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“1 thiok It my duty to tell you what |
“Fruit-a-tives' has done for me, |
Three yeary ago, 1 began to feel run- |

down and tired, and sulfered very much
from Liver and Kiduey Trouble.

Having read of * Fruft a-tives”, I |

thought I would try them. The result
Was surprising.

would not change for anything.,  Fhapve |

wol had aw hour's sickness since I com-
menced using “Pruit-a-tives*, and
know now what 1 haven't known for
B good many yeare—that s, the blessing
of & healthy body and clear thinking
birain®’,

WALTER J. MARRIOTT.

b0e. & box, 6 for $2.50, trial sizé, 256,

At dealers or sent posipaid on receipt

of priee by Fruit-a-tives Limited, |

Ottawa,
e i e A il
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WOMEN! IT'S CHEAP!
USE,LEMON JUICE TO
~ MAKE BEAUTY LOTION

Iin all weathers the skin and tu?.l'l-
plexion can be kept wonderfully
clear, 80ft and white by the use of
this inexpensive lemon lotiogi which
any girl or woman can easily prepare.

The julce of two fresh . lemons
strained into & bottle containing three
ounces of orchard white makes a
whole quarter pint of the most re-
markable lemon skin beautifier at
about the ‘cost one must pay for a
amall jar of the ordinary cold vreams.

" Care *should bhs taken to straih-the

lemon juice through a fine cloth-%o
no lemon pulp gets. in, then thia lo-
tion  will . k%ep (resh for -months.
Every woman. knows that lemon
juice is used to bleach and remove
such blemishes as freckles, sallow-
ness and tan, and is the idegl skin
saltener, amoothener and bheautifier.

Just try it! Get three ounces of
orchard white at any pharmacy and
two lemons from the .grocer and
make up a ‘quarter pint - of this
sweéetly  fragrant lemon lotion., It
naturally should help to soften, l"ranp-
en, bleach and bring out the roses
and hidden beayty of any skin, Those
who wiil make it a habit to gently
massage this lotion Into the face,
veck, arma and bands once or twice
daily may be répaid with a skin that
is flexible and  young looking and a

peach-likie complexion.

OAN M. PATRICK

Machines, Umbrellas, Sult
Cases, TH and refitted,
Saws 1 . vod and HScissors
ropaired; Keys fitted. All makes
r-m,m'lldm

149 Sydenham Street
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Has Not Had An Hour's Sickness Since |

During the 2} years |
past, I have taken them regularly and |

Copyright, 1315, by ths BHobba-Merrill ("o

CHAPTER Il
From the Wilhelmstrases.

T would be wiser to talk In

German,” the woman

“In

English speech in Berlin"—

SBlie finished with a lifting of ber

| shapely bare shoulders sufficlently elo

quent. The walter speeded his task of

| refilling the man's glass and discreetly
| Withdrew,

“Oh, I'l talk in German quick
enough,” the wan assented, dralolog
| his thin balf bubble of glass down to
the last fizzing residve In the stem
| “Only just show me you've. got the
right to hear and the good fat bauk-
noles to pay, that's all”™

gnid.

these times Freoch or

|

|

For an in-+

stant—balf the time of a hrrmh---;nl

eyes tigerish, but at once they chang-
ed again to mild bantering.

“so?

!ﬂﬂsh of loathing made the wouman's
|
|
. IFriend Billy Capper of Brus

#els has a touch of the spy fever him- |

| Seif and distrusts an old pal?" She

laughed softly, and one sim hand toy. |

ed with & heavy gold locket on her |

| bosom. “Friend Billy-Capper forgets
| old times and old faces—forgets even
i the matter of the Lord Fisher let-
ters'"—
| “Chop It, Louisa™ Tbe man called
| Capper lapsed into brusk English as
he banged the stem of his wineglass
' on the damask. “No sense In raking
| that up again—just because 1 ask you
yourself In your new job.”

“We go no further, Billy Capper®
she returned, speaking swiftly in Ger
man. “Not another word between us

| uniess you-obey my rule and talk this
| Innguage.

