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SYNOPSIS.

At their home on the fronth heiwenn
 MAarin (3o

the Brownn and (ra bl wrud
wer moiher, entertiining Caolonel Wostor
Ing of the Urays, sea Captaln Lansiroo |
af the Hrowna in) 1 fall In his

mRarapinne.  Ten yours Intor Woesterline
nominal vica but real ehiorf of staff, reon
arcea Bouth Lia Tir and meditales on War
artn tells him of her teaching children
the follles of war and murtinl pateiotism,
and begs him to preveont war wlille he i
chiaf of staff. fansiron calls o Marta
£ hinr home, Hhe tolln Lanstron thal ahe
Hovea Yollor, the gurdener, to be n spy
muniron confesson It Is true and shows
ar A telaphona which ellor hus con-
eoaled In o secret passage under the tower
for ume (0 benefit the Browns In war
amergencies. Lanstron declnres lils love
for Murtn. Westerling and the Grays pro-
para plans to use a teivial International
AfMfalr to foment warllke palriotiem and
trikn before declaring war Pnrtow,
hﬂwn chief of staff, reveals his plans to
netron, mads vion chief. The Gray
Army cronses the border line nnd atticks
The Hrowns chack them. Artillery, in
try, neroplanes and dirigiblea sngage
arta has her Arat glimpse of war In iis
modern, cold, sclantife, murderous bro
tality. The Browns fall back to the Gal-
A houre Mnurtn seeas & hight attaok
5?0 Grays attnck In force, Feller leaves
fa mocrel talophone and goes bhack to his
ns. Hand to hand fghting. The Hrowns
all back ngaln, Marta asks Lansteon over
tha Fhm‘ln to appenl to Partow to stop the
hiti Vandalinm In the Galland house
eatorling and lis staff accupy thie Gnl
fand house and he begine to wono Martna,
who appatently throws her fortunes with
the (lrn’yn and offers valuable Information,
Bhe callsa up Lanstron on the secret tels
phane nnd plane to pive Westerling infor-
imtion that will irap tha Gray army
‘enterling forms his plan of aitark upon
what he learns from her. The Graye taka
Bordh, Through Marta Westerling In Ted
to voncentrate Ly attnck on the main Jline
At Engadir. A leak of Information In wis
?N‘lml. Bouchnard s relloved an chilef in-
elligence offlcer and In golng acousop
Marta. Westorling thinks him crnzy The
Cirayn take the apron of Engadir, Par-
I‘-;w Ales suddenly and Lansiron succeads
m.

CHAPTER XVIiIl—Cantinued.

Far up on & peak among the birds
and asroplanes, In n roofed, shell-proof
chamboer, with a telephone orderly at
bis side, & powerful palr of fleld-glasres
and range-finders at his albow, and a
talescope before his eye, Gustave Fal
fer, one time gardener and now acting
eolonel of artillery, watched the burst
of shella over the enemy’s lines. While
othyg men had grown lean on war, he
had®aken on enough flesh to il ont
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Watched the Bursting of Shells Over
the Enemy's Lines.

ih. wrinkles around his oyes that
plione with an artist's enjoyment of
his work. Down under cover of the
Mdge were his guns, the keys of the
kstrument that he played by calls
ovor the wire. Thelr barking was a
symphony to his ears; errors of or
thestration were errors in alm. He
talked ns he watched, his llvely fea-
tures refloctive of his impressions,

“Oh, pretty! Right into thelr tum-
niesl Right In the nose! La, la, la!
Sut that's offesmnd so's that! Tell
Battery C they're fifty yards over, Oh,
beady-eyed gods and shiny Hitle flshes
~-two smacks In the same spot!
Humph! Tell Buattery € that the
trouble with that gun is worn rifiing;
that's why It's golog short. HElevate it
for another huondred yards—but it
ought not to wear out so soon. I'd llke
ko kick the maker or the inspector, The
follows in B 21 will accuse us of inat-
tention, It's time to drop a shell on
Bhem to show wa're perfectly Impartial
in our favors. La, la. la! Oh, what
& protty smack! Congratulations!"

