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ake these," ordered Kels?y. 
He Airust ax and rope into Marne’s 
hani s. With a heave he got .he 

squ^t body across his shoulders. 
“Kt »p right back of me,” be di- 
rect »d. "If you slip, catch ma above 
the waist.” 

H w tl^y ever reached the s de 
tpor> h. frltne did not clearly know. 
Kel.'ey carried his burden to the S)fa 
and lowered it. Hardly coild 
Marne’s lips form the whispered 
que'tion: 

“lpead?” 
“f don’t know.” 
"5 tried,” she muttered. 
“<j)f course you did. Nobody co aid 

havfe stopped that beam.” 
Slje sat beside him after she 

had' cleansed and bandaged he 
dre.,dful wounds across the scalp, 
then forced some whiskey into :he 
alack mouth. Glunk stirred. | His 
lids fluttered. She uttered a imall 
cry 

“He’s alive all right,” said Kel- 
sey heartily. “I doubt if it’s even a 

fracture.” He was exploring he 
hea|I beneath his hands. "Skull like 
a limp of granite. But there's a 

bad concussion.” 
Tiiey busied themselves puli ng 

their patient to bed. He lay disturb- 
ingly quiet. Marne asked: 

"How are the others going to get 
■bacit?” 

k ‘The: jpren’t.” 
> ‘Then rwe can’t get any help for 
Gh lk?” 

" don’t see how.” 
1 lere was a long silence, during 

whirh she studied her companion’s 
expression. It was somber, intent, 
rep-essed. Several times he lifted 
his lead sharply, as if through*some 
impulse hidden from her, and 
mo -ed uneasily. The explanation 
leapt to her mind. 

"You’re in pain!” she exclaimed. 
“No.” 
“Then what is the matter? There’s 

something.” 
“No. I’m just a little on edge.” 
“I believe you’re afraid,” she said 

slowly. 
night. I am. 

“What of?” 
“I’m worried about you.” 
Marne could not find it in ler 

sou to be frightened. She was too 
inrtnersed in another thought which, 
if she Iliad put it into words, would 
have ran about like this: 

“Here we are, together. What- 
•ever happens to one, will happer to 
the other. We’re beginning to un- 

derstand each other. It can't be 

very bad." 
As if he had some inkling of her 

thought, he looked across the Jed 
at her and smiled. She smiled back, 
her resolution stimulated. 

“Kelsey!” 
“Yes.” 
“We sort of stopped short, didn’t 

we? Isn’t there something else?-’ 
“Yes. I love you.” 
“I thought it might be that," said 

she contentedly. 
On the ceiling above them, there 

glowed and vanished a faint radi- 
ance like that of a firefly. It roused 
the injured man. With a howl, horn 
of some obscure terror led 
himself to the flodt- Wuppled 
with him and the three threshed 
abbut the room in a human tangle, 
scattering the furniture as they 
fought. In his depleted state, Kel- 
sey was no sa.itch for the delirious 
strength of the other, and his ally 
could do little but try to prison one 

flailing arm, to which she had at- 
tached herself. They were dragged 
to the window. Glunk was bent on 

climbing out. Strive to anchor him 
as they would, he was half way out 
when the beam fell across his face. 

“Light,” he muttered, and went 
limp in their frantic grip. 

They saw it plainly, now, a sharp 
flicker through bushes down by the 
lakeside. 

“Light,” repeated the gnome, and 
collapsed. 

They bundled him back into his 
bed and ran to the door. In floun- 
dered Gloria Glamour. 

“Sweet cheese’n crackers! What 

a night! We’ve been—what’s the 
matter?” 

“Glunk’s hurt.” 
"Badly?” 
I m afraid so. 

Martin Holmes, who had followed 
in witjfi the electric torch, went to 

1 the be^i and peered down. 
“He looks pretty ghastly. What 

fait him?” 
“A scantling. He was stuck in the 

well.” 
Marne asked him: “How did you 

get here?” 
“Boat.” 
“Sieve,” indignantly amended 

Gloria. "I’ve been bailing till my 
spine crackles.” 

“It’s the only one I could find in 
this hullabaloo.” 

“Could you take Glunk back?” 
“I doubt it. Even if he were fit 

to be moved.” 
“Then can you get a doctor out 

here?” 
“It’s possible. But the hospital is 

filling up with casualties. I’ll do 
my best if this old washtub lives 
through the return trip.” 

