
SM-KENNELi: 
MURDER 1 

CASE ^ 

hu~ S.$.VanDiue~ 
CtCpyriyi/' &y ’K'-tflVriqhJ: 4 

W.NU. 
SERVICE 

SYNOPSIS 

Philo Vance, expert in solving 
•crime mysteries, is called in to in- 
vestigate the supposed suicide of 
Archer Coe. District Attorney Mark- 
ham and Vance go to Coe's house. 
They find Wrede, a friend of Coe's, 
there; also a Signor Grass!, a guest. 
The door of the death chamber is 
bolted from the Inside. They force 
It. Coe is clothed in a dressing 
gown, but wears street shoes. Heath 
says it is suicide. Vance says it is 
murder. 

CHAPTER II—Continued 
—3— 

She turned and contemplated the 
Inert figure in the armchair. 

“Well, what do you think has 
happened?” She put the question 
In a hard, even tone. 

"There is every appearance of 
suicide. .” 

"Suicide?" She turned back to 
Markham coldly. "I wouldn’t call 
it that” 

Vance, who had been standing at 
the rear of the room near the bed, 
came forward. 

"Neither would I, Miss Lake," he 
said. 

She moved her head slightly and 
lifted her eyebrows. 

"Ah! Good morning, Mr. Vance, 
in the excitement of the moment I 
didn’t see you. You are quite 
right—it’s not suicide.” Her eyes 
narrowed. 

“Why do you repudiate the sui- 
cide theory?” Vance asked with pro- 
nounced courtesy. 

“Very simple,” she replied. “Uncle 
was too great an egotist to deprive 
the world of his presence." 

"But egotism,” Vance submitted, 
•‘is often the cause of suicide. Bore- 
dom, don’t y’ know—the inability 
to find a responsive appreciation. 
Suicide gives the egotist his one 

supreme moment of triumph.” Vance 
spoke with academic aloofness. 

"Uncle Archer needed no su- 

preme moments," Hilda Lake re- 

turned contemptuously. “He had 
such moments every time he ac- 

quired a Chinese knicknnek. An ut- 
terly worthless piece of soft Chun 
porcelain in a silk nest, which was 

of no use to any human being, gave 
him a greater thrill than I would 
get out of beating Bobby Jones. I 
don't think uncle killed himself.” 

“Forgive me.” Vance bowed. 
•‘You are unquestionably right. 
But neither Mr. Markham nor Ser- 
geant Heath agrees with us. They 
are quite ready to dismiss the case 
as suicide.” 

She looked from Markham to 
Heath with a hard, cold smile. 

“And why not?” she asked. “It 
would be so easy—and would save 
a lot of bally scandal.” 

Markham was piqued by the 
woman’s attitude. 

"Who, Miss Lnke," he asked in 
his typical courtroom manner, 
"would have any reason for de- 
siring your uncle’s death?” 

"I for one,” she answered 
unhesitatingly, looking Markham 
straight in the eye. “He irritated 
me beyond words. He stood in 
the way of everything I wanted to 
do; and he was able to make life 
pretty miserable for me because he 
held the purse-strings. A nice 
cold arctic day it was for me when 
he was appointed m.v guardian and 
I was dependent on him. His death 
at any time these past ten years 
would have been a godsend to me. 

Now that he’s out of the way I’ll 
get my patrimony and be able to 
do what I want to do without In- 
terference.” 

Markham and Heath regarded 
her in amazed indignation. There 
was something icily venomous in 
her manner—a calculating hatred 
more potent and devastating even 

than her words. It was Vance’s 
languid and indifferent voice that 
broke the monotony that followed 
her tirade. 

“My word! Iteally. y’ know. Miss 
Lake, you're dashed refreshin’ In 
your frankness. Are we to 
accept your comments as a confes- 
sion of murder?” 

“Not at present." was the even 

reply, "liut if the authorities are 

set on calling It suicide, 1 may come 
forward latdr and claim the credit 
for his demise—by the way of up- 
holding the honor of the family. 
You see. I regard a good healthy 
Jnstihable murder In higher es- 

teem than a paltry suicide." 

The blood was mounting to 
Murkham's cheeks; he was becom- 
ing angry at Hilda l.ake's apparent 
flippancy. 

“Who besides yourself," he asked, 
trying to control his feelings, 
“wot^d have had reason to murder 
your uncle?" 