B 21 was the position of Fracasse's
wompany and the pretty smack the
woe that broke one man's arm and
wruslied another's head.
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The “God with ust® song was singu-

such vast armles have never been an-

Its composer, born to the red and be
coma Captain Stransky In the red
business of war. It was he who led
the thunder of its verses.

“1 cortainly Hke that song,” he sald.
Well he might, It bad made him fa-
mous throughout the nation. “There's
Jehovah and bLrimstone in I, Now
wa'll have our own."

“But we're always losing positions!”
complained one of the men. “Little
by little they are getting possession.”

"They wsay the offengive alwaye
wing,” sald another

“Five against three! They count
on numbers,” sald Lleutenant ‘Tom
Fraginl

“There you go, Tom! Any other

pessimists or anarchista want to be
heard? called out Stransky. “Just
how long, at the present rate, will it
tnke them to get the whole range?
There's o limit to the number of aven
five millions.*

brought some news, The stall begged
to Inform the army that the enemya
casualties n the last thres
been two hundred thousand!?
atoly

duys hied
Immedi
tulking at oncs
In Stransky's parllament, a8 ha rome-
times called that company of which
he was, In the Nnal anelyals, unlimited
monarch,
“How do they know "
“Do yau think it's fake?”
“That gums up to pretty nosr a mil-
Hon!"
“My God! Think of it
"We're whittling thom down!” |
“It dossn’'t make nany difference
whethier Partow or Lanstron @ chlef
of stafr!"
“They'ree paying!"
“Paying for our fellows that they've
killed! Paying for belng In
wrong!"
Stransky, his eves drawing inward

avervhody wans

pleased with his company, and the
senttered exclamatory badinage kept
on untll It was Interrupted by the ar |
rival of the mall. Partow and Lan-
stron, understanding thelr machine as
human in {ta elements, had cliosen
that the army should hoar from home,
"How'a this!" excinimed one mnan,
reading from a newspaper, “"They're
going to put up & statue of Partow in
the capital! It's to show him as he
died, dropped forward on the map, and
In front of his desk a field of bayonets,
On one face of the base will be his
name. Two of the other faces will
have ‘God with vs!" and ‘Not for
thelrs, but for ours!” The legend on
the fourth face the war is to decide.”
"Vietory! Victory!" eried those
who had Hstened to the announcement,
Hiransky was thinking that they
had to do more than hold the Grays.
Before he should aea his glrl they had
to tnke back the lost territory. He
carried two pletures of Minna in his
mind: one when she had struck him
in the face as he tried to kiss her
and the other as he gald good-by at
the kitchen door. Thers was not much
encouragement in elther

“But when she gets better acguaint-
ad with me there's no telling!"™ he kept
thinking., "1 was fighting out of cus-
eedness at first,. Now !'m fighting for
her and to keep what is oursi™

CHAPTER XIX,
The Ram.

In the closot off the Galland lbrary,
where thoe long-distance telephone was
installed, Westerling woas talking
with the premier In the Gray capital.
“Your total casualties are eight hun-
dred thousand., That is terrific, Wes-
terling!” the premier was saving.

“Only two hundred thousand of
those are dead!” replied Westerling.
“Many with only slight wounds are
alrendy returning to the front. Ter-
rific, do you say? Two hundred thou.
sand in five millions I8 one man out
of twenty-five, That wouldu't have
worrled Froderick the Great or Napo-
leon much, Elght hundred thousand is
onoe out of silx. ‘The trouble is that

gaged before, You must consider the
percentagor, not the totals,"”

“Yet, eight hundred thousand! If
the public knew!" exclalmed the pre-
mier,

“The public does not know!"™ sald
Westerling.

“They guees, They reallze that we
gtopped the noldlers’ letters because
they told bad news. The situation is
gerious.”

