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i SYNOPSIS.

At thelr home on the frontier
the Browns and Grays Marta Galland anid
her mother, entertaining Colonel Wester-
ling of the Grays, see Captain Lanstron
of the Browns injured by a fall in his
aeroplane. Ten years later. Westerling,
nominal vice but real chief of staff, re-en-
forces Bouth La Tir and meditates on war.
Marta tells him of her teaching children
the follles of war and martial patriotism,
and begs him to prevent war while he 18
chief of staff. Lanstron calls on Marts
&t her home, She tells Lanstron that she
bellevea Feller, the gardener, to be a 8pY
Lanstron confesses it is true and shows
her & telephone which Feller has con-
cenled In a secret passage under the tower
for use to benefit the Browns in war
emergencles. Lanstron declares his love
for Martan. Westerling and the Grays pre-
pare plans to use a trivial International
AffAlr to foment warlike patriotism and
strike before declaring war, Partow,
Brown chief of staff, reveals his plans to
Lanstron, made wice chlef. The Gray
army crosses the border line and attacks.
The Browns check them. Artlllery, in-
fantry, aeroplanes and dirigibles engage.
Marta has her first glimpse of war in its
modern, cold, sclentific, murderous bru-
tality. The Hrowns fall back to the Gal-
land house, Marta sees a night attack.
The Orays attack in force. Feller leaves
his secret telephone and goes back to his
"\m-, Hand to hand fighting. The Browns

all back again Marta asks Lanstron over
the phone to appeal to Partow to stop the
ah ng. Vandalism In the Galland house.

‘esterling and his staff occupy the Gal-
Jand house and he begina to woo Marta,
who apparently throws her fortunes with
the Grays and offers valuable Information.
Bhe calls up Lanstron on the secret tele-
phone and plans to give Westerling infor-
mation that will trap the Gray army.
Westerling forms his plan of attack upon
what he learns from her. The Grays take
Bordir. Through Marta Westerling is led
to concentrate his attack on the main lina
at Engadir. A lenk of Information is sus-
Fﬂ . Bouchard Is relleved as chief in-

elligence officer and In ng Accuses
Marta. Westerling thinks him crazy. The
Grays take the apron of Engadir. Par-
g:w dies suddenly and Lanstron succeeds

im.

CHAPTER XVIill—Continued.

Far up on a peak among the birde
and aeroplanes, in a roofed, shell-proof
chamber, with a telephone orderly at
his side, & powerful pair of field-glasses
and range-finders at his elbow, and a
telescope before his eye, Gustave Fel-
ler, one time gardener and now acting
colonel of artillery, watched the burst
of shells over the enemy’s lines. While
other men had grown lean on war, he
had taken on enough fiesh to fill out

the wrinkles around his eyes that

shone with an artist's enjoyment of
his work. Down under cover of the
ridge were his guns, the keys of the
fnstrument that he played by calls
over the wire. Their barking was a
symphony to his ears; errors of or-
chestration were errors in aim. He
talked as he watched, his lively fea-
tures reflective of his impressions.

“0h, pretty! Right Into their tum-
mies! Right in the nose! La, Ia, la!
But that's off—and so’'s that! Tell
Battery C they're fifty yards over. Oh,
beady-eyed gods and shiny little fishes
—two smacks in the same spot!
Humph! Tell Battery C that the
trouble with that gun {8 worn rifling;
that's why It’s going short. Elevate it
for another hundred yards—but it
ought not to wear out so soon. 1'd like
to kick the maker or the inspector. The
fellows in B 21 will accuse us of Inat-
tentlon. It's time to drop a shell on
them to show we're perfectly impartial
in our favors. La, ls, la! Oh, what
a preity smack! Congratulations!”

B 21 was the position of Fracasse's
ecompany and the pretty smack the
one that broke one man's arm and

® erushed another’s head.
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The “God with us!” song was singu-
farly suited to the great, bull voice of
its composer, born to the red and be-
come Captain Btransky In the red
business of war. It was he who led
the thunder of its verses.

“I certainly like that song,” he sald.
Well be might. It had made him fa-
mous throughout the nation. “There's
Jehovah and brimstone In it. Now
we'll have our own."

“But we're always losing positions!”
complained one of the men. “Little
by little they are getting possession.”

