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Fran arrives ot Hamilton  Gregory's

home: In Littleburg;, but finds him absent,

conducting the cholr bt - camp meet

She "repairs _thither,

laughs during the service.and 18 asked
v AbbOt Ashton, superintendent

., escorts Fran tent.

plliar of ¢ .
greatly interested (n Fran and while
ing leave of her, hotds her
_scal apphira Clinton, sister of
ert Clinton. chalrman of the school board,
Fran tells Gregory, she _wants & home
rce Nolr, Gregory's private
Silke o Fran
sy i once.

im.
.secretary. takes u violent d:
awi

\and, Gregory in
.leave the room.

ot how Gregory mi
:Springfleld while

n relates the Btory
arried yauns glrl at
“attending collego and
‘than deserted her. Fran is the child of
‘that marriage. Gregory had married his
ipregent wife threa years h

.of Fran's molhor.a' Fran e
iMr&  Gregory. Gregory _explaing
{Ftan 1s the daughter of & very dear fricnd
lwho s dead. nerecs to_the atory.
Jere. Gregory iralsta: on her making her

or
) W her o ‘her
t

lion tamer;
¢ circus life
tells of

ing.

-a man, S exses Dart Of

l’.llC(mm Ahtbdl'. S)‘.Aoo

‘decides k Bob, Clinton to g°

i8pringfield to_investigate ‘n  ator

enlists Abbott In her battle against
ra her services to Gre

daughter. Fran goes fhing

‘Gregory's brother, Abbott, whose relen

tion be decided
&

n_walks {n on them, An(
Grace must leave the house

armi.
slares that
at once.
SHAPTER XVI.—Continued.
Gregory beheld ithe awful secret
quivering upon her lips. The danger
drove him mad. “You devilZ’ he shout-
sed, rushing upon her.
* Fran stcod immovable, ber eyas fas-
tened on his. “Don’t strike me,” 5he

you, unless you kil at the frat blow."
He staggered:back as it her words
-possessed physiéal impact. He shrunk

; -dropped his head upon his arms. To
pravent Grace from learntng the truth,
he could have done almost anything
in that first moment'of insane terror;
;but he could not strike Fran.

n the meantime, Mrs. Gregory had
\been ascending the stalrs. They could
‘hear her now, #s she softly moved
.along the hall.- No one in the library
wished, at that moment, to confront
ithe wife, and absolute silence reigned
o the apartment.. They heard her
pause, when opposite the door, doubt
less to mssure herself that the' type-
writef was at work. If she did not
hear the clicking of the keys, she
might conclidoe Grace was absent, and
enter. .

Gregory raisel his haggard - béad
with an alr snggesting meditated
fiight. Even Gface cowered back lo-
-gtinctively. 3 e

Swift as a shadow, Fran darted on
tiptoe to the fypewrlter, and began
pounding upon. it vigorously.

Mrs. Gregory, passed on her way,
and when she reached the farther end
of the hall, an old hymn which she

) :

5| grace Mrs. Gmgo]y.

s
R

could see Mrs. G“T’” kneellng be-

o hindlit.

“Almost,” she said, in a solemn un-
dertone, “thou persupdest me to be a
Christian.”

Hid anyone but Mrs. Gregory been
singiog, that hymn,|bad anyone but
Fran been the one ta intrude upon the
library scene, Gracd must have been
dverwhelmed. A8 it was, she stood
quite untouched, reolving to stay 1o
order to prove hergelf, and to show
Gregory that they must sacrifice thelr
Tove| for consclence Sake.

Gregory, however, was deoply
touched by Fran's yparning arms. He
rose! and stood before her. “Fran,
child, we promise that what you Baw
shall never happer again. But you
mustn’t tell about it. I know you won't
tell.] T can't send Giace away, because
1 need her. She will not go because
Ehe [knows herself to be strong. We
are golng to hide.ohr souls. And you
can't tell what ydu've seen, oD ac-
count of her—" He pointed in the di-
rectlon of his wit
¢ Fran knew very well what he meant.
1t she told the secrot, It would dis-
The revelation
might drive Grace jaway, though Fran
did bot think so, biit certainly whether
Grace went, or stayed, it would break
the [heart of the ode she loved best in
that home. Grego!
could never betrsy him.

She turned blindly upon' Grace:
“Then have you no consclencal!—you
arelalways talking about one.” Does Do

\sense of danger warn you awhy? Can't|

you feel any shame?”’