The woman looked up at the cell- 
ing with meditative shrewdness 
and sat down on the edge of the 
desk 

"Any number of persona." She 

spoke Indifferently. "De mortuls— 
and all that kind of rot—but, after 
all, the fact that Uncle Archer Is 
dead doesn’t make him an/ more 

admirable. And there are several 
people who would prefer h m dead 
to alive." 

Slarkham stepped forwnrd. 
“You’re a brutally unfeeling wom- 

an, Miss Lake," he said through set 
jaws. 

Vance proffered her his cigarette 
case. 

“No, thanks.” She was now look- 
ing down at Archer Coe's body, “I 
rarely smoke. I’.ad for the wind— j 
upsets the nerves. “Yes," she 
mused, as if reverting to her con- 

versation with Markham, “there 
won’t be any great mourning at 
dear uncle’s passing." 

Markham returned to the point 
“Would you care to name'anyone 

in particular who might be pleased 
with Mr. Coe’s death?” 

“That wouldn’t be cricket,” she 
returned. “But I’ll say this much: 
there are several Chinese gentle- 
men whom uncle has swindled and 
tricked out of rare treasures, who 
will he delighted to learn that his 
collecting days are over. And you 
probably know yourself, Mr. Mark- 

ham, that there were many unpleas- 
ant rumors after uncle's return from 
China last year—gossip about his 
desecrating graveyards and remov- 

ing funerary urns and figures. He 
received several threatening let- 
ters." 

Markham nodded. 
“Yes, I remember. He showed me 

one or two of them. ... Do you 
seriously believe an outraged Ori- 
ental killed him?” 

“Certainly not. The Chinese have 
more sense than to kill anyone for 
a piece of bric-a-brac.” 

Vance yawned and strolled be- 
tween Hilda Lake and Markham. 
Again he held out his cigarette case. 

“Oh, do have a cigarette,” he 
pleaded. “Sometimes they quiet the 
nerves, don't y’ know.” 

The woman looked up at him and 
gave a hard, questioning smile. 
Then, after a moment’s hesitation, 
she took one, and he lighted it for 
her. 

“What do you think of this affair, 
Mr. Vance?” she asked casually. 

“Dashed if I know.” He spoke 
lightly. “Your suggestion of a China- 
man is most fascinatin’. I wonder 
if there are any objects d’art miss- 
ing from the house.” 

“I wouldn’t be surprised.” She 
blew a long ribbon of smoke toward 
the ceiling. "Personally, I hope 
they’re all gone. I’d Infinitely prefer 
Wedgwood and Willow ware.” 

Markham again took the floor. 
“I'm afraid we’re all talking a bit 

dramatically. ... If your uncle’s 
death was not suicide. Miss Lake, 
how do you account for the fact 
that the door of this room was 

bolted on the Inside?" 

Hilda Lake rose to her feet, a 

puzzled look on her face. 
“Bolted on the inside?” she re- 

peated, turning toward the door. 
“Ah! So you had to break In!” 

"You're a Brutally Unfeeling Wom- 
an, Miss Lake," He Said Through 
Set Jaws. 

She stood still for several moments 
looking at the hanging holt. "That's 
different." 

"In Just what way?" asked Vance. 
“Maybe, ufter all, It was suicide!" 
A hell sounded dow nstairs, and i 

we could hear Gamble opening the 
front door. 

Markham stepped quickly to 
Hilda Lake's side, and put his hand 
on her arm, 

"The medical examiner Is proh- j 
ably coming. Will you he so good i 

as to go to your room and wait 
there?" 

"Rlght-o." She strode to the door. 

Before she went out she turned. 
“But please send Gamble up with 
my tea and muffins. I'm positively 
starving,’’ 

A minute later Dr. Emanuel Do- 
remus was ushered into the room. 
He was a wiry, nervous man, cyn- 
ical, hard-bitten, and with a Jaunty 
manner. He resembled a stock 
salesman far more than he did a 
doctor. 

He greeted us with a wave of 
the hand, and glanced about the 
room. Then he teetered back and 
forth on his toes, and pinned a bale- 
ful eye on Heath. 

“More shenanigan,’’ he com- 

plained. “I was in the midst of hot 
cakes and sausages when I got your 
message. You always pick on me at 
meal time. Sergeant. Well, what 
have you got for me now?” 

Heath grinned and Jerked his 
thumb toward Coe’s body. He was 

used to the medical examiner’s 
grousing. 

Doremus turned his head and let 
his indifferent eyes rest on the dead 
man for several moments. 

“The door was bolted on the In- 
side, doctor,” Markham volunteered. 
“We had to break It in.” 

