
CLASSIFIED 
DEPARTMENT 

_HELP WANTED_ 
• Persons now engaged in essential 
industry will not apply without state- 

ment of availability from their local 
United States Employment Service. 

WANTED—Two Tractor Mechanics 
W. F. HOLTZ 

BHELBY IOWA 

GENERAL HOUSEWORK 
3 children. Good wages. 

•It No. S'tli Ave., Omaha. Neb. Wa. «7.«. 

_ALMANACS_ 
MAC DONALD’S FARMERS ALMANACS 
for 1945. Tell when to plant your Victory 
garden, when the moon is In the proper 
stage. Price 25c a copy by mail, postage pd. 
Atlas Printing Co.. Binghamton. N. Y. 

_BABY CHICKS 
BUY ROSt OF. HILL CHICKS for greater 
profits. Their fine quality breeding will help 
fwoduce eggs and meat our country needs 
and offer you an outstanding profit-making 
Investment this year. Improved breeding 
stock, hundreds males from 200 to 311 egg 
trapnest hens In our Leghorn and Whit* 
Rock flocks have established profit-making 
ability. 10 leading breeds—sexed chicks 
Write for prices. Free Catalog. 

ROSCOE HILL HATCHERY 
gxs R St. Lincoln. Nebraska. 

CEDAR POSTS for SALE 
IDAHO CEDAR POST maker wants sal* 
carloads. Write— 
HUGH CHISHOLM. Bonners Ferry. Idako. 

_CREMATION _ 

I FOREST LAWN CEMETERY I 
• OMAHA • 

CREMATION 
of the most modern type 

Write to ii 8 for booklet 

Farm Machinery Wanted 
WANTED TO BUY 

New or used Massey-Harris or 
International self-propelled combine. 

Charles R. Fentress, Hemingford, Nebr. 

OIL LAMPS WANTED 
WE PAY CASH for any oil lamp in perfect 
condition, with ROU&D GLASS BOWL 
TOP and BOTTOM. Write us, stating 
price wanted. 

ALCELE SnOP 
•141 Broadway Chicago 40. 111. 

thu^ iOcUc fiondiu 

WORLD'S LARGES! SEILER At IIP 

WHEN CONSTIPATION makes you feel 
punk as the dickens, brings on stomach 
upset, sour taste, gassy discomfort, 
take Dr. Caldwell’s famous medicine 
to quickly pull the trigger on lazy “in- 
nards” and help pou feel bright and 
chipper again. 
DR. CALDWELL’S is the wonderful sen- 
na laxative contained in good old Syrup 
Pepsin to make it so easy to take. 
MANY DOCTORS use pepsin prepara- 
tions in prescriptions to make the medi- 
cine more palatable and agreeable to 
take. So be sure your laxative is con- 
tained in Syrup Pepsin. 
INSIST ON DR. CALDWELL'S—the fa- 
vorite of millions for 50 years, and feel 
that wholesome relief from constipa- 
tion. Even finicky children love it. 
CAUTION: Use only as directed. 

DR. CALDWELLS 
SENNA LAXATIVE 

co'". ’™" SYRUP PEPSIN 

Here's a SENSIBLE any jt 
to relieve MONTHLY I 

vFEMALE PAIN; 
Lydia E. Plnkham’s Vegetable Com- 
pound Is famous not only to relieve 
periodic pain but also accompanying 
nervous, tired, hlghstrung feelings— 
when due to functional monthly dis- 
turbances. Taken regularly—it helps 
build up resistance against such symp- 
toms. Plnkham's Compound helps na- 
ture/ Follow label directions. Try ltl 

X/cUaCCPimiluimZ SSSSK 
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May Warn of Disordered 
Kidney Action 

Modern life with Its hurry and worry. 
Irregular habits, improper eating and 
drinking—ita rJ»k of exposure and infec- 
tion—throws heavy strain on the work 
of the kidneys. They are apt to become 

I over-taxed and fail to filter excess acid 
and other impurities from the life-giving 
blood. 

You may suffer nagging backache, 
headache, dizziness, getting up nights, 
leg pains, swelling—feel constantly 
tired, nervous, all worn out. Other Bigns 
of kidney or bladder disorder are some- 

times burning, scanty or too frequent 
urination. 

Try Doan's Pills. Doan’s help the 

kidneys to pass off harmful excess body 
waste They have had more than half a 

century of public approval. Are recom- 

mended by grateful users everywhere, 
Asfc your neighbor! 

