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SYNOPSIS. 

r 
James Wilson or Jimmy as he Is called 

by his friends. Jimmy was rotund and 
looked shorter than he really was. His 
ambition in life was to be taken seriously, 
but people steadily refused to do so. his 
art is considered a huge Joke, except to 
himself. If he asked people to dinner ev- 

1 
eryone expected a frolic. Jimmy marries 
Bella Knowles; they live together a year 
and are divorced. Jimmy’s friends ar- 
range to celebrate the first anniversary 
of Tils divorce. Those who attend the 

* party are Miss Katherine McNair, who 
every one calls Kit, Mr. and Mrs. Dallas 
Brown, the Misses Mercer. Maxwell Reed 
and a Mr. Thomas Harbison, a South 
American civil engineer. The party is in 
full swing when Jimmy receives a tele- 
gram from his Aunt Selina, who will ar- 
rive in four hours to visit him and his 
wife. Jimmy gets his funds from Aunt 
Selina and after he marries she doubles 
his allowance. He neglects to tell her of 
Ills divorce, ns she is opposed to it. Jim- 
my takes Kit into his confidence, he tries 
to devise some way so that his aunt will 
not learh that he has no longer a wife. 
He suggests that Kit play the hostess for 
one night, be Mrs. Wilson pro tern. Kit 
refuses, but ,1s finely prevailed upon to 
act the part. 

CHAPTER III. 

I Might Have Known It. 
The minute I had consented I re- 

gretted it. After all. what were Jim- 
my’s troubles to me? Why should I 

help him impose on an unsuspecting 
elderly woman? And it was only put- 
ting off discovery anyhow. Sooner or 

later, she would learn of the divorce, 
and—Just at that instant my eyes fell 
on Mr. Harbison—Tom Harbison, &s 
Anne called him. He was looking on 

with an amused, half-puzzled smile, 
while people were rushing around hid- 
ing the roulette wheel and things of 
which Miss Caruthers might disap- 
prove, and Betty Mercer was on her 
knees winding up a toy bear that Max 
Viorl Virrm crli + lior o t wniiM hp 

think? It was evident that he thought 
badly of us already—that he was con- 

temptuously amused, and then to 
have to ask him to lend himself to the 
deception! 

With a gasp I hurled myself after 
Jimmy, only to hear a strange voice 
in the hall and to know that I was too 
late. 1 was in for it, whatever was 

coming. It was Aunt Selina who was 

coming—along the hall, followed by 
Jim, who was mopping his face and 
trying not to notice the paralyzed si- 
lence in the library. 

Aunt Selina met me in the doorway. 
To my frantic eyes she seemed to 

tower above us by at least a foot, and 
beside her Jimmy was a red, perspir- 
ing cherub. 

“Here she is,” Jimmy said, from be- 
hind a temporary eclipse of black 
cloak and traveling bag. He was on 

top of the situation now', and he was 

mendaciously cheerful. He had not 
said, “Here is my wife.” That would 
have been a lie. No, Jimmy merely 
said, “Here she is.” If Aunt Selina 
chose to think me Bella, was it not 
her responsibility? And if 1 chose to 
accept the situation, was it not mine? 
Dallas Brown came forward gravely 
as Aunt Selina folded over and kissed 
me, and surreptitiously patted me 

with one hand while he held out the 
other to Miss Caruthers. I loathed 
him! 

"We always expect something un- 

usual from James, Miss Caruthers,” 
he said, with his best manner, “but 
this—this is beyond our wildest 
dreams.” 

Well, it’s too awful to linger over. 

Anne took her upstairs and into 
Bella’s bedroom. It was a fancy of 
Jim’s to leave that room just as Bella 
had left it, dusty dance cards and fa- 
vors hanging around and a pair of dis- 
carded slippers'under the bed. I don't 
think it had been swept since Bella 
left it. I believe in sentiment, but I 
like it brushed and dusted and the 
cobwebs off of it, and when Aunt Se- 
lina put dawn her bonnet, it stirred 
up a gray white cloud that made her 
cough. She did not say anything, but 
she looked around the room grimly, 
and 1 saw her run her finger over 

the back of a chair before she let 
Hannah, the maid, put her cloak on it. 

Anne looked frightened. She ran 

into Bella's bath and wet the end of 
a towel and when Hannah was chang- 
ing Aunt Selina's collar—her conces- 

sion to evening dress—Anne wiped 
off the obvious places on the furniture. 