“Why not give the public something
to think about?” Westerling demanded.

| of orders without commont

Then the telephons in the rodoubl |

In thelr characteriatic slant, wag well !“"‘1 ambitions

“I've tried. It doesn't work. The
murmurs increase. | repeal, my fears
of a rising of the women are well
grounded, Thers {8 mutiny In the alr,
I feol it through the columne of the
preas, though they are censored. 1—"

“Then, soon I'll glve the public some-
thing to think about, myself!” Weater-
ling broke in. “The dead will be for-
gotten. The wounded will be proud
of thelr wounds and their fathers and
mothera triumphant when our army
desconds the other side of the range
and starts on its march to the Browns'
capital.”

“But you lLave not yet taken n
single fortreas!"” persisted the premier.
“And the Browns report that they have
lost only three hundred thousand
men."”

“Lanstron W Iying'" retorted Wes-
terling hotly. “But no matter. We
have taken positions with every at-
tack and kept crowding in closer. 1
usk nothing better than that the
Browns remain on the defensive, leav-
fng initiative to us. We hava devel-
oped thelr weak polnts, The resolute
offenslve always wine. | know whore
I am golng to attuck; they do not. 1
ghall not glve them time to reinforce
the defense at our chosen point, |1
have still plenty of live soldiers left
1 shall go in with men enough thia

y sulted to the great, bull volce of

“The army Isn yours, Westerling,"
concluded the premier, “I admire your
stolldity of purpose. You have my con-
fidence, | shall walt and hold the situ-
atlon at home the best | ean. We go
Into the hall of fame or into the gut.
ter together, you and 11"

For a while after ha had hung up
the recelver Westerling's head
drooped, his muscles relaxed, glving
mind and body n release from tenslon,
But his spine was as stiff as ever as
he left the closet, and he was even
emiling to give the Impresaion that
ths naws from the capital was favor-
able,

When he called his chiefs of divi
slon It was hardly for a staff counell.
HStunned by the losses and repulses,
loynlly Industrious, their opinlons un-
asked, they lletened to his whirlwind
all except
Turcas

“If they are apprised of our plan and
nwre able to concentrate more artillery
than our guns can silence, the losses
will be demorallzing,” he observed.

Westerling threw up bis head, frown-
ing down the nhjection.

“Suppose they amount to
forees that we send in!" he excluimed,
“Iin't tha position, which means the
piues and the range, worth 1t?"

“Yes, I we both tuke and hold It;
not It we fall," replled Turcas, quite
unaffected by Westerling's manner,

“Fatlure I8 not In my lexicon!” Wea-
terling shot back. “For great gainas

half the

a millfon!" | thers must be great risks.”

“We preparse for the movement,
your excellency,” answerad Turcas.

It wnr a steel harness of his own
will that Weeterling wore, without ad-
mitting that It galled him, and he laid
it off only in Marta's presence. With

the | her, hiw growing sense of Isolation had
| tha relief of companionship

She be-
came a kind of mirror of his egolsm
He liked to have her
think of him a8 n great man unruffed
among weaker men. In the gquiet and
seclusion of tha garden, involuntarily
a8 one who has no confidant speaks
to himssif, reserving fortitude for his
part before the staff, while she, under
the spell of her purpose, silently, with
serene and wistfully listening eyes,
played hers, he outlined how the final
and telling blow was to bha struck.
“We must and we shall win!"™ he
kept repeating.

- - L ] - - L] L ]
Through a rubber disk held to hia
ear in the closet of hie bedroom a
volee, tremulous with nervous fatigue,
waa giving Lanstron pnews that all his
aireraft and cavalry and sples could
not have galned; news worth more
than a score of reglments; news fresh
from the lips of the chief of staff ot
the enemy. The attack was to be
made at the right of Engadlr, its cen-
ter breaking from the redoubt manned
by Fracasge's men,

“Marta, you genjus!”™ Lanstron eried,
“You are the real general! You-—"

“Not that, please!”™ she broke in.
“I'm as foul and depraved as a dealer
in subtle poisons in the middle ages!
Oh, the shama of it, while I look Into
his eyes and felgn admiration, felgn
everything which will draw out his
plans! 1 can never forget the sight
of him as he told mo how two ¢r thres
or four hundred thousand men were
to be erowded into a ram, as he called
ft—a ram of human flesh!—and guns
enough In support, ha said, to tear any
redoubta to pleces; guns enough to
make their shells as thick as the bul-
leta from an automatie!"™
“Wea'll meet ram with ram! We'll
have some guns, too!" exclaimed Lan-
stron. “We'll send as heavy a shell
fire at thelr Infantry as they send into
our redoubts.”

