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The Lq;st Shot

FREDERICK PALMER

(Copyright, 1914, by Charles Scribner’s Sons)

10
. S8YNOPSIS,

At thode home on the frontler betwenn

the Browns and Grays Martn Gallund nnd
her mothor, entertaining Colonel Weslep=
ling of the Grays, see Captidn Lanstron
of the Drewns Injursd by o fall In his

Agroplame., Ten yeura Inter. Westorling,
pominmd viee but resl ohilef of staff, reen-
rees Houth 1A Tir and meditules on war,

o calls on Marta, who Is visiting In the
Gray copital. Bhe tells him of her teach-
Ing childron the follies of war and mur-
patriotism, and begs him to prevent
war while he Is chief of staff. On the
maraoh with the 634 of the Hrowns Pri-
vite 8ransky, annrchint, is placed under
rmt. Oovlomel Lanstron begs him off,
mnstrom onlls on Marta nt her home. Ha
talks with Fellor, the t:tr'lnn--r. Marta
tella Lanstron that she belleves Peller to
A apy. Lanatron confesses 1L In true,
mnstron shows Martn a telephone which
ller has oconcenled In a wocret passago
andar the tower for use to benefit the
Browns in war emergencies, Lanstron de.
olaros bia love for Marta, Wenterling and
the Gray promier plan to ure a trivial In-
ternational afMalr to foment warllka pa-
triotiem In army and people and strilke be.
fore docturing war. Parlow, Drown chisf
of staff, nnd Lanstron, made vice, disouss
the trouble, and the Rrown defenses, Par-

tow veveals hin pluns to Lanstron. The

QGray army eronsen the horder Hne and at.
tacka, The Frowns check them. Artil.
lery. Infantry, neroplancs and dirlgibles
angage.  Hiransky, 11n1r11 tn make the
anarchist speech of his Hfe, draws the

Nieked by n shrapnel

Oray artillery fire Dt
'

splinter he goea Persork and Nighis

a man' Marta has her first gllmpsn of
war In Its modern, eold, solentiflg, mur-
deroun hrutality.  The Rrowns fall back
‘o the Oallnnd houne. Btransky forages,

CHAPTER Xl—Continued.

She wns at the door of her mother's
room, which was like an antlque «hop,
Old plates Iny on top of old tables,
with vages on the floor under the
tables. Burrounded by her treasures,
Mra., Galland awaited the attack; not
a8 o soldler awalts it, but as that ven-
erable Roman scnator of the story
faced the barbarous Gauls—neither
disputing the power of their spears
nor ylelding the self-reapect of his own
mind and soul, She had lain down in
her wrapper for the night, and the
lght from a siogle candle—she still
favored oandles—revealed her fentures
calm and philosophical among the pil-
lows. Yet the magic of war, reaching
deap Into hidden emotions, had her
also under its spell. Her volce was at
once more tender and vital,

“Marta, [ sea that you aure all on
wires!"

“Yes: Jangling wires, every one,
Jangling every socond out of tune,”
Marta acqulesced.

“Marta, my father”-—her father had
been a premier of the Hrowns—"al-
ways snid that you may enjoy the lux-
ury of fussing over little things, for
they don't count much one way or an-
other; but about big things you must
never fuss or you will not be worthy
of blg things. Marta, you cannot stop
a rallroad train with your hands. This
is not the first war on earth and we
are not the first women who ever
thought that war was wrong. BEach
of us has hls work to do and you will
have yours. It does no good to tire
yourself out and iy to pleces, even If
you do know &0 much and have been
around the world.”

Bhe smiled na a woman of eixty,
who has a egecret heart-break that she
had never glven her husband a son,
may smile at a daughter who is both
son and daughter to her, and her
plump hand, all curves like her plump
face and her plump body, spread open
In appeal,

Marta, who, In the breeding of her
generation, felt sentiment as more or
leas of a lure from logle, dropped be-
side the bed in a sudden buret of sen-
timent and gathered the plump hand
in hers and kissed it

“Mother, you are wonderful!" she
sald. “Mother, you are great!”

