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CHAPTER XXXV,

The firet cshock wasz over. Craig's

' We picked

* | Diary of John Craig.”

| French lingered behind for a moment

roduced by the Universal Film
Ilustrated with pho-

thoughts were framing themselves in !
the brains of both of them. Then
there came a startling and in its way
a dramatic interlude. Through the
empty house came the ringing of the
electric bell from the front door, shrill
and insistent. Without a moment's
hesitation. Quest hurried out and
French followed him. On the deorstep
was another surprise. Lenora and
Laura were there, the former carry-
ing a small, black-bound volume
“Dont  be cross”  she  begeed,
quickly. “We just had to come. Look!
this up underneath the
chair where Cralg was sitting It
must have slipped from his pocket.
You see what is written on It7=—

Quest took it in his hand.

“Say, this ouzht to be interesting.”
be remarked “Come along.”
They passed into the library.

| and caught them up just as they were

body had been removed. and the girls |

bad taken Mary, half stunned with

grief. to their mom. French and
Quest were left alone.
“That is some disappointment,”

the former remarked. gloomliv.

“It is a disappointment.’ Quest
paid, slowly, "which may clear the
way to blgger things"”

“What's in your mind now?” French

inquired.
Quest shook his head.
“A turmoil. First of all, where is

the professor?™

“Must have ecooted right away
home,” French suggested. “He was
looking pretty sick all the time. Guess
it must have been a powerful shock
for him, and he isn’t so young as he
used to be.”

“Give me that paper of Cralg's
apain " Quest asked

The inspector produced the docu-
ment from his inner pocket. and
Quest, stretching it out upon his knee,
read it word for werd.

“Never to communicate or to have
anything to do with anvone of the
name of Ashleigh, eh?" he remarked,
as he banded it back again. “Rather
a qQueer provision, that, French"

“T've been thinking that myself,” the
inspector admitted.

Quest glanced at the clock.

“Well," he eaid, “if you're ready,
inspector, we'll be getting along.”

The two men drove to the outskirts
of the city almost in silence. The
professor’s house seemed more than
ever deserted as they drew up at the
front door. They entered without
ringing and crossed the hall towards
the library. On the threshold Quest
paused and held up his Snger,

“Someone {8 in there,” he whispered,
stepping quickly forward. “Come!"
He threw open the door. The room

was empty, vet both Quest and French
were conscious of a curious convle-
tion that it had been occupled with-
in the last few seconds.

“Queer, but it seemed to me [ heard
someope,” French muttered

“I was eure of It Quest replied,

They stood still for a moment and

listened. The silence in the empty
house was almost unnatural. Quest
turned away with a shrug of the

shoulders.

"“At any rate.)” he eaid, "Cralg's dy.
ing thoughts must have been truth-
ful. Come."

He led the way to the fireplace,
went down on his knees and passed
hie hande over the bricke. The third

cne he touched, shook. He tapped
{t—without a doubt it was hollow
With his penknlfe he lousened the

mortar a little and drew it out easily

The back was open. Inside was the
black box.
“Cralg’'s secret at last!" French

muttered, hoarsely. “Briog it 1o the
light, quick!™

They were unemotional men, but the
moment was supreme. The key o
the mystery of these tragiral weeky
was there in their hands! Their eves
almost devoured thouse few hastlly
scravled words buried with so much
care!

See Page €2, January Number,

American Medical Journal, 1905,

They looked at one another, They
repeated vaguely this most common.
place of messages, As the final result
of their strenuous euterprise, these
cryptic worde geemed pitifully inade-
quate Quest's face darkened. He
crumpled the paper In his fingers,

“There must be gome meaning In
this'" he muttered. "It can't be sllo
gether a fool's game we're on. Wait.”

He moved towards a table which
usually setood. against the wall, but
which had obviously been dragged
out recently Into the middle of the
room. It was covered with bound
volumes. Quest glanced ut one and
exclaimed softly:

“American Medical Journal, 1505!
Frepch, there's gomething in this mes-
sage, after all”

He turned over the pages rapldly.
Then he cumne to a slop.  Page A1
was there; page 62 had been neatly
removed with a palr of keissors,

| fitted exactly into the empty space.

| were almost in the nature of a dedica-

|

“The professor!™ he eried “The
professor's been ut work here'"

The two men stood lovking at one
ancther scross the table

|in the place” he announesd, “We've

Strange | gcarched ft all buckwards and fur-

| you eee where it is leading us?

opening the book underueath the elec.
tric lamp.

