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The Last Shot

FREDERICK PALMER

(Copyris't, 1914, by Charles Scribner's Sona)

‘ BYNOPSIS.

—_—

At their home on the frontier hetween
he Browns and Grays Marta Galland and
mother, antertalning Colonel Waoster-
af the Grayns, see Captain Lanstron,
Intelligenca oMeer of the Hrowns,
njured by a fall in his meroplans, Ton
ra lnter. Waesterling, nominal viea hut
goal chiaf of stal, relnforces HSouth La
[Xir, meditates on war, and speculates on
comparative agea of himueelf and Mar-
%A, who is visiting In the Gray capital,
Venlorling oalls on Marta, 8he talls him
her teaching children the folllas of War
1 murtinl patriotism, begs him o pre-
ant war while he Is chiaf of staff, and
redicts that If he makes war against the
HBrowna he will not win. On the march
th the 63d of the Browns Private Stran-
ky, anarchist, decriea war and played-
gut patriotism and Is placed under arrest
Dolonsl Lanmtron overhearing, begs him
pfY. Lanstron calls on Marta at her home
He talks with Faller, the gardener. Marta
Is Lanatron that aha bellevea Feller to
a spy. Lanstron confessen It Iy true,
tron shows Marta a telephone which

mnder the tower for usa to benefit
Browns In war emergencies. Lanstron de-
plares his love for Marta, Wenterling and
e ﬂnr‘?remlrr plan to use a trivial In-
rnational affatr to fomont warlike ‘w
iriotism In army and la and striks be-
fore declaring war., Partow, Brown chlaf
staff, and Lanstron, made vice, disguss
trouble, and the Brown defenses, Par-
tow reveals his plans to Lanatron. The
Kirny l.l'rTng crossos the border line and pt-
imoka, ¢ Hrowna check them, Artll-
, Infantry, aeroplanes and dirigiblea
1 . Btransky, rislng to make the
f"’""‘b"ﬁ ist wpeoch of hin life. draws the
Giray artillery fire, Nickad by & ahrapnel
plintor he goes Berserk and fights—"all
man.*

CHAPTER IX—Continued.

But would one? He understood

t with their amokeless powder the

ray guns could be located only by

elr flashca, which would not be vis-

le unless the refraction of light were

vorable. Then “thur-eesh—thur

eesh” above every other sound in a

g wail! No mun ever forgets the

t erack or a sluapnel at close quar

iters, the first bullet breath on his

choek, or the first supporting shell

from his side In flight that passes
mbova him. -

“That is ours!"” called Dellarme,

“Ours!" shouted the sergeant.

“Ours!” sang the thought of every
wne of them.

Over the Gray batteries on the plain
mn exploslve ball of smoke hung in
#the still air; then another beslde It
*Thur-eesh — thur-eesh — thur-eesh,”
Rho screaming overhead became a gale
that bullt & cloud of blue smoke over
the offending Gray batteries—beauti-

‘ful, soft blue smoke from which a

epray of steel descended. There was
mo spotting the flashes of the Browns'
guns in order to reply to them, for
they were under the cover of a hill,
ng indirect aim as nicely and ac-

y ag If firing pointblank. The

nners of the Gray batteries could
go on with their work under such
hail-storm; they were checkmateod,
ey stopped firing and began moving

a new position, where thelr com-
der hoped to remain undiscoverad

ng cnough to support the 128Lh by
ing his lghtuings agalnst the de-
nders at the critical moment of the

charge, which would be made as

as Fracasgse's men had been rein-
There was an end to the concus-
glons and the thrashing of the air

pround Dellarme’s men, and they had
the relief of & breaking abscess In the

_#ar. But they became more conscious

of the upits of dust In front of thelr
faces and the passing whistles of bul-

Jets. In return, they made the sec-

tions of Gray Infantry In reserve rush-
ing across the levels, leave many gray
fumps bebind. But Fracasse's men at
the foot of the slope poured In & heav-
ler and still heavier fire.

“Down there's whers we need the
phells now!"” spoke the thought of Del-
farme's men, which he had anticipated
by a word to the signal corporal, who
maved his flag one—two—three~~four
wfivea times. Come on, now, with
gnore of your special brand of death,
fire-control officgr! Your own head 18
above the sky-line, though your guns
are hidden. Flve hundred yards be-
yond the knoll is the range! Come
on!

