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1 looked at it more closely lsaw 1t was
tramed to legaiize the over<apitaliza:
tlon of every rallroad In the -United
States .and to undo what little good
d|n fow decent lawmakers have been
s\ruggl{ng for years to nccompllah.
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23 | Fou people tried to rush it through be-

get re m Blake ror ruinjog
fatber, Conmuman

aiiricids.
L't scmdll "Stan
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rough.

CHAPTER 1V,

The Clash,
 The telephone girl looked up & m!

aute later to see Tom Blake banglng

ance more over.the raily
“1 got a telegram lmm Grace,” sal
hP “She'gent it to me;;1 suppose, I

stead:of to dad or Mask' because she
knew I'd be loafing arcynd the botel
t know when

 at this tour and she di
either pf them would
the capitol.
ington at elght.

back frol

doesn’t say whether it' Il’
ovening or eight tomofrow. mornin:
I'te been logklag everywhere, since
got it, to find Mark ang-¢ Excuse me!
Ex-Governor Roherts

15 elly.
T Sandioh, ta nm lnsurgmt
\itt easu

bt

Sars nhegbe in Wash-
But, belng a woman
or else thinking I'm & mlnd-reader, she
be elght this

was crossing

forg, we could have a chance to plck it
Bpa\'( and to hunt for the ‘nigger in the
waod-nlle” . Well, I've studied it close
15 enough to make sure the pile con-
talns very Jittle except niggers. And
I'e- made the public see it, too.”
‘)\ever mind bringing in your serv-
ices to the dear public. You get your
pay, for that from them, not from me.
The« point is, you are lining up with
our eiemies. Standish, I'm not given
{o threatening: but from now on
you're going to have an active life.”

I understand. And I look for moth-
ing elge, If the party that elected me
1s betraying the people, then I must
fight that party, And I'm going to.
Understand me clearly. I'm golag to.”

And the heavy slow voice held no
note of threat, mor did it show the
faintest tinge of excitement. To Tom
Blake, the conversation's non-combat-
adt, |lbc insurgent's rather ' turgld
g. [ words carrled far stronger message for
1 ]thls very absence of emotion. But
" v served merely to strip from Mark
rtson! his last shreds of dlplo-

er

o fn
a.

n-

id

n-

m

Jthe corridor toward thid and Tom armor.
‘nurried to meet: him LHth the tele-| “You, talk llke a reform candidate
sram. Robertson’s coldface. as he | for poundmaster at Pompton, N. J.I"

read the dispateh, sofd
that wowld bave amazed his politic
Joes. e

“Good!” he- smd emphatically. “But
whether sho
means tonight or lni the mornin:?

why doesn't she tell

fsn't that just like Grace?”

‘tanca?” sugeested To
here at cight foulght

“Why wot call hcr’gp on long dis

ed in A wa

. “It she’ll be
ahe'll bave felt

orted.
al

“I'vc done nothing every
one else isn’t doing.every day. Noth:
ing tha( the custom of centurles hasn’t
lﬂ:lllmntcd and nothing. 1 believe

that you haven't done. You've made
th!: pedple’think you're a little tin ged.

ol can't make me think if

“I cant now remember,” gald
Standish wearily. “having tried to.”

“Well, you probably know it would

Ways Bave it vud impression {hat thay
were fully a‘thousand; years lold. Pe)
haps this was why Jim Blake seldom
opened them wide. -

“Hello, boys" repested Ji
glancing . genially and -inex|
trom oné to the other, from|
his: hapging 1ids. “Seemed
amelt something burning. How al
you, Standish? What's up, Tom?”

“Why," answered Tom vaguely e
barrassed, “nothing very much. Just
a fittle political dlwuualnn.

“So | gathered,” yawnefl Blal
“Mark, you secmed. tg have been B
plying the fireworks f¢
pose it occurred to ¥of
surrounding landscapq
ing with reporters?
for the morn{ng pap
Words Between 1
in Keswick Lobby’ |And o bait col-
umn more of what you bgth would
have sald It you'd sald what the Fe-
porters thought maybe you & jght have
sald.” Fine business. Especially at
this time.”

“He called me-—" burst forth Mark.

“and you sbowed your hand
hazarded Blake. “Good pol er, Mark.
But punk politics. Mark, I'm afrald
we're Lecping Mr. Standishi from his
dinner.” :

“Good night, rcpllqd Star
ng the broad hint #ith n
feeting.

