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David Ambar, atartin
Ing vislt with his frlend, Qualn, comes up-
an A youn fld{ equ»stﬂnn who hns been
Almnouhtad er horsa Beonming fright-
ened at the mddun appearance in the road

for a duek-ahont-

of n huﬂy Hindu, He declaren he Is
Bealiart  Lal lht|lnrlﬂ “the upmlmndh
mouthplece of The Bell,” addreasos Amber
A8 A AR high rank and ‘“‘"“"“1‘.“
iyetecious lttle bronge box, ‘“Tha To.
*n"” Into his hand, dleappears in the
waood, The girl calls Amber by name,

{6 In turn addresses her as Miss Bophie
Carrell, daughiter of Col. Faryell of the
ritish dfplomatiec service fn India

and
visting the Qualna

Boveral nights inter
the Quain homs 18 burglariged and the

ronte bax stolen, Amber and Quain go
hunting on an fsland and becoms lost and
Amber s laft marooned

CHAPTER 11l

He had, then, these alternatives: he
might elther compose himpelf to hug
the leoward side of a dune till day-
break (or till rellef should come) or
alse undertake a fiveaulls tramp on
the desperate hope of finding at the
end of it the tide out and the sandbar
A eafe footway from shore to shore,
Between the two he vaclllated not at
all; anything were preferable to a
night in the dunes, beaten by the Im-
placable storm, Haunted by the
thought of Qualn; and even though he
were to find (he eastern causewny un-
der water, at least the exerciae would
have served to keep him from freez
ing.

Ten minutes alter his Iust cartridge
hind beoen (rultiessly discharged, hbe
set out for the ocean beach, pausing
at the fArst dune he came upon 10
scrape a shallow trenck in the sand
and cache therein both guns and his
gamebang, Marking the spot with a
bit of driftwood stuck upright, ue
pressed on, eventually pausing on the
overhanging lip of a 20-foot biulf. To
ita foot the beach below wus aswirl
kneedeep with wash of breakers,

(Continued).

stoutly enough.

Awed and disappointed, Amber
drew back. The beach was lmpans-
able; here was no wide and easy road
to (he east, puch as he bad thought to
find; to gain the sandbar he had now
to thread a tortuous and uncertain
way through the bewildering dunes.

A demon of anxlety prodded him
on:
mad. Onpce on the mainland it were
a matter of facllity to find his way to
the village of BShampton, telephone
Tauglewood and charter a “team” to
convey him thither. He shut his teeth
on his determination and set his (ace
to the enst.

Heset and roughly buffeted by the
gale; the spow settling in rippling
drifts in the folds of his clothing and
upon his shoulders e¢linging like &
cloth; his face cut by clouds of sand
flung horizantally with well-nigh the
force of birdsbot from & gun: he
bowed to the blast and plodded stead-
ily on,

Imperceptibly fatigue benumbed his
senses, blunted the keen edge of his
emotions; even the for Qualn be-
came & mere dull ach the back of
his perceptions; of slcal suffering
he was unconsclous., He fell a prey
to freaklsh fancies. For a long time he
moved on In stupld, wondering con-
templation”of a shining crescent of
sand backed by a green, sleaming
wall of jungle. Many vislons formed
and dissolved in dream-like phantas-
magoria; but of them all the strongest
and most recurrent was that ol the
girl in the black riding-hablt, walking
by his slde down the alsle of trees.
Bo that presently the tired and over-
wrought man belleved himsell talking
with her, reasoning, argulng, pleading
desperately for his heart's desire;

and wakened' with a start, to
hear the echo of her volce as though
she had epoken but the Instant gone,
to find bhis own lips framing the syl
lables of her name—"Sophial"

Abruptly he regained consclousness
of his plight, and with an effort shouk
his senses back Into his head. It
wns not 'precisely & time whoen he
could afford to let his wits go wool
gathering. Inflexible of purpose in
the face of all his wearlnoss and dis-
couragement, he was on the puoint of
resuming bhis march when he was
struck by the clreumstance that the
whitened shoulder of n dune, quite
pnear at hand, should seem as |If]
frosted with lght—coldly luminous,

Staring, apeculative, he hung ln the
wind—inquiaitive as a cat but loath to
waste Ume in footless Inqulry., The
snow-fall, setting In with sugmented
violence, declded him Where light
was, there should be wan, and where
man, shelter

His third eager stride opened up
wide basin in the dunes,
eddying vells of snow, and set, at
some distance, wilh two brilliant
squares of llght—windows In an In
visible dwelling In the space be
twoen them, doubtless, there would be
& door. But a second time he paused,
remembearing that the Island was sald
to be uninhabited. Only yesterday he
had asked and been so informed. .

