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THE STORY

Renew ing a childhood attach­
ment, Ernestine Brlceland, of a 
wealthy fam ily, is attracted by 
W ill Todd, newspaper artist.

CHAPTER I— Continued
—2—

He looked down at her, the light 
from the drawing room window 
■treamlng on to his face, and Ernes­
tine paused, surprised. She was Allied 
with an Inward dismay for she had 
never seen him like this. His face, 
usually complacent, was keen now, 
his blue eyes were brilliant sparks, 
bis whole countenance quickened and 
Ared. His voice, wlieu he spoke 
again, had a barely perceptible quaver.

"Why » ’ere you running, Ernestine? 
You’re still a kid half the time. When 
1 heard you running, I knew It was 
you, because my heart began to run. 
too.”

“ Nonsense,” said Ernestine briskly, 
but he was persistent.

“ I was Just going away, disap­
pointed that I budn’t seen you, and 
here I have you alone for a moment 
at last I’ve been wanting to tell you 
how beautiful you are, since you’re 
grown. Where have you been? Your 
fuce Is shining. I could see It luminous 
In the dark street. Ernestine— don’t 
be silly. I'm trying to tell you I care 
for you—I—”

She pulled away from him with de­
termination.

“You’re the silly one,” she said Im­
patiently. “And dumb, as well.”  She 
passed him quickly, and closed the 
Joor behind her, shutting out his hand­
some, desirous face.

In her room, dressing for dinner, 
■he was furious with him for Intrud­
ing on the enchantment of her hour 
with Will. Didn’t he know that he 
oad made himself conspicuous, all last 
year, with his attentions to Lillian? 
He was not her lover. What was the 
matter with him?

Lillian came In from her room, 
which adjoined Ernestine’s, and the 
younger sister looked at the elder one 
with old but ever-fresh admiration.

“Loring was kidding me,” she told 
herself. “Of course he’s crazy about 
Lillian.”

Lillian was ash blond, and very 
lovely. Her eyes were a kind of deep 
violet, serene calm eyes, and her lips 
were thin and bright red, beauti­
fully cut. Her nose was patri­
cian, her skin a clear milky white, 
and she » ’ore Just enough rouge 
to give her a faint rose color and make 
her eyes more lovely. The two girls 
plunged at once Into the conversa­
tion of sisters, without beginning or 
end.

“ I’ve been to the matinee with Sadie 
end Juel. Sadie’s seen Pelancey’s 
•how ten times. She’s as crazy as 
•he can be. Imagine falling In love 
with an actor. She’s written him let­
ters and letters. But he won’t see 
her.”

“ She Is kind of old for that line,” 
■aid Ernestine, perched on the edge 
of her bed, a silk stocking In her 
bands. “ I saw Will Todd today.”

“ Will Todd? Who Is he?”
Ernestine reminded her, and Lil­

lian admitted thnt she remembered.
“ He's charming,” Ernestine said. 

“ I thought I ’d ask mamma to Invite
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him here for tea some afternoon, o 
for dinner, some night when he doesn’t 
work.”

Lillian stared, then laughed. “ I: 
you want to see him again, If you 
want an affair with him, don't tell 
mamma.” she advised Ernestine, “or 
that will be the end of It. A little 
lame boy about the house one summer 
Is quite a different matter from an at 
tractive grown man. Mamma will 
mike him miserable."

Ernestine considered this. “ I don’t 
see why,” she said stubbornly.

“Certainly you see, darling,” aud 
Lillian. “ We are not to have any l *  
regular affairs now. We are to marry.”

“ Well," suld Ernestine, “what of It? 
You can’t marry unless you’re asked. 
I can be friends with Will without 
marrying him, can’t 1?"

“ I doubt It,”  said Lillian calmly. 
“You always go to such extremes, 
Ernestine. You are always blunder­
ing around, tuklng such awful chances 
and making wild friends. You've been 
spoiled and have had your way about 
lots of things. But this Is one thing 
you can’t have.”

