ICh8y knelt one on each side of the
tet. . Neil held the candle up while
. unpacked the contents. A well-
£ blue suit was revealed, which bore
side the collar an eminent tailor's
: Beneath it there was a silk
also collar, cravat, socks, hat
shoes. . Everything had been
ht of down to handkerchiefs,
s and collar buttons.
pon my word!” cried Neil. “This
® rogular Johnnyis outfit. Much too
¢ for me.”
I\ I thought good clothes would be the
t disguise after the spplker,” she ex-
ed, shyly

“Df course!” cried NYeil. “But where

‘: L-did you get them,” ydu wonderful wo-

man?”

She parried the question. “I brought
the scissors. What did you want them
for?”

He was not to be diverted.. “Where
did you get the clothes?” he insisted.

“Well, if you must know,” with a
quaint touch of bravado, “I stole
them.”

He was effectually
“Laura!” he cried.

“Are you horrified?”

“No! Enchanted!”
~ “Dom’t be silly,” she murmured.
“What did you want the scissors for?”

“To cut my hair. That's the worst
give away of all.”

“How can you cut your hair?” she
asked, unguardedly.

“I was hoping you might.”

«Oh!” she cried, in the hushed,
shocked tone that delighted him.

“No one will see you,” he teased.

“I don't mind that—if it's mnecces-
gary. She was unsmiling. “But 1
pever did such a thing. If I bungled
it it would be doing worse than not
doing it at all, wouldn't it?”

“You won't bungle it if you put

our mind to it. Take off a little at
§itime, and it's sure to come out right.
’e have all night”

I must get home,” she said, uneas-
1ly. e

“Do you
me?”

“Please!” she rebuked him. “You
only distress me when you talk like
that.”

Neil sighed. “I'll try not to. But
you will cut my hair, won't you?”

“How can I sce to do it?”

“;'1l sit on the floor and hold the
candle up. You can kneel behind me.”

They took the suggested positions.
She hesitated about beginning.

“Fire away,” said Neil.

“—1 don’t know where to start.
seems like a sin to cut hair off. It ]
do it wrong I can't stick it on again.”

“No, but God will in His own time,”
aaid Neil. “Begin at the neck and work
up. Lift the hair with the comb, and
snip the ends off. That’s the profes-
elonal technigue.” :

Above him he heard her delicate
breathing, a little agitated. She made
a few tentative cuts. In his mind's
eye he saw the puckered brow and the
grave, coneerned eyes. “Oh, you dar-

astonished.

hate so to be here with

it
1

A GOOD DIGESTION

RN

Depends Upon Keeping the Blood
Rich, Red aad Pure.

RN

To be able to eat what you want
and to digest it properly is a priceless
blessing. Good digestion is not ap-
preciated until you iose it. ‘Then you
cannot afford o experiment, 1or
strong medicines are hard on weak
stomachs. 1f vou have indigestion
do not be persuaded into belleviug you
can cure yourself by the use of pre-
digested foods or so called stomach
tonics. There is no tonic fo _the
stomach that is not a tonic for every
part of the body. It is through the
blood that the stomach gels its power
to assimilate and digest food, and as
the blood goes to every part of thg
body and improvement in its coqdl-
tion not only results in strengthening
the stomach but every organ in the
body. Rich re:l‘b!nod i3 abso}lutely
necessary to good digestion. It your
stomach is weak and you are trou!)]ed
with sour risings in the throat, a feel-
ing of pressure about the heart, or
nausea after eating try the teunic
treatment with Dr. Williams' Fink
pills. So many dyspeptics have been
cured by this medicine that every suf-
ferer from stomach trouble should try
it. You will soon know the joy of
good digestion and enjoy better health
in other ways if you give this medi-
cine a fair trial.  Mr. Fred. J. Ken-
dall, Darlin avenue, Teronto, says:
“For upwards of five years I was a
great sufterer from indigestion,
which gradually undermined my gen-
eral health, leaving me in a weak and
anaemic condition. 1 spent consider-
ahle money with one doctor and an-
other. but failed to receive any lasting
benefit, and had become quite discour-

One day my wife urged me t<
try Dr. Williums' Pink Pills, but I
thought it would be the same old
story. But she had so much faith in
them that she got me a box, and to
please lier ! began taking them. By
the time the hox was finished, T no-
ticed a slight improvement, and I con-
tinued taking them and soon found
Tayvself gaining. 1 could sleep better
and my appelite
dictressing symptons that had previ-
ously followed eating. 1 think 1 took
in all about a dezen boxes, and to-day
7 am a strounger man than 1 ever was
in my life When | began the use of
the pills 1 weighed '43 pounds while
now [ weigh 167. You may use this
jetter as you choose, hoping it may
reach some poor, discouraged sufferer
as 1 was.”

