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FOR INDIGESTION

To abort a cold

and prevent coms

"Baths
ho

INDIGESTION

Caused by

Acid-Stomach

Millions of people—in fact about 9 out of
10—suffer more or less from indigestion,
acute or chronic. Nearly every ©Case iy

also sre sure signs of
ing, heartburn, bloat
peating, sour, gaasy stomach.
many ailments which, while they
cause much distress im the stomach
are, nevertheless, traceable to
stomach. Among these are nervousness,
billousness, cirrhocis of the liver, rheumas-
tism, impoverished blood, weakness, insom-
ala, melancholia and a long train of phys-
lcal and mental miseries that keep the
victims in miserable health year after yeAr.
Thorkhtthlutodohtouuckthﬂ
ailments at their source—get rid of the -
stomach. A wonderful modern remedy
EATONIC now makes it easy to do this,
One of hund of thousands of
users of EATONIC writes: “I have been
troubled with intestinal imdigestion for about
nine years and have spent quite a sum for
medicine. but without rellef. After using
EATONIC for a few éays the gas and psins
in my bowels disap EATONIC s just
the remedy I needed.”
We have thousands eof letters telling of
these marvelous benefits. Try EATONIC and
you, too, will be just as enthusiastic in its
praise.
Your druggist has EATONIC. Get » biz
B0c box from him today. He will refund
your money if you are pot satisfled,

EATONIC

Ad
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A Stock Chaser.

A manufacturing concern recently
advertised in the papers for a *“stock
chaser” iz the purchasing department.
Many answers were received, but
one in particular showed the writer’s
conception of the job, for he said: “I
. think I am qualified to fill the posi-

tion I see you advertise, as I've been
l_hrmel' all my life.”

GRUMPY?

If Constipated, Bilious or
Headachy, take
*“Cascarets”

Brain foggy? Blue devils got you?
Don’t stay sick, bilious, headachy, con-
stipated. Remove the liver and bowel
poison which is keeping your head
dizzy, your tongue coated, your breath
bad and stomach sour., Why not spend
a few cents for a box of Cascarets and
enjoy the nicest, gentlest laxative-ca-
thartic you ever experienced? Cas-
carets never gripe, sicken or inconve-
nience one like Salts, Oil, Calomel or
barsh Pills. They work while you
sleep.—Adv.

" Eskimo children play football with
a bag stuffed with hair.

Pluck loses no time on account of
hard luck.

Use U
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“l AM IN TROUBLE."

Synopsis.—Circumstances having
prevented S§palding Nelson, clerk,
from joining the American forces

going to I'rance, he is in a de-
spondent mood when he recelves
an invitation to dinner from his
great-uncle, Rufus Gaston. On the
way to the house he meets, under
peculiar circumstances, a Young
zirl, apparently in trouble, to whom
he has an opportunity to be of
slight service. She lives In the same
apartment bullding as Rufus Gas-
ton, and he accompanies her to the
house. Gaston and his wife are go-

ing to Maine for a trip and want
to leave Nelson in charge of the
apartment. He accepts. Gaston
and his wife tell their great-nephew
of mysterious noises—‘‘whispers’’—
:mluclr they have heard in the

again
quaintance of a few days before,
Barbara Bradford. She urges him
not to allow the fact of their be-
ing acquainted to be known. At
the apartment Nelson meets the
superintendent, Wick, and instinc-
tively disilkes him. In a wall safe
he finds a necklace of magnificent
aris, worth a small fortune.
eeting Barbara in the hallway she
without recognition.
ining in a restaurant he is con-
aclous of the unpleasant scrutiny
of & stranger, but a man whom he
had seen before. Next day Nel-
son finds the pearls have disap-
peared from the wall safe. His
first idea of Informing the police
is not acted upon because of pe-
cullar circumstances. He has been
discharged from his position with-
out adequate explanation or reason,
and feels himself involved in some-
thing of a mystery. He decides to
conduct an investigation himself,

CHAPTER I1l.—Continued.
il

I dined in a little restaurant in one
of the side streets and walked home.
Immediately on entering the apart-
ment I decided to put my money In
the wall safe. There would be less
temptation for me to spend it if I
carried only a little in my pocket.
As I opened the safe by means of
the combination I made the astound-
ing discovery that one of the jewel
cases had disappeared.