Gloria had drawn Marne into the 
hallway. Through the half-open door 
Kelsey could hear her 

t I f 

and with a hint of a sniffle trying to 

explain something. Then Marne’s 
clear voice. 

*'0h, what does it matter now? 
What does anything like that mat- 
ter? Don’t bother." 

"But I got Kelsey in wrong with 

you." 
"That’s all fixed. Pass it. Glo- 

ria." 
Martin asked Kelsey: 

| "Do you think it’s safe here?" 
»"No. Get Marne out.” 
^ "1 guess the old craft’ll hold one 

extra, with a lot of bailing. Though 
I guarantee nothing if this weather 
keeps up. Listen to that wind!" 
I "Then hurry up.” 
I “What about you, boy? Suppose 
the old shack casts loose?” 
I “There’s a bunch of shore-willows 
Still standing up. If I can get Glunk 

“Mart’s an experienced boat- 
man.’* 

“The wind's awful.” She shud- 
dered. “How soon could he bring 
the doctor back, if he can make 
it?" 

“A couple of hours, I should 
think,” answered Kelsey, trying to 

sound more optimistic than he felt. 
“I believe I could use a nap. Wake 

me if Glunk is worse." 
She fell into prompt and deep 

slumber. 

CHAPTER XIII 

It was not Kelsey that woke the 
sleeper, but a frightened sense that 
a searchlight was playing upon her 
face. She opened her eyes and saw, 

through the window opposite, flashes 
too frequent for lightning, occurring 

The injured Glunk lay there disturbingly quiet. 

to that, we might make the big syc- 
amore beyond.” 

“You might,” retorted his friend 

through compressed lips, “and then 

again—” 
| “Cut it, Mart. Get started.” 
4 “For where?” Marne was stand- 

ing in the doorway. 
Kelsey said briskly: “Next boat 

starts in thirty seconds. Are you 
and Gloria ready?” 
■ “I’m ready. What about you?” 

“I’m not going this trip.” 
“Why not?” 
“Well, there’s Gunk to think of.” 
“So there is. I’m not going, ei- 

ther.” 
“Don’t be a fool, Marne. Why 

should you stay here when—” 
“Well, there's Glunk,” stated the 

girl placidly. 
“Now, listen to me—” 
“And there’s you.” 
“Too much talk,” put in Martin. 

“We’re starting.” 
Kelsey put an urgent hand on 

Marne's shoulder. 
Martin will come back for me 

after he’s landed you and Gloria.” 
A savage gust of the rising gale 

blew in the swinging window with a 

crash. 

“Pretty soon we can’t any of us 

get anywhere,” stated Martin. “This 
wind is getting ugly.” 

“Then how do you figure on com- 

ing back for Kelsey?" queried the 
girl. She swerved away from Kel- 
sey’s hold. 

“Get going, Gloria,” snapped 
Martin. He turned to the other girl. 
“Do you want us to drag you down 
and throw you in?” 

Crossing the room, she settled into 
a massive arm-chair, and wound 
herself into it, with arms and legs. 
“You’d have to take this, too. Sit- 
down strike,” she announced. 

“Marne!” pleaded Kelsey. 
“I’d do anything in the world for 

you but that.” she laughed. “I like 
this place.” 

“Coming, Gloria?” barked Mar- 
tin. 

“I don’t know. I-I-I-I feel like a 

rat, leaving them—” 
“Beat it, my child," directed 

Marne. "We don’t need a chaperon 
tonight." 

The pair struggled out into the up- 
roar of the elements, Martin shout- 
ing over his shoulder: “I’ll be back 
if I can make it.” 

Kelsey was white to the lips, but 
he put on an easy air. “Stout fella, 
Martin,” he approved. “Doesn’t 
waste time on useless motions.” 

“Are you going to scold me?” 
“No.” 
"That’s good. I don’t feel I could 

quite take it, just now. I’m going to 
look at Glunk.” 

Presently she called out from the 
inner room: “He’s bleeding again. 
Bring me the cloth and basin, will 
you?" 

Care of the sufferer occupied them 
both for a time. When the immedi- 
ate job was done, the girl said: 

“Do you think there’s any chance 
of their not making it?” 

in a sort of spaced rhythm which 
stirred vague associations in her 
still confused brain. She sat up in 
her chair. 

“What’s that?” 
“Someone’s playing funny tricks 

with my car-lights, I should say.” 
She crossed to the window. “It 

isn’t funny tricks. They’re trying 
to signal.” 

