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CHAPTER V—Continued 
-Id- 

Crack's close-set eyes were fright- 
ened not by w hat Hal might do to 
him but by the realization of what 

he himself hnd done. He nodded 
his head quickly several times, say- 

ing: “I—I’ll apologize. I’ll apolo- 
gize.” 

“You’ll kneel on the floor to do 

It,” said Hal. Crack glanced at the 
floor as If to see whether there was 

something especially vile he had to 
kneel in, but his eyes came quickly 
back to Hal's for fear of missing 
something. 

Hal waited. Crack knelt awk 

wardly, w’atching Hal for some sign 
of an extra way to please him. Then 
he turned his reluctant look to Ker- 

rigan. 
“I’m sorry,” he said. “I take It 

back. I shouldn’t have said It I’ll 
always be sorry I said It. I shouldn’t 
take liquor. It was that. It makes 
me crazy. I do things I’m sorry for. 
I—I hope you’ll forget It It was an 

awful thing to say—terrible." He 
seemed to be Inwardly frightened 
just thinking about it. 

Hal heard Kerrigan say, “Get up,” 
Then he looked at him, smiling 

an attempt at unremorseful apolo- 
gy, and said, “Finish our drinks, 
shall we?” He hoped they could 
get out of this place, having drunk 
and paid and said good night lei- 

surely—all before the complete, 
trembling backwrash of fury took 
him, before Kerrigan or the compe- 
tent young chap at the bar should 
see how badly he would tremble. 

CHAPTER VI 

Saturday 

IT WAS a grander breadth Into 
which the Iowa morning lighted 

them. Hal had pictured how it 
would be in the car this day: re- 

straint, uneasiness, with periodic at- 
tempt to force aside a loaded at- 
mosphere. But, as Rasputin’s hon- 

est, sturdy speed rushed them west- 
ward, it was not at all as Hal had 

pictured it. A sentence of his fa- 
ther’s that muddy morning in New 
Yoik, drew his rueful smile: "An- 
other thing you need to get over 

is this cheerful idea that any little 
world you’re in revolves around 

you.” And it was a new sort ot 

pleasure to Hal to close away his 

prepared moodiness and join him- 
self with the closer companionship 
in which the morning started. 

John Pulsipher broke off his 
monotonous humming of the tune 
that might once, long ago, have 
been ‘‘The Arkansas Traveler.” 
“Say,” he said cautiously, leaning 
a little between Hal and Kerrigan, 
“where did you fellers go to last 
night?” 

“Down the street—to one of Joe’s 
places," said Kerrigan, as if the 
memory of it were genial pleasure 
to him. 

“Next time,” John submitted, ex- 

citement under his caution, “if 
there’s nothin’ private you two got 
to talk over, would you maybe let 
me—let me—” 

“Bet your lodge-emblem," said 
Kerrigan In quick benevolence; and 
the Implication that he spoke for 
them both in such a gesture under- 
scored Hal’s good sense of their 
nearer Intimacy, tacitly established 
last night, tacitly acknowledged and 
savored this morning. That was 

something Crack had done for him. 

, There had been no mark on 

Crack’s throat this morning, over 

the small opening of the lapels; 
and Hal would forget that he had 
last night paid the narrow, Insinu- 

ating little soul the compliment of 

wanting to strangle it out of the 
narrow, old-fashioned little body. 

It didn’t matter. All that really 
mattered was Barry—her blue eyes 
washed clean of last night’s fear, 
freshly lighted by the loveliness 
that gave its life to her lovely body. 
She was there in the car, secure and 
warm and whole for him to come 

to. Whatever it was that had held 
her back, made her throw in his 
way such an irrelevant obstacle as 

last night’s calling of Sister Anas 
tasia. It couldn’t—even if it were 
to return—stand against a neces- 

sity of enveloping, as foreordained 
as the coming of summer to a win- 
try year. There was ripened power, 
even, in Hal’s discovery that he was 
no longer curious about the source 
of her restraints, her fears, her 
withdrawals. And for another time 
he had learned not to let himself be 
balTled by the shadowy children of 
his perverse fancy. 