And now I stood hesitating at the
telephone. Self-protection bade me
notify neither the superintendent nor
the police. Yet I must do something.
The jewels entrusted to my care had
been stolen. The thief must be found
and the pearls recovered.

Why should not I myself play the
detective? I had abundant leisure
now. My great-uncle had informed
me that there was something wrong
in the house and had charged me to
discover what it was. Here was the
opportunity for me to fulfill the trust
he had imposed on me.

The thought flashed across my mind,
too, that perhaps the crafty old gen-
tleman had deltberately planned the
disappearance of the gems. Perhaps
he had devised an elaborate test to
ape if 1 was honest, if I was of thé
right caliber to be his helr. Maybe he
and his wife had not gone to Malne
at all. They might even be quartered
in another apartment in this very

house, surreptitiously entering when |

they knew I was absent. There real-
ly had been no necessity for them to
give me the combination of the safe.
They need not have told me anything
about the pearls. I wondered if they
themselves might not have taken away
the jewel box just to see If I would
discover the loss and to ascertain
what I would do about Iit.

Another theory suggested itself. My
aunt evidently prized her jewels high-
ly. After they had started she might
have repented having left them behind
and have sent the old colored butler
back to get them. He of course
would have 2 key to admit him, and
they would have supplied him with
the safe combination, as they had me.
Probably he had been told to leave
some message for me and had forgot-
ten to do so. More than likely in a
day or two I wouid receive a letter
from old Rufus that would explain
everything.

I was glad now I had not notified
the superintendent nor the police. My

second theory surely was far more log- |

fcal than the first. It seemed prepos-
terous that they would risk hundreds
of thousands of dollars’ worth of gems
just to test my honesty.

Still, I determined to make a thor-
ough investigation. they had been
stolen, I would set ut in a scien-
tific way to discover the method of
the theft and to bring about restora-
tion. I would keep my investigation
secret, and if it turned out that the
pearls were safe, no one would know
of my fright about the matter. I be-
gan outlining my work as a detective.

First, I would examine the safe
knob for possible finger prints.

Second, I would interrogate Mrs.
Burke. I would watch her carefully
for any appearance of gullt. I would
try, without arousing her suspicions,
to ascertain if she had let her key
out of her possession.

Third, I would insert an advertise-
ment offering a reward for the return
of the jewels, so worded that only the
thief and myself would understand.

Fourth, I would try to locate the

!

|

was someone in the room, Pro

1
I

|

!
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peared, so might my money,
the lizht button in the sitting room
and looked about for a hiding place.
Recalling a custom of my mother's, ) |
stepped over to the bookcase and tak-
ing a Macaulay’'s History, Volume
Three, from the shelf, placed between
the leaves all of my money except
fifteen dollars. No burglar was likely
to find it there.

I extinguished the light and in the
darkness stepped back into my bed-
room, and stopped stock still.

From somewhere in the room there

came three distinct taps. Instinctive-
ly I crouched in an attitude of self-

the burglar. I hesitated about 1
ing on the light. If he were armed
it would give him all the advantage.

Breathlessly I listened. Once more

| there came three distinct raps, this

time apparently from somewhere out-
side the room. I wondered if it had
been sounds like these that had so ter-
rified the old couple.

Perhaps it was the echo of someone
pounding in another apartment, the
noise being carried along by a water
pipe. The thought that it might” be
the crackling of some hidden steam Or
refrigerating pipe suggested itself.
Both these theories I rejected. The
sound, whatever it was, had originated
close at hand.

It came again. This time I was cer
taln that it was not due to footfalls
as I had at first conjectured. I was
able, too, to locate more closely the
direction from which it came. The
window at the foot of the bed stood
open, and the sound seemed to float
in from somewhere outside. I hurried
over to the window and thrust my
head out. At first I could see noth-
ing, but even as I looked a white arm
thrust forth from an adjacent window
on the same floor. It held a riding
crop and reaching out as far as was
possible it rapped three times on the
sill of my window.

It dawned on me at once that the
window next must belong to the Brad-
ford apartment. It must be Miss
Bradford trying to signal to me.

“Hello,” I called out softly. .

“Oh, is that yvou, Mr. Nelson?” a re-
lleved voice whispered. *“I thought
you would never hear. I must see
you.”

“Why didn't you phone me?”