Item 

Jledda 

Looking at 

IHBLLYIVOBDI 
JACK CARSON, the actor, has a 

theory about actors. He thinks 
they should be allowed to act, not 

run to type. 
If Jack ran a studio he’d knock 

a few show traditions into a cocked 
hat. 

He’d give comics a change of 
pace; make serious players or char- 
acter actors of them. Those who 
consider themselves dramatic art- 
ists he would sum- 

marily kick in 
the pants by de- 
flating them with 
light screwball 
roles. Then, be- 
fore they got used 
to their new habili- 

ments, he’d cast 
them in entirely 
different kinds of 
parts. 

“An actor, Jack Carson 
Jack says, “is a 

man who presumably can act, one 

who can impersonate any type of 

person with believability. 
“Guys I’ve known for years at 

Warners’ came up to me after see- 

ing ‘Roughly Speaking' with ‘Hey, 
Jack! I caught you last night. Why 
didn’t you tell me you could act?’ 

“At first I was sore as a hornet. 

‘Don’t these people know they’re in- 

sulting me?’ I told myself. Then I 

got to thinking it over and realized 
they weren’t to blame. 

“They were simply following the 
old Hollywood custom of typing a 

guy and leaving him there to rot. 
“In the four years I'd been at 

Warners’ I’d done little more than 
goon roles." 

Never Misses 
But there were those at Warners’ 

who saw beyond Jack’s make-up. 
And among them was Mike Curtiz, 
their ace director, who thought Jack 
worth taking a chance on. 

So they took him off his bicycle 
(he'd just completed five pictures in 
less than five months) and handed 
him the “Roughly Speaking" script. 

"They didn’t have to tell me about 
that story,” Jack says. “I’d read the 
book and loved it. It was human, 
real, believable. It was the stuff 
America is made of.” 

Personally, I think Jack’s rough- 
neck days in pictures are over. He’s 
now just about finished a solid role 

opposite Joan Crawford in "Mildred 
Pierce.” I honestly think since Mike 
Curtiz made them see the light the 
studio realizes what it’s got in Jack. 

Charles Ray country bumpkined 
his way to obscurity. Warners 
should remember its insistence on 

typing Allen Jenkins and Frank Mc- 

Hugh as Damon Runyon charac- 
ters. That didn’t exactly help their 

careers, although both (overseas on 

USO tours) managed to maintain 
much of their popularity and are 

probably headed for comebacks. 
Edmund Lowe apparently “O, 

yeahed” a couple of times too often 
as Vic McLaglen’s tough buddy, be- 
cause the customers typed him as 

the big, rough marine sergeant, 
and there he’s stayed. Roscoe Ates’ 

stuttering served him for years. He, 
too, needed a change of pace, which 
he didn’t get. 

Came Up From Vaudeville 
Jack knows all about typing, be- 

cause he came from vaudeville, a 

questionable art form that finally 
gasped, rattled and died because it 
refused to change with the times. 
He and a guy named Dave Wil- 
lock teamed up while at Carleton 

college at Northfield, Minn., in a sort 
of happy chappy act that sprouted 
corn from every seam. 

Dave and Jack sang and danced 
and said what they hoped were fun- 

ny sayings in whatever public houses 

they could get bookings. From high 
school auditoriums they progressed 
to Chautauqua, very smalltime 
vaudeville, and broadcast over four- 
watt radio stations until they 
reached comparative big time by 
appearing at the Paramount theater 
in New York City. That’s when 
vaudeville gave up the ghost, and 
Jack, having nowhere else to go, 
headed for Hollywood. 

RKO, Jack’s first bosses, must 
have seen him only as a man who 
should lose the girl in pictures, be- 
cause for six straight films Jack lost 
Ginger Rogers to other guys, includ- 
ing Ronald Colman. Warners must 
have liked the way Jack lost his 
ladies. At any rate they sent for him 
to lose Bette Davis to Jimmy Cag- 
ney in “The Bride Came C.O.D.,” 
and that’s how he became a War- 
ners regular. 

“It isn’t,” says Jack, “that I mind 
clowning. All I ask is that the clown- 
ing be natural—believable—perti- 
nent to the role, not just some gag 
writer’s idea of unrelated humor. 
In other words, if it belongs there 
I’ll clown. Otherwise write me 
out.” 

