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When a Girl

By Ann

$ 4 f O you had tea with Pat Dal- -
ton! You funny little old- -

child. I believe
you're 'fesslng up to make sure I
won't act like the Sultan of T-ir- -

key and behead you when I dis-
cover you fair but false,"
Jim when I got home from my tea
at the and found him

for me.
"Please don't joke that way, Jim,

dearest. As if I could ever see an-

other man when you're on earth,"
I declared with faith in
my own words. "I went because
he seemed to think he needed some
help 1 could give him. I didn't
even tell Father Andrew, because
ve have at home that

": you might think
' my motive, I knew
Father Andrew wouldn't like my
going to tea with another man "

"Say, Princess Anne I pause to
remark right here that your Father
Andrew is about the --tcalest, big-
gest who has come my
way in a long time. If our Neal
doesn't make a man
come day, then there's no such
thing as for he must alro
have a few of the sweet

my girl got
from her mother." Then Jim kiss-
ed jne lightly, the sub-
ject of Pat Dalton. But even at the
risk of boring my restless boy I
had to revert to it.

"Jim." I "I'm pretty
sure that Pat Dalton still cares for

"
"You are? What do you mean?"

Jim broke in "What did
- he say?"'

"It wasn't so much what he said.
It was that lie couldn't say

"
Jin! Is

"Oh, Jim
Then he

--Day again, Princess
Anne."

"No not day He told
mc over the phone that he wanted
to get me there to talk
about himself. Then when he had
hs chance he talked whole

about Evvy and Phoebe and
Neal and you "

And said nothing
about Jennie. that he

- isn't much about her.
Anne. I hate the idea of divorce.
But I hate the position Jeanie's in
now still worse. She's neither tied

nor free."
"It's a bad Jim. I'm com- -

- ing to see that. So I try to forgive
her when out of her she
hurts me and perhaps ruins Neal's

and
Jim shook his head with patient

when I said that and
across the couch, drew me

Z' roughly to him and held me close
for a second. I could see from the

on
his face when he freed me that he
had little belief in my power to
draw and was in the
fut,n of his first success coming
bac". to his inherent belief in mas- -

ulinc In a moment ho
put into words the thing that I
fc's

Listen to mc. little girl. When

The Kid Fell a

:'t

Marries
to on of Virginia's

Feelings Toward Ex-Husba- nd, Dalton.
Lisle.
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fashioned
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wonderful
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any-
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dreaming
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Proving

thinking
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bitterness
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conclusions
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Who With

you'ro reporting a
your memory and your vivid inter-
est in people give every word you
repeat a great deal and
value. But don't try to figure out
what is going on in people's minds
because you're not much of a judge
of human nature. That's why I
forgive you when you're horrid to
my Jeanle."

I tore myself from his lingering
arms and sprang to my feet.

"So I'm no judge of human na-
ture! I didn't make friends with
your Terry at once. I didn't recog-
nize the splendid qualities of An-
thony Norreys?"

"Sure you did," agreed Jim, com-
placently; "couldn't miss them if
you tried, little Innocent. But you
fell down on Betty, who's the salt of
the earth.' And you don't 'get
Jeanie at all."

Trifle Belittled.
His superiority hurt. I felt belit-

tled, and I turned away. Here I
had been trvinir to do something biir

i -
1 and constructive and helpful for

Virginia and Jim only laughed at
me as If I were a cunning kitten,
whoso antics amused him. And in a
moment he seemed to forget that I
had once been a successful business
woman, and that I'd stood by him
In his hour of need. Ha day or
two of success was going to make
him assume this patronizing atti-
tude toward me, what could I hope
for If he ever really made himself
felt in, the business warld?
"Then you don't care to know what
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Says He Is
Dear Miss Fairfax:

I was recently introduced to a
young girl who fascinated me very
much. I was invited to her houso
and was treated most cordially.
Later we went out and spent a
most enjoyable evening. By
actions and words I felt certain
that she cared for me.

As I said good night to in
front of her house I made a. sut-
ure to kiss her. It was purely
a spontaneous outburst of love.
She. however, turned away.

Do you think I assumed the right
attitude? I love this girl dearly
and would like to know what at-

titude to in the future.
F. A. C.

Try to let your de-

velop naturally, even though you
arc in a state of fascination. And
by all means drop kissing for ihe
present. You endanger your
chances by forcing matters!

