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" UFT OFF CORNS!

Apply few drops then lift sore,
touchy corns off with
fingers—No pain!

Doesn’'t hurt a bit! Drop a little
freezone on an aching corn, Instantly
that corn stops hurting, then you lift
it right out. Yes, magic!

A tiny bottle of Freezone costs but
a few cents at any drug store, but is
sufficient to remove every hard corn,
soft corn, or corn between the toes,
and the calluses, without soreness or
irritation,

Freezone 1is the sensational dis-
covery of a Cincinnati genius. It is
wonderful.—Adyv.

The Cyniec.

A cynic is in many instances a su-
per-idealist who believes the world
could be perfect by rectifying a few
slight errors whch he takes the trou-
ble to point out.

BOSCHEE’S SYRUP.

A cold is probably the most com-
mon of all disorders and when neglect-
ed is apt to be most dangerous. Sta-
tistics show that more than three
times as many people died from in-
fluenza last year, as were killed in
the greatest war the world has ever
known. For the last fifty-three years
Boschee's Syrup has been used for
coughs, bronchitis, colds, throat ir
ritation. and especially lung troubles.
It gives the patient a good night's
rest, free from coughing, with easy
expectoration in the morning. Made
in America and used in the homes of
thousands of families all over the
civilized world. Sold everywhere.—Agdyv.

Some women derive as much pleas-
ure from weeping as some men do from

laughing.

RECIPE FOR GRAY HAIR.

To half pint of water add 1 oz. Bay Rum,
A e ,:m"“ ol sy g el
0Z. O pply e ce a
week until it beoomuut::dmdahade.
Any druggist can put up or you can
m:y it at home ‘:m.keingwt It I:::ru
gradually darken y
nndwmmhlunhlmrmﬂ:mdglo-y
It will not co'or the scalp, is not sticky or
greasy, and does not rub off.—Adv.

A woman’s jealousy flatters a youth
of 20 and scares a man of 40.

A man is as old as his organs; he
can be as vigorous and healthy at
10-:-135 lfhoudshnmin

LINIMENT

RELIEVES RAIN
@ILBERT BROS- & CO., Baltimore, Md.

EEE_-

WANTED

Black Walnut Logs

We pay highest cash prices for
logs 12" and up, 8 to 16 ft.
long. in carload lots, £. 0. b.

cars at loading points.
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CHAPTER XIX.—Continued.
— -

“As soon as the baron asked me
where De Ravenol was I saw the
chance to get rid of him So he
wouldn't be pestering around any
more. I said yes—I knew about
where he was—on the train—he went
to California in the morning—"

“California!” I gurgled. *“Qan the
train! Not for a mile! He's down-
stairs imn this house, hiding—he was
here when your baron came with a
warrant to arrest him!” And punctu-
ated with Billy’s astonished exclama-
tions, I poured out my own tale of

woe and romance and wound up with |

monsieur’s explanation—that it was a
plot of the French government to hold
up the Mexican deal by keeping
Claire’s father from going to Mexico
and putting it through.

“Don’t believe it,” cried Billy. “Mon-
sieur's made a mistake—he didn’t see
the man. Why, old Follow-up admit-
ted to me he was working for the Em-
peror Willilam! De Ravenol's got the
wrong scent. But say—we must see
him right off and put him wise to this.
Say—it’'s awful tough—her father in
such a hole. It 'most looks as if we
ought to give him back the dia-
monds.”

Before we could discuss it and how to
communicate with the gentleman him-
self, he appeared at the front door.
He'd gotten out in the basement, in-
stead of his own flat, because he'd
heard voices and had taken his chances
on slipping upstairs unobserved.

I hurried him in, a chastened spirit,
and Billy plunged into the recital of
his interview with Baron von Follow-
up and the clever way he thought he
had got rid of him by saying monsieur
had gone to California.

I thought I had seen monsieur at the
top notch of emotionalism already, but
I was mistaken. He actually tore his
hair—not a great deal, but enough to
see.

