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Confedornte  Hergoant  Wyatt of the

Minunton artillery I8 sent o n spy o his
nutlve county on the Groen Briny by Goen
ornd Jackson, Wyalt meets a mountalneer
tatned Jom Tavior, They ride together to
w house beyond Flot Springs, In the holisae
Wyntt and Taylor meet Major Harwood,
futher of Norven and an old nelghbor of
Wyult, who s sent to bed while the two
other men tnlk, Wyalt bocomes suspl-
clows, and finds that Taylor haw murdersd
Harwosd and escaped  Wyatlt changes to
the 11, B, cuvaley uniformm he has with
him, and rides away In the nlght, running
nto a detnctunent of Federnl cavalry, th
whom he 1dentifies Himself pn Licutenint
Raymond, Third 11 8 cavalry, by moans
of papers with which he his boon pros
vided. Captuin Fox finds Harwood's body
and fellows Taylor's trall

CHAPTER V.
The Night Attack.

The Incldonts of that ride do not re
miin with me {n uny special clearness
of detall. We rode steadlly, keeping
well together, consclous that o all
probability we were watched by hos-
tle eyes, peering out from behind rock
and thicket. We foraged through de-
surted shacke, finding poor reward,
yet managed to subsist, although with
hunger unsatiafled  The men grums
bled and Fox swore, us, long before |
night came, he comprehended the fact
that we wore on a fool's errand: that
his little aquad was belng lured deeper
und deeper Into a hostile country, but
no opportunity to turn aside present
ed itself. Tho night overtook us in
the midst of a mountaln solitude, The
scouts had discovered a spring at the
bottom of u rocky hollow, and there
Fox reluctantly ordered camp to be
made, the horses finding scant pas-
turage beyond. The grumbling and
curaing soon ceased, however, and
those not on duty slept fitfully, |
mwade the round of the sentries with
Fox, alipping and stumbling over the
rough way, through the darkness,

“This welrd place gets on the
norven,” he sald, as If halt ashamed of
the confession. “Do you know, Ray- ;
mond, | have felt for the last hour u‘
If we were riding into some trap.” le
glanced nervously behind him., *1
don’t bolleve there hus ever been a
Federul detuchment down as far as
thia before. We're In old Ned Cowan's
country.”

"Confederate? 1 asked, Interested
at once by the name,

“Heaven knows! To the best of my
bellef the fellow doesn't give a whoop
for either glde. He's just a natural
born devil and this war gave him a
chance to get the hell out of his sys-
tem, Bt | guess, he calls himself
& Reb”

"And bis followers?"

“Mountain men mostly, together
with a bunch of deserters and con-
seripts  from both sldes, Nobody
knows how big a band he has, but #t
would take an army to run them out
of these mountalne We had orders

to do It—but pile! Ramsay came
down as far as Fayetto Court House
with a regiment of infantry, and !
ocavalry guard, and sent out a flag of
truoce asking the old devil to come in |
and talk with him  He actually did
come; rode right up to headquarters, |
with a dozen of his ragged followers, |
heard what Ramsay had to say, and |
then simply told the general to go to
hell, and rode off aguin*

"Were you there? Did you see the
men?"

“No, but the sergeant did: he was
detallod at that time as headguarters’

orderly.”
“Yes," 1 sald, determined on my
course. "l was talking with Hayden

during the noon halt. He described

Cowan to me, and [ belleve he 18 the
same man | encountered ot Hot
Bprings, Captain Fox—the fellow Tay-
lor we are in pursuit of.”

Yhe captain stared into the black
night, sllent for several minutes,

*1've boen suspecting the sawe thing
for tho last three hours," he andmitted
al last slowly, “and that he hoped we
would follow bhim  The fellow hasn't
ridden fast, and has purposely left a
plain trail. More than that he was
axpectod along this rond and there
were relays of horses walting. He
only changed ouce, but he was met by
another party near that rufoed mill
Bver since then | have felt that we
were belng watched by unscen eyes.
Did you observe the curl of smoke to
our right just before durk—how it
rose and fell In rings?”

“l saw the smoke, yea—a thin spliral,
but supposed it to be from the chim-
ney of some mountain ehack.”

