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Keep Your Liver Active, Your
O e
o
the Nausealess Calomel
Tablets, that are De-

~ lightful, S8afe and
Sure.
cians gnd Druggists ave advis-

Physi :
{ng their friends to keep their systems

purified and their organs in perfect
working order as & protection against
the return of influenza. Thcy know

that a clogged up system and & lazy

liver favor colds, influenza and serious

- ecomplications.

To cut short a cold overnight and to
¢t serious complications take one

otab at bedtime with a swallow of

water—that’s all. No salt

no griping, no sickenin

Next morning your eol

;our liver is active, your system is
ed and refreshed and

fine with a hearty ap

fast. Eat what you please—no dan
Calotabs are sold o:l: i.nﬂ

is authorized to refund

Every
money if you are mot perfectly
Jelighted with Calotabsa.—(Adv.)
A Dusty Worm. |
“Why don’t you mAarry him?
“He has such freakish ideas. Says
he's a worm of the dust.”

“Butulonguhelnawormwlth
the dust, what do you care "—DBoston

Transcript.

YOU'LL SOON LOOK
OLD FROM HERE UP

R R W

Let “Danderine” check that nast)
dandruff and stop hair
falling.

Every hair on scalp shortly shows more

life, vigor, brightness, thickness and
m.-m °

Adam must have been swift-footed,
tnasmuch as he was first in the human

race,

If You Nead a Medicing
You Should Have the Best

almost every case it shows excellent
sults, as many of my customers testify.
No other kidney remedy has so large a

sale.”

According to sworn statements and
verified testimony of thousands who have
used the preparation, the success of Dr
Kilmer's Swamp-Root is due to the fact,
o many people claim, that it fulfills al
most every wish in overcoming kidney,
liver and bladder ailments; corrects uri
ﬂ troubles and neutralizes the urie

id which causes rheumatism.

You may receive a sa

Root by Parcels ol:thAtEllzre:’
Dr. Kimer '

& Co., Binghamton, N. Y.,
; & mention thie

Some men enjoy chronic laziness as
mach as others enjoy a well earned
rest.

If Constipated, Bilious
or Headachy, take
“‘Cascarets.’’

Feel bully! Be efficient! Don’t stay
sick, bilious, headachy, constipated.
Remove the liver and bowel poison
which is keeping your head dizzy,
your tongue coated, your breath bad
and stomach sour. Why not spend a
few cents for a box of Cascarets and
enjoy the nicest, gentlest laxative-ca-
thartic you ever experienced? Cas-
carets mnever gripe, sicken or incon-
venience one like Salts, Oil, Calomel
or harsh Pills,. They work while you
sleep.—Adv.

Work! Work! that is my unfailing
cure for all troubles.—Lydia Maria

Child.

Constipation indigestion, sick-head-
ache and billous conditions are over

come by a course of Garfield Tea.
Drick before retiring.—Adv.

Farmers are the only men who can
“help each other with their work.”

Roman Eye Balsam is an antiseptic oint-
ment, applied externally and not a “wash.”
prompt relief.—Adv.

cars, the fat men al
to get the inalide seata.
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Synopsis.—Spalding Nelson re-
celves an invitation to dinner from
his great-uncle, Rufus Gaston. On
the way he meets Barbara Brad-
ford and renders hera gervice. She
lives in the same apartment build-
ing as the Gastons. They g0 there
together. Gaston and his wife are
going to Maine for & trip and ask
Nelson to live in thelr apartments.
He accepts. The Gastons tell him
of mysterious noises about the
apa.rtment—“whiapem" and noises
that have scared them. Going to
the apartment & few days later
Nelson again meets Barbara, his
accidental acquaintance. Nelson

meets the building superintendent,
Wick, and instinctively dislikes
him In a wall safe he finds a
necklace of magnificent pearis.
Next day Nelson finds the pearls
have disappeared from the wall
safe. His first idea of informing

the police is not acted upon be-
cause of peculiar circumstances.

