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CHAPTER X).—Continued.
e} Pace

It was about the middle of the fol
lewing nfternoon when the Adventurer
poked lier blunt nose around a polnt of
land, and came Into full view of the
squalld hamlet of Yellow Banks. A
half-hour later we Iay snuggled up
aguinst the shore, holding position
amid several other boats made fast
to stout trees, busily unloading, and
thetr brond gangplanks stretehing from
forward deck to bsnk. The roust-
abouts began unlonding cargo at once,
a steady stream of men, black and
white, burdened with whatever load
they could snatch up, moving on an
endless run across the stiff plank, and
up the low bank to the drier summit,
It chanced to be my good fortune to
eacape, this labor, having been detalled
by Mapes to drag boxes, bales and bar-
rels forwurd to where the hurrylng
bearers could grasp them more read-
ily. This brought me close to the for-
ward stairs, down which the departing
passengers trooped, threading thelr fn-
secure way among the trotting labor-
ers, In an effort to get ashore,

Reynolds' troops, all militia, and the
greater part of them mounted, were an
extremely  sorry-looking lot—sturdy
enough physically, of the pioneer type,
but bearing little soldierly appearance,
and utterly ignorant of discipline. The
men had chosen officers from out their
own ranks by popular election, and
these exercised their nauthority very
largely through physical prowess,

We had an excellent illustration of
this soon after t¥ing up at the landing.
A tall, lank, ungainly officer, with a
face go distinetly homely as to Instant-
ly attract my attention, led his com-
pany of men up the river bank, and
ordered them to transport the plle of
commissary stores from where they
had been promiscuously thrown to a
drier spot farther back. The officer
was a captain, to Judge from certaln
stripes of red cloth sewed on the
shoulders of his brown jean blouse,
but his men were far from prompt in
obeying his command, evidently hav-
ing no tnste for the job. One among
them, apparently their ringleader iIn
inciplent mutiny, an upstanding bully
with the jaw of a prize fighter, took It
upon himself openly to defy the officer,
exclalming profanely that he'd be d—4
if he ever enlisted to do nlgger work.
The others langhed, and jolned in the
revolt, until the captain unceremoni-
ously flung off his blouse, thus divest-
ing himself of every vestige of rank,
and proceeded to enforce his authority.
It was a battle royal, the soldlers
crowding eagerly about, and yelling
encouregement Impartially first to one
combatant, and then another.

“Kick him in the ribs, Sam|"

“Now, Abe, you've got him—crack
the d—n cuss' neck.”

“By golly! that's the way we do It In
ol’ Balem.”

“He's got yer now, Jenkins, he's got
yer now—good boy, Abe"

Exaectly what occurred I could not
sce, but when the circle of wildly ex-
cited men finally broke apart, the blg
rebel was lylng flat on his back in the
yellow mud, and the irate officer was
indleating every inclination to press
him down out of sight.

“Hav yer hed ’'nough, Sam Jen-
kins?' he questioned breathlessly.

“Then, blame ye, say so0."
“All right,

this time."
“Will yer tote them passels?”

discomfited Jenkins,

Abe—yer've bested me

The one of

“I'm Abe Lincoln of Salem, Illinoy, an'
| Ain't Got but One Job Right Now."”

whose eyes was closed, and full of
elay, altempted a sickly grin.

“H—! yes,” he admitted,
admire ter dew It."

The conqueror released his grip, and
stood up, revealing his fall height, and
reaching out for the disearded blouse,
quletly slipped 1t on. One of the Ad-
venturer's passengers, an officer In
uniform, golng ashore, anolher tall,
spare man, had halted on the gang-
plank to watch the contest. Now he
stepped forward to greet the vietor,
with smiling eves and outstretched
hand.

“Not #0o badly done, captaln,” he
sald cordinlly., “I am Lieut, sefferson
Davig of (Genernl Atcheson's staff, and
may hive o good word to say regard-
ing your eMelency some time"

The otheer wiped his elay-bespattered

“I'd sure
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fingers on his dingy jean pants, and
gripped the offered hand,

“Thank ye, sir,” he answered good
humoredly. “I'm Abe Lincoln of Sa-
lem, Nlinoy, an’ T aln’t got but just one
Job right now—that's ter make them
boys tote this stuff, an' I reckon
they're goin' ter do 10"

With the exchange of another word
or two they parted, and not until
thirty years later did I realize what
that chance meeting meant, there In
the clay mud of Yellow Banks, at the
edge of the Indian wilderness, when
Abraham Lincoln of Illinols and Jeffer-
son Davis of Mississippl stood in com-
radeship with clasped hands.

