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THE STORY THUS FAR: While voyag-
ing from England to America Lark Shan-
non's ship goes down. She Is cast upon
an island, and Galt Withe, a bound serv-
ant, rescues her. At the inn where she
is taken she is made prisoner but escapes
and is found by her sweetheart, David
North, who is disguised as a gipsy to get
a line on one Dr. Matson and his shady
dealings. Lark and Galt fall into the
hands of Dr. Matson, and at a gipsycamp
be requires each male gipsy to pass
before him and her in review. Lark is re-
quired to say, “That is not David North.”
As the last man passes in front of her
Lark faints. Lark and Galt escape
from Dr. Matson on swift horses, and
make their way to Norfolk.

CHAPTER XV

Mara said, ‘“Don’'t be ridiculous,
sir. Where would you go?"”

Lark said, *'Oh, Galt, I don’'t know
what to do., I'm so tired, I could
die."

“Come, child," Mara's tone soft-
ened a little now. “I'll send Cupsie
up with the kettles. You'll feel bet-
ter after you've had a bath and a
nap. Dinner is at three. You'll meet
my sisters then and we'll discuss
sensible plans for your future."”

Dinner was something of an or-
deal. The food was sparse and not
very well flavored, Lark thought, but
in spite of that fact she ate it with
keen relish. The eyes of the Misses
Hastings seemed to say, “My, what
greedy young people!” as they
watched Lark and Galt accept Cup-
sie's urgings of second and third
helpings.

Lark, herself, felt extremely
young, untutored, and hoydenish, as
she accurately folded her fringed

" napkin in emulation of the Misses
Hastings. They were, she supposed,
forever conscious of having to be an
‘‘example to the young." How try-
ing that must be, she thought.

On the impulse she said, “I'd
thought maybe I could help out with
the teaching, Miss Hastings. David
suggested that, but now . . . I
wonder , , ."

“I don't think Captain North quite
realized the situation,’”” Mara began,
choosing her words carefully. ‘“Nor-
folk is an extremely conservative
town. My sisters and I cater to its
most select clientele.”

The two older Misses Hastings in-
clined their heads condescendingly.

“Lark knows a lot,"”” Galt said truc-
ulently. ‘'She's a parson's daugh-
ter and can read whatever she's a
mind to."”

Lark smiled at him gratefully as
Mara said, *“We'll give her a trial,
Mr. Withe. My sisters and I wish
to accede to Captain North's re-
quests in every way."

“Indeed we do,"" Miss Sara broke
in enthusiastically, ‘“‘He's such a
lovely, lovely, gentleman!"

Mara rose with a frown and mo-
tioned Lark to follow her into the
adjoining room where the hum of
young voices could be heard. Galt
excused himself to see to the horses.

The children shuffled to their feet
as their preceptress entered and
stood at attention like little puppets.
Their clothes were exact duplicates
of their mothers’ and fathers’, and
they were prim-faced and solemn.
A pale shadow of a teacher rose
quickly from behind her high desk
and bowed nervously,

“Miss Mimms,"”” Mara said. ‘““This
is your new assistant. You may put
her in charge of your classes while
1 observe her capabilities.’’ She seat-
ed herself at the desk while the star-
tled Miss Mimms whispered instruc-
tions to a bewildered Lark, and
handed her a rhetoric book.

At the end of an hour Lark was
quite ready to acknowledge her in-
adequacy as a teacher. The chil-
dren had tripped her on many points

nd, feeling her lack of poise and
assurance, had behaved like thor-
oughly undisciplined young cubs.

“I failed, didn't 17" Lark lifted
discouraged eyes to Mara's unemo-
tional face. *“I didn’t know what it
was going to be like, any of this.
. . . I thought David would be here,
that he would be so glad to see me.
I den't know why I thought you'd
welcome me, that there would be
a place for me. I guess I was stu-
pid to think that . . .”

Mara stood looking down at the
younger girl consideringly. “I do
welcome you,"”” she said, still with
her air of complete detachment,
“Any friend of my fiance, Captain
North, is naturally welcome under
this roof."

