
THE HOPE PIONEER 

DRUGS EXCITE YOUR 
KIDNEYS, USE SALTS 

If Your Back Hurts or Bladder 
Bothers, Drink Lots of 

Water. 

Whep your kidneys hurt and yonr 
back feels sore, don't Ret scared and 
proceed to load your stomach with a 
lot of drugs that excite the kidneys 
and Irritate the entire urinary tract. 
Keep your kidneys clean like you keep 
your bowels clean, by flushing them 
with a mild, harmless salts which re
moves the body's urinous waste and 
stimulates them to their normal activ
ity. The function of the kidneys is to 
Alter the Wood. In 24 hours they 
strain from It 500 grains of acid and 
waste, so we can readily understand 
the vital importance of keeping the 
kidneys active. 

Drink lots of water—you can't drink 
too much; also get from any pharma
cist about four ounces of Jad Salts; 
rake a tablespoonful in a glass of 
water before breakfast each morning 
for a few days and your kidneys will 
act fine. This famous salts 1s made 
from the acid of grapes and lemon 
juice, combined with lithia. and has 
been used for generations to clean 
and stimulate clogged kidneys; also to 
neutralize the acids in urine so It no 
longer is a source of irritation, thus 
ending bladder weakness. 

.Tad Salts is inexpensive; cannot In
jure; makes a delightful effervescent 
lithia-water drink which everyone 
should take now and then to keep 
their kidneys clean and active. Try 
this, also keep up the water drinking, 
and no doubt you will wonder what 
became of your kidney trouble and 
backache.—Adv. 

Easily Remedied. 
"Whom have we here?" said the 

king of the Cannibal islands as a pris
oner in soldier's uniform was dragged 
before him. 

"He appears to be a raw recruit," 
answered the prime minister. 

"Very ivell. cook hitn." 

Lift off Corns! 
Doesn't hurt a bit and Freezons 

costs only a few cents. 

IP 
Wltlryour fingers! You can lift off 

any hard corn, soft corn, or corn*be
tween the toes, and the hard skin cal
luses from bottom of feet 

A tiny bottle of "Freezone" costs 
little at any drug store; apply a few 
drops upon the corn or callous. In
stantly it stops hurting, then shortly 
you lift that bothersome corn or cal
lous right off, root and all, without 
one bit of pain or soreness • Truly I 
No humbug!—Adv. 

° Atmospheric Camouflage. 
Mr. Crimsonbeak—I found a clove 

In this bread you made, wifp. 
Mrs. Crimsonbeak—Yes, dear. There 

is some rye in that bread, and the 
clove is used so that no one will de
tect the rye.—Yonkers Statesman. 

Cuticura Soothes Itching Scalp 
On retiring gently rub spots of dan
druff and itching with Cuticura Oint
ment. Next morning shampoo with 
Cuticura Soap and hot water. 
them your every-day toilet preparatlona 
and have a clear skin and soft, whit* 
hands.—Adv. 

From a Business Standpoint. 
Doctor Squills—My wife gave a 

• Welsh rabbit party last night. 
Doctor Pills—Was It a success? 
Doctor Squills—Immense! I've had 

ten extra calls today.—Boston Trans
cript. 

USES OF ASPIRIN 

Yellow Men Sleep 
By JEREMY LANE 

Coprrlcht by The Century Co. 

CON LOSES HIS MAP. 

Synopsis. — John Levlngton, a 
poet, visionary and Impractical, 
and Mary Martin, the daughter of 
rich and worldly parents, hear the 
call of love and unite their lives. 
They go to a small Michigan city, 
where John finds work in a stove 
factory and on Sundays writes 
verses. The Martins try In vain to 
get the happy wife to leave her 
husband. Mary begins to breathe 
for two. John loses his Job. He 
appeals in vain to the Martins. 
Mary goes to the hospital and 
never returns. Thus comes into the 
story Cornelius Levington. The 
father leaves town and the city 
farms out the child. After two 
years the father returns and takes 
his little son with him on his world-
wanderings. The father becomes 
the slavqi of a mysterious drug, 
koresh, with odors of wine and 
cinnamon, and returns with little 
Con to die on his wife's grave. Con 
is again farmed out, grows up in 
the underworld and Is saved for 
better things by Andrew March. 
So much by way of Introduction to 
the hero of the strange adventures 
of "Yellow Men Sleep." These be
gin when Con takes by force a 
small leather sack from Chee Ming, 
the Chinese cook of an acquaint
ance. This sack contains a Chi
nese map of the Gobi desert, which 
Is precious beyond price to Andrew 
March. Eighteen years before 
armed men in the Gobi had taken 
March's wife and infant daughter 
from him. Now he sends Con in 
search of them. On the voyage 
Con finds Cljee Ming a fellow pas
senger. 