“Wadl, it was not. That was an out-
pide fire, and the smoke was smoth-
ered and then thrown up by blankets,
That (a8 their way of signaling 1 tell
you, lleutenant, this murder of Har-
wood {a more than an army matter, It
was elther the culmination of a feud
~~done for personal revenge—or else
the major had papers in his posses-
sdon bearing on the situation here that
ocould only be gained over his dead
body. The man who killed him was
ald Ned Cowan."

“But Harwood wmust bhave known
him," I protested

“Of course he did; they were neigh-
bors before the war and met there by
uppointment. For all | know the ma.
jor may have had some confidential
communication from the war depart-
ment. God knows what it was. All ]
am sure about is that | would glve a

good deal to be out of this Ax right
now and twenty miles to the north of
hera"

Weo gat there for half an hour dis-
cussing the matter and endeavoring
to convinee ourselves the danger was
less than we Imagined. There was

[ nothing to be done but walt for day-

light. Finally Fox crept forth again
to make another round of the picketa,
to assure himsolf they were alert, and
before he returned 1 had fallen asleep,

The chill of the night awoke me,
cold and shiverlug. The wind had
arigen and swept down the funnel in
which 1 lay with an lcy breath against
which my single blanket afforded no
protection, The man who had been
lving next me was gone, and so there
must have been a change of guard
while T slept. 1 could distingulsh,
dimly outlined against the sky, the
overhanging rock-wall which Inclosed
our camp, and the deeper rhade of n
cleft a yard or two to my left, where
the dead trunk of a tree stood llke
a gaunt, ugly sentinel,

Ag | lay staring the figure of a man
allpped out from behind ita protee-
tlon and, dropping on hands and
Knees, erept forward ncrosa the open
gpace, Another and another followed,
mere ghoetlike shadowa, scarcely up-
pearing real. For the lnstant 1 doubt-
ed my eyesight, Imagined | dreamed.
Then, before 1 could raise volce In
alarm, a rifle spat viclously, the red
flame of its discharge cleaving the
night, A fusillade followed and in the
flure | caught grotesque glimpses of
men leaping forward, and there was
o confused yelling of volces, a din of
nolse.

I was upon my knees, revolver In
hand, but In the melee below could
not distinguish friend from foe—alike
they were a blur of figures, one in-
stant visible, the next obscured. Yet
there could be no doubt as to the final
ending of the struggle. Taken by sur-
prise, outnumbered, the lttle squad of
troopers would be erushed, annihilat-
ed. Nor was there reuson why I
should sacrifice myself in their defense
—a valueless sacrifice, My cholce was
Instantly made, as there flashed to my
mind what my fate would be If 1
over fell Into Cowan's hands attired in
Federal uniform.

On hands and koees | crept to the
cleft In the rock wall and begun to
clamber up over the irregular rocks.
The shouts and yells, the cries for
mercy, the sound of blows, grew faint-
er and finally ceased altogether. Lean-
ing back and looking down I could per-
celve nothing In the black void. A
voice shouted an order, but it sounded
far off and iodistinet. | was In &
narrow gully, the Incline less steep
than amid the rocks below, and could
perceiva the lighter canopy of the sky
not far above me

As | crept out Into the open space
someons touched a mateh to a pile of
dry limbs in the cove below, and the
red Names leaped high, revealing the
geene, |
staring down as though | elung at the
mouth of hell, secing moving black

figures, and the dark, motionless
shadows of dead men The one
glimpse  was  enough, the fearful

tragedy of It emiting me ke a blow,
und 1 turned and run, stumbling over
the rough ground, my ouly thought
that of escape,

There were sturs in the sky, thelir
dim light sutlicient to yield some faint
guldance, My course led me close
begide the edpge of the ridge Here
the ground fell away to the banks of
n shullow stream and some instinet of
wooderaft led me to wade down with

| ite current for a conslderable distance,

until the ¢y water drove me to the
bunk once more. | koew | had cov-
ered several miles and was beyond pur
sult and sufe from discovery. | re
mained there unt!l dawp, the Hrst
gray light giving assurance that my

lll!r_ht had been to the north along the

foothilla, From the ridge top & wide
vista lay revealed of rough, seeming.
ly uninhublted country, growing more
distinet as the light strengthened
There was no house visible, no sign of
any road; all about extended a rudo
mountalpn solitude, but to the north-
west there was a perceptible break in
the chain of hills, as though a pass led
down into the concealed valley be-
yond. With thls for guidance |
plunged forward, eager to get out of
thut drear wilderness.

