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Vanijned Men 
By GEORGE MARSH 

Ca 

CHAPTER I 

With a grinding of brakes the Im- 
perial Express came to a stop at 

Nottaway, a huddle of log buildings 
and frame shacks buried in the eter- 
nal spruce traversed by the Canadi- 
an National Beyond the clearing 
a steel bridge spanned the upper 

Nottaway River which flows north to 
James Bay. The attention of the 

idlers at the shack of a station was 

suddenly focused on a russet-haired 
giant carrying a cased gun, duffel 

bag and a surveyor’s transit, who 

blocked the platform door of a sleep- 
er. He swung to the ground fol- 

lowed by a wide-shouldered young 
man with penetrating agate-gray 
eyes. From the Scotch station agent, 
who nodded, to two half-breeds who 

whispered, heads together, as they 
watched the travelers, the gray eyes 
missed nothing. The strangers left 
their dunnage and started for the 

head of the train. Reaching the 

staring half-breeds, the larger man 
stopped. 

“Bo’-jo’! What’s the secret, 
Mac?” he threw at the surprised 
pair. 
Blood leaped to their sullen faces 

as one said: “Nobody spik to you!” 
“But you strain your eyes looking, 

don’t you? You’re figuring what my 
name and age is and where I’m 
from? Well, I always aim to please. 
I’m four years old; my name’s Ma- 
rie and I’ve forgotten where I’m 
from! That help any?” 
The listening group of loungers 

waited with caught breaths as the 
scarred face of the taller breed filled 
with blood. His yellow eyes blazed 
as they measured the man who 

slouched, big wristed hands on hips, 
smiling at his discomfiture. For an 
instant his right hand hovered over 
his coat pocket, then left it as his 

companion seized his arm. 

“You look for troub’ here?” he 

snarled. 

“Brother, I thought you were after 
information,” drawled the amused 

giant. "And I was giving you some. 
Of course, if you can’t use it—Well 
a’voir, M’sieu’!” With a careless 
wave of his hand th i russet-haired 

young man joined h.s waiting com- 
panion. 

“Don’t start anything here, Red! 
cautioned the dark man. “It’s too 

early. We’ve got to look around. 

But you sure got the goat of that 
Burntwood.” 

“I meant to! That bird looks like 
a bad boy to me. He needs a 

spanking.” 
"Good job somebody did on his 

face with a knife!” 

At the head of the train the trav- 
elers found a blocky individual slid- 

ing an eighteen-foot Peterboro canoe 
from a baggage car. His high cheek- 
bones, slits of eyes and crow-black 
hair marked a strain of Indian 

blood. Watching the proceeding 
fretted a huge airedale. 

“All right, Blaise,” said the man 

with the gray eyes, "we’ll give you 
a hand!” 

The airedale leaped on the speak- 
er who grasped the dog’s hairy 

jowls. “Hello, Flame, old partner! 
The bush smell good after the train, 
boy?” 
Depositing the canoe on the slant 

of the railroad fill, the man called 

Blaise said: “We got ta rush dat 

grub off! Dis train not stop for long 
time!” 

Shortly a heap of dunnage and 

provision bags lay beside the track. 
The square-built Blaise tossed the 

canoe to his shoulder and started 
down a path to the river. 

“Well, Red,” said Garrett Fin- 

lay, “my guess is that those two 

breeds at the station might know 

something we came a long way to 
learn.” 

“Before we leave this great city 
of six shacks and a store I’m going 
to make some talk with those 

brules.” 

“They’re altogether too keen to 

know who we are and where we’re 

going. We’ll give them a chance to 
find out, tonight,” said Finlay. 
“Down the line they say no one at 
Nottaway will talk. Before we start 
we’ll find out why.” 

“Chief, we can’t go back, you and 
Blaise and me, until we do find out. 
We’ve burned our bridges! It’s sink 
or swim, now!” 
The bronzed face of the other 

hardened while lights flickered in 

his deep-set eyes. “Right, Red! 
We’ll get to the bottom of this if it 
takes all winter and God help some- 
body when we do!” 

After supper the friends separat- 
ed. Leaving Malone in conversa- 

tion with Cotter, the storekeeper, 
Finlay went to the house of the 
station agent, McLeod. 

“So you’re going to the bay on 
the survey?” observed the Scotch- 
man, glad of the chance for a gossip 
with someone from the "outside.” 