“] couldn't. Someone might hear
me.”

“What's the matter?”

“I've had another letter.”

“From those men in the park?

“] suppose 80.”

“Tell me about It.”

“1 can’'t now. Can you meet me
somewhere tomorrow ¥

“Wherever you say.”

“Do you ride?”

“Yes, indeed.”

“I'll be in the cross lane that leads
from McGowan’s Pass tavern between
elzht and elght-thirty.”

“I'll be there.”

Whether or not she heard me I did
not know. She withdrew quickly

|
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Gastons and would question the hall

boys and telephone girl as to whether
they had surreptitiously returned.

Fifth, I must try and discover what
was In the mysterious letter that had
led to my discharge. While this did
not seem to have any connection with
the other affairs that were troubling
me, if I was to remain in New York
and become better acquainted with
Barbara Bradford, as I fondly hoped,
1 meant to have nothing hanging over
me.

I was about to get into bed, had
turned out the light, in fact, when I
recalled the errand that had led me to
open the wall safe. I had more than
two hundred dollars in my trousers
pocket and I purposed putting it
where it wcuid be safe. With the

feellng that If the jewels had disap- | the
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As | Read It | Stood There Aghast

from the room as if someone had en-
tered. I waited there in the window
for a full hour in case she should wish
to communicate with me again.

By and by the light in her window
was extinguished, but even then 1 sat
there at the window adjoining, hoping
in vain that she would seek to renew
the conversation.

When at last I got into bed I was
in a jubllant mood. I had quite for-
given Miss Bradford for cutting me
when she met me In company with her
mother and sister. It was enough for
me to know that when trouble again
threatened her she had decided to
trust in me and had sought my ald.

I fell asleep at last and slept for I
do not know how long. Opening my
eves in the darkness I seemed to feel
the presence of someone in the room.
There was the sound of footfalls some-
where—muffled, seemingly some dls-
tance off. I was almost certain I
could detect muttered words. In a
curious detached state of mind I list-
ened, wondering whether I was awake
or asleep. The footsteps seemed to
come closer, then recede. The whis-
pering noise ceased. I sprang up, and
hastily lighting up all the rooms, €x-
plored them thoroughly. There was

no evidence anywhere of aryone's
As I lay there thinking |eagerly. I understood now the myste-

presence.

gbout it, I decided that my lllusion'i
must have been a dream, due to my
thought of spirit rappings when I first |

had heard Miss Bradford's signal.

I was still thinkingz about my expe-
rience when I awoke early the next
morning. Springing lightly out of
bed, 1 stopped in utter bewilderment.
There, in the center of the room on
floor lay a small white folded slip

I pressed | of paper.

| tned 1t.

there

probably about the pearis?” “

— —

dream, after all. I had heard foot-
steps and whispers. I had not imag-
Someone had been in the
room while I slept. There was the
proof, the note they had dropped.

Wondering if Miss Bradford had
found still another unusual way of
communicating with me I hastened to
pick up the folded paper that lay on
the floor. On the outside it bore my
name, in typewriting, “Mr. Spalding
Nelson.”

With eager fingers I unfolded the
paper, wondering what message it con-
tained. As I read If, I stood there,
aghast. It ran: _ |

“Why didn't -__hll -tho_ police

*

'I CHAPTER 1V.

I had twice traversed the cross lane
near McGowan’s Pass tavern waliting
for Barbara Bradford. Although It
had been my intention to ride thither
I was amazed to learn on applying at
two of the stables near the park en-
trance to hire a horse that the few
they had there either were owned pri-
vately or had been already engaged.

There was nothing for me to do but
to go to my rendezvous on foot. I had
almost despaired of Miss Bradford's
coming when I spied her cantering
slowly along the lane, followed at a

{ decorous distance by a groom. She

was looking right and left and when

she saw me her face brightened but |

she rode a few steps past me with no
sign of recognition. I was wondering
what to make of this new slight when
she suddenly relned in and allowed
the groom to come up with her.

“James,” I heard her say to the
groom, “my head aches, and the rid-
Ing is making it worse. Take the
horses back to the stable, and I will
walk the rest of the way home.”

“Yery well, Miss Bradford,” he said,

| touching his cap, as he assisted her

to alight.
She waited until he had vanished
and then hastened to the bench where

| T was seated, one I had purposely se-

lected because it was half hidden by
a turn in the road and the branches
of a wide-spreading tree.

