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Carolyn of the Corners

BY RUTH BELMORE ENDICOTT

CHAPTER XV—Coniinued,
—_1—

He knew very well that whut s=he
had said about hig daughter and Jo-
@eph Stagg wae quite true, In his sell-
Ishness be had been glad all these
yenrs that the hardware merchant was
balked of happlness,

The earpeater hnd always been a
gelf-centered  ind ldual, desirona of
his own comfort, und rather miserly.
He had not approved, In the first place,
of the intimacy between Joseph Stagg
and bis daughter Amanda.

“No good'll come o that,” he had
told himself,

That is, no good to Jedidiah Parlow.
He foresaw at the start the loss of the
girl's help ahout the house, for his
wife was then a helpless invalld,

Then Mrs, Parlow died. This death
made plalner still to the carpenter
that Mandy's marrioge was bound to
bring Inconvenience to him. Kspecial-
By If she married a close-fisted young
business man llke Joe Btagg would
this be true, For, at the reading of his
wife's will Mr. Parlow discovered that
khe property they occupled, even the

p In which he worked, which had

n given to Mrs. Parlow by her par-

ts, was to be the sole property of

daughter. Mandy was the heir.

. Parlow did not possess even a life

terest In the estote.

' It was a blow to the earpenter. He
e a good Income and had money
bank, but he loved money too well
wish to spend It after he had made
He did not want to give up the
lace, If Mandy remalned unmarried
ghere would never be any question be-
tween them of rent or the like,

Therefore, If he was not nctually the
pause of the difference thut nrose he-
tween the two young people, he relzed
and enlarged upon 1t and did all In
his power to make a mere misunder
ptanding grow into a quarral that nel-
ther of the proud, high-spirited lovers
would bridge.

Jedidinh Parlow knew why Joe
Btoge had taken that other girl to
¥alth camp meeting. The yonng man
bad stopped at the Parlow place when
Amanda was absent nnd explained to
the girl's father. But the Iatter had
never mentloned this fact to his daugh-
m’

Instend he had made Joe's snpposed
offense the greater by suggestion and
fnnuendo. And it was he, too, who
had orged the hurt Mandy to retalinte
by poing to .the dange with another
young man, Meeting Joe Stapgg later,
the carpenter had sald bitter things
to him, purporting to come from
Mandy. It was all mean and vile; the
old man knew it now—as he had
known It then,

All these years he had tried to add
fuel to the fire of his danghter's anger

inst Joe Stagg. And he believed

had benefited thereby. But, some-
how, during the pust few months, he
had begun to wonder If, after all, “the
game was worth the eandle”

Suddenly he had gained a vision of
what Amanda Parlow's empty life
meant to her.

Carolyn May, Interested only in see-
ing her frlends made happy, had no
ldea of the turmoll she had created In
Mr. Parlow's mind,

During the time that the nurse was
At the abandoned lumber camp caring
for Judy Mason, Carolyn May hoped
that somethipg might take Uncle Joe
ghere,

The next Friday, after school was
put, Miss Amanda appeared at the
Btagg home and suggested taking Caro-
Iyn May Into the woods with her, “for
the week-end,” as she langhingly sald.
f'im, the hackman, had brought the
nurse home for a few hours and would
take her back to Judy's cabin,

“Poor old Judy Is much better, but
ghe 18 still suffering and eannot be left
alope for long” Miss Amanda sald.
#Carolyn May will cheer her up.”

Mr. Purlow would drlve over on Sun-
day afternoon and bring the little girl
home. Of course, Prince had to go
along.

That Friday evening at supper mat-
ters In the blg kitchen of the Slugs
house were really at a serlous pass, Jo-
seph Stagg sat down to the table visl-
bly without appetite, Aunty Rose
drank one cup of tea after another
without putting & crumb between her

“Say, Aunty Rose,” demanded Mr.
Stogg, “what under the sun did we do
before Hannah's Car'lyn cawme here,
anyway? Secms to me we dldn’t really
Uve, did we?"

Aunty Rose had no answer to make
to these questions,

In the woreing there was a smoky
fog over everything—a fog that the
sun did not dissipate, and behind
which It looked llke an enormous sat-
fron ball.