“Yes, we’re meeting the main 

party at Rupert House.” 

"Wintering there, eh?” 
"Oh, yes. We won’t get out until 

next fall. By the way. what’s all 
this mystery about, here, Mr. Mc- 
Leod?” threw out Finlay. 
McLeod shot a sidelong glance 

over the steel rims of his spectacles 

at his wire s troubled race before ne 

answered: “You noticed some- 

thing?” 
"Noticed something? The place 

seems scared to breathe! When I 

asked Cotter who this Isadore was 

who has the big store-house here, he 
looked at me as if I was throwing a 

gun on him.” 

Again the eyes of McLeod and his 
wife locked. “What did Cotter tell 

you?” 
“Why, he said Isadore was a big 

fur man on Lake Waswanipi. He 

had a depot here because all his 

stuff went in from the railroad. But 

when I asked him if any prospec- 
tors were going into the Chibouga- 
mau this way he acted like a scared 
rabbit. I understand that three par- 
ties who tried it were reported 
drowned in the rapids. But what’s 

mysterious about that?" demanded 
Finlay with assumed innocence. 
McLeod’s pale blue eyes squinted 

hard at his caller. “Young man, 
I’ve been on this section of steel only 
six months. My business is rail- 

roading. Your job is surveying for 
the government. What’s going on in 

the bush two hundred miles north 
of here ain’t my business. Is it 

yours?” 
Finlay slowly smiled. "Then there 

Is something going on in the bush 
north of here,” said Finlay. “I’ve 
had my answer.” 

“Yes, you’ve had your answer,” 
admitted McLeod, drily. “But, mind 
you, I’m deaf, blind, and dumb.” 

Finlay took a sheet of paper from 
his wallet and folded it to expose a 

single line of writing at its foot. He 

leaned and showed the folded sheet 
to the station agent. “I wonder if 

“Nobody splk to you!** 

you’d recognize that handwriting, 
Mr. McLeod?” he asked. 

While his wife peered over his 

shoulder, McLeod read the line 

aloud: 
“I don’t believe those six men 

were drowned.” 

The station agent nervously 
cleared his throat. “Never saw that 

handwriting before!” he replied, 
with a shake of the head, while Fin- 

lay caught a look of suppressed ex- 
citement in Mrs. McLeod’s pink 
face. 
“You don’t think that anybody in 

Nottaway wrote that letter, then?” 
The Scotchman’s faded blue eyes 

snapped. “No, I don’t want anything 
to do with it!” he spat out. "Where 

did you get that letter?” 

“It was sent to my family at 

North Bay. Robert Finlay, one of 
those six men, was my brother.” 
“Tch! Tch! Too bad!” murmured 

Mrs. McLeod. 

t>o you re nere to investigate.' | 
“No, I’m here on survey duty- 

bound for James Bay! Naturally, 
after our getting that letter I’m ask- 

ing questions while I'm here.” Fin- 
lay looked significantly at the Mc- 
Leods. “But it looks as if no one 

dared answer them.” 
"I’m sorry,” said McLeod, "but 

all I can tell you is that Isadore re- 

ported that the canoes of the par- 
ties had been found by Waswanipi 
Indians.” 

Finlay frowned. “Hasn’t Isadore’s 
freight already gone down river?” 
he suddenly demanded. 

“Yes, weeks ago.” 
“Then the two breeds, here, who 

were so curious when we left the 

train are lookout men?” 

McLeod blinked into the stare that 

drove into his. "Lookout men? I 

don’t understand.” 
“I mean that they’re checking on 

every canoe that leaves here for 

the north. What I’m asking you, 

Mr. McLeod, is who are they check- 

ing for and why?” 
McLeod coughed, caught his wife’s 

warning eyes, then replied: “If you 

think there was something suspi- 
cious about your brother’s dis- 

appearance, why don’t you bring in 
the provincial police?” 
“I haven’t got a thing but this 

letter—not a thing. But there’s one 

question I’d like to ask you. Why 
does this fellow with the knife slash 
on his face pack a gun? What’s he 
afraid of?” 

"You’re pretty shrewd, Mr. Fin- 
lay, you’ll have to judge for your- 
self. I don’t know.” 
After a chat about lower Ontario, 

the McLeods' home country, Finlay 
bade them good-night As he left 
the house he saw the taller of the 
half-breeds who had watched his ar- 
rival at Nottaway with such inter- 
est Finlay’s curious eyes studied 
the man who was evidently wait- 

ing for him in front of the frame 
store, which carried on a spruce 
plank above the door the name "J. 
Cotter.” 