Ernestine pooh-poohed Lillian, but 
felt at the same time that she would 
say nothing about Will Just now.

“Beth's going to be married. She's 
going to marry Johnnie Allison."

“ I'm not surprised, are you?" asked 
Ernestine, thinking of Will's gestures 
—the way he moved his hands con­
tinually.

“No, I’m not surprised. It’s Just 
what she wanted. One ought to know 
what one wants. I do. We talked 
about It today.”

“ I can tell you what you want 
without talking to you about It,” said 
Ernestine with sisterly decision. “You 
want a house In Hubbard Woods, or 
else one of those big co-operatively 
owned apartments on the drive, near 
downtown. And you want a llmo- 
sine, and a rich handsome husband. 
You’ve got It all planned out.”

“ In detail,” agreed Lillian, unper­
turbed. “ I’ retty much as you named 
It. I want Loring, for myself—"

“Why don’t you ask him?” exploded 
Ernestine, her feelings a confusion of 
resentment thnt Lillian had showed 
her the fallacy of her own dream, of 
hurt for her sister, that Loring should 
have been such a fool, of scorn for 
these plotters.

“ I probably won’t need to,”  Lillian 
answered, and went on, before Ernes­
tine could interrupt her again; “ I f 
not Loring, then somebody much like 
him. I merely mentioned him as an 
example. After I ’ve been married a 
few years, I want a son, and If I get 
along 'nicely, I wouldn’t mind a daugh­
ter. I want everything right. A man 
who Is already a member of good 
clubs, so that the money he makes will 
take us in the right direction, and we 
won’t have to stand and wait. All 
right, go on and hoot. I know what I 
want, unyhow, and that’s more than 
you know.” She looked at Ernestine 
with some severity, and added darkly: 
“ What’s more, I ’ll get It. Watch me."

Ernestine could see Lillian as she 
had planned It all out. A correct 
house, a correct husband, perhaps even 
a correct baby or two. The same old 
business over and over, with correct 
people coming and going and Loring 
stalking hnudsomely about

Not for her. She knew what she 
wanted. She wanted love! She 
wanted something not mentioned on 
Lillian's list. She wanted passionate, 
romantic love. She wanted ndven 
ture, an inevitable great adventure.

Suddenly she stood trembling, her 
heart beating with great strong 
strokes. She was terrified with the 
intensity of her feeling, with the vivid, 
almost material picture of Will Todd’s 
violent personality before her. One 
person, one In all the world, and never 
anybody else. She wanted love, and 
all her wakening Instincts warned her 
that she had found it.

tHAPTER II

The Lady Promises
Again and again Ernestine resolved 

to tell mamma all about Will, but 
again and again her confidences fal­
tered before mamma's bright energy, 
before mamma’s staccato bossiness. It 
was really her first secret from her 
family, and she did not feel right 
about It. Of course she was old 
enough to have a friend If she »anted 
one, a friend of her own choosing, but 
Lillian's attitude thnt she was having 
un “aflfair," a romance on the side, 
purely for the thrill of It. dismayed 
her. Yet she couldn't tell mamma, 
and an Incident occurred which sealed 
her silence.

She had called Will on the telephone 
the next morning after her encounter 
«•ith him on the street, and thnt had 
been the beginning of an absorbing 
intimacy. lie  worked In the afternoon 
and at night six days a week. He had 
nothing better to do with his fore­
noons and Ills luncheon hour than 
share them with Ernestine. But the 
very time of these engagements made 
Ernestine safe from curiosity. It «a s  
a time of day exclusively the property 
of «omen lu mamma’s world. It 
would never have occurred to mamma 
thnt a love affair could have pro­
ceeded during a succession of fore­
noons.

