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- BYNOPSIS. tine detalls for his departure, while

the stafl | reed
DR a0 1he S e ied Why, you,” he added, with a pecullar

—

home on the frontler between

At the activity of the rations for the
the wns and Grays Marta Galland and v il
m mother,

of

attack on Engadir. He knew that he
could not sleep if he lay down. So he
spent the night at work. In the moru-
ing his successor, a young man whom
he himself had chosen and trained,
Colonel Bellini, appeared, and the
fallen man received the rising man
with forced official courtesy.

“In my own defense and for your
ald,” he said, I show you a copy of
what 1 have just written to General

go ‘;nt-rmnl c':;l:]m'l_fﬂtt?—
of t rays, see ptaln nstron
the Browns Injured by a fall in his
Elnl. yaiars Iater. Westerling,
nominal vice but real chief of staff, re-en-
forces Bouth La Tir and meditates on war,
tells him of her teaching children
the follles of war and martial patriotism,
begs him to prevent war while he la
chief of stalf. Lanstron calls on Marta
at her home. Bhe tells Lansiron that sho
Feller, the gardener, to be a spy.
Lanstron confesses it Is true
her a telephone which Feller has con-
In a secret passage under the tower

for use to benefit the Browns in war Westerling.”
emer tron declares his love B.
R o the Gray| A brief note it was, In farewell, be-

for Marta, Weasterllng and
premier plan to use a trivial international
affalr to foment warllke patrlotism and
sirike before declaring war. Partow,
Brown chief of staff, reveals his [IIIE‘II']

nsiron, made vice-chlef. The . 4
army crosses the border line and attacks.
The Browns check them. Artlllery, In-
fantry, meroplanes and dirigibles engnge.

Marta has her first glimpse of war Iin its
murderous brua-

ginning with conventional thanks for
Westerling's confidence In the past,

“l am punished for belng right,” it
concluded. “It {8 my belief that Miss
Galland sends news to the enemy and
that she draws it from you without
Your consciousness of the fact. [ tell

:"ﬁﬁm'i-hmlg' mlmﬂf’mu to the Gal

ality. ¢ Hrowns fa 0 e (ial)-

ll.ndyhnulﬁ, Marta sees a night attack, | YOU bonestly. Do what you will with
The Crayas attack In force. Feller leaves | e *

It took more courage than any act
of his life for the loyal Bouchard to
dare such candor to a superior. See-
Ing the patchy, yellow, bloodless tace
drawn In stiff lines and the abysmal
stare of the deepset eyes in their
bony recesses, Bellinl was swept with
& wave of saympathy.

“Thank you, Bouchard. You've been
very fine!™ said Bellini as he grasped
Bouchard's hand, which was ley vold.

“My duty—my duty, in the hope that
we shall kill two Browns for avery
Gray who has fallen— that we shall
yet see them starved and besleged
and crying for mercy In thelr capital,”
replied Bouchard. He saluted with a
dismal, urgent formality and stalked
out of the room with the tread of the
ghost of Hamlet's father.

The strange Impression that this
farewell left with Bellinl still lingered
when, a few moments later, Wester-
ling summoned him. Not alone the
diMdence of a new member of the
| taff going lnto the presence accounted
for the stir In his temples, as he walt-
ed till some papers were signed be-
fore he had Westerling'e attention.
Then Westerling picked up Douchard's
note and shook his head sadly,

“Poor Bouchard! You can see for
yourself,” and he handed the note to
Bellinl. *“1 should have realized ear
ller that it was & case for the doctor
and not for reprimand. Mad! Poor
Houchard! He hadn't the ability or
the resillency of mind for his tank, as
I hope you hava, colonel.”

“1 hope so, sir,” replied Dellin.

“I've no doubt you have,” sald Wes
terling. “You are my cholce!™

his secret telephone and goes back to his

ns. Hand to hand fighting. The Browns

Il back again. Marta asks Lanstron over
the tun?pr-al to Partow to stop tha
lfl“"h Ing. Vandalism In the Galland house.
epterling and his staff occupy the (al-
land house and he begins to woo Muarta,
who apparently throws her fortunes with
the Grays and offers valuable information.
Bhe calls up Lanstron on the secret tels-
phone and plans to give Westarling infoe-
mation that will trap the Gray army.
Westerling forma his plan of attack upon
whut he learns from her. The Grays take
Bordir. Through Marta Westerling ls Jed
to concentrate his attack on the main Hnas
at Engadir. A feak of Information Is sus-

ted. DBouchard ls relleved as chief in-

lligence oMcer.
CHAPTER—XViII—Continued.

