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dangled a bunch of keys—the key* 
that his aide-de-camp had in trust. 
What had. he eben doing with the se
crets of his {general ? And where had 
betaken them? 

By LILLIAS CAMP1LLL DAVIDSON 
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CHAPTER XXIV.—(Continued.) 
He swung the safe door on its 

hinges and sprang across the room 
with one ieap, like something hunted. 
It took her breath away, the movement 
was so strange, so terrifying. He 
seemed as if he would have pushed 
past her and dashed out of the room, 
but as he came into the fuller light, 
and saw her face in it, he changed 
again as alarmingly. He gave a 
smothered exclamation and fell back 
against the wall behind him as sudden
ly as if he had staggered there. His 
whole look, his whole manner, was as 
full of alarm and amazement as if he 
had seen a ghost stand between him 
and his flight. It was, indeed, the 
ghost of his Indian past—the girl 
whose face had once seemed to him, 
as it shown from the veranda of a 
night-bound bungalow, like the radiant 
face of perfect womanhood. 

It struck him helpless, as nothing 
else on earth could have done. He 
lost his wits in that overwhelming 
moment of recognition. He drew him
self up sharp and flat against the wall, 
and put out his hand behind him to 
steady himself; he could no more have 
passed her to reach the door in that 
moment of horror than he could have 
passed through without opening it. 

Ursula saw his evident terror with 
dismay and surprise. "Noel, why do 
you look so odd? You are ill—what 
can it be? Oh, my poor boy; don't 
look like that at me! Sit down—sit 
here!"" She ran forward, forgetting 
all their estrangement, all tier doubts 
of him, in her fear and distress at his 
strange look. She pushed a chair to 
his side and tried to pull him down 
into it. "You feel ill; what is it? What 
is it? What can I do?" she kept re
peating, hansiug over him Wlt^a^ter- j-troats start from that port for; foreign 
ror of she knew not what. 

He sank into the chair, more as if 
he did not know what he was doing 
than because he obeyed voluntarily. 
His eyes had still their wide stare of 
amazement, of horror. Then suddenly 
he tried to scramble to his feet again. 

"Don't get up—don't move; let me 
get you something." He only made an 
inaudible mutter, and turned his head 
away. It cut her to the heart to see it. 
"Noel, is it because you are angry 
with me?" she asked with a whisper. 
"I was wrong—I know it now—I was 
unjust to you. Forgive me dear." 

She was bending down close to him 
—her face was close to his own. Sud
denly, with almost violence, he caught 
her to him, a wild, rough movement, 
such as Noel had never been capable 
of. It startled her—even while she 
felt her heart leap at the return of his 
old fondness. She smiled, half trem
blingly, and let him crush her close to 
him—but as she looked down she re
coiled. 

"Noel! What have you done to 
your hands? How dreadful! Why, 
they are hurt, and bruised, ani soiled. 
They are not your hands. They* are 
some one else's." Her head was just 
touching his shoulder and she tore 
herself from him with a sound that 
was almost a shriek. She wrenched 
herself away from his suddenly slack
ened clasp, and stared up into his 
face with horror-stricken eyes. "Noel 
—wh/, it is not you! It is not you! 
What is it? Oh, what is it?" Sheer-
terror and bewilderment struck her 
like a blow. 

"What is it?" she repeated, pale to 
her lips. Then at last she came to 
herself, after that moment of unreal 
rapture. He flung himself past her 
and dashed out through the hall with 
flying steps. The orderly stood near 
the door and saluted, stepping for
ward to let him out. There was 
neither look nor word as the hurrying 
figure went out into the night 

Ursula stood where he had left her 
—stunned, speechless, in the empty 
room. She looked round her with that 
vague instinct the reaction from a 
shock leaves behind'it, as if to assure 
herself that she was still in a world 
that she knew. The safe door had 
closed, but a bunch ofkeys still swung 
from the keyhole. The .-light was 
shaded; the room was empty. She 
could almost have thought it was a 
dream. She crept back to the drawing 
room, feeling chilled and afraid. What 
was it—what could be this mysterious 
horror that made her feel as if the 
foundations of the earth had rocked 
beneath her? Was it an apparation 
she had seen—Noel's wraith? It 
seemed almost as if she could believe 
it to be so. 