It was considerably after the noon
hour before | came upon & dismal
shack of logs in the midst of a small
clearing. The light streaming In
through the open door revealed that it
wiasg unoccupled Yot someone had
been there, and not o very long ago,
for there were seraps of food on one
of the overturned boxes. Unappetiz-
ing ns these appeared, |1 sat down and
ate heartlly, then got to my feet and,
closing the door securely behind me,

back to the road.

Just before sundown 1 emerged from
the narrow gap and looked down Into
the broad valley of the Green Briar.
It was a scene to linger In the mem-
ory, and at my first glance 1 knew
where 1 was, recognizing the familiar
objects outspread before me. Lewls
burg lay beyond a spur of hills, invis-
ible from my positlion, although dis-

tant spirals of smoke Indicated fits

caught a glimpse of it— |

plowed through the tangle of weeds |
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presence, A few log buts appeared
along the curving road, the one near
o8t me In rulns, while a gaunt chim-
ney beslde a broad stream unbridged
was all that remained of a former mill,
Beyond this, In midst of a grove of
noble trees, a large house, painted
white, was the only consplcuous feat-
ture In the landscape. 1 recognized
it at once us the resldence of Major
Harwouod,

My gaze rested upen It, as memory
of the man, and his fate, surged fresh.
ly back Into mind. The place had
been spared destruction; it remalned
unsbanged-—but from that distance it
had the appearance of desertion. This
condition wus no particular surprise,
for Harwood's doaughter, searcely more
than a girl to my remembrance, would
doubtless be with friends, sither in
| Lewisbinrg or Charleston; and that
[ the mansafon, thus deserted, still re

muined undestroyed was, after all, not
|0 strange, for the major's standing

hia property,

I moved on down the stesp descent,
losing sight of the house as the road
twisted about the hill, although mem:
ory of 1t did not desert my mind. Some
odd Inelinatlon seemed to impel me to
turn aside and study the sltuation
there mora closely, Posalbly some
key to the mystery of Harwood's mur-
der—gome connection between him
and old Ned Cowan-—might be re.
vealed In & search of the deserted
home, Fox had sald that his party
halted at the house on thelr march
east toward Hot Springs. Some scrap
of paper might have been left behind
in the hurry of departure, which would
yleld me a clue. If not this, then
there might bs other papers stored
thers relating to military affairs in
this section of value to the Confed

eracy. Harwood was the undoubted
leader of the Unlon sympathizers
throughout the entire reglon; he

would have lists of names, and memo-
randa of meetings, contalning infor-
mation which would bhelp me greatly
In my quest.  An exploration could
not be & matter of any great danger,
and might yield me the very knowl
edgoe 1 sought.

The great house loomed before me
black and ellent. If 1 had ever ques-
tioned Its desertion Its appearance
lulled every such suapicion. Nor had
it escaped unscathed from the despo-
llatlon of war. At a distance, gazing

from the slde of the mountain, I eould
percelve no change. Hut now, close at
hand, even the Intense darkness could
not hide the scars left by vandals.
The front steps were broken, the door

|

And Began to Clamber Up Over the
irregular Rocks,

above was tightly closed, yet both
the windows to the right were
smashed in, sash and all, leaving a
wide opening, 1 crept forward, and
endeavored to peer through, but the
darkness within was opaqua | was
wetl through, chiflled to the bone, my
uniform clinging to me like soaked
paper. At least the fnslde promised
| shelter from the storm, a chance for
| a fire, and pogsibly fragments of food
And 1 had nothing to fear but dark-
DEss.

My revolver was under the flap of
my cavalry jacket, dry and ready for
use. | brought it forward, within
ecasy grip, and stepped over the sill
My feet touched carpet, littered with
broken glass, and 1 felt about cau-
tiously. My recollection of the inte-
rior of the house was vague and Indis
tinet, but I koew a wide hallway led
gtraight through from front door to
back, bisected only by a broad stalr-
way leading to the upper story. 1
groped along the Inslde wall, found
the door at last, standlng wide
open, and emerged iuto the ball,
The way was clearer here, nnd there
came into my mind the recollection of
& bracket lamp, on the wall at the foot
of the stalrs, My remembrance of the
position of the lamp was extremely
vague, yet my flogers found It at last,
ard lfted it from the bracket. The
globe contalned ol)l, and, in another
moment, the light revealed my lmme-
diate surroundings.

