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By PETER B. KYNE

Webster=Man’s Man

Author of “Cappy Ricks,” “The Valley of the Giants,” Etc.

Copyright by Peter B, Kyne,

DON JUAN.

| John Mtuart Webdter, mining en-
gineer, bonrda o train In Death
Valley, Callfornin, on his way back

———r

to oivilleation after cleaning up
$10.000, He looks Hke n hotio, Then
ha rescuces i distressed lndy, who
makes Nhis heart flop over He
allminiates the offending man. She

In Denver ha s
£206,000-n-year Job by a
friend, BEdward J, Je-

ia Dalores Ruey
| offered n
capltaliat

rome. He recelvea a delayved letter
from his own particular pal, Bllly
Oeary, asking him to finance a

gold-mining proposition in Ceutral

Ameriea and go fifty-fifty with
him on the profits. So he siarts
for Sobrante. Jerome goes with

John to the depot, They meet the
distreased lady on her way to the
same train, John teils Jeromo thyq
whols story. Jerome mecretly sees
the girl, offering her §10000 it ahe
Induces John to take his Job Inside
of ninety days. The girl acceptas
The acens now shifts to Buenaven-
tura, Sobrante. where Geary has
exiated for two months on credit
extended by Mother Jones, Keeper
of a hotel and dramshop. Dolorea
cables Henrlettan Wilkins (Mother
Jenks) that she la on her way to
vislt her. Mother Jenks ling been
educating Dolores, who I8 the
daughter of former President Ruey
of Sobrante, deposed and executed
by Fresldent Sarros. Mother Jenks
doesn’'t want Dolores to find aut
she Is no longer respectable. So
Bllly meet2 the steamer and tries
to turn the girl back. But Dolores
Iundsn and salutes Mother Jenks as

“Mothen™ PBilly promptly falls in
love with Dolores. Webster In
New Orleans secures a stateroom
on La Estrellita by buying a ticket
for & mythleal wvalet, “Andrew
Bowers."” In New Orleans Wabster
sAves a young man from assissi-
nation On the steamer he findg

the mythical valet In his stateraom

He wnaccepts “Howers” on  trust
without learning his ldentity At
Buenaventura he asgists the “valet”
to land He finds Blly
with Dolores, and llke the good
scout he s bids farewell to his ro
manes, Dolores astontehes him.
He makex his will

o ole

CHAPTER X-—Continued.
-

“Quite right. Few women have @

sense of sportsmanship. You stand a
very good chance of becoming a mil-
Honaire 11 Sobrante, but you must he-
ware of a dark man who has crossed
your path—"

“Which one?” Webhster queried
mirthfully, *“All coons look alike to
me—Greasers #lso,"

“Mere patter of our professlon,

Mr.

Wehster," she admitted, “tossed in to
bulld up the mystery element nnd
simulate wisdom. Fortune awalted

you In the Unlted States, but yon put

it behind you, nt the ecall of friend-
ship, for o forfune In Sobrante, Now
you have reconsidered that foolish
action und at this moment you are

contemplating =ending a
toa fat old man who
wiiks, recalling your
accept a certain

business nature, However, you are
too late, The fot old man with the
waddle has made other arrangements,
and If you want to make money, you'll
remaln In Sobrante, I think that Is

cablegram
winddles when he
deeision not to
propositlon of a

all, Mr. Wehster,”

.

He was gizing at her with an ex-
pression composed of equal parts of
awe, amazement, consternation, adora-

tion, and blank stupldity,
“Well" she queried innocently,
' quote Rllly's
put it over?”
“You dld very well for an amateur,
but I'm =&

“to

collognial style: did 1

doubidng Thomas., Ahout

|""

“Did |

Put It Over?

this fat old man who waddles when
he walks: a really topnoteh palmist
oould tell me his name"

"Well, I'm only an amateur,
I thiok I might, to quote Blily again
make a =tnh nt i, Do you care to
bet me nbioui ten dollurs | eannot glive
you the fat party's initinls—all three
of them 1"