' He came with & burst of soreams so
low in flight that they seemed to
prush the back of the men's necks
with & hair broom at the rate of a
thousand feet & second. Having
waiched the result, Dellarme turned
with & confirmatory gesture, which the
gorporal tranglated into the wigwng
f “Correct!" The shrapnel smoke
ing over Fracasse's men appeared
8 heavenly blue to Dellarme's men.
“They are golng to start for us
n! Oh, but we'll get a lot" of
em!'s whispered Stransky gleefully
to his rifle.

i Dellarme glanced again toward the
polonel's statlon. No sign of the re-
tiring flag. He was glad of that, He
gid not waot to fall back in face of

charge; to have his men silhoustted

the valley as they retreated. And
Grays would not endure this show-
sr-bath long without golng one way or
other, He gave the order to fix

i onets, and hardly was It obeyed

h' . when he saw Oashes of steel through

shrapnel swoke as the Grays fixed

# The Grays had 500 yards to
go; the Hrowns had the time that It

s running men to cover the dis
noo in m&wmp the Grays.

“We'll spear of them who has

ye luck to get fur!" whispared

Stransky to his rifle.

The sentence
was apoken in the midst of a salvo of

shrapnel cracks, which bhe did not
hear. He heard nothing, thought noth-
Ing, excapt to kill,

The Gray batteries on the plain,
having taken up a new position and
belng reinforced, played on the crest
at top speed instantly the Oray line
rosé and started up the slope at the
run. With the purpose of confusing
no leas than killing, they used percus-
slon, which burst on striking the
ground, as well as shrapnel, which
burst by a time-fuse In the alr. Foun-
talns of sod and dirt shot upward to
meet descending sprays of bullets. The
concuselons of the earth shook the
aim of Dellarme's men, blinded by
smoke and dust, as they fired through
a fog at bent figures whose legs were
pumping fast in dim pantomime.

But the guns of the HBrowns, also,
have word that the charge has begun.
The signal corporal is walting for the
gesture from Dellarme agreed upon as
an announcement. The Brown artil-
lery commander cuts his fuses two
hundred and Afty yards shorter. He,
oo, uses percussion for moral effect.

Half of the distance from the foot
to the erest of the knoll Fracasse's
men have gone In face of theé hot, siz-
zling tornndo of bullets, when there I8
#& blast of explosions in their faces
with all the chaotic and irresistible
force of a voleanle eruption. Not only
are they In the midst of the first lot
of the Browns' shells at the shorter
range, but one Gray battery has either
made a mistake In cutting its fuses or
struck a streak of powder below stand-
ard, and {to shells burst among those
whom It is aiming to assist.

The ground seems rising under the
feet of Fracasse's company; the alr Is
#plit and racked and wrenched and
torn with hideous screams of invisible
demons. The men stop; they act on
the uncontfollable instinct of self-pres-
ervation against an overwhelming
force of nature, A few without the
power of locomotion drop, faces
pressed to the ground. The rest fige
toward a shoulder, of the slope
through the {nstinct that leads =
hunted man in a street into an alley.
In a ¢onfusion of arms and legs, presa.
Ing one on the other, no longer sol-
diers, only a mob, they throw them-
selves behind the first protection that
offers itself. Fracasse also runs. He
rung from the flame of a furnace door
suddenly thrown open.

The Gray batterles have ceazed fir-
ing; certain gunners' ears burn under
the words of Inquiry as to the cause
of the mistake from an artillery com-
mander. Dellarme’'s men are hugging
the earth too close to cheer. A desire
to spring up and yell may be in their
hearts, but they know the danger of
showing a single unnecesgary inch of

‘thelr cranfuma above the sky-line, The

sounds that escape their throats are
those of o winning team at a tug of
war as diaphragms relax,

With the smoke clearing, they see
20 or 30 Grays plastered on the slope
at the point where the charge was
checked, Every one of those prostrate
forms {8 within fatal range. Not one
moves a finger; even the llving are
felgning death in the hope of surviv-
ing. Among them Is little Peterkin,
80 falthful In foreing hils refractory
legs to keep pace with his comrades.
If he 18 always up with them they will
never know' what ls o his heart and
call him & coward. As he has been
knocked unconscious, he has not been
In the pell-mell retreat,

