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% “No, Mrs. Avery,” Bessie said 
stonily, "it doesn’t surprise me.” 

“Bessie,” I suggested, “would 
you like to go away for a week or 

two? I think a change would do 
you good.” 

£ Bessie’s steely mask flared with 
panic. “Oh no, Mrs. Avery I” she 
remonstrated in a frightened voice. 
“Oh nol I don’t want to go away 
from here. I can’t go away from 
here. I can’t—I can’tl” 

"You don’t have to go, Bessie,” 
I soothed, “if you. don’t want to 
go. But somehow, I thought you’d 
like a change.” 

Again panic flared in Bessie. 
“But I’m going to ask Doctor 

Geary to call today," I promised 
hastily. “He’ll give you something 
that will make you sleep.” 

“I’d like that, Mrs. Avery,” Bes- 
sie declared almost inaudibiy. 

I had scarcely finished telephon- 
ing the Geary house when the po- 
lice car-curved into the drive. 

9, “Take me where we can talk 
■' alone, Mary,” Patrick said. I led 

him to the piazza which looked to- 
ward the SWr 'uey. “By God, Mary, 
I’m in a Jam!” Patrick said as he 
seated himself in the broad Glou- 
cester hammock. “I might have 
to arrest Margaret Fairweather. 
And anyway, I’ve got to put a 

watch on her house.” 
"Oh no!” burst from me invol- 

untarily. 
“That’s the way I feel about it!” 

Patrick commented grimly. 
“It would kill Flora if Margaret 

was arrested." 
“That’s the way I feel about it,” 

Patrick repeated, more grimly 
still. 

“Queer I never thought of her 
when Tony told me about the tall 
woman in dark clothes. You thought 
of her at once, didn’t you?” 

At first I did not reply. Then I 
said, “How did you know that?” 

"Because later, when I thought 
of it myself, I could remember 
your face. I realized that you’d 
thought of it. Not that either of us 

said anything.” 
He paused for a moment. “Per- 

haps I could fix it to let Margaret 
stay in her own home for a while. 
I could detail a car to saunter up 
and down the cliff—without rais- 
ing suspicion, I guess.” 

“But you haven’t any real evi- 
dence on Margaret,” I remonstrat- 
ed. 
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mit But here you are. No woman 
t left the masquerade until long aft- 

er midnight—with the exception of 
Molly Eames—Molly Treadway 1 
mean. Molly left with Walter. No 
other woman came over to the 
Head that night. There was no 

other woman at home that night on 

the Head—except Flora and Mar- 
garet Fairweather and Hannah. 
One of my men called with his wife 
on Hannah last night He called, 
of course, because I sent him, but 
Hannah doesn’t know that Natur- 
ally they talked about nothing but 
the murder. He established that 
Hannah spent the whole evening 
with Flora. Margaret slept as she 
frequently does, downstairs on the 
porch. Hannah said that Margaret 
went to bed early because she was 

so tired. Hannah sleeps on the 
porch outside riora’s chamber. 
Now as soon as Hannah was asleep 
why couldn't Margaret have slipped 
out quietly from the piazza to meet 
Ace Blaikie in the Spinney?” 

“But what would she want 
to meet Ace for?” I queried me- 

chanicaHy. 
Patrick did not answer me. But 

he looked at me. I made no com- 

ment Put I looked at him. Un- 
said thlfags began to whirl in the 
air -about us. And then I heard 
an automobile crunching up the 
drive. 

"Miss Fairweather is here, Mrs. 
Avery," Sarah Darbe announced 
from the doorway. "She says she 
would like to see you and Mr. 
O’Brien.” 

My thoughts began to spin. I 
made up my mind to say nothing 
about Hannah’s nap. 

A, 
When Margaret Fairweather ap- 

peared in the doorway, my thoughts 
curiously enough, flew at once to 
Bessie. It was the common devas- 
tation in their faces which linked 
them together in my mind. Bessie’s 
face had turned the strange gray 
which dark skins assume under 
torment either physical or men- 
tal. Margaret’s flesh had gone 
waxy. Hers might have been a 

dead face—if it had not been for 
the burning intensity of the har- 
rowed eyes. 

