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At thelr home on (he frontier hatwean
the Browns wnd Grove Marta Oulinnd and
?lr mothier, antertaining Colonel Wester-
Ing of the Grays, noo Coptaln Lanstron

taff Intelligonee oMoer of the Hrownas,
njurad by u fall In his neroplane, Ten
yeara Inter. Wosterling, nominal vies hut
Toul chinf of stalr, reinforces South la
Tir, modlinten on war, and spoculates on
the compnrative ngos of himaclf and Mars
ta, who s viniting In the Uray enpitil,
‘Westerling ealls on Marta. She tells him
of her tonohing elilldren the follles of wie
and martnl patelotism, begs hilm to pres
yont war while he I ohilef of stal®, and

redicts that If he makes war auainst the

Irawns he will not win, ©On the march
with tha £3d of the Browns Private Stran.
sky, anarcohist, decrlos war and played-
out patriotism and in placed under nrrest
Colonel Lanstron overbenring bege him
off, Lanstron onlls on Marta nt her hame
Ho talks with Feller, the gardener. Marta
tells Laanstron thnt whe hellovor Feller 1o

ebe n spy. Lanstron confesses It In true,
anatron whows Martn i telephons which
dlor hna conconled In n socrot pamsngs
under the tower for use to henefit the
Rrownu in war emergencles. Lanstron de.
clnres hin love for Marte, Westerling fnd
the Qriy premier plan to use o trivial in
ternnlfonid affalr to foment warlike pn-
triotlam In army and people and strike he
fora declnring war, Tartow, Hirown chiof
of stafl, and Lanstron, misde vies, discuss
the trouble, and 1he Nrown defenses, Par-
tow reveals hils pluns to Lansiron

CHAPTER VIil—Continued.

Now Dellarme disposed his men in
Iine back of the ridge of fresh earth
that they had dug in the night, ready
to rush to their placea when he blew
the whistle that hung from his neck,
but he did not allow them a glimpse
over tho crest,

“l know that you are curious, but
powerful glasses are watching for you
to show yourselves; and If a battery
turned loose on us you'd understand,”
he explained.

Thus the hours wore on, and the
<hurch elock struck nine and ten.

“Never a movement down there!”
called the sergeant from the crest to
Dollarme. “Maybe this is just their
final bluff before they come to terms
about Bodlapoo"—thut stretch of Af-
rlean jungle that seemed very far
away to them all.

“Let us hope so!” sald Dellarme
seriously.

Choosing to go to town by the
sastle road rather than down the ter-
raoe¢ to the main pass road, Marta,
starting for the regular Sunday ser
vice of her echool, as she emerged
from the grounds, saw Feller, garden-
shears In hand, a figufe of stone
watching the approach of some field-
batteries. The question of allowing
him to undertake his part as a spy
had drifted Into the background of her
mind under the distressing and ever-
present preasure of the crisis. He wae
to remaln until there was war. She
was almost past him before ho real
Ized her presence, which he acknowl-
edged by a startled movement and a
step forward as he took off his hat
Bhe paused. His eyes were glowing
like conle under a blower as he looked
at her and again at the batteries,
seaming to Include her with the guns
In the spoll of his fervid abstraction.
| “Frontler closed last night to pre-
vent Intelllgenco about our prepara-
tlons leaking out—Lanny's plan all
aliver~the guns coming,” he &ald, his
shoulders stiffening, hle chin drawing
In, his features resolute and beaming
with the ardor of youth in action—
*“troops moving here and there to thelr
places—engineers preparing the de-
fenses—automatics at critical points
with the Infantry—feld-wires laid—
ficld-telephones get up—the wireless
spitting—the calesons full—planes and
dirigibles ready—searchlights In po-
sitlon—"

There the torrent of his broken sen-
tences was checked, A shadow pussed
in front of him. He came out of his
trance of Imagerios of actlvities, so
vividly clear to his military mind, to
realize that Marta was abruptly leav-
ing.

