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you have, and I’dlove to have a ride

in it The only trouble is”—she al-

most choked over this, for it was
risking everything on one throw— ;

“the only trouble is, I’m not sup-

posed to be there till half past six. |
And that’s more than an hour.”

He was looking at her now a |
little more ns he’d looked when he’d
first come in and called her "sister.”

“Well,” he said, “you can’t scare
me that way. If you like to ride,
come along and I’ll show you what

the little bus will do!”
It was getting scary now, a little

like the first dip on a trip in the
roller coaster. She was afraid she
betrayed that, a little, in the sound
of her voice when she said, “Oh,

that’ll be great!" and went to get

her things. She was doing It all for
dad. That was the thing to remem-
ber.

The immense size of the car gave
her a thrill, too. It looked, gleam-
ing there in the cold light of the
electric street lamp, like the cars
heroines intrusted themselves to in

the movies when they were being
lured away.

Her little black wrist-bag was a
familiar comfort. She clutched it j
like a talisman. That’s what it was,
really. It had a note from Roger
Morgan In It, hidden in a little pri- i
vate pocket. But now, suddenly, it j
gave her a terrible pang. She was
being unfaithful to Roger!

• ••••••

She was so tired when Mr. Wil- j
lard brought her home that, though
it was hardly nine o’clock, she went
straight to bed. She didn’t tell

mother a thing. Dad could do that
when he got home after his talk
with Jake.

She hadn’t been sure until almost

the last minute of her drive whether
her strutugem would come to any- ;
thing or not She’d begun by insin-
uating as gradually as she could the
idea into Jake’s mind of dining with
her and her father at the club. Then
she’d had to prepare him for Mr.
Willard.

The last step of the campaign
she had decided not to divulge to
him at all until she had him safely

Inside the club. This was to de-
tach Agatha’s father from the party

and get him to take her home, leav-

ing dad to work his will on Mr. Gor-
mnn. Even with this feature of the
program undisclosed, she hadn’t
been a bit sure when they drove up
to the ladles’ entrance to the club
that Mr. Gorman wouldn’t say good

night to her and drive away. How-
ever, it had worked, down to the
last detail.

Yet, she felt awfully flat about It
somehow, os If, after all, nothing

had happened. There’s been no pull-
ing up at a roadhouse, no turning

off on lonesome country roads. Jake
had stuck to the boulevards and
kept both hands on the wheel, and
he had delivered her at the club
promptly at half past six.

She didn’t quite like to admit
that she felt defrauded about this.
She hadn't wanted to be obliged to
struggle with him, furiously; or
even to have to plead with him, re-
call him to his better self. Had she?

Tired as she was when she went
to bed, she found she couldn’t get

! off to sleep. She was restless but
she didn’t feel like reading. Even
her one and only day-dream—it had
been the one-and-only ever since
she got Roger's note —hadn’t worked
very well.

The note, just a penciled scrap,
had come enclosed in a long letter

from Ed, written soon after he’d
heard from mother, the, to him,

astonishing fact that Edith had been
studying stenography for a month
and had gone to work for dad in the
office. Roger must have been up in
Ed’s room while Ed was writing the
letter, and Ed must have told him

what she’d done. And she could
fairly see the thoughtful, frowning
smile that must have been in his
face as he wrote on a bit of Ed’s
yellow scrap paper that message to
her:

“Dear Edith: You are a brick.

I’m not a letter writer, but I’m look-
ing forward to our next chance for
a talk, when we can go on from
where we left off last time.

Roger.”
There was a delicious touch of

impudence in the way he must have
handed It over with a “Stick that in,

will you?” right under Ed’s nose,
for him to read it? Ed wouldn’t

1 know what that phrase “from where
jwe left off last time” meant. He’d
certainly have been one surprised
brother if he could have guessed
where they had left off!

It was after taking much thought
that she decided on the little pri-
vate pocket in her wrist-bag as a
repository for the treasure. She
didn’t take it out very often. She

• knew it by heart, of course, and
didn’t want to wear it out. In the
bag It went wherever she did, and
was hardly ever out of arm’s reach.