“See here what I've found!"” he ex-
clajimed, "It was just by the side of |
the wall there. Where's that maga- |
rine?”

He spread out the plece of paper—It

They all read together:

Professor Ashleigh, after being bit-
ten by the anthropoid, rapidly devel-
oped hydrophobia of a serious nature.
After treatment with a new serum the
patient was relieved of the hydropho-
ble symptoms, but to my horror this
mild-mannered, humane man seema
possessed at times of all the charac-
teristics of the brutal anthropoid—
cunning, thievery, brutality. | do not
know what may come of this. | hesi-
tate to put even these words on to
paper. | am doubtful as to what
course, in the interests of humanity,
| ought to take.

(Signed) JAMES MERRILL, M. D.

Editor's Note—Just as we go to
press, a cable announces the terrible
death of Doctor Merrill, the writer of
the above notes. He was attacked by
wild animals whilst alone in a South
American jungle, and torn to pieces.

There was a queer little silence
among the company. No one seemed
{nclined for speech. They looked at
one another in dumb., wondering hor-

ror. Then Quest drew a penknife
frem his pocket and with a turn of his
wrist forced the lock of the diary.
They all watched him with fascinated |
eyes. It was something to escape
freom their thoughts. They leaned
over as he spread the book out be
fore him. These first two sentences

tion:

For ten years | have protected my
master, Prof. Edgar Ashleigh at the
cost of my peace of mind, my happi-
ness, my reputation. This book, even
though it be too late to help me. snall
clear my reputation.

Quest closed the volume.

“French.” he decided, “we must find
the professor. Will you have your
men search the house and grounds im-
medlately?”

The ingpector left the room like a
dazed man. They could hear him giv-
ing orders outside.

“The next page,” Lenora begged.
“Just one page more!"

Quest hesitated for a moment. Then
he turned it over. All three read
again:

Ten years of horror, struggling all

the while to keep him from that other !

gelf, that thing of bestiality, to keep
his horrible secret from the world, to
cover up his crimes, even though
their shadow should rest upon me.
Now Sanford Quest has come. Will'
this mean discovery?

“Another page,” Quest said. “Don't
We
bave the truth here. Wait!" |

He strode hastlly to the door. French
and one of the plainclothes men were
descending the stairs

“Well " Quest asked, breathlessly.

"The professor [s not in the house,"
French reported. “We are golng to
search the grounds "™

Quest returned to the Iibrary.
Lenora clung to his arm. The diary
lay still upon the table,

Quest opened the volume elowly.
Agaln they all read together:

The evil nature s growing stronger
every day. He ip developing a sort
of ferocious cunning to help him In
his crimes, He wanders about in the
dark, wearing a black velvet suit
with holes for his eyes, and leaving
only his hands exposed, | have
watched him come Into a half-dark-
ened room and one can see nothing
but the hands and the eyes; some-
times If he closes his eyes, only the
hands.

“Mrs. Rheinholdt!” Quest muttered.

The door was suddenly opened and
French entered,

“Heaten!™ he exclalmed, tersely.

“You haven't found him?" Quest
ashed,

French shook his head.

“"We've searched every room, every
cupboard, every gerap of the csllar

been into every corner of the grounds,

wards,
sor.”

Quest pocketed the diary.

“You're perfectly certaln that he
is not in this house or anywhere upon
the premises?”

“Certain sure!” French replied,

Quest shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, we'd better get back,” he
sald, ¥

They were on the point of starting,
the chnuffear with his hand upon the
starting handle. French  with  the
steering wheel of the police car al
ready In his hand, And then the lttle
party seemed suddenly turned to
stone. For a fow breathless seconds
Out into the
clammy night alr came the echoes of
a hideous, inhuman, blood-curdling
scream.  Quest wus the first to re-
cover himself, He leaped from hig
seat and rushed back across the emp

There's no sign of the protes-

1y hall into the study, followed o lit

tle way behind by French and the
others,  An unsuspected panel door
which led into the garden stood slight-
Iy ajar. The professor, with his havd
o1 the back of a chair, was staring
at the fireplace, shaking as theugh
with some horrible ague, his face dis-
torted, his body curiougly hunched
up.  He seemed suddenly to have
dropped his humanity, to have fallen

back into the world of some strange |

creaturgs. He heard thelr footsteps,
but he did pot rurn his head ™ His
hands were stretched out in front
of liim as though to keep away frow
his gizght some hateful oblect.