“What’s that young woman’s 
name?” she asked me sharply, when 
Anne had taken the towel out to hide 
it. 

“Anne Brown, Mrs. Dallas Brown,” I 
replied meekly. Every one replied 
meekly to Aunt Selina. 

“Does she live here?” 

“Oh, no,” I said airily. “They are 

here to dinner, she and her husband. 
They are old friends of Jim’s—and 
LUlilC. 

"Seems to have a good eye, for 
dirt,” said Aunt Selina and went on 

fastening her brooch. When she was 

finally ready, she took a bead purse 
from somewhere about her waist and 
took out a half dollar. She held it up 
before Hannah’s eyes. 

“Tomorrow morning," she said 
sternly, "you take off that white cap 
and that fol-de-rol apron and that 
black henrietta cloth, and put on a 

calico wrapper. And when you've got 
this room aired and swept, Mrs. Wil- 
son will give you this.” 

Hannah took two steps back and 
caught hold of a chair; she stared 
helplessly from Aunt Selina to the 
half dollar, and then at me. Anne 
was trying not to catch my eye. 

“And another thing,” Aunt Selina 
said, from the head of the stairs, “I 
sent those towels over from Ireland. 
Tell her to wash and bleach the one 

Mrs. What’s-her-name Brown used as 

a duster.” 
Anne was quite crushed as we went 

guessed she didn’t take cold easily, 
and conversation rather languished. 
Max Reed was looking like a thunder- 
cloud, and he came over to me with 
a lowering expression that I had 
learned to dread in him. 

“What fool nonsense is this?” he 
demanded. “What in the world pos- 
sessed you, Kit, to put yourself in 
such an equivocal position? Unless” 
—he stopped and turned a little white 
—“unless you are going to marry 
Jim.” 

I am sorry for Max. He is such a 

nice boy, and good looking, too, if 

only he were not so fierce, and did not 
want to make love to me. No matter 
wliat I do. Max always disapproves of j 
it. I have always had a deeply rooted 
conviction that if I should ever in a 

weak moment marry Max, he would 
disapprove of that, too, before I had 
done it very long. 

“Are you?” he demanded, narrow- 

ing his eyes— a sign of unusually bad 
humor. 

“Am I what?" 
“Going to marry him?” 
‘If you mean Jim,” I said with dig- 

nity, “I haven't made up iny mind 
yet. Besides, he hasn’t asked me.” 

Aunt Selina had been talking wom- 

an’s suffrage in front of the fireplace, 
but now she turned to me. 

“Is this the vase Cousm Jane Whit- 
comb sent you as a wedding present?” 
she demanded, indicating a hideous 
urn-shaped affair on the mantel. It 
came to me as an inspiration that j 
Jim had once said it was an ancestral j 

Guessed She Didn't Take Cold Easily. 

urn, so I said without hesitation that 
It was. And because there was a 

pause and every one was looking at 

us, I added that it was a beautiful 
thing. 

Aunt Selina sniffed. 
“Hideous!” she said. “It looks like 

Cousin Jane, shape and coloring.” 
Then she looked at it more closely, 

pounced on it, turned it upside down 
and shook it. A card fell out, which 
Dallas picked up and gave her with 
a bow. Jim had come out of the den 
and was dancing wildly around and 
beckoning to me. By the time I had 
made out that that was not the vase 

Cousin Jane had sent us as a wedding 
present, Aunt Selina had examined 
the card. Then she glared across at 
me and, stooping, put the card in the 
fire. I did not understand at all, but 
I knew I had in some way done the 

unforgivable thing. Later, Dal told 
me it was her card, aid that she had 
sent the vase to Jim at Christmas, 
with a generous check inside. When 
she straightened from the fireplace, 
it was to a new theme, which she at- 
tacked with her usual vigor. The vase 

Incident was over, but she never for- 

gOl It. one pruveu sue ucvci uiu 

when she sent me two urn-shaped 
vases with Paul and Virginia on them, 
when I—that is, later on. 

“The cause in England has made 

great strides,” she announced from 
the fire place. “Soon the hand that 

rocks the cradle will be the hand that 

actually rules the world.” Here she 

looked at me. 

“I’m not up on such things," Max 

said blandly, having recovered some of 
his good humor, “but—isn’t it usually 
a foot that rocks the cradle?” 

Aunt Selina tunned on him and Mr. 

Harbison, who were standing togeth- 
er, with a snort. 

