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HUSBAND SAVED
IS WIFE

Stopped Most Terrible Suf-
fering by Getting Her Lydia
E. %’i‘:n’kbam?s Vv
i ble Compoun
Denison, Texas. — ‘‘After my little
girl was born two years ago I began suf-

fering with femal
]]llﬂ""'i""'""lﬂ' trouble sed Gould

hardly do my work.
I was very nervous
but just kept drag-
ging on until last
summer when I got
where I could not do
my work. I would
i\have a chill every
day and hot flashea
#|and dizzy spells and
: my head would al-
most burst. I got where I was almost
a walking skeleton and life was a burden
to me until one day my husband’s ste
sister told my husband if he did not do
something for me I would not last long
and told him to get your medicine. So he
got Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound for me, and after taking the first
three doses I began to improve. I con-
tinued its use, and I have never had any
female trouble since. I feel that I owe
my life to you and your remedies. They
did for me what doctors could not do
and I will always praise it wherever I
go.”’—Mrs. G. O. LOWERY, 419 W.Mon-
terey Street, Denison, Texas,

If you are suffering from any form of
female ills, get a bottle of Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, and
commencs the treatment without delay.

A Quaint Italian Town.

Pavia is not very well known to the
wourist.  For 200 years, until Charle
magne overthrew them, It was the
capital of the Lombard kings, the
kings of that one-time Teuton tribe
of Laugobardi, who conquered Italy,
only to be themselves slowly con-
quered and become Italians, or, more
accurately, Romanized. It Is they
who ruled over the great fertile plain
between the Alps and the Apennines.
In the Church of San Michele kings of
Italy were crowned a thousand years
ago; here two Germans at least, Hen-
ry the Second—1004—and Frederick
Parbarossa — 1155 — recelved upen
their brows that “iron crown of the
Lombards"” which conveyed the sover-
ciguty of Italy.

Prescription for Poverty.
“Social insurance”™ may be a cure of
poverty, but the real remedy is a
steady job and thrift.

There would be no objection to boys
being hoys if they would only be men
after they get to be men.

——
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Going It Too Har

We are inclined nowadays to “go
it too hard;” to overw rk, worry,
ent and drink too much, and to
neglect our rest and sleep. This
fills the blood with uric acid. "The
kidneys weaken and then it’s a slege
of backache, dizzy, nervous spells,
rheumatic pains and distressing
urinary disorders. Don’t wait for

worse troubles. Strengthen the
kidneys. Use Doan's Kidney Pills,

A Wisconsin Case

Frank M. Wells,
4P ark Fals, Wis, A
says: “I was all crip-
pled up with rheumat-
ic pains In my back
and limbs. I had to
use crutches in getting
around and at one
time, I couldn’t walk.
Four boxes of Doan's
Kidney Pills fixed me
up all right and I
bave had no serious
kidney trouble since.”

Get Doan’s at Any Store, 80c a Bex

OAN’ HIDNEY

PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N, Y.
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SYNOPSIS.
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Georgy Wagstaff, daughter of Sir
George, of the Britlsh admiralty, hints at
a liaison between her governess, Kthel
Willoughby, and Henry Streetman. Ethel
denies it. Henry Streetman calls on Ethel
and while waiting for her talks to Brews-
ter, Sir George's butler, who is a German
spy, about his failurc to get at admiralty
papers in Sir George's possession. He
phones to Gernman secret service head-
quarters. Streetman, the German spy, and
Roeder (alias Brewster, the butler) are
discussing the possibility of war. When
Ethel appears he trics to force her to get
from Sir George knowledge of the sailing
orders to the British fleet. Though she
believes him a French instead of a Ger-
man spy, she refuses until he threatens
her. She begs him to announce their se-
cret marriage, as Georgy is suspiclous,
but he puts her off. At tea Georgy and
ker lover, Guy Falconer, teane Sir George,
and Strectman makes an awkward at-
‘empt to talik politics.