We had unloaded perhaps a quarter
of our supplies, when an officer sudden-
Iy appeared over the crest of the bank
and hailed the eaptain. There was n
tone of authority in his voice which
caused us to knock off work and lis-
ten.

“Is Captain Corcoran there? I bring
orders from headquarters, You are to
discontinue unloading, captain, retaln
the remalnder of the provisions on
board and prepare at once to take on
men"”

“Take on men? We are not to return
south, then?"

“No; you're going in the other direc-
tion—up the Rock.
busy."”

He wheeled his horse and disap-
peared, leaving the angry captain
venting his displeasure on the vacant
alr. Kirby, evidently from some posi-
tion across the deck, broke in with a
sharp question.

“What is that, Corcoran? Did the
fellow say you were not going back to
St. Louis?”

“That's Just what he said. We've
got to nose our way up Rock river,
with a lot of those measly soldliers
abourd. Were you, Mapes, stop that
unlonding, and get steam up—we've
got to put in a night of It."

“But,” insisted Kirby
“T'm not going up there;
any hogts going down?”

“How the h— should 1 know? Go
ashore and find out—you haven't any-
thing else to do.”

The men below knocked off work
willingly enough and, taking advan-
tage of the confusion on board, 1 en-
deavored to creep up the stairs and
gain a view of the upper deck. But
both Mapes and the second mate made
this attempt Impossible, forcing me
Into the ranks of the others and com-
pelling me to restow the cargo. So far
as I could percelve, no attempt to de-
part was made by anyone, excepting
a big fellow with a red mustache, who
swore profanely as he struggled
through the mud, dragging a huge
valise,

The situation puzzied and confused
me, What cholee would Kirby and the
deputy make? If once up Rock river
the Adventurer might very likely not
return for weeks, and it did not seem
to me possible that the impatient gam-
bler would consent to such a delay,
Every advance northward brought
with it a new danger of ex-
posure., These were Illinois troops
to  be transported—not regulars,
but milltia, gathered from a hundred
hamlets—and many among them would
be open enemlies of slavery. Let such
men a8 these, rough with the ploneer
sense of justice, once suspect the sito-
ation of those two women, especlally
if the rumor got abroad among them
that Elolse was white, and the slave-
hunter would have a hard row to hoe,
And I made up my mind such a rumor
should be sown broadcast; aye, more,
that If the necessity arose, 1 would
throw off my own disguise and front
him openly with the eharge. I could
do no more,

It wns only an aceldent which gave
me a4 clue to the real program. Mapes
sent me back Into the vacant space
Just forward of the paddle-wheel, seek-
Ing a lost eanthook, and. ns I turned
nbout to return, the missing toolin my
hand, I pnused a moment to glance
curfously out through s slit In the
hoat's planking, attracted by the sound
of a loud volce uttering & command.
I was facing the shore and a body of
men, ununiformed, slouching along
with small regard to order, but each
hearing a rifle acrosg his shoulder,
were Just tipping the ridge pnd plow-
ing thelr way down through the slip-
pery clay In the directlon of the for
ward gangway., Although 1 saw, not
for an lostant did my goeze linger on
thelr disordered ranks The sight
which held me motionless was rather
that of a long, hroad plank, protected
on either gide by a rope rall, streteh-
Ing from the slope of the second deck
geross the narrow gulf of water, untll
It rested Its other end firmly agninst
the bank.

The meaning of this was sufficiently
apparent. For some reason of hig
own, Kirby had evidently chosen this
means of attalning the and
thrqugh personal friendship, Corcornn
had eansented to ald bis purnose The
reason, plainly enough, was that by use
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of this stern geongwuy the lnnding par
ty would be enubled to att the hinnk
without the nes ty of pushing thelr
way throngh the crowd af aing
ers furward, And the pa Ve Tingd jns=t
heen pecomplished, for, ng my eyes Lo
cussedd the sorte they rivy e
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ing over tne crest—a vague glimpse,
but sufficient, At the same Insinnt
hands above begnn to draw in . the
plank.

