gwyr You can end the pain of corne, In one
-

Dr, Seholl’ lZmo-pmfl will do Il.,‘g
remove Lhe cause — friction-pressure,
u.Yuu irritation. Thus you avoid inl'utnn

from cutti your corns oF ue

acids Ha:.‘uuuphc nmwo:’ Sizes for
corns, e bunione. Get a box today at
your druggiat’s or sboo desler’s.

Scholls
"ﬁfw-pads

Mode in the ledoratories of The Scholl

Mfy. Co., makers of D Scholl's Fool

Cn-.(u.hpham Areh Supports, eic,
Put one on—the pain is gone!

For Eczéma, Rheumatism,
Gout or Hives
Expensive health resorts, sought by thou-
:.mbmm springs contaln-

peock Sulphur utilizing the
sectet of the famous b waters, makes
it posalble for you to enjoy Sulphur In
wnh and at & pominal cost.
Nltl.lftl best blood . s
prmnihmhmm s in
Hancock Sulphur Compound
Use it in the bath, as a lotion applied to
affected parts, and take It internally.
60c and $1.20 the bottle.
u 't supply It, send hi
nu'::tnd mud the prﬁ:";ln .
and we will send you a bottle direct.
HWANCOCK LIQUID SULPHUR
COMPANY .
Baltimore, Mid,
Hammel Sulphwr Compound  Gine
s 0 and(ioc =Fbr ur uivh phy
Liguid Compaund

SBOLD BO YEARS
A FINE GENERAL TONI&
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Nothing to Speak Of,

“Howdy, Gap!"” saluted an acquaint-
ance from over beyond Presbyterian
HIll, upon! meeting Gap Johnson of
Rumpus Ridge .In the county sent.
“Anything coming off out your way?"

“How're you, 'Lije?" was the repiy.
“Well, no; there hain't nuth’n in per-
tickler happened lately on the Ridge.
Of course, there's been some fighting,
but no great sight, and a little shoot-
Ing, such asg It was, and some marrying
and dying, and such like, and a few
runawnys, lncluding some feller’s wife
and an agent for something or nuther,
but nuth’'n’ in the way of real news,
that I know of."—Knnsnsg Clty Star,

. CATARRHAL DEA DEAFNESS

is often caused by an inflamed condition
of the mucous umu of Eustachian

When thia tube ls inflamed you
have & rumbling sound or Imperfect
hearing,

gl “dlfnlul the mﬂummnu“ o:a
u your hearing may '
stroyed forever. ¥

od
HALL'S CATARRH MEDICINE will
do mtmnhlmto ft—rid te
of Catarth 4 rour ~4 m
Catarrh.

Someone Will Take Him,

“Do yon think I am going to be an
old bachelor?™ i

“I should be sure of It but for one
thing."

“And what Is that¥"

“You have money.”"—Houston Cliron-
Icle,

In nature, it Is found that the pred-
atory animals are of no use fo any-

body.

Mrs. Little Declares Tanlno Re-
stored Full Strength  After
Overcoming Indigestion.

“Since taking Tanlac my troubles
bave left, me, and I never tire of tell-
Ing about It,” declares Mrs, Johanna
Little, 3082 N. 17th St, Kaneas City,
Mo,

“My food often caused me much dis-
tress from gas, sourness arl heart-
| burn, and I searcely ever wanted to eut.
Headaches, billousness and pains I
my back kept me In hot wi'vr, and T
hardly ever got any restful sivep. v
nerves were excited and I was so ron
down it was all I eould do to look after
my housework.

“l searched the clty for the right
mediclne, and conslder It Vortunate
that I found Tanlae, In’igestion,
sleeplessness and nervousn(.s never
bother me now, I can do my house-
work llke It was play, and am strong
and happy. Tanlac |8 simply grand”

Tanlac Is for sale by all good drug-
glsts. Over 85 milllon bottles sold.—
Advertisement.

