”

“You blackguard—you—"'

“Pray do not forget that Miss Lut-
trell is present,” interrupted the major
in low, concentrated tones. “But it is
uselegs to attempt to argue the point.
Your guilt Is now thoroughly estab-
lished. That check, which fortunate-
ly fell into my hands Inst night, also a
few lines of your writing and the {m-
pression of the forged slgnature upon
a plece of blotting paper, are all the
proofs that were needed to join the
links in one long chain of evidence;
and, since the whole affair rests with
the authorities at Scotland Yard, you
wlll very speedily have an opportunity
of explaining anything that you wish
to be made known to one of thelr rep-
resentatives.”

Here a warning shriek from the en-
gine made him guddenly stop short
and, with an anxious glance at the ad-
vancing porter, turned hurriedly to

Evelyn,
“Miss Luttrell, what can I say for
myself? You have heard both Falk-

land’s statement and my own, Which
do you believe? I am afraid that my
story sounds almost as susplclous as
his, Ia fact, you know less of me.
But, on my honor, 1 assure you that
Lady Howard is now at the hotel! If
you can trust me”—with a supplicat-
ing look that was far more potent than
words—"come! 1 will take you
straight back to her at onze.”

Already the train was beginning to
move. The porter had actually reached
the carriage; his hand was on the
door. For one instant Evelyn hesi-
tated, whilst her gaze wandered from
the cold, cynical countenance of Gil-
bert Falkland to the dark, handsome
one of Major Brown, and then, with a
little shiver, she thrust out her hand
to the one held out to her, and an-
swered In a low, hurried tone—

“l will come!"

And the next moment she was stand-
Ing on the platform watching the erim-
son lamp of the departing train rapid-
ly disappearing in the gathering mists
of the summer evening, alone with the
man whom for the past four-and-twen-
ty hours she and her aunt, and even
Falkland himself, had been regarding
in the light of the most notorlous
criminal.

A few minutes’ conversatlon with
one of the porters elicited the fact
that there was no train back to Salt-
cliffe that night. There was, however,
a gig available which would convey
them the eight miles to their destina-
tion,

(To be continued,)

CHRISTIANITY IN BUSINESS.

Its Principle Applied to Commerelal
Affalrs Would Work a Glorlous
Revolution.

“There is not the least question that
as the commercial world is organized
and run today It is run at a fearful
loss along the side of money,” writes
Rev. Charles M, Sheldon, author of “In
His Steps,” In the November Ladles’
Home Journal. “Even the

equaled this for disturbance and un-
rest and warring Interests in the busi-
nesa world.

necs world It would cause a shock
that for the time belng would result
in what might indeed prove to be the
greatest financlal panle of the ages
But out of that result would emerge
a4 new order of buying and selling that
would result ultimately In more finan-
clal success on the part of more people
than the world has ever witneased

cents bhetter than selfishness. On sel-
fsh principles the business world to
‘ day does not suecoed even in the mat
ter of making money -~ that s, not for
any length of time nor for the masses
| of the people, Love in business would
lose lewa money, and sctually distrib
wie the real earulogs of toll among
a far greater number of human haings
than s possible now under the pres
ent system

she et Mean I
Under the impression thal he waa
|' sAYing & gued thing, e ashad his
pariner why men Beover hina whe
Ahoiher, while jadies woale & warld
of kisses o feminine faces Do ause
i. the lady replisd Ihe Wienm have some
I thing eiter 0 hiss, abd (e woman
| havent

rules of |
success that business men lay down do [
not Insure success, Perhaps no age has |

| In half a house, but all pride must be
If the prineiples of Chris- |
tianity were applied to the whole busi- |

Ultimaiely love will pay in dollars and |

LITTLE WILLIE.

“"How I do wish we counld have a
ripple of incident in our daily life!"
sald Millicent More, closing her book
with a sigh.

“Nothing ever happens to us,” said
her cousin Catherine, with a smiie, as
she bent forward to pick up a dead
leat off her pet geranium,

Millicent and Catherine More were
girls of 22 and 25—‘old maids” the 17-
year-olders called them—who taught
school and supported themselves com-
fortably by thelr own unaided efforts.
Millicent was pretty, with red lips, a
clear, bright complexion and halr
touched with the warm auburn gold
that artists copy and poets rave of, and
Millicent bad not quite given up her
little dream of love and matrimony,
but Catherlne never spoke of such
things. Catherine was not absolutely
a fright, but Catherine was small and
plaln, with ordinary gray eyes, halr
like everybody else’s, and not the
slightest pretensions to beauty.

