
TAe W ater Bearer
BAXTER *

S y n o p sis .— Id ly  f ish in g  H er-  
m&nos cre e k , in  C a lifo r n ia , C alob  
W arn er , c iv il  e n g in e e r , and  a 
N ew  E n g la n d er , is  w itn e s s  o f  th e  
en d  o f  a c o y o te  p u lle d  d ow n  by 
tw o  w o lfh o u n d s , u r g e d  on by a 
g ir l  r id er  A d m ir in g  th e  h ou n d s, 
he In tro d u ces  h im se lf , and  le a r n s  
h e r  nam e Is C lin ton  W ith  w e s t 
ern  h o s p ita lity  sh e  in v i te s  him  to  
th e  ran ch  to  m e e t h er  fa th er . 
A t th e  C lin ton  h om e W arn er  
le a r n s  h is  n e w  fr ie n d  s nam e is  
B e tty . H e is  w e lco m ed  by her  
fa th e r , S o u th ern  C iv il w ar  v e te r 
an  an d  o w n e r  o f  H erm a n o s v a l 
ley . W arn er  t e l ls  th em  s o m e 
th in g  o f h is  a m b itio n s  and h is  
f e e l in g  th a t he is  d e s tin e d  to be 
a “ W a te r -B e a r e r .”

C H APTER II---- Continued

“Theos knife is for all the enemy of
El Nido.“ He patted the hilt of the 
weapon with a nod of complacency and 
a keen look a t Caleb, who was won 
derlngly amused. Was the man half 
c ra ted?  Did his tw isted brain con 
alder the stranger he had been or
dered to escort us a possible menace 
to El Nido?

“The puma was an enemy?’’ he 
asked.

“SI señor. Eet lay there on tha t 
hough th a t overhangs the stream, the 
sycamore. On that hank, on the turf. 
Iielow, play la señorita Betty. I le r  
m other is then dead one year, la 
señorita she Is two. Dios! She Is In 
charge of Marla an' she, thees Marla, 
has tie her by one long reehbon to the 
trunk so she shall play weeth her 
tlowers an ' not fall een the creek. May 
the M other of God forgeev Marla ! An 
me also, Luis P ad illa ! Señor, I am In 
love with Marla, we are to wed. I hav' 
leave my work, I hav’ follow down 
the canyon to talk  weeth M arla ! We 
hav’ a leetle quarrel, Jus' to make up 
She run a leetle way from me. I fol
low. In the wood we make up. SI 
An’ we forget the señorita.

“D ios! Of a sudden Marla scream 
an’ point. There Is the puma on the 
hough. Eet crouch to spreeng. The 
leetle one look up an ’ laugh a t the 
great cat. An’ I make to leap. Then 
I am young an' very queek, señor. 
Sanctlsslm a Marla, eet Is muy bueuo, 
eet Is ver’ good tha t I am

Now FadlllR was rolling a cigarette 
w ith a murmured, “eef you perm it 
señor,” riding out of the w ater up to 
the little  plateau where the thing had 
happened with a face as suddenly void 
of emotion as If a light had been 
switched off behind a shade. Intent 
only upon Inhaling the smoke of his 
cigarette, seated with one leg across 
th e  saddle horn. Caleb and the Pon 
had followed him. The last puff taken 
Padilla flung away the wisp of the 
elgnrette end Into the stream  with a 
savage gesture and slid to the ground. 
Again he was In his role, now giving 
pantom im e to nld his words in con
ju ring  up the happening.