Her Rival Wears Curls.
Dear Miss Fairfax:

I am a girl of sixteen, and
know a boy of seventeen who is
considered very pretty. I also
have a girl friend who I have
noted is paying strict attention to
my boy. Now this annoys me.
Miss Fairfax, and I wish your ad
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Gang.

A Story of
Early Wedded life

Mr. Dalton said about your sister?"
I asked, in a tone that I didn't have
to struggle very hard to make cold
and aloof.

Jim rose and sauntered over to
me wjth a tolerant and pleased air
of possession. He put his hand un-
der my chin and tilted my face up
for his kiss. Then with a secure
air of certainty and leisure, he ran
his fingers through my hair.

"Pretty little lilac princess what
vast piece of evidence have you ex-

tracted from Pat this day?" he
asked, indifferently.

Across my mind there flashed a
picture of Pat Dalton leaning across
the tea table and murmuring with
ai) eager note I'd never heard before
in his reckless voice:

"Virginia what does she say
about mc Jeanie never
mentions me Jeanie well,
I might 'have known that. She
wouldn't."

I knew that meant something.
But if I told Jim In his present
mood he would only laugh at me.

"It really doesn't matter what ho
said. Virginia isn't the least inter-
ested in him any more. Is she?" I
asked, with seeming innocence.

Jim's eyes darkened to green
the remote green that marks the
moments of. reserve when he goes
into himself and will reveal nothing
of what he thinks and feels. I
couldn't read his eyes.

At last he answered coldly:
"When Jeanie wants to give you

her confidence, Anne, she will do so,
I suppose."

(To Be Contlnncd.)

vice. She always wears curis n.iw.
to attract this boy's attention,
though before this she usad to
wear her hair up. She is not pretty
at all. ANXIOUS.

It is because you are so young,
no doubt, that I am obliged to re-

mind you that you make a mistuue
in cultivating a sense of posses-
sion in regard to your boy friend.
And you are a foolish child to be
annoyed by your friend's impulse
to curl her hair. It is qulto legiti-
mate for to try to Increase
her attractiveness.

A Calif ornian Pest
Tarantulas are plentiful in the

rough, broken country in the southern-

-part of California. They aro re-

pulsive looking creatures, with fat,
hairy bodies, over-plentif- ul wiry
legs', and cruel poison mandibles.
They stay In their burrows during
the dry season, but as soon aa the
rains begin they sally forth. Tho
tarantula constructs a very skilful
burrow and nest In the ground. It
has a cover so nicely fitted that It
can scarcely be detected from the
surrounding soil. The cover opens
and shuts upon a hinge, and on the
Inside are holes Into which the oc-
cupant thrusts Its mandibles, and
thus "holds the fort" against In-

truders.
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Puss in Boots,
,

By David Cory.
xvrSLL. Puss, Jr., didn't stay

long with the miller, for I

j TT our little traveler was an::- -

ious to see his father. Puss in Boots. '

So he bade, the miller good-da- y and
trotted off on his good gray horse,
and by and by he came across
Peter, the Pumpkin later.

Now you must icmember Puss,
Jr., was still traveling in New
Mother Goose Land, so that if I

wilte you a Mother Goose Mclodv
it will be something different, al-

though something lil.c the Oh:
Mother Goose Uhymcs. "Well, as he
rode along, he hoard that same
little bird, who had so often sung
before, singing this song:

Peter, Peter, pumpkin cater.
Had a wife and couldn't keep her.
And that's 'cause when he was a boy
He never would his time employ.

And just then Peter came in sight.
He was quite an elderly man. witn
gray whiskers and kind blue ce-- .
But. oh. dear mc! lie walked with
such a lazy etop. and his hand. dan-
gled at his .side as if they couldn't
take hold of an thing with a good,
hard grip, all of which showed that
Peter wasn't of much account, you
know, and a man who can't provide
for his wife Is a poor sort of a
human being, for nun must work,
although women don't have to weep
unless they want to. although the
old saying is that they must.

"Good morning. I'etrr." cried
Pus., Jr. kindU. for our little trav
eler felt n-rr- y for him. "How
cvor tiling?

"Very bad, my good Pat." re-

plied I'otor, taking off his hat and
rubbing his big hand over his hair.
"My good wife is living with her
mother, and. of course, she took the
baby with her. and I'm lonesome;
ycs, I'm ery lonesome." and Peter
rubbed his nose and winked his blue
eye- -. I think there was a tear in
them, hut he didn't want Tuss, Jr.,
to ee it.