But the two cousins were very hap-
py together after thelr own unpreten-
tious fashion, MIillicent supplying the
sentimental and poetieal element and
Catherine contentedly devoting her-
self out of school hours to the house-
keeping.

And upon this particular December
afternoon, just as the girls were de-
ploring the monotony of their dally
life, the postman tapped at the door
with a letter,

“A letter!” cried Millicent,

“For me?" echoed Catherine,

And the cousing read it, with their
arms twined about one another and
their heads very close together,

“Uncle George is dead In Austra-
lia,” gasped Millicent,

“Oh, Milly—and he has left an or-
phan boy!" added Catherine, the tears
brimming into her eyes. “We must
adopt him, Milly—we must bring him
up."

Millicent drew back a little,

“I don't see why,” she said, some-
what coldly. “Uncle George never did
anything for us.”

“We never asked him to, Milly."”

“But he knew we were forced to
support ourselves!"”

“Perhaps, dear, he was even poorer
than we.” At all events, he Is dead

now-—and this child is left alone In the

SHE STOOD ON THE PIER.
world. I'll sit down and write to the
lawyer this minute.”

“Stop!' sald Millicent, compressing
her lips. “Do you mean that you real-
ly intend taking a great, rough, half-
clvilized boy into this house?”

“Certainly I do,” said Catherine, ear-
nestly. “Oh. Milly—a motherless
child!”

“In that case,” said Millicent, *1
shall not remain here. If you choose
to open a gratis orphan asylum it is no
reason that my slender income should
be squandered to feed your fancies!”

“But, Milly, your salary is larger
than mine!”

“And I do not mean to scatter it for
a mere chimera, This child has no
sort of claim upon either of us. Let
the Australian authorities provide for
him."” ;

And Millicent More could not be per-
suaded to take any other view of the
question than this. The next day she
told her cousin that she had made ar-
rangements to secure a home with
Miss Keturah Bayley, who took “a
few select boarders,” in the next
Btreet,

And then Catherine sat down to
consider weys and means. She had
taken the house for a year—there was
no receding from the rent question.

“I'll let the lower story to Mrs. Hop-
per, the milliner,” sald she to herself.
“1 never used to like the idea of living

Iald aside now. 1 will take the back
bedroom myself and little Willle shall
have the front room that looks out on
the street, | shall bave to do without
my new sllk dress and to countermand
my subscription to the ‘Illustrated En-
eyclopedia,” but 1 shall not mind that;
I'll discharge Hannah and eugage lit-
tle Dorcas Brown, who s so fond of
children and has such a winning way
with her. And | know we shall get
along spiendidiy —though, to be sure,
I shall have to ask Lawyer Goodale for
copying to do at home in the evenings,
for | must be laying up a little some-
thing ageinst Willle's future educa-
tlon. "

For It never oceurred to Catherine
More that she was dulng & brave and |
hervic thing in deaying herself for the ‘
benefit of one whoam she deemed 'I"l_
poorer amd mors helpless than herself

por to Milllcent that she was a ting |
the part of & recrean!

The ttle rom I the Tront of the

eatinge second story was fAited wp
pretitly for the eorphaned Ausiralian
baiy - Catherine had sold her cabinet
organ ‘o buy the furniture -and Dog- |
cad in A vlean white apron akd ribbouns
was bustling around, shile Mis Hop

per had already arvanged her stock of |

bonuetl frames, ribbhans and artifieial

fowers la the lower windowa i
.

Tt was a lovely June day, with the
sky blue and clear as a baby's eyes
and the alr full of scents from the blos-
soming buckwheat fields, Catherine
More, having, not without difficulty,
obtained a temporary substitute in her
school, went to New York to meet her
new charge in the steamer Harvest
Lass, which had been telegraphed from
Sandy Hook the day before.

‘Little Willie will know me,” she
sald to herself, “beecanse I sent my
photograph by the last mail. 1 wanted

my face to seem familiar to him, poor
lone lamb.”

She stood on the pler eagerly scan-
ning the countenance of every child
that landed, her face brightened once
or twice as she saw a boy whom she
thought might be Willie, when all of
a sudden a hand was laid lightly on
her arm and she found herself looking
up into a handsome, bronzed face far
above her,

“8ir!' she cried, starting back,

‘I beg your pardon,” sald a frank,
pleasant voice, *I did not mean to
alarm you. But Is this Miss More?”

She Inclined her head.

“I am your cousin William."

And this time Catherine started back
In more surprise than ever.

“8ir,"” she said, “you are mistaken.
William is a little hoy."