“They say the offensive always
wins,” sald another,

“Five against three! They count
on numbers,” sald Lieutenant Tom

E

“There you go, Tom! Anmy other
pessimists or anarchista want to be
heard?" called out Stransky. “Just
how long, at the present rate, will it
them to get the whole range?
t to the number of even
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he some-
called that company of which
‘was, in the final analysis, unlimited

“How do they know?"

*Do you think it's fake "

. "“That sums up to pretty near a mil-
fion!”

“My God! Think of it—a million!™

“We're whittling them down!”

“It doesn't make any difference
,whether Partow or Lanstron is chlef
of staff!™

“They're paying!”

*Paying for our fellows that they've
killed! Paying for being in the
wrong!”

Stransky, his eyes drawing Inward

l'r

Years v characteristic slant, was well

application™® his company, and the

e than 10,

clamatory badinage kept
impossible

‘ng their machine as

3 illldwaed legisents, bad chosen
what
legislation

« hear from home.
\aimed one man,
Louigpper: “Ther're

between |

the capital! It's to show him as he
died, dropped forward on the map, and
| in tront of his desk a field of bayonets.
| On one face of the base will be his
| pame. Two of the other faces will
| have ‘God with us™ and ‘Not for
theirs, but for oure!" The legend on |

| the fourth face the war is to decide.”

| “Victory! Vietory!” cried thusal
who had listened to the announcement.
Stransky was thinking that they
had to do more than hold the Grays.
| Before he should see his girl they had
to take back the lost territory. He
carried two pictures of Minna in his
! mind: one when she had struck him
|in the face as he tried to kiss her
| and the other as he sald good-by at
| the kitehen door, There was not much
| encouragement in either.
| “But when she gets better acquaint-
| ed with me there's no telling!” he kept
| thinking. *“I1 was fighting out of cus-
eedness at first. Now I'm fighting for
her and to keep what is oura!”

CHAPTER XIX.

The Ram.

In the closet off the Galland library,
where the long-distance telephone was
installed, Westerling was talking
with the premier in the Gray capital

“Your total casualties are eight hun-
dred thousand. That 18 terrific, Wes-
terling!” the premlier was saying.

“Only two hundred thousand of
those are dead!™ replied Westerling.
“Many with only elight wounds are
oready returning to the front. Ter-
rific, do you say? Two hundred thou-
sand in five millions ie one man out
of twenty-five. That wouldn't have
worrled Frederick the Great or Napo-
leon much. Eight hundred thousand i8
one out of six. The trouble is that
such vast armies have never been en-
gaged before. You must consldgr the
percentages, not the totals.”

“Yet, eight hundred thousand! If
the public knew!"” exclaimed the pre-
mier,

“The public does not know!" said
Westerling.

“They guees. They realize that we
stopped the soldiers' letters because
they told bad news. The situation is
serious.”

“Why not give the public something
to think about 7" Westerling demanded.

the Enemy’s Lines.

“I've tried. It doesn't work. The
murmurs increase. I repeat, my fears
of a rising of the women are well
grounded. There i8 mutiny in the air,
1 feel it through the columne of the
press, though they are censored. I—"

“Then, soon I'll give the public some-
thing to think about, myself!” Wester-
ling broke in. “The dead will be for-
gotten. The wounded will be proud
of their wounds and their fathers and
mothers triumphant when our army
descends the other gide of the range
and starts on its march to the Browns'
capital.”

“But you have not yet taken a
single fortrees!” persisted the premier.
“And the Browns report that they have
lost only three hundred thousand
men.”

“Lanstron is lying!” retorted Wes-
terling hotly. “But mo matter. We
have taken positions with every at-
tack and kept crowding in closer. 1
ask nothing better than that the
Browns remain on the defensive, leav-
ing initiative to us. We have devel-
oped their weak points. Thé resolute
offensive always wine. I konow where
I am golng to attack; they do not, I
shall not give them time to reinforce
the defense at our chosen point. I
have atill plenty of live soldiers left,
1 sball go In with men enough this
time to win and to hold.”

“The army is yours, Westerling,”
conciuded the premier. “I admire your
stolidity of purpose. You have my con-
fidence. 1 shall wait and hold the situ-
ation at home the best 1 can. We go
into the hall of fame or into the gut-
ter’ together, yot and I!"

