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SYNOPSIS 

In Spanish-governed California of 1783 
a conflict between Church and State is 
represented by two -friendly enemies, 
frail old Fray Junipero Serra, Francis- 
can missionary, and Don Pedro Fages, 
civil governor. After telling Serra. he is 
■ending to Mexico for his wtf£ and 
son, whom he has not seen for eight 
years, he refuses his aid toward found- 
ing the Santa Barbara Mission. Dona 
Eulalia agrees to go to California, ac- 

companied by her duenna, Angustias. 
Don Pedro sends for Serra, telling him 
that two priests are on their way from 
Mexico with Eulalia and young Pedro 
and that he is leaving to meet them. 
Fages engages a young Indian girl. In- 
dizuela, as maid for Eulalia. Eulalia 
sails from San Bias. It is a desolate 
trip. From the port of Loreto, a large 
cavalcade loaded with Eulalia's party 
starts out for the long overland trip. 
Eulalia, accustomed to luxury and com- 
fort. bitterly regrets having been per- 
suaded to come. The two priests, Fray 
Mariano and Fray Bartolomeo, call on 
her and arouse her suspicions as to their 
genuineness. As the cavalcade stops at 
various missions, Eulalia hears rumors 
of the approach of her husband. While 
Don Pedro plans a great fiesta to wel- 
come his wife, Eulalia plans her cos- 

tume. Don Pedro welcomes his beauti- 
ful wife and young son. Eulalia is toast- 
ed as the Queen of the Californias. On 
the long Journey to Monterey, the re- 

united couple are royally entertained at 
the Presidio at San Diego. Eulalia dis- 
approves of the democratic relations of 
Don Pedro and his people. Pleading 
weariness in the midst of the feast she 
goes to bed where Angustias tells her 
she knows Eulalia is again to become a 

mother. Don Pedro is disturbed by the 
developments in the character of the 
priests and dreads Serra's disappoint- 
ment in them. 

CHAPTER X—Continued 
■■ 8 ■- 

The Governor put his arms around 
the other’s shoulders. 

“Well said, my old one. Well 
said. My wife will think I have 
trained you to say those things to 
her.” 

As gallant Lieutenant Ortega rode 
beside La Gobernadora he told her 
of the Presidio of Santa Barbara, a 

walled fortress like San Diego, with 

little whitewashed dwellings for the 

soldiers and their families, a store, 
a blacksmith shop, a chapel, and 

quarters for himself. 
As they drew near, Eulalia could 

see the presidio like a little walled 

city, its whitewashed walls pink in 
the sunset, its tile roofs red. Again 
there were cannonades to greet her, 
the ringing of the chapel bells, and 
soldiers’ women and children bring- 
ing her great armloads of wildflow- 
ers. 

That night she sat long at the 
lieutenant’s lavish table, laughing 
and chatting with the company, 
complimenting the food, applauding 
the music. 

“Now that I am leaving Califor- 
nia so soon,” she thought, “I can en- 

joy things while I am here. It will 
be an experience to remember, and 
to tell about.” Beneath her feet Es- 
cabellito squirmed in his sleep. Eu- 
lalia prodded him, and he was still. 

“Yes,” she whispered, “I am 

leaving California—soon.” 

- CHAPTER XI 

Along the King’s Highway, where 
foot of king had never trod, nor 

royal hoof rung out, Fray Junipero 
limped slowly. He had been on a 

long journey, visiting each one of 
his beloved missions. Happy had 
been the journey, pleasant the visit- 

ing with his brothers, and gratifying 
the reports he had heard. The mis- 
sions were flourishing; converts, 
crops and cattle increasing. 

He felt happy and satisfied. 

By his side trudged Pio, bearing 
a yellow umbrella, which shaded 
the father as well as himself. Pio’s 
arms ached, for the umbrella 
seemed mysteriously to gain weight 
as the hours passed. 

The father, beneath that moving 
spot of shade, was tracing in retro- 
spection the first of all these many 
steps that had led him through life 
on his apostolic journeyings. 

That had been over half a century 
ago in Mallorca, the jewel of the 
Balearic Isles in the Mediterranean 
sea. 

