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CHAPTER IX—Continued.

“Yes, sir. He called here ina fly on
the day ho came out, and at bis re-
quest 1 took him over the castle. He
went into the ilibrary and spent half
an bour in prclng across it, taking
measurements and examining the big
cupboard in which he was. found in-
gensible. It was a strange affalr, sir”
added the yousg woman, “wasn't it?”

“Very,” 1 replied.

“The gentleman might have been in
there now had I not gone into the li-
brary aud found a lot of illustrated
papers, whichi 1 always put in the
cupboard to ikeep the place tidy.
thrown out un}'.o the floor. I went to
put them back, but discovered the door
locked. The key 1 afterwards found
In the grate, ‘where Mr. Lefthcourt had
evidently thrown it, aud on opealng
the door imagine the shock I had when
1 found the visitor lying doubled up.
1, of codrse, thought he was dead.”

“And when he retdroed here on bis
recovery, did be questlon you?”

“Oh, yes. Ile asked about the
Leithcourgs. and especially about Miss
Muriel. I believe he's rather “sweet
on her, by the way he spoke. And
really no better or kinder lady ever
breathed. I'm. sure. We're all very
sorry indeed for her.”

“Yes, sir,” she responded. with just
a stight besitation, I thought. “This
was the room where he stayed the
longest. There was a photograph in

that frame over there,” she added, in- |

dicating the frame that had held tha
picture of Elma Heath, "a portrait of
a roung lady, which he begged me to
bim.”

quickly.

“Well—yes; sir. He begged so bard
for it, saving that it was the portrait
of a friend of his.”

“And he gave you something hand-
some for it—eh?” .

The young woman, whom 1 knew
could not refuse halt-a-sovereign, col-
ared slightly and smiled.

“He -didn't tell you who the young
Jady was. I'suppoze®”

No, sit. “fe only sald that that was

;
the only phatograph that existed, and

that she whs dead.”

“Dead'” 1 gasped, staring at her.

“Yes, sift That was why he waa s0
anxious for the picture.”

Cima Heaih dead! Could it'be true?
That sweetplctured face haunted me

_as zo other face had ever Impressed

ftselt upon my memory. It somebow
seemed to lmpel me to endeavor to
penetrate the mystery, and yet Hylton
Chater had declared that she was
dead! 1 recoliected the remarkable
letter from Abo. and her own dectara
tion that her end was near. That let-
ter was, she sald, the last she should
write to her triecd.

“After be hed put the photograph ln
his pocket, the gentleman made a most
mipute acarch in this room,” the do-
mestic went on. “Ie conaulted his
plan, took several measurements, and
then tapped on the paneling all aloog
this wall, as though he were searching
for some bidden cupboard or hiding
place. I looked at.the plan, and saw a
mark in red lnk upon it. He waa try-
ing to discover that apot, and was
greatly disappolnted at not belng able
to do s0. He was In here over an bout,
and made & moat careful search all
aroond.”

“And what explanation did he give?”

“He only sald, ‘If T find what I want,
Ann, 1 shall make you a present of a
ten-ponnd no! ‘That naturaily made
me anxious.” .

“He made no other remark about the
young lady’s death?” I inquired anx-
fously. ’

“No. Only hg sigoed, and looked
steadily for & loog time at the photo-
graph. [ saw his lips moving, but his
words »re inagdible.”
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“And you gave it to him?" T cried’

¥

“From what he safd, I've formed my
own concluslons,” was ber answer.

“and what s your opinion?”

“Well, I fecl certain that there is, oT
was, something concealed in  this
house that he's very anxious to obtain.
He came to demand it of Mr. Leith-
court, but what happened in the li-
brary we don't kmow. He, however,
belfeves that Mr. Lelthcourt has not
taken it away, and that, whatever it
may be, it is still hidden here”

" CHAPTER X.
. 1Show My Hand.

On my return to London next day !
made inguiry at the admiralty and
learned that the battleship Bulwark
was lylng at Palermo, therefore I tele-
graphed to, Jack Durnford, and late

3 | the same afterncon his reply came at

the Cecll:

Due in London twentlcth. Dine with me

d | at elub that evening.—Jeck.

The twentieth! That reant nearly
a month of inactivity, In that time I
could cross to Abo, make inquiries
there, and ascertain, perhaps, if Elma
Heath -were nctually dead as Chater
+had declared.

