
m 

.•Sfest 

i*. 

WlTBSOME INCIDENTAL 
^RFJLAIIOrf li) THE WOMAN 

Cv&crs TqwnsendB&ady 
/ut/sr/wr/o/f<s By De»/?bCWW Mel v/ll 

&*rA/c#r /so9 arfit+mrr r##o <j countm* 

m 

few 

8YN0P3I8. 

;A foolish young tenderfoot becomes 
fasclnatedwlth the bold, artful wife of a 
orunkcn prospector in a western mining 
F*n. _ They prepare to elope In a blind
ing blizzard but are confronted by the 
maudlin husband. He is shot by the 
wire, but the chivalrous boy pins a 
•ore to the body taking the crime 
JPon himself. In their flight to the 
railroad station the woman's horse 
Mia exhausted: the youth puts her 
On his own and follows hanging to the 
•tlrrup utrap. Beelng he is an impedi
ment, the woman thrusts her escort into 
£ snow drift and rides on. Half-frozen 
We stumbles Into the railroad station Just 
•s the train bears the woman away. 
Twonty-flve years later, this man, George 
Oornily, Is a multi-millionaire In New 
York. He meets Eleanor Haldane, a 
Beautiful and wealthy settlement worker, 
•nd co-operates with her in her work. 
Ctormly becomes owner of a steamship 

S and finds himself frustrated In pier 
ana track extension plans by grafting al-
•ermen, backed by the Gotham Traction 
•ompany. An automobile accident brings 
the Haldanes to his country home. Gorm
ly announces that he will be mayor of 
New York and redeem the city from cor
ruption^ The political declaration of the 
merchant prince produced a tremendous 
sensation. The whole machinery of the 
mty's detective force is to be used to «ig 
up something damaging to Gormly. The 

?>ress heretofore unanimously favorable 
o the merchant candidate, under pres

sure, divides and the campaign waxes 
warm. A resolution Is Introduced grant
ing a gratuitous renewal of the traction 
franchise. Gormly offers ten million dol
lars for the_franchise. Miss Haldane con-
ffTAtuMi^B 'GuiuUy f«li wiltti siiti Leiiiir, a 
new Declaration of Independence, and he 
makes an unexpected declaration of love. 
Ho Is shocked by the confirmation of his 
suspicions that her father Is the head 
and backbone of the notorious traction 
company which he Is attempting to over
throw. Young Haldane discovers lila 
father's connection with the Gothitm 
Traction company, and is incensed. In 
an Interview between Gormly and Hal-
cane the latter practically offers his 
•oughter's hand as a bribe for Gormly to 
Withdraw. Gormly refuses. In an Inter
view with Gormly Miss Haldane learns 
Of , her father'B baseness though Gormlv 
vainly tries to hldo It. Members of the 
Ring find the woman for whose sake 
Gormly declared himself a murderer and 
decide to force him to withdraw under 
threat of prosecution. The chief of police 
vwlta Gormly. who makes a full confes
sion of the truth. Young Haldane runs 
•'"> gauntlet of the police and carries the 
confession to the newspapers for publica
tion. ; 

it seemed that no further humiliation 
could be brought upon her. 

"Maybe," she said at last, forcing 
herself to speak with trembling lips 
and sinking heart, "he won't care 
after—" 

"Don't be a fool, sis!" said her 
brother roughly, yet not unkindly. "He 
cares more for you now than any
thing on earth except his election, 
and I don't know but that he would 
even let that slide—" 

"He wouldn't!" was the answer. 
"That day at Louise Stewart's, father 
offered me to him if he would not 
publish that matter about the Trac
tion company, and—" - -

"And he refused?" 
"Yes." 
"Great God! I didn't think the old 

man could sink so low." 
"That Isn't all either," she went on 

dreamily; "for I repeated the offer." 
"What!" cried her brother. 
"Yes. I asked him if I said I would 

marry him, whether he would stop 
the publication." 

"And he refused you?" •' • 
"He did." 
"God! that's a man if ever there 

was one!" 
"Yes," was the answer, "and that is 

why I am taking this step now. If 
ho had accepted me, I should have 
despised him. He would have sunk," 
she said bitterly, "to our family level " 

"Never you mind about our level, 
sis," said the man gently. "There 
are few people on earth that are aa 
high aB your level; and if Gormly 
ever does got you, he'll be mighty 
lucky." 