Would you, in tuch circumstances, 
have kept faith and gone on with 
March's instructions unread? 

IV 

Bayer Company, who introduced As
pirin 18 years ago, give 

advice. 
/ . 

Aspirin created a sensation when In
troduced by Bayer over eighteen years 
ago. Physicians at once proved Its 
wonderful efficiency In the relief of 
pain. The genuine, world-famous As-
pirln, In "Bayer Tablets of Aspirin" Is 
safely taken by millions for Colds, 
Headache, Rheumatism, Neuralgia, 
Earache, Toothache, Aching Joints, 
Neuritis, and Pain generally. 

Be sure the "Bayer Cross," which Is 
the mark of true "Bayer Tablets of 
Aspirin," Is on each geuuine package 
and each genuine tablet. 
• Boxes of 12 tablets cost but a few 
cents and contain proper directions. 
Druggists also sell larger "Bayer" 
packages. Aspirin Is the trade mark 
of Bayer Manufacture of Monoacetlo 
acldester of Salicylicacid.—Adv. 

We've All Heard That 
"Have you ever heard any table rap

ping?" 
"No, but I've beard a lot of knock

ing when a pieced-up supper was be
ing served." 

CHAPTER 
-5-" 

The Feathered Needle. 
The Ensurta Queen was neither the 

largest i\or the newest ship afloat. 
The Pacific was inclined to handle her 
roughly. She was not long enough to 
•be' comfortable in a breeze, but she 
was of a sturdy depth, profitable to 
her owners. The wind was sharper 
than Levington had anticipated. 
Nothing was as lie had planned. He 
went shivering to his cabin. 

The fire that lurked In Con's veins 
was not saintly. He never knew that 
his mother had dwelt on the clear 
heights of emotion, that John Leving
ton had seen all things with the vision 
of a poet. Even in those shabby fra
grant days in Dory street, toward the 
last, the father had mentioned the' 
•beauty of God's world, not meant for 
himself, and had looked to his little 
boy for answer. 

Often after that Levington glanced 
across at Chee Ming in the (lining-
salon or passed him on deck. A per
fect lack of relation was preserved 
between them, as if they had never 
met before. 

The Ensurta Queen hesitated at 
Nagasaki, let go a little «f her burden, 
and bounced onward into the Yellow 
sea. The wind changed thrice, lifted, 
then died. The ship was not quieted, 
but wallowed anyway. A thick 
dim mist filled the air, cold, riven : 

only by the Ensurta's dignified warn- ' 
ing, which was repeated every forty 
seconds throughout the final night and 
day. 

Small, low craft scuttled out of her 
path. The presence of the ancient 
Yellow Mother permeated the fog, as j 
If creeping out from Invisible shores 
to snifT the stranger—old Mother 
China, who started half the good 
tilings of the world, but left them for 
others to finish, to abuse and forget. 
Some of her best have never been dis
covered. She Is waiting. She did not 
ask for the Torch of Light, and there 
was no sorrow In her yielding when 
they took It from her. Her timeless 
eyes have never wept, and they will 
never smile. Dynasties, empires, races 
of men, emerge from her, cast their 
tinsel upon the dust, and vanish, God 
knows where, and Mother China waits, 
and waits. 

In his cabin Con Levington was 
sleeping. 

The harbor at Tong-hu was crowd
ed. Mongrel craft of the world were 
cluttered here—sailing-ships that had 
left Liverpool In the girlhood of 
Queen Victoria, and never returned; 
gray Japanese coasters; netting tugs 
from the south; a low neglected 
revenue chaser, built for the king of 
Portugal, at present carrying arti
chokes and salt and sisal, a tramp 
like the rest. Threading these were 
the native river boats—three-decked 
and fat, their rails mere perforated 
steam-pipes arranged against the day 
of pirates, when live steam would 
flash from them broadside and scald 
the robbers as they came aboard—with 
ever a shifting background of Junks, 
like vermin swarming an old coat, 
crooked, discolored floating shapes 
that would have sunk In water thinner 
than this Pei-ho mud. Short cries 
sounded, and a dim rattle of gongs. 

