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BYNOPSIS.

At thelr home on the frontier hetween
ha Browns and Grays Marta Galland and
or mother, entertaining Colonel Wester-
I nmul' the (irays, soe Captaln Lanstron,
‘ Intellgence oMeer of the Hrowns,
njured by & fall In hils aeroplane. Ten
years nter, Westerling, nominal vice but
I chlef of staff, reinforces South La
r. meditates on war, und spoculates on
the comparative nges of himself and Mar-
who s visiting In the Gray capital
esterling calls on Marta. Hhe tells him
her tenohing chilldren the follles of war
and murtial patriotism, begs him to pre-
vent war while he In chief of siaff, and
redicls that If he makes war agalnst the
Hrowns he will not win. On the march
with the 63d of the Browna Private Stran-
aky, anarchist, decries war and played-
out patriotiam and Is placed under nrrest
Colonsl Lanatron overhenring, begs Him
off. Lanstron culls on Marta at her home,
e talks with Feller, the gardener, Marta
Rells Lanstron that she belleves Feller to
A npy. Lanstron confesses It Is true.
natron shows Marta a telephone which
lar has concenled in & #ocret paEsage
inder the tower for use to benefit thae
rowns In war emaorgencies, Lanvtron de-
wlares his love for Martn, Westerling and
the Gray premier plan to use a trivial in-
arnational affair to foment warlike i;:
rlotlam in nrmy and Fmapll! and strike
¥ore declaring war. Partow, Hrown chief
of ataff, nud Lanstron, made vice, discuns
he trouble, and the Brown dofenses. Par-
oW reveals his plans to Lanstron, The
PRY Army crosses the border line and at-
acks. The Rrowns eheck them, Artll-
ory, Infantry, seroplanes and dirigibles
wngage. Biransky, rising to mnke the
mnarchist speech of his life, draws the
Qray artillory fira. Nicked by a shrapnel
splinter ke goes Berserk and fghts—"all
& man™

CHAPTER IX-—Continued.

But wounld one? He understood
that with thelr smokeless powder the
QOray guns could be located only by
thelr flashes, which would not be vis-
fhle unless the refraction of light were
favorable. Then “thur-eesh—thur.
eosh” nbove every other sound in a
Song wall! No man ever forgets the
first erack of a shrapnel at close quar-
ters, the first bullet breath on his
cheek, or the firat supporting shell
from his side in flight that passes
above him,

“That Is ours!” called Dellarme.,

“Oura!" shouted the sergeant.

“Qurs!"™ sang the thought of every
one of them.

Over the Gray batterles on the plain
an explosive ball of smoke hung In
the still air; then another beside it.
“Thur-eeah — thur-eesh — thur-eesh,”
the screaming overhead became a gale
that bullt a cloud of blue smoke-over
the offending Gray batteries—beauti-
ful, soft blue semoke from which a
spray of steel descended. Tiere was
no spotting the flashes of the Browns'
guns ian order to reply to them, for
they were under the cover of a hill,
using Indirect alm as nicely and ac-
curately as if firing pointblank. The
gunners of the Gray batterles could
not go on with their work under such
a hall-storm; they were checkmated,
They stopped firing and began moving
to a new position, where their com-
mander hoped to remalin undiscovered
long enough to support the 128th hy
loosing his lightnings against the de-
tenderg at the critical moment of the
pext charge, which would be made as
noon as Fracasse's men had been rein-
forced.

There was an end to the concus-
slons and the thrashing of the alr
around Dellarme's men, and they had
the rellef of a breaking abscesa in the
ear. But they became more consclous
of the spits of dust in front of their
faces and the passing whistles of bul-
leta. In return, they made the gec-
tions of Gray Infantry in reserve rush-
Ing across the levels, leave many gray
lumps behind. But Fracasse's men at
tha foot of the slope poured in a heav-
sor and still heavier fire.

“Down there's where we need the
shells now!" spoke the thought of Del-
larme's men, which he had anticipated
by a word to the signal corporal, who
waved hls flag one—two—three—four
~—filve times. Come on, now, with
more of your apecial brand of death,
fire-control officer! Your own head s
above the sky-line, though your guns
are hidden. Five hundred yards be-
yond the knoll s the range! Come
on!