There was but one thing for me to
do, one actlon to take—follow them,
Dropping the eanthook, 1 turned aft
and erept forth through a small open-
ing onto the wooden frame which sup-
ported the motlonless paddiewheel,
chooging for the scene of operations
the river side, where the boat effective-
ly concealed my movements from any
prying eyes ashore. I lowered myself
the full length of my arms, dangling
there an Instant by clinging to the
framework, then loosened my grip and
dropped sllently into the rushing wa-
ters beneath.

CHAPTER XII.
My Friend, the Deputy Sheriff.

Well below the surface, yet impelled
swiftly downward by the sturdy rush
of the current, sweeping ubout the
steamer's stern, I struck out with all
the strength of my arms, anxlous to at-
tain in that first effort the greatest
possible distance. I came panting up
to breathe, my face lifted barely above
the surface, dashing the water from
my eyes, and casting one swift glance
backward toward the landing. Great
volumes of black smoke swept forth
from the funnels and my ears could
distinguish the ceascless hiss of steam.

“Who Are Yer? Frien' o' Mine?"

Agunin I permitted my body to sink Into
the uepths, swimming onward with
ensler stroke, satisfied I had not been
seen.

1 swam slowly ashore, creeping up
the low bank into the secluslion of a
shallow, sandy gully, scooped out by
the Iate ralns, Immediately about me
nll was silent, the steadily deepening
gloom rendering ;| my surroundings
vaguely indistinct.

Thus far I possessed no plan—ex-
cept to seek her. [ would venture for-
ward, rather blindly trusting that good
fortune might direct my steps aright.
1 would have to discover first of nll,
where Kirby had taken Elolse—Into
whose hands he had deposited the girl
for safekeeping. This task ought not
to be difficult. The settlement was
small, and the camp Itself not a large
one; no such party could hope to en-
ter its confines without attracting at-
tention, and cau:<‘ng comment, Once
I had thus succeeded in locating her,
the rest ought to prove comparatively
easy—a mere matter of action. For I
had determined to play the spy no
longer; to cease belng a mere shndow,
I proposed finding Eloise, and telling
her the whole truth; following that,
and assured of her support, 1 would
defy Kirby, denounce him If necessary
to the military authoritles, ldentifying
myself by means of my army commis-
glon, and Inslst on the immediate re-
lease of the girl. The man had broken
no law—unless the wanton killing of
Shrunk could be proven against him—
and I might not be able to compel his
arrest. Whatever he suspected now
relative to his prisoner, he had orig-
inally supposed her to be his slave, his
property, and hence possessed a right
now under the law to restrain her -
erty. But even I I was debarred from
bringing the man to punishment, I
could break his power, and overturn
his plans. Beyond that it would be a
personal matter between us: and the
thought gave me joy,

I attalned my feet, confident and at
ense, and advanced up the gully, mov-
Ing eautiously, so ns not to run bilind
Iy upon some sentry post In the dork-

ness, There would be nervous sol-
dlers on duty, Hable to fire at uny
sound, or susplelous movement, and It

was a parl of my plan to penetrate the
lines unseen, and without Inviting ur
rest, I was standing vocertain, when
the dim figure of a mwan, unguesiionn
bly drunk, came weaving his uncertain
way along n footpath which ran with
in a yard of my poSition. The sudden
binzlng up of a fre revealed the un
mistnkable features of the deputy
“Hlullo,” 1 sald, bapplly, stepplug di

rectly before him. "“When did you
come ashore?"

“Hello, verself,” he munuged to
ejnculate  thickly., "Who are yer?
frien' o' ming?"

“Why, don't yeér remember me, ol

mun? We wus talkln' tergether comin’
up. I wus goin' fer ter enlist,”

“H-—1! yes; glad ter see yer. Sum
hot whisky et this camp—tried eny "

“No,” 1 answered, grasping uat the
opportunity to prouse his generosity,
“1 alp’t got no coin to buy. I'm flat
bhroke; maybe yer cud stake me for o
bite ter ent "

“Eatl" he one

Aung arm lovingly

ubout my shoulders, and burst !nto
lpughter. “Yer bet yer lfe, we're a
goln' ter eat, an' driok toa, 1 don't go
buck on none o ther bhoys, Yer never
erd nuthin' ke tSel "bout Tim lken
1 reckon, Eut, sure-—yer ku
Tuel Hale?

