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HORRID WAR.

Bynopsis. — Captain Phinean P.
Boraggs has grown up around the
dooks of Bun Francisco, and from
mess boy on a river steamer, risen
to the ownership of the steamer
Maggie. BSince each annual In-
spection premised to be the last of
the eold weatherbeaten veasel,
Soreggs naturally has some diffl-
culty in securing a crew. When
the stery epens, Adolbert P. Gib-
ney, llkable, but erratic, & man
whom nobody but Soraggs would
hire, Is Lhe skipper, Nells Halvor-
#en, & solemn Swede, oconsututes
the fereonstle hands, and Bart Me-
Guifey, a wastrel of the Gibnay
ty relgne In the engine reom.
With this metlsy crew and his an-
clemt vemsol, Captaln Boragges Is
engaged (o freighting gardsn
ruvs trom Halfmoen bay to San
Francison, The Inevitable happens;
the Maggie goes ashere In a feog.
A pasglag vessel halling the wreck,
Mr. Qibnoy geots werd to a towlng
company in Ban Franoisce that the
ship ashore Is the Yankee Prince,
with promise of a rich salvage.
Two tugs mucceed In pulling the I|

Maggle into deep water, and she
slips her tow lines and gets away
In the fog. Furlous at the deocep-
uon practiced on them, Captalns
Hicks and Flaherty, commanding
the two lugboats, ascertain the
ldentity of the “Yankee Prince'
and, fearing ridiculs should the
facts become known along the wa-
ter frent, detormine on personal
vengeance. Tholr hostile vislt to
|| the Magnle results In Captain IJ
Boraggs promising to get a new
boller nnd make necded repairs to
the' stoamer. Boragys refuses lo
fulfill his promises and Gibney and ||
MceGunley “strike.” With marvel-
ous luck, Beruggs ships a fresh
| crew. At e ond of a few days
of wild conviviality Olbney and
McGuftey are Stranded and sesi
thelr old pesitions on the Maggle.
They are hoatllely received, but re-
maln, On thelr way to 8an Pran-
ciseg thoy sight a derelict and Qib-
ney and MoGuffey swim to it, ‘The
derelict preves (o be tha Chesn-
peake, rlably Inden, ita santire crew
stricken with scurvy., Scragge at-
lompts (o low her in, but the Mag-
glo s unequal to the task and Gib-
ney and MoGuffey, alone, sall the
ship te Ban Francisco, thair sal-
vage mensy amounting to §100
aplece. His crew having deserted
him, Captain Beraggs Induces them
to return. At an “old herse' msale
the three purchase two myaterious
boxes which they bellove to com-
tain amuggled "Oriental goods.”
Thay fnd, instead, two dead Ohl-
namen. bScraggs sseks to “double
cross’’ his two associates, but Mr.
OGibnay eutwits him and makes n
satisfactory financial
with she Chiness cempany to
Spnth Ravioe Brrens o o
b s out tn the
celd. Gibney ressnts MoOuffey's
action In lending money to Secragga
without censulting him, and after
& lerrific wordy combat the thres
separate, McOuffey becoming as-
sistant engineer on an oll tanker,
Gibney disappearing, and Scraggs,
forced to lay up the Maggle, takes
a subordinate position on a ferry
steamer.  Senor Lopes, Mexican
revolutionist, makes Beraggs a gen-
arous offer for Uransportation of
munitions to Lewer Callfornia.
Soraggs accepts, and the old Mag- ‘

Klo Is once more put Into commis-
ston.  Arriving at his destination,
Scragys finds his okl companlon,
Mr, Gibney, Is the conslgnee. Time
having moftened animosities, the re-
union Is Joyful
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“Why?' demanded Captaln Sernggs,
Instantly on the defensive,

“Not (hat I'm holdin’ any grudge
agin yew, Beragguy,” sald Mr, Glbney
affably, “but I wouldn't a-had you no
mere now than I would when we was
runnin' In the green-pea trade., It's
bhecause you aln't got no Imagination,
and the Maggle ain't blg enough for
my purpese. Havin' the Maggle sort
of puts a erimp In my plaps.”

