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SECRET OF THE HIDING PLACE OF THE VARONA TREAS-

URE IS

j—

LOST

—— ———

Synopsis.—~Don Esteban Varonn

place s known only to Sehastion, o
the birth of twins, Estehan and
avariclous Donnn Isabel, who tries

urges Don Esteban to sell
Ksteban refuses, but In
Evangelinag at cards and loses,

—money, Jewels and title desds—in n well on his estate,

of the hidden treasure from Sebastian,
Evungelinn,
the course of n

, & Cuban plunter, hides his wealth
The hiding
slnve. Don Esteban’s wife dies ot
Rosa, Don Estelan marries the
unsuceessfully to wring the secret
Angereidl at his refusal, she
Sebastlan's doughter, Iaon
gunmbling orgie, he risks
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CHAPTER I1—Continued.
p. S

Don Pablo, In whom the lgquor was
dylng, curged Impatiently: “Curumba!
Have [ won the trensure of your whole
establishment?' he Inquired. “Por-
haps you wvalue this wench at more
than a thousand pesos; if so, you will
say that I cheated you"

“No! She's only un ordinary girl
My wife doesn’t Itke her, and so T de-
termined to get rid of her. She Is
yours, falrly enough,” Vargna told him.

“Then send her to my house, Il
breed her to Splvador, my cochero.
He's the strongest man I have"

Sebagtian uttered a stravgled ery

and rose to his feet, “Master! You
must not—"
“Sllence!”™ ordered Esteban, “Go

about your business. What do you
meun by this, anyhow?"

But Sebastian, duzed of mind and
pick of soul, went on, unheeding. “'She
ts my girl. You promised me her free
dom. I warn you—"

“Eh?" The planter swayed forward
and with blazing ecyes surveyed his
alave. “You warn me? Of what?" he
growled.

At this moment nelther master nor
man knew exactly what he suld or Jdid,
Bebastian raised his hand on high. In
cenlity the gesture was meant to call
heaven as a witness to his years of
falthful service, but, misconstruing his
intent, Pablo Peza brought his riding-
whip down across the old man’s back,
crying:

“Ho! None of that,”

# A shudder ran through Sebastian’s
frame. Whirling, he selzed Don Pab-
lo's wrist and tore the whip from his

fingers. Although the Spaniard was o
strong mun, he uttered a cry of pain.

At this Indignity to a guest Esteban
flew Into u fury., *“I'uncho!”™ he eried,
“Ho! Pancho!"” When the mannger
came running, Estebun  explained:
*This fool Is dungerous. e ralsed his
hand to me and to Don Pablo”

Sebastinn's protests were drowned
by the augry volees of the others,

“Tie him to yonder grating"” di-
rected Estebun, who was still in the
grip of a senseless rage. “Flog hilin
well nnd make haste nbout 1L"

Sebastian, who had pno time in which
to recover himself, made but a weuk .
resistance when Pancho Cueto locked
his wrists Into a palr of clumsy, old-
fashloned manancles, first pussing the |
chaln around one of the bars of the
tron window grating which Esteban |
had Indicated, f

Cueto swung a heavy lash; the
sound of his bhlows echoed through the
quinta, uand they summoned, among
others, Donnn Isabel, who watchied
the scene from behind her shutter with
much satisfaction. The guests looked
on upprovingly.

Sebastinn mnde no outery, The whip
bit deep; It drew blood and ralsed
welts the thickness of one's thumb;
nevertheless, for the first few moments
the victlm sufMered less In bady than in
spirit. His brain was so benumbed, so
shocked with other exclitutions, that
he was well-nigh lnsensible ta physloal
paln. That Evangelina, flesh of his
flesh, had been sold, that his lifelong
faithfulness had brought such reword
as this, that Esteban, lght of his soul,
had turned angainst bhim-—all this was
slmply astounding.
goan Lo resent the shrieking injustice of
1t all, and unsuspected forces guthered
fostde of him. They grew until |Ids
frame was shaken by primitive suvuge
impulses.

After a time Don Esteban cried:
“Thaut will do, Cueto! Leave him now
for the flies to punish., They will re-
mind him of hig Insolence.”

Then the guests departed, and Este-
ban staggered nto the house and went
to bed.

