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Bumber callsd by Bt

B!.l:ldllh nnd l: ln!&hd !nr her pains!
CHAFTER?éConllnued. ‘
“The machlno!"-fushed on

“It's got the brains of ull the men that
are {n i, And none of the heart. It
burns up everytf{ng that gets 1%

path. And now it -needs a wom,
good pame and happiness to ke At
in fuel.” It'a only square that “.'ou
should be the W . It's let tipm
see how-other: petje bave felt when
the machine crusiyd them—how my
father félt when. ¥, came home that
horridle day, with Epath written in his
eyes, and sald to Ry mother: ‘Molly,
I'm done, for. Bl and. his machina
‘have got m That's what he

+>And he w53, 1nnocent

+ " “But.

“That's why T was golng to lel\ fem
got you, and break “Jim. Blake's'vile
old heart. - It's thg' chance I've Been | @
walting ‘for, five'’:dless years. To
night 1 saw God: justice begln to
move. 1 saw () Blake and his
crowd were workég out (heh;ﬁ:n

0.

damnation wl(hon'?ny belp tra
all
|

“Ang then—Oh, I'nifa fool!—the:
at once'l forgot the justice part
. And all | could see was that a ¥
© of strong, cruel, clever men were ﬂghb
1ng one uphappy wnmnn I—1 guess
that's why I've stafed here, even after
you called me a hinckmailer.”

“But your past' . no businegiiof
mine,” she went {¢,more quietl
Just came to give .
It or leave. It's -

“I don't want yfur warning,”
Grace sullenly. g

“Thea T can’t hel

Just as you lke,” nighed Wanda.
“But the net’s closing tight mund
you, Mrs. Robertsin. And If ‘'you
count on Mr. Stantjsh o help you or
to deny ‘anything, :-u're making a big
misteke.! The min’}e he finds himselt
cornered, he'll thré'y you over to save
hia own chances. ‘b, won't you drop
the blult, once a8 for, all? ' Won't
you let me—?"

“You bave Had my answer There
1s not one slhgle fact jon which to
baso thif—thig attack. If you try to
drag my Dame Into any uneavory scan-
dal, ‘80 much th; _wored for you. If
you dare make uéa of my name—aven
indirectly—in . conmection with ;this
case, 1 shall go to. my father, at dbnce

pranis

Robertaon?”
t me to help
you marry Tom. . And that when | re-
tused you threatened to blackmail me
- —to brand me as the Woman be's been

honting tor, 1—' |
A purring of the buxzer hzlerrkpted

her.

"WB will put It to &ho teul How!"
Graca _ declared, turning toward the
door.’ “There are my husband and fa-
ther outside.: ‘Afyald' am 17 'Stok
with tear? You dhall gee. You shall
toll them, here and now, that I'm the
‘Woman- fhey'te trying to find. 5fTell
them and sea what wiil happ 1t
you haven't the courage to telllhem
')l repent your charges myself.”. s

“Don‘t! Dpn't!” implored Wmdn
a8 the huzzer:bounded once inore.
‘Don't try It,  Mrd. Robertson!. You
can't.carry it through, I tell you. They
have too.much pro 4 ¥l

*“They | won't ap) _jr their proof”
~— It 1s you who R/}l need prooft

“Very igood|” iljgd Wanda, in sud-
ad and do it. My
I wanted to help

You and.I got insulted for my .pains.

Go as far'as you Hke. I'm through”

“You are mot through yet,” denied

Grace furlously. ‘§Jay where you are!

\'We'll settla this of o and for all.” :
8ho threw dpetyihs door. Standish
stood waldng ofi-Ae threshold.
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“My ftather is expecting you, Mr.
Btandlsh,” she heard Grage say—in a
slightly raised tone, palpably for Wan-
da's ears. “Ho told me to sk you to
walt for him here in cass you should
come before he got back from the Cap-
ftol"

Then the door cloed, ;and Wanda
heard no more.

