ST. MARY’S ENTERPRIS

E, LEONARDTOWN, MD.

VICTIMS
RESCUED

Kidney, liver, bladder and uric acid
troubles are most dangerous be-
cause of their insidious attacks.
Heed the first warning they give
that they need attention by taking

#

The world’s standard y for these

disorders, will often ward off these dis-
eases and strengthen the body aguinst
further attacks. Three sizes, all druggista

Leoek for the name Cold Medal on every bea
and accept mo imitatica

~ MILLIONS

Suffer from

Acid-Stomach

Millions of people suffer year after year
from asilments affecting practically every
of the body, never dreamiag that thelr
health can be traced directly to acid-
stomach. Here is the reason: poor digestioa
means poor noarishment of the differeat
organs and tissues of the body. The bdloed I
fmpoverished—becomes weak, thin, sluggish.
Allments of many kinds spring from sueh
conditions. Biliousness, rheumatism, lum-
bage. sciatica, gemeral weakness, loss of
power and energy, headache, Iinsomalas,
nervousness, mental depression—even more
serious aliments such as catarrh and cancer
of the stomsach, intestinal ulcers, cirrhosis
of the liver. heart troudble—all of these ca®
often be traced directly to acid-stomach.
Keep & sharp lookout for the first symp-
toms of acid-stomach—indigestion, heart-
burn, bdeiching, food repeating, that awful
painful bloat after eating, and sour, gassy
stomaech. EATONIC, the wonderful modera
remedy .for acid-stomach, is guaranteed te
bring quick relief from these stomach mis-
eries. Thousands say they never dreamed
that anwthing could bring such speedy relief
—and make them feel so much better ia
® way. Try EATONIC and you, too,
will be just as enthusiastic in {its praise.
Make your life worth living—no aches of
pains—no bltes or melancholy—mno more of
that tired, listless feeling. Ee well and
strong. Get back your physical and mental
punch;: your vim, vigor and vitality. You
will always be weak and alling as long a®
you have acid-stomach. So get rid of it mow,
Take EATONIC Tablets—they taste good—
you eat them llke a bit of candy. Your
druggist has EATONIC—50 cents for a big
box. Get a box from him today and if you
are not satisfied he will refund your money.
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CHAPTER XVIi.—Continued.
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“But the dinmonds?”’ said I, meaning
to test her attitude, since she'd had a
chance to think over what I'd told her
about monsieur's claims on them and
particularly as he’d gone to her him-
self: “Will you take them home with
you?”

She recolled from me.
new—how ean 17" she gasped.
you're going to help me, aren’t you?”

She had caught hold of me and
looked positively frightened as she
spoke, glancing over her shoulder at
the door to see that it was tight shut

and that we could not be overheard.

“l depend on you—I trust you. If
I lose those diamonds—oh, you can't
guess what I shall jose! I wouldn’t
lile to you—I tell you that man De
Ravenol is a thief. [ get it clairaudi-
ently every time he comes near me. I
see the word, as I told you yesterday,
over his head In white letters. My
spirit guides wouldn't give it to me if
it weren!t true.”

There was both scorn and appeal In
her tone. I saw the moment was not
ripe for a discussion of the Tibetan
mahatma question. Nor did her re-
newed expressions of confidenre in me
and her obvious need of he™” in the
present difficulties lessen the compli-
cations that now entangled me. DBe-
fore I could think of anything suitable
to say, she burst out: *“You’'ll not de-
sert me, will you?—now that I need
you worse than ever!”

And what could I say but, “No—T'll
stand by you though the heavens
fall!” and wonder what new bizarre
line of conduct I was committing my-
self to? I didn’t try to think, but told
her Billy was here and suggested that
she meet him—particularly since he’'d
been to the hotel and was all wrought
up over Claire’s mysterious departure.
Mrs. Delario demurred, but I overruled
her and presented Billy.