~Good night—till the house meets
at ten o'clock,” sald Bjake. |“I suppose
vou'll lead your gallant ingurgent co-
horts in person thls ?wnlug"'

“Yesh

m Blake,
bene|
to me

that
{8 talrly cr
Nico little story
rs, hey? ‘High

ndigh, tak-
showiof

“Don't want to call' it off
Into the fold again, I s'pose.
ed Blake quizzically.’

“No, thanks,’ smiled the|insurgent,
and passed on toward the dining room.

“Hello, Van Dyke!" calledt Blake as
the lawyer, with Nellgan arld Gregg 1o
tow, came along the/ corridor toward
them, from the bar. {What| brings you
to Washington? What's up?”

“That's what I'm trying
answered Van Dyke, shal
with Biake aod instinctiv
the way to the adjacent a
“What §s up? \oum SUD]
managing this fight,| Jim.
we find.ourselves inj the
hole we've been in slncc ni
1f you and I bado't fhught |
shoulder for years nnd 5
tempted to say you were Ifi

“The crowd down on
answered Blake, “hava h
raw proposition in this Mulllas biil
The bill smells so rauk that even the

and comwe
" suggest-

o find out,”
g bands
bly leading
€n corner.
posed to be
And here
jvery worst
nety-seven.
‘shoulder to

Standish fell in ovg with & glrl Right
sort of a girl, yoi know, Good family.
Father rich and-all that Standish
wasn't very well of—he was always
honest, you knaw. 'And he and she
were golng to getmarried on the quiet
and keep thelr marriage secret. But
she had 1o go'to Ffurope. And for
somo reasol or, other—the secretary
dldn! know whyand it doesn't mitter

“What good?" retorted Blake. “Just
this: Standlsh's long eult {s morality.
A lot ¢f us have had smirches on our
names from time to time. He never
has. So the clérgy are for him end
the peopls &wear by him: "It's his

chief pull with both church and.pub-
lfe. Now—it wecan-get this story,
properly authenticated, on the floor ot
tha house tonight, 1t gl?a a lot of
ex

th weddlng was

Inatead they tobk a notlon to run off
to a little country botel, for one ot
those boue)moonu that—that never
came through the custom-house.”

“No!" |

“Yes. And, a8 an aftertnought, yes,
agein. A can show you the hotol reg-
fster with—" |

“The tool didn't register under uis
own name, did he?” demanded Gregg.

*No,” said DBlake. ‘Reglatered un-
der the name of Fowler. But any hand-
writing expert can’ prove ho wrote It,
and the hotel |manhager can swear
Standish wes the man. The manager
i ready to swear Smndlsh called the
woman his wife, too.”
“Oh, the jay!" grinned Gregg, the
worldling.
“You eee,” went-on Blake, “he real-
Iy expected to mur) her. They were
Just taklng ﬂml! b) the forelock. And

Gregg, bere, for i 3
cuaa to swing over to uq
“Oh, we've gbt him! We've got
him!™ muttered Robertson once 'more,
his usually quick mind loafing biissful-
Ty over the single grand idea :
“Yes,” amended Vae Dyke dryly,
we've got him—i¢ we can get the
Woman's name In tlme. It all de
pends on that. Without it, our story
is worthless. Thus rur, it _seems, nu
one knows her name.”
“Except Standish,”
“\What good does that do us?
won't tell.”

corrected Blake.

Blnke sententiously, “another cen find

"And" put in Gregg, lowering his
volce, “speaking of ‘fAinding out, re-
minds me. Thut little devl) of a tele-
phone girl over there—Do you 8up-
pose she could have beard anything
we've been saying?”

“It ehe has a whole pair of ears,”
answered Blake, sinking bis own solee,
“she surely could. Especlally what I've
been saying. For I've beén straining
my volce to talk loud enough for ber
to catch what I Baid, ever since we 5at
down bere.”

“The deuce you have?” exXclaimed
Van Dyke. “What for?"

“For the same reason I've been
Jaylng down,’ " returned Blake, “Don’t
worry over that. A man whose volce
is as tired as mine isn't straining that
throat unless .It's foria good cause.
And you can leave the finding of the
Woman's name to me, too, I guess.
Now trot along, all of ¥ Mark, g6
in and order dinner. Il be there in
five minutes. I've a couple of things
to attend to first.” )

‘The group began to drift across the
corridor in the direction of the din-
ing-room. Blake detached himseil
from the rest and started back toward
the telephone switchboard. But Tom,
noting his father’s move, intercepted
him. The young fellow's face looked
worrled and his manner had lost some
of Its wonted buoyancy.

