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jxerr
Nothing in "Washington
Is What It A ppears to
Be; There's Always a
Secret "Inside" ; This Is
One.

Judiciary duties. And hot mads a won-
derful Judge. There It all it and he
who runs may read. But this It the
Inside story the Inside ttory that po one
knows and that will never be told.

"You're satisfied now. I hope." I tld
to Mitt Thatcher. "Unlet! you've thought
up tome other wsy to play guardian an-

gel to him."
8be tmlled at me. a mighty thin little

watery aralle. but awfully caorjy. "When
he accepted It," the tald, "I wired Mttt
Reed. In hit name, and told her ba'd toon
be coming to read with her again. And
I told him what I'd done. Ob, be under-
stood. And be t ripe tor her now. Tbls
Marteme affair hat put women Into his
head. Louise Reed will got him within
a 'month after be leaves Washington. "

She paused, and her voice, usually so
sharp and determined, quavered with un-

controllable feeling. "He said he tnlou4
leaving me more than anything else. 11

didn't mean it but It was nice ot him
to tay It."

And something In her eyes, eomethltug
in her tone, revealed to me tbea the
truth she had to passionately ruarded.

She loved him!
Yet, that poor little homely woaaa

' with the great brain and the treat heart
loved that man as tew are ever loved.
For him she had plotted and Ued and
stolen and darsd tbe impossible. Not
for ambition, or pride la ber work, as I
had so fatuously Imagined, but for love
of this man, tor him, that he might be
happy with another woman who could
give him what she could not.

There was her tecret. There was her
story. God, what utter sacrifice, wbtt
tenderuets! She could not give him
vouth and beauty, and a wife's love, and
a wife's companionship, but the loved
him to much that the was willing to put
aside her love, her natural pitiful Jeal-
ousy, and by every means In ber power
recure thete giftt for him from another.

I tay "by every meant In ber power."
nut I tell you, unbeliever and old cynle
that I am, I believe the was aided by
something bigger than herself, by outside
forces, unseen, unknown, who brought to
her hinds the right wespon for the right
moment to defend him. Call It coinci-
dence, it you like. Coincidence may be a
part of a divine pattern, and I maintain
that Estelle Thatcher was worthy of even
so big a thing at that. She didn't need
to ask help from powers ot darknaaa.
Powert of light watched over ber sad
defended ber at every step ot ber devious
way.

Well, there you hte It all. Kaine
married Loulte Reed '.ast week. They'll
be happy. Why thouldn't tbey be? Tbelr
happiness was certainly paid for at a
steep enouKh price.

I said, when I began thlt ttory. tbtt In
Washington something was never gtn
tor nothing. Estelle Thatcher It tbe one
great exception that provet the rule. She
gave everything; and the got unlets
you want to figure In terms of selfUb-nes- s

and denial nothing nothing at
all.

What's the doing now? Oh, she's sec-
retary to Senator Hrlatol.

Cnpvr'ffhf I? hv ipM Keee

And he was on good terms with me be-

cause my paper was the biggest In hit
state. He was never out with the local
press.

"I want you to go to him confidential-
ly." said Miss Thatcher, "and tell him
that It would be a good move to get the
president to appoint Senator Kaine to
the next vacancy among the United
States circuit Judgeships."

My jaw dropped. "But there's no va-

cancy likely to occur," I said, "unless
you've arranged to kill off someone."

"Yes, theVe Is." she said coolly. "With-
in a very short time, and out In our dis-
trict, too. I just got word today that
Judge Petersen's wife has' inherited a
lot of money and I know exactly what
shVll do. It'll be New York and Paris
tor her for the rest of her life. She leads
her husband round by the nose. So,
Petersen will resign soon. There's no-

body in the other party who's absolutely
got to be taken care of Just now, and
Bristol knows it. He'll see the advantage
Instantly, for Kaine's been blocking some
of his pej schemes and this is a chance
to get him out of the way and harvest a
lot of acclaim about It. Noble non-partis- an

stuff, you know all that sort of
thing."