“My life is ruin wis zis revelation,”
he wailed. “Wisout to obtain zose dia-
monds immediately—wisout to be able
to return zem to zeir owner when he
sens for zem—I am lost. Mon Dieu! 1
am regarded ze same as a robber.

“And how do I tell him zey get lost?
—it is my young beautiful daughter
Claire who lets get lost zoze diamonds?
God forbid I tell him zat.

“But how does he answer when 1
tell him ze truse? Does he say, ‘De
Ravenol, I am sorry you lose zoze most

precious diamonds, but accidents wlllI

happen and I Enow you are a good
man?”

He paused for a bitter laugh and to
wipe his face with his handkerchief.

“Perhaps you sink he says zat. Non!
He tells me—‘De Ravenol, I know you
steal zose diamonds while you pretend
zey are lost. Sings like zat don't come
lost so easy as you say. So I punish
you for a robber and see zat you gain
nossing from stealing my jewels.””

Monsieur heaved a great sigh. “Zis
morning, if I have zoze diamonds, I
am already on my way to Mexico, but
now—"

“Hide man, hide for a couple of
days,” urged Billy, trying to cheer him
up. “We’ll help you. ‘I think you
ought to be down in your den now—
I'm afrald every minute that man may
turn up here again.”

Later, I remembered the alacrity
with which monsieur accepted the of-
fer, assuring us fervently, “Only to

hide saves me and my child from dis- |

grace. 1 srow myself on your mercy
—] trust you wis my honaire—wis
what is dearest to me—wis my life.”

Billy was deeply affected, 1 could
see, and hurried monsieur off, return-
ing in about half an hour to report,
“All serene.”

I fell asleep and was dreaming that |

the dome of the national capitol was
toppling over on all of us, when I was
awakened by the ringing of the front
bell.

I saw by the dim light it was early
—t00 early for anything but a fresh
calamity—and I hopped out of bed and
ran to the door.

“Who's there?” I called through.

“Billy. Open quick.”

Billy tumbled in. *“Clsire’s kidnap-
ed !” he shouted in my face.

I don’t know whether I put my arms
around him, or he put his around me.
Both, probably:; but the next minute
we were clinging together and his
chest was heaving with hard dry sobs.
When 1 finally got a coherent account
out of him he told me that Claire had

been a “little light-headed” through

the evening.

“Then she's just wandered off in a  °
half-delirious state,” 1 affirmed posi-

tively.

“She’s. kidnaped,” Billy affirmed
more positively. “Old Follow-up has
enticed her out on the pretext of find-
ing her father, and now he’ll use her
as bait to get him out. I can't decide
whether to see him and tell him now,
or wait.”

“Don’t tell him yet,” I advised
promptly. “You're all upset and you
think she’s Lidnﬁped—-l know she isn’t
—she’'s just lost. She's wandering
about the streets now looking for her
father.”

I dressed. What could T do? Noth-
ing but stay home and wait—as I had
been doing all through. I was hardly
through my simple breakfast whe2a
George came up.

“Why, that gen’lem n—the one sent
the note you wouldn't see yestiddy—
he say he got an appointment with you
fer nine o'clock.”

The very man Billy believed had
kidnaped Claire!

“Show him up,” I instructed with
alacrity ; and when he came [ greeted
him so affably he looked afraid to en-
ter.

I almost flung the question at him—
“Where is Miss de Ravenol ?'—bef8re
I thought, but saved it just in time.
He sat down in the chair I pushed for-

| ward ; I sat opposite.

| the emperor’'s diamonds!

loss to begin; I said not one word.
He opened fire on me thus: “I feel
I owe vou an apology for my uncere-
monious call yesterday—"
I merely bowed in acknowledgment.
“I shouldn’t have insisted, you know,
only we had traced the man to the

| house, and since he had called on you

the evening before, it was a natural

| conclusion that he was calling on you

then, also. They drove from their ho-
tel to the Grand Central station, dis-
missed the carriage there and I have
lost sight of their combined movement
for about an hour.”

