
Because price is the last thing we think of. We make this soup as good
as soup can be made, regardless of cost to us. And this quality makes
our output so large that we buy and operate on the most econom-
ical scale In one day we have put up as many as 426,000 cans of
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TJOW is such perfect tomato soup as Campbell's
possible at the price ?

Btoi \u25a0 \u25a0

-.

I
- '

And we have other unequalled advantages in producing this soup.
The climate and soil of southern New Jersey produce the best tomatoes inthe world. An.l

they grow close to our factory; so that they do riot have to be picked green and transported <>n
tiams. We get them fresh from the vines inperfect condition; and without freightbills topay.

Our exclusive condensing process notonly preserves the flavorand freshness <>f the ripe

tomatoes but it saves money on c.t:;s. boxes, packing, freight,etc. And youdon ftpay forwatt r
The contents \u25a0 >:" every can makes Iwice its volume ••:' the richest. mo.>t v;

-
(-

isfying tomato soup you ever tasted. It' you do not think so the groce
returns your money. Could anything be fairer'

le same with all Campbell's .-.<>\u25a0.:;>*.

21 kinds 10c a can•• .
\u25a0 ii i:. illon M II • tanief
( !,:;. ( lion i.r \I nor l.r- th I .:
i \u25a0 S»lll!ll6 \u25a0\u25a0 i ', I
i:., n le Pra Veg, \u25a0

elli-Tomato

Just .:.Li hot

Ibettci rit< us foi ifit • ;\u25a0 ..t I,-. pbell's Meni-
1:!! !\u25a0. :•. :. \u0084 ;•\u25a0 int.• foi tl cI -\ !\u25a0 Bewife.

|OSI IF! CAMPI ELL ( \u25a0
•

\u25a0

\u25a0
\u25a0 : \u25a0 N I

.ook for the red-and-white labe

One thing the wise col- II
legegirl knows. Karo II
makes dandy fudge, IJ

mtter-scotch and taffy m
—and that she can't get the same \u25a0
;oodness and flavor without it.

I\u25a0
dness and flavor without it. I\u25a0

tis a pure, wholesome sweet for \u25a0 I
IIcooking and table uses

—
and \u25a0 I

i£rees with everybody. II

Ksro\\CORN SYRUP II
Rat it on Use it for H B
Griddle Cakes (tinker Bread II
Hot Biscuit Cookies II
Waffles Candy II
Semi your name on a post card for

Karo Cook Itonk
—

fifty paftf-i,includ- B^Ainn thirty perfect recipes for home \u25a0 I
candy making. \u25a0 \u25a0

Corn Products Refining Company II
Dept. N NEW YORK P. 0. Box 161 II

M \u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 1. 1.;.-' T"" '. \u25a0• you bULWiUwitia
dealers* profits. We /iv. .. liiiui-lifXnl]
mi; en irnitcp of satis! in and RBmUUM
Ruvcjou '\u25a0\u25a0'• 1-8 percent. Hiil3K3sQ

\On can buy the well-known Krcul \u25a0gHnH
I£ug. revi'rsil.lo, all wool tinish. at rsbuSnillSßk
i»::.T.%. Our l!ru»»el!-> Itujr. irrc:it- \u25a0BBHCJBBBB
,-,tvalue known. \u2666 I.Si. Splendid «n<le «rua««-l« I

Mag. 3x12 ft..*1I.ram-
ous Invincible *.-1%<I«.
9x12 ft.. #1«. StindarJ
AimlnKlcn. 9x12 ft..>•I*..»<>• Fine quality
l.iict- iurtHin*. 450 per
pair ami nn. Tap«»trj
« srtafaw Wilton Itii,;*.
II-...In,in-at Millprices.

\Triwto-laT lur our NKW
II1.1 STRATrD CATALOG,
N.. 1-2. s-!,ts -!,t •-\u25a0\u25a0. Sl.o« * latest
designs in»etual colors.