She colored vividly as I rose to
greet her with outstretched hand.

“Oh, Mr. Nelson,” she cried, “I don’t
know what you will think of me, ask-
ing you to meet me here. I am in
trouble. I must tell someone. I don’t
know what to do!”

“The only thing to do,” I suggested,
“{s to begin at the beginaing and tell
me the whole story. I've sisters of my
own. Just pretend you are one of my
sisters and let me help you.”

She looked at me thoughtfully,
studying me as if questioning wheth-
er or not I was to be trusted, and ap-
parently deciding in the affirmative,
told me an amazing story.

“I1t's all about my sister, Claire,” she
began. “She's five years older than
I. She's a lovely girl, but she's—that
{s, she used to be—impuisive, roman-
tic, and headstrong. She and my
mother never got along well together,
and she was sent away to boarding
school.
ago, mother was in Europe and only
Dad and I were at home . . .”

She sighed sadly. Evidently her
words were bringing back to her mo-
ments of heartache.

“To make a long story short, Claire
ran away from the school and mar-
ried—married a French chauffeur em-
ployed by a family in the neighbor-
hood. She took me into her confi-
dence a week later, and I—well, I told
dad. 'There was a terrible time about
it all. Dad found out that her hus-
band was already married, had a wife
and child right here in this city. He
had the marriage annulled and man-
azed to keep everything out of the pa-
pers. He threatened Claire’s husband
with prison and made him go back to
France. Dad was simply wonderful.
No one knew anything about Claire’s
escapade except ourselves, the prin-
cipal of the school, and the judge
down in Nassau county, who ordered
the marriage annulled. Dad kept moth-
er abroad until after it was all over,
and to this day she never has heard
a word about It.”

“Your father must be a wonderful
man,” I said enthusiastically.

“He was,” she said simply. “He has
been dead two years.”

“Oh.rmnosorry.“lcrled."ldm
not know."”

«“1# Dad were alive he would know
what to do. You see, when he died,
there was not much money left. We're

‘really little better than paupers.

We've been living from day to day on
our tiny capital, and Mother has been
working every wire to arrange a good
match for Claire. I wanted to do
something, to go out and earn a llving
for myself, but she never would con-
sent. She insisted I'd be damaging
Claire's prospects if I went into trade,

| as she calls it, and I promised her I'd

do nothing until after Claire is safely

married.”
“And is she to be married?’ I asked.

A troubled expression came into her

! face.

“She was to be, but now I don’t
know. She is engaged to marry young
Harry D. Thayer, who is worth a Iot
of money, but someone has found out

eabout her secret.”

“How did they find out?” I asked

rlous meeting in the park that had
brought me first into touch with Bar-
bara Bradford. Some band of rascals
was trying to blackmail Claire Drad-
ford, and her sister was trying to save

' her.

“That's the greatest mystery of all,”
exclaimed Miss Bradford. ‘“Before
Dad died he turned over to me all the

It could not have been a |marriage.

One winter, it was six years

Somehow he seemed to
rely on me far more than on either
Mother or Claire. He explaineda to
me the importance of always keeping
them, in case the past should ever
crop up, but he charged me to see that
they always were safely put away
where no one could find them.”

“Where did you keep them?” 1
asked.

“In the wall safe in my sitting
room.”

“In the wall safe!” I cried, think-
ing in bewilderment of the coinci-
dence that these papers should have
had a similar hiding place to the Gas-

jewels which had vanished so

ly.
-"‘lt m% an u—h
No one but my-

at my bewilderment.
cellent hiding dlace.

‘self had the combination. I don't see

now who could have taken them. I
found the safe locked as it always
ww-!i

“When did you first discover the pa-
pers were missing?”

“Lot me see” she pondered.
“Claire’s engagement was announced
at a dinner three weeks ago last
Thursday. The newspapers on Sun-
day carried a brief notice of it. Two
days later the first note came.”

“What note?”

She reached into the pocket of her
riding habit and drew forth a folded
slip of paper.

“I brought it with me to show you;
here, this is the first ona.”

- Like the mysterious note I myself

had received only the preceding night,
this one was not Inclosed in an en-
velope. It was just a folded slip, ad-
dressed in typewriting to “Miss Claire
Bradford.” On the other side was this

| message:

“What if Thayer knew about your
being married before? How much
will you give to get those papers
back?”

