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CHAPTER XVI.—Continued.
—18—

“Oh., well—it doesn’t matter any-
way,” I soothed. “Just tell him again
I'm not at home, and if he says any-
thing more repeat it—and keep on re-
peating it till he goes, for I won't see
him. But, George”—this I said stern-
ly—*“if vou bring that man up—after
what I've said to you—you needn’t
say good morning to me next Sunday.”

George understood the allusion—I
always give him a quarter on Sunday
morning when he brings the paper up.
He grinned and departed.

“Now, what new dodge is this?” 1
cogitated, carrying the paper to my
study and examining it in the light.
The writing was distinctly foreign—
Freach or German in the “r's.” The
“mademoiselle” also suggested a for-
eigner.

The bell rang. 1 sat down. The bell
rang again. I put my feet on a has-
sock, turned up my nose slightly,
smiled and sat still. The door was
pounded—not furiocusly, but with evi-
dent determination—and the bell rang
again.

At this I thought I'd better show a

sign of life, so I went and called
through without opening.

“Stop that noise!” I commanded an-
grily. Noise stopped.

Both persons waited for the other
to say something. As the opposite
side didn’'t I called through again,
“Who is it?”

“Police detective.”

The words were hissed through in
a stage whisper, and 1 noticed a for-
eign accent on “police.” I thought 1
might as well look at him, anyway—
which I did through the crack without
removing the chain-bolt. I saw a
rather short, very slight man—pongee
colored, to be accurate—with an intel-
ligent, honest-looking face, but very
common clothes—cheap ready-made
overcoat and hat. Yet the man had
very much of an air about him.

“Well?” said I in as unwelcoming a
tone as I could.

“] wished to see you about Made-
moiselle de Ravenol—the young lady
who crossed in the steamer with you.”

“Well?” said 1.

“She has disappeared.”

“Well?” And this last from me left
him quite in the air, as I saw by his
frown. However, he made a fresh
Start:

“Mademoiselle de Ravenol crossed
ifn the same steamer with you about
two weeks ago, did she not?”

“She may have.”

“Her name is on the passenger list
with yours—I have the list here”—he
iproduced some papers, but apparently
did not find that he had the list, and
with a gesture of impatience appealed
to me—*I am correct, am I not—she
crossed with you on the same
steamer?”

“What have I to do with that?” 1

|
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asked curtly, wondering what he was
driving at; for of course I knew Claire |

hadn’t disappeared since last night,
and if she had he wouidn’t be asking
me about the steamer.

“Dozens of

people crossed on the same steamer

with me.”

“Naturally,” he admitted, trying to
be pleasant. “But this Mademoiselle
de Ravenol—she crossed in your care,
did she not?”

“She did not.”

“She did not?’ he asked in a sur-
prised sort of way, as if he thought I
was lying. *“In whose, then, may I
ask?”

I merely shrugged, as though to tell
him, “Find out for yourself.” Seeing
it he did not pursue that line but
tried this: “You saw a good deal of
her on the steamer, did you not—
talked with her frequently?”

I ignored this last and told him,
“But I have no information to give
you! Nothing at ail. She did not
come over with me—I had no charge
of ber—no responsibility for her ac-
tions on board the steamer, or for her
being met or not met or anything
else.'"

“Certainly. I understand.” He
gave the door a little push as a hint
to me. “But do you not see that you
might furnish me with a wvaluable
clue?' He gave the door a harder
push, and as it clicked on the chain-
bolt he repeated, “If you allow me to
enter that we may discuss this in pri-
vate—" | |

I thought I saw myself letting a
strange man enter with all those dia-
monds loose in a box with pens! And
at the thought of them I saw that this
might be only another plot of mon-
sieur’s! !

I looked at him in a way that made
him think I was considering my re-
sponsibilities, and then I asked as cas-
ually as I could, “But at what time did
she disappear?”

“Ah, that is the question—when?”
he cried, giving a tragic—or what he
meant to be tragic—gesture to show
how utterly the girl had vanished.

And he stopped to consider what he
should tell me next, and I, seeing no
chance to catch a clue for myself,
added, “If you are simply free-lancing
in the case I should not feel justified
in discussing her with you—but if
her father is employing you—if it is
he who has put the case in your
hands—that is a different matter, and
I see no objection to teliing you all
I know.” .

He took the bait, hook and sinker!