* * * 

Better Late Than Never 
When Lillian Gish is seen in “Susie 

Slagle” she won’t be able to do all 
the parts offered her. Lillian has 
quality. Don’t forget John House- 
man of the theater brought Lillian 
back to the screen. “The 
Road to Utopia” with Bob Hope and 
Bing Crosby will get its first un- 

veiling in the Aleutians. Bing's 
trying to cut in his program just 
before the picture goes on. 
Rochester has been added to “For 
Better, For Worse,” at Metro. He 
did “Broadway Rhythm” there. 

^CLARK MCMEEKIN 
THE STORY THUS FAR: Lark Shan- 

non, whose horse, fltadoc, was sold to 
clear a debt when her father died, sails 
from England for America. Lark’s ship 
goes down, but she reaches land, and 
Galt Withe, a bound servant, rescues 
her. They manage to hobble Lancer, a 
line horse that had escaped from the sink- 
ing ship. Lark finds herself a prisoner 
at the inn run by Cony and Mag. who 
plan to bold her for ransom from David 
North’s firm. David North was her 
sweetheart. Lark tries to run away, but 
Cony catehes her and she is locked In the 
attic. She escapes and Is happy to find 
that her pursuer this time Is David. She 
falls into his arms. Galt comes along 
and agrees to get Lark to Norfolk. 

CHAPTER XI 

He pulled up by the boat rail, 
threatening Galt. Lark screamed 
and tried to climb into the yawl, 
begging the sailors not to let Cony 
touch Galt. One of them gave Cony 
a push, sprawling him in the prow 
again. He lay there moaning. 

“He’s my bound boy,” Cony said 
thickly. “I got a right to punish a 

bound boy that tried to murder me!” 
“Suppose he is a bound boy! He’s 

worked for Cony and stood all sorts 
of mistreatment for six years! Isn’t 
that enough? He’s a better man than 
Cony. Now are you going to let 
Cony kill him? Galt could have 
killed Cony, a while ago. I wish he 
had!” 

unconsciously Lark was appeal* 
ing to Matson. It was not a de- 
liberate thing, and not because she 
had any hope of finding sympathy 
in his face. It was simply that his 
face was quicker than the others, 
there was a certain amused com- 

prehension there that the other faces 
lacked. He was a rapier among 
bludgeons, cruel perhaps—cruel cer- 

tainly, but there was flickering light 
in his wide-set pale green eyes, a 

look of the gentleman about his 
graceful hands, his manner of stand- 
ing there, wrapped in the folds of 
his black cape, a quality of assur- 
ance and judgment and thought. 

“You make a very moving plea." 
Matson’s voice was gentle. “Are 
you—fond of this bound lad?” 

“Of course I am. He’s the only 
person on this coast who has treat- 
ed me with decency, much less kind- 
ness. I was wrecked on the Tem- 
pora and I’ve been held here ever 
since.” 

"Mag has told me about you.” 
Matson looked at her thoughtfully. 
“I’m not surprised you tried to run 

away.” 
"I’ve heard a lot about you, too. 

Dr. Matson,” Lark said. “It cer- 

tainly can’t hurt a man like you to 
set Galt free of these Vurneys. 
Surely you’ll do that much!” 
y>Matson smiled a very little. “Sup- 
pose we step inside the inn,” he 
said, “and talk about it—Miss Lark 
Shannon!” 

Then give Galt your protection 
first!” Lark was weary past any 
weariness she had ever known, but 
she felt a surge of new life, new 

hope, when Matson nodded and 
crisply ordered Cony not to touch 
Galt. 

“As a matter of fact,” Lark found 
she could think better now that the 
immediate danger of punishment of 
Galt was over, “Galt can buy him- 
self off his last four years of service. 
He and I, together, caught the red 
stallion. Lancer, and hobbled him on 

a certain island. Cony will undoubt- 
edly try to get the horse and claim 
the hundred pound reward, himself. 
But I want everybody here to know 
that Galt Withe, and I, Lark Shan- 
non, caught that horse. The re- 
ward is due us, and not Cony. Do 
you understand?” 

“Perfectly,” Matson said with 
faint impatience. “Now are you 
quite ready to talk with me for a 
while?" 

Lark nodded, feeling deflated, re- 
buked. She followed him past the 
sailors and the staring curious gip- 
sies, up to the inn. 

He chatted pleasantly with Lark 
about the weather, his voyage over, 
the tragedy of the Tempora’s sink- 
ing. If she had not seen him mur- 
der that sailor last night. Lark could 
have been at ease with him now. 

Certainly he tried to put her at ease. 
It was a little harder, now, for her 
to credit David’s tales of his vil- 
lainy and Galt’s thorough distrust 
and fear of the man. But, criminal 
or not, surely his interference in her 
affairs and Galt’s was a very practi- 
cal stroke of luck. His sympathy 
for her was evident. 