Odd!

S0 passing strango he held It, in.
deed, that he was consclous of & #ln-
gular reluctance to question the phe-
nomenon. He had positively to force
bimself on to seek the door, and even
when he had wtumbled against it
step he twice lifted his haod ana et
it fall without knucking,

There waa not & sound within that
ke could hear above the clamour of
the goblin night.

he must learn Quain's fate, or go !

arily brutal gust of wind had shaken

evidence that his summons had (allen

In the end, however, he knocked

CHAPTER IV,
The Man Perdu.

A shadow swept swiftly across one
of the windows, and the stranger at
the door was aware of a slight jar
ring, as though some more than ordin.

the howse upon ita foundation, or an
inner door had been slammed vio-
lently. But otherwize he had so lttle

on aught but empty walis or deaf oars
thut he had begun to debate his right
to enter without permission, when a
chain rattled, a bolt grated, and the
door swung wide. A flood of radlance
together with a gust of heated air
struck him in the face, Daszled. he
reeled ncross the threshold

Three pacos within the room, Amber
paused, walling for his eyes to adjust
thomselves to the light., Vaguely con:
sclous of & presence behind him, he
faced another—the slight, spare =il
houette of A man's Agure between him
and the lamp; and at the same time
felt that he was being subjected to
a close serutiny—hboth searching and,
at its outset, the reverse of hospltable.
Nut he had no more than become sen-
sitive to this than the man before
stepped quickly forward and with two
strong hands clasped his shoulders.

“David Amber!"” he hoard his name
pronounced in a volee aingularly
resonant and pleasant, "“Bo you've
run me to earth at Inat!”

Amber's face was blank with in-
eredulity as he recognized the'spenk-
er, "Rutton!™ he stammered. “Rut-
ton—why—by all that's strange!"

“Gullty,"” sald the other with a quiet
laugh., “But sit dogwn' He swung
Amber about, gently gulding him to a
ohinlr, "You look pretty well done up.
How long have you been out lo this
lufernal night? But never mind an-
swering; 1 can wait., Doggott!”

“Yan, air"”

“Take Mr, Amber's coat and boots
and bring bim my dressinggown and
slippers.”

“Yes, sir”

“And a hot toddy and something to
eit—and be quick about It

“Yery good, sir.”

Rutton's body-servant moved nolse-
lopsly to Amber's slde, deftly hoelping
him rewove his shooting Jacket,
whereon snow had eaked In thin and
brittle sheets. His eyes, grey and
shallow, fllckered recognition and
softened, but he dld not speak In an-
ticlpation of Amber's kindly “Good
evening, Doggott.” To which he re-
sponded quietly: *“Good evening, Mr.
Amber. It's a pleasure to0 see you
again. I trust you are well”

“Qulite, thank you. And you?

“I'm very fit, thank you, sir.”

“And'"~—~Amber sot down again, Dog-
gott knoeling at his feet to uniace and
remove hls heavy pigskin hunting
boots—"and your brother?"

Por a moment the man did not an-
swer. His head was lowered so that,

his features were Invislible, but a
dull, warm flush overspread his
cheoks,

“And your brofher, Doggott?”

“I'm sorry, sir, about that; but It
was Mr. Rutton's orders,” muttered
the man.

"You're talking of the day you met
Doggott at Nokomls statlon?" inter-
posed his employer from the stand be
had taken at one side of the filreplacs,
his back to the broad hearth where-
on blared a grateful driftwood fire,

Amber looked up Inquiringly, nod-
ding an unspoken affirmative,

“It was my fault that he—er—pre-
varicated, I'm afrald; as he says, it
was by my order.”

Rutton's expresslon was masked by
the shadows; Amber could make noth-
ing of his curlous reticence, and re-
mained sllent, walting a forther ex-
planation. It came, presently, with an
l.'“l.'(‘l uf (!I!Ihll!"l'ﬂl!'!!ll’l.i‘l’ll.