UNITED MILLSMFG. CO.
7«52-f4S2 J»!fr« ST.. PHI*.

000O00 WEEKLYI=profit:
This is what hundreds of Our

operator! are earning. This is, what you ran easily earn, mak-
Ii".phuio bottom withthe

Wonder Cannon Camera
A liii;.pleasant profitable i..im

•ms ..i fairs, pier, n carnivals.
in street corners, in fact every-
ivhere people Bather.

Positively No
Experience Required

m me Uiinmm » am^r» tn;iließ el^ntfinished photo buttons inone imnule, ready to wear,
onlyt- '00 needed todart tins ligiiioney-makiiii:business!

Tl.i-rays farcomplei OfltcuaiitUnc .? <
iinnoiiI'mnirii.tripod ami supplies for makingMOfiaiibed photo bottom that

sell furMeanJ I'm: ea<-h. Salnuf fimiilis'lbuttons a*10c each, art
1num. Tliis leave! a Dies profit above the original invest-
ment, til"!ownership of <'biiii»iiCamera an<l tripod.
F.«t-a hntton plat«. jl.i«r>rlmn.lie.i fun iltframes
*I20 per mm. Write today lor FREE CATALOG.
Chicago Ferrotype Co.. Dept. 122. Chicago. 111.

young man. digging Wlth hl
bank, shouting that the water wa te-*™
he saw bis gold at the bottom. Behind to
famished dogs leaped and growled, *«»« ' >r

him to fall, and they bared their teeth f..T.-.-l>
when Lars whipped then back. L
the man to his cabin. Be had
from many causes, from the suddei
wraith, m.m loneliness, and from the alen. col

the North. His own strengtli had noi .ImU-'l

him to the weakn s of others. So he pot the

young man into his own bed and gave him
medicine tocahn hisfever. Thai day he stayed

indoors, carving at Petronilla's chair.
[. was ahnosi nighi when his goes) awote

conscious. Hecroafc arse words, and
Lars brought him water.

"So." said Lars, "your dogs were rtai

and you perhaps? You have no* traveled Una
way much?

' ...
The other shook his head. "My name is

Matthews, Jack Matthews." he -aid. "Ihave

never come north before. Ithought Iwas
getting to the end ol the world, and tv.-o of the
d< igs died, and theothers tore them topieces

-
He shuddered.

"Of course." said Lars, "if tl

"1did not exactly expect them to h
dead brothers." said Matthews, with a crai ked
lau^h; "but it was horrible !"

"You are weak yet." said Lars indulgently.

"Then Iwent off my head. Idon't I
where dreams stopped and reality began. I
know Ifound the creek a fellow had told me
of who prospected here once and drew me a
map of the place; a forgotten come-, he -aid
that no one believed in. Ithoughi Ifound

this .-nek. and that a man drove me ay. ay."

"Iam not the only man who found the
creek." said Lars slowly; "but Iam the only

man who stayed. You are new to all
Matthews. Istaked The claim this spring, be-
fore Iwent to Carson for supplies."

••So lam out!" said Ma*-'<ws bhterl) H.
rose from the bed. and tottering acre
roc.::; was about to seat himself in Petronilla s

chair.
"Xoihere.'" said Larsgenth ;"bol the I •

ov< r there."
Matthews staggered over and Bong hu

down on the bench.-
Xo one find> gold at •\u25a0:.- lidLai

it is more profitable to keep a iamp or a
Even Iam making a moose camp here; :•
gold is shallow enoi i days of
strikes an all gone; bui yon cut:

'
tot fan

as Idid."
"I thought this was the ultimate pia

Matthews pettishly. "Yon haven'i
me your name."

"1 am Lars Andersen."
Matthews gasped and sal upright.

you
—

bui she said yon were ai i Bke
a bull, large, very large. "A": . you un
so much larger than I. after all.

"The cai >in i- '!;
-

Lars i
-

strike ;iHght. "
Yoo igh."