Fie cugad »

but wtill

Lo owlishly, Rho wes

the most perfectly amnzing girl he
had ever met; he was certain she
would win the ten dollars from him,

but then It was worth ten dollars to
know for a certainty whether she wus
perfect or possessed of a slight flaw;
g0 he silently drew forth a wallet that
would have choked a cow and skinned
off a ten-dollar gold certificate of the
United Stntes of America,

“I'm pame" he mumbled,

“The fat gentleman's Initinls are K.
O

“By the
Simon—"

“Don't blaspheme, Mr. Webster,"

He stood up and shook lLiimself,
“When you order the fea,” he said
very distinetly, “please have mine
cold. I need a bracer after that, Take
the ten. You've won It."

“Thanks, ever so much,” she an-
swered o a matter-of-fact tone, and
tucked the bill Inside her shirtwailst
“I am @ very poor woman, and—
‘Every little bit andded to what you've
got makes Just a lttle bit more,'" she
caroled, swaying her lithe, beautiful
body and snapping her flngers like a
cabaret dancer,

He could have groaned with the
futility of his overwhelming desire for
her; It even oceurred te him what a
shame It was to waste a marvel ke
her on a callow young pup like Billy,

twelve apostles, Peter,

who had fought so many deadly skirm-"

ishes with Dan Cupld that a post-
Impressionistie painting of the Geary
heart must resemble a placushion,
Then he remembered that this was 4n
ungenerous, a tealtorous thought, and
that he had not pald the lady her fee

“Well, what's the tarifT?" he asked,

“You really feel that I have earned
a0 irt‘l‘fo“-ﬁnh:ll‘r- fee?"

“Beyond a doubr.”

“Slnce you have taken
from me this evening, 1
you take DBllly's plnee
After dinner you shall
victoria with two Jittle
and drive me aMund
There I8 n bhand concert to-night,”

“If it's the Inst aect of my wicked
Hfe!" he promised fervently., Strange
to relate, In that eestatic momen! oo
thought of Billy Geary marred the per-
fect serenity of what promised to be
the most perfectly serene night In his-
tory,

- - L] - L L] -

They were sented at the tiny tea
table when the sound of feet erunch-
ing the little shell-paved path through
the patlo eaused Webster and Dolores
o turn thelr heads  simultaneonsly,
Coming townrd them wis an individ
nal who wore npon 4 head of faming
redd A& disreputable, conienl-crowned
straw  sombrero; a  solled cotton
camlsn with the talls flowing free of
his equally golled khakl trousers, and
sandals of the kind known as alpar-
gates—made from the tough filre of n
plant of the cagins family and worn
only by the very lowliest peons—com-
pleted hils singular attire,

“One of Billy's friends and another
reason why he has no soecial standing,™
Dotores whispered. *1 belleve he's go-
Ing to speak to us.”

Billy away
shall make
this evenlog.
hire an  open
white horses
the Malecon.

sSuch evidently appeared to be the
man's Intention. He ecame to the
edge of the vernndn, swept his ruin

of a hat from his red head and bowed
with Castillan expansiveness,

“Yer |larllun, Miss, for appearin’ be-
fore you,"

She smiled her forgiveness to what
Webster now percelved to be an
aleoholic wreek. He was about teo
dlsmiss the fellow with scant cere
mony, when Dolores, with that rieh
sense  of almost masculine humor—
n humor that was distinctly American
-sinld sweetly:

“Mr, Webhster, shake kands with Don
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I plucked a few
monstache—one

add insult to Injary,
haiks from %is eat's
halr per ench plock.”

“I'l a notlon ye did somethin' to
him, sor. Now, thin, lHsten to me:
I'm not much to look at, but 'm white,
'm an attashay, as ye might say, av
Ignatz Leber—him that do have the
import an’ cxport hovse at the Ind
ay the Calle San Rozarla, forninst the
by, Algo he do have charrge av the
.-ulnh‘!!iw_ ant whin I'm sober enough,
1 delffer eablegrnms for Leber, Now,
then, ye'll recall we had a bit av a
shower to«lny at noon?"