Lark said, “‘Oh!"” in a flat, small
voice and sat down quickly on a
near-by bench. "I didn't know—I
thought—"'

It was then that Cupsie, who had
been eavesdropping, came forward
and, with a black look at Mara, put
a kindly arm about Lark's waist
and helped her to her feet. “You
come down to my cabin, chile,"” she
gaid tenderly. *“*You'se kin see |t
ain’t much, but such as it is it's
open to you an’ young master. I'd
be proud to home you."

Mara said sharply, “Cupsie, you
forget yourself. Miss Shannon is our
guest. Take her to bed at once,
give her a glass of wine. We will
call Dr. Selden to see to her."”

Lark said, ‘“Miss Hastings, noth-
ing I do seems to please you. Is it
because you think David loves me?
I know now that he doesn’'t. It's
taken me a long time to realize that,
He wasn't very frank with me. Or
perhaps I just believed what I want-
ed to believe, and because I loved
him since T was a little girl, imag-
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ined that he was a different kind of
man from the one he is. I thought
that things would be right and hap-
py between us. I understood that
you were just a kind friend to him,
an older woman who was fond of

| him and whom he admired.”

Half an hour later the adisux
were made in the square parlor.
Galt offered one of his remaining
gold pieces as payment for their en-
tertainment. The Misses Hastings
declined it haughtily, and Lark took
it and gave it to Cupsie whose,
*Lawd, bless you, honey,” lent the
one pleasant and warm-hearted note
to a painfully strained leave-taking.

For some time after they left
Mara Hastings' gloomy square
house, Lark and Galt rode along qui-
etly. The hoofs of the mare, Dosta,
and Red Raskall echoed softly on
the street. The towering rusty mag-
nolias drooped stifly over them.
Lark could sense Galt's sympathy
with her, his embarrassment for
her, turned out by Mara, unwanted
by David.

Once he said, “Lark, I wouldn’t
take what Mara Hastings had to say
too much to heart. Maybe, if we'd
waited till North came back from
Baltimore—""

Lark said, “Oh lord! Do we have
to talk about it?"

“Galt, I'm sorry."” They pulled
their horses up, to walk the curving
steep hill ahead.

““There’'s no call to be sorry. 1
think Mara Hastings was lying about
being engaged to North."

“No,"” Lark said, ‘'she wasn't. Da-
vid was—funny about her in Eng-

It was four o'clock when they
stopped to rest.

land. If I'd used any sense at all
I would have known.”

“There's a point I want to settle
with you, Lark. When—if we get the
hundred pound reward for this
horse,”” he laid his hand on the Ras-
kall's neck, *‘it's yours. You caught
him, and that's the way it's going
to be.”

‘“You really think I'd take it, don't
you?"’

“Why, Lark, honey—why Lark—"'

“You'll send forty pounds to Mat-
son," Lark said shortly, “You're
certainly not going to run any risk
of him or the Vurneys making a
claim on your service again. I
won't let you."

“Won't you?" Amusement was in
his voice. There was surely noth-
ing of the bound boy in Galt now.
The change, subtle at first, was plain
in his look, his talk, his manner . . .

He said, “'I'll get work and send
Matson his money, don’'t you fear.
The thing I'm afraid of, is that you
don’t realize what you've done for
me, Lark."”

“For heaven's sake don't think you
have to try to make me feel bet-
ter! I didn’t do anything for you,
and please don't tell me I did! You'd
been trying to get away from that
place for years. One day you'd
have made it. I didn’t help you. 1
slowed you down. You'd have
caught the horse alone.”

“You did help me get away,” Galt
said quietly. ‘‘And you caught the
horse. But I didn't mean that, Lark
. . . Maybe I couldn't quite tell you
what I do mean.”

““You mean you feel sorry for me,
It wouldn't do any good for me to
ask you not to. Yet the last thing
anybody wants—"'

Galt said, “'I do feel sorry for you,
Lark, but not that way. Not the
way you mean. . I feel sorry
that the things you want aren't put
into your hands. I'm sick and sorry
I can’t put them there. I want to so
very badly. That's why I hope
you'll be slow to believe Mara Has-
tings. When North comes—""

“I don't want to see him,"” Lark
said. *'Oh, Galt, I want to find some
place to go, some work to do. Be-
cause David will come, and he’ll feel
bad about my leaving Mara's—and
the way I acted. That showed how
I felt—jealous and hurt—and—""
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*You acted all right toward Mara
Hastings," Galt snapped.

