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gtov: opens with a scream from
porothy March in the opera hox of Jlra
plgner, @ wealthy widow. It 18 oc-
foned when Mrs.  Missioner’s necklace
sk, sealtering the Alamonds all aver
tha ﬂdo;, Curtis Griswold and Bruxten
Bands, society men in love with ;-\‘Lrs_. Mis-
goner, gather up the gemd Griswold
geps on what 13 puppnscd to be (he a.e3¢~
ated Maneraree and cyushes it A ITin-
foo declares it was not the gonuine.  An
laief pronounces ali  the stones

Cme of the

jtutes jor the original
;IE":i:’rtgttl'iﬂ.n;rmds i found in the room
gt Blinor Holromb. Wlentlal compan-

of Mrs. Mis . 8he = orrested,
gatwithetandin . Mliseloner'a belief
[ her innoceace Meanthne, in an up-
10w [ANE. wn Hindoos, who are in
America 0 TECOVER tiie Maharanee, dis-

ts the arrest. Deteclives Britz takes
gp the cnse, He asles the r.'c-opernl‘lunl af
]ﬂ- Fitch, Elinor's flance, in  running
dnﬁ-‘n the eeinl eriminal. liritz learns that
Jupllcate Mrs. Missloner's diamonds

wade in Parfe on the order of
;ﬁ;?ornl?uh‘n,.ﬂ.\, while walking Britz is
gelged, bound and gag by Hindoos, He
is sﬁ-;;’;rtsonexi in a descrted house, but
akkes his ercape, He 18 convinced that
the Hindmug are materindly Interosted 1a
the case. Freter Iné: to be a reporter,
Britz interviews tle wam! as Lo the rare
giamonds of India

CHAPTER X!l —(Caontinued.)

priiz trowned slightly as he read
the message, then with a heavy foun-
{ain pen that fairly raced over the pa-
per, and, addressing hls far-away as-
slstant by his cable word, he wrote:

“logan, Paris. Was Maharanee
made there, too?”

‘pritz tapped a bell and looked up as
a Headquarters patrolman opened the

doar. ;

“Rush this down to the Western
Unipn office,” he eald. "“Take It your-
gelf, and see that It poes at once.”

[t was when his thoughts were tan-
gled In the iightest of kmots that a
card was brought to him by the twin
brother af the heavy-Tooted bluecoat
who even then was supposedly on his
way to the Western Unlon office with
the cable to Logan,

“ghow him In,” sald Britz after a
glance at the name; and, as his visi-
tor entered, be swung his feet from
the desk, advancing baliway to the
door, and extended hls hand ecordially,

"How do you do, doctor?' he paid.
1 hope 1 eee you cheerful.”

A wan emile broke the fixity of the
-doctor’s countenance for an instant,
and be shock hia head slightly.

*I don't see how there can be any
chear for me,” he said, “as long as
it peor girl is a prizoner in the
i‘nm?g hen are we going to get her

“I know just how you feal about 1t
“doctor,” said  Britz sympathetically,

“but you'll have to leave that in my
‘hands for the present. Miss Holeomb
musi stay where she Is awhile lon-
.ger."

“But surely” persisted the physl-
iclan, "It cannot be necessary to leave
her there forever to establish her in-
Bocence. You know she iz guiltless;
| know 4t; Mrs. Missioner knows it,
and it would not take much to bring
all her acqualntances to the same
Hew, Why must we wait?”

‘Now, let us talk,” sa’'d Britz. “You
and I have fenced long enough along
~this line; let’s get down to business.
You know something about chemistry,
that's eertain. Do you know enough
8bout it to tell me whether any prog-
fese hae heen made in rvecent years
h.ﬂle manufacture of peste jewels?”

‘Can’t say | do! haven't been much
Interested in hat lne until this out-
Tage0us attempt to prove Miss Hol-
| comb a—thief "

- "Well, it's about thme you did,” said

_"ﬂi meaningly. I doo't see what
800d it 1o to a girl to have an M. D.
i 1008 lover If he can't be of any more
%58 to her In a case of this sort than
- Blaks of the Hardware Club, or Jenks

o the Retall Grocers' Assoclation.
OW, you know how these false gems
N‘ﬁ made, don*t vou?”

