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CHAPTER II—Continued

ERRERI'S wits 814 not follow
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ot first
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as all the street 4id, that Ar-

r I's l¥ name had stood for much

rs ago—much that Louls knew

at his indifferent eye wan-

dered over the gocial pages of the Sun-

day papers. It was broken now, al-

most forgotten: from the only son, the

ast scion of the house, the years had

effaced resentment, shame or hope of
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American laughed again
m re 1 See vou
€ wWor et you quit—
The g fight's only
¥ need you. And you
got a picture of you
e f Lord, you!”
staring at his gaunt
face the 1 rs—the thin curls

igh forehead, the eyes

p E dark, with thelr
K of ghin even in his reserve.
ere,” he muttered, “suppose I

e was a way for me?
g of the hills, some-
night she said we'd have a
here there—" he pointed
lights off to the
ses all around the door.”
] re silent along Fergy's pol-
i ar Ham was staring above the
wicker doors. Fergy held a pink globe
2 goblet up to flick a last bit of lint
2y, and it hung, its iridescence flung

e garish

every angle of the room.
me,” Arnold muttered, “some

Ferrer| turned. “Let's blow down the
line They're burning champagne In
the red fire tonight, and it's only half-
past 2. The whole town cleaned up on
the Native Bon. But that little girl—"
he signaled to the drink mixers behind
the Meplewood bar. “The house Is in—

every one."
“All right— Arnold had briefly
hesitated—"Beotch in & high glass.”
Ferreri lifted his glass solemnly to
his friend and the men in the white
aprons “To the little girl—Ham’s lit-
tle girl!™

Arnold went to the lunch where a
clean little Japanese lifted the great
sllver dish ocovers. Frank Arasaka—
California Japanese sare Invariably
“Franks,” or "Joea™ or "Charlies™—
smiled with serene friendliness on the
young man; a brown faced spectacled
student of language and medicine, he
remembered the days when Arnold had
helped him through the English
primer. In the Imperial hotel on
Btockton street, “over the hill,” they
had argued ecomomics over the raw
fish and hot sake many & night, for
Arpold hed been Arasgka’s patron
when he was a stranger in a strange
land. So the little Japanese said, with
& hesitant sadness now: “1 mek you

goodby, Mist’ Arneld. I go back to
Nippon nex'.”

“HomeT?"

“Yes—mebbe. You been mos’ good

to mek me English in the study. Now,
I go Nippon. My family mos’ long,
honorable. Nex' month come great
Bamural festival—what you say?—
solemn? I clean myself—I mek great
thoughts. All night by Shoji I watch
swords of mos’ honorable ancestors. I
mus’ remember if I ben corage—honor-
able such as them.™

“And they come back to judge you-—
the old fighting men?™

“Mos’ exact. All souls awaken! O
fighting men ask if I ben corage and
honor, You know? No man come
dare stand dishonorable before them
o' armor angd them ol' swords w'en
them ol honorable ancestors ask, I
mus’ mek myself clean firs'—then I
can watch and answer. O, you ben sol-
dier—mos’ honorable—you know!"

Arnold watched him curiously: “You

s
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must come clean that night. 1 see—
and what do you call the thing—the
festival?
“Very hard to English,
the day of souls.”
The hardfaced

In Japan-—

American looked
again at the little brown, spectacled
man, wondering idly why this un-
moral, sclentifically materialistic
heathen, spending his days in books,
his nights in the whirling lusts of the
town, smiling and serene, should go
back ecross five thousand miles of
water to sit one night before the armor
the Bamurai awaiting their judg-
ment. Then slowly with a smile, his
hand went to the Japanese: “Play
square then with those ancestors. It's
& fine idea. Sayonaral”

of

He gambled flve dollars into one
of Ferreri's slot machines without
a winning, and gossiped half an
hour with Fergy, the others hav-
ing gone. Then Arnold caught the
owl car up Kearny street and
got off at Portsmouth squars, He
was a fellow given much to
dreams when alone; when with his

friends he had a way of listening ab-
stractedly, but with an encouraging
humor of comment. The town called

him “square”; the street nicknamed
h as men do one subconsciously
beloved.

But Ham wonlered at times why he
was such a disaster to himself and
those who cared for him; though when
he went about the homeless dogs al-
ways followed him and he saw the
wistfulness In their eyes and knew that
life to them was one long yearnlng for
the possible adventure; and in the eyes
of women he saw that which the final-
ity of the morgue records does not
show, for it was their secret, true ro-
mance; gnd in the eyes of white haired
old mothers, and the babes who always

watched him in a crowd, he saw a
wonder which he could not understand
and a peace that troubled him.