“Ilot,” snapped Captaln Scraggs.
“I've bad the Maggie overhauled and
shipped a new wheel, and she's n
mighty smart little boat, I'll tell you.
I'll Innd them arms In Descanso bay
all right.”

“I knew you wHL" sald Mr, Gibney
sadly. “That's just what hurts. You
see, Beraggsy, I nover Intended 'em
for Descanso bay In the first place.
Thore’s & nice healthy llttle revolution
fomentin' down in the Unlted Btates
of Colombla, with Adelbert P. Gibney
playin' both ends to the middle. And
therc's a dog-hole down on the Gold
coast where 1 intended to land this
cargo, but mow that Scab Johmny's
gone to work and sent me a bay scow
instead of a sea-goin' steamer, I'm In
the nine-hole Instead o' dog-hole. 1
can mever get as far as the Gold coast
with the Maggie. She can't carry coal
enough to last her."

“But I thought these guns and
things was fer the Mexicans," qua-
vered Captaln Beraggs. “Scab Johnny
and Lopez told me they was."

Mr. Gibney groaned and hid his face
in his hands, “Scraggsy,” he sald sad-
ly, “it's a cioch you ain't used the
past four years to stimulate that imagi-
nation of yours. Of course they was
purchased for the Mexicans, but what
was to prevent me from lettin' the
Mexicans pay for them, help out on
the charter of the boat, and then have
me divert the cargo te the United
States of Oslombia, where I can sell
‘em at & clear profit, the cost bein'
pothin' te speak oft Now you got te
tome buttin' o with the Maggle, and
jphat happens? Why, I got to be hon-
pst, of course. 1 got to make good en
my bluff, sod what's In It
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Nothin® but glory. Can you hock a
chunk of glory for ham and eggs,
Phineas Scraggs? Not on your life, If
It hadn't been for you buttin' In with
your blasted, rotten hulk of a fresh-
water skiff, I'd-—"

Mr., Gibuey paused ominously and
suvagely bit the end of hir clgar. As
for Captaln Scraggs, every drop of
blood In his body was bolling In e
fonse of the ship he loved.

“You're n plrate,” he shrilled,

“And you're just as blg a hornet as
you ever was,” replled Mr. Gibney.
“Always buzzin' around where you
ain't wanted. But still, what's the use
of bawlin' over spllt milk? We'll drop
into Ban Diego for a couple of hours
and take on coal, and about sunsct
we'll pull out and make the run down
to Descanso bay in the dark. \We
might ns well forget the past and put
this thing through as per program,
Only I saw vislons ef a schooner nll
my own, Scraggsy, and=—well, what's
the use? What's the use? BScraggsy,
you're n natural‘born mar-plot. Al
ways buttin® In, buttin’ In, At for noth-
in' but the green-pea trade. However,
I guess I ean turn Into my old berth
and get some sleep. Put the old girl
under n slow hell and save your conl.
We'll have to fool away four or five
bours in San Diego anyhow and there
aln't no sense In erewdin’ the old hulk."

“Gilh," sald Captnin Scraggs, "was
that renlly your Iay—to steal the
curgo, douhle.cross the Insurrecto
Juntn, and sell out to a furrin' coun
try?"

“Of course It was,” =ald Mr. Gib-
ney pettishly, *“They all do  such
things in the banana republics, Why
ghould T be an exception? There's inll
a dozen different gangs fightin' each
other and the government in Mexico,
and 1f 1 don't deliver these arms, just
sew ] the NMyves ' be savin'. And after
I got the eargo Into Colombia and
gold it, 1 ecould have peached on the
rebels there, and got a reward for It,
and #aved a lot more lives, and come
away rich nnd respected.”