Ths moment she was, alone with
Standish, Grace Robertson's, bearing
underwent an almost ludicrous change.
The alr of deflance was lost, leaving
her face' strangely drawn and hag.
gerd. She dropped into a chair and
pressed her hands across her burning
eyes.

Standlish stood, still near the door,
looklng down at her. . His heavy dark
mask of a face did not show any
emotion save that its premature lines
seemed all ‘at once cut deeper. His
somber eyes held no !ght, his deop
volce no expression as he sald at last:

“You know, then?”

“Yes,” returned Grace, ‘starting up.

“I tried to warn you,” sald he.
“How did you find out?"”

"The phoue girl. Wanda Ke1ly "

“I see,” ho mused. ‘I ought to have
guessod. She {8 one of the machine’s
sples.”

“No. She wants to help me, she
safd. But that {sn't the point. She
knows. And she Is the only person
who does—"

"What dld you say m her
she—1"

“1 dealed evcrythlnz. of course.
What else was there to da?”

“There was nothing elsg to do. You
wore wige—while the aﬂah’ is in Its
present state.”

“It was wise In any case.”

“Yes," be agreed. "It was wise for
But I suppose’ jou haven't
lmwed (o consider my position in the
matter

Your position?” sha repeated uncer-
tainly. “What do you mean? Whatis
your position, except to stand by me
and save me?"

“You forget that I owe a duty to the
men wha have rande me their leader In
this Aight; who bave staked everything
on me.” i

“And to me?” she cried shrilly. “To
the Woman who staked more than
everythiog? Do you owe nothlog to

met” X

-*1 do pot want to think what I owe
to you,” he evaded, his voice shaking
ever 80 little. “I beg you not to remind
e of it .

“You won't help me? You put these

when

and
ot yours ahead of me?”

“It you put it that way, yes.”

"Oh, most noble statesman!” she
mocked, "ragigg. “Embodiment of all
that {s perfect and—contamptible! [
didn't marry you because I no longer
loved you and because I wouldn't add
& biasphemous loveless marriage to
my other sin. "It I bad become your
wite—even it it rulned both our lives
—you would have felt it your duty to
atand by me and defend me agalnst
the entife world. But bécause I bad
the courage to stop before it made us
botk miserable for life, you can not
in honor, protect me! I wonder It you
haif realize how vile a thing you are!”

“1 loved you. I have never loved
any other woman in all my miserable
life. 1 shell keep on loving you as
long as 1 live. I do mot want to. But
It {s past my power. I would sooner
have bitten out my tongue .tban be.
tray this secret of yours. - All this can
not interest you. I tell you, so that
you may. know the punlshment !s not
all yours. You merely flsk loalng
what you have galned ahd cherlshed
during the past few years. I.act with
tho certainty that by dolng my duty
T must bring ruin and heart-break on
the woman whom I love ‘more than I
love my own soul. Ia my task emsfer
than yours?” .

The utter ardor of his:words, com-
bined with the dull lifelessness of his
tone, was almost laughable. Grace
wu nzlng at him in hlnnk astonish-

| "You love me?” she muttered.

| “I have told you 80,” cagje the slow
measured answer. “You talk much of
Your love for Mark Robertson. It 18
easy to love when love makes one bliss-
tully happy. But s your lova worthy
to be compared with mine? With the
love that brings only an sternal goaw-
ing angulsh—the love that can never
hope for one atom of requital and yet
that cannot die—the love that would
sacrifice everything for you and yet
must endure sacrificing—you?"

“You love me?” she repeated; and
her volce had all at oncg grown won-
drous sweet and vlbrnnL “You love
‘me—Matt?"
| She had drawn closer to him 28 she
spoke. Now she was ldoking atralght
up into his wretched eyes; her own
glowing llke mist-haloed stars. So
dear to him was she that the chiffon
on her breast touched the harsh tex-
tire of his coat. Her breath pllyed
1lightly on hla face. ''.