Approaching the half-breed, he 
called: "Fine evening!" 
The other grinned, slapping vig- 

orously at his face and neck. "Good 
night for bug. al-so!” 
Finlay lost no time in getting to 

the point "You know the river to 
the Bay?” 
The breed nodded. "You headin’ 

for de Bay on survey?" he asked. 

"Yes, we’re heading for Rupert. 
The river runs pretty hard for a 

hundred miles below here, I hear.” 

"Plenty strong water on all dese 
riviere! Two men drown last yearl” 
Finlay closely watched the flick- 

ering eyes as he said: “And four the 
year before, but that was on the 

Waswanipi, they tell me!” 

"Ah-hah!” 
"I see that the Hudson’s Bay and 

Jules Isadore have depots here,” ob- 
served Finlay, nodding at the store- 
houses beside the track. "Who is 

this Isadore?” 

The half-breed gaped in surprise. 
"You nevare hear of heem?” 
“No.” 

“Wal, you not see hees place on 
Nottaway Trail.” 
"He does a big fur business, I 

judge, by the size of his depot.” 
"Ver’ beeg business," he agreed. 

"Ver' beeg! McLeod, he talk wid 

you 'bout Isadore?” 

Finlay laughed inwardly. "No, he 

says he’s new here, doesn’t know 
Isadore.” 
"Ah!” 

As yet the man who had evidenced 
such curiosity concerning the survey 
party had not shown his hand. Then 

Finlay abruptly brought the matter 
to a head. "You work for Isadore?’* 
"Yes.” 

"My name is Finlay. What’s 

yours?” 
"Louis Batoche.” 
"You handle his freight?” 
"Yes. Now M’sieu’ Finlay,” re- 

turned the other with a grimace, "I 
ask you question. W’y you go by dis 

way to Rupert and not by easy trail 
to Moose?” 

Finlay laughed. So that was the 

nigger in the woodpile? They wanted 
to know why the survey party was 

taking the Nottaway Trail to the 

Bay. He answered disarmingly: 
“Oh, we’re going to make a new 

survey of the Nottaway from Lake 

Matagami to Rupert Bay. Otherwise 
we’d have gone by Moose.” 

Garry narrowly watched the effect 
of his explanation. The half-breed 
lifted his brows in seeming surprise 
as he replied: "Ah-hah! I see!” 
The answer appeared to satisfy 

Batoche’s curiosity. His eyes 

dropped to the river shore where 

the smoke from Blaise’s smudge fire 

hung in the spruce tops. Then his 

gaze shifted to a tent above the 

bridge. 
"Who are those men camped 

there, prospectors?” asked Finlay. 
Batoche laughed. "Dey head for 

de Rouyn contree.” 
“Not interested in trying for the 

Chibougamau?’* Finlay watched the 
other closely. 
Batoche’s eyes glittered. “Chib- 

ougamau?” he sneered, “Onlee fool 
head for de Chibougamau from 
here!” 

“And they paid for it by drowning 
in the Waswanipi rapids—all of 

them.” 
Batoche’s pale eyes probed the in- 

scrutable face of the white man, 
then shifted to the spruce ridge, be- 

yond the river. 
“Onlee Montagnais Indian travel 

dat Waswanipi. It ees bad water. 

De prospector all go in from Lac 

St. Jean.” 

“I hear that Isadore’s people 
found a piece of a canoe.” 
“For sure! All smash up below 

beeg rapide on Waswanipi!” 
"Which party was that?” 
"Two young fallar who go in last 

year wid Peterboro cano'.” 

Finlay’s eyes clung for an instant 
to the purple ridge as pain lanced 
through him. "That’s all they found 
—no bodies or outfit?” 
Batoche shook his head. "Dat’s 

all!" 
“Well, I’m much obliged,” said 

Finlay. "I’ve got to see my man, 
Brassard. We’ll be pushing off in 

the morning." 
“Bo’-jo’i” replied Batoche as Fin- 

lay left him and started for the 

camp on the river shore. 