Doremus drew n deep sigh and 
turned back to Heath with a grunt 
of disgust. 

“Well, what about it?" he asked 
Impatiently. “Couldn't you have let 
me finish my breakfast? All you 
needed was an order to remove the 
body.” He reached in his pocket 
and drew out a small pad of printed 
blanks. 

“Mr. Markham told me to call 
you personally, doc,” Heath ex- 

plained. "It ain’t my funeral." 
Doremus, holding his fountain 

pen poised, cocked an eye at Mark- 
ham. 

"Straight case of suicide,” lie an- 

nounced breezily. “Nothing to wor- 

ry about. I’ll give you the approxi- 
mate time of death, if you want It. 
And the routine autopsy. .” 

"I say. Doctor,” Vance asked lan- 
guidly; “would It be unprofessional 
if you look at the body?” 

Doremus spun around. 
"I’m going to look at the body,” 

he snapped. “I’m going to dissect It 
—I’m going to give it a post mor- 

tem. What more do you want?” 
“Just why, Doctor,” pursued Vance, 

“do you Jump at the conclusion 
that it’s suicide?” 

Doremus sighed impatiently. 
"The gun’s in his hand; the bul- 

let wound is in the right place; and 
I know a dead man when I see one. 

Furthermore, the door—" 
“Was bolted on the Inside," Vance 

finished. “Oh, quite. But what 
about the body?" 

“Well, what about it?” Doremus 

began filling in the order. “There's 
the body—look at It yourself.” 

“I hnve looked at it, don’t y’ 
know.” 

“You see. Doc,” Heath explained, 
with a grin of satisfaction. “Mr. 
Vance and I made a bet. I said 

you’d say suicide; and he said 
you’d say murder.” 

“I’m a doctor, not a detective," 
Doremus returned acidly. “The 

guy's dead, with a bullet hole in 
his right temple. He’s holding a 

gun in his right hand. It’s the kind 
of wound that could have been self- 
inflicted. His position Is natural— 
and the door was locked on the in- 
side. The rest of it Is up to you 
fellows In the homicide bureau. If 
the bullet from the gun don’t fit, 
the autopsy’ll show it. You’ll get 
all the data tomorrow. Then you 
can draw your own conclusion." 

Vance had sat down In a chair 
near the west wall and was smok- 
ing placidly. 

“Would you mind. Doctor, taking 
a close look at that bullet hole be- 
fore you return to your hot cakes 
and sausages? And you might also 
scrutinize the dead man's mouth." 

Doremus stared at Vance a mo- 

ment; then he approached Archer 
Coe’s body and bent over it. He 
inspected the wound carefully, and 
I saw his eyebrows go up. He lift- 
ed the hair from the left temple, 
and there was visible to all of us a 

dark bruised Indentation on the 
scalp along the hair line. Then he 
lifted Coe's upper lip slightly, and 
seemed to Inspect his teeth, which 
appeared bloodstained from where 
I stood. After a close Inspection of 
the dead man’s mouth, he again 
focused his attention on the bullet 
wound in the right temple. 

Presently, he stood up straight 
and fixed a calculating gaze on 

Vance. 
“What’s in«your mind?" he asked 

truculently. 
“Nothing at all—the brain’s a 

mere vacuum.” Vance took his 
cigarette from his lips nnd yawned. 
“Did you find anything Illuminat- 
in’?" 

Doremus nodded, his eyes still on 

Vance. 
‘‘Yeah. Plenty!” 
"Oh, really, now?” Vance smiled 

Ingratiatingly. "And you still 
think It's suirlde?" 

Doremus crammed his hands Into 
his pockets anil made a wry face. 

“II—I, no! There’s some- 

thing queer here—something d—d 
queer." Ilis eyes shifted to Coe’s 
body. “There’s blood In his mouth, 
and he's got a slight fracture of 
the skull on the left frontal. He’s 
had a dirty blow by a blunt Itistru 
ment of some kind. D—d 
queer!“ 

Markham, bis eyes mere slits, 
came forward. 

"What about that bullet wound 
In bis right temple?" 

Doremus looked up, took one hnnd 
front his pocket, and pointed to- 
ward the dend man's head. 

“Mr. Markham." he said with pre- 
cise solemn1'.y, “that baby had been 

! dead for hours when that bullet en- 

tered his head !” 

