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CHAPTER 1.

LIVE. DUST.

: |\HE desert road led up a
'.S l, long acclivity toward the
T mesa. On either side the
"&)q grotesque branches of the

N M o2A&| Joshua trees, resembling
s long, green, bristle brushes,
were tipped with clusters of white blos-
soms. Between clumps of juniper and
yucca, among patches of gray sage, little
red and yellow flowers peeped forth in
radiant bloom, lending an unaccustomed
flow of color to the saffron-tinted earth.
The sun swam in a cloudless, high-
arched sky of blue, and struck fires of
brilliancy from the green and crimson

stains on mineral rocks. A breath of
wind laved a land of desolate, unending
distances, cooling and=soothing in subtle
mockery of the inferno’s blistering blast
soon to come. It was the brief season
of the desert spring.

The road was a cushion of dust in
which the wheels of a buckboard, drawn
by two sturdy grays, moved noiselessly.
But the familiar sounds of slow travel
were audible—creak of harness, squeak
of floor board, the crunch of hoofs.

- And there was dust, and noonday heat,

and the scent of sweating horses.

In the buckboard were two people, 2
man, who was driving, and a girl. The
man was short, slender, with prominent
knees and a stoop, but displaying a wiry































































Snow-blind

Love
2
Edward TGlym

Author of “*Snowed Under " ete.
his partner, Bill Kent,

/
furtively eyed each other
in a silence that was rapidly becoming
embarrassing.
Qutside a cold, icy wind rattled at
the cabin doer and swept on down the

s S 2IEATED at a rough-hewn
"‘ r‘;j 'table built against a wall
;" | of their dimly lighted

. i cabin, Sam McGregor and

l
-é-éi

gulch, proclaiming the coming of win- -

ter again to that bleak, barren land.

Already the first of the early snows
had fallen on the hard, frozen trails;
already ice was forming on the rivers,
lockmg up the Yukon for the long,
dreary ‘months ahead. Another week—
two at the utmost—and the last boat of
the season would be pulling out of Daw-
son, bearing back to the States all those
eager to escape the rigors and the risks
of that swiftly approaching siege of ice
and snow.

To those who thus would quit the

land before the siege began, the north
wind now was sounding its final warn-
ing, the only quarter those concerned
could expect the elements to give.

To McGregor and his partner there
was a double meaning in this warning
of the gale—a meaning that held them
both to silent meditations as now they

sat here in the cabin waiting for a show- -

down each knew was close at hand.

‘neither had tried to conceal.

Two years ago the partners had ven-
tured forth from the States on a hope-
ful quest of gold—a quest which had
finally led them to their present iso-
lated home far up there in the Yukon
wilds,

That each had been spurred on in his
efforts to wrest a fortune from the
frozen earth by love for the selfsame,
brown-haired, blue-eyed girl was a fact
Theirs
had been a friendly rivalry in which the
girl herself had played a strictly im-
partial role. She had sent them away
with a smile apiece and a whispered
promise that her final choice would
await their sushsequent return.

This spirit of strict impartiality had
pervaded the few, cherished Iletters
which the partners had received from
the girl during the lohg, eventful months
which followed. On their own part Mc-
Gregor and Kent had played equally
fair with one another, neither allowing
their mutual love for the girl to in-
terfere in any way with the object of
their quest.

If the passage of time had instilled
a feeling of jealousy in their hearts,
neither had evinced the fact. To all out-
ward’ appearances they had remained as
good and loyal pals as ever, Together
they had patiently bucked the frozen
trails for month after month, sharing






























CHAPTER |5
A MAN OF WORDS,

AN and horse wore an ait
7| of weariness as they broke
L through the trees along
1 the river and struck west
o . - ,--

into a sea of gray bunch

grass. The man pulled
down the brim of his hat against the
bright rays of the early morning sun
and, twisting in the saddle, scanned the
prairie to eastward. It was bare and
endless. In the north a series of low
buttes showed like pin points beyond
a vast waste of plain. He looked to-

ward the blue mountains in the west

and shook out the bridle reins. ,
The horse broke into a lope. It was
a homely beast—tall, bony, long necked,
rather peaked in the face and muzzle—
a cross between a dun and a sorrel.
It was such a horse as a self-respecting
cow-puncher would shoot at first sight
rather than turn in with his string. But
the animal’s appearance belied its per-
formance, for, though obviously ridden
through the night, the gelding carried
on tirelessly across the bunch grass.
The rider, by crude comparison, pre-
sented-a different aspect. He was tall,
slim but well-muscled, as his movements
attested ; gray-eyed, firm-lipped, square
of chin, with a clean §kin stung a dull
bronze by wind and sun. He might

have been twenty-five or thirty-five;.

when his eyes twinkled, as they did by

spells for no apparent reason, he ap-
peared to be the former age; when
he squinted in long-distance gaze he
seemed the latter,

His hat, shirt, boots, and chaps dis-
played the unmistakable signs of travel;
but the butt of the gun in the holster
at his right side was free of dust as

though it had been fondled often in

the course of the long ride.

As they left the river behind, the
rider’s interest in the country increased.
He grunted in satisfaction when he saw,
finally, a herd of cattle grazing on the
open range to northward. He pushed
back his hat and swung his right foot
free of the stirrup—an infallible sign
of contentment on the part of a rider—
when he descried a clump of willows
about a tall, stately cottonwood straight
ahead in the west.

“Hoss,  prick up your ears,” he said
aloud; “where there’s willows an’ a tree
that a way ahead there, there’s a spring:
An’ where there’s a spring there’s
bound to be cattle close. An’ where
there's cattle, there’s liable fo be habi-
tations. We see the spring an’ the
stock, an’ I reckon we’re on the right
track, hoss. Put ’em down a little
faster—let’s slope!”

The horse increased its pace as if it
understood its master’s logic. In half
an hour they reached the willows and
the tree and found a deep, natural
spring, or slough, with banks trodden
by cattle and horses.










































































































































Calamity

Jane Has.?

B‘z'al .E?Iswrth T em.

Author of
“The Man on the Barre.,’ etc.

turned from the wmdow
{| through whose grimy
panes ‘he had been inspect-
ing a glessy chestnut mare
_ tied to the railing outside
the courthouse. There was a hint of
apelogy, almost of wistfulness, in the
young man’s manner as he faced old
Doc Laney, his chief deputy.

“I was just thinking, Doc——
began.

Laney raised his crabbed old face
from the newspaper into which for the
last twenty minutes it had been thrust.
His eyes focused themselves dlsapprov—
ingly on the sheriff.

