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SYNOPSIS. 

CHAPTER IX.—Moira McTavish. chilu- 
homi friend of Bryce arid employed in his 
office, makes Shirley’s acquaintance and 
tlie two become friends. Needing money 
badly, John Cardigan offers to sell Pen- 
nington the Valley of the Giants, but the 
Colonel, confident the property must soon 
be bis through the bankruptcy of his 
enemies, contemptuously refuses. Un- 
known to her uncle, Shirley buys the 
Valley and the Cardigans have a new 
lease of business life. They interest capi- 
tal and decide on a scheme to parallel 
Pennington’s logging railroad. 

“He loans us the money to’build 
our roati. We build it—on through 
our timber and into ids. The collat- 
eral security which we put up will be 
a twenty-five-year contract to haul 
his logs to tidewater on Humboldt 
hay, at a base freight rate of one dol- 
lar and fifty cents, with an increase 
of twenty-five cents per thousand 
every five years thereafter, and an op- 
tion for a renewal of the contract j 
upon expiration, at the rate of freight 
last paid. In addition we sell him, at 
a 'reasonable figure, sufficient land 
fronting on tidewater to enable him 
to erect a sawmill, lay out his yards, 
and build a dock out Into the deep 
water. 

“Thus Gregory will have that which 
he hasn’t got now—aji outlet to his 
market by water; and when the rail- 
road to Sequoia builds in from the 
south, it will connect with the road 
which we have built from Sequoia up 
into Township nine to the north; 
hence Gregory will also have an out- 
let to his market by rail. He can 

easily get a good manager to run his 
lumber business until he finds a cus- 

tomer for it. and in the meantime we 

will lie charging his account with our 

freight bills against him and gradual- 
ly pay oft the loan without pinching 
ourselves.” 

John Cardigan’s old hand came grop- 
ingly forth and rested affectionately 
upon his boy’s. “You forget, my son. 

that we cannot hist in business long 
enough to get that road built, even 

though Gregory should agree t»» 
finance tin* building of it. The inter- 
est on our bonded indebtedness is 
payable on the first—” 

“We can meet it. sir.” 
“Aye. but we can’t meet the fifty 

thousand dollars which, under the 
terms of our d**« 1 of trust, we nr** re- 

quired t<i i ;i\ ift on July first of each 
year as a sinking fund toward the re- 

tire! lent of our bonds. Bryce, ir just 
can't Ik* done. Wi'd have our road 
about half completed when we’d bust 
up in business; indeed, the minute 
Pennington suspected we were paral- 
leling his line, he’d choke off our wind. 
I tell you it can’t he done.” 

But Bryce contradicted him earn- 

estly. “It can be done,” he said. “If 
we can start building our road and 
have it half completed before Pen- 
nington jumps on us, Gregory will 
simply have to come to our aid in sell- 
defense. Once he ties up with us, lie’s 
committed to the task of seeing us 
through. I can do it, I tell you.” 

John Cardigan raised his hand. 
“No,” he said firmly, “I will not allow 
you to do this. That way—that is the 
Pennington method. If we fall, my 
son, we pass out like gentlemen, not 
blackguards. We will not take advan- 
tage of this man Gregory’s faith. If 
he joins forces with us, we lay our 
hand on the table and let him look.” 

“Then he’ll never join hands with 
us, partner. W e re done.” 

“We’re not done, my son. We have 
one alternative, and I'm going to take 
it. I’ve got to—for your sake. More- 
over. your mother would have wished 
it so.” 

“You don’t mean—” 

"Yes. I do. I’m going to sell Pen- 
nington my Valley of the Giants. It 
Is my personal property, and it is not 

mortgaged. Pennington can never 

foreclose on it—and until lie gets it, 
twenty-five hundred acres of virgin 
timber on Squaw creek are valueless— 
nay, a source of expense to him* 
Bryce, be has to have it; and lie'll pay 
the price, when he knows I mean 

business.” 
with a sweeping gesture he waved 

aside the arguments that rose to his 
son’s lips. “l ead me to the telephone,” 
lie commanded; and Bi-yee, recogniz- 
ing Ids' sire's unalterable detenuina- 
tion, obeyed. 