Billy’'s relief and joy at the rediscov-
ery of Claire were quite touchingly
amusing and he made himself corre-
spondingly agreeable to Claire’s chap-

“] can't—

‘eron. He seemed convenlently to for-

get his dictum of a couple of hours ago
that sald chaperon was crazy. The
only point we any of us attempted to
elucidate was the new man’s connec-

{ tion with the case—which we felt was
| somehow the key to monsieur’s sudden

for over sixty years in thousands of homes.
HALL & RUCKEL, Ine.

Tells of fortunes being made in newly
discovered Texas Oil Flelds. How Yyou
can share in the $20,000,000 a month
being produced in Texas OIll Keep

ed. Send your name and address

free copy.
TEXAS OIL FIELD NEWS

814 Deere Bildg.. Dallas. Texas

its Sort.
“In youth, we have vaulting ambl-
tion.” *“Yes, especially when we play
leap frog.”

RECIPE FOR GRAY HAIR.
To half pint of water add 1 oz. Bay Rumy
s small box of Barbo Compound, and

oz. of glycenire. '
week until it s -

mi it ot bowe

Not That Goal.
“Are you going to the terminal on
this car?” *“Oh, no; we're just going
to the end of the line.”

How's This?

We offer $100.00 for any case of catarrh
that cannot be cured by HALL'S
CATARRH MEDICINE

HALL'S CATARRH MEDICINE is tak-
en internally and acts through the Blood
on the Mucous Surfaces of the System.

Sold by druggists for over forty years

Price 75¢. Testimonials free.

¥F. J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, Ohio.

Be up and doing—but be careful
what or whom you undertake to do.

It is easier for a man to bluff his
creditors than his wife.

Night and Morning.
iave Strong, Healthy
Eyecs. 1f they Tire, Itch,
Smart or Burn, if Sore,
Irritated, Inflamed or

o

.disappearance—and I was not a little
| surprised to hear Billy ask her serl-

ously : “Can't you get something about

him, clairvoyantly?” '

. - She told him she couldn’t at the mo-
| ment—the conditions weren’'t right—

she was too worried—too confused.

“Of course,” he agreed. “It's like
everything else—takes your best pow-
ers.”

“Ah—I see yvyou understand,” she re-
plied gratefully, and it seemed to me
with a little emphasis on the *“you”
that set him apart from me; and that,
I have always thought, was the precise
point at which they began to draw to-
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| Presented Billy.
gether in a friendship that made him

her warm partisan, even against me; |

for the next time he saw me alone he
told me he had decided she had better
keep the diamonds,

“Of course,” he agreed again. *“And
I can see how you couldn’t feel equal
to it after what you've been through
this morning.” This was artfully hint-
ed to lead back to Claire,

They might have continued their in-
terchange of opinions on Claire and
her father for the next half-hour—
judging by the way they seemed to be

enjoying it—but I brought them to!

earth with the question: “How are
we going to protect Claire from the
new man? He’s probably determined
to see her and find out something
about her father’'s whereabouts.”

“The deuce!” cried BEilly. “I'd for-

gotten him. Don’t let him see her, if‘

he comes back, whatever you do!”
This to Mrs. Delario. *“It would be
simply too dreadful for her.”

“l know. Still, I san’'t keep her a
prisoner in her room. You wouldn’t
syrrest that, would you?”

iiOh‘ .
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should say not! Hasn't she been
through about enough already?®”

“But suppose the man has already
traced her there and has the house
watched—the same as her father did?”
I flung in.

“That's one of the important things
I came to see you about—" Mrs. De-
lario turned to me. “If the house is
watched—and 1 feel it is, or will be
before the day is over—Claire is vir-
tually a prisoner. I won't dare to let
her go out alone.”

“The deuce!” cried Billy, jumping
up and snatching his hat off the table
as though he were about to run to the
rescue. Then he turned as red as a
beet and signaled me with his eyes
and a couple of gestures which she
did not see—*“Help me out, can't you?
Make her ask me to go home with
her.” For he had the wit to see, be-
fore he'd let himself in with a word,
that he couldn’'t force himself on a
woman like Mrs. Delario without plac-
ing himself before both of us in the
position of an officious pup and very
likely getting a snub that would spoil
his chances.

I played to his signal-—and won a
bushel of gratitude from both sides.