He cama with a burst of screams so
fow In flight that they seemed to
brush the back of the men's necks
with a halr broom at the rate of a
thousand feet a wmecond. Having
watched the result, Dellarme turned
with a confirmatory gesture, which the
corporal translated Into the wilgwag
of “Correct!” The shrapnel smoke
hanging over Fracasse's men appeared
s heavenly blue to Dellarme’s men.

“They are golng to start for us
soon! Oh, but we'll get a lot of
them!" whispered Stransky gleefully
to his rifle.

Dellarme glanced again toward the
s;olonel's statlon. No sign of the re-
tiring flag. He was glad of that, He
did not want to fall back In face of
a charge; to have his men silhouetted
in the valley as they retreated. And
the Grays would not endure this show-
er-bath long without going one way or
the other. He gave the order to fix
bayonets, and hardly was it obeyed
when he saw flashes of steel through
the shrapnel smoke as the Grays fixed
theirs. The Grays had 500 yards to
go; the Browns had the time that it
trkeg runnuing men to cover the dis-

cbn. which to stop the Grays.

“We'll spear any of them who has
Rhe luck to get this farl” whispered

Stransky to his rifle. The sentence
was spoken In the midst of a salvo of
shrapnel eracks, which he did not
hear. He heard nothing, thought noth-
ing, except to klill,

The Gray batterles on the plain,
having taken up a new position and
belng reinforced, played on the crest
at top speed Instantly the Gray line
rose and started up the slope at the
run. With the purpose of confusing
no less than killing, they used percus-
#lon, which burst on striking the
ground, as well as shrapnel, which
burst by a time-fuse in the alr. Foun-
tains of sod and dirt shot upward to
meet descending sprays of bullets, The
concusslions of the earth shook the
alm of Dellarme's men, blinded by
smoke and dust, ns they fired through
n fog at bent fgures whose legs were
pumping fast in dim pantomime.

But the guns of the Hrowns, also,
have word that the charge bas begun.
The signal corporal 1s walting for the
gesture from Dellarme agreed upon as
an announcement, ‘The Brown artil
lery commander cuts his fuses two
hundred and fifty yardas shorter. He,
too, uses percussion for moral effect.

Half of the distance from the foot
to the crest of the knoll Fracasse's
men have gone In face of the hot, slz-
zling tornado of bullets, when there Is
a blast of explosions In thelr faces
with all the chaotle and Irresistible
force of a voleanic eruption. Not only
are they In the midst of the first lot
of the Browns' ghells at the shorter
range, but one Gray battery has elther
made a mistake In cutting Its fuses or
Btruck a streak of powder below atand-
ard, and its shells burst among those
whom it Is alming to assist.

The ground seems rising under the
feet of Fracasse's company; the alr s
#plit and racked and wrenched and
torn with hideous screams of invisible
demons. The men stop; they act on
the uncontrollable Instinct of sell-pres-
ervation agalnst an overwhelming
force of nature, A few without the
power of locomotion drop, faces
pressed to the ground. The rest flee
toward a shoulder of the slope
through the instinct that leads a
hunted man in a street into an alley.
In a confusion of arms and legs, preas.
Ing one on the other, no longer sol-
dlers, only a mob, they throw them-
selves behind the first protection that
offers itself. Fracasse also runs. He
runs from the flame of a furnace door
suddenly thrown open.

The Gray batteries have ceased fir-
Ing; certaln gunners’ ears burn under
the words of inquiry as to the cause
of the mistake from an artillery com-
mander, Dellarme’s men are hugging
the earth too close to cheer. A desire
to gpring up and yell may be in their
hearts, but they know the danger of
showing a single unnecessary inch of
their cranlums above the sky-line, The
sounds that escape thelr throats are
those of & winning team at a tug of
war as diaphragms relax.

With the smoke clearing, they see
20 or 30 Grays plastered on the slope
at the point where the charge was
checked. Every one of those prostrate
forms 18 within fatal range. Not one
moves & finger; even the llving are
feigning death in the hope of surviv-
fng. Among them la little Peterkin,
80 falthful In forcing his refractory
legs to keep pace with his comrades.
If he I8 always up with them they .will
never know what is in his heart and
call him a coward. As he has been
knocked unconscious, he has not been
in the pell-mell retreat,

His first stabbing thought on coming
to was that he must be dead; but, no;
he was opening his eyes sticky with
dust. At least, he must be wounded!
He had not power yet to move his
hands {n order to feel where, and when
they grew alive enough to move, what
he saw In front of him held them
frigidly stlll. His nerves went search-
ing from his head to his feet and—
miracle of heaven!—found no point of
pain or gpot soppy with bloed. If he
were really hit there was bound to be
one or the other, he knew from read-
ing.