"Thank you," said the girl simply 
"Now, I want you to help me with 
what I have to write." 

Haldane seated himself by her side. 

He sat down at his desk, took the 
paper up again, scanned it carefully. 
"Look here," he said. "There is some
thing concealed about this." 

"What is it?" asked the subordinate. 
"We!l, in the first place. it doesn't 

say who shot the man." 
"Why, he says he wrote a confes

sion." 
"Yes, I know. I believe the woman 

fired the shot, and that he's trying to 
save her! If we could only settle 
that question, it would be something 
to soften the revelation." 

"By jove!" cried the night editor, 
"that reminds me!" He picked up 
the letter. "Camp Kill Devil, Wyo.! 
One of the cub reporters got a story 
the other day about some western ad
ventures from a certain Bill Hamil
ton, an old Montana mine owner, and 
if I'm not mistaken Camp Kill Devil 
was mentioned." ' , 

"Where is the story?" 
"I killed it." 
"Where Is the reporter? I "hope 

you didn't kill him." 
"No," was the answer. He tapped 

a bell on his desk. "Send Mr. Ab
bott to me if he's outside," be .said to 
the messenger. 

Fortune was in a complacent mcod. 
Abbott had just come in from an as
signment. He was preparing to go 
home when the summons rwiched 
him. Instantly he presented himself, 
nervous and trembling, and wonder
ing what was up, before the two 
demi-gods who decided upon the des
tinies of the paper, and incidentally 
upon the fate of the reporters, cub 
and otherwise. 

"Mr. Abbott," said the night editor 
sharply, "you brought a story in here 
the other day from a certain Bill Ham
ilton in which a Wyoming mining 
camp called Kill Devil, or some such 
name, was mentioned. Do you re
call it." j. . 

"Certainly, sir." " 
"I killed the story," said the night 

editor. "It was no good. But now 
we want very much to get hold of 
the man who gave it to you. Do you 
know where he is to be found?" 

"Yes, sir. He's staying at the Wal
dorf." 

"Go up and get him at once!" cut 
in the chief curtly. "My machine is 
down in the street. Get him up here 
if you have to kidnap him. Tell him 
we want to see him about George 
Gormly. We've got a story in which 
we think he would be interested." 

EH*-' Ut? 

TP * 

1 

lite 

-

t CHAPTER XVII, . 

Colonel Bill Hamilton Plays His Lone 
Hand. 

,. Young Haldane's first duty waa to 
'distribute manifestos to the newspa
pers as far as his copies permitted. 

{Having discharged his errand, with 
<the one copy which he had reserved 
for .himself, he headed for home, hit
ting up a tremendous pace as he 
Taced along the almost deserted 
streets. 

Before he had left to warn Gormly, 
lie had in a few hasty words given 
his sister an inkling of what was 
about to happen. He knew that she 
would bo awaiting the result of his 
Interview with an anxiety not to be 
measured. In a short time, therefore, 
lie placed the confession in her 
hands. With straining eyes and throb
bing heart the girl devoured the type
written pages. 

Her feelings were a singular r.om-
pound of varying emotions. For one 
thing, there was relief that it was no 
worse; for another, there was ad
miration at the boldness and courage 
ivlth which the man had grappled with 
a desperate situation, the dexterity 
and resource with which In perfect 
Jionor and dignity he had extricated 
llmself from the dilemma in which, 
the opposition had sought to plunge 
lilm, the magnificent audacity with 
which he had faced the crisis and 
dominated the interview; lastly, tbsre 
was a keen, terrible pang of jealousy 
•nd bitterness toward that other wom
an. It waa this last emotion that was 
self revealing. 
« 'Eleanor Haldane knew now that 
Bhe loved this man. She realized in 
this unveiling of her heart that prob
ably she had loved him all the time; 
that the other feelings and emotions 
which he had stirred in her heart and 
she had sought to characterize by dif
ferent words were now blended into 
passion ks great as his own. 

