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One touch of weather make;; “thl.
whole world sit up and talk about it.

Mra. Winslow's Soothing Syrup for Children
eething, softens the gums, reduces inflamma.
Uon,allays pain,cures wind colic,25¢ a bottledin

When an actress dies or is sued for
divorce her real name comes out.

BEEDS—AlMalfa $6; timothy, blue grass
ecane 82, sweet clover §0. hrn’:rsfornla&ron?
on crop paym’ts. J. Mulhall, 8oo City, Ia.

Put off until tomorrow the worry-
ing you might do today.
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And a woman elther poses,
poses or imposes.

sup

ASKE FOR ALLEN'S FOOT-EASE, ¢
the Antlseptlc powder to shaks Inte your
shoen.  Relleves Corns, Bunions, Ingrowing
Nails, Swollen and Bweating feet, Blisters
and Callous spots. Sold everywhers, 260,
Don’t accept any subatitute. Sample FREE,
Addreas Allen 5. Olmsted, LeRoy, N.Y. Adv.

Matter Easily Explained.
Two lawyers met on the street. “I've
been wondering about you,” said one

" “What were you wondering about

me?" “Well, I've heard you address
a jury and I thought that you were the
most eloquent man in Cleveland. Then
I've heard you make an after-dinner
speech at a banquet and you were—
pardon me—pretty rotten. Now, how
is that?" “I'll tell you. When I'm
talking to a jury my dinner depends
on my speech. When I'm talking to a
bunch of diners I've already had my
dinner.”

! Was Much Impressed.

A little girl who mad acted as ring
bearer at a cousin's wedding was in-
clined to view her part of the im-
pressive ceremony with great serious-
ness. One day some time afterward
the child heard her grandmother talk-
ing of her possible future marriage.

“You know, I'm half married al-
ready,” the child earnestly remarked.

“Half married already? What do
you mean, child?" asked the surprised
grandmother,

“Why, don’'t you remember when 1
carried Cousin Carrie's wedding ring?”

Perfectly Clear.

“l1 wonder why so many trains are
late?” sald young Mrs. Torkins as she
watched the man chalk up the figures
on the blackboard.

“Well,” replied her husband, ‘“for
one thing, traffic is much heavier than
it used to be.”

“Of course! And the heavier a load
1s, the harder work a locomotive has
o pull it!”

Practical Mald.

Bhe—Of course, I'm much honored
by your proposal, but I must have a
few days to think it over.

He—Well, when may I come for my
answer?

She—Let's see. Monday, there's the
‘washing; Tuesday I must put up clean
curtains, and Wednesday I must make
some jam. Come on Thursday.

’ His Contribution.
“IDd old Closefist give you anything
for the charity benefit fund?"'
“Oh, yes; he gave me his candid
opinfon of it.”

The Degrees.
“Love opens one's heart.”
“Yes, and marriage opens one’s
eyes.”
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Good Day
Follows
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Ty a dish of

Post
Toasties

tomorrow morning.

These sweet, thin bits made
from Indian Comn are cooked,
toasted and sealed in tight
packages without the touch

of human hand.

They reach you fresh and
isp—ready to eat from the |
me by adding cream or

mi and a I OE sugar,

if desired.
Toasties are a jolly good
dish—
Nourishing
Satisfying
Delicious

AN

BLAINE HAD UNUSUAL
MEMORY SAYS WRITER

Brand Whitlock, In the American
Magagzine.

for a young correspondent who had
an eager curiosity about life, it was an
interesting experience to go on a jour-
ney. I remember my delight in being
assigned to a little trip dewn through
Indiana with James G. Blalne. He was
then secretary of state in Presldent
Harrison's cabinet, and wunhappy, as
most men are apt to be in public posi-
tions though a sort of cruel and evil
fascination will not let them give up
the vain pursuit of them—vainest per-
haps when they are won,

When I reached the station Mr.
Blaine was already there, walking up
and down the platform arm in arm with
his son Emmons. He was a gray man,
dressed in gray clothes, with spats
made of the cloth of his habit, and
there was about him an alr of vague
sadness, which in his high countenance
became almost a pain, though just then
In the companionship of his son he
loved, there was for a little while the
expression of a mild happineas, maybe
a solace.