Galt's easy silence made talk eas-
jer for Lark, gave her the release
of words, plain words. "“Sometimes
I think David does care about me.
Sometimes I know he doesn't. Yet
I came to this new land without any
plan of my own, beyond David. I
couldn’t picture it, see it, I mean,
the way we see that valley down
there, or saw the town of Norfolk, or
the oyster coast.
fresh and wonderful—with no form
or detail I could vision.”

Galt said, “Lark, you couldn't for

a minute think about—letting me
take care of you? I mean, all the |
time, Lark. I know I've got nothing |

compared to North. But when I
try to think of a better thing than
working to care for you—"'

He hushed, watching her face.
Lark said, gently, “I'll never forget
the way you have cared for me al-
ready, Galt.”

He pulled up Red Raskall from
munching weeds, headed down hill.
‘“We've got twenty-five miles to go,”
he said. ‘*That doctor fellow said we
couldn’'t miss Greatways. And you
said Squire Terraine was friendly to
you on the boat. He might know
the very thing for you to do, here,
Lark . . . And you'll have a little
money, and Dosta’s yours. You're
not to fret, you know that?"

It was about four o'clock when
they stopped to rest a while in a
shady grove below a mill. They un-
bridled the horses, slipping on their
soft rope halters, tethering them to
a young tree, taking off the sad-
dles and laying them in the deep
shade to cool, near a rocky stream.

The girl and boy walked to the
stream and cupped up the cool wa-
ter, drank and drank again, lay down
in the deep fragrant grass in the
shade of a huge gold sycamore that
was losing its bright leaves. The
old tree, warm, sleepy, contented,
stood with its feet in the water, its
big bald body bleached by the Oc-
tober sun. Behind it the water
rushed over the dam, losing itself in
the deep pool, reuniting here with
the sullen leaf-flecked brown water
of the mill race. ;

Lark said, "I wish we didn't have
to go on. I wish we could just stay
here, forever. . . .”

The horses were tethered on long
ropes. Red Raskall went quite far
into the water, quite deep into it,
until only his head was above it.
His breath ruffled the water. Galt
pushed up, watching him.

“I'll hate to give him up. Won't
you, Galt?"

“Lark,"” Galt said, *‘listen, Lark, if
Red Raskall really belonged to us
—the way you said it, just now, we
could race him, and breed him—he
shows his blood lines—if he be-
longed to us. . . ."

‘““While you're about it,”" Lark
said, ““why not pretend that big farm
we just passed belonged to you?"

‘“You said, ‘belonged to us' a min-
ute ago.”

“All right, suppose we owned the
whole valley and all the horses!”

He sighed. “I remember when 1
wag little, my father got me a Chin-
coteague pony. I thought I'd burst
with pride. I used to love to keep
him nice. He was a right pretty lit-
tle pony, at that.”

A man wearing a big dusty smock
came out of the mill door and stood
on the tiny bridge over the race,
looking down at the two by the creek
bank. When Lark smiled, he waved,
and cupped his hands and called,
“Strangers here?"

Galt nodded. He got to his feet
and shouted, ‘“‘How far is it to Great-
ways plantation?”’

“Twelve mile . . . Can’t miss it.
Two hills and then Dawes Ferry
place. Couple mile from that's Min-
nie Buxtree's toll-gate, and then
you're headin’ for Greatways. You
goin’ to the weddin'? Big weddin’ up
to Greatways, I hear tell. Miss
Dana an'—"

His voice was lost in a breeze that
rustled the sycamore leaves and
stirred the water. He called some-
thing else unintelligible and waved
again, disappearing into his mill

She and Galt rode at a good elip
until they saw the black shadow of
the toll-gate bar far ahead. There
wag a foot path that dipped into a
ravine near-by, and seemed to skirt
the gate. They turned their horses
there, a quarter mile from the toll-
gate and the low rambling white-
washed house on the very lap of
the pike. Lark could see a man in

a straw jimmy and overalls guard- |

ing the gate, could see a white
chicken strolling leisurely across the
narrow porch of the house,.

of the road, the path cutting away
among blackberry bushes and un-
dergrowth. They followed it for
some time, and then Lark, riding
ahead, reined Dosta in sharply.