A sooty tug worried at the hawser 
of the bulky Queen. There followed 
the creaking of strained timbers as 
she leaned against the dock, a female 
Gulliver amid the little dirty ships of 
Tong-hu. The tug snorted at her, then 

Human wharf-rats sat on the cargo that 
was presently to be loaded, smoking in 
the foul, cold yellow air of the harbor. 
The handful of passengers disembark
ed. Far from being the last was 
Chee Ming, with his carriers trotting 
before him. Levington was still asleep. 

Con's room was In disorder. The 
porter came on his rounds with broom 
and dust-pan, and found the sleeper. 
He roused Con and thought him drunk. 
But the stupor was not that of alcohol. 

Levington's pulse was slow. Oih> 
side of his body felt dead. Every
thing was thick and puffy to his touch, 
and a pain ran deep into his head. 

11>1W? 
math of his night's drugging, but just 
now every faculty was livened by a 
collision with Chee Ming. 

The brown skin was close-furled 
around the eyes of jade. Chee Ming 
was inscrutable. He regarded the 
American with the usual blank stare, 
but honored him with a very faint 
bow. The figured folds of his blousy 
jacket were damp with the river fog? 
Levington narrowed the freezing 
space between them, and peered into 
the stony eyes. 

"Your little feather-sticker put me 
to sleep." 

"You have no business in Asia," said 
The porter spilled out a glass of £jle other, steadily in good English, 
brandy for him, keeping the bottle for «Yon (]idn.t hesltate to come 
himself, to finish up later. 

Levington sat up shakily. This 
movement brought a prickling sensa
tion in his shoulder, and he fumbled 
there. The tiny jabbing was repeated 
under bis clumsy fingers. Something 
soft it was. too, a little tuft pf fea
thers. Concealed in the tuft was the 
barb of a dart. 

From far away, he recollected thp 
story of Andrew March, and the dart 
from desert riders. A mate to that 
swift, delicate weapon had been cling
ing a long while to his own shoulder. 
None but Chee Ming couid have blown 
it in through the window. In sudden 
panic. Con rummaged across his 
breast, and discovered that the bit of 
parchment was gone, the leather thong 
alone remaining. Chee Ming had en
tered the cabin and takeu the map. 

Tlie black bag was overturned, 
clothing upon the floor. The envelop 
containing instructions tg be opened nt 
Shan-sung, had already been torn open. 
It mattered very little that its con
tents remained safely enough. Lev
ington was too confused to read now. 
There seemed no end to his failure. 

•  _ * * » » » »  

The shock of his loss, and the reali
zation that lie had been feather-strick-
en by the Chinese, hastened the return 
of full faculties, a painful process. 
He threw off the feeling that weighed 
him down, dressed as rapidly as he 

The Stupor Was Not That of Alcohol. 

could command fingers not yet com
pletely controlled by his own will, 
made sure that his money had not been 
touched, and then fled from the ship. 

Tong-hu is no place in which to stop. 
It was cold. In its streets the gutters 
have welled up their filth until it 
overspreads the narrow walk. Coolies 
with their carts patter and slop 
through this, while their passengers 
glance up and away In the hope of 
getting the odor out of mind. A pas
sage along the waterfront Is flanked 
with squat buildings, seeming as old 
as the slimy water that twists about 
the pole foundations. At the arrival 
of a ship, amid petty confusion, the 
coolie carts run faster, always locking 
wheels and endangering their fares! 
The natives curse shrilly and untangle. 

Lqrlngton^. found there would be a 
boat In twenty minutes up the river to 
Peking. He mounted through the black 
dust and walked Impatiently around 
the upper deck. 

He was serious now, as if all the 
warm tides of life had flooded away 
from him. His treasured map was 
gone. The Gobi would be meaning
less without It. He thought of the 
packet of flnpl Instructions. The 
Chinese had not wanted that Con 
examined the broken envelop, and 
started to draw forth the papers with
in, but stopped short. Instantly he 
replaced It Inside his coat, and grinned 
at himself for having so nearly slip
ped. 

In five minutes the river boat would 
clear. The sodden air was cloven 
with f$r hoots and near replies. The 
final barrow of coal was run up the^ 
nlank. Levington stretched his legs, 

to 
America," remarked the white man. 
"But we should not quarrel now. As 
soon as the ropes are thrown aboard, 
and we get out into the river, I am 
going to tell you something, Chee 
Ming." 