"Why don't you get work?" asked
Puss. "The man at the Wind Mill
yonder in very bus. He might
give j on a job.

Weil after a few minutes' talk,
Pus turned his hor.-- e about and
took Peter back to the mill. And
in a short time he had
the miller to hire Peter. Wasn't
that kind of Puss, Jr ?

J'o all day Peter worked at the
mill, grinding the corn and filling
the sa ks. and that night he wnt
to see Ins wife and baby, for the
miller had told him if he would
work well he would let him hac a
little hut near the mill.

And IVtrr's wife was so happy
when slio heard what Peter had
done that frhe picked the baby up
In her arms and followed Peter to
the mill hut. and pretty soon she
had a fire going in the stove And
while she was doing this kind, gen-
erous little Pus. Jr. vent to the
grocery store and bought a lot of
things to eat and brought them to
her.

And then they nil had supper and
Puss spent the nlsht in PeterV new
house. And In the iuxt story I will
t 11 you what happened after that,
if any little h..y who i.-- inclined to
he lazy will pimi-- e hi.-- mother to
try to grow up to lie a iim fill man.

Coprit,-ht-. 1011). Ifavul Cory.
(To lie t'ontintiril.)

A Part.
! TUr- - diner-o- ut was plcding ..it1'
i w rath

"Waiter."' i.e fulled, "came b "C

J at once Hen-'- a pin :n this Mih-d:- "

"Vevslr. 5fsji'' tl.e wn
imperturbable "That s part of tl I

dressing, sir!

Gown and Smart Hat
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Charming, indeed, is this evening gown. A stunning effect
is obtained by a spangled blue net over cloth of silver.

Women and the Club
By Eleanor Gilbert.

isn't many years ago that an

IT "ailvcrtisinz woman" was t.o
rare that she was regarded
w ith awe and solemnity.

men there were
all Immensely rich, of course but

an advertising woman was quite a
curiosity, a sort of cross between a
commerclaol-minde- d poet and a lit-

erary plutocrat.
Advertising men came out in the

open they were managers, solic-
itors, buyers. But advertising wom-
en were hidden away in nooks and
crannies of depattment stores and
ofllci-s- , ami their rheto leal effu-s-lon-

were thrust upon a waiting
world by unseen hands.

I Jut the advertising woman, mod-
est aa she had t be. nevertheless
was a determined rreaturc. She
heard her chief and other advertis-
ing men talk gayly of interesting
meetings at adertising clubs
where technical discussions proved
so helpful and ftimulating. So she
boldly asked permission to visit the
clubs of her profession and was
greeted with a gasping refusal in
most cases.

Undetermined, she announced
pleasantly that If she cnuldnt go to
the advertising clubs, that tho men
had shed jolly well get busy and
ftart a club of her own. And she
did!

New York started the firbt ad-
vertising club, and later was fol-
lowed by Uoston. Philadelphia. San
J'rancisco. and today there are doz-
ens of club in tho large cities of
the country. Women who are ad-
vertising managers of manufactur-
ing plants, department stores, pub-
lishers and so forth are among the
members, a.--, well as those who
specialize.

Advertising women come from the
same branches of the profession as
men soliciting, writing "copy,"
buying space and some of thes
women boast jobs of unusual In-

terest and responsibility.
In the New York club, for exam-

ple, there are seventy members, each
in jobs of special interest. The
president of the ?Iub is responsible
for the advei Using of a large trad-
ing stamp organization. One mem-
ber is in charge of the export de-

partment of a great express
.wo of tin- - women are head

vf advertising u nci- -s handling lit
full the ailverti.-ni- K - wwral lars"
corporation., another woman is the
owner of a newspaper, and there
are wotu-- who are known
nationally as fa.-hi-on perts. giv-
ing counsel to tome of the big de-
partment stores.

There j. a wond'r'ully stiinulat-- .
ng af.nc sphere about this group of

women They f,atl r together
we-k- ly tor luui heoi. at which
soiiv prominent woiirm Kpak", fol-

low J by general l shn. and
at their monthly cveiir3 meetings
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may be heard men and women
prominent in commercial life.