Other people might scorn her for

¦ having left school, for having to go
to work in an office, but Roger was
proud of her for having done it

¦ Roger thought she was a brick.
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Just now he was looking at her,
his gaze frankly curious. “Seems to
me,” he said, “that you’re a pretty

live wire, sister, to be working in
a dump like this. Give me the low-

down on it What’s the answer?”
A phrase of her father’s turned

tip, providentially, in her mind. “A

turnip’s bigger than an apple seed,”
she said, “but It won’t grow into a
tree.”
- “Look here,” he said, “that’s
pretty good! You ought to write

advertising copy for a real business.
If you ever want a new boss, give
me a look In. llow about the old
man? Any chance that he'll come
back tonight?”

“Ifyou’ll wait a minute,” she said,

’Til see.” She pulled up the tele-
phone and called the number of Mr.
Willard’s office, and there was quite
a lot of red tape about it In order

to keep her voice from shaking she
had to freeze it as hard as Ice.

“Is this the Willard Manufactur-
ing company?” she asked. “I’d like
to speak to Mr. Willard’s secre-
tary. .

. . Miss Baldwin? . .
.

This is Edith Patterson.” She wasn’t
looking at Jake Gorman, but she

was pleasurably aware that he sud-
denly sat up a little. “I’m trying
to find my father,” she went on
smoothly. “He spoke of going in
to see Mr. Willard this afternoon.

He isn’t there now, Is he?”
He wasn’t there. Miss Baldwin

said, but he’d telephoned. Mr. Wil-
lard wasn’t there now, either. He’d
just gone out But she believed

that they’d arranged to dine togeth-
er at the dub.

“That would be the Union League,

wouldn’t it?” Edith asked, and the
secretary said she thought it would.
“All right." Edith said. “That’s all

I need to know. Thanks very much.”
Without taking her hand from the

telephone or letting so much as a
glance stray away from it, she
called the club and asked if her
father was there. He wasn’t.
She'd hardly hoped he would be.
but she left a message that he was
to call his office when be came in.

She was still without a plan for
holding Jake captive until he could
be delivered into dad’s hands. But

she felt it must, somehow, be done.
As she looked rather helplessly
around at him, he spoke.

“That certainly was one on me,
Miss Patterson.” He was looking
very flushed and uncomfortable, try-
ing to apologize, and not quite

knowing how.
She beamed at him. “But I don’t

mind a bitl” she said. “I’m glad
you thought I was a live wire, and
I’m glad you thought I was a regu-

lar stenographer. That’s what I try

to be.”
The assurance didn’t make him

look any more comfortable. She’d
spoiled everything by letting him
know who she was. She wished as
hard as she'd ever wished anything
In her life that she knew how to
vamp people.

“I suppose,” he said, “if your fa-

ther is way down in the Loop and
on the way to his club, It Isn’t much
good my waiting for him out here.”

“Well,” she observed demurely,
“that depends.”

Why couldn’t she be brazen and
flip! Would it do any good if she

let her hand hang over his side of
the desk? Probably not

“What does it depend on?” he

asked.
“Why, on how much of a hurry

you’re in—for one thing,” she said.
“Well, I’m not In a hurry. I

haven’t a thing to do.”
He said it doubtfully, though, ns

if he couldn’t make up his mind

about something. She wasn’t get-

ting away with it
“I haven’t either,” she said des-

perately. “1 was just sitting around

to see if anything happened.”
She'd tried to make it sound in-

viting, an audacious hint at possi-
bilities. but she couldn’t blame him
for not taking it that way.

The shop door opened and Charlie
Franklin came in.

“We’re just closing trp, Miss Pat-
terson,” he said. “1 just thought—
I’d see If you wanted me to stay for
anything.”

That finished everything, of
course. He’d never survive any-
like that. She could have slain

Charlie where he stood!
“Not a thing,” she told him with

her friendliest smile. “I’m goiug
myself, pretty soon.”

It was exactly then that the Idea
came to her. “I’m going downtown

to have dinner with father at the

club.”
That satisfied Charlie. He said

good night and left.
It worked. There was an awful

silence for a minute while Mr. Gor-
man hung fire, and by the time he

spoke she was trembling so that she

had to simply clamp her teeth to-
gether. But what he said was, “I’ve

got my car right here, Miss Patter-

son. I'd be glad if I could drive
you to the club.”