“And you don’t know where the girl
is?” I asked, trembling a little and
trying to control my voice.

“No—not yet. There is no chance of
her hiding—or of her being hidden—
for more than a few days—a few
hours. No chance. Most natural that
she should have gone in search of her
father. He has not left the city—I am
positive on that score. It'is probable
the girl has joined him by a precon-
certed plan—or was meaning to when
she left the house. I'll find her, 1
promise you!”

“And nothing is going to happen to
her after you find her?”

“Happen to her! What could hap-
pen to her? I have nothing to do with
her—my business is to locate her fa-
ther and arrange a matter with him—
quietly, I hope.” i

“And will the emperor imprison him |

if the diplomatic matter isn’t satisfac-
torily arranged?”

“The emperor? I'm sure I can’t say
—]I don’'t know anything about the
emperor’'s diplomatic affairs.”

“Then what are you after De Rav-
enol for?”

He reflected a few moments, and
then with one of his funny looks, he
remarked: “I'd rather have you for a
friend than an enemy. It appears that
De Ravenol carried off a million dol-
lars’ worth of diamonds in Paris the
moment they were returned from the
diamond cutter’s in Antwerp where he
had induced the owner to send them
for recutting.”

“Oh, never!” I exclaimed, shocked,
and at the same time appreciating how
monsieur had foreseen this very accu-
sation. “I can't believe he’s a thief—

(-it’s impossible.”

“I don’'t wonder you doubt it,” he |
replied. *“I did my self for a whlle—-
that's what gave him the start of me.”
And with that, off he went.

Poor monsieur! Accused of stealing
And sud-
denly the words, “They were stolen
the moment they were returned from
the diamond cutter’'s in Antwerp,”
flashed over me and into perspective,
and with them, the thing I tried all
along to remember, and couldn’t—
monsieur’s slip when he told us the
legend of the diamonds; he sald they
were cut in Venice in the fifteenth cen-
tury and they were cut in Antwerp in
the twentieth! The most modern cut,
and Van Routen cut them! I'd been
trying to remember about Van Routen
when I threw down the proof sheets
of “Belgian Byways.”

I snatched the pages off the table
and fingered them back and forth and
found at last an obscure little pas-

sage:

. “Yan Routen’s most important work

of recent years was the cutting of a
collection of seven diamonds, worth at

o - RS T,

Shem.

“] Feel | Owe You an Apology.”

a rough estimate five million francs,
which an American millionaire pur-
chased in Paris from an Indian rajah.”

De Ravenol stole the diamonds from
the millionaire and told Billy and me
a pleasing yarn to account for his pos-
session. Of course he wouldn’'t dare
mention when the diamonds were last
cut!

CHAPTER XX.
All Is Explained.

The credit of Claire’s discovery falls
first to her and second to me—she
found herself at my door late in the
afternoon.

“Claire!” I cried, and at the same
moment she cried, “Have they arrest-
ed papa?’ and collapsed into my
arms.

“They haven't arrested him—he's
perfectly safe,” I assured her. *“Let
me take off your coat and then I want
you to lie down at once.”

“No—] mustn . stop a8 minute—take
me to papa.”

“Listen to me, Claire,” I expostulat-

He seemed at a | ed a bit sternly.

“I can’t take you to
your father now—it isn’'t possible.”
She obeyed like the sick child she

was and then the bell rang and there |

stood Billy and Mrs. Delario—Billy
white and woebegone. Mrs. Delario
white and distracted.

“She’s here,” I whispered, pointing
in the direction of the study.

Billy stood on no ceremony—he
swept both of us aside and rom
through the hall and I hear@ one ‘glad
cry, “Claire!” and found him on his
knees by the divan.

My only comment was a maiden-
auntie smile that went over his head
—or under his feet, perhaps, for he
was in too lofty a state ar having
found her to notice such trivial details
as that he “found her” in my flat.