“ever heerd the nnme.™

“What, never heerd o' Jock Ilul

OF miver man, half hoss, half alligntor;
uster tend bar In Saint Louee, He's
up yere now, a sellin' forty.rod ter so
Jers, Cum @ ‘long with him fram
Benrdstown. Frien' o' mine., Yor just
cum 'long with me—thas ail"

I permiltted him to lead me, hiz volee
never consing as we followed the dim
trail, 1 made out little of what he
snlld, nor did I guestion him. The
trail ended before a two-room log
ceabin, g0 deeply hidden n the woods
as to be revealed mercly by a glimmer
of light shining out from within
through chinks Io the walls, Tim fum-
bled for the Iateh and finally opened
the door, lurching across the threshold,
dragging me along after him. There
were two men at a sloppy table, a dis-
reputable looking white woman stir
ring the contents of a pot hung over
the open fire, and a fellow behind the
bar, attired in a dingy white apron, It
was all sordid enough, and dirty—a
typleal frontler grogshop: but the
thing of most Interest to me was the
proprietor. The fellow was the same
red-mustached Individual whom I had
wntched disembark from the sieamer
that same afternoon, slipping In the
yellow mud as he surmounted the
bunk, dragging his vallse along after
Iim, So It was this fellow passenger
who had given these fugitives refuge;
It wns hils presence In Lhese parts
which had decided Kirby to make the
venture ashore. He glanced up ot our
entrance, the glare of light overhiend
revenling a deep, ugly scar across his
chin and a palr of deep-set, scowling
tvVes,

“Back In time fer supper, hey, Ken-
nedy,” he growled, none too cordially.
“Who's yer frien'?"

“A feller what's goln'
He's all right, Joack,”
coughed thickly. “Le's liquor, an' then
we'll eat. I'm payin' the blll—so
whut's it ter yer?"

“Nuthin® "tall; eny frien’ o' yers gits
ther best I have."

He set out a squat bottle on the bar,
and thinking it best to humor the both
of them I poured out a stiff drink,
fully aware that Rale was observing
my features closely.

“Seen yer afore sumwhar, ain't 17"

“1 reckon.” 1 replied Indifferently,
watching Tim fill his glass. 1 worked
my way up on the boat; snw yer on
hoard.”

“Sure; that's 1t; 'taio’t In my line
fer ter forgit a face, Yer aln't en-
listed yit?"

“No; I reckon I'lIl wait till maunin',
an' elean up a bit furst. How ‘bout
gum soap an' water ‘fore I eat?—an'
yer cudn't loan me a razor, cud ye?'

“Wal' I got plenty o' water, an' may-
be cud scare up sum soap. Tim yere
he's got a razor, an’ if he's a frien' o'
yers, 1 reckon he mought lend It ter
yer."

The depuly gulped down his drink,
antd smacked his lips, clinging with
one hand to the bar, regarding we lov-
Ingly.

“Sure; he's a friend o' mine.
him myself soon's I git sober, Whut's
thet? Yer can't wait? Oh, all righ’
then, take It yverself, Mighty fin' razor,
ol' man,"

quo found me a tin basin, water, a
bit of rag for a towel, and & small,
cracked mirror, In which my reflection
was gearcely recognlzable, He was a
man of few words, contenting himself
with uttering merely a dry comment on
Kennedy, who had dropped back into
a convenlent chalr and buried hiz face
on the table.

“Tim's n good fellow, nn' 1 never saw
him so blame drunk afore,” he sald, re-
gretfully, “He an' Kirby hed a row,

ter enlist.
the deputy hle-

Shave

aw’ I reckon thet's whut started him

drinkin'”

“A row; a quarrel, you mean?" for-
getting mysell In surprise. “Who's
Kirby 1"

“Joe Kirby ; yer sure must know him
if yer a river man. Slim sorter feller,
with n smooth face; slickest gambler
ever wus, I reckon."

“Why, of course,"” getting control of
myself once more. “We pleked him
up, "long with Tim, down river, Hed
two women with 'em, didn't they?
run-away niggers?”

Rale winked facetionsly, evidently
rather proud of the exploit ag It hod
been related to him,

“Wal', ther way I understan', they
wa'n't both of "em niggers; however,
that wos the story told on board. This
yere Joe Kirby Is pretty slick, let me
tell vou. One of "em's o white gurl,
who just pretended she wus o nlgger.
I reckon thet even Kirby didn't eateh
on ter her game at furst; an' when he
did he wus too blame smart ter ever
let her know, She don't think he
knows yvet, but slie's liable fer ter find
out mighty soon."

