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S8YNOPSIS.

AL thelwe home on the frontier betwien
the Browos und Grays Marta Galland and
her maother, chutertaining Colonel Westor-
Hng of tha Grays, see Captain Lanstron,

tafl Inteligence ofMlcer of the Hrowns,
njured by a fall in hls aeroplanes.  Ten
yonrs later. Wosterling, nominal vies but
ronl ohief of alaff, reinforees South La

Tie, moditates on wir, and spieculintes on
the compurative nges of himself and Mar-
ta, who is visiting In the Gray capltal
Wesleelog calls on Murta, She tells him
of her toaobing chilldeen the folllos of war
and martlal patriotism, begs him o pre-
vont wis while ho In chief of staff, and

provlioty At IF he minkos war agininst the

frowns he will not win, On the march
with thu &34 of the Browns Private Hiran-
shy, nnarchint, decries war aml plisyed-
Oul putriotiam and is placed dnder nrrest,
Colonel Luastron overbivaring, begs him
off, Lunstron calls on Marta at her homa
e tnlks with Feller, thy gardener, Marta
tells Lanstron thot she belleves Feller to
be a spy. Lansiron confesses 1t Is Lrue,
Jaanstron shows Marta o telephone which
Foller hinn concenlod In a secrel poassage
tnder the tower for use to  bencfit  Lhs
Hrowns In war emergencles,  Lanstron de
clares s love for Marta. Waesterling nnd

the Gray premicr plan to use n teivial in-
ternatlonnd affalr to foment warlike pa-

telotism In army and people and strike he.
fore deelnring war. Partow, Hrown chief
of staff, and Lanstron, made vice, (discuss

the trouble, and the Nrown defenses Pars

tow revoals his plans to Lanstron. The
Urny nrmy erosses 1he border lino and nt-
tacks. The Browns check them.  Artil-
lery, Infantry, acropluines and dirlgibles
engnge, Hiranalky, rieing to moke the
anurohilst speech of his lite, draws the

Gray artiflery fire. Nicked by a shirapnel
splinter lis goes Berserk and flghts—""all
a man"” Marta has hor Orst glimpss of
war in Its modern, cold, sclentific, mur-
derous Lrutality.

CHAPTER X~—Continued.

This was the very thing to whip
her thoughts back from the knoll. He
wns thunderstruck at the transforma-
tion: hot color In her checks, oyes
aflame, llps curving around a whirl
wind of words.

“You mame the very reason why |
wish to stay. Why do you want to
eave the women? Why shouldn't they
bear thelr ghare? Why don’t you want
them to ses men mowed down? Is
it because you are ashamed of your
profession? Why, I ask?”

The problem of deallng with an
angry womun breaking a shell fire of
questlons over his head had not been
ready solved In the captain’s curricu-
lum like other professionnl problems,
nor was Kt mentioned in the official
Instructions about the defenses of the
Qalland houwse. He almed to smile
soothingly In the helplessnesa of man
in presence of feminine fury,

“It s an old custom.” he was say-
ing, but she had turned away.

“Lanny’'s plan—mow them down!

mow them down! mow them down!"
she wenl on, more to herself than to
him.
! Was there nothing for her to do?
Could she only look on in a fever of
restlessness  while action roared
around her? The sight of several au-
tomobile ambulances in the road at
the foot of the garden stilled the
throbs of digtraction in her temples
with an answer, The wounded! They
wore already coming in from the fleld.
B8he hurrlied down the terrace steps.
The major surgeon (n charge, sur
prised to find any woman in the vi-
cinity, was about to tell her so auto-
matically; then, In view of her Inten-
slly, he walted for her to speak.

MYou will let us do something for
them?” Marta asked. “We will make
them some hot soup.”

He was Immediately businesslike.
No less than Dellarme or Fracasse or
Lanstron or Westerling, he had been
preparing throughout his professional
career for this hour, The detail of
caring for the men who were down
had beem worked out no less system-
atleally than that of wounding them,

"Thank you, no! We don't want to
waste time,” he replied. “We must
got them away with all epeed so that
the ambulances may return promptly.
It's only a fNfteen-minute run to the
hospital, where every comfort and ap-
pllance are ready and where they will
be given the right things to eat.”

“Then wo will glve them some
wine!"” Marta persisted,

“Not if we can prevent It! Not to
start hemorrhages! The field doctors
have brandy for use when advisable,
and there I8 brandy In all the ambuy-
lances."”