Out in the night, through the dark 
deserted streets there fled a man in 
the  un i form o f  an  o f f i cer ;  w i thone  
hand held fast against his breast.^ He 
neither halted nor slackened his 
speed all along thq many ^ack ways 
that led him to the place he set before; 
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him as his destination. He doubled 
and twisted like a hunted hare, listen
ing, as he fled, for the sounds of pur
suit. None came to his ear, yet there 
was a flitting shadow. that followed 
wherever he went. The society did 
not leave its instruments tg work out 
their deeds unwatched, unguarded. 
The papers might remain with him 
till he put them in'security—if they 
were taken, it should be on the tool, 
not on the authors of his crime; when 
they were safe, it would be time 
enough to fling him off. 

The door of the shabby ' lodging 
yielded to his hand—there was some 
one waiting on the dirty stairs for 
him, and, breathless, he hurried into 
the room above. A man with a griz
zled beard stood smiling before him, 
an eager gleam in his sharp eyes. The 
man in the officer's uniform tore from 
the front of his red waistcoat a bundle 
of thin papers and thrust them into 
the outstretched hand. "Take the 
confounded things! and get me out of 
the country, now, or I'll wring your in
fernal neck!" 

The other grasped the packet with 
triumph in his face. "You hdve done 
what you were allowed to go on living 
for, my friend. You may go now as 
soon as you like. There is no more 
use for you. This will blow into atoms 
more worlds than one." 

"But you must get me out of this! 
I may be nabbed before I can get out 
of the town." 

Again the man with the beard 
smiled. 

"The Southampton road is an easy 
one," he said, composedly. "You had 
better go along it for as many stations 
as you feel inclined before you take 
the workmen's train. Many steam-

places; to-morrow—let me see,—yes, 
to-morrow is the mail for the Cape. 
You had better take that. There is 
comfortable accommodation in the sec
ond class—and you can be bound for 
the diamond mines. You may find it 
useful to shave . that mustache of 
yours, and to darken your hair and 
eyebrows. You will have money given 
you for your, passage, and you wiy 
find plenty to pick up out at the Cape." 

"Is1 that all I am to get for to-night's 
work? Why, confound you, if I'd 
known that I would have let those pa
pers lie and rot! 

"No, no, my friend, you would not. 
You forget there was another price 
to them. You would have taken a 
longer journey than to the Cape it you 
had not been advised by me. Come, 
be reasonable, You have more than 
you earned, as it is. The Cape or 
nothing—you can take which you 
wish." 

When the grey dawn struggled 
through the darkness it found a man 
in a somewhat shabby suit of clothes, 
his head bent, his hat low over his 
forehead, tramping along the South
ampton road. He looked neither to 
the right nor to the left, except to 
glance up at the sign posts. He cov
ered the ground with a steady swing 
that betrayed a drilled step. Still in 
his ears there rang the sound that had 
been there like strange music ever 
since it first fell upon his sense—the 
sound of a girl's voice with tenderness 
in it, as the touch of her form lingered 
'still against his -heart. He had seen 
her again; for one wild moment she 
had been his own—had believed her
self so. The radiant lady of his 
dreams—the girl who had been to him 
like an angel from heaven—who had 
saved him from disgrace and punish
ment. He drew his hand slowly from 
his pocket and looked ot it with won
dering eyes. It had brushed her soft 
hair as she leant against him—he 
could recall the curious silken feel of 
it; he looked now at his hand as if he 
expected to find it transformed. 

The same grey dawn lit up Ursula's 
white face as she, sat in Mrs. Field-

,ing's carriage driving back from "Gov
ernment House. She was silent and 
pale, and Mrs..- Fielding thought she 
must still feel unwell and left her to 
herself. It fell; too, on a figure still 
dressed in uniform, staggering home 
bewildered and sore, through the 
streets where it had found itself lying 
—it knew not why or how. There was 
no memory to guide it—no idea of^ 
what had befallen—only a sense that 
it was out in the cold and the. open 
and must find its way home. 