I know pretty  well,” end

mibute mey; of

the jewel trade were
familiar for py
Uon,

rposes of self-protee

- Well, 'm quite free to tell you,"”
i outinued Britz, “that the whole ques-
:‘;ﬂ of Miss Holcomb's stay In the
Tbe depends on our success in And-
8 mout Wwho made the Maharanee dia-
_md- I know who turned out the

2 .nr T 8tones—had Logan over there
" Beveral weeks in Paris, vou know.”
nrﬂHt’:eLectl?e t]ls:\n sketched rapidly
& hlm.cb the detafled Information sent
by his
“But { ¢
:{ﬂhar&neu diamend,
. Fery .nlz_xce in this neck of woods—in
o I've' gona over the whole country
4 finetooth comb, I've had every
ﬂd:;am ¢ity in Burope canvassed,
8 © sum-total of all these inquiries
g o ci: Bobody knows any live man
E Mu::td make an imitation of the
Gﬂnugha arenes s_.nytl:tng like good
Yoy to deceive Simple Stmon.
+ Y0 just got that sclentific think-
8bbaratus of yours golng, and help
Mlzle out the problem. We know
lt'wlswm; 8 fake Maharanee dlamond.
Yoty =181"31.111(! to pleces under Gris
T b eel lnl Mrs. Mlssioner's opera
%'Uﬂ Was picked up by a man from
s 1:112—41135 Swami—whatever his
3 i) the sort of combination priest
dl: olar whn says he's here to
the propaganda of the Buddhist
2MoLE the eloct of New York
Ay ;arsgri{ia EAW t_he diamond;
: s mc .c{\“r' it; Griswold saw it.
g urse, Mrs. Missloner herself
12 ber own band. Thers & w0

. Fiteh |
& B0 him the formnla with which the |

asslstant aeross the wa- |
dnnot get a line on the |
I've been over |
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doubt about its existence. In fact,
Bers 1s 2 plece of it now,” and ne
showed Fltch a figke of the false dia-
mond. “But you den’t kuow, and |
don’t krow what we have both gat to
know, and that {s who made it, where
it waz mude, by whom was it made,
why was it made, and for whom was
it made? The sooner we work out
that end of the game, my dear young
mam, the better it witl be for that lt-
tle giri up In Centre Street”

The.- doctor's eyebrows began to
contract. Thera a pecullarity in
the faclal gesture. Something was
going on In his acientifically inguiring
mind. The brows drew together until
thelr separgte lnes curved into the
form of 4 minute {nterrogation point;
little knobs of skin gnarled under the
hristles; his eyes focused untll they
almost crossed. He clasped his handa
behind his head and studied the ceil-
ing. A rather long silence followed.
Smoke spiraled from the detective's
clgar and eddied upward. The de-
tective’'s keen glance was leveled st
the doctor's intellectually sharpening
face.

It was in a reminiscent tone that
Fiteh at last epoke.

“When It comes to guessing, I'm
no good,” he sald. “lI haven't heen
trained to guess. The little I know ia
the result of careful study and patient
analysls; but there are a few things
besldes pharmacopoela In my mind
and memory, and ome of them may
help us a little” He ghifted his posi
tion until he turnmed a square front
to the detective, ;

“*Way back Ia my ambuiance days,”
he sald, "thece wag & case that your
question reminds me af. It was one
of the finst I had after T went to Belle-
it was a call to a queer little
old shop in Fourth Avenue. You re-
member ihat row of rookeries filled
up with second-hand furniture stores,
art dens, old curio shops, and so o,
on the west side of the avenus, some-
where in the Twenties?" A nod from
Britz was the only reply. “Well,” con-
tinued the doctor. “thls eall was to
one of those curlosity shops. It was
kept by a queer littie old chap who
must have starved himself to death to
carry out some ohject he had. He
sold curlos for a living, and played
at alehemy for amusement—eracked,
you know. At any rate, he wasn’t all
there. His neighbors looked on. him
as ‘a barmlésg ﬁn;a‘-ﬁé:,";-’aﬂd im spite of
kis solitary hahbits, he was preity pop-
ular. It was owlng to'this popularity
that he didn’t die In the back part of
hiz own store with all the busy traf-
fice of a bugy eliy justa few rods out-
side. A nelghbor heard a nolse like
an explesion and, rumning in, found
him on his back all qovered with some
chemical that was turning Ris clothes
into porous plasters.  The neighbor
turned in an ambulance eall, and I was
the answer. [ found the old man half
suffocated and wholly unconsclous,
and as I was pretty nervous from ip-
experience, it was about all 1 could
do to bring him around. I wanted to
take him back with me, but he would-
u't have it; safd he was just as well
oft where he was; didn't like the hos-
pital anyhow and wouldn't go, so 1
fixed him up where he was. After
ward, in the exuberanee of my youth-
ful zeal, I called on him outside of
working hours, and kind of Jooked
after him. He pulled through all
right, but he was a pretly badly
charred old person for s long time
after that. As soon a3 he was well
enough to take care of himself, 1 left
off golng there, and that is the last
[ have seen of him.”