“Oh, that would be perfectly fine 1

Dad told me what a wonderful car

She heard dad come home, not
very late, and for quite a while she
listened to the murmur of his and

I mother’s voice in the sitting room.
Then, she heard dad coming upstairs
and called to him.

j “How did IN go?” she asked.
lie came straight Into her room

and sat down on the edge of the
bed. “Why, I don’t know,” he told
her. “He’s still enthusiastic, 1
guess, but he’s very wary about get-
ting down to anything definite.
We’ll owe it mostly to you, I think,
if we get him. There’s no doubt of
his being enthusiastic about you.
He asked more questions about you
than he did about the choke. He
said, perfectly frankly, if he hadn’t
found you in the office this after-
noon, he’d have gone away and nev-
er come back. So you did a good
job, anyhow. I don’t quite see how
you managed it."

“Oh, I didn't do any managing to
speak of,” she told him disingenu-
ously. “I’m glad if it helps that he
liked me, though."

• * * • * * •

Jake remained for weeks hanging
* upon the verge of putting his money

i into the business; some sort of

| money, anyhow—it wasn’t, it seemed.
! his, exactly.

Frequently, he dropped into the
office. Sometimes he brought Edith
a box of candy. Once he invited

j her and mother and dad to a show,

j He had uncounted conferences with
dad, some of them coming to a point

where it seemed that tomorrow
would see the signing of a contract
and the real launching of the enter-
prise upon the grander scale. But

' something always happened to put

it off.
Dad was getting blue agnin. He

couldn’t get the same thrill any
more out of going out and selling
two dozen chokes to a small sup-
ply dealer or converting a floorman
in a garage into an enthusiastic, If
not disinterested, advocate.

It was about this time that thev
got a maddening sort of letter from
Mr. Mariner. It was written from
Los Angeles shortly after he
reached there. The choke, he calm-
ly told dad, had proved to be no
good. It might work well enough
In flat country, but in hills it was
worse than useless. He’d had to
take it off his car. Even ns a sell-
ing proposition, he’d found it dis-
appointing. He had turned his at-
tention to the vaporizer which, on
the trip across the continent, had
gone beyond its inventor’s fondest
hopes.

Edith had laughed at the letter
and had spoken of the writer as a
poor nut, and dad himself had tried
to take it that way. But she could
see that It had staggered him rath-
er. He kept wondering whether It
was true that the thing really
wouldn’t work in the hills. He had
no really convincing proofs that it
wasn't true.

She began to suspect, too, about
this time, that there was some sort
of strain In the relations between
her father and Mr. Willard. When

the question arose of Edith’s going
to Asheville with Mr. and Mrs. Wil-
lard, it was plain, right at the start
of the discussion, that he didn’t
want her to, and not because he

needed her at the office, either. She
couldn’t go to the office, anyway.

Just then, because she was laid up
with a cold and dad had a tempor-
ary girl in her place.

‘That cold Is likely to hang on to
Edith for weeks with the kind of
weather we have around here this
time of year,” Mr. Willard had said
suddenly one night “Why don’t
you loan her to us for the trip?
We’ll show her a good time for two
weeks and bring her back bloom-
ing.”

Mother, after a quick glance at
dad, had been noncommittal about
it; didn’t see how it would be pos-
sible to get her ready on such short
notice; her clothes would need a lot
of going over. But this, the girl
felt wasn’t the real issue. She
went to bed as soon as the Willards
left, aware that something would
have to be talked out between her
parents, in connection with the trip,
that she couldn’t hear.

Dad told her next morning at
breakfast that she could go, but
there was a look in his face that
made her feel like saying she didn’t
want to.

She didn’t say It, and he didn’t
act after that, as though he wished
she had. He saw her off on the
train with the injunction to have
the best kind of a good time, and
he and Mr. Willard Joked with each
other until the train left, in away
that ought to have removed the last
of her misgivings.

Only it didn’t somehow. She was
left feeling sort of queer about it

She had a perfectly lovely time;
got over her cold; played golf;
danced; had her first experience
riding horseback and found it aw-
fully exciting; and reveled in a lux-
urious bed and a big bathroom all

her own, and In never getting up

for breakfast until she felt like it.
Letters from mother were the

worst —she got one every two or
three days; always affectionate, re-
joicing in the wonderful time her
daughter was having, but economi-
cal of home news. There wasn’t

anything to write about, really. She
had dad were both well; business
was going on just about as usual;

Mr. Gorman hadn’t come in yet, but
there were still hopes that he would
—on some basis, at any rate. There
wasn’t anything she said that made

the girl’s throat ache with sympa-

thy. It was what she didn’t say.