And in the office* of. Government 
House there were alarm and consterr 
nation and incredulity; for the ^gener
al's safe was foiled open, and,papers 
carefully kept there were gone. The 
general stood before it, fits face grave, 
his lips Set, his brow troubled. ;It;was 
not the loss of the papers alone—that 
was serious enough, hut.not 90 serious 
•a the rest. For from the, dobr .still 

CHAPTER XXV. 
Disgrace. , 

I would as soon have suspected my 
own son, Winstanley, by heaven, Ii 
would!" General Kenyon wore a look 
of grief that no one had ever seen on 
his strong face. "I trusted you; you, 
know how you have been trusted, 
how we treated you ; like a boy of our 
own. And now this—this scandal, I 
can't speak of it! 1 feel as if the 
shame were my own!" 4 ? x 

Winstanley stood before him, white 
and furious. , 

If any one but yourself said such 
words to me, sir, I should know how 
to answer them. I never expected to 
have to listen to them from you. You 
have treated me like your son, as you 
say—you and Mrs. Kenyon—and yet 
now you can hint at such an iniquity 
as I am ashamed to put into words." 

'It is not hinting, unfortunately. It 
is plain speaking. If you have an ex
planation to offer, heaven knows how; 
gladly I will hear it. I would give my 
right hand to get back the opinion of. 
you I Rgd yesterday. But the facts 
are these. .The papers are gone. You 
are aware, as well as I myself, that 
they are only the rough draft, and that 
tiie finished copies went up to the war 
office weeks ago. But even so they 
mean a loss to the country that can
not be repaired. They mean more-
shame and disgrace to the man who 
had the safe charge of them, and by 
whom they have been stolen." Win
stanley made a start forward and 
flung his head back. The general met 
his indignant gaze steadily and sor
rowfully. "Yes; there is no other 
right word for it. They have been 
stolen as frankly as if my pocket, had 
been picked. If an angel from heaven 
had told me, I should have laughed in 
his face. Yet you took them from 
my safe, which you never opened ex
cept by my orders, and you refuse now 
to acknowledge the fact." 

"I can only repeat, sir, that yqu of
fer me an insult ..tijr/.the vgry j^uggejs-
tion.that shoul^ bave been spared me 
by my sufcerior'offieer—even if he had 
not been my father's friend!" 

"But, good gracious, man—what do 
you mean? You were seen to come 
back to this house^,after we had left it 
for that fool dance at Admiralty 
House. You passed the orderly in the 
hall going in and out—and the porter 
at the lodge—they Jsoth recognized 
you and saluted. Miss Hamilton saw 
you; I suppose you don't cast doubt 
upon her word?" 

: "Misg Hamilton!" His tone was so 
genuinely astonished and dismayed 
that the general shot a. sharp glance 
at hJm. If the facts were not so be
yond all contradiction, one would have 
said he was speaking truth. The real
ization of the depths of duplicity in 
his old friend's son stung him to the 
quick. 

"Yes; she left the dance because 
she was unwell, and came on here to 
rest. She saw you in the office. '.She 
has told me that much. You must 
know best why she refuses'to say 
more even to me." 

"She saw me! Great Heavens! But 
she must have dreamed It!" 

"I wish we all tad dreamed!" said 
General Kenyon, in a grave voice. 
"Winstanley, there is not the least 
ground for a denidl. ' Why preserve 
the useless attempt? You refused to 
accompany myself and my wife to 
Admiralty House, and went out at an 

1 hour that precluded, your having 
meant to go there at ail." 

"I had a call to make, sir, upon 
Countess Ilka Zulafski." 

"Ah, those confounded foreigners! 
I never knew any good come of one 
of them. . Countess Ilka acknowledges 
that you went to her house that even
ing, but only for a moment or two. 
You left after a quarter of an hour or 
so, and her servants corrobrate the 
statement. From there you returned 
here, after some little, delay." 

"I swear to you, sir, that I did noth
ing ef the kind. I went home to my 
rooms and to bed." 

"At whsit time?" The general look
ed at him sharply; he already knew 
from the landlady what time it was. 

Winstanley colored; "It. must have 
been nearly morning sir. It was too 
late then to go to Admiralty House, 
and I felt unwell." 1 

"And where had you been during 
the time that it is declared by three 
witnesses you spent in this house?" 
"I don't know; that is what I cannot 

say. I went to Countess rIlka Zulaf-
ski's and sat down a few minutes, as 
I supposed. Then I found myself in 
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NEW DOOR OF HOPE 
J OPENS FOR POOR LO 

Indian's Skiit in All Forms of Athletics Solves Knotty 
Problem for Uncle Sam. 

