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CHAPTER 1.
A little del! in the heart of a wood was
deliciously dappled with lealy shadows.
A loosely clad man, hearded and specta-
wled, and a little on the right side of
forty, sat on a camp stool before a small
ficld easel, and libeled the landscape at
Bis ease, pausing at his work now and
then and drawing back his head to survey
3t with an air of charmed appreciation.
Near him, on the gnarled trunk of a tree
mnd in the shadow of a moss-grown rock,
st a lady some ten or a doszen years
younger, leisurely torturing thread inte
face with a hooked needle.
A little way down the dell a boy was
clamberitig among the rocks, shrieking
‘wvery mow and then with ecstatic news of

1 & bestle or a butterfly. He was a sturdy,

Blue-eyed, golden-haired [little fellow of
five, the picture of health, and he was
risking his limbs and chattering to all ani-
mate and inamimate nature—a delightful
boy, and all alive from his golden head
to hix restless Teet and tips of his brown
little fingers. The mother smatched him
to her arms and covered him with kisses.
Budd-nly she looked up, flushed, half pite-
ous, with a flash of tears in her eyes.

“Austin, 1 feel afraid. .Have I a right
to be s0 happy? Has any one a right to
be 80 Lhappy? Will it last?”

“Who knows?" he answered. “Human
affairs run in averages, but then the av-
erages are not. individual. We have had
almost trouble enough in our time to have

id for a little joy. Let us take it grate

Iy

“Boretimes,” she said. “a shadow seems
to fall upon it all—the shadow of a fear.”

“The shadow of the past—experience.
The burped child dreads the fire. We are
burned children; both of*us.  Five years"

* lllness and poverty out of seven years of

__married life is s large allowance. And, |
after all, our present happiness isn't phe-

nomenal, my dear, though it looks so. We
bhave health, and we value it becaose we
bave each missed it in turn. We have a
little money, and we think it a great deal
because we have been so deadly poor.
And then,” he lnughed and half blushed,
“we have a little fame, and that is all
the pleasanter because we were so long
meglected. Bweet is pleasure after pain.”

“l am dangerously happy,” she answer-
ed

“Come, let us unpack the luncheon bas-
et Cold chicken, Salad. Bread.
Cheese. Milk. There we are. Fall to.
Bit down by your meother, Cupid. Take
& pull at the milk, old man, and then
you'll have an appetite. What a sudden
shadow "

A cloud had floated between themselves

and the sun, and a strange guiet had fall- 1

en with the shadow on the wooda.
“Austin,” the wife whispered, “there is

He looked neither to left nor right, but
went by as if unconscious of their pres-
ence, and in a little while was lost be-
hind the thicker growth of trees. As he
went out of sight the sun broke through
the cloud, the leafage was inundated with

said her husband, smiling at her.
why is the poor old gentleman so dread-
ful ™

“But, Austin, do you know? You can't
bave heard. He is known to-have hatch-
ed plots agaiost the Crmar.”

“Well, yes. It is known also that he
bas been wifeless and childless this twen-
ty years. His wife ‘and his two sons
died in Siberia. They went there without
trial, and people who know him say that
the loss of them in that horrible way
turned his brain. Buppose anybody stole
you and little Austin? Buppose he drove
you on foot through hundreds of miles of
lce and snow? BSuoppose that he made you
herd with the human off-scourings of the
world. and that you died after three or
four long-drawn, hideous years? It might
be wicked, but surely it would not be
guite without provocation if I blew that
man sky-high. 1 don't say that regicide
i= a thing to be commended. [ don't de-
fend the poor old gentleman’s pelitical
opinions,. But I do say that human na-
ture is human nature.”

Luncheon over, he returned to his
painting, to find the lights all changed.
He worked away, however, with great
contentment for an hour or two, while the
wife- and the boy wandered beyond the

“1 do this better than I paint,” he said,
cocking an idle eye at his wife from be-
neath the soft white felt which rested on
his nose. “Shall we get back now?”