“‘Hardly,” returned the tall stranger,
“unless you would call me a little boy.
Dear Cousin Kitty, no one ever told
you I was a child or poor. It was
your own inference. Thank heaven, |
am independent and wealthy, and, as
I have come to man's estate, I think it
is rather my duty to take care of you
than to allow you to take care of me,"”

Catherine looked at her handsome
cousin in mute amazement. This
grand upsetting of all her theories and
ideas was more than she could com-
prehend just at once.

“But, Wil——"

“But, Catherine. Nay, my dear lit-
tle gray-eyed cousin, the lawyers have
told me how willing you were to adopt
and care for the homeless orphan, and
how my Cousin Millicent shrank from
the task. And from the bottom of
my heart I thank you for what you are
ready to do.”

How Dorcas started when she saw
what sort of a fellow *“little Willie”
had proved to be. How Mrs. Hopper
gigegled behind her bonnet frames
when she thought of the little child's
erib and the picture books up-stairs.

“Of course, such an elegant young
gentleman as that will go to the ho-
tel,” saild Mrs, Hopper. But he did
not. He stayed at the cottage, sleep-
ing on the back parlor sofa until other
accommodations could be provided for
him. And when Mlillicent came over
with her prettiest smile and out-
stretched hand the young Australian
received her with an odd, curt cold-
ness that made her feel excessively un-
comfortable.

“You see, Cousin Milly,"” sald he,
‘you didn’'t want to be bothered with
me; you thought the Australian au-
thoritles ought to be compelled to pro-
vide for me.”

And when Mrs. Hopper heard that
little Catherine More was to marry her
rich cousin she wasn't at all sur-
prised.

“It's the most natural thing in the
world,” sald she, “only it's a pity that
Cathie ien't a little prettier.”

But Catherine More was satisfied
with her lover's declaration that to
him her plain face was the sweetest
in all the world.

The I'endulum,.

By a curious coincidence I had read
Poe’s story of “The Pit and the Pen-
dulum” that morning out under a tree
in Sussex, says Kenneth Herford in

the Detroit Free Press. “Get your
hat,” sald my host after luncheon,
“and we'll drive over to Rye.” In that

quaint little old-world town, one of the
cinque ports of England, you remem-
ber, there stands a moss and ivy cov-
ered church, tucked away between the
houses, and surrounded by the yard
filled with tipping, tilting tombstones,
from whose faces time has crased the
written words, It was inside this
church I saw the pendulum. I had
never thought Poe's affair could have
been genuine, but the Rye church pen-
dulum is its counterpart. The clock
to which it is attached hangs against
a beam away up in the arch. The face
is no larger than the bottom of a pail,
but the arm of the pendulum stretches
down to within two feet of the people's
heads. It must be twenty-eight feet
in length. As It swings it marks an
are of the width of the nave by one
great swoop, like that of a huge bird.
The ticks of the clock are forty sec-
onds apart and loud enough to break
up a political meeting. Tourlsts are
constantly visiting the old church just
to see the pendulum, and the caretaker
told me that not one out of ten of
them but had been drawn there to con-
firm the story of Poe's pendulum,

The Schoolboy's Fostseript,

When Dr. Temple (now Archbishop
of Canterbury) was the headmaster of
Rugby, & boy came up before him for
some breach of discipline, and the facls
seemed so agalnst the lad that he was
in imminent danger of belng expelled
He had a defence, but being nelther
clear headed nor fuent in the presence
of the head-master, he could not make
it elear. He thersfore wrote home to
his father, detalling at length his po-
sisition and his explanation. His father
very wisely thought the bhest thing he
cold do was to send the boy's letler
as It stood to De, Temple, merely ask:
ing him to overlook any famibiarity of
cxpression
not turned over the page and seen his

Apparently the father had .

son's postseript, for there Dy, Temple |
found the following waordas it | could
explain it would be sl right, for
though Temple ls & beast, he s a just
lueanl The bishop. In telling this
glory, s acvustomed Lo gay that It was
ane of the greateal compliments he has

ever received In his life

TOMAHAWK OF TECUMSEH.