“Sure, and I know what it’s about!
You got up some excuse for busting

» he

away from the office and goin’ galloping

“around the county on that no-account
grasshopper hoss of yourn!
me—I'm onto your curves!”
The apology remained in the younger
man’s face, but a twinkle of protest came
into his good-natured eyes. Doc had
cast aspersions on ‘“Calamity Jane,” the
chestnut mare; and Calamity Jane was
the center of Bob Westover’s universe.
“She ain’t what you could rightly call
‘no-account,” Doc,” he protested. “She’s
Eastern bred, and the smartest saddler
in Carter County. Calamity Jane knows
more than most men do. It was her

Don’t tell -

" made a set at ‘Crazy’ Bill Goodwin, last

month, when he was hiding in the sage-
brush waiting to take a crack at Tim
Sanford. Jane went in like a bull pup
after a tomcat and drug him out by
the back of his trousers. After Bill got
sober, he said he’d have plugged Tim
sure as heaven made green little apples.
An’ it was Jane——"

“T'll admit the hoss makes a better
sheriff than you do!” Doc declared.
“But ’less you intend to turn the office
over to her entirely, I reckon you better
stay here and look after business!”

There were limits beyond which even
the young sheriff’'s temper could not be
safely ruffled. His cheeks were begin-
ning to flush, beneath their coating of
healthy tan; and a sparkle of resentment
showed in his eyes. He sometimes
wondered why he appointed Dec Laney
his office deputy, term after term. Doc
never failed to run against Westover
for the office of sheriff, and never failed
to be defeated. Sheriff Bob was one of
the county institutions.

“All, right, Doc, I guess that’s set-
tled,” he remarked after he had got his
temper in hand. “T’ll be riding, and
you’ll stay here and keep track of the
office. If any one comes in that has a
right to know, you can tell ’em I'm
riding down Santa Cadenza way.
There’s a little matter I've got to see to.”
























e 3] SIT down to write this
@l"')} after a rather unpleasant
Nql interview with a young
¢ | gentleman named Fisher
¢] —the same Willie Fisher
=L=23 who's just been foreclosed
off that spare quarter-section of the O
Bar T; and for whom I was kind of
sorry, until he relled into my store this
morning and started a discourse on the
subject of luck. As everybody knows,
Willie’s farming for the last four years
has been confined to such time as he
could spare from gambling and drink-
ing ; so naturally, te see him leaning over
my counter, representing himself as a
perfectly innocvent citizen ruined by
causes beyond his control, made me feel
kind of tired.

After he’d been talking for about five
minutes, I just naturally had to yawn.

“Whassamatter ?” says Willie, in the
tough tone which so often comes along
with a belief in bad luck.

“Nothing,” says I, not wishing to
stove poker him so soon after his be-
reavement. “Only that in seventy-four
years on this planet, I myself have never
happened to run across this luck thing
yet, and it seems kind of unjust that you
should meet so much of it right away.”

Watching his face while this- was
soaking in, I guessed that his next re-

a6 Leg
‘5}%st Em
the Boor

F R. Buckley

Author of “Peg Leg's Wild Animals,” efe.

mark would be tactless, to say the least
of it; and, as usual, I was right.

“Oh,” says Willie at last, “you mean
all this trouble I've had, has been my
own fault, eh?” He stuck a cigarette
in the corner of his mouth.” “No such
thing as luck, ain’t there?” he demands,
gathering steam rapidly. “You tell me
that, do you? Yeah? You do, eh?
Well, how about the time ‘One-eye’ Col-
wall got after you? Eh? How about
that? I suppose that wasn’t luck?”

“Well ” says I peaceably.

Willie gave a loud horse laugh.

“Well, if you ain’t goin’ to admit
that,” he says, wisely preparing to go
before my temper slipped the leash, “if
you're goin’ to hum and haw about a
case like that, T guess I won’t talk to
you any more. Nc such thing as luck—
an’ you only alive because of the biggest
chunk of it that ever happened to any-
body. You make me sick!”

“I'll make you sicker in a moment,”
says something within me; and I guess
Willie must have heard it, because all of
a sudden, he took one leap on to the
veranda, and another over the railing -
onto his pony’s back, and rode away at
full speed, leaving almost one complete
leg of his new trousers hanging on a
projecting nail. Having rescued this
relic, and laid it alongside of the stove














































The Monster

of

Roosevelt

Lake

gher arrived together at
Lake - where - the - wind-
never-blows, but already a
thin curl of pine-scented
smoke was arising from
the stovepipe of Teddy Blaine’s cabin,
in front of which Teddy was splitting
wood.

“Kinda nippy this morning, son,” was
Grizzly Gallagher’s greeting. “You
ought to grow some whiskers to keep
the cold out this coming winter.”

“I was thinking about it,” acknowl-
edged Teddy as he rubbed his tingling
ears with mittened hands, “but Hattie
says that if I let my whiskers grow
she’ll sure enough bob her hair.”

“If I'd married a girl like Hattie,”
said Grizzly, “I’d have been nicknamed
‘Bald Face’ instead of ‘Grizzly.’ For
I couldn’t ever have abided a bobbed-
haired wife.”

“Did you hear the news as you came
through McCall?” asked Teddy.

“Didn’t hit McCall this trip,” replied
Grizzly Gallagher. “I wanted to look
for fur sign, so I came over by way of
Bear Valley and the Deadwood Divide.”

Teddy whanged his ax into a stump
where it stuck with quivering helve.

“Hattie and I saw a monster over at

o | 7
Regirrald C Barkeor

Author_of ‘‘ Bottom-side Up,’; ete.

(A GRIZZLY GALLAGHER STORY)
SN2 ]AWN and “Grizzly” Galla-

Roosevelt Lake,” he announced. *“Come
in the house and I'll tell you about it
while we're eating.”

“’Tis all pink and white you are, Hat-
tie,” said Grizzly Gallagher to Teddy’s
wife who was cooking breakfast, “and
as purty as one of those little snow flow-
ers that grows up nex’ the clouds.”

“It’s kissing the blarney stone you've
been, Grizzly Gallagher,” returned Hat-
tie; for sometimes the Irish in her came
to the fore, “but just for the pretty
words of you, I'll be givin’ you the big-
gest trout in the pan.”

“’Tis your mother’s daughter you
are,” said Grizzly Gallagher, “when it
comes to frying trout. But tell me about
the monster that Teddy mentioned as
having seen while you and he were off
on that fishing trip to Roosevelt Lake.”