As ha climbed the hill into China-
town the late police detail from the
1all of justice greeted him with friend-

When he reached the
lodgings it suddenly oc-
him that there was no avail-
1 Miss Granberry’'s house and

ly pleasantries.
of his

curred to

1 wondering whereabout he
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its snowy slope. The bay shores
v plain, the town below took form.
in half an hour, because she was

from the country up in back and used

to early rising, the girl on the couch

stirred. Presently she looked drowsily
bout and started at the strange room.
1 she smilled with sleepy luxu-
From the window the chill air

nce,

streamed in; she wondered if the chil-
dren “,' the big bed were well covered.
Sylvia slipped from the couch and

ced at them. Then she came to the
w and put her head through,
neing at the patches of sea and
mountain under the coloring sky.

Looking along the balcony she saw a
n huddled at the door and, In some
1, went cautiously to open it. She

he must be asleep; now, she
saw it was her lover.

She threw the door wide and in her
nightrobe knelt on the step above him.
He breathed gently, his dark face, with-
out its inscrutable trouble, now at
peace. The girl studied him quietly;
then she noticed the morning damp
on his hair and the collar upturned
about his chin. She went back and
dragged the heaviest blanket from her
bed and cautiously placed it over him,
tucking it under his form and about his
throat. She watched him longer and
then, with a smile, reached to the
dresser and took the mass of violets
from the bowl, shaking the water from
the stems. Laughing, she scattered
them over him, over the blanket, and
by twos and threes and in littls gar-
lands, they fell in his face and hair
and on the mold of the boards.

She laughed again out of her happl-
ness. It was grand. It was just as
she hag drea , 88 she wished to be-
lieve; he w a knight wandering
through the world doing nohble deeds,
fighting brave battles; he had come to
lie before her threshold, guarding it
through the dark hours; and now, when
the light had come, she could reward
him with the flowers he had given
her and which she had worn over her
heart. She looked down at the brute
towan; it was stilled—for her, In the
night, he had conquered. It was with-
out life; only, over a gaunt hill to the
north, lay a drift of fog, llke a rag of
lace on a beggar's breast.

She looked gown again at the violets
scattered over him.

knew

CHAPTER 111

A little old woman, with a face as
wrinkled as parchment under her gray
hair, which was parted primly and wmet
brought down in a wavy loop over each
ear, after the fashion of g schoolgirl,
thrust her head through the door lead-
ing from the inmer hall to Arnold’s
&partments.

“May I come In, Mr. Hammy?” she
sald, in the brisk querulousness of one
habitually hurried.

“Good morning, Granny,” said he,
combing his hair at the dresser. “Come

in"
Miss Granberry entered. “Are the
dears asleep?’ she asked. *I dldn't

want them in the small room next the
plumber—he was drunk again.” She
bent above the children, still in the
rear chamber, “The poor dears-—the
poor dears—but Angelo must be awak-
ened.”

Miss Granberry caught the flutter of
a gowmron the balcony outside in the
radiant morning. Her small brown eyes
peered cautiously about.

“Bless my soul!”

Arnold turned, waving his halr
brushes. *“Miss Granberry, this is my
wife—she's to be my wife—S8ylvia.”

“Bless my soul; bless my soul!” The
little 0ld woman stood among the scat-
tered violets on the breezy balcong,
blinking at the light. $

Sylvia gave her hand to Miss Gtan-
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"MARRIED?. WELL, WELL, MY DEARS!™

berry’'s gray talon. “Married? Well,
well, my dears!”

‘“Pretty near!” laughed Sylvia.

