
SEWING CIRCLE PATTERNS 

brother and Sister f ij C fotheS 

1487 
1-5 yr*. 

\ 

GAY, practical play togs for the 
sand box set. A wing sleeved 

dress that buttons on the shoul- 
ders and side with pert apple 
applique. And overalls and sun- 
suit that are suitable for either 
brother or sister. Mother will find 
them easy to sew and very sturdy. 

• * • 

Pattern No. 1487 Is for sizes 1. 2, 3. 4. 
and 5 years. Size 2. dress, 1*« yards of 
35 or 39-lnch; overalls, l‘,i yards; sun- 
suit, 1 yard. 

I 

Hanging a suit on a hanger while 
It still retains body heat causes the 
wrinkles to fall out much more 

easily. 
—•— 

To loosen a glass stopper, let a 
few drops of glycerin soak be- 
tween the stopper and neck of the 
bottle. 

— a— 

Attach a small pinctfshion to 
baby’s crib. Then when you’re 
diapering baby, place the pins in 
the pincushion. This way they 
can’t find their way to the bed 
where baby can reach them. 

To straighten out curled rug cor- 

ners, wring a bath towel out of 
cold water and place it on the 
curled spot overnight. 

To waterproof the kerchief you 
wear on rainy days, place it be- 
tween two layers of waxed paper 
and press it with a hot iron. 

CERTIFIED Lincoln soybeans 
recleaned in new 2-bu. seed bags. 
$4 per bu. R. Raikes, Ashland, Neb. 
—Adv. 

Due to an unusually large demand and 
current conditions, slightly more time is 
required in filling orders for a few of the 
most popular pattern numbers. 

Send your order to: 

SEWING CIRCLE PATTERN DEPT. 
530 South Wells St. Chicago 7. Ul. 

Enclose 25 cents In coins for each 
pattern desired. 
Pattern No 

_ 

Name_ 

Address__ 

Complete Miniature Cirrus 
Has 10,000-Seat Big Top 
One of the most complete minia- 

ture circuses in hobby history is 
“Adel Brothers Circus,” which 
was built by Robert Krueger of 
Omaha shortly before the war, 
says Collier’s. 

This model, constructed on a 

scale of one-half inch to the foot, 
occupies 450 square feet and con- 

tains, for example, a 10,000-seat 
big top and eight smaller tents, 
some 400 horses and menagerie 
animals, 60 exhibition cages, 50 
trucks, two band wagons, a steam 
calliope and 18 ticket booths. 

COIN AND STAMP EXCHANGE. 
105 S. 15th, Omaha, Nebr. Ap- 
praisals, buy-sell. (Adv.). 

Jsssslm, 
AT GROCERS _J 

MAKE MAY...f/ieeasy 
economical... efficient 

HAYMASTER way 
think o< the advantages of owning the Hay* 
master-10 that serves as hay-sweep, hay- 
loader, hay-stacker.1 It eliminates hefty- 
muscle work; reduces hay making time to a 
minimum. Easily mounted to any tricycle 
type or row crop tractor. All-steel construc- 

tion except for wood rake teeth. Can easily 
be converted Into a Workmastsr manure 
loader by purchaser of a few conversion 
parts 

BUTLER & WILLS 
GMINFISLD, IOWA 

OufrAwtors for S. W. Iowa, Nobratka, Colorado 

Invest in Your Country— 
Buy U. S. Savings Bonds! 
★★★★★★★★★★★★★★ 

COR ES 
**** v 
Favorite 

You can also get this cereal in Kellogg’s VARIETY—6 dif- 
fcrent cereals, 10 generous packages, in one handy cartonl 

7asti'er 
CINNAMON BUNS 

r*' t 

• Hot, luscious Cinnamon Buns at 
a moment’s notice! Fleischmann’s 
Fast Rising Dry Yeast is always 
ready for quick action keeps 
fresh for weeks on your pantry shelf, 
IF YOU BAKE AT HOME-jllSt dissolve 
according to directions on the pack- 
age, then use as fresh yeast. At your 
grocer’s. 