“Miss Galland!™ he called urgently,
“Flring may commence at any min-
ute. You must not go Into town!"

“But I must!" she declared, speak.
ing over her shoulder while she
passed. It was clear that no warning
would prevall against her detersl, od
mood,

“Then I shall go with you!" he sald,
starting toward her with a light step.

“It I8 not necessary, thank you!"
she answered, more coldly than she
tad ever epoken to him. This had a
magleally qulck effect on his  atti-
lude,

‘I beg your pardon! I forgot!" he
explained In his old man's volee, his
bead sinking, his shoulders drooping
in the humility of a servant who rec-
ognlzes that he has been properly re-
buked for presuwmption, “Not & gun-
ner any more—I"'m a spy!* he thought,
a8 he shuflled off without looking
toward the batterles agaln, though the
music of wheels and hoofs was now
close by,

Marta had a glimpse of him as she
turned away. “He 18 what he Is be-
cause of the army; a vietim of a cult,
& bablt,"” she was thinking. “IHad he
béen In any othor calling bis fine qual-

Itles might have been of service to the
world and he would have been happy.”
wumpany of lofantry resting
amiong thelr stacked rifles changed
the nolor of the square In the distance
frow the groay pavement to the brown
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of a muss of uniforms. In the middle
of the maln street a major of the brl-
gade staff, with a number of junior
offlcers and orderlies, was evidently
wilting on some signal. Sentries were
posted at regular tervals along the
curb. The peopla In the houses and
shops from time to time stopped pack-
ing up thelr effecta long enough to go
to the doors and look up and down
apprehonsively, asking bootless, ner.
vous questions,

“Are they coming yet?”

“Do you think they will come?”

“Are you sure It's golng to be war?"”

“Will they shell the town?”

“There'll. be time enough for you
to get away!" shouted the major. “All
we know Is what is written in our in-
structions, and we shall act on them
when the thing starts, Then we are
in command, Meanwhile, get ready!"

Then the major became aware of a
young woman who was going in the
wrong directionn. Her cheeks were
flushed from her rapid walk, her lips
were  parted, showing flrm, white
tecth, and her black eyes were re
garding him in a blaze of satire or
amusement; an emotion, whatever it
was, that thoroughly centered his at-
tention.

“Mademolselle, I am very sorry, but
unless you live in this direction,” he
sald very politely, “you may not go any
farther. Until we have other orders
or they attack every one 18 supposed
to remain in his houee or his place of
business."

“This is my place of business!™
Marta answered, fo; she was already
opposite a small, disused chapel which
was her schoolroom, where a half
dozen of the falthful children were
gathered around the masculine Impor-
tance of Jacky Werther, one of the
older boyse,

“Then you are Miss Gulland!” gald
the major, enlightened, Hls smile had
an appreclation of the irony of her oc-
cupation at that moment, “Your chlil-
dren are very loyal. They would not
tell me where they lived, so we had
to let them stay there,"

“Those who have homes,” she sald,
ldentifying each one of the falthful
with a glance, “have so many broth-
era and slsters that they will hardly
be missed from the flock. Others
have no homes—at least not much of a
one""—hare her temper rose again-—
“taxes being so high In order that you
may organize murder and the destrue-
tlon of property.”

" “Now really, Miss Galland,” he be-
gan solleltously, “I have been assigned
to move the civil population in case of
attack. Your children ought—"
“After school! You have your duty
this morning and I have mine!” Marta
Interrupted pleasantly, und turned
toward the chapel,

“They are putting sharpshooters in
the church tower to get the aero-
planes, and there are lots of the little
gune that fire bullets so fast you can't
count 'em—and littla spring wagons
with dynamite to blow things up—
and—" Jacky Werther ran on in a
serles of vocal exploslons as Marta
opened the door to let the children
go in.

“Yet you came!” gnid Marta with a
hand caressingly on his shoulder.

“It looks pretty bad for peace, but
we came,” answered Jacky, round-
oyed, in loyalty. “We'd come right
through bulleta ‘cause we sald we
would 1f we wasn't sick, and we wasn't
slek."