W!lf-:X the lamp was I -
above his head and surveyed his visitor.

Matthews \\as well n ruddy
flush under his dark skin, and quick glancing
eyes.

"S< • Petronflla has '"Id >\u25a0m <4 i<. She M-nt
:::v.

"Xol a letter." sa:d Matthews uneasfly.
"There was noi tijtie. I can ry. I
cannot be so far north as Ithought. I
posed Ihad passed beyond your cabin. I

k.and then come and find
you

'
He broki offunder the other's steady

scrutiny.
"We'll have supper first.' said Lars.
Hi weni i:;r" the outer room, whi \u25a0

his stores, and came back wita bacon and a
tin of beans. Matthews prepara-
tions br hngly. Wl i ai Iist Lars began
to brew the coffee Matthew- said:

"There i^ something Ii isi tell yon
"Not yet." said Lars; "we will eai first."
He set the table and the other looked a]

uncertainly and at- sparingly. Lars
nothing. He looked est's wants and
ate with his usual appetite. It was not until
be had cleared the table and was sitting oppo-
site Matthews thai be spoke.

•" What is IV:•
essagi ?

"

"Idon'; know that it is a message." b
Matthews, and then broke off and turned
away his quick eyes. "I lam sick!" h
tered. *Lel us talk in the morning.*'

For a moment the two men eyed cacti •••her.
Then Lav- "!\ ."In the morning, then."

He ••'\u25a0 ini int< ihis st< <ren> «n ai
a pile of blank* I he iasl i\u25a0\u25a0
stove. For a monu-rit he hesitated, looking at
the chair he was wont \u25a0 .'• Then
hi shook his head slightly and threw

'
his blankiI.
¥X t!n- middle of the ni] M , an I

cirt ss< d quickh lii
softly to the door, when Lars sp
tuously.
"

Ymi are very new to1 X Mati
and :<> Kfe. Don"i you suppose Isleep with
open ears? Don'i you think the dogs would
wake roe when •'•;! harnessed?"

Matthews sal down suddenly. "Icannot
oat your f<* "i. w to n

"[t is that, •':< •!." said Lars.
"

You a
afraid?

"

"X<>. Iam nol afraid," sui.i Mattl
hoarsely. "Iknow you could kifl me with oni
hand; l>v.t Ian noi afraid."

"What message did Petronflla send?" asked
Lars.

"She didn't send amessage; she 1
lam from Seattle. Iknow ai b. We
didn't realize until we had separated thai we
.and: we saw so rnu< fa ol each other, perhaps,
that w< did not think of caring V.

oat. Icame after her. She said -. ••- ~-
on.""

Does Petronilla say she loves
"Don't you see," saifl Matthews, "Ia~j

part of the life she knows* She wants me to
take her hack there. When Imake a Tike—

"
\u25a0' Does Petronilla say she does not '.r.-;r. me?"
"She thought she did; but she rr.-^took her

feeling-"
"You had better w> hack to if-ep," vtid

Lars, and lay down a^ain.
Ma-"' tossed on the tx . ndering

wretchedly about the silent struggle going on
in the soul of the man who lay <:\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0> tly behind
the stove. Somehow. Matthew -:r.- \u25a0•.».* thr
other was vast as the North, and as - D and a.;

strong. When would his passion r .-: otrt,

and what would he do then.'

INthe morning Lars silently' gotbreakfast, and
IMatthews1 Matthews watched him. unwil \u25a0\u25a0 .• !> break
the silence, and yet fretful because o: When
the meal was over. Lars spoke.
"Iam going away. Don't xai*.- the stores

while Iam gone."
"Going away? But where? t stay

I
"You must stay here!" said Lars. What

could you do if you went on? Thp cold is
growing deeper. You were almosJ cad when
Ifound you. You have no food. Iwillnot

give you any to pack on your sleigh. Ifyon

take itwhile Iam gone and leave here, Ishall
find you and kill you v.ith my two hands! I
shall find you ifIhave to walk ov< r every foot
of the NorthI Yon willstay here. Bp carefr!

ton-
But I

—
Will you be gone long?"