You can_get Dr. Williams® Pink Pills
thorugh any dealer in medicine or by
mail at 50 cents = box or six boxes for
$2.50 from The Dr. Williams' Medicine
Co. Brockville, Ont.

aged.

improved without the |

ling!” he whispered to himself.

“Who 1s in the next room?" she
asked.

He told her the story of Kid Doty
in whimsical vein.

She rewarded him with one of her
rare short laughs. “Dear, funny boys!”
she eald. “Some man who under
stands boys ought to make friends
with him.”

“Maybe one will.”

“You were out when I moved,” she
said in her conscientious way. “I had
no chance to tell you. I now have a
room in West Twelfth street.” She
gave him the number. “If you want
me again you should write there,”

; “Would you come?’ he asked, eag{:
Y.

“Any time, cnywhere,”
simply.

Nell seized the hand that held the
comp and pressed it hard to his lips.

She snatched it way. “If you de
that again I ehall stop!” she cried.
indignantly. ‘“Have you no sense of
fairness?”’

“Oh, I den’t know that I'm lost to
shame at that!” muttered Neil, sul
lenly “You do everything to make
me love you to distraction—then you
slap my face. I'm only human . . .
Oh, you're right, of course. I'll try
to behave.”

The hair-cutting went on, in slience.

“What are 'you_going to do next?”
she asked, timidly}-at last.

He forced a cheerful tone. “I dor't
know. Whatever comes up. First-1I

she said
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must find a means of livelihood with
permission of the police.”

“] have been paid for three draw-
Ings,” she said, diffidently. "I have
plenty of money now."”

“Finc!” He affected not to see the
point.

“You—you might take a little of it
—against the terrible debt 1 owe you
—always will owe you.”

“Don’t take that line,” he said,
csoughly. “It makes me savage.”

“But yvou will, won’t you?”

“Yes, later, if it becomes  noces-
aary.” ‘ %

He felt her hand tremble. “I feel
as if 1 had ruined you,” she ‘whis-
pered. -, ke ke

“Nonsense! If there was good work
in me it’s there yet, isn’t it?”

“Yes, but your name is clouded.”

“Not my name, really, You' had
always advised me to drop ‘Neil Otto
way’ and stick to plain Tom Wil
Hams.”

“I've robbed you of your friends.”

“Not any real friends. Besides, this
will blow over in time.”

“I must always fight against the
truth becoming known,” she said,
sadly. g

The question was heavily fraught
with emotional possibilities, Neither
could bear to discuss it

“The hair on top is too heavy for
the comb.” She changed the subjegt.

“Clip it between your fingers a
cut,” said Neil.

“Like this?” she inquired.

-

Let her

warm with tenderness, her hands
subtly caressing.

“Yes!” he said, dreamily. ‘“‘How
sweet to have your hands in my
hair?” i

She shivered.
I am thkrough with this,” she
mured.

When she was through, Neil felt of
his cranium a little gnxiously. “Feels
like a professional job, all right.” he
said, reassured.
do it!"”

She got up. “I must go now.”

“Oh, wait!"” he cried, for the half-
dozenth time, hastily casting around
in his miad for an expedient to-detain
her. “Wait till you cee me in my new
disguise. I can't tie my tie
myself without a—mérror.” he added,
cunningly. “You'll have to wait. Go
in the front rocom while I change.”

“Oli. well—" she protested, Irreso-
lutely. “But hurry!”

The clothes fitted him better than
he could have expected. As he put
on the comfortable, gentlemanly ga-
mente. Neil's point of view changed
agajn. He had®now to play the part
of pue of the complacent elect of the
| wobld. It was somewhat of a height
Im ount at one step.

in the bottom of
| found a pair of those fashionable,
| large, round spectacles, rimnied with
tortoiseshell. More than anything
| ¢lse he can put on. they change a
man's appearance. By their aid the
fatgekt face is lent something of an
| insolent and _distiguished air.
| “(Clever girl!” thought Neil for the
{ hundredth time.
lie threw open the door, and held
up what was left of the candle, “lHow
do 1 look?” he asked, eagerly.
“yvery well,” she sald in her grave
way. “I thought they would fit, or
i nearly.”