“My seven dlsciples—seven!"” ex-
claimed Marta as she counted them.
“Aud you need not sit on the regular
seats, but around me on the platform.
It will be more Intimate.”

“That's grand!" ecanme In chorus,
They did not bother about chalrs, but
fented themselves on the foor around
Marta's skirts.

The church elock boomed out Its de-
liberate strokes through ten, the hour
set for the lesson, and all counted
them—one—two—three. Marta was
thinking what a dismal llttle effort
thelrs wns, and yet she was very hap-
py, tremblingly happy in her distrac-
tlon and excitement, that they had not
waited for her at the door of the
chapel in vain,

Bhe announced that there would be
no talk this morning; they would only
gay their oath. Repeating In concert
the pledge to the boys and glrls of
other lands, the childigh voices pecu-
liarly aweet and harmonious In con-
trust to the raucous and uneven
sounds of foreboding from the sireet,
they came In due course to the words
of the concesslon that the oath made
to militancy:

“If an enemy
land-—"

"Children—I—" Marta Interrupted
with a sense of wonder and shoeck.
They paused and looked at her ques-
tloningly. “I had almost forgotten
that part!"™ she breathed confusedly.

“That's the part that makes all
wa're doing agaipst the Grays right!”
put in Jacky Werther promptly,

“As I wrote It for you! ‘I shall ap-
peal to his sense of justice and reason
with him—'"

Jaws dropped and eyes bulged, for
above the sounds of the street rose
from the distance the unmistakable

tries to take my

crackling of rifis fire which, as they

»

listened, spread and Increased in vol-
ume.

"“Go on-—on o the end of the oath!
It will take only a moment,” sonld
Marta resolutely. "It Isn‘t much, but
it's the best we can do!*

CHAPTER IX,
The Baptism of Fire.

All the landscape in front of Fra-
casse’s company seemed to have been
deserted; no moving figures were any-
wherae in elght; no slgn of the enemy’s
infantry.

Faintly the town clock was heard
striking the hour, From eight to nine
and nine to ten Fracasse's men walt:
ed; walted untll the machine was
ready and Waesterling should throw in
the clutch; waited until the troops
were in place for the first move before
he hurled his battalions forward.
They did not know how the captaln at
thelr back received his orders; they
only heard the note of the whistle,
with a command familiar to a tralned
Instinet on the edge of anticipation, It
released a spring in thelr nerve-cen-
ters. They responded as the wheels
respond when the throttle is opened.
Jumping to thelr feet they broke into
a run, bodies bent, euds down, like
the peppered silhouette that faced
Westerling's desk. What they had
done repeatedly In drllls and maneu-
vers they were now doing In war, me-
chanically as marfonettes,

"Come on! The bullet Is not made
that can get me! Come on!" eried the
glant Bugena Aronson,

Nearly all felt the exhilaration of
movement in company. Then came
the sound that generations had drilled
for without hearing; the sound that
summons the imagination of man in
the thought of how he will feel and
act when he hears it; the sound that
Is everywhere llke the song snatches
of bees driven whizzing through the
alr,

“That's It! We're under fire! We're
under fire!” flashed a crooked light-
ning recogunition of the sound through
every brain.

There was no slgn of the enemy:
no telling where the bullets came
from.

Whish-whish! Th-lpp-whing! The
refrain gripped Peterkin's imagination
with an unseen hand. He seemed to
be suffocating. He wanted to throw
himselt down and hold his hands in
front of his head. While Pllzer and
Aronson were not thinking, only run-
ning, Peterkin was thinking with the
rapldity of a man falling from a high
bullding. He was certain only that
he was bound to strike ground.