You can imagine, perhaps, the
sort of furore that would be
kicked up by the cntrance of a
breezy, slangy, talkative, well.
informed American newspaper
reporter into a typical high-class
Englich tea party, and of his

i effect upon a situation exceed-
ingly tense—when he plunges
into a discussion of possible war
which the party has been trying
to avoid. Read about Charlie
Brown of New York in this in- }
stailment. ' :/'?.
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Streetman, the GCerman spy, Sir
George \Wagstaff, British naval ofii-
cial, Ethe! Wilioughby, secret wife of
Streetman, and others are having tea
at the Wazagstaff home. The party is
diccussing a play.

CHAPTER IV—Continued.

“You really onght to sce the play,
Sir George,” the irrepressible Guy re-
marked. Ie was always ready to
back up Georgy in any deviltry she
mizht embark upon.

“Yes! It deals with our next war,”
that young lady added.

“As if a playwright knew anything
of that!” her father scoffed.

“It's horribly eizulting to us Drit-
ons,” Mrs, Ifaleoner remarlked.

“Drives in a lot of home truths and
gives us English a fearful ragging!”
Guy added cheerfully,

Sir George looked at him somewhat
suspiciously,

“Who wrote it? Dernard Shaw?"
be Inquired. And there was much re-
proof in his tone. To him, Shaw was
like a red rag to a bull

“I don’t know who wrote it,”
Georgy said carclessly. “I never can
reniember the beasts’ names.”

“It seemed to me to present a very
striking picture of what may very
likely happen,” IIenry Streetman in-
terposed.

Mrs. Falconer turned to him in as-
tonishment. €he did not think that
anyene in his senses could have taken
that silly play seriously.

“You doun't mean you really believe
there is going to be war right over
there on the continent?” she exclaimed.

*“l do, rather! And I fancy Sir
George agrees with me—don’t you,
Sir George?” the wily Streetman ven-
tured. IIe was determined that if he
didl not succeed In forcing Sir George's
hand he woitld at least give him a
run for bis money.

Sir George looked hored.

“Really, sir, T sheuld prefer not to
discuss that matier,” Le said once
more.

Georgy laughed gayly.

“When father puts on his mantle
of dignity like that, it means scrious
business,” she observed. And there
was a deal of truth in her statement,
frivolous as she scemed. But Georgry
was no fool. She had oot lived with
her father close upou eighteen years
for mnothing. She knew uncrringly
how to interpret lLiis every manuer.

“But why sbould there be war; even
If an Austrian duke did get kilied by
some Serbian or other?’ Mrs. Ial-
coner asked. “Of course I've only
scen the headlines,” she hastened to
add, to disclaim any such plebeian
pastime as the reading of newspapers.

“Behind that assassination there is
much of international politics and di-
plomacy,” Sir George explained. *“In
fact, it's rather a long story.”

“Then, tather, don't tell it!” his sar-
castic daughter bantered. Her plea.
however, was entirely superfluous. Sir
George had not the slightest intention
of coimnmitting such an Indiscretion.
But Guy Falconer was ready enough
to air his opinions

“Oh, it's not just Austria and Ser-
blal” he said coniidently. “The trouble
Is that Germany is patting Austria on
the back, and whispering, ‘Don’t give
In, oll lady!” And Russia is saying,
Serbla, old girl, you're dead right.
We'll back you.’ And there you are!”

“Georgy—you're not having any
ten.” Ethel observed.

“Oh! T dex’t want any. If I did,
I'd ask for it,” Miss Wagstaff said.

“Ten, mother?’ Guy inquired of. his
doting parent. Their discussiou of
the subject vppermost in the minds of
all had driven even the important mat-
ter of tea completely out of his mind.

“None for me, thanks!” Mrs. Fal-
~mer replied.  “I've quite outgrown
i“—-ever since I came back from the

“ater® The othars looked aghast at

her astounding confession. To thor-
oughgoing Britishers such a remark
borders close upon lese majeste.