Miss Granberry trembled with dJde-

light; it had come then—the romance
with which always she had known she
would be concerned. She was a little,
shrill volced spinster, living in the mem-
ories of the fifties, when she had known
the makers of California—the bonanza
kings and the builders of the Southern
Paclific—Sharon, Falr, Huntington,
Flood, O’Brien, Mackay, Stanford, Rals-
ton—the great names of the Comstock;
“in some of these families she had been
a governess on the intimate relations
of a friend; she knew innumerable
stories of the early money kings in the
mad San Francisco days; she had seen
Casey and Cora hanged by the vigl-
lantes; she had seen the opening of the
Palace, and knew of the day its genius
jumped from Meiggs wharf into the
bay: she knew by the sureness of
household gossip all the tales of in-
credible gxtravagance, of barbaric im-
agination that had gathered about the
argonautic millionaires’ families. And
she had seen the curious fatality over-
take them; their seed perished for the
most part; their great, monstrously
ugly palaces on Nob hill closed, de-
serted, mournful relics of the wonder
age of the golden state, of the most
fantastic era in the history of the re-
public. The great names, the turbulent
familles, were now traditions. The
little old woman had seen their glory
rise and fell and she lived on alone in
beggary, unknown, forgotten—to chant,
like the chorus of an Aeschylean trag-
edy, on the inevitable hand of fate laid
against the mighty and the proud.

For forty years she had retreated be-
fore the savage town; she had fought
it back from noisome lodgings with her
failing strength, while it grew to be a
monster, harsh, eordid, unrequiting—
the days of gold, of youth, of prodigal
friendship, were done. One wondered
how the life spark stayed in such a
withered, weary little body, performing
prodigies of labor, sweeping her frayed

carpets, ecrubbing the halls with
swashes of dirty water, cleaning the
windows, making the beds. On Sunday

mornings she was an elegant person in
a black -cap and silk dress, queerly cut,
going to Trinity with her book of pray-
ers; on week .days she was the excit-
able little shrew, with a heart pro-
digiously kind, toiling for her lodgers,
who were impecunious clerks, itinerant
mechanics, peddlers, broken drift of the
streets, who pald when they could and
were trusted when they could not. The
drunken, the Improvident, the foolish,
the sick, the lame, the despondent, all
were hers; she nursed and protected
end defended them, denouncing the
olice if they touched one of her worth-
ess protefes; clothing the naked, for-
riving the unchaste and drunken, toil-
ing inordinately meanwhile to pay the
landlord, the grocer and the interest on
her mortgaged furniture—this was her
life's tribute to the city, and In requital
it would some day at the nmiorgue draw
a sheet over her bones.

The old woman was all aglow as
John Arnold told of his love affair,
all Little cries and smiles and won-
ders, She kissed the girl’s rosy cheek;
she was hungry for something apart
from the stink of the kitchen and
the murky halls. She loved clothes,
faces, manners of distinction and
the lightness of youth. She must
know all about it; they must stay to
breakfast; yes, she would run to the
corner for hot rolls, and to Unc' Pop’s
for bacon. And while she was hustling
about with astonishing agility, a step
sounded on the stairs leading from the
attic, then a tap, tap, tapping—a cane
on the wainscot.

Migs Granberry flashed a startled
look on Arnold.

“You know, don’t you?—it was in the
morning papers—a cablegram from Ma-
nila? Hush, the captain's coming.”

“The papers? Mani’la? I've Seen noth-
ing.” !

5I_.au-ry's dead. He struck an officer
and was dishonorably discharged; and
then he was killed in a quarrel at somse

b

little place with a big name in SBamar.
The paper just mentioned it.”

“Larry? Arnold ‘stepped back, his
lips tightened. At the bottom of the
attic stafirs an old man felt his way
along. BSylvia's eyes shone with sym-
pathy; she whispered: “Larry? I
heard you speak of him—the soldier—"

“My bunky,” muttétéd her lover. *“I
feft him at Cavite. Here's his father.”

The captain turned his clouded eyes
dn them. His face, with the- noble
sweep of hair, the mustaches, the
stained, gray imperial, had the grand
theatricism of another era of strong
men; you would have marked him in a
street among a thou d. His head
inclined; he had heard his name—his
right finger-tips went to his bushy
brow.

The younger man salute
in this bit of play to whi
them ever directly adverted.

“Sir, I heard today that a troop ship
had come from the islands. Any news?
Is the Third squadron still in Samar?
You mentioned my son's name as I
entered.”

Miss Granberry ' sent a frightened
warning to Arnold. The young man
looked calmily into the veteran's half
blinded eyes. e

“There was some fighting, sir, in
Bamar, and Larry—well, the squadron
was cut up a bit, I understand.”

“Eh?—and my sgon?—" The old man’'s
eager yoice trembled.

The group was motionless. Arnold's
cool tones broke the constraint.

“l was going to tell you, Captain.
Larry can’t return with the regiment.
He'll be ‘delayed a bit—he was—well, &
bullet through the arm.”