“Find Pennington's number in the 
| telephone book,” John Cardigan com- 

mantled next. 
i Bryce found it. and his father pro- 

ceeded to get tile Colonel on the wire. 
“Pennington,” he said hoarsely, “tikis 
Is John Cardigan speaking. I’ve de- 

| cided to sell you that quarter-section 
that blocks your timber on Squaw 
creek.” 

“Indeed,” the Colonel purred. “I 
had an idea you were going to pre- 

! sent it to the city for a natural park.” 
“I’ve changed my mind. I’ve decid- 

ed to sell at your last offer.” 
“I’ve changed my mind, too. Tve 

decided not to buy—at my last offer. 
Goodnight.” 

Slowly John Cardigan hung the re- 

ceiver on the hook, turned and groped 
for his son. When he found him, the 
old man held him for a moment in his 
arms. “Lead me upstairs, son,” he 
murmured presently. “I’m tired. I’m 
going to bed.” 

When Colonel Seth Pennington 
turned from the telephone and faced 
his niece, Shirley read his triumph In 
his face. “Old Cardigan has capitu- 
lated at last,” he cried exultingl.v. “He 
Just telephoned to say he’d accept my 
last offer for his Valley of the Giants.” 

“But you're not going to buy It. 

l'ou told him so, Uliele t>eth.” 
“Of course I’m not going to buy It. 

Rt my Inst offer. It’s worth five thou- 
sand dollars in the open market, arfd 
once I offered him fifty thousand for 
It. Now I’ll give him five.” 

“I wonder why he wants to sell;” 
Shirley mused. “From what Bryce 
Cardigan told me once, his father at- 

taches a sentimental value to that 
strip of woods; his wife is buried 
there.” 

“He’s selling it because he’s desper- 
ate. If lie wasn't teetering on the 
verge of bankruptcy, he’d never let 
me outgame him.” Bennington replied 
gayl.v. “I’ll wait until he has gone 
bust—and save twenty-five or thirty 
thousand dollars.” 

“I think you’re biting off your nose 

to spite your face, Uncle Seth. The 

I.aguna Grande Lumber company 
needs that outlet. In dollars and 

cents, what is it worth to the com- 

pany?” 
“If I thought I couldn’t get it from 

Cardigan a few months from now, I’d 

go as high as a hundred thousand for 
it tonight,” he answered coolly. 

“In that event, I advise you to take 
It for fifty thousand. It’s terribly 
hard on old Mr. Cardigan to have to 
sell it, even at that price.” 

“You do not understand these mat- 
ters. Shirley. Don’t try. And don’t 
waste your sympathy on that old 

humbug. He has to dig up fifty thou- 
sand dollars to pay on his bonded in- 
debtedness, and lie’s finding it a diffi- 
cult job. He’s just sparring for time, 
but he'll lose out.” 

As if !o indicate that he considered 
the matter closed, the Colonel drew 
his chair toward the fire, picked up a 

magazine, and commenced idly to slit 
tlie pages. Shirley studied the back 
of his head for some time, then got 
out some fancy work and commenced 
plying her ueedle. And as she plied 
it, a thought, nebulous at first, gradual- 
ly took form in her head until even- 

tually she murmured loud enough for 
tlie Colonel to hear: 

“I’ll do it." 
“Do what?” Pennington queried. 
“Something nice for somebody who 

did something nice for me,” she an- 

swered. 
About two o’clock the following nrt- ; 

eraoon old Judge Moore of the Su- 

perior court of Humboldt county, drift- 
ed into Bryce Cardigan's office, snt 
down uninvited, and lifted his long 
legs to the top of an adjacent chair. 

“Well, Bryce, my hoy,” he began, 
“a little bird tells me your daddy Is 
considering the sale of Cardigan’s 
Tied woods, or the Valley of the Giants. 
How about it?” 

Bryce stared at him a moment ques- 
tioningly. “Yes, judge,” he replied, 
“we'll sell, if we get our price.” 