For a while after he had hung up
the recelver Westerling's head
drooped, his muscles relaxed, giving
mind and body a release from tension.
But his spine was as stiff as ever as
he left the closet, and he was even
smiling to give the impression that
the news from the capital was favor
able. ;

When he called his chiefs of divi-
sion It was hardly for a staff council.
Stunned by the losses agd repulses,
loyally industrigps, their opinions un-
asked, they lietened to his whirlwind
of orders without comment—all except
Turcas,

“If they are apprised of our plan and
are able to concentrate more artillery
than our guns chn silence, the losses
will be demoralizing,” he observed.

Westerling threw up his head, frown-
ing down the objection.

“Suppose they amount to half the
forces that we send In!" he exclaimed.
“Isn't the position, which means the
pass and the range, worth it

“Yeas, if we both take and hold it;

~Fallure is not in my lexicon!” Wes-
terling shot back. “For great gains
there must be great risks.”

“We prepare for the movement,
yoursexcellency,” answered Turcas.

It was a steel harness of his own
will that Westerling wore, without ad-
mitting that it galled him, and he laid
it off only in Marta's presence. With
her, his growing sense of isolation had
the relief of companionship. She be-
came a kfhd of mirror of his egoism
and ambitions. He liked to have her
think of him as a great man unruffied
among weaker men. In the quiet and
seclusion of the garden, involuntarily
as one who has no confidant speaks
to himself, reserving fortitude for hie
part before the staff, while she, under
the spell of her purpose, silently, with
serene and wistfully listening eyes,
played hers, he outlined how the final
and telling blow was to be struck.

“We must and we shall win!” he
kept repeating.

L - . . L] . L

Through a rubber disk held to his
ear in the closet of his bedroom a
volee, tremulous with nervous fatigue,
was giving Lanstron news that all his
alreraft and cavalry and sples could
not have gained; news worth more
than a score of regiments; news fresh
from the lips of the chief of staff of
the enemy. The attack was to be
made at the right of Engadir, ita cen-
ter breaking from the redoubt manned
by Fracasse's men.

“Marta, you genius!" Lanstron cried.
“You are the real general! You—"

“Not that, please!” she broke in.
“I'm as foul and depraved as a dealer
in gubtle poisons in the middle ages!
Oh, the shame of it, while I look into
his eyes and feign admiration, felgn
everything which will draw out his
plans! 1 can never forget the sight
of him as he told me how two or three
or four hundred thoueand men were
to be crowded into a ram, as he called
ft—a ram of human flesh!—and guns
enough in support, he said, to tear any
redoubts to pieces; guns enough to
make their shells as thick as the bul-
lete from an automatic!™

“We'll meet ram with ram! We'll
have some guns, too!” exclaimed Lan-
stron. “We’'ll send as heavy a shell
fire at their infantry as they send into
our redoubts.”

“Don't. It's too like Westerling. It
has become too trite!” she protested.
“The end! If I really were helping
toward that and to save lives and our
country to its people, what would my
private feelings matter? My honor,
my soul—what would anything mat-
ter? For that, any sacrifice. I'm
only one human belng—a weak, luna-
tic sort of one, just now!"

“Marta, don't suffer so!
overwrought. You—"

“1 can say all that for you, Lanny,”
ghe interrupted with the faintest laugh.
“I've eaid it s0 many times to myself.
Perhaps when I call you up again I
shall not be o hysterical.”

Lanstron was not thinking of war or
war's combination when he hung up
the receiver. It was some moments
before he returned to the staff room,
and then he had mastered hls emo-
tion. He was the soldier again.

An hour or so before the attack the
telegraph instruments in the Galland
house had become pregnantly ellent.
There were no more orders to give;
no more reports to come from the
troope In position until the assault was
made. Officers of supply ceased to
transmit routine matters over the wire,
while they etralned their eyes toward
the range. Officers of the staff moved
about restlessly, glancing at their
watches and going to the windows fre-
quently to see if the mist Btill held.

