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CAPTIVITY CAUSES BIG
CHANGES IN ANIMALS

WASHINGTON’S LIONS DARKER
THAN THOSE NEWLY
TRAPPED

\\/7 ASHINGTON, September 14—
Lions which  have passed their
tivesin the shelter and confinement of a
zoological park become radically different
both in extermal appearance and in the
shape of the skull, from their brothers
roaming free in the wilds of Africa, says
Mr. Hol}istet, superintendent of < the
National Zodlogical Park under the
direction of the Smithsonian Institution,

statés National Museum. Mr. Hollister
drew his conclusion after examining fifty-
nine ‘specimens of felis leo massaica, a
subspecies of lion from East Africa, pre-
served in the National Museum, fifty-four
of which had been wild-killed and five of
which had died in captivity at the Nation-
al Zoblogical Park. These five park-

robi, British East Africa, and comparisons
of skins and skulls were made with speci-
mens of equal age, killed in the same
vicinity. ' All chance of error from 'the
use of park animals of unknown origin,
which might be crosses of different sub-

wild forms not represented in the Museum
collections, is thus eliminated. The wild-
killed animals were collected chiefly by
Dr. W.L. Abbott, John Jay White, Col.
Theodore Roosevelt, Kermit Roosewelt,
Paul J. Rainey, and Edmund Heller. The
specimens from the National Zoological
Park were presented to the park as young
animals by Mr. W. N. MacMillan.

EFFECTS OF PARK LIFE ON COLOR

The most conspicuous external charac-
teristics which distinguish the park-reared
animals from the wild lions of the same
age and from thesame region are much
darker color, more luxuriant mane, and
much longer hair tufts on the back of
elbows. When the MacMillan lions ap-
peared at the Park, their strange pale
grayish buff coloration was remarked as
particularly beautiful, as the men at the
park had been accustomed to the much
darker lions already in captivity. When,
after the death of the animals, the skins
reached the Museum; the great darkening
of the general color ‘since their arrival
was at once noted. The degree of cplor
change was in direct relation to the pe-
riod of life in Washington. Two of the
MacMillan lions were males and three fe-
males, the feémales averaging somewhat
darker in color than the males. The skin
of one of the female lions which lived for
five years in the park, turned s6 dark that
at a short distance it gave the appearance
of a blackish-tawny animal. The manes

more silky, and more cinnamon buff 4n
color than in wild-killed animals.
MR. BEEBE'S EXPERIMENTS

In view of the success of Mr. Beebe’s
experiments in increasing the pigmenta-
tion in birds by confinement in superhu-
mid atmosphere, it would perhaps seem
unnecessary to go beyond the theory that
the humid climate of Washington acted
in a similar manner on these lions from
the highlands of East Africa greatly to
darken the color of the skin.

In the skull, the changes wrought by
captivity are even greater. The skulls of
the captive lions are broader and shorter,
more massive and bulky, and show many
relative differences which in wild animals
would be instantly accepted as sufficient
evidence on which to base a new species.
The obvious reason for these great dif-
ferences is that the principal muscles
operating the jaws and neck (those mus-
cles used by a wild lion in mauling and
killing game, biting, -gripping, and shak-
ing, have had little influence on the shape
of the bones during development. In a
wild-reared lion these powerful muscles
naturally and in a normal way mould the
growing skull, particularly in the regions
of their attachment.—Special correspon-
dence of The New York Evening Post.
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FISHERMEN NEED' GASOLINE
5 |
Ottawa, Sept. 22—A solid train of gaso-
line tank car is speeding in the direction

MONSIEUR BEAUCAIRE
BY BOOTH TARKINGTON

Copyright, 1900, by McClure, Phillips & Co.
(Chapter IV Continued)

PO rise, assisted by his servants, threw
out one hand to balance himself, he
found it 'seized between two small, cold
alms, and ‘he looked into two warm,
ting eyes .that were doubly beautiful
because of the fright and rage that found
room in them too. 3

M. 1¢ Duc Chatesurien sprang to
his feet without the aid of his lackeys
and bowed low before Lady Mary.

“I make ten thousan’ apology to
be the cause of a such melee in your
presence.”’ he said, and then, turn-
ing to Franceis, he spoke in,French:
““Ah, thou scoundrel! A little, and
it had been too late.”