“What caused the explosion?” asked

-Britz.

*]1 belleve he was experimenting
with some chemical—couldn't get him
to tell me anything about it; be got
mad as a hornet every time I touched
upon 1t. I learned, however, [rom
neighﬁmrs that he was Interested In
precious stones, and in hls later years
the idea became firmly fixed in his
mind that if he only iried long enough,
spent meomey enough, mortified the
flesh suficfently, he would be able to
make dlamonds™

“Whet sort of stuff did he succeed
In making?" asked the detective.

“You can search m Zald Fitch. “1
never got a Jook at His
cranklets would never
of admission to me abj
was making. All T kngw Is that man
who told me abput the experiments
was quite posltlve that was the erack
In tha old chap's brain—that he could
make diamonds, and conld make them
just 75 well In a few hours as nature
could in a thousand vears.”

“Sp the explosion must hbave
been—%"

¥ of it

‘Some fussing arpand with the in-
convert ;

gredients he was going lo
into gleam and glitter. That's all 1
know about it. There vou have it
Mow, what do you make of it?"

“Well,” sald Britz as he put his
hesis to the floor with a click, “what
wo'll make of it won't be mude down
here. I'm glad that memory of yours
worked in the long run: but It might
have saved me an extra hazardous
‘joy ride’ §f it had worked sooner.
Come along!” and he moved toward
the door.

“Where are you going?’ asked the
physieian

“To the DPleecker Street station”
repiled Dritz, “end from there to

¥
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Fourth Avenue as fast as the local
can take us. Guess we won't wait for
& tawi"”

“Then you think said Fitch eager-
Iy, “there may be a clew In what I've
told you?"

“What's the use of thinking” al-
most spoapped Britz, “when we can
know? There's just one way to know,
and that's to go. Come, let’s go.”

As they walked briskly down the
Headguarters building, Britz paused
at Manning's office, pashed a button
and, when the door swung open, thrust
his head in long enough to say:

"Bee you later, Chief; guving up
town for a Httle while”

“Btil fighting ¥ out on that line,
€h? was Manning's return.

“Yes,” =s2id Britz calmly, “and it
may not take all winter either.”

The detective and the doctor were
g0 absorbed In the subject as they
raced down tha subway stalrs that
they did not notice a dark-faced man
who, after a keen glance at their
faces, hastened east In  Bleecker
Street and aprang Into s walting eab
at Lhe next corner.

CHAPTER X1V,
0O Friends.

Rruxton Sands was as genulnely as
tonished as a man of deliberateness
could be when a clerk entered the
private room of his office sulte In a
Bowling (Green skyscrap and told
him a lady wished to see him. He was
abtout to Instruct the clerk to ask for
the iady’s eard when, glanclag over
the youth's head, he glimpsed a gol-
den gleam under & big hat with sweep-
' Ing plumes through the doorway and
In an Instant was crossing the thres-
bold with both hands extended.

“My dear Dorig!"” he sald. “Thiz i3
really good of rou. Things were get-
ting a blt dull this morning.”

Mrs. Missloner amiled In that per-

vading way that long ago had pene-
trated to the very core of the milllon-
aire's imner consclousness. That emile
illuminated Sands’ somewhat gloomy
sanctnary. e welcomed Mrs, Mlis-
| aloner to a comfortable chalr bealde
{ his broad desk, swept aside the heap
i of formidable papers with great gold
| seals and fluttering legal ribbons, and
leaned back in his chair quite content
to walt a century for hils visitor to
speal again, provided her smile should
continue to beam upon him.