Certainly there is nothing that
helps the business woman quite so
much as this kind of frequent con-

tact with other women in similar
treat handicap of business women
in the pat that they have not
been quick to follow- - the example
of men In forming business organ-
izations where they coujd meet reg-
ularly, discuss problems of mutual
interest and get help and sugges-
tions.

As soon as a man becomes a law-
yer, or a doctor, or an engineer, or
a plumber or an accountant, he
gets In touch w ith his fellows by
joining a club or a union of his
kind. ICvery business woman who
wants to get on thould go and do
likewise.

Recipes With
Oysters

(The foUoicing recipes have, been
tested by Good Housekeeping and are
recommended.)

OY.STER SALAD.
Ojster salad is unique. Prepare

two oysters for each persons to he
served. Cook in their own juice
until 'ho edges curl; drain and
chill. Lay two oysters on white
lettuce leaves on each plate for in-

dividual servings, sprinkle each
with a little lemon Juice and very
finely chopped parsley, and sur-
round with a ring made of small,
inch-lon- g julienne strips of white
celery. Put a whirl of mayonnaise
in the middle of each and serve
with thin, brown-brea- d sandwiches.

SUNDAY NIHIIT OYSTERS.
The chafing-dis- h can be used to

advantage 'many times when pre-
paring oysters, especially for an
evening "rpread." To make Sun-
day night oysters place in the
chafing-dis- h a tabb spoonful of but-
ter or margarin and one of flour.
Blend together and add
teaspoonful each of paprika and
salt, a tc.i"P'oiiful of lemon juice,
a tablespo-iifu- I of c.itchup and u
fw drops of table sauce. Blepd
v ell. add a pint of prepared and
drained ostcrs, and cook until
p'.ump. Serve on hot crackers.

Render 011 the Mend.
"I understood ;ou to say the

other day that juU' wife was ill.
but I suppose she i better. 1 siw
her th's morning situng by the
window sewing.'' one man to
another. "Quit.' replied the
other. "As j on observed, today she
is on the mend:"

Man With X-R- ay Eyes
THE STRANGEST STORY YOU EVER READ.

Delorme Calls Upon the Comte, Bui
Is Unable to Carry Through

His Plans.
By GUY DE TERAMOND.

Synopia of Preceding Chapters.
Laden Delorme. o bucolic that even

tho cabbr who drove him to Mm.
Armelln'a family boarding honaa In
Paris points out the places of note to
him. presents letters of Introduction to
that cautious landlady and resisters.
At dinner, he makes the acquaintance
of his fellow boarders. These are
airs. Tankery, a rich American widow,
whose room adjoins that of Delormj,
and a Guatemalan general. Domingo y
Lopez, a man of mystery.

ilrs. Tankery, about sixty, carries
about with her a fortune In Jewels.
Delorme attracts attention by reason
of large dark-lense- d glasses he wears.
The opinion prevails that his eyes aro
weak and that he has come to Paris
to consult an eminent eye specialist.
Mrs. Tankery, a fortnight after e's

arrival, is found dead in her
room murdered. After an Investiga-
tion by the Commhrsalre of Police,
Delorme'a Is suspected of the crime.

Later Delorme Is released by police.
He announces bis determination of
leaving the "Family House."

Early in the morning, he formulated
a very circumstantial theory of the
crime, and the concatenation of events,
as marshaled In his brain, seemed to
point to the young provincial as tho
perpetrator.

The baron meets Detorme and re-
veals details of transaction he intends
to carry out.

Meanwhile, the fame of the rare
Jewels of the Comte D'Abasoli-Vlscos- a
excites considerable comment through-
out Paris, and a clever organization
of thieves, the "A" Band, plots to get
them. They lease an adjoining apart-
ment.

"Pardon me, sir," replied tho
young man. removing his glasses
and placlng'them on the desk by his
side. "You misunderstand me. I am
onlyv saying that they are not, at
this moment, In the safe."

"And on what do you base this
supposition?"

"Allow me not to answer your
question. It is Impossible to give
you any explanation at this mo-
ment. Rest assured, however," he
added, "that perhaps I shall soon
tell you things which will amaze
you still morel"

"Indeed, sir and who are your .

