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THE STORY THUS FAR 

Summoned to the C C ranch In central 
Nevada, aesert-wtse Walt Gandy is on 
his way to help his old range partner, 
Bill Hollister. Walt is stopped short by a 

girl—who holds a rifle In firing position. 
She knows him. tells him how to get to 
the ranch, and tells him that they will 
meet again Within a quarter of a mile 
from his destination, Walt is stopped 
again. This time by a grotesque, mis- 
shapen man who tells him to get out and 
then tells him the C C crew is in Emi- 
grant. the closest town, for an inquest. 
Someone has been murdered. Riding to 
the inquest in Emigrant, Walt leaves 
his horse at the livery stable. Walt learns 
that Cash Cameron, owner of the C C 
ranch, is in trouble. A hard but honest 
man. Cash has many enemies. At the 
Inquest Walt sees Hollister and the girl 
who had stopped him. Chino Drake, for- 
mer cook at the C C ranch, has been 
murdered and Sheriff Ed Battle is trying 
to pin the blame on Cash Cameron. 
The girl is called to the stand. She is 
Helen Cameron, Cash's daughter. She 
seemingly faints and, as Gandy rushes to 
her aid. slips something In his hand. It 
Is the bullet from Drake's body. Walt 
rents a post office box and leaves the 
bullet in it. Leaving the post office he 
is accosted by a dark, swarthy man 
who offers him a Job. He draws the man 
out, finds that he wants to usurp Cam- 
eron's public range land. Gandy then 
turns him down in biting fashion. The 
man leaps at Walt, who whips him after 
a hard battle. The man is Pete Kelso, 
foreman of the 77 ranch, an outfit hostile 
to Cameron. Gandy is called to the 
sheriff’s office, where he meets Hollister. 

CHAPTER VI—Continued 
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Walt Gandy leaned over and stud- 
ied the floor boards between his 
boots. It came to him that this man 
showed surprising intelligence after 
all. If he would use it! 

“Cash Cameron.” Battle was say- 
ing, “has represented the power in 
control here. With the example of 
a big fellow like him holding the lid 
screwed on, and able to buy out any 
man who wanted to quit, there 
hasn’t been much cause for trouble. 
Wasn’t no need for the little fel- 
lows to jump his range rights nor 

each other’s. But if the C C crum- 

bles and its grass on public domain 
and in the national forest is open 
for anyone to grab, there’s going 
to be hell." Battle roared suddenly, 
“I won’t have it!” 

Under his heavy brows Bill Hol- 
lister was no longer smiling. 
“You’re dead- certain, are you,” he 
asked, “that the C C is going to 
crumble?” 

Battle leaned forward over the 
flat top of his desk. "Yes.” 

His eyes narrowed and glittered. 
“A man in Cameron’s hole right 
now don't dare take up a gun— 
even if his range is being crowded 
in on! 

“The C C don’t own title to five 
thousand acres of land. It’s using 
close to a hundred thousand, all 

public. Every man who rode in to 

the inquest today is figuring on just 
that. Get the C C tangled with the 
law, get you people tied up in court 
and you might as well start raising 
hogs on your five thousand acres, 
because your power on the open cat- 
tle range is gone, and nobody will 
be afraid to crowd you. Wait!” Bat- 
tle waved his cigar as Hollister 
started to speak. 

“The power on this range has 
shifted from Cameron’s hands now, 
back i ito mine, where it belongs! 
And I'm going to use it to the ad- 

vantage of everybody, big man and 
little man alike. You people can’t 
even chew what you’ve bit off out 
there, let alone swaller it; I guess 
Ranger Powell was beginning to see 

that himself when he announced the 
C C allotment in the national forest 
is going to he cut next summer.” 
Battle clamped his cigar righteous- 
ly, saying around the end, "Time for 
the little fellow to have a show here, 
and I’m seeing that he gets it!” 