“Mother says it was a banshee,” pro-
claimed Hattie with a shudder, “but old
Indian Joe, the trapper, claims it to be
the same ¢vil spirit that caused the great
landslide which dammed Monumental
Creek and submerged the mining camp
of Roosevelt.”

“It was nearly sunset,” said Teddy.
“Hattie and 1 had had pretty good luck
with the big lake trout, and thinking we
had caught enough, we returned to our
camp on the mountain. About dusk we
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In the
Hills of

=28

X 'o/zn frederick

Author of “*A Wolf Ambng Dogs,” ete.

Synopsis of Preceding Chapters
WHEN José Bernardo Pyndero arrived in Alta California as the new governor, Joaquin Tarabal
w

as the richest man in the province.

sought by Francisco Valdez, who has just arrived from Spain.
servant, “El Rojo,” whom Valdez's father had purchased from the Turks.

The hand of his beautiful daughter, Ortiza, is being

With him came a young body
Before the ship docks,

El Rojo escaped on the back of “S8anduval,” the prize horse of Valdez.
Later El Rojo disarms and brands Lieutenant Juan Rindo, who was forcing his attentions

on Julie Darnay, the daughter of Jean Darnay, a philosophical blacksmith who has sought refuge
in America after the French Revolution. Colonel Louis Mortier ,has also just arrived in California
to induce Darnay to sell him a piece of property, which has increased immensely in value since
Darnay left France.

E! Rojo, having made friends with a band of Navajo Indians who have come to California
to avenge themselves on Pyndero, enters Tarabal’s house to get supplies for himself and his Indian
friends. Here he meets Ortiza and promises her that he will dance with her at the governor's ball,

In the midst of Monterey’s present excitement, a young man who calls himself Lord Anthony
Wyncham arrives in the town and calls on the governor. The governor in the meantime, has become
a party to Mortier’s scheme to get Darnay’s property from him. Darnay is thrown in jail because

of El Rojo’s attack on the governor's man.

reporis to Tarabal that he will not marry his daughter.

or he will be killed like a coyote.

Ortiza's coldness turns the edge of Valdez's ardor.

He
Tarabal tells him he will either marry her,

El Rojo’s Indian scout tells Ortiza not to fear Valdez, but she bids the Navajo to report to El

Rojo that he must never try to see her again.

CHAPTER XIX.

WINDOW CONFIDENCES.

X OW .Julie Darnay was con-
vinced that the man was
mad. He ran through the

/4 most ridicnlous motions
: and posture:, Of course
she could nc: see all the

absurd things he was «oing; but he
leaped here and there, like one of wits
as light as his feet, and they were as
light as thistledown. He flickered back
and forth across the floor of his room,
like a shadow thrown by a fire and
quivering on a wall.

Certainly he was mad. It could not

be a dance. Sometimes, as he stooped
forward, he bent over until his body
made an acute angle with the floor. And
again he leaped back, half the length of
the room. She stared with great eyes.
Most wonderful of all, it seemed to
Julie, was the silence in which he per-
formed these maneuvers. Even sup-
posing that he had taken off his shoes,
she was close enough, to be sure, to have
heard the pounding of his bare feet.

And then all was made clear. For

‘she saw the frail gleaming of a ray of

light which issued from the right hand
of the man. It was a sword, and what
she had seen was a dummy-foil drill.
He had been going through his exercises
















































< 2|HAT ails you, anyhow?”
7| Jukes grunted, as he
pulled on his boots in the
corner of the cabin where
he had spent the night.
“You look like you'd saw
a ghost or somethin’.” .

In the doorway which led to the other
room of the cabin, Canfield stood with
a white sickliness trembling on his deli-
cate features. “I have,” he announced.
“Come in here and take a look for your-
self.”

Jukes lumbered across the floor,
pushed the other aside, and entered the
little sleeping apartment which neither
of them had invaded since they arrived
on the previous evening. There was
one small window and a single cot.
Jukes took an involuntary step back-
ward. Reposing on that little cot, there
was, and apparently had been for some
time, the shape of a man; dead. “Well,
I'll be gumfounded!” Jukes declared.
“We've slept in here all night and never

~knowed it!”

However, he was much less impressed
than his companion. Both had arrived
late on the previous evening, staked
their horses, and spread their blankets in
a corner of the main room. The cabin
stood close to a well-traveled trail and

~ came,

F
~Jearmes {Howard il

served as a halfway house for whoever
Years before a mine had been
located here and two hundred yards of
tunnel excavated. The claim had been
abandoned for ten years, and the cabin
now seemed to have become a public
possession,

It was early in June, and Jukes knew
that he was the first to ride over the
trail since the snow melted. A stranger
by the name of Canfield, who arrived an
hour later, had been the second,

Emboldened by the other’s presence,
Canfield approached the cot, and studied
the face of the man who had reposed
on it for the last time. “Looks to me
like old Withers, the man that robbed
the bank down in Afton last fall. Don’t
it to you?”

“That’s who ’tis,” Jukes agreed.
“Knew he’d be safe enough here till the
snow melted. Got sick with something
and died of it.” .

Canfield was gazing about the place,
In the middle of a tiny, dust-covered
table near the cot he found a letter, and
stood reading the address. :

Jukes snatched it out of -his fingers
and read what was written on it.
“Sheriff K. R. Quarles, Afton, Wyom-
ing.” And on the other side, written
cornerwise, was a note in the same hand.

W
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number and went back to the entrance
to begin all over again. Then he
stepped along with big strides, At the
end of fifty he stumbled against some-
thing in his path, and shouted a quick
phrase ; half oath, half scream of horror,
Then he went on to a hundred; a hun-
dred and fifty.

Four feet away, directly ahead of him,
was a small box. Eagerly he leaped to-
ward it, and fell. The candle went out,
Relighting it, he tried to discover the
nature of the invisible obstruction, It
was a tiny strand of wire, strung about
a foot from the ground. At his left it
was carefully strung along the edge of
the rocks back toward the entrance. It
was nothing ; perhaps some sort of elec-
trical firing device that had been here
for years.

Candle in hand, he fell upon the box,
pulled open the cover, and feasted his
eyes upon what he saw there. There
were four sacks. He laid his candle
against a convenient rock, found his
knife, and opened one of them,
Money! Eighty thousand dollars, and
it was all’ his own! This was what
Quarles was to have taken back to the
bank; Quarles whom Natharn Withers
hated more than any man on earth. Jukes
picked up his candle and the box. Now
if he could only find his way out with-
out stumbling over that dreaded object!
His fear of it was something worse than
panic; it was mania. The very con-
sciousness that it was near would de-
stroy his mind in an hour. It must be
a thousand miles awav, and the memory
of it must be deleted forever!