“Iiy the Lord Harry,” sald Captain

Berages, "but you've got an Imngina-
tion, Gib, 1l swear to that., Gib, 1
take off my hat to you. You're all
tight and shipshape and no loose ends
bobbin' around you. Don't tell me th'
schieme's got t' fall through, Gib, Great
annkes, don't tell me that. Aln't there
some way o' gettin® aronnd it? There
must be. Why, Glb, my dear boy, 1
never heard of such a grand lay In my
life. It's m absolute winner. Don't
glve up, Gib, OIil yp your Imagination
and find n wny out, Let's get to
gether, Gib, and make a little money.
Dang It all, 4ib, T been lonesome ever
since 1 seen you lnst.”
“Well,” replied Mr, Gibney, "I'll turn
In and try to scheme a way out, but 1
don't hold out no hope. Not a ray of
It. I'm afrald, Seraggsy, we've got to
be honest."

Saying which, Mr, Gibney hopped up
Into his berth, stretched bis huge legs,!
und fell nsleep with his clothes on.
Captain Sernggs looked him over with
the closest appronch to affection that
had ever lightened his cold gray eye,
md slghing heavily, presently went on
deck. As he pnssed up the companlon-
way. the flest mate heard him marmur:

“Gib's a fine 1ad. ' be dad burned
if he atn't,"

At slx o'clock next morning the
Magegle was rounding Point Lomn,
heading In for San Dlego bay, and
Captain  Serages  went below  and
awnkened Mr, Glbney,

“What's for breakfast, Scraggsy, old
kIA?" asked Mr. Glbney.

“Fried eggs,” sald Captaln Seraggs,
remembering Mr. Glhney's partiality
for that form of nutriment In the van-
Ished days of tlee green-pen trade.
“Ham nn' fried eggs an' a slzzlin’ pot
o' coffee. Thought a way out o our
mess, Gib7"

“Not yet,” replied Mr. Gibney as he
rolled ont of bed, “but eggs 18 always
stimulatin', and I don't glve up hope
on a full stomach,”

An hour Iater they were tied up un-
der the conl bunkers, and st Mr. Gib-
ney's suggestion some twenty tons of
sncked conl were plled on top of the
fo'castle head and on the maln deck
for'd, In case of emergency. They lay
in the harbor all day untll ahout four
o'clock, when Mr. Qlbney, by virtue of
his authority as supercargo, ordered
the lines cast off and the Maggle
steamed out of the harbor. OF Polnt
Lomn they veered to the south, leav-
ing the Coronndo Islands on the star-
board quarter, ten miles to the west.
Mr. Gibney was below with Captaln
Scruggs, battling with the problem
that confronted them, when the mate
stuck his head down the companion-
way to report a large power schooner
coming out from the lee of the Coro-
nados and standing off on a course cal-
culated to Intercept the Maggle In an
hour or two.

Captain Scraggs and Mr, Glbney
sprang up on the bridge at once, the
latter with Scraggs' long glass up to
his eye.

“She was hove to under the lee of
the island, and the minute we came
out of the harbor and turned south
she come nosin' after us™ sald the
mate,

“Hum I" muttered Mr. Glbney, “Gaso-
line schooner, Two wasts and bald-
headed. About a hundred and twenty
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ton, 1 shonld say, nnd showin' a pretty
palr of heels, ‘There's somethin® up
for'd=yes—Ilet me sce—ye-es, there's
two more-<holy sallor! it's a gunbont !
One of those doggoned gasollne conk!
patrol boats, and there's the federal
flag fiying at the fore”

“Let's put back to S8an Diego bay,"
quavered Captaln Sernggs.,  “I'll be
durned (f 1 relish the Idee o' losin' the
Maggie."”

“Too Inte,” sald the phllosophicnl
Glbner. “We're In Mexlenn waters
now, nnd she can cut us off from the
bay. The only thing we can do Is to
ron for it and try to lose hér after
dork. Tell the engineer to crowd her
to the limit, There aln't much wind to
speak of, so 1 guess we can manage
to hold our own for a while, Never-
theless, I've got a bunch that we'll be
overhauled, Of course, you ain't got
no papers to show, Scrages, and they'll
search the cargo, and confisente us,
fil shoot the whole bloomin' crowd
of us, I bet a dollar to a doughnut
thnt fellow Lopez sold us out, afler
the fashion of the country. I ean’t help
thinkin' that that gunbont was there
Just n-waltin® for us to ghow up.”