“Nag, it 1s not about lovestments”
snid Mrs. Missioner, noting the re-
etrained inguiry in her admirer's eves.
“7 folt I had to talk to - somebody
about Elinor; and Dorothy, you know,
s too amiably responsive to be of any
use.  Bruxton, what am I to do about
that girl?™

“I'm sure 1 don't know,” he said at
length. "1 suppose something ought
to be dome.”

~1 don't care what the detectlve
says!” excialmed Mrs. Missioner, “I
am not going to let Elinor Holeomb
think any tonger that her friend of
years belleves her to be a thlef. It
{s unbearable! The man told me
that I must not interfere in the case
if 1 expected him to vindicate my see-
retary; but [ am not golng to be gov-
erned by anvome to that extent. I
am zoing to see Elinor today. I am
going stralght to that terrible place
and assure her that even though 1
permit her to be kept there, I refusze
to entertain for a moment the ldea

| voice,

that she has broken any law of God
or man!™

“Ave you sure this la wise, Doria?”
ingquired Sands gravely. As he stood
Leside her, it was diffieult to control
the impulse to pout put hefurs her the
adorstion he felt at sight of her new
loveliness. She had npever seemed
more beautiful than when she was
moved by sympathy for the girl who
at that moment, doubtless, wns wob-
dering if she had forsapken her.

"Wise or mot,” returned the widow,
“I shall do it. Something tells me
she is in need of sympatby this very
day, Why, Bruxton, how do we know
what effect this dreadful incarcera-
tion might have upon her? It may
warp her entire nature; it may wreck
her health. Please do net try to dis-
suade me. I have made up my mind
to sce her, and [ shall go thers at
once.”

Tt was a short dash for the anto up
Broadway, up Centre Street to the
Tombse, and it was with little difficulty
that Sands obtalped for Mrs. Mission-
er permission to see the prisoner.

Elinor came around the corner of
the corridor with more anlmation in
her step than it bad shown in many
a day. She had hardly been able to
belleve her eyes on readlng Mra. Mis-
sloner’s pame on the card thrust
through the grating of her cell. Long
ago she had made up her miand that
the chaln of elrcumstances, or perhaps
an enemy, bad sown {n her kind
friend’s mind sueplcion that she was
zulity, Asthe days rolled on and she re-
celved no word from Mrs. Missloner,
ihe convictlon grew upon her. Even
thls very day she had glven up the
hope of rehabilitating herself in the
ayes of her employer. Not that it was
an employer she mourned in loss of
Mra. Mlssioner’s confidence. The
rich wildow was her friend; had been
her family’s friend, and had been the
first to offer her a refuge in the ter-

Britz Frowned Slightly as He Read the Message.

rible days followlng discovery of the
faect that her kindly, gentle father, aft-
er a lifetime of high endeavor, had left
her without the provision she knew
he always intended to make,

“Dear Mra. Missioner!” cried Elinor,
hastening toward the widow as she
reand affectlon and complete belisf in
her countenance. “You have done
many lovely things for me, but this is
quite the dearest! It seems hard even
to picture you in such & place, and
the reality—"

“You poor child!” cxclalmed Mrs.
Missioner, hardly controlling her
“What about yourself? If it
iz distressing to me to come here, It
is terrible for you to be here. How
¢an you stand it®”

“One learns to stand many things”
she answered, “when fate commands;
vet if anyone had told ma afew weeks
ago that I eould so nituch s retaln my
reason in 8 place Hke this! Now that
vou are here, it seems far easier, Oh,
but it is good of you to come!”

The widow took the girl’s hands in
her own and patted them softly as
she whispered words of encourage-
ment. She could not trust her voiee
to speak for the first few mo-
ments. As she looked at Elinor's slen-
dér grace apd the deathless honesty
in her soft, gray e¥es, the horror of
the girl's sitoation came home to her
with redoubled force. It was by a
mighty effort, and by that alona, that
she prevented kerself from sweeping
ihe glrl into her arms and making a

dash with her for the freedom be
yond the great steel door. For an In-
stant that impulse almost got the up-
per hand of her common sense. Had
oot Bands been there, she might have
done something so foollsh as (o com-
plicate her young friend’s position
still further in the eyes of all the
cliy's mnewspapers and thelr readers.