Matthew Standisi stood, his eyes
v{lde his breath comling fist, the sweat
beada breaking from his; forebead, The
Heavy mask on his face twisjed ftselt
into a balf-grotesque aspect of pain.
“You love me?” lha murmirred.
“Yes!" he groaned,! his blg volca
breaking. *God help m
“And you won’ l—’mu can' t—dntm
my whoh futgre. Yod ﬁlﬂ'l. ‘dear!"”

‘It was the cry of revulsion- that
might break from a forest-roamer
who had all but trodden on 2 rattle
soske. He recolled a step, with 2
shudder as of physical sicknes!

"Was this needed?" he raged. “Was
1t necessary to defile my smashed Idol
still furtber? Wasn't It enough that
you long ago taught me to look on all
women as shadows? Wby must you
turn misery Into nausea by playing
Delllah? My love was a tragady. Why
must you profane it and make it foul?"

He mastersd himself with an effort
and fought hia way back to the wonted
lifeless impersonality that had become
to him & second pature.

*Mrs. Robertson,” he went on in his
customary measured slowness, 'the
case stands like this: your father and
husband are gseeking to-ruin me by
raking up a story of my past. That
story Involves you. You ask me to
protect you. You sink to unspeakable
methode to make me do so. I shall
protect you as far as I can. I shall do
80 to the extreme, unless such protec-
tlon must involve the welfare of the
people who trust me. I will not stand
by meekly and see my life work
for my country ruled. I will not
betray the trust of milllons whoee
only, bope rests on me. This story
your father has dug up must not
b made public. You understand
me? It must not be mads publle! At
any cost to myaelt or to you, Is that
clear?”

“Then,” she asked in tired despera-
tlon, “what do you mean to do?"

“Nothing at all"* he returned, “so
long a8 your father and husband keap
this story qulet.”

“But surely they won't publish 1t
without knowing my—the Woman's
name?”

“That {s what I'm beginning to be
atraid of. They may feel so absolutely
certain of learning the nams later, that
they will cireulate the story on the
fior of the house tonight and In to-
morrow’s newspapers. And then, when
they find out who the Woman really is,

f

“You Cowardl You Pitiful Hypocrit-
leal Coward!™

it will be too late to suppress it. You
must stop that story. If it geta out I
shall lose the fight. And I can not do
that, even to save you.”

“In’ other words,” she retorted, “to
save yoursell you will hide behind
me?”

“If you care to put it 50.”

“But,” she urged, "I can't speak to
father or Mark about it. I'm not sup-
posed to know anything about it. Sup-
pose—suppose I can't stop 1t?"

“You must. It's the only chanca.
They're delasing the house proceed-
inga thls minute just to get thelr
proofs In order to launch the story to-
night. They intend to use it to pre-
vent my. certaln victory. And-they
must.not. At the first aign that they
mean to do 8o I shall have to go to
your father and tell bim who the Wom-
an ia! I would rather be shat. But—"

“Ob,” she burst out hysterically,
“you wouldn't-~you couldn't—do that!
You're not so unutterably low as to
damn the future of a woman who once
trusted you—who—"

“I've told you,” be replied, “that |
am not An this fight as a man, but as a
leader. It s one woman's good name
against the weltare of a npation. T
haven't the right to protect rou,
Grace. I won't let my sln as a man de-
feat the great principles I stand for.”

“You coward! You pitiul’ hypo-
eritical coward,” shke raged. “You
haven't the manhood to stand by
your own past. Youll let a womad
pay your debts—and pay them with
averything that makes her life worth
living. In all these years I've felt that
it a moment like this should ever
come, I could rely on your honor. I've.
always belleved you *would at least—
what 18 the old phrase?—'perjure
yourself like a gentleman!' It's easy
enough to.save yourself and call it a
duty to the people. A coward can al-
ways find an excyse. Oh, I could car-
ry it all through safely, even now, if
only you were a man instead of a block
ot-stone.”