All tkat morning Sebastinn stood
with his hands chalned high over his
head. The sun grew hotter and ever
hotter upon his lacersted back; the
blood dried and elotted there; a cloud
of flies pathered, swarming over the
raw gashes left by Cueto's whip,

Binece Don Esteban's nerves, or per-
haps It was his consclence, did not
permit him to sleep, he arose about
noontime and dressed himself, He was
stll drunk, and the mad roge
early morning sull hkn ;
therefore, when he mounted his horse
he pretended pot to e the figure
ehalned to the window grating, S bas-
tlan's affection for his waster was dog-
Hke and he had tuken his punlshment
as a dog takes his, cmore In surprise
than in anger, but at this proof of cal-
lous Indifference a fire kindled In the
old fellow's breast, hotter by far than
the fever from his fiy-blown sores, He

Possessed

| The womnn

Gradually he be- |

was thirsty, too, but that was the least
of bis sufferings.

Some time during the afternoon the
negro heard himself addressed through
the window ngnlnst the bars of which
he lenned. The speaker was Doona
Isahel,

“Diy you suffer Sebastion?' she be-
gan in a tone of gentleness and pity,

“Yes, mistross” The speaker's
tongue was thick and swaollen,

“Can I help you?™"

The negro ruised his head ; he shook
his body to rid himself of the Insects
which were devouring him,

“Give mwe a drink of water,” he sald,
honrsely,

“Sgrely, a great gourdful, all cool
and deipping from the well. But first 1
waunt you to tell me something.”

“A drink, for the love of heaven,"
punted the old mun, und Donna Isabel
saw how eracked and dry were his
thick lips, how near the torture had
come to prostrating him,

“I'll do more,” she promised, and her
volee wue llke honey. "I'll tell Pancho
Cuvto to unlock you, even If I risk Es-
tebun's anger by so doing, Will you be
my friend? Wil you tell me some-
thing?"

“What can I tell you?"

“Oh, you know very well! I've asked
it often enough, but you have lled, just
us my husband has lied tome, Hels a
miser; he has no heart; he cares for
nobody, a8 you can see, You must
hute him now, even as I hate him, Tell
me—Is there really a treasure, or—17"
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. *Tell Me—Is There Really a Treas

ure, or—"

guspwl ;3 she choked ; she
could seareely foree the questlion for
fenr of disappointment, *Tell me there
15, Sebastivn

thnt 1 begin to doubt*

la o treasure,” suld he,
Oh! You have seen 1t?  Isabel
wusd  trembling s If with an ague,

“Whar s it lHke? How much is there?
Good Sebastinn, 'Y give you wuter;
I'll have you set free if you tell me."

"How much? 1 don't know, But
there Is much—pileces of Spanish gold
silver coins In ensks and In lttle hoxes
—the boxes are bound with lron and
have hasps  and bars  of
precious metal and lttle paper paek.
ages of gems, all tled up and hidden in
legther bags,”

stanles ;

*“Yes! o on”
| “There are ornaments, too, ol
knows they must have come from
heaven, they are so bheautiful: sand

of the |

pearls from the Carlbbean as lurge as
| plums."
“Are you speaking the truth?”

“Did 1 not monke the hiding-place nl!
nlone? Senorn, everything {8 there fust
ns 1 tell you—nnd more, The grants of
title from the ecrown for this quinta
and the sugur plnntations, they are
thire, Don Estebun used to fear
the government oflicluls, 50 he hid his
pupers securely. Withoat themm the
Innds bhelong to no one, You under-
stand ¥

"Of course! Yes, yes! But the jew-
¢ls— Where are they hidden?”

“You would never guess!”

Lo,

Sebas-

ve heard so muny lies :
| hell,
The old man nodded, “Oh, yes, there |

| punted the slaveowner.

| mare to draw

tinn's volee gathered strength. “Ten
thousand men In ten thousand years
woultd never find the place, and nobody
knows the secret but Don Esteban and
me."”

“I believe you. I knew all the
tlme It was here, Well? Where Is it?”

sSehastinn hesitnted and sald, plte-
ously, “1 am dylng—"

Isubel could searcely contuin herself,
“I'tl glve you water, but first tell me
where—where! God In heaven! Can't
you see that I, too, am perishing?”

“1 must have a drink.”

“Tell me first”

Sehngtian Hfted his head and, meet-
ing the speaker's eyes, lnugheid hoarse-
ly.

At the sound of his unnntural merri-
ment Isabel recolled as If stung. She
stared at the slave's face In amazerment
undd then In fury. She stammered, in-
coherently, “You—you uave been—
lying ™

“Oh no! The treasure (8 there, the
grentest trensure in all Cubn, but you
shiull never know where it s, 'l see
to that., It wns you who told my girl;
It was you who brought me to this; it
was your hand that whipped me. Well,
I'll tell Don Estebuan how you tried to
bribe his secret from me! What do
yvou think he'll do then? Eh? You'll
feel the lash on your white bunck—"

“You fool!"™ Donna Isabel looked
murder, “I'll punish you for this; I'll
make you speak If 1 have to rub your
wounds with salt.,”

But Scbastlan  closed his  eyes
wearily, “You cun't make me suffer
more thun I have suffered,” he sald.
“And now—I1 curse you. May that
treasure be the deuth of you, May you
live In torture like mine the rest of
your days; may your benuty turn to
ngliness such that men will spit at
you; may you never know peace again
untll you dle In poverty and want—"

But Donna Isabel, belng supersti-
tious, fled with her fingers in her ears;
nor did she undertake to make good
her barbarous threat, realizing oppor-
tunely that it would only serve to be-
tray her desperate Intentions and put
her husband further on his guard,

As the sun was sinking beyond the
farther rim of the Yumuri and the val-
ley was beginnlng to fill with shadows
Esteban Varona rode up the hill. His
temper was more evil than ever, If that
were possible, for he had drunk again
In an effort to deown the memory of his
earller nctlons, With him were Pablo
Peza, and Marlo de Castano, Col, Men-
dozn y Linures, old Pedro Miron, the
advocate, and others of less conse
guence, whom Esteban had gathered
from the Spanish club. The host dis-
mounted and lurched across the court-
yard to Sebastian,

“S0, my fine fellow,” he began.
“Have you had enough of rebelllon by
this time?"

Sebustian's face was working as he
turned upon his master to say: "l
would be lying if I told you that I am
sorry for what I did. It Is you who have
done wrong. Your soul 18 black with
this erime. Where is my girl?”

“The devil! To hear you talk one
would think you were a free man.” The
planter's eyes were bleared and he
brandished his riding-whip threaten.

! Ingly. 1 do as I please with my slaves

I tolernte no insolence.  Your girl?

" Well, she's in the house of Salvadur,

Don Pablo's cochero, whereg she lo-
longs.™

Sebpstinn bnd hung slek and liop
agninst the goating, but at these words
he suddenly roused, He strained ot
hils munncles und the bors groaned -
der his weight, 118 eyes hegan to roll,
his Hips drew bock over his blue go
Noting his expression of feroeity, E
bun cut at his naked buack with the
riding-whip, erying:

“Ho! Not
need another flogging.”

“Curse you and all that s yours"”
rogred the mnddened slave, “May yon
know the misery you have put upon
me, Muy you rot for a mitiion years in
Muay yvour children’s hodles grow
fithy with digease; may they sturve;

subduned vor, oh? Yoy

may they—"

Sebastinn was yelling, though his
vilee was honrse with paln. The [k
drew bDlood with every blow.  Meun-

whilie, he wrenched and tugged ot his
bhonds with the fury of a manine,

“Publo!  Your machete, quick'™
“I'll make an
end of this black fiend, once for all.”

Estebun Varona's guests had looked
on at the scene with the same mild in-
terest they would display at the whip-
ping of a balky horse; and, now thut
the animal threatened to become dun-
gerous, It was in thelr view quite the
proper thing to put it out of the wny,
Don Pablo Peza stepped toward Lis
the machete from iis
seabbard.  DBut he did pot hand It 1o
his friend. He heard a shout, and
turned in time to see n wonderfu! und
n terrible thing,

Sebastinn had braced his naked foot
agninst the wall; he had bowed his
back and bent hls mussive shonldors
—a back and a patr of shoulders 1ht
looked as bony and muscular as those
of an ox—and he was heaviog with
every ounce of strength In his enor-
mous body. As Pablo stured he syw
the henvy grating come away from (s
anchorage in the solld masonry, us a
shrub Is uprooted from seft ground.

The rads bent and twisted ; there was

|l

i Clank and rottle pnd clush of metal
upon the flags; and then—Sebastlun
turned upon his tobmentor, a free man,
save only for the while iron bracelets
armdd thelr connecting chaln,  He was
quite insane, His face was frightful to
hehold; It was apelike In s anlmal
ronge, und he towered ahove his mnster
ke some fabled cremture out of the
African Jungle of his forefathers,
Sebastian’s fists alone would have
heen  formidable wenpons, but they
were armored and welghted with the
old-fashloned, honond-wrought Irons
vhich Pancho Cueto had locked upon
them. Wreapping the chaln In his fin-
gers, the slave leaped at Esteban and
struck, nnee, The sound of the hlow

wns  slekening, for the whole bhony
structure of Rsteban VYarona's head
Luve way.

There was a horrified ery from the
other white men. Don Pablo Peza ran
forward, shouting, He swung his
machete, but Sehastinn met him before
the hlow could descend, and they went
down together upon the hard stones,
Agaln Sebastian smote, with his mas-
sive hands wrapped in the chain and
his wrists encased In steel, and this
tine It was as If Don Pablo's head huad
heen eaught between a hammer and an
nnvil, The negro's strength, exceptional
at all times, was multiplied tenfold ; he
had run amuck. When he arose the
muchete waus In his grasp and Don
I'ublo's brains were on his knuckles,

It all happened in far less time than
It tnkes to tell, The onlookers had not
yet recovered from thelr first conster-
natlon; In fact they were still fumbling
and tugging at whatever weapons they
currled, when Sebastlan came toward
them, brandishing the blade on high.
Pedro Miron, the advoesate, wns the
third to fall, He tried to seramble out
of the negro's path, but, belng an old
man, his limbs were too stiff to serve
him and he went down shrieking.

By now the horses had caught the
scent of hot blood and were plunging
furiously, the eclatter of thelr hoofs
mingling with the blasphemies of the
riders, while Sebastinn’s bestial roar-
ing made the commotion even more
hideous,

Esteban's guests fought as much for
thelr lives as for vengeance upon the
slayer, for Sebastian waus like a gorilla;
he seemed Intent upon killing them all.
IHe wvented his fury upon whatever
came within -his reach; he struck at
men and animals alike, and the shrieks
of wounded horses added to the din

It was a frightful combat, It seemed
Incredible that one muan could work
such dreadful havoe In so short a time.
Yarona and two of his friends were
dead ; two more were badly wounded,
and a Peruvian stalllon lay kicking on
the flngging when Col. Mendoza y Lin-
ares finally managed to get a bullet
home In the bluck man's braln.

Those who came running to learn
the cause of the hubbub turoed away
sick and pallid, for the paved yard was
u shambles, Pancho Cueto ealled upon
the sluves to help him, but they slunk
back to their quarters, dumb with ter-
ror and dismny.

All that night people from the town
below came and went and the quinta
resounded to sobs and lamentations,
but of all the relatives of the dead and
wounded, Donnn Isahel took her bhe-
reavement hardest,  Strange to say,
she could not e comfortidd, Now, when
it was too Inte, «ho renllzed that she
had overreached herself, hnving eaused
the death of the only two who knew
the secret of the treasure, She remems
bered, al=o, Sebastian’s statement that
even the desds of patent for the land
were hidden with the rest, where ten
thousanid men in ten thousaod
vould never find them.

yoears

CHAPTER II1.
“The O'Reilly.”

Age nnd ensy living had enused Don
Murlo de Custano, the sughr merchant,
to tnke on welght., He had, In truth,
become so fat that he waddled like a
penguin when he walked ; and when he
rode, the springs of his French vie-
toria guave up in despalr,

In disposition Don Mario was prac-
tical and unromantie; he boasted that
he had never had an lHuslon, never an
interest outside of his business. And
yet, on the day this story opens, this
prosaic personage, In spite of his bulg-
ing walstband and his taut neckband,
in spite of his short breath and his
prickly heat, was In a very whirl of
pleasurable excitement., Don Mario, In
fact, suffered the greatest of all lu-
slong: he was In love, and he belleved
himself beloved. The objeet of his
adorntion was little Rosa Varona, the
duughter of his one-time friend Egte
ban. To be sure, he had met Rosa only
twice since her return from her Yankee
schook, but twice had been enough;
with prpmpt decision he had resolved
to do her the honor of making her his
wife,

Notwithstanding the rivalets of per.
spiration  that were coursing down
every fold of his flesh, and regardless
of the fact that the body of his victoria
was tipped at a drunken angle, as If
struggling to escape the hurdens of his
great welght, Don Mario felt a jaunti-
ness of body and of splrit almost like
that of youth, He saw himself ax a
splendld  prince riding toward the
humble home of some obscure malden

whom he had graclously chosen to he
his mate,

His nrrival threw Donna [sabel into
a flutter; the woman could scarcely
contaln her curlosity when ghe came to
meet him, for he was not the sort of
man to inconvenlence him=elf by mere
socinl visits, Thelr first formal greet-
Ings aver, Don Mario surveyed the bare

Hying room and remarked, lugubrl-
ously:

“l see many changes hera*™

“No  doubt,” the whlow agreed,

“TIme= have been hard since poor Es-
teban's denth.”

“What n terrible ealamity that was!
I shidder when 1 think of 11" sald he.
“A shocking aftair, truly! and one 1
shall never get out of my mind."

“Shocking, yes, Put what do you
think of a rich man, like Esteban, who
would leave his family destitute? Who
would dle without revealing the place
where he had stored his trensure?’”

Donnn T<abel, It was plaln, felt her
wrongs keenly ; she spoke with as much
aplrit as If her hushand had permitted
himself to he killed purely out of spite
toward her,

“As If It were not enough to lose
that treasure” the widow continued,
stormily, “the government must free

N

The Slave Leaped at Esteban, and
Struck, Once. |

all our slaves. Tse! Tse! And now !
that there I8 no longer a profit In
sugar, my plantations—" l

“No profit in sugar? What are you |
saylng?" queried the caller, “If your
crops do not pay. then Pancho Cueto
I8 cheating you. Get rid of him. But I
didn’'t come here to talk ashout Este- |
ban's hidden treasure, nor his planta-
tions, nor Pancho Cueto. I came here

to tnlk about your step-daughter, |
Rosa.” '

“S0%" Donna Isabel looked wup |
qulickly. [

“She interests me. She |s more beau-
tiful than the stars,” Don Mario rolled
his eyes toward the high celling, which,
like the sky, was tinted a vivid ceru- |
lean blue, |

“She [s now elghteen,” the fat sultor
went on, ecstatically, “und so alto-
gether charming— DBut why waste
time In pretry speeches? I have de-
clded to marry her”

“Tosa has a will of her own," guard-
edly ventured the stepmother, ‘

Don Mario broke out, testily: “Nat- ‘
urally ; so have we all, Now let us
spenk plainly., Youn know me, I am a |
person of Importanee. I am  rich
enough to afford what T want, and [
pay well, You understand? Well, then,
you are Rosa's guardian and you can
bensd ber to your desires.™

“If that- were only s0 1"
the woman. *“She and Esteban—what
chitdren!  What tempers—just llke
thelr father's! They were to be thelr
father's you know, and they
WMume me for his death, for our pov-
erty, nnd for all the other misfortunes
that have overtanken us, We live like
cats and dogs.”

Don Mario had been drumming his
fat fingers impatiently upon the arm of
his chelr. Now he exclalmed !

“Your pardon, senora, but T am Just
now very little interested In your do-
mestle relations,  What you sauy about
Itosa only makes me more eager, for 1
lonthe a sleepy woman, Now tell me,

cexclalmed

heirs,

18 slie— Has she any—affulrs of the
heart "

“N.no, unless perhaps a flirtation
with that young American, Juan |

O'Reilly.” Donna Isubel gave the name |
its Spanish pronunciation of “O'Rall-
e
’ “Juan O'Rellly? O'Reilly? Oh, yesa! |
But what has he to offer & woman? He '
is Httle more than a clerk.” |
“Ihat 18 what [ tell her. Oh, It
hasn't gone fur as yer" ‘

— e —

The fat—but rich—saugar mer-
chant, or the dashing—but pen.
niless—young American—Rosa |||
must make her choice between
the twe. The next installment I
tells which she chose,

(TO BE CONTINUED,) '

Japanese “Fish Sausage” !
The skamoboko” or “flsh sausage”
of the Jupunesa |8 deseribed by a con-
sular report as made by chopplng the‘
white ment of any fish, passing through
a eolander, and making Into a paste,
with a flavoring of sugar, salt, and
riee-brewed alcoholle beverage called
“Mirin.” The paste I8 made Into
loaves, steamed on boards an hour and
n half to thres hours, and at once
packed In cans,

| disposition and preclous little

. a pound).

To drive a tank, hondle the guns, and
sweep over the enemy trenches, takes
strong nerves, good rich blood, a good
stomach, lver and Kidneys., When the
time comes, the man with red hlood in
his velns “is up and ot it He hins ron
nerves for hardships—an interest in his
[work grips him, That's the way yoa

feol when vou have tuken a blood and

nerve tonle, made up of Blood root,

Golden Seal root, Stone root, Cherry
bark, and rolled Into a sugnr-conted
tablet nnd sold In sixty-cent vials by al-
most all drugeists for past fifty years
as Dr, Pierce's Golden Medieal Discov-

sry. This tonle, in liquid or tahlet form,
Is just what yon need this spring to
give you vim, vigor and vitality. At the
fag end of a hard winter, no wonder
gou feel “run-down,"” Jue, out of sorts,
| Try this “Madical Discovery”™ of Dr.
Plerce’'s, Don't walt! To«day Is the
Iay to hegin! A little “pep,” and you
laugh and live,

The best means to ol the mach!nery
of the body, put tone into the liver,
lsldneys and circulatory system, (s to
drst practice a good house-cleaning.
[ know of nothing better us alnxative
than a vegetable plll made up of May-
apple. leaves of aloe and Jaulap. This
s commonly sold by all druggists as
De., Pleree's Pleasant  Pellets, and
| should be taken ut least once a week to

[

| Hlear the twenty-five feet of intestines,

1\'-11.: will thus clean the system—expel

the poisons and keep well. Now I8
|the time to clean house, Give yourself
'a spring house cleaning.—Adv,

C.J.Mustion Wool

- Commission Co.

| 16th & Liberty Sta., Stock Yards Station

I KANSAS CITY, MO,

When You Use
You Run No Risk.

TARKIO

! BEST FEED fjor Cattle, Hogs and Sheep

Has been tried and stood the test.
Write or call for prices and further |lnfornstion.

TARKIO MOLASSES FEED CO.
§61-7 Live Stock Exchange, Kansas City, Mg,

Omaha, Nebraska

EURDPEAN PLAN

Rooms from §1.00 up single, 75 cents up double,

CAFE PRICES REASONABLELE
w .

PATENTS Doz saemen

D.C. Adviee and books free

Bates reasonable Highestroferences. Beoatsorvicos

SEEDS Alfalfa i Sweet Clover §17. Farme
for s le And renton erop DAY enta,
J. MULHALL, 500 City, lows

SEES GROUCH AS DETRIMENT

Business Executive Points Out How
Man of Morose Disposition
Can Hurt Business.

“I diseount the ability of the grouch
by o percentage running np to 75 for
the chronle case” writes n big busi-
niess executive In System,  “I glve low-
er Jdiscounts to the man who are cranky
in the mornings, and so on thranzh the
whole grouch list,
emplay 1 man who eannot meet other
men and make friends of them In the
meeting,

“I ean find no place for the grouch
In business: furthermore, |1 no
exeuse for the young man with a bad
eXacuse
for the older man. This Includes
the young executive  who feels
his own lmportanee and [s ‘cocky,’ as
well as the olider executive who s s
austers thot he 18 Inhumon.

“1 know of one large husiness where
the racently president I1s a
gronch, and already 1 see the same
disposition  making  tself  evident
through the plant and the sales foree,
The whole organlzation s heglnning to
et ns though the publie had to ke It
gouils whether or no——und the moment
any compuny imagines the public has
to buy from it, that company s on the
way to bunkruptey.

S¢e

eleetml

Castor Qil for Airplanes.

The Itallan minister of agriculture
hns appealed to the provinee of Cata-
nin to go Into the Lusiness of cultl-
vating ricinpus (enpstor-oll seed) on a
lnrge scule, offering to supply the seed
free and to buy the shelled product at
200 Jire per qintal (ubout 2224 cents
The oll 18 to be used for
alrplane engines,

Earned His Respect.

“I have great respect for that wom-
an’s Judgwent.,” “Why so, Flubdub?"
“She refused to marry me once'

The energy wasted In postponing a
duty for tomorrow which ought to be
done today will often do the work.

Tocget the best of all
rn Foods,order

POSTTOASTIES

Sweet,(risp ReadyTo-Eat

I do not “ium-.:iy‘
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