“] _want to carry something, papa,”
shid the boy, possessing himself of the
camp I. They sauntered on together
tranquilly through the twinkling lights
which daszled from between the leaves,
and their steps were nolseless on the
dense carnet of fir needles. The boy laid
his burden to chase a sulphur-col-
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fellow sat on the camp stool behind them
and held animated talk with Natura

The gray-bearded man wandered
through the wood with his chin sunk upon
his breast and his eyes fixed upon the
ground. He was tall and gaunt and swar
thy, and looked as if be had a considera-
ble strain of the Jew in him. His nose
was like an eagle’s beak and ascetically
five. His temples were hollowed like
those of a death’'s-head, and his eyes,
which were large and brown and mourn-
ful to the verge of pathos, were the eyes
of a born dreamer and a fanatic by na-
ture.

It was already dusk when the old Ni-
hilist turned his footsteps Into the wood,
and having just remembered that he had
not broken his fast for seven or eight
hours, he had somewhat quickened his
usual thoughtful pace, when the sound
of a sob reached his ear and be stopped
suddenly to look about him. Within a
yard or two sat the lost child on the
“camp stool, with his back against a broad
tree trunk. The old man knelt on the
grass and looked at the sleeping boy. His
straw hat had fallen off and lay beside
him, his goldem bair was tumbled and
disordered, his long dark lashes were still
wet, and his rosy cheeks were blurred and
soiled with the traces of his tears.

“Eh! La, la, 1a?" said the old fellow,
in a pitying accent, “Lost! Did we
sleep in despair, dear little heart? in
tears? in terror? And God sendeth a
hand, ere yet it is night time. To the
child, rescue, and to the old man teach-
ing."

Then he took the child softly in his
arms, and gathering up the hat and the
camp stool, entered the wood. As he did
so, a faint and distant cry reached his
ears, and he stopped to listen. It was re-
peated once or twice, faintly and more
faintly, and then died away. He started
anew almost at a run, but he was old,
and the lad was unusually solid and well
grown for his years, so that the burden
soon told on him, and brought him to a
walk again. It was a foll mile, from the
spot to which the child had wandered to
the Cheval Blane, and when the little
hostel was reached the bearer’s back and
arms were aching rarely. The landlady
met him_in the passage with a cry.

“Oh, the little Anglais! You have
found him, monsieur? Jeanne, run to the
woods and tell them that the child is
found.”

“You knmow him?" asked Dobroski.
“Who is he? Where does he live?”

“He is the child of the English at
the hotel des Postes,” answered the wom-
an, standing on tiptoe to kiss the boy.
“He has been lost this five hours.” Deo-
broski turmed Into the  street, and the
woman followed him talking all the way.
“He is the only child of his parents, and
their cherished. Imagine, then, the de-
spair of the mother, the inguetude of his
father ! They are rich. See how the child
is dressed. There is mothing you might
not ask for.” :
The old man smiled at this, but said
pothing. He surrendered hLis charge at

‘the hotel, where the boy was received

with such noisy demonstrations of pleas-
ure that he awoke. DBeing awake, and
recognizing his surroundings, he adapted
himself to them with an immediate phil-
osophy, and demanded something to eat,
A second messenger was dispatched to
‘the wood to bring back the party who had
gone in search of him.

His mother kissed him frantically and
cried over him, but his father set out
for the Cheval Blanc to thank his res
cuer. He found Dobroski seated in a lit-
tle room with a sanded floor, and began
to stammer his' gratitude in broken and
mutilated French.

“It was a piece of good fortune to find
him,” said Dobroski, speaking English,
to the other's great relief. “I am de
lighted that the pleasure was mine.”

"I don’t know how fo thagk you,”
said the Englishman, a little awkward-
ly, lugging a purse from his trousers
pocket. For a moment Dobroski fancied
the stranger meant to offer him wmoney,
but he merely produced a eard, “That's
my pame,” said the Englishman, blon-

deringly. “Austin Farley. Upon my
word, [ really domn't know how to thank
you.”

“My good, good sir,” returned Dobro-
ski, “what would you have had? What
was [ to do? He was sure to be found,
and it was my good fortune to have found
him."”

“You must let his mother come and
thank you, sir,” said the Englishman.
“Upon my word I really don't know what
to say to tell you how grateful and oblig-
ed 1 am. His mother has beem in the
greatest anxiety. You must let her come
and thank you.”

“Well, well, Mr. Farley,” the elder man
answered, himself a little shy at the oth-
er's concealed emotion. “If you will think
s0 mere an accident worth thanks to any-
body—— But pray let us say no more.”

