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SYNOPSIS, ‘:I. nor the common sens: I eut out
— bt the race and the ehildren.  Any saeri
Humphtey Van Weydon, oeltie and diter- | fien that makes me lose one orawl or
tante, I thrown infto the wanter by the . hennd n sy
alnking of n ferrybout In o 'fog. In ‘San gquirm I8 foolish—and not only fool
rt'ulu Isco buv, and becomes unconsclous | Ish, for It Is a wrong ngalnsl myeelf
wiore help renchos him, On coming o | Ak o at t s
Ll wpenses he finds himsolf aboard  the and a wicked thing I must not los
nealing wehie e Ghost, Captain Walt | one erawl or squirm f 1 am to J:"’i
Larsen, bound to Japan wntors, wilfiesses 1h - " 3
: b 1 mont out of the ferment. Nor will
the denth of the first mute nnd Lesrs Hh . :

captaln curse the dend mnn for presuning
to dle, The oaptnin 3 by Pt
Humphrey ashore nmd makes him enbin
boy “for the good of his soul® e boging
to learn potato pecling and dish wisshibng |
undeér the oockney vook, Mugridee T
eaught by n henvy =én ahipped over the

quarter am he Is carrving tes nft
knee In serfously hurt, Lt no Gt TR
any atteation to Wis injury, Hump's gune-
tors arve changed afi. Muogridge wienls his
money and chumes him when novomed of
I Later ha lntens to Wolf give Il \
of 1fe—"1lke

d his

voust, n ferment T
cat the litle Y Cooky Is  lenlou r
Hump and hnges bim, Wolf higes o e
man and makes It the busin for another

phlltsophlo discossion with [lump

Walr
ontertnins Mugridge In Ll enbin

CHAPTER VII—Continued,
In the end, with loud protestations
that he could lose like a gentleman
the cook's last money was staked on

the game and lost. Whereupon he
leaned his head on his hands and
wept. Wolf Larsen looked curiously

at him, as though about to prabe snd
viviseet him, then changed Wa mind,
as from the foregone conclusion 1t
there was nothing there to probe,

“Hump," he snid to me, claborately
polite, “kindly take Mr, Mugridge's
arm and help him up on deck  [lo Is
not feeling very well”

“And tell Johnson to douse him with
a few buckets of salt water.,” he add-
ed, In a lower tane for my ear nlone,

I laft Mr. Mugridge on deck. In
the hands of a couple of grinning sall-
ors who had been told off for the pur
pose. Mr. Mugridge was sleapily splat-
tering that he was a gentleman's son,
But as 1 descended the companion
stelra to clear the table 1 heard him
shriek as the first bucket of water
struck him,

Wolf Larsen was counting his win-
nings,

“One hundred and elghty-five dollars
even,” he wsald aloud. “Just as |
thought. The beggar came abonrd
without a cent.” :

“And what you have won ls mino,
#lr,” 1 sald boldly,

He favored me with a quizzlenl
smile. “Hump, | have studled some
grammer in my time, and [ think vour
tonses are tangled, 'Was mine,’ you
should have sald, not ‘Is mino.*

“It 18 a question not of grammar but
of ethies,” I answerad.

It was possibly a minute befors he
spoke,

“D'ye know, Hump.” he said, with a
alow serlousness which had in it an
Andefinable strain of sadness, “that
this is the first time 1 have hoard the
word ‘ethics’ in the mouth of a man
You and I are the only men on thin
ship who know ita meaning.”

“At one time In my life,” he con
tinued, after another pause, |
dreamed that | might some day talk
with men who used such language
that 1 might lft myself out of the
place in life In which 1 had beon born.
and hold comversation and mingle
with men who talked about just such
things as othics. And this (s the first
time | have ever heard the word pro
nounced. Which & all by the way,
for you are wrong. It I8 a question,
nelther of grammar nor ethies, but of
ha.h
I " understand,"” 1 gaid. “The fact in
that you have the money.”

Hin face brightened. He secemed
pleased at my perapicacity.

“But you wrong me by withholding |

AL 1 objected.
| “Not at all. One man cannot wrong
mnother man. He can only wrong him
self, As 1 seo it, 1 do wrong alwnys

when | consider the futorests of oth

ers, Don't you soo? How can two
particles of the yeast wrong each
other by striving to devour oupch

other? It is thelr inborn heritage to
sirive to devour, and to strive not to
be davoured. When they depart from
this they sin.”