“An inch 18 as good as a mile!” He |.

recollected the captain’s teaching.
“Only one of a thousand bullets fired
In war ever.kills a man"—but he was
certaln that he had heard a million
alrendy, He looked around to find
that he was still keeping up with Eu-
gene and felt the thrill of the bravery
of fellowship at sight of the glant's
flushed, confident face revellng in the
apirit of a charge. And then, just
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Pilzer Was Shooting to KIll,

then, I-ﬂluena convulsively threw up
his arms, dropped his rifle, and
whirled on hig heel. As he went down
his band clutched at his left breast
and came away red and dripping.
After one wild backward glance, Pe-
terkin plunged ahead,

“Kugene!" Hugo Mallin had stopped
and bent over Kugene In the supreme
instinct of that terrible second, sup-
porting his comrade’s head.

“The bullet {8 not—mnde—" Eugene
whispered, the rullng passion strong
to the last. A fllcker of the eyelids, a
gurgle in the throat, and he was dead,

"Here, you are not golng to get out
this way!” Fracasse shouted, in the
Irritation of haste, slapping Hugo with
his sword. "Go on! That's hospital-
corps work.”

Hugo had a glimpse of the captain’s
rigid features and a last one of Eu-
gena's, white and still and yet as If
he were about to speak his favorite
boast; then he hurrled on, his slde
glance showing other proserate forms,
One form a few yards away hall! rose
to call "Hoapitall” and fell back,
struck mortally by a second bullet.

“That's what you get If you forget
Instructions,” sald Fracasee with no
sense of brutality, only professional

exasperation. Keap down, you wound- |

ed men!”™ he shouted at the top of his
voice.

The colonel of the 128th had not
looked for Immediate reslstance, He
had told Fracasse's men to occupy the
knoll expeditiously. But by the com-
mon impulse of military tralning, no
less than In answer to the whistle's
call, In face of the withering fire they
dropped to earth at the base of a
knoll, where Hugo threw himself
down at full length in his place In line
next to Peterkin,

“Fire pointblank at the crest In
front of you! 1 saw a couple of men
standing up there!" ecalled Fracasse.
“Flire fast! That's the way to keep
down their fire—pointblank, [ tell you!
You're firlng Into the sky! [ want to
see more dust kicked up. Fire fast!
We'll have them out of there soon!
They're only an outpost.”

Hugo was firlng vaguely, like a man
in a dream. Pllzer was ehooting to
kill. His eye had the steely gleam
of his rifle sight and the liver patch
on his cheek was u deeper hue as he
sought to avenge Kugene's death:
Drowned by the racket of thelr own
fire, not even Peterkin was hearing
the whish-whish of the bullets from
Dellarme’'s company now, He did not
know that the blacksmith's son, who
was the fourth mhn from him, lay with
hig chin on his rifle stock and a tiny
trickle of blood from a hole in his
forehead running down the bridge of
his nose,

L] L ] [ ] L ] . L] L

Young Dellurme, new to his cap-
taln's  rank, watching the plain
through his glusses, saw the move.

ment of mounted oflicers to the rear
of the 128th as a reason for summon-
ing his men

“"Creep up! Don't show yourselves!
Creep up — carefully—carefully!” he
kept repeating as they crawled for-
ward on thelr stomachs. “And no one
Is to fire untll the command comes.”

Hugging the cover of the ridge of
fresh earth which they had thrown up
the previous night, they watched the
white posts. Stransky, who had been
ruminatively silent all the morning,
was in his place, but he was not look-
ing at the enemy. Cautiously, to avold
a reprimand, he raised hig head to en-
able him to glance along the line. All
the faces seemed drawn and clayish,

“They don't want to fight! They're
Just here because they're ordered here
and haven't the character to defy au-
thority,” he thought., "“The leaven I8
working! My time I8 coming!"

For Dellarme the minute had come
when all his training was to be put to
A test. The figures on the other side of
the white posts were rising. e was to
prove by the way he directed a com-
pany of infantry in actlon whether or
not he was worthy of his captain's
rank. He smiled cheerily. In order
that he might watch how each man
used his rifle, he drew back of the line,
his slim body efect ar he rested on
one knee, his head level with the
other heads while he fingered hils
whistle. The Instant that Eugene
Aronson sprang over the white post
a blast from the whistle began the
WAar,

It was a signal, too, for Stransky
to pluy the part he had planned: to
make the speech of his lite, His six
feet of stature shot to ita feet with
a Jackqdn-the-box abruptness, under
the impulge of a mighty and reckless
passion.