Willlam ‘Walter Phelps, then our
minister to Germany, was traveling
with him, and on the way down to
South Bend the constant entrance of
plain citizena from the other coaches
into our car filled Mr. Phelps with a
kind of wonder. Commercial travelers,
farmers, all sorts and conditions of
men came and Introduced themselves
to Mr. Blaine, and he =at and talked
with them all in that simplicity which
marks the manners, even iIf it has de-
parted from the spirit, of the republic.

*“It {8 a remarkable sight,” said Mr.
Phelps to us reporters, “a sight you
would witness in no other country in
the world, There is the premier of a
great government, and yet the com-
monest man may approach him without
ceremony, and talk to him as though
he were nobody.”

With my interest in the tariff ques-
tion, which then seemed to me so fun-
damental, I did not lose the opportunity
to ask Mr. Blaine about his reciprocity
project;: but after & while the conver-
sation turned to mere personal sub-
jects. When he lJearned I was from
Ohlo, he asked me suddenly if I could
name the counties that formed the sev-
eral congressional districts of the state.
i could not, of course, do that, and I
supposed no one in the world could do
it or ever want to do It; but he could,
and with a naive pride in the accom-
plishment he did, and then astounded
me by saying that he could almost
match the feat with any state in the
union.

The Next French President.
From Harper's Weekly.

From his first day in the popular
chamnber Raymond Poincare showed
the wonderful union of force with tact
which marks all he does. Conscious of
his own force, he set himself quietly
to work, making himself effective
rather than consplcuous, thus winning
friends without arousing enemies. “‘He
aroused no enthusiasm and was not
anxious to create any. This was his
first power. Then he called forth no
envious hatred. This was his second
power. And little by little Polncare
revealed himself, He spent no hour
profitlessly; every word, every gesture
made for the realization of the plans
which he thenceforward held, plans for
the gradual growth of his personal
force. Never to scatter his forces, this
was his first principle; he always
sought to bring them to a focus. And
his second principle was always to be
engaged in effective work, devoting his
fresh energles to practical. aims.”
There is a certain resemblance here to
Gladstone's early parliamentary life.
Both were men of imagination, born
orators, writers, vet both first made
a mark in the field which seems least
favorable to elogquence, the department
of finance. Gladstone became the au-
thor of budgets. Polncare became the
critic of finance ministers. "“His elo-
quence was as limpid as his subject
was obscure.” ;

One of the chief internal questions
which he and his colleages have had
to face is the mew militant policy of
the revolutionary soclalists, the polley

associated with the words ‘syndical-.

{sm’ and ‘“sabotage,” which means col-
lective violence and destruction applied
as a weapon Iin “the struggle between
capital and labor,”” We have had {l-
lustrations of the apirit of this new
movement in this country. We shall
in all probability have still further, il-
lustrations of it. And when we realize
fts full scope and its menace to the
very elements of personal and national
freedom we shall be better able to
understand the work which has al-
ready been done in France to conquer
it by men llke Georges Clemenceau,
Aristide Briand and Raymond Poln-
care. ’

Another Menace.

From Wallace's Farmer.

The other day a notlce was posted at
the Y. M. C. A. rooms and dormlitories
which read: ‘“Members of the Y. M. C. A.
and visitors to the assoclation bullding
will please refrain from plarinf or sing-
ing music of the following kind in or
about the bulldings: 'Hltch{ol(oo,‘ ‘Row,
Row, Row,” ‘Everybody's ing It ete.
Buch songs are suggestive and not at all
ié-u keeplng with the ideals of the assocla-

on.”