Why did you get that mew
sage through to me to meet yon here
o the Cafe Riche tonight if you-did
uot trust me?
carry your offer to—to headquarters
and come here ready to talk business

my identifying mysell 7

hard on poor Billy Capper,” he mum-
bled. “I'm down, girl-away down

won't have me and bere I am, my din-
pér clothes my only stock in trade left
and you even having to buy the wine.”
A tear of self pity slipped down the

a fair question—ask you to h:lwn:nt].l‘r'L

Why did you have me |

If it was only to hum and haw abdut |

“Loulsa—Loulga, old pal: don't be

Rgain. Bince teey kicked me out at |
Brussels I haven't had a shilling to |
| Dless myself with, Can't go back to
England—you know that: the Fremch |

ness fof the
- werz{turl'l'ti pretty miuel with the Eﬂmi1|

L]
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ADG. nodaing 1t el R xiiatled _the

walter,

“I'll buy this one, i.ouira.” bhe said
grandiloquently. “Can't bave a /lady
buying me wine all night.” [le gave
the order. "You're gqing to slip me
wome banknoles touight-=right vow,
aren’t you, Louisa, old pal?” Capver
anxlously honed with a
hand that trembled The woman's
eyes were narrowed in thought.

“If 1 give you anythihg tonight, Billy
Capper. you'll get drunker than you
are flow, and bow do | know yoo won't
run to the first Knglish secret servive
mwan you meet and blab®™

“Louisa, Loulsa. down't that!™
Great fear snd great yearnlinz sat in
Capper's lmed eves. "You know I'mi
honest, l.oulsa. You wonldo't milk me
this way—take all the info ['ve got
#od then throw we over like a dog!”
Cold scorn was in ber glance

“Mavbe | might manage to get }Ul‘!
a position—with the Wilhelmstrusse.”
SBhe named (he greal secret service of:
fice under ber Lreath. *“You can't go

his clipeks

sav

“Maybe | might manage to get you a
position.”

back to England, to be sure, but yow
might be useful o the Balknns, where
you're uot knewn, or even in Egypt
You have your good poluts, Capper.
You're a sly little weasel—when son're
sooer. ["erhaps’ - '

“Yes. ves; get we a job with the Wil
Ielmstrasse, Lowisa!” Copper was bab
bling In au agony of engerness, “You
Enow my work. You can vouch for
me, and you uveedn't mention that busl

Lord Fisber letters: youo

THE DAILY BRITISH
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lL.ouisan. But, come, be o '

brush there,

| good sport: pay me at least balf of |
| what yon thipk my fofo's worth and |
- T'Il take the rest out In salary checks

| if you get me that job,

hard drain of his cheek and epiashed |

on his band.
iam!

“But I'll show. "em, Lou-
They can't kick me out of the

Brussels shop like a dog and not pay |

for it! 1 know too much, 1 do!”

“And what you know about the Brus-
sels shop you want to sell to the—
Wilbelmstrasse ™ the woman asked
tensely, -

“Yes; the Wilhelmstrasse is will-
lng to éhﬂlr for it," Capper an-
swered, his Jost cunning returning in
& bound. _ _

&1 'im authorized to Judge how much
Jour information Is worth,” his com:
panion declared, leveling a cold glance
luto Capper's eyes. “You can tell ms
whet you know and depend on me to
pay well or—we part at once.” -

“But, Loulsa”—again the whine—
“how do 1 know yon're what you say?
You've flown high since you and 1
worked togetber in the Brussels shop.
The Wilbelmstrasse—most perfect spy
machine in the world! How I'd Uke to
be in your shoes, Loulsa'™

She detached the heavy gold locket
from the chain ou her bosom, with a

Yuick twist of slim fingers had oue

gide of the case open, then lald the
locket before him, pointing to a place
on the bevel of the case. Capperswept
up the trinket, looked searchingly for
an instant at the spot the woman had
designated and returped the locket to
her hand. : .

“Your number in the Wilbelm-
strasse,” he 'w in awe. “Gen-
Ui, no doubt. Baw the same sort o”
mark once before in Rome. All right
Now listen, Loulss. What I'm going
to tell you about where Brussells
;tr::h in this—this Lusiness. that's

ing will make the German gen-
eral stafl sit up.” The woman inclined
her bead toward Capper's. He, look-
ing not at ber, but out over the rich

~| hands on the table opened and shut
| themselves without his volition. Final-

|
I

o

I'm brokey |
Louisa!™ His voice cracked in a sob. |
“Absolutely stony broke!™ |

Bhe sat toying with the stem of
her wineglass while Capper's clasped

ly she made a swift move of one hand
to her bodice, withdrew it with a bun- |
dle of notes crinkling bet¥een the fin-
gere. -
“Three hundridt marks mow, By
" she said. The man echoed
the words lovingly. “Three hundred
now and my promise to try to get a |
number for you  with—my people
That's fair?” . !
“Fair as can be, Lonisa.” He streteh- |
ed out clawlike fingers to recelve the |
thin sheaf of notes she counted from |
her roll. “Here comes the wine—the |
wine 1I'm buying. We'll drink to my

cooled. Marks the end of my bad luck,
80 it does. You won't refuse to drink
whntn_llll‘nnd that's