“Well,” his visitor drawled. ”1 have 
a client who might be persuaded. I’m 
here to talk turkey. What’s your 

price?” 
“Before we talk price.” Bryce par- 

ried. “I want you to answer a ques- 
tion." 

“Let her fly,” said Judge Moore. 
“Are \ou, directly or indirectly, act- 

ing for fohmel Bennington?” 
“T! > none of your business, young 

man--at least. It would be none of 
your business if I were, directly or in- 
directly. acting for that unconvicted 
thief. To tlie best of my information 
and belief. Colonel Bennington doesn’t 
figure iii this deal in any way, shape 
or manner: and as you know. I’ve been 
your daddy’s friend for thirty years.” 

Still Bryce was not convinced, not- 

withstanding the fact that he would 
have staked his honor on the judge’s 
veracity. Nobody knew better than lie 
in wliat devious ways the Colonel 
worked, bis wonders to perform. 

“Well.” he said, “I can name you a 

price. I will state frankly, however, 
that I believe it to be over your head. 
We have several times refused to sell 
to Colonel Bennington for a hundred 
thousand dollars.” 

“Naturally that little dab of timber 
is worth more to Bennington than to 

anybody else. However, my client has 
given me instructions to go as high as 

a hundred thousand if necessary to get 
the property.” 

“What?” 
“I said it. One hundred thousand 

dollars of the present standard 
weight and fineness.” 

Judge Moore’s last statement swept 
away Bryce's suspicions. He required 
now no further evidence that, regard- 
less of the identity of the judge’s 
client, that client could not possibly be 
Col. Seth Pennington or anyone acting 
for him, since only the night before 
Pennington had curtly refused to buy 
the property for fifty thousand dollars. 
For a moment Bryce stared stupidly 
at his visitor. Then he recovered his 
wits. 

“Sold!” he almost shouted, and after | 
the fashion of the West extended his 
hand to clinch the bargain. The judge 
shook it solemnly. “The Lord loveth 

‘•The Lord Loveth a Quick Trader," 
He Declared. 

a quick trader,” he declared. “Here’s 
the deed already made out In favor of 
myself, as trustee." He winked know- 
ingly. 

“Client’s a bit modest, I take It," 
Biyce suggested. 

"Oh, very. Of course I’m only haz- 
arding a guess, but that guess is that 
the Colonel is in for a razooing at the 
hands of somebody with a small 
grouch against him.” 

“May the Lord strengthen that 
somebody’s arm,” Bryce breathed fer- 
vently. “If your client can afford to 
hold out long enough, he'll be able to 

buy Pennington’s Squaw creek timber 
at a bargain.” 

“My understanding is that such Is 
the program.” 

Bryce reached for the deed, then 
reached for his hat. “If you’ll be good 
enough to wait here, Judge Moore, I’ll 
run up to the house and get my father 
to sign this deed. The Valley of the 
Giants Is his personal property, you 
know. He didn’t Include it in his as- 

sets when incorporating the Cardigan 
Redwood Lumber company.” 

A quarter of an hour later he re- 
turned with the deed duly signed by 
John Cardigan and witnessed by 
Bryce; whereupon the judge careless- 
ly tossed his certified check for a hun- 
dred thousand dollars on Bryce’s desk 
and departed whistling “Turkey in the 
Straw.” Bryce reached for the tele- 
phone and called up Colonel Penning- 
ton. 

“Bryce Cardigan speaking,” he be- 
gan, but the Colonel cut him short. | 

“My dear, impulsive young friend,” 
he interrupted In oleaginous tones, 
“how often do you have to be told that 
I am not quite ready to buy that quar- 
ter-section ?” 

“Oh,” Bryce retorted, “I merely 
called up to tell you that every dollar 
and every asset you have In the world, 
including your heart’s blood, isn't suf- 
ficient to buy the Valley of the Giants 
from us now.” 

“Eh? What’s that? Why?” 
“Because, my dear, overcautious am' 

thoroughly unprincipled enemy, it wa; 

sold five minutes ago for the tidy sum 

of one hundred thousand dollars, anil 
if you don't believe me, come over to 
my office and I'll let you feast your 
eyes on the certified check.” 