And then Brewster announced an-
other caller.

“Mr. Charles Brown!” he pronounced
in his best manner—x somewhat su-
pertluous statement, perhaps, because
all of Brewster’'s manners were of the
best. :

CHAPTER V.
Mr. Brown of New York.

In another mament a slight, wiry
man, well along in the thirties, came
breczily into the room. The first glance
told that he was an American. His
nervous alertness, his assurance, the
slightly slouchy but nevertheless ag-
gressive manner in which he held him-
self, differentiated him unmistakably
from the other men in Ethel's sitting
room,

Guy rose to greet him. He had in-
vited the American to join the party,
for Guy was almost like one of Sir
(George's family.

“Hello, Charlie!” he exclaimed with
undoubted enthusiasm.

And straightway he Introduced the
newcomer to Ethel Willoughby, to
whom, as hostess, Guy infallibly turned
first.,

“You remember my mother?” Guy
asked him then.

“You bet I do” Mr. Brown said
heartily as he shook hands with that
smiling lady. “Didn’t we have a bully
time in Chinatown?”

“Rather!” Mrs. Falconer replied;
and they both laughed over their remi-
niscence,

To Henry Streetman the American
bowed pleasantly enough. And toward
Sir George he displayed the utmost af-
fability.

“Glad to know you, Sir George!” he
said as he gripped his hand. “I want
to warn you, tnough, in case the others
haven't, that I'm a newspaper man—
a journalist, I think you say over
here.”

“You do frighten me,” Sir Gcorge
replied with a twinkle in his eye. “I've
rather a terror of your profession, es-
pecially when they come from the
States.”

Charley Brown grinned at him.

“Don’t worry, Sir George!” Guy in-
terposed. “Charlie doesn’t mean al) he
says.”

“Father’s only spoofing you,” Georgy
assured the reporter.

“Spoofing? Spoofing?”’ Mr. Brown
repeated in a somewhat bewildered
fashion. He had met many words,
during his short stay in Londoa, that
he had never before encountered in
the English language.

But his quick mind was not long at

fault. “Oh, sure! Kidding—that's {t!
. . Dut, Sir George, I don’t blame
vou. We do butt in a good deal into

things that don't actually concern us
or the public, but I happen to belong
to a newspaper where it isn't a erime
for one of its staff to act like a gen-
tleman; so don't think I'm making
mental notes or that you have to put

“Father's Only Spoofing You.”

the brakes on. If you skid, it's just
a private tea party, and that ends it.”

“You greatly relieve me,” Sir George
Wagstaff said, smiling. “But I'll try
not to—skid—ag you put it.”

“Then that's all right!” the Amerl-
can declared.

“And, speak.ng of tea, won't you
have some?” Kthel asked him,

“You bet I wi'll” he responded in
his Yankee vernacular. And he stepped
quickly to the table bebind which she
sat. “It's a great habit, tea,” he al-
lated, as he took the cup from her.
“I'm going to Introduce it at the
Knickerbocker bar when I get back.
It's got cocktails skinned a mile,” he
sald fervently.

“Old man, what rre you doing over
here?" Guy inquired. '

“Oh! Just socopng aroomd! The
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in their J.ondon news, and I knew I
needed one, so I came over.”

“It must be very Intéresting work,”
Ethel Willoughby gbserved. She was
more than interested In Guy’'s quaint
friend. His sort was new to her. And
though his breeziness might not have
been consldered quite good form in an
Englishman, it was a quality which
the British find both refreshing anil
entertaining in an Amerlecan.

“It is Interesting,” Charlie Brown
told her. “But you sound as if you
were.going to interview me; and for
the love of Mike—don't!”

“Who is Mike?” Sir George inquired
innocently, in his e¢ndeavor to grasp
the intricacies of Mr. Brown’'s conver-
sation,

“Ol, he's an Irishman we Americans
swear by,” the newspaper man replicd.