“"Don't. It's too llke Westerling, It
has becoma too trite!” she protested.
“The end! If 1 really were helping
toward that and to save llves and our
country to its people, what would my
private feellngs matter?' My honor,
my soul—what would anything mat-
ter? For that, any sacrifice. I'm
only oné human belng—a weak, hina-
tle sort of one, just now!"
“Marta, dou't suffer so!
overwrought, You—}

“l ¢an say all that for you, Lanny,”
she interrupted with the falntost laugh.
“I've eald It so many times to myself,
Perhaps when [ call you up again 1
shall not be so hysterical.”

Lanstron was not thinking of war or
war's combination when he hung up
the receiver. It was some moments
before he returnad to the stafll room,
and then he had mastered his emo-
tlon. He was the soldler again.

An hour or so before the attack the
telegraph Instruments in the Galland
house had become pregnantly sllent.
Thera were ho more orders to glve:
no mora reports to come from the
troops in position until the assault was
made. Officers of supply ceased to
trunsmit routine matters over the wire,
while they strained their eyes toward
the range. OfMcera of the staff moved
about restlessly, glanclng at thelr
whlches and golug to the windows fre
quontly to see It the mist still held

No one entered the library where
Westerling was seated alone with
nothing to do. His suspense was thut
of the mothers who longed for news
of thelr sons at the front; his helpless-
ness that of a man in a hospltal lobby
walting on the result of an operation
whose success or fallure will save or
wreck his career. The physical desire
of movement, the conflict with some-
thing In his own mind, drove him out
of doora.

Westerling was rather pleased with
tho fact that he could still smlle;
pleased with the loyalty of younger
officers when, day by day, the staf
had grown colder and more me

chanical In the attitude that com-
pleted hls isolation. Walking vigor.
ously slong the path toward the tower,
the exercise of hls muscles, the feel

You are

time to win and to hold.”

. of the cool, molst alr on his fuce,

brought back soma of the buoyancy of
spirit that he craved, A woman's fig:
ure, with a cape thrown over the shoul-
ders and the head bare, loomed out of
the mintL,

“I eouldn't stay In—not to-night”
Marta sald as Westerling drew near.
“I had to see, It'a only a quiarter of
an hour now, lsn't (£t

Hhe seemed pso utterly frall and
distraught that Westerling, In an im-
pulse of protection, lald his hand on
her relaxed shoulders,

"Our cause I8 at stake to-night,” he
declared, “yours and mine! Wa must
win, you and I! It is our destiny!™

“You and 1!" repeated Marta, “"Why
you and 17"

It seemed very strange to be think-
ing of any two persons when hundreds
of thousanda were awalting the signal
for the death prepared by him, He
mistook the character of her thought
In the obsession of hig egolym,

“What do llves mean?” he erled with
n wudden desperation, his grip of her
shoulders tightening “It ia the law
of nuture for man to fight, Unless he
fighta Lo goes to One trouble
with our army is that It was sa(t from
the want of war. It s the law of na-
ture for the Nttest to survive! Other
sond will e born to take the place of
thosn who die to-nlght. There will be
all the more room for those who live.
Victory will ¢reate new cpportunities,
What I8 a milllon out of the billlons
oti the face of the earth? Those who
lead nlone count—those who dwell in
the atmosphers of the peaks, as we
do!" The preasure of his strong hands
in the unconsclous emphasis of his
passion became painful; but she did
not protest or try to draow away, think-
ing of his hold in no personal sense
but as a part of his self-ravelation, “All

all s at stake there!™ he continued,
staring toward the range. “It'e the
Rubicon! 1 have put my career on to-
night's ¢cast! Vietory means that the
world will be at our feet-—honar, po-
sltion, power greater than that of fny
otheér two human belngs! Do you
realize what that means—the honor
and the power that will be ours? 1
shall have directed thé greatest army
the world hus ever known to vietory!™

“And defeat means-—what does de-
feat mean?” she asked narrowly, calm-
ly; and the pointed question released
her shoulders from the vise.

