©he MAN
NODODY KNEW

6 HOLWORTHY HALL

CHAPTER XI|—Continued.
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*T don't deny,” said Armstrong
slowly, “thoat at first slght this Is a

queer thing for me to do—to check up
your property, 1 mean—when you and
I have had such an mntimate relation-
ship as opponents. And 1 wouldn't for
the world have agreed to it If it could
have had the slightest connectlon with

with your own priviate affairs.

It hasn't—Iit can't have. 1 give you
my word on that: it’s been settled
without the slightest reference to any-
thing els But sinece It hasn't, and
since Nufus asked me as n favor—
and promised to tell you about it—
and it's absolutely commerclal—="
“That's enough. T'm glad you're

golng to do " Hilliard's volee
gruff; it wus a tribute to his compan-
lon's code of ethics, “Know anything
about mining?

“Not o thing, Dut I'm to go to a Inw
firm in Butte—and of course it's only
a formality, anyway. I'll probably Nnd
it’s better than you ever claimed. But
Rufe asked me

“1 gee. Well—now
matter

Armstrong was watching the west-
bound express as it felt its eautions
way through Raflrond avenue to the
station,

“Yes?"

Hilltard was suddenly ashamed of
himself ; he was foreed to concede that
his rival hud the advantage of him In
poise nand altruism, He shook himself
free of the savage resentment which
was steallng upon him.

“We're only human—both of us.
Perhaps—under the cirafmstances—
the hest thing we can say Is to say
sothing . . . except that I wish youn
all the Inck In the world, T don't pre-
tend it isn't a hard thing to say—but
I'm teving to mean it. And you cer-
talnly deserve t,"

“And to you,"” sald Armstrong cheer-
fully. “And no bad feelings on elther
side, And I hope your mine makes a
milion dollars for you”

“Thanks,” sald Hilllard, grimly. “T'll
need it, Bat don't be afrald to send
Rufus your honest opinlon—will yon?"

“No—anid I send It to you, too.
That's only falr. . . . I'd better be
starting.”

They shook hands agnin across the
wheel,

“You're a good sport, Armstrong
.+ « don't think I've got any resent-
ment left . . . except a bit that I can't
quite swallow on short notice. . . ."

“1 know. But you don't need to
worry, old man. Your future's bright
enough—as I hope to wire Rufus about
Satarday.”

Too late, Hilllard perceived that
they were talking at cross-purposes—
Armstrong wnas evidently thinking
ahont the mime. But there was time
donly for a last gesture of farewell;
and Armstrong had disappeared In the
depths of the trainshed. Armstrong
. . . the victor, and the Inquisitioner
« +« « Was on the rond to Butte!

L ] L [ ] L] L] L] L ]

Work, hard work, the panacea and
the sflvation of those who are sore
distressed, even this cheapest relief
was denfed Hilliard, He was left alone
with his problem, wrestling with It
once more in the black darkness of de-
spondency, and knowing neither a
means of simplifying It, nor a coun-
selor to whom he conld turn for aid,

e coneceded that there was only one
thing ©r hm (o do, and he Intended to
do 11, bt he was harassed because he
had &0 pmch time to think about It
Not sinee the first slekening shock of
Harmon's revelation had he doubted
his own purpose; it was merely the

nehinery of it whieh perplexed him,

Wis

nhout this other

Hig confidence In himsell gradually
retnrned © he was abnormally ealm and
Adotormimed ; he had no more iden of
resisting his impulses thnn he would
finve had, in Flanders, of disobeying
his arders. The thing was there to he
done, and he, regardless of hig own fu-

ture, was there to do it

Overnight, he had occupled himself
with smne elamentary accounting.