“Eet is by the mercy of the Good 
God th a t Marla tie the child, señor,
I could not reach the leetle señorita In 
tim e but I reach th a t reehbon an ' 
snatch her back—s o ! Jus ' as tha t 
puma spreeng. I see heem above me, 
ell spread. He blot out the sun an', 
as I snatch back the baby, he yell, like 
El Plahlo himself. His eyes shine, 
his teeth, I see Ills red mouth, I smell 
the steenk of his breath, I try  to dodge 
as he strike an' I too strike, weeth my 
knife. He come on me like the full of 
the cleef. We roll over like two beast. 
Señor, I cannot tell ju s ' what happen. 
E et Is not the one who fight who can 
tell the story. Maria, she did not sea. 
She hoi’ the baby in her arm, an ’ she 
gee only the end,

“But I know I am all blood, my 
blood an ' the blood of th a t lion, hot. 
The smell of eet make ns both mad. I 
theenk he has empty my belly. Plos, 
he claw me like thees!" And Padilla 
raked himself down his shrunken side 
w ith suggestive Angers. He slash my 
face one time when I dodge. One time 
I am down an eet is growin’ all dark. 
He take my arm like a dog take a 
bone. Señor, I hear those teeth on 
my bone. An' I stab, I steek, I c u t ! 
We roll Into the creek. Me. I' theenk 
I am almos' gone th a t time, hut the 
w ater bring me back. Eet flow from 
me red with my blood. But eet flow 
red from the puma also. Señor, he Is 
dead—m uerte I

“When I get be tter I find the va
queros who breeng me back to El 
Nido take also the body of th a t lion. 
They hev' for me that skin. Scnor, 
eet is not much good, th a t skin. My 
knife has spoil’ eet. But there Is 
enough to make two little  rug'. One 
for Maria, one- for me. Those rug' 
each In our two room'—Marla an' 
mine—beneath the crucifix. When we 
pray  we kneel on those rug an ' we 
never forget our oath.“

Again the fire of his speech sud
denly died, out and he rolled another 
cigarette.

"You are not m arried to Marla?" 
asked Caleb.

“No, señor. That was seventeen 
years ago. We w a it Eet was the 
g rea t fau lt of Marla, also of me, tha t 
we leave la señorita. Señor Clinton 
did not punish. He gpev me praise an' 
offer me money which I do not take. 
Hut we—we punish each the other. 
We punish that love which make us 
cnreless. We take the oath to God 
and th e  Mother of G<»d that w e'w atch 
alw ays over the señorita. S.-me day 
perhaps she marry, then Marla an’
I.uls m arry abo. eef she Is m arry the 
good man who take care o f her. But— 
eef any man try to harm the señorita 
I Lui« Padilla, who keel the puma. I

CH APTER III

Cox
Hold up your right hand, with the 

thumb and forefinger well apart. Do 
the same with your left and bring It 
up above your right, so tha t the tips 
of the forefingers Join, but those of 
the thumb are  a little  apart. The oval 
gap represents the great hay of Gold
en, a mighty harbor, deep enough for 
all the navlqp of the world to swim 
In, a noble anchorage for commerce, 
dotted here and there with Islands. 
F ar to the northeast, near the knuckle 
of your left forefinger, a river flows 
In, tapping two mighty valleys, too far 
away to  serve Golden with water.

Opposite Golden, across the narrow 
stra it where hay meets sea, looms the 
great mount of Sereno, covered with 
redwoods thnt extend back of It, up 
to the northern boundary of the state, 

region, ha lf exploited, of great 
beauty, vast logging prospects, partly  
developed, of small, rich valleys.

Looking to the sea, to Sereno, across 
the bay to  the mainland, Golden 
queens It over an unsurpassed pano
rama. On Semaphore hill, where ships 
were signaled In the earlier days. Ca
leb W arner shared the apartm ent of 
Ted Baxter, on the top floor of nn am
bitious apnrtm ent building.

Caleb, with none too large a capital, 
would have chosen a less expensive, 
less pretentious dwelling, but he had 
come there  first as a guest of Baxter 
and now they divided two bedrooms, 
a bathroom and a tiny sitting  room, at 
equal expense. In the old Columbian 
days the two had become fust friends. 
It had been to a large extent the a t
traction of opposites. Caleb, study
ing with enthusiasm, taking his games 
seriously. Baxter, handsome, irre
sponsible, generous, blessed with nn 
array  of superficial qualities that 
made him a universal favorite. And 
with a tendency to dissipation that 
Caleb fancied he had somewhat 
checked.