“1 hnd-
nol wishing my refuge here to be dis-
covered. 1 told Doggoit to be care-

|

filled with |

|
|

|
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|

ful, should he meet any one we knew.
Although, of course, nelther of us an-
ticipoted a

"I don't thluk Doggott wps any
more dumbfounded than 1, sald Am
ber, 1 couldn’t belleve he'd left yvou,

~have pecullar reasons for |

murked, its featurea At onca promi
pent and finely modeled. The balr
Intetely black, the eyes as dark and
of pecullar fire, the lipa brond, Mol
and sympathetio, the cheekbones high,
the forehond high and somewhat nar
row: these combined to form &
strangely striking ensemble, and
none the less striking for ita weird
resemblance to Amber's own cnst of
countenanen,

Indeed, thelr lkeness ‘one to the
other was nothing less than welrd in
that it could be ro superficinlly
strong, yet elusive. No two men were
ever more unallke than these save
in this superficial aceigent of facial
contours and complexion, No one
knowing Amber (let .us say) could
ever have migtaken him for Rutton;
and yet any one, sirange to both,
nrmed with a description of Rulton,
might pardonably have bellaved Am-
ber to be his man, Yet manifestly they
wore products of allen races, even of
different cllmes—their Individualitios
as dissimilar an the poles.

"Miding!" Amber refterated in n
tone scarcoly louder than a whisper

“And you have found me oul, my
friend.

“"Put—but 1 don't—"

Rutton lifted a hand In dopreeation:
and s he did so the door in the rear
of the room opened and Doggolt en-
tered. Cat-llke, paseing behind Am-

| ber, he placed upon the table s small

tray, and f(rom a stesming pltcher
poured him n glasa of hot spiced
wine, At a look from his employer he
filled a second

Amber lifted his fragrant glass
“You're joining me, Rutton?"

“With all my heart!™ The man
vame forward to his glass, “For old
sake's sake, David.  Shall we drink

n tonat?’ He hesitated, with a marked
alr of embarrassment, then fmpul-
dively sawung hls glass wloft. “Drink
standing!” he cried, his voles oddly
vibrant. And Amber rose. “To the
king—the king., God blesa him!™

“To the king!” It was more an ex-
clamation of surprise than an echo
to the toast; nevertheiess Amber
drained his drink to the final drop, As

that of the Spanjsh—it was stromgly

he resumed his seat, the room rang
with the crash of splintering glass;
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In the End, However, He

Rutton had dashed his tumbler to
atoms on the hearthstone,

“Well!” commented Amber, lifting
his browa questloningly “You are
sincere, Rutton. Byt who In blazes
would ever have suspected vou of he
ing a Pritish subject?"

“Why not?”

“But it seems to me T should have
known=="

"What have you ever reanlly known
phout me, David, save that | am my
T

“Well—when you put it that waoy-
Httle enough — nothing.” Amber
laughed nervously, disconcerted. "Bul,

vet It eeemed lwpossible that o yvou
should be here—of all place—in the
nelghborhood of Nokomis, | menan, As |

for that—" Amber shook hls hiad ex-
presalvely, glancing round the wmesn
room in which he had found this man
of such extraordinary qualities. “It's
sltogether inconcaelvable,” he summed
up his bewllderment
"It does seem w0
times.”
“Then why

-tyen o me, at

in heaven's name—"

“] woo | must tell you something
—a little; as little as 1 can help—
the truth.” ¢

“I'm afrald you must; though
damped If I can detect a g]lmrnnr of
either rhyme or reason In this pre
posterous sltuation.”

“In three words,” Rutton gald dellb-
erately: "I am hiding "™

“Hiding!"

“Obviously."

Amber bent forward, studying the
elder man's face Iotently., Thin and
dark—not tanned llke Amber's, but

with & pative darkaess of skin like

| serlously now, this foollsh talk about
hiding is a1l a joke, isn't 1%
“No" sald Rutton soherly
nn joke e
for my recent wherdabouts, | have been
abh——truvellng considerably} moving

“no, t's
slghed profoundly F |

nbout from plilar to post™ ‘Te this
the man added » single word, the
more slgnificant in that it embodied
the nearest approach 1o a eanfidenc

that Amber had ever known him
make: "Hunted.”

{Hunted by whom?®"

“I beg your pardop.”
ln.rnurd and pushedfthe cigareties to
1Am!uru elbow. “I am—ah—uno pro
occupled with my own mean troubles
David, that 1 had forgoiten that you
had nothing to smoke. Forgive me.”