“1 ittle fellows,” Bill Hollister’s 

quiet voice asked, "like the 77?” 
Battle stiffened. His smoking 

stonped. 
Hollister uncrossed his knees, and 

the C C foreman and the sheriff of 

Emigrant County traded long meas- 

uring looks. 
“What do you mean by that?” 

asked the sheriff evenly. 
“This,” Hollister stated. “Funny 

thing, isn’t it, that every man, wom- 

an and child on the Emigrant Bench 
from here north to Salt Flat and 
west to the Barricades, came to the 
hearing today — everyone except 
those from the 771” 

Still sitting stiffly upright. Battle 
made no reply. 

“You’re right about what is go- 
ing to happen here,” Hollister went 
on. "This range is over-stocked. 
Someone has got to move out. There 
Isn’t enough land here of any sort, 
private, public or national forest to 
hold the flood of animals that has 
been poured onto the Bench lately. 
That’s too almighty true! But don’t 
you talk to me about the little fel- 
lows.” He eyed Ed Battle, took a 

long breath and rocked his body for- 
ward in a lightly balanced motion. 

"Cash Cameron has played square 
with them. He figured when he 

bought a man’s brand, taking his 
cows, he bought range rights too. 
That’s custom. But no, these lit- 
tle fellows have hung on, getting a 

few more cows and only waiting to 

jump his grass at any chance. Lit- 
tle fellows!" 

It took Bill Hollister some time to 

get warmed up. He was hot now. 

“Look at ’em out there on the street, 
sure! A pack of wolves licking their 
chops! Eyeing each other to see 

who is going to lead in a rush onto 
the C C. Give them a leader and 
the rest will follow all right. And 
you. Battle, you know who it'll be!" 

Ed Battle seemed set against an- 

swering. 
Hollister flared. “Everyone came 

In today to see how the inquest was 
going to fall, to see if Cameron was 
going ;g get properly tied up. Only 
the 77 didn’t! Where’s Stoddard? His 

77 is the biggest contender lor range 
rights that we control. But they 
aren't troubled about how this in- 

quest will fall. The 77 knows!” 

"Meaning that I’ve been bought, 
huh?” Battle asked suddenly. 

"Meaning,” said Hollister, "that 
someone who keeps his name off 
the records is part owner of the 
77 brand." 

Visibly the tension went out of 
Sheriff Ed Battle. He relaxed, shak- 
ing his head. “Nope. You guessed 
wrong that time. I own nary a cow 

in any size, shape or form, not on 

paper nor on the 77. If Jeff Stod- 
dard and his bunch didn't come in 
today, they had their own reasons.” 
He gave Hollister a placating grin. 
“But we’re sort of wrangling our- 

selves off the track, aren’t we? I 
called you in here to make a propo- 
sition for the good of every- 
body. Want to listen?” 

With an abruptness of action not 

usual in him, Bill Hollister rose and 
his lank form towered. “Battle," he 
said, evenly, "you’re a plain white- 
ribbed skunk! Your bait’s good all 

right, but it stinks of next election’s 
votes!” 

Color flooded hotly into the fleshy 
face of Sheriff Battle. He gripped 
his desk edge. Control over some 

quick and revealing retort came 

only after a minute of struggle. 
When at last he got up onto his 

feet, the red flood of anger had 
drained away. He looked out with 
cold, hard eyes. “I said I had an- 

other piece of evidence, Hollister; 
something I didn’t bring up at the 

inquest.” 
His ponderous figure came around 

to the open floor. 

Watching, Walt Gandy wondered. 
Battle’s gaze* went down, came 

back. “Hollister,” he asked, “why 
did you have Paul Champion run 

water into that corn row where 
Chino Drake was lying dead?” 

At Ed Battle’s questioning thrust, 
Hollister’s jaw had sprung shut. 
Muscles bulged. He stood planted 
as if to take a blow, a fighting 
man, yet to Walt .Gandy it seemed 
the dogged courage of someone 

plodding on grimly to an end, with- 
out fire nor vital care for what 
would come after that end was 

reached. Whatever had happened 
to Bill Hollister had struck him at 
the roots. 

Battle had the knife in and he 

gouged with it. “Well? Want me 

to say why you had that corn row 

flooded? To cover some boot tracks! 
Some almighty big ones!” 