Seventeen years old, Miguel Jose 
Serra had walked from his native 

village, Petra, to the capital city, 
Palma. His pious parents, amid 
their tearful farewells, begged him 
to ride the family burro, but the 

youthful pilgrim, in his heart al- 

ready dedicated to the holy San 
Francisco, shook his head. So he 
set his rope-soled sandals—his al- 

pagartas—on the road that stretched 
ahead of him, for half a century, 
across half a world. 

In Palma, dotting the dress ox a 

Petran peasant for the Franciscan 
habit and cowl, he doffed at the 
same time the name the peasants 
had called him. Miguel Jose Serra 
was gone. Now there was Brother 
Juniper only. Fray Junipero Serra. 

San Francisco had a devoted fol- 
lower, Junipero, who would steal 
from the altar itself, if by stealing 
he could feed a hungry mouth. No 
larder in Asis was safe from his 

plundering. The good saint called 
the little brother, Jester of the Lord, 
saying: “Had I but a whole forest 
of such Junipers!" 

So he who traveled from the 
Mediterranean to the Pacific called 
himself Junipero. 

Now his journey was nearly done. 
As he paced steadily on, dazed a 

little by the sun, and the disregard- 
ed emptiness of his body, a beauti- 

ful road stretched before him, up, 
up, into the blue sky, where it termi- 
nated in a city of bright mansions. 

Faint, sweet sounds of music drift- 
ed from an angelic choir. Fray 
Junipero fell in the dust and raised 
his arms as one came down the shin- 

ing road, one in a brown frock like 
his own, with a cloud of singing 
birds about his head. 

"Mi Padre San Francisco!" he 

breathed. "Father Francis!” He 
heard a voice. 

“Little Brother Juniper, are you 
ready to come home? I am waiting 
for you—” 

“Not yet. Father Francis; yet a 

little while! I have work—work. An- 

other mission—for Santa Barbara!” 
"Good, little Brother. But soon. 

You are awearied!” 
Fray Junipero felt the warm earth 

on hands, face. He stirred and lift- 
ed himself. The vision was gone. 
Only a brown road stretched before 

him. while overhead a flock of birds 

circled and cried. Pio’s dark face 
leaned over him in concern, and he 
heard the young Indian's voice as 

though from a great distance. 
"Little Father—you are aweary!” 
He pulled himself erect on trem- 

bling limbs and grasped his staff 
with its strong smooth shaft and 
little cross at the top. 

"Yes, you are aweary, and hun- 

gry. Eat, Padre.” 
He pulled from his pouch some 

young green onions he had carried 
from the Mission San Antonio de 
Padua and held them out to the fa- 

ther, who crunched absently at the 

pungent, slightly withered roots. 
"A vision—a miracle!” he exult- 

ed. “Happy augury! Soon will come 

my friend, Don Pedro Fages, and 

By His Side Trudged Pio. 

two strong brothers of Saint Fran- 
cis. Two men of God to help me 

found the Mission Santa Barbara. 
God has heard me! My prayers 
have not been in vain. Santa Bar- 
bara shall have her mission at last. 
Praise God the Father, God the Son 
and God the Holy Ghost!” 

All along the flowery miles beside 
the sea, over mountains and through 
canons, Eulalia wondered about the 
famed missionary. Fray Junipero. 
What manner of man was he? Ac- 

cording to the fathers at all the mis- 
sions they had visited, he was a 

sainted miracle worker. With these 

opinions her husband concurred sin- 

cerely, and added other praises of 
his own. Not only was he a saint, 
but he was a man among men, 

strong, fearless, resourceful; un- 

complaining in the midst of suffer- 

ing. In short, the Governor gave 
him a soldier’s merits in one phrase 
—a good campaigner. 

In spite of all this, Eulalia felt 
that he withheld some opinion of the 
padre, and was puzzled to know 
what it might be. Now that they 
were approaching Monterey, and 
she would perhaps meet the Padre 
Presidente before night, she set her- 
self to discover her husband’s real 

opinion of him. 
“Tell me, Pedro,” she asked ten 

tatively, “more about Padre Serra. 
I have heard much of him, even in 
Mexico City. He seems to be -the 
most important person in California, 
apart from yourself, my dear. 1 
shall have to associate with him. 
perhaps confess to him. What is he 
like?” 

