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BLACK ADAM.

Bynopais.~Young Caryla Wilbur-
Dale, - or
elects to be known, s0n
»coal operator, Jobn K.:Date, ar-
rives at the Haltway Switch, in
eastern Tenneas: s
life of tdle sase—and trcldentally &
bride, Patricia Clavering, at the al-
tar—determined to make his own
way in lifs; He meets
ucmm., typical mountaineer girl,
Heck, a charatter of ‘the
takea him to John More-
Moreland 15 chief of
.. which has an old feud
with the Litdefords. ¥e tells Dals
of the kiiling of his brother, David
Moraland;; years ago, owner ol rich
coal depasits, by med
Moreland's description of
“Carlyle” causes Dalg Lo belleve
the man s his tathef.

. CHAPTER n

!

Dale found the humble home of his
mountaineer [bost & home in the fullest
sense of the! word,

At the ‘noonday meal, he met Mrs,
Moreland and the sons of the house-
hold, ana théy were exuctly as he had
pictured lhgm. Mrs. Moreland was
qulet.| motherly, always smlling, as
stralght and reil as her husband, The
cong, (Caleb and Luke, were as much
allke jns the. fingers on your hands;
they Were fall and brogd-shouldered,
grey-cyed and brown-helred.

Before sundown Dale|had become
acqualnted with the rest jof the More-
h’lnd\‘ and he liked thers, every one,
e \\A§ az the cabln of hfs host's gray
oldl father and mother fo a long time.

When supper was over John More-
land l)ghlcd the ‘blg glasq lamp iIn the
best tuﬂm and the family and thefr
Buest ;:nthermi there to spend the eve-
ning. {Then the lanky moonshiner nad
his. mother came in,

Granoy Heek had the sharp features
and the stooped, thin figute of a witch.
She wore a*frded blue bandzmn about
her w hlle hewd, and she mrrleu & long
hickory staff; .there wns a reed.
slemmed clay.pipe in het mouth, amd
her dark calleo skirt hag a tobucw
pocket, in It

]Icrisun preceded her Into the room.
He walked to:the center| table, faced
about, and szit with a low and alry
sweep| of his right hand

“Bil], old boy, this here
she tells forphunes.” .

. "So| this 'here creaked Gramny
Heck, ileoking over the brass rlms of

maw. Mdw,

her spectacles, "Is Mr. [BIH! Well,
well 1 }T jest thought to myself 'at I'd
come up and see ye, Mr. B, and tell

yore forchune.”

She| dropped into thej rocker that
Caleb lhad pleced for her.

“"Addle," she sald to the: smiling Mrs.
Moreldnd, “will ye BN¥ng me » cup haif
full o coftee grounds?” |

When the cup ceme,
teller
I, nll
words
ofd I

the fortune-
ook It and shook It and patted
{he while muttering mysterfous
that she had learned from the
dian, . Cherokee Joe — which
served| her purpose’ very ‘wetl,

“I see,” she mumbled more or less
sepulchrally, "2 pow’tul | good-lookln'
#xurl ih a ecollker dress, with ber halr
a-hangin’ away down her back, A bare-
ted | gyurl,g with blg, |purty eyes.
s d-standin’ oo a low clift, a-peep-

In' at|vou through the [aurels, Mr,

Bl This 8 In the past]. .

“In the future,” 5)10 went on slowly,
“I see |this here as plain! as daylight
through a knothole; 5, 8 awful big man,
With curly black hair and curly biack
heard, | and ‘with eyes like n . clift-
hawk's; and I see you, tgo, Mr, BllI;
and I.see n fight, a master ﬂght—Lord
Fa’ mussy, what-a .fight!i- But youl
_mares ne gyurl atter all, Mr. BuLY

Diale(laughed. The 6!d woman had
describpd Babe Littleford, But who
was the “blg, dark ‘man"? Some fel-
fow who had lost his heart to the
mountain girl, perhaps,

Wien the Heeks had gone, Joha
Morelend leaned forward and touched
“his guest on the knee,

“That thar blg man - mentloned n
tellin® jore forchune,” he sald, “might
b’ beety Black Adam Ball. Black Adem,
he liv \\X!ll kls pap nnd mother a
few 1mlle up’ the river, ‘Ag big as
a skinged hoss, he Is, and plumb on-
godly strong. "He's been n-beggla' Babe
Littletqrd to marey him 0’ & year or
two, afd she won't listen to h.m.