Francois knelt in the dust before
him. “Pardon!” he said. “Mon-
seigneur commanded us to follow far
in “the rear. to remain unobserved..
The wind malignantly blew against
monseigneur’s voice.”

children,” said his master, peointing
to the ropes- with which they would
pave bound him and to the whip ly-
ing beside them. A shudder passed
‘over the lackey’s frame.  The utter
borror in his face schoed in the eyes
of his fellows. 2 ’
“Oh, monseigneur !’ Frar®ois sprang
back and tossed his arms to heaven.
“Bat it did not happen.” said M.
Beaucaire.
“It conld not!” exclaimed Francais
“No. And you did very well. my
ehildren” --the young man sm..»d
heneyolently—‘‘very well. - And now,”
he continued, turning to Lady Mary
and speaking in English, “let me be
asking of our gallants: yonder what
make’ them $o be in cabal with high-

] bowed, offering his hand to
conduct her to the coach, where Moly-
neux and his companions, “having
drawn Sir Hugh from under his
horse, were engaged in reviving and
reassuring Lady Rellerton, who had
fainted. But Lady a? stayed Beau-
caire with a gesture, and the two stood
where they were.

‘“Monseigneur ! she,
note of rai i
lery so tender that he started with
happiness. His movement brought
him a hot spasm of pain, and he
clapped his hand to a red stain on
“his waisteoat.

“You are hurt!”

“It is _nothing,” smiled M. Beau-
eaire. Then, that she might not see
the stain spreading. he held-his hand-
kerchief over the spot. “I‘am a li{-
ﬂe—;but jus’ a trifling—bruise’; ’tis

“You shall ride in the coach,” she
whigpered. “Will you be pleased, M.
de ateaurien?”’ N

‘“Ah, my beautiful I’ She seemed to
wave before him like a shining mist.
“] wish that ride might las’ for al-
ways! Can you say that, mademois-
elie?”

‘““Monseigneur,” she cried in a pas-
sion of admiration, “I would what
you would have be, should be. What
do you not deserve? You are the brav-
est man in the world!” ., .

“Ha, ha! T am jus’ a poor French-
“Would that a few Englishmen had
shown themselves as ‘poor’ to-night.
The vile cowards, not to help you!”
With that, suddenly possessed by her
anger, she swept away from him to
the coach.

Sir Hugh, groaning loudly, was be-
ing assisted into the vehicle.

“My little poltroons,” she said,

 “what are you doing with your fellow

craven, Sir Hugh Guilford, there?”

“Madam,” replied Molyneux hum-
bly, “Sir Hugh’s leg is broken. Lady
Rellerton graciously permits him to
be taken in.”

“I /do not permit it! M. de Cha-
teautien rides with us.”

“Buyt’’—

“Sir! Leave the wretch to groan by
the roadside;” " she  cried fiercely,
“which plight'1 would were that of
all of you! But there will be a pretty
story for the gossips to-morrow! And
I could almost find pity fer you when
I think of the wits when you' return
to town. Fine gentlemen; you; hardy
bravos, by heaven, to leave one man
to meet a troop of horse single hand-
ed while you huddle in shelter until
you are overthrown and disarmed by
servants! Oh, the wits! Heaven sav
you. from the wita!”

“Madam.”

“Address me no more! M. de Cha-
teaurien, Lady Rellerton and I will
greatly esteem the honor of your
company. Will you come?”’

She stepped quickly into the coach
and was gathering her skirte to make
room for the Frenchman, when a
heavv voice spoke from the shidows
of the tree by the wayside.

“Lady Mary Carlisle will, no doubt,
listen to a word of counsel on this
point.” . i

The of Winterset rode out into
the moonlight, composedly

of the MaritimeProvinces in order to pre- foadk. plr L heod?mm

vent a tie-up of Nova Scotia and New

Brunswick fishing boats, owing to a gaso- {but had retired into_the 'shade of the

line shortage.