After a time, her ear becoming ac-
oustomed to the firing as a city dwel-
ler's to the distant roar of city traf-
file, Mrs. Galland slept. But Marta
ocould not follow her advice, If, tran-

stently at least, she had found some- | bY the lindentrees; a third above the |

thing of the peace of the confessional, |
the vigor of youth was In her arterles; |
and youth cannot help rnmnlnlngl
awake under some conditions, 8he
tptoed across tha hall Into her own
room and seated herself by the win.
dow. The symbol of what the ear
had heard the eye saw—war, working
in tones of the landscape by day with
smokeless powder; war, revealed by
its tongues of flame at night. Ugly
bursts of flre from the higher hills
apread to the heavens llke an aurora
borealls and broke their messengers
In sheets of flame over the lower hills
—4ths batterles of the Browns sprin-
kling death about the heads of the
gunners of the Grays emplacing thelr
batteries. HStaccato flashes from a
single point counted so many bullets
from an automatic, which directed by
the beams of the search-lights, found
thelr targets In sections of advancing
Infantry, Hill crests, set off with
fashes running back and forth, de-
marked Infantry lines of the Browns
assisting the automatics,

There were lulls between the
crashes of the small arms and the
heavy, throaty speech of the guns;
lulls that seemed to say that both
sides had paused for a breathing
apell; lulls that allowed the battle In
the distance to be heard In its perva-

crew of a Gray dirigible burned by
un explosion and brought in his agony
soltly to earth by a billowing plece of
envelopes which acted a8 a parachute.

Fighting proceeded In La Tir in
atages of feroclty and blank silence.
The upper part of the town, which
the HBrowns still held, was in dark-
ness; the lower part, where the Grays
were, was lHluminated,

“Another one of Lanny's plans!”
thought Marta. “He would have them
work In the light, while we fire out
of obscurity!"

Soon all the town wans In darkness,
for the Grays had cut the wire in the
main condult shortly after she had
heard the groans of the wounded man,
There the automatica broke out in a
mad storm, volelng their feelings at
getting & company In close order in a
street for the space of a minute, be
fore those who escaped could plaster
themselves ngainst doorways or find
cover In alleys, Then silence from
the automatics and a cheer from the
Browns that rasped out its triumph
llke the rubbing together of steel files.

From the line of defense, that In-
cluded the first terrace of the Galland
grounds as the angle of a redoubt, not
o €hot, not a sound; sllence on the
part of offlcers and men as profound
na Mra, Galland's slumber, while one
of the Nrowns' searchdights, like some
preat witeh's slow-turning eye in a
narrow radius, covered the lower ter
races and the road.

Marta gave intermittent glances at
the garden; the glances of a guardian.
She happened to be looking In that
direction when figures sprang acrose

[ the road, crouching, running with the

short, qulck steps of no body move:
ment accompunying that of the legs,
The searchlight eaught them In mer-
clless sllhouette and the automatle
and the rifles from behind the eand-
bags on the first terrnce let go. Some
of the figures dropped and lay In the
road and she knew that she had seen
men hit for the first time, Others, she
thought, got safely to the cover of the
gutter on the garden slde. Of thosa
on the road, some were still and some
she saw were moving slowly back on
their stomachs to safety. Now the
soarch-light lald its beam steadily on
the road, Again sllence. From the
upper terrace came a great voice, llke
that of the guns, from a human throat:

“Why didn't we level those ter-
races? They'll ereep up from one to
the other!" It was Stransky,

In answer was another volce—Del-
larme’s,

“Perhaps there wasn't time to do
everything. If they get as far as the
first terrace—well, In case of a crisis,
wo have handgrenandes, DBut, God
knows, I hope we shall not have to
use them."