Hetween him and the faces of the
Browns—yes, the actual, living, terri-
ble Browns—above the glint of thelr
rifle barrels, was no obstacle that
could stop a bullet, though not more
than three feet away was a crater
made by a shell burst. The black cir-
cle of every muzzle on the crest
seemed to be pointing at him. When
were they going to shoot? When was
he to be executed? Would he be shot
in many places and die thus? Or would
the very first bullet go through his
head? Why didn't they fire? What
were they walting for? The suspense
was unbearable. The desperation of
overwhelming fear driving him in irre-
sponsible Impulse, he doubled up his
legs and with a cat's leap sprang for
the crater.

A blood-curdling burst of whistles
passed over his head as a dozen rifles
cracked. This time he was surely
killed! He was in some other world!
Which was it, the good or the bad?
Tne good, for he had a glimpse of blue
sky. No, that could not be, for he had
been allve when he leaped for the
crater, and there he was pressed
against the soft earth of its bottom.

He burrowed desper blissfully. He

was the nearest to the enemy of any
man of the 128th, and he certa'nly
had passed through a gamut of emo-
tions In the half-hour since Eugene
Aronson had leaped over a white post.

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

“Confound it! If we'd kept on we'd
have got them! Now we have to do
It all over again!" growled Fracasse
distractedly as he looked around at
the faces hugging the cover of the
shoulder—faces asking, What next?
each In Its own way; faces blank and
white; faces with lips working and
eyes blinking; faces with the blood
rushing back to cheeks In baffed an-
ger. One, however, was half smiling—
Hugo Mallin's,

“You did your share of the running,
I'll warrant, Mallin!" sald Fracasse
excitedly, venting his disgust on &
particular objecs.

“Yes, sir,” answered Hugo. "It was
very hard to maintaln a semblance of
dignity. Yes, sir, 1 kept near you all
the time. Wasn't that what you wanted
me to do, sir?"

Three or four men burst into a hys-
terical laugh as {f something had bro-
ken In their throats. Everybody felt
better for this touch of drollery except
the captain, Yet, possibly, It may
have helped him in recovering his
poise. Sometimes even a pin-prick
will have this effect,

“8llence!" he sald in his old man-
ner. "I wlill give you something to
joke about other than a little setback
llke this! Get up there with your
rifleg!"

He formed the nucleus of a firing-
line under cover of the shoulder, and
then eet the remainder of his com-
pany to work with their spades mak-

A Blood-Curdling Burst of Whistles
Passed Over His Head.

ing a trench. The second battalion of
the 128th, which faced the knoll, was
also digging at the base of the slope,
and another regiment in reserve was
deploying on the piain. After the fail
ure to rush the knoll the Gray com-
mander had settled down to the busi-
ness of a systematie approach,

And what of those of Fracasse's
men who had not run but had dropped
fn their tracks when the charge halt-
€d? They were between two llnes of
fire. There was no escape. Some of
the wounded had a mercifully quick
end, others suffered the consclousness
of being hit again and again; the dead
were bored through with bullet holes.
In torture, the survivors prayed for
death: for all had to dle except Peter-
kin, the pasty-faced little valet's son.

Peterkin was quite safe, hugging the
bottom of the shell crater under a
swarm of hornets. In a surprisingly
short time he became accustomed to
the sltuation and found himself raven-
ously hungry, for the strain of the last
12 hours had burned up tissue. He
took a biscuit out of his knapsack and
began nibbling It, as became a true
rodent.

CHAPTER X.
Marta’s First Glimpse of War,

As Marta and the children came to
the door of the chapel after the recl-
tatlon of the oath, she saw the civil
population moving along the street in
the direction of the range. There was
nothing for Marta to do but start
homeward, The thought that her
mother was alone made her hasten at
a pace much more rapid than the pro-
cesslon of people, whose talk and ex-
clamations formed a monotone audi-
ble In its nearness, despite the continu-
ous rifiefire, now broken by the pound-
ing of the guns.

“It's all done to beat the Grays, {sn't
it, Miss Galland? They are trying to
take our land,"” sald Jacky Werther
as Marta parted from him.