“What have you, or you, ever done 
for the independence of woman?” she 
demanded. 

Mr. HariTisoti smiled. He had been 

looking rather grave until then. “We 
have at least remained unmarried,” 
he retorted. And then dinner was 

again announced. 
He was to take me out, and he. 

came across the room to where I sat 
collapsed In a chair, and bent over 

me. 

“What’s wrong with him?” Mr. 
Harbison asked me finally, when he 
saw that I noticed. “Is he ill?” 

Then Aunt Selina's voice from the 
other end of the table: 

“Bella," she called, in a high shrill 
tone, “do you let James eat cucum- 

bers?” 
“I think he must be,” I said hurried- 

ly aside to Mr. Harbison. “See how 
his hands shake!” But Aunt Selina 
would not be ignored. 

“Cucumbers and strawberries,” she 
repeated impressively. “I was saying, 
Bella, that cucumbers have always 
given James the most fearful indiges- 
tion. And yet I see you serve them at 
your table. Do you remember what 
I wrote you to give him when he has 
his dreadful spells?” 

I was quite speechless; every one 

was looking, and no one could help. 
It was clear Jim was racking his 
brain, and we sat staring desperately 
at each other across the candles. 
Everything I had ever known faded 
from me; eight pairs of eyes bored 
into me, Mr. Harbison’s politely 
amused. 

‘T don’t remember," I said at last. 
“Really, I don,’t believe—” Aunt Se- 
lina smiled in a superior way. 

i>uw, uuij t j'uu icua.ii it: sue m- 

sisted. "I said: ‘Baking soda in water 
taken internally for cucumbers! ba- 
king soda in water externally, rubbed 
on, when he gets that dreadful, itch- 
ing strawberry rash.” 

I believe the dinner went on. Some- 
body asked Aunt Selina how much 
overcharge she had paid in foreign 
.hotels, and after that she was as 
harmless as a dove. 

Then half-way through the dinner 
we heard a crash in Takahiro's pan- 
try, and when he did not appear 
again, Jim got up and went out to in- 
vestigate. He was gorie quite a little 
while, and when he came back he 
looked worried. 

“Sick,” he replied to our infliring 
glances. “One of the maids will come 
in. They have sent for a doctor.” 

Aunt Selina was for going out at 
once and “fixing him up,” as she put 
it, but Dallas gently interfered. 

“I wouldn’t, Miss Caruthers,” he 
said, in the deferential manner he 
had adopted toward her. “You don’t 
know what it may be. He’s been look- 
ing apotty all evening.” 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

that thta was a bachelor establish 
ment, but 1 did. Odd, wasn’t it?’’ 

I positively couldn't look away .from 
him. My features seemed frozen, and 
my eyes were glued to his. As for 

telling him the truth—well, my tongue 
refused to move. I Intended to tell 
him during dinner if I had an op- 
portunity: I honestly did. But the 
more I looked at him and saw how 
candid his eyes were, and how stern 
his mouth might be, the more I shiv- 
ered at the plunge. And, of course, ae 

everybody knows now, 1 didn’t tell 
him at all. And every moment I ex- 

pected that awful old woman to ask 
me what I paid my cook, and when 
1 had changed the color of my Ijair— 
Bella's being black. 

Dinner was a half-hour late when 
we finally went out, Jimmy leading 
off with Aunt Selina, and I, as hostess, 

trailing behind the procession with 
Mr. Harbison. Dallas took in the two 
Mercer girls, for we were one man 

short, and Max took Anne. Leila Mer- 

cer was so excited that she wriggled, 
and as for me, the candles and the 

orchids—everything — danced around 
in a circle, and I just seemed to catch 
the back of my chair as it flew past. 
Jim had ordered away the wines and 

brought out some weak and cheap 
Chianti. Dallas looked gloomy at the 

change, but Jim explained in an un- 

dertone that Aunt Selina didn't ap- 
prove of expensive vintages. Natural- 

ly, the meal was glum enough. 
Aunt Selina bad had her dinner on 

the train, so -she spent her time in 

asking me questions the length of the 

table, and in getting acquainted with 

me. She had brought a bottle of^some 
sort of medicine downstairs with ner, 

and she took a claret glassful, while 

she talked. The stuff was called Po- 

mona: Shall I ever forget it? 

It was Mr. Harbison who first no- 

ticed Takahiro. Jimmy's Jap had 

been the only thing in the menage 
that Bella declared she had hated to 

leave. But he was doing the strangest 
things: His little black eyes shifted 
nervously, and he looked queer. 