“Men, stop firlng!” he howled thun-
derously. “Stop firlng on your broth-
ers! Like you, they are only the
pawns of tho ruling class, who keep
us all pawns in order that they may
have champagne and caviare, Com-
rades, I'll lead you! Comrades, we'll
take a white flag and go down to meet
our comrados and we'll find that they
think as we do! I'll lead you!"

The appeal was drowned in  the
eracking of the rifles working as regu-
larly as punching-machines In a fac-
tory. Every soldler was seeing only
his sight and the running tigures un-
der It, Mochanieally and automatical-
Iy, training had been projected into
action, anticlipation into realization. A
spectator might as well have called to
a min In u hundred-yard dash to stop
running, to an oarsman in a ruce to
Jump out of his shell.

The company sergeant sprang for
Stransky with an oath. But Stransky
wis In no mood to submit., o felled
the sergennt with a blow and, reck
lessly  deflant, stared at Dellarme,
while the men, steadily firlng, were
still oblivious of the seene, The ser
geant, stunned, rose to his knees and
reuched for his revolver. Dellarme,
bent over to keep his head below the
crest, had already drawn his as he
hastened toward them,

“Will you get down? Will you take
your place with\yvowr rifte?” demanded
Dellarme.

Stransky laughed thunderously in
scorn. He was handsome, titanie, and
barbarie, with his huge shouldors
gtretehing his blouse, which fell loose-
Iy around his narrow hips, while the
fist that had felled the sergeant was
still elenched,

"No!'" sald Stransky. “You won't
kill much if you kill me and you'd kil

less If you shot vourself! God Al
mighty' Do you think I'm afraid? Me
-afrald?"

Iis eyes Ilu a bloodshot glare, as
uncompromising as those of a bull in
an arena watcehing the next move of
thae red cape of the matador, regarded
Dellarme, who hesitated in admiration
of the pleture of human force before
him. But the old sergeant, smarting
under the Insult of the blow, his sand-
gtone features mottled with red
patches, had no compunctions of this
order. He was ready to act as exccu-
tioner.

“If you don't want to shoot, I can!
An example—the law! There's no
other way of deallng with him! Give
the word!l" he sald to Dellarmae.

L]

i Stransky laughed, mow In stridom
leynlelsm. Dellarme still  hesitated,
recollecting Lanstron’'s remark. He
pletured Stransky In a last stand in a
redoubt, and every soldler was as
precious to him as a plece of gold to
a miser,

“"One ought to be enough to kill me
If you're golng to do it to slow musie,”
sald Stransky. “You might as well
kill me as the poor fools that your
poor fools are trying to—"

Another breath finlshed the speech;
a breath released ‘from a ball that
seemed to have come straight from
hell, The fire control officer of a regl-
ment of Gray artillery on the plain,
scanning the landscape for the origin
of the rifle-fire which was leaving
many fallen In the wake of the charge
of the Gray infantry, had seen a figure
on the knoll. “How kind! Thank
you!" his thought spoke faster than
words. No need of rangedfinding!
The range to every posslble battery
or infantry position around La 'I'Ir|
was already marked on his map., He
passed the word to his guns

"CASCARETS" ACT ,°
ONLIVER: BOWELS

No sick headache, biliousness,
bad taste or constipation
by morning.

Get o 10-cent box.

Are you keeping your bowels, liver,
and stomach clean, pure and fresh
with Cascarets, or merely forcing a
passageway every few days with
Salts, Cathartic Pills, Castor Oll or
Purgative Waters?