When Frank Judev recently took his 
place in the outfield1 of the Cincinnati 
club, "Lo, the poor Indian," hung an* 
other athletic scalp kt his belj;. , 

Many others are there to keep him 
company, for the* <#iginal owners of 
the norther* half i of America, are 
winning back on athletic fields what 
they lost when ^olotubus led into the 
new' world the first sbody of palefaced 
land-grabbers. j-

. The Indian is making a great suc
cess as ah athlete.1 Use has been 
found for him on track, diamond, grid
iron and even in the' prize ring. Natur 
ally fleet of foot and crafty, he is de
veloping the other Attributes of cool
ness,- courage? and enfturahce so essen
tial in triumphs, of ttrascular competi
tion. gj ! 'J . 

Bender is undoubtedly the most fa
mous of Indian Ithletfes, but others are 
rising to dispute his laurels. Connie 
Mack's big Indiafc twirler is~ chiefly In
teresting because. % is one of- the 
great pioneers., But; he was not the 
first aborigine to br;eak into the big 
league. 1 

x \ | 
Years back Cleveland had an out

fielder named Sockalexis, who prom
ised to make good, l|ut a lctfre of fire
water sent him back into the minors 
before he had a chance to show what 
was really in him. 

Mack unearthed Blender. The b£g 
chief had made some reputation at 
Carlisle, and later pitched for Harris-
burg. He has done uniformly fine 
work for the Athletics. Last year he 
won the pennant for Stack's men by his. 
great pitching and ratting in the cru
cial games at Washington, and he was 
the only man to l&nd one pf the 
would's series from itew York for the 
Athletics. I 

Bender's success, and his fine quali
ties^ of tractibilitfe and willingness ( to 
work, made Mg^c banger for more 
Indians, "so he.tsignel Bruce, a Phila
delphia-central high school boy. Bruce 
displayed good form, and would have 
stayed as an outfielder but for the sur
plus of good material the Athletic man
ager had that year. Bruce is now with 
Providence in the Eastern league, and 
Is a star. 

Pitcher Pinance was another Indian 
unearthed by Mack. He was never 
quite gopd enough for .[the, big show, 
but is now a valued member of a New 
York State league team, and is show
ing excellent abilities. 

The Athletics are not to be allowed 
to have a monopoly of the Indian base
ball players who toil in Philadelphia. 

The Philadelphia- club of the Nation
al league has burst into the reserva
tion and secured Roy. He has not yet 
had a good trying out, but it is the be
lief of those who have seen him work 
that he has the making of another star 
twirler. 

But baseball doesn't by any means 
cover the athletic activities of the first 
Americans. There are other sports at 
which-he is still more adept. 

Mount Pleasant, the Carlisle athlete, 
has only been in the limelight a couple' 
of years, but he has won an undis
puted place as one of the. great all-
around athletes of to-day. 

Besides being a star pitcher on. the 
baseball nine, and one of the best quar
terbacks ever turned out by a Carlisle 
eleven, Mount Pleasant is also a, won
der in track and field worki-.* vfs- •' 

••• He combines both l*iapin|f;and 
sprinting ability. In a bi^^fiieet he 

jumped 23 feet "9 inches, and later at 
practice went 24 feet 4 inches, which 

"I saw an odd performance in Paris 
a week or so ago," said a man who 
crosses twice a year.. "There's a Hun
garian named Piskluzy doing a turn 
with a whip that is the sensation of 
the music halls. 

; "The'first thing he does is'to. take 
a long lashed, stout handled whip, in 
each hand and, with orchestral ac
companiment, proceeded to craek 
them at a terrific rate. £he sounds' 
made by his whips in this manner 
range from a noise like a rifle shot to 
the soft click of a billiard ball. It 
makes a curious sort of music, this 
cracking of whips, and serves to show 

skin is a natural born distance runner, 
and when willing, is tireless. 

In the six-day walking match of a 
few years ago, the Indian, Davis, was 
always conspicuous, and in one of the 
later team events emerged: a member 
of the Winning pair. 

DRY LAND FARMING. 

Immense Areas of the Northwest Are1 

Now Under That Method. 
Within recent years the possibilities 

of dry -land farming have begun to be 
realized not only by the department 
Of agriculture but by the various ex
periment stations in the arid states. 