All on the subject for the present!
When it was taken up again his sue-
cessor would be In charge. He, the
Indefatigable, the overlntense, with
medleval partisan fervor, who loathed
in secret machines like Turcas, was
the first man of the staf! to go for In-
com petency.

“And Engadir Is the key-polnt,” Wes-
terling was saying.

“Yen,” agreod Turcas.
“80 we concentrate to break through

there,” Westerling continued, “while
we engage the whole line fercely
enough to make the enemy uncertaln
where the cruclal attack is to be
mada."

“But, general, If thers In any place
that Is naturally strong, that—" Tur
cas began,

“The one place where they are conf)-
flent that we won't attack!” Wesater-
ling Interrupied. He resented the
MAMs professional reapect for Turcas.
After a sallence and a survey of the
faces around, he added with senten-
tious effect: "And | was right about |
Bordir!"”

To this argument there could be no
answer. The ona stroke of general
ship by the Grays, who, otherwise, had
succesded alone through repeated

CHAPTER XVIIi,
A Change of Plan.,

That day and the next Woesterling
bad no time for strolling s the RAr-
den. His only exercise was a feaw
periods of pacing on the veranda. Tur
cas, as tirelessly Industrious as ever,
developed an Increasingly quiet Insist-
ence to leave the responsibility of de-
elslons about everything of importance
to a chief who was becoming Increas
ingly arbitrary. The attack on Enga-
dir being the jewel of Westerling's
own planning, he was disinclined to
risk success by delegating aunthority,
which also meant sharing the glory of
victory.

Bouchard's note, though offictally dis-
missed aa a matter of pathology, would
not accept dismiseal privately, In
flashes of distinetness It recurred to
him between reports of the prograas
of preparations and directions as to
dispositions. At dusk of the second
day, when all the guns and troope had
thelr places for the final movement un-
der cover of darkmess and he rose
from his desk, the thing that had
edged its way into a erowded mind
took possession of the premises that
ttrategy and tacties had vacated. It
passed under the same analysis as his
work. His overweening pride, so gen-
gitive to the susplclon of a convietion
that he had been fooled, put his rela-
tions with Marta in logical review. He
had fallen in love i the midst of war.
A cool and intemse Impatience pon-
sessed him to study her in the light
of his new skepticiem, when, tnrning
the path of the first terrace. he saw
her watching the sunset over the crest
of the range.

Bhe was standing quite still, a slim,
soft shadow between him and the light,

mass attacks, had been Westerling's
hypothesin thai bad gained Bordir in
a single assanit

“Engadir It 1s then!” sald Turcas

with the loyalty of the subordinate

Wasn't he & woman-hater?™ ghe comt-
cluded, half i f(rritation, half in
amusgement,

“He had that reputation,” sald Wes-
terling. “What do you think Jed to

| his departure?” he continued.

“l confess I cannot guess!” said
Marta, with a look at the sunset glow

{as 1f she resented the lose of & min.

ute of it

| “There has been a leak of Informa-

tion to the Browns!” he aonounced.

“There has! And he was intelli-
gence officer, wasn't he?” ghe asked,
turning to Westerling, her curiosity
apparently aroused as a matter of cour-
tesy to his own Interest in the sub-
Jeet.

“Who do you think he accused?

laugh,

She noted the peculiarity of the
laugh discriminatingly.

“Oh!" Her eyes opened wide in
wonder—only wonder, at first. Then,
as comprehension took the place of
wonder, they grew sympathetic, “That
explains!™ she exclaimed. *“His hate-
ful glances were thoge of delusion. He
was going mad, you mean?

“Yes,"” sald Westerling, “that—that

| would explain it!"

“I have been told that when people
go mad they always ascribe every in-
jury done to them to the person who
happens to have excited their dislike,”
she mused.

“Which seems to have beeu the case
here,” Westerling assented. He did
not know what else to say. His pride
was recovering its natural confidence
In the infallibility of his judgment of
human beings. He was seeing his sus-
picions ue ridiculous enough to con-
vict him of a brain as disordered as
Bouchard's,

Marta was thinking that she had
been skating on very thin ice and
that she must go on skating till she
broke through. There was an exhila-
ration about it that she could not re-
sist: the exhilaration of risk apd the
control of her facultles, prompted by
4 purpose hypootically compelling.
Ioth were ellent, she waltching the
sky, he in anticipation and BUspense.
The rose went violet and the shadows
over the range deepened,

“The guns and the troops walt.
With darkness the musie begins!” he
sald slowly, with a start of stern
fervor,

“The muslio—the music! He ecalls
it music!” ran through Marta’s mind
mockingly, but she did mot opan her
lipa.