Later he drew me to one side while
Claire and Mrs. Delario were bubbling
together and told me: “Say—I think
I've made Mrs. D. understand about
those things—I simply had to—it was
getting too serious for everybody. But
one funny thing—nothing I can say
cap shake her that our foreign friend
is a thief—says she ‘sees’ it too plain-
ly and she can’t be mistaken.”

“I'm afrald she’s right,” I whispered
back. “The Great Unknown was here
this morning—he says the diamonds
belong to an American millionaire.”

Things were happening that day ex-
actly like a story-book plot—before I
could get out another word of explana-

“Billy, you go after him—but dout
let him know what he's wanted for.”

Five minutes later he and Billy were
in the room. When monsieur saw
Great Unknown he almost had a ﬁt
of hysterics; when Claire saw her fa-
ther she did.

“Now, monsieur,” said I coolly, when
he had done with his “Mon Dieus” and
“What does zis mean?’ and a few
more exclamations, “we’ll help you out
of your difficulties if you’ll confess the

_truth. Did you steal those diamonds

from the Pittsburgh gentleman?”

MACK, THE DOG.

“There is a dog named Mack,” said

Monsieur clasped his hands and | paddy, “a beautiful Airedale dog and

turned to me. “It was ze impulse of
a moment—ze temptation of a single
instant,” he wailed. “I have regret it
every hour—I am justly punish for my
sin. I take zem—I know not for wat
—to make sport wis fate—and I sink
to hide zoze jewels, to bring zem to
America—dispose of zem in Pittsburgh
where nossing dares be said about
zem because of ze wife. I am in one
little instant tempted and [ yield and
lose everysing. Mon Dieu.”

I asked the detective: “Are you sat-
isfied if he returns the diamonds
now ?”’

“Certainly. It's all I ask.”

I motioned to Billy and pointed to-
ward my table. “Under that sheet of
paper,” said I.

Billy produced the blue box and
placed it in monsieur’s hand.

“Mon Dieu!” he ejaculated. *“DBut,
madame, you have give me your word

| of honaire zat you do not find zese dia-

monds in vour slipper you carry off!"

“She didn't! I found them,” cried
Mrs. Delario. “And when you ac-
cused me of robbing Claire I hadn't

F
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tion the bell rang and thes Great Un- |

known came in! I was too much as-
tonished at having him pop up in an-
swer to my speaking his name to keep
him out, and he reached the room and
saw the object of his search reclining
on the divan with Mrs. Delario sitting
beside her.

“Well—you've found yourself, I see,”

he said pleasantly to Claire after nod- |

ding casually to Mrs. Delario and Bil-
ly. “I've been Lunting you all day and
now, if you'll be so good as to tell me
where your father is—I have business
of great importance to him.”

“I don’'t know where he is!” Claire
cried, and then appealing to me, she
blurted out: “But you do. Oh, tell him
and let him save papa.”

Tableau !

The cat was out of the bag! Every-
hody looked at everybody and the
Great Unknown snapped his eyes and
said, “Ah!” staring very hard at me.

“An accomplice!” And he gave the
word a horrid twist as he said it, and
I felt I was proving it by my cheeks.

“Say—look here! Accomplice in
what?” Billy demanded fiercely.

“Accomplice in what? In the great-
est diamond robbery of modern times,”
he replied imperturbably.

He sketched the story rapidly: An
impecunious Indian rajah visiting
Paris owned the stones and through
De Ravenol, an
and ex-diplomat
own money and his wtte'l dowry, sold
them to a Pittsburgh

h millionaire—
name not mentioned—who intended

them as a gift worthy himself and a
certain lady of the operatic stage. The
stones were so badly cut that De Rav-
enol induced his friend to send them
to Antwerp for recutting by Van Rou-
ten. On the day of their return they
mysteriously disappeared, as did also
one of the rajah’s retinue, who knew
about the stones and had himself
taken them to Antwerp. Suspicion
fell upon him and the case was put in-
to the hands of the Great Unknown.