"Will Kaine take It?" 1 asked.
"Oh, yes. Ever see a person who

wouldn't use a theater pass, even to the
dullest show on earth? Well. It's like
that with lawyers and Judgeships. No
matter what a lawyer has done or is do-

ing, he always sees a Judgeship as de-

sirable." She turned, more serious. "And
he's terribly fed up Kaine Is. He
you remember what you overheard him
say weeks ago? It's more so now. And
the gossip about the Marseme matter has
irlied him more than he knows. Oh,
he'll take it, and be glad to. And I'm
convinced that it's the best thing for him
to do."

"Bristol won't listen to me," I ob-

jected.
"Bristol listens to everybody, and you

know it," said Miss Thatcher. "And the
fact that you've got advance news about
this vacancy will send up your stock with
him as to political sapieucy," she added
mockingly.

What can you do with a woman like
that? I went, of course. And as she had
prophesied. Senator Bristol listened and
his interest wasn't feigned. No, he seized
on the idea. If I'd known then what I
knew later about that water power bill
of his I'd never have made a move to
get any possible opponent out of his way.

I said my little say to him and went
on. It you've read the papers at all, you
know how It all turned out on the sur-
face. The appointment of Kaine to the
bench was hailed at a great stroke of
generalship by the party In power. And
the senator gave out Interviews
through his secretary of his happiness
to go, the joy of release from legislative
harness, the wflrnmn h felt fnr his

didn't say a word until we were out in
the street again. The whole thing had
been so fantastic that I began to feel that
I'd dreamed It. "Say, did It reallj hap-
pen?" I asked Miss Thatcher. "And Is it
true?"
' She Stalked along, still the picture of
.Puritanic ' uprightness and reliability.
"Not a word. I stole the stuff out of
young Edward's trunk when I mended
his underwear, and copied it and put it
back. He doesn't know I've ever seen it.
It was only a small part, that page I
copied, but it was convincing. You see,
I am a thief as well as a liar. And this
is only the beginning."

"Well, for the love of heaven," I said,
"let me In on the next chapter. You owe
me something after using my name as
you did to that woman."

"I'll pr&bably do more than let you in
cn It," she said. "You may have to do
the real work next time."

"But look here " I began to
squirm.

She glanced up at me and stabbed me
with the steel of the purpose in her eyes.
"You stand by me In this," she" said. "I
haven't got a soul I can rely on but you."

What could I do after that? Nothing
but say that I'd stick. O, my natural mas-
culine curiosity helped; I Itched to see
how she'd follow up the defection of Mrs.
Marseme, which I felt sure was going to
happen.

And I was right. Edith Marseme packed
her trunks and left Washington just one
week after we'd called on her. It was a
nine days' wonder, her going, and the
consensus of opinion was that Kaine had
jilted her. I don't know whether she
saw him again or not. But, whether she
broke with him in a personal Interview
or by letter, it was final and complete.
He made no move to follow her, or any-
thing like that. I have an idea that, just
to please her own vanity, she was pretty
brusque about it, handed him a he who
gets slapped sort of wallop, laughed at
him, told, him he bored her to tears and
that she simply couldn't stand his crudi-
ties and provincialisms. That would be
her style. She couldn't make her exit
without damage to someone.

Now look how the next thing hooked
on. Hardly had the sensation of Mrs.
Marseme's leaving died down when Miss
Thatcher called me again to her room af-

ter dinner.
"I know now what to do next," she

said. "I've got the way clear at last.
Are you on good terms with Senator
Bristol?"

Bristol, the gray old rat, the only man
in the senate who had access to the
White House at all times and seasons,
head of the majority party, scheming,
sly, all powerful. Yes, I was on good
terms with him, po far as anybody was.

he was, absorbed, staring at a cut in that
morning's Post. It was Mrs. Marseme,
in picturesque widow's weeds, and even
the soft paper and the poor ink couldn't
dim her pathetic loveliness. I touched
the page with my pipe handle.