“Dad,” he said.

“Hey?" asked Biake, stopping and
turning toward hils son.

g
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|Obeylng Her Doctor,
Glbbs—Wonder why Richlefgh when
be puts up at a hoted always takes a
single room?
Dibbe—His doctor told him he mult
wvold suftes.

A CLERGYMAN'S TESTIMONY,

The: Bev Edmund Heslop of Wig-*
ton, Pa, suffered from Dropsy for &'
year. His limbs and feet were swok |
len and’ puffed. He had heart flutter-:

.ing, was dizmy
‘and exhausted at:’
the least . exer-
ition. Huods and
Pfeet were cold
,and he had such
“& dragging sensa-
tion across the
loins that it was
dificult to move: .
After using 6

“What one man knows," returned

Rev. E. Heslop. : yooor of Dodds
Kidney Pills the swemng disappear-;
ed 2nd he felt himselt agaln, He says
he kas been benefited and blessed by
the use of Dodds Kidney Pills. Sev-
eral months later he wrete: I have
not changed my falth in your reredy
since the above statement was author-
tzed. Correspond with Rev. E. Hes-
lop about this wondertul remedy.

Dodds Kidney Pills, 50c. per box at
your dealer or Dodds Medicine  Co.,
Buoffalo, N, Y. Write for Household
Hints, also music ot National Anthem
(English and German words) and re-
cipes for deinty dlnhesA AlL 3 sent free.
Adv.

—
No Balt for Fortune Hunters.
“Did- Kete's husband leave her
much when he died?” N
“Not enough to get her a second

husbanid.”—Boston Evening  Tran-
seript.
i Its Drawback.
“Ihete is one. queer thing about
‘bridge.”

“What is that?”

“The women losers do hate to-como
across.”

Financial.

" Knicker—Think the treasury depos-
its will cause credit inflation?

Docker—Nope; 1 struck Smith fora
fiver yesterday and dldn't get It.

Sprains, Bruises

Stiff Muscles

e Sorlang botorl: now.  And if | be time wasted.” snanped Robertson. | dear, dear public have:got a WhIL of | uy yy; Lo Reading Tom's face, a5 he was ac
she st coming tl Y prafng—" { “There must be something, spmewhere | j1_ And when the pulllic géts its sense 1 wish Yol :’r\,’ﬂz":’uﬂr'F'-i’S;‘ﬁlackmall sui;olr:::nci;) ml:ftiﬁ:c l_lt;‘;e;;-‘s every mqum‘ly mmdwﬂw.
“Good ifeal” assaffd Robertson,|oF other, in your past life, thatfor smell into good warking order—Oh. ght” O s modded and led s e Lmnment. 7 it on—po rub-
ctariing for the  teliphone  alcove. | WOUKN'L shine out o any advantase |what's tho use, Van Dykd? You cauthen—here's he queerest tangle of all | th am P er. ed-the way bing.
S e von actoaB) show 2 gieam | 1o print. -'m £oing to camp on the | cee whut we're up gainst] You know | —after that iweck there, It seems sho O e hene ho demanded, half
of h:uman intelligencdg Tom, In spite | trall of your past performances. Andiihe temper of the countrd. We can't | backed out add wouldn't marry him at ) ;‘- ‘E;‘”n“ousl e inls " Aikle Sprain and Dislocsted Hi
: mooming | whea [ strike the craoked bs-path I'm | even defend that bill of yours. And |all. No, Grege, It wasa't he that threw S Ig o apeak o Lsprained 1y ‘;‘.‘,‘,‘“,“"“,}’,"“"“"’
looking for. IlI—" this Is no tlmo to put over such a raw | her over. This was. the other way S was a delicate subject that
Ho stopured short, and the unwonted | Standish's dark face broke into a|one. Its like—" 1 and. Thé Women filted him and | BoroE S e o T sublect Ui

look of happiness froze from his face.
Heand Tom, on lhcir way to the al-

smile, The red angry politiciau’s
threats scemed to strike within the

“Still,” argued \'\D Dyke, went back to One week of

Standish wai

“you eaid
youd be able to put, the deat through,

her family.

wasn't the better for getting aired.”!
about all she was up to. )