Before the sun had finished Its 
pitiless climbing, the road dropped 
past a gathering of bluffs with a 

look of Indian fighting and more 
recent frontier and came to Coun- 
cil Bluffs, to the broad bed of the 
Missouri river with Its fiats black 
lsh and dry like emery, and to the 
end of Iowa. Across the river, there 

was the solidity, clamor, and bust 
ness of Omaha—the first metropolis 
in so many swift miles that Hal 
for once felt like a countryman, 
come to gape at the sights. But 
black-and-white route numbers un- 

der Nebraska’s covered wagon 
marked escape from such frailty; 
and they started for Lincoln, which 

Kerrigan assured Hal was not on 

a longer way and contained some 

thing worth looking at. 
It did. Straight up Into the hot, 

broad Nebraska afternoon, a slit 
shaft of gray rose, dry and clean 
sided, from the terrace of a squnre- 
spread building. And where the 
high shaft ended in Its gold, blunt 

cap a Sower crooked his bronze arm 

full-muscled, a fat seedhag slung 
to the faintly arrogant rhythm of 
his shoulders, his walk sure and 
familiar upon the earth that re- 

ceived the strewn handfuls hoc 

would give them back to his labor. 
After lunch, Barry came to the 

front seat beside Hal, Doc leaping 
eagerly to her lap. 

“Kerrigan says I’m to sit here," 
she said. 

“Bless Kerrigan,” said Hal. 
"He's an old peach,” said Barry 

softly. “And he likes you a little, 
I think. I wonder why.” Then, 
more freshly, “Hal, could we drive 
down to the capltol for one closer 
look at It?” 

“Let’s,” said Hal. “Won’t take a 

minute. You know the real way to 
make up your mind about It would 
be to sleep on your first look and 
see It again In the morning." 

“I’ve made up my mind,” said 
Barry. “I think It’s grand. I could 
do without some of those names 

around the outside, and the gold be- 
hind that relief of the covered 
wagon over the door, and I don’t 
think the buffaloes beside the steps 
are strong enough, but—” 

“But outside of that you like It,” 
said Hal, grinning. “When you get 
to be as old as I, you’ll know one 

look isn’t—” 
“Get to be as old as—” she said, 

affecting difficulty with her smile. 
“Why, darn you. I’m old enough 
to be your—” 

“Daughter, In some ways,” said 
Hal blandly. 

“Would you rather I changed 
places again?" she said. “I’m darned 
If I’ll be put In my place by you— 
a mere—a mere—” 

“A ‘mere’ will do,” said Hal. ‘Tve 
never been called that before, but I 
like it” 

“What d’you know about life, any- 
way?” she said, rueful mockery of 
anger In her eyes. 

Hal stopped to watch the slowly 
passing features of the building 
and said: “Well, I had a parrot dur- 
ing the psittacosis scare: fear of 
his getting the fever aged me a 

great deal.” 
“A parrot?” said Barry, quickly 

brightened. “Gosh, how I’ve want- 
ed a parrot! All my life. Was he 
fun?’ 

“An absolute genius,” said Hal. 
“When we get to Los Angeles, I’ll 
telegraph for him and you shall 
have him." With the others all 
leaning to the windows, Hal turned 
to her and held her sobered eyes 
with all the eagerness which her 
near, actual presence commanded. 
“Barry,” he said quickly, and very 
low; “I love you. I haven't told 
you today, and It’s harder because 
It’s more than yesterday—so much 
more that—" 

“That you’d give me your par- 
rot," said Barry, and a brittle still- 
ness held her eyes, a wooden qual- 
ity the lovely lips that said it. 

Hal’s look hardened in the shock 
of that treachery to his tenderness. 
“At least,” he said after a clouded 
second, “you don’t look as though 
you thought that was so funny. 
Why the devil did you say It?” 
Where had that wretched, stealthy 
shadow come from? 

She let out the last of her breath 
and turned her head helplessly, star- 

ing off through the windshield while 
a little shining wet rimmed her low- 
er lids. Then she leaned partly 
across him, us If for a last look at 

the capltol, her hand coming to his 
and taking tight hold. 

“Darling, It’s no use.” she hurried 

on, so that he could barely hear 
her. “I’m not big enough, good 

enough, to pretend I don’t love you. 
I never thought this would happen 
to me—never thought I’d be so 

scared and cowardly. It would be 

simple If I were strong—and It 
couldn’t hurt any worse. Darling, 
we mustn't talk about It now any 
more. Tonight I’ll tell you, my 
dearest—dearest: I promise I’ll tell 
you tonight.” 

He kept her hand for another In- 

stant of baffled happiness, after her 
hold relaxed; then she leaned away, 
turning toward the back and saying 
quite coolly, “Kerrigan, did you like 
that statue of Lincoln on the other 
side?” 

• •••••• 

They talked or not, as the mo- 

ment was meant; but either way 
Hal knew that Barry and he were 

more profoundly together there—In 
a closeness that grew mature and 
strong, ready for more thrilling as- 

piration. Now she had said she 
loved him; and with that bright 
finality, he belted firm his prowess 
against any mysteries, any obsta- 
cles. 

At Grand Island they crossed the 
Platte river—blue water among the 
biscuit-colored flats where you 
might still find the fording tracks 
of the covered wagons; and Itas- 

putln droned nway on Route 80 
again, with the river hidden low to 
southward. 

The vigilant welcome of Barry’s 
eyes was quickest for the live 

things: the fat-bellied little crea- 

tures that scurried across the road 
with tremendous haste but no 

speed, like small mechanical toys, 
stirred her soft chuckling, and once 

a swift bird swooped in a lovely 
arc to deliver his small, mortal im- 

pact against Rasputin's hood; Bar- 

ry’s muffled cry of compassion had 
Hal’s foot hard on the brakes. 

“He’s dead, surely?’’ she said, 
glancing backward. 

’Fraid so,” said Kerrigan. 
“I’ll stop if you like,” said Hal. 
“No,’ said Barry sadly, "but It 

seems such a poor death for him.” 
The sun was lower, but it was 

still blazing hot when they rushed 

by the little group that walked a 

shadeless, long stretch of the road. 
The farmer’s overalls were new, 
his shirt white; the child asleep In 
his crooked brown arms wore a 

fresh dress, and the printed pajamas 
of the two elder girls following 
were bright and clean. Hal’s 

thought was of the meanness of 

having raised that corridor of dust 
for them to walk in; and as he 
turned to speak it to Barry, Crack’s 
indolent voice came quickly to his 
ear: “Notice the kid in his arms?” 

“Yes,” said Hal, with a short, un- 

welcoming nod; he hadn’t thought 
of Crack for an hour. 

There was a flat quulit.v In 
Crack’s next speech, as If he had 
exhausted the matter’s Interest. "It 
was dead,” he said. 

Hal suddenly felt that Crack, if 
he wanted to, could frighten him, 
and he turned aside In quick anger 
to mutter, “D—n it. you don’t know 
that." 

‘‘I saw the kid," said Crack In 
listless obstinacy; "It was dead.” 

Contempt, low and briefly savage, 
smoldered under Barry’s quick “It 
was not dead." Her eyes were blaz- 

ing even after they had left Crack, 
as If what he had said were per- 
sonal to her; her pursed lips lay 
unwillingly together, as If she tast- 
ed something turn bitter In her 
mouth. Crack said nothing. 

Hal tried again to capture the 
certainty that his tainted hatred of 
Crack was defined within the for- 

gettable episode of last night It 
couldn’t be a slowly crescent thing, 
begun at the Journey’s start. Crack 
was top insignificant. It must all 
be Hal’s own reaction to a long day 
of driving, with the trip-window of 
the speedometer near a fifth fresh 
start. The temptation to look 
around at Crack, to see If his undis- 
tinguished face were still basking 
In the shy pleasure of things he 
privately knew — that persistent 
temptation was part of fatigue, part 
of his taui impatience for the 
night’s stop and for Barry. So too 
were these other dim, self-conceived 
bogies; an unconnected wonder 
whether Crack might be biding his 
time for some little wenpon of re- 

venge for humiliation; and that old- 
maid’s sense of a thickening Im- 
minence stealthily preparing to come 

upon them. Just as on the long 
horizon there behind, the dark was 

preparing. 
They dined In North Platte. If It 

wasn’t raining afterward, they 
would try to make a place called 
Ogalalla, for the night. 

Just before they drew up at the 
hotel, Barry murmured, “I’d like to 
wash a little, and leave Doc. Shall 
I meet you down here?" 

“Right," said Hal, with the brit 
tie apprehension that unless they 
hurried something would happen to 
stop them. 

Barry stood there so straight and 

cool, talking to Kerrigan, while 
Hal’s hasty fingers slipped on the 
knots of the luggage lashing And 
only when the hags were well down 

THE STORY FROM THE OPENING CHAPTER 

Following his father's criticism of his idle life, and the notification 
that he need not expect any Immediate financial assistance, Hal Ireland, 
son of a wealthy banker, finds himself practically without funds but with 
the promise of a situation in San Francisco, which he must reach, from 
New York at once. He takes passage with a cro<-,c "ountry auto party on 
a "share expense" basis. Four of his companions are a young, attractive 
girl, Barry Trafford; middle-aged Giles Kerrigan: Sister Anastasia, a nun; 
and an individual whom he instinctively dislikes, Martin Crack. Barry's 
reticence annoys him. To Kerrigan he takes at once, and he makes a little 
progress with Barry. Exchanging reminiscences, she learns Hal is the son 
of the wealthy Frederick Ireland. Through a misunderstanding, that night, 
Hal Is directed to Barry's room, Instead of his own. Propinquity seems to 
soften Barry's apparent unfriendliness, and they exchange kisses. The 
following day Hal tells -e* <• loves her. She answers that she mustn't 
love him. without glv ng u -n Crack brutally insults Kerrigan. 

did eke go Into the hotel and up- 
stairs. 

The hall was hot, but Hal’s well- 
used, unadorned room was ten de- 
grees hotter. He washed quickly 
and hurried down to the car again, 
half certain that Sister Anastasia 
would appear to tell him Barry was 

too tired to go out so late. It was 

already eleven. 
But Barry came—alone, hatless, 

a reticent smile pretending to Ig- 
nore the seriousness of her brave 
eyes. ‘‘I haven't been long, have I?” 
she said, squeezing his wrist as she 
came to him. 

"Too long," he said. "Anything’s 
too long. It’s all too long. I’ve had 
twenty-six years without you, and 
I grudge every d—d moment.’’ 

She bowed her head, her lips In- 
voluntarily parted to reply. But 
she didn't Instead she said, "You’ve 
found where the garage Is?" And 
she added quickly: "I don’t give a 

darn where It Is. Oh, Hal, be gentle 
with me; help me.’’ 

The garage was Just around the 
corner, and la\vond It the town end- 
ed nakedly, the street swallowed by 
the dark plains like a road running 
Into the edge of a flood. The last 
house was dark: they hadn't to go 
far to be alone. And when they 
stopped, Barry parted his hands 
with hers, leaned back between 
them, and joined them before her. 

“Hal,” she said on n wary sigh of 
comfort, "I’ll tell you a story.” 

“I know a story,” he whispered 
against her hair. "Is It about you?” 

"It's about a girl much younger 
than I." she said; “younger In ev- 

erything.” 
“Then why should 1 he,.r It?” 
"Because It Is a sort of a test,” 

Barry said. “We don’t know each 
other so—so very well, do we? 
There’s something 1 need to know 

Rasputin Droned Away on Route 30. 

before 1 tell you what 1 have to 
tell you. You listen to the story 
and tell me what you think—and 
then I’ll know.” 

"Barry, it would keep," said Hal. 
"Tell me some other time—after 
we’re together, alone, for good.” 

She pressed his hands harder 

against her firmness, her head turn- 

ing so that her smooth cheek ran 

under his lips. "No,” she said, and 
he could tell from her voice that 
her eyes must be closed. “Please, 
Hal—now." 

“All right,” he said. ’As a favor, 
Barry, which I shall want returned.” 

“This girl,” Barry began at once, 
but quietly: “this girl lived on the 
same street I did, at home; 1 knew 
her well. It doesn’t matter what 
she looked like, except that she was 

pretty—perhaps before she should 
have been. Her father was In the 

bank, on town boards, a vestryman 
in the church. She thought she un- 

derstood him, she loved him very 
much, and she tried to be everything 
to him as he was everything to her. 
She knew he had stnrted humbly in 
his life and she knew how proud he 
was of the trust and respect he 
had In the town, how carefully he 
had built It all up around him and 
In himself. And she was proud of 
that for both of them. But she 
knew hardly anything else about 

him, except what she saw, because 
once when she asked about her 
mother, he made it plain In his 

gentle way that she wasn’t to ask 

questions, that some day he would 
tell her everything she needed to 
know’.” 

Barry’s pressure against him re- 

laxed a little. 

"One day,’’ Barry went on, as if 
making sure It should all be as slm 

pie and clear for him as It was for 
her, “her father brought a man to 
live In their house—a pleasant, quiet 
sort of man, a good deal younger 
than her father but older than she 
The man was away a good deal, but 
even when he was at home the girl 
hardly saw him except at breakfast 
and dinner: In the evening he used 
to read his paper while she and her 
father played cards and talked, as 

they always had. 

(TO lit. CONTINUED) 

An Early Electric Lamp 
One of the earliest electric lamp.- 

In general use was the Nernsr 
Glower, which had a glowing tube 
that »nd to be warmed—“lit”—to 
start the current and that could 
be “blown out”—by blowing until 
It cooled the point where It lost Its 
conductivity. — Arvle W. Gordon 
Madison, Wis., In Collier’s Weekly 

CLIFF DWELLERS 
OF PAST AGES 

Apartment Living Traced 

Back to 85 B. C. 

How many of us have the Impres- 
sion that apartment dwelling Is com- 

paratively modern? 
No doubt a good many of us. How- 

ever, surprising as It may seem, 
apartment dwelling dates back to 
about 85 B. C., according to official 
records. 

How much further no one can an- 

swer, but an exhaustive research by 
the writer reveals that In 85 B. 0. 
an entire apartment city was built 
high up In the Andes, a place called 
Mnchu Plcchu, Peru. 

The entire city was built about 
7,000 feet above sen level, on a prec- 
ipice leading up from the Grand can- 

yon of the Urubama. It was sup- 
posed to have been constructed to 
promote safety. These npartments 
were built of white grnnlte and di- 
vided into one and two rooms per 
family, with one window and door 
In each building. This was quite the 
mode of living in that day. 

We also find a troglodyte village 
In southern Tunisia, with apartment 
houses built of mud dauber, each 
apartment being separate from the 
others and consisting of one room, 
one door and no windows. 

Crude, treacherous stairs, worn by 
much use, led to the doors from the 
outside. The life of these Inhabi- 
tants was much like that of the 
Tueblo Indians of America and was 

another Instance of apartment dwell- 

ing of that period. 
We find In the Twelfth century In 

Kandy, Ceylon, a type of apartment 
better known today as the homes of 
the original cliff dwellers. These 
cliffs were built In the form of Indi- 
vidual apartments, one above the 
other nnd served ns a refuge for the 

Ceylonese against the Invading Mal- 
abars. 

The Ceylonese monarch of that age 
was so much Impressed by the apart- 

ment, or cliff dwellers, that he ap- 

pointed priests to take charge of 
them, and dedicated lands for their 
support That was probably the 

origin of our present superintendent 
or resident manager of apartment 
hoi ses. 

Coming to the North American 
continent we find at Mena Verda, 
Colo., a large community apartment, 
known as ‘’The Cliff Palace," tucked 
nway under au overhanging rock, 
which afforded protection In the 
form of a roof. 

Entrance was made from the top 
of the apartment by a crude ladder, 
and the Individual apartments were 

built in tiers, rising a few feet per 
apartment This Is still a famous 
relic of ancient Indian civilization in 
southwest Colorado. 

What was probably the first exam- 

ple of set-back architecture was dis- 
covered at Taos Pueblo, New Mexico, 
where a large Indian communal 
house was discovered and housed 
about 200 Indian fam'lies. This 
house was Inhabited by Pueblo In- 
dians and wns built of stone and 
sometimes mud. This communal 
house was often the subject for art- 

ists.—Raymond It. Keane, In the 

Philadelphia Record. 
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Poleman Mantles 
• LAST LONGER 
• MADE STRONGER 
• GIVE MORE LIGHT 

SEND for 2 genuine High Power 
Coleman Mantles. Use them on your 

gasoline pressure lamp or lantern. Let 
them prove that they are made stronger, 
last longer, give more light. Lowest 
cost to use. Just the right size, shape 
and weave for longer and better light- 
ing service. 

Colen^an Mantle* are alwara fresh; guar- 
anteed quality. Dealers^very where recom- 
mend them. The name “Coleman" stamped 
on the mantle protects you againat substi- 
tutes. Send top In stanps or coin to cover 
postage and handling. You'll get your two 
sample Coleman mantles promptly. Send 
today [5196J 

THE COLEMAN LAMP G> STOVE CO. 
Factory A Baraa Offles, Wtcnrra, Kams .. Dapt.WUHS 

WOULD BE WASTED TIME 
No one ever warns youth that 

there are dangers about love; and 
that one can't throw away common 
sense In dealing with It 

BOYS! GIRLS! 
Read the Grape Nuts ad In another 

column of this paper and learn how 
to Join the Dizzy Dean Winners and 
win valuable free prizes.—Adv. 

Don’t Bo Deceived 
Women laugh to be polite, but If 

you are shrewd you can always tell 
whether what you said made a hit 

C/ WAT YOUR GROCER’T"^^! 

WHEN kidneys function badly and 
you suffer backache, dizziness, 

burning, scanty or too frequent urina- 
tion, getting up at night, swollen feet 
and ankles; feel upset and miserable 
... use Doan's Pills. 

Doan's are especially for poorly 
working kidneys. Millions of boses 
are used every year. They are recom- 
mended by users the country over. 
Ask your neighborl 

□ 
BYERS BROS & CO. 
A Real Live Stock Com. Firm 

OMAHA and CHICAGO 

“DEFORE you start on your vacation trip, 
-■-* let us completely inspect your car. There 
is no charge for this service and it will 
assure you of a safer and more enjoyable trip. 

For the convenience and safety of car 
owners Firestone has established more than 
500 Auto Supply and Service Stores through- 
out the country, and thousands of Firestone 
Dealers are also equipped with complete 
Auto Supplies and complete Service 
Departments, to test and service your tires, 
brakes, batteries, spark plugs, in addition 
to power lubrication and crank case service. 

AVOID THE DANGER 
OF BLOWOUTS 

Firestone removes the danger of blowouts 
by preventing their main cause—internal 
friction and heat. This is accomplished by 
Gum-Dipping. 
THERE ARE THREE QUESTIONS AND 
ANSWERS THAT WILL SOLVE YOUR 
PROBLEM OF WHAT TIRES TO BUYi 

the tread give me the greatest 
traction and protection against 

skidding?” 

— Recent tests by a leading University show that 
Firestone High Speed Non-Skid Tires stop a car 15% 
quicker than any other of the leading nukes. 

For eight consecutive years Firestone Tires have 
been on the winning car in the dangerous Pike's 
Peak Race where a skid means death. 

2“Are they blowout-proof?'* 
—Firestone Gum-Dipped Tires have the most 

amazing records for being blowout-proof of any tires 
ever built. In the gruelling 500-Mile Race at Indian* 
a polls, May 30th, every one of the 33 cars was 

equipped with Firestone Gum-Dipped Tires. Not one 
of the 33 drivers had tire trouble of any kind. 

Ab Jenkins drove his 5,000 pound car on Firestone 
Gum-Dipped Tires over the hot salt beds of Utah, 
3,000 miles, averaging 127.2 miles per hour, with 
temperatures as high as 120°, without tire trouble of 
any kind. 

3 “Without sacrificing these two 
important safety features will they give 

me longer mileage, thus making: them the 
most economical tires I can buy?" 

— Firestone High Speed Tires not only give you 
more than 50% longer wear, but alto lowest cost per 
mile. In fact, unequaled mileage records of thousands 
of car owners add undisputed evidence of the longer 
wear and greater economy of Firestone High Speed 
Tires. 

Equip your car with a set of Firestone Gum-Dipped 
Non-Skid Tires, the safest tires ever built and avoid 
the dangers of skidding and blowouts. 

If Kill >ruu 

TYPE 

(/umDyyaed 
Made with the highest 
grade of rubber and cotton. 

Accurately balanced and 
rigidly inspected and we 

know it is as perfect as 

human ingenuity can 

make it. 

4.50- 21 $7.75 4.75-19 HD I0.0S 
4.75-19 0.10 5.00-19 HD XX.Of 
5.00- 19 S.SO 5225-18 HD IX.lo 
5.25-18 0.7s 5.50-17 HD 1X.7S 
5.50- 17 10.70 6.00-17 HD (4.50 
6.00- 16 It.os 6.50-19 HD «7.4« 

You Always Get Better Quality at No Higher Price 
when You Buy a Firestone Tire with the Firestone 

Name and Guarantee—LIBERAL TRADE- 
IN ALLOWANCE FROM THESE PRICES 

I 
CENTURY PROGRESS 

TYPE 

Equal or supe- 
rior to any so- 

called First 
Grade, Super or 

DeLuxe line re- 

Sardless of 
name, brand or 

manufacturer 

OLDFIELD TYPfc 
QumD^omi 

Equal or superi- 
or to any special 
brand tire made 
for mass dis- 
tributors, ad- 
vertised without 
the manufac- 
turer’s name or 

guarantee. 
4.50-21 •*.»* 
5.00-19 7.ff i 
5.25-18 0.40 U 

15 50-r o.io K 
Otfwr Sin* p 

Proportiooslsiy Low JE 

SENTINEL TYPE | 
Carrie* the K 
Firestone I 
name and| 
Equal or so- I 
perior to any E| 
tire in this I 
price class. 

ft. 50-21 M.Of gi 
t.75-19 6.40 I? 
5.25-18 7.60 P 

15 50-19 6.7f| l| 
Otftor Sizes 

PropwtionaMy Low Jg 

COUIIEI TYPE 

4.40-21 4.7* 
4.50-21 s.a* 

14.75-19 | ».i;»| 

^_J 
I BATTERIES 

At Low As | 
SPARK PLUGS 

Each in Sets 

J£ 
BRAKE LINING 

Listen to the Voice of Firestone—featuring Margaret Speaks, Soprano—every Monday night, N.&C—WEAP Network 