The Governor hesitated and 

plucked reflectively at his beard. 
“Stop doing that!" ordered the 

lady. “When you do that I know 

you are thinking what you will say 
instead of saying it outright." 

“Weil,” he said, but still caress- 

ing his beard, "I usually think be- 
fore I speak. And doing this helps 
me to think. You have heard all 1 
can say about Padre Serra. I like 
him, admire him. We are friends— 
good friends. And We are enemies." 

"Enemies — hum,” said Eulalia 
stroking an eyebrow with her little 
finger. The Governor leaned over 

his horse's neck and caught her 
hand. 

“Don’t do that!" he laughed. 
"When you do that I know you are 

thinking what you are going to say, 
and—” 

Eulalia laughed. 
“But it helps me think,” she 

mocked. 
The Governor still held her hand. 

How dear, how charming she could 
be, thought he. 

“So you are enemies. Why?” 
“My dear. Church and State have 

ever been enemies. Their aims are 

too widely apart for them to work 

together sympathetically. That is 

especially true in California. The 

aim of the Crown—the State—in 

California is, frankly, the acquiring 
and holding of this country, and pro- 
tecting it from other acquisitive na- 

tions—England, Russia. The aims 

of the Church are the conversion of 

the heathen.” 
He loosed her hand absently and 

pulled his beard. 
"And—” prompted Eulalia. 
"I, representing the State, must 

do my duty. I must see that the 

Church does nothing to jeopardize 
the Crown’s holdings. Father Serra 
is the church in California. He 

would like to see all the soldiers 
sent out of the province, and be 

left here with the rest of the Fran- 
ciscans, alone to work things out 

his own way." 
Eulalia pricked up her ears. 

“He wishes the soldiery away 
from the province?” 

“He does.” 
"And you?” 
"My dear, he would do anything 

to get me away from here. I be- 

lieve he would stop at nothing under 
the sun to rid California of my per- 
nicious influence.” 

“Ah,” said Eulalia, deep Id 

thought. 
“He did rid himself of me once, 

you remember. Humph! The 

charges he made against me! And 

the terrible journey he made, sick 
and suffering as he was, to present 
them to the Viceroy. He nearly 
died, with his crippled leg. But his 

belief in what he was doing led him 

on, successfully, that time. I ad 

mire him. On my soul, I do.” 
The Governor laughed. 
“But I came back.” 
Eulalia’s mind was working rap- 

idly. So the Padre Presidente was 

that manner of man! One strong in 
belief in his duty—but one who 
would stop at nothing, as the Gov- 
ernor had said, to gain his ends in 

regard to forwarding the Church in 
California. 

And he believeu Pedro Fages 
stood in the way of complete tri- 
umph for the Church, therefore 
Pedro Fages must leave California; 
Serra had accomplished that once— 

it might—be— 
“A strange man,” she said aloud. 

“But I have made up my mind that 
we are going to be friends. Yes, 
good friends. He should be a com- 

fort to me in this strange land.” 
The Governor frowned doubtfully, 

then reached for his wife’s hand 
again. 

"Splendid!” he cried heartily, 
squeezing her fingers. “Perhaps you 
can change his opinion of your hus- 
band. Then we can all live here 
happily, you and I, and all the chil- 
dren, in California for the rest of 
our lives!” 

She withdrew her fingers. 
“Perhaps,” she said softly, “per- 

haps I can.” 
Pedro the Younger and Escabel- 

lito came dashing to the Governor’s 
side. 

Father!’' shouted Pedro breath- 

lessly. “Look ahead! See, there is 
something strange moving down the 
road! What do you suppose it is, 
wild Indians?” 

“Ai, my child, I almost wish for 
your sake we would meet some wild 
Indians. Where is this apparition?” 