“How do you know?” 
“It’s Morse code. Short for dot; 

long for dash.” 
“Then it must be Holmes. He 

used to be a telegrapher. But what’s 
the use? I can’t read it.” 

“I can. It was in one of my 
courses. ‘K. H.’ What kind of code 
is that?” 

“My initials.” 
“Of course. How dumb of me! 

They’re taking a chance you might 
know Morse. Wait. I’ll answer.” 

When the flashes lapsed into dark- 
ness, she operated the window- 
shade, sending out the letters: “O. 
K. O. K." 

At once the message began to 
come over, Marne spelling it out 
for her companion. “B-O-A-T S-U- 
N-K, boat sunk. W-E O-K; they’re 
all right, thank God!” she complet- 
ed the reading: 'Will stand by till 

morning.’ What time is it. Kelsey?" 
"Close to midnight.” 
"There’s a lot of night left." 
"Yes.” 
“That eliminates the doctor-man. 

There’s no other way of his getting 
here, I suppose.” 

“I can’t figure any, unless he had 
a hydro.” 

“Glunk seems easier now,” she 
announced after taking a look. 

“Then we can think about our- 

selves for a change.” He came over 

and stood above her. "Marne, there 
are too many loose ends hanging 
between us. I’ve got some things 
to say.” 

Various Calendars Used by Japanese; 
Count From Emperor’s Accession Date 

Although the Christian calendar is 
the business standard in Japan, 
there are other calendars, some of 
them bewildering to foreigners, also 
in use, says one authority. 

The present year is 1938 in Japan 
as in America for foreign commer- 
cial and many domestic purposes. 
However, it is more usual for Japa- 
nese among themselves to count 
the years from the date of the em- 

peror’s accession. This is year 13 
by that reckoning. For ceremonial 
occasions it is 2598—that is, the 
number of years elapsed since the 
coronation of Japan’s first emperor, 
Jinmu. 

For centuries it was the practice 
to change the era every time some- 

thing epoch-making happened, or 
when there occurred some earth- 
quake, drouth, pestilence or famine 
which needed to be quickly thrust 
out of the present into the past. The 

ruler who changed his eras most 
was Godaigo, the ninety-sixth em- 

peror. 
One of the most important mile- 

stones in the world’s recent history 
was the arrival of Commodore Per- 
ry at Uraga in the sixth year of 
Kaei (1852). Despite his friendly re- 

ception his visit was viewed as a 

bodeful portent and after his de- 
parture the era was changed to An- 
sei (Peaceful Reign) to blot out the 
memory of the event. Perry re- 
turned next year, however. And in 
the second year of Ansei occurred 
the great earthquake which killed 
more than 100,000 persons. 

Emperor Meizi, ascending the 
throne in 1868, put a stop to this 
ancient practice of frequently 
changing the year-name. He de- 
creed that each emperor should use 
but one year-name, beginning and 
ending with his reign. 

She looked up at him with eyes 
that begged his forbearance. “Not to* 

night, Kelsey, dear. Do you mind?" 
“Why not tonight?” 
“Look at us," she said. “We're 

all worked up. We’re off balance. 
And you’re going serious on me.” 

"Deadly serious." 
“Let’s wait till tomorrow. When 

we’re quite normal again.” 
He could not find it in his heart 

to say to her: “There may not be 
any tomorrow for us.” He sighed 
and nodded. 

“You are sweet to me. You un- 

derstand, don’t you?” 
“I’m trying to. Why don’t you 

turn in and get some rest?" 
“Doesn’t appeal to me at the mo- 

ment. I wish we had something to 
do." 

“That’s easy. Remember the ca- 

noe that Martin picked out of a 

bush?” 
“With a hole in it as big as our 

two heads?" 
"That can be patched. I’ve had 

it in mind to do it, in case we 

might develop a yen to go pad- 
dling.” 

“Would she carry us?” she asked 
dubiously. 

I think so. In an emergency. 
“What kind of emergency?” 
“Oh, well, if this aged mansion 

sprung a leak.” 
She stared at him soberly. “I 

see," she said. “What do you want 
me to do?" 

“Help me dig up anything In the 
line of patching material.” 