No one entered the library where
Westerling was seated alone with
nothing to do. His suspense was that
of the mothers who longed for news
of their sons at the front; his helpless-
ness that of & man in a hospital lobby
waiting on the result of an operation
whose success or failure will save or
wreck his career. The physical desire
of movement, the conflict with some-
thing in his own mind, drove him out
of doors. ;

Westerling was rather pleased with
the fact that he could still smile;
pleased with the loyalty of younger
officers when, day by day, the staff
had grown colder and more me-
chanical in the attitude that com-
pleted his isolation. Walking vigor-
ously along the path toward the tower,
the exercise of his muscles, the feel
of the cool, molet air on his face,
brought back some of the buoyancy of
spirit that he craved. A woman's fig-
ure, with a cape thfown over the shoul-
ders and the head bare, loomed out of
the mist.

*1 couldn't stay In—not to-night,”
Marta said as Westerling drew near.
“l1 had to see. It's only a quarter of
an hour now, isn't 1t?"

Bhe seemed "so utterly frail and
distraught that Westerling, in an im-
pulse of protection, laid his hand on
her relaxed shoulders.

“Our cause {8 at stake to-night,” he
declared, “yours and mine! We must
win, you and I! It Is our destiny!™
* “You and I!" repeated Marta. “Why
you and I?”

It seemed very strange to be think-
ing of any two persons when hundreds
of thousands were awaiting the signal
for the death prepared by him. He
mistook the character of her thought
in the obsession of his egoism.

“What do lives mean?" he cried with
a eudden desperation, his grip of her
shoulders tightening. “It ie the law
of nature for man to fight. Unless he
fights he goes to seed. Omne trouble
with our army is that it was soft from
the want of war. It is the law of na-
ture for the fittest to survive! Other
sons will be born to take the place of
those who die to-night. There will be
all the more room for those who live.
Victory will create new opportunities.
What is a milllon out of the billions
on the face of the earth? Those who
lead alone count—those who dwell in
the atmosphere of the peaks, as we
do!™ The pressure of his strong hands
in the unconscious emphasis of his
passion became painful; but she did
not protest or try to draw away, think-
ing of his held In no personal sense
but as a part of his self-revelation. “All
—all is at stake there!” he continued,
staring toward the range. “It's the
Rubicon! I have put my career on to-
night's cast! Victory means that the
world will be at our feet—honor, po-
sition, power greater than that of any

You are

not If we fail,” replied
LA

other two human beings! Do vou

realize what that means-—the honor
and the power that will be ours? I
shall have directed the greatest army
the world has ever known to victory!”

“And defeat means—what does de-
feat mean?” she asked narrowly, calm-
ly; and the pointed question released
her shoulders from the vise.

What had been a shadow in his
thoughts became a live monster, strik-

| ing him with the force of a blow. He

forgot Marta. Yes, what would de-
feat mean to him? Sheer human na-
tdre broke through the bonds of men-
tal discipline weakened by sleepless
nights. Convulsively his head dropped
as bhe covered his face.

“Defeat! Fail! That I should fail!™
he moaned.

Then it was that she saw him in the
reality of his littleness, which she had
divined; this would-be conqueror. She
saw him as his intimates often see the
great man without his front of Jove.
Don’t we know that Napoleon had mo-
ments of privacy when he whined and
threatened suicide? She wondered it
Lanny, too, were like that—if it were
not the nature of all conquerors who
could not have their way. It seemed
to her that Westerling was beneath
the humblest private in his army—be-
neath even that fellow with the liver
patch on his cheek who had broken
the chandeller in the sport of brutal
paseion, All sense of her own part was
submerged in the sight of a chief of
staff exhibiting no more stoicism than
a petulant, epoiled schoolboy.

While his head was still bent the ar-
tillery began its crashing thunders and
the sky became light with flaches. His
hands stretched out toward the range,
clenched and pulsing with defiance and
command.

“Go in! Go in, as I told you!™ he
eried. “Stay In, alive or dead! Stay
till 1 tell you to come out! Stay! 1
can’t do any more! You must do 1t
now!"

“Then this may be truly the end,”
thought Marta, “if the assault fails.”

And silently she prayed that it would
fall; while the flashes lighted Wesater-
ling's set features, imploring success.