He has been discharged from his

position without adequate explana-
tion or reason, and feels himself

involved in something of a mys-
tery. He decides to conduct an in-
vestigation himself. That night
Barbara signals from the window
of her apartment, which is opposite
his, and they arrange & meeting
for next day. In the morning he
finds a note in his room, asking
him why he had not informed the
police of the loss of the jewels.
Barbara tells Nelson her sister
Claire had some years before made
a run-away marriage with an ad-
venturer, from whom she Wwas
soon parted, and the marriage had
been annulled. Claire is engaged
to be married and someone know-
ing of her escapade has stolen
documents concerning the affalr
from the Bradford apartment and
is attempting to blackmall the
Bradfords. Nelson and Barbara
exchange confildences about the
“whispers,” mysterious notes and
other queer doings, which are
much alike In both apartments,

CHAPTER V —Continued.
e

I wondered which had been his bed-
room. It was hardly likely that he
had occupied the room in which I
gslept. As I debated the matter I
heard someone moving about my room
and went to investigate. It was Mrs.
Burke, making up my bed. She would
know which room my great-uncle had
been accustomed to occupy.

As I entered the bedroom for the
purpose of cross-questioning her, my
first impression—and philosopers tell
us that the first is most likely to be
the correct one—was of a simple-mind-
ed, kindly old Irish woman of the ut-
most honesty. I was certaln just by
looking at her that there wasn't a
crooked hair in her head, even if she
had had the intelligence necessary for
crimes beyond the ordinary.

“It's Mr. Nelson I'm seeing at last,”
she exclaimed with satisfaction. *I
was wondering when I would be lay-
ing eyes on ye.”

“Yes” sald L” “I am Mr. Nelson,
Mr. Gaston’s great-nephew.”

“gure and I'd have knowed ye any-
where. It'sas like ye are as two peas,
barring the old gentleman's white
mmil

Her statement rather startled me,
for while I never had regarded myself
as an Adonis, on the other hand I
never had supposed I looked anything
like old Rufus.

“Was this my great-uncle’s bedroom
when he was here?” I asked, trying to
make my inquiry seem casual.,

“1t was and it wasn’t,” Mrs. Burke
replied. “He gets queer notions, the
ould gentleman does. In the last few
weeks he’s slept in every room in the
house.”

“What made him do that?”

“It's not for me to be saying.”
voutly she crossed herself.

De-
“Some-

“Sometimes | Do Be Thinking the
House Is Haunted.”

times I do be thinking the house Is
haunted. The old man was all the
time mumbling about—"

She hesitated and looked furtively
about.

“About whispers,” I suggested. In-

stead of replying to my question she |

shot another one at me,

“And have ye been hearing them,
too?”

I laughed, trying to put a note of
merriment into my tones.

“] don’t believe in things like that.”

The old woman nodded her head
sagely.

“It ain't believing In them things
that makes you hear them. Either
vou hear them or you don’t. The old
man heard them.”

“How do vou know?”

“Didn’t I hear him asking meself
about it? He heard them, many
times.”

“How about the others—the serv-
ants—did they hear them, too?”

“They may have that. Niggers is

-,
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always hearing things anyhow.

 what the white folk hear that counts.”

“How about the other apartments in
the house?
hear whispers?”

“Never that I've heard tell of, but
how should I know? This is the only
place in the house that I work.”

“Did Mrs. Gaston ever speak to you
about it?”

“She did and she did not. She nev-
er in so many words asked me if I
heard them. All she says to me Was,
‘Nora, if ever you see or hear anything
strange or unusual here, you're to let
me know at once.’ And I says, ‘YIs,
Mrs. Gaston, I will.’"”

“And have you ever seen or heard
anyvthing?”

The old woman busied herself with
making up the bed for a moment be-
fore she answered me.

“I'm not saying I've seen anything,”
she began, “but there’s thiugs I could
be telling if I was minded to open my
Iips.”

“If you know anything,” I saild, “you
must tell me. Mr. Gaston put me here
to find out what was wrong.”

“There’'s no doubt there's wrong
here.”

“What makes you say that? What
have you seen? What do you know?"