Famous Indian Carried in Battle of the
Thames In 1812,

Sarah L, Russell, who lives with her
daughter, Mrs, E, H. Bettis, at 1413
East Sixteenth street, Kansas City, has
the tomahawk carried by Tecumseh,
when he was killed at the battle of the
Thames in October, 1812. Col. Willlam
Russell, the founder of Russellville,
Ky., who commanded the Kentucky
contingent of that famous battle, was
permitted by Gen, Harrlson to remove
the tomahawk from the dead body of
Tecumseh and retain it, and it has been
in the possession of the Russell family
ever since, It was made in England,
and presented to Tecumseh by the
British commander at Detroit. Sev-
éral hundred towahawks were made in
England and sent to the British com-
manders at Detrolt for use among the
Indians whom the British endeavored
to Induce to drive out the white set-
tlers of Kentueky, Indiana and Michi-
gan, With few exceptions these tom-
ahawks were made rather rudely of
iron, with the handles bound with
bands of the same metal, but the one
owned by Tecumseh was made of high-
ly polished steel, with silver bands en-
circling the handle. It can also be
used as a plipe for smoking, the blunt
end of the blade being made like the
bowl of a pipe and the handle answer-
ing the purpose of a stem. The Brit-
ish commander had several of them
made after the pattern, which he pre-
sented to Tecumseh, the prophet (a
brother of Tecumseh), Ketopah and
Topanabee, celebrated Indian warrior
chiefs, who bore a consplcuous part in
the battles of Tippecanoe, the siege of
Fort Harrison, the battle of the Ralsin,
and other noted battles which took
place in Indiana and Michigan and
along Lake Michigan while the British
held possession of Detroit and were
using the Indians as their allles in the
endeavor to hold the west and north-
west country., The Tecumseh toma-
hawk is the only one known to have
been preserved, Mrs. Russell has had
many offers to part with it, but the
relic will probably remain with her
descendants for many years to come,
Mrs. Egbert Russell, soon after it camb
into the possession of her husband,
showed it to Blue Jacket, a well-known
Shawnee chlef, who was then over 80
years old. The old chief went into
ecstasies when told that the relic was
taken from the dead body of Tecumseh,
He kissed it and pressed it to his bosom
and told Mrs, Russel]l he was too young
to follow his grand chief, Tecumseh, in
the warpath, but he well remembered
how proud Tecumseh was with that
tomahawk belted about his waist.—
Kansas City Star,

PROVISIONS AGAINST FIRE.

The Restrictlons to Be Enforced at the
FParis Exposition.

Intending exhibitors and visitors
from the United States to the Paris
exposition in 1900 will be interested in
knowing what arrangements and regu-
lations will be made by the French au-
thorities against fire, The Paris ex-
position administration has taken all
the measures possible to afford secur-
ity to exhibitors and visitors against
fire at the exposition. The regulations
are rather voluminous, containing
thirty-six articles distributed in six
chapters, These regulations take up
the openings and exits and the stair-
ways and doors of all palaces and
buildings. They regulate the width of
doors and steps. All exterlor doors will
open in and out. Doors opening only
inward must remain open constantly.
Emergency doors will bear an inscrip-
tion stating their purpose, and in all
hallways and corridors painted ar-
rows will indicate the direction of the
exit, An emergency lighting system
for night use will consist of lamps of
one-candle power, bearing the dis-
tinctive red color. All wood of the
frameworkin the buildings will be cov-
ered with an insulating coat of non-
inflammable material, All stairways
will be of fireproof material. The floors
of all buildings, palaces, theater halls,
cafes, concert rooms, exhibition places
and all railings and balustrades will
also be of fireproof material and before
accepted will be thoroughly tested at
the expense of the contractors. All
decorative canvas, awnings and can-
vas coverings must be fireproof. All
electric Installatlon of cables, lamps,
wires and conductors in the interlor of
the buildings must be put up under the
supervision of the director of exploita-
tion. All motive power will be admit-
ted only under rigld conditions. The
use of celluleld in lamps, globes, bal-
loons and other fancy apparatus for
lighting decoration will be forbldden,
The regulations for heating and light-
ing provide that it can only be done
by gas and electricity, The use of
hydroearbures, olls and petroleum,
acetylene gas and other gases Lhan coal
gas 13 poaitively forbldden, either for
heating, lighting or motive power, The
construction of meeting halls, cafes,
concert halls and theaters must be of
fireproof material, and the theater
curtains must be of lron or asbhestos
cloth. The lighting of such placea will
he sxclusively by electileity, A fAre
service as noarly perfect as possible
will be satabiised, with a water plping
and pressure sufficient for firemen’s
gorvice. The administration assumes
the right to enforce any measures that
may he deemed necessary 0 assure
safety — lron Age

Consumption of Champagne.
New York consumption of cham-
paghe during the past year waa the
greales! ever khown

Ihenver & heling Town.
Nenvyer has mare bleycles In
proportion than any Giher ¢My in Lhe
couniry
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