CHAPTER IL
There was a great crowd of people at
the railway station at Namur, and the
Luxembourg train bad no sooner steamed
into the station than it was besieged by

 the mob, and all the carriages were taken

by storm. One tourist, who had furnish-
ed himself with a first class ticket, and
had shouldered himself through the crowd
to the buffet, was exceedingly wroth on
his return to find that the earriage he
bad occupled was filled by third-class
excursionists. He spoke Fremch with a
fluency, and an inaccuracy in combination
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the lrony of one of the ejected. . =
“He is well introduced to hi

fellow,” said he, but the tourist di@ not
hear, or did not.care If he
stood tranquilly by, holding the
the door, until the carriage was cléared,
and was just about to ascend whem a
slow, guiet voice spoke behind, :
“Got that through, old man, eh§™
The tourfst turned suddenly, * and
stretchéd out a hand to the speaker,
“What? Maskelyne, ma_boy. Deloyt-
ed. Where are you going™ '

“l am going to Janenne by wall," said
the other, accepting the proffered hand
with a hearty shake, once up and pnce
down. “From there I go on to a HNttle
place called Houfoy, to see some old
friends of mine.”

“I'm, going to Janenne meself,” mid
the Irishman. “Can't we ride together?

“I suppose we can,” returned  his
friend. "“Baggage ls registered.” He
was just as calm as the Celt had a min-
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Ballle Royce had an easy
The eldest of thrée sigters
In the world, she had problemsa of
ment to solve,
quent visits to the
her perplexities out of a full
times a sorrowful heart
when extra burdens welghed,
she came with a tale of woe,
“Trust God and don't worry,”
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ute or two before beew eager, and bis' . ) the minister could say. “You are

voice was distinetly American. He was
very precisely and neatly attired, his
figure was tall and elegant; his face was
handsome but melancholy, and curiously
pale. The eyes were the best feature—
black. soft and lustrous, but they looked
as If he had never smiled in his life, "I
say, Fraser,” he said, in his slow, mild
voice, when they were both seated, “where
did you pick up your French? [ mever

heard anything like it.” s
“T'vé knocked about Paris a good deal,” |
said Fraser, “I speak Jorman with the
same facility, though it’s probably me
Scotch extraction that gives me that™

doing your best. Have faith and be
patient.”

The advice seemed trite, and easler
to give than to take, '

But while she was there Mliss Poxon
entered. Now, those who do not know
Miss Poxon ought to know what man-
pner of woman she |8 She'scrubs floors,
and teaches Sunday school classes, and
scolds recreant husbands; and per-
forms other useful services In connec-
tion with a settlement of the Young
Women's Christian Association. She

Midwa ybetween Namur and Loxem-|is . character the llke of which one

bourg the two travelers changed. trains’

for Janenne. The engine steamed lasily '

through a most lovely country, and the

young American, looking continually out !

of window, seemed absorbed in contem-
plation of the landscape. But it could
scarcely have been the landscape which

half a dozen times called a dreamy smile

to his soft eyes, and once a blush to the
sallow pallor of his cheek. When the
train drew up in front of the little red
brick station, a building planned like a
child’s toy house and not much bigger,
the blush came to his cheek again, and
his hand trembled slightly as it caressed
his black mustache,

might go far to meet. ‘““What s It to-
day?" asked the minlster. .

“I want you to buy four tickets to
the concert, and let me give them to
the Mavowskis; poor things, they want
to go and can't, and the profits are for
fhe playground; and 1'm golng to ask
Mrs. Packard to buy four more for an-
other famlly; and I need some malted
milk for Mrs Petruskl; they've just
got their twelfth baby, and the last one
not fourteen months old, and her hus-
band sitting round the house and do-

{ing nothing, and the children all)puny

“Well, it's good-by for a time, old fel- till they get old enough to go to work

low,” he said, shaking bands with Fra-
ser. “B‘tlﬂumyﬁummi
row or next day, most likely, if you ecan
find time to turn from affairs of r

“Are those your friends?' asked A
looking through the window as the train
crawled slowly along the platform. “An
uncommounly pretty gyurl! The ould boy
looks like an army man. He's waving
his hand at ye."

“Yes,” said Maskelyne, with his soft
drawl a little exaggerated. “That is my
man. Good-day, Fraser. Tell O'Rourke
I'm down here and that I'l run over and
have a look at him.”