“It’s neither what I've seen nor
what I know.” She nodded mysteri-
ously. “It's what I've been hearing
myself.”

“For heaven's sake, woman,” I cried,

!
|

|

Then, too, there was my own unex-
pected and unwarranted discharge at
my place of business,

In some way it was connected with my
'having come to this place to live. Had | sister?”

H

my great-uncle himself brought
about for the purpose of discrediting
me? Was It the work of the black-
malilers to get square with me for hav-
ing accldentally butted In on the
meeting they had arranged with Miss
Bradford?

The scar-faced man! Who was he?
I was certain that he was in some way
involved. It might have been he who
had caused me to lose my job. Cer-
tainly the malevolent glance he had
given me Iin the restaurant that night
showed that he would have wrought
me harm if he could. The next time
I laid eves on him I was determined

' to trail him with bulldog tenacity un-

Do the people in them

|

l

losing patience, “what Is it you've

heard?”

“I've heard them walking,” she an-
nounced with an air of triumph.

“You've heard who walking?”

“The little people, of course.
else would it be doing 1t?”

“Oh, bosh!” I exclaimed. I was well
enough acquainted with the supersti-
tions of the Irish to understand who
she meant by “the little people.” It’s
the habit of the old crones from the
Emerald isle to attribute anything
they cannot understand to fairies.

“You may laugh,” she retorted indig-
nantly, “but I heard them, I tell ye.”

“Where did you hear them, these
footsteps?”

“Coming right out of the wall, here
in this room, and in the kitchen, be-
yond.”

“It was probably somebody Iin an-
other apartment you heard.”

“It was not. The floors do be dead-

Who

ik 1 04 |
ened like, and it's nothing at all you 'might have been delivered.

can hear. It was somebody walking
soft-like right there in the wall at me
back.”

“Well,” I announced, “if there Is
anything llke that going on, 1 am go-
ing to stay here until I hear it. I
want to make sure no one can come
into the apartment but myself, so I
am going to ask you to give me your
key. I'll be home here all the morn-
ing, so I can let you in when you ring.”

“It’'s me key you're wanting, is it?”

She produced it from a pocket of
her gown and handed it over, first
unknotting it from a corner of her
kerchief where she had tied it for safe
keeping.

“And Indeed if it's meself you're not
trusting with a key after Mrs. Gaston
letting me have it for these ten years
back, it's your own bed you can be
making. I'll not be coming near the
place again.”

In fine indignation she flounced out

of the place. To tell the truth I was |
 evening and from half-past seven on

I sat by my window waiting for Bar- |

not sorry that she had announced her
decision not to return. While my im-
pression of her was that she was a
simple-minded old woman of uttermost
honesty, I was just as well satisfled
that no one but myself should have
entry to the apartment until I had
finished my Investigations and had
made further progress in solving the
mysteries that were so rapidly devel-
oping.

Left once more to myself, I sat down
at my great-uncle’s desk and made
out a list of questions that must be
answered :

1. Where was Rufus Gaston? Had
the old gentleman really gone away
or was he in hiding in the building?

2 Who had removed the Gaston
pearls from the wall safe? It must
be someone who knew the combina-
tion.

8. Who had written the note I found
on the floor of my bedroom? How
and when had it been placed on the
floor there?

4. Who were the persons who were
trying to blackmail the family next
door?

5. How had the anonymous notes
been delivered on the floor of Barbara
Bradford’s room? (Evidently the
writer was the same as in my case.)

8. Was there anything in the past
relations of Mr. Bradford and my
great-uncle that would cause my
great-uncle to plot against the Brad-
ford family?

7. How were the mysterious sounds
heard both by my great-uncle, by Bar-
bara Bradford, and by myself to be
accounted for?

8 How were the mysterious foot-
steps heard by Mrs. Burke to be ex-
plained? Were they merely the im-
aginings of a superstitious old woman?