But th a t was years ago and he 
fonnd B axter fairly embarked upon 
the pastim e of spending all the money 
he could get hold of In the pursuit of 
amusement—“getting all the fun he 
could out of life“—he styled It. Caleb 
fancied he inherited this facility from 
his mother, a widow who spent her 
time at fashionable resorts. West and 
East, as fashion demanded, who tried 
to forget her age and who let her son, 
to a great extent, travel his own path 
while she followed hers. Mrs. Baxter 
held the command of the Baxter es
tate. She made her son a .fa ir ly  lib- 1 
eral allowance but kept the larger 
portion for herself. Ultimately. It 
seemed. It would come to Baxter, If 
his mother remained unmarried.

The tw o.m et perhaps four times n i 
year, all lold, for brief acquaintance- | 
ship. The relationship between them

Moat dog tra iners deny the tru th  of 
the saying th a t you can 't teach old 
dogs new tricks. The facts appear to 
he tha t a dog more than two years 
old Is more easily taught than the av
erage puppy because he Is more capa
ble of understanding w hat you wish 
him to do.

Many an Intelligent dog Is spoiled 
by too Insistent efforts to correct 
minor faults In the early  stages of 
his training His spirit Is broken be
fore he hss an opportunity to learn 
things worth while. Many dog tra in 
ers, In handling hunting-dogs, or even 
watch dogs Insist that they should not 
be taught little trirke. stub  ns sitting 
up and begging for food, or Jumping
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am still strong an' I still hav' this 
knifeI”

Once more he half drew the steel 
from the sheath and th rust It back. 
Then he caught the horn of the saddle 
with one hand, twisted the fingers of 
the other in the mane of the mustang, 
set foot In stirrup  and, as the brute 
swung In a plunging half-circle, held 
himself close-pressed to Its w ithers be
fore, with a lithe move, he made the 
saddle.

“We mus' go along.” he said. “The 
senor mus' not lose his tra in .”

Those were the last words he spoke 
until they reached the station a few 
minutes before the tra in  pulled In. He 
waited until Caleb mounted the p la t
form, then, with an “Adlos, senor,” 
was gone, mastering the curvetting 
mustang and leading El Hon.

Caleb, In the smoker, concluded at 
last th a t the Mexican's fidelity, tinged 
perhaps, by some Injury In the fight 
from which he had never recovered, 
some slight lesion in his brain from 
the strain  and excitement, had made 
him a monomaniac concerning the 
safety of his young mistress. He pos
sessed a Jealousy th a t he shared w ith 
Maria. It was an obsession with both 
of them.

“I'd hate  to  be the man who had 
Luis Padilla on his track ,” he told 
himself, wondering If the ample Ma
rla would also he transform ed Into a 
whirlwind of avenging fury. H ere 
was a sample of the wilder West, It 
was a fa r cry to New England. Some
how the experience did not strike him 
as altogether Incongruous, far-fetched.

And he had learned the age of Betty 
Clinton.

seemed annulled. Mrs. B axter drew 
tlie line a t havlug her son appear at 
the fashionable resorts where she was 
stopping. T hat was a tac it under
standing between them. Doubtless 
the widow objected to having a tw en
ty-six-year-old child Inject himself 
into her realm of arrested  maturity. 
She had deliberately set back her 
clock of life. The presence of Ted cor
rected Time with too obvious a hand.

Caleb reached the apartm ent a little 
a fter noon Hud found his friend still 
In bed. B axter surveyed him w ith a 
grin tha t turned Into a yawn.