“Fancy that! How odd!” Mrs. Fal-
coner cxclaimed. She did not know
that Mr. Brown was—spoofing—now.

“Since you're a newspaper man you
must know everything,” said Georgy
Wagstaff. She quite fancied the
stranger; and she wanted to know
him better.

“Well, at least I try to convince my
editor of that,”” he replied.

“Then tell us about the war! We're
very Ignorant. We only read the head-
lines,” she said. “IFather won't talk.
It'd be a breach of—something or
other.”

“Do tell us your opinion, Mr, Brown!"”
Ethel urged. “We're all so very in-
terested.” >

“I suppose I can talk where Sir
George can’'t—and I do love to talk,”
Brown admitted. No one knew his
pet failing any better than himself.

“Silent Charlie—that’s what . they
cali him!” Guy inrormed the others de-
lightedly.

“You don’t mind, Sir George?” The
American turned inquiringly to Sir
George Wagstaff.,

“Naturally not!” the clder man as-
sented good-naturedly. “As you said,
this is only a private tea party.”

“Then please do!” Georgy insisted.
“If you don’t, Guy willl” She dearly
loved to rag her devoted admirer.

“Away!” Brown declaimed in mock
satisfaction at being able to scatter
his opinions_ broadcast. “IWell, I'll tell
you.. While most of you Londoners
have Dbeen wondering whether the
Irish are going to start a civil war, or
whether Gunboat Smith did foul Car-
pentier, I've been digging up some in-
side dope, and, beliecve me, there's go-
ing to be a merry ol!d bust-up. Rus-
sia, T know, is mobilizing; and so is
Germany.”

“But can Russia, with her internai
conditions, aflord to fight?” Strectman
asked him.

“I don't know whether she can af-
ford to or not,” Charlic Brown said.
“Eat I believe she is going to.”

“I take it you are not particularly
informed on Russia,” Streetman re-
torted, somewhat acidly.

“Oh, yes I am!” the undaunted Yan-
kee replied. “I know it's awfully coll
there, and that they drink vodka, and
have revolutions, and send their pris-
ouers tc Siberia, and apart from that
I'm pretty darned sure Russia’s goiny
to fight” Words habitually floweq
from Charlie Brown’s mouth without
the slightest effort. It is so with
bores. But Mr. Brown was far from
being a bore. What saved him was
the fact that he always said something
well worth listening to.

Guy Falconer did not allow the con-
versation to interrupt Lis ministry to
the inner man. He stepped up to Eth-
el's table and took a sandwich off a
plate. But before he regaled himse!f
with it he paused long enough to say:

“You know, I think Charlie’s right.”

“Go on, Mr. Brown!” Georgy said.
impatient at the interruption.

“Don’t you think Germany can de-
feat both France and Russia?” Street-
man demanded.

“Maybe—inaybe!”
sald..
side—""

Streetman did not wait for him to
finish.

“England, with a clvil war in Ulsier
on her hands, wouldn't dare—" he be-
gan heatedly.

And then Mr. Brown interrupted
him. He had not the slightest inten-
tion of being browbeaten by anybody.
And there was a vague antagonism in
Streetman’s manner toward him that
mused him mightily.

“Civil war!” be exclaimed. “Why,
if England has a scrap with Germany,
that Ulster trouble will stop in ten
minutes; and every Irishman that goes
to the front will lick three Germans—
maybe foar. ., . I've seen the Irish
mix things up in New York.”

Streetman subsided, for the moment,
beneath that avalanche of words.

“And you think Germany is quite
prepared to face those odds?” Ilihel
Willoughby asked the American,

“Not intentionally,” he replied. “The
Germans have got everything down so
pat In theory that nothing can stop
them; but God belp 'em if their theo-
ries don’t work.” There was no mis-
taking where Brown's sympathies lay.
For, though he had not by words ex-
pressed his real fcelings in the mat-
ter at issue, there was a fervent ring
in his voice that sufficiently betrayed
his sentiments.