The country is belng flooded with trashy
musie. If the air ig catchy, children are
allowed to sing the song though the words
may be objsctlonable, and in this way are
taught sentiments which would horrify
the parents if they appeared In leas at-
tractive gulse, We n to watch the mu-
slc as well as the reading of our children.
The tmhg funny papers are spolling the
eye for the normal and beautiful, their
lﬂum-y illiterate @speech spolling the
tongue; If we add to these the vulgar pop-
ular song to spoll the ear we are doing
our children a wrong for which they wili
have every right to censure us when they
reach years of discretion. We must not
forget that there are other than physical
hurts which come to children, and that
we need to guard against vulgarity in
word, thought and deed as we guard
againet fire and accldents.

Burma, the Woman's Paradise.
From the Christian Herald.

Mrs, Carrie Chapman Catt Is the first
round-the-world woman suffrage mis-
slonary. Bhe ls the first world's evangelist
of woman's political equaltty. Durlng her
globe-ancireling tour of 1911-12, as presi-
dent of the World's Woman Suffrage Alli-
ance (In which 28 countries are now rep-
resented), Mra, Catt has visited three con-
tinents and has planted the nuclel of
Women's Enfranchisements groups in a
dozen natlons.

It was a great surprige to Mrs, Catt on
her arrival In Rangoon, the metropolls of
Burma, to find that women In Burma have
had the munlcipal vote for yvears. Parsee,
Hindu, Mohammedan, Chinese and Bndd-
hist women are allke on the electors’

rolls and actually vote. The Burmese
women have been In complete enjoyment
of the right to control thelr own property

from time Immemorial; men and women

'
are equal under the law.

That Wouldn't Deo.
‘“What shall 1 write this young lady

about her story? 1 don't like to de-
cline it harshly."
“Tell her it is too sad for our maga-

zine.”
“But this is supposed to be a humaor-
ous story.”

In Clover.
The suffraget parade and Inaugura.
tlon festivities will keep Washington
doctors busy for the rest of the winter

SYNOPSIS.

In the tfme of Queen Anne, Lady Fru
dence Brook, widowed at 16 and still a
widow at two and tweniy, while journey-
Ing In a coach to London with her co
Peggy, Is accosted by a highwayman who,
EF’“‘WEI‘. takes nothing from ber except &

iss,

The two girls live with their grand-
mother, Lady Drumloch, who, despite her
reduced clrcumstances, maintains & E&Y
soclal position in the court clrcle

Prue is small, gay, delightful, daring, e=-
travagant, and always in debt

She 1s perpetually pursued by creditors
and just now is In deg water for want 0'5
& few bs'umleas wllth J\J\r‘;aLch tollélle; : ik
80wn by whose ald she hopes
the queen's favor, very recently lost by
one of .her mad pranks,

She decides to visit Aaron’s, & notorious
money lender, and asks him to take cars
of her debts on the strength of m"ﬁ“\p‘.
proaching marriage to Sir Geoffrey

desert,
4 e
Aaron Informs her, however, that Bea
desert Is himself head over heels In debt

and while Prue is still in his office BIf
Geoffrey arrivea.

— 5 t
Prue at once secrets hersell in & e!ntl;’!r

and 1o her astonishment overhears
Geoffrey ask for advances of money, also
on the strength of thelr engagemen

= he
Prue reads in a paper an account of t
trial and -entcnc:fyf Robin Freenh\::t:;;
the highwayman who had ki nged at
the moors, and that he is to be hang
Tyburn the following Monday.

b to
Suddenly she recalls that accordlng
legal custom the debts of & wmo:'., s
buried In the coffin of her husband.

a of

She conceives the whimsical ide her

marrying Robin in order 1o escipe
debts.

Accompanied by l;;gxy she visits New-
Bute prifm: and Robin, who 18 alwldg in
love with her, consents to the ceremony.

il 1th
Afterward Prue asks to be alone W
him for a few minutes and allows him to
kiss her again and feels pity for his ap-
proaching execution,

rd Beaucombe also visits Robin and
Rg‘t?u;l tells him ihat he has proof that
Beaucombe {8 not the legitimate heir to
the title and threatens If he is not re-
leased to see that proof of this fact gets
to Beaucombe's enemies.