His first stabbing thought on complng
to 'was that he must be dead; but, no;
he was opening his eves sticky with
idust. At least, he must be wounded!
He had not power yet to move his
hands in order to feel where, and when
they grew alive enough to move, what
he saw In front of him held them
frigidly still. His nerves went search-
ing from his head to his feet and—
miracle of heaven!—found no port of
paln or spot soppy with bleod. 1If he
were really hit there was bound to be
one or the other, he knew from read-
ing,

Between hilm and the faces of the
Hrowns—yes, the actual, llving, terrl-
ble Browns—above the glint of their
rifle barrels, was no obstacle that
could stop a bullet, though not more
than three feet away was a crater
made by a shell burst. ‘The black elr-
ele of every muzzle on the crest
seemed to be polutiug at him, When
were they golng to shoot? When was
he to be executed? Would he be shot
in many places and dle thus? Or would
the very first bullet go through his
head? Why dido't they fire? What
were thoy waltlng for? The suspense
was unbearnble. The desperation of
overwhelming fear driving him in irre-
sponsible lmpulse, he doubled up his
legs and with a cat's leap sprang for
the crater,

A blood-curdling burst of whistles
passed over his head as a dozen rifles
cracked. This time he was surely
killed! He was In some other world!
Which was it, the good or the bad?
The good, for he had a gllmpse of blue
sky. No, that could not be, for he had
been alive when he leaped for the

crater, and there he was pressed
against the soft earth of its bottom.
He burrowed deeper blissfully, He

| have got them!

was the nearest to the enemy of any

man of the 128th, and he certalnly

had passed through a gamut of emo-

tions In the half-hour since Eugene

Aronson had leaped over & white post.
. . . . . . .

"Confound it! If we'd kept on we'd

it all over again!" growled Fracasse
distractedly as he looked around at
tha faces hugging the cover of the
shoulder—faces asking, What next?
ench in Its own way; faces blank and
white; faces with lips working and
eyes blinking; faces with the blood
rushing back to cheeks In bafed an-
ger. One, however, was half 'smiling—
Hugo Mallin's.

“You did your share of the running,
I'll warrant, Mallin!” sald Fracasse
excitedly, venting his disgust on &
particular object.

“Yes, sir,” answered Hugo. "It was
very hard to maintain a semblance of
dignity. Yes, sir, [ képt near you all
the time, Waan't that what you wanted
me to do, sir?"

Three or four men burst into a hys-
terical laugh as if something had bro-
ken in thelr throats, Everybody felt
better for this touch of drollery except
the captain. Yet, possibly, it may
have helped him In recovering his
polse. Sometimes even a pin-prick
will have this effect.

“Bllence!” he sald In his old man-
ner. "l will give you something to
joke about other than a 1ittle setback
Hke this! Get up there with your
riflea!"

He formed the nucleus of a firlng-
line under cover of the shoulder, and
then set the remainder of his com-
pany to work with their spades mak-

A Blood-Curdling Burst of Whisties
Passed Over His Head.

ing a trench, The second battalion of
the 128th, which faced the knoll, was
also digging at the base of the slope,
and another regiment in reserve was
deploying on the plain. After the fallk
ure to rush the knoll the Gray com-
mander had settled down to the busi-
ness of a systematle approach.

And what of those of Fracasse's
men who had not run but had dropped
fn their tracks when the charge halt-
ed? They were between two lines of
fire., There was no escepe, Some of
the wounded had a mercifully quick
end, otherg suffered the consclousness
of being hit again and again; the dead
were bored through with bullet holes.
In torture, the survivors prayed for
death; for all had to dle except Peter
kin, the pasty-faced little valet's son,

Peterkin was quite safe, hugging the
bottom of the shell crater under a
pwarm of hornets. In a surprisingly
short time he became accustomed to
the situation and found himself raven-
ougly hungry, for tha strain of the last
12 hours had burned up tissue, He |
took a biscult out of his knapaack and
began nlbbling It, as became a true
rodent.

CHAPTER X.

Marta's First Glimpse of War,

L .

will, Let us not play tricks In secret
to gain points, we clvillzed nations,
but be frank with each other. Let us
not try to irritate each other or to in-
fluence our people, but to realize how
much we have In common and that
our only purpose is common progress

Now we have to do {and happiness.”

At 'the turn of the road In front of
the castle ghe saw the gunners of the
batteries making an emplacement for
their guns in a fleld of carrots that
had not yot been harvested. The roots
of golden yollow were mixed with the
tossing spadefuls of earth.