Polores and Webster nodded, Don
Juan, nfter glancing cantiously around,
lowered his volee and continued: *1
wns dellverin' a cablegrum for Leber,
an’ me course took me past the palace
gnte—which, be the same token, lu
sinthry-boxes both Inside an' out, \\:Sﬁ
on each side av the gate. The sinthry
wis hot visible as 1 came along, an’
what wit' the shower comin' asg sud-
dipt as that, an" me wit' o wardrobe
that's not 8o extinsive 1 can afford o
get It wet, 1 shtepped into wan av the
outside sintry-boxes till  the rain
should be over, an' what wit' a dhrink
av agunardliente 1'd took to brace me
for the thrip, an’ the mimory av auld
times, I fell asleep,

“Dear knows how long I sat there
napping; all I know s that 1 wns
awukened by the sound av three men
tnlkin, at the gate, an' divil a worrd
dld they say but what 1 heard, They
were talkin' In Spanish, but I un
thershtood thim well enough. ‘He's at
the Hotel Mateo,! says wan voleo, 'an’
his name Is Wehster—Jawn Webster,
He's an Amerlean, an' a blg, suvage
lookin' lad at that, so take me advice

an’ be careful. Do ye two lkeep an
eve on him wherever he goes, an' if
he should shitep out at nlght an® wan-

dher t'rough a dark shireet, do ye two
that he's put where he'll not
interfere again in Don Felipe's affalrs,
No damn' gringo'—beggin' yer par-
don, Miss—can Intherfere in  the
wurrk av the indlligines buragu ot &
time like this, In addftion to msultin’
our honored chlef, wit'ont the neeess
slty av eein' measured for a cofling'
"SIt general,’ says another lnd, an
Ta be sure, mi general,” says o thired,
an' wit' that the ginera), bad cess to
him, wint back to the palace an' the
other two walked on up the calle an’
awny from the sinthry-box."”

soe Lo |

“Md you come out and follow
them " Webster demnnded bri=kly,
“Falth, I did., Wan av them I8

Franeisco Arredondo, a young cuavalry
lootinint, an’ the other wan is Captaln

Jogse Benevides, him that do be the
best plstol-shot an' swordsman lo the
splggoty army."

“What kind of looking man is this
Benevides, my friend ¥

YA tall, thin young mnn, wit' a
dude’s moustache an’ a dimmond ring
on his right hand, He do be whiter
nor most, Have a eare woulil ve meot
him around the city an® et him plek
a fight wit' ye. An' have a care, sor,

would ye go out n nlght.”

“Thank you, Don Juan, You're the
soul of kindness, What else do you
know "

“Well,” Don Juan replied with a
nalve grin, “1 did know somethin® else,
but shure, Misther Geary advised me
to forget It. 1 was wit' him in the
lnunch last nlght.”

Webster stepped out of the veranda
and Inld a friendly hand on Don Juan
Cafetero's shoulder, “Don Juan,” he
sald gently, “I'm going back to the
Unlted States very soon. Would you

uny

like to come with me?"

Pon Juan's witery eves grew 8
shade miatier, If possible, He shook
his head,  “Whin I'm dbhrunk here,
sor," he replied, “no wan pryvs nny at-
tintion to me, but In Americn they'd
give me ten '1"'."'" In . the hoosegaow
wanst a week, Thank yvou, sor, but 'l
shtny here I the Nnlsh”

He knew the strength of the De
mon and hnd lobng sinee consed 1o Haht

ohla renrguard acthon Woeliste
put a buod under the stuhby chin oo
Hited Don Juan's head sharply, “Hao

your head ™ ligr commnpded

»the flest of your breed 1 over

Vo would admit he was whilpped

Hury ve dollars for you-nHve ol

livrs gald Padee It oW retorn with th

plisce Intact to-morrow tnoridne o
Junn Cafotero

Don Junn  Cafeters's  wondering

glance mot Webster's direetly, wavered
| mought the ground, but at a lerk obn
hi chin CATI hauck anil st yed
Thus for at least ten seconds they
gazed ot ench other; then Webster
ipoke. “Thank you,” he sald

Junn Cafetero, bon vivant and wmon
about town, Don Juun, permit me to
present Mr. Webster, from somewherse
In the Unpited States, Mr. Webster 1s
a minilng partner of our mutunl friend
Mr. Willla P Ly N

A loug, sad deseent Into the 1Pt had,
however, {mbued Don Juan with a
seuse of hls degradation; he was In
the PrEst ool 0 Bupwrior, un [T Ll
ROOW ldal o] Lhe (2 voddised jor withi
Pespectiul inclinntla. of s hegd.

