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basce. Attends!l lie sou thet rienua

aud resolved upon a revengement.
7

Mr. Thurston was havlrrg bis break-
fast ia his apartinents. His friend Cbub
11'eters had not returned from being lost.
Ilomeer, thre coffee was good and the
two-pound steak better; therefore, the
beast vas in aaJoyous fraile, of mmid.
Entered a servant, lic 'king bis chopsansd
bearing a card whiclî bad the honor te
hold an nnposing inscription, toeiit:

Marquis Emil St. Honore de Gaufre.
The Mister Thurston looked upon the

card, then looked upon bis servant:
"Mn(ew, garcoli! did he corne ira

his chaiot l"
"But no, monsieur-the eujpe."ý
"Ah! Then hock up the silver and

bring the absinthe. You may show the
preseuce Up."

The preseuce made outrance. Clink
afterwards described him as follows:
"I was a funny littie runt, about as big
as a minute, with the importance o!
a tbousand years. It doffed its sloping
tilt and achieved a bow like the open-
iug and shutting of an axle-box." Cink
was about to offer bim two chairs, when
he waved a perfectly gloved littie band
majestically.

"Sair," began the Marquis de Gaufre,
"'have 1 the honor to address the Mlister
Surston T"

"WVell, yes" grinned Clink, "'that's
near enough. Sit down, won't you, and
bàve a bite."

"Eh-a bite?'-"
"That's it-a wback at the viand-

breakfast, you anderstand."
"Ah! Sank you, no.",
Mr. Thuraton outbowed him and sup-

pressed a snîile.
"Then ]lave a seat and a s-iifter."
lie indicated one chair and the ab-

sinthe. Uje Marquis permitted himself
to compreliend . le bowed and aepted
both. Cink bowed as and begged to
irnow bis chances of serving an intelli-
gent and charndng guest.

"Sair," said the presence, laying, abaud. upon bis abdomen, "by My friend
M. Foufalle arn I select te wait upon
tbe Mister Surston. Permit me, this
honor la to me done, for 1-Emil st.
Hlonore de Gaufre-may spik the ]an'-
wich .Amerikerane with a 80 great af-
fluency. Eh, bien?"

"WVouderful 1" comnted Clink sol-enly. "i1 was just about te compli-
ment you. Go on.",

The Marquis smiled in pardonable fin-
guistie pride.

"Sair, you bave tbe misfortune to
ound in the dignities n'îy friend and

confrere, M. Foufalle, of the journal La.
~Moutare"ý

"YOU don't tell me!" said Clink.
"What Wa" the precise nature of my
enormityT"

The Ipresence bowed gravely.
"Mais! lu the Cafe Beau Garde youhave niake at M. }'oufalle the ver" gro8s

laugh. Then, of ail also, ivas bis ap-parei disarraîîged, the band o! you to
bis pantaloon descending-iîr the rear,
]non dieu !-thus causing teo M. Foufalle
a 80 great immodesty."

Mr. Tjurston tried nobly to keep bis
faece salî,bt isptofibsblue eyh criunkled and tlhe corners of

isothworked tihI they tickled hiïn.
Monsieur le Marquis observed and
swelled visibly.

"Saori it is not of the jokes I bave thîe
hoortospik."'

Clink took d fresh grip on bis risibil
ities.

"I beg your pardon, My dear Marquis.110W lay 1 atone for My flagrant sinsV"
The presence brighitened and bowed.

Su11ritncipal would beg of the Mster stl,, o sme opportunities imîne-diat, to the hlonor of a gentleman, hiis
Just reu.uigemnut."

'Ile Arizoîiaî's jaw dropped in slîecr
aliiazeillent.

t.Good0( LordManl! You don't mean to
el le that your principal wants soume

-ý01 1i(urleMarquis aehieved ]bis me-v-
itable lONN.

"VIîM. Foufalle, it is of bis Most
heart i niisil(cd desiing-nlav, permit me-
thie d(iiîaymu . MaY the Slisteî- Surston
be ',(. alliiable that he to me give of blis

Chî1,smjle 'broadened. His bluW-
Oyes dauiced iii soulful joy. ie deliv-

home, you underatand, we settie ittle
difficulties of this oharacter with our
bauds. Perhaps your principal->

Hfe pauaed> then held out bis own
brown hands for critical inspection, but
the Marquis receiled ira horror.
-"But no!" lho declared. "Impozzebul!

Md. F2ufalle is a savage not, ueor i]l lie
bis nation'a honor to forget ina thefilght-
i.ng with bis nails§."

'Al right," agreed the American;
'anything to stir the pot of happiness!
What would you suggest T"

"Mon dieu!" cried -the tiny presence,
ina open admiration of sucli generosity.
"X would not of myself-how you cail
ber ?-butt ia-yet if the Mister Surston
nothiug ares, tlien, soever, why not thefil? Aha ! ÇEh?. Not?"'