The total desertion of the pluce was
evident; the destruction which bad
been wrought was plaiuly the work of
cowardly vandals, who bad broken In
{after the Harwoods left. Convinced
of this truth, I proceeded fenrlossly to
explore, seeking merely the warmth of
a fire and food. The library, a large
room, the walls lined with bookcases,
afforded no encouragement, but |
stopped In amazement at the door of
the dining room--the light of my lamp
revealing a table at which someone
had lately eaten, apparently alone.
{ There was a sipgle plate, a cup and

throughout that section would protect |

saucer, a half toaf ot oread, with a
slice cut, part of & ham bone with
conslderable meat remaining  un-
touched, and & small china teapot
For nn Instant the unexpected sight
of these articles fascinated me, and
then my eyes caught a dull glow in
the firepluee at the opposite end of
the room—the red glenm of a live
ember

The shoek of this discovery was so
sudden as to give me a slrange,
haunted  feeling. The house had
seemed so completely deserted, so
desolate, wrapped in silence and dark-
ness, (hat the very conception that
someone elae was hiding there came
upon me llke a blow. Who counld the
person be? Well, I would find out

Thug far the advantaoge was mine, for |

I knew of another presence, while the
follow, whoever he might prove to be,
In all probability possessed no knowl
edge of my entrance.

My heart beat fast, but from excite
ment, not fear. With cocked revolver
in one hand, the lamp in the other, |
sllently opened door after door, peer
ing into vacant apartments, half
thinking every shadow to be a skulk-
Ing figure. The search revealed noth-
Ing; not even further evidence of any
presence In the house, The kitchen
fire was cold, the cooking utensila
clean, and in thelr proper places.

Satisfled already that the myster!.
ous Invader had departed, yet sternly
determined now to explore the whole
house, and have done with the busi-
ness, | mounted the back stairway, &
strip of rag carpet rendering my steps
sllent, and, with bead above the land-
ing, flashed my lght cautiously along
the upper hall. There were doors on
elther slde, the most of them open,
but the third to the left was closed,
There wag no transom over it, but the
door was far enough away from the
rodius of my lamp 8o as to revenl A
faint glow of light at the floor line |
sel the lamp down on the Janding, and
crept noiselessly forward to ussure
myself; it was true, a light waa burn-
ing within the closed door.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

ENTIRELY A STATE OF MIND

S0 Just Feel Sure You Have the Se.
cret of Longevity and the Years
Are Yours.

Centenarians all know why they
have been blessed with long years. It
is because they never drank, or be
cause they did drink; because they
never smoked, awore, quarreled, wor-
ried, sat up late of nights, or because
they did all these things, yet counter-
acted the evil effects with diets of
milk, mush, cornbread or an apple a
day. Neighbors and relatives and doc-
tors may wonder why the tooth of
time has proved i{ncapable. But the
subjects of their wonder have never
any doubts. They know exactly why
they and death keep apart.

An intimate study of the character
of centenarians might reveal the true
formula for long life. These tenaclous
old folk all have one thing in com-
mon, and that is perfect confidence
They are never troubled with misgiv-
ings, never afMicted with self-ques.
tloning. If n person {8 absolutely cer.
tain that he is going to defeat time,
perhaps that 18 as effectual as It is
with the man who I8 absolutely cer-

taln that he 18 going to defeat a case |

of typhoid. Confildence may be a
good anodyne for sleeplessness. a
worthy ald to digestion, a protector
agninst accident,

The rocords indieate that 1t does
not matter so greatly that the ean-
didate
or moderately Indolgent, eareful with
his food or reckless, as that he feel
sure that he has the secret of lon:
gevity, So, It would seem, the first
duty of apsplrants s

dogmatie set of opinlons.—Tolede |
Blade,

He Beat the Clock.
“l once concelved the beautiful
{dea,” esays a Phlladelphla school

teacher, “of requiring that my pupils
ghould write for thelr day exercise a
brief account of a baseball game.

“One boy sat through the perlod
seemingly wrapped In thought, while
the others worked hard and turned In
thelr varratives. After school | ap
proached the desk of the laggard,

“I'll glve you five minutes to write
that description,” | sald sternly. “If L
is not done by that time | shall pun
Ish you.'