StflyS fr8Sh.on your panfry shelf 

and be / 
muJ^ove 

Peggy Perm W.MU. RELEASE 

THE STORY THUS FAR: Meg learn* 

from Susie, a high *chool girl, that 

AUcia has spread gossip aU over town 

about her and Tom Fallon meeting 
on the ridge. She avoided Fallon lor 

several days, but on Saturday he came 

Into the chicken yard where she was 

working. She told him ol the gossip. 
••Who started this talk?” he demanded. 
Meg told him It was Alicia Stevenson, 

the widow. ‘T’U have a talk with her," 
Tom declared. She begged him to do 

nothing about It, but he lelt with a grim 
lace. When he came back by to pick up 
the milk and eggs he told Meg that he 

thought Mrs. Stevenson was "going to 

mend her ways.” Megan had her doubts, 
for she had known Alicia longer. 

CHAPTER IV 

Megan shook her head. “She has 

no children,” she explained. “She 
Is a widow. She came here to live 

In the spring, because, as she 

frankly stated, her income has 

shrunk so much that she can’t af- 

ford to live anywhere else. And she 

amuses herself by ferreting out 

■mall things that people would rath- 

er not have known—and then—sort 
of broadcasts them where they will 
create the most excitement.” 

“She sounds like a thoroughly un- 

pleasant person,” said Tom grim- 
ly. "And a dangerous one. Where 
does she live?” 

“Across the road,” answered Me- 

gan, indicating the onte drab little 
house that now wore an air of fresh- 
ness that was almost charm. 

Tom said sternly, suddenly, "I 
think 1*11 have a Uttle talk with Mrs. 
Stevenson.” 

But Megan laid a swift hand on 

his arm, stopping him. 

“Please don't,” she said urgently. 
“After all, nothing can be gained 
by talking to her. We’ve all tried 
it—she only uses our protests and 
arguments to add more fuel to her 
talk. We’ve found that the best 

way is to avoid her, and give her 
as little material as we can." 

Tom nodded grimly. "Just the 

■ame, I think I’ll have a little talk 
with her,” he said, and before Me- 

gan could stop him he had turned 
and strode away in the direction of 
the little silvery-gray house with its 

green trim. 
I 

It was almost half an hour before 
Tom came back and stopped at the 
back door to get the two bottles of 
milk and the eggs that she had 

waiting for him. 

His face was grim and set. There 
was a little white line about his 

mouth, and his eyes were angry. But 
he managed a slight smile that 
tried hard to be comforting, and 
said quietly. “I don’t think you need 
to worry any more. And there is 
no reason why you should not con- 

tinue your walks to the Ridge any 
time you like. I think Mrs. Steven- 
son is going to mend her ways a 

bit.” 
He picked up the milk and the 

sack of eggs and went his way. 
After a minute Annie said, as she 

slid a pan of biscuits deftly inte the 
oven, “Dat Miz Stevenson sho’ do 
make a heap of trouble, don’t she?” 

Megan looked at her sharply. 
“What do you mean by that, An- 

nie?” she demanded swiftly. 
“She be’n tellln’ folks dat Ruby 

Mae—dat's Pearl’s gal—stole a ring 
off’n her,” said Annie. "An’ Ruby 
Mae. she say she ain't nebber seed 
de ole ring. An’ den dat ole Miz 
Stevenson, she tell people she found 
de ring on de back po'ch, wheh she 
say Ruby Mae done hid it; she 
say Ruby Mae skeered Miz Steven- 
son gonna call de Law an' she stick 
de ring up deh so folks think she 
ain’t took it.” 

Annie straightened, put her strong 
brown hands on her hips and faced 
Megan almost belligerently. 

“Miss Meggie, dat po’ chile ain’t 
Stole nuthin’,” she said sharply. 
“Ruby Mae a good gal! Y'all knows 
dat. Miss Meggie—but white folks 
always believes white folks 'ste’d o' 
colored folks—an’ Ruby Mae cain't 
git a Job.” 

Annie's lower lip thrust out a lit- 
tle more and her chocolate brown 
eyes were almost black. “Some- 
times when folks do like Miz’ Ste- 
venson—things happen to ’em.” 

They were not more than half- 
way through supper when the front 
door opened and a cheerful voice 
called. “Yoo-hoo—it s only me! I'll 
come right in!” 

It was Alicia, of course, cool and 
fresh looking in a brown and yellow 
print frock, her hair brushed Into 
coquettish curls, a yellow bow 
tucked into it. She was rather 
heavily rouged as usual, and if she 
was feeling the unpleasantness of 
Tom’s visit, she certainly did not 
show it. 