“I chall be glad when
mur-

-~ p
‘

deny him as she would, her volice was |

“l knew you could

the basket he '

EWGILLETT COMPANY LIMITED
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This remark caused Neil an obscure
jealousy. Wliere had these clothes
come from?

“You have tled your tie!” she sald,
accusingly.

“But not
straighten it.”

In that most intimate of positions it
was hard for him tb resist throwing
his arms around her.

“well, I didn’t, anyhow,” he sald,
whimsically as she left him,

“Didn’t what?”

“You know very well,” he teased
“Give me some credit.”

“Don’t be silly!” She averted her
head and began to gather up the Ote]
clothes and to stuff them in her
basket. “We must leave separately,”
she announced. ?

“How can I let
objected Neil.

“You must. I can go where I like
in these clothes—you said so yourself.
As for you, a man can go-anywhere,
of course. But for us to walk to-
gether, me 1like this and you like that,
it would be a remarkable sight.”

“I suppose youre right,’ he grum-
bled. “Turn to the right as you go
out, and go down to West street.
There's an ugly-looking crowd the
other way.”

“I mean to,” she said. “I'm going
to take a ferry over to Jersey City,
and drop the basket overboard on the
way."” .

“You think of everything!” he ap-
plauded admiringly.

“I can do so little!’ she disclaimed
with a shrug, and held out her hand.
“Well—good-bye!"”

He kept the hand. "Y‘QW 1t
easily!” he complained, with -
sical smile. “I suppose you doh't wan?
to kiss me good-bye.”

“You don't want a grateful kiss'

“No! 1'm hanged it I do!"” he said,
energetically.

She gently withdrew her hand
“Good-bye,” she whispered, and turned
to go.

Something gave way Iinside Neil
He oeuld no longer hold himself, *‘Oh,
I can’t!” he cried, sharply. *“Not like
this!”

She struggled with the door-knob,
but he caught and pressed her close
to him. The candle-end rolled on the
floor and was extinguished.

“Laura, my darling!” he whispered
brokenly. “I love gou! I love you! Ah,
don’t fight against me so! I wouldn’t
hurt you. I only ask to love you and
take care of you, But I must make
you listen to me. Give me a good
reason for not loving you, and I'll try
to hold myself in. Or love me a little
back again and I'll trust you with
my }fe, and not ask a question. But
yvou neither trust me nor love me,
Don you see you're driving me mad?
What man am I up g.gulnn? Let me

properly. You must

you go alome?”

: (] .
SAFETY
RAZOR
True Shaving Comfort

Every man who uses an
AutoStrop Safety Razor is
loud in its praise. He's
proud to own one because
it is his best friend.

It matters not how ten-
der.your face or how stiff
your beard, the AutoStrop
will give you a clean, com-
fortable shave in short
order.

It is the only razor on
the market that shanpens
its own blades automati-
cally.

Guaranteed to Satisfy

Complete Outfit
$5.00

AT ALL STORES
AutoStrop Safety Razor
Co., Limited

83.87 Dcke St., - Toronto, Onmt.
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insisted.
- I'm wearing- the murderer’s clothes

h
contritely.

matter, anyhow.
ist.

she cried.
you!”

these clothes before me? What is he
to ,0“ ” 1 : .

“Let me go!’ she panted, struggling

hard. 5

“I have a right to an answer!” ﬁe
“How de I know but what

A terrible low cry of pain escaped

er,

“Oh, I didn’t mean that!” he eried,
“I was raving. It doesn't
I'm no sentimental-
But trust me—or love me!”
“You're hurting me! You're herting

me!” she 'wailed.

His arms automatically released her.
“I knew it would end like this!”
“I wish I'd never seen

She ran out of the room, and went
etumbling down the rickety. stairs.
He made no attempt to follow.

By and by Neil went heavily into
the back- room. There was no mare
fright in Bim at the moment. He had
a mird to give himself up to the police
and let things take their course.
Scarcely listening to the boy’s eager
question, he felt for the knot at his
ankles with the idea of letting him
go.
“Is your pal gone? You might have
let me in on your secrets. I wouldn’t
have blabbad. Bui I suppose you've
got to try me out first. hat are you
going to do now, Neil?”