With Harmon's check, his outstand.
ing balance for expenszes, and what
money he could raise by selllng his
ronubout end a few personal posses.
stons, he had on hand a matter of
plnety-mx hnndred dollars; Syracuse
hod entwrusted him with sisty-two thouo-
sund, Yo compromise pro rata with
his ereditors—this was apparently his
only resource, and yet how InsufMelent
a repnration it wasa! He knew that It
had been his duty to Investigate the
Montana property before he began to
explott ®t; be knew that his self-intro-
duction to Byracuse had been blatant-
ly Inexcwmable, and that not even the
fact that ke hnd been earried away by
the drmrun of i could ever be excused.
His intriente fabric of deception, now
thnt he fuspectad [t from this different
viewpoint, wuas Aimsy—shoddy, He
cotild be troaced—If anyoue cared to
spend the time, and the energy, If
Armutremyr—aor Rufws Warlng—eared
fpend b, for examgie 0f course,

bo
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there was nlways the refuge of flight,
but In Flanders, men learn not to de

sert their posts, and Hilliard had
legrned that lesson among the first,
Loyulty to the cause of fighting hadl

grown automatie; flight was simply 1o
concelvable to him,

Yes, he could gather his resources
and place them, together with himseir,
In the hands of hig subsceribers, and
thelr vengeance would be twofold;
onee fon thelr loss out of pocket, once
for the loss out of falth. He had de
servedd no lenlency, anid he expected
none t ns for those who, withont
the finanelal entanglement, hond  re-
gpected him, and honored him, as for
Carol Durant and Angeln . . .

Well, ns for Carol, he was nt lenst
refleved of the terrific mental convul-
slon which would surely have fallen
upon him If e had hnd reason to be-
lieve that she loved him. As It was,
her shock at his disaster would be
tempered by Armstrong’s sane philoso.
phy; at most, she would lose In Hil-
linard a friend of only a few months—n
man &he hnd wanted to retaln ns a
friend, but—by her own admission—aps
that, and no more. This wns a conso-
latlon - trifling and fraglle, to
bhe sure, but something saved out of
the wreck.

A8 to Armstrong—Hilliard, marvel-
Ing somewhat at his own tolerance,
wished him Joy. Armstrong was fine

and clean and manly; he had well
merited his victory, As to Mr, Cullen
—HiHard was torn with regret, bhot

after all, Cullen’s gullibility was what
had mode the eampaign so childishly
simple. As to Angela . . who had
really loved him

“Oh, the poor little Kid!"™ sald FI-
lHard softly. “The poor little kid.
And perhaps he had never
Clarol Durant so much as when, at ten
o'clock that sunny morning, he went
up the steps of Angela’s house to de-
stroy a lttle girl's regard for him be-
fore it could be destroyed by others.

On the doorstep, he found strength
in the memory of poor Pierre Dutout.
In a way, Hilllurd felt that. he, too,
wnas giving up his lfe ns Dutout had
glven his . . . with a smile for the
fate, and a blessing for the future, Be-
cause he was afraid, unnervedly afrald,
that Angela, after all, was In love with
him—and when he put a stop to that,
it was the beginning of the end,

.

Toved

CHAPTER XII.

As he erossed the threshold of the
long, overdecorated drawlng-room, he
knew Intultively that he had blun-
dered npon a ellmax. This he sensed
from the attltude of the three who
turned toward him ns he entered—
sensed It before he saw what was In
thelr eyaes. The atmhsphere
was vibrant, a8 thongh from sonund
waves which had passed bevond, and
vet left traces of the swell behind
them, The room was silent; but of a
sllence more confounding than a deaf-
ening turmoll,

Hilllard. standing on the threshold.
was himself the center of this atmos.
phere; he felt it partly because his
mood was so flexible and partly be-
canse the three who faced him had
simultaneously thrown their fixed at-
tention on him, thrown it directly and
challengingly, Including him In the
finnle of the elimasx, while they stood
motlonleas as statues. e looked at
Warlng, whose expression was defen.
sively acute; he looked at Angela,
flushed, palpitant, and excited; he
Inoked nt Mr, Cullen, tight-lUpped and

frowning:; and Hillinrd c¢nught his
breath, as a swimmer who launches
himself to a high dive, and walked

composedly Into the drawlng-room,

“T hope,' he sald gravely, "I'm not
Intruding. Am I

The trio was galvanized into action
Cullen falrly leaped ot him, “Hilllard "
he sald, “thank the Lord! You're the
very man we want!"