1 As It wae, she locreased the tender-

ness of her caresses, and sought to
soothe Elinor’s agitation with little
leve words euch as had long been
cominen in their datly Intercourse. But
thls tenderness only recalled to EH-
nor all the affection, eafety, and ghel-
ter she had left behind her In Mrs.
Missloner’s home, and at the thought
she breke Inte uncontrollabls sobs.

The rmllifonaire's disecomfort wag
augmented a thousandfold by this
scene between the women, He shift-
ed nizs welght from one foot to the
other, crumpled the rim of his derby
hat untfl it bent like the brim of an
Alpine, and at length, unable to view
the girl's distress with anrthing Hke
equanimity, he walked to the other
end of the reception-room and stood
looking through the glant lattlecework
at the tide of trafilc in Centre Street.

It was not untll the widow had re-
stored Elinor's calmness, not unill she
had assured the tremblng priscner of
her love, confldence, and full beHef in
her innocence a hundred times, not
untll their emotion had affected even
the matran long lnured to human woe,
that the %ﬂ saw Sands. His sturdy
bulk, the sguare set of his shoulders,
the uncompromising fldelity in his
strong face, gave her 8 new sense of
plessure. Surely her case could not
be desperate with two -such loyal
frlends to defend her! For the space
of a star-flash, she forgot even Fitch,
although her luve; at that moment
was hastenlng upiown with Britz in
quegt of the missing thread that
should lead to her vindicatlon. 8till
with her arm around Mrs, Missloner’s
waist, she extended her hand to
Sands, and thanked him In a2 way
more effective than any mere girlish
prettiness for the proof of hiz faith in
her that he had given in coming with
Mrs. Missioner to gee her.

“Not that 1t would take much per-
suasion to make you accompany Daris
anywhere,” she sald with a smile, and
she was not at all remorseful when
she. noted the dark flush of pleasure
that spread over hls features. “But
I cannot help taking comfort in the
fact that you have come to see me,
and that very evidently It had cost
you no struggle to do so. If all of
you could only know what these long
weeks have been to me, you would
understand how deeply the sight of
old friends affects me. Here I have
been In a 'world apart. The poor
creatures who share this dreadful
home with me ‘only make my sltua-
tion worse, for I can do nothing for
them, and yet the sight of thelr mis-
ery distresses me Beyond words.™

Ellnor did not know how much she
had been spared by the considerate-
ness of the warden in asgiguing her to
g tler of cells in which the more bru-
tal inmates of the Tombs never were
confined. She had had only a glance
of the nether depths. QCrave though
the charge against her was, the good
old man whom an accldent of poli-
tics had placed in control of the pris-
on, had recognized from the first that
she was of finer mould than anyone
who had been entrusted te his cus-

tody in hls whole term of office, and,

he had seen to it that her eyes and
ears were not assaulted by the sights
and sceneg of the blacker depths
Years paseed, and Ellnor was a woman
of much graver maturity ere she knew
how much of misery ghe bhad escaped.

The visit of Mrs. Missloner and
Sands did Ellnor so much good that,
when they went awar, It was with a
lighter heart she returned to her cell,
with renewed courage she steeled her-
golf to mwatt the effortz of the good
friends and the devoted lover she
knew wera working to clear her name
of the frightful charge Donnelly and
Cargon had lodged agalnat her.

Her confidence in Dr. Fitch was not
misplaced, for in the ghort time when
Mrs. Missloner in ber lmousine was
speeding back to her home In Milllon-
alrea’ Row, and Sands, in a brougham,
was returning to his office in the
Bowling Green building, Filich and
Britz were standing on a Fourth Ave
nue corner a short distance north of
Twenty-third Street, gazing with dis-
may at & twenty-story skyscraper that
stood on the site of the little old curic
shop to which duty had called the
young ambulence surgeon years be-
fore.,

“You are sure thls i1z the place?
asked the detectlve.

“Absolutely,” sald the doctor. "I
went over there to gat some brandy
for tha old man when I was working
him out of his stupor.”