All told, when the two weeks were
over, she found herself in a pas-

sionate hurry to get home.

Their train got in in the middle
of the morning, and it surprised her
to find dad waiting for her on the
platform. He impressed her as look-
ing rather pale, but this was prob-
ably because all the people she had

been seeing lately were so brown.
He told her emphatically when she
asked how he was that he’d never
felt better in his life.

He seemed to be watching the
Willards, who had got a little
ahead, to make sure they didn’t get
away. That was funny, because, of
course, they’d wait It struck her

as they drove away, leaving the two
men behind, that it had really been
to see Mr. Willard, rather than her-
self, that dad had met the train.

There was no doubt, though, for
whom mother was waiting. She
must huve been watching for the
car. for she opened the door the
minute they stopped, and came fly-
ing out to meet them. There was
something thrilling in the way she
swooped down the steps. Edith was
always forgetting how pretty she
was.

They hugged each other on the
sidewalk, stood with their arms
around each other, thanking Mrs. 1
Willard while the chauffeur was
carrying in the bags, and when they
got safely inside they embraced
again. The girl felt her eyes get-

ting wet but she didn’t care.
They went together, rather aim-

lessly, Into the sitting room, and
now there fell a momentary stiff-
ness. There was nothing in particu-
lar to do, yet it seemed silly to sit
down in a couple of chairs, like call-
ers. Mother must have felt it, too.
for her voice, when she spoke, the
next minute, had sort of a company
sound.

“You’re looking beautifully well,”
she said. “No need asking if you
had a good time.”

“I’m feeling great,” Edith said.
“And I had a gorgeous time. Moth-
er, do we have to wait, and—lead
up to things? I want to know how
It’s going at the office; what’s been
happening to dad.”

“Os course you do,” mother
agreed, instantly, “and you shall.”
All the same, she paused a mo-
ment, there, and the next thing she
did was to ask a question. “Did

your father get hold of Bert Wil-

lard? He wanted to have a talk
with him this morning.”

“Iguess so," Edith told her. “We
left them together at the station.”

This seemed to be something off
mother’s mind, though she didn’t
exactly brighten up at the news;
turned, if anything, a little graver
and more thoughtful. Finally she
said. “Why, the situation is Just
about what it was when you went
away, I guess. I don’t think there’s
been any real change, as far as the
actual prospects go. There was one
little flurry, last week, but I don’t

believe It amounts to anything. A

firm of patent lawyers wrote to say

that some clients of theirs were
making something along the lines of
the choke and were interested in

the Mariner patents. Your father
went to see them. They talked in
a vague sort of way about infringe-

ments and lawsuits and then they
suggested that they might consider
buying our patents If they could get

them at what they called a reason-
able price. Your father asked them
what their notion of a reasonable
price was and they said —about a
hundred and fifty or two hundred
dollars. Os course dad told them
he wouldn’t consider it and came
away, but it left him feeling rather
blue.”

“Big bluffs!” Edith said, furious-

ly. “They’re afraid dad will sue
them. That’s what’s the matter

with them.”
“Oh, yes,” mother agreed. “It

wasn’t anything —I don’t believe
there’s anything else,” she went on,
“—except that a man who has been
buying quite a lot of chokes appar-
ently isn’t going to pay for them. It

makes things pretty hard Just now.
of course.”

“Poor old dad!” The girl’s voice
betrayed her by breaking over the
words and the next moment she was
crying. “And there I was, ail the
time,” she jerked out desperately
through her sobs, “p-playing golf
and eating five-dollar meals in a
b-beastly big hotel!”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Southwest News Items

Clyde E. Ely has purchased the
“Sentinel,” afternoon daily newspaper
of Yuma, Ariz.

“The Ash Fork Record,” a new pub-
lication, has entered the Arizona jour-

jnalistic field.

Sixty men and women were awarded
diplomas at New Mexico State College,

, fifty-eight of whom received bache-
lors’ degrees, one a master’s degree,
and the other a doctor's degree.

The only college course dealing
with the rich and varied literature of
Arizona will be a feature of the sum-
mer session at the Arizona State
Teachers College at Flagstaff.

Plans are under way to hold the
Fourth Annual meeting of the New
Mexico crop Improvement Association

! in connection with Farmers' Week, at
; New Mexico State College, July 25-29.