The relations between Mr. Bradford
and Rufus Gaston puzzled me. Miss
sradford’s recollection of her father’s
remark about my great-uncle certainly
indicated that he held no high opinion
of him. My great-uncle’s actions
throughout had been peculiar. His
suddenly sending for me and insisting
on my coming here to live, his insist-
oence on leaving his wife's jewels in my
care. and on entrusting me with the
combination of the safe, all now took
on a sinister aspect. It certainly was
peculiar that he had gone off without
leaving me any address where he could

be reached.
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til I ascertained his identity and where
he lived. I felt sure that the trall of
the mystery would lead to his door.

I decided not to leave the apartment
all day. I had laid in a plentiful sup-
ply of food the day before So there
was no necessity for my going out.
There was plenty of work for me to
do. I must try to devise some way
of examining the safe door and the
jewel box that remained for evidence
of fingerprints, and I must inspect the
bullding both from within and without
to see if I could learn how the notes
were delivered.

From one of the tollet tables I ob-
talned some fine powder and opening
the wall safe again I took out the
jewel box and carefully dusted it over
with the powder. I hoped that the
powder would reveal markings of
hands on the box, but either I was too
inexperienced or my method was
wrong, for I succeeded In obtalning

| Gazed at It Horror-Stricken.

no sort of result, beyond finding out
what my own fingerprints looked like
on a sheet of paper prepared with
some home-made lampblack. After an
hour or two of experimentation I gave
it up as a bad job, and turned to the
study of methods by which the notes

The Gaston apartment was on the

sixth floor of the building, which wasl

surrounded by ordinary three and
four-story dwelling houses. It must
have been someone In the bullding,
if not In the apartment itself. It would
be quite possible for someone on the
floor above to have projected the notes
through my window and that of Miss

Bradford by attaching them to the |

end of a long stick. I made up my
mind to ascertain who occupied the
apartments above.

The mystery of the whispers did not
seem to be of such easy solution.
While I had been inclined at first to

regard my own experience as a dream, |

the coincidence of Miss Bradford and
my great-uncle having had the same
illusion convinced me that it was some
claptrap devised by the plotters for
preying on the fears of their intended

victims.
Eagerly I waited for the coming of

bara's signal. It was nearly nine
o’clock before I heard the three taps
that had so startled me the evening
before. Quickly I thrust my head out
of the window and was rewarded by
seeilng hers appear at the same mo-
ment. -

“wWe must not talk long,” she warned
me. “Someone might see us, Have
you learned anything new?”

“Yes.” I whispered. “In my uncle’s
diary I found several entries about the
whispers.”

“How strange!” she exclaimed.
*Where is Mr. Gaston?”

“I don’t know."”

“That's funny.”

“It's more than that. It is declided-
ly odd that he left no word where he
could be reached.”

“I don't blame him,” she almost
sobbed. “I wish we could all get away
off somewhere, away from it all.”

“Don’t worry. Everything we find
out will help discover the plotters.
Tell me from what part of your room
did the sounds come.”

“Always from the same place, up
in the corner, near the ceiling.”

“I thought so,” I answered. “That’s )

where they came from in my room.
That shows it is just some mechanical
trick they are using in the hope of ter-
rifying us. Do you Know who lives
on the floor above?”

“] haven’'t the slightest idea. Do
you suspect them?”

“] suspect everybody until this mys-
tery Is solved,” I replied almost sav-
agely.

“Not so loud, they may hear you.
Have you learned anything else?”

“No, nothing. I questioned old Mrs
Burke, Mrs. Gaston's laundress. She
knew nothing, although she insisted
that she had often heard footsteps
when there was no one in the apart-
ment. Of course it is only her imag-
ination.”

“I'm not so sure,” Miss Bradford
whispered. “I've heard them, too.
They seemed to come right out of the

wall.”

| “How strange!” I muttered, ‘more to employed laying gas pipes.”

“Why,” I exclaimed in amazement,
“that's just how she described them.”

“Often, too, when I get up in the
morning I have a strange feeling that
there must have been someone in my
room while I was asleep.”

it |
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myself than to her. “I weonder if 1t
could be anyone walking in their

I was positive | sleep.”