“Won't yvou let Mr. Rivers go home
with vyou and find out how Claire is
and come back and tell me?”’ I asked
her artlessly; and to him, “You'll do
that for me, won't you, Billy?”

“Oh, will you, Mr. Rivers?" she
asked, In great relief, rising as she
spoke and preparing to hurry off.

Billy's eyes were popping and his
feet were almost dancing. I present-
ed him with a frown—unseen by her—
that said: “Now, look out, young man,
how you play your cards!”

“What a relief to have Mr. Rivers!”
she cried with feeling, and took my
hand. Then she affectionately kissed
me—for the first time in her life,

I saw her and Billy ro the elevator,
pushing my hall door flat against the
wall to keep it from blowing shut on
me, and waited, idly waving a good-by
and watching her till the car had sunk
out of sight. I had just stepped into
my hall again and laid my hand on the
doorknob, when I heard a sharp im-
perative *“Walit!"”

I jumped and wheeled. A man
stepped out from the stairs back of
the elevatgr shaft. HIls face was con-
cealed in a pulled-up collar and a
pulled-down hat. With three quick
strides he was within the doorway.
He pushed me out of the way and
seized and slammed thé door on us.
Then he carefully put up the chain-
bolt. As he did it, he held up his free
hand with a “Ssh!”

No need of warning—I was para-
lyzed! It had taken him just four
seconds to make me his prisoner.

CHAPTER XVIL
A Little Scheme.

I had been too completely stunned
by the suddenness with which my im-
prisonment had been effected even to
think who my visitor might be, and
it was not until he turned from bolt-
ing the door and apologized politely,
“Pardon zis Intrusion, madame,” that
I recognized De Ravenol. And then
he removed his hat and motioned me
to precede him along the hall.

“Madame, I ask a sousand pardons,”
he began suavely. “Unfortunate—or
razzer, unforeseen circumstances, ren-
dered zis intrusion necessary and I
feared if you closed ze door—since
vou had had interview wis your friend
Madame Delario you might perhaps be
tempted not to speak wis me—and a
delay to speak wis me might spoil all
our plans.”

While he talked I felt my courage
come back., and in a voice I felt was
not obviously shaky, I replied: *“Oh,
certainly. I understand. I was ex-
pecting you.”

“Expecting me?’ He seemed sur-
prised that I should be expecting him
at that time and asked why, at the
same time motioning me to take a
chair by my study table and showing
me he would sit in the other,

To gain time on my side, I went on:
“I fear you worried about Claire, when
she did not come. 1 should have tele-
phioned you, but my telephone seems
to be out of order.”

I had a malicious pleasure Iin re-
minding him that he was the one to
suffer for it and a frown passed over
his face, but was gone in an instant as
he said: “It is of no consequence,”
and then plunged into the matter at
hand.

“While I wait for ze lift to pass
down just now, I sink I recognize ze

| voice of Madame Delario. She is here

a moment since, is she not?”

“Yes—she was here.”

He paused as if in hopes that 1
would tell him what she had come for,
but I had taken quick stock of the
situation and decided to let him do all
the talking.

“Zen she have probably told you zat
I have seen her last evening?”

“Yes—she mentioned it, I believe.”

“Bien—zat helps me to explain,
You see, I feel it necessary to have
some words wis her after she have
talked wis yvou and before she can see
you and communicate her ideas wis
you. Hence I am oblige to put you to
some trouble—for which I ask one
sousand pardons—in order zat I ac-
complish it. Zerefore—Il arrange it
zat I leave my daughter to entertain

you and Mr. Rivers while I make a |

brief call on Madame Delario and see

what she have to say for herself about | ¢hall 1 do?

zoze diamonds. And for zis reason:

| stones.

positive command of information zat
proves her to have ze diamonds.”

I fear I gave a start at this informa.
tion, for he threw himself back with a
self-satisfied smile as much as to say,
“I thought that would astonish you,”
and drew a cardcase from his pocket,
removing a clipping torn from the
“Personals” in the Herald and point-
ing to one notice, marked with pencil
on the margin,

I read it:

“Large reward for name of person
recently offering special set of matched
State number and color. Box
32, Herald Office.”

