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“No,” said I; “he’s ashore, hut he’ll
be back soon. Come under the awn-
ing and sit down.”

At first he started to pump me
about our plans, hut I cut him short,
gave him a cigar, and went on about
my work. In about an hour McKim
came aboard,

“Who’s that chap?” he asked.
“Some Chinese compradore, I ex-

pect.” said I. “Seems to he quite a
swell in his way. Probably wants to
sell us a few extra kegs of nails.
Hook as if we might need ’em before
we get hack, too.” I pushed a sprung
piece of deck planking back into place
with my’ heel. McKim walked aft.
A few minutes later he called me.

“Come here, will you, doctor. This
gentleman,” said McKim in Spanish,
indicating me, “is my partner, an j
whatever I do must he done with his
consent. Will you please state the
proposition to him?”

The big Chinaman looked at me
with twinkling eyes; one would have
sworn that he was about to tell a
funny story’.

“I have just been telling Mr. Mc-
Kim,” he said in very good Spanish;
“that I wish to charter your vessel
to carry a cargo for me from Hai
Cin.”

“Where is that?” I asked.
“Ten miles up the Hai Chin river.”
“What is the cargo?” said I, though

I knew what was coming.
“Opium.”
“And where is it to be landed?”
“Here; hut I will attend to that

my’self. You will run no risk what-
ever.”

“And we are to keep our mouths
shut.”

“That is, of course, understood;
your own interests would demand it.”

I looked at the old scoundrel* in ad-
miration. He was willing to trust
European honesty to bring a valuable
cargo across the China Sea, and was
consistent enough to see that it would
not do to try to persuade us to run
it fhr him. But our being silent -ac-
cessories of this act of smuggling did

not seem to occur to him as crooked.
In liis Oriental code of ethics there
could be no dishonestly where there
was no risk of punishment. I looked

at McKim. His face was as expres-
sionless as the Chinaman’s. Then I
turned to the latter.

“How large a cargo?” I asked.
“Altogether, including a few bales

of silk, about what you could load into
a casco.”

“And the compensation?”
“Two thousand pesos.”
I shrugged my shoulders disdain-

fully.
“I have lived in China for many

years,” I said, “and I know the dan-
ger of loading a cargo of opium; also
of getting it away from that part of
the coast. The place you speak of
being shallow and dangerous and full
of pirates we risk losing our brig and,
as you know, our lives as well!” I
caught McKim's eye.

“What do you think of it?” he ask-
ed in English.

“It’s worth while,” I answered, “and
he will give us tea thousand; let’s
do it.”

McKim’s sinister face almost
beamed.

"Good,” he said; “I thought you
wouldn’t be foolish about it. You see
we don’t have anything to do with
landing the stuff. And it isn’t smug-
glifig.”

“Yes, it is,” said I, “and I don’t give

a hang if it is. If I can make a dollar
without breaking God's command-
ments I'll do it. The devil for those
by fool legislators!” I turned to the
Chinaman.

“We won’t take a pesta less than
ten thousand pesos,” I said, “and if
you try to beat us down we’ll raise
our price.” i

The Chinaman still smiled and Ills
eyes twinkled merrily.

“It is a bargain,” he said: “do you
want an agreement signed?”

"Oh, no,” said I, “it’s not necessary,
hut we want the money before we
transfer the cargo to your lighters.”

“Very well, you shall have it. Now,
if you will come to my office tomor-
row morning I will give you all the
necessary information.”

“One moment,” said McKim. “How
is it that you dare intrust such a
valuable cargo’ to strangers and for-

eigners?”
The Chinaman smiled joyously and

emitted a few happy little chuckles.
“I cannot go myself.” he said; “it

is necessary to (rust some one, and I

have found that white men of the

better class are honest. Besides, there
will he more cargoes to carry.’’

The following day we went over to
Manila and saw our patron. He ex-
plained in detail what was required
of us. at the same time giving sug-
gestions as to the easiest way of ac-
complishing the undertaking. It was
easy to see that the thing had been

done before, and not to his satisfac-
tion. We were to clear in ballast for
the open ports of the southern islands,

ostensibly after a general cargo of
rice .tobacco, coffee, hemp, sugar, etc.,

and. once clear of the land, were to

make all haste across the China Sea,

run into the estuary of the Hai Chin
Iliver and drop anchor. Then we were
to charter a boatman to take a letter

about twenty miles up the river to a
place called Wai Fu. lying in the foot-

hills of the Yan Chin Mountains. The
following night a small Junk would
come alongside from which we would
transfer our cargo. On our way back

we were to call at Cebu, where a gen-

eral cargo would be quickly put

aboard. Then we were to break out

the hemp and bale it up around the
opium and silk. If there were any

questions about the time it. took us to
go from Manila to Cebu we were to
inswer that we had got aground and
sprung a leak, so that it was necessary
to beach her for repairs. This story

the appearance of our craft would
amply justify.