“You mean'—she hesitated—"my

“I don't mean anyone,” 1 hastened
to say. “I was only thinking aloud,
wondering if it could be a possible ex-
planation. I have heard of innocent
persons doing all sorts of things un-
der hypnotic influence.”

“I've read of that, too,” she said so-
berly, “I wonder—"

She left the sentence unfinished, but
I felt that the same thought had flash-
ed into her mind as into mine. Was it
possible that the unscrupulous French-
man who had wronged her sister years
ago had in some way recently gained
an interview with her and had gotten
her once more into his power? Could
it be that under the spell of another’s
mind Claire Bradford herself had tak-
en away the papers concerning the an-
nulment of her marriage and was plac-
ing the notes in the blackmail plot?

“Look here.” I sald determinedly,
“we've got to see each other some-
where tomorrow and talk this over.
Where can we meet?”

“I'm afraid I ecan't manage It to-
morrow. I'm busy with my mother
and sister all day long. Tuesday, per-
haps. But we mustn’t talk here long-
er. Good night.”

“Good night,” I called softly but her
head had been already withdrawn, 80
quickly that I hardly knew whether
she heard me. As I was about ready
for bed I recalled that I had spent
most of the money I had in my pock-
ets, so I visited the bookcase where I
had secreted my hoard and taking out
a twenty-dollar bill, wrapped it about
the three one-dollar bills I had left
and put the roll in my trousers pocket.

The next morning, as I was dress-
ing, I happened to draw forth my
money. 1 gazed at it horror-stricken.

I distinctly recalled having wrapped
the twenty-dollar bill about the three
smaller bills. Now one of the dollar
bills was on the outside.

There before me was indisputable
evidence that someone had been in my
room while I slept, someone had gone
through my pockets and had examined
my money. Someone had put the dol-
lar bill on the outside of the roll.

Who had done it? How had they
got into the room?

Enter Gorman, the de-
tective.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

PATRON SAINT OF HATTERS

Why St. Clement Has Long Been Ac-
corded Recognition by Makers of
Head Coverings.

St. Clement is known as the patron
saint of hatters, because of his dis-

covery for the making of a compact
fabric out of wool without pressure

or weaving. The story goes that this

| devout priest, while on a journey, be-

came footsore and tired, and, removing
his sandals, sought rest by the road-
side.

St. Clement was soon disturbed by
the bleating of lambs. Looking up,
he beheld a fox that had just seized
one of the helpless young sheep. He
cleared a hedge just in time to destroy
the fox and rescue the lamb, in the
process of which act he observed loose
wool, which he gathered and exam-
ined.

The priest was struck by the sud-
den inspiration that here was relief
for his lacerated feet. Binding the
ylielding wool on his wounds, he was
able to continue his Jjourney. On
reaching his destination St. Clem-
ent removed the sandals from his
feet, discovering Instead of the fine
soft wool a plece of unfinished cloth,
seemingly so firm and thick that he
couldn’t pull it apart, He called the
matted material “felt.”

This acclidental knowledge of the
priest caused the basic principle that
underlies the men’s hat industry.
November 23 has been named St.
Clement's day and is a red-letter day
for the hat manufacturers of many

countries.
[P D —
Rock Cannon.

When the island of Malta was under
the rule of the Knights of Malta they
defended their sovereignty with can-
non bored in the rock. KEach one of
these strange weapons contained an
entire barrel of powder, and as it was
not possible to vary the aim of the
cannon fifty of them were made ready,
facing various directions from which
the enemy might approach.

When the fame of these arms of de-
fense became known to the world the
idea was conceived of transporting
rock to the summits to serve the same
purpose but the scheme was imprac-

ticable.

____——-——-

Date With a Party.

My partner in business was called
out of town and was not expected to
return for a few days, SO when I met
hit wife on the street she remarked
that she was lonesome and I asked
her to meet me late and have dinner
with me. It was .all arranged and I
went to the office to fix up for the oc-
casion when in came hubby and want-
ed to know why the dolling up, S0 1

enid that I had a date with a party.
When I met my friend’s wife I told

her hubby had returned and she said:
“Why I know it; I told him you and
I were going out to dine.”—Exchange.