Young Pedro jumped up in his 

stirrups, “See—down there at the 

turn. Something yellow—” 
“Yellow?” The Governor leaned 

forward. “Ah, yes, I see. I know 
who it is. It’s Fray Junipero, and 
Pio carrying his yellow umbrella! 
Andalel We will overtake him.” 

Fray Junipero, lost in unearthly 
dreams, was startled at the sound of 
hoof-beats so near him, and moved 
oil the royal road hastily as the gay 
party of riders dashed toward him. 
The Governor reined in his mount, 
which reared upright on quivering 
haunches, and faced the missionary. 

"Hail, Father!” he cried, waving 
his hat. Then he dismounted hast- 

ily. 
Fray Junipero blinked, and said 

softly, “Ah, your Excellency!” 
With an impulsive gesture Fages 

put both hands on the monk’s shoul- 
ders. The face, though browned and 
weather-beaten, gave the impres- 
sion of being pale and wan. The 

deep lines were deeper, the silver 
tonsure whiter. Beneath his hands 
he could feel the shoulders, in their 
hot coarse brown covering, so bent, 
so thin, trembling. But it was Juni- 
pero Serra's eyes that startled him. 

Fiery with strange inner fires, they 
burned in his bony skull, not meet- 

ing the Governor’s intent look, but 

darting avidly among the company 
of riders on the camonio. 

“My brothers my men of 
God .” he murmured, “O gra- 
cious Excellency, where are the an- 

swers to my prayer?” 
Pedro Fages dropped his hands. 

He half turned from the missionary, 
avoiding his searching look. For a 

brief second he stood tense, still, his 

hand on the hilt of his sword. Then 

he flung his head up abruptly. 
“Father Junipero he be- 

gan bravely. 
But Junipero Serra interrupted 

him. 
"Don Pedro!” he cried in a trem- 

bling voice, holding out his hands 

fearfully. "Don’t tell me but 
I had a vision ... a promise! Ah, 
praise to God on high! There they 
are! Ai, ai, my Brothers! Come 
here, closer! Let me see you 
touch you! You are holy men, an 

answer to prayer!” He stumbled to- 

ward Mariano Rubi and Bartolome 
Gili holding out his arms, tears 

streaming down his cheeks. 

The two did not move, but stood 
as though stricken in their tracks. 

Serra threw his arms about them, 
looked into their sullen faces and 
saw only good there. 

"Alleluja!” he chanted, "Ave Ma- 
ria Purisima! The prayers of Juni- 
pero Serra are answered!” 

Still the two stood dumbly. Rubi’s 
face was red with a guilty flush, 
while Gili grew pale; they too, like 

the Governor, avoided the fires of 
his eyes. 

In his joy, the fervid missionary 
noticed none of these things. He 

looked about him for the Governor. 

"Ah, fbrgive me, my son, for not 

greeting you!” he cried. "You and 
all your party have my blessing!” 

La Gobernadora was staring at 

him. Then she slipped carefully 
from her horse and walked to the 

priest. For a moment she measured 
him with a look, then her eyes 

dropped. 
Here was a man, a little man, but 

he towered toward Heaven, and her 

eyes could not measure his stature. 

Her heart pounded. Her knees weak- 
ened, and almost against her will 

she found herself kneeling before 
him. 

"It is my wife,” she heard her 
husband say. 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

Brittany, in Ancient Times Known as 

Armorica, Dates Back to Fifth Century 
Bretagne, or Brittany, is situated 

on the large triangular peninsula 
which forms the northwestern ex- 

tremity of France. In ancient times 
it was known as Armorica, and was 
inhabited by a confederation of in- 
dependent Celtic tribes. It received 
the name Brittany, or Little Britain, 
about the middle of the Fifth cen- 

tury, on account of the settlement 
of numerous colonies from Great 
Britain, driven there by the Anglo- 
Saxon invasion. 