The old rain belt was formerly con
sidered as limited to the area in; which 
the average rainfall was about twen
ty inches per year. Dry land farming, 
however, is now being x successfully 
practiced in many localities where 
the rainfall ranges from eight to fif
teen inches per year. 

In parts of Montana, says Country 
Life in .America, spring wheat and 
alfalfa yield large and profitable crops 
without, irrigation and with a rainfall 

thestreet, .and it was near dawn. 
cGuld not have been drlnKps. 
swear to you that I had not touched 
a drop, of anything, and I think you 
know I, don't do that sort of thing; 
But, as I stand here; I have no reeol. 
lection of what happened between 
those two times." X.. ^ 

V (To Be'Continued) '</„ }fr<\ 
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Milk of'tinman kindness Is never run 
through a„ crejun, separator, U 
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CHARLES ALBERT BENDER, 
Greatest of Indian pitchers. 

One of footfaall'a areateat guards.^ 
i f .  V r  V  w  «  l i  J P J  

how the Hungarian can regulate the 
force of each stroke. 
is within half an inche of the inter
collegiate record. He can do TO sec
onds for the 100 yards, and. 22 for the 
220. In comptetition he Is a bitter, if 
silent fighter, who does not know-the 
meaning of the word quit, and battles 
for victory till the last gasp. 

It used to be said that while the In
dian had a natural-fleetness of foot, he 
lafcked the determination and quick 
tfiought needed for bruising competi
tion. " 

The success of the Carlisle football 
eleven about exploded this idea. 

Year in and year, out, no matter who 
is coach, the Indian school is able to 
turn out a star eleven that tackles all 
th^ tbffe fellows, and plays the hardest 
kind of a schedule without whimper-, 
ing, no matter how seriously injuries 
may fall, j 

It shows the generalship, of the In
dian to, say .that Carlisle has never 
been without a good quarterback. In 
Hudson. Johnson and Mount Pleasant 
it has had three of-the greatest ..quar
terbacks thai ever donned armor.; •• . 
. But it is not only in turning out the 
alert*flyers, of the football field that 
the Indian school has made a notable 
record. Uncle Sam's wards have pro
duced the heav,y artillery, too. 

Hawley #Pier<*e,.the giant' guard, was 
unexcelled at: the p5sition, and proved 
himself more than a -match for the big 
fellows of Yale and Harvard. Pierce 
vfes also a good kicker, and fast 
enough to play in the bacfield-had he 
been needed there. - '* 

John Middlesky, a mammoth Indian, 
who weighs some 300 pounds, and 
stands six feet high, has lately been 
thirsting for the gore of the retired 
champion pugilist, James J. Jeffries. 

Middlesky is an Indian. He has not 
yet been thoroughly tested, and no one 
takes seriously his pretensions that he 
could beat the boilermaker or any. oth
er good man. But to have an Indian in 
the ring is an event. ; -

No reason 'exists why the ^Indian 
^should not be a great- athlete. {Genera
tions of life., in the.open air argue for 
him an athletic vigor. Many titles and 
legends^ survive showing how inr tfie 
bygone days the Indian wap capably'of 

;some prolonged athletic ̂ testsV partic
ularly in the way oC j-uuning. ' The xed-

of twelve inches. Similarly in Utah 
dry land farming, has yielded excel
lent results with wheat, barley and to 
a somewhat less • extent with alfalfa. 
In the .interior of Oregon there are 
immense areas planted to-wheat and 
yielding twenty to twenty-five bushels 
per acre with a rainfall not exceeding: 
eight inches per-year. 

The results obtained by the thou
sands of farmers who are engaged in 
this line of agriculture have called 
attention to the great possibilities of 
dry: land' farming and have made it 
apparent that there are thousands of 
acres of land containing almost unlim
ited plant food which will yield good 
crops under a system of dry land 
farming and which , have heretofore 
been considered ipreclaimable. 
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COULD NOT KEEP UP. 

Broken - Down, Like Many Another 
Woman, With Exhausting Kidney t 
Troubles. 
Mrs. A. Taylor, of Wharton, N. 3., 

says: "I had kidney trouble in its 
most painful and severe form, and the 

torture I went 
through now seems 
to have been al
most unbearable. I 
had back-ache, pains 
in the side and 
loins, dizzy spells 
and hot, feverish 
headaches .  There  
were bearing-down 
pains, and the kid
ney  s ecre t ions  

passed too frequently, and with a 
burning sensation. They showed sed
iment. I became discouraged, weak, 
languid and depressed, so sick and 
weak , that I could not keep up. As 
doctors did not cure me I decided to 
try Doan's Kidney; Pills, and with 
such success that my troubles were 
all gone after using eight boxes, and 
my strength, ambition and general 
health is fine." 