"I went over to the police sta- 
tion to see you, Patrick,” she an- 

nounced in her strange, dead voice, 
"but they told me that you were 

here.” 

Patrick drew a long sigh. By 
its depth, I gauged' the extent of 
his relief. “Is there something I 
can do for you, Margaret?” 

Margaret looked at him hard. 
“I must talk to someone, she said. 
“I have a strange story to tell 
you. You may find it on the sur- 

face unbelievable. I can only say 
that I am telling you the exact 
truth.” 

Patrick remained silent. 
“About a week ago, Ace Blaikie 

called at the house and asked me 

if I would lend him some money. 
For many reasons, I did not want 
to lend Ace any money. I did not 
like him in the first place. In 
fact—” Suddenly her dead eyes 
blazed. “In fact—I hated him. I 
did not trust him either. When he 
told me how much he wanted to 
borrow, I was appalled.” 

Patrick said, “How much was 

it?” 
"Ten thousand dollars,” Marga- 

ret answered. 

Patrick whistled. I said noth- 
ing. I could not speak. 

“What did Ace want that ten 
thousand dollars for?” Patrick 
asked. 

"1 don’t know,” Margaret an- 
swered. “Perhaps I could guess, 
but I’d rather not.” She looked 
pleadingly at Patrick. 

“You’re right, Margaret!” Pat- 
rick approved. “Let’s confine our- 
selves to the facts. Did you lend 
him this money?” 

“res—but not at once. I told 
him I would have to think it over. 

I knew that I would have to take 
that ten thousand out of my prin- 
cipal.” 

“He called more than once?” Pat- 
rick interrupted. 

“Yes, four times. I have the days 
in my diary. Ace stipulated—re- 
quested I mean,” she corrected 
herself with the careful honesty 
typical of her, “that I give him a 

certified check. It all took time, 
but he kept hurrying me. He want- 
ed the money, I felt, for something 
special." 

“When was the last time he had 
been in your house before that?” 
Patrick asked. 

“Ace Blaikie had not been in my 
house for twenty-five years,” Mar- 
garet replied. 

“Did you give him the money?” 
Patrick asked. 

“Yes ” 

“When?” 
“The night of the masquerade.” 
“Where?” 
“In Mary’s Spinney.” 
Patrick sighed again. “About 

what time was it?” he asked. 
“A little after ten thirty.” 
“How were you dressed?” 
“I wore a black dress, a black 

scarf over my head, a big black 
lace shawl of my mother’s.” 

"How did you go to the Spinney?” 
“I walked up the road toward the 

Park, turned off at Mary’s path, 
walked past the Little House and 
met Ace—” She paused bleakly. 

Patrick waited. 
“At the exact spot where they 

found his body,” Margaret conclud- 
ed. 

A pause, pregnant with awful 
possibilities, whirled between us 

three. 
nia your interview taxce xongr 

Patrick asked gently. 
“No, it took scarcely a moment.” 
“Could you reproduce it for me?” 
“Easily. I said, ‘Here is the 

check, Ace.’ He said. Thank youl 
Here’s my note for it!' I handed 
him the check and he handed me 
the note. I have it with ue. Would 
you like to see it?” 

“Yes—thank you, Margaret, for 
thinking of that” 

Margaret took a folded pieee of 
paper from her hand-bag and hand- 
ed it to Patrick. He examined it 
on both sides, held it up to the 
light “Will you trust this with me 
for a while?” 

“Certainly, Patrick,” Margaret 
replied. 

“By the way, Margaret who’d 
you make it out to? Oh yes, you’d 
have to make it out to Ace." 

“Yes.” 
Patrick whistled.* “That compli- 

cates things. Perhaps there’s 
somebody boob enough to think he 
could murder Ace and then forge 
Ace’s endorsement on the check. 
Has the check been cashed, Mar- 
garet?" 

“No. The day I heard of Ace's 
death, I went over to the bank to 
stop payment They said I couldn’t 
do that without a court order. 
They told me it hadn’t been 
cashed.” 