After an interval, more figures made
a rush across the road. They, too, in
Stransky's words, pald a price for
seeing the garden. But the flashes
from the rifics and the automatle pro-
vided a target for a Gray battery. The
blue spark that flies from an overhead
trolley or a third rall, multiplied a
hundredfold, broke In Marta's face.
It was dazzling, blinding as a bolt of
lightning a few feet distant, with the
thunder crash at the same second,
followed by the thrashing hum of bul-
lets and fragments agalnst the side
of the house.

“l knew that this must come!™
somethinz within her sald. It she
had not been prepared for it by the

events of the lust twelve hours she |
would have jumped to her feet with |

an lamation of natural shock and
hortfor. As It was, she felt a convul-
sive, nervous thrill without rising
from her seat. A pause. The next
shell Lurst in line with the first, out

veranda,

“We've got that fange, all right!"!

thought the Gray bhattery communder,
who had judeed the distance by the
staff map.
know for the present. He would let
loosa at the proper time to support
the Infantry attack, when there were
enough driblets across the road to
make a charge. The driblets kept on
coming, and, one by one, the number
of dend on the rond was augmented.

Marta was diverted from this proc-
688 of killing by plecemeal by a more
theatric spectacle. A brigade com-
mander of the Grays had ticked an
order over the wires and It had gone
from battery to battery. Not only
many fleld-gune, which are the ter
rlers of the artillery, but some guns
of slege caliber, the mastifis, in a
sudden outburst started & havoe of
tumbling walls and cornices in the
upper part of the town,

Then an explosion greater than any
from the shells shot & hemlsphere of
light heavenward, revealing a shadowy
body fiying overhead, and an instant
later the heavens were illuminated by
a vaet circle of flame as the dirigible
that had dropped the dynamite re.
colved its death-blow, But already
the Brown Infantry was withdrawing
from the town, destroying bulldings

slve undertone. In one of them, when

even the undertone had ceased for a|ln the morning as they went., Two or
few seconds, Marta caught falntly the |
groans of a wounded man—oue of the | lence which was to last until dawn.

that would give cover for the attack

This was all ha wanted to |

three hours after midnight fell a si-

The combatants rested on their nrme,

Browns saylng to Grays, “We ghall
| be ready for the morrow!” and Grays

replying: “So shall we!"

Marta, at her window, her syes fol
| lowing the movementa of the display,
"now bhere, now there, found herself
| thinking of many thingse, a8 in the

intermigsions between the acts of a
drama. She wondered {f the groan-

ing, wounded man were crying for
wiater or if he were wishing that some
one at home were near him. She
‘thought of her talk with Lanstron and
how feminine and feeble It must have
| sounded to a mind working in the in-
exorable processes of the clash of
millions of men. She saw his left
hand twiteching in hie pocket, his
right hand gripping it to hold It still,
on that afternoon when, for the first
time, she had understood his Injury
In the aeroplane nccident as the tal-
isman of his feellngs—his controlled
feelinga! Always his controlled feel-
Ings!

She saw Westerling, so consclous
of his strength, directing his chess
men In a death struggle against Par
tow. And he was coming to this house
a8 his headquarters when the final
test of the strength of the Titans was
mnade.

She hoped that her mother was still
gleeping; and she had seconds when
ghe was startled by her own calmness.
Agaln, the faces of the children In
her gchool were as clear as In life.
She breathed her gratitude that the
processlon In which they moved to
the rear was hours ago out of the
theater of danger. In the simplicity
of big things, her duty was to teach
them, a future generation, no less
than Feller's duty was the pursuing
shadow of his conscience. She should
see war, alive, naked, bloody, and she
would tell her children what she had
Eeon as a4 warning,

Silence, except an occasional rifle
shot—silence and the darkness before
dawn which would, she knew, concen-
trate the lightnings around the house.
She glanced into her mother's room
and marveled as at a miracle to find
her sleeping. Then she stole down-
stairs nnd opened the outer door of
the dining-room. A step or two
brought her to the edge of the ve-
randa. There she paused and leaned
against one of the stone pillars. Del-
Inrme himself was in a half-reclining
position, his back to a tree. He
seemed to be nodding, Except for a
few on watch over the sand-bags, his
men wera stretched on the earth, mov-
ing restlessly at intervals, elther In
an effort to sleep or waking suddenly
after a spell of hurassed unconscloue-
ness.