“But he cannot hold a
an," 1 protested stoutly.

“Can't, hey! Wal', I reckon there
are wuys o' even doin' thet, an' If thar
be, Kirhy'!l find It. I reckon ghe won't
ter ralse @ holler fore
he's got her tled good an' strong.”

‘Do yvou menn,” [ nsked, horrified,
“that he will compel het to marry
him?%"

“Sum smart Hitle guesser, nin't ver?
I reckon she's In g right smart way ter
do it, et thet"

“And wus this the cause of the quar
rel hetween Kirby nnd Kennedy 1

“Wal', 1 reckon It wus; leastwise
Tha wodu't be mixed up in the affalr
nons. They hed It prutty blame hot,
an' I reckon thar'd bin a dead deputy
it hedn't bin fer me. Tim thought 1|
wus a prutty gud frien' an' cum over
yere ter llguor, an' eat. Ther joke ov
it Is, e never know'd thet Joe hed told

white wom-

find no chanee

me all 'bout the fix he wuz In, nfore
we cum ashore, H—, It wus all fixed
up whut wus ter ba done—only woe

Mdn't expect the stenmer wus goin® on
north, Thar's sum boys wantin'
drink ; see yur agin”

1 tipished shaving, making no ar
temnpt ta hurery, busily thinking ovel
this pew situation. lo the first place

why had Kale rold me oo et teh
convineed the mun had some purposs
in his conversation, and that he hiod
not finished all he Intended to say,
when the entrance of customers coms
pelled his return to the bar,  His pagt-
ing words Implied that, Perhaps the
revolt of the deputy made it nocessary
for the conspirators ¢o select another
helper to properly enrry out thele ne-
farlous scheme, and Rale had declded
that T might answer. [ hoped this
might prove the explnnation and de-
termined to seck the earllest oppor
tunity to lmpress upon that individual
the fact that 1 was desperately in
need of money, nnd decldedly Indifter
ent as to Row it was obtalned,

The two soldiers, whose entrance
had interrupted our talk, remained ot
the bar drinking untll after 1 had
completed my tollet, and were still
there Hstenlng to a story Rale was
telling when the slatternly white wom-
an announced that supper was ready
to serve. Tim slept soundly, while the
other men remained engrossed In their
game of cards. Rale glunced about
at these as though to reassure hime
self that they were intent on thelr
play then, removing his apron, he
crossed the room and drew up a chalr
opposite me.

“All right, 8al,” he grunted shortly,
“Bring on whut yer got."

He remained silent, staring moodily
at the fire, untll after the woman had
sprend ont the dishes on the table be-
fore him. Then hig eyes fell upon the
fare.

“Nice looking mess that,” he
growled, surveying the repast with un-
digguiged disgust. “No wonder we
don't do no business with thet kind ov
a cook, No, yer needn’t stay—go an'
make up them beds In the other room.
I'll watch things yere.)"

I judged the fellow had come over
intending to resume our interrupted
conversation, but hardly knew what
he had best venture. [ declded to glve
him a lead.

“I ain't got no money, myself,” 1 be.
gnn to explain, apologetically, “but
Tim thar sed he'd pny my bill"

“Sure, that's all vight; I ain't a wor-
ryln’ none, Maybe 1 might put yer in
an casy way o gettin' hold o' a little
coln—thet is If ye ain't too blame per-
ticnlar,”

“Me!" T Inughed. "“Well, 1 reckon
I don't alm fer ter be thet. I've bin
ten years knockin' 'bout between New
Orleans an' Saint Louee, stenmbontin'
mostly. Thet sort o' thing don't make
no saint out’'r eny kin'd man, I reckon.
What sort'r job Is it?"

He eyed me cautiously, as though
not altogether devold of susplelon.

“Yer don't somehow look jJjust the
same sort o' chap, with them ther'
whiskers shaved off,” he acknowledged
soberly. “Yer a sight hetter lookin'
then 1 thought yer wus, an' a sight
younger. Wha wus it yer cum frum?”

“Frum Saint Louee, on the boat, If
thet's what yer drivin' at"

“*Tain't what I'm drivin’ at, Whar
else did yer cum frum afore then?
Yer ain't got no bum's face.”