"Know the lady?" I asked.
"O --yes rather," he answered, and

his voice was queer.
"She's very popular in Washington,"

I said, carelessly.
"She was very popular in London," he

blurted out. "Gerry Marseme was my
cousin. I got'the evidence for him to
divorce her but he died before he could
usa it."

"Whew!" I said. "That's quite a state-
ment.. A man in this country can't say
things like that about a woman without
being asked to prove it."

I had a hunch then, though I didn't
know how it might be used. "Where are
you stopping?" I asked him.

He was in a cheap rooming house, and
the upshot of it was that I played my
hand and got him in at Mrs. Carrlngton's,
paid a week's board for him, and intro-
duced him to Miss Thatcher. "Maybe
"he's your missing link," I told her.

She didn't need more than a hint. Be-

tween us we got young Edward a little
Job, and wasn't he grateful.. Miss
Thatcher mended some of his clothes,
gave him tea out of her cheap little cups

good tea, though, no matter what the.
cups were. He hadn't a chance to hold '

out on her anything he knew about any-
body.

One day she pnoned to me. "Will you
go with me and call on Mrs. Marseme?"
she asked. "I'm afraid to go alone." .

Presently we were in the sappiest little
drawing room in all Washington, gray
and gold. Lovely soft demure gray, you
understand, artfully touched and en-

livened by the glamour of gold golden
gauze at the windows, a gold cushion or
two on the floor, a bowl of gold luster
filled with palest blue hyacinths, a gold
framed French mirror. Miss Thatcher
sniffed.

"Not much like my room at Mrs.
she whispered. "Well . . .

I've always wanted to see what the wages
of sin could .buy."

Then in came Edith Marseme, frail
and gentle and sweet and appealing, all
dressed in soft, trailing, colorful stuff,
chiffon, I guess, that moved like a cloud
as she walked and turned rose-lavend- er

and blue-lavend- er and gray-lavend- er as --

It drifted along. No mere man can de-

scribe it. And I will rise to remark right
here that so far as I am concerned I
didn't blame Kaine for falling.
. "You came from Senator Kaine?" she
asked Miss Thatcher, a little puzzled..
Miss Thatcher had sent up her name as
the senator's secretary, so as to be sure
of getting in. '

"No," said Miss Thatcher, "but I came
because of him and his interest in you.
I was sent."

"Sent by whom?" said Mrs. Marseme,
and there was an edge of wariness on
her voice. She kfpt looking oddly at
Miss Thatcher, but Miss Thatcher was so
prim and respectable her appearance
was certainly her guarantee.

"You know," went on Miss Thatcher,
"that a man in public life is not always
permitted to follow his personal inclina-
tions. Senator Kaine is a young man in
his party he is expected to go very far.
The interests behind that party, who are
backing him, do not feel that he would
be of use to them, bluntly, if he married

ou, Mrs. Marseme. They have there-
fore gone to some pains and trouble to
obtain, through a relative of your hus-
band "

"Edward!" exclaimed Mrs. Marseme
feverishly.

"Through a relative of your late hus-

band the corroboration of certain ru-

mors about you rumors which I won't
trouble to repeat here. They have this
corroboration in their hands, Mrs. Mar-

seme. They intend to use it, unless you
break your . connection with Senator
Kaine. They hink again pardon my
bluntness that he is too valuable a man
to them to lose in the middle of his
career. Do you see? Do you under-
stand?"

Mrs. Marseme put one of her little
hands up to her twitching mouth. She
was frightened, but game. "Does Sena-
tor Kaine know this?" she asked.

"No," said Miss Thatcher. "No, cer-

tainly not. And I must tell you, in Jus-

tice to Mr. Edward, Marseme, that the
material for this this Interview was
obtained from him by stealth and with-
out his knowledge. The secret service "
she paused and smiled, "has many uses.
But, ... I am also authorized to tell
you that any move on your part for a
hasty marriage with the senator, any at-

tempted coup, will be Instantly and fully
and publicly publicly, mind you frus-
trated. You are . . . under constant
surveillance."