“Then you
fam?” | asked.
{ He recelved the word as If It had
a famillar ring, though he pondered
1t thoughtfully. "Let me see, {t means
something about co-operation, doesn’t
it. “Oh, yes, | remember it now. 1
ran across It in Spencer.”

“Spencer!” 1 eried. “"Have you read

don't belleve In altru

kim?"
“Not very mueh,” wns his confes
gion. His 'Peychology’ loft mo butting

around in the doldrums for muny a
éay. But | did get something out of
bis ‘Datn of Ethles' ‘There's whoere |
ran across ‘altrulam.’ and | remombor
now how It was used."

“"What else did you run acrosa®" 1
askod,

“In as few words as possible,” he |

began. “Spencer puts It something
Hke this: First, & man must act
for his own benellt—to do this s

to be moral and good. Next, he must
act for the banellt of his children. And
third, he must sct for the benelit of uis
n"‘e-‘l

"And the highest, finest, right con.
Auet.” | interjectnd, “is that act whish

benalits at the sawe time the wan, b |

children, and his roce.”
"I wouldn't stand
plled. “Couldn’t see the necessity for

for that” he re '

Ing to me be mule hanrder
by the zacrifices or selfiahness of the |
time when | wasg veasty and acrawl.”

“Then you #re a man one could not |
trust in the lenst thing wliers It wns |
posslble for a selfish Interest to inter
venn?

the eternal movelessness thnt s com- |
’ easier or

. M 4 |

Now  you're hWeginning to under

stand.” he snid. brightenin {
“NYou are a8 man utlterly

without
what the world ealls morals ? ‘
“"That's it.”
A man of
afrald
“That's wny to put it.”
YAs one Is afrald of a anake, or a |

whom to be alwavs

the

unn

tiger. or o shark ™ e Mo ovon vanthred te Iats II )
“Now yvou know me.” he sald "“And l » : s ol A3 Al RN
vou know mo an | am genolly | Hat to me, but | was becoming animal
; = x U | like myaelf, ant anarled In his Tace

'known, Other men call me “Woll, J o 4 11 snarted Iu b ¥
“You are @ sort of monster,” 1|50 terribly that it must bave fright

) i L AU noi 'y
: oned him back
addad audnciously, “a Caliban who hag | a

I \ 0 M . A s % .l 1]

pondered Setebos, pnd who nets as vou A pulr of beasts Ja vhat we were,
wet, In fdle moments, by whim :m.rll"'“”'"1 togoether and  showing  our
faney.” teeth He wus a coward, afrald to

! - T qi y [

His brow clouded at the allusion [-"“"-" me beeauso [ had uwot qualled
He did not understand, and | uul:-:.lvl-“"”"""li“.\ in rdvance: so0 he chose |
¢ 3 1\ 1hile 1 L] M o J

learned that he did not know the @ New way to Intimidate ms Fhere
poem | was only onn gnlley knife that, ns a
“I'mo qust reading Drownlng”  he knife, amounted to anything. e whet

confessed, “and it's pretty tough (|
is 1I've about lost mv bearings.” |

Not to be tiresome, 1 shall say that
I fetehed the book from his stateroom

and read “Caliban®™ aloud, He was de

Hghted. It wns a primitive mode of
reasoning and of looking at things
that he understood thoroaghly., He in

terrupted agaln and ageln with com ‘
ment and criticlpm. Whan | finished,

he had me read it over a second time,
and a third, We fell into discussion—

philosophy, selence, evolutlon, rell-

glon, Time passed. Supper was at

hand and the table not lald, 1 became
restless and anxious, and when Thom- |
as Mugridge glared down the compan-
lonway, sick and angry of counte

nance, | propared to go about my du

tles. But Wolf Larsen cried out to
him:

“"Cooky, you've got to hustle tonight
I'm buay with Hump, and you'll do
the best you can without him."

And again the unprecedented waas
ostablishad. That night | sat at wable
with the captain and the hunters,
while Thomas Mugrldge waited on us
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“He Leaned His Head on Mis Hands

and Wept."
and washed the dishes afterward—np
whim, a Caliban-mood of Wolf Lar

gen's, and one | foresaw would bring

me trouble In the weantime we
talked and talked. much to the dis
gust of the hunters, who could not

lunnh-ratnlul & word.

CHAPTER VIII.