The only person In the room who 
was not staggered by this unexpect- 
ed announcement was Vane*. 
Heath stood staring at the corpse 
as If he almost expected It to rise, 
Markham slowly took his cigar 
from his mouth and looked vaguely 
back and forth between Doremus 
and Vance. As for myself, I must 

admit that a cold chill ran up my 
spine. The sight of a dend man 

sitting with a revolver In his hand 
and a bullet wound in his temple, 
coupled with the knowledge that 
the bullet had been fired Into him 
after death, affected me like a piece 
of African sorcery. 

Vance, as I say, was unaffected. 
He merely nodded his head slightly 
and lighted another cigarette with 

steady fingers. 
“Interestin’ situation—eh, what?" 

he murmured. “Really, Markham, 
a man doesn’t ordinarily shoot him- 

"Men Have Been Known to Do 
Queer Thing# After Death." 

self after death. ... I fear you 
simply must eliminate the suicide 
theory." 

Markham frowned deeply. 
"But the bolted door—" 
“A dead man doesn't ordinarily 

bolt doors, either," Vance returned. 
Markham turned, with slightly 

dazed eyes, to Doremus. 
"Can you determine what killed 

him, Doctor?" 
"If given time.” Doremus had be- 

come sullen; he did hot like the 
turn of events. 

“I say, Doctor," drawled Vance, 
"what’s the state of rigor mortis 
in our victim?" 

“It’s well advanced. Dead eight 
to twelve hours. Lend me a hand, 
Sergeant, and we’ll put him on the 
bed. ." 

“Just a moment, Doctor." Vance 
spoke peremptorily. "Take a look 
at the hand on the desk. Is It 
clutching the revolver tightly?” 

“He’s clutching the gun tight, all 
right." With difficulty Doremus 
bent Coe’s fingers and removed the 
revolver, taking great care not to 
make fingerprints on it. 

Heath came forward and ginger- 
ly inspected the weapon. Then he 
dropped it in a large pocket hand- 
kerchief, and placed it on the blot- 
ter. 

“And, Doctor," pursued Vance, 
“was Coe's finger pressed directly 
against the trigger?" 

“Yep,” was Doremus’ curt an- 

swer. 
"Then we may assume that the 

revolver was placed In Coe's hand 
before rigor mortis set In, what?" 

“Well, I'll tell you. He"—point- 
ing to Coe’s body—"may have had 
the gun in his hand when he died. 
I wasn’t present, y’ understand. 
And if the gun was already In his 
hand, then nobody put It there 
later.” 

"In that case how could It have 
been fired?’’ 

"It couldn’t. But how do you 
know It was fired? There’s no way 
of telling until the post mortem 
whether the bullet In his head cajn« 

from the gun he was holding.” 
“Do the caliber of the revolver 

and the wound correspond?" 
"Yes, I’ll say so. The gun’s a .38, 

and the wound looks the same 

size.." 
"And,’’ put In Heath, "one cham- 

ber of the gun's been fired.” 
Markham nodded, and looked at 

the medical examiner. 

"If it should prove to be true. 
Doctor, that the revolver In Coe’s 
hand fired the shot In his head, 
then we could assume, could we 

not, as Mr. Vance suggested, that 
the revolver hud been placed In 
the dead man’s hand before rigor 
mortis set In?” 

“Sure you could.” Doremus' tone 
was greatly mollified. “Nobody could 
have forced the gun Into his hands 
and made It appear natural after 
rigor mortis had set In.” 

Though Vance's eyes were mov- 

ing Idly about the room, lie was 

listening closely to this conversa- 

tion. 
"There Is." he remarked. In a 

low voice, “another possibility. 
Far-fetched. I’ll admit, but ten 
aide. Men have been known 
to do queer things after death. 
There are recorded instances of su 

icldes who have shot themselves 
and then thrown the weapon thirty 
feet away. Dr. Bans Gross In his 
‘llnndhuch fur Cntersuchungsrich 
ter'—“ 

"But that liardly applies here.” 
“No-o.” Vance drew deeply on his 

cigarette. "Quite so. Just u fleet 
lug thought.” 

(TO aa CONTINUKD.) 

Eyes That Tell 
Tale of Tragedy 

Not Infrequently Seen in 
Faces of Wives of 
“Good Fellows.” 

“Charming man!" said the daugh- 
ter. "But I might have known he’d 
be married; they always are when 
they’re real fun!’’ 

"Heal fun?'* mused her mother— 
“I wonder. By the way did you no- 

tice his wife’s eyes? It may seem 

funny to you, but I've found a pretty 
good way to Judge a man Is by his 
wife's eyes." 