Clearly, volunteer service was not
wanted. ‘Thers was no room at the
immediate front for Florenge Nightin-
gales in the modern machine of war.

“Then water?"

The major surgeon almed to be pa-
tient to an earnest, attractive young
woman,

“We have sterllized water—we have
everything,"” he explained. “Ir we
Badn't at this early stage I ought to
be serving an apprenticeship in a vil-
1age apothecary shop. Anything that
means confusion, delay, unnecossary
wxcitement is bad and unmerciful

Marta was not yet at the end of her
wesources. The recollection of the dy-
dng private who had asked her mother
for a rose in the last war flashed into
mind,

“You haven't any flowers! They
mwon’t do any harm, even If they aren't

sterilized. The wounded like flowers,
,don’t they? Don’t you llke flowers?
Jook! We've millions!™

“Yas, 1 do. They do. A good ldea.

ring all the flowers you want to.”

The major surgeou's smile to Marta
fwas not altogether on account of her

suggestion. “It ought to help anybody
who was ever wounded anywhera In
the world to have you give him a
flower!” he was thinking,

She ran for an armful of blossomn
and was back before the arrival of the
firat wounded man who preceded the
stretchers on foot. He was holding
up a hand bound In a white first-aid
bandage which had a red apot in the
center, Those hit in hand or arm, if
the surgeon's glance justified it, wera
sent on up the road to a point a mile
distant, where transportation in requi:
sitioned vehicles was provided, These
men were triumphant in their cheer-
fulness. They were allve; they had
done their duty, and they had the
proof of it in the coming souvenirs of
BCArs,

Some of the forms on stretchers had
peaceful faces In unconsclousness of
their condition, Others had a look of
wonder, of pain, of apprehension in
their consclousness that death might
be near. The single word “Shrapnel!”
by a hospital-corps corporal told the
story of crushed or lacerated features,
in" explanation of a white cloth cover-
Ing n head with body uninjured.
Many of the wounded looked at
Marta even more than at the flowers.
It was good to see the face of & wom-
an, her eyes llmpld with sympathy,
and it was not what ehe sald but the
way she spoke that brought smiles in
response to hers. For she was no
solemn minlstering angel, but high-
spirited, cheery, of the sort that the
major surgeon would have chosen to
distribute flowers to the men. Every
remark of the victims of war made Its
distinet and Indelible impression on
the gelatin of her mind,

“l like my blue aster better than
that yellow weed of yours, Tom!"
“You didn't know Ed Schmldt got 1t?
Yes, he was right next to me in the
line.,”

“Say, dld you notice Dellarme's
smila? It was wonderful.”

“And old Bert Stransky! 1 heard
him whistling the wedding march as
he fired.”

“Miss, I'll keep this flower forever!”
“They say Billy Lister will live—hie
cheek was shot away!"

“Once we got golng I didn't mind.
It seemed like as if 1I'd been fighting
for years!"

“Hole no bigger than a lead-pencil.
I'll be back In & week!"

“Yesn; don’t these little bullets make
neat little holes?"

“We certalnly gave them a surprise
when they came up the hill! 1 won-
der If we missed the fellow that
Jumped tuto the shell erater!”

“"Our company got It worst!"

“Not any worse than ours, I'll wa-
gor!"

“Oh—oh-—can't you go easler?
Oh-h-h—" the groan ending in a elench-
Ing of the teeth,

“Hello, Jake! You here, tdo, and
golng in my automobile? And we've
both got lower berths!"

“Sh-h!  That poor chap's dying!™
Worst of all to Marta was the case
of a shrapnel fracture of the eranium,

“Why Do You Want to Save the
Women?"

with the resulting delirfum, in which
the sufferer's incoherence inclgled
memories of childhood scenes, mo-
ments on the tiring line, calls for his
mother, and prayers to be put out of
misery. A prod of the hypodermic
from the major surgeon, and "On the
operating table In fifteen minutes" was
the answer (o Marta's question If the
poor fellow would live,

Until dark, In groups, at Intervals,
and agaln slugly, the wounded were

reglon where the rifles were crackling
and the shrapnel clouds were hanging
prettily over the hills; and stretchers

coming in from a brigade frout in the

'nmbulnncn. while Marta kept at har'

post,
| "Weehan't have much more to do at
this station,” sald the major surgeon
when a plodding section of infantry in
retreat arrived,

CHAPTER XI.