For several minuies Mr, Gibney con-
tinued to study the gunboat until
there could no longer be any doubt
that she Intended to overhaul them.
He made out that she had a long gun
for'd, with n battery of two one-pdund-
ers on top of her house and something
ol hir port quarter that looked like n
Maxim rapld-fire gun, About twenty
wen, dressed In white eloth, could be
seen on her decks. —

Presently Mr, Gibney was Inter-
rupted by Captain Scraggs pulling ot
his sleeve,

“You was a gunuer once, wasn't you,
GibT gald Captain Scrnggs In n
trembling volee,

“You bet T was,” replied Mr. Glbney.
“My shootin® won the trophy three
thres In soccesslon when 1 was on
the old Kearsarge. If 1 had one good
gun and n half-decent crew, I'd knock
that gunboat sllly before she knew
whant had hit her

“aib, I've got an idee,” sald Captain
Scraggs.

“Out with It,” sald Mr, Gibney cheer-
fully.

“There wns four little cannon low-
ered Into the hold the last thing before
we put on the maln hateh, and the am-
munition to load "em with Is stowed In
the after hold and very easy to get
at."

Mr. Glbney turned a beaming face to
the skipper, reached out his arms, and
folded Captain Scraggs In an embrace
that wowld have done credit to a
grizzly bear. There were genuine tears
of admiration In his eyes and in his
volce when he could master his emo-
tions sufficiently to speak.

“Seraggsy, old tarpot, you've been n
long tlme comin' through on the Imagi-
pation, but you've sure arrived with
all sall set. I always thought you had
about a8 much nerve as an oyster, but
I tuke It all back, We'll get out them
two little jJacknss guns and fight a
naval battle, and If I don't sink that
Mexican gunboat, and save the Mag.

“I'd Sooner Die Fightin' Than
Them 8Btand Me Up Agin a Wall
in Ensenada.”

Let

gle, feed me to the sharks, for I won't
be worthy of the blood that's In me,
Pipe ald hands and lift off that mala
hatch, Reeve a Dblock and tackle
through that cargo gaf® and stand by
to heave out the guns.”

But Captaln Scraggs' had repented
of his rash suggestion almost the mo-
ment he made it. Only the dire neces-
aity of desperate measures to save the
Maggle had prompted him to put the
idea Into Mr. Gibney's head, and when
he saw the avidity with which the lat-
ter set to work clearing for action, his
terror knew no bounds.

“Oh, Gib,"” he walled, “I'm afrald we
better not try to lMck that gunboat aft-
er all, They might sink us with all
hands.”

“Rats!" sald Mr, Glboey, as be

tenped Into the hold., “Bear a light
here untll I can root out the wheels of
these guns, Here they are, Inbeled
‘crenm separator.’ Siand by with that
sling to—"

“But, Glb, my dear bhoy,” protested
Captaln Sereggs, “this 18 Insanity "

“T know It,” sald Mr, Gibney calmliy.
“Sceraggsy, you're perfectly right. But
I'd sooner die fightin' than let them
gtund me up agin a wall In Ensennda.
We're fillbusters, Scraggsy, and we're
caught with the goods, 1, for one, am
woln' down with the steamer Maggle,
but I'm goln' down fightin' like a
‘.p“r-'!

“Maybe—maybe wo can outrun her,
GIb,”" halt gobbed Captaln Scraggs,

“No hope,” replied Mr., Gibney,
“Fight and dle Is the Inst resort,
She's elght miles astern and gainin'
every minute, and when she's within
two miles she'll open fire. Of course,
we won't be hit unless they've got a
Yankee gunner aboard.”