And a love affair was what It rap 
Idly became. Ernestine could not pro­
long the time with Will enough to suit 
her. and his eagerness goon matched, 
then outrode, her own. His enrhus 
iasm. his energy were compelling and 
Ernestine felt the rousing and stir 
ring of her own personality In touch 
with his. Within a week she was dos 
perately In love. She had no room for 
any thought and feeling but those 
which concerned Will Todd. Present- 
y she realized that the termination 
f their friendship would be a true 
atnstrophe. and with this realization 

she began to prn.tlca aecrecy with 
skill and determination.

One blowy, gusty Sunday morning 
In December she had escaped church 
and met him and talked, hand In hand, 
as they alwayg talked, quickly, 
starvedly.

Eventually a little silence fell be­
tween them, and In Its magic, without 
speuking a word, they turned anil 
kissed each other, and smiled a little 
dimly and leaned together. The touch 
of lips, and then the pressure of cheek 
to cheek was magic. His arms slipped 
about her, and for a long, long time 
they sat In a s«-lng of Joy.

There was no word spoken, no prom­
ise, but Ernestine knew now that she 
must tell mamma. The family was 
home from church when she reached 
the house, sitting In the big living 
room, all of them engrossed In gossip. 
Mamma looked at Ernestine sharply.

“ Why didn't you come to church?"
“ I went for a walk," evaded Ernes­

tine, and her face flamed with color, 
for they all looked at her, and she felt 
that Will’s love-making was visible 
upon her. Mamma said no more, how­
ever, and Lillian turned to her with 
the news.

“You remember I told you Sadie 
Hall was In love with the actor, Lon 
Delancey?” Ernestine nodded, and Lil­
lian said with some satisfaction, “ Well, 
she finally succeeded In meeting him, 
and they were married last night. 
Every one was talking about It In 
church this morning."

“Well, what of it?” said Ernestine. 
“She can marry him, can't she?"

"Ernestine!” said her father stern­
ly. “ You kuow It Isn't suitable." He 
was a big man, a little too stout, with 
a handsome florid face. His brown 
eyes were warm and kind, but his big 
nose was acquisitive, his mouth stem 
and hard, a man of brilliant mind, but 
limited by prejudices.

“ It is her money he wants,”  said 
papa, “ and nothing else. The girl's a 
fool, and «a s  not brought up prop­
erly, or she «-ould never have done 
such a thing."

Loring put In his oar. ne was al- 
wnys there on Sundays, thought Ernes­
tine, who was tired of having him 
around.

“Any mnn who urges a girl to keep 
her love affair a secret from her folks 
Is a blackguard, and a girl may as 
well realize It first as last. No real 
mnn would do such a thing. He would 
be honorable.” He looked nt her when 
be said It, with such meaning that 
Ernestine felt a faint dismay.

“ But how ridiculous,” she exclaimed 
“ You al( know, every one of you, thnt 
If she had told her folks of her In­
fatuation, they would have carried her 
off to Europe, or had him forced out 
of town. They would have separated 
them Instantly.”

"But that’s why she ought to tell 
her people,” said papa. “No girl can 
trust her own Judgment, when she 
gets out of her own class. Her people 
know best, and she should confide In 
them.”

All this while mamma had been 
watching Ernestine. Mamma was so 
pretty, with her violet eyes, and 
smooth fair hnir, and her slender vig­
orous body. But mamma «a s  sharp.

“Neither of my girls would do such 
a thing,” she said now in her soft 
quick voice, but with a meaning thnt 
Ernestine and Lillian both sensed. “ I 
am sure thnt neither of my little girls 
would do such a thing to me— have a 
secret love affair. Would either of 
you ?"

"Don’t be nutty, mamma.”  advised 
Lillian, and Ernestine «a s  silent.

Later, alone, Lilllun turned to 
Ernestine eagerly.

“You’d better come across. I think 
the folks arejon to you."