Tis you Uve callm (o gee, Misther
Webster, sor.” e o3 Ulalned

“Yery well, olfA-tinie: Jlu what way
can I bé of service to you?"

“"Tis the other way arovund, sor, If
ye plaze, an’ Tor that same there's no
charrge, secin' ye're the pariner, uv
that tine, klod gioteman, Misther
Geary, bHd ye, whilst In New Orlenns,
have d'alings wit" a shart, shtout
splggoty wil’ a puckered scur undhber |
his right eye?"

John Stuart Webster suddenly sat
up straight and gazed upon the lost
son of Krin with greve luterost, “Yea™
he replied, I sewn to recall such a
man,"

“*T'is pone av me business, sor; but
would ye mind tellin® me just what ye

did to thut splggoty

“Why, to hegin. last Sunday mom
Ing I Interrupted this pucker-eyed fel-
tow and a popreyed friend of his while |
enguevd In an aliemp! (o assussinite o
white, hmolfensive strung I'h fis
lowing dny. ! Fungplank of 1he
sieminel, wWe toe! pgguin; he poked his
nose nto my business, 80 1 sgueescd
his nuse until be cred; right Lwlore

everylaody 1 did 1, Uwon duan, ang te

“Me name 18 John J. Cafferty.” the

lost one quavered
“INound  one for Calferty,” Waobster
lwughed, “Gond-bye pow, pnt!l nine

to-morrow. 'l expect yoo here,
without fall” And he took the

Jnhll.
dere-

let's hand and wrung If heartily
"Well,” Wehster remarked  homor-
ously to Dolores as he held out his

rup for more ten, “if I'm not the opl-
gloal Tumble Tom, 1 hope | may never
see the hack of my neck”
“Do you atinch any fmportance to
v Junn's story?" she  asked uanx
e
Yes, hut not so moeh ae Don Junn
vf. | greatly fear 1 have manngoed
to snarl myself up In & Sahrantean

petitten! Intrigue, when | huven't the

slightest mtervst elther way, How-
ever, that's only one more reason why
I should finish my work here and get
back to Denver™

“But how did an
Webstes 1"

“Lik ghooting Nsh In a dry lake,
Miss Ruey,” Webster replied, and re-
Iated to her in detall the story of his
adventure with the Sobrantean  as-
sassins In Jackson square and his sub-
sequent meeting with Andrew Bowers
aboar! La Estrellita,

Dolores Inughed long and heartlly ns
Wehstor finished his humorots recital,
“Billy told me God only made one
Jack Webster and then destroyed the
mold ; | belleve Billy s right, at do
tell me  what beenme of this extra-
ordinnry and unbidden guest.™

“The night the steamer areived (n
port, lilly and Don Juan came out in

this happen, Mr.

a lavnch to say ‘'Hello,” so [ selzed
upon he opportunity to tell Andrew
to Junip overboard amd swim to the
Inunch, Gave him a little note to
Billw cnrred it In his  mouth—in-
structing Billy to do the right thing
by him—and RBilly aid t. I don't

3\--; T e

“'Tis You I've Called to See.”

know what Andrew Is up to and 1
don’t care. Where 1 was rilsed we leg
every man ol lds own hoop,  All 1
hope Is that they don't ghoot Andrew,
I they do, T fear I'I weep.,  Lle's cer-
tainly a skookum lad, Do you know,
Miss Huey, 1 love anybody that can lin-
pose on me—make o monkey out of
me, In fact—and make me Hke i3

“That's so comforting” she Msmark-

e dryly.,

Waebster looked at her sharply, sus-
plciously ; her wornlds were susceptible
of n dunl interpretation. Her pext
sentence, howeyver, dissipnted thig jm
pression, “Heeonnse It confirms whios

I told you this afternoon when T resdl

your palmn,” she added,

“You didn’t know how  truly you
gpoke when yvou referred to the dark
man that oad ®rossed my path., He's
uncowfortnbly real< deat him !