"This is Infamous," said Edith Mar-

seme, at last. "Infamous!" And by the
tone of her voice I knew she believed It,
and was prepared to capitulate. "Do they
offer me nothing In return?"

"No." said Miss Thatcher. "Not a cent. '

They will merely make It easy for you
to obtain a passport this week, by pref-
erence. And, to make you sure that they ,

have what they say they have I am
authorized to give you this."

She opened her shabby little bag and
took out a single typewritten sheet. "It's
a copy, of course," she said, offering the
paper to Mrs. Marseme.

Edith Marseme gave it one glance and
winced. She crumpled it and held it in
her hand. She looked very white and
little and weak now, and, by God, I pitied
her. Yes, I pitied her, and I wanted to
get away. , It was too painful. But she
had herself well under control, even so.

"Have your employers planned what I
shall say to Senator Kaine?" she asked.

Miss Thatcher got up briskly; "No,"
she said. "They trust to your own ex-

cellent powers of invention' for that."
We went out and left Mrs. Marseme

sitting there, with that paper crushed in
her hand, a little, broken, hurt creature
that you couldn't bear to look at We

fo" the perfect devil of vanity and heart-lessne- ss

that she was. She had one oc-

cupation, turning heads and breaking
hearts, and she was a wlz at it.

She'd been a debutante the first year I
came to Washington, and I could recall
what a sensation she made. She was al-
ways doing something extraordinary
and making the men -- who were craay
about her do things still more extraor-
dinary. And at the end of her first sea-
son she married a good looking young
Englishman, cousin of the then British
ambassador. He had some money and
he was a decent sort of chap, not awfully

" strong willed. It wasn't the Buper bril-lia- nt

match everyone expected her to
make, but it was pretty fair, and Mar-sem- e

was simply off his head about her.
Stories drifted back after they'd been

living in London a while It seems that
he took to drink and all the stuff that
goes with It. And she was a suffering
angel, an abused, neglected wife, and
everyone felt sorry for her. Other ru-
mors hinted that Gerald Marseme wasn't
nearly as much of a brute as people said,
and that lovely little wide-eye- d Edith
wasn't exactly the pathetic figure she so
well represented herself to be. There
were whispers of plenty of consolation
for her, a young Guardsman, a middle-age- d

baronet, a South American mine
owner yes, and others. Be that as

Gerald Marseme finally died, and
after some eight months or so of widow-
hood Mrs. Marseme turned up suddenly
in Washington, vowing she had always
longed to return to her native heath, and,
O, bow happy she was to be back In dear
old Washington with all the memories of
her happy girlhood!

After she'd got her bearings a little
she sighted Kaine's Inclination toward
Louise Reed. I say "inclination." It was
more than that, but he didn't know it.

It was different with Louise. She
knew. She'd loved him all her life and
couldn't help turning to him naturally,
and confidingly. She hadn't reckoned on
his blindness. Stupid creature, why didn't
he see? But she felt sure he would see,
before the winter was over.

And so he might have done if it hadn't
been for Edith Marseme. Here was a
piece of mischief just to her fancy. Deli-
cately, gently, with all the finesss that
her long experience had given her, she
drew him away from Louise, and to her?
self. So smoothly, so casually! He never
raw what he was getting into, but In- -,

sensibly he was spending more and more
time in Edith Marseme's little gray and
gold apartment and less and less time in
the big library of the Reed home, whgre
Louise and be had read and talked and

"

laughed together.
I dropped in at his office in the senate

one day to have a word with Miss That-
cher, and found the Quter sanctum
empty. The door to the inner private
room was half open and I heard Kaine
speaking bitterly, violently.

"The trouble is," he said slowly, "That
I'm not big enough. We need a leader- -

God, how we need a leader! But I am
not he. I know it. I can't bring myself
to work with these people, and I'm not
strong enough to compel them to my way
Of thinking. My work is done, lwould
be glad and thankful beyond words to
find some decent avenue of escape, to cut
out of it all, to let some bigger man than
1 am take my place and do what I can't.
O, the monstrous blunders, . . the
petty interests, . . . the complacency, the
ignorance, . . . It makes me sick! I'm
in a blind alley."