“It is her father who has placed the
matter in my hands,” he replied con-
vincingly; and at the same time he
gave the door a shove as if to say,
“Now you must let me in!” and drop-
ping his voice to a whisper: “You will
understand also why the greatest se-
crecy must be maintained!”

“Oh. of course. Now, when did she
disappear?”’

I Yot this off in a tone to indicate
that 1 was thawing out. Not lost on
him! He answered with a quick but
gague, “Shortly after landing.”
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“You don't sav!” | exclaimed, wish- ! ten in this new development of af-

ing to seem shocked and trying to
keep back a laugh at the way he'd
given himself away. But the next mo-

ment 1 realized that the fellow could |

have no connection with
monsieur.,

It came over me with a rush that
this was a plot against Claire herself !
Was it to kidnap her and hold her
for ransom? Her California grand-
father, now dying, was reputed many
times the millionaire. Or was this the
counterplot of some other nation
against Germany for the possession of
Mexico?—an effort to strike at De
Ravenol, the emperor's messenger,
through his daughter and put a spoke
in the treaty?

I experienced a positive shock as
this situation burst on me. I must get
rid of this detective immediately, yet
not let him guess what I was now
fairly certain of, so 1 told him with
affected cordiality, “I see just how it
is—and that you wish to keep this se-
cret as long as possible. I'm sorry—
but it isn't convenient for me to re-
ceive you at this moment.”

“Can vou make it this afternoon?”

he asked.

“Not very well—unless you wish to
meet a reporter from one of the big
dailies.” I gave him a look that said,

possible

“That's what I'm trying to avoid for|

you."”

He started slightly and hastily
bégged me, “Do not let the press getl
hold of this! I have spoken to you
in confidence—I felt I might trust
you.” _

“Certainly. Tomorrow at nine will
be safe 1 think. Shall I expect you?”

I saw he was about to demur at this,
but the rumbling of the elevator, com-
ing nearer and nearer, had attracted
his attention. The top of the car
showed up at our door.

“Nine,” he whispered, giving me a
signal to be silent; and with that he
slipped noiselessly to the stairs—the
way he had come up—and disap-
peared.

The car door opened and Billy
jumped out. I hastily undid the chain-
bolt and he bounded in with a “What
do you think?” and dragged me along
the hall, out of earshot of the door,
and then cried in an excited whisper,
“Your ‘mossoo’ has flew the coop!”

Billy flung his hat on the table and
repeated his words—“Your ‘mossoo’
has flew the coop—do you hear?” for
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“Your ‘Mossoo’ Has Flew the Coop.”
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I had been too astonished to say any-
thing when I heard them the first
time.

“Gone—bag and baggage! Evapo-
rated! Took a carriage and told the
driver the Waldort.”

“Then he’s not gone very far,” I re-
marked, without thinking, only to
have Billy ask scornfully:

“Do vyou suppose 1 haven't been
there already? 1 tell you he’s lit out
for parts unknown—that's the size of
it, and I want to know what for! He
left the hotel at seven in the morn-
ing—seven, mind you, before anybody
was out of bed. He hadn’t registered
at the Waldorf by eleven—and Le
hasn't registered at any of the other
big hotels.
some new scheme on and there's no
use looking for him in New York. Do
you imagine he would go to Washing-
ton on his own hook—with his daugh-
ter and all—and lay the case before
the president? I mean to lay a case
before the president—trust little old
‘mosso0’ to tell only what he wants
known !”

“Suppose he has!” I cried, and then
I added, “That wouid be almost too
xood to be true.”

“Yes—I1 feel that way—I Kkind-a
don't seem to feel that he did—my
hunch doesn’'t say he did. But say—
I've been figuring it out coming up
on the sub—your ‘mossoo’ is laying a
new trap for you and Mrs. Delario.
He knows one of you two women has
got the diamonds—he knows i in his
bootrs, no matter what you say—and
anyway you have. He Kknows you've
got ’em—that you're bound to keep
'em—and wouldn’'t dare sell or tell.
See? That's where he’s got you; and
he knows you're both of you shaking
in your noots.”

“I'm shaking, all right —I've had
my {ill of diamonds!” I admitted bit-
terly.

“And that's how he argues. He's

only got to-give you a new scare of W

some sort—and wait. And I bet you,
too, vou get your scare inside an

hour !