“Haven’t you something better to 
wear than that filthy calico?” he 
asked petulantly. “And your hair 
—your hair!” 

“I have the dress I was ship- 
wrecked in.” Lark felt the angry 
red rising in her face. “I hadn’t 
exactly arrayed myself for your ap- 
proval, Dr. Matson. I’m sorry if my 
appearance annoys you.” 

“A woman should always be dain- 
ty,” he said as she stood up, “what- 
ever the circumstances. There is 
no excuse for a beautiful woman to 
forget her appearance. Wait a 

moment!” 
Mag was coming with a tray of 

tiny tomatoes that rolled about like 
red marbles. Matson looked at her 
with loathing. "Take them out and 
wash them in spring water! Don’t 
bring them in hot and dusty. Bed 
them in leaves with the drops of 
cold water on them.” 

Mag sighed and turned, and Mat- 
son said, “Go to the store house and 
get this girl something to wear, while 
you’re about it. Something lemon 
yellow, or thick rich cream. Not, 

in heaven’s name, the muslin you 
fouled with your own wearing last 
night! Get her a cape, brown or 

blue and quite soft so that it can 
blow in the wind. And a ribbon 
for her hair, copper velvet if you 
can find it. I shall arrange the rib- 
bon in her hair. And Morocco 
slippers. I shall wait.” 

‘‘Well,” Mag bellowed, "come 
here, queenie! Think un self a smart 
one, don’t un? Got a great friend 
in Matson, haven’t un?” 

Lark said, "I don’t know. I wish 
I did.” She went into the store room. 

"Un wish un did!” Mag shook out 
a blue satin cape till its folds 
snapped and crackled. "Well, I 
know! I know he’ll sicken o’ un’s 
mean ways an’ slit un, so!” She took 
scissors from an open trunk, ripping 
Lark’s dirty calico from neck to 
knee. 

Roughly she stripped Lark of the 
dress, slipping a creamy India silk 
over her head, jerking its high tight 
waist in place, yanking the embroi- 
dered bottom flounce smooth over 
Lark’s torn petticoat, tying the light 
ribbon sash angrily, swishingly. 

"I knowed un was bad luck when 
first I seed un!” Mag kicked a pair 
of laced slipper-sandals toward her. 
"Now un be in for bad luck un’s own 
self! I’ve lost better wenches than 
un to that Spanish Cat in there, 

“I knowed un was bad luck when 
I first seed un!” 

more wenches than I've got bugs in 
my bed bunk. Un’ll come beggin’ 
back to me, likely, an’ will I an 

Cony help? We will not!” 
Lark quietly put on the sandals 

and laced them. Mag was rummag- 
ing in the sea cask, pulling out a 

bolt of gold-sewn brown ribbon, 
measuring a quivering length, snip- 
ping it clean. She threw the cape 
and ribbon over Lark’s arm and 
pushed her ahead, into the scullery, 
locking the store room behind them. 
The back scullery door opened, and 
Lark saw Galt standing there, just 
standing staring at her. 

"Oh, Lark, un be so beautiful! Oh 
Lark!” He had cleaned himself up 
and put on fresh clothes, but aside 
from that, there was a new authority 
about him, a look of maturity and 
dignity, which Lark was struck by 
at once. “You mus’n’t bargain with 
Matson, Lark. Not for anything, 
least of all, me." 

Lark said, “Galt, please! I think 
he’ll help us, really I do!” 

“Oh, he'll help un, all right! He’ll 
help un both a great wonder!" Mag 
snatched up her broom and went at 
Galt. “Un get out!” 

Galt took the broom away from 
her and broke it in two pieces across 
his bent knee. He stood there star- 
ing down at Mag. 

“I vow un look a killer proper!” 
She backed away. 

“I’m not going to kill you.” He 
glanced toward the curtained door- 
way to the big room and took two 
steps across the scullery to Lark. 
“I never saw a woman so pretty 
and sweet as you be, Lark. I've 
gone and done you a great hurt, 
getting us caught the way I did. I 
wish you hadn't ever spoke to Mat- 
son.” 

“He’ll hear you!” Lark whispered. 
“Galt, I had to!” 

“The barber fellow cut my hair.” 
Galt put a self-conscious hand on 

his short, sailor fashion, brown 
locks. “I vow it looks a sight.” 