Again the sheriff’s eyes went 
downward, and following them Walt 
Gandy’s rested upon the black 
stitched boots that Bill Hollister 
wore. They were big: number elev- 
ens. These that he had on today 
were brand-new. 

"The trouble with that trick,” said 
Battle, "was that you slipped up. 
One track didn’t get flooded. My 
deputy ran cement into it and I’ve 

got the cast. Never mind about 
the pair of boots that left the track; 
we’ve probably got those too.” 

CHAPTER VII 

SOMETHING was wrong at the 
CC. Riding abreast, but strange- 

ly silent for a pair who had not 
seen each other for two years, Walt 
Gandy and Bill Hollister topped the 
last bench and looked ahead to the 
home buildings. Out upon the open 
flat they had ridden in waning day- 
light. Here under the mountain wall 

night had come, darkening the ranch 
basin and spreading a gray mist 
close to the ground. 

Hollister's long legged black 

caught up beside the palomino. They 
loped through a lane between post 
corrals, passed the saddle sheds and 
reached an open yard. And then, 
almost before seeing them, they 
were upon three men standing mo- 

tionless in front of a bunk house 
door. The door was open. No light 
showed inside. 

Hollister swung off. Gandy wait- 
ed, then walked in close behind him. 
Cash Cameron turned his white 
head. The boy, Paul Champion, was 

on his left. The short figure on his 

right was one Walt could not recall 
having seen before. 

“Place has been searched, Bill," 
said Cameron. "All the buildings. 
Someone while we were gone.” 

Until that moment Walt did not 
see a fourth figure which had re- 
mained crouched back on the dark 
doorstep. It rose as the ranch own- 

er spoke, came out with a scuffling 
limp, and the twisted body of the de- 
formed man seemed at night more 

gruesome than ever. He dragged 
past within touching distance, slant- 
ed his sunken eyes up in a direct 
stare into Gandy’s, yet showed no 

recognition. 
Walt had thought this afternoon 

that the man was more than a little 
off; he changed the opinion now. 

Something with a worse twist than 
insanity looked out from those 
deep eye-pits. He- caught the feel- 
ing of a mind as warped as the 
body. 

“What about Bent?” Hollister 
asked, indicating the retreating fig- 
ure with a jerk of his chin. "He’s 
been around all day. Hasn’t he 
anything to tell?” 

"Says he knows nothing about it," 
Cameron answered. “Bent couldn’t 
have heard anyone, and he was 

mending the south pasture fence 
this afternoon. So he couldn’t have 
seen, either, if it was somebody who 
came in from any other direction.” 

Only the youngest cowhand, Paul 
Champion, appeared free of what- 

ever it was that gripped these oth- 

ers. He swung the knotted end 
of his halter rope and kept running 
one hand back to the throat of his 
horse. A grin of repressed excite- 
ment looked almost foolish on his 

boyishly eager face. 
"I’d say we better he be- 

gan. 
"Never mind. Paul." Cameron 

stopped him gently. 
Walt Gandy had begun the mak- 

ing of a cigarette. Now he flung 
the unfinished tube away. He faced 
Cameron, saying. "There’s one 

thing I guess ought to be made 
known right now, before anybody 
starts to check up.” 

Cash Cameron’s white head piv- 
oted. 

"I was on your place this after- 

noon,” said Gandy. 
It was Hollister’s voice, snapped 

out in the dark: "Why didn't you 
tell me that!" 

Only Cash Cameron’s features 
were visible from where Walt stood; 
the others were blotted in the night. 
But he could feel the quick stab of 

eyes toward him. He did not know 

yet who the cowpuncher was, mak- 

“I’ve gone all through the house 

again, Dad.’’ 

ing a squat shapeless form at the 
ranch-owner’s right side. Camer- 
on’s mouth opened, closed. A hand 
came up and smoothed down the 
coarse hair of his gray mustache. 

“Say, look here!” Gandy blazed. 
But he felt that he was only throw- 

ing words against a stone wall. The 
silence of these men was that thick. 
Battling a rise of impatient anger 
he turned from them, pulling the 
tobacco sack from his shirt pocket. 

“No lights!” Cameron warned. 
“Listen!” Then almost at once: 

“It’s all right. Go ahead.” His 

daughter came abruptly around the 
bunk shack end. 