Owing to railway congestion, parti-
cularly in the United States, the gasoline
stocks in the Maritime Provinces are
almost at the point of depletion, and un-
less more “gas” reaches the coast within
twenty-four hours the fishing industry
will be almost completely interrupted. |
There are over four thousand gasoline
boats in Nova Scotia alone, and it is esti-
mated that in the three eastern provinces
there are at least a thousand used in fish-
ing by line trawl. The lack of fuel for
these enfiines threatens not only to bring
idleness to dozens of fishing towns and
hamlets, but to upset the carefully timed
train service instituted by the Food
Controller for the carrying of these fish
to Montreal and Toronto for distribution
to the other inland cities. - 7

oak, ce he now made his pres-
ence known with the utmo% cg;:.m)‘lnesa1 5
5 i heavens, ’tis Win ¥
exdmmodmwy'lbﬂerwn.

“Turned highwayman and eut-
throat !” cried Mary. . .
“No, no,” laughed M. Beaucaire,
somewhat unstesdily,hu heh ssood.
waying a little, with one hand on
:hey‘c%%ch door, the other pressed

'hard on his side, “he only oversee’.

“See what it might have cost, my ;

ger;”

.| of  atonement.

not shared the flight of his followers, '

o T L Sy

“My taith, madam,” eried the duke,
“this sauey fellow has paid you the
st insult! He is sc sure of you he

not fear you will believe the
trrrth. When all is told, if you do not
vree he deserved ‘the lashing ~ we
planned to”'—

“I’ll. hear no more!”

*“You will bitterly repent it, mad-
»m. For your own sake T entreat”—

“And T also,” broke in M. Beau-
conire. “Permit me, mademoiselle. Let
him speak.”

*“Then let him be brief,” said Lady
Mary, “for I am earnest to be quit of
him. His explanation of an attack on
my friend and on my carriage should
be made to my brother.”

‘“Alas that he was not here,” said
the duke, “to aid me! Madam, was
vour carriage threatened? I have en-
deavored only to expunge a debt I
owed to Bath and to avenge an insult
offered to yourelf through”—

“Sir, sir, my patience will bear
little more '

““A thousan’ apology,” said M.
Jeaucaire. ‘You will listen, I only
beg, Lady Mary:”

She made an angry gesture of as-
sent.

““Madam, I will be brief as I'may.

Two months ago there came to Bath’

a Freneh gambler calling himself
Beaucaire, a desperate fellow with
the cards or dice, and all the men
ot fashion went to play at his lodging,
where he won considerable sums. He
was small. wore a black wig and mue-
tachio. He had the insolence to show
himself everywhere until the master
ol ceremoniés rebuffed him in the
pump room. as you know, and after
that he forbore his visits to the réoms.
Mr. Nash explained (and .was con-
irmed, madam. by indubitable - in-
formation) that this Beaucaire was a
man of unspeakable, vile, low birth,
being, in fact, no other than a lackey
of the French king’s ambassador,
Vietor by name, de Mirepoix’s barber.
Although his condition was known,
the hideous impudence of the fellow
did not desert him, and he remained
:xl;m Bﬁth. where none would spesk to

“If your farrago night done, sir?”

“A few moments, madam. Ome
evening, three weeks gone, I observ-
ed a very elegant equipage draw up
to my door, and the Duke of Chatean-
rien was announced. The young
man’s manners were worthy — aeeord-
g to, the French aeceptance—and
‘twere idle to deny him the most
monstrous assurance. He declared
himself a noble traveling for pleasure.
He had taken lodgings in Bath for a
season, he said, and called at omce
to pay his respects to me. His tone
was 80 candid—in truth, I am the
simplest of men, very easily gulled—
and his stroke so bold, that T did not
for one moment suspect him, and, to
my poignant regret—though in_the
humblest spirit I have shown myseit
eager to atone—that very evening I
had the shame of presenting him. to
yourself.”

“The

ing that Chateaurien was nothing.

m‘g‘Pardon," interruj M. Beau-
caire. ‘““Castle Nowhere’ would have
been so mueh better. Why did you
not make him say it that way, mon-

sieur?”’ {
Mary started. She was look-
ing at the duke, and her fate was
white. He econtinued, “Poor Cap-
tain Badger was stabbed that same
day”’—
“Most befitting poor Captain Bad-
muttered Molyneux.