Jim MacTavish. always with an 

eye for an attractive woman, greet- 
ed her with obvious pleasure, and 
drew out a chair for her. She de- 
murred prettily at their invitation 
to have supper. And then she 
broached the subject of her visit; 
she had bought some new window 
shades for her house and was com- 

pletely helpless when it came to 

putting them up. and wondered—so 
prettily!—if Mr MacTavish would 
give her a hand. 

“I know it’s terrible to ask you to 

help, Mr.. MacTavish,” she apolo- 
gized, “but it’s simply impossible 
to get anyone to do anything in this 
crazy little place—I mean to hire 
anyone. It makes one terribly de- 
pendent on one's friends. I’m afraid 

it’« a terrible imposition—but—'” 
She fluttered her hands and the 
light glimmered on two very good 
diamond rings that she wore. 

Jim expressed himself as delight- 
ed to be of service, as he rose from 
the table and went to get his tools. 

A moment later she and Jim were 

going down the steps and along the 
walk. 

Annie, coming in to clear the ta- 
ble, frowning blackly, said unex- 

pectedly, "Whut’s dat 'oman up to 

now, Miss Meggie?” 
Megan tried to laugh. "What do 

you mean?” 
“Cornin' ove’ heh, an’ takin' 

Marse Jim away—you s’pose she 
makin' up to him? Rollin’ heh eyes 
like dat—” Annie's anger was 

mounting and Megan rose swiftly. 
"That will do, Annie,” she said 

firmly. "Mrs. Stevenson wanted 
Dad to help her hang some window 
shades—” 

"An’ she too burnin' stingy to pay 
somebody, so she get Marse Jim to 
do it fo’ nuthin’,” Annie finished 

He was at the table having his 
Anal cup of coffee, when she came 
into the dining room. 

angrily, departing with a tray load- 
ed with dishes before Megan could 
answer her. 

Megan went on into the shabby, 
comfortable living room and sat 
down with a mending basket. But 
though she sewed until after ten, 
which was disgracefully late ac- 

cording to Pleasant Grove’s early- 
to-rise habits, her father had not 
come home when she finally went 
to bed. Indeed, she had been in 
bed for some time and was almost 
asleep before she heard his cau- 
tious entrance and the door of his 
room closing behind him. 

In the morning, she had already 
had her breakfast and done her 
morning chores before her father 
came down. He was at the table, 
having his final cup of coffee, when 
she came Into the dining room. He 
looked up at her a little defensively. 

"That Mrs. Stevenson is a de- 
lightful little woman,” he stated 
firmly. “I can’t think what this 
filthy-minded little town means by 
low-rating her as they have. I've 
heard all sorts of gossip about her. 
I have never had a chance to get 
acquainted with her—-but now that 
I have. I intend to defend her when- 
ever I get a chance.” 

Megan looked at him, startled, 
and then she smiled. 

“Look, Pops.” she said firmly, 
"Alicia is getting exactly the treat- 
ment she seems to want. She has 
an absolutely scandalous tongue and 
she goes around making people 
miserable by ferreting out their 
pitiful little secrets and broadcast- 
ing them—’’ 

"People have no right to be upset 
about the truth—” her father began 
sternly. 

Megan said quietly, “Yesterday 
at Mrs. Stuart's quilting she 
dropped the information that 1 have 
been seen meeting Professor Fallon 
secretly on the Ridge 

Jim stared at her for a moment, 
and then his handsome, rugged face 
began to darken with anger. “Is 
that true, Megan?” he demanded 
sternly. 

"1 met him on the Ridge once, 

purely by accident, and talked to 

him a few minutes,” Megan an- 

swered quietly. “After all, he is a 

customer of ours he is a fine, in- 
telligent, interesting man I could 
not very well turn around and walk 

away, refusing to speak to him, 
could I?” 

"Certainly not—but you didn’t 
have to keep going back to meet 

him again,” snapped Jim furiously. 
Megan held on to her temper with 

an effort 

“I’ve told you that I saw him there 

Just once, purely by accident” ahe 
told him levelly. 

J “Well, then, what’s all the fuss 
about?” snapped Jim. 

"The fuss is because Alicia gave 
the impression at Mrs. Stuart’s that 
I was meeting Tom there almost 
daily—and in secret,” Megan re- 
turned. 