“Weil,” gald the sleuth, "so far as
that old curiosity shop 13 concerned,
we're up against 1t; er, what iz worse,
we are not up agalnzt it. We are con-
fronted by this steel and stone mon-
strosity, and [ guees there’s no use
wasting time making Inguirles there:
but there mav be 8 few oldtimers
with memories along this block, and
we'll see what we ean flnd out. You
talie ihat side of the street, and 'l
take thia”

Writz and Fitch went Into one shop

after mnother, patiently repeating per-
sigtent Inguirles 25 o what hed bo-

come of the veteran curio deszler.
Blank etares and egually blank am-
swerg were the result until Britz, in a
tiny tobaceo shop that was the cenfor
of gll the pld-times placeg hpddled to-
gether for protectlon sgainst the en-
croachment of Progress, uncarthed s
memory Inearnate in & man, wheo,
Fitch gald, might have been the twin
brother of the amatenr nlchemist

"“Yes,” paid the man, “lI remember
him, and it's a-’J_mnsg:;- [z to me that
anybody who ever s&% him could ever
forget him. He was the queerest jittle
old duck I ever rin mcross.”

Britz thought U anyone ecould ba
quecrer than the &becient tobacconist
he would have to step out of a page
of Dickens.

The incarnate meory recalled that
the curlo dealer had been taken away
a week or two belore his shop waa
torn down to clear the ground for the
foundation work - of the great eky-
gcraper. No, he dldn’t go away, He
was taken away.

“Auything wrong with him* asked
Britz.

“Well, not exactly what you might
call wrong, 8o to speak,” quavered thae
old tobacce merchant. *“I wouldn't
go so far as to say there wag anyihing
you might exacily call wrong with
him, but neither would I underinke to
tell you that he was altogether what
you might call righi,”” and he touched
hia forehead slgnificantly. .'

“Oh!” sald Britz, “Ward's of Ran-
dall's?™ =
" “Huh,” sald the old tobacconist, “T
don't know what you mean.”

“Why,” sald the detective, "what §
mean is did they take him to the Asy
lum or to the Workhouse?"

“T reckon it wouldn't have been any
use i{o take him to the Workhouse™
said the tobacco dealer, “because, so
far as [ know, he naver done no work
in all his ll{e, and he was too old a
dog to learn the habit by that time,
No, I guess they tock him to the other
place; but what do you want to know
for? Are you missing helrg?”

Britz and Fitch laughed.

“No,” he sald, “my frlend here just
wantd te brush up an old acquaint
ance.” When the two had bought
enotugh elgars to recall faintly the
dreams of prosperity that had in-
spired the  old  ‘man's-youth - they
strolled te the Twenty-third street
corner, whera they Jumped aboard a
erosstown car that took them to the
Island ferry.

(TO BE CONTINUED]J

A FATHER'S TIMELY WAHN!NG'

Ths Winsome Charme of the Right
Glel Exceed All Possible Horror
of Heredity.

“Well, slr,” sald the old gentleman,
"l presums you bhave come to ask me
for wy daughter's hand?®"

“Yes, sir, that would be my Idead |
birthdzy present.”

“And do you realize the responsibili-
ties of married lie; what you wiil
bave to—"" :

“Indeed, sir,” Interrupted the youth,”
"you need have no fears with regard
to Janet’s future. I have a good post
tlon in my father's bank, and my
prospects are excellent—in faet, 1
am tnp be made a director of the insd-
tutlon in & very short time.”

“Very good. But that was oot ex-
ectly tha matter 1 intended to refer
to. Have you—have you ever looked
over Janet's mother carefully?”

The voung man was puzzled, and he
showed it :

“How do you like my #ife?™

“I hold Mrs, Peck in the highest re
spect.”

“0Oh, that's all right, then. Well, sir,
thongh you may not belleve me, when
Mrs, Peck was twenty-two she was
fust as gweet and pretty and charm-
ing as Janet I3 now; was just llke her,
io faet.” :

“Yes, really ™

"And you stlll want Janet®™

“Life would be & nightmare io me

without her.”
thepAt must yleld, But.”
l%ﬂg ‘man rvushed
20 is clear, any-
&

*I suppose,
ha added, as
AWay, "my
way”

Called the Biuff.