Mr. Stagg went down to the store as
usual. News came over the lopg-dis-
tance wires that thousands of acres
of woodland were burning, that the for-
est reserves were out,and that the farm-
ers of an entire township on the far
glde of the mountain were engaged in
trylug to make a barrler over which
the flames would not leap, It was the

eonsensus of oplnlon, however, that
the fire would not cross the range,

“Scarcely any chance of 1ts swoop-
fog down on us,” declded Mr, Stagg.
“Reckon 1 won't have to go home to

Corners for dinner,

it hreakfast time,
he qulekened his pace,
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At the usual hour he started for The
Having remained
in the store all the morning, he had
not reallzed how much stronger the
smell of smoke wns than It had been
Quite Involuntarily

The fog and smoke overcast the sky
thickly and made It of a brassy color,
just as though a huge copper pot had
been overturned over the earth. Wom-

and forth In subdued tones. ‘There
wns a splrit of expectancy in the air.
Thae hardware merchant wus striding

ulong at u gquick pnce when he eame to

the Parlow place; but he was not go-
fng %o fast that he did pot hear the
carpenter halling him In hls cracked
volce,

“Hey, you, Joe Stagg! ey, you!”
Amnzed, Mr. Stagg turned to look.
Parlow was hobhling from the rear
premlses, groaning at every step,
searcely able to walk,

“That sclatiea’s got me ag'ln” he
snarled. “I'm a'most doubled up.
Couldn't elimb Into a carringe to save
my soul.”

“What d'you want to climb into a

carriage for?" demanded Mr. Btagg.

“'Cause somebody's got to go for
that gal of mine—and Iittle Car'lyn
May. Aln't you heard—or I8 your mind
80 8ot on mukin' money down there to
your store that you don't know nothin'
else?

“Haven't 1 heard what?™ returned
the other with fine restraint, for he
saw the old man was In paln,

“The fire's come over to this side. 1
snw the flaomes myself. And Aaron

it

-

He Plunged Forward Leaped the Blaz.
ing Brand and Galloped Down the
Road.

Crummit drove through ard says thal
you ean't git by on the maln road. The
fire's followed the West Brook right
down and is betwixt us and Adams’
old camp."”

“Bless me!” gasped the hardware
dealer, paling under his tan,

“Wal?" sparled Parlow. “Goln' to
stand there chatterin' all day, or be
you goin' to do something?"
“Somebody must get over to that
cabln and briog them out,” Joseph
Stugg sald, without taking offense at
the crabbed old earpenter,

“wall” exclalmed Parlow, “glad ter
see you're awake."

“Oh, I'm awake,” the other returned
shortly.
got the best horse.”

“I have,” snapped Parlow,
“Yes,
Cherry, too,” the hardware dealer add-

carpenter’s barn,
“Hey. you!

my hoss, 1 s'pose?”
and without nnswering,

time,

stall,

seat and gathered up the reins,

have a eare drivin' Cherry—"

hardware merchant,

way to the ecabin

shortest

forest fire.

The Corners.

was no breeze,

plow fire furrows.”

lowed down the

“I wns just figuring on who's

And I'd declded on taking
ed, and swung Into the lane toward the

Needn't be so brash
about It," growled the earpenter, “He's

Joseph Stagg went stralght ahead,
Having once
declded on his course, he wasted no

He rolled back the big door and saw
Cherry already harnessed in his box-

Together they backed the animal be-
tween the shafts, fastened the traces,
and Mr. Stagg leaped quickly to the

“You'll hafter take the Fallow road,”
the carpenter shouted after him, “And

Horse and buckboard whirled out of
the yard and his volce was lost to the

Flecks of fonm began to appear on
Clierry's glossy coat almost at once.
The alr was very oppreasive, and there

The streak of flame that had fol-
banks of West

brook moved mysteriously. He could
see the smoke of it now,

Amandn Parlow and his niece might
even now he threatened by the flnmes !

Now that danger threatened the
woman he had loved all these years, i1
seemed a8 though his mind and heart
were numbed. He was terrified be
| yond expresslon—terrified for her snfe
'ty, and terrified for fear that some-
body, even Jedldiah Parlow, should

en stood at thelr doors, talking back suspect just how he felt about It,

The horse's hoofs rang eharply over
the stony path, Presently they enpped
u little ridge and started down luto »
hollow, Not untll they were over the
cldge was Mr. Stagg aware that the
hollow was filled, chokingly filled, with
billowy white smoke,

Another mun—one as cautlous as
the hardwure merchant notoriously
was—would have pulled the horse
down to a walk. But Joseph Stage's
cautiousness had been flung to the
winds, Instead, he shouted to Cherry,
and the beast Increased his stride,
Ten rods forther on the horse gnort-
ed, stumbled, and tried to stop. A
writhing, flaming ennke—a burning
branch—plunged down through the
smoke directly ahend,

“Go on!" shouted Joseph Stagg, with
a sharpness that weuld ordinarily have
set Cherry off at a gallop.