Hilllard smiled stralght into Cullen's
eyes,

“That's why I'm here,” he sald,

Waring lnughed loudly—too londly;
find the lnugh stopped short, for Cul-
len was towering over him—Cullen
binzing with Indignant wrath, and with
a hand resting on Hilllard's shonlder

“Now gn on,"” sald Cullen command-
Ingly. “We don't want any under-
handed work around here, Iufus, ['ve
told you that once already. Go on!
gay It to his face! You're ronversa-
tional enough behind his back-—say It
to his face! Either you tell him or |
wil ™

The boy wiped hiu forehead.
of swent stood out on It

“Mr, Oullen it
it Isn't falr . . ™

“Falr!" Angela's soprano had riser
to a half-acream, “Tufe Warlng, aft
what you've been saying, you talk about
helng fuir! Why If you-

“Huosh! Angela!” Her (ather's ad:
monition was peremptory enough to
quell her (nxtantly. MHe wheeled back
te Waring. "We're gelag to get al the

Beads

Isn't

bottom of this =oconer or Iater—and
the sooner the better, 'm walting for
you to repeat what you Just told s,
Rufus.™

There were tenrs of anger In the
lnw student’'s eves—of anger and of
impotence. He gave Angeln a look of
superh digsdaln, shrugged his shoulders,

“Well, that setties that!™ he sald,
and ns Angeln gave a gonsp of under-
standing, aud turned angrily white, he
laughed metallieally.

Cullen moved nearer to him.

“Are you going to speak up or not?
Becnuse If you aren't . . "

Waring folded his m‘mu but he
still falled of the pose he planned, be-
conuse his eyves and his muscles were
traltor to him.

“No, I'm not! Not until I'm ready
to! I'm not afrald of the whole crowd
of you! I'm not going to be bullied
and bulldozed Into—" He attempted
to brush past Cuollen, the older man
cnught him by the arm. “Take your
hands off me!"

“You stay where you are!"
Cullen. *“Until you can—"

“If you Iny your hands on me once
more, Me, Cullen, 111 don't you
forget I know what this means! 1'1
have you=—"

“Oh, vour lnw!" Cullen snorted It
contemptuonsly.  “"For God's  soke,
don’t snivel about it stand up
and take It ltke a man, If you've got
any manhood In you! For o law stu-
dent you're ., . . well, don't try to
run awany from It, then. Are
you golng to tell him,

The answer was deluyed; Cullen
swing around to Hiltiurd., *“Then 'l
tell you myself. Know what this boy's
heen saying about you? Coming up to
1€ when you're not here, and teying to
knife you when you're not looking?"

Hilliard, who had been standing
pamilyzed, found volce,

stormedd

or am 17"

“Why, T ean gness,” he sald, enrlous-
Iy ealm.  “And don't be harsh with
him, Mr. Cullen. As a matter of
fact—"

Angeln had sprung between them;
Hillard saw that her cheeks were tear-
stnined,

“It's nothing
erled vehemently,
things about vou!
Ing things about yon'!

“Angela!™  Cullen  almost  falrly
shouted i, “I tell yon, thig I8 my
house, and T won't have any more of
this infernnl nongense In it!  Hear
me? I've had all the nongense I'm go-
Ing to stand from anybody! Rufus,
you stay right there! Angela, yon
keep quiet!” He turned to Hilliard.
“If you'd come in n half minute soon-
er, you'd have heard this young whip-
per-snapper trying to make you out a
swindler! Trying to class you with
fuoke promoters and mining sharks!
look at him! Look at him! I want to
Yes— that's what he did! Youl! And
tell you, Hilllard, it'll take more than

but jenlousy!™ she
“He's sald horrible

He's alwiys sny-
He sald—"

his say-80 to start anything around
here! Don't you open your month,
Rufus you had your chance

and you wouldn't take 1t! And I want
to tell you right here and right now—"