In all my life I've never heard" anything
so amazing. I had been sitting perfectly
still, but somehow Miss Thatcher got sus-
picious. "Did someone come in?" she
said suddenly, and came to the door.
When she saw me sho looked relieved.
"O, it's you," she aid. "I suppose you
heard?"

"Yes, but " I began.
"You needn't say it," she told me. "I

know It's safe with you. I don't deserve
such luck after being so careless. Did
you want to see me?" "

I told her what I'd come for and went
away. But that night after dinner, as I
was starting down to my office, she
stopped me.

"Come into my room," she said. "I've
got to talk to somebody."

"You know," she said, her little
pinched face pinched tighter than ever,
"you know there's too much truth in
what he said this afternoon-- I mean
what you overheard. I'd just gone in
for a moment with a letter I wanted him
to see and he began. I'm worried. And
it's not just his career that might come
right; It's his happiness. Of course,
they're mixed up together."

"Louise Reed's just the woman for
him. She's young and she's good, and
she's got character, and she's got beauty.
And she loves him. O why why can't
he see that? It would be such a com-
pensation to him, in the mood he's in. Of
course it's because she's so hurt and so
ashamed for a girl who's shown a man
that she loves him and seen him turn
away from her Is shamed to the soul
that the Reeds are going. I don't blame
her."

"But look here about Mrs. Mar-
seme " I began.

She turned on me fiercely. "What can
Edith Marseme give him? What will she
do to him? She's got no heart, she's got
no soul, she's all vanity, all selfishness,
all ' meanness. And with her nasty,
smirched past. O, nothing's been proven
cn her so far. But everyone's stalked."

She jumped up and walked back and
forth, three steps each way was all the
space there was.

"I won't stand it," she said, and that
Indomitable little chin of hers stuck out
farther than ever. "I won't stand it.
I've never interfered in anybody's life
before, but I'm not going to sit by and
let him plumb ruin himself."

But look how things dovetail tqgether.
A week or so after my talk with her
there drifted into my office late one
night a young chap who inquired, with a
diffident Englisa accent, if there might
be a Job stirring anywhere round that
he could get.
. When I finally got round to him there

one thing that a Washington
THE never believes in, bo

Louis Boland began this tale.
Is disinterestedness. I was a green kid
when I went there, as gTeen as the grass
In the White House yard In April, and
the only reason I got the Job was becausa
a rival paper lured away our old cor-

respondent, and they had to send some
cue m a hurry. Old Slocum Sykea was
managing editor then, and he called me
In. and he says, booming his voice out
from hla bush of gray whiskers:

Get down to Washington tonight and
take charge of the bureau. Do your best
until I can find an adult for the job. And
may the Lord have mercy on your soul."

I did as I was told, scared to death,
euro I couldn't' make good. But well,
old Sykes never eent anyone to take my
place. But all that's not part of the
story.

It was at Mrs. Carrlngton's I met Miss
Thatcher, and Miss Thatcher Is the
heroine of this etory. I don't know who
Is the hero. Certainly I'm not, and
neither Is Senator Kaine. The villain's
part is easy only It was a vtllalness. Of
her later.

We were In the press gallery,y and
Kaine got up to puncture some nruch-in-flat- ed

oratory of the senator from Texas
with a few cold statistics.

"There's the luckiest man in the sen-

ate," said Wesson. "He's got a guardian
angel."

"What d'you mean guardian angel?" I
asked.

"His secretary. Bay, boy, you want to
get acquainted with Estelle Thatcher.
She's one of the landmarks of Washing-
ton. Used to be secretary and day nurse
and campaign manager and everything
else to old Armstrong of Oregon; wrote
his speeches, kept him sober when neces-
sary. Jollied his constituency by golly,
she's a wonder. She's worth her salary
for her memory alone."