“Where did you get this?” I asked.

«I found it on the floor of my bed-
room one morning when I got up late,
I gave it to my sister without ‘having
read it, thinking she had dropped it
there. She read it and screamed and
fainted. Fortunately Mother was out
of the house at the time. Naturally I
read the note then. I went to the
safe and found the documents gone.
Claire has been nearly crazy cver
since. She insists that it is all Iy
fault. She says I ought to have dc-
stroved the papers, but I couldn’t,
could I?”

“Of course not,” I replied warmly.
“You did quite right in keeping them.,
It was not your fault they were
stolen.”

“I couldn't destroy them. Dad had
told me to keep them,” she sald simply.

“What did you do then? Did you
tell your mother?”

Barbara has heard the
whispers, too.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

WHERE THE DON HELD SWAY

Palace of Santa Fe for Three Cen-
turies Housed High Representa-
tives of Spanish Power.

One of the interesting bulldings at
Santa Fe is the old palace of the gov-
ernor, and from this building for 300
vears Spain ruled a large part of North
America now a part of the United
States—Montana, part of Texas, part

of Kansas, and part of Oklahoma.

It was built in 1606 by Juan de
Onate, who was the great grandson
of Montezuma, the Aztec emperor of
anclent Mexico, and the grandson of
Hernandez Cortez, the Spanish con-
queror who subdued and took over the
Aztec or Indian civilization of Mexico
and, with the sword in one hand and
the cross in the other, substituted
Spanish civilization. El Palacio, as
the building is termed in Spanish, was
originally designed for a palace, castle
and fortress.

Its vicissitudes during more than
three centuries, under Spanish, indian,
Mexican and American rule, formed a
most dramatic and thrilling chapter in
the history of the nation. For three
centuries it was not only the seat of
government, but also the home of cap-
tains general and governors, their re-
tainers and families, and from time to
time it housed the dungeon, the jail,
the post office, ‘the legislature, the
supreme, court, the territorial secre-
tary and family, the teritorial law li-
brary and law offices. On every pase¢
of the history of the venerable edi-
fice one finds romance, stirring inci-
dents and important episodes, in which
the figures of Spanish conquerors and
Franciscan monks, Indian chieftains
and American adventurers, soldlers,
statesmen, authors, sclentists and
dainty society ladies step into the
spotlight to vanish again as Father
Time, grim and inexorable, swings his
cycle.—~—Exchange.

L S ————————————

Different Views.

*1 think Mr. Bolt is quite an Intel-
lectual young man,” the girl remarked.

“Oh, do you?” sneered his rival.

“Why, yves. It seems t0 me he is
gquite a hard thinker on many impor-
tant subjects.”

“Well, now that I come to consider
it,” he returnmed, “I believe you are
right. 1 never kmew a man who
thought with so much ditficulty.”"—
Boston Transcript.

When Contracted It Expands.
Funny thing about a cold. You
catch it withcut trying; If you let ii
run on it stays with you, and if you
stop it it goes away.—Boston Tran-

| papers about the apnulmant of Claire’s | script.
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CAMPBELL CAMEL CHATS.

“wWell, folks, I'm glad to see you at
the zoo. In the winter there aren’t
so many of you, but those who've
come are very nice, indeed. 1 have no
objection in the least to any 1 see. No
objection.

“Of course,” Campbell Camel con-
tinued, “if anyone should ask me why
I have no objection I wouldn't know.
I'm not blessed with many brains.

“Although I'm not sure whether it is
a blessing to have brains. Think what
a trouble they would be. I'm so glad
I'm stupid and dull and all such
things which it's easy to be.

“If I had brains 1 might cause my-
self an awful lot of trouble. And it
isn’t wise for any creature to cause
themselves any more trouble than is

R R

“To be sure 1 will carry grown-ups
on my back. I will do that obligingly,
and other loads, too, including chiléren
and packages.

“But I am most extremely glad
about the brains and that 1 have 80
few.

“Why, if I had brains,” Campbell
Camel continued, “1 would have tO
take them out at night and put then
to bed and maybe sing them to sleep.
And in the morning I'd have to wash
their faces and smooth their hair and
everything like that. I'd haveto brush
their teeth, perhaps. It's quite a fash-
jonable thing to do and 1 suppose 1
should follow the fashion about this.