“They walt, ready, every detall ar-
ranged,” he cootinued proudly,

The wky merged Into the shadows of
the landscape that spread and thick-
ened into blacknesa. Out of the drawn
curtains of night broke an ugly flash
and farther up the slope spread the
explosive circle of light of a bursting
nhell.

“The signal!” he exclalmed.

Right and left the blasts spread
mlong the Gray lines and right and
left, on the Instant, the Browns sent
their blasts in reply. Countleas tongues
of Name seemed to burst from count-
leas craters, and the range to rock In
A torment of crashes. In the Inter
vening space between the ugly. sav-
Age gusis from the Gray gun mouths,
which sent thelr shells from the midat
of exploding Brown shella, awept the
beams of the Brown search-lghits,
thelr rays lost like sunlight In the vor-
tex of an open furnace door.

“Hplendid! aplendid!™ exclaimed
Westerling, In a aweep of emotion at
the sight that had been born of his
command. “Five thousand guns on
our side alonel The world has never
seen the equal of thia!"™

Marta looked away from the range
to his face. very distinct In the gariah
iMamination. It was the face of A
maesiro of war seeing all his rehear-
sals and all his labors come true In
symphonic gratification to the 3 L]
and ear; the face of a man of tralned
mind, the product of civilization, with
the elation of a party leader on the
floor of a parllament In a erisla

“Boon, now!” sald Weasterling, and
looked at his watch.

Shortly, in the direction of Engadir,
to the rear of the eteady fashes
broke forth line after llne of flashes
as the long-range batteries, which so
far had been silent, joined their might-

ler volces to the chorua, making a con- |

tinnous leaping burst of explonions
over the Brown pomitions, which wara
the real object of the attack

“The moment I've lived for!” ex-|

claimed Westerling. “Our infantry s
starting up the apron of Engadir! We
held back the fire of the heavy guns
concentrated for the purpose of sap
porting the mem with an outburst
Three hundred heavy guns pouring in
their shella on a space of two acres!
We're tearing thetr redoubts to pieces!
They can’t see to fire! They can't
live under it! They're In the crater
of a volrano! When our Infantry is
on the edge of the wreckage the guna
cease. Our infantry erowd In—erowd
into the house that Partow bulit

swaep of the Nghts of the rallroad
tralns om the plain; while in the fore
ground every window of the house was
ablaze, lke some factory on a busy
night shift. She could hear the click
of the telegraph Instruments already
reporting the details of the action as
aheerfylly as Brobdingnaglan crickets
in thelr peaceful surroundings. Then
out of the shadows Westerling reap-
peared.

“The apron of Engadir is ours!” he
called. “Thanks to you!” he added
with pointed emphasts. Back in the
house he had received congratula-
tions with a nod, as If success were
& matter of course. Before her, ex-
ultation unbent stiffneds, and he was
hoarsely triumphant and eager. *“It's
plain sailing now,” he went on. “A
break In the main line! We have
only to drive home the wedge, and
then—and then!™ he concluded.

She felt him close, his breath on
her cheek.

“Peace!” she hastened to say, draw-
Ing back instinetively,

And then! The irony of the words
In the light of her knowledge was
pointed by a terrific renewal of the

g @
l':.t‘.
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“We're Tearing Their Redoubts to
Pileces|”

thunders and the flashes far up on the
range, and she could not resist re
Jolelng In her heart.

“That's the Brownas!*
Westerling In surprise.

The volume of fire Increased. With
the rest of the frontler in darknoss.
the Engandir section was an isolated
blaze. In ita light she saw his fea
tures, without alarm but hardening In
dogged lntensity,

“They've awakened to what they have
lost! They have been rushing up re
Berves and are making a counter
attack. Weo must hold what we have
Eained, no matter what the cost!"

His last sentence was spoken over
his shoulder as he started for the
hounsea.

Without changing her poaltion,
hardly turning her head, ahe watched
until the fAring began to lessen rap
idly. Then sho heard his step. She
rose to face him, sommoning back
the apirit of the actress

“This Is betlter yet! [ came to tell
you that the ceounterattack failed!” he
said as he saw her appear from the
shelter of the arbor.