"My name is Luclen. Delorme."
On leaving the baron's house he

had gone downstairs in a mood of
great perplexity. Had not his eyes
deceived him? Had he really been
in the presence of one of the Indi-
viduals whom he was seeking? It
was difficult for him to admit, a
priori, that Comte d'Abazoli-Vis-cos- a,

the charming society man. to
whom every drawing-roo- m stood
open, could be a murder! And yet

yet he had seen it was impos-
sible for him to be mistaken un-
less there was some extraordinary
coincidence that could be compared
only with the accident which had
made him suddenly encounter the
man who had a bullet in his skull!

Then, after having hesitated for
a whole day over the means to
use in order to obtain certainty, he
had telephoned to Baron Plucke
that the comte. feeling slightly 111,

had requested him to defer his
vfslt until some other day, and h-t- d

gone bravely to the comte's house.
"Lucien Delorme?" cried the

comte, searching his memory for
the association recalled by the
name.
"The man who occupied the next

room to Mrs. Tankery "
The other leaped to his feet.
"Mrs. Tankery?"
"Murdered one night by two men
the taller one had a bullet' in his

skull and the shorter one in
his leg. Shall I go on, sir?"

The comte, in a tone of quiet sar-
casm, answered:

"It seems to me that I do re-
member all that now. Are not you
the young man who gave the police
such fantastic details about the
crime in the Avenue Mozart, and
whom the newspaper called a
dreamer. You were even arrested,
and then released as a madman."

"Certainly." replied Luclen De-
lorme emphatically. "But those
murderers who carried a revolver
in each pocket and who still carry
them," he added, looking Intently at
his companion." "one of whom had a
ring on the ring finger the other
a watch in his left vest pocket, and
who still have them would you
like to have me tell you who they
are?"

"I was going to ask. sir!"
Lucien Delorme had put his gray

felt hat oh the table, his chestnut-colore- d
overcoat and his yellow kid

gloves on the armchair, and.stand-in- g
erect, with folded arms, he said:

"One, sir. is yourself! The other
is the man hidden behind that hang-
ing, holding the faal w-r-e which
he used ' to strangle Mrs. Tankery
and Baron Plucke-Strohe- ."

For an instant the comto stared
at Lucien Delonue n bewilderment,
seeming to wonder how he could
know all this.

"dir.'v he said, haughtily, at last,
e with the police and the

press that you are a lunatic. Tou
don't know what you are saying I
will not discuss the matter with
vou. . Accuse me,. Comte d'Abazoli-Viscoz- a.

of being a criminal? Come,
come, that would make all my ac-
quaintances laugh. But I do not
wjsh to retain tho title of swindler
which you so gratuitously bestow
upon me. If it is imposlble for me
to prove that I have murdered no
one. I intend, at least, to give you
a proof that the srems exist, and
that they are in this safe. I intend
to do for you what I have never yet
done for anyone in the world: I am
going to show them to you!"

Tie spoke with such assurance
tint', fo- - an Instant. Lucien Dejorme
f "t doubtful.

What if h" v.cre mistaken?
Hot no there was no rrror he

had only to look arnund htrji that
fiupt thot.e men who carried
:n thoir ery bodic an irrefutable
description the re olvers with

, which the j' were arnivtf the steel
wjrc.in.tlie. hand? of the nj&n-cor-- r

i oealed behind yonder portiere, ready
, to spxing out--th.- ey were undoubt-- t

edly two illtans, caiaoo of the
J wor-- t erimes.

With a. rapid, cautious movement.
! he fU for the revolver tn his

pocke'.
Meanwhile the comte had quietly

taken a key from one of the draw-
ers In his desk. Then, after going

to the safe and carefully turning
the knobs several times, he put It
In the lock.

The heavy door turned on Its
hinges.

Lucien Delorme took a step for
ward and, looking into the deep
chest, exclaimed triumphantly:

"There's nothing in It!"
"No," said tho comte. In a loud

voice, "but don't be troubled, sir,
it will not always be empty!"

Then the young man realized the
full extent of his imprudence.

Suspecting the Individual whom
he had seen in Baron Plucke'a
drawing room to be the roan he
sought, h3 had come to his home to
make sure of the fact without
thinking of the danger he was run-
ning; he had gone wlth-bowe- d head
into a snare he had set for him-
self.
Now he was at this man's mercy.
He rapidly tried to grasp the re-

volver in his pocket, determined to
sell his life dearly.

There was no time to do .so. The
Hindoo had leaped from hts hiding
place and seized his arms in
completely paralyzing him.

