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SYNOPSIS.

AL thelr home on the frontler between
the Brownm and Craye Marta Colland and
or mather, entertalning Colonel Waonter
Ing of the Grays, ses Caplaln Lanhstron
of the Nrowns injured by o rall in His
Il*rnr!um-. Ten yeurs Inter. Woesterling,
nominal vies but roal ehlef of staff, re-on
orcds Bouth La Tir and meditntes on war
Artn tells him of her teaching ehlldren
the follies of war and martial patrlodsm,
and bogsn him to provent winr while ha (4
ohinf of wiaff. Lanstron onlla on Marta
At her home. Sho tells Lanstron that she
belleves Follor, the gardener, to be n wpy

natron confesses It Is true and shows
or o telephone which 1Feller Las eon-
conlod In A secret paussnge under the tower
for use to benefit the Hrowns in war
smaergencles.  Lanstron declures hix love
for Marto. Wenterling and the Grays pro-
pare plans to use a trivinl Internationnl

affalr to foment warlike patriotism nnd
trikn  Lefore declaring war.  Partow,
rown chlef of staff, revenls his plans to
Anstron, made vice chief, The (irav
rmy crossca the border line and attacks,
& Hrowns check them. Artillery, in-
atry, weroplanes and dirigihles ommTa,
arta has her fiest glimpso of war In Its
modern, cold, aclentifle, murderons hry-
fality. The Browns fall bick to the (al.
and houne. Marta sees o night attack,
The Grays attack In fores, Feller lonves
Is mecrot telephons nnd goes back to his
na. Hand to hnnd fAghting, The Nrowns
1l back again. Marta asks Lanstron over
ha Phom to nppeal to Partow to stop the
In Yandulism In the Galland house,
eaterling and his staff ocoupy the dal-
land house and he heglne to woo Marta,
who _apparently throws her fortunes with
the Grays and offers viluable Information,
Bhe calls up Lanstron on the secrat tels.
phone nnd plans to give Westerling Infor-
@allnn that will trap the Cray army.
enterling forma his plan of attuck upon
m he learns from her. The Grayvs toke
ir. Through Martn Westerling in lod
to concentrate his attack on the main Hne
at Engadir. A leak of information is sus-
ted. Bouchard 1 relleved an chisf in-
elligence oMeer and In ROINgE necuses
Marta. Weaterling thinks him cragy. The
Qrayn tnke the npron of Fngadir. Par-
h»' dies wuddenly and Lanstron succesds
m.

CHAPTER XVIII—Continued.

Far up on a peak among the birds
and aeroplanes, in a roofed, shoell-proot
chamber, with a telephone orderly at
his side, a powerful pair of fleld-glasses
and range-finders at his elbow, and a
telescope before his eye, Gustave Fel
ler, one time gardener and now eting
colonel of artillery, watched the burst
of shells over the enemy's lines. While
other men had grown lean on war, he
had taken on enough flesh to fill out

Watched the Bursting of Shells Over
the | Enemy's Lines.

the wrinkles around his eyes that
slione with an artist's onjoyment of
his work. Down under cover of the
ridge were hig guns, the keys of the
Instrument that he played by calls
over the wire. Thelr barking was a
symphony to his ears; errors of or-
chestration were errors in alm, He
tulked us he watched, his lively fea-
tures reflective of his impressions,

“Oh, pretty! Right into their tum-
mies! Right in the nose! La, la, la!
But that's off—and so's that! Tell
Battery C they're firty yards over. Oh,
beady-eyed gods and shiny little fishes
~-two smacks In the same spot!
Humph! Tell Battery C that the
trouble with that gun is worn rifling;
that's why 1t's golug short. Elevate it
for another hundred yards—but 1t
ought not to wear out so soon. I'd like
o kick the maker or the lnspector. The
fellows In B 21 will accuse ua of inat-
tention. It's time to drop a shell on
them (o show we're perfectly impartial
o our favors. La, la, lal Oh, what
& pretly smack! Congratulations!”

B 21 was the position of Fracasse's
sompany and the pretty smack the
bne that broke one man's arm and
wushed another's head.
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The “God with us!” song was singu-
larly suited to the great, bull volce of

ity composer, born to the red and be
¢ome Captaln Stransky Iin the red
business of war. It was he who led
the thunder of 1ts verses,

"I certalnly like that song,” he said.
Well he might. It had made him fa-
mous throughout the natlon., “There’s
Jehovah and brimstone in It. Now
we'll have our own.”