Graco did not smile contemptuously.
Shd weighed thesd words at thelr Teal
value, and soberly interrogated her-
self. “No,” she declared with .delib-
en‘uon, “I feel no|sense of danger be-
cayse 1 mean toguard myself after
this. And my ¢cohsclence blds me
stay, to show bat I bave not really
done anything—-| But she could not
dony the feellog of shame, for . the
huplng of her | cheeks proved the
recollection of hob kisses.

But suppose 1 tell what I have

nr
FWell,” sald Grace, fnshing out de-
gantly, “and suppose you dot”

Gregory multered: “Who would be-
Ilefe you?"

Fran looked at him. “Then” she
sa)d, “the coward spoke.” She added:
“1] guesa the only way is for you to
mcI\ke her leave,‘ There's nothing in
ber .

)

K

for me to appeal to.”

will never tell her to go,” He as-
syred her deflantly.
“While, on the contrary,” said
Grace, “I fancy you will be put to flight
in three or four days.”

Fran threw back her head and
laughed silently|while they stared at
hér in blank perplexity.

\an regained composure to say
cdolly, “I was just laughing.”" -Then
sihe stopped to her. father's. chair and
handed him thalshéet shé had drawn
from the typewriter. The upper part
wis an unfinishéd letter to the Chica-
go misslon, just as Grace had left it

got rid of Fran. At

ki: her hate 16

o‘d varlance With its philanthrople

message were he, words: Fran had
unded out forj the deception of Mrs.

'Gregory.

anumn Qrégory glared at, them
st first uccomprehendingly, then in
growing amazement. They read—

1"Ask her why she sent Bob Clinton
to Springfleld.”

|He started up. “What is thig?" he
‘exclaimed wildly, extending the paper
toward Grace,

She read it and smiled coldly, “Yes,”

he said, “the |ittle spy has even fer-

ted that out| has she! Very well,
he won't be 8q cool whem Mr. Clinton
turns {from Springfleld.”

“From Springfield!” echoed Gregory
aghast. i
“From Springfield. Mr, Gregory, 1
ave made the | discovery that this
ran, whom you imagined only about
xteen years dld, and the daughter of
n old friend, [is Teally of age. She's

D

P

"Y?u Devinl»

- tad been hurming, broke into audtble
»'Lvhords. Fran shatched the sheet from
ithe typewriter, and bent her head,

- 'ligten. The %ords were soft, full of u&

. ithrilliog falth, & davotless courage—

L eSO ATl my dong shall b
Nearer my.God to Thee,

< Nearer—) : p Uy

7 p dbot closéd. She was gone! Greg-
 jory dropped hid head with n grozn, *
.7 1t seemedito [Fran that the volce of
" 'his wife Whb'was not a wife, lingered
‘Fm\a rodm.’ The hyrfio,  no

udible, iid left behlid {t'a tragrance,

S Sabidbtities tiagbrs tho s¥oer Hior
"6t &’ prayer,attbr Its “ahen™ hag; as-it
.were, dropped 'back iInto the ihdart
whence it {saued. Fran Instinctively
‘iheld out both &rms toward the
“tion of the ‘door

longer{

othing bat a ireps-girl. You thought
er joking when she called herself a
on-tamer; that's'the way she meant
r us to takp it—but she cant de-
lelve me. Shp's nothing but a show-
irl pretending tg come from Spring-
cld, But I|know better. So Tve
nt Mr. Ciinfon there to flod out all
‘bout the famfly of your friend, and in
larticular abopit the girl that this Fran
impersonat{ng.!’ * H -
«You sent Bob! Olinton {to ' Spring-
ela!" gasped! Gregory, as! it Bis mind
could get no further than ‘that. Then
He turmed sadagely upon Fran—“And
d you tell hgr about Spulngfleld?”!
Fran smiled her crooked snifle.
Grace Interposed: “You may be sure
she aida’t! ' Do you think she wanted
* history cleared upT+ Mr. Gregory,
you -are s blinded bycwhat she say
that you wonlt Investigate her claims.
1| dectded tof do’ this for your

PEREYeTT)

was right; Fran|

.,Oj’\

gether.” R
CHAPTER XVIl

Shall the Secret Be Told?