“It looks fine,” Lark said nervous- 

ly. “You look fine. But, Galt, I 
must go and talk with Dr. Matson. 
He’s going to help us—I know he is. 
But maybe you'd better wait—” 

‘I’ll wait for un—for you, I mean,” 
Galt said quickly. “I can’t put much 
faith in Matson. I’m uneasy in 

my bones. But if he was to want 
to help anybody living, it would have 
to be you, Lark. I’ll bide right 
here waiting, Lark.” 

Galt turned his blue eyes, deep- 
set and thoughtful, on Mag. 

“You nor Cony will lay hand to 
me again,” he said quietly. “I'm not 
fearing Cony. I’m going away. In 
time I’ll send you money if there be 

a money debt for the rest of my 
term. I aim to go and take Lark, 
too." 

“Well now! Hear the fool! How far 
un think to get?” Mag spat the 
words at him. “To the end of a 

rope like un's old man?" 
"He didn’t kill himself, did he?” 

Galt asked quietly. “I never should 
have thought he did.” 

"I ain’t sayin' nothin’.” Mag 
backed a little deeper into the cor- 
ner. “Me an’ Cony hadn’t aught to 
do with Parson Withe. But un can 

keep in mind, with un’s fancy talk 
an’ foppish ways, fine words never 
kept un's old man from chokin’." 

"I’ll keep it in mind, I won’t for- 
get—anything.” There was a terri- 
ble sternness in his voice, a flat 
aching helplessness. “I mind the 
day I come here. I got my first 
beating from you and Cony, I mind 
folks said my father hanged him- 
self. .” 

“You’ve got to think about now,” 
Lark said urgently, “now, Galt. You 
can’t undo what's done with. Galt, 
please! You’re exhausted and done 
out with—with the fight and with 
worry. You’re going to leave here. 
I’m going, too. ..." 

She stepped quickly through the 
curtain then, edging past the lit- 
tered tables, walking quickly toward 
Dr. Matson. He looked up, laid 
down his book and got to his feet. 

"Nice,” he said. “The old buz- 
zardess has some very good things 
in her store room. I’ll have it 
checked. You look quite charming. 
Lark, really very pretty indeed.” 

"You have no idea," Dr. Matson 
said pleasantly, "how much I ap- 
preciate your changed appearance. 
A weakness, perhaps, a conceit on 

my part—yet—except for a lack of 
color, you are very nearly beautiful, 
Lark. Have you thought of a touch 
of rouge—or perhaps pinching your 
cheeks?” 

Lark stared blankly at him. She 
set her milk mug down hard. She 
said, “Dr. Matson, maybe you don’t 
realize that I am ready to drop with 
weariness. I’m glad to—to do the 
thing that's pleasing to you, to put 
on these pretty clothes, but—I don’t 
think I can stand it unless I know 
what you’re going to do about Galt 
and me. If you really expect to 
help us—’’ Her voice broke. 

“No tears, please!” His voice 
sharpened. “I’ve been selfish. I 
apologize. Certainly you must rest. 
Go at once, by all means, and rest.” 

“But until I know—I’m not sure 

I could rest. You see I’ve been 
held here for more than a week. 
I’ve tried to get away. I’ve heard 
Galt—whipped. ... I so hoped that 
you—” 

She broke off. Mag was coming 
from the scullery with the tray of 
tomatoes, bedded now in dripping 
green leaves. Matson looked at it 
critically when she set it down, 
picked up a tomato, popped it dain- 
tily into his mouth. 

Mag said, You owe a bill for her 
clothes.” 

“Tote It up.” Matson ate with en- 

joyment, wiping his lips with his silk 
handkerchief. ‘‘And get the custom- 
ary clothes for a man finishing In- 
dentured service for young Withe. 
I’ll advance you the ten pounds a 

year you paid for his service. No 
doubt he’ll pay me back with his re- 
ward money from the horse.” 

Lark said breathlessly, "Yes, of 
course he will! Oh, you are so kind, 
Dr. Matson! I can’t begin to tell 
you how grateful—” 

“Not at all.” Matson sipped his 
milk. "It’s a mere nothing. Frank- 
ly, I have no special interest in 
young Withe. But you have. He 
tried once to—squire you, shall we 

say, to your friends in Norfolk. This 
time I shall make it possible for him 
to succeed.” 

Lark said, “Dr. Matson, Galt’s 
waiting for me in the scullery. 
Couldn’t—would it be all right for 
us to take a boat and go out for 
Red Raskall and leave here before 
evening?” 

