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]:hc- Queen stood with a hand half | word was brought that a messenger
I"ied. arrested. Her blue eves were | of the marguis wished to see the
Framosis Bes gae & peasant bate of alive with the crossing and weaving | Queen.

B v mte en smiesis et 15 of gwift ideas, and then with a catch | “Let me see him too, my mother,”
Chapalir «f Fra “the ¥ “a- | ©f her breath she laughed at him |the silent, grave young man begged.
?:'-- ) A - - : .= | like a pleased child. “Doctor, you are “It may be that I can help you. 1
" S . s |3 very clever man” ehe said. “To | wish to help.”
o . K mg» - o gether we are going to save lhe'l in a moment Fritz introduced a
;"’u' A SR o ay fe * | Prince.” | slight alert person whose delicate face
age w Frass ots ger who | The vivacity of the schoolgirl of | was made remarkable by a pair of
. G e R e | Madame de Campan flashed for @ mo- | eyes large and brilliant and full of
Ha- Gaspe T — wiih | ment into her manner, warmed to sud- | visionary shadows, yet alive with fire.
e I meawras e e | den life by the joy of hope. The doc-;One saw first those uncommon eyes
Ser XKagoie - bos's imag-y tOF waited. enchanted, bewildered, to jand then the man. If they had not
ety wUL seres of lis cmmpelgss | hear his cleverness explained, but Hor- | been entirely concerned with his mes-
I._'f o i 5 eave bis | tense did always the unexpected thing. | sage they might have remarked that
Paresis bt im the cnd becomes & cops- | ~1im not going to tell you,” she said. |he trembled as he looked at the
- b gemernl and  earms of SBe fea:p jeast pot till 1 have to—not till | Prince’s face; that his voice shook as
Pricodebip etwven ' gro--al and Mar i

smpalgted with the gen- | lomorrow at all events. But all today.
ore Napoleon Marguis Zappi and | g vou visit your patients you may
- mm'::.::. o B Ithmh that you are saving the Prince
Quws won_whie the former @ces  10]from his enemies—and tomorrow you
Arerics asbe Frateis to 2o 3 ttiema may know how. Goodby. Doctor,” and
;'r wis son.  The boy solesnnly promises  puzzled and pleased, the physician | Zappl, my employer, is ill. He was
o 2 e Chatea tw 4] i
Nt Toget e teaving Piotre as & | TES SUNE. |taken suddenly last night, and today
word of the genersl Alise Petro and “Send Fritz to me,” the Queen or-|is much worse, and there is no chance
Ta®% ] 4 | = o PTov ] =
gy g Z_.-ru.::‘;ﬁ'n\iv:‘rr.‘ T eaprots | Gered. and a moment later the young | that he can travel with your Majesty
saves Bds Nfe The general discovers man who was for years the confiden- | tcmorrow.
;:m'g.\ﬁ.;'? €~ 0t st |tial servant of Hortense, who knew | The Queen threw out her hands with
fere Setmeen the giri and Pietra. Fran- ] more of the history of her middle |a gesture of hopelessness. *“What can
vears, perhaps, than any other, stood | we do?" she exclaimed. “Am I to plan
before her. “Fritz, when does a packet | and plan and have always an uncon-
| sail for Corfu®" she demanded. querable obstacle? Can I not save
Fritz Rickenbach counsidered it his | my boy? I might have known that

he answered the Queen’s question.

“I bave the unhappiness, your Maj
esty, to bring you bad news,” he sald.
speaking to her, but still gazing ea-
gerly at the Prince. “The Marquis

Qs Fagys who

e

Culs gues to [taly as secrelary 10 Pletro

CHAPTER Xi1,

The Mother of a3 Prince.

‘
= 2 - g business to know everything. “To | evervthing seemed too bright this
e e s i, e e
woves danced. Out on the bue wa- You will see that the luggage of [is not possible that after all they

Prince Louis is on board, and that a:ahould"—-she looked at her son; her
carriage is ready to take him there,”  courage came springing back. “They
she ordered. i shall not take you,” and her eyes

“But ves, your Majesty,” Fritz still | lashed defiance at a world of enemies,
| stood regarding her seriously. “It is | and she went over and threw her arm
'a great happiness to me, your Majesty, ' about his neck. "Louis, don't let your-

tér lay a feet of fishing boats, and the
wind Sapped tora sails and the sun-
light glanced on battered hulis and
Bttered docks. The woman who sat
by an open window of the palace

pashed the black trailing of her gown
from ber, as If the somberness bhurt
bher eyes. she laid ber bead against |
the window-{rame and stared at the |
brecsetossed waves and the nshmg'
Lot

It may be our only hope of escape
~—{hose uretched boats ™ she sald half
sloud and ber blue eyes were full of |
szdness almost of hopelessness

A sound caught her ear and she NN

that his Highness is well enough to |
travel” !