On Monday Is Peggy suffering keenly
because of hgr belief that Robin, now be;
ginning to be & hero in her eyes, is a.btlm
to be hanged she s astonished at seeing
him enter the house and is told that he
has been reprieved and set at liberty.

For his freedom Robin, whose real nam;
1s De Cliffe, agrees to make over to Lor
Beaucombe a tPa:;m-r conveying his clalm
to the title and estate to him.

He has no sooner done this than Lord
Beaucombe treacherously tries to capture
him. Robin by cleverly disguising him-
gelf In a borrowed coat and hat and using
Lord Beaucombe's horse, escapes.

At a rout at Marlborough House the
queen loses a dlamond necklace and as it
{8 known that Robin In a red domino has
been present he is suspected of the theft.

Prue, who has learned where he hides,
goes to him, confesses her love for him,
and persuades him to give up the neck-
lace which she restores to the Duchess of
Marlborough for the queen.

CHAPTER XXV, Continued.

Having skillfully wrought her up to
this point, Peggle had retired, leaving
her revelations to work upon Lady
Drumloch’s long-dormant but far from
extinct passton for the cause which had
robbed her of husband, sons and world-
ly possessions, and left her nqthlng for
the consolation of her declining years
but unrecognized devotion to the most
ungrateful of dynasties,

Too excited 10 think of bed, the cous-
ins were stlll eagerly exchunging con-
fidences, when Prue stopped abruptly
and listened., Peggle was hurrylng on
with her story, but Prue checked her
with 8 warning hand.

“Hark, Peggie, did you hear that?
Was it not someone knocking at our
door?"'

Peggle ilstened, and the knocking
was repeated. She threw open the win-
dow, and thrusting her head out, with-
drew it after a brief investigation, with
the announcement thiat there was a
man in the street, looking up at thelr
lighted window,

“Only one man?" queried Prue,
it be Robin?"

“I think not,” said Peggle; "it docs
not scem -tall enovugh—this man is—
there Is the knocking again—what shall
we do?"

“Something has happened to Robin!”

“Can

cried Prue, hastily throwing a cloak
about her. “I musgt go down and see
what Is the matter.”

“1T'lIl come with you," cried Peggle,
impelled partly by curiosity and partly
by the impulse to protect her cousin.
They ran down together, and at the
door paused to take counsel. It was

no uncommon thing in those days for
the “Mohawks™ o batter thus at quiet
citizens’ doors and mistreat the person
who answered thelr summons, or even,
if 0 woman, to carry her off, shrieking
and struggling.

“Who Is there?’ Prue demanded
through the closed door.

“Jt is I, Steve Larkyn,”' a volce re-
plied. *“Oh! Mistress Brooke, I Dbe-
seech you open the door; they have
taken my master!"

Prue flung the door open, and there
stood Steve, ghastly pale In the broad
moonlight.

“They have taken yvour master? Then
what are you doing here, alive and un-
hurt?"' she cried passionately.

“Madam, what could one arm, and
without a sword, avail against a dozen
men, fully armed? The captain had
but time to say to me, ‘Fly to Pru-
dence!'—your pardon, but those were
his words—when they surrounded him

and made him prisoner without a
chance to defend himself.”
“Oh, dear God!"™ murmured Prue,

covering her face with her trembling

hands. "It I1s my fault; If I had left
him with Barbara, he would now be
#afe, 1 brought him away to his death

for a jealous whim! Where have they
taken him?"' she demanded, looking at
Steve with widely distended cyves, '“To
Newgate? to the tower? Tell me and

I will go to him and share his prison.”

“1 don’'t know what they mean to
do with him,'" sald Bteve, “but they
were taking him to Lord Beachcombe's
houge &

“lord Beachcombe Oh, I see It all!
This Is no arrest; it {8 a plot to rob
and mayhap to murder him. Lord
Beachecombe fancies that he has to deal
with a defenseless outlaw and a weak
woman, 1 will show him that there

are stronger weapons than swords and
biudgeons, 1 will go instantly to Rod-
ney house."