But, as the snorting creature still
shled, the man selzed the whip and
lashed poor Cherry cruelly along his
Nank.

At that the horse went mud. He
plunged forward, leaped the blazing
brand, and galloped down the road at
a perllous galt., The man tried nelther
to soothe him nor to retard the pace,
The smoke swirled around them,
The driver conlidd not see ten feat he-
yond the horse's nose. Ten minutes
Inter they rattled down Into the
stralght road, and then, very soon,
Indeed, were at the abandoned ennp,
The fire wns near, but it had not
renched this place. There was no slgn
of life about,

The minn knew which was Judy's
eabin, He leaped from the vehicle,
leaving the panting Cherry unhitched,
and ran to the huot.

The door swung open. The poor
furniture was in pince. Even the bed-
clothing was rumpled in the old wom-
an's hunk, But neither she nor Aman-
da Parlow nor little Carolyn May was
there.

CHAPTER XV

The Laurel to the Brave.
The heart of the man was llke a
welght In his bosom, With g0 many
hundred acres of forest on flre, and
that, too, between the abandoned camp
and The Corners and Snaorise Cove,
how would Amanda Parlow and Caro-
Iyn May know where to go?
Certainly the place must have been
deserted In haste, There was Carolyn
May's coat. The man caught it up and
stared around, as though expecting the
chilld to be within sight.
The old woman's clothing wns scat-
tered mbout, too, It did not look as
though anything had been removed
from the hut. Coming out, he found
nnother article on the threshold—one
of Amanda‘s gloves.

Joseph Stagg lifted the crumpled
glove to his lips,

“0Oh, God, spare her!” he burst forth,
“Spare them both!"

Then he klssed the glove agaln and
hid It away In the inner pocket of his
vest.

The hardware dealer tried to think
of just what the fugitives might have
done when they escaped from the
cabin,

If it were true that Amanda would
not run toward the fire, then she more
than likely had taken the opposite di-
rection on leaving the cabin. There
fore, Joseph Stagg went that way—set-
ting off down the tote road, leading
Cherry by his birdle,

Suddenly he remembered ealling
Prince the day Carolyn May had been
lost on the lce. He raised his volce in
a mighty shout for the dog now.

“Irince! DPrincey, old boy! where
are you?"

Again and agnin he called, but there
was no reply., The smoke was mora
stifling and the heat mere Intense
every minute, Mr, Stagg realized that
he must get out quickly if he would
save himself and the horse,

He hod jost stepped into the buck-
board agnin, when there wns an ex-
cited serambling In the underbrush,
and a welcoming bark was glven,

“Prince! Good boy!" the man shout-
ed, “Where are they?”

The exclted dog flew at him, leaping
| on the buckboard so as to reach him,
!The mongrel was delighted, and

Cherry stepped out splendidly, and | .,
they left a cloud of dust behind them showed It as plainly as 8 dumb brute
as they rolled up the plke, not In the
direction of the nbandoned camp, Fore-
warned, he did not seek to tuke the
where
Amnnda Parlow and Carolyn May were
perhape even now threatened by the
The Fallow road turned
north from the pike three miles from

could,

But he was enxlous, too. He leaped
back to the ground, ran a little sahead,
and then looked back to see If the man
wus following. The hardware dealer
ghonted to him again:

“Go ahead, Princey ! We're coming 1"

He picked up the reins and Cherry
started, The dog, barking his satisfae
tion, ran on ahead and struck into @
slde path which led dowu a glade, Jo
seph Stagg knew Immediately where
this path led to, There was a spring
and a small morass in the bottom of
the hollow,
(TO BR m‘h -

AmericaTheir Only
Hope

L

By CHARLES J. ROSEBAULT
of The Vigllantes

—
—_—

From far-awnay Asln comes @ cory
for help addressed to the wide world.
It 1= 8 cry made up of mwany volees,
It issues from the desert lands of
Arubla, from the mountnlns of the
Russian Caucasus, from the highwoys
and bhyways of Turkey, of Mesopo-
tamin, of the Holy Land. The indi-

viduals who make up the great mass |
from which comes this enll to the elv-|
fur  aund |

flzed
wide,

worldd sive  scattered
It Inclhudes four hundred thous

sand childeen In towns nnd cities and |
villages or hiding ke frightened rabes |
hits in such sheltors ag they ean find |