“Walt o minute.,” Hilllard was
dendly quiet; the only quiet member
of the quartette, “There’'s no use in
telling all the nelighhors just yet," He
regarded Waring kindly. “Do yon mind
repeating precisely what you d1d say.
Rufus? Don't you think I'm entitled
to that much

The boy flushed ngonizedly; he was
the anecuser, and yet he couldn't meet
Hilllard's eyes. It wasn't gullt; It was
mere Intellectun! Inferiority; and yet
it gave exactly the opposite Impres-
slon,

“Well," he sald desperately, “1 know
hearsay evidence Is no good, so I got It
first hand—in your own room In the
Onondaga, didn't 1?7 You won't deny
that, will you? I didn't just plek up
Didn't 1

rumors—I got it from you,

“It's Nothing but Jealousy! He's Said
Horrible Things About You!"

go there and ask you questions, and
Adn't you give me the data? Show me
Agures and everything? And 1 told
Mr. Cullen the very next day, It didn't
look good to me His volee roge
stridently. “AMN right, I'll say to him,
and I'll say It to you, und I'll gay it to
nnybocy that'll listen to me! It didn't
look good to me then, and It doesn't
now. I told him you acted durned
funny ahout It, And Just now 1've hieen
telting him I don't helleve It's stralght
You're too bMuamed sketchy ahout It
nnd it's got all the enrmurks of o bhumn
promotion! There Cullen !
The omission of the prefix to the fa
ther of his ldo]l was the worst Insult
he could concelve,

(uillen’s hand was sulll oo Willard's

ghoulder and 1t was Hilllaed whom he
nddressed, explosively, and with that
purticutar sort of muMed fury which
riges hest from a get of clroumstances
Dot thoroughly understood,

“Whont this s all sabhout
me!  Only, If this law minnow has
Eone as far ns this . . . Wea've got to
got ot the bottom of It . . . You know
that ns well as I do. Hilllard, natural
I¥. The boy's ns wild ns a hawk.
Henven knows how far he'd go out-
slde, This has got to be cleared up!
We've got to pound some sense Into

Is In'_\'i‘hl‘

him, We="
Hillinrd was smiling vacuously ; now
that the blow had actually fallen, and

the complaint offcially lodged, he felt
deliclously relaxed, content.  Before
he could contrive n reply Waring was
strident agnin,

"Yes" The student’s volee wax thin
with acerbity. “Yes, you think you're
pretty smart—all of you, Don't you?
1 comwe In here to do you a kindness
that anybody else. it seems to me
wotld take as a favor, and you and
Angela Jump all over me—why doesn't
he deny It?Y That's what 1 want
know! Why doesn't he say some
thing?"

Cullen looked nt Hiiard and made
n swift dedunction, nnd spoke it,

“He's walting for the rest of 8. Co
you're only half through the yaren
you told us”

“*Oh,

CONFN L

nn
very well™  Warlng gnthered
“Nou ¢un have all you want
—muoyhe more than you want. You'd
have hind It gooner if you hadn’t start.
@l yelling at me, I know what I'm
miking anbout; yon people don’t seem
to redlizge 'm In the law! 1 don't go
off hinlfcocked. T wrote to n lnw firm
In' Butte, Montann, that's what 1 did, 1
found out what was the biggest firm
there, and T wrote "o o letter, They
answered 1t too, T got my information
right from the ground. IT've got a let-
ter that snys—"

Cullen swayed forward, his hand
oitstretched, palm-upward, In o direct
chnllenge of Waring's truthfulness,

“Where is 1t

The boy withdrew a step and stnm-
mered: *I left it home."

“Oh, you did}" Cullen’s lnugh was
stinging, “That's llkely "
“Yes, that's exactly what 1 did!