“Fren had expected Robert Clinton's
retarn In four or five days, as had Grace
Nolr, but secreta that have been bur-
fed for many years arq not picked up
fn a day. However, had the chairman
of the school-board returned-the day
after his departure, Abbott Ashton
would have ‘met him at the atation.
Twice, i tho oplnlon of Fran, the
young man had falled her by allow-
Ing Grace’s mind to flash to impor-
tant discoveries along the path of his
insulated remarks about| the weather.
This third test was more equal, since
he was to deal with no Grace Nolr—
merely with a man. .

As Littleburg had ooty one railroad,
and It & “branch,” it was ot difficult

«Business—Very Presting—Ses You
Later.” B

to meet every train;, moreover, Miss
Sapphira’s hasty notes from her
brother kept Abbott advised. At first,
Miss Sapphira said; (21t will be a
week;” later—"Then days more—and
the business left liké this!” Then
came the final buletin: “I may come
tomorrow. Look for.mie when you see

What the secret X\l s that Abbott
must prevent Climonﬁrom divulging,
he did not care to guess; doutlless
the picture of Gregory's past, with its
face to the wall. might be inscribed,
“Some other woman' For surely
Grace Noir was some [other woman.

With these thoughts, Abbott met the
evening traln, to seef Robert Clinton
hastily emerge from ‘lhe solitude he
had endured in the midst of mauy.

Robert was i no ppelfic mood, and
wlen he found himself almost in the
arms of Abbott, his gxl'eeung was bols-
terous because jmpatient at being
stopped. Abbott, knoying that Robert
was not. ordinarily effusive, thought,
“He has the gecret!” |

Robert. shook bands without delay-
ing progresa toward the waitlng hack,
bearing Abbott along on waves o
greeting.

#But syrely you are mot golng tu
ride!” Abbott expostulated.

“Pusiness—very Rressing--see you
later.” |

“But T have business with'you, Mr.
Clinton, that can't wait. Come, walk

delay you only a few minutes.”

Like a restive horse on finding him-
selt restrained, Rovert Clinton litted &
leg without advancing. “Oh, very
well,” he agreed. “In fact, I've some-
thing important for you, old fellow,
and I'll explain before I—before the—
yes, before,” he ended, turning his
back with a smothered growl

“Lucky 1 was at [the station,” Ab-
bott exclalmed, “slice you've scme:
thiog to tell me, Bob. What ls it?”
In' thus addressing his old friend as
“Bob" tho young man was officlally
declaring that their relationship a8
teacher and schookdirector was for

to man, .

Clinton  spoke pidly, with his
wonted bruskness: |“Guesa you know
T've béen knocking about the country
for the lust three or four weeks—9aw
a good fnany old friénds—a fellow can't
£0 dnywhere 'withqut meeting rome-
body he knows—curious, fsn't 12 Well,
I've Yust got an opehing for you. You
khow how sorry-1 #m because we had
to. plump another
Job;but "don’t-you jworry ¢ Fras did
hold your hand—just you keep your
hands: in yourspockpts after this, when
there's danger—S4y). 1've.got. some-

ing lots better for you than Little

TLLUSTRATIONS BY'
« [OWIN - MYERS

with me to town and I'l explain; it'll |§

ever at an end, and-they stood as man

acher on to your,

y. 4 : A
g (COPYRIGHT [o12
D BOBBS-NEP‘QIL_CO,)
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Fran Jooked at her’ father lmscru-|run it to suit the new ideas. This
tably. “I belleve, atter this," she said, | rich hum of m t West,
"t will be sato to leave you two to- | bought laud, sat on it,got ¥p with his

jeans full of money.| Wants you to
come at’once.” .
Abbott was elated. | “What kind of
pew ideas, Bob?” hejasked joyously.
“Of that impractical nonsenso of
teaching lifo instead {of books. You
know what I mean, but I don't think I
do. Den't worry about it pow—some-
thing terrible's on my mind—just aw-
ful! I can't think f anything else.
What you want to dg 18 to scoot out
to Tablelah, Oklaboma, to this ad-
d here's his tefl ‘em Bob
sent you—" He looked af Abbott fe-
verishly, as if almost hoplng Abbott
would bolt for Tahletah| then and
there! Hijp broad réd face was set
determinedly.’ .
“This news 18 splend
declared enthuslastically.
ready sapplied for a)country school;
1 wag afrald 1 had Jost put & whole
Fear, on ‘account of—everything. T
must thank-—", .