“That's & matler, I—"

Amber eut short his impatient
catechism In deference to the other's
mute plea, And Rution thanked him
with a glance—one of those looks
which, between friends, are more elo
gquent than worda. Bighlog, he shuok
his head hils eyes once more seeking

(4]

Rutton bent

the flames. And sllently studying his
face—the play of light from lamp and
henrth throwing Ita features into sa-
llent rellaf—for the firat tima Amber,
hin wits warmed back to activity from
the stupor the bitter cold had put upon
them, notiesd how time and eore had
worn upon the man sinos they "had
Innt parted. He had never suspected
Rutton to be his senfor by wore yearm
than ten, ot the most; tonight, how-
ever, he might well bo taken for Afty.
Impulaively the Youngoer man sat up
and pul & hand apon the arm of Rut-
ton's  chalr, “What oan | do?' he
aaked slmply

Rutton roused, returning hia regard
with a smile slow, charming, lnfinitely

ead.  “Nothing," ha replied; “abso-
lutely nothing.™

“Rut surely=!"

“No man can do for me what 1

eannot do for myself, When the time
camer™—he Hfted his shouldera light-
Iy——"1 will do what 1 ean. Till then
X He diverged nt a tangent

".\ru-r all, the world s quite as tny
g5 the wornout aphoriam has it. To
think that you should find me herel
It's loss than a week sluce Doggott
and 1 hit upon this place and settled
down, quite convinced we had, at last,
lost ourselves and might have
peace, for a little apace at leaat! And
now,” concluded Rutton, "we nave to
move on.”

“Because I've found you here?™

“Docause you have found me™

“1 don’t understand.”™

“My dear boy, | nover meant you
should ™

“iut It you're In any danger—"

“I am not"

“You're not! But you Just said—"

“I'm In no danger whatever; hu-
wanity s, i 'm found.”

“1 don't follow you at all” <

Agnin Rutton smiled wearlly, “1
didn't expeet you to, David, Hut this

misndveninure makes It necessary that
1 should tell you something; you must
be mude to belleve In me. 1 beg you
to; I'm nelther mad nor making game
of you" There was no questioning
the sane sincerity of the man, He
continued slowly. “It's a simple fact,
were my
to be made public, &
A staggering blow would be

incredible but absolute, that,
wherenbouts
gEreat,

Knocked Stoutly Enough.

struock against the peace and security
of the world. Don't Jaugh, Da-
vid; I mean 1t."”

“I'm not laughing, Rutton:
must know that's n

but you
pretty large or

der. Most men would—"
“Call me mad, Yes, 1 know," Rut-
ton took up hia words as Amber

paused, confused. *1 can't expact you
to understand ma; you couldn’t unless
I were to tell you what 1 muny not
But you konow me—better, perhape,
thun any Nving man save Doggott
and one other. You know
whether or not I would seek to delude
you, David. And ‘knowing that |
could not, you know why It seems to
me imperative that, this hole
Alnecovered Doggott and 1
take ourselves slse
Lthere

belng
must be-
where Burely
must be solituden He rose
With a gesture of Impatience and be-
san restlessly to move to and fro.

tell you nothing more, I'm stey®
“ut only let me help you-—any way
in my power, Rutton. There's noth-
ing 1'd not do. , . "

“1 know, David, 1 innw It. Dut my
case Iy beyond human ald, sines | am
poweriess tojapply a remedy mysell.”
“And you are powarless™

Rutton was allent a long moment
Then, "Timo will tall,” he sald guletiy,
“There I8 one way ... . He re
stmed his wonotonous round of the
room,

Mochanieally Amber began 10
pmoke, trylng hard to think, to pene

trate by reasoning or intultion the
wall of mystery which, it seemed, Rut

Latiy

i
i

Rutton Turned to the Fire, His Head
Drooping Despondently.

ton ehose to wet botween himself and
the world.