In the meantime, down on the 

river shore, Blaise Brassard had 
been smoking in the lee of his 

smudge fire before a small A tent 

with a cheesecloth mosquito drop. 
Near him lay the big airedale. 
"Flame,” said the ruminating 

Brassard, exhaling a cloud of pipe 
smoke, “you and Blaise got big job 
dis summer. W’at you t’ink?” 
The dog raised his head. His 

three-cornered eyes gazed fixedly 
through shaggy brows as if he un- 
derstood and agreed. Then he sud- 

denly stiffened, ears cocked, rose to 
his feet and stood with head thrust 
forward peering into the scrub. 
"Ah-hah! Somebody cornin’!” 
The hair on Flame’s neck and 

back lifted as his throat swelled in 
a menacing rumble. 

(TO RE CONTINUEDI 

New Date Frocks Add Rhythm 
To College Girl’s Wardrobe 

By CHEBIE NICHOLAS 

PROBABLY “full credit for chic” won’t be listed on college report 
cards this fall, but it’s one course 
that is getting plenty of “cram- 

ming” the country over, as college 
girls settle down to the routine of 

classroom and campus life. 

According to a recognized authori- 
ty who annually advises hundreds 

of college girls on how to buy and 
how to wear clothes, as part of 
the functionalized "how to live” cur- 
riculum on a Midwestern campus, 

grooming has a significant influence 
on the adolescent girl. There is a 

relationship between success and a 
feeling of well-being which springs 
from the knowledge that one’s best 
self is being expressed through the 
proper habits of posture, dress and 

general bearing. 
"Wardrobe rhythm” is the way 

this authority describes the proper 
assemblage of clothes that are ade- 
quate for all occasions. Being well 
dressed on a modest budget is a 

matter of wardrobe integrating. One 
of the weaknesses of the average 
American girl is that she buys a 

one-occasion dress or an eye-appeal- 
ing number on the spur of the mo- 
ment without giving any thought to 
how it will fit into her general ward- 
robe scheme. 

The girl who wants to assemble a 
wardrobe that will be adequate for 
all occasions should decide on a col- 

or scheme for the season and stick 

to it. She should select frocks, en- 

sembles, suits, coats and accesso- 

ries that are interchangeable, mean- 
while being sure that a dress or en- 
semble is suitable for wear on a 

variety of occasions. Variety can 
be achieved with bright belts, bags 

Feature Ensembles 
In Costume Jewelry 
It is a season of pretentious, im- 

portant - looking costume jewelry. 
The massive sort predominates, 
such as huge wide bracelets with 

massive necklaces. Great clusters 
of colored stones or rhinestones form 

spectacular lapel pieces. Topaz and 
amber are in high fashion, to wear 
with autumn browns. 

The newest effect comes from 

three separate pieces, varying in 

size but otherwise identical, that 

clip to dress or coat lapel in groups. 
Matched to these are earrings, 
bracelets and often finger rings. 

Jet Gives New Sparkle 
To^All Blaek Ensemble 

For the sophisticate who likes to 
“say it” in terms of smart apparel 
there is an avenue of approach that 
leads directly to heights of modern 
ism. It is the “black as a crow” 

ensemble that is being exploited 
this season among the ultra fash- 

ionable. To achieve this your black 

crepe or jersey dress is flecked with 
jet, intensified with jet passemen- 
terie at throat and sleeves. A tiny 
jet hat with a snood at the back 

or a drape carries out the theory 
of seductive black. Gloves are 

black, and wispy sheer black silk 

hose are worn with black suede 

shoes. The hand bag is either jet 
embellished or of classic suede to 

match the shoes. 

Use Lace Trim 
Now that peplums and tiers and 

flounces and overskirt effects are in 

fashion, designers are enhancing 
them with edgings of either black 

or white lace. Lace yokes are 

also being featured. Removable, 

very sheer lace guimpes are sold 

at the neckwear counters. 

and carefully selected costume Jew- 
elry. 

If you are planning a basic fall 

and winter wardrobe on a limited 
budget you might include a gray or 
tan herringbone tweed man-tailored 
jacket with a matching bias-cut 

skirt, a campus coat of bright red 
and gray or tan and green wool 

plaid lined with gabardine for gen- 
eral utility wear, a wool "dressy” 
dress for dates and those “special” 
occasions, a wool reefer in gray or 

brown to harmonize with the skirt 
of the suit or to be worn over the 
wool dress and a separate blouse- 
and-skirt dinner dress. These items, 
with a collection of sweaters and 

blouses, will keep you looking smart 
on all occasions. 