“But we're always losing positions!”
complained one of the men. "Little
by little they are getting possession.”

“They say the offensive alwaye
wins,” sald another,

“Five against three! They count
on numbers,” sald Lleutenant Tom
Frasinl.

“There you go, Tom! Any other
pessimists or anarchists want to be
heard?” called out Stransky. “Just
how long, at the prescnt rate, will It
take them to get the whole range?
There's a llmit to the number of even
five miilions."

Then the telephone in the redoubt
brought some news, The staff begged
to Inform the armny that the enemy’s
casualties In the last three days had
been two hundred thousand! Immedi-
ately everybody was talking at once
In Stransky's parllament, as he some-
times called that company of which
he was, In the final analysis, unlimited
monarch,

"How do they know 7"

“Do you think It's fake?"

“That sums up to pretty near a mil-
Hon!"

“My God! Think of it—a milllon!"

“We're whittling them down!”

“It doesn't make any difference
whether Partow or Lanetron Is chief
of staffi"

“They're paying!"

“Paying for our fellows that they've
killed! Paying for beimg In the
wrong!"

Stransky, his eyes drawing' iInward
In thelr characteristic slant, was well
pleased with his company, and the
scattered exclamatory badinage kept
on untll it was Interrupted by the ar-
rival of the mall. Partow and Lan-
stron, understanding their machine as
human In its elements, had chosen
that the army should hear from home.

“How's this!" exclaimed one man,
reading from a newspaper. “They're
going to put up a statue of Partow in
the capital! It's to show him as he
died, dropped forward on the map, and
In front of his desk a fleld of bayonets.
On one face of the base will be his
name. Two of the other faces will
have ‘God with us!" and ‘Not for
thelrs, but for ours!' The legend on
the fourth face the war s to decide.”

“Victory! Victory!" cried those
who had llstened to the announcement.

Stransky was thinking that they
had to do more than hold the Graye,
Before he should see his girl they had
to take back the lost territory, He
carrled two plictures of Minna In his
mind: one when she had struck him
in the face as he tried to kiss her
and the other as he sald good-by at
the kitchen door. There was not much
encourngement in either,

“But when she gets better acquaint-
ed with me there's no telling!" he kept
thinking, *“I was fighting out of cus-
sedness at first, Now I'm fighting for
her and to keep what Is ours!"”

— —

CHAPTER XIX, -
The Ram.
In the closet off the Galland llbrary,
where the long-distance telephone was
installed, Westerling was talking
with the premier In the Gray capital.
“Your total casunlties are eight hun.
dred thousand. That Is terrific, Wes-
terling!"” the premier was saying,

“Only two hundred thousand of
those are dead!" replied Westerling.
“Many with only elight wounds are
already returning to the front. Ter-
rifie, do you say? Two hundred thou-
sand in five millions {8 one man out
of twenty-five. That wouldn't have
worried Frederick the Great or Napo-
leon much, Eight hundred thousand is
one out of slx. The trouble {s that
such vast armlies have never been en-
paged before. You must consider the
percentageés, not the totals,”

“Yet, eight hundred thousand! It
the public knew!" exclalmed the pre-
mier,

“The public does not know!” sald
Westerling.

"They guesg, They realize that we
stopped the soldiers' letters because
they told bad news, The situation is
serious.”

“Why not give the public something
to think about " Westerling demanded,

“I've tried. 1t doesn’t work. The
murmurs increase, 1 repeat, my fears
of a rising of the women are well
grounded. There is mutiny (n the alr,
I feel it through the columns of the
preas, though they are censored, 1—"

“Then, soon I'll give the public some-
thing to think about, myself!” Wester-
ling broke in. “The dead will be for-
gotten. The wounded will be proud
of thelr wounds and thelr futhers and
mothers triumphant when our army
desconds the other side of the range
and starts on its march to the Browns'
capital.”