“Well, we’ll watch that point any- 
how,” Patrick assured her. “Was 
that all you said?” Patrick went 
on. 

“No. I said (me other thing and 
it was the only other thing I did 
say. I said, ‘Ace Blaikie, I hope 
you die the death you deserve!” 

Patrick stroked the back of his 
head, then he clasped his hands 
there and let his head rest against 
them. “What did Ace do with the 
check?” 

“He took oil his helmet and put 
the check inside—in the sweat- 
band." 

“Was there anything else?” 
“Nothing—so far as Ace was con- 

cerned.” 
"Did you see Tony Torriano go 

off into the bushes?" 
“No.” 
“You say, ‘Nothing—as far as 

Ace was concerned.’" Patrick’s 
voice held an interrogative note. 

"As I went back over the path, 
I thought I heard a stir in the 
bushes.” 

“Not loud then?" 
“No, a mere stir! A cat might 

have made it” 
“You saw nothing?” 
“Nothing. In fact I did not quite 

realize that I had heard it until I 
got home. Then I heard it in mem- 

ory. It may have been only a cat— 
but I heard something stir.” 

Patrick’s Irish gray eyes had 
turned brilliant He still rested his 
head against his clasped hands. 
For a moment he did not speak, 
but his eyes never left Margaret 
She did not speak either. 

“Margaret” Patrick began, "you 
and I are old friends and we’ve 
known each other for forty years 
and perhaps longer. You know that 
I’ve always been fond of you and 
Flora, that I respect you and that 
I trust you. But I’m the police 
chief here in this town. And it 
doesn’t make any difference what 
I think, or believe. My business 
is to prove. I believe your story of 
course. But Margaret I must ask 
you some questions. Maybe you 
won’t find them pleasant I’ve got 
to do it though.” 

“Ask any questions you want 
Patrick,” Margaret said. 

“Well, if I were a Jury, the first 
thing I’d want to knew would be 
why you were willing to lend Ace 
Blaikie so much money, especially 
when you hated him.” 

"I did it to prolong my sister’s 
life. I made up my mind that Ace 
should not enter our house again. 
The last time he came, he said 
that if I couldn't lend him the 
money, perhaps Flora would. I 
knew if he made up his mind to 

I Thought I Heard t Stir In the 
Bushes. 

see Flora, nothing on earth could 
prevent him from getting to her. 
And I was sure a meeting with him 
v/ould kill her. I was in agony ev- 

ery time he was there for fear 
Flora would hear his voice 

Again silence. Margaret saved 
Patrick from asking the question 
that hung almost visibly on his 
lips. She went on. "Ace Blaikie 
made love to Flora when she was 

a slip of a girl. She fell in love 
with him. She loved him with her 
whole heart and mind and soul. 
And when he transferred his af- 
fections to a mere light-of-love in 
Marshbsnks, it nearly killed her. 
She was never the same girl after- 
wards. She never recovered from 
that She has loved Ace Blaikie all 
her life. She loves him still. She 
can’t help loving him. But she 
hates him too. Of course I hate 
him. I always have hated him. He 
met the death that 1 hoped for 
him—a violent one." » 1 

"No check was found on Ace’s 
body,” Patrick informed her. 

"I know.” Margaret arose to her 
feet “I realize perfectly, Patrick, 
that I am now under suspicion. I 
hope you won’t have to arrest me 

for a while. It would kill Flora. 
She doesn't know Ace is dead yet" 

“I shan’t arrest you for the pres- 
ent Margaret” Patrick assured 
her. I will ask you not to leave 
Satuit—not eyen for a day." 

It seemed to me that the entire 
town turned out to Ace Blaikie’s 
funeral. It was held in the white 
vine-covered church, the most spa- 
cious in town. The service was 

brief When the pall-bearers bore 
the flower-wreathed coffin out of 
the building, a sound of weeping, 
like a dreary wind, ran through the 
church. 
I did not want to go to the grave, 

but I did. Somehow, most deeply 
I desired not to see what had been 
the splendid body of Ace lowered 
into the earth given over to 
decay Yet I went A large 
group of his friends accompanied 
Ace. Bruce Hexson was not there. 