Y
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that and you
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bis hand.
Jon'y Lo report to So-and-so at Alexan

notion what work be is to_do
-!-l"ﬂl_u.-

R i

The bigh pitched nasal complaind

came from a table a little to the righd
of the one where Woodhouse was sib
ting. :
“There, there, mother! Now, dent
go taking all the joy guta life just be-
cause youre seeing something that
would make the minister back tn Ee
wanee roll his eyes in horror.”

Out of the tall of his eye Woodhouse
could see the family group wherein
Mre’ Grundy bad sat down to make a
fourth. A blocky little -man with &
red face and a pinky bald bead, whose
clothes looked as If they bad beean
whipsawed out of the bolt; a com-
fortably stout matron wearing a bon-
net which even to the untutored mas
culine eye betrayed its provinclalism:
a slim glip of a girl of about nineteen
with a face llke a choir boy's—these
were the American tourists whose
voices bhad attracted Woodhouse's as-
tention. He played an amused eaves-
dropper, all the more interested be-

"caube they were Americans and pince

a certain day on the Calais-Parls ex-
pregs a week or so gone he'd had rea-
50n to be Interested in all Americans.

“Heary, 1 tell you he does look like |
Albert Downs—the lving image!” This ~

from the woman, sotte voces,

“8b, mother! What  wonld Alberd
Downs be doing in Berlin ¥

“Well, Kitty, they say curlesity once
killed a cat, but I'm going to have a
better Jook. 1'd swear'— .

Woodhouse was slightly startled
when he saw the womgn from America
utilize the clumsy subterfuge of a
dropped bandkerchief to step into a
position whence she could look at his
face squarely. Also he was annoyed
He did not care to be stared at under
any circumstances, partigularly at thig
time. The alert and curioug lady saw
his flush of annoyandce, Bushed herself
and joined her husband and daughter.

“Well, if 1 didn't know Albert Downs

had a livery business which he couldn't’

well leave,” floated back the hoarse
whisper, “I'd say that-was bim setting
right there in that chair.”

“Come, mother, bedtime and after—
in Berlin,” was the old gentleman’s ad-
monition. Woodhoudk heard their re-
treating footsteps and laoghed in spite
of his temporary chagrin at the Amer-
ican woman's curlosity. He was just
reaching for his watch a second time
when & quick step sounded on the
gravel behind hioh, He turned. A wo-
man of ripe beauty had ber band out-
stretched in welecome:, She was the
one Billy Capper had called lLoulsa.
Captain Woodbouse rose and grasped
her hand warmdy.

“Ah! 8o good of you!
IJ-E-I'.'I:].[I:"--

“Yes; I'in laté.
ller.,” Salutation and answer were in
German, fuently spoken on the part of
each.

“You will not be followed? Wood-

I've been ex-

| house asked, assisting her to sit. She

laughed shortly.

“Hardly, when a bottle of champagne
Is my rival. The man will be well en-
tertained —too wejl.”

“I bave been. thinking,"” Woodhouse

1 could not come ear-.

continoed gravely, “that a place hard-

ly as public as thls would Lave been
better for ouf meeting. Perhaps”—

“You fear the English ageots? Pah!’

They have ears for keyholes oniy: they
@0 not expect te use them in a place
where there ia light and plenty of peo-
plee. You know their clumsiness.”
Woodhouse nodded. His eyes traveled

slowly over the bold beanty of the we-
wan's face.

T T T CHAPTER 1L
Billy Capper at Play.

“ HE. man Capper will de for
I the stalking horse—a willing

weut obh the woman

in a half whisper across
the table. *You know the ways of
the Wilhelmstrosse. ©apper is what
we call ‘the target’ The English sus-
pect bim. They will catch him: you
get his pomber and do the work In
safety. We have one man to draw
their fire, another to accomplish the
deed. We'll let the English bag him
at Malta—a word placed in the right

nig,

direction will iz that—and you will go I'

on to Alexapdria to do the real work.”

“Good, good™ Woodhouse agreed.