Think 1I'd bring an originnl letter out
of my oftice—let It out of my hands
until it's thme to make It of record?
Not on youy Hfe! I've got it all right,
H says the Sllverbow Minlhg eorpora-
tlon owns some acrenge, fust enough,
but there l&n't o mine on It—"

Cullen vented his abandon of rage
on the empty nle.

“Well, who In
there wos?"

“Why . .. didn't you?" The apneal
was to Hillard ; and It was made in a
tone of astonlshment which would
hove been ludicrous If there hado't
been trugedy behind it

“No» Hilllard shook hls  head,
“You ean't accuse me of that, at least,

. The only mine we ever mentioned
was one In prospect. I nlways gald [t
wns a prospect, with an old shaft on
it I, didn't I? And so it Is! But an
old shaft Isn't a producing mine, nec-
essarily. And—plense let him finish,
Mr, Cullen!"

“Well , .. " The hoy hiad twin disks
of hectle flame in his cheeks. “That's
only n detall, anyway . . . they sald
it was . undeveloped . . . they
suld the shaft had been abandoned
more than two yenrs ago, becnuse It
wasn't worth much of anything—"

Cullen’s hands were closing nnd un-
closing apoplecticnlly,

“For Heaven's sake, who ever sald
It wasn't! two years ago! We all
know that! Glve us some news
young man, glve us some news!"

Warlng was breathing hard, and his
interest had switched to Angela, who
stood adamant. Indeed, he was sud-
denly transformed to the status of a
suppllant rather than that of a prose-
cuting witness,

“Well , , ., they sald 1t was offerad
« + « two yeurs ugo . . . to anybody
who'd take It . . . for ten thousand
dollars . . . and nobody'd take it as o
SEG .

“Oh, good Lord!"
to bursting. “Doesn't the fool know
what a prospect 18?7 Hnasn't he seen
the reports? And still he—

“And . . . and the land next to It
was , , . had a mine on It, the XLN(
mine, that's in pretty falr shope, but
that didn't signify anvthing. . . " He
pausged for & moment. “And there
hasn't been any work done on It, to
speak of, for two years. , . . And the
corporation report 1 got shows that n
fellow named Martin Flarmon's the
president of it, and Harmon's n cheap

the devll ever sald

Cullen wns near

Wall street man in New York, The
Butte people don’t consider him re
Hable, And I've written to him four
times—and he won't wnswer."”
“Ah " sald FHNnred, startled,
“Well? Cullen repeated hls chnl-
lenge,

“I'int's all." He gozed beseschingly
at Angeln, who sniffed and turned her
head away.

SALL Cullen breathed stertorous-
Iy¥. “And with a flmsy lot of rot lke
that you've got the uninitiguted gall to
wtart a slanderous story ke this
whout Henry Hilllard !l You've got the
nerve to-—"

“T'he astonishing part of IL" inter
pased Hned, with coolness which s
tonlghed even himself, “I8 that every
single ftem of It s true! Don't blmne
him, Mr. Cullen, It's true—every
waord."

Cullen shook hlmselfr,"

“Of course It's true!
you've told va yourself,

Isn't It what
in &8 different

wiy ! It's the telllng of It that
counts 1™

“Now listen to me a moment!™ Hi
Hard wae tmpassively serious: the wuy

o the denousient wius openlog clear
hwfore him. He need only offer him
self for Judgment, aund the future
would take care of liself. “My purpose

In coming ap here this alflernoon wae

to talk to you nbout this same prop
erty, Mr. Calten, | 1 hindl somee
rather lmportant things to tell you

nhout It, But in view of this new at.
thude of Waring's, I'm golng to act
differently, This won't stop here, and
I prefer o have somebody look Into it
before it's any worse, I'm going to put
myself in your hands, Rufus and An-
geln, 1 want you both to witness this,

Mr. Cullen, I'm going to give
you a cheek for elght thousand dol-
Inrs; It's my whole balance at the

I'll need to live on for a few days, I'm
golng to turn over to you twenty thou-
sund shares In the Sllverbow Mining
corporation to keop for me—it's my
own personal holding, I'm going to
tarn over to you my contract with the
mining corporation, which ealls far the
delivery of all the rest of the corpornte
stock on payment of o hundred and
twenty  thousand dollars, of which
we've alrendy pold sixty-two. 1'll give
you the corporation’s receipt to me for
that amount.