“Nice time for you to be coming 
home," he challenged. "W here's your 
New England conscience? Stopping 
out all night I Give an account of 
yourself, you reprobate. Never preach 
to me again. You're degenerating. Cal, 
my son. Have a gin fizz? I was out 
to the Beach last night. W ith a peach. 
With two peaches. In fact, and an
other caballero. The party  gathers 
again this evening and I ’m flat. What 
time Is It? I think I'll get up. We’ll 
have lunch a t the club. Cox Is In town. 
The man I’ve wanted you to meet. 
One of the Big Siege Guns of the 
coast."

B axter regaled Caleb with an ac
count of the trip  of the night before 
along the beach, visiting every boule
vard resort. The "peach,” It appeared 
was a blond stenographer who was a 
“thoroughbred sport and a w inner.* 1 
By which Culeh tacitly understood 
th a t the young lady had acquiesced 
In every suggestion of B axter’s with 
out demur. Caleb broke the ta le  to 
make his own change of clothes, to 
shave and take his bath. B axter o r
dered luncheon nt the clnh over the 
telephone, to be ready In half an hour, 
then switched to the garage for his 
car to be brought round In twenty 
minutes.

While they waited he rounded on 
Caleb nnd demanded a statem ent of 
what he had been up to.

Caleb told his story. H e saw no 
reason why he should conceal any
thing and yet he had some reluctance 
to describe his visit a t El Nldo In de 
tall. He did not fancy tha t Baxter 
would see—or would have seen—the 
place and Its people In the same light 
tha t he did. His reservations betrayed 
him. Baxter seized npon the mention 
of the girl with a whoop and quizzed 
him to the limit.

“You sly fox,” he cried. “A beauty 
with chestnut tresses, riding ljke u 
centaur after borzois, chasing a coyote 
—and catching Caleb W arner 1 She 
hns you on the hip, Caleb. Romance 
has blossomed In your sterile Massa 
chusetts soul. Sir Galahad nnd the 
Princess of the Hidden Valley 1 I t’s 
a moving picture.

"I've heard of the Clintons,” he ra t 
tied on. “Seen the girl, too, a t the 
dog show, though I don’t remember 
the chestnut locks. Next time you go 
n-fishlng, my wandering gnllunt, I go  
with you.”

“H ere’s your car,” said Caleb dryly, 
looking out of the window.

B axter gave him a bantering look 
nnd dropped the subject.

The club known as The A ltruists If 
situated downtown, an Institution 
grown from nn enrly membership of 
w riters and artists, with two big 
rooms and free and easy privileges, to 
affluence and Influence.

It was full of good-natured men 
sharing a cam araderie thnt wns new 
to Caleb's conception of club life. And 
with them all B axter was hail-fellow- 
well-met. A dining-room steward 
sought him out and Informed him that 
lunch would be on the table In ten 
minutes.

“We'll look aronnd a hit," said Bax 
ter. “And I must get you a card. 
Later we'll have you up for member 
ship." He led the way to a great room 
with a glided celling and many tables 
and cozy corners beneath It. The walls 
were covered with cartoons drawn by 
the artists  of the club, eommernorat 
Ing past and current events, carlcatur 
Ing the bright lights among them 
Baxter nodded to every one In the 
room, It seemed, and It was well filled. 
There was a general a ir of badinage, 
the members reminded Caleb o f  grown
up boys In recess from school.

They worked their way through to 
a lounge for clgnrpttes and Baxter 
pointed out celebrities.

As they settled themselves a t the 
places reserved for them, B axter Indl 
ra ted  a group of men a t a round table 
not far from them.

Padilla’s story indicates that 
he Is an unknown quantity to be 
reckoned with. W hat sort of 
factor It Baxter?

<TO HE C O N TIN LK I) )

D og Trainer« Differ in M ethods o f W ork

through one's hands. The objection ____  ____  .  ...... ................ ..
Is that the trick dog comes to look I brother of the habit of smoking, 
for signals from his m aster and It
less likely to act on his own Initiative j 
On the other hand, many tra iners tak* . 
an opposite view nnd think tha t learn

R e c ip r o c a t e  o r  R e ta l ia t e
“I must begin buying my presents.” 