He could hear a distinct gasp. Aftei 
an interval of five seconds, however j 
the Colonel recovered his poise. “1 j 
congratulate you,” he purred. “I sup i 
pose I'll have to wait a little longer 
now, won’t I? Well—patience Is my ; 

middle name. Au.revolr, 
The Colonel hung up. Ills hard face | 

was ashen with rage, and he stared at 
a calendar on the wall with his cold 
phidinn stare. However, he was not 
without a generous stock of optimism. 
“Somebody has learned of the low t 
state of the Cardigan fortune,” he 
mused, “and taken advantage of it ti ! 
induce the old man to sell at last 
They're .figuring on selling to me at a | 
neat profit. And 1 certainly did over- j 
play m\ linnd last night. However I 
there’s nothing to do now except sit I 
tight and wait for the new owner’s ! 
next move.” 

Meanwhile, in the general office of I 
the Cardigan Itedwood Lumber com- • 

pany. joy was rampant Bryce Cnrdi- ; 
gan was tloing a buck and wing dance j 
around the room, while Moira McTav- 
ish, with her hack to her tali desk. 
watched him, in tier i\es a tremendous ; 
joy and a sweet, yearning glow of 1 
adorn'ion that Bryce was too happy 
and excited to uorice. 

Suddenly he paused before her. 
“Moira, you're a lucky girl,” he de- 
clared. “I thought this morning you 
were going hack to a kitchen in a log- 
ging camp. It almost broke my heart 
to think of fate’s swindling you like 
that.” He put his arm around her and 
gave her a brotherly hug. "It's 
autumn in the woods. Moira, and all 
the underbrush Is golden.” 

She smiled, though it was winter in 

her heart. 

CHAPTER X. 

A careful analysis of Shirley’s feel- 
ings toward Bryce Cardigan immedi- 
ately following the incident in Pen- 
nington's woods, had showed her that 
under more propitious circumstances 
she might have fallen In love with that 
tempestuous young man in sheer rec- 

ognition of the many lovable and man- 

ly qualities she hail discerned in him. 
As an offset to the credit side of 
Bryce’s account with her, however, 
there appeared certain debits in the 
consideration of which Shirley always 
lost her temper and was immediately 
quite certain she loathed the unfor- 
tunate man. 

He had been an honored and (for 
aught Shirley knew to the contrary) 
welcome guest in the Pennington home 
one night, and the following day had 
assaulted his host, committed great 
bodily Injuries upon the latter’s em- 

ployees for little or no reason save the 
satisfaction of an abominable temper, 
made threats of further violence, de- 
clared his unfaltering enmity to her 
nearest anil best-loved relative, and in 
the next breath had had the insolence 
to prate of his respect and admiration 
for her. 

However, all of these grave crimes 
and misdemeanors were really insig- 
nificant compared with his crowning 
offense. What had infuriated Shirley 
was the fact that she had been at some 

pains to inform Bryce Cardigan that 
she loathed him—whereat he had 
looked her over coolly, grinned a little, 
and declined to believe her! Then, 
seemingly as if fate had decreed that 
her futility should be impressed upon 
her still further, Bryce Cardigan had 
been granted an opportunity to save, 
in a strikingly calm, heroic and pain- 
ful manner, her and her uncle from 
certain and horrible death, thus plac- 
ing upon Shirley an obligation that 
was as irritating to acknowledge as it 
was futile to attempt to reciprocate. 

That was where the shoe pinched. 
Before that day was over she had 
been forced to do one of two things— 
acknowledge in no uncertain terms her 
indebtedness to him, or remain silent 
and to be convicted of having been, in 
plain language, a rotter. So she bad 
telephoned him and purposely left 
ajar the door to their former friendly 
relations. 

Monstrous! He had seen the open 
door and deliberately slammed it in 
her face. Luckily for them both she 
had heard, all unsuspected by him as 
he slowly hung the receiver on the 
hook, the soliloquy wherein he gave 
her a pointed hint of the distress with 

> which he abdicated—which knowledge 
was all that deterred her from despis- 
ing him with the fervor of a woman 
scorned. 