“It is too late now for reproaches,”
he answered. “For years I've heen
ballding up & fighting strength—wait.
ing for the people's chance of victory.
And that chance bas come. If they
lose, it shall not be because of thelir
leader.

A womhn's reputation 1s worth
more than any mere political victory.”

“Then,” he commianded, “tell your
father and husband so. They are pre-
paring to wreck a woman's }ife to save
themselves. No cods of honor atands
in thelr way. They are out to win.
To'win at any price. And it fs.omly
falr that the filthy metiods they use
should come back on their own heads.

-

| please?

lon some

should ft be the Innocent’ Why oot
the Woman who 18—g@lty?

. “Matt!”} she walled, her defense all
swept away, in a breath, “if you let
my husband know—do you realize
what it wpuld mennr It wanld mean

)

everlasting dllgmce!
that price

“That 1
warn you
father mo
That is 'al
back.liter

Walt!™
thing you
do. - It we

Am I to pay
for your victory?”". :
for you to decide. -I'simply
ot to let your husband and
o agalost me on these lines,
1. Good-dy. I will, come
to see Mr. Blake."
she begged. “There is one
ean do—one thimg you must
n't endanger your success.
My father and Mark and some other
men are'coming here for a conference.
I want you to méet them and to urge
them not o use this horrible story—"

“It would -be useless,” he objected,
though moved in spite of bimself, by
her absglite brokenness. “But'I'll try,
I promiss{you. Il try my best. And
1.wlll guard your, secret ae long as'it
can be guarded. Untll there_ is no
other poshlble chance. Then—well,
this story| must be stopped. That 18
all. It isla waste of words for me to
say how sorry [ dm to bave muda you
20 unhappy tonight. Good-by."

He was| entirely master of hlmnll
now: cold) imperaonal, phlegmatic. No
one seeing him take his leave at the
door of the Robertson sulte would
have guessed ‘his brain contained a
eolitary thought, beyond the possible
winning 9f a mdve In his cherished
political game.

The mgment Btandish was gome,
Qrace collapsed. ' She sank down be-
side the desk table, helpless to move
or think. [ Everything was In & black
whirl. The hour which for years she
bod dreaded; for which she had 8o
long and po carefully prepared.

She moved convulsively. The motion.
brought her hand in contact with the
oold metal of the telephone on the
table before her,’ And with the touch
ceme lnspiration. 'Catching up-the in-
strument she unhooked the receiver.

“Miss Kelly,” she called tremulously.
“Is that you? You know my velce. 1
=1 am alone here—Cnn you, come,
t oncé. I must ses you—
Ob, thankj you— At once, please.”

She Tose unstéadily to her feet, as
might & |balf-senseless pugillait who
will not yet glve up a hopeless fight.

CHAPTER XIV.
| An Odd Alilance,

The sound of a step In the hall out-
slde brought Grace to the door. She
opened it steelthily, as though bent
i:nlulon of dire perll. And,
a8 llenlthlly, Wande slipped fnto the
room, :closlng the door behind her.
The two women faced cach other in
sllence. It was Grace who spoke first,

“I—1 sent for you, Miss Kelly,” she
began: uncertainly, “because—because
——oh, I'm bemmed {n everywhere! I
don't knoy whick way to tura!”

“I see,” srld Wanda quletly. “Stand.
{ah 1s golng to throw you over to save
hiiself? |1 wes afrald so.”