She sat quite silently, staring at 
the paper, reading the lines over and 
ever again, thinking her thoughts, un
til her brother, who had absented him-
•elf for a brief space, came back into 
the room . i 

> "Well," he said, "what are you go
ing to do?" 
. "Will you take a note to him to-' 

.j^ftlght?" she asked. 
"Not now." was the answer. "It's 

' ' ,too late. I begged him to go to bed 
v^,*nd try to get some rest. He will 

&H his strength tomorrow." 
?<But tblB.nlght—" 

la, you can't 
wuiBjuw Resides that 

"im best way." 
«at down at <hst desk, 

^ ' a pon and drew a sheet of 
ft towtucd her. She divined what 

hflftferother'a mind. Sh* knew 

>€ 

w& 

the best way after all 
he. Well, she, would do it! 

she asked 

ftbougrto do explain  ̂
jpd§U ̂ ta t̂ransa^Uon to say 
Iff Hwmtffcjrtltfn* •MSfifiM: 

hitd 

the elae, you 
oertala that the 
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•'Gormly Took the Blame on Himself to Shield tho Woman." 

and the two heads were soon busily 
bent over the desk. 

While all this was happening up 
town, matters were stirring down 
town. The editor-in-chief of The 
Planet, belated at a dinner, happened 
to come In for a final inspection just 
as the night editor finished reading 
the first copy of Gormly's communica
tion. 

"What do you think of that?" he 
said, tossing it over. 

A few moments .sufficed to put the 
editor, who was one of the coolest 
and most self contained of men, in 
possession of the contents. He shook 
his head;" 

"It's bad busine88," he remarked, 
handing it hack. > fe. 

"I don't know," was the answer. "I 
think not. If ever a man did atone 
for ertm&al f<>lty or carelessness by 
his life. Gormly has. He seems to 
have been more sinned against than 

_ „ —... . „ . sinning, anyway* People generally 
that iih» a mau. who tries tobraee up and 

it," answered 4o the square thing, and If they had 

—r *•*-- it woulddo him more good than harm; 
but you aee the election comes," ne 
lbok«d at his tfrateh. It was after one 

il the morning, "tomotttow 
wmt wffl waata^jiay 
sOtnethlog editorially about it"F*-" 

•Certainly. waa the answer. 

"Yes, sir," returned Abbott. 
He did not wait for any further in

structions. He darted out of the room 
and in a few moments was whirling 
up the avenue. 

Col. Bill Hamilton had gone to bed. 
The office force made some demur 
about awakening him; but when Ab
bott disclosed who he was, what he 
represented, and what interests .vere 
involved, they sent him .up. Natural
ly Colonel Bill was somewhat an
noyed at being disturbed; but as soon 
as Abbott mentioned the name of 
Gormly he was Instantly on the alert. 

"What is it?" he asked,, peering 
through the open door. 

"It's about George Gormly. The 
editor-in-chief of The Planet is at the 
office. He wants to see you imme
diately. It's the.biggest thing that 
has .ever come off in New York. He 
thinks that! maybe you know some
thing about it and can throw some 
light: on it. I have a big car down 
here waiting for you." 

'Til be 'down in a minute," came 
tfee prompt answer. _ 

"Pteaae h u r r y . H i S l t o n !  
We're holding the presses, waiting 
for you. Don't stop for anything." 

"Set right down there, youna mat." 
said Colonel Bill, closing the Itoo'r 
"and see how quick one of the 
dte-wtth-thelr-boota-on crowd can mt 
Into his duds." n g® 

pi . " 

Cotonel Hamilton was as good as 
bis word. He did not wait for any un
due physical adornment. In an In
credibly short space of time he came 
out sufficiently clad for decency, and 
grabbing the young man by the arm 
he fairly ran down the corridor to
ward the elevator. The late diners 
were astonished as Colonel Bill and 
the young cub forced their way 
through the crowded hall to the auto
mobile outside. The colonel had not 
forgotten the munitions of war and 
he carried a tin box in his hand which 
he had snatched from his table as he 
left his bed room. 

"Get us down to the office in double 
quick time," said the cub reporter to 
the chauffeur. "Never mind about 
fines. Bust up the machine, if neces
sary; but get us there! That's the 
old man s orders. We haven't got any 
time to spare," he yelled, as the big 
car started. 

"This way, sir," said the cub re
porter, piloting him into the elevator 
at once. "Here you are!" he ex
claimed after a wild sweep upward. 

He led him through a couple of 
doors and ushered him into a big 
brightly lighted room where two men 
sat. 

"Col. Bill Hamilton, sir," said Ab
bott breathlessly. He almost felt like 
saluting and saying, "Come aboard 
sir!" 

"Thirty-two minutes," naid the night 
editor, looking at his watch. "Very 
well done." 