Hhe wondered If she ware golng to
fall. But the post of the trellls was
within reach. She caught hold of it
to steady herselfl. Failed'

“The killing—It must have been ter
rible!™ her mind at last made her ax-
claim to eover her tardiness of re
aponse to hia mood.

“You thought of that—as you should
~—A8 | do!” he sald.

He took her hands In his, pulsing
warm with the flowing red of his
strength. She let them remain life
lessly, as if she had mot the will to
take them away, the instinet of her
part again dominant, To him this was
another victory, and it was discovery
—the discovery of melting weakness
In her for the first time, which magni-
fied hisa sense of masculine power. He
tightened his grip slightly and she
shuddered.

“You are tired!” he sald, and it hurt
her that he should be so considerate.

“The killing—to end that! It's all
I"want!” she breathed miserably.

"And the end fs near!” he sald
“Yen, now, thanks to you!”

Thanks to her! And she must listen
and submit to his touch!

“Then engineers and materfal were
ready to go in,” he continned. *“Be-

exclalmed

“In My Own Defenss and for Your
Ald."

who makes a superior's conviction his
own, the better to earry it out.

Haxily, Bouchard had heard the talk,
while he was looking at Westerling

and seeing him, not at the head of the
table, but in the arbor in eager

I shall And out!™

find out!

which gilded her figure and quarter
profile. Did she expect him? he won-
dered. Was she posing at that In-
stant for his benefit? When ehe
turned, her face in the shadow, the
glow of the sunset seemed to remain
in her eyes, otherwise without expres-
siomn, yet able to detect something un-
usual under externals as they ex-
changed commonplaces of greeting.

“Well, thera’s a changs In our offi-
clal family. We have lost Bouchard—
transfarred to another post!™ said
Westerling.

fore moming, as | had planned, we
shall be so well fortified In the posi-
tlon that nothing can budge va. This
fuccess eo sirengthensa my power with
the staff and the premier that I need
not walt on Fablan tacties. | am
sapreme. [ shall make the most of
the demoralization of this blow to the
enemy. 1 shall not walt on slow ap
proaches in the hope of saving life.
Tomorrow [ shall attack and keep on
attacking till all the main line Is ours.”

“Now youn are playing your real part,
the conquerur!”™ she thought gladly.
“Your kind of peace ia the ruin of an-
other people; the peace of a helpiess
enemy. That is bettar”—better for her
conscience. Unwittingly, she allowed
her hands to rematn In his. In the pa-
ralysis of deapair ashe was unconscions
that she had hands. She felt that she
conld endure anything to retrieve the

HeTl find that numbers count; that
the power of modern gunfire will open
the way for Infantry in masses to take
and hold vital tactical positions! And
—no—no, their fire In reply I8 not as
strong as [ expected.”

“Because they are letting yom 1n!

It will be strong emough In due sea.
son!” thought Marta In the ancontrol.
lable triumph of antagonism. Five
against thres was In hie tone and in
every line of hia features,
“It's hard for a soldier to leave a
sight like this, but the real news will
be awaiting me at my desk,” he con-
cluded, adding, as he turned away:
“It's fireworks worth seeing, and It
you remain here I will retarn to tell
you the results”

Turning her back to the range for
the moment, she saw the twinkle of

the lights of the town.and the threade

ond the [error inte which she had been the

of light of the wagon-traine

yield until they were decimated.

“We have the numbers to spare.
Numbers shall press home-—home to
terms in their capital!®™ Westerling's

voice grew husky as he proceeded,
harsh as orders to soldlers who hesi-

tated In face of fire. “After that—after
that”—the tone changed from hareh-
neas to desire, which was still the de
sire of possession—*"the fruits of
peace, a triumph that I want you to
share!” He was drawing her toward
bim with an Impulse of the force of
this desire, when she broke free with
an abrupt, struggling pull.

“Not that! Not that!

is not yet done!"” ehe cried.

He made a move as If to persist,

then he fell back with a gesture of
!nndar:tnndln:.

“Right! Hold me to it!" he ex-
clalmed resolutely. “Hold me to the
bargain! So a woman worth while
should hold a man worth while.”