Admiration and utter confidence
were blended in his tone. Neil held
his hand and began to reconsider.

Kid Doty rattled on: “I've beea
thinking what you ought to do’ while
1 was lying here. I've got a scheme.
You ought to join the police force.
Wouldn’t that be a stunt You've got
a good figure and all. You could pass
fhe examination. Say. they'd never
think of looking for Neil Ottoway
among themselves.”

“Bully!” said Neil abstractedly. It
would n2ver do for him to show the
white feather before his little disciple,
he thought. Slowly the will to fight
on was reborn in him,
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perament. If anything serious hap-
pens it ‘will be up to you. The father
iz an influential citizen.”

“What d> I care?” reared the exas-
perzted policeman. “Why don't you
iet him loos2 yourself?”

“Because I just tied hia up and
left him there.’

“Who th2 blazes are you, anyhow?”

“Neil Ottoway.”

“Who?"”

“Neil Ottoway.. Shall I spell it out
for you ”

There was a sileace in the police
station while the officer struggled
with a vertigo. Then—“Oh, go to
hell” he criad, slamming up the re-
ceiver.

But the next instant he thought bet-
ter of it and took it down again.
“Give me the superintendent, quick!”
he =maid to th2 onerator.

“Ilello! 'This is Lieutenant O’Mal-
ley. Find me the source of that last
call for herz. I'll hold the wire.”

In less than a minute the answer
came: “Pupliz telephone in the Hud-
son and Manhattan Terminal Station,
extension nine.”

“AN right. Cive me the police sub-
station in the tarmiaal. .Hello:
This is Mike O'Malley. Guy just call-
ed me frum Terminal Ststion public
telephone, . extension nine. Said he
was Neil Ottoway. . . .Yeh, that’s what
I said, Neil O‘ioway. Look him up,
guick!”

In ten ming‘c3 the telephone at the
lieutenant’s :lbow rang again. Thix
was the messaze ne got: ‘‘There are
eixteen telephone booths here. Half
are warked throuzh a switchboard, and
balf have coin boxes in them. Num-
ber nine has 2 coin box. ~Conse-
quently the switchboard

“What are you golng to do with
we?” ask2d the boy anxiously.

“I'm going to leave you now,” said
Nefl.

“Oh, take me with you!” pleaded thé
Kid.

“Can’t be done, old man.”

“Take me with you! I wouldn't
be any trouble. -1 never knew any-
body like you before.”

“You won’t have to wait here long,”
said Neil. “I'll telephone to the po-
lice immediately to come and let you
out. That’ll be some yarn, eh?”"

“I’'d rather go with you,” said the
disappointed boy. “I'd give up any-
thing to go with- you!”

Neil gripped his shoulder. “There's
something I want to keep in mind,
old fellow. You read the papers. When
you see that I am out of this trouble,
you must look me up.”

“When you get out of it?” echoed
the boy. “But you did do it, didn’t
you?”

“Well, 1 may get out of it, anyhow,”
said Neil. “Men do, Ssometimes. You
must look me up, because you and I
are going to be pals, see?”’

“But T'll miss all the fun if you
don’t take me.”

“We'll have plenty of. fun yet, don't
you fret.”

“I say, Neil, there’s something I
want to tell you,” said the boy in em-
barrassed tones. “My name's not
really Kid Doty. It's Percy Randall.
Such a sissy name!’”

“Qh: I've heard worse.” said Neil
cheerfully. “Good-bye¢, and don’t for-
get me.”

“Forget you ” stammered the boy.
“Oh, I--1'11 never forget you!”

The lieutenant in charge of the desk
of the precinct police station was
reading a newspaper when the tele-
phone bell rang. With the fatiqued
air characteristic of police iieutenants
—an uninterrupted coursc of crime is
the most wearing thing in the world
—he took down the receiver.

On this occasion he heard the novel-
ty of a calm voice over the wire:
“JeHo? 1Is this the police station?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Youn had better send an officer or
a couple of officers to a house on Dick-
son street to liberate & boy who is
imprisoned there.”

The quiet voice startled the police-
man, who was hardened to &creams.
“Hey?” he cried.