=The only way ¥ou can legitimately
keep out undesirable persons from a
hotel 1s to palse the price or to assert
that your housz Is full” sald a hotel
clerk, “but you never know when this
may fall. .

“A couple occe came up to register
whom | sized up at once ms the kind
we wers particularly anxious not to
take In. ‘1 am very sorry,” 1 ezld to
the man, hut the housze ta sbaolutely

you would be a small suite”

“ “What's that? demsnded the trav
eler, and I explained that It consisted
of & emall parlor, bathroom and bath

“ What's the price? he asked,

filled and the only thing [ could offer

OPERATION

WasCuredbyLydiaE.Pink=
 ham’sVegetable Componnd

Elwood, Ind.—*Your remedies havs
eured me and I have only taken alx
bottles of Lydla B. Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Compound. I
was slek thres

The doctors sald X
ould not get well
without an opera-
tion, for I could
hardly stand the
pains in my aidea{"
Bespecially my righ

4 : op,?{talnd donkr)le my
- right leg. gan

to feel beiter when I had taken only
one bottle of Compound, but kept on

as Iwagafraid tostop too soon.”—Mra

Saprr MULLEN, 2728 N. B. 8t., El-
wood, Ind.

Why will women taka chances with
an operation or drag out a sickly,
half-hearted existence, missing three-
Tourths of the joy of liviag, when they
can find health in Lydia E, Pinkham's
‘Vegetable Compound ¥

For thirty years it has been the
gtandard remedy for female ills, and
bhas cured thoussnds of women who
have been troubled with sueh ail-
mients as displacements, inflarnmation,
ulceratio broid fumors, irregulari-
ties, pericdic paing, backache, indiges.
fion, and nervous prostration.

If you have the sli%htcst doubt

"

that Lydia ¥. Pinkham’s Vege=
takle Compound will help you,
write to Mrs, Pinkham at Lynn,

Mass., for advice. Your letter
will he absolately confidential,
and the advice free. !
A Proper Treatment,

*“I have a terrible eold,” he com-
plained. *My head feels all stopped
up.

"Have you trled & vacuum cleany
er?” she gueried sweetly—Judgo,

TO DRIVE OUT X ALARIA
AND BUILD UF THE SYSTE
Take the Old Brandurd GROVIE'S TARTHLH!

-CHILL TONIC. Yuu know what you are takin
The formals s plain rintad _an eve nmﬂE
showing it 15 slmply Quinine and Iren 1n a tastel

form, and the mwost effectoal form. For growsd
peopls and childron, B centa.
B

He Knew Jim.

Jim had made an unsuccesaful at
tempt to conguer the world and cams
bacgk to the Tennessee town dirty,
worn out and hungry. ;

*“Wncle John,” he -said melodra~

| matically, “I came home to die’

“No, dod gast you," said unsympas
theiie Uncle John, “you came homse to

‘eat’—Success Magazine, . ©

; - - 5
“A Matter of Creed,
““Two men were disputing over their
regpective churches,” says the Slater
News in reviving an old story which
ie still good. *One was a Baptist and
the other & Presbyterian. Finaily
one of them called a neighbor who
was passing and asked his cpinlon as
to which was the better church In
which to be saved. ‘Well, nelghbor,”
he sald, 'son and I have been haullng
wheat for nearly forty years. There
are two roada that lead to the mill,
One is the vally road and the other
leads over the hill, and naver yet has
the miller asked me which road I
‘came, but he always asks, ‘Is tha
wheat good? "—Kansas City Times,

LOT WAS IMPROVED.

Fred—I tove you 6 whole lot.
Tess—~Frank told me yesterday that
he loved me a whole house and lot,

"

rThle Flavour

Post
Toasties

Is so distinctly pleasing
that it has won the liking
of both young and old
who never before cared
much for cereal food of
any kind.

Served direct from the

“Twenty-five dollers a day,' ! re>
plled.

“f pueps that will be all right’ said |
the stranger calmiy, and he registered |
He bad me.” |

The Ignerance of Casey.
Casey—Phwat kind av a horsg t3 § |
cob? |
Mullizan—It's won thot's beem |

raised Iatolrly on COrm, ye tgnmamui

package--crisp and fresh,
and-»

“The Memory Lingers”

Pestum Cereal Company, Ltd,,
Baitle Creck, Mich.
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