“dh, Prue, walt until morning!" im-
plored Peggle.

“And give Lord Beachcombe time to

‘cf Praue
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spirit Robin away to some secret dun-
Beon, where I may, perhaps, never
find him alive? No! I will go to him
at once, without a moment's delay."

“Then 1 will go with you,” erled Peg-
gle, “You cannot go to Lord Beach-
combe's house alone.”

“Cannot 1?7 Besides, I shall not be
alone; Steve Larkyn will escort me."
She turned to Robin's faithful hench-
man with a wan smile, "One woman
I8 enough for you to take care of;
and you, Peggle dear, will watch for
me, so that when I return 1 can get
In without rousing the house. Belleve
ne, dear,” she went on flrmly, as Peg-
gle wag about to remonstrate, “what
I have to do can be better done by my-
gelf alone; and I am not timid, as you
know."

“But, Prue—what on earth can you
do for Robin, by going to Lord Beach-
combe in the middle of the night?"
Peggle urged, in desperation.

“That remalns to be seen,” said Prue,
with a smile of mystery. I think I can
make Lord Beachcombe set him free,
and be grateful for the chance. Come,.
Steve,” and wrapping her mantle
closely round her, she drew the hood
well over her face and went out with
4 resolute step into the street, already
growing gray in the early dawn of the
May morning.

The court yard of Rodney house was
all astir when Prudence, clinging to
Steve Larkyn's arm, stole through the
great gateway, and under the deep
shudow of the arcade that flanked the
main entrance. That was closed, but
from a low door a few feet away, o
flood of light poured upo a traveling
carrlage with four horses and a group
of mounted men. Without a moment's
hesitation, Prue darted past them, ran
down a few stone steps and found her-
self In a large, bare basement hall,
where Robin, his dress in disorder and
his hands tled behind him, stolidly
confronted Lord Beachcombe in a
white heat of fury.

At Prue's sudden apparition a couple
of servitors Interposed to stop her and
Lord Beachcombe, in a volce hoarse
with rage, shouted, “Who are these
people? What the devil do they want?
Turn them out—"

Prue's silvery laugh rang out. “Not
so fast,” she crled, flinging back her
hood. "I have business of the utmost
importance with Lord Beachcombe,”
and she swept him a mockingly cere-
monious curtsey,

No lady of the court, not even the
great Duchess Sarah herself, was bet-

ter known than the beautiful
“Widow Brooke.” The sight of
her famillar face seemed to para-
Iyze every one present. The

lackeys fell back abashed, Robin gazed
at her speechless, and Beachcombe's
sallow face flushed with a purple that
suffused even his eyeballs,

"Viscountess Brooke!"” he stammered,
“What in the name—"

“You are surprised ?”” she interrupted.
“To be sure, my visit Is somewhat un-
timely,” Bhe came close to him and
lowered her volce almost to a whisper.
"“Did you find what you expected when
you searched 'Captain de CHffe?’ she
inguired Insinuatingly,

"How do you know I searched him?"
demanded Beachcombe.

“Why, when one sees a man with his
hands tied behind him and his pockets
Inslde out, it {8 not unreasonable to
nuppose that he has been searched, Yet
Lll venture to say, Lord Beachcombe,
that whatever you found, It was not
what you were looking for!"

“How can you know anything about
that?" he replied, with dawning sus-
plcion. “Perhaps you know what it
was and where it may be found. If
80, you must be aware that It has no
value except to me—"

“And Captain de Cliffe,” she inter-
posed,

“Captain de Cliffe!” he repeated
with a bitter and disdainful emphasis.

“What would you have me call himn?"
she bent forward and in a whisper sug-
gested, “Robert—Earl Beachcombe?—
is that better?"