“Yes!” she managed to say, and
turned to go In a sudden Impetus ot
energy. Half running, half stumbling,
the light of the lantern bobbing and
trembling weirdly, she hastened
through the tunnel. Usually the time
for taking the recelver down till
Lanny replled was only a half min-
ute. Now she waited what seemed
many minutes without response. Had
the connections been broken? To
make sure that her impatience was
not tricking her she began to count
off the seconds. Then she heard Lan-
slron’s voice, broken and hoarse:

“"Marta, Marta, he Is dead! Partow
is dead'”

Recovering himself, Lanstron told
the story of Partow'’s golpg, which was
in keeping with his Ife and his
prayers. As the doctor put It, the
light of his mind, turned on full volt
age to the last. went out without a
flicker, Through the day he had at
tended to the dispositions for recelw-
ing the Grays' attack, enlivening row-
tine as usual with flashes of humor

Your work

tails In hand. An bhour or so before
dark he had reached across the table
and laild his blg, soft palm on the back
of Lanstron’s hand. He was thinking
nloud, a habit of his {n Lanstron's com-
pany, when an idea requiring gesta
tlon came to him.

“My boy, It Is not fatal If we lose
the apron of Engadir. The defMoses
behind it are very strong.”

"No, not fatal,” Lanstron agreed.
“But it's very limportant.”

"And Westerling will think it fetal,
| Yes, | understand his character, Yes—
yos. and If our counterattack should
fall. then Miss Galland's position
would be securee  Hm-m-m—those
whom the gods
hm-m-m Wosterling  will
vinced that repeated, overwhelming
attacks will gala our main line. In-
stead of using englneering approaches,
ha will throw his battalions, masees
upon mawssca, ngalnst our works uotil
his strength i1s spent. It would be
baiting the bull. A risk—a risk—but,
my boy, | am golng to-—"

thought, dropped with a jerk. A con-
vulsion shook him and he fell forward

ita last Autter, and Lanstron was alone
in the silent room with the dead and
his responsibility.

“The order thal | knew he was about
to speak, Marta, | gave for him,” Lan
glron concluded. "It seemed to me
An Inepiration-—his last Inspiratiom—
tp make the counterattack a feint.™

"And you're actlng chief of stam,
Lanny? You agalast Westarliog T

n‘r“_h-
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gethet and making occasional remarks
rather than holdiag a conversation.
“Well, Westoerling s a fSeldmar
shal,” saild the colonel.
“Yea, he's got something out of 1"

colonel, more aloud to himself than

to Fracasse, after a while.
“No wonder!” replied Fracasse. Mar-

bling loyalty to hia soldiers. “What
kind of spirit is there In doing the
work of navviea? S8pirit! No sol-
dlers ever fought better—in invasion,

at least. Look at our lossea' Bpirit!
Westerling drivea na In. He thinks
we can climb Niagara Falla! He—"

“Stop!
archist!™ snapped the eolomer. “How
can the men have spirit when you feel
that way?”

“1 shall continue to obey orders and
"And they will, too, or I'll know the
reagson why.”

There was a sflenca but at length
the colonel exploded:

"1 suppose Westerling znows what
he ia doing!"

“Still we must go onl!
win!”

“Yea, the offensive always wins In
the end. We must go on!”

"And once we have the range—yes,
once we've won one vital position—the
men will recover their enthoslesm and
be erying: ‘On to the capitall’ ™

“Right! We were forgetting history.
We were forgetting the welatility of

human nature.”
(TO BE CONTINURD.)

We muet

Cholera’s Natural Home.

The marshy ground of the Oanges
delta, with its vast masses of vage
tation, decaying under a tropleal sun,
la the native home of the chalera
In that pestilential reglon the chol
éra and plague are found Avery yems
and all the year round. Hrary chol
era epldemia which has desolated
Europe, avery visitation of tae plagus,
fs bellaved to have started from the
| mouth of the Ganges :

and reflection ranging beyond the de |

tinet though he was, he spoke In grum- |

TSCARETS FOR
"UNER, BOWES

For sick headache, bad breath,
Sour Stomach and

constipation.

Get a 10cent box now.

No odds how bad your liver, stomach
or bowels; how much your head
aches, how miserable and uncomfort-
able you are from constipation, Indiges-
tion, biliousness and sluggish bowels
~—you always get the desired results
with Cascarets.

Don't let your stomach, liver and
bowels make you miserable. Take
Cascarets to-night; put an end to the
headache, billousness, dizziness, nerv-
ousness, sick, sour, gassy stomach,
backache and all other distreas;
cleanse your {nside organs of all the
bile, gases and constipated matter
which Is producing the misery.