What had been a shadow in his
thoughts bacame a llve monster, strik-
ing him with the force of a blow, He
forgot Marta. Yes, what would de-
feat mean to him? Sheer htiman na-
turé broke through the bonds of men-
tal discipline weakened by slecpless
nights. Convulsively his head dropped
ag he covered his face

"Defeat! Fall! That I should faill*
ha monned.

Then it was that she saw him in the
reality of his littleness, which she had
divined; this would-be conqueror. She
saw him as his Intimates often sea the
great man without his front of Jove.
Don't wea know that Napoleon had: mo-
ments of privacy when he whined and
threatenod sulcide? She wondered if
Lanny, too, wera like that-—If it were
not tha naturae of all congquerors who
could not have their way. It seemed
to her that Westerling was bencath
the humblest private {in his army-—be-
neath even that fellow with the liver
patch on his cheek who had broken
the chandeller in the sport of brutal
pasealon, All gense of her own part was
submerged in the elght of a chiet of
staff exhibiting no more stoiclsm than
a petulant, spolled schoolboy.

While his head was still bent the ar:
tillery began its crashing thunders and
the sky became light with flashee, His
hands stretched out toward the range,
clenched and pulsing with deflance and
command.

geed

“Go In! Go In, as 1 told you!" he
eried. “Stay In, allve or dead! Stay
till I tell you to come out! Stay! |

can't do any more!
nowl!"
“Then this may be truly the end,”
thought Marta, “if the assault fails.”
And sllently she prayed that it would
fall; while the flashes llghted Wester-
ling's set features, lmploring success.
. L] - L] L] - -

You must do it

In the Browns' headquarters, as In
the Grays', telegraph instruments were
sllent after the preparations were over,
Here, also, officers walked restlessly,
glancing at thelr watches, They, too,
woro glad that the mist continued. It
meant no wind, When the telegraph
dld speak it was with another megsage
from some aerostatic officer saying,
“Still favorable,” which was taken at
once to Lanstron, who was with the
gtaff chlefs around the big table. They
nodded at the news and smiled to ono
another; and some who had been pac-
ing sat down and others rose to begin
pacing afresh.

“We could have emplaced two lines
of automatics, ona above the other!”™
exclaimed the chief of artillery

“PBut that would have given too much
of a climb for the Infantry in going In

delayed the rush,” sald Lanstron,

“If they should stick—if wo couldn’t
drive thom back!" exclaimed the vice
chief of stafr

“1 don't think thoey
stron

To tho others he secemed as coul as
ever, even when his malmed hand was
twitching In his pocket, But now, sud-
denly, his eyes starting as st n horror,
he trembled passionately, hils head
dropping forward, as if he would col
lapse.

“Oh, the murder of it
he breathed

“But they brought it on!' Not for
theirs, but for ours!” sald the vice
chief of etalf, laying his hand on Lan
stron's shoulder.

“And we 8it here while they go in!"
Lanatron added. “There's a kind of
injustice about that which 1 can’'t get
over. Not one of ua here has been
under firel”

willl" sald Lan-

the murder!"

Svan the minute of the attack they
knew; and just befors midnight they
were standing at the window looking
out into the night, while the viea-chlef
held hia watch In hand. In ths hush
the faint sound of a dirigibla’s propel-
lar high up in the heavens, muffied by
the fog, was drowned by the Gray
guns opening fire,

] L] L] L L L ] L ]

Boafore the mine exploded, by the
light of the shell burets breaking their
vast prisms from central spheres of
flame for miles, with the quick wme-
quence of a moving-pleture fllcker,
Fracnase's men could see one another’s
faces, sapectral and »tiff and pasty
white, with teeth gleaming where jaws
had dropped, some eves half closed by
the blinding fashes and some opened
wide as if the lds were paralyzed.
Faces and faces! A sea of faces
stretehing away down the slope—facen
in atrance,