"Mr. Abbott, you may remain here, 
if you wish," said the editor to the 
cub. "It will be interesting for you 
to hear." 

"Thank you, sir," said the delighted 
young reporter, making himself small 
and inconsiderable in a corner whence 
he could hear and see everything. 

"You must excuse me," said the ed
itor, "for having brought you down 
here so summarily at this hour of tho 
night, but affairs of great moment—" 

"You want to know about Gormly?" 
"We do." 
"Well, what is it?" 
"Read this," said the editor. 
Colonel Bill fished a pair of spec

tacles out 'of his side pocket and de
liberately perched them astride of his 
nose. He read the letter through very 
slowly. The night editor was in a 
fever of impatience. Even the imper
turbable editor-in-chief was consider
ably more agitated than usual. 

The night editor groaned over the 
long windedness of the frontiersman. 

"What's the matter, sonny?" asked 
Colonel Bill solicitously. "Ain't sicli, 
are you?" 

"No, no," was the answer. 
"But go on, please, Colonel Hamil

ton," said the editor; "and will you be 
as explicit as possible. We are hold
ing up the paper in the hope that you 
may be able to throw some light on 
this matter, and time is of the great
est importance." 

"I see," was the reply. "Well, then, 
all that's written in that paper's true 
enough; but he ain't told all tho 
truth." 

"Would you mind telling us what 
has been suppressed or left out?" 

"The man's wife was run away with 
as Gormly, or Fordyce as I knowed 
him, says on that night he indicates, 
that the woman's husband was left 
dyin' on the cabin floor." 

"Yes." 
"Nex' mornin', some of us, suspl-

cionin' that there might've been some 
trouble, after the storm died out,.got 
up a crowd and went over to the 
man's shack. We found him there—" 

"Dead?" asked the editor. 
"Not yet, but mighty nigh gone." 
Colonel Bill drew from his pocket a 

key and unlocked the tin box. From 
a worn envelope he drew forth a worn 
piece of paper, on which was written 
in pencil that was very much faded, 
but still sufficiently legible, a brief 
message. Colonel Bill unfolded the 
paper, yellow with age, and handed it 
to the editor, who seized it, turned to 
the light, and read: 

"I killed him. but It was in self de
fense.—Fordyce." 

"That's the first bit of evidence," 
he said. 

The editor nodded. "That settles 
it." 

"No, it don't," was the reply. "For 
when we got there, as I said, he warn't 
dead, and we managed to revive him 
with a good drink of liquor, which 

] Pete Breeden—that was his name— 
always would respond to," he Inter
polated. "And he managed to say a 
few words." 

"What were they?" 
"He said that his wife shot him and 

run off with Fordyce." 
"Anything more?" 
"Then he died." 
"I see," said the editor. "Gormly 

took the blame upon himself to shield 
the woman." 

"It will be Colonel Hamilton's un
supported statement against this writ
ten confession, though," interposed the 
night editor, 

"Well, as it happens," was the re 
ply, "the statement ain't unsupport
ed." 

"What more?" asked the editor. 
"This." 
Colonel Bill from the same tip box 

fished out another object wrapped in 
a piece of paper. He unrolled tha 
paper and exhibited a flattened leaden 
bullet 

"This come from a thirty-two cali
ber revolver. Doc JobnBon, who waa 
the only medical shark we had in 
them days, he performed an autopsy, 
or somethin' like that, on the body of 
Breeden, and he got thi* from it. No 
man in the territory ever carried a 
thirty-two. Forty-five's the usual 
weapon for a gent out there, and this 
come from the woman's gun. I'd often 
seen her use it, and she could shoot 
most as straight as a man could, that 
woman." 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) -

What will a man give in erdiaflgt 
fot a good reputation? 
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IN HOSPITAL NINE MONTHS. 

Awful Tale of Suffering From Kidney 
Trouble. 

Alfred J. O'Brien, Second St., Ster
ling, Colo., says: "I was in the Bal
timore Marine Hospital nine months. 
The urine was in a terrible state and 

some days I passed 
half a gallon of 
blood. They wanted 
to operate on mo 
and I went to St. 
Joseph's Hospital at 
Omaha, putting in 
three months there 
without any gain. I 
was pretty well dis

couraged when advised to use Doan's 
Kidney Pills. I did so and when I had 
taken one box, the pain left me. I 
kept on and a perfect cure was tho 
result." 