“Perhaps I've had it already!” 1]

i

fairs, and I told Billy the story.
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to promise hecanuse of telegrauine com
manication notiftving e they my wife
—Claire's mother—is prohably it with
A fatai ana 1 oam
Californin  immediatery.,

knows nothing of her
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ture. I am concealing it from her by
suying that it is diplomat:c business
whichi me away. It would
cruelty to subject her so sepsitive na-
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| ture to anxiety and shoek of long jour-
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' her mother alive,
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But |

when [ came to my suspicions that it

was Claire the man was after DBilly
flon- " Moy o' 3In 9 on the
.

'.‘.i‘t'l‘.‘l

might
be . e sat
there, PERER TP aud glar-
ing at the tloor. Suaddenly Mrs. Thing-
down-stairs began rendering her Men-
delssohn’'s “Spring Song” of a pig on
ice, and Billy jumped up in irritation
and paced the floor. 1 was glad of
her performance—it was a gratuitous
contribution to the safety of conversa-
tion in my own flat.

“Tell me again everything your de-
tective man said,” commanded Billy.
“And you're sure he's a tec.?”

“I'm not sure of anything,” 1 re-
turned. “I had nothing to go on but
what he said and what I guessed. He
may have been a fancy burglar—a lit-
erary burglar, after my last novel;
such things have happened.” 1 saw
Biily’s lip curl at this frivolous sug-
oestion, but I ran en. *“He may be a
gentleman crook—someone on the
steamer whom 1 didn’t know but who
noficed 1 had an interest in the girl
and is using it now to get in here and
map the grounds so he can come back
and rob and murder me.”

“Oh, don't joke,” he begged discon-
solately. “This is awfully serious.
Why couidn’t this man—you say you
think he's a foreigner—why couldn’t
he be the emperor's follow-up? Now
why 7"

“He could.”

“Say—that's what he is! And ‘mos-
soo’ got wind of him last night and
scooted for the tall timbers! The em-
peror wouldn’t just hand ‘mossoo’ a
bex of diamonds like that and tell him
just to take 'em and present 'em with

H‘Jl‘t" .f..ll. ‘I!il.‘l.\

his compliments—they don’'t do things |

that way over here. He'd send a
second man to see that the first man
did his job according to contract. And
why isn’'t this the man?”

It did 1look possible—though 1

couldn’t still see why he had begun his |

acquaintance with me—telling me a lie
about Claire. While I was wondering
over it, Billy remarked, *“Poor De
Ravenol has got his troubles all right.
He knows the old man’s after him and
he's lost the goods. Say, you can af-
ford to pity him now.”

A wave of utter despair swept over
me.

the young male in face of a serious sit-
unation. I was ready to weep. 1 was

~saved frem it by the ringing of the
. front bell.

" opened

I put up the chain-bolt before 1
it—I had sense enough for

| that—and then I cried: “You!” and re-

ceived a sharp, *“Ssh!
quick.”

It was Mrs. Delario. When I saw
her, you could have knocked me down
with a feather. I let her in and
vhisked her into my bedroom and shut
the door on us. My first thought was

Billy—he had naturally looked down

L.et me in,

' the hall when I went to the door—

and I knew he’'d guess immediately

| | who it was: but though I had told her

the part he had already played in our
adventure sie hadn’'t met Lhim and 1
had the presence of mind not to spring
him on her till I'd found out what she
came for. She had caught sight of
him and now spoke in a whisper.
“You can’t guess what’s happened!”
“What next!” I gasped, almost in a

. whisper.

“Monsieur has simply dumped Claire
back en my hands and decamped—
without a word of real explanation!”

“Oh, never!”

“It's what he's done! And I'm in the
worst pickle! What does it all mean?
He came last-evening and told me he'd
just seen you and you told him I had
the diamonds—"

“What a lie!” I burst out involun-
tarily.

“And then this morning—before I'm
even out of bed—this comes by a mes-
senger.” She had drawn out a letter
from her bag: she took it out of the
envelope and handed it to me, remark-
ing at the same time, “There was fifty
dollars in it.,” The letter rduu:

“Dear Madame Deilario:
“l was unable to return according

________—_——-——-——_-_—-_

PENALTY WORSE THAN DEATH |

' ing manner that he had received pos-

I got a hunch he’s got | Tragic Story of East Indian Prince

Whe Was Blinded by His Broth-
cr’'s Orders.

Ccate with

I know of nothing more unhing- |
' ing than the facetious nonchalance of

The tragic fortunes of princes are

original copy extant of the Diwan of
Kamran., the son of Babar, the erring

was at
out his eves. The story Las been told

princess, daughter of Babar,

.vet mere vividly recalled by the only |

“I implore you in human Kindness
tuke pity on her once more .nd shet-
ter her for a few days, keeping Arom
her the knowledge of this calamity
that threatens her. 1 shall communi-
vou in a few days. My
gratitude,” etc.