“It's True—Every Word."

of honor not to step foot ountslde of the
clty of SByracuse, nor to be for one
single hour out of your reach until

tlon from beginning to end., I Insist
that  you make that Investigation,
That's on econditlon that Rufus wnu't
mention thls again, elther hiere or nny-
where else, until he's collected ths
facts! And I'll tell you right now |
Rufus hns given you the truth!"

“My dear man!" Cullen's tone wns |
concilinting,. “"We know all that!
We've gone Into this with our eyves |
open, We're not buylng a productive
mine; we're buying n good prospect.”™

“Since T snw you last,” Hillinrd's
volee broke, “I've resson to fear that
It fan't as good as we hoped.”

“There!™ Waring wns

Jublinnt,

18?7 Besides—" He sent a flash of
scorn to Warlng, “I don't care who
knows where T stand on this deal or
any other, T don't bhuy properties; I
buek men, I'm banking on you, Hil-
Hard, I'm putting my money back of
you, I'm counting on you to mnke
good—If that Montana thing falls
down cold, T know you'd make It right
with me—Iif I'd let you, But I wouldn't.
When I'm gold, I'm sold for keeps, and
I'm sold on you. I'm taking the risk
Just as you are, 8o ., ,

“Thank you."
tion wus In the nature of a stiff bow,
“I'm afrald you're exnggernting a 1t
tle, thongh., . ., M

“Not one syllable!"

Hilliard was patently grateful,

“At any rate, I'm golng to do as )
snld you'll keep those things

curlty, or evidence of good falth,
whatever you want to eall 17"

“Nonsense! For a finreup ke thig?
Ridienlons 1"

“But 1 Instst,” sald Hdard,
I want you to mnke an lnvestigntion—
n thorough one He samlled grimly;
Diecky Morgnn was safe forevar, *1
know In ndvance what you'll find."”

“So do 1. Oh,
feel,
I supposie Tl have
trustee for you-
you want It,

or

well, T know how you

fo net ns n sort of

It"s tommyrot,

I won't refuse, BSBond me

where It'1l be sunfe.
" Phey

And Rufus here
turnod together to the law
student, who was defluntly abject
“"Rufus, we're golng to glve yon every
chance in the world to back up what
yvou've snild, but
prused significantly.

“You let me do the Investignting,”
snld Worlng doggedly, “I'll get at the
foundation for yon"

“Do It, and weleome 1™
Hilllard, Pl tnke Armstrong’s report
It you will—or you cun go just ns
much further ns you lke"

Cullen had detected Warlng's start
of astonishment nond chagrin, and his
Interest qulckened at the by play.

“What's Juck Armstrong got to do
with "

('TO BE CONTINUIKD.)

Imparting Information.
Partlett had heard hils parents spall
of their A0 upon
lenrning his first fgw words he greets

mimst conversntions,

“Daddy, we're golug to IL A, T, (ple
ture show)."

Hilllard's apprecia- |

n8 n favor to me, won't you? As e |

Trust nnd Deposit company, less what |

LIFT OFF CORNS!