She reached Cash, and standing 
close up to his raw-boned size, 
seemed to Walt Gandy once again 
as she had this afternoon, a small 
and fragile girl in spite of the rough 
garb in which she clothed herself, 
and far too rare a person to be 
caught in the black war that was 

gathering around her. 

“I’ve gone all through the house 

again, Dad,” she said, her voice low 
and controlled. “Whoever did it 
wasn’t trying to rob us.” 

“No,” said Cameron. "No, of 
course not.” He asked no further, 
and it was Bill Hollister who spoke 
up: 

“Then there’s nothing missing. 
Helen?” 

Slowly she turned and lifted her 
face to him, though in the dark 
she could not possibly read his fea- 
tures. “A rifle,” she said, “and a 

pair of boots. Yours.” 

All others stood fixed, but the ef- 
fect of her words upon Bill Hollister 
was sudden action, almost as if 
from relief. 

“Paul." he ordered rapidly, “put 
up the horses. Walt, throw your 
war bag down here. You can turn 

Sunspot in the end corral by him- 
self tonight and give him something 
extra. Bent Lavic will show you the 
lanterns and where the grain bins 
are.” He turned away into the dark, 
alone. 

His voice came back over depart- 
ing shoulders: “I’ll rustle firewood 
for whoever’s going to cook.” 

As Walt kicked straw across the 
stable floor for Sunspot’s bedding, 
he looked at Bent Lavic’s feet. They 
were big—all out of proportion on 

that shrunken body. The boots he 
wore would be about size eleven. 

Cash Cameron was in the kitchen 
trying unfamiliarly to get together 
a meal in his own house, and as 
Walt Gandy entered, he asked, 
“You know anything about pot-bust- 
ing, young fellow?” 

Behind Gandy, Bill Hollister came 
in just then with an armful of wood. 

“Sure he does,” Bill said. “I suf- 
fered his cooking for a couple of 
years and lived through. Guess we 

can stand it for a few days.” 
Walt swung around from hanging 

his hat on a peg near the door. Hol- 
lister continued. “We’re short on 
cooks, but I don’t want to bring a 

new man out here now. I’ve got 
an idea that we’ll talk about later. 
Go ahead, Walt. You take the job.” 

As Gandy peeled out of his coat 
and rolled up his shirt sleeves, the 

otner cowpuncner wno naa siooa ai 

Cash Cameron’s right hand out 
there in the dark, emerged from a 

lean-to storage room with a gunny- 
sack full of potatoes balanced on 

his left shoulder. He walked on 

short legs, bandy enough to fit the 

roundest horse ever born. A calf 
could jump between them and not 

scrape his boots. His face was 

homely, good-natured, and now sol- 
emnly intent upon the job of carry- 
ing potatoes. 

He put the sack down on the floor. 
Cash Cameron said: ’’Horsethief, 
shake hands with our new cook. 
Gandy, this is Horsethief Fisher, 
and that name's no joke! But he 

has sort of weaned himself away 
from the habit the last ten, fifteen 

years." 
A humorous twinkle of some past 

experience lighted Cameron’s blue 

eyes, banishing momentarily the 
strain that this day had put there, 
and Walt Gandy had a glimpse of 
a hugely likeable old man. 

Horsethief Fisher grinned and put 
out a knobby paw. “Glad to meet 

you, Gandy.” 
Walt shook. Here, he knew at 

once, was a tough and loyal hench- 
man of the C C. Horsethief took off 
his hat to hang it on a nail next the 

door, showing a head as bald as a 

hen’s brown egg. 
Hired hands on the C C ate in a 

dining-room that opened through an 

archway directly off the kitchen. 
Cash Cameron took his accustomed 
chair at the table's end opposite 
the kitchen arch. Bill Hollister 
ranged around on his right, Walt 

Gandy next. On Cameron’s left was 

an empty place, then Paul Cham- 
pion, Horsethief Fisher and Bent 
Lavic. 

No one spoke of the seat that re- 

mained unoccupied, but all through 
the meal Bill Hollister kept staring 
there, as if he could not keep his 

eyes from picturing the girl in it, 
and again that somber studious look 
was set upon his face. 