“I—1 esid mome crusl—sbominable
things to [you a:little while ago, Mise’
Kelly,” stammered Grace. “Won't
you forgh
ing for m:

s me?, You ses, | was fight-
orry:”

“I'm sof
da Impulaively, “and I guess I under-
stand; allf about t. I thought firat

that Fate ibad let me {n on this so that
T could show you up. But I thiak
now it wis s0 [ could be of some use
to yoi. You gee, there's only we two
‘women. Anﬂ ,we've got to fght that
whole crawd. *

“You'll

“That's| what I've been lrylng to
tell you, Mrs. Robérteon. You've paid
for ali you did.* And I don’t want you
to pay any more. -You'ro a ten times
bettar wa:mnu this minute thap a lot
who have the law on their side. So
forget allj that - nnd let's see what we
can do.” |

Grace, to Wnndns dlsmay, hroku
down: and sobbed In hopeless \\rekch-
edness.

“Don't!
*'We'll—ol
“Now you!
brace up

pleaded the girl.
1" a sob choking her.
ve got me going! We must
and do There's

elp? You'll stand by me?” | ipy,
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for
n

all the num-.
this hotelsines

seven o'clock toright]’ We have to
turn in our ‘calls central, you
know. And one of thoke numbers will

be the ons they want. But
hard for them to finf
Yours would 'be the
wouldn't think of.”

*'Can't v! ltDF lhc
the lst?”

“No. Thelr p\ﬂl l.l
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down. And time's the one thi
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card. They want to

very of

m from

#  which

il be
one,
ne they

getting

oo strong. But
all the numbers

ing they
our one

use this . story

tonlght. It we can knp ‘them from

doing that—"

“If worst comes to
ed Grace, "I can go tﬂ
tell him. He loves
keep It from- every of
Mark. ItIl break hig
will stop thn : story."

“No," declded Wan
ment's thought, “It's t¢
The thing's gone too
and your husband end
keen for the name as
tended to weaken ;o
them now, they'd pusl
him.”

“Then we've got
‘We've got to keep th
out. We've got to!

“Id give seven :d
what they're doing no
da. “it's tough to 'wi
ke thia.”

“Buppose,”
den dread,
you to tell? They’
they're merciless. An|

“They'll have a swe
& colored photograph
men who can maka mie talk |
want to, No, mo! Don't yo
about that, Mrs. Robertson.”

porat,”

e, Ev
heart.

a, afte
o late
ar.
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on In

We've
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ey try
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my father and
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en from
But 1t

r & mo-
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Van Dyke
the rest are as
If he pre-
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got to!”
o know
ed Wan.
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, in sud-
to force

clever—and

T'd like

ot the bunch of

f 1 don't
u Worry

“It wouldn't be as easy as you think,

T'm atraid.
—s0—"

“Yes, 1 suppose it
to spoil the evening| for th
make them real peevish, But
take up a lot of tme théy
got.”

“You won't let :t}
down? Ob, I've no:rl
to! endanger your Wi
Whun they find ynu
may—"

“Dont lot that, kebp you
Mrs. Robertson.
chences in bucking the
knows what they'll doj
worth the riek, And|I"
by you till the cows coj

lare

to me.
n golng

They are so determined

would be' llable

em and
it would
haven't

em break you
ht to allow you

for me!

fwon't tell, they

awake,

I’ know I'm taking
wachine. Lord

But it's
to stand

foe home. We—"

A rattling, =8 in the hall
trfed the outer door| of the suite.

“Grace!” calied trom the
hall. “Are you esleqp? The door's
locked.” i '

“This way,” whispefed Grace, polnt

ing to the Inner roa
“Go down the psssn
other door at the end
into the hall.”

“All right,” whispered W
reply. “Good luck toyou. K
nerve. That's the {maln thin
keep your nerve !

“Qrace!” called H

.
t it, lea:

ng of the suite
‘There’s an

ding out

ands in
eep your
g, Just

irk impatiently.