His wife’s eyes had a look of tired- 
ness that was strange for one living, 
as she did In the lnp of luxury. Her 
husband it seemed, gave her every- 
thing. With but one child, a son of 
fourteen, she had no work, no worry, 
no trouble as far ns anyone could 
see. She was handsome, too—"must 
have been a beautiful woman," Is the 
way people put it. 

Yet her eyes had that look. It 
was not precisely tiredness; there 
was in it something of sadness, some- 

thing a bit haunted, something of 
fear. But that was not for all who 
run to read. It was only the ob- 

serving eye of my friend's mother 
that found it—then it was easy 
enough for us all to be wise and see 

it too. By most of the casual she 
would have been accepted ns tin* 
once beautiful, somewhat faded. In- 
dulged wife of a brilliant and de- 
lightful man—n Jolly fellow, mind 
you, who would have spelled good 
luck for any woman. 

It turned out that that was a good 
hunch though, looking at his wife's 

eyes. For who should come along 
but some one who had known them 
for years. And It turned out that it 
wns not for nothing this woman was 

prematurely faded. Her eyes were 

fired—front trying to look bright and 

happy—when she wns disillusioned 
and heartsick. That haunted look 
wns doubtless remembrance of a long 
cherished ideal and hope of hnppl- 

ness. The fearful look—concern that 
the world would learn of the struggle 
of her tired pride. Money—T Yes, 
she had every comfort, that Is, they 
lived In fine style. But she had no 

Independence of purse, no money In 
her pocket— Faithfulness—? As far 
ns had come to her knowledge. But 
she had the humiliation of the petty 
flirtations of a conceited man. He 
loved to be a good fellow with the 

girls, nnd his wife was always kept 
conscious of the fact that she was 

neither so young nor so good looking 
as she used to be. But what con- 

tributed most, doubtless, to the cur- 

tained misery in these eyes was the 

difficulty of pleasing him—n surli- 
ness of temper, an irritability at 
home that matched In extent the 

Jolliness nnd good-fellowship he 
showed to the world. 

"Eyes of wives"—1 
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Forger* Recognized as 

Most Clever Criminals 

When It comes to "beating the 
rap" (escaping Jail sentence) forg- 
ers are by far the cleverest of all 
criminals. 

Just try and convict a forger! 
writes Charles II. Knowles in the 
American Detective Magazine. Mr. 
Knowles, who Is a special Investiga- 
tor for the William J. Burns Detec- 
tive agency, continues: 

"The lack of tangible clues pre- 
vents positive proof. Forgers oper- 
ate In such huge, well-organized 
gungs that to catch one of the many 
means little. Although wo investi- 
gators and the police may. In our 

minds, be sure of certain things, the 
law says it all hns to be proven, not 
surmised. Forgers, for this reason, 

coupled with their own organized 
cleverness and network of 'Inside' 
help, are the slipperiest to hold of 
all criminals. 

"If one of the gang Is caught nnd 

—— 

arrested, what then? He won’t 
squeal, and if his pals do not sup-* 
ply hail for him, which he can for- 
feit by Jumping (disappearance) he 
con rarely be convicted of much on 
the slim evidence of his part In the 
whole great scheme.” 
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Quick, Safe Relief 
For Eyes Irritated 
By Exposure To 

Sun, Wind and Dust 
At All Drug Stores 

Wri<eMurineCo..DpJ.W.Chic«|o,for Free Book 

PARKER’S 
HAIR BALSAM 

Removes I >amlrufF-Stops Hair Falling 
Imparts Color and 

Beauty to Gray and Faded Hair 
60c and $1.00 at Druggists. 

Ulsrnx 'hem. Wkn I’nttTwgue. N Y. 

FLORESTON SHAMPOO — Ideal for use in 
connection with Parker's Hair Balaam. Makes the 
linir soft and fluffy. 60 cents by mail or at druy- 
K>ats. Hiacox Chemical Works, Patchoyue. N. Y. 

Why 
Liquid Laxatives 

are Back in Favor 

The public is fast returning to the use 
of liquid laxatives. People have 
learned that the right dose of a 

properly prepared liquid laxative will 
bring a more natural movement with- f 
out any discomfort at the time, or 
after. 

The dose of a liquid laxative can be 
varied to suit the needs of the in- 
dividual. The action can thus be 
regulated. A child is easily given the 
right dose. And mild liquid laxatives 
do not irritate the kidneys. 