M’

Find Value of Various Woods.

Investigations by the agricultural
department show that one standard
cord of well-seasoned hickory, oak,
beech, birch, hard maple, ash, elm,
locust or cherry wood is approximate-
ly equal to one ton of anthracite coal.
A cord and a half of soft maple or
two cords of cedar, poplar or bass
wood are required to give the same
amount of heat. One cord of well-
seasoned mixed wood equals at least

' one ton of average grade bituminous

coal.
_—.———I—-————_—'
Quite True.
“That fellow got money out of me
by telling me he was in the trenches

and he never went to war at all.”
“But he told you the truth, H¢ is

e =l omiles @ -
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HANDS ACROSS

By GRACE R. RILEY.

(&, 1920, by McClure Newspapel sSyndicate.)

The electric fan hummed monoto-
nously ; the bookkeeper’'s pen scratched
unceasingly ; even the keys under the
stenographer’s {ingers were momentar-
ily still, when the door suddenly open-
ed and a voice boomed through the
silence:

“Is Duncan Pratt In?”

The ofifice force became rigid ; alert.

“Your name, please,” a clerk in-
quired.

“Norman Dodge of Dodge,
don.”

A comprehensive glance flashed from
one to the other. Dodge, their largest
competitor!

Mr. Pratt’s door epened and a strik-
ing young woman, tall and slender,
with a regal carriage, whose bronze
hair in sunlight turned to gold, sum-
moned the stranger within. What oc-
curred there no one knew; but in a
short time he emerged, muttering in

a testy voice:
“You'll regret your decision, Pratt!”

As he drove away from the building

his brain plotted the downfall of Pratt
& Co. He forgot the war had so un-
dermined the once impregnable solidity
of his house that he was driven to Dun-
can Pratt to reinstate his business
to its former financial standing. His
abruptly; his chauffer
leaped from the motor and lifted an
unconscious girl from the pavement.
Without looking at her, Mr. Dodge
ordered that she be taken in his car
to the hospital.
_ His days were crowded. His brain
was constantly revolving the problem
of Pratt’s refusal. A week passed be-
fore he again visited the hospital,
where he learned that Patient 36 was
doing well and would like to see him.
She sat in a chair by the window; the
sun on her hair turning it to gold.

“How do you do, Mr. Dodge?”

With a great effort he managed to
say something agreeable, but his mind
and his speech had no connection
whatsoever. For an hour they chatted
pleasantly. When departing he touch-
ed lightly upon their first meeting.

“Now that I have run down his sec-
retary, Mr. Pratt will be even more
obdurate on my proposal—"

“please don't think that. I intend
you shall be friends some day.”

Every day Norman Dodge spent an
hour with “Miss 36,” as she insisted
upon being called, and finally she was
able to ride with him. .

«] am going home tomorrow, Mr.
Dodge. Next Sunday will you dine
with us?”

“Where is your home?”

He was surprised when she gave
him an address in the heart of Bos-
ton’s most exclusive center. |

“I'll be there.”

When Sunday came he was elated
as a college boy. Never had he met
girl like this one, and he knew the
impression was to be a lasting one.
The girl's home was of solid brown
stone.

“Miss 36 is an anomaly—her char-
acter and appearance belong to this
beautiful house, yet she is one of the
toilers of the world,” he thought, &s
he waited for her in a room whose
rich simplicity bespoke not only mon-
ey, but good taste,

“Mr. Dodge,” she came in with hand
extended, “father will be here directly,
so let’s be frivolous while we may be-
fore you become immersed in busi-
ness. Father lives and moves and has
his belng in business, and the only
chance I ever have of seeing him is at
his office.”

“What's that, daughter?”

Norman Dodge turned at the voice.

“This man her father! It could not
be!”

He found himself greeting Duncan
Pratt. His daughter left them alone.