CHAPTER XIlI,

Hand to Hand,

With the first slgn of dawn there
wus a movement of shadowy forms
taking position In answer to low-
gpoken commands. 'The search-light
yielded Its vigll to the wide-spread
beam out of the east, and the detall
of the sotting where Martn was to
watch the play of one of man's pas-
glons, which he dares not permit the
tender fleeh of woman to share, grew

|
i
|
\
r

The Sgarchlight Caught Them in Mer-
cllean Silhougtte.

distinet. Bayonets were fixed on the
rifles that lay, slong the parapet of
sand-bags In front of the row of brown
shoulders. Back of them In the yard
was a section of Infantry In reserve,
also with bayonets fixed, ready to fill
the place of any who fell out of line,
a doctor and stretchers to care for
the wounded, and a detachment of en-
gineers to mend any breaches made
in the breastwork by shell fire.

The gunner of the automatic sight-
ed his barrel, slightly adjusted {ts
elevation, and swung it back and
forth to make sure that It worked
smoothly, while his assistant eaw that
the fresh belts of cartridges which
were to feed It were within easy reach.

In straw hat and blue blouse, shuf-
fiing with his old man's walk, Feller
came along the path from the gate.
He was In retreat from the entlcing
plcture of the regiment of fleld-guns
in front of the castle that was ready
for action. As the Infantry had never
interested him, he would be safe from
temptation in the yard.

“This Is no place for you!” sald one
of the engineers.

|

“No, und don't wuste any time, e}

ther, old man!" sald another. “Back
to your bulba!™
Feller did not even hear them. For
the moment he was wetually deaf.
“Fire!" epald Dollarme’'s whistle,
“Thurrr!” went the aulomatic In
soulless, mechanical repetition, I8

tape epinning through the eylinder,
while the rifles spoke with the human
Irregularity of stesltipped fngers
pounding at random on a drumhead.
All along the line facing La Tir the
volume of fire spread until it was like
the concert of a mighty loom.

The Gray batteries having tried out
their range by the flashes of the au-
tomatic the previous evening, were
making the most of the occasion.
“Uk-ung-n-ng!” the breaking Jackets
whipped out thelr grista, The re-
serves, the hospital-corps men and the
engineers hugged the breastwork for
cover, The leaves clipped from the
trees by bullets were blown aside with
the hurricane breaths of shrapnel
bursts; bullets whistled so near Marta
that she heard their shrillness above
every other sound. She was amazed
that the houses still remained stand.
Ing—that anyone was alive. But she
had a glimpse of Dellarme maintain.
ing his set smile and another of Fel
ler, who had erept up behind the au-
tomatie, making impatient “come-on!
come-on! what-is-the-matter-with-you?"
gestures in the direction of the bat-
teries in front of the castle,

“Thur-eesh—thur-eesh!” As the
welcome note swept overhead he
waved his hands up and down In mad
rapture and then peeped over the
breastwork to ascertain If the prac-
tice were good. The Brown batteries
had been a little slow In coming into
action, but they soon broke the pre-
cision of the opposing fire,

Now shells coming frequently fell
short or went wide, The alr cleared.

Then a chance shell, striking at the
one point which the man who fired
It &lx thousand yards away would have
chosen as his bull's-eye, obscured Fel- |
ler and the automatic and its gunners
in the havoe of explosion. Feller must
have been killed. The dust settled; |
gshe saw Dellarme making frantle ges- |
tures ns he looked at his men. They
were keeping up their fusiliade with
unflinching rapidity. Through the
breach left In the breastwork €he had
glimpses, as the dust was finally dis-
sipated, of gray figures, bayonets fixed.
pressing together as they came on

fiercely towapd the opening. The
Browns let the full blast of their
maguzines, Had that chance shell

turned the scales? Would the Grays
get Into the breastwork?