“And they might want to hear
stories, funny stories and sad stories,
which would make them weep SO
they’d have to use their handker-
chiefs.

“I'd have to get them handkerchiefs,
too. That would be a nuisance. I'd

have to go to a shop for them and .

folks in the shop mightn't like to see
me. They mightn’'t wait on me and

“I'm Glad to See You."

then I'd have to hold my head high,
walk out of the shop and go all about
antil I found one where they would
do what 1 wished.

“snd then I'd have to send my

' brains to school so they could improve.

Folks with brains are always improv-
ing their brains you see. |

“That would mean I'd have to buy
my brains books and pencils and slates
and copybooks and every other thing
imaginable.

“Oh dear, oh dear, how sad that
would be. And I'd have to go to the
teacher and ask her how my brains
were getting along and if they were
going to be advanced to the next grade
before the end of the term and if they
stood good chances of passing their
examinations.”

“I've been listening to your talk,”
said Charlie Camel, “and I'm sure I
knew we were a foolish lot, but you're
the worst of the whole family.”

“How so?” said Campbell Camel.

“well,” said Charlie, “in the first
place, all brains are in your head—
I den't mean they are in your head,
but they are in the heads of those
who have them.

“] agree with you they're a great
nuisance but they don’t have to be

| taken out and sent to school and all

those things you said.

one for years—myself.

“But you, poor dear Campbell Camel,
»didn't even know what brains were—
not really!”

“But anyway I'm glad I haven't
them.”

“So am 1.” said Charlie.

“] can boast about some things. I
don't want to stop for a drink of
water every five minutes the way
some folks do. 1 can go on long trips
where water is hard to find—in the
great desert—and I never cause any-
one any trouble. Neither do you, of
~ourse, Charlie,” added Campbell.

“pPounds and pounds can we carry,”
said Charlie. “Who wants brains,
when we are so useful?”

“We don’'t want them, at any rate,”
said Campbell.

“And most assuredly your wish is
gratified, for you haven't one, dear
Campbell. You're as stupid as a cam-
el can be, and that is, oh, so very
stupid !”

“] consider that a great compll-
ment,” said Campbell.

“I0 do L” said Charlie. *“Such a
compliment is fine for a camel, for it
s nice to feel one succeeds in what
one tries to be—and in our case it is
to be stupid.” S

Coid Storage.

First Scout (to a Life and Star)-—
Say, vou passed the first air, didn’t
you?

Life and Star—Sure,
want?

Scout—Well, I gotta bad
What'll I do for it?

L. and S.—You better take care of
it, or it will get worse.

Scout—Take good care of it? Say,
I've had this eough for almost three
weeks, and it's as good as new.—DBoys’
Life.

what d'you

cough.

“WWhy vou are the most foolish camel
Ive ever seen, and that is saying a G
good deal, for I've been constantly with | B

I
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tchlns.thenmnttthomoﬂvlth
the fingers! Truly! No humbug!
Try Freezone! Your druggist sells
tiny

soft corn, or corn between the toes,
and ealluses, without one particle of
pain, soreness or irritation. Freezone
is the discovery of a noted Cincinnat]
genius.—Adv.

No Rest.

“Darling,” she said, “if you should
die before me I shall certainly try to
talk to you.”

“Gosh,” he sald, “aren’t you even
going to give me a minute’s rest after
death?”

Not Yet but Soon.
Peddler—Can't I sell you a paper of
pins today, lady? |
Lady—No, thanks; my husband
bought a new shirt yesterday.—Judge.

The small boy’s idea of hell seems
to be an empty wood-or-coal-box when
it is time to go skating.—Leavenworth
Post.

Some people haven’t any influence—
even with themselves.

e —— ———

| The old reliable
LACK-
or Stock

Bronchitis
Chest Colds

- When that tightness s In
.WI S T

chest and the sharp pains _
need a

‘on and congestion you
hot application right away.

Heat eases pain, and when you use
Beoy's Mustarine you get just the
richt kind of heat—penetrating heat—
that quickly reduces all soreness and
congestion. Apply -1t to-night and
cover with a cloth. You'll feel lots
better in the morning. It's a grand,
sensible remedy that all who use It
praise. 30 cents. S. C. Wells & Co,