“Ef ¢ver ye do haf to fight Black
Adam,”| John Moreland went on, “ye
want tb fight him with 'x two-eyed
shotzun end hickshol. He's the mein-
est man on ‘earth; snaké-broth and
plzen vine ls religious aslde o~htm.
Rut ontel ye begin a-mekin’ love to
Bahe Littleford, I reckon the' ain't no
danger {o' you m-havin' trouble with
Black Adami and you alf't ltkely, I
tnke it/ fo make love to Babe.”

“But {Babe's the best onel o’ the Lit-
tlefordd.” declared Luke. :

John| Moreland reached for the
Teatherbound old family Bible.. He
opened |the Book at random. -

“It's jabout tlme we wad a-goln® to
our rest, and we'll go Jest las soon as
we've Had prayers, Mr. Dale

When balf o’ chapter frofn St. Mat-
thew had been Inboriously |but: rever-
ently read, the 3orelands knelt at
their chplrs, and 50 dfd Bili:Dgle, John

s bedtlme prayer was very
simple, and very earaest, and it had
o 1t more of thanksgiving than of
supplication. And a part of it certaln.
1y was uncommon—

“Bless the stranger with us here to-
night, and alt o* our, kinfolks, and all
o' our friends, and our Inimies, the
Littletords—'épecially the Littlefords.
Aymén!”

Dale was deeply Impressed. He
heard Mrs, Moretand dimly whet she
told him to let her know-she would
hear him if he called—if there wasn't
enough cover for hig bed. Then he
found himself alone with the stalwart
chlef of the Morelands.

He stepped forward and put his
hand on the mountalneer’s shouider.

“How g man can go down on his
knees and pray for his enemles,”
smiled Dale, “Is entirely beyond me..
Do you really mean {t?"

I try hard to,” Moreland said quick-
Iy. “In a-dofn’ that,” he went.on, “I
go Ben Littleford one better. Ben
Littleford's the bell sheep o' the peo-
ple who lives acrost the river from
us, people: we've hated fo' years and
vears. Ben, he holds fembly prayers,
too, every night. -He'd ux the blessin’
o' the Lord on the stranger onder his
roof, but not on his Inimies, the More-
lands. Yes, I try hard to mean It, Bill
Dale.” .

“And that other enemy,” mufmured
Dple—and hes wondered why that
should bother him so much, why he
should feel that sague responsibility
about {t—"the man ‘who kiiled- your
brother, David—"

“I don't never pray fo' him." Inter-
rupted the mountaineer, going a littie
pale. “I hain't that nigh juffect. A
man don’t git so good 'at he.axes the
Alm[ghu to bless the devii—or the
fattler ln the lnurels, or the copper-
bead ‘'at’ waits onder a bush'fo' the
passin’ o some bare-legged chnu." .

Dale winced, but Moreland djdn’t
notice It. Dale let bls hand fall from
the other's shoulder. Moreland began
to speak ngaln:

“I dldn’t tell ye atore, BIl Dale. My
brother Davld, he was the hope o' hls
people. He was better'n the rést of
us, The one big aim o his life \\‘ns
to educate us'all, the benighted..
we're benighted, and we knowyit. Be
meant to do It with the ‘coal he'd
foynd.. As P've done told ye, we: ain't
never had the heart to sell the coal
I hope ye’ll have a fine rest, B
Dale. I ain't a-goin’ to call ye Mister'
no more, Blll Dale!”

“Don’t!" smilingly sald the younger
man.  “’Bil Dale' Is right, y'know.
(iood-night, John Moreland!"

Dale removed his shoes and outer
clothing, blew ont the light, and went
to bed In the best room’s hand-carved
black walnut fourposter.

For a Jong time he lay there awake,
and stared through a llttle window to-
ward a bright star that burned like a
beacon fire about the pine-tringed
crest of Davld Moreland's mountatn.
He belleved he understood now why
his father had turned a greenish gray
when this coal property was mentioned
to him, He belleved he understood
why his father had flatly refused to
Investigate this veln. But he -wis
wholly nt a loss to account for the
use of his own glven name instead of
Dale.

Looking toward the moantaln agaln,
he spoke es though he were talking
to Davld Moreland hlmseif:

“I'll see it through for you, old man.
This shall be my country.

CHAPTER IH

Goliath of the Hills,

Dale awoke a Httle after daybreak
arose and dressed himself, and went
out by way of the door beside the
luge stone-and ¢lay chimney, -

‘The mountain alr was bracing, Dale
threw. out his chest and started eager-
15 for a walk.