"The foi!!' cried Thurstou, knowing
well that ira his bauds such a weaport
could enly be employed in'spanking an
autagonist, "the f ou! Weil, not on your
life, old cbap! im far too amiable.
Why, what eartbly good would it do
your piipal to poke me ina the eye
with ou=o those ridiculous little wires?
No, sir! M. Foufalle bas demanded of
me a dignified revengemeut, and, by.Ju-
piter! I'm .going to give hlm a fine,
large, juicy one. Look at these!"

Hof dived into his traveling bag and
produced a brace of .45%s.of a. wicked
build and a glossy, blue-black complex-
ion.

"There, " said he, lu beamiug satisfac-
tion, as lie patted one of the beauties
lovingly, 6,what do you tbink of that

P. A.puts joy
in jiMmy pipes!

That's because it can Il bite-Prince Albert gives you the rar privilegeof smoking ail you want without a tongue stingi1
Let th at put a dent in you-the man who loves bis pipe .and suiferafromi fire-brand tobaccos; and pou, who gave up a pipe because itwould not fit your taste.

Get this, men, as it's handed out, fair and square: P. A. is the ornetobacco that's got everyhing any man who knows the delight of apipe ever dreamed of. lt caut bite, because the bite.s removed b y a
patented process. That's why millions of men fondly cal! P. A. thel'oysmoke." No otier tobacco can becke Prnce AibetI

"'Ciel !" brèatl<'ed the little man.
"Sang dieu, but that were murder!"

"Possibly," agreed the American heart-fly, "but when 4 chap. la as hot afterbis revengement as M. Foufale, why, &
littie thing lîke murder'ahouldn't affect
him ina the leastý Monsieurle Marquis
doubtiess agrees with me. We are me.
of honor,.my deir air. W. uuderstand
--perfectly!"

Hie beamed riper the noblenran, urg-ing him to partake o! another suifter.
He did it with grace. The Marquis
poured bis liquor with a. trembling hand
and swallowed it at a gulp.

"Just cast 'our eyes on these!"
begged Clink, when another dive initobis traveling bag brought forth a boxof vioious-iooking cartridges. «Permit
me to explairi." Ilme lifted one heavy
sheli aud beld It between bis thumband inger, smilfing bappily the whil..
"This infant ls knQwn as a 'Boft-nosed
bullet.' Mhen the courageouq M. Foua-
fille draws bis bead upon me aud turne
leose, this bullet entera my body-sayira the region of my breast-bone. Very'
good. Upon eutering my body it makesfor itself a small round h oie; but,
. . . comiug ina violent contact witl#the boue alluded to, this bullet mushý
roonra."

"Eh?" gasped the MarquI&. <Msh-
rooma T"

"E.xactly," assented OIInk, wvith acheerfulness. "DouabteuMa Mneur leMarquis has partaken of thie ilabrou
upon bis steaks. Excellent! This bu!.let, then, takes the form o! that sue-

P. A.bin
the. tidy
red2oz.
tin.

~RNE

ÂLBERT
the. inter. .n atioinal j.y ainoe

Tastes more-jali every ime you finish a Jimmy. pipe Ioad-just kind of lingers wîth you, and first tbîng you-d
next is to fire up, agafdi
Prince Abert fastes so good, and smells se good, and it' sso fresh and fniendly-like, you just wonder how y u eveirdid put in hours of misery with the oldfire-brands I
Millions of men kttow the Joys of Prince Albert in a cigaÀrette and in a pipe. You never'smoked a more dellciouscigarette in your life. Roils easy because, it's fresh andit's crimp cut. Puts the Indian sign on the old-fashloueddust-brands andfire-brands.

Mdot Canadian dealara noga selPrince Albert in the tidy 2 os.ýred tin. If jour déer aodo. ot laandl. it, toitfaMm ta orderfrontlais jobber. Leading Canadianjobbera arc noie aupplld.
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ered his answer tu this flery challenge
11k one short, cordial word:

'Sure!

The presence was doubtfül of a per-
fect comprehension. The beaat reas-
sured him:

"With ai! the delight in llUe, my son.
Aveck piedjouril"

"Ah! 1 arn please that 1 fihd theMister Surston of so grand &iiabiity
to be."

"-Right you are!" delared that gentie-miail jovially. "'Amiability? It's mylongeat suit! Why, my dear boy, itoozes out of every pore. When would
your friend desire to honor me with
his just revengement0?"1

"Ver' so.9n, I replied the little MArquis,without a trae of humor; "ijf by con-
i enience, at the morning of to-morrow.
The spots of meeting we have select
him, not one tinre but many, should the
Mister Surston, of bis pleasing cour-
tesy, flot to rejeet."'

This statement was a trifle involved,
but Cliuk dissected it and absorbed its
gist.

"Perfectly satisfactory. Do we blazeor carve?"
:'Eh-pardon-"
"What weaPons. do we figlît with ?"
"Ah!" cried tbe little mari, rubbing

bis hands and offering a lucid explana-
tion: "When challenges to one corne,
hlm.shall of the weapon make selection.
Eh, bien"

"Yes, that' sol0" agreed Clink thouglit-
fully. "I had forgotten about it. At
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