Far down the tunnel toward the en-
trance there seemed to be another light,
sometimes bright, sometimes dim. A
shower of sparks seemed always drop-
ping from it. Was it a fuse? Who
could have set it off 7 It was just at that
point where the timbers were rotten and

WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE

loose rocks were visible above them.
Jukes halted and refused to go nearer
to it until he had decided what it could
be. Then he remembered something.
Nathan Withers had - hated Quarles
worse than any man on earth. Was it
possible that that little invisible wire was
indeed part of some improvised device
for setting off a fuse at a distance?
Was it?

The answer came with a roar that
seemed to shake the whole earth to its
center. With the impact of it, the can-
dle went out at once. Jukes dropped
the box and clapped his hands against’
his ears. His head buzzed with a quaint
dizziness. Then there was silence, as
absolute as the darkness itself.

With numb fingers he touched an-
other match to the candle and rushed
down toward what had once been the
entrance. Ahead was a mass of rocks,
tons and tons of them. A man with a
pick and shovel and a team of horses
could never have found his way through
that barrier in a month.

For an hour, Jukes wandered up and
down the place, back and forth like a
caged tiger searching for a way of es-
cape. The candle burned low, and he
possessed no more of them. The !'zot
grease of the tiny remaining portion
burned his fingers. He strayed back
toward the pile of huge boulders, block-
ing the passage completely, excluding
even the faintest ray of light. The task
of removing them defied human
strength, Nathan Withers, a few days
before his death, must have mafie use
of at least fifty sticks, in his fiendish en-
deavor to obtain revenge even after he

‘himself was dead.

Jukes came a step closer to the f:dtal
barrier. His foot stumbled against
something which lay still across the tun-
nel. He emitted a cry; half oath, half
scream of horror. The candle went out.






\ ROSS-BAR BOB, now of Peru,
Indiana, comes ridin®™ up with
some mighty interesting infor-

mation,

We got to talkin’—Cross Bar and us
—mnot long ago, and Cross Bar he sug-
gested that he might be ridin’ this way

some evenin’ soon, So, we just told
him to come right along, and most wel-
come he would be, and to make it on
some Roeund-up night.

Well, here be Cross Bar.

“CAPTAIN OF THE ROUND-UP AND
FoLks: For several years I have
rounded up and corralled the WESTERN
STorRY MAGAZINE as each copy appeared
on my range. [ read the well-written,
clean stories in it with intense interest.
Why? Because they bring back to me
vivid recollections of happy, carefree
days spent in the open in God’s country
of the great Southwest, in the early
eighties when I was a cowboy out there
and where I lived for nearly forty con-
secutive years.. May the fertile brains
of the authors of the stories never dry
up but continue to yield an abundant
harvest of such enjoyable tales as al-
ways appear in the WESTERN STORY
MacGAzINE,

“l am also much interested in your
own department—El Rodeo. The sub-
jects of discussion are very familiar,”
from actual experience, guns, Spanish,
or spade bits, lass-ropes, hair ropes, et
cetera. But I do not recall any com-
ment or opinion on the manner in which
a lass-rope can be most safely handled
to prevent cutting off a finger or two by
having them caught while roping cattle
and wrapping the end of a ‘loose’ rope
round the saddle horn. "I have seen it
happen and the only way to avoid it is
to rope with a ‘fast’ rope-—1 don’t mean
‘swift.’

“To explain: Make a cowboy’s loop
on the near end of your rope; slip the
loop over the saddle horn; keep it there
and in roping it will be found almost
equal to a third hand—but without fin-
gers to lose—thus leaving your own two
hands free to rein your mount and
handle the lass-rope. Some may say it
is too dangerous to use a fast rope;
your horse may be pulled over when
roping heavy, wild cattle—and they all
were wild in those days—but don’t you
believe it, a well-trained rope horse is as
much afraid of and will guard against
being jerked off his feet, as his rider is,
and by giving a little slack to the rope















Miss Helen Rivers, who conducts this department, will see to it that you will be
abie to make friends with other readers, though thousands of miles may separate you.
It must be understood that Miss Rivers will undertake to exchange letters only be-
tween men and men, boys and boys, women and women, giris and girls. Letters
will be forwarded direct when correspondents so wish; othkerwise they will be an=

swered here.
Hollow Tree.

HE very top letter on the bunch
this morning is from a cheery
sailor Gangster, Morris I. Cox,

telling us how quickly his membership
button made him a friend. ‘‘As soon as
I got it I put it right on my blues and
went ashore,” he says. ‘“There I met
a brother and we had a wonderful time
together. The Hollow Tree Club has
a twofold meanidg. First, if one is
lonely one may exchange letters with
other folks in the same boat. Second,
if two of The Gang meet by chance they
become fast friends. And what is bet-
ter than a few friends? I feel fully re-
paid for signing up for a hitch in the
Old Tree.”

A sister from far-off Australia wants
American pen friends.

Dear Miss Rivers: I am an Englishwom-
an, but have been an Aussie for twenty-
three years. I have a great admiration for
America generally, and the West particu-
larly. I adore open spaces and feel cramped
in cities. Australia is a land of open spaces,
and very dear to me. “Oh, that I had the
wings of a dofe” or an eagle I should
enjoy showing any one from your part of
the world over our island home. It is a
place of much beauty and wonderful sun-
sets.

Be sure to inclose forwarding postage when sending letters through The

I have been in several parts of Australia,
such as New South Wales, Victoria, and
South Australia. The Gippsland country in
Victoria is especially beautiful. There are

~large dairy farms, and the milkings average

from a hundred and fifty to two hundred
cows at a milking. I once went for a holi-
day to a farm, or, as you would call it,
“ranch,” where they were milking two hun-
dred cows in the morning and one hundred
and twenty in the evening. I learned to
shear sheep and even to brand cattle, and
had many a mad gallop after the dairy herds
over mountainous country, [ really think
that Gippsland must be most like your West-
ern country.

I have also been up to the far North
among the blacks, or aboriginals. But be-
fore I close I really must tell you a little
about Adelaide, queen city of the southern
hemisphere. Before me as I write is a long,
low range of hills, blue-purple in the dis-
tance, with here and there a white dazzling
homestead peeping through, and as a back-
ground Mount Lofty with its gleaming monu-
ment. At the bottom of the hills is the city
bounded by its four terraces. The beautiful
River Torrens divides Adeclaide from its
suburban neighbor. Rising against the blue
of the sky are the spires of St. Peter’s Ca-
thedral. There are numerous beautiful parks
and gardens in the city with trees and shrubs
and subtropical flowers. With every success
to the good old Hollow.