Fritz knew perfectly that there was
a complication somewhere, and he|
Itanted to know what it was. His
curiosity was patent, but his deep in- |
terest in the affairs of his people|
could not be an impertinence, and the
Queen smiled at him. !

“You shall know about it, Fritz™ |

ef her hend guickly. The door mm'she said. “The Austrians are mm-}
dhe sass =~ partly open and {ing. The Prince can not be moved.
ens meved there, Sk wad all If they take him, it means death. They

She tu 8. the lives of her figure must believe that he is gone, and it
falling agaiz iote a melancholy pose is for you ;nd me t0 make them be-
“The & : a.Jeng !:m.e_“ s lieve it, Fritz. You must get a pass- |

port signed by all of the authorities— |
. abd 1 T 3 |
‘:):: gazed outl once mcre 10 the v is easy today: you must en -l

T bad 1} s spitited ’“n‘.h:a plare in the packet for tonight;

- | yvou must tell the servants—tell every
::: "m:!::' ‘Po m:_r?b?dhiz one—that the Prince goes to Cortu.!
led the laughter whick echoed through “t;:f‘:: :1“';0:;: W peager g
those avenues of lime and plantain, » .
oliess Sumtems snd Teeally Sod rh;t_ 1 stay, but they will not moleati
éraws the figure of Napoleon himself az i tom:?. Do you understand the
tnto the vortes of gindoess which was "h_l;' ey S
bor atmosphbere Always brightness ' - . Je Shpwty.” Rehis an-
secimed to follow bher through the en-
chantment of the place; alwars she
secmed 1o move (o galety. Today, on
& March morning of 1834, this was she |
— tioriense

The dssghter of France she bad
been, the guees of Holland and now
for years an exile Here il a fugi-
tive, in ber nephew’s palace at An-
cona, with the Austrians at the gate
of the city, she waited In anxiety al-
Wost moTe intense Than she could bear
the word of the doctor as to her soa.

And so the packet sailed for Corfu,
and all day before the sailing
servants of Hortense moved busily |

rying lugzage and making arrange-
iments. And only one or two knew
the secret that Prince Louis 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 Witz and the doc-
tor

swered with his face alight !

self be excited, dearest. They shall
not take you. [ 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.

“0f course,” she said suddenly, and
[aughed—a  spontaneous laughter
which seemed to flood her with vouth-
fulness. She turned her blue glance
swiftly on the newcomer, the slender
boy with the luminous ayes. “You are
in the employ of the Marquis Zappl
monsieur ™

“But yes, your majesty. I am the
secretary of Monsieur la Marquis™
She paused a second, seemed to take
stock of the young man., ol his looks,
bis bearing, his accent

“You are French. Have you & sym-

. | pathy with the family of my son, with
It will be known |1ha Bonapartes?

It was as if a door had been opened
into a furnace, so 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

the | half-shut heavy glance, which had the

Napoleonic gift of holding a picture,

| between the palace and the boat. car- | rested on him atteutively. Louis Bona-

| parte seemed to remember something.
| “What is your name, monsieur?” he

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

| “Francois Beaupre, sire.” The young
i man seemed to be out of breath.
| “Sire!” Louis Napoleon repeated. And