“Stop him!™ he erled. “Take him
away' It's Craig—his spirit! He

|

came to me in the garage. he followed |

me through the grounds, e mocked
at me when | bid in the tree. He's
therea now. kneeling before the fire
place. Why can't 1 kil him! He
is coming! Stop him, someone!”

No one spoke or moved; no one, in-
deed, had the power. Then at last
Quest found words.

“There {8 no one In the room, pro-
fessor,”" he said, “except us."”

The sound of a human voice seemed
to produce a strange effect. The pro-
fessor straightened himself, shook his
head, his hands dropped to his side,
ghastly pale, but his smile was once
more the smile of the amiable natu-
ralist.

“My friends,” he sald, “forgive me.
I am very old, and the events of these
last few hours have unperved me.
Forgive me.”

He groped for 2 moment and sank

into a chair. Quest fetched a decan-
ter and & glass from the sideboard.
poured ogut some wine and held it to
his lips. The professor drank it eag-
erly. .
“My dear friend,” he exclaimed,
“vyou have saved me. [ have some-
thing to tell you, something I must tell
vou at once, but not here. 1 loathe
this place. Let me come with you
to yYour rooms."

“As you please,” Quest answered,
calmly.

He gripped Quest's arm. In silence

| they passed from the room, in silence

they took their places once more
in the automobiles, in silence they
drove without a pause to Quest's
rooms, The professor made his way
at once to his favorite easy chalr,
threw off his overcoat and leaned
back.

“Quest,” he pronounced, “you are
the best friend 1 have in my life! It
is ¥ou who have rid me of my great
burden. Tell me—help me a little

with my story—have you read that
page from the Medical Journal which

The Professor Sat There Like a Fig-
ure of Stone.

Cralg has kept locked up all these
years?"”

"We Hhave all read it,” Quest re-
plied,

“It was forged,” the professor de-
clared, firmly, “forged by Cralg. All
thie years since he has blackmalled
me, | bave been his servant and his
tonl, I have been afrald to speak. At
last 1 am free of him, Thank God!’

“Craig, after all," French muttered.

Lenora stood a little apart with
a faint frown upon her forehead.
She touched Quest on the shoulder.

“Mr. Quest,” she murmured, "he is
lying!"”

Quest turned his head,
scarcely moved,

“What do you mean?" he whispered.

“He I lylng!" Lenora Insisted, *I
tell you there's another creature
there, gomething we don't understand.
Let me bring the electrothought
transference apparatus; lot us read
his mind. [If I am wrong, 1 will go
down on my knees and beg for for-
giveness.”

Quest nodded, Lenora hastened to
the farther end of the room, snatched
the <loth from the Instrument and
wheeled down the little mirror with

His lps

“He Is Dead!”™ Quest Declared.

its colls and levers, The professor
watched her, 81 w!ly his face changed.
The benevolence faded away, his teeth
for a moment showed in something
which waz almost o suarl,

“You belleve me”" he cried, turn-
ing to Quest. “You are not going
to try that horrible thing on me—Pro-
fessor Lord Ashleigh? | am all broken
up. 1 am not fit for it. Look at my
hands, how they shake.”

“Professor,” Quest sald, sternly, “we
are surrounded by the sMadow of some
terrible deeds for which as yvet there
is mo explanation. 1 do not say that
wa mistrust you, but I ask you to
submit to this test.”

*1 refuse!" the professor replied,
harshly,

“And 1 insist.” Quest muttered.

The professor drew a little breath.
He sat back In his chair. His face
became stlll, his llps were drawn
closely together, Lenorn wheeled up
the machine and with deft fingers ad-
justed the fittings on one side, Quest
himself connected it up on the other.
The professor sat there like a figure
of stone. The silence in the room
was so Intense that the ticking of
the small clock upon the mantel piece
was clearly audible, The very atmos-
phere seemed charged with the thrill
and wonder of it. Never before had
Quest met with resistance so com-
plete and immovable. Sternly he con-
centrated the whole of his will power
upon his task. Almost at once there
was & change. The professor fell
back In the chair. The tense self-con-
trol had passed from his features,
his lips twitched, Simultaneously,
the mirror {for & moment was clouded
—then slowly a picture upon It gath-
ered outline and substance, There
was a jungle, strange, tall trees, and
brushwood so thick that it reached
to the waistz of the two men who
were slowly making their way through
it. One wus the professor, clearly
recognizable under his white sun hel-
met; the other a stranger to all of
them. Suddenly they stopped. The
latter had crept a yard or so ahead,
his gun rtaised to his shonlder, his
eves flxed upon some possible object
of pursult. There was a sudden
change in the professor. They saw
him selze his gun by the barrel and
whirl it above his head. He seemed
guddenly to lose his whole identity.
He ¢rouched on his haunches, almost
Hke an animel, and sprang at the oth-
er's throat. They could almost hear
the snarl from his lps as the two
men went down together ioto the un-
dergrowth. The picture faded away.