“Then you are weally concerned 7

“Not at all, bot I purpose sleeplng
with one eye opon, I shan't  permit
wyself to feel concerned untl! they
send more thun two ufter me—
say elght or ten”

His Indifference appalled her; she
lenned forward ~mpulsively and loadd a
hand on his torearm, “But youn must

TR

heed Don Junn's warning,”™ she de
clared serlously, “"You must not go
out alone at oigh"

He grinned boyishly., “Of course
vot, Miss Ruey. You're going to ride

ottt with me this evening."

“I'm not, I'll not subject you to
risk."

“Very well; then I shall drive out
alone.”

‘You're a des Mr. Webster—na
regulnr despot.™
"Likewlse a free agent”

“I'll go with yon "

pot,

“T thought 0. For what honr shall
1 ordee llll' carriage’”
"Seven-thivty.,  Afrer al), they’ll not
e (o murder you on the Malecon”
“1 ngEree with vou It will have to
| ot voquietly, If nt all, You've
et IEENTY ndee o mie this atterivwin
ress s T shindl be grateful right up to
¢ moment of dissolution™
spen rely but carey o bhig stick,”
wirned him
A bl gun,” he eorrected  her,
wo of Themn, 1o el
casthibe man ! P'm not golng to
ry. abhout you, Mr. Welbistep,” She
tdod her permdsston for him to re
firer, aned | e walllgis]l daown the ver
poand Inlo the hotel, her glanes
pwaod bl with ]I:Jr'lltrrmh‘.l' fornl

ne curtosity, marking the breadth of

shoulders, the guick, springy

fis, the wlert, eract polse of  Lils
heatk on the towerful nech

“A doer of decds are you, Jolin

stunrt Webster,” shie nhinost whisper-

eil,  “As Kipling would say: "Walluh|

But you nre a man!* "
A steulthy footstep sounded below

the verandu: she turned and behild
Don Juan Cafetero, his hat In hils left
hinnd, In his right a gold-plece which

Le held toward her

“Tuke I, allunah,” he wheezed In
his hourse, drunkard's whisper, “Keop
it 'r me tll tomorrow, for sorm win
av me ¢nn [ trust to do that same
nn' be the same token | ean't face that
blg man wit‘out It"”

‘Why not, Don Juan®"
He hung his red head,
Miss,” Le replled milscrubly,
tis on account av Wlm—the ny
hlw—the way ay him—dAdivil such n
man did | ever weet—God IJme him !

*1 dunno,
“Mayhe

eye

m

tory are exceedingly sweet.

Shure, Misther Geury de be the fime
lad, but he—he—="

“Mr. Geary never put o blg fore
finger under your chin and bade yow
hold up your head. Is that "

*'Tie not what he did, Miss but the
way he did 1t. All the flends av hell "W
e ut me this night to shpend what he '
glve me—and I—I'm afrald—"

e broke off, mumbling and chatter
Ing like a mnn in the grip of a great
terror. In hls agony of body and
gpirit, Dolores could have wept for
Don Juan Cafetero, for In that sw-
preme moment the dereliet’s soul was
bare, revenling something pure and
sweet atd humon, for all his th-;.:rnd!l-l
tlon. How did Jack Webster know? |
wondered Dolores,  And why did he
confldently give an order to thia |
human  Aotsam and expect It to be |
oboyed? And why did Don Juan
Cafotero come  whinlng  to her for !
th to help him obey 117 !

“I'hint  wouldn't be playing the
gnme,” she told him, *1 can't help
vou decelve him, You are the first of
vour bhreed—"

=0

strong

“Don't =ay IL" ho erled, "[\_|(u;'1l
he tell me wanst?”