“Atténd to what I say, please. 1
dién’t notice the number of the house,
but you can’t miss it. North side of
Dicksof. half way between West and
Washington strests. Two - storey
tuilding; empty stable on street le-
vel and unoccupied rooms above. The
boy is upstairs. The front room @8
urlocked.”

“What are vou giving us?” cried the
astonished officar. “I don’t pay no at-
tention to teladhone -alls. 1f  you
Gunean business, come in here and show
yourself.”

“I have a‘good reason,”
«wvolce sweetly.

“Ig thig 2 josh?"’ demanded the lieu-
tenant. “It don't go down with me.
Vow d'va know so much about It
“‘Who are ya anyhow?": =

“Tt is not a hoax.” said the veice.
undieturb21. “The building is full of
rats, and the boy Is of a nervous tew-

said the

‘tablet in memory of

ever uses it.

body say a man answering to Neil
Ottoway/s' description. It's probably
a stall.”

“Oh, sure,” said Lieutenant O’Mal-
ley.
guys on to it. They'd make a big
story out of nothing.”

He hung up the recciver, and de-
bated a moment or two.
he said to an officer cn duty. “Take
Simpson with
house on Dickson street, and see it
there’e a kid locked up there. Let
Mitchell and Dawes follow you up in
plain clotkes.”

(To be continued.)
————————

WHAT | THINK

It worries me when I hear any one
complain that they have “nothing left
to live for.” or it seems to me that,
if they feel like that, they have quiie
}ftlled to grasp the true meaning of

e.

We are here to do what we can to

make life happler for others, of
course, but also, 1 think, to hand on to
the nexi generation the
that we have acquired.

us.

Yet sometimes one comes

ious that no one shall find out how
they get such good results,

Rather unfair, isn't it? Because
they probably got their information,

or were put on the track of getting
a,

it by someone to whom they owa
large part of their success. So ha1l-
ing on any useful knowledge we 14

possess onght to Le a great pleasure
right to the end; and us long as we

can help others
something left to
Chat.

The Archbishop of York at
Wydliffe College.

On his recent visit to Toronto, the
Archbishop of York spent a short
time ats\Wycliffe College, where th
Founders’ Chapel was the particulgr
point of his interest, the larger part
of the building being at the present
time used for military purposes.
Doctor O'Meara, the principal, showed
him the Roll of Honor which gives the
names ‘of thirty graduates and seven-
ty undergraduates who are serving
with his Majesty's forces as Chaplains
or combatants ,and the Memorial Roll
on which are inscribed the names of
two graduates and seven under-
graduates who have paid the supreme
price .of self-sacrificing service. The
‘the TFounders,
and Axel Enders’ famous picture of
the Resurrcction, were objects of his
special remark.

Before leaving, his Grace offered
intercession for the College and its
staff, its students and its gradudtes.
He was accompanied by the . Arch-
bishop of Algoma, the Rishop-of Tor-
onto, the Mayor of the city, Arch-
deacen Cody, and a number of
clerical and lay friends.

The new College flag was flown in
honor of his visit.

———— e

The master looks sharpest to his

own busniess.—Phaedrus.

we haye certainly
live for.—Home

operato?
d 't have anything to dc with who-
There aré a couple of
hundred calls an hour from here. No-

“Don't let those slick reporter

“Reardon,”

you, and go to this

knowledge
We still are
under this last obligation, no mstter
what hard blows Fate may have dealt

across
people who, thdugh they are proud of
their own achievements, are very anx-

An old man was aprested for beat- .
ing his wife. Application was:-made to '
have him put under a peace bond. !
Thinking the case too £mall for him te |
bothef” with, relates Case and Com- |
ment, the county at{orney asked Judge
Albert D. Norton, then a young law-
ver, to appear for the state at the
Ptrial. An attorney from Macon—a man |
who had quite a reputation as a “plea- |/
der”—went over to defend the old:
1 man. Curled in front of the defendant |

was a yellow dog. Vest’s “Eulogy of ' .
the Dog” had recently appeared im
some paper. It was not nearly so fa-.’
miliar then ag it has since become. :
When the oratap from Macon saw the !
vellow dog at the old man's feet he
recallad Senator Vest’'s speech, and
was alive to the opportunity for an
effective appeal to the jury

“Gentlemen,” and he indicated - the
mongrel, “when all other friends de-
sert the dog remains. If fortune
drives the master forth an outcast in
the world, friendless and homeless,
the faithful dog asks no higher privi--
lege than that of accompanying to.
guard against danger, to fight against
his enemies; and when the last scene
of all comes, and when death takes
the master 1n its embrace, and his
body is lald away in the cold-ground,
no matter if all other friends pursue
their way there by his graveside will
be the noble dog be found, his head
between his paws, his eyes sad, but
open in alert watchfulness, faithful
and true even in death!”