The road led past the cabin’ of
Grandpap Moreland. When Dale was
directly in front of the log house, he
saw the aged mountaineer standing on
a rickety. sawhorse beside the stone
step at the,narrow porch; Grendpap
Moreland was helping a gray cat down
from the roof.

“Morain'! T wns Jest a:takln’ that
thar cusatired old pest down offen the
roof. I've took him down every morn-
In as reg'lar as I make fires, fo' three
year or more. Ef It wesn't bad tuck
to kill a cat, I' shoot him, mebbe,”

After breakfnsting with John More-
land, Blll Dale borrowed fishing-tackle

from hig hest, &nd set out alone for|

the Iittle river.

~ Thiere were many shoals and raplds,
and he went almost half a mile before
he found a place to his llking. 1t wag
2 beautiful spof. Above, the water
poured between two great boniders
with a gentle roar; below, it shatlowed
out oser round stones.’ Overhead
towered tall white sycamores,

Not until he had put a-miopow on
the hook and cast It out did he see
that he was not alone at the pool, On
the other side, less than sixty feet
awny, Babe Littleford sat on a stone
the size of a small barrel; she held
o cane fishing-rod in her hunds. and
her bare feet were In the water to her
ankles. She’ was- tookfng squarely to-

‘fo' fishin'."

‘smite broadened, Once he had whipped

ward Dale, and there wes something

nldp ta reprouo tul nnxer in her Iong
bravm eyes, .

od momh\ " cullcd Dale, littiog
big| hat,

’LLm‘e Wag no’ reply. iThere was not
eveh a change ‘af countenance. Again
Dale called his !rienmy greeting, and
ngntn there wn’ no reply. It plqued
Dalk.

fow ynrds down the stream the
white body of i sycamore lay from
one| bank to thé other; It had been
blown there by a recent storm. Dale
wotind his Une, went down nnd crossed
by means of the.prostrate tree.

She dldn’t "even look nround when
he Walked up to-her and spoke agwin.
It struck him es belng decidedly odd,

“L say.” he told her, “you're as
chetty 8s a set of stenclls, You
mustn't talk so much, y'know.”

Her eyes smiled at. the rlver, but
Dale couldn't see her eyes.

“De you llke. violets, Mlss Llittle-
tord?” he asked next.

In the black, mica-starred soll nt
hisefeet grew a carpet of the finest
vlolets he had ever séen. Babe let the
tip of her cane rod fall Into the water
and looked around.

“It sounds futny to hear a men talk

}?sle'du)'—mm I think
I run inight' nigh the whole six mile—
and’ fixed up dinner {o' you, ‘cause 1
onderstond You was s-comin’ to our
house—and you went . to them low-
down Morelands,)"

“T beg pardon,” he sald contritely;
it fnow you were especlally .ex-
recting me. I had business,” he added,
“with Jehn Moreland.”

There cume to his ears from.some-
where'down the réver the chotus of
a rakish okl hill song, and the volce
was that of the lenky mooushiner, By
Heck~—:

“Oh, ahen T dle, don't-a bury me decp,

Put no tombslorne &t my head and fect,

Put a bear's jawbone In my right hand

On my way to the Prom-ised La-a-and,

Ont On my way to the Promised

Landr

A few mlnulc' later there appeared
on the \Inrelmld side of the rlver the
singer of the m’?h old gong; he had
2 minnow pall 18 /one hand and a white

hickory rod in tfie ather, |

thur, Babe!
ketched anything?"
Ben Littleford's daughter held up
tish proudly, Heék slapped hls Ihlgh
with his" slouch

“Good fo' youty he exclnimed. “But
they ain't a-bitin' Jest' right. The
moon's wrong, ang the ~Igns j§ wrong,

Ellher of ye'uns

At that Instsnt John \[orelnnd ap-
peared at Heck's slde. He seemed \ery
serlous ahout something.

“BIli Dale,” he. called,
here.” i
Woridering, Dafe put i}o\\'n his rod
and turned to obey. Two mlnutes later
he~stood before John Moreland.

“I jJest wanted to teil| ye,” nnd the
mountaineer almost c)nspd one alert

“come over

There. Was No Reply. There Was Not
Even a Change of cauntennnce

grey eye, “'at ‘ye're purty shore to,
git into.trouble over thar.”

