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'PREVENTS BRIGHT’S DISEASE

The Certified Statement of One Who Has Proves the Efficiercy
of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills. .

Mr. Colin M. Kiel, Craighurst, Sim-
cce county, Ontario, writes: *“My
muother and I have both wused Dr.

Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills with great
satisfaction. We find that there is
ncothing to equal them as a prompt
cure for torpid liver, biliousness and
indigestion. Some years ago my
mother came near to death from kid-
ney trouble, and has to be careful in
preventing Bright's disease. By using
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills occa-
sicnally she keeps the kidneys healthy
and active. Another point favorable
to Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills is
tkat they do not gripe and yet accom-
plish good results. You are at
liberty to use my letter.”

This statement is endorsed by Mr.
Marmaduke Caston, Justice of the
Peace, who writes: “This is to certify
that T am perscnally acqualnted with
Mr. Colin M. Kiel and believe his
statement regarding Dr. Chase’s Kid-
ney-Liver Pills to be true and cor-
rect.”

If you are interested in this case,
write to Mr. Xiel, enclosing stamp for
reply, and he will verify his statement
We like to have people do this, for
we are very careful to only ns2 state-
ments from responsible persons.

Sheuld this case not be similar to
vours, write to us for the treatment
of some one whose trouble was along
the same lines. We have thousands
of letters to choose from. Or better
still, put the Iiidney-Liver Pilis to the
test right away. They will only cost
you a quarter, and a box lasts for
some time.

As a means of awakening the
action of liver, kidneys and bowels and
thereby curing billousness, indlges-
tion, backache and kidneyv troubles,
Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills hold a
unique position. By their ecombined
action on these eliminating organs
they prove effective in complicated afl-
ments which defy ordinary treatment.
One pill a dose, 25 cents a hox. all
dealers. or Pdmanson, Bates & Com-
ranv. Limited. Toronto.
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He tock his place on the high chair,
shuffled the cards, and when they
were cut, began the game.  Davidoff
withdrew slowly {rom the grouvn of
which he form=d a part and advanced
toward Jaeques. As he did su ne ©x-
amined the latter attentively. When
he was close b2side him he took his
o1tstretched hand i{n his rather nke a
physician than a friend. He felt his
pulee, and shaking his head, raid:

“You are feverish, Jacques; tihe life
vou are leading is bad for yvou.”

These words of warning, uttered by
tke doctor, brok: the spell which had
held the young man. He no longer
FaW in Davidoff the nysterious
perscnage, possessor cf the
secret by means of which life had
been restored to his exhausted body,
but a man like other men. He re-
covered his self-possession and said
gayly: °

“It would be bad for anybody. Yet
as you see, it does not affect me
had never loved Clemence as much as
greatly. But it is excessively warm
here. Shall we go out into the air?”

He took his overcoat, and linking
his arm through Davidoff's they went
out on the terrace. The night was
a lovely one. The sky sparkled with
stars. The waves died
lessly on the beach. To the north
the lights of Havre shone in the dis-
tance. A profound calm
around.
few moments without speaking, turn-
ing over in their minds the events
in which they had taken a part, and
which bound them so strongly togeth-
er. They had a thousand questions
to ask each other. But the fear of
saying too much made them hesitate
about asking them. Jacques was the
first to speak.

“You nave just arrived in Trouvil-
1le?” he asked the doctor, with affect-
ed indifference.

“The yacht of Count Woreseff,whose
guest I am,” answered the doctor,
“arrived in port about five this after-
noon. We dined at the ‘Roches Noir-
eg.’ As the Count was tired, he re-
mained on board, and Patrizzi and I
came here to the Casino, where I
knew we should find you.”

“*Ah, you have been hearing about
me, then?”’

“That you have been here for the
last three weeks with Clemence Villa,
that you play heavily, but with per-
sistent {ll-luck, and that your health
is good--that is what 1 have been hear-
ing about you.”

Jacques frowned. “And
heard the truth,” he said.

“Is this, then, the use you make of
your recovered health?” asked the
doctor, gently. “Oh, you know, I do
not wish to pose as a moralist or a
preacher! You know that if 1 speak
thus it is because 1 take a friendly
interest 1n  you. Clemence Villa!
This is the woman in whose train I
find you. And it is for her you play
s0 desperately. Come, my dear
friend, are you sure you are in your
senses?”