“Yes, It 18 done to beat the Grays,”
she answered. “Good luck, Jacky!"

Yes, yes, to beat the Grays! The
same {dea—the fighting nature, the
brute nature of man—animated both
gldes. Had the Browns really tried for
peace? Had they, in the spirit of her
oath, appealed to justice and reason?
Why hadn't thelr premier before all
the world sald to the premier of the
Grays, as ona honest, friendly nelgh-
bor to another over a matter of dis-
pute:

“We do not want war. ~We know
you outnumber ‘us, but we know you
would not take advantage of that. If
we are wrong we will make amends;

it you are wrong we know that you

will, Let us not play tricks in secret
to galn points, we civilized nations,
but be frank with each other. Let us
not try to irritate each other or to In-
flugnce our people, but to realize how
much we have in common and that
our only purpose ls common progress
and happiness.”

At the turn of the road In front of
the castle she saw the gunners of the
batteries making an emplacement for
thelr guns in a fleld of carrots that
had not yet heen harvested. The roots
of golden yellow were mixed with the
tossing epadefuls of earth.

A shadow like a great cloud in mad
filght ehot over the earth, and with the
gunners she looked up to see a Gray
dirigible. Already {t was turning
homeward; already it had _gained its
object as a'scout. On the fragile plat-
form of the gondola was a man, seemn-
Ingly & human mite alming a tiny toy
gun, Hie target was one of the Brown
aeroplanes,

“They're in danger of cutting their
own envelope! They can't get the an-
gle! The plane |8 too high!" ex-
claimed the artillery commander. Both
he and his men forgot their work in
watching the spectacle of aerial David
agalunst aerial Gollath. “If our man
lands with his little bomb, oh, my!"
he grinned. “That's why he is so
high. He's been walting up there.”

“Pray God he will!" exclalmed one
of the gunners.

“Look at him volplane--motor at
full speed, too!"”

“Into 1t! Making sure! Oh, splen—
O!" cried the artillery commander.

A ball of lightning shot forth sheets
of flame. Dirigible and plane were
hidden in an ugly swirl of yellowish
smoke, rolling out into a purple cloud
that spread Into prismatie mistgover
the descent of cavorting human bodles
and broken machinery and twisted
braces, flying pleces of tattered or
burning cloth. David has taken Gollath
down with him in a death grip.

An aeroplane following the dirigible
as A screen, hoping to get home with
information if the dirigible were lost,
had escaped the sharpshooters in the
church tower by flying around the
town. However, it ran within range of
the automatic and the sharpshooters
on top of the castle tower, They falled
of the bull's-eye, but thelr bullets, rim-
ming the target, crippling the motor,
and cutting braces, brought the crum-
pling wings about the helpless pillot.
The watching gunners uttered "Ahs!"
of horror and trilumph as they saw him
fall, gliding this way and that, in the
agony of slow descent.

“Come, now!" ecalled the artillery
commander. “We are wasting pre
clous time."”

Entering the grounds of the Galland
house, Marta had to pass to one side
of the path, now blocked by army
wagons and engineers’ materials and
tools. Soldiers carrying sand-bags
were taking the shortest cut, tram-
pling the flowera on their way.

“Do you know whose property this
is?" she demanded In a burst of an-
ger,

“Ours—the nation's!"” answered one,
perepiring freely at his work. “Sor-
ry!” he added on second thought.

Already parts of the first terrace
were shoulder-high with sand-bags and
one automatic had been set In place,
Marta observed as she turned to the
veranda. There her mother sat in her
favorite chalr, hands relaxed as they
rested on ita arms, while she looked
out over the valley in the supertran-
quility that comes to some women
under a strain-—as soldlers who have
been on sleges can tell you—that some
psychologists Interpret one way and
some another, none knowing even
their own wives,

“Marta, did any of the children
come?"’ Mrs. Galland asked in her
usual pleasant tone. So far as she
was concerned, the activity on the
terrace did not exist., She seemed ob-
livious of the fact of war.

Marta's monosyllable abseutly an-
swering the question was expressive
of her wonder at her mother. Most
girls do not know thelr mothers much
better than psychologlsts know their
wives. :

“Marta, whatever happens one
should go regularly about what he
considers his duty,” said Mrs. Galland.
“They have been as considerate as
they could, evidently by Colonel Lan-
stron's orders,” ehe proceeded, nod-
ding toward the Industrious engineers.
“And they've packed all the paintings
and works of art and put them in the
cellar, where they will be safe."