Meanwhile Henry Streetman re-
garded him with extreme disfavor.
Perhaps for the moment, among all
those enemies, he momentarily forgot
that his interests required that he
should by no means appear to hold any
opinions that one might not expect in
the most insular of the English.

“It seems a pity,” he said, “but Ger-
many is the only nation in the world
that is ready—absolutely ready. She
Is the only nation that can risk a war
with any chance of victory.”

His companions looked at him In as-
tonishment.

Charlie Brown
“But with England on their

of apathy that hy w=a wont to assume

“Yom talk strangely, sir;, fur ai ..
Hshman,” he 'gld Strebtman, But his
manifest reproot seemed lost uwod
that gentleman. g

“My natlonality does not blind me
to the facts,” the spy said hastily.

“I admire the Germans in lots of
ways,” Charlie Brown continued, in
what was really only a futile effort to
appear neutral. “At all the arts and
sclences they're wdhders. And it's a
vinch they’ve got a great military ma
chine.”

“The most marvelous in the world!”
Streetman agreed with him heartily.

Charlle Brown set his empty teacup
on the table.

“You're dead right there!” he as-
sented. “Why, back in New York I
know a waiter at Luechow’s—bully
German place!—who was telling me
one day how Germany had everything
doped out. If war came he’d chase
back to his home town—go to his ar-
mory, and in his locker, number 256,
he’'d find his uniform, his shoes, his
gun properly oiled, some of that dried
pea soup, fresh water in his canteen!
They’ve been putting fresh witer in
those canteens every day for two
years past. In fact, everything a sol-
dier needs would be there waiting for
him. Then he’d march down t& the
station and in a couple of hours he and
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“You Talk Strangely, Sir, for an Eng.
lishman.”

hundreds of thousands like u.m would
be off to the front. . Now, you've
got to hand it to a country that's «ot
it all planned out like that.”

“By George, you have!” said wuuy
Falconer. 1Ie had listeneQ. like tie
others, with increasing wonder as the
American told his story.

“1f England were only prepared, tou
along similar lines—" Ethel Wil
loughby said. She did not finish her
remark. There was no need of that:
for the vain wish that lay behind her
words was ounly too evident to themw
all.

“Dut she Isn't prepared—not the
least bit—is she, Sir George?” Char
lie Brown turned to the member of the
British admiralty as a man who could
casily back up his statement in an zu-
thoritative fashion.

Sir George Wagstaff vouchsafed an
cnigmatic sinile. ITe was, to be sure,
vitally interested in everything the
newspaper man had said. But he had
no intention of allowing himself to be
sturtled into making any ingenuous
admission.

“Tf you don’t mind, sir, I should pre
fer mercly to listen,” he said quietly,

“I get you,” Brown replied, with a
quick nod of understanding. “Force
of habit makes me ask questions. I
cucss I thought I was interviewing
you. And, taking out his cigarette
caze, he asked Ethel's permission to
soke.  Always an enthusiast, he had
thrown eveiy ounce of Lis nervous en-
erey into the discussion. War was a
subject that, in those days, was ever
present in his mind.

“Preparation such as Gerwany's g
often the surest guaranty of peace.”
Streetman  remarked, reluciant teo
quit the topic that most interested him.,
ITe hoped, too, in the course of the tea
party. to gather informalion of some
sort that might pyrove ot value to him.
He had been quick to perceive that the
American was uncommonly well igp-
formed wupon conditions throughout
Furope.

“Ordinarily such preparation malkes
for peace,” Brown admitted. “But not
with Germany! She's been itching for
a chance to demonstrate her theories;
but the trouble is, she guesses wrong,
Diplomatically, ever since old George
W. Bismarck died, she's never been
right. And just now she's guessing
she can lick France, Russia and Eng-
land with the rest of the world thrown
in.”

“And perhaps she's right,” Henry
Streetman could not refrain from add-
ing.

CHAPTER VI.

One of England’s Sons.
Charlie Brown lighted his clgarett
in silence, while he digested Streei

man’s amazing statemest. .