Up over the breanstworks, over rocks

and splintered timberd, Peterkin and
the judge’'s son and thelr comrades
clamberad When they moved they

wera As o
brain

myrind-legged creature,
numbed, without any sensation
pxeept that of rapids going over a fall
Those In front could not falter, being
pushed on by the pressure of thase In
the rear. For a few staps they were
under no fire. The scream of thelr
own shellg breaking In Infernal pande-
monium in fropt seemed to be o power
as Irresistible as the rear of the wedge
in driving them on,

Then sounds more hildeous than the
flight of projectiles broke about them
with the abruptness of Hghtnings held
in the hollow of the Almighty's hand
and suddenly relegeed. The Browns'
guns had opened fire. Exploslons were
even swifter In sequence than the
Rashes that revesled the stark fuces
Dust and stones and flylng fragments
of flesh filled the alr. Man went down
in poaitive paralysis of facultles by the
terrifiec crashes. Sections of the ram
wera blown to plecas by the burst of
a shrapnel shoulder high;
tlona were lfted heavenward by a
ghell buret in the earth.

Peterkin fell with a plece of jugged
steel embedded In his brain. He had
gone from the quick to the déad so
gwiftly that he never knew that his
charm had falled. The same explosion
got Fracasse, sword in hand, and an-
other burlied him whers he lay. The
banker's son went a little farther; the
barber's son still farther. Men who
wera alive hardly realized life, so
mixed were life and death, Infernal
imagination goes faint; its wildest
gimiles grow feeble and banal before
such a consummation of hell,

But the tide keeps on; the torn gaps
of the ram are fillled by the rushing
logs from the rear, Officers nrge and
lend. Such are the orders; such is
the duty prescribed; such 18 human
bravery even in these days when llfe
i8 sweeter to more men in the joys of
mind and body than ever before. Pre-
cision, organization, solidarity in this
charge such as the dayvs of the “death-
orglory” boyg never knew! Over the
bodies of Petorkin and the barber's
and the banker's sons, plunging
through shell eraters, stumbling, stag-

other sec-

gering, cut by swaths and torn by
eddies of red destruction In their
ranks, the tlde proceaded, until its

hosts were oftener treading on flesh
than on soll, And all they knew was
to keep on—Kkeep on, bayonet In hand,
till they reached the redoubt, and there
they were to stay, anlive or dead.

- - L] - - L -

“After hell, more hell, and then still
more hell!” was the way that Stransky
expressed his thought when the en-
gineera had taken the place of the 63d
of the HBrowns in the redoubt. They
put thelr mines and connections deep
enough not to be disturbed by shell
fire, After the survivors in the van of
the Grays' charge, spent of breath,
reached their goal snd threw them-
gelves down, the earth under them, as
the mine exploded, split and heaved
hesvenward. But those in the rear,
slapped in the face by the concusslon,
kept on, driven by the pressure of the
mass at their backs, and, in turn,
plunged forward on their stomachs In
the seams and furrows of the mine's
havoe. The mass thickened as the flood
of bodies and legs banked up, in keep-
ing with Westerling's plan to have
"snough to hold.”

('TO HiE CONTINUED.)
Poor Mra. Smith.

A minister was recounting some of
his amusing experiences in marrying
people, “There’'s an old custom,”
said he, “that the bridegroom shall
kisa the bride Immediately after the
marriage ceromony ls over, It's a
good, practical custom, for It serves
more handily than anything else that
1 kuow of to dissipate the awkward
pause that almost always follows
simple, informal eeremony. For this
reason 1 keep the custom allve

“One day & mian whom 1 shall call
smith came to the parsonage to be
married, Mr. Smith was a pompous,

cansequential little man, The pros-
pectlve Mra. Swmith wns a fine. win:
aome girl After the ceremony, Mr

Smith, in spite of his pomposity, did
pnot seem to know just what was the
next thing to do, 8o, &8s I8 my prae
ties in such emergencies, 1 sald ‘My
dear slir, 1t 18 your privilege to nalute
the bride” He turned around and ex-
tending his hand formally, sald: "Mrs.
gmith, 1 congratulate you.'"