“l am sure I am madly in love with
her!” returned .Jacques, in a stifled
voice. “But I am not sure that it is
in my power to avoid being so.”

He fixed a troubled glance upon the
doctor.

1 must
reflection,"”

You have

not give myself time for

away noise- |

L

at Monte Carlo when you told us that
story?"”

“Eh! did I say I believed in what
I was telling you? After an excellent
dinner spiritualism was brought on
the tapis, and the transmigration of
souls discussed in all its bearings. I
took my part in the discussion, but
if you wish to know my real opinion
in the matter, -1 am a materlalist.
Consequently I cannot admit that a
body is animated by an element of
which I do not acknowledge the exist-
ence.”

“How then was 1 saved from
death?” asked Jacques, with a trem-
bling voice.

“You were
disease " you

w

saved
were

because the
suffering from
took a favorable turn and
the abscess in your right lung was
healed, thanks to the treatment you
followed, aided by the salutary intlu-
ence of the climate. What do you
se¢ miraculous in that? Kvery year
cures equally wonderful occur, without
their subjects suffering on that ac-

i count any mysterious disturbances of

1
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The two men walked for a
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he resumed, “for if I did |

1 should easily arrive at the convie- |

ticn that my cxistence was fraught
with danger to others and®to
self. No. no, I must not reflect. And
the life you reproach me with leadimg
is the only one that I can endura”

“But you are not strong enough Lo
stand it,” sald Davidoff; it will kill
vou."

Jacgues laughed nervously.

“Do you think so? he gaid. "Does
it depend upon me? Am I not push-
cd on by a sort of fatality?"-

“Take care,” said the doctor, with
geverity. “This way of reasoning,
which would relieve you from a per-
roral responsibility in your actions,
might serve as an excuse for a great
many errore. You feared you were
soing to die and you are still alive—
this is what is certain. Do not at-
{ribute this to any supernatural cause.
You are cured of the malady from
which you suffered. Are you the
first to be cured of an apparently
fatal disease? It was I who attend-
cd you: give me the credit of vour
cure, and do not put any faith in Py-
thagorean fancies that would make a
child laugh.”

“Did you laugh at them that night

mind.”

They had stopped at the edge of
the water, which gleamed in the
moon's rays like silver. Jacjues was
silent for a moment; then, as if he
wished to cast off a weight that was
pressing the life out of him, he said:

“And Pierre Laurier?”

“Pierre Laurier had lost his senses,”
responded Davidoff in a grave volce,
“and you know what made him lose
them. Jacques, | wish I could restore
you to yourself, ana show vou liow
fatal is the life you are leading and
what is the true character of thc wo-
man for whom you sacrifice every-
thing."”

“Be silent!"” cried Jacques with vio-
lence. *‘I cannot permit you to speak
of her in this way before me.”

“On the night of Laurier's disap-
pearance,” continued the Russian phy-
sician, “he it was, not I, who launched
out in abuse of Clemence. He cursed
her. Yet he returned to her. “ome,
Jacques, be reascnable for an instant,
and see things as they are. What 1
said to Pierre on that fatal night,
standing on the seashore, as we are
standing now, under a starry sky and
on a night like this, I repeat to you.
He answered me that it was no use,
thiat he had not the strength to follow
my advice. He left me, and T never
gaw him again. But at least he was
alone in the world. You have a mother,
a eister—think of them. Do you wish
to make them wretched?"

“l make them wretched already,
I'avidoff,” answered Jacques, with
anguish. “l cause them many anxie-
ties, many cares, many torments. They
are very unhavpy, and through my
fault. Oh, I know how culpable I am,
and 1 am all the more so because they
are so gentle and rexfgned. You have
not seen my sister since your rcturn.
It will frighten you to see how feeble
and dejected rhe is. None of the
doctors have been able to discover the
cause of her malady. But my mother
and 1 know what it is. ron, too, may
have guessed it. The wound trorm.
which she is suffering, and which will
finally kill her, is in the lLear:i. She
loved Plerre Laurier, and she cannot
be consoled for-his death. She con-
fessed it to me before we returned to
PParis. And I, wretch that I um, re-
ceived the avowal of her hopeless pas-
sion with distrust, almost with hatred.