And that very night at dinner Miss
Thatcher, contrary to her usual custom,
was talkative. The reason was, she was
angry. An angry woman's bound to talk.

"I think some of you newspaper people
are the-- biggest fools," she said to me,
half laughing, but plainly provoked. "O,
I'm not hinting at anything you've done.
It was a woman that silly Miss No,
I won't mention names. You'll run up
against her before long, anyway. She
gets all the feature stories for one of the
biggest bureaus down here, but what
d'you think she wanted Senator Kaine to
do? Give her an interview on 'How it
feels to be the handsomest man in the
senate!' Can you beat it! Look at poor
Mitchell Palmer. He was tagged 'the
handsomest man in congress' along in his
first year, and it pretty nearly was his
finish."

"He is good looking, though," I said.
I wanted to hear her views on that.

"He's a good man," she said with em-
phasis. "And he's as brainy a one as
there Is In congress today, in either
party." And that was all the satisfac-
tion I got.

But I wasn't through. "I understand
he's quite a pet of the ladies," I went on.

She grinned at me you couldn't help
Eking Miss Thatcher.

"The flshin's poor," she said. "But
you can get all the information you want
by reading the social items."

Gradually as I came to know the city,
and as I came to know my work, and as
I came to get a little perspective on the
game of bunk known as national politics,
I acquired, along with all of these, a
profound respect for Miss Thatcher's
abilities as they were demonstrated In
her service to Senator Kaine.

It's an axiom that you don't know a
man until you've seen him with a woman.
Now, I'd often seen Senator Kaine with
various women at the theater, and re-
ceptions, and such affairs, but never at-
tached to any special one. In a party,
yes, but he was nobody's little pet lamb,
to be pulled about by a string. His at-

tentions were noticeably pleasant and
courteous, but they sure were imper-
sonal.

"Who's the pretty girl your- senator
goes walking with?" I inquired of Miss
Thatcher that evening.

"Isn't she pretty! That's the daughter
of bile of his old friends, Arthur Reed,
the big mining man, you know. The
Reeds have come on and taken the Mc- - a

Intire house for the season. I believe
they're going to entertain a lot this win-
ter."

"I wish I wasn't a poor devil of a
newspaper man," I said, "so that I could

et acquainted with that girl". She's a
peach."

"Yes, Louise Reed's a nice girl,"
agreed Miss Thatcher. "The senator's
known her ever since she was a baby. As
a matter of fact, Arthur Reed gave him
fcls first case, when h was a struggling
young lawyer nearly twenty years ago,
and he's one of his staunchest support-
ers."

Fine romance material, what? And
the society editors were quick to seize it.

But wait a minute. Did you ever notice
how, Thea a man shows symptoms of
being attracted to a woman, some other
woman simply can't bear it and starts
right in to try to break it up? Profes-son- al

troublemakers, usually I don't
want to slander the superior sex, but
there are such in it. History bears me
out.

Of such was Mrs. Marseme. She was
a stormy petrel, if ever there was one-dau- ghter

of Admiral Filborne, you re-
member? A lovely, gntle looking
creature, with violet eyes and helpless,
flattering hands, which wp all a mask
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prize lor promptaeaa. Send in your order today.

ITEAOT TABLETS

OBSKMVC THUS MULCS
I As m tmntlBten tanloyeH sbi . r!tM wOl bm
Q)ir reklaMvea stay mr 't tblf eoutaet.
Tbare U do sstraotM x W W kioA.

-- A11 war Ifrata gmil
tfartMitTfa tb mm', - K. . Uftm, ce a aT litta erf gwat. th.

will faSpin? ma., rh"alTpoia. re,.
v.Op tBTWt Do) WarnaxeiMl

. 1922--
Yeas gewt sm aerfr wa Mm f mammr.