- - - - L - -

In the Browns' headquarters, as In
the Grays’, telegraph instruments were
silent after the preparations were over.
Here, also, officers walked restlessly,
glancing at their watches. They, too,
were glad that the mist continued. It
meant no wind. When the telegraph
did speak it wae with another message
from some aerostatic officer saying,
“gtill favorable,” which was taken at
once to Lanstron, who was with the
gtaff chiefs around the big table. They
nodded at the news and emiled to one
another; and seme who had been pac-
ing sat down and others rose to begin
pacing afresh.

“We could have emplaced two lines
of automatics, one above the other!™
exclaimed the chief of artillery.

“But that would have given too much
of a climb for the infantry in going in
—delayed the rush,” sald Lanstron.

“If they should stick—if we couldn't
drive them back!” exclalmed the vice-
chief of staff. L

“I don't think they will!” said Lan-
stron.

To the others he seemed as cool as
ever, even when his maimed hand waa
twitching in his pocket., But now, sud-
denly, his eyes starting as at a horror,
he trembled passionately, his head
dropping forward, as if he would col-
lapse.

“Qh, the murder of it—the murder!"”
he breathed. i

“But they brought it on! Not for
theirs, but for ours!” said the vice-
chlef of etaff, laying his hand on Lan-
stron’s shoulder.

“And we sit here while they go in!™
Lanstron added. “There's a kind of
injustice about that which I can't get
over. Not one of us here has been
under fire!"

Even the minute of the attack they
knew; and just before midnight they
were standing at the window looking
out into the night, while the vice-chief
held his watch in hand. In the hush
the faint sound of a dirigible’s propel-
ler high up In the heavens, muffied by

guns opening fire.
. - . L

Before

L]
the mine exploded, by the

Fracasse's men could see one another’s
faces, spectral and stiff and pasty

the blinding flashes and some opened
wide as if the lids were paralyzed.
Faces and faces! A sea of faces
stretching away down the slope—faces
in a trance.

Up over the breastworks, over rocks
and splintered timbers. Peterkin and
the judge’'s son and their comrades
clambered. When they moved they
were as A myriadlegged creature,

except that of raplds going over a fall.
Those In front could not falter, being
pushed on by the pressure of those in
the rear. For a few steps they were
under no fire. The scream of their
own shells breaking in infernal pande-
monium in front seemed to be & power
as irresistible as the rear of the wedge
in driving them on.

Then sounds more hideous than the

in the hollow of the Almighty’'s hand
and suddenly released. The Browns'
guns had opened fire. Explosions were
even swifter in sequence than the
flashes that revealed the stark faces.
Dust and stones and flying fragments
of flesh filled the air, Men went down

terrific crashes. Sectlons of the ram
were blown to pleces by the burst of
a shrapnel shoulder high; other sec-
tions were lifted heavenward by &
shell burst in the earth.

Peterkin fell with a piece of jagged
steel embedded in his brain. He had
gone from the quick to the dead so
swiftly that he never knew that his
charm had failed. The same explosion
got Fracasse, sword in hand, and an-
other burled him where he lay. The
banker's son went a little farther; the
barber's son still farther. Men who
were alive hardly realized life, so
mixed were life and death.
imagination goes faint;
gimiles grow feeble and banal before
such a consummation of hell.

But the tide keeps on; the torn gaps
of the ram are filled by the rushing
legs from the rear. Officers urge and
lead. Such are the orders; such Is
the duty prescribed; such {8 human
bravery even in these days when life
is sweeter to more men in the joys of
mind and body than ever before. Pre-
cislomn, organization, solidarity in this
charge such as the days of the “death-
or-glory” boys never knew! Over the
bodies of Peterkin and the barber's
and the banker's sons, plunging
through shell eraters, stumbling, stag-
gering, cut by swaths and torn by
eddiee of red destructlon in their
ranks, the tide proceeded, until its |
hosts were oftener treading on flesh
than on soil. And all they knew was
to keep on—keep on, bayonet in hand,
till they reached the redoubt, and there
they were to stay, alive or dead.