! 1t semed to wme as If she reproached

my- !

me with the death of him she
meourned, and I turned away with irri-
tation from the poor child, instead of
consoling her and mingling my tears
with hers. 1 telt the life of Laurier
flow in my veins: he had bequeathed
it to me; it belonged to me. 1 had
passed so recently through the anquish
of sickness, I was so impressed with
the horror of death, that I think 1
would have committed murder in de-
fence of the life so miraculously saved.
And 1 threw myeslt like a madman
into a life of pleasure to silence my
reason, to make my conscience dumb.
But I am -a coward—yes, a coward.
And the life I lead is the proof of {t!
Davidoff, if I had but the nower to
recall Laurier to life! It would be
the salvation' of poor Juliette--who
knows, perhaps mine also. Yes, if [
saw Laurier alive, I should recover
confidence in my own strength, and I
should cease to believe in the super-
natural aid which, whatever you may
think, has sustained me up te the
present. 1 should then have the proof
that I could live as others live. Or if
r.ot, the slender flame of life v.ould be

extinguished, and then I should enjoy
rest, tranquility, oblivion. Ah, it would
be delightful! For I am weary of it
all—yes, weary!"”

Jacques heaved a sigh, and his head
sank upon his breast. A soudder ran
through him, and his forehecad was
bathed in' perspiration. The Russian
observed him with compassionate at-
tention. g

“You are ill, Jacques,’ he said “The
sea breeze is chilly; you must not stay
here.”

“What does it matter!” answered the
young man with indifference. ‘“‘Neither
the cold nor the heat can affect me. I
feel a great rellef at haviag told
you what you have just heard. I
am a poor creature, and for a long

time past I have been the victim of,

evil influences, which I do not know
how to overcome.” ‘

“Very well, then, if you are aware
of your fault do not persist in it. You
told me a moment since that your
mother iz unhappy and your sister i1l
on your account. Let us leave this
place to-morrow, and return to Paris.
Let us go to them. You will console
your mother and I will take care of
your sister. Your presence will do
them both good—not to speak of the
benefit you yvourself will derive from
vour visit. After your act of confes-
sion, make an act of reparation! Are
you a man, and do you wish to behave
like a man?”

Jacques seemed disturbed by the
plainness of the doctor's proposition.
His features were contracted. The sole
thought of leavihg Clemence agitated
him, afraid as he was of the way in
which she should spend her time dur-
ing his absence.

“Is it then necessary that we should
go tc-morrow?” he sald. “Can. we
fiot defer our departure for a few
days? I want time to get ready”

“No!"” replied Davidoff, bfusquely.
“If we put it off you will not go. To-
morrow, or I will never again speak to
you, or recognize you as a friend.”

As the young man still hesitated—

“Why do you hesitate?’ he asked.
““Are vou not a free agent, or must you
ask permission to go away? Has it
come to that? That would be worse
than I had supposed.”

“You are mistaken,” cried Jacques,
“and T will give you the proof of it.
Till to-morrow, then.”

“Without fail? Without any putting
off or making excuses?”

“Count upon me.”

“Very well. Let us retire, then,
as to be ready for the morning.”

They passed through the Casino out
into the air. Before the railing a car-
riage was in attendance. They awak-
ened the coachman, who was fast
asleep upon his seat, and entered the
vehicle after Jacques had given orders
to stop at the entrance to the town.
They rolled slowly through the sleep-
ing streets. They were both silent,
meditating on the engagement they
had just made. The stopping of the
carriage drew them from their reflec-
tions. They were now on the quay be-
fere the harbor. A hundred yards
away, fastened by a cable to the land,
the beautiful white yacht lay at an-
chor. The doctor alighted from the
carriage, and once more pressing
Jacques’ hand in his, as if to give him
strength, said:

“Courage! Goad-night.
for you in the morning—it
way.”

‘No, no,” sald
“Spare yourself the
meet at the station.” :

“Be it so—an hour, then before the
traln starts we will dine together at
the buffet.”

I'hey separated, and the carriage
drove off in the direction of Deauville.
‘I'he doctor, crossing to the yacht,
sprang on board. '

Toward nine o'clock in the morning
Davidoff was wakened from his sléep
by a hand laid upon his shoulder. He
opened his eyes: Count Woreseff stood
before him. Through the porthole of
the cabin could he seen the blue sky,
and the rays of the sun, reflected from
the undulating surface of the water,
played capriciousiy on the maplewood
partition.