“I'm an able-bodled man," Dule re-
turned smillngly. |

“You shore arei: trowqed Moreland,
“but mebbe you aln't used to durned
hard fightin'." . -

- Not ‘useq .to hard fightlng! Dale's

a heavywelght pugiliat;
fought as a matter of princple, and
not for moriey or prestige. ‘
Moreland suddenly jerkéd one thumb
toward the other side of the stream.
Date lpoked and saw, standing beside
Bobe | Littletord, a quitp: formidable

RE

.lle had caught a tartar,

:| though they were filled wit

er. minute, 7
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man. He liad the helght and breadth,
almost, of a Goliath. He ‘was black-
eyed and black-hafréd. apd his thick,
short beard was cy'led like the hair
between a bull's h¢ins, ' fIn’ ‘one hand
he carrfed a repeat.ng riffe s lightly

as though ;\lt were {; merd straw.
One of this” gm\t argig suddenly
stralghtencd toward’ Dall nnd a volce

28 gruft ah the g—rom of A bear sald
botly:

“What was you a- doln uere a-talkin’
to my gyurl?”

Babe gLittleford [on).pd' ingrs. Dale
flushedkxhen went paj®.c

“I hfke a habit g . \iking with
whom-', please,” ‘he €1¢é, .evenly,

"S)’Wl‘) like a man.? Iru\rled the
lanky Heck In a Yery -ow tone,

Gollath of the hllls Hmed unbeliey-
Ingly. Dale sald,in 1 vndertone to
John Moreland: “lu it t!.ﬂt Ball fel-
tow?

es npswered thd hmmnn, “it's
Black Addm Bail."

Ball dropped his:'fifle to’ the
violets, sldwly clenched! hls huge and
hairy hands, and thrust his bearded
Jaw out aggressively, . -

“I dare ye over here, ye pink cow-
ard!” he challenged.

‘0" sech little thi les as vPlets,” she de-| If ¥ou have any b\xslnms with me,
clared.. “Most § men’ don't think o | Come over here and transact 1t,” Dule
nothin® but workin’, huntin', fightin® | Fetorted. *I won't run. .

and eat!n’. I'm,.a little mad at vou!| “That's Moreland terryiory,” - Ball
I went. home 1 objected. “But I'lt meet ye haif way,

and I dare ve to take mr"up, ye lace
(rimmed pink mnI[\Ci}ddl"

Half- would be the 1 lddle of the
river, and no place for a \J;;lu sarely,
But Dale was netfled. J|< “temper;
the temper that he.had :never been
able to keep wholly v
rising fast. He thre

shirt to bls elbov Men he waded
into. the pool, The, ‘slowly moving
wuter was up to his waist at the half-
way poliit, and the' bottem was of
Lard-packed sand,

The Goliath stared  uihelievingly.
He was not acenston‘ed to having hls
challenges thus nccepted. He threw
off his.hat and went fo-meet the lithe
Foung stranger.

Bill Dale squared himself and put
up hls guard. Adam Ball came on,
and he was scowling wickedly.

Ball rughed, the cleft water swirling
In his wake, and let ofit with a power.
ful right, :1t was a blow to crush an
ordlnary 1man's chest In; but, to Ball's
surprise, ¢ faited to land, Dale evaded
It cleverly; and at thé same time «ent
a swift left uppercut to the other's
oullitke Jaw, Adam Ball muttered two
wicked' words and steddied himself;
A moment,

and he led oitt-again, and he mls:ed
Rgain; but heyﬁ“o\\ed it with a blow

that made a {%ed: mack on Bl Dale's
shoulder,

“How's mm Plnk cowixd?" he
crowed. :

“AIL gt thid”

Aod Dale #r: on a,mighty blow
that rebotinded 1 ully fr‘lm the glant's
chest and eticited only 1 hersh laugh
of contempt. There was lttle to be
fained by striking man like Adam
Ball on the cliest; Dale knew now
that he must reach a more vulberable
spot.

« Then he feln(ed with hls le!l and
dr()\[l his right to Ball's mouth, bring-
ing blood. Ball ‘roared In lis blind
rage and dashed toward his antagonlst,
resolved to get'a @lnch, But Dale
eluded the terrible arms, although In
s0 doing he recefved a blow on the
temple that made him dlzzy ror a few
seconds.