"I have no desire,", said the Chinese, 
conscious that this white adversary 
had now no map and was therefore 
helpless. 

"Yes, you have. Don't go yet. You 
nearly killed me last night." 

"I would not kill any one, unless he 
makes me trouble," said the Oriental. 

It pleased Con to have him talk. It 
was interesting to watch the thin 
brown lips hold stiffly the formation 
of the English words. Every syllable 
was a struggle for Chee Ming. He 
hated Levington—which is a refined 
emotion in the East. He had not by 
any means forgotten the sickening 
twist delivered to his own spine when 
he had met this young mountain-lion 
in the Wedger pantry. 

The boat began to grind Internally. 
The low wet' wharf drew backward. A 
space of muddy water widened. The 
passage to Peking' was begun. There 
would be si brief stop at the Tien-tsin 
front, then on to the Tartar city. 

Darkness completely claimed the 
river before the boat jolted to a stop, 
the end of her voyage up-stream. 
Street lights were hazy around the 
quay. Coolies were lined up in order; 
all was different from the port town. 

It was one of the final fogs for Pe
king, and winter was ready to harden 
down. There would be weeks of bit
ter weather. This was part, of the 
plan, for Levington to traverse the 
known lands io the cold season, to be 
in readiness at the edge of the desert 
for his real travel-task at the first 
sign of spring. 

t Here the streets* were lighted, some 
of the doorways almost western ii> ap
pearance, save for the dim figures 
that moved in and out of tliem. Roofs 
were peakeq, angular, swooping down 
to wide eaves. The Peking tenements 
were squeezed up on top of the whole
sale houses and native godowns, and 
It looked as if «uly the cobblestones 
kept the weight of these from press
ing the sid(«5 of a street, together, 
when It would be' lost. The lateral 
alleys seemed to have nearly grown 
shut. Down one Con had a glimpse 
of a fire, a red flare in the dark, sparks 
standing an Instant over pitiable house
tops. The motor-bus hurried on 
amongst the darting rickshaws, but 
Con could not forget the fire, its r.uddy 
wickedness turned loose upon a close-
knit city of wood and human frailty. 

It was daylight when Levington slept. 
It was still daylight when he awaken
ed. Somehow, the matter of the plain 
envelop came to his mind—those In
struction's which would bind him if he 
read. It was as If the thought of this 
had wakened him. 

The Chinese had torn the covering, 
but the contents had not been what 
he wanted. Why, then had March 
made so much of the matter? Con 
wanted to reopen the envelop here and 
now. He could not say why thoughts 
of the letter possessed him, and he 
felt rather ashamed of himself In a 
general way. 

The closed document haunted him. 
He thought of burning it, unread, and 
then turning himself loose, to drift 
An old boyhood depression was weigh
ing him down, reaching him now 
through mere physical weakness and 
sense of failure. He fflt in a low 
moment that March should have told 
him everything frankly at the start 
Con wanted to get away, somewhere— 
free, forgotten, lost. He saw himself 
slinking into far dim harbors, an out
cast He was not aware how elaborate 
and unreal his loneliness was. 

The hum of the Chinese city entered 
at the window, like secret invitation. 
The lands to the south called him, as 
always, and the murky seas. 

Con was all tangle, pain, confusion. 
The inner thing that was himself re
fused to let this fog close over him. 

He arose, rang for brandy, and when 
it came was liberal to himself. He 
would not think, dared not. lie dress
ed. Downstairs, In the barber's chair, 
he permitted himself to be shaved and 
annointed. In the mirror he glanced 
once at his own face—the eyes too 
bright, cheek-bones pointing, brow 
smooth as chalk. He held against the 
tempest In his heart. They bowed 
him out of the shop like a prince. 

At the desk he cashed his credit 
checks Into gold. It was a constant 
effort to hold himself erect. He took 

• •!.. nr„i cnmothlnp like the 

tides of life were released and set 
in motion. He trod across the lobby 
for the last time when his sedan was 
called. 

The order was to the western gate 
of the city, and haste. His runners 
started, and Levington sank back, very 
numb and sick. In his mind one .word 
was gleaming like an Instrument of 
torture, Shan-sung. And his Instruc
tions remained unread In the black 
bag. 