"Then you should have ex- 

plained—” 
“I did,” Megan cut In. "But the 

harm had already been done.” 
“Harm? What possible harm 

could come from such a thing?" 
"None at all, except that Alicia 

dropped her little information in the 
exact way to make it sound ugliest 
—and of course the women around 
the quilting frame were most of 
them mothers with children in the 
school, and they promptly began to 
wonder—you could almost see them 
wondering—Just how much truth 
there was in the suggestion, and 
whether Tom was the right man to 
hold the job he’s got—” 

“You keep calling him Tom’." 
her father cut in suddenly, and 
there was a curious, almost a sus- 

picious look In his eyes. 
Megan set her teeth for a mo- 

ment, and then answered quietly, “I 
have never called him anything but 
‘Mr. Fallon’ or ’Professor Fallon’ 
to his face.” 

She laughed and made a gesture 
of helplessness. 

"You see how well Alicia does 
her work?” she said dryly. "You 
wonder why the women at the quilt- 
ing party yesterday afternoon could 
think for a moment there was any 
truth in what she was hinting—and 
yet you yourself, my own father, 
are wondering uneasily if maybe I 
haven’t been just a little—well, in- 
discreet!” 

Jim rose from the table and flung 
his crumpled napkin down and 
snorted. 

“That's idiotic! I’m not wonder- 
ing anything of the kind! I’m Just 
puzzled to understand why sane, 
normal people like these in Pleas- 
ant Grove should so cruelly mis- 
judge a woman like Alicia Steven- 
son. I confess I was amazed last 
night, to discover how childishly 
friendly and simple she is. Why, 
I’m positive there isn’t a malicious 
bone in her body! Maybe she chat- 
ters too much—but I’m convinced 
it’s merely a guilty conscience that 
makes people think she’s talking 
about them! You know the old say- 
ing—‘if the shoe pinches’—and he 
strode out of the house. 

r or the past two years, Megan 
had had two dates a week with Lau- 
rence Martin, from the county seat. 
Laurence was a Pleasant Grove 
product who had, by grim determi- 
nation and an almost superhuman 
amount of labor, managed an edu- 
cation and a law course. Two years 
ago, he had gone to the county seat 
and into the office of old Judge Gra- 
ham, where he was getting much 
valuable experience and very little 
money. He and Megan had grown 
up together in Pleasant Grove, al- 
though Laurence was older than site 
by several years. 

He had been quite honestly disap- 
pointed when he had been rejected 
for military service, partly because 
of his eyes, partly because of a 

stomach disorder resulting, as Me- 
gan knew very well, from an im- 
poverished childhood, and malnutri- 
tion during the years he had been 
fighting his way through law school. 

un ims xuesaay nignt, Megan 
dressed for his arrival, with a feel- 
ing of relief that she was not facing 
any complication in Laurence’s ar- 

rival. She liked him sincerely. She 
( 

had, she admitted to herself, thought 
of marrying him. He wanted her 
to, when, as, and if he ever 

achieved a position that would 
make it possible for him to support 
a wife. That was an understand- 
ing between them that had no need 
to be put into words. 

Tonight, standing before the mir- 
ror in her neat, cheerful bedroom, 
she studied her reflection in the 
mirror, with a soberness and an in- 
tensity that she seldom bothered to 
give the girl in the glass. She sel- 
dom had time to do more than 

glance at herself as she brushed her 
hair; but tonight, dressed and ready 
for Laurence, she looked at herself 
thoughtfully, trying to see herself 
with the eyes of someone else, or 

a stranger—perhaps of Tom Fal- 
lon. 

She saw a girl a little over me 

dium height, neat, trim, well-round- 
ed figure born of the hard work and 
outdoor exercise of her daily life; 
she saw leaf-brown hair that had 
no need of the curling iron and 
that she wore shoulder length be- 
cause it was less trouble to have to 

go to the barber shop once in two 
months, than every week; her eyes 
were her best feature, her chief 
claim to beauty. They were gray- 
blue, long lashed, set well apart be 
neath airy brows She was not beau- 
tiful, she told herself with an al- 
most impersonal frankness. She 
looked healthy and wholesome, and 
that was all) 

As she reached the foot of the 
stairs, her father turned, almost 
guiltily, from the front door, and 
said stiffly, “1 knew Laurence would 
be along soon so I thought I’d step 
out for a little fresh air.’’ 