Arizona copper mining districts are
rejoicing over the fact that the United
States senate voted approval of a 4
cents per pound tariff on copper. A
lumber tax was also placed at $3 per
thousand feet.

Santa Fe, N. M., county and city
school teachers who have had their
contracts renewed for the next year

| will not have their salaries reduced,
but new teachers will be paid less
than heretofore.

Aztec-Cedar Hill federal aid high-
way project No. 101-A has been let by

the state highway commission to the
J. H. Miller Company of Denver, the
low bidder, their bid being approxi-
mately $226,000.

W. C. Joyner, Arizona state game
warden, announces preparations are
being made to plant bass in Picbaco
lake in Pinal county for the benefit
of Tucson, Casa Grande and southern

Arizona fishermen.

At the national P. T. A. convention,
Arizona won highest honors In child
welfare subscriptions and two loving
cups, one for highest percentage of
standard associations and one for su-
perior associations.

The Uhited States forest service and
the Arizona game department are con-
ducting a survey of elk and antelope
in this district to determine whether
the ranges are overstocked to a point
that damage is being done.

T. S. O'Connell, state engineer, an-
nounces a 25 per cent reduction in

the overhead expenses of the highway
department has been effected by the

Arizona highway commission for the
fiscal year beginning July 1.

During the twenty years which the
Casa Grande (Ariz.) Dispatch has been
running, approximately 300,000 acres
of land in the valley have been brought

to patent, according to records of J.
F. Brown, land commissioner.

The annual Northern New Mexico

and Southern Colorado invitational
golf tournament of the Raton Country

Club will be held June 25, 26 and 27,
James S. Zukie, chairman of the tour-
nament committee, has announced.

Teachers and janitors of the Globe,

Ariz., public school system will be em-
ployed about July 25. Recent economy

measures called by the school board
has necessitated the deferring of the
contracts from spring until the sum-
mer.

During the first ten months of the
1931-32 fiscal year 41 per cent of the
money retained by the Arizona high-
way department from the 5-cent gaso-
line tax was paid in Maricopa county.

The county paid $1,055,765.64 net of

the total of $2,589,413.88.
Subject to approval of the postoffice

department, Arizona will have 26-hour
air-mail sendee to New York within
sixty days, according to the announce-
ment of C. R. Smith, vice president

of American Airways and general man-
ager of the southwestern division.

W. C. Joyner, state game warden,
issued a statement announcing the
opening of several new streams for

trout season, which opened June 1 and
extends to Sept. 30. He estimated
several hundred thousand trout will

await the anglers’ hooks during that

time.
The Verde river irrigation and pow-

er district has applied to the U. S.
Reconstruction Finance Corporation
for $20,000,000 loan to build its con-
templated works. Information that
the application had been filed was
revealed in a series of letters sent
to the corporation, President Hoover,
Senators Henry F. Ashurst, Carl Hay-
den and Representative Lewis W.
Douglas, by Governor Hunt and Burt
H. Clingan, president of the irrigation
district.

The Hoard of Regents of State Col-
lege, N. M., announces the appoint-
ment of Burton P. Fleming as dean

of the School of Engineering to suc-
ceed Dr. James T. Rood, resigned.
This will be the second time that Mr.
Fleming has been a member of the
staff at State College. While acting

as assistant to Secretary Elwood
Meade at Washington, he was sent to

State College in the work of irrigation

investigation for the department of

agriculture and filled that position for
several years prior to 1909.

Hugh Williams, chairman of the
state corporation commission, an-
nounced the commission would go to
the state supreme court to determine
its power in regulating agencies of
railroads in the state.

An organization of middle west busi-
ness men and financiers is being

formed for the purchase, exploration,
development and operation of gold
properties in the Prescott, Ariz., dis-
trict which, according to engineers,

should prove to be of immense value
in the exploitation of the rich mineral

belts of that area.

REMOVE BIRD WHEN
OUT OF CONDITION

May Check Spread of Coc-
cidiosis in Flock.

Chronic coccidiosis In adult fowls
cannot be distinguished by external
symptoms from other wasting dis-
eases, and only by the use of the
microscope after death, says a writer
in the Rural New-Yorker. Unlike
the acute form occurring in chick-
ens, the ceca do not display the evi-
dences of the infection, which are to
be found in the intestinal contents
or in scrapings from the Intestinal
walls.

