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THE HIGHGRADER
C o p y r ig h t b y  O. W . D illin g h am  Co.

By W m . MacLeod Raine
71illlllllllllllllllllll!IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllltlllllllllllllllllllllllllllltllllllllllllllllllllllilllllllllllllllllllli»

away but now turned. “ No burry, I dash it. 
reckon, but I’m going fishing.““ TH E W A Y  OF A  M A N  W IT H  A  M A ID ”

The trout fought gamely and strongly, but the young woman 
stuck to her work and would not give him any rest. Jack watched 
her carefully, lie  saw that she was tiring, but he did not offer any 
help, for he knew that she uas a sportsman. She would want to 
win alone or not at all.

Yet he moved closer. The water was up to her hips, and no 
river in the rockies has a swifter current than the Gunnison. The 
botom. too, us covered with smooth slippery stones and bowlders, so 
that a misstep might send her plunging down.

The thing that he had anticipated happened, ller fool slipped 
from its insecure rock hold and she stumbled. IIis arm was round 
her waist in an instant.

"Steady! Take your time."
" Thanks. I ’m all right now."
11is right arm still girdled her slight figure. The trout was 

tiring. Inch by inch she brought him nearer. Presently she panted, 
"My landing net."

It was caught in the creel. Kilmeny unfastened the net and 
brought it round where it would be ready for instant use.

"Tell me what l must do now."
"H e’s hooked jeretty fast. Take your time about gelling him 

into your net, and be careful then. These big fellows are likely to 
squirm away.

It was a ticklish moment when she let go of the rod with her 
left hand to slip the net under the trout, but she negotiated it in 
safety.

“ Isn’t he a whoppert" she cried in delight. "He won't go into 
the creel at all."

"Then let me have him. The glory is yours. I'll be your gillie 
to carry the game bag."

"I  would never have got him if you hadn’t been there to help 
me with advice. Hut l really did it all myself, didn’t I?  If you 
had touched the rod before I hail him netted I'd never have forgiven 
you," she confessed, eyes glowing with the joy of her achievement.

" I t ’s no joke to land one of these big fellows. 1 saw you were 
tired. Hut it’s the sporting thing to play your own fish."

So here you have the hero and heroine of "The Highgrader”— Jack 
Kilmeny and Moya Dwight. Really,though, there are two heroines. This 
one is aristocratic Irish, dark, heartfree and with a temperament. The 
other is Joyce Seldon, blonde and a famous beauty. And there are two 
heroes, too— Jack Kilmeny, the American, and Capt. Ned Kilmeny, his 
Irish cousin. You see, Moya falls in love with Jack, but when Jack ap­
parently turns out to be a highwayman she says “Yes” in a tentative 
sort of way to Captain Ned, who has loved her long. Now Jack isn’t a 
highwayman, but he is a “highgrader.“ And that’s pretty bad— many a 
bloody little war has been fought In the mining camps of the West. The 
highgrader is a miner who pockets pieces of unusually high-grade ore and 
sells them for his own profit. Cripple Creek, Goldfield and many other 
mining camps have seen exciting days brought about by highgrading. 
Worse still. Jack admits he’s a highgrader and defends the practice on 
the ground that the miners do not get a fair share of the wealth they 
create, the dangers of mining being considered. Jack tries this line of 
talk with Moya, but she will have none of it. She may love him, but 
she does not love his trade.

William MacLeod Raine is the author. That is enough for his wide 
following— a guarantee of a good story in accord with the verities. For 
Raine lives in Colorado and knows what he’s talking about when it comes 
to mining. He also knows his West and his many popular stories show 
his keen sense of colors and conditions, whether he writes of the cattle 
range or the mining camp. And he's a college man and a clever literary 
craftsman. So here’s a story that is full of thrills— love, romance and 
adventure. It also contains entertainment, instructions, economics and 
ethics. Quite an unusual combination, this. But it’s an unusual story, 
as are all of his novels of western life.

CH APTER  I 

The Campers
Inside the cabin a man was baking 

biscuits and singing joyously, “ It’s a 
Long, Long Way to Tipperary.” Out­
side, another whistled softly to himself 
while he arranged his fishing tackle.

The cook, having put his biscuits In 
the oven, filled the doorway. He was 
a big, strong-set man, with a face of 
leather. Kolled-up sleeves showed 
knotted brown arms white to the 
wrists with flour.