In the end he seemed to have 

thought something out. He pushed 
back his chair, saying: ‘T’m going 
to move down to the bunk house. 
Cash. If Gandy is going to cook, he 

ought to have my room here so he 
can roll out and get the fires built 

early." 
It sounded reasonable. Carperon 

nodded. But somehow the ease and 

forgetfulness that had been upon the 
room for a little while was gone. 

Gandy stood up when Hollister did. 
There before the men he said only: 
"I’ll go down with you, Bill, and 

bring up my war bag.” But outside 
when they had passed beyond ear- 

shot of the house, he stopped short 
in his tracks. 

Hollister’s lank form halted too, 
and turned in the dark. 

Walt wet his thumb to roll a ciga- 
rette. “You know,” he said, his 
words slow and dragging, "there’s 
a lot of country between here and 
the border, mostly desert.” 

Hollister dropped his head for- 
ward. "Huh?” He sounded startled. 

"Most hot desert, too,” Walt went 

on, "and the wild flowers weren’t 

blooming, and there wasn't much 

moon, and one place they forgot to 

put up the trail signs. Did I make 
that ride for any purpose, Bill?” 

Closing up the short space that 

separated them, Hollister asked, 
"Are you crazy? Too much heat or 

something?” 
"Too much something,” Walt ad- 

mitted. He put his next question 
flatly: 

"What am I here for, Bill? Am I 
needed now, or did I come in too 
late? A man has already been 
killed. Things point mighty straight 
to someone here on the C C. I'm 
not asking if it's so or not; I'm 

using my own head. But this busi- 
ness of every last one of you ap- 
pearing to hove it all doped out 
and yet acting like you’re afraid to 

tell, is making me itch. Is this 
ranch split against itself? Is that 
it? What’s happened, anyway?” 

He paused, then as Hollister said 

nothing, finished. "Well, no, you 
don’t need to go into details until 

you’re ready. But I’ve got to know 
one thing—do you need me or not?” 

It seemed to take Bill Hollister 
an unreasonably long time to form 
his answer, yet when it came, there 
was no room for the slightest doubt 
that he meant every word. 

"Walt,” he said, "I need you new 

more than I’ve ever needed a part- 
ner in all my life! You've got to take 
that much and believe it. It’s all I 
can tell you, because, boy, it’s the 

only thing I know for certain!” 
A sudden grip on Walt’s arm 

spilled tobacco from an unfinished 

cigarette. 
Hollister started to speak, the grip 

digging in, but then bit off the word 
and stood tight-mouthed, staring 
back toward the ranch house. 

Next moment he gave a strange 
short laugh. “Lord!” he said, with 

disgust. "Me getting the jumps. I’ll 
be taking pot-shots at my own shad- 
ow first thing you know!” 

"But what is it?” Gandy remained 

rooted, half turned around. 
In pine trees beyond where the 

long front gallery of the house end- 
ed against the hill slope, a white, 
shapeless patch was shifting back 
and forth, slowly, regularly—once 
a man hanging by the neck had 
looked like that. It brought a cold 

creeping sensation up his spine. 
Then he, too, understood the appari- 
tion, recalling a child’s swing there 
at the end of the ranch home. But 
who would be swinging? This time 
of night! 

(TO BE CO'TJNUEDJ 

By VIRGINIA VALE 
(Released by Western Newspaper Unton.l 

Dorothy lamour may 
have to remain in the 

sarong that made her famous, 
but Jon Hall has finally 
grabbed off a role that will 
enable him to wear regular 
clothes—the curse of “The 
Hurricane” has lifted for him, 
if not for her. 

After his success among its 
winds and waves he was idle for 
two years. Then Producer Edward 
Small asked to borrow him for an- 

other South Seas picture. "South of 

Pago-Pago." Near the end of shoot- 

ing on it, Small was planning to 
film "Kit Carson,” and had already 
signed Randolph Scott for the lead- 

ing role when Hall appeared at the 
studio one day wearing a ten gallon 

JON HALL 

hat and a semi-cowboy outfit. He 
had a late call for work that day, 
and had spent the early morning 
hours riding with his wife, Frances 

Langford. 
Small met Hall near the actor's 

dressing bungalow—and now it’s 
Hall instead of Randolph Scott 
whom you’ll see as Kit Carson. 