Something was blocking the path,

just ahead, just beyond a big russet |

apple tree. It was something enor-
mous and dressed in violent pink, a
figure shapeless and relaxed in a big
split-bottom chair set directly across
the little path. The woman in the
pink dress was Minnie. She was
sleeping comfortably in her chair,
head back, mouth open, snoring
deeply.

Lark tried to turn Dosta back qui-
etly, tried to motion Galt back. But
it was too late, of course. Minnie
stirred, leaped from her chair, run-
ing toward them, shouting:

(TO BE CONTINUED)

It was just big and |

Then |
the ravine dipped below the level |
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! By VIRGINIA VALE
ADIO, which so often
looks to the movies, thea-

ters and cafes for its stars, |

has glanced at its own front
parlor and brought out
Georgia Gibbs for the sum-
mer replacement of “Hall of
Fame” on Sunday nights. Georgia,
| who got her start on the air a few
years ago, has gone straight ahead
as a singer; she's appeared on the
Jimmy Durante-Gary Moore show

GEORGIA GIBBS

since its inception. But now she's
branching out as a songstress-of-
ceremonies; she is being co-starred
with Paul Whitman over the Blue
Network,

R I

Don DeFore (of Paramount's
“You Came Along') plans to take
a busman’'s holiday this summer in
his home town, Cedar Rapids, Iowa.
He'll do some acting in a play for
the Sinclair Memorial Church's
drama group. The rest of the cast
consists of his brother and his three
sisters. And the director is his
mother. If acting doesn't actually
run in that family it certainly has a
good start!

—_—

When he was a Mack Sennett star,
about 29 years ago, Chester Conklin
used to pick up a yonngster who
had no car and drive him to the
studio; the lad worked for $5 a day,
with a three-day-a-week guarantee.
His name was Eddie Sutherland,
and, as director of RKO's “Having
Wonderful Crime,” he was delighted
when he found a role suited to
Conklin, and signed him.

"

When George Marshall, director of
‘“‘Murder, He Says,’" started in pic-
tures 33 years ago, he shared a room
with two other $3-per-day actors.
But they all changed professions—
the others were William Seiter and
Frank Lloyd, also directors, and
good ones.

".Ia

Gig Young, the promising young
actor who took a “‘rain check” with
Warner Bros. for duty with the coast
guard in the South Pacific, came
back on furlough and added his bit
to the list of how-small-the-world-is
stories. He met a marine officer
named Obringer on Guadalcanal,
and asked him if he knew Roy
Obringer of Warners' legal depart-
ment. “‘Sure,” said the other. “He's
my father.”

+

Harriet O'Rourke, soprano soloist
of “‘Steel Horizons,” has a parrot,
Sammy, who's the envy of her
singing friends. Sammy practices
right along with Harriet, and has
developed a good ear for music—
she says he squawks whenever she
makes a mistake.

What Charles Boyer did for the
movies, Jerry Wayne, star of his
own show in the Blue, will do for
the stage. He'll appear with Joan
Roberis in a new musical, “Marin-
ka,” a musical version of the film,
“Mayerling,” in the role of “Prince
Rudolph.”

It's becoming an old story to Di-
nah Shore, this business of being
named the No. 1 radio songstress of
the nation, in a newspaper poll. So
far this season it's happened 11
times—but to Dinah it's still pretty
thrilling.

5

Probably the most carefully
guarded plot in Hollywood was that
of ‘“Notorious,” Ingrid Bergman's
picture, which Alfred Hitchcock will
direct for David O. Selznick. Hitch-
cock and Ben Hecht wrote mest of

York. Only they and Selznick knew

| for some time what sort of role Miss |

Bergman would play.
. S—

L

Among the many accomplish-
ments of Felix Mills, band leader on
*“The Man Called X''—the summer
replacement for the Bob Hope show
—is the ability to play every instru-
ment in the band. He can also read
music upside down—though just
why, he can't say.

S A
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|  ODDS AND ENDS—The “tall tales”
submitted by wounded servicemen and
featured on the Kate Smith hour will
eventually appear in book form. . . .
Frankie Carle says he knows he's a suc-

cess—he got a fan letter asking him to
lend the sender $1,000. . . . One of the
extras in Columbia’s “The Fighting

Guardsman” is Gertrude Astor, who was
Thomas Meighan's leading lady about
25 years ago. . . . Johnny Mack Brown,
Monogram Western star, is making a
personal appearance tour of southern
theaters. . . . Ozzie Nelson, costar of
| “The Adventures of Ozzie and Harriet”
\ over CBS, has another picture on the

| ist: Paramount's “People Are Funny.”