“It is true,” said Mrs. Delario earn-
astly, “every word of it. I see it—I
hear it—I know it. We must give back
the diamonds at once.”

Her “we” gave us away completely!
I saw the detective’s eyes jump, but he
said suavely, “I shall be thankful for
your co-operation in recovering the
stones—particularly if we can keep
the matter quiet. You see, there is the
wife in Pittsburgh—"

“I'm sorry—very sorry to hear that.
It isn't right,” Mrs. Delario interrupt-
ed.

The Unknown shrugged. “If the gen-
tleman can be induced by you ladies
to make voluntary restitution the case
will be dropped. And merely for his
daughter's sake—"

He broke off and looked at Claire
kindly and inquiringly. I took the
hint and asked:

“Will you promise me that if I suc-
ceed in getting him to return the dia-
monds the case will be dropped?”

“Gladly. I have explicit instructions
on that head.”

 nobleman
m | Unknown. Silence fell on all of us for
- a moment, in. which Claire lifted her

AFTER SLEEP OF CENTURIES

Ecclesiastic May Be Said to Have Re-
turned to Earth for a Few
Brief Moments.

There was a little gathering in the
green graveyard of an old priory
church. There was the rector and an
old antiquary ia rusty black, a few
neighboring squires, the county police
sergeant, the sexton and a laborer or
two, while an ancient stone coffin, re-
cently unearthed, lay on the ground.

“Who do you suppose it is, profes-
sor?’ inquired the rector.

The old man in black polished his
glasses and adjusted them carefully.

“It must be Thomas DeBoehm’s,” he
said. “Thomas who was prior here in
the time of Heary III, about 1220. But
we shall see.”

A hush fell on the group as the men
set to work with hammer and chisel.

“All ready,” the sexton reported
presently. They took off their hats and
the policeman removed his helmet. The
ponderous lid was slowly pushed aside
and they were gazing at the calm,
strong face of an ecclesiastic in rich
silk vestments, wrapped in his 700
years' sleep.

“Yes, it’s Thomas,” murmured the
professor, with the air of one recog-
nizing an old friend. “Very like the
contemporary portrait on the vellum.”

|

-"l-.

. On His Knees by the Divan.

the least idea you referred to these
stones and, anyway, I had already
given them to my friend to keep for
me—I didn’t have them in the house
the day you searched.”

“And I kept them,” I remarked, with
a bitter smile. “It’s all I've been doing
for the last ten days.” /

He handed mmumenn

tear-stained face from my shoulder,
her eyes encountering an ardent gaze.

“Oh, Mr. Rivers,” she cried, in an
swer to it. “You've been so good to
dear papa!”

Billy! Mrs. Delario and I had near-
ly killed ourselves and Billy got the
only thanks that were worth any-
thing !—not that we grudged him the
gratitude, considering; but then, you
know! Well, such is life! She and
I looked at each other and I winked.
She winked back, and we never let out
so much as half a smile. But two dear
young things were happy, so we let it
go at that.

The names of the Pittsburgh mil-
lionaire and his surreptitious lady
were never revealed to me, nor did the
detective ever tell us his; and though
I learned who he was, he wished to be
known as “the Unknown” and to my-
self, I alwa)s called him “the Great
Unknown.”

The diamonds were returned and
the case hushed up for the sake of all
concerned ; and now, but one little re
verberation of it lingers in my life:
young Mrs. Rivers permits me alone
in the whole world to call her husband
“Billy” without protest; to everybody
else, even to his mother-in-law, he is
William—William Shakespeare Rivers,
a rising young dramatist with what
looks like a real future before him.
All thanks to me, of course: and when
I remind him of it as a delicate hint
for appreciation he warmly acknowl-

edges, “Yes, 1 owe all to you that I
don’t owe to Claire.”

(THE END.)