“And Claire followed it in an hour!™
Mrs. Delario whispered.

“Did he bring her?”

“No—he sent her in a carriage. Of
course he didn't bring her! He didn’t
take any chances of my refusing .o
keep her for him.”

“Poor child!” I exclaimed. *“She
was devoted to her mother—it will be
a terrible blow to her.”

Mrs. Deiario sniffed at me—taking
the letter from my hand and glancing
at it before she answered: “You don’t
think for a minute there’s anything the
matter with Claire’s mother, do you?”

“There isn't?”

“Why, of course not! . . Oh, 1
know,” she answered the question she
must have read in my face. *I psycho-
metrized this note as soon as I got it.
That man can’'t deceive me—I]1 feel
‘scheme’ and ‘plot’ all over it.”

She held it a moment in a testing
sort of way, running her fingers baek
and forth over it, then placed it in my
hand, asking: “Can’t you feel the oc-
cult influences?” and looked as if she
expected me to reply that I could feel
the ocecult influences, plain as any-
thing. Which I couldn’t. She seemed
disappointed and put the letter into
its envelope and that into her hand-
bag, remarking: “It's part of a scheme
he's working. I haven’t made out the
rest of it—I'm not clear on it yet,
though I know it's something—tricky."”

“And you think he didn’t go to Cali-
fornia?”

“I'm sure he didn’'t—I can’t see a
journey for him—I mean an immediate
journey. There are journeys all around
him—he travels a great deal—but 1
don’'t see anything for today—for to-
morrow : there’s nothing like that near.
But I do get the word—clairaudient:
lv—‘Hiding.’ That doesn’t help things
very much for us, if he is!”

“Or for Claire!”

“No. But please don't think I'm not
willing to do all I ean for the child
for her own sake. But having her
thrust on- me in this mysterious
way—" -

She broke off and looked at me help-
lessly and I finished for her: “Has up-
set you.”

“Terribly! I'm nearly distracted!
And that isn’t all—I mean Claire’s be-

ing thrust on me; there's a new man.

come on the scene—I'm more troubled
about him than almost anything else.”

“A new man? When did he ap-
pear?”

“Last night—just after I got back
from here and was waiting for mon-
sieur; so I let him in—" and she de-
scribed the very man who had just
been to see me, and who was either a
thief or Baron von Follow-up for the
Emperor William, as Billy had called
him. He had reached Mrs. Delario as
he had me, through Claire, saying she
had disappeared.

“And what’s your impression of this
new man?” I asked. 1 was beginning
to take some little stock in her impres-
sions, partly because they coincided
with my own; partly because I was
clutching at anything that might help.

“Trouble—trouble for monsieur. ]
et the word clairaudiently. You see,
I'm so upset—why, my dear, it isn't
any more possible for me to do my
work—get my readings right—in an at-
mosphere of confusion—and fear and
anxiety—than it is for you to do your
work—write, and compose beautiful
things. You couldn’t, could you? You
eouldn’t write, if you were all upset?”

I admitted I shouldn’t expect to pro-
duce much of my own line of goods
under like circumstances; and having
won this from me, she laid her hand on
my arm in an appea:ing way and said:
“It’'s why I came to you—I didn’t know
what else to do or where to turn for
advice. What am I to ao about Claire?”

I was sure I didn’t know, but I asked
some trite question about how she
seemed to be taking it.

“The poor child went into hysterics
the minute she got in the house! I
had to put her to bed. I'm afraid she’s
in ‘or a sickness—a nervous break-

down.”
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

ed to him in a respectful and condol-

itive orders to blind him. The prince
replied: ‘I would rather you Killed
me at once.’ Ghulam Ali said: *‘We
dare not exceed our orders.” He then
twisted a handkerchief up as a ball
for thrusting into the mouth and he

 with the farash seizing the prince by

memoirs of Humayun open the door

of a woman's vision on the lives of
these restless and warring men.

“All the assembled khans and sul-
tans,” she says, “high and low, ple-

beian and noble, soldiers and the rest, | -
some lemon juice and salt in the sock-

who all bore the mark of Mirza Kam-

| ran’s hand, with one voice represented

to his majesty: ‘Brotherly custom
has nothing to do with ruling and
reigning. If yvou wish to act as a
brother, abandon the throne. If you
wish to be king, put aside brotherly
sentiment. This is no brother. This
is your majesty’s foe. It is well to
lower the head of the breacher of a
kingdom.’