Perfect Mother-in.Law,

She has n marvelous talent for tim-
ing her visits, She nlways arrives the
duy you .need her, and never stuys a
day too long. She always brings
cheer and helpfulness and n blg bas-

ket of things from the old farm. She
{ gets anlong beautifully with her sons-
ln-law and  deughters-in-law.  She

knows how to please her grandehil
deen without spolling them and ruin-
Ing thelr digestion. 8he ‘knows how
| ¢ and when to write n check and when
| to make beaten blscnit and fry a
Ivlm ken. She has perfect health and
'n young mind. She Is the perfect
| mother-in-law,

There Is always a chance that yon
will get her If you marr® often enough.
—Life,

Thousands Have Kidney
Trouble and Never
Suspect It

Applicants for Insurance Often
Rejected.

Judging from reports from druggists
who are constantly in direct touch with
the public, there is one rreparat:nn that

been very suocessful in overcoming
these conditions, The mild and healing
influence of Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root is
soon realiged. It stands the highest for
its remarkable record of success.

An examining physician for one of the
prominent Life Insurance Companies, in
an interview on the subject, made the as-
tonishing statement that one renson why
#0 many applicants for insurance are re-
jected is because kidney trouble is so
common to the American people, and the

are declined do not even suspect that they
have the disease. Iir,

of two sizes, medium and large.
However, if you wish first to test this
ﬂ-nt prepuration send ten cents to Dr.
ilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y., for a
mmple bottle. When writing be sure and
mention this paper.—Advertisement.

Optical ‘lllusion.
Motlon plctures are in reallty u com- |
bination of still pictures. The first
picture of the automoblle shows the
spokes of the wheels in one position.
It the next exposure of the film were
made when spoke number ope had ad-
vanced far enough to be In the posi-
ton of spoke number two, the plcture
wonld show no motion, as spokes are
identical. If spoke number one hind nd-
vanced less than balf way to position
of spoke two, the forward motlon
would be poticed. If, however, spoke
one advanced more than half way, to
the observer It would have the effect
of spoke two moving backward, as
that distance would be shorter and the
upparent motion would be in that di-
rection,

Our idgp of a game man Is one who

goes to the dentist before It Is nbso-
lutely necessary.

Yw—sbm'tumaﬂuy.‘s\\m—hi_

nln-l !«rmm

- “Dodson’s Liver Tone" Stiaighlens You Up pﬂa‘
Sallmng,ﬂmgammcahnnlmw llput

large majority of those whose applications |

Kilmer's Swamp- |
Root is on sale at all dmg stores in bottles |

LETTIE

SYNOPSIS.—Living in & barn,
converted Into a dwelling, Mrs
Penfeld s manager of*an aparts
ment bullding known as “The Cus=
tard Cup,” originally “Cluster
Court,” Her Income I» derived
from Iaundry work, her chle! pa-
tron belng a Mra, Horatlus Weath.
erstone, whom she has never seen.
Living with her are "Crink" and
“Thad,"” homeloss small boys whom
ghe has adopted. They call her
“Pengle.” Thad tells Penzle a
strange man was Inquiring: for her
under her malden name.

! figger a child onght to be dig'ppolnt-
co At least once a week, In order to
get used to life She dlscarded ‘n
broken clothespin and reached Into
her pocket for another.

“l guess llkely you aimed to have
folks think he was your own kid"
Insinuated My, Wopple, testing the
strength of his old pruning-sheapk

“Land, no, I neyer claimed he was,
He's mine ‘eause [ adopted him and
love him, and ‘chuse he loves me.
That's all there s to It"

Mr, Wopple thought otherwise. “It's
ensy sald, Mis' Penfield, but I'l bet
there's a lot more to It. Where'd you

—

CHAPTER Il.—~Continued,
—

Above these rooms wns a 10ft, onee
used for hay but now entirely ecut
off from the ground floor. It could,
however, be approached by a ladder
on the outslde—and was so ap-
proached by Crink during winter
rains, when It was the last resort for
drying clothes,

It was September, The California
summer was in Its glory; the days
were warm and bright, not yet edged
with the erispness of fall, Crink be-
Ing In school, Mrs. Penfleld was man-
aging alone,

8he had taken up her basket of
clothes and started for the yard,
when the bell rang. This was strictly
In accordance with .the usual routine,
becanse Mrs, Penfleld rarely finished
anything without interruption. 8he
put down her basket and went to the
door,

“Good morning, Mrs. Bosley, Come
right In."