Five days before. at Forll her older! Two days later, as the Queen “”Lhen. “l have seen you before. Where

e quietly by her boy's bedside, she heard
:"u-n:“-:::' s;?m:gr'.::: as she | 2at the vanguard of the Austrians
thought of this other—Louis—now her had entered the city, and almost at
esily child, lying i the room beyond | °°C® Fritz came to tell her that the
i= 2 Migh fever, fll with the disease | P80 In which ehe was staying had
with which his brother had fallen A | been chosen for the residence of the
womss's soul might well be over. Stoeral commanding. The probability
cromded with such sorrow and suck 'of this had not entered her mind; it
fear. but there was more. Her two seemed the last straw. The Austrian
bors bad thrown in their lot sbortly | Chce; demanded the Queen's own
before with the Italiam revolutionists. -rhamhe:l- furl his chief. but when the
and Sud fought, and had distinguished | " " "0 © Wife told him the name of
themselves And pow that the revo | the lady who was in the rooms which
lution of the Romagna was a failure ] had not been given up, he bowed deep-
that the Austrian army was advanc | Iy and said not ~ word. It was another
victoriously. now that
taken the older 1o safety. the younger
—logis—the invalid lad In the room !
beyond, was in imminent danger. He |
was excepted from the general am- |
Besty. the nstural ways of escape
closed., for the authorides of |
Tascany and of Switzeriand had let
Ber kuow that the Prince would not be
Permitted in those territories. From |
two of ber son'’s uncles, Card!
and King Jerome. had sent
i be were taken by the
was lost. And at the
when Hortense had decided to |
as Austrian feet appeared
Adriatic !
critical state were the
black-gowned woman |
the palace windows |
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Francoid® Was on His Knee by the
Bedside.

*or that brotherhood scattered over Eu-

E

old man said | TOpe—the friends of Hortense; it was
be the beémrer |an officer who had protected her years
before at Dijon.

tor™ The words So for a week they lived side by
felt that she | #lde with their enemies and only a
sble. few feet lay between the Prince and

, the fever has | capture, for his room was next that
rday. With his |of the Austrian general, with but a
e may hope—if | dovble door between. It was a life

of momentary anxlety, for the Queen
f 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
.| Louls was at last well enough to go.
He was to leave Ancona disgulsed as
ome of his mother's lackeye, the young
Marquis Zappi 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 passport.

CHAPTER XII1L.
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| was it? Not in Rome—not in Switzer
|land—ah!™ His hand flew out, and
with that Francois was on his knee by
the bedside, and had kissed the out-
stretched thin fingers, and the prince's
other hand was on his shoulder fra-
ternally.

“The old chateau of Vicques—my
| playfellow, Francois. I told you then
| I was going to remember, didn't 1™
Louis Napoleon demanded, laughing
boyishly. “Mother, he saved my life
from the falling wall. Do you remem-
ber the story of my runaway trip?
| And Hortense, smiling, delighted to
! see her sad-faced boy so pleased and
| exhilarated, did remember, and was
| gracious and grateful to the young
| Frenchman. “It is & good omen to
| have you come to us today,” she said
| with all the dazzling charm which she
1knew how to throw into a sentence.
| And then, eager with the headlong
] zest of a hunter for the game, she
| caught the thread which wove into the
| pattern of her scheming. “You would
risk something to save him, would

iyou not? You will take the place of

® | the marquis and travel with us, tomor-

| O, and help me carry away the
| prince to safety?"

| The dark young face was pale.

“Your majesty, It 1s a happiness 1 had
not dared to hope for yet.”

“Yet?” the prince demanded laconle-
ally. He saved words always, this lad,
but he always sald his thought.

The other boy's face turned to him,
and he answered ‘very simply, “But
¥es, your highness. 1 have known al-
ways that I should have a part in your
highness' fate.”

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 sentinels passed a
procession of whose true character
they were far from aware, else history
had changed. The guard watched the
departure; the sick lady—Hortense—
late queen, of
knew more’or less clearly, drove away
slowly in her traveling caleche, and on
the box* was a young man in the liv-
ery of a groom whom no one of the
half-awake 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 Zappi. 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

Holland, as they all"
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Louis and the sham marquis to drop
their liveries and®travel as the sons
of the English woman for whom their
passport was made out. The clothes
which Beaupre 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, I am sorry,” he
| stammered. “It is grief to me.” And
| then he threw himself impulsively on
| his knees by the side of Louis’ chair.
“My prince, 1 wear them with rever-
ence,” he said, and then, hesitating, he
added: “Perhaps 1 gvould seem less
unworthy if your highness knew that,
mere secretary as I am, 1 alm yet more.
I am noble. It is not simple Francois
Beaupre 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. But at the moment the queen
entered the room, and the lads sprang

There Was a Hubbub of Voices.

to their feet. Her eves caught the
picture of the young Frenchman in his
new dress'at once; they opened wide
and then filled with tears.