«“Abbott, I don't want tq be thanked,
I haven't got time [to be thanked.
Yonder's Hamilton Gregory's bonse
and that's where I'm |bound—good
night—"

“But, Bob, I haven't told you my
‘bustoess—" i
“Pil hear It later,| old|tellow—dear
old fellow—1 think @ heap ot you, old
Abb. But T must go|now—"

“No; you mustn't, Before you g0
into that house, we must have a little
talk. Wo can't talk| here—people are
coming and golbg—"] .

«“[ don't want to talk bare, bless youl
1 want to go in that house. My busl-
nees s private iand pressing.” The
gate was but a jfew yards away: he
looked at it fixadly, but Abbott beld
bis hand upon the sagitated arm.

«“Bob, what I have to[tell you can't
whit, and that's:all about it. I won't
keep you long, fust burn down this al-
ley Witk me, fof 1t's & matter of life
and death” | |

1

Abbott
“1 bad al-

bustness is 1fe and death, too.”

At, tbat moment, 3 light was turned
on in Gregory’s lbrary, and Grace
Nolr was seen to pass the window.

Abbott’s hand tightened on the oth-
er's arm, 8 ho jurged, “Down that al-
ley, a nice dark|place for talking—"

“'Nice dark,'|bc hangedt” growled
Robert. “What business can you have
with me that wouldn't walt tll morn-
tng? Look here, 'm desperate!” '

“So am 1" retorted Abbott. “Bob,
you've been to Spripgfield.”

Robert Clinton snatched open the
vard.gate, muttering, “That's my busi-
ness” | | i

“Miss Noir gent:you
gecret.” P

“Ont" exclaimed [Robert, in an al-
tered tone, stopplig in the gateway,
“gid sbe tell you about 12"

“No—but youw've brought back that
secret, and you mhst] not tell it to
Miss Noir” | | |

“Not tell her? That's funny!” Rob-
ert produced a gound which he expect-
ed to pass a3 laughter. “So that's

to unearth a

“Confound your life and death! My |®

“ do not. But you mustn't tell it

“However, that's what I'm going to
do, as soon as T reach that door—
take your hand off, man, my blood’s
ap, by George! Can't you ses my
blood’s up? It's a-bolling, that’s what
it's dofog! So all you want is to
ask me not to tell that secret?”
“Not exactly all.” X -
“well, well—quick! What else?”
“To see that you don't tell ft.”
“How do you mean to ‘see’ that I
don't' tell 1t?” P

“You will listen to reason, Bob,”
said Abbott persuasively.
“No, T won't!" ecried Robert. “Not

me! No, sit! T'm golng to tell this
minute.”

“You shall, not!” sald Abbott, io a
lower and more compelling tona. His
manner was so sbsolute, that Robert
Clinton, who had forced his way al-
‘most to the porch-steps, was slightly
moved.

“Jee hers, Abbott—say! Fran knows
all about it, and you pretend to think
a good deel of her. Well, it’s to her
interests for the whole affalr to be
1aid open to the world.”

“I think so much of Fran,” was the
low and earnest réjoinder, “that if I
were better fixed, I'd ask her to marry
‘me without & moment's delay. And 1
think enough of her, mot to ask her
to-marry me, until I have a good po-
sition. Now it was Fran who asked
me to see that you didn’t betray the
gecret. And I think so much of ber,
that I'm going to seé that you don't!”

For & moment Clinton was silent;
then he sald in desperation: “Where
{s your nice dark aliey? Come on,
then, lot's get in it!”

‘When they were sate from interrup-
tion, Clinton resumed: “You tell me
thet Fran weants that secret kept? T'd
think she’d want it told everywhere.
This secret is nothing at all but the
wrong that was done Fran and her
mother, And since you ere so frank
about kow you like Fran, T'll follow
sult and say that I have asked Grace
Noir to marry me, and Y know Ill
atand a better show by getting her
ott of the hypnotic spell of that mis-
erable scoundrel who poses as a bleat-

Abbott interrupted:- “The wrong
done Fran? How do you mean?”
“Why, man, that—that hypocrite 1n

wool, that weed that infests the
ground, that—" .
“In short, Mr. Gregors? But what

about the wrong done Fran?”

“Ain't I telling you? That worm-
eaten pillar of the church that’s made
me lose so much faith:in religion that
I ain't got enough left worth the post-
age stamp to mall it back to the re-
vival meeting where it came from—"

“For heaven's sake, Rob, tell me
what wrong Mr, Gregory did Fran!”