Either in chronic coccidiosis or
other diseases showing the loss of
appetite, dirty plumage, gradual loss
of flesh, paleness of comb and wat-
tles and perhaps paralysis of the legs
found in such disorders, all affect-
ed birds should be removed from
the flock and watch kept for new
cases. The quarters used should be
placed in good sanitary condition
and the old runs discarded.

The parasites causing coccidiosis
and other infections of like incura-
bility Infest ground that has been
used for a considerable length of
time by poultry flocks, and healthy
birds must be kept from such ground
if avoidance of infection is to be ex-
pected. Chronic coccidiosis spreads
slowly In an adult flock and re-
moval of sick birds with sanitary
precautions to prevent infection of
the healthy members should be ob-
served.

No Raiser Can Report
Profit From Dead Hens

Dead hens make the largest Item
of flock depreciation, and this depre-
ciation is the third largest item,
next to feed and labor, or about
one-fifth, of the total expense of the
laying flock, says Prof. E. G. Mls-
ner of the New York State College
of Agriculture, after a study of 92
New Yftrk state flocks In 1930.

The percentage of mortality varied
from 3 to 73 per cent of the aver-
age number of laying birds. The
mortality averaged 23 per cent, with
no differnce between large or small
flocks. When hens are valued at
$1 each at the beginning of the lay-
ing season and are worth 75 cents
at the end of the year, a mortality

of 10 per cent makes the deprecia-
tion 34 cents to the hen. If the
mortality were 40 per cent, the de-
preciation to the bird would be 09
cents. Professor Misner warns
poultryroen to give close attention
to disease and parasite control.

Birds Carry Diseases
Birds such as the English spar-

rows should be fenced out of poul-
try houses, says the Idaho Farmer.
These pests travel far and wide and

visit everybody’s poultry yard in a
community, and if possible, carry
disease from the insanitary yards
of one poultryman to clean yards
of another. Careful poultrymen
also make it a point to keep pro-
miscuous human visitors away from

their poultry houses and runs, as
they, too, readily carry troubles
from one poultry yard to another.

When visitors are allowed in the
well-kept poultry yard they should
be provided a box of litter or saw-
dust, thoroughly disinfected. Into
which to step before entering the
premises.

Nicotine Kills Worms
Gizzard worms in poultry may be

combated successfully by the use of

nicotine sulphate capsules or the
feeding for a little period of time

of powdered tobacco in the mash.
The worms that infest the gizzard
are readily destroyed by nicotine,

but due to the fact that they are
readily reached by the treatment,

the longer treatment may be pref-
erable. About two pounds of

powdered tobacco to 100 pounds of

mash In flocks known to be affect-

ed, is suggested by the Idaho
Farmer.

Farm Chicken Census
According to figures of the Unit-

ed States census bureau, California
ranked seventh among the states in
the number of chickens on farms In
this country on April 1, 1930. The

ten leading states of the nation as
to number of chicks over three
months of age on farms on April
1, 1930, were: lowa, 30,060,221;
Missouri, 25,197,000; Illinois, 22.-
081,902; Texas, 21,525,816; Kansas,

19.127.922; Ohio, 17.999,950; Cali-
fornia, 17,407,284; Minnesota, 16,-
011,573; Pennsylvania, 15,446,514;
Indiana, 14.082.041.

Graded Eggs Sell Best
The average per capita consump-

tion of eggs in Canada is 361, near-
ly an egg a day for every person,
and the highest consumption of any
country. Canadian officials credit
this to the fact that eggs are care-
fully graded, and that the Canadian
housewife goes to market and buys
eggs with confidence. She knows

that eggs graded as extras are of

the highest quality and can be used

for every purpose in the home.
Every egg passing into trade in that
country is graded.—Prairie Farmer,

lyfereolizedWax
Keeps Skin Young

, Get an ounce am! uim» as directed. Fine particles of aged
•kin peel oil until all defects such as pimples, liver

! spots, tan and freckles disappear. Skin is then soft
1 and velvety. Your face looks years younger. Mercolized

! Wax brings out the hidden beauty of your skin. To
remove wrinkles use one ounce Powdered £axolito

| dissolved inone-half pint witch hazel. Atdrug stores.

Camper of Experience
Talks About the “Eats”

Camp cooking Is a hightly artistic
talent that can only be developed
through practice and experience,
says a writer in Field and Stream.
This sage camper lists several rules
to follow in preparing the meal ex
cellent in camp.