Near the western gate were a cara
vansary and many travel-stores. Small 
houses were pressed together like 
driftwood against a river bridge* 
They ran up on top of one another, of 
slid down in an aspect of perennial 
ruin. It was dark. In the torch-light 
of the alleyways many humans moved 
In and out. They were chilled, and 
had no curiosity. Every roof shelter
ed half a shop and half a nursery. 
Business hours were without termina
tion. 

Among the red shadows, one might 
purchase a hundred horses or a pocket
ful of chestnuts, silks from the South 
or figured linen from the North, wine 
in stone flasks, grain in leather bags, 
salt, hay, camels, drivers tiiefjselves. 
Con sought out a native merchant who 
spoke English. His purchases were 
swift and simple after that. 

In the swarm of traders and idlers 
he forgot himself, turned his back 
upon everything except his mission. 
He knew nothing of camels, but he felt 
them over carefully by torch-light to 
discover any sores or cracked pads. 
The English-speaking merchant, a 
well-fed Chinese, watched him soberly, 
and later, with feeble protest, accept
ed a certain reward for his advice. 

Near nine in the evening, with a 
cold wind pressing in, all was ready, 
and Levington's private caravan moved 
forth from the city, passing under the 
ancient bricks of the Western arch. 
Perhaps it was Imagination only, but 
the air felt different outside the walls; 
as though the sky had receded to its 
normal distance from earth, leaving 
much clear air and breeze In between. 
The reason was more truly that the 
fog had gone. Winter was down in 
earnest. ' 

It was late the nest day when they 
reached the inner line of the Great 
Wall, where arrangements were made 
to join a merchant caravan on Its 
westward journey. Con's was the 
sixth outfit in line. The head driver 
of one party had half a dozen English 
words, which It pleased him to ad
dress to Levington. The young white 
man gave another half-dozen to this 
friend, at the same time gaining a 
valuable dozen of his own, travel-
phrases that could mean the difference 
between food and starvation. 

This small village on legs followed 
the ley river road, and at Kalgan 
passed the outer Great Wall. Lev
ington, swathed in padded robes of 
leather, viewed the old marvel with 
mixed feelings. He was awed by it 
and he hated it, this patchwork sprawl 
of stones, raised to withstand the 
Tartar hordes, hut only lifting a long 
shadow across the minds of Its 
builders. 

For a number of days they skirted 
the masonry beyond the King lakes, 
now crusted with brown Ice. Beside 
the road, in the crackling marsh, one 
trader in firearms lost his fortune 
when his camel shied. All his car
tridges were spilled and soaked, and 
his long-barreled rifles rusted. He 
diminished the caravan, turning back 
eastward. The others pushed on 
through the stinging cold. Con was 
somehow relieved when, the trail led 
away from the sight of that dragon 
barrier, the Wall. 

His student of English, a dry and 
brown Kalka driver, rode every day 
beside him, and Levington received 
assurance that Shan-sung was some
where ahead, but so far off the trail 
that none but a madman would wish 
to reach it. It had never been a point 
on the trade routes. 

Snow blew down, darkening the air, 
and lining the camels' eyes with shin
ing drops. The foolish lips of the 
beasts were pearled with ice. Every 
length of stay-leather creaked with 
cold. Up ahead, the caravan seemed 
always moving off Into the invisible. 
The fields were white. Villages hud
dled under thin lines of .smoke, but In 
certain districts the swirling snow hid 
every curved roof, and all the mud 
was turned to atone. 

Con answers the greeting 
of Andrew March. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

Astronomical Mystery. 
The stellar universe has a back

ground of pearly white, which always 
finds the field of a telescope with a 
faint luminosity, and astronomers are 
guessing as to whether this shimmer
ing shroud is made of quadrillions of 
suns, or whether the universe la Im
mersed In nebulous matter. The pearl 
veil Is torn In places, at least a hun
dred Jet black wells of dark space be
ing shown in the constellation Sag-
ltarius and Scorpio. In one of these 
dark fields is Antares, which is com
puted to be at a vast distance from 
the earth, and to have 88,000 times the 
mass of our sun. 