All Marta's faculties and emotions
were frozen in her stare of suspense
at the breach. Then her heart leaped,
a cry In a gust of short breaths broke
from her lipsa as the Browns let go
a rasping, explosive, demoniacal cheer.
The first attack had been checked!

After triumph, terror, faintness, and
a closing of her eyes, she opened
them to see Feller, with his old straw
hat—brim torn and crownless now—
gtill on his head, rise from the debris
and shake himself like a dog coming
ashore from a swim. While the engl-
neers hastened to repalr the breach
he assisted Stransky, who had also
been knocked down by the concus-|
slon, to lift the overturned automatic
off the gunner. The doctor, putting a
hand on the gunner’s heart, shook his
head, and two hospital-corps men re-
moved the body to make room for the |
engineers.

For once Dellarme’'s cheery smile
deserted him. There was no one left
to man the automatie, so vital in the
defense, and even If somebody could
be found the gun was probably out of
commission. As he started toward it
his' smile, already summoned back,
was shot with surprise at sight of the
gun in place and a stranger in blue
blouse, white hair showing through a
crownless straw hat, trying out the
mechaniem with knowing fingers. Del-
larme stared. Feller, unconscious of
everything but the gun, righted the
cartridge band, swung the barrel back
and forth, and then fired a shot.

“You—you seem to know rapld-
firers!" Dellarme exclalmed in blank
incomprehension.

“Yes, sir!" Feller ralsed his finger,
whether in salute as a soldier or as
a gardener touching his hat It was
hard to say,

“But how—where?”
larme,

This time the movement of the fin-
ger was undoubtedly In salute, in per-
fect, swift, military salute, with head
thrown back and shoulders stiff, Fel-
ler the gardener was dead and buried
without ceremony.

“Lanstron's class, school for offi-
cers, sir, Stood one In ballistics, prize
medallist control of gun-fire. Yes, sir,
I know something about rapid-firers,”
Feller replied, and fired a few more
shots. "“A little high, a little low—
right, my lady, right!*

Stransky was back In his place next
to the automatic and firlug whenever
a head appeared. He rolled his eyes
in & characteristic squint of scrutiny
toward the new recruit,

“Beats spraying rose-bushes
bugse, eh, old man?" he asked.

“Yes, a lead solution is best for
gray bugs!” Feller remarked pun-
gently, and thelr glances meeting,
they saw in each other's eyes the joy
of hell,

“A pair of anarchists!" exclaimed
Stransky, grinning, and trled a shot
for another head.

As It in answer to prayer, a gun-
ner had come out of the earth. Sut-
ficlent to the need was the fact. It
wius not for Dellarme to ask questions
of a prizeemedalllst graduate of the
school for officers In a blue blouse and

gasped Del-

for

crownless straw hat. Els expert sur-

vey assured bim that before another |

rush the enemy hud certaln prepara-
tlone to make. Ha might give his
fighting smile & recess and permit
himeelf a few minutes' relaxation
Looking around to sscertain what
Gomage had been don® {0 the houes
and grounds, he became aware of
Marta's presence for the first time.

“Miss  Galland, you—you weren't
there during the fighting?" he cried
us he ran toward her.

“Yes," ghe sald rather faintly.

“If 1 had known that I should have
been seared to death!”

“But I was sufe behind the pillar”
she explained,

“Mlss Galland, you're such a good
soldier—pleage—and I'm sure you have
not had your breakfast, and all good
goldlers never neglect their rations,
not at the beginning of a war! Mlss
Galland, please-——" Yes, as he meant
it, please be a good fellow.'

8Bhe could not resist smillng at the
charming manner of his plea, She felt
weak and strange-—a little dizzy, De-
sides, her mother's voice now came
from the doorway and then her moth-
er'e hand was pressing her arm.

“Marta, if you remaln out here, 1
ghall!”™ announced Mrs. Galland.

“I was just coming in.'