“ You haven’t told them?”
"O f course not,” said Lillian Impa­

tiently. “ It’s your own business. But, 
Ernestine, you aren't really going to 
fall In love with him, are you? Papa 
would be furious.”

Ernestine shook the bright tears 
from her eyes and smiled at Lillian. 
After a moment, Lillian went on un­
certainly.

“Loring saw you yesterday morning. 
He asked me who the young man was, 
and I told him, but asked him not to 
mention It. Still he may tell. He's 
awfully -fond of you. Ernestine. He’s 
always telling me that you are Just 
like a little sister to him. He might 
feel It his duty to tell papa about 
you nnd Will.”

“But there's nothing about Will that 
anybody could object to," protested 
Ernestine. “ I'm not engaged to him, 
hut if  I should become engaged, I 
don’t see who could care. He’s fine 
and good and gentle. He’s brave, too, 
a real man.”

Lillian shook her head.
‘‘ It’»  your funeral," she said, with 

the heartless laissez-faire of her gen­
eration, which feared, above all 
things, that It might become its broth­
er’s keeper. “ But you know Just how 
papa would react to Will Todd. He’s 
the son of papa’s old carpenter. He’s 
poor, and he hasn't been to school, 
and he's not ve-y strong—there’s 
nothing hut objections to such an Idea. 
Ernestine. Anyhow. I can't see why 
you could let yourself even think of 
such a thing as getting engaged 
Imagine taking a chance like that I”

• • • • • • •
Will said nothing about marriage 

a *  was full of talk, cverfluwlng with

bla o » ’u vitality, enraptured with 
Ernestine's beauty and dearness. One 
day, however, »hen they had gone for 
their usual walk north along the lake 
shore, he seemed oddly silent and 
thoughtful, and at times he looked at 
her, as though wondering whether to 
speak his mind or not. When he left 
her, he kissed her again and again, 
and said oddly, “ Uemember me,” as 
though It were farewell.

"I'll see you tomorrow," she whis­
pered to him, nnd turned her fur 
collar up against the wind.

But she did not see him the next 
day, although she «-aited at their 
rendezvous for an hour past the time. 
Nor the next day. By the third day 
she was filled with deep dismay and 
fear. All sorts of questions whirled 
through her mind. Perhaps he had 
tired of her. It might he that the 
affair had run out for him, that he 
had never Intended to mnke more tliau 
a sweetheart out of her.

But she had only to think of his 
bright honorable fuce to kuow that 
there was some other reason behind 
his attitude. She had only to think 
of Ids eager kisses to know thnt he 
cared. She called him on the tele­
phone at Ills home, at ten o'clock. Ills 
mother answered and suld, in a low 
voice, that he was sleeplug.

“Would you waken him. It’s Im­
portant,” she suld, and stood shaking 
In the telephone booth, until she heard 
his voice, husky with sleep.

"This Is Ernestine," she said, trem­
bling.

At once there was an electric si­
lence, and then he said, In a voice 
now thoroughly uwake:

“ Well ?“
She could have cried. “ What’s the 

mntter. Will? Aren’t you going to see 
me again?”

“ Where are you?”
“I ’in at the drug store, at Wilson 

and Sheridan.”
“ I ’ll be there within an hour,” he 

told her.
He had not had breakfast, he said, 

shaking hands with her formally when 
they met. They went Into a little 
white tiled coffee shop, nnd he ordered 
his breakfast and sat opposite her In 
silent waiting. He looked terrible. His 
fuce, often white, was ravaged, and 
his eyes burned. But he was calm. 
He had reached some decision, nnd 
Ernestine knew that the initiative 
rested on her.

“ What’s the matter. Will?" she 
asked him, trembling again, and hat­
ing herself for It. It was awful to 
be such a slave.

“Your mother phoned me yester­
day."

“ Mamma I"
“ Sure— she asked me to come there 

to tea this afternoon. I told her I had 
to work. Didn’t you kuow she was 
going to ask me? I thought perhaps 
you told her to Invite me," said Will.