The fascination which a lighted 
candle holds for a moth Is too well 
known to require further elucidation 
here. In yielding one day to a desire 

to visit the Vaiiey of the Giant*, Ship- 
ley told herself that she was going 
there to gather wild blackberries. She 
had been thinking of a certain black- 
berry pie, which thought naturally in- 
duced reflection on Bryce Cardigan 
and reminded Shirley of her first visit 
to the Giants under the escort of a boy 
in knickerbockers. 

Her meeting with Moira McTavish 
that day, and the subsequent friend- 
ship formed with the woods-boss’ 
daughter, renewed all her apprehen- 
sions. On the assumption that Shir- 
ley and Bryce were practically 
strangers to each other (an assump- 
tion which Shirley, for obvious rea- 

sons, did not attempt to dissipate), 
Moira did not hesitate to mention 
Bryce very frequently. To her he was 

the one human being in the world 
utterly worth while, and It Is nat- 
ural for women to discuss, fre- 
quently and at great length, the 
subject nearest their hearts. Moira 

/f 
Moira Described Bryce in Minute De- 

tail. 

described Bryce In minute detail anil 
related to her eager auditor little un- 

conscious daily acts of kindness, 
thoughtfulness or humor performed by 
Bryce—bis devoton to his father, his 
idealistic attitude toward the Cardi- 
gan employees, bis ability, his indus- 
try. And presently, little by little, 

SFflrley’s resentment against him 

faded, and in her heart was horn a 

great wistfulness bred of the hope that 
some day she would meet Bryce Cardi- 
gan on the street and that he would 

pause, lift Ills hat. smile at her his 

compelling smile and forthwith pro- j 
< eed to bully her into being friendly J 
and forgiving—browbeat her into ad- ! 
mitting her change of heart and glory- i 

ing in it. 
To this remarkable state of mind 

had Shirley Sumner attained at the 
'ime John Cardigan, leading his last 
little trump in a v?in hope that it 
would enable him to take the odd trick 
in the huge game he had played for 
fifty years, decided to sell his Valley 
of the Giants. 

Shirley, as explained in a preceding 
chapter, had been present the night 
John Cardigan, desperate and brought 
to bay at last, had telephoned Penning- 
ton at the latter’s home, accepting Pen- 
nington’s last offer for the Valley of 
tin* Giants. The cruel triumph in the 
Colonel’s handsome face as he curtly 
rebuffed old Cardigan had been too ap- 
parent for the girl to mistake; she 
realized now that a crisis had come in 

the affairs of the Cardigans, and across 

her vision there flashed again the 
vision of Bryce Cardigan’s homecom- 
ing—of a tall old man with his trem- 

bling arms clasped around his boy. 
with grizzled cheek laid against his 
son’s, as one who. seeking comfort 
through hitter years, at length had 
found it. 

Presently another thought came to 
Shirley. “I wonder!” she mused. “lie’s 
proud. Perhaps the realization that 
he will soon be penniless and shorn of 
his high estate has made him chary of 
acquiring new friends in his old cir- 
cle. Perhaps if he were secure in his 
business affairs— Ah, yes! Poor boy ! 
He was desperate for fifty thousand 
dollars!” Her heart swelled. “Oh. 
Bryce, Bryce,” she murmured, “I think 
I’m beginning to understand some of 
your fury that day in the woods. It’s 
all a great mystery, hut I’m sure you 
didn’t intend to he so—so terrible. Oh, 
my dear, if we had only continued to 
he the good friends we started out to 

he, perhaps you’d let me help you now. 
For what good is money if one cannot 

help one’s dear friends in distress? 
Still, I know you wouldn’t let me help 
you. for men of your stamp cannot 
borrow from a woman, no matter how 
desperate their need. And yet—you 
only need a paltry fifty thousand dol- 
lars !” 