“Louis, Louis!™ she cried, and lald
her hand on his 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 miladi
smiled forgiveness. “Might an old
soldier of the emperor dare to say that
one could not help knowing the em-
peror's kinsmen?” He bowed low
again to both boys alike, and again
Hottense 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 recogmition and
loyalty now that they appeared to be-
long together. “Might an old soldier
of the emperor dare to show miladi—
her majestv—and the highnesses, the
sword which the emperor himself had
touched, the sword which he. Jean

threw himself on the horse. A sol-
dier caught at the bridle. The naked
sword twinkled and the man was un-
der Bleu-bleu's feet. For a second
there was a vortex of men and a fran-
tic horse, and riding the storm a buoy-
ant figure of fury, flashing a blade,
with infinite swiftness, this way and
thatt “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 sun-spotted, breeze-tossed
woods tore the chase; acrgss a road
and over a low fence, and still Fran-
cois led, but the heavy horses gained.
it was a hopeless hunt, for the land-
lord's mount was no match for the
big cavalry horses, vet 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 mow, and they were on him
in a moment, in &8 mass; he was seized
by a dozen burly Austrians.

The leader took a sharp 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 Bonapartes, Is
this lad he?"

Agd Friedrich lunged forward, gasp-
ing, for he had run his horee hgrd, and
shook his head. “No, my captain. 1
have never seen this one.”

spoke slowly. “I thought it was my

gently.

medicine?”
much npoticing the words, for the sick
man was clearly light-headed, yet with
a certain pleasant throb of memory
which always moved within him at the
name of Pietro.
name stood for some one dear to tha
jailer also. The signor took the medi
cine at once, llke a good child.

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

“But yes, signor; the doctor is
clever.”.
“l want to be better; I must get

well, for I have work to do as soon
ae | come out of prison.”

“Surely, signor.
now, 1 think, for it is five years; they
will let you go soon. I believe,” Bat-
tista lied kindly.

“You are good 10 me, Battista,” the
boy said. “and just now you gave me
a great pleasure.

were Pletro—my dear
Marquis Zappi.”
Battista, breathless, stared,
mered.
signor?™

Pietro—the

a name?
me—you will not repeat that name? 1
| would never have said it but that I

friend—my best friend.” he explained | SOUrS.

“Wiil the signor take the doctor's
Bau::ista asked then. mot | S¥stem full of cold, has sore throat,

It happened that the |

That will be soon |

It warms me vet to |
think of it, for, you see, I thought you |

stame |
“Whom—whom did you say, |

But the prisoner had flashed into'
reason. The color went out of his face |
| as the tide ebbs. “Battista, did I say |
Battista—you will not betray

1S CHILD CROSS,
FEVERISH, SicK

Look, Mother! If tongue is
coated, give “California
Syrup of Figs.”

Children love this “fruit laxative,”
and nothing else cleanses the tender
stomach, liver and bowels so micely.

A child simply will not stop playing
| to empty the bowels, and the result is
they become tightly clogged with
waste, liver gets sluggish, stomach
then your little one becomes
| cross, ball-sick, feverish, don't eat,
sleep or act naturally, breath is bad,

| stomach-ache or diarrhoea. Listen,
{ Mother! See if tongue is coated, then
| give a teaspoonful of “California
Syrup of Figs.” and in a few hours all
| the constipated waste, sour bile and
undigested food passes out of the sys-
| tem, and you have a well child again.
Millions of mothers give “California
Syrug of Figs"” because it is perfectly
harmless; children love it, and it nev-
er fails to act on the stomach, liver
| and bowels. i
Ask at the store for a 50-cent bottle
| of “California Syrup of Figs,” which
| has full directions for babies, children
of all ages and for grown-ups plainly
printed on the bottle. Adv.

We know from experience how good
a man feels after paying his debts,

Dr. Pierce’'s Pleasant Pellets cure con-
stipation. Constipaticn is the cause of
many diseases. Cure the cause and you
cure the discase. Easy to take. Adv.

Poverty makes it easy to live the
simple life.

l

No thoughtful person uses liguid blue. It'ss
sinch of blue in a large bottle of water. Ask for
iad Cross Ball Blue,the blue that'sall blue. Ady

It's easier for love to find the way
! than it is for dad to pay the bills,

The boy looked from one to anoth—{"‘“ not quite steady. I must have |
er of the threatening group, smiling, | been out of my head: I have never

composed in spite of his quick breath-

| spoken his name before in this placa

| disjointedly.