While Ball was agals] engrged In
trying to -galn thé ad: nnluge of a
vlinch, Granny Heck ma’.8 her appear-
ance on the Morelant - bank, She
promptly launched her {ympathies In
a mapner that plensed bt ;h her gaplag
son and the watchful ar. silent John
Moreland.

“Hit him In the stummolrk, Mr. Bl
she crled over and over. “Hit him

| whar te lives at?

' The combnt grew hotter and hotter.
Both landed frequently npw. The faces

“1of both were bleeding, nnd each spat

red now and then. * Thelr clothing had
been torn away to the belt, and thelr

-{ megnificent wet bodles glowed in; the

morning sunlight, Dale had setiously
damaged his soft hands; they feit.as
sliverg, of
steel. But stlll tie fought on' duggedly.
determinedly, desperately, minute

Those on the two banksj watche; it
all with suppressed excltefent. Rhbe
Littleford stood in the. ddge of the

.| wuter, with her hands clastied below

her throat, her face was pale. John
Morelznd,» who had witnessed gmdny
other great tights, himself a fighting
mam, had never before }Fheld such a
contest of strengthiand endurance as
this; Bil Dale had won John More-
tand's heart for alf flme to come.
But the blows bfl Lhe'rr‘ighters werd
growing weaker now. he_ sound of
thelr labored breqthtng roshﬁzl\r}‘cuy

der tontral, was |
Lﬂ' m:i coat and :

ing Dale slowly backward and dowir
ward more by reason of weight than
of strengtb; another moment, and Bult
was about to slnk the brown bead un-
der the surface! |

Babe Littleford ‘gave o smo:hered
ery. John Moreland stepped! toward
the water and shouted hnursely.

“Don’t ye drowned him Adsam! Ef
s do, ye'll .answer to met" |

Dale bad gathered himseif fof a last’

move. He slipped downward suddenly,
lmmerslng ‘himself campletely. and
shot ‘one arm around Ball's! thigh;
then, by a great effort, he rose with
the glant and overthrew hlm and
staggered free!

Ball's halry face came to the surface
first. Dale fought back the pain of
the water In his lungs, end the pain
as of sharp and jngged slivers:of steel
in his hands,‘and struck madly, half
blindly, at the hatefnl face, He kept
It down, but it wouldn't go under the
water completely. . . .

Adam Ball began to drift as though
lifeless down the stream. BIll Dale
followed, still fighting weakly, (:hoklng
as he breathed. But soon he!ceased
to strike. He saw, instead of the beast.
like face, flashes a3 of distent summer
lightning, and red blotches agninst a
thick blackpess, The blotches “faded,
and all “became .dark to him; he

pltched forward, gasping; and; began .

to drift down the stream \vlm the
vanquished Ball,

Babe Littleford was standing In the
water to her knees. When Dale suce
cumbed to utter exhaustion, she start-
ed toward " him, to sdve him from
drowning. She felt strangely ‘drnwn
toward the big, white, clean mun who

The Combat Grew Hotter and )-inﬁel.

hud v«hlpped the Goliath she nnd al

river when John Moreland and, Sam
Heck reached the unconsclous figures,

Heek dragged Bali to the Littleford
bank and' left hlm lylng there, foce
downward, on the sapd. Morelend hal?
carried, half dragged Blll Dale to the
other bank. Babe Littletord wWaded
out.: She pald absolutely no atténtlon
to the worsted bully. She stodd io-
tentiy watching the llmp form of Dale,

“I he dend, John Moreland?’ shd
called tremulousty.

“Nu, Babe." Moreland answered, his
volce oot unkind; “he ain't anyways
nigh dead.”

He and Sam Heck took up Dale's
dripping figure and bore it awny. Bbs
Littleford ran to higher gmund; hid
herselt behind & clump of sns=nlml
and watched them,

Granny Heck followed with Dale's
coat and hat. Ste chattered all the
way across the meadow—

“Now what did T tell ye, John' and
Sam? What did I tell ye? Ln‘, iat
Wasn't {t a master fight, like I snld—
now wasn't ft?"

“Sometlmes ye make me a mm
tired, granny-woman,” Moreland re
monstrated gently. "“The’ aln’t nothin®
In forchune-tellin’. You've jest been
here fo’ so long 'at you know how to
Jedge the futire by the past. :And
you're n tol'mble good. guesser, too, }
reckon.”