Shirley carried to bed with her that 
night the woes of the Cardigans, and 
in the morning she telephoned Moira 
McTavish and invited the latter to 
lunch with her at home that noon. 
When Moira came, Shirley saw that 
she had been weeping. 

“My poor Moira!” she said, putting 
her arms around her visitor. “What 
has happened to distress you? There, 
there, dear! Tell me ail about it.” 

Moira laid her head on Shirley’s 
shoulder and sobbed for several min- 
utes. Then, “It’s Mr. Bryce,” she 
wailed. “He’s so unhappy. Some- 
thing’s happened; they’re going to 

‘sell Cardigan’s redwoods; and they— 
don’t want to. Just before I left the 
office, Mr. Bryce came in—and stood 
a moment looking-—at me—so tragi- 
cally I—1 asked him what had hap- 
pened. Then he patted m.v cheek—oh, 
I know I’m just one of his responsi- 
bilities—and said, ‘Poor Moira! Never 
any luck!’ and went into his—private 
office. I waited a little, and then I 
went in, too; and—oh. Miss Sumner, 
he had his head down on Ids desk, and 
when I touched his head, he reached 
up and took my hand and held It— 
and laid his cheek against it a little 
while—and oh, his cheek was wet. 
It’s cruel of God—to make him—un- 
happy. He’s good—too good. And— 
oh, I love him so. Miss Shirley, I love 
him so—and he’ll never, never know. 
Tm just one of his—responsibilities, 
you know; and I shouldn’t presume. 
But nobody—has ever been kind la 

Hie but Sfr. Bryce—and you. And 7 
can’t help loving people who are kind 
—ancT gentle to nobodies.’’ 

Moira’s story—her confession of 
love, so tragic because so hopeless— 
stirred Shirley deeply. She seated 
herself in front of Moira and cupped 
her chin in her palm. 

“Of course, dear,” she snid, "you 
couldn’t possibly see anybody you 
loved suffer so and not feel dreadfully 
about it. And when a man like Bryce 
Cardigan is struck down, he’s apt to 
present rather a tragic and helpless 
figure. lie wanted sympathy, Moira— 
woman’s sympathy, and it was dear 
of you to give it to him.” 

“I’d gladly die for him,” Moira an 

swered simply. “Oh. Miss Shirley 
you don’t know him the way we who 
work for him do. If you did, you'd 
love him, too. You couldn’t help it, 
Miss Shirley.” 

Tell me about his trouble, Moira.” 
“I think it’s money. He’s been ter- 

ribly worried for n long time, and Tin 
afraid things aren’t going right with 
the business. It hurts them terribly 
to have to sell the Valley of the 
Giants, but they have to; Colonel Pen- 
nington is (he only one who would 
consider buying it; (hey don't want 
him to have it—and still they have 
to sell to him. Mr. Bryce says his 
father has lost his courage at last: 
and oh. dear, things are in such a 

mess. Mr. Bryce started to tell me 
ail about it—and (lien he stopped sud- 
denly and wouldn’t say another word." 

Shirley smiled. Slip thought she 
understood the reason for that. How- 
ever, she did not pause to speculate 
on it. since the crying need of tile 
present was the distribution of a rav 

of sunshine to broken-hearted Moira. 
"Silly.” she chided, "how needlessly 

you are grieving! You say my uncle 
(Continued on PageSeve) 

STOCKTON SPRINGS 

« Mrs. Dawson Brewer, who lately re- 
ceived word from the commanding officer 
of the U. S. S Pittsburg of the serious 
illness of iier son, yeoman Stanley Healey, 
received a cablegram from Cairo, Egypt, 
last w’eek telling her that the young man 

is now out of danger. 

A large circle of friends extend felici- 
tations and best wishes to Miss Maude 
Merrithew and Mr. Ralph Staples, who 
were married in Bangor April 21st by 
Rev. Harold Capron of the Hammond 
street church. They are at home at her 
parents, Mr. and Mrs. S. B. Merrithow’s. 