“Doctor Merrill!" Lenora faltered,
“Then it was not wild beasts which
killed him."

Almost Immedintely flzures again
appeared In the mirror. There was a
small passage which seemed to lead
from the back entrance of a house;
the professor, with a black mantle,
C'ralg fallowed him, pleading, expostu-
lating, They saw the conaervatory
for a minute, and then blackness, The
professor was leaning agalnst a mar-
ble basin, There was nothing to be
seen of him but his eyes and hands.
They saw hkim llsten for a moment
or two in cold, unresponsive sllence,
then streteh out his hand and push
Cralg away. The pleture glowed and
faded and glowed agaln. Then they
saw through the gloom the flgure of
a woman approach, a dlamond neck-
lace pround her neck, They saw the
hands steal out and encircle her
throat—and then more darkness, si-
lence, ohscurity. The mirror was
empty once more,

“Mrs. Rheinholdt's jewels!" Lenora
erled. “What pext? Oh! my God
what next?”

Thealr eyes ached with the straln,
but there was not one of them who
could even glance away from the mir-
ror. It was Quest's study which slow-
Iy appeared then. ‘The Salvation
Army girl was thore, talking to the
professor. They saw him leave her,
they saw him Iook back from the
door, a strange, evil glance. Then the
secretary entered and spoke
Once morn the door opened. The
hands wera there, stretching and
reaching, a paper-welght gripped in
the right-hand fingers, They saw It
rialsed nhove the sceretary’s head, they
Baw tha other hand take the girl by
the throat and push her towards the
table, A wild scream broke from
Lenora's lips. Quest wavered for o

to her. |
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SNAKE IN PECULIAR TRAP ! Ulmsell ou the macuroons, all uncon-|

Reptile Firmly Caught in Biscuit Can
White in the Act of Chasing
Mouse.

! eome out lezs easlly.

' seious that & enake was preparing to |

regale Itself on mouse, Into the can
went the head of the snake, but the
lead thit went in was destined o |
The rough cdge

A noturalist tells us of an odd kind of the can (rritated the cobra, and In-

of gnuke trap that caught It victim ge-
curely, tne Washington Star observes, |

I was & biscult can, and In the Lottum | d

of it wWere sone Mucaroons,
A cobri spied the can, but a mouse |
was shead of the cobra. The little

thief was having a good time regaling |

voluntarily it dildted its hood. That |
imde it woprigsoner,  With the liood
with-

od the head could put be

nnd the cobra romained In it8
s untll morning, when It was |
pptured and killed |

India a8 well as he knows the snakes
of that land, tells of an Interesting
theory beld by thege people,
nre firmly convineed that for every
human being a wopke biteg §L lores
one Joint. When the number of deaths
the snuke has caused equals the num-

1t cage of the rattlesnake, for the natlves

They |

Ler of Ita Joints the venomous head

of many parts of this country are rald
to belleve that this ennke gains a |
thimble rnr. every man It kills. Dy
counting these pome people pretend to

nn ability to caleulate with precision |

how muny persony a partieular rattie-
nnake has bitten, Bat this i, of course,

wlone remaing. The snake how now  as great o =uperstition as that held by
reached the helght of its wiched de- | the: Hindus
sired, snd ot this poipt 1t develops | -— -

wings and trivmphantly disappeurs,
An exception to thls rule Iy found

g, who kuows the patves of | on the other side of the world, In the

|

When to Propose.
Tha proper Lime for o man to de-

moment, The picture faded out.
“Oh, stop it!" Lenora begged
“Haven't we seen enough?  We know

the truth now. Step it or | shall die'™

The criminologlst made no reply
His eves were still tixed upon the pro-
fessor, who showed gome signs of re
turning consciousness. ke was grip-
ping at his collar. He seemed to have
difficulty with his breathing., Quest
suddenly braced himself. He pushed
Lenora back.