“T1lis majesty answered, ‘Though my
he:s:d inelines to your words, my heart
¢oes not.” but he gave ihe order to
blind Mirza Kamran i both eyes.

“After receiving the Kking's com-

cried, suddenly recollecting my mys-| mand,” says Jauhar, “we returned to
terious detective, whom I had forgot- | the prince, and Ghulam Ali represeat-

I
1

the hands, pulled him out of the tent,

brother of Humayun, who, after for- | laid him down and thrust a lancet into

giving him on numberless occasions, his eyes (such was the will of God).

last compelled for nis own This they repeated at least fifty times,

safety and that of the throne, to put but he bore the torture in a manly

manner and did not utter a single

by Gulgadan Begam—the rose-bodied groan, except when one of the men

whose

who was sitting on his knees pressed
him,

“‘Why,’ he said, ‘do you sit upon
my knees? What is the use of adding
to my pain?

“This wae all he said, and he acted
with great courage, till they squeezed

ets of his eves. He then could not for-
bear, and called out:

“‘O Lord! O Lord, ray God, what-
ever sins I may have committ2d have

' been amply punished in this world;

|

have compassion upon me in the

next.””

The blind man became a pilgrim and
went to Mecca, where he died some
four vears later.—V. C. Scott O'Con-

'nor, in Asia Magazine.

Eqggs Five Cents Per Dozen.
Price fixing can be dated as far
back as the fourth century, when
Diocletian placed the price of eggs at

15 cents a dozen,
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Cand the reason of my so sudden depar- |
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HE new separate skirts which
make their appearance early ar-

| rived the latter part of December and

by the middle of January we were
gquite famliliar with them. They are
more indispensable than ever to the
southern tourist, whose time is sup-
posed to be spent out of doors in the
pursuit of some sort of sport. Judging
from the color and rich appearance of
some of these new skirts the most
popular resort sport is the wearing of
good looking clothes.

The woolen skirts are mostly :In
large plaids in which very soft and
quiet colors are skillfully combined.

There are some smart black and white |

combinations among them and some in
which black and white plaid stripes
alternate with soft colors in stripes.
These are made up with inverted
plaits, like the skirt shown at the left
of the two pictured above. , No colors
but the black and white appear, ex-
cept as the plaits are spread apart by

'SPORT SKIRTS FORETELL SPRIN

walking. The model pictured is the
most popular for wool skirts. Girdles
are plain and narrower than those of
last year. Such a skirt, with the new
handmade and simple blouse of voile
or batiste and a sweater that looks
well with it, is as dependable as a
tailored suit. |

The skirt at the right is one of those
irresistible silks in the heavy weaves
that make innumerable sport skirts
de luxe. They are quite plainly made,
as may be gathered from the picture,
and they have girdles to match., In
the matter of pockets designers have
been endlessly ingenious and one may
have them set in or set on in any
number of ways. It is on the wonder-
ful new colors that they rely for nov-
elty and they are more often two-
toned than plain. Very filne volle,
batiste or georgette waists daintily
made bear these skirts company and
together they are the aristocrat In
sports costumes.

Blouses Grow in Importance

i A Ir J,,_. !n, ;J- \ .t { 1 ]

[.OUSES rank with hats now in | troduced in tiny flower motifs. Crochet

diversity of design arnd beauty.
They have grown in importance with
the passing of each season, and many
shops devoted entirely to. them find
business brisk all the year around.
Styles cover a range all the way from
the simplest tailored models to rich
and brilliant things for evening wear.

Every time the subject of blouses is
up for discussion women congratulate
one another that sheer and dainty
hand-made blouses in simple styles
have returned to high favor. Once
again we have with us the painstaking
and beautiful needlework that we have
learned to associate with France.
Whether the new blouses are the work
of French women or not, they come
up to the standard of daintiness and
elegance that those patient needle-
women have taught us to love.

Fine voile, batiste and net are the
mediums chosen for interpreting the
new wash blouses. Net with eyelet
embroidery is a favorite, and volle
makes opportunity for drawn work
and hemstitching, the introduction of
filet and fine cluny laces. Fine tucks
find a place on all materials, and with
batiste very fine net is used in frills
and insertions. A pretty net blouse
shown at the left of the two pictured
is a lovely model. The collar and
cuffs are cdged with narrow frills and
¢urther adorned with small sprays of
embrqidery with eyelets ~unningly in-

buttons pendent on short cords slip
through button holes for fastenings in
this blouse.