Under Charlemagne, states a 

writer in the Cleveland Plain Deal- 
er, the Franks conquered the coun- 

try, but the successors of this king 
exercising their sovereignty but 
feebly, the Breton princes regained 
and held the form and privileges 
of independence. The feudal lords 
of the province always regarded 
one of their number as their chief, 
because of his superior strength, 
but otherwise the fiefs of the nobles 
were each held independent of the 
others. About the middle of the 
Twelfth century one of these nobies 
succeeded in bringing all the coun- 

try under his control and called it 
the County of Brittany. It was the 

daughter of this count, Constance, 

who married Geoffrey Plantagenet, 
the third son of Henry I of England, 
and was the mother of little Prince 
Arthur who was so cruelly mur- 

dered by his uncle, King John of 

England. Readers of Shakespeare's 
play, "King John,” are familiar 
with the story. The stepsister of 

Arthur, Alice, was married to Pi- 
erre de Dreux, who took the title of 
duke of Brittany and became the 
founder of a line which held control 
of the country, under the protection 
of France, until the latter part of 
the Fifteenth century. In 1491 the 
male line had become extinct, and 
the heiress of the ducal estates, 
Anne of Brittany, w’as wedded to 
Charles VIII, King of France, thus 

attaching the duchy to the property 
of the French crown. In 1532 the 

province was formally united to 
France. It retained a separate Par- 
liament, however, until the French 
revolution. 

Generous River 
In normal times the Ohio river 

contributes more than half of the wa- 

ters of the Mississippi river below 
Cairo and in flood periods this pro 
portion may rise to two-thirds 

Diet for Slow 
Reduction 

By 
DR. JAMES W. BARTON 
© Bell Syndicate.—WNU Service. 

* 

A FEW years ago if a pa- j 
tient asked his or liex j 

physician about reducing 
weight, the physician would 
simply advise the eating of 
less food. He might have add- 
ed that cutting down on fat 
foods and starch foods would 
be advisable. In other words 
all that overweight meant to 

a physician a few years ago 
was that fat people ate too 

much and if they’d eat less 

they’d lose their weight. 
Today physicians know that over- 

weight is a subject of as much in- 
terest to individuals 
and to the whole 
community as is any 
other subject. Dis- 
cussions on over- 

weight have occu- 

pied the attention of 
the British Medical 
association, the Roy- 
al Society of Medi- 
cine, and of gather- 
ing* of physicians in 
the United States, 

Dr. Barton Canada and through- 
out Europe. 

Dr. E. I. Spriggs in Proceedings 
of the Royal Society of Medicine 
gives a "Simple Scheme for Slow 
Reduction of Weight or Keeping 
Weight Down When Reduced." 

At each of three meals—break- 
fast, lunch and dinner—the allow- 
ance is just over one ounce of white 
bread. This is half of a round of a 

two-pound loaf one-half inch thick, 
or this much bread can be split and 
toasted, which makes it go farther, 
especially when used with larger 
pieces of meat, fish, cheese, or egg, 
than is the case with bread. The 

split toast is made by taking a five- 
inch square of white bread one-half 
inch thick without crust. Toast each 
side and then split into two thin 

pieces. Scrape off all crumbly bread 
and then toast the untoasted sides. 
Divide each slice into two, which 
makes it spread out over a whole 
meal. 

Take no other food made from 
flour (such as puddings, scones, 
cakes or biscuits) and no potato, 
except that at tea-time two pieces 
of thin bread and butter, with jam 
if desired, are allowed. The appe- 
tite can then be satisfied with other 
foods, such as egg, fish, meat, 
cheese, fruit, salads, green and root 

vegetables. Carrots, turnips, and 
onions are taken freely in stews, 
but not potatoes. Fresh well-cooked 
greens are eaten with gravy, pepper 
and salt. Butter may be used in 
moderate amount. 

As to Sauces and Drinks. 

Flavoring — such as mustard, 
Worcestershire or tomato sauces, 
vinegar or catsup—is allowed. Sauces 
made with oil, cream, and flour, and 
mayonnaise should not be taken, or 

taken only in very small amount, 
not more than a small teaspoonful. 
Provided that the bread allowance 
be not exceeded, any other non- 

flour food may be eaten in modera- 
tion by an active person, without 
increase in weight. 

Drink nothing at all till all the 
solid food has been eaten. Then 
take fluid. 