“But you bhave not yet taken a
single fortress!" persisted the premler.
“And the Browns report that they have
lost only three hundred thousand
men,"

“Lanstron 1s lylng!"” retorted Wes-
terling hotly. “But no matter. We
have taken positions with every at-
tack and kept crowding in closer, I
ask npothing better than that the
Browns remaln on the defensive, leav-
ing initiatlve to us. We have devel-
oped their weak points, The resolute
offensive always wine, [ know where
I am going to attack; they do not. 1
shall vot glve them time to relnforce
the defense at our chesen polnt. |
have still plenty of live soldlers left.
I shall go in with men enocugh this

time to win and to hold.”
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“The army s yours, Westerling,”
eoncluded the premler. “I admire your
stolldity of purpose. You have my con-
fidence. I shall wait and hold the situ-
atlon at home the best I can. We go
into the hall of fame or into the gut-
ter together, you and 11"

For a while after he had hung up
the recelver Westerling’s head
drooped, his muscles relaxed, giving
mind and body a release from tension,
But his spine was as stiff as ever as
he left the closet, and he was even
smlling to give the Impression that
the news from the capital was favor
able.

When he called his chiefa of divi.
slon it was hardly for a staff council,
Stunned by the logses and repulses,
loyally Industrious, thelr opinlons un.
asked, they listened to his whirlwind
of orders without comment—all except
Turcas,

“If they are apprised of our plan and
are able to concentrate more artillery
than our guns can sllence, the losses
will be demoralizing,” he observed.

Westerling threw up his head, frown-
Ing down the objection,

“Suppose they amount to half the
forces that we send In!" he exclaimed,
“Isn‘t the position, which means the
pass and the range, worth it?"

“Yes, It we both take and hold it;
not It we fall,” replied Turcas, quite
unaffected by Westerling’s munner.

“Fallure I3 not in my lexicon!” Wes-
terling shot back. "“For great gains
there must be great risks.”

“We prepare for the movement,
your excellency,” answered Turcas.

It was a steel harness of his own
will that Westerling wore, without ad-
mitting that it galled him, and he laid
It off only in Marta's presence. With
her, his growing sense of Isolation had
the rellef of companionship, -She be-
came a kind of mirror of his egolsm
and ambitions. He liked to have her
think of him as a great man unruMed
among weaker men. In the qulet and
seclusion of the garden, Involuntarily
a8 one who has no confidant speaks
to himself, reserving fortitude for his
part before the staff, while she, under
the spell of her purpose, sllently, with
serene and wistfully llstening eyes,
played hers, he outlined how the final
and telling blow was to be struck

“We must and we shall win!” he
kept repeating.
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Through a rubber disk held to his
ear In the closet of his bedroom a
volce, tremulous with nervous fatigue,
was glving Lanstron news that all his
alrcraft and cavalry and sples could
not have gained; news worth more
than a score of regiments: news fresh
from the lips of the chlet of staff of
the enemy. The attack was to be
made at the right of Engadir, its cen-
ter breaking from the redoubt manned
by Fracasse's men.

“Marta, you genlus!"” Lanstron cried.
“You are the real general! You—"

“Not that, please!” she broke in.
“I'm as foul and depraved ns a dealer
In subtle polsons In the middle nages!
Oh, the shame of it, while I look into
his eyes and felgn admiration, feign
everything which will draw out his
plans! 1 can never forget the sight
of him as he told me how two or three
or four hundred thousand men were
to be crowded Into a ram, as he called
it—a ram of human flesh!—and Euns
enough in support, he said, to tear any
redoubts to pleces; guns enough to
make their shells as thick as the bul-
lets from an sutomatie!”

“We'll meet ram with ram! We'll
have some guns, too!" exclaimed Lan-
stron. “We'll sepd as heavy a shell
fire at their infantry ae they send into
our redoubts.”

“Don't. It's too like Westerling. It
has become too trite!" she protested.
“The end! If I really were helping
toward that and to save lives and our
country to its people, what would my
private feelings matter? My honor,
my soul—what would anything mat-
ter? For that, any sacrifice. I'm
only one human being—a weak, luna-
tic sort of one, just now!"

“Marta, don't suffer so!
overwrought. You—*

“l can say all that for you, Lanny,”
she Interrupted with the faintest laugh.
“I've sald it so many times to myself,
Perhaps when 1 call you up again 1
shall not bo so hysterical.”

Lanstron was not thinking of war or
war's combination when he hung up
the receiver. It was some moments
before he returned to the staff room,
and then he had mastered his emo-
tion. He was the soldier again.

An hour or so bafore the attack the
telegraph instruments in the Galland
house bhad bocome pregnantly eilent.
There were no more orders to give;
no more reports to come from the
troops In position until the assault was
made. Officers of supply ceased to
trangmit routine matters over the wire,
while they strained thelir eyes toward
the range. OfMcers of the staff moved
about restlessly, glancing at thelr
watches and going to the windows fre-
quently .to see if the mist still held.