“Wounded?”

. “On the firing line. Just a scratch,
but—blood poisoning. They sent him
back to Cavite and cut off his arm.”

A proud joy shpt through the cap-
tain's face. He cleared his throat
oracularly .

“An arm?—bah! It'll make a man of
the boy. A mere scratch—you should
have seen our eolonel, sir, at Kenesaw—
his shouider shot to ribbons—*

“l know,” faltered Arnold to this
familiar story. *“But Larry can't come
as soon as we hoped. You'll be patient,
captain.”

The captain's grand air heightened.
His fingers went to the little button ef
the Loyal legion on his coat. Ah, no, it
was nothing! He was a Georgian, but
he had fought for the north because

as gravely
neither of

under that game flag his father
had fought with Jackson at New
Orleans. Hs had cut himself off from

his people, bt after the war, angered
at the reconstruction, he had resigned
from the national service. They Had
been hard years since, while a film was
blotting the sun from his eyes, but he
had not complained. Never would he
ag¢cept a pension from a government
that had treated his south as it had
been treated; one could be proud, one
could be clean, one could be patient—
it was enough that one had served.
Theses were strange days now-—a com-

mercial gabble of corruption and the '

ways of money, hard to understand;
and 2 man who had fought at Shiloh,
at the Wilderness and had caught his
dead colonel at Kenesaw, and was go-
ing blind, had better stay from it.
He had one son, but Lawrence had
been a wild fellow—a profligate with
this town man, Arnold, in camp and
barroom. Well, maybe he would re-
deem himself in the Philippines with
Lawton and MacArthur. One could be
patient. The poverty of an attic was
nothing, loneliness was nothing, dark-
ness was nothing, i{f one could wait,
patient and clean, for this reckless boy

' to come back redeemed on the firing

line in the honor of service.

The captain glanced about, nodding
sagely. He was trying to conceal his
proud joy; it wasg better than one could
expect—to have one's son wounded in
such a petty r as this in Samar,
His hand went to the scar in his bushy
brow as he frowned to dissemble his
thoughts. .

“An arm gone—um—um! I hope the,

‘eollar:

_ young,”

T ———

won't baby the boy. What of his com-
rades, sir—and the action, what was
1t

The young man took the veteran’s
arm and led him apart from the
women. “Captain,” he whispered, “it
was splendid! A sergeant at the Pre-
gidio, just returned, told me. It was a
place called Bamboang. The fellows
held an old church all day agalnst
thousands. Larry was shot trying to
drag a comrade from danger—he’ll get
the honor medal!”

The captain started in the {nfinite
issues of feeling. The dim hall light
glimmered in his eyes until he saw,
through a fulguration of glory, his son,
a heroic figure, a symbol of the older
republic, clean, ennobled, transfigured.
e turned to the dark to hide his
brimming tears from Arnold.

“Well, well, sir!"

They saluted each other gravely as
two officers at parade. The veteran
turned to the stairs

““And, captain, it's all right about the
money. Larry doesn’'t need it. We've
arranged so that he‘ll send it to me,
and I'll hand it to you—$3 a week. It's
fine of Larry.”

“L thank you, sir.” The captain’'s alr
was brusk. This was irrevelant, this
money talk. He went down the front
stairs, tap, tap, tapping with his cane,
to walk the plock in the sunshine, re-
membering always that a soldier must
keep his shoulders back.

Arnold stood with folded arms gazing
after him. “I am an elegant liar.” He
checked a smile, “The captain's got
small use for me. Larry-—it's tough to
g0 that way!”

His mind went back to his dead
bunky; to the moonlight nights on the
Lunetta—to Inez and Josefa and that
Tagalog girl at Banta Ysabel. He
had loved In many ports and by-
ways; he thought of his days of
youth, of the price he had paid for
them; of the dead trooper sleeping In
Samar—a bit of his own life was bound
up in the moonlight on the {island
shores. Maybe Larry was the happiler
man|

A touch came to his arm; his bride
of today was looking up at him.

“He wasn't so bad, was he—lLarry?
Did he quarrel with his father?
Wouldn't he come home?” y

“Little girl, he was just llke me—my
bunky.”

“Miss Granberry says that you've
been paying his father’'s room rent and
for his meals and pretending all the
time that Larry sent the money.
What'll you do now?