Threo days of rest, three blessed
[dil.\'ﬂ of rest, are what [ had with Wolf
Larsen, ecating at the cabin table and
lnlullm nothing but discuss lfe, litera
ture and the universe, the while Thom-
as Mugridge tumed and raged and did

:m) work ns well as his own

| "Watch out for squalls, isull 1 can say
to you,"” was Louls' warning, given dur
ing a sparo hallhour on deck while
Laraen was ongnged in straightening
out a row nmong the l.’lilllll'l’:'\
| 1 was not altogether sueprised when
the squall foretold by Louls smuote
| mag We had beon having a heated
| dlseusston—upon life, of course—and
| Rrown overbold, | was passing stin
steletures upon Wolf Larson and the
life of Wolf Larsen. The dark sun
bronze of his face went black with
| wrath, his eyes were ablaze. He sprang
for me with a half roar, gripping my
farm. | wilted and shrieked aloud, My
biceps were belog cruslied to u pulp,
He seemed to recover bimself, for a

[rlmt WOS niore
the floor, feeling very faint, while he
| aat down, Huhted & elgar, and watehed

|

| that

———

Hke a growl

me ne uoent
writhed about

wilchos a mouse  As |
I eould weo In his ayen
enriosity |1 had g0 often nbted
that worder and perplexity, that ques
tioning, that overlasting query of his
na to what it was all abouot

I tnally crawled to my foeot
useendod the companion stairs
wenther was over, nnd there was noth
Ing left but to retern to the galley
My left garm was npumb, an though par
alyzed, and days passod before 1 could
use it, while weeks went by before
the Inst pafn went oot
of it. And he had done nothing bur
put his hand upon my arm  and
KQuaege What he might have done
I 3 pot fully realize till next day,
when he put his head into the galley,
and, as a sign of renewed friendliness

and
Falr

ptiffness and

| asked me how my arm was getting on

"It might
tnfled
I was

have been worse,” he
pealing potatonrs
one up from the pan. It was fair slzed,
firm and unpeelad He eclosed his

hand upon It, squeszed, and the potato

He pleked

gquirted out betwesn his fingers In
mushy streams The pulpy remnant
be dropped buck into the pan and

turned away, und 1 had n sharp vigion
of how it might bhave fared with me
had the mouster put his real strength
ipon mno

But the throe dava
trouble 1 hind foresern
Fhomas Mugridge’s

It was plainky
Intention 1o muke
three davs He
Ireated me vilely, oursed me enntinn
ully

me pay for those

and beaped his own work

ted it up and down all day long Ev

haven't got very far along, and as it |7y odd moment he could find he had |

the knife and stone out and was whet
ting awuay till 1 could have laughed
aloud, It was so verv ludicrons

It was also serious, for | lesened
that he was capable of using it, that
under all His cowardiee there was a
comrage of cownrdice, llke mine, that
would fmpe! him to do the very thing
his whole nature protested against do-
ing and was alraid of doing. “Cooky's
sharpening his knife for Hump.” was
being whispered about among the sail
ors, unl some of them twitted him
about it. This he took in good part,
and was really pleased, nodding his
hoad with direful foreknowledge and
mystery, untll George Leach, the
erstwhile cabin-boy, ventured some
rough pleasantry on the subject.

Now it happened that Leach was
one of the sallors told off to douse
Mugridge after his game of cards with
the captain. Leach had evidently done
his tasgk with a thoroughness that Mug-
ridge had not forgiven, for words (ol
lowed and evil names involving
smirched ancestries, Mugridge men-
aced with the knife he was sharpening
for me. Leach laughed and hurled
more of his Telegraph hill billings-
gate, and before elther he or | knew
what had happened, his right arm had
heen ripped open from elbow to wrist
by a quick slash of the knife. The
cook backed away, a flendish expres-
#ion on hla face, the knife held before
him in a position of defense, But
Leach took It quite calmly, though
blood was spouting upon the deck ua
generously as water from a fountain

"'m goin' to get you, Cooky." he
aaid, “and I''l get you hard. And |
won't be In no hurry about it. You'll
be without that knife when I come
for you."

So saying, he turned and walked
quietly forward. Mugridge's face was
lHvid with fear at what he had done
and at what be might expect sooner
or later from the man he had stabbed,
But hig demeanor toward me was more
ferocloug than ever

Saveral davs went by, the Glhiost atit)
foaming down the trades, and | eould
swaear 1 saw madness growing in
Thomas Mugridge's oyes. And 1 con
foss that [ became afraid, very muoh
afraid, Whet, whet, It went all day
long. The look in his eves as he folt
the keen edge and glared at mo was
positively carnivorous, 1 was afrald
to turn my shoulder to him, and when
I left the galley 1 wont out backward —
to the amusement of the sallors and
hunters, who made a point of gather-
Ing In groups to witness mv exit

Severnl times Woll Larsen tried o
invelgle me Into discussion, but | gave
him short answers and eluded him.
Finally, he commanded me to resume
my aent ot the cabin teble for a tine,
and let the eook do my work, Then 1
spoke frankly, telllog him what 1 was
enduring from Thomas Mugridge
caude of the three dayvs of
wlieh bad been shown me. Wolf Lar

son regardod me with smiling eyes

"Bo you're afrald, eh? he sneerod
It wius plin that ' could look for
no help or mercy from Wolf Largen

Whatever wasg to ba done 1 must do
for myself; and out of the courage of
four 1 evolved the plan of fighting
Fhomas Mugridge with his own weap
ons, | borrowed a whetstone
Johanson, Louls, the boat steerer,
had already begged me for condensed
milk and sugar. The lazaretto, wherae
such delicacies were stored. was sity.
ated beneath the cabin foor, Walclh-
ing my chance, | stole five cans of the
milk, and that night, when 1t wos
Lould" watch on deck. | traded them
with him for a dirk as lean and crucl
looking as Thomas Mugridges vege-

from

D1eid gleam eame toto his eyes, and he

.rcl:md his hold with a short laugh *

table knife It was rusty and dull, but
I turned the grindstone while Louls

I fell to

reat brovght the '

"1 er planes of being,
favoritism |

gave It an edgs, | slept more soundly
than usual that night,

Neoxt morning, aftor broeakfest,
Thomas Mugridge began his whet,
whet, whel. [ glanced warily at him, for
I wiy on my knees taking the ashes
from the s#tove I put the shovel
away and calmly sat down on thie conl
him. He favored me with

a vicloua stare Still ealmly. though
| my heart wad going pitapat, T pulled
|'un Louls' dirk and began to whet It
!I-n the g=tone, 1 had looked for nlmost

any sort of explosion on the enckney’s
part, but to my did not
; appesr aware of wliat | was dolng, He
| went on whotting hig knife. So did 1
{ And for two hours wa sat there, face
to fuee, whet., whet., whet, till the
noewa of it sprend abrogd and half the
thip's company was erowding the gal
ley doors to see the sight,

Fneourngemoent and advice were
lnu- Iy tendored, and Jock Horner. the
gelt-gpoken hunter who lpoked

¢ thoueh he would not harm a mouss,

advised me to lenve the ribhs alone
and to thrust upward for the abdomen,

t the same time glving what he called
the “Spanish twist” tw the hlade
Leach, his bandaged arm prominently
| to the fore, begeged me o leave a few
‘r'i'llillitlllh' of the vook for him; and
Wollfl Laraen paused once or twice at
the broak of the poop to glance curl

box facing

purprise he

(purfen

|

“You Are a Man Utterly Without
What the World Calls Morals.”

ously at what must have been to him
a stirring and crawling of the yeasty
thing he knew as lfe,

But nothing happened. At the end
of two hours Thomas Mugridge put
away knife and stope and beld out
his hand.

“Wot's the good of mykin® a ‘oly
show of ourselves for them mugs?’ he
demanded. “They don't love us, an'
bloody well glad they'd he a-seein’ us
cuttin® our throats. Yer not 'arf bad,
"TTmp! You've got spunk, as you
Yanks s'y, an’ | like yer in a w'y, So
come on an’ shyke."

Coward that 1 might be, I was leas
a-coward than be. It was a distinct
victory 1 had galned, and 1 refused to
forego any of it by shaking his de-
testable hand -

(TO BE CONTINUED)

FIND GOODNESS IN PLEASURE

People Are Beginning to Understand
That It Is a Mistake to Work
Too Hard.

For a good many years we had o
creed that the only way to keep men
or women good was to work them to
death, We didn't conslder ourselves
virtuous unless we ended each day so
toll-wearied that we had no ambition
for anything but bed, %When we had
a hollday we didn't know how to use
it, and either slept it away or did

something that landed us in jail,

The doctors are telling us now that
thore Is a fatigue polson; that we owe
it to ourselvés not to overwork. The
great labor unfona are demanding
ghorter hours and graded work, so that
men and women workers shall not be
overtaxed, and so that the few may
not be overworked and underpald at
the expense of the many.

We are learning very, very gradu.
ally, that man was not ereated to labor
18 hours out of the 24 In order that
he may have the privilege of eating
and slecplng. Very, very gradually
we are being taught that we are part-

or poor, we bave the right o tnke our
shure of sunshine and fresh air and an
idlg time to enjoy them

A falr measure of leisure in each
doy 18 necessary to cultivate sweet-
ness and sanencss of soul, and the
man or woman, boy or girl, so over
warked (hat there Is no opportunity
for recreation, never reacheds the high-
Indeed, too much
work bhas often been as much /& broed
er of erime w8 oo much idleness,

Sometimes it 18 o despernte effort
o escupe from the grind, More often
It I8 an Intelligent craving for exscite
| moent something difterent.”

I belleve it 18 In omo of Aesop's

r tableg where we are told of the mas
who was so busy grubbing in the muck
houp that he never hoad time to look
up and see the crown above his head.
—Phlladelphia Dulletin,

Cape Cod Canal.
An Ildea of the value of thy Cape
Cod canul to shipping 18 given in the

fuct that more than two thousand
five Dbundred vesdsels have passed
through this waterway since It waa

opened In the summer of 1914, each
of these vessels saving something like
seventy miles of travel and avolding
the dangerous route around Cape Cod.
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“ROAD
BUILDING

EXPERIMENT IN GOOD ROADS

Road to Chevy Chese “Text Book In
Cancrete, Brick and Stone"—Ex-
perts Are Intereated,

Thoere |8 bore A text boak In con-

¢reta, brick and stone--the roand to
Chevy Chase, bullt by the plans and
| under the direction of the ollice of

h | Jeeted
ners in God's pasture, and that, rich | gacams

' this road, which is built in many see-

publie roads of the United States and
for the sole purpose of Informing the
publie and the membors of congregs
interosted In the Improvement of the
public highways upon the methods and
cost of construction, types of roads,
wdaptability of material and economy
f maintenance
Thousands of pe

e travel over
Hong of differint types, every day, and
hundreds of practieal romd builders
from all parts of the esuntry have in-
spectod it from time to time and have

|

|

| |
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Sand and Gravel Piled on Subgrade

Ready for Use, Experimental Con-
crete Road, Chevy Chase, Md.

marveled at
work.

Manufacturers who have supplied
bituminous materials for the treat-
ment of the road have detached their
special experts for this service and
the traffic over the road has demon-
strated under carefully observed con-
ditions the relative value of the sev-
eral types of road making up this great
hWighway.

The Chevy Chase road is experi-
mental. It consists of different types
of pavement—bituminous macadam
lald by the penetration method, sur-
face treatments of waterbound ma-
cadam, asphaltic surfaces on concrete
foundations, bituminous surfaced con-
crete, plain and oil cement concrete
and vitritied brick, all of which are
under daily observation by expert
road builders to ascartain which of the |
types is best suited to the traffic and
which is condemned by practical test
under the samo conditions of climate,
goll, rainfall, heat and cold and like
trafiic requirementa. It would be just
the same to the office of public roads
which has written this open book in
conerete, brick and stone whether any |
part of it or all parts of it should falil,
fallure in materinla used, in construc.
tion, in durability, in cost, in mainte
nance—the test is the thing.

Road building 18 a science now, and
efliciency 18 the only test of quality.
In the s=tones used in the construc
tion of the Chevy Chase road, their
specific gravity, their welght per cubie
foot, thelr water absorption, their per
centage of wear, thelr hardness and |
toughness are ull determined by the
most careful scientific tests. Putrnl-l
men are constantly employed on this
road to keep account of whatever de
fects in materials and construction
may develop and exact data as to the
cost of maintenance,

The Chevy Chase road was fortu
nately placed for the reason that all
of its sections of types have been sub-
to precisely the same sgort ol
traflic year in and year out and the |
section or type that has not stood the
strain has been as important an object '
lesson to road buillders as the section
or type that has malutained itself un
der lke strain. The road, as a whole
Is & great experiment conducted by the
most competent engineers to demon
strate the most practical things.

the excellence of the

Good Stretches Useless.
Local contro! in road bullding means
a good patch where the ofliclals are
up Lo dute, and a poor streteh where
the loealynuthorities are slack in their
road work—and the poor stretches of
road make the good stretchen useloss,

Up-to-Date Roads. |

Wa Bave the spectacle in most
states of ploncer roads for twentieth
cantury farmers whose cquipment in
farming consists of modern machinery
and modes of travel, When, oh when,
will he put the up-todate mode of
travel on an up-to-date road! i

Drag Improves Surface, |

Is your road to town rough and
hard to travel over? A splitlog or
fron drag drawn over the rond u(terl
ouclh rain helps to give good sur-'
faco sud does not cost much, |

PAINS IN SIDE -
AND BACK

How Mrs. Kelly Suffered and
How She was Cured.