I returned it to him without com-
ment—I tried to appear ignorant of
what it might mean.

“] have insert it sree times,” he
went on smugly. *“I do so because 1
argue to myself as follows: Ze dia-
monds are find by Madame Delario
and she say to herself : ‘Probably some-
body play a joke on me—zey are not
real, zeze jewels—zey are paste. Still,
zey may be worse somsesing even 8o,
and I will take zem to a dealer and
find out.””

He paused to laugh and under cover
of it gave me a look with his beady
eyes—which I fancy told him noth-
ing.

“Now zen, 1 ask myself where does
she take zem first? Probably to TIf-
fany. I have myself inquire zere, but
wisout result. And 1 realize I cannot
Interview every dealer in ze city—also
it is not well for me to be seen too
much looking for zoze stones. Zerefore
I have insert ze notice and I recelve
more zan fifty replies. All worseless
but ope—"

He produced a shabby scrap of pa-
per, saying it was a veritable clue, and
gave it to me to read.

“I can give you name and address of
party offering seven large red stones
last Saturday. - Address by letter only.
Haskins, 1861 Third avenue, Box 7.”

“] see at once I have somesing of

value. I have receive zis on Saturday
morning. But before zat, I have re-
ceived some uzzer letters”—he gave a
little shrug to indicate that he referred
to the decoy letters he had recelved
from Billy and me—*and I sink I have
not only ze clue, but zat I can obtain
ze diamonds wisout to inquire of zis
Haskins. So I make my endeavor—as
you know—wis ze result—"

He stopped a moment and I saw he
was making an effort to keep down his
mortification—and probably his hate—
and I hastened to help him do both by
telling him cordially: “I'm really
awfully sorry, monsieur, but then—
what else could I do?”

“Ah, madame, it is no more to men-
tion between us,” he returned gallant-
ly. “But—you American ladies! So
energetic! One knows not how to take
you!”

“] suppose we are puzzling—to for-
eigners.”

“Puzzling! I have sink I know some-
sing of ze ladies and of ze Americans,
since my wife is herself American, but
I find since I am come to zis country
I have much-to.learn. Oui!” and' he
gave me a little laugh, showing he
meant me to take this in a .compli-
mentary way.s *

“And pow I . 1y tell you zat I have
ze name and ze €ss of se eno Wl
have zoze diamonds in his possession:
It is Mr. Eugene Delario—ze young
son of Madame Delario—who offers—
or at least seeks to have valued—
zoze diamonds last Saturday at a deal-
er's on Maiden Lane.”

It has always been a mystery to me
that I managed to control—or think I
did—every facial expression that
might have shown him I already knew
what he told me. But monsieur went
on, apparently not noticing anything
about me:

“You know ze son of Madame De-
lario?—Monsieur Eugene?”

“] have never met him—no.”

“Well—it 18 of no consequence—I
know of a certainty it is ze son of Ma-
dawre: Delario who have shown 2zoze
diamonds last Saturday—and he don’t
know zey are diamonds! Ovui! And
after I have zis information, I argue
zis way: Since I have her so positive
denial, it is her son who have accident-
ally discover zoze diamonds unknown
to her and he says nossing! You see?
All is now explained.”

“But, monsieur, are you sure of this
man Haskins?” I questioned. “Are you
sure he wasn't lying for the reward?—
that all he told you wasn’t a mere co-
incidence?”

“Bah!” he cried in a tone of disgust
and some contempt for me. “Coluci-
dence! Madame, you must know zat
when you find more zan sree coinci-
dences in a case you have—circum-
stantial evidence! When you have suf-
ficient circumstantial evidence you
have—proof. And when you have ze
proof of a crime—you can act ™

He shot this off in a fierce determin-
ed tone and I saw he was ready to
spring the mine under the Delarios,
mother and son. To gain time, I ask-
ed: “But are these coincidences sufii-
clent 2—are they evidence?”