Stop having a bowel wansh-day. Let
Cascareta thoroughly cleanse and reg:
ulate the stomach, remove the sour
and fermenting food and foul gases,
take the excess bile from the liver
and carry out of the system a)l the
constipated waste matter and polsons
in the bowels,

The burst of their first shrapnel-
shell blinded all three actors in th--l
scene on the crest of the knoll wlthl
I8 eargplitting crick and the force of J
its concussion threw Stransky down
begide the sergeant. Dellarme, as lis |
vigton cleared, had just time to see
Stransky jerk his hand up to his tem- j
ple, where there was a red spot, be- |
Tore another sholl burst, a little to |
the rear. This was harmless, as a |
shrapnel's shower of fragments nnd
bullets carry forward from the point
of explogion. But the next burst in
front of the line. The doctor's period
of ldlencss was over. One man's ritle
shot up as his gpine was brolen by u ‘
Jagged plece of shrapnel juckot. Now
there were oo many shells to wateh
them Individually.

“IUs all right—all right, men!" Del-
larme called ngain, assuming his
cheery smile. “It takes a lot of shrap-
nel to kill amybody. Our batteries will
soon answer!"

His voice was unheard, yet its spir-
it was felt. The mén knew through
their training that there was no use
of dodging and that their best protec-
tion was an accurate fire of their own,

Stransky had half rigen, a new kind

a8 he reguined his wite. With In-
verted eyes he regarded the red ends
of his fingers, held In line with tho
bridge of his nose. He felt of the
wound agailn, now that he was lesa
dizzy. It was only u scrateh and he
had been knocked down like & beef in
an abattoir by an unseen enemy, on
whom he could not lay hands! Deaf
eningly, the shrapnel Jjackets con.
tinued to crack with “ukung-s-sh—
ukung-s-sh” as the swift breath of the
shrapnel missiles spread. The guna
of ong battery of that Gray regiment
of artillery, each firing six 14-pound
shells a minute methodically, every
shell londed with nearly two hundred
projectiles, were giving their undivid
ed attention to the knoll.

How long could his company endure
this? Dellarme might well ask. Ho
knew that he would not be expected
to withdraw yet. With a sense of re.
lief he saw Fracasse's men drop for
cover at the base of the knoll and
then, expectation fulfilled, he reallzed |
that riflefire now reinforced the ene
my's shell fire, His duty was to re |
main while he could hold his men, |
and a feeling toward them such as ha
had never felt before, which was love,
sprang full-fledged Into his heart as he |
saw how steadily they kept up lht'“‘l
fusillade. " *

Stransky, enger In response to a
new passion, sprang forward inte |
place and picked up his rifle, [

"If you will not have it my way, |
take It yours!" sald the best shot in |
the company, as he began firing with
resolute eoolness,

“They have a lot of men down,"” said
Dellarme, his glasses showing tha'
many prostrate fgures on the wheat
stubble. "Steady! steady! We have
plenty of batteries back In the hills,
One will be In action soon.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

TELLS OF TENSE MOMENTS

Man of Prominence Had Two, and
Their Causes Were of Widely
Different Beginnings.

I heard a prominent Cambridge man
tell of the two most tense moments
of his life yesterday, says a corre-
spondent of the Boston Journal. But
tho tenslon In each case was differ-
ent.

“I doubt if I ever shall forget either
occasion," he sald, reflectively. “They
were big moments.

“The first was when | was in col- |
lege. 1 was captain of the baseball
team that year. We came to the end
of the ninth. Wg needed one run to
tle the score and another to win the
gnme. Two men down and two on
the sacks when I came to bat. And
for once in my career [ did 1t. 1
lined out a three-bageer, right over
the raflroad track, When 1 felt it go
—well, that was one occasion,

"And the other.” He chuckled, but
A slow flush crept over his cheeks.
“It was thirty years ago, soon after I
left college. 1 went over to see a gir!
I thotught was pretty nice and to meet
her folks for the'first time. 1 went
on a Bunday, All the men were away.
And they had duck for dinner.” Ha
stoppad.  “Ever carve a duck?” he
asked meaningly. “No, neither had 1
before, Nor have I since,” His blush
deepened. “I never even went to see
that girl again,” he added plaintively.