!
cove, were fassing the Bhort flight of | insurgent sonie genuine chord of mer-| And there’s surely enough jn {t for|And she balked at mahlug a life job CHAPTER-V"
steps that led downfrom the outer|riment . |usall” of it I don’t wonder.” A Family Row.
,- foyer to the corridor. | I that case, Governor Robertson,” | 1 sald I coyld pu; it through. And| “But didn’t her family find out?” «This—this story Y bodt Standish”—
. Aud 2 man was cod ng down those : he €aid pleasantly, “I advise you toll could—when we started! But Stand.| "It seems pot. They thought she had | yoonn Tom  uncomfortably; them
steps. A tall man, ¥hose shoulders | waste not one minnte of time In sob- | ish wasn't fighting ( then. This fsn’t | been away visiting a girl frlend In the Bg ed involuntarily as Blake lenned
were stightly stooped. Whose dark hatr | ting fo work. Because, thoush I've|the Bill versus thelPeople. It's Mat|country. Slie ot home sate, nnd | Docy with o

ing - " f relie
was begioning to grizzle at the tem- | been able to upset several pet plas | Standish versus the|Orgahization. And | everything lboked proper as 2 "rainy | P2CK With & grunt o rellet,

i Pirhose. swartny and somewbat|of sours during the past six ears, | Standish has the people—iho waked:up | Sunday,in agrave yard. Some worl ouat allt e e ot Lo, e
Boary face wad Ilned and hardened | yowll find evorything I've done to 51 | people—bebind him.. Hels thelr Idol. | en sure have fuck.® Ndown from my wise son on my
by marks that* did net seem to have | sl be as mere child's play compared | He's the parsons’ net. ‘They look on | "Go on” drged Vai Dyke. e ¥

follles and sins. Henestly, Tom, I
don’t know how I ever got through
the - first quarter-century of my life
witbout your holy guidance and cor-
rection.” -

“{s that quite necessary?”
I ouly wanted to ask you,

“QOf course you did. You wanted to
ask me some questlon in politics. And
instead of being glad that you are be-
ginning to show an intelligent interest
in my affairs at last, T made fun of
you. I'm sorry, son. I'm an 6ld crank,

come from time's brish alome. o, what I'll do as soon as I'm in the
At sight of him Robertson halted. | Speaker's chair.”

His face darhmed n(-{nl hls hands in-| “The speaker's chair!" roared Mark,

caution and even a cool

knowledge thrown to the four

“The speaker’s chair! You'll

him as the Worthy Yourg Man Fho
couldn't do wrong if le tried and who
1sn't wicked enough’ to try. In other
words, he's never been| found out.
There's only two classes of men that |
ever met—thbe gort that| have been
found out and the, sort |that haven't.
It we can damage Standish In the eyes
ot the people—if we can make the
dergy repudiate hlm—"

*That's just the -point|" cfled Van
Dyke. “Why haven't you been able to
lo that, instead of sitting peacefully

“That's about all, finished Blake.
“She woke up, as. 1 told you, to find
it was n!lamismkenmd no-barm-done-
thank-heaven. And as far as I can
make out, they haven't seen each oth-
er since. 1.won't swear to that part
of it. But if they have, his secretary
doesn’t know it. Nor—"

“Who wa$ the Woman?" querled
Robertson.

“Fhat,” anpwered Blake reluctantly,
“is the one thing left to find out.’ "

van Dyke fairly groaned.

glanced acToss o His e)a met the | fgiiting
ex-governor's lowerig¥ gaze; thenm |winds.
passed carelessly on {o Tom.
“Good evening, genllemen,” he sald.
"Good evening, ‘\lr‘ Standish.” an-
swered Tom.
Robertson barelysélumed tho oth-
. er's nod. But ae ndish made as
3 though to pass on, he took an impul-

said Tom.

h
| =i step toward the|Insurgent chiet to one ‘side and waitlng for him to| “Then,” he demanded, “how is this G0 amea e e Thie miandion
“well, Standleh,”  he observed, wreck himself?” . miserable story going to belp us?” tory
steadying his volcé by a palpable ef- “We've had detectivesion him,” put| *“Oh,” replied Blake, “the met's clos- |~ wyos | suppose it will give us the B
1«;11 égw son(:luizm;l:nce of civillty, {n Neligan. *I told you|all that, Van | ing around. her. .1 hope to have her)g nev
“I ynderstan g t's on for ‘to- Dyke.” ) name tontght.” "
K . “Looks that way & 3
. Dight! etectivest soarted | the tawsor. | “"antebt: Weve ot to have it to | (e ke s Samanes
“Yes, di §tandish, pausiug] “What good Is that? Your detectives bill comes 3
es,” answere ‘eu ish, pausiug] good 1s o night. Before ‘the Mullins have wrecked many & man as strong
as. though merely to walt untll the

will' charge you séven dnllm's & day
and expendes—mostly expenses—lor
glving you a full repurt of the way
Standish spends the duy and what he
has to eat and the nnmber of clgars he
smokes and the addressgs of some of
the letters he writes. You'll never get
Standish that way. I evér he's broken
a law—and most men hauh