Ing tricks Is good discipline and bni^t j “ ld U r ‘‘ . " J " u, E ln*
In a dog's general mental development
—Fred C. Kelly, In H eurst's Interna 
tlon al -Cosmopoi I ta n.

F u r th e r  L ig h t  o n  B il l
From nn entrance examination pa 

per In E nglish : "Shakespeare was 
m arried when eighteen years of age 
and became the father of twins,Kornev 
and Juliet, nt twenty-one."

CAP 
AND' 
BELLS

H O W  I T  W O R K E D

A druggist who w anted-to sell elec
tric waffle Irons was advised to em
ploy an attrac tive  young woman 
cook waffles In the store. He was aa- 
snred tha t the scheme would boost 
sales.

“How did it turn  out?" asked his 
dvlser.
"A sm art gink m arried the girl the 

first week."

T H E N  H E  W E N T

+ f 1

tie  (a t m idnight)—I feel all wount 
up this evening.

She (w earily)—Your main spring 
must be broken, or you’d surely go.

T h e  Y o u n g  L a w y e r  
“And If, my son," the  law yer said,

"My shoea you w ish  to Oil, 
Rem em ber that I g o t  my e ta r t

By w ork ing  w ith  a w ill.”

J u s t  to  D o  S o m e th in g
D entist's Wife—We must give the 

maid a little  tre a t of some sort for 
her birthday.

Dentist—All right. I'll ex tract some 
of her teeth free.—Berlin Nagels Lus
tige W elt z

F i t t i n g
She—I wonder why m arriage 

called “an Institution?”
He—Because It Is so hard to escape 

from, I suppose.—New YoiV Central 
Lines Magazine.

Is

R e a l i s m  in  t h e  M o v ie »  
"Your s ta r shivered most nuturally

In tha t scene.”
“Had to."
“Heh?”
“W e put her on Ice."

W h y  W o r r y ?
Dyer—Too lind about Niblick losing 

all his money.
Gowfe—He should worry 1 He made 

the course In two under pur yester
day.

R a th e r  B ig - H e a r te d
Jerry —Is there only one cake 

soap?
Bellhop—Sure 1
Je rry —Tell the night clerk I’ll tnke 

another room. I must wasli my face.

of

G R E A T E S T  C O L D  F IE L D S

"W hat are the world’s greatest gold 
fields."

“The big cities—you'll find gold 
diggers In every street."

L a n d in g  a  P a t t e n g e r
R u th  rod* In m y  n e w  c y c le  car  

In th e  e» e t In back  o f  m e;
I to o k  ■ bum p a t n t ty -f lv s .

A nd rode on r u th le e e ly .

H o w  B o y  F r ie n d  K n e w
D aughter—You know, dad, he 

ways aaid he 'd .never m arry until the 
right girl came along.

D ad—Well, how does he know you 
are the right one?

D aughter—Oh, I told him I was.

al-

H i»  F a v o r i t e  B r a n d
Dave—Have you another cigar like 

the one you gave me yesterday?
Rod— Yeah.
Dave—Fine. I want to break my

gave ua th a t big blue vase last year, 
we might to reciprocate." .

“Itecl prorate?" answered Mr. O. 
'F or th a t vase I You mean retaliate." 
—The Outlook.

M e o w  I
Willie—Pa. how old are kittens 

when they get their eyee open?
His F a th e r-- I'm sure I don't know 

my son, when they do get married.
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Lesson for May 1
PETER’S DENIAL AND 

ANCE
REPENT

««L ESSO N  T E X T — M ark I I  U .  SI 
Tl; L u k a t t  SI. «1

G O LDEN T E X T — Lat him  th a t th in k -  
eth  he s ta n d e th  ta k e  bead le s t  he fa ll

P R IM A R Y  TO PIC— P e te r  G r iev es  J e 
su s  and  1» Sorry.