Our patron jiromised us that there
would he no risk to us, as he would
give us an order duly made out. to
carry his cargo of which, of course,
vve would not be expected to know
my more than its general appearance

seemeel to justify, from Cebu to Ma-

nila. Once anchored in Manila Bay

the whole work of discharging would
be taken by him. and all it. would be
necessary for us to do would be to
show him the manifest signed by his
Chinese partner and receive our pay
The whole trip should not take over
six weeks.

Three days later we sailed. Much
to my surprise the Purissima proved
to be a fairly good traveler, and it
was truly a marvel the way the old
coffin would get to windward. McKim
had made a few alterations in her rig
and had given her a tremendous fore

and aft mainsail, which made her
someth’ng betw’een a brigantine and
a hermaphrodite brig. It had a queei
look, hut it helped her wonderfully
in getting up into the wind. Our
crew’ turned out very’ well. They al!
bunked forward, of course, and seem-
ed to get on peacefully enough. Mc-
Kim had the starboard watch with
the two Tagals, and I the port with
the Visayans. The old man cooked

An incident, had occurred on our
way across that I must not. forgot. On
the morning of the second day out
McKim came on deck to relieve me
it eight bells, and before 1 went be-
low to get my breakfast he dipped

UP a bueket of water from the
side and threw off his clothes lor a
hath, i was watching him casually,
for- his quick, lithe motions always
had a fascination for me, and I no-
ticed around his neck a sort of rosary,
which, when I observed more closely,
seemed to be a diminutive imitationus those peculiar ancient rosaries that
have frequently been found in use in
China. Tibet, North America and
old Mexico. I believe they have also
been dug up wih the relies unearthed
from the ancient tumuli of the mound
builders.

“Why do you wear that thing, Mc-
Kim?” 1 asked. He flushed, and then
looked rather vexed.

“It belonged to my’ grandmother,”
he answered shortly. “It is an amu-
let. Here, hoy, throw that water over
me,” he added, turning to one of the
sailors. %

I saw that he was touchy about the
thing, so 1 made no further comment,
but went heiow.

The little hay where we dropped
anchor was a fine harbor, landlocked
on all sides by high, hold, rounded
hills, naked of vegetation and studded
with great black granite boulders; a
wild, desolate place and uninhabited
except for a few fishermen’s huts on
the shore. We got a hold o r a. couple
of coolies who came out in a sailing
sampan, and after much haranging,
for their dialect, was different from
any that I had encountered in my
missionary work, made them under-
stand what we wanted, and that there
would he twice the amount of money
paid them when they returned. Our
patron’s agent was to send us haek a
scrap of paper hearing a character of
which we held the duplicate to indi-
cate that our message had been re-
ceived.

The following day the messengers
returned, so 1 got everything in readi-
ness to receive our cargo. The silk
was to go down in the fore peak un-
der some extra sails and the opium
under a false flooring beneath our
cabin. I had seen enough of Chinese
character not to trust it too far. so l
got out my Colt’s revolver and care-
fully oiled and loaded it. getting Mc-
Kim to do the same. Then l armed
the sailors with heavy knives that l
had secured before leaving Manila,
and cautioned them against turning

their backs on the crew of the dhow.
The night came down dark and

murky, and blotted out the shore line
except where here and there the
shoulder of some great overhanging
hill loomed blackly against the som-
bre sky The water was dead and.
dismal Not a ripple nor a flicker of
phosphorescence came from the sea,

though now and then I felt the puff

of a chilly land breeze, smelling of

moist earth and rotting seaweed. 1
was leaning on the rail trying to

cheer myself with a reflective pipe,
for my spirits were very low. and
thinking of the altered conditions be-
tween my first and second trios io

China—the first as a missionary, the

second a smuggler.
Suddenly I caught the faint

“chunk-a-chuuk ' that the great stein
sculling oar* of a freight sampan
makes upon its thole pin. I called
McKim, who came up through the
companions ay buckling on his gun.
(We listened together, and presently
heard the soft "pat, pat” of naked
feet as the coolies who were sculling

the craft threw the weight first on
one foot and then on the other. Our
crew were gathered together forward
in a little black huddled knot, and

presently one of them crawled steathi-
ly aft.