As they continued to gaze, spell-

| bound, a weird thing happened. The

vestments gradually lost their color-
ing and then all that the coffin con-
tained crumbled before their eyes to a
mere handful of ashes.

“Dust to dust,” whispered the rec-
tor.

Very subdued and silent the lttle
company dispersed.—London Times.

Warts Are Contagious,

Warts are contagious, as is proved
by experiments on their own fingers
made by Drs. Udo J. Wile and Lyle
B. Kingery of the University of Mich-
igan Medical school. These physi-
cians seem to have proved that the
warts are caused by some sort of a
virus that passes easily through a
filter and therefore through the sound
human skin.

ei—————
The First Needle.

Needles were first made in England
by a native of India in 1545. The art
was lost at his death, but Christopher
Greening recovered it in 13560. Mr.
Damer, an ancestor of the earls of
Dorchester, settled at Long Grendon.
in Bucks, where the manufactory was
still extant last century.

A mammoth’'s skull and tusk founa
at Denham, England, are said by Sir
Ray Lankester to be 70,000 years old.

W wight .

he belongs to twd
young girls named
Janet and Mil-
dred. While both
of them look af-
ter him Mildred
is his special
friend and 1
think he really
considers he be-
longs more to
Mildred. though
he is fond of
them both.

“You see
dred is the one
who takes him
for long walks
and who plays
with him and
who feeds him
and he really is mostly her dog though
she shares him too with Janet.

“f\'ow_ one day Mack went calling.
He went along with Janet and Mil-
dred to call on a friend of theirs who
lived next door.

“May we bring the dog?" they had
asked. And as Mack was a great fa-
vorite naturally the answer had been
HYes.“

“Well, they all talked and talked
and Mack sat down on the floor after
having spoken politely to everyone and
wagged his tail as hard as he could
to show he was glad to be paying a
call on such a fine neighbor. And toe,
he knew he must be polite for the sake
of Janet and Mildred.

“They talked and talked as I've said
and Mack listened and listened. He
heard the word cake. He pricked up
his ears. Now that was talk worth
while. When they talked about school
and lessons and geography and history
and arithmetic he was not in the least
interested.

“This was different. His ears were
listening for every word. He expected
to hear the neighbor say, ‘I'll get you
a piece right away and perhaps your
dog would like one too.’

“But not a bit of it! At last, how-
ever, Mack understood that they were
planning a birthday party and that
they were going to have a cake then.
Oh, Mack hoped when they had it
they wouldn’t forget him. He hoped
he would be around or if he happened
to be off on a walk or on a run they
would save him a great big piece.

“When Mildred and Janet left that
afternoon he said just as polite a good-
bye as they did. his tail wagged hard
and he smiled in his nice dog way and
wiggled his body as though to say,
‘T’m doing all I can to tell you I've had
a pleasant call upon you. I've enjoyed
the talk about cake and I hope soon
it will be more than a talk. And I've
enjoyed my little nap on your rug too.’

“Of course that wouldn't be polite
hramtonybntltmqﬂto
for Mack.

- “A week went by. Everyone seemed
very busy writing pieces on paper and
tying the pieces of paper up with gay

Mil-

Feeds Him.

ribbons. Mack watched from time to

time but moatly he slept or went off
on walks.’

“They were all writing birthday
poems, they said.

“And then he went shopping when
they bought presents. They didn’t
take his advice about what they
bought but still he didn't mind. If he
had chosen he would have picked out
a ball and a basket of bones and a
number of other sensible, useful pres-
ents.

“At last the time came for the birth-
day. It was to be for the daddy of
the neighbor next door.

“Mack thought to himself that he
wouldn’t be much pleased with the
presents he was
to receive, birth-
day poems, a
pipe, tobacco, a
necktie. Mack
had been dressed
up in a beautiful
ribbon on a num-

ber of special oc-
casions but he

didn’t think much
of neckties. There
were some can-
dies, though, and
they were all
right. Candies
were really a
sensible present.