- Mgrs, Jean BLIGHT.

71 Archer Street, North Adelaide, South

Australia.









‘ This department Is offered free of charge t ders.
MISSING thcmwlaugai‘:iin‘g“l'ﬂht.uugla I::r’ltt’; persons of i‘;l?oml :h:;' rh;\fea l:?t h-n!:r st gt
@ use your name in th tice,
“‘blind’" if you prefer. In sending ‘“‘blind”’ enotiues.a ;o':lw:ms?.. o?“cln:g:t gﬁ%'u?us:l:::

[ right name and address, so

for you. Woe reserve the right to' reiect any notice that seems to us unsuitable.
If it can be aveided, please do not send us a “‘General D

those persons who are not specific as to address often have mail that we send them returned to us mark

us of any ohange in your

It would be wall, also, to notify

address.

that we can forward promptly any letters t may come

clivery’”” post-office address, for experience has proved that
“‘not found.”

Now, readers, help thuse whose friends or relatives are missing, as you would like to be helped if you were in a similar

position. -

WARNING.—Do not forward money to any one who sends yeu a letter or telegram, asking f L ”
cetera, until you are absolutely certain that the auther of suoh telegram or I:t"tor ls“th: unu?;m:n 2‘3.’.’ a.r? s'&tm'i':%'f'“ *

JOHNSON, W. D.—He was last heard of in Oakdale
Touisiana, in 1922. Any one who has any knowledge of
his present address will confer a fayor by sending it to
Avant J. Lafosse, Poat Office Box 151, Kinder, Loulsiana.

ALLEN, JERRY and RACHEL.—I am very eager to get
in touch with my father and mother, who placed me in the
American Home Finding Association when I was two months
old. I am now eighteen years of age, and my name Wz
changed from Irma May to Ruth Lucllle. Please wrlte
tolll. L. Allen, 1024 South FKighth Street, Springfleld, Illi-
nois.

ATTENTION.—Any one living in the State of Kansas
who has.a son by the name of John C. in the TUnilted
States navy please communicate with W, K. Brunk, West«~
ern, Nebraska..

Me¢COY, CORA ALICE.—She left Denver,
twenty-two years ago, and has not been heard
Please pet in touch with your sister, Mrs, H. D. Ryan,
Hotel Carlton, Denver, Colorado.

C. V. S,, JIM.—Your wife and baby, Martha May, ars
in great need of money. Please help them at once:. E. W.,
care of this magazine.

CLYDE, GERVIN.—Please write me. at the same address
or return home, I still love you, and everything will be
all right. Pearl, 3

McGREGOR, FRANCIS HERRICK, of Victoria, British
gc]umbla. Please write me at once through this magazine.
0g.

SULLIVAN, J.—He formerly lived at 1812 Broadway, Bu=
perior, Wisconsin. Any one who has lgteknowledge of

Colorado,
of since,

his present address will please send it to , care of this
magazine.
JAMIESON, HARRY.—I's worked as & bartender In

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, but later went to Chicago, I~
nois. His daughter was told that he was living In OL. .
homa in 1913, but she was unable to get his address or
that of his relatives. Any one who has any Iinformatiom
about his present whereabouts will please write to Mrs.
glcl'?;mrl(}wendolyn Larson, 339 Palm Avenue, Coronado,
alifornia.

ATTENTION.—Boys who served with me In Company K,
Twenty-seventh Infantvy, in Siberia, Manila, and Honolulu,
please write to your old buddy, Roy Roark, 6837 East
Twelfth Street, Kansas City, Missouri.

LINVILLE, ERNEST.—He was last heard of in Califor=
nia, where he was working for the Warn Construction
Co. He is twenty-six ycars of age, welghs one hundred
and forty-five pounds, and is very neat in appearance.
Any one who has any news about him will please notify
I&is father, D, L, Linville, 1727 Forest Avenue, Knoxvllle,

ennessee,

MOSSING, ISAAC.—Ile was lving in Montana for some
time, but has not been heard of since. Hls sister is eager
to get in touth with him, and wili gratefully receive any
information about him. Lena Mickelson, Box 70, Viceroy,
Saskatchewan, Canada,

ATTENTICN.—My name is Clarinda Xdvingston, and I
was admitted to the Protestant Orphan Agylum in Detroit,
Michigan, from the Women’s Hospital and Children’s Home
on August 6, 1886, [TLater T was adopted by a famlily
by the name of Clark. i am eager to get in touch with
my relatives, and will welcome any information about them.
Write to Mrs. 8. A, MecCarthy, 225 N-rth Avenue, Los An-
geles, California. -

RAYMOND, JACK.—He is five feet elght inches in
height, has brown hair, gray eyes, a muddy complexion,
and the letters L. W. tattooed on his right arm. wifs
and child are in great need of him, and will greatly appre=
ciate any information about him. Mrs., G. M. Raymond, 770
North Madison Street, Pasadena, Californla.

BATESON, HAROLD.—He was a licutenant in the Royal
Flying Corps in 1918. Any one who has any knowledge ef
his present address will please notify Mrs. A. Laird, 58%
Delaware Avenue, Toronto, Canada.

DOLLAR, E. L.—Please communicate with your father
at once, as he is worried about you. Willlam Dollar, 12123
West Seventeenth Street, North Little Rock, Arkansas.

KRISTEN, JACK.—I have followed -carefully the in-
gtructions on the card, but have not heard from ycu since
March, . Please wrife as scon as you see this.
Chrystal Tyrell, General Delivery, Phoenix, Arizona.

CRAWFORD, HARRY CHARLES.—He was last heard
of in Ban ,Dlego, California, while serving on the U. 8. 8.

Farragut. y one Who has any information about him
K.Irlllzo Il)ll:ase notify Chrystal Tyrell, General Delivery, Phoenix,

RILEY, FRANK.—He was last seen in Montana. His
son 1s very cager to hear from him, as hs is worried and
m&newa for him. Frank Riley, Jr., cars of this maga-

HANSEN, WALTER.—Please write to your old
1 am very anxious to hear from you.
No. 273, Tulla, Texas.

CURRIER, GEORGE M.—He was last heard of in March,
1922, when he was operating a tourist party boat from
Mlami, Floride, to Cuba. He is thirty-eight vears of age,
with dark-brown eyes and hair, and welighs twoe hun-

and eightf pounds, His wife’s name is Alla Mae.
I would appreciate hearing from either of them. Mrs. C.
I, Rummel, 808 Third Avenuc, Minncapolis, Minnesota.