No one entered the library where
Westerling was seated alone with
nothing to do. Hls suspense was that
of the mothers who longed for news
of their sons at the front; his helpless-
ness that of a man in a hospital lobby
waltlng on the result of an operation
whose success or fallure will save or
wreck his career. The physical desire
of movement, the confllet with some-
thing in his own mind, drove him out
of doors.

Westerling was rather pleased with
the fact that he could still smile;
pleased with the loyalty of younger
officers when, day by day, the staff
had grown colder and more me-
chanical In the attitude that com-
pleted his lsolation. * Walkiug vigor-
ously along the path toward the tower,
the exercise of his muscles, the feel

You are

of the cool, molst alr on his face,

brought back some of the buoyancy of
spirit that he craved, A woman's fig.
ure, with a cape thrown over the shoul-
dera and the head bare, loomed out of
the mist,

“l couldn't stay In—not tonight”
Muarta sald as Westerling drew near.
“l had to see. It's only a quarter of
an hour now, Isn't it?

8he seemed so utterly frall and
distraught that Westerling, in an im-
pulse of protection, laid his hand on
her relaxed shoulders.

“Our cause Is at stake to-night,” he
declared, “yours and mine! We must
win, you and 1! It is our destiny!"

“You and 11" repeated Marta. “Why
you and 17

It seemed very strange to be think:
ing of any two persons when hundreds
of thousands were awalting the signal
for the death prepared by him, He
mistook the character of her thought
In the obsession of his egoism.

“What do lives mean ?” he cried with
& sudden desperation, his grip of her
shoulders tightening. “It Is the law
of nature for man to fight. Unless he
fights he goes to seed. One trouble
with our army s that it was soft from
the want of war. It Is the law of na-
ture for the fittest to survive! Other
sons will be born to take the place of
these who dle to-night. There will be
all the more room for those who live,
Victory will ereate new opportunities,
What I1s a million out of the billlons
on the face of the earth? Those who
lead ulone count—those who dwell In
the atmosphere of the peaks, as we
do!™ The pressure of his strong hands
In the unconscious emphasels of his
passion became palnful; but she did
not protest or try to draw away, think-
ing of his hold in no personal sense
but as a part of his self-revelation. “All
—all Is at stake there!" he continued,
staring toward the range. “It'e the
Rublcon! 1 have put my career on to-
night's cast! Victory means that the
world will be at our feet—honor, po-
sition, power greater than that of any
other two human belngs! Do you
realize what that means—the honor
and the power that will be ours? I
shall have directed the greatest urmy
the world has ever known to victory!"

“And defent means—what does de-
feat mean?" she asked narrowly, calm-
ly; and the pointed question released
her shoulders from the vise.

What had been a shadow in his
thoughts became a live monster, strik-
ing him with the force of a blow. He
forgot Marta. Yes, what would de-
feat mean to him? Sheer human na-
ture broke through the bonds of men-
tal discipline weakened by sleepless
nights. Convulsively his head dropped
as he covered his face.

“Defeat! Fall! That I should fail!”
he moaned.

Then it was that she saw him In the
reality of his littleness, which she had
divined; this would-be conqueror. She
saw him as his intimates often eee the
great man without his front of Jove.
Don't we know that Napoleon had mo-
ments of privacy when he whined and
threatened suiclde? She wondered if
Lanny, too, were like that—If it were
not the nature of all conquerors who
could not have their way. It seemed
to her that Westerling was beneath
the humblest private in his army—be-
neath even that fellow with the liver
patch on, his cheek who had broken
the chandelier fn the sport of brutal
passion, All sense of her own part was
submerged In the sight of a chief of
stafl exhibiting no more stolclem than
a petulant, spoiled schoolboy.

While his head was still bent the ar-
tillery began its crashing thunders and
the sky became light with flashes. His
hands stretched out toward the range,
clenched and pulsing with defiance and
command.

“Go In! Go In, as I told you!” he
cried. “Stay in, allve or dead! Stay
tIl I tell you to come out! Stay! )
can't do any more! You must do it
now!"

“Then this may be truly the end,”
thought Marta, “if the assault fa{ls."