Three simple "date” dresses that 
will major in chic for all more or 

less dress-up occasions are shown in 
the illustration. For "five and aft- 

er” the "good little black dress” is 

ever a loyal standby. The tea dress 
of black crepe, left, with its long 
torso line accented by scallops and 
its American beauty red velvet bow 
at the neckline, should win high 
honors. The tricorn hat adds just 
the right note of dash. 

Off to the movies? Wear the "date 

special” shown to the right and 

you'll steal the show. It’s tan with 

brown passementerie across the 

square neckline and around the 

waist. And the skirt—well, it looks 
as though the dirndl is here to stay. 
A characteristic feature of this sea- 
son’s fashions is the importance at- 
tached to light wool daytime dresses 
in oatmeal, tan, beige, muted greens 
and dusky browns. The emerald 

green taffeta dinner dress in the 

center, above, should be a “come” 

signal for the stagline. The frock 

with its slimming torso line ending 
in a peplum will be voted an ideal 
basic evening dress. 
(Released by Western Newspaper Union.) 

Campus Favorite 

Blouses! You can’t have enough 
of them! Here is a beauty. It is 

one of the most stunning campus 
originals brought out this season. It 

has long full sleeves, a round, high 
neck, fly-front fastening and double 
button-over pockets that are very 
new. It carries a convincing mes- 
sage of "style” told in terms of 

sophisticated simplicity. The colors 
are luscious pastels to contrast with 
dark fall clothes. - 

Little Folks to Wear 
Colorful Long Hosiery 

No more winter chill for little 
folks, the latest news being to the 
effect that long stockings in bright 
colors will be worn again. They 
are arriving In bright aKractive 
colors that will make appeal to little 
girls who have an eye for pretty, I 
as well as practical apparel. 

By VIRGINIA VALE 
(Released hy Western Newspaper Union.) 

WENDY BAFHRIE and George Sanders were 
sort of rocked back on their 
heels recently on the set of 
RKO’s “A Date With the Fal- 

con.” They were introduced 
to Michele Morgan, the 

French actress who makes her 

screen debut here in “Joan of 

Paris,” and promptly ac- 

knowledged the introduction 

in fluent French. Then they 
went on from there. But Miss Mor- 

gan shut up like a clam; not even 

a "Oui, oui” did she utter. 

Finally, when they’d about decid- 
ed that their French was all wrong, 
she explained that she was trying 
so hard to be completely American 
that she wasn’t even thinking in 

French! 
-*- 

John Boles is returning to the 

screen in Monogram’s “Boy o’ 

Mine.” Remember John? He used 
to be one of the screen’s most popu- 
lar singing stars. He's been doing 
concert tours and sort of resting on 
his laurels, during his vacation from 
the screen. 

-#- 

Robert Preston, who recently was 
chosen by vote of the nation’s ex- 

hibitors as one of the top leading 
men in pictures (and that’s the kind 
of selection that counts in Holly- 
wood!) has been named by Para- 

ROBERT PRESTON 

mount as the third member of the 

co-starring triumvirate of "This Gun 
for Hire.” The other two stars are 

Veronica Lake—and we’re told that 

she’ll change her hair-do—and Alan 
Ladd. Ladd is a young character 

actor, of whom not much has been 
heard as yet; he won the role with a 
remarkable screen test. 

-*- 

Movie-goers will get their first 

glimpse of the technique of the un- 

derground revolt against Hitler, now 

spreading through Europe, in the 

newest March of Time film, "Nor- 

way in Revolt"; it also Includes 

scenes of combined Norwegian and 
British naval raids on the coast of 

Norway, which resulted in the de- 

struction of valuable Nazi war sup- 
plies. 

-*- 

Bette Davis is "The Most Regular 
Star” on the Warner Bros. lot, ac- 

cording to a poll conducted by the 

studio's 72 police officers. The hon- 

or was awarded because of her 

thoughtfulness, cheerfulness and her 

being, in general, "a regular guy.” 
-*- 

Those who have forgotten that 

Bob Hope started his theatrical ca- 

reer as one-half of the hoofing team 

of Hope and Byrnes are going to 

be surprised when they see his song- 
and-dance version of the Irving Ber- 

lin number, “You Can’t Brush Me 

Off” in Paramount’s "Louisiana 

Purchase.” He does a dance routine 

with a colored kid band and qjartet j 
that should make Rochester look to 

his laurels. 
-*- 

Did you know that Mickey Mouse 

was 13 years old the other day? 
Walt Disney named him Mortimer 

Mouse, but Mrs. Disney suggested 
the change to Mickey. He made his 

debut in the cartoon comedy, 
"Steamboat Willie,” and was an in- 

stant success. 