“The Wilhelmstrasse will give him a
number and send bim this misslon
on my rat'nmmeuduzrujnl bad that us-
surauce before ever] | met the fellow
tonight. They—tbe blg people—know
little Capper’s reputation. and, as a
matter of faut, 1 rthink Ltbey are von-
vinced be's a litfle  less dangenous
working for the Wilhelmsiroese thauy
against (. At Maltw the prrest—the
firing squad at dawo—and the English
are  conyinced they've nipped svme
thing big o the Lud, whereas they ve

only put out of the way a dongerons )
littla weasel who's ready to bite any Il

band that feeds bim.” .
Woedhouse's level glgtive never left

the eyes of the woman called Louwi<a

It 'was alert, sppraising.

¢ “But if there should be some siip-

4

L

at Malta,” he interjected: “if some i

this: Capper sbould get throngh

to. wopldu't that it
somewbat embarrussing for me?”

 MNot at all. my dear Woodbuuse,
sbe caughbt him up. with a little pat oo
“His instructious will be

“He will pot ‘bave the slightest

i

. For a minute Woodbouse
ing the
Stage.

ll-!i

| !

ih

51"3
:
i

i
it

.z

it
i

H
&1

L2

:
Bt .
i
._‘. '- 3

5
i
1.

ik

2
g
§8

husiness it Is I_'.l;l soe Vall Loe resl Wod !
house does pot take the Lot for Gil. |
They expect & mau' from Berlin to |
come to them beurlug 8 pumber from |
the Wilhelmstrasse—-ilie man who ig |
td lmpersonote Woodbouse and ss guch
take his place in the garrison on the |
Hock. There are two others. Of the
Wilhelmstrasse at Gibraltar alrendy
They, too, are eagerly awalting the ar |
rival of '"Woodhouse' from Alexandria
Capper, with a rhmber, will start from j
Berlin for - Alexandria. Capper. will |

F..,--.*:la-F'-_'—' |

Ll

r
T

“Capper will not arrive in Alexandria
You will"™

“With a number—the uuwtgr expect
ed ¥ the man asked. '

“If you are clever en route—yes.”
she answered, with a- smile. "Wine,
rewember, is Billy Capper's best {riend
—@nd warst enemy.

“Then | wil hear from you as Lo the
time and route of departure for Alex
aodria ™

“To the very *hour, yes. And now,
dear friend”—

Interruption came suddenly from the
stage. The mauager, ln shirg slveves
and with bhalr willdly rumpled over his
eyes, came prancing oot from the
wings. He beld up a pudgy band to
check the orchestra. Hundreds about
the tables rose In a gust of excitement,
of questionlng wonder.

“Herrea!” The stage manager's bel
low carrled to the farthest arches of
the Winter Garden. “News Just pub
lished by the general staff: Rusgia has
mobilized Ave-divisions on the froutier
of East Prussia and Galiclat™

Not a sound save the sharp catching
of breath over ajl the acre of tables
Then the stage manager nodded to the
orchedtra leader, and In a fury the
brags mouths began fo bray. Men
¢limbed os.table tops, women stood on
ehairs, and all—all gsang in tremendous
chorus: ;

“Deutschland,
filles!"

&

The night of July 20. The scene is
the table cluttered sidewalk before the
Cafe Pytheas, where the Cours SL
Louis fings its night tide of idlers
into the broader stream of the Canoe-
biere, Marsellles” Broddway —the white
étreet of The great Provencal port

Around the pevws: klosk at the Cafle

Deutschland Geber

dled. Men spatched papers from the
plle, spread them before thelr faces

md biundered into their fellow pedes-
irians as they walked, buried in the
lnky columns, Now dnd again half
naked urchins came charging down the
Canneblere, waving sbinplaster extras
tbove their heads — “L'Allemagne
varme! La Guerre vient!” Up from
the Qual marched a dozen sallors from
R torpedo boat, arms lnked g0 that
tl:n.:r almost spanned the Canuveblere.
Thelr red tasseled eaps were pushed
back at cocky angles on their black
heads, and as they wnarched they shout-
Bd in time: “A Berlin! Hod—hog!"

The black shadow of war—the fSret
ballucinations of the great madpess—
ripped Marsellles.