Now this method seems simple 
and easy to follow—cutting down on 

bread and toasting even the small 
allowance and splitting it in half, 
avoiding potatoes and sauces made 
with oil, cream and flour, and drink- 

ing only after all the solid food has 
been eaten which helps satisfy the 

appetite. The whole point is that the 

physician is not trying to get the 

weight reduced to normal within 18 

days or even 18 weeks. He is not 

being stampeded by the patient into 

prescribing a starvation diet. 

“Life Depends Upon the Liver." 
It would seem that the old expres- 

sion, “life depends upon the liver,” 
is becoming popular again, as there 
is more written about the liver and 

gall bladder today than at any pre- 
vious time. 

As youngsters we were taught 
that the work of the liver was to 
manufacture bile which acted on fat 
foods in such a way that they could 
be absorbed into the blood. And 
while this is still an important job 
done by the liver, it is but one of 
the many things the liver does for us 

to make life worth living. The oth- 

ers, as mentioned before, are: stor- 

ing sugar for future needs, filtering 
poisons out of the blood, manufac- 

turing substances to form the blood. 
A healthy liver, working properly, 
has much to do also in preventing 
skin eruptions, stomach and intesti- 
nal upsets, and attacks of hay fe- 

ver, asthma and eczema, due to 
foods to which the individual is sen- 

sitive or allergic. 
The bile is considered so valuable 

by the liver that after sending some 

down into the small intestine to help 
digest fats, it calls this bile back 
and uses it over and over again. 

Someone has called this bile that 

goes back the “self starter” of the 
liver, as it seems to start* or in- 
crease the activity of the liver. In 
fact, it has been proven that bile 

injected into the liver direct has 
actually built up or repaired worn 

portions of the liver0 

HCW* SEW 
4*—• Ruth Wyeth Spears 

IN THE sketch at the upper left 
* you see the pieces of a daven- 
port slipcover fitted with seam 

lines pinned. The material is 
wrong side out as the welt or cord- 
ed seams must be stitched from 
the inside of the cover. 

Before the seams around the 
front of the arms are pinned as at 
A the arm cover edge of the seam 

must be gathered as at B. It is 
important to allow just enough 
material so the arm cover fits 
easily. 

The cable cord that is covered 
with bias material and fitted into 
the seams to make the welt may 
be purchased at any notion coun- 

ter. The material to cover it must 
be cut on a true bias and stitched 
in place as shown here at C. The 
cording foot attachment for your 
machine must be used for this 
stitching so the sewing1 will come 

close to the cord. The next step is 
to either baste or stitch the cov- 

ered cord to one edge of the right 
side of the seam as shown here 
at D. Then, using the cording 
foot again, stitch the seam as 

shown. Clip the seam edges 
around curves so they will not 
draw. 

It will be necessary to leave an 

Strange Facts; 

| Cavalry Captured | 
• Dutch Fleet • 

A FEW men on horseback once 

conquered the Dutch fleet. 
The crews of the well-armed bat- 
tleships were so surprised when 
they found their ships surrounded 
by a troop of cavalry that they 
surrendered without a fight. 

This happened during the cold 
winter of 1794-95. In France there 
had been a revolution and the 
king, Louis XIV, was executed. 
The French, already at war with 
Austria, now found themselves 
forced to fight England, Holland 
and Spain. 

Most of the fighting took place 
in what is now Belgium. The 
Dutch were protected until the 
winter of 1794-95. Then the French 
generals drove the Austrians 
across the Rhine, the English sol- 
diers under the duke of York em- 

barked for home. The army of 
the French general Pichegru 
crossed frozen rivers, a country 
bare of supplies, densely inter- 
sected with dykes to conquer 
Utrecht and finally Amsterdam. 

North of Amsterdam is the long 
thumb-like peninsula of North 
Holland and that great inland sea, 
the Zuider zee. Between the is- 
lands and the tip of North Holland 
the Dutch fleet had anchored for 
the winter. The winter of 1794-95 
the fleet was frozen in at Texel. 