Everyone who enjoyed those radio 

presentations of outstanding pictures 
is delighted now that the Playhouse 
is back on the air. Dramatized ver- 

sions of successful pictures are 

heard Monday through Friday in 

quarter-hour*episodes. Hie cast is 

headed by Virginia Field, and in- 

cludes Donald Briggs, who has ap- 

peared in many of the Dr. Kildare 

and Andy Hardy pictures. 
-*- 

ODDS AND ENDS—When she was 
in New York recently Joan Fontaine 
drove interviewers slightly mad by in- 
sisting on discussing fishing trips in- 

stead of fashions and pictures . . . Joe 
E. Broun has recovered from injuries 
sustained in that automobile accident 
and has checked in at Columbia for 
“Cowboy Joe” . . . Rita Hayworth is 

coming right along; she gets Franchot 
Tone as her leading man in “F.adie 
Was a Lady" . . And Alexis Smith is 
doing all right too; Wartier Bros, gave 
her a new contract and plans to star her 
in "Blonde Bomber” ... Barney Google 
and Snuffy Smith of the comics will 
step into a series of Monogram pictures. 
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GLASSES VMS 
DISCOVERED W 

AROUND 1275; 

THE BETTER WAY TO TREAT 
Constipation due to lack Of 
PROPER BULK IN THE DIET 19 TO 

CORRECT THE CMISI OP THE TROUBLE 
WITH A DELICIOUS 
CEREAL, KILLOEUfc 
ALL-BRAN EAT 

rr EVERY OAY AND 
DRINK PLENTY 
OP WATER „ 

Worst Plague 
War—a plague of mankind which 

should be banished from the earth. 

—Washington. 

• Mentholatum brings dellghtfusy 
soothing relief from: j 

1. Discomforts of colds. 2. Cnappld 
Skin. 3. Stuffy Nostrils. 4. Neuralgic 
Headache. 3. Nasal Irrltatlortxtae to 
colds. A. Cracked Lips. 7. Cu5s apd 
Scratches. 8. Minor Burns. *. Dry 
Nostrils. 10. Sore Throat, dust, to 
colds. Jara or tubes. 30c. * 

* 

Honest Means 
Whatever cannot be obtaine 5 by 

honest means had better be a raid- 
ed.—Lincoln. 

+— Relieves MONTHLY —v 

FEMALE MIN 
Women who suffer pain of irregu- 
lar periods with cranky nervousness 
— due to monthly functional dis- 
turbances— should find Lydia E. 
Plnkham’s Compound Tablets (with 
added Iron) simply marvelous to re- 
lieve such distress. They’re made es- 
pecially for women. 
Taken regularly—LydiaPlnkham's 

Tablets help build up resistance 
against such annoying symptoms. 
They also help build up red blood 
and thus aid In promoting more 
strength. Follow label directions. 
Lydia Plnkham’s Compound Tablets 

^are WORTH TRYING! ^ 

Plainly Told 
An honest tale speeds best being 

plainly told. 

WHEN kidneys (unction badly and1 you suffer a nagging backache,* 
with dizziness, burning, xanty or too 
freauent urination and getting up at 
night; when you feel tired, nervous, 
all upset... use Doan's Pills. * 

Doan’s are especially for poorly 
working kidneys. Millions of boxes 
are used every year. They are recom- 
mended the country over. Ask your, 
ncighborl 
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In LOS ANGELES 

It’s 

HOTEL 
CLARK 

Nearest downtown hotel 
to HOLLYWOOD 

the movie capital of the world 
and western America's radio city 

Within the borders of Los Angeles, 
entertainment reaches its zenith. Gay 
nights, laughter and life; sunny days 
filled with thrills and excitement. In 
the center of everything is situated 
the HOTEL CLARK at Fifth and 
Hill Streets. A hotel where you will en- 
lay hospitality to its fullest extent; whera 
you will find your every wish anticipated. 
Whether you «tay in Los Angeles for a 
few days or a month, choose Hotel Clark, 
downtown in the heart of things. 

555Rooms with Baths/rom $2.50 
"Famous for Good Food 
from Coast - to - Coast" 