Two facts struck me as remarkable:
Baron Oberg as faid to be Polish,
while the dark-bearded proprittor of
the restaurant in Westbourne Grove
was slso of the same nationality.
Then I recollected that pretty littla
enameled cross that Mackenzle bad
found in Rannoch Wood, and It sud-
denly occurred to we that it might
possibly be the miniature of one of the
European orders of chivalry. In the
club library at midnight [ found a copy
of Cappelletti’s Storla degli Ordinl
Cavallereschi, the standard work on
the subject, and on searching the illus-
trations I at length discovered a pic-
ture of it. It was a Russlan order—
the coveted Order of Salnt Anne, be-
stowed by the czar ouly upon persons
who haye rendered cminent services
to the state and to the soverelgn. One
fact was now certain, namely, that the
owner of that tiny cross, the small re-
plica of the fine decoration, must be 2
person of high official standing.

The autumn days were dull and
rainy, and the streets were muddy and
unpleasant, as they always aro at the
fall of the year. Compelled to remain
inactive, [ {dled In the club with the
recollection of that pletured face ever
before me—tho tace of the unfortunate
i girl who wished her last message to
be conveyed to Philip Hornby. What,
1 wondered, wos her secret? What
was realiy her fate?

This latter question troubled me
untll 1 could bear it no longer. I felt
that it was my duty to go to Finland
and endeavor to learn something re-
garding thia Baron Oberg and his
niece.

Duty—the duty of & man who had
Jearned strange facts and knew that a
defenseless woman was a vietim—
called me. Theretore, with my pass-
port properly vised and my papers ali
in order, I one night left Hull for
Stockholm, whence on the following
day I took the small stenmer which
plies aorcss the Gult of Bothnia
to Korpo, and through the intricate
channels ;and among those low-lying
islands to the gray lethargic town of
i Abo.

1t was not the fOrst occasion on
which 1 kad trod Russian soil, and I
knew toa well tie annbyances of the
turéaucracy. Finland, however, is
perhaps the most severely governed of
any of the czar's dominfons, and I had
my first taste of its stern, relentless
officiallom at the moment of landing
on the half-deserted quay.

In the wooden Paasport office the
uniformed officlal. on examining my
passport, discovereq that at the Rus-
slan consulate general they had forgot-
ten to date the vise which had beed
impressed with a rubber stamp. It
wae signed by the comsul geperal,
but the date was missing, whereupon
the man shogk his head and handed
pack the document curtly, saylng in
Russian, which 1 understood falrly
well, although I spoke badly:

“This is not in order. It must be
returned to London and dated betore
you chn proceed.” -

“But 1t 13 not my fault,” I protested.
“It {s the fault of the clerk at the con-
sulate general”

tore loaving. You must send it to Lon
don, and *eturn to Stockholm by to-
night's boat”

“But this is cutrageous!” I cried, 83

he had already taken the papers ef &
passenger behind me and was looking
at them with unconcern.
. ~Enoughi!” he exclaimed, glaring at
me. “You will return tonlght, or it
you choose ta stay you will be arrested
or lauding without a passport.”

1 shall not go backt” I declared de-
flantly, “Your consul geteral vised my
pareport, and 1 clalm, under interna-
tional law, to be allowed to proceed
witheut bindrance.” N

“Tha atesmer leaves at six o'clock.”
he vearked without looking up. “I¢
you are In Abo after that remember it
will be & your own risk.” N

“Yea” 1 sald, menseingly, “1 sball
recollect it” And 1 turned and went
out ‘ot the little wooden offed. -

[his finger, said:

“You should have examined” it be- Gos

8ix o'clock came. Iheard the stéam
siren of the departing boat bound for
Sweden, but I was determined to re-
maln there at whatevar cost, therefore
I returned to the hotel, and st seyen
dined comtortably-in company with &
German who had been my feflow-pas-
senger 4cross from Stockhalm,

At elght o'clock, however, Just as
we were {dling over dessert, two gray
coated police officers entered and ar

rested me on the serious charge of | m

landing without a passport.

1 accompanted them to the police of-
fice, where I was ushered into the
presence of the big, bristly Russian
who held the town of Abo in terror,
the chiet of pclice. The oficiels which
Russia sends into Finland are selected
for their harsh discipline and hibe-
bound bureaucracy, and this human
machine in unlform was no exceptlon.
Had he been the minister of the ia-
terior himself, tie coutd not have been
more self-opinionated.