“One more,” he muttered,
something growing in his mind,
feel it. Wait!"

Again they all turned towards the
mirror. They saw the hallway of Ash:
lelgh house, the pletures upon the
walls, they could almost feel the quiet
silence of night. They saw the pro-
tessor come stealing down the stairs.
He was wearing the black velvet suit
with the cowl (n his hand. They
watched him pause before a certaln
door, draw on the,cowl and disappear.
Through the opening they could see
Lord Ashleigh asleep in bed, the moon-
light streaming through the open win-
dow across the counterpane, They
saw the professor turn with a strange,
horrible look in his face and close the
door. Lenora burst into sobs.

“No more!" she shrieked.
more, or I shall go mad!"

Quest leaned forward and released
their victlm, The whole atmosphere
of the place seemed immediately to
change, Lenora drew a long, convul
sive breath and sank into a chalr. The
professor sat up and gazed at them
all with the air of a man who has
just awakened from a dream.

“Have I, by any chance, slept?" he
asked. “Or—"

He never finished his sentence, Hig
eyes fell upon the mirror, the metal
band lying by his glde. He read the
truth in the faces still turned towards
him. He rose to his feet. There was
another and equally sudden change in
his demeanor and tone. He carried
himself with the calm dignity of the
sclentist.

“The end of our struggle, I pre
sume?" he sald to Quest, pointing to
the metal band, “You will at least ad-
mit that I have shown you fine sport,”

No one answered him. Even Quest
had barely yet recovercd himself. The
professor shrugged his shoulders.

"I recognize, of course,” he sald,
gravely, “that thie is the end. A per-
son In extremis has privileges, WIll
you allow me to write just a matter of
twenty lines at your desk?”

Silently Quest askented. The profes-
sor seated himself In the swlng chalr,
drew a sheet of paper towards him,
dipped the pen in the ink and began
to write. Then he turned around and
reached for his own small black bng
which lay upon the table. Quest
caught him by the wrist.

“What do you want out of that, pro.
fessor?’ he inquired,

“Merely my own pen and Ink" the
professor exportulated, “If there is
anything I detest In the world, it 18
violet Ink. And your pen, too, 15 ex-
ecrable, As they are to be the last
words I shall leave to a sorrowing
world, 1 should llke to write them in
my own fashion, Open the bag for
youraelf, If you will. You can pass
me the things out.”

Quest opened the bag, took out a
pen and a small glasa bottle of ink,
Hao handed them to the professor, who
started at once more to write. Quest
watched him for a moment and then
turned away to French. The profes-
gar looked over his shoulder and sud-
denly bared his wrist, Lenora selzed
her employer by the arm.

“Look!" she ¢ried. “"What is be go-
ing to do?"

Quest ewung around, but he was too
late. The professor had dug the pen
into his arm. He sat in his chalr and
laughed as they all hurried towards
him. Then suddenly he eprang to his
feet., Again the change came Into
his face which they had seen in the
mirror. French dashed forward to-
wards him. The professor anarled,
seemed about to spring, then suddenly
onca more stretehed out his hands to
show that he was helpleas and handed
to Quest the paper upon which he lrad
been writing,

“You have nothing Lo fear from me,"
he excluimed, "llere 18 my last mes-
snge (o you, Sanford Quest. Read it—
read It aloud. Alwanys remember that
thias waa not your trlumph, but mine.”

“There's
1 ean

“No

Quest held up the paper. They all
rend. The professor's letters were
carefully formed, his handwriting per:
fectly legible:

You have been a clever opponent,
Sanford Quest, but even now you are
to be cheated. The wisdom of the ages
outreaches yours, outreaches it and
triumphs.

Quest looked up quickly,

“What the devil does he mean?” he
muttered

The professor's arms shot sudden-
Iy above his head. Again that strange
animal look convulged hls features.
He burst into a lowd unnatural laugh.

“Mean, you tool?" he eried, holding
out his wrist, which was slowly turn-
fng black. *“Poisoned! That I8 what
it means!™

They all stared at him,  Quest
seized the ink bottle, revealed the
false top and Inid it down ngain with
a little exclamation. Then, before
they could realize it the end come

The professor lay, a crumpled-up
heap, upon the floor,
L] L L] . L] L[] [

Quest swong round in his ehalr as
French entered the room and held out
his left hand,

"Glad to see you,
yourself to a clgur.’