“Then mnke the fight, Don—Mr,
Cafferty.”  She  lowered her volee,

1 am depending on you to stay sober
and guned him. He needs n falthful
friend so badly, now that Mg, Geary
Is away," She patted the grimy hand
and left llm staring at the ground.
Presently he sighed, quivered horribly,
and shumbled out of the patio on te
the firlng-line. And when he roported
to Juck Webster at nine o'clock next

morning, he was sober, shaking bhos
ribly nnd on the verge of dellriem
tremens, but tightly slesped In M

hand be  held that five-dellar
plece,  Dolores, who had made It her
husiness  to be present at the [nter
view, heard John Stuart Webster sar
heartlly :

“The Nnest thing about n teerible
flght, friend Cafforty, Is that If it In &
worth-while battle, the spolls of vie-
You nee
ahout to enjoy one fourth of the
siald spolls—a large jolt of aguard-
fente! You must have it to  steady
vour nerves, Go (o the nearest can,
fina and buy drink; then  come
banck with the changoe, iy thnt time
I shall have hreakfusted and you ane
I will then go shopping. At noon yes
shull  have another dreink; at fou
o'¢lock another: and just bofore re
tiring you shull hoave the fourth nm
Inst for this doy., Remembor, Cnaf
ferty: ong Jolt—no  more—und The
back here with the exuct changa”

As Ton Junn scurried for salvarios
Wohster turned to Dolores,  “He'll fal
now, but that will not be his faul
but mine, ve seét him too  great s
task In his pregent conditlon, Nevor
to use a colloguinl expression
I have the Cafferty goat—and 'm ge
iig to keep It,”

Webster went lmmedlately to hk
room, ealled Tor pen and paper, am
provocded nt onee (o do that whileh by
hnd never done before—to wit, pre
pitre his last will and testament, It
u  few  briel paragraphs he mode e
holographic will and split his bank
rall equnlly between the two bhumat
Bedngs he cared for most—Hilly Geary
and Dolores Ruey, “"DBHlls o gambler
lke me” he ruminated; “so I'IL play
safe, The girl s a conservatlive, an
nfter Bil's wnd s gone, hie'd be holleg
In oll before he'd prejudice hers™

Haviog made his  will, Welster
rmade a copywl It, The copy he plices
In un envelope marked:  “For Jack
Not to he opened wuotil after m
death,” This envelope he thea enclosed
in a lnrger one nnd meiled to Billy a
Culle de Concordla No. 19,

Havitng made hils few simple  pre
parntions for death, Mr, Wehster nex
burrowed In his trunk, brought fortl
his bhig army-type auntomnatle plsto
and secured It o a holster under hi
arw, for he deemed It unwise and pro
vocative of carlosity to appear In im
maculnte duoucks that bulged at the
right hip, Next be filled two span
clips with eartridges and slipped then
mito his pocket, thus completing bl
few simple preparations for life,

He glaneed out the window at the
sun,  There would still be an hour o
daxlight ; 8o he descended ta the '‘aobhs
called a earrlage amd fook »
drive,

Heturning to the
the cllmbedd
teps to the entranee

rlght

now

one

Lhels NN,

slior
hotel he dismlsse
the three
und was pssin

enrringe, slior

MRS. ALICE GRESHAM DODD,

mother of the first Americanm
soldier killed in France, who gives
entire oredit for recovery of her
health to the well-known medicine

through the rovolving  portad whe
firin - his  rear FOLG one puve th
duor o violent shove, with the resgl
that the turnst v partition hehbad it
’- dlided withe A ek withh sufickn
foree to throw B agiinse the part) I
flon In fronl Tostantly  the  dow |

viasinl to plvat, with Webstor Iockes l
nently o the ripngaeliur qpaee he 1
twiwen the two sections of the revol |
ving door mmd the fnmb,

e turned and heheld In the seco |
tlon behind  him  an  offieer of tho-i
Sobrantenn army. This  individuoal, |
observing he  was gutler 'Wehster's
gerutiny, sceowled nerd peremproriy
ot loned 1o Wehisten 1o provv]-—
walel the Intter did, with such vie l
lenee thad the door, continming to re
volve, canght up with the Sobraorean

dignity to which he had subjected

|

nnd subjected blm to the same In i
Wehster, |
]

“The terrible Captein Benn- ‘ |
vides,"
|

|

(I'O BE CONTINUEL.)