“You have slept soundly this morn-
ing,” said the Russian pobleman
with a smile_ “This is the second time
I have tried to waken you.”

“What is the matter, my dear
Count? 1Is any one ill on board”"” cried
the doctor.

“Happily, no. I only wanted to know
what your plans for the day were, be-
fore giving my orders. [ have a fancy

80

I will call
is on my

Jacques
trouble;

quickly.
we will

to go to Cherbourg.
go?”

“Kxcuse me, my dear Count,” an-
swered the doctor, “but I am going to
Paris for a few days, if you have no
objection to interpose.”

“None whatever. Please yourself.
But you see how right I was in speak-
ing to you. What would you have
said if we were out at sea when you
awoke?”

Would you like to

“You do not know how serious the |

consequences might have been if such
a thing had happened,” answered Dav-
idoft.

“Well, get up. When I have set
you on shore I shall put out to sea,
and on your return here you will find
me in the same place. But what
takes you to Paris, where It is so
warm, when it is so delightfully cool
herg?”

“A love-affair,” responded the doc-
tor, seriously. “A poor young man
whom I am trying to separate from
a coquette, who—"

“Say at once a woman,” interrupt-
ed the Count; “that will be shorter
and express the same thing. My dear
fellow, trust a man who has been
made frightfully unhappy by them,
there is only one system to adopt with
women — that which the Orientals
have have adopted—slavery pure and
stmple. Tell your friend  this from
me.”

“To tell it to him is easy enough;
the difficulty is to make him believe
it. He has indeed arrived at your
gystem of slavery, only it is he who
{s the slave!”

“Poor devil!
Sthen, Davidoff.”
4 The Count lighted a cigarette, press-
ed his friend’s band and left the cab-
in. An hour later the yacht was
steaming out te sea.

On reaching the railway station the
doctor found it vacant. The train
was not to leave for some time yet.
He went into the waiting-room; there
was no one there. In the dining-
room the woman at the desk was
vawning over yesterday's paper. A
commercial trabeler, his box of sam-
ples on the floor beside him, was
taking an appetizer. Davidoff went
out and walked slowly in the sun-
shine, looking around to see if Jacques
were coming. At the end of twenty
minutes he grew impatient, and walk-
ed in the direction of Clemence's
house at Deauville, As he went on
he thought to himseilf:

“What does this delay mean? Has
he given up the thought of accom-
panying me? What new idea has
taken possession of him? Yet he ap-
peared to be in earnest yesterday.
But he has seen that accursed woman
again, and all his good resolutions
have vanished. Who knows? Per-
haps he has told her of our inter-
view, making a merit of his treach-
ery. In the state of impatience in
which he is, anything is possible.”

The doctor, thus sollloquizing, had
now reached the house. He raised
his eves to the windows. They were
wide open. In the courtyard a groom
was washing a victoria, rapidly turn-
ing round the wheels, whose wet
sparkled in the sunlight.

“I must know, in any case, what to
count upon.” he said.

And he deliberately mounted the
steps leading to the terrace and en-
tered the hall.

A servant came toward him.

“M. Jacques de Vignes?' the doc-
tor asked.

Good luck to you,
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| haps run a straight course and behave
| itselicwell trial after trial.
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*“M. de Vignes is not here,”” answer-
ed the servant.

“Is he expected to return?”

“I'do not know.”

“Is Mme. Villa at home?”

‘“Madame is in the conservatory.”

“Give her this card and ask her if
she will receive me.”

The servant withdrew. The doctor
took a few steps in the hall, letting
his gaze dwell absently on the furni-
ture of sculptured oak, the jardinieres
filled with flowers, the ferience plaqueg,
fastened to the walls, and the large
Chinese porcelain jar filled with para-
sols of different colors and with canes
of different kinds of woods. ‘“Clemence
may give me a useful hint,” he was
saying to himself. “I am going to
beard the lon in his den. Bah! 1
am not afraid of her. She devours
only those who are willing to be her
prey.”

A portiere was drawn aside and the
servant reappeared.

“If Monsieur will follow me—"
said.

They crossed a drawing-room and a
boudoir, and stopped before a glass
door that led into the conservatory.
The servant stepped aside to allow
Davidoff to pass. Along a little path,
bordered with lycopods, which wound
among palm trees, dates, and acacias,
Clemence, dressed in a rose-colored
foulard silk, fastened around the walst
by a girdle of chased silver set with
garnets, a little watering-pot in her
hand ,advanced smilingly to meet him.