“Kid, I don’t know. Do you think
I'd tell the captain that his son was
killed In a dirty barrack row? He's
too blind to read the papers—he never
sees any one—he'll never need to
know.”

“He'll just walt” said Milss Gran-
berry. “The grand old man!”

“Let him walit,” retorted Arnold.
*We'll. muddle through somehow!”

The old woman went bustling off to
get her rells and bacon. The two lovers
sat in a ‘ﬂu;y little kitchen facing
the air shaft; on one side was the gas
stove, on the other the dining table
with the cracked ollcloth. “Admiral
Byng,” the Granberry paftot, swung
on his dirty perch In the window and
squawked at the liquor lto{a cat, which,
utilizing the entire bullding In its
forays, had arrived for breakfast with
Granny.

The old woman’s volice came in an
excited query from the stairs. Then
ghe flew b lessly to the kitchen.
“A guest, dearie” she cried. “A gen-
tleman to see my little mountain girl!”

Following Miss Granberry was a tall
man whom Sylvia seized on In delight.
His face and neck were burned to a
dull red, the powerful jaws were clean
shaven, his eyes very blue, and he wore
the "best clothes” of a woodsman—
funeral with a little butterfly tie
of brilliant purple under his celluloid
He carried a cotton flour sack
filled with some protuberant stuff un-
der one arm, and about his clean shoes
crawled a small pointer pup of the
most unimaginable eolor as dogs go.
That pup was only a shade more sub-
dued than the woodsman's necktie

The stranger’s eyes shone with satis-
faction as he released Sylvia's fingers.

“I brought the pup,” he began, “an’
I'm the delegate to this weddin'.”

‘“Why, Louisville!” she chided in her
laughing. “It's just fine.”

“An’ Miss Winkle sent you some dried
apples,” continued the man from the
north. “Came from the clearin’ over
the ridge on the south fork-—yes, seh!”

“Jack,” began his bride to be, in somée
confusion, “this is Mr. Banway. He's
head faller at ecamp 9. The boys all
call him Louisville.” :

“Bo’'n In Kentuck when I was quite
saild Mr. Banway with a

pleased and reminiscent joke. Young
Mr. Arnold extended his hand genially,
as the woodsman Inserted a finger to
hoist his celluloid collar.

“Glad to meet you—any friend of Syl-
via's—"

He was
the girl
of a child
low curls
was peering trustfully
trade.

“O, Louisville!"

interrupted by a ery from
She was staring at' a squab
in denim overalls, his vel-
under a !:e.i cap, who
about the balus-

nit

“The Camp said to bring it to you.
Mrs. Baker went to Arcata, an’ there
wasn’'t a woman left at Nine. Wa all

rememb’'d you =ald you'd take it o
the skid-boss give it them overalls—"

Sylvia was laughing over the small
man, laughing and blushing and twist.
fag hils curls. Arnold, too, fell to
smiling at her pretty confusion and
with his ewn wonder.

“Its mother cooked at Nine™ sald
Sylvia; “then .she dled at the hospital
in Arcata last summer. Mrs. Baker
and I cared for it when I came down
from Trinity to the big trees. All the
boys in the shlashin' stanq by the
@®ookhouse Kid—he's so littla

“And is he--it—ours now?" inquired
Mr. Arnold.
“Well, I don't know--I promised—

because I had nothing to do—and the
boys all sald—"

“Anq that pup? Loulsvills, what's
the matter with the dog?"

“Belonged tb an Arcata dye house
man,” related Mr. Banway solemnly.
“Used to be white, that spike tail pup
The dyve man thought he'd make him
into a walkin’' advertisement, so he
put him into the biue vat an’ then
tried to paint ‘Arcata Dye Works' on
his ribs in red andg yellow trimmin's.
Well, that fool dog began to perspire
befores he got dry and the colehs run,
and when the pup saw himself, he did,
too, and crawled into the bay. Regu-
leh Easter egg dog afteh them colehs

run. Dye man was so 'shameq o' that
jod that he sent the pup up to the
woods to bleach. Trouble was he

couldn’t boil the dog so’s the colehs’d
stick. We.gave "im to the Cookhouss

Kid, an’ he sits round remorseful,
speculatin’ if he hadn’t oughte’ Dbeen
boiled, afteh =all. Reguleh scrambled
egg dog.”

“Now he’'s a real lavender,” added the
glrl from the country up Iin back.