A shadow llke a great cloud in mad
flight shot over the earth, and with the
gunners she looked up to see a Gray
dirigible. Already It was turning
homeward; already it had gained iis
object as a scout. On the fragile plat-
form of the gondola was & man, seem-
Ingly a human mite aiming a tiny toy
gun. His target was one of the Brown
aeroplanes,

“They'ra In danger of cutting thelr
own envelopa! They can't get the an
gle! The plane (s too high!" ex-
claimed the artlllery commander. Both
he and his men forgot their work in
watching the spectacle of aerial David
agnlnst aerial Gollath, “If our man
lands with his little bomb, oh, my!"
he grinned, “That's why he Is so
high. He's been waiting up there.,”

“"Pray God he will!" exclaimed one
of the gunners,

“Look at him volplane—motor at
full spead, too!"
“Into it! Making sure! Oh, splen—

O!" eried the artillery commander.

A ball of lightning shot forth sheets
of flame. Dirigible and plane were
hidden in an ugly awirl of yellowish
smoke, rolling out Into a purple cloud
that spread Into prismatic mist over
the descent of cavorting human bodies
and broken machinery and twisted
bracea, flying pleces of tattered or
burning cloth. David has taken Gollath
down with him in a death grip.

An aeroplane following the dirigible
as a screen, hoping to get home with
information if the dirigible were lost,
had escaped the gharpshooters In the
church tower by flying around the
town. However, it ran within range of
the automatic and the sgharpshooters
on top of the castle tower. They failed
of the bull's-eye, but their bullets, rim-
ming the target, crippling the motor,
and cutting braces, brought the crum-
pling wings about the helpless pilot.
The watching gunners uttered “Aha!"
of horror and triumph as they saw him
fall, gliding this way and that, in the
agony of slow descent,

“Come, now!" ecalled the artillery
commander. “We are wasting pre
clous time."”

Entering the grounds of the Galland
house, Marta had to pass to one eide
of the path, now blocked by army
wagons and engineers' materials and
tools. Soldiers carrylng sand-bags
were taking the shortest cut, tram-
pling the flowers on their way.

“Do you know whose property this
{8?" she demanded in a burst of an-
Rer.

“Ours—the nation's!"” answered one,
perspiring freely at his work. "Sor-
ry!” he added on second thought.

Already parta of the first terrace
wars shoulder-high with sand-bags and
one automatic had been set in place,
Marta observed as she turned to the
veranda. There her mother sat in her
favorite chalr, hands relaxed as they
rested on its arms, while ghe looked
out over the valley in the supertran-
quility that comes to some women
under a strain—as soldiers who have
been on sleges can tell you—that some
psychologists Interpret one way and
some another, none knowing even
thelr own wives.

“Marta, did any of the children
come?” Mrs. Galland asked in her
usual pleasant tone, So far as she
wns concerned, the activity on the
terrace dld not exist. She seemed ob-
livious of the fact of war.

Marta's monosyllable absently an-
swerlng the question was expressive
of her wonder at her mother., Most
girls do not know their mothers much
better than psychologlsts know thelr
wives,

“Marta, whatever happens one
should go regularly about what he
considera hls duty,” sald Mrs. Galland.
“They have been as considerate as
they could, evidently by Colonal Lan-
stron's orders,” she proceeded, nod-
ding toward the industrious engineers.
“And they've packed all the palntings
and works of art and put them in the
cellar, where they will be safe.”

As Marta and the children came to
the door of the chapel after the reci-
tation of the oath, she saw the civil
population moving along the street in

the direction of the range. There was
nothing for Marta to do but start
homeward. The thought that her

mother was alone made her hasten at
a pace much more rapld than the pro-
cesaslon of people, whose talk and ex |
glamations formed a monotone audl- |
ble In its nearness, despite the continu- |
ous riflefire, now broken by the pound-
ing of the guns.

“It's all done to beat the Grays, len't |
it, Miss Galland? They are trylng to
take our land,” sald Jacky Werther
as Marta parted from him.