Mrs. Thelford told me that he was 
so sick with a bad cold that he 
wouldn’t be able to enter Ace’s will 
for probate before Saturday. I saw 
both Doctor Marden and Caro. 

“I wish you hadn’t felt obliged 
to go to this funeral. Aunt Mary,” 
Hopestill greeted me, when I re- 
turned. 

"I didn’t feel obliged,” I an- 
swered, “but I wanted to go. Ace 
was one of my oldest and dearest 
friends.” 

“Was Caro there?” 
“Yes,” I answered. 
“She wasn’t intending to go,” 

Hopestill explained. “We were 
planning to go places and do things 
together this afternoon, to get this 
horror out of our minds. But 
after luncheon, she telephoned me 
that her grandfather insisted on her 
attending the funeral.” 

“They sat together,” I said. 
“Doctor Marden looked frightful- 
ly exhausted. This terrible thing 
has worn on him as much as any- 
body.” 

“I don’t see why he made Caro 
go,” Hopestill grumbled. “She says 
she hates funerals. She knew Ace, 
of course, but not awfully well.” 

“Well, I suppose he has the 
French point of view,” I explained. 
“He’s lived many years in France. 
There they make so much of death. 
Funerals and burials are extreme- 
ly important events.” 

The telephone rang and Hopestill 
answered it. “Yes, she’s here. 
Yes. Yes. Come right down!” Still 
holding the transmitter, he looked 
over at me: “Caro Prentiss is 
coming here.” 

“That’s nice. She’ll b* just in 
time for tea.” 

It seemed to me that there was 
an air of suppressed excitement 
about her; tor as we drank our 

tea, her foot tapped the floor. Once 
I intercepted an interrogative look 
in Hopestill’s direction. 

The instant I put my cup down, 
Caro and Hopestill put their cups 
down. Hopestill arose and came 
toward me. As though unconscious- 
ly drawn, Caro arose too, walked 
to Hopestill’s side, stood with him 
looking down at me. 

“Aunt Mary,” Hopestill said, 
“Caro and I want to take you— 
Now don’t get weepy and don’t 
say no—we want to take you down 
into the Spinney. We want to show 
you something.” 

Caro's lovely voice reinforced 
him. “Please, Mrs. Avery, please, 
please come! It’s something love- 
ly.” 

“I’ll go, children,” I agreed. 
And then, “May Sylvia come too?” 

“Yes,” they chorused, “we want 
Sylvia to come.” 

“Caro and I will go first,” Hope- 
still declared. “And you and Syl- 
via walk behind us.” 

I followed those two about the 
piazza, down the steps at the side, 
over the path into the shade of the 
Spinney. 

Uncontrollably I began to trem- 
ble. 

* uicu my eyes on me iwo Beau- 

tiful young creatures ahead. Light 
and shade poured a checkered 
stream upon them. That stream 
flowed over their figures and 
poured into the earth. My trem- 
bling grew. Suddenly they stood 
aside from each other, stationed 
themselves one on either sjde of 
the path. Between their sentinel 
figures, I glimpsed- 

What a transformation] 
My path had ceased to take its 

regular turning; it curved into a 

great loop to the left And on the 
spot where Ace’s body had lain 
was- 

“Did you two children dj this?” 
I asked. 

They nodded. 1 think 1 shall 
never forget the look on Hopestill’s 
face; its. anxious wistfulness. But 
Caro, more confident, smiled. 

“I picked up two bravas to help 
with the rocks," Hopestill added. 
“And Caro went around to all your 
friends and begged flowers from 
their gardens. She did all the 
planting.” 

Some tensity within me loosened 
and slid off, like a monster mental 
landslide, into oblivion. 

To the right of the new path and 
opening directly on it was a rock 
garden. Field stones—the round, 
lichen-covered stones of New Eng- 
land—made the four walls, made 
at the back a triangular rock gar- 
den whose top surface slanted to- 
wards the entrance. Tiny grassy 
paths of new-laid sod divided the 
rest of the walled space into tiny 
flower tflpts. And those plots were 

■fiawl,-Oeivded with petunias, deep 
purple, pale rose and white; snap- 
dragons, wine colored, pink and 
tawny; phlox, flame-colored, pink 
and white; zinnias of every zin- 
nia color; the star-like Pride of 
Oxford; borders everywhere of 
ageratum. 