Barrel Racing.

Burrel racing Is o favarite amuses
renl amobng e workmen in g subarb
of London. forty ¢line  nien,
voopers and others compe ted b e
of this Qescription, Then follows
e o doubile-bnereled race, the men en-
gungaed belng obliged te push helfore
them two cuply barrels iostend of vne

UL

ruce

The following remarkable endorse
ment of Tanlac was given recently
Mrs, Allce Gresham Dodd, at
Gresham Memorial Home, Gavin Park,
Evansville, Ind,, which home was prée
sented to her by the patriotic peopla
of Indlana, as evidence of thelr apprés
clation of the services rendered to hi
country by her son, Corporal Ja
B. Gresham, the first American soldl
killed In France, Expressions of
pathy were recelved by Mrs,
from all parts of the United States,
and the newspapers of the country,
carried the story of the first “war
mother,"” '

The shock of her son's death re
sulted In the serlous breakdown of
Mrs, Dodd's health, but everyone will
learn with Interest and plensure that
she Is now In splendid health agalm,
When seen at her home recently sha
made the following statement, glving
the entire eredit for her recovery th
the wellknown medicine, Tanlae,

“After my dear boy's denth I
a generanl breakdown In health,”
Mrs. Dodd, *“At first It was just ine

digestion. My I'uoti used to upset me
and 1 had to l'“l‘l myself very care
fully, which wasn't much hardshi

ns 1lost all desive to eat, Then I

un attack of rheumatism, with severe
palng In my shoulders, back and a
Sometimes I used to suffer a

deal, and my joints wounld get
swollen up and stif, I was able to de
very llittle about the house, and a
times couldn't even cook a meal.
got very nervous and restless, and a
night wonld Iny awake for hours, and
lost many o night's sleep ag o conses
quence,

“A frlend of mine had . recelved
great denl of help from Tanlac, a
it was she who andvised me to try it
I am so glad I did for It proved thé
hest madicineg I have ever taken,
Koon gave me a good appetite lﬁ
seemed (o settle my stomach so that
{ was no longer troubled with Indigess
tlon. I don't know what it 1s to have
rheumatie pains now, the swelllng and
stifness hoas all gone out of my
Iointg aod T am able to do the work
of the house with the grentest ease,
My nerves are now steady and strong
I sleep fine at night, and I fesl bhetter
In health than ever before In my 1l
I &hall always be grateful for w!
Tunlae hns done for me, and sh
recommend It every chance I get.,”

Tanlne 18 sold by leading drugglsts
ever,\:\t'lu-re.—-mw.

A Good Many Like Him,
Friend—*1 rend that book you illus
trated.”  Artist—*1 didn't. How did
the Husteations 07"

{mportant to all Women
Readers of this Pager

Thonwnds vpon thousands of women
have lm{;u or bladdel trouble and never
SIS t .

Women's complaints often prove to be
wthing else but kidney trouble, or the
result of kidoey or bladder disease,

I the kidoneyn are not in a heslthy come

m, they may cause the other organs

i} |'H-1 mae lll“‘-lﬂr"!

You may suffer pain in the back, heads

whe and lose of ambition,

Poor health makes you nervous, irritas
e and may be Jdespondent; it makes any
ne 8o,

Mut hondreds of women elaim that T,

Imer's  BwampRoot, by restoring
ealth to the kidneys, praved to bie ill!t
e remedy needed to  overcome such

nilitinna,

Many wend for & samnla 1 ottle to sen
whant  Swamp-Noot, tha grent kidney,
livar and bWladder medicine, will do foa

thom Ny ) ten ornts to De,
Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y., m
mny teceive sample siza hottle hy Pa

Pont, Youn ean purehase medium and
1”.." size hottles ot all dene ot ores _Ad'

L] aine

thnt some
oot on

.\ll
wirdik
his neck

Sure
Re)elief

man 18 w0 powerful

wominn can't set her

6 BELL-ANS
Hot water
Sure Relief
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