Grace crossed to the locked door,

paused a moment uny]

| she heard the

door at the far end of tha sulte open
and close, then unlocked the outer
do !

or.
“Did you fall mslee
as: he came in. "}
happen to be locked?’
“1 diden't know I'd 1g
Grace. "It waa cgre
seems I'm fated this
you walting.: First
" i

less - of
evening
at the
on—" |
It's queer,” interrupted M

7" asked Mark,
“How did the’ door

ked 1t,” replied

me. It
to keep
station.

ark. “T

could have sworn I heard a woman's

volce—not yours—tal¥ing (n h
as 1 tried the door,
in the next suite.” |
“Probably., I'm all
not given to, soliloquy.
fight going?”i
“Badly. But we ll
laying until fe cad
terlal we need.”
“When do you exp
“They'l be here |
came on abead.” 1" m 8
But you're

alone.

ct the
h a ml
tool, 1
in Wi

ere, just

Probably 8 was

And I'm

How s the

win. We're de-
get certain ma-

others?”
nute. I
suppose.

Thelr Mission.

A Jarge crowd had gathered at ithe
ptatidn to recelve the famous states.
fnan. | The reporter Indicated a group
n the foreground. “They are personal
friends, gathered to see him about
peaking here,” he

“Is|it Decessary to use persuasion to
induce him to speak?”

“Not at all; they are golpg to try to
pant him."—Judge.

FACE ITGHED AND BURNED

aaa‘uo. Union St., Aumn. My
l.!.lment. started with a little plaiple
and 1t always {tched and burned ter-
Tibly.. I scratched it and in & few
days my face was all covered with
orem It ran up to my eyes and tha
ay after I could not see out of ‘my
might [eye. 1 was unable to get mny
irest. | 1°couldo’t go to bed, belng
Bfraid of getting the clothing all
moiled, although T had my face all
bandaged

“T wns given two jars of salve! ibut
it kept gettlng worse. It was some-
ithing| like a running sore ‘because
every time I ueed some of the salve
{I had to wrap bandages around' my
[neck to keep the water and pus from
runnibg down my body. I wroté fora
gample of Cuticura Soap and Ofnt-
mant’i and In a few days I received

these| and washed my face with' the
.Cutlcur& Soap and put on some Cuti-
cura ‘Ointment and the next.morning
my face felt cool and somewhat re-
ieved. After uslng the sampla I
bought some Cutlcura Soap and Ofnt-
ment at the drug store. I followed
this treatmenf. Just twentyslx days
and alter using one cake of Cutlcura
Soapland two boxes of Cuticura Olnt-
ment|I was cured”  (Signed) Gearge
Afiller, Jan. 1, 1813,

Cuhcum Soap and Olntment. sold
throughout the world. Sample ofeach
free, with 32-p. Skin Book. Addre 3 post-
ard {‘Cutiours, Dept. L, Bostqn."—Adv.

‘ No Change.

’I’he prince of Monaco sald oc mar-
ringel at a dinner in New York:

"Tbrough marrfage a French wom-
an gams ber lberty, an English wom-
an lusea hers and an Amerlcan V&Dm—
m—?

The prince paused and looked quiz-
zZically about him. i

“Yes’ The American Wam;\n”" said
a debuumte

“The Amerlcad woman,” ended the
‘prince, “continues to do as she l}keu

Water in blaing is adalteration. Glass and
water, makes liquid blue costly, Buy Red
Crosa Ball Blue, makes slothes whiter than
mow.|Ads.

‘, Already Engaged.

Ballie McTavish—in’ so ya ' leave
Glesch on Saturday. What are' ye
daein’ the morrow nicht?

31! Jarvis—Tomorrow — Thursday?

e 10 engagement.

Baille—And the next nicht?

Mr! J.—I'm free then, too.

Ballie—And what will ye be daetn’
'on Saturday?

Mr. J—On Saturday I dine with tha

Ball
ed ye
day. |

ie—Man, thet's a peety. I want-
to tak’ dinner wi' us en Satur~

Chinese Artist.