At the Galland House.

Every unit engrossed In hls own
work! Every man taught how a weak
link may break a chain and realizing
himself as a link and only a link! The
captain of engineers forgot Marta's ex-
istence as an error of his subordinates
caught his eye, and he went to caution
the axmen to cut closer to the ground,
as stumps gave cover for riflemen. For
the time being he had no more interest
in the knoll than in the wreckage of
the dirigibles which were down and
out of the fight.

After all, the knoll was only a slugle
point on the vast staff map—only one
of many pointe of a struggle whose
progress was bulletined through the
siftings of reglmental, brigade, divi.
slon and corps headquarters In net re.
sults to the staff, Partow and Lan-
stron overlooked all. Thelr knowledge
made the vast map llve under their
eyes. But our concern Is with the
story of two regiments, and particu-
larly of two companies, and that Ie
story enough. If you would grasp the
whole, multiply the conflict on the
knoll by ten thousand.

There had been the engrossment
of transcendent emotlon in repelling
the charge. What followed was like
some grim and pasaionless trance with
triggers ticking off the slow-passing
minutes. Dellarme almed to keep
down the fusillade from Fracasse's
trench and yet not to neglect the falr
targete of the reserves advancing by
rughes to the support of the 128th.
Reinforced, the gray streak at the bot.
tom of the slope poured In a heavler
fire. Above the steady crackle of bul-
lets sent and the whistle of bullets re-
celved rose the cry of "Dostor! Doe-
tor!"” which meant each tine that an-
other Brown rifle had been silenced.
The litter bearers, hard pressed to re-
move the wounded, left the dead. Al-
ready death was a famillar sight—an
article of exchange Iin which Del-
larme’'s men dealt freely, The man
at Stransky's side had been killed out.
right. He lay face down on his rifle
stock. His cap had fallen off. Stran-
gky put It back on the man's head,
and the example was followed In other
cases, It was a good ldea to keep up
a show of a full line of caps to the
enemy.

Suddenly, as by command, the fire
from the base of the knoll ceased alto-
gether. Dellarme understood at once
what this meant—the next step in the
course of a eystematie, irresistible ap-
proach by superior numbers. It was
to allow the ground scouts to advance.
Individual gray spots detaching them-
selves from the gray streak began to
crawl upward In search of dead spaces
where the contour of the ground would
furnish some protection from the
blaze of bullets from the crest.

“Over their heads! Don't try to hit
them!"” Dellarme passed the word,
“That's It! Spare one to get a
dozen!" sald Btransky, griuning In
ready comprehension. He seemed to
be grinning every time that Dellarme
looked in that direction. He was
plainly enjoying himself. His restless
nature had found gport to s taste.
The creeplng scouts must have sig-
naled back good news, for groups be-
gan crawling slowly after them.

"Over their heads! Encourage them!"
Dellarme commanded.

After they had advanced two or
three hundred yards they stopped,
shoulders and hands exposed in silhou-
ette, and began to work feverishly
with their spades.

“Oh, beautiful!" cried BStransky.
“That baby captain of ours has some
brains, after all! We'll get them now
and we'll get them when they run!"

But they did not run. Unfalteringly
they took thelr punishment while they
turned over the protecting sod In the
midst of their own dead and wounded.
lu & few minutes they had dropped
spades for rifles, and other sections
either crawled or ran forward pre-
cipitately and fell ter the task of join-
ing the {solated beginnings into a
single trench.

Again Dellarme looked toward regl-
mental headquarters, hie fixed, cheery
smile not wholly masking the appeal
in his eyes. The Graye had only two
or three hundred yards to go when
they should make their next charge In
order to reach the crest. But his men
had fifteen hundred to go In the val
ley before they were out of range.
After their brave resistance facing the
enemy they would receive a hall of
bullets in thelr backs., This was the
time to withdraw If there were to be
assurance of a safe retreat, DBut there
wae no signal. Until there was, he
must remain,

The trench grew; the day wore on.
Two rifles to one were now playing
agalnst his devoted company, which
had had neither tood nor drink since
early morning. As he scanned his
thinning line he saw a look of blood-
lessness and hopelessness gathering
on the set faces of which he had grown
go fond during thie ordeal. Some of
the men were crouching too much for
effective alm.