Dellarme, his cap held before him in
the jaunty fashion of officers, bowed,
his face beaming his happiness at her
decision,

“Come!" Mrs. Galland slipped her
hand into Marta’'s. “Two women can't
fight both armies. Come! 1 prescribe
hot coffee, It is waiting; and, do vou
know, 1 find a meal In the kitchen
very cozy."

Being human and not a heroine fed
on lotos blossoms, and being exhaust
ed and also hungry, when she was
Beated at table, with Minna adroltly
urging her, Marta ate with the relish
of little Peterkin in the shell crater
munching biscults from his haversack,
but the movement of the minute-hand
on the clock-face became uncanny and
merciless to her eye in its deliberate
regularity. Dellarme had been told
to hold on untll noon, she knew, Was
he still smiling? Was [eller still
happy in playing a stream of lead
from the automatic? Was the second
charge of the Grays, which must have
come to close quarters when the guns
went silent, golng to succeed?

Mrs. Galland had settled down con-
sclentiously to play solitnire, a favor-
ite pastime of hers; but she failed
to win, us she complained to Marta,
becausa of her stupld way this morn-
ing of missing the combination cards.

After a long intermission came an-
other outburst from Dellarme's men,
which she interpreted as the response
to another rush by the Graya; and this
velping of the demon was not that
of the hound after the hare, as in
the valley, but of the hare with his
back to the wall. When it was over
there was no cheer, What did this
mean? Without warning to her mother
she bolted out of the kitchen. Mrs.
Galland sprang up to follow, but
Minna barred the way.

“One is enough!" she sald firmly,
and Mrs. Galland dropped back Into
her chair.

In the fromt rooms Marta found
havoc beyond her imagination. A por-
tion of the ceiling had been blown out
by a ehell entering at an up-stairs win-
dow; the hardwood floors were lit-
tered with plaster and window-glass
aud ripped into splinters In places,

(TO BE CONTINUED)

SIMPLE ENGLISH NOT NEEDED

Cub Reporter Got Something of a Jolt !

in His Interview With Educated
Chinaman,

Two San Francisco reporters were

aselgned to call on Chinamen and in:
terview them on an immigration meas-
ure pending In congress. One of the
reporters was a cub and an Basterner,
while the other, an experienced man,
assumed the management of the as-
slgnment.
+ "Gates,” he sald, after they had In-
vaded several Chinese shops without
any Important result, “yonder 18 &
tea-store. ‘Beat it over by there and
talk to the boss about Chinese voting.
I'll go In next door. Remember to
use the very simplest English you
got."

The cub went inside the tea-shop
and thus addressed the proprietor:

“John, how? Me—me—Telegraph,
John! Newspape — gavvy, John?
Newspape—print  things. Un'stan'?
We want know what John think about
Chinaman-—vote—all same Mellcan

man. What John think—Chinaman—
vote, see? Bavvy, John? Vote? What
think?

The Chinaman listened to all this
with profound gravity and then re-
plied:

“The question of granting the right
of suffruge to Chinese citizens who
have come to the United States with
the avowed intention of making this
country their permanent home {8 one
that has occupled the attention of
thoughtful men of all parties for years,
and It may in time become of para-
mount importance. At present, how-
ever, It seems to me that there is no
exigency requiring an expression of
opinion from me upon this subject.
You will please excuse me."

The cub went outside and leaned
agalnst a lamp-post to rest and re-
cover from a sudden failntness, His
fellow reporter bad purposely steered
him against one of the best educated
Chinamen in the United States,

For China Stand.

When one has a china umbrells
stand it s a wise plan to place a
sponge In the bottom of the jar te
keep It from being cracked or broken.
The eponge not only prevents It from
being broken, but also absorbs the
~ater which drigs from the umbrella

OLD SOLDIER WISHES TO
HELP SUFFERERS FROM KID-

| NEY, LIVER AND BLADDER

| TROUBLES.