“Bah!” he cried again. “Zey are
sufficient for any court!” He leaned
a little nearer to me and spoke in a
more confidential way, as if he expect-

ed me to agree with him: “Ze chain of |

evidence is complete. Ze same house
—=ze house in which zcze diamonds are
known to go in zat slipper; ze son of
ze lady who owns zat slipper; ze date
on which zey are shown—not before
zey have arrive in America, tut some
five days after; ze seven stones. And
ze man Haskins have even describe ze
same box! Oui—Monsieur Eugene

does not take zoze diamonds out of zat |

box to show zem !—a small wkite box,
about ze size—"

Monsieur glanced over my table and
his eye fell on—the box with the dia-

monds!
“_about ze size of zis,” and he pick-

ed it up.

My heart stopped beatinz. With a
tremendous effort I raised my eyes
from it 1o his face, just as he took hold
of the elastic and snapped it.

“7o chain of evidence is perfect!”
he cried, pulling up the elastic and—it
broke with a sharp report.

The sound went through me like a
pistol-shot. I jumped half out of my
chair and exclaimed, “Oh!” and fell
hack again. I had heard the pens rat-
tle. 1 thought, “Suppore he opens it—
suppose he drops it! Heavens! What
How shall 1 get it out of
his hands and nrot betray myself?” It

to flash through me, and before I had
decided—or had need to decide, he
exclaimed: “Pardon me, madame—did
I frighten you?” and laid the box back
on the table.

For a moment I was unable to speuk.
The tension of those few seconds,
while he actually held the diamonds in
his hands, had paralyzed me.

I realized that I was pressing my
hand to my heart! I stopped that and
stammered, “Y—yes, I am a little nerv-
ous.”

He waited a moment for me to re-
cover my self-possession gpd then
went on briskly: |

“Madame, I wish to say immediate-
ly—before we proceed anozzer step
—zat I appreciate your position. It is
most difficalt—most difficult for a lady

such as yourself. You are ze friend of

Madame Delario, is it not?”

“Yes, I ammn—and you must realize—"

He stopped me. “Oui—perfectly.
And it is as her friend zat 1 approach
you now and ask your continued help.”

“No, monsieur, you must Jet me
withdraw now from all further con-
nection with the case. I have done al)
I can—I1 truly have—"

“lI know—I appreciate,” he cut In.
“Now attend, madame, to . y argu-
ment : Sree sings must be considered.”
He checked them off on his fingers.
“First, she confesses she has zoze dia-
monds and will return zem to zeir
rightful owner. Second, medame will
deny absolutely zat she have ever seen

My Heart Siopped Beating.

zoze diamonds. It may be ze truse—
it may not be—ze point is, zat she de-
nies all knowledge. You and Monsieur
Rivers have already told me ze diffi-
culty I meet here—if she have find
zem and deny it. Or, sird—she con-
fesses to you everysing about ze find-
ing of zoze diamonds, but—you are
her friend—she induces you not to be-

tray her secret—you promise her you
you, madame, if zat last is &ze case, Is
it not?”

“Decidedly,” 1 remarked dryly.

“Oui. And now I beg you.to appre-
ciate zis evidence of my esteem for
yourself—I wish to spare you all pos-
sible humiliation, and yet to retain

your co-operation wis me.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

MANIA HARD TO UNDERSTAND

Why Do Book Collectors Prize Vol-
umes That to Most of Us Seem
Worth Little?

The passion for book collecting is.
to the layman, a sufficiently bewilder-
ing business. One fancies that there
are intelligent folk who find it difficult
to appreciate ite “amenities,” or, in-
deed, to prefer it to the less expensive
amusement of stamp collecting. What
is all this talk of colophons and col-
lation and tall copies and bastard titles
and the original boards? Is a book
collector a librarian gone mad? Why
is an edition with all its original mis-
prints more valuable than the author’s
revision of it? Take a trivial example.
Do you own a copy of “The Song of
Hiawatha,” Boston, 1855? Turn to
page 96. Does the seventh lire read
“Dove as if he were a beaver,” or
“Dived as if he were a beaver?' If
it reads dove, you are the possessor of
a genuine “first;” if it reads dived,
give your book to the poor. It is good
for nothing but to read. The collec-
tor's ideal volume is a first edition
with all its primitive errors—the more
misprints the better—‘uncut’” (that Is,
with the pages not cut down in rebind-
ing), “unoped” (that is, with the pages
not cut open), and “in the original
wrappers” (that is, with the seal of the
publisher’'s wrapping unbreken). You
must leave it in this state, like a body
in ite winding sheets. When is 8 book
not a book? When it is “collected.”—
Chauncey B. Tinker in the Yale Re-

view.