A minute later he was shaking hands
with the young lady who had excited Mr.
Fraser's admiration. 1 I

“Welcomi® to the Ardennes, Mr. Maske
lyne,” said Angela, with frank good bu-
mor. “How are all our friends in New
York ™

“Thank you, Miss Butler,” he answre-
ed, lookifig into her gray eyes with a'

and get enough to eal

“1 should like to see the whipping-
post established; I should raint If I
had to do the whipplug, but I belleve
I could salt them a little; and old Mra
Wiggin—you remember old Mrs Wig-
gin that you sent the cloak to? Well,
she's little Mary's mother, you know,
that sings; and she's down with some-
thing the matter with her thigh; It
was & -muscle gave way, but 1 guess
it's some cancerous trouble.

“She sews the collars on vests, and
gets three cents aplece, and when she
got that hurt she got round on a cane
as long as she could, and now her
wrist's given out the same way; and
when you come in Suaday afternoon to
preach at the ful do you suppose
you can come over and pray for her?

“And there's the Hofers, you know.

smile which was all the brighter and the There's a man that's good for some-

sweeter because of the usual melanchely
of his countenance; “I eannot un
to tell you how all your friends in
York may be, bat the few scores of whom |
I have heard in one way or another gince
I came to Europe are very well indeed.
Major Butler, 1 am charmed to see you.
looking so robust. I had not hoped to see
you looking so well.” ~

“Dyspepsia,” sald the major. “When
I wrote you I was really ilL. | am all
right now. But I've been a geod deal.
worried, and when I'm worried I get
dyspepsia, and dyspepsia means despair.
That your baggage? Got the ticket for
it?™

At this point Fraser came up with
perfect sang froid, raised his bat to the
girl and accosted Maskelyne,

“] say, ould man, tell me what's the
best place to put up at here?” :

“Hotel des Postes,” maid the major.
Mr. Fraser raised his hat to the majer.

“Let me introduoce you,” said Maske-
Iyne. “Major Butler, this is Mr. Fraser,
a member of your British House of Com-
mons."” !

“Delighted to meet you!” sald the ma-
jor, but he did not look as if this state-
ment could be accepted.

(To be continued.)

Origin of the Unfom Jack.
.. The British union jack, the king's
colors, combines three crosses—the
cross of St George, the cross of Bt
Andrew dnd the crosse of Bt Patrick
—all on. & blue fleld. The union of
these three crosses occurred In an In-
teresting fashion. Primarily England's
flag displayed a red cross on a white
ground, ‘The white cross of Bt. An-
drew made its appeurance slde by slde
with that of Bt. George during the
relgn of James L., the Beottish king who
ascended the throne of England. It
was not until later, however, In 1707,
that the two crosses were combined
on the one banner and the white em-
blem  of 8t. Andrew ran from corner
to corner of the blue fleld and crossed

the red emblem of St. George |

Nearly a century later the red dlag-'
onal cross of St. Patrick found a place
on the same flag. It wasg after the
Irish parllament was united to the

British that this change took place. |

In England It Is stipulated that all

thing, but he got hurt, and now Jim-
mie's had to stop school and go to
work, and—"

There are no periods in Mlss Poxon's
conve; sations; she goes on until some-
thing happens. But Sallle could hear
no more,

“I'm just ashamed of myself!”™ she
eried. “And to think 1 ecame here to
tell my troubles!”

“Is your remt pald?’ asked Miss
Poxon, and without walting for an an-
swer, followed the question by a string
of others. “Do all your folks keep so-
ber? Have you got good shoes?. Well,
then, my dear, you don't know what
trouble Is! And sometlmes I get so
tived ; I had to scrub a floor this morn-
ing, and take three chlldren to the
Home for the Friendless, and a man
scowled when the baby cried, and I
just told him they were not my chlil-
dren, and where I was taking them,
and I'd paid my fare and those chil-
dren were golng to ride, and If he
didn't like It be could take another
car; and I do get pretty tired, but it's
lots of fun to be helping somebody ;
and dear, If you've got good ghoen. and
the rent Is pald, and your folks are
kind, and you can say your prayers at
night and go to gleep, don't ever think
you have any trouble, for you haven't.”
—Youth's Companlon.

The Power Divine.