Granny Heck flared- up quigkly:
“Aln't  nothin' In forchune-tellin'f
Now don't go and fool yeself, John
Moreland. You ilsten_to me, about a
halt minute, John, I seed more 1 the
cup 'an I told Mr. BIll. I seed blood
and death. I seed a blg fight afwixt
the Morelands and the Llttlefords!"

“That's easy to guess at” JYohn
Moreland  replled.  “You know, o'
course, 'at Black Adam will do al) he
ean to bring trouble to us on account
o' BNl Dale n-stayin’ with us.
you know ft aln't never onpossidle to
hatch up war atween us and the_Lit-
tlefords. Jest run on shead, Graxny
Heck and tell my wife to. hunt up
some kind o' good [Iniment fo' Birs
brulses. Tell her she needn’t to waste
time a-l0okin’ up. any bandages. This
man here is lke me: he wouldn't t‘enu-
bandages, ‘cause they look bad.” |

Bill joins the Morslands;,

over the gentle l"r of the
waters above..

Then- the watchery saw Aunm Ball
lunge at his mnu,l'mw Dale stumble
aut' of sheer: wq .mess, saw BaN's
mighty  blood-stre ¥ed -afms ;close
ahout” the benuu;}J white; body and
hug-it- close to grenf iand hairy
ches:. A mement, 4 ad Rai :was_bend-

(TO BE CONTINUED,) H

Where Austrafia Gets Ita: Narde,

The name Australia is taken difect.
ly from the Latin word uustx‘alm
menning southern. Thus the' smaliest
of the five continents (s the south-
hmd in pame as well as ln|),p¢auoq

And-

I]un’t 60 From Bad to Worse!

Are you always weak, miserable and
hlll-nmkf Then it's time you found
out what is wrong. Kidney weakness
canses much suffering from backacke
lameness, stifiness and rheumatic pains,
and if neglected brings danger of
serious troubles~dropsy, gravel and
Bright's disease. Don't delay. Use
Doan's Eidney Pills. They bare

helped thourands and should help you.
Ask your, neighbor!

medicines,

To' rellet.’”
e of Doan's Ridney Pills ab-
aolmjy cured me end I have
well aince,

80c a Bax
DOAN’S SN
ILLS

FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N, Y.

First Thought,
Benson—Do you Luow when a baby
begins to think?
Hobson—Yes; m‘ne began to think 1
ought to walk the floor with him when
he was & week old." -

5000d cngarettes
for 10c from
one sack of

GENUINE

'B;U LL’

DURHAM
TOBACCO

Roaches, Fleas and
. Every family should
use P. D. Q, house clea
tim:

xnsecz puwder. But is o now

chemlical kHls insects

nnd thelr EFE! Each
D

@ you to get
the hlrd to-get-at places
208 gaves tho Juice.

35 cent pac ¥4
ot quaes ebouch o klll ‘2
ratllion lnncu and thel,
Your drugsist has It or o
gotit (nr)au Afnilec dpr!plld
upon recelpl nf“grlte by the
g1 Chem Torre
Haute, Ind.

WATCH
THE BIG 4

Stomach-Kidneys-Heart-Liver
KReep the vital organs healthy by .
regularly taking the world’s stand-
ard remedy for kidney, liver,
bladder and" uric acid troubles—

GOLD MEDAL -

@d‘%

‘The National Remedy of Holland for
centuries and sndorsed by Queen Wilhele
mina, Atall druggists, three sizes, .

Gold Madal
Look for the gume Cold Medal o erery bax

80Years Old
—Was Sick

Now Feels Young After
Taking Eatonic for
Sour Stomach
“T had sour stomach ever since I had
the grip and it bothered me badly
Have taken Eatonic only a week and,
am much better. Am 80 years old,”

says Mrs, John Hills

- Eatonic qulckly relleves sour stom-
nch indigestion, heartburn, bloating
and dlstress after eating because it
takes up and carries out the excess
acldity and. gases which cause most
stomach allments. If you have “tried
everything” and stilt suffer, do not give
op hope, Eatonic has brought rellef to
tens of thousands llke you. A big box
costs but a trifle with your druggist's
guarantee,

Cluticura Soap

o AND OINTMENT —ame

Clear the Skin

Soap 2S¢, Ointment 25 und 508, Tolow 25¢.

DURQQ BOAR PIOS— Quallty and

Bathfinder, Orfon Guafrs . King, sad
Proia Colonel ‘prsediags Sattitaction xu-r-
BBteed. “Address Roger Gruber, Capac, Mich.

FRECKLES EESrorede:




