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The Thirteenth

CHAPTER XVI—Continued.
-1

“T'l buy myself a pleture of you"

She told of her longing for a photo-
groph of him, but did not tell him of
her need of It o8 a tollsmnn,  He
laughed nloud at this incredible woy |
of spending money, till she began sud- |
denly to cry. He had no answer to
that argument except yes. Then she
began to lnugh, They declded to stop
ot o photographer's on the wiy to the
five-thirty traln,

Daphne ran out and enshed Reben's
check nt the groeer’s much to the re-
et of DReben's bhookkeepor, whose
books had been held up by the missing
check.

Duphne asked for the privilege of
taking her fother to the train, and
Baynrd was so busy figurigg where to
put the cash he had on hand that he
consented to stop at home,

They went first to the gallery of a
photogeapher whose show-cnse  had
displuyed some strong and vernelous
portraits ot men. 'The photographer's
prices stuggered Daphne and she pro-
tested, but he answered dolefully:

“I'd give u thousnid dollars for one
photogruph of my father,”

That settled It,

After the sitting Daphne and her
father proceeded to the station. She
stopped at the gate because she had
nelther a ticket for the traln nor a
platform pass from the statlon master.

Bhe watched him dwindling down
the long platform. He wus a mere
manikin when he reached his place nnd
waved to her before he vanished
through the magic door of the traln.

She waved to him with her handker-
chief, and when he wus gone she bur-
led her eyes In It. Mer partings with
her father had marked epochs in her
life. She wondered what destiny would
do to her between now nnd the next
one. She felt forlorn, afrald for his
life on the train, afraid for her soul in
the perils before i, nnd so sorry for
him and for herself that she could not
help boo-hooing a little,

Destiny did not keep her walting,
for while she was strangling her sobs
a8 best ghe could she henrd a volce
over her shoulder. It sald:

“Aha, gel, at lnst 1 have you In me
power."”

“Mr. Duane!"” she gasped, as she
turned to meet his smile with another.
“And where have you been all this long
while?"

“A lot you've cared,” he growled.
“Did you ever telephone me as you
promised you would? No! Were you
always out when I telephoned? Yes!
DId you let me eall on you? You did
not! When at last It penetrated my
thick hide that you wery petually give
fug me a hint that you didn’t want me
round and that you had thrown me
overboard, neck and erop, I grew very
proud, I refused to call on you ngain,”

“I'm awfully sor-ry,” she =ald, and
her volee broke,

“Sorry" was a dangerous word for
her at that moment, and her sobs were
beginning again, when he made a vig-
orous ¢ffort to tnlk them down,

The crowds In the station were too
well preoccupled with thelr own er-
rands to notice o girl erying, and to
the gateman farewell tears were no
luxury,

Duane tried the best he could to help
her. He was saying: “And now I sup-
pose I've got to miss my train and my
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Commandment

“I'd Give a Thousand Dollars for One
Photograph of My Father.”

golf and all that while I tuke you home
in a tuxl, You're foar too pretty to be
running around looze in a mob ke
this"

She shook her hend. “You mustn't
miss your train, Mr, Duane, or your
golf. I'm used to golung about alone,
and I've got to get useder to It. I'm
golog home In the subway. Good-by
and thank you"

She put out her hand formally, and
he took It, It was like a soft, sun-
warmed flower in his palm, and he

rench through his blood to his heart
and to moke It ache,

“I must go. Yot ean't put me off
again!™ he sald. “I will take you
home ! He turned to enll a redeap
atanding In solemn patience heside two
traveling bags and o bristling golf pag,
“Porter, take my things to the parcel
room and bring me the cheek”

“No, said Daphne, hastily, %1
mustn’'t!  You mustn't! Really! 1
mean it! Goodhy "

She walked awny go rapldly that he
could not follow her without unseemly
haste. She heard him call, sharply:
“Porter, never mind the purcel room,
Come awlong to the traln”

Hor suceess In esenplng him was so
complete that she enther regretted It
When she renched the apartment she
found Lefla almost prostrated from the
effects of her altrulsm and from the
fact that Buyard was in one of his
tantrums,

A specinl delivery letter had just
come trom Dutilh's shop, It sald that
Mr, Dutilh was arriving from Paris
with his winter models, and since he
would have to pay a large sum at the
customs house Il was regrettably nec
essary to beg Mr. Kip to send by re-
turn mall a check for the Inclosed bill,
which was long past due,

And now the brlefly ndjourned laws

of finance were remssembled, Lella's
short reign was over ; her extravagance
had again found her out and demanded
punishmgnt. The gown she had bought,
and was nsked to pay for, had been
worn shabby, danced to shreds In
Newport., But the bill was as bright
a8 ever,
Bayard was so fagged with his
weeks of discourangement that he was
ns Irnscible ns a veternn of the gout
whose toe has been stepped on. when
Daphne walked In he was denouncing
Lelln In excellent form. He used
Daphne as a further ¢'nb,

“My poor sister sent buck the gown

she bought! DBut you—you bought
more "
Daphne realized how much this
would endear her to Lelln and she
took Ilmmediate flight. She found the
Chivvises In a state of tenslon, Mr.
Chivvis was not usually home before
half-past six. Daphne felt an omen In
the way they looked at her when they
acknowledged her entrance,

She went to her room In a state of
foreboding misery She had not pald
her board for severnl weeks, She had
pot mentioned the fact to Mrs, Chivvls,
nor Mrs. Chivvis to her, though the
nonpayment of a board bill Is one of
the self-evident truths that landladies
usunlly discuss with freedom,

A few minutes later Mrs, Chivvis
tapped on the door, her thimble mak-
Ing n sharp clack. She brought her
sewing with her and sewed as she
sild: “May I =it down n moment?
Thank you,” She kept her eyes on the
seats while she talked,

“Well, Misgs Kip, the war hns reach-
ed us also at last. My husband lost
his position today.”

“Yes? Oh, how horrible!” Daphne
gnsped, with double sincerity.

“The oMee was closed unexpectedly
by an Involuntary petition in bankrupt-
cy. His salary was not pald last week
nor this, and—well——we don't want
to Inconvenience yon, hut—"

“T understand,” gald Daphne,
glve you what I ean”

She took her poor little wealth from
her handbag, She had pnid ten of the
fiftv to the photographer as a deposit,
She gave Mrs. Chivvis twenty-five dol-
lars, and promised her more,

Mrs, Chivviy was very grateful and
went down the hall, smiling a lttle
over her seam.

Clay called that evening, FHe was
exhnusted with a day of tramping the
town, looking for work, He was too
wenry to tulk and he fell asleep twice
during one of Mr. Chivvls' commen-
tarles on the probable effects of the
Imminent capture of Paris by the Ir-
resistible Germans, The French gov-
ernment had already moved to Bor-
denux and-- But Clay had read It all
in a dozen different newspapers, and
he passed away,

Daphne was restless, Mr. Chivvls
wus on her nerves. Clay was not
pretty, asleep, sitting with his jaw
dropped und his hands hanging down,
palmsz forward, Uke an ape's, She was
enjoying another of the woes of mor-
ringe without its privileges.

The Chivvises began to yawn, and
Mrs, Chivvig finally bade the startled
Clany “Good evenlng.” She had been
brouzhit up to believe that 1t wos In-
delleate for 1 woman to bid n man
“Good-night.”

Clauy, left alone with Daphne, at-
tempted o drowsy caress, but she felt
Insulted and she snapped at dm:

“If you're only walking (a yovur sleep
vou'd better walk yourself out of here
and go to hed."

His apology was Incoherent and she
wis indignantly eurt with him at the
door, She went to her room and sat
at the window, staring down at the
dark swarm of watchers before the
bulletin boards,

She had told hee birother thnt she
did not have to starve or gin, hecause
she hnd a Tather, a brother, a lover
to protect her from want, And now
her father and her brother and her
lover were all in dire predicament,

“'n

\clung to It Ity warmth seemed to
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staggering blindly In a fog of debt,

RUPERT HUGHES

Oopyright by Harper & Brothers

Suppose her futher's fraln ran off
the track or Into mnother train. A
sprend rall, a block slgnal overlooked,
n switch left unlocked, might bring
doom upon his traln a8 on %0 many
others, She shivered at the horror of
her father's loss, She shivered agaln
it the thought of what It would mean
to her,

Suppose the Chivvises turned her
out, Why should they feed her for
nothing when thelr own future was
endungered?

Whut could Bayard do for her? or
Cluy? There wus Mr. Duane, of
course; but she conld not tuke his
money withont paying him. And in
whut coln conld she puy him? She
trembled, and the breeze turned gl
clal,

The next morning was another day
of the snme shoddy pattern, 8he rose
unrefreshed with only her fears re.
newed, She borrowed the Chivvises
newspaper and, skipping the horrid
advertisements of forelgn barbarity
und Ameriean "dismuy, turned to the
lust pages. The “Situntions Wunted”
columns were eloquently numerous
and the “Help Wanted—Female” col-
umns were few; still, she made a list
of such places as there were, S8he
wrote letters to all sorts of people
who gave newspaper letter-box ad-
dresses, and she went out to call on
all sorts of people who gave thelr
street numbers,

The letters she wrote were not an-
swered at all, Mhe lost her postage as
she had lost her car fares. It seemed
as If the end of the world, or at least
the breakup of Its civilization, had ar-
rived without warning and without
refuge.

CHAPTER XVIL.

Daphne had not told Mrs. Chivvis
of her financial plight, nor of her fa-
ther's, nor her brother's. She had
simply let the days of payment go
past one by one, She saw a chilller
glitter Iin Mrs. Chivvis' eye and there
was a constant restraint upon the ¢on-
versation for many days,

Mr. Chivvis was at home most of the
time now, sitting about In his old
clothes to save the others. He and his
wife naturally talked of Daphne.
Sometimes she overheard thelr under-
tores, Each seemed to urge the other
to the attack. Finally, one evening
Mrs, Chivvis made so bold as to call
on Daphne In her room, and to say,
after much Improvising :

“I dislike to speak of 1t, Miss Klip,
but—well-—er—you see—the fact |s—
if you— The grocer Is sending round
in the morning for his last week's bill,
pnd—If it's not Inconvenient—"

Daphne felt slck with shame, but
she had to confess, *1 can't tell yon
how sorry I am, but I haven't any.”

“Really? That's too bad!™ Mrs,
Chivvis sald, She wns hardly sorrier
for herself than for Daphne, 8he tried
to brighten them both with hope, “But
you expect—no doubt you expect soon
to—""

“I've veen looking for—for some
work to do, but there doesn't seem to
be any."”

“Oh, T sea!” gald Mrs. Chivvis, con-
firmed In her suspiclons and reduced
to silence. Daphne went on, after
swanllowing several cobblestones:

“Rut, of course. I've no right to be
eating your food and staying on here
ns o guest, And I suppose I'd better
give up my room, so that you can
take In somebody who ean pay."”

Mrs. Chivvis was close, but she was
not up to an eviction, and she gasped.
“Oh, really!=—I hardly think—I
ghouldn't Hke—"

Her hard volee erackled llke an
lelele snapping off the eaves In a
spring sun; and before elther of them
quite understood it the hard eyes of
both thawed; tears streamed, and
they were In euch other's arms,

Daphne was the better weeper of
the two. Poor Mrs, Chivvis could not
ba really lavish even with tears; but
she did very well, for her.

Immediately they felt years betfer
acquulnted—old friends all of a sud-
den,  They were lnughing foollshly
when an apologetle knock on the open
door Introdueed Mre. Chevvis, whoe
would no more have crossed the sill
than he would have broken into the
temple of Vesta, His nume was Chivs
vis, not Clodios,

The surprised eyves of Daphne threw
him Into confusion, but he sald: “I've
been thinking, Miss Kip, that If you
really want to work and aren’'t too
particular what at—maybe 1 could get
yvou a place nt my old office, with the
publishing house, They turned me off,
but the receivers are trylng to keep
|the business golng. Not much pay,
| but something's always betier'n noth-
ing."

“Anvthing is better than nothing*
sald Daphne, “and it might be a begin-
ning."

She applied the next day and the
firm accepted her,

Now Daphne was truly a working
wolnan ; not & dramatie artist with pe-
euliar hours, but a toller by the clock.
She entered the office of the compuny
at half-past elght, punched her num-
ber on the time reglster, and set to
work nddressing Inrge envelopes, She
wrote and wrote and wrote till twelve;

at one ghe took up her pen agaln, and
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the afternoon went In an endlesa re- | prurient Innuendo that the books wore. ] SAGE TEA DARKENS

iteration of dip and write, till five
thirty. Then she jolned the home-go-
Ing panle and took the crowded sub-
way to Columbus circle,

She plodded the treadmill, till ot
the end of the sixth day, her forty-
eighth hour of transcribing nanmes and
addresses from the lists to the wrap-
pers, she enrrled off n eash roward of
eight dollars, This wans not elenr gain,
Her street car fares hod totnléd sixty
cents, her lnnches o dollar nnd o haif;
ghe had worn her costumes ot the
sleeves and dumuged them with n few
Ink spots, and her shoes were tukirg
on a shabby nap.

It was not encouraging,

At Daphne's left elbow was a Inrge.
fat girl whose pen rolled off large,
faut letters.  She talked sl the time
nbout nothing of Importance, laoghod
and fAdgeted and asked questions that
would hove been hapoertinent If they
had come from anything but a large,
fat head.

Her name was Aarla Priblk, She
wns a Dohemlan of the second genera-
tlon: but she was dyed ia the waonl
with New Yorklvhness,  She wuas an
Incessant optimlst and kept remind
ing evervhody to “cheer up, goils, the
wolast might be wolsser yoet”

Daphne's lack «id not lost long, The
receivers foutid that the pereentage ol
Inquirles followlng upon the ndvertis.
ing and circularizing campnlgns  was
hardly paying the postage.  DPoople
were elther too poor to buy books or
too busy with the molten history pour-
Ing from the enldrons of Burope. Yes-
ferdny's paper was ancicut history
ouulli:ll.

The recelvers closed down the
business abruptly on a Saturday and
Instructed the muannger to announce

Mr. Chivvis Was at Home Most of the
Time Now, Sitting About In His Old
Clothes to Save the Others,

to his flock that there would be no
more work at present. Daphne’s heart
stopped, Here she was szuin, learn-
ing again the drendful glgnificnhice of
“ogut of a Job"—what the theatrical
people ealled “at liberty,"

Miss Priblk looked at Daphne and
noted her gloom.  “Say, kid, lsten
here. Whyn't choo come with me? |1
ecan lund you a Job nt thé Lar de
Lucks. Guy name of Golst Is the boss
and he'll alwpys gimme n Jobh or any
lady friend. He's kind of rough, but
what's the dif?  His money buys jusi
as mwuch us anybody's. We better beat
It over there ahead this bunch."”

Daphne murmured her hnsty thanks
and they left at once,  Miss Pribik led
the way to a huge bnilding full of
“Pants Makers,"” “Nightshirt Mokers,”
“Walst Makers,” and publishers of eal-
endars, favors and subscription books,
She asked for Mr, Gerst, suw him,
beckoned him over, and hailed him
with bruve ln:

“Well, Mist' Golist, here I am, back
to the mines. This 1s me friend Kip
I want you should give her a job—and
me, too."

Duphne faced Mr, Gerst's Inspectlofh
without visible flinching, though she
was uneasy within, Gesst was a large,
flamboyunt  brute with eyes that
seemed less to receive light than (o
send forth vislon, He had an in
quisitive and stripping  goze. But
Daphne must endure (t. After ran-
gacking Daphne with his eyes, he
grunted: *“You look pretty good to
me, kiddo, You ean begin Monday.”

“Thanks,” sald Daphine, hutably,

“I'm comin’, too,” suld Miss Pribik,

“AN pight,” sald Gerst, *“It's thne
you did, We'll tnke some of that beefl
off you" And he playfully piuched
her arin.

Adroitly evading his pineers, Miss
Priblk led the way out, and Daphne
trailed her oustide,

Daphine louthed and feared the man
already, He stood Hke o glowering
menace In the path ahead of her,

Monday morning ot elght Daphne
reported for work with the L'Art de
Luxe Publishing soclety, ]:ruuuum‘t"ll
by Its own people (who ought to
know) “Lar de Lucks"™

This firmm was engnged in the pe-
cullarly Anglo-Baxon business of graz-
ing the ¢ensorship as clogely s pos-
sible. It printed everything that It
dared to print under the whimsieally
Puritanie eye of the law. Toward
the authoritles It turned the white
slde of a banner of culture ¢lalming
to put in the hands of the people the
poblest works of foreign genius and
defying any but an (mpure mind to
find impurity In its classic wares, The
other slde of the banper wus purple
and Informed the customers by every

published la thelr entlrety without o
purgation., Viee has Its hypoeritie
cant no less than religion,

One day, toward the end of ber first
week, she was startled to find hefore
her o card bearing the legend “Dunne,
Thomnas." His address was given, and
the factas that he had bonght the thrce-
quarter morocco  Balzae, the half-
lenther Flelding and Smollett, and the
levant Court Memotrs, He hod not
yet tukken the bait for the De Muupuss
#fint.

Daphine pondered his eard and his
tuste, Bhe was shaken from ber pene
sive mood by the sudden eomimntion
of all the women, All eyes had seen
the minute and the hour hands In cons
Junction at X11, Names were left off
in the middie; pens fell from polsed
hanils,

Duphne found Hergelf alone.  She
was glad ot the gquicet and the solttude,
whitle It lusted—which was am
for Gerst ek
early,

His ere met Daphne's, e started
towanrd hor, and then, seeing thnt =he
glanced away, went on to his desk,
He stood there munifestly irresolute a
moment, He glanecd ot Dapline agaln,
nt the fire esq apes, at the empty roou,
Then hie wont to the first of the tubles
und with inbored eneelessness nspects
el the work ot the absentee, He drift-
e ulong the tovward Daphoe,
throwing her now and then an inters
rogetive emile that filled her with a
fleree anxiety.

She knew hls reputation.  She hod
seen his vulzar seutflles with =ome of
the girls, had heard his odious words,
She was convinced that he was about
to pay her the horrible compliment of
his attentlon,

Her heart began to flutter with fear
and wrath, 8he felt that If he spoke
to her she would scream; If he put his
hand on her shoulder or her chalr she
would kill him, with a pair of scissors

Vonge,

cume unexpectodly

ni=le

or the knife with which she scraped |

off blots, ., ., . No, she must not kil
him, But she would have to strike
him on the mouth.

But that meant Instant dismissal at
the very least. He might smash his
fist into her face
knock her to the floor with the back
of his band. 8he had seen too much
of life recently to cherish longer the
pretty myth that the poor are good to
the poor, She had seen how shahby
women fared with street car eonducts
ors and subway guards, She had seen
her own prestige dwindle as her
clothes lost freshness,

But the violence of Gerst's resont-
ment would be a detuil, The horror
wis the mere thought of his touch,

She rose quickly and tried to reach
the fire escape, That was the solu-
tion—to join the erowd,

But Gerst filled the aisle. She sldled
past two tables into the next aisle, He
lnughed and sidled across to the same
aisle. She tried to hasten by. He put
his arms out and enickered :

“What's the rush, girlle?
hollered ‘Flre!'"

“Let me pass, please,” she mumbled,

“Wait ta minute, walt tah minute,
What 'd you say If I was to ast you
to go to a show tanight, huh? What'd
you soay?”

“Thank you. I
couldn't.”

“S'mother eve, then? Or to a dance,
huh%"

“Thank you, I'm afraid 1 ean't,”

“Why not? Come on! Why not?
'Ain't 1 got class enough for yon?"

“Oh ves, hut— Please, let we by.™

He stared at her, and hiz hands
twitehed, nod his lips., His eyes ran
aver her face and her bosom ax i she
were g forbidden text, She was (py-
ing to rewember whut Dusne had told
her ahout the way to quell n mun
With grent difficulty and in ull trepl
dation sghe parroted her old formuin,

“Mr, Gerst, you don't have to flirt
with me, I don't expect it, and 1 don't
like It so please let me go."

He stared at her, trying to unders
stand her amazing forelgn language.
Then he snlffed with amused unbelief,
dropped his hands, and stood s=ide.

Dnphne eould hardly helleve her
eyes, The charm had worked the thied
time! She darted forward to get away
before the spell was broken. As she
passed  him—whether he suddenly
changed his mind or had only pretend-
ed to nequlesce—he enveloped her In
his arms,

She almost swooned In the onsel of
fear and the suffocation of his em-
brace, Then she fought him, striking,
seratehing,  writhing, He  cerowded
her agninst the nearest table and tried

Nobody

have anothor— 1

to reach her lips neross her left elbow, |

Her ontflung  right bhand  struck
against un lnkwell, recognized it as o
woupon of a sort, and, clutching it
swoept it up and emptied It fanto his
face,

His satyrie leer vonished in o black
splush, His hunds  went  to hig
drenched  eves,  Duaphne,
dropped the inkwell and
lacker-toom while he stnmped whou#
howling lHke the blinded Cyelops,
Daphine did not stay to tuunt him nop
to demand her wages, She caught a

Telensed,

fled to the

glimpse of faces aut the fire-esenpe
windows, but, hugging her hat aond

cont, shie made good her escape,
She knew what she was escaping
from, but not what to,
(TO BE CONTINUED,)

One Word Spolls All.
Just when o womun begins to be lns
vitedd out a little by nice people her

husband apolls all by referring to the |

laundress ns the washerwomnn right
out where everybody can bhear.~Ohlo
State Journal,

Imposaible.
Hub—*1 don’t believe In parading
my virtues” Wife—"You econlip*t

anyway. It takes aquite o vl
make a parade,""—Dostor

or her hreast or |

HAIR TO ANY SHADE

stay Gray! Here's an Oid
time Recipe that Anybody

can Apply.

The ose of Snge nnd Sulphur for fe.
steting faded, gray halr to Its natural
color dates back to  grandmother's
time. She used it to keep her hale
benutifully dark, glossy nand attrae
tive, Whenever her hnir took on that
dull, faded or streaked appearance,
this simple mixture was applied with
aonderful effeet,

But hrewing at home 18 muesy and
sut-wwfdate. Nowndavg by nsking at
any drug store for a hottle of *Wyeth's
Bage and Salphur Compound” yon
will get thig famoas old preparation,
linproved by the sddition of other Ins
grodients. which ean he depended upe
on (o restore natvural color and heauty
io the hnir,

A wollknawn downtown denggist
anvs it darkens the halr so naturally
and evenly that nobody enan tell 1t has
appliesd, You <tmply dumpen a
sponee or @oft hrash with It and draw
this through yonr hair, taking one
gtrand nt a time, By morning the
gray nalr di=appenrs, and after ane
other applleation or two, It heromes
beantifully dark nnd glossv.—Ady,

Don't

Heen

When o mueeled man has no mind of
his ovwn his wife is apt to give him &
jriece of hers,

Fresh, sweet, white, dalnty clothes
for baby, If you use Ited Cross Ball
Blue, Never stresks or injures them.
All good grocers sell It, e a package.

'robably the most difficult ascent 18
getting up a subseription,

For sale, alfalfa #7; sweet clover §10 per
bu. John Mulbsll, Bioux City, Iows,

The moment n girl finds her ldeal
ehe heging n search Tor o substitnte,

INMISERY
FOR YEARS

Mrs. Courtney Tells How She
Was Cured by Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound.

Oskaloosa, lowa.—** For years I was
simply in misery from a weakness and
awful paine—and
nothing seemed to
dome any good. A
friend advised nv
to take Lydia E
Pinkham's Vege- *
table Compound. 1
did so and got re-
lief right away. I
can certainly res
commend this valu.
able medicine to
other women wha
suffer, for it hoas
- d done such Food
work for me and I know it will hel
others if they will give it a fair trial.”
—Mrs, L1zzie CoURTNEY, 108 8th Ave.,
West, Oskaloosa, lowa.

Why will women drag along from day
to day, year in and year out, suflerins
guch misery as did Mra, qurtnef, whet,
such letters as this arecontinually being

ublished, Every woman who suffer

rom displacements, irregularities, in:
flammation, uleeration, backache, ner.
vousness, or who is passing through the
Change of Life should give this famous
root and herb remedy, Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound, a trial, For
specinl advice write Lydia E. Pinkham
Medicine Co,, Lynn, Mass, The result
of its long experience is at your service,

ih
SANIT
SULPHO SALINE SPRINGS

Located on our own premises
and used in the

Natural Mineral Water Baths

Unsurpussed in the treatment of

RHEUMATISM

Heart, Stomach, Kidney and
Liver Diseases.

Moderate charges, Addresa

, 0, W.EYERETT, Mgr.
141h 'l)-.‘ M Sta. Lincoln, Neb.

DON'T LET YOUR
CALVES DIE

from Scours or Calf Cholera

Many die and all are rolned If these allments
are peglected. Both ean pesitively be prevealod
and overcome with

DR, DAVID ROBERTY

Calf Cholera Remedy

At our dealers or
POSTPAID $1.00
Consult Da. DAVID ROPERTS
about all anbmal ailments. I
formation free. Bend for price
st of mwedleines and gL FRER
enp,; of “ ]1\; Cattle Emd‘#a‘lb‘{' l; il lnll_;l;
Ation onu Abortan in Cows, DR, DAVID ROBER
EBT!.MN.\R\ Gob L 100 Grand Ave., Waukeshs, Wis,

SEMI-SOLID

BUTTERMILK

For Hogs and Poultry

| g8, For Best Results in Shortest Time,
, F for Least Money, feed

[ Semi-Solid Butlermilk

| Shipped direct to consumer {rom factories
in Sioux City, Omaha, Lincoln, Kansas
City, Winfield; factories also in Colorada,
Californin, lilinois, Michigan and Ohio,

y | Consolidated Products Co.

Cers L Lincoln, Neb.