“See that you fire low! Keep your
heads up!" he called. “For your
homes, your country and your God!
| Pass the word along!"

Parched throat after parched throat
| repeated the message hoarsely and
]Ienden shoulders ralsed a trifle and
| dust-matted eyelashes narrowed sharp-
| ly on the sighta.

“For the man in us!" growled Stran-

sky. “For the favor of nature at birth

| were being slipped luto place Lo the | that gave us the right to wear trou-

s

sors Instead of skirta!’
of hell, give them hell!”

“For our homes! For the man in
us!” they repeated, swallowing the
words as If they had the taste of a
stimulant.

But Dellarme knew that It would
not take much to precipitate a break,
He himself felt that he had been on
that knoll half a lifetime. He looked
at his watch and It was five o'clock.
For seven hours they had held on
The Grays' trench was complete the
breadth of the elope; more reserves
were coming up. The brigade com-
mander of the Grays was going to
make sure that the next charge sue-
ceeded,

At last Dellarme's glance toward
regimental headquarters showed the
flag that was the signal for with-
drawal. Could he accomplish {t? The
firet lleutenant, with a shattered arm,
had gone on a litter., The old ser
geant was dead, a victim of the colo
nial wars. Used to fighting savage en-
emles, he had been too eager in ex-
posing himself to a civillzed foe, He
had been shot through the throat.

“Men of the first sectlon,” Dellarme
enlled, “you will slip out of line with
the greatest care not to let the enemy
know that you are going!"”

“Going—going! Careful! Men of
the first sectlon going!™ the parched
throats repeated in a thrilling whisper.

“Those who remain keep increasing

For the joy

their fire!™ ecalled. Dellarme again.
“Cover the whole breadth of the
trench!”

Every fourth man wormed himself
backward on his stomach until he was
below the sky-line, when his stiffened
limbs brought him to his feet and he
started on a dead run down into the
valley and toward a cut behind an-
other knoll nceross the road from the
Galland house. The othera followed at
intervals,

Once across a road and up three se-
rlea of steps of the other garden ter-
rance, behind a breastwork of sand-
bags, the company rested. Most of
them had fallen asleep on the ground
after finishing thelr rations, logs of
men in animal exhaustion. Some of
thore awake were too weary to give
to each other more than a nod and
smile. They had witnessed too much
horror that day to talk about it. But
Stransky foraged.

Marta, coming out on the veranda,
saw him,

“You are tired!
she sald
“"Come In!"

He followed her into the house and
dropped on a leather chair before a
shining table Jn a room paneled with

You are hungry!"
with urgent gentleness,

No woman of Marta's world had ever
spoken In that way to him. But it
was good to sit down. Then a mald
with a sad, winsome face and tender
eyes brought him wine and bread and
cold meat and jam. He gulped down
& glaasful of wine; he ate with great
mouthfule In the ravenous call of
healthy, exhausted tissues, while the
malid stood by to cut more bread.
“When it comes to eating after fight.
Ing—"

He looked up when the first pangs
of hunger were assuaged. Enormous,
broadshouldered, physical, his cheeks
flushed with wine, his eyes opened
wide and brilllant with the fire that
was in his nature—eyes that spoke the
red business of anarchy and war.

“Say, but you're pretty!*

Springing up, he caught her hand
and made to kiss her in the brashness
of impulse. Minna struck him a sting-
ing blow in the face, He recelved it
a8 a mastiff would receive a bite from
a pup, and she stood her ground, her
eyes challenging his fearlessly,

“S80 you are like that!" he sald
thoughtfully. *“It was a good one, and
you meant it, too.”

“Decldedly!” she answered, “There's
more where that came from!"

Then little Clarissa Elleen entered
and pressed agalnst her mother's
gkirte, subjecting Stransky to child-
hood's scrutiny. He waved a finger
at her and grinned and drew his eyes
together In a squint at the bridge of
his nose, making a funny face that
brought a laugh.

“Your chlld?” Stransky asked Minna.

"yes."

“Where's her father?
lﬂg?"

“l don't know where he (a!"”

“Oh!" he mused. “Was that blow
for him at the same time as for me?"
he pursued thoughtfully,

“Yes, for all of your kied.”

“M-m-m!"” came from between his
lips as he rose. “Would you mind hold-
ing out your hand?" he asked with a
gentleness singularly out of keeping
with his rough aspect.

“Why?" she demanded.