MEMORY OF WOLFE HONORED IN ENGLAND ~ 
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THE people of England have at last paid a fitting honor to the memory of one of their military heroes, Maj. 

Gen. James Wolfe. A statue of the soldier who lost his life in the battle of Quebec on September 15, 1750, 

was dedicated recently at Westerham, his birthplace. The monument was unveiled by Field Marshal Lord 

Roberts. 

MORE TOMBOY GIRLS 
Professor Advises Physical 

Training for Young Women. 

Scott Negring of University of Penn- 

sylvania Says Emancipation of 

Women Will Only Come 

Through “Tomboyism.” 

Philadelphia.—"More girls should be 

tomboys—only through a physical and 

Industrial development may woman 

hope to emancipate herself." 
This is the theory advanced by 

Scott Nearing of the faculty of the 

Wharton school of the University of 

Pennsylvania, in a book he will pub- 
lish soon upon “Social Adjustment. 

“The city woman's physical durabil- 

ity,” says Mr. Nearing, “is the culmina- 
tion of a misdirected training begun in 

youth. Boys are taught to go out and 

play rough games and romp and devel- 
op physically. Girl:,, the other 

hand, are expected to stay at home and 
be ‘ladylike.’ If a boy does not soil 
and tear his clothes he is a ‘sis.’ If a 

girl does soil her clothes and romp 

she is a ‘tomboy.’ It is as disgraceful 
for a boy to atrophy physically as it is 

for a girl to develop physically. 
“The development of the girl’s body 

should ,be begun and carried on at the 
i.1_Vtoofo OQ 

same Ulllt: auu uu ~ 

the development of the boy s body. 
Their plays should be equally arduous, 

until the age of twelve at least. There 

is no justification for denying to girls 
the physical development provided for 

boys, making them weaklings before 
the age when there is any physical dif- 

ferentiation due to sex development. 
Already this truth is being realized 
and the emancipated women of the 

United States are emancipating the 

bodies of their daughters, by putting 
them in ‘rompers’ and sending them 

out to play with the boys. 
“Every normal being should engage 

in some form of constructive occupa- 

tion. The woman is no exception, and 

the education of the woman of the fu- 

ture should include not only effective 

physical development and an adequate 
training in self-knowledge, but also a 

training that will enable her to fill 

some position in life and fill it well. 

Home life is narrowing and unless sup- 

plemented by education leads to the 

life in 'social sets’ so disastrous to the 

development of individuality.” 
Mr. Nearing adds that there are five 

groups of women who should always 
be engaged in some form of gainful oc- 

cupation. He classifies these-groups 
as follows: 

“First, girls between the end of 

their schooling and their marriage. 
“Second, women who are suffering 

from any transmissible disease or de- 
fect should be absolutely denied the 

privileges of motherhood and should, 
therefore, spend their adult lives in 
some form of Industrial occupation. 

“In the third place, women who are 

geniuses—perhaps one in ten thousand 
—and the social value of whose careers 

ASYLUM FOR ANTI-KISSERS 
ceremony because he did not believe 
in kissing. Some one should have 

given him a good whipping. A kiss is 

becoming a rarity nowadays and it is 
a shame. It is a sign of affection that 
cannot be substituted, and it should 
live forever. 

“Even mothers do not kiss their 
own children as they used to. Per- 

haps sentiment^ and affection are not 
so great as they were in the good old 
days, or perhaps mothers think it is 
too much trouble to kiss their off- 

spring. J think kissing should be just 
as popular as ever among young and 
old, and I believe an Insane asylum Is 
the place for anti-klBsers. 

“Let our organisation approve of 

kissing—not the society form of Up- 
touching—but good old time smacking. 
There Is no real, love where there la 
absent the kiss. The husband who 
falls to kiss his wife, the mother who 
does not kiss her child; the young man 
who does not kiss his sweetheart and 
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would be lessened by motherhood 
should continue their chosen vocation. 

“Fourth, a large group of young 
wives who during the first two or three 
years of wifehood have no children 
should by all means begin or continue 
some productive occupation, principal- 
ly, as Doctor Patten has pointed out, 
because of the addition to the hus- 
band’s income, but also for self-devel- 
opment. 

“In the fifth place, women who at 
middle age send their last child to col- 
lege or to work and have no exacting 
duties in the home. 