“ First call to dinner In the dining 
car,”  he boomed out in a heavy bass.

Two men lounging under a cotton­
wood beside the river showed signs of 
life. One of them was scarcely more 
than a boy, perhaps twenty, a pleasant 
amiable youth with a weuk chin and 
eyes that held no steel. His com­
panion was nenrer forty than thirty, a 
hard-faced citizen who chewed to­
bacco and said little.

“Where you going to fish tonight. 
Crumbs?” the cook asked of the man 
busy with the tackle.

“Think I’ ll try up the river. Colter 
—start In above the Narrows and work 
down, mebbe. Where you going?”

“ Me for the Meadows. I’m after the 
big fellows.”

The man who had been called 
Crumbs put his rod against the side 
of the house und washed his hands In 
a tin pan resting on a stump, lie was 
a slender young fellow with lean, 
muscular shoulders and the bloom of 
many desert suns on Ills cheeks and 
neck.

They ate In their shirtsleeves, camp 
fashion, on an oilcloth scarred with 
the marks left hy many hot dishes. 
Their talk was strong and crisp, ufter 
the fashion of the mining West. It 
could not be printed without editing, 
yet In that atmosphere It was without 
offense. There Is a time for all things, 
even for the elemental talk of iron 
tiersmen on a holiday.

I »Inner finished, the fishermen lolled 
on the grass and smoked

being honored, hoys. A party of effete 
Britishers are staying at the Lodge. 
Got In last night. I seen them when 
they got off the train—tne lud and me 
lady, three young ladies that grade up 
At, a Johnnie boy with an eyeglass, 
and another lad who looks like one 
man from the ground up. Also, and 
moreover, there’s a cook, a ha was 
wrangler, a hired girl to button the 
ladles up the back, and a valley chap 
to say ‘Yes, sir, coining, sir,’ to the 
dude.”

“ Any names?”  asked Colter.
“ Names to bum,”  returned the na­

tive. “ A whole herd of names, honest 
to God. I’ll give you the A B C of It. 
The old parties are Lord James and 
Lady Jim Furquhar, leastways I heard 
one of the young ladies call her Lady 
Jim. The dude has Verinder burnt or 
about eight trunks, s’elp me. Then 
there’s a Miss Dwight and a Miss Joyce 
Seldon—and, oh yes! a Captain Kil­
meny, and an Honorable Miss Kilmeny. 
by ginger.”

Colter flashed a quick look at 
Crumbs. A change bad come over that 
young man’s face. His blue eyes had 
grown hard and frosty.

“ It’s a plumb waste of money to 
take a newspaper when you’re around, 
Steve.” drawled Colter, in amiable de­
rision. “ Happen to notice the color 
of the ladles' eyes?”

The garrulous cowpunctier was on 
the spot once more. “ Sire, I did. 
leastways one of them. I wm t to tell 
you lads thnt Miss Joyce Seldon Is the 
prettiest skirt that ever hit this neck 
of the woods—and her eyea, say. 
they’re like pansies, aoft and deep and 
kinder velvety.”

The fishermen shouted. Their tnlrth 
was hearty and uncontalned.

“Go to It, Steve. Tell us some more,” 
they demanded Joyously.

Crumbs, generally the lender In all 
the camp fun. had not Joined In tbs 
laughter, lie had been drawing on Ills 
waders and buckling on his creel. N«*w 
he slipped the loop of the landing net 
over his head.

“ We want a full hill o f particulars.
A man cantered out of the patch of Steve. You go back and size up the

Steve chuckled. “ You’re headed in 
a bee line for Old Man Trouble. The 
Johnnie boy up at the Lodge Is plumb 
sore on this outilt. Seems that you 
lads raised ructions last night and 
broke his sweet slumbers. Why can’t 
you wild Injuns behave proper?”

“ We only gave Curly a chapping be­
cause he let the flapjacks burn.” re­
turned Crumbs with a smi.’e. “You 
see, he’s come of age most. Curly has. 
He’d ought to be responsible now, but 
be ain’t. So we gave him what was 
coming to him.”

“ Well, you explnln that to Mr. 
Verinder if be sees you. He’s sure on 
his hind legs about It.”