—<“and his adversary had the mar-
velous, insolence to deciare that he
fought in my quarrel! This afternoon
the wounded man sent for me and im-
parted a very horrifying intelligence.
He had discovered a lackey whom he
had seen waiting upon Beaucaire In
attendance at the door of this Chat-
eaurien’s lodging. Beaucaire had d'n?-
aj ed the day before Chateaurien’s
ival. Captain Badger looked close-
ly at Chateaurien at their next meet-
ing and identified him with the miss-
ing Beaucaire beyond the faintest
doubt. Overcome with indignation,
he immediately proclaimed the im-
postor. Out of regard for me he did
not charge him with being Beaucaire.
The poor soul was unwilling to put
upon ‘me the humiliation of having
introduced a barber, but the secret
weighed upon him till he sent for
me and put everything in my hands.
I accepted the odium, thinking only
1. went to Sir John
Wimpledon’s fete. I\ took poor Sir
Hugh, there, and these other gentle-
men aside, and told them my news.
We narrowly observed s man and
were shocked at ou plicity in not
having discovered him before. These
are men of honor and 1 judgment,
madam.’ Mr. Molyneux had acted for
him in the affair of Captain Badger
and was strongly prejudiced in his
favor, but Mr. Molyneux, 8ir Hugh,
Mr. Bantison, every one of them, in
short, rei i him. In spite of
his smooth face and his "light hair
the adventurer Beaucaire was Writ
upon him amasing plain. Look at
him, méadam,-if he will dare the in-
spection. ~ You ‘saw this Beaucaire
well the day of his expulsion from
the rooms. Is not this he?”

M. Beaucaire stepped close to her.
Her pale face twitched.

““Look !”” he said.

“Oh, oh!’ she whispered with a
dry throat and fell back!in the, car-

riage. : $
“Is it so?” cried the duke.
“I do mot ‘know; I[—cannet tell.”’
“One moment more. I begged these
th » to allow me to wipe out

He iz jus’ a little bashinl, t .
He is j. t man, but he don’ want
all the 5 \
"Bsrbe:{r replied the duke, “I must
tell you that I gladly descend to ban-
dy words with you. Your monstrous
impndaneeiaccldmtomnkle;n—
not ignore. But:a lackey who has m-
gelf followed by six other lackeys”—

“Ha, ha! Has-not M. le Duc been
busy’ all this evening to L:stlfy me?
And I think mine mus” the bes
six. Ha, ha! You t.hink!‘ ;

“M. de Ohateaurien,” said Lady

" Appeal to the Food Controller w:
made by wire by H. B. Shortt, of the'
.Q?ﬂﬁian Fisheries Association-at Digby. '

| == Linimest Lumbermen's Friead |

| “we are waiting for you.”
e n'don?" he replied. “He has
something to say. Maybe it is bes
if you hear it mow.” :

%] wish to hear nothing from him—
evar!” s

.
A

the insult I had unhappily offered
to Bath, - but particularly _to you.
IThey “agreed not to forestall me or

to ixy!ter!ete. I left Sir John Wimple-'

don’s early and arranged to give the
sorry rascal a lashing under your own
eyes, a satisfaction due the lady into
whose presence he had ‘dared to force

himself. i
* ‘Noblesse oblige?’’ said M. Beau-
caire in a tone of gentla inquiry.
“And now, madam,” said the duke,
“I will detain you not one second
longer. I plead the goed purpose of
my intentions, begging you fo believe
that the desire to avenge a hateful
outrage, next to the wish' to serve

ou, forms the dearest motive in the
{nrt of Winterset.”

" Molyneux mildly.

| the woung
arrived

‘sweetly with the joyance of his mood.

%

THE BEACON, SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 2, 1917

“Brayvc!” cried Beaucaire so!‘tly.(

Lady Mary leaned toward him, a
thriving terror in her eyes. “It 18
false?’” she faltered. 5

““Monsieur should nét have been
born so high. He could have made
little beok’.”

“You mean it is false?”’ she cried
breathlessly.

“’0d’s blood, is she not convinc-
ed?”’’ broke out Mr. Bantison. ‘‘Fel-
low, were you not the ambassador’s
barber?”’

“It is all false?”’ she whispered.

" “The mos’ fine art, mademoiselle.
How long you think it take M. de
Winterset to learn that speech after
he write it out? | It is & mix of whet
is trué and the mos’ chaste art. Mon-
sienr has become a man of letters.
Perhaps he may enjoy that more than
the wars. Ha, ha!”

Mr. Bantison burst into a rear of
laughter. “Do French gentlemen fight
lackeys? Ho. ho. ho! A pretty goun-
try! We English do as was doge to-
night—have our servanis beat them.”