“It’s beautiful!” I gasped. “It’s 
exquisite. How on earth did you 
do it?” I took a swift mental foray 
backwards. “Why that’s what 
you’ve been up to these two days!” 

I added: “Children, you have 
done a wonderful thing. It wipes 
out the terrible memory of—” 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

Volcanic Ash 
The average volcanic eruption 

does not make the upper air dusty, 
but when the outbreak takes the 
form of a violent explosion great 
quantities of fine mineral dust (so- 
called “ash”) reaches much higher 
levels than are ever attained by 
wind-lifted soil or by the soot from 
fires. In the strong winds prevail- 
ing at such levels the dust soon 

spreads out in an enormous cano- 

py, dense enough to produce a num- 

ber of striking effects. 
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Adventurers’ 

“The Burning Crypt” 
By FLOYD GIBBONS, 

Famous Headline Hunter 

IT’S always the little things that cause the most trouble. 
Jimmy Pezalano of Maspeth, L. I., can tell you that. It 

was a pencil that brought him the big adventure of his life. 
And while plenty of people have got into trouble for being 
too handy with their pens, I don’t think they went through 
half as much grief as that little stick of wood and graphite 
brought to Jimmy. 

It all happened on December 17, 1931, when Jimmy was working for 
a drug manufacturing concern in Long Island City. Jimmy was a stock 
clerk, and one of his duties was to check over the shipments of whisky 
and alcohol as they came in, and store the stuff in a big, 200-foot square, 
steel-lined, burglar proof vault. 

That vault was the danger spot of the whole plant. In it were 
stored all the explosive and inflammable chemicals in the place. 
There were tons of such stuff as chlorate of potash, and gallons of 
collodion, naphtha, ether and the like, in addition to hundreds of 
steel drums full of alcohol. “And I was responsible for this 
stock,” says Jimmy. “Besides myself, only the boss had the com- 
bination that would open the massive door.” 

Just a Pencil Started the Trouble 
On that fateful December 17 that we’re going to hear about, Jimmy 

was finding that responsibility pretty heavy. A shipment of foreign 
whisky had arrived just an hour before quitting time, and Jimmy couldn’t 
go home until it was all stowed away. He and his helper hurriedly 
wheeled the cases into the rear of the vault and started to open them and 
unwrap the bottles from the straw in which they were packed. They 
worked rapidly for half an hour, but— 

“Doesn’t something always happen when you’re in a hurry?” Jimmy 
wants to know. And I’ve got to agree with Jimmy. Something always 
does. This time it was a pencil—the only one they had. It dropped 
to the floor and rolled into a dark comer between two stacks of cases. 

They didn’t want to go back to the office to get another one, so they did 
something that was strictly against the rules. Jimmy’s helper lit a 
match to look for it. 

That match was hardly lit when footsteps sounded outside 
the door. Could it be the boss? If he ever saw that lighted match 
in that vault full of explosives—well—somebody would get fired. 
Quickly, Jimmy’s helper threw the lighted match into what looked 
like a puddle of water. Then, in an instant, that “water” had 
burst into flame. The “water” was a puddle of highly inflam- 
mable collodion that had leaked out of a faulty drum. 

Flames Crept Toward the Explosives 
“Instantly,” says Jimmy, “the flames caught in some of the loose 

straw we had taken from the whisky cases. Tongues of fire began to 
lick out toward the leaky drum the collodion had come from. For a 
second I was scared stiff. There was enough explosives in the vault to 
blow the place to bits, and on the upper floors there were more than 
300 people getting ready to go home. 

“I leaped for a rack of sand pails, grabbed two of them and yelled 
to my helper to get the others. The flame was creeping up the side of 
the drum less than an inch from the plug hole when I threw the sand 
over it. Grabbing the other two pails from my helper I yelled to him 
to run outside, ring the alarm and hurry back with an extinguisher. 
Then I threw the rest of the sand. It barely sufficed to put out the collodion 
still burning at the base of the drum, but now the straw was burning 
furiously, setting fire to the wooden whisky cases.” 