” 1 expect he’ll get over It in time.”
| Crumbs said dryly. “ Well, so-long, 

boys. Good fishing tonight.”
“ Same to you,” they called ufter 

1dm.
“ Some man. Crumbs,” commented 

| Steve.
“ He’ll stand the acid,”  agreed Colter 

| briefly.
‘What’s his last name? I ain’t heard 

j you lads call him anything hut Crumbs, 
i I reckon that’s a nickname.”

Curly answered the question of the 
cowpuncher. “ His name’s Kilmeny—

! Jack Kilmeny. His folks used to live 
! across t he water. Maybe tlds Honor- 
| able Miss Kilmeny and tier brother 

are some kin of his.”
“ You don’t say!”
“Course I don’t know about that. 

His dad came over here when he was 
a wild young colt. Got Into some 
trouble at home, the way 1 heard It. 
Bought a ranch out here and married. 
Ills family was high moguls in Eng­
land—or. maybe, it was Ireland. Any­
how, they didn’t like Mrs. Kilmeny 
from the Bar Double C ranch.

The impassive gaze of the older man 
came hack from the rushing river. 
“ You know so much about It. Curly.

woods above and drew up at the cabin 
disposing himself for leisurely gossip.

“ Evening, gentlemen. Heard the 
latest?” Hé drew a match across Ids 
chaps and lit (he cigarette he had 
rolled.

“ We’ll know after you’ve told us 
what It la.” Colter suggested.

‘•The Gunnison country ce ’talnly la

eyes of the lady lord and the other 
female Britishers.” ordereC Curly 
gnyly.

“Go yore own self. kid. I ain’t 
roundin’ up trouble for no babe Just 
out of the cradle.” retorted the grin 
nlng rider. “ What’s yore hurry. 
Crumbs?”

The young man addresaed had started

“ How Come You Call Him ‘Crumbs'?“

I’ ll not butt In with any more misinfor­
mation,” he answered with obvious 
sarcasm.

Curljy flushed. “ I’d ought to know. 
Jack’s father and mine were friends, 
so’s he and me.”

“ How come you to call him. 
Crumbs?”

“ That’s a Joke, Steve. Jack’s no or­
dinary rip-roaring, hell-raisin’ miner, 
lie knows what’s what. That’s why 
we call him Crumbs—because he’s fine 
bred. Bun, see. Fine bred—crumbs. 
Get It?”

“Sure I get It, kid. I ain’t no Eng­
lishman. You don’t need a two-by-four 
to pound n Josh Into my coconut,” the 
rider remonstrated.

* * * • • • •
Jack Ivilmeny followed the pathway 

which wound through the woods along 
the hank of the river. Beyond the 
trees lay a clearing. At the back of 
lids, facing the river, was a large Ash­
ing lodge built of logs and finished 
artistically in rustic style. It was a 
two-story building spread over a good 
deal of ground space. A wide porch 
run round the front and both sides. 
Upon the porch were a man In an arm­
chair and a girl seated on the top step 
with her head against the corner post.

A voice hailed Kilmeny. “ I say, my 
man.”

The fisherman turned, discovered 
that he was the party addressed, and 
waited.

“Come here, yon !** The man In the 
armchair had taken the cigar from his 
mouth and was beckoning to him.

“ Meaning me?’’ Inquired Kilmeny.
“Of course I mean you. Who else 

could I mean?”
The fisherman drew near. In his 

eyes sparkled a light that belled his 
%'cquiescence.

“ Do you belong to the party» camped 
below?”  inquired he of the rocking 
chair, one eyeglass fixed in the com­
placent face.

The guilty man confessed.
“Then I want to know what the 

deuce you meant by kicking up such an 
Infernal row last night. I couldn't 
sleep a wink for houra—not for hour*.

It's an outrage— a beastly out­
rage. W hat!”

The man with the monocle was 
smug with the self-satisfaction of his 
tribe. His thin hair was parted In the 
middle and a faint straw-colored mus­
tache decorated his upper lip. Alto­
gether, he might measure five feet five 
in his boots. The miner looked at him 
gravely. No faintest hint of humor 
came into the sea-l»lue eyes. They took 
in tlie dapper Britisher as If he had 
been u natural history specimen.

“ So kindly tell them not to do it 
again,” Dobvans Verinder ordered in 
conclusion.

“ If you please, sir,” added tlie young 
woman quietly.

Kilmeny’s steady gaze passed for the 
first time to her. He saw a slight dark 
girl with amazingly live eyes and a 
lift to the piquant chin that was ar­
resting. IBs hat came off promptly.