“And attend ourselves,” M.
Beauca.i;e, I h. at the ' duke,
‘“‘somewhat in ‘the background? But,
pardon,” he mocked, ‘“that remind’
me. Fraanceis, return to Mr. Bﬂh‘g

| ed, suspected of irregular devices at

play and never admired,” had wen
admiration and popularity by his re-
morse for the mistake and by the
modesty of his attitude in’ endeswer-
ing to atone for it, without X
upon the privilege of his rank
laugh at the indignation of society;
an aetion the more praiseworthy \
cause his exposure of, the imposter
entailed the disclosure of his og
culpability in having stood the
lain"ls aponaor‘.‘h Tl?;gi‘hht{' the
gentleman, wi y
gn his m,l&&dﬂ&y about
rooms, sQwing ai ing & -
yest of smiles. "ﬁnssm:vﬁ
be begun at onee to rebuild the duke’s
had stung me; go ‘I ‘mus’ only say
what I can have strength for, lnj s::‘
straight till he,6 is gone. Beside’,

there are other rizzons. Ah, you mus’
belief! M. Molyneux I sem’ for, and

tell him all, because he show eourt-

esy to the yo'ng Frenchman. and I
can trus’ him. I trus’ you, mage-
moiselle—long ago—and would have
tol’ you ev’rything, excep’ jus’
—well, for the romance, the fon! You
belief? It is so clearly so. You de
belief, mademoiselle?”’ 4

She did not even look at him. M.
B ire lifted his hand i

and these gentlemen their .
“Will you answer a qued-ion—;’ said
“Oh, with pleasure, monsieur.”
“Were you'ever a barber?”

“No, monsieur,” laughed the young
man.

“Pah !’ exelaimed Bantison. “Let
me question him. Now, fellow, a
confesgion may save you from jail.
Do you deny you are Beaucaire?”

“Deny to a -such judge?”

“Ha!”_gaid Bantison. “What mere
do you want, Molyneux? - Fellow. do
you deny that you came
in the ambassador’s suit?”’

“No, I do mot deny.”

“He admits it! Didn’t you come
as his barber?”’

“Yes, my frien’, as his barber.”

ly toward .her. “Gan there be nofag
in—in’’— he said timidly. sod d.
She was silent, a statue, my Lady

: ’ ; ;Mo

“H you had mot belief me to be

glance passed by him as it might
have passed by a footman or a piece
of furniture. He was dressed magni-
ficently, a multitude of orders glit-
tering on his breast. Her eye took
no knowledge of him.
‘“Mademoiselle, I have the honeor
to ask you: if you had known E
Beaucaire was hones’, though of peas-
ant birth, would yog'*—
. Involuntarily, confrelled as her iey
presence was, she ' ghnddered. There
was-a moment-of stlence. :
““Mr. Molyneux,” sai a
“in spite of your discourtesy in allos
ing a servant to addreéd{n; T offer
yota ‘last chance to leave"this reema
undisgraced: Will you give me your
arm?” 12 AN s .
“Pardon me, madam,” . said Mr.
Molyneux. 7 g
Beauenife dropped into & ¢
his head bent low amd ‘his i
stretched on the table. His
slowly in apite of aimueif.” g
tears rolled down the young mam’s
cheeks, ;
“An’ live men are jus’—mamest”
said M. Beaucaire. R
(Continued Next Week)

NO RHODES SCHOLARS THIS YEAR
i London, Sept. 22—The trustees of the
RHodes Scholarship Fund decided to-day

1 ‘to make no appointmen?s to séholarships

this year either in the United States or
any part of the British Empire. This

heart | decision is based on the fact that all

of a lackey, an hones’ man, a man,
the man you knew,. himself, could
you—would you”—He was tryimg to
speak firmly, yet as he gazed upom
ber splendid beauty he choked shight-
zmdfumbledinﬂ:elwenthh

roat with unsteady fingers. ‘“Would
you—have let me ride by your z
in the autumn moonlight?”’

candidates ‘must be men who are of
military age. The trustees decided to
aliot four new scholarships, created in
substitution  fgr German scholarships,
two to the Canadian provinces of Alberta
and Srskatchewan, and two to. South
Africa. Pugyard Kipling has been addgd
to the trustees of the fund.

Lady Mayv cried out faintly and,
shuddering, ‘put both hands over her
eyes.