“The lad promptly eoncentrated all
his attention upon the theme. At last,
with joyful cagerness, he scratched a
line on his tablet and handed It to
me. It read:

“‘Ralo—no game.'"” — Phlladelphl
Inqulrer.

No Itallan Anthem,

Musiclans will doubtless wish to
add an Itallan nationa! anthem to
thelr repertolre. They cannot find It
Italy has many patriotic songs, as the
“Royal March” and “Garibaldl's
Hymn.” but no recognized national
anthem, though the lastnamed song
has almost come to the supremacy.
In this respect ltaly la at tho same
disadvantage as Turkey. After the
revolution the Young Turks offered
a prize for a national anthem, but o
far the poet of patriotism bas not
come forward to claim it

Value of Expert Testimony.
The vulue of insanity experts and
nandwriting specialista grows of leas
and less value the more they are
uscd in the courts, If a man doesn't
demonstrate his mental incapacity
to the extent that it is observabie
to the judge and the jury there isn't
much use to attempt to prove him
crazy by expert testimony. The old
Quaker who saild: “They are all crazy
except thee and me and thee are &

little gueer" spoke & mear truth.

|
for a hundred be abstemious

to ecultivate a |

TWO DEAD BESIDE
HIM, STOPS TRAIN

Automobile Struck by Engine,
Three Carried on Pilot and
Fourth Injured.

Winegtoed, Conn.—Two of his com-
panions killed when an oxpress train
struck their automobile at a grade
crossing. H. Cuthbert of Coleman sta-
tlon, N. Y., escaped serious Injurey,
and aftor boeing earried an  eighth
of a mile on the pilot clambered back
| and asked the engine driver to stop.

Coroner Nrown of White Plaina, N. Y

Miss Kathryn Reilly, twenty-one
yvoars old, of Amenia, N, Y., and Ken-
neth MeArthur of Coleman  station,
twenty, were killed when the Rutland
milk express on the Harlem division
of the New York Central raflroad
struck the automobile at Amenia, Miss
Mary G. Ahearn of Amenia was seri-
ously injured. Cuthbert suffernd a
slight Injury to his foot,

Cuthbert, dazed by the crash, was
helpless for a few moments, and when

Express Traln Struck Their Auto,

bodles of McArthur and Miss Reilly
beside him on the pilot. The engine
driver alrendy had applied the brakes
when Cuthbert was c¢limbing back
along the running bourd and shouting
to him to stop.

Miss Ahearn was found unconscious
60 feet from the crossing.

BOY CUT OUT THE POISON

2resence of Mind of South Dakota
Youth Saves the Life of
His Sister.

Dupree, 8. D.—The presence of mind
of Lawrence Minker, the thirteen-yvear-
old son of County Commissioner Mink-
er, saved the life of his nine-year-old
brother Nell when the latter was bit-
_ ten by a rattlesnake. The older brother

he recovered his senses, he saw the |

This was learned at an inquest heid by

FARMER'S WIFE
T00 ILLTO WORK

A Weak, Nervous Sufferer
Restored to Health by Ly-
dia E. Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound.

Kasota, Minn. — ‘I am glad to say
| that Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
| Compound hus done
' | more for me than
anything else, and I
‘1 bad the best physi-
il cian here. I was so
wenk and nervous
that 1 could not do
my work and suf-
fered with pains low
{ down in my right
side for & year or
more, I took Lydis
- E. Pinkham’'s Vege-
| table Compound, and now [ feel like a
| different person. I believe there is

nothing like Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege-
| table Compound for weak women and
young girls, and I would be glad if I
could influence anyone to try the medi-
cine, for I know it will do all and much
| more than it is claimed to do."" — Mrs.
Cranra I'ranks, R. F, D. No. 1, Maple-
crest Farm, Kasota, Minn.

Women who suffer from those dis.
tressing ills peculiar to their sex should
be convinced of the ability of Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound to re-
store their health by the many genuine
and truthful testimonials we are con-
stantly publishing in the newspapers.

If you have the slightest doubt
that Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetas-
| ble Compoundwill help you,write
to Lydia E.Pinkhaom MedicineCo.
(confidential) Lynn, Mass,, for ad-
vice. Your letter will be opened,
road and answered by o woman,
and held in strict contidence.

| Would Be Interesting.