, ,

“What is it?” 1 asked in a whisper.

The man pointed his skinny arm
into the darkness. Following the di-

rection there suddenly resolved itself
from the gloom a great square opa-
city that stood out against the denser
darkness behind. It puzzled me at
first, and then I made it out to he the

big black sail of the dhow, which
had been hoisted to catch the fitful
puffs of the night breeze.

Our anchor light was burning a
dead yellow. 1 went below’. and,

lighting a powerful lantern we had
got for the purpose, hoisted it on a

halliard that 1 had reeved through a
little block lashed to the spring stay

the day before. The light flared sud-
denly on the big sail of the dhow,

that was now close aboard. A patter

of muffled orders in a guttural voice
came from her decks;

- “Hello,” said 1. “Stand by for a

line.”
“S-ee-yah-aa

” came a voice in

answer.
1 sent a heaving line uncoiling

snakily through the darkness, it fell

athwart her decks and in a moment
we had her moored bow and stern.

McKim dropped our sea ladder and
immediately the crew of the dhow
came swarming up. I couldn’t see any

use for more than the captain, so 1

shoved the rest of the mob hack and
hauled up the ladder. A light whip

had been rigged from the main top-

sail-yard arm, and 1 ordered our crew

to man it. and in a moment the hales

and boxes came swinging over the
side. No attempt was made to ex-
amine them, as we were simply to
receive what was sent and receipt for
the total number of pieces.

The Chinaman who had come

aboard carried a piece of paper in his

hand which he signified that he want-

ed signed. McKim carried it below.
The Chinaman stood beside the hatch

waiting for him to come ifp. I was
busy tallying in the hales, the last of

which was just coining aboard, but
something, I don’t know what, im-
pelled me to watch that Chinaman
out of the tail of my eye. And as I

watched the hales with one eye and

the man with the other I saw his

hand suddenly slide down to his belt

and caught the flash of the cargo
light on naked steel.

“Look out. McKim!” T shouted.
A wild, errie scream came in an-

swer and a wave of dark, agile fig-

ures came pouring suddenly over the

how and stern. My gun was out in
a flash, and I cut down on the man at

the head of the companionway, who,

with another scream even wilder than
the first, lurched headlong into the
scuppers. The next moment McKim
was on deck, and together we leaped
onto the deck house.

Up forward our sailors were fight-

ing for their lives, and for a moment
they stayed the rush from that direc-
tion, giving me time to reach under
our dinghy, which we carried lashed
bottom side up on the deck house,
and to slip out the heavy teak tiller
which was shoved under the after

thwart. It was well that I did so. for
our revolvers were quickly emptied

into the faces of the mob. and the
next moment we were back to hack
fighting a blind and hopeless fight
against overpowering odds.

McKim had got hold of a long iron
capstan brake that he had torn from

the hands of one of Ihe assailants,
and was lashing about him like a
wildcat. I had thrown my empty re-
volver into a man’s face, and. grip-
ping the tiller with both hands, was
getting in blow after blow as oppor-

tiyity offered, parrying occasional
thrusts as best I could. For what
seemed a long time we beat them
hack as fast as they leaped up at us.
then suddenly something heavy struck
me in the chest, and over I went with
a crash, and the next moment was
almost suffocated in writhing, grip-
ping forms, and remember with dis-
gust + he abominable stench of opium
mingled with a nasty fishy smell that
was overpowering. My arms were
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PART I.
'

The ship was one mass of incon-

gruities from stem to stern.. To be-

gin with, she wore the red, white and

biue of Uncle Sam’s Quartermaster’s
Department on her two big buff fun-
nels and flew the British ensign.

Tiie greatest incongruity sos the
whole outfit was that of the ship’s
captain and his first mate. The cap-
tain was an ex-Royal Navy orticer of
the frequent bluff, beefy, seagoing
type, with a voice like a sea lion ant
a iiand like the fluke of a whale.

The mate, on the other hand, im-
pressed me as being the mongrel
strain of two fine breeds. It was not
easy to form an idea of what nation-
ality he belonged to. One instinctive-
ly felt him to be a type without being
able to say what. Some thought that
he was an Egyptian, others a Mongol,
a few sized him up as a “down East’'
Yankee. Whatever he might be, he
c< rtainly possessed all of the ear-
marks of a gentleman both in appear-
ance and behavior. I never knew
of but one person that gauged him
correctly for what he was, and that
was myself.