"Thai wash
Lars pur on his cap ar.d huge coa: md •tfeni

out to pack his sleigh. Matthew- could hea:
him among the dogs. Pie Kster.ec itzllenfy
enough, to the loud calls, the crack of the
whip, the snarl of the leader. Lars did not
come back to the house. He rode off. withnot

even a glance toward the figure of st in
the doorway.

Southeast he traveled, thronga a wasi that
had suddenly turned hostile. Time was when
the great North was his ally, when the silence
was his brother and the long white way
friend; but now behind him the great North
lay like an urging menace; the wind Llir.ded
his eyes; the cold sttmghis face, rfo pwnhot
blood whipped in his veins and kept n alive
and strong, and at night, when he ma irr.p.

the tho-.jght of his purpose mail.- hi
of waiting wolves, indifferent S t :he ~any

miles between him and Petronilla.
Just outside of Carson he reste i :< r . few

days with a friend, a halfbreed. who kept silent
as to his arrival. When the dogs were re-
freshed. Lars sent the halfbreed for :• • I vritS
which to pack the sleigh, and at;night Ihe
went to the cabin of John Peter?.

PETRONILLA came to the d'•r. i iw fair
she was. with her golden hair ar. i-.-.-. f.z-

ore! Hex eyes widened with terror when she
recognized him.••

You need nor be afraid." he sai'i. "I" -:'\u25a0''\u25a0
not hurt you. Pal on your cap ir.-i .

"But I—l— Have you seen Jack.'
"Ihave talked with him. He is well. Pu:

on your cap and coat."
\u25a0I ijr?"
"Come, come!" he said impatiently bu:

stillgently.
"
Ican't wait."

He spoke to his dogs, pushed Petr' m.'.i to

one side, and entered the cabin. He tou iher
cap and coat and fur gloves, and. still
put them on her. "Your father is r. !here?
But perhaps that is as well." He lifted her in
his arms and carried her to the sleigh.

Then for the first time she tried to :
but no sound came.
"Itell you Iwill not harm you said-

.
He mushed the dogs and then pushed

ward out of the village. Petror.in.i sh k vio-
lently; but was still voiceless. On they
past the last village cabin, past the hoc
the halfbreed. who came to the \u25a0!> "

"\u25a0"\u25a0-

watched them, on and on. until Pet
asked. with an attempt at lightness:

"When do we turn back?"
"We do not turn back." Lars replied
Then Petronilla screamed, again ar.d v.

but her voice was lost in the great sileni
Lars was impassive. Only when she began 1

moan he said sharply:
"Don't do that! Itell you Iwil!nc:

"Bur where are you taking me?"
shrieked. "What do you mean?"
"Iam taking you to my cabin. He is:-
Matthews."
"Idon't want to go. Idon't war.:

him. Iwant to stay withmy father.*"
Lars made no answer. To beat I

against his impassivity was as futile .
scream into the silence. At last she sa::'. :
.iquivering heap. Then he leaned over hi
if to touch her cheek; but she poshed .
his hand.

Day after day they traveled, and the
'

cold leaped forward to meet them. Pc'.r :.:
made no •\u25a0'\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 said no word. Lar-
not know whether she had summoned to
aiii an impassivity as strong as his oat1..
whether she was merely sunk in apathy. He
spared her when he could. No matter

'

exhausted the dogs were, he never let ':
walk. He did not let her help him with tht
tires or the oi-oking. He even made camp earlj
to save her strength. He scarcely sk-;>t. !esl
harm should come near her. and ho watchi
her every heartbeat. Though she never an-
swered, he taiktd to her. lest she grow afrattl
in the silence. Sometimes ho told her an O\
World story.

—
but never or love or romance.—

some story offortitude or sacrifice. Andalways
the cold closed in on them; the North let!
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