The grave faced young man of the
city stood looking at his bride to be,
at the pup, at the dried apples and the
Cookhouse Kid: there were some as-
pects of matrimony that apparently he
had not considered. The northerner
seemed to read hip study.
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the Qog and the drled apples, v;:nz
don't know about another
baby—"

"Jy(‘hn. it's such a little ene!” oried

the bride to be.
J. Hamilton Arnold
and boyed with deBona

removed his hat
tr mischief.
r'a marry the

“Sweétheart, with you 1
wh;';o of northern "a':fnrn.'a..’ml?;
dogs and Ddables?—wiY. it's mp

eat!'
gr"v‘.twme to breakfast™ er‘,efi.;l\l:l:‘
Granberry from the S .:1‘"“‘
and they wera mars
with the madntkin, a

with the dried poles
Itallan children left f!

-

eaten; and Angelo tool

down to Happy alle

went to the flower n

Granny's kitchen had

such a packing ab

table:; and never was -
20 vivaclous, so happll 'v’fl’"“‘s:'"i

She heapedq thelr ates a iaec
when they would v e
asked a multitude of . >
minutes sha knew the tory n'_’"'ﬁa
waif from the big w 1 » Mr f'.d.'h
way, the price o ndensed ":' k In
Camp Nine, what 2 yogler "t’l
and how long the skid boss had b2
the boil on his meck; and had in P e
turn, given the woodsman three k'
ferent remedias to: carry back for the
affiicted. With each revelation of ths
bizg woods end their life ghe was
swamped In shrill wonder; 49 ‘f'-~»1rs‘ 3£
lodging houses had Y '{;"»"! )
eager, child’s appreciation of the mar<
e sy il
‘9"‘8-\‘:‘.%““! them redwoods along Little
river is 360 feet high,™ conc 1ded one
of the woodsman's tales, “an’ the tops
grow into a mat so thitk the =':r:'“!\"fl\
reaches the ground, and down In ‘o
glades the ferns grow six feet tall
By Mighty, what a silence!”

"Miss Granberry could not belleve its
her black eyes sparkled, her mouth
worked as she groped for a sufficing
imagination

“And beyonad ths redwoods and the
camps in the slashin’s,” added Syl —ia,

“is the country up In back, where I
came from!™

“Sixty mile ¢’ mountain trall to
ity,” resumed the woodsman;
how we brought heh out! The's
up in back—no ferns an’ ¢
it's green an’ sunny all the way

“And flowers! How'd you llke to see
seven miles of popples along a trall,
and great blue and purple splkes and

Tetn-
‘that's
tfog

redwoods—

daisies and buttercups—so many flow-
ers on so many hills that they are juss
a blur?”

“An' nobody but the coyotes to smell

“They eall go along with heh™ he ’'em,” Mr. Banway confirmed.
added; “sorteh mutual.”
“Loulsville, I don't mind marrying To Be Continmed Next Suanday
g e e —— -
-,

EYES GURED

AR i

WITHOUT
Grateful Patients Tell of
Cures of Cataracts, Granulated Lids, Wild Hailrs,

E KNIFE

Almost Miraculous

Watery Eyes and all Eye Dis-
eases—many- have thrown away thelr glasses
after using this magic ¥emedy one week. Send
your name and address with full description of
your trouble to the H. T. Schlegel Co.. 475
fome Bank Bu!lding, Peoria, Ill., or fill out the
coupon belofr, and you will recelve by return
mail, prepaid, a trial bottle of this magic remedy
that has restored many almost blind to sight.

Ulcers, Weak,

FREE—This coupon is good for onme trial
bottle of Schlegel’s Magic Rye Remedy, sent
to you prepaid. Simply fill ia your name and
address on dotted lines below and mail to the
H. T. Schlegel Co., 4375 Home Bank build-
ing, Peoria, Ill.

|.00

for this
16-in.

PLUME £

i This plume is just the kind
for which you would have to
Y" $5 at any retail store.
t is extra wide, fully 18
ins. long, in all colors, with
willowy flues of great length
that €o not lose their curl
easily. Send us $1 today,
for this is am opportunity
not to be missed. We offer
also an extra large and hand-
some $7.50 plume at $2.50. Send your
money by mail, express or money order.
Remember that your money will be refunded if
the pluma Is not entirely satisfactory.