To one who had made the study of
anthropology that I had the man was
absorbingly interesting both mentally
and physically. He stood about six
set t in heigh and might have weighed
17f» pounds. I saw* him several times
early in the morning taking a bath
under the deck hose, and noticed that,
when standing naturally, his arms
hung well clear of his hips, reminding
one of the figures of the men pictured
in Egyptian hieroglyphics.

His face was the most sinister that
T have ever seen on any man, savage
or civilized. The hair, straight, coarse
arul black, typically Indian, was
brushed away from a brow broad and
intelligent enough but carved straight

across without the slightest supercil-
iary arch. Underneath a pair of heavy
brows there shone a pair of cold me-
tallic eyes as fierce and unblinking as
an eagle’s. His nose was aquiline and
keenly chiseled, and his mouth, thin-
lipped and compressed. was cut
straight across his face like a gash.

The man’s actions were as striking

as his appearance. He seemed in-
capable of slowness or deliberation.
Once I saw’ him reach for a loose roll
of marlin stuff that was lying on the
deck at the same time that one of the
sailors stooped to pick it un. The rope
was off the deck, throw’n into the
bosun’s chest near by and McKim on
his way aft before the sailor had
straightened his back again.

One could see at a glance that the
transport captain hated the sight of
the mate, having, no doubt, the usual

British navy suspicion and dislike of

anything that acted independently and
of its own volition. The cajftain was
forever grow ling and fault-finding, and
I often w’ondered just what effect it
had upon the mate, for his face was
as immobile as a mask, and lie would
simply salute and get to work to rem-
edy the matter. The clash which 1

•plainly saw was imminent came at
last, and in a most remarkable man-
ner. «•-*.—

The captain was just finishing hi?
morning inspection of the ship, made
in company with the quartermaster,
captain, doctor and aids. As they came
through the forward alleyway to
reach the deck he noticed a small
puddle of. water formed by’ the con-
densation of the moisture on a wa|'i-
pipe overhead.

The mate was standing by the star-
board bitts at the foot of the com-
panionway leading to the deck above.

“Mr. McKim!” growled the captain.
The mate was at his side in three
quick steps.

“Why don’t you keep the water off
the deck? What d’ye think this is—-
a fishin’ smack or a Sound coaster?”

“You don’t want the pipe parcelled,
so it can't be helped, sir,” replied thq
mate. He said “can’t” with the broad
Maine accent. “The pipe’s cold and
the air’s hot, so the water's bound to

condense!”
“Her!—very interestin’!” sneered the

captain. “Well, mister mate, I want
to tell ye that it will be helped, by
.

, or the deck ’ll be gettin’ as
rotten as the crew! Get out the way!”

He stepped across the puddle, and

the mate leaned hack against the
bulkhead to give him room to pass.

Whether it was by accident or design

I do not know, although I suspect the
latter, hut the burly brute of a skip-

per, although the ship was steady

and there was plenty of room, delib-
erately planted his great heavy-soled
boot on the mate’s instep, at the same
time brushing him roughly with his
elbow.

I heard a low soft gurgle—the
pound of a cat when stroked —and
saw the mate’s hands Hash up to the
captain’s waist, just above the belt. It
simply looked as though he had

grasped him instinctively to take the

weight from off his foot, but the next

instant there was a bellow of pain and

fright that fairly’ shook the deck, and
the captain came lurching through

the door and reeled over against the

rail. The high color had left Jiis face,

and it was drawn and tense.
“My God!” he gasped: “my God!”
I turned to him instantly, and no-

ticed that his shirt on both sides of

his body was blood-soaked. I glanced

for a moment toward the mate; liis

hands were hanging empty at his

sides, and his face was expressionless,
but just for an instant I caught the

flat red gleam in both ey’es. Ihe cap-

tain was getting paler, and the pet-

spiration stood out on his face m

beads. I pulled up his shirt and to

myr astonishment found not the cut

that I expected, but a great semi-cir-
cular tear through skin and adipose.

The mate had torn the flesh apart
with his hands!

No one seemed to know just what

course to take in the matter. The ac-
tion was so grotesquely inhuman that
it didn’t seem to fall under any defi-
nite jurisdiction, so the captain-quar-
termaster decided to let the matter
drop until we reached Manila and
then ship a. mate more canny in his
actions. .

..