LORETTE, JOAN.—I am very eager to get in touch with
my aunt, who was working in Middletown, Connecticut, as
8 trained nurse for Mrs. Palmer and Mrs. Curran. She.is
about fifty-three years of age. Please send all informa-
tlon concerning her to Miss Margaret Lorette, 527 Canal
Street, Holyoke, Massachusetts.

LONG, SALLY and JANE.—I would lke to find my

al, as
Clifford Campbell, Box

aunts, who married two brothers by the name of Me-
Einney. Any one who has news about them will please
notify me. M. D. Long, Box 64, Sudan, Texas.

MURRY, EDWARD and MABEL.—They were last heard
of on August 3, 1928, in Winchester, Indiana. Mabel has
red hair, bobbed, blue eyves, and is twenty years of age,
Mrs, G. Britton, Box Ne. 441, Miamisburg, Ohio.

ADAMS, DORIS.—She lived near Martinsyille, Indiana,
with her father, who was a country minister. In 1910 they
moved to Califernia, and have not been heard of since.
Blackfoot, care of L. P. Altman, Blackfoot, Idaho.

TIMMONS, LORIN.—He left Arkansas Clty, Arkansas, to
Join the army in Fori Riley, Kansas, He Is six feet in
height, with dark hair and eyes, and weighs one hundred
and eighty pounds. Please write to Dertha Brown, An-
thony, Kansas.

GILES, JESSIE.—She was last heard of in Montana,
where she was teaching school with her sister. Any in-
formation about her will be greatly avpreciated. C. H
Fifth Infantry,

Tnderwood, Servi Camp Dévens;

ce Co.,
Massachusetts.

FLICKER, HENRY.—He left England some time ago,
is now supposed to be living in Ohio. He is sixty-five
years of age, five feet eight inches in height. Any one
who has any news about him will please notify William
Weeks, Glace Bay, Cape Breton, Nova Scotla, Canada.

WALLING, MERLE.—Please get in touch with me as
soon as you see this. I have left the navy and am anxious
to see you. Charles F. Pierce, 26 Oliver Street, Fall River,
Masgsachusetts,

BURNS, FRANK.—He was last heard of in 1917. T have
been llving with Genevieve’s family since April, but will
return home to J. about August 20, 1924. Andrew and

de are dead., Pleasc write me as soon as you can,
for Ilneed you, Sarah Mount, 1138 Ainslie Street, Chicago,
ois.

DURHAM, EVERETT.—Please return lome to your wife
and children, as there is nothing for you to fear. We ali
love you and will make you happy. Mrs. Everett Durham,
Trilia, Illinols.

STEVENS.—He formerly came from XYondon, England,
but was last heard of in New York, in November, 1920.
Please send all infermation about him to W. M, é.. cars
of this magazine,

BROCKETT, G. A.—Please return home to your family
or write at once. The children are Ionging to see you.
Cella and Rosalie, 207 Crosby Street, Akron, Ohio.

CAMERON, JOHN C.—He formerly lived in Dallas,
Texas, but was last heard of in Arizona and New Mexico.
He is ahout fifty years of age, with brown hair and gray
eyes, and is of medium height and weight. 1t is belleved
that he is operating a horse or cattle ranch in the West.
IT’lense write to Mrs. E. Beers, General Delivery, Fort Worth,

8XAas. 5



HALE, BUELAH MAY.—She was last seen in Cha.ttl-
nooga, Tennessee. am eager to find her, and
cluto an; news about her. R. P. Ferleks. 8. 8. "E
care of Postmaster, New York

O'HEILL. JIM.—He has been mluinz from hnma for
about twelve years. He is about ffty ¥ and
very tall. Please notify his daughter, Ethel O‘Neill 1412
Second Street, Seattle, Washington.

EDWARDS, Mrs. B. E.—She was last heard of in
Roanoke, Virginia, on December 12, 1922. If you 8ee
this let it remind you that I did what I p ed to do,
but if you care to treat me fairly, I am ready to return
to you. B, E. E., care of this magazine.

BISHOP, BESSIE.—I have sent letters to Clifton Forge,
Vir, iu. tryin to locate you, but have failed. I am very
hear from you, as I stlll remember what you

sald 111 Boanoke. B, E. E., care of this magazine.

MYERS, JOHN.—He was last seen in Baggs, Wyoming,
but was supposed to -be leaving for Utah or Oklahoma. He

b{
viving brot is very eager to get in touch with him, and
will npprociat.e mﬁ Information about hlm Karl Dewey
Myers, Box 212 endricks, West Virginia

NEAI.. GEORGE P.—Please report to Captain Burnef.!e
at Fort D. A. Russell, Wyoming, at your earliest possible
eenvenieme ire. him that you are remming to resume
your duties. this without rail and I will be there to
”:a you through. Your father, C. P. Neal, Brooten, Minne-
80

BEES MARY ELLEN DODDS.—S8he was last heard of
in Hamilton Montana, in 1919. Any Information about her
will be gratefully received by R. Lafitte, Box No. 891,

Route 1, Houston, Texas.

YAMHILL, JOHN.—He has been missing from his home
in Maryland since 1922. He is forty-seven years of age.
His son is very eager to find him, and will welcome any
news. Claude C. Yamhill, 635 West Redwood Street, leu-
more, Maryland.

coiu. HENRY.—He enlisted in the army in March, 1920,
in Crook, Nebraska, and later was sent Camp
Travla Texas. Please communicate wlth .'ﬂ‘rances, General
Delivery, Michigan City, Indiana.

= IIoIHTYRE. CHARLES.—He is a sailor on the U, 8. 8.
‘New Jersey **  His friends from Connecticut would like
to get in touch with him, and wﬂ] gratefully receive any
news about him. W. Mills, R. F. D, 42, Cranbury, Nor-
walk, Connecticut.

GREER, IDA or MARTHA.—She lived in Missourl in
1884, but has not been heard of since, Any one who has
any news about her will please notify 8. @., care of
this magazine.

COURTMAN, JACK.—He was last seen in the Gladstone
- Hotel, Detroit, Michigan. Please send all information te
Bill, care of thls magazine.

HALBROOK, JAMES WILLIAM.—He was MHyving In
Em!n eld, Illinois, about ten years ago, but has mnot
een

eard of since. His niece i3 very eager to find him,
and will appreeiate any news regarding him. Rosle Hal-
brook, Route 3, Carbon Hill, Alabama.