“Let's run up the Stars and Stripes
and dare 'em to fire on us," sald Cap-
tuln Sernggs.

“No,” sald Mr. Gibney flrmly, “my
old man died for the flag an' I've
gnlled under (it too long to hide be-
hind It when I'm In Duteh, We'll
fight., If you was ever navigatin' of-
ficer on a Colomblian gunboat, Seraggs,

+ gle rested an Inetant in the tronzh
| the sen—and a deckhand jeviked <
| Innyard, Instantly Ae Glbney clappe

1 ihe long glnss to his eye.

“Goml directlon—over,” he mm
mured, “I'll lny on her waterline e
time,” He jerked open the bLirevo

elected the eartridge ease, and ranbe
another cartridge home, This sl
[ struck the water directly wnder th
schooner's hbow and threw water os

her forecastle head. Mr, Gibi
gmiled, epat overboard, and winkes
confidently nt Capiain Scraggs. “Lik
spearin' fish In a bath tub” he
clared. He bent over the fuse setter
“Corrector three zero,” Le Intoned
“four elght hoodred,”  He thrust
cartridge In the fuse setter, (wistie
it, slammed It In the gun, and e
agnin,  “Over,” he growled,

Something whined over the Maggl
and threw up a waterspout half o
mile beyond her,

“Dubs,” jeered Mr. Gibney, an!
sighted agaln, This time his shrapnel
burst neatly on the schooner, Almost
simultaneously a shell from the
schooner dropped Into the sacked conl
on the forecastle head of the Maggie
and enveloped her In a black pall of
smoke and ecoal dust, Captain
Scraggs screamed,

“Tit for tat,” the phllosophleal Gib-
ney reminded him, *“We ecan't expect
to get away with everything, Scraggsy,
old kidde.” The words were searcely
out of his mouth before the Maggie's
mainmast and about ten feet of her
anclent ralllng were tralling nlong.
gide, Mr. dibney whistied softly

you'd reallze what It means to run
from a Mexlcan"”

Captaln Scraggs sald nothing fur-
ther,
of himself In the fuce of Mr. Gib-

Perhaps heowns n Hetle ashamed | X

ney's shwple falth In his own ability ;
perhinps In his veins, all unknown, |
there flowed n talnt of the herolc
bloud of some forgotten sen-dog., DBe
thot as It way, something did swell
In his breast when Mr, Gibney spoke
of the flag and his scorniug to hide |
belilnd It, and Sernggs' snaggle tecth |
came together with a snap.

“All right, Gib, my boy,” he sald |
solemnly, “I'm with you. Mrs, Seraggs |
has slipped her cable and there aln't |
uobody to mourn for me. But If we |
can't fight under the Stars and Stripes,
by the tall of the Great Sacred Bull,
we'll have a flag of our own,” and
leaving Mr., Gibney and the crew to
get the guns on deck, Captaln Scraggy
ran below., He appeared on deck pres.
ently with a long blue burgee on which
was emblazoned In white letters the
single word Maggle. It was his own
houseflng, and with trembling hands
he ran It to the fore and cast Its
wrinkled folds to the breeze of heaven.
“Gowsid old disheloth!” shrieked Mr.
QGlbney. “She never comes down.”
“D—dq If she does,” sald Captain
Scraggs profanely.

While all this was golng on, a deck-
band had reeved a block and tackle
through the end of the cargo gaff
and poassed It to the winch. The two
guns came out of the hold In Jig time,
and while Scraggs and one deckhand
opened the after hold and got out am-
munition for the guns, Mr, Gibney, as-
sisted by the other deckband, pro-
ceeded to put one of the guns to-
gether. He was shrewd enough to
realize that he would have to do prac-
tieally all of the work of serving the
gun himself, in view of which condl-
tion ome gun would have to defend
the Maggle. He had never seen a
mountaln gun before, but he did not
find it difficult to put the simple me-
chanlsm together,

"“Now, then, Scraggsy.” he an-
nounced checrfully when the gun was
finally ussembled on the carriage,
“get a sizeable timber an' splke It to
the center o' the deck., I'l run the
trall spade up aguinst that cleat an'
that'll keep the recoll from lettin' the
gun go backward, clean through the
opposite rall and overboard. Gimme
g coupler gallons o' distillate an' some
waste, somebody. This cosmoline's
got to come out o' the tube an' out o'
the breech mechanism before we com-
mence shootin®."”