Doctors are generally agreed that 
senna is a natural laxative. It does 
not drain the system like the cathar- 
tics that leave you so thirsty. Dr. 
Caldwell’s Syrup Pepsin is a liquid 
laxative which relies on senna for its 
laxative action. It gently helps the 
overage person’s constipated bowels 
until nature restores their regularity. 

You can always get Dr. Caldwell’* 
Syrup Pepsin at any drug store, ready 
for use. 

I1F.AT1I SHOT kill* nil Insert*. Dilute SI 
bottle 41) times HUST-UV-ALI. PRODUCTS, 
30A prliurcli HMk„ Jttrksonvillf, Fla. 

Believe the Ads 
They Offer You Special Inducements 

• Sometimes in the 
matter of samples which, when proven 
worthy, the merchandise can be pur- 
chased from our community merchants. 

RELIEVES 

Irritations 

quickly and easily 
Sufferers from itching, burning af- 
fections, eczema, pimples, rashes, 
red, rough skin, sore, itching, burn- 
ing feet, cliafings, chapping*, cuts, 
burns and all forms of disfiguring 
blotches, may find prompt relief by 
anointing with futirura 
Ointment. It quickly soothes 
and soon heals. 

Price 25c and 50c. 

Proprietors: Porter Drug & Chemical 
Corporation, Malden, Moss. 

OH EDITH- I PITY YOU fwHY, WASHING’S NO JOB ^ OP COURSE I USE^\ (WHY, I JUST SOAK THEM IN 
WITH ALL THAT WASHING FOR ME AT ALL. JANE, YOU) BAR SOAP AND SCRUB OXYDOL SUDS-AND SAVE ALL] 
TO 00. I WASHED DON’T MEAN TO TELL ME / MY CLOTHES! HOW THE WEAR AND TEAR OF 
YESTERDAY, AND I WAS YOU STILL RUB AND } DO YOy DO IT ? WITH l SCRUBBING AND BOILING 
DOG-TIRED LAST NIGHT. (jSCRUB CLOTHESjfSV/ THIS HARD WATER, / ^ I"'IT— 
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l SIMPLY WON’T USE THOSE BUT DON’T YOU KNOW? [15 MINUTES ! WHY, EDITH, THAT’S I TELL YOU IT’S TRUE?)! 
STRONG GRANULATED SOAPS. OXYDOL FLUSHES DIRT OUT AN INSULT TO MY INTELLIGENCE I’LL SHOW YOU— | 
THE ONE I TRIED PRACTI- IN IS MINUTES'SOAKING DON’T EXPECT ME TO BELIEVE J JUST WATCHTHOSE $UDs| 
CALLY RUINED MY (-'' BUT IT WON’T FAOE A (THAT! .-w--]—ff FOR 15 MINUTES. 

(COLORED DRESSES./ \ THING OR HURT YO^^ANDSj -^ 

IS MINUTES LATER: 
[ONLY 15 MINUTES ] /LOOK! THIS LITTLE j 
SOAKING ANO THOSE PRINT DRESS OF I 
CLOTHES ARE WHITE I MARJORIE'S IS JUST] 
AS SNOW! ^ LIKE NEW-AND I’VE 
IT'S MARVELOUS,EDITH-1 WASHED IT A DOZEN 
I'LL GET OXYDOL TODAY- TIMES OXYOOL 
IF YOU'RE POSITIVE IT'S REALLY SAVES r 

(safe / J CLOT 

f YOU’LL BE ASTONISHED-.UKE 
] WAS-WHEN YOU TRY THIS NEW 
VWAY TO WASH. /-,-— 

MADE by a patented process, New 
and Improved Oxydol dissolves 

and completely in hard or soft water, 
and does these things: I 
Gives thick. 3-inch suds, rich as whipped dairy 
cream. Suds that go to work on grease, dirt, and stains— 
in any water—2 to 3 times faster than less modem soaps. 
Sets up a unioue “soak and flush*' washing action. 
15 minutes’ soaking loosens dirt out so it flushes away 
— without scrubbing or boiling. 
You save long hours of washboard drudgery. You get 
clothes 4 to 5 shades whiter w ithout washboard wear 
and tear. And yet. due to its special formula—Oxydol 
is safe. Absolutely safe to hands, colors, fabrics! 
Get new. improved Oxydoi. from your grocer today. 
Money back if you don't have the whitest, sweetest 
wash ever. The Procter & Gamble Company. ^ 

I WASH OUR 
EGGS IN OXYDOL- 
CLEAN EGGS 
BRING BETTER 
Iprkes• J 