For Captain Woodhouse, just In from
Berlin that evening, all this sw
excitement bad but an lueidental idter
est. He sat aloue by one of the little
iron tables before the Cafe Pytheas
sipplng his boc, and from time to tifthe
his eyes carelessly followed the eddy-
ing of the swarm about the ncws Kosk,

P ays his attention would vome bark,

bowever, to veuter un the thin sbhoul-
ders of a man sitting lNeesn or 1wenty
feet away with @ wihie cenler by ks
dide.  [le coufd not sv e e of the

pever arrive in Alesandria. You will” {

Pytheas corper a constant stream ed-

| —
——

All be cared to do was to keep those
thin shoulders alwaye in sight. Lach
time the solicitous wiiltr renewed the
bottle in the wine cooler Captaln
Woodbouse nodded grimily, as a doo-
tor might when Le récoguized 1he
symptoms of advancing fever in-a pa-
Oelt,

Bo for two days, from Beriln across
to Paris, and now on this third day.
here fo the Mediterranean port, Wood
hopse bad kept ever in sizlit those thin
shonlders and that trembling band Le
youd the constantly crooking elbow-—
ot }.hplenum task. He bad come o
loathe and abominate the very wrl
kies in the back of that sbiay coat.
But a very necessary duty It was for
Captain Woodhouse v shadow Ar
Bitly Capper until the right momeut
should mrrive. They bad come down
on the same express together from
Parls. Woodhouse hud observedl Cap
per when be checked his bagguge, a
single shoddy bandbag, for La Veulee.
the French line ship satling with the
dawn next moruing for Alexandsin and
Port -Sald via Malta. . Capper bad
squared his account at the Hotel Al
leea de Mellban, for the most part a
bill for absinth Mappes. after dinner
that night and was now enjuriug the
night lfe of Marseilles In auticipa
tion evideutly ofvarrying dived! 1o the
steawer with him uifhlr‘ fdrewell from
Frapce all of the bottled lavghier of
her peasant girla be could acrcomme
date. : :
Woodbouse, who watched, uote:l only
L-‘:m -[rHuIiarin lu Capper's svuduet
The drinker nursed hils sthek, a ain,
crook handled malsccy. with o towder
ness almost maternal. It vever left
his hands. Once wheu Capper dropped
it and the walter made to prap the
stick against a pearby chalir the little
gpy leaped to his feet and suvatched
the cane away with a growl, There
after be propped bis chiu on the han
dle, only removing this guard when be
had to tip his bead back for anuviber
draft of champagne.

Eleven o'clock. came. Capper rose
from the .table and looked owlishly
about him, Woodhouse quickly Tarned
his back to the man sud was absorbed
in the passing strollers. When be jouk
ed back agaln Capper was slowly and
a little unsteadlly making his wuy
around rhe eorper Ioto the Canueblere
Woodbouse foliowed, sanntering. Cap
per began a dilatory exploration of the
various cafes along the whilte streel
His general course. was townrd the
city’'s slums about the Quai. Wood
house, dawdling about tree boxes and
dodging imie shadows by block door
wiys, found his quarry easy to trail
and be knew that each of Capper's so
journs in gn oasls put a peried tv the
length of the pursuit. The time for
him to ac¢t drew appreclably uearei
with every tipplng ol that restless ¢l
bow. i K

Midpight found them down fm the
reek and welter of the dives and sall
ors’ frolie grounds. Now the trullet

ag Dot only his quarry, but he hintself
was marked by the wolves. Dances
in smoke wreathed rooms slackened
when Capper lurched ln, found s seat
and ordered a drink: dock® ruts drew
aside and consulted {n whispers. When
Cupper retreated from an evil dive ou
the very edge of she Qual, Woodhouse,
walting by the doors. =aw that he
was not -the only: shadower. Close
aguinst the dead walls fOanking the
parrow pavement a slinking figure
twisted and writhed after he dronk-
ard, now spread eagling all vver the
street.

Woodhouse quickened his pace om
the opposite sldewalk. The street was
one lined with warebouses, Lhelr close
Iy shuttered windows the -onuly ®xes.
Capper dropped his stick. laboriously
balled and started ro go back for it
That Instant the shadow agsinst the
walls detached ltself and darted for
the victim. Woodhouse leapad 0 ﬂili
cobbles and gained Capper's side just
as he dropped llke o sack of rags un-
der a blow from the dock mut's fist.