The enemy had approacired within
three miles by the time the plece was
ready for action. Under Mr, Gihney's
instructions Captain Beraggs held the
fuse setter In case It should be nec-
‘essary to adjust with shrapnel, Mo,
Gibney inserted his sights and took n
preliminary squint. “A lttle differ-
ent from gun-pointin' In the navy, but
about the same principle,” he declared.
“In the army 1 belleve they call this
kind o' shootin' direct fire, because
you sight direct on the targef.” Ho
geratched his Ingenlous head and ex-
amined the ammunition, “Not a high
explosive shell in the lot," he mourned.
“I'll have to use percussion fire to get
the range; then I'l drop back a little
nn' spray her with shrapnel, Seemns
a pity to smash up a fine schooner
Itke that one with percussion fire. I'd
rather tickle 'em up a bit with
shrapnel an' scare 'em into runnin’
awny."

1le got out the lanyard, slippad a
eartridge in the breech, paused, an:
scerntched hils head again, His ealn
dellberatlon was driving Scraggs
crazy. He reminded Mr, Glbney with
some asperity that they were not at-
tending n strawberry festival and tor
the love of heaven to get busy, _

“I'm  estimatin'  the range, you
snipe,” Glbney retorted. “Looks to be
about three miles to me, A littls long,
raebbe,. for this gun, but—there's noth-
' like tryin',” and he sighted core.

“My Maggle's Tall Is Shot Away.”

through his teeth and successfully
sprayed the Mexican again. “It Lreaks
my heart to ruin that craft’s canvas,”
he declared, and let her have it once
more,

“My DMaggle's tall ls shot away,”
Captain Scruggs walled, “an' 1 only
rebuilt it a week ngo.” Three more
shots from the long gun missed them,

leaving the wreck of the pllot house,
with the helmsman unscathed, stick-
Ing up like a sore thumb.

“Turn her around and head stralght
for them,” the gallant Gibney roared.
“She's n smaller target comin’ hows
on. We're broadside to her now."

“Gib, will you ever sink that
Greaser?" Captaln Scraggs sobbed hys-
terically.

“Don't want to sink her," the super
ecargo retorted. VShe's a nlee litle
schooner. 1'd rather capture her, May-
be we can use her in our business,
Scragesy,” and he continued to show-
er the enemy with high bursting shrap
nel, When the two vessels were less
than two miles apart the one-pounders
come Into action. It was pretty shoot-
Ing and the wicked little shells ripped
through the old Maggie llke buckshot
through a roll of hutter, Mr Giboey
«lid flat on the dcck beside his gun
and Captain Scraggs sprawled beslde
him.

“A feller,”” Mr. Gibney announced,
“has got to take a beatin® while lookin'
for an openin' to put over the knock:
out blow, If the odd Maggie holds to-
gether till we're within a cable length
o' that schooner an' we aln't all killed
by that time, I bet I'll make them
skunks sing soft an' low."

“How?" Captaln Scraggs chattered.

“With muzzle bursts,” Mr. Gibney
replied. “T'll set my fuse at zero, an'
at polnt-blank range I'll just rake
everything off that schooner's decks.

juess I'll get half a dozen cartridges
set an' ready for the big scene. Up
with you, Adiniral Seraggs, an' hold
the fuse setter stendy."

“I'm agln war” Scraggs quavered.
“Gib, It's sure h—I1."

“Rats! It's Invigoratin', Scraggsy.
There aln't nothin® wrong with war,
Scraggsy, unless yon happen to get
killed, Then it's like cholern. Yot
can cure every case except the firs
one."