Barber's Story Record.

During a Portland (Me.) barber's
§0 yoars In business he has had one
workman who has served for 10 yoars
This workman has kept a record of
the number of times the employer
tells his stortes. One story which he
thinks his best one he has told 2,766
times, and sayas It gets betler every

time be tells W

A GREAT HELP
IN STOMACH ILLS

If you suffer from Poor Ap-

tite, Sick Headache, Bloat-
ing, Indigestion, Dyspepsia,
Cramps or Constipation you
will be greatly benefited by
a fair trial of

HOSTETTER’S
Stomach Bitters

The digestive system has be-
come weak and Nature needs
assistance right away. The
Bitters has for over 60 years
been recognized as the real
“first-aid.’" Try a bottle.

The genuine has our pri-
vate stamp over neck.

The Lush in Luscious.

“Why do they call the ovster a
lusclous bivalve?”

“Ia not it customary to refer to in-
toxicating beverages as lush?" asked
the learned but unsophisticated citi-
zen,

"Yeu"

“Then ‘lugclous bivatve," no doubt,
refers to the oyster cocktall.”

True Generosity.

Mary—IMd you give anything to tho
poor this winter?

Haze)—Yes; 1 give my old shoes.

Mary—Well, there's nothing small
about that kind of charity.

Smile, smile,  beautiful  elear white
elothes. Red Crosa Ball Blue, American
made, therefore best. All grocers. Adv.

In the German empive two sety of
twins are born every hour.

It’s Foolish to Suffer

You may be brave enough to
stand backache, or headache, or
dizziness. Dut if, in addition, ur-
ination i3 disordered, look out!
If you don't try to fix your sick
kidneys, you may fall into the
elutehes of kidney trouble before
you know [t, But if you live more
carefully and help your kidneys
with Doan's Kidney Pills, you ecan
gtop the palns you have and avold
future danger as well,

_ A Nebraska Case

I @ Samuel Bixler, Gor-
#ch.. .

don, Neb,, says: “"Four
yvears' gorvice in the
army loft me with &
chronie case of kidney
complaint, I had to
get up ot night to
pass the kidney scere-
tlons and my whole
body ached. My joints
swolled and I had
fainting spells, Doan's
IKidney Fills hnve
corrected  thesa  all-
ments and J can't be
too grateful”

Get Doan's at Any Store, 50¢c » Box
DOAN’S ®}PAEY

PILLS

FOSTER-MILBURN €O., BUFFALO, N. Y,

Rheumatism

Just put a few drops of Sloan"s
on the painful spot and the pain
stops. It is really wonderful
how quickly Sloan's scts. No
need to rub it in—laid on lightly
it penetrates to the bone and
brings relief at once. Kills
rheumatic pain instantly.

D B. Alessander, North
Hggmﬁuﬂa.. vhes: "Mlua:r! nr:irn.l
in my d hips bmulh{ on_rheus

atism in tj sciatio nerve. 1 had it so
d one night when sitting in my chair,
that 1 had to Jump on my feet to get
relief. 1 at oneo applied your Liniment
to the nlfected part and in less then ten
inutes it was perfectly eany, I think

t in tho best of all Liniments I Lave
over used.”

SLOAN'S
LINIMENT

Kills Pain

At all dealers, 28c.
Send four cents in stamps for a
TRIAL BOTTLE

Dr. Earl S. Sloan, Inc.
Dept. B. Philadeiphia, Pa.
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estorn  stockmen, th

ts"m‘ whira alher vaceines fail.
‘rite for booklet and teethaoniale.
10-dose phge. Binakieg Pills §1.00
B0 - donn ‘ Blackieg
JJ- any injector, but Cutter's hest.
T of Dowctatluing b vaseinss ‘and ‘seruime saly.
™ ¥ 3
TR o8 Cutters. 11 dhebistiabia order direct

Ths Gutter Laburatory, Borksley, Gal. or Chlsags, Il

.