"Scoundrels!" he cried.
"Be kind enough to sit down."

sneered the comte, "so that we can
have a little conversation."

Then, after lighting a cigarette,
he continued:

"Don't you think, sir. that, after
all, life Is a queer thing? Qne day
we do not know each other, the next
we meet, ready to rush nt eMia
o'ther's throats. How much more
quietly we should live, howeror. If
we did not have the IrreaistlMe
mania for troubling ourselves
about what does not concern us?
I do not yet understand yonr mo-

tive for meddling with onr affairs!
Are you a policeman? No, you
are too clumsy for that. Are you
the baron's adviser? --Not that
either! your are not even his sec-
retary ,though you. told me so Just
no.w. You see, sir, that I am well
informed. Then by what right do
you. come to prevent me from, car-
rying to a successful end the specu-
lation I had undertaken? I don't
know that you represent publia
honesty? So you arc acting Irom
a purely personal standpoint! And
why?"

Then, as Lucien Delorme did not
answer, he went on:

"In some way, of which I am Ig-
norant, you were informed o cer-
tain peculiarities copcerning the
murderers of Mrs. Tankery. Tou
knew details of the crime so per-
fectly accurate that It might have
be'en supposed you had witnessed
the whole scene, hidden .somewhere
in, the room itself. What did you
do-- ? Instead of prudently keeping
silent, you had nothing more- - press-
ing than to tell the whole story to
to police first mistake! Tou were
arrested and, let me tell you, that
you werp In luck to have been re-
leased so easily. Innocent men
have been condemned for less than
that!' Second mistake you lent
your assistance, without any nec-
essity, to Baron Plucke. who could
not console himself for having.

. thanks to us. inherited a large for-
tune. In order to permit nim to
take up an old affair that every-
body had forgotten. Third mis-
take finally, you came here, to my
residence, to brave me and deliver
yourself to my vengeance with a
boldness that, undoubtedly, pro-
ceeds wholly from ignorance! Have
you never thought, sir. that there
are secrets whose weight is heavy
to carry, and whose revelation may
cost those who betray them very
dearly?"

"I know," replied Luclen De-
lorme vehemently, "that you are
murderers and! besides, I need, for
that discovery, only the steel wire
In your hands."

"You have nothing to fear from
it." said the comte In a jeering
tone. "It is usd only for the
unfortunates whom it is hu-
mane to make suffer as little as
possible! A different punishment
awaits the indiscreet An! Y'u sue
that safes do not contain jewel?

W'cll. sir. you will look more
closely still and reflect upon the
danger of meddWn? wth what

dpes not concern you your secret
will remain shut up there through
all eternity "

Luclen Delorme could no longer
doubt the kind of horrible death.
which awaited him.

"Help!"
But his cries were stifled In JUs

throat. The Hindoo's fingers wera
pressed upon his mouth like a tight
gag.

(TO BE COVriJTUED TOMORROW.

Ope Woman to Another
By Frances Moore

"When I went home for Christinas
last year. I found the biggest sur-
prise of my life. Instead of fasci-
nating everybody, as I thought to
do. people left me unnqticed. And I
just couldn't understand, until
m,other explained it.

"Frances," she said, the day after
the dance. "I don't know whether
vou're aware of the fact, but vou
have unpleasant body odor. I've
noticed folks avoid you. . Now . 't

fUss. Use the Amolin you'll timl on
your dressing-tabl- e. It. will destroy
the odors almost instantly."

If I hadn't had proof that some-
thing was the matter with m tha'evening, I wouldn't have blieedmother. Cut 1 thought. And i r- - --

memnered similar cases when men
didn't seem caprer for my compan,.
I hesitated no longer. I used Amo-
lin. .

Did it help" tVhv. it just m i Iea different Kiel af me. I felt better,
moie confident of mvsel:". The odorsvanished. And now at parti- - and
dances---wc- ll. my program is alwaystoo full.

Amolin is called the personal de-
odorant powder. It's unscented. eon-j.ai- H

no -- talcum and is absolutelyharmless n b,as many inttro iteuses and Is antiseptic with wonder-i- ,
heang and soothing qualitiesdrug and department stores sellAmoim.1t comes tn 2 ox. cant, for

sI:c,i fo1' 5"- - The Amo-
lin Co.. Lodi. N. J., will send a freesample on request. Most womenv ho lave rrir-.- l Amolin consider itan tj- - toih t requisite.
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