“Yes, It 18 done to beat the Grays,"
she answered, “Good luek, Jacky!"™

You, ves, to beat the Gravs! The

brute naturs of man
sides. Had the Browns really tried for |
peace® Had they, in the spirit of her
oith, appealed to justice and reason?
Why hadn't thelr premler before all
the world sald to the premier of the
Orays, as one honest, frlendly nelgh-
bor to another over a matter of dis
puto:

“We do not want war, We know
would not take advantage of that. It
we are wrong we wlll make amends;

it you are wrong we know that you

you outnumber us, but we know you |

The captain ol engineers in com-
mand, seelng Marta, hurrled toward
her.

“Miss Galland, isn't 1t?" he asked.
“1 have been walting for you. l—I—
well, 1 found that I could not make
the situation clear to your mother.”

“He thinks me in my second child-
hood or out of my head,” Mrs. Galland
explalned with a shade of tartness.
“And he has been so polite In trying

| to conceal his opinion, too,” she added

with a comprebending smila.
The cuptuin flushed
ment.
“I=—1 can't epeak too strongly,” he
declared when he had regalned hia
composure, "Though everything scems

in embarrnss-

to be safe hore now, It may not be in|

an hour. You must go, all of you.

same lden—the flighting nature, the | This house will be an inferno as soon
animated both | 88 the §3d falls back, and 1 can't pos-

sibly get your mother
the fact, Miss Galland.”

“But 1 sald that I dld appreciata It
and that the Gallands have been In
Infernos before--perhaps not as bad
as this one that I8 coming—but, then,
the Gallands must keep abreast of the

lo appreciate

times,"” replied Mrs. Galland, *l have
naked Minpa and she prefers to re-
main, I am glad of that, ! am glad

now that we kept her, Marta. She is
a8 loyal as my old mald and the butler
and the coock were to your grand:

mother In the last war. Ah, the Ga
lands had many servants then!"

“This jzn't like the old war, This
place will be shelled, enfiladedi And
you two—" the captain protested dee
perately.

“l1 became a Galland when I man
ried,” sald Mrs, Galland, “mnd the
Galland women bave always remained
with thelr property in time of war
Naturally, I shall remain!"

“"Miga Galland, It was you-——=your in
fluence 1 was counting on to—" The
captain turned to Marta in a final ap
panl.

Mrs. Galland was watching her
daughter's face Intently.

“Weo stay!” replled Marta, and the
captaln saw In the depths of her eyes
8 cold blue-black, that further argu
ment was useless.

Now came the sweep of & rislng rom
from the sky with the command to at
tention of the rush of a fast express
traln past a country rallway station
Two Gray dirigibles with thelr escort
of aeroplanes were bearing toward the
pass over the pass road. The auto
matic and the riflemean in the towet
banged away to no purpose, but the
central sections of the envalope of the
rear dirigible had been torn in shreds;
it was buckling, Clouds of blue shrap
nel smoke broke around its gondola
A number of fleld-guns joined foroes
with a battery of high-angle guns in »
havoe that left a drifting derellot; the
remainder of the squadron had com
pleted its loop and was pointing
toward the plain,

From a great altitude, literally oul
of the blue of heaven, high over the
Gray lines, Marta made out a Brown
squadron of dirigibles and planea de
scending across the track of the
Grays.

The Gray dirigibles, stern on, were
little larger than umbrellas and the
planes than swallows; the Brown dirk

She Looked Up to See a Gray Dirigible

glbles, side on, were big sausages and
their planes specks. To the eye, this
meeting wus llke that of two smali
flocks of soaring birds apparently un
able' to change their course. Bul
imagination could picture the fearful
clash of forces, whose wounded would
find the succor of no hospltal excepl
impact on the earth below,

Marta put her hands over her eyee
for only a second, she thought, before
she withdrew them In vexation—
hadn't she promised herself not to be
cowardly 7—to gee one Brown dirigible
and two Brown aeroplanes ascending
at a sharp angle above a cloud ol
smoke to escape the high-angle gune
of the Grays,

“We've got them all! No lips sur
vive to tell what the eye saw!” ex
clailmed thea engineer captain, hle
words bubbling with the joy of wate:
in the sunlight. *“As 1 thought,” he
continued in professional epnthusaism
and diserimination,

With high-power binoculars glued tc
his eyes, he then turned to see if the
falnt brown line of Dellarme’s men
were golng to hold or break. If 1t
held, he might have hours in which
to complete his task; if it broke, he
had only minutes,

Marta came up the terrace path
from the chrysanthemum bed in time
to watch the shroud of ehrapnel smokse
billowing over the knoll, to visualize
another scene in place of the collislon
of the squadrons, and to note the cap
tain's exultation over Fracasse's re
pulee,

“How we must have punished them!"
he exclaimed to his lleutenant. “How
we muest have mowad them down!
Langtron certainly knew what he was
dolng.”