“T’'m sorry,” said Molyneux: “You
fight like a gentleman.”

“] thank you monsieur.”

“You called yourself Beaucaire?”

“Yes, monsieur.”’ He was swaying
to and fro. His servants ran to sup-
port -him. \

“l wish”’—continued Molyneu;.
‘hesitating. “Evil take me, but I'm
sorry you'ré hurt.”

“Assist Sir Hugh inte my
riage,”’ said Lady - Mary.

‘“Farewell, mademoiselle!” M.
Beaucaire’s voice was very faint. His
eyes were fixed upon her face. She
did not look toward him.

They were ‘propping 8iri{ Hugh on
the cushions. The duke rode up close
to  Beaucaire, but Francois seized his
bridle fiercely “and ‘forced the horse
back on its haunches.

“The man’s servants worship him,”
said Molyneux.

“Curse your insolence!” exclaimed
the duke. “How much am I to bear

car-

\
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from this varlet and his varlets?
Beaucaire, if you have not left Bath
by to-morrow noon, you will be clap-
ped into jail, and the lashing you
eseaped to-night shall be given you
thrice tenfold!” :

2

I shall be—in the assembly—room® -« -

at 9—o’clock, one week—ire 0
night.”’ answered' the young man,
jauntily, though his lips were color-
less. The words cost him nearly- all
his breath and strength. ‘‘You mus’
keep—in the backgroun’, monsieur.

KENNEDY’S HOTEL "~

\ \ St. Andrews, N.B. = ‘

A. KENNEDY & SON, PROPRIETORS
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Co.ld Runhing Water.
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The door of the coach closed
a slam. 5

“Mademoiselle—fare—well I’

“Drive on!” said Lady Mary. |

M. Beaucsire followed the carriage |
with -his eyes. As the noise of the |
wheels and the hoof beats of the ac- |
companying- cavalcade grew fainter
in the distanee the handkerchief he |
had held agdinst his side dropped in-
to the white dust, a heavy red
splotch.

“Only—roses,” he gasped and fell
back in the arms of his servants.

Ha, ha!” ‘
with ‘\

CHAPTER V.

Beau Nash stood”at the door of the-
rooms, smiling blandly upon\a dainty
throng in the pink of its finery and
gay furbelows. The great exquisite
bent his body constantly in a series
of consummately adjusted bows—be-
fore a gredt dowager, seeming fo sweep
the floor in august deference; some-
what stately to the young bucks;

eeting the wits with ious

iandlinesg and a twinkle of raillery;
inclining ‘with fatherly gallantry be-
fore the beauties; the degree of his
inclination measured the, altitude of
the recipient as accurately as a nicely
calculated sand glass measures the
hours.

The king of Bath was happy, for
wit, beauty, fashion—to more
concretely, nobles, belles, gamesters,
beaux, statesmen and poets — made
fairyland (or opera :bouffe, at.least)
in. his dominjons; play ran hi
and higher. and Mr. Nash’s coffers
filled up with gold. "To crown his
pleasure. a prince of the French bloed,
Comte de Beaujdlais, just
from Paris, had reached Bath
at noon in state, accompanied the
Marquis de Mirepoix, the ambassador
of Louis XV. The beau dearly prized
the society of the lofty, and the pres-
ent visit was an honor to Bath;
hence to the master of ceremonies.
What was better, there would be some
profitable with the cards and
dice. So it"was that Mr, Nash smiled
never more benignly than on that
bright evening. The rooms rang with
the silvery voices of women and de-
lightful laughter while the fiddles
went merrily, their melodies chiming

The skill and brazen effrontery of
the ambassador’s scoundrelly servant
B o Slotmes e paint ., depas
condition form e ¢
ture for every- conversation. It was

discovered that there ‘were but three.| .

persons present who had not suspect
ed him from the first; and, by @ sin:
gular paradox, the most astute of

proved to be old Mr. Bicksii, the
traveler, once & Imior at Chateaurien ;
for he,-according jo repor had by |
a coup .of diplomacy entrapped th:|,
impostor into am admission that there
was no such place. However, like

’
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r Captain r, the worthy old
ll."::ﬂ had heldB.l?‘i: out of re-
gard for the Duke of Wintene‘. i
nobleman, heretofore secretly ~dislik-
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