A little light dawned In Ernestine’s 
mind.

“ Is that the trouble?” she asked. 
“Do you think I ought to huve In­
vited you to my home?"

“Well," he said slowly, "why 
shouldn’t you — unless you were 
ashamed of me?”

How could she explain without 
wounding him?

“ But you see. Will—It has nothing 
to do with being ashamed. My first 
thought was to tell the folks, but then. 
It seemed they might disapprove of 
our friendship, and I want to keep It. 
And then—”

“ But don’t yon see, Ernestine, I 
can’t meet you any more, like this— 
out on the street, and In the library, 
and In restaurants and tearooms? I 
can’t do that to your parents. If they 
don’t wnnt you to go with me, I can’t 
coax you to do It—clandestinely.”

“Your mother's been teiliug you *i! 
thls."

“Yea,” he said. “I  confided In her. 
She showed me how It looks.”

“ Well, then, that’»  all there Is to It. 
You aren't wllliug to make the effort 
to be friends that I am You don’t 
understand how they’d be. They’d be 
so nice and so reasonable—and they’d 
separate us. Just as sure as fate 
You don’t know them as I do. It 
wouldn't be your character they'd ob­
ject to, or your folks. It would be 
your position and your lack of money 
and such things. Anyhow, It seems to 
be a little late to—to— ” she faltered 
Into silence.

Will looked at her with agitation.
“What do you mean—it's la'e, 

Ernestine?" he demanded.
But she could only look at him. If 

he did not understand, she could not 
explain.

“You mean—you care?" he asked 
a little breathlessly, and she smiled
tremulously.

“What did you think?” she asked 
him.

“ I didn't think, I guess," he said.
“ I never meant to make you love m e­
lt was so natural. I shouldn’t ha“ c 
touched you.”

"But you did, Will."
“ Let's go," he said, and paid the 

bill.
They walked out, swept now Into n 

unity which had been Increased, n >t 
broken, by their talk. They » ‘alked a

rl
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“ But You Know Just How Papa Would 
React to Will Todd.”

half mile or so and came to a de­
serted boathouse, where they sat down 
side by side upon an upturned row­
boat.

“You see, Ernestine," he told her 
solemnly, “we Just kind of Jumped 
Into it all. But It's real with me. It's 
love— and marriage, with me. I never 
thought much about such things— 
Just took you at what you » ’ere will­
ing to give. Everybody has dates out 
around to«’u. and I didn’t want to go 
to your house especially, nor think 
about that. And then, we got to car­
ing—nnd as soon ns I began to think 
about you as my wife, I began to 
think about all these other things; 
your money, your family position, and 
the darned Brlceland pride that I know 
more about than you do. And then, I 
wondered why you never took me 
home. And finally I talked to my 
mother. And I made up my mind to 
quit."

“ Without even giving me a chance? 
she nsked him.

She was in Ills arms now, and he 
said to her:

“ Will you ninrry me, Ernestine?"
“Of course. Today, if you like.”
“You'll have to tell your folks first,' 

he Insisted.
“Oh, Will,”  she cried. "Don't stand 

with them against me. They’ll sep 
arate us. Why do you suppose the? 
nsked you to the house today. If not 
to find out about you nnd how lutl 
mate our friendship had become, and 
to begin the business of breaking ll 
up? I know." She told him what 
papa said about Sadie Hall and tie 
actor Delancey. Ills arms grew slack 
about her. He sut a little uway, now 
distraught, silent.

(TO OF. CONTINUED.)
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Monarch and Minister Both Soldiers at Heart
I have said that Louis was military; 

from the childhood when he ranged 
little toy silver regiments and har­
nessed toy guns to dogs, to the .last 
great day before Perpignan. I have 
said thnt Richelieu was essentially a 
commander. Well, the two men having 
this one capital national quality In 
common, though very differently exer­
cised In each, were linked h.v It. They 
were both, at heart, soldiers.