In the open country ; women, most of
them gray snnd beyond the years of
comelines2, nnd others looking from
behind barred windows of the prisons
colled harems:; old men and men ois-
abled, and n few men sl in the
prime of life but hidden In mountains
nnd obscure places,

All these are Joining In the cry that
eomes to us across the fertile lands
and the deserts of Asia, the war-torn
countries of Europe, the vast Atlnntie
and ncross our own grent continent
to the very ends thereof, It Is n sad
cry, an agonized ery, monde up of the
treble of children, the soft volees of
women, the harsh bass of men nnd,
mighty as s the mass of It, rising
from four milllon thronts, yet has It
the ring of exhaustion, the frenzy of
desperatlon. To the attentive ear it
gnyg: This Is the end; If help comes
not soon, we will eall no more—{for
the end wlill have come for us,

America Must Respond.

Particularly Is this appeal lllrm'h'tl:

to Ameriea—the one great country |
which 18 prosperous because It en-
(tered the wur only compuratively re-
yeently snd has had to bear only a
(smnll part of the cost of keeping the
yworld safe for democrncy, It 1= Amer-
[fen which must respond—Immedintely
{and without stint.  Later on
i will be time to consider fastening this
jeost upon the responsible parties In
the form of stern demands for reparn-
tlon amd Indemnity, There 1s no time
for considering the enll of justiee
tnow. One does not think first of pune
{tshing the assullant when one sces lils
I vletim bleeding on the pavement.

\ If Amerlea could only visuallze the
terrible situntlon! Here are four mil-
Hon vletims of Turkish villniny and
"brutulll}'. under the guldance of Pros-
slan “eflicleney.” Here are hushand-
|less wives and fatherless  children,
Never mind the dead men—more than
ya million of them, at the least, They
ok

P—
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. The
I Living Monument
| o

By GEORGE BARR Mc¢CUTCHEON
ol The Vigilantes

}
I
L —— %

In the IMtle Connectlteut town of
Norfolk there Is a trlangular plece of
'ground belonging to the people. [For
vears It stood useless, almost aban-
doned, nnd to a certaln extent un-
‘noticed. Norfolk sent to France early
{ln 1018 a score and a half of her boys
to fight with the American armles,
'Other boys followed and still more In
due course were called from the small
but hardy class representing the fight-
iing quota,

A few months after the first contin-
gent marched out of the town on its
jway to the tralning camp and thence
ito the line of battle, Norfolk begun to
recelve Its share of tidings from the
‘front. Names of boys known to every
‘one in the town were found in the lists
rth thosa “killed In actlon,” Boys whose
fuces were bright nnd shining and
lwhose volces were strong and cheery
'were never to return, They were lylng
in the flelds of France, covered with
the earth of Frauce, and over the
igraves of each stood the small but
noble cross of wood bearlng u name
and a date,

The return of these names to Nor-
folk Instend of flesh and blood that
went away, gave Norfolk Its insplira-
tion. The lttle green triangle became
a tract of glory. No more will It be
looked upon as a waste, no more will
the people of Norfolk call it a worth-
less bit of ground. IFor some oune
thought of a wuy to make It rlch;
some one thought of a way to make It
the most cherished gpot In Norfolk.

Tree for Each Hero.

On Flag day In the year that the
war made heroes of these lads from
Norfolk the people of that place dedl-
cated the point of this triangle to the
memory of those who were not to come
back from France. At that time four
of Norfolk's boys were Iylng In
France under cheap little crosses of
wood, and on this day four lttle
crogses of wood similar to those In
France, with a name and a date on
each, were driven In the ground at

| the polnt of the triangle, and there
| they will stay untll they are perhaps
replaced by more enduring and lm-
| pressive marks of tribute. but the lit-
l tle crosses of wood are not all that
the people of Norfolk placed in the
village triangle In wemory of the boys
who will not come back. Something
that will live and thrive and beautify
the barren triangle was placed there
gor each boy, and it is pamed for him.

there |

are gone and, though their blood cries
to heaven for veng®euce, this Is not
the time for thought of that, We have
done but a poor Jab In this war If
we do not help its helpless victima, |

And who are these victims? Mostly
Christinns, ke the great majority of
Amerieans — Chrigtinng whoe have
heen martyra for thelr faith; who
coulil hnve saved thelr lives, the lives
and the honor of thelr wives and
danghters, their homes and their pros-
perity by denying Christ and accepting

| Mahomet, They linve been the most
intelligent, the most orderly and the
| most Industrious inhiabitants of the