Careful search brought to hand 
tools, strips of wood, paint, and tar. 
It was a rough bit of patchwork that 

Kelsey contrived, but he went about 
it in a workmanlike way which com- 

manded Marne's respect. 
"There,” said he to his assistant 

after two hours of absorbed toil. 
"By morning she ought to be water- 

tight.” 
“I’m sorry it’s finished, though,” 

she mused, giving the little craft a 

final pat. 
“Why?” 
“It’s been something to keep us 

busy.” 
He glanced at her face, strained 

and wan. “You’d better go up and 
get some rest,” he advised com- 

passionately. 
“I couldn’t go to bed. Suppose 

Glunk wanted me?” 
“All right. Make me some cof- 

fee, then.” It would be easier for 
her, he figured, if she had something 
to do. 

She not only made the coffee, but 
scrambled the two remaining eggs, 
and contrived some tolerable toast. 
After they had eaten this in great 
content, Marne fell asleep again. 

Moans from the bed awoke her. 

Struggling to her feet, she groped 
for Kelsey’s hand in terror. 

"Is he worse?” 
"I doubt it. Another touch of de- 

lirium, I expect.” 
Slowly the bandaged head turned 

toward the rear wall, and seemed 
to shrink between the massive shoul- 
ders as if from the brutality of an- 

other blow. There was a sharp 
shock, a more strident note from 
the darkness outside. The ancient 
mansion trembled throughout its 
frame. 

that was a boulder, said «vei- 

sey. “No harm done.” 
“Does that mean that the cliff is 

giving way?” 
"I don’t know." 
Glunk groaned and lay stilL A 

rill of water darted in quick angles 
across the floor. 

"Time to move to higher ground,” 
prescribed Kelsey with determined 
cheerfulness. “Give a hand with 
the canoe.” 

They bore their handiwork tender- 
ly up the three steps leading from 
the dining room and set it in the hall- 
way close to the front door. Kelsey 
returned to get Glunk, who seemed 
to be in a semi-coma. 

"Listen,” said Marne. The wind 
was whooping overhead. 

"It’ll begin to be light in less 
than four hours,” reckoned her 
companion. 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

Farm 
Topics | 

EAR-TAGS REVEAL 
DAIRY CRIMINALS 

... — 

Is Equivalent to Finger- 
Prirting in Humans. 

Equivfient to finger-printing in 
humans, is the “ear-tagging” sys- 
tem that reveals dairy cows and 
families that are enemies to profit- 
able dairy farming. 

New York state is one of the 
states co-operating with the United 
States bureau of dairy Industry at 

Washington in permanently identi- 

fying all animals in dairy herd im- 

provement associations, according 
to Professor S. J. Brownell of the 
Cornell agricultural extension serv- 

i tee. 
The purpose of the identification 

and permanent records is not only 
j to apprehend the dairy criminals, 
he says, but to eliminate the un- 

; favorable influences in breeding fu- 
ture dairy cattle. Every cow is put 
on her own production record and 
farmers get a complete analysis of 
breeding efficiency which reveals 
the value of every bull in every 

j dairy-herd improvement association 
j breed. 

The system locates and identifies 
outstanding brood cows for selec- 
tion of breeding stock and provides 
a means of tracing family strains. 
The records are analyzed to identify 
an inheritance for high ability in 

producing milk and butterfat, and 
the influence of these superior ani- 
mals may then be disseminated 
throughout the general dairy cow 

population. 
The same principle applies in offi- 

cial testing with breed organizations 
which record the •‘fingerprinted" 
cows and bulls. Both purebreds and 
grades need more of it, says Pro- 
fessor Brownell. 

Steady Egg Production 
Key to Poultry Success 

"Manage the laying flock to keep 
production above the 50 per cent 
level every month of the year.” 
That’s a new year’s resolution rec- 

ommended to Minnesota poultrymen 
by Cora Cooke, extension poultry 
specialist, University farm, St. 
Paul. 

The flock that was highest in the 
1938 record flock project sponsored 
by the Minnesota agricultural ex- 

tension service proved that steady 
production is safe from the stand- 

point of the hens and builds produc- 
tion that means profit. The top 
placing flock of 189 hens averaged 
221 eggs per hen during the year. 
Most significant, however, was the 
fact that the flock placed among the 

10 high producing flocks in 9 of the 
12 months. 

Tom Thumb Orchards 
Tired of climbing 40 feet up to 

pick their choice fruit, apple grow- 
ers are looking to midget trees as 

the remedy, declares the Country 
Home Magazine. By using a dwarf- 
ing rootstock, such as Jaunne de 

Metz or French Paradise, nursery- 
men produce trees that mature at 

a height of about 10 feet. These 

are planted 15 feet apart, compared 
with 35 feet for ordinary trees. They 
are much easier to prune, spray and 
pick. Some 20 standard apple va- 

rieties are now available for pur- 
chase in dwarf sizes, according to 

Dr. H. B. Tukey, horticulturist for 

the New York experiment station at 

Geneva, and a pioneer in this field. 