Shortly after Christmas 1794 a 

small troop of Pichegru’s cavalry 
rode out across the frozen waters. 
A handful of hussars surrounded 
the battleships. The Dutch fleet, 
though well-armed, surrendered 
to a few Frenchmen on horseback. 
—© Britannica Junior. 

UncLe ftlul 

Usually It's Pig Iron 
One hates to knuckle down to 

the iron will of another man. 

A way some people have of 
showing sympathy for your trou- 
bles is to tell about their own. 

Sales resistance means not buy- 
ing something because you can’t 
afford it. 

People who laugh the loudest at 
the troubles of someone else are 

the same people who cry the 
hardest at their own misfortunes. 

It Would Be a Sow's Ear 
Greatest obstacle to making a 

silk purse out of a sow’s ear is 
that no sow’s ear wants to be a 

silk purse. 
Crime wiU continue as long as 

men with defective intellects are 

born. 
A man in an unbecoming hat 

acts as if he knew it. 

opening in the back to be fastened 
with snaps. Openings must be 
arranged on the underside of the 
seam cushions as shown here at E. 

Every Homemaker should have 
a copy of Mrs. Spears’ new book, 
SEWING. Forty-eight pages of 
step-by-step directions for making 
slipcovers, dressing tables and 
curtains for all types of rooms. 

Making lampshades, rugs, otto- 
mans and other useful articles for 
the home. Leaflet of patchwork 
stitches now included if request- 
ed. Readers wishing a copy 
should send name and address en- 

closing 25 cents (coins preferred) 
to Mrs. Spears, 210 S. Desplaines 
St., Chicago, 111. 

By Their Walk 

An erect posture is closely as- 

sociated with self-respect. We 
know that any physical expression 
tends reflexly to produce that 
emotion. Therefore, not only does 
self-respect naturally tend to 
brace a man’s shoulders and 
straighten his spine but such an 

attitude tends to brace up a man’s 
mind also. 

Those who have lost their self- 
respect nearly always slouch. The 
pharisee, the bully or the dandy 
strut or swagger. There is a gold- 
en middle road that stands for 
self-respect and self-confldence 
which combined with courtesy and 
consideration for others, we all 
should acquire. 

MEN LOVE GIRLS 
WITH PEP 

If you are peppy and full of fun, men will In- 
vita you to dances and parties. BUT, if you 
are cross, lifeless and tired, men won't ba 
interested. Men don't like ''quiet'' girls. 

For three generations one woman has told 
another how to go ‘‘imiling through” with 
Lydia E. I’inkham's Vegetable Compound. It 
helps Nature tone up the syatera, thus lessen- 
ing the discomforts from the functional dis- 
orders which women must endure. 

Make a note NOW to get a bottle of world- 
famous I’inkham's Compound today WITH- 
OUT FAIL from your druggist—more than a 
million women have written In letters re- 
porting benefit. 

Why not fry LYDIA E. I’INKHAM'S 
VEGETABLE COMPOUND? 

Peace at Home 
He is happiest, be he king or 

peasant, who finds peace in his 
home.—Goethe. 

Change of Life 
Beatrice, Nebr.—Mrs. 

Dattie Miller, 324 

kA.sh 
St., says : "During 

'change *bi life’ I was 

very nervous and every- 
thing seemed to irritate 
me. I bad no appetite, 
no energy, and did not 
sleep welL But Dr. 
Pierce’s Favorite Pre- 
acription increases my 

appetite and thus helped to build me right 
up and I felt like a new person.” Buy it in 
liquid or tableta from your druggist today. 

I 
mm Jk checks 

CC GOLDS 

UD FEVER 
LIQUID. TABLETS „ ,lLrst„nasf , 

salve, nose drops Headache, 30 minutes. 

Try “Bnb-My-Tlsm”—World’* Best Liniment 
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For Betterment 
A man should choose a friend 

who is better than himself.—Chi- 
nese Proverb. 

Gmatipated? 
To keep food waste soft 
and moving, many doc- WSIm' 
tors recommend Nujol— ||gijj 

| because of its gentle, flHR 
A lubricating action. | 

INSIST ON GENUINE NUJOL 