“Well?” he snapped, looking up at
me as 1 was placed before him. “Your
name is Gor-don Gregg. Enslish, from
Steckholm. No passport, and decline
to leave cven though warned—eh?’

“I have @ passport,” 1 said Srmly,
producing it. R X

He looked at 1t, and pointing with
“It has no date, and
is therefore worthless.”

“The fault is not mine, but that of &
Russlan officlal. If you wish it te be
dated, you may send It to your con-
sulate general o London.”

*[ shall not,” he cried, glaring-at me
angrily. “And for your insult to the
law, I shall commit you to prison for
one month. Perhaps you will then
learn Russian manners.”,

»Oh! so you will commit an English-
man to prison for & mouth, without
trial—eh? That's very- interesting!
Perhaps' if you attempt such a thing
as that they may have something to
say about It {a Petersburg.” N

“You defy me!”

“perhaps you wil kindly tell me
who you are?” I asked in as quict s
volce as I could commend.

“with pleasure. [ am Michael Bo-
ranski, chief of police of the province
af Abo-Blornebours.”

“Ah!  Well, Michael Boranmeki” 1
sald, reopening my pocketbock and
taklzg out an open letter, “perhaps
you will kindly glance at that, itisin
Russiat 50 you can read It”

He soatched it from me with fil
grace, but not without curlosity. And
then, as ho read the lines, hla face
changed and be went peler. Raising

“You WIill Return Tonight, or Be Ar-
resfed for Landing Without a Pass-
port”

h‘!s head, he stood staring at me open-
mouthed in amazement

“1 apologize to your excellepcy!” he
gasped, blanched to the lips. “I most
humbly apologize. 1 did pot know.
You told me nothing

“Perhaps you will now kindly give
my passport a proper vise.”

‘ In an instant he gave it .the proper
vise, affixing the stampa. -

“I trust, excellency,” he said, bowing
low as he banded it to me, “J trust that
this affair will not trouble you further.
1 assure you I had no intentfon of in-
sulting you."

Ho held tho letter I had given him
gingerly with trembling fingers. Aad
well he might, for it was headed:

Mintater of the Imperia) Household,
Palace of Petarhof.
The bearer of thils is one Gordon Fran-
Britinh_ subject, whom it 13
and that he shall be

an nor  of-'
fclals to afford him all the facllities he
requires and privileges and immualtiea
o5 Our gueat

Beneath was the sprawling signature
of the ruler of one bundred and thirty
milllons of people, that signature that
was all-powertul trom the Guif of Both-
nia to the Pacific—* -

ot excuses, and bumbling himeelf be
fore me as weil as before his two in-
terlors, who now regarded me with
awe. ! \

“1 will atone for the insult in any
way your high excelleney desires,” de-
clared thg official” “I will serve your
excellency’ in any way he may com-
mand.” ;

His words suggested a brillient idea.
I had this man in my power; he feared

e i

“Well,” I sald after some reluctance,
“thiere {8 a little matter in which you
might be of some aesistance. If you
wiil, J will reconsider my decislon of
complaining to Petersburg.”

“And what Is that, excellency?” be
gasped eagerly. .

“I desire td know the whereabouts
of a young English lady named Elma
Heath,” I said, and 1 wrote down the
name for him upon a plece of paper.
“Age about tweaty, and was at school
at Chichester, In Eugland. Sbe is a
nicce of a certain Baron Oberz.”

“Baron Oberg!” he repeated, look-
ing at me rather strangely, 1 thought.

“Yes, as slie is a foreigner she will
be registered in your books. She is
somewbere in your province, but
where I do not know, Tell we where
she is, and I Wil say nothing wmore
about my pfesport,” 1 added.

“Then your excellency wishes to see
the young lady?” he said reflectively,
will the paper in bis band.

“Yes."

“In that case, it being commanded
by the emperor that 1 shall serve your
excellency, [ will have immediate in-
quirles made,” was his answer. “When
1 discoser her whereabouts, I will do
myself the pleasure of calling at your
excellency's hotel.”

And | left the fellow, very eatisfied
that I had turned his officiousness and
hatred of the English to very good ac-
count,

On the morning of the third day aft-
er my arrival at Abo, whlle sitting on
the hotel veranda reading an old copy
of the Paris Journal, many portions of
which bad been “blacked out” by the
censor, the chief of police, in his dark
green uniform, entered and saluted
before me.

“Your excellency, may 1 be permit-
ted to speak with you in private?”