Louis XIII would never have made 
o good general officer; Itlehelleii would 
not only have made one of the best 
general officers in history, hut did in 
practice net as a general officer of the 
highest talent; and If he had been 
called emperor Instead of cardinal 
the whole world would see It.

Louis X III could never have swept 
over a mass of detail with bis eye.

Unidentified
Buddy has two older brothers, nnd 

of course, picks up many of their 
choice expressions. The other day the 
thteo-.venr-old remarked; "Mamma, 
you’re s Mg fool 1“ “ Indeed. I’m not,” 
replied hi* mother, anil promptly 
spanked him. “Then daddy’s a big 
fool," Insisted the youngster. “ No he's 
not," returned his mother, Mnd 
spanked him again Then thrc.ugh his 
tears Buddy had his final say-so • 
“Well, someM-dji a big foul“

choosing the exact Instant In which 
to plant the blow, to fall on flip de 
fenslve, or to retire, organize, arid 
triumph through organization. lb 
could not ever have handled great 
numbers of men.

Richelieu had i’ ll those qualities. 
Rut both inen differing so vastly li 
the degree of their military tnlen< 
were military to the core, nnd there!» 
Is found the true point of contact lie 
tween them.—From “ Itl:hellen,”  b> 
Hilaire Belloc.

Not si Bad a» It Sound*
If you heard a West Point cadet sat 

casually. “ I saw a beast come out ot 
the boodler’s with his drag, all spoone 
op. and start on a l ‘. S. with u ska 
In his face," It would mean slmpl- 
tlils: "A young cadet, honing tlip cmle 
restaurant with the girl he is to taki 
to a hop.”

You must understand that the gl. 
is adequately togged out for the »lane, 
and that the cadet, stacking a rip 
arette, was taking her for a stroll be 
fore starting for the hop. A “hop” 1 
a dance, of course.

Country Boy’s Advantage
Insurance statistics show that tb 

,fe expectancy of a boy who lives l 
the country I* seven years great- 
»ban tbr.t sf tb* city boy.

When
Babies

Babies will cry, often for no 
apparent reason. You may not 
know what’s wrong, but you can 
always give Castoria. This soon 
has your little one comforted; if 
not, you should call a doctor. 
Don’t experiment with medicines 
intended for the stronger systems 
of adults 1 Most of those little 
upsets arc soon soothed away by 
a little of this pleasant-tasting, 
gentle-acting children’s remedy 
that children like.

It may be the stomach, or may 
be the little bowels. Or in the case 
of older children, a sluggish, con­
stipated condition. Castoria is still

Jap Aationomers Proud
of Great Observatory

The largest nstronomlcal observa­
tory In the Far East, and one which 
Is surpassed only by observatories 
In Germany nnd the United States, 
has Just been completed in Snnukn 
a small suburb of Tokyo. The total 
cost of the work Is put at $200,000. 
The length of the telescope Is 11 
meters and the diameter of the 
lens 20 Inches. Work on the build­
ing to house this and many other 
scientific Instruments which nre In 
eluded In the observatory equipment 
has been going on for more than 
three years under the direction of 
Doc'or Hushlmoto, it noted special­
ist In astron :ideal Instruments. 
“At last the time has come when 
Japanese astronomers can work 
freely,” the doctor said after the 
observatory had been opened. “A l­
though we have had the will to go 
more deeply Into astronomical lines 
In this country, we have been un­
able to do so because of luck of 
equipment. The situation was tanta­
mount to being nt war without 
weapons. We shall now be able to 
engage In friendly rivalry with our 
brother astronomers In all parts of 
the world.”