A young woman stood outside, 8he
was  carefully groomed, smartly
dressed, striking In appearance with-
out belng exactly pretty, She and

her hushand lived In The Custard
| Cup, but no one could understand
why. They were apparently free of

all responsibilities gnd devoted them-
selves to good times; In short, they
were everything that the other mem-
bers of the community were not.

“1 ean't stop, Mrs. Penfleld. I'm
golng downtown, and I wondered If
you't let me leave this package with
you, It's pot a few trinkets In It,
and I'd feel safer”

Mrs, Penfleld hesitated. *I hain't
got any safe place,” she sald slowly,
“oand I'm in wod out— "

Guss!e Bosley broke In eagerly.
“You needn't feel any care about If.
| Nobody'd tauke it, but I've got a feel-
Ing—TI'd rather lenve It here,
a8 newspaper round I, so "twouldn't
look of any wvalue whatever," 8he
ppasSed over a wmall package.

Mrs, Penfleld \took it with some re-
luctance and aurzled It Inte her bed-
room, She wss accustomed to
sorts of strange sequests, but It wos

guard valuables,

here, Mrs, Penfleld reflected; nno
with that she dismissed the matter
altogether and went on out to the

the lines, she sang under ber breath
In sheer blitheness of spirit, This wns
the happiest part of her work; she
loved the alr, the sunshine,
“Mornin’,” called a rasping vnlce
"Why, Mr. Wopple, good morning!"
she returned - brllkly “Aln't It n
grand day?" /
“Well, pretty falr,” conceded Mr,
Wopple grudgingly, He never so far
encouraged  moything, ‘even the
weather, as to give It unquallfied ap- |
proval
Mr. Wopple was a night watchman
In some vague building near the
water front; #ad no one fn The Cus.

nently adapted to exactly that work.
Watehfulness was the keynote of his

his professl
home fleld.

I put |

the first time she had been asked to |

“I expect she thinks mobody'd look |

yard with her basket. As she wiped | )

tard Cup questioned. his, being emi( | m

‘personality ; Fe sacrificed many hours |
of possible drytime sleep by bringing |
1 activities lnto the

get Thad, Mis' Penfleld "

With a quick movement she lifted
the sheet and pinned It Into place.
“The records are for Thad when he
grows up"

“You got some records, then?"

“Mebbe," she returmed, on guard.
“1 don't see what diff'runce it makes”

“Well, I should say It made a lot.
"‘Course you'd want to know what kind
o' folks he hakd, Might be things that’d
crop out. You'd be the one to be dis.
‘ppointed If he was to turn out a
robber or murderer or somep'n.”

Mrs. Penfleld shook out™ a white
skirt and smiled. *All you got to do,
Mr. Wopple, I8 to look at Thad once
and you won't talk that way. He's
ns sweet a buby as ever was, and
there ain't nothing In his face that
aln't good and desr, If he ever turns
out bad, It won't he his fault; it'll
be ‘cause I failed him."

“'Bhaw! More like it'd be somep'n
‘In his birth.* 4

Mrs. Penfleld jammed down a
clothespin with a violence that
snapped It In two, but her volce was
still pleasant. “Thad's got past his
birth by ’'most four years, and he

It

Her Dark Eyss Blazed,

won't never get mixed with It
ngain. He dldn't Inherit n:gfllnl that
I'm afraid of, and one of the main
reasons I'm llvl.nl Is to see that he
develops fust E he’s started.
iﬁamu;.t it; and If the
spares me, -he'll hn ready to
meet the world fuce to foce when
| he's growed up."

mntuni,,_

“Yos, Its a grand day,” upentql '
mrma.qﬂuuummm:

| edged his courtesy by a smile, hal?

Mr. Wappl hl? with some hesitation,
admitted thaf pechaps he could, Mrs.
Penfield having hitherto been a satis
factory nelghbor; and she acknowl-

conciliatory, half abstracted, But
when ghe had taken up the empty
clothes basket and gone back Into the
house, she &at for several minutes
looking Into space, her busy hands
Idle, & mist of compassion In her
dark eyes. Onee her lips moved.
“Why, why can't T wipe out the han-
dleaps  entirely?" she  breathed.
“Dpn't seem right for any child—*
She wns stlhh sliting there when
Thad came In. Mra, Penfleld gathered
the boy Into her arms and kissed him.
“Penzie,” he gasped, “squeeze me
softer, plense. 1 'most can't breathe.

What yon do It so hard for?'
She lapghed. “Bless your baby
heart! I expect I was keeping ev'ry-

thing away.”

“Why, Penzle, aln't anything here—
‘Just you and me”

“Sure enough,”" wshe sald, more
lightly. “And we mustn't sit here,
doing "nothing. I've got to get to
work, and you trot along and piny.™

A few minutes Meter he came run
ning to her in great glee,

“See, Penzle, I found somep'n,” ITe
held up s small package. It was flat,
oblong, tled with cord.

“Where did you get that, Thad?"

“In your room—all done up In
paper.”

“You shouldp’t have touched [t—"
She took the package, to carry It
back to her room; then paused In
astonishment. The cords were fas
tened with wax; thé seals had not
been broken, She turned It over. It
was soft to the touch. On one side
was glmply the name “Bosley."
*“That's never the family jewels™
ghe thought, as she went Into the
bedroom. “Next time I'll let her keep
it to home. I'Nl bet It aln't nothing
I want In this houss.*

groceries for the day, Crink Penfleld

faction guar,

WRIGLEY'S \1s a
helper in all this
' =

Page Booklet,
“Mothers of
the World"

Company
T BB 7 et pr-vies S+ Frashsase
) CISF . cbrsnsiraonnansss BRI, oo sonpisante

. $3.50 BY MAIL

An exclusive founiain pen that suits the most
exaciing taste, made of the latest ed Car-
dinal Rubber, Fltted with Ad-karat solid
gold pen polat, gold-Alled ellp, and box
tever filling device. and w@round and
iridium pointed. Satinfaction guaranteed
mmmr FOUNTAIN I'IN 0,
132 Nassan St ow York City

LISTEN! PORTO RICO FOTATO FLANTH;
treated and lnapectod. All leading variutios
pepper and tomato plnm.l uhl ped In wood

4 -packed, 1y u-
4 + CHAPTER I 2’,‘1‘5."' ﬁﬂw. lu;:.l. uco $5; nnn f‘l: -
— preas only, PITTS PLANT €O
The Invasion of Lettle. Milllons Porlo Rico Potute m
1,000, §2; 6,000, §3.60 a.
Having delivered the final order of T:ﬁ'; '1“1' '1"-“ o0, lll'ﬂxnmua:lhﬂ.m's:lu

Conger Plant Co. Tifton, Oa.

~aried monotony by taking n new
rpute home, and was rewarded by &
sight that made him stop suddenly
and catch hlg breath with Joy. In a
large lot, where he distinetly remem-

“Cracky " murmured Crink. “Wa'n't
that a grand Ore? Here's where [ nt
busy."

He hid his basket behind a mm
of shetterad masonry and plunged
Into explorntion of the highest mound |
of ashes. Crink llved the life of mal
vage. A bit of human wreckage him«
self, he had an unfalling attraction
for all the material wreckage that|
came within range. Young ns he wag, !
the boy wns an expert with a bent
plece of iron, filcking serap heaps for
those fragments which have been
thrown out, not because their mgnl-
ness is exhausted but because thelr
owners have been Ilacking In Ingenu.
ity. Even:as Mrs. Penfield had res
cued him, g0 had he In turn rescued
countiess bits of wood and cloth, |
und tin, and pulled them back Into
the field of service,

Crink discovered an ineredible pjece
of luck, the wheel of o dismembered
sewing mgchine. He grabbed it, but

also grabbed—a small, thin hand,
pair of bright black eyes confron
Crink, the eyes of a girl about his own
age who had been conducting a serles

bered a tenement house, there wes lt Is a Powerfnl
only an enormous heap of debris, xuu““

Squirming to the top of the muass, |

at the same moment another hand

‘ments, Thickened,
;:unt. Curbs, Pllled

.m from
Spavin Lame