“Certalnly,” 1 responded, rising and
condycting him to my bedroom, where
I closed the doecr, lnvited him to a
seat, and mysell 6at upon the edge of
the bed.

«f have made various inquiries,” he
sald, “snd 1 think I have found the
lady your excellency is seeking. My
information, howeser, must be fur
nished to you In strictest confldence,”
he added, “because there are reasons
why 1 should withhold her where-
abouts from you.”

“What do you mean?” I inquired.
“What reagons?”’

“\yell—the lad; e Uiving io Finland
in secret.”

“Then ske is alivel” I exclaimed
quickly. "1 thought she was dead.”

“To the world she is dead,” respond-
ed Michael Borznski, stroking his red
beard, “For that reason the informa-
tian I give you must be treated as con-
fidential.”

“Why should she be in hiding? She
i3 gullty of no offense—is she?”

The man shrugged his shoulders,
but did not reply.

»And this Baron.Oberg? You fell
me nothing of him," 1 sald with dis-
satisfaction.

“How can I when I know notbing,
excellency?” was hls response.

1 felt certzin that the fellow was not
speaking the truth, for\l had noticed
bis surprise when [ had first uttered
the mysterlous nobleman’s name.

“As I bave already said, excellency,
1 am desirous of atoning for my in-
sult, and will serve you in every man-
ner I can. For that reason [ had
sought news of the young English
tady—the Mademoiselle Heath.”

“But you have all foreigners regis-
tered in your books,” I said. “The
search was surely not a difficult one.
1 know your pelice methods tn Russin
too well,” I laughed.

“I regret (hat much as 1 deslre, |
dare not appear (» have any connec-
tion with your quest. But I will di-
rect you. Indecd, 1 will give you 2
persoh to take you to her.” §f I could:
find the man, you might g6 Today. Yet
it is a long way,.and you would nut
return before tomorrow:"

“The roads are safe, I tuppose? I
don’t mind driving in the night”

The official glanced at the clgek, and
rising exclaimed: “Very wall, I will
send for the man. It we fiod him,
then the carriage will be at the cast-
ern end of the quay 1o two hours.”

“At noon. Very well. 1 shall keep
the appointment.”

“And after sceing her, you will of
course keep your promise of secrecy
regarding our little misunderstand-
ing?” he asked anxiously.

“I have already glven my word,"
was the response; and the man bowed
and left, much, I think, to the surpriza
of the hotel proprietor and bis staff.
It was an unusual thing for such 3
high officfal as the chief of pollce to
visit ope of their guests in person. If
he desired to interview any of them,
he commjended them to attend at his
office, or they were escorted there by

The dpcument was the one furnished
to me a year before when, at the fnvk
tation of the Russian government, T
bad gone on & mission of inquiry into
the state of the prisons In order to see,
on bebalf of the British public, wheth-
er things were as black as some
writer had palnted them. :

Sight of it had cbanged the chief of
police from a burly bully into & whin-
ng coward, for he saw that he had
torn up the passport of a guest of the
czar, and the consequence was most
serions it I compiained. He begged of

wa to‘pardon him, urging all manner

his gray d agents,

I think I must have waited half an
hour on the quay when my attention
was suddeniy attracted by the rattle
ot wheels over the stanes, and turning
1 saw an old closed carriage drawn
by thres horses abreast, with belis
upon the' harness, approaching me
rapidly. When it drew up, the driver,
a burly-looking, fair-headed Fina in a
huge sheepskin overcoat, motloned
me to ente’, urging i broken Rus-
slan: .

"Quickly, excelléncy~+quickly-—you
ust not be seeni”

And then the instant ¥ 'wax seated.

and betore 1 eould close the door, the
horses plunged forward and we were
tearing at full gallop out of the town.

After five miles or so, the driver
pulled up and descended to readjust
his harness, whereupon 1 got out and
asked him in the beat Russian 1 could
command:

“The chief of police has glven you
directions?” 1 asked.:

“His high excellency has told me ex-
actly what to do,” was the map's an-
awer, as he took out his'huge ‘wooden
pipe- and Alled it. “You wish to see
the young lady?" .

“Yes,” I answered, “to first see her,
dnd 1 do not know whether it wilt be
necessary for me to make myselt
known to her. Where i3.she?"

“Beyond Nystad,” was'his vague au-
swer with a wave of his blg fat hand
iz the direction of the dark pive for-
est that stretched. before us. *“We
shall be there about dn bour after
sundown.” .

The short day quickly drew to 8
close, th2 sun sank yellow and watery
over the towering pines through which
we went mile after mile, a dense, in-
terminable forest wherein the wolves
lurked in winter, often rendering.tho
rozd dangerous. When night drew on
wo changed horses agnin at a small,
dirty posthouse In the forest, at the
edge of o lake, and then pushed for-
ward agaln, although it was already
long past the hour at which he -had
said we should arrive. ' . |

Time passed slowly in the darkness.
1 suppose 1 must have slept, for I was
awakened by a light shining into m¥
face and the driver shaking me by the
shoulder. When I roused myself he
placed his finger mysterlousty upon
my lips, saying:

“Hush, your high nobllity, hush!
Come with me. But make no noise. It
we are discovered, it means death for
us—death. Come, give me your hand.
Slowly. Tread softly. See, bere I8
the boat. 1 will get in first. {¥e shall
not be heard upon the water. So.”

And the fellow led me, hall-dazed,
down to the bagk of a broad, dark
river which f could not distihguish—hao
ted me to an unknown bourne.

{TO BE CONTINUED)

THOUGHT HIM A PREACHER

American Diplomat Victim of an
Amusing Mistake in ths Yosem-
Ite Valley.

Madame Hegermann-Lindencrone,
author of the book, “The Sunny Stde
of Diplomatic Life.” tells of an incl-
dent that happened when she and her
husband—then Danish minister to the
Tnlited States—were travciing in the
West. They were spending Sunday in
the Yosemite valley, wWhen immedi-
ately sfter breakfast a man knocked
at their door ard with bums and haws
said he bad been seat to ask Mr.
Hegermann-Lindencrone if he would
read the prayers and preach a sermon
in the drawing-room of the hotel, “it
belng Sunday and you being a minls-
ter.” J. wes a little aghast, not ex-
actly understandlng, while [ was hak-
ing with laughter at the other eny of
the room, ond would not have infer-
fered ior worlds for fear of losing a

word of the dlalogue. s

*'1 read the gospel!’ ctied J.

“'Yes, sir. You're a minister, ain't
yer?

“«Well, yes, 1 2m, but pat the kind
you mean.’

“The little man sald, condescending:
Iy: ‘We are not particular as to sect-
Whether you're a Baptist or Bietho-
dist, it makes no difference as long as
you will preach.’

“J.#had dificulty in in

SHOULD NOT

*HWVENOVED

Story of a Man Who Was Mak-
ing Good, but Roving Fever
Got the Best of Him.

On May 4th, 1915, the St. Paul Farn:-
er's Dispatch containeft a very inter-
esting acdount of the experlences of 2
man from Staples, Minn. Realizing
that he was not makiag much head-
way, he decided to ldok up a bome:
sfead in' Canada. With $250 he end
his wife took yp a homestead near
OQutlock, Saskatehewan. After recount-
ing his experlences of a few years,
which they had undergone hardship:
which were likely to be unavoidable,
withsa small amount of capital, he
continues the story by stating that
in the fall after a fair summer’s work
on his 100 acres cropped, he cleaned
up nearly all his debts, having now
four good horses, a complete set of
farm machinery including two wagons
and a “Swell” top buggy and eleven
head of cattle. ; He continues, “How-
ever, T was not satisfied. I had beea
reading of the splendid homesteads
that were to be had in DMonlana.
Wheat was cheap and I thought it
would get cheaper, 50 I began to think
that homesteading as a moneymaking
proposition was better. than farming.

1 did not stop to consider that wheat
was not the only thing; as a matter
of fact I had sold pork for 1 cents 2
pound. Eggs and butter had kept us
in grocerles and more, we had Dow
four milch cows, two helfers coming In
and mere growing up. We had a cream
separator, aud some hogs. - We had a
quarter section of lapd that could
raise an sbundance of small graln,
roots and grass for feed, but I could
not see all that; I had the ‘moving’
fever, and decided to seil.

1 set the price on the land at §3,000
cash. I could mot find anvome with
that much money, however, so I came
down until 1 finally sold for $1,400.

We had an auctfon and sold the per-
sonal property. On the sale we got -
just about enough cash to pay the auc-
tioneer; the rest was all notes,

The horses brought about two-thlrds
what they were worth. The imple-
ments sold for hardly onethird of
what they had cost. The cattle
brought a good price.

Must Make Another Start.