BALES.—Please communicate with your brother, Walter
8. Bales, Room 130, Stubbins Hotel, Indianapolis, ‘Indiana.

McLANE, T.—Write me at once, or wire, as I haVﬁ
fmportant news for you. J. B. Malin, 120 East Market
Street, Akron, Ohio

BESTES, DEWEY T.—He was last heard of in Omaha,
Nebraska, and Sioux City, Iowa. His mother is very anx-
fous to hear from him or any one who has his m'esent
address, as she has important news for him rite
}I C. H. Jordan, 317 Macdonald Avenue, Richmond, Ca.l:l-
ornia,

BASCONE.—Please write to me at once, as I am very
much worried about you. Gussie.

WALKER, ERNEST.—He has gray-blue eyes and wel:hs
about one hundred md forty pounds. He was lving in
Seattle, Waahlngton for some time, but he was last heard
of in Timber Lake, South Pakota, where he was working
for Dick Kaufman and his wife. I am eager to hear mln
him, and will appreciate any informatlon regarding
Irma Kail, 15131 Tacoma Avenue, care of the Kumuth
Apartmenfa. Tacoma, Washington.

GUNION, LAWRENCE.—He was living in Seattle, Wash-
ington, in June, 1919. Any one who has mﬁnem about him
will please notify Arthur Gunion, ears of Ben Glover, Rail-
road Route, No. 3, Sherwood, Oregon.

CREAMER, OLIVE GERTRUDE. and BALPH 0000-
WIN.—They disappeared from th ome on May 13, 1906,
at the age of five and three years pecttvoly Onvo
dark-blue eyes and black hair, and Ralph had brown eyes,
dark hair, and a deep sear under his chin. It is believed
that they have been kidnaped, as no possible traces can
found of them. Please write to Mrs. John Crocher, Wood
Point, New Brunswick, Canada.
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TARPLEY WILLIAM, of Tusk . Alab
worked. for 'the Gioh. Bjothers’ fabing et st Fairpeny
Ihrbor. Ohi I.u the fall of 1920, and was last heard of

in rite to your old friend, . Clarke, P. 0.
m;fan.n 2 yont. C. N. e, P. O.

FREEDMAN, J.—Please write home your -
they are worried about you. I ¥. P D

- COLLINS, GEORGE, and HEMPHIL W. D.—Please
write 10 your old pal, as I have impertant news for you.
J. C. B., care of this magazine,

ROSS, JACK.—He left Denver, Colorado, in Angust. 1923,
for an Indian reservation in Montana, th a boy named
““Slim,”” but he was last heard of in oming. Ho is a
cow-puncher, of ahout twenty-eight years of age, with light
curly hair, and has a red rose and the name "Sua" tat-
tooed on his left arm. I am very eager to hear from him,
‘(’Iml:if will welcome any information. Sue Bush, Laguna Beach,
alifornia,

GHEBOHY. CECIL THEODORE.—Hé has been missing
from his home for some time. Any one who hag any news
gbout him will please notify his sister, Mrs., C. M. Stew-
art, 3870 West Warren Avenue, Detroit, Michigan.

BEH‘I‘LEY. LUTHER FLOYD.—He is twenty-two years of

i hair, blue eyes, and wo!xhs one hundred

d rorty-ﬂve pal:mds He left Kansas City, Kansas, to go

to Oklahoma, but he was last heard of in California.

Pleage write home to your sister-in-law, as she has good
news for you. Edna Benﬂey. Route 2, Smithfleld, Texas.

BOOTH, 8. M.—He was last seen in Billings, Montana.
Any one who has any information about him will please
notify Joseph J. Meyer, Basehor, Kansas.

DUNAHAM, RALPH C.—He is four feet ten inches in
height, twenty-three years of age, and a ter by trade.
He was living in Magsachusetts for some e, but has not

been heard of since. His pal is eager to hear from him, and
would appreciate any news. . B. Emery, 23 Bradford Ave-
nue, Bradford, Massachusetts.

PASSANO Llss.—Shu is about seventy years of §°’
and was N Portland, Oregon, some time ago. or
niece would e to hear from her. Mrs. Iola Hildebrand,
Route 4, Arkansas City, Kansas.

GALLAGHER, NORMAN E.—He was discharged from
the Eighth valry, Fort Bliss, Texas, in the early part
of 1923, He is five feet six inches in helght, with curly
black halr and numerous marks tattooed on his arms. Any
one knowing present address will cenfer & favor by
notifying his old friend, Mr. A. R. Thompsen, 2520 Linden

Street, Oakland, California.

SCOTT, JOHN.—He left home four years ago, and we
haven’t heard from him since. He is twenty-nine years of
&ge, wlt.h dark-brown hair and eyes. He is five feet ten
inches In helght, and he has a man tattoced on his arm.
He served on the U. 8. 8. “Mona Ventura' whan it was
torpedoed, on Sentember 16, 1018. Your father is dan-
gerously 11l and we want you to come home, Any infor-
mation about this man will be of utmest value to his
mother, J. 8., care of this magazine.

WESTOH LELA —-She is- about -one years of age,

believed to be lving in Des | es, Jowa., Her

emml.n would MHke to hear from her, and will a_ggrecuta any

information. Bal?h Hildebrand, 1325 South ird Street,
, Kansas.

Arkansas City,
O’'CONNEL MARGARET WRIGHT.—She was in Den-
ver, Colorado, August, 1923. Please write to your sister,

Blanche G., Bayard, Nebraska.

CHESTER, CHARLEY.—Please write your sons: Casslus,
at Santa Ana, California, and Orval, at Dundee, Florida,
and your daughter, Mrs. Inez McCzall, Gainer, Florida.

BOOHR or BOOR, ELLEN.—She ‘moved from the vicin-

of Russellville, Arl:ansas, about nine years ago to the

aont.hern art of Kansap. She has a daughter, Elva, and

by a former marriage, by the name of

Hﬂsg!m. Her brother’s daughter is very anxious to hear
from her, B. G. K., care of this magazine.

WATSON, C. W.—8he was last heard of in 1902 in San

Francisco, California, where she was wol in a laundry.

Any information about her will be gra received by
H. A. L., care of this magazine,

IARAK. ANDREW J.—He iz five ,eet geven inches in
helght, has blue eyes, light chestnut hair, a scar on his
chin, and weighs one hun and forty pounds. He left
Bri n Please write home, as
your sister 1s dead and your brother is i1l. Carl A. Marak,
care of Mooge Clut, Detroit, Michigan.