“Oh, not o many,” 'gently contra-
dicted Blake. “Two jalls would be
plenty large to Dold all lhc folks who
have broken any law. 'And the two
jaits could be built seal)easy—just by
running & high wall around the equa-

up. The name's no use to us after
that.””

“But,” asked Rubcrwon, “even It we
do get it tonight, what use can we
make of it? The house will be on the
final debate of the bill by ten o'clock.
By making use of every trick. we
know we can fix only a lew hours' de-
lay at most. \Vlmt good—'

3333333%33333333333333 Make the vaer
L‘ﬂ IS RN \-3: W ee< o 1ts
\ o

as Standish—and stronger.”

“Oh!" exclalmed Tom, almost shud-
dering, “1 wish you wouldn’t use black-
mail to win your fight.”

“Blackmail?” echoed Rinke slowly.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Kansas declares dogs are personal
property and Imposes a state tex. - !

.other should move from his path. “Aa:
allnlght sessian, probably.”

Again, with a m!‘ be started to-
wird the diniog rqq: i But once more
Mark Robertsot's vq re checked him.

+DId it ever pecur{p you, Standish,”
demanded Mark, “tu@d by opposing the
Mullins bifl you areVetraylng the par.,
1y that elected:youZs |-

Standish regarded him a momenty
with somber ¢yes ffpm which all per-
sonal emotione seepted loog sfnce to
have been burned apay. Then he sald
in the heavy mes .2d volce that had

$4<<Ceeg<<< Ll,ﬂ]
)

: % in ten when the liver is
for years beeu gharé: erlstic of him: tor. But voute right|in one thinz, WA J//? {ng?ih‘:r:mn::ch?ndw bowels are right
“Did It ever- occ} i to you, Robert- Van Dyke. We'll mever get Standish \ CARTER’S u‘n’LE 5

son, that by trsingio force the Mul-

! in the way these bovs [have been £o-
. ling bill through, §u are betraying’

ing about It. S0, it's lucky I happencd

N t,‘.m people who votbd for you?"
“'Oh. ba senslblel} urged Robertsot
and Tom, who knew

attempt at

“We're both ‘politiclans. There’s ul

sense in spouling n|
my benefit. Keep
saps. 1 was:prowy
ship. And to get itlaway from wme yo
turned insurgent. The Mullins bill—-
tonight's battle—mdans nothing to voll
but a test of power. There's no prin-
<ipte Invoived. It you can kill the bil!
—ijt will pru'e only you'fe strong
-enough to depose qur spenker and fut
)your:el( in his chair. That's your
game. Why pose as a'reformer?”
“You're quits wrong,” said Standls!
with & certaln Irrifating patience, |4
‘haven't any pose.; ‘If 1 had I shoul
ot bother o, dlsplay it tor your beni-
fit. 1 am not hypocrite enough to say
I don't want avery legitimate political
rewntd 174t earn: 'Who doesn’t? But
that’s niot wh I'm fighting this Muliina
. it of yours.  And at'heart sou know
tden't, I'm. trylng to kill this b
 becsueo itiisian offense to the
try's nostrils; The.Bill Is jmnoce
. ¢nough on itsface; . Van Dyke and ti»
est 82w o that, I suppoge. But v;rhl,,x

fhem for your pai;
jsed the speaker,

v

his brotherdn-law,
“ ,noted tho mighty effort with which the

"Oh Yes, | Put a Man of My Own on

a; 1 to Standish’s Record.”

el\er alt in it! er in ten thun-
sand years. Not f{f have to—"
“Yhy, hello, boys!” drawled a valce

1o put a mah of my own on the job.”

“Yes. While I've been 'lying down.'
as you dall it

“I didn't say you had &wen——

“No, But you thought it. Just be-
cause I don’t run aropnd in clrcies,

FROM BLAY SCALES

Known of the Secrex of
Creation of Artificial
Pearls.

JEWELS

Thh Mucl
the,

from the doorway.