We now have a bomestead in Mod-
tana, but we find that after moving
here and getting settled, what money
we had dId not go far. We have three
horses, about all the implements we
need, and o little better buildings
than we had on our former place. We
have no cattle, though we bad to build
much fefce to keep ranch stock out
of our fields. . We have about_$50)
worth.of honest debts.

True, e have a half section in
place of o quarter, but that is no good |
to us, as lodg as we bave not the
capital witk which to work it.

Tn summarizing it all up I see where
1 made my mistake. It will take (ully
five years to get into as good elrcum-
stances as we were before we made
the change. It i= Jve years lost.

Ay advies to a2nyone contemplat-
Ing « caange of location is to think
twice before you act, and if your pres-.
ent circumstances ore not too bad.
'stay by your bush till you pick it
clean.’ "—Adyertisement.

his best English that preaching was
not a specialty of his.

What Are Snapping Turtics?

Nature and Science for Younk
Folks, an immensely popular depart:
ment {n St. Nicholas, Is just what Its
title indlcates. In it are gathered
many items of interest about the
earth and its inhabitants, as well as
the inhabitants of water and air. The
writer of a description of snapplng
turtles concludes with the following
paragraph: .

“Considered from a sclentific stand-
point, the turtie is of come interest.
for, although classed “with the rep-
tiles, he has many of the attributes
of other groups: thue le has a-shell
like the mollusks, legs like the mam!
mals, lays eggs like the birds, can live
in the water or on the land like cer-
tain amphibians, and hibernates in the
mud during the cold season as do
many of the otber cold-blooded crea-
tures. The fact that his fiesh ia edl-
ble, however, and that ‘turtle soup’ is
somewhat of & dellcacy, marks his
chiet claim to distinction with many
ot ve”

Love a3 an Edusator. .
Love 1 good for anyoue, [ think. It's
the most educating thing In the world.
1t 1 could, 5 shonld Inslet on everyone
falling in love at least three times un-
der thirty; we should have a Iot less
stupidity and mistakes in the world..
Why, you learn diplomacy, tact. sym-
pathy, how to ba really happy—(or the
time, anyway; practical insanity.
which has dope half the great things
of the world; . pootry. musle, human
nature—In fact, love.~“Time .o’ Day.”
by Dorls Egerton Tones,

Dreams..

Few people,. it any. sleep without
dreaming, 2nd ever on the basis of
only one dream a night this would
mean over seventeen thonsand dreams
for each person fifty years old. Yet
few of us car recall even seventeen
occasions in whick a coming event has
been forecasted iy & dream. The
prophecy that comes true s romem:
bered because the aciual occurrencs

brings to memory the ocacepts o the
drears; the othurx are fwgottem.

WHERE THE. INCHES COUNTED

British Statesman’s Remarkably Neat
Retort to Chairman’s Shaft :
of “Wit)”

LloydGeorge's wit on the platform
is well known, but here is one-of the
neatest retorts he ever made.

He was addressing a meeting In
South Wales, according to Pearson's
Weekly, when the chairman, thinking
(o be witty at the chancellor’s expense,
remarked to the audience that he was
a littie disappointed o _L!oyd-Geargc‘n
eppéarance. -

“I had hgard so much about Mr.
Lloyd-George,” he said. /'that 1 pat-
urally expected to meet a big man in
every sense;¥but, as you can see for
yourselves, he is very small fn atat,
ure.”

Many an orator would bave beer
grievously upset by such an unfortu-
nate begioning to the proceedings. but
not so Lloyd-George. "

“I am gricved to find.” he sold, with
mock serlousness. “that your chalrmar
1s disappointed in my size, but this 18
owing to the way you have here of
measuring a man. In North Wales we
measure a man from his chin up, but
you evidently measure him fromjbls
chin down!” R

After that the chairman made DO
more persoal remarks. -

Beating the Bakers.

“Oh, T aml aimost tired to death!”
sald the woman who spends half her
time addressing club meetings. “Our
political .economy club has been in
sesslon all day passing’ resolutions
and drawing up petitions demanding
a law regulating the price of bread.
Only think! Three dollars’ worth of
flour costs, when baked into bread.

$13.. It's ocutrageous. We'll soon ail .

be bankrupt. The bakers must he
mede,_to féel the power of the law.

You should \have been at the meet- .
frivie

~“1 couldn't come. I ¥as too busy,”
sald the calmtaced woman.
“Busy on & club day? What dn
earth at? I
“Paking breid,” gaid the calm-
teced woman.—New York Times.
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