The next day I was leaning on the

rail watching the little flying fish

spattering out under the bows, when

I was conscious of a lighJL tread be-

hind me. I looked over my’ shoulder
and saw McKim..

“Good morning.” I remarked cas-
ually. I was intensely interested in

the man. but felt instinctively that to

betray’ it would be to fog the plate.

"Good morning. Dr. Boles,” he an-

swered. He paused a moment, then
remarked suddenly: “You saw me

lose my temper with the captain yes-

terday ?”

"Yes,” T said: “you have a strong
grip, McKim. I’ve seen some queer

wounds in my time, but never one
made in that way.”

“What do you think they’ll do

about it?” he asked.
“I think you'll lose your billet,” I

answered.
“I don't care for thatj.’ said he. “All

I wanted was to get out here.”
"What are you going to do?” I ask-

ed, carelessly.
“Get a little vessel and trade around

the islands. I can buy a fifty-ton brig
out here for five thousand.” He re-
garded me silently for a few minutes.

"Doctor,” he said, “I don't know
why a man of your age, and an Eng-
lishman at that, should want to comp
out to this God-forsaden place as an
acting assistant surgeon in the army
There’s no money in it and not much
glory.” There was a hit of a sneer
on his face as he said this.

“Now, I’ve got a proposition to
make. I want another man to go in
with me on this trading scheme. There
is no end of money in it. I’ve made
two trips out here before, and know
what I’m talking about. Do you
know anything about a ship?”

“A little.” I said.
“When will your time be up?” he

asked.
“It's up now as far as that's con-

cerned. My contract was only made
for a month.”

“Have you ever been in the East
before?” he asked.

“Ye3.” I answered. “I once went
out to China as a medical missionary.
Now I want to see the Filipinos. You
ought to he interested in them your-
self.” I remarked, turning to him sud-
denly. “They’re distant blood rela-
tions of yours.”

His eyes narrowed. “What do you
mean ?”

“Haven’t you got some Indian
blood? North American. I mean.”

.

“What makes you think so?”
“Because I’ve studied racial pecu-

liarities and see many points of simi-
larity.”

“You are right, doctor. My grand-
mother was a Tuscarora woman.”

“And your grandfather?”
“A Scotch Puritan.” he answered,

with a slight smile. “Queer combina-
tion, wasn't it? I was brought up
among the Indians until I was 12
years old, and then I was sent to my
cousin’s people in Maine.”

“And went to sea witli the fishing
fleet. Summer on the hanks and win-
ter on the farm,” I added.

“How do you know that?”
“Partly because every one there’s

i fisherman, partly from the way you
hold your hands.”

“Right again, doctor. But let me
tell you more about my trading
scheme.”

He explained the idea with so much
clearness and certainty that I began
to get interested, and before lie had
finished I was about as enthusiastic as
a man can be who has made a failure
of everything he had tried from boy-
hood to his fortieth year. The out-
come of it was that I decided to go
into it with him, he to be master of
the vessel, with a three-quarter inter-
est, and I as mate, with a quarter.
Hie proceeds would be shared on that
ratio.

When we reached Manila McKim
was informed that his services wer?
no longer required, as I had foreseen.
[ had rather more difficulty than I ex-
pected in getting my contract an-
nulled, and was, in fact, subject to
considerable criticism for leaving tin*
service right upon arriving on the
scene of action. But I had gotten
past the age when sentiment counted
for much, and I was sick and tired
of taking orders from every one in
sight, anyway; so I simply demanded
that my. contract he annulled, and in
due time was successful.

McKim came in to see me almost
every day. Most of his time was spent
along the Pasig and paddling around
inside the break-water looking for a
suitable vessel at a reasonable price.
Until my contract was annulled I was
occupied with my duties in the First
Reserve Hospital, where I had been
temporarily assigned. One day I met
him on the Ecolta talking to a Span-
ish mestizo who seemed greatly ex-
cited.

“Good morning, doctor,’ he remark-
'd in Spanish. “Senor Valdez.” turn-
ing to the mestizo, “permit me to in-
troduce my partner. Dr. Boles. Senor
Valdez,” he continued to me, “owns
i vessel that I think might answer
>ur purpose were it not for the sad

fact that some of her frames and part
of her keel are badlv burned as the
result of a fire that broke out in he*'
cargo a few months ago.”

Before we got through with him he
was overjoyed to let us have her at
our own price, which was fair enough,
and we made him throw in an extfft
anchor and 200 fathoms of three-inch
coir hawser.