“Did you hear about Mrs. Wombat's
party?” inquired one lady, “Mrs, Piffle
{8 invited.”

[ "“Here's the interesting point,” said
another, “Mrs. Flubdub isn't invited.”
“Dear me! And did you hear how
Mrs. Soandso snubbed Mrs, Van
Squawk?"
“Hum!"” remarked a passing editor.
“Judging by the mterest the women

! take in the same, I think 1 had better

get out a column of social activities."

FACE BATHING WITH

Cuticura Soap Most Soothing to Sen-
sitive Skins. Trial Free,

Especially when preceded by little
touches of Cuticura Ointment to red,
rough, itching and pimply surfaces.
Nothing better for the skin, scalp,
hair and hands than these super-
creamy emollients. Why not look your
best as to your halr and skin?

Sample each free by mall with book.
Agldress posteard, Cuticura, Dept. XY,
Boston., 8Sold everywhere.—Adv,

whipped out a knife and cut around |

the spot where the reptile’s fangs had |

entered the flesh, and then sucked the
poison from the wound.

about his brother's leg above the

wound, tightening it by means of the

| stock of the whip to prevent the polson
reaching a vital spot, and then walked
home with the little fellow, causing

i him to walk slowly in order to avoid
heating his blood.

poison was left (n the wound, and
stated the prompt action of the older
brother had saved the younger one's
life.

STALLION SAVES GIRL'S LIFE

Attacks Panther Which Sprang Upon
Canadian Young Woman When
Out Riding.

Vancouver, B. C.-—A novelty saved
‘he lite of Ethel Easterwood, the thir-
oon-vear-old daunghter of E. E. Easter-
wood, a cattleman, when she was at-
tacked by a mountain Hon, according

Nichols. & neighboring rancher.

The girl was riding on the range
when the mountain lion leaped at a
colt, The colt escaped and the llon,
seeing the girl and her mount, chargea
on them. A stalllon coming out of the
brush sprang upon the llon as it
ecrouched to spring at the girl. A fear-
ful fight followed, and as the girl
turned her horse for home the llon
was in fight, with the stallion pur-
suing.

KICKS OUT SIDE OF SHOP

Thirty-Five-Year-Old Horse Ruins
Building in Sudden Access
of Energy.

QOreencastle, Ind—Age does not
seem to affect Dolly, a thirty-five-year-
old horse owned by T. C. Utterback,
a Cloverdale grocer. Dolly I8 the
hors wused for delivery service and
she has been owned by Mr. Utterback
gince she was o colt. Utterback took
the animal to a blacksmith shop to
have her shod,

When the dust cleared away, one
whole side of the blacksmith shop had
been kicked out and every window in
the building was broken,

Ropes were then obtained ard the
refractory Dolly was thrown aud tied,
Several men held Dolly while the
blacksmith nailed on the new set of
shoes. ,

He then tied a whip lash tightly |

to adviees brought Into town by B. F. |

A physiclan found but very little

|
i
|

Naturally.
Toeacher—In the sentence I have
Just read, tongue is a noun. Why?
Observant Pupil—Decause it {8 a
part of speech.

Tasmania imports practically all its
hosiery.

Makes Rapid Headway

Kidney disease often advances so
rapidly that many a person is firmly in
it grasp belore aware of its progress,
Prompt attention should be given the
slightest symptom of kidney disorder,
f there is a dull pain in the back,
headnches, dizzy spells or a tired, worn-
out feeling, or if the kidney secretions
are offensive, irregular and attended
by pain, use Doan's Kidney Pills at
onee, No other kidney medicine is so
well-recommended.

A South Dakota Case

C. G. TNllis, 610
N. Lincoln  Bt.,
Canton, B D,
says: "Faor five
years T had sharp,
shiooting palns In
my biaek  which
bent me almost
double, Wi
worn-cut nlght and
day and any exers
tion brought dizzy

spells, I was mlis-
erable In avery
way, Three boxes

of Doan's Kidney
Pilla  cured mo
and I have had no
slgn of kidney troub

GHM'UI!A:.,SG-..IO.-I- J
DOAN’S ®oNST
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

— ——— ————

The Wretchedness
of .Constipation

Purely vegetable
==act surely and

frer., Cure

\)

pess, and Indigestion. Theydo their duty.
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SHM-L PRICE.
Genuine must bear Signature
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