"When Your Back Is Lame, Re
member the Name—DOAN'S." 50c a 
box at all stores. Foster-Milburu Co., 
Buffalo, N. Y. 

Appetite Not a Necessity. 
Dr. John R. Murlin of New York, as

sistant professor of physiology at the 
Cornell university medical college, in 
an article in the October number of 
the Journal of the Outdoor Life, com
pares the food we eat to the fuel used 
in furnishing steam and power for an 
engine. In selecting our food he says 
that we should eat enough to furnish 
energy for the day's work, but that 
much more than this is not needed. 
He holds that the appetite is not a ne
cessity for good digestion. "There is 
no fallacy of nutrition," he says, 
"greater than that which supposes 
that a food cannot be digested and uti
lized without appetite." Most of the 
food we eat, fully four-fifths, goes to 
supply energy for our every-day tasks, 
while less than one-fifth goes to sup
ply building material. 

ERUPTION COVERED BODY 

"Three years ago this winter I had 
a breaking out that covered my whole 
body. It itched so it seemed as if I 
should go crazy. It first came out In 
little pimples on my back and spread 
till it covered my whole body and 
limbs down to my knees, also my arms 
down to my( elbows. Where I 
scratched it made sores, and the ter
rible itching and burning kept me 
from sleeping. I tried several reme
dies all to no purpose. Then I con
cluded to try the Cuticura Remedies. I 
used the Cuticura Soap and Cuticura 
Ointment, also the Resolvent, for 
about four months, and they com
pletely cured me of eczema. I have 
had no return of the disease since. I 
never had a good night's rest after the 
skin eruption first broke out till I com
menced using the Cuticura Soap and 
Ointment. I had only used them a 
few days before I could see they were 
beginning to heal, and the terrible 
itching was gone. 

"Those that lived in the house at 
the time know how I suffered, and 
how the Cuticura Soap and Ointment 
cured me. I never take a bath with
out using the Cuticura Soap, and I 
do not believe there are better rem
edies for any skin disease than the 
Cuticura Soap and Ointment." (Signed) 
Miss Sarah Calkins, Waukegan, 111., 
Mar. 1G, 1911. Although Cuticura 
Soap and Ointment are sold by drug
gists and dealers everywhere, a sam
ple of each, with 32-page book, will be 
mailed free on application to "Cuti
cura," Dept. 5 K, Boston. 

Most Fickle Man. 
When Col. William M. Howard, now 

a member of the tariff board, was elec
tioneering for congress one autumn 
in bygone days, he struck a back
woods county in Georgia, and got very 
busy talking softly to the voters. He 
was much concerned about a man 
named John, who was now for him, 
then against him, and always change
able. 

"What's the matter with John?" the 
colonel asked one of his constituents. 

"Aw, you can't tell nothin' about 
John, colonel," was the assurance. "He 
is the most fickle man you ever see. 
Why, be has had religion so many 
times, and been baptized in the creek 
d'.wn here so often that the bullfrogs 
know him every time he's 'mersed." 

Arms Made to Order. 
A United States senator, worth mil

lions, which he made rapidly, has a 
coat-of-arms recently acquired. He 
gave a large dinner party one night. 
His coat-of-arms was emblazoned in 
gold on the top of the dinner cards. 
The lady who went in with the sen
ator, tbe wife of another senator, ob
served the insignia when she picked 
up her dinner card and exclaimed: 
"How pretty!" 

"Yea," replied the senator proudly, 
"I think it is rather neat. My wife in
vented it."—Saturday Evening Post 

The love or the beautiful is becom
ing not only the possession of the rich, 
but the desire and possession of the 
very poor.—Rt. Hon. John Burns. 
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Her Terrible Experience Shows 
How Peruna Should Be in Every 

, Home to Prevent Colds. 
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C. S« Sagersen 

Mrs. C. S. 
Sa g e r s e r, 
1311 Wood
land Ave., 
K a n s a s  
City, Mo., 
writes: 

"I feel it 
s duty to 
you and to 
others that 
may be af
flicted like 
myself, to 
e p e a l c  f o r  
Peiuna. 

"My trou-
b  1  e  f i r s t  
came after 
la g ri p p e 
e i g h t  o r  
nine years 
ago, a gath
ering in my 
h e a d  a n d  
neuralgia. I 
s u if e r e d 
most all the 
t i m e .  M y  
n o s e ,  e a r s  
a n d  e y e s  
were badly 
affected for 
the last two years. I think from your 
description of internal catarrh that I 
must have had that also. I suffered 
very severely. 