Teti eouat nombar aark paa atvl obift
to a ccDMctidf rttM. Yoasr full me
aaJ aridr aaa tenet be writia act a,

Is th rpr rta-- faarwl erMt, it
will aid ttva ioot-- paaurrta; y tf yoa wMI

BTTWica roar worda aipttafaetteat'T. Sue
U yai wUl oaa papar aisa aboot tat far
t Feiiure to do faajwavar. will gyot
toagt refj. Bar will aatraaa ar
handwTUaa- affect yawT tra. Typewrit

anlarvadToar Hat. if poaaiWa. An
tare will b fernlatoavl fraei

wb bar went Mew- or
bator. Nmmbar 16th " i! b qnmlU

flod for tb blfher prtsM prrrrtdrd or2mn
tor Taut are revet red thrtxurn the trail,
p wfii 1.7 w avafra JUvatasr fcU.
4 Onty wear da will b eetnstJ.
Obaaiat hyphenated or coacaownd ward
will tot b eouaieo. Ottly toe ainrulac or
tha plural of ward wW b nad. bo
botb nra'tr mz4 plural wtil n- oonnt.
JEsj arUcia obitxt cat. be fvesi eanly
eta DtM. P!nae words mtvia dp of twt
gatpart warda or each a

teapot, r ttia will tint oract.
WaMtar e ittrni:io:ij Dirtiooarj w'Tl
b tbe flBtjf tnith irttr. Wbar
ay no yon mrm wqoally ttppiicabU t mm

obiaot aSowe im tba mf?tcr. rom
acsmtttlGB any one of euett penTM
grill far aaw wara otuw.

tar "ft af W4a wMrfe wr--

youthful natural rrnnplerkwi that all
women long (. 1 hirk bow wothoVr-fv- il

life would be without Last con-
tinual "tired fueiine", with pin-tr- of
enerry to work hard and J ley hard.
Take t his opportunity find out what
Red ex a VtTnoflret, will o lor you.

Start Today Nowl
Send tod ay for Reefer Yeaat Tablets)
and Qualify aieo for the prisee.

The rente tA .11 yeast pmduct.
Somarthtni entirely new. A wonder-
ful, tciemihc, medicated tablet that
em bodies all three natural vttammea.
Enabiea your body to derive proper
nourishment from the lood you eat.
Helps build up vitality, etrenprth. en-

durance. Moat ail peopie axe m
dernouriahed, thoufth many doo t
know it. Try this acientific way to
brmc back the eormiry step, the
buoyant ireshnese of youth or the VM or VMwtucA qq you wanif

a If L r'n wb'ttr 't o
R jTwefer Ofcpany. THey wT.l )adra
mm geaaywara Bubwtt4l mad sward the
arlir at tfca and af thm Kara)
aarurtpant antrinf tfela wataert arraas
to t tfca f tha Jo'ltJ"a aw
finai and ooorfata. wHhaeu wgniwaar

saatloB. All arrwm will receive Toll
oasi deration, whathar m axK warebap-dis- a

la jrorrnaaad. At tba etaaa af cha
ronteat, when all Her faaa boan erradaxl.
tba list winnfanT f!rt prlsa ard tti nanva-- ef

trta prUa wfnnara wHI ba pur
a eatpyaBirfc lletarpria wtaavmi

raqse-a- to any rartiripant wba a "da aw
a all saddreeeed. tf si. ill saraaittfia,

II As arl'lltlotjae prltw f set mwrnrm"
tot naaa. aa syaatawd awa Wall
pa awarded.

srfll rwreiva firstte Hat of 10ft
afl' hat rrfle tin Everyone sew ding foe a Wee atse vUtmiw wffl refrom aatoov the worda snbrnifad br th

eontan'. d txal eon troll d b sir ceiveu ruilv preptud. e pcfca off die erortd Tamoaae,
xutaiteJv Kaoiai w.ial priced Cwt -.1" virda e)eetii fay

ttvs T'oaara" aathe jT:gea taia Powder wcad for your tree eerkija aody sure
at tt!I P&T iwahe

IX-- la aaa wT Oa twrawyerlM w?aw E. J. Reefer. Dtpt 1 i.e. sHL Philadelphia, Pa.mmeh tflru