Sweets for Steers 
On cold winter days, corn 'cov- 

ered with blackstrap molasses ap- 

parently tastes as delectable to 

steers as buckwheat cakes and ma- 

ple syrup do to men, declares the 

Country Home Magazine. H. J. 
Gramlick, formerly of the Nebraska 
experiment station, feeds two 

pounds of molasses daily to each 
of his steers as an appetizer. When 
the price of corn is high he steps 
the daily dose up to five pounds. 
His tests show that a pound of mo- 

lasses is 85 per cent as effective as 

a pound of cracked corn in putting 
on weight. 

Fighting Bang’s Disease 
Four years ago the federal gov- 

ernment began testing for Bang's 
disease and slaughtering infected 
animals. The work was started as 

an emergency measure by the Agri- 
cultural Adjustment administration 
to reduce the cattle population of 
the United States. More than 1V4 
miUion cattle with Bang’s disease 
have been killed since 1933. There 
have been more than 25 million tests 
made in nearly two million herds. 
The infected animals came from a 

total of more than 11 million cattle 
tested. 

Cod Liver Oil Important 
Open the window and let the sun- 

shine in when the weather permits 
and 0.4 per cent of good cod liver 
oil in the winter ration will be all 
the hens need, says Hoard’s Dairy- 
man. Wisconsin authorities advise 
using a pint of cod liver oil to every 
100 pounds of mash. It is taken for 
granted that mash makes up about 
40 per cent of the daily feed con- 

sumed. Cod liver oil should show at 
least 85 A. O. A. C. units of vitamin 
D per gram. 
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Ruth Wyeth Spears 

OT |Si( NEtDCEUN^^STnCHES. 
llliWIUS^THEN WORK OVER AND 

Sunder threads at a- 
,-SVT70NMv<U THE END 

■UiniiiUiSMiuNrHfnw i 
,> / C'USt TAPESTRY NEECAE- 

giP ANO DRAW OUT FABRIC THREAPS 

“1 )EAR MRS. SPEARS: I had 
been wanting some really 

handsome velvet roses to pep up 
an evening dress. I was thrilled 
to find in your Book 2, instruc- 
tions for making them from ma- 

terials I already had. I would 
also like to thank you for the 
knitted rag rug in Book 1. My 
Mother spent many happy hours 
making it last winter.” 

"I thought you might be inter- 
ested in a luncheon set I have just 
finished. It was planned to go 
with a set of blue dishes. There 
are four mats and a long runner 

in medium blue linen with bands 
of old fashioned needle weaving 
in darker blue across the ends. 
Just two edges of the napkins are 

banded with the weaving.” 
We can imagine how attractive 

New Fashions With 
Smart, Slim Waists 

_* 

^O. 1691—Little girls should be 
•*- seen (if not heard!) in simple, 
flare-skirted frocks like this one, 
that looks wee at the waist, flaunts 
a narrow ribbon sash, and bright 
rows of braid or ribbon. For 
school and everyday, make this 
dress of gingham, percale or ba- 
tiste, with ricrac for trimming. It 

I ■ I ■ ■ ■ ■ 

will be equally pretty for dress- 
up, in taffeta or organdie, with 
velvet or ribbon trim. 

Slenderizing Lines. 
No. 1686—A lovely dress for after- 

noon parties is this new one with 
a princess skirt, v-neckline and 
jabot trim. Every detail is de- 
signed to make you look slimmer. 
The bodice fits beautifully, thanks 
to darts on the shoulders and gath- 
ers above the waist. And of course 

nothing could be more slenderiz- 
ing than a skirt like this. Choose 
flat crepe, small-figured silk print, 
georgette or chiffon for this de- 
sign. 

The Patterns. 
No. 1691 is designed for sizes 4, 

6, 8, 10 and 12 years. Size 6 re- 

quires 2% yards of 35-inch mate- 

rial, with 7 yards of braid or rib- 
bon to trim, and 2Vi yards ribbon 
for belt. 

No. 1686 is designed for sizes 36, 
38, 40, 42, 44, 46, 48, 50 and 52. Size 
38 requires 4% yards of 39-inch 
material, with 1% yards of edging. 