“Good-day, doctor,” she said. “What
happy chance brings you here?”

With a gracions gesture she showed
him her hand, blackened with earth,
tnd continued gayly:

“l am the physician of the flowers.
I was just holding a consultation re-
specting these plants.”

“Are they doing well?”

“Not so badly, thanks.” .
She showed him her watering-pot
*“I have just been glving them some
tisane,” she added. "“But to what am
1 indebted for the pleasure of your

visit?”

“May I not have come simply to see
you”

She lcoked at him coldly.

“You are very amiabre, 1 am oblig-
ed for your politeness, but 1 know you.
You are not a lady's man, 1f you
comoe to see me it is D2caus2 you have
some serious reason for it.”

“Well. then, | have a reason. I had
an appointment with Jacques this*|
morning. which he failed to keep. 1
feared he might be ill-——"

“Ah!” interrupted Cremence, with a
thoughtrul air.

She went toward a little bridge on
which were an iron table and some
chairs and seating nerself, safd:

“IN' He is so indeed!”

And tapping her forehead with her
finger. “lll here, especially,” she add-
ed.

As Davidoff remained silent, eurious
te icarh the seeret of this friendship
which he dcenzed perilous to Jacgues,
the resumed:

'» " Dhé continued.)
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DEVELOPEMENT
OF TORPEDOES

One of the curious complications of
the armament industry for protit is
the existence of Whitehead torpedo
factories in both Britain and Austria
Fifty years 3go an English engineer
named Whitehead held the position of
manager to an engineering firm in
Fiume, Austria. The torped) idea
came to Whitehead througn some ex-
periments carried on by a eaptain
Lupuis of the Austriun navy. The
Augirian officer's crude efforts in-
spirea the English engineer, and after
a long period of experiment and secret
construction Whithead invented what
is'probably now the most destructive
weapon used in naval warfare.

Within recent years the range and
efticiency of the torpedo has been de-
veloped enormously. The submarine
boat has, of course, contributed very
largely to th» scope of torpedo war-
fare. But the ingreased -tficiency of
the terpedo itself is largely due to the
iautroduction of the gyroscope, and
during the last year or so the intro-
ductfon of superheated air under very
high pressure as the provelling
n:eaium for tue torpedo.

On the eve of the outbreak of the
Russo-Japanes: war in 1904 a flotilla
of Japanese torpedo boats ran into
Port Arthur, under cover of darkness,
and in a few minutes practically re-
duced the Russian fleet to impotence
by a surprise torpedo attack.

Since 1904 the range of the terpedo
Lras grown from 1,000 yards to 10,000
yards. Ten years ago it had an ex-
perimental raunge of 3,000 vards, but
it could not be'relied upon to keep to
the straight and narrow path leading
to destruction. Vieen launched fron
the torpedo tube it might suddenly de-
cide to veer awuay on a curved path in-
stead of heading straight for the tar
got.

Esery torpedon has a
with a record of its
performances entered
Until the coming of the gyroscope
nearly every cne had some veculiar
little failing. One torpedo would per-

he

history
trial

sheet,
runs and
up from bhicth.

Then 'for
reason it. wonld
to turn to the

unaccountable
devclop a tendency
right befora> it had “travelled . many
vardas from th» ship. Another would
have a failinz for trying to exceute a
circular manocuvre against all rules,
A third might develop a reputation
for stubbornly taking a rest occasion- ,
ally in the middle of a trial spin. It
would be sentenced to a period of de-
tention in the naval home for refrac-
tery torpedces. Speelalists would take
it in bhand and give it a thorough
overhauling and toning up; and on
promising to behave better in future
it would be aliowed once more to take
a sea vovag?; perhaps part of the
terpedo armament of a destroyer, or
ever of a cruiser or battleship where
the launching tubes uare submergzed
away below the water level,

Fiut the torpedo could not be said
to live up to the British naval stand-
ard of reliability until a few years

|I)r.

ago, when an Austrian inventor’ gave

it the wonderful Iittle controlling in-

strument, the gyroscope and serve-
moter. The gyroscope is like an offi-
cer in command inside the torpedo.
Any undue tendency to sheer off the
direct path is now promptly checked.
The faithful gyroscope, spinning at an
encrmous velocity, will resist any
turning to the right or left by the tor- .
pedo, and it will call upon the servo-
motor to help it. The servo-motor
does the work similar to a steam
steering gear on a big ship. Respond-
ing instantly to the upright demand
of the gyroscope, it will put the tor-
pedo's helm over and bring it back
until the equilibrium of the gyroscope
Is restored.