“Oh, I see; well, I can't help that,
kin I? I wus ralzed down In Misslssip',
an' run awiy when I wus fourteen.
I've been a driftin® ‘long ever since,
I reckon my face nin't goin' ter hurt
none so long ns the pay is right."

“No, I reckon maybe it won't. Fve
seed sum baby faces In my time thet
sure hed the devil behiond ‘em. Whut's
yer name?"

“MofTett—=Dan Moffett.” .

He fell sllent, and I was unpleasants
ly aware of his continued scrutiny, my
heart beating flercely, as 1 endeavored
to force down more of the food as an
excuse to remaln at thea table. What
would he declde? Finally he spoke

I Was
Continued Scrutiny.
He Declde?

Unpleasantly Aware of Hia

What Would

onece more, but gruffly enough, leaning |
forward, and lowerlng his volee to n
hoarse whisper,

“Wal' now see yere, Moffett, 'm

goin' fer ter be d—— plain with yer,
I reckon yer whut yer say ye are, fer |
thar aln't no reason, fer as 1 Kin seo, |
why we should lle 'bout It. Yer flat
hroke, an' need coln, an' I'm tukin' ye
at yer own waord-—thet ye don't enre

aoverly much how yet git it, 'Thet
true?" |

“Just 'bout—so It aln't no hangin'
Jl]h,"

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Solftude,

What period do you think I reeall
most frequently and most willlngly
in my dreams? Not the pleasures of
iny youth; they are too rare, too much
mingled with bitterness and now too
distant, I recall the period of my se-
vlusion, of my solitury wnlks, of the
flecting but dellelous days that I have
passed entirely by ryself, with my
beloved dog, my old cat, with the
rds of the fleld, the hinds of the
forest, with all nature and her incos

celvable Aulbor,—Rousseau.

Those Women Who
Dread Middle Life

-IIRB. A. Gmmom :l')l; Woul Aves

THE “BLUES”

Caused by

Acid-Stomach

Millions of people who worry, are despome
dent, have spells of mental depression,
blue and are often melancholy, bllll“ t
thess conditions are dus to outside infus
over whioh tho‘ have little or mo cont
Nearly alwayn, however, they can be lr
te an intarnal source—seld-ste Nor
it to be wondmud at. Acid-stomach, begins
ning with such well definad l'rmnlm u In-
digestion, belohing, heartburn,
will, if not ehoelmi. in time .lrm u.'g
doegrees or other all the vital organs.
narvous aystom bacomos deranged, Dlﬁul
suffors. The blood la Impoverished
and strength are underminsd. 'ﬂu vietim
acld-stomac although he m
the cause of his allments, lll o]
courage, ambition and energy utipntal.
truly lfe s dark—not worth mus
man or woman whoe has acld-stomach|
Qet rid of it! Don't let sold-stomach hold
ou back, wreck your health, make yous
# miserable, make you a vietim of
M| u" and nﬁ”

1
marvelous m 'ﬁ"'n 1h1
that brings, oh! such qulnk rellef from
stomach minerios—sota your st torl
on It sirong, cool, aweat com
Helps you got back your st

mnuyh enthusiasm and good n onr.

unr t otunu n thousa
C with ou
cl !ul malls tha wu nre

the o 1l e
TR e M"'gfo
tutlnl mmu |hn r
bit of candy—from your d
will return your mnl\tl’ u rmltc nn
aven more than you expect

ATONIC

(FOR YOUR ACH

Aol
- el L] -
FRECKLES EE istiarages
" ~ Its Present Use. '
“What's a menu, pa?”
“It 1s n printed paper with the

prices of food to show you what you
cun't get."

Cuticura Soothes Baby Rashes,
That itch and burn with hot baths
of Cuticura Soap followed by gentle
anointings of Cuatleura Olntment.
Nothing better, purer, sweeler, espe-
clally if a little of the fragrant Cutl-
curn Talcum Is dusted on at the fin.
fgh. 25¢ each everywhere.~Adyv.

The Reason.

“I'ress ngents rarely go Into bank-
ruptey.” “No wonder. ‘Thelr He-nblll-
ties are nlso thelr assets,"

If you use Red Cross Ball Blue in
your lnundry, you will not be troubled
by those tiny rust spots, eften caused
by inferlor blulng. Try it and see,

Huppiness 1s something a fellew has
to enrn for himself; no one else can

hand it to him,
—_—

ge——

Nlibt and M

4 7 Smart or Burn, if

Infant or Adult. Atall
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