And silently she prayed that it would
fail; while the flashes lighted Wester
ling's set features, Imploring success.
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In the Browns' headquarters, as In
the Grays’, telegraph instruments were
silent after the preparations were over,
Here, also, officers walked restlessly,
glancing at their watches. They, too,
were glad that the mist continued, It
meant no wind, When the telegraph
did speak it was with another message
from eome aerostatic officer saying,
“Still favorable, which was taken at
onece to Lanstron, who was with the
staff chlefs around the big table, They
nodded at the news and emiled to one
another; und some who had been pac-
Ing sat down and others rose to begin
pacing afresh.

“We could have emplaced two lines
of automatics, one above the other!”
exclalmed the chief of artillery.

“But that would have given too much
of a climb for the infantry in going In
~—delayed the rush,” sald Lanstron,

"If they should stlck—If we couldn’t
drive them back!" exclaimed the vice-
chief of stafl,

- 1 don't think they will!” said Lan-
stron.

To the others he gseemed as cool as
ever, even when his maimed hand was
twitching In his pocket. But now, sud-
denly, his eyes starting as at a horror,
he trembled passionately, his head
droppiug forward, as If he would col-
Iapse,

“Oh, the murder of it—the murder!"
he breathed,

“Bur they brought it on! Not for
theirg but for ours!" sald the vice
chief >f etaff, laying his hand on Lan-
stron's shoulder,

“And we sit here while they go Inl"
Lanstron added. “There's a kind of
injustice about that which I can't get
over. Not one of us here has been
under fire!"

Even the minute of the attack they
knew; and just before midnight they
were standing at the window leoking
out into the night, while the vicechlef
held his watch in hand, In the hush
the faint sound of a dirigible's propel
ler high up In the heavens, muffed by
the fog, was drowned by the Gray
guns opening fire.
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Before the mine exploded, by the
light of the shell burets breaking thelr
vast prisms from central spheres of
flame for mlles, with the quick se-
quence of a moving-picture flicker,
Fracasse's men could see one another's
faces, spectral and stif and pasty
white, with teeth gleaming where jaws
had dropped, some eyes half closed by
the blinding flashes and some opened
wide as If the lids were paralyzed.

A GREAT HELP
IN STOMACH ILLS

If you suffer from Poor Ap-
petite, Sick Headache, Bloat-

ing, Indigestion, Dyspepsia,
Cramps or Constipation you
will be greatly benefited by
a fair trial of

HOSTETTER’S
Stomach Bitters

The digestive system has be-

Faces and faces! A pea of faces
stretching away down the slope—faces
in a trance.

Up over the breastworks, over rocks
and splintered timbers., Peterkin and
the judge's son and their comradea
clambered. When they moved they
were as a myriadlegged creature,
brain numbed, without any sensation
except that of rapids going over a fall.
Those In front could not falter, being
pushed on by the pressure of those in
the rear.
under no fire, The scream of thelr
own shells breaking In infernal pande-
monium in front seemed to be a power
a8 irresistible as the rear of the wedge
in driving them on.

Then sounds more hideous than the
flight of projectiles broke about them
with the abruptness of lightnings held
in the hollow of the Almighty's hand
and suddenly released. The Browns'
guns had opened fire. Exploslons wera
even swlifter in sequence than the
flashes that revealed the stark faces.
Dust and stones and flying fragments
of flesh filled the air. Men went down
In positive paralysis of faculties by the
terrifie crashes. Sections of the ram
were blown to pleces by the burst of
a shrapnel shoulder high: other sec-
tions were lifted heavenward by a
shell burst in the earth,

Peterkin fell with a piece of jagged
steel embedded In his brain. He had
gone from the quick to the dead so
swiftly that he never knew that his
charm had fatled. The same explosion
got Fracasse, aword In hand, and an.
other buried him where he lay. The
banker's son went a little farther; the
barber's son still farther. Men who
were allve hardly realized life, so
mixed were life and death. Infernal
imagination goes faint; ite wildest
similes grow feeble and banal before
such a consummation of hell,