Brown, a3 yeu see, is unusue
ally shrewd and quick of avo-
prehension. Does it occur to
you that he suspects St-eetman

And Sir George Wagstafl' '
|even was stirredl out of the attitude :;

and takecs this methed of draw.
ing him out?
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HOT SOLD UNDER ANY OTHER NAME
Wirite for free booklet” Points to be considered before
purchasing a Sewing Machine.” Lea:n the facts.

THE NEW HOME SEWING MACHINE CO.,ORANGE, MASS.

Free $5.00 —

and a good position in view
dent to Il from each
Kbl e uv‘:illengel :5“&) free from
Winona Business College
Box 87. Winona, Minn.
Catalog .nd_pudculars free.

Kill All Flies! ™.

anywhere,Daley Fly Killer attracts and kills al}
ﬂ: N-&.ehn.mm 'ml.-_ht- t, and

. Z .\,
2. > Daisy Fly Killer
Aottt e

MHAROLD SOMERS, 160 DeKalb Ave. Brookiyn,N.Y.

-

1680 acres, 63 miles from
PLEASAKT LAKE AR B L o
oo feoa: Poter i King, Fisassnt Lake

Facts and Figures.

“Well, how’s the poultry business?
You had it figured that you could make
every hen supply you with a dollar’s
worth of eggs for 50 cents’ worth of
corn.”

v

“I did so. But I think now my hens §

have got it figured that I kin be In-
duced to furnish corn until spring
without no eggs whatever in return.
And they may be right, at that.”

RED, ROUGH, SORE HANDS

May Be Soothed and Healed by Use
of Cuticura. Trial Free.

Nothing 8o soothing and healing for
red, rough and irritated hands as Cuti-
cura Soap and Cuticura Ointment.
Soak hands on retiring in hot Cuticura
soapsuds. Dry, and gently anoint hands
with Cuticura Ointment. A one-night
treatment works wonders.

Free sample each by mail with Book.
Address postcard, Cuticura, Dept. L,
Boston. Sold everywhere.—Adv.

CLOCK HOLDS SHIP’S SAFETY

Chronometer Is the Most Wonderful
and Accurate Timekeeper
Made.

A ship’s chronometer is the most
wonderful and accurate timekeeper
made, for upon its accuracy depend
the lives of all on board. So accurate,
indeed, is a ship's chronometer that it

does not vary a second a day.

An error of only a few seconds may
put a captain of a vessel miles out of
his reckoning at sea, and run the ship
Into great danger. For that reason
every ship's timepiece goes through
the most thorougl; tests before it is
pronounced perfect.

It Is set going in a very hot room
and then transferred to a cold one, for
it may be used in any part of the
world, from the polar regions to the
tropics, and it must always keep good
time.

Most large vessels have three chro-
nometers on board in case of accidents,
and whenever a vessel goes into port
they are sent on shore and tested to
see if they are still accurate. On board
ship the chronometer is kept amidships
because there Is the least motion ard
the smallest variation of temperature,

Utterly Squelched.
They stood at the pyramids.
“Forty centuries look down upon
you,” announced the guide.”
“Let 'em look,” responded Pa Wom-
bat. “That seems mild after running
the gamut of Europe’s head waiters.”

Russia has recently opened 35,000
new savings banks in connection with
post offices.

Sometimes it is so hard for a father
to give his daughter in marriage that
he gets discouraged in trying.

—

As the acorn grows to
be the mighty oak, so chil-
dren when rightly nour-
ished, grow to be sturdy
men and women.

Good flavor and the es-
sential nourishing elements
for mental and physical de-
velopment of children are
found in the famous food —

Grape-Nuts

Made of whole wheat and
malted barley, this pure food
supplies all the nutriment of

e grains in a most easily di-
‘gested form.

It does the heart good to see
little folks enjoy Grape-Nuts
and cream.

“There’s a Reason”
' Sold by Grocers.