Presently he grew oconaclous that
Rutton was standing as If listening,
his eyes averted to the windows,
“What Is 1t? he inquired at length,
unable longer to enduré the tensity
of ths pause,

"Nothing. 1 beg your pardon, Das
vid” Rutton returned to his chair,
making n vigible efort to shake off
his precccupation, “It's an ugly night,
out there, Lucky you blundered on
thin place, Tell me how It happened,
What beonme of the other mun--your
friend "

The thought of Qualn stabbed Am-
ber's consolousness with » mental
pang as keen as acute physienl an
guish. He jumped up In torment
"Ood!"™ he erfed chokingly. “I'd for
gotten! He's out there on the bay,
poor devil!—freezing to death if not
drowned. Our boat went adrift some-
bow;, Quain would Insist on golng aft
er hor in a leaky old skiff we found on
the shore , ., . and didn't come
back, 1 walted till it was hopeless,
then concluded I'd make a try to cross
to Shampton by way of the tidal bar
And I most!*

“It's impossible,” Rutton told hlm
with grave aympathy.

"But T must; think of his wife and
ohildren, Rutton! There's & chance
yet—a bare chance; he may have
roached the boat. If he did, every
minute I waste here ls killing him by
Inches; he'll dla of exposure! But
from Shampton we could send a
boat—"

“The tide fulls about midnight to-
night,” Interrupted Rutton, consulting
his  watch, “It's after nine—and
there's a bheavy surf brenking over the
bar nuow, By ten iUl be lmpassable,
aud you couldn't reach it before 11, Be
content, David; you're powerlesa.”

“You're right—I know that,” groan-
ed Amber, his head In bhis hands, 1
was afrald It was hopeless, bub=
but—"

"I know, dear boy, I know!"

With n gesture of despalr Amber
resumed his seat. For some time he
remained deep sunk In dejection, At
length, mastering his  emotion, he
looked up. “"How did you know shout
Quain—that we were together? he
nskod,

"Doggott saw you land this morn.
Ing, and I've been watching you all
dany with my fleld-glasses, prepared
to take cover the minute you turned
my way. Don't be angry with me,
David; It wasn't that 1 didn't yearn to
see you face to face again, but that .

1 didn’t dare”

"Oh, that!" exclalmed Amber with
an exasporated fiing of his hand. “Be
tween the two of you—you and Quain
~—you'll drive me mad with worry"

“I'm norry, David. .1 only wish 1
might say more, It hurts a bit to have
you doubt me."

Yl don't doubt,” Amber declared in
desperation; “at least, 1 mean | won't
if you'll be soensible and lot me stand
by and see you through this trouble—
whatever it in'*

Ruttorr turned to the fire, his head
drooplng despondently. “Thuat may
not be,” he sald heavily, “The great:
ent. service you ean do me a8 to for.

MORE EXCELLENT

REPORTS FROM
WESTERN CANADA

Grains Are Heading Out
Rapidly and Harvest Is
Now Approaching With
a Great Demand for
Harvest Help.

Last week It was polated out in
these columns that there would be &
vield of about 200,000,000 bushels of’
wheat throughout Western Canadna, an
Increane of about 100,000,000 over the
previons year, and that the demand’
for farm help was very great, Cons
frmation of this news is to hand and
the cry etill Js for more help. The'
Canadian authorities are hopeful that
the friends of the 400,000 or 500,000
Americans who have gone to Canada,
during the last few yearn will come to,
Jdie help of those people and induce
as many able-bodied men as they poss!
sibly can to take advaniage of the
low rate which 18 being offered from'
all pointa on the Canadian Boundary,
and particulars of whieh can be had:
from any of the following Agents of,
the Canadian Qovernment: M. V. Me-,
Innes, 176 Jefferson Avenune, n-u-on..
Mich; O. A. Laurler, Marquette,
Mich,; J. 8 Crawford, Syracuse, N,
Y.: Thos. Hetherington, Room 202, 78
Tremont Stroot, Noston, Mass,; H, M.
Willlams, 413 Qardner Bldg, Toledo,
Ohlo; Geo, Afrd, 216 Traction-Termin.
al Bldg., lndiumwlll Indiann: ©. J.
Broughton, Room 412, M. L. & T. Bldg.
Chicago, 111.; Geoa. A. Tall, 2ad
126 Becond Htreet, Milwankee, Win;,
K. T. Holmea, 215 Jackson Street, St
Paul, Minn.; Chas, Pliling, Cliftord!
Block, Orand Forks, N. I J. B, Carni
bonnean, Jr, 217 Maln Streetl, Bldde!
ford, Me.; J. M. MacLachlan, Box|
107, Watertown, 8. D.; W. V, Benn
Room 4, Bee Hildg, Omaha, Neb.;
W. H. Rogers, 125 West 9th Street,
Kangas City, Mo.; Hen), Davies, Room
8, Dunn Bloek, Gml Falls, Montanaj.
J. N. Grieve, Auditorium Bullding,
Spokane, Wash,