The blood ebbed from his face, leav-
ing It ghastly with fear and fury. He
cast a hasty glance toward the group
of men surrounding Robin, and al-
though they were quite out of earshot,
he flercely motioned them to a greater
distance. Then he pulled himself to-
gether sufficlently to force a sardonlc
laugh,

“Was it to play comedy that your
ladyshlp honored me with this noc-
turnal visit?” he sneered,

“Not altogether,” she replled. *“I
came to prevent your harming Captaln
de Cliffe, and, incidentally, yourself.
Now tell me—In confldence—not hav-
ing found the documents you sought,
what do you propose to do with your
prisoner?”

“1 propose,” sald Beachcombe slowly,
“to hand him over to justice, I belleve
the—documents—to be lost. At any
rate, I am willlng to hazard the risk
of thelr recovery in order that this man
may recelve his deserts as a traitor
and a malefactor. After he has been
hanged, there wlll be plenty of time for
me to deal with a claim that has no
longer a claimant.”

“And you really hate him encugh to
prefer his death to your own safety?'
Prue could not repress a shudder at
the cold ferocity of his tone,

“What if I secure both?" he retorted,
gratified by the effect he had produced.
“This man s a traltor and has earned
a traitor's death. Although I may not
have found what I sought, I have
found papers that will send him to the
gallows, and give me a clalin to the
gratitude of the government, Do not
trouble further about him, his fate is
sealed,”

“And how If another clalmant, per-

haps far stronger, should spring up
In his place? How if he leaves a wid-
ow?" sugmgested Prue, “One, for ex-

ample, able and willilng to pursue his
claim 2"

“I am not uneasy about that,"” he
replied, but his tone wag less confident
than his words. “l1 have the best of
ru;"aTona for knowing that he is not mar-
rled.”

“"And you think that, having no wife,
and leaving no — helr — to his claim
(you acknowledge that he has a claim)
It will cease with his death, because
there is no one to pursue ItT™

“My dear Lady Prudence, a lawyer
could not have put it more clearly!
That is exactly his position; I think
mine i{s pretty safe, even If those re-
doubtable documents should still be in
exlstence, It will then be merely a
matter of money-—someone will bleed
me more or lesa coplously—but that
will be the end of the trumped up
clalm of Captain—Freemantle.”

"Well, Lord Beachcombe,” sald Prue,
smiling up into his face, "now I ask
you, as a favor to me, to liberate Cap-
taln Freemantle, and to molest him no
further. 1 will answer for it that he
will jeave the country Immediately and

abandon his clalm. Surely, you will not

refuse a favor that is so hard to ask
and so easy to grant!”

Beachcombe laughed unpleasantly.
“Come, dear Viscountess," he said, and
his tone, though bland, was tinged with
Insolence, “1 know of old your thirst
for adventure, but surely it has been
slaked by the romantic eplsode of the
queen’'s necklace and the mysterious
spiriting away of your cavalier—your
knight of the road—by Barbara Sweet-
ing! The excitement of the affalr has

evaporated; its novelty has staled.
Waste no more of your enchanting
wiles on so sorry a subject. 1 have

made up my mind, and even for the
sake of the most charming of women,
I will not change it."

“Yet I think I may Induce you,” sald
Prue, undountedly, “because to my cer-
tain knowledge Captaln de Cliffe has a
wife and those precious papers are in
her possession. Bhe knows their value,
too, and will only give them up on her
own terms. If you will not grant me
this gentleman's life as a favor—will
you make a bargaln with her?

Astonishment and doubt struggled
with Lord Beachcombe's self command,
but he kept an unmoved face, although
an inkling of the truth began to force
itself upon him, Not the whole Incred-
ible truth, of course, but enough to
make him suapect that Lady Prudence
Brooke was more than commonly in-
tllzrostod in the subject of their discus-
sion.

“And what might be the terms of the
bargain?" he demanded, after a brief
hesitation.

“You had better settla them with
Captaln de Cliffe,” she sald, “and I
pledge my word that his wife will agree
to whatever will satisfy him."”