Sport* by Television Near
Football, baseball, cricket nnd 

other games may be projected by 
television, nccording to Sir Ambrose 
Fleming, Inventor of the Fleming 
valve. In a recent address heforo 
the physical society In London he 
snld this could he accomplished by 
the use of mirrors. Operators could 
employ a large mirror In throwing a 
small nnd very brilliant scene on a 
seunnlng disk. Behind this mirror 
could be placed a p ’oto-eleetrle cell, 
which would have projected on It n 
brtlllan‘ Image spot by spot, ns the 
scanning disk rotated. For this to 
he successful It would he necessary 
to mnke the photo-electric oell much 
more sensitive than those at present 
In use.

Sundial Made of Cement
One of the suburbs of San Fran­

cisco litis undertaken to attract some 
attention to Itself by erecting the 
largest sundial ever made. It Is made 
of concrete and Its top Is high above 
the heads of the spectators nnd Its 
shadow Is cast upon the ground 
which Is marked off for the purpose 
of Indicating the time. The Inclined 
surface o f the dial Is often Irrever­
ently used by children for the pur­
pose of a kelly slide.

the thing to give. It is almost
certain to clear up any minor 
ailment, and could by no possi­
bility do the youngest child the 
slightest harm. So it’s the first 
thing to think of when a child has 
a coated tongue ; won’t play, can’t 
sleep, is fretful or out of sorts. 
Get the genuine; it always has 
Chas. H. Fletcher’s signature 03 
the package.

Blundering Fool
“ My husband Is forty. You wouldn’t 

believe it. lint there Is ten year* 
difference In our ages.”

“ Impossible I I’m sure you look 
quite as young i , he does.”—London 
Tlt-Itits.

COULD HARDLY 
DO HER WORK

Strengthened by Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegetable Com­

pound

Mission, Tex.— “I have used a good 
deal of your medicine and always find 

it gives wonderful 
help. I was feeling 
so weak and miser­
able that I had to 
lie down very of­
ten and I could 
h a r d l y d o m y  
housework. I read 
in the paper how 
Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable 
Com pound had 
h e l p e d  o t h e r  
women who wera

in the same condition so 1 said I  will try 
it for myself. I  am very much better 
now and I recommend this medicine, 
and will answer letters from »vomcn ask­
ing about it.” —Mrs. J. W. Albf.rteon, 
1015 Miller Avenue, Mission, Texas.

Real L iv ing Room*
The beds have been tnken out of 

the American living room. "Living 
room” now means something In our 
lives.—Woman’s Home Companion.

SLY 
1MPLES!

J  Nature’s warning - help nature clear j  
J  your complexion und paint red rose* f J  In your pale, scl!ow cheek*. Truly f  

J wonderful result* follow thorough j 
'c o lo n  c loan u in ff. TakeNR — (
F NATURE'S R fM IU Y - to  regulate j 

J  and Btrcngrthen your eliminative or- ,
■  gans. Watch the transformation. *

Try NR instead o f mere laxatives.
Mild. safe, porcly veccUUe at dr n«gis(s. eefy2S« 

I I KL LIKE A MIL LION. TAKE

TO-NIGHT
TOMORROW ALf t l CHT

W. N. U„ Portland, No. 28-1930.

Placing the Blame
"I’m a self-made man.”
"Thnt relieves some one of an un­

pleasant responsibility."

Don’t
be Stung!

Flit is 1old only 
in this yellow 
can with the 
black band.

H ere’s the sure, quick, easy way 
to k ill all mosquitoes indoors 
and keep ’em away outdoors!

pray 
’clean smelling.
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4s-. WorU*
é<‘st id l in g  Insect V*-1 O into Sumo tas

C u t i c u r a

- P ÿ f ’f fe :. . . .

M
TALCUM

ID EAL for every member of the 
family, for Baby after the bath, 
for Mother as a finishing touch 
to her toilet . . . and for Father 
after shaving.
Talcum 25c. Ointment 25c. 50c. Soap 25a 

Prmpritton: Potter Dru# A Chemical 
Corporation, Maiden. Massachusetts