When acid-distressed, relieve the i 
indigestion with 

Dissolve easily on tongue—as { 
pleasant to take as candy. Keep ; 
your stomach 6wect, try Kimoids 

MADE EY SCOTT ft EOWNE 
MAKERS OF SCOTT'S EMULSION I 
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BANGOR LINE. 

STEAMSHIP CAMDEN 

RESUMPTION OF SERVICE 

Schedule! Effective April 9, 1920. 
Leave Bel'ast TUESDAYS, THURSDAYS 

and SATURDAYS at 4 30 p. m. for Camden, 
Rockland and Boston. 

Leave Bangor TUESDAYS, THURSDAYS 
and SATURDAYS at 2 j. m. for Bucksport, 
Belfast, Camden, Rockland and Boston. 

RETURN —Leave Boston on MONDAYS, 
WEDNESDAYS -r d FRIDAYS af 5 p. m„ 
leave Rockland TUESDAYS, THURSDAYS 
and SATURDAYS at 5 a m. for Camden, Bel- 
fast, Bucksoortand Bangor 

NOTE:—Landing ^iii only be made at Win- 
terport by steamer leaving Boston on Fridays 
(due Saturdays) and by steamer leaving Ban- 
gor on Tuesdays. 

CEO. E.DUNTON. Agent, 
Belfast, Maine. 

Children Cry for Fletcher’s 
v v -v. 
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The Kind You Have Always Bought, and which has been 
in use for over thirty years, has borne the signature of 
^-0 and has been made under his per- 

sonal supervision since its infancy. 
Allow no one to deceive you in this. 

All Counterfeits, Imitations and “ 
Just-as-good ” are but 

Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of 
Infants and Children—Experience against Experiment. 

c What is CASTORIA 
Castoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Paregoric, 
Drops and Soothing Syrups. It is pleasant. It contains 
neither Opium, Morphine nor other narcotic substance. Its 
age is its guarantee. For more than thirtv years it has 
been in constant use for the relief of Constipation, Flatulency, Wind Colic and Diarrhoea; allaying Feverishness arising therefrom, and by regulating the Stomach and Bowels, aids 
the assimilation of Food; giving healthy and natuial sleep The Children’s Comfort —The Mother’s Friend. 

GENUINE CASTORIA ALWAYS 

In Use For Over 30 Years 
The Kind You Have Always Bought 

__THg c m HTAum com k w vown city, 

I am prepared to handle all kinds of automo- 
bile work, especially difficult jobs. 

I employ only first-class mechanics- no boys. 
I have the best equipped shop in Waldo Co. 
I have a service car that is always ready when 

you call." 
I do carbon burning, electrical work on start- 

ers, generators and magnetos. 
I am at your service. Our aim is to satisfy you. 

m I Garage, 114-3. 
e 1 Residence, 348-13 lmlG 

PAUL ARAGE 

INSURANCE 
I have taken agency with several valuable companies 
and shall conduct a general fire insurance business. 
Best of protection at reasonable rates, 

Any business you may give me will be rightly 
handled and appreciated. 

ROY C. FISH, 
ROOM 2, ODD FELLOWS BUILDING, BELFAST. MAINE. 

Four H. P. team engine for sale at this office 

It’s a cinch 
to figure why 
Camels sell! 

A 

1 

You should know why Camels 
are so unusual, so* refreshing, so 

[* 
satisfying. First, quality—second, 
Camels expert biend of choice Turkish 
and choice Domestic tobaccos which 
you'll certainly prefer to either kind 
smoked straight i 

Camels blend makes possible that 
wonderful mellow mildness— yet all the 
desirable body is there ! And, Camels1 
never tire your taste! 

You’ll appreciate Camels freedom 
from any unpleasant cigaretty after- 
taste or unpleasant cigaretty odor 1 

For your own satisfaction compare 
Camels puff by puff with any ciga- 
rette in the world at any price ! 

Camels are sold everywhere in scientifically sealed packages of 20 ciga- 
rettes; or ten package* ( 200 cigarettes) in a glnssine-paper-covered 
carton. We strongly recommend this carton for the home or office 
supply or when you travel. 

R J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Win.ton-S.lem, N. C. 