“I will make no terms with him,"”
sald Beachcombe, sullenly. “If 1 Hsten
to any proposition it is entirely for
your sake, Lady Prudence, and must
come from you and be carried out by
you alone.”

.She reflected a few moments, while
he watched her Intently.

“This is my propoeal,' she sald, at
last., "“That you will liberate your cap-
tive, giving him such time to reach a
place of safety as he considers neces-
sary. And then when you have. re-
celved the packet you will engage not
to take any steps to prevent his leav-
ing the country., In return I promise
that hias wife will consider the whole
matter at an end and regard the clalm
as though It had never existed."

““And when 1 have liberated him and
given him every opportunity to elude
Justice, what security have I that
those papers will be dellvered to me?"
he demanded,

“T myself will be hostage for him.
Send Bteve with him and when he re-
turns, having left his master in safety,
I will hand you the packet. Does that
eatisfy. you?"

Robin, sitting on the corner of a table,
a little apart, could only guess from a
word here and there that arose above
the low volced colloquy that Prue was
mnking terms for him, the condlitiona
of which It was not difficult to divine.
Cruelly as It irked him to see her plead-
ing with his bitter enemy for his life,
he resisted the strong temptation to
interfere, as he certalnly would have
done could he have known that she
was offering to remaln a hostage to
this unscrupulous man until his safety
had been purchased by her acknowl-
edgment of their marriage, She was
too well aware of that to Admit him
to the conference.

Lord Beachcombe, sullenly balancing
pros and cons, found It no easy matter
to decide between the gratification of
his revenge upon Robin and the fear
of losing what might be his last chance
of securing the coveted documents,

It 18 impossible to eay how long he
might have fluctuated between two de-
slres equally importunate, but it was
at last borne in-upon the sluggieh cur-
rent of his intelllgence that the cer-
tificates were possibly that moment In
the possession of Lady Prudence
Brooke, who certainly would not hesl-
tate to use them for his humillation if
he exasperated her,

“What will you do if I refuse?’ he
said at last,

"“Then,” sald Prue, with spirit, "I
shall go stralght from here to the
duchess of Marlborough and lay the
whole story—including the documents
—before her. Bhe has pledged herself
to t me any request I make of her,
and Will not consider the life of a
highwayman too high a price to eancel
her debt to me.” ]

‘“The duchess 18 no longer the power
behind the throne,” sald Beachcombe,
with a scowl. “If you rely upon her
influence-—""

“I do not rely upon that alone,” said
Prue, retalning her patience with the
greatest difficulty; “I will go to the
queen herself and plead with her—oh!
when 1 show her my heart she cannot
resist the appeal of my prayers and
tears——'" BShe forgot for the moment
where she was and who was her lis-
tener, and in imagination was already
at the feet of her royal mistress. Beach-
combe regarded the sapphire eyes
sparkling through unshed tears and the
piteous tumult of the lovely bosom be-
neath the laces of her ball dress, and
his pulse quickened dizzily.

“If her graclous majesty were a king,
I think he would give you whatever
you were pleased to ask,” he breathed.
“Ah! Prue—-""

“And can you refuse me, when with
a word you can gecure my gratitude—
my friendship—for life?"’ 8he stretched
out her hands with & gesture go allur-
ing, and turned upon him a look of
such compelling appeal as might have
melted even a colder heart than his.
He could not altogether resist her, but
he still sought to temporize.

(Continued Next Week.)
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“improved” Bull Fight.

A bull fight in Tokio is quite as
much excuse for a gala day as a bull
fight in Madrid. Business men leave
their offices, and women and children
their homes, to hurry to the arena.
Stripped of all the less exciting, or

less horrible, preliminaries which
characterize the Spanish bull fight, the
animals are brought in and sent at
each other at once, So the battle is
shorter, and two or three more fizhts
will follow In quick succession dur
ing the course of an afternoon’s “en-
tertainment.”

URGING GREAT SALE
OF CANNED FOODS
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Cynicus—There isn't any. 1 koow
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