“I've never studled any books of eti-
quette of polite soclety, and | am a
poor sort at making speeches, anyhow.
But 1 want to kiss a good woman's
hand by way of apology. 1 never
kiesed one in my life, but I'm getting
a lot of new experiences today. Will
you?"

ghe held out her hand at arm's
length and fushed slightly as he
preassed his lips to It

“You certainly do cut thick slices”
he sald smiling. “And you certainly
are pretty,” he added, passing out of
the door as juuntily as If he were ready
tor another fight and just in time to
geo the colonel of the regiment come
around the house. He stood at the
galute, half proudly, half defiantly, but
in nowise humbly.

“well, Major Dellarme!" was the
colonel's greeting of the company com-
mander,

“Major?" exclaimed Dellarme,

“Yes. Partow has the power, Four
of the aviators have iron crosses al-
ready and promotion, too; and you
are & major. Company G got Into a
mess and the whole regiment would

Away fight-

oak, wondering at her and at himself, |

have been In one unless you hald en
S0 | let you stay. It all came >ut
right, as Lanstron planned—right so
far. But your loeses have been heavy
and here you are in the thick of it
agaln. Your company may change
places with Company E, which huas
had a relatively easy time."

“No, sir; we would prefer to stay,”
Dellarme answered quietly.

“Good! Then you will take this
battallon and I'll transfer Groller to
Alvery's. Bad loss, Alvery—shrapnei,

The artillery has been doing ugly
work, but that fs all in favor of the
defensive. If we can hold them on
this line till tomorrow noon, it's all
we want for the present,” he con-
cluded.

“We'll hold them!
put in Stransky.

If a private had spoken to a colonel
In this fashion at drill, without being
spoken to, it would have been a glar-
ing breach of military etiquette, Now
that they were at war It was differ
ent. Real comradeship between officer
and man begins with war.

“We ghall, eh 7" chuekled the colonel.
“You look blg enough to hold any-
thing, young man! Here! Isn't this
the fellow that Lanstron got off 7"

“Yes, sir,” answered Dellarme.

“Well, was Lanstron right?"

"Yes, sir."

“Wonderful man, Lanstron!™

“He knows just a little too much!”

Don't worry!”

Stransky growled.
. . . . . a . |

As Fracasse's men rose from thelr |
trench for the final charge and found |
that the enemy had gone, an officer |

o
il

il

1

[/ '

Want to Kiss a Good Woman's
Hand by Way of Apology.”

of the brigade staff brought instruc-
tions to the colonel, .
“The batterles are going to emplace |
here for your support in the morning.
You will move as soon as your men
have eaten and occupy positions B-31
to B-36. That gives you a narrow
front for one battallon, with two bat-
talions in reserve to drive home your
uttack. * The chief of staff himsell de-
sires that we take the Galland house
before noon. The enemy must not
have the encouragement of any suc-
cesses,"”

“Sp easy for Westerling to say." |
thought the colonel; while aloud hs'r
acknowledged the message with proper |
spirit,

Before the order to move was given
the news of it passed from lip to lip
among the men in tired whispere,
Since dawn they had lived through
the impressions of a whole war, and
they had won. With victory they had
not thought of the future, only of thelr
hunger. After the nightmare of the|
charge, after hearing death whisper-
ing for hours Intimately In their ears,
they were too weary and too far |
thrown out of the adjustments of any
natural habits of thought and feeling
to realize the horror of eating their
dinners in the company of the dead.
Now they were to go through another
hell, but many of them in their ex-|
haustion were chiefly concerned as to
whether or not they should get any |
gleep that night, |

L] L . - L] - L ] |

The satire of war makes the valet's
son a hero; the chance of war kille |
the manufacturer's son and lets the |
day-laborer's son llve; the sport of
war gives the latent forces of a Stran-
sky full play; the glory of war brings
Dellarme quick promotion; the glam-
our and the spectacular folly of war
turn the bolts of the lightnings which
man has mastered against man, Per-
haps the savage who learned that he
could etart a flame by rubbing two dry
sticks together may have set fire to
the virgin forest and wlld gruss in
order to destroy an enemy-—and natu-
rally with disastrous results to him-
gelf if he mistook the direction of the
wind.