It looked bad for Jimmy, but in another moment it was worse. 
He heard a lond slam—glanced at the door—and his heart almost 
stopped. In running out, his helper had kicked away the stick 
used to keep the heavy door open. It had banged shut. Jimmy 
was TRAPPED IN A BURNING VAULT full of explosives and the 
only other person who had the combination was the boss, WHO 
USUALLY LEFT THE FACTORY EARLY! 

Jimmy Made a Gallant Fight 
“I was stunned,” says Jimmy. “For a moment I stared blankly at 

that locked door, but the acrid smoke brought my attention back to the 
rapidly spreading fire. There was a bare chance and I jumped for it. 
Like a maniac, I rolled the steel drums away from the flames. With 
blistered hands I pushed and jerked away heavy cases of potash until 
I managed to clear a small space around the flames. Every few seconds 
I had to stop to stamp out flying sparks that threatened to set off some 

stored explosive, but in the end I had cleared the space and pushed all 
the burning straw and wood to the center of the fire. Then, with fear 

inspired strength, I dragged up heavy steel plates, used as a runway 
for hand trucks, and set them like partitions around the blaze. 

“None too soon. In another minute hell popped. Cases of whisky in 
the center of the blaze began falling apart. Bottles went off in a series of 

shattering explosions. Thanks to the steel plates, none of the scattering 
glass and flame struck me, but I had a busy time stamping out the flying 
sparks and burning splinters of wood.” 

For a full 25 minutes, Jimmy fought that blaze. Then, over- 

come by heat and smoke, he was beating a reluctant retreat 
when the door opened and men came running in with sand and 
fire extinguishers. 
“With my hair singed, hands scorched and my face as black as coal,” 

says Jimmy, “I must have made a sorry figure. But boy, did that air 
feel good? And was I glad that my helper had enough presence of mind 
to run and catch the boss JUST AS HE WAS LEAVING THE BUILDING?” 

©—WNU Service. 

Home-Made Glasses Used 
When Eyesight Grew Dim 

Not for a moment must we be- 
lieve that all of our ancestors’ eyes 
were so perfect that some eye help 
was not needed, for many old spec- 
tacles testify that the tinkerer at 
least tinkered himself spectacles 
when the letters grew dim. Window 
glass was often the only lens avail- 
able for the home-raade frames and 
eye-charts did not come into exis- 
tence until the 1860s. If a man had 
a forge he could hammer out a pair 
of iron frames, or twist some of 
pewter and make himself specs 
which could be “heired” for several 
generations, says a writer in the 
New York Sun. 

But there wore difficulties. Well 
enough, said the old tinkerer, to fix 
a contraption to hold two pieces of 
glass, but how to make ’em stick? 
A leather strap was one answer; 
two short sticks for “temples” run- 

ning up under the hair was another; 
the straight bow with rings in the 
end holding strings for tying be- 
hind, another; then came bows 
which slid upon themselves; and 
finally, there was the bow which 
curved enough to fit the head and 
cling, without thong or string. 

There was a time in the 1700s 
when lenses were extremely small, 
not for seeing but for giving the ap- 
pearance of learning. In the 1830s 
we had gone back to these inch-long 
lenses, oblong, hexagonal and oc- 

tagonal. Then some one thought of 
a frame which supported the lower 

half of the glass and left the upper 
part free, and we were on our way 
to the rimless specs. Another 
thought up green glasses and they 
were worn in shining steel frames; 
and some other made specs with 
fine wire which crisscrossed to form 
the nosepiece. 

Seventeenth Century Mode 
Virginia ladies of the Seventeenth 

century differed little from the Eng- 
lish in their costumes, except that, 
being richer, they were better able 
to gratify their desire to shine and 
outshine. As they manufactured 
nothing in the South, all their finery 
was fresh from England. A Virginia 
lady, Mrs. Pritchard, in 1660, owned 
an olive colored silk petticoat, an- 

other of silk tabby, one of flowered 
tabby, one of velvet, and one of 
white striped dimity. Her printed 
calico gown was lined with blue 
silk. There were also a pair of 
scarlet sleeves and another of ruf- 
fled holland; also a pair of green 
stockings. 