Gredin, an old cuirassier of the guard,
had carried in four battles? There
was a little story of the sword, a story |
also of the wonderfu! goodness of the !
emperor, which miladi—her majesty— !
permitting, he would 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 as it had ever been at Ulm
or Austerlitzz. 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
hie 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 tefise, his head turned
toward the doorway, listening.

And suddenly they were aware of a
stir, & growing noise; there were gal-
loping horses; there was a jingle of
harness, and voices. 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
the court of the inn.

“Mon dien!” He faced the three,
standing startled. He spoke fast and
low. *“Madame, it is a squad of Aus-
trian soldiers; they are upon us. What
can we do?" He hesitated only a sec-
ond. “Bleublen—my horse—saddled
under the tree yvonder—if one of the
princes—if the prince—" He glanced
uncertainly from one lad to the other.

But she game was out of his hands.
Quicker hands than his had caught the
play. Francois Beaupre, the saber of
the old cavalryman gleaming, in his
grasp, sprang to the doorway.

“It is monsieur there who is the
prince,” he explained rapidly to the
landlord. “Hide him, take care of him
—1 will draw 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

ing. The captain took a step close to iOh. if 1 should bring danger to him!
him and shook his fist in his face. | Battista, for God's sake, you will not | MEN
“You have fooled us, you young | repeat that name?" ;

game-cock, have you? But wait. Do| Battista spoke low, glancing at the |
Thousands Have BeenHelped

you know what we will do to you, you | heavy iron deor of the cell. “God for |
bantam of a Frencman? Do you know | bid. signor,” be whispered, “that 1
how we will treat you for thia, we Aus- | Should speak, here in his own castle, | By Common Sense
trians ™ | the name of my young master.” Sum
Color deepened in his cheeks, and | Thmd“l:-'sjl llons silence. The pris |
Francols drew up bis figure magnifi- | OD€r &n s jailer gazed at each other |
cently. - as if saying things bevond words, | WCme_n mﬂ'eri.ng from any for{n of
“You may do what you like, Mes- ! Then the boy put out his long hot fin- i emale ills are invited toenmmpmcata
sieurs.” he said gaily. “It is for you; | EeT and caught the man's sleeve. | promptly with the
my part is done. The prince is safe” | ~Battista™ he murmured, “Battista WSNERE prvain
—is that true? Is it possible? Do you | correspondence de-
CHAPTER XIV. know—my Pietro? . I;‘meptdthe Ly-
=i “Know him, signor? Battista’s deep ﬁmuﬁ
After Five Years. voice was unsteady. “My fathers have M COY”’ Lyan,
The window of the cell was small, | Served bis for eight hundred years™ w;ﬁ;e our!lett.erl
but it was low enough so that a man The man was shaking with a loyalty and answered b
standing could see from it the vast long pent up, but Francois lifted hie | : woman and b 13 o
sky and the sealine six miles away,  head. leaned on his elbow, and looked stri fd A ;m;n
and, by leaning close to the bars, the | at him thoughtfully. h]kctf her private ‘llnmtom mmy.
hill that sloped down into wooded | “But, Battista, I know you now: he m;”l mr:udm e:n‘f;g tial
country; bevond that the sand of the | has spoken to me of you; it was your itk ban e.xtendedm
shore. The jailer stood close by the | son. the little Battista, who was his | M“;!p :“lud:! HE RN T e S:::
; rant t y SPISLY. ramas
little window In the stormy eunset for | body-servant when they were chil |\ Vo ™ oo pooo they published a
 testimonial or used a letter without the
“One—two,~ he counted the drops| “I did not dream of it; I never knew mmc tof 3;::‘;‘3“"““‘;’
carefully up to nine, and then glanced | What castle this was: "never dreamed g et 2
“It is high time that the | 9€B. It is forbidden. I am risking | of in will s
doctor saw him,” the jailer spoke, halt | ¥ life every minute.” Out of the vast voiume of experience
run on. | am glad the governor is |I¥—You have been bhere too long. | } s g -
n - - sands. Surely any woman, richor
cover from his should d sat ! It is right 2o far. signor,” Battista | e
suddenly, with :ll:ub:i;shtaz-yes st::- {answered. "It is known you are ill; S N S e et et
“Why, my dear old Pietro!" and flung| With that e elipped to his knees | idential) Lynn, Mass.
out his hands eagerly toward the and lifted the feverish hands to his| Every woman ought to have