In the fourth ‘century A. D.. there
tived in China an artist, who was also
a poet. His name was Ku K'ai-chih.
n London there Is a painting, & long
jserolly which for.at least a thousand

ears hes been treasured as his work;
and though that cannot be praved, it
s in ali .probabllity a painting by his
hand.. One day, we are told, ke in-
trusted to a friend a chest full of
gaintihgs which he had collected. For
better) security he fastened the lid ot

e chest and sealed the fastening
with 2 seal. The friend, however,
ioveted the palntings, and hit on the
simple expedient of removing the

Yottom of the box and so abstiacting
them.| When the box was restgred to
Ku K'al-chih, he broke the seal and
found| it empty. But he
20 theft and expressed no surprise.

spare hours for erying. But
this.isn’t pne of them. We've a bunch
of trouble ahead of us. But we'ra go-
ing to wiu out. So let's get busy.”
“By this time, most likely, they've

plenty of

3"333333333333333333333-33 :

every minute I'm not |with yo
time lost. So I made
excuse and hurrledon
in sudden llu’m “whs

(TO BE COVTfNﬂED)

u seems

some sort ot an
‘Why, "he asked
t's the matter?”
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RED-HEM)ED NUT TO BLAME

A::ordlng to 'Weiter, Thelr Fretfuls
ness Is Thiust Upon Them by
the Humorlsts.

You will read 1n ancient chronicles
that when the ruby-halred Crusader,
8ir Rumu de: Burgh, pald his famous
visit to Lha monastery at Saint-Brieuc
he sald w the abbot; “Now tell us,
old chap, how did you lose your hair?”
No!hlng daunted, the abbot replied:
“Sir 'knight, 1 was red, 80 l pulled
1t out!”

A :Maltege ! cfoss marks Lhe spat
whm thd good man fell, and you may
see it to this day; but the end fs ndt
yut, for alcertaln  fretfulness has bead
‘attributed 1o, the red-headed ever
since, and now comes wise Professor
Davenpor}, looking into them with the
eye of sclence,

For_ouf part, we think sclence s
taking awfuljrlsks, and wiil discredit
ftsell. We adinit: the fretfulness. - Wo
bavg often obmerved It. Yet we hold
thef the | red-headed come into the
world pegeetdl aiid amisble, and have
tretfulness thrust upon them by the
bumoristd. - Thisils why Titlad paint-
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New Way-of Preserving Egge.

A new way of pi
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which i said to be|
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sible, removed lnm cold water.

eggn, stlll wet, aro iaid.on
cloth and allowed to
to the air.
oft with & cloth or to
are dry they are pack!
bran and ground . pes
stored In a cool place,
frost. Eggs:thus
were found to be per{
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like men when they join the
rtals—Laurence Binyon, in the
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FAMILY OF FIVE
Drank Coffee From Infancy.

cate
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a common thing in this country
whole familles growing up ith
us; systems weakened by coffes
ng.

t §s because many 'pn.rent.s dé
alize that coffee contains s drog
1n vhich causes the tromble
same drug is found in tes.)

ere are five children {n my fam-
writes an Iowa mother, “all of
drank cuﬂea from Infancy up
years g

hushand and 1 had heart trouble.
cere advised to quit coffee. We
and began to use Postum. We
are doing without medicine and
tirely relieved of heart trouble.
(Caffeine causes heart trouble when

used 88 in coffee drink-

r-elaven year-old boy had & weak
from birth, and yet lways

craved and was given coffee, | When
we changed to Postum he lked it and
we gave him all he wanted. He has
heen Festored to health by Postum and
stili Ikes ft."

me given by Postum Co,! Batile
r, Mich. Write for thé lttle
“The Road to Wellville.”,
tum comes in two forms:
utar Postum—must be bofled, .
- Instant Pnttum is a soluble powder.
A Ives quickly in's
cup gf hot water and, with cream and
sugar, ¢ mlm s deliclous béverage
‘Grocers sell both kinds,
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