Whatever the trial or difficulty that
may beset and bamper the christian
life, there is little doubt that to con-
sider the will power as divine Instead
of human would mean added strength,
surer victory and stronger character.
If each one belleved he possesses a
spark of divine will entrusted to bhim
by the great Master, and as fast as he
uses this bit entrusted to him, he may
draw on the never-diminishing supply
for more, would we not find ourselves
relying on something so much stronger
than the weak, human will that we
could go ﬂ:lt “conquering and to com-

It Is only by meeting all temptations
and overcoming them that we learn
the lessons of life. Maybe not all on

colors, as flags are termed, shall €. ¢his plane of existence. Maybe some

hand made. At first they were the
work of women members of regimen-
tal familles, but later the privilege was
given to contractors, who number less
than half a dozen, it 1a sald. If, how-
ever, the wives and daughters of off}
cers want to make colors for thelr
regiments they are permitted to do o,
but as a rule these regimental colors
are submitted to the garter king at
arms for his approval before they are
presented to the regiments for which
they have been made.

Joahing Her.
Mr. A—Going downtown to select
your sprihg hat, eh? 'Well, you better

things are not temptations to us that
are so fo others. Perhaps In forgot-
ten experiences we have overcome
them. The things we are fighting to-
day, If we overcome them before the
night comes, will be put as far from us
as the east Is from the west, and we
will have time In “the eternal years"
we will have energy and strength to
learn new lessons.

Acknowledging Geod.
Addison has sald: “If you wish suc

bosom friend, experience your w
counsellor, cautlon your elder

®

0se il AN and bope your gunrdian geniua”

Mri A. (In surprise)—Night, George?

A shorter recipe ls to acknowledge

Why? _ Godlnhmmwm 'l;-:mm
Mr. A—Didn’t you say 1t was ways In W people through
B 3% _ ﬂ“l‘ummuu\,mm
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In the dim past, nor holding back In

fear.
From what the future vells, but with
& whole
And happy heart, hat pays its toll
To Youth and Age, and travels on with
cheer.

8o let the way wind up the hill or down,

Though rough or smooth, the journey
will be joy: :

Btill seeking what I sought whem but

..WI

New friendship, high adventure, and a
crown,

I shall grow old, but never lose life's

sest,
Because the road's last turn will be the
best. . )
—Henry Van Dyke, D. D.

He Careth for AlL

There Is nothing so high as to be
above God's care, and nothing so lowly
as to be benéath K. He Who keeps
allve the ungquenchable light of the star
vislble to a hemlsphere, kindles the
small taper of the glowworm that
gleams In the twilight on the mossy
bank. He Who plles up and loosens
the Alpine avalanche, shapes the crys-
tals of each falling snowflake. He Who
guldes and bridles the storm wave that
breaks in thunder upon the reef, pre-
serves each Invisible coral animal that
bullds its llme cell beneath the boom-
Ing surf.. He Who sees from His glo-
rious throne the seraph veiling his face
with his wings, takes note of the spar-
row falling to the ground, and careth
for you

The Light of Joy.

We all have our sorrows, and they
may be very bitter, We all have to
endure pain, perhaps, agaln and agaln,
and It may be very hard to endure, We
all have our griefs and our losses, :.nd
ofttimes our hearts may seem to break.
But through all these experiences the
light of joy may continune to shine
within us, and our peace need mot be
broken. The bappiness God glves |s
part of the life of Heaven, and In that
home the light goeth not out by day,
and there is no night there.—Rev. J. R,
Miller,

CANADA'S USE OF NIAGARA.
— e »
Government Competes with Private
Fower Co-n-llu.

The development of the hydraulic
power of Niagara on the Canadian side
Is* leading to some Interesting me-
quences, says Cassier's Magazine,

A tribunal called the Hydro-Electric
Power Commission has been created,
and in the bands of this body bas been
placed the entire domestic regulation
of the power product of stations eom-
ing within government control

In addition there has been given to
the various municipalities the right to
undertake the distribution of electrical
energy within their respective limits

In order that the commission may be
In a position to dictate terms to the ex-
isting private companies It |s Important
that the co-operation of the munlcipal-
itles be obtalned, and this appears to be
partially accomplished,

The city of Toronto has already ar-
ranged for 15,000 horse-power of elec-
tric energy from Nlagara, the price be-
Ing $14 to $16 per horse-power for a
supply for a 24-hour day, Including
tranamission to Toronto, the local dis-
tribution to be In the hands of the mu-
nicipality, and It Is belleved that a
number of other clties and towns wi..
make slmilar arrangements.