“Let one man do it. Don’t take
turns. Don’t hold conferences. Let

one man do it, and if lie doesn’t do i:
right, hang him, quarter him, toss
him in the lake —but don't give him
any advice. An amateur cook is more
temperamental than an opera singer

of long press-agent experience. Med-
dling simply confuses him and
cramps whatever style he may have.

“Let the camper follow some
rules: Never bake biscuits if you
can carry bread. Camp biscuits an
not nearly so good as ordinary bread
They merely sound better.

“Carry fresh potatoes. The sane-
roes for onions. Desiccated carrots
and corn and all sorts of soup stocks

ire as good as the fresh kind. I be

ieve they are better.
“Don’t believe that a square of

chocolate is worth a pound of steak.
Or that a malted-milk tablet is wort.i
a peck of potatoes. Don’t rely on
calories to keep you alive and hap

py. Food supplies based on calories-
may keep you alive. They'll nor
keep you happy. You aren’t taking

your vacation merely to be kep'

alive. On the second day out you
can sell a big, juicy corned-beef sand
wich to the ’condensed food’ man for
850 plus his shirt and boots.”

She Reduced 38
Pounds The Safe Wav
“I have been taking Kruschen

Salts for 4 months and I think they
are wonderful. I am 32 years old
and 5 ft. 2 in. tall. I was very fat.
Iweighed 165 lbs. and now I weigh
127 lbs. and feel fine. If I let up
taking the Salts one morning I feel
lazy and heavy,” Mrs. Florence
Loftus, Boston.

This Is just one of hundreds of let-
ters we get every month —Kruschen
not only causes you to lose fat but
while you are losing it you gain in
health —In vivaciousness—you lose
fat where fat is most prominent and
at the same time keep stomach, liver,
kidneys and bowels functioning
naturally.

Any drugstore In the world will
sell you a jar of Kruschen for a
trifling sum—take one-half teaspoon-
ful In a glass of hot water every
morning—go light on fatty meats,
potatoes and sweets. But for your
health’s sake demand and get Kru-
schen Salts —Imitations are numer-
ous. It’s the little dally dose that
does It

Especially Fish Stories
“Can any of you,” the teacher

asked, “tell me what ‘amphibious’ <•

means, and give a sentence to illus
trate?”

A bright little negro held up hi.
hand. “I know, sab! It’s fibbing"
Mos’ fish stories am fibious!”

The Bait
“I’m sure Dolly will make an idea)

wife. Whenever I go to her home l

find her busily darning her father's
socks."

“Ifell for that, too. until I notice.!
it was always the same sock.”

New Caramel Pop-Corn shops.
Making lots of money now. We out-
fit you and teach process. Long-
Eakins—(Originators) 53 High St.,

Springfield, Ohio.—Adv.

Break for Johnny
Father —Well, son, you’re getting

some good marks this term.

Son —Yes, dad. Since you haven't
had time to help me with my home

work, I haven't had one low mark.

Nor Billboards
“So you prefer flying to motoring

—why?’’ .

“For one thing, there are no detoii’-

signs.”—Boston Transcript.

I Peterman’s Ant Food is sure death i
I to ants. Sprinkle it about the floor,

¦ windowsills, shelves, etc. Effective 24 B

¦ hoursaday.lnexpensive.Safe.Gusr- !*.

I anteed. More than 1,000,000 cans £

Deadly but Sweet
“They say kissing is dangerous.”
“Yes, but isn’t it wonderful if

live through It?”—Pathfinder.

BSB8
SB PARKER’S |
jPgl HAIR BALSAM
Sm ¦ Bemoves DandrufT-Stopa HairFailing
AS impart* Color and

_

'
Beauty to Gray and Faded Hah

—6oc and JI.OO at Dmprgiat*. j
Chem. Wka.. Patcnozqe.N.Y.f

FLORESTON SHAMPOO ldeal for use in
connection with Parker’sHairßalsam.Makes the
hair soft and fluffy. BO cents by mail or at drur-
gists. Hiscos Chemical Works, Patchogrue, NX

nilnTI IfTr Successfully treated without
KllU I ! IkU the knife or confinement.

? \ |nr NON-SURGICAL CLINIC, Raptnre
9*l IWllla Specialists, 626 Empire Bid j., Dare.'

W. n7u., DENVER, NO. 24-193?-
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