Spring Pattern Book Ready. 
Send 15 cents for the Barbara 

Bell Spring Pattern Book. Make 
yourself attractive, practical and 
becoming clothes, selecting de- 
signs from the Barbara Bell well- 
planned, easy-to-make patterns. 

Send your order to The Sewing 
Circle Pattern Dept., Room 1020, 
211 W. Wacker Dr., Chicago, 111. 
Price of patterns, 15 cents (in 
coins) each. 

Through Trials 
“It is a true saying that a man 

j must eat a peck of salt with his 
j friend before he knows him.”— 
Cervantes. 

the table must be set with these 
mats and the blue dishes. Some 
of you who have pink dishes might 
like to try the same idea in tones 
of rose. Use a rather coarse lin- 
en. Prepare the work for the 
weaving by drawing out the fabric 
threads as for hemstitching. Each 
step is shown here in the diagram. 
Either linen or mercerized em- 

broidery thread may be used. 

Sewing Book No. 2, Gifts, Nov- 
elties and Embroideries, contains 
48 pages of step-by-step directions 
which have helped thousands of 
women. If your home is your 
hobby you will also want Book 1— 
SEWING, for the Home Decora- 
tor. Order by number, enclosing 
25 cents for each book. If you 
order both books, copy of the new 

Rag Rug Leaflet will be included 
free. Those who have both books 
may secure leaflet for 6 cents in 
postage. Address Mrs. Spears, 210 
S. Desplaines St., Chicago, 111. 

DO THIS 
TO RELIEVE PAIN AND 

DISCOMFORT OF A COLD 
Follow Simple Method Below 

Takes only a Few Minutes When 
Bayer Aspirin is Used 

1* To ooso pain and 
discomfort and reduce 

fever take 2 Bayer 
Tablets—drink a 

glass of water. 
Repeat In 2 

hours. 
\_ 

2. If throat It raw from # 

cold, crush and dls- A 
solve 3 Bayar Tab- r 
lets In 1/3 Blass of M 
watar... gargle. ) 

1 
Starts to Ease Pain and Discomfort 

and Sore Throat Accompanying 
Colds Almost Instantly 

The simple way pictured above 
often brings amazingly fast relief 
from discomfort and sore throat 
accompanying colds. 

Try it. Then — see your doctor. 
He probably will tell you to con- 
tinue with the Bayer Aspirin be- 
cause it acts so fast to relieve dis- 
comforts of a cold. And to reduce 
fever. 

This simple way, backed by 
scientific authority, has largely 
supplanted the use of strong medi- 
cines in easing cold symptoms. 
Perhaps the easiest, most euective 
way yet discovered. But make sure 
you get genuine 
BAYER Aspirin. 

15FORU TABLETS 

2 FULL DOZEN 2Se 

■■■■ 

Sin’s Handle 
"Sin has many tools, but a lie 

is the handle which fits them all." 
—Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

NERVOUS? 
Do you feel so nervous you want to scream? 
Are you cross and irritable? Do you scold 
those dearest to you? 

If your nerves are on edge and you feel 
you need a good general system tonic, try 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, 
made tepeeially for women. 

For over 60 years one woman has told an- 
other how to go “smiling thru” with reliable 
Pinkham’s Compound. It helps nature build 
up more physical resistance and thus helps 
calm quivering nerves and lessen discomforts 
from annoying symptoms which often ac- 
company female functional disorders. 

Why not give it a chance to help YODT 
Over one million women have written In 

reporting wonderful benefits from Plnkham'i 
Compound. 

Great Stimulator 

Nothing great was ever achieved 
without enthusiasm.—Emerson. 

Conditions Dus to Sluaa'*R Bowsls 
If you think all laxatlvas 
act alike. Just try this 
all vegetable laiatlve. 
So infill, thorough. ts» 

££ iss 
uuithnilf"'of NR froln ??ur Without ItlSK druggist. Make the test — then 
If not delighted, return tba box to us. We will 
refund the purchase 

QUICK RELIEF 
FOR ACID 

INDIGESTION 

EXTRA 
TRADiXiM 

Remember—when you take a Smith Brother* 
Cough Drop you get Vitamin A—extra! 

Smith Bros. Cough Drops are the 
only drops containing VITAMIN A 
This is the vitamin that raises the resistance 

^ of the mucous membranes of the nose 

Y and throat to cold infections. / MARK 