!A man came lelsurely down lhc

airs and lald one hand on Robert-
n’s arm. Voice and activn were
im, even pacific. Yet they slammed
ut the New Yorker's floodgates of
rath and left him Eneechlesl nerv-
uis, almost apologetic.
A hundred patrs of e)u {rom all
arts of the long corridor turned as by
ccult attraction and fired themselves
wlide Interest upon the newcomer,

o
5
<
B
w
of

5973

AR CHAPTER V. '
Jim Blake.

The man whose advent {u the Kes.
wick corridor caused more, attention
among the loungeys than would the ar-
rival of & stage beauty, had’at firt
glance little about him to justity such
nterest. He was long rather than
tall, thin with a wiry compactness; and
f a pleasant non-committal face. Hla
age’ miight have been fifty.” But a

loser glance at his kalf ahnt eyes al-

“Oh, yes.
on to Standish’s

years,

anyhow.

he found someths
- “Well?”

- “Well,” drawle

choru
Blake paused and
with maddening s

teach you any begter.”
“But—"

I put 2 man of my own
1 told him
not to bother about anything that had
happened during the last three or four
Your men
that; and there'd
T set. m.
up anclent history.
back and back an
record; and to kel

yecord.

would be
be nu hing
3 mn to 8
1 jtold his
bac
p on going
dg.” B
ed -[the of

in Standish’s

searqhed his clothes
ownéss for'a match.
Blake, “he’s found

| The comp]
trade segl
note that
seales of
sence d'0j
with this
are. mantfactured.

The blay-is described as “a
fish with!a green back and a
belly," an

it 1a from

busy, ob
to flnd,
ratching
m to g0

back til}

which ar
metallle :appearance.

They !
‘monia an

thers as

barking, and now. and|then biting a

plece out of the cellins vou folkg think As the real pearl comes from the

I'm doing numln; d Il never | OYster; & to a large extent g the
|

manufacture of artificlal pearls de-
pendent op a certain specles of fish.
ete provesses art of course
ets; but it ia of interest to
the brilliant
ithe ablet, or blay, that es-
fent {8 produced and it is
easence that lmitation pearls

small
white

d the essence 18 obtalned
exclusively from the whits scales,
covered with a p\gment of

are : first treated with am-
d then with-fish glue, & Pow-

LT v v der being first’ obtained: and- then. &
“No?" chuckldd Neligan, wildly| paste ‘whichi can be caslly spread on
elated. =5 giase,
“The story is Joig,” gald Blake; "but In the parly stages of manufacture,
1.can shorten itjup tor | about 1606, this' essence d'Orient was
you. Aloug al sgo friend npyl‘ad D lltde balll of plaster, bt

the temperature and the lamp heat of *
the human body modified, the ad
heslve qualities of the nearly matter
and caused changes of golor.

Jacquin invented a method of cover:
ing small glass bai}s with the same
essence. d'Orlent, thus producing the
firstpractical artificial pearls.

Ia tho morth and east of France
and in Germany. blay fishing is ac
tively pursued. About 4,000 are re-
quired to produce a pound of ;scales,
which in turn gives a quarter of a
pound of the esseace. The price of
the scales varles between $1.75 and
$2.10 a pound..

Courage Most Needed. !

The, greater part.of the ‘courage
that 18 needed !n the world:{s: mot of
'an herofc kind. Courage. may be dls-
pPlayed ih every day Jife a8 well ag In
Mistoric flelds of action, Thers needs,
for example, the common courage to
be.honest, the courage:to reslst temp-
tation, the courage o 8| tnnh
the cotirage to be what W,
and not to pretend to be what we

are not, the courage to 1ive hone:t!.y

within our means.—Smiles, i

. = i
i

It was in 1650 that a Paristan nemed -

pel a fazy

do its duty.
| Cures Con-
l -hpuuon. In-

Sick
u:; Dnueu Ahu- Eating.
SMALL PiLL, SHALL DOSE, § SMALL PRICE.

- Genuine must bear Slgnatm'e_
Dr. Navaun's Kidhey Tablets

fekly st Kidi
an Backaché, Rheutal
Dizziness, ere. Thousal
been eured by thls rem
member 0f your {am!
o powa Tor o

s

s o ek omials 45 be convinord.

BOTANIC DRUG CO. Detroit, Mich

-y
i, Nervousneds, .
& of sufferers have
andif youorany
are s:dl rom

%

‘WOODWARD AVE.
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