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RED CLOUD, NEBRASKA, OHIEF

Cepyright, by Peter B. Kyne

CThe Green Pea Pirates

By PETER B. KYNE

WHEREIN MR, GIBNEY PUTS ONE
OVER.

Gynopel —Captain Phineas P. Eorages
bas grown up around the docks of San
Francisce, and from mess boy on & river
steamer, risen to the ownership of the
steamer Maggle. Since each annual in-
spaction promised to be the last of the old
weatherbenten vessel, Scraggs naturally
has some Adificulty o securing A crew.
When the story opens, Adelbert P. Glbney,
likable, but erratic, m man whom nobody
but Beraggs would lilre, in the skipper
Nalls Halvorsen, s solemn Sweds, constl-
tuten the forcamtle honds, and Bart Me.
Guffey, a wanstrel of the Gibney type,
ralgne In the engine roem

CHAPTER 1l—Continued,
-~

She did—wlith n erack that shook
the rigging and cnused It to rattle lke
buckshote In a pun, A terrible cry—
such a cry, Indeed, ns might hurst
from the Hps of n mother seeing her
only child run down hy the Limited—
hurst from poor Captain Seraggs, “My
ghip! My «hip!™ he howled, *My
darling lttle Maggie! Thev've killed
you, they've killed you'! The diry
lubhers "

The succecding wnve lifred the Mog-
gle ot the benecl, carvled her In some
Arty feet further, nnid deposited her
gently on the gund.  She heeled over
to port a little and rested there as If
she was very, very weary., nor eould
all the threshing of her scrow in re-
verse hanl her off nzaln, The surf,
dashing In under her funtall, had more
power than MoGufTey's engines, and,
foot by foot, the Maggle proceeded to
dig herself tn.  Mr. Gihney listened
for Nive minutes to the uproar that

rose from the howels of the little
stenmer hefore he whistled up Mr,
MeCinfToy,

“KiN her, kMY Ler he ordered
“Your wheel will bhite Into the sand
first thing you know, and tear the

stern off her. You're shakin® the old
gir! to pleces™

MeGuffey Lilled his englne, banked
his fires, and emmne up on deek, wiping
his anxious face with n fearfully filthy
awent rag. At the same thne Sernges
and Nells Halvorsen eame erawling
aft over the decklond and when they
reached the clear space nronmnd the
pliot honse, Captoin Sernggs threw hig
hrown derhy on the deck and leaped
upon It until, his rnge abating ultl-
mately, no power on enrth. In the nir.
or unider the sea, coulil possibly have
rehabliitated it and rendered it At for
further wear, even hy Captain Seraggs
« This petulnnt practlee of jumping on
his hat was o hinhit with Seraces
whenever anything snnoyed him par-
tlenlarly and wos always infallibhle evi
dence that a simple declaritiye sen-
tence had stuck In his throat,

“Well, wd whirling dervish,”  Mr,
Gibney demund ? ealinly when Seraggs
paused for Inck of hreath to continue
hig dance, “what about it? We're up
Salt Creek withont a poaddle; the devil
to pany and no piteh hot ™

“MeGuffey's fired !" Captaln Scraggs
sereeched,

“Uome, come, Scraggsy, old tarpot,”
Mr., Gibney soothed.  “This alp't no
time for fightin®, ‘Thinkin' an® actin’
Is all that =aves the Maggle now."

But Captain Scraggs was hevond
reason.  “Metiulfey's fired!  MeGuf-
fey's fired !" he reiternted, “The dirty
rotten wharf rat! Call yourself an
englneer?’ he continued witheringly.
“As an engineer you're a howling sue-
ecoss At shoemnkin', you slob. T'll fix
your clack for you, my hearty, 1'll
have your tieket took away from you,
an’ that's no Clinnman's dream,
auther.”

“It's all my fault runnin' by dead
reckonin',” the honest Gilbney pro
tested. “Munc ain't to fault, The en-
glne room telegraph busted nn' he got
the wrong signnl.”

“It's his business to see to It that
he's got an engine room telegraph that
won't bust—"

“You dog!" McGuffey roared and
sprang at the skipper, who leaped
nlmbly up the Hitle ladder to the top
of the pllot house and stood prepared
to kick Mr. AMeGuffey In the face
should that worthy venture up after
him. *1 can't persnnde you to git me
nothin’ that T ought to have. I'm tired
workin®' with funk an' scraps an' cop-
per wire nnd pleces o string. I'm
through !