“ We didn’t know anybody was at the 
Lodge,” he explained.

“ You wouldn’t, of course,” she nod­
ded, and by way of explanation : “ Lady 
Farquhar is rather nervous. Of course 
we don’t want to interfere with your 
fun, hut—”

“There will be no more fireworks pt 
night. One of the boys had a birth­
day and we were ventilating our en­
thusiasm. If we hud known—”

“ Kindly muke sure it doesn’t happen 
again, my good fellow,” cut in Verin­
der.

Kilmeny looked at him, then back at 
the girl. The dapper little man had 
been weighed and found wanting. 
Henceforth, Verinder was not on the 
map.

“ Did you think we were Utes broke 
loose from the reservation? I reckon 
we were some noisy. When the boys 
get to going good they don’t quite 
know when to stop.”

The eyes of the young woman 
sparkled. The fisherman thought he 
had never seen a face more vivid.

Verinder, properly scandalized at 
this free give and take with a hap­
hazard savage of the wilds, interrupted 
in the interest o f propriety. “ I’ll not 
detain you any longer, my man. You 
may get at your fishing.”

The westerner paid not the least at­
tention to him. “ My gracious, ma’am, 
we think we’re a heap more civilized 
than England. We ain’t got any mil­
itant suffragettes in this country—at 
leust, I’ve never met up with any.” 

“ They’re a sign of civilization,” the 
young woman laughed. “They prove 
we’re still alive, even if we are asleep.” 

“ We’ve got you beat there, then. All 
ihe women vote here. What’s the mat­
ter with you staying ant) running for 
governor ?”

“ Could I—really?” she beamed. 
“ Really and truly. Trouble witli us 

is that we’re so civilized we bend over 
backward with it. You’re going to find 
us mighty tame. The melodramatic 
romance of the West is mostly in story 
books. What there was of it has gone 
out with the cowpuncher.’ ’

“ What’s a cowpuncher?”
“ He rides the range after cattle.” 
“ Oh—a cowboy. But aren’t there 

any cowboys?”
“They’re getting seldom. The barb 

wire fence has put them out of busi­
ness. Mostly they’re working for the 
moving picture companies now,” he 
smiled.

Mr. Verinder prefaced with a for­
mal little cough a second attempt to 
drive away this very assured native. 
“As I was saying. Miss Dwight, I 
wouldn’t ndnd going Into parliament, 
you know, if It weren’t for the bally 
labor members. I’m rather strong on 
speaking—that sort of thing, you 
know. Used to be a dab at it. But I 
couldn’t stand the bounders that get 
In nowadays. Really, I couldn’t.”

“ And I had so counted on the cow­
boys. I’m going to be disapp* inted, I 
think,” Miss Dwight said.

Verinder had sense enough to know 
that he was being punished. He bad 
tried to put the westerner out of the 
picture and found himself eliminated 
instead. An angry flush rose to his 
cheeks.

“That’s the mistake you all make,” 
Kilmeny told her. “The true romance 
of the West isn’t In its clothes and Its 
trappings.”

“ Where is It?”  she asked.
“ In Its spirit—in the hope and the 

courage born of the wide plains and 
the clean hills—in Its big democracy 
and Its freedom from convention. The 
West is a condition of mind.”

Miss Dwight was surprised. She 
hnd not expected a philosophy of this 
nature from her chance barbarian. He 
had the hands of a working man, 
brown and sinewy hut untorn; yet 
there was the mark of distinction in 
the lean head set so royally on splen­
did shoulders. IBs body, sppre of 
flesh and narrow of flank, had the 
lithe grace of a panther. She had 
seen before that look of competence, 
of easy self-reliance. Some of the 
men of her clast had It—Ned Kil­
meny, for Instance. But Ned was an 
officer In a fighting regiment which 
had seen much service. Where had 
this tanned fisherman won the man­
ner that Inheres only in a leader of 
men?

“ And how long does It take to be­
long to your West?*’ asked the young

woman, with the inflection of derision.
But her mockery was a fruud. In 

both voice and face was a vivid euger- 
ness not to be missed.

“Time hasn’t a thing to do with It 
Men live all their lives here and are 
never westerners. Others are of us in 
a day. I think you would qualify 
early.”

She knew that she ought to snub his 
excursion Into the personal, but she 
was by nature unconventional.

“How do you know?” she demanded 
quickly.