But the tide keeps on; the torn Eaps |

of the ram are filled by the rushing
legs from the rear, Officers urge and
lead. Such are the orders: such Is
the duty prescribed; such {8 human
bravery even in these days when life
s sweeter to more men in the Joys of
mind and body than ever before. Pre-

cislon, organization, solidarity In this |
charge such as the days of the “death- '

or-glory” boys never knew! Over the I
bodles of Peterkin and the barber's
and the Dbanker's sons, plunging
through shell eraters, stumbling, stag-
gering, cut by swaths and torn by
eddlee of red destruction In thelr
ranks, the tide proceeded, until its
hosts were oftener trending on flesh
than on soil. And all they knew was
to keep on—keep on, bayonet in hand,
till they reached the redoubt, and there
they were to stay, alive or dead.
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“After hell, more hell, and then still
more hell!" was the way that Stransky |
expressed his thought when the en-
glneers had taken the place of the 63d
of the Browns in the redoubt. They
put their mines and connections deep
enough not to be disturbed by shell
fire. After the survivors in the van of

the Grays' charge, spent of breath, |

reached their goal and threw them-
selves down, the earth under them, as

the mine exploded, split and heaved |

slapped in the face by the concussion,

For a few steps they wers |

come weak and Nature needs

assistance right awagv. The

. Bitters has for over 60 years

 been recognized as ‘the real
“first-aid.”" Try a bottle,

) The genuine has our pri-

| vate stamp over neck.

Just put a few drops of Sloan’s
on the painful spot and the pain
stops. It is really wonderful
how quickly Sloan's acts. No
need to zub it in—laid on lightly
it penetrates to the bone and
brings relief at once. Kille
rheumatic pain instantly.
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SLOAN'S
|LINIMENT

Kills Pain

At all dealers, 28¢,
Send four cents in stampe for &
TRIAL BOTTLE

A Knock.
Mrs. Bacon—I think the Sulllvan law
is all right. A man has no right to go

about with a revolver.

Mr. Bacon—How would you like a
law passed to prevent women golng
about with hammers?

Shuts Them Up,

Church—1 see Mre. Bertle Brixle of
Webster county is the only woman
sheriff In Misgourl.

Gotham-—She is the only woman I
Missour! who can shut up other wom-
en, I suppose.—Yonkers Statesman.

Couldn't Get It.
“I llke this quaint little mountaln
village of yours, wailter. 1 suppose 1

“No, sir; we've got local option."—

heavenward. But those In the rear, } can get plenty of oxygen here?”

kept on, driven by the pressure of the
mass at their backs, and, in turn,
plunged forward on their stomache in
the seams and furrows of the mine's
havoe, The mass thickened as the flood
of bodies and legs banked up, in keep-
ing with Westerling's plan to have
“enough to hold.”
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Poor Mrs. Smith,

A minlster was recounting some of
his amuglug experiences in marrying
people, “There's an old custom,”
said he, “that the bridegroom shall
kigs the bride immediately after the
marriage ceremony is over. It's a
good, practical custom, for it serves
more handlly than anything else that

1 know of to dissipate the awkward |

pause that almost alwava follows a
simple, informal ceremony. For this
reason | keep the custom alive.

“One day & man whom I ehall call
Smith came to the parsonage to be
married. Mr, Smith was a pompous,
consequential little man. The pros-
pective Mrs, Smith was a flne, win-
some girl. After the ceremony, Mr.
Smith, in spite of his pomposity, did
not seem to know just what was the
next thing to do, so, as I8 my prac-
tice in such emergencies, 1 said: 'My
dear sir, it 1a your privilege to salute
the bride’ He turped around and ex-
tending his hand formally, sald: ‘Mrs
Smith, I congratulate you.'"

Barber's Story Record.

During a Portland (Me.) barber's
60 years in business he has had one
workman who has served for 40 years.
This workman has kept a record of
the number of times the employer
tells his stories. One story which he
thinks his best one he has told 2,766
times, and says It gets better every

time be tells it

Sacred Heart Review,

It {sn't always the promising young
man that fulfills the promise.—Dese-
ret News,

[1¢'s Foolish to Suffer

| You may be brave enough to
stand backache, or headache, or
dizziness. But if, in addition, ur-
ination is disordered, look out!
If you don't try to fix your slck
kidneys, you may fall into the
clutches of kidney trouble before
you know it. But if you live more
carefully and help your kldneys
with Doan’s Kidney Pills, you can
stop the palns you have and avold
future danger as well,

A Nebraska Case

ﬂ Mathias  Campbel,
Bl retived minlster, Bur-
lett, Neb.,, says: *
had kidney complaint
for several years and
I couldn't turn over In
bed without help, The
pains in my back were
awful and physiclans
sald 1 had Bright's
disease, After every-
thing falled, Doan's
Kidney Fills restored
me to good health. I
now keep this medi~
cine on hand,”

Get Doan’s at Any Stare, 500 & Box

DOAN’S *}pney

FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.
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