“I don't know ns T want to smoke
this morning just at present, thank
you,”" French replied

“Nothing wrong, eh?"

“The fact of it is.” French expiained,
“1 should lke n few words with Miss
Laurn.”

Quest Inughed shortly.

“Why on earth couliln’t you say
g0 he obsorved, "Never knew you
bashful before, luspector. She's up In
the laboratory. [I'll ring for someone
to show you the way."

Quest touched the bell and his new
gecretary entered almost at once.

“Take Inspector French up into the
laboratory,” Quest directed, See you
later, French."

“Yes—perhaps—I hope so," the in-
spector replied nervously.

Quest watched him disappear with
a puzzled smile. Then he sat down
at his desk, drew a sheet of paper to-
wards him and began to write:

My Dear Inspector:

| am taking this opportunity of let-
ting you know that out of deference to
the wishes of the woman | hope soon
to marry, | am abandoning the haz-
ardous and nerveracking profession
of criminology for a safer and happier
career. You will have, therefore, to
find help eisewhere Iin the future,

With best wishes. Yours,

SANFORD QUEST.

He left the sheet of paper upon the
desk and, ringing the bell, sent for
Lenora, She appeared in a few mo-
ments and came over to hls side.

“What s 1t, Mr, Quest?" she asked.

He gave her the letter without re-
mark. She read it through and, turn-
ing slowly around, looked at him ex-
pectantly.

“How's that seem to you?' he
nsked, reaching out his hand for a
clgar.

“Very sensible, Indeed,” she replied.

“It's no sort of life, this, for a mar-
rled man,” Quest declared. “You

French. Help

The Sound of a Human Volce Seemed
to Produce a Strange Effect.

agree with me there, don't you, Len:
ora?"

“Yea!" she admitted, a little faintly

The secretary entered the room,
helped Quest on with his coat and
handed him his hat.

“If you are quite ready, Lenora”

“Ready!” she execlaimed. “Where
are wo golng?"

Quest sighed,

"Fancy having to explain all thero
thinga!" he pald, taking her arm. *“I
just want you to understand, Lenora,
that I've walted—qulte long enough.
Parkins," he added, turning to hiu
socretary, "If anyone calls, just say
that my wife and I will be back early
in the afternoon. And you'd hetter
gtep upstaira to the Iaboratory and
glve my compliments to [nspector
French, and sny that I hope he and
Miss Laura will join us at Delmon-
ico'a for luncheon at one o'clock.”

“Very good, air,” the man replied.

Lenora's face was suddenly trans-
formed. She passed her arm through
Quest's. He stooped and kissed her
a8 he led her towards the door,

“You understand now, don't you?”
he whispered, emiling down at her.

“lI think so0,” sho admitted, with a
little sigh of content,

THE END.

s

Blgna that can’t be mistaken, that his
asking won't be In valn,

The time may be too scon or late
In the course of conrtghip, but It will
murk hevond a chanee of mistake, the
moment when e may venture to ask
the  fmportant  qnestion  certadn of
winning.

When her eyes hegan to wanider in
search of him, If he doos not nt onee
seek hor slde; whon glio staps tnlking
to other peaple to Haten to his most
Irivial utlerances; when she lingors

clare himuelf 13 when he sees, by | In his soclety und shows lilm she

o e el

thinks his remarks full of wisdom and
his baldest Jokes the embodiment of
humor—that Is the moment for him
to comn holdly forward with his pro-
paenl, for the time for it I8 ripe.—New
York Weekly.
Admiration.

“1 lout hours of sleep golng over
this Speech,”™

“Marvelous will power!" exclalmed
the man who yawne, "I don't gee
how  you monaged to stay awike
, through the first rending.”

Get the ﬁ;bit of ]
Drinking Hot Water
Before Breakfast

Says we can't look or feel right
with the system full
of poisons,

Milllons of folka bathe Internally
now Instead of loading their system
with drugs. “What's an inside bath?"
vou say. Wall, it {8 gueranteed to por-
form miracles if you could belleve
these bot water enthusiasts.