KEELI-:R. IIM ~—She is sixteen ea: s of ase, five feet ten

inch ht hllr, e half of the
m:dgl’m i!l:iseig on “t.ho’::s Ka ug.ns She was g‘nst
ay, nsas. Any informa
about her wflllga %y her lajm'c:m;. C. Keeler,
626 South Park, Oklahoma,
H.. DONALD K. eom s mother and your
are married, OO 1607 perk " Srveat,  Chatta

nooga Tennessee.






Be an expert auto repair
man. You can have the skill
that makes every complicated trouble

as easy to fix as taking out a spark plug.
Learn every detail of all makes of cars and
trucks. Know exactly how to find what’s wrong
and how to make all repairs quickly. These great
new Auto Books show you how.

Make Money Repairing Autos

Over 9 million cars are in operation 2nd thousands of men are needed
to keep them in good going condition.

here are more jobs open than

there are good men to fill them, Never before have expert auto repair

men been in such great demand and made so much money.

Now is

%our great money-earning opportunity in the auto repair business.
very mechanic, every chauffeur, every car owner needs this great
New Library of Automobile Engineering.

Tells About

Explosion Motors,
Welding, Motor Con-
struction and Repair,
Carburetors and Set-
tings, Valves, Cooling,
Lubrication, Fly-
Wheels, Clutch Trans-
mission, Final Drive,
Steering Frames, Tires,
Vulcanizing, lgmllon,
Starting and Lighting
Systems, Shop Kinks,
Public Garage Design,
Equipment and Opera-
ation, Electrics, Stor-
age Batteries — Care
and Repair, SteamCars,
Motorcycles, Commer-
cial Trucks, Glossary,
More than 100 blue
prints Wir'g Diagrams.

75¢Cc a Week

If You Decide to Buy

Let us send you the completefive-vol-
ume set of Automobile Engineering
for one week’s examination. Read the
simple directions for repairing every
automobiletrouble, Fivethick volumes
515x 834 inches, flexibly bound and
stamped in go]d 2,650 pages, 2,100
illustrations, wiring diagrams, etc.
Everything inplain,every-day language
simple to understand, If you decide to keep
them, send only $2.80 in seven days, and $3 a
month thereafteruntilthe special introductory
price of $19.80 has been paid. The regular

priceis $37.50 so you save $17.70 by
acting at once.

Send No Money

Don’t send a penny! Your name and
address in the coupon brings the five
books to you at once for seven days’

tri
Mail Coupon NOW
Dept. A 7160 Chicago, U. S. A.
'I
/4

American Technical Society/"

Starting and
Lighting

g, g, (W=,

& AMERICAN TECHNICAL
4 SOCIETY

/. Dept.A-7160Chicago, U. 8. A.

& Please send me the five-volume

Z) set of Automobile Engineering for

seven days’ examination, shipping

4 charges collect. If I decide to buy,

& I will send §2.80 within seven days

L4 and balance at $8.00 a month until

as been pai en you wi

Y $19.80 has b d. Th ill

gend me a receipt showing that the set

Y ] of books are mine and fully paid for. If

I think I ean get along without the books,

I will return them, after 7 davs, at your
expense,

Y T e e L o
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Brings [ One big rug—full 9t. x 121t.
Al’ "OU" RU S on S g = 7 no%ndﬁe%huér:ﬁost pop&fmn;ng‘:x;mm:

: : : 2 uced in any kind of floor covering. Three small
onthi FREE TRIAL 7 N ARl A S
N anywhere. 30 day sfree trial. M%ney esued ear

Regular price of big rug
~$18.00. Our e e o ent s Srice of b  Tor fooe e the
regular ad pﬁréta cash price of one. Pay almnegtsasg;ou pwaasem“ "

I This Offer Ends in 30 Days!
Use Coupon NOW—Full Yearto Pay

/Ours is the only house in America that can make you such an offer. Congoleum
is known everywhere, and the price is the same

Don’t Scrub Your Life Away 5o e o for

It's bad enough to deliberately waste money. It’s a real less than the price of one—you must use the cou-

sin to waste your strength and health. There’s no meaner or harder pon at once. This special offer does not appear
work than scrubbing floors. Congoleum ends this sort of drudgery. even in our own catalog. A dollar with the cou-
A damp mop keeps it clean and fresh looking. pon is enough — then take a year to pay.
Guaranteed Wear The Gold Seal protects you against Blue and Stone Gray—
dissatisfaction and gives you an unconditional Money Back Guaran- Famous Tile Pattern No. 408
tee. You will never be allowed to be dissatisfied. A Superb tile pattern that looks like
Waterproof Nothing in its material or manufacture mosaic. Lovely robin's egg blue, with
that can rot. The surface is hard, smooth and wear-resisting. Does :.;hzgmgts o‘;feD“tCh blsg aa.;gagc?:?gsg:?f:gg
not stain. Not marred or hurt by spilling of hot liquids. Simdilio E{g eg‘ o i T,
."_'Sﬂ! from the very first moment, without fastening, No. GA4C408—9 ft. x 12 ft. Congoleum
Never curls up at edges or corners. No need to tack or fasten down. Gold Seal Rug with 3 small rx $ l 795
Dirt cannot accumulate underneath. to match, each 18x36in. O _J

one neat package, ready to put down in a jiffy.

Less Work Djrt ashes, grit, dust or mud cannot grind into
thesebeautifulrugs.Lovelycoloringseasilykept bright,clean,beautiful,

No Expense Npo laboriousbeating, nosending to cleaners.
Absolutely sanitary. The trail of muddy boots and tracked in dirt

Spiegel, May, Stern Co., 1261 35th St., Chicago
I enclose $1 for the 4 Gold Seal Congolanm Art Ruzl
—exactly as deseribed—pattern No. 40

trial. If I return them, ou are to refun niy 81, a!so dl
transportation costs, pay $1.50 monthly
until special price of $17.95 ia paid.

d:sappears like magic with the least possible Name.
Street, R F.D.
r EE g A O AR C S g B e
Furmture jp g I Mau jt @ Catalog B0t OO0 i oo i smbsiiad shon 2 RO S
Bargains le e ern ] Ready Shipping Point

ish a Free C: 1 Catal 10,000
A G S TR

1261 West 35th St., Chicago, Ill.

NoSeams Made all in one piece. No fitting or piecin
together. No bother or trouble of :an kind. Al fonrg rugs Itl):ome 1% .E in .ﬁnﬂl‘ﬁr‘mlthlﬁ g.quﬂ‘.). L