“That’s just a guess of mine,” he 
smiled.

A musical voice called from within 
the house. “ Have you seen my 
Graphic, Moya?”

A young woman stood in the door­
way, a golden-white beauty with soft 
smiling eyes that showed a little sur* 
prise at sight of the fisherman. A 
faint murmur of apology for the inter­
ruption escaped her lips.

Kilmeny could not keep his eyes 
from her. What a superb young crea­
ture she was, what perfection in the 
animal grace of the long lines of the 
soft rounded body! Her movements 
had a light buoyancy that was charm­
ing. And where under heaven could a 
man hope to see anything lovelier 
than tills pale face with its crown of 
burnished hair lio lustrous and abun­
dant?

Miss Dwight turned to her friend. 
“ I haven’t seen the Graphic, Joyce, 
dear.”

“ Isn’t it in the billiard room? 
Thought I saw it there. I’ll look/* 
Verinder volunteered.

“Good of you,’’ Miss Joyce nodded, 
her eyes on the stranger, who had 
turned to leave.

HUSBAND SAID 
WHY M OTTRY IT
W ife Said She Would. Res-»It, 
Lydia ELPinkham’« Vegetable 

Compound Made Her 
W ell and Strong

East Hardwick, Vt.— “ Last winter 
I was not able to do any work at all. I 

had backache, head­
ache, side ache, and 
was sick all the time 
for six months. We 
read about Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegeta­
ble Compound in the 
newspapers, and my 
husband said to me, 
* Why don’t you try 
it?’ So I saidl would, 
and he went and got 
me a dozen bottles. 
It has done me more 

good than I can ever tell, and my friends 
say, ‘ What have you done to yourself? 
You look so well. I tell them it is the 
Vegetable Compound that makes me so 
well and strong. There is no use to suf­
fer with backache and paints I will 
tell every one what it has done for me. ”  
—Mrs. Fred. Primo, Koute No. 2, East 
Hardwick,_ Vermont.

Housewives make a great mistake in 
allowing themselves to become so ill 
that it »3 well-nigh impossible for them 
to attend to their household duties.

In a recent country-wide canvass of 
purchasers o f  Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg­
etable Compound, 98 out of every 100
report they were benefited by its use. 
For sale by druggists everywhere.

Encouraging Industry
The governor general of Madagascar 

and dependencies Ims granted to * 
French company a concession o f 25, 
000 hectares (a hectare is 2.47 acres) 
on the west coast of Madagascar for 
the growing of vegetable textile fibers 
to be used In the manufacture o f hugs. 
If, within four years, the grantees 
construct s factory with a minimum 
capacity of 625,000 bags annually, an 
additional 25,000 hectares will be put 
at their dlspostal, according to report 
from Consul James G. Carter, Tanana­
rive.

Experience a Good Teacher
■ Guest— Why do you believe in see- 

I V ¡" f " *  knT  ond sight, major?
Major Darby (In on Impressive 

whisper)—Becouse I fell In love at 
first sight.—Punch.

that lie might easily outwear his wel­
come. He had punished Verinder, and 
that was enough. The miner had met 
too many like him not to know that 
the man belonged to the family of J 
common or garden snob. No doubt \ 
he rolled in wealth made by his fa­
ther. The fellow had studied carefully 
the shibboleths of the society with 1 
which he wished to be intimate and 
was probably letter-iierfect. None the 
less, he was a bounder, a rank out­
sider tolerated only for his money^ He 
might do for the husband of some pen- i 
niless society girl, but he would never 
In the world be accepted by her ns a ; 
friend or an equal. The thought of j 
him stirred the gorge of the fisher- ; 
man.

“Cheekiest beggar I ever saw,”  
fumed Verinder. “ Don’t see why you 
let the fellow stay. Miss Dwight.”

The girl's scornful eyes came round ; 
to meet his. She had never before  ̂
known, how cordially she disliked him. [

"Don’t you?”
She rose and walked quickly into j 

the house.
Verinder bit his mustache angrily. 

He had been cherishing a fiction that i 
he was In love with Miss Dwight and | 
more than once he had smarted be­
neath the lash of her contempt.

Joyce sank gracefully Into the 
easiest chair and flashed a dazzling 
smile at him. "Has Moya been very j 
unkind, Mr. Verinder?"