“Didn’t he marry Fran's mother
when he.was a college chap in Spring-
ficld, and then desert -her? Didn't he
marry again, although his first wife—
Fran’s mother—was living, and hadn’t
been divorced? Don’t he refuse to ac-
knowledge Fran &s his daughter, mak-
ing her pass herself off as the daugh-
ter of some old college chum? That's
what he did, your choirleader! I'd
1ike to see that baton of his lald over

what you wanted to te]l me, 18 1t? Do
you know what the sé‘nrel 157"
- ! |

his back; I'd like to lay it, myselt”
(TO BE CONTINUED) .

ARARANAANAS
SuIC!
Three German Mep jto Ono Woman

Kill Themselves, Accordlng to
Prusalan Statistics.

bl

It Prussian statistics give aoy fides
of the relative proportion, then women
must be much fonderjof life than men,
for more thar threp men commit sui-
cide for every woman who takes her
own life. |

According to the Berlin correspond-
ent of the Lancet, te number of sul-
cides In Prussia showed a slight de-
crease durlag the year 1911, when 21
| cases were reglstered for each 100,000
of the population, a ‘compared with 22
4p 1910. The actual number of per

sons who took theikjown llves was 8-
422, of whom 6,394

were men and 2,028

best proportion of
5 for ‘each 100,000
prosince of - Bran-
e Beriin, with 82

—occurred in the
| denburg; ‘Hext ‘cam
per 100,000 i A~

She tendéncy ‘tojcommit: suiclde o
creases with the.agh, the proportion
per 100,000°at varidus age perlods be-

burg.: Bchool out in fek

on Mr. Clinton comes back,
1

Just clossd, as if she |

by to,tHs clir

—~private man behind lt—he owns the
he's datermined to

ing as follows: Between fifteen sad
tw ears,

¥ ; thirts
and forty years, 23; Detweed sixty and

and eighty years, 61, and over elghty
years, 63. | N

About 26 per cent. of sulcides are
sald to be caunsed by insanity. In 879
cases bodily suffering, in 609 casea al-
coholle excess, in 942 cases scmrow
and In 684 eases remorse werd the
causes assigned. In 1,786 cases the
cause was absolutely unknown.

The smallest number of sufeides
happened on Frideys and Sundays,
and the highest number on Mondays
and Tuesdays. -

Glass In Japan. -
It is only during a - comparatively
short time that the Japunese have
glass as occidentals know it. When

gers In the coaches often put thelr
heads through the glass, supposing
the frames of the windows to be
pasted pictures on the glass to call
attentlon to’the fact thnt 4 solid sub-
stance was behind them: ' The'masses
of the Japanese today do not know
the mirror as it 18 known in the
west: 'The'rivher people have one
mirror, indeed, but usually the glass
used in the mirrors sold to the popu-
1ace is not quicksilvered, belng merc-
1y well polished. ‘As for cat glass, it
1s practically uaknown in the island,

seventy Yyears 53;|) betweea seventy:

I
AT

and glass drinking cups are rare. .

1 thing!
‘| out disturl

the first railroads were built, passep- |-

-{ Ympossible. :
Btartled (he looked about him. *My
legs are comfortable,”. he njuttered.

“My knees aren’t cramped. I
the kinks out of my calves apd even
Jean back @ little. My line of!sight is
unobstructed. Why, not oniy can I
sea everything, [ can'dlso bear every-
1.¢an retire ta the foyer with- |
bing 15 people, or even ane,
but—I'm €o comfortable sitting here
that I'd rather stay just where 1 am.
These lights—tbe music—the/ scenbry
—all lookireal, yes, they strongly sug-
gest realigy—but it's impossible. Who-
ever hearfl of a comfortable ftheater?
1 must be|dreaming.” {
And doggone it, that's just;
was dolng—Masses, !

; |
ECZEMA; SPREAD OVE

y BODY
il H .
 Obio.—"When my Jittle boy
vecks old he began :bre'ﬂ%ns

what be
1

Roxbur:
was two
out on hi
Jjust with
itch so

cheeks. The eczema began
pimples and they seemed to
hdly be would sciatch.his’
face and|.cause a matter [to run/
Wherever:that matter would touch it
would caiiso another pimpld untfl #t
spread all over his body. It cansed
disfigurenient while it lasted! He'bad
fifteen places on one armjand his |
head had|geveral. The deepest places |
on his cleeks were as large as a sil-
ver dollak on each side. He wak 50
restless &t nlght we had to put mit-
tens on him to keep him from scratch-
ing them!'with bis finger nails. 1t ha
got & liftle too warm at |night 1&
geemed {0 hurt badly.” !