Age of the Sphinx 
The exact age of the Sphinx is 

unknown. It has been standing 
for more than 5,000 years. It is 
70 feet high and 150 feet long, ex- 

cluding the paws. A few pieces of 
stone have been added from time 
to time, but in general the statue 
is carved from living rock. Until 
the end of the Nineteenth century 
there remained traces of the origi- 
nal coloring of the face. 

Only the Beginning 
“Yes,” said the self-made man 

“I was left without a mother and 
father at nine months, and ever 
since I’ve had to battle for my- 
self.” 

“How did you manage to sup- 
port yourself at nine months?” 
asked a listener. 

“I crawled to a baby show and 
won the first prize. That was how 
I started.” 

Endless 
“I wish my wife would not liva 

beyond her means.” 
“Why does she do it?” 
“Just to impress the Millers, 

who live beyond their means just 
to impress us.” 

The Important One 
Daughter (scanning the pages) 

—William means “good,” I see. 
James means "beloved” (blush- 
ing slightly). I wonder what 
George means? 

Father (tartly) — I sincerely 
trust, my dear, that George means 
business. 

Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription Is a 
tonic which has been helping women 
of all ages for nearly 70 years. Adv. 

A Time for Your Say 
Say what you think when you 

can hit the bull’s-eye with it. 

EMINENT DOCTORS WROTE 
THIS OPINION! 

F®0 colds result from 
add condition of the 
body ::. they prescribe 
various alkalies”—ex- 

cerpt from medical journal. The 
ALKALINE FACTOR In 

LUDEN'S 
MENTHOL COUGH DROPS 54 

HELPS BUILD UP YOUR 

ALKALINE RESERVE 

Man as Nature 
Nature is under law; man has to 

subject himself to law. 

Miss *, 

REE LEEF ft 
says: \ 

m 
CAPUDINE 
relieves 

HEADACHE 
quicker because 

it’s liquid... 
■ ahieatfy dtiAchreit 

Fatigue Forgotten 
On the day of victory no fatigue 

is felt.—Arab Proverb. 

Don’t Steep 
on Left Side, 
Crowds Heart 

GAS PRESSURE WAT CAUSE MKOWTOK 
RKHT SIDE REST. 

M you ton In bed and cant sleep M 
right elde, try Adlerika. Juet ONE 
don relieve* stomach GAS pruning 
on heart so you sleep soundly. 

Adlerika acts on BOTH upper and 
lower bowels and brings out foul 
matter you would never believe was 
In your system. This old matter nay have poisoned you for months and 
caused GAS, sour stomach, headache 
or nervousness. 

Or. a. L. Shomb, Mom Tcrb, reporter 
In addition to imlmnlmml cUmmd.,, Adlariba 

ymir rodnootbaetoHa and colon bacilli." 
Mrs. Jas. Filler: “Gas on my stom> 

acb was so bad I could not eat er 
sleep. Even my heart seemed to hurt. The Prat dose of Adlerika brought me 
relief. Now I eat a* I wish, sleep fine 
and never felt better." 

Give your bowels a REAL cleansing With Adlerika and see how good you feel. Just ONE dose relieves GAS and 
eonstipation. At all Leading Druggists. 

A FAMOUS DOCTOIL 
** late Dr. R. V. Pierce 
practiced medicine in Pa. 
After moving to Buffalo, 
N. Y., he gave to the drug 
trade (nearly 70 years 
ago) Dr. Pierce’s Favor- 
ite Prescription. Women 
who suffer from “nerves,** 
irritability and discom- 

forts associated wim xunctionai aisiuroancea 
ihould try tliis tonic. It stimulates the ap- 
petite and this in turn increases the intake of 
food, helping to upbuild the body. Buy now l 
Tabs. 50c, liquid $1.00 and $1.35. 