There are vast numbers of men and
womon who, Immedlately upon arising
in the morning, drink a glass of real
hot water with a teaspoonful of lime-
stone phosphate in it. This is a very
oxcollent health measure. It is in-
tended to flush the stomach, Hver, kid-
neys and the thirty feet of Intestines
of the previous dny's waste, saour bile
and indigestible moterial left over in
the body which, if not eliminated every
day, become food for the milllons of
bacteria which infest the bowels, the
quick result s polsons and toxins
which are then absorbed Into the
blood causing headache, bilious at-
tacks, foul breath, bad taste, colds,
stomach trouble, Kidney misery, sleop-
lessness, impure blood and all sorts
of allmenta.

Peoplo who feel good ono day and
badly the next, but who simply can
not get feeling right are urged to ob-
tain & quarter pound of lmestona
phosphate from any druggist or store-
keeper., This will cost very little but
is sufiiclent to make anyone a real
crank on the subject of internal sani-
tation,

Just as soap and hot water act on
the skin, cleansing, sweetening and
freshening, so limestone phosphate
and hot water act on the stomach,
liver, kidneys and bowels. It |8 vast-
ly more important to bathe on the in.
slde than on the outside, because the
gkin pores do not absorb impurities in-
to the blood, while the bowel pores do.
—Adv.”

The older an actress Is the more en-
thusiastically she makes up for lost
time,

Dr. Pierce's Pelleta are hest for liver,
bowels and stomnch, One little Pellet for
a laxative—three fur a cathartic.—Adv,

Perilous Waters.
“She s very shallow.”
“That may be; but more than one
man has gone beyond his depth chas-
Ing her."”

Extremes Meet,

“The brightest man in my class atl
college I8 now motorman on a street
car."

"And how about the stupldest man?
He's president of the road, 1 pre
sume?"

“No, he's the conductor.”

They Sure Do.

“Oh, yes, the professor {8 & very
learned man. His specialty {8 Interna-
tional law, His thesis on that subject
won him his doctor's degree.”

“Well, goodness knows the interna-
tional Jaws need a lot of doctoring.”

Zeppelin Bombs,

Basing his calculation upon the
data which were procured when the
Z-4 made a descent at Luneville,
France, in 1913, Aeronautics estimates
that the maximum capacity of the
modern Zeppelin for carrying high ex-
plosives Ia about 1% tons, and that
they cannot possibly carry the fOve
tons which have been clalmed for
these ships of the alr.

The same authority estimntes that
fn crossing the 300 miles from the
German base to the English coast a
ton and a halt of fuel I8 consumed,
and that If a ton and a hall of explo-
sive 18 carrled a statle stato of equilib-
rivm will have heen attained by the
time the coast I8 reached, the lifting
power  thereafter  being  dependent
upon the lfting plancs, BExplesive
bombs carried by the Zeppelin welgh
185 pounds and the Incendiory bombs
shout twenty pomads each,

GOOD REPORT
Doctor Proved Value of Postum,

Physicians know that good food and
drink, properly selected, are of the ut-
most importance, not only for the re-
lief of disease but to malntsin bealth
even when one 18 well.

A doctor writes, "I count it a pleas-
ure to say a good word for Postum
with which I have been enabled to re
lleve so many sufferers, and which I
count, witbh ita valued companlon
Grape-Nuts, one of the dally blessings,

“(loffes was banished from my own
table some time ago and Postum used
regularly In its place.”" (Coffee I8 in-
Jurlous to many persona, because It
contains the subtle, polsonous drug,
cafleine.)

"I frequently find it necesgary to in-
#lruct patients when they take Pos-
tum for the first time to bhe quite sure
that It Is properly .made according to
directions, then it has a clear, seal
brown color and a rich, snappy taste,
as well as health giving qualities.

The above letter, recelved over tem
yearsa ngo, Is fully confirmed by & re-
cent letter from the doetor, In which
he eays:

“It 18 m pleasure to render a good
roport coverlng a product of which I
am so enthusiastic a friend.

“l am using In my home your Pos
tum Cereal in both ita forma. And,
what Is more, I am having it used in
the familles of soveral patients In
which there are children, and all unite
in endorsing the fine qualities of your
admirable product.”

Namao given by Postum Co., Dattle
Creek, Mich.

Postum comes In two forma:

Postum Cereal—the original form
~-muat be well bolled. 16¢ aud 260
pkga.

Instant Postum-—a roluble powder—
dssolves guickly In a cup of hot wa-
tor, and, with eream and sugnr, makes
n dellelons bhoverago Inatantly. 30e
amd Hhe tine,

Noth forme ave enually dellelous and
cost nhout the same por cup.

“There's 4 Reason™ for Mostum,

—gulid by Groeers
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