Ottoman empire, They were relying
upon the Christlans of Burope and
Ametien to protect them when the
avalanche of murderous persecution
burst upon them. They ure relying
Pupon Chrlstian Amerien nbove all to
giuve thelr exhnusted and  starving
remnnnts now
Thoroughly Organized Appeal. |
The ehnnee for the Amerlean to lln‘
his bit towards thwarting the flends
Ish Tureo-'russinn policy of exterm-
inuting the Cliristian Armenlans, 8y-
rinns and Arvabs comes o the $30.000-
000 deive hetween Janunry 12 and 19,
There will e a thoronghly organized
appeal all over the United States, It
I8 supported by the president and by
the Redl Cross, It is conducted by the
goneros  and  higheminded  eitizens
who are wembers of the Ameriean
Commuittee for Armenian and Syrian
Relief, and whe are pot only donat-
ing thelr time amd services but are
seedng to it thst every cent donated
shall reach the actunl suflerers, all
the expenses of administration belng
alvendy provided by private subserips
tion. It would be n slur upon the
Amerlean nation to belleve that the
fund will not be promptly secured, 1t

would be unbellevable thut nny Amer-

| fean coulll deny thi=s appeal and sleep
of nlghts,

CAPTAIN CUTTLE FISH
By CLINTON SCOLLARD
of the Vigilantes,
wits Captiuln Cuttle Fish sailed out

From a port oh the German ghore,

A brutal Jout, with a swinlsh snout,
| Antd a heart 8f helebore

it

| “Mein Gott,” said he, “now
This modern Captnin Kidd
| *Twan the Devil 1 moeant,

planned, you

he with me!™

he

and

{ To '..‘l ;-M

[

| *Tlione futile Yankes
1 will wreak on thomo

Then I'H hie me back

tide
| For n walting

do as the Ik
fooln, he cried.
v evoilis loss,

nt @ turn o' the

Iron Crosa'

lE:‘ll ha eslunk
bay,
With his subtle, nking craft,
And he found his prey on a summer day,
And he battered It fore and aft.

awny from his base In the

ang

But, Captain Cuttie Fisli, heware!
Have n care for your precious bones,
For the hour may come when you will
shitre
The locker of Davy

Jonos!

B e e e
For ench hero n tree wag planted, and
It will niways be kKnown ns his tree,
by his nome; and long after the greats
grandehildren of those who now live
in Norfolk wre dend amd gone, these
trees will still be standing and they
will be known through all the sunshine
and storm of the ages to come by the
names they recelved at the christen-
| ing.

| A Fine Example.

The thought Is & benutiful one, That
lHttle trlangle In Norfolk will have
muny trees and crosses, the boys who
died In France will Hve and grow to un
age far beyond the years of the oldesg
of men, The “John Perkins Elm,” or
the “"Henry Smith Oak.,” as the case
may be, will be living In Norfolk 200
yeurs uafter the day on which they
were 50 lovingly named by a forgotten
generntion,

And how simple, how easy this way
of commemornting the deeds and the
spirit of the boys who went forth to
the war never to come home aguin. A
lttle cross of wood for the present, a
towering tree for the fature, and the
naome of a hero preserved for an age
to come,

Whut better example could be set
for the rest of the country thun this
beautiful act of the peopla of Norfolk?
Why not in every community, n plot of
hallowed ground with Its trees bearlng
the nanmes of the boys who went out
and did not come back? A llviog
monument, green and spreading with
the years, to stand a8 a guardian over
the memory of him who fell in battle;
not the artificinl product of man, but
the Incomprehensible handiwork of
God who first put life into the body
of the boy whose death dignitles the
cotnunity that lost him,

ARMENIA TO AMERICA

By THEODOSIA GARRISON
of the Vigilantes.

Through the glad nolse of triumph and
delight,

Through the grcat resonance that rocks
the sky,

A whisper like n wounded thing at night

Falls at the threahold of cur ecstasy,

“Hrothers of mine, am [ forgotten quite

Who In the sound of your rejolcing dle?

I have no part in all your high eatate,

1 did but share your burden and your
trust,

Ye could not shield me from the blades
of hate,

¥Ye could not save me from ths hands of
luat,

Yot can yo 1ift me ere it be too late

from this the death I dle hers In the
dust.

“l am the unhealed wound on Triumph's
breast—

How may she go elats unheeding me?

Brothers of mine, most bountiful, most
blest—

You whomse vast mercy covers earth and

woa,

Reach ot'lr lym hands and heal me, heal
me les

1 staln the white robes of this viotory.”

o
DEVELOPMENT

After the War a Period of Pros-
perity.