L] L] " L L) L] -

“After hell, more hell, and then still
more hell!” was the way that Strausky
expressed his thought when the en-|
gineers had taken the place of the 53d
of the Browns In the redoubt. They
put their mines and connections deep
enough not to be disturbed by shell
fire. After the survivors in the van of
the Grays' charge, spent of breath,
reached their goal and threw them- |
selves down, the earth under them, as
the mine exploded, split and heaved
heavenward. But those In the rear,
slapped in the fage by the concussion,
kept on, driven by the pressure of the
mass at thelr backs, and, in turn,
plunged forward on their stol he In

the seams and furrows of thé mine's
havoec. The mass thickened as the flood
of bodies and legs banked up, in keep-
ing with Westerling’s plan to hawe
“enough to hold.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Poor Mrs. Smith.

A minister was recounting some of
his amueing experiences o marrying
people. “There's an old custom,”
sald he, “that the bridegroom shall
kiss the bride immediately after the
marriage ceremony is over. It's a
good, practical custom, for it serves
more handily than anything else that
1 know of to dissipate the awkward
pause that almost always follows a
simple, informal ceremony. For this
reason 1 keep the custom alive.

“One day a man whom 1 shall call
Smith came to the parsonage to be
married. Mr. Smith was a pompous,
consequential little man. The pros
pective Mrs. Smith was a fine, win-
some girl. After the ceremony, Mr.
Smith, In spite of his pomposity, did
not seem to know just what was the
pext thing to do, so, as is my prao-
tice in such emergencies, 1 sald: ‘My
dear sir, it 1s your privilege to salute
the bride’ He turned around and ex-
tending his hand formally, said: ‘Mrs.
Smith, I congratulate you.'™

Mineral Products of Texas.

Texas does not hold first place as
the producer of any mineral substaace,
but ranks second in the production of
asphalt and third in the production of
quicksilver, Since the eensational
strike at Beaumont in 1901 petroleum
has had first place in the mineral
products of the state, and Texas now
ranks fourth among all the states In
the quantity of petroleum produced,;
and seventh with respect to the value
of the product.

While He Waited.

“Pardon, sir. Were you walting for
anybody 1"

“] am waiting for some goulash that
Ferdinand was to bring me.”

“Ferdinand has been called to the
colors a long time since.”

“Then he -should have notified me,
the rascal.”

“More respect, please. Ferdinand
has won steady promotion and is a
general now.

Another Guess.
“One good, 1 hope, will come from

flight of projectiles broke about them
with the abruptness of lightnings held |

Infernal |
ite wildest |

light of the shell bursts breaking their |
vast prisms from central spheres of |
flame for miles, with the quick se- |
quence of a moving-picture flicker, |

white, with teeth gleaming where jaws |
had dropped, some eyes half closed by |

brain numbed, without any sensation
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this terrible European cataclysm,” |
said F. E. Spaulding, treasurer of the
American School Peace league. “War
will be taken out of the hands of the

the people—the people, who, anyway,
are the ones who really have to do
the fighting.

“These heaven-born autocrats may
really desire peace, but they go
about maintaining It In such a war
like way. Take, for example, the
kalser's peace telegrams to the czar.
Why, they remind me of Shronk.

“Shronk stopped his motor car at
a desolate cross-roads and yelled to a
farmer who lay on a cart of fertilizer:

“‘Hey, Cornsilk, 18 this the way to
Croydon? :

“The farmer raised himself from the
fertilizer in astonishment.

“'By heck, stranger, how did you
know my name was Cornsilk? he
asked,

“‘I guessed It,’ sald the motorist.

““Then, by heck,’ said the farmer,
as he drove off, 'guess your way to
Croydon.' "—Minneapolis Journal.

Her Husband's Volce.

Mrs. Goodoldsoul was waiting tea
for her husband, who was expected
home from the city every minute.

Buddenly out in the street a coster-
monger's donkey brayed. The dear
old lady, who was a little deaf,
beamed.

“Run and put the kettle on, Jane,”
she cried. “The master is coming
I'd know his hearty

Barber’s Story Record.

During a Portland (Me.) barber's
50 years in business he has had one
workman who has served for 40 years.
This workman has kept a record of
the pnumber of times the empleyer
tella his stories. One story which he
thinks his best one he has told 32,766

times, and says it gets better every
time he tells it. .
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Antinoise Movement. |
“What 1 want.,” sald the ner
man, “is a place in the oo
want tg escape the noise of
“All right.” answered the s
is nervous, too; “I'll gell you my plues
in the country. 1 want to cuome to
town where they have laws 1o presen
the roosters from waking vou up at
daybreak.”