Every facillty will be afforded men'
of the right stamp to seonre advantage
of theso low rutes, To those who pro
pose to go, it may be sald that they
will have this splendid opportunity of
socuring firet hand Information as to
the excellent producing character of'
the lands in Manltoba, Baskatchewan
and Alberta, They will have the op-
portunity of seelng some of the great-
est wheat Nelds in the world and prob-
nbly the largest yield of wheat, oats
and burley that has ever been grown
on the Continent. And all this on
land some of which, cost the settler
only the $10.00 necessary to enter for|
hix. homestead, or, If ho purchased,
In some cased, costing him from §7.00'
to $10,00 per acre, but which ls now,
worth from §15.00 to $20.00 per acre.
Even at these prices the land Is re-
markobly cheap as will be reallzed
when the statement 18 made that from'
20 to 25 bushels per mcre and over
of wheat are grown, netting the farm-
er from $8.00 to $10.00 per acre; and
this on Iand that he got for nothing
or pald merely a nominal price. In
fact the production shows that $18.00
to $20.00 per acre would be a nominal
price for land that would produce as
these lands produce.

Rifle for Under Watar Action,

When he Is worklng In water Infest-
od ‘by sharks and other s¢n monsters
likely to do him harm, the diver has
it present to rely for his safety on the
use of the knife, or, falllng that, on &
quick return to the surface. Now
comes the Invention of Captaln Grobl,
n German diving Instructor, who has
constructed o rifle which can be fired
under water, and s demlgned for the
better arming of the diver. The most
remarkable thing about this is that it -
fires, not bulleis, bul water, which s
propelled with such foroe thit it bhas
an extrunordinary power of penetration.
indeed, he Inventor himself has
plerced armor plate of medium thick-
ness with the water jet from his
weapon. The rifle has a stout barrel
und i lowded with n cartridge cased
in india rubber,

The Retoit Courtoous.
Mapsgor—You prima donnus want
so much for your services,
Prima Donna—And you managers
wiant our services for a song.

gotl my axistence, now and henceforth,

of your memory, pans mée as s stean:
gor should our WHYs ever cCrogs
ngain'”  He Meked the stub of a olg
nrette Into the lames. "Klsmet!

I mean that, David, from my hoeart
Won't you do this for me-—ons lnst
favor, old friend?"

Amber nodded

Amber started wsuddenly,
“If you meun

Rutton’s kindly hand forced him
back Into his chalr, "8It down, David,
II never meant that—noever for an In-
stant dreamed you'd Intentionally be.
tray my secret. It's enough that you
should know {t, should oocaslonally
think of me as belng here. to bring
misfortune down upon me, to work an
Inealculable disaster to the progress
of this civilization of ours.”

fushing

“You mean” Amber asked uncer
‘tnlnly. “thought transfercuce 7"
"HSomething of the sort—yea" The

’man CAMe 10 & pause beslde Amber,
looking down almost pitifully into his
face., "1 daresay all this sounds hope-
lessly melodramatie and neurotie and
tommyrotic, David, but . . . 1 can

“Then " Rutton attemptled to
divert the subject. “I think you sald
Quain? Any relation to  Quiin's
‘Aryan Invasion of India? "

(TO BE CONTINUKED. )

Ideals Always Important,

ft is by belleving in, loving and fol
lowing limitable ideals that a man
Erowns groeal,
{s their bighest virtue. They live be
fore us as the Ima,e of that which
we are W grow for ever.—Stopford
Hrooke.

Height of Meanneass.

“Our new nelghbor must be a very
suspiclous charncter” “Why so?
“8he employs & mald who ls deaf and
dumb, the mean thing!”

ernse our friendship from the tablots :

Thelr very tmpossibility |

As a Tonic
and Regulator

You will find Hos-
tetter's Stomach
Bitters absolutely
trustworthy. It is

‘backed by a 58 years’
record in cases of
Bloating, Flatulency,
Indigestion, Costive-
ness, Cramps, Diar-
rhoea, Malaria, Fever
and Ague.

TRY A BOTTLE TODAY

The genuine has our Private
Stamp over neck of bottls, Refuse
all others,