JU N IO R  TO PIC— T h e S to ry  o f  P e te r ’s 
D is lo y a lty . ,

IN T E R M E D IA T E  A ND SE N IO R  T O P 
IC— H ow  J e su s  Is D en ied  T oday.

Y O l’N ll PEO PI.bk A N D  A D U L T  T O P- 
1C— T h e D a n g e r  o f Su dden T em p ta t io n s

I. Peter’s Downfall (Mark 14:29-71) 
This began when he refused to heur 

about the cross and ended when he, 
with a foul oath, declared: “I know 
not the man.” When the disciples 
would no longer hear C hrist's message 
about the cross, they not only ceased 
to grow In knowledge, but they began 
to deteriorate In moral discernment 
and were exposed to the possibility of 
the shameful denial of their Lord. 
Steps in P eter’s backsliding:

1. Overwennlng self-confidence (vv. 
29-31),

His unwillingness to face the cross 
alienated him from Jesus and wlfPu 
apprized of the fact that the disciples 
would all forsake Jesus, P eter de
clared that Jesus was certainly mis
taken, saying: “Although all shall he 
offended, yet will not 1.” Our comll 
tlon Is most perilous when we ure 
most sure of our safety,

L Sleeping at the post of duty (v 
37).

In one short hour the very one who 
wns so confident of his self-sufficiency 
had fallen asleep Instead of watching. 
The only way to escape from back
sliding Is to watch.

3. Lack of prayer (v. 88).
The legitimate Inference from the

Lord’s words “watch nnd pray” Is 
that He had connnanded them to pray 
ns well as to watch. The reason 
there Is so little  prayer Is due to the 
lack of the sense of need of God’s 
help.

4. Misguided zeal (v. 47).
P eter drew r sword nnd cut off nn

ear of a servant of the high priest 
(John 18:10) when they came to a r 
rest Jesus. He wns tlius zealous for 
the Lord. lie  was trying to make up 
In outw ard service his conscious luck 
of communion.

5. Followed Jesus a fa r off (v. 54).
C hrist’s rebuke for taking the sword

and the awkward position in which 
his act had placed him, caused him io 
follow a fa r off. He keenly felt 
Christ's reprimand. Following Jesus 
afar off got him Into trouble.

8. W armed himself a t the enemy’s 
fire (v. 07).

This fire was built hy those who had 
come unsym pathetically to witness the 
crucifixion and even to mock In this 
tragic hour. For Christ's disciples to 
try to get comfort from the things 
prepared for the satisfaction of His 
enemies Is sinful. Many professing 
Christians are living a life of com

promise, even attem pting to get pleas 
ures nut of the things which the ene
mies of C hrist have prepared for 
themselves.

7. Open denial (vv. 88T1).
Step by step downward Peter went 

until the words of a servant girl pro
voked open and blasphemous denial. 
This even by one who hail sa id : “ If 1 
should die with thee I will not deny 
thee In any wise." P eter’s trouble be
gan when he shrank from the cross.
It wns that shunn'»,g which separated 
him from contact with Gml. It should 
be remembered thnt there can be no 
bnckslidlng until there he established 

position from fchlch to slip. Many 
of the so-called backsliders have never
been born again.

II. The Repentance of P eter (Luke
22:81 82).

1. The look of JeRiis (v. 81).
This was a most wondrous look. It

wss doubtless filled with pity unil pain 
Christ knew the trluls through which 

eter and the other disciples would 
pass nnd He prayed for them. This
look brought to P eter the full con 
selousness of his cowardice nnd dis 
loynlty and his blasphemous words ot 
dental, nnd yet It displayed Ills pity 
und forgiving love.