“You moan that he knew how we
should mow them down?"” agked Marta,

Not untll she spoke did he reallze
that she was standing near him,

“Why, naturally! It we hadn'{
mowed them down his plan would
have failed. Mowing them down was
tha only way to hold them back,” he
sald; and seeing her horror mads
haste to add: “Miss Galland, now yofi
know what a ghastly business war las,
It will be worse here than there.”

“Yes," she sald blankly. Her color
less cheeks, her drooping underlip con
vinced him that now, with a little
show of masculine authority, he would
gain hia point.

“You and your mother must go!" ha
sald firmly.
(0 BE CONTINUED)

'CARTER’S LITTLE

‘CASCARETS" FOR
LUGGISH BOWELS

No sick headache, sour stomach,
biliousness or constipation
by morning.

Get a 10-cent box now.

Turn the rascals out—tha headache,
billousness, indigestion, the sick, sour
stomach and foul gases—turn them
out tonight and keep them out with
Cascarets,

Millions of men and women take &
Casearet now and then and never
know the misery caused by a lazy
liver, clogged bowels or an upset stom-
ach.

Don't put in another day of distress.
Let Cascarety cleanse your stomach;
remove the sour, fermenting food;
take the excess blle from your liver
and carry out all the constipated
waste matter and polson in the
bowels. Then you will feel great.

A Cascaret to-night straightens you
out by morning. They work while
yvou sleep. A 10-cent box from
any drug store means a clear head.
sweet stomnch and clean, healthy liver
and bowel actlon for months. Chil
dren love Cascarets because they
never gripe or sicken. Adv.

Accounting for the Jumps.

Patrice—] see the sinews of the
kangaroo are specially desirable for
use in surgery, for sewing wounds and
for binding broken bones together.

Patrice—That accounts for Joe
jumping from one thing to another;
[ always thought he had some of the
kangaroo in him."

Couldn't Be Blamed for Running.

“He would tackle his weight In
wildeats when sober, but when he Is
drunk he will run away from them.”

“That 18 consistent. If he met his
weight in wildeats when Jdrunk he
would see twice his welght in wild-
eats."”

One great trouble s that one hall
the world ls trying to make a bigger
ghow than the other half.

Always sure to please, Red Cross Ball
Blue,  All grocers sell it. Adv.

Most girls quit having their pictures
taken after they get married.

Good Cause for Alarm

Deaths from kidney diseases have ln-
creased T8% In twenty years. People
overdo mowadays in s0 many ways that
the constant filtering of polsoned blood
weakens the kidneys.

Bewnre of fatal Uright'a dlsease. When
backache or urluary Hls suggest weak kid-
neyvs, use & tested Kidney medicine.

an's Kidney Pllls command confl-
dence, for no other remedy is so widely
used or so generally successful,

A Nebraska Case

J. V. Metealf, k16 Pa-
cific #t, Omaha, Neb,
saye: "My kidpeys wers
badly disordered and
the secretions wore re-
tarded and palnful In
passige. I was laid up
for slx monthe, under |
the doctor's care, but 1
kept gotting worse. My
haalth was & wreck and
obe of my limbs became
uscless with rheumatic
pain. Doan's Kidney
Fllls made my kidneys
normal, then the pains |
left and my system was ™
rid of uric acld. The
cure has lasted.*

Get Doan's at Any Store, 50c » Box
DOAN’S "WivL

FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. V.

eow mediclne, hus soche
ital and digestive
cotmonly regurds

ory
|

The Wrechedness

of Constipation

Can quickly be overcome by

LIVER PILLS.
Purely vegetable
—act surely and
chly on the
iver. Cure
Biliousness,
Head-

Dizzi- -
ness, and Indigestion. They do their duty,
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

Genuine must bear Signature

e T o

Sesee -
WHY NOT TRY POPHAM’S

ASTHMA MEDICINE

Gives Prompt and Posliive Reliof in Every
Case. Bold by Druggisis. Price §1.00.
Trial Puhng-";r Mall 10e.

WILLIAMS MFG. CO., Props., Cleveland, 0,
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