-
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the story in a hotel room in New |

HOLLYWO )

i HE DANCE is not only one of
the seven lively arts; it's
| threatening to become the liveliest.
In the movies it's always an up-
wnd - down career, if not actually
tough going. Our
producers have |
doled it out in §
fits and starts—a §
number here, a §
finale there — as
|if they were
afraid we could
not take it in
more than five-
minute doses. And |
except for the
Astaire - Rogers
musicals and an
occasional "“Cover Girl" we've had
mighty few that can really be de-
scribed as dancing films.

In this connection, the late Mark
Sandrich was one of those rare pro-
ducer - directors who had enough
foresight to cry, *“On with the
dance!" He did the best of those
delightful ballroom romances with
Ginger and Fred, and just before
he died he was preparing '‘Blue
Skies," a cavalcade of hits by my
old (but only in years of friendship)
pal, Irving Berlin,

Only Local Oversight

But if Hollywood — and excep-
tions like Mark Sandrich only
prove the rule has failed to
grasp the terrific possibilities of the
dance, the rest of the country cer-
tainly hasn't. On Broadway and in
the once so - called hinterlands
something has been happening—
something to which Hollywood can-
not close its eyes much longer.

What has happened, my dears, is
that the dance has come into its
own. And by dance I don't mean
jive, although that, my spies report,
is doing all right, too. I mean—and
it's perfectly safe to come right out
and say it—ballet. Only it's ballet
with the curse off—-pantomime and
jazz and the classics and the joy of
living, all rolled into one!

Today the big names are those
like Agnes De Mille, Jerome Rob-
bins, George Balanchine, and Da-
vid Lichine, among choreographers,
and Leonard Bernstein, brilliant
young composer of ‘‘Fancy Free"
and "On the Town.'" There are bal-
lets in *“Oklahoma,” ‘“‘Bloomer
Girl,"” *'One Touch of Venus," ‘‘Song
of Norway,” “Up in Central Park,"
“La Vie Parisienne,”” and *"'Carmen
Jones." Anton Dolin and Alicia Mar-
kova are demonstrating terpsichore
in Billy Rose's '‘Seven Lively Arts.”
Yera Zorina, that gorgeous, elflike
creature, is posing in Shakespeare's
‘“The Tempest.” And Ruth Page and
Sgt. Bentley Stone have set New
York town—and Commissioner Moss
— on their respective ears with
a sensational interpretation of
“Frankie and Johnny."

Common Denominator

Sooner or later motion pictures
and the dance are bound to get to-
gether. The very soul of both is
rhythm. In one sense they already
have. Isn't Walt Disney the great-
est creator of rhythm of them all?
And we've had our "“numbers"
and our “specialties’” by Veloz
and Yolanda, the De Marcos, Car-
men Amaya, the Hartmans, Katha-
rine Dunham, and countless others.
We've even had a short or two
with the Ballet Russe. And we've
had Astaire, Gene Kelly, Jimmy
Cagney, George Murphy, and that
spectacular leaper Marc Platt of
“Tonight and Every Night."

QOur dancing daughters have been
few but precious — Rita Hayworth,
Betty Grable, Ann Miller, Ruby
Keeler, Eleanor Powell, Ginger (of
course), and little Joan McCracken,
who highlighted ‘'Hollywood Can-
teen' with her '"Ballet in Jive."

The other day I had the pleasure
of watching a sequence from *‘‘Won-
der Man,"” Danny Kaye's new one
for Sam Goldwyn. Danny wasn’'t in
it, but Vera-Ellen was. She sang and
danced a number called *“I'm So in
Love."” Sam hired her without even
making a screen test after he'd
caught her in *“A Connecticut
Yankee,"” and this time I'm betting
on his judgment. Vera-Ellen (the
last name is Rohe) is not only
petite and blonde as Marilyn was;
| she can put over a song with re-
freshing charm and she’s a dancin’
fool.

If Warners ever get around to
making that Marilyn Miller film
they'll be wise to have a look at
| Yera-Ellen. If it's O.K. with Sam

Vera-Ellen

Goldwyn, of course.