Marta Galland’s thoughts at dusk
when she returned up the steps to the
house were of the wreckage the hot
whirlwind of war left. She was see-
ing fathers staring and mothers weep-
| ing. Her experience with the wound-
od drawing deep on the wells of wym-
puthy, helghtened her loathing of war
and of all who plunned and ordered it
and led its leglons, She had been en-
gaged since dark in completing the
work of moving valuanble articles from
the front to the rear rooms of the
house, which had been begun early In
the day by Minna and the coachman,

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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HEALTH?

This means
taking better [l
care of the
Stomach and [}
helping the
Liver and [ ]
Bowels in
their daily -
work., If as- o
sistance .#
needed, try

n HOSTETTER'S m
@ Stomach Bitters g

It has proven very bene-
. ficial in such cases. .

AEEEEENRN
FARMERS NEED THE BIRDS

For Purely Selfish Reasons the De-
struction of Feathered Songsters
Should Be Stopped.

Birds are the chief protectors of
our trees, Who ever heard of eod.
ling moth and San Jose and other
scnles when the orchards were full
of birds? Now that these feathered
helpers have been driven out of wood

| and fleld, man is compelled to resort

to all sorts of vexatious and diffcult
struggles against the enemy of fruit
and tree,

The birds are the very best destsoy-
era of weeds. Native sparrows, fimehes,
grosbeaks, redpolls, longspurs, ocow-
birds, mourning doves aad simflar
birds feed hungrily upom the mll
weed seeds at a time whea the crops
have been gathered and they ean do
no harm to it.

The best helper a farmer oan have
is a host of birds. But Instead eof ree-
ognizing these eflicient helpers, so
generously provided by nmature, we
wantonly slay them by the humdreds
for fun.—Kendallville News Sun.

SAGE TEA AND SULPHUR
DARKENS YOUR GRAY HAIR

Look Years Youngerl Tey Grandma's
Reclipe of Sage and Sulphur and
Nobody Will Know.

Almost everyome knows mt(hn
Tea and Sulphur properly compound-
ed, brings back the natural color and
lustre to the hair when faded, streaked
or gray; also ends dandruff, itching
sczlp and stopa falling hair. Years
ago the only way to get this mixture
was to make it at home, which is
mussy and troublesome,

Nowadays we slmply ask at any
drug store for “Wyeth's Bage and Bul-
phur Halr Remedy." You will get a
large bottle for about 60 ®enta. Every:

| body uses this old, famous recipe, be-

cause no one can possibly tell that
you darkened your hair, as it does It
go naturally and evenly. You dampen
a sponge or soft brush with it and
draw this through your hair, taking
one small strand at a time; by morn-
ing the gray hair disappears, and
after another application or two, your
hair becomes beautifully dark, thick
and glossy and you look years younger
Adv.

Magnificent Volume.

The most sumptuous copy of Shake
speare’'s “Romeo and Juliet” in exist-
ence was recently sent from England
to a purchaser abroad. The value of
the book 18 between $5,000 und $7,600.
It has been reproduced as am Hiu-
minated manuscript on vellam, and
the volume is notable as being the
entire work of one artist, Alberto
Sangorskl, who was engaged upom it
for 18 months. The title is ia pearls
set in gold, and the cover is embal-
lished with 214 rubles and 36 ame-
thysts.

THE PROFEQGSOR'S STATEMENT,

Prof. Aug. F. W, Bchmita, Thomas'
Okla., writes: “I was troubled with
Backache for about twenty.five years,
When told I had Bright's Disease
its last stages, )
tried Dodd's Kid-
ney Pilla. After
using two boxes 1
was somewhat re-
lieved and 1 stop-
ped the treatment,
In the spring of
the next year 1
had another at-
tack. I went for

Prof. SBchmitz,
Dodd's Kidney Pills and they relleved

me again. I used three boxes. That
Is now three years ago and my Back-
ache has not returned in Ita severity,
and by using another two boxes a lit-
tle later on, the pain left altogether
and I have had no trouble since. You
may use my statement. I recommend
Dodd's Kidney Pllls when and wher
ever 1 can.” Dodd's Kidney Pills, 50e.
per box at your dealer or Dodd's Meadl
cine Co., Buffalo, N, Y.—Ady.

.
The Way He Did.

“"How did you cateh that cold?”

“How do you suppown? 1 chased It
In my racing car till 1 caught it.”

A Connecticut man has the face to
say that he has bullt a clock that will
run without winding.

Privileged.

“Does your wife allow smoking in
vour housa?"

“No—only the ehimmney.”
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