"Nothing ever relieved me like Pe
runa. It keeps me irom talcing cola. 

"With the exception of some deaf
ness I am • feeling perfectly cured. I 
am forty-six years old. 

"1 feel that words are inadequate to 
express my praise for Peruna." 

Stops 
Lameness 

Sloan's Liniment is a relia-
I ble remedy for any kind of 
horse lameness. Will kill the 
growth of spavin, curb or splint, 
absorb enlargements, and is 
excellent for sweeny, fistula 

I and thrush. 
Here's Proof. 

" I used Sloan's Liniment on a mule for 
* high lameness,' and cured her. X am 
never without a bottle of your liniment; 
have bought more of it than any other 
remedy for pains." BAILY KIKBY, 

,. Cassady, Ky. 
"Sloan's Liniment Is the best made. I 

have removed very large shoe boils off a 
horse with it. I have killed a quarter 
crack on a mare that was awfully bad. I 
have also healed raw, sore necks on three 
horses. I have healed grease heel oa a 
mare that could hardly walk." 

ANTHONY G. HIYBR, Oakland, Pa., 
Route No. i. 

SLOAN S , 
LINIMENT 
is good for .all farm stock. 

"My hogs had I105 cholera three days 
before we got your liniment, which I was 
advised to try. I have used it now for 
three days and my hogs are almost well 
One hog died before I got the liniment, 
but 1 liavc not lost any since." 

A. J. MCCARTHY, Jdaville, Ind. 

Sold by all 
Sealers. 
Price 

50c &S1.00 

Sloan's Book on Horses, 
Cattle, Hogs and Poultry 

sent free. Address 

Pr. Earl S. Sloan 
Boston, Mau. 

Readers of this paper da-
s i r ing  t  o  buy  
anything adver

tised in its columns should insist upon 
having what they ask (or, refusing all 
substitutes or imitations. 

:  v ' ' ; ;  ALt£  N S*  
u l c e r i n e  s a l v l  

For the treatment or Chronic Ulcers. Bona 
^ff.t5fr?Pofulan" Ulcere, Varicose ITlcen£ln-

•< ? 

; ;i 

LIVE STOCK AND 
MISCELLANEOUS m mm 

I In great variety for salo at the lowest prices bv 
f WK8TKES HEWSPAreE CHIOS, itllt.Mmm. 

ELECTROTYPES 
I 

lye Sal1 
QUICK 

, relief 
I SORE EYES 

DEFIANCE STIRCH finest linens? 

WHAT'S THE MATTER 
WITH YOUR BABY ? 

r--- ; 

Hi 
CA'A 

r 
y°u,n8 mother—and many an old 

cause d iP^221,^ t0 know the cause or her ohilds ill n&ture Th« 
sarilv̂ in̂ n.'i8 •CKryln8" ,doe» not necea! X in<Vpate the seriousness of its 
matter'with have nothing more the natter with it than.& headache or a feel
ing of general dullness. It cannot* of 
CO""®, describe its feelings, but m i 
fryinTl mnJ'S.'Sv."" "™ "" " 

and peevishness are perhaps "due"to" ob-
once that 

headache, the sluggishness and the many other evt-
dences of constipation and indigestion 
will quickly disappear. • 

the little one salts, cathar-
D1''8 or nasty waters, for these will 

strong for a child. In the families of 

§ Thelln, Manvel, N. D., and 
Mrs. Henry Jensen, Granton, Wis., the 

laxative giv«n is Dr. Caldwell's 
Syrup Pepsin. It has been found' to 
nn»«er „#most ,Perfectljr all the pur-
poses of a laxotivq? and its verv 
mildness and freedom from grlpiur 
recommend it especially for the USB 

Snv and 
J°ld eener-fliiy—peopie who need a gentle bow*t 

atimwanfc Thousands of - American 
have been enthusiastic about it 

for more than a Quarter of a century. 
^"h'ng to make a trial of this 

remedy before buying it In. the regular 
adrustfst at fifty cents or one 

dollar a large bottle (family size) can 
h^ye a sample bottle sent to the home 
W « rSiy «»Ply addressing Dr. 
W. B. Caldwell, 201 Washington St. 
Monticello, Hi. Your name and address 
pa a postal card will do. , 
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