One Viewpolint.
Hemmandhaw—Kangaroo farming Is
a very lmportant industry {n Australia
Mrs. Hemmandhaw—Fancy hoeing

& kangaroo.—Youngstown Telegram.

of savagery dawning on his n-utures|

A Cascarest tonight will make you
feel great by morning. They work
while you sleep—never gripe, sicken
or cause any inconvenfence, and cost
only 10 cents a box from your store.
Millions of men and women take a
Casearet now and then and never
have Headache, Billousness, Coated
Tongue, Indigestion, Sour Stomach or
Constipation. Adv.

Willie Knew.

Some time ago the teacher of a pub-
e school was instructing a clasgs In
geography, and when it came tinde to
hand out & few questions she turned
to Willie Smith.

“Willle,” ghe said, “can you ted me
what Is one of the principal products
of the West Indles?”

“No, ma'am,” frankly answered Wil
He, after a moment’'s hesitation,

“Just think a bit,” encouragingly re-
turned the teacher; “where does the
sugar come from that you use at your .
house?"

"Sometimes from the store,” an-
swered Willie, “and sometimes we bor-
row It from the next-door neighbor.”

A WARNING TO MANY -

Some Interesting Facts About
Kidney Troubles.

Few people realize to what extent their
health depends upon the condition of the
kidneys.

The physician in nearly all cases of
scrious illness, makes o chemigal analysis
of the patient's urine. He knows that
unless the kidneys are doing! their work
properly, the other organs cannot readily
be brought hack to health and strength.

When the kidneys are neglected or
abused in any way, serious results ave
sure to follow. According to hea'th
statistics, Bright'a disease, which is really
an advanced form of kidney truble,
ciused nearly ten thousand deaths in
1013 in the state of New York alone.
Therefore, it behooves us to pay more
attention to the health of these most
important organs,

An ideal herbal compound that has
had remarkable success as a kidoney rems
edy is Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root, tha
grent Kidney, Liver and Bladder Remedy,

The mild and bealing influence of this
preparation in most cases is soom realized
according to sworn statements and vt!riﬁﬂi
testimony of those who have wsed the
remoedy,

If you feel that your kidneys require
attention, and wish a sample bottle, write
to Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y.
Mention this paper, enclose ten centa and
they will gladly forward it to you bg
Parcel ost.

Swamp-Root is soll by every draggist
in bottles of two sizes—30¢ and $1.00, Ady

His Regular Cue.

Many a man who permits himsalf tu
be led forth to musical entertainmenty
he does not care for will appreciat
the following: &

"What made you start clapplng yout
hands when that woman stepped os
your foot in the tramcar?”

“I was dozing,"” answered Mr, Cum-
rox. "l thought mother and the girls
were having a musicale at home and
one of them was signaling that i was
time to applaud.”

GIALS! GIRLS! TAM
BEAUTIFY YOUR ARG

b

)

Make It Thick, Glossy, Wavy, Luxumr
lant and Remove Dandruﬂ—-ﬂral ;
Surprise for You, "~

4

——

Your hair becomes light, wavy, fluf-
fy, abundant and appears as soft, lus-
trous and beautiful as a young girl's
after a “Danderine hair cleanse" Just
try this—moisten a cloth with a Mttle
Danderine and carefully draw It
through your hair, taking one small
Btrand at a time, This will cleanse
the hair of dust, dirt and excessive oll
and in just a few moments you have
doubled the beauty of your halr,

Besldes beautifying the hair at once,
Danderine dlssolves every particle of
dandruff; cleanses, purifies and invig-
orates the scalp, forever stopping itch
ing and falling hair.

But what will please you most
be after a few weeks' use when ¥y
will actually see new halr—fine an
downy at firét—yes—but really ne
halr—growing all over the scalp,
you care tor pretty, soft halr and lo
of i1, surely get a 256 cent bottle
Knowlton's Danderine from any stor
and just try it. Adv.

The most common form of pe
similsm {8 the bellef that a good b
ginning makes a bad ending.