After the torpedo established a real
reputation of good conduct, naval au-
thorities endowed it liberally for fur-
ther development. Not only has the
range been increased many fold since
the Russo-Japanese war, but the latest
Whitehead is bigger in girth and much
increased in speed. The 18-inch Mark
1V. Whitehead of 1904 had a range of
1,000 yards at a speed of 30 knots, and
it carried an explosive charge of 171
pcunds of guncotton in a warlike head.
Now the latest British terpedo is 21
inches in diameter. It can keep up a
20-knot pace for 10,000 yards and plant
abtout 330 pounds of guncotton in the
slde of the cnemy. For a shorter
spin (and cthe radius of torpedo action
will rarely be more than 3,000 yards),
it can possibly speed at nearly a mile
a minute.

The air chamber for storing the
motive power cf the torpedo is now
charged with leated air at a pressure
of 2,000 pounds to the square inch, in
place of 1,360 pounds pressure of cool
air in the earlier type. By heating the
compressed air the pressure is kept
1earer constant; as the supply is con-
snmed by the propelling engines the
heated air tends to expand and thus
mairtain the pressure longer. The
next problem in torpedo development
is tc reduce the length somewhere
Lelow the present twenty-flve feet, to
cuit the narrow beam of submarine
Loats. Another problem is how to
preserve peace without the present
riethod of Austrian and British White-
lhiead factories preparing for war at &
profit.
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Veils.

They're smart.

A few are taut.

Most of them zre flowing.

Filet meshes are very jpomilar

The heneycomb mesh rivals t.e
let.

Flowing veils usually show
sort of horder.

Chenille dotted edges are séen cn the
siertest vellings.

Lace and embroidery are also used
to border these new vells.

The ribbon border, while not at all
new, i gometimes scen.

THE DAWN OF .
YOUNG WOMANHOOD

Girls upon the threshold of woman-
hood often drift into a decline in spite
of all care and attention. Even strong
and lively girls become weak, de-
pressed, irritable and listless. It is
the dawn of womanhood—a crisis in
the life of every girl— and . prompt
measures should be taken to keep the
blood pure and rich with the red tint
of health, If the body is not in a
healthy condition at this critical stage,
grave disorders may result, and fu-
ture life become a burden. Deadly con-
sumption often follows this crisis in
the lives of young women. Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills have saved thous-
ands of young girls from what might
have been life-long invalidism or
early death. They are a blood-builder
of unequalled merit, strengthening
weak nerves and producing a Iliberal
supply of rich, red blood, which every
girl needs to sustain her strength.

Over and over again Dr. Willlams’
Pink Pills have proved their value to
women and girls whose health was
failing. Miss Jennie Gereau, St. Jer-
ome, Que,, says: ‘At the age of
eighteen my heaith was completely
shattered; I was suffering from an-
aemia with all its attendant e
trouble forced me to leave
suffered from headaches,
and breathless at the leust cxertion.
I Lad no appetite and my fuce and lips
were literally bloodless. A good
friend advised the use of Ir. Wiillams’
Pink Pills, and thanks go this great
medicine I am again en§oring good-
health, with a good appetits, good
color and a spirit of energy.”

Every anaemic girl can be made well
and strong through the use of Dr, Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills. Sold by all medi-
cine dea¥rs or by mail at §0 cents a
box or six boxes for $2.50 from The
Williamg" Aledicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont.
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WORLD'S GREATEST PROBLEM,
(Guelph Mercury.)

The man who wants to work, is able to
work. and who must work in order to
provide for himself and those depending
on his earnings—and yet who can fin
nothing to do—he constitutes th
est challenge the world has to
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A wag said that he could proie by
the prayerbook that man was entitled
te 16 wives. For better, 4 worse, 4
riclhier, 4 poorer; total 16.

Harduppe—-Why 8o desjondent?
Plubdub—-Oh, I can’t seem to get out
of debt. Flarduppe—Gee' That's rnoth-
ing. I can't even get in.—Life
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