He was dressed, she saw, in his 
“best” suit, ordinarily reserved for 

trips to the county seat and rare 

trips to the city more than a hun- 
dred miles away. 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

IT MIGHT seem strange to say 
that a manager whose ball club 

has been doing very well indeed 
could be even close to thfe border 
line of a predicament, much less 
the brink of an abyss. But for ten 

years Boston, al- 
ways a great base- 
ball town with a 

great baseball tra- 
dition, has been 
dreaming vain 
dreams of recover- 

ing some of its lost 
glory. There were 
the winning days of 
Jimmie Collins, Bill 
Carrigan and oth- 
ers, who carried 
the Red Sox banner 
high. But in spite of 

Joe 
Cronin 

the millions Tom Yawkey has fed 
into his purchases and pay roll, the 
Red S'-'X thus far have been on the 
outside peering in. 

Now Cronin has his team winging 
away at a record clip. He has come 

through with the hitting and the 

pitching for which only the most 
rabid fan ever could hope. Outside 
of Ted Williams, Johnny Pesky and 

Bobby Doerr, no one could figure 
that so many Red Sox would hit so 

well. No one could figure Mickey 
Harris winning six straight, with 
able support from Tex Hughson, Joe 
Dobson and Dave Ferriss. 

Can t Hold the Pace 
Joe Cronin's predicament is this: 

no one can expect so many of his 
men to continue to blast the bail 
with such deadly effect: and no one 

can figure that Mickey Harris can 

continue to hold such winning form, 
although Mickey is a much im- 

proved pitcher over past seasons be- 
fore the war, when he failed to 
break even. 

If the Red Sox had broken from 
the wire at a steady clip, there 
would have been no such excitement 
as reigns in Boston today. As it 
now stands, any Red Sox slump, 
which is certain to occur later on 

after such early speed, is bound to 
cause a reaction up Boston way. 

There is the chance, of course, 
that the Red Sox today have what 
the old Yankees once carried when 

they almost wrecked the league, 
practically closing out the season in 
late July or early August. It could 

happen. After all, Cronin’s hired 
men have shown power at bat and 

power in the pitcher’s box, which 
are the two main spots of the game. 
However, an early rush to the front 
can lead to much brooding later on. 

It is still my contention that the 

Tigers have the best pitching staff 
in baseball, followed by the Cardi- 
nals. But Red Sox pitching, in ad- 
dition to being an improvement 
over what it looked to be earlier, 
also has run-making and fielding 
support that will bag many a ball 

game through the summer ahead. 

However, Boston’s long-suppressed 
supporters should understand that 
it is still a long way to October. 

• • • 

Chasing the Cardinals 
My good friend Eddie Dyer, once 

a star halfback in Texas, is shocked 
over the fact that his team is still 
called a 3-5 shot against the field. 

“We have a good, sound ball 

club,” Eddie says, “but no team is 
that good—not even the Red Sox, 
today. Too many things can hap- 
pen in a ball game. Too many 
things can happen to your best men. 

There are other good teams in this 

league, teams much improved over 

last season. This includes the 

Dodgers, Braves, Reds and the 

Giants. Both Cubs and Pirates will 

soon begin picking up speed. After 

all, the weather has made this an 

uncertain spring as far as rat- 

ing goes. I don't believe many peo- 

ple understand what such players 
as Reese, Reiser and Herman mean 

to the Dodgers. They are all win- 

ning ballplayers.” 
One of Eddie Dyer's greatest 

thrills so far has been the fine show- 
ing of Terry Moore, not only a great 
ballplayer but a fine man to have 

on any club. After being away from 

action for some time in the army. 

Terry has been hitting far above his 

prewar punch; and Terry is no long- 
er a kid. When you look at such 

ballplayers as Musial, Marion, Ku- 

rowski, Moore and others—plus the 

Cardinal pitching staff—whether or 

not you are a Giant, Dodger, Cub 
or Brave fan, this is the club to be 
watched once they have squared | 
away from the summer festivities. 

It might also be suggested that 

Billy Southworth has turned in a 

fine job with the Boston Braves, a 

club supposed to be planted In the 
second division. The Braves may 

finish there, but they are a big im- 

provement over the Braves of other 

years. They are a bustling outfit, 
as Billy Southworth’s teams always 
have been. 