-*- 
In its latest issue, “The Philip- 

pines; 1896-1946,” the March of 
Time pictures the new problems 
facing the Philippines as a result 
of today’s mounting war fever, and 
shows how Philippine independence, 
scheduled to take effect in 1946, is 

already threatened by Japan’s cur- 

rent expansion program in the south 
Pacific. 

-*- 
It’s been announced that Joan 

Blondell plans to retire from the 
screen Indefinitely when she fin- 
ishes “I Want a Divorce.” She has 
been suffering from severe colds 
and inertia for the past year, and 

says that she will travel throughout 
America with a road company, (a 
novel cure for both severe colds and 

inertia!) and later on will make an 

extended tour of South America for 
a change of climate. 

-*- 
Fred MacMurray has grown to be 

so expert at water polo that a com- 

pany that makes short features has 
asked him to make one on the sport. 

-*- 
Felix Knight, starred on the air- 

waves’ "All Star Revue,” had a bad 
moment recently. After he had 

sung a medley of songs about the 
month of May, gardens and apple 
orchards, the Three Jesters strode 

up and down the aisles, tossing ap- 
ples and other farm products to the 
audience. Knight swears he was 

scared to death for fear the fruit 
would be handed right back—hur- 
tling through the air straight at him. 

If Columbia’s Wayne King wanted 
to start up in the pipe tobacco busi- 

ness, he already has a large clien- 
tele all over the country. For 15 

years he has been smoking his own 

private mixture, but he won't tell 

anyone what it is. It’s the result 
of four years of experimenting. But 

though he won’t give away the 
secret of the mixture, he does give 
away the tobacco—12 pounds of it a 

month. When he travels on per- 
sonal appearance tours there's al- 

ways a large can of it on his dress- 

ing table—so if his orchestra is play- 
ing in your town, and you know any- 
one who smokes a pipe, you might 
drop in and get some. 

Deems Taylor, the music critic 
and composer who acts as master 
of ceremonies on "Musical Ameri- 
cana,’’ has a maid who delights in 

taking part in contests of all kinds. 
She was greatly excited recently 
when she was notified that she had 

qualified among the winners in a 

national contest, and couldn’t wait 
to receive her prize. When it came 

it turned out to be an autographed 
copy of Taylor’s latest book on 

music! 
-*- 

Bob Trout maintains that during 
those first few days after war really 
broke loose he averaged only two 
and one-half hours’ sleep out of each 
24, and could have floated a battle- 

ship on the amount of coffee he 
drank to keep awake. Newscasting 
isn’t all that it’s cracked up to be. 

-*- 
Republic has arranged to produce 

a picture starring Gene Autrey; the 
title will be "Melody Ranch’’—same 
as his radio program—and several 
members of the radio cast will ap- 
pear in the picture. 

U ERE’s a charming way to 
*■ make your silk print for after- 
noon, and it’s not too dressy for 
general wear, either. Everything 
about it is soft and graceful—the 
rippling skirt, the shoulder shir- 
ring that co-operates with waist- 
line tucks to make your bust look 
prettily rounded, and the plain v- 

neckline that you can vary with 
flowers, brooches or white lingerie 
touches. Pattern No. 1923-B has 
a delightfully tiny-waisted effect, 
and a ribbon belt to call attention 
to the fact! Make this in time 
for your next afternoon date, and 
see if you don’t have a particularly 
good time whenever you put it on. 

This is a lovely style not only for 
prints, but for sheers like geor- 
gette and chiffon, in classic navy 
or black. It’s an easy design to 

make, and includes a step-by-step 
sew chart. 