“Dodge,” said Mr. Pratt, “since we
last talked business, your chauffeur
has accomplished that which was ab-
solutely beyond you. In running down
my daughter, he has brought us to-
gether. In business—you will pardon
my frankness—you had cut my throat
as often as possible. I would have re-
taliated. but the great Dodge, Ltd. was
beyond my reach. Then the war—the
great leveler—brought you within my
grasp and I meant to crush you. When
you had this accident, your treatment
of a girl whom Yyou supposed to be
poor, made a strong appeal, and my
daughter, whom I prize more than she
can ever know, has made a stronger.
She Insists, and I agree if you do, that
we must be friends.”

Norman Dodge took the hand ex-
tended to him. “I gladly agree.”

wrhen shall we go further—let us
reconsider the matter which brought
you to my office. If detalls can be ar-
ranged, shall we clasp hands across
the sea?”

“Wait a moment, you two—I am
coming into this hand-holding cam-
paign.” Natalie Pratt came back into
the room. “I think the combination
should include me, too,” She looked
from one to the other, the dimples
coming and going, a blush coloring
her cheeks.

“Mr. Pratt, can you open your heart
still further and accept me as a son? 1
love your daughter, and—"

“She loves you, and you mighty well
know it!” interpolated Natalie.

“Dodge, since I declined to go with
Natalle into society, Natalle insisted
upon going with me into business. You
will do well in acquiring her head as
well as her heart. We will have a com-
bine that can’'t be beaten!” sald her
father, as he clasped their hands in
his own.

Ltd., Lon-

House Full of Creepers.
“There is a house near ours which
has more than 200 varieties of creep-
ers, and it is a crying nuisance.”
“Why, isn't it decorative?”
“No: it's «n infant asylum.”—DBaltl-
wnore American.
N
i1l at Ease.
“The young man seems embar
rassed.”
“He wants to buy some cigarettes.”
“well¥” .
“For a lady, he says.”"—Loulsville
Courier-Journal, -
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HELP WANTED—Men or women
spare time Iinto dollars working in

home for us. No mnﬂ..ﬂmf.'
particulars on home work. Write to

ART CRAFT COMPANY, Mount Uniom, 1
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ing Washington. Send dollar and see. OlG .

Va. Stores Corp., Munsey Bldg., Washing

RUB RHEUMATISM OR
SORE, ACHING

Rub Pain Right Out With ‘-
Trial Bottle of Old “8&~
Jacobs OIl® : B

Sl

LA
e
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one case in fifty requires

.1?‘
=
|

treatment. Stop drugging. Rub ¢ oth-

Ing, penetrating “St. Jacobs on”

{nto your sore, stiff, aching
muscles, and | comes

.
i
W
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uSt. Jacobs Ofl” is a harmless rheu-

matism cure which never dif
and cannot burn the skin.
Limber up! Quit compisinin
a small trial bottle of old,
“St. Jacobs Oil” at any drug
and in just a moment you'll be £
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from rheumatic pain, sorepess, stiff '

ness and swelling.
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llef awalts you. “St. Jacobs Ofl” has- =

cured millions of rheumatism suir

in the last half century, and .MQ‘- 3
o

good for sciatica, neuralgia, 1us
backache, sprains.—Adv. %%
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If it lasts a century it lasts forever. ‘:ﬁ

unbroken package of “Bayer '
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by physicians for over elghteen yea?
“Bayer Tablets of Aspirin” can be

.

bago, Rheumatism, Joint Pains, “

ritis, and Pain generally.
Handy tin boxes of 12

but a few ceats. Druggists also

larger “Bayer” packages. Aspirin I8

o
.

the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture

of Monoaceticacidester of
acid.—Adv.

Genius inay not be infinite attem-

tion to detalls, but business is.

Is the Time to Got Rid of
oW orhese Usly Spets

these homely spots.
Simply get an ounce of
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feeling ashamed of your R
—double strengtn—is to remove =

Othfhe—double

'Ilt:tﬁ“t f :{n mlsht ~ morning -
e O n

should soon see thtt-xl the worst ﬁ!g

have begun to disappear, while the

have vanished entirely. It

that more than ome ounce is needed

pletely clear the skin and gain a
clear complexion.
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