I am frequently troulled with kidnes
and bladder trouble, especially in  the
Bpring and Fall. Heing an old Veteran
of the Civil War, a little exposure or
cold settles on my kidneys, and then
I am laid uwp with kidney or bladder
troubls  Dr. Kilmer's Bwamp-Root was
recommended to me a number of years
ago, and I thok a number of bottles of 6
and was more than pleased with the re-
sults, I consider Swamp-Itoot the greats
est and best kidney medicine on the
market and it never fails to give quick
results in kidney trouble, bladder trouble
and lame back,
| Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root has done me
#0 much good that I feel if any words of
mine will be the meana of relieving any
poor sufferers, that you are at liberty to
use this letter as you see fit.

Yours very truly,

GEORGE W. ATCHIEY,
1780 Walker St. Des Moines, lowa.
State of Iowa ¢
Poke County } -

A. R, Haneen, a retail drogeist of this
eity, being first duly sworn deposes and
says, that he is well mcquainted with
George W. Atchley, who gnve the above
testimonial; that said Atehley made and
signed said testimonial in my presence
and that I have sold said Atchley a part
of the Swamp-Root referred to in above
testimoninl, Affiant further sayn that
George W. Atchley is a well knowa citi-

| zen of this city and an honorable man,

and that it was Mr. Atchley’s desire ta
give maid testimonial.
A. R. HANSEN.
Subscribed to in my presemce, and
sworn to before me, this 23cd of March,

1000,
E. J. FRISK, Notary Public.

Letter to
Dr. Kilmer &» Co.
Binghamton, N. Y.

Prove What Swamp-Root Will Do For You

Send ten cents to Dr. Kilmer & Co.,
Binghamton, N. Y., for a sample size
bottle. It will convince anyone. Youm
will also reccive’a booklet of valuable in-
formation, telling ubout the kidneys and
bladder. When writing, be sure and men-
tion this paper. Regular fifty-cent and
one-dollar size bottles for sale at all drug
stores. Adv.

Heartless Prophetesa.

“Harold says that after we are mar
rled he will want me to dress Hie a
queen.” f

“Yes," replled Miss Cayenne. "And
for a while he will be na proud as &
king. After that he will grumble like
a taxpayer.”

in Mineralogy.
Professor—Name the largest known
diamond.
Mr, A.—The ace.

Matchless Concelt.
Stranger—Have you a matoh, sie?
Vain Individual—No, | don't shink

so.—Heston Evening Transeript.

WOMAN IN
BAD CONDITION

Restored To Health by Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Compound.

Montpelier, Vt. — ““We have grest
faith in your remedies. . 1 was very ir
TRl regular and was

. ‘w} tired and sleepy ail

@ | the time, would have

j|cold chills, and my
{ hands and feet would
bloat. My stomach
bothered me, 1 had

of the time. Lydia
4E. Pinkham's Vege-
table Compound has
done me lots of good
and I now feel fine, Iam regular, m
stomach is better and my pains have
left me. You can use my name if you
like. I am proud of what r reme-
dies have done for me.’’ — Mra. MARY
GAUTHIER, 21 Ridge St., Montpeller, Vt.

An Honest Dependable Medicine

It must be admitted by every fair
minded, intelligent person, that a medi-
cine could notlive and grow in pngsllﬁty
for nearly forty years, and to-day hold
a record for thousands upon thousands
of 'actual cures, as has Lydia E.
ham's Vegetable Compound, without
possessing great virtue and actual
worth. Such medicines must be looked
upon and termed both standard and
dependable by every thinking person,

If you have the slightest doubg
that Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegeta~
ble Compound will help you,write
to Lydia E.Pinkham Medicine Co,
(confidential) Lynn, Mass,,for ads
vice. Your letter will be opened,
read end answered by a woman,
and held in strict confidence,

Make the Liver
Do ‘its Duty

Nine times in ten when the Bver i
tight the stomach and bowels are right.
CARTER'S LITTLE :
LIVER PILLS

gentlybutfirmly coms
pel a lazy liver to

| do its duty,

| Cures Con-

1 ;t_ip.lhnl lﬂ'

| digestion, ;

| Sick
Headache,

; and Distress After Eating.
. IMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.
||

Genuine must bear Signature

Soowe T
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