Freezone is magicl Corns lift off

with fingers without pain

And I give yon my word
1

T &ﬁ:j uwn)]r

il

Murt?
a little Freezone on that touchy corn,
Instantly It stops anching, then you lift

No, not one bit! Just drop

that bothersome corn right off,
magle!l Costs only a few cents,

Try Freczone! Your druggist sells
a tiny bottle, sufliclent to rid your feet
of every hard corn, soft corn, or corn
between the toes, and calluses, without
one particle of paln, soreness or Irrl«
tation, « Freezone s the mysteriouns
ether discovery of a Cinelnnatl genius,

Yos,

I ‘_Ad'o

Out of Luck,
return  from
into

Upon my
afternoon [ ran

calling one
my mother's

| My slster opened the door for me, and

without looking Into the living room,

1 blurted out: "Gee, 1 had the best
Juck! Four of them were not at
home!" When I went In there =at

the four playlng eards with my moth-
er, My embarrassing moment has Inst-

| ed ever since that day.~Chleago Trib-

une,

WHY DRUGGISTS RECOMMEND
SWAMP-R0OT

For many years druggists have watched

| with much interest the remarkable record

maintained by Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root,
the great kidney, liver and bladder medi-
cine.

] It is & physician’s prescription.

| Bwamp-Root is a strengthening medi-

you've Investigated the whole proposl- |

cine. It helps the kidneys, liver and blad.
der do the work nature intended they
should do.

| ﬁwlmp-ﬂoot has stood the test of years,

“Listen to that, now! What did 1 tell
you?"

“We went Into it with our eyes
open,” sald Cullen, after a panse.
“You told us from the very first It
wasn't an  absolute Nhrlmmy-—unodl
Lord, what business proposition ever |

It is sold g all druggists on it merit
| and it should help you. No other kidney

medicine has so many friends.

Be sure to get Swamp-Root and atart
treatment at once,

However, if you wish first to test this
reat preparation send ten cents to Dr.
giihne.r & Co., Binghamton, N, Y., for a
sample bottle. s When writing be sure and
| mention thll paper.—Adv.

Mere Talk.

“Where did you say the Blitherbys
were plunning to spend the summer?
“With relatives In the country."”

“Itut I thought—"

“Regardless of the fact that thele
breczy conversation with friends and
nequalntances would lend you to think
that the largest hotel at Ameriea’s
most fashionnble resort would soon
house them,"—Blrmingham Ageﬁer-
nld.

ALLEN'S FOOT.EASE DOES IT,

When your ahoes pinch or your corns and

| bunions ache so that you are tired all over,

| Tondar feetl
| during ths war.

I “Where are

ot Allen's Foot= Hase, the antiseptic pows-

or to be wshaken Into the shoes and
sprinkied In the foot-bath, It will taks the
ating out of corns and bunions and give in=-

stant rellef to Hmarting, Aching, Bwaollan,

1,600,000 pounds of powder for
the fest wara used by our Army and Navy
Hold everywhers.—Adv,

Safety First.

The ex-buck found the menu card
at the fashlonable restaurant almost
a8 baffling ans some he'd perused In
France, Finally he summoned &
“"“‘!fr
pork and beans oun
here?' he nsked.

The walter Indlieated,

“Well,” sald the relleved patron,
“bring me everything above and be-

"And |

|
|
|
|

If voun want to he \\Inih'\l.‘n.«l|wl,[
but If |

the stuff nnd 'l put It away for you

If you can't—" Ha!

This from |

ol his father that evening Wllhll

low that Hoe'—Ameriean Leglon
Weekly.

ASPIRIN

Name “Bayer” on Genuine

“Bayer Tublets of Aspirin® (8 genn
fue Aspirin proved safe by milllons
and preseribed by physiclang for over
twenty yenrs. Accept only an mibroken
“Bayer package” which contalns proper
directions to relleve Headnche, Tooth
ache, Barnche, Neuralgia, Rheumnatism,
Colds and Paln,  Handy tin boxes of 12
tublets cost few conts, Druggists also
mell Inrger “Bayver packages,” Aspivin
I8 trade mark Bayer Manufacture Mons
L oncetlicacldester of Salleylicaeld —Ady,

Still With One,
“IHoave you got rid of that run-down
| fecling yet?" “Not while I'm dodging
the nutomabiles,"

Use
UN ight

w Morning «
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