At the right of the picture the bril-
liant blouse for a gray haired matron
is made of black georgette crepe. Jet
beads outline the neck and supply a
handsome bead embroidery for the
panel at the front of the waist and
the cuffs. Such a blouse worn with

| a skirt of black satin would make a

handsome toilette for afternoon or
dinner weuar. :

Yarn embroidery and crocheted
yvarn flowers are featured in the dec-
oration of new blouses of 2eorgette or
crepe de chine. Narrow grosgrain rib-
bon in strips, with the strips fastened
across the front and back of blouses at
the bust line, is something entirely
new. At the top of each strip a flower
embroidered with yarn introduces a
color. Flat crystal cabochons about
the size of a silver dime have eyes at
their edges and are sewed like but-
tons to light colored blouses that they
match in color. These are presented
as novelties in decoration; their suc-
cess remains to be proved, but abom
steel and crystal beads there is no
question.

R

Last Winter's Suit.

In freshening up a last winter’s suit
or separate coat the lining of the gar-
ment is often badly worn under the
arms, requiring a large piece of new
material for repairs. When the lin-
ing is a fancy one, impossible to
match. the question seems almost a
hopeless one. But why not borrow
the material from the sleeve lining?
This is an easy trick. Measure the
gsilze of the plece required and cut
this out of the sleeve lining, leaving

| hole to “keep up appearances” when

the coat is removed. The rest of
the sleeve can then be relined with
silk as nearly like the original as
possible, or plain material will an-

| swer, as it will not show.

To Wear With Navy Blue.

Light and neutral shades dominate
for wear with navy blue.

Shoe Decorations.

Shoes are perforated and deco-

sufficient at the top near the arm- (rated in quaint snd ancient designs.

[FOR

IF BACK HURTS USE
SALTS FOR KIDNEYS

Eat less meat if Kidneys feecl liks
lead or 8ladder
bothers.

Most folks forget that the kidneys,
like the bowels, get sluggish and
clogged and need a flushing occasion-
ally, else we have backache and dull
misery in the kidney region, severe
headaches, rheumatic twinges, torpid
liver, acid stomach, sleeplessness and
all sorts of bladder disorders.

Zou simply must keep your kidneys
active and clean, and the moment you
feel an ache or pain in the kidney
region, get about four ounces of Jad
Salts from any good drug store here,
take a tablespoonful in a glass of water
before breakfast for a few days and
your kidneys will then act fine. This
famous salts is made from the acid of
grapes and lemon juice, combined with
lithia, and is harmless to flush clogged
kidneys and stimulates them to normal
activity. It also neutralizes the acids
in the urine so it no longer irritates,
thus ending bladder disorders.

jad Salts is harmless; inexpensive;
makes a delightful effervescent lithia-
water drink which everybody should
take now and then to keep the kidneys
clean, thus avoiding serious compii-
cations. ’

A well-known local druggist says he
sells lots of Jad Salts to folks who
believe in overcoming kidney trouble
while it is only trouble.—Adv.

Economy.
“Are you giving away your old
shoes?”
“No: 1 am having them soled and
re-soled.”
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COLD ON CHEST “
AND SORE THROAT
_ ENDED OVERNIGHT

You Get Action with Mustarine—I%
Drives Out Pain in Half the Time
it Takes other Remedies — it's
the Quickest Pain Killer
on Earth.

Stops coughing almost instantly: ends
sore throat and chest colds over night.
Nothing like it for neuralgia, lumbageo,
neuritis and to speedily drive away rheu-
matic pains and reduce swollen joints,

Mustarine is the original non-blistering
prescription that takes the place but ia
10 times as efficient as Grandmother’s olé-
fashioned mustard plaster. Use it for
sprains, strains, bruises, sore muscles,
stiff neck, swellings, sore, painful or
frosted feet and chilblains. Be sure it's
Begy’'s Mustarine in the yellow box

S. C. Wells & Co.,, Le Roy, N. Y.

MUSTARIN
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in New York City alone from kid-
ney trouble last year. Don’t allow
yourself to become a victim by
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The world’s standard ramedy for kidney,
tiver, bladder and uric ecid troubles.
Holland’s national remedy since 1006
All druggists, three sizes. Guaranteed.

Look fer the name Gold Medal ea every baw
and accept no imitation

OME