Keen Disappointment,
«] wonder how it feels to be the fa-
ther of a ‘lounge lizard’?”
“That must be a great humiliation

ifor the right sort of man.”

“Yes?"

“He must feel as disgusted with his
oftspring as the rich and fashionable
m&ther whose beautiful daughter In-
gists on marrying a shoe clerk who
went to school with her instead of set-
ting her cap for a broken down noble-
man.”—Birmingham Age-Herald.
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Ahptitude for Details,

“vYou know Johnson—great fellow
tor detail.” “He is that! He’'s the sort
of chap who would go and get mar-
ried and be able afterward to tell
you whether it was Mendelssohn,
Lohengrin, or Tannhauser they played
during the ceremony!”

Never Heard of Him.

“«1 see that H. G. Welis, the novel-
ist. is going to write a history of the
world from protoplasm on.”

“What was the fellow ‘[’]l‘ﬂtnphlﬂ]“
king of? I studied history. but I doa't

AIRY TALL
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FLY'S VISIT.
“] think,” said the fly, “I will sit
on your head. It looks like a nice,
comfortable rest-
ing place, and al-
most as nice as a
celling or window

pane.”

“Well,” salid
Mrs. White Hen,
whose head the fly
was sitting upon,
“you needn’t do it
on my account. I
don’'t want you to
sit on my head.
You annoy me. I
ean't get you off
even by shaking

“I do net want
my head around.
to be compliment-
ed by you and
told that my head
is & nice, comfortable resting pilace,
and almost as nice a9 a celling or a
window pane. That is, you sald that
before you actually got on my head,
and that was the way you thought it
looked.

“Now you must think se because
you're sitting there and dom’t want to
move,”

“Well,” said the fly, “that doesn’t al-
ways mean so much. It is cold now,

“Comfeortable.®

and I am here when I really.shouldn’t

be.”

“Well, you needn’t stay on my ac
count,” saild Mrs. White Hen again,
who was much annoyed by the fiy's
visit.

“I’'m not,” said the fly.

“Then, whose account are you stay-
ing on?” asked Mrs. White Hen.

“I'm not staying en anyone’'s ac-
count,” said the fly. “Fm staying on
your head.”

“Oh, yes, oh, yes,” saild Mrs. White
Hen, “but I mean that I don’t want
yvou and so you needn’'t stay because
you think I do.”

“Oh, yes,” said the fly, “I under
stand that was what you meant when
you said I needn’t stay on your ac-
count, and then as I'm very sleepy and
lazy and as I've not much more brain
anyway I forget what it was you had
been saying and only know you were
talking about staying somewhere. And
of course I was, and still am, staying
on your head.

“But you see this isn’t the time of
year for me. No, if folks saw me
they would say: ‘Why look at the fly
in the winter time. How strange it
does seem to see him.

“It wouldn’'t be because they would
be glad to see me. Gracious, no. If i
had to wait for invitations, Mrs. Hen,

I would never visit anyone or any- |

where,
“You see, 'm none too healthy a
creature -to have aroynd, and I'm of

1ftle use, and’' S0 NnOo one cares par-
ticularly for me, and I really don’t care
much either. I'm not very bright, and
I don't -feel hurt about it as some
creatures would.

“One of the reasons I'm not leaving
you is because I'm too lazy. If 1
could see some sugar around or some-
thing to eat I would slowly leave jou
and sit on the food instead.

“But I see no food around.”

“Can't you get off my head?” sald
Mrs. Hen, still shaking her head.
Finally the fly got off and went on
top of a railing nearby.

“Why are the roosters over there
and why are .the hens at this side?”
asked the fly. “Aren’t you friendly?”