They hel come lnslde the minimum
range of the Mexigan's long gun now,
so that only the one-pounders con-
tinued to peck at the Maggle. Evl-
dently the Mexlcan was as eager to
get to close quarters as Mr, Glboey,
for he held steadfly on his course,

“Well, It's time to put over the blg
stuff,” Mr. Gibney remnrked presently.
“Here's hopin' they don't pot me with
rifle fire while I'm extendin’ my com-
Niments."

Captain Glbn;y. a victer, or-
ganizes '""The Syndicate.”

fully., “Fire,” he bawled as the Mag-

(1O BE CONTINUED,)
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but the fourth carried away the cabin, |

ARE YOU NERVOUS?

SLEEPLESS? WEAK?
HERE'S GOOD ADVICE

Council Blufs, lowa—'Some years
aro 1 was restored to herdth by takini
Dr. Picree's Favorite Preseription.
went all down in lealth due to my
having woman’s  weakness, I was ner-
ous, sulfered continually with baokaches
pains in my side and bearing pains, an
could not eat nor sleep, ‘Favorite
Preseription’ was recommended to me
and 1 began to take it, and it proved to
bo all thut it is recommended to be
for it sompletely eured me of all my
woman's trouble and built me up in
health and strength. It is the most
wonderful medicine for women 1 have
ever known,"—Mrs. Emma Shanks, 1219
Fifth Ave,

A beautiful woman is always a well
woman. Uet this Prescription of Dr,
Pier;e!r's in quuicj“m h:nhlcta mﬂim how
quickly you will have sparkling eyes,
a clear skin, vim, vigor, vitality.

Piles

are usually due te etrmaining
when constipated.

Najol belng a lubricant keeps
the food waste soft and there-
fore provents strnining. Doctors
prescribe Nujol because it not
only soothes the suffering of
piles but relioves the leritation,
brings comfort and lLinlps to re-
move them.

Nujol Is & lubricant — not a
medicine or lurative—so cannot

gripe. Try it today.
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For. Constipation
MAN'’S
BEST AGE

A man is as old as hig"organs; he
can be as vigorous and healthy at
70 as at 35 if he aids his organs in
performing their functions. Keep
your vital organs healthy with

GOLDMEDAL

CADSI t

iIrs
The world's standard remedy for kidney,
Hver, bladder and uric acid troubles since
1696; corrects disorders; stimulates vital
organs. All druggists, three sizes.
Loek for &:.:l-. Gold Medal on every bea

TO KILL RATS

and MICE
Always use the

STEARNS’ ELECTRIC
RAT & ROACH PASTE

It foroes thess posts 10 run from the bulldl
walerand fresh air, i S
Ready for Use —Better Than Trapse
Directions 1o 13 languases Lo every box.
Seand§180. “Money baek 11t falls ™
U.8, Government buys it.

PATENTS FastarSumes

Hates reasonab’e. Illghest roferences. Bastsorvices

As Advertisad.

I Jones sent ten shillings to a cone
cern that advertised to send for that
sum five pairs of hose by post, When
they urrived he looked them over, and
thien wrote to the senders:

“Hose received, The patterns are
vile. I wouldn't be seen In the
streets with them on”

Back came the answer: “What
are you kicklng about? Didn't we ad
vertlse that you wouldn't wear (hew
out?"—Pearson's Weekly.

We are willing to get together; the
hitech comes when we try to work
together.

Sure Relief

FOR INDIGESTION

DELL"ANS

25¢ and 75¢ Pldtliuﬂm_

Quick Wealth,

“Yes; he made a fortune out of an
dea.”

*How come?"

“Just as soon as he saw that
woolen hoslery would be In vogue he
came forward with a woolen open-
work . efTect.,"—Lonisville Courler-Jour-
nal.

Doubtful.
North—Mrs. Jones snld that I re.
minded her of her husband,
West—Ig that a compliment?

Night
orning

KeepYour Eyes

~Clear « Health
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