Matson walked to the door and 
glanced at the sun. He said, "You 
need rest, and it’s still the best of 
the morning. Why not rest a few 
hours? I’ll have to work for some 
time over Cony and then I should 
enjoy taking you and young Withe 
out to get the horse—unless, of 
course, you don’t want my compa- 
ny.” 

Lark said, “Oh no—yes, I mean— 
we do want your company. You— 
you’re the one hope we’ve got, Galt 
and I. I can’t tell you—” 

Again he cut short her thanks. 
“Mag has told me a little about 
you. You see, your friend, Mr. Da- 
vid North, is known to me, that is, 
by correspondence. His Company, 
the Cargoe Riske, is famous on 

these shores. In fact they are busi- 
ness associates of mine. I deal with 
them for all my insurance. I would 
be a very poor client, not to look 
after your safety.” 

“But David isn’t at all important 
in the Cargoe Riske,” Lark said 
hastily. "He owns only the tiniest 
interest, and really, Dr. Matson, I 
don’t think the Cargoe Riske would 
give any—well—I mean—” 

Matson laughed until the tears 
came. “You poor child! You fancy 
I expect repayment from your young 
Mr. North for helping you?” His 
laugh changed to a look of annoy- 
ance. 

Very red and embarrassed, Lark 
said, “Mag and Cony did. They said 
as much straight out. I didn’t mean 
to insult you, sir.” 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

SEWING CIRCLE NEEDLECRAFT 

‘South of Border’ Tea Towels ' 

171591 

INDULGE in a riot of color in 
4 these “South of the Border” tea 
towels. Make gay caballeros and 
senoritas in cross-stitch. 

Brighten your kitchen with cross-stttoh 
towels. Pattern 7159 contains a transfer 
pattern of seven motifs averaging 6V4 by 
7 Inches. 

• • • 

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

Sewing Circle Needlecraft Dept. 
564 W. Randolph St. Chicago 80, 111. '[ 

Enclose 16 cents for Pattern 

No_ j 
Name | 
Address__ i 
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Cold Prsparatlaas as directed 

Gas on Stomach 
Raiiavad lit 5 minutes or double mousy bach 

Whan areas* stomach acid eaose* painful, aaffocafo 
Inggaa, sour stomach and hoartburp, doctors iwualty 
prescribe the faataat-acting medicine* known far 
armptomatic rellaf—madlcineslike those 1 n BaiVaaa 
Tahlrta. No laratira. Hell ana brings comfort Ik a 
J*ffy or double mar money back on return of bartla 
to oa. tie at all druggists. 

TIRED, ACHY 
MUSCLES 

v NEED THIS lIGHTHING-fAST 
"HEAT TREATMENT"! 

Dont let muscular aches and point,' 
sprains and strains get you down. Just pat 
on Sloan's Liniment and feel this lightning* 
fast "heat treatment" penetrate 
instantly to bring you glorious 
comfort and reliefl 

Tired Aching Muscles • Sprains 
Stiff Joints • Strains • Bruises 

★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★ 

Our Fighting Men— 
Keep 'Em Supplied on Land and Sea 

All for the Cause of Libertyl 
★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★A1 

Electricity can save you time and increase 

your income. It can take over drudgerous 
tasks and make living pleasanter and easier 
on your farm. And, best of all, you can 

have it now. Put a Wincharger Electric 

System to work for you right away. No 
need to wait. You can 

Save Milking Time. An electric 
milker will cut milking time 
from \i to Yu end a woman or 

girl can easily do the milking. 
Save IV hours daily chore time 
by the use of electric lights. 

•Gon Bulletin 16-22992. 

Increase Egg Income 
as much as 29% with 
bright electric lights. 
Save water pumping 
with an electrically 
operated automatic 
water pump. 
These are a few of the 
ways Wincharger 
Electricity can help you. 

PUT 

WfHCHARCik 
INVESTIGATE NOW! 
Remember, you too can have elec- 

^ tricity. Find out about it. Now is 
the time to investigate what you 
can gain from the outstanding 
economies of Electricity from the 
Free Wind. Just send in this cou- 

pon—No obligation, of course. 

sp f ■' f y] 
JwiNCHARGER CORPORATION 

7 World'» Largeit Makers of Wind-Electric 1 ~ 

aP Equipment ^=5. 
a Dept. WNU-7-3 4S Sioux City, la. a=^ 

I Name_*_t= 

VP. O_Rt_ 

County-- State-R= 

II now get light front_...._ p= 
Save postage: Paste coupon on penny 

ft._lit1._ 
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