It Is evident that the Government ot
the Dominlon In Its programme of re-
construction and development Is une
dertaking a work of tremendous Im-
portance, There will be avallable the
labor for work that has been silent
since 1914, and the rehabilitatlion of
this labor will entail the thought and
energy of most capable hends, The
transition perlod from war to peace
will be rapid and thorough, and, ine
stend of Cannda siuking Into a siate
of lethargy, there will be a continued
perlod of wakefulness that will glve
employment to the unemployed, and
render to the enpitalist and producer
ample return for his money, effort
and enterprise,

The agricultural  potentinlities of
the great Canadian West pessess Hlim-
Itable acres of the hest of soil, eapable
of producing millions of bushels of
the best of groin, The cost of grow-
Ing this Is lower thun any place on
the continent. There will be a greater
demand than ever for these lunds, the
consequent production will be heavier
and the profits attractlve.  Cattle
Industry will be one of the chief de-
velopments, and the encouragement of
it will lie In the continued high prices
that beef produects will bring. RKuro-
pean countries have been depleted of
enttle, and the demnnd for beef, cattle
and duolry products will tax the efforts
of the producer for years to come,

Western Canadan offers unequaled
opportunities for development in this
line,

In the Canadian West plans are be-
Ing laid for the development of eleec-
trical power which can be produced
cheaply. There |8 an abundance of
conl and water power that could be
used In developing this useful energy.
What chenp power produced in this
way will wean to the farmer and de
velopment of  industrinl  enterprises
cannot be estimated in figures,

More extensive development or thy
water power at Niogara, on the St
Lawrence and at waterfulls all over
the country, Is rendy to be launched

Peace will new  mine  flelds
opened up, and It Is equully certnin
that shipbuilding, rallway equipment,
stecl production, nud many of the in
doustries will go forwurd with »
bhound.

Canadlan Industeies will be requireq
in the reconsiroetion of Enrope, and
alrendy the Canadian Government has
sent neross the seas o commission for
the purpose of securing orders.  Cam
ada took an early and prominent part
in the war, amd In the days of peace
will be found equully active. 8he feels
that by the valor and loyalty of her
people she has earned a Inrge share
of the husiness and prosperity that
will follow the war period, and she
proposes to get it—Adverrisement,

see

Conditional.

Milliner—"1 know that hat woeuld
please  your husbund.,” Customer—
“Not unless you took $20 off the
[1I‘|I'|'.”

KIDNEY TROUBLE NOT
EASILY RECOGNIZED

Applicants for Insurance Often
Rejected

An examining physician for one of the
prominent life insurance companies, in an
mterview of the subject, made as-
tonishing statement that one reason why
so0 many applicants for insurance are re-
jected is heenuse kidney trouble is so eom-
mon to the American people, and the large
majority of those whose applications are
declined do not even suspect that they
have the discase,

Judging from reports from druggiste
who are constantly in direct touch with
the public, there is one Puparatian that
has been very successful in overcoming
these conditions. The mild and bealing
influence of Dr. Kilmer's S8wamp-Root is
soon realized, It standas the highest for
its remarkable record cf success.

We find that Swamp-Root is striet
an herbal compound and we would ad-
vise our readers who feel in need of such &
remedy to give it a trial, It is on sale
at all drug stores in bottles of two nizes,
medium and large.

However, if you wish first to test this
ﬂ'eut preparation send ten cents to Dr,

vilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y., for s
sample bottle When writing be suze and
mention this paner.—Ady

No Charmer, This!
Furthermore, why do they eall ap
ear-splitting whistlé a “siren?" Owe
pndersianding of a siren Is that pee-
ple don't try to get away from her.—
Ualveston News,

Cuticura for Sore Hands.

Bonk hands on retiring in the hot suds
of Cutlcura Soap, dry and rub in Cu-
ticurn Olntment, Remove surplus
Olntment with soft tissue paper. For
free samples address, “Cuticura, Dept
X, Boston.” At druggists and by mail
Soap 25, Olntment 25 and 560,—Adv,

Might Finich Him.
“Shall 1 tell cook you have her
down In your will?” “No; the cook-
\ ing 18 bad enough as it Is"

Keep ¢ liver active, your bhowels clean bﬁ
tak! r. Plerce's Pleanant Pellets and you'
T Ithy, woealthy and wise, Adv,

The Right Place.
“Pop, why do they have eages for
prisoners 1"
“To put the birdmen in, my son."”