He had joined the party a few days 
before at Chicago and this was the 
first sign of Interest Miss Seldon had j 
shown in him. Verinder was grateful.

"Dashed If I understand Miss 
Dwight at all. She blows hot and 
cold," lie confided in a burst of frank­
ness.

“That’s Just her way. We all have 
our moods, don’t we? I mean we 
poor women. Don't all the poets credit 
us with Inconstancy?” The least rlp-

Get Back Your Health!
Are you dragging around day after 

day with a dull backache? Are you 
tired and lame mornings—subject to 
headaches, dizzv spells and sharp, stab­
bing pains. Tnen there’s surely some­
thing wrong. Probably it’s kidney 
weakness! Don’t wait for more serious 
kidney trouble. Get back your health 
and keep it. For quick relief get 
plenty of sleep and exercise and use 
Doan's Pills, a stimulant diuretic to 
the kidneys. They have helped thou­
sands and should help you. Ask your 
neighbor!

A Utah Case
John Bradham ,

139 N. 4 th W est ,* * *
St., Payson, Utah, 
pays: “ I had sharp, 
sh ootin g  p a i n s  
throu gh  m y back.
My back  w as lam e 
and sore and w henf 
I stooped  I cou ld  
hardly straighten .
I fe lt  w eak  all 
over  and my kld-j
neys a c t e d  t o o 1 __
freely . I used a b ox  o f 'D o a n ’s P ills  
and they gave me w on d erfu l results. 
M y kidneys acted  norm ally  at once 
and my b ack  fe lt  splendid .”

DOAN’S ^
STIMULANT DIURETIC TO THE KIDNEYS 
Foater-Miibum Co., Mfg. Chem.. Buffalo. N. Y.

Hydroplane Patrol*
Seven hydroplunes will be engnged 

In pntroling the forests o f northwest­
ern Ontario from White river on the 
east to the Manitoba boundary on the 
west tills season, and considerable re­
duction In the ground stafT of fire 
rangers will be made as a result of 
a new program decided upon by the 
Ontario department of lands and for­
ests. The hydroplanes will be com­
manded by expert pilots and will be

pie of amusement at her sex swelled [ use,l extensively in patrollng and re­
in her throat and died away, j H»e presence of bush fires.

“ Oh, by Jove, If that's a ll! .1  say, ! 
do you have moods too. Miss Joyce?"

Her long thick lashes fluttered down 
to the cheeks. Was she embarrassed j 
at his question? He felt a sudden lift 
of the heart, an access of new-born 
confidence. Dobyans Verinder had j 
never dared to lift his hopes as high 
as the famous beauty Joyce Seldon.

The Poor Victim
Mrs. Yearwedd (during spat)—I see 

now that as far as marrying Is con­
cerned I might have done u lot better.

Husband—And I must suffer for 
your lack of Judgment.

Now for the first time his vanity 
stirred. Somehow —quite unexpected­
ly to him—the bars between them 
were down. Was It possible that she j 
had tnken a fancy to him? His Imagi­
nation soared.

For a moment her deep pansy eye* ! 
rested In his. He felt a sudden In­
toxication of the senses. Almost with 
a swagger he drew up a chair and | 
seated hlmaolf beside her. Already he 
was (he conquering male In headlong 
pursuit. Nor was he disturbed by | 
the least suspicion of having been 
filled with the sensations and the im­
pulses that she had contrived.

Mlsa Seldon had that morning Inci­
dentally overheard Lady Farquhar tell 
her husband that Dobyans Verinder'» 
fortune must be nearer two million 
pounds than.one million. It was the I 
first intimation she had been given j 
that he was such a tremendous catch.

All Incoming aliens at American 
ports must be examined by doctors of 
the United States public health serv­
ice.

Sure Relief
FOR INDIGESTION

22ÏHINWGESTIONJ

6 Bell-ans 
Hot water 
Sure Relief

ELL-ANS
25* AND 75* PACKAGES EVERYWHERE

Well, what do you think of 
the hero and heroine? Do you 
think "Crumbs* a good nick­
name? And don’t you Juat love 
Verinder?

«TO BE CO N TIN UED .)

Retain the Charm 
Of Girlhood 

>A Gear Sweet Skin 
Cuticura

Will Help You

S A V E  Y O U R  E Y E S !
C m  Dr. Thom pson’• Bye water 

Buy nt your d ru «f l*t t or 
UffT River. Troy. N T  Book lev