Barbara Bell Pattern No. 1923-B 
is designed for sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 
20 and 40. Corresponding bust 
measurements 30, 32, 34, 36, 38 

Mirth Like Lightning 
Mirth is like a flash of lightning 

that breaks through a gloom of 
clouds and glitters for a moment. 
Cheerfulness keeps up a kind of 

daylight in the mind and fills it 
with a steady and perpetual seren- 

ity.—Addison. 

and 40. Size 14 (32) requires 3y« 
yards of 30-inch material without 
nap; lVi yards of ribbon for belt, 

SEWING .CIRCLE PATTERN DEPT. 
Room 1314 

211 W. Wacker Dr. Chicago 
Enclose IS cents In coins for 

Pattern No. Size.. 
Name . 
Address . 

INDIGESTION 
mnjr affect the Heart 

Ou trapped In the atomarh or gullet mar art Ilka a 

hair-trigger on tha heart. At the firnt elgn of diotraas 
■mart man ami women depend «n Bril ana Tablet* to 
•et gu free. No laxative bat mod* of the faateat- 
artinff medidnee known for add indigeetion. If the 
FIRST DOSE doesn't prm B*dl ana better return 
bottle to ua and receive DOUBLE Money Bank. 

Honesty and Civility 
Honesty sometimes keeps a man 

from growing rich, and civility 
from being witty.—J. Selden. 

In LOS ANGELES 
A 

It’s 

HOTEL 
CLARK 

Nearest downtown hotel 
to HOLLYWOOD 
tXTITH the movie capital of the world 

and weatern America'* radio city 
arithin the border* of Loa Angelea. 
entertainment reache* it* xenith. Gay 
night*. laughter and life; tunny day* 
Ailed with thrill* and excitement. In 
the center of everything i* aituated 
the HOTEL CLARK at Fifth and 
Hill Street*. A hotel where you will en- 
joy hoapitality to it* fulleat extent; whera 
you will And your every wiah anticipated. 
Whether you atay in Loa Angelea for a 
few day* or a month, chooae Hotel Clark, 
downtown in the heart of thing*. 

5S5 Rooms with Baths from $2.50 
Personal Management 

of P. O. B. Mornaa 

Conceited People 
I’ve never any pity for conceit- 

ed people, because I think they 
carry their comfort about with 
them.—George Eliot. 

OLD FOLKS 
Hern Is Amazing Relief of 

Conditions Duo to Sluggish Bowels 
, It you think all laxatives 
act alike, juat try this 

__ 
all vegvtabls laxative. 

mild, thorough.-refrtahing, invigorating. De- 
pendable relief from tick headaches, bilious spells, 
tired feeling when associated with constipation. 
Urtli D!.L get a 25c box of NR from your 
Wlinout RISK druggist. Make the teat—then 
If act delighted, return the box to us. We will 
refund the purchase 
price. That's fair. dlllffBiyHiW 
&j^RD>hjet*t<xMyj£MUMAMj|£ 

Idleness a Tomb 
Idleness is the sepulcher of the 

living man. 

HOMER BERRY, veteran test pilot, says: 

'SPEED-FLYING IS II 
MY BUSINESS, f 

BUT I SMOKE THE I 
SLOWER-BURNING j| 
CIGARETTE, CAMELS- M 
FOR EXTRA MILDNESS, H 

EXTRA COOLNESS, 1 
AND EXTRA i 

L SMOKING! M 

In recent laboratory tests, 
CAMELS burned 25% slow- 
er than the average of the 
15 other of the largest-sell- 
ing brands tested — slower 
than any of them. That 
means, on the average, a 

smoking plus equal to 

EXTRA SMOKES 
TER PACK/ 

FROM 50 to 500 miles per hour— 
Homer Berry has flown them all. 

This veteran test pilot started flying 
back in 1913 started smoking 
Camels the same year. "No other 

cigarette ever gave me anything 
like the pleasure of a Camel,” he 

says. "What’s more —in 26 years, 
Camel's slower burning has always 
given me a lot of extra smoking.’* 
Try the slower-burning cigarette 
made from costlier tobaccos ... 
Camel. Get more pleasure per puff 
and more puffs per pack {see left). 

IFOR 
EXTRA MILDNESS, 

EXTRA COOLNESS, EXTRA FLAVOR- 

CAMELS 
SL0W-BURNIN6 COSTLIER TOBACCOS 