“Son of a plg! This is my ment:; vou
clear out!™ The bummped black beetle
of a-man straddling the sprawling Cap-
per whipped a koife from his girdle
and faced Woodhouse. Quicker than
light the captain’s right arm shot out;
% thud as of & maul vb an empty wine
bitt and the Apacbhbe turped = half

wibe drinker. L parl . want o

et e e

NURSING THE WOUNDED

Tt takes strength and
the ded. ery woman
_ fit for war's eall st home or
abroad. Health and strength are within
the. ﬂd T;Tl}:m They are
brough you FPierce’s Favorite
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somersault, striking the cobbles with
the batk of kis bkead. Woodlwuse
'stoaped, lifted the lhanp Capper from

litm to the Vghted avenue of the Can-
néblere, 2 block away. He ::]:I:L:
late crulsing fla¢re, propped C

“fo La Vendee, Qual de iz Frater-
Litel” Woodhouse ordereld. '

tity, usked no questionn, bnt clucked
to his crowbalt. Woodhouss Murned
to ‘a. quick examlnation of the
ng:r:nu map by hiy side. He fear-
ed n stab wouud. He found notldng
but m pasty cut on the Lend. made by
brass knockles. With the wine help-
ing. any sort of blow would bave put
Capper out, be reflected.

(Contlnued  mext Saturday.)

 Harry,

Gilve

found his task wore difficult. lnaswuch 1

the seat and took his-place Leside bim. |

A\The driver, wise In the ways.of the |

LOOK AT CHILD'S
“TONGUE IF SICK,
CROSS, FEVERISH

HﬂhﬂTﬂﬂlﬂlﬁ Paisons
Fronr Little Stomach,

Liver, Bowels,

“California Syrup of Figs"
alt Umce if Bilions or
Constipated,

coniéd, It is a sure sign that your
bittle one's stomach, diver and bowels
need a gentle, thorcugh cleansiog at
onece, |

- ‘'When peevish, croses, listless, pale,
doesn't sieep, doesn't eat or act natu-
radly, or is‘feverish, stomach sour,
breath bad; bas stomach-ache, sore
throat, diarrboea, full of cold, give a
teaspoonful of “California Syrup of
Figs," and in a few hours all the
fowl, constipated waste, undigested
food and sour bile gently moves out
of the Hitle bowels without griping
add you have a well, playful child
agadn . \

You needn’t eoux sick children to
take this barmdess “Ifrult laxative;"
they fove (i delicious taste, and it
always makes them feel splendid.

“California Syrup of Figs,” 'which
has directions for bables, children of
all ages apd for growa-ups plainly on
the bottle. Beware ol counterfeits
sold bhere, To be sure You get the
genuvine, ask to sea Lhat it ja made

Refuse any other kind
tempt. .

with con-

CAPTURE TME DYE
RECIPES OF GERMANY

A Group in the British Textile
Trade Make Most Impor-
tant Discoveries.

in the British textile trade has cap-

according

er German dye lndu-t'rj{.
. Which dis-

19" the London Daily M
pleye {he Htem under
Mhe recipes, mumbering 257, belong-

bank, The Mall says:
“The capture - is of first impor-
lance Is economic war against Ger-

tile industry and scores of other im=-
ort

ermany.” -It means that when the
war is over Great Britain will be in a
position to compete equally with Ger-

the world.*-
scriblng how the recipes were ob-

that thie merchants who caplured
them have refused tempti offers
from capitalists and specul
ments have been barred

from the enterprise. The tlm&rchmlntl
intend to offer and sell the rpcipes

to all British maoufacturers needing
them. 2
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.. K. Grigg, Renfrew has been

shovalful,

dall, Carleton Place, has been on the
slek list the result of'a stroke.

miles of good roads, mmm
traverse & country that comprises
rome of the most magnificent scenary
in the worMd, makes their attraction
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Ask youwr druggist for a bottle of -

by “California Fig Syrup Company.". 3

London, Jan, 11,—A group of men
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Slmpson is over eifhty years of age,
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ed to the great Badische works, and
are now in the keeping of a London

industries from the bonds of i

man dyed goods in every market in '.
in the course of a long lforr de- -
tained in Switzerland, the Mall says |

ve ele- |

to the British Government for the
use of the Government dye works,
permitting the bulk of the profit to
g0 to the nation on the understand-
ing that the dyes will be sold freely

Mrs. Bamuel Simpson, who ﬁllﬁﬂ
with ber daughter, Mrs. Rich. Dow- =

fured the secret recipes of the great-

¢ heads, ©

many, and will free thé Britiah tex- f‘:-

deputed to Investigate the statement
that a number of citizens have two 4
wimters’ supply of coal in their cel- J
lars,. while hundreds have not a/