Incidentally, Goldwyn, who is
something of a wonder himself, has
already snapped up Jerome Rob-

bins, who staged the dances for "On

the Town,'" to design numbers for
Danny Kaye's next, Which brings
ballet that much npearer to the
screen

Over-Age at 15 Months

Gene Tierney thought for one ex-
citing moment she'd get her daugh-
ter in for a christening scene in
“Dragonwyck."” In fact, Joe Mankie-

wicz led her to believe it, then asked |
how old the baby was. She said, *‘15 |
months.” *'Sorry,” said Joe, ‘'She’'s !
14 months too old.” . . . Since so
much fuss, feathers, and furbelows |
have been put on her in ‘“The Dolly |
Sisters,” Betty Grable thinks our |
costume designers should get an
award next year. Why not? Set de-

\ signers do. I

= ‘Make Your Own Outdoor Furniture;

I's Easily Done Over the Week End

By Ruth Wyeth Spears
NOTE—The lawn bench shown here is
made with Pattern 278; the adull-size chale
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STRAIGHT
CUTS AND EASY

CONSTRUCTION
‘. HY not make a week-end
project of putting together a
bench or a couple of chairs with
the special features shown here?
You won't need any fancy tools,
and just three stock widths of lum-
ber are used. All the cuts are
straight, and the joinings may be
made good and tight with nails or
scrows and waterproof glue,

This furniture is as comfortable as it is
good looking. There are no awkward
angles and you can lean your head
back. The removable backs make the
pleces easy to move around and to store
in winter., Two large chairs and a bench
with perhaps a small chair for your own
youngsters or young visitors makes an
attractive grouping on the lawn, porch or
terrace. Start with the plece that will
glve you the most service and then add a
piece at a time.
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ASK ME -lfj
ANOTHER I ;

A General Quiz bl
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The Questions

N

1. Where is the longest canal in
the world?

2. Are congressmen required by
law to attend any session of con-
gress?

3. Who calls “track’” in the
sports world when he wants people
out of his way?

4. What man signed his corre-
spondence and paintings with the
figure of a butterfly?

5. Will food cook more quickly
in vigorously or gently boiling
water?

6. Sinology is the study of what?

The Answers

1, In China, It is 2,100 miles
long and was completed in 1350
after 600 years.

No.

A skier.

James Whistler.

The same.

. Chinese language and culture.

somw

with Pattern 269;
Pattern 253,

the child's chair
Each pattern gives

with
large

cutting diagrams, a complete list of ma-
terials and illustrated constructton steps.

Patterns are 15 cents each postpaid.

Or-

der by number with your name and ade

dress, direct to:

MRS. RUTH WYETH SPEARS
Bedford Hills

New York

Drawer 10
Enclose 15 cents for each pattern
desired.
Name
Address
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Relieves pain and soreness

PAZO IN TUBIES!
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why: First, PAZO ointment soot
inflamed areas—rel pain and
ointment

- Fourth, it's easy to
PAZO ointment
Pipe makes application sim
thorough. Your doctor can tel
you about PAZO ointment.

SUPPOSITORIES TOO)

Some and many doc
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's perforated Plle

The same sooth relief that

PAZO always gives.
Get PAZO Today! A

Drugstores

FOR QUICK RELIEF FROM

STIFF JOINTS and BRUISES

Muscular Aches and Pains « Stiff Joints + Bruises

NEED ca

SLOAN'S LINIMENT

need to wait. You can
Save

from }4 1o }

Mail This Coupon
for complete .in-

formation _about Name
the economies of P. O...
Electricity from County..

FREE WIND!

WINCHARGER CORPORATION -

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

Time. An electric
milker will cut milking time
and & woman or
girl can easily do the milking.

Save 1%* hours daily chore time
by the use of electric lights.
*Gove 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

wiays Wincharger
Electricity can helpyou. g

\ INVESTIGATE

Remember, you too can have elec-
tricity. Find out about it. Now is
the time to investigate what youn
can gain from the outstanding
economies of Electricity from the
Free Wind. Just send in this cou-
pon— No obligation, of course. ==

WINCHARGER CORPORATION =
World’s Largest Makers of Wind-Electric

Dept, WNU. 7-7-45

I now get light from
Save postage: Paste coupon on penn
post card. y
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