Solrf by all dealers. 50 cents a box. 
Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. T. 

Force of Habit. 
"That new farmhand of yours used^ 

to be a bookkeeper." 
"How do you know?" 
"Every time he stops work for 9 

minute he tries to put the pitchfork 
behind his ear." 

SALESMEN WANTED. 
We want a live, active and thorongtaly experienced 

salesknan in this locality with sufficient money to 
buy outright his first month's supply of our Sim
plicity lew Preuare Hollow 'Wire Gaso
line Llgkti. A utility needed i n every store and 
borne and fully complying'with insara'ncernles. To 
inch a man we will give exclusive sales right and 
guarantee to refund money if goods not sold In Q 

on request. The Standard-
. Halsted St., Chicago, IU. 

days. Further particulars on request. TheStandard-
tiiliett Light Co., SSO N. Halsfc 

It may be better tor a foolish man to 
acquire dollars by marrying an heir
ess than to remain yithout cents all 
his days. 

Fairbanks Scales. 
During 1905 over forty million head of 

Uve stock -were received at the ten princi
pal stock markets in the II. S. and all 
weighed on FAIRBANKS SCALES. 

What does the above fact mean? Just 
think of it. .55frite for free catalog. St. 162. 
" FAIRBANKS, MORSE'"& CO.; St. Paul. 

Still water doesn't always run deep-
There is the stagnant pond, for in
stance. 

60 Bus. Winter Wheat Per Acrc 
That's the yield' of Sailer's Red Cross Hybrid Winter 
Wheat. Send 2c in stamps for free sample of same,as 
also catalogue of Winter Wheats, Rye, Barley, Clovers. 
Timothy. Glasses. Bulbs, Trees, etc. for fall piantiiur 
8ALZER SEED CO.. In W.E.I^GroMe.Wtfc 

Coal as Jewelry. 
Coal as an ornament in jewelry is 

being used in Japan. Only the hardest 
and most perfect pieces can be used. 
Workers in coal mines are in the habit 
of collecting coal of such quality for 
the jewelers. Often not more than 
three bits are found in a day. Of 
course this coal jewelry'is inexpensive, 
but it is novel and pretty. 

Choice of Evils.. 
Smiley—"I hope you won't mind if 

J bring a friend home to dinner to
night, 'dear?'*./ * 

Mrs. Smiley—"Oh, no; that is bet
ter than being brought home by a 
friend after dinner.1" 

: ?;t, MOUNT --t'V 
Great all-around track and ffclct athfetc 

The Locust. 
He's very like, the truth to say, 

Some friends. I can't deny it. 
The worse he sings from day to daf 

The more he likes to try it. 

SALLOW FAOES 

Often Caused by Coffee Drinking. 

How many persons realize that cof
fee so disturbs digestion that it pro
duces eg muddy, yellow complexion? 

A ten days' trial of Postum Food 
Coffee has proven a means, in thou
sands of cases, of clearing up bad 
complexions. * 
7 A Washh. young lady tells her expe
rience: 

"All of us—father, mother, sister 
and. brother—had used tea and coffee 
for many years until finally we all 
had stomach troubles more or less. 

"We were all sallow and troubled 
with pimples, breath bad, disagree
able taste in the mouth, and all of us 
simply so many bundles of nerves. 

"We didn't realize that coffee was 
the cause of the trouble until one day 
we ran out of coffee*and went to bor
row some from a neighbor. She gave 
us some Postum and told us to try 
that. - • 

"Although we started to qiake it, 
we all ielt sure we would be sick if 
We missed our strong coffee, but we 
were forced to try Postum and were 
surprised to find it delicious. 
t "We read the statements on the 
pkg., got more and in a month and a 
Half toui wouldn't have known us. 
We were all able to digest our food 
without any trouble, each one's skin 
became clear,' tongues cleaned off and 
nerves in fine condition. We never 
use anythingvudw but Postum. There 
is noting like ' It** Name given by 
Postum Co., Battle, Creek, Mich. 
Read the little book, The Road to 
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