GIRLS! GIRLS! TRY T,
BEAUTIFY YOUR HAIR

Make It Thick, Glossy, Wavy, Luxur |
lant and Remove Dandruff—Real
Surprise for You,

Your hair becomes light, wavy, fluf-
fy, abundant and appears as soft, lus-
trous and beautiful as a young girl's
after a “Danderine hair cleanse.” Just
try this—moisten a cloth with a little
Danderine and carefully draw it
through your hair, taking one small
strand at a time. This will cleanse
the hair of dust, dirt and excessive oil
and in just a few moments you have
doubled the beauty of your hair.

Besides beautifying the hair at once,

dandruff; cleanses, purifies and invig-
orates the scalp, forever stopping itch-
ing and falling hair.

But what will please you most will
be after a few weeks' use when you
will actually eee new hair—fine and
downy at first—yes—but really new
hair—growing all over the scalp. If
you care for pretty, soft hair and lots |
of it, surely get a 25 cent bottle of
Knowlton's Danderine from any store
and just try it. Adv.

What Interested Her.

“The overture is about to begin. We
might as well go in."

“Did you get vour wife a book of
the opera?”

“No, she doesn’t care for the opera.
I would pay well, however, for a cata-
logue or price list of the jewels being
worn in the boxes."—Kansas City
Juurnal.

NATURAL HEALTH

The Facts About an Interesting Case
Of Serious Female Trouble Bene-
fited By The Use of Cardui.

Walnut Cove, N. C—Mrs. E. A.
Rothrock, of this town, says: “About
two years ago I was In very bad health
for three or four months.

At this time I had a serious female
trouble, which lasted severely for nine
weeks. 1 got awfully weak and could
scarcely go, and my doctor said 1
ought to be in bed. 5

My two sisters, who had used Cardul
with good results and who now use it
as & tonle, recommended it highly to
me, saying it is a fine medicine.

I felt if I lived I must have some-
thing to help me, and as other med!-

thought I would try Cardul, the wom- |
an's tonic. At this time I was almost |
skin and bones.

1 seemed to improve after the use
of the second bottle of Cardui. The
trouble stopped. I suffered less pain,
and began to get back my strength
and health. I took five more bottles
and got back my mnatural state of
health, also my flesh, and could do my |
work easily. |

This spring I was run down in :
health: had over-worked myself. 1
took nearly three bottles of Cardul, as
a tonlc, and it brought me back to my
patural state of health.

Last week I put up 78 jars of fruit,
which I could not have done before
taking Cardui. I am glad 1 heard of
it, and 1 hope other women will too."

Your case may not be as bad as the
sbove, but even if only a mild case, we
suggest that you begin today to Lry
Cardui, the woman's tonic.—Adv.

Reminded Him.
“Well, | gee the groundhog—"

“By George, that reminds me! My

wife asked ma to bring home some |

sausage for supper.”—Boston Tran-
seript.
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Skeptical.
“What have we here?”
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ho | War' "
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Uric Acid in Your Foq

Even dogs can eat too much m
Certainly, many people "dig their gra
with their teeth” Few get
exercise to justify & meat diet, fo
meat brings uric acid. The kida
try hard to get rid of that poiscn,
often a backache, or some other sl
symptom will show that the
need help. The time tried
then, is Doan's Kidoey Pills.

An Arkansas Case

— J N Pat
Malvern, Ark, s
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wornout that it
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Get Doan’s at Any Stere, 50¢c o Bm

JUST ONE BOND'S

PILL AT BED TIME |
will relieve that disagreeable Head- | _
ache, Sour Stomach, Dizziness, Coat- |
ed Tongue, due to an inactive Liver. |

Don’t take Calomel, Bond's Pills are
far better, and they will remove the
cause. You wake up well 26c. All
druggists.—Adv.

Just Like Him.
“My husband ia just llke our fur-
nace” sighed Mra. Blinks. “All day
he smokes, and at night he goes out.”

DOAN’S %o
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, K

Sloan’s Liniment will save
hours of suffering.  For bruise
or sprain it gives instant reliel

It arrestsi and thus
vents more serious troubles
i No need to rub it
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