“Oh, yes,” sald Mrs. White Hen, “but
the roosters were having a meeting
about the coming spring season and
what they thought the future outlook
was as regards the market for worms
in the ground.

“and we were squatting and sleep-
ing and napping when they began their
talk, so we didn’t
take part in It
You woke me up,
you see.”

“1'd be sorry for
you if I were noct
a fly, but a fly
isn't sorry for
anything. And,
too, I feel so tired,
there is so little
life in me, for it
is the winter, and
I ought not to
have come out. 1
like warm weath-
er.”

“You'd better
leave, then,” said
Mrs. White klen,

“for it gets even
colder here at nigit.®

She winked slyly to Mrs. Gray Hen,
who had just awakened and who saw
that the fly still annoyed Mrs, White
Hen, for she was afraid he would
come back and land on her any mo-
ment.”

“Yes.” said Mrs. White Hen, “I feel
like saying good-by to you.”

“Good-by,” sald the fly, as at last it
slowly flew off. “I'm never asked for
visits,. I'm never asked to stay longer,
but then 1 don't care. After all I'm
only a fly!”

___—_—_‘-

Also Extinguished.

Mother—Girls, you don’t know how
near President Culturefal came to run-
ning over me today.

Girls (disappointedly)—Oh, mamma !
You might have been so distinguished!

Large Bodles of Water.

The teacher told Elsie to name the
large bodies -of water. She had been
absent the day before, and hadn’t
learned the definition of a sound.
She thought she remembered the name,
and she recited, “Oceans, bays, gulfs,
straits and—and—noises.”

e

Discrimination,
“Oh. mamma!” exclaimed Arthur,
looking ruefully at the small piece of
pie which had been placed upon his

e ———————— = —

DADDY'S EVENING

Women With Backache and Pain
Staunton, Va.—“When 1 was about
twenty years of age I suffered a great deal
__ .. at certain times

with backaches and
terrible pains.
Would have to

E%wbedfor
at two days.
My trouble was
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me, and it mrg!ly -
was prompt, t took
the Fmen tion and by
bealth was better than it
it was absolutely perfect. I

in recommendi 1ttoallm

dically ’

but i
Favorite Prescription and
completely restored and I h:'?;
and healt N, ever since.”—Mrs, C,
ley, 907 National Boulevard.

for the prompt relie? of Asthme
end Hay Fever- Ask your

iat for it. 28 Oconte and one
are Write for FREE SAMPLE,

Variety is the spice of life—espe-

cially a first-class vaudeville show.

There is nothing heavenly about war, or

“About all I eat is dear.”—Boston
Transcript. '

OPEN NOSTRILS! END
COLD OR CATARRH

How to Get Relief When Head and
Nose Are Stuffed Up.

.

Count fifty. Your cold in heador -

catarh disappears. Your clogged nos-
trils will open, the air passages of
your head will clear and you can
breathe freely. No more snufiling,

hawking, mucous discharge, dryness

cream in your nostrils. It penetrates
through every air passage of the head,
soothing and healing the swollen or

you instant relief. Head
catarrh yield like magic. Don’t
stuffed-up and miserable. Relief is

get a
chance to breathe the air of freedom.
M

2
i
fEgles

busy rubbing aching
times my wholl:{iody
feet were swollen twice thei
size.
“It almost killed me to
ney secretions. I lost 42
each day felt I had aged a
so nervous the rustle of a paper
“Finally T was advised to use Doan’s
Kidney Pills and seven boxes made
me a well woman. I have enjoyed the
best of health for seven years, and have

done all my housework without any
trouble.” Sworn to before me.

JOHN McNULTY. Notary Publie.
Cet Doan’s at Any Store, 60c a Boz

PersistentCoughs

are dangerous. Get prompt rchef from
Piso’s. Stops irritation; ' 2
and safe

plate. “Why didn’t the eook put some |

“Heavens, no!” Billy rapped out. “I| Wiei 1 see you last evening, 1 am in | ok about a second for these words e
shartening mto yours and papa’s too?”

' seem to remember his name.”