The following day McKim shipped
i native crew three, Tagals and two
Visayans, 110 110 men, who afterward
turned out to he brave, devoted ser-
vants. Our idea was to run down
among the southern islands of the
archipelago and try to pick up a car-
go of hemp and tobacco, especially
the former, as the war had put the
price ’way up. Many of the ports
were still closed, but natives can he
induced to run cargoes off at night
and besides there were the pearls and
copra to consider. I was strongly in
favor of a trip to Sydney or Melbourne
after a load of trading junk, calico
prints, condemned cutlery and stuff
of that sort, knowing how much the
natives preferred these things to
money. But McKim seemed to think
there was more in getting our hand. 1,
on all of the lose hemp around the
islands.

A week later we had got our craft
m pretty good seagoing shape. I had
the cabin aft slightly remodeled and
made very’ comfortable. Some Chine,

carpenters had been strengthening the
burned portions, replacing some of
the teak frames and fishing others in
weak spots. One afternoon I was su-
perintending the work as McKim was
ishore haggling with Valdez about
stored. when I saw a banca coming
alongside. Under the awning sat the
biggest, fattest Chinaman I ever saw
As he seemed to want to come aboard
1 called to one of the crew to drop
the ladder for him. With amazing ac-
tivity’ for a man of his size he cam*

up over the side and stood smiling
at me placidly. It was easy to see
that he was a person of some conse
luence, both from his brisket, foi

only a wealthy Chinaman grows real-
!y fat. and from the richness and care
with which he was dressed.

“Good afternoon.” I remarked in
Spanish. He answered fluently in tin
samp tongue.
“Is this Mr. McKim?” he added.

wrenched back until I though that
my shoulder blades would go, and
turn after turn of thin hark twine
was whipped around and cut deep
inly-lav wrists.

Although repeatedly struck and
cuffed I did not lT se consciousness,
and the most dist\ct impression re-
tained is that of McKim, the clothes
torn away from the upper part of
his body, a great, gaping gash over
his eye from which the blood spat-

tered over his demoniacal face, which
was working grotesquely in the dim,
flickering light from the cargo lan-
tern, and even at the time I was
struck by the weird similarity of his
face to those about him.

So quick were his actions that they
seemed unable to reach him with any
weapon then suddenly some great ob-
ject flew up from the crowd. There
was the scrunching noise of iron on
hone, and the next moment, he was
gone!

(To be concluded next week.)

Asthma Gan Be Cured
The statement of Mr. J. F. Homan, 20

E. Adams St., Chicago, proves that the
worst cases of Asthma in the world are

not only relieved, but are readily cured

by Dr. Schiffrr.ann’s Asthma Cure. He
says: “Asthma kept me in terrible mis-
ery for ten years until 1 used your
Asthma Cure. After the first trial I was
a changed man. I went to sleep that
night and awoke next day much relieved
and I have gotten entirely over the Asth-
ma. It is now nine years since I was
cured.”

Sold by all druggists at 50c and Si.oo.
Send 2c stam£> to Dr. R. Schiffmann, Box
894 St. Paul, Minn., for a free trial
package.
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Investor’s Union
An old Financial Investment Company.
We can help you to save money.

We can assist you to build and own a Home

Monthly payments about equal to house rent.

Call and examine our Six Per Cent SIOO Certificates.
Saving and Investing Creates Wealth. We can aid you.

GEORGE ALLEN, Secretary,
22 Pullen Building.

Wanted
Manage**
for
Western
North Carolina
by an
old line
Insurance
Company.
Splendid
Contract on
salary
and
Commission

For particulars address

The
Germania Life

Ins- Co-
,
RALEIGH, NORTH CAROLINA

FOR YOUR
Sash Weights, Mill Castings,

I
Iron Columns or any Cast-

' Iron or Machine Work, .....

Be Sure to Write

Raleigh Iron Works Co.
Raleigh North Carolina

Locomotive Rebuilding a Specialty

1 PFNNYROYAi PIE 1 %
I falvlV I IW I fit. B omissions, increase vig-
•

"

—-1 or and banish “pains
of menstruation.” They are “LIFJB SAVERS ” to girls at
womanhood, aiding development of organs and body. No
known remedy for women equals them. Cannot do harm—life
becomes a pleasure. SI.OO PJ'llf. IiOX 15Y MAIL. Solti
by druggists. DR. MOTT’S CHEMICAL CO., Cleveland, Ohio

For Sale By BOBBITT-WYNNE DRUG COMPANY.
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