A 10-cent box means health, happl-
mess and a clear head for months.
No more days of gloom and distress
if you will take a Cascaret now and
then. All stores sell Cascarets, Don't
forget the children—thelr little in-
sides peed a cleansing, too. Adv,

Notice for Yourself.
“Old Mr. Grabbles says there fs
mothing too good for his daughter.”
“He has a hard jolt coming to him

some day.”

“What makes vou think so™

“A girl who 18 brought up that way
almost invariably pleks out a man to
marry who i{sn't worth killing*

DON'T LET GRAY HAIRS

Make You Look Old. Restore Natural

Color by This Guaranteed Method.

Thatluxuricusdark, natural shade of hair you
80 much desire ls within your reach—easlly, In-
expronively. Blmply go o yoordruggiel and
& botile of Hay's ir Health. ben appl
to balr it causes the air 1o bring back the
ﬁ'l:'l'::l youthful r;dnc: Aim.rlu:r:l_r h.::nlun.

new gray bhairs irom showing. Im
#;:I.IHIIH and Leauly; removes ﬂlm
eleanscs and tones scalp. Noone tlllkn-nlrrou
are using anythlug. Druggist returos priee |1 Lt
falls. e M0 and §1.00 at drug stores or direes
on receiptof priceand dealer'snams. Phllo Hay

Co., Newark, N. J. Adv.

A “Flying™ Malady.

The doctors are puzzled concerning
& strange malady that has broken out
at more than one aeroplane works, and
has In one case ended fatally. The
malady In some respects resembles
yellow jaundice, and it s, rightly or

' wrongly, attributed to contact with an

aeroplane “dope.” or to Inhaling its

would destroy— odor.
be oon- |
moment be Indicated, but It bas been

Further particulars need not at the

puggested that the source of the Lrou-
ble may be amyl acetate, which s
used as a “dope” solvent. Some myw»
tery attaches to the affalr, the precise
nature of the malady not having yet
been determined, In spite of close ex-

 amination and analysis; and, of courne,
- untll success Is attained In this direc-

Partow’s head, which was beat In

onto the map, his brave old heart In |

|

r

t

| the commands of the

|
1

. AR,
You are talking like an an | been

f

do my duty, sir!” replied Fracassa |

J'
.'

|
1

tilon no msatisfactory precautions or
remedy can be deviased.

R ——

Advantage ot Bilencer,

This crash of the bullet makes the
value of the Maxim sllencer very little,
mo far as military eficlency I8 con-
coerned. In the way that the fetion
writer imagines the silencer to be use
ful, but not to prevent the enemy from
discovering the position of the men
firing as many fancy.

Ite value les in the fact that It
eliminates fully half of the recoll of
the rifle from the aci. m of the gases
in its chambers, and I gives the off-

It cuta down the roar of the
Bpringfleld to about the nolse of the
2520 and thus the roar of the rifies
At the firing line Ia much reduced, and
oficera can be

“The men seem to be losing spirit— | heard.— Outing
there’s not doubt of it!” exclaimed the |

KNOW NOW
And Will Never Forget the Experience.

The coffee drinker who has suffered
and then been completely relleved by
changing from coffee to Postum knows
something valuable. There's no doubt
about It

“1 learned the truth about coffes in a
peculiar way,” says a California wom-
“My husband who has, for years,
of a billous temperament decided
to leave off coffee and give Postum a
trial, and as I did not want the trouble

- of making two beverages for meals

concluded to try Postum, too. The re
sulta have been that while my husband
has bheen greatly benefited, T have my-

. #el{ recelved even greater benefit

“When 1 began to drink Postum I
was thin In fleah and very nervona.
Now I actually weigh 18 pounds more
than I did at that time and I am
stronger physically and in my nerves,
while husband Is free from all his afls,

“We have learned our Iittle lesson
about coffee and we know something
fbout Postum, too, for we hava ge-*
Postum now steadily for the last th,
Years and we shall eontinue to do se.

“We have no more nuse for coffee—
the drug drink. We prefer Postum and
health.”

Name given by Postam Co., Battle
Creek, Mich. Read “The Road to Wall
ville,” in pkesa.

Postum comes In two forma:

Reguiar Postum—must be well bofled.
16¢ and 28¢ packages,

Instant Postum—Iis a solnble powdar,
A teaspoonful dissolves quickly in a
oup of hot water and, with cream and
sugar, makes a deliclons beverage In.
stantly. 20c and 50e tine,

The cost per cup of both kinds s
about the same.

“There’s & Reason”™ for Postum.

—a0id by Grocers