2. P eter's h itte r tears (v. 82).
The look of Jeeus brought convlc 

tlon of sin. It called to mind his 
boastfulness and cowardice. How aw 
ful must hnv* been his condition as 
he went out tha t night Into ttie dark 
aess, little suspecting that there would 
he found a way to get hark Into com
munion with his Lord. Doubtless the 
message from the women as they came 
from the tomb brought the first good 
cheer to hts heart, Christ said to 
th em : "Go nnd tell my disciples and 
Peter.” This encouraged him, no 
doubt, as It ludlcuted C hrist's partlc 
ulur consideration and love for him.

T w o T hings N eeded
There are two things that they neeq 

to possess who go on pilgrim age; 
courage and an unspotted Ilf*.—John 
Bunyan.

Seeing and T alk in g
Men are born with two eye«, but 

with one tongue, th a t they may see 
twice as much as they say.—Cotton

The H oly G host
No man Is at hts best until he It 

'Bled with the Holy G h o st—Echoes.
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Cham pion  X— 
tur Forda

C k a n f io R — 
Cara other 
than Ford«

75/

Champion
Sparl^Plu^s

$Quick, safe, sura rsllsf from 
painful callouses on the fee t 

At ait drug a n j ihor uurti

IX  Scholl’s  
Z in o -p a d s r u t  tm tv n  lhg 

(Niin ia fon a

T o  G e t  P o w e r  F r o m  S e a
A floating factory to draw  power 

from tlie sea Is nn Idea conceived by 
French engineers. It Is to lie oper
ated hy turbine-driven generators, 
converting Into power w ater driven 
through pipes plunged 1.000 m eters 
Into the sea. The flontlng plants 
would he hexagonal In shape and are  
planned so that stilps may he loaded 
or unloaded on bridges nt tlie edges.

H i t  L a  i t  C o w b o y  " S tu n t"
William llnrtsock, nine, of Lewis

ton, Pa., Is done playing cowboy. With 
a Insso tied about Ills w aist he tossed 
the loop over a tire  carrier on an 
automobile driven by Robert Fisher. 
He was dragged a quarter of a mile 
through the streets before u following 
car could a ttruc t F isher’s attention 
and release the boy.

C o n f l ic t in g
Mandy—W hat did yo' husband say 

when you naked him how he come out 
In de crap game?

Jemlnu—He say, “D idn't you all 
hear me say Ah won?" an’ Ah say, 
"Uh, huh. Yo’ mouf say you won but 

yo’ pocketbook say you lost 1”

O p p o r tu n e
BIx—I'm going to give up ctgara.
Dlx—Good ! I can do with one right 

now.—Boston Trnnscrlpt.

At the soda fountain nobody tries 
to  tell you a long silly anecdote, any
way.

Green’s 
August Flower
fo r  Indigestion, Dyspepsia, «to. 
Relieves Distress a lter Hurried 
Meals or Overeating. Being a 
gentle laxative, It  kacps the d i
gestive trac t working norm ally.
30c & 90c. At all Druggists.. 

e. e. GREEN, Ine. WOODBURY. N. j .

BLEMISHES
pimples, blackheads, etc., cleared 
away easily and at little cost by

Resinol
Keep Stomach and Bowels Right
* Hy riving baby the barml«*«a. purely 

▼ agretabla. Infanta andcblldran'ar«uulator.

MRS. W1NSU0W3 SYRUP
brlnira aatnnluhin*. »ratlfjrtnr ra«ulta 
Is maHn< baby's atomach dlgaat

food and bowels move aa __ 
they should at taathin* 
time. Guar an toad fraa 
from narcotics, npt-

(‘•C J ataa. alcohol and all
¡j 5  /J harmful ln<radb 

«nta. Baf<* and
■ eatiafautury.

M r A l t
I Dra#*<aia

CARBUNCLES
Car boil draws out the tore 
__end give» quick relief

CARBOIL
'» W  G I N M O U t  ! O (  BOX

t  A SK  FOR

ALLENS
FOOTEASE

Tor TIRED. ACHING FEET