This can be baseball's greatest at- | 
tendance year, with many thousands 
to spare, if the two pennant races re- 

main reasonably close, for it isn’t 

any too easy to keep the popeyed ; 
fan keyed up when his home club i 

is outclassed and far out otthe race. ! 
The danger spots here are the Red 

Sox and the Cardinals, but both 

can run into more severe competi- 
tion than one might look for. Both 

Messrs. Cronin and Dyer confirm : 

this observation. Few horse races 

ever are won in the first quarter; 
this also goes for a pennant race. 

CLASSIFIED 
DEPARTMENT 

AUTOS, TRUCKS & ACCESS. 
DEALERS—NEW CHEVY PARTS 

Have stock of new Chevrolet parts, and 
bins. Want quick sale. Dealers, see 
phone, write 

TEPNER’S FARM EQUIPMENT 
Creighton Nebraska 

ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT __ 

FOR SALE: DELCO LIGHT PLANT 
with batteries, both nearly new $165.00. 
JOHN DVORAK. RT. 2. Clarkson* Nebr. 

FARM MACHINERY & EQUII\ 
Picking Beds, will fit single row P. Case 

Sicker, added to your picker in a few 
ours. Pick ribbonless clean. OrdeT now. 

COOK MFG. CO. 
Columbus Nebraska. 

HARD to get repair parts for sale for 
McCormick-Deering tractors and Interna- 
tional trucks. Sleeves and pistons, radia- 
tors, valves. THE FRANCIS COMPANY, 
Ogallala, Nebraska. 

FARMS AND RANCHES_ 
1760 ACRES—A good combination farm 
and ranch In Holt County. Nebraska. Two 
sets of buildings, running spring water, 
plenty upland hay. Consider northeastern 
Nebraska farm for part. Price S’5. 
Owner. JERRY A. BROWN. Norfolk. Neb. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

FOREST LAWN CEMETERY 
• OMAHA • 

CREMATION 
of the most modern type 

Write to us for booklet 

SCALES OF ALL KINDS. HOWE SCALE 
CO., Elmer Byrton. 2522 No. 50th St., 
Omaha, Nebraska. State sales and service. 

DOGS FOR SALE 

FOR SALE 4 females Elngliah Shepherds 
8 weeks old. Price $5.85 COD. Write 
2500 Ave. J. East Omaha, Nebr. 
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PHi] 
> tyiPZ. < 
SOMAHA STANDARD < 
foySffiS BODIES> 
^|oiHI« POPUIAS 11 NOTH 3 AVAILAiu|\ 
y PHONE WRITE WIRE X 

>0MAHA STANDARD BODY CORP.< 
X Phono 7739 COUNCIL (LUFFS. IOWA too OS 7 

TOMORROW ALRIGHT 
Dependable 

A//-VEGETACLI 
LAXATIVE 

(taiioN (am omit At onactaft 

GET A 25' BOX 

OUR j_ 
•CAP-BRUSH' Black Leaf 40 spread on the 
APPLICATOR roosts gives off fumea as chickens 

MAKES BLACK perch. Lie* and feather.mites art 
LEAF 40 GO kill'd. Full directiona id avery 

MUCH FARTHER package. 
Buy only in factory aaalod pack- ''\w;E 
agaa to inaura 
full atrength, 

WNU—U _23—46 

Help T It m (-lennse the Blood 
of Harmful Body Waste 

Your kidney* are constantly filtering 
waste matter from the blood stream But 
kidneys sometimes lag in their work—do 
not act aa Nature intended—fail to ro- 

; move impuritiea that, If retained, may 

poison the ayatem and upset the whole 
body machinery. 

Symptoms may be nagging backache, 
persistent headache, attacks of dizziness, 
getting up nighta, swelling, puffines* 

! under the eyes—-s feeling of nervous 

anxiety and loss of pep and strength 
Other signs of kidney or bladder dis- 

order are sometimes burning, scanty oi 

too frequent urination 
There should be no doubt that prompt 

i treatment it wiser than neglect. Us* 
J Doan’a Pills. Doan'a bsv* been winning 

new friends for more than forty years. 
They have a nation-wide reputation. 
Are recommended by grateful people the 
country over. Ask your neighbor/ 

•• IVlnrl^ITTi 