“If woman is to mean all that she 
well may mean in the future, she must 

engage in some form of occupation— 
if she is capable, ki motherhood; if 
not, then certainly in industry—she 
must be trained to take her place in 
the world and to perform her occupa- 
tion efficiently, and she must realize 
that occupation and achievement and 
character are -a triune which comple- 
ment each other and make for the 
highest and best in life.’’ 

WANTS THOUSANDS OF CATS 

Rancher in State of Washington Will 
Use Them in Ridding His 

Orchards of Pests. 

Spokane, Wash.—Albert J. Randall, 
a rancher of Okanogan county, Wash., 
who recently placed an order for 1,000 
cats with S. S. Gilbert of Sharon, Pa., 
is receiving his mail in barrels at Con- 
conully these days. The writers, who 

OSTRICHES ON GERMAN FARM 
•a*.____ 

Hagenbeck Tries Experiment Which 

Proves Success—Birds Sheltered 

Only From Wind. 

Berlin.—In Hamburg, a town which 

experiences a cold winter, the breed- 
ing of a tropical bird such as the os- 

trich has just proved to be not only 
possible, but profitable. 

In the course of a tour of the Ger- 
man zoological gardens Dr. Chalmers 
Mitchell, secretary of the British Zoo- 

logical society, has just paid a visit to 

Carl Hagenbeck’s ostrich farm at Ham- 

burg, in company with Seth Smith, 
the zoo’s curator of birds. 

“This ostrich farm,” said Dr. Mitch- 

ell, “is undoubtedly the most remark- 
able zoological experiment of modern 
times. Mr. Hagenbeck went to the ex- 

perienced manager of an ostrich farm, 
and engaged him to start a farm. 
‘Where is it to be?’ asked the expert. 
‘In Hamburg,’ was the reply. The as- 

tonished manager, though polite, al- 
most hinted his doubts of Mr. Hagen- 
beck’s sanity.” 

However, the farm was started on 

some bleak flat fields—eight or nine 
acres in all—fenced into separate pad- 
docks and stocked with eighty or 

ninety birds. The fields were sown 

with lucerne, on which the birds fed 
freely, and their diet was supplement- 
ed with crushed bones, boiled maze, 
etc. 

In the center is a big shed, in which 
the birds feed and shelter, but the 
doors and windows remain open. This 
shed is carpeted with peat moss and 
is divided into small “eibicles.” 

A great incubator hatches the eggs, 
taking the place of the tropical sun, 
and the young birds run about on a 

miniature Sahara of sand. 
“When we saw the farm,” said Dr. 

Mitchell, "there were forty or fifty 
young birds, s6me nearly full grown, 
and all bred at Hamburg. There was 

a fine show of feathers, for which good 
prices could be obtained. The whole 
farm was a most eloquent sermon on 
the value of fresh air as opposed to 
mere heat.” 

Dr. Mitchell said he saw no reason 

why equally good results should not be 
possible In other countries. 

“You must have an experienced man- 

ager," he said, “a dry, sandy soil, in a 

spot preferably sheltered on the north 
and east, and then there is no reason 
why an ostrich farm should not be 
made to pay.” 

represent practically every state and 
province in America, say they will sup- 
ply all the cats needed If Randall will 
pay the express and cartage charges. 

Randall has taken up the work on 

behalf of orchardists and farmers in 
north central Washington, who believe 
they can rid the county of gophers and 
other ground pests by turning cats 

loose on the land. He will visit vari- 

ous districts in Pennsylvania, making 
headquarters at Sharon, whence a con- 

signment of 7,000 felines will start 
across the continent in April. Gilbert 
and a score of volunteers have prom- 
ised to assist in rounding up all the 

stray cats in and near Sharon. Ran- 
dall says he is willing to pay a fair 

price for all the cats that are delivered 
to him. He w,ill not say how he ex- 

pects to rid the county of cats after 
the gophers leave. 

Atomizer Used in Dairy. 
Monclair, N. J.—A New Jersey 

dairyman recently was brought to a 

realization of the presence of dust in 

his otherwise perfectly appointed 
barn. Thereupon he ordered that the 

tail of each cow be sprayed with an 

atfrcr'zr r containing filtrated water. 

Now when the cows sweep, Thaia,, 
while the milking idr- *• mtFTe 
■is no likelihood of their str.jtfhing the 

contaminating dust into the pails. 