“We tried a treatment and he didn't
get any |better. He had the ecrema
about three weeks when We begad

bathed him at night with tbe Cutlcura !
Soap anfi spread the Cutidura Ofnt- |
ment oh &nd the eczema left” |
(Sigaed)| Mrs. Jobn White] Mar. 19, |
113 | . L
Cuticufa Soap end Ointment sold
throughqut the world. Sample of each

card “Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston."—Adv.

Plea for More Hyglenic| Gravy.
“Slru)“shuts," the weekly paper 18- :
sued byjjthe inmates of the military .
prison &4 Fort Leavenworth,joffers this
mild suggestion to the cook: “It the |
gentleman Intrusted with the task of |
Paaking prown gravy to aceqmpany tho |
T-bone steaks served at thig great cul-
inary canter, will take the: trouble to
read @ fBw loes In any old!cook book
he will Riscover that it Is jimposaibls .
to use bpt water and produce lumpless
gravy. {If he has any 8Dal k of sym:
pathy- in’ his soul be will fealize that |
uncooked flour is the bosom friead of |
indigestion. A little regard for the
great regiment that fensts here should
furnish [comfort in the consclousness
of duty;well performed.” }

Breaknlg the lce.

“Now, Miss Imogene,” argues th
soung man who has been recelvios,
the frigid stares and the monosyilabi
replies >ok the fair young|thing wh
chose to become offended at him af
the dinfer and continued jto accumu-
late, indgnation at the opefa, “It's per-
tectly Yseless for you to attempt to
act likd an lceberg. Sciepee tells us
that only one-eighth of an Iceberg is’
vistblp, |and you—" : X

Consblering the fact tHat she was
wearing an evening gows, he really.
ave cxercised a bit more tact.

W a fellow lays his heart at the
b girl who deliberately kicks 8
h it N :
—
Poor Excuse,
“why did you drop off

wagon}” .ok
“It was so crowded I
seat,” F;annined the other
] ee——s

goal Wi

the water

uldo't get a
iman, lamely.
a man boasts that he is hie
ster it may be because no one
nts him. .

Whei
own m:
elso w

AN OLD NURSE .
Persuaded Doctor to Drink Postum. *
I — .

An o}d faithful nurse apd an exper:
tenced ‘doctor, are & pretty strong com:
‘bination in favor of Postum, instead
of tea gnd collee, .

The ‘doctor sald:

“I began to drink Post
pgo on|the advice of an old nurse.

“Dufjpg an unusually busy winter,
betweeh coffee, tea and|overwork, I
becamg & victim of fnsomoia. In &
month | after beglnning | Postum, in
place of ten and coffee, I could eat
g and sleep as soundly as &
baby. | ! H

“In three months I had: gained twen-
ds in weight. L how use Pos-
ogether instead of tea end cof-
fee;. even at bedtime wita a soda
cracker or sqme other tasty biscult,

“faqing & little tendency to Diabe-
tes, I nsed a small quantlty of sacchar-
ine Instead of sugar, to %,waeten with.
I may, add that today tea or coffee are
never, present in our hause and very
many- ipatients, on my jadsice, have
_adopted Postum as thefr regular bev-
erage. .

“In ¢onclusion I can assure nnyone
that, as a refreshing, nourishing and
nervestrengthening beverage, there s
nothing equal to Postum.”

Namp given by Postum

m five years

Co., Battle

Creek,|Mich. Write for jbooklgt, “The
Ropd fo Weiisitie” |
ostum comes in twojforms:
_Regilar (must be bolled). .

Tostant Postum doesn’t requiré boll-
ng Dut 1s prepared instantly by stir-
ring's Jevel teaspootiTul In 1 ordinary
cup of hiot water, which. )mkee‘ it right
for st persons. e A

A big cup requires more aud some
people! who like strong things put in:a
heaping spoonful and tefuper it with'a
large supply-of cream. N

Expériment until ‘you know the
amotnt that pleases ydur palate and
tave it served that way in the tature.

“There’s & Reason” tTr Postum. _

. i

|
1
i

can get |

using Cuticura Soap and Ointment. I

oo it 52.p. Skin Book, Address post- | |