“You're right—you're through, be-
eause you're fired " Seraggs shrieked
in Insane rage, *“Ger off my ship, you
maritime hmpostor, or 'l tnke a plstol

to you. Overbonrd with you, you
greasy, addlepated bounder! You're
rotten, understand? Rotten! Rotten!

Rotten

*“You ewe me elght dolars an' six
bits, Seraggs” My, MeGuffey reminded
hits owner calmiv. “Chuek down the
spondulicks an' 'll get off your ship.”

Captain Seruggs wus beyvond reason,
80 ne tossed the money down to the
engineer, “Now git,” he commanded.

Without further ado, Mr. MeGuffey
started across she deckload to the
fo'castle head, Seraggs could not see
Rim but he eould henr him—so he
pelted the engineer with potatoes, eab.
bage heads and onlons, the vegetahles
deacending ubout the honest MeGuffey
In & veritable barrage, Even In the
darkness several of these misslles took
effect.

Upon reaching the very apex of the
Maggle's bow, Mr. MeGuffey turned
and bwrled a promise Into the dark-

ness: “If we ever meet agaln,
Scraggs, 'l wmake Mrs, Scraggs a wid.
ow. Paste that in your hat—when
fou get n new one'

The Muoggle was resting easily on
the beach, with the broken water from
the long Inzy combers surging well
up ahove her witer line. At most,
slx feet of water awalted the engineer,
who stood, peering shoreward and Hs.
tening intently, oblivious to the stray
migsiles which whizzed past.  Present.
ly, from out of the fog, he heoard a
grinding, metallic sound and through
a sudden rift In the fog enught o
brief glimpse of blue Hlame with sparks
radinting falntly from It

That settled matters for Darthnlo-
mew McGuffey. The metnllle sound
was the protest from the wheels of a
CH house trolley car rounding a
curve ; the blue flome was nn electrie
manlfestation due to the intermittent
contnet of her trolley with the wire,
wet with fog, MoGuffey knew the
exact position of the Maggle now, so
he polsed a1 moment on her bow; as
A wiove swept past him, he leaped
overhoard, scrambled ashore, wmnde
lils woy up the beach to the great
highway which flunks the shore line
between the CHA house and Tngleside,
sought a roadhouse, and warmed his
Interior with Tour fncers of whisky
neat. Then, feeling quite content with
himself, even In his wet gurments, he
boarded n clty-bound trolley car nnd
departel]l for the warmth and hosplital-
ity of Seab Johnny's sallor boarding
honse In Oregon street,

Captaln Scerages sat down on the
half-emptied erate of vegetables and
commenced to weep bitterly-—<hnlf be-
cause of roge nnd half because he re-
garded himself a pouper.  Adready
he bad n vision of himself scouriug
the waterfront In scarch of a job.

“No use boo-hooin' over split milk,
Serogesy.”  Always philosophical, the
wuthor of the owner's woe sought to
curry the disaster off Hghtly, “Don‘t
ndd your gult tears to g saltler sea
untll you're certain you're a 1otal loss
un' no insuranee. 1 got you luto this
and I suppose I8 up to me to get you
off, so 1T guess 1'Nl commence opera-
tions" Sultlng the action to the word,
Mr. Glbney grasped the whistle cord
and a strange, sad, sueezing, wheezy
moun resembling the expiring protes:
of o lusty plg aond geaduglly Inereasing
into a  long-drawn  but  respectabile
whistle rewnrded his efforts. For
once, he could afford to be prodigul
with the steam, and while it Insted
there could be no mistaking the fact
that here wns a steamer In dire dis-
LT,

The welrd eall for help brought
Serazes around to o fuller renlizotion
of the enorimity of the disaster which
had overtnken him, In his agony he
forgot to curse his noavigating ofllcer
for the latter's stubbornness o refusing
to turn back when the fog threatenml,
He clutebhed Mr. Glliney by the rlght
arm, thereby Interrupting for an in-
stant the dismal outburst from the
Magele's siren,

“Gib," he moaned,
man,

“'m n rined
How're we ever to get the old
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“How're We to Get My Maggie Off
the Beachi"

swectheart off whola?  Answer me
that, Gib, Answer me, I say., How're
we to get my Maggie off the heach?”

Mr. Gibney shook himself loose from
that frantic gripr and continued hils
pull on the whistle until the Maggle,
tmking a false note, quavered, moaned,
spat stenm & minute and subsided with
what might be termed a nautieal sob.,
“Now, see what youlve donel?* he
bawled, “You've made me bust the
whistle."

“Answer my question, Gib.*™

“We'll never get her off If you don't
quit interterin’ an' give me time to
think. I'l admit there aln't much of
a chance, hecause It's dead low water
now s#n' just ns soon as the tide 1s at

rhe floed she'll drive further up the

beach an' fall apart”
“Perhape Melinffey will have heart

cAuthor of "WEBSTER —-~MAN’'S MAN,” “THE VALLEY OF THE GIANTS,” Erc. I
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enough to telephone Into the city for
a tug"

“*'Taln't searcely probable, Scraggsy.
You abmsed him vile an' threw a lot
of fodder at him,”

“I wish I'd been took with paralysls
first,” Beragegs walled bitterly. “You'd
best Jump ashore, Gib, an' ‘phone In.
We're Just below the CUff house and
you can run up to one o them beuch
resorts an' ‘phone lo to the Ied Stack
Tug Poat company.”

“"Twouldn't be ethles for me, the
registered master o' the Maggie, to
desert the ship, Seraggsy, old stick-in-
the-mud, What's the matter with get-
tin® your ewn shanks wet?”

“1 dassen’t, Gib. I've had a touch
of chills an' fever ever since 1 used
to run mate up the San Joaquin
sloughs. Here's a nickel to drop In
the telephone slot, Gib, There's a
good feldow.”

“Seraggsy, you're deludin’ yourself,
Show me a tugboat skipper that would
come out here on # night llke this to
plek up the 8. 8. Maggle, two decks
an' no bottom an' loaded with garden
truck, an' I'll wag my ears an' look
ot the back o my neck. She ain't
worth it."

“Aln't worth it! Why, man, T paid
fifteen huadred bhard cash dollars for
hier,"

“Fourteen hundred an’ ninety-nine
dollars an' ninety-nine cents too much,
They seen you comin', However,
grantin® for the sake of argyment
that she's worth the tow, the next
question them towbont skippers'll nsk
Is: *Who's goln' to pay the bhill?
It'll be two hundred an' fifty dollars
nt the lowest figger, an' If you got
thnt much credit with the towhont
company you're some high financier,
Aln't that logie?”

“I'm afrald,” Scrages replled sadly,
“It 1s. StiN, they'd have a llen on
the Mnggle—"

“Stenmer ahoy!" enme a volee from
the Leach,

“Man with a megaphone,” Mr, Gib-
ney cried, “Ahoy! Ahoy, theret™

“Who are you an' what's the trou-
hle?"

Captaln Seraggs took It upon him-
self to answer: *“American steamer
Mag—"

Mr. Gibney sprang upon him tiger-
fshly, plneed a horny, tobaceo-smelling
palm across Scernges' mouth and efMee-
tively smothered all further sound.
“American steamer Yankee Prinee”
he hawled llke a verttable Bull of
Daghan, “of Boston, ITong Kong to
Frisco, with a general eargo of sandal
woodl, riee an' &ilk, Where're we nt?"

“Just outslde the Gate. ' Half n mile
o' the OH house™

“Telephone In for a tug. We're In
nlee shape, restin® easy, but our rud-
der's gone an' the after web o the
crank shaft busted,  Telephone in,
my man, an' I'll make It up to vou
when we get a safe anchorage. Who
are you?

“Lindstrom, of the Golden Gate Life
saving statlon.™

“I'll not forget you, Lindstrom, My
owners nre Yaokees, but they're
sports."

“All right. Tl telephone. On my
“.ny'ﬂ

“tzod speed you,” murmured Mr.
Gibney, and released his hald on Cap-
taln Scraggs, who nstantly threw his
arms around the navigating officer's
burly neck. *“I forglve you, Adelbert,”
he erooned, “1 forgive yvou freely. Dy
the tall of the Great Sacred Bull,
you're a marvel, She's an all night fog
or I'm a Chinaman, and If it only
stays thick enough—"

“It'll hold,” Glbuey retorted dogged.

ly. “It's a tule fog. They always
hold. Quit huggin' me. Your breath's
had.”

Captain Scragegs, hurled forclbly

hackward, bumped Into the pllot house,
but lost none of his enthusinsn,
“You're a jewel" he declared. *"Oh,
man, what a head! Whatever mnde
you think of the Yankee Prince?"

“Because,” Mr, Gibney answered
calmly, “there anin't no such ship, this
land of ours beln' a free republic
where princes don't go, Still, It's n
nice nnme, Scraggs, old tarpot—more
particular since I thought it up In a
harry. Eh, what?™

“Halvorsen,” crled Captain Scraggs.

The lone deckhand emerged from a
hole In the frelght forward whither
he had retreated to escape the vegeta-
ble barrage put over by Captain
Seragegs when MeGuffey left the ship.
“Aye, aye, sir” he boomed.

“All hands below to the galley!"
Scraggs shouted. “While we're walt-
in' for this here towbont I'll brew a
scuttle o grog to celebrate the dls-
covery .0 real sea-farin' talent, Gib,
my dear boy, I'm proud of you. No
matter what happens, I'll never have
no other navigatin® officer.”

“Don’t erow til you're out o the
woods," the astute Glbney warned
him,

CHAPTER |11,

In the office of the Red Stack Tug
Boat company Captain Dan Hicks,
master of the tug Aphrodite; Caprnin
Jack Flnherty, master of the Bodega,
and Tiernan, the assistant superin-
rendent on night wateh, sat around
a hot little hox stove engnged In that
aecupation se dear to the maritime

heart,

to-wit:
The telephone rang and Tiernan no-

spinning sea yarns.
swered, Hicks and Flaherty hitched
forward In their chalrs to llsten,

“Hello. . . . Yes, Red Stack offlce.
« « « Steamer Yankee Prince. . . .
What's that? . . | sllk and rlce? . . .
Hulf a mile below the CHUIT house,
Eh? ., . Sure, I'll send a tug right
awny, Lindstrom."

Tiernan hung up and faced the two
skippers. “Gentlemen,” he announced,
“here’'s a chance for a lttle salvage
money tonlght., The American stesi-
er Yonkee Prince Is ashore half a
mile below the CHY house. She's o
big tramp with a valuable eargo from
Hong Kong, with the rudder gone and
her crauk shaft busted,”

“It's high water at twelve thirty-
seven,” Jack Flaherty pleaded. “You'd
bhetter send me, Tlernan. The Bodega
hns more power than the Aphrodite”

This was the truth and Dan Hicks
knew It, but he wus not to be beaten
out of his share of the salvage by
such flimey argument.  “Joek,” he
pleaded, “don't be & hog all the time.
The Yankee Prince Is an eight thou-
sand-ton vessel and It's a two-tug job.
Better send us both, Tlernan, and play
sufe. Chances are our competitors
linve three tugs on the way right
now,"

“What a wonderful Imagination yon
have, Dan, Eight thousand tons!
You're ecrazy, man. She's thirteen
hundred net register and 1 know It be-
cause I was In Newport News when
they launched her, and I went out with
her skipper on the trial trip. She's a
long, narrow-gutted craft, with en-
glnes aft, llke a lake steamer."”

“We'll play safe,” Tiernan declded,
“Go to It—hoth of you, and may the
hest man win. She'll belong to you,
Jack, I «he's thirteen hundred net and
you get your llne aboard first. 1If she's
as big as Dan says she s, you'll be
equal partners—"

But he wos talking to himself,
Down the docks Hicks and Flaherty
were racing for the respective com-
mands, each shouting to his night
watchman to pipe all hands on deck.
Fortunately, a goodly head of steam
wns up In ench tug's bollers; becnuse
of the fog and the labllity to colll-
sions and consequent hasty summons,
one engineer on each tug was on duty,
Out through the Gate they nosed
their way, heaving the lead econtinug-
ously, made a wide detour around Mile
rock and the Senl rocks, swung n
mile to the south of the pasition of
the Maggle, and then eame eautiously
up the econst, whistling continuously
to ncquaint the Yankee Prince with
thelr presence In the nelghborhood,
In anticipation of the necessity for
replying to this welcome sound, Cap-
tain Seraggs and Mr, Gibney had, for
the post two hours, busled themselves
zotting up another head of steam In
the Magale's hollers, repalring the
whistle and splicing the wires of the
engine room telegraph, Like the wise
men they were, however, they declined
to sound the Maggie's siren until the
tugs were quite close. Even then, Mr,
Gibney shuddered, but npeeds must
when the devil drives, 8o he pulled
the whistle cord and was rewarded
with a weird, mournful grunt, dying
away Into a gasp.

“Sounds llke she has the pip,” Jack
Flaherty remarked to his mate.

“Must linve taken on some of that
dirty Aslatle water,” Dan Hicks solilo.
quized, *and now her tubes have gone
to glory.”

Immediately both tugs kicked ahead
under a dead slow bell, guided by a
serles of toots as brlef as Mr, Gibney
could make them, and presently both
tug lookouts reported breakers dead
ahead.

Dan Hicks sent a man forward to
heave the lead under the nose of the
Aphrodite, which was edging in gin-
gerly townrd the volce., He had a
searchlight, but he did not attempt
to use it, knowing full well that In
such a fog It wowld be of no avall
Guided, therefore, by the bellowings
of Mr. Gibney, relnforced by the shrill
yvips of Cuptain Sernggs, the tug crept
in eoser and closer, and when It
seemed that they must be within a
hundred feet of the surf, Dan Hicks
trained his Lyle gun in the direction
of Mr. Gibney's volce und shot a heav-
ing line loto the fog.

Almost sinmitaneous with the report
of the gun came a shriek of pain from
Captain Scraggs,  Stralght and true
the wet, heavy knotted end of the
heaving line came In over the Maggle's
guarter and struck him In the mouth,
In the darkness he staggered back
from the stinging blow, clutched wild-
Iy at the alr, slipped and rolled over
among the vegetables with the pre-
clous rope clasped to his breast.

“I got it,” he sputtered, “I got It,
aib,"

“Safe, O0!" Mr, Glbney bawled., “Pay
out vour hawser."

They met It at the taffrall as It
came up out of the breakers, wet but
welcome, “Pass It around the maln-
mast, Scraggy,” Mr, Gibney cautloned.
“If we mnke fast to the towin® bits,
the first Jerk'll pull the anchor bolts
up through the deck.”

When the hawger had been made
fast to the malnmast, the leathern
lungs of Mr, Glbney made due an-
pouncement of the fact to the ex-

pectant Captaln Hicks, “As soon as
you feel you've got m grip on her,” ha
yollod, “'ust hold her steady so she
won't drive further up the bewch when
1 get my snchor up. She'll come out
like n loose tooth at the top of the
Nood,™

The Aphrodite forged slowly nhend,
tnking In the slack of the hawser,
Twenty minutes Inter, after much
backing and swearing and heaving of
lines the Bodega's hawser was also
put board the Maggie., Mr, Glbney
Judged It would be safe now to fasten
this llne to the towing bits.

Suddenly Captaln Scraggs remem-
bered there was no one on duty in the
Muggle's englne room. With a half
sob, he slld down the grensy Indder,
tore open the furnnce doors and com-
menced shoveling in conl with a reck-
lessness that bordered on  Insanity,
When the Indleator showed elghty
pounds of stenm he eame up on deek
und discovered Mr. Gilbney walking

capstan up forward, It was creaking
and grouning dismnlly.
Nermggs thrust his engine room toreh
nbove his head to light the seene and
gnzed upon his navigating oflicer In
blank amazement.

“What foollshness 18 this, GIh?" he
demanded. “Are you elean «nfly, do-
in" a barn dance around tl.gt rusty
capstnn, makin® a nolse it ro frighten

the fAsh?"
“Not muech,” came the lnconle re.
ply. *I'm a smart man, I'm ralsin’

both anchors”

“Well, all T got to remark is that 1t
takes a smart man to ralge hoth an-
chors when we only got one anchor

“The American Steamer Yankee Prince

Is Ashore Half a Mile Celow the
Cliff House,"

to our blessed pame. An' with that
anchor safe op the fo'eastle hoewl, 1
for one, can’'t see no sense (o ralsin’
§ A

“You tarnatlon jJockoss!™  slghed
dibney,  “You forget who we are.
Do you s'pose the steamer Yankee

I'rince ecan lny on the beach all night
with Leth anchiors out, an' then he got
ready to tow off in three shinkes of a |
lamb's tall? It takes nolse to zet up |
two ancliors—so I'm makin® all the !
nolse 1 cun, Geot any steain 2

"Elghty pounds,” Seragpes confessedl,
Having for the moment forgotien hils
fdentity, he was confused in the pres-
ence of the superlor lotelligence ol his
navigating officer,

“Itun afr, then, Scraggs, an’ turn
that cargo winch over to heat the
band until I tell you to stop.  With |

the drum runnin® free she'll mnke nolse
enough for a winch three thmes her
size, but you might glve the necessary
yvells to moke it more lfeljlie”

Captaln Sernggs fled to the wineh,
At the end of flve minutes, Mr, Gihney
anpeared and bade him desist. Then,
turning his limprovised megaphoue sea-
ward he adddressed an lmaginary |
mate: “Mr, Thompson, huve you got |
your port anchor up?"

Scraggs took the cue Immedintely.
“All clear forward, sir,” he piped.

"Send the bosun for'd an’ heave the
leadd, Mr. Thompson,"

“Very well, sir.”

Iere The Squarehead, who had been |
enjoying the unique situation Immense- |
ly, decided to take a hand. [I'resently,
in sing-song eadence, e wns reporting |
the depth of water alongside, '

Do Hicks and Flaheriy col-
lect? Watch for next wesk's
doings.

(IO Lis CONTINUED,)

Joke Was on Whistler.

Whistler, the great Amerlean artist
wius dining with Sir Henry Irving. |
Two of his earllest pletures were on |
the wall and he remarked Jokingly at
the beginning of dinner that he could |
study them from the point of view |
of his viper years. Though he spoke |
with a smile, he dld Indeed look at
them a great deal. BSuddenly he ex- |
clalmed, *“Irving, look what you'wI
done!" “What?' asked Irving, "Why.I
these pletures, both of them, are up-
slde down, and you've never notleed
it even." “Well,” sald Irving, “surcly l
I can be excused, It's taken the man
who painted them over an hour to dis
cover it

Another One Heard From. i

The Birmingham Age-Herald reporis |
that An Alabama man has a eane 1
match every sult, We have a cane, too |
—Arkansas Guzette, '

solemnly round and round the little |

Captain |
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PETROLEUM JELLY
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Nujol is a lubricant,
not a laxative.

Without forcing or irris
tating, Nujolsoftensthe
food waste, - The many
tiny nruscles in the
intestines can then re-
move it regularly, Ab-
solutely harmless-tryit,
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#n Cversight,
doesn’t the Lovid care for good
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“Of course, Willle ™

“Then it's funny.  lie havdly ever
makes gomd hoys strong enough to ek
bad hoy =."=-Boston Transcript,

MOTHER! OPEN
CHILD’S BOWELS WITH
CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP

———

Your little one will love the “fruity"
taste of “Calllornia I'lg Syrup” even It
constipated, billous, irritnble, feverish,
or full of cold. A teaspoonful never
fuils to cleanse the liver and bowels.
In a few hours you can see for your-
self how thoroughly It works all the
sour blle, nnd undigested food out of
the bowels and you have a well, play-

' ful child again,

Mlillions of mothers keep “California
Fig Syrup” handy. They know a tea-
spoonful today saves a sick child to-
morrow. Ask your druggist for genu-
ine “Cailfornla Fig Syrup,” which has
directlons for bables and children of
all ages printed on bottle. Mother!
Youn must say “Californin® or yvou may
get an lmitation 1 syrup.—~Advertise
ment,

—

There I8 the temperament that
would rather  be Leaten than eom-
promise.

Buby's lttle dresses will just slmply
dazzle if Red Cross Ball Blue Is used
in the laundry. Try it and see for your.
self, At all good grocers.—Advertise-
ment,

Thut mon whe could take It or save
it alone now leaves it nlone without
boasting.
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Have Youa Couéh_?h
How’s Your Blood ?

Here's How to Get Rid of the
Cough and Rebuild the Body
Waterloo, lowa—'] i
recommend Dr. Pierce's Gu'i;gn l\.‘fl : ::!ll’l
Discovery. I have taken it as a blood
tonie, also for deep-seated coughs and

colds and it was very beneficial,
bullﬁn up the whole ?yaw::ninﬂ:lgnﬁ

n? blood."—W, M,
B heeda bollin |
u a -up to
Dr. ginme'n Golde:z glulﬂlgﬂl muﬂ
rom ur nearest druggist, write
Dr, President lnell‘hqi_h' ‘;iol.cl in

Buffulo, N, Y., for (ree advice.

e

'!-__