Beware of Lost Minutes. 
"In the dynamics of human affairs," 

said a learned man, "two qualities are 
essential to greatness—power and 
promptitude. The former is often the 
fruit of the latter. A man or woman 
who Is impressed with the value of 
time will make every minute count to 
such purpose that his or her life will 
inevitably bear the stamp of power." 
—Orison Swett Mardeu in Chicago 
Dally News, 

Acid Stomach 
Makes the Body Sour 

• Nine Out of Ten People » 
Suffer From It 

It sends its harmful acids and gases all 
••er the body, instead of health and 
itrength. Day and night this ceaseless dam
age goes en. No matter how strong, it»/ 
victim cannot long withstand the health-
destroying effects of an acid stomach. 

Good news for millions of sufferers. 
Chemists have found a sure remedy—one 
that takes the acid up and carries it out 
of the body; of course, when the cause is 
removed, the sufferer gets weli. 

Bloating, indigestion, sour, acid, gassy 
stomach miseries ail removed. This is 
proven by over half a million ailing folks 
who have taken EATONIC with wonder
ful benefits. It can be obtained from any 
druggist, who will cheerfully refund its 
trifling cost if not entirely satisfactory. 
Everyone should enjoy its benefits. Fre
quently the first tablet gives relief. 

The Army of 

b Growing Smaller Every Day 
CARTER'S UTTLE LIVER FILLS 
•re responsible. Not 
only relieve constipa
tion, but correct H 

[CARTERS 
,  I V E R  
IPILI 

biliousness, sick I 
headache, in
digestion, sal
low skin — 
they never 
(ail—renewal 
of regular habits follow. Purely 
vegetable. 
8—11 PIP—Small Peee SiaaD Price 
ML CARTER'S IRON PILLS* Nature's 
great nerve and blood tonic for 
Anemia, Rhemwatfm, Nervouneu, 
Sleeplessness and Female Weakness. 
Oasataa nl Iw alsealm 

Travelers Will Find a Warm 
Welcome at the 

Hotel West 
MINNEAPOLIS 

Sensible Pricea— Strvlce Our Watchword 

W O O L  
Season is on—Ship us your 

WOOL-PELTS—HIDES 
We pay highest prices. Write 

for circular, Backs, rope. 
MCMILLAN FUR & WOOL CO. 

MINNEAPOLIS - - MINNESOTA 

Wanted: Salesman to handle county agency 
Supreme Coal Saver. Saves 33%«50% coal. 
Dept. 4, Sup. Coal Saver,872 N.State,Chicago. 

Far^o Directory 
PHONE 4M 

Established over a quarter of a century 
Growers and shippers of cut flowers, 
plants, etc. Write for catalog. Funeral 
designs on short notice. Phone, -wire or 
write. Gtr. trBrarimj ud Fnat Street, Fargo/N. D. 

KODAKS 
on application. 
€08 FRONT ST. 

Films and Photo sup
plies. Finishing for 
Amateurs. Mail ortl-
era Solicited. Prices 

FARGO DRCG COMPANY, 
, FARGO, NORTH DAKOTA 

METROPOLE 
COLE 

BIS'Sf 7 • 403-407 N. P. Avenue 
European Plan—Rooms SO cents/to S1.SO. 

Hotel 
SHIPor haul in your COUNTRY MIXED 
SCRAP IRON to us at $15 per net ton. 

Pay highest market prices 
for all kinds of Junk and Hides. 

FARGO IKON & METAL CO., FAROO, N. D. 

Manchester Biscuit Co., Manufacturers of 
Blfi SIOUX AND M. B. C. BRANDS 
BISCUITS, CRACKERS AND CAKES 

FARGO. NORTH DAKOTA 

THE FIRST NATIONAL BANK 
Established ia 1878 F.rio. N.rth DbImIb 
United State. DepoaRur, Capital, Barplu and 

1636,000.00. The oldest bank in North Dakota. 

DELCO-LIGHT 
The complete Electric Light and 

Power Plant 

ASHELMAN BROS* INC, Distributor* 
FARGO - NORTH DAKOTA 

Western Hide 
and Fur Co. 

225-227Fraat St., Fario, N. D. 

Buyers of Hidesand Fbm. 
Write for Price List ' 

Business College 
309 Broadway, Fargo, N. D. 

This school guarantees satisfactory work, 
or refunds tuition. Call or write forcatalog. 

CHIROPRACTIC 
( Spinal A4iuttment»} 

will make you well the aame'aa it 
does others 11 you will give it a 
fair trial, tnvitigatwl See 

GEO. A. NEWS ALT 
* argo'e Pioneer Chiropractor 

s*iwM4UMiu«. rwueizjsw. in mm«t 