The captain of engineers In com-
mand, seeilng Marta, hurried toward
her,

“Miss Galland, isn't it? he asked.
“l have been waiting for you. I—I—
well, [ found that 1 could not make
the situation clear to your mother.”

“He thinks me In my second child-
hood or out of my head,” Mrs, Galland
explalned with a shade of tartness.
“And he has been so polite In trying
to conceal his opinion, too,” she added
with a comprehending smile.

The captain flushed in embarrass-
ment,

“]—I1 can't speak too strongly,” he
declared when he had regained his
composure. "“Though everything seems
to be safe hera now, it may not be in
an hour. You must go, all of you.
This house will be an inferno as soon
as the G3d falls back, and I can't pos-
sibly get your mother to appreciate
the fact, Miss Galland.”

“But 1 sald that I did appreclate it
and that the Gallands have been in
infernos before—perhaps not as bad
as this one that s comlng—but, then,
the Gallands must keep abreast of the
times,” replied Mrs. Galland. *I have
asked Minna and she prefers to re-
main. I am glad of that. I am glad
now that we kept her, Marta., She 18
as loyal as my old maid and the butler
and the cook were to your grauad-
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mother In the last war. Ah, tho GQaw
lands had many servants then!”

“This ien‘t llke the old war. This
place will be shelled, enfiladed! Aund
you two—" the captain protested dee
porately.

“l1 became a Galland when 1 mar
ried," sald Mrs. Galland, "and the
Galland women have always remalned
with their property in time of war
Naturally, 1 shall remain!”

“Migs Galland, it was you—your In
fluence 1 was counting on to—" The
captaln turned v Marta in a final ap
peal,

Mrs. Galland was
daughter's face Intently,

“Weo stay!"” replied Marta, and the
captain saw in the depths of her eyes,
a cold blue-black, that further argu
ment was useless,

Now came the sweep of a rising roar
from the sky with the command to at
tention of the rush of a fast express
traln past a country railway station.
Two Gray dirigibles with their escort
of aeroplanes wera bearing toward the
pass over the pass road. The auto
matiec and the riflemen In the tower
banged away to no purpose, but the
central sections of the envelope of the
rear dirigible had been torn In shreds;
it was buckling, Clouds of blue shrap
nel smoke broke around its gondola.
A number of feld-guns joined forces
with a battery of high-angle guns in a
havoe that left a drifting derelict; the
remainder of the equadron had com-
pleted its loop and was pointing
toward the plain.

From a great altitude, literally out
of the blue of heaven, high over the
Gray lines, Marta made out a Brown
squadron of dirigibles and planes de
scending across the track of the
Grays.

The Gray dirigibles, stern on, were
little larger than umbrellas and the
planes than swallows; the Brown dirl.

She Looked Up to S8ee a Gray Dirigible.

gibles, side on, were blg sausages and
their planes specks. To the eye, this
meeting was like that of two small
flocks of soaring birds apparently un-
able to change thelr course. But
imagination could picture the fearful
clash of forces, whose wounded would
find the succor of no hospital except
impact on the earth below.

Marta put her hands over her eyee
for only a second, she thought, before
she withdrew them In vexation—
hadn't she promised herself not to be
cowardly 7—to see one Brown dirigible
and two Brown aeroplanes ascending
at a sharp angle above a cloud of
smoke to escape the high-angle guns
of the Grays.

“We've got them all! No lips sur-
vive to tell what the eye saw!" ex-
claimed the engineer captain, his
words bubbling with the joy of water
in the sunlight. “As 1 thought,” he
continued in professional enthusalsm
and discrimination,

With high-power binoculars glued to
his eyes, he then turned to see If the
falnt brown line of Dellarme’'s men
were going to hold or break. If it
held, he might have hours in which
to complete his task; if It broke, he
had only minutes,

Marta came up the terrace path
from the chrysanthemum bed in time
to watch the shroud of shrapnel smoke
billowing over the knoll, to visualize
another scene in place of the collision
of the aquadrons, and to note the cap-
taln's exultation over Fracasse's re-
pulse,

“How we must have punished them!"
he exclaimed to his lleutenant. “How
we must have mowed them down!
Lanstron certainly knew what he was
doing.”

“You mean that he knew how we
should mow them down?" asked Marta.

Not untll she spoke did he realize
that she was standing near him.