a better light as he dropped the medi- | dren?”
cine. “Yes, signor.”
at the prisoner om his cot in the cor | Of Castleforte; you would not tell me.” dent_:;i'le“ thet?nuger ht wl iatg theth wlfs.ln ds
ner, who tossed., and talked rapidly = | could not, signor. It was forbid ey
aloud. “If the governor had been here | “Go, Battista,” and Francois pushed ' which they have to draw from, it is more
this would not have been allowed to | Dilm away with weak hands. “Go quick: | than possible that they possess the very
coming back.” | There might be suspicion. "I could not | INE 18 asked i.n return except your good
With th;l the prisoner threw oft the ; live if I brought trouble on you.” : will, and their advice has helped thou-
: . i i offer of assistance. Address
ing at the jailer. I must care for the sick ones a little | EeRETOUS OL
“[‘ietm!"]:!e called in astonishment. | But 1 had better go now.” | Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co., (con-

| and would have sprung from the bed ' 1PS- “The friend of my voung mzas | Lydia E. Pinkham’s SO-page

té him (ter,” he said simply, but his voice | Text Book. Itis nota book for
2oL e | broke on the words. The traditional general distribution, as it is too
But the jailer was at his side and | -
held bim d:m‘n yet gently 8_,;:‘;“0“ | faithfulness of centuries was strong in | expensive. It is free and only
signor,” he said respeclt;llly. “Te melﬂiS‘ai the Zappis had been good obtainable by mail. Write for
only old Battista; vyou will eee if you imastfrse.doanle h‘d, .- cared . .ﬁ:i !t to_d”' : . . e
lock. Only Battista, who has taken | on ot R N e T |
care- o vm; ook ﬁ“; . = jand ground down by these “Austrian |
x : . swine;” the memory of the old mas |
The brilliant dark eyes stared at| .
him hungrily; then wityh a sigh thelm SHL Y SE S Col
ligh st of the. i the head | nected with them, was sacred. Battis
r:f“ to::;::‘ :illllowo ootncn: B ta bowed his head over the hands in

“Ah, Battista,” he said, “my good
Battista.”™ A smile full of a subtle
charm made the worn face bright. He

his oWwn, then he stood up.
“1 shall be back at bedtime, signor,”
he s=id quietly, and was gone.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

VALUE OF PROPER SPELLING
Attribute Highly Valued in Commer
cial:Life, and Is a Sense to
Be Developed.

Goed spelling and intelligent punc-
tuation are the accomplishments that
keep many gray-haired women draw-
ing good salaries as sténographers in
downtown offices. The manager of a
typewriting office from which are sent
hundreds of stenographers makes no
secret of the fact that good spellers
“We had a customer come in the
other day,” said the manager, “who
had evidently had a run of hard luck
in the spelling line. He wanted a
woman who could spell. ‘No matter
if she’s cross-eyed and has a hunch
on her back.’ he said, ‘if she can spell
and write an intelligent letter.” While
this was a rather extreme case it
shows that employers are beginning
to grow impatient over the careless

word parallel reduces many of the
applicants to a state of discourage
ment.

“Good spelling is a pretty sure sign
of mental alertness,” said a business
mah with several offices and many
stenographers. “I find that if one of
our stepographers is naturally a good
speller she is interested in the cor
rect spelling and use of new words
that come to her attention in reading
or in dictation, Now as a matter of
fact it is no small job to keep up with
the spelling of the hundreds of new
words.

“Our oldest stenographer and our
best speller keeps on her desk a lit
tle book not more than an inch thick,
baut it has more first aids to poor spell
ers than anything I've ever seen. She
doesn't use it much. but evervbody
else does.”—Chicago Record-Herald.

“Rabbit Drives” Advocated.

The western farmer dislikes the
coyote, and a bounty is offered, for
its pelt; the resuilt is that the coyotes
have greatly diminished. But, say®
the Portland Oregonian, the killing of
the coyotes has resulted in a great
increase of rabbits; many experi-
ments have been made to diminish
their number by inoculating them with
disease, but without satisfactory re-
sults. Rabbit “drives” are the only
sure remedy; 16,000 jack rabbits were

killed in one county in Oregon in

this way last winter,
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