New York Ostrich Feather Co., Dept 6, 513-313 Pway Y

Gray Hair Restored
“WAINUTA AR STAIN"

Restores Gray, Streaked or
Bleached Halr or Moustache in-
stantaneously. Gives any shade
from Light Browg to Black.
Does not wash or rudb off. Con-
tains po polsons and 1s not
sticky nor greasy. Secid by all
druggists, or we will send yoa a Trial size for
20¢, tpald; large size (eight times as much),
80c. If your druggist don't sell I send direct to
us, Send the yellow wrapper from twe bottles
urchased from a druggist and we wiil give you
a full-size bottle for nothing.

WALNUTTA CO,, 1405G Olive st., St. Louis, Mo.

Trade

Don't Wear a Truss

STUART'S PLAS TR-PADS are different

say by sending you Trial of Plapae

! 0" m‘o abwlutely FREE. Write TODAY.
Sddress—PLAPAO LABORATORIES, Block 22, St. Leuls, Mo,

I You Don’t Want Gray Halr
Write for This FREE BOOK.

The ““Book of the Halr.”" 32 pages, illustrated,
g?tain(n' valuable hints on the care and dr
the hair, and full information about the

. R

.

The enly practical device for restoring >
faded or streaked hair to its natural eoler, or to
any deszired shade. Not sold in Write o

if. D. Comb Co., Dpt. T3, 118

) Reduce Your Flesh:

LET ME SEND YOU AUTO MASSEUR ON A

G DAY FREE TRIAL =

Soconfident am I that simply wearing it will per.
manently remove all superfiucus flesh that 1 mall
It free, withoyt deposit. When you seeyour shape-
& liness ly returning 1 koow you will buy i,
Try it at my expease. Write to.day:

PROF. BURHS 03,0 30 2 Sowvess

. 28 st,N.Y.

AGENTS WARTED ior, %o s

&

How Japanese
Keep Off Fat

World’s Brains Outdone by Sturdy
Islanders—A Woaderful Treat-
ment for Fat Reduction.

Tokine Treatment Has Dene Marvels—Send
Coupen Below for a Free 50c Package. '

For the ﬁ"l time In Amarics el
package of the Tokine 'x‘rm:; oub it
edly :g.n mest uniq pow fag re«

ducer ever Compo Y buman bdmain

is being offeved fres o every [al man an
woman whe has fried almeost everything
known to this country for fai reduetion,
and who has falled be reduced tia=
factortly,
The knowladge of ths Japaness in soten.
& w0 body develep~

ment bas deen conceded, and !'s almost £
remarkable as thelr almost unbdellevadie;”
physical endurance and strength, l
e sveit, trim, elegant figures of
Japaness men and women are proverbia!
Japan Is an jsland of Venuses and Apo o;
The Tokino Treatment solves ths --ob:
lam for every fat man ahd wams\‘;{ n
America, The wonder of It iy that i
Wwas not sooner introduced here, It HA*
remarkable fat reducing powers uomp.“\
with the siving of great ength and the
fvw.o.dla‘ of the human m  to i»s:’:ﬁ:
lines. It is wonderfully satisfying to des-
perate fat men and wom Its resuits
often eurpass the understanding Not =
cent fo asked to try 1, so you can fu
for yourself, TFor this reason, a 50 ,:n
package of this Tokino Treatment in th
unique end beautiful, original box (s it
absolutely free to anyome who wili ;“”qr;\
gend name and address. on thae coges)
below. BSend for it to-day ——

METAY

)
Good for Free 50¢ Box

Fill o your pame and address
below, and mall it today. You will get W
retwn mail & free 50c beautiful and ori
box of the Tokino Treatment with full in-
siructions and other information all Pre=
paid, to prove its wondertul powers,
Address: TOKINO COMPAN
133 Main Street, Alion, Mioh,

Street No....ceo..
you a th piles tn
a8y form write ¢ ~
trial treatment of in;&ll’.ihlzkwlz
h?i-
Co

on lines

- TS ——
It you are atficted wi

Tablets, and yon will ever

the day yon his
-5, 'y" r@:ﬁ!. 'lirh Infallible Tablet

VARICOSE VEINS 810 Leos,

are completely cured with ine g ~ay
e absolutely romnv?s!?‘ggs‘v: home treate
tiredness and disease. ?:rn‘ Swelling,

Send stamp articulars,
W. F. Young, P. 0. F, 222 Tempie Stas aringfie, Mase.

NO HaAx
We grow hair o:‘;d;:? PAY

m:.m:s & short time to
scal