Seventeen Warships for $335,000 
Paris.—Seventeen French warships 

of all ages, shapes and sizes were 

sold at auction at Toulon. The total 
sum realized was $35,000. Among the 

ships sold was the wreck of the Jena. 
The cruiser Richelieu, which cost 

$6,008,000, was sold for $75,000 to a 

merchant from Amsterdam. 

the woman who neglects to kiss her 
woman friend as a greeting, I believe 
are inhuman and have ice-chilled 
hearts.” 

Detroit to Tote Oil. 
New York.—The third-class cruiser 

Detroit, recently sold by the United 
States government, will not form the 
nucleus of a Mexican insurgent fleet, 
as reported by the Mexican junta in 
New Orleans, 'but will close Its sea 
days as an oil barge at the end of a 
tow line. This Is the statement made 
by officials of the company which 
bought the Detroit 

Fowl Returns Lost •Jem. 
Saratoga, N. Y.—While preparing 

a fowl for dinner Mrs. Joseph B. Mc- 
Connell, wife of a former New York 
mall carrier, opened the crop and dis- 
covered a diamond worth >75, which 
had been lost by her mother, Mrs. 
K. V. Lutz of Guttenberg, N. J., while 
visiting her daughter In the summer. 
Tke loss occurred during a visit to 
the McConnell chicken yard. 

A 
for a Dime 
Why spend a dollar when 10c buys • bo^ 
of CAoCARETS at any drug store? Use 
as directed—get the natural, easy result* 
Saves many dollars tcastad on modi inee 
that do not cure. Millions regularly use 
CASCARETS. Buy a box now—10# 
week’s treatment—proof in the room- 
ing. gat 

C A SCARE', 3 roc a box for a week's 
treatment, ull druggltt* Biggest teller 
in the wort 1. Million boxes a m nth. 

TOO MUCH FOR THE CORPSE 
Exhibition of Meanness That Galvan- 

ized the "Dead” irishman Into 
Indignant Life. 

“Don’t be mean in your offerings,** 
said T. P. O’Connor, In a plea In New 
York for the Irish cause. “The Irish 
can’t stand meanness. 

"No, no; the Irish can't stand mean- 
ness. Take O’Grady’s case. You know, 
in Ireland, some 60 or 70 years ago, 
when a poor family lacked a coffin 
they made the corpse beg for It. 

■“This custom, alas! sometimes led 
to imposture. Thus, Thirsty O’Grady 
and his friends wanted money badly 
oace, and O'Grady was assigned to 
act the corpse. So they laid him oa 
a bier outside the door and they put 
a new ter nlate hewirie him for th* 

pennies. 
“As O’Grady lay there, so still, with 

closed eyes, an old woman stopped 
and dropped sixpence into the plate. 
Then she began to take out change. 
A penny, tuppence, threepence she 
took out, and O’Grady couldn’t stand 
such meanness. Corpse as he was, ha 
said: 

‘Arrab, now, don’t mind the 
change.’ ”—Washington Star. 

AT THE 200. 

i 

Mr. Bird—This, my dear, Is the la- 
sect kangaroo. 

The Glamour of the Show. 
“When Dustin Stax was a boy he 

would work like a slave carrying wai- 

ter to the elephant.” 
“Yes. And now he works just as 

hard carrying diamond necklaces to 

opera singers.” 

It is easier to borrow from a new 

friend than it is to pay back what 
you owe an old one. 

rheumatism 

Munyon’s Rheumatism Remedy relieve* 
paius la the legs, arms, back, stiff or 
swollen Joints. Contains no morphines 
opium, cocaine or drugs to deaden tha 
pain. It neutraliies the acid and drive* 
out all rheumatic poisons from the sys- 
tem. Write Prof. Mimyon, 63d and Jeff- 
erson Sts.. Phila., Pa., for medical ad- 
vice, absolutely free. 

“Cured 

Neuralgia 
Pain” 

“i 
take 

nlens- 

that I had a neuralgia pain in 

my arm for five years, and I 
used your Liniment for one 

week and was completely 
cured. I recommend your 
Liniment very highly.”—Mrs. 
J. McGraw, 1216 Mandeville 
*>. »t— a-i-La. 

■ea Quinsy Sore Throat 
Mr. Heery L. Cattle, of 

1242 Wilson St., Wilmington, 
Del., writes:—“I bought a bot- 
tle of Sloan’s Liniment for the 

quinsy sore throat and it cured 
I shall always keep a 

bottle in the house.” 

LOANS 