These agreements are made with the
Hydro-Electric Power Commission, and
it In turn must either secure the power
supply from the exlisting private com-
panies or else proceed to develop Its
own stations.

It ls hardly probable that the latter
alternative will be found necessary,
since the result would be to leave the
private corporations with the greater
part of their prospective custom per-
mahently taken away, so that the real
consequence of the recent legislation Is
to compel the companles to supply the
municipalities through the commidsion
at prices determined by the engineers
of the new body.

“smouLD WE

.will be stunted and their mental devel-
opment hindered by the habit, but few
grown persons experience any hapm
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ous Havana; that you should lay it
aside a minute and the fire should be-
come extingulshed. You will no doubt
plek It up and .relight it, Ignorant of
the fact that as soon as you took a puff
all the harmful nicotine In the stump

Dr. Nalpasse sald a cigar should be
hiova—away —wheithresquar
smoked. A man should smoke only
three or four clgars a day. A pipe
which has become discolored, he de-
clared, Is fllled with nicotine and un-
fit to be put into the mouth. A person
should not smoke on an empty stom-
ach. .

Nicotine, according to the
pbysieian, does not volatize uatil It at-
talns 250 degrees, so ag the cigar burns
down to the end the polson Is likely to
be drawn Into the lungs. In this re-
spect, he says, the Japanese take all
precautions, /

Te those who can use tobacco and
use It moderately, says Dr. Nalpasse,
it ils pleasant and harmless; but It
should not be used, be says, by persons
suffering from lung disease or wheoe
have heart trouble. To persons afilict-
ed with nervous dlsorder it might be
iujurious,

“In some cases,” writes the physi-
clan, “tobacco alds digestion by excit-
ing the sallvary secretion and produc-
Ing greater activity on the part of the
gastric organs.”

He clited the case of & woman who
suffered from  hysteria and extreme
mausea. She falled to keep any food on
ber stomach. Dr. Dujardine Baumets
advised her to smoke a cigar after each
meal. To her delight she found that
the nausea passed away. When she
falled to smoke the malady returned
and she suffered extreme discomfort.,

In onses of partial drowning and as
phyxiation, according to Charlerol,
smoking bas had a reviving effect.

Dr. Nalpasse advises no one to smoke
in a sleeping room. Nor would he ad-
vise those who bave not formed the
habit to take it up on the strength of
his articie—Philadelphia North Ameri-
can, s

Discovery of Dreaden China.

Dresden china was discovered
through accident. John Frederick
Bottcher was a chemist's assistant In
Berlln about 1700, At that time all
potters were endeavoring to discover a
means of making translacent china,
but In valn

Bottcher, having fallen under suspl-
clon of being an alchemist, was obliged
to leave Berlin and take refuge In Bax-
ony. Augustus II. was Elector of Sax-
ony, and In a hope of finding the secret
of the phllosopher's stone he placed
young Bottcher In a laboratory with
orders to carry on hls experinments.
While working along the lines desig-
pated by the Elector, Bottcher sur-
prised himself by discovering something
akin to Chinese porcelain. He was at

years, had not an aecldent

the key to the translucent china,
A wealthy Iron founder was riding

on horseback near Aue In Baxony, when

F

It Is possible that such measures wil)
prove advantageous -to the public, but
much will depend upon the manner In
which the law Is carried out. It has
been intimated that this legislation wil]
render It exceedingly difficult for pro-
moters to Induge ontside capital to en-
gage In the development of natural re-
sources In Canada hereafter,

A Bigamist,

Little Willle—Papa, what I a biga-
mist?

Mr. Hennypeck—A bigamist, my son,
is a—8hs-as-s! Is that yoir mamma
coming up the street? No, I see It lsn't.
Well, a bigamist Is a benefactor who
prevents at least one of his fellow men
from marrying.—Puck. L

,thing else, be took .
/home with him, and succeeded In

be notlced that his horse lifted its
with difficulty. On examination
found that the animal's hoofs
filled with a pecullar white
clay, More out of curlosity than

some of this

!Eﬁiiri

ing It Into a fine white .
I'hrough chance Bottcher obtalned
of this powder and found that It
the long-sought kaolin.

The secret of the transiucent ehina
was solved, and the King ordered a
china factory to be bullt, of which
Bottcher was the head.”

Couldn't Stand the Strain.
Landlady—I'm sorry to say, sir, that
Lodger—

it