Burlington, Wis,—*‘I was very {rregy

ular, and had pains in my side and back,
= but after taking

l Lydia E. Pinkham's
: Vegetable Coms-
pound Tablets
using two bottles o
the Sanative Wash
I am fully convinced
I that I am entirely

cured of these trou-
bles, and feel better
all over. @1 know
your remedies havs
! done me worlds of
good and I hope every suffering woman
will give them a trinl.”’—Mry. ANNA
KeLry, TlI0 Chestnut Street, Burling-
ton, Wis.

The many convineing testimonials con-
stantly published in the newspapers
ought to be proof encugh to women who
suffer from those distressing ills peeu-
llar to their sex that Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound is the medicine
they need.

This good 0ld root and herb remedy
has proved unequalled for these dread-

i

| ful ills; it containa what ia needed to

restore woman's health and strength,

If there is any peculiarity in
your case requiring special ade
vice, write the Lydia I, Pinke
ham Medicine Co. (confidential),
Lynn, Mass,, for free advice,

Your Liver
Is Clogged Up

That's Why You're Tired—Out of Sortr
—Have No Appetite,
CARTER’S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS
will put you right
in a few days,
They do
their duty,
CureCon-
stipation, ===
Bilinusness, Indigestion and Sick Headache
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,

Genuine must bear Signature

e Tt

Radical Departure.

“Just a word, young man,"”
owner of the store.

“Yes, sir.”

“If a customer knows what he
wants, sell it to him. 1 know that a
star salesman can always sell him
gomething else, but 1 have a theory

-

said the

', that it will pay just as well to sell

bim what he wants."”

FOR BABY RASHES

Cuticura Soap Is Best Because So
Soothing and Cooling. Trial Free.

If baby is troubled with rashes, ec:

J zemas, Itehings, chafings or hot, frri.

tated skin follow Cuticura Soap bath
with light application of Cuticura Oint-
ment to the affected part. Nothing so
soothing, cooling and refreshing when
he is fretful and sleepless,

Free sample each by mail with Book.
Address posteard, Cuticura, Dept. L,
Hoston, 8old everywhere.—Adv.

Of a Kind.

“l1 wish Evelyn hadn't gone rowing
with that young De Swiff. He I8 &
fool in a boat."

“Roek-the-bont idiot?" -

“No. Not that kind, He is one
of the sort that proposes.'”

RECIPE FOR GRAY HAIR.

To half pint of water add 1 oz. Bay Rum, a
small box of Barbo Compound, and X oz of
glyeerine. Apply to the hair twlte & week
untll it becomies the deslred shade, Any drug-

Ist can put this up or you can mix it st
rmmu st very little cost. It will gradually
durken streaked, fuded gray halr. and re.
moves dundrufl. It 18 excellent for falling
halr and will mnko hareh hair 4oft and glossy
It will not color the sealp, is not sticky or
greasy, aud does not rub olf,—Ady,

Lots of men go where duty calls and
stand around with thelr hands in their
pockets after they get there.—Wash-
ington Star. |

L

Theatrieally speaking, the death
scene of the heroine is apt to be far
lesa realistic than her hair-dyeing.

Makes Hard Work Harder

A bad back makes a day's work
twice as hard. Backache usually
comes from weak kidneys, and if
headaches, dizziness or urinary dla-
orders are added, don't walt—got
help before the kidney discase
takes a grip—before dropsy, gravel
or lright's digsease sets In, Doan's
Kidney Pills have brought new life
and new strength to thousands of
working men and women. Used
and recommended the world over.

A Nebraska Case

Arthur  Ehmeke,
‘:\' Allltary Ave,,

remont, Nab.,
“My kildneys
yed me by Le-

e oo frequent In
Aavtion and [ was
also subjeect to
rheumatic pains In
my 11l mba To
Laop or lift caused

#lhiurp twinges and

hnd n oconstant

- lnmeness In thae

small of my back. Doan's Kildney

lils soon drove away wll the pulns

and regulated the action of my kid-
nuysE

Get Doan's at Any Store, 50¢c » Bex

DOAN’S HIDNEY

PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N, Y.

m—
\