So well was it delivered some of the
jurymen ecried. All looked toward the
aged defendant sympathetically. It is
said that even the dog's eyes were
moist, It was pretty clear the defend-
ant’s lawyer had things coming  his
way; but Norton had the windup, and
during the noon recess he hunted up
a paper which had the dog speech in'
ft. This he produced and read to the
jury in the aftermoon, word for word
as opposing counsel recited. and which
the jury thought ,was original. .

“You sec, gentlemen of the jury”
sai@ Norton, “Senator Vest was talk-
ing about another dog altogether. He
never heard of this yellow cur!™

The jury found the defendant guilty.
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“My Rheumatism Is
All Gone” She S >

: i
MRS. MILLEY’S TRIBUTE TO
DODD'S KIDNEY PILLS.

Newfoundiand Lady Tells How She
Suffered for Years, and How She
Found Relicf.

Exploit’s Harbor, Notre. Dame Bay,
Nfid, April 29th.—That Dodd’s Kid-
pey Pills-are upholding their enviable
reputation in every cornmer of Canads
is evidenced by the statement of Mrs.
Samuel Milley, a well-known resident
of this place. S

“For several years I suffered from
rheumatism .and heart failure,” Mrs.
Milley states. “I used twenty-two
boxes of Dodd’s Kidney Pills, and my
rheumatism is all gone. I know Dodd’s
Kidney Pills are a wonderful medi-
cine, 1 recomuiend them to all my
friends who arc not feeling well, and
they, like myself, sfieak highly of
them.

“] used Dodd's Kidney Pills and
got relief.”

Dodd’s Kidney Pills act directly on
the kidneys. If the kidneys are weak
and sick they cannot do their full
.work of etraining the impurities out
of the blood. The result is ]
to be sickness and disease. To keep
the kidneys sound is to lay the foun-
dation of good health. Ask your neigh-
bors if Dodd’s Kidney Pills do not
cure sick kidneys. :

e st LSO
MARTYRS TO GIRDLES.

A Native Protest Against Femin-
ine Fashions in Japan,

A caustic Japanese critie, Saito Man,
has this to say in the okyo Adver-
tiser about  women's fashions in
Japan:

“Archaic costumes, especially those
universally worn by ladies, demand
reform. The indigent world can be
clothed out of the materials wasted in
gorgeous kimono sleeves. Nothing is
so absurd as the long, heavy, pendu-
lant slceves attached to a girl's holl-
day kimomno., They serve no purpose,
impede locomotion and are a pitifur
spectacle. The girdle is more cum-
! urous and pxnenelve, especially those
woven in one piece of heaviest silk.

“Formerly the latter were only
worn at weddings and state affairs;
now cvery geisha has one. Every
wife must have one to sport at the
theatre. In price this maruobi varies
from 30 to 1,000 yen ($15 to $500) and
upward. To girdle it requires all the
strength of a well built husband or
father. 1 do not know any Japanese
woman who ever succeeded in putting
on one herself. »

“It is over three fecet wide, foldea
into half that width, when worn, and
its length is three times the full
height of its wearer. In weight 1t is
terrific, thickly embroidered as it is
with golden threads. It is chiefest
attraction in the whole dress scheme
of Japanese womanhood. One might
as well ask a woman to discard her
hair as 1t. Every well dressed Japan-
ese lady is a martyr to her girdles.
Her entire waist is covered with lay-
ers cf belting. From the viewpoint
of health-the girdle (obi) is a most
vile contrivance( as every doctor as-
serts.

|

——————
History of the Louvre.

The Louvre was originzlly a royal
residence. Napoleon turned it 5 a
museum and deposited in it the finest
collection of paintings, statues and art
treasures known in the world. Many
of those brought from Italy have bean
restored to their rightful possessors.
The magnificent buildings of the new
Louvre, begun by Napoleon 1, and”
completed by Napoleon III., were in-
augurated in 1867.
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