“Why, naturally! If we hadn't
mowed them down hils plan would
have falled. Mowing them down was
the only way to hold them back,” he
sald; and seeing her horror made
haste to add: “Miss Galland, now you
know what a ghastly business war is.
It will be worse here than there.”

“Yes," she sald blankly, Her color
less cheeks, her drooping underlip con-
vinced him that now, with & little
show of masculine authority, he would
galn his point.

“You and your mother must gol*™ he
sald firmly.

(TO BRE CONTINURDY)

watching her |

‘CASCARETS” FOR

No sick headache, sour stomach,
biliousness or constipation
by morning.

Get a 10-cent box now.

Turn the rascals out—the headache,
biliousnegs, indigestion, the sick, sour
stomach and foul gases—turn them
out to-night and keep them out with
Cascarets,

Milllons of men and women take &
Cascaret now and then and mnever
know the misery caused by a lasy
liver, clogged bowels or an upset stom-
ach.

Don't put in another day of distress.
Let Cascarets cleanse your stomach;
remove the sour, fermenting food;
take the excess blle from your Hver
and carry out all the constipated
waste matter and polson in the
bowels. Then you will feel great

A Cascaret to-night straightens you
out by morning. They work while
Lyou sleep, A 10.cent box from
any drug store means a clear head.
sweet stomach and clean, healthy Hver
and bowel action for months., Chil
dren love Cascarets because they
never gripe or sicken. Adv.

Arduous Listening.

“Grand opera In English hns been
found as hard to understand as K Is
in a forelgn language."

“Still, 1 prefer to hear it sung in
a foreign tongue.”

“Why so?"

“It requires less exertiom em my
part. When I hear grand opera sung
in English I am constantly leaning for
ward and trying to catch a word.”

SYSTEM FULL OF URIC ACID—-
THE GREAT KIDNEY
REMEDY.

Two years ngo I was very sick
after being treated by several of the
physicians in Clinton, 1 did not ssem
get any better. 1 was confined to my
Seeing Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root
tised, I resolved to give it a trial
using it for three weeks, I foun
gaining nicely, =0 I continued
had taken a number of bottles.
now restored to health and have
tinued my labors. My system was full
of Uric acid, but Swamp-Root cured me

TL0:
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e

entirely. I am wsixty years oM.
Yours very truly,
W. C. COOK,
1203 Eighth Ave. Clinton, Tows.

Btate of Towa
Clinton County }-‘

On this 13th day of July, A. D. 1909,
W. C. Cook, to me personally ksown ap-
peared before me and in my presence
subscribed and swore to the above and
foregoing statement.

DALE H. SHEPPARD,

Notary Publie.
In and for Clintom Couaty.
Letter to
Dr. Kilmer & Co.
Binghamton, N. Y. .

Prove What Swamp-Root Will Do For You

Send ten cents to Dr. Kilmer & Oo.,
Binghamton, N. Y., for a sampls size
bottle. It will convince anyonme. You
will also receive a booklet of valuable in-
formation, telling about the kidneys and
bladder. When writing, be sure and men-
tion this paper. Regular fiftycent and
one-dollar size bottles for sale at all drug
stores. Adv.

Perils of the Season.

“Don’'t you worry about the dange)
Willile may run Into with his new
skates and sled?”

“Not as much as we used to. Now
we are devoting our worry to what
father I8 going to do with his new
automobile.”

important to Moth "
Exam uop carefully every.'t.b.oﬂlo 'm

CASTOIIA, a safe and sure remedy for

infants and children, and see that it
Bears the

Signature of y _

In Use For Over 30 Years,

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

From Man's Standpoint.
“What is chaos, pa?"

“It s about the third stage In that

disease known as housecleaning.”

A man who works at the gas
is not necessarily light-headed.
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Rona can

makes 64 cups of Van
Houten's Rona

—a tempting drink.
Look for the red
half-pound can-

25¢ :

DEFIANCE STARCH

Is constantly growiog in favor because it

Does Not Stick to the Iron
and it will not injure the finest fabric. For
laundry purposes it has no equal, 1€ o
package 10c. 1-3 more starch for same money.
DEFIANCE STARCH CO., Omaha, Nebrasks
WANTED {0 from owner of food farm
POCO. Rerthwasiarn sgvee), vyt 4 Hisseayulls flins

Boalnsea
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SLUGGISH BOWELS »