“Mack knew
that there were
going to be great
festivities. He set about and waited.
At last he saw that Mildred and Janet
were calling their mother and daddy
from their house. Janet and Mildred
were already with their neighbor and
her mother and daddy.

“t's time for the birthday cake,
they called.

“Up got Mack. ‘It’'s rude to be late,/
he said to himself, ‘and I'll show them
that an Airedale dog doesn’t forget his
manners.’

“After it was all over and Mack
was about to go to bed, he smiled to
himself:

“Well, it was foolish to have all
those candles but the cake was good,
mighty good! ™

Why He Was Behind.

“Son, why are you always behind in

your studies?”
“So that I may pursue them, father.”

Wanted to Practice.
Boy—Grandma, if I was invited out
to dinner some place, should 1 eat pie

-with a fork?

Grandma—Yes, indeed!

Boy—You haven’t got a piece of pie
around the house anywhere that I
could practice on, have you, grandma?

Campaign Has Its Uses.

“] welcome a political campaign,”
said Jud Tunkins, *“Mebbe it'll bring
along enough new kinds of argyment
to take our minds off'm the high cost

of living.”

DRUGS EXCITE YOUR
KIDNEYS, USE SALTS

If Your Back Hurts or Bladder
Bothers, Drink Lots of
Water.

When your kidneys hurt and your
back feels sore, don’t get scared and
proceed to load your stomach with a
lot of drugs that excite the kidneys
and irritate the entire urinary tract.
Keep your kidneys clean like you keep
your bowels clean, by flushing them
with a mild, harmless salts which re-
moves the body’s urinous waste and
stimulates them to their normal activ-
ity. The function of the kidneys is to
filter the blood. In 24 hours they
strain from it 500 grains of acid and
waste, so we can readily understand
the vital importance of keeping the
kidneys active.

Drink lots of water—you can’t drink
too much; also get from any pharma-
cist about four ounces of Jad Salts;
take a tablespoonful in a glass of
water before breakfast each morning
for a few days and your kidneys will
act fine. This famous salts is made
from the acid of grapes and lemon
juice, combined with lithia, and has
been used for generations to clean
and stimulate clogged kidneys: also to
neutralize the acids in urine so it no
longer is a source of irritation, thus
ending bladder weakness.

Jad Salts is inexpensive: cannot In-
jure: makes a delightful effervescent
lithia-water drink which everyone
should take now and then to keep
their kidneys clean and active. Try
this, also keep up the water drinking,
and no doubt you will wonder What

became of your kidney trouble an"
backache.—Adyv.

Hard-Boiled Philosopher.

“Fire water was the ruipation of the
red man,” remarked the stranger in
Crimson Gulch. 5

“So it was,” replied Three Finger
Sam.  “Maybe it's just as well we
waited for prohibition. If there had
never been anything but total absti-
nence the pesky Injuns might have
kept right on bossin’ the in-tire conti-
nent.”—Washington Star.

important to Mothers

Examine carefully every bottle of
CASTORIA, that famous old remedy
for infants and children, and see that it

Bears the | :
Signature of 4

In Use for Over 30 Years.
Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

A Slam,
Algv—*“My dog knows as much as
I do.” Miss Keen—“How odd you
are! Most men brﬁg about their

dogs.”

Pure blood is essentfal to good health.
Garfield Tea dispels impurities, cleanses
the system and eradicates disease.—Adv.

To run out of the path of duty is
to run into the way of danger.

Ziggettnllyors
KING PIN

CHEWING TOBACCO

Has that
licorice
ve been

FIJR WOMEN

Dr.Tutt's
lLiver Pills

DR.STArrFOonD’'S

For
internal and
ontornnl use
Gives quick relief —stops
ﬁ.“bani loosens tightness.

215 Washingten S0
l-l&l.-inl..l:'nw-.'.l't

l"::ll!

Shave With
Cuticura Soap

The New Way
Without Mug -




